


i s _BOOKS YOU OUGHT TO READ!
;’-_:_HHH[HEI|IlllIIHIEHI!IiIIHIIEIiIIIII!IIIIl!IIIIIIHIEHHIHHIIIH =

DO YOU KNOW THAT— =

this unique

new book for
boys 1s the

FINEST
AUTHORITY
ON HOBBIES

ever

published ?

“THE SCHOOLBOYS* OWN LIBR&HY.“

N~ Fridav of thizs week—Octolior lat—ilwo  new
O runeipers of this wonder library of zehool stories will
appear an the bookstalls. No 37 13 an enthralling
varn of Greylrviars, featuring a new boy by the
name of Langley, Right well 15 the story called “The Out-
sider of Greyleiars 1”7 for Langley iz a regnlar Ishimael, Amd
ved he has some redeeming pointz in his make-up which
interests Harry Wharton, caplain of (he Remove. Harry
sets out to give Langley o helping hand—a task that
requires ereat patience and self-contrel, for Langley actz in
such a manner as o deserve a “helping boot.”  How
Wharton progresszes with his seli-imposed task xvou “will
learn from  this- splendid- book-length school .varn. LMind
vour read it Ne. 38, the compamon volome, s eobitled
“Ong of the Best ™ and it deal: with Grimes, the grocer’s
bov, coming o 3f Jim's. Peor old Grimes has a pretty
rongh time of iF, bot he wing through,- A good yarn, this
chiims, and one vou should make a point of reading. Ton't
forpet—the:e twé numbers of the “Schoolboys’® Own
Library ™ are on sale Fruday of this weck!

THE FOOTER SUPPLEMENT !

Home few weekzs ago T made mention in this Chat of a
number of readers who complained about our Football
Supplement, and at the zame time I asked vou chaps to
drop me n posteard stating whether yon were in favour of
geeing the “Greyviriars Herald " revived or letting the
“ Footer Supplemsent ** continve, Up to date T have received
about forty leiters, wherein the writers air their views on
this subject, I would like some of you other chaps to pile
in with & posteard, if you don’t mind. You see, the forty
lettera to hand show a divided froot amongst Magnetites,
with little advantage when a count bas been taken to one
sida or the other.

PELICIOUS TUCK HAMPERS !

Does this announcement in the heavy typo asbove make
vour mouth water ? Weli; if it does, I strongly urge you to

g a copy of this week’s “Gem.” In it you will find a
Tuck Hamper coupon entitling the hoelder 1o try his akill at
- winnidg a delicious Tuck Hamper. Now itbesa hampers are
well worth winning, and all you bave to do once you have
socured the neceasary ﬂﬂu}]ﬁﬂ 15 to jot down a _joke' on
a postcard and send it along. Easy enongh, 1sn't it? Get
a ¢opy of our grand compsenion paper, the “Gem,” to-day
and make op your mends to enter this fascinating contest,

Next Monday's Programme !
'« ASKING FOR TROUBLE !”
By Frank Hichards.
Hazeldene of the Remove, the wayward young brother of
Marjorie Hazeldene, of Cliff House, figures n t_.'hus story. As
I know these yarns are always well received, I don't

hesitate to recommend next week’s real treat of a story.
Afind you read it! :

“ THE BOY WITH A MILLION POUND SECRET!
By David Goodwin,
There will be another ripping instalment of this amazing

ALL wireless enthusiasts, amateur
mechanics, keepers of pets, model-
makers, handymen, carpenters, and
others will find

EVERY BOY'S

HOBBY annuvao

a gnid mine of information.

Buy a Copy To-day. PRICE 6/-
U IHHHHEHHI T R

A GIFT THAT LASTS!

The ideal present to give Is one
that can be kept and treasured—
that i1s why

THE GREYFRIARS

HOLIDAY anvua

is so popular!

HOLIDAY

Y’ﬂu Can II:I'UF thii 1997 ANNUIAL 10927

world - famous
story book for
six shilings—it
is worth more

than  double— .uturé. featuring thejadvent-urﬁahu{ young Tommy Em?]har_

on Curlew Island, Tommy's job 15 a dangerous one—now
and be - assured danperous he has yet to learn. Dut he's reafgrlt-, E! Tt:rmm::';
that it wall and simply revels in danger. You'll like next week's

trenchant instalment, chums,

MORE MONEY PRIZES ! .
Watch also for ihe Result of  Boundaries " Competition
No. B, which will appear in next week's issne,

THE FOOTER SUPPLEMENT.

is book i Then there's the special four-page supplement, You'll I.ii:a
This A El’::f[ﬂsﬂ Ek-sh ! it, vou footer fans, for Sidney {'}’uddﬁfﬂnr. the famons Inter-
sta O0OR-3110PS national inside-right of Blackburn Rovers, contributes a

R O RN | vellthought-out article dealing with the enconragement of

vonth in the grentest of all winter games,  Order Four eopy
Tie Mucxer Nasrany.—XNo. 972 curly. YOU R FELITONR.

ALWAYS
SATISFY!
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THE TEST |—Tom Reduwing, the &

r, soonld po through fire and woler (o save hiv pol, Peraon-Smith.

cholavaship junior
He even risks expulsion fo save the Bounder from Kis own folly !

b T e ™ -
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T R

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Helplng Hand !

ki MITHY
Harold Skinner called out the
name 8% 2 Yernon-Smith  came
along the Remove passage at
Greyiriars with & football under his
arm.

The Bouapder stopped.

T 11.:;.;":11 il:,-:l:i'n

“Can you spare a minute, Smithy ¥
gzked Bkinner, in a low voice.

“"Just a minute,” replied the
Bounder tersely. *“I'm already late for
the footer!™

"I want to ask vour advice on—about
something,” said Skinner; and the
Bounder noticed his pale face and the
unnatural glitter in hiz eyes.

“{zet it off vour chest, then!"

The cad of the Remove looked about
him nervously.

“I—I—we can't talk here,” he said,
licking his dey hpa: “Will you come
up to the study "

Vernon-Smith  [rowned. He was
already five minutes late for footer
practice, and Harry Wharton, captain

of the Remove, was a stickler for
punctuality, Added to which the
Bounder had no particular desire to

waste another five minutes talking to
Harold Skinner. It was on the tip of
his tongue to give a refusal when hes
mlght another glimpse of Bkinner's
stratned features.

“Oh, all right, Bkinner!™ he said
Emﬂ-liﬂ.tli[‘l‘dl:r'. “Toad on!”

Harold S8kinner led the way into
Study No. 11, and the Bounder followed
him in. Snoop and Stott, Skinner's
study-mates, were not in evidence.

As soon as the Bounder was inside the
gtudy Skinner crossed to the door and
bocked it

“Whai's the game?” asked Vernon-

Emith.
"It's all right, Bmithy,” Skinner
hastened to explain. “But I don't

want anyone barging in here while
we are talking.”

He stopped and locked at  the
Bounder az if he would read what was
passtng behing the mask of cynieisin
that as a genoral rule eloaked Vernon-
Bmith': features.

The Bounder seated himseli on the
edee of the table and waited.

“Well ™" he said at length. ‘' Get it

Chums

off your chest, Skinner! What do you
want "

“I'm in & hole!’ said the cad of thae
Remove; and his eves dropped before
the suspicion of scorn n the Bounder's
face.

“I guessed as much!"” remarked
Vernon-Smith, swinging his legs to and
fro. *Bomethin® gone wrong with the
giddy gees—what? Or was Banks too
clever for vou at poker®”

“You needn’t xnb it in!” zaid
Skinner, locking up. *It's not such a
jolly long time agoe sinee you went the
paca 1

The Bounder winced,

He little liked to be remavded of has
past—of the days when he had smoked
cigarettes, gammbled on  horses, played
nap and poker for high stakes. True he
had done with them. He had seen the
error of his ways; had realised that
playing the goat conld only mean one
thmiu—thﬂ sack—and had forsaken the
crooked path and reformed. His re-
formation had been the surprise of the
Lower SBchool; but it had lasted for all
that, althr:-ugh Skmner & Co., his
former assoctates, opined among them-
selves  that Smmithy's  reform  was
bunlum.

A slight grin Aickered across Skinner’s
face as he noted the frown that had
sottled on the Bounder's brow,

“¥You don't like to be reminded of
those dayz, do vou, Smithy:*

“Well, if that's all you want to talk
to e about, BkKinner,” zaid Smithy,
“Tll be going!™

“HMang on! I haven't told you about
things yet. I—I'm in a hole!®

““So vou said before,™ remarked the
Bounder carelessly. A5 vou're so
dashed clever, T should think you're
ﬁliift;.'!c capable of getting out of it your-
self 1"

“But I'm stony!™ said Skinner, with

an  expressive  gesture. “And—and
Banks holds an LOU. of mine for
eight pounds !

Yernon-S2mith  whistled.

“Well, you are an ass!™
‘I know that,” said Skinner guietly.
“But if I don't redeem that 1.O.T, by

Friday, Banks 1s coming up to the
school to see the Head.™

“Let lim come, then!’ said the
Bounder. *I expect he's bluffing you,

old bean!™
“I daren't defy him!” muitered the

A Magnificent New, Long Complete
Story of Harry Wharton & Co., the
of  Greyfriars,
the Bounder and his pal Tom Redwing,

By FRANK RICHARDS.

introducing

cad of the Bemove. “You sce, he's
already been proinized payment half a
dozen times. He's real waxy now. He
gsays that if I don't square up by
Friday evening he'll come along to the
school en Baturday. That'll mcan ex-
pulsion for me!"

“Well, vou knew that before you
startegd plaving the piddy ass!" “re-
marked the Dounder scornfully. * You
arc hike the rest of the ' sportsmen '!
You go on playing with fire until you
get Lurnt!”

“"Will—will you lend me the eight
pounds, Smithy?" asked BSkinner,
writhing inwardly wnder the lash of
the Bounder's tongue.

Vernon-Smith shook his head.

“1 haven't got eiglt pounds!” he
replied. * And if T had, I don’t think
I should be inclined to give it that
rotter, Banks!"

Skinner's jaw  dropped. He had
counted on Vernon-S8mith's help: for
the Bonnder, son of a millionaire, was
the richest junior in the Lower School,

“1 was relving on you, Smithy!"

“1 don't see why vou should.” said
the Bounder. “We are not friefhds.
Youa amd I parted company when 3
chucked up playing the giddy goat!
Why don't you go to Snoop aud Stott ™

“They're both stonv(”

“Well, so am I Just now,’
Bounder. " And I sha'n't be getting
another remittence from the guv'nor
until next week!"™

“Then I'm dons!"” gasned Skinner;
and he sat down In the arinchair and
clasped his head in his hands,

The Bounder watehed him. unmoved.
for some seconds. He bad sll a strong
fellow's dislike of weakness in others.
He had never whimpered when a Blow
was about to fall. Buab, then, the
Bounder was a vastly different charae-
ter feom the shrinking ligure in the
armchair.

Suddenly Skinner's shoulders began
te heave. Uhen the itears began to
course down hiz lingers.

“T'in not going thrangh with 16" he

¥

saicd the

exelaimed  passionately, rising to  his
feet.  “I'm not staying here to he
sacked! IF you don't help me, Smithy,

I'm going to bolt! Oh, if—if only I
had another chance!™
The Bounder shid from the table.
The seornful smile had gone from his
THE MAGKET LIBRarY.—No. 972,

(Copyright in the United States of America.]



+ LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

face now, He eyed the shrinking bgure
of tho cad of the Remove  conlco-
platively.

“I wonder if you would make any-
thing of another chance?" he mused,
half aloud. _

1 would, really '™ exelaimed Skinner.
“7 know I've played the fool!”

“Well, that's somethin’l”

1 realised that the other night when
I came out of the Cross Keys,"” con-
tinued “Skinper. 1 nearly bum
inte Quelchy. I just got back to the
sehool in time.”

The Bounder whistled,

“ As near as that, eh? Well, you are
a fool, 8kinmer! And I gave you credit
once for being clever! Tut cut oot that
sob stuff and let's have the fects. You
owa Banks eight quide?”

Skinner nodded, and regained some of
his composure, like all weak characters,
23 he began to see the responsibility of
his own misdeeds shifted on to someone
else’'s shoulders. .

“I lost it at poker,” he said. “That
rotter, PBanks, was swindling! He
always swindles!™ _

“And that's why you have played
with him," =aid the B-pum]cr con-
temptuously., “ You imagined yourself
capable of beating Danks at his own

ame, but he proved to be a higger
sharper than you are—what?”

Skinner wineed, and the Bounder
continued 3

“RBut if you really mean what you
say—if you will throw up this silly rot
with cards and the %I}B'EEES—-PH do
what I can for you,” he said. :

“Tou're & b:ici:. Smithy !’  said
Skinner hoarsaly. “1 do mean it! I'll
start afresh. Honour bright I will!™

“Let it go at that!” said the Bounder
dryly. "El}mf’t. overdo it, Skinner!
This isn't the first time, remember,
I've heard you say this!™ i

“But I do mean it!" exclaimed
Skinner: and at that moment Harold
Skinner undoubtedly meant what ho
said, “ Look!"

He crossed the room and took out
two boxes of cigarcttes from the book-
caze. Then he took & pack of playing:
cards from the study table drawer.

The Bounder eyed him with interest.

“What =re vou going to do with
those thinge?” he asked. )

“I'mm going to destroy them,” =aid
Skinner, *‘as a proof of good faith.”

Vernon-Smith stratched out a hand.

“I'Il take theny,” he said. "They'll
be destroyed—1'll promise you that!™

Skinner landed over the cigarettes
atid the cards, and the Bounder tucked
them away under his arms. .

“T must be poing now,” he said,
“Wharton will be slanging me for
dodging practice!"

“¥ou'll do what youscan for me?”
asked Skinner anxiously, as the Bounder
moved for the door. *You sawd you
would. ™

“When I say a thing I mean it!"”
replied Vernon-S3mith shortly., "It's a
tip worlh remembering.  Leave it to
me !

Skinner wunlocked the door, and
Vernon-Smith passed out, a puckered
frewn on his brow. _

“Hallo, hallo, hailo!™ Bob Cherry's
vfentorion x‘nirq broomed along  the
passage. “Goiog to be all duy,
Smithy "

“Sorry if I'va kept vou fellows wait-
ing!" apologised the Bounder, az le
watked along with Bob Cherry, ' But
I had & bit of business to see 0. Hang
on & nunute!”

He darted inko his study and shipped
the cigareties and the eards he Lad

Ane Macner Lispary.—No. 972,

taken from Skinncr into the study table
denvoer, Then he rejoined Bob Cherry,

Five minutes later Vernon-Smith was
on Little Bide, and as he was a first-class
footballer it gecasioned no little surprise
when on three occasions he folled to
pick up a pass that a veriest novice at
the game would have mastered.

“What's wrong, Smithy!" asked
Wharton. “Of colourt™

The Pounder pulled himself together.
He had allowed his mind to dweli too
much on Harold Skinner's trouble. Bub
had he known then the extent of the
burden he had taken on to his shoulders
he wonld doubtless have regreited his
action. But neo such gloomy thoughts
entered his mind after Wharton had
spoken te him: Skinner's debt to Banks
the bookie, was forgotten then. An
the next ball that fell at his feet was
dribbled a few wards up the feld and
passed to Bob Cherry with all the old
case and grace that -had made the
Bounder's reputation as a foothaller.

ey

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Eilly Bunter Enows !

¢4 HE beast!" L

Billy Bunter's round litila

eyes  fairly  pleamed  with
indignation.

The Owl of the Remove was in the
window seat by the Behool House stegs,
to all intents snd purposes admiring tho
view of the Close beyond. As a matter
of actual fact, however, Billy Bunter
was watching Vernon-Smath,

“The rotter ! When is he going out?”
Billy Bunter peered along the passa
for the Bounder. But the passage, iugg
the celebrated cupboard of Mother Hub-
bard’'s, wae bare. Most of the Grey-
friacs fellows were out in the open—on

the river, or the ing-fields. DBut
Vernon-Smith, Bunter W, WAS SOMma-
where in the House. And, what was

more to the point, the Bounder had &
whacking plum-cake with almond icing
on the top.

And the cake reposed in Vernon-
Smith's study |

Bunter knew that, Indeed, there was
little he did not know about the things
that went on in Greyiriars. But it was
litile comfort to know of the existence
of the cake unless Bunter could lay his
fat paws on it. And a [fellow couldn't
help himsclf to another fellow's cake if
the other fellow was knocking about in
the vieinity of the cake. That was how
Bunter wisely looked at it, and doubtless
ha was might from a point of view of
safety first.

Really it was too Mad! Dunter had
specially renounced his intention of fol-
lowing Wibley & Co. up the river that
altermoon with the faini hope of being
in “at the death ” when Wibley & Co.
scttled down to enjoy the cootents of
théir picnic-basket—perhaps for the
simple reason that Wibley had threat-
cned the Owl of the Remove with a
ducking if he had the nerve to follow
them., PBunter had renounced both
prospects for a better  one—namely,
E'erg%n-ﬁmlth’a plum-cake.

E1] e

Billv Bunter uitercd ihe ejacunlation
with satisfaction, for he had caught
sight of DBob Cherry coming across the
Close, and 1t was clear to tha Owl of
the Remove that Bob Cherry was com-
ing in search of Vernon-Bmith, who was
duc at Little Side for fooler practice.

“1allo, porpoize!™ =aid Bob Cherry,
gz e monnted the steps. " Have you
secn Smithy i"

“1 ithink he went off with Skinner,™
said Bunter.

“What the thump does he want to go
out with Skinner for when there's a
praclice on?”’ :

“0Oh, he didr't go out of gates!” said
Bunter. "I expect Smithy's in his
study.”

Bunter wasn't quite certain on that
pomnt because a bend in the passage hid
the door of the Bounder's siudy from
view, but he knew that Skinner had
stopped Vernon-Smith and walked back
with him.

“The elacker!” growled Bob -Cherry,
and he paszed on with energetic strides.

He came back aslong the passage a
fow moments later, this time accom-
penied by © Vernon-8mith,  Bunter
amacked hiz lipe in anticipation. That
wonderful plum-cike with the almond
ieing on it was much nearer hig grasp
now. -Smithy would be down at the
practice for sbout half an hour—time
enough to do the disappearing trick
with that cake to a fellow of Bunter's
goastronomic sbilities.

He watched Bob Cherry and the
Bounder until they were out of sight,
then he rolled from the window seat in
the direction of Etudg No, 4. Tom
Redwing, the Dounder's studymate,
Bunter knew, was spending the alter-
neon with his father down at Hawks
chiff, so the coast was clear.

Billy Bunter opened the door of Stud
No. 4 and rolled fo the study cupboard.
He tried the handle, bit the door was
locked,

“The suspicious beest!” he muttered.
“One would think Smithy didn't trust
the fellowe in hizs Form. Low, I call it

The fet Owl of the Remove called it
several other things as hiz repeated
efforts to open the eupboard door met
with no success. By this time perspira-
tion was streatning down his fat face,
for the afterncon was warm and muggy.

“Blow the robten ;hinﬁ!" he gﬂp&d
at last. “For two pins I'd smash it .in
with a blessed poker! But that suspici-
ouz beast Smithy might think I was
trying to pinch something."

He glared savagely at the offending
cupboard, and then & fat grin broke
over his face,

“Fishy's the man!” he muttered.

To ‘think was to act with Bunter—
when & plum-cake with almond icing on
it was at stake. Accordingly he rolled
out of Study Ne. 4 in search of Fisher
T. Fish, the American junior,

Bunter found him &t home in Study
No. 13 sucking at a pencil. There was
a worried look on Fisher T. Fish's face,
and the study table was littered wiih
sheets of paper covered with figures in
the American junior’s screwling hand.
The business man of the Remove was
buasy, being at great pains to account
for a halfpenny in his accounts that had
somehow or other gone astray. The loxs
of a halfpenny gave Fishy a pain, unkd
which by comparison the drawing of &
tooth was & pleasure.

Billy Bunter blinked in.

“71 say, Fishy—" ) ]

Fisher T. Fish looked up impatiently.

““Puzz off, you fat guy ! he snorted,
“T'm busy, I guess!™

“Hut, I say, Fishy, old man—"

“There's the door!” snapped the
business man of the Remove, “ Get!”

Billy Bunter advanced farther inio
the study. .

Fisher T. Fish, who had returned his
attention to his anthmetical problem,
looked up irritably.

“See hyer, vou fat clam,” he snorted,
“if vou dom't get ouv of this sindy in
lwo seconds, I guess and calculate
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“ Atchooooooo ! - Mr. Quelch nearly jumped from the floor as that loud sneeze echoed through the study. ** Bless my

soul ! ™ he ejaculated.

* Who was that?
of the playlng cards and cigarettes exposed to view.
under the table.

** Bunter ! ** gasped Mr. Quelch.

Involuntarily Vernon-Smith turned and plucked at the table cover, forgetful
But he remembered them even as he recognised the fat figure erouching
(See Chapter 3.}

Lham‘ll be a doad goy knocking around
ere. "
- “But, I say, Fishy——"

The Transatlantic junior picked up an
ebony ruler and waved it threateningly.
Bunter eyed the ruler apprehenszively,
but there was one word that always con-
ciliated Fisher Tarleton Fish, The Owl
of the Remove made use of it now,

¥ Business——"" he blurted out.

The ruler stopped waving, and Fizher
T. Fish's sharp features breke inte a
gmile,

“I youw've come hyer on business,
Bunter, why didn't you say s0 at first?”

“Teally, Fishy!"” protested Bunter.
You'll vever make a busingss man
if .you greet all vour clients like that!
I want to borrow your keys.”

Fisher T. Fish's face set like a hatchet
at. once,

“Waal, T puness that'll cost you two-
pence, Bunter,” he remarked. ‘"Let’s
e the colour of your money.”

Fisher T. Fish mmade quite a business
of lending out a bunch of assorted keys,
to fellows who had mislaid theirs and
who wanted to open their study doors
or cupboards. Uncharitable people like
Skinwer & Co. Llinted that the keys
Fisher T. Mizh loaned out at vwopence
an hour oviginally Belonged to  the
fellows who eventually came to borrow
themt ot those terms. Dut Fisher T.
Fish was not moved by such remarks.
He was & man of business, as he himself
declared, * right from the word go."

“Pay up and look sharp!” said the
Transatlantic  junior, eveing Bunter
shrewdly. *If you want to borrow my

keys for an -hour-I pguess you'll have
to pony up twopence. And thet's cheap,
sirree! Yep!”

“ Heally, Fishy!” said Bunter. 1
think vou ocught to oblige a pal over s
small thing like that, for nothing.”

Fizhier T. Fish replaced the keys he
had {aken from his pocket.

“Nothing doing, vou fat clam!™ he
retorted,  **Get out!™

Bunter's fat hand dived down inio his
trousers pocket, and drew to light a
penny. Fisher T. Fish sniffed as he saw
i#l

“Make it half-price to oblige a pal,
Fishv,” said Bunter. ‘1 shall only want
the mouldy keys for five minutes?”

“1 guess my terms are twopence an
houwr, yon geloot!” replied Fisher T.
Fish. *1 reckon you can take 'em, or
leave "emn.”

Bunter snarted, and again hizs podgy
hantd explored the pockets of  his
trovsers. This time a half-penny came
to light. Fishy's face brightencd up a
trifte.

“Took here, Fishy,” exclaimod Bun-
ter, “that's all I've got. I'll pive you
three half-pence for the loan of wvour
Llessod keys!”

Fisher 1, il shook his hoad, alleit
he was considering the problem.  Dusi-
ness was none too fowrishing with him
just then, and three half-pence was nov
to be sneezed at. ‘Uhe whole bunch of
keve, which he had purchased from SBolly
Lazarus, at Courtficld, had only cost him
a peuny. After all, businesz was
business,

“Leook hyer, Bunter,” he said, bring-
ing to light the keys for & second time,
“1 guess I'll meet you. You're an old
customer, I guess you can have these
keys for three half-pence, That's a
generons offer, 1 caleulate. Mind, I'm
not asking vou what you want them for.
Is it a énrgain?”

Billy Bunter's mind was made up on
the instant. After all, three-halipence
was a cheap price to pay for a plum
cake with almond icing on it He
handed over the three-halfpence and
received in exchange the bunch of rusty
keys. He knew from past experience
that one of them would fit the Bounder's
study cupboard.

Tisher T. Fish pocketed the three-
balfpence with a business-like smile and
settled down to track the whereabouts
of that mysterions missing hallpenny
in hizs accounts, ©  Meantime, Bunter
rolled awny in the direction of the
Bounder's study.

He soon found a key te fit the cup-
board lock, and at last the big pluom
cake was exposed to view.

The Owl] of the Remove eved it with
satisfaction.

*This i3 prime,” he muotlered, as he
helped himself to 2 gescrows povtion,
“After all, T donw't suppose Smithy will
mind. 1" let lim have a whaek of my
cake when the mater sends me one.”

That was a genorous reflection an tle
part of William George Bunter, but it
stoodd as little chance of being fullilled
as Dunter stood of ever being captan
aof Greviriars, DMeantime, the plom cake
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and the almond icing were rapidly dis-
appearing  into  Buonter's  capaclons

Wa.

'Tho last picce was clasped in the
Qwl's fat hand. Being a last piece, he
was torn between the desire of keeping
it & little longer tg- feast his eyes on
it or devouring it and feasting his mner
man on it, so to speak, when the passage
without echoed to the tread of feet.

