


THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Being Kind to Smithy !

ILLY BUNTER, of the Greyfriara
Remove, blinked up and down
the Removo passage, through

hie big spectacles, with a wary.

watcnful, and cautious blink.

From the doorway of Study Ne. 7 he
blinked up the passage to the box-room,
and down the passaﬁe to the staircase.
Like Moses of old, he looked this way
and that way, and saw no msn.

The passage was deserted.

Billy Bunter, satisfied that there was
nobody about, stepped out into it, His
manner was so wary, so watchful, so
oxcessively cautious, that no one could
have seen him without guessing that the
Eﬁy Owl of the Remove was up to some-
thing.

EEE there was no ona to see Bunter !

Prep was over in the Remove, and
all, or nearly all, the fellows had gone
down. Downstairs. in the Rag, most of
tha Remove were discussing the cricket
mateh that had been ngu.fed_ that day.
That was a topio in which Billy Bunter
was not deeply interested. But he was
glad that it accupied the atiention of the
Remove. It left Bunter to follow his
awn devices unobserved.

Cautiously, almoal on tiptoe, Billy
Bunter moved =long the passage to
Study No. 4, which belonged to Vernon-
Amith and Redwing.

Redwing, he knew, had gone down,
Smithy was still in the studsy. Bunter's
business, apparently, was with the
Bounder of Greyiriars.
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He reached the door of Study Ne. 4.

Then, &< & door farther up the pas-
saga opened, he jumpel awiftly away, in
sudden alarm.

Bob Cherry came out of Study Ne. 13,
and c¢ame down the passage, with his
heavy footsteps. Bob hed been rvather
late in getting through prep. A hard
day st cricket had lett him disinclined
for such thin Now, however, he was
through, and he came away from his
study-—ztartling Bunter considerably by
his sudden appearance.

“*Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob stared at
the fat junior, whose guilty looks would
have struck the least suspicious eye.
“What are you up to, fatiy 1"

“Eih? Nothing!"” answered Bunter
“1 thought you'd gone down, Cherry—1I
mean, I was just coming Ernng to sk
vou if vou'd finished. I think Whar-
ton’s waiting for you downstaire—in fact,
I know he is! I woulds’t keep him
waiting, old chap ™

“You fat villain!
into Smithy's study.”

“MNothing of the kind, old chap! 1
wouldn't |  Smithy's been sent to
Coventry by the Form—and I'm as much
down on him as anybody! The fact
is, 1 was just going to Mauleverer’s
study—--=>"

“FParn round ! said Bob,

“Eh? What for?"

“I'm going to kick you as far as the
stairs.”

“ Beast 1" roarced Bunter.

He made & dive for his own studs,
bolted in like a fat rabbit into a hurrow,
and slammed the deor. Boeb Cherry
grinned, and tramped on to the Remove
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stalrcase.
the staivs.
Then Bunter opened his door again.

Once mora he understudied Moses of
old, and blinked this way end that way.

Again he found the coast clear, and
E.qgmn he orept up the passage to Study
No. 4 in the Remave,

This time ha did not hesitate at the
door. Boma other belated niember of
the Remove might have emerged and
spotted  him. o grabbed the door-
handle, turned it quickly, and openad
the door; he strollel rapidly into
Amithy's study, and shut the deor after
hmm. Now he was safe from ocbservation
if any other beast came along.

“1 say, Smithy-- -" gasped Bunter.

Herbert Vernon-Binith, the fellow who
was called the Bounder of Greyiriars,
was sitting in his armchair. His right
leg rested on another chair—8mithy had
a damaged ankle. There was a cigar-
ette in his mouth, fromn which a thin
spiral of smoke curled up.

He gave o start as Billy Bunter
appeared in his study, with the sudden-
ness of a Juck-in-the-box, He fixed his
eyes on the fat jumior and scowled. It
did not require a second glance to ascer-
tain that the Bounder was in a had
temper—one of his worst.

Even the short-sighted Owl of the
Remove could see that, and he warily
remained neav the door—iather com-
forted by Lhe knowledge that Smithy
had & “gama” leg. With a gamae leg
Smithy could not meve 30 sctively as
usual, and his visitor hav time to dodge
and escape if necessary.

His heavy tread rang dowa
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“You fat Owll® enapped the
Bounder. “ What do yo1 wanti?"

“I'va just looked in, old chap——"

" Leok out agéain B

“ Oh, really, 8mithy—"

“ And shut the door after you.”

Bunter blinked at him. For a fellow
who was “sent to Coventry ™ by his
Yorm, Smithy scemed very independent
—much toc independent, io DBunter.
"'he law was laid down that any fellow
speaking to Smithy was to be kicked.
Billy Bunter was running the risk of
being kicked. Evidently the DBounder
was ungrateful.

“If that’s how you talk to s chap
who's being kind to you, Smithy—"

an Bunter warmly.

*You fat idiot "

“You're left on your own here—even
yvour own pal, Redwing, has turned you
down [ said Dunter. “*Nobody in the
Remove 15 going to speak to you again.

think you might be civil to a fellow
who's teking pity on youl”

Bunter spoke indignantly. Ha felt
indignant. DBut he waus rather alarmed
at the effect ot his words. Vernon-
Smith's eyes seemed to Qome, and he

¢ & movement to rise from the arm-
chair. Bunter grabbed the door-handle,
ready to bolt. But a twinge of pain
from his crocked ankle caupght the
Bounder, and he sat down again, gasp-
ing.

“You fat fool 1" he snarled.
oot worth kickingl Get outl”

Buunter released the door-handle again.

“Don’t get shirty, old chap I he said
soothingly. “The fact is, ul:lij chap, I'm
pot down on you like the rest! Of
course, you played a rotten, dirty trick
to-day—you can't deny that—sneaking
of to some pup or other, and letting
them down in the middie of a cricket
match | Still, thev'a have been licked
—they hadn't a chance! I offered to
play for the Remove—*

“You blithering Owl "

. But Wharton chose to play Nugent
instead—silly ass, you know! If he
leaves out & really good man, what ecan
he expect? Of course, St. Jude’s won |
I don't suppose it would have mads
rauch difference if you’d turned up,
Bmithy, After all, you're no pgreat
shakes at oricket, are youi”

The Bounder gazed at him. Dunter,
apparcntly, was there fo ingratiate
himself somehow. He had his own ways
of doing it. Only a crocked ankle kept
the Bounder from kicking him out of
the study. ]

“I think you're gebting rough luck,
old chap,’” went on Bunter. *“They'ra
all down on you, and you're scot to
Coventry | Well, I'm not going to cub
vou, old chap | Of course, I can't speak
to you in the guad, or the Rag, or the
passages | DBut I shall drep into your
study somebimes. and give you a word
or two when I have time."

“* Will jam sald Bmithy, breathing
very hard.

“Yes, old chap—I moan it! That's
why I've come in hero now,* explained
Bunter. " Nobody else will take a
notice of Eirua:-u; but I'm going to spea
io you and chanee 1t—that's me all over.
Kindest friend and noblest foe, you
know, and all that, ¥ou being crocked
with that bandy leg, you'd like & fellow
te help you get supper in the study,
what ? ell, I'd do more than that for
g fellow I really likal™

“0Oh 1™ ejaculated the Bounder.

He understcod the reason now of
Bunter's mysterions antics |

Bmithy's study was a land Bowing with
milk and honey! There was always
something good in the study cupboard.
Beldom, or never, did the Owl of the
Remove get a chance at the good things.

"You're

&.3

But in the present unususl and abnormal
circumstance:, Bunter saw his chanca |
A fellow who was barred by the Form
ought to be glad if any fellow spoke to
him~—cspecially so fascipating a fellow
a3 Bunter'

Such a fellow ocuzht to be glad of
anybody’s company~and Bunter’s com-
pany, in Bunte.'s opinion, at least, was
the best going! Billy DBunter was, as
usual, after the loaves and fGshes!

Slowly and earefa’l;y the Bounder
lowered hiz dama.ed log to the floor.

“Don't get up, ulg chap [¥ said
Bunter. “Leave it to mel T'Il get
supper for you—and join you -f you like.
Don't speak too lovd, of course—fellows
milght pass the deor, and spot me here
—]1 don’t want that! If I'm to take
notice of you, old cha», we shall have
to be a bit diplomatic about it, see '’

“1I soo,” assented Vernon-Smith.

He got up all the same, and lim
to thoe table. Thers was & cricket bat
ly¥ing on the table.

Bunter eyed himn warily and uncasily.
A fellow never quite knew how to take
Smithy. And i1t wes gquile possible
that, after all Buonter’s kindness, he
was going to cut up rusty. Still, supper
in 3mithy’s study was worth some risk.
Supper in Hall, compared to supper
with Bmithy, was as moonlight unto
sunlight, as water unto wine. To Bun-
ter's relief, Smithy did not touch the

The Bounder’s in trouble
again. In fact, he’s “*barred”
by the Form, Yei, sitrangely
enough, the Bounder 1Is
““barred >’ for doing a good
deed-—not a bad one !

ericket bat—yet. He leaned on the
table, resting his domaged ankle, and
eved Bunter across it.

“There's s cake in the cupboard,”
said Smithy.

“T°ll get it out for you, old f:.hai),""
said Bunter joyfully. And he rolled
across to the cupboard.

It was ithen that Smithy picked up
the bat. While Bunter was hu;fgmg the
door he had no chance to bag him with
his gamo leg. Now Bunter was across
the study, and the Bounder hopped into
his line of rectreat.

Billy Bunter, his fat hand on the cup-
board, blinked round. His little round
eves almost Fﬂppad through his big
round spectacles at the sight of Smithy,
bat in hand, between him and the door.

“I—I-1 sny, Smithy—" he stam-
mered.

“ Now, you fat fool—"

“(h, you bcast, pulling my leg!”
ﬁ?sped unter; and he dodged round
e study table as the Bounder lim
towards him. “Ow! Okl Yarcoh!™
A hefty lunge from the bat caught

Bunter in his fat ribs. " Wheoop "

“Take that, wou fat sweep—and
that !” Smithy lunged again and again,
and the Owl of the Remove yelled as ho
took them.

Bunter made & frantic bound for the
door, after circumnavigating the table.
He grabbed wildly at the handle and
dragged. Smithy, hopping after him,
got 1n ona lick with the bat, which
Tanded on the tightest trousers at Grey-
friarz as Bunter got the door open.
The yell that Billy Bunter gave awoke
every echo in the Remove passago.

“Yarooop !

Then he bounded out.

showed no si

“Ow | Beast ! Wow !  roared
Bunter, as he bounded. The door of
Study No. 4 slammed after him,

Billy Bunter gasped, and trailed dis-
mally away, rubbing several places
where he had s pain, The Bounder,
barred by the Form, was left alone in
his study again; and his solitude was
not broken any more by William Geor,

Bunter, Bunter was fed-up with bei
kind to Emithy. £ .

r——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Two in Coveniry!

INGATE of the Bixth saw
lighta out for the Remove that
night,

The Greyiriars captain’s
eyes fell grimly on the Bounder when he
limped into the dormitory. SBmithy's
face was a little pals, but otherwise he
of the pain he folt, The
Bounder had no use for aym]ilnthr, and
he hated to show that he was hurt., But

he could not help the limp, which Win-

gate noticed at once.

Vernon-Smith went silently across to
his bed. No one spoks to hum, and no
one even looked at him, except Tom
Redwing. Harry Wharton & Co. were
ignoring his existence, and the rest of
the Hemove [followed sunit. The
Bounder had been sent to Coventry for
letting down his side in the St Jude's
match that day. And since the sen-
tence of the Form had been passed, no
Removite had spoken a wurg te him,
excepting Billy Bunter, in search of a
stiudy supper. And that study supper,
not having materialised, the fat Owl
was as keen as the rest on barring
Smithy—keener, in fact.

" Vernon-Smith ¥  Wingate rapped
out the name. *“What's the matter with
you

“ Nothin® ™

“You're limping "

“Only a tap on my ankle, I had a
spill en my bike this afterncon™
answered the Bounder carclesely,

“And what were you doing on & bike,
when you were a memboer 1:;%' the junior
team playing Bt Jude's at ericket?”
demanded the Greyfriars captain,

“ Ridin’ 1™

“What " ejaculated Wingate, while
some of the fellows looked round et the
Bounder, and grinned.  Smithy might
be an outcast 1in his Form, buf he had
not lost his cool check,

"Ridin' 1" repeated Srathy., " That's
what I generally do when I'm on a
bike, Wingate." .

“He, ho he 1" canie from Billy Bunter,

Wingate wallkked across &0 the
Bounder, his face primmer than ever.
Smithy eyed him coolly, sitting on the
edge of his bed to take his shoes off,

“You're asking for six,” ssid Win-
gate. "I don't waont any cheek from
you, Vernon-Smith. From what I hear,
you wero in the Remove eleven to-day,
and played in the Grst innings, and then
cleared off and eut the rest of the game,
leaving your skipper in the lurch.
That kind of thing won't do for Grey-
friars, And I suppose you Lnow that I
shall have to take notice of it, as Head
of the Games?" : 3

“0Oh, quite !” said Smithy. “DBut it's
rather & distinction, Wingate, for a
Lower Bchool fellow to be taken notice
of by the captain of the school; so I
fecl rather bucked.” ]

“Smithy's the man to ask for it, and
no mistake ! murmured Bob Cherey.

“The askfulness is truly terrifio!”
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram 8ingh.

Therse was only one thing that saved
Herbert Vernon-Smith from fﬁtﬂﬂg
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what he was asking for. Wingate, cye-
ing him keenly, could see that he waa in
pain, in spite of his coolness and his air
of indifference. And the Greyfriars
caplain would not “ whop * a fellow who
waus crocked and huct. 13 eyes glinted,
but ho sEuke quictly when he answered,

“"Cheek won't help you much, Vernon-
Smith. You'll come to the prefects'
room afler class to-morrow, and 1 shall
deal with yvou™

“Pleased !” answered the Bounder.
“You see, Wingate, I'm sent to
Coventry by my own F’ﬂrﬂ‘j,”

“I'm not surprized at that, after the
way ﬁ-ﬂlu'?ﬂ_ acted.”

“0Oh, quite! But bein' in Coventry
in the Remove, it will be quite nics to
have a chat with the Bixth, Rely on me
gomin’ a]nn%."

“*That will do!” enapped Wingate;
and he turned his back on the Bounder.
*“Turn in, you kids] Light goes out in
five minuges [ ) i

The Greyfrisrs captain went out into
the pa where he chatted with
Gwynne of the SBixth while the Hemove
turned in.  Tom Bedwing, aller some
hesitation, eame over to the Bounder,
He was Smithy's chum, but he could
not help sharing the feelings of the
Form on the subject of the Bounder's
conduct that day. But Redwing be-
lieved, or tried to believe, that Smithy
could have explained the matter if he
had liked, though why he did not chooso
to do so was & mystery, unless it was
one morae sample of the Bounder’s head-
eLroilg Arroganco.

Vernon-Smith gave {-'!im a curious look
as he came over. & had wondered
whether his chum, who had always
borne Fatieutly with his many faults
gnd failings, would join in the sentence
of the Form. A parenﬂi Redwing did
not intend to do so, thovgh be had
hesitated,

“Bmithy——" he began.

“I say, you fellows,” sgueaked Billg
Bunter, " Redwing's talking to Smithy.2

“ Bhut uf, Redwing '™ called oub
Johnny Bull.

“Roddy, old bean,” said Harry Whar-

ton, tapping Tom on the shoulder,
“ ghuck 5-. old chap! Smithy's in
Covantry I

“I know,” zaid Redwing, eolouring.
11} But___-"‘

“You're not making out that he
hazn't asked for it, I suppose?” said the
caEtain of the Remove.

Well, no—but—-="

“¥ou know what he's done,” =said
Harry, his eyes glinting. "“We were
beaten to the wide by St. Jude's, be-
cause vernon-3mith let us down in the
middle of the match, He could have
stood out of the game if he'd liked.
But he ]E:]a;rmi in the fivst inmings, and
I couldn't play ancther man aflter that.
Do you think a fellow who lots us down
like that is ft to speak to?”

Redwing’s colour deepened. But he
did nu#ﬂfyaiter. _— g

“Smithy'e my pal,” he sai

“That's sll very well, but you can't
stand out agsinst the Form, He's
sent to Coventry, and any fellow speak-
ing fo him will get the same! Bo chuok
it, and don't be an ass!™

“I beliove Emit]}y could explain why

ba cut the match."

“Why doesn’t he, then?” demanded
Frank Nugant. :

“I don’t know, Bui—"

“The butfulnesz iz terrifie. my

peteemed Redwing,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh. “The absurd and rotten
Smithy 13 not fit to speak to with &

- 1
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“ Look here, Ivave him alone, Reddy !®
exclaimed Squiff, = y

Redwing shook his head.

‘I'm stending by Smathy,” he
answered. " If you men like to bar me,
too, you ¢an get on with it! I'm stick-
ing to my pah"”

“You cheeky aszs!” bawled Bolsover
major.

“This won't do, Redwing,”
Harry Wharton, frowning.

“1 can’t help that—I mean it!"

“Better not, cld bean,” drawled the

der. “Think what you'll lose.

MNobody in the Remoave Evifl speak to
ou. Mo more high-falutin jawa from
Vharton. The loss of his improvin’
conversation alone is simply staggerin’,
No mere babble from Cherry, or gabble
from Bull, Nugent will never tell you
any more what a delightful little fel-
low his miner in the Sccond is. Think
you can really stand it? And Bunter
will never, never ask you to lend him
a bob till his postal order comes.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, you checky rotter——"
exclaimed Frank Nugent, Eushing erim-
E'DJ:'I.. :

Nugent could always be drawn by a
gibs on the subject of his minor in the
Hecond.

“Dear me! Nuogent's talking to me,”
said the Bounder. “Does that mean
that you're letting me out of Coventry,
Nugent? I'm not surs that I'm keen
on it—in fact, I shall have to make it
g condition that yeu den’t tell me any
of the wonderiul sayings and doings of
your minor ¥

There was a chuckle up and down the
dormitory. Frank Nugent bit hiz lip
and turned away. Wharton’s brows wera
knitted. He took Hedwing's arm and
drew hun quietly but firmly away from
the Bounder. Redwing shook his arm
free.

“Leave me alone, Wharton ¥ he said.

“It that m

said

“It means that I'm sticking to
Smithy 12

“Then don't care what he's
done 7 exclaimed Wharton angrily,

“1I dol But——"

“But what?” rapped the captain of
the Remove.

“I'm standing by bim, all the same,”
said Tom stuhh%rul:,r.

Wharton compressed his lips.

“ Then you'll be sent to Coveniry along
with him,” he snid.

“Very well!? answered
quietly.

Wharton turned away from him. He
meant every word that he said, and Red-
wing understood that quite clearly, and
all that it meant. But he was prepared
to face it for the sake of his chum.

“You're an ass, Reddy, old chap|”
said the Bﬂunﬂar. “ Look here, I'm not

askin' you—="
“No need,” answered Tom.

Redwing,

“Those silly asses mean it—you'll be
cut h’? the Yorm for the rest of the
term,” said Smithy, in a low voice.
“ Chuck 16, old man [®

“ Rats M

“They mean busingsg-—"

(1] Eﬂ ﬂ 1 1-??

Wingate came back
niitory, and the lights were put out. In
the unzual buzz of talk from bed to bed,
after lizhts out, there were two voices
that did not join—Smithy's and Red-
wing's, Two fellows, one the most un-
popilar in the school at the prezent
moement, and the other as popular as
any fellow at Greyfriars, were barred by
ihe Remaove.

imte the dor-

THE MAGNET

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Barred 1

LANG1 Clangl
ﬂ The rising-bell rang in the
clear, sunny May iporning.

g Bob Cherry was out of bed,
in the Hemove dormitory, with a bound,
before the sccond clang had died away.
Other follows sat up and yawned.

"Turn out, you slackers | bawled Bob.
“Hallo, halla, hallo ! Bunfer| Want a
Little help ¥

Snore |

“ Bmithy, you slacker—oh, I forgot |
Bedwing—my bat, I forgot againl Blow
both of youl*

»*Ia, ka, hal”

“Turn olf that mepaphone, please,
said the Bounder, sitting up io bed.

“Why, you cheeky asge——"

“You're talking to Bmithy, fathead I*
sald Johany Bull.

“What did the silly asa want to get
into  Coventry for?” demanded Bob.
“I've a jolly good mind to bump him

out of bed on his napper!”
“Come an’ do 1617 inviled the
Bounder.

“1'll jolly well—"

“Shut up, old chap!™ snid Harry
Wharton.

* 0Oh, blow 1” said Bob.

It was not easy for the exuberant Bob
to' keep up any trouble with anybedy—
he would rather have punched Smithy's
head and then forgotten all about it.
But the sontence of the Form had to
ba carried out, and Bob toed the lioe
with the rest.

Smithy turned out of bed, wincing a
little as he put his domaged leg to the
floor. That damaged leg had saved him
from & ragging, but probably he would
have preferred o ragging to the sentence
of Coventry. DBut if the Bounder cid
not like his sentencs he was not the
fellow to show it. His manner was quite
cool and indifferent.

be successfully

And Smithy doubted
that sentence could .
carried on for long. Redwing, &t least,
was standing by him. And Skinner &
Co., though they lined up with the rest
of the Remove, wera not Keen on it—
Skinner and his friends cared little
whether a fellow had let down his com-
rades in a cricket match. Tha ericketers
were adamant—they could not pardon
the deserter who had brought sbout
their defeat in the first big mateh of the
seazon. But other fellows were not so
keen, and were likely to grow less and
less keen aa time passed, Schoolboy
memories are short, as s rule.

For the present, however, the Bounder
was an outcast in his Form. Ha was
ignored by the Remove, and but for
Redwing’s loyalty he would have been
left entirely to himself, Redwing's
faithful friendship meant a gresat deal
to him now, The sailorman’as son leit
the dormitory with him, and they went
down to early prayers together, and then
into tha quadrengle. Vernon-8mith was
well aware how utterly rotten it would
have been to “mooch ” about the echool
entirely by himseli—advertising to all
Creyfriars that no fellow in his Form
wanted to have anything to do with
him. That would have been bitterly
humiliating to the Bounder, and from
E}&t humiliation Redwing’s loyslty saved

im.

Mot that Tom was guite essy in his
mind about it. Smithby's sentence was
deserved—the Form were in the right,
and Smithy was in the wrong—so far
as Tom could see. Tt was rather a
severe test of friendship to back up a
fellow who was palpably in tha wron
against & whole Form that condemn

too, whether
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him,

Redwing could not feel happy
about it, and his face was a good deal
more troubled than the Bounder's. Bug
he did not falter—he was sticking to
his chum, and that was that!

The Famous Five came out into the

auad, and the Bounder eyed them, with
a sarcastic grin. Harry Wharton and
Johnny Bull ignored him as if he did
not exist. Hurree Singh looked another

way. Dob Cherry coloured rather un-
comfortably, and Frank Nugent gave
him & look of cold scorn. Irank was

more down on the Bounder than his
friends, good-natured as he was. It was
because Frank had been played in the
ft. Jude's match in the place to which
SBmithy considered his own chum, Red-
wing, wae entitled, that the trouble had
started. That was the only reason, so
far as the Remove knew, why Smithy
had let the cricketers down in the
middle of the match.

Frank, after all, had played quite &
good game, and helped to keep down
the margin of defeat, and the Bounder's
contemptuous  gibes rankled in  his
breast. Smithy met his scornful glance
with a smile.

“Dear ald Nogent's got his dear littles
back up more thon the other silly osses,™
he remarked to Redwing, when the
Fomous Five had walked on.

“Wnl!:, that’s natural encugh.” said
Tom. “You treated Nugent rottenly,
Smithy—you know that as well as I do 1™

“Quite 1” agreed the Bounder. * Dut
I rather tried to make up for it after-
wards, Beddy.”

“Did you?” said Tom. He koew
nothi of that.

“In fact, I rather think I have made

i

m

i
g 'y

if

Smith,

up for it, and a little over, if the dear
boy only knew!” drawled Smithy.

“I don't see how——-"

“0f course you don't! Hallo, here
are some of the microbes of the Becond |
Let's go nnd speak to them[”

“YWhat on carth for " demanded Tom.

