


HARRY WHARTON & €0, THE CHEERY CHUMS OF
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BY FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Puis His Foot Down!

¢y 'LL ljnlly well make you!” said
I Billy Bunter.
& E'h ?.::

. “What

1 mean it 1" declared Bunter, with a
severe blink through his big epectacles.
“ I'll make you—and that's that—see 1

Harry Wharton & Co. gdzed at Billy
Bintar,

The Remove fellows had gathered on
Little Side at Grevfriars for games

ractice, Strange to relate, Billy

unter had joined them there.

That was quite unusual,

Even on compulsory days, it was
unusual for Billy Bunter to turn up for
games practice 1f he could possibly

evise an excuse for getting out of it.
This was not a compulsory day, so it
was quite surprising to see the fat Owl
of ithe Remove there, But there he was
—in fannels, loaking as if he was on
the point of bursting out of them.

It was Mondavy; and on Wednesday
the 8t Jim’s ericketers were coming
over. So Harry Wharton & Co. were
rather m the state of living, moving,
and breathing ericket, Reallr, the
had no tirne to waste ocn Bunter. An
when Billy Bunter pointed cuf that he
was the man, above all others, that was
wanted in the 5t. Jim's match, they
laughed, nnd were willing to let it go
at that.

But Bunter wasa't. Wharton, the
captain of the Remecve, would as
toon have played the House cat as
Billy Bunter, and the fat Ouwl's offer
of his valuable serviccy were declined
withaut thanks. But kis announcement
that ke would “make ™ Wharten play
him on Wednesday caucad ihe chums of
the Remove to sit up exd tage noiice,
as it were. ]

“You—you—rou'll make el ejacy-
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lated Harry Wharton, staring at the fat
face adorned by hig spectacles. "My
only hat! How are you going to get
on with the making, old fat man?"

“The howfulness 18 terrific!’ grinned
Hurreg Jamset Ram Singh.

*I mean, it, and I know how!"” de-
clared Bunter. “I'm a jolly goed
cricketer, as all you fellows kpow—"
“(Oh crumbs 1” murmured Bob Cherry.
“I'd like to see you handle a bat like
I do, Bob Cherry 1®
~ “Couldn’t be done " said Bubl shak-
ing his head. “If I handled a pickaxe,
I should handle it as you do a bat 1™
“Ha, ha, ha ¥
“¥ah! You fellows make out that
Smithy can bowl! Does he bowl like I
do? demanded Bunter. “J ask yout”
“If he did, he wouldn't be found dead

in the Remove Xleven!™ answered
Harry., “Run away and play now,
Bunter! We're going to be busy!

Luscellez is coming to put us through
practice to-day.”

" But what's the matter with the fat
chump ¥ asked Frank Nugent. “He
doesn’t like cricket—he never turns up
1f he can help it1 Why this sudden
enthusiasm ¥

“Well, a whola day match is
different,” explained Bunter., * All the
fellows playing on Wednesday get off
marning alasses,”

“Oh, my hat "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if T zee anything to cackle
at! I'd rather play ericket than stick
in the Form-room with Smedlay "

“Ha, ha, ha [” roared the Removites.

The mystery 'was revealed now. Billy
Banter's sudden and
enthusiasm  for the noble game of
cricket was explained. OCricket, being
a form of exeriion, did not appeal to

‘him much. But it was betier than Latin

grammar in the Form-room. Hence

‘Billy Bunter's desire to play in the
‘2t Jim's-match on Wednesday.

unaccountabla E

"Of course, I'm keen,” Bunter
hastened to explain. “I don't do a lot
of practice; but, then, I don’t need so
rmuch as you fellows do. Home fellows
are born ericketers. I'm one of them!
I'm going to play on Wednesday,
Wharlon! T'm not sticking in the
Form-room with that beast Smedley
while you fellows are enjoring your-
selves | No jolly fear! Besides, wou
want to beat St. Jim's, I suppese. You
want & good, all-round man—good at
batting, %n::mi at bowling, good at field:
ing. Well, I'm an all-round man{"

“The all-roundfulness of the esteemed
Bunter is preposterous!™ remarked
Hurree Jomset Ram Bingh, with a
glance at the fat Owls rotund figure.
“There néver was anybody so terrifie-
ally all-round 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, I mean 1it!" roared Buntefr.
“1f you're set on leaving out the best
man in the Remove, Wharton, I'm jolly
well going to make you play me—ses "

“But how * gasped Wharton.

“I'm pgoing to speak to Lascelles!
You ecan't go apgainst the games
master 1" said Billy Bunler. *“Even
Wingate of the Sixth can't stand up
against the games master! If Larry
Laseelles tells you to put me in, I go in |
I'm going to speak to Lascelles as soon
ns he comes down |

“0Oh crikev! Is that how?"

“That's bow " said Bunicr firmly,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Removites yelled. It was guite
true that, bad a cricket captain leflt out
8 really good man from a fault of judg-
ment, the games master would have
iven him at lenst a strong hint on the
subject, Had Dilly Bunler been the
cricketer he fondly believed that hoe was,
no doubt Mr. Lascelles would have sup-
portcd hiz claim to play.

As it happened, he wasn't! Bunter's
cricket was a3 good as his football. His
foutball was as good as his rowing. Ilis
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—ANOTHER UNUSUAL SCHOOL ADVENTURE!

rowing was as good as his fennis. His
tenpnis was as good as his fives. And
they were all good for nothing ! Only
Bunter was unaware of ii.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes
Larry ! exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Roll
away, Bunter, now you've done your
funny turn 1™

Billy Bunter did not rell away.
Bunter meant business. Mr. Lascelles,
who was pames master as well as
maths master at Greyiriars, appeared 1n
the offing. The handsome, athletic
young master was very popular at Grey-
friavs; ths fellows liked his cricket if
not hiz mathematics. Rather to the
surprise of the juniors, he came accom-
panied by Mr. Smedley, the master of
the Remove, who seldom gave the
junior cricketers a look-in.

omedley was the reverse of popular.
His stealthy ways had earned him the
name of the Creeper and Crawler in the
Forin. He made the Removites long for
their old Form-master, Mr. Quelch, to
return—which showed how much they
disliked him !

“What the thunzg does that man want
eoming down te the ericket!” growled
Wernon-Smith, with a scowl at the tem-
porary master of the Remove as he
came along with Lascelles.

“Perhaps he's improving 1" supgested
Bob. “He's dropped in several times
hiam EC8 OuUr 'prmtine."

£ er him " gruntad the Bounder.
“Blow him |”

“Don’t let him hear you bothering
and blowing him 1" grinned Bab., * ¥You
don't want & detention on Wednesday
when the 8t. Jim’s men are here.”

“Y say, you fellows——"

“QOh, dry 1};}. Bunter
“Beast | m going fo speak to

lleg——*

“Roll away, barrel 1"

“8han't 1* roared Bunter.

"Give him a prod with your bat,
Bmithy |®

Herbert Vernon - Bmith prnmptér
obliged. He had his bat in his hand,
and he gave Billy Bunter a prod on the
widest part of hiz eircumference. Thers
was a gasping howl from Bunter.

"UHEE:I aat ]| Wooocogh!”