“0Oh, crumbs!”

Bil'y Buntér's jaw dropped. In that
swinl moment, even the cake was for-

atten, for Bunter reslised that the

move footballers were coming in
from practice. Aond Vernon-Smith was
mire to be among them.

“Oh, lorl™

The Ow!l of the Hemova was tempted
to make a bolt for it, bhut he realised
that he would never be able to get
clear of the study in time. He glared
about him like & hunted rabbit, and
his eves finally alighted on the study
table. big, expensive-locking table
cover drooped over it, its ample folds
almost touching the foor.

Hurriedly slamming the cupboard
door to, Bunter rolled under the table,
hiz fat heart hbeating ltke a steam
hammer, Barely had g{-. crauched him-
self into as small a space az his ample
circurnference would allow than the
door opened and Vernon-Smith came
in, a [ootball under his arm.

Flinging the ball into the corner of
the study, Vernon-Smith sat down in
the armehair. His thoughts turned to
Skinner and his LOU. given to Banks
the bookmaker. And, as & natural con-
sequence, they switched from these
things to the cigarettes and p'ia.:nnf'-
cards he had taken from Harold
Skinner,

“I'll get rid of these things now,”
mutterad the Bounder.

He crossed to tho fable, quite ob-
livioua of the faet that Billy Bunter
trembled beneath i, and opened the
table drawer. The iwo boxes of
cigarettes and the playving-cards were
withdrawn and placed on the table
cover. For some minutes, Vernon-
Smith stood staring down gi them,

] —3

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rough on the Bounder !

AP|

He was aroused from his
reveric &3 a tap came at the
study door. The Bounder’s first
thought was to shove the cards and the
cigarettes into the drawer again, but
hha had no chance. The deor epened
and Mr. Queleh, the masler of the Re-

inove, stepped inlo the study.

YVernon-Smith felt a horrible =en-
sation run through him.  What would
his Form-master think if he saw thase
incriminating cards and cigarcttes?
But the Bounder's coolness returned on
the instant. He moved forward, taking
up a position in front of the table that
completely screened the cards and
cigarettes from view,

“Ah, Vernon-Smith,” seitd Mr. Queleh
quictly. "I want a few words with
yau”

“Yes, sir,"” said the Bounder wonder-
ingly. “Won't you sit down i

I'he Form-master declined the in-
vitation, however, and the Bounder was
nquick to see the scrious expreszion on
Mr, Quelch’s face. He knew thet look
usually preceded zome disturbing news,

“It has been reporied to me, Vernon-
Smith,” sald Mr. Quelch, “that a
Lower School boy iz in the habit of
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visiting that disrepatable tavern, the
Cross Keys,™

*“Indeed, sir?”

The Form-master eyved Vernon-Smith
piercingly, but he read no sign there
save a slight boredom.

“1 mysclf,” continued the Form-
master, “saw a junior boy leaving the
precincts of that disgusting haunt the
night before last, but he managed to
elude me.”

“Indeed, sir?” said the DBounder
coolly, “And may I ask what all this
has to do with me?”

Mr. Quelch coughed and paused he-
fore he replicd

“T—ahem—waonted  to satisfy myself
upon & certain point,” ho said. “I ean
think of no boy in the Remove being
rascal enough to visit the Cross Keys.
But T distinctly saw a junior boy leaving
the place the might before last.”

Mr. Quelch paused and noted the
eynical grin that began to appear on

Ernml-gmith's face, for the Bounder
intuitively guessed what had brought
the Remove master to his study,

“I have no wish to dipg up the past,
Vernon-Smith,” went on Mr. Quelch
kindly. "At the same time, I cannot
forget that at ono time in your career
ow were & mnotoricus breaker of

unds, a boy with mispuided prin-
ciples, a boy who seemed to show an
unwholesome interest in gambling and
smoking——-"

The Form-master paused a moment,

Vernon-Bmith bit hiz hip and fumed
inwardly, Theose words of his Form-
master's, innocently meant, undoub-
tedly, brought all the worst in him to
the surface. Onece ‘again he was the
hard case, the recklesz Bounder, the
boy who defied authority, Mr. Quelch,
not knewing the workings of Vernon-
Smit’s complex character, went on.

“I have no wish to revive these un-
pleasant ‘memories, my boy,” he said,
“for I believé you have ri‘}rm_'c your-
self to be almost a model character
since  your—ahem—reform.”

“Thank you, sir,” said the Bounder
sareastieally., “That is why you come
ta me nowi?

The Form-master took no nolice of
the veiled impertinence. .

“But, as & master, and as one re-
sponsible for the moral welfare of m
charges,” he continued, “I must aﬁi’;
you a straight question concerning thesa
things, Vernon-8mith. I koow you to
be & Iad of truthful character. That,
yau always wera, when, doubtless, pre-
varieation would have helped you to
evade your just punishment ™

“¥ou honour me," szaid
Smith with a curl of the lip,

“Ahem! Vernon-8mith, tell me
frankly, aroe you the boy 1 narrowly

¥
Vernon-

escaped detaining the other might
coming from the Cross Keys?

For a- moment the PBounder wos
tempted o romatn silent.  After all,

why should he be catechised like this?
Was his reform only reckoned a sham
in his Form-master's eyes? Did it all
mean nothing? If so, far. betler for
him to have continued on the downward
path!  Why should he he under this
suspicion, for that's what it amounted
tg?

Mr. Quelch, unaware of the torrent
of guestions chasing their way through
Vernon-Smith's bramn, unaware of the
old defiant charaeter waging war with
the Bounder's better self, the reformed
gelf, waited grimly,

The Bounder looked up at last and
faced his Form-master squarely. His
eyes, although they gleamed rebellion,
were bonest and truthful, DLven My,

—

Queleh had given him the benefit of
that doubt, Whatever he said would be
believed,

“1 am not the boy, sir!™

“Thank you, Vernon-Smith !" gaid
Mr. Quelch. *“Please don't misunder
stand my intention in asking you such
& question. Had you replied in the
affirmative, I should have endeavoured
ta point out to you the folly of =zuch

habits without—ehem—roferring  the
matter to Dr, Locke™
“You are very good, sir!” Sarcasm

liteeally blazed through the Bounder's

words,

. Queleh pursed his lips. Ha
realised then more fully than he had
cver done before what a difficult
character Vernon-S8mith was to deal
with.

Meantime, Billy Bubnter under the
table fairly quivered with excitement.
His terror at hei discovered by
Vernon-Bmith had been displaced by an

interest in the proccedings going on
around hitn. He Listened with ears wide
apen,

“I have kept 4 very close eve on your
progress,” weni on Mr, Que{uh, doter-
mined not to take offence at tha
Bounder’s insolent attitude. “I have
seen you play ericket and footbell. I
have observed your friondship with
Wharton and with Redwing, and hava
been gratified to see so. whelesomo o
change in you. It i3 my sincere wish
that you shall continue on this new
ereirse, for you are a boy of gread
uharact:ar and of mueh influence upon
vour Form fellows either for good or
bad, I '

" Atehooooooooooo [

Mr Quelch nearly jumped from the
Hoor as that loud sneese eclioed through
the study, and Vernon-Smith was ne
less startled. Neither of them knew
at that moment that the sneeze pro-
ceeded from William George Bunter, or
that that fat wvouth was secreted Lo
neutﬁl the table.

“Bless my soul!™ ejaculated Mr.
Queich. “Wha was ihat]?”

* Atchoooooooooonooaoe 1%

Inveluntarily Vernow-Smith iturned
and plucked at the table-cover, forget-
ful, for the moment, of the pleying-cards
and the box of cigarettes. BHut he re
membered them eveén as he recognised
the figure erauching beneath the tsg:]]e.

“Bunter I gasped Mr. CQuelch
“Hoy! What are you doing there?”

* Nothing, sir 1"

“What ¥ thundered the master of the
Femeove. “Come out at once !

“(h, erumbs 1

The Owl of the Remove lahoriously
erawled out from under the table, and,
seeing that the Form master’s eyes were
upon Bunter, Vernon-Smith quickly
gathered up the ends of the tablecover
in a bundle,

ITe heaved an inward sigh of relief
as the ecards and cigarettes disappeare
fromn wview, for it had heen evident
him that thus far Mr. Quelel’s eagle
cye hadn't observed them.

But the Remove master had obsorved
the Bounder's action in galhering up the
table-cover, and he eyed the junior in
some surprise az he stood there holding
it before him like a sack.

“Shat are wyou doing, Vernon-
Smith " asked Mr. Queleh, his attention
for tho moment being withdrawn from
Billy Bunter.

“H-holding the table cover, =ie”

“Bo I  perccive,” remarked Al
Quelch dryly. “One might almost
mmagine that vou had something Lo con-
veal from me.” he added.

Vernon-Smith's face never changed ita




EYERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PaicE 7
TWOPENDE,

P

= ———

expreszion, although his brain was busy
trying to invent a satisfactory answer to
thet leading question,

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“Was there anything on that table
cover you wished to conceal from me?”
ha asked grimly.

Vernon-Smith was silent.

“Come! Speak up, my boy.”

The Bounder shrigged his shoulders

and took the I[:lun &.
e said, biting his lip.

" Yos, sir,"
The Remove master's brow greow
cover on the table,

dark.

“Heplace the
Yernon-3mith,” he said gquietly.

The Bounder did so. The cards and
the cigarettes were now cxposed to
view,

Billy Bunter so far forgot hiz own
unénviable position as to fet out an
ejaculation of surprise as these astenish-
ing things came to light.

“Oh, my hat 1"

But My, Quelch tourned on himn
eharply. _
“Teave Lhis study, Bunter!" Le saild

rimly. *“And {ake five hundeed lines
or eavesdropping.”

“0Oh, erumbs ! gasped DBuntee.

But he did not hnger 1in Study No. 4.
The war clowds on almlchy's brow told
him plainly that there was trouble for
S0Meci.

He sacutiled "outside and rolled ofi
down the passage eager to spread the
news of what was happening in the
Bounder's study. When he was gone Mr.
Quelch turned grimly on Vernon-Smith.

“Rindly explain these things, Vernon-
Smath 1"

The- Bounder faced his Form master
resofutely. ;

“There i3 nothing to explain, siv."”

Mr. Queleh's brow grew thunderons.

“How dare you give me that
gnswer 7 he rapped. ™ Those playing-
rards aml cigarcttes belong to you, 1
sppose ¥

“I am responsible for their presenco
here,” saad the Bounder guictiy.

“Don't hand%i words with me, sicl”
stormoed Mr. Queleh.  “Those things
belong either to you or your sludymate,
Redwing—--"'

“Redwing has nothing to do with them,
sir,” broke in the Bounder gquietly. 1
have said I am responsible.”

*Vernon-Smith, vou know playing-
cards are forbidden at Greyiriars? You
are well aware that smoking 15 for-
bidden, and yet I find you with these
things in your possession, What have
you to say in explanation "

Yernon-Smith bit his lip. e had no
suplanation. He ¢:-u1c'|::1"t say that
these things rightly belonged to 2kin-
ner, for that would be sneaking, DBe-
sides, 1t would be wunfair to drag
Skinner's name into the matter, havin
pledged his word to help him. _&.nﬁ
the Bounder was a fellow of his word,
eoet him what it might. He smiled
bitterly, however, as ‘he realised into
what a mess hiz good nature had plunged
him, and at the same time consured him-
self for not having destroved those in-
criminating proofs of Bkinnmer's sporty
ways axrlier,

“I am wailing for an answor, boy,”
said the Homove master sternly.

*1 have no explanation to offer sir,”
sapd the Founder, “bheyvond the fact that
I bave no use for these things; that ¥
~um not in the habit of wzing them.™

Mr. Queleh pursed his hips.

“Io wyou expect me fo bLelicve thab
story, Wernon-Smith?”" he aslked coldly.

The Jioualer's face grew  move
obhstinale 1 1ts expression,

E You may pleaze yvourself about that,
gir,” he answored coollv.

He fBnished his remark with an ex-
pressive gesture, and his coolness, his
impertinence, a:z Mr. Quelch considered
it, made the Remove master clench his
hands. He would have dearly liked to
box the jumior's ears at that moment.

“You are not telling me the truth,
bov ! snapped Mr. Quelch at last. X
vou are not in the habit of smoking and

]a:,'in,F cards why mre these things
ﬁem?"

“T was about to destrov them,"” an-
swered the Bounder, with a faint grin.

“1 do not believe vou.™

“With all dee respect, sir,” said the
Bounder coolly, 1 must express my sur-
prise at the swilt way in which you
change yonr mind, A fow moments ago
vou were good enough to tell me that
vou considered me a truthful fellow.
Now vou sav I am untrathfu]—"

“You are impertinent, Vernon-
Smith 1™

Apain the Dounder shrvgged his
shoulders,
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“1 am sorry if wyou fhink so. M.
Qut-.!ph," he saidd. " Buat, really, I have
nothing to gain by, being untruthiul,
You have found these cigarettes and
playing-cards here; I have admitted my
responsibility. 1 am not tryving to evade
my punishiment,” he added, with a sneer.

“Yery well, Vernon-Smith.” said the
Remove master grimlyv. " You will be
punished,. Follow me to my study.”

The master of the Remove gathered up
the cigavettes and plaving-cards and
strode out of the study. with rostling
gown and frowning face. A group of
Bemovites, deawn to the seone by the
wild story Bunter had poured into their
ears, seattered like -.'-}!mﬁ' before the
wind, however, as Me. Quelch swopt ba.
Lut  they retorned as Sudy Neoo 4
opened a second time and Vernon-8mith,
a mocking grin on his face, lounged out,

" Whal's up, Smithy ¥ asked Ogilvy.

The Bownder stopped.

“L'm going to be cancd for being a
good bov.” he replied.  “Quelehy thinks
it will de me good, vou know.”

e passod on down the passage at an
eazy pacs,  Suddenly he folt a touch on

Iis arm. It was Harold Skinner. The
cad of the Remove was feeling very un-
casy. He had heard - the story of
“Quelchy’s find ™ from Billy Bunter,
and he knew that the cigarettes and the
Fiﬂ ing-cards were these the Dounder
rad toaken from bin earlier in the after-
Noon.

“1 say, Bmithy "

The Bounder :‘-l‘ﬂﬁ)‘pﬁ-d.

“You didn't tell Quelch——"" bLegan
Skinner anxiously,

“I did not,” snapped the Bounder.

He was not in the mood then to talk
to Harold Skinner. and the cad of the
Femove, fecling mueh more relieved in
his mind, faded away inte the crowd
of Removites.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Glimpse of the “ 0ld '’ Bounder !

ERNON-BMITH tapped at the
door of Mr. Queleh's study, and,
without 'wai.l'ing for an BISWET,
lounged in. The master of the

Bemove was waiting for him, cane in
].!“"d..

“I will not attempt to point out to
vou the error of vour ways by talkiog to
vou,. Vernon-Smith—"

“Thank wvou. sir!" grinned the
Bounder. *1 believe I remarked before

how swiftly you change vour mind.”

Mr. Queleh's brow grew dark. Really
thi=z junior was incorngible,
““Hold out your hanﬁ, boy 1M

Swiah !

“Now the otler!”

Swish !

Not a sound escaped the Bounder as
he reterved three cuts on cach hand,
although Mr. Quelch laid them on with
excessive vigour; noi a flicker of the
pain he  felt was registered o the
Bounder’s featurez. If anything, =
seornful grin lurked vound the corners
of hizs mouth. and Mr. Queleh, 1rritated
beyond mensure by the junior's indiffer-
ciee, wished at that moment that he
could have administered another *six.”
~ He laid down the cane at last, breath-
ing n trifle hard,

Vernon-Smith ¢yed him coolly,

“Mav I go now. sir?" he asked.

My, Queleh breathed hard throvgh his
nase.

“YTou may rnot!" he rephied, “Since
my Faith in vour reform, Vernon-Smith,
seoms to be misplaced, I -nust take ste
to prevent yvou breaking the roles of the
school, ¥You are, until further ordoers,
forhidden 1o leave the school precinets.”

The Bounder's eyes blazed, Gated till
further ovders | Not allowed to leave the
school grounds! And all for mothing!
It did not take him long to zec that Mr,
Queleh now suspected hin te be the
junior whom he had seen coming Trom
the Cross Kevs. The masicr of the
Femove hadn't said 20 in as many words,
Lut Iis action in detaining the junior
was clear enough to the shrewd-headed

tounder.

He was under suspicion,

At the thought, all the old, reckless,
rebellious nature rose to the =orface.
iz reform was vegarded as a slhuan, It
had been hard enongh to live down the
ald life, the Fonnder reflected Intrerly.
Many another fellow would buve caved
in and threwn vp the sponge. Bot Le
linsd stuck to hix guns; he lLad laced
the sneers of his oll shady assocales;
lie bad reinstaced himself in the good
opinions of the fellows who connted in
tlee Iomnove,  He had won hiz war to the
trool on the plaving-lields, nwtead of
slucking and sinoking, ss hie hud done n
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the old days. And all thisy counted for
nought. A

Under suzpicion ! .

Heo was the old Bounder again at that
moment. The eneer on his face, the hard
light in his eyes, recalled to Mr. Quelch
the junior who had been the worry of his
life in the old days. Hot, angry words
trembled on the Bounder’s lips, and they
tumbled out in a biting torrent.

“You have no right to gate me!” he
exclaimed passionately, “It's unfairl
You infer that I was the boy jou saw
eoming from the Cross Keys!”

Mr, Quelch’s fare hardened.

“To be perfectly frank, Vernon-Bmith,
Ido. I hope I sin not dommg you an
injustice ™ .

*Injustics !” exclaimed Vernon-Smith,
with & snecr. “ Yoo don’t know the
meaning of the term ! .

“lov, how dare you speak to me like
that i thundered the master of the Ee-
move, and, involuntarily, his hand
strayed towards the cana again.

Tf]ﬁ Bounder's lip curled, 2

“But for the fact that yon have just
received a caning,” said Mr. Queleh
grindy, “T would impress upon you the
necossily of speaking with respect to your
Form master !

*I don't carve ihat much for your
eane,” replied the Bounder, snapping his
fingers, “You can cane mo for saying
what 1 think, but vou can't stop me
thinking it 1" ‘

“Really, von are impossiblel”
exclaimed the maester of the Remaove
angrily, I shall seriously consider
making & repovt of your conduct to Dr.
Locke." .

“Report, then!” ex claimed the
‘E-:auuﬁ defiantly, “1 chall get justice
from him " :

“Kindly leave this study, Vernon-
Bmith!” Mr. Quelch's voice was harsh.

At that moment the Rewmove master
didn't trust himself; and the Bounder
knew how near he was fo receiving the
caning of his life. But the prospect did
not frighten him, In fact, it pleased him
to think that afterwards he would be able
to enjoy the remorse Mr. Quelch would
feel when, in a calm moment, he reflected
that he head esceeded his powers of
gdministering corporal punishment,

Perhaps the Hemove master read some-
thing of the thoughts that chaszed ihewr
way through the Ilounder's brain. He
pointed Lo the door,

al ﬂ‘} E” i

The Bounder lingered, zun irrvitebing
challenge smiling in his hard features,

“1 will go,” he gaid. “"But I do not
consider myself wwler detention! You
have no right——"

“Go!”  Mr. Quelch thundered the
command, All his compelling characler
seemed to he conveyed in that word, and
the Bounder felt an uneasy thrill run
down his spane. It was not safe fo play
with Mr, &Tcﬁ any longor,

With & shrug of the shoulders the
Removite turned om  his heel, and
lounged out of the study, shuiting the
door with a slam that awakened the
echoss in the corridor, that made Mr.
Queleh bite his lip in justifiable anger,

Vernon-S8mith would answer for his
insolence at a future date. and Mr.
Quelch, good-hearted man as he was as &
rule, rebelled at the anthority which for-
bade him to administer more than six
strokes of the came to a recaleitrant
unior. Hiz obvious course wns to report

ernon-Bmith to the Head, which would
mean 8 Aogging and perhaps expulsion
for the rebellions junior,

_But, even in his anger Mr. Queleh was
kind-hearted and considersie encugh to
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refrain from adopting that drastic
measure,  Besides, Dr. Locke was in
none too good a ztate of health just then.
He would deal with Vernon-Smith him-
salf ; he would break down that obstinate,
rebellions nature—strip it of its vice, and
rebuild it, Little did he think just then
that he was responsible for resurrecting
the old “ Bounder *—that it was his in-
justice which had brought cut the worst
side of Vernon-Smith’s character.

Mr. Quelch sighed as he sorted some
papers on his desk, for he was & man of
peace, and he knew that en unpleasant
task lay fore him. Vemon-Bmith
would have to be wateched. He must be
made to understand that a master's word
was law, that a master must be treated
with respect.

‘And Mr, Quelch sighed again as he
realised that what appeared to be guite
easy of accomplishinent in theory, would
doubtless turn out to be quite & different
matter when applied in a practical
meq.:i.]am to & character like Vernon-

1th,
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Redwing !

i E, he, he ™
H That fat cacchination pro-
ceaded from Dilly Bunter as

Vernon-Smith came out of Mr.
Quelch's stedy. Apparently the Owl of
the Remove saw something to cackle at
in the Bounder's strained features,

But Vernon-Smith was in no mood just
then to put up with Billy Bunter. 'The
Owl of the Remove's chortling died a
sudden death as the Bounder knocked hus
head ageinst the wall,

“Yaroccop! Owl! VYou rotter!”
roared Bunter. *“I hope Quelchy laid it
on hard! Groooough |”

The Bounder swung  along down the
passage the object of sympathy amongst
the crowd of Removites, whao had hesrd
the dreaded swishing of those six sirokes
from Quelchy,

But Vernon-Smith heeded unot his
Formn-fellows. Iis brow was black and
moody as he entered SBtudy No. 4 and
slammed the door.

Tom Hedwing looked up with a slave,
The scholarship junior had just roturned
from his visit to Hawkseliff, and was
buzy laying the table in preparation for
fea. He had heard nothing of Smithy's
trouble, but he saw at a glance fram the
Bovnder’s face that he hkad been

“through it." )
“What's the trouble. Smiithy®” he
Ha

inquirad,

The Dounder did net answer.
sank into the armchair, and tried to
assuage the pain in his hands by squeez-
ing them under hiz armapits,

Tom Redwing's face was a picture of
CONCAT .

“You've been licked * he said.

Vernon-Smith nodded sullenly, He
was not in the wmood for conversation just
then, and Tom Redwing was oguick to
realisa ik,  He busied himself with
making tea, choosing to leave Smithy to
make an explanation when it suited him.

“Tea's ready,” he announced at last,
cheerfully,

“Hang tea !" snapped the Bounder.

“You'll feel much better when you've
got some grub inside you,” went on Red-
wing. “ MNothing like a good tuck-in to
make you forget o licking, you know,
Besides, I've brought back a cake from
home,™

But even that prospect did not entice
the Bounder away from hizs moody
silence, e just sat in the armchair
seowling 5 fighting & battle with limself.

His study-mate watched the changing
expressions in Emithy's face, and begau
to feal alarmed. He was reminded at
once of the old DBounder—the fellow
whom he had known when he had Brsj
come to Greyvfriars, .

The cheery face of Tom Redwing be-
came almost as clouded as the Bounder's
Having tes in that strained atmosphere
was something of an ordeal. Redwin
realised that Smithy would be better left
alone.

He crossed the study and slipped out,
but Vernon-Smith hardly saw him go.

“It's unfair I” he muttered. “1 won't
stand it. If I'm under suspicion, Il
give Quelchy some ecauze to justify it
Lhis :Hﬂﬂd little Georgie stuff doesn’t
pay'l’

He remembered his promise Lo
Skinner, and a cynieal grin flickered
across his face as he thought of what it
had cost himn. The grin deepencd as he
recalled his words to Skinner, asking him
to “chuck up * his sporty ways,

“Not worth the eandle ! he muttered,
staring out of ths window. * Skinner's
right I

But the Bounder knew in hiz heart of
hearts that gembling, smoking, and
generally playing the blackpuard were
wrong, argue as he would. He knew,
ton, that his old pursuits had lost their
charm; that if he went back to them
now hiz heart would not be in them.
And yet his obstinacy ruled his bettor
judgment. Ile was rankling under a
sense of injustica at that moment, He
wopuld give Quelchy something to suspect
him for!

It waes wrong, very wrong, and no one
conld know that better than Vernon-
Sinith himself, And vet thet headstrong
side of his character came uppermost,
casting reason and logic to the winds.

He squared his shoulders, and picked
up hiz cap. Quelchy had said that Ee Wis
not to go beyond the precinets of the

school, Well, Quelchy would see how
much  Vernon-Smith cared for his
commands. _

It was direct defiance of his Form
mwaster's  wishes, and the Bounder

revelled in it Qf the confequences he
carod not a jobt. At the worst, Mr.
Guelch could only rveport him to the
Head. That would mean a fogging.
But the Bounder had “ stood ¥ mere than
one flopging in his career without a
whimper, He could stand angther,

He donned his cap and Waﬂﬁzd out of
t:Je study, heading for the 8chool House
stepa.

Tom Redwing, from the window.zeat,
watched him go.  He was tempted to go
after Smithy and offer his company, but
he realised that Smithy in hiz present
mood was a very difficult fellow to
handle. And, with & sigh, Tom-Red-
wing refurned his atlention to his book.

