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By Frank

Once again, Harry Wharton & Co, are at loggerheads with Vernon-Smiih—and with good reason !
For the Bounder deserts his side at the very moment when his skill as a batsman is most needed, Yet the
Bounder has a good reason, too.

“There's no guestion of that,” said
Harvy. *Reddy’s not in, so he can't be

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Smithy Loses His Temper !

(14 UBBISIL " said Vernon-Smith.

R “Thanks 1™

“Utter rubbish 2

Harry Wharton, captain of
the Gregiriars Remove, Lkoitted his
brows for a moment. Really, that was
not the way for a member of the
Remove cricket elevem—even an im-
portant member like Smithy—to talk to
Lizs skipper. Bub the Bounder of Grey-
frizzs was in &n angry temper, and
when Smithy was ratly he did not
measure his words,

“Took here, Bmithyv—"

“Hot ! snapped the Dounder.

Frank Nugent, who was sitting on the
corner of ithe table In Btudy No. 1 1n
tha Remove, smiled.

“Tf what Wharton says is rubbish and
rot, 8mithy, why continue the conversa.
tion 1 inquired Nugent. “You know
your way to tho door.”

The Boundor gave him a seowl. But
ha did not answer him. Flis glance
turned back to Wharton, who was sitting
in the armchair, with a paper resting
og hiz knee snd e stump of poneil in
his Bongers, That paper contammed tho
list of Bemove cricketers for the St

Jude's match, due on Wednesder.
There was a name missing from that
st which Smithy wanted to seo in-

cluded in it. Hence the Dounder's black
looks and angry words,

“If you're leaving Bedwing out—1=
resumed Smithy.

Richards.

\

left owt. Look hers, Smithy, you're
making a fool of vourseli—and making
Reddy look & fool, too, No harm in
putting in a word for your pal, but
there’s a limit !

“You'ra leaving my pal out to put
vour own pal in. Redwing could play
Nugent's head ofi.”

“That's & matier of opinion,” said
Wharton mildly.

“That's my opinon !l
Bounder.

“Well, when the Remove elect you
skipper, your opinion will be the goods.
At present, I happen to be skippor.
You might try te remember that
occasionally.”

“You'ra sticking to it, then?:

“ Naturally.””

“Then I've & jolly good mind to stand
out of the game myself”

Wharton shook his head.

“You can't do that, Smithy !

“And why can't I, if T choosa?®
demanded the Bounder fiercely,

“Pecause we want you foo much, old
bean,” said the captain of the Rewmove
amicably. “You're one of our best
bats—if not the veory best. And you're
g topping bowler—almost aa good as
Inky when you're in form. 1 think I'm
rather & better bat, and Inky's o bettor
Lowler, but, you secc, you're e double
turn.  And we want you to shine both
wavs, Ses the pointi?

The Dounder stared

snapped the

at Whartou.

Probably he had éxﬁecied angry words
in reply to his own. But the reply rather
tock the wind out of his sails. In spite
of his deep irritation something like
o grin dawued on his face,

"You silly ass!" he said,

"And youw've shown such tip-top forn:
gince criclket started,” went on Wharton.
“I'd as soon leave cut Bob Cherry, or
Inky, as you, Smithy. I'd as soon stend
out myself. Forget it, old bean !

“T'll play, of conrse!"” prunted the
Bounder. *But I don’t eco why Reddy
thouldn't have a chance. Nugent's no
E'DDI.'! I:i?

“What I like about Smithy”
remarked Frank Nugent, “is the niee,
pleazant, complimentary way he speaks
of a fellow, Where did you pick up
thesa polished manners, Smithy "

“0h, go and cat coke!”

Vernon-Smith stemped, rather than
walked, out of Sindy No. 1, Wharton
end Nugent exchanged a smile as ho
went, The Bounder was angry and in-
dignant, having no doubt that kis own
opinion was more reliable in ericket
watters than Wharton's. Dut the cap-
trin of the Remove could not be quite
expeeted to agres with him,

As 8mithy stamped angrily out of the
study a fag was coming along from the
stairs, It was Nugent minor of the
Becond Form, Frank's younger brother.
Bmithy -almost ran into him, and Dicky
Mugent barely jumped back out of his
WAY.
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“Look where wyou're barging!" said
Nugent minor warmly,

'ﬁfﬂ Bounder gave him a black scowl.
1o was fed-up with Nugent major, and
he did,ncnt- want any cheek from Nugent
R iar .

Dicky grinned, The Bounder's scowl
had no terrors for the cheekiest fag ot
Ureyfriars; and Dicky seemed amused.

That grin did it! 3

'The Bounder’s wrath found wvent in
a hefty smack, which rang like a pistol-
hot afun the Romnove possage.

Dicky Nugent staggered back with a

vall.

" “You rotten buily! TU jolly well
hack your shins!” he roared, and he
jnmped at Vernon-Smith. )

TI{J: moment Smithy had delivered
that smack at the fag's head he was
sorey he had smacked. Dut he cessed
to bo sorry &s Nugent minor came ab
him like a stone from a catapult. A
liaek on tho shin made him gasp, and he
crasped ot the fag with both hands and
smacked right and left. .

“What the thump—"
Wharton, within the atugf'.

“That's iy minor I exclaimed Frank.

He slid from the table and made one
ound into the passage,

“Why, you rotter—""

Nugent grasped the Bounder by the
shoulders and dragged him off the fag
Iy main force. Nugent was hardly half
the Bounder’s weight, but ab that
moment he seemed to have twice
Smithy's etrergth, and 8mithy went
whirling and spinning along the passage
as Frank hurled him away. Ho went
down with & crash, at quite a distance.

“QOh, my hat!” gasped Wharton,

“QOooch 1’ gasped Dicky, rubbing his
head. “whllmt‘a the m;ﬁepw}h the
biru itching into &

"tﬂaléa; hi:ﬁ to mel” gmid Frank,
between his teeth. ]

The Bounder steggered to his feet.
His face was crimson with fury. Ho
pushed back his oufis and came at
Nugent Jike a tiger. Harry Wharton

exelaimed

jumped belween.
“Qrand back, Smithy ™ he rapped,
“Get out of the way!” roared
Vernon-Smith. “I'll smash him!
1'-—"

“Teot him come on!® snapped Nugont.

“Htand back—"

“1 toll you—"

“Hallo, halle, hallo!™
lacked out of Study No. 13. iy
the jolly old rew? Oh, hat !

The Bounder gr Wharten
savagely to hurl him aside. Iis temper
was at boiling-point. Wharton grasped
him in turn, and 533 gu.me r_mn;f :tcng
t agrs and added & grip that was
Hiiip:-ﬂﬁﬁigm vico, Bmithy, with both
arms hold, atmg%i;!d furiously.

“Keep cool, old bean,™ said DBob.
“What the thump—"

“Let go!” roared the Bounder.

“ Bow-wow [

“Tet him go, you asses!™ shapped
Nugent.

He was very nearly as angry as tha
Bounder. Any fellow who laid hands
on Nugent minor was booked for trouble
with Nugent major.

“But what's tho jolly old trouble?”
domanded Boh.

“Ha was bullying my minor—"

“Oh erumbs! Vour blessed minor !”
groaned Bob, "Oh, thess minors!
Smithy, old man, chuck it! Don’t you
krnow ﬁ'rmky"s potty on that subject?
Don't you know that he would wallep
the Head if he whopped his minor?
Don’t you know that Dick's Form
master walks in fear and trembling
when PFranky’'s eye i3 on him—"
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“You silly ass!" roared Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha ! came from a dozen
fellows, looking out of the Remaove
studies.

" 8mithy, old man——" Tom Red-
wing came hurryving out of Study No. 4.
ﬂEmi ¥

:r“ri
Bounder.
Y Not till ;’mu’ra cool, old bean,” said
Bob. “You're not going to scrap just
bofore the first big match of the season.
You're too precious, old thing! Wa
really ought to keep you in a band-
box,”

“¥You silly fathead™

“That's right—let off steam!™ said
Bob, "Go it ["

* ¥You blithering chump 12 ;

“Hear, hear! Wharton, will you kick
MNugent down the stairs while [ sling
S8mithy into his studyi?

“Hs, ha, ha!”

“Oh, chuck it I" growled the Bounder,
The sceno was growing ridiculous, and
Bmithy did not like locking ridiculous.
“"Let it drop, and leave me slone, you
fathead I*

Smithy stamped into Study No, 4 and
slemmed the door, Nugent tnclenched
his hands and unknitted his brow. Dicky
tapped him on the arm.

“Look here, Fraenk, I came up to
speak to you—-="

“Come inte the studyiZ
Nugent. )

The fag followed his major into
Study No, 1. Harry Wharton glancad
aftor them, but did not go back into the
study. The famous Co, wera very
tolerant of Nugent's young brother, but
they did not enjoy his society. Indeed,
Wharton was fecling rather inclined to
kick Master Dicky for butting in and
causing trouble between two members
of his team. IHe woent along to Study
Mo, 13 with Bob, leaving major and
minor to themselves.

you let me go?” hissed the

grunted

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Shindy in the Second !

@ ND a dozen doughnuts!”

A Billy Bunter started.

The mere mention of dough-

nuts was enough to atbract

the attention of William George Bunter,
of the Greyiriars Romove,

Bunter loved doughnuts, But, as a
poet has remarked, true love never did
run smooth, Dupter never saw so much
as he wished of tho object of his affee-
t1o0.

“And what abont fwo
larts ™

Buonter's month waterod.

His deepest emotions were stirred by
donghnute. DBut jam tarts came a
good second.

And the woice that uttered those
ihrilling worda was the voica of his

dozen  jam

minor, Sammy Bunter of the Sceond

Form,

Billy Buntor had just arrived at thae
door of the Second Form Room, whera
na Remave man had any business, Bot
Bunter was thero to sec his minor. It
was no brotherly love that drew him.
Sometimes Billy Bunter did not see his
minor for weeks together—and did not
wanbk to,  Still, sometimes he gave
Sammy & lock-in. Generally, it was
when he was m an absolutely stony
state, and had tried other resources in
vain. On such oceasions DBilly Bunter
wonld remember that he had a young
brother in the school, and would drop
i and ask him if he had & * tanner.”

Billy Bunter hg]:kmj hinhp.t li;!_-m half-
open doorway, TOug 12 big spee-
tacles, with & very interested l:'-thk. It

THE MAGNET

SBammy was talking about doughnuts by
the dozen, and jam tarts by the two-
dozen, Samuel was the man that William
George wanted to sce. It looked as
if Bammy must have hed s remittance
fromn home.

Quite o littla army of tha Second
wera pathered in their Form-room,
The fags had ne studies, and in the
Rag they were rather overwhelmed by
the Remove and the Fourth. They
preferred their Form-room, swhere
ihey wore nilowed to congregate botween
clasz and prep. Fearful and wonderful
feasts took place tliere sometimes.

The bright sun of the May afternoon
streamed 1o at the windows on n littla
crowd of cheerful and excited faces
SBammy Bunter was sitting at a deek,
with a stump of pencil and & fragment
of paper, jotting down items in what
Was ew.-id'anﬂ;r to a spread on n
zcale of unusnal significance,  Gatty
and Myers sat on the desk, swinging
their legs. Lepge and several other
fags were gathered round. All were
licen and interested. .

“Will it run to it1"” Gatty was asking,
as Billy Bunter blinked in.

“More than thot!" answered Sammy.
und note’s a lot.”

“What about ham and eggs?™ asked

Myears. i

“0f course! Ham and egps fo begin
with,” gaid Sammy Bunter. “And
sosses.  Sosses are cheap, and I like

rr

TP

“MNever mind what you like, you
voung pig!” said Gatty eeverely.

“Rats! I'll cook the sosses,” said
Sammy Bunter. “We can maks a fire
of exercise-books and things, and—"

Billy Bunter rolled in.

“Loolk here, what does that Remove
tick want here?” demanded Gatiy.
“You got out, Bunter. Sesi”

“I've looked in to geo my brother,”
said Billy Bunter, with dl%:llté. 'L!
don't want any of . Gotty.t

“ Look out again,” suggested Sammy.

“I came to ask iﬂau to tea, Sammy 1%
gpid the Owl of Remove—a state-
ment which was not 'rmg near the truth,
but as near as Billy Bunter gﬂnen.lli
got to it. “"But I'll tell Eﬂu what—i
you'rs standing a spread here I'Hl jomn
you, and you can como to tea with me
to-morrow, Seei”

Sammy Dunter grinned.

“'Tain't my pound note, fatheadI”
hy answered. “1t's Nugent mi’s!”

“Oh,” said Billy Bunter, disappointed,
“7 thought—"" .

“Look hore, it's time Nugent m: was
hack,” said Legge. *‘He's e jolly long
time. Seen onything of Nugent ma,
Bunter? He went up to the Remove
jolly nearly an hour age.”

“He’s in his major's study,” grunted
Billy Bunter. “Ile's been kicking u
a row there, the checky young ass, an
jolly nearly started a fight between his
major and Smithy!” _

“His major's & silly ass!™ said Gatty,
shaking his Lead. “8till, I hope be'll
got that exercise done for Dicky. It's
got to be talken to Twigg befors tes,
and wo're all wnitinf: for Nugent mi I”

“And it's past tea-time!” grunted
Myers. “Rotten for Nugent mi to keep
ws waiting like this! vigg will be
after him, too, if he doesn’t take that
rotten Latin in. And I’'m hungryi®

“Haome hero ! said Gatty feelingly.

“If he'd left his pound note with us
we ocould have done tha shopping
already,” said Legpe discontentedly.
“ Now one of us will havo to cut down to
the shop when Dicky comes back—if he
ever does!”

“Well, it's hiza pound note,” =aid
Gatty t:bierantly, “gnd it’s pretfy decent



EVERY SATURDAY

of him to blow the whole lot in & spread
for half the Form!™

“Yes, that's jolly decent !

ere was a murmur of approval
from the gathering of fags. Evidently
15 was the gencral opinion that this was
uncommonly decent of Nugent mi.

Billy Bunter grunted.

He understood now. It was Richard
sugent who was standing—or, rather,
was poing to stand—that ripping
spread in the Sccond Form Room,
Sammay was only one of the many
guests. There was no chance for Billy!
Had it been Bammy's spread he mﬁ 14
have wedged in.  DBut the hope of wedg-
ing into MNugent minor's spread was
very faint indeed.
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“Well, it's not yours, either,” said

Sammy.

“If you're aﬁking for a thick ear,
youmg DBunter—

“Hallo, here's Dicky !’ exclaimed

two or three fags at once, as Richard
Nugent came into the Form-room with
an exercise paper in his hand and a
tired look on his face.

" Done i7" asked Gattiy.

“My major's done it,” grunted Dicky
“But the silly ass made me go through
it with him, in case Twigg asked ques-
tions about it—making a man work for
nothing ! My major always was a
fool I*

That, no doubt, was Richard Nugent's
way of expressing gratitude for Frank

3

shiving ink-balls at his Form-fellows'
heads,

That was exasperaling enough to a
voung gentleman of Master Richard's
spirit. But that was not sll. As a re-
ward for a frightfully bad “con,” Mr.
'],'u'.i%g had set him a Lafin oxerdise,
which was, in the expressive langusge
of tho Second, & "stinker.”  Gettin
that cxercise d'u_nﬁ meant an amount o
labour for which Dicky was uttecly
uwaprepared.  His brother in the He-
move was his usual resource in such
Cases,

In the Remove passage the Bounder
had smacked his bead hard!  And
Frank, though Lo had done the work
for him, had made him go through it—
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* Here, keep off, you cheeky little beast ! ** howled Bunter. *Ow ! Wow ! Why, I'll skin you—I'll—Yyooop | * As the
fat junior advanced, Dicky Nugent’s right shot out and canght Bunter on the iip of his fat nose. ** Yarooooh ! *’ yelled the

“And biscuits!” soid Samrmy,

He jotted down mote: and added the
figures. The Second were giving a

deal of thought to this important
matter. Nugent minor, having nobly
declared his intontion of “ blowing "
the whole pound note, the fags wers
waking up a list of things to the exact
valuo of twenty shillings. Quite a lot
of tuck could be obtained for a pound,
and many Leads were put together with
a view to getting the absolute limit in
money's worth for the expenditure of
that pendsome sum.

“And & cake—ono of Mr3, Bimbla's
big plum cakes!” said Gatiy. “Oune of
those bir five-bobbers—what **

“That will mean eutting out some-
thing elso,”” said Myers,

“Cut cut the sosses,” surgested Gatty.

I hke sosses ! saud Baminy Bunter.

“Look here, Bunter mi, vyou shut
up! What you like doesn't matter.
This is Nugent mi's spread, oot yours,”
said Gatty wormly.

Owl of the Remove,

having given u%_an hour of the after-
noon to him. icky would have pre-
ferred to sik in the armchair, taking
only sn imporsonal interest in that
Latin exercise for Mr, Twigg.

“Woll, it's done, anyhow,” said
SBammy ,Bunter. “Cut along to Twigy's
study with it, before he comes after
ik, wiggy's down on you, yon know.
I'll do the shopping for you, Dicky !®

“*You jolly well won't!” retorted
Dicky. “I wonder how much of it
would get as far as this Form-room if
you did

“Look here—"

“Oh, dry up, voung Dunter! You're
ell jaw, like vour major. Look here,
what's your major hera for? Kick that
Remove ticlk out, you men !

Richard Nugent secmed fo be in a
VOTY Cross tl:l:'IEl‘FOIh RBeally, he had plenty
of reason. 13 Form master, 1’wigg,
insisted upon Mnstor Dicky working in
olasa, instead of drawing wild Indians
and pirates in his exercise-book, or

* Ow, yow, wow L

unneccssary trouble, in Dicliy’s opinion,
Master Richard had come back to the
Becond Form Room in a very bad tem-
per indeed. Kicking a8 Remove man,
1ty such circumstences, was grateful and
comforting, And Billy Bunter was the
only Bemove man whom any fag would
have ventured to kick.

But even Billy Bunter was not the
fellow to take too much check from such
inconsiderable microbes as the Second

Yorm. Ilo %ajm Dicky an angry and
disdainful Dblink through his big
spectacles. )

“You checky little beast!” said
Bunter. “I'd like to sco you kick mo!
Do you want your chiecky head smncked
arain i

“Hallo! Who's  been  smacking
Dicky’s headi” asked Gatty, with
interest.

“Smithy has! Smacked it right and
left for his cheek !
#1 jolly well hacked hLiz ghins!? ex-
claimed Nugent misor. “And my
Tne Macuer LisBary.—No. 1,319,
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major jelly well slung Lim over on his
neck, too ™

“Pooh! Bmithy would Lave m?g)ped
urin the passage with your major if the
follows hadn’t held hin back!” jeercd
Bunter, “¥our major can’t scrap.”

“YWell, 1f he c¢an't, I con!’ roared
Dicky, and he charged at Billy Bunter.

“Here, keep off, you checky littlo
beast !” howled Dunlor. “Owl Wow!l
Wh{ I'Il skin you Yooap Y
olts i;. ha, hal” roared the fags, "Ge
it chii_'lj' gkt

Billy Bunter backed {owards the door
a3 Dicky tapped hitn pgain and sgain
ot his welldilled waisteoat. Lhe fags
looked on, yelling with laughter, even
Sammy grinning an unbrotherly grin.
SBuddenly Dicky's right shot oué and
cnu%ht unler on the tip of his fat nose.

“Farcop!” yelled the Owl of the He-
move., TOw! Yow! Wowt?

When Billy Bunter got one home at
last, his weight told-and he kad plenty
of weight. Dicky sat downp with a ter-
rific bump,

“ Whoooop ' roared Dicky.

“Man down ! chuckled Legze.
up and go it, Nugent mi |

MNugent mi was up like an indiarebber
Lall, and E}mrgmg ut the {at Owl of the
Remove. Billy Bunter dodged hastily
out of the doorway, and into a little
pentleman in cap end gown who was
coming up. Mr, Twigg, ihe mastor of
the Becond Form, gave o velp as ho re-
ceived Bunter’s weiglit, sl staggered
agross the passage. i

T

; * What—what—"
Twige, gusping.
i I%%ck it along the passage, MNugent
mi!” came a howl from the Form-room.
“I jolly well will! I—"  Dicky
broke off suddenly az he charged out,
and ecame face to face with his Form
master. "0k, my hall™ Ruwhard
Nugent stopped dead,
“Well ¥ zmid Mr, Twirg, in an icy

“Oh!

“Get

slutiered

tono,
“Oh!” gasped Dicky again.
Um[™

*Bunter, what are ven, a Remaove
boy, doing hera?” enapped Mr. Twige.

“I—I—1 camo_to—to sprak to my
minor ! gasped Bunter, © [—Je—"

“{io away at once !*

Bunter  was glad enough {0 pgo.
Richard Nugent backed into the Form.
room, and Mr. Twigg, with a frowning
hrow and a glinting eye, followed him
in.

[ p—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Awlul !

ILENCE foll on the Sccond Form
S Room as Mr, Twige came in.
Ble, Pwigr was really quite a
good-tempered  gentleman,  but
every now and then he camo down hard
and heavy on the Second. An unthink-
ing young raseal like Dicky Nugent was
caough to try any Form  master’s
patience., Dicky was a bright and in-
telligent lad, and eould have done his
Form credit, had he chosen. But asz it
was,k the problem of malking Dicky
work was one thot Mp, Twirg hod not
yvet solved, Even when Dicky shower
up 8 good exercize, Twigg suspected
that the bulk of the weork was done
by an older head.

The fags eyed their Torm master
unieasily, They were allowed to “tea
in theiv Form-room if they liked, so
long as the thing was kept within
limits, Twigg did net reslly approve
of it, but ho kindly let it pass. But
there was o  limit—and  cocking
sausages, impaled on pens, over a fire
of exercize books in the Fovm-room
grate had led to tronhle more than
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once. Twigg could pot have acrived ot
an unluckicr moment for the Second—
especially as that ass, Bunfer minor,
was stending like a stuffed dummy, with
tho list of catables in his fat paw right
under Twigg’s ayes,

“ You have not brought your exerciso
to me, Nugent mmeor,” said Mr. Twigg
sternly,

“I'vo got it here, sir,” stammered
Dicky, “I—I was just coming to your
sty with it, sir™

IIo held it out.

Mr, Twigg took it, and glanced at it.
The Sccond-Formers waited in silence
for him to be gone. Twigg frowned
over that Latin exercise. t was well
done—so well done that Twigg suse
pected at onee that Dicky had not dong
1t. Dicky could have done 16 if ho had
worked hard ever since class; but Mr.
Twiger was quite assured that he hadn't.
Ho hnew his Dicky.