[ 15 : 5 m:n

“Now roll away, old fat man!” said
Harry Wharton. “We're gmn{g- to be
busy, and we've reslly no time for your
little jokes 1™

“Beast |” gasped DBunter. “You'll
jolly well see whether I'm joking! I'm
going to speak to Lascelles !

And the fat Owl of tha Remove, still
gurgling from Bmithy's prod, rolled to
meet the games master as he came.
Bunter was not going to grind Latin
on Wednesday morning, while the other
fellows played cricket, if he conld help
it! Bunter meant business !

e ——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Bowled !
“werF you pleass, sir—" squeaked
Billy Bunter.
Leaving Mr, Bmedley, Lar
Lascelles was coming towa
the group of Remove ecricketers when
Billy Bunter rolled in his way. The
ggmqa master paused, and glanced at

im inquiringly.

"What is i, Bunter " he asked, He
had an impression that there was some
oke on, as thers was a grin on every
ace except Bmithy’s. Bmithy was

sowling 1n  the direction of Mr
Bmedley.

“That silly as3 Wharton, sir!" said
Bunter.

“What? Wheo "
Lascelles,

“I mean, Wharton, sir—he's leaving
me ont on Wednesday ! explained the
Owl of the Remove, *I want you to
speak to him sbout 1t—as games master,
you _know ! I'm sure you wouldn't think
1t right, sir, for a skipper to leave out
a better man than himself, just because
he doesn’t want to be put in the shade.”

“Cartainly I should net think that
right, Bunter!"” said the games master,
with a smile, “and I am quite assured
that Wharton would not do s0. You
aro a young sss, Bunter!”

“Eh?” ejaculated Bunter,

“A voung ass!™ said Mr, Lascelles.
and he walked on, leaving Bunter blink-
g niter him through his big spectacles,

He supposed that Bunter was done

with. But he was mistaken. Bunter
was not by any means done with,
. Having blinked sfter Larry Lascelles,
in indrgnation and wrath. Billy Bunter
rolled after him, and grabbed him by
his gleeve.

“1 say, sir!"” gasped Bunter.

“Don't bother now, my bhov.” said
Mr, Lascelles kindly, and he jerked his
slesve gway.

“Loock here,” heooted Bunter, “I'm
going to have fair plar! That's vhat
1 want, sce? Give a fellow a chance”

“Dry up, you fat ass!” muttered Bob

ejaculaied My,

Cherry.

“Beast |2

“Roll away, wou idiotie barrel!™
grunted Johnany Bull.

Everybody in t{he Remove

loathes Mr, Smedley, the tyrani
Form-~-master, but that doesn’t
worry Smedley. He’s at Grey=-
friars for the villainous purpose
of ruining the Bounder of the
Remove. Onece that is accom-
plished, Mr. Smedley, **the
worst master in the school,”’
intends to ﬁisappaa_r quietly!

“¥ah! Look here, gimme that ball [”
exclaimed Bunter, “%am}!—: hera, sir, 1
want you to ses Justice cdone. You're
ames master, and yvou're bound to sea
at a mon haz fair play. Just watch
me bowl '

“I have seen you bowl, Bunter I” said
Afr. Lascelles, amilmf. “Come, come !
Another time, I will give rou soms
instruction, but just now s

“I don’t need it!"”

“What ?**

“I want you to see what I can do!”
heoted Bunter hotly. “ Put ufr any man
E‘gu like at the wicketl If I don't get

im out, all right! There isn't a man
in the FEemove that can stand up to my
bowling, when I trv, I mean. They
make out that Inky and Smithy can
bowl—but T could bowl their heads off.”

“You fat duffer, you're wasting Mr.
Lascelles' time!” said the captain of the
Remove.

“You shut wup, Wharton! Yon
needn’t show off vour iealousy beforas
Mr. Lascelles! I dare sav he's noticed
it, though!"?

“Oh, mv hat!™

b Imten_ﬂ of jawing, go to the wicket.
and see if you can stop my bewling.™
said Bunter scornmfully. * fy yvour bails
ain't down first ball, I—-I'll eat them.™

“You fat chump—""

“Yah 12

“Well, well, let Bunter try !" said tha
gamoes master good-humouredly, * Wa've
no time to waste, but one ball will nor
take long. Co to the wicke:, Whartan,

;nﬂ lot us sce Bunter pet you out first
ﬁ. 'J‘J

“"Yery well, sir!” said Harry. And
he took his bat to the wicket.

“rimme that ball, Cherry !

“(atch I said Bob, tossing the leather
to Bunter. It was quite an easy catch
at a distance of six feet, and DBunter
put both fat hands to 1. But he missed
the ball, which clumped on his podgy
chin, and elicited a loud yell from him.

“Wow! Beast! Chucking a ball at
a fellow! Wow! Ow ("

(13 I_IE- ha* hn IJ:I

"Get going, Bunter!! sald Mr.
I ascelles.

“Etand clear, vour men !’ exclaimed
Peter Todd. “(ioodness knows where
a Hhall will go when Bunter handles
it.
“Yah!” retorted Bunter.

_He rolied to the bowler's end, with
the ball in his fat paw.

Billy Buntet's confidence in himself
was unlimited. He always fancied that
he could do a thing—until he came to
do it! Then, generally, he found that
lie couldn't! But that did not diminish
his belief in his own uncommon eleves-
ness. He was always ready to try again,
with just as much confidence. If there
was o rottener cricketer at Greyfriars
than Coker of the Fifth, it was Billy
Bunter of the Remove. But that was a
fact., obvious to all others, that never
cowld be driven into Bunter's head.

He was going to show the fellows
what he conld do now, and the pames
master, too. Having taken Whartcn's
wicket first ball, he would have proved
his quality. His claim to play i the
2t. Jim's match cowld hardly be denied.
after that. And he would get out of
lossons on Wednesday mormin hich
was the consummation devoutly to be
wished, and more important than
Remove matches, or Test matches, for
that matter.

The juniors backed to a safe distanca
from Bunter. They knew his remark-
able powers as a bowler—only too well.

Where the ball would go when it left
his fat paw was a mystery; except that
it certainly would not go anywhere near
the batsman. In any other direction it
might go, but certainly not in that.
Mr. Lascelles watched him with & wary
eve; too, ready to dodge.

In fact, only one person on the spot
was not watching Bunter, and that was
Mr. 3medley, the temporary master of
the Remove. Smedley took so little
interest in the Form pames, that he had
never noticed Bunter's quality, remark-
able ns 1t was. And his eves were fixed
on_ Herbert Vernon-Smith.

In point of fact, it was to see the
Bounder at cricket that he was there,
though why he should be interested in
that, would have puzzled any fellow in
the Remove, All the fellows knew that
he watched Smithy like a cat, in class
and out of class, to spot him when he
Lkicked over the traces, But there was
nothing to watch on Little Side, except
cricket; and there even the recklesa
]34:iunder was hardly likely to break any
rules.

Still, there Bmedley was, his tall
ﬁ%\ra at a little distance, the only man
who was not interested in the antics of
Willinm George Bunier! But he was
going to be interested soon—very zoon!

