


A DRAMATIC LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY OF

HARRY WHARTON & CO—

THE FIRST CHAFTER

Wingate Minor is Wanted !

EORGE WINGCATE, captain of
Greyiriars School, lecked out
of his study window into the
sunny quadrangle with a frown

mn his brow.

Classes were over at Greyfriars, and
thera wera plenty of fellows in the
guad. Like Moses of old, Wingate
looked this way, and looked that way,
but he did not seem to spot the fellow
bhe wanted. And he called to & Remove
juniee who was sawntering, with his

ds in his pockets, and his straw hat
on the back of a mop of faxen hair.

“Cherry 12

*Halle, hallo, hallo!™ Bob Cherry
glanced round and came towards the
Sixth-Former's window.

“Zeen my minor?” rapped §¥ingate.

Bob shook hizs head.

Wingate's young brother was in the
Third Form. Such small fry as Third
Form f were, of course, beneath the
lofty notice of & Remove man. Nobert
Cherry, of the Remove, could not be
expected to know anything about him,
or even to remember hiz existence.
However, Rob did not explain all that
to the captain of the school. He just
shook his head.

“The young sweep!” growled Win-
gate. *I told him to come to my study
after class.”
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Bob grinned

Judging by the frown on Wingate's
foce, the minor’s visit to the captain’s
study would not have been of an enjoy-
able nature. Probrbly Wingate of tie
Bixth was pgoing" to give Wingate
minor of the Third one of these elder-
brotherly “jaws™ which were useful and

beneficial, not cnjoyable. Which
Was the reason why the fag had
ot 1o op !

“Well, lock here, find him and send
him to me!” gaid Wingate.

And he stepped -away from the
window.

“Um!" said Bob.

Had he received that command from
any other man in the Sixth Form, Bob
Cherry would probably have pointed out
the undoubted fact that the Bemove,
or lLower Fourth, did not fag. Dut
almost envbody at Greyiriars was
willing to do anything for old Wingate.
Instead, therefore, of pointing out that
s Remove man conld not, properly
speaking, bo sent on messages, Bob
(Cherry procecded in search of Win-
gate nonor.

That youth was not to be scon in the
gquad, and Bob weni to the House door.
A fat junior, adorned with a pair of
spectacles, came rolling out, and Bob
clapped him on the shoulder, to draw
his attention.

“Ow 1 velled Billy Bunter, “Wow !
You silly ass, what are you thumping
we for? Wowi"”

“Where's Wingate minor?” asked
Bob.

“You silly ehump !’ howled Bunter.
“ How the thwmp should I know where
Wingate minor is? Blow Wingata
minor ! T've got nothing to do with
Wingate minor, have I, you ass?”

“But you always know cvervthin
that yvou've got nothing to do with,
said Beb cheerile. *“AMean to zay you've
been minding your own business for
onoe

“ Beast 1™
 Bunter, like the deep and dark bluc
goean in Byron, rolled on! Bob went
into the Houso. Four Remove fellows
met him az he came in—Wharton and

Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree
Singh. They stopped him.
“(h, here vou are!”™ said Harry

Wharten. * Cowmne on, we're getting the
boat out before tea.™ :

“Can't ! zaid Bob.

“Why not, ass?"  asked Nuogent,
“YWhat iz it—Jines for Quelch, or what "

“Lines for Quelch could wait. I'm
locking {for Wingato nunor,”’

“Bother Wingate minor " eaid all
the (Co. together.

“ Just what I was thinking myself !
apreed Bob. “Bother him and blew
him! DBut his major wants him in his
eitidy.  Seen the little beast?Z

“] saw him going up to the Remove,”
said Johnny Bull,
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“Whet the thump has he gone up o
the Remove for??

“1 dido’t ask him,”

“0Oh, blow ! said Bob. “Wait for
me on the raft. I'll cut down and join
vou as seon as 1've hunted him up.”

“ Right-ho !"

Harry Wharton & Co. started for the
river, while Bob Cherry went up the
stairs, Hg arrived in the Romove
passege and found some of the Lower
Fourth there. But no Third Form fag
was to be seen.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob.
“Seen a fag lhenging about here,
Smithy "

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder
of Greyfriavs, was lounging in the
doorway of his study.

“If you mean young Wingate——=
e answered.

“The very identical article! Scen
the little sweept™

“He went up to Fishy's study.”

“ My only hat! What the thump did
he want in Fishy's etudy? I'll jolly
well kick him when I find him!Z
growled Bob, and he started to walk the
len of the Remove passage, Fisher
T. Fish's study being Study No. 14, at
the end farthest from the stairs,

Why Wingate minor of the Third had
come up to the Remove studies at all
was rather a mystery. The Third had
no business thers. Why he wanted to
sce Fishy, the American junior, was
another miystery. Nobody ever wanted
to see Fishy., These mysterics were
rather irritating to & tfellow whoee
friends were waiting for him to go on
the river. Pob Cherry tramped up the

. rather inclined to start Jack
Wingate on his way to his major's study
with e hefty kick.

The door of Btudy No. 14 was open.
Fram that study foated the nasal voice
of Figher T, Fish.

L‘;?I!npc! Nothing doing! Beat it,
i 12

“But look here, Fishy!? Jack Win-
gate’s voice answered, as Bob came
ain::;'ugi “Look here, it's only a pound,
an s

“Aw, can 1t1"”

“Tubbk told me that vou lemt him
some money., Look here, you're always
lending fellows money."

“Yep! And what do I get?” said
Fisher T. Fish, indignantly. T lat
dog-gontd brother of yourn gets o
hear of it, and he puls it up to Whar-
ton, and what does Wharton do?
Burps my pesky account-books and scts
the guys kicking me slong this hyce

passage! I guess 1've rung off on it,
voung Wingate! I'll zay it ain't good
cnoupgh 2

Bob Clierry chuckled. He knew now
why Jack Wingatle had visited Study
No, 14 in the Remove; and it was also
clear that Iishy's recent drastic lesson
had cured the shylock of Greyiviars—
for the time, at least—of his money-
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fending propensities. A Form kicking
had impressed IFishy with the error of
his ways. IIe realised that it was not
good enough,

“Put loock here," urged the fag. "I
want that pound badly—>*

“Better ask your brother for it!%
jeered Fishy. *“Apyhow, can if, young
ghaver, and absquatulate. I guess my
time's valuable.”

“PBut, cay—=21

“Hallo, hallo, halla!” roared Bob
Cherry into the doorway. *Your
major wants you in his study, young
MWingate ™ . }

The fag gave s jump and spun round,

startled. Bob looked at him rathor
curiously,. There was & worried and
harassed expression on the fag's rather

¢:=1uhbj face. He gave Bob an angry
BLATD,

“You silly ass!” he snapped. ““What
do you want to make a fellow jump for,
bellowing like a mad bull§%

“Like me to kick you as far es the
ﬁkalirstz" E-Ekﬁdbﬂﬂﬂh cﬁga&;y,_f "Yﬂé&'fﬂ
only on being cheeky, if you do.

“ Oh, ﬁut up [ ] .

Bob Cherry's face grew grim. This
was not really the sort of answer that
& Homove man could take patiently
from n fag of the Third. But Bob con-
trolled his wrath, Wingate minor
scemned to be in a state of distross.
Indecd, he must have been desperately
hard up, as he had eome to Fisher T.
Fish as a last resource. Bob magnani-
mously forgave him, : 3

“Well, I've told you,” he said quietly.
“Your major's waiting for you, and
sent e to tell you.” o

“Botlier him! I don’t want his jaw.™

Dob made no rejoinder to that. He
was nob intercsted in the concerns of the
Wingata family, He turncd and left
the study. ) .

Jack Wingate turned to Fishy again.
His vouthful face was decply and darkly
troubled.

“Lock here, Fishy—~"-
menced.

48t the door after syou!” said
Fisher T. Fish.

“Oh, go and eat coke !’

Wingate minor stamped out of the
study and slammed the door after lim.
He ran down the passage snd tapped
Clieery on the arm. Bob glanced round
at him,

“Look here, Cherey ! muitered the
fag. “I know it's a cheek to ask you,
but could you lend me a quid?”

“It's a cheek, and no mistake,” agrecd
Bob, with a grin, “and it's not much
use, either, as I've only fourpence.”

There was a chuckle from the door-
way of Study Ne. 4. The DBeunder,
standing thore, had heard what was
gaid, and he scemed to be amusad.

Jack Wingate scowled round at him.

“What's the trouble, kid?" grinned
Smithy. “Huve you been locking on
the wino when it is red, or the billiards-
table when it 13 groen ™™

““Oh, dont be an ass. Smithy ™™ raid
Enbr rather sharply, and he walked on
to the statrs,

Wingate minor, with another scow! at
the Bounder, followed him, leaving
Herbert Vernon-Smith laughing.

" Look here, kid.” said Bob, as they
wentk down the Remove staircase to-

he recom-

gether,  “If you're bard up, your
brothor will help you out.  Wingate's
the decentest chap at Greviriars—you

ouzht to know that 1™

“He would want to know
was for ! multered the fap.

Boly stared at him.

“"Well, you could icll him, couldn’t
vou?" he ashked.

Jack Wingate made no replv to that.

what 1t

e scudded down the stairs and dizap-
peared. Bob stared after him.
“¥What the thump's up with the kid "
he ejaculated, : .
And then Bob went nlong to join his
friends waiting on the school raft, and
forgot Wingate minor's existence.

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
A Splash for Smithy !

e OLD on, you men "

H The Famous Five were in
their boat, rocking by the
gchool rafk.

It was & glomous July afternoon, and

a pull on the shining river, after class,
seemed a d ides to the chums of the
Remove, The same idea ocourred to a
good many other fellows, for there wers
quite & number of boats and skiffs out,
and s crowd of fellows on the raft and
towpath.

Caker and Potter and Greene, of the
Fiith, had just barged off, Coker catch-
ing crabs in great style; and Iarry
Whearton & Co. woere watching Coker,
with smiling faces, whon Vernon-Smith
came geross the raft hailing them. They
looked round at the Bounder of Grey-
friars, and Beb Cherry, who was about
to shove off, paused.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!i
thing " asked Dob.

Want any-

In his own whimsical way,
Vernon-Smiik, the Bounder of
Greylriars, does an Irresponsible
fag in the Third Form a good
turn—and lands himself in deep
disgrace as a result! But
though expulsion stares the
Bounder in the face, he doesn’t
whine—he’s fough !

“Yes, if vou're ﬁm?f up the river—
& lift,” answered the Bounder.

AN gerene! Jump in ! said Harry
Wharton.

“Got your skilf ont, and eall Redwing,
and we'll race vou as far as Popper's
Iasland 1" supgested Bob.

“Too jolly hot 1*

* Blacker I

Tho Bounder launghed, and stepped
into the boat. He stood vp es the chums
of tha Remove pushed off, glancing at
ti’lﬂ Eﬂﬂk+

Near the school boathouse Mr. Quelel,
the master of the Remove, stood in con-
versation with Mr. Lascelles, the maths
and gamcs master. Mr. Quelch was
doubtless interested in his conversation
with Laseclles: but his keen eves were
on the Bounder, as Smithy very well
knew, and as the juniors in the boat
noticed,  Johnny Ball remarked on it.

“Quelchy’s pot o gimlet eye on you,
Smithy,” he said.

“Oh, quite™ agreed the Doander
“Ie's honoured me with his very special
attention, ever since the might Laseelles
caught we out of bounds. That's
rather made the old bean suspicious.™

“Well, it would !” remarked Nugent,

“Waturally ! That's why I've drepped
in your boat. Sececing me in such exeel-
lent company, Quelchy can hardly fancy
that I'm poing oub te paint the town

Ted.”

The Famous Five langhed. The
Nounder's words wero  well founded.
Mr. Queleh's eves followed him till he
entered the boat, and then the Removo

master gave him no further heed. I he

guspected the seapegrace of the Remove
of soma intended escapads, he was satis-
Eed when he saw him join the Famous

"ive.

Thosa five fellows wera not model
vouths, by aghy means-—they had their
faults. But they were not the fellows
ic be mixed up in anything shady, as
their Form master was well aware,
Having seen S8mithy start in such com-
an Mr, Quelch dismissed him from
mind.

There was s sarcastie grin on the
Bounder's face as he sat mn the storn
beside Nugent, who was steering, while
the other fellows pulled. Tho peculiar
kink of blackguardism in the Bounder’s
nafure broke out every now and then;
but it was rather a reckless love of
cxcitement than anything else, that he
disregarded school rules and laws and

unlf.& the wool over thoe eves of the

a

Ag his chum Redwing was not with
him, Harry Wharton & Co. might have
guessed that Smithy was bound now on
one his shads cxeursions, had they
given the matter thought—which they
did not. They were enjoying the fine
weather and the sunshine, and tha
gleaming river and the rowing; and if
they were thinking of enything else, it
was of the porformance of Coker of the
Fifth, who was entching ecrabs un-
numbered, and prm:mssiuﬁ up the river
et the rate of an old, tired snail.

“Halle, hallo, halla!™ roared Bob
Cherry, as theﬁ passed the Fifth
Form boat, “How many have you
cenght, Coker?®

Horace Coker stared round.

‘Ehi I'm not fshing, you young
asz!" he answered,

for orabs

*Aren't vou ﬁahingi
There was a chuckle from Pattor and
Coker's

{ireene, palbient passengers In
Coker glared at them, and t{hen

boat.
glared at Boh.

“You checky young sweep!™ he
roarod. " Do you want me to give vou
a whop with this oar ¥

X Pleased ! answored Bob cheerily.

“By gum | I'll jolly well—"

“For dness’ sake, don’t capsize the
boat, Coklter " gaid Greene anxiauasly,

“Don't be an ass, Greona!”

“You'll have us over [* howled Potter.

“Don't be a fathead, Potter I

Coker laid in one oar. The other he
grasped with both hands, with the full
mtention of giving Bob Cherry a
“whop” with 1t. His boat rocked
wildly, and Potter and Greens threw
their weight on the other side.

Frank Nugent steered elear, and the
Remove boat was almost out of Coker's
reach, but he made a lunge.

The tip of his oar just touched the
unwale of the Remove boat, Quick as
ightning Bob Cherry ﬁ;rﬂ.ﬂpﬁd the blade
of the oar, and with a sudden jerk
hooked it away from Coker’s grasp.

“Thanks 1" he said alfably.

“Ha, ha, ha!” welled tho juniors,

quite cntertained by tho expreszion on
Coker's spraking countenance.

Coker very nearly toppled over the
guniwale of his boat. The juniors pulled
on, Bob waving Coker's oar in trivmph.
Coker roared after him':

“Gimme Lhat onr, you young raseal !

“Como and foteh it!" velled back
Nol.
Coker prabbed up hiz olther oares
Wheiher Coker fancied that he could
pull & baost with one oar cannot bo
said ; Coker's powerful intellect might
have fancied anything! Ho succeeded
in sending his boat round in a ecircle.
amid cheers from the fellows on tho
towpath.

Liob shd tha captured oar

in t]
Tur M 300,
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water, and the current carried it down
to Coker, and Podler grabbed it and
pulled it im. :

“I'll go after them and smash them [
gasped Coker, and, equipped with a
pair of ocars again, the great Horace
started pulling after the Remove boat,
with tho fixed intention of smashing its

occupanta.

Perha it was Just as well for
Coker t he ,pullccl only a foot to the
Remove boat’s fathom. When he

glared over his shoulder to see how
near the young rascals of the Remove
were, he made the discovery that they
were not near at all—but far; so far
they were out of sight slong the wmnd-
m%(_ reen banks of the Sark.

ereupon Horace Coker snorted
with wrath, and demanded what Potter
and Greene were cackling at !

Out of sight of the wrathy Coker,
Harry Wharton & Co. pulled on
cheerily up the shining river. The
were_going a# far ns Popper's Island,
round the ieland, and back to tea. But
about a mile from the school Herbert
Vernon-Smith ealled on them to E.uﬂ
in. Beyond the trees on the bank =a
slate roof and red chimneys showed,
where tha Three Fisherz inn stood.

< “Pull in,” seid Smithy, "I get out
ere.
Harry Wharton looked at Tham,

looked at the inn half hidden by trees,

and looked at the Bounder again. Ilis
face set & little. Johnny Bull gave an
expressive grunt, and Nugent shrugged

ki ghoulders. )

“You're going to that den, Smithy "
asked the captain of the Remove, very
quietly.

“Guessed
Bounder,

“It's out of bounds!¥

“Dear ma ™

“0Oh, chuck him outl2 growled
Johnny Bull. #I dare say some other
shady rotter is waiting for him there—
somo * bookie,” perhaps! «Or FPon, of
Highecliffe.” ‘

“Exzactly I drawled the DBounder.
“I'm havin' a hundred up with Fon:
sonby, for a quid!  Why not?? y

“Plenty of reasons why not” said
Wharton. in the eame quiet tone. * But
it's no bizney of ours what you do.”

“ Has that only just occurred to you?”
inquired the Bounder sarcastically,

“But," went on Wharton, “ you can do
as you jolly well choose, if you like to
take the risk of being sacked from the
school for it; but you can’t drag decent
fellows into it, Smithy! You shouldn’t
have asked us for a lift in our boat, 1if
vou were geing to that den of blaclh-
guarda®™

“Dear old Quelch has his jolly cld E:{ﬂ-
on me,” grinned the Bounder. “1I told
you why I selected your excellent and
improvin' company.”

“You've made use of us to pull
Quelch's leg.”

“(iuessed it In one again!
gettin’ fearfully bright,”

Wharton compressed his lips.

“Well, you're going to have a tip that
we're not to be made use of in that
way,” he said. “Take my advice, stay
in the boat, and finish the pull with us.”

“Thanks! T'll ask for your advice
when I want 1t.”"

"You won't "

it in onel!™ assented tho

You're

“No. I'm getting out.”

“Get out, then,” said Harry. “Don't
pull in any nearer, you men. ITold on
where you are.”

‘The crew of the Remove boat grinned.

They held on, ten or twelve feet out
from the bank, whcre the water shat.
lewed., Vernon-Smith gi.:wﬁ the capizin
of the Hemove a black look.
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#Arp you poing to pull in?” ne

enapped.

“P}Iﬁl” answered Wharton coolly.
“T've told you imu’ra nok %amg to make
use of us to pull Quelch’s leg. You can
stay in the boset, or you fan jump out,
If you jump into that mud, I fancy yon
won't enjoy yvour game of billiards with
Pon of ngl?ﬂl;ﬁ&‘"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Jump it, Smithy

“The jumplulness is the proper caper
my osteemed blackguardly ?u::::in‘,]'njr,"5
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Vernon-S8mith rose to his feet, his eyes
glinting. On land, with room to run,
the jump would not have bothered him
much ; but jumnping from a rocking boat

was another matter. He paused.
“You cheeky ocads, pull inl® he
snarled,

“Mot an ipch1” answered the captain
of the Ramove coolly.

“Then I'll jolly well make you!”
shouted the Bounder, his temper break-
ing ~out savagely, and he grasped at
Wharton, and grebbed bis oar. An un-
ceremonious shove onr the chest sent him
staggering back. The boat rocked
wildly, and the Bounder, staggering
against the gunwale, stumbled back-
wards into the water.

Splash !

“Might as
grinned Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Vernon-Smith plunged headlong into
shallow water. He scrambled up, and
stood with the river washing round him
up to the armpits, his face crimson with
fury, The oars élppad inte the water,
and the Remove boat pulled on up the
Sark, leeving the Bounder to scramble
to the towpath—which he did, drenched
with water and smothered with mud. A
sound of merry laughter Hoated back to
him from the Remove boat,

well have jumped!”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Major and Minor !

18 OME in, you young ass!”

C Wingate of the Bixth spoke

rather gruflly, as his minor ap-
peared in s study doorway.
Captain of the school, head prefeet, head
of the games, captain of ericket, Georpges

Wingate had plenty te oceupy his mind—
and no desire lo waste that valuable
time on-a fag of the Third Form—even
1f ibat particular fag was his young
brother,

e had been Lepd waiting for Jack
Wingate, and no fuﬁ at Greyiriars was
supposed to I:eniu the capluin of the
school waiting. ITe was conscious, too,
that ho would probally have given any
otlicr fag a swipe from his official ash-
plant, for keeping himn waiting. He did
not want to be guilty of favouritismn,

"I told you to comne here after class!”
he rappoed.

“1 forgot!” muumbled the [ap.

M ¥ouw'd better not forget another
time!™ grunted Wingate. *“ Yon
wouldn't forget if it wus any other pre-
feet, and you know it. Do you think I
can let you play the cheeky young poat
becavse you're my brother #°

Jack Wingate made no reply to that.
IIo stood, with a clouded and rather
sullen faco. The Bixtly Formm mun cyed
Eim shavply.

“WWhat's the malter with yvou?* he
rapped.

The fap started.

* Nothing ! What do you mean??

“¥Your I'orm master, Wiggins, haa
spoken to me about you. You've been
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careless in prep, careless in elass, lozy,.
and slack, and rotting about generally.
What do you think yeu are up to?”

The fag's sullen face became more
sullen.

“Wiggins can whop me, if ha likes”
he answered. “No need to jaw to you
about me, that I know of,”

“I'va a jolly good mind to whop you
myself.”

“I don't care if you do "

Wingate's hand strayed to the ash-
plant on the table. But he withdrew it,
and spoke more quietly and kindly.

“Now, look here, kid! It won't do!
If there's anything up, tell me—you can
forget that I'm a prefect and captain of
the school—and speak to me as your
brother George. Have you been land-
ing in any trouble §*

"No!” muttered the fag.

“Getting into debt, or nn:.rthiﬁﬁ of
that kind?* asked Wingate. It
pretty plain that you've got E_E-MFi-]!lnE
on your mind—— Oh, that's it, is it
ha added, as he saw tho erimson flush
overspread the fag's face.

*I—yes—no!”  stommered Wingate
MINOT, '

“You young ass! I that's all, why
the dickens couldn’t you come to me and
say 501" exclaimed Wingate, "I re-
member once you ran up a bill at the
tuckshop, and Mrs. Mimble kicked! Is
that it 7"

* N-n-no—"

“If you've been borrowing money
among the other Imgs, you're a silly
young ass; but I dare say 1 can see Jou
through. What is it—five shillings?

Wingate minor hesitated. For reasons
known to himself, reasons which he did
not desite o maoke known to a Grey-
frinra profeet, even if that prefect was
his brother George, ho wanted a pound |
But a pound was rather a large sum for
a fag of the Third Form to he in wané
of, and he hesitated.

“More than that?" asked Wingate,
“I—=I1—I—" stammered Jack.

“Oh, ecough it wp!” said Wingate
goad-humouredly. “1I'm not rolhing in
money, 48 you jJolly well know; but if
vou've been plaving the goat, 1 can see
vou through, I've no doubt. 1 supposs
you owe half-a-erown to Tubb, and half-
a-crown to Paget, and a couple of shil-
lings to somcbody else. What? Well,
get it off vour chest, vyou young ass.”

“I—I believe it comes te a pound "
stammered the fag.
Wingate stared at him.

“A pound!  Well, you're o pretty
voung specimen to borrow a pound
among (ha fn%s. You must owe some-
thing to nearly all the Third, at that
rate. Is that what's been worryping
you "

“¥ez ! muttered Jack.

*Well, you're o vyoung asa?!  DBut [
nocedn't fell you that! Took hera! 1§ 1
see you clear, no more borrowing, sce?
It's a rotten habib to pet into, and might
lund you in real trouble some day.™

“JI--I know ! But, I—T =say, if you'll
lot me have the pound, it will bo all
right.” Wingate minor eyed his brother
hopefully. “I—I know I—I've been a
foo!l, but—but—"

Wingate was  pgoing through his
pockels, Joack walched Liim eagerly, o=
he prodoced o teo-shillineg note and Jaid
it on the stady table, and on the noie
laid three half-crowns, two shillings, and
a sixpence. It looked as if Wingate's
linancial resourees were beine pot to o
rather severs inoneial strain. Wingato
was caplain of the =chool, and o

¥
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tremendously great man in the eyes of
all Greyfriars, but he was far from rich,
Smithy of the Remove could have
houﬁht him up, lock, stock, and barrel

*There you are, kid " said Wingate.
" This will leave mo fairly stumped ; but
if it sees you clear, that's all right,

ind, no more plaving the giddy oxz—
that's & condition !