Meanwhile, the Bounder walked down
to the gates.

Gosling eved “him with disfavour.

"Which I'va received hinstructions
fromy Mr. Queleh that you're not to
leave the scheol precinks until further
horders ™™ he exelaimed. “Just yon
keep clear of them gates, Master
Smith,”

“Go and eat coke!”

Gosling thrust his ample figure in {ront
of the Removite threateningly.

“Now horf you go!” he eommanded
lirumxmusly. “Wot T says is——

ooooooop 1

GGosling had no intention of saying
that, but Vernon-Smith suddenl
lewered his head and butted the school-
porter in the region of his ample waist-

coat.
Thudl
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Gosling sat down with a bump that
shook every bone in his body.

“Grooooouzh! Which I'll report yer!
Wow !

“ Report and be blowed!” returned
Vernon-Smith, and he caimly walked
gut of the gates as if it were a most
ordinary thing to disobey a master's
gxpress commands and assault those to
whora it was & duty to see them obeyed.

Gosling serambled to his feet, his face
purple with wrath.. He shook his fist

after the retreating fgure of the
Bounder.
“The young imp!* he roared.

::Af;snu'lt and battery! Which I'll report
tnt o

And, snoriing in righteous wrath and
indignation, ihe old porter took his way
up to the School House to make his
report.

Tom Redwing closed his book as Gos-
ling passed lam, and strolled back to
Study No, 4, In the Remova passage
he came upon a group of Removites who
wore talking, snd Billy Bunter's veice
was loudest amonget them.

“I heard Quelchy telling Loder that
he was to see that Smithy didn’t go out
of gates,” said Billy Bunter, with a fat
g{r::n. “EBmithy’s fairly in Quelchy's bad

ks, you know. He, he, he!"

Tom Redwing started. I that were
true, 8mithy must be stopped from run.
ning counter to the wishes of his Form
master. The scholership junior remem-

bered with a pang of snxiety that he
hed seen the Bounder go out with his
cap on. That signified %is intention of

going out of gates.

“1s that true, Bunter?” .

The Owl of the Remove grinned. at
Redwing.

“Of course it's true. Your giddy pal
bas been shown up. I koew his reform
was & sham, you know. He, he, hal”

“What do you mean?” asked Red-
wing angrily.

“Don’t you know that Quelchy caught
Bmithy with some cigarettés and card
in his study this afterncon?” said
Bolsover major. '

‘Tom Redwing was amezed.

“But Smithy chucked up that ailly rot
months ago,” he said. “He doesn’t
keep smokes end cards in  his study
now.”

Bolsover hiz
shoulders, ]

“Well, Bunter says that Quelchy
eaught him with some this afterncon,
snd we all know Emithﬁ got & record
ligking ‘becauge we heard it in the pas-
1ge.

major  shrugged

Tom Redwing's face was a study. No
wonder Smithy was moody, for has
studr-mate knew for a positive fact that
the nder had gemiinaly thrown over
his interest in smokes &nd gambiing.
Bot how ecame the cigarettes and the
playing-cards in Study No. 47

This was a poser for Tom Redwing,

One thing he was certain of, how-
sver, and that was Smithy's mnocence
in the affair, for Tom Redwing knew his
study-mate better than anvene in Grey-
frinra.

With an ejaculation of dizmay, Tom
RBedwing moved away from the Re-
movites and ran for the Bchool IMouse
stape,  Ile must stop Vernon-Smith
from making a fool of Erirnsolf- But his
heart was heavy as he =cudded out into
the quad, for he knew of what the
Bounder was capable when he was in a
black mood. The good work of months
would be wndone iy an hour.  Awd §t
came home to Tom Redwiong with alarm-
ing force that he had seen Goshing
making hiz way up the passape o Mre,
Quelch’s study,  He knew what that

=" e, | e WS

“ You have no right to gate me ! ’* exclaimed the Bounder passlonately. ** If’s
unfair ! ** Mr, Quelch’s face hardened. *° 1 hope I am notf dolng you an injustice,

“ Infustice | ** sald Vernon-Smith, with a sneer.
know the meaning of the term 1** (See Chapler 4.)

my hoy—"

“ You dom't

meant. Smithy had deliberately dis-
obeyed his Form master’s orders; he
gone out of gates!

“The silly chump!™ muttered Tom
Redwing as he ran out into the road
bordering the school wall, “There's no
knowing what he'll do!”

And Tom Redwing was right, for af
that moment Ierbert VYerpon-Smith
was entering the side entrance of the
Crase Kevs,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

{ LOW me tight! If it ain't
Aaster Voernon-Smith !

Mr. Banks, the bookmaker.
card-sharper, anel  general
hanger-on at the Cross Kegs, uttered
that cjazculation  with  considerable
ent husiaszm,

* Blow me fight?” he reiterated.

Mr. DBanks' amazement was under-
siandable, as he hado’i seen Fernon-
Smith for months, The hookmaker hadd
been  deeply grieved 1o part with

Vernon-Smitth, for he reckoned him oo
pigeon wvorth  plucking. Trae.  the
Bouhder wits just &z astute as Banks in

the hitle matter of card-sharping,
aithough the bookmaker wouldn't have
acknowledged that for a moment. In

the old deys the Dounder's custom had
meant & considerable addition to Banks'
income, for Smithy usually brought a
few pals with him whom Mr. Banks
and his estimable cronies delighted to
“skin.”

Those had been very flourishing daya
for Mr, Banks., and he often =ighed and
longod for theit veturn,

“Blow me tight "

The Bonnder grinned. and
about the dingy bithard-coom.

“You seem pleased to see me, Banls”
he remarked.

“Which I am.” relorted Danks, 1
was only saving to Cobb o few minules
hack "ow we had some fine times in the
davs whetn voung Master Bmih esed
to vistp ns, Jhdn't I CoblL*”

“Phat vou did,”” averred MMr. Cobly,
who was the proprictor of the Cross
Foews, Mt ain't you rowning a big
risk coming ‘ere in the doyiime, =2ied™
e added.

“Risk ™ The Domnder's Hip enrled,
“T pever worried about vishs fo the old
cave —why shonhd 1 now "

Tar Mot Lewer.- Moo 972
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Mr. Banks let out a guffaw of appre-
glation, .

“That's the talk. Just like the old
deys—ain't it, Cobh ™ ;

Just 1" assented Mr. Cobb, wilth a

sidelong wink st his rascally associate.

“Do vou feel like a game of snooker,
Master Smith ¥

The Bounder nodded.

“Yes,” he angwered—and a picture of
Skinner's miserable countenance camo
up before hig vision—"1I feel like & little

gamble.™

My eye!” oxelaimed Mr, Banks
warmfy. “It decs me heart good to
hear you talk like that. What shall it
be?! A shilling a poant?” .

“Make it two bob a point,” said the
Bounder carclessly.

He was a good snooker-player, and he
knew he was quite capablé of bealing
the rascally bookmaker and Mr. Cobb,
for the Bounder indulged in-snooker at
home, and he had “come on* wonder:
fully since the days when he had played
against the precious pair,

Banks and Cobb, naturally, wera not
aware of that little circumstance, and
they exchanged knowing winks as they
anticipated the “haul ¥ they would pluck
from this innocent pigeon. -

“We're your men, Master Smuth,”
said Banks. ‘"Two shillings a point it
fal Wot sbout a drink befdre you
start ¥

Vernon-8mith hesitated.

In the old days he would have replied
in the affirmative without a second’s
delay ; but something stirred within him
at that moment; and, despite his avowal
to give Mr. Quelch just cause to be sus-
picious of his reform, his reckless plunge
mto his old habits stopped short at
drinking alcoholic liguor.

‘““No, not just now,” he answered.

“Just as you like, of course,” smiled
Mr. Banks., “But vou'll have =a
sraoke §7

Vernon-Smith nodded.

He lit a cigarette the boolunaker gave
him, Iis better zelf told him that he
was plaving the fool, But he smoked
it, sll the same,

a

The game started,
Mr, Banks' easy confidence began to
wegne a3 he saw how Vernon-8mith

handled tha cue, and Cobb grew quite
uneasy. Two shillings a point af
snoocker was high play, and the rascally
lu,ir were there to make money, not to
osa ift. DBut the Greyiriars junlor
roved their match, He “snookered

anks, wha followed him in the play,
time and time agaiv, aod the Bounder's
geore mounted considerahbly.

Banks and Cobb were frowning befare
the game had heen in progress a guarter
of an hour. Vernon-Smith was already
twonty points ahead of Mr, Banks' scorve,
which was six, whilst Mr. Cobb’s score
remained at the low total of three. And
that meant Banks had lost, ap dll now,
the equivalent of forty shillings, whilst
Cobb  saw himself owing forty-six
shillings.

And this was the schoolboy innocent
they had set out io *skin.”

“I'm having all the luek,” said the
Bounder, with & laugh, as he again
“gnookercd ' Banks, making 1t im-
noszible for him teo play directly on to o
red ball, because 2 **colour ™ ball barrved
liis way.

“That vou are ! growled Mr. Banksz
“&till, your win fo-day, they say, and
my win to-morrow.”

MO0 course ! aprecd Vernon-Smith.
“Luck like this couldn't held out for
long.™

But he knew that to-day, to-morrow,
or any day he would always be & match

Ter Msiegser LiBRARY.—No, 972.

for either of this preclous pair, so far
ag snooker was concorned, _

And there was Bkinner's 1.O.U. The
Bounder had set out o redeem it. He
wits killing two birds with one stone.
Mr, Quelch would have cause to
“watch " him, to detain him, and his
promise to Skinner would he fulfilled,

The reckless junior never gave a
thought to the consequences of hia
action in thus visiting a place sirictly
out of bounds.

He was the old Bounder—headstrong
and devil-may-care. '

But there was one whé cared, who at
that momont was zeized with anxiety on
Lis chum’s behalf. And that was ’}'ﬂ
Redwing.

The scholarship junmior had raced oub
of the gates intent on stopping his chum
from running his head into & brick wall.
He-felt instinetively that Smithy would
raake his way towards the Cross Keys,
and . the thought sickened him, although
it spurred hun on.

The Bounder must be stopped from
making & fool of himsclf—must be
stop¥ed &t all coats. Looking back, Tom
Redwing had nearly cried out in his
alarm at seeing Garald Loder leave the
ates of the school, It was evident that

r. Quelch had detsiled him to bring
the recalcibrant junior back, end it was
guita likely that the unpopular prefect
would make that an excuse for visit-
ing the Crozz Keys himself—a shady
pastimo of Loder’s unbeknown to thosa
in authority at Grayfriars. And what
if ha found Smithy tﬁare?

Tom Redwing raced on, finding him-
self drawn like oo irresistible magnet to
the Cross Keys. ,That his chum would

enter by the side gale, he was certain—.

certain, that was, if Pmithy had any in-
tention of visiting the place at ail.

He reached the little stile that gave
entrance to the footpath running along-
side the inn and paused, panting for
breath. Ilis eyes looked about him for

SIS,

%n the thin layer of mud before the
stile he saw & footprint—a footprint he
knew well, That it was his chum’s he
hadn’t the slightest doubt, for the print
showed the owner to be wearing
certein rubbers on his shoes.

And the Bounder wore such rubbers!

“The =illy ass!”™ panted Tom Red-
wing, “Ob, the awful idiot! He'll get
cavghf if T don’t warsr him !

To think was to act with Tom Red-
wing. for he was bound by strong ties
of affection to his studymate, difficrent
ag they were in charactor and social
standing. )

With =& hurried glance over his
shoulder, Tom Redwing saw that the
coast was clear. Next minute he had
vaulted over the stile and was racing
for the side entrance of the Cross Keys.
He found his way in, although he had
nover visited the place before, and the
first room that met his gaze was the
billiards-room.

“Bmithy M

The Bounder started vielenily as that
anguished voice burst upon his heaving,
and Banks and Cobb looked at the new-
comer suspiciously. They were not in
o good tomper, having lost between
them tha net sum of eight pounds ten
shillings,

“Smithy [

Redwing's voice was almnst tearful.

The Bounder's face hardened.

“Why bave vou followed me bhere?™
he asked harshiy.

“(r, don't be a fool, SBoathy!™
Meaded Redwing. “uelehy's  sant
Todder to bring you back, 1've heard
all about it. I know vouw've becn con-
fined ta the school bounds. You must

—

gel away from here guickly., ¥ Loder
found vou herg——*"

He didn't finish., There was nd neod
fo. Vernon-Smith knew what it would
meazn if the unpopulér preféct found him
af the Cross Keys.

The hardness died out of his face, and
& gratelul expression took ifs place,

“But vou'll be caught if vou stay
here, Tom,™ he said.

M Never mind sbout mie,” said Red-
wing.

And for thoe first time he realised his
OWn position and what it would mesn
if he were dizcovered there.

The Bounder picked up his cap and
tossed a half-smoked cigareite into the
grata.

In bhis pocket reposed a sufficient sum
of monecy to piy Skinner's debt. The
aotual seltlement he would leave for
BEkinner to handlo himself.

“Hee vou to-night,” he multered to
Banks and Cobb as he made for the
doarway,

Banks and Cobb brightened consider-
ablyv., They saw- a chance of regrining
their losses.

“Very good, Master 8mith,” grinned
Banks. *“ Perhaps you'll bring your pal
herg with yout”

“1 wouldn’t be found dead in this
rotten hole, oy with you, either!" ex-
claimed Redwing fiercely. “ You ought
in be ashamed of yourselves, gambling

“Haw, haw! Listen to 'im!"
chinckled Banks. *We've heard that
hefore, haven't we, Cobb "

“We "ave,” agreed the proprietor of
the Cross Koye. ]

"Come on!” gazped Tom Redwing,
fearful of the delay. " Loder may get
hore at any moment.”

The Bounder nodded. As he passed
Banks he whispered something In the
bookmaker's ears, and Redwing heard
Skinner's name mentioned.

Next migute the two juniors were
racing along the f[ootpath to the stile,
They hrad barely cleared it and taken
cover in the trees a few E'arda away when
they heard the tread of feet.

" “Loder!"” whispered Redwing, peer-
ing out from cover.

The Sixth Form prefect swung pest
thewr. The juniors waited wuntil his
footsteps died away., Then they burst
from cover and walked back to Grey-
friavs along the towpath.

On the way Redwing plesded with his
studyinato.

“Tr's no good vour talking morals to
me,” said the Bounder. “It was jolly
sporting of you to come and give me
l,gg tip just now. But for heaven's sake

pra

with a schoolboy ™

don’t preach ]

“But you're heading for expulsion
if you go on like this,” said Redwing.
“Aund all over a misunderstanding.”

“71 don't care,’” Tetorted the Bounder.
“Quelehy thinks I'm a blackguard, so
1 might just as well be one.” i

“That's not right, and you know it,"
said Redwing sharply.

The Dounder erimsoned. ]

“ Look here, Redwing,” he said. "I'm
& had lot, end my society is contaminat
ing. T don't want you to be mized up
in iy affairs,. You just steer clear of me
and nymd your own business.”

Tom Kedwing coloured.

e did not know what it had cost the
wrong-headed Pounder to make that re-
mark, IIo did not know that Vernon-
Smith was (hinking 513'111'_‘,-" of him in thus
wisling o sever what had been perhaps
one of the mest notable and loyal friend-
shipa in Lhe scheol,

Redwing  looked the Bounder
squarely.

“Tlo vou mean that you don't want to

at
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be fricads wilth me®” he asked, and his
tone would have roltened Vernon-Smith
at any other Eime.

“1 dou’t wanl 1o be friends with any-
one,” znapped the Bounder. “And I
don’t want von nosing inte my affairs, or
spying on me."’

“Bpying on you?" exclaimed Red-
wing, with some heat.

The Bounder nodded.

“¥You might have landed me in the
soup uliogether, coming to the Cross
Kevs like you did. Do vyou think I
didn't know of a getaway if any blessed
master  or  prefeet eame  prowling
round "

Bedwing was stung to the quick. This
was indeed the old Bounder.

“If that's what you think,” he said
guietly, “I'm sorry I came. But yon
needny’'t worry, If you are determined
fo play the silly goat now that vou have
started again you can get on with it
without my ecompany. I—I szhan't
trouble vou more than I ean help. And
—and I'll change out of the study as
soon as it is eonvenient.”

With that Redwing turned away. His
heart was heavy. e could not remain
friends with a fellow who persisted in
playing the blackguard—with a fellow

PRICE
TWOPENCE.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Downhill Path !

14 HICH you've to report lo
Mister CQuelch the moment
you pob in!”

Gosling, ihe porter, mado
that remark as the Beunder sauntered
in at the gates of Greyfriars half an
hour later. _

“And I 'ope: as "ow he gives it to you
‘ot ! added the incensed porter, :

The Bounder merely shrugged his
shoulders. e expected another caning,
and was prepared to face the music.
Nothing muclr counted now that he was
disbelieved ; now that Mr., Quelch saw
fit t¢ keep him under detention, for
something he hedn't done.

He wpﬁced up the Schosl House siops.
A crowd of Removites had congregated
there. MNews of the Bounder's escapade
had spread throughout the Lower
School, and some were anxious bo see
how he wonld take his “medicine.” But
there was no sign of concern on Vernon-
Smith’s face a: he shouldered his way
through the junicrs.

Harry Wharten, the captain of the
Remove, tapped him on the arm. ’

“T'm sorry to hear vou're'in Quelchy's
bad books,” he said.

it — —d e

could only mean one of fwo things—
that cither Tom Redwing made wse of
themn, or else the Tounder.  And Red-
wing was as straight as n die-everyone
m the Hemove konew that.

1f any of the Co, had chaneed to look
at Iarald Skinner at that memoent they
would doubtless have seen the answer
to the puzele.  The cad of the Reomove's
face waz white, 1le was in mortal fear
lest Vernon-Snmuth should *split ™ on
b,

But he conld have saved himself that
anxicty, at any rafe; for the Dounder
was the last person to save his face by
sereening himsolf behind another fellow,

Skinner detached himself from the
crowd and followed Vernon-Soith to his
siudy. The Boundery, b¥ rights, should
have reported to Kr. Quelch at once,
but he appeared to e in no hurry. Tlo
entered Siudy No. 4 and sank down info

tha armchair. Next he stretched his
faet on the mantelpiece.

Skinner lonked into the studvy.

“1 say, Smithy—"

“Come in!" zaid the Bounder. ®I've

got something to sav to you.”
he cad of the Remove shut the door
behind him,
“I've szesm  Banks"
Bounder,

drawled the

IS YOUR NAME HERE?

RESULT OF *“BOUNDARIES®” COMPETITION No. 7.

The First Prize of £2 2s. 0d. for the best * last line ™ sent in has been
awarded to :—J. Ward, 78, Short Street, Heaton Norris, Stockport,

for the following effort:—

A stalwart of Hampshire is Brown,
A batsman of akill and renown.
When the willow he wields
On England's green fields—

““ Flis opponents ‘ ses rad ' not Brown."”

The six prizes of 10s. 6d. each have been awarded a5 follows ' —

|, CHAMBERS, 56, Napier Road, Gilli
GIBSON, 11, Main Street, Caldercrui

Xy

v Airdrie ;

ham, Kent: I. L. ELLIS, Corner Cottage, Bergh-Apton, Norfolk ; Miss D.
ngb . . Henson, 184, Clarence Road,

Derby : F. B. ORCHARD,

Gas Works, Brimszcombe ; T. WILKIN3SON, 65, Woodside Gardens, Tottenham, N. 17,

who didn't want him as & friend. Dut
the parting hurt.

It hurt Vernon-8mith, too. A lump
rose in his throat as he watched Red-
wing move away. The Bounder had

e up his mind te continue on the
lines he had set himself, Obstinacy ruled
hig better judgment. Was it worth
losing the best {friend he had ever had

A sane moment, and reason argued
that it wasn't, The Bounder saw light.
But it came too late. His mouth
framed his chum's name,
moved oubt towards him, but at that
moment Redwing, with drooping head,
diseppeared rouvnd a bend in the tow-
path, The chance had gone with him.

For some seconds YVernon-Bmith stood
staring into the sparkling waters of the
Hark, a wictim of remorzse. Bat the
mood passed, leaving  the old DBounder
master of the situation. He was tread-
ing 8 downhill path, and he knew it
He could have pulled himself up with
gaze, Dut just that wild streak in his
compoaition forbade him=-urged him to
do the thing he knew to be rvavk bad at
the core.

The reformed Boonder had disap-
peared entirely, and in his place stoed
the mocking, cynical vouth who had, in
the old days, occasioned his Form mastar
and hizs Form fellows more trouble and
anxiety than anyone else at Greyiriars.

hiz hands -

“You can keep yvour sorrow for some-
one more deserving of it,” answered the
Bounder,

It was a rebuff that brought the
colour to Wharton's cheeks.

“Tha rotter!" exclaimed Johnny Bull,
“If the old Bounder's come to life 1
bhope Quelchy lays it on hard !

“ Doubtlesa you'll get your wisht”
snecred the Bounder.

“Bhut up, Johnny!" said Wharton.

- Bmithy's not himself,”

“Never known him like that,” re-
marked Bob Cherry.
in the old days.™

“What's all the trouble abouf, any-
way ! asked Nugent,

“The troubleiuiness concerns some
dizpusting cigarettes and playing-cards
the Quelchy bird foundfully found in
the esteewed Bounder's study,™  ex-
plained Hurree Singh.

Harry Wharton lecked tronbled,

“1 thought Bmithy had chocked up
playing the silly ox," he remarked.

“Remember  the leopard  andd
spots,” satd Johnny Bull.

“Oh, that's all rot!"” said Bol Cherry
—uneasily, albeit, *Emithy's as straight
as o die, "

“That's why he keeps cigarettes and
plaving-cards in his study., [ suppose,”
satd Johnoy DBull obstinately.

The 0. were silent. The finding of
those things in the Boundeor’s study

lais

" Fxecept—except.

“You've fixed exclaimed
Skinner «agerly.

The Bounder grinned.

“Yes, in 2 way. He's going to meot
vou et the stile in the wood to-morrow

thingz %"

at three o'vlock,” he =zaid, “ ¥You can
scttle with him then.'

“But what's the good aof thatt"
pasped Skinner wildlv., 1 haven't a

shilling to bless myself with. 1 can’
pay him !

“¥Yes, wou  can!”  chuckled the
Bonnder.

He drew his wallet from his pocket
antl extracted the cight poumds ten

shillings he had won that alternoon.

Skinner eved the money greedily.

“You won't be fool ennough to pamble
with this, T take it? said ¥Vernon-Smith,
handing i.‘Fg]lI. [H’]ll!li’!‘.i. of the money fo
Skinner. “You'll mect Banks to-
worrow and settle.  Understand?™

*You're a brick, Smithy ! exclaimed
Skinner jovousiy, “You don't know
what & weight this s off my mind!
You're & real sport!”

A real ene, 0z veu eav,” smiled the
Boumder. Dot if vou'll (ake my Lip
vou'll chuck up plaving the silly ox. It
docsn't pay.”

Strange advies, coming from a fellow
wha  had  deserted  Bhe  spoeaight  and
marrow palh, Loy it was tvpical of the
Bounder.

Tue Maicxer Linrart.—No 872,
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“Hut—but where did you get this
woney from?™ asked Skinner, recalling
the Bounder's words of & few hours back
that he was ** broke.”

“From Banks and Cobb!" chuckled
Smithy. *They =et out to rook nie, and
—well, you can see how it went.™

Skinner gazed at Vernon-SBmith in
silent admiration.

“"You necdn't consider it & debt,
Skinner,” said the Bounder at length.
“I'll make a present of it to you. The
odd ten shillings I'll send to the Cotiage
Hoazpital."

Bkinner marvelled more.

“Well, yvou are o sport!” he ex-
claimed. “You've certainly saved me
from the sack and—""

“"Likely a3 not ecarned the sack
mysclf,” said the Pounder coolly. 1
suppose you know that Quelchy is down
on me because he found your cigarettes
and cards here?"”

Skinner shifted his feect uncomfortably, -

“I—I'm sorry about that,” he smid,

“Bo was I at first,” chuckled ihe
Bounder. “DBut I've got over it. You
see, Quelchy thinks now that I'm the
fellow he nearly cavght coming away
from the Cross Keys the other night.”

Skinner whistled.

“ %o that's why he's detained yvou®”

“"Exactly!” npodded Vernon-Smith,
with a cynical smile. “Ho you see,
Skimner, the path of virtue is nol all
beer and skitles, T think the crooked
path =uits me better, but it corvirinly
doesn't surb you. Take my tip, old
chap, and pack it up!"

Haraold Ekinner eyed Vernon-Smith in
AUEPrise.

"Well, yvou are 2 corker!"™ he ex-
claimed at . length.  “You tell me to
chuck up playing the =illy ass, and yet
yvou've just started again yourself."

Vornon-Smith nodded.

“It =uits me,”” he said, with a grin.
“1 was eut oot for it. But it’s no good
toe you; you're not eclever enough at the
pame. You haven't enough nerve”

On reflection Skinner admiited that
the Bounder was right.  Certainly he
hadn't enough nerve to keep Mr. Quelch
waiting as Vernon-Bmith  was  now
doing; equally cortainly he hadn't
cnough nerve to defy his Form masier
to the extent of going out of gates
agninst the express commands, and fol-
lowing up that offence by visiting a
place like the Cross Keys in  broad
daylight.