Bi f- Bunter took a little run, turned
himself into a fat catherine wheel, and
would have delivered the ball—to parts
unknown—had not hiz foot slipped. But
his foot did elip, and be smote the earth
with his fat little nose, in a state of
groat astonishment., the ball still in his
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hand. There was a ronr from
Removites

“Bravae, Bunter ™

“Da that again!®

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ow' Qoghl" gasped DBunter.
“ Wooogh! Ococoghl” He struggled up,
“1 say, you fellows—ooogh—I—I slipped
—wooogh ! Ive banged my nose—cogh I”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“{xo it, Bunter 1"

“* Over I

Billy Bunter gave a snort, Any fellow
might have slipped over—in Bunter's
opinion, at least! ‘I'here was nothing,
go far as Bunter could gee, for fellows

tha

io vell at, hke a lot of hyenas. He
toddled away for another run, and
blinked slong the pitch st Wharton.

The batsman was giving the bowler
a2 chance, Instead of handling his bat
in the uswal manner, Wharton was
standing clear of the wicket, and balane-
ing the bat uwpright on the palin of his
hand! That wuwnaccustomed attitude
showed how much danger ha supposed
his ;-.riclmt to be in from Dunter’s bowl-
ng

Billy Bunter took another little runt
finca more he revolved like a catherine
wheel, This time he did not glip. He
did net fall down, The ball left his
hand with plenty of force. DBunter had

ot speed, if he had not got direction.

here the ball went was, for a
second, & mystery.  Certainly it did
not go anywhere near the wicket

—not within yards and yards of it. It
flew at an angle quite unexpected by
Bunter. For one second it remained &
mystery where it had gone. Then a
fiendish yell from My, Bmedley apprised
all Greyfriers that it had gons 1o his
direction.

The Remove master was scen to lea
into the nir, as he wvitcred thag 3E1E
He clapped hoth hands to his nose. He
fairly danecd.

“Oh  erumbs!” howled Bob Cherry.
“Bmedley's got it -

“Oh, my hat|” yalled Squiff,

“Bunter, you dangerous idiot——""

"Goodness gracious!” exclaimed Mr.
Lascelles, in horror, as he stared round
at the hapless Bmedley. “Bunter, you
young ass—goodness gracious ' He ran
towards the Form-master, in preat con-
cern.

Vernon-Smith chueckled. That dis-
aster to the Creeper and Crawler
amused the Bounder of Greyfriars,
What the man wanted on Little Side,
the Remova cricketers did not know.
Certainly hoe could not have wanted
what he had got |

“0Oh! Owl Urrgh!® roared Mr.
Smedley, elasping his nose in anguish.
“0Oh ! What—what—ch! Ohl Elﬂm%h P

“I say, vou fellows,” squeaked Dilly
Bunter. *“ Where's that ball 7#
“Ha, ha, ha

“Has somebody fclded that ball?”
howled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal Smedley has!” roared
the Bounder, “He's fielded it with his
boko! Look out, Bunter |”

“My dear sir, are you hurt?” ex-
claimed Larry Lascelles, as he reached
the master of the Remove.

Mr, Bmedley withdrew his hands from
his mose. His fingers were red. His
NOSE Was atreammg! Bunter, the demaon
bowler, had tapped the claret! Smedley
was hurt—thera was no doubt about
that! And he was in a raging temper,
There was still less doubt about that.

“Hurt, sir!” he roarad, glaring at
Larry. “Cannot vou ses that I am
hurt? Are you s fool 7"

“Really, Mr. Smedley 1" gasped the
games master.
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“How dare fm: allow a boy to throw
a cricket ball at me?” roared Mr.
Bmedley.

“It was an accident. Bunter did not
mean——  Pray calm vyourzelf, Mr.
Smedley 1" gasped Larry Lascelles.

Smedley did not calm himself, He
made a fierca rush towards Billy
Bunter. Bunter, awara now whera the
hall had Eona blinked at him in terror
through his Erig spectaclez.  EBmedley
never was a good-tempered man, Even
a good-tempered man might have been
nnnoyed by Bunter's bowling. Smedley
lad an absolutely terrifying expression
on his face as he rushed at the Owl of
the Remove.

Bunter gave him one terrified blink
85 he came. He did not stop for
Ennthm. He revolved on his axis and

1.

“Stap 1* shouted Mr., Smedley.

“Oh, lor I

Bunter did not stop. . Not for any
consideration would he have stopped just
then, He flew. He bounded | He whizzed!
Bunter had no chance of figuring in
a cricket match, but he locked now as
if ho had s really pood chance for the
school mile!  The rate at which he
covered the ground was amazing, con-
sidering the weight he had to carry. His
feet seemed hardly to touch the grass,
After him went the Form-master, going
all out.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“(zo it, Bunter |”

“Put it on 1™

“Ha, ha, hal”

The juniors doubled up with merri-
ment as they watched the chase. Pur-
sued and pursuer vanished off the
ericket ground, Bunter still ahead, and
s_{mn strong,  Bhrieks of hlarity fol-
owed them. ’

“I think,” said Mer. Lascelles, sup-
pressing a laugh with dilficulty, *that
we are wasting time. Let us get going.”’

And the games master and the
Bemove ericketers got going, nntroubled
further by William George DBunter.
Bunter was not thinking of cricket now
as & means of dodging classes on Wed-
nesrday. Bunter’s fat thoughts were
wholly occupted in  dedging an in-
furisted man with a damaged nose.

-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Blow for the Bonnder!
1-.1;. = {} ja

“But, sir
“I have ssid no, Whar-
ton, and I mean no. 'The

matter iz closed,” said Mr. Smedley.

He made a gesture for the captain of
the Remove to leave his study.

Wharton did not go, however,

He stood before the Form-master®s
table, his eyes fixed on the eold, hard
faco of the Creeper and Crawler.

That face had =an aspect
different from usual, It was the day
following Bunter's exploits a3 a
bowler. The lapse of twenty-four hours
had not heal the damage to Mr.
Smedley’s nose.

A bang on the nose from a cricket
ball was not, in fact, a li,ﬁﬁlt mattar.
The damﬂgﬂ might zI‘:-'.:!..‘.'l?. cen  guite
seTIOUs. artunately, it was not ver
serious. Put it was painful, and it dig
not add to Mr. Emed]ie}"a good looks,

His nose was swollen a little, and,
like Marian's in the ballad, it was red
and raw. No doubt his temper, never

cod, was a little affected by the injury.

hat day had not been agreeablo in the
Remove Form-room, especially to Billy
Bunter |

Btill, that damaged “boko ™ was no

excuse for the line Smedley was now

rathar

THE MAGNET

taking. There was absolutely no excuse

for 1t. QOutsider as man wWas,
Harry Wharton was surprized and pers
lexed. He had been sent for, to his

orm-master's study, snd had wondered
what the trouble was going to bo ! What
Smedley had to say took him entirely
by surprise,

“¥You may leave my study, Whar-
ton [* saind BMr. Smedley.

“I'm bound to speak, sir!” said the
captain of the Remove quietly. *You
are new here, sir, and perhaps don't
guite understand-——=>"

“ That will do, Wharton 17

“You've told me that Vernon-Smith
cannot be excused from morning
classes to-morrow for the cricket match,
gir] It's always been the rule that
a man playing 1n School matches iz let
off classes on the day of the match.”

Mr. Bmedley shrugged his shoulders,

We play Form matches on  half
holidays,” went on Harry, “But a
School match is s different matter.” The
St. Jim's match is & whole-day match,
We pitch stumps at ten in the morn-
ing. If you ask Wingate, sir, who's
head of the games, or Mr. Lascelles,
they will tell you—"

“I am satisfied with my own decision,
Fhartnn,"' said Mr, Smedley calmly.

