BOB CHERRY BARRED BY HIS SCHOOLFELLOWS! i
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THE MORE WE ARE TOGETHER THE MERRIER WE
SHALL BE !

: from his
f of the

himself

READER,
“ Cub,” wants to know if there

who signs

are any Scout Patrols at
Greyfriars. If there are, he goes on to
say, will Mr, Frank Richards deal with the

Scouta when he writes his next series.

of Greyiriars yarmms ? First let me tell
o, ** Cub,” there are a number of Scout
atrols at Greyfriars. Secondly, I will
forward your suggestion to Mr. Frank
Richards, It is, however, impossible
for me to guarantec that our famoua
author's next series will be written around
the Greyfriara Scouts. Still, if my
correspondent gets his wish granted at
a later date, I am sure he will be content
to let it go at that. Many thanks for the
suggestion, * Cub,” And please convey
my hest wishes to your brother cubs.

The first query this week comes from
John Jameson, of High Wycombe, who,
after complimenting me and praising
the high standard of the Magr¥ET, asks
me to give him the dates of

QUARTER DAYS.

They are as follows: Lady Day—
March 25th; Midsummer—June 24th:
Michaclmas — September 29th, and
Christmas—December 25th.

Frank Munro, of Newton Abbot, is
the eender of the next letter, Frank
seems fairly bucked with life. Frank's
been doing guite a lot of walking lately,
and he’s come to the conclusion that

WALKING MAKES ONE FIT !

Frank lives about 2% miles from his
achool. He used to ride both ways,
m ‘and afternoon. Then along
came the bus strike, and Frank was
compelled to * foot-slog ' the journey.
He didn’t like the {ask at first, but he
soon got used to it. Although the buses
are again now, my Newton Abbot
¢hum atill prefers “ tramping along the
h:i%ma " And what's more to the
point, has more pocket-money
at the end of the week |

ALETNG about strikes, here are
EOm8
QUEER STRIKES

you may not have heard about. Some
time before Harry Wharton & Co. had
& “etay-in™ strike at Greyfriars, the
school children of Colsterworth, near
Grantham, went on strike against ome
of their masters, Other queer strikes
may be rmecalled. Executioneras of
C'anton, China, went out on strike once,
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complaining that unless they got more
than a shilling a head they would starve ;
the female prisoners i Wormwoeod
Serubs Prison struck .against an order
requiring them to carry coals to the laun-
dry fires, work which had previously
been the prerogative of * gentlemen ™
convicts; the aleoholic-drinkera of a
certain district struck as one man against
the increase in price of their favourite
beverape; certain barristers struck as
&' protest against the *' tyrannical
sttitude " of the pmsidm%l judge : and
among other bodies who have adopted
this form of protest apainst grievances
within recent years arve paupers, choir-
boys, ministers (who considered a pound
8 day “ little better than an insult ™),
commercial travellera and undertakers'
e, :

Having read so mauch about the air
raids in Spain, Geo Wallace, who
incidentally is fourteen years of dge and
is leaving school very shortly, asks me
il I can tell him how many air raids
there were on England and Scotland
from the outbreak of the Great War
in 1914 to the Armistice of November
11th, 1018. The number waa fairly
large, and to give you a complete list,
chum, wounld take up far too much space.
The firat air raid on this country acenrred
on Decemaber 24th, 1914, when an enemy

lane dropped a bomb in a garden at

over. The first Zeppelin raid oceurred
on January 19th, 1815, four Ewple
being killed in Yarmouth and King's
Lynn, The most sertous air raid of all—
unless my memory iz at fanlt—(luckily
I was in the line at the time !} was made
on London on June 13th, 1916, when 160
%uple were killed and 432 injured.

e firat Zeppelin was destroved on
Sept. 8th following & raid on the Eastern
Countica and London in which 20 people
wera killed and 86 injured.

“ ICTURE FAN,” who recently
saw & picture in which

CHIPPENDALE FURNITURE

was mentioned, aske me to tell him
something about this particular kind
of furniture. Chippendale furniture was
introduced in the reign of George I, by a
cabinet maker named  Thomas
Chippendale, who migrated to Londen
from Worcestershire, and set up for
himself in a small way in St. Martin's
Lane, Charing Cross. He was, however,
fonder of inventing designs for furniture
than of actually making it, and in 1752
poblished & book of pafterns, which
seemed to have been welcomed by the

London fumiture-makers of the day,
for they soon began to model a good deal
of their work upon it. Of couvse, only
a small portion of the so-called ** genunine
old Chippendale * in existence can have
come from the shop in St. Martin’s Lane.

Next comes a letter from Sid Staines,
of Halifax, who, after marvelling at the
“ big post ™ 1 receive, wishes to know
the meaning of

PIGEON POST.

Thisa ig merely o means of communieation
carried out by means of trained homing
pigeons. This method of transmitting
news has frequently been employed in
war-thme, particularly in attempts to
maintain  communication between the
defenders of a besieged town and their
friends outside. It is also used for naval
purposes in emergency, and by airmen
on sea-patrol work in case of a foreed
landing at ses, etc. The message,
written in evpher in small compass, is
rolled in & quill, which is attached to the
bird’s leg. During the Great War the
British and the French maintained an
excellent pigeon serviee on the Western
Front. The ¥French em lﬂ“)"ﬂ! pigeans
almost from the start of tl'llre Yar, and the
British first sent over pigeons to France
in March, 1916. Similar services were
established in Salonica, and in Egypt and
Mesopotamia.

And now for two

RAPID FIRE REPLIES

to readers’ queries,

Peter nifton (Leytonstone).—-The
“ XNelson Lee™ and ** Popular ' have
lomg  ceased publication and back
numbers of these periodicals are un.
obtainahle,

A. 5. Burberry (Bleichingly).—The
answer to your first question is * No.”
}I will put vour second question before
Mr. Frank Richards.

PACE is romning short, so I had
better get on to next week's
programme without delzy.

Frank Richards gives ua one of the best
yarns he hag ever written in

“ SPOOFING THE SCHOOL ™

There’s ne disputing the fact that
Willifm Wibley, of the Greylriars
Remove, i3 the school’s most wonderful
impersonator. He can impersonate
almost anybody—and not only is he a
master of make-up, but his features seem
elastic and twistable into almost any
shape. Certain things happen at Grey-
friars and William Wibley is * for it.”
But “Wib" is equal to the occasion
and determines to make the person who
causes all the trouble " gt up ¥ ! Suffice
it to say that the laugh’s on the side
of the Greyiriars impersonator,, Believe
me, chumas, you’ll laugh till your sides
ache when you read this amusing yarn.
 It's the funniest I've read for many a

long day.

What do you think of the new feature
by the Greyfriare Rhymester ¥ Good,
im't it 7 5ur long-haired poet will
inflict spasm No. 2 on you next week.
To com this grand issus there will
ba another topical issue of the * Grey-

friara Herald.” Miss next Saturday's
Magser? Yes you might, unless you
ask your newsagent to reserve you o

COPY ’
YOUR EDITOR,
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BOB CHERRY IS TURNED DOWN BY HIS CHUMS, and all beeause he refuses to divulge a
secret that would mean expulsion for a schoolfellow and hrmg indelible disgrace upon one for whom
Bob has a very great respect,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Generous Offer*Declined !

ILLY BUNTER, lcaniag on the
banisters on the Remove land-
ing, blinked up the Kemove pas-
sage through his big spectacles,

There was a thoughtful wrinkle in
Buntor's fat brow.

Ho secmed deeply interested in a little
scene in the Remove L{JESSEE‘L He con-
centrated his eyes, and his spectacles, on
that little scene,

It was tea-time, and Remove fellows
were coming up to the studics to tea.
In the doorway of Study No. 1 four
juniors  etood—Harry Wharton and
Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull and Hurres
Jamset Ham Singh.

Another junior came along from the
stairs, and passed them. ‘That other
junior was Bob Cherry.

Instead of greeting the Co. with a
cheery roar, and tramping into the
study to tea, Dol marchecd straight on.

He did not glance at the four in the
doorway. Ho seemed unconscious of
their existence.

Three of them looked away, redden-
ing a little. Only Johnny Ball
remained unmoved, his gaze steady.

Bob Cherry tramped on up the pas-
sage to hiz own study, No, 15 LThe
door of that study shut on him.

Other fellows, as well as Billy Bunter,
had observed that little scene.  Bmithy,
locking out of Study No. 4, smiled in
his sarcastic way. Bkinner and Sncop,
who were 1n the dpaasage, exchanged a
grin. Peter Todd planced after Bab,
and then looked at Harry Wharton.

“You fellows been rowing?” he
asked.
“COh, no!® said Ilarry. "“Not
exactly.”

The captain of the Remove stepped
back into hiz study. The door of Study
No. 1 closed on the four.

Then Billy Bunter detached his fat
person from the banisters on the land-
iy, and rolled up the passage.

He pitched open the door of Harry
Wharton’s study, and blinked in.

“1 say, you allows——* he began.

The four faces that were turru:-d
towards the fat Owl of the Remove did
not wear welcoming looks.

Johnny Bull was looking grim. The
other thres were looking worried. None
of them seemed pleased to see Bunter.

“Bhuot that door 1" said Nugent.

“Cretainly, old chap!” assented
Bunter. IIe shut the door; with him-
self on the inner side of it.

Johnny Bull gave an
grunt.

“Do you want that fat frog here,
Wharton?" he asked.

exXpressive

“No fear 1”

“Well, shall I turf him out?”

“Do ¥

“1 say, you fellows, no larks, wyou
know I exclaimed Billy Bunter hastily.
“J say, I've come to say sn-mcthm
specia —usumethmg you'll be tinllr ﬁ
to hear. I fancy 11: will ra gor
you up.”

Johany Bull, who was already lifting
his boot, let it drop apain. Al four
stared at Dunter.

“What do you mcan, you fat ass?”
demanded iho crtptmn of the Remova.
“Cat it short, anyhow.”

“The shortfulness will be a boonful

blessing 1”  remarked Hurree Jomset
Ram Sinch.

“¥ou fellows have been 1nnl-:.m,|;£._ dawn
in the mouth the last day or two,” went

on Bunter cheerfully. I know why,

of course.'

“¥You know why!” exclaimed Ilarry
Wharton. “You prying little fat
worm 1™

“'l}h, really, Wharton—="

“Rot ! sgaid Johnny Bull. “Ha
docsn't know anything abiout it. Wa've

not said anything, and Bob hardly

would.”

“No need to say anything,” grinned
Bunter. * Every man in the Remove
can see that you've rowed with Bob
Cherry.

“{lh 1’* said Harry. “Is that all,
fathead

“lih? Yes! Nothing else, is there?”

asked Bunter. “Well, look herel I'll
t{ell you my idea ! You fellows have
always gone ahaut. in a gang—{ive of
you | w you've rowed with Bob, and
turned hsm down. Mind, I'm not sur-
prised! T like old Bob, but I'm not
going to deny that he's rather & noisy,
boisterous sort of silly fathead—-"

“What "

“Like o hippopotamus in a studyl I
never quite knew how you fellows could
stand him, and I'm not surprised at yvou
pushing him out. I mean to say,
don’t blame you, see?”

“You silly chump [*

“Yaou foothing Fat frowster [

* ¥You benighted bLloater [

“You terrific toad

“Eh, what?" DBilly Bunter blinked at
the four in surprise, as they all spoke
at once.

Considering that they had “rowed ™
with Bob Cherry, and were no longer on
spealiing terms with their former friend,
Bunter Lhad not cxpected thom to got
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ehirty when he stated his opinion of
Bob, But they did.

“ Boot nim out I” snapped Nugent.

“I say, you fellows, don't be stulfy
ahout nothing I exclaimed Billy Bunter.
“ ¥ou haven't heard my idea yet ! Now,
ok here! Thore were always five of
you—and you had the neck to name
vourselves the Famous Five, as if you
were the only pebbles on the beach,
wiirch you olly well ain’t!  Skinner
=~ava the Fatheaded Five would be
wearer the mark, He, he, hel”

« Is that the lot?”

O, nol I mean to say, that now
vou've turned out that faithead Cherry,
vou're only four. One from five leaves
fonar, soe?t

“h, my hat!” said Nugent. *You
aught fo shine st arithmelic in class,
Bunter. It would buck Quelch no end.”
Oy, really, Nugent! Well, my idea
is this,” said Dunter, blinking seriously
at the chums of the Remaove thruugh his
hig spectacles, * Why not make 1t five
again? Take another fellow into the
jolly old ecirele, what? Of coursze, yon
don’t want any commonplace sort of
[ellow—like Tﬁddiv, or Squilf, or
Browney, or Hazel, or Mauly, or
ordinary fellows of that sort. Pick out
the best man in the Remove—a good all-
round sportsman, good cricketer and
footballer, d rowing man, and all
that, see? How do you like the dea?”

The four juniors gazed at Bunter,

For reasons that they were certainly
not likely to confide to the fat Owl of
ihe Remove, they were no longer on
Jriendly  tewvmws  with Bob  Cherry,
Eitheﬁn an inseparable member of the

0.

It had not occurred to any of them to

fill tha vacant place in the ranks.
why 1t should interest Billy Bunter was
a mystery they could not fathom.
It was like Bunter, of course, to barge
inte what did not eoncern him. He
never could mind his own business,
S5till, it was surprising that he should
take any mntervest in this.

"Like the idea® chirruped Bunter.

“Is that what you came lhere to say "
asked Harry.

“Yes, old chap.?

“Well, thanks for the suggestion,
ﬂmnglh we don't want it—and now
travel, and see if you can possibly mind
your own business.”

“0h, really, Wharton——="

“There's the door!” pointed out
Frank Nugent,

“If you're going to refuse my ofler
—" said Billy Bunter, with dignity.

“Your offer?” vrepeated Harry
Wharton. “You haven't offcered us any-
thing, have you, you fat ass?

:;I' h? Don’t you understand?
willing to join up—-="

“You? Ob, my hat|”

“Oh crikey 1’

“I said a good all-round sporte=man,”
sard Bunter,

“¥You're all round, all right, if vou're
not & sportsman,” said Harry Wharton,
langhing.

“The all roundfulness is terrific ¥

“Well, what about 1t} asked Bunter,
“1 fapey you'd find me rather an agree-
able change, after that fathead Cherry.
We'll be five, you see, with that silly
223 left out. There's one thing I'd
better mention, though, before we go
further. 1 shouldn't stand too much
swank from you, Wharton.”

*Oh I” gasped Harry.

“You couldn't expect i§t1” said
Bunter, with a shake of his head. “How
Cherry stood it i3 & m;,rster;r to me.
couldn’'t—an. sheuldn't. I'm not sur-
prized that Cherry has got fed up with
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it, if you don't mind my =aving s0. 1
suppose that that’s what you've rowed
about. He, he, hol nd [ should
expect Bull to try to have rather move
decent manners———>"

“CWhat ¥ growled Johuny Ball, in a
voiee like unte that of the (Greeat Llnge
Bear, )

“1 mean, not such 2 pig, you koow 1™
explatned Bunter.

“0Oh 1 gasped Johnny,

*1 don't mind Nugent being o milk-
sop, and Inky a nigrer,” went on
Bunter generously. “ Yhey can't help
it; and a fellow has to take fellows as
he inds them. But not too ninch swank
from you, Wharton And not too much

runt and growl from vou, Bull. Seef
‘hat being understood, I ihiuk we shall
get on all right.”?

“Oh,” pasped MNugent, “ you
that, do you "

“Well, ves,” said Bunter, T think so.
I should expect you to cash a postal
order for me every now and then,

ctween pals, you know, and nol nake
g rotten fuss because it hadn't come.
I'll make it & point to tea in this study,
as Bob used to, except when I can’t
%ﬂﬂﬁlhi}" let down my other friends.

ou know that a chap who's run after
like me 1sn’t always hiz own master
really., When s fellow’s popular you
can’t axpect to take up all his tiume.
Now, 1z it & go "

“Is—is—is 1t a go?” gasped Harry
Wharton. " Ne, net quite a go.”

“Hardly !” grinned MNugent.

“T'm going to boot him,” zaid Johnny
Bull. “A chap who asks for it like that
ought to have it."

“I say, you fellows—— Keep off, you
beast ! roarved Billy Bunter, as J-::-Emny
Bull let out a {oot.

think

Thud I
“Ow! Why, vou cheeky beast, you
kick me, and T'll jaﬁg well—

Yaroooocooop 17
Harry Wharton threw open the siudy

01

“Now, all kick together ! he said.
*Wait a minute, Bunter; stand steady |
mew if we ean land hun right across the
passage. Hold on, Bunter; we're not
veady yot—>""

Bunter did not hold on. Bunter was
not quick on the uptake, but he could
see that his generous offer to fll the
vacant place in the ranks of the famous
Co. was not geing to be accepted. He
did not hoeld on and he did not stand
steady; he shot through the doorway
like a stone from a catapult.

I_The door of Btudy No. 1 closed on
11871,

It opened again & minute later, and
a fat face and a big pair of spectacles
glared in.

“Beasts 1 roared Bunter.

Then the door slammed, and Bunter
vamshed.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Bounder Means Well!l

ERBERT VEBNON-SMITH, the
Bounder of (Freyfriars, stood in
the guad, near the deor of the
Housze, after toa.

His glance followed a number of
fellows in flannels who were going down
to the nets. Harry Wharton bad asked
him in passing if he were coming, to
which the Bounder replied only by a
shake of the head.  His chum Tom
Redwing had gone with the four, his
bat under his arm.  The Bounder noted
that Bob Cherry was not with his friends
—ar, rather, his former friends.

All the (ir&yfrin.ra Remove knew by
thia time that there was & split in the
Co., though they did not know why.

But Smidiy had o very accurate sus-
Inc—mn o ihe subject—and Snithy, as
1w planeed aiter the Co., bad a foint
ztieer o his sardonic face.

They bad tormed their pal down, and
e huew or, ab Jeast, guessed—why,
Smithy’s fecling was seornful.

Smithy had never had but one pal n
the sehool—Teow Redwing, 1o had
guarrelled with i often enough: but
he would never have tuened b down,
whatever he might have done,

Certainly he could net nnagine Toin
dmu% what Bob Cherry had dene—or
was believed to have done. But if hao
had, Smithy would have stood by him
threugh thick and thin, DPevlaps that
was because he was a little loss par-
trcular in his ideaa than the Co. He
chose to think that it was bhecauze he
waz more loval, and was satisfied with
himself accordingly.

A Lomove fellow came out of the
Housze, and the Bounder looked round at
Irim. He was, as o matter of fact, wait-
ing for Bob to come ont.  But it was not
Bob; it was Peter Haecldene of the
Remove, and he gave the Hounder a
look of dislike as he passed.

Smilthy’s lip enrled as he watched
tlazel heading for the gates.

A less keen eye would have read
nothing 1 the junior's manncr, but
Smithy spotted a certain [urtiveness,
and he had a very clear idea thas the
scapegrace of the Remove was going
out on zome forbidden excursion,

&mithy was a good deal of a scape-
grace himself, and, in fact, rather
prided himself on being the “bad hat
of his Form; but he had only contempt
for & weak-kneed fellow like Hazel, who
could not run straight, but whe lacked
the ecourage to face the music when
trouble accrued from running crooked.

A fow minutes alter Hazel bad gone
Bob Cherry came out of the Hovse,. Ha
was not in fHannels, and elearly did not
intend to join the other fellows ot
cricket. iz ruddy face lacked its
nsial cheery smile and was almost ex-
pressionless.  If Bob Cherry was in deep
waters, as the Bounder pucssed that he
was, he was not going 1o show signs of
it for all tho school to see.

“0Oh, here you ore, old bean!” said
Eﬂ;l;'-h}?, with unusual affability. “ Geing
out

Bob looked at him, not very cordially,

“¥es," he answered briefly.

“Which way 7" Smathy fell mto slep
by his side as he asked that question.

* Any old way.”

“ Just a tramp?”

“Yes

“Like my company

Bob locked at him again. Ie did not
want the Bounder’s comnpany ; he wanted
the company of hizs ewn friends, which
he could not have, Bmithy was no
friend of his, and recent happenings had
canzed Bob to feel rather hostile.

But Bob, even in kis glummest maood,
never was 4 fellow to vebuff any fellow
if he could help it. He would not say
that he wanted™ Smithy's company,
because he did not, but he answered
eivilly : ]

* Just as you like.”

And they walked out of gates togelher
and took the path down to the Sark.

Lord Mafleverer of the Remove,
lounging under the shady trees, gave
them a cheery nod and a grin as they
pessed, and Bob's face brightened into
a smile as he nodded to his lordshs E

Aaunly's face becama very itlioughtic)
as he locked after them. Mauly, like
other fellows in the Form, had noticed
the sicns of tvouble in the owncg-umited
Co., and it rather worried ihe good-
natured Manly. .

Ey the school beathouse Vernon-Smith



and Bob Cherry turned down tha river
and walked along the towpath in the
direction of IFriardale Dridge.

Bob walked in complete silence,

With his hands deep in his pockets,
he swung aleng and scemed to have for-
gﬂttTln that another [ellow was with bim
at all

There was s faint grin on  tha
Bounder’s face. He had not picked
cheerful company for that walk—indeed,
he hardly knew whv he had picked Bob's
company at all.

The fellow was down on his luck, Buat
Emithy had never had much sympathy
for lama ducks: he waa more given to

“0Oh ! * ejaculated Clara Treviyn,

“Oh !’ repeated Marjorie Hazeldene.

EVERY SATURDAY

meinded my own business, 'm the man
o talke a hink" said Vernon-Smith
coolly. "I never was o man to bargo
in. But your own pals have turned you
down, and you can't ask a chap liko
Mauleverer; and it looks to me as if it’s
gr?tt;;’ gerious. S0 I say agoin—can [

alp ¥*

ﬁ?::b Cherey cames o a halt and starved
the Dounder in the face, his own ex-
pressing astonizhment and bewilderment.

Smithy pave an imﬁntjenh shrug.
Bob's bewildered look showed that ha
did not understand. Smithy was con-
vinced that he understood perfectly well.

*You're talking in ridrihrs- Senithy,™

5

Don’t worry; I ehan’t speak on the
subject sgnin I dun't have to be told
twice to mind my own business.”

“I'm 1ot telling vou that, Emit.h;l
Ifl you fapey 1'in hard up, and you'reo
willing to help, I'm a bit surpriscd—
but I suppose 1 ought to feel gratofal.
But what the thump has put the idea
inte your head?™

" Pile it on 1" jesred Smithy,

“And what do you mican that I
couldn’t say to Meuleverer " demanded
Bob, "Are wou fathead enough to
think that I've gob any disgraccful debts
like that cur Hazel? You must be
Latiy 1

The twe Clilf House girls wafched the two

Greyfriars junlors fightlng hard and fast on the river bank. Even as they watched, Vernon-Smith went spinning under 3

shrugging his shoulders at a fellow’s
nﬁmfurtunes than to sympathizsing with
themn.

But there was no doubt that he was
interested in Bob—and he was curlous,
too. DBob had come a “ mucker "—tho
mest unexpected kind of mucker. Ilow
and why puzzled the Bounder, ond
Smithy did not like to be beaten by a

roblem; and Smithy was capable of
Eind and friendly impulses, though he
would never have admitied a= much.

I “Look here, old man—" he said at
ast.

Bob Cherry
Clearly he had forgotten
Bounder was with him.

“ODh! Yes—what?" he said.

gtarted and coloured.
that the

“Thinkin® oubt some jolly ald
problem 1
H’G'h- no 111
“Well, look here,” said Smithy

auietly, “we'rae xifat pals, old bean, and
never likely to be, but a fellow ecan’
help rather liking you, all the same.
Can I help ¥

Bob hlinked at him.

“Help* he repeated. *I don’t catch
oh Smnth¥. I'm not in any need of
ha]p that T knowr of™

“If that means that you'd rather 1

terrifie drive from Bob Chezry.

said Bob. *I suppose you mean it in a
friendly way, but I can’t make you out,
What do you rvean that I can’t ask a
chap like Mauleverer 7

M1 mean, if you raised monoy from
him he would havoe (g know why, and
ou could hardly tell a strait-laced chap

ike that why vou want it.”

“Are vou potty " asked Bob blanlkly.

0y go it grunted the Bounder.
“¥ou mean that vou bar me, and don't
want & helping band from a fellow you
don’t like. All right; let it drop.”

The Bounder was turuinﬁ away with
that to walk back the way ho had come,
Bob, with a flushed face and a glint in
his f{es. stepped into his way.

“Hold on, Smithy! T want to know
what you mean,” he spid. " So far as I
can make out, vou fancy I'm in want of
mongy—""

“1 know you are.”

“You know more than I do. then ™
spid Bob, “I'm not Toaded with bank-
notes like wou, Smithy., but 1 have aas
much as I want; as much as I need, at
any rate, What the thump de you
mean ¥

“Oh, carey on ! eneered the Bounder.
“I'm & fogl for my pains, but I don't
like secing o fcllow come a mucker |

_The Dounder looked &t him aiten-
tw&{;. and very keenly. :

“¥ou'ra changing,” he said. “Not
sn very long ape you couldu't have
looked & fellow wn the face and rolled
out lies like that”

“Lies? ejaculated Bob,

“What do you eall it. then?t de-
manded Vernon-Smill angrily.
“Think I'm s fool? I'm a fool to
barge inte what doesn™t coneern me, I
admit that., But I'm not » fosl to Lo
bamboozled by =illy bhumbug ¥

Bob's face set.

*I don’t even begin to understand
you, Smithy,” he said. “You've got somo
potty idea mte your head, I ecan sce
that. suppose  you meant to bo
friendly: but you cau't call me & liar
and ”

*“I can’t call vou anvthing else, when
vou're telling dashed liea™ sad the
Rounder scollingly, By gum, Bunter's
s fool to you, when vou get poingl
Why couldn’t _you say ount plain that
vou'd rather I didn't butt in? That
would have been all vight. Ko need to
lie about it, that I can see. Do you
think I'd give you away to Quelch, or
what "
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Bobk’s oves pleamed.

* Better stop al that, Vernon-Smilh ™
he said.  *You've called ine a har twigs.
Say it again, aud I'll kneck you spin-
g™

That was more than enough for the
DBounder.

Quite unlike hiz uswnal way, he had
folt & compassionate kindness for a
Jamo duck. Ha had eollered to help,
and hoe could have kicked himself for
having dono so.  All compassion and
Rindness were banizhed now. e was
pot the fellow 1o yield an inch, or ihe
fraction of an inch, at o challenge.