He shivered at the thonght. Some-
thing in 8kinner stirred him to do his
liezt by the Bounder, the fellow who had
helped him out of a scrape at the eox-
pense of getting into ene himself,

“1 =ay, Smithy,” he said at last, I
shouldn't keep Quelchy waiting if 1 were
vou,  Gosling iz bound to report that
you came in [i{mlf an hour ago. Quelchy
will be ratis,”

“Let him!” smiled the Bounder, *If
he wanfs me he can jolly well come for
me ! This = my leizure time, and 1 ecan
do what T hke, 1f Quelehy rees fit to
detain me for nothing, that's s leok-
ont I

They were Lrave words: but cven as
e uttered them Vernon-Bmith knew
them to be wrong. He knew that his
tuty was fo report to hiz Form master.
ITe realizod, {oo, that Me. Quelch would
b 1 & roval rage at this fresh flouting
of hiz orders. Lot 3. Queleh be o oa
rayal rage. Ti he wanved Verpnon-Smith,
bet him come to the study for him,

skinner felt nneasy., e cxpected My
Juelch to come rostling along the pass
rage at any moment. And Skinner
didn't want o he within reach of his
Form master’s anger when he «did come,
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“T—T think T'Il be going,” he said
lamely. " You are a real brick to help
me out over this, Smithy ! he added,
in a burst of good feeling. “'I'Hl not
forget it I

“Please do.” replied the Bounder
ensily.,

Skinver departed. i

Hardly had the door closed upon him
when there came the tread of feet n
the passage—the well-known tread of
Mr. Quelch, mastor of the Hemove,

The deor was swung open, and Mr.
Quelch, cane in hand, appeared on the
threshold.

His eves were blazing with anger as
he noted the figure in the chair, as he
saw that Vernon-Smith made no attempt
to take his feet from the mantelpiece.

“Roy 1" he thundered.  * Wretched
boy! Stand wp!  How dare you remain
in that lounging attitude when your
Form master is present!”

“1*m sorry vou don't like it!” sneered
Vernon-Smith, moving his_ feet from the
fmanielpiece and taking his time about
rising from the chair, “I feel 2 bit
tived, vou know.™

There wae a titter from several oi the
juniors who were behind Mr, Quelch in
ihe passage. The Liounder in this mood
was entertaining.

Mr. Quelch's lips came together
grunly. )
“Wretehed  boy!®  he  exclaimed

sternly. * You have deliberately flouted
miy authority in going out of gates this
afternoon, MNow you bave the unparalel-
led impudence ta bandy words with me.
'l have you know, air, that my orders
are to be obeyed.” o

“¥ou had no right to km&m me within
gates!” exclaimed Vernon-Smith,

“Enough ! hooted the Form masier.
“Touch your toes!" s

“Oh, anything for hie,™
drawled the Dounder.

Mr, Quelch's face went the colour of
a heetroot, He was awarc that several
Removites had overheard that insolent
remark.

“Touch your toes!™ he thundeved.

Vernon-Smith adopted the required
position.

Swish! Swish! Swish!

Six strokes of the cane descended on
Vernon-Smith’s  trousers with all the
strength of which Mr. Quelch was cap-
able. Dut his vietim never murmured.
The juniors in the passage marvelled at
his plack, for six strokes were egual
to a Ilead's flogging. .

Vernon-Smith  straightened  bimself,
His fece was whiic and drawn, for he
was hurt—more hurk than he had ever
been in his life. But bhis eyes glittered
savagely, It looked as if he contem-
plated snatching the cane out of his
Form master’s hands and giving him 2
faste of his own medioine,
« “1 hope thalb will he a lesson to you,
wreiched boy,” said Mr., Quelch. "My
nrders are that vou remain within school
bounds yvon understand !'* .

“T1 dou't recognise your right te im-
pose  those orders!”  camo  Vernon-
Bmith's heated reply.

“Yeory welll” said the Remove master
grimly, “T shall take steps to see them
enforeed.  Were it not the fact that the
Head iz in bad health just now, T would
ask hiim to deal with you., And yea
know what thal would mean, Vernon-
Smith #

“1 don't care!™

“¥ou will be made to care, Vernan-
Smith, You will follow me to the
puni=hment-room. ™

“1 won't!” Verpon-Bmith'a apswop
sent & thrill through the listening
juniora in the passage.

“Wh-a-at ¥ thundered Mr, Quelch.

a quiek

-r:I W{}HIL!”
defantly.

That was too much for Mr. Quelch.
To be defied by & junior who had just
received a thrashing called for drastic
action. And the master of the Hemove
angered beyond measure, reached ous
and caught the Bounder by the collar,

Swish! Bwish!

The cane descended on Vernon-8mith's
shoulders with stinging force.  Next
moment the obstinate DBounder found
himself being propelled through the
door of his study, and along the passage.

The juniors parted & way for Mr,
Queleh and his charge.

Swish !

The Bounder tried to resist, but all
he got for his pains waa another sting-
ing lash from the ecane., With My,
Quelch's grip on his collar he was thrust
?Iﬂng the Bemove like a Seccond Form
ag.

Htill with one hand on Vernon-Smith's
collar, Mr. Quelch unlocked the door of
the punishment.room,

A second or so later the door elosed;
hut on the inside of it leaned Vernon-
Bmith, hiz body aching wiitl the severe
cagtigation he had undevgone; hiz re.
bellious spirit still unquenched.

He heard the key turn in the lock.

Y"¥ou tyrant!” he exclaimed, whits
with rage.

But Mr. Queleh had had enough of
talking to his wnruly charge. He con-
sidered that & night in the punishment-
room would cure Vernon-Bmith of his
obstinacy. But in that, as he usnally was
when dealing with Vernon-Smith, Mr.
Queleh was wrong.

The Bounder heard the Form master's
feet retreat along the passage, He heard
the door at the end of the landing heing
closed. Then silence.

Ile looked about him. The punish.
menf-room was nothing more or less
than an attic. The sele appointmenrs
ware & bed, & table and & chair. Across
the dormer window were threo trans-
versa bars, which wera intended to pre-
vent any reckless prisoner from attemipt-
g to climh ont of the windew and
down the ivy-clad wall.

The Bounder remembered how, on a
foriner occasion, Billy DBunter had in-
habited the punishment-room, and how
he had succeeded in turning the tables
on Mr. Queleh by locking him n.
Dearly would the Bounder have Liked
to turn the tables an Mr. Quelch, but
that was out of the question; M
Quelch was a wily bird and not likely
te he caught in the same snare twice,

The Bounder strode across to the win-
dow and throst his head between the
barzs. It was a good drop to the gusd
below and he smiled grimly as ha
measured the distance below with his
eye.

His ene thought was to get out of
his prisan. What he wonld do when he
had done that he didn't Enow, Tt was
getting near bed 1ime. Already the
school was wrapped in the evening
shadows and from the little window the
Bounder could see the sunset.

But try as he might, Vernon-Smith
couild make no impression on those solid
iron bars: they were firmly embedded in
the mortar on cither side of the window.

He gave up the attempt st last, and
panting, sank upon the bad. With the
solitude a certain amount of commeon
sense retnrned to him,

He asked himself what did he ]'Iﬁgll]
to gain by trying the patience of his
Form master at every furn. Tt‘ wan
folly. Tene, hiz Formm masier helieved
{that he had forsaken ihe siraight and
narrow path; that he smoked and

(Cronfinned on page 17.)

repeated Vernon-Smith
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all Supplement

No frouble or erpense has boen sparad
fo male this supplement interesting and
informative. In it a!l phases of [Jootball
1oill be digcussed by writers chosen from
=2 ithe forcmost foolball authorities in fthe

land. Readers may. thercfore, rely upom
the faetfs, figures, etle., menlioned from
weel: Lo weele in this supplement as Deing
authentic. HARRY WHARTON, Edifor.
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This Weeks BidGames!

IH every woek's programme of big matches there is plonty

- of faacination ; gamea which for one reason or another
make a apecial ap?eal. The games conjure up memorics,
too, and in this festurs I am going to tell you weok by

-week, gome of the intereating thinga about the matches of the
weok-end. Ae the players ha®e now got through the firab
month, and may be said to have settled down more or less,
it shounld be easier for supporters to make up their minds ao to
the likely result, i _ )

One 4;-{ the most interesting First Division games on the list
for next Baturday in., the Firat Division iz West Bromwich
Albion v, West Ham Unjted—the two ** Westa ™ in the section,
Et.ra.nﬁly, {for many vears past the Albion have been at their
very .best against! clubs from London, and last season they
fairly rub it into West Ham in the corresponding match by
eeven . gogls 'to one. Stanley Davies got three,goals, and the
Hammers have & lot to wipe off the slate. Whether they will do
it this week-end is another propdsition.

A WORLD OF DIFFERENCEI

"The match above all others which I should like to see is the
meeting between Manchester United and Aston Villa, Thia
looks like a réal ¢lassic encounter, and it can be taken for granted
that Frank Barson, the Manchestar United skipper, will be
18lly keen to see his aide thizglgh to victory, At one time
was & Villa player. Indeed, in the first normal season

after the War, Barson may be said to have done more than an

ather player to save the Villa from descending to the, Sec

Divigion. Midway through that season the Villa wers in queer
stréet. Then they got Barson from Barnsley, and he im-
mediately made such a world of difference to the side that they

to rise in the League table, and in that season the Villa-

began
also won the Cup,.

ToMMY FILLS THE QAP
If Tommy: Clay is in the Tottenham Hotspur team he will
certainly conjure up memories when his side turns out at Bury
on Saturday. Clay, as you know, i8 & right full-back, but gome
years back he had a etrange experience &t DBury, On the
morning of the match the 'Spurs goalkseper was taken ill, and
there was no time to got & new poalkeeper from
London., So the side had to be re-shuffled, and
Clay went into goal for a whole match for the -
first'and only timoe in his career. It was a bit
of an.ordeal, as Clay has confessed to me, but
he came out of it well

SPONGING THE SLATE!

Turning to the Second Division, Darlington
will no doubt be duly thankiul to get their
match against Swansea Town at Bwanses off
their chest for this game iovelves the Noc-
therners in & terrible railway journey—easily
the longest on their card, The Northerners
won't mind though if they come back with the
points from the rather peculiar Swansea

ound, where the Arsenal fell in the Cup
ast season., Another very interesting Second
Divieton mateh i1z Chelsea v, IPreston North
End, for hers are two clubs which have both ?’%
been in the First Division since the War, and =
who are hoping to get back to the top class at L
the end of thiz season. The ' proud I'rest-
onians "’ have & bit to wipe off the slate against
Chelsea, for a year ago the I'tnsioners won by
five goals to nothing.

w
. ROBERTS, of Proston.

Morth End, ns gsean by Jimmy
Seed; of the 'Spursa,

lot of scent before he poes on the field to play. What

posing centre.forwards are trying to make out is

whether he puts this scent on becauss he hikes it or
whether he ddes it to put them off their game.

3. CENTRE.-HALF of a cortain Firgst Dhivision elubh uses &

Thera is never any serious objection to a big football mateh
l:hamg played on a hot day because there are always plenty of
L] fﬂ"lﬂ. Lh ]

Everton have a new stand which, being an exact copy of the
one on the famous Rugby ground is called  Twickenham."
This stand is provided with tip-up cheirs and plenty of log room.
We are not sure whether the man in front of a apectator who gets
wildly excited will really appreciate this *' plenty of leg room."
He - will probably think the name of the stand should be
i Einkaanmn.“

In tho words of Mr. Wall, Becretary of the Fdotball Association,
“ ground difficulties are oxperionced in all parts of the count
as operi spaces which would be suitable for football bre requir
for houses." DBut surely if building houics interferes with
football we must give up building,

The Arsensal look upon Dartford, the Kent League ¢lub, as &
“ nursery " for the E-up'plg‘ of good young players. DBut surely
a4 it 8 expert ' Gunners ” the club i3 looking ror, they ought to
have a barracks, not a nursery,

Soveral football clubs now insiat on their players having a
round or two of golf as a means of keoping fit. Several members
of my stafl say that they wouldn't mind being * made ™ to Fla.y
golf every morning in the week and most afterncons ns well.

Years ago there was s Sheflield United gﬂn‘ikmi}er named
William Foulke who used to * keep * for them when he weighed
twenty-two stone. That was the only reason wh;r the onlockers
used to call him “ Baby " Foulke —somo baby !

Hartlepools United have twoe players on the
books of the same name, George Waile, hut the
gide has not yet been iabelled tho ™ Wait amd
see ' team.

The name of Thirlaway, the Birnangham
winger, has been changed by the supporters
of the club to “ Whirlaway,” The new name
is an improvement seeing that flying dewn the
wing is his favourite pastimne,

In the Southern Third Division the defenders
of Watford will no doubt keep a eareful eyo on
Martin, the centre.furward of Aberdare, for m
tho corresponding mateh last season, this plyer
seored five goals with his own trosty feor, and
Watford woent under by eight goals to one.

Southend United hovo signed on Lestie Clone-
ghnw for this scason aq o professoesh, and lips
thus becomes the ficst < pro " the Clul bave b L
for many vears born ot SBouthond. s repra.
gents & very corvcet policy al Southend of
cateling their own  shrimpes”
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PLAYING UP«#CENTRE}

Right and Wrong Ways of Helping the Leader of the Attack.

By HUGH

FERGUSON

(Cardiff City’s record fee man.)

are concerned, there iz what might

be called an acute centre-forward

problem. 1 am myself one of
geveral centre-forwards who left Scot-
land for England in the course of last
seaton, and the keen competition for
leaders of the attack which 13 still being
continued demonstrates that, for some
reason or other, managers find 1t more
difficult to fill this particular berth than
any cother ¢on the held. I am not sug-
gesting here that the centre-forward
problemt 18 an entirely new one.
Activity in the transfer market so far
as centre-forwards are concerned has
been most marked ever since I began
to ‘take a real interest in big. foothall,
The point . about the centre-forward
problem at the moment, however, is that
it does not seem to have got mich
nearer & solution from the change in
the offside rule,

SD far as the English football clubs

JUDGED A A QOAL-B0ORER.

1t ha= often struypk me that the centre-
forward of to-day is judged from an
sngle different from that of any other
player. Often there is left with me the
mmpression that the averpge man in the
crowd judges a centre-forward almost
solely by the number of goals he scores.
Thera seems to be a wide-spread notion
that the centre-forward is the man who
should put the ball into the net, and that
the centre-forward who does not do this
regularly, who 15 not always threatening
to break records in the net-finding line,
15 apt to be dubbed a failure. ;
swing the ball out to the wings quite
nicely, ho may make short passes and
create openings for his inside man, but
if he does not get goals himself there is
a tendency to wonder whether he is
earning s corn.

THE REAL WORK,

To my mind, the Mct that there is
such an impression is closely associated
with the centre-forward problem as a
whole, and my view iz that English ¢lubs
will not find the solution of the problem
until they throw overboard this notion
that. the centre-forward is merely a sort
of official goal-zcorer. My view of the
.centre-forward’s game is-that he is the
leader of the forwards—the man who
should hold the line together, keep: his
wings employed, and so. on. By the

natural order of things he should be §

gble to got a fair proportion of goals,
because he is in the centre of the shoot-
ing area, but it is unfair to judge the
centre-forward solely by the position he
occupies in those lists of goal-scorers
which are repeatedly published in the
NEWSPAPErs,

ONE LINE,

teams of recent seasons yvou will find
that the clubs which have got the most
goals are those which have not sub-
seribed to the view of the centre-forward
as the official goal-scorer.  Take the
experience of Sheffield United . last
geason as an ontstanding example. They
scored more goals than any other club
in the League. Their cenfre-forward
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ITe may |

got the greatest number, of course, but
so much help did he receive from the
other members of the line that if you
will look up the record you will find
that no fewer than five Sheffield United
forwards got intoe double figures as
goal-scorers last season, while Tunstall,
the outside left, scored twenty goals in
League matchas, There iz 2 very close
connection between thiz idea that the
centre-forward thould get all the goals
and the subject I am supposed to be
tackling—the sort of help which the
centre-forward needs,

TOO MUCH ATTENTION.

It is & very real help to the centre-
forward if lﬂera are other fellows in
the line with a reputstion fer being
deadly shots, because those fellows are
‘more than hkely to draw the defonders
away from the centre-forward, This is
a very real help to the man in the
middle, If the centre-forward: in any
side i3 expected to get.all.the goals his
opponents will .very quickly see fo it
tl?nt he doesn't get them. Centre half-
backs - who . stick te centre-forwards

L closer than a brother are not unknown,

and. the forwards who continually play
up to the centre-forward in spite of the
fact that, he is “smothered”

ner the centre-forward., If-the centre-
forward is m.ﬁet the goals there must
be. men on either side.of him who ‘are
clever enough to draw the opposition
away from:the man in the middle.

FIVE QOAL-8CORERS!|
_If you look round at the sucecessful |

Sey bl

Jimm

HUGH FERQUBON, of Cardiff Qlity.

e
opponents, are neither helping 'the- side

Seed Igives us an impressicn of

—

 tunities for making

WHERE WING MEN FAIL.

One of the things which T like about
English football is that, generally speak-
ing, the game is kept more open than in
Scotland, and the more open the play
the greater the number of chances which
should come to the centre-forward,
theoretically, A long pass out to the
wing from the hall-back, and & guick
return to the middle from that win
men should provide the centre-forwa
with chances of slipping through,
expecially now, when the fear of off-
side iz less prevalent, Speaking as a
centre-forward, I am not a lover of the
wing man who hugs the line all the
time and hangs on to the ball until he
reaches o position within & yard or two
of the corner-flag. In the time which
the wing man has teken to get to the
corner-flag the opposing defenders have
been concentrating, and when the bell
does come across the chances. are that
the centre-forward finds the way to the
goal most effectively barred.

“pIDDLING " EVERYBODY

Many young lads, uﬂminﬁl imte the
game as wing men, yield to the tempta-
tion to shdw how clever they can be by
beating two or three oponents and some-
times beating the same opponent twice.

r This style of pley is not, in my view, &
paying game, and it doesn’t ‘help the

centra-forward in his business of getting
oals, Mugh the same may be said of
ﬁm ultra-clever inside mran, It is all
vary well for a player to be so clever
as to be able to bamboozle the oppo-
gition, but there is also & risk of bam-
boozling his . own colleagues as well,
Only the other day a certain centre-for-
ward was complaining te me most
acutely ‘about his inside men, Ile had
very clever fellows on. cach side of him,
but, as he put it to me, “they are s
i_nlijr clever that when they get the ball

haven't the faintest idea where to go
in order to be in & good position to
receive the pass.” The worst of it 13,
added this céntre-forward, “ that they do
the clever stuff every time, whereas an
occasional first-time pass wonld be much
more helpful to me and much. more
wortving to the opposition.” That 13
sound argument.

THE ELEMENT OF SURPRISE,

Especially in the new game wWhich is
now played following on the change in
the off-side rule does there come oppor-
the quick pass down
the middle of the field. The centre-
forward can now stay nearer to his
apponent’s goal than was formerly the
case, and 1if the opposing centre-half
wanders” far from the cenire-forward,
there is probably a gap down the rmddle
of the Eﬂld thrgugh which the éentre
can dash before the backs are able to
close on him.. The only thing to remem-
ber in connection with this gumhpaﬁﬂ
through, is not to do it every time. The
virtue of every movement, practically
speaking, is -the element of surprise
which it contains, It is no use passing
the ball to the centre-forward if the
opposing centre-half is “‘sitting on his
heels,” as the expressive phrase has if.
To pass to the centre-forward in thoss
circumstances is not plaving up to him
at all, but merely playving into the
hands of the spposition. It 15 the man
who now “works ™ the ball himsell,
and who anen slips it into the nuddle
Hrat time who 1s really playing up io
the centre-forward in a manner hkely
to bring the best vesults,
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YOUR PAL'S BEEN LOOKING
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WHY SCOTS LEAVE

NOME!

Some little known reasons for the rush to England.

Contributed by HUGH GALLACHER.

(The famous Scottish International centre-forward of Newcastle United.)

HERE is little necessity for me to
say ‘that one of the big talking
points of foothall during the last
geasont or two has been the

number of Scottish footballers who have
joined English eclubs. My own name
is included in the long list of men wha
have gained some sort of fame 1 Scot-
land, and who during last scason were
rempted to ' throw in  their ' lot  with
chubs in England. These migrations
have been followed by much discussion
g8 to the why and wherefdre. How i3
it that Beoitish foothallers come south
so frequently 7

ECOTLAND NOT ,UNDULY WORRIED.

I sea it has been suggested that Scof-
tsh football itsclf cannot afford these
migretions; that the standard of play
north of the Border must be lower
nwing to the passing of =ome of
best-known plavers 1o English elubs,
There was even a lunt zomie little time
back that Scotland would take some sort
of action in the near future to prevent
this sort of thing going on. Frankly,
I don't believe Scotland will do any-
ihing of the sort. In the frsteplaca,
vou must remember that no  Scotlish
footballer can join an ' English "clib
vnless he haz the peemission of  his
masters -in Scotland.  Clearly, then. it
15 not the case that Scottish foothallers

are lured from their clubs against the | §:

will of the elube.
PRODUCING THE " RABBITS.”

Thinking. the matter over, I have an |

filea that when we say—and think—that

Jootland cannot -afford to do “withot |

layers wha have come South in
the last year or two we are rather
fettering ourselves vinduly. - Believe
me, the managers of the Scottish clubs
unsally have one eve on a suceessor to
a player they are prepared to iransfer,
The minute a star goes a yvoungster
vho costs nathing is usually stuck in his
place, and so seldom are these Seottish
manggers wrong in their judgment that
the clubs bevond the heorder don't har-
bour their regrets for long, No, the
Scottish managers, as they strike me,
are very much like the ¢onjurer. They
furn to you and show you * the hat
which has nothing in it. Then from
that self-samie hat they proceed to bring
forth rough- diamonds - of fnuthz_@'}inraﬂ—
voungsters, who, with just a littls bit
of polishing, have a habit of turming
out even belter than their predecessors.
It iz just &z well that it should be so, or
some of us would get & very bad attack
of gwelled head.

THE " SILVER " LINING.

Taking it for granted then that Seot-
1ith clubs are prepared to part with
their plavers only when 1t pleases them
to do so, we can add that there is a
very good reason why the Seottizh
rlubs listen to the managers of the
English avganisations. The reason ia
1that Beottish clubs hke the monev, 1
am nol now indulging in & cheap joka
of the sort which is usmally made at the
rvpenise - of  miv epuntrviien. 1 am
-tating facts, and 1t iz & fack that many
of the leacding <lubs in Scoiland would

tha

the }

find it extremely difficult {o carry on
were it not for the money which they
receive for plavers they themselves
have brought out. The gates beyond
the Border aro not, on the average, any-
thing like zo big as those in England.
At least, that is how it has struck me
sine I joincd Newcastle United,

THE SPIRIT OF ADVENTLURE.

As for the reasons why the plavers
themselves are so  willing, genefally
speaking, to make the journey to Eng-
land to play for English clubs, these
are many and various. TIn tha first

H. GALLACHER
{Mewocastle Linited). -

place, I think there i1s in us, &5 a race,
something of the spirtt of adventure—
a craving for new exberiences which
demands satisfaction. To many of us
England represents an adventure—a
gamble, if you like to put it that way
—which has an irresistible appeal, 1
confess” that, primanly, 1 wanted to
come to England to see what English
footbell was like; to prove for myself
whether I could adapt myself to
English conditions, or—if you prefer it
put in another way—to s=atisfy my
own: vanity that T was a2 good player
for the English game, Having been
candid to that extent, 1t is not for me
to declare whether I am satisfied with
the answer,

A BIRD IN THE HAMND.

T mentioned ahout the financial =ide
of these migrationz from Seotland, and.
zo far as the elubz which do the selling
are concerned. There 12 now the per-
sonal side of the financial question, and
ance more let we insizt that T am not
being funny. Tt it iz obwvious that
the foothaller whe goes into the game
to carn a living must ever he on ilic
wateh to make the mest ef s appor-
tupities, I have said that attendances

|

m Scotlamd are nnt 0 big as in Fugs-
land, goncrally  speaking, and  1his
means that ihe Seollish elubs ave not
alwarys able 1o offer the same finaneial
inducements as are the Inglish elubs.
Bonefits are given in Scoiland, o
quote one side of the case, but (hey aro
nol of the smme scale, generally speak-
ing, a3z the henetits given to plavors who
have gone through the necessary
qualification period with Eoglish clubs.
Then, of cowrse, there is ithe share of
the transfer fec, and here 1 may remind
my readers of the old praverh that a
bird in the hand is worlh two i the
bush,

COMPLETING ONE'S EDUCATION.

Most Scobtish footballers are rathor
anxious to take a turn in England, too,
an account of the stories which are told
m  Beotland  about Eaglish  foothall
Yarns continue to reach Scalland that
the game in England is different, and
on top of those yarns there i= & penop-
ally accepted opinion that the foothaller
who has had experience in both coun-
tries comes nearest to being the eom-
plete foothaller. I think there is some-
thing in this story, too. The game in
England is different: you have specded
it up considerably. It demands quicker
thought and gquicker action, and my
own impression since ¥ joined Newcastle
United 35 that I am at a new school
learning: new lessons. I hope that I
shall preve abla to pick up those lessons
and emerga the complete [oothaller.