“Is this your own work, Nugent

miner ¥ asked Mr, Twige mfdfly.
*Oh, certainly, sir!” answered Dicky,
As he had been through the rotien
ithing with Frank, Dicky considered
that that answer was near encugh to
ihe facts—as near as a beak could ex-
pect, at any rate.

“You received no assistance 7"

Dicky sguirmed inwardly. He was
nat naturally a liar. But what the
dickens did & man expect when ho asked
questipnz ke thizf Dicky was an un-
grateful young rescal; but he could not
zivo Frank away, and get him a licks
inq from Quelch.

“ Well, sir, I—I asked a chap to look
out somea words in the die® esid
Nugent minor, with an air of ingenuous
frankness.

“Is that all "

“Oh, that's all, sir ! said Dicky, with
a reluetance which convinced Mr. Twige
that he was not speaking the truth.

My, Twigg compre his lipes.

“I hope, Nugent minor, that you are
speaking truthiully,” he said. “When

itd you finish this excrcise?”

“A—ga fow minutes age, sir,”

“A few minutes ago you were en-
gaged in creating a disturbance with a
itemove boy.”

“I1—I mean, e—a few minutes before
that, sir,” stammered Dicky, devoutly
hoping that his Form master had not
scen him coming down from the Eemove
passige,

“Very well!” Mr. Twigg's lips were
a tight line now. “ Very well! Now
what are all you boys gathered hero for
at tea-time? Why are you not in
Hall 7™

“We=—wa wera going to have tea
here, sir, if—if yvou don't mind,” ven-
tured Gatty,

" (ive me that paper, Bunter minor.”

“{h 1" gazped Semmy.

The other fags looked daggers at him.
Any fellow but Bunter minor would
have had seNS0 nnnugh to shove that
paper out of sight, with a beok in the
ofing.  But Twigg's eyes had spotted
it from the first 1 Sammy's fat paw.
KEvidently U'wigg was on the warpath.

He took the paper from Sammy, and
ihe faps wateched him almost in anguish.
Tea in the Form-room was more or loss
allowed ; but 2 feast on the lines in-
dicated in Bunter mi's list was quito
another matter. “Sosses ™ were in that
list, and twice already that term
Twigg had interropted fryving opera-
fions in the Form-room. Twige
frowned grimly over the hist.

“Upen my word,” he exclaimed,
“this passes 8ll pationce!  Bunter
minor, 1f it iz really your intention to
expend money in this reckless way upen
what I ean only deseribe as an orgy,
you must have in your posscssion more
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money than s allowed to a boy of this
Form !

“Oh, no, sir!” gasped Sammy Bunter,
“Not at all, sir! It's Nugent mi's
sprexd, sir. I—1've only got a—a—a
ha'ponny, sie,”

be name of Nugent minor just then
was rather like a red rag to a bull to
Mr, Twigg., He spun round at Richard
Mugent,

“ Nugent minor, the list of catables
hers amounts to a pound, Am I to
understand that you intended to spend
2 pound on this—this ergy 7

YI—I had a tip from my wnele, sir”
stammered Dicky. “My—my unclo
gave me & pound note, sir.™

“And you intended to expend euch a
sum in  reckless exiravagance,” saiid
Mz, Tn=15ig grimly. “You did pot tell
your uvncle that pocket-money in this
Form is strictly limited by ‘the rules
of the sohool 2

“I;.:i-':m. Eiiri; l

“Then shall acquaint your uncle
with the faet,” said Mi Twige.
“Haond me the pound note immedi-
ately ! I shall roturn it to your uncle,
and oxplain to him that he has, no
d::r{:.ht. uninfentionally, broken n strict
rule,”

“Oh lor 17

“I am waiting, Nugent minor.”

Slowly, painfully, Dicky Nugent ex-
tracted a crumpled pound note from his
pocket, and handed it over to his Form
master, The gaze of the fags followed
1t in anguish till it disappeared,

Twigg was coming down uneommonly
hard. ‘The rule to which Twigg alluded
did, of course, exist; but it was gener-
ally more honoured in the breach than
the observance. Fellows whoso allow-
ance was one shilling per weelk, mighs
sometimes be seen changing o  ton-
shilling note, and nobody took ony
notice. Still, thore was a limit, and
Mr. Twigg scemed to think that the
}:p'nt. ha n reached in this case.
The fact was that he was exasperatod
with Dicky—and this was tho last straw.

“¥ou will all go to Hall to tea,”
added Mr, Twigg. “Tes in the Form-
room may be permitted, within reason-
able limits, But an orgy of this descrip.-
tion—— Only & few days ago I had
to speak to yvou severely for Irying rome
—soma comestible in this room, and 1
found that you were using covers torn
from school booka for fuell Al of you
will leave the Form-room at once, and
you will not return here till prepara-
tion,*

In dizmal silence the fags marched
ﬂl.lfn-

Twigz followed them out and shut the
door,

Richard Nugent and his friends did
not enjoy tes in Hall that day. That
gorgeous spread had gone from their
gaze hke o beaotifyl dream. The pound
noto was in Twige's desk in his study—
unspent.  Pound notes did not often
come any fag's way; and this was
awful!  Dicky Nugent & Co. looked,
during ten, as if they hod accumulated
most of the miseries of the universe ¢n
their vouthiul shoulders,

After toa they kicked Bunter minor
for havine been such an ass as to lek
‘Twizg spot that paper, This was somo
solace, but not much. Gatty and Myers
dgreed that it was chiefly Dicky's own
fault.

“Ii wou hadn't got Twigs's rap
out—"" argued Gatly. ]

“ Blow Twigg !” growled Dicky.

“Ho jolly well knew your major had
done that Latin for vou,' said Myors.
“After all, o man oughtn't to tell lies.”

“Oh, shnt up!” said Dicky. “I ean
jolly well tell you this—Twizg's not
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foing to tend my pound note away.
'm jolly well going to get it back
somehow [

“Going to burgle & beak's stody ™
asked Gatly sarcastieally,

“I'm going to have my pound note !

“Look here,” said Myerzs in slarm,
“don't be a fool! ¥Your nncle will give
it back to Tou next vae. Look heve—*
“I'm going to have it back, I tell
»ou It's mine, 1sn't 1t¥" shapped
Dicky. “Well, I'm going to have it !"

“Rats!” seid Galty and Mrers to-
ether. “It's all your own faull,
icky, so sou’d beotter shut up.”

And Dicks's frionds waﬂ:edp away and
left him to digest that.

[ Sram— ]

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Row in the Rag!

113 IHHEEKY cad!®
ﬂ The DBounder made that
remarl, in the Rap. He
was standing  before  the
paper  posted  there by the cap.
tain of the Remove, giving the
list of men selected for the St
Jude’s match on tha morrow. His

chum, Tom Redwing, had come into the
Rap with him, rlhaps with a foint
hope of seeing his own name in the
eritket lizt. Smithy, pechaps, expected
to soe it there—after his talk to Wilujgrl!ﬁn
m Study Ne, L. But it was not thero;
and I, Nugent was. Several fellows
overheard the Bounder’s remark, which
was mado quite loudly, and exchanged
glanees.  SEmithy, evidently, was allud-
ing to the captain of the Remove, whose
selection of tho team did not meet with
Lis lordly approval.

“Oh, shut up, Smithy!" muttered |

Redwing, colouring with vexation. The
Bounder's wey o gushing his chum's
claims, in season and out of seasoh, was
no doubt & proof of his friendship, but
it was awkward for Redwing, who was
by no means a pushing fellow. He would
hava been glad to play, but he never
thought of gquestioning (he skipper's
decision, and a “row ” on the subject
wade him extremely uncomfortable,

“Don’t vou like the list, Smithy ™
azked SBkinuner, with a grin, .

Skinner was alweys ready to add oil
to the Bames.

" Not bad,” zaid the Bounder. *All
right, but one. Wharton, Cherry, Bull,

nrrea  Singh, Vernon-Smith, Todd,
Field, Brown, Linley, Penfold—mothing
the matier with them. Nugent's no
EDU[L“

“He's
Shkinner,

T Exactly ! said the Founder.

“Oh, don't be & rotter, Skinnor
broke m Squiff. *last term Wharton
left Nugent out of the footer. EHe was
his pal then, just the samo”

“His cricket’s about as good as his
footer,” said Vernon-Smaith, “There
ave better men in the Remove.”

“Pleniv,” said Peter Todd. “I'm one,
and vou're another, Smithy. And there
are othiers—all in the list] But Nugent's
as good for the tail as any ollier man
weve got available™

U1 don’t agree I

“Well, nobody expects you to agree.”
remarked Toddv, “You're not a very
agreeable chap, aro you!®

" He, lw, Lo !M—from Dilly Bunter.

Wharton's pal,” grioned

5
#

“Tedwing's a  better man,”  said
Smithy.

"For goodoess’  sake, shut  ap,
Smithv !’ cxelaimed Tom, his face

crimson.  “ You're talking rot!” .
“Rot's tha word,” eaid Soquiff.

Here

the colossal task of

of the Nile”

photogravure plate).

0 turn two bundred miles of the
length of a river inte a great
lake sounds like sheer impossi-
bility—the dream of a2 mad

onginecr. DBut British engineers who
were far from being mad had tho idea
to do it—to put the mighty River Nile,
in Egypt, into harness. And they did
pit! The result of their tremendous

bours 15 the colossal Assuan Dam,
which prevents many thousands of acres
of lancf from being Hooded in the rainy
season, and slso stores up water in its
enormous Jake-reservoir, for irrigating
the lend when otherwise the thirsty
craps would be parched up.

—————

A Steel Lock Gate Sixty Feet High!

Tha selid masenry of this amazin
dam esxtends right across the Nile, an
it has 180 water-gates which can be
apened or closed ab will—to stem back
the flopd-waters or, at other soasons, to
let logse water for which the surround-
tng country and pecple are panting.
Thus, disastrons fHoods, famine and
drought, from which all that part of
Egypt suffored from the dawn of hiztory,
are no maore.

The dam itself ia three miles from
the town of Assuan, which was the
stariing-point In olden times for the
morchants' camel-caravans that wended
their slow and perilous way seross the
great Libyan Desert and right across
North Africa.

Four enormous locks in the Assuan
Dam keep the river open for navigation.
When the great reservoir itself s full,
its surface is 66 feet above the level of
the river which is below the dam. To
enable ships to pass up and down, there

is an interesting arficle which
tells how British engineers accomplished

‘“Harnessing the Waters-

(which forms the suhbject of this

i5 & channel on one side of the dam,
and here the four great locks are citn-
ated. The largest of them has a steel
Eum 60 fect high, which can be elid
ack when required into & slet in the
wall, by means of hydraulic power.

A Clever Arrangement |

2o that the outfow of dam-water can
be regulated—instead of it all going out
in & mighty rush when the food-gates
or sluices are opened—the 180 slulces
which pierce 4, feet of the dam’s
length have been placed at four differ-
ent levels, a clever arrangement which
puts the water under absolute control.

When the ancient Egyptians built
their wonderful temples and statues
they never dreamed that hundreds of
vears after their temples and statucs
bad ecrumbled to dust, there would
appear on the scene British engincers
who would go to the very same quarries
which wielded up the building-stone
that the old Epvptians used, and that
these modern enpinsers wonld get there-
froma the blocks of masonry required
to make this smazing Nile Dam
possible. ) :

Even when the mighty dam wae oper-
ating, the engineers wero not satished
because they realised that hundreds o
thousands more neres of neighbuurmﬁ
land needed similar provizion an
protection. So they calmlvy started to
put enother 26 fect of solid maosonry on
to the top edge of their first dam—with
the result that vast areas of unprofitable
desert are now being cultivated, and
rl&crp]c. arg prospering where onee

uman life existed only with the great-
est difficulty, and in face of awful
privafions !

Watch Out for Another FREE Souvenir Photlo-
Plate Next Week, Boys!
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“Reddy's as pood & man as INugent,
but no better. I dare say it was & toss
up between them.”

“He's miles better,” sald the Bounder.,
“And, anyhow, he sticks to practico.
I didn't sce Nugent et the nets this
afternoon.”

“Tao jolly busy,” prinned Skinner,
“"He had zome work to do for his minor.
Helping him pull old Twigg's leg.”

“He, he, he '™ chuekled Billy Bunter,
“1 zay, sou fellows, young Nugent is
in a fear-gn] row with his beak. 1le had
g pound nole, and hiz beak tools it
away to send Lo hiz uncle. Bammy fold
Ma=——

" That's Nuogent's game,” sobkd the
Dounder escornfully., “Helping a lozy
voung sweep to spoof his Morm master,
instead of putting in practice at the
nets ! And he needs it. Never saw a
fellow who needoed it more! I've a
jolly good mind to eut his neme onb of
the list!" :

“COh, den’t be a silly ass, Bmithy!"
said Tom Drown.

“Nugent's name ought not to boe

there,” gaid Vernon-Smith, “Hu's

sgpueezed into the team, and sgueeczed a
hetier man out, because he happens to
be Wharton's pal h

“That's a lic, Vernon-Bmith!"”

Frank Nupgent came into the Rag at
that moment. He caught the Bounder's
words and came towards him, hiz eyes
flashing.

Yernon-Smith sct his lips,

As o matier of fact, he did not
helteve his own words, And, apart from
his intense irritation at sceing Nugent's
name in the list instead of his own
caum's, he liked Nogent, The Dounder’s
nature was rather a gueer mixture. Ho
likedl Nugent all the more for having
stoad up to him in defenee of his minor,
for in & serap Frank had absolutely no

chanee  against the tough, einewy
Donuder.  The Bounder c¢ould admire
pluels.

", that's a lie, 15 162" &aid YVernon-
Smith. “Mind what you say, dear boy,
Wharton and Cherry aren't here now to
save yvour bacon.”

“He, e, he l" camo from Dunter.

“T said it's & lie, and I zav it again ¥
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retoried Frank, “ And if you don't like
i, put up your hands, you rotter!”

Nedwing made o movement, and the
Dounder langhed,

Al serene, Reddy ! I'm not going to
whop him. Ho woulda’t put up much
of o gome against 8t, Jude's to-morrow
if I gave him what he’s asking for.”

Frank Nugent's eyes blazed, Whether
ho was 3 matoh for tha Bounder or not,
he was not going to be contemptuously

spared. :

He made o rapid step towards
Horbert Vernon-8mith, and his
knuckles rapped on the Bounder's nose.

“ Now will you put up your bandst”
o oxclaimed.

“DBy pgum!™  Vernon-Bmith's eyesa
blnzed, and his hands shot up,  * Well,

if vou will have it—""

“Emithy 1* shouted Redwing, and he
erabbed his chum by the arm.

Smithy shook him off ficrecly.

“ Do you think I'm going to let that
milksop punch my nose?” he roared.
“Why, I'll knoek him into little picees 1"

“Alilksop or not, comp on, you cad!”
sald Frank, between his tecth. “You
fellows stand bacl, This i3 my Lizney,
not yours."

The Bounder came on fast cnough.
Nugent faced him with gleoming eyes.
He attacked furiously, and the Bounder
had to pive pround, copturing several
sinart vaps as he did so.

“Bhut tho door!” exclaimed Skinner.
;”“"'“, don't want any beaks or prefects
wrg 1M

Snoop shut the door quickly,

“Blop it!™ shouted Squiff,

“'Phig is Smithy's way of petting his
pal inte tho team,™ remarked Wiblew,
“ Nugent won't bo good for much to-
morrow,”’

Porhaps it was fortunate that the
Bounder eaught thozo words, Buch an
iden had not been in his mind ; but thera
waz little doubt that it would have
worked out like that if the fight had
ot en to o finish. Thoe Bounder
did not want to be classed B3 a fellow
wla had deliberately knocked out =
member of the ericket eleven tha day
before a mateh,

ITe backed away from Nugent.

*Chuck it, you silly ass ™ he snarled.

“Don't licep on us‘]gini for more than
yvou wenb Chuck it before I have to
hurt you ™™

That was top much
Instoad of *ehucking ™
Bounder advised, he came on more
fiercely than ever. Bmithy had to go
all out to defend himself,

“Hallo, halle, halla ™

The Co. come into the Hag n a
bunch. IHarry Wharton's brow darkencd
as he saw what was poing on, and he
ran forward.

“Bmithy, you rotter, stand back

“Only too pleazed I drawled Emithg.
“I've asked the dear boy to let me of
but he won't, I'vo told him I'm afrm
of hurting him.”

“He, he, he 1™

“Frank 1" exclaimed VWharton,

"Tet me alone, will yoa?"” shouted
Nugent, utterly exasperated at the bare
itdea of being protected by his friends,
“Can't you mind your own business?"

“Oh 1" pasped Wharton.

“That's one for his mbs [ murmured
Bkinnor; and somae of the fellows
langhed.

“My esteemed Franky——" exclaimed
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Leavo me alone, Inky I

“But, my ridieulous chum—" ex-
claimed the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Shut up 1! )

And Nugent, in a very unusual state
of rage and exasperation, pushed the
attack hotly, and his friends, with grim
fages, looked om.

for Nugent.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Rough Luck !

ERBERT VERNON - 8MITH
H backed and backed till Nugent
was driving him round the long

tabla in the Ra?.

It seemed to Frank for the moment
that he was petting the vpper hand, and
g hardly understood the cool, sardonic

rin on the Bounder’s hard face. But

& soon realized that, though Smithy
was giving him ground, none of his
blows werp reaching tho Bounder now.
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ﬁ_nd no blow from the Bounder reached
im,

Vernon-Smith was contenting himself
with defence, and, in point of fact,
simply playing with his adversary. And
if his sardonic grin of mockery had not
told Nugent 50, a sound of chuckling
from some of the onlookers would have
nprfrlﬂed Nugent how the matter stood.

‘he fact was that Irank had no
chance at all, and if the Bounder had
chosen to pile in, and use his superior
welrht and strength, Nugent would
have been knocked all over the room.

The Bounder did not choose to do so.
e was not going to have it said in
the Form that he had knocked a man
out to make room for his pal in the
teamn, Neither did he desire to hurk
MNugent, if it came to that, If the result
had been in doubt, the Bounder was the
man to go all out and fight till he fell.
But the result was never in doubt for a
moment, and it amused the rardomic
Bounder to play with his assatlant and
spare him, and make him look a focl.

It was clear enough to Nugent after o
few minuies, and he exerted himself
to his vimost to break through tha
Bounder’s guard. DBut that guard
seemed like bars of triple steel. Erﬂﬂ'hﬁ
gave ground, and they went the lengt
of the long table, round the end, and
down the other side. There was some-
thing rather absurd in & smling fellow
retreating and an enraged m::ﬁ €exns-
perated fellow following bim up in
vaifn, and the oenlookers grinned as they
looked on.

“Here we go round iho mulberry-
bush 1 sang Bkinner.

‘"Ha, ha, ha i"

“Don't kill him, Nugent ¥ called ouk
Snaop.

“Ha, ha, ha 1
_ “1 say, you fellows, it’s funny, ein't
it 1" squeaked Billy Bunter. “I say,
biuglenl:, chuck it before SBmithy hits
vou P
" “Hhut wp, you fat owl!” prowled
Johnny li’nuﬁ+ o

Harry Wharton compressed his lips.
If it had been the upder forcing
the fight, he would have intervened
promptly enough. Now intervention
was impossible, and ho could only look
on while his best chum made a tool of
himself. It would have been Iatter
enough to see Frank hammered as the
Bounder could have hammered him if
he liked. But it was humiliating to
soe him plaved with like an infant.

MNugent gasped for breath as he strove
to break through and get ot the
Bounder. But whenever he looked like
retting in, a quick backward jump
saved Bmithy, and the game went on.
Every now and then the Dounder gave
him 8 gentle fop—a reminder of what
he could do if he hked—but the haplers
Nugent would have preferred knock-
down blows:

“Tired ¥ asked Bmithy, after a time.
“We've been twice round the table, old
bean, Going round agawn 37

“Ha, ha, Igm!”

“For goodness’ sake, Frank, chuclk
it 1" exclaimed Boly Cherry,

“The chuckfulness is the proper caper,
my estcemed idiotic Franky ! said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“(h, don't stop the enterteinment!™
implored Skinner.

“1 guess it's a sight for sore eyes!”
chuckled Fisher T. Fish. “¥epl T'll
say this surely is the elephant’s eide-
whiskers 1"

“HMe, he, he! 1 say, vou fellows—-
He, he, he 1” chortled Billy Bunter,

TFrank Hitfgﬂnt stu-{] ved, panting, and
dropped his hands. His face was scarlet
witﬁ exertion and rage and humiliation.
It was futile to carry on, with tho
fellows grinning at his vain efforts, and
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tho DBounder Sﬂliliﬂ% at bim with sar-
donic amusement. Nugent stood pant-
ing, and Vernon-Smith, who had not
turned o hair, ent on the edge of the
fable and langhed. j

“Had enough?” he rueried. “I
fancy I could go on a bit lomger. I'd
try, if you're t‘grighifully keen 1

“Ha, ha, ha 17 ]

Nugent bit his lip so hard that it
almost bled, He gave the Bounder one
look, turtied away, and walked aoross to
the door. His friends would havo
joiried him, but his look did not
encourage them. FPaor Nugent wanted
to be alono just then. HMe walked out
of the Rag, and the door closed after
him.

The Bounder gave the grim-faced Co.
o mocking look, Beb Cherry, with a
red and wrathful face, came towards
him. Smithy cyed him with perfect
cooloess, He was no more o match for
Bob than Nugent wess a mateh for
Smithy, but he did not care two straws
for that. ]

*You rotten worm !” said Bob. “As
TOu'ro 50 koen on scrapping, put up your
paws and try it on with mel” N

“Zerapping—the day before a mateh!
drowled the Bounder. * I'tn surprised at

you, Cheery '
( Bobhi® said Wharton

“Chuck it,
tersely, .

Bob unclenched his fists. He would
have given a great doal to knock the
mocking Bounder spinning off the table.
Still, ho did not want to knock out one
of the best men down o play 8t Jude’s
on the morrow; alse, he realised that
it would have been no comfort to Nugent
—~zrather the reverse—if his friend had
taken up the quarrel

He turned his back on the Bounder
and left the Bag, and the other members
of the Co. followed him. They heurd
ibe Bouunder’s mocking laugh as they
went.

Skinner & Co, gathored round the
Dounder in grest gice. Any defeat for
the Famous Five was agreeable to
Skinner and his friends. Tom Redwin
I=ft the Rag quietly. Ile was ashame
of his chun—not for the 6rst time,

Tom was in Study No, 4, gelhing out
his Looks for prep, when Herbert
Veruon-Smith came up, Bmithy strolled
into the study, with a smile on his face.