“No jolly fear!” said Jack Wingate,
with such evident relief and earnestness
that the Greyiriars captain smiled.

“Well, take it and cut!®
Wingale.

“1--T Bay, vou're awlully good!™
stammered the fag. : 2

Y That's all right—cut! Trot in,
Gwynne, old man,” added Wingate, as
Gwynne of the Bixth appeared in the

OOTWAY.

said
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Esecape!

ERBERT YVERNON-BMITH
H stood on the river-bank, squeesz-
ing water out of his clothes,

pnd seraping off mud. His

face was crimson with rage; and had
the Famous Five remained on the spot,
thore would certainly have been scrap-
ping. But the boat had pulled on
towards FPopper's Island, leaving the

Bounder alone.

In -his present wet and muddy and
untidy state, Emlt-h)i‘ was not disposed
to walk into the Three Fishers and

meet tho stares of the loungers there,

and the supercilions glance of Pon-
sonby of Higheliffie. He equeezed
out water, a geraped off mud, and
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and both of them glanced at the slafa
roofs that showed over the fences. They
moved on to the open gateway that
fronted the towpath, spparently with
the intention of walking into the inn
grounds—and Smithy caught his breath

a8 he saw, and puessed their intention.
Then Mr. Quelch's eyes fell on him,
and he started a little. _
“Vernon-Smith 1" he exclaimed.
Smithy locked up.
“Yes, sir?” he answered.
*“What are you doing here!" There

was swilt suspicion in thes look and
voice of the Remove master., Xe had
been satisfed when he had seen the
Bounder go off with Harry Wharton &
Co. Now the boat and the Co. were
out of sight, and Smithy was on his
own on the river-bank, only a dozen

As Mr. Gueleh and Mr., Lascelles came abreast of the Three Fishers, the former®s eyes fell on Vernon-Smith sltting on {he

river bank.

“Jack Wingate eut, leaving the two
great men together. Ilis face was a
study in wvarying emotions as he went
down the Sixth Form passage. Relief
predominated. Whatever 1t was that
the fag wanted a pound for, it was clear
that he wanted it very badly. Dut cer-
tainly it was not for little schoolboy
dibts in his Form, ns Wingate had taken
for granted. Wingate minor did not
head for the Third Form Room, and
when he went into the guad, and Tubb
and Paget called fo him, he affocted not
to hear, and hurried down to the gates.

Ho went down to the towpath, and
furned 1-.:|i} the river. He went up the
bank of the Sark at a trot. Wingate of
tho Sixth wouwld have had a startling
shock if he could have known the des-
tination for which his minor was head-
wng—noty  that he had a  pound!
Wingate minor of the Thivd was not
likely to tell hun!

** Yernon-Smith ! ** exclaimed Mr. Quelch, with a start.
myself, sir,** said the Bounder meakly.

ﬁl_'it.tad hiz teeth; and at last, tired with
is excrtions, sat down on the grassy
bank.

He was drying in the hot July sun-
shine. Ho took a packet of cigarettes
from hiz pocket—but found that they
had been too thoroughly soaked to hight
—and with a savage resture, he flung
the packet into the river, which was
undoubtedly the best thing to be done
with it in any casel And some minutes
later the Bounder had reason to be
thankful that his cignrettes had been
too wet for lipihting: as two figures
came in sight along the towpath. MMr.

ueleh and Mr., Lascelles wera walking
along the river. As Ins oves fell on
tho two beaks of Greyiriars, Smithy was
glad that he was not simoking.

They did not, for the momoent, obzerve
the junior sitting among the grasses and
ferns on the bank. As they camoe abreast
of tho LThree Fishers they slowed down,

** What are you doing hers 2 **
“I had a spill in the boat 1 **

“ I've besn drying

vards from the gate of the disreputabla
riverside inn. It was more than enough
to rouse Quelch's suspicions.

“1've been drying self, sirl™ said
the Dounder moekly. “1I had a spill in
tho boat,”

“Oh!” said Quelch. Hes came nearer
to Vernon-Smith, scanning him. It was
easy to seo that Smithy had been in
water and mud—he was still damp and
muddy. The Remove master's brow
clecared, His suspicions wcre allayed,
if not banished.

“Yau fell ont of the boat??” he asked.

“We wero larking, eir, end I-had
a tumble,” satd Smithy,

“You should be more carciul,” said
Alr. Quelch. “ You had botter go back
to tho school and change, ernon-

Smith."
“¥es, sir, certainly " .
Tha two masters remained standing
Toe Macgnrer Lierany.—Ne. 1,329,
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on the towpath while the Bounder de-
parted. Qut of sight, however, Smithy
did mot continue on his way, He
dropped on his bands and knees, and
nrmi;t back among the thickets along the
path, curious to see what q:.lelch was
going to do. He was just in time to
gea the two masters welk in at the open
gateway of the Three Fishers,

The Bounder whistled softly.

But for the spill, ha would have been
inside that building at the present
moment, playin bﬁlmrds with Pon.
Obviously, Quelch was suspicious, and
had Bmithy been there, thers was no
doubt that he would have been spotted.
His last escapade had carned him a
ﬂngging. and a very serlous warning
from the Head. Thia time, there was
little doubt, it would have been the
finish, The scapegrace of Greyiriars
ronlised that he had had a very narrow
escape.  Slowly and thoughtiully be
resumed his way back to the school.

At a turn of the towpath, a rumning
figure came suddenly round a clump
l::f trees, Jack Wingate bumped into
the Bounder before he saw him.

“(Oh!” he ejaculated, staggering back,

“¥ou young #ss!” gasped Smithy.
“Can't you see whera you're running "

The fag did not answer. He moved
aside to pass the Remove fellow and
trot on his way. Smithy stared ac him
angrily for & moment; and then, as the
fag started on again, his expression
changed, Ha called quickly to the
captain’e minar.

‘Hold on, kidi™

“I'm in & hurry!” answered the fag
over his shoulder, and without stopping.

Vernon-Smith sllruifi_‘ged hiz shoubders.
It was no business of his, he told him-
self. But a better Impualsc came over
him, and he ran after the running
fag, overtook bim swiftly, and caught
him by the shoulder.

“Stap, you littla foo! 1” he snapped.

Wingata minor strove to jerk his
shoulder away.

Lot me go, you rotier!” he panted.
“I tell you I'm in & hurry! What are
you atﬂpgmg me for, you fool®"?

“In a burry to be sacked " jocred the
Bounder.

“YWha-a-at ¥

Wingate minor stopped at that. He
turned round and stared at the Bounder
with scared eycs.

“YWhat do vou mean?” he faltered.

Smithy grinned. It had only been a

suspicion at first; now it was &
certainty. ]
“Whera are you going ¥ ha asked.

¥ Mo hizney of vours.™
“None at all’’ agreed tho Bounder
sarcastically, “ But if you're heachin’ for

the Three Fishers——"
The fag's face was wlhite,
“What—what makes you think—"
he stammered.
“IIas somebody lent vou that pound
you wanted 7” sneered Vernon-Smaih.
“Find out !

“You young ass!  Where do you
think I should faney you were going—
ihera's no placo along this bank except
ITEEEE R EEENEENEENEEEEEEFEEEFFE RN FE RS EERFERED BB

IMPORTANT NEWS!

Readers of the MAGNET who are about to
vigit the seaside for thair holidaye will he
glad to faarn that Messra, Cadbhury Bros., of
Bournville, have contribuled no fewer than
A QUARTER OF A MILLION BARS OF
CHOGCOLATE for the conausmption of readers
buying thair MAGMET Ffrom heach eellers,
kloaks, and other such places at most of our
popular seaslde resorfs. In addition to this,
Cadhury Broa. are contributing pound boxes
of thelir delicious assortedchocolates as prizes
at our Goncert Party, Cinema, and Gala Com.
petitione.  Ba sure, tham, and watch out tfor
the MAGNET representatives when you are
at the seasida this summer.
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the 'Lhree Fishers, untl you pget fo
Ppp?;_r Court. Not goin gu Lugﬂwith
Sir Hilton Popper, whatiZ )

_ % I=1 pan - for a trot up the river
if I like—-'

“0h, quits ! Eee-lp on,” gaid Bmithy,
laughing, M ‘orm master and
Lascelles are ahead—"

“Oh1” gasped the fag.

FI saw thema walk into the Three
Fighers——"

“Oh ecrumbs!” stammered Wingate
minor. “Quelch and Lascelles?"

“The jouly old beaks are suspicious,”
grinned the Bounder. “My dear old
beak is suspicious of me—but he knows
I'm not therel He's got an aye open
for other giddy goats. Like him fo spot
you thers ¥

Wingate' minor staggered against &
tree, panting for breath, His face was
as white as chdlk. It was evident that
the Bounder had guessed correctly, and
that the Greyfrinrs ecaptain’s brother
had been heading for 'a place that was
out of bounds for all Greyiriars fellows.
The bare idea of being spotted there b
8 master almost paralysed the wretche
tagr with terror.

“ ¥You—you're nat puilingﬁmg leg 7™ he
gasped at last. “They—they're really
LhcrIﬂ-?’_'.' - 3 il
- “I'm giving you the tip, you little
idiot, If fﬁugve been there before, you
may have boon seon—anyhow, some-
tiing's made the beaks suspicious.
Gueleh and Lascellez are taking 8 walk
round the place—and if any Grayiriars
mnan 13 there fo-day, he wtﬁ ba spotted
for a cart!”

“Oh dear!” groaned Jack Wingate.

The Bounder eyed him_ curicusly,
conternptucusly, and a little eompas-
sionately, He was rather proud of his
own reckless escapades—but the same
kind of thing in a foolish fag of the
Thivd Form excited hiz derision and
scorn, and at the same time, o touch
of pity. And he was thinking of
Wingate of the Bixth, too. Like most
Greviriars fellows, he liked and ad-
mired “old Wingate,” though as o
prefect he was “up against him * on
principle, And this was Wingate's
brother.

“Look here, vyon young ass,™ said
Vernon-Smith, “'This sort of rot isn't
in your ling. If old Wingate spoited
vou, he would have to take you to the
Head=—niece for him, az wyou're his
brother] Ho would never get over it
Prefect; and captain of the school—and
his young brother capght pub-haunting !
You might think of him a Litile.”
r"Hﬁ doesn't know,” stammered tho
ag.

"1 guessed that one,”™ grinned
Vernon-2mith,  “ But ook here, what's
the game? Take my tip, and keep clear
af tho place.”

“Well, youre a fellow to preach,
from what the chaps say about vou,”
said Wingate minor. " You jolly well go
ihere  yourseli=-I've hcart} a lot of
[eilows say so.”’

“Take my tip all the fame!™ said
tha Bounder, unmoved.

YI—I can'tt I—1'va got to pay
Leach,” stammered Wingate minor, 1

1 awe bnn o pound.”

“You awiul little idiet,” said Vernon-
Smith biankly. “Illow tho thump did
your mot inio anything of the kind?®”

“I--I never meant to," mumbled the
fag. “I—=[ really went into ihe place
onc day for o pinger-pep—I thought it
was rather 2 lark to %‘ﬂ into a place out

of bounds. I got talking to the man
ihiere, and he—he said—he said that
Sncoper  was sure to win, and—and

—and I pirt o quid on him, only—only
e lost, swed—aned that was last week,
sl =it Uve gol to pay the pound,

L]
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Tha Bounder whistled.
“Lesson to you to h&aﬂp out of bad
company,” he remarked. * After all, the

Fead isn’t exactly an ass—he's got
reasons for putting some places out of
school bounds, what?"

“I like that—from you!” said Win-
gate minor "“Fau lot you care ebout
the Head, or schoo’ bounds, Vernon-
Smith.”

“Well, you'd better care mora than
I dol” said the Bounder, laughing.

“Think I'd ba such o fool again!®
mumbled Wingate minor. * Leach maet
me on the towpath the other day, and
rm:gmdad me that I hadn’'t paid him.
He's not ¢ bad chap, in his way, I
believe, but he wants his monoy, I sup-
posa. Ho says he put the quid on for
me—anyhow, Snooper lost, end 1 owe
him the money . Ile will make o fuss
if ho isn't peid. Now I'vo got the

1F

monay

“Well, keep olear now,” =aid the
Bounder *You'll have to find a safor
time. !

“He—he said he wounldn't wait after
to-day,” groaned Wingate miner. “It's
rotten luck, Quelch and Lascelles bein
thera this afterncon! Perhaps I coul
cut out after lock-up, though. I—I say,
I'm glad yau told me, S8mithy! You're
not & bad chap

“Thanks I said th: Bounder solemnly.

And he walked o to the school, and
Jack Wingate, after some minutes of
dismal hesitation and doubi, followed
him in the same direction.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Rueiions on the River |

et F7 ALLO, hallo, lallo! Dear old
Y E-GRE‘I‘ l”

“Give him a splash as ws

pass 1"  suggested  Johmn
"Good egg Y Y

Bull,

Herry Wharton & Co. had had their
pull round Popper’s Island. Now the

waore coming back down the river wit
the current.  Half-way back to Grey-
friars, they came on the Fifth Form
boat. Horace Coker was still pulling
up the river. He might have been pull-
ing up a deeply rooted onk, judging by
his crimson facs and strenuous exer-
{iong |

Coker of the Fifth rather faneicd
himself a2 & rowing man. But nobody
else, secing Coker handle the oars,
would have fancied that he could row,
Indeed, an unprejudiced observer might
hava said that Coker rowed a3 badly
as he played cricket—which would have
Leen saying a lot! Bometimes his cars
missed ihe water, and Coker nearly
went over backwards., At other times
they dipped deep, very deep—and hed
the Sark been a little shallower, the
river-bed  might have been serionsly
disturbed.

Potter and Greene found o little light
and genial amusement in watching him.
But they were kept rather busy dodging
the splashes. Every now and then they
had to dodge the ocars es well as the

splashes. An oarsmen like Coker was
really rather dangerous at close
quarters. Ilse had to be watched.

Coker was rowing his friends up the
river for tea at the Foathers. Pottor
and Greene felt that they would have
earned their tea by the time they got it

“Hallo, halle, hello!”  rcared DBob
Cherry., “5Still busy et physical jerks,
Coker| Is it your own idea to use o
pair of cars for dumb-bells ¥

“Ha, ha, ha ' yelled thoe Remavitess
and Polfer and Greene chuckled.

Coler’s performance was, perhaps,
nearly as much like dumbbell exercizo
85 Fowing.

-
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Coler glared round, , :

“Those cheeky fags againl” he
enorted. ‘*Steer for that boat, Polter!
This is & chance to give them the whope
ping they want.”

Potter steered—clear! He had no
desire for a mavel battle. The Fifth
Form boat glided away from the
Remova boat.

“Is that what you eall steering?”
roared Coker. “ You silly aza] Pull
the other lino[ Can't you steer "

“Ob, lat's keep clear of those fags!™
urged Creene,

* Bhut up, Greene !
“Look  here, Coker—" began
Potter.

“Bhut up, Pofter”

The Remove boat glided nearer, and
Bob roached over with an oar, and gave
Coker & playful push in the riba
There was a roar of wrath from the
great man of the Fifth. The junior
boat shot aeway again at once; 1t was
handled rather more handily than the
gentor  boat | Fiva laughing faces
lpoked back at the infuriated E_:['Iﬂmc&.

“Bteer for them, Fotter! I'Il jolly
well give yon a bang with this ecar il
you don't 1" roared Coker.

“0Oh, my het i )

Under such persuasion, Potter really
had no choice. He steered for the
enemy. The junior boat could have
walked eway with ecase; but the merry
Eemovites seemed as keen on entertain-
ment as Coker was on trouble. They
let the Fifth Form crew draw near.

Splash | Dob Cherry’s car smote the
river, and a little waterspout Hew up—
over Coker! Horace roared agam.

“Wat, old bean?” asked Bob.

“The wetfulness iz terrific!™ chuckled
Hurree Jamszet Ham Singh.,

“*Yarooh ¥ roared Coker, " T'll smash
'om | I—I—-T'1l—" BStanding up, ke
lunged with an oar,

Johnny DBull grasped it as he lunged,
and the two boats rocked. Mindful of
what had happencd befors, Coker
fastened 8 deadly grip on the handle
of his car—he was not going to let it
bo jerked nway again. ;

“Hold on, Johnny ! chuckled Whar-
ton, and he added his grasp.

IHurree Jamset Ram Singh's dusky
hands fastencd also on the blade of
Coker's oar.

Coker was not the man to let go. He
held on, and pulled, to get his property
back, Coker was burly end beefy; bus
in & tug-of-war, with three fellows at
the other end, even the burly and
beefy Coker had no chance. He held on
manfully—with the reselt that the tfug
from the other end jerked lam over
his gunwalo.

Splash |

“Uererrggh

“Oh eriker
Cherry.

Coker flonndered bebween the two
boats. Swimming was another of the
things that Coker fancied that he could
do, He swam pbout as efficiently as ho
rowed ! It was really rather fortunate
for Coker that Bob Cherry prasped his
ears, Johnny Bull hiz bair, and Harry
Wharton the back of his neck. Thoey
hauled Coker up and kept him afloat.

“Baved I cjaculated Beb.

“Ha, ha, ha I”

“ Urrrggh ™ spluttered Coker.
“Yurrggh 1" ITe Lhad swallowed quite
8 lot of the Bark., " Wuarrrggh!”

“Full him in, you men!™ ealled out
Wharton to DPotler and Creens. " I'm
afraid he's geiting wet 1™

s Damﬁ‘ at least " chuckled Nugent.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Urrerrggh!  Wurrgeh |
ear! Urrrrggeh!'

"

Ee's ini" pasped Dob

Loggo my

Yoiter and CGreene grasped Coker,
Then the juniors let him go, and Horace
was hauled into his own boat. He
floundered there in & pool of water,
spiuttering wildly,

“Good-bye, Horace ! called ont Bob
Cherry, and the Remove hoat resumed
its_homeward journey.

. Coker sat uE,_ streaming, He dashed
water from his eyes and stared ab
Potter and (reens,

“You cackling idiots! What are you
eackling at?"” bawled Coker. "Is ﬂmjr&
enything to laugh abt in this? I'm
drﬂnchegi I'm eoaked! TI'm—r
Grooogh | I'll smesh ‘em! I'l—T'l—
I?"I‘l_“_'_..?. .

Coker prasped his oars again, plumped
down to row, and rowed. Yengennce
was what Coker wanted, and he wanted

A POCKET-KNIFE IS5
ALWAYS HANDY!
Crack a joke and win one, like
N. D. Bryon, 2-39, Freeman Road,

Nechells, Birmingham, who sent
in the following rib-tickler.

tes rapdirh

L

| VERY LIKELY ]

Club Bora: " ¥You know, 1
am vary fond of birds. Yes=-
terday one actually settled on
m; head."?

od=-up Listenar: * Raallyl
It must have been & wood-
pegkear ! 1

MNote.—All jokes and hmencks
' shnuic!. ke s¢nt to "' Limericks and
Jokes ” Editer, ¢fo Macner, 35,
| Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4
| {Comp.).

it hot and strong, and he wanted it at
oneCe.

“Look here. are we going back?”
demanded Greenp. " What about tea
up &t the Feallers?™

“Blow teal Think I'. ing out to
tea soaked to the slan? ok T let-
ting those voung scoundreis pet of?
Shut up [

Tea at the Feathers was evidently off |
Ceoker waz homsward bound, on the
track of the checky juniors. It did not
even down on his powerful brain that
ha had no chancs whatover of over-
taking them, unless they et him! Bk
thay were in & merry mood, and they
did let him.

“Htand by to repel
chuckled Tlarry Wharton.

DBeb Cherry stood up in the stern, with
a boathoolt in his hand. The Fifth
Form boat was allowed to draw near—

boarders

7

near enough for Bob to Jean over and
poke Coker in the backl

“Yaroooooh [ roared Coker, as he got
the poke. “Wha-a-at's that? Some-
thing hit me in ths back—"

““Ha, ha, hal”

Coker stared round over his shoulder.
Bob Cherry grinned at him cheerily
from the stern of the Remove boat,

“Have another, old bean " he asked.

'"Hﬂ., 1.!“’ hﬂ IJ-I

Breathing wrath, Coker stood up,
grasping an oar with both hands. Tho
Remove boat at once shot out of reach
as he whirled that deadly weapon. But
it did not sweep empty space. There
wag a fiendish yell from George Potter
as it tapped him on the side of his head.

ks Ellmﬂ:mup 3

“What's that getting in the way?”
howled Colcer angril;rs.. “*Oh, }fnuf-—-
Can’t you keep your eilly head out of
the wayi"
~ "Owl Mynapper! You dengerous
idiot, you've nearly brained me ! raved
Potier,

“1 should have landed ome of the
cheeky little beasts if you hadn't put
your silly head in the way! Now I've

ob to catch them eagein!” snorted

oker.

And he sat down to row once more.

But the Remove fellows were tired of
Coker by that time, They pulled on with
vigour, and the junior boat disappeared
down the river, ker, alternately
sweeping the air with his oars and at-
tempting to dig up the bottom of the
river, laboured after them in vain.

Harry Wharton & Co. had landed,
put up their boat, and walked up to the

school by the time ths wet and weary
Horzee bumped into the raft. Yen-
geanece on  the ehecky juniors wos

uravoidably postponed.

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bad for Bunter!

1 BAY, vou fellows!®

E “*Hallo, hallo, hallo ™

"“Seen Bmithy? asked Billy
Bunter anxicusly.

The Famous Five smiled. They had
not seen Smithy since they had landed
him in the mud on the bank of the
Sark some time since. It was alter tea
now, and the chums of the Remove were
going down to the” nets for a little
::-lra-:rim when Billy Bunter rolled up to
thdtn.

Billv Bunter had ons hand hidden
under his jacket. Evidently that hand
Iheeld something that Bunter wished to

keop out of =ight.

“What have you pgot there?"” asked
Ilarry Wharton,

“Oh! Nothing! Nothing at all!®
answered DBunter promptly, *1 mean,
it's a_book. I—I'm going to mug up
some Latin, Quelch was rather ratty in

class this moening, over my con.

haven't been to Emithy's study, Fou
know. Ii anything's %na from_his
!;al;ﬂc- drawer ho can ask Redwing aboub
1 A
“What hava you snaffled
Smithy's tablo drawer, vou

pilfercr ?” demanded Bob Cherry, gﬂ
doesn't keep tuck there, I supposof"

“'There wasn't any tuck in the study,”
gaid Dunter sorrowiully. ¥ Smithy's gone
out, and Redwing was tea-ing with
Bquiff up the passage.  Absolutel
nothing i1n the studv. Not that
looked, yon know! 1 hope I'm not the
fellow to bag s fellow's tuek M

“What a hopeful nature ! remarked
Nugzent.

“As for looking in his fabla drawer,

Tee Maicxer Liensny.—No. 1,329,
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why thould 17" gaid Bunter. “T nover
know. Smithy kept his cigaveites there -
how cshould I know?  Desides, [
wouldn't toueh them--1 don't smoke!
He, he, hol” .

“Vou poily porpoize,” said Johnny
Bull, *® Il'a'.fﬂ you been bagring Smithy's
smokes i

“Mothing of the kind! Desides, if a
fallow bapged his smokes, it's really
doing him a good turn. He would got
whopped i1f a prefeet found them 1 his
study. Not that I've touehed them, you
know. But if you zee Smithy, and he
asks after me, you might mention that
I'vo gone down to Clourtfield, will you ¥?

“Geone down to Courthield—when the
gates are locked |

“1 mean, dell him T'm deing extra
toot with Mossoo—the fact 1s, I'm just
oing to Mossoo for extra French,”” said
%untﬂr. “That's why I've got this
French book with me. I'd rather not
toe Smithy at present. Alind you tell
him I'm with Mossoo”

“Rick him " said Johnny Bull,
“ Beast 1"

Bunter rolled on'without waiting to be
kicked. Harry YWharton & Uo. starcd
after him. It was quite clear to their
minds that Bunter had snafiled a box of
cigarettes from the Bounder's study;
and apparcntly he intended to smoke
them. ‘The chums of the Kemove con-
giderad whether to follow the fat Owl,
collar him, and ram Smithy's smokes
down the back of hiz fot neck. How-
ever, cricket claimed them, and they
went on their way, leaving Billy Dunter
to his own fatuous devices.