“Liar ™ ho retorted ab once.

“That docs iL]" sald Doh, belween
hig teeth, ™ Put up your hands, Verncn-
Smith, I'll knock that back down your
vheeky neck I?

The Bounder's hands went up like a
flash as Bob Cherry came at him. And
the next moment, on the green towpath,
hetween the woods and the river, they
were Hghiing.

TBE THIRD CHAPTER.

Three Girls in a Boat !

SAY, vou givls—"
“ifteen thousand, five hundred

1

and forty-four |* =aid Clara
Trevlyn. .
“Fh, whatt” ejaculated Bessie
Bunter, blinking at Aliss  Clara
through the big E:n:ctaclea that were so
like her brother Billy's.

And Marjorio Hazeldene gazed al her
friend. ]

The three CLF ITouse givls were in
a boat on the Savk, pulling up from
Friardale.

Besste Bunter’s considerable weight
was deposited on the stern seal. Ier

ample tigure flled it from side to side.
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Marjorie and Clara were pulling.

Bessie's attention was divided betweon
a bugr of Lullseves and the exercize of
her fat chin.  ller phunp face, and her
pluinp figuwre, ware rather sticky. UI]I]j."
when she disposed of o bullseya did
her conversation flag, Lxcent for those
brief antervals, it ran en hke the un-
ending melody in Wapoeriang  muisie—
thouglh pevhaps less melodious.

“Whareer vou mean, liffeen ihounsand,
five Dhundved and  foviv-four?  de-
mianded Mizs DBunter. ™ Fifteen {hou-
saamd,  dive hundred  and  Torty-four
what ¥

*Words 1™ answered Clara, “That’s
the number you've spoken In ihe fast
half-hour. 1've been counting.™

“Caot 1" said Bessie.

Marjerie Ilazeldene Janghed.

“I'm not sura to & thosad or so,”
confessed Miss Clara.

‘I was going to say—
Besaie,

“Don't1” suggested Clara. v
vour chin a rest, Fatiuna, dear! Sup-
posa it got crocked, from too much
vxercise "

“1 was going to say—"

“Yes, I know. We shall be late for
iea if we go any farther! You've said
it seventeen times slready 17

g ]fr six times, Clara!” said Mar-
jorig, lauphing.

“I wasn’t 1" howled Miss Buntler. "1
was going to s=ay, look at thosa two
Gmyﬁiara boys fighting on the bank.”

“Oh 1" ejaculated Clara.

“th I rapeated Marjorie.

They locked vound at the bank—and
beheld the rather startling =scene that
AMiza Bunter's eyes—and spoctaclos——
had already discerned.

Marjorie Hazeldene's {ace became
very grave. Clara gave a little sniff.
Miss Bunter looked keenly intevested.

1F

squealed

.

“1 caw, you zivle, pull in a bit and
let's wateh,” she said.  ““Ohme of them's
Bob Cherry; the other’s Vernon-Smith |
I don't like Vernon-Snuth very muchs
hoe has a nasty, sneering way ! 1 bops
Bob will wallop him 1™

“Bob's wallopmg him all vight "' squd
Aizs Clara. *They ought to be jolly
well whacked, both of them |

Marjorie razed at the zcene on the
shove, The two juniors, in fierce sivife,
did not sce the boal. They were light-
ing bard znd fast

The Bounder, slrong and mmeeular as
he was, was hardly a mateh for Dob
Cherry—a circumsiance that made no
difference at all to SBmithy, in laking
cn the combat. e was, et all esvonds,
r.-ntlinan » & hard Hght.

But Bob had the uﬁper hand. Even
as the schoolgirls looked, Smithy went
over, under a terrific drive that faivly
lifled him off his feet.

e crashed down heavily in the grass,
and Bob Cherry stood over him, pant-
myr, his eyes blazing.

Verpon-Smith raised himselfl en his
olbow.  Ilis eyes burned up at Baob.
The CliT ilouso givls heard his panting
VO

“¥You rotier! I'il lick
rou yeti 1™

“Get up and do it, then!” rapped
Bob., *I'm waiting for voul”

The Bounder scrambled up and
hurled himsclf at his adversary sgain.
Hommer and tongs they went, hard
and fast.

“Pull on, Clara ¥ breathed Marjorie.

The scene was distressing enough to
her, eespecially as Bob Cherry was
engaged 10 it

“Hot 1" said Clara coolly. "I they

You rotkor!

Eive & ljim-ﬁghtiqg exhibition in publie
the {;u lic are entitled to gee the show.”
“¥ees, rather!” squealed Bessie.

“¥ou needn’t be afraid for Bob, Mar-
jorie. Buob’s gll vight. He's got Smithy
wallo E}ed e

“8Billy pair of neodles!” rvemarked
Miss Clara, "I wonder what Mies
Primrose would say if Cliff House girls
carried on like thati”

“He, he, he "—from Bessie.

“Mr, Quelch doesn't cane thom
enough,” said Clara. "1 dave say he
would, though, if he ecould see them
now. Beb looks in a fcarfully bad
temper.”

t %ﬂh isn’t guarrelsome,” said Mar-
jorie, rather sharply. "It must lLe
Ternon-Snith who 15 to blame:™

“Cela va sanas dive, as wo eay in
the French class 1" grinned Miss Clara.

“Eh? Wharrer you mean by slah
valh song  dear?” demanded Miss
Buauter.

“That goes without saying!” said
Clara. “Is BDob ever to blame for any-
thing? Except, of coursze, when Hazel

says so! That's the solitary excep-
tron 1™

“Don’t lalk nonsense, Claral” said
Marjorie.

“Bow.wow ¥ said Clara imperturb-
ably. *Oh, my hat! There gocs poor
old Smithy apain! He will be sorry he
asked for it, at this rate.”

Herbert  Vernon-8mith  was  down
again, on his back in the grass on the
towpath. Bob dashed hia hand across
Lis forehead, to dash away a stream
of perspiration. It was hot July
weather, and it was hot work for hot
weather.  As he did so he zuddenly
caught cight of the schoolgirls’ boat
on the river, -

Ha gave a vielent start as his eyes
fixed on Mavyerie Hazeldene, Ilis face,

which had  been crimson, soddenly
paled. : .
Smithy was dragging himself up,

Last

slowly and painfully, for that
him

Lueck bad very num"l:,r Enocked



eut. He was Leaten, and he kuew it,
but he was going on as long as he could
stund: that was the Bounder's wav.
His foce waz full of black bitterness.
No one could have guessed, from his
looks, that ho had joined Bob Cherry
on that walk by the river with friendly
mtentions !

But Bob Clierry had forgotion Smithy
now, He stared blankly at the Clff
House boat, and Marjorie’s grave face,
whicli secined to startle lum like o
ghost. Ile did not even raise his hat.
He just starved, as if petrificd.

As Bmithy gained his legs and stood
unsteadily on  them RBob stirred to
sudden action. He turned away [rom
the river and walked guickly into the
bordering wood. i

In n moment the trees and thickets
swallowed him from sight.

Vernon-Smith, panting painfully for
Lrealh, starcd after him, not under-
stonding. He had not seen the CLff
House boat, so far.

“Come  back, you roften funk I
shouted the Bounder. “By gad, you
rotten eur, you started this, and you're
goin’ on with it1”

There was no answer from Bob, A
rustle of twigs told that he was moving
guickly through the wood, and that was

gll. The rustle died away In & moument
or two, and the Bounder was left
staring and scowling. Ho was in a
mood to pursne, but he was in no state
to o =o0; he could hardly have dragged
one leg ofter the other.

“Oh, yvou rotter!” he panted. * You
mt—l‘l

Ho broke off at the sight of the CLIf
House boat and the three pairs of eyes
fixed on him from the river.

His face, already crimszon, flushed
a deeper red. To be seen by the school-
girls, battered and bruised, panting and
gasping from a savage ﬁg]:.t., was by noe
meens pleasant to the Bounder.

Marjorie and Clara, realising his dis-

comfort, pulled on. Bessie DBunter
grinned back at him, .
Smithy, glad to ses them going,

stooped by the river's edge, to bathe his
burning face in the cool water.

“I say, you girls, what did Bob cut
off like that for?" asked Bessie Bunter,
blinking at her two compenions through
lier big spectacles,

"Jolly well ashamed of himsell, per-
haps ! said Clara.

arjorie did not speak. BShe was
puzzled ; but she was glad, at all events,
that that fierce fight ha EWPEEEL It
was cvidently the sight of the CLff
Houze girle, in the boat, that had caunszed
Bob to break it off, careless of what the
Bounder might think of his sudden
retreat. But there was more in it than
that, as Marjorie know.

The strange lock on Bob's startled
face as he saw her had not escaped
her eyes, It was not wholly because he
was ashamed to ba seen l"-%'hr;in that he
Liad cut into the wood. It Tooked—she
could not help sceing that it looked—
a3 if the sight of har was unwelcome to
Iiis eyes—as if he wanted to aveid her.
Bhoe was puzzled and hurt,

hliss Clara gave her rather a gueer
loak. Bhe, alse, had noticed somet 1inE.

“You haven't been rowing with Bob,
Marjorie T she asked.

*“YWhat nonscnse, Clara 1"

“Ilas Hazel been making mischief 3™

“1 wish you would not speak of my
brother like that, Clara.”

“ Brer-r-r 1" eaid Clara.

And they pulled in silence. But Miss
Elizabeth Buater, in tha intervals of
chewing bullseyes, provided conversa-
tion enough for three, so that was all

right |

EVERY SATURDAY

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Plain English !

ARRY WHARTON knitted his
brows,
“This is rotten ! he said.
] “It is1” agreed Frank
Mugent.

“The rottenfulness is  fereific!”
aszented Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, a
eloud on hiz nsually cheery, dusky tace.

Johnny Bull i:nnt,ributea a grunt to
the discuszion. .

The four had come up to the studies
after ericket practice. 'L'hree of them
wers deeply worried. Johnny, if he
were as worried as his friends, wos grim
and inflexible, Johany Bull was a
fellow to make up his mind slowly and
deliberately; but once he had made it
up, it wos fized Shilly.shally, as he
would have called it, was a thing for
which Johnny had no use.

“1 ean't make it oub!” went on
Harry. *“Bob's not the sort of chap to
do anything of the kind—"

“Only he did 1" said Johnny
stolidly. )

“If we're making somo awinl mis-
takke—"

“We're not.”

“Well, if yvou're satisfied, I'm not 1"
said Harry shaeply. “It's rotten all
routid. There's the cricket to be con-
sidered. DBob's wanted in the Rookwood
mateh, when it comes slong."”

“It'z jolly awhward I said Frank.

“YWhat can't be helped, can't be
helped 1" pronounced Johnny Bull, *1
know I'm not palling with a pincher 1"

“What cannot be curad by a stitch in
fime, must go longest to tho well, as the
I':I'lgl,lsh ﬁrmcrl‘] remarks,” said Ilurree
Jamset Ham Bingh. * But——"

“ But—" said Harry.

“"You can wash out the bufs,” seid
Johnny calmly. “Bob Ehm—rf_ had_ =
banknote that didn't belong to him. He
couldn’t, or wouldn’t, explain. It's no
Euud saying that that deoesn't settle it—

ecause ik daes 1™

“I'm going to speale to Mauleverer
said Harry,

“What's the good ™

“It was Mauly's banknote! It was

iven back to him. He must knowl

a's as friendly with Bob as ever—
more so, in fack! T've thought twe or
three times that be's gone oub of his
way to show it."

“Just like old Mauly 1" said Frank,
with & grin. *“He would stick to any
man who was down on his luck.”

“Wot unless he believed him decent ™
gald Harry Wharton. “If Mauly
thought as we do, he wouldn’t touch
him with a barge-pole I

“Mauly's an ass!” szaid Johony.

“Porhans he is; but ho may know
zomething abont it that we don't know,”
said the captain of the Remove. " IHae's
gone to his study now. Let's— Oh,
my hat t™

Wharton broke off with a startled ex
clamation as a Remove fellow passed the
open doorway of the study. It was the
Bounder, and his aspect was a little
startling.,

He had hizs handkeechief to his nose,
and it was spotled with erimson.  Thera
weros  other  {rages—very  prominent
fraces—of damage on his face. Herbert
Vernon-Smith had clearly been in the
Wars. : ; .

Ho glanced at the juniors in the stndy
ns he heard Wharton's exclamation.
BHis cves were glinting.

“Berap " asked Nugenk.

“Noticed it sneernd the Bounder.
“Yes, I've heen serapping I

“ DBetter have come down to the
cricket, after all ! Harey YWharton re-
marked devly.

“Much Dbetier!” said the Bounder.
“I went out specially to ask for thiz—

IH
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and I've got it] By gum, I'll make that

cad sit up for 1t, topt™
*Highelifie man?" asked Johnny
The

Bull.

“Your precious pal, E!mrr:!rl
man yvou've turned down for pinching—
and that I'm turning down now, too !’

The four juniors jumped. This was
the first hint that they had hed that
anyone outside their own cirele know
of Bobh Cherry’s dizsmal secret. How the
Bounder knew was o mystery to thom.

“Bmithy ! Wharton almost gasped.
“What do you mean? Look here—"

The Bounder gave a savago laugh.

“I kooew all along,” he sneered. *1
was poing to say nothing! I thought
that the poor fool had landed in some
trouble and lost his head. I was going
to keep it dark, end help him out of the
ditch, if 1 could! This 15 what I've
got for being & soft ass! DBy gpum, he
will find that this isn’t the way to make
f" h{n-::.w keep his rotten secrets for
wm 1"

The Dounder tramped on up the pas
sage, went into his own study, and
slammmed the door. The four juniors in
Study MNo. 1 exchanged glances of
disinay.

“Smithy knows " muttered Nugent.

“1 fancied he suspected something at
the time 1™ said Harry, in a low voice.
“He's keen as a razor. It will be sl
over Lho Remove now 1f Smithy talks
about 1t. And 1

“Well, Chorry's asked Ffor it!”
grunted Johnny Bull, “'Weo're keeping
it dark, because we've been his friends.
He can’t oxpect other fellows to.”

“Come on and see Mauly!" said

Wharton abruptly, and he left the
study.

His friends followed him up the pas
gage to Study Noo 12, Johuny Bull
iving an expressive grunt as he
ollowed on.

In Btudy Neo. 12 they found Lord
Mauleverer, lazily extended on the
ottoman under the window, He glarced
at them with a lLittle less than his uzual
urbanity, and did not, as usual, ask
them o alﬂ%ger ! However, thev
entered  without  bein askoed,  and
Wharton carvefully closed the door.

“"We want te speak te you, Mauly ™
he began,

“No law against 1t1 eaid Maule-
Verer.

“ About that rotten banknote—"

*Drop that 1™ .

“Can't! We've got to know ™ zaid
Harry. “Look here, you know that
Bob Cherry had it! '&?ﬂu must know,
because you had it back, and he nust
have gpiven it to you.™

Lord DMauleverer's expression
utterly blank.

“Talk about somethin® else!™ he sug-
gested.  “What about the Rookwood
nmt::;hr I've forgotten the datel Tell
e

“"Never mind Reookwood now—=""

O WTu=t 1" said Mauleverer, “T'im
fearfuly keen on it! TFrightfulls 1

“Don't be an ass, Mmﬁ:j " snid tho
captain of the Remove. “Now, vou
can't have forgotten about that monldy
banknote. Even an ass like you—"

“My mind's & perfect blank I assured
Mauleverer. “When a thing bores me.
I wash it right out! Don't revive it1”

“Listen to me, you ays—"

“It's a hard life ! said Lord Alaule-
verer plamntively., “I'm alwavs listenin'
to some borel Only & guarter of an
hour ago 1 got away from Bunter ! And
now you 5

“A week or two ago,” went on Whar-
ton, unhiceding, * you wera idiot enouglh
to wse 2 ten-pound note as a bookinark
m your ' Holiday Annual.' As if that
wasn't fatheaded enough, von had the
book in detention, and btmh:h look it
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away from you, Some fellow went down
for 3t one wight, and Quelch hended 1t
uver to tite Head for sofe keeping, JIb's
s the Head's stady now. Noboedy ecan
hiave got at it there. Now, Mauly o

"Yaw-wa-aw 1™ His lordship yawned
dreply.

Whaiton coloured angrily.
went on, M o3 guict tonhe:

"When Quelehh was teld about the
baowmark, he looked for i, and it
wastn't there ! All the fellows thought
o had boen pioched. Then you showed
it upl You had it! You never got it
out of the Annual., It muost have been
handed to you by the fellow who had
ik

*¥aw-aw-aw 1 s

“Now, we knoew that DBeb had it—
e's admitied 11 said Harry, It
luoks as if he's the fellow who went
down to the dormn after it one night
while the book was in Quelch’s study.
123 vou think s

“Don't be an ass !

“Yes or uneo, {athead?”
Wharton.

* Wo, fathead 1™

“Well, he had 1t. He gave 1t back
io you, &3 you had it afterwards. He's
vefused to explain to us how it came
mio his hands, Do you know 7

il

“Ind he hand it back to you withous
a word of explanation ¥

But he

snapped

“Yaas"

"Then what did vou think? de-
manded Wharton.

*Nothin'.” g

“Does Mauoly cvor think ¥ growled
Johnny Bull.

“Thinkin's rather a fag™ yawned

Lord Mauleverer., * Besides, I'm sure
vou fellows don't want me to tell you
what I think.”

“We do, you ass ™ said Frank.

“The wantfulne:ss is preposterous, my
estecmned Mauly”

“0Oh, all right !
yawned Mauleverer.,
set of fools—*

111 EhTIJ‘

“And I'd be obliged if you'd kecep on
the other side of my study dooy 1

The four juniors locked at Mauly.
Thia was quite a new tone for him to
take with the Co. ‘What was the matter
with himn was a mystery to them.
Exidently zomething was,

“Do you want me to mop you off that
sofa and bang your =illy head on the
fender, Alanleverer?” bawled Johnny
Bull.

“No, thanks I

“Well, xyou're asking for it,
lackadaizical ass [

“Mind yellin’ in some other fellow's
study ¥ aslked Lord Mauleverer. 1%
gota on my nerves o bit to hear o fellow

1 11k

yellin' |

I'l tell you, then!”
“1 think you're a

you

”Bi',' gum, I'l}—?
“Chuck  that, youn
Whaiton pashed back
Jolnny, “We lhaven's
row with the silly assl Now, will you
1efl ma what you mean, Mauleverer 7
“Itn't my meanin’ elear ™ inguired
“The other sido of my
This

ass ™ Ilarry
the wrathiul
come here Lo

itis Jordship. _
study door is free 1o the public!
sida s private I

“Deon't be 2 silly ass ! exclanmed the
captain of the Remove angrily. “ Tell
s what yveou know about that putrid
banknote [

' Nothin' 1¥

Lord Mauleverer sat up on  the
ottoman, Ide gazed at the angry four
with ecalin contemupt—quite a new ex-
pression on Mawly's face, so far as they
were concerned.

“T'd rather not jaw about it,” he
sald, “DBut if you insist, you geb it!
Az you tell me yon know that Bob had
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that tenmer, I'll tell yon that he handed
it to me. He told me he never pinched
it, which was guite unnecessary, as I
knew that he hadn't. He told me he
couldn’t explain how it came into his
hands, and, nob bein’ built on Bunter's
lines, I asked no questions, ve noticed
since that you fellows have turned him
down—from which I guessed that you
knew he'd had it, and were foals enoungh
te fancy that he had pinched it. Want
any mora? If not, eut ! You make mao
feel rather i1li 1

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at his

lordship.
It was not pleasant to be talked to
like this, It was excecedingly plein
English from a polite and wrbane fellow
like Mauleverer., e seemed to have no
politeness ar urbanity available for the
fellows who had turned down Bob
Cherry.

“¥ou blithering 1diot ! said Johnny
Bull. *lsn't evidence any usé to yout”™

“MNone whatever I yawned AMaunly.
“Why, if DBob told me that he had
pinched that tenner, I shouldn't believe
it! I should think he was wanderin® in
hiz mind

“ 5o you can see 4 fellow with stolen
moncy on him that be can’t explain, and
still believe in him?™

“Yaag 1™

“Then you're a fool 1™

“Bamo to yvou, with knobs on ' said
Mauleverer, “But I'd rather be my
sort of fool tnan your sort, old bean I”

Harry Wharton breathed hard.

“¥eu can't tell vs gnything, then
ha asked. "I hoped that Bob might
have explained to you how he came by
that banknote.”

“1 wasn't interested ™ yavwned Mauls.

“Well, we are!” said the ecaptain of
the Remove sharply. “If you're satis-
fied as easily as that, no other fellow
cauld be. 1 simply can't imagine how
thot banknote came into Bob's hands,
unless he bhogged it from the book whilo
it was in Quelch’s study; but we were
ready to take his word if he explained.
He refused to say a word. You know
what it looks like.™
_“Things ain't always what they lock
like. F'rinstance, you look like a pretty
decent sort of chap, but you're actin’
like a suspicious rofter—turnin’ down a

2l for mnotbin'l Appcorances gro
deceptive |

Harry Wharton zet his lips.

“Weo'd better po, yvou fellows!™ he
said abrupily.

The four juniors left Study No. 12
with filushed and anpry faces.

Lord Mauleverer was, por]mps to be
envied for his simplo faith which the
poet declares 1o be more than Norman
blogd. But thers was no doubt that
that simple faith was lacking in the
average fellow.

What Bob Cherry had done, or was
suppozed to have done, was & stunning
blow to his chums; but they could not
shut their eyes to plain facta that stared
them in the face, as his cheery lordship
conld, and did,

Mauly belicved in DBob Cherry,
without even a lingering deoubt. Harry
Wharton & Co. would have been glad
to share his faith, but they could not.
But they were f&Eii.ng far from easy ar
comfortable in their minds as they left

danly's study and went down the
Remove passage.
THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
The Heavy Hand !
the

OB CHERRY {ramped up |
bank of the shmmg. rippling
Sark, with a clouded
waa rather @ contrast to

bright July sunshine.

ace that
tho

Every now and then he dabbed his
nose, from which drops of erimson pev-
sisted in oozing.

e had been damaged, as well as the
Bounder, in that brief hut ficree con-
flict. Dot ha hardly felt the dumages.
He was thinking of Marjorie, with a
clonded hrow and a heavy heart.

ITe had lost no time in getting away
from the spot. And he had made a
nmental resolve not to go down the river
again, where there was always o chance
of falling in with the givls from Clitf
House. Now he was tramping up the
river with long, swift strides. The
schoolgirls’ hoat was not likely to come
up past the Greviriars boathouse, and
there he was safe from another meeting.

Ahead of him, in the disiance, was
FPopper's Island, s green mass in the
river.  On his right weas a long fenee
that shut off the grounds of the Three
Fishers Inu from the towpath. Over
the fence showed the roofs of that build-
mg—an unsavoury spot, out of bounds for
Greyfriars fellows. Bob did not observe
tt; he did not ¢bzerve anything as he
tramped moodily along, hiz eyes on the
ground.

Nover had 8 fellow peen more
thoroughly down on his luck. He had
had a definite break with his friends;
1t could not be helped. Ile could net
expect them to #tand by a fellow who
could not explain how he came to have
another fellow's money in his pockets.
He did not blame them; they had not
the remotest 1dea how the matter stood)

_ Had they known that he was stand-
g between a schoolgirl and indelible
disgrace, what would they have said and
one |

Hea did net know. Certainly, he could
not tell them. 'That zecret had to be
kept locked 1n his own breast, Not to
save his life would he have mentioned
Marjorie Hazeldene's name in such a
conneclion.

Sometimes it seemed to Bob that it
could not really have happencd-—that it
was some evil dream. ad he really
seen Marjorie. et the Head's study
window dropping that banknote over
the =ill rto the gquad? Had he really
seen her brother hunting for it under
the window, with & frightened, guilty
face?

Marjoric was innocont. Bob clung fo
that. The banknote had been stolen;
but somchow, anyhow, MAarjorie was
inngeent In the matter, She had done
it for that rotten brother of hers; Hazel
was in one of his sn.raﬁuﬂ* hard pushed
for money, and she had done it for
him, But—bul—but samehow or other,
although she had done it, she was pex-
fectly innocent i the matter.

Bob had cudgelled his brains a
hundred times to think out that * some-
how.” A bundred times, a thousand
tintez, he had gone over that scene in
hiz mind.

Marjorie had been in the ITead’s
study at Greyfriars that Saturday after-
noon. very likely she had some message
for the llead—one of his sisters was a
misiress at Chif House Bchool. That
would account for her being in the
study. But why=—why had she donc
what she did?

Dy, Losgke had come in suddenly andd
found her there. Bob had lheard bis
volee from the quad. He had mnade
some remark about Miss Hazeldene
leoking at the * Ieoliday Aonual ® whila
shie waited for him. en he had scen
her, her back to the window, her hand
hehind her, and the banknote dipping
down over the aill, to fall to the ground
outside. He had wondered then whether
he was dreaming., Sometimes he still
wondered.

Only he had picked up the banknote;.
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Bob Cherry grasped Hazeldene by the collar and forced him along the towpath, back in the directlon of Greyiriars. ** You

rotter 1" panted Hazeldene. * You

he had kept it safe till he could give
it back where it belonged. His friends
knew that he had had it; they did not
know how or why, and never should
know.

Somchow = anyhow — Marjorie  had
acted inmocently in ihe matier: somoe-
how, though he could not imagine how,

azel was guoilty; miserable guilt and
terror had Leen written all over his
face when Bol had scen him hunting
eftcrwards for the banknote,

That cur—ihat rotter. He had let
tflown the Remove in the Higheliffe
matell. owing to some disaster about a
horse hie had backed—the dingy rotter!
o had owed money—and thiz was the
outeome ! Ile must have deluded Mar
fm‘ie eoinchow—the puilt was his, not
wers ! Wever hiers! A fellow who could
not run straight, and could net stand up
to hard luck—who Ianded his troubles,
when they came, on anyone else he could
—oven on & girl's shoulders! Tho cur!

Over and over again it ran t]u-c;u$h
Bol's thouzhts as he tramped up the
shining river. He was coming up to the
gate of the Threo Fishers, in the long
wooden feuco, when his cyes fell on &
figure ahead of im.

It was the fellow of whom Lie had been
thinking—Marjorie’s brother, Hazeldene
of the Remove.

Bob slackened his vigorous stride. Tle
did not want to overtake Hazel—ho
wanted to keep clear of him. And
Hazel was dawdling aloung, slouching
1dly like a follow with plenty of time on
his hands.