1 oee no reason to change 1t. I sent
for you to give you ample warning,
so that you may make the necessary
change in your team. I do not desire
you to be put to any unnecessary
trouble, of course. But I refuse to allow
& boy of Vernon-Smith's bad and dis-
respectful character to leave classes in
order to play cricket.”

Wharton breathed hard.

He could not deny, of coursze, that
Smithy's character waz a little dingy,
sga to speak. A fellow who had very
neatly n expelled for bad conduct
was not a credit to hiz Form, or
to his school. Still less could he den
that the Bounder was disrespectful.
But all that had nothing to do with
ericket. Any man at Greyfriars who
wae booked to play in a Hehool match
was let off classes for the purpose. Tt
was the rule; it was taken for granted;
there had never been an excoption to it,
The Creeper and Crawler seemed bent
on making history at Greyfriarsl

Mr. Smedley pointed to the door.

3till Wharton did not go. He was
not gni_n_% to lose the hest man n his
eleven, if ho could help it. Ha still

hoped to make Smedley understand that
he could not do this.

“Mav I point out, sir, that Vernon-
Smith ean't be apared from the Remove
eleven 7 he asked. *“*1'd 83 soon stand
out myself as leave 8mithy out.”

“Indeed | I was not aware that you
were such close friends ¥ answered Mr.
Smedley sarcastically.

“We're not close friends,” eaid
Wharton. “I've had more rows with
Smithy than with any other fellow in
the Form. That's got nothing to with
cricket, Bmithy's down to play because
he's wanted in the team. If I loathed
the eight of him I should play him
all the same.”

“Yeou will net play him to-morrow,
Wharton,” sad r. Bmedley coolly.
“What he does in the afterncon is, of
course, no concern of mine, as Wed-
nesday is a half-holiday! But he will
attend classes in the morning, like the
rest of the Ferm. You and the other
members of the elaven will ba excused
morning classes, and any other boy you
may select in Vernon-Smith’s place.
But I refuse to make any concession
whatever to a boy of Vernon-8mith's
bad character.”

“It may mean bemng beaten by St
Jim's, sir.”

“I ehould be sorry for that!” eaid
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EVERY SATURDAY

Mr. Smedley. “¥You will tell Vernon-
Smith, from me, that he is not given
leave to-morrew morning. And now
laa?a my study. Wharton 1*

“ But, sir—'

“1f :I,T'nu Ipuraua this subject further,
Wharton, shall punish you with a
Jdetention for two-morrow’a 1f-

holiday.”

Wharton's eyes flashed. )

He choked back angry words with
diffieulty, turned, and left the study.
Evidently, there was nothing to be done
with Smedler.

With a heightened colour, Wharton
returned to the Remove passage. His
chums were waiting for him in Study
No. 1 there, curious to know what the

Bunter took a little run and then revolved like a catheérine-wheel. The ball left his hand with plenty of force.

gincé he came here in Quelch's place.
Smithy's & bit of a cough-drop, 1
know, and the way he ecarries on
doesn’t make the beaks love him. But
that rofter—that worm—ecan't barge
into cricket and mm:i-: up mat-:he.a.
That's what the mizerabls tick has got
to learn 1”

“But what has he done " roared Bob

eiies refused leave for Smithy to-
morrow morning I growled Wharton,
The four juniors stared at him

blankly. .

“Oh, my hat! But he can't!” said
Bob. “A man always has leave for
a School match. You’ll have to explain

that to Smedley——"

rrnl I|
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liked him; but Smedley geems to have
some sort of perac-nai grudge,

“His grudges aren't gﬂmg to muck up
our maftches] The cur——'

“Who's the happy man?” drawled a
volge in 8 doorway., The Bounder of
Greyfriars, in ﬂann-:-lst with & bat undor
his arm, loocked in with a cheery grin.
“Wharton, old bean, you're losing your
majestic com ﬁsur'a—}'crur voice. can be
heard slong the passage. Coming down
to practice "

The Famous Five looked at him,
Evidently Smithy had po suspicion of
the blow that had fallen.

Herbert Vernon-S8mith was looking his
best now. Rebel as he always was,

e
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Where it

went was, for a second, a mystery. Then a flendish yell from Mr. Smedley apprised all Greylriars that it had gone in his

directlon.

Croeper and Crawler had wanted him
for. They stared as he come in with
a flushed and angry face.

*Hallo, hallo, halle! Trouble with
the beak " asked Bob Cherry.

“The rotter [ said Harry.

“What's the row?" asked TFrank
Nugent.
‘The cur!*

"“The rowfulness seems to have been
terrific !  romarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“The blighter "

“Give 1t & name, old chap!”
Johnny Dull.

“The man's & worm, a rotter, a cur,
end a rank outsider ¥ said Wharton.
*“We're not standing this. I'm going
to Lascelles about 1t

“ About what, fathead

“You know that the man's down on
Bmithy. He's been down on him ever

sald

“Think I haven't, ass?” ,
“But he can't deo this!” exclaimed
MNugent. -

e fancies he can,” breathed Whar-
ton. “Mucking up a cricket match
because he's got o down on Smithy!
The tick 1™

“What's Bmithy.done lately?" asked
Johnny Bull,

“"Nothing, that I know of ! Nothing
since the silly ass floured Mossoo, and
that's blown over long ago. In fact, he's
been jolly careful not to give Enm&lﬁv
an excuse for mmmg down on him, with
the 8i. Jim's match just at hanod.
Emlthjr may be a bad egg, but this time
he's done absolutely nothing, and 8med-
i;a_jr a"g'mng out of his way to jump on

1.

“Ila does seem to have his knife into
Smithy I said Nugent thoughtiuily.
“ Blessed if I know why! Quclch never

“Oh! Ow!l Urrgh!l* roared the Form-master, falrly dancing with pain.

blackguard as he sometimes was, the
Bmmﬁer was & great man at goames,
and of late he seemed to Lhiave lived only
for cricket.

Hiz narrow escape from the “‘sack ™
had had no lasting effect on him. Even
his father’'s stern threat of disinherii-
ance, if he should bLe expelled from
school, failed to keep the reckless and
h{mdstmng Emme]er to the straight and
narrow path. VYery rcluctantly mndecd
did his feet tread the peth of reform.
But when cricket was on, the dingy side
of Smithy's character wis lost to sight.
Breakin bounds aftcr lights out, haunt-
ing forbidden precinets outside the
school, seemed to have vanished entirely
from his thoughts. The most exacting
“heak " could have found no fault witl
the Bounder just at present. Now L
was in & Eaarheulnrl-.r cheerful oo,
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locking forward to the morrow’s match,
gm-:]ttu the big part he was going to play
1n Y.

“What on earth’s the trouble?” he
asked, glancing from face to face.
“¥Yon fuﬁuws are not rowing, surely !

£ N‘}: ass l::r

“Y¥ou wera calling somebody pretty
names when I looked inl” grinned
Emithy, " Who's the happy man?"

“ Bmedley I"

“Oh, that worm!" The Bounder's
cheerful face darkened. " Has he been
givin® you soma of what he's been givin'
me all the term? What's the latest I

Wharton drew a deep breath. ]

“No leava for you for the 8t. Jum's
match 1" ha said.