Buntrr blinked round cautionsly
throngh his big spectacles as ho rolled
on his way. [Ta was anxious not to
meet tho nder—and as the gates
were now closed, Smithy must be =ome-
where about. IE he missed his smokes hn
was only too likely to inguire for Bunter
—it was really remarkable how fellows
thought of Dunter at once if they missed
anything, However, Smithy did not
appear 1n the offing: and Bunter rolled
on into the old Cloisters—a secluded spot
where a doggish follow who wanted a
smoke might indulge in the same with-
out much risk of being spotted by bother-
ing beaks or prefects. There scemed to
be nobody about the Cloisters, and the
fat Owl rolled on and stopped at the
ivy-clad stone wall that bordered a little
lane outside the walls, Thero he sat
down, rested his podgy back against the
ivy, and produced the box from under
his jacket.

It was a good-sized box, that had con-
tained fifty cigarettes, and wos nearly
full. Tt was as much a sort of misguided
“swank ¥ as anything clse that made
Smithy keep smokes in his study-—he
hardly eover smoked wunless thero was
semebody to see him at it and disapprove

of it. Certainly he had not made a
very decp inroad into that box. There
were plenty left for Dunter! DBilly

Bunter fancied that he liked a smokeo
cvery now and then! Ile would not
have =pent his own mency on such
things—his own cash went on tuck, Dub
if hie could get smokes for nothing, 1t was
angther matier. And he had got theso
for nothing ! As it was strictly against
the rules for any Greyiriars fellow to
have smokoes in his possession, Bunter
did not feel it on bis fat conscienco that
he had snaffled Smithy's Hillrlplj.", Bunter
had a rather clastic conzcience,

Anvhow, he wos going to smoke—and
enjoy himself ! ITe seleeted a ciparetio
amd lighual i, amed blew  out smoke,
fecling no end of a dog !

“Giood ! murmured Dunter,

Toe MicxEr Lasniny.—-Ma, 1,329,

Tie was fooling quite a scapegrace, like
the DBeounder hinself, or Pousenby of
Higheliffe !

He smoked a second cigarctte, and
then & third! Purnt matehes aod fag-
ends litterod the old flags round him.
Tla was lichting a f-::urt?t,, when there
was a quick fostztep in the Cloisters.

“Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter.

Hao blinked in alarm through his hi
speetacles. Ik was a fag of the Thir
Form who came through the old stone
archea directly towards the spot where
Bunter sat. DBunter jumped to his feet.
Ie recognized Wingate minor—and was
deeply thankiul that it was not Wingate
major. 'T'he fag was conng wp at a
run; and Buanter wondered what on
carth he wanted in that remote spot.
Staring at him as he came, he quite
[orgot the lighted match 1n his [ak
inrers. He was reminded of it as ib
burncd down to his lingers—and a sud-
tlen howl awolke the echoes of ihe
Cloisters !

“Yow-ow-ow [™

Bunter dropped that match
quickly.

Wingate minor jumped as he heard
that sudden hewl. It apprised him of
Billy Bunter's presence. He shepped,
panting a little, and starcd at the fat
Owl of the Hemove.

“Ow! You silly little idiof, what do
vou want le baree in here  for?
howled Dunter. " You've made e burn
my fAngers !

“You fat dommy, what are you up
to here? snapped Wingate minor.

He stared angrily at the fas Owl

The wall agaiust which Bunter had sat
was quite out of sight of all the school
Lusldings and windows; and hero and
there the old stonework was broken and
rugged, and easy to climb. It was a
spot that had been used many a time by
fellows surreptitiously getting out of the
school. Wingate minor had time—if he
hurrind—to got out, trot down to the
Three Fishers, and get back for prep in
the Third Ferm Reom with Mr. Weg-

ins. That was his intention, Queleh and
insccﬁes had come in long apon—he had
srent them po lo tea in (%ﬂnmmn-rﬂum.
The coast was clear—so far as the Three
Fishers was concerned. Dot here, on
the spot, it was not clear—Billy Bunter
was 1n the way.

Bunter sucked hiz fingers and Llinked
at the fag. Ile was greatly inclined to
kick Wingate witnor.  lSven Bowter, who
was not much of a warrior, felb cquel
to kicking a fag of the Third.

“What do you want here!” he
snapped,  “ Get out ™

“Getting out ™ was what Wingate
minor had intended to do. Dut he did
not carg to o 2o under Billy Dunter’s
oyes,  Bunter, the tattler of the school,
would have told the tale all over Grey-
friars that 1he captain’s minor had
broken bounds, DBunter would not have
“sneaked,” but it would have come to
much the same thing, if he had conlided
to every fcllow that would listen, that
ne had seen the Groyiriars captain's
brother sneaking out of the sclioal alter
lock-up. MThe fag bik his hp and turned
angrily away. lle had to find a way out
where there were no eyes on hin

Bunter sat Jown again and hehted the
cigarette.  Wingate minor dizappoared
From siglt, amd the fat Owl simobed on—
beying o belicve that he was enjoving
himself thorouphbly., A fifth ecigaretto
followed the fourth, And that would
hove been followed by o sixih—but by
thiz time a curious feeling was risin
within Iilly Bunter. It was o zort o
floating fecling, as if his podgy inside
had got a little loose from itz moorings.
Instcacd of lighting the sixth crigaretto,
heo Jard b back i the box and beaned
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back mgain:t the ivied wall, breathing
rather hard. For some minutes Lilly
Bunter sat  quite still, hoping and
expecting that that queer feeling in his
podgy interior would pass off.

Instead of passing off, it intensified.
Billy Dunter'zs fat faco assumed a
strangely pallid look, with a tinge of
green,

He made a2 movement to rise—but sat
down again very quickly, The dreadiul
knowledge rushed upon him that there
woulld be o catastrophe if he moved.

“h erikey " muttered Bunter faintly.

He leaned heavily on the wall and
perspired,  His eves looked like boiled
gooscberries behind hLis big spectacles.
Ho moaned faintly,

There was a step in the Cloisters again.
From a distance Wingate minor peercd
at Bunter with a scowling brow. He had
given Bunter twenty minutes, and come
back, expeeting to timd him gone. Bub
Bunter was not gone ! Ho was a fixture |
Hao dared not move !

Heo did not even sco the peering fag.
Ho was gazing straight before him v:iﬁ*;
glassy eyes, secing nothing.  But the
sight of him sitting there waz enough
for Jack Wingate, and he went away
aEain, this time not to return. DBunter,
regardless of him and of everybody
and everything else, sat leaning on the
ivied wall, moaning faintly. FProbably
tho tough Bounder would have felt somao
qnalms had he smoked five of those
hefty eigareites, one after another.
Bunter was focling something more than
qualms! His feelings rather resembled
comprezsed parthguakes.

He zat and moaned [

— iy,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
' Luck !

EEBERT VERNON-SMITH

H gave a little start and stared

at the fellow standing in tho
doorway of his study.

Coming up the Roemove Paﬂsage from
the stairs, ho was greeted by the un-
oxpected sipght of Wingate of the Sixth,
icaning on the doorpost of Study No. 4,
in the Remove. Wingate stood there,
with hiz hands in his pockets, evidently
waitirmz. And the Bounder drew o
quick breath, though, after the BHrst
moment, he showed no sign of perturbe-
tion. He eame on up the passage and
gn;a the captain of Greyiriars a coonl
nod.

‘: Oh, here you are !
quaetly.

*Adsom ! said the Dounder, as if
ho were answering lis name ab call-
OVeT,

“Come bl

Wingate stepped Daek into the shudy,
and Smithy followed him in, Tom Red-
wing was in the room, with a rather
worriell expression on his face,  Ile had
gome hack from tea in Sqguifl's study
to find Wingate thero—and he had been
under the prefect’s eye ever since.  If ho
gucssed why Wingate was there he had
had no chance of taking any measures
to defeat the prefeet’s object. And Red-
wing, as well as Billy Bunter, knew
what Vernon-Smith kept in his table-
drawer. Ilo  wondered in  dismay
whether Wingabe knew,

The Bounder was periectly conl. o
knew that it meant trouble.  Any other
fellow caught with “smekes ™’ in his
study wonld he caned by his IForm
mazter.  Smilhy was mare likely to ho
gent up to the Head for a flogging.
Evor zines the night when hie Lad been
caupht ant of bounds after lights ont,
Sinithy had been under the frown of

enicd Wingate
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As the Fifth Form boat drew near, Bob Cherry’s oar smote the river.
* Wet, old bean 7 ™ asked Bob, cheerily.
J—I—I’ll—Yarooooh ! *

the Fifth-Former roared.

puthority, and under the eye of sus
pieton.  What might have been looked
on as a thouglitless and foolish aet in
any other Remove fellcm. was Mmore
likely to be reparded, in Smithy's case,
as & proof that he was a young rascal—
as indeed hie was! But he was as cool as

# cucumber., He had, at least, the
courage of his {aulls, nnd‘ euuls:[ take
what was coming to lum without
fineching,

“J dare say yvou know why I'm here,’
said Wingate grimly.

“Oh, gquite,” agreed the Bounder
lig htiv “Sorry T wasn’t in when you
unme but I'd tea’d out with a Fourth
Form man. Lut, look here, Reddy
will cut down to the tuckshop in two
ficks, and we'll get another tea, just
for the p]easum of tea-1ng with you,
Wingata.”

The Greyfriars eaplain stared at him.

“Do yvou think I've come here to tea,
you young asa

“Haven't you!” asked Smithy airily.

“1f that's meant for cheek, Vernon-
Bmith, tho sooner you cut it out the
bettor,” said Wingate gruffly. “I'm
here to sce what you've ot in this
study, That's why 1 waited for you
—I'd rather you were present.  Listen
to me, Vernon-Swmith 1"’

“Pleasure ! drawled the Bounder.
“I don't often get a chiab with the head
of the Sizth. If vou want a tip about
making up the first eleven, Wingate, my
Edfilta 15, chuck Loder! 'I'ho man can't

at!"

“8hut up, Smithy, you ass!”
pered Redwing anxiously.

Wingate's rugged faco was growing
gru‘nmu‘

“¥our Farm master's been speaking
me, Yernon-Smith,” he  said.

whis-

ito
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Splash !
“ Yaroooh ! * roared Colker.

“You've been caught out of boumds
after lights.out, and flogged for it
You had another fellow with yon at the
time—ihat young ass, Buonter. It
seemed o be made clear that Bunter
hooked on to you without vour wanting
him; but that docsn’t alter the fact
that vour example caused a silly kid
to land inko trouble.  There’s B YOTY
strong suspicion that you're going on
plaving the goat; and if you're spotied
again vou won't get off with a Oogging.
The other day Sir Hilton Pepper re-
ported that a junior boy was scen leav-
ing tho Thres T[ishers—some  kid
wearing & Greviriavs cap.”

The Dounder locked at Wingatle,

There wns guite & curious ¢Xpression
on his face,

Cortainly the Bounder had not been
seCn lmumg that disreputable resort
up the river. He was far foo cautious
for that. But he made a shrewd guess
at the identity of the *kid ® who had
been scen,  He had very little doubt
that it was Jack Wingate, of the Third
Form—tlie Groyiriars captain’s young
brother. That was a thm:ght that was
not likely to cross Wingale's mind., It
crozzed the Bounder's mind ab opce;
and it brought an involuntary grin to
his face.

“No good asking vyou if the fellow
was you, Yernon- Smith went on Win-
galo.

Mo good at all—if it was!" grinned
tho Bounder. “But, as it ]mppmla, it
wasn't! Not guilty, my lord !”

“Well, you mnaturally don’t expect
your word 1o be taken,” =aid Wingato,

*so I shan't ask you. Dut somoe Grey-
friars fag was there. Sir Hilton is
positive that it was a gnnmr bl:n:.', and
positive aboub the school cap.™

.—i---al———"'_'-"r-'

A little waterspout flew up—over Coker, and
““Ha, ha, ha ! * roared the Removifes.

*I'l smash you ! I—
“The way old Popper keeps on
buttin' in * gighed the Bounder,

“As g povernor of the school, 1t ise
Sir Hilton'’s duty to report such a thing,
as you know very well,” said Wingate.
“But that's reither here nor there.
You're nc-t going to be condemned on
suspicion.’

“Tor thls relief, much thanks—
Shakespeare ! murmured the Bounder.

“ Yaour Form master suspects you, and
g do I,” continued Wingate, ™ ‘and this
afternoon Queleh found you close by tho
place. You had B gtmd tale to tell—
vou always have.”

“ Presence of mind is my long suite !”
eaid the Bounder affably. “5till, if you
like to ask Wharton and his friends,
they will tell you I was in their boat,
and wa had o vow, and I htmblad out.”

“Just at that particular spot!” said
Wingate significantly.

“Well, it had to be some spot,’’ said
Sinithy.

“I"mm nel going to ask Wharton any-
thing—though I fancy he could tell me
mnmtlnng‘ if ha liked,” said Wingate

guictly. “I've como here now to look
through this study.” &
“Hort of surprise-party ! snid the

Bounder, “If 1'd known you werc
coming I’ d have made a fow little pre-
parations.”

4 've no doubt about that. Now turn
out your belongings, under my cyo; and
if there’s austhing against the :Lu!ns get.
ready to seo the Ilead 1™

“Y hate to bother the Head! Ha
must be tired. after tryin’ to drive
T.atin into the heads of the Hn.th. still,
if you insist, I'm your man.’

“Get to it1” snn.]:iped Wm"ate. “I'vo
no timo to waste.’

Tue Maoxer Liseany,.—No. 1,320,
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“Sarne here, as it happens ™ said the

Bounder coolly.
- And he proceded to obey the prefect's
directions. Tom Redwing looked on in
silence. He Lknew what must be dis-
covered, and ho knew that it meant a
fiogging f{or his chum. Bui there was
nothing that he could do.

Smithy’s desk was unlocked and
turned out. Fortunately for Smithy, he
did not happen to have a racing paper
in it, as he scmetimes had. A locker
under the window was opened, but it
contained only lumhber. The study cup-
board was examined, the books cleared
off the bookshelf., Smithy seemed quate
keen to leave no stone unifurned—at
least, in turning out the wvarious re-
ceptaclies where there was nothing to
ke discovered. He was noorishing a
secret hope that Wingate would not
notica that there was a drawer to the
study table.

That hope, however, was quite un-
founded. Wingate disliked coxtremely
the task that had been set him, but he
was the fellow to carry it out with
thoroughness,. He know ilere was a
drawer to the table, and he did not fail
to note that Vernon-Smith kept clear
of that article of furmitnre.

“That all right? asked SBmithy, at
Iast. “If you'd like me to rake -own
the chimpey=—"

“QOpen tha table drawoer.”

Smithy breathed hard for o sccond.
There was no escape for him. Dut
he was cool to the last. He jerked open
the table drawer.

Wingate bent over it to lock at the
contents. Bmithy gave the dismayed
Ledwing & wink. The game was wup,
and it meant a flogging. But tho
Boundor did not seem to care.

To his surprise, Wingate, after sean-
nming+ the varied contenis of the tabla
drawer, turned away from it. Appar-
ently he had made no discovery there,

Smithy glanced into the drawer.
There were a good many things in it—
papers, old letters, pens and pencils,
and so on. But the box of ciparettes
was not to be scen. For a moment the
Bounder could hardly believe his eyes,
His luck had always been phenomenal ;

one on Fritz getting the }ickin%
led up to a series of remarkab

a lickin gi

Sec this week’s (ssue of

The RANGER

IT came as a big surprise for the

the $r;’f1ﬂn|: had the “ nerve " to run
off with his headmaster's cake,

of his life. Bu
: e events and Fritz was rewarded, not with
but with the most glorious holiday-adventure of his

now, it seemed, it had befriended him
again. He jumped to the conclusion,
however, that Redwing had somehow
found an opportunity of getting the
cigaretto-box out of sight. That seemed
the only explanation. Anyvhow, it weaa
not there; and tha DBounder breathed
freely aguin, ;

Wingsate stood for a few moments in
thought. Smithy watched him with a
sarcastic smile. - He had nothing to fear
now, and he was amused. Ile was
rather surprised to see that Wingate's
foce expressed ralief.

“ WE]E{’ said tha Greyfriars captain
at last. “I'm glad of this, Vernon-
Smith."”

“(xlad " repeated the Dounder.

Wingaio looked at him.

“Borry I’ said Smithy at onen. 1
know you don’t like having a fellow up
before the Head, Wingate.” .

“It's not only that,” said Wingate
quictly,. “I'm glad to be abls to tell
your Form master thet a surprise visit
to your study bas proved that you've
nothing here against the rulea.  I'm
la¢ to think that you're learning more
ecent ways, Vernon-Smith. I'm glad
to think better of you."

The Bounder made no answer to that.
It gave him a rather unaccustomed
twinge in his conscience.

“I've had my eye on you lately,” went
on the Greyfriars captain. *Thia term
vou've boen Piu}rin a great gameo at
cricket. You're a fellow who could be
& credit to the school if you liked.
You're a cheeky young sweep—but
there are worse things ihan cheek. The
sort of rot you've been punished for
more than once is not good enough for a
fellow like you, if you could ses it.” 1
ImrBe this means that you can see 18"

he DBounder stcod silent. It was
seldom that his conscience troubled him,
but 1t was worrying hun now. As =z
matter of fact, he wvalued Wingate's
good opinton very highly, and getting
it on falso pretences gave him a twinge.

At that mament he wished from the

bhottom of hizs wayward heart that he
deserved the good opinion of the captain
of the school.

“Well, that's all,” said Wingate, and
he turned to the door.

FRITZ
takes the
CAKE ..

in this rollicking school-
yarn by popular

FRANHK RICHARDS

chums of Grimslade when Fritz
von Splitz, the fattest dutfer in

The odds seemed a hundred to
But the stealing of that cake

Life!
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“I=—I gay=—""  'The Bounder, for
once, was stammering, “I say, Win-
gate—"

Wingata glanced round.

l'\ll""'ﬁ'r'.E 'I ?!!

Smithy’s face was crimson,

“0Oh, nothing I"* he stammered. " But
—hut I mean io play up—1 really mean
it, on my word, Wingate ! If that's any
good,”” he added,

" Goeod encugh for me,"” said Wingate,
“ Btick to that, kid,”" And, with a kind
T:nd the captain of Greyfriars left the
LUy,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
After Taking !

HE Bounder stood for some
moments silent after Wingate of
the Sixth had gone.

He was in o rather unusual
mood. He was accustomed to regard-
ing masters and prefects as natural
enemies, to be scored.over if he could
seore over them. Yet Wingate had been
ralioved and glad not ta find him out In
a fault, not to have fo report him for
punishment. He wag glad to be able to
roport to Mr. Quelch that Smithy did
not secoem, after all, to be a just object
of suspicion; and that meant an easier
time for the Bounder to follow, Smithy,
with all his rebellious and mutinous
ways, had always liked and respecicd
Wingate—bhut never so much as at this
motnent, He lurned round {o Redwing
at last, his face unosually zerious.

“Mot a bad chap, Reddy,” he said.

“no of the bestl” said Redwing.
“Tt’s a kit rottem #o pull his leg,
Smithy.” )

“Well, I'm chucking it,"" said Smithy.
“1I'm goin’ to be so good that you'll find
it such a bore that you’ll wander along
to Skinner’s study for a change.”

Redwing laughed.

“Stick fo that,” he =zaid, “Thank

aodness Wingate never found anvthing
garn! I was afraid he would.”

“Thaunk yvou, you mean,”” said Vernon-
Smith. “T suppose you got tho smokes
out of sight in tume.”

“I suppose I should have done it to
savo your skin, but I never had a
'f"hrﬂl'm‘ Winpate was here when I came
111.

The Bounder stared.

“¥on didn't put the smokes out of
sight 1"

“*No. T theught thew werns in the
table drawer, where vou keep them.”

“Well, my hat! What's becomo of
them, then? I thought youn must have
shified them, of course. Soma othor
(food Samaritan been at work ? Skinner
might have borrowed somo. hut he
wouldn't have taken the whele box. 1
suppose Wingate never smoked them
while he was waitin® for me.” The
Bounder chuckled., “DBlessed #f I can
make it out, Reddy 1™

“Tt's luek, anvhow”

Herrific luck 1" grinned the Bounder.
“Only I wish the muck hade’t  heen
there at alll Tt worries me a hit to
spoof o trustin® old bird like Wingate.
He's not & bad chap.”

Vernon-Smith's face becama grave.

“O1d Wingate, if ho knew—"" [lo
was thinking of the captain's minor, and
Jack Wingate's disreputable serape.

“I1f he knew what 7"

“0Oh. nothin®!  Or, rather. somothin’
T'im not goin’ to tell even you, Reddy:
it can’t be keopt too dark. Dt if he
knew who it was whose cap old Topner
spotted at the Three Fishers—" The

aunder whistled,

“Mot vours?" asked Redwing.

"Moo frar! And old Popper—ar any-
body else—won't have o chance of
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spottin® me {here his teem, af least !
Wharton and his mob dished me this
afternoon—and I was lolly glad of it
when Queleh meandered along! 1 was
goin' there to-night, but—""

The Bounder grinned again.

“Thomas Redwing, my good youth, in
me you beheld & reformed characker!
To-night, when we're tucked up in our
little beds in the dermitory, I shall go
peacefully to sleep and dream of makmm’
centuries al cricket, or perhaps of
handin’ out an absclutely faultless con
to Quelch in class—perhaps! Beary

nts at 1he Three Fishers, expectlin' a
ellow about my size to pop in, will be
grievously disappeointed. No fellow
nbout my size will pop! Let this be a
warnin' to you, my young friend. Keep
your eye on me and become a perfect
character.'

“Chuck it, fathead!"” said Redwing,
laughing.

Farringdon &ireet, London, E.C.4.

¢ Readers who want any knotty %
criokel problem solved should
write 10 * Umplra,” c¢/o The
MAGHET, The Fleefway House, :

The more difficult the guestion, the hetter ha

“Oooos-or 1 came from the passage
suddeniy.
“ What the thump—-7""

“ Doooer | Woooh-hioo — hoo — wooly |
Ooo-er 1™

“If we were on a Channel boat on a
rough day &hose ecunds would
Ifur,ﬂilia'r;:’ remarked the Bounder, *but
IGQ—

“Urrrrcerergh 1Y

In amazement at the siranpge, weird
sounds that came from the passapge,
Smithy and Redwing locked out of the
study doorway. Other Remove fellows
were looking out at their doors; fellows
in the passage were staring and gz:m-
ning. All eyes were fized on Billy
Dunter, from whom those strange and
woeful sounds proceeded.

Bunter was coming up the passago at
& snail's pace, hmp and flabby. His fat
face was chalky, with a tinge of green;

rON by good capt-ainc{r; lost| The pgood captain is always on the

Ei? bad eaptainey. Walching | alert and is always piving the opposition

! sorts of cricket carefully I|the impression that he is doing something

wondsr how often ecither the | cute or subtle. One of the best of the

ome or the other of these opening sentences | Australian  ecaptaine was  Warwick

would be the really correct summary of
the gamo. The caplainey of a cricket
gide 13 of vital importance, and as I have
g letter this weok from o nﬁwl:,.' :11;|1mif:|t{rd
captain of & school erickot team, 1 propose
to talk on this subjceet for a few minutes.

One has only to talk to members of the
Englend side who went to Australia last
winter to get thia tgnzul:lulz-ra.l Impression—
that the captainey of D. K. Jardino was a
dominating factor in the struggle for the
Asghes. The manner in which he nursed
his bowlers—very important this—was
an object lesson, and 1 liked the tribute
which was paid to the Englond skipper
by one member of the gide. * There was
always a howler fresh for the job of attnek-
ing & noew batsman.” In an ordinary
efternoon mateh’ perhaps, it is not guite
0 important io have a bowler who 1s
{resh to allack & new batsman. DBut it 13
wery neccssary, even in club cricket, to
attoek the botsman with the ° heavy
artillery ** beforo he has a chanee to sottle
down. It has boen truly seid that the
enziest Hime to get & batsinan outb is belore
lio gets properly in.

THE INFERIORITY COMPLEX ]

NOWLEDGE of an opposing

m pleyer's strong or wealk points

18 very useful to a coptain—if

he uscs that knowledge properly.