Three faps of the Second Form—
Nugent minor, Gatty, and bMyers, were
scudding in the quad, jerking off one
another's caps, and generally * playing
the goat ™ in the manner of the Second |
It was the first time that IHerbert
Vernon-Smith had shown any interest in
the existence of the Second Form.

“Oh, let’s 1" said Bmithy. It will
get Nugent’s rag oub if he sces me
talkin' to lus minor.”

“"Well, I don't want te gef Nugent's
rag out.*

“It will be rather mmusin’, especially
in the elreumstances.™

“What circumstances?™

“That,” said the Bounder gravely, “is
g secret—a deep, deadly, snd myvster:-
ous secret.™

“Oh, don't be an sss, Bmithy,” said
Taom rostivelr.

“{an’t help it, old bean! Asses, léke
pocts, are born and not made,™ saud
Vernon-Smith. %I dare say you never
puessed that I was the biggest ass in
the Remove—present company excepted,
of course.”

“ Fathead ™

“But it's the fact, said Smithy.
“It's the real, genuine, solid factl Bup-
pose I told you that T cut the cricket
yvesterday, Reddy, te do & good deed—
like one of those jolly scouts who do
a good turn every day? Think you
conld ewallow 163"

“I think I could,” said Tom. "I

Bunter made & frantic bhound for the door,
gmhhmlmth& handle, and dragged.
the bat, which landed on the tightest irousers at
Gmirﬁan. as Bunter gof the door open.

Vernon-
ing after him, got In one lck with

“ Ow !
Wow ! Yarooocoop " yelled Bunter.
know vou better than the other
fellows, Smithy, But—the Remove
would want a lot of proof, I'm afraid.”

“Just what I'm not in' to give
them,” said Smithy, laughing, *Let's
nail thaose fnﬁs, nmiymnl-:e Nugent scowl.
1t’s amusin’,

""Look here, S3mithy—"

“Bow-wow! Hallo, young shaverl”
The Bounder hailed Nugent minor, and
Dicky, rather to Redwing's surprise,
gave him a friendly grin, It waa only
e couple of days since Smithy had
smacked the fug's head, when he came
up to the Remove passage to see his
brother in Study No. 1, and Dicky had
promptly hacked his shins in return,
So far as Redwing knew, his chium had
not come into contact with Master Dicky
since then. Bo it was rather surprising
to soo that friondly grin on Dicky's face,

“}Hallo ' responded Dicky Nugent

“(Getting on all right with your Form
master 1 asked Smthy. ;

“Right as raini” answered Dicky.
“0Old Twigeg's all right! Gatty thinks
he's going to give me my pound back
some time.” _ .

“Sure thing 1" snid Gatty, with a nod.
“Old Twigg's bark is alweys worse than
his bite. %cliwe me, he will squecze it
out some day when he's in & good
temper.s”

“You sce,”” the Bounder explained to
the wondering Redwing, * Dicky had a
pound note from a benevolent uncle,
and Twigﬁr found that he was going to
spend it all on bursting the Second with
B gigantic gorge. So he fook it away
to send back to nunky."” i

“ Hard checse, Dicky I’ said Redwing,
with a smila.

Tee Maioxer Lissary,—No. 1,320.
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“Well, he was waxy with me, too,”
gaid Dic {] “I did him a ripping Latin
cxercise, but 1 believe he guessed that
Frank did it for me. Then he found
out about the pound and bagged it.”

“And Dicky bregged that he would
take it back from: Lwigg's desk,” said

Myers. “"But I jolly well knew he
wouldn’t 1"

*Look here, young Myers——" roarcd
Dicky.

“Well, you dido't, anyhow I'* jeerad
Alyeors.

*1 knew it was gas I'" agread Gatty.

*“It was gone when I lecked for it 1™
Looted Dicky. “If it had becn in
Twigg's desk I'd bave had it——"

& AMmMon i"

“I jolly well tell you I went for it—-

in Twigg's study, while he was out with
Prout yestorday——"' .

“8hut u u young ass!' said the
Bounder. “That's not a thing to yell
out in the quad.’

“Well, I'm not havinﬁ any cheek
frem these pilly duffers!” said Dieck
Nugent. “I've a jolly good mind—"

“Here comes your majorl” said
Gatty., "“Let's cut; I can see he's going
to jaw yvou, We Lf;[“ t.-:m!"muﬂh from
‘Our major, n ugent
? “Ha !.m;i’{-ﬂujfw me,” said Dicky
independently.

And he eyed Frank Nugent with cool
defiance ss the Remavite cama ap.
Frank was undoubtedly locking less
amiahle than usual.

to

“What the dickens are you talki
Verpon-Smith for, Dicky?" asked
Frank. )

“ Because I choose !’ answered Dicky.

“¥Well, let him alone | He's been sent
to Coventry by the Romove—="

“I'm not in tho Remove, am 11" de-
manded Nugent minor. “DMob of silly
duffors, if you ask mel The Remove
can go and eat coke "

“Well, look here, keep clear of
Vernon-8mith 1” ;
“8han't1” retorted Dicky. “ What

are you barring Bmithy for, I'd like to
know ! Iie's a better man than you any
day I
A’Hﬂur,. hear i** chuckled the Bounder.
Nugent erimsoned.
“¥You young sweep— ' he began

hutlg.

“Oh, can it!" said Dicky. “Leave a
man alane! Heel! You're not going to
give me orders because you help ma
with Latin sometimes. Hallo! There's
Bolsover minor, you men. Eneock his
hat off 1**

The heroes of the Hecond rushed off
in chase of Bolsover mmnor of the Third.
¥rank gave the Bounder a black look—
te which Smithy responded with a
cheery grin. Then, without o word, he
stalked away to rejoin his friends.

“Amusin’, aint hef"” drawled the
Bounder. . .

“0Oh, rot!l"” said Redwing. Ie did
not see anything amusing 1n irritating
and exasperating Frank MNupgent, Tha
Bounder scemed to find it amusing, and
he was smiling cheerlully when he went
in to breakfast with his chum—a barred
outcast to the rest of the Romoave.

P ———

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A One-sided Conversation!

ARRY WHARTON, after class
H that day, lingered in the House
when his comrades went out.

IHo waited by a window in

the passage that led to the prefects’

room—a passage which the feet of

Lower Bchool follows were generally un-

willing to tread. Ho was waiting there
Macnxr —MNo, 1,

for Herbert Vernon-SBmith to paszs.
Smithy had to appear before the ]gaﬂ-d
of the Games, to answer for his conduct
the previous day, but ha was not in a
hurry. Wharton had waited some little
time before ho saw the Bounder loung-
g up the passage with his hands in

his pockets,
. Tho captain of the Remove was look-
g very thoughtful. The fierce anger

roused by Smithy’s offence had passed,
and reflection had followed. gﬂ:l-’lﬂlj
waa sent to Uoventry, and if he had
nothing to say for himself, he fully de-
served it—and more—and 1‘E"i"hznrts:rnu had
ne idea of making things sny casier for
him. But hnd he something to say for
bhimseli? That question rather worried
the captzin of the Remove now that ha
bad had ample time to consider the
matter more calmly and ot leisure. If
he had deliberately left the team in the
larch from no motive but spiteful malice
he deserved to be kicked out of Grey-
friars. But had he?

With all his faults, all his cheek and
his headstrong arrogance, Smithy had
always been a sportsman, and his
temper—often as it had led him astray
—had never led him into such an action
as this before. Often, no doubt, he had
sailed vory near the wind when hiz back
was up. DBut this was the limit—far
beyond the limit. I1f the fellow had,
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f]ftﬂ all, anything to say for himself,
or——
Vernon-Bmith stared at Wharton for
a moment in ;igssin and would have
ut

lounged on, arry stepped out
inta his way. )

“Iiold on a minute, Smithy,” he said
almost amicably.

Bmithy stopped, still staring. He did
not answer. He scemed to remember
that he was in Coventry, if his Form
captain did nob.

“You're ga::ing' up before Wingate

now,"” went on Wharton, “Well, hzten
to me. Yeswrday you said something
about explaining to me why you cut the

cricket—keeping i1t dark from all the
rest.  That would h&rﬂlf have done, in
the circumstanees. Still, T remember
vou said so. Then you changed your
mind, after hearing that Wingate had
taken the matter up.'”

The Bounder mni‘i'::d ironically, but he
did not speak.

“I've beoen thinking it over,” wont on
Harry. “On the face of it, it looks as

if you left us in the lurch, out of rotten.

malice, becawnse Nugent was played
instead of your Fai Redwing. Dut it's
hard to believe that any fellow could be
such a rotter and such a fool”

No answor,

“¥ou eeid you had an explanation,
which you would give to me alone as
cricket captain. But it scoms that you
didn’t want to do that after bearing
that head prefcct was mixzed up in the

THE MAGNET

matter. Most of the fellows think that
means thet you went pub-haunting when
you left us in the lurch yesterday.”

Smithy shrugped his shoulders,

*1 thought I'd mako a sort of appeal
to you, Smithy,” said Wharton quictly,
“1 don't want to believe you an out-
and-out rotter. 1 don't want to have
to cut you out of the cricket all through
the summer term. I know that you had
an accident while you were out; your
leg’s crocked. I've wondered whether
that wgs why you did not turm up.”

Another shrug,

“Even so, it doesn’t explain why you
went out on your bike while the game
was on. Redwing came down to the
ground, saying you were coming, But
you never came. Wibley saw you go
out on your bike soon after that. It
lm%a-*weﬁ, you know how it looks, But
can't Jou. say anything that would make
it look different i

No answer,

_"If you can, I'll be jolly glad to hear
it! If you can't, Coventry goes on till
the eand of the term! You can't want
that. I ought not to be speaking to
you now really, but—well, have you any-
thing to say, Smithy "

Apparen Smithy hadn’t. At all
events, he said nothing. Ho stood
staring at the captain of the Remove
in silence,

“Can't

“I'm waiting,” said Harry.
you speak 1’

?ﬂmﬂn-%@ith ]Ehuak his head. Thers
was a mocking glimmer in his eyes, an
Wharton felt iiE temper rising,

“Why not, you ass?” demanded
Harry sharply,

The Bounder, to Wharton's astonish-
ment, felt in his pocket. He took out
little notebook, with a pencil attached,
Wharton watched him bﬁ‘ﬂ.nkl:,' while he
opencd it and scribbled a few words in
PWhat the th p—"

“What o thum
\‘E"I_&artﬂms b held 5

ernon-Smit up the open pa
for him to look at. On it was writtreng?

“I'm in Coventry.”

Wharton's face crimsoned. He
realised that the Bounder was deliber-
ately pullmﬁ his leg. Being in Coventry,
it amused the sardenic Bounder to keep
it I;ap. whether the other fellows did or
not.

“You silly, ::heakf' css1”  exclaimed
Wharton, his eyes feaming. “I'm ask-
ing you for the last time—will woun
answor me

Without speaking, the Bounder ta;;pﬂﬂ
the words he had written with his fore-
finger. Evidently he did not intend to

speak.
Harry Wharton drew s deep, dee
breath, His hands clenched hard. HE
had transgressed the sentenco laid down
h]j' the Form, in the hope of somehow
cloaring up the maotter and gettin
mutters back to their old footing. An
this was how the Bounder received his
attempt to lhieal the breach. It was in

his mind to krock the mocking, jecring
follow headlong.

“You checky rotter!” said the ca
tain of the Remove between his tee
“That fimishes it! You're in Coventry,

ou cad, and you stay thero! I've a
jolly good mind——*

Vernon-Smith took the pencil aﬁ?in
scribbled a couple of words, and eld
the;ﬂ up to view. The words were * Bhut
up

‘The next moment notebook and peneil
wore knoclied from his hand and swept
to the floor., Wharton came at him wi
his hands up, and his eyes glinting
over them.

Instantly the Bounder’s hands shot up.
In another moment thers would bave

been a scrap in progress within a few

exclaimed
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ﬁarda of the door of the prefects’ room!
ut sven as they were about to elose in
strife, Wharton realised that Smithy
was limping, and remembered that he
was crocked,

He dropped his hands at once and
stepped q}|;11nk13 back. The DBounder
stared at him in astonishment:; then, as
he uwnderstood Wharton's motive, his
eves flamed with rage. He was crocked,
and he could not have steod up to the
captain of the Remove for a minute;
but his arrogant pride was up in arms—
he hated to be spared. e made a
stride after Wharton—and then, as a
twinge of pain caught him, panted and
stopped.

“Cut it out!” said Harry. " You'll
get enough from Wingate, anyhow—no
need for me to touch youw.”

Vernon-Smith opened his lips—and
elosed them again.

Herry Wharton laughed contempfu-
ously and walked away. The Dounder
cramnmed the notebook into his pockel
and scowled after him.

Wharton went out into the quad. The
fat voice of Billy Bunter fell on his
-Eﬂ.;l;iﬂs he 'Imﬂ:?r]"mund for his uhl.!ma.

say, yvou fellows, aro you poing to
gend Wharton to Coventry. ]iﬁe _'gedu
wing? He's talking to Smithy—I zaw
him in the prefects’ passago.”

“Shut up, vou asal™ growled Dob
Cherry.

*0h, really, Cherey! I toll you I zaw
them jewing nineteen to the dozen!”
said Bunter indignantly. “I J-D“f well
think he -ﬂ-nght to bo licked. 'va &
iullg‘ good mind to kick him, so there ™

“The esteemed kickfulness might be a
boot on the other leg, my absurd and
idiotc Bunter " prinned Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“*¥aoh{” retorted Bunter. *Who's
afraid of Wharton, I'd like to know?
Swanking ass, if you ask me! I'd jelly
well tell him =0 if he ?;‘.ns herao | \{'hal:
are vou snigpering at

“Ha, ha, ga!” roared the Co., who
had a full view of the ceptain of the
Boemove, coming along behind Bunter.
Bunter, who, of course, had no eyes in
tho baek of his bullet head, did not ses
him coming. ]

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!” said the fat Owl. *Bmithy’s in
Coventry, and a fellow who speaks o
him ought to be jolly well kicked. You
can snigger, but what I jolly well say
is— Whﬁnﬂmnfﬂ"

Bunter made that remark as a foot
landed on hiz tight trousers. He spun
round, roaring, and blinked at Harry
Wharton in great slarm through his big

spactacles, .

“Oh1” gasped Bunter. “I—I didn’t
EEd YOUu, UE.;.‘ p! I-—T was just saying
to these fellows that it was rather decent
of you to gpeak & word or two to poor
old Bmithy, and Beast! Gerroff |
Stop kicking me, you rotterl ‘Wow!
Oh !iur'! Oh crikey IV

"Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yarooooh |V

Billy Bunter fled.

“Had it cut with Smithy?™
Johnny Bull, rather gruffiy.

“I'm fed-up with the checky rotter "
was Wharton's reply.

And that was that!

aslked

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Benefit of the Doubt !

INGATE of the Sixth was sit-

w ting in the prefects’ room,

wit%n hiz ashplant lying on tha

table within easy reach.

Wingate had no doubt that that ash-

plant would be required in the coming
interview.

A few years ago the largest submarine
carried only five men, To-day, more
than a hundred men form the crew of

“A Demon of the Deep!”

which is the subject of this week’s

topping photogravure plate,

OU would shudder at the mere
thought of workmng, eating,
sleeping, and g‘eneraily livin
down among the maze o
astonishing machinery that forms the
interior of a modern submarine—with
only a shell of steel between you and
death in tho deeps of the sea, DBut
wouldn't you jump at the chance of
looking over one of these demons of the
deep tor a few minutes—providing the
sul, wers tied up tightly to & harbour
wall and not submerged?

Under Water for Sixty Hours!

Yet naval men come to regard that
job az just nothing., What have they to
assure them that when their submarine
submerges they will ever come up
again?  Well, the submarine of to-day
is an astounding marvel, and the
chances of aceident have been ent down
to the minimum, A big, up-to-date sub-
marine costs about half a million pounds
to build—many a destroyer costs less—
and mav carry more than a hundred
men a3 the crew!

It can stay under water for sixty
hours, if necd be, completely invisible,
but for the periscopes—which ars the
submarine's “oyes "—showing just above
the surface. ‘That's the skipper’s post,
by the end of the periscope, and by its
aid he can see over the surface of the
sea, it all directions, for a considerable
distance. He needs more than one pair
of eves, really, for he has also to watch
the instruments which register the sub-
marine’'s depth,

If the submarine went down too far,
the weight of water would crush in her
sides like a blown-up paper bag suddenly
banged between the hands., His officers
and other ratings each have their own
special job to attend to, and so it is

really a case of all lives aboard being in
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everyone’s hands—with the skipper
offictally responsible,
It takes less than a minute for a sub-

marine to disappear beneath the sea,
this being done by filling the big water-
tanks through the sea-cocks, the weight
then being sufficient to take the sub-
marine down below. 'When the sub-
marine is to rise again, the tanks are
“blown "that is, the water iz forced
out of the tanks and the underwater
vessel is then light enough to come to
the top again.

In Case of Emergencies !

Should anything go wrong with this
machinery, and the submarine fail to
rise, the big keel, tons in weight, can
be nutomatically cast off, thus lighten-
ing her very considerably. IFf that fails,
the men have a last chance for their
lives, They can put on the wonderful
Davia Escope Apparatus (as shown In
our plate), leave the siricken submarine,
and, if they are lucky, shoot to the sur-
face. A famous instance of this
Hl-i"lli'amhﬂ saving several lives scourred
when the British submarine Poscidon
was sunk, after a collision, in Chinese
waters.

A few years ago the biggest sub-
marine carried a crew of only fve, and
it was always & toss-up whether the crew
ever saw the light of day again after
submerging. But the crews don't scem
to think of their immense dangers.
During the Great War, DBritish sub-
marings actually ran the gauntlet of
huge, weighted nets sunk by the encmy
across the mouth of a piece of water to
keep them out. But the submarines
simply dived below the nets—deeper
than the designers cver intended them to
go—then came up, bombarded the enemy
coast, and did all the damago- they
could, then submerged again, and crept
back under the nets!
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Photo-Plate !
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. Gwyone and Sykes of the Sixth were
in the room with him. The Bounder
came in without knocking, and stood
before the three prefects with his hands
in his pockeis and a faintly sneering
smile on his hard face. Smithy had to
turn up at the order of the Head of the
Games, but he made it quite clear that
he was not awed by the prefects’ roomn
ond 1its lofty occupants. His cool attl-
tude made the Greyiriars caplain’s brow
darken.

“You wanted to see me, I think you
said, Wingate ! remarked the Bounder

1 |
neg_[ignnt._m

o5, First of all, take your hands
out of your pockets !
The Bounder took

“Any old thing 1™ 3
them out. bu: he contrived fo infuse
impertinence into the way he did it
*Cheolr won’t help you, Yernon-
Bmith I said Wingate quictly. “ Now,
let's have this out! From what Ive
heard, you aected yesterday like a
thorough young rotter! You played in
an innings, s that Wharton couldn’t
ut 2 man in in yvour place—and then
et the team down! I hear that there
was s0mo trouble about a pal of yours

being left out—as if you had any right
to dictate to your skipper whom he
cshould play and whom ho shouldn't!
Is that why you cut the gamo?”

(23 Nn !I?

“Then why?? demdnded Wingate.
“What reason can vou give?”

“Well, I might have had a lot of
reasons, Wingate,” said the Bounder in

n casual, conversational tone, " Sup-
pose I had a telegram saving that my
pater was il]l—"

“Did you?"

Hﬂh' no !:u

“Then what do you mean?” snapped
Wingato.

“T mean what I say—that I might
have had o lot of reasons, and that
might have been ono of them. As it
happens, it wasn't!”

ingate stretched out his hand to tho
ashplant. DBat he withdrew it again.

“I'm going to be as patient as I ean,
"e"emnn-gmit. .7 he sal ciuiei]:,n “No
Gireyiriars man ean be allowed to &ct
as you appear to have done. But I
want to hear anything you can say in
your defence. Did yon have any reason

Tue Macuer Lienary,—No, 1,320,



for culting the match, except silly
malics against your skipper "

' E'E'S.

"What was the reason?"

“I went out on my bike, and was
crocked coming back. I was rather
cutting it fino, and nearly ran into a
rirler in Redelyifo Woods™

AN wvery well; but that doesn’t
nrtrlain why you went out for a bike
rido in the middlo of a ericket match-—

and the path through Redelyifo Woods
is miles from here, Why did you go out
on your bikei"

The Bounder laughed.

“¥ou won't beliove me when T tell

ou,” he answered. “Buf I'll tell you.

went out to do & good deed !

“What?” t*-:aamdg Wingate, while
Gwynne and Sykes stared blankly at the
Bounder.  Whatever they had ex-
pected, they had not cxpected such a
reply a3 that from the mocking, hard-
faced Bounder of Greyfriars. .

“G-0-0-d, pood d-e-e-d, deed[” said
the Bounder, spailmg it out, with cheer-
ful impertinence. “I'm not always a
moedel of virtue and an example to
errin’ youth, like youraelf, Winga o

“¥ou'd better take care, Vernon-
Smith I'" said the captain of Greyiriars,
breathing hard.

“But, without bein’, as a rule, o
shinin’ light, every now and then I'm
not so0 black as F'm painted,” went on
Smithy, “Bein’ on bad terms with a
certain fellow, I went out specially to
do him an act of kindness—at the risk of
lettin® down the ericket. Sounds steep,
dorsn't 167"

“Rather too steep, you young ass!™
gnid Gwynne, staring at him. *“Give
him six and kick him out, Wingate.”

But Wingate did not reach for the
ashplant, His eyes wero fixed very
eurtously on Herbert Vernon-Siith.

“Dio you expect a varn like that to be
swallowed 1 he asked.

“Not at all 1*

“Then why are you spinning it to
me

“Decause this i3 one of my truthful
davs,” said the Bounder. *Like jolly
old Washington, I cannot tell a lie.™

*Very well,” zaid Wingate, compross-
ing nis lips. “Whe was the [ellow vou

were on bad terms with ¥
“Guess k™
“You're to tell e
“ Nothin® dein',” answered the

Bounder eoolly, “I'm ready to be
licked. Which chair ghall I bend over 2

“And how did you do the fellow »
good turn?” asked Wingate.

“Guess again!"’

“You won't tell ma thati"

14 HP J':I'J

“Why not?"”

“It might land somebody in trouble.
Don’t ask me to undo the good work of
my own bhands,” said ¢ Bounder
mockingly. “I den’t do such a fearful
lot of good deeds that I can afford to
spoil 'em when done!” )

“I'd make 1t & dozen, Wingate!”’ re-
marked Sykes, :

“Six will do for me, if you don't
mind, Wingate,” suggested the Bounder.
*1 never was green:g'f‘ .

Again Wingate stretched out his hand
to the ashplant. Again he withdrew if.
He was locking a littla perplexed.

“Yeou've told me this yvarn, koowin
that I shouldn't believe it!"” he sai

M Exactly! I shouldn't have told you
if I'd thought for o moment that you'd
believe it,”* assented the Bounder.

“¥m rather disposed to believe it, all
the same,” said Wingate rather un-
expectedly. “It may be sheer un-
ndulterated cheek—but——" He paused.
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"You're a tough young acoundrel,

Vernon-Smith, and you want licking

Iﬁmm than any other kid at Greyiriars
P

o poused again. e was puzzled and
perplexed. Somehow or other, in spite
of the Bounder's mockery, it seamed to
Wmiuta that thero wos & ring of truth

in what he had said,
“If you're telling me the truth—>"
he said at last.

“A jolly big *if * 1" grunted Gwynne,

& you're telling me the {ruth,
Vernon-Smith, yeu went out, intending
to return and play ericket, and got
crocked on the way home, Is that it 1"

“You've got it.”

““And the matter was =o urpent that
you thought you were entitled to take
the risk of letting down your skipper?”

“ Exactly I

“I can’t see what matter could be so
urgent as that.

“There are things in this jolly old
universe, Wingate, hidden from even a
Sixth-Former, a head prefect, and Head
of the Games!"” said the Bounder coolly.
‘As Bhakespeare remasrks somewhere,
there are more thingz in the heavens
and the earth than are dreamt of in
your jolly old philesophy.”

“You're asking for it,” said Wingate
grimly, “I'm not sura yet that you
won't get it! You want me to believa

that some fellow was in a scrape, and
you went to help him out, and it was
50 sorious & metter that you had to let

the cricket go to pot for it—"

“Not at all ! said the Bounder care-
lessly. *It's the truth; but I don't care
twtu”atrawa whether you believe it or
not.