AN EYE ON THE FUTURE.

Weo alsg remember. those of ns who
are tempted to travel to England, that
the liféa of a footballer 13 short; that

1 there is the fuiure to be considered, [

am, I hope, too far away from the ond
of my active career for it o be neces-
sary for me to think about it seriously,
but it follows that the wider 2 man's
experiencé the bettor fitted is he for the

i problera and the strugglé’ which nmy

come in later years. - Without going

nto details, T may just mention ono

direction in which wider expericnca

-must tell—when the player comes to

loogk for & imaneger’s job. The
managers’ jobs are what can rightly bo
called the plums of football, in the
financiel sence,

FOR THE GOOD OF THE GAME.

Perhaps it will be said that right
through these notes I have ler
rather & lot on the financial side of this
question of why SBeots leave home., Well,
there is no gelting awav from the
financial side of the life of Lthe profes.
sional foothaller. Wa are in the gamae
Lbecause we hke it and the chaneea of
any fellow getting to the ton of the
trea who deoes not love foothatl for the
gane's sake, are absolutely ml.  But wa
simply have to consider ithe fnancial
sile of 5. We girﬂ all our tinmwe and
attention to the gawe, amd for the
vears when we are in il e ganee s,
co far as the majority of the players are
concerncd, our sole means of getting
our bread.and-hutter, Henee, 1 think
tirat we are entitled to do 1he best wa
can for onrselves,  After all, there 15 no
neevssity for Fwrlish people 1o grumhle

bocansg HBools leave howe.  There aro
nad, enough  foothallers of  the vigrht

stamp o go round the Eughsh clubs,
and the game in Englamnd iz swrely
Letter becanse of the part which the s
ported Meofts plav an ik

Tre Maoxer LiBnany.--No. 072,
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LD plavers are usually very
keen to piek up a manager's
job when they come to the end
of their carcer on the active

list. And I don't blame them, because,

in the money sense, the fellow who
gets the manager's job in a leading
club has secured perhaps the juiciest
plum in football, The usual rate of

pay is mbout £750 a vear, or £15 a

week, roughly, but some of the leading

clubs pay much more than that., I

know onc manager who pets £1.200 =&

yvesr, with an additional bonus of X230
if his club finishes the season -in the

first four in the Leapue table, &nd a

bonus of £500 if his elub wins the

chainpionship.

LEAVING NOTHING TO QHANCE'!

This looks like big money, but let
me add that the mansger who gets
together @ successful team certainly
earns &3 much as he is paid. It is a
worrving job, amd no mistake. The
manager of a big club usually has a
little office of his-own, and here he can
be seen at work very ecarly most morn-
ings, for he umally has & big batch of
corvespondence. 1 have been in & map-
agper’s oflice whon he has had bHity
letters m one merning from  young
players who are all convinced that they
are  Dbudding Merediths. All these
lads want trials, bot the manager
simply can’t accommodate them. Yet
he has to do his Lest Lo make sure that
no really promising lad goes without a
trial of some sort. ' g =t
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Tricks of the Trade!

A new series of articles telling you
how the experts do their joba.

= —l—

No.5. ARTHUR DORRELL, the Aston
Villa and International Outside-Left.

thing in that naume to suggest a

reason why he should always be
referred to as “ Dick 7 Dorrell, but such
is the fact. After all, the footballer
who lLasn't got & pet name hasn’t won
much popularity, and Dawck Dorrell 1s
::urlaiuilg; popular  in - Birmingham,
where the Villa play. He iz also popu-
lar elsewhers, though on other grounds
they don't guite like the tricks he gets |
up to and which so often leave full backs
and hali-backs wondering what he will
do next.

HE outside-lefi of Aston Villa is
named Arthur Reginald Dorrell,
There doesn’t seem to be any-

A PRETTY PAIR!

It is rather diffieult to make up ene's
mind as to whether Dorrell is fortu-
nate or unfortunate in having such a
famous partner as Dilly Walker. The
unfortunate part about this azzociation
i5 that the man in the street is apt fo
think that Walker is doing all the pood
things and making 1t eaxy for Dorretl
to carry on. On the other hand, -f
Tiorrell doesn’t alwave got the credit
which he really earns. §ie 15 fortunate
in poszessing n partner who gives him
plendy of opportonitios for using  his
skill and showing his tricks, Ditweeny

Tuwe Macxet Linrany.—No. 972

HARRY WHARTON'S FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT!

By
Hﬁ’ “PAUL PRY.”

- AU U W e

THE " SPOTTER.Y

Then there are letters in plenty from
the manager’s agents, who are scat-
tered all over England, Scotland, and
Ireland. It is obvious that no manager
can hope to =ee all the good young
players who are appearing in obscure
clubs up and down the country, so ke
employs scores and scores of " spotters.”™
Aeccording to the rules, these spofters
cannot be paid a salary, but as they
work very hard it.must be assumed that
they get money from somewhere. The
arrangement usuzlly is a bonus for the
spotter if a player he recommends is
signed on. The proper organisation of
these spotiers is a job in itself, and the

A preEi iR R R RGN NG RENAE FRE R EEERNERERFRFREER
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A. DORRELL {Aston Villa).

Walker and Daorrell theve is the perfect
undorsianding which makes them  very
nearly, if not quite, the most effective
pair in the land,

DUAL CONTROL!

MNow. funnily enough, Derrell’s father
used bo play at insidge-lﬁft. ang “Dick ™
himseli ocenpied that berth in his early
devs, Naturally, the father tavght him
somme of his tricks, too, but his develop-
ment  bas been due  mainly to the
alaborate coaching system  which  they
have at Villa 'I"uri. When Dorrell first
played in the Aston Villa reserve leam
he was littke more than a  sprinter,
Mow he is the complete footballer, with
his pace well wnder eontrol. swl the
Lall well wder contvol, too, as he hops
along witl it at top speed.

—_—

more officient the manager's agents
the more likely is he to get the proper
material,

20,000 MILES -ONE PLAYER!

Because the manapers' mst have
these agents, and because they ' must
follow wup the recommendations, the
manager of any big club will spend
much of his winter fravelling in rail
way trains, I know & manager of a
London ¢lub who travelled over twenly
thousand miles last season—and he only
signed on one new plaver.

When the manager goes on trek he
tells nobody, save his directors and the
club secretary, where heo i3 poing.
Sometimes the managers even consider
it necessary to disguise themselves
while they watch some player who has
been highly recommended., If a
manager advertised hiz  destination
when he went to look et a plaver he
would probably find thet half a dozen
ﬁ!'hw managers had been there befora
rm.

A FULL-TIME JOB |

Back at iz office, the manager has
other dutics to which he must attend.
He receives daily reports from the
irainer as to how this or that player is
doing his work, and szometimes the
player haa to go on the “carpet.”
Then he will have a conference with his
team about theix tactics in general, and

when he has a spare

moment he will go out

on to the ficld to give a
2 leszon Lo this or  that
g man az to how he should
“ plav., Bo altogether it i
not to be wondered at that the average
fontball manager invariably goes to bed
late and gets up ecarly. And even when
he gets to sle&E he probably does a lot
of dreaming aboent his team.

IR NNAN AN A AN e nd AR AR

A OLEVER DODAQE !

A favourite trick of lLis is to stop
dead, and leave the back running on.
Indeed, we ean say of hitn that this
trick gives the impression that he is
fitted  with, wery efective four-wheel
hrakes Walker 1z fully alive 1o this
trick, and when Dorrell deoes 1t vou can
immediately see the complete wunder-
standing which exists between the pair.
“Dick * pulls up, and the back has to
pull up, too, of course—as guickly as he
can. As =zoon ans the back pulls up
Walker dashes forward, and Dorrell
sends - the ball through for his partner
to pick up in his stride and probably

o on to score a godl. I dou't know
ww many times this Villa pair have
brought about the downfall of an oppo-
nent's goal by this dodge, but 1 have
seen them do it & score of times, at
least.

PLACING THE CORMER KICK!
Another very clever trick of this pair

is to interchange positions, Ilorrell
gninlf inside while Walker wveers out
wards towards the fouch-line. And

occasionally this outside-left waries his
passing game by eutting im and having
o pop af goal on hiz own account. The
Villa make perhaps more complete use
of corner-kicks than any other team in
England, and obviously this must
partly be due to the efficient manner in
which Dick Dorrell gets the ball acrose
from the flag. Although he is an ouf-
side-left, be vsually takes his corners
with the right foot. and T think mos
of my readers would find this the bes
scheme,  Uhes¢ corners are dropped
over to & position where the inside-
right would nsually be,
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(Continwed from page 12.)

perhaps broke bounds as he had done in
the days gone by. But he had a certain
amgunt of reazszon for thinking so, the
Bounder realised that. And then, in
an overwhelming torrent spoke the voice
of the tempter, Why should he be
under this suspicion?  What had he
done to deserve 1t? Why should he bow
down to the wishes of a man who de-
liberately misunderstiood him? Why
should he live a decent life when there
were pleasure and adventure awaiting
him who stepped off the beaten track?
And the rizk—the spice of life. Why
should he give that up? It cerfainly
hedn't paid him to do so!

And sz he brooded over his wrongs,
end his fancied wrongs, the Bounder
grew more resolute to turn back to his
ald wavs, The die was cazt now. Ile
had renounced the one thing he cared
for most at Greyfriars—Tom Redwing’s
friendship. There was nothing to hold
on to now, His seif analvsiz was bitter
and exacting, but it moved in the wrong
channels, and served only {o strengthen
iz misguided resolve.

Loug after Grevfriars had retired o
siumber Vernon-8mith sat there, his face
in hizs hands, brooding. Bul sleep
claimed him at last.

el e

THE EiGHTH CHAPTER.
Redwing, Too !

OA REDWING stirred in his
sleep and awoke. A heam of
moonlight plaved through the

window of the Remove dormitory
bringing home to the scholarship junior
with full force n sight of the empty
bed of his one fune chum, and all what
1t meant,

At the top of the bullding, in the tiny
punishment-roont, Vernon-Smith waz a
prisoner.  He would be feeling Jonely
snd miserable, perhaps more mizerabie
atd lonely than Tom Redwing felt.

Perhaps he, too, found sleep an impos-
abtiity—Redwing hoped that he did.
He was not to know that the Bounder
ltad hardened his heart: that his friend-
dhip for Bedwing was dead.

“I ought to have stood by him,”™ mut-
fered Redwing miserably. “1 ought
not o have taken netice of what he
said. It's just like Smithy to say things
he did, s0 as to make me quarre!
with him.”

And in that Redwing was not far
from the truth.

“He's gpt one of his old lapses,”
went on the scholarship junior. ** And
he didn’t want to drag me inia his
affaivs, 0 he gquarrelicd with me. I can
we that now, But why is he 50 bitter?
Where did those cigarcites and plaving
rards come from ®¢
Redwing asked him:clf the question
fime and time eagain,  He knew that
they had come inte Smithy's possession
somehow by aceident,  DBut he could
firdd no salution. Fer Lours he tossed
in hiz bed, unable to court sleep and un-
willing to court it.

Boom !

The honr of midnight struck eerily

———— e s

through the open dormitory window,
and as the last nete died away Redwing
heard someone talking.

“1 ought to own up!
let another chap suficr

The voice came distinetly through the
gutetness of the might and Redwing
recopnised 1t as Skinner's.

The ead of the Remove was telking In
hiz sleep.

“They're not his cigarettes—I tell you
thes're mine 1

Redwing heard no move, except the
sound . of Skinner tossing in hiz sleep.
But he had heard enough to tell him
the starting point of the little drama
that had engulfed him and his chum.

“Bkinner,” he muttered to himself.
“Bo the cigarcttes and cards were his,
I knew they weren's Bmithy's, Poor old
Smithy. ™

Redwing could reconstruct most things
HOW, He could wnderstand the
Dounder’s feelings, he conld understand
his bitterness, Mr. Quelch had come
down on him heavy for something he
was innocent of. Kedwing, knowiig the
Bounder so well, realised what a blow
it must have meant fo his pricde.

“I mnzt do something before it's too
late " Tom Redwing came to a deci-
sion ab last. “I must stop old Smithy
from making a fool of himseif,”

There was a smile on Hedwing's lips
as he dropped off to sleep. ]i:n the
morning he wonld speak fe Skinner,
wonld speak to Smithy.

But  the smile would have faded
could he have wvisualised in advance
'EH_H"-' Loth these juniors would reeeive
1,

It hawrdly scemed to him a few
minutes that he had heen asleep when
tha bell sont its clanging note through
the dormitory.

In onez  and
turned out,

T wonder how old Smithy  slept?”
said Wharton as he dressed himself.

“ 0, be'd sleep anvwhere ! gruuted
Jahnny Bull

“Well, a night in the punislinent.
room would soon pnt me to rights if 1
fell fonl of old Quelchy!™ remarked
Bob Chervy, with a grin. "I ean't
etand my own company.”

“It's pretty rotten,” said Wharton,
who had sampled more than one night
in the punishment-room somo time apgo,
"Smithy's a silly ass to back up against
Quelechy like that, He's asking for the
sack.”

“And he'll get i!” grunted Johnny
Bull. “A chap can’t expect to play the
dingy rotter and not get old Quelehy's
back up when he's caught. There's a
limit.”

The Co. dropped the subject  after
that: they were of divided opinion, aud
it wonld only bring discord among them
to diseuss it fnrgher,

At the  breakfast-table  Vernon.
Smith's vacant scat was very notice-
able, Blkewise the “war-clonds ™ on
Mr. Queleh’s brow. As a result, the
Remove were exewplary in their be-
haviour.

As the bell for first lessen rang ihe
door of the punishwentroom  opened,
and Wingate of the Sixth emerged with
Verpon-Bmith. The eaptain of ihe
sehiool had been zent by Mr. Queleh to
bring the delinquent junier fo  ihe
Fovm-room for lessons.

The Dounder's face was siill sallen
and strained, and Wingate felt some
compassion for him,

“I dow't know what all ihe tronble’a
ahout. Yernon-Smith,” he said. Bt
if you'll take my tip you won’t back np
against your Formavaster, It's like

I'm a cad to
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FRICE
TWOPEHNCE. 1 T
running  your head cagainst o« beick

wall.”
T ask for vour advice when T want
1! snapped Vernon Smith sallonly.

"By gad, for two pms Pd Hek veu
nryself P* said  Wingate grimly. I
that's the kind of mood yeu're in, my
SO, caht  #0¢ you're booked for
trouble,”

He marched ibhe Bounder inlo the
Lemove formeroam, and left Lime with
Mr. Quelch,

The Form master’s eves glinicd as he
noted the sallen, obslinale expression
on Vernon-Smith's face. But e way a
just man, and he merely instructed the
junior to go to his place,

The Bounder did as he was told,
sweeping a pile of books fronn Snoop’s
desk to the fleor as he passed along the
gangway, whether Dy aceident or
design he alone knew.

Mr. Queleh's face hardensd, Lut he
suid nothing, and lessons procecded in
a somewhat clectrical atmosphere

Tom Redwing tricd to cateh  the
Bounder’s CY0E, but 1t was pot  until
third lesson that they came JTace {o
Faseg,

Tom  smiled--a  radiant, {ricndly
snile.

Ho received in exchange a morose,
-EE!HE:H glance ithat was like o dowche
of cold watee over him. The Donnder
was  unapproachable. But Nedwing
had set himselfl o task, @id D meand
to tackle it. He tried apgain.

"I zay, Smithy,” he sail
break. *I say, old chap—-"

But the Bounder turned albruptly on
his heel, and strode off in 1he ouposite
thirection,

Redwing bit his lip.

When the Remove were Jismissed
that morning  Mr. Queleh called  to
Yernon-Hmith to remain in bis place,

©I hope you are in a beiter frame of
mind this morning,” he said Lo the
Bounder,

The junior said nothing.

“I shall net resort to locking vou in
the punishment-room again.” wont on
the Remove master, determined not to
see offence in Vernon-Smith's dumb
insolence. “But if there is any more
insubordination I shall be compelled to
placa the matter before Dr. Loche.
You may go.”

The Bounder turned on his hecl, and
slouched out of the Formroom. A
the deor he wmet Redwing, who had
qulféﬂd for him.

*Emithy—-7"

“Will you leave me alonat™ shapped
the Dounder savagely, “We're friends
no longer,”

“But T know now aboul the cigar-
cltea pnd——->"

: “Mind your own business, aml Jdon't
fnterfere ! interrupted Vernon =mith.

With that he pushed his wax past the
scholarship Junior, and walked uvul into
the (ose.

Redwing Lit lus lip and sirolled down
the  Hemove passage, looking  for
Skumer, He found hia alune in Biondy
Mo, 11, -H}Il-i:lijnj'; EQIIC GUTTLICY 130L0E,

The cad of the Remore slarvted
rudtily as Redwing  looked i and
thrust the notes back e Ius pocket.

“What do voua wanti”

"1 want a few words wiilh you,” said
Redwing  quicily. “Without  bealing
about the Bmsh. 1 happen to kuow ihak
the cigareites and playing-cards that
wera found in Smithy's study belonge,
vightly to youw.”

Hkinner's fave crimsoncd, Lul De said
nathing.

“Tt's tEI‘:'mig}l QHL‘TL:II}" findine  ihoze
ratien Lhings that the whole trouble's
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*ASKING FOR TROUBLE!™ LOOK OUT FOR THIS TOPPING—

started with poor old Bmithy,” 'con-

tinued Redwing quietly. “I think it's

up to you to put things straight.”
=kinney sncered.

“I think vou're-barking up a wrong
tree,” he satd. I know nobhing aboug
the cigarettes found in your study.”

DBut hiz words carried no conviction.

“You're a bigger ead than I thought

ou werd ! exclaimed Redwing, with

hing scorn. “Only a rotter would
let an innccent fellow suffer to =save
bkis own skin!™ .

Skinner shifted wuneasily in his
chair., Redwing's words stirred up the
thoughts that had, chased themselves
through his brain while he had slept.
He knew that the “decent ™ thing was
to go ard own up to Mr. Quelch that
the cigarettes and the playing-cards
were hiz: to put the Remove master
wise to the fact that he had misjudged
Vernon-Smith ; that he was guilty of in.
justice in confining the Bounder's
movements fo the precineta of the
school.

Any decent fellow - would have done
the vight thing, but SBkinner was not a
decent fellow, and he knew it.

“For two pins I'd go and tell
Quelchy the facts mysell,” said Red-
wing, breaking the ':ietme.

Bl
_ “Go, and be hanged! I shall deny
it—and Smithy will, tog!"

Redwing turned on his heel and went
out, He IEB.H&FCL with a sinking of the
heart, that' Skinnet was not _the fellow
to do the honourable thing. And,
meantinie, the Bounder was plunging
down the hill to expulsion.

“I must do something!” mutterad
Redwing miserably. “ Smithy has made
up his mind to kick over the traces. I
mast stop ham ™
~ For hali an hour or mors Redwi
taxed his brain, and then, of & sud-
den, a wild iden -caine to him, It ‘was
dangerous—very dangerous, Bulb in
that danger lay, what Redwing con.
sidered, its hope of success. Ho turned
it over in hiz mind, and overcame his
natural repugnance to putting it in
operation. ]

“By gad, I'll do it!” he told himself.
‘_'It-‘ﬂ’ risky, but it's worth while try-

t was a hali-holiday that afterncon,
and the Remove football eleven wers
due to play an away match at St
Jim’s.

After dinnor the Bounder strolled
over to Harry Wharton & Co.

“I suppose you'll want me this after.
noon for the match?” he said.

Harry Wharton folt uncomfortable.
Smithy was one of the best forwards
in the Remove cleven, and & strong
toam would be needed if Greyfriars
were to beat 8t Jim's. But the cap-
tain of the Remove could hardly in-
clude the Bounder in his team when
Mr, Quelch had gated him.

“We'd like to have you no end,” said
Wharton awkwardly. ~ “But hang it,
Emllth:r. you know jolly. well that
youra gated. I can't include you
in the team, knowing that. Quelchy
would he down on me like a
ton of bricks.”

_The Bounder's lip enrled in & seorn.
ful sueer.

“Bo you're afraid of the Quelch bird.
Well, Im not. He's no right to gate
me, I'm going out of gales this after.
noon, a-.r!;ri I'm going to play for the

BINOVE,

Wharton's face set grimly.

“You're not,” he gﬂid. F“I'.m
to fill your place with Redwing."

“With Redwing

" Yes”

Tae Macser Lisgary.—No. 972,
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The Bounder clenched hiz fists, So it
had come to this=that his chum was
to be gtven his place in the eloven.
Unreazoning anger took posesszion  of
the Bounder.

“Redwing won't play for you this
afternoon,” he zaid. “I'll see to fhai”

Lok  here, Smithy,” chimed in
Johnny® Bull. “You think too mighty
much of yourself. Just ring off and
give your mouih a rest.”

“You cheeky rotber—"

“Well, I'm not a smoky rotter, any-
way |’ retorted Johnny Bull,.

The Bounder logked as if he were
going to spring on Johnny Bull, but he
controlled himeslf, It came home ifo
him then how much he had fallen .in
the cstimation of Harry Wharton & Co.
They actually believed him guilty of
petty blackguardism, It was the last
:;Emw. He would do something to earn
it.

With glittering eves, ho moved away
from the Famous Five, and strolled
out intp the quad. He paced to and
fro wnder the elms, a prey to hitter
thoughts,

_ In the meantime, Wharton was look-
ing' for Redwing. He found him in
Study No, 4.

Redwing started guiltily as Wharton
& Co. cane in. The ropm was full, of
the scent of tobacco, and Wharton
sniffed the sir and glanced at Redwing
sharply.

“Have you, too, taken to smoking "
he asked.

Redwing hung his head.

“It seams to be catching,” remarked
Johnny Bull. *Look! The rotfer’s got
the fag behind his back!"

wing's face orimsoned, and, with
& gesture of disgust, he threw the half-
burnt eigaretts he had been concealing
behind his back mto the fireprate.

Wharton's face expressed the surprise
he felt, .

“1 .say, Redwing, old chap,” he said
earncstly, * for Heaven's sake chuck that
silly rot] I thought you were strong-
minded enough to leave that game to
other gilly idiots."

“Will you mind your own business?"
said Redwing. “I don't see what it's
got to do with youl”

Wharton frowned.

“It's got a thumping lot to do with
me!” he retorted hotly, “ Apart from
being captain of the Remove and ro-
spongible, more or less, for putting a
stop to fellows playing the gidg;rl ox, it's
my duty a3 footer captain o zes that my
men keap fit!"

Redwing bit his lip,

“I came here,"” continued Wharton,
“to ask you to play far us this afternoon
agoinat St. Jim's, in Bmithy's place—"
"I wouldn't take Smithy's place,”
interrupted Redwing.

“You wouldn't I?‘l!."-"u the chance to
now,” concluded Wharton, " Come on,
you chape. This atmosphere nearly
makes me choke !

The Famous Five withdrew, slamming
the door behind them, and Redwing
sank into the armchair.

“1t's the only way 1™ he muttered., *]
hato the business! But if Smithy sers
me playing the silly poat he'll pull him-
self up. He'll blame himself for setting
me a bad oxample,”

And that showed to whal exient Red-
wing felt for his chum. It was an iden
that Lad strueck him after hours of think-
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ing. e must beecome a Ybimde” |
must go the whole hog in the hope ol
making Bmithy zep what o fool's game
1t was.

It was a risky expedient. bt Redwing
little counted the risk. He had just
smoked his first cigarette when Wharton
& Co. had surprised him. The we
pmeasant taste of the tobacce hingered iu
hiiz mouth, his nostrls,

“Ugh!" He grimaced, and fanned the
air with a newspaper. “If old Bmithy

know ™

He smiled—a trifle wistfully

Smithy at that moment was coming
along the Remove passage with scowling
prow. Borning anger and animosity
filled his heart, He flung open the doo-

of- Study No. 4, and stood on the
threzshold.
“You rolter " he exclaimed. 1 hear

you're going to play in my place this
afternoon !”

Redwing was startled by the
vehemonee of hiz chum. He shook his
head,

“I'm not playing in your place,
Bmithy,” he sanl. I wouldn't if I had
the chancel|"

“What do vou mean, if vou had the
chance ! sneered the Bounder.

“Exactly what I eay!"” retorted Red.
wing. ' “ Wharton doosn't want s smoky
rotter in his team."”

T Eh ¥ 7]

Redwing grinned, and pulled a packet
of cigarettes from his pocket.

1 thought I'd have a smoke, wvou
know, and—and Wharton and his crowd

caught me af it."
“%]'} The Bounder was

ha-a-at 7"
thunderstruck. * Y-yvou were smoking 1"

“Yes," grinned Redwing.

And he pulled out a box of matches
and lit up a cignrethe.

The Bounder dtared at his [ormer
chum in incredulous amazement. He
watched him splutter and cough as he
drew the cigarette alight with-as much
amazement as if he were locking at the
eighth wonder of the world.

“Grooogh!” spluttered Redwing, a5 a
draught of smoke went down his throat,
* Doooo nt"

Cough, cough!

“Wall, my only sainted aunt!” ex-
claimed the Bounder . )

“I know now why you like playing
the fool,” said Redwing. I it's all as
good as smoking I'm going in for u
mysalf.”

“You fool!” )

The Bounder's eyes blazed. Had it
come to this? Was this the result of
his econtaminating influence over Tom
Redwing ?