“* What's the row?” he msked, a3 he
noticed Tom's clouded face,

“Oh, nothing 1¥ said Redwing curtly.

“I've donoe my best,” said Smithy,
“But there’s no chance of you getting
into the cleven to-morrow, I'm alraid.”

“Your worst, you mean!"” prunted
Dedwing. “Why can't you leave the
tning alone? It's for the cricketb captain
ta decide, not you, and voun make me
look a fool, t.r_'-fiug to shove mo in where
I'tn not wanted '

The smile dicd off Smithy's face,

“Is that how you thank a pal for
Lacking vou up®” he inguired, with a
SUCET,

“It's all the thanks you’ll get from
mel” growled Bedwing, “I believe I'm
as good o man as Nugent, but it's not
for you to decide, or me, either, And
'm fricndly with Nogent—so far a3 it's
possible for a Eriend of yours to be
friendly with anybods 1™ .

“ N0 need for you to star a friend of
mine that  can see™

“Oh, ring off " It was seldomn that
Redwine was angry with Lis wayward
chum, bub he was angry now. “You've
acted roitenly, Smithy

“In backing you up*”

“No—that was only fatheaded and
olstinate; but 1 bhandlicg MNugent as
worr did ] It was rotten t”

“1 wever hurt him." )

“ He would havo liked it beiter if you
had, The chap’s as decond as any man

in the Remove, and you amused yourself
by humiliating him ard making him
look an ass | i’au onght to be jolly well
ashamed of yoursell "

“(Oh, give us a rest!” grunted the
Bounder. Perhaps he realised the truth
of Redwing's words, and found the truth
discomforting. o

They sat down to prep in grim silence,

Hardly 8 word was spoken till work
was over. But Smithy was thinking.
At heart the Bounder was far from
being a bad fellow, with all his reck-
loss, %mndstmng, and arrogant ways. He
was feeling more than s twinge of
remorse.

When he left the study after prep the
Famous Five woere gathered in a group
autside Study Ne. 1, talking over the
morrow's mateh, and Smithy  notieed
that Mugent was looking nnusually guict
and subdued. He was not fesling any
bodily ill-cffects from the scrap in thoe
Rapg; the Bounder had hardly touched
him. But hie proud and sensitive spirit
had been wounded, and Nugent, plae-
able as he wos by nature, would rather
have given Smithy the thrashing of his
life than have won the St. Jude's mateh
off his own bat. Smithy was no fool,
and he could read WNugent's feelings
casily enough, and from the lLottom of
his wayward heart ho wished that he
had acted otherwise,

|
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He paused a3 ho was passing the
chums of tha MHemove. Nugent's face
Hamed: and he elenched his hands.
Wharten slipped his arm  through
Frank's and drew him into the study.
Bob Cherry and Hurrce Singh followed ;
and Johnny Dull stayed only to pive
the Dounder & glure cupressive of scorn
befora he went 1n also,

Bmithy stared after them; then,
shrugging his shoulders, went down the
Remove staircase. Ha had had a VEEH
intention of saying something fricndly
—of teying to wash out hiz offence sone-
how. But the moment evidently was not
propitions; and Le went his way, shrug-
ging his shoulders.

Ayt

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bilter Blood !

1 OVELY day!™ chirruped Bob
Cherry; fiest out of bed in the
L Bemove dermitory, as usunl,

) the fellowing morning.

Dright sunshine streamed in at the
dormitory windows. Gosling was rieg-
ing the msing-boll; and Dob was out of
bed with o bound at the Orst elang.

“It's going to be o topping day ! de-
clared DBoln “Couldn't be better, old
Leans 1™ 3 :

“Looks like ram to me!” wawned
Skinner. That was one of the cheery
remarks Skinner was wont to make ou
the morning of a day devoted to the
BUIIITIGLT gu@m‘.

"It would!” agroed Dol Cherry.
“DBut you can't sce what the weather'a
liE-mem:n that bed! Let me help you
out.

“look here, you rullan— Yarooh!™
roared Bkinner as ho rolled on the Soor
in & tangle of bedclothes.

9

“ gtill think it looks like rain*” asked
Bob genially.

“Ha, ho, he

It was a glorious sunny morning, and
the heroes of the Remove turned out in
great spirits.  Perhaps there was a touch
of east in the wind, as is soc often the
case in merry May., But the Remova
fcllows were at the hnp?y ago when ons
is indifferent to a touch of east 1n the
wind. Mr. 'Egu-:lch, st breakfast, had
vory thoughttul look; and Prout, at the
Fifth Form tuble, was snappy, and spoke
shurply twice to Coker of tho Fifth—
once wien he knocked the =alt over. once
when he knocked a tea-cup over. Knock-
_I'Lgi. things over was one of Joraco
Coker's chief occupations, DMr. Twige,
at the fags' table, looked o trifle cross.
That touch of cast In the wind had found
the beeks out. Detween fifty and fiftecn,
there was a great pulf fixed.

After brekker Harry Wharton & Co.
went down to look at the pitch—a
ceremony that could not possibly be
omitted on the preat day. DBilly Buntox
volled after thicni

1hE
+*

Bunter had something to eay to Lis
Form captain on the subjeet of ericket,
Cricliet, o3 a rule, did not intercst

Bunter. When he gavo that great game
his attention it was chiefly in devising
cxcuses to get out of practice on com-
pulsory davs. But cirenmstances alter
cases, and Bunter was thinking of
cricket very scriously this bright Moy
morning,

“1 sav, vou fellows!" began the Owl
of the Remove, meeting tho Famous Fivae
as they wore coming back. “ 1 say, hold
on a minute! IHave you really made up
vour mind to play Nugent to-day,
Wharton ¥

“Yes, ass!” answercd Ilarry curtly.
He did not want to hear anything on
tiiat subject from Bunter,

“Well, it’s rather a rotten idea,”
argued Bunter. “'Tain't as if it wos o
Form match, played in the afterncon.
But in a Scliool match, you get out of
third lesson.”

“What on earth has that to do with it,
fatheadi'

“Lots ! answored Dunter. “Every
man that isn't in the tenm has to go in
for third school. And it's maths, with
Laszcelles, to-dav.” Bunter bhinked very
seriously at his Form captain. *1'd
jolly well like to get out of maths, as
much as any other fellow. Look here,
Wharten, it’s a bit thick putting Nugent
in and leaving a bheiter man out——m="

“Oh, dry up!” growled Bob Cherry.
“Are you going to start boosting Red-
wing, like Smithy, you fat duffer?”

“I'm not talling about Redwingl
Ho's no better than %Jugﬂnt, if you come
to that! I'm ialking about myscli!”

“You usually arel” grunted Bull.

“The fact is, I'd like te play,” said
Bunter. “And St. Jude's are said to
be in great form, go you can do with a
century or bwo—"

“0Oh, my hat ¥

“And 1 bowl best on a hard wicket.
I'll give 'emn some leg-theory, too I said
Buntor, "I they look hike sticking in
I'll brain 'em, sea?"”

“If wou brained anybedy with the
ericket ball, old fat man, 1t would bao
somobody  behind you in the deep!™
chuckled Bol.

“ Ok, roally, Cherry—""

Harry Wharton laughed. Even DBun-
ter's gencrons offer to brain the 8t
i] nde's batsmen did not scem to tempt

vim.

“Woll, 18 1t & go?™ asked DBunter.
“Dash it all, it’s time I bad a show in
the matches! And it's maths in thicd
school "

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
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atl Look here, do I play or den't I
demanded Bunter. “Yes or nof”

“No |" said Ifarry, laughing. )

“Well, I think it's rotten,”” said
Bunter. "Nugcnit's better at maths
than I am—I own that! Ym better at
ericket than he is. So it would be the
fair thing all round. Now look here,
Wharton, I'm really rather keen on this,
Nugent's no good, aa E'rl'ﬂlth‘{ SRy 5—
simply no good ot all! Vou'll admit
that yourself, Franky, old man ! Smithy's
guite right therg—"

“0h, ring off I snapped Nugent.

“You ncedn't geb waxy just because
you can't play cricket, Nugent! Some
fellows ean, and some can’t '’ explained
Bunter. *As it happens, you can’'t—any
mora than you can serap—he, he, hel
And, I say—— Yaroooooop !”

Bunter sat down so suddenly that it
made his head swim. Havipg sat him
down, Nugent crammed his cap down
the back of his fat neel, 'Then he
walked on with his [riends.

“Qw 1" gasped Bunter. “ Wow! Why,
you rotter—-why, you beast—I'll jolly
well whop you again [” yelled Bunter akb
the top of his voice.

Nugent affected not to hear; but he
walked on with a heightened colour.
Near the House tho chums of tho Ie-
move came on the Bounder,

“Been looking at the pitch?” asked
Smithy.

“Yes, it's topping ' said DBob.

Nugent walked straight on withoub
appearing to notico ihe Bounder's
existenco, It was an uncomiortable
moment for the Co., who did not want to
“eut ¥ a fellow-member of tho cleven.
But they followed Nugent into the
House, leaving the Bounder frowning.

“1 say, Smithy!” Bunter cams up
gosping. 1 say, old chap, pull iy cap
out of my back, will you? I can’t got 1t
aut ! That I:east Nupgent shoved it
there! Just because I said he couldn’t
scrap, you knowl” i

“Did he kick you?" asked Bmithy.

“Eh? Mol

“Ah! That was o mistake?! TI'll zot
it right I .

“Why, you beast, wharrer you kicking
me fori” yelled Bunter in surprize and
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indignation. “Oh c¢rumbs! ©Oh lor’!
Whoooop I”

Bunter fled—without wailing to have
hl-ifﬁp disinterred from the back of his
eCK,

Vernon-8mith walked away by the
mith under the windows of Masters’

tudies, with a frowning brow. Mnr,
Twige's study window was open, to let
11 the morning sunshine; and as the
Bounder passed it he heard the voice of
the Sccond Form master. It was raised
11 angry tones; and Smithy paused and
glanced into the study.

A fogr stood beside the table there—
Iheky Nugent of the Second. His face
was red and startled. Evidently his
Yorm master had just come in end
caught Lhim in the study.

“What are you doing here, Nugent
minor 7 Twigz's voice was loud and
gharp, and casily heard through the open
windaw,

“ N-n-nothing, sir 1” stammered Dicky.

“¥ou did not come here for nothing,
Nogent minor. XE I find that any trick
itas been played in this voom, I shall
know to whom to ativibuto it,” snapped
Mri Twigg,. “Take a bhundred lines
uli i

Ihieky Nugent went.

“Young ass!"” murmurcd the Dounder
a8 ha walked on. At any other time
Bmithy would have dismissed that in-
cident from his mind without ancther
thought, But just at present he was
fecling remorseful for his trcatment of
Frank MNugent; and when the Dlemove
went into first lesson lhe joined Nugent
a3 the juntors went up the Form-room
passage. Nugent quickened lhis pace,
and Bumithy quickened also.

“Hold on a minute, Nugent,” he zaid
amicably. “I thought I'd tip you that
yvour minor scems to bo looking for
trouble with his beak. Yoo’ ﬁctter
speak to him and warn him off, Twigzg's
fearfully shirty with him.”

“Youra very kind to be worrying
about my minos,™ said Nugent, “ls
f]]mt?:jthjr you were bullsing him yester-

ay !

“ Took here, Nugenbt—"

“I'd rather you minded your own
Luziness. ™

The Dounder breathed hard.

“The young ass was up to something
tir his beak's study,” he said. “And
;i:-'wigg spotted him there, and gave lum
nes,”

“MNa bizney of yours, thoat I can sec.™

" Took herve, yvou silly azs,” exclaimed
ihe Bounder, his temper breaking cut,
“if you ean't bo civil—"

“{io and ecat coke!”

Frank Nugent walked en  without
even looking at tho Bounder. Probably
at any other time he would have been
clad of that tip, and would have spoken
a word in season to the reckless young
rascal of the Sccond Yorm. Certainly
ha would hava done so had he had the
remotest  suspiecion of what was 1n
Dicky’s mind. Dut he eould not forget
that zeeno in ihe Rag; and ho wanted
no tips from Vernon-Semith,  Tle walked
oy, 1gnorving  his  existence, amd the
Bowmder scowled as he followed him
into (he Fovmeroom.

T ——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The 5t, Jude®s DMateh !

ANRY WIIARTON & Co. were
legking meovey end bright when
tlir bell rang for third school.

The ericketers had leave to

“gut * third school, and, though they
were, of course, thinking chiclly of
ericket, it was rather a cateh to cut

mathia and Lascelles,
Billy Buntcr, on the other hand,

grunted with deep discontent., In the
cricket tcam Bunter could have cub
maths, too, And what did the game
matter, In comparison with £7
Nothing at all—less than nething, i

ssible.  Bunter was feeling a deeply
mjured youth as he trailed off to the
Form-room  with the other unluck
ones, And the cheery cricketers di
not even notice that DBunter was 511'11‘]?'
—idid not even notice Dunter at all.
‘Lhey even forgot that he existed.

A bright day, a good wicket, leave
from e¢lass, and the prospect of a good
rapie, made the heroes of tha Remove
cel that life was really worth hving—
if they had ever doubted it, which they
hadu’t. FKvery man in the team was in
good shape, and even the “tail” was
a very respectable tail,

‘Tha Bounder might hold the opinion
fhat Nugent was a “rabbit,” but no-
body else agreed with him. No doubt
he was the weakest man in the team;
but somebody always had to bo last.
He was a good and capable player, and
did not claim to bo in the samo strect
with the Dounder. DBut he was cer-
tainly as good as any man that could
lave been picked to makes up the re-
qruiretl number—Redwing, Dutton,
Newland, DRussell, Xipps, Desmond,
and others wers as pood pechaps, but
no better. Ogilvy would have had tho
slace, but he had a damaged wrist.
Vharton, as cricket captamn, wouid
rather have had the Scottish junior;
but he was glad of a chance to play his
best chum. And Nugent was very keen
to play. His face was bright when he
camo down with the rest of the
cricketers, and he nourished a hope of
kknocking up runs to an extent which
would convinee the doubting Thomases
that e was the right man 1 the right
rlace.

“Wirst kneck to us” said Harry
Wharten, when he had won the toss.
“You comoa in with me, Bob.”

The Bounder glanced at Tom Red-
wing, who, happier than the rest of
the Momove, was there to score. It was
like the Dounder to carry on his
arrorent obstinacy to the last moment.
IIc tappad Wharion's clbow.

*There'd still time,” he murmured.

Wharton stared at him.

“Time for what? \What do you
meat, Smithy T ;

“Time to put the right man in, and
leave the wiong man out,™ answered tho
Bounder coolly. )

Wharton's eyes glinted for a moment.

“Pon't be a silly assl” ho snapped.
“Are you going to begin that rot again
nu;;v? I can tell you I'm fed-up with
ik

“Look here, YWharton—"

“That's enongh I

Wharton walked away to the wickets,
leaving the Bounder biting hiz lip. He
bir it iardcr a5 he caught & contemptu-
ous smile on Nugent's face.

Sulkily the Bounder leaned against
he pavilion, and watched the oponing
of 1l inuings. 1le eame next on the list,
but he did not cxpect to be wanted yot.
Wharton and Bob Cherry were expected
to make a good beginning. DBut in
cricket it iz often the unexpected that
happens,

Ha:l anyone told Harry Wharton that
ho would be clean howled in the sccond
ball of the first over he would have
laugrhed. But that was preciscly what
happened. Lunn, the 8t Jude's
skiipper, had been cultivating a4 ball
which looked like & wide, and wasn't;
and tho Bemove captain fell a hapless
victin fto 1t. Wharton's faca was
rather a study when his “sticks ” went
down. Ile gazed &t them for o

(Continued on poge 12.)
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THE DESERTER!

(Continued from page 10.)

moment as if he could scarce believe
tlie horrid sight.

“Qh erumbs!” cjaculated Nugent.

“Tha crumbiulness 13 terrific!” mur-
mured the Nabob of Bhanipur, in
dismay.

Wharton, rather slowly, carried out
kis bat. .

His faco was pink as he came towards
the pavilion. Smithy, thus uwnexpect-
edly wanted, began to buckle his pads.

“Man in!” said Ilarry, as he came
u

“Rough luel, old man ¥ =zaid Nugent.

Wharton nq:‘ld-_::&

A good beginning meant & great deal
in any game; and this was 2 rotten
start. Wharton's feclings were rathex
desp just then. With the score at one
for nought, second ball, he really could
not feel happy. Jost for a while the
sunshine had lost its brightness.

“Man in " repeated Wharton. ¥ Don't
kcep the game waiting, E::mthlr,r! For

dness' sake, got & move on!”

Wharton did not mean to .':fqak
sharply; but there was something
jrritating in tho Dounder’'s lesurely
movements. After all, a batsman nr:g]!llg
to have been ready. Anyhow,
ought to buck up when he was wanted.
St, Jude's had not come over that morn-
ing to stand about the field waiting for
a man to come in. But the Bounder
was in one of his irritating moods.

“I dido’t expect to ha wanted so
soon,” he drawled. *“Give a man a
chanco 1™ i

Wharton looked at him. Ile was
tempted to tell Smithy to take still
maora time, and send another man in
bafore him, But cricket cameo fvst, and
a good stand by the Bounder meant
much. The captain of the Remove sup-
pressed his feelings.

“ Look cut for that ball from Lunn,”
he said. “Luonn's dangerous to-day.
Ha caught me napping.”

“Tooks as if he did,” assented the
Bounder. “I'm hoping that he won't
catch me with my eyes shut.”

“ Pride goeth before & fall,” remarked
Peoter Todd. “Den’t shout til you're
through the wood, Smithy.,"”

“My dear man—" . .

“Look here, pet going, Smithy ! said
Wharton. *This is ericket, not a chm-
music matoch! If you're going to bat,
get ing if you want to jaw, I'll send
another man in!"

“Do!” said the Bounder coolly.
“Bond Nugent in, Ilis innings will
give mo time to buckle my pads—just.”

Some of the cricketers grinned at that
remark; and Nugent's face Hamed.
Wharten set his lips. He wanted the
Bounder to take his knock; but he was
not taking any more “ back-chat ™ from
Smithy. ] o

“¥ou go in, Nugent,” he said briefly,

“ Right !* 1

Nugent was ready quickly cnough.
Vernon-83mith straightened up, rather
regretting hiz leisurely movements and
his cheek, Nugent’s place was at the
tail; and Smithy did not want to be
shifted one step farther towards that
undesirable position.  He had hardly
imagined that Wharton would take him
at his word.

“Logk here, Wharton—" he began
hotly.

“*Nuff said I answered Harry curtly.

“Are yvou fool enough b throw awa
nnother wicket at the start?” =narle
the Bounder,

“I'm not fool enongh fo take any
more impudence from  you, Smithy.
You'd better shut up!™
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“IF you send Nugeut in——"

“Your own suggestion ! said Whar-
ton, with a curl of the lip.

*You know I never meant—"
_ "1 don’t care what you meant!
in Frank ™

Nugent settled the matter by walking
out to the wickets, The Dounder, who
had picked up his handsome and ex.
pensive: bat, un% it down. The look
on his face was black and bitter. IHe
know that he was at the top of his
form that day. He felt that he could
make the stand that the Greyfriars men
needed to give them heart after Whar-
ton’s hapless failure® From the point
of view of the game he ought to have
gone in.. 5till, there was a limit to the
gmount of cheek a cricket captain could
be expected to stand, even from the
most valued member of the team. It
really had to be borne in on the
Bounder's mind that, good man as he
was, he was rot running the show.

The Bounder scowled, and the other
men looked rather grave. And Ha
Wharton's eyes followed hizs chum wi
intent keenness, He longed to see
Frank make a good stand. He would
have given almost anything to watch
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him standing up to tho boewling undam-
aged. But he ‘fmd sent him in to faco
the best bowler from 86 Jude's at the
very skart. And perhaps, as he saw
MNugent take his plece at the wickets, he
wished that he had swallowed the
Bounder’s umpudence once mare. At
least, he might have sent in a steady
stone-waller like Johnny Ball, a big
hitter like Squiff, or a good bat like
Peter T'odd or Tom Brown or Mark
Linley. He hoped intensely that Frank
would be able to see it through.

It was a vain hopal Where Wharton
himself had failed, Frank was mnot
likely to succeed, True, Frank was
watching for that ball which looked liko
a wide and wasn't! But that deceptive
sweep, Lunn, gave him a fast one io
leg, and Nugent hardly knew what he
did with it, till mid-on held it np with
8 checry grin.

“Caught 1"

“The catchfulness is terrific I meoaned
Ilurres Jamset Ham Singh.

Snort, fromn Bunter,

That snort vory nearly earned Lim a
rap from Harry Wharton's knuckles.
Fortunately, it did not gquite,

Wharton's disappointment was deep.
Added to that was the knowledge that
he had made a mistake—just when a
mistake was extremely awkward., le
could have Jfound pleasure at that
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moment in kicking Herbort Vernon-
Smith all round the pavilion, Nugent's
face wasz red as he came off. Ha had
done no worse than his skipper, iU it
cama to that; both had been dismissed
for a duck. DBut Wharton's fall was
sheer bad luck; while Nugent had a
dismal feeling that his Enilutmuﬂtiﬁed
the bitter oriticisms of the Bounder, and
that he ought not to have been in the
team at all. Yt was absolutely certain,
anyhow, that he ought not to have
taken second knock.

“Man in!” grunted Wharton, without
]1:.-|:r1|:1|n|:;l at_the Bouunder. He felt as il
he would hit him if he looked at him.

Vernon-Smitl, sitting against tho
pavition rail, did not stir. He did not
seem to reslise that ho was spoken to.

“Gone to sleep, Bmithy?? asked
Squif,

“Eh! Nol I'm watching the funersl 2
answered the Bounder.

. “Are you going to keep the field wait-
"\]rf again, Vernon-Smith?”’ asked
Wharton, his voice trembling  with
anger.

“Who's keeping the feld waiting ™
drawled Smithy. “They're not waiting
for me, I suppose?”

“What do you mcan? What—"
It was hard for Wharton to keep cool
under the Bounder's cool stare.

“Oh! Am I next man in?" asked
Bmithy, as if it had suddenly occcurred
ta him,

“Nou know von are!”

“IMow should I know?™ Smithy
raised his evebrows. * You gave Nugent
my place—] naturally supposed I wans
taking his. I was counting on taking
a rest till last man in, of course.™

Tha Remove skipper’s eyea gleamed,
Smithy might have supposed that that
was the case—but he certainly did not
suppose anything of the kind, He was
‘out’ to rag his captain; that was the
long and short of 1. And ho was as
cool as a cucumber about i1f—whiloe
Wharton was baroly abla to suppress
his anger, Again, in the heat of the
moment, Wharton made a mistake--and
again tha Bounder uncxpectedly found
himmself taken at his word,

“Right 1" said the captain of the
Remove. “Quite rightl You go in
lnat, Vernon-Smith! Man in, Field !