Vernon-Smith stood very still in the
doorway. For some moments he did not
speak. His face hardened, and a glint
camne into his eyes. The Famous Five

gtood silent.

“Bo that's the latest?™ said the
Bounder at last. ‘‘Does he make out
that I"Ta done anythia' apecial 1"

iey o b

“The cur! He won't get away with
this !’ said the Bounder, “I'm goin' to
play in the St. Jim’s match to-morrow,
with or without leave. If Bmedley tries
to stop me, 50 much the worse
Emuﬁlex." 46l & ¢ Smithy 1"

"No playing the goat, Smuthy |
said Bnmarry uneasily,

The Bounder laughed—a harsh laugh.

“That's why he’s been takin’ an inter-
est in our cricket Iately. He's had no
chance of nailing me in the Form-
room, or out of bounds, I've becn
careful nof to give him an openin’. So
he's found one—he’s bargin’ into the
games ! I-tell you he's not getting away
with it]! I'm going to play in the St
Jim’s match to-morrow, Smedley or no
Bmedley I

for

L

Who gets a twenty-dollar feed at a flash Hollywood

And without waiting for an anawer
the Bounder stamped away, with so
savage & look on his face, that fellows
in the Femove possage stared at him
as he went.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Unecle and Nephew [

VZZZZEEZ ]
B Mr. Smedley, in his study,

reached for the receiver as the
telephone bell rang.

He was sitting by his open window
locking out_into the summer sunshine in
the quad. His eyes were on a group of
Remove fellows, at a little distance, and
there was a faint smile on his hard face
as he watched them. In the middle of
tha group staod Herbert Vernon-Smith,
with a black scow! on his brow, talking
excitedly. He was too far off for Mr.
Bmedley to hear what he was saymg;
but there was no doubt that the Bounder
was fiercely angry.

It was clear to Smedley that the
soapegrace of Greyiriars had heard the
news from Wharton., And he smiled—
an unpleasant smile. If ever a fellow
looked a3 if he was bent on reckless
rebellion, the Bounder did at that
moment. And a fellow in 8mithy’s pre-
carious position, could not afford to be
rebellious.

Turning from the window, the master
of the Bemove put the receiver to his
ear. He wondered irritably whe was
calling him., There was alwayz a pos-
sibility that some relative of Eustace
Smedley, Master of Arts, might hear
that he had a temporary post at Grey-
friars School, and communicate with
him, which would have been a little
awhkward for Mr. Lucius TEFE."BT-H, who
had borrowed the young tutor’'s name for
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his own E}II‘I}MES. From the uine
Smedley himsclf there was no a.n%;er,
as the firm of Leggett & Tepgers had
packed him safely off to Canada to take
up & post in a school there. But the
man with a borrowed name never felt
quite easy in his mind. Probably, how-
ever, the caller was merely someone who

-wanted Mr. Quelch, and did not know

that the Bemove master was away from
the school. ' Mr Smedley " barked into
the transmitter

“Hallo 1™

“Is that Mr. Smedley ?” came a deep,
sharp voice over the wires.

Tho Creeper and Crawler gave a
violent start.

Ha knew that voical

It waz the wvoice of Mr. Samuel
Vernon-Bmith, the father of Vernon-
Smith of the Remove ]

For a moment the man with & bor.
rowed name was taken completely abacl,
Hao sat staring blankly at the telephone.

But he pulled himself together
quickly. He gave a cough, and an-
gwered in a husky voice.

3 Eeakingi"
“Oh, very goodl Have you a cold,
gir I

“A slight touch s

“8Borry] I remember you had a cold
when you phoned me in the Easter
holidays." . cps

Mr. Samuel Vernon-Bmith jmillionaire
and fnancier, was a very keen gentle-
man. He knew all that was to be Wil
about stocks and shares; and he had a
very considerable knowledge -of human
nature.

Buot he did not know why Mr. Smed-
ley had a “cold " when he spoke to him
on tha telephone! It never crossed his
keen mind that Mr. Smedley, so-called,
was his nephew, Lucius Teggers, whose
natural voice he would have known!

Keen as he was, the millionaire was
rather blinded by his habit of concen-
trating his thoughts entirely upon his
own point of view. ’

Having determined to disinherit his
son, if he was disgraced at school, and
to adopt his nephew Luecius in his son’s
place, Mr. Vernon-S2mith had been very
glad when the Head gave BSmithy
another chance of making good. That
Lucius Teggers could hardly feel glad
also, he was aware.

But certainly he never suspected that
Lucius was taking his own measures to
pre;unt the scapegrace from making

aod.
. He knew that Lucing must be disap-
pointed 1 No doubt he expected him to
take that disappointment philosophically
—Eﬂlfﬂr as he thought about the matter
at all.

But he did not think about it mouch or
often. Indeed, in these busy days in the
City, he hardly thought about it at all
The rise and fall of stocks and shares
occupied his mind.

Mr. Smedley, alias Luecius Teggers,
gcowled at the telephone. He was won-
dering, with a sinking beart, what this
call meant. s g

If it meant that the millionaire was
coming to the schoel, it spelled diffi-
culty and danger for the man with the
borrowed name.

S0 far he had successiully avoided
mecting his uncle, since he had token on
the name and character of Smedley. He
had hoped that he would get through
with his task at Greyfriars before thers
was any danger of & meetinz. But he
was not through yet—far from it

Blissfully uneconseious of the troubled
thoughts of the man at the other end
of the wire, Mr. Vernon-8Smith barked
on;,




EVERY SATURDAY

*T gather that Mr. Quelch has not yet
refurned to Groyiriars, sir 2

‘Iﬂﬂ i‘l'l

“I have not had the pleasure of meet-
ing ]:g_u yat, Mr, Smedley,” went on
Mr. Vernon-8mith, far from guessing
that he was never going to have thet
pleasure, if Mr. Smedley could prevent
it. "I trust, sir, that my son has been
giving you no trouble, and that you
have -8 better opinion of him than his
former master appeared to have.”

“I regret to say, no, Mr. Vernon-
2mith I'* answered the husky voice. “I
am sorry to have to say g0, but your
gon iz still the worst boy in the T'orm
a3 when Mr. Quelch was here.™

Thera was & grunt on the wires. That
picce of information evidently did not
please the millionaire.

" Waell, the young rascal knows what to
expect if he does not mend his ways,”
gnorted Mr. Vernon-Smith. ** However,
I will not waste your fime, Mr., Smed-
ley. I rang von up to tell you that I
may find time to-morrow to come down
to the schopl.” :

Mr. Bmedley gritted his teeth.

“1 bave heard from my son that fo-
morrow 18 the date of some ericket
mateh, to which I belicve the boys
attach some imporlance. A match with
ancother, school, I understand. What?
It seema that Herbert 1s plaving for
Greviriars, and I shall be very glad to
ses him do so. I am a busy man, a3
you may gucss; but I shall find time
tﬂ—”

Mr. Bmedley saw his chance.

“Your son will not be playing cricket
tomorrow, Mr, Vernon-Smith!™® he
1nfﬂr'e~ctedr.

“What? Whyt"

“I regret that, owing to his had con-
duet, I have been unable to give him
leave to play.”

“Good pad!”