With 2 bound Verron-2rmith leapt
across the room. Next minute he had
snatched the cigarette from Redwing's
lips.

“0Oh, you fool!” he exclaimed.
“Heavens, man, you're the last clmt on
earth I thought would go in for this kind
of thing !

Forgotten for the nonece was thelr
gquarrel. In his concern for his former
chum the Bounder had forgotten theiv
split.

He pitched the cigarette into tbe coal-
box by the hearth, and glared air Red-
wing with eves that nearly popped out
of their sockels,

"Heavens, I wonld never have be.
lieved it!" he =aid, and there was
enough misery in his voice to Lring
lump to Redwing's throat,

Hiz chum did care—he had alwass
known that. DBut it was now Redwing's
turn to harden his heatt if he were to
drag Smithy back from the downward
path, He must fread it himsell a.bic
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“ Smiihy ! * The Bounder staried vtulantiy as that angulshed voice burst upon his hearing, and Banks and Cobb looked at

the newcomer suspiclously.
Bounder’s face hardened.

** Smithy ! **  Redwlng’s volce was almost tearful, a3 he h
** Why have you [ollowed me here ? ' ke asked hly. ~(See Chapler 8.)

ked his chum by the arm. The

-

ferther-—dangerous though the experi-
ment was.

_He leapt from the armchair, in well-
assumed anger.

“Mind your own confounded busi-
ness!” he spapped. *If I choose to
asmoke that's my aflair! We're not
friends now—you said szo yourself this

morning !

The Bounder recoiled as if he had
been sbung.

“Mind my own business!” e
faltared,

“Thet's what I said!” exclaimed Red-
wing fiercely. “If I choose to smoke
that's my affeir. If I choose to play
cards with Banks & Ca. that's my husi-
ness, too! Don't _ch:;e I—anyway,
you're ne plaster saint!

E}\*&:‘y word stung the Bounder like a
whip.

“You play cards with Banks——"" hp

gan.

“And what if T do?” Redwing
snapped back at him. “I can break
bounds as easy a3 youm can! D'l show
you to-night!”

And with that he flung out of the
study.

“Good  heavens!™ mauitered  the
Bounder, guite overcome by what he
had seen and heard. “To think thal old
Tom should be such a fool !

L ® @ ®

Loder the prefect wasz delailed o
keap an eve on Vernon-Smith that afler
noown, but he might have saved himself
the trouble. For the moment all ihe
wind had heen taken ont of ihe
Bounder’s sails. He certainly had no
desire to go out of gates—in that Red-
wing had playod his cards well,

For the remainder of the afterncon
Vernon-Smith sat in his study fighting
another battle—his time it was for hLis

chum—the chum- whom he thought had
followed hiz bad example. Who already
stnoked, and who talked so pglibly of
gambling and  breaking bounds; who
wag heading for expulsion.

It 'did the Bounder good to forget his
own grievances, as Redwing had guessed
it would. DBut it wrung Eis heart, for
all that. '

And that evening as he saw how Whar-
ton & Co. cut 'Regwinidirect, his heart
smote him. It was through him that
this had come about. He was to blame.

Skinper found Yernon-8Smith in this
mood.

“I say, Smithy, it's all right,” he
sald. “I've got my T O U from Banke
I'm going to chuck up FIH.:fing the goat
from now on. It doesn't pay—— Why,
what's the matter with youi™

The Bounder's faee had changed

colour; he looked haggard and drawn.
“Oh, TI'm all right!” lhe answered.
“Just felt a bt giddy, von kuoow,
Deon't worry now, there's a good fellow !

Skinner walked on.

“What a2 world this 121" muoltered
Vernon-S8math, " Here's one of the
biggest cads in the school telling me that
he's chucking up playing the sifly poat.
And there's the best pal a fellow ever
had just starting on the downward pat’.
And—and T'm responsable in both casps”’

Something Itke 2 sob cseaped D
Tough though the Bounder was, lie was
not made of iron

"Redwing must be stopped  from
making = !‘%ﬂl of himsell—somehow 17

And when the Remove went up 1o
bed that night those words kept repeat-
ing themselves Jike a Lemmer on mn
anvil in the Bounder’s brain

*Redwing must  be  stopped  frow
making a fool of himself—zomeliow 1™

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Turning Point ]

REYFRIARS lay still and silent
G under the stars.
In the Remove two junibrs
were awake, each & victim of his
own thoughts.

Eleven o'clock boomed cut from the
old school tower, and as the last re-
verberations died away, Redwing threw
off tho bedclothea, He was fully
dressed—a  circumstance the watehful
Bounder had overlooked in his decision
to stop Redwing fromr making a fool
of himself,

In the old days such a thing could
not have ImQF-eued. for Redwing's bed
was next to Vernon-Bmuth's, But sinco
the “"split,” and perbap: to suit lhis
plans, Redwing had moved his bed to
ithe other end of the dormitory, In the
davkness there he had managed to re-
dress himself, unbeknown to the
Bounder, wham he knew ito Lo waiting
for some movement from him.

Tho selolarship junior liptoed out of
the dormitory,

“You fool 1M

Redwing heard Smithy'zs whizpered
voice ag he halted on the landing in the
gloom oulside the dormitory. MNext
minule  the Bounder, clad in Ins
priamas, was at his side,

“"Tet go!” sawd Redwineg fercely as
the Bounder gripped him by the avm,

“Where are you gomg ™

“T'o have some spork,'  apswercd
Redwing, "“Let me go, hang you '™

He wrenched his arm away amd leapt
for the door of the box-room. Yernon
Smith was but a couple of seconds alter
b, hut he was too late, for all thaf,
The deor was slammed quietly in his

Tne Maorer Lisnary.—2o. 972,
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face: and he heard the sound of the
key grating on the wards of the lock.

“Don’t go, you fool!” hissed Vernon-
Smith, *“'It's too risky. You'll get
caught! ™ R

“What do I care?” came ERedwing's
reply through the stout panels. “ Good-
night 1"

Shivering in the cold air, the Bounder
heard the window of the box.rsom
being ralsed. He kpnew what that
meant: Redwing was leaving the school
in the same way that han%nmmlf had
done many a time and oft—via the
londs.

The Bounder gritted his teeth. He
had set himself the task of prevenhin
Redwing from broaking bounds; an
tiris was the result}

“The fool I

That ajaculation came in tense, whis-
pered tones from Vernon-BSmith as he
suddenly saw the shadows cast by a
light Hickering up the wall {from below.
To his alert ears now came the sound
of moving feet. Perhaps it was a master
on lhe prowl?!  Perhaps it was Mr.
Quelch Eimsclf coming to sea Lhat
Yernon-Smith wasz in his bed? After all,
ho.was a Removite "under suspicien.”

The thought turned Vemmon-Smith
sick with dread for the welfare of lLis
shsnnt chum.,

Next moment the Bounder had
seuttled ‘back inio the Remove dormilovy
and softly closed the daor. He rushed
over to Redwing's bed and was busy
there almost until the time the foot-
steps came on & level with the lending.

Then, breathing hard, he tumbled
into hiz own bed and émw the bhed-
clothes about him, He had done his
best for hiz chum, In Redwing's bed
reposed & " faked"” Ggure, mado out of
a bolster and Redwing's pyjama jacket
—the bedclothes drawn up so that the
figure was almost concealed from view,

The fooisteps halted at the door of
the Hemove dormitory; the Bounder
through half-closed lids could sec the
beams of light penetrating the inter-
stices of the door and the frameword.

The door opened, and & figure in a
dressing-gown came in,

It was Mr, Quelch,

The master of the Remove was
carrying a pocket-torch which he masked
with his hand, doubtless with the idea
of keeping itz rays from the faces of
the sleeping juniors. Ha only looked
at one bed and this timea ho withdrew
hiz harnd fram the bulbous head of the
torch, allowing the light to play upon
the junior occcupwing the bed.

That junior was Herbert
Smith !

The Bounder **felt” the light upon
hiry, but his features gove no sign of
the knowledge. To all intents and puz-
poses, he was sound asleep,

‘AL the Form-master ejaculated in
a gratifined tone. * He is sound aslecp.”

And with a s=oftening of hiz gimlet
fratures, Mre, Quelch quietly withdrew,

The Bounder hoard the soft pad of
his slippered feet descending the stalip-
case: and then, when all was :zilent,
again he sat bolt upright,

“Phew !" he muttered. ““That was a
nareow  escape. ‘That ass Redwing
doesn't know how lucky he's been.”

-But the "ass” did, for Redwing wa:s
in the locked box-room. He had no
tutontion of breaking bounds onee he
hipd managed to get on the right side
of {2e¢ box-room door, He knew thab if
I lifted the creaking window-sash, the
Hovnder would naturally draw the con-
clusion that he had dropped, vin the
leads, to the quad below, which was
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exactly what the -Boonder had tmagined.,
But Redwing had felt a thrill pluck his
heart when he heard those slippered
fert coming up the staircase; he knew
the meazured tread to be that of Mr.
Cuelch, He saw the light, too, and
shuddered to think what the econ-
sequonces woud be if Mr, Quelch found
his bed wvacant,

But Mr, Quelch was hardly in the
Remove dormitory two minutes, and
straining his ears, Hedwing bad heard
ng sound of conversation, Then came
the return of those slippered feet, and
Redwing knew at once that all was
well for Mr Quelnh was humming to
himself as he descended the staircase,
ﬁ:'mf positive that he was in a good

Imour, _

It had been a narrow escapo, for all
that, and Redwing heaved a sigh of
relief when the footsteps had died away
into the night., HMHe seated himself on a
irunk and waited, His plan demanded
that ke should remain there at least
two hours—sufficient time for “a blade™
and & “sport’” to Jose his money io
Messrs, Banks snd Cobb. And he knew
for & certainty that the Bounder would
remain awake awalling his return.

Rﬂdwmi smiled In the darkness
Never in his life before hag he had re-
course to trickery, in which calegory
he placed his present conduct. And yet,
it it saved a follow from himsolf, did
the end justify the means? He told
himself it. did.

Thoso two hours seemed tc drag by
on_leaden wings, snd more than once
Redwing, the *“breaker of bounds,”
found himself nodding off to sleep. But
at last the clock chimed the hour of
one a.m.

“Now for it!" he muttered.

He closed the creaking window., The
wakeful Bounder in-the Remove dor-
mitory heard it plainly enough, cven
as it was intended he should.

Ife sat up in bed.

In' the thmﬂ stillness of the night the
click of the lock in the box-room door
camg plainly to his ears. Followed the
pad of fect end the Remove dormitory

r had swung open noiselessly,

A figure came into the shadowed
room, and the Bounder knmew full well
that it was Tom Redwing.

He slipped from his bed and walked
over to him.

"Tom—Tom! You're all righl:!” he

asked anxiowsly, “You didn't get
caught?

“WNol” ocame Redwing's sullen
answer. ‘' What's it got to do with you,

anyway E-:rr

“You played with those sharpers st
the Cross Keys?” was the Bounder's
next whisper,

Redwing hung his head.

The Bounder felt a thrill of com-

‘passion run through his hard nature,

*And they cleaned you outi"

“I'mt broke,” muttered Redwing,
truthfully enough, for he was. “ Huven't
got & penny. But I'll have some by
to-morrow night.”

“¥Y¥ou fool!™ hissed the DBounder,
“an't you see it's A mup's game?
It's nol worth the candle.”

“Will you mind your own business,”
snapped  Redwmng, “and  leave me
alone.”

Again, practically the same words as
the Bounder hunself bad vsed carlier
oii.  And they :ting home. More than
over was Yornon-Smith reselved to stop
Redwing from  continwing this  fool.
hardiness. Of his own folly he gave
not a thought then, for ithe Poonder
was at g best when he was thinking
of others,

ey

And his mind now centred whelly on
saving wing.

He watched ﬁe junior turn in, heard
the prowl he gave as he spotted the
“duminy” figure in the shape of the
bolster, but the Bounder felt no anger
that his good-natured act should be so
ungraciously received.

dwing turned jn.

*Good-night, old
Bounder softly,

Silence,

With tight lips the Bounder returned
to his own bed. It zeamed Lo him that
it was going to be a doubly difficult
task to restore the old terms of friend-
ship and save Redwing from making
a fool of himself.

But the Bounder never shrank from
the task he had set himself. All his
animosity against Mr. Quelch head
evaporated; that was a trivial matter
comparad with the welfare of the best
chum that had ever breathed.

He turned in and was soon sleeping
soundly ; at the far end of the dormitory
Redwing alsnlal?)t- soundly. There was
s smile on his faco now in sleep that
would bave done the Bounder
see. It breathed the spirit of
ness, _

But the {ime was not yet ripe for the
Bounder to grasp again the hand of
frigndship he - had once rejected so
lightly. '

]H‘

chap said the

u:ud to
riendli-

TEE TENTH CHAPTER.

The Bounder Speaks Out [

¢ HIS is prime!”

Billy Bunter stood befors
the cupboard in Btudy No. 11,
. eyeing with grest satisfaction
& tempting srray of tuck Bidney James
Snoop had laid in. It was not often that
Snoop was so generous s to expend the
whols of & remittance on & feed, but he

considered this a special occasion,
Snoop and Stott, his study-mate, bad
hailed with delight Vernon-Smith's
return to the fold. The Bounder, on
thess terms, was a fellow ducidedly
worth cultivating. With that thought
uppermost, Sidney James Snoop had
“blued ™ the remittance he hed received
that day from his uncle in America on a
first-class feed. The Bounder was to be
asked to that feed, and Bidney James
and Stott had sauntered off tullinuk for

1.

And the moment they had wvacated
Study No. 11 Billy Bunter had rolled in.
He had witnessed Snoop’s extensive pur-
chasing of the things Mrs. Mimble
had to offer in her little shop with cove-
tous eyes. o had heard, too, that
Snoop intended to invite the Bounder to
toa that afterncon. And this killipg of
the fatted calf, as it were, did not find
favour in Billy Bunter's eyes, for the
simple reason that he had not been
asked to the feed. In fact, when
Bunter had reminded BSnoop of their
“old friendship,” and followed it up with
e remark that he would honour the com-
pany &t the festive board with his
fascinating socioty, Sidney James Snoop
had not only denied his friendship for
Bunter, but had provoed same by bestow-
ing a hberal nomber of kicks apon him,

Buanfer had thereupon decided that o
fellow who so casily renounced a bozom
fricnd like William George DBunter
redquired e losson. It was not right that
he should gorge these dainties from the
tuckshop when an “ ald pal ™ was fading
away from lack of nourishment.

‘Pl cupboard door had opened easily
crougd,, Jodeed, Bunter was ngrﬂuahl_:.r
surprised  to dizrover Lhat Snoop hadua't
locked it.
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“I'll just take my whack,” reflecied
Bunter, with watering mouth, * After
all, 1t's no more than a friend should do.
Just my whack!”

Bunter's whack, incidéntally, knew no
limits, as many a Greyiriars junior had
discovered to his dost. He started on
the cream-buns, and they rapidly disap-
peared between his rapacious jaws,
slthovgh he had promgised himszelf to
leave Snoop and Stott their “ whack.”

Having whetted his appetite, so o
speak, the Owl of the Remove proceeded
to satisfy it to the full, and Snoop's tuck
began to disappear at an alarming rate.

“Mean, I eall i,” muttered Buonter
between mouthfuls. *Snoop will be
Eﬁijnrry he didn't ask me to his rotten

Undoubtedly, Sngop would have been.
At the table f':-e. mu!g at least have put
& “brake” on Bunter's gastronomic
feats, but it wes too late for that now:
The plum-cake had diseppeared—only a
few crumbs were left to tell the tale—
the jam-sponge had followed suit.

And now Bunter was starting on the
pork-pic, It was a delicipus pie, and
Bunter's fat face was shiny as he swal-
lowed the last mouthful. One of
Brnoop's ginger-beers helped it down.

The chocolate biscuits came next, and
they were followed by half a dozen jam-
tayts. Bunter had left the tarts till last,

e sniffed disapprovingly at the
remaing of that feed. The only things
left were & pot of jam, a tin of sardines,
and & jar of honey.

“Not much of a feed, after all,” lLe
muttered.” “Really wasn't worth com-
ing to. T-—-—— Hello! What's this "

His sticky fingers had come in contact
with a piece of pasteboard. It was a
playing-card—or, rather, the odd card
which 12 tound in every pock and is
known as the Joker.

Bunter turned it over in hiz hand, and
then pitched it back amongst the rub-
hish on the bottom shelf of the cupboard
withh & prunt, his interest at the time
being devoted solely to things edible,

For some minutes ho stood staring at
the jar of jam and the tin of sardines,

"Might as well take them,” he re-
ﬂorrtjnd. “They'll do for a snack before
tea.”

With that generous refleciion he
gathered up ithe jam and the sardines
and volled out of the study. What
Snoop would think when he retarned
and found his eupboard as emply as the
celebrated MMother Fuobbard's, Bunter
did not stop Lo consider,

With his stolen provender Bunler
made his way to Study Ne. 7. En
ronte he had to pass Study No. 4, and
from within ke could hear the sound of
voices. He recognised one of them as
Brnoop's, and Bunter thercafter moved
at an ncrcased speed.

It was as well he dud, for Snoop and
Stott wero in a bad temper. The former
had knocked at the door of Study No. 4
and entered, Stott followed him in.

The two cads found Vernon-Smith and
Redwing in the study.

“Oh, my hat”

Sncop’s cjaculation was echoed by
Stott, for the room was full of =imoke,
and Redwing, in the armchair, was pui-
fng away ot a cigarctte with evident
eojoyment. At least, his face expressed
as much; bui, as & matter of fact, Red-
qirilg was near to the point of being
RICK.

Ever stnee his escapade of the night
before Vernon-Bmith had “kept an eye ”
on his former chum. In class that
morning Mr. Quelch was agreeably sur-
Bﬂsﬂd to find that the Bounder had
*toned down.,” No longer did heo see
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the cynical smile—no longer did Vernon-
Smith answer with impertinence. And
the master of the Remove was glad.

Snoop and Btott imagined thet this
was 4 clever piece of acting on the
Bounder’s part to allay suspicion., But
they did not know the full circumstances
—they did not know that the sight of
Redwing fast shaping into a fellow such
a3 either of them were, had becn enough
to pull Yernon-83mith wp from his folly.

“ Well, this is an agreeable discovery,”
said Snoop as he shut the door.

“Rather ! grinned Btott. “I didn’t
know Redwing was such a dark horze”

Vernon-8mith scowled.

“What do you want?” he asked
gruffly.

“We came to ask you to tea,” said
Snoop. “I'va got in & whacking feed,
Smithy. Won't you come slong? It'll
be just like old times.”™

" And Redwing can come, too,” put in
Stott.

“That's & good idea,” agreed Bnoop.
“We can have a game of poker, or
something, after tea, and some smokes.
Cuite like old times!™

“¥Yes, rather!” exclaimed Stott.
“Zkinner won't he there, though.”

“0Oh, blow Skinner!"snapped Enoop.
“1 don’t know what's come over the
sElI:i' idiot. He's turning into & good
little Georgie,”

Vernon-Smith winced.

ITe hated to he reminded of how a ead
was reforming himsell into being a
decent fellow, whilst another decent
fellow was rapidly developing into what
Bkinner had been—what Stots and Snoop
Were.

“You ecan get out? anapped the
Bounder suddenly, as he came to the end
of his train of thought.

Snoop and Stott Jumped,

Eq J;r?‘l

“Get out of this study " exclaimed the
Bounder, jumping to his feet. " You're
not fit to mix with decent fellows,”

“ Decent fellows ! sneered Snoop. “To
you call ﬁ:}urﬁqlf decent, Smithy? Do
yvou call Hedwing decent? I always
kntew he was a sham!™

The Bounder's fists elenched.

“(iet out of here!” he repeated. 1
wonldn't come to your rotten feed if yon
paid me.” .

Redwing, from the chair, knew that lns
scheme was complete—knew that it had

borne fruit, end rejoiced inwardly., He
tbhrew the hall-smmoked cigareite away,
promising hinself that it would be the
last one he ever smoked while he was a
schoolboy,

“Tf you'll lake any advice from me"
said the Bounder in more maollified tones,
“you'll pack up playing the goat, Snoop.
And you, too, Stott; you're like a sheep,
you follow blindly. The game's not
worth the candle. Chuck up smokes and
gambling, and go in for footer.”

: “Footer!™ jeered Snoop. *“Oh, my
at 17

“Come on Snoopey,” muttered Stotf.
“We'd better get out.”

There was nothing for it but to get
out, &z Stott had said. Evidently there
was nothing doing so far as the
Nounder was concerned. Amd with a
Eimk brow, Snoop departed, followed Ty
=tott.

When the door had closed upon them,
Vemon-S8mith walked over to Redwing
and stood staring down at him in the
chair,

“Tom,™ he seid at length, “ vou've gof
to stop this tomifoglery! You've pot to
drop it—you hear?”

“Why zhould I%”

“"Because I say s0,” went on the
Bounder. " Because you know vourself
that it's wrong."”

Redwing laughed,

“You ns:%n::ulh:i be the last fellow to
preach,” he sard, "1 can recall the time
when I said much the same thing to
vou. Ihd it make any difference?”

The Bounder's face softened.

Tt didd and it didea't,” he answered.

“But I was a fool then, I was batter
against Quelehy. 1—1 thought 1t was
clever to hack up against him., I
thought that Leing a decent fellow didn's
count for anythinﬁanca you had carncd
a bad name. But I see diffcrently now.”

“You do?”

Redwing’s “sporty ” character had
dropped from him as he heard the
Bounder speak thuws. No longer now fo
act. It was the old Redwing, the large-
hearted chum the Bounder had known &
few days ecarlier that logked into
Vernon-Bmith's face,

“0Of course I do,” answered Vernoon-
Smith. “And—and I'll tell von how it
came home to me—that is, if von are
interested,”
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“T am interested.” _

The Bounder’s hands went out and
gripped Redwing by the shoulders.

“It was because I saw you playing
the goat,” he said softle, *“It lmarlsir
made me mad. I blamed myself.
still blame myself. A fellow can't
always szee hizs -own faults in their
proper perspective, but when he sees
some sort of reflection of them in a
chum_he understands. I would sooner
eut off my right hand than see you fake
up this rotten game!™

¥ Then—then you still conzider youv-
self my chum?™

It was the final test.

The Bounder’'s hands gripped deep
intp Redwing's shoulders, hurting him,
Lt he dida't mond, At that moment he
was seeiug the real c¢haracter he liad
loved as a staunch chun,

“Of course I do!” The Bounder's
volce was husky.,  *Whether you want
mi or rob”

1t was & come-down for the lofty
;ll‘ide of Vernon Smith, bnt it showed
iim white all through, and Redwing's
lips trembled.

“There's my fist on ir,” added the
Bounder.

No more was spoken iust then, The
hands of the two principals in this
little drama met in a firm grp.

Redwing's task wasz done.

————

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Does the Decent Thing !

i UNTER!™
Siduey James Snoon roared

the name in o frenzy. He was

standing before the cupboard
in his study—the copboard which only
half an hour previously had contnined
that whacking fecd,

Only the coambs were left now—and
Snoop's rage,

“T'1l sealp him!™

“The fat rotter "' growled Seoti. e
was not so indignant as his study nate,
for the simple reason that he hada't
spent a penuy on that feed. His annoy-
ance, such as it was, sprang from the
fact that he had Leen deprived of a
frea feed by Bunier.

That Bunter waz the raider, thiere was
ro doubt in Bpoop’s mimd—no possible
doubt—for the Owl's [at finger-marks
were everywhere in evidenee,

“T'll skin him!” roared Snoon.

He caught up the poker aud dashed
from the study.

It was unfortunate for Bunier that he
should emerge fromn Study No. T at
the moment Snoop passed it; Lot there
it Wwas.

“Oh erumbs '™

Snoop's heated face and the F'}k”
sent cold shivers down Bunter'z spine.

“¥You fat pilferer-—-" began Snoop,
making a lunge with the poker.

But Bunter dide’t wait to hear what
Siduey Jameos Hnoop had to say. His
ane idea jost then was to pnt as much
distance beiveen  himself and  that
poker as was possible.

H0w! Keep off, vou beast!™

Bunter rolled off down the passaze ai
a speed that would bhave done crodit to
a marathon rooner. Hard on his heels
flew Znoop.

An open door al the eud of the pas-
gage seemed to offer Bunter shelter,
Hea flew intp the roen and slammed the
door, too frightencd to realise that le
Iimd sought sanctuary in Mr, Quelch's
saored apartment.

.dﬂ‘“t Snoop knew, and Lie waited out-
[ HicH
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He had seen Mr., Quelch go out for
the afternoon, and PBueon could afford
to wait. But Bunter did not know of
that little circumstance. In his fat
terror he imagined every step passing
down the passage  to helong to Mr.
Chicleh.

“Oh crumbs!™

The Owl of the Remove gazed about
bim wildly. Some thought: of hiding
uniler his Form master’s desk flew into
hiz mind. He rolled towards it. On the
desk were orderly piles of paper, but
Bunter did not notice these things.
What he did see, however, was the
pack of playing-cards and the cigarettes
Mr. Quelch had found in Vernon-
Sraith's study. It was upon the playing-
cards that Bunter's fai wind dwelt, and
the sight of them sharpensed his fat
witz. He picked them up and looked at
the pattern on the backs of them. Then
he chuckled.