There are batsmen who love slow bowlers,

but don's like fast bowlers, and vice versa,

of course. Tho wise captain Lears these
things in mind.

I know thal it iz a hit of o fog to
clhange two or three ficlders after
each single has Ueen maide, but
such changes are eften worth while
teith o view o * Ulecking * ihe
scoring stroke of a parficuluy Dals-
1, 01 with a view o getling hinn
ot boconse of o rweak spol e his
EFHLONT.

Armatrong, and much of his success ns &
skipper was due fo the fact that he im-
pressed the oppoesition with his subtlety,
Mma:,r of tha bowling changes which
Armstrong made wers most mysterious.
I oneo asked him, at thoe end of o Test
match day, why he had made a particular
change in tho attack.  Oh," he said,
" just to unsetile the batsmen and make
them think I had something op my sleeve
—S0Ime decp scheme in my head for Eatﬁng
them cut.” That was Armstreng's way
of telling mo ithat, as a caplain, he was
alwaya irying fo get the inferiority com-
plex into his opponents’ mako-up.

THE ORDER OF BATTING|

sga, in the cricket Jine, than the

well-drilled team in  the field.

The members of a woll.drilled
team keep an eye on the eaplain in easc
he ghould want them to move a little this
way or that. And just oz a well-drilled
silo wateh the skipper, so the successful
skipper must ever have an eye on the game.
In this conneetion the order of batting is
ane of the things which should be earclully
walched by the skipper. The wsual
procedure is to malke out the batting order
list Lefore the innings staris. 1 have no
objestion to this in principle.

THI-]RE are few things I would rather

It is imporiant, however, that He
captain should keep an eye on his
Datting list ns the fnnings procecds
el cfvanage i accordingy o circum-

slances. Things may be going
Ladiy, with the bowlers on top. In
such cirenmstances if is  oficn

uefvianbile o sowd in an advenfurons:
balsnran el will ywake the ottempt
fo fmoek {he bowlers off fheir
feprplie,

1

he almost toltered, and he gurgled and
moaned as he came,

“Hallo, halle, halle, old fat bLean!™
roared Bob Cherry from the doorway
of Biudy Ne, 13, " Enjoying lifa 1"

“ Dooer 1M

“Too many tarts, or too much ginger-

opi" asked Petor Todd, staring at
{hmtnr from Study Ne. T.

“Urrrrrrgh 1™

“The esteemed Bunfer seems to bo
terrifically  sick,” remarked Hurres
Jamzet Ram Singh. *The smokefulness
does not appear Lo have agreed with s
absurd interior.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Bob. “That's
it! Ha, ha, ha I”

“Qooocoer 1" Bunter gave Smithy a
flabby blink through his big spectacles
ag he passed Sludy No. 4. " Beast[”

Vernon-Smith stared at him,

(Continued on next page.)

oy e

At times, too, quick runs aro of extra
value ; at other times, runs are of lessor
importance  than kaapins the wickets
intact. The skipper should be ever ready
for these oceasions and change the batting
order to fit the need of the moment. That's
cnough about captainey this week., Next

waoolk I will reply to another correspondent
with some notes aboult the make.up of
tho order of batting with & view to getting
tho best results,
SCORING OFF A ** NO-BALLI["™
OW for replies on technical points,
N A Chelmslord reader tells me
that he had & now experience
tho other doy—that of being
E’wen out to o second appeal off the samo
all, ond he wants to know if this was in
order. As my chn played at a ball with
which the bat did not connect, the wicket-
h:asgmr &Tppeuleﬂ for & catch. The umpire
said " Not out!" Then, while the ball
was gtill in the wicket-keeper's hands, my
bataman friend, having heard tha " Mot
out,"” stepped out of his crease, There-
upon. the wicket-keeper removed {ha

bails and a]i:paalad for stumping. The
umpire said * Oug | ¥

Aecording 1o the facts as given fo
me, the umpire wags right. The
answeer of an appeal tn the negative
does not, ag my reader seems fo
think, vcnder the ball ' dead '’
auformatically.

I geem to remember on occasion when
Dueckwaorth, the Lancashire wicket-keeper;
made threa appeals off the same ball,
and the third appeal was answered with
the word “Out!" Thess cases depend
on the words ' finally settled ' in the
rula boolk.

Thers is confumon in the minds of some
of my readers a3 to how runs made off &
no-ball should be scored. Let me otate
tho correct way in as few words as possible.
I byca or leg-byes are run following a
Yno-ball " auch runs as are made aro
counted o3 no-balls, bub only such runs are
counted—not one for the no-ball in
addition, When tho batsmon scoros off &
no-ball the bataman is credited with the
rung, but eguin it should be noted thet
un extra one i3 not edded. A last point.
VWhether runs are, or are not, scored off a
no-ball, such o ball is not counted as a

art of the over, and the bowler should
wve an extra ball in the over.

Tn reply to JJ. B, of Bomersel, scven
hatsmen have sgeored o hundred econ-
turies in first-class ericket "Flp to the

18

time of coing to press, BRI
J. B. Hebbs, 193; C. . Mead, 13;
K. Nendren, 132; W. G, Grace, 125;

. B Waoolley, 120: H. Sutcliffe, 114,
and 1. llayward, 104.
“ UMPIRE."”
TeE AMacser Lisrant.—No. 1,325,
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“ What's the matter with you, you fak
owl " he asked.

“Berrggh! Beast! Ooco-er!”

Redwing chuckled.

“1 faney I oan guess where the smokes
went,'" ho murmured.

“Ha, ha, hal"” yelled the Bounder.
He understood now. 2

“Oooo-er | I've been sick "’ moaned
Bunter. “I've been fuf-fuf-fearfully
gick! Imilll It's all your—groooogh—
fault, you beast! Ooocogh ™ s

“Sooked the 1ot1" asked Smithy.
“You'ra welcoms, old fat bean! 1
make you o Fresent of them 1"

“ Ooog-er |’

“Ha, ha, ha " _

Billy Bunter staggered on to  his
study; he staggered into Study No. 7
and eollapsed into the armcheir. FPeter
Todd stared at him,

“VYou've been smoking 1™ he secused.

“ Doog-er 1 : ;

“T've a jolly gncnd mind . to give you
the fives bat—"

“ Doog-er I

Peter picked up the fives bat. Bumter
only gazed at him with glassy eyes, and
Peter laid it down. Bunter evidently
had sufferad enough for his sins, It was
likely to be a long, long timo before
Billy Bunter smoked again |

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Coker on the Warpath I

QU'D better come ! said Coker
decidedly.

Potter and Greene, it was

clear, did not agree. They
Jocked at Coker, and they looked at one
another. In o corner of the games
study, where the Fifth Form most did
congregate, Horace Coker was laying
down the law. Other I'ifth Form men
seemed to be chiefly interested in the
a?prnaching hols—and =0, as a matter
of fact, were Potter and Greene. But
that only made it all the more difficult
to tell Coker what they thought of him.
For Potter and Greene were going with
Coker those summer holidays, elling
Coker what they thought of him might
have put & hitch into the programme.

Yet the pr{rl:(u]sﬂiﬂn that they should
accompany Coker on the warpath, with
the Remove dormitory ss the objective,
waa really dismg.:pin% That was the
iden—Coker's idea. It was obvious to
Coker that thoss cheeky Remove fags
had to be whopped for their misdeeds on
the river, There had been no oppor-
tunity of administering the whopping,
eo far: but, as Coker pointed out, after
lights-out it was easy.

‘he young rascals would be in bed, off
their guard, A raid in the Remove pas-
sage meant 8 swarm of young sweeps
turning out at the first sound of alarm.
A raid on the dormitory was easier, The
follows who were to be whopped would
ba whﬂpﬂed almost before the Remaove
knew what was happening. Coker,
having administered done punishment,
would retire trivmphant. It was as
easy as falling off a form.
1 dislike being mixed u

L 1

in a .-shind;y

with a mob of fags,” said Coker. *It's
rather undignified. DPetter whop "em
and have dono with it—see? If I went

uip te the Remove, or after them into
the Rap, they'd have the check to resist
—in fact, to pile on me In & swarm.
They've done 1t before,” said Coker,
shaking his head sorrowfully over the
gins of the Remove. "They'vo abso-
lutely no respeet for a Fifth Form
senior 1"

“Um " said Potter and Greene.

“T shall eatech them on the hop in
their dorm. You fellowz had hetier
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come, Ering a stump each, in case the
3-'qunﬁﬂ rascals try any scrapping. I&
will a lesson to them.,”

“But it means s row with Prout or
tho . Head, if we're caught raiding a
dorm "' objected Potter.

“1t won't take us
minutes,"

" Quelch might butt in."

“That’s all right; he won't.”

here, Coker, why not chuck it?
Let's fix up about the hols,™ suggested
Greene brightly.

Coker eyed him with & cold eye.

" No need to tallk about the hols now,
Greeme, I shan’'t be making any
arrangements with fellows who let me
down when I want their help.”

“But I—I =a i

two or three

“ You necdn’t say anything. I've gaid
t'ha.t_ you'd der come.  Ara  you
coming orf nos!’" inquired Morace
Coker.

Patter and Greene exchanged another
?‘uucu. There was no help for it—un-
ess they were to row with Coker. With
breek-up e¢lose at hand, they did oot
want to row with Coker,

“Qh, all-right I’ said Potter, resigned
‘hls fate.
& ‘Fﬂh‘m on, then!” said Coker briskly.
It's a quarter to ten; they've been in
their dorm since half-past nine. Late
enough., We shall have to be hiking off
to our own dorm sgon. I've got some
stumps in the study; we'll take one
aplece,

And the three left the games study. A
cricket stump apiecs being secured, the
three strolled out of the Fifth Iorm
passage, and headed for the upper stair-
caze which led to the dormitories, Coker
led the way, full of calm confidence.
Potter and Greene followed him, in a
worried frame of mind. Coker's idea
was that he was going to inflict a just
Eumshmeqt on cheeky fags. To any-

::ardd? elso 1t would have lovked just like
a dormifory raid—such as thoughtless
juniors sometimes indulged in—mﬁua be-
neath tho dignity of Fifth Form seniors.
Moreover, Potter and Greecne did not
bolieve that the Remove would take it
q}:ucf- ¥. They rather suspected that
there would be a fearful row—probably
with masters and prefects coming on the
scene. It would make them look fools—
not to mention thoe fact that there would
be punishments to follow.

_ Az Coker reached the dormitory land-
mg, Potter, dropping bebind a little
with (ireene, whispered to the Jatter:

“You keen on gﬁs

“ YWhat think ¥
Greene.

* Well, look here, as soon as we're in
the dark, cut!™ '

" Good egg I

Coker marched on. Several passages
opened from the vast landing, Most of
them were dark. At a quarter to ten
all Forms helow the Fifth were in bed,
and their lights turned out. Shell and
Fourth, Remove and Third and Second
were—or should have been—fast asleep.
The passage leading uwp io the door of
the Remove dormitory was as dark as
the inside of a hat,

Coker disappeared into that darkness,

nee enwrapped in deep gloom, he
did not expect to see Potter and Greene.
But had the brightest of liphts heen
turned on he would not have secen them,
either. Under cover of that deep dark-
ness, Potter and Greene had halted, and
as Coker marched on towards the He-
move dorm, Potter and Greene backed
away to the landing again, crossed it
swiftly, and disappcared down the
stairs. Coker had told them that they
had bhetter come, but Dottor and Greeno
were convineed that thoy hadn't better,
S0 they surreptitiously performed a

to
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vanishing trick, leaving Horace Coker
to_carry on on his lonely own.
Unsuspecting this base desertion,
Coker marched onward. He went
%I.;letlj"'—'-lﬂ_ fact, almost on tiptoe. Even
ker realised the necessity of caution,
when he was marching on to war after
lights-out. He was going to pop quite
suddenly into the Remove dorm, taking
young sweeps entirely by surprise,
It was unlikely that they were all asleep
et, and Coker did pot want to be
heard, Cautiously he stepped onward
in thp dark_neg:s, and suddenly, without
WATDINgE, ran into an uoseen fipure that
was coming along the passage from the
opposite direction,
“Oh 1" gasped Coker, utterly startled,
There was an answering gasp {rom
the unseen fellow he had run into.
Coler grasped at the figure. The sud-
den collision in the dark, utterly unex-
ected, had made him stagger back,
he unscen one struggled wﬁﬁ]y in his
grasp.
“You young sweep!” gasped Coker,
g supposed thet it was zome Remove
fellow. Tt was hardly likeély to be a fag
of the Third or Second. “Qut of your
dorm after lights-out—what? T'll—
Yarooooh 1
Eraaih!
, A clenched fist—probahl ided
the sound of Eakar% vniceicagrl:le ETHE?I{.
ing. It landed in Cuker’s eve, and,
dark as it was, Coker immediately zaw
whole galaxies of fashing stars,
He staggered back and sat down on
tha floor.

*Oooooogh 1" gasped Coker. "I
hat!  What—who—oh crikeyl I'i
smash you! Yoooooop ™

Ho struggled up, grabbing round him
in thae dmﬁr Them%ma & ffaund of run-
ning [eet,

“ Potter ] Col i 1
panted Coker, lar Bim

here was no answer from Potter and

Greene. They were downstairs by this
time, far out of hearing, Colier made a
dash, crashed into the wall in the dark,
and gave a roar. There was s sound of
footsteps in the direction of the landing,

oker spun round and dashed in that
direction.

“You young scoundrel | I'|l—"
. "What is this!” came & cold; clear,
icy voice. The passage light fashed on,
and Coker, coming to a sudden halt,
found himself staring blankly at Mr.
Queleh, the master of the Remove |

Greene |

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds |

ACK WINGATE trembled.

j The wretched fag's heart was in
his mouth,

Little - as Coker pguessed it, it

was & Third Form fag into whom hae

had run in the dark dormitory passage.
Bed-time for the Third was nine
o'cloclk, ond Wingate minor had

waited—sleepless, while the rest of the
Third went to sleep—till 8 gquarter to
ten, ‘Then he had turned guietly out of
bed and dressed himself,

Bolsover minor and Tubb, in the ad-
jacent beds, were fast asleep: all the
other fags appeared to be sleeping. But
Wingate minor made no scund as he
hurriedly dressed and erept from the
dormitory. DBy that time all the junior
Forms were in bed, and the senior
dormitory, the IMifth, was in another
uarter; =0 he had taken it for granted
that the coast was clear, as 1t would
have heen, but for the fact that the.
egregions Colier was on the warpath,

The fag had been almost paralysed
with terror when he ran into Coker, in
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match in his fat ingers.
Cloisters.

dread that it was a master or a prefoct.
It was an unmense relief to him Lo hear
CUoker's voice. o hardly knew how heo
had succeeded in knocking Coker over
and getting away; but he had, and hao
ran down the passapa to the landing,
which was dimly Iit, leaving Coker
spluttering, behind him.

TFrom that landing there wero several
slaircases, one of which, dark as piteh,
led to the Remove passage. The fap
reached 1t almost in o twinkling, and
had barcly vanizhed into it when he
Leard footsteps on the landing, Io
crouched on the skairs in terror. The
perspiration brolke out on his forchead,
and he trembled from lhead to foot.
But he was, as a matier of fact, quite
out of sight, and the foolsteps erossed
the landing to the opening of the
dormitory passago.

But he did not dare to move., It was
not only the pumshment for being
caught out of his dormitory, after lights-
out, that he feared. They wonld want
to know why he was out, and once u
hefore the Head he knew only too well
that the whole story would come out—
Iz wretched transaction with the man
Leach at the Threo Fishers, hiz inten-
tion of going there dfter dark to pay
the man whatl e owed hun=—the whole
mnizerable story.

IMe shrank from the Lhought of laeing
his brother, even more than the ITead!
Wingate would know what he wanted
that pound for—not a thonghtless debil
in the Third, but to pay a betting man!
Captain of the school—head prefect—
disgraced by hiz brother! The miser
gble fap could imagine Wingalce's
amazemaent and shame. 1T only he ot
through this—

Ile %md had to try it on alier liglhis-
out! Twice that dav he had tried 1o
get Lo the plaee, and fivsk Lie had been

As Bunter stood staring at Wingate minor approaching through the old stone

* Yow=ow-ow ! "’

ny s
L
L

. |
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stopped by Smithy's warning on ilhe
towpath, second by Billy Bunter's
presence in the Cloistors.

And after lights-out it had scomed
safe cnough—easy encugh! Ile could
get out by the box-room window at the
end of the Remove passape, as he knew
ithat other fellows had done—the
Bounder, for cne. Ife would run =all
tha way to the inn, all the way back,
ot 1o unseen and unsuspected, and the
whole wrelched affair would be at an
cnd ! DBut it was not working out hike
that!

lliz heart almest stopped beating as
he heavd ithe eold, acid voico of Mr.

GQueleh, The noiso in the dormitory
passuge  had brought the Remove
masicr (o the spot.

Croucling on the darle stairease,
i:Il.'-.‘":m‘-’ iEmlile‘l of the londiner, Jock
Wingate listened in tevror.  Quelch’s
volce cama  quile clearly {0 him.
Lwckily, it was not hiz own Form
Inasier,

“Coker! Iz that Colker?? Quelels

volco was not lowd, hut it was very
sharp  and  elear.  “Kindly explain
w}:nlt. J-iﬂul are doing here, Coker?”

“Answer me! rapped i{he Tiemovoe
master.

" [—I—I——" stuttered the hapless
Coler.

I am waiting, Ceoker ! said Mr.
Queteh, in o grinding voiee.

" The—the fact is, sir " glammoerod
Color

Really it was a Nitle diffienit to ox-
plain.  Coker was satisfied, fully salis-
ficel, that he was in tho right, and had
common sense and justico on his side n
dropping an at the Hemove dovmitory
io mive the voung rascals ihere what
they =0  richly deserved.  DBut he
realised that a Form masler was not

arches of the Cloisters he quite forgot the lighted
He was reminded of it as it burned down to his fingers—and a sudden howl awoke the echoes of the

Bunter dropped the maich very quickly.

likely to sce eye to oye with him in that
matior.

“I—I—=I— was poing to—to—to—=2_
stammered Coker.

Mr. Queleh’s gimlet eye fixed on the
ericket  stump  which Coker had
dropped. Now that the passage light
was turned on, it lay 1n full view.

“T think 1 understand,” said 3Ae.
Queleh grimly. *“This, I suppose, is
what you would call & rag, Coker.™

Coker was misunderstood, as usual !

Ilo was far too lofty and imporlant
to think of ragping, like any comanon
morial I But it was just like a beak
te fancy that he was poing to rap!

“Nunnoe ! gasped Coker. “T—I was
going to whop a cheeky fag—
_ “¥You have created a disturbance in a
jumior  dormitory I"™  snapped Ar

Quelch.

Just like a beak, of couwrse, Coker
refleated  bitterly,
I hadn't get thore when he ran
tilo me ! stullered Caoker.

“Do you measn that o boy was out of
his dormitory ¥

“Tlo hit me in the eove!” gEasped
{"oker. He rubbed the eve alluded to.
*1 shouldn't wonder if it poes black.”

“Who was it? A Loy of my Form ¥

“Th! I szuppose so! I didn't sce
him.”

“Did he return to the dormitory "

“T don’t know."

“Toke up that ericket stump, Coloer,
and gol T shall lay a complaink
Lefore sour Form masier., AMre. Trout.”

“The—the fact 1g, sir——"

“That will do! Geo

Me. OQueleh enmpreoszed hiz lips hard.
1T had littls doubit who had hoen out
of his dermitory and had run inte

(Cantinned on nage 16.)
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Coker ipn the dark. If
ho yvas ghill out there
would be proof.

Coker, in dismayed
silence, picked vp s
cricket stump and de-

parted. Ha went down
LR to the Fifth Form pas-
P’ sage, where he found

: Potter and Greene in his
gtudy. Ile blinked at them.

“¥You got clear all right?" he asked.

“'Flem!  Yes,” said Potter slowly.
What—" :

“It's o bit of a frost,” said Coker.
“One of the fags was out of the dorm
and ren into mo, and there was rather
4 row, and Quelch came butting n.
He's poing to report me to Prout.”

Potter and Greene could not feel
sufficiently thankful that they had
gtarted early on ihe line of retreat!

Meanwhile, Mr. Quelch had gone to
the Remove dormitory, And Mr.
Quelech and Coker both having dizap-
seared in  different directions, Jack

Vingate crept down to the Remove
Eaagu and groped mlong it in the

ark. He had had a narrow ozscape,
and his heart waos gtill in his mouath;
but he was safe.

Quelch was going to make sure that
all the Romove fellows were in hed;
but he was not & man to moeddle with
another master's Form: neither was ib
likely to crozs his mind, any morc than
{loker's, that the fellow who had run
érn Horaco Coker was a fap of ilie

il

His words showed that he suspectod
that it was a Remove boy; and, [ﬁ:ding
all the Romove at home, he would have
to conclude that the fellow had run
back =after the encounter with Coker.

The coast was elear for the young raseal
of tha Third!

He reached the Remove hox-room.
entered ik, and shut the door, and
crogssed to the window., Ha left the
window an inch epen, when ho dropped
to the leads below, for his return. Five
minutes later he had serambled out
over the Cloister wall, and was running

by a dewy woodland path towards the
river.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
TWhot—"'

Who ?
"H ALIA, hallo, halle 1

The light flashed on in the
Itemove dormitory.

“ Who—-"
Most of the fellows wern asleap, and

fthe sleady snore of Billy DBunier
rumbled. Twe or threo were nodding
off. One was wide awake—LHerbert

Vernon-Bmith

The DBounder had planned ono of his
little excursions for iﬁat night. I1e had
%i'll'en up the idea, after his {alk with
¥ingate in the study. Now, as he lay
awake, staring at ithe summer gstars
plimmoring at the high windows of the

dormitory, he half-repented his good
1ezolves.

Ile sat up in bed as the light Aashed
on. (Mher fellows awakened, and thera
were startled ejacelations on all sides.

Mr. Quelch slepped in and swept the
row of white beds with & keen glance
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of his gimlet eyes. Those sharp eycs

fixed on the Dounder.

Vernon-Smith  emiled

enreastical |_1g*.
Ho read tha

sharp . suspicion in his
Form master's look. He had heard, as
he lay awake, some mnoise in the
dormilory passage, without knowing
or caring what 1t was. Whatever it
was, it seomed to have brought his Form
master to the dormitory=—in a suspicious
frame of mind.

“Wharton !

“Yes, sir!” The captain of the Re-

move  eat up, rub his eyes, and
blinked at Henry Samuel Queleh.
“Bomeome has been out of the

dormitory,” said BMr. Quelch.

“Indeed, sir!® _ .

*Did you not hear a disturbance in
the passape;, Wharton 19

“Ip-—-I think I was asleep, sir!®

“A foolish Fifth Form boy—Ceolkor—
was coming here, and some junior ran
inte him in the darkness™ said e
Quelch. "I require to know who it
was. The boy in gquestion must have
run back, sz I gee that sl are hare.”

Many plaoces turned involuntarily on
the Bounder. I1f a Remove man had
been out of the dorm after lighis-out,
it was casy to puess that Remove man's
name, Vernon-2mith grinned. Ifis
conscience was unusually = clear—his
good resolutions were standing him in
gand stead! DBut for that talk with
Wingate, and his new resolve to deserve
ihe Greviriars captain’s geood opinion,
he would have been caught cut! Once
more his luck had held pood!

“"YWere all you boys asleep®” asked
Mr. Quelch.

All the fellows were awake now: even
Dilly Bunter had cessed to snore.
Most of them enswered in the affhirma-
tive.

“I: anyone awarc whether a h-::r;? left
the dormitory after lights-out?'

Mr. Quelch probably did not expect
any answer to that question. Whatever
the juniors knew, no fellow thera was
likely to give another feollow away.
Harry Wharton & Co. had their own
opinion of the DBounder's shady ways,
and made no secret of it—to Smithy!
But nothing would have induced them
to give him away to a beak.

Mr. Quelch scanned the facos of the
juniors, hoping to read there the answer
he was not likely to receive by word
of mouth. But if any fellow knew any-
thing, his looks did not betray the fact.
There was silence.

The Kemove master turned dircctly o
Vernon-Smith at last. The Lounder's
eyez glinted mockingly.

“Vernon-Smith!  Were
when I entered ™

“No, sir.

“Ilave you beecn out of the dor
milary ¥

iF Nﬂ. Ei'['."