Bob's eves gleamed at the back of his
head.

Marjorie’s brother—ihe cur who had,
someliow, duced her to touch Mauly's
banknote. What was he doing there?
It came suddenly into Bob'e mind what
Hazel was doing there. The lesson he
had had was not enough for him. Likely
as not, it was at the Three Fislers that
he had incurred the dizgraceful -debt

bully ! Will you let me go? *

that hung sbout bLis neck like & mill-
stone.

And now he was going to azk for
moto !

Bob's eres burned at that thought.
There was no doubt of it. Hazel's slack
crawl slowed down =1ill more as ha
approached the gaie, Witk only o beels
view of him, Bob could see the furtive-
ness in hiz manner. He reached the
gate, stopped, suwd shot a guoick back-
ward glunce.

That backward glanee was {o azcertain
whether the coast was clear before he
dodged in at the gate,

e starled as his ecyes [ell on Bob
Cherey,

He seowled, and then, with a careloss
gir, leancd on the fence, as 1f he had
merely stopped for a rest and to look at
the river.

Bob's face sct more and more grimly
as he tramped on.

The reolter was waiting for lam to
pass. Then he was gome to dodge into
that low den—=for a game of billiands
with some lounger there, or perliaps to
back a horse with Bill Lodgey. And if
Inck was agninst him, to crumple up and
vhine, and land the trouble on somcbody
cleo—most  likely his sister at CILff
1ause,

Bob's jaw squared.

Ho did not pass the junior lennging
by the Fata—-lm stopped and looked Linm
in the face,

“Get out of thatk ! he said,

Hazel stared ab him in angry sueprise.

“ Bpeaking to met” he snapped.

“¥Yes: (et out of it

“Wiat the dickens do you mean, you
fool 3"

“Just what I say? You're not going
out of bounds! You're going straight
back to the schovl—and I'm going to
gce that vou deo ™

Iloazel's face expressed sheer matonish-
ment as well as anger, Dob Cherry was

** No ! * answered Bob between his teeth.

about tho last fellow at Greyfriars to
barge into another fellow’s affairs. This
was ullerly unexpected and surprising.

“What do you mean, you moddling
85577 snarled EHazel, " What the dickens
does it matber to yvou what I do?

“Cct oub of 161"

“1 won't ¥

“Won't you?" Dob Cherry's temper
flamed out.

Marjoric's hands had touched a stolen
banknote because of Lhis dingy rotter's
blackguardly slunts. ‘U'he fellow could
be as rotten as he liked, if ho took what
was coming to him—not if Marjorie bad
to fake iL!

Ho made a swift step st Ilagel,
grasped him by the shoulders, and gpun
him away from the fence—with soeh
foree that Ifazel went spinning, and
sprawled headlong on the t.uwpatg.

Bob's eyez blazod at lim  as
sprawled, panting.

“MNow peb going 1 he shouted.

Ilazel scrambled Lo his fect. Crunson
with rage. be fung himself ot Bob
Cherry, hitting out right and left.

Boly laughed almost savagely as he niek
the attack. The fellow who could handls
tho Bounder was not likely to have much
trouble with Hazel.

In 8 few seconds Iazel was on his

back in the grass again.
“Now are you going?" demanded

Eah.

he

“No ! wolled Hazel furionsly. “You
ratter—yonu hully—no1®

Then I make you ™

Bob Cherry stooped and  grasped

Ilazel by the collar., He dragged him
up like a sack of coke and foreed him
along the towpath, back in the direclion
of the school.

Hazeldene stumbled along helplessly.

e struggled and resisted as he wont,
But he wenl—staggering and stutnbling
and panting.

THe Macxer Linrarr.—No. 1,535,
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“You rotter!” he panted. “You
bully ! Will you let me go?” ]

“No!™ answered Bob Dbetween his
tecth,

“Are you mad?®? panted Hazel. In-

raged as he was, he was still moro sur-
prizsed than enraged. “What's the
matter with you, you fool? Why the
thump should you care if 1 go out of
bounds 7 .

Bob did not answer again. He
tramped savagely om, marching the
scapegrace of the Remaove by the collar.

azel still resisted.

“ You bullying cad !” he breathed. “I
tell you, there's a Higheliffe chap wait-
tng for o there! Let meﬁﬂ—“‘""

“Heo can wait!” said Dob savagely.
“ Ponsonby, or one of his gang, I =up-
pnm—wﬁ]ﬁr let him wort! If you lost
money to him, think you'd have another
chance at Mauleverer's ten-pound nota ™

Hazel gave a stifled cry,
“What? What did you say?”

He ceased his resistanca suddenly,
sagging in Bob's grasp. His face, turned
ol n%, was blanched white, Db lot
him go, and he recled against a trea by
the towpath, panting, his cyes almost
starting from his face, i

“What did you say?” he repeated in

a hoarse gasp.

Bob shut his teeth! The words had
eecaped him, in his anger and bitter
scorn; he had not intended to wubler
them ; never intended to let Hazel guess
that he knew anything of the affair at

all.
“VYoon—-vou think——" stammered
Hazel, " Tell me what you saidl Tell

me what you meant! Stop, you roiter—
iell me—~=" _

Bob did not speak—he turned from
him and walked away. Ie had sajd too
much slready, and had no intention of
saying more. He tramped away without
a word or a look. _

Iazel was left free to follow his own
devices—free to dodge into the un-
aavoury precincts of the Three IMishors if
he likad. But he did not look now as if
he wanted a game of billiards with Pon
of Higheliffe. He stood leaning weakly
on the tree, gazing after Bobh with scared
evos till he disappeared. And when he
stirred at last it was in the direction of
Greyiriars that he turned.

e R

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Sorry, Smithy !

{ Y esteermed Bob——"
M “Oh, chuck 1t!" =napped

Bob Cherry, )
Prep was on an lhe
Remove studies. In Stady No. 13 there
was an atmosphere of gencral dlis-
comfort.

Generally, that study waos as mervy
and bright as any at Greyiviavs, (O irs
four members, Bob Cherry was= generally
tho merriest and brightest. Dot thowe
was a change now.

Mark Linley locked np from his worls,
first at Bob, then at Huvrer Singh on
the other side of the tahle., He droppedd
his eyes to his prep agparn.  Little W
Lung turned his slenting cyes on dlwan
in turn and spoke:

“Handsome Bob Chelly velly latty

Bob locked at him amd grinned
faintl{. : ; .

* All right kid, I'm not raity.” he said,

" Speakes likea velly latty ! remarkerd
Wun Lung. *8'posee no laity along this
Chines, allee light.”

“Right as rain' said Bobh.

But he did net laok at YToreee Jamset
Ram Singh, and the Nalob of Bhanipur
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THE MAGNET

did not speak again. ﬁp!)urenﬂy he
had meant to bridge the gulf—but Bob,
it seemed, did not want it bridged.

Bob, certainly, did not feel unfriendly.
But so long 8s his former friends
believed as they did, friendship was im-
possible. He did not want pity. He
did not blameo them for believing what
they could hardly help believing, But
that belief stood between them like an
impassabla bar,

Bob had tried to think what he would
have believed had thiz sirange chance
happened to one of his friends. Sup-
ﬁnsa Wharton, or Nugent, had had a

anknote that did not belong te him,
and refused to explain how he had come
by it—what would he have thought? Ha
hardiy knew. Anvhow, he felt that they
could not be blamed for thinking as they
did. But it was intensely bitter, all the
same—and o lopg as metters remained
unchanged, he preferred thoem {o keep
their distance.

Ho realtsed, however, that he need
not have snapped Hurree Singh's dusky
head off for a iriendly venture. Ile was
losing his good temper—Ilosing his eelf-
command—getting nervy and ratty. Hae
could not help ik, The trouble on his
mind was more than enough to turn the
kindest-hearted fellow into a sarly bear.

But he did not want that to happen.
That burden on his mind had to be
borne, somehow; and he had to carry
on, in spite of it  He could only
resolve toe keep his temper well in
hand—so far &3 ha could! It had
failed him a gpood deal that day. Thae
fight with the Bounder was a little on
his conscience. Smithy had puzzled
and irritated him, and then insulied
him—but he knew that Smithy must
have joined biw in that walk with
Friendly intentions, and he knew that
he might have kept that in mind and
been more patient and forbearing.

It was very clear to Bob that ha had
to bite on the bullet and keep his nerves
from getting the wupper hand., A
worry on hiz mind was no reagon for
making himself disagreeabls all round.

Prep  over, Hurree Jamset HBam
Singh voza quietly to leave the study.
He did not glance at Bob, who, as he
wert out, suddenly mumbled -

“Borry, Inky, old man;
chueck it, all the same 1

The nabob glanced at him,
nodded and left the study.

When he was gone, Mark Linley
looked at Bob.

“I'm sorry to szea this, Bob 1™ he said
quietly, “I don’t know what the row’s
aﬁnut—ht}*t—if a fellow could do any-
thing—

“Te's all right ! said Beb.

“MNo tinkee all hght!” said Wuon
Lang.  “Nicey ole Bob Chelly velly
latty aleng fhiends belong han.  No
likee sce Bob Chelly velly lotiy.”

“Well, I'Nl try not ta he ratiy in the
study, anyvhow,”™ said Bob, as good-
humouredly as he could, and he rose
from the table. “I think I']l cul along
and sce Smithy before he goes down.”

“Tt was vou—" asked Mark.

“Y¥o-coos—woe had a bit of & row !
Doy Aushed, “My fault more than
Himithy’'s—and—and I'm going to tell
him s0.”

tHe went out of the study and down
e Remove paszage. Tom Redwing
was coming out of Study No. 4, and he
laoked a httle grimly at Bob.

* Bmithy in the study ?” asked Bob.

“Yeg; you'd better ﬁm‘;a him alone.”

“I only want to sprak to him.”
Baly erimsened. Do vou think I've
como hero for a vow, fathead 37

“You seem  rather kecn on

but—but

theon

rowa

lately,” said Tedwing deyly.  “But if
vou haven't, all right.”

Bob Cherry's lips opened for an angry
retort. But ho checked it in time, and
Redwing walked down the passage.

Bob stood at the door, hesitating, for
a few moments—then he knocked and
went 1.

Vernon-B2mith was standing before the
glass, dabbing at a swollen noze. He
turned his head and looked at Bob,
said, between his

with a plack and evil look.

“Oh, you!” he
teath. " Have you came hero to finish
the scrap? I'm ready—quite! I’'ll shut
the deor, so that you can’t run away
thia time 1”

Bob needed all his good resolutions
&t that moment. Tho Bounder's tone
was as inaulting as he could make it
Ividently he wus ready for trouble and
full of rancour.

But Bob choked down his anger.

"“¥You gave me as much as I gave yon,
Smithy,” he answered as quicily as he
could. “I'm sorry it happened.”

“Pll make you sorricr belora I'min
dane with you I

Bob breathed hard.

“I've said I'm sorry, Smithyl I
might have Lkept my teinper, but—but
—look here, Smithy, what you said
would have made moszt fellows go off
at the deep end. No chap likes to be
celled a Jiar.”

“A chap shouldn®t tell liza, then®
said Vernon-Bmith coolly. "“What do
you expect to be called, if you do®™

Beob's handa clenched inveluntarily.
But he resolutely uneclenched them
ggain. Heo was determined that he
would not be drawn inte ancther row,

“Leave ib at that, then, Smithy,” le
said, breathing hard. “I came hore to
say I was sorry we'd had that ecrap,
and I've said 16, What you’ve got in
your head about me I can't guesgeem-

“That's not true,” said the Bounder
delibérately. “A few days ago you
had Maulevercr’s ten-pound note in
yvour pocket; your friends found it ount,
and they turned you down for it. You
knew 1'd guessed it, because I gave
you & hint to hand it back to Mauly!
A chap doesn’t pinch a banknote for
nothing. You gave it back—and that
left you where you were, hard up for
ten pounda. You can roll out lies like
Bunter, if you choose—but you can't
expect me to believe them i

Bob looked at him.

“Bo—you knew,” he muttered, ™ and
—and you fancied that I had pinched &
banknote becanse I was hard upl Yeu
fancied that I had been dabﬁling in
Wackguardism, like yourself—and owed
money | couldn't pay, like that cur
Hazel! I—I sec|”

“T didn't fancy it=I knew it 1"

Bob Cherry laughed havshly.

Ha nnderstood now what the Dounder
had saitd by the river that had puzzled
and wrystified him at the Lime. %miih:.r
knew that he had had the banknofe, and
believaod that he had " pinched ¥ 3, and
could only account for it by a theory
that he had been in debt—some deht
far beyond a schioolboy’s pocket-money |

It was, perbaps, o natural wisteke on
Smithy's part. Tt was the only way
he could pessibly account for the cie-
cumstanges.

“I've said nothing about what I
lknew,” went on the Dounder. “1 was
sorry to see a fellow hike you come a
mucker! I thoupght you must have been
a little off your head when you did it
}'d have helped you out, Now—"

“1 understand new!™ said Bob.
* And—and—helieve me or not, Smithy,
I'm more sorry than I can say for cht-
ting up rusty as I didl DBut you've gob



it all wrong—T don't owe anybady any-
thing—I's mot pushed for money—and
i I werg, I'd cubt off my hand sooner
than teuch money that wasn't mine 1

“Looks like it, docsn't it ?"” said ihe
Beounder derasively.

“No—it  doesn’t look like 361"
admitled Bob., “Bat it's irune, all the
game. If you think me a flthy pincher,
I can't blume you—it's no worse than
my ewn friends think of me. It's jolly
decent of wou to have ssid nothing
ehout it—if you belicve itl And 1
stippose you can’t help thinking sol I
can bt expect  everybody to be as
thovoughly decent as old Mauly.”

The Bounder staved at him.

“Mauly knows,®™ he said, " What the
dickernrs conld he think, when you
handed Iim his own banknote "

“IHe docsn't think what you do—
what my own pals do ! =aid Bob. “He
ook mv word for it—that it cone into
wy hands in a way I couldn't explain.™

“Must be pretiy soft, then”

“Mauly's the ouvly man ab Grey-
friars who wouldo't believe a fellow a
thief on the cvidence!"™ said
bitterly. “My own pals have turned e
down! Goodness kiows, I might have
done the same in their place—I don’t
know, But—I can sce now that you
meant to do me &8 good turn, Smithy,
and I'm veally sorey——"

“I'vo no wuse for your
thanka.”

“It's not as you supposed—"="

“ Rats [

Bob drew a deep breath.

“Well, that's that!” le said. * Leave
it at that! T'll clear before we get to
punching again.”

With that, Bob left the study—and
the Bounder's sneering laugh followed
him. That laugh brought & glint of
anger o his cyes, and almost made him
turn back; but he had resolved to keep
his temper, and he kept it

He trammped away down the Hemove
passage to the stalvs—and, on
Remove landing, passed Ilarry Wharton
& Co. without a Jool.

BOTIMOW,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bumps for Jehnny Bull !
DIINNY BULL grunted.

J “Leave me out!” he exclaimed.

“Lock  here-—" exclaimed

threo volees in unison.

“1 said leave e out, and I
mean leave me out ™ said Johnuy Bull
stelidly. * I'm not s fellow to chop and
change, I hope. Go alcad and do as
you jolly well like—but leave mo out [

Threo exasperaled glares were concen-
trated on Johnny Bull—without distuid-
111% hiz eguannuity.

t was Baturday afleruoon.

That afterioon the captain of the
Temove had fixed up a practice mateh,
to c;}Jn--.Lt. hiz men theough  their paces,
veady fur Hookwood.

Bob Cherrv, o mighty man with the
willow, was an indispensable member of
thoe Bomove cleven,

It was fruo (hat pyivaie dizputes had
nothing to do with ericket. 5till, the
siluabion was awlward.

But that was not all.  During the

ast few days Havry Whavton & Co.

ad been puttivg in & lob of vucomiort-
able thivking.

They wero slill on the same distant
footing wilh ibeir formor chum. And
with every day that passed they wers
less and Jess sabisfied with b

Lord Mauleverer's atiilude no
doubt had an ellcct on themnm,  IE
Meunly could believe in Bob, with a
Yolty aud lordly disregard of evidence
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on the rubject, it scemed rather robien
that his own pals could not do-so. And
the more they thought sbout it, the
more impossible it seemned that old Bob
had done a rotten base thing—a thing
uticrly contrary to his naturve, as they
had always koown him.

Throes members of the Co. were, in
fact, *“coming round "—only Johwuny
Ball being adamant,

Joliny had a firm character. Perhaps
there was a spot of obstinacy in it, too.
Anyhow, he cerlainly was not a fellow
to chop and change, as he expressed 1t
Evidence that was good enough for him
one day, was good enough the next. Ele
saw no_reason o change his opinion,
and without a reason, he was not going
to changoe 1k

Hob Cherry was walking in the guad
after dinner with Lord Mauleverer. His
amiable lordship made it a8 point to
bestow his company a good dea% on Bob
these daye.

The Co. stood in a group—arguing.
Three of them had come to a decision
—but Johnny DBull stood out, like a
rock,

“Now leok here, Jobnny,” said
Harry Wharton, “we've thought this
over, and we're jolly well going to wash
it out.™

“The washfulnesz i3 the proper
%qpe;*][" declared Hurree Jamset Ram

IRE] Ly 1

e rf.‘-'r::-nl’t: be an obstinale ass, Johnny I
said Irank Wugent.

Grunt, from Johnny Bull

“Ias Bob told vou how lLe came by
that banknote ¥'" ho asked.

“No, fathead; lLie hasn't spoken o
us I

“Why Last't he?”

" Goodnesa knows 1™

“Well, T want o know, as well as
woodness, before I speak to him again,™
enld Jolinny sarcastically, I've no
use for fellows who can’t account for
having other people’s mouey i their
ocleets,

The three looked at one another.
Johnuy was right, so far as that went.
It was wup to Dob to explain, if he
could explain. If ho couldn't, the facts
enoke for themeelves. Somehody had
“pinched” the banknoto out of Maunly's
“Holiday Annual”—and Bob had had
16! What did it look like®

Wharton made a gesture towards the
two juniors, walking under the elms in
the distance.

“Look at them!” he said. *You
can sea that Mauly thinks that Bob is
all right.”

“Maulv’s an ass!”’

" And Smithy,” said Nugent, * 8mithy
epotted somehow that Bob had it—an
they've besn scrapping lately—but
Bmithy hasn't said enything.  That
looks as if he thinks it’s not so bad as
it appeara to be”

“I'm nok  bathering  abouk  what
Smithy thinks! I koow what I thank !
said Johnny Bull, “Leave me out if
vou're going to pal with a chap who
kesps other follow's banknotes n Lis
pockets. I'm barring him "

Hayry Wharton breathed hard.

“Look here, Johnny, we're poing to
give Bob the benefit of the doubt”

“"Bo would T, like a shot, if there
were any doubt., Poind out where fhe
doulbt comes i, and I'll be glad 1o
hear ik

“IIo may havo found that roften
banknote somewhereg-—"

“Why can’t he zay so, then?”

“0Oh, rats | I don't know [ exclaiioed
Wharton, exasperated. “Derliaps he's
an obstinale, silly as,  DBke youn,
Johany. "

fle's coming tuis way 1" said Frank.
“Now's o chance to speak! We'vo got

i
Back up,

juniora under the clma had
IIﬂrd Mauleverer was saun-

to put an end to thia

Johony ™

The twe
separated.
toring away, and Bob Cherry, coming
towards the HHouse, In a minute or less,
he would be passing the group. Dut if
he saw them standing there, his face
gave no sIgn.

Harry Wharton glanced at his [ricnds,
and stopped into Bob's way.

“"Hold on 1™ he said.

Bob lhad io hold on or walk into the
captain of the Remove. Ile came lo
g halt, knitting his brows.

“Cricket this afternoon,” said Harey,
anricably.
“Oh!

Boh,
“OF eourse not.” )
“I'll turn up. if you like! But you'd
Letter chuck meo out of the cleven for

No difference to that ! asked

Rookwood. I'in not in very good
forum,

“That's rot—we want you in ihe
team. And lock here, Bob,” went on

Harry, “we want to chuck up this rot.
We wanb to carvcy on as hefore, just
as if notlung had happened.”

Bob starcd at him. .

“Deo you mean you want to pal with
a pincher 7" hoe asked.

“Oh, don’t be an ass! We're washing
all that out! If vou won't explaiu, you
won't, end we're taking youn on trust
If Mauly can, we can.

“The trustfulness i3 terrific, my
esteemed Bob.?
“And that's thet ™ said Nugent.
Bull did not speak. Ha stoud

J n:rlmég‘ ;
unmoved, with s fixed gaze that seemed
to pass through Bob without secing hin.
Other fellows could chop and chango

as much as they liked. Wo chopping
and changing for Johnny,
“Oh!” zaid Bob, slowly, “I—=I seel

I'm afraid it wouldn't work, though.
So long as you'vo gob that rvottem idea
in Jour leads——"

“Who put it into our heads?"” asled
Harry, quictly.

“Well, I suppose I did. I'm not
blaming you, but so long as you think
ga you do, you'd better leave me alone,
You've & right to ssk me to cxplain—
gnd I can't do it. I can't, and won't!”

“Leave it at that, then,' said Harry.
“We'll believe, 1if you like, that that
mouldy banknote puIzEed mto  your
pocket of 1ts own accord.™

Bob grinned.

“Don’t be an ass 1" he sald.

*Anyhow, we dou't, and can't
believe that you pinched it, and 1hat's
gll that matters,”™ said ITarry, “Wash
it right gut, and let it Le dead and done

o with.”

Beb's face brightencd,

“Can’t say faiver than that, Bob!”
said Hugeuh

“Thut's all right. and mmere than 've
a right to cxpect, considering how it
lovks. " said Bob frankly., "If you all
Eay the sane—-—"

'The samefuliess 13 preposiorous o

HLeave me out ! said Johnny Dull,
grimly.

“Bhut up 1" hissed Nugeol,

Johuny shrageed his bread shonlders

The brightoess faded oubt of DBob
Clerry's face again, aud his eyes turned
o Johmny with o steely look.

;:'!I:;!{JI.I den’t say the same, Bull?™ lw
BEECL,

“Nol" answered Jolmby., "I don't!
If T had another fellow’s cash i omy
pocket aud refused to explain how it got
there, I should expect fellovs to think
that E‘d pinched it. That's conunon-
IS,

“Stick to common-sense then, and
leave me alone ™ gaid DBob su‘r;:gigf
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arrd he walked round llavey whorion,
and tramped on to the Jouse and went
L,

“You cilly mes, Johnny ! exclained
Harry.

“T'm not the only silly ass hero !"* zaid
Johnny Dull calmly. *1'm right, s
you fellows know it perfectly well. 1'm
ruadg‘tﬂ take Cherry's word, if hie's oot
a-i_n ing to say. So long as he hasn't,
I'd rather keep him at arma Imlﬁlh. i

“¥ou're vight, I suppose,”™ said Ilarry
slowly, " You've got a wayv of being
vight, Johnny, that makes a fellow wang
io boot yeu, sometimes.” 1le glanced
at Nugent and the nabol, *.Johnny's
right—lct’s bump him_for being right.”

‘Good egg ! sald Nugent at ance.

“The goodiulness of the cgg iz
terrific 1" grinned HMorree Jamzet Ram
Singh.

“Loock here!” voared Johnny DBull,
as his three chums torned on him, as
ong man, and collared lum, "1 say—
ﬁﬂul silly chumps—Ilook here—oh, my

-E.!. RF

Johnny Bull in the grasp of threo
pairs of hands, was swung off iho carth,
and bumped thereon, with 2 heavy
nmpack, )

ump I
“Oh 1" spluttered Johnny,

Bump |
Leggo b I'll—ow 7

“Ow |

Bump!

o Gurrrrrgg;h t** splattered Johnny.

“Now dan't be sa jJolly woell right.
or you'll get some more bumps!™ =aid
Frank Nugent. 13

“Urrrggh ' spluttered tho indignant
Johnny,

He sat and spluttered for breatl, and
his thres chums walked away, aud lefi
him spluttering.

ey

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bob !

IIE Bounder grinned.
“How's that?™

“Out 17
ol Cherry locked down at a
wrecked wicket. , :

The Bounder, whe had bowled him,
first ball of the over, grinned abt him
along the pitch,

It was only & practico game bebween
two Remove teams, the Bounder cap-
taining one side, Harry ‘Wharton the
other. Even in a practice game, Smifhy
wag extremely keen on winning: but
that was not the only reazon why he
grinned now with sarcastic satisfaciion.

Bince that scrap on the bank of tho
Sark, o few days ago, he had heen
hostile to Bob Cherry, and his hostility
had shown in a good many ways, Now
it wag shecr satisfaction to him to
knock Bob out of the game, before he
hod bLeen able to make a single hit,

Bob tramped off with his bat, and
Frank Nugent tock his place,  Ile did
not look at the fellows st the pavilion,
though he kEnew they were eyeing him.
Bob was utterly off kis form, Smithy
was 8 good bowler, but at any other
Lime, oy would have knocked hiz
bowling all over Little Side. Dut stresa
of mind, the lask fow davs, had told on
lum—his ¢yve was hopelezaly out, aud his
keenness seemed to be gone.

Without even looking at  ITarry
Wharton, he knew what the capiain
of the Hemove was thinkmg, and he
answered Wharton's unepoken thought:

“ Better chuck me for Rookwood ! I'm
no good ! I'm not keen on if, anyheow,”™

"ﬂgithuut- waiting for a .1'{’1"""-"“. b0
walked away and left the cricket fiekl
It was a single innitigs game, and his
side had salready heen in the field, =o
he was not wanted again,
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ITa was glad to pet away.

The fellow who, thet summer, had
seeiied to live and breathe cricket,
seemed to have losk His  keenness,
Obviously, in his prezent form, he was
no usa for the mateh with Jimmy
Silver & Co. at Rookwood, and it was
almest a relief to him to know that
he would be dropped. So long ns he
was on unfriendly terms with his old
friends, ha wanted to keep clear of
| e,

“1 say, old chap—" Billy Bunter
rolled towards him as hg walked In
the quad.

Bob changed his direction sk once,
e was im no mood for Billy Bunter's
company, fascinating as it was,

“I say, Cherry—"

Bob acceleratad.

“Beast I squeaked DBunter.

Bob grinned, and walked on.