“1 am sorry, of course——"

“What has he donefi” barked the
millionaire,

“His general conduct—r"

“Come, come, sir! This iz a special
occasion! I sm a busy man—but I may
ghueeze an alfternoon to-morrow.
should be very happy to see my son
playing for hia school—for no other
reason, sir, should I think of leaving
London at the present time, Can you
not streteh o point, sir, and give Herbert

- lpave ¥

*I am serry, but it iz impossible, sir 1”

answered Mr, Smedley’s carefully husky
tones.  “His conduct has been so ex-
tremely bad and disrespectful=—*"

“1 aszk it as a favour, sir!” barked
Mr, Vernon-8mith. 1Ilis fone implied
that it wos o great honour to be asked
a favour by so great a man.

But Mr. Smedley waes adamant! Ile
had good reason to be!

“1 regrot, sir "

“You refuse?”

“1 am compelled to do so, sir——"

Grunt! Whir! Mr. Vernon-Smith
had rung off.

Evidently he was deeply displeased,

That mattered liitle to Mr, Smedley
g0 long as the mullhionaire did not come
down to the school. He replaced the
receiver, rose from the telephone, and
wiped a spot of perspiration from his
brow.

The dreaded mterview with the mil-
lignaire waa off ! It had to be avoided
somehow, and he had aveided it, Ag
flie same time he had putin a bad word
for the reckless son with the angry
father, Upon the whole, Mr. Bmedley
was not sorry that the millionaire had
phened, trying as the ordeal had been
10 him.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing!

ARRY LABCELLES drove his

E hands deep into the pockets of

his flannel bags, and moved un-

easily about his room. He was

listening to what Harry ‘harton had
to gay, and it seemed to worry him.

Larry's bat lay on the table—a theodo-
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This week our clever Greyfriars Rhymester
visualises Harry Wharton ffty years
hence, temng of the Remove's most
thrilling encounter with the mighty Shell,

Old Wharton, at his cottage door,
Wae aitting in the sun.
His face, in 1994,
Was quite a wizensd one ;
And by him sporfed on the grean
Hie little grandchild, Margarine.

The little child looked up to him
And said : * Oh, grandpa, pray

Relate once more that gtar*y grim
You told the other day ! ¥

Hig ays it up. * Ahn 1? sald he.

“ That was a famous victory.

" It happeansad long age,' he said,
And blew his anciant nose ;
" Old Wingate saw us up to bed
And left us to repose.
When all was paace, he shut the door.
But after peace, my dear, comes-—-war !

“ Ah, how | still recal! that night,
That story; who can tell 7

OfF how Removites want to fight

Agulrmt the mighty Shell.

With pillaws in their handsa," said he,

“They won a femous victory.

“* Wae launched at first at Hobson's force
A sudden front attack ;

But their defence held out, of course,
And we were driven back.

Our lines broke badly as we went.

They followed us, on véngeance bant,

“ But that, my dear, was no mistake,
Our troops ware not at fault,
For we had never hoped to take
Theair dorm by front assault.
We knew their atrength, and were afraid
That they could cope with any raid.

“*We fell back into open ground,
Which was our big idea ;

For there Bob Cherry’s lorce came round
And took them in ths rear.

Too lato they started to retreat—

We'd [ed them to their own defeat t

“ One warrior noarly loot his 11fa !
A chap namod Peater Todd

Fell through a window in the etrife,
And Ianded in the quad.

When he recovered consciousness

The fight was over, more or less,

 For Quelchy heard the awful noise
And came up at a spurt.

Quoth ha : * They say boys will be boys,
But these boys will be hurt !’

And so we warea, but you'll agree

That "twas a famous viotory."?

i

lita atood on its elim legs in & corner.
Mathematical books filled shelves, amid
pholographs of well-known cric’ketars.,
As maths master, Larry was & good
and capable man; as games master he
was rather an idol—and the jumiors
especially thought a great deal more of
his bat than of his theodolite, of his
cricketers’ photographs than of s
volumes on mathematics,

It was as games master that the cap-
fain of the Bemove had called to see
Larry, and he had found a eympathetio
listener. At the same time, Mr.
Lascelles was worried and uneasy.
(tames master had great authority 1o
games. Iiven Winpato of the Sixth,
hiead of the games, listened to him as to
an oracle.  Dut where his authority
clashed with that of a Form-master, the
position was rather dobiouws. Tactful
masters avoided such clashes, Larry
never had any trouble with any of the
staff, even with the pempous Prout, or
the snappish Hacker., BSmedley, appar-
entiy, had no tact.

o {‘Ie’ra fuirly dizshed, e, if Mr.
Smedley doesn’t change hiz mind,” eaid

titu_t:;rtaini of the Remove. “ You'vo
noticed Smithy's form, sir—>"

“Naturally!  You want him in the
match.”

“And it's the rule, sir—any man in
a match—"*

“Did you not explain that te your
IForm-master 7"

1 did, sir; but if you explained M

Mr, Lascelles paced up and down the
room. He disliked the idea of & clash
with a beak., ¥Yet he could not stand
idly by and see & cricket team dished
in an important fixture for no serious
reason. The juniors had a right to
appeal to him, though what'he could do
for them was another matter,

“It's making a lot of feeling in the
Form, sir ! said Harry. “It seems so
unnecessary! It isn't as if Smithy had
done anything special lately, nd—
and, of course, Smithy's wild about it.
Any fellow would be. And——" Whar-
ton broke off. He could not tell even a
kind and friendly master like Larry
Lascelles, that he was afraid that the
hot-headed Bounder might do somethi
rash and reckless if Bmedley persiste
in this act of injustice,

“I will speak to Mr. Smedley,” said
the games master at last, "% think
there must be some sort of misunder-
standing, At all events, I will do my
best for you, Wharton; but you will
remember that, if he is resolved on this,
I can do nothing. A Form-master has
the final decision in such a matter relat-
ing to a member of his Form.”

*Thank you, =ir.”

Leaving the junmior to await his re-
turn, My, Lascelles left the studv, and
went along to Smedley’s. It was rather
late in the evening. Wharton had left
the matter till after prep, and there had
been long and rather excited discussion
in the Remove before it was decided to
appeal to the games measter, It was
useless to make an appeal to Smedley;
but somecthing might result from getting
Larry to po as ambassador.

It was an unpleasant task for Larry.
He had seen little of the temporary
master of the Remove, but he had not
liked that little.

And the man’s action in this case
seemed to him taclless, if not tyrannical,
MNo other master at Greyfriars would
have neted as Bmedley had done. Cer-
tainly not Mr. Quelch, in his time.
Larry was well aware that the Bounder's
general line of conduet was encugh to
exasperate any beak, and put up the
back of wmuthority, Still, thera was &
limit; and, besides, it was not only the
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scapegrace of the echool that felt Luis
blow, but all the Remove cricketers,

Ha tapped at Mr. Smedley’s door, and
entered.

He did not expect a pleasant inter-
view with the man, sand he did not get
one. Smedley did not rise as he entered,
and did not give him a welcoming look.
No doubt he guessed why the games
master was there, and wanted him to
understand at the start that there was
nothing doing. Larry’s glance dwelt
for = moment on his red and bulbous
nosa.