“You heard the disturbance in the
nassape if you were awake”

“Oh, ves, sir!”

“Did vou hear anyone return to the
dormitaery immodiately afterwards ¥

“Neo, sir.” .

Me. Queleh’s gimlet eves were fixed
on the Bounder, as if he would pene-
irate {0 the thoughts behind the calm,
conl, half-meacking face.

ITle had little doubt, if any, that
Vernon-8mith had been out of the dor-
mitory. Ile had net forgoiien the
episode of the aflernoon.  Ile suspected
that Bmithy had been bound for tho
Three Fishers at that time. What waa
wiere probable than that, prevented from
cn.rr:.rlnﬁ out his inlention in the afler-
noon, the scapegrace of Greyfriars had
platined to carry it oub alter lights-out?

you aslecp
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As u malter of fact, Mr. Quelch’s reason.
ing was quite correct, only he was un-
aware that the Bounder Lad abandoned
hiz intention,

But there was nothing to be donal
There was Vernon-Smith—in bed, where
he ought to be! If he had been out of
the dorm, and the cncounter with Coker
had sent him scurrying bachk, there was
no evidenco of it. )

Mr, %:clch’s face was very grim and
bard, He was s just man, and could
not even think of punishment without
proofl. But he had a bitter and oxas-
Fcrated feeling that a young rascal, who
1ad been very nearly caught in delin.

uency, was laughing at him in his
slcove,

There was a long, long silence,

The Remove waited breathlessly. Mr.
Quelch spoke at last, ; 3

“ Very well,” he said. “It i3 possible,
of course, that the bey came from
another dormitory! I am sorry that I
have had to disturb you, my boys!
Good-night 1

“ Good-night, sic!" tha
Remove dutifully.

Mr, Quelech put out the light, and
went, closing the door quietly atter him.
Ie went away with a thoughtful frown
on_his faee, and his footsieps led him to
Wingate's study in the Bixth, The
Remove master was far from satisfied,
and the evenis of that night were far
from over yet.

“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter's
fat woice was heard, after the door had
closed on the Form master. “T say, he
jolly nearly had BEmithy !

“Some fellows are luckv, and no mis-
fake " gaid Skinnor.

“The luckfulness of the esleemed and
blackguardly Smithy is truly terrific!”
remarked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“Near thing, Smithy " said Snoop.

The Bounder laughed,

“Not at all,” he answered, “Az a
maiter of fact, I haven't heen out of
bed! Serry—but thero it is !

“1 knew that,” said Tom Redwing.
" Nobods's been ort of this dorm,®

“Uammon ! said Skinner.

“Is that the truth, Smithy %7 asked
Harry Wharton., “Somchody's been

out, according te Quelch, and buited
mto that idiet Cloker.”

“MNebody in this dorm ! said Smitle,
]uugtnnf. “T was wide awake, and
should have heard him go—at least, I
should have heard himm come back, if he
ran in in a hurry, Nobody did.”

“You were so guiet, that vou didn’t
hear yourself #* asked Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Dh, chuck i, Skinner!" drawlad
Lord Maulevercr,  “Smithy's word is

pood enough for ws, if not for the
beaks. ™

*“Then who the dickens was iL?” asked
Peter Taodd,

“AMan from another dorm, of course,”
sald the Dounder. *“Quelch has got a
very special oye on me—I really secmn to
he the apple af his jolly old eyo lately—
but there aro olher black sheep in the
flock, Migzht havo been Angel aof the
Fourth.*

*A Fourth Form man wouldn't coma
down this passage,” said Bkinuer,
“Only three doors on this passage—
Remaove and Third and Second.™

Tho Bounder gave a start. Thoe men-
tion of the Third put a new thought inte
his mind.

“*(Oh, my hat ” hic breathed. .

“Couldn’'t have heoen a fag!™ said
Bolsover major. “I've never heard of
fags of the '.t'llir-c] and Sccond going on
the razzle.”

“They wouldn't have the nerve, if
they wanled {0, said Skinner,  * Buk
the man whoe was oul was Ulird or

answered
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Second or Remove. I've & sort of idea
that it was & Remove man.”

* Ha, he, he | from Bunter.

“Rot 1" zaid Harry arton, “ Any-
how, the silly ass zeems to have got back
safe, and they'll prﬂbah]gr never know
who it was, %‘uly some fellow larking,
very likely.” _

And the captain of the Remove settled
down to sleep again, his example fol-
lowed by most of the other fellows. But
Herbert Vernon-Smith was thinking less
of sleep than ever. He was thinking of
Wingate minor! If s fag had crept out
of the Third Form dormatery to get
down to the mext finor and creep out of
a window, he would pass the mMove
dormitory, Was the fellow who had
run into that fathead, Coker of the
Fifth, Wingate's young brother?
Vernon-Smith had %ittia doubt of the
answer to that question. He was as
eertain as he could be that the unsecn
fellow in the dark was Jack Wingate—
getting out of bounda ;

“Tha young ass!” breathed Bmithy.
“The little idiot! By gad! YWhat a
knock for old Wingate if his brother
was caught—eneaking ouy of bounds
after lights-ou ub-haunting ! Lucky
he got back safe—but—but did he 7"

’%1& Bounder wondered. .

Had the fag scuttled back to his dor-
mitory after thet unexpected and start-
ling encountar with Coker in the dark?
And, in that case, was he only waiting
for the alarm to be over to try 1t on
again ¥ .

Smithy did not close his eyes. :

Wingate minor was nothing to him!
Meither, if it came to that, was Wingate
mejor! Yet he could not dismisz the
matter from his mind. He felt con-
tempt, mingled with compassion, for the
wretched fag., Somehow, he could not
help [eceling a deeper concern for “old
Wingate,” It would be a blow—a crush-
ing blow—to thoe captain of Greyiriars,
if disaster fell en his young brother.
They weould not expel a kid of the
Third—but it would be a public flogging,
at least, Disgrace, a sensation that
would ring and echo all through the
sehool. It would fairly knock out old
Wingate—and the man was thoroughly
decent, ths best fellow at Greylriars.
All the more because he was, himself,
so nnlike him, the Bounder liked and
adimired “old Wingate.” It was no
business of his-——and yet—and yel—

If the little fool was back in his dorm
he had only to stay there, and be safe !
The Bounder knew very well that Queleh
had not_gone away satisfied. He sus-
pected the Bounder, and his suspicions
wero not likely to sleep. What if,
watching for the ecapegrace of the
Removoe, he made an unexpected catch—
Wingate's young brother ! If the little
idiot was safe, ﬁe had to Lkeep safe. A
word of warning would be enough!

The Bounder Jay thinking 1t owver.
Finally, he erept quictly out of bed. It
was casy enough to slip along in the
dark, to the Third Form Recm—to see
if Winrate minor was safe there, and to
warn him, if he was, net to repeat hus
rechleoss veniure. A tip that “beaks ™
wera on the prowl wounld be enough.

Silently, in bare feet, the Bounder
crept to the door, silently he opened it
The ether fellows were asieep by that
time, Without a sound, the Bounder
groped down tho dark passage to the
donre of the Third Form dormitory.
 Me opened that door zoftly, and looked
.
sStarlight  fell from  the  windows.
There was a sound of regular breathing
m the dimness,

Vernon-Smith gtepped 1n.

‘Which was Winpate minor's bed he
did not know., But he soon discovercd.

(Centintued on next page.)
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His eves flixed on a bed, where the
blankets wero thrown back, just as the
foolizh fap had left it,

The bed was empty !

“Oh gad I breathed the Bounder.

It was Wingate minor who had gone
oub, that was certain now. And it was
equally eceriain that he had not scuttled
back after the alarm! Ils was still
absent—out of the House long ago, by
this tima! In blank dismay, the
Bounder stared at the empty bed.

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Up to Smithy I
VERNDH+SMITH stood silent, star-

ing, quite at a less. A word of

warning would have been

enough for the fag, had he been
there. But he was not there! YWhere
was ha?

There was & picture in the Bounder's
mind, of a scared, breathless fag, run-
ning, by dark, dewy pathz—tlunkin
only of seeing the man he feared, an
satisfying him! And another picture
came—of a suspicious master, wary and
watchful, on the look-out! Jack Win-
gato was out of school bounds late at
night. And when he came back— Ii
uelch was on the watch, if he had
warned the prefeets to be on the watch,
the wretched fag would return, only to
fall into their hands. Perhaps into tho
handz of his own brother !

Standing there in the sleeping dormi-
tory the Bounder thought 1% out.  So
far, it was clear, there was no suspicion
i1 the direction of the Third. Anyone
looking in would have seen the empty
bed, as the Bounder had scen it.

Quelch's suspicions were fixed on a
voung rascal in his own Form=—ho was
not hikely to speak to Wiggins or Tngtgi
about the matter. But he might. An
if 'they came up to look into the dormi-
tories, the game was wp for Jack
Wingate.

That danger, at least, the Bounder
could guard., Quietly he stepped to the
empl:f bed, making no sound to awaken
the sleeping fags round him. Quietly,
quickly, he arranged bolster and pillow
and blankets, to pive the bed the appear-
ance of hoving an occupant. It was not
an unaceustomed task to the seapegraco
of Greyfriars—often cnough, he had
fized up a dummy in his own bed i the
Remove, to deceive a easual glaneo,

a few minutes all was safe——the bed
looked a5 1f the fuﬁ was sleeping in it
It wes good cnough for anytihing but 2
close examination.

That was all that Bmithy could de.
He did it gquietly and quickly; and
crept back to the deor to ge. Ie re-
cpencd it silently. ]

Then he stoppad suddenly, his heart
thumping.

The passage, dark as pitch a moment
afm, flashed into sudden light. 'T'ho
electric light must have been turned
on. Footsteps, and a murmur of voices
came to Smithy's ears as ho stood with
his hand on the door, an inch open.

He was right in thinking that the
matter was not ot on end. It was,
from the point of view of authority, far
too serious to be lightly dismissed. DBug
what was up now?

Tho Bounder, with beating heart,
etood listening, Catehing every sound
he knew that the footsteps had passed
Lizs own dormitory, and were coming on.
Ile closed the door silently.

Wiggins and Twig‘%'—musters of the
Third and Second!l LEvidently CQuelch
bad spoken fo them.

The Bounder starcd round him in the
dun starlight., In a minute or less, the
door would open, the light would be
on—— Ile seudded softly acress te the
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beds and shipped under the empty onc.
{irouchir there, hardly daring to
breathe, he waited.

The door opened.

Light gleamed in from the passage.
A moment more, and Mr. Wif;gins hined
pressed the switeh, and the light Aooded
on 1n the long, lofty room.

From beneath Wingate minor's bod,
Smithy had a view of two pairs of shoes,
and two pairs of legs, standing in the
doorway.

“Quite absurd!” It was Mr. Wigging'
voree, "1 told Quelch—you heard me,
Twigg—ihat 1t was impossible that any
boy in my Forot had left his dormitory
after lights-out! Unthinkabls!®

“Quite 1" said Mr. Twigg. “How-
gver—"-

“"However, one may as well ascerlain
bayond the shadow of a doubt,” said
Mr. Wiggins. 1 quite agree! As a
matter of fact, Twigg, I belicve that
Quelch is gquita aware of the boy's
identity.”

“A boy in his own Form 1" said Mr.
Twige.

“ Precisaly 1

“No doubt he desires to make ab-
solutely certain of that,’” said Mr.
Tnﬁg. “In the circumstances—"'

“{h, quite! No ane i3 missing here.”
From the.doorway Mr. Wigrins scanned
the row of beds.

“"No one l” agreed Mr. Twigg.

The hidden Bounder grinned. Five
minutes carlier, thera would have heen
a very difforent tale to tell. The empty
bed would have stared the two masters
it the face, Thanks to Smithy, there
was nothing suspicious to meet their
Byes,

A prunt came from one of the beds,
and Beolsover minor sat up and rubbed
hiz eves.

“1 say—what—" mumbled the fag.

Tubb and Paget, and two or three
others awoke, and starcd-at the masters
in the doorway.

“Nothing is the matier, my boys™
sald Mr, Wiggins, “Nothing at all. a

not disturk yourselves.”
IIe swilched off the light, and the
door closad on the two masters. Their

footzteps receded in the dircction of
the Second Form dormitory—where the
same inspection was to take place.

Smithy made no sound or movement.
He was a prisoner now, fill the Third
settled down to sleep again.

“I say, what's up, though*"” mumbled
Tubhb.

“PFeaks on the prowl!” =zaid Paget.
"Wish them luck! I eny, you asleep,
young Wingale
" Thers was no answer from Wingate
minor's bed.

“Billv old asses,” said Bolsover minor
disrepectully, “Wakiog 2 man up in
the middle of the night ™

The fags seftled down apain. There
was & mumble of wvolce: for a feow
minutes, and then silence.

The Bounder did pot stir, Listenin

intently, he hoard the footsteps o
El"ig‘i;inﬂ and Twi‘j,‘gl pass the door.
Fvidently they had looked in en the

Sceond IMorm, found all weli, and were
poing down. Smithy wondercd with a
grin, whether HHacker, the master of tho
Shell, and Capper, master of ¢the
I'ourth, were also giving their Forms
the *gnoe-over.'

He waited till all was still and silent
and then crept out {rom under the ht-.ci
and tiptoed lo the door. The paesage
outside was dark again—the beaks wero
gone, and the light turned off.

Vernon-Smith slipped out, and crept
silently back to his own deormitory.

There was no light now on the big
leanding at the ond of the passage. 1t
was now long past thoe bed-time of Lhe
IPifth; and all Lthe sleeping-guarters of
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Greyiriars were 1 darkness. The Sixtl,
who had studics and bed-rooms comn-
bined, were fres to decide bed-time for
themselves: but it was probable that
most of the Sixth had turned io by that
time, Not all of them, the Bounder
fancied—he had little doubt that there
were prefects “on the prowl.™

Smithy entered the Remove dormi-
tory, and sat down on the edge of his
bed te think it out.

Jack Wingate was out of bounds, e
would come back, expecting to find all
quiet, and to slip in unseen. What
would he find ? ithy had saved him
50 far—-hiz absence had not been dis-
covered. That was of little use if he
was eaught coming in, Bounder
had only %a.mcd Lime to act. But what
could ho do further?

Fity for the wretched fag, in danger
of condign punishment, concern for
“old Wingate *' in danger of a disgrace-
ful discovery, actuated tho Dounder.
Lut he was feeling something elss, too
—the keen excitement of a battle with
nuthority; the 'desire to score over the
beaks; to carry through his intervention
to & successful end. To do Smithy
justice, his motives wero mainly good;
but there was no doubt that he enjoyed
the exeitement of & risky and dangerous
contest,

He rose and went to the window, and
elimbed “Fi.t“ look out. The summer
night was light; and stars twinkled in-
numerably in & deep blue sky. From
the high window, he could eese fairly
clearly the objects below—here and
there a glimmer of light from a window
—the old elms standing out black;
facades of butldings glimmering in the
stars. e was not surprised to ocatch
a glimpse of moving figures in the star-
it quad—he had expected it. Two dim
forms passed—two of the Sixth—pre-
fects evidently, and he wondered if ono
of them was ngﬂtﬁl It was likely.
T'hey were in hia view for two or three
minutes before they disappeared inlo
the shadows.

Profects on the prowl!

Bmithy could follow the suspicious
thoughts in his Form maszter’s mind.
This was a game he had played often.
Quelch would not re-visit the Remove
dormitory and startle the fellows out
of their sleep again—he did not want
to look a suspicious fool to his Form.
There was little danger of that. But it
was fixed in his mind that the Bounder
had intended to break bounds, and had
only been stopped by the accidental en-
counter with Coker. He would not
think of playing Bo-Peep, as it wern, at
the dormitory door——=ho did not want
the thing. to become the joke of the
Form. ut he would take measuros—
and the sight of the two Bixth lorm
raen in the starlight told what measures
he had taken.

Two prefects at least; probably more,
were  “prowling,” as the Bounder
tormed  1t—walching for a  reckless
scapegrace who might make a second
atlempt to gei out when all was guict!
And watching for & follow to get out,
they were absolutely cerfzin to catch a
follow pgetting in.

The game was up for Wingate minor
—ha had no chancel When he came
back-—and his return could not bo long
delayed now-—a hand would drop on his
shoulder as soon as ho climbed into the
school precinets. And as likely as not,
it would be the hand of his brother.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Only Way [

T ABRY WHARTON stirred aned

E ;I awoke. Some slight round or

movement in the dormitory Liad
avwakened him.

IIe lifled Lis head and glanced rounl.
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** You young scoundrel ! Fll—"
Loker, coming io

For a moment he heard only the snorve
of Billy Bunter, Then a faint movement
reached his ears, 1lis eyes fixed on o
fellow who was standing by & bod,
dressing quickly in the dimness.

“Smithy ! cjaculated the ecaptain of
thae Remove.

Tho Bounder staried.

“Quict I Lie muttered. s

Wharton sat up, staring at han,

“&Smithy! ¥Yau can’t bo fool enongh
to be going. out now—afler Qucleh Lus
been here—he knows—"*

“Yog, I'm fool cuough!” grinved the
Bounder. “Just that kind of fool, wuld
bean. Don't wake tho dorm U

“Yan must be mad 1 breathed Whar-
ton, “Mad as a lhatter! Coulde’t you
see  in Quelel’s face that he felt
certain—"

“T'm not blind!" .

“Smithy!”  Wharlon subdued  his
voice, speaking with deep carnosbooss.
“For goodness' suke don’t be sueh a
foul  It's the sack if vou're spolled—
you know that!™ : ‘

“Pon't I7Y prinmed Smithy,  “T'm
takin’ the risk.”™

“Tt's not a risk; it's a corfainfy!
Queleh knows it was not a fellow from
another dorm who ran inie that idiot
oker—at least, he's ecortain of i, Do
vou think he will let the watter drop?
Ten to one, hundred to one, he el
warned tho profeciz to keep an eve opch

a N

for a fellow getiing out to-night.

“A million to one, old bean,
mean ! Tn fact, I know he has.?

““ And you're goiug to chanee it, know-
ing that

ich!u

“You must be mad!”

Herbert Vernon-Smith  fastened
collar and tic with pericct cocliess.

Vol
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“Den't shout,” he said. "The less
said 1he better. I've gob a reaszen for
H’ﬂl-ﬁj.”

*1s that cad Ponsonby wailing for vou
at the Three ichers?™ said Harry
scornfully. “ Higheliffe fcllows can toke
those risks—but it's tho sack here—this
i_s:.u}‘lt. Highchfie ] You're just asking for

The Bounder laushed sofltly. Wharton
was taking it for pranted that he was
bound on a shady exeursion as usual
Smithy had no intention of enlightening
hini: for the moment, at least,

“Ieep it darl.” he zaid, “and don't
wake the fellows!™

Wharton walched Lhim anxiously. The
black sheep of the Remove desceved (o
be kiclked out of {':'-t‘v}'[riurs. if it came
to thal,  Bat Wharton conld net help
1'|*:1|i||;7: econcerned nhont him., Ilo s
liked that stranse kink of blackgoardizm
in Smithy—but the fellow lind Tis good
qualities—-plenty of ihem, They were
havdly friends—and Lad often been
etcitics—but he did not wani to seo
Zuithy sacked.

Having dressed, Smithy was rigging a
dwntey 1o his bed.  Then, as he moved
wway, Wharton whispered azain.

“You're really polug?™

et x

* For poodness’ eake, Smithy—-

T'lie Donnder panszed. lle came over i
the caplam of the Remave, l.lllf]{I TE R TIL
ing face, for once, was serious.

“ Look here, Whartem! Tt's not as you
think! There's a fcllow asking for st--
sticking his =illy lead fairly injo ilie
vlaws of the beaks! 'va got to up hia
i time”

* Blinney—>%

“ Net g Rewove man™

There was a sound of footsteps on the dark landing as Jack Wingale dodged, and Coker spun round and dashed in that direction.
“ What is this ¢ ** eame a cold, clear, iey voice.
a sudden half, found himself staring blankly at Mr, Quelch,

The passage light flashed on, and

“Angel of the Fourth? You ncedn't
bother about that cad—"

“*I'm not telling yout who it is! Alost
likely you wouldn't belisve me, if 1 dacd!
But—it's honest Injun!. That's all[*

Without another word the Bounder
slipped silently te the door and left the
dormitory. Wharton stared after him
blankly.

1Te belicved what the Bounder had
said—but it amazed him, BSmithy was
not, a3 a rule, the fellow to concern him-
self much about others, Tt was true
that he was a fellow to take rigks,
werely for the execitement of the risk.
Judging by what he had said it was nob
even a pab of hiz who was in dangoer—
ot one of the shady set in the Renove
and Fourth., Idarry Wharton laid his
heaed on the pillew apain—bui ho dJid
not eloze his eyes. Iie was not hkcely to
gleop now.

Tha Tounder, silent in rubber shoes,
threaded his way by dark stairs lo the
Romwove presage. Ile wondered whether
thut was the way the [ag Il:llj B O G=—
anvhow, 1 was the way -t'-"m:_lhy Wwas
woing.  The studivs wero all in davie
ness; the pussago as black as a hat,
Silent ps o speetre, the Bounder flitied
along, veached the box-room at the cnd
of the passace, and enteved it. He soon
had evidenee that thay was, indeed, the
wav the fag had left the Ilouse; the
window was an inch or more open.

Vernon-Smith  flattenced  his  face
agninst the glass and stared out.  All
vas £2ill and dim; there was no sign of
a movement. e had to take the
chanee; and at length he pushed the
=azh up and dropped lightly out on the
leads below., Tle clesed the window, and
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Iving flat on the leads, crawled to the
c:.dI;E, and there he waited and listened

But there was

for a long minute.
& and ho clam-

nothing to alarm him; and &
bered Eiawn the clam rainpipe, that
he had clambered down many times
before, and dropped on the earth.

A few minutes more and he was away
from the buildings and merﬁ in the
téha:ic}juw? tt:ilwards m a*:lmat old c&'sa;:%m

nddenly he stop and jammed him-
self close to the trunk of an elm, stilling
his breathing. Quiet footsteps came to
his ears, He heard a yawn and a mui-
tering voice. )

“Fot, T call it!” He recognised the
voice of Loder of the Sixth.

“Well, we've got to keep it up It
was Walker speaking.

“I'm fed-up!”’

The two passed on, hardly three yards
from the Bounder. Footsteps came from
another direction. Peoring out of the
black shadows into the starlight, Smithy
made out Wingate and Gwynne. They
stopped as they met the other two
ECTIIOTE. .

“Seen anybody 1 asked Wingate.

“MNot!" grunted er.

“The young sweep’s too mnli
to tey it on againl® said Wa
of rob!™,

“Well, we're bound to play up,” said
Wingate. *“Though, m my opinion,
there's nnthini;n it | Quelch haz plenty
of reason to suspicious of Vernon-
Smith, but—""

“Shady young rascal!” said Gwymme.
“Tf he's really prowling out at night,
the sooner he's kicked out of the school
the better.”

“Well, yes, but I can’t believe so,”
said Wingate. “I had a jaw with him
to-day, and he gave me hiz word.”

“Lot of good, that!” snesred Loder.

“Well, he's & chesky young rascal
and he’s given a lot of trouble, but I'vo
gol some Ef:mith in him. I beligve he was
sincere in what he said to-day. Stll,
we've got to keep it up. Where's
Carnet” .

“Mooching about somewhere with
Sykes! The young sweep would be
flattered if he know he'd got half the

refects watching for him!” growled
W nlker. :

The Bounder grinned, _

“Well, keep your eyes open!™ eaid
Wingate, and the Sixth Form men
separated, and moved off in various
directions—little dreaming that they
had been seen and heard by the “ young
sweep '’ for whom they were watching.

When they were gone the Bounder
erept away with redoubled caution. Ho
knew now that there were six prefects
“on the prowl”; which was no doubt
flattering to his self-esteem, but wvery
awkward and dangerous. But the
EBounder was wary—a good desl warier,
i point of fact, than any of the Sixth
Form men. He crept into the Cloisters
at last, clambered over the wall ab the
spot where Billy Bunter had sat cnjoy-
ing his smoke in the aftcrnoom, and
dropped inte the lane outside.