Under the elms, he came on Hazel-
dene of the Remove, loafing about list-
lessly with his hands in his pocketa.

llazel gave him a dark and bitter
look,

Ever since that little scenc by the
Three Lishers, Hazel had been tor-
mented by the recollestion of what
Bob had said to him. How much he
knew, and how he knew 16, was &
miystery to the wretched scapegrace of
the Remove. Several times he had
almost resolved to ask Hob to explain
what he had meant, but his heart
had failed him.

Bob, as he saw him there, turned
phoruptly aside. The lock on his face,
as he Ji{] g0, brought & crimson flush
to Hazel's foce, i

Suddenly making wp his mind, Hazel
stepped towards hnn.

“Stop & minute, Cherry1”

“ Dan't speak to me,” mmttered Bob.

“And why not?” snarled Hazel

“PBecause you make me sick!®
snapped Bob.

Hazel set his lips,

“What have you got againat me, you
silly foal ¥ he muttered. “ Look here,
L want to lmow what you meant the
ather day "

“Don’t you know already ¥ grunted
Iloh. “Leave me alone, I tell youl”

“¥ou sard something about Maunle-
vorer’s  ten-pound note,” muttered
Hazel, “Asg if I know anything about
Ii_.t!‘ll want to know what you meant
v it L

Bob locked at him.

He remembered him as he had seen
hity & week ago, stooping under the
Head's study window, hunting to and
fro, with a scared, guilty face, Hunt-
1ing there for the banknote that Mar-
jorie's hand had dr-:}p%g;} from the
window inte the quad. e scorn and
loathing that came into his face at the
rminijlmtiun startled Hazel, His face
aled.

i You rotier I ne breathed. * What
do you know shout it—I mean, what
do vou think you know?"

“You cur!™ muttered Bob., “ How
vou can hold up vour head here, and
look fellows in the face, beats me!
You're not fit to hreathe in the same
school with decent fellows! Kceep away
from mel™

“What have 1 done?”™ muttered
ITazel, white to the lips. He knew now
that Bob knew what be had dong,
though how, was a bewildering puzzle.
Then swddenly, he guessed. “Oh, you
wora awake that mght!  You heard
I'I'H,‘.I—”

He was thinking of the night he had
gone down from the I'cmove dormitory
to take the banknote from the book
in My, Quelch's study. He had been
certain—ahsolutely  certain—that no
fellow in the Remove had been awake

at the time, IIo had crept out of ihe
dormitory like a thief in the night,
and crept back on tiptee, THe waa
assured that no one had missed hnn,
or suspected him. But now——

“*You knew, and yvou never let on,™
he breathed. * You spying rotter, you
were awake then, and you knew—"'

He broke off at Bob's blank stave,

“What the thump ave you talking
about " snapped Bob, Y If you've heen
breaking dovmn bounds, I hoow nothing
shoung it.”

Hazel stared at hun, dumb.

It was not that—Bolb knew nothing
of that. Then what did he krnow—
and how did he know?

*Look here, then—what do
mean?  Tell me——-"

“I'vo pob nothing to tell you, and
I won't speak to vou!” said Bob sav-
agely, “Leave me alone, vou rotter 1

He tramped past Haozel,

The latter caught him by the
shoulder to stop him.

The next moment he gave a cry of
pain as Bob struek hie hand off,

Hazel was left staving, with a white
face, as Bob Cherry tramped aws:ij'.

He went down io the bike-shed, and
wheeled out his machive, e rode
away down Frardalo Lane towards
the wvillage. It was yet early in the
sfternoon, end a bike spin was as good
a way az any other of filling in the
time till tea. It was unusual for Bob
Chervy to be left on his own on & half-
holiday. But he reflected bitterly that
he would have to get used to it

He went whizzing down the lane,
and came in sight of the stile on ihe
footpath throngh Friardale Woeod.

Another cyclist coming through the
wood had stopped there, and was about
En lift a machinoe over the stilo into the
ane.

you

Tt was Marjoria IMazeldene from
Cliff ouse. _
As she saw Tlob in the lane she

smiled, and waved her hand,

“Tend me a hand, Bob!" she called
out.

Bob slowed down.

Ever since that scene of a week ago
at the Head's sludy window, he had
avoided 8 meeting with Marjorie, His
chums had noticed it, and wondered.
He did not want Marjorie to notice it.

He dismounted, leaned his bicycle
against & tree, ond lifted Marjorie’s
machine over the atile inte the lane,
He held it for her, until she had
stepped over the stile in furn,

Sha thanked him with a friendly

smile., At the same Lime, her ayes
were on his face, with a rather gues-
tioning lock, 2
“Going somewhere, Bob " she asked,
“No—ves; nothing  special,”  he
etammered.

“Ride to the school with me, then,"
said Marjorie. “I'm going to cee
Hﬂ.I'HIqJ?

“0Oh " said Bob.

He guessed now why Hazel had been
loafing about under the elms. He had
been waiting thero for his sister [vom
Cliff House School. .

“That i3, if you'd like to,” said Mar-
jorie, smiling.  * Nothing the matter,
18 there t"

Ed 3 m!!!

“I should have spolken le you the
other day on the river, only you went
o so suddenly.™ .

“Oh, yes! I=1'd been serapping,
vor know. You saw—" stammered
Bab.

“ 8o that waz alli"

Bob did not answer that. It was not
all—and he could not say theb it was
fle turned to his machine.

“Came onl’ he said,
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* Hold on !’ said Harry Wharton, stepping in Bob Cherry™s way. ** Erinkel this alternoon !'* Bob stared at him. * Do

you mean you want to pal with a pincher ? ** he said.

Mavjorie tnonnted, and they rode up
Lthe lano to Greyfriavs, side by side.

Bob did pot speak a word,

fBeveral times DMarjorie Ilazeldene
glanced at him with a little puzzled
pucker in her brow, Dob, it was true,
was no great talker, but geuerally he
had semething to say; now he bhad
nothing, Generally, when hie was with
Mavjorie, hig face was beight, vow it
was clouded and overcast. "That there
was something wroug with Bob, would
have been clear to much less Keen eyes
than Alarjorie’s.

As bhe did not speal:, she did not
speak. Nok a word was uttered before
they reached Greviriars,

“Here you gre!l” sard Dob, ot last,

Blavjorie dismounted at the gate.

Doly raised Lis straw hat without dis-
wounting, and rode on,

Mlarjorie stood at the gates looking
nftor him, the puzaled pucker moro
pronounced in her forchead (il Ie dis-
appeared fip the road towards Court-
ficld Common. Her lips wero s lidtls
conpressed as she wheeled her maching
in, and banded it over o Gosling,

e, rm—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Hazel's Secret !

ARJORIE suppresset o sigh as
she looked at the sullew,
sulky faco of the junior lowng-
ing undor the leafy elms,

She was fond of her brother, and his
weakneze af chiaracter gave Lier a4 pro-
teetive feeling towards bim; but some-
timmes her patience was put (o & severe
strain. i

“What 1= il now, Hazel ¥ she asked ;
and, with all her sweciuess of temper.
she laid a little slress on the wdrd

on trust ! **

Y0y, nothing '™ said Ilazel boldly.
“INothing's come out, if that's what
vou mcan. But—but I suppose I was o
fool to think that a girl could help =
chap in & scrape. 1 might have man-
aged if, samcliow.”

Marjoric's lip guivered.

liazel did not notice it as he went
on, occupied with hiz own thoughts,
and with himself, as usual.

“ It scemed such a change! You had
that letter from DMiss Locke, which
gave vou a chance of getting into the
Flead's study, And Quelgh had dput.
that rotten book there. You lLad a
Emﬂ ten minutes, or more, before the
lead came back to the study. You
might have got through. But a givl
can nover do anything, somchow,”

He bit lus lip.

“I was a fool to fouch that rotbten
banknote at all. I suppose I was a
hit off my chump with worry., 'That
Lrute Lodgey threatencd to come up
to the school if I dido't sgquare,
he'd come, it would have been all up
with me here. I—I had to pay him.
Only he guessed, somchow, that the
baukuote waso't mine, and was afraid
to touch it—hang him!”

“Thank goodness for that, at Jeast!™
satd Marjoric quictly,

Hazel gavo a grunt.

That’s all very well, but T still owe
Lhiim the monev. Still, he savs Te'll
wait—I ecan jollv well zce now that he's
afraid T may do something desperateo
snd silly, snd drag bim into it. Let
him wait, hang him—I'm not bothering
about him—now. But—hut—if I'd only
got that putrid banknote back into the
book, before it was missed—I could
hava done it, if Queleh hadn't hauded
it over to the Head., I couldu't got into
the Head's study—and when you took
it on, you skewed it, of convse™

‘“Don’t be an ass 1 " exclaimed Wharton,

““ We're taking you

Marjorie did not spcak.

She could not.

To save that sullen, wograleful {ellow
from the dire consequences of his
razeality, to save him from being a
thicf, she had overcome her repugnance
to towching the stolen bauknote—she
Lad done her best to restore it to the
place he had taken it from.

This waz his gratitude!

“When you agreed to put it back for
me, I thought it was all right!” Lie went
on, mumbling. “But—of courso you
had lo slew ikl T might have known [

“I did my Dbest, Ilazel!™ sald
Marjoric in & low voice that trembled
in_spite of herself. I had only fen
minutes 1o the study, and the Look had
to be found 1 had just found it, when
Dr. Locke came in—and—and the bank-
note was in my hand., If I had mob been
able to deep it from the window, {ln
Head would have seen it—what would
he have thought ¥

“I can't make it out,” , multered
Hazel, “There was no wind that day
—when vou told me, I hunted for it at
once, but 1t was gone. I can't undes-
stand it. 'T'here wos nobody near thoe
gpot when I got there. I euppose it
must have blown away, somchow—but

can't understand ik nd how
Maunlevorer got it back, beats mo
hollow, I'd ask him—but I dare not
mention it, The fellows think him an
asz—bnit Lie’s as kecw as & razor: ifF T
mentioned it he would know st once,™

“But Mauleverer did get it back—
vou told me sp—>"

“Yes, yes, that’s all right. He may
have picked it uwp in the gquad and

recognised it a3 hiz own banknote—or
some fellow may have found it, and

given it to him, and said nothing about
{Conlinved on page 16.)
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it. Anyhow, he's got it back all right.”

“That iz something to be thankiul
for, Hazel I

“Oh, ves, no doubt! DBut—but—"

*Burely the matter is ot an end now,
said Marjorie anxionsly. “ However the
banknote came back to Mauleverer, he
has it, and the others know ho has it—
so there can be no more talk of—of—
of—*" Her voice faltered. ]

“Thera's a fellow knows sometlnng,”
muttered Hazel, “1 can’t guess how.
Smithy suspected me, ot first, but he
was satisfied when hoe found that I
hadn't paid Lodgey—ho suspeeted that
I'd taken it for that. I'm not alfrmid
of Emitl}_;r now, Dub — another —
fellow

“Who "

“Cherey !” gronted IMazel,

Marjorie started violently,

“Oht” ehe exclaimed. “Hazell
Fiazel ! Don't say that Bob knows any-
thing of it—knows that you—you——-"

""}E;a can’t Lknow!" s=snarled MHazel.
“But—but he eaid somcthing—let it
slip in & ternper. lHc avoids me as if 1
had the plague—fellows liave noticed
it. He's pot & reason.”

Marjorie choked.

That there was “something wrong
with DBob she had guessed: and if he
knew what her brother had doune, that
fully accounted for tt. Her face grow
scarlet.

She could make allowanees for the
wretched  Hazel Il had been
frightenad out of his wits, when he had
done what he had done. He had fried
ip make amends—and to hLelp bim sho
had lent her aid in veplacing the Lank-
note he had taken from the * Holiday
Annuwal.” e had not willingly been
a thief—he had tried {o undo hiz own
action—she made wide allowances for
the weal, wretched fellow. But she
could not expect a fellow like Bob
Cherry 1o do so. Bob would feel towards
a thiel os he might fcel lowards a
snake. -

“There's somelthing going on, that I
don't catch on io,” Hazel went o
“Cherry looks ot me as if I make hun
gick—he knows something! I ean't
imaging how—but he does. And he's
quarrelled with his friends—they dow’t
gpeak now—I don’t know why, butb it’s
zobt something to do with it—I"mn sure
of that. They're down on Clerry for
something—and he's down on me—and—
and I can't understand Mauloverer!
YLots of fellows have azsked him how he
got that Lanknote back, aud he won't
zsay how—only says that it torned up.
He's keeping something darlk—but hie
can't koow—he cay’t sospect me——"

Marjarie gave him a pitving look.

ever & fellow paid dearly for
wrongdoing, Iazel was paying dearly.
He could not disniss ihie matioy from
his thoughts; his mind was Glled with
suspicions and fears, . ;s

“It's over mow," she said soothingly.

“Ia 17 he mutiered. “1 keep on
thinking that somcthing will crop up.
I—I thought that Chercy might have
heard me, the night I went down from
the dorm and gob that banknote—but—
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it's not that—he knows nothing of that,
I can't make out what he knows. You
haven't zaid anything—— 71t

11" axelaimed Marjorie,

“Well, you're pally with him. an]
cirls always chatter,” muttered Iazel.
“1If you've let .anything out—"

“ Do vou think that T could, or would,
breathe a word of such a disgraceful
thing? T eould have died of shame
when rou lold me what you had done!
If Dol knows, I can never face him
again—how could I face anyene who
knew " exclaimed Mlarjorie.

Her voice faltered: and Iazel gave
her a startled look, as he saw that her
eyelashes wero wet.

“I'or poodness’ sake don’t biub!” he
exclaimed_in alanm.  “Look here, let’s
get my jigger and ride
back to CHA House with vou. TFor
goodness’ sake don't fet anvone sce that
there’s anything up I

She nodded—she could not speal, or
the tears would have come.

Hazel joined her at the gate with his
bicycle,

" mE— L —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Ouf of Bounds!

ERBERT VEENON - SMITII
walked down to the gates after
tea, and grinned a little as Tom

. Rndwin% joined him. He was
going oui—and his desiination waz not
one to which Tom would have been
likely te accompany him.

“Coming out®™ he asked.

“Yes, if you're going for a walk!”

“Pll drop voun half-wav,” grinnved the
Bounder., “I'm not goin’ to take you
into bad company, Reddy.”

TR Kedwing frowned, “If
that, I'll steer clear.”

“Cloma on, fathead|
river won't hort you. I'm nob poin' to
patnt the town red,” went on ilie
Bounder, as they walked together down
to the river, and turned on the tow-path,
“I'm goin’ to pick up some information.
I fancy Bill Lodgey, or zome other
blighter at the Three Fishers, may be
abla to tell me what I want to know,™

The Bounder rnbbed his noss, nok
yvet recovered from the effect of Bob
Uliorry's knnckles

“By gum!” he said. “I'll show that
rotter up—and throw his lies back in
hiﬁll?e[etil 12 . ( cl

you're speaking of Cherpy—"

“You know 1 a.m-’s’l ’

“ Yeou're making a inizlake about Lhat,
Smithy Y said Bedwing carpestly, 1
dow't understand it all, but I koow
vou're mistaken.”

“And lus pals, too” scoffed the
Dounder. “I'mm npot tellin® the world,
Reddy, but I've tald you that Cherry
had that banknote, and that's whabk
hia pals have turned him down for.”

“1 can’t Leliove—"

“You uiter ass, he's admitied to me,
in my =tndy, that he had 1t

O sand Tom, taken aback,

“He's fooled  Mauleverer—anybody
can fool that assl He can't fool his
{riends=—ihey know what he did! And
least of all can he fool me™ The
Bounder's face sob, black and bitker,
“*By gum! To think that I was sorey
for Liim, and ready to help him out of
Lis scrape—and what I pot for it—-—"

*Let it drop, Smithy—"

“Tll watch 1t!1" said the Deunder,
“I Lknew he'd pinchoed that Banknote,
and that could enly mean that he was
driven to the wall for meney., I was
sorry for the poor fool, and would have
helped him out—saved himr from trying
on lhe same game again, and .E._'.nttnl
ic in the neck, perhaps. If he'd tol

il's

A walk up the

ma to wind me own buziness, I wouldn's
have cared. But lo tell me w pack of
lics, and punch my face for nok
beltevin’  {hem—"  Veruon - S8mith
gritied his {eeth.

The doys that hed clapsed sinee the
fizht by the viver, hod not placated the
Bounder. o Lad a lonr mcweory for
offencos.

“T'm not & man 1o barge in, as you
Linonw, Reddy.” Lie went on; "“but anv.
hody might bave fclt sorry for o silly
fathcad like that., geiling out of his
deplh in a serape, and doing o mad
thing—the thing be did. Il own pals
turned hitn down for it=—and I'd have
slood by him aud helped Lim throngh.
And I've pot this nese, as a reward.”

“If you're mislaken—"

“ Do you think he pinched the bank-
nolo to capry it about and not spend
1LEY sncered the Bounder. *Ile st
Ifa'""":’ been fearfolly pushed for inones.
sSome rogue like Lodgey has got lhold
of him, of courza. e owes moucy ho
can’t pay. That's the only reason why
he did it  Dabllin’ in backing hLeorscs,
the poor fish, anud gettin' it in the neck,
like Iloazel!” The Bounder pave a
scolling laugh. *“XNa bizney of mine—
but he's not goin’ to tell me lics, and
punch wy face because I can't swallow
therm [

“If you called & chap a liar, Smilhy,
you migat expeet him lo get o bat
excifed v

“Hoe was lyving, and I said so!”

“ Anyhow, he came to the study, and
satd I was sorry——"

“And I said I'd make him soreier "

Redwing gave a grunt. o wasz the
Bounder’s ¢hiune, Lut he did not like tho
vengeful, wnlorgiving steain i b,

“I'm not poin' to give him away,”
went on Suethy,  “There’s no proof
about the bankuote, now that Dlauly's
got it back, for one thing—and it would
bo ratber hittin' below the belt, for
another, that's not my game, But I'm
goin’ to show up his rotten lies. Ilo's
been kicking over the traces, and I
know it—and I faney I can got the
paritculars from Bill Lodgey or some of
Irts friends. Ten to one some of Lthem
know. And as soon as [ knew, I'll put
it to bhim, in lhe Rag, before zll the
Youm.”

* But—"

“Iin not goin' to mention the bank-
nole. That's dead and done with, DBut
T goin' to let ell the Remove hear
ihat Bob Cherey plays a shady game out
of school bhounds—thie sort of thing Le
pretends fo Lurn up his nose at me for
doin’, I'Il muke himn swallow all s
lies—as soou as I've gob proof—and I'm
oy’ te geb it now.'’

Teom Redwing saud ne more IE was
futile to arguc wilh the Bounder, when
hia bacl wazs up—and Smthy's back
a3 Yory much p 1o,

Half-way to tha Thres Fishers, they
parted, Tom walking back Lo the school,
the Bounder going on up the river.

When he arvived at the Three I'ishers,
Smithy did pot go on 1o the gate, as
Ilazel had done, the alternoon that Bol
Cherry had collaved him there. IHe
stopped on the low-path, glanced round
Litra, and slipped behind a mass of haw-
thorns that grew <lese (o the high
wooden fence,

Concealed from wview, by ithe haw-
thorns, Yernon-Smith caught the fop
of the fenee, and deew himszelf up.

In 8 moment hoe was astride of the
fence. Im another, lie had dropped on
the inner side.

The Bounder was alwnys very
caulions in theze Jittle maltors. Ho ran
mora risks than any other fellow af
Gireyfriars, bt canlion and lucl, had
always scen himm threugl.



But on this cceasion, as it happened,
his luck was not =0 good as usual. In
that brief moment en top of the fence,
his head showed above the hawthorns
a#long the tow-path,

And in that moment, a tall, angular
fignrve came striding down the tew-path,
from the direction of Courtficld Bridge.

Alr. Quelch, ithe master of the
Itemove, had faken one of his long
walks, 1that afternoon, with Prout, the
master of the Fifth, They were coming
home by way of the river,

Prout, portly and plump, was lagging.
e was a htile bebingd the Remove
master, amd Quelch waa slowing down
for hiny, when, to his wrath and ampze-
ment, he canght sight of o hat, and a
head, rizing over the hawihorns by the
fence of the Throe Wishers,

“Tpon my word ! ejaculated M.
ueleh, slarimg.

The bezd vamished imstantly, beyond
e fence. Quelch had had -:mf;l.r B par-
tial view of it, from a distance,

Mo could not say that he had recop-
nn:-:'n.! the fellow who had crossed that
forbidden  fence, inte  forbidden
precinets.  But the Greyfrviars hat was
uwnmistakable, and he could sce that the
fellow was a junior, and he had a strong
euspicion that 1t was IHerbert Vernon-
Smith of Lis Form. ]

Mr. Queleh’s jaw set like a vice.

“Urrggh!” Prout panied as he came
up. “Did you ece that, C%uulch?
Unmistakably a Groyfriavs boy 1 #

Irout had soon if, too!

YA jumiar, Quelch, T think ! said
Prout, pulling and blowing. * Probably
a Remove boy—what?

Up to the moment ihat Pront spoke,
Mye. Quelch had had no doubt that it
was o Junior, and a strong zuspicion
that it was Vernon-Smith.

Frout's impression, being  similar,
ought really 1o have conveyed con-
viction; instead of which, it had the
opposite offect. No Form-master liked
anclher Formi-master to score over him.

“T did not sfee the boy clearly,
I'rout!™ said Mr., Queleh, coldly. *1I
coertainly could not say that it was a
junior, definitely, A Fifth Form boy
perhaps ™

My deav Queleh, no Fifth Form hay
would enter such precincts,” exelaimeq]
Ar. Prout warimly.

M. Prout was happily unacguainted
with the manners and customs of I'rice,
and Ililton, and ane or two other fellows
in his Form |

I hope that no Remove boy would
do o, Alr. TProut!” answered ihe
Remove master.  “llowever, I shall
aseertain facts, as T shall roemain here
until the boy cmerges from that dis-
graceful] resort.™

“I will vemain al=n,"” said Mpr, Prout,
“1 rhall be rother glad of a rest. Let
s s5it down in the shade.”

Alr. Quelch nodded,

Quile near the spot where Vernon-
Smith had climbed in, there was a
grassy bank close up to the fence,
Nodding hawthorns hid it from anyone
looking over from within.

The two Form-masters sat down, their
backs o the fence, facing the river.

Quelch, perhaps, was not eorry for a
rest—Irout was extremely glad of one.
It waz quite & pleasant spot to take a
rest, in the warm glow of the July sun.
They sat, and rested—and waited for
1hat young rascal, whoever he was, 1o
drop over the fence again—and drop,
like ripe {ruit, fairly into their hands.

Jlerbert Vernon-Bmith, on the for-
bidden side of that fence, little dreamed
“Fdwihnt waz awalting him on the outer
lde
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last !

ILL LODGEY removed the cigar
from his loose mouth, rubbed his
pug nose thoughtfully, and
shook his head, .

" Dunnoe the name ™ he said.

The Bounder grunted.

Smithy head dropped into the
billiarda-reom at the Three Fishers,
after making his surreptitions entry into
that delectable resort, and found My
Lodgey there—idly knocking the balls
about with the marker.

Lodgey had been extremely pleased to
s him—it was gome timo since the
Bounder had kicked over ths traces in
that direction. ‘That term, in fact,
Smithy had devoted his time chiefly to
cricket, and had aslmnost forgotten ihat
he llgd sct up to be an amateur black-
guard.

Lodgoey welcomed himn back like 8 lost
lamb into the fold.

The Bounder Er]a}'ed & hundred up,
and lost a "guid” to the sharper—which
e could easily spare from his ample
supply of cash, and which was, 1n pomnt
of fact, & “tp" to loosen Lodgey's

tu%ue.

i he walked out into the garden
with Lodgey for a smoke—and a talk.
They sat down under a shady tree by
one of the ill-kept paths, Lodgey
smoking a cigar, the DBounder =»
cigarette, Mr. Lodgey expected the talk
to run on horses, and was prepared to

Pla}r up to help his young friend “ back
s faney.”! But Smithy's talk ran on
quite a gi&‘erent. subject,

dgey, no donbt, would have given

him information, if he could. It was
his game to oblige the millionaire's son
in every possible way., DBut hoe secmed
to have none to give.

The name of Bob Cherry scemed o
convey nothing to him.

“You've heard the name aoll right !
grunted the Bounder,

*Don't seem te yvemember it said
Lodgey. “Don't know the covey any-
how. Wha is he? Friend of yourn®”

U ¥WNever mind that,” zaid Vernon-
Smith, "I want to know about him, for
reasons of my own, You can speak
out—IE'm not geoing to give the fellow
away, I just want to knaw, This torm,
if not before, he’'s been shaking a Joose
leg—and got inte debt over hus depth.
There's not & lot of opportunities, in a
neighbourhood like thizs—and he's &
begmner and o mug at the game. You'd
be pretty certain to hear something
about 18.**

Lodgey shook his head again.

“Bome of the young gents don't
always give fheir own names!™ ho
veanarked. *They don't always trust a
bloke, you seal”

“Oh!" The Bounder hit on to that
shgpestion at once. “Oh! That's it !
Might have used any name, of course,
if you don't know him by sight.”

“What's he like!® asked Lodgey,
curigusly.

“Fellow my own age and size, a hit
taller, hefty and strong as s horse, with
a mop of flaxen kair and blue eyes—"

“I've zeen a bloke like that along of
voung Wharton and his friends——*

“That's the chap.”

“He ain't been here,” said Lodgey,
staring. " Notk the sort of covey, on his
looks, to want to sce life from this side!
I don't kirow him.™

The Bounder set his lips. Ile was
convinced=—absolulely convinced., Ilow
clse was the stolen banknole to be
accounted fov?

“I want to know,™ he said. “ You'll
find it pay to deal straight with me,
Lodgey ] That fellow has got in deep—
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he owes money—something like fen
quids, I fancy—that he can’t pay.2

" Ha don’t owe it to me,"” said Lodgey
"I gol that sum to collect from a t‘rmmi
of yourn, Master Vernon-Smith, but his
name ain't Cherry. You know all
about if—you got me on the phone one
day, and asked me if voung Hazeldene
had paid up, and I told you he hadn't
HBo I s'pose he told you.”

“ Mever mind Haze] now,” gruuied the
Bounder, "It'a Cherry I want to know
about. If you don’t ., some pal of
yours is sure to know, and I want you
to get the news for me,”

“Easy done” said Lodgey.

_The Bounder grunted angrily and
lighted another cigarette. He way
angry and disappointed—and as con-
vinced ag ever.