Squiff went out to the wickets. The
Bounder stood as if thunderstruck. He

grabbed hold of Wharton's arm.

“You're net szcending me in last,
YWharton ¥

“You've asked for it,” ]

“What about the game?’ hissed the
Bounder.

“That's my husiness. not yours.”

“PBy pad!™ All the Bounder’s mock-
ing coolness was gone now, Last man
in, with some third-ralo partner Lo lose
his wicket and send him out, what was
{o becoma of that magnificent innings
Smithy had been going to put up!
That magnificent innmgs was not likely
to be in the picture now. “ By gadl®
The Bounder almost choked., “I've n
jolly good mind to walk off tho field.”

“Walk off as soon a3z vou hike”

“1f wou mean that, Wharton—""

“I mean every word! TI've stood
all your dashed eheek that I'm going
o stand ! Get off the ficld if you choosa
—in that case, you'll go to the Form.
F oo, Tell Russell I want him, 1f you

The Dounder, much more angry than
Wharton now, clenched hiz fists.  But
ha unclenched them again, and with a
hlnek brow, walked off the ground.
Whether ho mcant to carry out his
threat, or whether he would turn up
again for the last knock, none of tha
fellows could say—and Wharton, at
least, did not scem to care.
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Dicky Nugent was clambering on the broad stone window-sill of Mr. Twigg’s study when a sudden voice from behlnd made
him jump. *““Nugentini!® * Oh crikey ! ejaculated Dicky, turning round to face Wingate. ** Well, what are you up

to, you young sweep 2 ** demanded the prefect grufly.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder's Knock !

W, QUIFF, at the wicket, stopped

S the “rot,” well backed up b

Bob Cherry at the other end.

Runs began to como in at last;

and the fellows who had dreaded to
watch & “ proecession * were relieved,

Squiff was a good man; and Bob a
mighty hitter, and they made & powor-
ful pair. Dut there was no doubt that
tho 8t. Jude's bowling was very Leen;
and they hod evidently been En:mg n
great deal of attention to work in the
field—a branch sometimes neglecied a
little Ly young cricketers.

A good fielding side is always danger-
ous, and &0 it proved on the present
occasion. A two that looked, to o hope-
ful eye, good for three, was Dob
Cherry's undoing. The ball camo in
much more smartly than Bob had ex-
pected ; and his bat was six inches off
the crease when the hails went down.
The six inches might as well have been
gix miles—Bob was out for a total of
eight of his own, not more than n
quarter of what his side had confideutly
ecounted on from him.

“Tt never rains bué 1t ponrs!”
mured Poddy. .

“And the pourfulness 1s preposice
ous 1%

Wharton looked ronnd.

e was looking for the Dounder. Hadl
Zmithy been present, the capiain of the
lomnove—very much alive now to the
necessities of the gamo—would have
tacitly washed out offences, and sont
Lim in next. But Smithy was not there.
ile had taken Wharton at his word=—as
undoultedly ho had a right to—and
was not to be seen. Wharton come

L.

pressed his lips, and gave Tom Trown
p nod, and the New Zealand junior
crossed DBob coming out.

“Rotten luck,” said Bob, as he came
up. “But we'll put paid to 'em, with
Australia at one end and New Zecaland
at the other.” )

It secemed that Beb was right, for Tom
Brown and son %Ih’lﬂ}" Iffley Field
of Now South Wales kept the ball roll-
ing in good style for some time, It
wis sheer bad luck when Tom Erown
was canght in the slips. DBet caught he
was: amnd  Johnny Boll went in.
Jolinny was & solid and stolid ericketer
of the stonewalling varicty, and gener-
ally eould be relied upon to 'I-:f-:t:p hig end
up while a more brilliant bat made the
fur fv. DBat Johnny was not at his
best now. Nothing puts a man off lus
form more than a rapid fall of wickots
at the start; and the “rot™ had its
cifect on Johnny. He was a cautious
player—and now hoe was, perhaps, a
litélo too cautious. Wharton felt liko
groaning when he saw Jobnny stating
ankly at dislodged bails at the lase
ball of the over. .

“Oh, my hat!" he exclaimed, n-
voluntarcily. g

The St Jude's men had smiling faces,
They had come over to Greyfriara
cxpecting a hard stropgle. Tles did
not Jook like 1t. It was beginning to
look to 5t Jude's like a walk-over, Lunn
remarked to another man thaé they
might be home to tea; snd the other
man rejoined that they might be home
to lunch ! Really, it almost looked ko
it whon Derer “Lodd, following Johnny
Bull, was ont Llbow., and Mark Linley,
following Todey, wasz clean bowled ot
fhe zecond ball

“O erikey ' groaned Dob Cherry.

“ J—I—1I left something in Twigg's study 1 *’

Dicky.

“Js this a cricket match! I want to
go to a funcral and boe cheered upl”

Penfold went in rather like a man
going to an cexecution. The “rot ™ was
not to be staved now, The only comiort
was that Squiff, the mighty man from
tlown under, seemed sot for the day.
While his partners camo ond went, tho
Australian was steadily piling up runs.
Nobody was surprised when Pen went
down for a duck.

“Fight down for thirty " murmured
Bch, “and Squiff’s taken more than
half of that! Cive him a chance, and
ho will save our jolly old bacon.

“The butfulness 158 terrifie!” mur-
mured Flurree Jamset Ram Singh, who
was next man in. Inky was o wonderful
howler, but he concentrated on that
branch; he was not expected to mako
reeorids with the willow.

“ Keep the game alive for Squiff, u'l_d
man 1™ said llarry, pressing 1the nabob's
arm. " For poodness’ sake, old nut, keep
it going.™

“The keeplulness will be preposter-
ong, if within  wmy  esteomed  end
ridiculous powers,” s=ured the nabob.

And he woent out, prepared to do er
i,

“Look ont for Smithy, Bob” said
ITarry. “Last man will he wanted soon,
I'm afeaid, 1§ the fool's playving; he'd
better b here I

“T°I1 find him ™"

Doly went in search of the Dounder.
Smithy Lad nat gone to the Form-room.
Bitterly nngry s hie was, he had no
intention of exehanging cricket for
tnathe. DBob found him in tho tuck-
shop, refreshing lamzelf with pginper

(Continned on page 16.)
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Lowling. which was enough fo dis-
licarten a fellow. And he was initcnsely
exasporated at being left to the tip of
tho tail; and exasperation was not good
for cricket. Altogether the prozpect
was far from rosy.

When the DBounder sh:-p{)gd the ball
dend, some of the watching juniors
grunted with disappointment; but
Wharton was relieved., Smithy was

% not pgoing to throw his wicket away

beer. Dut it scemed that he had been
keeping an eye on the game.
“What a lark ™ he remarked, as Bob

Joined him.
"1 don't see where the lark comes
in ™ prunted Bob, gruffly.

“Well, ths Bt. Jude's men secem to
think it funny ! They came over hers
to play ericket; and we'rg giving them
2 game of skittles, =2till, skittles isn't
2 bad geme, I dare say!” vawned the

under,

“Oh, cut it out! You'd better geot on
tho ground, if you'rs geing to play.”

Last man wanted already? Oh, my
hat!{ What a game ™

The Bounder lounged out of the tuck-
shop and dawdled down to Little Side.
Bob Cherry went with him. A shout
from the cricket field grected them.

" How's that ¥
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“Poor old Inky!” said BPob.

But it was not the nabob whe was
rone. It woas Squiff! That tower of
strength to his sido had gone down, and
it was the dusky nabob who remained
at the wickots to partner Hoerbert
Yernon-Smith.

“Man in!" said Harry Wharton, as
tho Bounder lounged up; and his eyes
glinted at Smithy.

He had made mistakes that morning,
a3 he realised only too eleazly; but the
fault was the Bounder's, as both of
thern knew very well.

“Lot of good going in!™ sncered the
Lounder. “Walk in and walk out—
what? Deddy may as well shove up
the score now: H. Vernon-Smith, not
out, nought,”

And with that gibe the Dounder
picked up hiz bat and went out to the
wickels as Bquilf camo glumly up to
the pavilion.

Wharton watched him. If Tlurree
Singh kept the innings alive, Emithy
was the man to score. Ile would go all
out to do it, if only to show tho other
fellows what they had missed, Bug
Hurres Singh, deadly as he was with
the ball, was, as & hatsmaon, nowherd
near the Bounder's class; and the 8t
Jude’s bowling was o3 good as ever,
snd it scemed only too likely that
amithy would bo, as he had said, not
aut for nought. Siill, while there was
life, there was hopo. Tt waes really
awlul to think of the fellows coming
it of the Form-rooms to find the
Llemove all down for 30 runs.

_ Luckily, the Bounder had the bowl-
ing. It waz the first ball of an over
that had dismissed Squilf., Wharton
watehed him anxiously. Irritation and
dislike were forgotton now; he wanted
to =ce scoring. The DBounder wns
confident—hikely to be over-confident.
Tlhiat was one of his wesknesses,
Swank was a failing of Bmithy's. And
he had gone in expecting to come out
afain as soon as his partner had the
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fromm overconfidence, at least. He
stopped the next ball in the same way.
But he stepped out to the third, and the
whack of willow on leather rang like
a shet. IInrree Singh made a move-
ment, grinned, and stopped.  There was
no need to rin.

“0h, good!” gasped Poo Cherry.
*We want a fow Emmﬂaries now ! We
wanbt & few dozen if we can goet ‘em !
Good old Smithy "

*“Good man!” said Wharton in deep
raliof.,

Smithy was evidently in form. The
rest of that over gave him 11 runs;
the wary Dounder cunningly stealing
& single st the finish te keep the bowl-
in%. Wharton's faco brightened as the
ficld ecrossed over. DMany times that
morning ke had been strongly tempted
to crash a set of Lknuckles on  the
Bounder's nose. Now he felt hike
thumping lim on the back. With Iuck
—and the Dounder's luck was often
phenomenal—the game might ret be
pulled out of the fire. Bmithy was the
man to spateh victory from the jaws
of dofeat.

Breathlessly the Remove men watched
the innings. Good as the bowling was,
it scemed to have no perils for the
Bounder. The ficlding was almost a=
keen as ot the start. St Jude's had
not had  enough  leather-hunting to
make them tired. But Bmithy secmed
to have the eyes of Argus, and he goave
no man in the field a chance. And he
calevlated his rums like a caleulating
machine. That over gave him 15;
!Mélﬂng him once more at the batting
end.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a
dusky grin on his good-tempered face,
was playing only to back up the
Boundor. In speed, ot least, ho waos
quite the Bounder's eoqual, if not
superior; he crossed the piteh like
lightning. The Nabob of DBhanipur
was a sportsman to Lis dusky finger-
tips; he did not care two slrows
whether he made any nins or not, so
long as they were made. And Bmiihy
was makmgh them—{fast !

Ilarry Wharton's face glowed.

If Smithy had only gone in early
amd _Iai“:ed this game! 1t was too late
to_ think of that, The eentury that
might have been was lost to 1he =ide.
Dut a good innings was & good innings,
even ab the tip of the fail!

“Oh, good man, Smithy—gond man !®
said Wharton. " Oh, ripping |”

“Cood old Dounder!” =ahl Dob
Cherry.

“Bravo, Emithy!”

“IMurrah I

The shouts from the pavilien wore
meat and drink to the DBounder. Never-
theless, hiz tomper was bitter. Wilh
anything hke & chance, he might have
played the game of his life to-day.
Piled up 8 conlury—more than a
cenfury—and pnt all comers into the
shade. Now it was not to be; lhis
Eam:tmn was too precarions for that.
t was doomed az sgom as S Jude's
got 4 chanee at his parlner. And a
man could not keep the batting all the
time. In his third over, the Dounder
maide 12, and ha had to Ist 1lie lost
Lball go by. When the fisld crossed, the
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batliing was up to the Nabob of
Bhanipur,

The glow died out of Wharton's face
85 he watched. Ile could not help feel.
ing that it was the inevitable that was
coming. Vernon-Bmith had knooked
up &; eight more than the rest of the
batemen combmed. It showed what he
might have done, given a chanee. But
tle chance was not given; it was the
inevitable that lhapponed. HRuoerree
Jamset Ram Singh played with great
cauntion. He had no desire to shine:
only to live through the over and giva
hiz partner another chance. Dut it was
not to be. The fourth ball found han
Wan : and there was o shout from
et Jude's.

“ Heow's that 77

Flurree Jamset DRam Singh made a
erimace.

“All down for 68, said Tob (therry.
“That's not bad, you men! Vole of
th?ril-:s ;t{: Bmithy !

‘If he'd gone in carly—-—"
Peter Todd. & ) ’

“No good erying over spilt milk,™
said Beb. “And there's another inn-
ings to come, old beans; den't forged
that! Wa're poing 1o toast St Jude's,”

“Wa open with Smithy this after
noon,” said Ilarry, with a nod. *D¢
gum, the man's 8 prize-packet {o-dav—
a real prize-packet !™

“QGratters, Smithy, old bean,™ =aid
Ilob, as the Bounder came up wiili a
brow as bleck g3 thunder.

“Thank you for nothing!™ snarled
Vernon-Smith, *“ Wharten, you fool—"

“HBteady on!” said Bol.

“Do wvon eall this erieket®” Sinithy
seemed to be choking with rage. " You
put that dud Nugent vp to bat—-"

“That's enough!”  said Wharlon
guictly.

“You've gobt one man Lhat can bakh
and you stick him at the tail 1™ hisspd
the Bounder. “1I'd have made a
century, you know that! By gad, I've
a jelly good mind 1o cub ihe secownd
innings !

Ha fAung his bat dewn with a erash
and stalked away.

gioipd

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Nugent Minor Means Business !

1 ON'T be an ass!™ said Claity
D of the Becond.

“Don't be a goat ! adyizeld
Ayers.
Dicky Nugent snilfed.
“Bafe as honses ! he declared.
“1 tell vou—" said Clatlty and AMiers
tlogether,

“It's mvy pound nole, dan't @37
snanpod Nugent minor.

Yo hnbee—

“TIt's a half-holidoy foday. Woe can't

have a spread in the Forme-room, with
old Twige's eve on us! We can hawe
o car out[” ]

“0h ™ gawd Gally and Alvers, vizildy
tempted.

“You can oo a lot of things with a
pound,” said Ihelky Nugent, Yand it's
my pound, ain't it? Old Twigg had
no right to taka it away., [ know wiere
it 1g—in a drawer in his desk. 1 wa-
seonting in bis sludy this mornioy
before ﬁ)rul\-‘ucw- Iie eaught me there,
blow him, and gave me o hundred fines
Dot he never puessed what 1 was
after.™

“Taoeky for yon he didn't!"” sail
Clatty. “ Why, he'd have taken vou 10
the Head! You might be bimked.™

“Bunked, for taking my own pound
note!” eaid Dieky scovnfollv.  * Dou'r
be a silly ass, Ueorge Catty ™

“It's yonrz all richt; bot Twies'-
going to send ik back to vour uncle,
You ecan't areue wiln o beak," said
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Gatty. "It would be an awful check
to take it out of his desk. You can't
do it.”

“T jolly well cen, and T jolly well
will1" said Nugent minor obstinately.
“It's safe as houses! I heard Twigg
talking to Prout. They're going out on
a walk this afternoon. They'll ba miles
away. May see them starting any
minute, As soon as Twigg's gong—"

“And what will he do when he finds
that you've snaffled the pound note?™
demanded Myors. ‘ ]

"&nﬁthing he jolly well likes; it's
mine !

“You're & young ass, Dicky! Lock
liera! The Remove are playing 35t
Jude's to-day. Your major’'s in the
fearn, I'vea heard. Let’s wateh the
cricket. A chap ought to wateh his
major plaring.”

“Catoch me watching Frank making
ducks ! grunted Nugent minor. *1
hesrd that he made one in his innings
before dinmer. He ean bag his pair
of Epeﬂaaies without me secing him do
it.

Dinner was over at Greviriars school.
The school dinner was the cricketers’
lunch. 8t Jude’s had started to bat
before lunch, owing to the umexpecteld
hrev:tg of the Gregyiriars innings, and
they had been one down for six when
play stopped. Remove cricket was
alwoys—or generally, at least—worth
watching, and plenty of fellows in
other Formz were gomg to give them
a look in when play was resumed, But
Richard Nwent of the Second Form
was evidently not interested. Richard

Nugent had quite other plans for the
hali-holiday.
“We're not wasting time watching

mouldy oricket,” zaid *Di[!f{j" seornfully.
“We're going out in & car. My
pound——**

“Mow, look here,”” said Gatty impres-
sively. “You're not going te do it,
young Nugent. It's teo jolly risky. I
you don't want to watch your brother’s
cricket we'll go down to Friardale and

muck sbout 1n old Baker's boat. 1lle
will lot us have it."

“Good epp 1™ agreed Myers,  “Cut it
out, Dicky. Twigg would get you

Rogged by the Hoad., It's not good
enough. Besides, he's not a bad ol
bean, really. Ho may let you have the

und, instead of sending it back, later,
if you play up and give him zome soft
gawder.”

“I'm gcin%-} ta have it thiz after
naoon 1" said Dicky Nugent obstinateby.
“And you can talk till you're black in
the face—I'mn jolly well going to have
it, all the same, Ho therae!”

“Then you can leave us out of it,"”
said Gatty. “Como on, Myors! You
can come ofter ws when you wani 1o,
Nugent mi.”

“1 shan't come,” bawled Dicky after
his pals, "If you don’t want to come
in the car I'll ask Legge and Sammy
Bunter.™

“Ask them and be blowed " retorted
Catty.

And the two fags went down to the
ates, to head for the village and “old
Baker's boat,” guite determined rot to
encourage Diclty in so risky a pro-
cecding ; and still more determined not
to have a hand in it themselves,

Richard Nugent stared after them
angrily. His wilful and obstinate mind
wag already made ap, but if lie needed
spurring on ha was sputred on by the
knowledge that Gatty and Jlvers
expected him te “chuck ¥ it and follow
them to Friardale, They did not really
believe ihet he would have the nerve
to take his Euund note from the Form
master's desk. Dicky's view was that

he was going ta “jolly well rhow
them 1"

 Ha waited in the guad until he saw
litile Mr. Twigg and the portly Prous
walk away together. He was standing
under Twigp's study window, with the
back of his head touching the sill, as
ho watched them go. That window was
cpon, like most other windows that
sunny day, and it was in Dicky’s mind
to “nip" into the room by the win:
dow when no eyes wero turned in that
direction, Having watched his Form
master and Prout out of sight, Dicky
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looked this way and that way, like
AMaoszes of old, and then, finding the const
clear, clambered on the broad stope
window-sill.

“ Nugent m!*

“0Oh crikey " cjaculated Dicky.

It was the voiee of Wingate of the
Sixth. Tho coest had boen clear a
minute ago; now the Greyiriars captain
was walking directly towards him,
witlh a [rown on his face. Bauatting on
the window-sill, Dicky blinked at him
guiltily.

(Continued on ncxt page)
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“Well, what are vou up to, vou young
gweepi” demanded the prefect grufily.

#1—I—1 left something in Twigg's
gtudy,” stammered Dicky,

“The window isn't the way into =
Form master’s study. Get down!”

Dicky got down, Wingate had his
ashplant under his arm, and Dicky hal
a woll-.grounded apprehension that he
was going to mako closer zeguaintance
with that srticle. He was right.

The Sixth Form man slipped it down
into his hand.

“Pond over I he said laconically,

“]—1 say, Wingate, thf:-r-:'—timrﬂ:s
really somcthing of mine in Twigge
study,” stammered Dhcky, .

¥ eave it there till ke comes in, then,
Touch your toes!”

Richard Nugent bent dJdown and
touched his toos.

Swipe !

“ Wow I gasped Dicky.

Wingate tucked the ashplant under
his arm and walked away. He joined
Gwynne of the Sixth, and they disap-
peared together. Dut Dicky did nok
think of trying the window again.

Wriggling a little as he went, he
woent into the Houwse, There he met
his major coming out. Frank called to
him.

“ Hallo, Dicky! Coming down to the
cricket "

“No,” grunted the fog.

“It will do you goed to watch a good
gamue, kid!” said Frank,

“J know how to score duck's cggs,
thanks,” answered Dicky sarcastically,
and he went on, leaving Fraok with a
pink feee, and several other fellows
grinning.

With n casual air, Dicky Nugent
strolled into Masters’ Passage. fost
of the “beaks ™ were out, but from Mr,
Quelch’s study came the faint clicking

of a typewriter, showing that tha
Remove master was there. Twigg's
study door stood wide open. Twigg

had left it unlatched, and there was
a strong draught down the passago
from a wide-open window at the other
end, end it had swung wide. Dicky
gove a hasty glance up and down and
ran breathless into the study.

by

There, as he stood panting a little
his Form master’s desk, he lesztatedb.
But the thought of the grinning of
Gatty and Mycers if he failed to make
good his foolish words determined him,
He was not geing to be toid in the
Second that he had swanked, and funked
when it came fto the pinch. After all.
the pound note was his. He was only
talkting his ownl 1f there was a row—
he had been in rows before—and Twiggy
was always more or less down on him,
anyhow.

ile pulled out the drawer where he
believed the note to bo. It was a
drawer from which he had scen lis
Form masztor take money sometimes,
and be liod “squinted ™ into it that
morning and seen two notes there—a
pound note and a five-pound note—
befors Twige came in and spotted him,
Flad not Twigeg interrupted him at that
time Dicky would certainly have had
Liz pound note, whatever the conse.
quences. Now he was going to have
it. It would not taka two ticks, and
he could either dodge ouk of the door
or drop from the window and seud.

But— To Dicky's dismay thero was
no longer & pound note in the deawer,
The fiver was still there, but of the
pound note there Wwis no sign.

“(h, the beast!” murmured Dicks.

He wondered whether Twigg had
taken that pound nete with him in a
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letter to post. Ot possibly he had sua.
peeted Dicky’s intention thab morning
and put it in his pocket-book for safety,
Whatever the explanation—which really
did not matter very much to Dicky—
thers was no pound note. He was beaten
at the post, os it were; and Gatty and
Mrers wounld never believe that the note
hadn’t been there, they would simply
say that ho had funked it, as they jolly
well knew he would !