“I hope you are not feeling the result
of that aceident on the ericket ground
esterday, Mr. Bmedley ! ho remarked,

¥ Way of & polite opening. ]

Smedley - passed his hand over his
noee. )

“0On the contrary, I am feeling 1 very
severcly ! he answered tartly,

“I am sorry for that,” eaid Mr.
Lazcelles politely. “It was rather un-

fortunate that that cluoms boy,
Bunter—" He coughed. * However,
1 have dropped im to speak sbout

another matter. The juniors seem
rather perturbed at losing Vernon-
Smith's services in the match to-morrow,
Of course, you ara aware that it has
always been the custom——" :

“That 1a not a matter I can disguss,
Mr, Lascelles!™ interrupted the master
of the Remove curtly,

“1 should like you to give me a hear-
ing, sir!” said Larry quietly.  “The
matter ia rather in my provinge, as
games master.”

“1 have not been informed by Dr.
Locke that a games master has anthority
to interfere between a Form-master and
the boys of his Form."

Larry Lascelles breathed rather hard.

“Not at all, sir] Far from it! But
when I point out to you that this baoy,
Vernon-Smith, cannot be spared from
the game if Greyfriara are to put a good
team into the Ealdl,' I am sure that you
will reconsider—"

“Nothing of the kind !*

The man’s manner was distinetly hos-
tile. unl:ua.’::-]Er the Creepor and
Crawler liked Larry no more than the
cheerful and healthy young games
master liked him, There was a pause.

“The juniors feel rather strongly
about this, sir!” gaid Mr. Lascelles at
Jast,

“Indeed I

“May I ask, sir, why gou have de-
parted from the usual school rule, to
allow morning leave for any boy selected
to play in & school match ™

“ Vernon-Smith’s bad and disrespect-
ful character !” answered Mr. Smedley
coolly. ™I decline to make any conces-
sion whatsver where that boy is
eoncerned.”

“Then it is useless for me fo say
mora

“ Quite I :

Larry Lascelles stood lookin
with a Flint in his eyes. Smedley eyed
him um.tf' The power was in his
hands, and the games master knew it,
and knew that he intended to usze it.

“I do not think that the headmaster
would take your view in this matter,”
paid Mr, Lascelles at last.

“If you choose to place it befora him,
I have no objection, sir! I shall cer-
tainly uphold my point of view,” said
Mr, Smedley dryly. “I hardly think
that Dr, Locke would overrule a Form-
master in & matter affecting his Form.”

Lascelles bit his lip. ]

“There is one other point you might
consider, sir ™ he said quietly. " This
act is, 1 fear, generally regarded as gn
act of injustice. Vernon-Smith 15 a
beadstrong and hot-headed boy. He is
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at him

very frequently in trouble, of cne kind
or another, Latterly he seems to have
improved a great c{eal. You, as his
Form-master, must have been glad to
gea thig——

“1 had not observed it !

*Whether vou have cobserved it or

not, sir, it is a fact 1” said Mr. Lascelles,
“and it would be a pity if a headstron
boy should be provoked mto some act o
recklessness by a sense of mjusts

Mr. Smn{llatji::ﬂ evez glinted in a way
that puzzled the games master. Larry
Lascelles was not likely to guess that
that was just what the Creeper and

Crawler wanted |
“Really, sirl” drawled Mr. Smedley,

¥

“you are suggesting that I should make
concessions  to & disrespectful  and
rebellious boy, under the threat of

further disrespect and rebellion M 1
refuse.” )

“That was not my meaning. I
meant—"

“ Your meaning is clear enough to me,
gir, and I decline to be moved by any
such econsideration. _The matter 1
ﬂaﬁnimlg closed, and I cannot discuss 1t
further.

Larry Lascelles gave him a look, and
left the study without another word.
Mr. Smedley smiled as the door closed
on him.

S0 far he had been unable to catch
the Bounder out. For all the good ha

"had done at Greyfriars he might as well

have remained at the office of Leggett &
Teggers, in Regent Street, London,
Unless the scapegrace of the school
played into his hands he was ﬁl}WEI‘lEEﬂ.
Would Smithy play into his hands .on
the morrow? He thought it likely, and
it geemed that Larry Lascelles thought
ep, ton! An act of reckless rebellion
against authority meant the sack—and
t-ﬁﬁ sack for Smithy meant disinherit-
ance by his father and the prospect of
millions for Lucius Teggers! Mr
Lascelles, as he walked away from the
study with a knitted brow, was not
likely to guess the thoughts in tha mind
of the man he had left.

Harry Wharton was waiting for him,
Mr., Lascelles’ look, as he came back,
?huwcd that there was nothing to hope
Q.

“Nothing doing, sir? asked the
captain of the Remove.

“] am sorry—nol” eaid the games
master. “Mr. SBmedley seems to have
made up his mind. There will be no
leave for Vernon-Smith on Wednesday
morning, Wharton.”

“Then I've got to serateh Smithy ¥

The games master pondered.

“On the whole, I should not do so,
Wharton,” he answered. “ To-morrow is
s half-holiday, and Vernon-BEmith will
be fres in the afternoon., If the St
Jim's captain i3 agreeable, as I have
every reason to believe he will be, you
ean play a substitute in the field and
earry on till Vernon-Smith is available.
Tf they win the toss and give you first
knock. there iz a very good chance of
the Greyfriars innings lasting over
Iunch, and Vernon-Smith can go in with
the tail in that case. It is taking a risk,
of course, but T think the risk 12 worth
taking rather than leaving him out and
taking on another man.”

Wharton's face brightened.

"You've hit 1t, sir!” he exclaimed.
“Tf 5t. Jim's bat we're all right—and
if they make us bat we'll hang on some-
how till Smithy can barge in. Right
as rain ! .

Mr. Lascelles smiled. _

71 hope it will be right as rain,” ha
said, a.ng the mﬁtain_uf the Remove loft
him, to rejoin the ericketers in the Rag
and tell them how matters stood,

THE MAGNET

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Good Advice Not Wanted [

L AVE a [little sense [” snapped
H the ceptain of the Remove.

Tempers were, perhaps,
getting a little “edge-wise”

It was Wednesday morning, the day
of tha 8t. Jim's match—a golden morn.
ing of cunlight. Billy Bunter was not
the only fellow who thought that 1
would be morae agreeable to play ericket
that morping than sit in the Form-room,
grinding Latin, or in Mossoo's class-
room, mugging up French. The lucky
members of the eleven would finish after
first school for the day, while the rest
went on through second and  third
lezsons, Herbert Vernon-Smith was not,
like Bunter, thinking of dodging work,
but he was thinking of more reckless
proceedings than tha fat Owl of the
Remove would ever have dreamed of,
even for the noble purpose of getting
out of work ! ’

After breakfast some of the cricketers

went down to look at the pitch
Vernon-Smith was with the Famous
Five and Squiff and Tom Brown and
Toddy and the rest. The brightness of
the sunny morning was not reflected in
the Bounder’s face, He was scowling
blackly.
_ Knowing his value to the team, know-
ing how sorely his services would be
missed in a match with men like Tom
Merry Co., from 8t Jim's, tha
Bounder expected the other fellows to
be as keen as himself om defymng
Bmedley rnd his tyranny.

But they were nothing of the kind.