“Do you expect me to beliave it with-
out giving names and details??

“Not in the least.”

“Well, will you give themfi"

“No, I won't!™

Wingate rose to hia feet,

“ Ready 1” said the Bounder, “Which
chair? Don't hang it out, Wingale—
this suspense is killin® me, as the pigger
said when they hupg him.™

But the captain of the school did not

ick up the ashplant. He raised his

and; bub it was to point to the door.,

“You can cut!” he said, “I'm giving

ou the benefit of the doubt, Vernon-
mith ! Cut, you young rascall”

“Oh1” said Smit y, taken aback.

He stood irresolute, The cool im-
pertingnce faded out of his face. He was
silent for 8 moment or two, and then he
spoke hurriedly and in a very different
tone.

“Look here, Wingata! I'm sorry 1
cheeked wvou! DBut—it was the truth,
avery word of it, that I've said—and
I'd tell you the whola story if it wasn't
for getiing o silly fool into a row. Now
you've let me off, you can believe that
that'z the truth.

Wingate gave him a long look; and
naddeg.

“I believe you,” he said. * Better not
let anything of the kind eccur sgain—
but I take wour word, Vernon-Smith,
Now cut I

And the Bounder left the prefects’
TOONIL

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Redwing !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. were
coming in to tea when the
Bounder came zlong to the
Remove ﬁassage after his in-

terview with the Head of the Games.
Smithy was going up the Remove stair-
caso ahcad of them, stepping carefully
with his “game * leg; but bis manner
was cool and unconcerned, and it was
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au{ to Bee that there had been mo
“whopping " in the prefects’ room.

The Famous Five could not help
being surprised. It seemed impossible
that Wingate could have overloocked such
an offence s the Bounder’s, once he had
taken the matter in hand.,  Yet the
Bounder was evidently in {:hearﬂiapmt;;
and as he heard the juniors behind him
on tho stairs he looked round, and
laughed lightly. Then he limped on to
Study No. 4, where Tomn Redwing was
waiting rather anxiously for him.

Bedwing's ¢louded brow cleared as
Smithy came in. He, as well as the
Famous Tive, could sea that the
Bounder’s luck had held good again,
and that he had come through the inter-
view without damage.

“All serene?”’ ho asked,

. "As Inky wonld sny, the serencfulness
is terrifie,” answered Vernon-Smith,
laughing. “It's always the unexpected
that happens.”

“Not a licking "

“Do I lock like it??

*Well, no! Is Wingate reporting you
to the gamos-master, or what "

* Nothing—it's the jolly old end of the
affair, so far as the powers are con-
cerned,” answered the nder, sitting
down in the armchair. “I told Wingate
the truth, Reddy—up to a point—meanin’
to cheek him and pull his leg. But
Wingate's no fool! He could see that
there was somethin’ in it—and he

3 L.
washed it out.”

“And what did you tell him?" asked
Radmrg quietly.

The Bounder chuckled.

“That I was called out urgently to do
& good deed, and had to chance the
cricket going to pet,” he answered.

Eedwing jumped.

“You told Wingate that?” he stut-
tered.

“Yes?

*And he didn’t skin };;cm g

“No! As I've said, he's no fool! I
said it to pull his leg—but he spotted
somehow that it was the fact! Wise
old codger, Wingate ™

“The fact, Smithy?"’

“Tho solid, frozen fact!” answered the
Bounder. “ And now Wingate's let the
matter drop, and there won't be any
prefects or beaks mixed up in the
matter, I'd explain to Wharton—if I
wasn't in Coventry! But we're not on
ppeakin’  terms now.” Vernon-Smith
grinned. " Also, as I'm turned out of
the crickef, he's no longer my skipg)ar.
and so, of course, he's not entitled to
an gxplanation. So I shan't say 8 word
to him."

“I'm afraid 1t wouldn’t be much use

satisfying Wharton without telling the
other fellows, They would think Fou'd
stuffed him somehow. I'm afraid they'd

k you'vo stuffed Wingate if they
knew——"

“Exactly! I'm sayin’ nothin’.”

“"But I shan’t think so0," said Tom,
“and if you care to tell me, Smithy,
I'd be glad to know that you weren't to
blame.”

The Bounder nodded.

“1'1] tell vou—if you'll keep it deadly
dark, Reddy. For one thing, I'd rather
stick in Coventry all the whilo I'm at
Cireyfriara than ba pointed out as a
Ciood Little Georgie whoe does good
deeds!, For another, if a single word
pota out a fellow will be sacked.”

“I ean’t guess whom,™ said Redwing.
“A Bemove man—-"

“A fag in the Second Form.”

“ Bmithy I . ‘
\‘“Facb, old bean! His name's Richard
Nugent."

“Nugent's young brother " exclaimed
Redwing, staring blankly at his chum.

The Hounder burst into a lnuf;h‘

“I've surprised you, what! 1 thought

I should! Mind, it's & promise you
keop the secret.”

“Of course! Don't pull my leg, old
man—no use stufing me.”

“Believe me or not, as you like! This
is how it was—you told me I'd treated
Nugent rottenly—and I agreed that I
had! Well, when you came to call me
to the ericket after funch, 8t. Jude’s day,
I told you I was comin'—I was goin’ to
keep Wharton waitin' a bit, and then
coma, ‘Then I spotted young INugent
sneakin’® out of his brother’s . study
lookin' like & ghost. A blind man could
have seen that the silly kid had taken
the knock. I fancied I'd =zce whatb was
up—and let Nugent know., Well, he had
left a letter for his brother on the tablo
in Study Ne. 1—open for any fellow to
sce who'd
written?"”

Redwing shook his head.

“ It secms that Twige bagged a pound-
note from him the other day, and was
%csin‘ to post it back to the kid's uncle.

icky bragged to the other fnia that
he'd teke it from Twigg's desk. He
looked for it, and it wasn't thero-—
but a fiver, belonging to Twigg, was.”

“Oh, my hat! But he didn't—""
_“No; he’s not a thief—only a silly
little nim!;_! He took the fiver, meanin
to change it and put four pounds back.”

“The cheeky little sweep! He'd have
been fogged I oxclaimed Redwing,
aghast. ut what—
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“Probably he thought of that, for,
accordin' to what he scribbled down in
his brother's study, he was goin' to put
tho note back, But while he was pon-
derin’ over it, standin’ at Twigg's win-
dow, the wind caught it snd blew it
away—and he never found it again.”

“The young idiot I 1

“That's what he wrote for his brother
to read,” said Smithy, with a sardonic
curl of the lip. * Whether 1t was true,
I can't say. may have pinched tho
fiver, Still, I think it was true.” r

“I'm sure it was™ said Redwin
guictly, Dmkﬁ’s 8 fﬁweky little rasca
but no thief! But what—" .

“He knew what Twigg would think,
of course, when he missed the banknote,
and he left that letter for his brother,
and bunked.”

“You don't mean he rap awayi?” ex-
claimed Redwing.

“J mean exactly that. Ile headed for
Courtfield on a bike to ecateh the two
o'clock express for homeo™

“Good heavens! Why, they'd have
had no doubt he was puilty—he’d have
been disgraced for life!”

“Quite! I thought that would be
rather tough on his major. There was
a chance of gefting hﬂid of the little
fool in time, and I cut down for my
bike, and went all out after him. I was
late for the train--but se was he, as it
happened. e hit for Lantham—and 1
got him on tho Redelyfie road, manfully
resisted the temptation to wring his
neck, and talked to him like a Dutch
unclo instead. And he agreed to come
back—and I left him, and crocked
myself in Redclyffe Woods, ridin’ like a
giddy lunatio to get back in time for the
innings.™”

gong in. Guess what he'd

9

th: Oh, Bmithy! If the fellows knew,
¥ 1]

Vernon-Smith chuckled.

“If the fellows knew, it wouldn't be
long before the beaks knew, and Master
Riciard Nugent would be slung out of
Greyfriars on_his neck !” he sa:d. i

“But—but I don't guite get it,” said
Redwing.  “There's been no talk of
']i;'.l-'lgg missing & banknote, or any-
t i“ _l]‘

“He hasn't missed one.™

“Did the silly kid find it, after all,
then T

“Not in the least! Can’t you see, you
ass 7" growled the Bounder. “Twigg's
note was blown goodness knows where,
if it really happened as Nugent minor
made out—anyhow, it was gone for

{an . I gave him a fiver to put in
wi_%g’:a dosk in [ifgce of it.”

“"You gave him a fiver? Oh,
Srnithy 17

“What ecould I do, fathead? Hae

wouldn't have come back to be sacked—
unless I'd dragged him by his ears—
and what would that have been?
Hea'd have been bunked for pmtzhms
Twigg’'s banknote. Think Twigg woul
have belicved n yarn of s banknote
blowing out of the window? The young
ass shouldn't have had it in his paws
at all. A fellow who bags a man's
tnoney can't ask that man to believe
that he was going to put it back, only
he lost it (" )

“ But—but suppozo Twigg spots that
it's a different banknote—you know,
they hn;;-'a different numbers, Smithy,
an

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“That's n risk that had to be taken.
But it's precious small., Why should
Twigg look at the number}? He left a
banknote in the desk—hs found a bank-
note there—why should he dream for a
moment that the fiver had been changed
for another

“Well, I sup thera’s not much
risk,” assonted dwing, with a neod.
“Twigg loscs nothing—but you lose five

uid—and—and—and vou're sent {0
E‘m‘qntry by the Form-—and—-"

“And that’s thet!™ gaid the Bounder.
“What about fea?"

“1 understand that vou had to keep
it dark, Bmithy, when a prefect got
hold of tho matter. But now Wingate's
dropped it, you could tell Wharton—
illndi-: MNugent, too—they'd Lkeep 1t

ar Fa

The Bounder gave s hard laugh.

“Yes, I'm likely to tell them | Can't
you imagine mo going to Wharton and
sayin': * Please let me out of Coventry,
because I'm not really tho malicious
rotter you've called me, but a dear,
gpmh kind-hearted fellow who forgives

is enemies and h_clli»a them out of
trouble, like Good Little Georgie in the
gtory-book.' * 4

Redwing laughed involuntarily. Cer-
tainly he could not imagine the Bounder
of Greyiriars putting it like that,

“But they ought to know !” he said.

“Espeeially Nugent, as he's down on
you more than the rest——"
“ Yog=that's rather amusin’, Baut

they won't know—irom me, or from
vou, either, Reddy. I've told you what
happened—and I rather wish 1 hadn't.
I hardly know now how I came to play
the goat like that—it's not in my line.
Generally T manage to mind my own
busingss, 1 must have got a touch of
“pi * from associatin’ with you,”

“I'm f;lad you did it, Smithy, and
ou're glad, too,” said Tom; “and it's
?i!;e you, too, though most fellows
wouldn't believe it, I wish——"

“What about tea?” interrupted the
Bounder, “You'll have to geot tea—I
can't hop round the study—at least, T
don't want to."
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“8it where ﬁu are, fathead!” said
Redwing, and procecded to get the
study tea.

His face was bright now, and his

eart lighter, He had felt all aInng
t Smithy could have explained, ha

be chosen—though " he had never
dreamed that the explanation would be
anything like this. And he wasz glad,
from the bottom of hie heart, that he
had resolved to trust hiz chum, and
stand by him against the Form, More
than once, Tom Redwing had been
ashamed of Bmithy—but he wea proud
of him now; and if the Bounder waa
condemned by the whole school, he had
at least one staunch chum to stend by
him through thick and thin,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Whose Fiver?

4 ALY I»
Lord Mauleverer of the
Remove seemed deaf, If he
wag not deaf, at all events
ho turned a deaf ear.

“ Mauly 1" squeaked Bilh}* Bunter,

It was after class, Lord Mauleverer,
having carefull {
would have walked him down fo games
practice, was toking n gentle stroll in
the quad. His lazy lordship was

amblin .n!cmgi st about the pace of a
fn.hgue%! snatl, when Billy Bunfer's
Tt had the

:?‘ueak fell on his ears,
ect on Mauly of a spur on a steed,
Immediately Mauly bucked up, and
walked fast,

“ Mauly I howled Bunter,

Mauleverer walked faster,

Bunter rolled in pursmit. Billy
Bunter hod been disappointed sbout s
postal order that day, which he had
Iong been e:rmtmg. nd Mrs. Mimble,
st the school shop, had & fresh supply
of jammy, juicy, creamy taris! or
these two good reasoms, the Owl of the
Remove wanted to speak to Lord Maule-
verer. But the desire for conversstion
seemed to be sll on PBunter’s side.
Mauly walked faster and faster.

“Beast |” gasped Bunter, =

It was quite s warm afternoon in
early summer, Billy Bunter did_not
like putting on speed at any time,
especially on a warp afterncon. But
he accelerated | )
S stop & minutel”

o | ug, Mauly,
bowled Bunter, labouring in pursuit.

Instead of stopping, Mauly almost
ran. Ha dlﬁ&ppemé into the old
Cloisters, and 23 soon as he was out of
sight he slipped behind one of the old
atone pillara. There he stood, with
bated breath,

A minute later Bunter rolled under
tha old arches, He blinked round for
tha slim and elegant fgure of Lord
Mauleverer, without seeing it,

““ Beast | %:unted Bunter, “Dodgin
a chapl illy a=z3! Lackadaisica
dummy! Rotter!”  Whereat Lord

Mauleverer grinned.

And Bunter rolled on, blinking to
right and blinking to left, in search of
his elusive lordship. And Lord Maule-
verer, stepping out of his hiding-place
on tiptoe, walked back to the quad, and
etrolled on his way thera with a gentle
smils on his lazy face—leaving Dilly
Bunter to root through the Cloisters for
him, and hoping that it would take Lim
& long time.

Billy Bunter, like the decp and dark

ue ocean in the poem, rolled on. At
the end of the Cloisters he stopped at
the ivied wall, and ejaculated onece

“ Beast 1™

He recalised that Mauly had dodged
him. Why fellows eluded Billy Bunter'a
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dodged the fellows who J

‘there would have

fascinating smiaézh was rather & mystery
to Bunter, But there was no doubt that
t!':l?' did! Which way Mauly had gone

and where he was now, fat Owl
could not even puess; he had to give
Mauly up, And he leaned on the ivied
wall, gasping for breath, and snorted.

It was while Billy Bunter was "“""iﬁﬁ
that much-needed rest in that quiet
gecluded spot, thoat he noticed o Aimsy
slip of paper Huttering in the wind that
blew through the Cloisters.

He gave 1t no particular attention at
first, ﬂnﬁ thinking idly to himself that
it looked just like a banknote.

Then, with a sudden jump, the fat Owl
reahiaﬂd that that was exactly what it
was

“Oh crumbs 1" gasped Bunter.

He made o dive for the slip of paper,
chased it, and caught it, ﬁa blinked
at_it through his big spectacles.

It was a Bank of England note for

five pounds!
about the old

Iow it came blowin
Cloisters Bunter mukf not begin ta
ed & five-

guess, If a fellow had

pound note about the school, the fact
would have been announced at once—
there would have been a notice on the
board—everybody would have known.
‘ivers were not common at Greyfriars.
Lord Mauleverer and the Bounder and
Monty ﬁw]snd wera the only fellows
in maove who had such things.
Coker of the Tifth had fivers somo.
times—and one or two other wealthy
fellows. But there was nobody at Grey-
friara g0 wealthy, or so careless with
money, that he could drop fivors about
without notifying his loss end making
some offort to recover his property.

3o it really was astonishing to pick
ui a five-pound note in the Cloisters,
w ans 8o far as Bunter knew, nobody at
Grey Tiars had missed such an artic]i.

“It's a fiver!” murmured Bunter,
blinking at it. “My hat! I jolly well
wish it were mine | I wonder what silly
ass dropped it  Smithy's too jolly
ﬁg;ﬂflltaliﬂ'lﬂil his money to drop fivers
about—2Mauly, h or that eass
Coker—but i{’a ﬁ%url"

It really was queer; for banknotes
were kept, naturally, in notecases or
pocket-books, and there was no con-
ceivable reasom why any fellow should
take one out of its receptacle in the

Cloisters,

Of course, it might have been
dropped somewhere else, and blown
sbout in the gusty wind till it landed
where Bunter had found b, Still, it
was very queer! How the thump could
any ow drop a banknote without
being awere of 1t7 8till, thero it was—
in Bunter's fat paw |

If that fiver had belonged to Bunter
—Mrs. Mimble would have done & roar-
ing trade that afternoon in jam taris!
But it did not belong to Bunter—and
there had been an cecasion when Bunter
had found himself ii serious trouble
for acting on the principle that “find-
ings were Leepings.” Temptation
assailed Bunter, as his fat paw closed
on the flimsy slip; but he resisted it
manfully, helped, no doubt, by fear of
the consequences if he retained possecs-
sion of the fiver.

*It's gomebody’s,” murmured Bunter,
“The silly ass hasn't missed it vet, or
FOL been a8 row about it!
Whe's idiot encugh to drop fvers about,
and never miss them? Only Mauly

That scemed certain to  Bunter|
Obviously, the fiver must have belonged
to some fellow who possessed such
things—and they were few in number.
And of all the fellows Bunter had heard
of at Greyfriara who ever had fivers
there was only one who wnsz caréless
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with them—and that waa Lord Maule-
verer. Mauly hed been known to use
& five-ponnd note as a bookmark !

“It's Maul Tﬂ,," decided Bunfer,
“Must ba Mau s—nobody else is idict
engugh to lose fivers! It's Mauly's all
right.!

And Bunter prinned,

f he restored that lost fiver to
Mauly his lordship could scarcely do less
than make him a little loan out of it—
to the amount of the postal order he
was gpm:tmg,‘ and which had not yet
arrived |

HBilly ass 1" grunted Bunter. “ Drop-
ping fivers~and dodging a chap who
wants to borrow half-a-crown for a few
hours! Serve him jolly well rifht if ]
dido’t give it to him ! Still will—
andegtggmblﬂnd mia that five bob I E&s
exp ¥ b r ten——- 0,
dash it alll W shouldn't he lend me
a2 quid? He will be four pounds to the
good, then| Lots of fellows would keep
this fiver—lucky for him I'm so jolly

honourable | Only they've got numbera
on them, and—and-—I'd ter fnd
Mauly ¥

Eilly Bunter put the banknote into his

pocket, and rolled out of the Cloisters.
Mauly had dodged him once, and he
had ﬁwerg up his lordship s& a had job!
But he simply had to find Mauly now
—and the sooner he found him the
better | Bunter could not help having a
sork of feeling that if he did not get
rid of that fiver scon his footsteps would
lead him in the direction of the tuck-
shop and jam tarts—and then it would

be too latel

“I seay, BSkinner!” He sighted
Skinner lounging in the quad.
"I" ;;ny, sele:n Mauljr?"‘hi 3

es, ¥8 3een ?  answere

Skinnar, with a nod. e

(1] Whﬂm ?u

“In Hall I

_ ""What the thump is the silly ass doing
in Hall?” grunted Buntar.
He rolled on towards the House.

Skinner smiled st his friends, Snoo
and Stott, It was true that he ha
seen Mauly in Hall; but that was at
dinner, hours age. He did not mention
that circumstance to Billy Bunter, how-
ever,

It did mot dawn onm Bunter that
Skinner had acted from a misdirected
sonso of humn'gr, till had arrived at
Hall, and blinked roupnd for Mauly
without finding him there,

“ Beast!” murmured Bunter, breath-
ing hard with wrath as he realised that
the playful S8kinner had bheen @ulﬁng
his fat leg. And he rolled off once
more in search of Mauly.

“Been Mauly, Bquif i’ He came on
the Australisn jupior on his way to
Little Side to join Harry Wharion &
Co. at cricket practice. “I say, have
inglsaan Mauleverer § want him

adly.

Squiff grinned. He had seen Mauly
oing up to his study, es a matter of
act. ut he wasn't going toa give
Maunls away. Mauly was the only man
in the Remove with such beautiful man-
ners and polished customa that he
would pnever kick Bunter as any other
fellow would have dopne. Meauly would
walk down lungdpmgea, turn corners,
or lock his study door, to elude the
attractive socicty of Erlij Bunter; bus
more drastic methods were not in bis
lordship’s line.

“Looked in the gym1* asked Bquiff.

“What i3 that slacking ass doing in
the gymi"” grunted Bunter,

And off he rolled again,

It was not until he had explored tho
pym that he realised that Hqguiff had
pot told him that Mauleverer was there,
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but only asked him if he hed locked
thera |

Billy. Bunter's little round eyes glit-
tered with wrath behind his big round
apeg:jta.cies. Again he took up the weary
trail.

On the House steps hoe came on Peter
Taodd.

*Been Mauly, Toddy i

“1 didn’t know Mauly had had =
remittance,"” answered Toddy. “How
did you know, Bunter?™

“Eh? I don't know, you ass!”

“Then what do you want him for 2"’

“¥ou silly assl” grunted Bunter.
“I'm not looking for Mauly to borrow
anything off him: The fact is, I've got
five pounds for him—"

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Toddy, and he
wla.]_ll:ed' on, still Ia_ug{hing:, and without
giving DBunter any information,

“Berast 1" roared Bunter.,

He rolled into tho House. He arrived
at Btudy No. 12 in the Kemove passage,
hogmg to find Mauly there. & door
did not open when he turned the handle.
Bunter banged on it.

“1 =ay, auly—"

“0Oh dear I came hia lordship's plain-
tive axclamation from within.

“QOh, hor® you sre!” growled Bunter.
“Ive been hunting for you all over the
ehop, Mauly! What are you laughing
at, you beast? I say, what have you
locked your door for, old chap ?”

“Yonl"

“Eh? You silly chump [ roared
Bunter, through the keyhole. "1 say,
Mauly, 1 want to epeak to lyou very
pa{nﬁri:i‘culﬁrllrr. Open the door, old chap.™

An b

“Why not, you assi!"

“ Tired.”

“You howling dummy !
vou tired

“Youl”

“Beast!” hooted Bunter, “Look
here, Mauly, I must speak to you! I've
found a five-pound note—and I think
it's yours, seel”

" Gammon [”

“You fathead, don't you beliove me 1

{1 :IJ: {{!m I”

“I've got it in my pocket! Look
here, Bauly, open the door! Have
vou dropped a fiver about the school?”

“Not that I know of. If you've pgot
one you don't want, push it under the
door 1" chuckled Lord Mauleverer.

“Well, you see, I'd like you te lend
me & pound out of it, old chap! I've
been disappointed about a postal order.
What are you cackling at, you idiot?

VWhat's made

Do you think I'm teling you this just ]y

to make you open your doorl”

“Yaas.™

“Beast ! roared DBunter.
here, I've really found a fiver.
yvours '

N ™

“Hure it 't

“ Quite [

“Beast 1

Bunter rolled off again, and a chuckle
followed him from Study No. 12, Loyd
Mauleverer had not lost a liver, -and he
certeinly did not believe that Billy
Bunter had found one. )

Bunter, as it happened, was telling
the truth; but, of course, no fellow
could be cxpected to guess that.

The fob Owl rolled away with that
mysterions fiver still in his possezsion.
R at Mr. Twige's doorway, with
an “impot " in his hand.

Richard had had lines from Twigg,

“ Look
Is it

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Twige on the Track !

ICHARD NUGENT of the
Becond Form presr:n.t?d himself

(1]
Boys, Secure This Bargain While You Can!

THE RIGBY “SUPER™ MODEL
AEROPLANE FOR 4:d.

# o3 £ ¥ % %
A Shilling . It Flies!
Model Plane It Stonts !
for 4:4d. It's a Super!
¥ % % % %
Most boys these days are keen on flying, and yearn to have a model acroplane

of their own. To get & reliable flying model plane like the
RIGBY ** SUPER,"

however, already agsembled and ready to fly, would cost something like 23, 4d.,
which is beyond the rcach of most boys’ pockets, For this reason 1 have
arran with the famous designer of the Rigby ** Super ' to supply MaerET
readers with the full parts—mechan-
iem incloded—and full instructions
for assembling them at the astonish-
ingly low price of 41d. * What a bar-
gainl’® 1 can hear you all saying.
And g bargain it is! These parts,
which normally would cost you a shill-
ing, at least, are offered to you for 4id.
—that is, 13d. for the plane, 1id. for
the mechanism, and 11d. for postage,

The RIGBY ** SUPER "’ will reach you in an envelope, complete with
mechanism and full instructions for assembling the various parts.