Dicky’s eyes gleamed, Anger and dis-
eppointment, the determination to show
thom he hadn’t funked, worked together,
probably helped by the twinge of the
eut Wingate had given him for his
good. The fag piﬁscﬂ the five-pound
note out of the drawer,

After all, Twigg would know he had
bagmed his note, if he had bagged it
S0 it made no difference if ho took the
fiver, changed it, and put four pounds

back! There was no guestion of con-
cealment. e had to face a row aifter-
wards, Whether he took hiz own par-

ticular note or chanped Twigg's fGver
and took a single pound out of the five
macle little difference. It was, perheps,
a little moroe cheeky, that was all.
With the banknote in his fingers
Dieky stepped away from the desk.
There was a sound of a footstep in the
?Msngﬁ, a tap at a door. Bome “bealk ™
wmd come anlong to speak to Quelch,
Whoever it was, it was not near Twigg's
doorway, and Dicky could not be seen,
but hoe kept well away from the door,
Ho stepped guickly to the window.
In the distance, fellows were gather-
ing on the ericket ground, and other
fellows wero heading in that direction.
The Remove match would be going on
again before long. There was nobody
near the windows of Masters’ Studics.
It was easy to drop oub and send, Ars
Wimble would change the banknote at
the tuckshop. Bhe would suppose Dicky
had brought it there to change for
Loder, whose fag he wes. Onece or twice
Loder of the Sixth had sent him to the
schoel shop with a banknote. It was
casy enourh, But again Dicky hesi-
tated.  Wilful and untlunking as ho
was, some sense of the seripusnesa of
what he was deing penotrated into his
carcless mind. He stood at the open
window, irresolute, the banknote in his
fingers, uncertain whether to put it in
Iis pocket and clear, or to replace it mn
Twige's desk, az common sense urged
him to do. . i
And as he Lesitated, the May wind,
which had been growing mors gusty
during the day, sent a whistling draught
down Masters' assage, swinging the
etudy door, rustling papers on the table
—and flicking the crisp, flimsy steip of
paper from Dicky's ingers, He made a
wild grab after it as it blew out of the
window.

- e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Up to Smithy!

i MITHY, old man "
% “Oh, leave me alone ™
i nl.ltl HF]
“Raot1™
Herbert Vernon-8mith was extended
in his armchair in Study No. 4 In the
Remove. He had o eigarctte in his
mouth and a box of matches in his hand
when Redwing looked in at the door-
war. He had not lighted the cigaretie
en far.

“Aren’t you coming down?” asked
Redwing mildly. .
“Pm not sure I'm going to play

again,” answered the Bounder ecoolly,
“What's the good of bein' made a fool
of 17

THE MAGNET

“It's too lale to talk like that now,
old chap,” said Tom. *“You've batted,
and Wharton can't play another man in
vour place.”

“0Oh, he's got Nugent ! He will connt
a3 two, bein’ twice as good!™ sncered
Smithy,

“Den't be an ass! The fellows are
going cdown to the field,. Do come onl”
vrged Redwing, It was rough luek
on vou this morning. But there's the

ame to think of. 1f"v'n'n‘rr_h licked if you

on't bat this afternoon.”

Grunt ! from Smithy.,

“You ean't let the team down, old
man. Don't dream of that for a
minute,” said Redwing, “You're not
that kind of rotter.”

“No; I can jolly well be made o fool
of, and counted on to ]play my lardest
all the same. That's how it stands!”
snarled Bmithy. “I've a jolly good
maind to eut the whole show I

“You can't, cld mani! Besides., you
don't want to, Chuek that rnblish
away, and como along, like s good
fellow 1

The Bounder struck a mateh, and
Redwing's face darkened. Somctimes
the scopegrace of the Remove smoked In
tha study, but smoking in the middle
of a cricket match was an act of folly
really outside the limit. DBut it was
only swank. As the match burned down
Smithy tossed it into the fender, and
the eigarette after it, Redwing was
relieved; he knew that that meant tha
the Bounder was going to play,

“Come on, old fellow ¥ Redwing was
vory patient with lhis chum.  “The
At Jude's men are on fhe ground;
ther'll be beginning in a few minules
!‘JD'I.'\Z”

“Cuk off, then !

“Come with me, Smithy "

“We're not battin’. And if we were,
I'm at the tip of the tail ! =neered the
Bounder., * "R"hat'& the hurry ?™

“You're not in the tail second innings.
I heard Wharton say that ho was going
to open with you.”

“ O 1 sald the Bounder, his expres-
sion changing a litile, .

“You're wanted to bowl in the
&t, Jude's innings, Southy., You're the
ouly man we've got as good as Inkx."”

“I dare sav Wharton will be givin'
Nugent the bowlin' 1" sneered SEmathy;
“and if I'm late, Lunn will let him put
in g substitute to field. I'm not comin’
down yeb.”

“ Look here, old chap-—'

“ 8hut the door after you !™

“71 tell vou—~"

“If you say any more, Reddr, 1 won't
come down ab all I’ said Vernon-Smitls.
“I mean that! Wharton cliose to make
a fool of me this mornin’, and he ¢au
wait for me if he wants me 1"

Redwing gave him o look, and torned
away. saying no more. Evidently it was
Smithy'zs intention to keep his eaptain
waiting for him, as a Roland for an
Oliver. As Greviriars would be in the
field, there would be no great harm
done, az it would be casy enough to
arrange for a substituie to take Srithy’s
place in the ficld till he came.  The fact
that he was wanted to bewl did neot
move the Bounder, Ile was wanted fo
Lat in tho first innings, and Jns skipper
liad chosen to leave him in the tail,  If
Wharton could wait for his batting, he
could wait for his bowling !

Left alone in the study, however.
Smithr—as was nflen the case with hin:
—did some thinking, and was not whollv
satisfied with himsolf, It would serve
Wharton vight—he had no doubt about
thnt—and there were plenty of men on
the spot to field: nearly all the Remove
were on Little Side. a3 16 was a halé-
holiday., Lunn would make mo difli-
culty about a substitute helding if a



EVERY SATURDAY

.ﬂ

i Ir:rl:i]‘.ﬂj!'.:' .- ;
d {E_r’ 4

L]
by LR | I

ot

pla v lli s

TR

The ball came

Bemove man had not turned up. It
would do the captain of the Remove
good! But—— Smithy rese from the
armchair, with a dissatisfied grunt, and
went to the window,
From his study window he could sco
& part of the playing Lelds, and he saw
that the Bt. Jude’s innings bad been
resumed. Hurreo Jamset Ham Singh
had the ball; the other Removites were
in the field, and his keen eyes picked
out Russell among them. Evidenty, as
tha Bounder was not there to take his
fﬂ.ﬂﬂ, Russell had taken it pro. tem.
Wlarton, it scomed, would not walt o
fow minutes and take the trouble to
sond for the Bounder. Well, if he
wasn't worth sending for, he might as
well tako his timel Alter Russell had
dropped o few sitters, the captain of
the Hemove wounld know how to value a
good man when he got him.
That was all wvery well; but the
thought of the substitute ficldsman drop-
ing eatches stirred tho sportsman In
Emit Ho leit the window and
cmsse:.l ‘to the door. As ha stepped out
into the Ilemove passage another figure
Etﬂp ed out of Btudy Ne. 1, at the end
ipr_s passage towards the stairs.
Tim Bounder stopped dead. What
was the matter with Nogent minor?
Anggr and annoyance and irritated con-
ceit vanished from Smithy's mind and
heart as he saw the wh:te, ghhuqtt;,r face
of the wretehed fag, Dicky Nugent did
not sec him—he scomed lo zee nothing.
Bomething—something  terriblo=—scomed
to have happencd to the young rascal
of the Sccond, and the chenkiest fag at
Greylriars Eelmnl looked like the ghost
of his former self. Ile disappeared
511;':'[::!,3 down tha Remove Etmrﬂam a4

Bounder stood staring bankly along
the passage.
Elmth \ﬂnst]‘ﬂd '=|.".|f’r.]'3r+
Hometl iﬂng Wi with Trank

Nugent's younc brutﬁ:rﬁtcrribly up.

IJrl i

hot from Lunn®s bat, and Frank Nugent
jumped at it, caught it in his ouistretched hand ! It
was the catch of the mateh—for Lunn was the best bai
in the St. Jude's side, and had lopked like being nof
out after being first in!
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From his window he had seen Nuvgent
ficlding in the slips, unconselous of any-
thing wrong., DBut :«:lmci.hmg W3 WrOng
~—fearfully wrong ! Bmithy remembered
the incident of the E-ml_v morning, and
the unheeded "“tip®™ ho had given
Nugent on the subject, The young
rascal had been up to something in lLis
beak’s study then—goodness knew what |

Mow he had been up to something in
Nugent's own 5tud:,—1.1.‘mt 7
The Bounder stood in thonght, Ie

had treated Frank rottenly the previeus
day, and had been sorry for it—he had,
in fact, made more than one attempt
to wash it out, though unavailingly.
Frank’s eoncern for his minoer rather
moved the Bounder’s mockery, as a rale,

but he lknew how real 18 was. And
Frank was playinge cricket—whila lis
yvoung brother was ir:rﬂl-:mg like a
fellow expeeting the “rack "—knowing
nothing, 51:*.pcﬂttl1g umluu#!

All the mood in Bmithy—and there was
mlenty of gmdw— was upperiwst in thes
moments.  Ile went alonsr e passeeo
to Btudy Wo. 1. The clue ta the ings: ety
lay there—hoe knew that. Dicky could
not have gono there to seo his major;
lio knew ihat Frank was in tho cricket
mateh. He had gone there {or somoe
otleer reasen, and when Smithy learned
what that reason was, he would know
what was the maticer, aund could mLIlu
put Nugent on his mlard about it ov
nanidle the matter himsclf, if that wWero
pOSS] ilble, That ghastly look in the fap’s
strickon faco haunted Smilthy; he hnew
that it wns t]m loolk of a hn_? frlﬂ'I tened
by  =zome irrcparablo disaster—sorio
disaster, ab least, that he believed to Lo
irreparable,

FHe had no idea of what ke expectod
ta find in Study No. 1—zome clue to tho
fas’s distross, that was all. As it hap-
pened, ho found it at the first glance
when ho was in the room,
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On the talbla lay a sheet of impot
paper, scrawled on in the fag's harnd,
and weighted down at the corner with
an inkpot to prevent it from blowing
away. Smithy looked at it. Obvionsly,
it wag a message for Nugent major;
Dicky had come there specially to
leavo it for him—that much was clear.
Maobody, of course, was likely to como
to tho study except Frank or }Hs stugdy-
mate, and no doubt Dicky did not mind
if his brother’s best chnn saw it. Fro-
bably he did not mind if anybody saw
it. Anyvhow, the Dounder saw 1t 10w,
and ho gave a low whistle through his
tecth as ha read what the terrvified fag
B wwrilen.

“ Dear Franlk—I'nt going home.
It's nof my fowit. 'wigg fook
away niy pourd nofe, atd I was
going to fake it hack, anly therc was
wily o fiver in his desl, and T woos
groiteg  fo change 8 and {afhe iy
pound only it biew awoy T donr’t
Enore rehere ¥ looked crergivhere
jfor it but its gone. He will thinlk
I've pinched it anfy T didn't but ho
will think so the beest. He saw mo
tn his studdy this morring and
Wingate sarwe me at the window so
they wil know who i wog. Jiwwasn'd
foeing to change it afier all butl Hhe
wired Dlewe it Defoire I could jped it
bhacl awd I hunfed all ovcer the sleopp
it it was gone goodness knorca
where and 't not going up 1o the
el aned if world be Hie sack arung-
way amnd I'sh going honwee. oo
got cnough muoniey for iy fore if X
cafelr the tiweo o'cloch ivain at
Couwurifichd, T shall hava to huveyg 1
shall talie powr bike aor puightn’t
wafele iE 20 wo nrore frona

ncky,

P.8. I never meant o pinels i
thaote the beest will think I did."”

Toe Maicser LiBRaRy.—~No, 1,319.
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"Oh the
Dounder, "

That wildly confused missive, evidenily
written in n state of icrrer and stress,
wentb somchow to Smithy's heart, No
wonder the wretched little rascal had

crummbz ! whispered

looked ghastly, looked as if his world
bad fallen in fragments round him. He
Was

Fning home—running away from
echool !

Likely enough ho was riq;ht in sup-
ﬁamg that Mr. Twigg would condemn
um as having *'pinched * the banknote,
when he missed it. The only explana-
tion he could have given was that he
had intended to be guilty of an act of
rebellions impudence, and that then an
accident had happened! Without being
& distrustiul gentloman, Mr., Twigp
might very probably decline o belicve
that the bunknote had blown away—un-
less it turned up again promptly, But a
flimsy slip of paper, the sport of a
gusty wind, was not likely to turn u
m a hurry—and aceording to Dicky's
serawled statement, he had * huated all
over ihe shopp ™ for it in vain.

“Thae little idiet!” breathed Smithy.
“The pernicious little idiot. My only
hat—what a picce of news for poor old
Nugent! The little scoundrel !
Mugent, whom he had mocked and
ridienled the previous dav-—whose hopes
had been dashed in the ericket that
morning, and whose [ailurve he had gibed
at—this was waiting for Nugent when
he caine in] Herbert Vernon-Smith feit
a deep twinge., And the little idict, in
his terror, had dons the worst thin
possible—run away from school! e hnﬁ
to _bo got back at omce, that was cer-
tain!  Vernon-Smith  crumpled the
serawled paper in his hand and shoved
it into the pocket of his fanuel bags.

o0 evos must sec that—except his own
and 'Nugent-*su To cut down to the
ericket ground, call Frank off the feld,
and warn hinp—

There was no time!  Dicky was geirg
il out on his brother’s bike to cateh the
twe o'clock train at Courtficld., Instant
pursuit might not overtake him. Dut
if there was & chanee, it meant that not
a second, not a fraction of a sccond
was to be lost. Swiftly the Bounder
made up lis mind, He owed I'rank
Nugent something—and {his was how he
would zquare tho account. Russcll was
helding 3o his place—hoe ecould keep it
up for ancthor half-hour—the 5t Jude's
innings was bound to last & pood deal
longer than that, A swilt rush on his
bike—Nugent minor brought back, by
tho neck, if nnﬂemnry—-thﬁ%numler was
the man for rapid action. Mo left the

stuwdy and ran down the stairs two at »
time,

1 say, Bmithy ! Billy Bunter hailed
himm on the landing., I say, Wharton
£3 yEe——t!

= ?I'Timri'ml had sent for Lim, after
all! The Dounder passed Bunter in o
flash and was gone. But he did not heatl
for the cricket ficld. TTo headed at a
rapid run for tho bikeshed.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
glance towards the Iease, and
then coneentrated his attention

dawn for ix; now they were two down

for twenty. Why did not Smithy come”
tain of the Roemeova bitlerly angre to
realise that that cheeky miember of hia

Let Down !
H ARRY WIHARTON pgave a
on the game agnin,

Defore lunch, St Jude's had beon one
Redwing had said that he was coming—
but he had not come. It made the eap.
tearm was deliberately Lespine away
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for mo reason but to cause trouble and
annoyance. To keep the innings wait-
ing till Smithy chozse to come was
scarcely practicable; but & word to Lunn
was enpugh, and Russell took the
Boundar’s place in the field. That mat-
tered little td carry on for a fow overs—
but it was not for ficlding, it was for
bowling that Smithy was wanted.
urree Jamset Ram Singh, the demon
bowler of the Remove, was in fine foro.
But the dusky nabob could not handle
all the bowling, Tom Brown and Squiff
were good men with the ball—tip-t
change bowlers. Wharton himself coul
bowl feirly well. But the Bounder was
the only man in the team who could do
the double turn—he had always been
& splondid bat, and of late {m had
developed great powers as o bowler, too,
runming the nabob wvery eclose. He was
wanted—badly wanted—and he was not
there, It was intonsely exasperating to
his captain, especially a8, Smithy having
batted for his side, he could not be
kicked out and another man taken on in
hiz place. And still he did not como.
pver followed over; and the Groy-
fr11ars men had plenty of leather-hunting.
The batting was good; Hurree Singh
seemed the only man who could get
wickets. The change bowlers exeried
themselves in vain. The Bounder was
wanted to take on the bowling in turn
with Inky. And he did not come!

If the fcllow had been five minutes
late, ten minutes late, it would not have
mattered so much. But it was gotting
serious, as half an hour passed aud the
Bounder did not appear.  Inky was
putting in as much bowling ns the rules
of the game allowed; but he was not
made of iron; he eould not Lkeep it up
for ever. And {he other bowlers wero
unable to touch the batsmen. It bepan
to loolk as if Smithy did not mean to

late, but meant to cut the rest of
the game altogether—which would not
only mean the loss of his bowling, but
the loss of hiz wicket when Greyfriars
batted agein.  That was an intensely
exasperating thought to the captain of
the IRemove; and he repretted that he
had played Smithy at all, good man as
Le swas,

Billy Bunter had been sent to remind
the Dounder, and Wharton saw the fat
Junior return—alone! Smithy did not
come. Oneco more the captoin of the
Remove glancad round lowards the
distant Fouse, in the hope of sceing a
Eg{gn 1 white sprinting towards the

1,

It was only for a second that Whar-
ton was off his guard—but a sccond was
exactly enough.  The ball came hot
from Lunn's bat—a real “sitter.”
Wharton grabbod at it just a sccond
too late, and it fell at his feet!

Ilis feelings could not have bLeen ex-
pressed in words.,

But fellows, crowded round the ground,
found words in which to express their
apinion of that dropped catbeh,

“Botterfingers I yelled Skinner.

“Cone to sleep " bawled Bolsover.

“He, he, he! I zay, yvou lellows, did
vou seo that? I say, a baby could have
caught that! He, he, he!”

“They call this ericket ! said Temple
of the Fourth to his friends. “In the
field their skipper goes to sleep standin’
up, like & horsel And they call it
ericket

* Oy, rather!” chuckled Dabney.

“Butterbingers!"

Wharton threw in the ball, witlh a
crimz=on face. All through that day he
had been making mistakes; and every
mistake was, in one way or another,
due to the Bounder. It was bad enough
this time; [or Lunn, the Bt Jude's
skipper, wos not the man to give & lot
of chances in tho ficld, ¥e was scoring

well—and now le was given & new leass
of life to keep on scoring. And that
narrow escape made him doubly care-
ful. Wharton was not likely to have
such a chance again,

But fortune smiled once more, when
the fiold crossed, and Hurrce Jamszet
Ram Bingh took the ball again, He was
hnw!mg from Lunn's end: and the
St. Jude's man at the other end swiped
vigorously at a ball that was not there,
and a clatter of falling bails followed.
And next man in went west at the next
ball. And the next man followed him:
and the Greyfriars erowd choered the
“hat-trick " loudly.  Wharton emiled
sgain, If ofld Inky kept on at this, they
eould do without the Bounder. Three
wickets down for nil was heartening,

And the nabob was not finished yet.
Next man in kit the ball back like a
bullet at the bowler; and ITurree Singh
was aseen to jump—sand hold wp the
leather—and there was a roar.

“Well caught!”

“Brovo, Inky!”

“Good old Jampot!™

Harry Wharton's face was bright.
Four wickets in an over put & different
look on things. But the brightness died
out of hiz face as he saw the finish of
that over, Something was amiss with
the nabob. When i1t ended Hurrca
Jamset Ram Singh camo towards his
skipper, with a rather dolorous ex-
pression on his dusky face.

_“What's up, Inky?” “Whartan felt
like groaning; it really seemed as if
misfortunes would never cease,

The nabob held up o dusky hand.

“I am terrifically infuriated,” he said
apologetically, * but that esteemed eatch
hos damaged my ridiculous fin pre-
posteroosly, and-—"

“Don’t say you're crocked "

“1 will do my estecmed best, but——"

The ball had come into the dusky
palm like a bullet. Wharton looked at
tho split skin snd suppressed Lis feclings,

“Not your fault, Inky! You've dons
wonders—you're ihe only cricketer in
the team. Can't be helped [

“1 can make esteemeed catches with
my ridiculous leflt ! murmured the
nabob.

*Make all you canl” said Wharton,
with a wry face,

Ev8n with only one hand available,
Inky was a valuable man in the field.
But it was bowling that the Remove
wanted-—and bowling was now precisely
what they had not got. Obvicusly
Hurree Singh could not bowl again—tha
change bowlers had already proved
futile—and the Bounder was not there!
With giim resignaiion, Wharton settled
down to see 8t. Jude's siack up rons,
‘The deserter should pay the price afier
the mateh, but that was not going to
help the ericketers.

atill, it was not all one way., Bt
Juce's were 90 {or six, when TFrank
Nugoent brought off o catech—the Rrst
chanee Luann had given since Wharion
had sparced him. It was the cateh of
the match—for Tunn was the best bat
in his side, ond had looked like being
not out afrer being first in. And it wax
not an ecasy cateh, cither. Nugeut
jumped o it and cavght it in his out-
strotched hand—and held it—amazed at
hiz own good luck There waa a deafen-
ing roar from the Groyfriars crowd.

“Well caught, Nugent I

“0h. pood man—good man !’ roared
Bob Cherry. “Good old Franky !

Wharton's oyes danced as he snw
Frank holding up the ball, Apart from
thie hat-trick by Inky, it waos the best
ithing that had happencd for Greyiriars
in that innings—Frank hed proved that
he was worth his placo in the team, in
spile of his doek, It was sheer joy to

(Continued on page 22.)
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FREE!-great games

You'll soon be a crack at table tennis
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THE DESERTER!

(Continued from page 20.)

ihe captain of the Romove to see Lunn
earty out his almost invineible bat—dis-
miszed by Nugent! He ran over to his
chum and clapped him on the H{ilmllc'[tr.
Nugent gove him a cheery grin,

“What luck!” he said.

“Qh, good man!? said Harry., *1
thought Lunn was set for the innings!
Thank goodness we played  you,
Frank ! ]

“Thank poodness you've renson to say
50 1™ smiieﬁ Frank., “That caich bas

made me feel good.” -

“Give wvs zome more,” said Ifarry,
with &2 supule. "Woe want some mors
like that, now ibat ecur Bwmithy has let
ua down I

“Haz Smithy really cui the mateh?”

* Hao's not here ™ .

“Frightiul rotter!” said Nugent,
little dreaming how fhe Dounder was
occupied in thoso moments. )

“Heo will have to pay for it!" said
Wharton, knitting his brows. “But
never mind Smithy now—we've got to

nll it off without him!”

“Wea'll try 1™ .

The tail of the St. Jude's innings, for-
tonately for Greyfriars, was rather
feeble.  Only ten more runs were added
hefore the last wicket fell, and the
visitors were o level 100 on the innings.
That was 32 ahead of the home team,
which, considering all things, was not
5o bad as mizht have heen expected. It
wag ecortain that matters would have

been much worse, but for Nugent's
fortunate cateh.
“Where's Smithy? asked Bob

Cherry, when the field came off,

“Echo answers that the wherefulness
ig  terrific!” the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“Ho can't really have let us down!
A man couldn't! Here, Reddy, don't
vou know what's become of Smithy 7"

Redwing shook his head in dismal
silenee. U'o him, as 1o the rest, it ap-
peared unquestionable that the arro-
gant Boundor had indulged his temper
io the extent of deserting his side.