“ About l:.w:mng Hazeldene,” went on
Lodgey, after a pause, “1 'ope there
ain't been no trouble up at the scheol.
A bloke don't want to be dragged into
trouble. A man who elps & young gent
back his fancy wants to be paid—that's
only reasonable, ain't it? But—lock
‘era, Master Vernon-8mith, I s'pose
that tenner was yourni"”

“That  tenmer!”  repeafed  the
Bounder,

“Well, you phoned me up, to ask
whether young Hazel had paid,” eaid
Lodgey. “I s'posa you had a roasom—
and 1 fanciced it was something to do
with & ten-pound note.”

The Bounder gave a start.

"It was,” he said. “But—what do
vou mean, Lodgevy? I had a special
reason for wanting to know whether
Hazel had paid, and it certainly had
91;3 jolly lot to do with a ten-pound note.

tm—"

“ T figured it out that it was vourn,”
taid Lodgey, with a ned. T knowed by
lia face that it wasu't his'n, at any
rate ™

Smithy canght his breath.

“Did Hazel offer to iﬂr you with &
ten-pound note?” he asked.

Like a flash it came into his mmind
that m following a false trail he had
stumbled on the right one.

“Dudn't you know?™ asked Lodgey
suspicionaly. I figured that you
knowed, when you phoned me. B
gun! - Ain't you got it back? Loo
‘ere, 1f you think that I touched it—"

“Oh, gad!” breathed the Bounder.

“I knowed, as soon as I seed hum,
what he'd done,” said Lodgey. “Ketch
mae touching a pinched banknote—with
the number on it, and all! I told him
to put 1t back where he got it, and I
thought he'd have sense enough to do
it.  When you called me up on the
phone I s'posed you nussed it, and
;v&nt.e:} to know if he'd handed it over

ﬁ_

0O 1 pasped Smithy.

He understood now.

Hazal had had Mauly's tenner. He
had offered it to the sharper lo sciile
his debt, and Lodgey, in fear of con-
sequences, had refused 1t Then
Smithy's call on the phone had given
him, rather naturally, the impression
that it was Smithy’s bauknpote, and that
lic had missed 1k

“"Theat cur I multered Smuathy.

His brain was almost in a whirl for
soina  moments. Hazel had had the
hanknote—as he had suspected from the
first.  Then whers did Bob Cherry
conge 1n 7

Bob had had 1t later, and had
handed 16 back to AMaoleverer—ho
knew that, But it was Hazel who had
iaken 1t from the * Hohdey Amnual”
in Queleh’s study: ho was the fellow
who had gone down from the Remove
dormitory in the night. Smithy bad
sirongly suspected it at the time; but
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on hearing that the scapegrace had not
paid his racing debt he had diemissed
the idea from his mind. It had never
ccciired to him that Lodgey quessmg
that the banknote did mot belong to
Hazel, had refused to touch it. Ho
knew now. ) ‘

Lodgpey watched him uneasily.

“I never "ad it,” he said. “1I take my
davy on that, Master Vornon-Smith. 1t
was all over the young fool's face what
he'd done. Think 1'd touch lti when
I knowed he'd pinched it aa plain as
if he'd told met Not Bill Lodgey | if
there’s been & row up at the schoeol they
can't drag me into it. They can't say
I touched it. I tell you, I put my "ands
behind mo when he held it out to me!
1 wouldn't go near it "

The Bounder laughed.

*1 could guess that onc ! he said.

“Lodgey, old bean, I haven't found out
what 1 eame for—but you can wash all
that out. I wes meking &n 1dictic

mistake ! Don't you worry; that bank-

note got back to its owner.”

Bill Lodgey drew o deep breath of
relief. It was clear that he had been
very uneasy about that banknote.

“You got it beck all right?” he
asked. .

“It wasn't mine; but the fellow it
helonged to gob it back. And he's got
his reasons for saying nothin’ about ik
It's all vight” ;

“T'mn glad of that, at any rate ! said
Lodgey. “I can tell you, I Leen won
dering every day if there was going to
be a row, and me dragged into 1t. That
mad yvoung fool—-" .

He vesumed his cigar, in an ¢asicr
frame of mind.

Vernon-Smith sat thinking.

Ile had been on the wrong track;
Lig knew that now. No wouader Bob had
cut up rusty that day ! He had not
lscen * 1':rllir:f out lics,” ns the Bounder
hed belioved.  He had been denyivng
an  uncxpected accusabion  that
have bewildered him.

Smithy's belief had been founded on
the fact that Bob had “pinched 7 thet
tenner.  Now lhe knew that Bob had
not donc so. Ho had, in some mysteri-
ous and inexplicable wey, got it from
Hazel 1

Ead he sercened Hazel beeause the
wretehed  fellow  waz  Marjorie's
brother? He was fool encugh !

“ Bmithy 1

The Bounder started as his namo
was called. eunddenly ini:ﬁrji'u?ting bis
thoughts. Heo leaped to hia fect.

“What the dickens—" he exclaimed.

“Emithy I Where are you, Smithy 4”
camo the calling voice, echoing among
the trees and thickels, aud the Bounder
and Bill Lodgey staved round them in
astenisinnent.

st

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Bob !l

b TOPt Cherry! Stop ab oncel”
rapped Mr. Quelch.
”%h crumbs ¥ ejaculated
Bob in dismay
Cyeling. on the towpalh Ly the Sark,
was forbidden by the local Dby-laws,
Those by-laws were often forgolten by
fellows who were ount on thoiv jiggers.
"Thiz was not the first Ltime, by a score
ar more, that Bob Cherry had forgotten.
But it happened to be the firsi time that
his Form-master bad caught him in that
forgetfulness.

Bob had covered miles and miles on
his bike after lecaving Marjorie Llazcl-
denc at tho gates of Greyfriars.  Hoe
had gone far past Courtficld and High-
cliffe, and he was coming back by way
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of the towpath, on the Bark, a3 he had
dene & dozen tirhes beforc.

As he camo aumm_nf; along by the
feoce of the Three Fishers he had not
the remotest idea that Mr. Quelch was
anywhere within a mile or more.

But Mr. Quelch was!

Mr. Quelch, for the last half-hour,
had been seated on the grassy bank,
loaning back againsi the wooden fence,
by the side of Mr. Prout.

Had he been welking on the path
Bob would have seen hum, and slowed
down in time:; but the two gentlomen
scated under the fence were quite in-
visible, among the nodding hawthorns,
until & fellow came abreast of the spot.

Bob was passing them, when Quelch's
nnexpected voice barked out at him,
and he jammed on his brakes in dismay.

The Hemove master rose to his feet,
with a thunderous frown on his brow.

Mr. Prout remained seated. He had
mora weight to lift than the Hemove
master, end he left it where it was
Prout contented himself with a dis-
Approving gl&nnq at the junior who was
recklessly. Dreaking the by Jaws right
end left.

But Quelch stepped out and fized a
gimlet eve on the dismaved Bob.

Quelch was waiting there to “cop
the breaker of bounds in the Threc
Fishers: but he was not the man to let
any other delinguent pass uncheched.

“Cherry I he rapped.

“Oh! Yos, sir " gasped Dob.

He stood holding his bike and blink-
ing at his Form-master,

“You were riding vour bieyele on
this towpath ! said the Bemove mastor
sternky.

“Um! Yes, gir”

“Are you aware, or unaware, that
such & procesding is  stricily  pro-
hiEiItedi?"Idﬂluﬁnde Ar. Queleh,

“You were aware of 1t, Cherry ™

“Yes, sir,” mumbled Bob.,

“Then you were deliberately  dis.
regarding this just and salutary pro-
hibition, Cherry "

That was & beak’s way of putting it !

¥

“I—I—I forget, sir!” stammered
Bobh.
“You should not have forgotten,

Cherry ¥

“1=I know, sir

“¥ou will walk your machine the rest
of the way, until you leave the tow-
path,” said Mr. Queleh sternly, “and
vou will take two hundred lines,
Cherry.”

“Very well, sirl”

Bob wondered, rather sevagely, what
the dickens Quelch was doing there, 1%
was quite an unexpected spot in which
Lo discover hiz Form-master.

If the weary walkerz wanted a rest
e would not have expecicd {o see them
taking that rest in close proximity to
such & resork as the M'hree Fishers, But
there they weme—and that was that!

It was a fair catch: and Bob had a
long walk ahead of him, with two hun-
dfmf lines to reward hLim at the cnd
o 1k

He rather wished that he lLiad kept
in Lhe road—which, no donbt, was what
Lis IMogrme-master wanteg loam to wish!

5k

Mr. Quelch was frowning—but his
frown velaxed as he looked at Beb's
rugged, houest, fushed face.  This

junior was, no doubt, an unthioking
voung rascal—but how different from
the other voung raseal whot he had
seen clambering over that fence half an
hour apo !

l'hat reflection had an amchorating
cfiect on Henry Samuel Quelceh,

“You must remember, Cherry, that
laws are made to be respected, not to
be dizregarded,” hie said move kindly.

“Oh, yes, =ir!"” said Bob, : .

“Have you scen Yernou-Smith this
afternoon, Cherey ¥”

“omithy, sir? Yes, he's plaving
cricket,” answered Bob, aurpriﬁm{ by tho
guestion.

But his surprise lasted enly a moment.
That question revealéd to him why the
Remove master was sitting under ihe
fence of the Three Fishoers,

“Playing cricket !” repcated AMMr.
81.1&11:]1. “You are sure of Lhat,

herry 7

“My, ves, sir! He took my wicket
before I came out.”

Mr, Quelch's brow cleared <till more.
He had & strong impression that it was
Vernon-Smith of the Remove who had
clambered over that fence. But he was
more than willing to belicve that it
might be some other junior, and not a
member of his Form at all.

“Oh! T am glad to hearv thal Veraon-
Brnith has been so harmlessly ooeupied,”
said  DMr. ueleh.  “You may go,
Cherrv! Walk your machine.”

“Yes, sicl”

Bob walked on, pushing the jigger.

Me. Queleh resumed his scat E}i;e tho
fenge, under ilie hawthorns.

Looking back a few minutes later, Bob
could see nothing of him or of (he Fifth
Form-master.

“That asat” muttered Bob.

It was not without reason that the two
beaks had selected a spot whers tha
hawthorns scecened them from general
view a3 thev sab, It was not without
reason that they were there at all. My,
Quelch’s inquiry revealed the reason
plainly enough.

Home young sweep was suspected of
being out of bounds, and they were wait-
ing to collar him in the very act—as he
carme out.

And though Mr. Queleh was thinking
now that it was very probable that it
was not Vernon-Smith, Bob could not
help thinking it quite probable thet it
Was.

Ha had answered M. Efm:lch‘a. Les-
tigon in good faith. BSmithy had been
ﬁ!&ying cricket when bie had last secen

irm—hs had good reason te remember
it, o8 Smithy had dismissed him for &
duek. But that was hours ago. It was
very likely that the J‘;:antiun match was
over befora tea, and it waz now long
past tea-timne, and, in fact,
towards lock-up.

“That silly ass ! repealed Bob.

He tramped on, pushing the jiggoer,
with a knitted brow. All the Remore
fellows knew Smithy's manners and
customs. As likely as not he had walked
along to the Three Fishers after the
cricket was over.

Queleh, elearly, knew that somo fellow
was there, and suspecied that it was
Smithy, And Bob had hittle doubt that
he was right.

For Smithy's pursuits in the woy of
bad company, billiurds and banker and
]imker, Bob had no sympathy whatever.

Te thought Smithy rather m dingy sort
of rotier for dabbling in such things, as
well s a reckless ass.

But any fellow booked for a row had
Bob's svmpathy, And in Smithy's case
it would be a particularly bad row. Hoa
had sailed teo near the wind many
times, to hope to be let off lightly if he
were caught. A Head’s Hogging was a
certuinty—and the “sack”™ extremely
likely. Bob felt more and more worried
353 |]!ﬂ' pushed his jigger along the shining

T

Smithy was a bad hat—but he was not
really a bad chap, in his own way. It
was awful to think of Bmithy getting
gacked. Ilc was wanted in the cricket,
too—it would boe & hard krock for
Wharton to loze him., And only the

gelting
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“ Johnny's right ! ** said Harry Wharian, ** Lei’s bump him for being right ! ** ** Look here——"' roared Johnny Bull,

85 his three chums iurned on him and colared him.

lllm

you silly chumps—Iook here—oh, my hat ! ** Johnny Byl

was swung off the earth and bumped thereon with a heavy Impact,

other day he had wanted to do Boeb a
good turn—though his fatheaded sus-
piciona had caused the outcome to bo a
fierce scrap.

It was awlul to think of that ass, that
reckless fathead, dropping over that
fenee, or lounging aut at the gate, nght
into the hands of hia Form-master, fo
bo walked off to the Head for judgment.

Bob pushed the jigger more and more
slowly. Blowly, but surely, hia mind was
made up.

Smithy, no doubt, deserved the
chopper to come down, from & schook
master's point of view. But helping any
fellow, friend eor foe, out of & scrape,
had ain‘a.:.‘s beert Bob's way.

Ile turned from the towpath into a
hridle-path through the wood, that led
by winding ways to Uak Lane. Part of
ihe rambling grounds of the Threo
Fishors abutted on that lane.

Being now off the lowpath, Bob re-
mounted his bike, and rode—and he rode
hard and fast.

In a very short time he came out into
Oak Lane, and jumped off his machine
at a row of palings—breken and decayed
here and there, with gFaps in several
places,

Heo thot a swift glavea up and down
the narrow, leafy lane, and then parked
Lis bike in a clump of willows. )

Then he stepped to sue of the gaps in
the palings.

e hesitated a moment or bwol

Once on the wrong side of that fence
he was as deep in the mud as Smithy
was in the mire, i a master or prefect
spotted him. And how the dickens was
he going to iind Smithy in that rambling
place? And what a fool he waa to butt
in at alll

But his hesitation and his reflections
wero brief. Smithy was for it, if he did
not geb o tip in time—and Bob was
going to give him that tiﬁnl

He squeezed through the gap in the
palings, scrambled through the weedy

thicket beyond, and hurried across the
ill-kept grounds, in the direction of the
inn on the river !

The die was cast now |

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER,
A Narrow Escape for Smithy ]

a MITHY |
The Bounder =ct his lips as the
calling voica echoed.
Bill Lodgey stared round, and
then starcd at his young fricnd.

“Some bloke calling you, =iv!" he
sald.

“The fool!™ muttered the Bounder,
“ What the dickeng—"

“8mithy " came the shout. * Smithy !
Answer me if you hear me, yvou silly
ass | Hallo, hallo, hallo! Smithy!”

“JFome friend of yourn?” asked the
mystified Mr. Lodgey.

“It's Bob Cherry’s voice—nobody else
has got & megaphone like that |™ grunted
tha under, “What the thimop does
he roean? Bhouting ont & [ellow’s nama
in a place like this—"

“ Bmithy 1”

“Here1” shouted the Bounder,
way, you foal ™

There was a trampling on a path in
the ragged shrubberies,

Bob Cherry came iuto view, panting
for breath.

Lodgey stared at him enviously. This
was the fellow Vernon-Smuuth  had
described to him, with his blue ¢yes and
mep of laxen hatr,

The Bounder eyed him savagely.

“You dummy ! he snarled. “What
the—"

“Oh, here you are!” Bob camo
ing up. “Thank goodness I've
you, you silly idiot!”

“And what are you doing heret”
sineered the Bounder,

For the moment, his suspicions re-

“Tls

aut-
ound

awakened, as he looked at Bob. What,
after all, was Bob doing there, in a dis-
reputable placo out of school bounds?

“I'm looking for you, you dummy|”
growled Bob. “Think I've come hére to
play billiards, or to back a horse, you
=illy ow]

*“*Haven't you?" sneered Smithy,

Bab gave him a look.

“Well, I haven't coma to punch your
checky head again, though you're asking
for it!” he said. “Get out of this,
Smithy I¥

“I'll please myself sbout that!™
answered the Bounder, staring at hin.
“ Who's asked you to butt 1o, I'd like to
know,”

“Et;l:;t Bgﬁu tlitdﬂratﬂ.nd. vou assi"
anapp . “I suppose yon came in
from the mwp&th—ﬁ

“1 don't see how vou know.”

“Oh, I could guess that when I saw
fjuelch there!” said Bob pgrimly, *1
knew he was after some fellow; and
when he ssked me if I'd scen you, I
conld guess the fellow's name,”

Vernon-S8mith gave s start,

“Quelch ¥ he repeated,

“Yes; and Prout with him. Sitting
under the fenee, waiting for somcbody to
walle out | rapped Beb., * 1 got round
1o (rak Lane, and squeezed in that way,
I've been up to that putrid pub, and a
man said you were in the grounds with
Mr. Lodgoy, so0 I cama to lock for you
B P e

“Oh!" gasped the Bonnder,

ta breathed hard and deep. Utterly
unawara that his ma;mﬂa was spotted
or suspected, he had mtended to leavo
a3 he enme; and wow he knew that he
was watched, and waited for cutzide the
Fate,

Cocl oand hardy as he was, the
Bounder’'s brain almost swam as he
realised how nerrow his escaps had
been. He had plenty of nerve; and
certeinly he would have needed it all to
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face Diz Form-master in the nact of
leas ing the most disreputabile resort m
that part of the county. _

“Dy pum!” he said. “How the
dickens giﬂ Quelch get on to it—he was
out this afternoon with Prout——"

“Fe's there! IF you want to walk
into his paws, go ahead ¥ growled Bob.
" ['ve tipped you what to expect—though
1 jolly well know that I oughin’t to
have. U'm going '™

He turned with that and tramped
away across the weedy shrubberies and
thicketz. He had not given Mr, I.;-:-d%u_y
2 look or appeared to be awnre of his
existence, though Bill Lodgey was
watching him curiously all the time.

Lodgey grinned as he tramped away,
and the Bounder stood breathing hard.

“That's the young gent you was talk-
ing about, Master Vernon-Smith ¥ Lo
ashed. *“Young Chervry—what? He
ﬁﬂn‘t logk like he was at 'ome 'ere, docs

E?n’?

“No. I was & fool! Wash all that
out! By gom, if he hadn't tipped
me—— By gum, if I'd gone out by the
river——" .

The Bounder whistled.

“You better cut out by Oak Lane,
game as that young gent,” suggested
Mr, Lodgey. “No 'arm done if you
ain't seen. Get back afore your school-
master blows in, and you're all right.”

“What-ho 1"

Verpon-Smith  hurried  after Bob
Cherry, who was heading back towards
Oak Lane as fast as he could tramp
through the tangled shrubberies.

In a couple of minutes he sighted Bob
]a_;gain, and cut on at a run to overtake

i,

Bob glanced, frowning, over his
shoulder as the Dounder came breath-
fessly up. HMe was not sorry that he
had chipped in to save Smithy from the
result of his reckless folly; but he was
irritated and disgusted by his surround-
ings, especially by the dingy Mr,
Lodgey, with his aromsa of tobacco and
spirits and wnwashed slovenlinesa, And
he could not forget the risk of being
spotted in such a place, and ifs conse-
guences if it happencd.

Smithy grinned at the expression on
his face. Ile quite understood Bob's
feelings. And he was amused, too, at
the absurd mistake he had made in sus-
pecting Bob of having fallen to the
attraction of such places and pursuits.
Had he not already realised that that
was a mistake, he would have realised
it now.

“dany thanks, old bean!” he said
lizhtly, a3 he trotted by Bob's side,

ob gave an angry grunt.

“I wasn't poing to seo you sacked,
vou silly fathead, if I could help it 1” he
growled. . :

“Why not?" grinned Smithy.

“Oh, don't be an ass1”

“If we're spotted gelting ont of this,
we shall be sucked topother ¥ said the
Bounder, laughing.

“That seemn funny to you?” rapped
Beb, “Ior goodness’ sake, shut HY!
Let's get out of it—quick I Then he
looked at Vernon-Sonth again. “Wou
must be an awful fecl, Smithy, to play
shady games like this! Where's the
sense in it? You rvisk being turned out
of the school for rot like thiat Ilven
Bunter's got more scnse than that !

“Thanks 1"

“And you were g3 enough to think
that—-=" gaid Dob.

“Sorry, old mant! I take back what
1 said te yvou the other day, when we
got to punching ! I had reason to think
a3 I did—at least, I thought 1 had—and
1 thaught vou were telling lics about it.
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I'd have put ten to one on it in quids,
and T was wrong

“ODh! You've found that out, have
you ¥

“¥Yes; I've found that out.”

Bob grinned faintly.

“You were an awfu] ass, Smithy! DBuk
—but I was sorry that 1 cut up so
rusty ! I told you so. ¥You fancied I
was 1 some putrid scrape bke that cur
Hazel. You really might have known
batter |  Still, you did think su, and
vou'd have lent a hand if it had been
so. It was jollv decent of you! Look
bere, hurry up !

They reached the palings on Oak
Lane,

The Pounder put his head through the
gap and scanned the lane, up and down,
carcfully before he squeczed through.
The coast was clear, and in a minute
more he stood in the lane, and Bob
stood beside him, both of them breath-
ing more freely at being out of those
dangerous precinets.

Bob Cherry hooked his bike out of
the willows and swung it over to the
Bounder, :

“Jump on, and beat it [” he said.

“Your bike—="

“The sooner you're back the better.
If Quelch fnds you in when he blows
in, he mayn't ask questions. All right
for me; he doesn't faney that I've becn
pub-haunting !* .

“Tons of thanks, old chap " eaid the
Bounder., “Youw've done me a jolly
good turn, and I'll make it up to you™

“0Oh, rot!” said Beb.

Smithy laughed, put his leg over the
bike, and shot away. i

Bob Cherry f:}l?::nwﬂﬂ him on foot,
swinging along at a good pace.

But the Bounder was out of sight in
a few moments, going all out for
Greyfriars.

Bob arrived at the school gates only
g few minutes before ther wore shut.
He tiamped in, wondering whether Mr,
Quelch was still sitting on the bank
under the hawthorns by the fence of
the Three VFishers. It was probable
that the Remove master would wail
there till it was time for lock-up at
Greyfriars; after which, of course,
there would be no object in waiking
longer.

When Bob came inte the House,
Vernon-Smith was standing in the door-
way, talking to Tom Bedwing and Pefer
T They were talking cricket, and
the Bounder certainly did not look like
a fellow who had been ocut of bounds,
and had had one of the narrowest cscapes
of his reckless career at Groviriars., He
gave Bob s wink as Le passed and
went in.

——, —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes a Discovery !

13 OT ™ said Johnny DBull.
He said it with emphasis.

Johnny never erred on the sidoe
of lack of emphasis.
quite a8 decided youth.

Billy Bunter blinked round through
his big spectacles.

In break, on Monday morning, Bunter
was busy—very busy. Ile was seated on
a beoch under one of the old el
slowly and earefully turning out every
pocket in his various gariments,

Lvery pocket was furped out to the
liming, and every one wat scanned, in
turn, with & hopeful eye by the fat Owl
of the Kemaove.

Hope springs eternal in the huroan
breast. ot till he had spent ten
minutes on that labariowns task and
examined every pocket with the greatest
thoroughness, did Bunter give up hope

Ho was

of dizeovering in one of them zome coin
that he had overiooked.

But, alas! there was no coin to he
discovered. There was nob even a
bullseye, not o sclitary anisccd bali.
Most of the pockets were rather sticky.
Bullseyes had been ihere at one tume
or ancther. DBut they were there no
longer. Warst of all, thero was no coin
of the realin—not a shilling, not & siy-
penee, nat a “ bhrown”

Mrs. Minsble, at the school thep, had
an onticing array of fresh, new jam
tarfs thal mornmp—henee  Bunter's
meticilous searech through lns sticky
pockets. DBuat there was nothiog doing |

And Bunter was sadly stuffing bacl
tho sticky lining when Johony Bull's
deecp volce reachied his ears, and Lo
blinked round.

Heo did not sce the speaker, however.
‘The massive trunk of an ol was
behind the bench., That trunk hid from
hiz cyes the fellows who were talking.

It aleo hid Bunter from the eyes of
those fellows. There were four of them,
and they had come along the path and
stopped to talk, unaware that a fat Owl
was in the offing.

“Rot 1 ::nll;u:utud Johnoy Bull. “You
can talk till you're black in the face,
won't make any differcncel

“The rotfulness is not terrifie, 1y
esteemed Jolnny I murmured the voice

of the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur.
" Look here, you ass=—" began Harry

Wharton.
“Don't ba such & dashed mule,
Johnny 1" said Frank Nugent, 1 tell

you we're not going on like this with
old Bob *

“Please vourselves!” said Johuny
Bull, “Leave me out! I'vo got no uso
for a fellow who pinches(”

Billy Dunler's eyes almeost popped
through his spectacles as he heard that.
It was one of Bunter's happy wavs io
listen to talk not intended for his fat
cars. Now he listened with those fat
cars stretched to their fullest extent.

Every fellow in the lemove knew thak
there was a rift in the Co. BMany
fellows wondered what was the cavse of
it, Billy Bunter most of all. Now it
looked as if Bunter, by a happy chance,
Was Emng to gcb the news.

. Bob Cherry was suspected of * pinch-
ing ” by his fornier friends ! There was
no olher meaning to Bull's words,

“Don't use that word, Bull I* came
Harry Wharton's voice sharply.

“What do you call it, then?”

“The more I think of it, the more I'in
sure that there’s a ghastly mistake
somoewhere,” saul the captain of the
Etﬁmm;?. “Bob couldn’t and wouldn't

n_

“Iracts are good cnough for me 1 said
Johnny Bull. “I'm ready to give him
a hearing as socon as he chooscs to
cxplain. Why doesn’t he *”

“What's the good of asking that, fat-
head? e worl't, anyhow. Bub 1 tell
you I ean't and won't bolicve—"

“And T tell you you're an ass!?

“ Look here-——"

*“Rot 1

Iferbert Vernon-Smith came walking
along under the elw:, his hands in hos

ockets and a thoughtfnl frown on his

ace, Ile was eoming towards thie benci

on which Dunter eat, and did nob sro
the jumore: on the other side of the biz
clin. But he saw Bunler, and, to Lis
astonishment, thie fat Owl made him &
sudden sign to be silent,

Smithy staved at hina blaukly.