1t's simple to make, and if instructions are followed it's

A GRAND FLYER

incorporating all the improvements in design reaulting from years of experiment
by one of the greateat model plane experts in the land.

This Is An Offer You Must Not Miss!

WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO TO GET THE PLANE,

On this page you will see a special coupon marked “ Magnet ™ Acroplane
Token. ©One of these will appear In ** Magnet ¥ Every Week | "hen
rou have collected three * Magnet ™ Tokems, fill in the application form

below, Next pinthree 13d. stamps to the application form in the space provided
and send it to:

¢ MAGNET ** Aeroplana Offer,
The Amalgamated Press, Lid.,
Bear Alley, Farringdon Sireet,
London, E.C.4,

POINTS TO REMEMBER.

You must first collect THREE TOEENS before sending in your application.
Tokens must be taken only from MaGNET,

11d. stampa only must be sent,

Stamps must be pinned to the application form and NOT stuck,
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AGNET "
AEROPLANE TOKEN.
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Cut this cut and keap it by you. Thers will
be another token In next weok's MAGMNET.

APPLICATION FORM MASHET
Please send me a Rigby “ Super " Aeroplane, for
which I enclose three MagNeT Tokens and 4id. in PIN 3
stampa.
1}d. STAMPS
Noame (in blook letters)........
HERE.,

Add.'['&ﬂﬂ I IR TR RN
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which was not at all unusual; but he
had written them out very carefully,
which was quite unusual; and he had
done them promptly, instead of leaving
them till the latest possible moment,
which was very unusual indeed. Ha
presented himself at Twigg's study, try-
ing to lock as if butter would not mels
i his mouth.

Dicky was being very good—for the
nonce ! He nourished hopes that if he
malde a favourable 1mpression on
‘Twigg, Twigg would let him have his
pound note back, instead of sending it
iy post to the benevolent unclp who
miven it to Dicky.

ITia fricnds, Gatty and Myers, had
advised “soft sawder ™ as a method of
softening Twigg's heart, and Dicky was
wrying the effect of soft sawder.

At the same time ho had a dreadful
feeling that all this goodness might be a
shoor waste, a3 it was possible that
"Fwi had posted that pound note
already ! Which would have been really
awiul—goodness being rather a strain
on Dicky Nugent.

Mr, T{vigg‘s door was half open, and
Quelch, the master of the Remove, was
in the study. The Second Form master
was speaking when Dicky arrived, and
he did not notice the fag at the door.

“Extraordinary, Queleh [” Mr. Twigg
was saying., "“If one could beliove in
magic, this would really seem like itV

“It must suroly be the zame bank-
note, Twigg!" answered the Remove
master.

Dicky Nugent gave a start.

.The mere mention of a banknote was

enough to make Nugent minor jump.
Smithy of the Remove had saved him
from the consequences of his rechless

folly; and Dicky, with his usual cheer-
ful carelessness, hod dismissed the
matter from his mind. But it had
occurred to him, every now and then,
to wonder whether Mr. Twigg might
pozsibly observe thdat it was not the
same banknote in the drawer in his
desk. , :

It was unlikely—very unlikely; but
it was possible. It might happen, and
if it did, what would follow? It scomed
that Dicky was about to learn. IFor he
could not doubt that it was that bank-
note of which his Form master was
speaking now.

'The fag had intended to atbtract Mr,
Twigg's eye, in order to hand over hia
lines snd get away. Now he changed
his mind. "He backed away quietly out
of sight, but remained within hearing.
It was rather urgent for Aaster Dicky
to know what Twigg had found out
about a banknote.

“That iz the extraordinary thing,
Queleh 1 Mr. '1‘wigiwas saying. “It 18
not tha same banknete! The whole
cccurrence is wvery puzzling. 1 do not
always take the numbers of notes; but
on this eccasion I had noticed it, the
number being a rather nnusual scquence
of figures—01254567. That is not =a
number one would be liable to forget.”

“ Quite so ! agreed Mr. Quelch.

“Imagine my surprise,’” went on AMr.
Twigg, " when I took the note from my
deawer that alternoon end found that
“‘;’.““ﬁd aildiﬁﬁmq%npmhcr en it l1”

aally, Mr. Twigg—

Mr., Queleh’z {one was polite, but a
little dry. It was clear that the Remove
master supposed that Twigg had mads
some mistake.

It was not, to his mind, an exire-
ordinary and amazing occurrence, but
marely a mistake! Richard Nugent
knew hetter; and he listened in {ho
passage, with a thumping heart.

*1 intended to send thiz banknole
away by post to-day, in payment of a
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certain aeccount,” said Mre. Tw iﬁ%‘-
“Glancing at 1, I notieed that the
number was not the same. As you seg,
Cuelel, this note is numbered 044434.7

“Quite !* gaid Quelch.

“It is a periectly good note,” said Mr.
Twigg. A genuine Bank of England
five-pound note! But it is not the same
note that I had in the drawer, which 1
placed there with my own hands. Is it
not extraordinary ¥

"Very I” said Quelch.

“Thera is no mistake in the matter,”

said Mr. Twigg, doublless guessing

Ieh's unuttered thoughts. “1I am
absolutely cortain of what 1 say. Somoe-
one has to my desk and changed

my banknote for another of the same
value! Why"

YA ve ifficult guestion to answer,
Mr. Twigg.”

It can scarcely be intended us a
practical joke,” said the puzzled master
of the Becond Form. *“No one loses or

ains by the transaction. It can hardly

ave been intonded merely to perplex
me, for very probably I might never
have noticed the numhber of the note, I
can think of ne explanation, yet it is
not a matter that I can pass over with-
out some Inguiry.”

“1f you are surge—="

“There is no doubt about that! Tt
seems like an abzolulely meaningless
tricl ; yet I cannot allow anyone to play
tricka with money in my ntud{. I must
find out exactly what has happoned.
Can you advise me?”

Richard NMugent. shivered.

" Cortainly such an occurrence should

not be passed over, TWE%E; if you are
absolutely certain of it” said Mr,
Quelch, *“No harm appears to have

been done; but it is, at least, an act of
imperiinence. YWhe could be aware
that you kept your woney in that
drawer "

“Probably many boys of my Form !
In fact, I am sure that one boy, Nugent
minor, was awara of it."

The fag in the passage supprested e
gasp.

“A few days ago,” resummed Twigg, 1
had occasion to take from him a pound
note, which a thoughtless relative lad
given him, and which found he
imtended to expend on an urg{ in the
Form-room. at pound note I placced
in the same drawer, till I posted it back
to the relative.”

Dicky scowled | That pound note was
gone, after all! His goodness of the
past fow days had been a sheer waste !

. “Before breakfast one mornin
found the boy in this study, and I had
no doubt that he had had some rockless
and impertinent intention of taking his
pound note back,” eaid Mr, Twigg., “I
was assured thet he had opcned that
vory draw, and legked into it, when I
caught him, though he closed it again so
uickly that I did not actually see him.
I could not be coertain, but I had that
impression; aod that decided me io
return the nota to hizs uncle, stherwise
I should have given it back to him later,
after he ad time to reflect upon
what I said to him on the subject.”

That waa rather intercsting news for
Bicky! But for his own reckless cheek
his pound note would have been given
vack to him! Dicky felt like kicking
himself |

“Then Nugent minor, if he opened
that drawer, must have scen a five
pound note there,” said Mr. Quelch.

“Precizely 1" agreed Twigg. “And,
z0 far as I can surmisze, he is the only
hoy who ean know anything about it.
Yeb it is impossible to euwspect him of
having changed the banknotes |

That was good news to Dicky, at all
events !

THE MAGNET

“You seo, my dear Queleh, a Second
Form boy js seldom, or never, in posses-
sion of & ﬁv.a-'puund note,” gaid Twigg.
“That Nugent minor did not possess
such s bankpote iz certain. Head he
possessed such a sum of money he would
not have been so reckless, so foolishly
insolent, 83 to- make an attempt to re-
gla.m possession of the pound. During
the past few days, too, he has been ver
unuzsually attentive and obedient, and
have aitributed this, I think mvrﬁﬂﬂg.
te & hope that the pound note would be
returnoed to
behaviour [
th]}'i;:l::.r Nugent opened his eyes wide at

ig !

Twigzg, it appeared, was not guite so
blind us the astute young raseals of his
Forin had supposed ! It scemed that he
Lknew the exact value of “soft sawder.”

“I1 am afraid that the boy is capable
of any impertinent trick,” went on Mr.
Twigg, “He is the most troublesome
hoy in my Form. DBut he ean scarecly
have done this, as it i3 a practical cer-
tainty that he cannot have had a five
pound note in hiz possession at ell”

“That secems clear!” mssented blr.
Quelch,

“Who has done it, aud why it has
been done, remaina a mystery !” said
Mr, Twigg. “But I cannot allow the
matter to pass. Posaibly I may be able
to make a discovery from the number
of this note—I may be able to trace it
to the boy to whom it belonged.™

“That is possiblel” agreed Mr.
Quelch. “ The matter is certainly very
singular, and I should ad¥ise probin
it. It looks like a case of theft; indeed,
to my mind the only posaiblo explana-
tion is that somo dishonest boy has
taken i;ﬂ;mr banknots and spent it, and
then, frightened at what he had done,
obtained a similar note to replace in the
drawer, hupmf? that you would not
observe the difierence.”

Nugtnt minor trembled,

“That has occurred to mo, Mr.
Quelch ! Asp you say, it is the only
reasonable explanation. Obviously, I
must ascertain what has happencd,
extraordinary and unpleasant as the
poconrrenos i

Dicky Nugent stayed to hear no more.
Still with s imposition in his hand, he
tiptoed away down the passage.

Gatty and Myera were waiting for
him near the Second Form Hoom, with
visiblea signa of impaticnce, Why
Nugent mi was so long taking his lines
to his Foarm master they could not
imagine.

# k here, you've kept us waiting 1"
grunted Gatty. “ Wa shal]l never get
out of gates at this rate. Did old
Twige jaw you?”

* Why, he hasn't handed in his lines I*
exclaimed Myers, staring at tho impot
in Dicky’s hand, “‘What's up, Dicky?”

The two fags stared et Dheky Nugent.
His scaved and troubled face told only
too plainly that somciling was “wp”
But ]!l}ﬂ did not enswer the question, li-‘fu
had told them nothing of his folly in
having meddled with Twige’s banknote,
and he did not intend {o tell them, Al
I:a had told them was that he had looked
for hiz pound—without finding it. And
ithey did not, as a maiter of fact, quite
believe that much,

“Ja it another rowi!” asked Gatty.
“You'ra locking quite sick.”

Dicky shook his head,

“Let's get out!” lie muttered.

“But what zbout your lines for

Twige i

"ﬁﬁ:;w ’I‘wi,?g-r I don™ want to see
Twiggl I'll leave thiz in his study st
tea-time, when he's in the Common-
room with the other beaks”

“But why—o"

him as a reward for good
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Vernon-Smith entered Wingate's study without knocking, and stood before the three prefects, with his hands In his pockets

and a faintly sn

“Oh, rats! Give ys a rest!”

* Look here, Nugent mi—"

Richard Mugent went into the Second
Form Room, snd put his impot on his
tdesk. Then he joined his friends, and
they went out together, But Dicky that
afternoon was not the eareless, happy-
f{--lunt:j scamp he generally was. He
wd fanciod that his trouble was over,
after the Bounder had helped him out.
He understood now that it was not over
—that it was hagmning nguin,rund ha
could not guess how and where 1t might
end. It was rotten luck that Twigg had
noticed the different number on tho
hanknote, But thore it was: he had!
What was to come of it? That was an
alarming question to Dicky Nugent.
And the other two Second Form “men ™
did not find him & cheerful companion
thoat ofternoon.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Luck at Last!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. &t
H games practice on Little Side
were too keen on their occupa-
tien to notice the two juniors
strolling under the elms in the distanco,
Tho under looked at them with a
black brow; Redwing with o quict and
eheerful  interest. %mlﬂwv was  still
limping & trifle, though his damaged
leog was on the mend now, But he
could not have joined in the practice;
his ankle was still too crocked for
strenuous exercise. Thot was irritating
fo him. It would have entertained tho
“harred * Hemovite te join in, and
make himself as unglensnnt as possiblo
to_the fellows whe barred him.
Bedwing, whose nature was very

smile on his hard face.
“hut first take your hands out of your pockets,”*

different, wanted to keep clear of them,
and he had been unwillingly walked
down to the cricket ground by }Ir']is chum,
The mateh with Highchiffe was coming
along zoon, snd Smithy knew that the
captain of the Remove was much exer-
cised in his mind on the subject of
filling his place in the teem. That was
another bitter irritation to Smithy.
His sentence of Coventry he could
stand, with an aspect, at least, of cocl
and econtemptuous indifference. But
being cut out of the ericket for the rest
of the scason waos hard to bear. But
there was not the remotest chance of the
follow who had let the side down in the
St. Jude's match being trusted again.
“Look here, Reddy, 1 can't play
cricket, but you can join up,” said the
Bounder. “No necd for you fo out

practice,”™
“I'd ‘rather not,” seid Redwing
briefly.

“That's utter rot! They ean't keep
ou out—or me, either, for that matter!
wish I was fit!” said tho Bounder
savagelv. “Look here! Are you going
to chuck ecricket because those fools are
playing the giddy ox?”

" Well, they don't want me!”

“Fat lot of difference that
make to me!” growled Smithy.
butt in all the more.”

Redwing smilad.

“Well, I wouldn't,
s ramble.”

“Can’t, on a game leg. I'vo 8 jolly
good mind to hop on the pitch and
punch Wharton's head 1

“That wouldn't do any good. Come
and have & gmgn:-r-pn;;."

“What & sillv azs I've been1” mut-
tered Vermon-Smith, as they walked
away to the school shop together. **If

watld
“1'd

Let's get out for

“* You wanted io see me, Wingate I *

““ Yog,” sald Wing’grtﬂ qulnﬂh

“ Any old thing,"" said the Bounder choek

I'dt minded my own bizney, and let that
voung scoundrel Nugent mi get it in the
nec it

“I'm glad vou didn't. If you'd tell
Nugent—"

“Oh, rats! Catch me askin' favours
of him, or any other rotter in the
Form !" prowled Smithy. “I won't say
g8 wordl! MNot a syllabla! TLet them
think what they like, and be hanged !
I'm not givin' in!"

“1 say, Smithy!”

“Oh, scat! Get out!” sna.pix-d the
Bounder, as Billy Bunter rolled up,
apparcnily forgetful of the fact that
Vernon-Smith was in Coventry.

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Shut wp and clear!™

“We're in Coventry, wou Lknow,
Bunter,” said Redwing, with a smile.
“You'd botter keep your distance,”

“That's ell very well,” szid Bunter.
“But, vou see, this is important, If
it’s Bmithy’s fiver—"

“SBmithy's what®"”

“Fiver 1 said Bunter. “You ges,
I've asked Maulr, and it isn't his. He
gald 1t wasn't.  Well, then, if it's
Smithy's—"

“What the thump are you burbling
about ! demanded the Bounder, staring
ot the fat Owl .

“Ilave wyou lost a fiver?” ashed
Bunter. "“I've picked up one, blow
sbout in the Cloisters. 1If it's yours—"

“You've picked u% a [fve-pound
note 7" exclaimed the Dounder. “Oh,
my hat!” He whistled.

koew, of course, what five-pound
note it must be. Mr. Twige’s banknote
was blowing about somewhere, and the
Bounder had wondered 8 good maony
(Continued on page 16.)
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his own fiver was now reposing in
Twigg's dezk in place of it.  Quelch,
too, would require & claimant to give
the number of the note he had lost.
And if Mr, Twigg chanced to see any-

thing 6f that fiver, all the fat might

be 1n the fire,

The Bounder realised that it was &
stroke of Iuck for him that Bunter had
come to him with the banknote, Ha
realised, too, that he had to make

::,'.. y Bunter that littlo temporary loan he

(Continued from poge 13.)

times whether it would ever turn up

again, Evidently it had turned up.
Smithy felt rather a twinge of compunc-
tion. He had only half-believed Dicky

Mugent’s story of the banknote blowing
eway. But if Bunter had found one,
it was proof that the fag had told him
the truth,

“You sce,” went on Bunter, 1 could
take it to Quelch, and he would put a
notice on the board; but I'd rather find
tho owner personally. If it's yours,
Smithy————*

“It's mine,” said Bmithy.

As his own fiver was in Twigg's pos-
session, the lost fiver belonged to him,
if 1t was found. One fiver was as good
as another, Bo the Bounder considered.

“Well, I fancied it might be,” said
Bu;nt{-n “I thought of Mauly ‘ﬁrsh RS
ho's the only follow hers ass enough to
drop fivers about. DBut ho said it wasn’t
his. Then I thought of you, Smithy.
I dare say you were swanking—showing
off your money,”

Y What
j“.ﬂmd rjmgped it. Well, if it’s yours,
Ive got it. But ihere’s one thing,” went
on, Bunter, blinking nt Smithy seriously
through his big spectacles, “I've boen
disappointed about a postal order—

“You blithering idiot !

“From one of my titled rolations, you
know. It was going to be for & pound.”

“Qive ug a rost!”

“I1 think if a follow finds a fellow's
fiver, and giwes it to him, a fellow might
oblige a fellow with o small loan,” said
Bunter warmly. “I suppose you don’t
faney 1 want you to give me a pound
for finding your banknotef A tempor-
ary loan——>*"

::'ﬁund it over, you Ifntdf:ml Lad .

Youwre going to lend me & pou
Pl going poun
“I'll watch it!” growled Bmithy.

Well, if you mako it ten bolb——*

"Il make it a thick ear, if you don't
band over the fiver and shut up 1"

Bunter backed away o little,

“Well you say it’s yours, and, of
course, I take your word, Smithy.” he

said, “Still, 1 think Frarh:im I'd better
take it to Quelch, After all, that's the
rule, if a fellow finds anything., Quelch
will put & notice on the ur:f, and you
ean ¢laim it from him,”

The Bounder set his lips.

“Of course, Quelch may meke a fuss
about a fellow hoving fivers, He's been
down on you before for having too much
money  in your pockets,’ inned
Bunter, *That's your look-out, Smithy,
No business of mine.”

Smithy's eyes glittered at the fat Owl.
He ciu_:ta understocd why DBunter was
searching for the owner of that bank-
note, instead of taking it to his Iorm
master, as he ought to have done.
Bunter was on the make, as nsual. But
it certrinly did not suit Smithy to have
the banknote taken to the Roemove
master. Ho could hardly have claimed
it from Mr. Queleh on tﬂa gronnd that
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needed.  Otherwizo, Bunter would feel
1t Lhis duty to take the banknote to
Quolch,

"The Ol of the Remove backed farther
away, with a wary eye on Smithy., His
t'ﬂ::k and was on the banknote in his

et., :

“The fact is, SBmithy, I think I'd
better take it to Quelch [" said Dunter
breezily, “If you pet into a row for
having so much money to eplash
about—>"

Vernon-Smith &ﬂri{&d a ten-shilling
note from & well-illed notecase. Rilently
ha passed it to the Owl of the Remove.

Bunter grinned cheerily,. Out came
the fiver, and he flicked it carelessly to
the Bounder,

“There you are, old fellow !” he said,
“(lad I found it for you! Might have
blown anywhere! If yvou take my advico
you wont show your money sbout so
much, it's rather low.class, you know!
About thizs ten bob, I'll let vou have it
back out of my postal order—on Monday
morning. If there’s any daiug, wonld
you mind waiting till ‘Tuesday 2"

“Cut off, Bunter,” gaid Redwing
lm-sl'i];'.

“Well, I'l rather have it clear, you
know,” explained Bunter. “I'm rather

guurtmulu: in money matters.  Some
ellows aren’t—but I am--always was!
I say, Bmithy-— Here, leggo, my

collar—wharrer you up to "

That question was really supprfuous.
It was quite plain what Herbert aJ-zcnl'!':v:m-
Smith was up te! Hs was slewing
DBunter round into & {avourable position
for kicking! )

" Yaroooh !” roared Bunter in antiei-
pation.

His anticipations were immediately
roalised! The Bounder's boot thudded
on the tightest trousers at Greyfriars.

ﬂ.‘t"‘-hﬂ-uﬂ !H

Bunter flaw.

Vernon-8mith and Redwing walked
away; leaving Bunter rcmrm?-. &
};%in{wd after them with an infuriated

inl.

“Ow! DBeast!” gasped Bunter. *I've
# jolly good mind not to settle this ten
bob on Monday now! Wow!"

Put the fat Owl soon found solace. He
rolled away to the school shop; and
Mrs, Mimble's fresh supply of jammy
jmey, <reamy tarts found & gumi
cuslomer!  Billy Dunter sat at the
eounter, travelling through tarts hfi]i-p_v
and shiny and sticky, feeling that life
at last was indeed worth living,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Deing !

0" OLD on, Reddy!”
H Five fellows were grouped

round the doorway of Study

No. 1 in the Remove when
Tom Redwing e¢ame up for prop on
Friday evening, He would have passed
them without & word or a glance, but
Harry Wharton ecalled to him, and he
stopped, colouring a little. IrEb:wi‘n-.-i;m;g
had never regretted for a moment havin
thrown in his lot with his ostracise
chum ; but it"was irksome enough to him
to be on ill terms with fellows he liked.
And the Famous Five of the Remove
liked it mo more than he did.

THE MAGNET

“I'm in Coventry, you know,” he
gaid, with a faint smile, as he stopped.

“ Never ‘mind that now,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove. “Nobody wants
to put you in Coventry, as you jolly
well know, "

“The koowfulness s terrific, my
esteerned Reddy " eaid the Nabob of
Bhanipur. “But so long as the stick-
fulness te the absurd and disgusting
Smit continues, it is your own
ridiculous look-out."” -

"Well, I'm not grousing,” said Red-
wing quietly. “I'm sorry to be on bad
terms; but if you'ro mot talking to
Stithy, you'd better not talk to me.
In fact, I'd rather you didn't.”

“He doesn't enjoy our conversation,”
said Hob Cherry sadly,

Redwing smiled.

“Well, never mind Bmithy for a
minute,” said Wharton. * We're play-
ing the Fourth in a Form match to-
morrow, Redwing, as I dare say you
lingw. Thero was a lot of trouble—with
Smithy—because you couldn't into
the eleven for the St. Jude’s match, I'll
EEI’.. g!ad to play you to-morrow, if you

-.E'J

“I'd like it no end, of course.”

“Then is it a go?™

"1 don't see how you can lpiag a man
that's in Gm-?lntrr with all the other
men barring him on the feld!” said

Redwing. 3 i
“Oh, wash out the Coventry,” said
Harry, with s grimnce. “1f you're

bound to stick to_Smithy, stick to him,
and be blowed! I think vou're an ass—
but nobody wants to bar you”

“Does that mean that I'm let out?”

“Of course it docs, fathead !

“And Bmithy?”

Wharton knitted his brow.

“Ion't be a bigger nss than you can
help, Reddy!” he answered sharply.
“You know as well as we do thal
Vernon-Bmith deserves it, and more!
Smithy is barred by the Iorm!
Nothing's going to alter that! But no-
body wants to bar you for sticking to
him—after all, the fellow's your pall™

“And a5 good & pal as a fellow ever
had,” said gﬂedwing, “and as good a
man. as any in the Remove,”

“Oh, chuck it 1" .said Frank Nugent,
his lip curling. “We all like wou,
Reddy, ond you know it; but a fellow
who will do as Smithy did—pah |’

“You're the last fellow in the Bemove
who should run him down!” exclaimed
Redwing hotly,

“I! And why?” demanded Nugent
staring ot him, “You know yourself
that he's treated me rottenly.™

(1 ?E'E_b“t-_""

“But what?” snapped Frank.

“0Oh, nothing! Look here, Wharton,
thanks for asking me—but fellows who
aren’t friendly with 8mithy can't be
friendly with me. A fellow can’t run
with the hare and hunt with the hounds.”

“My esteemed Reddy—"" urged
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.
“Nothing doing!? eaid Redwing

briefly. He mado a movement to pass
on, but paused again, The chums of
the Remove were looking rather grim
now. “Look here] You fellows are
mistaken about Bmithy—"

“Rot!” zaid Johnny Bull

“He would have explained about what
had happencd on 3t Jude's doy if a
prefect hadn't been dragged into the
matter. MNow he's got his back up and
won't——" :

* Bother his checky back I said Dob.