“He, he, he!™

The pattern on the cards Mr. Quelch
had found in the Bounder's study was
identical with the pattern on the joker
Hunter had scen in Bncop's study o
short time since. It set a new train of
tHhiought running in the Owls podgs
brain.

He knew that Snoop and Stott plaved
cards: he knew that Vernon-Smith had
ceased playing the silly goat. And yet
the incriminating cards had been found
in Vernon-S3mith’s study. DBunter rpe-
membered, foo, that the Bounder had
declared that he had ne use for snch
things —that, indecd, he never wused
tliem.

“Booop or Siott planted them on
Smitly,” muttered Bunter, “for sbme
reason oF other, and Smithy got the
blame ! What would the follows say if
they Lnew that?™

Bunter was not prompled to utier
such fhoughis from any  fecling  of
penerosity, IF maltered little to him
what happened to Vernon-Bmith, for
the Bounder had banged his head on
the wall. But what did matter was the
fact that Snoop waited emiside Mo
Quelch’s study with a poker in his
hand |

“I'll show the rottor un!™ declared
Bunter virtuously. *If he touches me
I'll miake it hot for him!*

In this valiant mood. Bunter opened
the door of Mr. Queleh’s studv. A few
vards away Snoop wa: patiently wait-
ing, still with the poker in his hand.
He grinned as Bunter’s head came into
view, guite expecting to sec it with-
drawn the next momeont,

But nothing of the kind happened.

To Enoop’s amazement. Bunter rolled
out of the study straight towards him,

“Uome here, you fat rotter!” roared
the warlike Snoop.

“T'm coming quickly enough ™ hootod
Bunter. “But ¥ou can keep your hands
off e, Bnoop, or I'lE make it hot for
vou |

’-"r'-nn:nlj's. eyes  Opened
astonislunent,

1 kpnow now about the faps and the
cards found 1n Smithy's stady.™ went on
Bunter, “*Juszt like yon, Snoon, to lot
another fellow get it in the neck whils
vou cscaned seol-free !

“What on earth are you burblin
about ™ : £

“I know what I know,”™ said Buantor

oracitarly. * Yoo touch me and 1T°1 tell
the fellowa! I'H tell Quelchy! I'll tell
the Head!”
_ Bnoop’s face was a stadv. He had no
idea of what the fat junior wes talking
about, except that it might be a wheeze
to escape Snoop's avowed intentions of
slanghtering Bunter,

wide 1n his
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“He, he, he!” cackled Bunter. * That
makes you sit up, doesn't it 1V

“Why, you—"

HBnoop's anger returned in full foree.
He made a sodden lunge at Bunter

with the poker.

“Yar ' Keep off!” howled
Bunter. “I'll tell—= Yarooooooh!"

‘The poker lunged again.

Ii“'hmp!i"

And Bunter foirly flow for the
Common-room.

After him wenk Snoop. getting in an
orcasional awine with the poker, each
of which drew a further roar from
Bunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ Bob Cherry's
stenforian volee rang out as Bunter
came charging in at the door of the
Comrnmon-room.  “In training for the
marathon, Bunter?"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Slﬂpb hitn ! roared DBunter, taki
refuge behind the Famous Five, “He's
n ead! Don’t let him get at me!
Wow! I'll tell Quelchy about the cards
and the smokes he found 1n Bmithy's
study ™

“T'N spliflicate him 1™ roared Snoop.

“Hold on a minule,” said Wharton
quietly. “What's all this about
Smithy's stndy, Snoop 7

“It's Bunter's silly rot!™ =aid Snoop.
“He thinks the cards and the smokes
old Quelchy. found belonged to me!™

“Bo they do!” hooted Bunter, I
can prove gl

“He's talking out of the back of his
head ! snorted Snoop. “I'm going to
stanghter him for pinching my tuck!™

“That can wait,” said Bob Cherry.
Ff-fﬂﬁ hear what Bunter’s got to say
iTat.

And Bunter told bis story to & very
amazed andience,

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
Snoop, bat that junior was quite un-
perturbed,

“Let's get  along
Sinoop.”’ zaid Wharton.
look at this joker.™

Tha Famousz Five, with Snoop and
Dunier beiween them, headed for Study
No. 11, Bunter made straight for the
cuphoard. He produced the card which
he had eome  across dering his raid
vpon Snoop's tuck and held it up for
THADECTIO.

“Pherett
antly.

“Thet doesn't belong fo me!" said
Snoop,  “That's Ekiuner'z, Ie's got a
pack like that!™

to  vour siudy,
“We'll have a

he  exclaimed  triumph.

Bunter's face fell. but the Famous
Five did not take noch notice of
Buwer,  They were more than inter-

eeted now to interview Harold Skinner.
They surged out of the study, leaving
Bunter alone with Snoop and his wrath,
A few howls floafed outr after them;
evidently  Baoop was busy with the
pokor.,

Skinner was found in the elose, under
the el e looked alarvmed as Hacey
Wharton & Co, drew near.

“We're looking for syou, SBkinner,”
hegan Wharton,

“Well, vou've found me,” said the

cacdd of the Remove.,  *What do yon
want ¥
Wharton produced the joker. Al

zight of it Skivner’s face turned pale.
“Does this belong to yon " ashed the
caplain of the Remove grimly.
Skinner saw thal 1E was hopeless to
deny 1. Tv would e so casy to prove
thaf it was hiz.
“What i it does? e sald defantly.
“Then where's the vest of the pack?
HY--1 pave thiem 1o Sunthy,” sand
Skinner suddenly, “T've chucked up
gambling and. giv] BEmithy took thoso
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The docr of Study No. 4 was flung open and Mr. Queleh, cane In hand, appeared on the threshold. His eyes blazed with anger

: ‘ Boy 1 ** thundered ihe Remove master,
that lounging atiitude when your Form master is

as he saw the figure in the chalr.

nt P *?
See Chapter 7.)

** Wratched hoy !
“I'm sorry you don't like it,”* sneered the Bounder.

How dare you remain In |

cards to destroy ithem himself. - Tt
wasn't my fzult Quelchy found him
with them.™

Harry Wharton started. He eould
sog light now. ¥ the Bounder for somo
vesson or other had offered to desttoy
those cards he was not the kind of
fellow to say that they were Skinner’s
when Mr, Quelch hed found them in
his possession,

And from that tazk Vernon-Smith
had s=et himself had sprung all the
troublo—a trouble that now dragged
Redwing, a decent fellow, into tho
thady cirele, a3 Harry Wharton had
seenn for himself.

“Why, you rotter,” began Johnny
Bull. *Do you mesn to say that yon
saw old Smwithy take vour punishment
and a rood lot more, whilst you sneaked
argund in the background?®™

Skinner's eves dropped.

“I was a cad to do that,” he admitted
and the Famovs Five marvelled at the
new Skinner that stond exposed, “1
know I ought to have spoken up and—
and told Quelehy.,  DBut I can't! I
can't "

Harry Wharton's  hand
Lghtly on Skinner's shoulder,

“If you take myv 1ip, won will,
Skinner, old mar,  You surely won't
tet another chap suffer for what you've
done? If it hado’t been for the smokes
and things old Smithy wouldn't have
kicked over the traces again, It's up lo
vou to put him right with Quelchy.”™

Bat Johnny Bull weas  less  patient
with Bkinner than Harry Wharton was.

“You'll jolly well be made to do (he
decent thing if you won'i do it off yeur
awn hat,” he snoried.  “ There'll he a
Fori mecting on the subject—and you
Enow what will follow that.”?

dropped

Skinner shuddered.

He knew well enocugh what would
follow,

But the new Skinner came to his aid.
His head went up, his eves were steady
as he faced Wharton & Co.

"I'll go and speak to Quelchy to-
night,” he suid. *“It wasn't tho caning
that I funked, But—but wvou szee
Guelchy nearly cavght me coming from
the Cross Keys. And if he—he asked
me. about that I should give myself
away., I don't want to be expelled.”

™ understend,”  said  Wharton
gravely. “And T'm glad vou're going
to do the decent thing. I can see now
why Quelehy gated poor old Smithy.
He thought he was the junior who had
been visiting the Cross Keys.”

“Poor old Smithy!” said large
hearted Dob Cherry.  **He's straight
as a die, after all, if people will enly
believe in him.”

“Tll put him right with Quelchy,”
sald BSkinner. “I've been thinking
ahout 1t & lot just recently. Old Smithy
did me a jolly good turn—-practically
saved me from the sack. It's wp to me
to do the square thing by him.”

And SBkinner meant whal he said.

An  hour afterwards Vernon-8mith
was summoned (o Mr, Quelel’s stody.

He entered the apartment wondering
whether M, Quelell waz  poing to
ooimne down ™ oon him fov somothing

elzo he hadn't done, and was preparal
in advanee o heep o check  on his
hezdstrong temperanient,

Db there was a pleasani surprise in
store for the Bounder,

Al Veroon-Smmeh,”  sanl Mr.
Lueleln kindly, "1 have-—ahem ! —just
heard froon Skinner the true story of

the cigarettes and the ¢ards I found in
vour study.”

The Bounder started.

“It transpires that you were acting
in good faith when yon tock those
ihings. from Skinner and declared your
intention of destroving them yourself,
Skinner has confessed to moe—every-
thing. It was a noeble sacrifice on your
part, my boy, to take the blamce of the
affair upon yourself, and I am sincerely
sorry that iﬁllﬂllld be the one to stir
up that past which you had s safely
overridden. I realise now that T was
a trifle hasty and unjust in - imposing
those restrictions Ulf':'“ your movements
which at the time I thought necossary,
But we all are prone to meke nnstakes,
my lad, and I am deeply sorry.”

The Bounder's face cleared.

"It wes my own faunlt, sir, to a great
cxtent,” he answerced. “Tf it liadn't
hoen for miv beastly tompor *  He
?:‘t"f‘?d,' “I-=I deserved what T got!
et if vou still believe in nig -7

“1 do, my boy,”? said Mr. Queleh
Lkimdly. “Home thme ago yvou will re-
member I satd that you were a how of
great  cliaracter, capable of  ocxerting
much influence over your Form fellows
cilbiey for pood or bad. I <ult ilonk
s0, with perbans one amoendmenti; and
that iz yoor influence is for 1w good.
Koep it like thal, nry bay.”

Ty shook hapnds, A new uapder-
standing bad been born betvween then—
one of muinal admiration and ro-pect.
= Yeraen-Smith Tolt that i was tread-
e ot air when o Jeft his Form
masier's roourn. and he soughi onw Do
Hedwing to tell him the news. )

Medwing waz with the Famwous Ifive

(i anfimereed on peiire 28D
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Anxious Moments !

# Y, ay, sir!” said Dan cheer-
fully, starting up his esogine
and steering Lowards the biack

. vessel, Tommy was standing
up in the bows, his heart beating
violently. " What d'rou want of us?

Wea'ra busy I

“Bo am I!" rapped out the torpedo-
boat’s commander. “I'm poing to sce
if Coember, the kid convict, is aboard

ou, so look lively, mv young shaver!

ay along the quarter here.”

“What, Comber from the Billy Rough
Un?” exclaimed Dan. “Why, I'm after
him meself [~
- Dan had certainly been after Tommy
all the evening, and he was after him
wow, for he sat ten feet Lehind him.

“Och begorrah ! exclaimed Tommy,
“there’s & whole beiling of the bhoys
chasin® after him now, over heyant
there, an’ we moight ha' caught him if
ye hadn't stopped us, sorr !

; “Mmg‘h_t. vou deed, Misther Mulli-

gan " said the officer dryly, and the

lucjackets at the gun began to laugh.

*Here's another injustice to poor old

Oireland ! Step up on deck here while

have a look at you. Prize-moncy's
scarce in the Navy since the War, and [
can smell twenty pounds coming along
for my crow.”

The motor-boat laid herself alongside
the torpedo-boat’s iron skin, and was
mstantly cought by the. bows with &
boat-hook and made fast. Tommy
hoisted himself on to the low deck, feel-
ing like a condemmed prisoner stepping
on to the hangman's platform. He
found himself facing a crew of big.
silent hlua}iankatﬁ and . a  jolly-looking
young sub-lientenant with a8 kesn hlue
eye, who didn't seem very much older

an Fommy himself.

_ ““Now,” said the sub-lieutenant, fash-

ing an electric torch full on Pan's face

and holding it steady, “vou first, What's
your name "

“Dan Bennett, sie”

“If you thought up that name on the
spur of the moment, it's pretty good !
said the young officor. ¥ Jove, I
think vou're the goeds! Vou've a look
about vou of the chap they're after !”

Tommy was amazed and scared.
Were they going to take Dan for him-
gelf? 1t was true that Dan, though
rather bigger, was not unlike what
Tommy used to be, They were much
the same type. Dan said nothing what-

AEE Macxer LiBriry.—No. 972,
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ever, The officer pulled a photograph
out of his pocket and looked ‘al it care-
fully, and again at Dan.

”hﬂ, 0. You pass, after all,” he
said. “Too wide in the mouth, and too
many freckles. All right. Now the
other kid."

He iurned hiz torch on Tommy and
scanned his face with sharp, observant
eves that secemed to look through
Tommy, who felt his flesh creeping., It
seemed to him that this young naval
officer could penetrate his zkin  and
detect the disguise which that brilliantly
clever surgeon, Dr. O'Hara, had made
of his femtures and the altered colour
of his hair, For some moments the sub-
lieutenant wes silent, staring at him as
though he were some strange fish pulled
out of the river.

“Rum looking cove!"” said the young
officor at last, “Who are you?”

“Pat Roche, wer hanner!”
Tommy,

“Roach, is it? You look more like a
pike. Where do you come from?”

“The City o Dublin, begeb ! said
tT-}rr}_muu “And n moighty foine city,

Ll &

* Pass, Paddy Roche, an’ all’s well !™
chuckled the sub-lioutenant, “Nothing
doing. You're no more like Cormber
than you're like Mary Pickford I

“An’ plaized I am to hear yer hanner
s=ay s0!”  exclaimed Tommy., *I
wouldn’t want to be like a dhirty spal-
peen of & runaway eonviet, would I7?
Bure, if anvbody told me T was like
this Comber I'd helt him across the
nose ! Whirroo ¥

“Lrin go bragh! Up the rebels™
Igrumed the young officer. “*Tis a
»roth of a bhoy you are, Paddv. What
wera you doing in that boat

“Bure there's a ¢rowd o chaps chasin’
Comber round Neorthfleat way, an® thev
say he's taken fo tho water,” snid
Tommy, “so we thought we moight as
well take 8 hand. Me frind Dan here
owns the motor-beat, an' he's like to
get his hands on Comber, Am I spakin’
the truth, Danny ™™

“Sure. The cold truth,” said Dan
feelingly. “I'd like o get hold of him
now, and wipe him aeross the mouoth
for all the trouble he's given me, We

don't look like makin’ a profit after all.
Are you satisfied, sir?”

“I'm more than satisfied,” said the
young oflicer cheerfully, * and T apologise
to you two chaps, Duty's duty, and I'd

said

have put Comber in irons if 1'd cxught

him; but I'm glad you aren’t him I he
added, turning to Tommy.
Falad ¥ exclaimed Tommy. “Phwat

for®”

" Bless vou, T don't wani to cateh the
kid!” said the officer. “The way he
Aummoxed that Aatfooted moeb of
Ful}_hiﬁs on the Bellerophon was the
imit. They were twenty to one against
him. and he got to windward of the lot,
He's had a good run for his money,
and he's & sportsman.”
r““'ﬁﬂ, this beats the band ! said
To :

“And what's more,” added the young
sub-lieutenant, “I read tho story of his
trial in the papers, The jury were a lot
of mud-heads., 1 wouldn't have con-
demned a dog on such evidence! It's
my belief that kid is innocent, zad no
more did the job than me.”

“Well, now, I've thought the samwe
meself,” said Tommy, scratching his
head in bewilderment. “But it scems
the judge didn’t think so, sorr. An'
fweniy paunda i5 worth earnin’, your
hanner,”

“ Ah, thev're a fat-headed crew, these
landlubbers,” aaid the torpedo-boat’s
commander. *If Comber had been tried
by a naval court-martial, they'd have
acquitted him an' given him back his
aword. And that's that. Clarry on
thare, coxswain! Take charge! i-lumi
her in towards the south short, and
prepare to anchor”

Ay, ay, sir ¥

Chuffer Challenges the Navy |

6 E'LL be getting awar, sir, if
yvou've done with us™ said
Dan.

“Oh, there's no hurr”
said the officer, leading the boys willy.
nilly into the litile steel chart-house an
deck, and switching a light on.
“Fou'll never ecaich that kid in a
month of Sundays, even supposing he's
within fifty iniles of uws—which maost
likely he's not.  There's no  trustin’
those reporiz. You ecan geb awey as
soon as, wo've dropped the hosk: but
we've got to sec there's no ill-fecling-—
you are my gugesiz, yvou know.”

He took a bottle out of a stand anid
poured something * into  three  liitle
glasses. “Tee-tee, are you? So'm I
practically, but there's no dodging this.
Atand up! Here's luck to the Navy:”



EVERY
MONDAY.

‘TEE MAGHET LIBRARY.

- R T T -

“The Navy!™ said Tom heartily.
It was wine of some sort, very mild
and rvather sweel: in faet, it was the

stuff called Marsala, which midship.
men drink in gullﬁrmmm He didn's
like i much, but he was proud to

drink for the first time in his life the
health of the King's Fleet; especially
a3 he had just successfully bluffed a
live naval t::-f}'u:er, which is a thing very
few people can ever boast of doing.

“Good luek to von both!” said the
sub-lientenant. “If T were you I should
ehuck - chasing that kid, ‘There wwas
some sort of a hunt goin' on ashore just
now, I know—we got a glimpse of it
with the searchlight, but too far off to
see what was doing, 5o we just kept a
sharp loock-out on the water. I'll bet
that mob won't get any closer to the kid
Comber than you have.”

“T1'n bet me Bunday boots they don't,
gorr,” grinned Tommy.

“You've a precious rummy voice for
an Irishman,” zaid the officer suddenly,

Thizs was true. When Tammy waz
coming aboard the torpedo-boat he had
hurriedly slipped into his mouth a little
teblet from a bottle which Dr, (Hara
had given him when he was at Lagden,
These tablets, as soon as they were
sucked, relaxed the throat and dis-
guised Tommy's voice, making it so
muech deeper that it was net is-
able by anybody who knew him.
('Hare gave them to him as a asafe-

u?rﬂ, and Tommy had used them once
ore,

“*Tis a bit hoarse always, sorr,” he
said, "and I've ?1 cowld' in me head.”

_“'f:'rﬁld in the head den’t hurt ‘any-

one—as long as he don’t get cold feet,”
said the ofhcer, stepping out on deck.
“Bear that in mind, Paddy—the chap
who gets cold feet 15 lost. In e tight

ace, keop your head cool and your
ot warm, an’ let the other fellow get
EE Evindvu'p—then you've got him on

BS M

“TH remember that, #ic,” said Dan.
“F rockon the Navy cught fo know all
sbout gettin’ folk on toast.  And now,

your leave,” we'll be pushing off.”

“"Wait till I've dropped

the -sub-lieutenant, me's. up, and
my patrol is finished ; my orders até to
anchor here for the night.”
' The torpedo-boat had crossed the
river while they wers in the chart-
hoiige ; the officer took charge whilé she
slowed wp, head to tide, and anchored.
Dan grew anxious when he saw that she
was now close in on the Kentish side,
not far away from Northflest Point.

“Lot's slip away quick,” he whis-

wrod to Tommny; and they were both
idding their host a hurried farewell
when the sound of oars was heard, and
& voice hailed exeitedly:

“Torpedo-boat ahoy!™

“Ayv, av!” zaid the
mander.

A big, heavy rowing-boat loomed up
aut of the gloom, with six or seven men
in her.

“Have you got him, sir?
himn fiest,”

"Saw who first®”? replied the officer.

"¥oung Comber. 'Yu:nu’vc got  his
motor-boat—you  must  ha’
t{lﬂq.”

“My aunt!” whispered Tommy. “1It's
Chueffer—joined up with the lot that's
alter me.”

“"Keep back an’ =it tight,” zsid Dan
uncler his breath.

“I have the honour 1o inform vyou,
gentlemen,™ said the oflicer sareastic-
ally. “as  ven seem  interested in
Comber, that he was net on board the
mator-hoat,”

then vou c{m'get-intﬂ“;&?iu: bﬁt,” Sli-li.

young com-

We saw

got  him,

o —— o — —  — ——

UWhao T eried Chuffer Fozs, who was
statcing vp o the bows of the craft as
it approaciesd,. " Why, I jolly well
Lrow be waz on board: I saw the boat
pick him up. You've been fooled! DBy
rosh, there's dirly work here!™

“Dhrty work ¥ said the vounp officer
mdignantly.  “You g, swivel-eyod
son of a2 mnd-hopper, do vou know you
are talking to an officer of the King's
:"‘:HT_F ':F.?l

Chuffer danced on the floor-boards in
bis rage and cxcitement,

“1 can’t help who you are! You've

ot 'em both aboard—there's Dan

ennett standin' up there. beside »on
as large as life, amid he's Comber's pal,
an’ lives at QGravesend. LEverybody
knows that! shrvicked Chuffer.

“That's right, sir!” chorused the men
iy the boat. _

DThe voung oflicer turned quictly to
an.

“Are vou Comber's pal?” he said.
“You told me you were hunting him.”

“Correet, sir,” said Dan calmly.
“I was his a.i before he went f{o
prison. And I've been hunting him- all
night. Why not?

He's worth ‘twent
quid, isn't he? And he'll be 'mi}ped},’
anyhow. Chuffer Foss, there, is a bit
jealous.”

“Who are wyou? said the sub-
lieutenant to Chuffer, “Do vou know
shouted

Comber by sight "

“By gum, I ought to!”

Chuffer, “I'm his cousin, Benjamin
Foss. And he ain't going to get away
with it! That's him over by the funnel
—I'd know him in the dark (™

“0k! You're the jolly old vousin
who was 8 witness against him at the
trial, €h? I remember your name,”
said the officer. “And this is Dan
Bennett, also s witness, He admits  it.
Very well, we'll settle this. Step for-
ward hers; Paddy Roche! Stand to
sttention 1" ,

Tommy walked forward and halted as
Chuffer sprang on board,” The officer
turned his torch full on Tommy's face.

“Ts this your man or not?”
 Chuffer's jaw waggled, and his eyes

HOW THE STORY OPENED.,

TOMMY COMBER. sentenced to three years'
etention abeard the reformatory ship
Belleraphon jor befng copcérned in the

. murder of his unele,

JOSEFPH COMNBER, a clerer chemint, inventor
of a ?uwerjul kigh explosive ndined
Comberite,

CHUFFER FO88, Tommy s cousin, a ne'er-da-
well, whose falie evidence did much to
prejudice the innocent Tomwy's chances
of acquittal,

DR SBHANE O'HARA, a skilful zurgeocn, who
shelters the fugitive frem the Bellero-
phou, and fakes . kis features se¢ Lhat
Tommy's own pal,

DAN BENNETT, docan't recognise him wntil
Tommy wakes known his tdentiy.

MERTON HAYNES, « friend of 0'Hera's,

L] - L] + - [ ]

In return for the service O'Hara hag reén-
dered him Tommy—who Inows the secret of
Comberile—is asked to make this valueble
explosive for the doctor and his friend,
Tommy himaelf Lo take a ihird share in the
partuership. Temmy agrees la the propozal.
He meets Dan—wko, ecidentaily, thinks
O'Hare and his friend a pair of rogues—
and asks him to jein him in preparing
Comberite on Curlew lsland, wlhich formerly
belonged to Joscph Comber. Dan jumps at
the chance. Anxicas o weet Chujfer Poes
feece to foce, for b Phieke theat Nis LRI
had a hand in Joreph Combep's  donth,
Fammy journcys te dfraresend,  He etz
Chuffer, Gul only areids coplare by the skin
af Rix foeth, In kb flight Towstay buwps
fude D in s moder-boad, The two are
making a gaod getewoey when stcldenly a
terpedo-beat leows wp in the darkaess e
@ sLovat Conce csilmacnds [Rewe Lo Mence-dar
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bulged ol of his head as hie stared at
the ok fuee aid hooked nose and tho
eyes luat Dlinked at hum fiercely in the
civele of the light, He scemed unable
to hid his tongue,

“Shpake up, yeo slab-faced omad-
haun ' said Tommy. *“Aw’ if ve've the
cheek to ¢all Paddy Roche a runaway
conviet, I'Il belt the nose av yo
Th:r_mlgfl yer black hair, bogob! Not
but what Comber is likely a better man
than you, an' if ivver I mect him I'll
tell kime so !

* I—I—J——" stammered Chuffer,

“Is this your cousin® thundered the
sul-lientenant, *““Yes or no

“N-nenno!” said Chuffer hopelessly,

“That gin't Comber!” chimed in a
chorns of disgusted voices from the

boat, *“Nothin' like him'

JAnd T'lIL lay ye tin shillin's fo &
pinny, Misther Ifos= ™  zaid Tommy
scaornfully, “that I'll cateh Comber

before you do!™

Fhuﬁm‘ turned awav.

‘There's something lishy here, all the
same [ he growled,

“ There's something very fishy here *
sald the young eofficer. “And it's your-
seli ! Coxswain 1™

“Ay, ay, sir!” gaid the coxswain,
grinning.