Bunter pul a fat fnger to his lips,
idinkiug anxionsly at the Dounder. IHe
bad heavd coough to wihet his curiosity,
anel he waz anxious fo hear more,  But
1f the Co. diseovered that someone was

{Confinecd on page 22)
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A TOUR OF GREYFRIARS (No.1. THE GATES)

(1}
Take the hack from Friardale Station—
_ Half-a-dollar is the fare—
1o 'l?m_ur Greyiviars destination
(If it ever gels you there ).
Bruized shocked and

and  breathless,

shaken,
With a face as white a= chalk,
You will own yow've been mistaken,
And the next thme you will walk !

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
(1)

When we've finished with mathematics
There ure ambteur dramatics,
1f you have & lLiking for that sort of
thing.
Williain Wibley's our producer,
Actor, slar, and playwright, too, sir:
Cn il.:|1r-=} stage he's just as happy as a
ing.
Hn’sin oflen in disguiscs,
Bokoes, beards, and painted eyeses,
‘That we're not guite sure shich is his
genuine face;
And we fanci just a lectle
He could make up as a Leetle, .
2o we r;e.w:r fread wpon one—just 1n
! 3

2)
¥es he's veey fond of stagime
Tamous dramas, and engaging
The Remove to play the less lmportant
Py s,
We've done
Crmsar
{When I wore a Raman beezer 1),
Though we den’t begin until the winter
sbarts.
Then we {ried “The
Scandal, ™
And ne man could hold a candle
To old Wik's Sir Peter Teazle, as he
knows 1
Though we're glad at the rehearsal
When the time comes for dispersal,
We all enjoy old Wibley's winter shows.

Shakespeare’s  Julius

School for

“ Horrvezeo refovens ™ 1s Latin, they state.
It means, I shudder to vefer—"
2o what do T mean when 1 relate
“ Heorresco veferens to Horrezco-Rer™ 1

([ shudder 1o refer to Horace Coker—
sea 7]

{2
At the Greyiviars gates arriving,
You'll descend on solid land,
Happy that yon still are living
After all yvou've had to stand.
Bee the gates—they're strong
massive,
Pieturesque and handsonfe; but
Don’t the brutes appear impassiva
When you're late and they are shut?

{3)
On the weather-stained stone column
There's a hefty iron bell,
And its note iz deep and solemn
Like a goblin's funeral knell.
Lot us ring it, and tho porter,
With a gnarled and erusty grin,
Oldeyr than the bricks and movtar,
Slowly comes aud leis us in,
(Next week we'll be inside.)

and
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THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

AUBREY ANGEL

(The Cad of the Upper Fourth)

A is for ANGEL. What a name!
Banker is his favourite game,

At billiards he is in good “cue

He smokes and bets and gambles, too.
He can’t go to the bad, you know—
He passed there many years ago.

And where he's pob to now—my hat,

I simply can't imagine that!

This Angel lives, I understand,

With Lodgzey in the Bird in ITand;
And soon, era many days are sped,
He'll have hiz wings clipped-—by the
Head §
And when his sneering face 1 sce,
He'll have his ear clipped, tao—by me!
Whatever happens, we shan't cry
When Aubrey Angel says * CGood-bye ™

ANSWER TO PUZZLE

A quarrel between Skimaer and Snoop
=fanlts on both sides,

. STARTS

EFREFFRNTARE RN A EEEE e BEER
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A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

SREENEEFORARERFNANNFFEREA A RETRaAE R FEEAER

GREYFRIARS GRINS

Bunter loathes Cesar, He wonld like
to punch his Roman nose for writing
the Gallie War. It's a pity, because
Usesar would have simpl E}ved Bunter,
Didn't he zay: “ Let mo i’;u\'e men about
e that arve fat ™7

Mr. Mimble took nearly half an hour
to walk across the quad yesterdav, Heo
said: “I can't walk fast now. I be get-
ting too old.” Another reason was that
he was wearing new boots, and had for
gotten to eut the strings.

Greyfriars 1s a very aneient huilding,
but the only parts of the Norman monas-
tery still in oxistence’ are the Cloisters,
the erypt, the old wall, Gesling, and
the slab of hardbake in Mrs, Mimble's
window,

LTERigymarrnnEvERFAgEA SR AR AN
AR EEFEFEIFRETFORAT RN DFED

CHENESEEENNT RN d AR RN AT NN EA SR NEE ¥ i

PUZZLE PAR
Can you read this ecrvplie
gentence 7

FAULTS, SKINNER,
QUARREL. SNOOP., FAULTS.

{Answer at foot of column 2.}

CEFTRIs IR RN ESENATEE
GeERIrEERRRTFAANEERF

There was a pieture in last week's
paper of & posteard just deliveved after
twenty-zeven years in the post. This ig
not, however, & record, as & corfain
postal order has been in the post since
tho Flood, and has not arvived yet.

What's the difference betweent a stony
Dunter and z rich Bunter §

Oie longs to cat and the alber eals
too long.

What ia it My, Prout doesn’L like, but
would bate to lose?
His bald head.

Tom Brown 15 having three days off
Lo w0 and see the New Zealanders play
evichet, Later on, it 13 believed that
the New Zealanders will return 1he com-
pliment by having three days off to coina
and see Tom Brown play ericket.

WATCH OUT for SPASM No. 2 of the GREYFRIARS GUIDE Next Weck!
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within hearing, obviously they would
not go on taiking on such a very private
matier. So the fat Owl was anxious
that Sinithy should not reveal his pre-
sotiee there,  Smithy was welcome to
join up, and hear what Buuter heard,
0 long as he did not make a zound and
spoil sport, as it were.

The Bounder could only stare, won-
deving whether Bunter had gone off his
rocker. Then, as a voice came from the
other side of the tree, he understood.

“We can't go on like this!” Harry
Wharton was speaking, “Everybody's
noticed that there's & row on, and lots
of fcllows ave curious to know what it's
about. If anybody should gpucss—*

“Can it 7 ealled out Vernon-Smith.

There was o general exclumation on
the other side of the tree. Fowr faces
appeared in view, round the massive
trunk.

Snithy chuekled

“Talking private matters?” he asked.
¥ Did vou know Bunter was there?”

“ Bunter I exclaimed Harry. ;

“QOh, you beast, Smithy I exclaimed
Bunter indignantly.

Four juniors came quickly round thoe
tree Four ferocious glares were fixed
ont the fat Owl of the Remove,

“You fat rotter 1” breathed Harry.

“Oh really, Wharton—" 1

“You eave sdropplog woruri”
exclaimed Frank.

b, really, Nugent——""

The Beounder, laughing, walked on.

Billy Bunter wm:[l;tl have been rather

lad to follow. He did not like the
coks on those four faces at all. But as
he rose from the bench, Hurreo Jamset
Ram Singh gave him a shove, and he
sat down again, suddenly and hard.

“Ow 1 pasped Bunter. “1—1 say,

u fellows, I wasn't listening, you
f\:ﬁnw! I never heard a word you fel-
lows wera s.n.ying- Besides, if you come
‘u.wini-; where B fellow’s sitting, how can
e help hearing "

“Then vou heard

¢“{0h1 MNal Not a svllable ! said
Bunter promptly. “1 never kuew 1}"&1{
were there, till Bmithy called outl I
haven't the faintest idea why you've
been rowing with Bob Cherry! I don’t
Leliove he would pinch, either

Harry Wharton compressed hiz lipa.
Evidently Bunter had heard—and let-
ting Bunter know, was letting the world
Lnow.

“ Besides, I shan't tell anybody, of
course ¥ said Bunter. 1 never heard
anything, and I shan't tell anybody
what I've heard.”

U Y eonr fat rotbor !

“Oh, really, Bull! But I say, wvou
fellows, what did he pinch?" asked
Bunter cagerly.  “ A eake, or some-
thing ¥  Billy Bunter's fat thoughts ran
naturally to cakes,

“A cake?” repeated Harry blankly.
“You blithering idiot 1"

“Well, what was it, then?” asked
Bunter. “You can tell & pal, rou know.
Of course, I shall keep it dark! Was it
a pre?

‘he four juniors exchanged glances.

Bunter had heard the word © pinch-
ing.” But the bankuote had not been
mentioned. Bunter was not even begin-
ning to think of that bonknote.

The atfair of Mauleverer’s banknote
wasd already forgotten in the Reomove,
except by eertain members of tho Form
whe had only too much reason for
vemembering . That banknote had
tnrned up, in Mauly's possession, from
which tho Remove fellows had naturally
concluded that it had never been lost or
“pinched ” at all  Billy Bunter had
forgotten all about it days age. Nueidher
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had apy fetlow, except the Co and
Binithy, thought of connecting Bob
Cherry’s name with that missing bank-
note, Bunter's mind, on that subject,
was evidently a blank—winch was =&
relief. The Bounder's interruption had
come fortunately—for there waz mno
doubt that, had Bunter heard more, he
would socr. have been in possession of
tha whole story.

YA pudding 2 asked Bunter, blinkig
at the four juniors, as they gazed at him
spocchlessly, "Was it a pudding T

T0h, slavghter him 1Y said Nugent.

“1 say, vou fellows—leggo!” roared
Bunter, as four pairs of hands grasped
him. and grabbed him off the bench.

* Bumyp ki ¥

“1 say—vwarooch! I sny, I wasn't
listening=—I never heard a  word 1
velled Bunter, strugghng fraotically.
Pain't my fanlt if Dob Cherry pinches
vour tuck, 15 t? I say—yeo-whooop I

Bump !

“0Oh erikey! I say—"

Bump |

“Ow!  PBoasts!” roared Bunter.
“Twpro! I say, vou fellows, I won't

tell anybody ! I won't breathe a word |
I won't say—— Yaroooooh [

Bump !

“Fow-ow-ow | Oh ertkey " spluttered
the fat Owl. “Legpo! If you fellows
don’t leggo. I'll go to Quelech! I'll go
straight to Queleh and say—— DBeasts |
Rotters! Legpe, will yout™

Bump!

“Oooonoch !

Bunter sat and roared, and the four
juniors walked away, and left him to
roar. Which the fat Owl continued to
do till the bell rang for third schoul,
and he was still gasping and spluttering
wihen he rollei into the Remove Form-
Q1.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Wants a Whack !
i
B Bob Cherry, when he came
out with the Remove after
third school, felt his sleeve
He glanced round, and down, at Billy
Bunter—end did not secm  fearfully
hucked by the fat junior's friendly,
hie shook off the fat hand, and grunted.
“What do you want, fathead?” ho
asked,
teriously. ]
“1 know all 1" he whispered.
Wi ]?'h LY
same mysterious and thrilling whisper.
This, in the best style of a thrilling
talkie, ought to have impressed Ho
have started, or turned pale, or clasped
his hand to his forchead, or something
in that line,
Billy Bunter, as if wondering whether
the fat junior had gone off his rocker.
“ Mad¥” he asked.
“Well, if you're not batehy, what are
you driving at?” demended Bob.
“Beast | I mean—look herel 1 jolly
Bunler. “Sea? I'm not ing to wive
vou awav—I wouldn'tl They're Leep-
it dark——"
“(ih., don't make out you don't
koow I vapped Bunter. “Your pals
are lkeeping it dark, or 1t would have

OB, old fellow 1™
clutehed by a fat and grubby hand.
indecd, affoctionate, greeting. In fact,
Bunter closed one eve at him mys.
1 Iiktrmw all I repeated Bunter, in the
Cherry. Properly speaking, he should
But he didn't! He simply stared at
“0h, really, Cherry——"
well know what vou've been op to,” said
T s Who—what?”
been all over the Remove before now. [

never knew anything about it, till T hap-
pened to hear them talking in Lreak
this morning.”

S 0h " puesped Bob,

He understood now. The Peeping
Tom of Grayiriars had pot on to the
seeret.  Evidently the Co. had been talk-
g about it, and Bunter, in his usual
way, had lent a fat car.

he look that came over Bob's face as
he undorstood, made Billy Bunter jump
back, like an active kangarvoo.

“I=—I say, don't get shirky, old
man®™ he urged, “I'm keeping it darl:.
I know why your pals turned you down
now=-he, he, hel Nothing to get ratty
about, old chap! I'in nob down on you.
I've dene the same thing myself atb
times, and I jolly well shouldn't call it
pinching.  Roften word to use, in my
ﬂpgiiun, Bull—all over! Beast, 1sn't

gt

Bob had lifted a hand, with the inten-
tion of %mhbing Bunter's neck, and
banging his head ageinst the nearest
hard object. Now he diropped it again,
in sheer astonizhment.

“Youw've done the zame thing?” he
gasped.

“ Lotz of times '™ said Bunter. “If o
fetlow Lides tuck away from hiz friends,
I don't =co why o [e!{:-w shooldn't help
hinmself ¥

“Tick-tick-tick-tuck I stuttercd Dol

Banter winked again.

U What's the gmﬁ of pretending to be
gurprised when I fell vou I kuow all
gbout it? he remonstrated. “I know
whet you did, and I think it was pretty
thick to turn vou down for it.  You've
whacked out with them often cnougle.”

Bob could only gaze at him,

“PBut what I mean 12" conlinued
Bunter, "1f vou've still pot it—"
~ "Got it?” vepeated Bob, like a fellow
in & dreamn.

“Yes, if you've still got it, whacks out

15 only failr,” said Bunter. “ After woll,
it's not yours, if yon pinched it "
“ Ol erikey 1™ gazped Bob.
It dawned on I?ﬁn that, aluiough
Bunter had heard something, he could
not have heard all. :

It was impressed on his fut mind that
Toli's chums had turned him down on a
mutter of “pinching.” He was noi
thinking of that old story of the bank-
note. He never even dreamed of con-
necting that with Bob Cherry. Ilis fab
thoughts were running in their usual
groove,

When Bunter annexed a cnke, or a
pie, as he very often did, there wero
fellows who called it “pinching "—a
most nnjust deseription, in  DBunter's
opinion. Bunier had no doubt that this
was a case of the same kind.

Bob, as he realised it, grinved.

“Was it a cake? asked Bunter,
blinking at him with eager 1nquiry.
“I know Wharton had o cale from
home on Saturday. Those cakes bis
Aunt Amy sends him sre jolly good.
Was that it®”

“Ha, ha, ha '™ roared Bob.

It was & great relief to find that
Billy Bunter did not know the facts,
And the idea that he was EllFl'lEt;TEd of
having pinched tuck, im Bunter's own
stvle, made Dob roar. i

“Blessed if I seo anytling to cackle

at 1" galid DBunter peevishly.,  “1f it
waesn't that cake, what was it? It was
somelhing ¥

“Ha, ha, hat”

“ Look here, you can cackle,” vapped

Bunter, “but 1 jolly well know! And
if you want me to keep it davk., vou're
going to whack out, ve? 1f Wharton
wanted to keep that cake to himself,
e's o greedy pigl You've whacked
out with him ﬁﬁe‘m cnpugh, aud he
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¥ say——"" said a fat volee. Marjorie Hazeldene was holding out her hand to Bob Cherry, when a fat figure rolled into

view,

might have whacked out with yon.
Lock here, have you still got it, or
not ¥

“"Ha, ha, ha!” shricked Bob. " Did
Wharton have a cake on Baturday?
First I've heard of it, old fat man!”

“Then it  wasn't  that?  asked
Bunter. “"Well, what was it, and
when was 167 What I really want to
know is, have vou still got b3

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥es or no?” rapped Bunter, blink-
ing at him wrathfully. *I know it was
the middle of last week that vou had
your row with them, zo perhaps it
wasn't that cake on Saturday. ]fnt, it
was somothing, Look heve, Bob Cherry,
what was it you pinchedi”

“You blithering bloater I said Bob.
“I haven't pinched anything. Now
shut up before I kick youl”

“Well, that’'s rot!” eaid DBunter,
shaking his head. “Ball said quite
plainly that it was pinching. The
other fellows, from what I could mwake
vut, were prepared to overlook it and
make friends again. But Bull—7

“ That's enough, fathead "

" Was it something of Bull's? asked
Bunter hopefully. ‘I suppose that
would be it, as he was the fellow who
was keen on keeping up the row, I
know Bull had a pineapple last week.
;i"r'ﬂs f.hj‘-;t it? Look here, if there's any
b

“¥ou blithering, bloaled blopter—*"

“You can call a fellow names!™ said
Bunter scornfully. " But if you've been
l|':||t'|¢:hi13%‘J| tyckk from Study Noo 14—
Bunter backed away again. " Keep off,
vou beast! I tell sou, I'm not down
o youl I've done the same thing
myself, when greedy pigs wanted to
heep tuck to themselves—a thing I
never would do! But I think you
might let a pal have a whack in it—I
roally think that|”

“¥ou really want & whack {#

*“I say. I hope 1'm not ioo late Jor the picnic,” said Bunter.

you're shaking hands with Boh !
“¥es, rather, old chap !” gaid Bunter
cagerly. "I think it's -:-n'l:i fair, if I
Lkeep it dark, yon know. think 1t's
jolly rotten of them, to get their backs
up aver a tlnng like that! JMlean, I
call i, I den’t ses why you should
bother about keeping 1t dark, either.
atill, you can trust me to keep maum.
I say. was it tha: pineapple ?*

“No 1" gasped Bob.

“ Not Wharton's cake 7

“Ha, ha! Nol”

“A pie?” asked Bunter.

“No, not a pie” gurgled Bob, ™ Sure
vou want & whack, Bunter?”

“What-ho 1" said Dunter.
what is it, and where is 167
go un to the studies?™

“"¥es, come up to my study, and I'll
give you 2 whack ! said Bob.

“Come on, old chap!” said Bunter.

The fat Owl followed Bob up to the
Remaove.

Having had nothing to cat in bLrealk,
Buntery was fmr[uﬁ}.’ hungry, and
dinner seemed an awfully long way off,
A whack n Bob Cherry's plunder,
whatover it was, was more than wel-
come to Billy Bunter, in the present
vacant state of the inner Bunfer.

It was not, apgnre-ntl:r, Jolhinny Bull's
Erinuapple, or Wharten's cake from
ome, or 4 pial But whatever it was,
Bunter was anxious o see it, if it was
eatable—as he had no doubt thab it
was,

He rolled into Siudy No. 13 after
Bob, with eager eyes behind his big
spectacles.

Ta his surprise, Bob Cherry, instead
of going to the study cupboard, stepped
to a corner and picked uwp a cricket
stunmp.

Bunter blinked at that stump in snp-
prisa as Bob turned towards him.

“What's that for " he asked.

“IDidn’t yow say you wanted a

"Ry

whack §

“1 saw,
Shall wa

** 1 suppose you've ouly just got here, Mariorie, as

“0Oh, really, Cherpry——

“Here you arel”

WHACK |
_ "¥Yooohooo—hoop ! rearcd Bunter,
{Fmpﬂg clear of the floor of Study

0. L

“Why, you beasti—yoo-hoop ! Wharrer
Fyou up to?”

“Giving you a whack—-"

“Owl  Beast! howled Buanler,
never meant— "

“%{did l”ff 5 * ]l

“ Keep off, you beast [ Yer.

W!mcﬂ! ¥ yelled Ruuler

“0Oh, you awiul rotter! Ow?

Bunter jumped for the door.

E Cherry stepped after him and
swiped again with the ericket stump as
ha went. It came across the tightest
trousers at Grevfriars, with a =o)nd
like beating carpet.

Whack !

“ ¥ arooooooooooop 1

Billy Bunter did the Remove pass)ge
ag if it were the cinder-path.” Tob
Heurished the stunp from the deoryey
of hiz study.

“Come back when vou want another
whagk, Bunter{” he roared.

“Owl Beast!”?

Bunter vanished. Clearly, e was
satisfied, more than satisfed, with the
whacks he had received,

*1

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Mysierions Meeting !
it MITHY heve ™

“Nol” suoid Redwing,
" Wait o bit, will vou?”
Four junicrs looked into

Btudy No. 4 1 the Remove, after class
that day. They came in, all of them
looking puzeled.
“Lock here, 3mithy azked us to coma
here and said he had something to tell
Txe MagNeEr Lisrany.—No. 1,535,
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ua ! grunted Jobnny Duoll
nos here—"

“0Oh, we ean wait o bitl” said Hovey
Wharton. “ Lnow what Swithy's up to,
Feddy

Redwing stiled

“I feoey he's got eomething to tell
vou that vou'll be iolly glad to heart”

“If he'a

ha answered “Ho won't be long,
There's one or two otler fellows
coming.”

“Bu. what's 1t about?” asked Frank
Nugent

“Bmithy will tell you.”

“]JuI[y mysterious I grunted Jolinny
Bull.

“The mystertonsuess 8 terrific | ro-
marked Hurre~ Jamset Eam Singh,

“Whe are the others {hat are
coming I asked Nuogent.

“Thev wan't be long,” said E{u{iwin%',
with a =amile “8quat down und help
vourselves to the ginger-pop.”

The four juniors sat down, pozeled.
However, they helped themselvea to the
ginger-pop, which was pratefnl and
comiorting on a hot July day. Smithy,
for gome utterly wunknown rveason, had
psked them to eome there, and they had
naturally expected him to bo there when
they eame They could not begin to
rucss what it was all about, and they
wero rather curious to soo who the
“ather fellows  were who wern 1o
attend that rather mysterious mecting.

Redwing shut the study deer. Ho
roduced 1 dish of jam-tarts and choco-
ate eclaivs  Smithy, it seemed, had ex-
pecled to keep his calierzs waiting a
Little, and had thougthiully provided
light refreshments.

Ten mivutes later there war a tap at
the door, and it opened tp  admit
arother Remove man.

It waz Bob Cherry who eame walking
in, and he waz fairly inside the study
before he saw that lis former fricnds
wore sitling there,

Tie etopped dead and stared at Lhem.

They stared 1 ham .

Jolinny Bull gave u gprunt. The other
threa were silent  All of theo wese
sarprised, and all fele uncemizrtabile,

Boli Cherry reddencd.

THE MAGNET
“ Where's Redwing
asked prudlls.

Ed Fa

Coming up in a minule or &wol

Smithy, ha

Take a pew, old man "
“Leok  here, leave that  door
along——--—"

Tom Eedwing etepped past Bob and
shut the door. Then he smiled, and
stood leaning with lus back op it. It
seemed that he felt it necessary to

uard the exit now that the Famous
Cive wora all zathered in the studs.

Iich, after the first esurprised stare,
did not look at his former friends. He
gave Redwing a grim look

“Look here, Smithy azked me to
come here,” he said; * he told me that
he had something spemal to say.”

“He has!"” assenled Redwing.

“YWell, why isn't he here to say it,

then ¥ grunted Bob, "1I'm nob going
to stick bere.” ‘
“Only a few minutes, old chap!

Smithy's got to bring another fellow
along,” explained Redwing. "It wou't
burt yvou to waik 8 minute or twe.”

Bob grunmted. 1t was echoed by
another grunt {rom Johnny Bull

Johnny roso to his feet

“1 think I'll be getting along,” he
remarked.

* Brick where you are, old chap 1" said
Redwing.

“Don’'t be an ass !
this [V

*Bmithy wants you—"

“ Smuthy can go and eat coke !

Redwing turned the key in the lock,
took it out, aud slipped it into his
npocket.

All the five stared at that proceeding
in far from pleazed astonishment.

“Look here, what's thia game " de-
manded Bob restively. [0 don’t want
to hang on here, Heddy '™

“1 don’t, cither ! zaid Johnny Bull,
“8hell ont that key, Bedwipg ™

Rodwine shook his head.

“Wait ?ﬂr Smithy ' he said.

“You silly asz-—s"

AN zerene ! Blow off steam if vou
like, but watt for Smithy 1™

Johnny Bull breathed hard., There
was 10 way of getting ont of rhe study
uttless e grabbed Reodwipg and ex-

Let me geb out of
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LOWTHER

BRINGS THE
HOUSE DOWN!

Monty Lowther’s talents as an actor are a by-word at

St. Jim's, and his

idea of moulding his part in the end-

of-term play on Herr Schneider, the German master,

promises to make
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the performance a riot—unti! Fraulein

Schneider appears.

to choose between hurting the German
girl's feelings, or dropping hus part and
spoiling the play.
a great paper, The GEM ! Buy your
copy now !

Then Monty has

It's a great yarn in

tracted ihe ltey from his pocket by
forco  Annoyed az he was, Johnny did
nobt think of taking that drastie step.
He sat down again, with an expressive
snork.

Bob Cherry stepped to the window
and stood looking out, Lis back to his
former friends. They sat in dizcomfited
silenga.

What was the meanmg of this they
could not guess—unless it was some
fatucus attempt at peace-making on tha
patt of the Bounder. Dut that certainly
did not scem probable. Smithy was
about the last fellow at Greyfriars to
butt into 2 quarrel on thoss lines. Ha
was more likely to be eynically amused
by sceing them at logrerheads. The
Bounder was not often good-natured—
and be was never fatuously end fussily
good-naturcd.

EBut there they were, and thore they
had to wait, wondering what tha dickens
Smithy was up to, and feeling strongly
disposed te bump him on his own study
carpet when he did arrive atb lash.

Footsteps come up the Remove pas-
sage, and Redwing quietly produced the
key and turned it back in the lock. Dob
turned hizs head at the window, All eyoes
were fixed on the doorway, to see the
LW COHIIGT .

To the general surprice, when the door
openad, 1t was Hazeldene who walked
in, followed by the Bounder.

The latto- immediately shut the door
after him.

Hazel stared round.

Clearly, he had not the faintest idea
that tha Famous Five were in tho study,
and was greakly surprised to sce them
there. Smithy seemed bent on  sug-
prising one fvilow after another.

“YWhat thoe doove—" began Hazel

Bol turned to the window again. If
ho folt uncomfortabla in the presence of
his old friends, Heazel's presence made
him feel still wore so. He set his lips
&5 he stared from Lhe window.

“Aro you going to tell us what this
fatheaded gatne 18, Smithy I ask
Harry Wharton, very gquietly.

“Just pein' tol”  answered the
Boonder, with a cheery nod.

“Let me get out of this|” prowled
Jahnny Bull

Heo roze from his seab.

“8tick there, please!™
Bounder.

YWell, 1 won't ! 4

Binithy turned the key in the lock, and
put it in his pocket, as Iedwing bad
done.

Johnny Bull eved him grimly. Hoe
had not wanted to handle Redwing; but
he was nnt unwilling te handle the
Bounter, if it came to that.

¥ Open that door 1 he said.

" Rats 1

“T'N jelly well—"

“Hold on, Johene 1" said Harry
Wharten, “If Smithy's got somethin
to sav, lot him get it off his chest | Bue
wpr, Smathy 1

1 Lhink vou'll be glad to hear it. the
lot of ;nul" said the Bounder cheer-
fully, * Even Bull, fathoad ss he is.”
He grinnod.  * Except, perhaps [Hazel 1

Hazel gave him a black look.

said the

“Look here, what's this game?” he
snapped.  ® You said you had something
fo tell me. I dido't expect to Gnd half

the Hemove here !