“But that's not the only reasonl It's
not really his sccret,” said Redwing, *1I
can’t tell you—but—J can tell you that
you'ro making & mistake, and that he
never let you down in the St. Jude's
match wi]lmgll_:, I can't tell you what
he's told me, but—I-know it.'
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“Vou'ra an easy fellow to siaff, aren’t
you?” remarked Johnny Bull, with a
sniff. * Chuck it, Reddy 1" )

“You want a good man for the High-
cliffa match next week. Bmithy will be
fit then, Wharlon.”

“IWeo don't want & man who elears off
in the middle of nE%&me and leaves us in
the lurch!” growled Johnny Bull

“ Smithy wouldn't—"

“Iow do you know he wouldn't?”
demanded Nugent, * What he’s done
once he might do again, I suppese, if
his siliy back’s up."” -

“That wasn't the reasont But it's no
good talking,” said Redwing. “I'm
sticking to Smithy, and so long as he'’s
barred, you can bar me, too.”

With that, Tom Redwing walked uf
the passage and went into gtud;f Me. 4,
Bob Cherry made a dismayed grimace;
and Wharton shrugged his shoulders,

“Well, that's that!” he said. “If &
fellow won't be let off, yow can't let

himy off sgainst hkis will! Bother
Smithy |
“Bother him tervifically ¥ agreed

Hurree Singh. ]

Tom Hedwingﬂfﬂund the Bounder in
Study No. 4. He did not scem to bo
thinking of prep. His “game” leg
was resting on & chair, and he was care-
fully rubbing the damaged ankle with
embrocation. The swelling was almost
gone, and the damage evidently well on
the mend. Smithy looked up with a
grin_as his chum ecame in.

“Rotten luck, this dashed bandy leg,
when a fellow’s playin’ ericket to-
morrow, ' he said. ]

* Playing cricket !” repeated Redwing.

“Yos—there's a Form mafch to-
morrow, you know—Remove and Fourth.
Sort of prectice maich for Wharton to
pick out his men for the Ilighcllﬂ‘e gama
next weok—but I shouldn't wonder if
Temple's lot do better than the Remove
expect this time."” |

‘But—are you playing i asked Tom
in astonishment.

“Well, I've offered, and I've been
accepted—game leg and all!®

“Blessed 1f 1 ‘catch om, Smithy!
Wharton said nothing about it—he’s just
asked me to play to-morrew, and I've
refused—"

“Awfully kind of him—mno room for
ou in the St. Jude's game, ov the
ighcliffe game, but_be will squeeze you
in in a match sgeinst those fumblin’
duffers in the Fourth!” sneered the
Bounder,

“J ghiould have been glad enough to

a .I'-l
pl“%'i’h:r did you refuse, then?”

“Y fancy you know why, Smithyl
But—look here, what do you mean?
You can’t be playin

#1 jolly well am!
know yet.” _

“He dossn't know you're playing for
the Remove!” excluimed Tom blankly,

“I'm pot playin' for the Remove!”
said the Boundeér coally. " I've offered
'Temple of the Fourth to Flnif for him.
He's a swankin’, eilly ass, but he’s willin’
to play one cricketer in his eleven.”

“(h,” said Redwing, his face becom-
ing very grave. “I scel I don't like
the idea of a fellow playing against
hizs own side, Smithy.”

“Do my own side want me T

“Well, no; but—" .

“Think I'm goin’ to chuck cricket for
the whole summer at the lordly behest of
his Magnificenca” jeered the Bounder.
“Forget it! I'm goin’ to pick ui} a
game when and where I can, and I'm
goin' all .out to beat the Remove to-
morrow ¥ His eyes gleamed., “They
may find out that }iewas too pood a man
to chuck away.” -

“But you're not fit—your ankle—->"

Wharton doesn't

“That’s all eight! I thall be able

io hop around

“It's a rotten idea, Smithy1 You've
got a game leg, and it may let you down
in the match.”

“1 ghall stand 1t gomehow ! I'm
tough—I can stand a iwinge or two! I'd
stand it if it was torture, to give the
Remove beans to-morrow | It won't intex-
fera much with my bowlin®, and as for
battin®, I shall hit all the boundaries I
can and szve runmin’. I faocy I can
hit a fow.”

Eedwing said ro more, but sat down
to prep, whilg the Bounder, regardless
of prel_?, continued to doctor his game
leg. itherto he had been rather care-
less about it; now he was giviog it very
careful attention—neow that the idea had
come into his head of helping the rival
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tcam beat the Form that had cazt him
out. It was uscless to argue with the
Bounder, and Tom did not sttempt it
But he was troubled and dissatisfied. He
that somchow the Bounder would
be set right with the Remove. Dut iho
line Smithy was taking was only ioo
likely te widen the breech.

But Bmithy was quite determined.
Giame leg or not, he was going to play
the cricket of his life on Baturday, and
let the Remove ses what a good man
they were losing for the MHiglhclifte
match, And, except for the damage to
his ankle, the Bounder was fit as a
fiddle, and in great form.

IIe did not even lock at his
evening, taking chanecs with Quelel in
class in the morning. As it happencd,
Guelch ecalled on him to construe, and

(Continued on next page.)
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a5 Smithy had not prepared a word of
the Latin, it looked as if his crickes
ambitions might be knocked on the head
on the spot by detention that after-
nooti. But the Bounder was equal to
the occasion. : ;

“1l'm sorry, sir,” he said, with un-
usual meekness, “I  was qguite uo-
able to do my prep last night.”

Alr. Quelch's gimlet-eyes fixed on him
unp!msant!ﬁ'.

“And why, Vernon-Bmith?? he de-
manded grimly.

“1 was rather in pain, eir, owing fo
the, injury to my ankle,” sald Smithy.
“1 hope vou'll exeuse me this time, sir
—it really wasn't my fault.”

His manner was so meek and respect-

ful that the Remove master was
disarmed, _ .
“YVery well, Vernon-3mith,” he said.

1 shall excuse you on this occasion.
You will go on, Bunter I

Billy Bunter blinked at the Bounder,
and blinked at Quelch. Billy Buater
had done no prep the previous even-
ing, for the excellent rcason that he
had been too lazy. He, too, had hoped
ngt to eatch Quelch’s eye in the morn-
ing—a delusive hopo.  But as  the
Bounder had got off with the story of a
pain, ths fat Owl considered that the
saine story might well serve his turn.

#*I—I—0'm sorry, sir,” stammered
Bunter. *“I—I was guito unable to do
my prep last night—"

“What 7 rumbled Mr. Quelch. i

“T—I was rather in pain, sit— said
Bunter, hopefully.

“What ¥ repeated Quelch.

“Owing to an injury to my ankle,

¥

“Oh, my hat ! murmured Bob Cherry
—and there was a grin all through the
Bomove. ‘This was Dunter all over.

“Your ankle is injured, Bunter*" ox-
elaimed Mr. Quelch, :

“Yos, sir, fearfully. A—a bruise as
big as—as o walnut, sir [” said Bunier.
“]—I knocked it with a cricket ball—
1 mean snother fellow knocked 1t with
n ericket ball—at pames practics vester-
dav, sir.”

As Bunter had been nowhere mear
games practica the day before, this was
vather steep, even from Bunter.

“Indeed,” said Mr. Quelch grimly.
“Tf wveu were suffering, as you Eay,
Bunter, I should certainly excuse you."

“Thank vou, sicl” :

“RKindly show me the bruise you have
described.”

“Wha-n-t " gasped Bunter.

Ho hadn't expected that!l Really, he
might have expected it! But he hadn’t |

“Show me the bruise at once.”

“Oh lor’1” gasped Bunter. It was
really rather awkward, as ho had no
bruise to show. *The—the fact is, sir,
it—it was awfully painful last night,
but—but it got well this moerning.”

“And there iz mo sign of it lelt,
Bunter " inquired Mr. Quelch.

“N-n-none at all, sir.”

*“That is rather unfortunate, Bunter,
as it causes me to disbeliove vour state-
inent entirely,” zaid the Remove master.
“ 8fep out before the closs!®

a crikey I

“Now bend over that desk!™

Swipe |

“¥Y arooooooal 7

Swipe ]

“Whoop 1"

“T recommend you, Bunfer, to bhe
more fruthfoul,” zaid Mre, Queleh. “Yonu
will be detained an hour and a half this
afterncon, and you will go through the
lesson you should have prepared last
night! Take vour place !

‘Oh Yo' I groanad Bunter.

Tae Micyer Lieraay.—No. 1,320,

Not for the first time, William Ceorge
Bunter realised that the way of the
transeressor was hard |
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Form Maich !

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLEL, the
q capruin of the Fourth, sauntered
an the ericket field as if it and
_ the adjacent universe belo
to him.

MNobody eould have looked handsomer
and mors spotless in dazzling flannels—
nobody carried a4 more expensive bat
under a rmore elegant arm. "hen
sisters and cousins and aunts camo to
see matches at Greyfriars they generally
regarded Coeil Reginald as a thing of
beauty and a joy for ever. And if look-
ing the {Jart would have done it, there
was little doubt that Temple of the
Fourth wonld have been a great
cricketer. When it came to actual
cricket he had a way of scoring ducks
and dropping catches—and his handsomo
and expensive bat saw very little bard
gervice,

Btill, if Cecil Reginald was not very
useful, he was highly ornamental—and
lie was sabisfied with himself, which,
after all, was a great thing, On this
espeeial afternoon Ceeil Reginald wore a
YEry sanny EI'.I]'I].E‘.

Temple was not the man to work ab
games, or to expect his friends to work
at games, But he rather liked the idea
of Deating fellows who did work =&t
games. Thers were three or four fellows
in Temple’s team who eould play
ericket—not Temple's special pals. And
an this ogeasion he had & man in his
team who could play all their heads off.
Cecil Reginald rather disliked and
dezpizsed the Bounder, but he had
aecepted his offer to play in the Form
mateh, carefully concealing his glee.

The Bounder was not to be allowed to
swank—Templa could furnmish all the
swank that was needed. Buat Temple,
with all his swank and his conceit and
his inetfable self-sailisfaction, was quite
aware of the Bounder's value, and knew
that with such o rocruit he might realise
his dear ambition of beatin?' the
Remove. They had lost one of their
very best men—Temple had gained him
—and that change-over might maks the
result of the contest vory different from
usual.

The Remove had the nerve, as Temple
regarded it, to look on these Form
matches simply a3 practice for more
gerions affsira. He hqpe:l that they
were going fo have their eyes opened
this time.

Herbert Vernon-Bmith came down to
the feld with the Fourth Form men,
o was not limping now, though his
ankle was far from mended. He knew
very well that the strain on that ankle
would hurt him, and hurt him hard—
but he did not care. The Bounder was
tough—he would not have carved if he
had had to be carried in after the match,
so long as he demonstrated to the
Remove what a good man they were
losing for their match at Higheliffe.

Some of the Remove cricketers gave
him grim looks, Still, they had no kick
coming, as Ifisher T. Fish would have
expressedt it. They had turned Smith;
out, and if Temple wanted him he h
a right to him, And thera was no
doubt that Temple did want him—
though he affected an air of rather
nonchalant patronage towards the only
really strong man in his team.

“There’'s the rotter, backing up
sgainst his own Berm ! growled Johnny
Bull. *“Pah!”
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HTemple’s welcoms to him,” said
Wharton dryly. *It will be rather
amusing to watch his fmce if Smithy
walks off in the middle of the game,
and lets Lim down as he did uz the
other day.”

“He won't do that this time,” said
Frank Nugent, his lip curling. “The
rank outsider wounld like to see the
Hemove beaton”

“Well, he won't sce that in a hurry,”
grinned Bob Cherry. “One swallow
doesn't make a summer—and one
ericketer doesn’t maoke o team! And
Smithy's got & game leg, too!”

“He looks fit enough!” remarked
s=ouiff.

“The fitlulneszz looks terrific,” eaid
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. *“But the
runfulness will tell on tho estcemed and
ridiculows game Jeg.™

“Don't let him pet any, if we can
help it!"" said Peter Todd. “They'rs
tulang first knock; let lnky wash him
out to begin with,"

“ood egg 1™ agreed Wharton, “You
can dg it, Inky |

“The tryfulness will be preposterous.”

But Temple did not open with the
Bounder. Ile was aware that he ought
to have done so, but swank came first.
Temple started himself, with Dabney at
the other end. Vernon-Smith looked on
with a scowl. He wanted to begin the
batting, and had no doubt that he would
be not out ot the end of the innings, if
he was not let down by his crocked leg.
But Cecil Heginald was not running the
rizk of letting his new recrult get a
swelled head.

However, the Bounder had not to wait
luzrngu Temple survived the over by a
series of miracles, angd Squiff went on to
bow! against Dabney of ithe Fourth.
Walter Dabney gazed sorrowfnlly at a
wrecked. wicket, and ambled home. The
Bounder took lus place.

Form matches did not usually attract
a lot of attentian, but & pood many
fellows had gathered to see the Bounder
play against his own Form., He was
watchog with preat curiosity as he stood
up to the bowling of Sampson Quincy
Iffley Field of the Remove. It was quite
E‘ﬂm{ bowling, but Smithy was in mag-
nificent form, and he made hary of it
Three boundary hits rewarded him, and
there was & cheer round the field.

Wharton knitted his brows.

This was the hitting he wanted when
the Highclife match came off. The
Bounder was a man the Romove could
not spare., But there was no help for
it; a fellow who could not be trusted
was no good to hiz side. But it was ax-
asperating, sll the same.

At the end of the over the Bounder
stole a single, and was at the batiin
end when Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
took the ball,

“MNow open your Roopers, my merry
men " murmuared Bob Cherry.

And that over waos watched with the
keenest interest. Hurree Jamset Raw
Singh was the champion junior bowler
of Creyfriars—a wonderful man with
the leather. Sixth Formn cricketers iked
ta bag him for bowling at the nets, and
he often gave thom plenty to think
about. And the dusky nabob was in
pood form now. But it booted not!
Smithy played the nabob’s bowling as
he had plaved Squiff's, end the batting
vwas so really good that the Remove men
—like the ranks of Tuscany of old—
could searce forbear a cheer.

“Eighteen for one!” remarked Bob,
when tho feld changed over. “Not
Temple's usual game, what?"

“The estee Temple does not look
terrifically  pleased,”” murmured the
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Once out of
minuts later,

Nsabob of Bhanipur, apd the Remove
fellows grinned.

Temple, in fact, was not pleased.

Smithy was &umg gll—and more than
all—that his new captein could have ex-
pected of him, But it had the undesir-
able result of leaving Cecil Reginald
himself in the shade. The captain of
the Fnurt-h teaH did not want to be
th-z-m smz% backing up the play of a

o was quite dissatisfied with
t-hnt at&t& of affatra,

But his dissatisfaction did not last
long, for Tom Brown's bowling, in the
next over, relieved him of the trouble
of standing at hiz wicket. He walked
back to the pavilion with the Iessure—
or otherwise—of having score
some round nought. And ahll hﬂ r.'lui
not look pleased |

“My word | That man can bat " said
Fry of thoe Fourth, watching the
Bounder when he had the bu}wlmg
again,

& Oh, rather!™ a g}reed Ba‘hney.

“En.th-ar A styl % drawTﬁd
Temple., * Et.:li has not doin’ badly.
Not badly at a.il P

Whereat Fry of the Fourth grinned.
Ag ﬂ‘lﬂ- Bnundcr, b{, that t.:mn, had mado
S0 off his own bat, and Temple had
scored a duck, it really had to bo ad-
:flgicd that Smithy was pot doing

adly.

The rest of the innings was a proces-
sion. Bcott of the Fourth made a stand.
“cott was one of the icw members of
Temple's team who “worked™ at
games, and he put up a very decent
nings, with Emrthj' at the other end.
But the rest were more or less rabbits,
gnd they fell fast to tho Remove bowl-
ing. Even the pabob could not touch

Tmﬂi.J--

l.|;1 i
||

t of Bunter, Mauleverer stipped behind one of the old stone plllars and stood there with bated breath. A
unter rolled under the old arahau and blinked round for Mauleverer, without seeing him. **Beast ' he

grunied. *“ Dodging & chap ™

Bmithy's wicket, and he gave no chances
in the field, though every man was keen
and anxious to cetch him out, Several
times, when BSmithy was running, his
llm was pronounced and obvious, but

ept on with doﬁged courage and
dctermmahcrn, though every now and
then his face whitened with pain. He
was putting too severes m gtrain on a
game log, and he was well aware of it,
but nothing would have induced him to
weaken. & he had confidently antici-
poted, he was not out at the finish,
which came under an hour, and his score
was 50, for 15 taken by the rest of the
batsmen,

There was a sour grin on the
Bounder's face when he came 'k to
tho pavilion. Redwing waos wmtmg for
him there, with a rather anxious face.
The Bounder's limp was very noticeable
now, and a keen cye could detect a
drawn look in his hard face.

“Mot a bad knock, Reddy ?** zaid the
Bounder.

“How's your leg 7" asked Redwing,

“71 believe it will hold out.™

“Butb it feels—""

“ Rotten 1 But I'd play this to a
finish snd beat the BRemove if 1t was

poing to lamo me for life!” said the
Bounder, between his teeth,

To which Redwing made no roply.
Hao did not want to.seo hig Form beaten,
still less to sco his chum beating them;
and a look at Binithy's facs showed, to
a Lﬂeni?' anxious and {riendly eye, tha A
he ought not to have been piaymn’
cricket 2t all. But it was futile to ar
with the obstinate Bounder, and he :d
not attempt if.
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Tkhe Beunder’s Win

ICKY NUGENT grinned.
D “ Poor old Franh I he said.
“Your major can't batl"” re-
marked Gatty.
“ﬂh you 5l1ut upl’” said Dicky at
“What do you know sbout bat-
tmg, Georgo (atty? You bat like &
carpet-beater 1"

“Well, ha can't bat for toffea 1” said
Myocrs. “Look at the way Smithy's
whipped out his middle stump 1™

“&mithy's some lad!"” said Dicky.
“He's not half the rotter that follows
mauke out. I heer that they bar him in
the Remove—my major said so. Billy
asses, if you ask mel Serva 'em right
for him to mop vp thoir wickets I

The threo herocs of the Sccond, seated
unider o shady tree, ﬁurmundlng a bag
of cherries, wore iutr{m:amg the Form
match with their kindly notice, Dicky

was, in fact, rather interested in the
Bounder since the good turn Smithy had
done him. It 13 true that hoe did not

think very much about that good turn,
having a rather short memory for ser-
vices rendered.  Still, he had not for-
gotten ity and lis feclings towards the
Dounder were wvery kind. 8o he was
there to see Smithy p]a:.r—ﬂud as he was
standing & l.'ril!{ uf cherrics, Gnt.ty and
Myors woero willing 1o como also, It
was probable that the ericket would not
deotain them after the cherrics wero
finislagd.

Bicky grmn{-{] an unbrotherly grin

when his major's wicket went down.
Dut Frank Nugent was hardly to blame

Tae Mucxer Liprary.~No. 1,320,
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for going under to the Bounder's bowl-
ing. It was such bowling as no Remove
excapt Hurrea Jamset Ram )
u:-cmllﬁ have put up. Smithy waz at the
top of his form, and never had  his
bowling been so éeadl_:r. Temple of the
Fourth was smiling in the held. He
had made s catch off Smithy’s bowling,
putting paid to so ?md & bat as Bquiff
—and il Roginald was considerably
bucked thereby. And the Bounder's
present performance, fine as it was, was
not putting tho rfr“f' Cecil Regmq'!d in
the shade, for Temple did not claim to
be & bowler—and, indeed, despised that
branch of ericket. Cutting a handsome
figure at the wicket, an gni:iﬁ- down
to. any ball that a baby could have
played, was Cecil Reginald’s idea of
ericket—-which he lived up to.

Frenk Nugent had tried hard to stand
up to the Bounder, but he fried in vain,
Smithy grinmed sardonically when he
carried out his bat for a duck.

“Duck's eggs are cheap to-day!”
Skinner remarked, as Frank came out,
taking care that Nugent ehould hear
him, “Why isn't Wharton plaving
I'iimb;::r?' Bunter eduldn’t do worse than
thie.®

Whereat Skinner's friends chortled.

The fact was that the Remove were
having & bad time. If the Bounder’s
object was to impress on them what a
good man they had lost—as it was—ho
succeeded to perfection. He had put
up the “hat trick,” es well as making
two good catches in the field; and the
Remove were six down for 20, which
wus quite disastrous. Smithy's game
soemed to infuse a little more mustard
than usual into Temple & Co., and they
were playving uncommonly well; even
Temple had made a good catch. Whar-
ton himself had beon dismissed for only
b—one of Smithy's victims. Faces in
the Ramove were growing rather long.
They were so accustomed {o walking
over Temple & Co. at games that this
sort of thing eame as & peinful shook.
Cricket is anything but a che-man game,
vet that was what the Bounder ecemed
to be making of this match. Game leg
and all, he had never been so
dangorous.

And all the time, ns most of the

Fellows discerned, ha was in pain; more
than once he had inveluntarily faltered,
though his iron determination kept him
poing, He would not have given in if
1t had cost him his leg. He was goin
:1:: beggth iha Remove—and it looked as i
we might.
_ “"This won't be a Fourth Form win,
if they pull it off,” Johnny Bull grawled.
“They’'ve got only ome cricketer, and
h.r-‘ EB cmove,

‘Bub isn't he ripping?" said Bob.
U Isn't it & putrid s?mma that he's not
going to play for us when we meet
Hi g!mltffe i

“He would be—if ho wasn't such a
rotter!
kicked 1™

“Ohk, well bowled, Smithy!* roarcd
Doly, as Tom Brown went down to the
Bounder. “Well bowled, old bean !

The Bounder girinned a3 he heard that
roar. Tt was like Bob to tostify his
admiration of ghmd cricket, cven whoen
it wos making hay of his own side.

_*This is a jolly old funcral proces-
sion!” said Mark Linley. “I’ve never
seen Smithy in such form.”
~“It bucks him awfully to be dish-
ing hizs own crowd 1* snorted Johnny
Bull. “That's the sort of blighter he is."

“We'll bent them sccond knoelk ! said
Frank Nugent.

“Weo ghall have to, if we're to heat
them at all,” said Bob. “And we shall
havo to fight for it, too. What a chango
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He ought to be jolly well
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from walking over the Fourth with an

innings to spare.”
“It'a all Bmithy!” growled John
Bull, “Temple will ga swanking all

over the place that he’s licked the
Bemova, if he pulls it off. He'll forget
to mention that a Bemove man did it
for him.”

It was indeed s * procession ” to the
finish of that ionings. It was very un-
usually brief, and it ended with the
Eemove sll down for 20, leaving
the Fourth more than that shead. When
the field came off, the Bounder limped
to the pavilion, and fell rather than
sat into the chair that Rndwmg had
rendy for him. His face was flushed
with exertion, but the flush died away,
leaving him very pale, His chum
brought him lemonade, and he sipped
it slowly, without speaking. ‘Temple
gave him a rather anxious look. He
was gowng to win that Form match, if
the Bounder held out—not otherwise.
All Cecil Reginald’s -concéit could not
blind him to the fact thet if the
Bounder dmpggd out, the Fourth would
be wiped off the field. But the Bounder
had no idea of dropping out.

“¥ou ought to cut it, Bmithy 1" said

edwing, in a low voice. “ You're nob
fit t¢ go on, and you know it."

“ And let Temple down, in the middle
of the dgame—ns I did the Remove on
St. Jude's Day " sneered the Iounder,
“I wonder what they would say of mo
if I did?™

l;”'!'g'uu ought not to have plaved at
all !’

“Rot 1

And when the Fourth opened their
second innings, the Bounder went on,
with Temple at the other end. This
time the captain of the Fourth put his
mighty man in first, and for several
overs the Bounder played up in quite
his old style, the runs coming fast. But
iron-willed as he was, he was not made
of iron, and the strain on his damaged
ankle told more and more. He set his
teeth snd bore it; but tho runs slowed
down—he could not help that. Twien
he had narrow escapes of being stumped,
and then he nursed himself a%itﬂﬁ MOTe
carefullv. And every now and then
came boundary hits that gave him runs
without the running. He had taken
forty when he fell to a deadly ball from
Hurree Jernset Ram Singh; and though
he scowled savagely at the Nabob of
Bhanipur, he was glad to totter to a
chair and sit down.