Wibley came over to the ericketers.

“What did Smithy cut off for?” he
azked.

“Has he eut off 1

#1 saw him poing out on his bike soon
aftor you started. Ho was riding like
mad, 1 called to him, but he never
nnzwered.” e o :

“Gone out on his bike—in the middle
of & cricket match—and not come
back I* snid Bob Cherry blankly. *The
rotter—the unspeakable rotter 1™

“We'll win without him somelow,™
snidd Harry,

He tried to infuse confidencoe into his
valce; bub it was not much af n success,

said

Ounly if the Bounder tuwrned u|l: to bat
was there a chance of pnllm(ﬁ; the gume
out af the hre, And nobody expected

to scc the Dounder now.

e e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Caught |

ERBERT VERNON-SMITIL
H had, e3 Wibley =zaid, been
“riding like mad"” when he

left Greyfriars on his bike.,
here was nokt the remotest idca In
2mithy’s mind, when be started, that he
would be absent all thrquﬁh the Bt
Jude's inmings, and ecortainly 6 pever
crossed his mind that he might not be
on the spot to take his “Lnock ™ when
Gregfriars went in again. He meant to
gcorch down to Courtfield, poing all out
—cither overtaking tho flecing far on
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the road, or catching him at the rail-
wz;s[)' station.

f he lost him there, if the train had
gone with Nugent minor in it, he meant
to ride back at top sgeed and rejoin the
cricketers, He would be in lots of time
to carry on with the howling—aiter
having done his best for Frank Nugent.
That was Smithy's programme—which
did not pllow for the chapter of
aceidents.

Hard as he rode, he did not sizght the
fag on the way to the town, Two
o’clock was striking when he entered
Courtlield,  Trains were not always
punctual at Courtficld, and there was
still & chanee—and the Bounder took
chanees among the traffic that made
alarmed drivers yell at him furiously.
But it was market day in Courtficld,
and, recklessly as the Bounder rode, he
v;-::.irnmru than five minutes late nt the
station,

Leaving his machine in the street, he
hurried in. The two o'clock had left
ﬁ!‘gi‘rlﬁﬁl? at two o'clock—as it sometimes

id !

But it was not at all ecertnin that
Dicky Nugent had caught it, and the
Bounder questioned the porters, He
learned that a schoolbey had arrived
on a bike just after the train had gone,

and had left the station apain,
Evidently the fag bhad missed the
troin. '
That was so much to the good. Dicks

was still in Courtfield. "T'he Bounder
had not been far behind him—it had
beon a matter of only a few minutes.
He could not be far away-—-and Vernon-
Smith hurried out of the station to look
for him. From one of the loungers out-
side, he picked up the information that
a schoolboy with o bike had inquired
the shortest cut out of the town lo the
Redelyfie road,

If it was Dicky—which the Bounder
did not doubt—it locked as if ho was
heading for Lantham Junction, where
there were plenty of trains for all parts,
It was a long ride for a Sceond Form
fag—but Dicky, in his desperate frame
of mind, would give no thought to that,
All he was thinking of was getting
away from Greviriars,

Herbert  Vernon-Bmith  stopped &
minute or two to consider, That hard
ride to the fown had had no cffeet on
1l ~iron-limbed Bounder—but it must
have pumped the fag very considerably.
I'robably he was not a quarter of a mile
awav—on a straight road, where the
Bounder could run him down with ease.
Having come so far, Smithy was, natur-
ally, unwilling to go back unsuceessful,
if he could help it. He rermounted his
machine, and rode out of Courtfield, on
the Redelyfio read.

The ground fairly flew under his
wheels as he drove at the pedals. The
long, white road unrolled before him
like a ribbon, His kecn eves watchod
for o sight of Dml:ir Nugent ahead.
Three miles had recled off before he
sighted him.

“The little
Bounder.

There was Dicky ahead of him, plug-

ass ! gronted  the

ging away on his brother's bike. It
was easy to see that he was tired; but
he was Leeping up a good speed, nil tho

sume. It was some minutes more be.
fore the DBounder was within hailing
distance. “Then he shouted:

“Stop I

He hind to shout several timez before
the fag heeded. Then Dicky glanced
over his shoulder,

Vernon-Smith waved his hand,

“Stop for me ! ho shouted again,

Dicky did not stop. The Bounder
was nothing to, him—ﬁﬁ disliked him, so
far as he thought of him at all. He
was not likely to stop for the fellow who
had smacked his hcad in thoe Hcemeovo
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passage the provious day.  Instead of
stopping, he exerted himself to put on

mora epeed.
The Bounder gritted his testh.
had already spent more time on

the chase than he had intended. He
was tempted to leave the wilful feg to
his own devices, and turn into the path
through Redelyffo Woods, and go all
out for Greyiriars and the ericket
mateh,  But it was rather futile to
come so far, and give i_llp the chase with
his quarcy in sight. He was thinking,
too, of Nugent major—of the crushin
blow 1t would be to Frank if the fooli
faﬁ_wua not brought back to the school.
Wharton, of eourse, would be feeling
bitterly savage ut his desertion. Bus
even Wharton, had he Lknown how
matters stood, would have said that it
wag more urgent to gave the fag from
his folly than even to win the St Jude's
mateh, For it was quite certain that if
Dicky did not return to Greyfriars now,

he never would return,

A boy who ran away from school after
tuking o boanknote from his Iormn
master's desk was done for., Who
would believe that he had not gone
with the money in his pocket? Indeed,
in spite of that distresstul note in Study
No. 1, the Bounder half-suspected that
that was the caso himself. It was
almost entirely on Frank's account that
he was bothering about the wretched
ecamp of the Sccond.

He drove savagely at his
hiz machine fairly Oow. icky rode
hard, panting over the handlebars, but
he had no chance in a race with the
Bounder., 8mithy drew level at last.

"Eturp, you young fool!" he barked
savagely,

“Shan't ! panted Dicky.

“Tll run you down!” shouted
Vernon-Smith angrily.

“Leave me alone, you rotter ™

Dicky pedalled on defiantly. Tha
Bounder could hard'y carry out his
threat. He rode for 8 minute or two
level, and then shot ahead, jumped off
his machine, and stoed waiting for
Dicky to come up.

The fag would have ridden by him:
but Vernon-S8mith grasped him and
fairly dragged him over, landing him on
the ground, while the bike went spin-
ning and clanging

“ Now, you cheeky little rotter—"
panted Smithy.

“Let me yelled Diecky,
struggling.

Bmithy was there to save the young
rascal tf he ecould, but he could barely
resist the temptation to give him the
hiding of his life first His temper was
getting near boiling point. Chiefly to
save time, he let Dicky off what he was
so earnestly asking [or. Ha grasped
the fag's collar with an iren hand.

“ Listen to me, you little idiet—"

“Liet go! Y hack your shinsg]”
howled Dicky shrilly. y

“Better notl’ said Bmithy, "Il
smash you il you do! Wou dishonest
little scoundrel, listen to mel BRI
vour note in you: brother's study——*

“You beast! You spring rotter ™

“That's why I came after you—"

“MMind sonr owa business "' shrieked
Dicky. “Leave me aolone! What's it
got to do with you, you beast?”

“Youre coming back to

friarz—-"

“T won't! I won't! And ﬂ:m
shan't make me!” shouted Dicky.

“Will yvou listen to me?”  Bmithy
tried to speak calmiy. “There's no
time to lose I've cut the ecricket to
come after you—I'vi got to get baok.
If you go home you'll be sacked—
they'll think you pinched Twigﬁ's bank-
note| You've got to get back fo the
gchool ot onee.”

dals, and

alone I

Croy-
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Yernon-Smith rode for 8 minnte or two level with Dieky Nugent ; then he shot ahead, jumped off his machine, and siood
waiting for the fag to come up. Dicky would have ridden on ; but the Bounder grasped him and falrly dragged him over,

while the bike went spinning and elanging.

“And be sacked!™ anerled Dicky.
“Mind your own business! What are
vou butting in for, I'd like to know §"

“Becanzo I'm a bigger dashed fool
than I ever knew I was, I supposol”
said tho Bounder ﬁ:].‘lr'ﬂ.;FElF. “Tiut FP'm
not going to see Nugent's brother sacked
ng p thict, 1f I ean help it."

“A lot you carc obout Frank! It's
a lhg——"

“You've got to go back: Vou've got
lo put that banknote bacl: where you
toolkk 1t from, befors Twigg comes inl
Lot that?” ‘

“Vou fooll It's lost!” said Dicky
ghrilly. "It Dblew away from the
window—I couldn’t find it agpain—>

“You've not got it abous youl”

Dicky glared at him.

“Why, you—you—you awful rotter!”
he panted. “¥ou said you rcad that
note in the study—— ©Oh, you beastl|
Vou know I've not got it 1"

The Bounder’s was not a trusting
nature | But ho could see that the
wrotehed fag was speaking the truth.
Whether the note had Blawn away or not
—and Smithy's doubting mind was not
sire on that point—it was, at all events,
no longer in Dicky’s possession. That
was the fact, and it was the aetual fact
that Vernon-8mith had to deal with.

“Oh, you beast! So that's what you
think I mumbled Dicky. His pas-
~jonnto rage gav: way to something ver
near hysteries, and ha gave a =ob. ¥
eonldn’t help it—it blew away—I was
roing fo put it back. DBut old Twigg
will thinl the same as yvou do——"

“How's he to think anything else, vou
vounz fool? Don't blub! Lok lhere,
wo can fix this. Never mind what's
become of the note—you've not gob it
and that's that!  I=I believe it blew
away—that's all right! TFor goodneszs’

Nugent minor, struggling.

sake don't blub!
it. Lnok here |®
Letting go the scbbing fag, Vernon-
mith groped in his pmknE. ioky
stared through his tears at tho note-
casa he jerked out—a well-Giled note-

case, as the wealthy Bonnder's always
Wis. :

Like a fellow in a dream, Dicky
watched him take out a five-pound
note, and return the notecase to his
pocket. Smithy thrust the banknote
o the smazed fag's hand.

“Put ithat back in Twigg's desk.
Ten to one he mnever noticed the
nurmber—a thousand to one he'll never
dream that 1it's a different fiver. Why
should he "

Dicky raped.

“But—but——=" hao stuttoered. * It=—
it's five pounds! I can't pay you five

ounds—I—I never have five pounds—1
1ad o pound note, only Twigg took it

I tell you we can fix

nway I—I—" he babbled help-
lessly.

“You blithering [ittla idiot] Do you
think I capeet you to pay me [live

nounds ' snarled the Younder. “Put
it in your pocket and get back to Grey-
frinrs. ¥Your enly chance of getting out
of the sack is to shove that banknote
in Pwigg's desk in time. See?”

O crikoy 1" gazped Dicky.

*You'll do itt"” snapped the Dounder,

IIa was feverishly anxious to get
away. If he could trust Dicky to return
to the school on his own, ik would save
delay—no end of a delay. 1lo had lels
himsclf little tim= for bowling in the St
Jude's innings, unless it was very pro-
longed—if he wasted mueh more time he
would not be abl to open the innings
with Wharton for Greyfriars. If the
Romove had had luck, 8t Jude’s might

be all down, this very minute, while he

“ Now, you checky litile rotter ! ** panted Smithy,

** Let me alone | ** yelled

was arguing with a silly fag miles away
on the Redelyffo road.

But he saw, at least, that he could
rely on Dicky.  Sheer terror had
driven the fag into the desperate step
of running away from school—but any
other resource wos preferable. In his
relief and delight. 23 soon as ho under-
stood that Bmithy really meant him to
have tha five-pound note, Dicky forgot
his terrors, and almost grinned. It was
an utterly unexpected escape from the
whola trouble. Dicky did not even
begin to understand why the Boeundor
was doing it. He was doing it—and that
was enough |

“I'1 ride back with you, if you like,”
he said, “It's all right about Twigg—
I heard him talking to Prout—they're
not coming in till call-over. DBags of
time! I'}l—”

“ (et back as fast ns you ecan—I can't
wait for you,” said Vernon-Smith,
“Look here, take cars of that fiver—
they don’t grow on blackberry-bushes.
Put it in your inside-poclet—that's
right! Now get going=—I'm going to
take a short cut through the woods—

ou'd better keep to the road. Se-
ong "
“T say, Smithy, I'm mo end

¥

abliged-—"

Vernon-Bmith did not wail to hiear the
fag's stammered thauks,  1Ie wheeled
his machine into ihw iuul.r:alh i the
wood that bordered the road;, mounted it
there, and started,

Dicky looked after him—tle DNounder
vanished from sicht in a few seconds.
More slowly, Dicky remounted his
brother's bike and pedalled boclk to
Courtfiehd, to take the voad for Grey-
friavs.

Tae Macxer Lisrant.—No. 1,318,
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Enocked Out |

IHE crash camoe suddenly.

From somewhere in the dis-
tance tho quarter-past three was
chiming when Vernon-Smith

started to ride through Redelyife Woods.
Ho had been absent much longer than
he had intended—but, after all, he had
succeedod.

It was worth it—even Wharton would
have admitted that it was worth it, if
he had known! Now for a record ride
back to tho school—in time, at least,
for the Greviriars zecond innings.

Back by way of Courtfield was six or
seven miles. By cutting acrosy the
woods, the diztance was reduced to less
than half, and that was mora than
enough to decide the Bounder., The fact
that cveling was not permitted on the
footpaths and bridle-paths in Redelyfie
Woods could not be helped—and =uch
prohibitions did not at any time affect
the lawless Bounder much, Ho did not
even think abont it as he started.

Neither did he think of Lkeeping to
the main f{ootpath, which was fairly
open, e koew the shorter ways, and
he took them.

Every minute was precious now—every
second | There were narrew  bridle-
paths, where the branches from either
E{dﬂi mingled, and where twigs brushed
aamst his shoulders as he raced on at
the fastest specd of his machine.

Fortunately, Redelyffle Woods wers

nerally lonely—he did not meet a sonl
or tho first mile. Ie was taking
claneces—reckless chances—for a meeting
with either a vider or o walkker on the
narrow paths, with the bike going full
tilk. was perilous.

He hoped for a elear run, and trusted
to luck—and half-way through the
woeds his luck let him down, as he
might really havo expected. He copld
hardly eount upon having that extensivo
tract of woodland all to himself that
afternoon.

e was going along a narrow hridle-
path like an arrow, when a horseman
turned into it from another path.

The DBeounder was almost upon him
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before he saw him. Ilo barely aveoided
a collision, by jamming on both brakes
hard, so suddenly that the bike rocked
and skidded, and went whicling over.
It clanged to the earth, and the Bounder
sprawled within & yard of the horse's
hoofs,

The horseman stared down ot him.

“(Good gad!™ he said. " You young
fooll Do you want to get yourself
killed

Amd he ecarefully stepped his horse
round the fallen bike and trotted on his
WAY.

The Bounder sat up dizzily.

Yle was breathless and badly shaken;
but he cared nothing for that. What he
cared for was a fwinge of sharp pain
in his ankle, which had twisted under
him #s he crashed.

It was & full minute before he crawled
to his feet, holding on fo a tree for sup-
port as he did so. : :

His face was pale with pain.

“More haste and less speed '™ was the
maxim that the Bounder never could
keep 1o mind.

It wos his way lo take reckless
chances, and gencrally he scemed to get
awav with them. This time his luck
had fatled Limn, and let him down with
A CTOSH.

He stood on one lep, resling against
tire tree. Fhe pain in his ankle wos
sharp and bitter. But pain the Bounder
could bear; e was tough as hickory.
But he konew what o twisted onklo
meant. e could not ride again-—un-
Ioss at a snail’s pace. Mot that the pace
mattered, for he could not play cricket
when he got in. He was crocked—
hopelessly erocked.  So far from bat-
fing for Greyviriars that afterncon, it
was likely fo bo a week at least h&lluam
he handled a bat again. e knew it
perfectly  woll—before he sat dewn
arain to examine his ankle, hugging a
delusive hope that it might not bo so
bad, aiter all.

He got up again at last, his face white
and bitter. The game was up. e had
taken a chance too many, and that was
that ! ;

It was still nearly two miles o the
schocl, Twe miles to crawl with a
crocked ankle! Ie broke inte a laugh
—an  aogry, bitter laugh. He had
meant to keep the cricket captain wait-
ing for him. He had to keep him wait-
mg“ now. ‘What a fool he had been!

As if Nugent, and Nugent's voung
brother, mattered a straw to him! Tor
the sake of a fellow who disliked him,
and a young rascal who would nover
remember 8 turn for twenty-four
hourz, he had knecked himself out of
tlio 3i. Jude's match. And all the fel-
lows would be thinking that he had in-
tentionally let them down! What else
were they to think, when he did not
turn up at all? _ .

He picked up his machine and
wheeled it slowly on, imping painfully
as he went., SBomehow, bitter as ho falf,
he did not guite regret that he had done
what he had done—that he had saved a
foolish “kid ¥ from the sack, and a fel-
low like Hugnt from a disaster that
would have been utlerly overwhelming.

After all, it was not that that had
knocked him out—it was his own reck-
lessness, But for the accident he would
have got back in time to bat for Grey-
friars. He might have been in time
had he gono back easily ond safely by
the high road, ss Dicky hsd gone.
Anyhow, ho would have been in time o
take second or third koock, *“ More
haste ond less spood “—that was really
hiz undoing.

Ho tramped on dismally.

There wes no necd to hurry now as
he could not have played ericket to save
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his life; but he could not have hurried,
anyhow. Every step cost him pain.
And he felt as if he would never get out
of that endless wood. IBut he got out
of it at last, tired, aching, full of bitter-
ness, and heard half-past five chiming
in Friardale. He wondercd dlﬁmar]i‘:f
what had become of the 5t Jude's
match by that time.

“Hallo, that's Bmithy "

Ho heard the voice of Geatty of the
Second Form o3 he peassed a feld
bordering Friardale Lane. There was
& pond in that field, and Gatty and
Myors, in & rather damp and muddy
gtate, were enjoying life in “old
Baker's boat.™

“Had & spill, Smithy?” ecalled out
Mryaors.

Vernon-Smith did not answer; he
tramped wearily on. It was not a long
way down the lane to Greviriars, bus
the leafy lane scemed unending to the
Bounder. ‘ .

ITe got in at last, put up his machine,
and limped to the House. TFrom the
dircetion of the ericket ficld he heard a
sound of shouting. The game was not
yet over. But he had no concern with
1t now, and he was almest at the end
of his strength: he wanted to get in
and rest.  The House scemed deserted
when he went in—evervbody was oub
of doors.

But as he went slowly and painfuliy
up the Remove stairease he heard a
patter of foct behind him, and gucssed
who it was before he looked round.
Dicky Nugent came up breqthlwslm
He had seon Bmithy come into the
House, i i

“I say, Smithy " chirruped the fag.
“1 sav, it's all right " i

“Im glad it's all right,” said the
Bounder, with a Dbilter sarcasm that
Nugent minor did pot even notice.

“1 thought vou'd like to know,"” enid
Dicky. "ﬂlni Twigg ain't back yet.
I've done it. Safe a3 houses! I say,
he won't notice it's n different number
of the fiver, If he did, he would think
he had dreamed it—what?™ Dicky
chuckled. “I sav, Bmuthy, it was rip-
ping of you! ook here! Tf 1 find
that fver that blew away, it's yours.”

The Bounder leancd on the banisters
with a bitter emile on his faco. Dicky
rottled on.

“I'va looked for it apain—honest
Injun! It's pone! 1 suppose & fiver
isn't muach to you, Smithy. I wish my
father was a millionaire. I say, I've
looked in Frank's study. What did you
dnﬁgith that letter I wrote?™

i I.“‘

The Dounder took the crumpled
missive from his pocket, and handed it
to the fag.

“No necd for Frank to see Lhis now,
I ghan't tell him enything sbout it.”
said Dicky. “No good having his Juiig
old sermons for nothing.”

Richard Nugent evidently had re-
covered from the terrors that hLad
driven him into wild fight from Grey-
friecrs. IIe did not even nutigﬂ thal; il
Bounder’s face was drawn with pain.

“I'va really been hunting for that
dashed noto of Twigg's,” he said. ¥ But
it may be & mile away, you know., Ko
good 1ﬂﬂking for it any longer. I say,
if you came back through Redelvffe
Woods, you must have come down
Friardale Lane. Did you seo anything
of Gatty and Myers? They were going
to have old Baker's boat out on the
pend.” 3

“Yes, I saw them,” said 8mithy, with
iﬁm patience. " You'll find them on

aker's pond, if you want them,”

“Oh, good 1" said Dicky. “Thanks!
Th-;-:."ﬂ make out that I funked tsking
my pound note back from Twige.
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They won't beliove that it wasn't there.
YWell, 1 shan't stand any rot from them
—I can tell them that!”

Richard Nugent went down the stairs
again.  All was serene, from Master
Dicky's peint of view. He was quite
himself again. Hs did not even ask the
Bounder if he had got back in time to
play cricket, He had forgotten that the
5t Jude’s match was peing on. Thoe
Bounder looked after him as he went
with o strange expression on his face.
Then he shrugged his shoulders, and
]_u.'nl‘.tipc& on to lus study., .

e sank into his armchair there with
deep relief. It was somo time befove
he could summon energy enough to rub
his damaged ankle with embrocation,
Lhat and & rest abated the pain & good
deal; but the Bounder did notb leave his
study., Ho lay back in the armchair
staring beforo him in as black a moad
a5 he had ever known.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Beaten to the Wide ]

ARRY WHARTON did not ex.

H peet to see the Bounder again

that afterncon. Ho had not

the slightest doubt that Smithy

had kept Lis threat to cut the rest of
ithe match.

Yet as the Greyfriars second innings
wore on, he found himself hoping
overy minute to sce the man who was
wanted so badly turn up on the cricket

ound. Iven if the Bounder went in
ast, it would save a wicket—and every
little helped. Deoeply angry as he was
at S8mithy's desertion, Wharton would
have beon overjoyed to see him turn up,
and would have welcomed the straying
sheep back into the fold. But the in-
nings went on to a linish without a sign
of Vernon-Smuth, .