“Thev've all mixed up in it," ex-
plained Vernon-Bmith. "It concerns
every fellow present, e:-:uﬁgé Reodwing—
and Redwing knows all about it."

“Well, got down to brass tacks, for
goodness' sake 1" said Nugent. * Blessed
if T ever expected you to act like & tact-
less ass, Bike this, Bmithy 1"

The Bounder laughed.

UNot e tactless as you faney,” he
said. e oot acling Gord Liltle



Ceorgie, who reconciled naughty bLoys
when they quarrelled. You unui{d row
and rag as wmeh as vyou liked, and I
.;u]l-inlr] ’Plﬂ:r' ihink you a set of ifools
HIf=——=

“Bat what " rapped Whavton.

“But this 15 a pretty serious matter,™
said the Bounder. " Added to that, Bob
Cherry did me a good twn on Satur-
day; and I told him I'd make it up to
him. Now I'm going to.”

“What the dickens do youn mean,
Smuny ™ oexelaimed Bob, urning from
the window impatiently, “ Looks te me
as if you're maii:;rrg a fool of vourself 1"

I tell vou what I mean,” said the
Bounder quietly. * Your friends think
that you pinched Mauleverer’s bank-
note. I koow you didn’t! And I think
it’s up to nie to put them wise ™

i

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFPTER.
A Liitle Liveliness !

DEAD  silence  followed the
Bounder’s wourds
Every fellow in the study

stared at him.

Far a moment or twe a pin might
have been heard to fall

Havry Wharton broke the silence,

“ Do you mean that, Smithy ™

“"Every word |”

“If it’s troe, nobody will be gladder
to hioar 1t t I1" said the captain of
the Remove. He turned to the silent
junicr at the window. " Before Smithy
goes further, Bob, I want to say this—
whether Smithy knows anything about
it, or not, I beligve the same as he does!
I was a bit knocked over at first, and
I can't understand it now, and I don't
think vou ought to have mystified us as
you've done; but I don't believe, and
never did really believe, that vou'd
pinch ml:,-th{n;x—'nand the olher fellows
say the same 1

‘Bame herve 1" gaid Frank Nugent, at
once.

“The samefulness iz terrific ! de-
clarecd Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Johnny Bull did net speak. His face
grew grimimer and grimmer.

“Thanks, wyou fellows!" said Dob
quietly. "I can't blame yvou for think-
ing es you did, and I don't blame Bull
now for thinkingha.s hae =till does. The
thing had to be explained, and I
couldn’t explain  it—and can’t now!
What Smithy's got in his mind is a
mystery to me.”

azel was standing dumb.

It was news to him that Bob's com-
rades suspected him. He had fancicd
that their row had something to do with
the affair of the banknote, but it cer-
tainly had not ocourred to him that they
suspected him of having “ pinched ™ it.
Ho could not imagine what had put
such a suspicion into thelr minds. So
far as he knew, Bob had ne connection
with the banknote at all

Why the Bounder had brought him
here to hear thia he conld not guess.
But a fear was in his heart of what was
coming nexb guilty conscionce
needed no accuser.

4 He made a movement towards the

Oor.

“Stand back, HazelI" said Vernon-
Smith.

“Thiz has gob nothing to do with
me bt muttered Hazel huskily, "I
den’t want te hear anything about it 1"

“Dash it all, Smithy, what did you
bring Hazel here for?”  exclaimed
Nugent, "“Do you want to spread it
all over the Hemove 7

“Hazel won't say a word ontsicde this
etudy 1" said Vernpon-Snnth, "*He's pot
his reasons |

“Let e out of this, YVernon-Smith !”

EVERY SATURDAY

Ilazel's voice was shrill, *1 tell you
I won't siay here [

“And I tell you that vou will ' said
the Bounder grunly. * Unless you want
me to speak to Queleh, instead of these
follows [E’)"

Hazel staggrered.

“What do you mean? What—"

"You'll know what I mean soon
cinough, you worm! Stand where you
arc till I get through 1™

Hauozel locked at him almeost wildly.
He stood where he was, leaning a hand
on the study table for support.

“"What has Hazel rob to do with it
Swmithy ¥ asked Harry Wharton.

His face was startled as he read the
unmistakable terror it Hazel's looks.

“ Lots 1"

“I den’t see——" began Johnny Bull

“Plenty of things you don’t see, and
soma that vou won't see!™ retorted tho
Bounder. 1 suppose vou [ellows want
to hear the factsi™

" ¥es, rather 1V

“The ratherfulness is tervifie ™

“I'Il hand them out, then! Bob had
that hanknote. You fellows knew it,
and I guessed it. We all 3t1Ppu5::d that
he had pinched it., We—"

Hazel gave & sort of yelp.

“Cherry had it?” he panted.

“¥es! You didn’t know that!”
grinned the Bounder. “Don't be & fool,
Hazel! Your game's up now, and yvou
may as well tell the truth ™

“I never knew. I don't believe—"
Hazel felt as 1if iz head was turl'lit!g:
round. “How eould he have had it?

“That's encugh| Now, I don't know
what you fellows fancied that Bob
bagged that tenner for,” continued the
Bounder; “but my idea was that he
had been dabbling in gee-gees, over his
depth, and owed moncy to somwe out-
sider like Lodpey—"

:El_h!” gasped Harry, “What utter
rot !

“Rot, as it turns out”™ agreed
Smithy, with a8 grin; “but at the time
the only thing I could think of. When
Mauly showed it up T knew that Bob
had given it back to him; and that, I
suppose, left him where he was—short
of cash—"

“¥ou silly owl!” grunted Dob.

“Then,” added the Bounder cheer-
fully, “I weighed in—to help a lame
dog over o stile, as I suppozed—and
when Bob denied that snything of the
sort was the esass I thonght he was
Iving RIHI said 5o, and we had rather a

row
“0Oh”  saixd Nogent, ““that was
why——-"
“That was why,” assented the
Bounder. * And, still believing that he

was hombugerin’, I went to zee a man
on Saturday to get at the facts and
show up hiz lies and make him take
them back—"

" Look here—"" raaved Dab.

" Fasy does it, ald man '™ chuckled
the Bounder. "I've owned up that I
was makim' a fatheaded mistake,
haven't 37 And in lockin’ for evidence
against you I found out who veally had
bagged that tenner——"

azel made an inarticulate sonnd.
Bob started and fxed his eyes on

Smithy.

“"You found out — what? o
exclaimed.

“The facts!™ sard Vernon-SBunil., “1

know now whe pinched that banknote
from Mauleverer's * Holiday Annual,’
and I'm pgeing to give the name.
That's what the present merry company
iz assemibled for. You know best why
vai've heen keeping it dark, but I'm
leffing it out—rightl out.”

Bob locked at him, his [ace whilen-
ing., How did the Bounder know?
How could he know?

22

DBefore Bob's eyes rose the vision of
that nightmare scene at the Head's
study  window—Marjorie Ilazcldene’s
slim hand dreoping over ithe window-
sill, the stolen ihnote  flutlering
down. Tf Smithy kilew—— At the
vost of his own good name, at the cost
of losing his friends, Boh had kept the
seevet.  How did Smithy know?

“And the name?’ exelaimed Harry
Wharton.

Bob made a stride forward.

“Stop!” he panted.

“My dear chap—" drawled
Boundeoy.

“Stop, I say!” panted Bob hoarsely.
“You—you don't know!  You can't
know!l  But—but if you do—silence!
Silence ' Do you hear? If you dare to
meniion that name-—-—*

“I'm certainly goin’ to mention i,
you sfl.'!]fij.r asa | hat the thump do you
mean T exclaimed the Boundor testily.
“Do you want your friends to go on
thinking you a thief, when 1 can tell
them whose hand pinched that banknote
out of Mauly's book—?"

“Hold your tengue I roared Bob.

The other fellows in the study gazed
at Bob Chorry in blank amazement;
even Hazel almost forgot hiz own terror
for a moment in his astonishment,

“ Cherry,” exclaimed Tom Redwing,
“don’t be a fool—"

, "Bob, old man,” exclaimed Wharton,
“if Smithy knows—"
needl do kuow,” said Smithy coally.

That fool Cherry has been taking it
on_himself to screen the real pincher—
guixatio asa ™

“Bhut up " roared Bob. He had no
doubt now that Bmithy knew—after
those words Smithy knew, But, at any
cost, he did not want him to utter what
he knew. “Hold your tongue, Smithy !
Do you hear? It's false—false—false !
You're a fool, & rotter, a rascal, to
think anylhing of the kind! If you've
found it out, hold your tongue, T say !
Don't say a word! By gum, I')l smash
yom—""

His clenched fist was shaken fairly in
the Bounder's astonished face.
. Smithy gazed at him,
indeed, confounded.

“Mad? ho gasped.

“Bob—"" exclaimad Nugent blankly.

“My esteemed Bob—mm?

“My dear chap,” gasped Redwing,
“Smithy's going to clear your name to
your friends ! n't you want that?"

“No!" roared Bob., “What does my
name matfer, you foel? I don't want
it eleared! T don't care a straw! Let
them think what they like ! Smithy, if
vou've found it out—goodness knows
how—keep quiet! Haven't you a rag
of decencyt If I can let my friends
think me a thief, can’t you hold your
tongue about what doesn't concern
you I : 2

Vernon-8mith stood loeking at him,
loo amazed to speak.

“Keep quict, old man.,” Dob’s angry
roar changed to a {one of pleading.
“It wasn't as it locked, becauee if
can’t have bLeen. You must see that!
Y¥ou ean’t be such & ead, such o roifer,
as to think 1t was—was——" Boh
gulped. “That it was pinchin o
“Mad as a hatter I'* said the Bounder.

the

amazed—

“Weon know it was pinching as well as
I 4o, Boh Cherry 1
“It was not " roared Bob. “You'ra

& roften raseal te think so for one
moment ! Flold your lying tongne ¥
“Well., thia beats me,” said Vernon-
Smith blankly. * Beats me hollow—"
“Look hare, shut wp, Bob!? ox
claimed Johnny Bell, “If Smithy
knows, let him speak—"
“You shut up [* snapped Bob. “No
Twe AMacxer Lisnany.—No. 1,535,
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bizney of yours, Johnny Bulll Yon
wanted to keep on btelieving that I'd
pinched that rotten rankuote when the
other ehaps got iv into their heads that
I hadn’t! Well keep on believing 1t
What do 1 caro® DMind your own
business [

“That's not tawr,” said Jolinny
guictly. *If a fellow can't account for
having another fellow’s money n his
pockets, any sensible chap mugt belicve
that he piuched 6. Butbt Smithy savs
ho knows who took that tenner out of
the *lIeliday Annual,’ and that it
:1'5.51:1:t- YO, Wall, 1 want to know,
Q).

“We all want to know,” said Harry
Wharton.

“And we're going to know !
Frank. “Who was it, Smithy "

';Jl:l'::rid your tongue Bmithy !” panted

a4 N

“Uh, don't ba & fool I” znapped the
Bounder. “I've brought thess fellows
here to tell them, and "o poing to tell
them. It wag—""

Ho got no further

Boh Cherry came at him with the
ip&ing of a tiger hitting out right and
2L,

The Bounder, with a vell of rage,
went 3tu%' ering back to the door under
3 rain of hlows,

- " Btop him | gasped Redwing.

"Bﬂh—'ﬁ'"

“You mad ass—-="'

The juniors rushed to intervene,

The Dounder’a hands were up and hia
ayes blazing. He gave blow for blew
ficreely  and sm'agﬁlg; but he was
knocked right and lef., and he sorely
needed the aid that came to him,

Five pairs of hands grasped Bob
Cherry and dragged him back from
Vernon-8mith by main force.

Smithy staggered against tha door,
panting for breath; Bob struggled
furicusly in the grasp of the Co.

“Let me go!" he roared.

He wrenched and struggled, and it
was not easy for even five fellows to
hold him. But the odds told, and he
was held and dr&g‘g-_eﬂ back across the
study. In epite of his flerce efforts, the
juniors held lum back.

“Now pive us that name, Bmithy!”
ra,f:ged Harry Wharton.

e DBounder panted.

“Hazel ¥ he said.

gaid

T .

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Thanks to Smithy !

OB CHERRY was
desperately.

Careless of all things but one,

he was striving with all lhig

strength fo pget loose, to stop tho

Bounder by any means before he could

ufter the name—the pame of Marjorie
Hazeldena |

But as Smithy spoke Dol's strugeling
ceased.

Ho hardly believed his car: for =
moment.

He became suddenly limp in the orasp
of the juniors who were halding him
hack; he stared across at the panling
Bounder.

“Hazel 1" repeated Wharton.

[ 1] YES 1?:

“Hazcl 1™ said Bob. Hoe stared, and
then he langhed. “You can let me po,
?mi dummics: I'm not going to touch
1iim. He can say that it was Hazel if
he likes.”
relicf.

The junior: released him.

strugeling

And he laughed again with

—
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Beb moved away toe the windaw,
evidently having no further desire to
keep the Bounder silent.

Hazel, leaning on the table, did mnot
epeak; he gave the Bounder a look of
rancorous hatred, that was all

Yernon-Smith set his collar and tie
stratght. That briet struggle had been
hard and fast, and he was gasping for
breath. He was angry, but he was more
amazed than angry.

“This has got me beat!” he said
“Unless Cherry's gone mad, I'm not
beginning to understand. EHe seems to
have thought I was going to give somao
other name—goodness Encwa whoso |
Are vou potty, Cherey "

“Think so if you hike ™ grunted Baoh.

You fool. you said you knew—" Ha
broke off.

“I do know I" snapped the Bounder
“And I know why you were quixotic
fool enough to keep it dark—because
that worm is Marjorie Hageldene's
brother."

“"Hob,” exclaimed Harry Wharton,
“vou wouldn’t=—vou couldn’t be such a
fathead-—=zuch a s=illy ass—-"

“Oh, don't talk rot!"” snapped Bob.
“Think I'd let fellows think me a
thief to save that cur, if he were a
thousand times Marjorie's brother ¥

“Then why the thump did you let

themy  think  =20% exclaimed the
Bounder. " If that wesn't the reazon,
what was it?"

“Tind out!®

“ Anyhow, you knew!" said Vernon-
Smith. "I suspected it from the [irst,
but Hazel gammoned me, 1 suspected
that he was the fellow who went down
from the dorm in the night, to pinch
that banknote from the book 1n
Quelch'’s study, because he owed Bill
Lodpey ten quids he couldn't pay—="

“You rotter!” panted Hazel. “You
got the man on the phone, and he told
you I:ti pever paid lum. You admitted
1"

“And that satished me at the time,™
aneered Smithy, “But I've  seen
Lodgey since then. I saw him on
Saturday, and got the truth out of him.
You never paid him, bécause he was
afraid te touch e stolen banknote™

Hazel gave & gasp.

“¥You offered him a ten-pound note,
and ha wouldn't touch it,” =said the
Bounder. It was the day after a
fellow went down from the dorm in
the might. Whose lenner was 187"

Hazel did not speek.

He could not,

“Hazel had that tenner.” went on
the Bounder. “ He pinched it to pay
Lodgey, but never parted with it, after
all, because the man knew it was
stolen, and told him to put it back
where he'd got it. And as Bob had
it afterwards, and gave it back to
Alauly, he must have got 1t from
Ilazel. And all T could think was
that ho took on the job of getting it
back to Mauly, to screen that cowardly
cur, Anyhow, it was: Hazel pinched
1'-_:J

Bob Cherry stood dumbfounded.

But the other fellows: were lnok{ns
g‘:‘iI;HI}" at Hazeldene. The wretche
junior’'s nerve had utterly broken, and
he was trembling from head to foot.
His face was like chalk, and bLeads of
perspiration cozed on his forehead, If
ever pgullt was written in a human
face, 1t was written in Peter Hazel-
dene’'s—writ large |

"Well ¥ rapped Wharton.

ITazel tried to speak, but only
husky gasp came. )

“If vou've anything to say—"" gaid
Harry.

“#]—I—" ITazel stammered. * It—
it's not true! If Cherry had the bank-
note, he never had it from me!l He
will tell you sol®

“ Bob—" began Nugent

“I—I mnpever had it!"  muttered
Iiazel, through his white lips. *It—
it’s & rotten lLel”

“Cut off at that!” interjected tha
Bounder sharply. *Whose {enner was
it you offered to Lodgey "

“[—1 never—"

“That does 1it1  You pinched that
tenner, and you'ra poing to leave it
on Cherry, if you can. You've got a
chance now to own up, and keep it
among ourselves, But if you stick to
that, 1t goes before q:!elt:hﬂ’

Hazel's knees Inocked together,

“Mark that!” esid the Bounder
grimly. “If wou leave this study
without admitbting that you pinched
that tenner cut of Mauly’s book, Hazel,
you can keep it up to Quelch after-
wards—if you've got nerve cnough.
You'll want some nerve to keep it up
if he inguires of Lodgey—"

“You rotter |" groaned Hazel, “You
cad ! You know I daren't face Quelch |
I—I—" He leaned heavily on the
table, unsble to stand wpright, *JI-—I
doo't care ]l I—I never kept it. Maule-
verer's gob it back., I-—I meant to put
it back. I went down to Quelch's
study to pubt it back the next night,
only he handed the book over to the
Head, and I couldn't get at it.”

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath,

“That’s plain enough,” he said,

“The plainfulness is terrific]” mur-
mured Ilarree Jamset HRam Bingh.
“But whera doeas the esteemed and
idiotic Bob come in

“Cherry comes in as a nquixotic ass
who undertook to get the tenner back
to its owner,” said Vornon-Smith.

“Ta that it, Bob?" asked Johnny
Bull, in & very subdued voice,

The Bounder locked at him.

“There's zomething in thiz that I
don’t understand,” he said. “I1 knew
that Hazel was the pincher, so I could
only suppose that Bob had got on to ik
somehow, and made him hand over
the banknote, to bes given back to
Mauly., lf that wasn't it, it's got ma
beat.

“Will von us, Beb?” asked
Harry gnictly.

Bob did peot answer. le was trying
to think this out: but his brain was in
a whirl. Hazel had confessed to the
“pinching ”; he had had the banknote.
Then what did that scene at the Head's
window mean? With his own ameazed
eves he had seen Marjorie drop that
banknote from the Head's window. [t
geemed to Bob that his brain was spin-
ning. Through his confusion of mind,
Hazel's bitker voice came to his ears:

“You fool! Youn fool! So you had
it!] You fooll It was you picked it
up, then! That was why I never
found it! You meddling fool! That's
why you've been down on me, you fool |
under the Head's window that dayl
¥ou knew what I was looking for
I ses it now! You picked it up when
hlarjorie—-="

Wharton jumped.

“Marjorie,” he cxclaimed, “ what on
earth had Marjorie to do with iti"

tell]

" Haold your  tongue, Hazel IV
breathed Daob, “Yeou mad fool, be
quiet "

—
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“TWhat does i matter now ' gnarled
ITazel. *“They know, don't they, owing
to that meddling cad, Vernon-Smith?
I meant to put it back. T tried to put

it back, Marjorie will tell you so, if
vou aslk her”

“Toezs  Marjorie  know ' asked
Iarvy.

“0OFf course the does!™ smarled IHazel
“She had a message for Dr, Locke
that day, s0 the was able to go to his
study. I gpave her the bankpote to
put back in the Ammual there. She
stood by me.  She knew I wasn't—
wasn't—wasu’t what you think I am.
She tried to get me out of that awlul
serape. I1f the Head hadn't happened
to come back to his study that roiten
banknote would have been put back in
the book, and found there when it was
looked for, and it would have been all
right.”

“Oh " gasped Bob.

“ But—Dbut the Head wpearly spotied
it, and she had to drop 1t out of the
study windeow,” groancd Mazel, ™ As
sgon a3 she told me I hunted for 3f,
but it was gone, And vow I know that
that fool—""

“Oh!"” repeated DBob.

ITe understood at last.

“That fool must have :zcen it and
picked it up, and-—"

The Bounder grinned. Bob Cherry's
face had brightened, like the sun com-
ing out at noonday. :

“Sp that was 1t%" said  Snthy.
“That was the name you fencied
was goin’® to, spout, Cherry?  AMar-
jorie ge—""

“You zaid vou knew, and I thought
vout did 1" snapped Bob. "1 knew that
that cur had bamboozled Alarjovie,
onehow, into touwching that banknote.
1—I thought perhaps he'd told her it
was his, or Ennmt.hm{(ﬂf the kind, I
Lunew anvhow that Marjorie was all
right.  DBut—but if any fellow had
kuown; hie might have thought——"

“YVou old Bob " eaid Harry
Wharton. “I tlhink it's pretty clear
now. You saw Marjorie—"

Bob nodded.

“But you didn't ex-
Amimed Nugent.

“0f course [ didu't, fathead! I
thonght Hazel had got her to take the
Banknole from the bhock by telling her
some rotten lie or other! How was I
to guess that she was there to put it
back? I npever knew it was nussing,
He might have teld her it was his—
might have told her anvthing, But I
knew what it looked like, and what
fellows would have thouglit—"'

“ Dan Sui:{:}tﬂ up to date,” grinned
ihhe Bounder,

*0Oh, shut up!” growled Bob, "I
wasn't going to say anything—I Lknow
that. Think I was going to have Alar-
jorie’s name talked uwp and down the
seliool 7 1'd have been sacked first, if
it had come to that!"”

And yvou let us think o

“What was I to let wou think, if
you were fools enough?” grunted Bob.
“If T'd known how it was, that Max-
jovie was trying to pub it back to save
that cuwr’s bacon, but I never knew
that—"

“¥ou might have told your pals”
eaid Johuny Bull,

“Oh, don't ba en asg ¥

“Thank goodness it'a cleared up,
anybow I'"  said Harry. " Nothing's
gommg to be =aid outside thia study,
1Hazel, But get outl”

Smithy ag&ned the door, and Hazel
sluﬁ out of the study without another
word.

The Bounder winked at Tom Red-
wing, and strolled out info the passage,
and Tom, smiling, followed him.

think—"
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“Thanks, Smithy!” called out Bob,
as the Bounder went.

“One good turns deserves another,
old bean,” drawled the Bounder, over
hrs shoulder.

“I say, I-—-I'm sorry I—I—" stam-
mered Bob.

“That's all right; I'm goin® to bathe
nry nose ??

The deor clozed on Smithy and Red-
wing, and the Famous Five were left
alone in the study. ]

*“ All serene now ! gsnid Harry,

“1f you're sure—" zaid Baob, rather
sarcaztically.

“We werve sure before this, Bob, and
we told you so,” said the captain of
the Romove quietly.

“1 owasn't,” said Johnoy Bull, calmly.
“1 am now, bunt I wasn't before. I'in
EQFTY never knew ihe facts; but I
don't see that I wes to blame for not
knowing them, when Bob preferred to
I:r:e%_ them to himself.”

“You silly ass * ea1d Harry.

“I'm talking sense!”™ said Jobnny,
stolidly, *If I'd known that Aarjorie
was mixed up in it of course, I might
have guessed that Bob was playing the
goat. I never knew that! All I knew
was that a chap had another chap’s
banknote, and refuszed to explain how
he got it. I'd have believed anything
Bob told me—but he never told me any-
thing., So I was quite right! I'm glad
it's come out, of course—jolly glad!
Byt I was right—"

“YFou're alwars right, old chap™
sald Nugent. “We bumped vou for it
the other day. Now we'll do the same
again. Collay him1”

“ Look here——"

“Hold on!” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
langhing. “Jeohnny can't help being
rvight; he was built that way. Let it
go ab that!™

And i1t was let go at that, and the
FFamous Five, once more happily re-
untted, left the study together.

It wos sbout an hour later that
Johnny Bull, who had apparently been
doing some slow and serious thinking,
came up to Bob and tapped him on the
Arn. .

“Sorry, old chap !” he =aid.
i Eh-i. i)

“I've been thinking i1t out. Perhaps
I was a bit of an obstinate ass. Sorry,
atyhow 1™

And that was thatl

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
And All Was Calm and Bright !
e I SAY, you fellows M
L1 S‘:at 1."!
“1"1 eome
. *Rats '

*Not that I care mwuch about the
pienie,” explained Billy Bunter, “I
never oid care much for eating, as youn
fellows know—not always guzezling, like
somie chaps I conld name. But as my
pal Mauly’s coming—"

“ Hook it!*

" Beast 1" ]

Williamn George Bunier scemed dis-
inglined to hook it. His eyes, and
his spectacles, were fixed on a large

icnic basket, cavricd by Bob Cheury.
E-Illjr Bunter was not like ); to part com-
pany with ‘that picnic basket, if he
could help it.

It was Wednesday afternoon, and the
Tamous five were waiting outside the
House for Lord Mauleverer to join
them. Evidently, there was going to be
a picnie, and Bunter's 1dea was that to
be s veal success o picniec necded his
preecnce,

g

1 say, vou .fellows, be sports, you
know,” ho wrged. “I jolly well know
vou're picnicking with the Chif Houso
girls, Well, you can't lcave me out.
Think of them |™

“Just what we'ra doing, old fat
bean,” said Harry Wharton, laughing.

*T mean to zay, they'll lmﬂ“{l enjoy
it if I'm not there,” urged Buynten
“You might be considerate, considering
that they've givls| T'll tell vou what—
I'll carry the -basket. It looks jelly
heavy.™ : :

“It would soon grow liglter if you
carried it.” ;

“0Oh, really, Wharten! I say, it
would he safer with me,” said Bunter.
“I wonder vou trust Bob fo carry if,
when only iba other day You  were
rawing with bim for mnching your
tuck—"

*“Ha, ha, hal®

“Blossed if I see anything lo eackle
at! You wers vowing for days, over
Beb pinching your tuck-—"

“Ia, ha, ha!” yelled tha Famous
Five.

Billy Bunter was still under the im-

ression that the vift in the Cb. had

ecn due fo tuck being missing. The
cliums of the Remove were quite willing
to leave him ander that impression.

“ Halla, hallo, hallo, here's Maouly I®
exclaimed Bob Cherry, as his lordship
came out of the lHouse, "“liet & move
on "

“1 say, vou fellows—"

“zive Bunter 8 boot!”

“RBeast )" roared Bunter; and he
retreated, without waiting Lfi?l' the hml‘.lt. :
Lord Mauleverer was smiling cheerily
as he joined the Famous Five., Hia
good-natured lordehip was glad to see
that the trouble was over. He had been
rather severely down on the Co. while
it lasted, but now that it was over he

was liis cheery and amiable self sgain.