He was safe from the prefects now;
they were watching round the llouse,
not outside the school walls, DBy what
route Wingate minor would get back
he did not know; and he could not take
the chance of mizsing him. He knew,
of course, that the fag must have gone
to the Threo Fishers to see the man
Leach; and the only way of making
sitve of meeting him was to meet him on
his way back. Keeping in the shadow
of the treez, the Bounder sicle awav,
till he reached the path through the
coppice that led down to the river. He
stopped at the corner of the path.
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There, he was certain of spotting the
fag, whether ho came by the road or
by the towpath. And. now he could
only wail.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Escape—for One !

HO—what——"

Jack Wingate cried out in
sheer terror as a dark
figure detached itself from
the shadow of & tree in the coppice and
stood in his path.

The fag was coming up from the tow-
path at a run.

It was densely dark under the trees.
But & ghmmer of starlight fell on the
path; and at the corner where it joined
the roand thag shadowy figure euddenly
appearcd, and the fag's heart leaped
inio his mouth,

“Quiet!" came s whispering voice.
“It’s me—Bmithy of the Remove—guict,
you young ass

Wingate minor had hardly Lknown
what he feared—a ruffianly tramp, por-
haps, or a Greyfriars master! The
volce of the Bounder resssured him;

timo startled andg

amazed him.

“¥You—Smithy—" hg stammered.

“Yes! You've got through}?” asked
the Bounder, pecring at him curiously
in tho shadows. * You've been up to
the Three Fishers!"

“Oh! Yes!" panted Wingate minor,
"I—I've scon him, and—and paid him!
That’s all right! Ho was surprised to
sce me, I can tell you, But—but it's all
right! I'm done with him! But—how
did lyw:m know? Have you been outi®

“1 came out after you—to tip you,”
sald tho Bounder quictly. “You must
have been o young ass to clear off after
the alarm. by didn't vou cut back to
your dorm?i?” 3 .

“I—1 thought it was all clear—it waa
only Quelch and Coker—" stammered
the fag., “I—=I had to go—" Ha
peered anxiously at Vernon-Smith.
“]}%:{a thml'u &E&n ha rnw?’] -

“Heaps! ch came along expectin
to catch mo out.” Bmithy chuckled.
“Then I fumbled to it that ik was you.
Wiggins and Twigg came up lo givo
their dormitories the onee-over——*

A ery of terror broke from Wingate
ninor.

“Wiggins! Then he's found out—"

“He would have, if T hadn't been on
the spot, But it's all right—there’s a
dummy in your bed now, and 1t was
good enough for Wiggy; ho only locked
L from the door.™

“Oh!” gasped Wingate minor.

“I've been waitin® for you here!
There's hali & dozen prefeets prowlin’
round the House, watchin® for a chap
suspected of gettin' out. Goodness knows
how long they'll keep it up, but they
were still on the prowl when I left them.
I fancy Loder and Walker will chuck it,
But vour brother——-—"

“My brother 1” breathed the fag.

“Old Wingate will keep it up=—jolly
old zonse of duty, you know.”

The Bounder chuckled again.

Jack Wingato caught his arm con-
vulsively.

“1lo doesn't
docsn’'t—"

“Of vourse not| MHe's wabchin' for
me—it would be o jolly old surprise for
him if he guessed who 1t was butted over

know—my  brother

Coker, andl got out. Keep cool! You've
ob to pet in without bein S'Flﬂtted—
ﬁmt's why I'tn herel on'd have

walked richt into their hands.”
“ And—and you ecame——"
The fag's tone revealed his wonder,

that the “bard case™ of the Remove

should have taken so muen trouble and
risk for him.

“Well, your brother ian't 8 bad sort
—I'd rather not let him geot such a pain-
ful shoek I zaid Bmithy lightly. * You
won't be playin® this gome agsin,
taney—there won't be & next time 77

The fag shivered.

“No femr! Once I get clear of
thig—->"

“That's all right—wc'll get clear some-
how, Wo've got to lie low and keep
wary till they give it up and go in.
Thoy ean't keep it up much later—even
Quelch won’t fancy that a Remove man
will be goin' out at midnight! Coame
on—and keep quiet!”

Wingate minor followed the Bounder
out of the ngpim into the road. On
the road lay clear starlight, but they cut
inte the shadow of the trees. In the
little lane that ram between the old
Cloister wall and the fir plantation they
stopped, and the Bounder heard Jack
Wingate panting breathlessly in the
shadows at his side. The fag's nerves
were on the jump—which was no wonder
in the circumstances. The Bounder him-
self was as cool as ice.

He had, he :considered, saved tho
situstion. Sooner or lafer the prefects
would give it up—more likely sooner
than later. Then the cosst would bo
clear—he would help the trembling far
back into the House, and they would
go to their dormitories. They had to
wait and watch till they wero sure that
the prefects wero no longer on tho prowl.
That was alll

Bmi made a jump and caught the
top of the wall and pecred over. All
was shadowy snd silent.

He reached down a hand to the fag,
angd Wingate minor clambered up beair:?u
him. They dropped on the inner side of
tho wall lightly.

“¥You got out here ™ asked Smithy.

“¥es; I should have gone before pre
only that fool Bunter was here.
couldn’t let him sce me breaking
aut_'_.'ll

The Bounder prinned.

*Might oz well have let all the school
see you - at once,” he agreed.  * Well,
here we are—quiet 1"

Holding the fﬂ-g by the arm, Smithy
led the way in the silent, shadowy old
Cloisters. Ilis eves were as watchiul as
a cat's, his ears tensely on the strain.
But thero was no gsound or movement,
and it scemed likely that tle watch waos
already given up. He knew that Loder
and ‘n‘-‘;';lkﬁr were tired of it, and would
chuck 1t as seon a3 they could, and he
knew, too, that Wingate did not share
Mr, Quelch’s susgwlnns——]m trusted o
the word Smithy had given him.

But Vernon-BSmith did not negleet
caution. . When he left the shadow of
the old Cloister it was to dart across to
the black shade of & tree and halt there,
to watch and listen before going further.
Jack Wingate, giving himself up entirely
to the Bounder's puidance, panted at his
gide. Only too well he knew that but
for BSmithy he would have walked
directly into capture.

Long minutes the Bounder waited and
watched, Suddenly there was the sound
of & vawn, 0 cloze at hand that the
Bounder started, and Jack Wingate
barely repressed & ery. A shadow
figure moved only a few fect away, an
Smithy knew that it was Gwynno
of the Bixth, With a faint sound of
footfalls Gwynne dtsnplfnnmd again.

“ (Oh 1" breathed Jack Wingate.

The Bounder felt him trembling.

“They're not gone in yet 1" whispered
Smithy. “We've got to wait! They
can't keep it up much later,”

(Continucd on page 22.)
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THE BOUNDER’S GOOD TURN!

(Continuzed fram puge 20.)

Jack did not reply. His heart was
beating almost to suffocation. . He leaned
on tho elm, his face white in the
shadows. If he had doubted before he
knew now that the Bounder had saved
him from inevitable discovery.

“YWas that—was that my brother ¥ he
berE&hedhpt la?ti}

‘No; his pal Gwyme.”

“ But—he's still out—"

“* Sure to be, i Gwynne 15. We've got
to wait v

They waited.

It seemed an mge to both before they
heard, faintly from the distance, the

The Bounder winced under his look.

The contempt in it stung him to the
quick, He could read Wingate's
thoughts. This was what his word was
worth ] An irreclaimable young black-
guard—a disgrace to the school! And
the sconer he was kicked out of it, the
better. Wingate's thoughts were clear
anouph in his scornful face.

The Bounder opened his lips—and
shut thoem again, He was doggedly
gilent under the searching, contemptu-
ous eves of the captain of Greyiriara.
After that one faint sound from above
all was silent there. Jack Wingate was
out of danger. S8mithy had saved him,
so far as that went. Wingate broke the
stlence.

“You were not alone, Vernon-S8mith?

Eﬂ'l.lﬂd l]f 8 ﬂl{]ﬂ-iﬂg door. Jﬂf—k Whlgliﬂ £ Ij‘h. qtlit-& 1 drﬁ-'l'r'lefj thﬂ Bﬂuﬂdﬂr
gave & start. . “1 i :
Ui i o door shuiing? bo _lpheend gmoono oo ot ey
whispered. . h had g
“Yes. Looks like all clesr now. But EIHYQEr :ﬁ'ﬁ ':;.ﬂ}}:' then 1" said Smithy.
waﬁﬁi ten long minutes more the ; EE] y wafﬂ e W oty h
> : > “That's for you to spot” sai &
Bounder remained motionless, watching g w 1
aciscris Tl Guns T0=. Bounder, coolly. "“You don't really

end listening. 5
perhaps all the prowlars. urely it
was safe st last| The Bounder decided
at length to move. Ha touched the

fag's arm, y

“Chanes it now,” he whispered.
“Looks clear! Look here, if wo barge
into them, duck into the nearest cover
and leave it to ma to lead them off.
I'm Jmora used to thiz game than you
are,’

Wingate minor nodded—he ecould not
speak. Leaving their cover, they
scundded to the House and reached the
ivied wall of the outbuilding, under the
window of the Remove box-room. They
saw end heard nothing, and it seemed
cartain that the watch was no longer

kept.

“Up breathed
Bounder.

The hapless fag was trembling almost
too much to clamber up the Tainpips to
the leads above. The Bounder helped
him up.

“Keep cool I” he whispered. ™All safa
in a tick ™

* Buk—youy—"

Tha fag peerad down at him.

“Thet's all right. Cut off to your
dorm a8 soon &8 you're in! I shan't be
far behind you™

Wingate minor clambered up and drew
himself on- the leads. The Bounder
grasped the rainpipe te olimb in_ his
turn, and as he did so there was a foot-
astep, and & grasp of iron was laid on
his arm. e was dragged away from
the wall into the light of the stars,
and a tall Sixth-Former bent to peer
ot his face.

“You!” Wingate's tone was cutting
in itz contempt. “ Vernon-Smith! Whao
was with you—you were not alome?”

The Bounder did not answer. A prim,
sarcastin grin was on his face—a grin
of bitter mockery. Caught—bvy Wingate
af the Sixth! And from abhove a faint
sonnd of a window told that Winguta
minor of the Third was elimbing in—
to safety !

Not even aware that the fellow who
had saved him had been caught, the fag
seuttled away in the darkness to his
dormitory, leaving the Bounder to pay
seot and lot for bath.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Quelch is Not Surprised !
INGATE relcascd the Bounder’s
W arm. Ile stepped back a
ace, his eves fixed on the
aca of the scapcgrace of

Creviriars,
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with Fyou!™ tha

fancy that I should give & men away,
do youi”

“You admit that someona was with
you ?*

“Your mistake—I domt admit any-
thin' | It's up to you!”

Wingate compressed his lips.

“You've been out of bounds,® he said
—“you and another! I ecan’t imagine
how guu got out unseen—you dodged us
somchow | Now you wers coming back
—that’s pretiy clear "

“It's getting into the Sixth that
makes a fellow so bright,” said the
Bounder gravely., *“What a brain [*

"“E?u won't tell me who was with
you i

“I don't edmit that there was any-

body.”
“Was it- Bunter "
“Bunter!®  Vernon-Smith jumped.

“What the dickens—"

He stared blankly at the Greyiriars
capinin.

“Bunier was with yon, the night

Lascelles caught you out ‘of the House,”
said, Wingato quietly.

ey Qb1 The Bounder laughed,

The fat fool hooked on. I had to let
him come, or he'd have kicked up a
rovw. What a memory you've got,
Wingate | I'd really forgotten all thet

“Nobody else has,” said Wingate.
“ Whether some silly kid hooked on to
you, 83 you put it, or whather you led
him into your rotten weys, dossn't mako
much diference. It's all the more
serious, if the fellow you've gobt into
wrongdoing i & fool, and not & rescal
like yourself.”

“1 sea the
Bounder coolls.

* But what 1"

“"MNobody went out with
Vernon-S8mith. o

* Somocbody camo in with you.”

No answer,

“1If you won't answer me, perhaps yon
will answer your l'orm master,” said
Wingate. “1 believed what you =satd to
me to-day, Vernon-Smith, in your study
~—I fancied you could be trosted! You
were pulling ey  leg, that's plain
ennu’gh now—I dare say it's casy to
pull,” added Wingate, with a contempt
that brought the erimson into the
Bounder’s cheeks, * You're a bad egg,
VernonSmith—and  wou won't  be
allowed to pride yourself on a point of
honour, on not giving & fellow awayl
You've got to give the name of the
follow you've led into this—for his own
Eﬁ.kﬂ !IJ

*You'd like to know his name !

point 1" admitted the

" But——"

me,” said

THE MAGNET

The Bounder could not help grinning.
Wingate litile knew what he was asking.

“1 intend to "

“Well, you won't—from me.”

“"We shall seel Come.with me now,™
added Wingate, and he led the Bounder
away, round the buildings to the door
of the Bixth Form lobby.

They entered the House by that door,
and Wingate led the captured breaker
of bounds directly to Masters’ Studies.
Light gleamed under Mr. Quelch's door.

The Bounder was breathing hard; but
he was Eulta ¢60] | Ha_hng taken the
risk—and at the last minute, when all
ssemed safe, the risk had materialised |
It was the irony of Fata! A score of
times he had ta the zame risk-—from
sheer recklessness and love of excitemdent
end lawlessness—and had got away with
it. Now the chopper had come down
when he had acted for the seke of
another—chiefly for the sake of the very
fellow whe was marching him in to stern

judgment ! The Bounder could have
ughed.

'-mg;eta tapped on the Remove
mester's door and opened it  Mr.

Quelch rose to his feet.

There was no surprise in his face as
he sew the Hounder. Ha had Guita
expected it.

* You found this junior out of bounds,
Wingate ¥” he asked.

*Yes, sir,"

" Leaving the House—at this hour?™

The elock on the mantelpicee indieated
half-past eleven,

“No, sir; coming back.”

“Coming back! 1 understood that
watch was being kept—m»

“I don’t know how he got away with-
oub being seen, sir, but he must have.
He was certainly getting back when I
found him—and the boy with him hed
already gone in®

"Then he was not alone 17

*Nao. sir.”

*And the other—*

“I did not see him, but I heard him.
Ha elimbed in at the Remove box-room
window. Hao went first—but I was in
time to catch Vernon-Smith. The other
prefects gave it up at eleven,” explained
Wingate., "“But I thought 1 would
make a last round, end—1I heard them.”

The gimlet eyes fixed on Vernon-
Bmith,

“Whe was with you?"* asked Mr.
Gueleh.

“MNobody left the House with me, sic.”

“You are certein that Vernon-Smith
was not alone, Wingate 7™

" Quite gortain, s

“1 have ne doubt of it, and I should
not dream of accepting this boy's word |
Where have you been, Vernon-Smith,
at this time al?rnight‘i‘"

“"{a.s far as the coppice by the river,
BIT.

“And where else ™

“MWowhere else,”

Do vou expect me to believe thet?™
asked the HRemove mmaster contempius
ouslr,

“1t's the truth, sir.”

1 shall hardly believe that vou went
out simply for & walk, Vernon-Smith,
Fven if it were true, you know the
punishment for bresking bounds after
lights-out. But, in point of fact, I have
no doubt where you have been—the dis-
reputable place near which 1 found you
thiz afternoon !* exelaimed Mr. Quelch,
his voice rising in anger.

“1 have not been there, sic!™

“Your denial counts for -ﬂbﬁﬂlute?
nothing | I shall not disturb your head-
master at thiz hour; but von will go
bofore Dr. Tweko in the morning, and I
need not tell you what the result will be.
On the last occasion you were flesged,
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As the light switched on, Vernon-Smith, from beneath Wingate minor’s bed, had a view of two pairs of shoes and two palrs of

legs standing in the doorway.

and warned of what would happen if
you transgressed again. You will be
expelled from Greviriars to-morrow™

The Bounder did not speak. He knew
that, without his Formn master telling
him so.

“Defore you are locked up for the
night,” continued Alr. Queleh, *give me
the name of thoe Remove boy you have
led inie your own rascality.”

"I have led no one into anything, sir.™

“Who was with you!”

~No reply.

“*¥ou refuse to give the name ¥

““I've nothing to tell you, sir.”’

“I shall go to your dormitory, Vernon-
Smith, and doubtless I shall be abkle to
escortain, Wingate, take Vernon-Smith
to thoe punishment-reem-—here is the
kﬂf,""

T Very well, sir.”

My, Quelch hurvied fram the study.

The fellow who had been with the
Rannder had had ample time to get to
hiz dormitory and get to bed. ut it

was quite likely thet the gimlet eves
wnulﬂ:? detect the signs of gpuilt—t the
frllow was in the Remove, @3 Alr
Quelch netarally supposed. gt

The Doun:der, a5 he followed Wingate
to the punishment-room. had a lurking
rrin on his face. A visit to the Third
Form dormitory might have discovered
a wakeful and frightened fag; but in
iho Femove Alr. Queleh was not likely
io make eny discoverics.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy's Secret!
@'HEYFRL&RE SCHOOL turnced

out in the morning, to learn that
something
“ﬂ-n.”

The Hemove know what it wae, and

Yery unusual  was

* Quite absurd, Twigg ! ** Mr. Wiggins
that any boy in my Form had left his dormitory after lights-out !

Unt

the news was not long in spreading from
the Remove to the other Forms, Tha
Bounder's bed had remained unoceupied
during the night—save by the * dummy
Smithy fwud left in i, and which Mr,
Quelel: had diseovered on his second
visit. e had diseovered nothing olse;
and was still in the dark as to who
had heen the Bounder's companion in his
escapade. Where Smithy was was no
secret ; as ha hed not returned to the
dormitory, he could only be in
“punny.”  And that, no one could doubt,
was the preliminary fo the “sack®

"Hmthy's done 8 abt last[?
Skinner's comment.

And that was the greneral comment|
Smithy, who had risked 1t so often, had
“done 1t " at Jast!

Tom Bedwing, that mornivg, locked
dismal and distressed. Iarry Wharton
& Co. wern grave enough. Thvaf Wero
gorry for Bimithy! Ile had asked for it
often enough; hut 1t was a blow to mest
of the follows, when he got what he had
s often asked for,

Wharton, too, remembered  what
Smithy had said before he Ieft  the
dormitory in the nizht, IT: could not
help thinking that 1t was bard luck—
#f the PBounder really had got i “in
the neck ™ on account of some  other
follow.

Smithy was net seen ab prayers
Gueleh’s face, at that early Innchion, was
very zrim, and the ITead looked nncom-

wWas

monly grave, There was a fag in the
Third Form_ whe lecked as white a5 a

eheet—and Tubb and Bolsover nmnor
asked Jack Wingate whather ho was 1l
—without even recelving an answer,
The whispering amonz the fags had
apprised Wingate minor of what had
happeied, and he stared at the Remove
and miseed the Donnder there, Ib had

ble I **

1 told Quelch that it was impossible
The hidden Bounder grinned.

not cccurred to him befors that Smithy
might have been caught. The discovery
alinost knocked him over.

When the Famous Five were in the
quad, before breakfast, Wingate minor
caume np to them. Tha ghestly pallor
in his face atiracted their curious atton-
Lion at once.

“Where's Bmithy?” aiked the fag, in
o choking voico,

“In punny I” answered Wharton. “ Ha
was caught out of bounds last night.”

“Who—who oaught him

“I've heard thet it wazs Wingale—
your major,”

Y But—buat———  What's
happen to him ™

“I'm afraid it's the sack.”

Wharton locked very euricusly at {ho
fag., The Third had nothing to Jdo with
ilie Remove, and Wingate minor hardly
knew Smithy, It was dillicult to acconnt
for his concern.

“Ilaz he told
ririnior Droke off.
There wosn't anxthing fo tell !
wias coeht 1 =aid llarry.

“1 mean -

The fag broke off again, and did not
explain what he had meant. The fear
was In his heart Lhat Smathy had tald
i nmame of his companion out of
bowmds.  But he realised that thak conbd
nok he the ease, or he would already
Liave heard. ITe moved away, leaving
the elouns of the lemove sfaring,

“What's tho matter with the Lid?®"”
asked  Franik  Nugent, in wonder,
“What dees he earn about Swithy ?
MNoever Lhought he oven knew the chap.”

“"Tho carcfulness scems to he ter-
rifie I remarked Ilnrreo Jamset Ram
=ineh,
lli‘m-r:.r Wharton had a stariled lank,

"THE MaiesEr Liprany.—Nn, 1,329,
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According to what Smithy had said, he
had gone out to “tip ™ a breaker of
bounds that the prefects were on the
watch—and not a Remove man, Surely
it could not have been o fag, and the
captain’s minor. But, if not, what did
Jack Wingate's evident terror mean?

Smithy was not at the Remove table
at breakfast. Billy Bunter—who, of
course, saw everything—told the other
fellows that he had seen Trotter carry-
ing & tray to the punishment-room.
The fellows wondered with what appe-
tite Smithy was eating his solitary
breakfast, in a room with a locked door
and a barred window.

“Poor old B8mithy |7 said Bob Cherry,
when the juniors came out. * 1 suppose
they can’t do anything clse, but—but it’s
rotten 1" .

“The rottenfulness 1= preposterous 1™

“Blessed if I ever thought I should
care if Bmithy got what he's bepged
for!” said Johmnny Bull. “Buat it's
rotten, and no mistake 1 b

“Poor old Reddy looks like s giddy

t 1" said Nugent. “I—1 suppose
there’s no chanece for Smithy "

“1 wonder!” said Marry Wharton
thuughtfully. “I—I've a good mind to
speak to Quelch! Smithy doesn’t seam
to have said anything for himsclf, But
I think—"

*1 aay, you fellows "

*“(Oh, shut up, Bunter * _

*“Oh, really, Bob! T say, rough luck
on Bmithy, ain't 1it?" said DBunter.
“It's the sack, of coursal He's rather
a beast! Only gmter&ay morning, you
know, he refused to cash a postal order
for me! And he was making out that
I snaffled cigarettes from his study. As
if I would, you know! But, I say,
Qtuglch Iwant.ﬁd_ gnu, Wharton, ﬂin ]iu'E
study. gay, did you go out on the ti
with E-mith;r?:?” oe *

"What!” yellad Wharton.

“Well, icllows are saying that some-
hody was with him, and Smithy won't
give his name,” said Bunter. "1 heard
Wingate say so to Gwynne, I it was
you, Wharton, you'ra copped!"”

“You blithering owl 1”

“Well, Quelch told me to tell you to
go to his study, and he's looking like
a jolly old gargoyle! Looks to me as
if he's spotted you, old chap! And, I
say—— Yarooocooh| Leave off kick-
g me, ¥ou beast|”

Wharton left off kicking Bunter, and
went to the Howse. He found Mr.
Queleh, looking very grimi indeed, in
his study. The Remove mster had
visited the prisoner of the punishment-
room, and the interview did not seem
to have had a soothing effect on him.

“You sent for me, sir?"”

“¥es, Wharton. As head boy of the
Remove, you must give me your assist-
ance in this matter,’”” said Mr. Quelch.
“It is established, beyond doubt, that
Vernon-Smith had some companion in
his disreputable escapade last night.
He rciuses to give the boy's name.”

Wharton’s lips set a little, Mr.
Quelch guite understood the expression
on his face, and he wont on guietly :

“It secemsz ceripin, Wharton, that
Vernon-8mith has led ancther boy into
his own bad ways, For that boy's own
zake, his identity must be known. On
a previous occasion that extremely
foolish boy, Bunter, followed Vernon-
Smith’'s bad example. A foolish and
unthinking boy, Wharton, must be
{;uﬂ.rded againat his own folly when he
1a% fallen under a bad influence. I am
sure that you will understand that?™

“Well, yes, &ir,” said Harry slowly.
“DBut we know Smithy in the Remove,
sir. I'tn not making. exeuses for him;
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but he's not the fellow to lead anybody
into a serape—not if he could help it.”
“As head boy, Wharton, you must
know who went out of bounds with
Vernon-8mith last night”

“ Nobody in the Remove, sir. I know
that for a fact. I was awake when
Bmithy went, and I stayed awake a long
time afterwards, Nobody else went out
of the dormitory.” ;

Mr. Quelch started a little.

“If you are certain of that,
Wharton—-"

" Quite certain, sir.”