Groyiviars did better in the sccond
knock. In the first Wharton had had
cruel luck, which was not likely to hap-
pen again, In the second he put up a
good forty off his own bat, which was
& godsend to the side. Other men dJid
fairly well, especially Squiff, who was

god again, and Toddy and Tom

wn., And Nugent added ten before
ho fell. _

Tho innings waes ever in time for an
early tca, with & total of 132 for the
Remove—very much batter than their
first score, and better than Bt Jude's,
With a total of 200 on beoth innings,
Greyfriars had not done so badly, after
all.  And Bt Jude's wanted 2 100 to tie,
101 te win when they went n agam
after {ca.

In other circumstances the captain of
the Eemove would not have feared for
the result, But he knew thero was little
hope now. Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh
eould not bowl; and the Bounder was
not there, Inky's disaster was sheer
ill-luck—one of the things a sportsman
has to stand. But the Bounder®s absenee
waz a veory different matter. To loso
a gome, owing to tho slings and arrows
of outragecus fortunc, was one thing;
to lose because & man bad let the sido
down was quite another. It was bowl-
ing that the Remove wanted now; and
in bowling they were nowhere. "Lhe
change bowlers were good, but not good
enough for St. Jude’s.  And all the
fellows knew that Lunn & Ca. coulid
not only got the 101 they wanted, but
twice as many if they had wanted them.

Up to tho last moment the captain
of the Hemove hoped against hope that
Vernon-Smith would come, He could
have forgiven him eutting tho Grey-
friars innings and throwing a wicket
wway, if only he would have turned op
to bowl against the enemy. Three or
four fellows went to lock for Smithy,

in the faint hope that he mizht have
coma back from his bike ride; but he
had not come back when St. Jude’s went
in agaipr after tea. And it could not
be doubted that he did not mean o
coma back.

Wharton gritted Lis teeth, and made
up his mind to it. Afterwards the fel-
low  should pay for it; theve was no
gquestion about that, All the Remove
cricketers wero yearning to lIynch tho
Bounder. Even Tom Redwing had
nothing to say for his chum; he was
aIn;ast as angry and disgusted as the
rest,

Lunn started the ball relling, and was
soon going strong. The runs came fast,
The Hemove felding was good; but the
bowling was nob strong enough, There
wore no more hat-tricks for the Remove.
They could hope for little, but ta keep
down the margin of defeat. It was
something, on such & day of misfortunes,
not to be beaten by an innings. But
they knew that they wers going to he
benten by wickets,

Bquiff put up some good bowling,
relicved by Toddy and Tom Brown.
Wickets fell slowly; runs piled up fast.
In an hour 3t Jude’s wera fifty for
three—a plain indication of what was
to come. Wingate of the Sixth had
coma along to give the juniors a look-
in, and whilo the field crossed, after an
over, he called to Harry Wharton.

“Hurres Singh’s not bowling., Why "

“Crocked I answered Harry, briefly,

“Y¥oung Vernon-Smith’s pretty lhot
stuff. What about him?®

“He's not here.”

" Not here I"' repeated the Head of the
Games, raising hiz eyebrows. “You
mcan he's gone off the field? Hurt??

“He hasn't turned up.”

“He was playing in your first innings
—he's in the team. What do you
mean

It had not been Wharton’s intention
to report Verpon-Bmith's delinquency
to the Head of the Games, The Remove
wore quite able to deal with the deserter
themselves, DBut he had to answer Win-
fate,

H" Ia's

ATLY.

+: 'I;ﬁ. hF E‘ll?

“I don’t know.™

“1 suppose he's told youl” snapped
Wi %‘ﬂtﬂ.

a.”

standing  ouk®™  aunswered

Wingate signed to him to go back to
iz place, and Wharton left him. The
captain of CGreyiriars frowned grimly.
He proceeded to ask questions amoug
the fellows rvound the field, and was
soon apprised of the fact that Smithy
had deserted the side while the match
was going on, He walked away with a
wnitted brow.

“1 say, you fellows, Smithy’s for it !”
arvinned Billy Bunter, *llo will have
Wingate on his track now.”

“Eerve him jolly well right I grunted
Vibley,

“Wharton ought to report him to the
Head of thy Games, really,” said
Ogilvy. *Ile wasn't going to, I fancy.
But Wingate's sure to take it up now
Iie knows, I'm jolly glad, for ope!”

“The rotter ought to be put through
it," said DBolsover major. “He's lot
ilie side down becauze he was wild at
Mugent heing put in instead of Red-
E».'Eug_.1 ilo ought ta be jolly well boiled
e ail i

“Ii's Wharton's own fault, really,”
remarked Billy Bunter., “I affered fo
play, and he refused, I darve zay lie's
sorry by this time.”

“You fat idiotI*

“Hallo, ihere’s ancther boundary for
illat man Luan ! vawned Shkinner.
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“How many boundaries has that man
pus up? I'vo left off counting.™

*Thoy'll have four or five wickels in
hand at the finish,” growled Ogilvy.
“It's all over bar shoutmg.”

v o They can't bowl,” said Billy Dunier.

Now, if I were howling—-"’

“8Bhut up, fathead!?

“Yah®

“Oh, good man, Bquilf! Geod old
Kangaroo ¥ roared a dozen voices, o
Lunn went down at last to Field's
bowling.

But it was only a flash in the pan—
ihe last glimmer of hope for Greyfriars,
Twenty minutes later 1t was over, Bt,
Jude’s still with four wickets in hand.
Groyfriors had been playing a losing
game, and they had lost—or, rather,
the Bounder had lost for them!

The Kemove wera sportsmen, and could
take a dofeat smiling, But a defeat like
thiz they eould not toke smiling., It
was the first big matel, for tho Remaove,
of the seasen, and it had been thrown
away by treachery—by the DBounder's
desertion of his side. Wharton had
made mistakes; but any fetlow might
make mistakes. Vernon Smith had let
the side down, and, o far as tho fellows
ecould see, 1t was because he had his back
up with his skipper, and for no other
reason. That was not the kind of thi
that the Removites could bear wit
patience, There was o time of recken-
ing coming for the deserter.

After the 85t Jude's men weve gonn
—iwhich was rather cavlier than had
been expected—there was only one topic
in the Remove. A crowd of fellows
gathered in the Rag, discussing the
matter, and debating what was to hap-
pen to the Bounder when he came in.

“1 say, you [ellows——" .

Bunter rolled into the Rag, in grest
excitement,

*Bhut up, Bunter!” ‘ _

“VWhen the rotter comes in——" said
Bob Cherry.

“He's in!" squeaked Buonter.

“ What 7

Y zay, you fellows!
stody ™

“In his study®”
Wharten, “Then he's coma s

“ Just sitting in  his  armchair!
grinned Bunter. *He chucked a book
at mie when I Jooked in. I :lm]g‘;as:l ]
B"I.Cnrne on1, you men ! growled Johnny

ull.

And the cricketers storted in a crowd
for the Remove passage. ''he Bounder,
it appeared, was not still out of gates,
as they had supposed. He was in his
study, And they were cager to see him,

Tom Redwing went with the erowd,

“Look here, you fellows,” he said
anxiously. “Give Smithy a chance. He
may be able to explain—-™ ‘
“\Wo'll give him a chance to explain.
if he's got anything to sey!” said
Harry Wharton. “If ho has, 1 shall be

Smithy's in hiy

exclaimed Hﬁrr!f
A

glad to hear it, for one!”
THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Facing the Music!
ERBERT VERNON-SBAMITH
ﬁ He turned & cool eyo on the
swarming, angry crowd in the
doorwnir., The Bownder had to faco tha
it withont torning o lair
ITarry Wharfon waved baclk the more
eneited fellows, Smithy was in danger
aut of hiz chair. Dut the captain of the
Nemove oxereismi resfraint.
“ 8o veure here, Smithy "

cid not viso from his armochair.

musie.  Buot he was the fellow to face

of being eollaved and dragged headlong
Tae Macxer Tapnanv.—No. 1319,
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Wharton spoke quiatly.

“Adsum '™ said the Bounder coolly, as
if he was answering to Lis name af call-
aver,

“Just come in?"

" About an hour ago.” _

“That was before the pome Gpished.™

“1 belicve so.”

“You didn't take the trouble te come
down to the Beld.”

i+ Nn'u

“You've been out on vour bike?™

(2 YEE\‘J!

The DBounder’s eool, monosyilabis
answeors did not have the effect of aoll
on the troubled waters, Dather, they
had thé effect of a red rap on o bull
Thore was a roar of wrath,

“Have him out of that chajz 1™

“Serap him M

“Mop up the study wilh him.”

_ The Bounder sat still. There was a
deep throb of pain in his injured ankle,
Lut his hard face gave mo sign of it
That he was “"orocked ™ did not aoour
to sny fellow present, They did not
know that he could not have got out
of the chair without linoping paininlly
on one leg, Ho eyed the enraged juniors,
with perfect coolness—in foet, with a
touch of scorn in his looks,

“Hold on !'" said Harry, again waving
the mob back. *“Held on! Eedwing
thinks you may have some sort of ex-
planation to give., Bmiths.”

“And, you don't?® enecred
Bounder.

HWell, if you have, I'll Le glad, You
throntened to cut the mateh and let
us down. I thought it was gas. DBut
rou've done it Weo've been beaten to
the wide—a match wo ought to have
won, If youw'd stood out before we'd
started vou'd have been a rotten worm.
But you could Leve done that, But
I suppose you don't need telling that
g man can’t desert his side 1n the middle
of 8 game.”

“Quite 1"

“Well, then, if you've got anvihing
to say—"

“8mithy, old man,” urged Redwing,
“vou're bound to explain. If you were
called away suddenlv—if vour father's
itl, or something—"

“ Rubbish 1” prawled Peter Todd.

“Might have been a telegrapm—>"

“There wesn't!™ said the Bounder.
“ Nothing of the zort."

“Then what—" exclaimoed Nupent.
“If you've got anything to say, Vernon-
Smith, say it.”

“¥You want me to—Dbefore all the
fellows?” asked the Bounder, with a
CUrious g_Hmmcr in his eves.

“Cortainly ;. why not?”

The Bounder laughed.  There was
something amusing to him in Nugent
demanding the explanation in public—
little dreaming what 1t would be when it
came !

“Tf he had anything to say, he wonld
cay it,” growled Johany Bull, “ He just
let us down—and that's that."

“Last time of asking, Smithy!™ gaid
Bob Cherry. i

“I've said that I'm nol going to shout
it aut before o crowd,” said the Bounder
quietly. “I had a reason for cutting
the game-—and that reason I'm bound to
explain to my skippey! I know that! I
51]-.:11!* not say a single word to anvbody
Fal T M

tho

“Hot!”  reared DBelsever major,
“We're all jolly well going to know, if
there’'zs anything to know! It's all

gammon!  Wharton's an  ass, and
wmithy thinks he's going to stuff himn.'”
“0Oh, dry up, Beolsover !
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“ Look here, Bmithy's in the right,”
exclaimed Tom Redwing., "If he can
satisfy the captain of the Form that's
glnnd onﬂu%h- If it"s & private malter
the whole Form deoesn't want to know.”

“That's so,” said Bob, *Lf—"

“1E1” snorted Squiff. )

" Well, give a man a chance I" said
the Bounder, still as cool as ico. *“I'll
explain to Wharton, if vou’ll leave us
alonc—and see that Bunter hasn't got
kis ear to the keyvhole—*

“Oh, really, Smithy——*"

_ "And I'll leave it to Wharton to shout
it out from the house-tops, if ho wants
to, when I've told him!” said the
Bounder, “I fancy he won't want to—
but he can fake his choice. Can't say
fairer than that!"

“I'm afraid that won't wash,
Smithy,” said Harry slowly. * Wingate's
taking the matter up, as Head of the
Uﬂﬂlﬁi ! You'll have to explain to him,

—

Vernon-8mith gave a violent sfart.

" Wingate ! he exclaimed. *Oh, you
fooll ¥You idiot! Ilave you dragged
a prefect into it?”

“Wingata isn’'t interfering as a pre-
fect—but as IHead of the Games,"” said
Harry., "I never mcant to say anythin
to hiwn, but he camo down to the match
and found it out for himsclf. You'll bo
l“;}; before Wingate to-morrow—he isn't
likely to pass it ovor.”

“Oh gad!” said the Bounder. * Win-
gate's in it—is he? Head prefect—with
a finger in this pie! Qh gad!™

“Well, what about 1£7?” demanded
Peter Todd impatiently. “We're wast.
ing a lot of time, and it will be call-
over soon,”

“Have him out!” roared Bolsover
major. “ He's trying to spin it out till
call-over.'”

“ Look here, Smithy-—"

Vernon-Smith drew a deep breath.
e had fully intended to explain to
Wharton, who, as Nupent’s best chum,
could have boen relied on to keep Dicky
MNugent's miserable seecret. But the
news that Wingate of the Sixth was
mkit‘:]g the matter uwp altered it com-
pletely.

His silence exasperated the angry

juniors, Wharton was trying to keep
attwnt; but his patience was going
ast.

“Look here, Bmithy, this has gone on
long enough,” said the captain of the
Hemove., “We're giving you a chance—
thouglh we all know that you've acted
rottenly, and have no excuse to offer,
If Wingate wasn't toking the matter
up, I could doal with it—and I daro sav
the fellows would leave it to me. As
it stands, I can’, and vou know it
Whatever you're going to tell the cap-
tain of the sehool when he calls yvou up
{o-morrow you can tell all the fellows
now."

“Exactly ! said the Bounder with iey
coolness, “And what I'm going to tell
Wingate is precisely—nothing ! You
see, he would be bound to report it to
the IHead and somebody might be
sackod

“"We can guess whom 1™ zaid Nugent
scornfully.

The Bounder laughed,

“You're amusin', old bean,” he snid.
“¥You're frightiully emusin’, Nugent!
Never knew & chap so entertainin’.”

#S5mithy=—" exclaimed Redwing,

“Cut it ont, Reddy! I should have
told Wharton, as in duty bound—if o

refect hadn’t been mixed up in itl

low I ecan't! Even our respected and
impeeccable skipper might gabble a little

too much, with a
I'm sayin' nothin'!
Wharton sct his Ir;g‘:.
“That does it!” he said. “You're
saying nothing because you've nothing
to say. Likely enough you've been pub-
haunting whila you've been out of gates
—it's in your line! But you cut the
mafch to let us down—throwing » Re.
move match away from sheer rotien
malice. ¥ou won't play cricket again
for the Remove, Vernon-Smith! We
don't want a traitor in the ranks.™

“Well roared, lion !” said the Bounder
nonchalantly,

“And that's not all!™ paid the captain
of the Remove his eyes gleaming,
“You're going to get the ragging of
your life for what you've done! You've
I_!EE-EE& for it, and vou're going to get
i _I‘J

*“Collar him 1"

“Rag him 1"

" Serag him Y

Vernon-Smith yawned and rose to hLis
feet—or, rather, to one foot,

“Go it," he said. *Pile in! If =
dozen to one 13 your idea of fair play,
go in and win! Mind my sankle,
though—I had a spill on my bike, and
I'va got a bruise as big os an eggl
All the rest is at your service—but you
might hne!} clear of that ankle, if you
don't really mind!”

13 Gﬂmmﬂﬂ!"

“:H.l:}i. 1n

*LCollar him ™ - 5

“Stand back!” exclaimed Redwing
hastily. *3Smithy’s hert—"

“Gammon !

L4 Lﬂnk“!‘“ ;

The sight of that big, black bruise
was convineing., IDven bting Thomaa
could not have doubted that tha
Bounder had had a fearfully hard knock,
and that he wasz crocked. Indeed, it
waz evident thot all the time he rmust
ba in severe pain, little sign as he
showed of it. Tands that were streiched
out fo grasp him dropped back,

“Oh, go it,” said the Bounder sar-
castically. “‘Get on with the rogging!
I'm crocked—and couldn’t scrap with a
booby like Nugent even! Chance for
vou, Nugent—I couldn't take Fou for a
walk round a table now, as I did vester-
day—pe in and win, old bean.”

Frank Nugent's face crimsoned; and
with & glance of contempt abt the
Bounder he turned away and pushed hia
way out of the study. The other

,pz_'fbfmi on his traal!

follows gave Smithy almost wolfish
looks. o “rag” o fellow who was
crocked, and in pain, was im ibla,
exasperated ns they were, The Bounder,

had esenped the

Te loughed.
It will be
You're

with hiz uzual luclk,
threatened ragging.

f3%Why don't you pile in¥
call-over any minute now!
losin' time.”

“You rotter 1% lgmwh:rd Bob Cherry.
* You—vou—yon last word in rotters,
vou——" He tramf:ed angrily away.

Wharton's eyes glinted.

“You won't be ragped, Vernon.
Sinith! Yeu'll be sent to Coventry by
tlie whols Form!”® And with that, the
captain of the Remove left the study.

A few minutes later the bell rang for
calling.over. Herbert  Vernon-Smith
limped into Hall and took his place
among o sitent Bemove. No wman in
thoe Form had a word fto say to tha
desorier who had left them in the lurch.

TIE EXD.
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A GRAND STORY OF KING CRICKET !

Start Reading It To-Day !

ALLISON of AVONSHIRE!

The Allison Feud !
FGR once in a way, Mike Doyle

smiled—a gquick, tight twitch of
the lips, gone in a second.
But his eyes never shified from
Valetti, whe stood glaring in return.
At length, however, after a silence that
seemed eudless, he spoke in 2 low vaice,
strangely musical for such an ungainly,
stolid-leoking man.

“Uh-huh! Recognised me at Jast,
then, Corsicn Phil P he  nodded.
“Funny, I knew you the minute you
stamped 1. But there—it’s a long iime
stice we met last, ain't it? And p't'aps
I've changed a bit—since then #*

Valetti z=narled, and drew back
snother pace. Thizs sudden dramatic
turn of events seemed to have thrown
him right out of his stride. As for the
Allisons, both were bopelessly be-
wildered onlookers.

That Valetti and Mike had met before
was obwvious, of course. Equally plain,
too, but utterly inexplicable, was the
fact that they were at daggers drawn!
Valetti was like & man confronted by a
ghost, while Mike, for all hiz uncanny
quietness, reminded them of some lean
old fighting-dog, tensing itself for a
spring.

A stormn was brewing fast. Wiih
nerves t:—ng‘lmf, thédy waited for that
storm to break.

But Mike,

seemingly, was In Do
hur?u

] mmi,v to hear my old mickname
again! he drawled om, still impassive,
gtill watehiul. “ Funmier still to meet
Corsica Phil after all these vears, in 2
littla English village! HRemember the
last time, Phil? Dayton Motor Track,
in Ohio—wasn't 1£%*

The mechanic smiled again—that
gqueer primace that held ne mirth.
Then, for the first time, he moved,
sliding his left foot forward just a fow

inches,

“¥ou were a bad [lad that day,
weren't you, Phil ¥’ he went on seitly.
“A mad, double-crossing skunk who
didn’'t care how many other drivers you
killed or cr:pg}ed so long az you ropod
in the cash.  That Feft Toot =ld foranrd

e i

another 1neh, and; = Well, you cor-
tainly crippled me!”

Valetit stivred: Hexed his museles,
watching his enemy as closely as Mike
watched him. The tension in. the shed
was becoming unbearable.

“¥es? he sneeved, after a long
minnte. " And spoilt the great Cannon-
hall Alike's nevve [or racing ever diter
wards, ch?”

Mike nodded sombrely.

“Maybe, I've never raced sinee, any-
way. But neither have you, Phil—not
in  America, leastways, And now
vou've come to England, eh—planning
some wore of vour dirty rough stuff?
Planning 1o help a swollen-headed young
boob fight & square man, Gosh, but the
world's small, Phl. T've longed for
a chaoee hke this you Corsican scum;
never hoped 1'd get it, though. And
I've bheen listening—drinking in—avery
word yvou saud, you—"

Mike Dayle’s iron composure broke at
lazt, awd what followed was a revela-
tion to Simon and Bill Allison, whe had
never heard the taciturn, seli-contained
mechanie say move than a dozen words
at a time before.

Right and feft, AMike tonguoe-lashed
his old encmy, Faving hm with fieree,
actd words that stung like scorpions,
though he never onece rased his voleo.

Valetti, hiz gloved hands plucking
feverishly at his leather ceat, chattered
and eguirmed with rage as Mike
tatnted him, deliberately, shrewdly, In

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

Impoverished by years of misfortune,
Simon Altizon, once part-owner of the great
Altison Motor Works, invenis a poweriul
supesrcharger for emall cars. Attarmpts da
put i1 on the market, however, have tailed
through lack of funds. Foreseeing that the
new mvention wouid bolster bp the reputa-
tion of the Allmon Works, which have basn
grossly neglected since he has been in charge,
Leonard Allison, Gimon's nephew, hires a
thug named Vaketti to terrify the old man
into partimg with hia supercharger at a low
price. The altempt fails, thanks to the
timely Intervention of Mika Doyle, Simon
Altison's mechanic, who recognises In Valetli
an old enemy.

(Mow read om.)

the end Besh and blood could stand the
savage baiting no Jonger. Uttering u
hoarse vell ﬂ? fury, tﬁ& Corsican sud-
denly launched himself full at his
tormentor's throat,

Then the storm cid break !

Langhing coldly, Mike Doyle spraug
to meet the attack, crashing into his
foo like a cannon-ball. A wild blow
tanded on Ius chest. He ipnored it
Valett: swung at his jaw—missed as
the * Cannonball ¥ ducked this time,
and sidestepped, light as a  feather
despite his limp. "Then all the Allisons
heard were two cleam, sharp sinacks,
followed by a stifled groan, and the
thud of a falling body.

Punched clean off his feet, the burly
Corsican hit the floor, turned a complete
sornersault, and  lay  twitching  and
Eruniug. )

With that, Len Allison went ecrazy
andl huvled hunsclf at Mike Dovle. As
he djd =0, Bill Allison bupst intg tha
shop with o roar:

* Now, vou blighted road-hog!”

In one reckless jump, he tackled the
plunging Leonavd; grabbed him by the
neek, and jammed an wron knee into
the smaull of his back. There was a
shont, o short, vielent struggle, cnded
by the thump of a well-aimed boot,
Then out of his uncle's workshop fow
Avonport’s biggest motor manufacturer
—undd; as he sprawled on the gravel path
outside, Bill made a2 hightning grab for
lhe  patent  fre-extinguisher hanging
leside the door,

Whoo-oosh !

Even as Len Allison staggered lo his
feet. o hissing, ivresistille jet of Al
took him squarely in the chest, bowling
i over again like a niuepin.

Gasping, sphittering, he scrambled up
once more, only to go down a third iime
as the rervific stream hit him at the
back of the neck.