Templs & Co. put u% quite a struggle,
and ther had added 30 to Smithy's 40
when the last wicket [ell.

“My hat!” murmured Bob Chorry.
“We want 106 to win—and we madea
in our first knock! If Bmithy bowls
acain—phew 1*

It was evident that the result de-
fcnded on that., All eves wero on the
lounder—which was rather a comfort
ko him, for Smithy dearly loved the
limelight. And his long rest had done
him d-~he seemed fresh n%uin when
the Fourth went inte the f&eld once
more.

That his hand haed not lost its cun-
mng was soon clear. Harry Wharton
went down at the last ball of the over,
after making 6. Then DBob Cherry
knocked Fry's bowling all over the
horizon, and put on But when tho
Bounder bowled again, Dob followed
his skipper to the pavilian, and Johnny
Bull followed DBob, and Mark Linley
followed Johnny. Cocil Reginald
T&mlplﬂ fairly grinned with glee, and
the fellows round the field shouted and
cheered, Dicky Nugent's voice sounding
ghrilly among the rest.  The cherries
being finished, Gatty snd Myers had
deserted him, but Richard Nugent was

genaruualr staying on to the fAnish to
ack up SmiLEy. And the gamo waa
worth staying for, so long as the
Bounder played.

_But Herbert Vernon-Smith was Ogch
t.mig- t¢ the end of his tether vor
followed over, and Cecil Reginald
Temple gave his new revruit all the
kowlng he could. But SBmithy's faco
was grewing eet and drawn, beaded
with perspiration, and he was seen to
stumble several times. The crash came
at last—and camo suddenly.

The Bounder was bowling, and as ha
took s little run he stumbled, alipped,
and went headlong over.

_He gritted his testh and struggled to
rise, but his game leg, long over-
strained, had faizly let him down st last,
and he could not get up,

Friendly hands lifted him and helped
him off the feld. Temple gave him a
friendly smack on the shoulder.

“You can't keep on, old bean,” said
Temple. “But we've won the game—
gll over bar shoutin'. You've dono
enough, Smithy 1*

“1 can keep on, after s bit of a
rest 1”7 muttered Vernon-S8mith, but the
words came faintly through colourless

lips,

“That’s all right, old bean® gaid
Temple scothingly. * Dashed if I know
how you've kept it up so long! You
must be made of iron

Redwing ren to meet his chum, and
helped him to a chair at the pavilion.
He would have helped him back to the
House, but Smithy refused to leave the
ground.

" 1t's sickenin’ I" he muttered, between
his teeth, “Crocked—when I've got the
rotters licked! By gad, I'm goin” on
again, if I have to erawl on my hands
and knees, if they look like pullin® it
out of the fire.”

*Not much chance of that,” said Tom,

Redwing was right. With the Bounder
off tho field, the Removites nourished
s hope of vet snatching wvictory from
the jows of defeat. But they had too
much leeway to mako up. They were six
down for 50 when the Bounder went—
and the six were their best batsmen.
With only four wickets to fall, and 56
to make to win, it was rather too big
a_dtask for the “tail ¥ of the Remove
Blde.

The Bounder, however, watched
keonly and anxiously, Runs came—tha
ecore crept to 65 for seven—78 for cight
—80 for ninc! It was going fto be a
close Bnish, after sll—a proof, if ono
was necded, that the Bounder had been
tho backbone of the epposition. The
score was at & level hundred when the
Iast man fell, and the Remove were
beaten by 5 runs.

“Rotten 1 pgrunted the DBounder
“Five—it would have been 50 if I'd
kept ont! Btill, a licking's a licking,
what "

And he grinned.

“Well, we've beaten them, Smithy,
old bean!™ said Cecil Reginald Temple
brightly. “ Beaten thera—what 7"

And Smithy grinned again at the
“we.” There was not much “we * about
it, in his opinion. The Bounder had
won that game, and Temple & Co. had
very nearly lost it again. But Smithy
nodded cheerfully. Heo was satished
himself, and willing to leave Temple
his self-gatisfaction.

“How's the old leg ' added Teomple,
remembering  that the Bounder was

crocked. . .
“All right—just & twinge,” said
Vernon-Smith indifférently. i
It was rather more than “just =&

twinge.” Bmithy leaned heavily on Tom
Redwing when he went back to the

{Contenued on page 22.)
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The best two-pennyworth
in your Tuckshop!

It doesn’t matter whether you're in funds or
down to your last ‘tuppence’. . . you can't get
better value for your money than Cadburys 2d.
Milk Chocolate Bar. Quite recently Cadburys
made it heavier still—that's why it's now called
the Heavyweight Bar. It's divided into sixteen
easily separated sections. And you can taste the

rich, dairy cream in each delicious chunk. There's

not a better two-pennyworth in your tuckshop!

fakbdck il T '5-';-""":
IO i

CADBURYS

D
HEAVYWEIGHT 2 MILK BARS




22
BARRED BY HIS FORM!

[Continued from page 20.)

It was all he could do to keep
up nip ances till he was out of sight.
The fellow who had played hard through
a summer's afternoon had bare
strength enough left to ecrawl to his
study. In Study No. 4 in the Remove, the
Bounder sank into the armchair, white
as chalk, and leaned back, eclosing his
eyes. The pain in his strained ankle was
exoruciating. It was all Smithy eould
do to keep %mﬂ: a groan, But he uttered
no sound—the Bounder seemed stecl all
through !

House.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
- Galled Belore the Beaks!

1Y BAY, you fellowsg—"

I “3ith a little luck, we should

have done 1t 1" said Bob Cherry.
“1t’s rather sickening for Temple

to be making out thet he's licked the
Rerli:ufe at ericket 1™

E13 51 Lt

“PBut what a jolly old champion
Bmithy is,” went on Bob. “I'm rather
beginning to think that we'd better let
hire out of Coventry on Higheliffe day
?Miﬂi‘ﬂ!]j’ for one occasion only,
what?" . =

“ Fathead ! said Frank Nugent

‘"’I HI“.'_?‘J

“0Oh, shut up, Bunter 1* .

“] hear vou've been whopped,” said
Bunter. “Rather a Fltﬁ 1 had deten-
tion this afterncon. I'd have played for

13

vou, and it would have been all right.
But, I say, Quelch wants Nugent.”

“What the thump does he want me
for 7" demnnded Frank. “Go back and
tell him I've been playing cricket, and
don't feel liko seeinp beaks.”

Billy Bunter chuckled. ]

“] say, vou'd better hike off,” he said.
“ Quelchy s looking frightfully solemn,
and so is Twigg 1™ :

“Twigg " repeated Frank, becoming
serious ot once at the mention of his
minor's Form master. “JIs Twigg with
Queleh

“Yes—looking as solemn as Quelch!
Something’s up, I faney,” said DIunter.

“] don't know what Twigg's got to do
with it, unless it's eomeothing about your
nijinor. Perhaps he's going to be
sacked.”

“What #" roared Nugent.

“Well, he's o cheeky Foung
scoundrel,” said Bunter. "I dare say
Twigg's fed-up with him. I know 1

nm;[ And he's looking pretiy sick,
tﬂ"ﬂl ‘:I-J

“What do you mean, you fat idiot?"
exclaimed Nugent angrily. “My mino»
1n't with Quelch, is he?”

“He jolly well is—looking awfully
sick I said Bunter cheerfully, " A face
as long as o fiddle. Looks as if he's got
it in the neck! He's always up to some-
thing! My opinion is that his beak
dossn’t whop him enough.”

Frank Nugent gave the fat Owl a

lare, and hurried away. If Dicky and
’Eu; Form master wera in Quelch's study,
and Quelch had zent for Frank, it was
obvious that something serious was
“up.” _Frank, as a rule, gave rather
top much, than too little thought to his
{uung brother in the Second Form, his

rotherly care earning very little in the
w% of thanks from Dicky. )
ut_just lately his mind had been in
the cricket, and ho had not seen so much
of his troublesome minor as was his
wont. It wos no surprise to learn that
Dicky was in trouble—Nugent minor
seemod born to trouble as the sparks fly
upward,. But with two Form masters
mixed up in the matter, it looked like
THe Macxer Lmmnary.—Nao. 1,320,

something much serious than
WS A L.

Frank, ag he hurried away to Masters'
Passage, wondered what on earth the
Foung s#amg could have been u

He tnpge at Mr. Quelch's
entered, his heart beating,

%ﬂﬁlﬁi'i and Twigg. as Bunter had
said, were locking solemn; and Dicky,
standing by the table with the air of a
culprit, undoubtedly looked = “sick.”
Frank's first glance went to him; then
ho looked at his Form master.

“¥ou sent for me, sir?”

"¥es, Nugent,” said Mr. Quelch,
quite_kindly. “I must ask you some
questions, my boy, in connection with

our brother. banknote is missing
rom Mr. Twigg's study—"

Frank gave a start, and his face

amed. .

“My brother cannot know enything
about that, sir!” he exclaimed.

“I desira to learn whether you know
anything ohout it, Nugent "

“I, sir'™ exclaimed Frank, almost
stupefied.

“*¥ou know nothing !

“"How could I know anything sboul
it gas Nugent. "I don't under-
stand what you mean " i

Mr, Twigg, in silence, was watching
Nugent'a %nm very mnarrowly. The
Hemove master went on gquietly:

“1 will explain the ecircumstances,
Nugent, Some days ago, Mr. Twigg
took & pound note from your brother, to
return to a relative who had thought-
lessly sent it te him, The following
morning he found Nugent minor in his
study, and had reason to think he was
there to make an sttempt to take back
the note. That would have been an act
of rebellious impudence, but not, of
courge, dishonest. Your brother has
now been questioned by Mr, Twigg, and
has admitted that such was his inten-
tion.’

“But I never—" began Dicky.

“"You will be silent, please!™ gaid
Mr. Quelch, “The boy has now further
admitted that he visited Mr. Twigg's
study a second time, while his Form
master was absent on Wednesday rfter-
noon, to look for the pound note.”

“It wasn't therae—" mumbled Dicky.

“Bo silent! The pound note was no
longer there,™ resumed Mr, Quelch;
““but in the same drawer was a five-
pound note !* _

“ My brother never touched that, sir
exclaimed Frank indignantly.

“"That 15 what we have to ascertain,”
said Mr. Quelch dryly. “The note was
taken away, and another put in its
place. As Mr, Twigg had noticed the
number of the banknote, he made the
discovery yesterday that the five-pound
note in his desk was not the one he had
1&% th-el.:_"e.” p—

rank's cyes opened wide.

“Then no money has been lost at all,
gir ¥" he exclaimed.

" None ™ zaid Mr. Quelch, “The
amount that was taken was undoubtedly
replaced. But the only pessible conclu-
sion to be drawn is that Mr. Twigg's
note was stolen, and that the thief re-
placed it with a similar note, hoping to
escape detection thereby. Your gmth&r
denies having purloined Mr, Twigg's
note——"

“I wouldn"t=—" bagan Dicky.

“Will you be silent, Nugent mingr 7
snapped the Remove master, “The re-
placing of the money may indicate re-
pentance on the part of the thief—or an
action on the part of someone concerned
in his welfare. In either case, the
matter eannot rest where it is. If Mr.
T'wigg's bankpote has been spent, the
boy who sabstracted it is & thief,
although the amount has been replaced.
Ha must be taken to the headmaster to
be dealt with.”

mora

to now,
oor, and
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THE MAGNET

“I'm not s thief!” muttered Dicky,
on the verge of tears. “1 went after my

pound note, but I never pinched any-

thing ! I wouldn't " :
“Be silent! Your brother admits

having opened the money-drawer,

Nugent, and if the money was missing
there could be no doubt on the subjeet.
He would be adjudged a thicf, and ex-
ﬁe!!ed from the school. But the money
as been replaced—and 1t is fairly cer-
toin that Nugent minor could not have
replaced it from his own resources.”

‘Whoever tock the note must have
g‘ut the other in its place, sir,” said

o a1 ira to k

" Quite 50, an require to know
whE%lEI you provided your brother with
2 banknote to enable him to conceal the
theft 7

Frank understood now why he had
been sent for, .

He breathed a deep breath of relief.

“MNo, sir! I know nothing whatever
about 1! I have not had a Ave-pound
note this term &t all. I can prove that,
if it's necessary. If you write to m
people, sir, they will tell Fou.
shouldn't get a banknote from asnybedy
else, and they will tell you that 1 have
not had one.™ .

“I never told Frank anything about
it [ mumbled Dicky. “He never knew
ing ! I went after my pound——"

* Bilenco 1™

The twoe Form masters looked &t
Nugent, and exchanged glances. It was
plain enough that Frank was telling the
truth : besides, the proof he offered weas
good enough, And if Frank had not
Eﬁvan his brother a banknote to replace
tho missing one, it was Ecarcel'i’ éw&mhlﬂ
to suppose that anyone else had done so.
Frank might have stood by the scamp of
tl!m ;Semnd in such & scrape; but who
else

“Very well, Nugent,” said Mr. Quelch
at last, “1 accept your assurance, and
Mr., 'ﬁwiggTd?ﬂs the seme—" He

lanced at Twigp.

E”E&rtainﬁr 1” said the Second Form
master.

«“ And thig, sir, clearse my brother,”
said Frank firmly. * Whoever took the
note must have put the second one in its
Eﬁum?and Dicky never had one to put

ETE.

“It would appear so, MNugent; but
until it is clear what has become of the
original note, the matier must continve
to EE:-E: ingquired into,” spid Mr, Quelch.
“] am not satisfied that your brother
hus been frank with me—and Mr. Twige
is not satisfed, either. 1 have an 1m-
pression that Nugent minor could tell
more if he wished.” .

I never stole the banknote!™ said
Dia:l»lg shrilly. ]

“For the prescnt rou may go,” said
Mr., Quelch, *and my advice to you,
Nugent miner, is to make a full confes-
sign to your Form master, if you have
anything to confess. The matter will
not rest until the eoriginal banknote has
been traced.” .

Dick Hu%cnt- followed his brother
from the study. In the passage, Frank
dropped a band on his minor's shoulder.

“]; ‘s all right, Dicky,” he said. “ ¥You
wera a silly young ass to go to Twigg's
desk after your pound note; hbut—it's
all right! %‘hey‘l fnd the fellow whe
pinched it sooner or later.” ]

Dicky gavo his brother a very peculiar
look.

“Think =0?” he ashed.

“Yes: they'll get it by the number,
soponer or later.”

“ Not 1f it's lost 1"

“Lost " repeated Frank.

*Well, suppose it blew away, or some-
thing like that——"

Frank stared at him,
langhed. :

“MNot much good the fellow telling

and then
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Over followed over, and Vernon-Smith’s face was growing set and drawn, and beaded with perspiration. The erash came at

hst—and came suddenly.
OVer.

Tw:gg; that if he's nailed,” he said.
“Don't be a young ass, Dicky! Who-
ever pinched rwugg s note spent it—and
then got frightened, and put ancther in
its place—that's na dlear us daylight,”

“You—yon think Twigg would think
s 1"

“0Of course he would |” said Nugent.
“And that clears you, as it's jolly cer-
taln naver had one ta put back.
It's all right—you needn't worry !

But Dicky Mugent looked worried, all
the same, as he left Lis brother. Frank
went back to his friends in the Rag: but
Dicky Nugent went slowly up the simrs,
and sztopped at Study No, 4 in the
Reéemove,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Change for a Flverl

LOW I* growled the Bounder.
He shifted his aching leg,
which rested on a stool as he

sat in the armchair in Study

No. 4, Smithy did not repent of his deter-
mination to carry on in the oricket

match that day; but he was paying for

it now,
Nover had he felt 2o therou fhly crooked
and rotten; and be bhad hardly a

moment's ease from the pain in his
etrained ankle.

Bedwing remained in the study with
him, though the present state of the
Bounder's temper made him far from
agreeable.

There was a timid tap at the door,
and it opened, and & fag of the Second
Form locked in.

“HSmithy here 1" asked Nugent minor.

Veornon-Smith scowled at him
wuinmmmdtnhahnthem!hj

The Bounder was bowling, an

Frank Nugent's young brother—or by
anybody.

“Yes, but don't come in now, kid,"”
aaid Rﬂd\kﬂlﬁ hastily, “Trot along
snother tim

“ And ﬂhu;t the door
growled Smithy.

“I—I'va pgot to speak to you,
Smithy ¥ muttered the fag, and he
came into the study. “I—1 say, Red-
wing, I wish you'd cut for a minute or
two——*

“You cheeky young sweep!” hooted

Vernon-8mith. “ What the thump do
you meani Kick him out, Reddy ™

“I've got to speak to you about—
about——"" stammered the fag. “I ss
Bmithy, there's gmnﬁ te be & row, an
—and I've got to tell you

“I1f you mean sboul your playin’ the
goat last Wednesday, Redwing knows—
I've told him I'* anapped the Bounder,
“¥You needn't be afraid he will tell
anybody else—he’s mum as an oyster.
But he doosn't want to hear any more
about it—and I -don’t, either ! Cutl”

“Well, if ha knows, nll right. I-I've
got to tell you—=

“Go and tell your major instead, if
you're in some new scrapel” snecred
the Bounder. “¥Your major's down on
ma, like thoe rest, for eutting the cricket
last Wednesday, and you know why I
did itl1 Like tguur dashed check to
come to ms with your scrapest! Take
them to your brother ¥

o I:.as_v d-nes it, Smithy,” said Redwing
uictly. He could sce that the wad
1g*ht.£ned end deeply disturbed. “‘E’uu
took the metter up, and i1t's up to
now I Ha shut the study door.
the kid speak |*
“I'm fed-up with him and the whale

efter you!™

and as he took a little run, he stumbled, slipped, and went headlong
His * game ** leg, long over-sirained, had let him down at last !

tribe of Nugents!” pgrowled Vernon.
Smith savagely. “What have you be
up to noow, you young sweep? FPiocling
another banknete frem your beak, or
what 7'

Dicky's lip trembled.

“You koow I nover pinched it
Bmithy | It blew away—il was lost, and
I hunted for it and nover found itl
But—— All the fat's in the ﬁm now.

I've been up before Twigg and Queleh,
with I'ran
The Bounder sat up. The move-

ment gave him a. bitter twinge, and he
uttﬂreﬁ a yelp of pain,

“Owl! Oh, my hat! For goodness’
gake, you little ass, what do you mean?
The matter was seitled ell right—
Twigg's got his fiver, hasn't he? My
fivor at loast——"

“He's noticed the number.”

“Oh gad!"
“He knows it's a different noto!™
groaned Dicky. “He's had me up to

jaw, and I owned up that I went affer
my pound poto. i told him I never

m-:hmi his fiver, of courss. But—but
? never told him about takm% it out ﬂf
hia desk, and—and the wind blowing
out of the window! I—I th-nughh ]::a
wonldn't believe me, so——"

“Fool if he did 1" grunted Vernon-
Amith. “I shouldn’t ]m.vu believed you
myself, if 1 didn't happen to know it
was true. Fellowa don't gmemllr take
fivers to let them blow away.”

“Frank thinks the samn nu yﬂu,
mumbled Dicky. "He ug when I
gaid the fiver might have blown away.
Frank thinks it's all ri t} heuausu jha
doesn's know! But—bu it isn'tl
The;ra gumﬂ aftor that putrn:'l fiver,
and—and——

Tius Magrer LEnary.—No. 1,320.
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‘*And they won't be hs:fpy till they

t it [ jeered the Bounder, “Rotten
uck Twigg twigging the number! Why
can't the old ass be satisfied—he's lost
nothing 1™

“They think the fiver was pinched,
and the thisf got frightened and put
another back !” groaned Dicky. *And—
and 1t looks like it, doesn’t 127"

“ Exactly like it!™ grinned Emil:hfr.
“Dlessed if I see what else they could
think, when Twigeg found it was a
different fiver. DBother the old ass!"

“And—and they won't let it rest!
They fancy they're guing to trace that
rotten fiver and find out who took ik
Of course, they can’t, as it's lost! Buot
—but I don't know what will happen.
If the rotten thing turned up it would
pBrnra ’that it hadn’t heen spent.

i —

‘The Bounder laughed. )

“Lucky it's turned up, then !” he said,

Richard Nugent gave a jump.

“It's turned up " he ejaculated.

“¥es, and I've got it.”

“Oh1” gasped Dicky, His troubled
face bl‘lght(:nnd, “0Oh, what luck | Of
course it's yours, Smithy, as Twigg's
%c-t. your one—ona's as good a3 another |

ut--but if you've got it—"

“I've pot it—at least, there’s no doubt
that it’s the one—couldn’t have been two
fivers blowing about Greyfriars.”

"1 know the number of Twigg‘s nate
—I heard him tell Queleh,” said Dicky
epporly—"rather & queer number—
01234567,

The Bounder took out his noteease.
e selected a five-pound note from
several others, zcanning the numbers,

“That's it, then,” he said—* 01234567.
It was picked up in the Cloisters yester-
day, and I claimed it from the fellow
=it was mine, as Twigg's got my fver.
Pity it's too late to change them back.”

“I—1 say*'—Dicky's manner was
cager and excited—"I say, Smithy, it
ain't too latel If you'll let me have
it, I can de itl Tl wait till old

Twige’s safe off the scene and nip into
his study—-—"2

“Oh, my hat! Jf the other nate's
therg——*

“Ten to one it is! 'Tt-.-i%g'a keeping
ik, you sce—he wouldn’s likely to
spend 1F, in the cires. I'll look, any-
how! I say*—Dicky burst inte a
cackle of laughter—*1 say, fancy old
Twigg's face, if he found {:iﬁ own note
there, next time he looks into his desk !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder,
quite tickled by the idea of such an
extraordinary surprise for Mr. Twigg.

Tom Redwing laughed. He could
not help it. It had to be admitted that
Twigg's face, ot such a moment, would
be worth sceing.

“He'll think it's jolly old magie!”
chuckled Dicky, quite in high spirits
again now. ““Anyhow, he can't make
out that anybody spent the fiver when
he finds it in his desk. Can he!”

“I‘IETﬂI"‘h"

"It will prove that there never was
any pinching—when he gets his own
banknote! That will wash it out, see I

The Bounder ficked the banknote
mcross to the cager fag.

“Go in snd win,” he said. “If vou
get my note back, bring it here—if not,
leava Twige's note there, anyhow,”

“You'd lose five pounds then—>

“Oh, don't be & young ass; do as I
tell you,”

“0Oh, all.right!”
~ Nugent minor tucked the banknote
into his pocket and left the study, with
a face very much brighter than when
he had entered it. The Bounder leaned
back in his chair,

He did not expect to see Nugent
miner again soon; but as a matter of
fact, it was less than a quarter of an
hour later that the fag came back to
Study Ne. 4 in the Remove.

Ha came in grinning.

“Well?"* grunted the Bounder, while
Redwing eyed the grinning  young
rascal very curiously,

“IRight as rain!” chuckled Dicky.
“1 saw Twigg going to the Head's
study, so ¥ knew the coast was clear,
see! I nipped into Twiggy's study and
looked in the drawer—and the fiver was
there!” Irom his trousers pocket
Dicky extracted a crumpled fiver.
“That's your note, Bmithy.”
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Schoal, is rolling in wealth |
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“Thanks!” said the Bounder, as
Dicky handed him the five-pound nota,
numbered 044454, and he tucked it care-
lessly inte his notecase.

“Ave left Twigg's note in place of
it 1" said Dicky. "I say, what will old
Twigg think when he sees it? Makeo
him jump, whati”

“Probably he will jump to such an
extent as to dint the ceiling with his
bald spot!” answered the Bounder.
“Well, let him jump! Cut!"

Eichard Nugent, grinning, quitted the
study again.

“That's that!” said the Bounder.
“Ow! Blow this game leg! I shall
have to go down to eallover dot-and-
catry onal Hallo! What's that 1
_ "That® was a sharp and angry voice
in the Bemove passage. It was the
voice of Frank Nugent, Ewvidentl
Dicky had come on his major s he left
the Bounder's study.

“¥on young sweep! What are you
doing up here P+

“Find out!” eame Dicky's retort,

“1 saw you coming out of Vernon-
Bmith's study—"

“Go and eat coke!™

“You young rotter! I've told you to
keep clear of that fellow *

“He, ha, ha "' roared the Bounder.

Tom Rﬁé\#lng shut the door of Study
No. 4, and no more was heard.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last!