" Chuclk this fellow back into his boat,
an’ give him six with a rope's-end firet,
tu”temh him not to bluff the Navy!”

Ay, ay, sir!” said the coxswain glee-
fully, and gripped Chuffer by the back
of the collar;

The brawny seaman hatled Chuffer's
big bulic across his knee as easily-as if
he had been a small puppy, despite Lia
struggles, and snatched up the end -of

1ope thet hung from the davits.

Whiz! Biff! hack !

[:hiu_ﬁ'ar yelled and roared as tha
ropo's-end snote him lustily geross the
tightuess of his trousers. When hoe hed
had six of the best he was ' pitched
among his companions in the boat,
which ‘was pushed off, and went smin.
ning -away on the cbb tide, while
Chuffer's curses arose on the night air,
There was & regular riot, for his crew

secmed to be all fighting among thems
selvoa,

“If you're not out of sight in thres
munutes, my merry kid-hunters,” said
the officer cheerfully, “I'll turn the gun
on vou! DBy Jericho, I'd like to see the
fellow who can bleff mel”

A Strange Lodging !

WAS _ii;aning up against the
funnel and langhing until his rils nearly
gave way. The tears were rining
down Dan’s face, and the boat's crew
were all guffawing; they had net had
such a night for yoars, = Chuffer Foss’
companions gol out their oars amld
pulled away out of sight with all
possible wpeod, '

The young officer said nething, Ha
was smiling to himself, as if over a little
joke of his own. Then he turned to
the boys.

“I fancy you chaps’ would like to
shove off nmow 7' he said,

CIEit's all the same to you, sir," zajd
Dan, wiping hiz eves, :

“Pull your beat up, {len.” :aid the
sub-licutenant, and at the swme time ho
gave his coxwain and erew a job which
took them up info the bows, When they
wores oud of hearing he jomed the hove,
who had pulled their boat close up to
the sterp, and were getting into her,

“Good-night, Dan Benncett. if what's
vour nawe.’ he saiwd, and held oul his
hand to Tonany., *“Bo-lowmr, Misthee

Tue MacxeT Lierary.—No. 572,
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Paddy .Roche, from Dublin!” There
was & quear twinkle in his eye, * Did
you ever hear of the Irishmanp's parrot?”
“What was that, sorrl” asked

Tommy i1nnocently. .
“It didn't .talk much, but it was a
beggar to think,” chuckled the wyoung
er under his breath. *D'vou know

what I'm thinkin%ﬁﬂ-w?” he added, and
dropped  his and on Tommy's
ghoulder. *“Why, that maybe 1 could

lay my hand on Tom Comber yef."
For & moment Tommy was paralysed.
Y Now shove off quick, before I make
up my mind about it,” said the young
officer, with a wink, “No one likos
making mistakes.” ;
“ Good-night, sorr!” said Tommy.
The motor-boat’s engine started, and
away they buzzed into the darkness,
For some time neither of them said o

word. They had been laughing a
minute before, but now they felt rather
gueer.

“Gosh, that was & narrow shavel”

muttered Dan,

“Maybe it ein’t 5o easy to bluff the
Navy sfter all,” said Tommy dubiously.
" Ha got closer to it than I like. But
he doesn’t know, for he jolly well can’t
know! And he's glad of it. He's no
fool, either. DBy erumbs, Dan, next to
vou that's the cfinkiest good chap X ever
ptruck !” _ :

“You played up well,” szaid Dan,
“but you've had better luck than wyou
deserve. You ought to be locked up on
the Billy Bough Un twice over, by
rights. Nobedy but a blithering youn
medman would have meddled wit
C'huffer at all,” _

It was worth it zald Tommy.
“ Another minute with Chuffer up there
on the hill an’ I'd have had the truth
out of hin. I'd got him scared stiff.
That's where the bad luck was—getting
interrupted like that.”

He told Dan all that had happened in
the chalk pit.

HWell, T never did think Chuffler
killed poor old Munks.” said Dan.

“No,” replied Tommy grimly.
“Maybe not. Put he was in it. He
knows who did. That's what I'm going
to find out.™

** Not from Chuffer.”

#No, I've dono with Chuffer now. 1
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can't go near him again. But don’t he
downhearted, Dan. Can’t vou see what
a topping good night's work we've made
of it? 1It's safe for you and me to pal
up now. Chuffer’s’ seen ws both to-
ﬁethcr,' and whoever he takes me for

e's gi well sure I'm not Tom
Comber, He's said so in front of wait-
nesses. This job has made it all right
for us. Chuffer’s fixed. To say nothing
of the sport it's been!”

“¥es, I ain't saying but what I've
enjoyed it,”. said Dan, grinning, ¥ As
far as sport goes, 1t was all right, but
don't forget the fox that’s hunted ‘oo
often gets his back broken by the hounds
at last. . It's got a 'bit too hot for com-
fort once or twice, ‘and now what? Fou
ought to get out of this neighbourheod
for a bit an’ let the scent cool down.” -

“I'm bound to go to London, any-
way. There's thingzs 1 must do there.
I don't think youw'd hetter come with
me, Dan. . We oughtn't to be seen to-
gether in London as well as on Curlew
Island, It'B be all right when we're
alone there.™

“1 min't keen on Loddon -myself just
now,” said ‘Dan. “Suppese [ take
look round Curlew Island on my owa
an’ let vou know what's doing there
before you come down.. I might find out
somotinng well worth knowing."

“Good scheme! SBhove it along !
said Tommy. “Be careful and don't
let ("Hara get wise to you. If he does
say you're a pal of mine, But'I reckon
i’ﬂu won't get foul of him. Where can

get a word to you if I want you?”

“Write or telegraph to Post Office,
Southend.” said Den, “T1 get 1t all
right. I'll land vou npow, an’ you'll
have to get to London as best you can.”

He ran straight up river for a couple
of miles and landed Tommy on the north
shore, where the two chums, who had
stood by each other through so many
dengers, parted hurriedly but aflection-
ataly. Not. being French or Italian
they did not kiss one another good-bre.
Cn the contrary, each called the other
by an insulting name and advised him
not to be a bigger fool than necessary
in the meantime, or to make & worse
mess of things than he could help. That
done, they punched each other in the
chezt, shook hands, and Dan buazed
away down the silent river, alone.

Tommy struck inland, and & short
walk brought him to Rainham. Station.
where, by good luck, he had only to wait
ten minutes for the last guick train to
town. He had lost all count of time, and
was surprised to find it was not yet
eleven o'clock. At Fanchureh Stroet
Station he took the Tobe across
London to YWaterloo, where he asked lus
way to Btroud Btrect, the address of the
lodgings that Dy. O'Hara had given
him. He was not very keen on going
there. especially at that time of night,
f;mt decided it was the only thing to

o

No. 120 was & small and dirty little
house, exactly like scores of others in
o dark, silent street near the station.
Big Ben was striking midmght when
L'omamy knocked at the door, wondering
if e was likely to make anybody hear,
for the house was in darkness. But he
had hardly rapped when the door opened
an inch or two and & pair of bright,
beady eyes peered at him through the
chink,

“I'm Pat Roche,"” said Tommy.

It was odd how natural it was to him
to call himself Paf Roche, for since
O'Hara had disguised him he was Pat

chap comfortable!

Roche to the life, and at these times he
thought of himself by that name,
“What's in 2 name?" as Shakespoare
sa¥5. A good deal, when it means three
Years i pPrisorn.

- A skinny figure beckoned him in, the
door opened, and clozed guickly behind
him, Tommy found himself in a dim-
Iit pessage, fmcing a withered old man
with a wity grey beard, and eyes that
reminded Tommy of an owl's,
dressed in rusty black,

“I expected you this mornin’,” the
man said wheezily,

“Couldn't get here before,” said
Tommy. “Sorry to knock wyou up
guv nor.”
~“You didn't knock me up,” chuckled
ihe old man, *1 was waitin’ for you.
knew wou'd come.  Want any supper "

“It's & bit late to bother vou,” said

Tommy apelogetically, for he was rag-
ing with hunger.  “But if f{here's d
chunk of bread en’ cheese handy——"
. “Come in here,” said the man, and
led him’ into a cosy sitting-room, which.
though no light showed outside in the
‘street, was well Jit up and locked home-
like, The table was spresd with a
clean cloth, the silver and knives looked
new; there was a noble-looking ham, a
well-brownied cold chicken, new bread,
and fresh butter ; a froit pie with crcam,
and & jug of lemonade,

“T knew vou'd wank mﬁ'per " chuckled
hizs hest. “Ring tha bell when wyou've
done.” And he disappeared silently.

Tommy made . the chicken lock slly,
and left & large hole in the ham. The
friik pre: was saperb, and the cream
Inscions, It was wonderful to find such
things in a house that looked so poor
and squalid sutside. Tommy heaved a
great sigh of relief, and uwndid a button
of his waistcoat.

Mr. Isaac Drinkwater, which was the
name of the gueer-looking lodging-house
keaper, catue in.

“ Are you satisfied ™ he asked, rubbing
hiz bands. “Or iz there anything else
vou would like?”

“T'm full up,” said Tommy graiefully,
“That was a top-hole feed. Must have
got a first-class cook here. But it looks
olly expensive. What have T got to pay
}-::r my board and lodging

The old man smiled and made o gqueer
little gesture with his open hands.

“MNothing !” he said. * Everything s
paid for vou up to Tuesday morning.”

Tommy turned and stared at hm.

“Who by ™ he saud sharply, *Whe's
paxing for me? Dan’t say you don't
know, for I can see vou do. Who 1s 183"

“When vou are az old as me,"” said
the man, his zhining eyes fizxed on
Tommy, “vou will know better than to
want fo know evervthing., I never ask
questions, and so0 [ am teld no lies '™

“Aren't youl? said Teommy., * Then
vou're lucky., T find I get told a lot of
lies whether I ask for em or mot. T'll
go to bed, if it's all the same to you.”

“This way,” said Mr. Drinkwater,
and, taking & candle, he took Tommy to
the top of the hounse, where, right at the
back and overlooking a little stone yavd
with broken bottles on the walls, he
found himself in & well-fornished hed-
room, with a feather bed on o spring
mattress and <lean, white, cxpensive
sheets. Here the old man left him and
shuffled downstairs noiselessly, wheezing
and coughing like an elderly pug.

“1t’s a queer house this " said Tommy
to himself as he undressed,  “But, by
gum, O'Hara does know how to make a
Suppose his wdea 12

He was

= e —— = ==
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and snaiched up the rope’s-end. Whiz [

The brawny seaman hauled Chuiler’s big hu:k_;cmas his knee as easily as if he had been a small puppy, despite his strugeles,
Chufler yelled and roared lustily as the rope’s-end smeta him.

Biff I Whaek !

(Fee page 25.)

that I sha'n't run away from the grub;
but there's something more in it than
that. Wonder who lives here besides
thet old chap with the fuffy chin?
Must be somebody. hope they under-
stand I can take care of myself if there'y
trouble."”

He found & suit of new pink silk
pyiamas laid out for him on the bed.
Tommy had never seen anything -like
them. He inspected them, with a grin
of contempt. However, ke pui them on
and found them uncommonly comfort-
able. Dogtired, he tumbled inio the
luxurious bed and fell asleep.

He slept heavily, but fitfully, and twice
he dreamed that Dr. O'Hara's dark eyes
behind the black-rimmed spectacles wera
staring down at him out of the darkness.

The Man with the Bald Evebrows !

4 I Y OMMY did not wake till eight,
when he found Mr., Drinkwater
at his bedside with a cup of tea.
It was guite like old times in

O'Hara's lonely house in Essex, when, as

an invalid prisoner, Tommy had lived on

the fat of the land and was waited on
hand and foot. He dressed and wenu

down to the parlour, where he found a

registered letter just arrived by post,

addressed to “ Mr. P. Roche.”

Ie gopened 18 and found hanknoles an
it for fifty pounds.

It was the moncy he hod sent away
yesterday, It had come back to him—
a reminder that he belonged to O'Hara
Emlij Haynes, and was Dbound to them
tight.

g"I‘Il Leop i, said Tommy, stowing
it away carefully. **It's part of the bar-
gain, an’ 'l give Dan hiz money back,
Fifty quid to the good.  An’ now we'll
make a day of 41"

a good hfginnin;i';

There was a piping hot breakfast
ready for him—soft-roe -bloaters, liver
and ﬁ-nmn, and strawberry jam. Ib was
io the day. While
eating it he read a notice in:the paper
to the effect that the ranaway boy con-
viet, Thomas Comber, bhad been heard
of in the neighbourhood of Gravesend
during the night,” and thai the news of
his capture was hourly expected.

Tommy chuekled as he spread a fresh
dollop of jam and buiter on his bread.
Reading that paragraph made him enjoy
his breakflust all the move,

When he had fiunished he put en his
hat and told Mr. Drinkwater that he
probably wouldn't be back till late that
night.

The old man sald nothing, bui gave
him a latchkev to the front door so that
he could get 1n whenever he wanted to.

Tommy strode away down  Stroud
Street, feeling pood. He was not only
safe, he told himsclf, but absclutely
free. He could go wherever he chose,
and no one would know where he went,
or what he did.

Stroud Street was nearly as quiet by
day a= by night, for along its whole
length Tomnuny only passed one man,
who was standing by o pillar-box light-
ing a cigareite. He glanced up aa
Teommy weat by, e was a very ordin-
ary, respectably  dressed man;  and
T'opuny, getting that momentary ghmpsae
of hiz face, noticed thal he had almost
bald eycbrows.

There was nothing extraordinary in
thoey but =omchow he was corionsly
like one of the petty-officers on the Del-
lerophon, who also had no cychiows.
He was certainly not the same man, bug
he waz hke him, and that enrions rescin-
BWlance fixed hom in Tommy's mimd;
otherwize, he wouldl net have nolwed
hiy af #ll, Teonooay dud ool know how

lucky it was that he did notice him,
and thay he remembered him after
wards,

Being bent on having & good bime,
Tomumy decided to get business over
first. There were several things he
would want at Curlew Island, for the
making of Comberite, which he had nol
put on the list, or told O'Hara anvthing
about.  There ia no sense in telling
everything, ospecially about a secret
\\'-n.rt}i'l millionsg. So he went to o manu-
facturing chemist in the Borouwgh, and
made several purchases there, paying for
}:l'rﬂn and leaving them to be called for
ater.

When he lefk the shop he noticed,
somo way off and mingﬁug with the
crowd in the street, a face that his keen
eves rocogpmzed at once.

It was the man with the bald eye-
brows !

“Na error about ib,"' said Tommy to
himself. *“That chap's following me,
There's trouble coming.”

Ha went on hiz way, quite uncon-
eerpedly, but he kept a sharp lodk-out
withont appearing to do so. The man
was certainly shadowing him. And he
was doing it well, too, for he kept out
of sight most of the time; he waa no
amateur at the game., DPuring the next
two houra Tommy lost sight of him alto.
gother : he began to wonder whether
he had made a mistake, and If seeing
the man twice was only ap aceident
after all,  Tommy made several pur-
chase=, and then srond himsell a slap up
lunch ai one o'clock; he was fecling
easier in s mind new, and while
lunching, he looked through a news-
paper and mapped out his programme
of enteriainment for the afternoon,

He was a gentleman at large, rolling

AT antinurd  orcrleaf.)
Tae ManxeT Tapnrany.- Noo 872
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in the Comunen room and the Dotnder

joined thew, ]
“For heaven’s sake dreop thai silly

smoking,” Wharton waz  =zaymmg as
Yernon-Smith approached.

“I  have!”  exclaimed Redwing,
colonring  a  deep erimson. Y lm

througl with 1 awd all the other shaiy
games.  LThey're not worlh the ['zr.JltE]:_:'.”

It was ivpical of Redwing's generosily
and mode:tv that  be veframed from
explaining the true facts of the case.
Not even the Bonnder knew that Red-
wing had deseended into blackgvardizm
simply to pull hit out of it It was a
page of his life that Bedwing wishod
1o blot aut for ever and by mutual con-
setrt e amd  Yernon-Sinith o pever
referred loaf.

“T'm osorry T was o pig to von™ said
Jolmny Linll, going up to the Bounder.
“Hotve's my hand on 10!

The Bounder ook that fist amnd zhook
ik oas he ddid wiile the vest of. the Co.

00 I deserved all T got,” I sand.
YT was g fool - nothmg wore op Jess

“Hul a peperons Foal U7

The groun of Removites furned as
that voiee fell on their cars, They saw
Harold Skinner. The onedime cad of
the Rewove was a different fellow, I
cyes woere bright;  his conscienee was

- —

It was doubtful, however, how Jong
hee wounld tread the stenight and narrow
path, for hi= was not a strong naiure
hike the Bounder's.  Bot if good wishes
counted for anyiking hi- reform was a
certninty, asz all the decent fellows in
the Remove wished him well,

That evening Redwing's bod  was
moved back to i1s accustomed place-
next to that of Herbert YVernon-Smith's,
Ale, Guelch himecl zaw light~ out, and
his *pood-night *° echoed pleasantly in
the Rewove dormitory,

i - ] " L] #

Slumber  had  descended  on
Removites with bar two excoptions.
The Bounder. stivred in lds bed,
“You awake, Tom?” Le called 2oftly,

“Yes,” came Redwing’s veice,

(RITC

“Tve  boon  thinking.”  went on
Semithy,
“8Bo have J---"

“What a good thing ir is o have a
veal pal,” concluded the Bounder,

“Exactly what I've  been  thinking,
too 1"

“Good-night, Tom '™

HGood-night, Smithy,”
wing softly.

There was a happy  and contented
sitle on his face as he slepr. and its
connierpart was to be seen on Vernon-
Smith's face az the moonbeatns daneed
thetr shadows over him.

replicedd Red-
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PRICE
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THE BOY WITH THE MILLION-
POUND SECRET!

Wontinued frowm provicus poye.]

in money, amd eonld do as he liked.
There were theatres, movies, sxhibi-
tions, boxing-iatehes, and all the fun
of London fo chogse from.  Thoere was
a bigr footer malch at Stamiord Bridge:
he decided 1o sec thal first.

He envaude his way io the Chelzea Foot-
ball Ground, took one of the biest seats
and =eliled down lo cnjoy hamself.

He couldn't fix his attention on the
game. He was wishing Dan was with
it and  wondering  what Dan was
doing al Curlew Island, It was no lun
by himseli. He was alo wondering
whal was going lo happen to himself
The hAoish of the gamme carricd hon
away for & while angl made linmn cxeifod.
He forgor evervihing elze. He joined
the crowds thal were strpaming  out
throngh the gates.  When out 1 the
strect, ho threaded his way slowly o
mul_mit among the prople, Al agratin,
he caughi sight of the man with rhe
bald covebrows,

Who was he, sl why was he shadow.
ing Towm ¥ - Did he belong (o the police
—ar  was  he  sonwe  sinister ally of
"Hara's?

casv., Aand Mr. Queleh had been lenient THE % (F¢ aeres a dheillineg womvnd for Tummy

LA { HE EXD. el : :
with him.  Hre had mervely listened 1o . otnid e pealised” fodl i B8 dle neeessiy
Skinnor's  full  econfession  awd  had  (Yow Teak owl for “Asling Fuor of keepivg “hiz wite abouf Jam, e
advized him fo “play ilwe pame,™ No Frowlde ! —awerd ek e deamadie loweg #lip o wenld hr 'fn.l'r.l..’.’_ Lood pul for nert
caning. no leet e no. shadow of ox- romplefe rlory of Meoarey Wharton d- 0, weck’s powerfal fnsfidimend of fhis nreal
I}I_l]&iﬂil. o womder Skmner felt F’]‘;'Lh'_- i f:l’!'j',ﬂf.i".i'!'q'.?'.'d. Frrale i WINT ATAGNET = ;':L.-r.r_. ' BT H-’:I.ﬂ'}f“.l'i"f.flf ;ur“-,{rn' itk
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JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Boys are wanted for the Seaman Class (from which
selecliong are made for the Wireless Telegraphy
apd Sigualling Branches). Age 15% to 16} years.

Men alse are reguired for

SEAMEN (Special Service) = - Age 18 to 25
HTOKERS - - - - - Age 18 to 25
ROYAL MARINE FPORCES « - Age 17 to 22

GOOD PAY, - - - ALL FOUND,
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION.

Appir by letter to the Necruiting Siaff Ofcer, BN, and B.M. :

G,

100 ' DIFFEREMT ETAMPS

Waslingien Terrace, Quecn’s Park, Soathanplos,
20-Page DUP ATLE ALBITM

EET 20 LIHGE‘FBHETHIH P R H H

¥
L
Aleg Collecter s Gulde. Tlia wenderfnl bizp parcel i3 scot abhaolotely
fres. Send poo. ooly, reguesting Approvalz, A number roadsrved for I

L.

Colunial rusiemers,
LISEBURN & TOWNSEND., LONDON ROAD, LIVERFOOD

CHRISTMAS CARD
AGENTS WANTED

to sell Private Cards.  Up-to.date Desiens.  Free BDook.
BEST SPARE TIME AGENCY EVER OFFERED.
Highest Commijssion. Valuable Prizes. Apply :—

FIRTH GRAHAM & CO0., Dept. F.152, ACCRINCTON
HEIGHT INCREASED Complete

IN 30 DAYS. 5/ = Caiea

HNe Appltences, o Drugs. Bo Distlng. The Melvin Strong Syeta
REVER FALLS. Full particutnrs cad Teatimomisle Lk Srstem
Meivin Atrong, Titd. (Bropt, 8.3, 10, Ludgate HEL Loadso, 'f'ﬁ:ua.

£2 ﬂau WORTH CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. — Samplcs
y catalogue free] 12 by 10 Enlargement, any pholo, gd —
HACKETT'S WORKS, July Road, LI"H"EHF'IJI}_L.

gh El.fn:'lr-:llngh'ﬁh B1£;|l|||:h:t|||| F 5152!.1“"{113:.;::-;[;; ].'fsl.rwl:L, Briztol ;
.l Ca agne, irgr ol ; iibehnll, Terelon, S.0W.1 §
289, Deanspnlbe, Manolicster: 116, Mya MHill, r;.:.“-f-_-.,,,;].;,{.h,'r_-,,-nm or A NEW PATENT

Bright and Cheerful ¥ It i impossible to be so il you suffer
from . Nervous Fears, Awlkwardness in Company, £ Nervons
Depression, DHushing, Tinudity, Sleeplesspess, Lock of Will-
Power or Mind Coneenteation. Yoo con overcomo all pervons
troubles if you wse the Menio-Nerve Treatinont. GUARAN.
TELD CURE . Send 3 penny elamps  for  particulars.—
GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd, 527, Imperial Buildings,
Ludgate Circus, E.C.1.

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winnlog success, Height ipereased —health and
physigue tmproved.,  Wouoderful resulta, Send fpr
particulara and our 2100 guarantee, to— GIRVAN
SYSTEM (A.M.P.}, 17, Stroud Green Rd., London, N.4,

—_—

POCKET INSTRUMENT
THAT ANYONE
CAN PLAY

Saswopitone, Qormet, Clivmeeiie, bes, initatesd,  Hesvecal phasers im leirpnay

ol womeberfal gnaes efeciac How fay vaonps s s peBEIGURTE T YullEP [ianis,

alza bow to lrara voles  producticn. Por ioslrueiions civeds willl eoch

Saxola. May be bad al aly pmaste  slores, o or el fireen the
Poal fece, 83d. cocl,  Lesier guality, 1s. 24,

FIELD'S {Dept. I0). Baukiield Road, HUTDDEESFIELD.
Cure vourself as I did. ¥Par-

STOP STAMMERING I Suisyovesl: 2 LS

HUGHES, ¥, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.

SECRET SERVICE DISGUISE OUTFIT!

Beally Wonderful Yalus, 3/- complele, post free. Poalaga oversoas, 6d.
Dept. XX, MILTON, 128, EETULAH HILL, LONDON, £.E.18.

- S el . . LI T AT WD
Precended with my Freg “MINIXNG ™ En:iﬂ:-rL iz 1he naluhle SAAHUGEUWIET
slamip, showing A4 COAL MINER AT WORKE INXN TUE PP Thix utigua
atamp bag & border of 16 Mimers Lawips,: Al in the packoet iz the
LEXIN MOURNING STAMPE, Horbin (DEATIL MASK jusue).  Saars
(TELFELR SPANH), EUTHERILIA (Meoasont Lovers), and & host of olhar
ERCORNACT ELAMPE,  Semid a POSTUAND asking for apwrovals —WIOTOR

DANCQROFT, MATLOCK.
ebo.— Parcels, 26, 5/8, Yentriloguist's

MAGIG b HIGK% Instrusuent. Invisible, Imitate Birda,

Yricedd.each fforlf-.—T. W. Harrizou, 239, Pentoaville Rd.,Loadon, N.L.

L“ SH I N G SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

SHYNESS, TIMIDITY,

B ierd,

' 2.500Well-assorted Forelgn Blmple T-dny Permanent Homs Curs for eithar sk, qu
Btamps 2/-, or 1,260 1/3.— Auto sugeeatbon, dridl, cbo, Write at onee, montisn A AL,
m FPEICE,53, Portland Bitreat, mnd got Tull pariiculars guite PREE privately.
LONDON, £.E.17. i w.J.B., 12, All Saints Road, 83T. ANNES-OM-BEA.
HH 2-10-26