Nothing had been said to Mauly of
what had passed in the Bounder's study.
All he knew was that ‘Bob's chums had
got rid of that miserable doubt from
their minds. That was enough for
Mauly. Thera had never been any
doubts in his own noble mind. )

“1 say, Mauly=——" squeaked Billy
Bunter.

i Eh ?ji

Mauleverer glanced round.

“You don't want to leave me out, do
von, old chap

EL} Yﬂ.ﬂ.ﬂ. *3

“ Beast I”

Lord Mauleverer chuckled,
walked off with tha Famous Five.

On the way to the gates Bob Cherry
paused.

His eyes wera on a Remove fellow
loafing sullenly by the elms.  Bob
glanced st his Iriends, reddening &
littla.

“What sbout asking Hazel to join
up ¥ he asked,

“Oh 1™

“After all, the
through it,” zaid Bo

1 Ulrl !Jl

“]1 fancy Marjorie would be pleased.™

Harry Wharton taufhed. :
“In that case, of course, theres

nothing more to be said,” he remarvked
“o and bag kim, if bhe'll come.”

Bob swung across to the sullen-faced
lounger, Hazel eyeing him sulkily as
he came vp. But it was difficult for
even the sullen, sulky Hazel to resist
Bob's beaming good-humour,

“Join up, old bean,” said PBob.
“Topping pienio in the old priory ; bost
of grub, and best of company—

and

E-m:rr brute's been

“You don't want mel” muttered
Hazel. ]
“My dear chap, the wentfulness is

Tue Maoser Lierary.—N0O. 1,535,
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terrifie, aﬁ Inkt
n big plum ca
ingly.

azel grinned, in apite of himself.

“ And tons of ]a:m ro)l—"

* Fathead 1"

“And ginger-pop galore—
Bob.

“Come on, Hazel!” called out the
captain of the Remove.

And Hazel, hesitating, came!

Hazel, as & matter OF fact, was likely
to fnrgel: what he had done keiore the
other fellows ecould forget it. DBut Bob
had made up hif'mind to make the best
-n-E Mar orie’s brother—and his friends

im up. And Hazel brightened
i g'nmi deal es he walked out of gates
with the happy party.

Enl:-’a Eace was beaming. That picnic

been specially fixed up-.that
E:lﬁmhday by Bob's friends, on Bob's
acggunt. Whether Marjoric had noticed
anyfhing, during thoee days of dark
doubt and worry, Bob did not know—but
ho hoped thut she’ hadn’t. Ariyliow,
Marjnﬂe and Clare hdd & rraicd to comae
to the picnie, so that was & f 1 rightl

By the uhﬂ.ﬂjr pathﬁ in Friardale Wood
the Greyfriars uniors reached the old
Ermrjr, where JB-:JIJ dumped down the

dlﬂnﬁ and

umﬂd say. We've got
&—" gaid Bob tempt-

]

urged

pearc the picoic basket was “un-
packed and sll was ready by the time
two’ graceful forms appeared in the
ancient gateway.

Bob shot across to meet them.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo!” he exclaimed.
"1 say, I*m awfully glad you ‘could
I!ﬁﬂ:'l&""—

“Ho vou've got over it?" asked.Miss
Clara.

“ Eh—what 7" stammered Bob.

“You had your back up about sbime-
fhing——""- - ’

—I1 hadn't—" ]

“ Bow-wow 1" said DMiss Clara, “Think
1 +thdn't know? 8o did Marjorie!
Didn't.you, old bean?”

Marjorie colowred,

“ Nonsenee, Clura!” she said.

Miss Clara laughed, and ran on into
the priory, aod. joincd the cheery perty
at the damp.

Marjorie lingered in the old gateway,
and Bob remaineéd with her. His face
wae red.

“1—I ray,"” he ﬁtammcrcd “1 never—
T mean,” I wasn't— 1 wpe you don't
ihink I mean—that is—

Marjorie smiled softly.

“ Hagzel's told me!™ she said.

“Oh!” gasped Bob.

“I never knew, that Balurday, thet—
that vou'd meen—" Marjorie’s voice
was low, her cheeks crimszon. “Oh, Bob,
what could you have thought?”

“Nothing |” said Bob quictly. "I was
knocked umr, ‘Marjorie—fairly knocked
over, and thought I must be dreaming.

- u‘indnw

fool as that,

Clars liad not yet ap-
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But you can't think thet I fancied for a
Em le” iristant that-you—~"*

ut what did you think I” breathed
Marjorie. " You z=aw me—J know now—
drop that banknote out of the stody
and vou knew it was Maunle-
What cenld you think 7

“I just couldn't think at all!” eaid
Bob, "I tell you, I was flummoxed.
But a3 for thisking that rou would do
anything wrong or mean, I'm not such a
kapt it ‘dark because—
he-:auae fellows whe d:dn’t- know you
like I do might—might

“And yon ]get. your-friends believe-—"

"WEI' that eouldn't be helped, in the
circumbstances;,” explained Bob. ™I
=I wasn't going to mention vour
name, of course. I—I own up I kept
awey from jyou, because—I—I wag
afraid you mi ht spot. something. I
couldn’t face Fﬂll, with that awful sceno
in my mind. But if you think I doubted
].'DI_:I or & single instant——""

¥ou must have had.s lot of faith in
me, Bob, if you didn't.”

“Wall, 20 T have—lots 1" grinned Bob,
“ Arid—and, T sa , don't Jet it worry you
too much about—about old Hazel! Ko
tnust have been a bit off his chump, I
think—and ha tried to set it right—and
—and Look here, Mﬂ-l‘]ﬂ!‘lﬂ, wash it

t out of vour mind, scé?
drjorie smiled.

“I'Il try!” she said.

JImpulsively she held out her hand to
Bob. It Hisappeared in Bob’s, which
was about twice as lar

“T say—" said a fat voice.

The clasped hands drcéppad as Bob and
Marjorie looked hurriedly round.

A fat figure rolled out of the path in
the wood into the old gateway of tha
priory. Billy Buntér bestowed an in-
gratiating smirk on Marjorie,

“I say, I hope I'm not late,” -he re-
marked. “I suppose you've unhr just
ﬁot here, Marjorie, as I saw you slmI-:mg

ands with Bob—"

verer' &.

“Eh! Oh! Yes!”
“Then the pienic hasn't started!
Good! I was afraid I might be late.

The other fellows started. first,” ex-

plained Bunter. “You cian cut off, Bob
—I'll_bring Marjorie along. You're nat
much of a ladies’ man, ol -:hap I say;
Marjorie—"

Sritteny with sudden desfness, Miss
Heazeldene turned hér back on Bil
%ulnt&r, and walked into the priory wit

ob,

Bunter I"DHE'!.‘] -on behind.

The picnic party gave-him expressive
looks as he arrived, Bunter grinmed at
them affably. In the presence of Mar-
i] rie and Eﬁam he was safe from being

m:rtqd out., A more cordial welcome
than that was not neesssary ‘to Bunter.

He¢ sat down, grinning.

Hﬂ-h&?«tl‘. it was g_ull:.e. a happy picnie,
in spite’ 6f the addition of the %at Owl,

The Famous Five were in the best of
spirits, Lord Mauleverer amisble end
almost jolly, even Hazel bright and
cheerful.

After it was over Billy Bunter rolled
over to Bob Cherry and drew his'atten-
ttﬂn ‘by jabbing a fat thumb into his
T1L3

“Now, look here, Bob——" hs =aid
impressively.

“You fal asg—-"

“We're going to see the girls home!”
said Bunter. * Now, just take my tip,
and don't barge in, seo? I'm gding to
seo Marjorfie. back to E]lﬂ' Housal, 1f
you had any sense, you'd gea that i’rha.t«‘
what ahe wants; and if you baven's you
can take it from me. Don't barge ip,’ in
vour fatheaded way! Got that?”

Bob grinned.

“Quite [ he said.
that 1"

“That ” was a jam tart! Bunter got
it! As Bob plastered it on his fat face,
Bunter mulcF not help pge it. Ho
got it—and it was very sticky

“Urrg hl" gurgled Bunter.
“Wurr Beuatl w! ¥ou silly ans |
I'm Ml atmLE - Gurrrggh !

“Ha, ha, ha! 1

Eill
still

‘““*Aod now—got

Bunter clawed at jam. He was
awing and dabbing.at .jam ‘when

the picnickers walked out of the old

priory.

Marjorie did not have the pleasure of
Bunter's company on the way back to
Cliffi House. But it was pﬂ-sarh}lu that,
in spite of Bunter's mig ungs. she was
quite pleased with Bob Cherry’s. At all
events, she locked a3 if she waa,

THE END.
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THE CAT AND 2
THE FIDDLE! ¥

By DICKY NUGENT

Mea.ow |
“Thara'a that  Blossed eab
ppain 1" smorted Jack  Jolly.

“Why duzeent someone drown
it 10

“ Here, here " corussed Merry
and Bright and Fearless.

Jack Jolly felt agpreeved, and
hig chams quite agrecd !

Prep time at St. Sam’s was

usually wery quiet and peaceful.
ut recently & feline wailing- had
heen notissable, nite after nite, as
woon 88 the fellows had settlod
down to their labours. Jack Jolly
& Co. wera beginning to feel that
they had just about bad cnuffl of
it

It bad & dissstrous effect on
their work. In oneinstance, whilst
doing arithmettick, Jolly had
sollemly reckoned out that twice
two ware three. Without the dis-
turbing wailing of that cat he
would have known [ull well that
twice two were five,

On another oecasion TFearless
had stated in his history paper
that William the Conkerov was so
called becawse he waz nlwaya
biffing people on the conk. If
only it hod been acceful and
quiet he would easily have re-
membered the right anawer-——ihat
William was called the Conleror
becawse he collected such a lot of
conkers.

Mea.ow |
Meeacoea-ow |

“Oh erikey 1 2

* It's gotting worse and worae !
vroaned Fearless. *° We can’t put
up with this mueh longer., you
fellows | &2

Miow .0W-0W .- 0W.0ty !

* No fear ! 2

“I wote wa find oub whose
mo it 18" said Jack Jolly,
riging. “Then wo can ilell Lho

owner to keep it indoors while
wa're deing our prep. Loming
wlong, you chaps 1 22

“ Yes, rather !

And the reat of tho Co. followed
their leader out of the study, thewr
faces grim and determnined. Fhey
felt it was high time they vegiatercd

m. =

their feelinga
abont thizs un-
fgeling teline.
They tramped
the lengih of the
Fouvith Form
passidge and
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HEATED SCENE AFTER
ICE-CREAM GIFT!

_ Mattera of great
mterest to the legal
fraternity were dis-
cussed in a breach of
Erumiae case in the
emove County
Court on Tuesday.

o e ak—

the staivs, quite
eggspeeting that the cat’s wailings
woull lead them out of doors,

Alveh to their gerprize, however,
they found the trail leading them
away from the front door of the
House, and their serprize changed
lo amazement when it evenchally
toak ihem to the last place they
haed thought of,

It  was Doctor
study !

Jack Jaolly & Co. stopped outaide
that dreaded sankium and loocked
at each eother in sheer amazement.
They ecould hardly beleove their
eavs. Yeb lhere could be no
possibul  doubt about it. The
meowing  was  coming f{rom the
Head's study, right ennff !

“My hat! Fanay Doctor
Eirchemall talsing to keoping pusay -
ents in his old age ! 7 eggsclaimed
Merry.

“ Perhaps tlis egesplains some-
[hing he was telling us the other
day about his college days!”
arinned Bright. * He hoasted that
ab sport he was always scratch’
man !

“ Ha, ha, ha 12

As the juniors larled the megwing
eepsed suddenly. The next morent
{he door was Hung open and Doctor
Birehemall appeared. Jack Jolly
d: Co. stared when they notisacd
that he was holding in his hand a
Helelle,

Tho Head {rowned majestickally
as his eves fell on the Co.

“Boys! What do you think
you're «doing of T What iz the
meaning of this here ¥

* Please, sir, we heard a lot ol
shreskinge lilko o eat being tort.
cheved ! epesplained Jolly, " We
camn downstans to find out what

Birchemall's

it waz all about, and wa lound

that the spunds were coming {from
your study 1

“ From my study ' Why, you
must be potty, Jolly—or mentally
deranged, as the vulgar mite put
it ! wouldn't dreemn of allowing
o eat in my sanktum ! Then the
Head staried, and a blush suffewsed
his countenance. " Are you sura
the noise came from this study "

* Positive, sir 177

“Alhem ! I—I suppose you
conldn't possibly have mistaken
the vibrant notes of this violin

Jor the meowing of & miscrable

mogpy | wrapped out the Head.
“ Oh cruma!*

* I will play you & fow notea and
wou will sea!1™ said tha Head,
sternly : and ho lifted his violin
to his sholder and drew ihe bow
lightly across its sirings.

Mee-ow ! Miow.ow-ow ! AMececee.
ow |

“ Oh, my hat! That'a it, sir £
gasped Jack Jolly. * SBorry, and
all that ! We thought youn must be
tortchering a cat; but it tums
out that you'ro meerly tortcheving
a fiddla! Ha, ha, ha ! "™

** Ha, ha. hat '

Doctor  Birehemnll  skowled
feercely. He grabbed his wviclin
and made o rosh.

“I'l teach vou to skoff at your
headmaster, wvou disrespeclitive
yung cubs { " he eried. ™ Take that !
And that ! And that!”

* Yaroogoo ! "

Jack Jolly & Co. did not feel
lilke stopping to argew with the
bizzineas end of a vielin. They
turned tail and fled, with the Head
pursewing them to the end of the

passiige,  And they didn't squ
running till they were safely buck
in their own study.

BULL-FIGHTING A

BARBAROUS

Remove Committee’s Unanimous

Verdict

The only demonsiration of bull-
fighting on record in this districl
took place last Wednesday, when
Yernon-Smith, once again en-
haneing his reputation for origin.
ality, staged & fight with a nasty-
looking bovine specimen in a lield
off Friardale Lane.

This gory affeir was the resuli of
an argument between Smithy and
Wharton in the Common-room.
Wharten held the opinion that
bulifighting wns barbarous, while
Smithy maintained thabt it was a
highly civilised sport, Just i prove
hig point, Smithy offered to Lzy lus
luck as a matador, vsing a engket.
etump, insiead of a sword,

SPORT!

A comniiiee of
Temove Sporis.
men  apresl  to
wateh the ©ficht™
and decide wha
waa right, The
commilfee sat in
a tres overlooking
the fiold. The spectators
watehed through ,E",.EIFS in the hedge,

Smithy entered the avena, wear-
ing o red zash and waving & red
TEfr.

%‘nns]dm-ing he had never Lecen &
matador belore, he put up a joly
eood show,

Most of the fellows ware firmly

convinced (hat bo wouldu't siny

in tho ring fen
seconds, But they
Word Wi,

Hoe stayed
exactly Ild sec-
onidls by DBob

Cherry's stop-
watel ! ; H

In that brief
pericd  he  per-
formed twoleints,
a someraault and
aroll,and covered
a distance of ap-
proximately lifty
vards on foot.
He finished u
by doing o higE
jump over the
top of the hedge,
with (he bull's horna only A few
inches away from the seat of lus
LIOuAacs.

The commitlee’s
nnanimous,

They decided that bullfighling
was a barbarous sport and ought to
Le stopped at once—for tho sonke
of the prevention of crucliy to

verdiet  wae

ko !

They heard no more of the Head's
fiddlo that evening. DBut t: 4 had
not yet heard thoe last of it.

On the following morning, tlier
clagsos, Lhey veceeved a summons to
the Head's study. 'They were
agreeably scrprized to find that
Doctor Birchemall wag in his riost
gracious mood. He was beaming all
over his fnce, and his frst act, w.lter
greeting them, was o pass rovind a
plate of luscious jam taris.  °

* Help yourselves, my boys 1™
he said heoapitably. " These are
spiffing jam tarta.  've sangpled
thier myself, so I know 17

* Thunks, swlully, sic ! %' oviined
thoe chvmns of the Fourth.

They couldn’s help wonderving
what laver the old fopey was gaing
to ask of them, for they knewthim
taoo well 1o think he was Euppl;gilég
thein with jam tarts out of kind-
hortedness.

They soon learned. While they
munched away at jam tarts, Doctor
Bivchemall perched himself on, ono
corner of his desk and eyed taem
craftily out of hia greenizh eyes.

“ Lemme see, boya; you're all
in the Boy Scouls, are yound '™
he asled.

* ¥ea, rather, sir 1

“Good. A topping movem:nt,
the Boy Scouts, in my opinior. 1"
aaid the Head, with a lesring grin.
“ Dono your good deed lor the day,
boys 1 "

* Aliem ! Not vet, sir.”

“ That's lucky, then, boys. lor,
just as it Lappens, I'm able io
aup&ﬂy you with a good deed all
ready to do |t

“ Qb crikey 1 2 ~

" Tho [akt is, boys, 1 want you
to help me to play a jape on srne.
one,” grinned Doector Birche sl
“Ii's a visitor I'm epgapecdng

this afterncon. To tell you the
truth, it's my wealthy Unele
Goegrpe,™

“"Yo goda!? cpgselnimed Toar-
legs. ' Bure it'a not vour wealthy
grondfathor, zir 7 2

“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

* It's my wealthy Unele Geoye,™
went on the Head, jgnoring Foar.
less' yewimorous sujjestion. ' He's
o funny old fossil with a pasiun
for mewsick. And he's always dcen
under {he impression that I am o
mewsician myvsell, with a jeonius

for playing the wvielin,  Logaey-
voo 11 ]
“1 fonay I sce, e, chuclled

Jolly. " You want to get on Lhe
right side of him so thuat ycu'll
pet left—in his will * ¥

Y Bggsactly, Jolly 1 And % do
that, it igz necessary that 1 shculd
givoe him the immpression that L wn a
really ripping Lddler,™

“ But how can you do ithat,
sir ]'I'_ 2y _Ic:ri_ed _ F'E.'E"]"].ma‘ " Your
violin playiog is vile in our opinicn.™

T]EmpI-Igadgaighed. P \

“T Lnow, Fearlesz—I1 Lnow.
It was a strange trick of (ate that 1
should have practised {ho vieliv ro
doggediy—and yet it remindad you

ol o ecat! Tt iz that cireumstance
that impeiled me to think out a
wheeze whereby I con give my
uncle the idea that I am a better
moewsician that I really em 1 ™

" What’s the wheeza, then, gir 1 7

* T will tell you. I want you bovs
to Lide yourselvea underneeth iy
sludy winder in the bushes this
alternoon—with & gramophone and
a record of a
viplin solo which
[ shall give you.™

“Oh, grate

f [ i¥
PR, When you
beve me say * Let
e EIVe  you
fune on Lthevielin,
vy, 1 wank
you to pab on the
rocurd  Qmme.
jately, I shall
then stomd by the
epen winder,
weelding my bow,
and the mewsick
from the pratges
phons will appear to my uncle to
come from my inetrument. Hee b7

“Well, you've got a nerve, sir,
amd no misioke " said Jeck Jolly,
" 5till, yvou've slood us a fesd of
topping jam taris; and one good
turn deserves ancther. We'll do
it !

“ Thanke, Jolly 1" grinned the
Head, *° Now for the gramophone
and the vecord ! "

He thien handed the kaptin of
the Fourth a small portable gramo-
phone ond n vecord and the chums
of the Fourth went off, grioning,

Jack Jeliv & Co. were the first
fuliows out of the dining-hall after
dinuer thut dey. They had tucked
themselves away below the Head's
winder long before onybody ap-
pearved.

After o breef interval they henrd
the Heoad come trolling into his
study., Anolher pawse and they
Licard Lhe Head's voice eggselaim :
“ Hullo, nunky ! Awlully glad to
ace you !l

After the first cgpschange of
condiments, the junioa could soon
tell that the Head's uncle wae &
peppery old jentlemnan and as keen
us mustard on meweik,

“Gob the reeord ready 17 hist
Frank Feariess, as he zaw Doctor
Birchemall anpear near the winder,
holding his violin,

“Ready, I, rveady!?
Jack Jolly.

Ho whipped out tho record o
pluca it on the turntable.

And then o gastly thing hope
poncd,

Tearless put up lug hand to
geratch his noze—and his elbow
collided with the allamportant
vecord and smashed it 1o smithor.
ecns !

“Oh, grate pip!”

“Rorey 1 poeaped  Fearleas.

“That'sdone it |7 groaped Jack

grinned

Jolty. *“You're always breaking
records, Fearlesa: but [ do wish
ou hadn't broken this

iggen 1"

It was the Head's voice—pro-
nouncing the fateful words for
E:l-'l:-i?h Juck Jolly & Co. were wail-
n

£ Let mie give vou a tune on the
viglin, nunky ! "

one !

It was an awliul moment.

The chums of the Fourth stared
at cach other in speechless horror.
What the Head would do if they
let him down over this, they hardly
liked to kontemplate !

“LETME GIVE YOU A TUNE
ON THE VIOLIN, NUNKY ¥
repeated the Head, in a louder voice.

“Any of you chaps good at
imitatimg violine 1" asked Fear-
less, in & feeblo altompt at yewmour.

The pext moment, to his ser-
prize, he lelt Jolly klutching his
arm,

“That cat! Grab it—quick ! "

Almost instinktively, TFearless
grabbed the cat, which had just
appeared under the bushes. It waa
a cat belonging to Mis, Buxom, the
House dame. Fearlesa held it in
his arms,

Me.ow ! Meece—ow.ow ! Miow !

A series of feline wailings went
up, and Jack Jolly breethed a sigh
of releef.

“Haved ! he guapmi. “What
a siroke of luel !

Mrs, Buxom's ecat playved her
part well—there was no denying
that ! The wailings and moanings
sounded egosactly like a wviolin ;
and the Head, who was sellemly
pretending to serape away at his
violin for his uncle's bennyiit, was
evvident]y quito sattisfied with it.

To everybody's grate releef, the
Head's uncleseemcd equally pleased
at the finish,

“Alfred !’ the juniors heard
him sey. * The way you play the
vichn 18 & ¢redit {o you. 1 con-
gratulate you !l

“* That'll do for to.dax, I fansy ! 7
grinned Jack Jolly., ™ Now let's
adjorn to tho tuckshop and treat
the cat to milk and ourselves to
1ee-creama |

And they aoll warched off, re-
Joicmg 1

Fercy DBolsover,
described a3y pugilist,
wag sued by W. (. Bunter
for breach of a promise te
give Bunter one ice-cream.
The point at ssue was whether
or not Boelsover had honour-
ably discharged his obligation
by atufling the ice.cream down
the back of Bunter’a nocl,

My, Poter Todd, K., for
complainant, said that the
facts were not in dispute.
On the previous Saturday, at
& spof near the school tuck-
shop, Bolsover had ashed
Bunter where Shinner was.
Bunter agreed to tell him on
the promise of an ice-cream
and hoad duly fuliitled his part
of the contract. But when
1t eame to Bolsover's turm,
instead of treating Dunter to
an e, a3 required by the
contract, he had deliberately
clapped a handful of ico-cresn
on to the back of Bunter's
neck and allowed it to inelt
down inside hiz clothes,

At this stage Mr. Harold
Skinnor, K.C., for respondent,
ross and asked whether his
lovdship coneidered it neces-
sary to waste any more time
over this piffling little matter.
Bunter had been promised an
ica.cream and bhad been given
one. What if he had been

Bunter Sues Bolsover

given it on the neck instead
of in it t
_ Judge Brown : * You'll get
1t m  the neck yourself,
Skinny, if you don't sit down
and let Toddy finigh | 2
Procoeding, Mr. Todd said
that by custom and usage
the promizse of an ice.cream
meant the promise of an ice.
cream to eat—mnot to wash
one’s back with. He sub-
mitted that Bunter should be
awarded tho case with ecosts
on & generous scale,

Mr. Skinnor, in rveplv. gnid

that Lthe argumonia o hiy
learned fiiend were a lot of
absolute tommy-rot. Why

the dickens should anybody
assume that an ice-cream waoa
given away for the sole pur.
pose of eating ?

Even accepting that as-
sumnption, however, Bolsover
was slill quite in  order.
There was, after all, every
reason to assmine that Bunter
would eat the ice-cream if
it was placed down the back
of his collar—becanse Bunter
invariably talked out of the
back of his neck! (Loud
laughter.)

Giving judgment, Judge
Brown said that it went
againgt the grain to award
the case to a chap like
Bolsover, but he couldn’t
help being impressed with
the logic of his counsel.

The wverdiet would be in
favour of the reapondent

with copls,

DO WE NEED LESSONS IN
MANNERS?

“No!” Says HARRY WHARTON

Coertainly mnot!  Aanners
should come from within.
They can’t be taught like his.
tory or geography. They are
the outward expression of an
inward feeling of considera.
tion for other people.

Lesgons in manners might
possibly put a smoother ex.
terior on rot diomonds like
Bolsover o¢r Johnny Bull,
(No offence to either!) DBut
what would be gained ¥ A
chap of Bolsover's calibre
has rongh.and-ready manners
because that's just how he
happens to be, If he had
to curb his natural bluntness
and put on o venecr of un.

noptural politeness, his
bottled.up feelings would
be bound teoe find an
outlet somewhere eofgo, And
probably  that out-let
wouldn't be a0 harmuless.
Anywayw, Greyfrinrs men

all ratee Lheir bals lo ladies
ond observe n recognised
atandard of social behaviour.
Surely Smithy can'’t seriously
maintain that we really need

lessons in manncrs ?

“YESI™ BAYS H. VER.
NON-SMITH.

Oh, can’t 1T % Well, Whar-
ton, that's just where you're
wrong !

You look on manners in
the narrowest sense; what
you're thinking of is not
manners at all, bub etigquetle
and deportment, as  taught
in dancing classca, If youm
think 1I'm advocating lessons
likke that you're up the wrong
treo altogother |

1'm thinking of mannera in
8 broader sensze, I take it to
mean conduet genevally—and
I'm jolly sure most of us need
leszamg in that |

The only code of conduet
wo pick up at a place like
Greylriars is to treas all those
ebove us with awed respect
and the rest of the world with
ill.eoneealsd contempt.

The eoune unforgivable sin
i3 to do sornething that jsn't
*“ done,”

Oh, fur a fow lessona in
real manners—teught by
people who know nothing
about Greyfriars, but plenty
sbout life outside |