“In that case, Vernon-Smith's com-

anlon must belong to some other

orm. There is no doubt that someone
was with him; Wingate heard him, and
barely missed finding him with Vornon-
Smith. Tf you have any knowledge of
the boy's identity, Wharton, it is your
duty to speak in so terribly eevious a
matter as this, ™

Wharton thought of the white,
frightencd face of Wingate iminor.
Was it possible ¥ At all events, he knew
nothing.

I don't know who was with Smithy,
sir. But I'm quite sure that it's not so

-bad as you think,” he said earnestly.

“I woke up whén Bmithy was going,
sir, and tried to persuade him not to
be such a fool, and I think I ought to
tell you what he said. He told me that
a silly fellow was in danggt of being
caught, and he was going o waen him
that the prefects were on the watch, I
I know it's against all the rules, sir,
but it's not so0 bad as—as what you
suppose, ™

*“If 1t were true, certainly,” eaid Ae,

uelch dryly. “But I fear that
thoroughly unscrupulous boy was de-
cetving you”

“Y am sure nok, sir. I'm =ure that
Bmithy never meant to break bounds
last night, and it was on anothor fellow’s
account that he went.”

“SBome associate of his, do wvou
mean i

“MNo: I'm sure not."” said Harry,
“ Smithy's friends know how to take care
of themselves. 1 believe it was some
silly ass—excuse me, sir—I mean, some
silly fellow getting himsell into a serape.
and Bmithy was only trying to do him
a good turn.”

Ir. Queleh stared.

“You appear to me to be very eredu-
lows, Wharton 1" he said.

And he made o gesture of dismiszal,
nhd the captain of the Remove left the
study.

When the bell rang [or clasees there
was an emply placd in the Remove
Form Room., BSmithy was not there.
MNeither was Mr., Quelch. Monsicur
Charpentier came to take the Form in
Freneh. The Remove could guess how
their Form master was occupied, and
fow fellows expected to see the Bounder
ot Greyfriars again.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Sacked !

r INGATE of the 8ixth unlocked
the door of the punishmeont-
room and opened it

The Bounder, who waos
staring from the barred window into
the bright July sunshine withous,
turned and looked at him. It had been
a clonded face that looked from the
window, but it cleared at once as Smithy
turned round to face the prefect. Tho
Bounder knew what was coming to him,
and he had had plenty of time to think
it over, and his nerve was equal to the
test. He had asked for it; it had come,
and ho was poing to face it without
fliinching.




LVERY SATURDAY

“Top of the mornin’, old bean!” he
said  lightly, “You're lookin' un-
commonly serious, Wingatal hope
you dido't lose your besuty sleep last
night doin’ gentry-go 1"

g’l’ing&ta looked at him.

“I'm gorry for this, Vernon-Smith,”
he said quietly—"more sorry than you'd
understand, I dare say! Even now [
can't believe ‘re such a thorough
rotter as it looks [V

“Thanks 1”? i

“If you'va really led some silly fellow,
gome  duffer like Bunter—into your
rotten ways, there’s no word for youl
Byt——"

“But you don’t think so?” asked the
Bounder, with & very curious look at
tha Greyfriars captain,

“WNo, I can't. I've thought it owver,
and I can't,” said Wingate. "I believe
you meant whet you said in your study
yvesterday, too. I don't quite mako dycm
out, but I can't believe you'ra bad to
the core. I'm sorry you haven’t done
better here—you could have,” Wingato
paused. “Look here, kid, I've got to
take you to the Head now. Queleh is
with him, and—"

“ And it's the sack?” ]

“Ves,” said Wingate, “I'm afraid
there’s no hope, But, look here, T'd
lika to do something for you if I could.
You've refused to tell your Form master
who was with you out of bounds. Will
you tell me?” .

“Youl” repeated the Bounder, with
o start.

“It's a bit irregular, I know,” said

Wingate. “DBub it's pretty rotten to
gee a fellow sacked! I might be able
to hElP you out. I would if T eould!

If you'll tell mo the name of the fellow
who was with you, I'll promise to keep
it to myzelf, and not to let the fellow
euffer for it in any way. You can sce
that I'mm stretching o point—rather
wide, too—hut——~"

“What good would it do if I told

voul" asked Smithy, his eyes still very
;_l'ﬂril:mﬂy on Wingate's honest, rugged
ace.
“The Head has some confidence in
me,” said Wingate, with a faint smile,
“go has your Form master. Give me
the fellow's name, and I can judge how
the matter stands.  “Thera are some
black sheep here—fairly well known,
foo. If it was one of them—ro"

“ Some blighter of my own kidnoy 2
grinned the Bounder.

“That’s it! In that case, I shall keep
quiet what vou've zaid, but I shall be
able to tell tha Head and Quelch that
you've satisfied me that it was not soma
gilly kid you were leading into scrapes,
as they fancy now. If it was Skinner,
Er Aﬂgnl of the Fourth, for instance,

The Bounder's face was unreadable.

“I'll promise,” said Wingate, "not to
let the young rascal suffer for it; I'll
promize not to pass on the information
vou give me to the besks. Only let ma
know for certain that it was not somo

sitly duffer you were leading into ras-
cmhlﬁ, and I ean put in a word for you
—and 1t mey save you. Don't you under-
stand 7°?

“You're a good chop, Wingate,” said
the Bounder, and hia voire was un-
usnally soft, " but—"

“Speak outb, then !’ -said Wingate.
“It's your last chancel You believe
that I'd like to help vou—"

“%ez, I know you would! Bat—"

“Give me a chanco to do it, then! I
trll you if 1 could givo the ITead my
Ejf.-rs,mml azsurance that your companion
ast night was not some silly ass acting
nnder  your influence, it might =ave
A1,

“I soppmze b oinielht,"™ eaid  the

Bounder musingly. “¥ou're a good
chap, Wingate, and I'm grateful. And
I'll tell you this much—and you can be-
lisve it or not, as you choose. I never
meant to break bounds last night; I was
going to, but I chucked it after you
jawed me in the study. I found out—
never mind how—that a fellow was oub
of bounds, and I knew you'd cateh him,
watching for me hy Queleh’s orders, and
I went out to give him the tip. He wes
a fellow I've never had anything to do
with—a fellow I herdly know. It was
by sheer chance that I heard that he had
got into a scrape; and he’s been so
jolly frightened that I'm sure he will
never get into angther of the same kind,
I can’t tell you that it was a fellow of
my own kidney, because 1t wasn’t. It
was an absolutely Eilli aes—a fatheaded
young mug, as you'd know if I told you
hia name ™

Wingate's eyes were fixed doubfingly
on tha Bounder’s face.

“T'd like to believe you,” he said.
“You say it was a young duffer in a
silly serape, and you had nothing to do
with gefting him into 1t 1"

The Bounder laughed.

“No fear! I tell you I heard of it Ly
chance.’

“ And the fellow—""

“Quite a decent kid—only he hap-
pened to make a fool of himself for
once,”

“If that's the truth,” said Wingate,
“you've only got to tell e, 'l ses thoe
kid and speak to him. And if it's a3
TOU 347, f shall tell the Head how it
stands without mentioning names, FHa
trusts me enough to make that all right,
It sounds 3 bit steep from a fellow like
you—""

“I know it does.”

“Well, satisfy me; and, as I eay, 1
can clear you. Give me the kid's nama
and—" Ile paused and waited.

The Bounder's look as he gazed at
Wingate was almost. pityving, ot ful; &
moment did it=—or could it—cross Win-
grate’s mind what he was asking—that it
was hiz brother’s name that the Bounder
must have given.

“Well 1" he said at last.

“1 can’t tell you, Wingate,
giva the kid away.”

“I've told you that he shall not suffer
in any way; that I shall kecp his name
a secret if it turns out that you're teil-
ing the truth.”

‘T know ! But—"

Mot to save his school career—not to

I can'’t

gave his life—would 8mithy have dealt
the blow Wingaio was asking him to
deal. If he had thought of telling the

whola story, that thought was banished
from his mind now. The earnest kind-
ness of the Greyfriars captain, his desire
to help the fellow who was “for it,"
mada 1t impessible.  Smithy shook his
head.

Winpate's face grew stern.

“VYou've nothing to say 1"

“MNothing.*

“Then we're wasting time, Tollow
me 1"

The Bounder followed him in silence
from the punishment-reom. His faco
was sot. He had thrown sway the last
chance of salvation—he had had to
t}:mtlv it away. Now he had to take his
gruel,

A faint buzz from somao of the Form-
rooma reached his ears as he followed
Wingate by deserted passapes to thoe
Head's study.  All the fellows were In
Form; the culprit was to ha dealt with
before classes were over, and sent away
without anything lika o scene,  Tha
Bounder understood that; ha knew that
ho was not to seo the Hemove fellows
again—nob ¢ven his chum Redwing.

3

Dr. Locke was in his study; Mr.
Quelech with him. Both tha masters
locked grave and stern. . .

“Here is Vernon-3mith, sir,” said
Wingata; and, the Bounder having en-
tered the study, thp Greyiriers captain
drew thao door shut and walked away to
the Sixth Form Room.

The Bounder breathed hard as he
stood before his headmaster. There was
little trace of kindness to be seen in
the usually kind face of the IHead; his
glance at the culprit was icy.

“Vernon-Smith, I have only & few
words to say fo you. A few weecka ago
vou were found out of House bounds at
night, and I warned you of what the
result would be if it ocourred again,
You know what to expect. You will
leave Greyiriars this morning.”

Smithy set his lips hard. It was what
ha had expected, yet it came as & crush-
ing blow to him. But he did not flinch.

“Before you go,” added the Hend n
the same stern voica, “I require to know
the name of the foolish boy whom wou
have led ints your own pursuits. Mr.
Quelech tells ma that you have refused
io answer him. You will not, I think,
refuse to answor me,”

“I've led no ons into anything,” said
Vernon-Smith compeosedly. *I went out
last night to warn o fellow that he was
in danger. I've told Mr. Quelch so, but
he does not believe me.”

“Neither ¢can I believe you, Vernon-
Smith. But tho expulsion of a Groy-
friars boy is so terribly serious & matter
that I am anxious to mve you every
chance, If matters are ns you state,
yvour conduct was reckless, thoughtless,
wilful, but not wicked—and may
punished by a much less severe sentence
than expulsion from the school. If you
can give mo proof of what you say, you
remain, The name, then "

The Bounder was silent.

Perhaps for o« moment he was tempted.
But had ho saved tho wretched fag, only
to betray him at the finish? .&nﬁ “old
Wingate'' had been so decoent—so
thoroughly decent.  Was he %?ing to
repay him with & blow like that? A
thousand times, no1 He said nothing,

“{zive me the name of the boy, and I
will judge,” said the Head,

“1 can't, sir.”

“Hf you refuse to do so, Vernon-
Emith, I can only conclude that you are
making one more attompt to délude and
doceive me, and that you have nothing
to say in extenuation of your conduct.”

“I've told the truth, sie. I ean't say
any more,’

Dr. Locke raised his hand.

“That ie the end. ¥ou are expelled
from Greyfriars, Vernon-8mith! You
leave at once ! Mr, Quelch, will you seo
thot this boy in your Form packs his
box immediately.”

“"Follow me, Yernon-Smith ! said the
Remove master coldly.

And the Dounder followed him—
sacked |

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gone !
sty BAY, vou fellows—"
E Shen Smithy
“He's sacked! And gonel™

said Billy Bunter,

“ Gone T2

“Went in a taxi, with Quelch. T
asked Gosling. 1 say, you fellows, nin't
it jolly execiting®™ prinned Bunter.
“Thoy bunked himn while we were in
elass. Rather roiten, don’t von thinkd
I'd have liked to sco him go.”

(Continued on page 28
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CONTINUING OUR

GRAND SERIAL STORY—

WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

gimon Allison, once part-owner of the
great Allison Motor Works, Invenis a
powsrful supsrcharger that promises to
réevolulioniss the small car industry.
Spurradt on by & thug named Yalettl, Len
Alllzon, tha old man's nephaw—" bogs " of
the works and an amalsur in the Avonshire
County Cricket éleven—enlista the sarviges of
a mashed hunchback to raid his uncie's work-
shop and stéal the plans, The raid is carriad
out, and old Simon [ badly battered. The
Snjans’ the hunchbhack takes away; however;
arae fakes. Lelft to support his crippled
father, BNl Alfilson, a crack kft-handed
bowiler, joins the county club as a pro;, and
yory soon establishes himself as a malch.

winher In the eyes of the crickat world,

Overjoyed at Bill's success, Mike Doyle, old

Simon's mechanic, preparés 2 warm welcoma

after tha plans again,'" e murmurs aloud,

“ we'll be ready for ‘em.”

{Now read on.)
The Hunchback Again !

D tight on the words. There was
& viciousness in the way ha
turned the key of tha work-

thop door that boded ill for Simon

ehot at them with his strong, bony
hands.
Qutside, the sun had just set. The
hills beyond Avonport loomed
: blaze of
crimson-and-orange fir2, and blus dusk
clouded the little cottage garden, and the
hedge-tined, winding read outside thak
ran through Kelsey.

“blower,” ¢ast a quick, wary glance

round before crossing to the cottage

itself. Somehow this constant vigilance
had become a habit with him of late,

Allison's enamies were aver on the nlert

to sirike asgain at Bill and himself.

Towover, as the only soul in sight just
then was a tattered, harmless-looking
rne-::hnniu_ shn_:g'grrl:{ and enterod the
eottage with his burden, There he went
straight up to his bed-room, where he
opened 8 cupboard and pulled op the

for Bill. " If tha old man's enemies come
OYLT'S lantern jaws clamped
Allisen’s foes if ever he did pek a clear
il-iiﬁﬂ:d against & sky-wide
Mike, taking a firmor hitch on the
for he was quite certain that Simon
tramp, meandering down the road, the
ﬂa::nring: Into the eavity below went
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iding-place which Mike had made him- Of

self, A dour grin of satisfaction twisted
his lips as ho replaced the flap and
dumped a heavy suitcase on fop. 1

Descending to the lower regions agaimn,
Mike Doyle spent some while cleaning
off the stains of the day's toil. By that
time darkness had eclosed down; so,
switching on the light in the little
kitchen-parlour, he dréw the blinds and
stafted Lo prepare supper, Scon the
aroma of ?ri:z]ing sausages filled the
r Q0.

“I1ai, there, Cannonball " whooped a
cheery volice, as Mike shoved the pan
into tho oven to keep hot. * And how's
the littla ray of sunshine 7™

Boisterously the cotlage door was
flung open, and in barged Bill, it as o
fiddle and brown as a berrv; a some-
what older-looking Bill these days,
toughened mentally and physically by
hard weork on county cricket grounds.
But his beaming smile was as boyish
as ever a5 he heaved his bag at Mike,
who dodged sinuously and let  the
friendly “gift " fly across the room.

“Noisy ryoung sweep!” growled the
mechaniec, though his twinkling eves
helied the words. “Glad to see you,
son! Bo you slipped it across Hamp-
shive, then?"

“MNaot half I" Bill chuckled elegantly,
shaking hands.  “And just skidded
aboard the four o'clock afterwards for
home. ‘coz we're free until the Kssex
match on Saturday. Gosh | That grub
smells good. How's work been poing,
Alike 3™ he added eapeorly.

“Pretiy good ; nearly fintshed, Got o
fow repair jobs, too, that brought in a
bit of cash since you've been on tour.”

“Btout fellow [ Bl smiled at his
pariner.  “The firm's beginning to
Fms.[_mr at last—ch? Jove! I'm just
onging for the day when we can pick
wp n decent car and fit the blower nto
it; then we'll show the motoring heads
what the Allison supercharger can do to
an cngine. And that reminds me,
Mikoe! I waz talking to & fellow in
Southampton bzt night, and he offered
ta scll me a  second-hand  Dlachird

, AYONSHIRE]

\
.
[
'
1
!
%

By JOHN BREARLEY e

Straight Eight for two hundred quid.
course, wea can't afford anything like
that vet, but I'd have liked to snap her
up. The fellow said he'd raced her at
Brooklands, teo; and with a car like
that for l:::]perimenis—-—-”

“Nopel'

Mike, setling down the ketfle, turned,
with a steaming teapot in his hands.

“A Bluchird Straight-Eight iz no use
to us, Bill, apart from the cost,”' he said
decisively. “It wouldn't prove the real
value of the blower at all. ¥’see, the
beauty of your dad's invention is that
it will put the zpeed and power of a
Bluebird engine into the ordinary small
every-day car, such a: an ordinary
every-day driver uses, and so incrcase
th B3 l

“Yo gods! Mike!l Look!™

Flarsh and explosive came Bill'a
sudden cry of alarm then, bringing the
technical discussion to an abrupt end.

As a warning to Mike, however, ik
was & fraction too late.

In z second the pariners were trapped
in their own cottage.

Silently, swiftly the deor opened, and
ot the same noiseless speed something—
& black, shapeless phantom, it seemed at
first plance—bhounded tigerishly into the
room. Then the door clicked shut;
masked eyes Icered at the two partners
wickedly, and =& hem‘{ autoinatic
gleamed in o black-gloved hand.

“Up! Hands up—keop 'em up

The savage command was as the snarl
of & wild beast.

Counter-Attack !
‘jﬂl’-‘. TIIE HUMP-—""

l.1
H

Neither partner conld do ane-
thing 1o prevent the daring
bold-up, but for the moment

neither cheyed the fierce order. )
They wera too numbed, too petrified,
by the sight of the hideons gunman to
move, Iwen the hard-bitten, hord-
boiled Mike stood like a statue, siill
holding the teapot unconsciously. Dall's
husky exclamation as he froze in hia
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chair was the only sound, save the heavy
ticking of the clock.

Joe the Humipl ] .

After many weeks the cvil, mysterious
hunchback, who had nearly killed Simon’
Alliscn to get at the valuable plang of
the supercharger, had cre ont  of
hiding cnce more. And this time, it
was very clear, the resclute thug had
como to complete his dastardly work.

Again, g3 on that terrible night of
tha first attack, Eill felt mesmerised,
gomipletely overpowered by the hunch-
back’s appesrance and )rutsl person-
ality. Agein the neuseating feeling
swept over him that this was not a
living- man of flesh and blood, but a
fiend—&n inchuman ghoul out of a night-
mare. -

Scarcoly a vestige of the gunman's
features could be scen. His head
deep sunk between the malformed
shoulders, was cavered by & black felt
hat, pulled well -down over the masked
eyes. A scarf of the same’sinister colour
hid all the lower hgalf of his face, save
the sneering lips: and to-night, instead
of the high-necked sweater Bill remem-
bered, the ruffien wore & long cloak
that reached to his rubber-soled shoes,

Thus he stood, s dark, metionless
figure of evil, with the gun resting, hrm
as a rock, on his right hip,

_He 1t was who fivst broke the stricken
silence. _
Reach for th'

“Ge'rrim up, I said!
ceilin' snappy !

The words, fred from the corner of
his mouth, were like bullets; the voice
all the uglier by reason of its sharp,
American twang. -

Bill, though he pulled himself logether
E_n:la;nawlmt, could do nething else but
oboy.

Sluggizhly his hands lifted from the
table, orawled to the level of his
shoulders, and staved there. The bold-
ness, the ferocity of the hunchbeck ook
the youngster’s breath away. Both he
end Mike were snared; they were in
the tightest corner of their livez, he
knew, Worse, there scemed no possible
way of escape fvrom the paping muzzle
of that gun.

By sheer will power Bill {ore his fas.
cinated gaze away fram the weapon at
last, and glanced dully at Mike. And
there again lhe reccived a shoek, for
m the lean, scli-controlled mechanic's
cyes shone bitter chiagrin and rage, His
teeth wera bared & :neer; his short
hair bristled. Semchow, he reminded

Bill just then of & cornered lynx, only

biding its time to light for dear life.

“Joo the Hump—ol?  Alike spoke
with  dangerous quictness. " Corsica
Uhil Valetti’s American sidekick comae
te life agaml”

For a mmoment the hunchhaek’s pen
auivered convulsively, and Bill Leaced
ineself for a shot,

But none ecame, The thug vecovoved
Liimnzelf. VWhen Dhe retoried s voice
was conl, derizive.

“Enow me—huh? Waal, an” 1 know
you, Cannenball, An' I know what ['ve
come for, and so do you. Where's those
beautiful Allison plaus yvou were chin-
ning about jest now? Oh, yeah! I've
been listenin’-in, an’ walting, too, till
I got you both together. And 4

The gorilla took a hali-step nearer,
sinking his voice te o hissing whisper.

* Listen to thiz as well, Cannonball.
I'm itchin’ to use this gat—sen? Any
tricks, and I'Il sm=sh this kid's arm
and his ericket careor at th' same time,
Az fer vou, burn it! 1'll plug you right
where you live! 1 know th' plans am’t
i the zafe now, ¥You've got 'em some-
where, Naw, d'vou hear mef”

"The gun ashed omineusly.
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“Down wi’' that pot, and up wi’ them
hands—quick 1" ordered the hunchback,

Mike le obeyed at last, and raised
hi_slhands. And he raized the teapot @s
well !

With incredible speed—:zo smdothly,
so slickly that even the vigilant hunch.
back was caught unawares—the one-tima
daredevil of the racing tracks shot out
his arms, and flung the steaming pot
with sll his strength, backed up by
scething fury.

From that instant the Allison parlour
became a wild end stormy battlefield.

gl

One Exclting Night I
RASH I
q Full on to Jop thg Hump’s

chest landed.. avy missile,

bursting with the .effoct of &
bomb. There came a hi]thipih;hf::d vell
of agony as piping-hot liquid spurted
high, the venomous, ear-tingling repord
of & gun, end then a warlike shout as
]I:?I%IL ammed into action like a young

1

The youngster launched himseli into
the desperate counter-pttack s promptly
and fearlessly ‘as Mike had done.

Over went the teble, crashing to the
floor. Then followed another heavy
thud as Cannonball Mike, clapping l:u:-ti’:
hands to his face, staggercd, tripped,
and i.{g;li)lﬂd over a chair. But by that
time Bill was piling into the secalded,
half-blinded gunman, tooth and nail.

It seecmed then as though the tall,
tough :;nunﬁatm had gone clean berserk.
Here was the cur who had erippled. his
father; and hero was his chance to. got
square. That was all Bill asked. The
rabid desire for vengeance -ave him a
strength beyond his years. .

Quick as lightning he grabbed the
lwinchback’s gun arm befors” the Tatter
could fire again, and wrenched his “Wwrist
backwards with such savage energy thut
o second ecry of pain rang out., The
automatic dropped from nerveless
fingers, and Bill Kkicked it vigorously
across the floor. Then, ducking under
a terrifie right swing, he attacked more
furiously than cver in an cffort to eap-
ture the bandit, also.

B e e S o o o e

NEXT WEEK’S BIG
ATTRACTIONS!

'ieet and  foremost comes Trank
lichards’ fine, long complete Greyfriara
yurn, entitled

“*THE MILLIONAIRE DETECTIVE | ¥

Mopuler  Herbert Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of CGreyiriars, i expelled from
school. But don't think Greyiriars is to
s¢a the last of him., Oh, dear, no! Not
while Smithy’s pater is about. 1n his
amazing efforts to clear his son’e name,
Mr. Vernon-Smith, a City stockbroker,
becomes o firgt-class amateur detective.
You'll find this & real tip-top story, and
if you haven't already inken my oft-given
advice, and ordered your copy in advance.
you'd better do so without delay !
Our serial story :

“ ALLISON ©F AVOKSHIRE!l"

geta battor and betler every week.,  Next
week's chaptera [ajely ieem with theilla.

Then ¢omes onother rib-tickling issuo
of the " Greyfriars Herald,” and last,
but not least, our usual cricket feature.
Order wour MAGNET pow—it's tod good
to be missed !'—Ep.

ghot J
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But, alas! he failed.

. Once agsin the humpback’s. tremend-
aus Etrgnﬁﬂ:l and fighting ability proved
too  much for the plicky Foungstez.
Badly hurt though heé was, Joe the
Hump recovered his scattered wits, and
rallied fiercely, goaded to madoess by
the loss of his weapon, and fear.

For the second time the raid on the
Alligon plans had Bopped. The huneh-
back kpnew that now. Qut of the-eorner
of his eye he saw Mike Doyle crawling
across lo pick up the fallen sutomatic,
and ha was terrified, too, lest any of
the Kelscy villagers farther down the
road might have heard the shot and be
on their way to mnvestigate.