RANE NUGENT'S face was
F almost crimson with anger.

He was coming up to Study

No. 1 with Wharton, and was

surprised—and deeply incensed—to sec

his miinor legving the Bounder's study.

The scene with Mr. Quelch and Twigg

was fresh in his mind. T—

Dicky was in & serape again, his own
reckless folly having brought him under
a terrible suspicion; and though Frank
had assured his minor that ik was *all
right,” he was feeling & decp uneasiness,
It seemed to him like tho last straw, to
find the scamp of the Second hanging
about the study of the outcast of the
Remove. And Master Dicky's cheeky
answers did not have the effect of
lessening his anger.

He dropped hizs hand on Dicky's
shoulder, and marched him into Study
No. 1. Tho fag went unwillingly.

“Bteady on, Frank, old man!” said

Harry, “The fogs haven't anything to
do with our barring Smithy, ¥you
know—-="

“My brother’s going to bar him "
said Frank, botween his set Jips. **He's
going to have nothing to do with the
bigrest rotter at Greyiriars. e gots
into trouble coough witheut Vernon-
Smith to help him into more. I
haven't told you what Queleh wanted
me for—"

“You zilly ass!” said Dicky. “¥You
don’t know what you're talking about.
Smithy's a better man than you any
day I

“Bhut up, Dicky!” said Wharton.

“Shan't 1" said Dicky independentls.
“Bmithy's a better man than you, too!
The only decent man in the Remove, in
my opinion !

Harry Wharton langhed.

“You didn't think so when he was
amack:r(x;g 3'05:'1:‘[ head the other day,” ha

remark remember you hacked

his shins."
“Yes; #&nd he stood me like a
Dicky, *If

Iﬁrick afterwards |™ snap
a wanted to smack my head again, I'd
let him ™

“Had he gnything to do with your
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ving to Twigg's desk?" asked Frank

itterly.

His ]Yarﬂthe: stared at him.

“You dummy I was his reply.
“That's what Quelch wanted me for,”

gaid Frank, to tho captain of the Re-

move. “ The young rascal went to his

desk to take back s pound note Twigg

wouldn’t let him have; and there's a

banknote mizsing, and so=—""

“¥ou reckless littla villain!" said
Harry. “You ought to be jolly well
ﬂ“gﬁ _I:r

"“Rats |V

said Dinl'%' cheerfully.
“Same to you, Frank! Twigg's got his
b&:]kr:lﬂtﬂ all right, bother him!

“ Dicky would have been up before the
Head and sacked before this,‘ﬁng, BOMma-
how, another fiver was put in the place
of Twigg's one that was taken,” went
on Frapk., “Quelch wanted to know if
I'd given him one—to hide a theft—"

] h:- m}... hﬂ.t- 1

“ Luckily, he believed that I hadn't,
and as Dicky couldn't have got one from
&n:;bc:d; else, that ought to let him out,
But he's uud’er' suspicion, as they Lnow
he went to Twigg's desk, until tga note
rns u Frank Nugent broke off,
with a glare at his minor. “You young
sweep! Is that a laughing matter i

Dicky was grinning.

“It's pretty serious, kid,” said Harry
Wharton,

“That's all you know!” said Dicky.

“¥ou don't know everything in the
Rer?n"m! Lot of duffers, if you ask
ma ]*

Nugent breathed hard,

‘And with that suspicion hanging
over him, he hangs about the shadiest
rotter in the school ! he said savagely.
“If Smithy wasn't crocked, I'd go to
his study now——"

“Better while he's crocked 2
grinned Di ay “When he's fit, you
couldn’t handle him for toffee!”
Frank's face blazed.

ﬂgumI I'll—="
] don’t play the goat!” zaid

L2
£

Dicky. "I wasn't going to tell you
anything about it—I don't want any of
your r.!] ly old sermons—but now it’s
turned out all right, I don't care!

Twigg's got his own note back—szea!
Smithy gave it to me, and I've put it in
his desk.”

“Bmithy had it 7" exclaimed Wharton
blankly.

“Yes, and it was Smithy gave ms a
fiver to put there when I lost Twigg's 1
gaid Dicky defiantly. “And 1 it
hadn’t been for Smithy, I should have
got bunked, so there !

“What on earth is the kid driving
at 1" asked Wharton. *If you're trying
to “pn!l my lag, you young sweep——""

And you're barring BSmithy in the
Remove I jeered Dicky. “And because
he cut the cricket on Wednesday! Silly
lot of dummies! If you knew what he
was doing on Wednesday, Frank, while
you were playing games and forgetting
that you'd got a brother at all—*

“What do you mean?” asked Frank.
:;W]!;.:}t was 1t Smithy did on Wednes-

-EI a2

“He jolly well came aiter me when X
ran away from School ¥ spapped Dicky.
*Now you know "

“You — ran—away — from —schoo] 2"
articulated Frank, gazing blankly at
his cheeriul minor.

“Well, what could a man do?’ de-
manded Dicky. “Twigg’s banknote
blew out of the window while I was
holding it. I couldon't find it agsin.
You said yourself it would be no use
telling him a yarn like that—and I jolly
well knew it wasn't! So I was going
home 1™

"Good heavens ! breathed Frank.
“And how did Bmithy know 12 asked
Wharton quietly,

“He saw the letter I left for Frank in
this study,” answered Dicky. * DBlessed
if I know why he took the matter up,
but he did! Ila came after me, and got
me. And I wouldn’t come back to be
sacked, of course; and he gave me a
five-pound note to put back m Twigg's
desk.”

“Good heavens!” repeated Frank,

It would have been all right if old
Twigg hadn’t spotted the number—one
fiver's as good as another,” ssid Dicky.

But ha did spot it, and then, of course,

he started nnaing into it. I can tell
-:::u.ﬂIll got the shivers, So I went to
m1 5 ]

“You should have come to me,” said
L o e 1

" Lot of good coming to you! I went
to ask Smithy what to do, and it turned
out that Twigg’s banknote had been
found, and Smithy had it. So he gave
it to me, and I've put it back, and got
back Smithy's one, and—and—gind "—
Dicky broke into & chuckle—"and old
Twigg will think it's black magic when
he finds his own note in his desk 1”

Well, my hat!” gaid Harry Whar-
ton. “And is that w Smithy cut the
ericket on St Jude's day 1"

“0f course it was. And Frank’s been
down on him more than anybody else !
snegred Bick¥+ “Well, I can jolly well
tell you that I shouldn't be here now but

Merenansnssnsnannnsnnsnnasnasnsssasinsnpasian
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for sending in the following Grey-

friars limerick.
The Nabob, when playing at
cricket,
s a demon for hilting the

wicket :
Hs sends down a ball
That you can't play at all
With a spsadfulness simply
terrific

A wallet has been sent to
E{. Ross, 33, Grange Lane, Maltby,

otherham, Yorks.
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for Smithy | But perhaps that's- what
you want.

Frank Nugent stood silent.

t“]‘-‘iiy’ did Smithy do it?” he asked,
at las

““Blessed i1f I know! Hoe was the last
fellow I should have thought would

have done 1t. backed hiz shins.
And Fou'd rowing with him; and
ha played up, all the same, and saw
ma through. And he's a jolly decent

gort—twica the man you are, any I:’m.i;r
in the week,” said giﬂk}jﬂ “Now it's
all right, I don’t care if everybody
L:no;ﬂa:. you can go and eat coke—
see

With that defiance, Bichard Nugent
marched out of the study and slammed
the door after him.

Wharton and Nugent locked at onc
another.

Nugent’s face was quite pale.

" t—that’s why Smithy wouldnp™t
explain, after he found that a prefect
was mixed up in it,” muttered Frank,
at Iast. “Ii was to ﬁnep my minor safe.

If Wingate had known——"
“Who'd have thought it?7” said
Harry.

“Well, nobody. Smithy acted like a
rotter to me, and—and perhaps he did
this to make up. Goodness knows; it
doeen’t seem like him! Buot—but I've
barred him, for letting down the side on
Waednesday, and— all the time he
did it to zave my brother from bemg
kicked out of the school. Oh crumbs!

“Well, as he never explained, he
couldn’t expect anything else.”

25

“Ha couldn't explain,”

I suppose he ecouldn’t. And that
young sweep would have told us
nothing, if it hadn't turned out all
right. Thank goodness it haal I-—I

think ¥II elong and bk t
Smithy > ¢ anailh
“I'll eome with you.”

And the chums of the Remove went
along to Study No. 4.

— —

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Washed Qutl

' END me a hand, Roddy!
That's the dashed bell for
dazhed callover!” gprowled

. the Bounder of Greyiriars,

Redwing helped his chum out of the
armchair. Vernon-Smith stood on one
leg; plasing the other foot very ten-
derly on the foor, and wincing. Thero
was a tap st the door, and it opened to
admit Frank Nugent and the captain
of tho Remove.

Smithy stared at them.

“What the thump do you want here?*
he snapped. “Fﬂr,gﬂtten that I'mm in

Coventry—or wheat '

“¥Yes; and the sooner you forget it,
too, the better [ nnswemdyghrrj har-
ton. “That's all washed out now.”

“It takes two to mske a bargain,”
answered the Bounder coolly. “¥ou
be willing to inflict your chin-wag
on me, but—""

“"Cheess it Smithy, old man!” mur-
murcd R-adwing.

"D:uk&y’a told ua what happened last
Wednesday, Smithy,” sai Frank
Nugent.

“Last Wednesday? I let down the
side lnst Wednesday—like the rotter I
am! Did anything else happen?”

“Wa know now what else happened,”
said Frank. “I suppose you've go!
your back up, Smithy. I don’t wonder
at 1t. But you must remembor that I
knew nothing whatever about it.”

“0OH, quita! Is that all7*

ol T kmowa—>

peech may be ta as read,” inter-
rupted the Bounder. “Don’t give me
any soppy stuff, will 'fnu? If you'll get
out of the way, Reddy is going to help.
me along. I've got rather knocked out
hea,ua:gkynu at ericket,”

FII' E?il*’-'ld faintly, -

“l won’t give you any o stult,
Sraithy, But I shen't ever ;Eﬂgggt what
you did. And I'm sorry I never knew
sooner.”

;%ﬂ !”! d d

Aou pla a great game to-day,

Smithy,” ﬂﬂ.ﬁ Harry Wharton, ”mﬁ
vou've gol to do the same when we meet
Highcliffe,”

“The Fourth aren’t playing High-
cliffe.” B8
_ “Oh, don’t ba an ass! You're play-
Eﬁinr the Remove, as soon ss you're

“I den't quite follow,” ssid the
Bounder coolly. “I let down the aide
in the Bt Jude's maitch, and was very

roperly kicked out of the cricket for

oipg s0. Tho fact that I went out to

save & young scoundrel like Nugent’s
young brother from getting what ho
thoroughly deserved, makes no differ-
ence to that, zo far as I can see,”

“Then you can't see very far, old
man,” said the captain of the Remove,
“Redwing, you can see, can't you,

R&d%y HE

“ Yoz, rather! said Tom, emiling.

“Don’t be a goat, Emiﬁhf *
“We want to wash it all out, Bmithy,"”

said Harry Wharton. “You'd npever

have been sent to Coventry if we'd

(Continued on page 28.)
Tue Masner Lisrary.—No, 1,320,



JOHN BREARLEY'S FULL-OF-THRILLS CRICKET YARN

Cousin v, Cousin !

ILL ALLISON, in the ordinary
way, was one of those-fortunato
people who de not suffer from
nerves, either at cricket or any-

tiing else. But for him the mateh

against Avonshire Club and Ground was
far from being an ordinary occasion.

Apart from pulling the score round
for the school, he had set his heart on
playing well to-day—and not only Im:i],
bt brilliantly, It was not just to “take
the mike? out of his Cousin Lon,
cither, as all the Grammarians were
hoping fervently that he would. He had
other reasons—reasons which he bad not
mentioned to a soul—for putting up the
game of his life now agoeinst the Avon-
gitire County men. ] i

And boeeanse of.this anxiety, Bill was
going out to bat, for once m a way,
with the “wind-up.”” His mouth felt
beastly dry and his big, brown fist
gripped the bat with unnccessary
tiglitnees. ] ., i

Vell he knew his cousin’s feelings
towards him sines the row in Sipwan
Allizon's workshop, end the retapus
which had ended so disastrously for n
and his mysterions new “ partner,
“Carsica " Phil Valetti. )

As Bill went cut to the wicket the
Avonshire pres grinned, or winked,
jovially; for most of them knew and
iked the cheery youngster, who had
often bowled to them gt the county nets
the provicus seasonm, s well as havin
played in a couple of Club and Groun
matches during Lis helidays. Like Tom
Janes, the school coach, they regarded
Bill a3 a coming county man already,
little knowing that he had less chance
of playing first-class cricket as a regular
amateur, like his wealthy cousin, than
he had of Bying to the moon. _

8till, theiz “pally ¥ emiles bucked Bill
up a lot, nnfﬂsnma of hiz confidence
began to return.  Terry Maszon, the

Grammarian skipper and first wicket

batsman, camo down the pitch to utter

a fow bright, brief, and brotherly words

of wisdom,

“Listen, Bill!™

he opened, with

friendly candour. *Don’t start any of

your usual mad-headed sloggin till

you've got your eye in. Bavvy? e're
in the soup, and tho wicket’s playing
funny. o casy at first, and then
g'r‘apa we can make this score look a
it better, anyway.”

“All serene, skipper! 1'll do roy
best I'" nodded Bill, going to his croase,
where Dick Hayes, the veteran Avon-
shire Lkeeper, greeted him, with a
chuckle. _

“How do, Bill? Haven't busted your
noeck on that old iron of yours yet, then.
Er—keep your peepers well open, my
2OM. ou3ln c-.n_’a bumpin’ ‘cm down
good and hard this morning,” he added
in sn underione, knowing—like most
Avonport folk—that little Jove was lest
betwesn the cricketing Allizope.

Bill nodded as he tock zuard. He
had known oll along woat he was in for
—soroe of Len’s fastest snorters; “body-
liners,” too, probably.

Nevertheless, he hitched his ca
ward o bit, hoisted hizs slacks, an
pared cobndy to face the ordesl

Thers was no doubt that Len Allison
was & good fast bowler, who got plent
of pace and **devil "’ into every ball.
Mayvbe his tear-away action was a shade
too jerky to put him in the same class
as Larwood and Voee; and once he lost
his length, really pood county batsmen

for-
pre-

WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

Impoveérished by years of misfortune, Simon
Allison, once part-owner of the great Allison
Motor Works, invents a powerful supar.
charger; but fails through lack of funds to
put it on the market. His rascally nephaw,
Len Aflison, “ boss' of the works and 3
" hig noise ' In the opunty cricket team,
hires a thug named Yaletti to terrify the old
man into parting with his supgercharger at a
low price. The effort proves tutile, thanks to
the timely [ntervention of Mike Doyle—Simon
Alligon's mechanie, who recognisses in Valetti
an old ensmy—and smiling Bill Allison
ghortly after thia, Bill turmns out for his
school, who are doing hadly against Avon-
ahire Club and Ground, to face the demon
bowler; Len Allisonl

(Now raad on,)

haommered him  unmercifully. DBut
ngainst less-eapable performers—such as
Bill—=Len was a terror.

That he wasz out for his eousin's scalp
wag obvious from the first.

He pavsed for o moment at the starg
of his twenty-yard run to smile at Bill
vrookedly., The next he came charging
up fo the wicket {full gr:-;t in_long,
springy strides that ended m a tigerish
leap and the whirl of sginewy arms.
With every ounce of speed he could
muster he let fly—a fast, swinging
Licker straight for Bill's body.

Whiz | :

Bill Allison hardly saw it. Dlindfel
of Mason's orders, he Sfﬂrpi‘ﬂ hurriedl
Lack into his wicket to play the snorter
eentionsly, but missed it. A sharp stab
of pain stung him as the ball song past
the handle of his bat and just nicked his
ribs. Then 'Keeper ayes, coming
across, caught the ball deftly, and—-

“Hashh-zatt i exploded Len in a
harsh yell. .

Tom Janes, umpiring for the school,
shook his head.

“Not out!” he grunted.
know 1t, too !

Len scowled, ecaught the wicket-
keeper's return, and swung on his heel.

Zﬁfmnwhim, Bill, rubbing his side ten-
derly, gave Terry Mason o plaintive
grimace that spoke volumes.  Stome-
walling, or careful play of any sort,
wash't in his line at all. He was a
hitter, pure snd simple, relying solely
on a keon eve and supple wrists. _

After that little taste of Len’s quality,
orders or no orders, he meant to hat!

“It's all right for Terry, whose bat's
like a barn door 1" he muttered to him.
self. “But if I fiddle about out here I
shall get my block knocked off, instend
of getting runs | 2

rim-eyed, ho braced himself for the

next ball. Again Len rushed up to the
creass like nﬁll at a gate, and again
launched a thunderbolt at his cousin’s
leg stump.

But this time Bill, playing his natural
game, jumped forward, instead of step-
ping back.

“And you
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Rocklessly he lashed out 1 2 swinging
eress-bat etroke that dyrow a ‘moan from
Terry Mason, the orthodox batsman.
But Bill's villainous swipe connected all
right, just as the ball whipped vp waist-
high=—and the result was gorgeous.

'here came a sharp smack, followed
by a startled shout, and into the air
sprang square leg, arms outstretched.
He came to ecarth again, sucking his
iingling finger-tips, whot time the bell,
with ali Bill’s punch behind 1t sailed
on, eurved, and drapped cleanly on to
the cinder path encireling the ground.

MNext instant a storm of cheers and
olaps greeted that m,i[ﬁhr.y “ simer.

“Good old Bill! That's the stuff !

*“Well hit, Bill "

“ Silly ass, Bil
“ Bteady, I suid "' .

Bill, however, twirling his bat cheet-
fully, only grinned. This was the stuff
to administer! :

Quickly the pill was rveturned, while
Len Allison stood frowning at  the
valiant but unsuceessful square leg, who
had done his best to catch thab lofty
hummer. Sulkily the fost bowler strodce
to his mark, and sent down another
“ kicker,” shorter than ever and dead
on the middle stump, But Bill was on
the warpath now. .

Again he whipped up his bat and
stepped back, meaning to foree the
leng-hop past Len to the sight-screen.
At the last split second, however, he
nistimed it, snicked it sharply, and saw
weond slip fling himself sideways—a

growled Terry.

fraction too late:. It was another
“chance.”  But it was also another
houndary, and the Grammarien =up-

porters roared with glee. . .

“*Hurrah! 70 up! Keep i1t going,
Bill 17 . .

“Pretty battm?‘* William
Tick Hayes dryly.
d've learn all these lovely shots?”

“Punno; but they _ai! count, any-
way 1"’ grinned Bill philosophically.

He zhot a quick glance at his cousin,
who was gritting his tecth. Leonard
Alligon’s temper, never very ceriain,
had given way completely at this latest
failure to “get’ Bill, and the young
hitter's lucky escape added fuel to his
wrath. :

“Hore, what's the matter with you
down there?  Can't vou catech any-
thing ?"" he rasped, glaring at the slip
holder—who was none other than
Forbes, Avonshire’s number one bats-
wan, and & good man still, though past
his best, like a few more in the team.

The professional, who had been on the
point  of  apolegising for his  miss,
changed his mind, and grunted instead,
muttering something about “rotten
sportsmanship and bad manners.”” Then
from mid-off came the firm, quiet voice
of Mr. Jorry Tempest, an amateur who
had long ago given up first-class crieket,
and now sklpperedp tha Club and
Ground wisely and tactfully.

“Steady on, Allison; we all drop 'em
spmetimes 1™ He smiled socothingly.
cocking & lavel grey eye at Len, all
the same. " And piteh 'em up a
please. We don't want any of these boys
to get their heads bumped off 1™

Len swallowed hard, snatched up the
ball, and stamped away. Ewven if he
bad paid any heed to his captain’s
request, it was clear that he had neo
intention of obeying. ;

Furiously he slumg down his ffth
cxpress of the over, and by that very
fury presented DBill with his third sue-
cessive boundary. The ball was the
wildest of full tosses, and though it
whizzed for Bill's chest like a shot
from & gun, the Grammarian timed it
verfectly all the way.
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Shortening his bat, he swayed back
and punched the leather crisply and
cleanlyv. No one iried to stop it—no
ong even moved., Like a brown builet,
the ball hissed yards wide of nnd-on,
bounced onee, and fairly catapulted 1n
amongst the cheering spectators. It was
& glorious slem, beautifully placed and
chanoeless,

Len Allizon had asked for punishment
—and was et-tiuﬁ it!

“(Oh, well hit, Bill

The Grammarians were on their feet
aow, chearing the batsman to the echo.
Fourteen off four balls, and from a
county bowler at that. The score was
looking up, with a vengeance !

On the feld, however, some of the
professionals were eyeing esch other
dubiously, and watching Len Allison's
savage face,

Experts, they had tumbled now to the
real nature of the duel that was bein
waged between the hard-hitting Bill an
his ill-tempered cousin. Forbes, edging
over to hizs fellow-slipman, spoke his
mind bluntly. )

*1f our sweet little Leonard isn't try-
ing to slaughter }qur;i Bill, I don't
know anything about the game! If I
was Mr. Tempest, I'd take him off for
good next over, and stick him in the
long-field. He'll catch that kid a real
bad packet sponer or later; that’s what
he's opt to do, T know.”

Mr. Tempest, a keen ohserver him-
self, had already come to the same con-
clusion, and stood stroking his chin
uneasily as he watched Bill hoist his
slacks and prepare for the next delivery.
At the end of this over Len Allizon was

“Where on carth

bit, too,

‘** COME INTO THE
OFFICE, BOYS!”

HAT do you think of our great
w new cricket story ] 1t's " the
goods,” isn't it, churasf  John

Brearley certainly puts plenty

of “pep ™ into his yarns, and I feel sure
that I shail receive a number of letters
congratulating me on having Em}:ed
suci% a top-notch story. And what of
onr series of superb souvenir photo-
plates? Fairy taken you by storm,
what? Your collechion 1s growing now,
and you'll appreciate the phologravure
plate which is presented with this week's
1s=ne. Don't forget, chums, there ave

81N MORE FREE PHOTO-PLATES
T0 COME !

T'o mske certain of gotting the com-
plete set it i3 advisable to give your
newsagent a standing order for THE
Maigser. Tt would indeed be & great
pity if vou missed one of these ‘free
gifts. Next week’s souvenir plate illus
trates “ An Underground City ' which 13
“situated in the heart of London. Take
a glance at the small black-and.whits

in store for you.

By the way, be sure and take ad-
vantage of our stupendous offer of a
Righy “ Super " Model Acroplane, which
vou can obtain for dad. enly.

As usual, there’s another ripping pro-
gramme in store for vou next week.
“THE BOXING ‘BEAK,” by Frank
Richards, is the type of school stery
you all revel in. “The Greyfriars
Herald” is a real corking issue, while
the continustion of our real life cricket
story abounds in thrills. Be on the safe
side. COrder next week’s MAGNET now !

YOUR EPITOR.

creproduction on page 17 of thia issue, |
'nnlq:;r! you will get an idea of the treat  had stopped.
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going to receive marching ordera—that
was quite dehmite | .
But Len Allison mede the moet of his
lugt kil ! : *
The young owner of * sllisops ™ was
a state of blind; reckless rage that would
have seemod childish had it mot been

GRS,

He could tell fyom their stooy flnnnﬂﬁ
what the professionals thought of him;
and mingling with the applause for Bill,
came o few pungent jecrs, toe, from the
“townies V' waiching the game. Tho
knowlodge that he was making himself
unpopular always maddened Len, a born
sepker of the limielight. The fact that
Bill wag the causa of his humiliation
was the lask straw,

As he raced up to deliver his final
attack, all the vindictive ruthlesencss
which had made his late father, Jake
Allison, a byword in the tows, flled
Len's own heart to the oxclusion of
sportsmanship—evarything.

Onlookers, players, all wers then
then. He could see only Bill, his des-
pieed cousin, crouching, cool-eyed and
smiling, at the wicket. With a ailent
curse, he slammed the ball down the
pitch, short, straight, and as fast as he
could shog it

Bill knew that bumper had got him
the instant it pitched !