In a moment he was dronched {rom
hwead fo toe. Ilis smart clothes wore
rnined.  Athlete though ho was, zll
thoughts of continuisg 1the fight were
literally knocked out of Lim hy that
driving, merciless jet.  Sobbing with
lhefpfors rage, lie turned tail and fled,
il porswing hame glecfully to the gaie,

e Mwser Lisnanve—No 1,315
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“This'll coel yrou down, my buck!
Wheopee ! Cavd sbashicd while you w:{it"r!"'
cheered the youngstor, still squirting
pway as his coustie’ tumbled desperately
imlo the roadster.

MNext woment there eame the sound of
a zcuffle, followwd by an angry voiee,
and Bill jumped aszide just in time 1o
eeeape beinge flattencd by tho fwo mnen
who came entapulting through the gate.

Pinned by an exernciating arm-lock,
sl prospy  from tho  piledviving
punches he had recctived, Covziea Plal
Valetti bad lost all iz teaculint arro-
ance for the ibne being.,  Huthlessly
Mike whirled him out of iho gate,
heaved bim up, and fairly tossed ham
inio the back of the roadster. The last
they saw of him that day was his heels
lashing wililly in the aiv. as Leonard
Alizon, zoaked smd lmiliated, let in
his eluich and streaked awoy io safoty,

Phew-w "
il whistled long and lond. The
malandt ihe lnue was cmply he swung on
Alihe Iloyie, admiraiion in lhis eves, a
geore of caxer quesitons on las hips,

Channonhall Davle—here was o soe-
prise ! The  lanky,  quict-spoken
mechanie, who never tulked abont him-
self-—never  did  anything  at - Kelsey
except worle for Hinon Allison in’ his
own s=lolid, patient wav—now stood re-
vealed i a new and plovieus light fo
1he hero-worshipping Bill, Lhe youngster
had learned 00 lot this evening, To
I, this guiet cottage of his now
seeqned a vevitalde home of mystory.

Neither of lhis companions, however,
spoke agam for quite & winle, Bomon
Allisen, leswing . heavily on the gale,
lewakeard Aipenl and dejeeted.  Mike, im-
povtiarbable os cver again, blew gently
on s Terwised knuekles,

“Who—who was that ruffian 7 gasped
the old mventor ol last; and a bedef
{lach of anger liglicd Mike's blue eyes
s he answered

“The worst and eleverest thug in
maotor-racing ! The fellow who finished
i when I=—I waz Caunopball Doyle-—"

“ Tl finest raciug driver n. Treland
or Awerica.” put in Simon groffls.

Alike seowled,

“That’'s all forgpotten!” he snapped,
aud suddenly laid a firmn hand on the
abld man's shoulder

W aas," e sard, inoa harsh veies,
“eow're up agamst it-now—Ilm telling
vou [ That Leovard fellow’s bad enongh
—-rriab Diraing,” influcnce, amd no heart!
Bl Corsica—lhe’s polson!  Afraid of
nothing or no one. 1F he's i the Allison
Works now, lLe'll get that new super-
charger of yours or bust | Wil Corsica
up against yon-=vou've gob io fight !

bt Y Simon Allison shook Ias
grey head deearily. e looked hike a
man  whase cpergy 15 ubberly  spent.
“Iheht! What wath? I'm old, Aike—
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old, tired, and disappeinted ! Al
poor I he added, almost to himesclf.

“Rot, dad?! O conrse we'll fight!
SAnd make some moncey te fight with,
too!™ It was Hill who spoke; Bill with
his fists clonched till the kunckles shone
white, and 1z youne face no longer
chweery, but hard and set. " You won's
let e leave school—aon't let me chock
up oy schelarship, Dt now you mst,
datd! 1 ean hn:-lllr by caruing moncy
SLI0ED ["I AN =—gk 1 5—===]T] EL{'}I [Il['.l':'.' I}."l_ﬁ-h
it Mis eyve: gleamed of o sudden,
“Cricket ! Mayuve I could. ™

Bill ehecked, sighed, bub went on
again just as ficrecly

“Anvway, dad, witve pot to got money
fo pet vour invention poing ! And we've
ot to fight Lo and s new parinee.”

“Well bowled, st

Ohut in the middle of the pretty

little Avenport Grammar School ground
an  uprooted stump  went  twirling
through the air, a Grammarian batsman
stowly recovered from lus futile lunge
forward, and the howler, jamming his
hands inte his pockels, turned away
with o carcless grin.

I'rom the throng of schoolboys and
townsfolk, sitting ov E{wawling round
the ground, came a ripple of clapping as
the unlucky batsman, glancing sadly at
liis  shattercd wicket, started back
towards the pavilion.

The ball which had beaten him all ends
up had been v real beauty, that was
some consolation; fast through tho air
and faster off the pitels, with a vicious
nip back from the off. Tt would indeed
liave dizmissed much better  batsmen
thanr Ron Cooper No 5 in the Gram-
marian batting order.

In spite of that, however, the applause
that greeted the feat was but a ripple—
brief, periunctory, distinetly lacking in
enthusiasin. For the general epinion in
At‘nnpnri was that Len Allison, the sue-
cossful  bowler, threw quite enough
houguets at himself without others join-
g an !

* ook at him, prinning and swanking
round—sidey ass P snorted some of the
Girammmarian Iourth-Fermers, a lively
and candid crow.  “Gosh, anvoene'd
thivk he'd just bowled Suoteliffe or
Hammond insteacd of *Suffy ' Cooper!
Bot he don’s get nz many wiekeis hike
that when County cricket starts |

Cilumly they turned their eves away
from the white-clad figure of the tall,
supercilions-looking young “ boss 7 of the
Allison Works, and [rowned mnslead at
the =eore-board.

Sixiy-one foe four! Nob so pood,
capecially aganst Avonshive Cluby and

round, who had turered out with cight

BHl is Worried !
LICK !

“Got hin!”

..........................................
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of the regular County team that Satur-
day worning—sevenrr pro’s and  Len
Allison—te play against the school

The County men, of couvse, regarded
the fixtore more or less as a *shoulder-
opener,”  before the  first-class  seasom
began in earncest.  But to the Gram-
marians, the annual mateh agaipst the
Clubh and Ground was nearly #5 e
portant #s the great mid-terms gowe
poainst Avondale College.

" Bixtr-one for fonr—we'll be Jucky
if we ger a hudred now, even if Muason
still keops his end np. and Bill Allison
clouts a fow fours ! said the veuthfaol
pessimists. “A fatk lot of good that'ld
be, toa! The County’ll rattle up aboo
three bundred before tea, deelare, and
then sheot us ont again for an inniug's
licking ! Hats!"” .

“Hueh! Shan't mind that so mnoch ii
they play as well in the County Uham-
pionship 1 growled another. “Look at
*em last scnson—not one bloomin' win
'eept a couple on the fivst innings.  And
they've got nearly the samo team this
year, tao !

“Poo many old Tuns amongst em !
We want a few younger players—
specially bowlers ™

“Oh, yes! Well, we've got ene—ILen
Allison—and he gives me a pain! He's
all rigre when things are going well mid
the wicket suils him. But wait till he
gets knocked about o bit, and  then
watch him pack upl Remember him
againzt Yorkshire h!.ﬁt‘ xear, t}m great
big— Hallo! ¥Here's old Hill 1»

Abruptly the arguments ceased; and
this time a real honest-to-goodness ronnd
of clapping burst from the spectators as
Bill Allison strode out of the pavilion,
tapping a much-bound bat against las
padded leg.

Even the disconsolate Fourth-Formera
cheared wp at the appearance of the
tall, loose-limbed youngster; for Bil),
besides being the school’s star bowler,
was a lion-hearted, if somoewhat reckless,
batsmen when it ¢ame to the pinels,

“Good old Madman! INew we might
gco somo hitting M

“If he isn't bowled first pop! Golly,
though, 1 hope he pastes his swanky
consie all over the field, oh, chaps?”

Eagerly the throng of schoolboys
settled down in their places again, confi-
daent now thiat they were in for a display
of fireworks. Buat though no one could
have puessed i1, Bill himself was fooling
anything  but  confident  that  Dbright
spring morning

(Phet Ren Allizon, the demen bowler,
wtfl be out for his bloed Il knows
onfy top awwell? Dows, den't fuil to reod
et weekls ceeiting choplers of thiz
gicat  epariioyg sloery—cecry Lne it
grep wou.  daed ddon't forget fhet this
reape il conbein aneflher  hondaame
Free Photogravare Plate))
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PREFECT’S ORDERS

A riot i5 expected in the Rag somewhere
about 7.40 next Wednesday evening.
Prefects will parade in the Sixth 'Form
Passage with ashplants at 7.30, and wait
till they hear a noise like an earthquake.
They will then rush to the Rag and induolge
in & general massacre.

By Order.
GEQ. WINGATE.

No. 34 (New Series).

EDITED BY HARY WHARTON.
.

CAN YOU RIDE?

If not, learn to-day on Tom Brown's
Electric Convertible Saddle-seat. Gives
perfect imitation of the movements of
horse, donkey, camel, kangaroo,
elephant, or motor-bike ! Expert tuttion
from 2s. 6d. per hour. Reserved seats
to watch the fun, Is. only. Nightly at 8
in the Rag.

—r

'AS OTHERS SEE
THEM

What I Think of Richard
Russell

By William Gosling
(In an interview)

Wot I saya is this 'ere ! All boya oughter
be drewnded at birth, That's my view, an’
gocin' I've been Bchool Porter at Greyiriars
for the last forty years (don't you moan

Emwﬁ.ﬁ. Gosay uluﬁn_.m_ I __“Em_:.mu kknow 1
Owsomgver, secin’ as I"'m argl!® to give
readerg of the ** Groyfrairs "Erald ™" my opinion

of Master Russell, I'll frankly admit that,
coneiderin® "e’'s & boy, "& "as ‘i points. Wot
I mean is 'e's not tight.fisted like Maater
Fish nor himperant like Master Skinner, nor
too .u_m_.h.mm_mwwzmﬁ— lilke Master Chorry.

Courso 'e’s a u_E:bm_WMm like the rest on ‘em,
but wot I says is this ‘ere—D>Naster Husaell
ain't nearly so bad as gome.

Mony o time 1'va swatched 'im from my
lodge, steppin' in to stop some young rip
pitchin® inte another young rip "arf 'ig gize,
an', my hoye, when Measter Busscll sterts
ugin® 'is dooks, it's a sight worth watehin® |
They tell ma ‘e won & silver trophy in the
Y'ublie Schools' Boxin' Tornyments at Alder-
shot, an’ I shouldn’t be at all surprised to
‘car that 'is opponent won & coupls of black
heyes an’ a thick ear or two at tha same tima !

1 degeay in & few yeors® time Master Russell
will turn out to be a fine specimen of & man,
both physical en’ mental, as you might
say. Meanwhile, 'e's a young rip, in course,
nlthough, as I've frankly admitied, not nearly
g0 bad as most on "em,

Thankee kindly, sir. Wot I says is this
'rra; I'll drink to your ‘ealth—an' Master
1tusseli’a at the same time |

(And now loak out for Ruasall telling the
world what be thinks of William Gosling—
um-_m_ﬂ.n_ﬁ...m_u._. featured in next week's assue 1—

. =

DICKY NUGENT'S WEEKLY
WISDOM

My majer says L'm alwaya gebling into hot
wator.

Don't beleeve him, yvou fellowa., The truth
i that I hoven't hed s bath for nearly a
year, so thero |

iz

Dick Penfold has spent a whole weck
trying to think of en arrcsting title for a
ercok melodrama he has wrilten.

Why not * Police "' 7

1is i i ————

Bunter hag just rushed inio the editorial
office to tell us that Fizh hoas threatened to
make potato-serapings of him.

You have our sympathy, fatty ; but it'a
uscless to come * a-peeling *! to us, anyway |

1

' BUNTER CHALLENGES

CARNERA

Staggering Sequel to New Invention

We've always thought it a
t pity that B0 man
mﬁmnﬂn should be debarre
from the pleasures of boxi
by the fear of being hit, en
it has ofton oocurred to us
that a far greater numbor of
chaps would take up boxing
if only the possibility of being
hurt wera eut ant,

We'ra dolighted to hear,
therefore, that Enoop, who
has always been interested in
methods of aveiding pain, has
just succeeded in perfecting
& seriea of inventionsz whioch
will eliminate all the terrora
at present associnted with the

Ring.

_Hﬂm inventions in question
take the form of gquards or
shiclds designed to cover all
paris of the body liable to
injury in the course of fistical
argurment.

For instance, the chap whe
would be an enthusinstic
boxer, but frora his haunting
fear of gelting o biff on the
nose, can now aflix the Snesp
Nasal Protector, & ateal device
lined inside with velvet, and
go in for the nohla art of
aself-defence without the slight-
eat danger of & damaged
proboscis,

Should he also have &
horror of black eyes, ho can
don a pair of S8noop’s Patent
Boxing CGoggles Lited with
bullet-proof glass and defy
the world to give him a dot
in the eyo.

On his jaw he can wear

| Snoop's Steel Double-chin, and

aver his ears Anti-Thick.-Ear
Caps.

He ean strap a Snoop's
Steel Vest round his manly
chest and & Snoop Protective

Cape round his neck and over
his shouldera.

On his back he can fit a
Snoop's  Hoerizenlal  Air-
Cushion, and however hard
he falls he will always get the
feeling that he's simply col-
lapring into o feather bed,

Now that these bright and
original articles are on the
market we can foresee a
terrific boom in the prand old
sport, There will a fas-
cination hitherto mnot asso-
eiated with it, for with
Snoop’s armmour girded about
himm there's no reagon w
the worst boxer on earth
shouldn™ bocome a world
champion.

It will be a matter of secing
who's the firat to stick & pin
and

in the other's air.cushion

dig him in the riba with one of
Snoop's Steel BElbow-quards [

There's a stic of interost in
Romove  gircles  already.
Bunter has written {o Carnera,
challenging him to & ten-
round fight for a purse of
£5,000 to be provided by
Carncrao.

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT ?

SMITHY

In the Crazy ~Collecting
ﬂoumwwwﬁnn organised las
We minnauﬂun by the
Remove o Lunatics’ As
sociation, compeotitors wem
sot the task of collecting th,

SCORES

| Ipcidentally, it turned out
HEﬁﬂﬁﬂr t thers were
wme slight mmm_mﬁmwu.unmmm n
iBmithy's collection.

“ His® bust of * Julivs
Cosar,” however, was found,

following curiosities in ..I*_E examination, to be a bust

shortest possible {ime =}
A live snake. 2, A man willy. larber o
& beard. 3. A bust of Julics
Cmsar. 4. A tropical orchig

b. A scerecrow. i
Yeroon-Bmith of the Re
move returned io the As
sociation’s headquartors o
the tuckshop in the amazingly
ghort time of thirty-five
minutes and announced tha
e had secured everything
with the exception of th
tropical orchid which he found
waa rather orchid to gel
Afier a brief discussion the
judges decided to excuse hir
the orchid and sward him tL
rize of One Year's Fre
Subsgeription fo the ** Grey.
frinra Herald,"

Todd, the Demon
Fleet Street.

For a scarcerow he had
brought along Fisher T. Fizh
and hia * live sneke™ was
Harold Bkinner, whose Iin-
dignation, on learning what
he was mesnt to represént,
woa & eight for sore eyee |

There was a snag about his
lman with & beard, too.

When the judges tugged at
ithe beard it came away in
their hands, to reveal the
mogoth  chivvy of William
Wibley, our champion *' make.
g " merchant.

l.s Taking it all roond wo
gegin Lo think Smithy was
?_EE., lucky Lo get away

~§ Bwean

_«.%Ew that prize |

=S -

Lonzys Li

title Letters

Dear Editor,—Cousin Pas, in recently dissominating
admonitory discourse, gratuiteisly vociferaled his convietion
that I, hia consanguineous reilive, noclacted to  throw my

weight about * sufficiently.

In pursuance of the objedw indicatively nsseverated as
the desideratwin, dear Edite, I actuated the utilisation of
my prehensile membera in the geguisition of o metallie con.

glomeration of appropriate
my feotsteps in t uadrs
enmbered.  DBnat, =_=¢M_n

3¢ and density, and impelled
Twr direction, therowith on-

! Suvd wos my athletic malad-

ministration that fortuwitouslst sffected the propulsion of

the weight directly on to one

r. Queleh’s padal extramities,

with such sequent magistorial misapprehensions ag scarcely
nacesgitate my personal clanietion.

If you are fatidically dispossd, dear Editor, vour progneslica-
tion will indubitably be that DIshal seek to * throw my weight

about ' no longer |

¥Yours for psychological epediency (though I know not

why)s

Atoxzo Tonb.

fApparcnily 'Lonzy toock Peter's instructions literally and
threw his weight about wha Quelech was passing, soverely

damaging the beal's toolsics
ran gee, this is the *" gole ™" ma
En.}

w the process.  As far os we
4 2z in this weok's cutburst I—

Harbert Vernon-Smith vsed to be
a [Drequent wvisitor to Skinner's
study for a little game of cards,
bul singe chumming with Eed-
wing, be E%Eﬁ,ﬁ his old

=

At & mesting of creditora, |
discovered that W. @, Bunhir
owes something o every hellow fn

the Remove eXoa Skinn
whom be bad falled fo 1 taug '

t had & romantio regard for
Friardals nnﬂﬁ_n_&.ﬂ. but
L-Enﬂn_;ﬂ_sq E.._". har _ﬁa 4
on pillion o moior=
T wonders what

& H-..an ﬂ-n-m.uun narvous !

PRUNED ADENOIDS
CREATE BRAIN

Lecturer's Revelations Startle
Remove

Professor H__.aﬁh_.wmmn gave &
lecture in Courtfleld recently
an the subject of ' The Effect
on the Brain of Surgical
Operations.”  This circum-
stance would have left us
atone celd in the ordinar
way, But when Mr, Quelc
announeced that boys wishing
to aitend the lecture could

have o late pass, we sat vp
and {ook notiee. In the cnd
the entire Remove, with the
exception of Lord Muulevercr,
turned up io hear the worthy
professor’s  message o the
waorld !

Now that it's ever wo must
any we're jolly glad wa went.
Tha prolessor's revelations
startled all of ua with the
exception of Dutton, who
thought he was attending &
niuw—_,“w. of conjuring.

epgor FPottipest staricd
rw. saying that his ideas on
tho subject of the mental
offects of E.qwm_un_ operations
woere entirely his own, patents
applied for,

What led him to develop
the theory was his discovery
that people who had their
adenowds cut out developed
double their previous brain
capacity.

Further investigation ton.-
vinced him that the removal
of & man's tonsils wasz fol-
lowed by o terrific incroose in
the man’s thinking ability.

Ho went further with his
experimenis and cut gub the
appendix of s fviend of bis
while the friend wesn't look-
ing. His f{rviend, who had
previously been o fatheaced
sort of chap greatly csteemed
i nitwit  cireles, aﬁqa_ﬁmlw.
doveloped pigns of  genms,
and within o fow hours be.
cambs well.known as a mon
with & hrilliant braimn,

Before the evenipg was ount
FProfessor  Potlipest  cave
several nolabla examples of
tha truth of his theory. Umne
oosa was that of 8 moan who
thoughtlessly put his foob in
front of & steam.-roller. Fror
to thia eccident the patient
had beon merely o rag-and-
boue collector, but so mar-
vellous was the reaclion of
the loss of his foot on his
brain that ho immediaiel
zepured a Glm director’s Maﬂ
at £20,000 a year !

Nzturally, there has beon
8 gpood deal of excitomont in
the Remove over the pro-
fessor's amazing discoverios.
Fellows are already going to
n lot of iroubls fo pat their
eara bitten off or their arma
painlessly removed, o as to
donblo end treble their mental
capanity.

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAITI

Wun Lung insisfy on waering
Oriental costame at Greyiriars.
WEken he first come he was
“ rggged ¥ by the cads, bui Bob
Cherey pul a stop to fask

i IF emmlmmé
WROTE THRILLERS

- -

Blood-Curdling Dialogue

L
Certain

It's the fashion nowndays for Tublic school
headmaaters to writs * thrillers,”” and we
often got inquiries from readers aa to whether
Dir. Locke has ever turned hiz hand to suel
work, The reply to such inquiries is “ Ne,"”

8till, there's mno telling whaet's gomg to
“_E_um_.m: next in thess exciting days, and it
wouldn't surprise us a bit to see the Head
sitting down for hours on end tapping out tho
adventures of & Screaming Sphinx or a Moan-
ing Mummy ar something !

Can’t you imagine the kind of thing Dr.
Loacke would be hkely to write ¥ Something
like this, perhaps : -

Seavfuce Sid, London's mwost notorigus
gangster, wora o look of fendieh malevolence
on hiz evil face sa his old enemy, IKiller
Keating, lovelled a snl-machino-gna ot him,
A frightful atring of enrses left his lips.

“ Bleas my soul!™ he snavled. *F Tut.
int 1M

Iiller Woeading loerad,

“Wreetched youth!™ he eried. ™ At Iash

I have you in my power, ipso fzeto, amd
nothing shall prevent the revenge 1 hawve
planned for you, hinc ille lacriose. And
now—mha, hie f—I um moine {o infliet o you
a punishment that will scar your very soul.”

Y Take ity lincs.™ .

A torrent of abuse, fphtiul in ils intensity,
poured from the lipa of Searface Sid.

“ Dear me! Bless my roul! How dare
you!™ Te sereamed, * Lo not provoks
mo too far, Kesting, or—labor omnia vineit—
I ahall write a letter to your parenis!™

Keating writhed under the fearsome threot
and his grim lips spat out o blood-curdling
onth.

* Goodness pracioua ! ™ he anarled.

It was at that moment that Det.-Insp.
Sterme of Scotland Yard came on the scene.

“ Wrelched boya!® he boomed. " How
dare you break bounds at this hour of the
night ! How fortunate thet I brought my
ashplant with mo | Bend over?™

All restraint dopeited from the gangeiers
and & frightful string of curses vent the air.

“Dear me! Goodness gracious! DBless
my soul ! " they snarled, " Do jure! Gallia
est omnig diviss in partes tres 1™

But what'as the good of gainz ont You
know the sort of * thriller ™ the old Heak
would write, don't you t

Bunter Swallowed Up

Dunter was ¢ keon on the tomato kelchup

at dinner the other day that he pourcd out

the entire contents of tho botlls on to iz

] plate, leaving the reat of the Remnove without

-

Ofd Mimble,
ig very jealous
blooms, and guards them Hrom
trespassing muﬂliwv & hore-

the Hend™s gardener,
of the Head's

sryl
But hig triumph was short.lived, Temple
& Co. had previously mixed a pgonerans
uantity of red ink with that ketchup. And
unter got the full benefit of it.
Wo can sssure you it proved o *'eauce U of
greab annoyoance to hiom ]