Cursing thickly, he flung Bill off, tore
open the docr, apd, for &' second
cerouched at bay., For Bill Allison had
still to be scttled before the path o
freedom was clear.

Slap into him rushqed the youngster
onee more, fighting mad., But now that
he wea out 1n the open the desperado
bad elbow room to spare.

Like the expert he was, he swa
back from s rousing straight left, then
slipped in agein, and countered with
a haymaker to the heart, -

Just in time Bill got his forearm
across, partially blocking tha murderous
uppercut with his elbow. Bt ‘though
he staved off a certain knock-out, the
erushing force of the blow scnt him
reeling back into the parlour, and next
moment the hunchback was in full

retreat, .

As Bill, bruised and gmggg,,tntti;rad
after him through the dobr, Mike, in &
gasping voice, called to him impleringly
to come back. _

Bill did not hear, however, Hg did
not know even that Mike's right cheek-
bene had been laid open by the ane
tho. Hump had fred. All he
did kndw was that the inisshe~-. hem
Was escaping once more, and the kigw.-
ledge lent wings to his hekls. :

Qutside in- the dim starlight ke was
just in time to ses the black, blurred

gure’ hurdle the front gate, swerve
right, and go pelting up the road,

ill, scbbing for breath, spurted; but
then, of & sudden, he checked and made
s dash for the toolshed instead. }

A moment later he was rushing his
faithful old bike down the path,

Through the gate, into the saddle.
Again ho caught a bare glimpse of his
quarry just turming a bend in the road,
and with that he drove hard at the

edals. ] gl

That he was taking an appalling risk
of being manhandled, or even killed, m
tackling the powerful crock again
singlehended, never occurred to the
headstrong youngster. All the impetu-
ousness, the rechless courage in his
nature, was uppormost now, urging him
on blindly. ike & shot from a gun,
Bill went up the road in pursuit.

“Go it, Wheezy—he won't run far!™
eaid Bill—then changed to a bitter
groan of despair as an all-dismaying
sound fAoated back to him an instant
later.

From somewhere not {ar ahead, came
the vibrant whirr-rr of a self-starter |

“A car! Oh, blazes, of course! I
forpot ! The brute had & car waiting
last time !

The disjointed scntences  ripped
through Bill's mind then, even as he re-
toubled his  efforts te  catch up.
Wheezy's tyres fairly zipped on ihe
macadam. At a perilous angle the lad
streaked round the bend. shout of
baflled ruge escaped him ot sight of the
hunchback's car swinging out frem the
side to the centre of the road.

- An open tourer it looked like, though
the darkness blurred its outlines. [Na
Tue Maguer Lisrant.—No. 1,320,
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Lglits  showing, of eourso—and no
number-plate visible in the gloom,

Jor ihe lwinp was standing on the
rupning-board, wrenclhing epen the door
o tie lonnean, and 1l scorched faster,
thrawing cvery ounce of cnergy inlo a
breatbiless, resalute altempt to pet on
termz before the driver conld change
wonr and accelerate.  Just when his
Jopes were ranning high, however, the
clanee was made swifly, expertly.

ilrs last chance of getting to grips
vitlh hizs foc [aded then—perhaps for-

vinagely for him.
Full gut, the fugitive car weni hart.
Fng down the rvowd. leaviong 1ill as

though he was stawding snll, The lass
thing the voungster saw wus the dark
lignre of the hunehbock feauing grimly
vver the back of the tonnean az the
trrver took the next beved flying,
CAevertheles:, Bill careied on,

He bacd one lasl card to play, and teat
vaz te keop going. sticking as close Lo
the teail a< he conbil on the off-clnnes of
yaeline ihe local policeman or N AL
poan o hight-patrol. sl so sprondivg

tie aluvm as specdily az po-sible, B0l
fii“ af  thebit, theecefore, he, lescs,
himned rowid the eted v top poe,

::"li'
Ran feflfil inte a welldaid sonpe !
What  beppencd exactly WD never

Lpew, undi] it was too late, L, of o«

sirdden, there came o sickenmg Jurch ns

hiz front wheel strock spuethiog o Lhe
rosd, snd the next moment Whees,

Anna was hopelessly ont of control.
Joose stoncs shipped from weder the

wheels: the machine buomped, bounced,

flienn skidded wildly  aeross the roud.

With a violent thwl. the front wheel
strick  again, thiz time against  the
prassy bank.

Tiill, fung Leavile gover the hoandle-
bars, woppled boad-lirst into the ditch
aned sfaved there, heli-stuaned. T oll:
winac, s torn from head 1o feop 1y
brambles.

The puratuic of Joo the ITowp was

definitely over!
AW hutever wou do. chumea, don't miss
the  rxciting  devclopments  fn nert
wreeh’s chapfors of this powerful cricked
slory.)

THIS MIGHT INTEREST YOU !

Will readers please nole that the
resuft of GEM " OUTLINES " Com-
petition—in which FIVE JAMES
CYCLES wore offered as prizes— wil
L appear inthe GEM on sale Wednesdny,
August 2nd.
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THE BOUNDER’S COOD TURN!

(Contirnved from paie 25.)

“Gone ! repeated Harry Whartoo
Liankly,

The Remove were put in the morning
hreak,  Mr. Queleh could be seen in
Lisx study, therough the open window.
He lad roturped from  Courtheld
Station, after seeing the Bounder off
B traim.

The Dounder of Greviviars was gono !
It was difficals for the fellows fo realise
1k .

“Tonr old Smithy "' said Frank
Sugent softly, ™ He—he's really goue!"

“I1t won't bo the same  without
Amithr 1" said Bob, in a subdued voice
“Aext berm=it won't be the same,”

“YWe've hat lots of rows with him,"
satcd WJohaar Galll *f But—hbut—dash 1t
all. it's roug’ luck on the man!”

i T TTR 1,'1-Iy;-nt,uf] Wharlon.,  “ Yes,
i's rongh loack-—routen vough!  I=—I
can't Lelieves he's  really gone—for
groagl Y

Wingate of the Sixth was in the guad,
with a prave face. llarry Wharton ran
acro=s to him.

1 Sanithiy he
HECTHN

1 EFL"F.:"

i ETTET] LTt B

il -h‘.L_!EIr’

Wharton returned to his friends.

“It's official,” he said. *“He's gone—
banked ! Poor old Smithy ! He's had
hard luck. I'm absclutely certain that
ko never was playing the goat last
night. Ile went out to tip some silly
as:, He said so, and I'm eertain of
it! But 1 suppose the beaks can’t ba
oxponte:l  to belicve  so—alter  his
vecard

“If 1t’s =0, the other fellow could see
b * e ok owngd T “He must be
rutii.. 2 wuwir to Kuop mum and let
Smithy get it in the neck.”

“Poo scared to speak out, 1 imagine,”
saidd Mugent. ¥ DBut—but ho must be
rather o rotter, 3f whal Smithy said was
true.’’

Acrose YWharton's  mental  vision
floated & pale, frightened foce—the face
of Wingate mmnor ! Was it possible?

I third school that morning Br.
Ouelel’s face was very grim.  The most
troublesome bov in the Hemove wos
gone, But an expulsion in his Form
was disagreeable encugh to any Form
master.  Fellows' eyes turned cantinu-
aliv i Vernon-Bmith's vacant desk.

Meer third school Marry Wharton

ha- FRL
gone, Wingato?

looked for Wingate minor of the Third.
Ho found & crowd of that cheory Form
in the quad—all diseussing the startling
news of an expulsion. But Jack Win-
gato waz not with them.

“Seen young Wingato, Tubb? asked
Ilarry.

Snort, from Tubb.

“Oh, he's mooched off somewhere,”
he answered. “'Shirty little boast!”

Wharton found the caplain’s minor
“mooching ¥ under the c¢lms. Ile
secemed to want solitude—which was not
unexpectod, if Wharton's growing sus-
picion was well-foundod, The captnin
of the Remove found him with hix
hands in his pockets and a eloud on hiy
face, looking thoroughly miscrabla.
He gave a start as Harey tapped him
on the shoulder.

“Hmithy's gone!” said larry.

“I—T1 know " e

“Do you know anything about it?"”

The fag gave u jump, and stared at
haim with scared cyes. . ]

“What should I know about it1"” Ia
voico was shrill. * What do you mean?
Mind yvour own businesa ("

Wharton knew, then! ; .

“Look here, kid,” he said quietly.
“Bmithy's got the chopper for doing
some fellow » good turn last night. It's
up to that fcllow to cough it up. |
kpow it's hard: but they wouldn't sack
a kid in the Third. You'd get off
casier than Snathy. If it was you—"

“1 don't know anything about it!”
It was a sguecal of terror. “ Mind your
own business! Can't you mind your
own business 1"

Wingate minor turned and scouttied
away amneng the clms. Wharton starcd
after him with a grim face, What
would Wingate say. if ho knew! Dul
Wingate would not knew., Smithy had
kept the secret!

- L L]

el jolly well see old Smithy sgain
in the h?.::»'ls,i'unjhﬂw!”: declared Bob
Cherry. “I don't care if he's sacked!
I'm not turning him down for ona!
Wo'ro going ta sco him in the hols!”
"And the chums of the Remove agreed
that they were going to.

THE END.

(Make sure you vead. “THE
MILLIONAIRE DETECTIVE! the
next yarn in thiz wenderful new series
dealing with the ever-pepular Dounder
of Greyfriara, It's filled with exeiting
situations, and f2, without’ doubl, one
of Frank Rickards' extra-specialsl)
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k EMBROCATION
Small quantily wanted urgently. -Wharton
hae just told me I'm going to get it where Lhe
chicken got the chopper, and: thinking about
it gives me a pain in the neck '—H. SKINNER,
Study No. 11, Remove. |

reform it overdua
Governors.

HINT FROM THE RAILWAY

We learn that the railway company is doing
away with the old buffers at Courtfield Statiomn
Some fellows are of the opinion that a similar

in tha Qreyfriars Board of

No. 44 (New Series).

..I.r

EDITED BY

RIOT ON WORTHING PIER |AS OTHERS SEE

Bolsover Leads m_cﬁ.zunrmum Rebels

Our Worthin

cor ondent writes :
That the

, celebrated balmy air of
._En_ﬁrﬁm haa not yet smoothed off the
rough edges of Boleover major's un-
certain temper was shown in no uncertain
menner on the pier this week,

Bolsover thought he'd try one of those
ﬁ#ﬂ%.-ﬂ.?m-m?w machines in which you
have to m#auw mmﬂ ..m_.,nmﬁw nmm# wall and get
your ac ou do i &

o schioduls, et

Much to Bolsover's disgust, the
machine wouldn't work, Several small
boys noticed his dilemma, however, -and
raced off to fotch a young man who
carried about & million keys suspended
on chains around his neck.” The voung
‘man inserted one of these keys in the
machine and opened it, His expression
wad hostile when he looked round at
.mmﬁnmmuqﬁu.

o money in it 1" he enid, briefly,
thereafter slamming the machine back
into w,_mmnm and HnEEu,mm off to the
musical accompani 18 jingli
iy paniment of his jingling

To say that Bolsy was annoyed would
be doing & serious injustice to the fiendish
auwwﬁ_ﬂuﬂ that came into Bolsy's face,
Bolsy knew jolly well that he had
inserted a penny, and he know jolly well
that the machine hadn't worked,

“ Robbers | " he gurgled, in o voice
choked with rage, m...__m ind
Tl emach “em 1 TNt Al W

Several intorested pier-promenadera
athered round to listen. ﬁﬂ_._au eyes
hed and their faces darkened as they
heard his story., Thore is a spirib of
comradeship Eaﬂum wEEwwHMwﬂm in
matters like this. With holidaymalers,
16’8 a case of “ Each for all and all for

each.” All .E.ﬂﬁE:% Pier seemed to
rally round Bolsover during the next five
minutes,

" I'm not going to be sat on by any-

one ! " roare Bolsover, when he had

workad _.:mﬁm._m up 1nto a white heat of

passion. ** Either I get my penny back

Nm. M@Mn my m_mﬂ& beat to wreck their
68 er for "em ] We'll

which ;W to be | " TR R

Grinding his teeth ferociously and

setting his styaw hat at il most
aggresgive angle, Bolsover made pre-
parations for & bull-like rush at the pier
offices. Bsfors he oould start, how-
ever, a treble voice piped out: * Is this
Yyour penny, mister ?

Bolsover blinked. It WAS his penny !
Instead of dropping into the slot to

aperato the works, it had slipped out and
fallen on to the ledge of the stand on
which the machine was resting !

Bolsy decided not to lead the revolt,
aftor all. Instead, he had a go at the

penny-in-the-slot punchball—and suec-
coeded in emashing it [

Our Advertising Guarantee

We guarantee that all advertisements
in this paper are absolutely unreliabla.
Any reader who discovers that an
advertiser using our columns is genuine
will greatly oblige us by communicating
with the Advertising Manager, who will
see that no further advertisements are

accepted from the eoflender,

Y WHARTON.

August 5Sth,

-.i r ol _
DISCARDED HOSIERY WANTED!

A juvenile acquaintance has informed me
that the ‘' Remove will give the Fourth
gocks next tepn ' and I want to be ready with
ray quota.—ALONZQ TODD, ¢/o GrEYFRIARS
HERALD.

SLOT-MACHINE EGGSPERT—_
Gives Free Tuishun in seaside slot-machine
ames in return for Board, Ledging and
ggspenses, lst Klass refs. from eggspert-s
own titled relashuns.—Write ** Eggspert,”
Box 34, GREYFRIARS HERALD,.
1933. : PRI TATIT
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What I Think of Coker
Minor
By Tom North

Reginald Coker, better known aa Coker
munor, 18 the young brother of Horace
Coker. DBut, by s strange freak of fate,
he belonga to a higher Form than his
elder brother ! N

When he first arrived at Greyiriars and
gecured a place in the Sixth, it waa sheer
tragedy to his major. The whole school
roagred over the strange situation and
Coker major’s pride received a blow from
which it seemed likely never to recover.
It speaks volumes for Coker minor's
tact and.good sense that it actually did
rooover in n very short spaco of time.
To-day; nobody thinka ef chipping
Horace beeause he has a brother in the
Sixth—a state of affairs for which Coler
minor can justly claim most of the
eredit.

- Coker minor, you see, for all his
intellectual attainments, is as modest as
they make ‘em. He locks up to his
major with the same respect as you
might anticipate from a Second Form

wwnﬂﬁuﬁ pride can reascnably make on
IIIk.

That he finda no diffieulty in deing
thiz iz explained by the fact that he
lacks everything which Horace possesses
—rphysical strength, self-assertivencss,
courgge and buoyant optimism,

_ Young Coker was a target for bullies
in his carly days at Greyfriars, Dui
Coker major came down with such a
heavy hand on his minor's would-be
porseeutors that they socon gave it up,
and most of us were very glad to see it.
Tt takea all sorts to make o world and,
while Coker minor may not be overy.

Chaps whoikclare with a
lofty shrug they don't

believe in  Ba nis might
have changed their tune if
they'd been infhe shoes of two
Removites ﬂﬂhﬁm fishing
a little boat offthe Isle of Wight
one day last wek.

Kipps and Kllary, the Iie-
movites in qtion, had been
teking it easy br the besi part
of an hour|when Hillary
suddenly sat wpand rublbed his
ayes,

“ Lool 1 ** hygelled.

Kipps __.,..“__E_E:._ jumped.
dﬂ%ﬁﬂ he ssywas cnouvgh io

fag and gratifies every demand an eldermake any maijump. Moving

gteadily toword the boat was
the most fearsdes monster gver
seen outside apightmare !

Judging by.is head, you'd
have taken itHor o ferocious,
short-horned bal ; but ita body
was tho body dea snake 1 VWhat
made Kipps gl Hillary quuil,
however, was pot so much s
appearance aggs size. It was
at least thirty feet long and its
head alone was almost as big
ag the Romovies' little Loat !
What was mo, it was making
a dead line for them |

body’s ideal, it ia generally realised now
that he is a decent chap, well doserving
mm H_:m_ respected place in the life of thel
chool.

(And now look out for Coler minor's

Kipps and illary looked ot
each othor—uad their fuces
werg drawn wd hagpard as
they did go. A {ew mnules
betore they would have con-

views on Tom North next week, chaps J—I

DICKY NUGENT'S WEEKLY

WISDOM

Prefects are
know, If you don't do what they
m-_u_..H ._m.wﬂ “aix —and if you

gix  all the samo |

When I was
the other Jday
window and “yolled
M“_n”r”ﬂnu_,_... ﬁ m:ﬁnr_um it at once,

i thin of for chucking i !

H_.mEuE:w..mH can g Rt T
whatever in Loder's

dhe boko t

the most unrecsonable beesia I
. tell you,
do it, you pot

prektising on my mouth-organ
and Huma__uu leaned out of his

Chuck it, you young
And what do

Bew no enrthly eggseuse

- «0uers rage apart from the fakt
that in .u_.:u.n..w_:._ﬁ 1t, I __uh.H..“_Hu.m_H:uﬂ. to hit him on

= WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

En.) 2

sidered the id{: of believing in
ses-gerpenta serpamingly fuanny ;

e B
e i i a0 g s
e
ok —— =

George Tubb, o the Third, kept
a pet monkey—buat when it

roller
escaped and had fo bs chased

Helping Mimble with the heavyy

Trevor and Treluce for cutling

waa the punithment of

Vernon-Smith, knowa ot old as:
the ° Bounder,* still peeds tof

sonte,

serpent 1

Were they relieved
Kipps

Greyfriars Heroes
Feted

but now that & sea-serpent was
actually advancing oo them, the
funny side didn't occur to them
at all,

The only thing they could do
was to die like Britons and seli
their lives as doarly as possible.
With this end in view, Kipps

icked up a boathook and
WHH..HFHH an oar, and both faced
the oncoming monstor,

Then, as it drew nearer, they
noticed that tho Sea Serpent
was pariicularly lifeless and
wondercd whether their pre-
parations were altogether necos-
sary. Doubt on this point soon
changed to certaintyv. As tho
monster drew abreast of them,
they saw that ifs * flesh " was
merely paudilv-painted timber
and its ** head " just a creation
of cardboard. They also noticed
that the curves that protruded

rotriove it !

from which their weird
had escaped.

from  which ihe

and drifted aw
pight,
Kipps am! Hillary

ay

were feted as the
day.

angling honours !

from the water all contained

Hrmﬂwo_mﬂﬂumﬂﬁ Eummmﬂw
more than a curiously-contrive
boat, shaped to resemble & sea-

tella ua Hillary was &0
relieved that l.e threw his car
into the water and forgot to
8till, that didn’t
matter much for, on explorin

the Sea Serpent, they foun

that it was fitted with a motor
and proper steering apparatus.
8o they wera able to take their
own boat in tow and sail round
the coast looking for the home

That home turned out to be
one of the island pleasure piers
ki 5o HHuﬂH_..n..“_._

which was to have been one of
the novelty attractions of thel 71 ARD MAULEVERER
local repatts, had broken
during the

just in time for the regatta and
heroes of the

Their one regret iz that they
ean’t claim the monster as
record eateh to add to their

“TIP GENEROUSLY!”

Bunter Solves Holiday Problem

One of the most awkward problems of holiday-time
is the Tipping Problem. How much to dish out in the
way of largess and how often to do it is & baflling puzzle
to most of ua. A chap doesn’t like to bo mean; but
on the other hand, it's bad form and bad economy to
iva too much. We've put the guestion to some of the
reyiriars leading lights in the hope of being able lo
help our readers. Ilere are some of the answers:
HORACE JAMES COKER (Filth)—When I give a
tip, it's sixpence—and if they don’t like ik, they can jolly
weil lump it ! . !
W. G. BUNTER (Remove)—My motto is " Tip
generously | * A generous tip proves you're a gentloman
and keeps a menial in his right place. Tip generously,
o fellows, howewver it's done. 1f you happen to have
Wmnn disappointed about a postal-order, borrow the
moncy from o pal—but whatever you do, Lip generously |
{Remove)—Yaw-aw-ow |
Dear man, I'm no mathomatician, so how can you expect
me to go into figures ¥ Usually I put my hand in my
trougers pocket an' give whatever hoppens to be thero I
FISHER T. FISH (Remove).—I guoess I'm a democrat.
T don't holisve in tipping nobody—no, sir 1 That's me !
TOM DUTTON {Remove)—Kippai Eh 7 Kipps 18
funny ¥ Why don't you speal up ! You say Kipps i3
like & bunny 7 Well, you're not mueh of an oil-painting
yourzelf, if it comes to that |
WUN LUNG (Remove).—2XNo gavvy |

Well,

caplure

looas

arrived

n

- .-—-
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People We Don’t Cater For

1. The ericketer who seriously maintains that there is
oen'y ono thing wrong with the Remove feam—his
absoneo Irom it !

2, The chap who yuns & mile when Delsover kicks him
ancd calls Bolay ** old fellow * next time they moecl,

3. The chap who slings a pea at Quelch in clasa and
then says that Dutton did it.

4. The optimist who expects us to devote two columns
a waoek o describing how clever ho is—and to gco that
Quelech geds a copy of each number !

5. The fellow whose imagination is ¢o disordercd ihat
he imagines Colier has a brain, )

B, The ranlk ouisider who uses our paper as a pipe-
lighter.

‘7. The fathead who scowls and says ** Bah I ™ when he
reads our johes and yells with __m.ﬂm_w_ﬂ_nﬁ OVCD OUr BCrIous
nrticlea,

_ranmw_m-_ﬁ#,mm Letters

Dear Editor,—A foature apperteining lo
modern juvenescence which, in the adjudica-
tion. of the writer, is to bo vigorously depre.
W= cated is that inhcrent restlessness, tho con-
i e~ comitant of those psychological neuroses so

characteristic of this age, which ronders
immobility a mattor of inordinate difficully. Lugubrious ns 16
may be, I canuot slude acknowledgment of tho conclusion that
this phenomencn demeonstrates a tendeney Lo sugmentation. My
dominant logical motive for thus cogmtaling 13 incontrovertibly
substantial - TMMEDTIATELY 1 INAUGURATE A VERBAL
NISCAOURSE ON ANTHROPOSOPHICAL DOCTRINES OR
SUBIFUTS OF EQUIVALENT INTEREST, MY JUVENILIE
ACQUAINTANCES EFFECTUATE  PEDESTRIANISTIC
ACTIVITIES !

sorrowiully yours,
ALONZO TODD.

There are many more—hut {hat will do for this week !

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

iranslation : " Dear Editor,—The modern boy is
obviously pgoing {o the merry bow.wows
because s soon as I start talking he waolks
away ! " Parsonally, woe feel quite tho

iDriel

over the rools of Greylriars, the cricket practice. They sooa tee beo taki g
Head thought it uunn better be decided that cricket uﬂnnnmna Huwmﬁcn h_u.mu _ﬂw_m_m__.m uﬂwﬂmn_uh qught
sent to Tubb®s bome | would bBave been far less wuseally succeeds is greatly tof.
strenvous, Smithy’s credit )

Peter Todd eileolates

e |

_ A A
Bicky Nurent is the pea-shooting
chomgpign among the fags. The

other day be scored five bulis-
eves out of ciz. The sixth fime

Coker 15

i
i Lo ¥ Billy Buoter stoya at Gresiriars
kEeep a sharp corb on his sarcastic {111 he bas learned gll be really
to koow, be will nof be ] h
bha gquslifled to Jeave till the yoar 2035, Sammy Bunier accidentaliy %3
in tbe wey—and Dicky scored &
Luilsere ¢o Sammy's (zousers ]

theat

* stony."

rather a frial as a pal,
but at tea<tinies Potler and Cresna
are fully recompenscd, even when

Coker i3 Alwavs
lavizh, and kis study is &8 land
pyverflowicg with milk and boney.

pther way shont it,  If the lime cver comes
when the madern boy slops and lstens 0
you, 'Lonzy, then wo SIHALL fecl there's no

hopo left —1in.}

ECONOMY IDEA

W hear that tho proposed repairs they were
roing to makoe at tho =rhool Houose entrance
during the vie. ure now being pestponed owing
to the need for ceonomy. :

AMay wo sugpest that Lthe repaird nn_.nm.m bha
quito satisfactorily elfected with the aid ol
gome of the * doorateps? they serve up for
tea in 1Iall 7

-