Against a wveritable thurderbolt of
destruction he had no chance. It wes
the swiftest, most dangerous ball he
had ever had to face

(zallantly, desperatalv, he swung at ir,
more to guard himself than to try to
score, while at the same time he ducked
hiz head slightly, spurred by the instinet
for 5&15—{:;?&:*1:&1'.1'0:1,

That tv jerk and the flabby peak
of hiz cap were all that saved him from
really serions injury!

Eeaten both by the pace and wicked
“lift ** of the ball, he missed and took
it full on the forshead,

Thud !

It was as though someone had struck
him down with 2 elub.

Round BEill Allison spun. knocked silly
by the erushing impact, There came &
chorns of horrified shouts, merging to
a blurred roaring as he buckled at the
knees, dropping his bat and clasping his
head: The ground heaved and rolled
underfoot ; he suddenly felt himself fall-
ing—falling.

Then, without a sound, Bill collapsed
against his wicket and lay twisted
among the spreadeagled stumps.

Bill Speaks His Mind !

HEXN Bill rceovered conscious-
w ness agein, it was in the
sohool pavilion. ] ;

; Weakly he opened his eves.
winced at the pain that shot through
hiz head, and biinked around, wonder-
ing who had hit himt and what had hap-

Anxzious men and bowvs in Aannels
wore bending over him, for the game
As soon as his wits began
to function agsin, the frst thing he
heard was the sound of angry voices

-rised in hested argurment.

“Y say thot you ought to be thun.
derin® well ashamed of voursalf ! old
Tom Janes was shouting. “D’'you think
that's the sort of wild-cat St-u% to bowl
at schoolboys—First Ele-en players or
uot? County bowler, you {.-allf yourself,
ch? Hub., you'ie just 2 hleomin’
slinger, as I've always said ™

“I tell you the ball was just &on
ordinary fast one. voo insolent old
fool 1* Len Allison flashed back. " The
voung idiot funked it—-dueked righe

THg Masxer Ligrsav.—No. L
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into it, that's alll Tf Le'd had the
perye to stand up to it properly, nothing
would have—" ;
How Bill managed to scramble to his
feet just then he never quite knew.
Something—a sudden ficree surge of
temper—scemed to drive him off the
table on which ho was lying. Hefore
any of the astonished players could stop
him, he pushed through them roughly
and shoved old Janes aside. Then,
fichting-mnad, ho seizod Len by the neck
of his shirt and jammed him back
against the wall with a force that mude

him gasp.
“Funk? You say I funked?" storme:d
ace  hard as iron,

Bill, his rugged
"w?iiy, you reiten cutsider——" And
back came his riﬁl_.':t- fist for n smash-
m§ punch to the chin.

ust in time, however, the onlookers,
Avonshire men and Grammbrians alike,
flung themselves between the infuristed
COUSINS.

Forbes, Dick -Hayes, and Tom Janes
grabbed Bill and forced him back ¢o the
table again, struggling and glaring;
Jerry Tempest and the others laid
hands on Lon, who had gone white to
the lips. Viclently he strove to tear
bimself free and get ot Bill once more.

“The young pgutterpupi™ he panted,
*Let me Fo-—-vlel; go, 1 aai,'! By gad,
I'll teach him to lay his flthy paws on
me! That's twice this week, and—"

“Oh, be quiét! Everybody be guiet!
What d'vou think thia i3, a cricket
match or & brawl 7"

Mr. Jerry Tempest, theroughly
aroused, voiced  his  exasperation
sharply, quelling even the raging Len
with his wrathful eye.

“Bill, my lad, vou lie still and let
Tomw Janes see to you. And you, Len,
eny more talk about f funks,’ and I'll
have you up before the county com-
mittee.  The bey didn’t funk, and you
kuow it—though he had overy reason
to duck with the dangerous tripe you
wore pelting down!  Men, pet back to
the field before the crowd starts swarm-
i . I think, Len, that vou'd better
arclogise to your cousin right now [

Len Allizon drew back, his teeth show-

:in% fingers curling and unneurling.

Do you? Well, I'll see you and him
honged first [ he snarled, and stamped
out of the pavilion,:followed reluctantly
by the professionals.

Wik a grim look, the Club and
Ground captain turned back to Bill,
whose head, adorned by an ugly vielet
bruize, wes boginning to spin round
Again.

“Binee vour cousin scoms ta have lost
hiz manners, 'll apologise for him, lad,”

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

he said guictly, like the good sportsman
and gentloman he was. Then he went
out after his men, determined that Len
Allison had not heard the last of the
unpleasant scene by long chalks.

As soon as he had pone, and Tom
Janes began to bind o wet bandage
round  Bill's head, the other members
of the Grammar school tcam gave vent
to some long-pent-up indignation.

“'he hound! He was bumpin "em
down on purpose !

“He meant to sock you from the
start, Bill ¥ ;

Bill wineed again, and grunted.

“Oh, cheese it! Those kickers dido’t
matter; they're all in the game™ he
answered. © [t—i was just that remark
about ‘ funking’ that got my——"

Gently, but firmly, Tom Janes laid
a lLiand over the boy's mouth and jerked
& significant thumb at the excifed Gram-
marians.

“Get;"” ho ordered; and they “got.”

Grumbling and muttering to himself,
the veteran coach pinned Bill's bandage
neatly and straightened up, tugging at
his grizzled moustache.

“Reckon you’ll be all right now, my
son, though I thought at first you were
B CAase fﬂr the tor,” he nodded
soberly. “Lucky you ducked and took
it on the cap, or I guess that mad
iditnt_ wohld hive done more demage.”

Satisfed that the tough young athlote’s
injury was not too bad, he started for
tha door, to go out and relieve the sub.
stitutea who liad taken his placo as
urnpire. i

“Mebbe you'll feel a lot better if
you're left alone and quiet. You're out,
anyway, sinze you busted your own
wicket., Just lie still, lad, end take it
casy, and I'll see you later.” :

Bill, however, could not hLe still;
neither conld he take it ecasy. Len's
cannon-ball had shaken him up mere
than he would admit, and his head ached
like the dickens, Also,. he was !:u_;-.gm-
ning to fear that Tom Janes and Terry
would not allow him to take any further
part in the game, .

It was this fear, amounling almost to
panie in the end, that forced Bill rest-
lossly to hLis fect again as a volloy of
clapping came from the sunny field out-
side. Easing himself off the table, he
stageered across to the window and
lunﬁc{l out, gripping the ledge tighily
to prevent lnmself from swaving.

(Whet putrid fuck for BN o pel
Inocked out fike this just when he was
getting set for a slashing innings!  Look
out for more thrilling chapters of this
powerful sparting story in nert week's
Free Gift sazne of the Magxer.)

BARRED BY HIS FOEM!
{Continued from page £35.)

imnwn. d‘l‘hat’s thsir bell for call-over,
«E's go down ilogether,” ]
The Bounder's hard face breke inlo
a grin.

“What about the other fellows?” he
asked. “You're not the only pebble
on the beach, you know.”

“We ghall tell them cnough to make
it all right. Come on, old bean! 1Ii
was all & rotten mistake! Is your leg

very bad?”

“'%tn!;ten ™ '

*Serve you right for whopping us at
cricket ! Gome on!"”

The Bounder laughed.

There was a buzz in the Remove when
the Bounder joined the crowd ,z'.,-':nun}g;i into
Hell for ﬂﬂ.f[—{:—\'{!l‘, legning on Harry
Wharton's arm, with Frank Nugent on
his othor side, and Tom Ee,dwu}g_‘ fol-
lowing with a smiling face. Evidently
the outcast of the Remove was an oul-
cast no longer.

There was a good desl of surprise in
the Remove over the “washing-out” of
the sentence of Coveniry. But the fol-
lows were satisfied with Wharton's ex-
planation that the Bounder had ex-
plained the matter, and that, as cricket
captain, ho was guite satisfied that it
had  been unavoidable. And the Re-
move cricketers, undoubtedly, woro ﬂad
to welcome Smithy. back into the fold—
especially as a rod in pickle for Tigh-
cliffe. They wore surprised, but they
were satished.

There was one gentleman at Grey-
frinrs who was still more surprised, and
not quite satisfied. That was Mr.
Twigg. tho master of the Second.
‘Twigg rubbed hiz eyes when he found
the five-pound note in his desk, with
the number on it—01234567. It was
his own note—relurned as mysteriously
as it had vanished. Obviously thero
had been no theft, and Twigg was
driven to the conclusion that the whole
thing was some absurd and inczplicables
practical joko.

And when the list for the Iligheliffe
match was posted up in the Rag,
prominent in it was the name of th
tdesortor ' who had been barred by his
Form,

THE ExXD.
(Next Sufurday's yarn .of Harry
Wharter & Co- €5 enfitled: “"THE

BOXING "BEAK 'I" -~ It's absolutely
rippittgy, chums! 8o i3 the photofravure
wlate  which will be presented FREE
with this fasue. See that you order your
rapy th gooed Htmel)
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EXCHANGE AND MART!

ARty " = s
bl ) A=
Remember, vou am judzed b A kRiY & q:m zmi ¥ V=) Advertisor will exchange brand new
F s ¥Ou am ju m...wm .Mﬁei you 5>~ Mg 1] . . M“ erichet bat for good bock on ** How to Play
speaks, or - instance, an't amt ¥ 113 ] . 1 Hopscotch and Marbles.," Apply (with our
grammar and never are “_.u.ﬂnn. Am you Sl = g ; * a\mﬂw::“&:.& to CECIL R. TEMPLE,
MME% __..,M Emmnw_wm E:W. umhmmwrnmﬁnuﬂ. isn't g1 B Upper Fourth,
L] void them by iaking lrotessor N i 'TAIN'T RISING.BELL !
kinner’s Grammar Courses, and you # It naven: ia; if t6 bod wonis
won't never regret it I—Write, PROF, .—...p.__um.”.m“mw m.“wumn“nium.nwﬂm”ﬁmwm Ear ﬂ%ﬂhn—
wﬁ.ﬂwﬁ Instructor in English, Study : 4 ; wﬁza o ﬁ.,m% uawﬁ. rest and Hmumnu_.wﬁ
0. L1, . : — N = S g en minutes in  the mom
i Gt No. 35 (N i - o = imitationst Wear only mﬂnﬁﬁﬂ.ﬁwﬁu?ﬁf.
—— —_ | o, {(New Series). EDITED BY HMXRY WHARTON. June 3rd, 1933, o —
— - o —rw S
For the small {
sam  of iwenty STOP L] » .
2 w5 PUTTING REALISM INTO | &% | ‘Lonzy’s Little Letters |AS OTHERS SEE| WINGATE FOILS

bas borrowed o
m 0 ¥ iD g-picture
camera Hited

o

PICTURES

TROUBLE
WITH THE

with a sound-
recording appara-
tus.

Heo explained his aims to a amall

gathering

of Presa tatives the other evening.
What was Emmu. neoded in this coun .H__wﬁ
said, was s * talkie " that would ot

England as it really was—something that
would make the audienca feel really at home.
He ﬁm«wnﬂm to produce a picture of schoo)
lils would embody thess ideas, and with
the help of just cnoe technical advisor e was
sure he could do is.

The technical adviser came down with the
camers on the following day.

* Gotla geonario 1" was his first question.

“Yans. It's about a chappie who geta
expolled for o erime he naver commitied
then comes back with a visitin® team to _H_Fu_“
againet his old school at cricket. In tho
sportin’ spirit engendered by the jelly old
_me_,F the mm_ﬁn. ﬂw__w. me_._u:.m did tho desd
conlessos an’ eve in° ondda up i 4
ahakin® an' ﬂ._“__wﬂ-nuww:: BN
N .__ﬂ.__m.ﬂmu__n ! .__.{.E.M do at all | ” gaid the expert.

a o -want 18 actkion nn 4
mﬂn.qmﬁ ﬂ:_.u a cabaret.” = BApp R, fpcec

- C-cabaret ? ' gasped Mauly faintly. * But
this is suppescd 1o be & soh ; i
nﬁnhmpmwﬂﬁu hool, not & giddy

" the pame on the pictures,” snappod th
expert, " We'll have nm.ur.u_p.:a of o wwh_wmm
boys doing o cricket dance. That'll make &
snoppy stort. Now, what about the orime 7
What so¥t of & crime ig it "

“ Bomethin' protty bad, deor man, The
chappio breaks bounds to play billiards in
o temperance billiards.hall,*

* Nix on thot,"” said the expert decidedly.
* Make him pinch the Crown Jewels, kidnap
the headinoaater, and tia the head prefact
to the railway track just befors an exprosa
tomed along. That’s action."

4 ___.-___...“...PP -..._._.u.n.ll..:l__._.

- "1 suppose there’s Houso rivalry in it 2 *
- ' (Oh, HEM.@ uuwm.m.__ the __.H.m.,mwi matoch, both

ouses aro fea excited an® i
determined to iu.w Rekk Erkaly

" Not o chance!™ suid the film expert,
with a deprecating gesture. *“ Lot ‘em get
really nasty over it. We'll make it a baitlo
between the two Houses on the ericket-pitch
with maeching-gang and hand-gronades. HWE.....
of %m.wml«:wﬂn what tho fans are fond of 1 ¥

aag, bat—-—""

._:___#m_f ﬂﬂaﬁﬂﬂg an _,anEH_ finigh, of
coures,’ expert thoughtiuliy. * Sa
the headmaster turns out E.m_..x. o _w_.n.unmnw&?...m

manise who tries to blow up the schoo! with
dynamite, But just as he's doing it, the
rescued head prelect turns up with o fifty-
yards-long dinceaur he finds in o prohistoric
cove inhabited by hideous monsiera. The
dinosaur eats the Head, the police turn up and
arreat the bottling ericket teawns, nnd the
fellow thet committed all the crimes proves
to be the detective who was on the track of
the En.ﬂwnn... What & plot ! 'What a fillum !
Boy, we're gponna knock ‘em silly with this |
H course, Mouly couldn't help being

impressed. A film containing jewel robberies,
murders, machine-guns, mita, [oon
hoadmesters, and prehistorioc monsters H.m

Mauleverer -as Film Producer

MAJOR

; Owing to &
Just that quiet, cheracteristically Engligh | renewal of the
touch Mauly was looking for. troubla with
All the same, ho decided to do without the | Major Thresher,
expert, the big local
The resulta to date hove been a little | landowner, the

Feotpath on the

disappointing. In the firat t of the film
7 el il | other side of the

projected-in the Rag last night, the pictures

were vither upside.down or slanting at an|Stile has been
angla of forty.five da from the horizostal, | placed  out  of
The sound ween't parfeet, either, as it conaisted | bounds.

mostly of deafening yells and orders from the
camera-men, Dick Panfold.

However, we sll have to learn. It's enly
costing twenty quid a day, anyway, and
Mauly's paying |

Wea alwaysy
ynamtained that

Major Threshar
_._aL & * gtile "* ol
hia avwm !

Dear Editor,—A dissdwimtagecus concomitent of juvencsconce
in the typieal adolescont tebility to attain compeghension of the
inner significance of the wisdem indigenous to our linguisiic
characteristics. Par exeaiple, dear Editor, how many of your

readera have proper! A@ﬂ the true inner meaning of the
proverb: A bird h ﬂ- drd is worth two in the bush 1"

This is a condition % - Hairs to which the application of
alleviative or remedinl v L. sores ia neccssitated, and I suggest
that for your readera’ enlighfonment nnd adification I effect an
adumbration ol the impor of a number of seutentious fraditional
pronouncemsents, R

Commencing with ths poverb hereover quoted, may I propa-
gaie the following as wnnﬂwquﬁlﬁna hermenmulio clarification :

Provers : A bird in hsid is worth iwe in the bush.

Mpaxing : An groithedogieal spocimon in the mapipulative
proehensila corporeal memlmr has the equivalence of twe in the
diminutive eharaoteristiv imesmpie of arboricnltuve,

Youra in varbal {ransluceney,

Argxzo Toop,
(Xo, "Lonzy ! We canstand a lot, but one proverb translated
by your method is quite awugh—thanks, all the same.—Ep.)

e, e

WATER-CYCLING TO
PARIS

Coker’s Amazing Feet—Pardon Feat

o brief spoech in which he
roferred {o his amazing entor-
prisa with typical modesty.
“Gentlemen 1" he  said.
** Nowadays we hear o lot about
pioneera. There are pionecrs
who oross the Atlantie by
lane, pioneers whe go to the
*ole by submarine, and pioneers
wha go :%. into  spaoe  in
balloons. at no pioncer has
yet F_.n_wqﬁum.ﬂ__.fm to go from Gray.
friara to Parie by woter-cycle.
The world has been waiting for
the man born to perform that
almost miraculous achisvement,
Gentlemen, the world has not

Tha whole school turned ouk
on Wednesday afterncon, when
Colrer started on his dering
trip from the school boathange
on tho Sark to Paria on the
Beine by water-oycle,

Following on Aunt Judy's
intorvention, the Head granted
Colier leave to cyelo to Paris
1nimmn the trip didn't take
onger than three days. Coker
was  guite confident of his
ability to do the trip in loss
time than that.

Loud cheoers grested Coker
on hia arrivol at the boathouas,
The water-cvele was moored

just off the landing-stage. It |waited in wain; the man
was & queer-looking craft, with | stands  beflore you ot this
flonta snd pedals, the motive- | moment ! *'

Daafening chesra filladl the
ﬁ._u ﬁw_qrﬂm Coker was taking
eath.

power baing provided by the
pedalling of the rider.
Belore sottineg off, Coker made

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

= I

T

s
[

“ Unknown dangers lie anend
of me," said Colker, whea the
cheoring hed died away. “ §'That
cara I ¥ My indomitable Ypirit
rofuses to be downoml by
Lthem ! On this trip, gentkmen,
I am taking with meo a3 ptions
one ham sandwich and two

of telk! Tho time for astion
Iag arrived ! ™

** (Qood old Coker !

And Coker, to the tune of a
thunder of cheers, stopped on to
tho water.cyels, ?E%E..— on to
the saddle and started pedalling
for all ho was worth.

We repret to have to
announce, in conclusion, that
he has not yet reached Paoris.
What happoned, os a matter of
{oet, was that Coker had onl
loft the landing-stage ten u,m!”_w
behind him when theo water-
n.wn_a_ owing to some unex.
plained Causs, suaddenly
eubmorged and carried him to
the bottom of the river |

He twos fished aut with a
baathook, {0 the accompani-
ment of the most terrific choer
of the alternoon t

Bo Coker has not, afier all,
had to use his tomato to defend
himsslf ogainst man.cating
sharke. o used it instead to
equash on Polier’s nose when
Potter injudiciously asked him
when he was going to make a
gecond offort to cross the

doughnuta, I malie no mantion
of the tomato, as thedt is
intendad a8 & weapin of
defonce im tha event o my
being attacked by manaatin

racs on tha A .E___.-un the banks
aria

sharks en route. Lub spwagh | Channel on e water-cycle !

THEM

What I Think of

William Gosling

By Dick Russell

Strange thongh it ma
belisve at times that

scem, I really
illiam Goshing,

our crusty old keeper of the gate, is quits

fond of us.

1 admit, of courss, that he has a very

queer way of showing it |

He positively exudes cheerfulness when
he manages to slam the gates in cur facea

at locking-up time.

His smile i3 wonderful to soe when Lo
hioists an unhappy junior on his broad

baok for o Head's swishing,

Yot, 10 epite of all that, I fanay that in
the long twilight of & summor's evening,
when Gossy sits outside his lodge, pufling
awey ab lus pipe and sipping a pglasa ot
water, Which is whispered 1o contain
occasionally a generoua admixture of gin,
thers s often & kindly wvwinkle in his eyo
aa e looks on the old prey school bunildings.
He can’t help fecling & sentimental tewingo
when he ruminstes on the many gencra-
tiona of Greyiriaras chaps who have pazsed

through his hands.
Gosay has a lot to put
krow,

up with, you
It's ot all honey, being at every-

body’'s beclk and enll and slways havi
8 hundred joba waiting to bo done, ao
to me it's no wonder the old chap gets

cruaty somelimes,

But Gossy has a comner in his heart

for us, talke it frem mo.

: Hia attitude
during tenn is invarisbly hostite,

But

it'a probably ofherwiso when we're all
away on holiday and he keeps his vigil
On

tha deserted

Gver

. ] school,
occasions it's ten to one in dou
he regales his occasional cal

thoso

hnuta that

e

era with a

host of yarns about our wirtups, and
_...nn._up._..._ww gets veally gentimental over the
10

abscnt ]
durinog term-{ine.

rdcs who lead him gueh o danca

Gossy at Greyiriers ia as muech an
institution as the tuckshap and the rising-
bell, anyway, so whether you like b or
nok, you've got fo respedt him.

BANK-ROBBER

Exciting Scenes at Gates

Wingeate, our ever-popular
school shipper, mot Adven.
ture with a capital A in

the wall and monagoed to
roll off without serious
injury. His peasnger, on

Courttield last Tuosday | the other band, was taken
afternoon, It was after | complstely by surprise, and
school and he was just| Bow, over the top of the
starting vp o¢n his motor- | motor-bike to come & fearful

E___"_w _E.wim.w w@mﬁﬂuﬂu b
where he ha n ng,
when a elicl-looling _w.uﬂﬁm.
man, with a soft hat pulled
well over his cyes, dashed
out of the crowd and jumped
astride the pillion seat.

‘"I want a Iiit, and I'm in
a hwry!" bo spepped.
* Let her all oul and drive
out af towmn, if you valuea your
life. I'm heolding o gun
against your bael.™

Wingate feh the muszzle
of & rovolver pressing into
Lim, and ho wisely didn't
argue. Despito the fact that
there wers yolls of ™ Stop
thief 1" behind Lim, ha
accelerated, amnd was soon
roaring out of the town at a
geod Hity.

They raced through Friar-
dale  wvillage an spod
towards Groylriars, Fellows
wiy had to jump hurriedly
out of the way wondered
what the dickens Wingate
was up to.

When Wingate reached
Grayfriars, they realisad.
Ingtead of passing the pates,
as the ¢roolk behind him
expected him to deo, Win-

ate, without a thought of

1 danger fo  himself,
suddenly tumed Lhis machine
in the diroction of the
scheal wall,

There was o terrific crash
and a wild howl. Wingate
was propared for the impact
as ua bike crashed against

yelling.

ik

the pelica come,
he eaid coolly.

away in the

.ﬁ.ﬁﬁlﬂ-

bank near C

cr againat tha wall,
ww___ rolled on to she gross,
Wingato saw his
revolver lying several yarde

away from him, and grabbed
*You'll stay there until
Em.

polics on the "phone, ona of
you kids, and tell them I've
caught the chap who got

friemnd,"
Get the

& ald,

High Bitrest ten minutes

A dozen juniors rushed off
to ¢bey, and within a very
shert time, Inspactor Grimes
and & eoupls of constables
wore oo the scene.

It turned out
mia was & notorious hold-up
men who had just robbed a

thot the

loy's of

over three hundrod pounds |
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GREYFRIARS FACIS WHILE YOU WAIT!

WISDOM

Were Bilt."

DOXVea,
down on mo ke a ton of bricks ]

DICKY NUGENT'S WEEKLY

*7! When 1 shot a P at our Form master's
A pose in clasa the other day, ha was in the
W middle of a lecture on “ How the Pirramids

I funsy the subject must hava got on his
At any mte, the old fopey came

. “Larry™ _.._nﬂz._ﬂ comm= H.ﬂ & stern rov af i W. G. Bucter broke & record by Mark Linley won & Greek Bolly Eazar of the Co
ands the sehool O.T.0.—with Bark, H n  bBest Bark with M Hazeldawy owwering the length inwhi e belped - Witley ;
Wingste 83 feocain-command, Frazk o Eﬁmﬂﬂ of Highcifs sad fhe CHE Homse iris & u!g.,-mmﬁ.ﬁ 87 msm I N o e tuice, Relped Wibies  On. enterin the Form.room the other
body L ] ﬁ 8 length., Wharlon is regarded by the Famous Fiw It should be mestionsd round tbe quad by his chums | affer which * Wib™ vwimiteg ‘ooruing, Quelchy found a riot Bw!.m—.&l
aze, too | best oarsman in the Bemove | a3 & specia! ireat—s0 loog m Loder of the Bixth was behind EEE- acd lsd Poosonb wun#mus;uuﬂrmwnrnwwaﬁnﬁum. pob,
Eunler dowsa masape b bim—with an sshplant [ Co. a high old d8008 | We onn assure you ¥ o
wedge in | ' difficulty * inkwelt *-ing the bance |