They were thinking of cricket, not of
entering into a reckless and hopeless
tussla with a Form-master,

Smedley was everything unpleasant
that they could think of. His act was
cne of tyranny. All that was admitted.
But he was master of the Remove in the
ahsence of Mr. g,uelnh, and as such he
had unguestioned authority. Only the
Bounder was likely to think of question-
ing that which was unguestionable.
And his proposal to "“cut™ class in
sﬁite of Bmedley was frowned on by =all
the ericketers, much a3 they wanted him
in the team.

“¥Yes, have a little sense, Smithy!”

said Bob. “1f you could get away with
it 1t would be different; but you
couldn't 1"

“There's a chance, and a jolly good
ona [ growled the Dounder, .

“The chancefulness is not terrifie, my
esteemad Smithy,” said Hurree Jam:zot
Ram Singh, with a shake of hizs dusky
head. “If we were p'ln.:.rini awayfully,
perhaps: but here, under t e.m}tﬂqm«i
and disgusting eye of the miguitous
Smedley—" ]

“Bmedley’s going out
leszon.™

“Hew do you know? asked Frank
Mugent.

“Y heard him ask Capper to go for
a walk! Second lesson’'s French with
Maossoo, so Smedley won't be taking
the Remove. The Fourth are having
maths with Lascelles, so Capper will be
free. They're going out together.”

“(Jh 1* gaid Bob rather thoughtfully.

“Look at it!” argued the Bounder.
“Wa all gpo in to first lesson with
Smedley! After that the Remove goes
to Mossoo for French, and Smedley
goes out for & walk with Capper! He
will ba off the zcene! I can cut the
French class and turm up here for
ericket. Mossoo won't even know I'm
supposed to be with him, very likely.
Anvhow, he can only mark me absent.
1 don’t mind & licking afterwards for
cutting class; that doesn’t matter,

Harry Wharton was silent,

It was a temptation |

in second
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As Mr, Smedley made 2 flerce rush at him, Bunter turned and fled.
After him went his Form-master, go
“put 1t on [ '* The juniors doubled nup with merriment as they watehed

considering the weight he had to carry.

Ho wanted the Bounder, and he
wanted him sorely mm the Remove
eleven, If St. Jim's took first knock a
gnbstitute in  the field c¢ould keep
Bmithy's place ﬂ%an—_hut the Bounder
was wanted for bowling and fielding;
there was no branch of the gamoe in
which he was not useful to the side
Even with his place kept for him, to
play in the afternoon, his absence was
a severe handicap.
+ While if Grayg:mrs batted first, and
wers all out before the end of third
lessons, Smithy was out of the team for
good, and could not even E'm up in the
afternoon. Which probably meant
dofeat, for against Tom Merry & Co.
the Greyfriars men had to go all out to
keep their end u? They could not
afford such & loss from their ranks.

The other fellows were silent, too,
waiting for Wharton to speak. To play
& man who was entting olass was a risky
proceeding in & home mateh, under the
eyes of authority,

Yet the way the Bounder put it it
looked safe. Smedley would be out of
gates and would not know till he cames
., It was easy enough to cut the
French class, Lascelles, who ecertainly
would not have approved, would not be
on the scene: he had to take the Fourth
in maths. :

“SBafe ns houses!" said the Dounder
eaporly, “BSmedley may have me up
before the Hoad for it! I don’t caret
It's not & sacking matier! Fellows have
eut class before and pot off with lines!
If it's & lickin' what doos it matter

Tom Redwing was with the cricketers.
ITe was not in the team, but he was as
keenn on the rame as any fellows that
were. He huad said nothing, but his
face was very thoughtiul, émc:-a the

iy

'E ' '"Iimmr" : i |
i (il il

Bounder had quarrelled with his chum
they had lmr&v spoken, though they
gtill shared the same study. He
hesitated to speak now. Hven when
they had been chums the Bounder had
been impatient of his good advice. Cer-
tainly he would not have welcomed 1t
now. But as he saw indecision in
Wharton's face Tom spoke.

“Tt's not safe and it won't work 1™ he
sald guietly. .

Vernon-Smith glanced round at him,
with a fash in his eyes. N

“Nobody asked your opinion|® he
snapped.

Redwing coloured. :

“0Qh, shut up, Smithy 1" exclaimed
Bob Cherry. “ BRedwing's opinion is
wnrﬂ;l & dozen of yours, you hot-headed

“T.ook hero, Wharton, do you want
me to play, or not? demanded the
Bounder angrily.

"You know Iywant you ” snapped the
captain of the Remove. “Don’t talk
rot! If I thought it safe I'd say yes;
Smedley’s a brute and & rotter to barge
in like this, It looks safe. But what
do you think, Redwing™

“What the thump does it matter what
Redwing thinks?” snarled the Bounder,

“For poodness’ sake, shut up and let
8 man speak | exclaimed Wharton, “1
want to hear what Redwing thinks,”

“Then I'll tell you,” said Tom guietly.
“This looks to me like a eatch. If
Smithy outs out Irench olass to play
cricket he won’t get through. Smedley
will stop him, and it means a scene on
tho field under the eyes of the 5t. Jim's
men. ;

The Bounder gritted his teeth.

“Let him try 1™ he said, with hiqzm%
eyos, “If the our barged in while

4 | jf’_/’ﬁr'j"l'i‘rﬂ"gl {Il'“ f*'fﬂ"h 1
| £ F % i Im !
(il -@I‘ma

The rate at which Bunter covered the ground was amazing,
e,
L1 ¥

“Ya ha,ha ! ¢ Golt, Bunter I*

was batting, I'd knock him down with

my batl” ] ]

‘Nothing he’d like better, if you
did1” gaid Tom. “He wants to ses
:ou sacked from the school—and you'd
im sacked for that.”

“Oh ratai
gates™

“0Oh, you're an Bg3sl"” said Tom
sharﬂl;.r. “You say you heard Smed] ly
a

Smedley will be out of

0
say he was going out in second echoo
all, if you heard him
meant you to hear him.”
“What?" exclaimed the Bounder.

“71 tell you, it's a catchl” said Red-
wing. "“Why Smedley’'s so keen on
catching you I don't know; but we all
know that he is. He knows the kind
of headstrong ass you are; and he
cxpocts you to cut class, when you
know that he's off the scene. He will
come in and nail you at cricket.

*Oh, my hat[” said Bob.

“Rubbish I snarled the Bounder.

Smithy was not going to be con-
vineed, ghieﬂg bhocause he did not want
to be convinced.

Wharton looked startled. _

“Redwing! Do you really think
that 8medley would play rotten tricks
like that?™ ia exclaimed.

“I'm sure  of it!1¥ said Tom
carnestly., “Why has he barged in af
all? Hp doesn't care whether Smithy

gay 80, h

plays cricket or not. Why did he
speak to Capper, about going out, mn
SBmithy’s hearing 1 vou think

that's & mere coincidence? I tell you
if Smithy's on the cricket ground in

second school, Smedley will nail him
there—and drag him off by his
collar—"

Tag MaowerT Lisrary.—No. 1,372
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“I'd smash him!" said the Bounder
between his teeth.

“TFhat's what he wants,” said Tom
quietly. “He can count on you making
& fool of yourself in such a caso—"

“You cﬁﬁﬁky ihot—"

“We're not risking it,” said the
captain of the Remove decidedly.
“Fancy a sceme before all the St
Jim’s  crowd—and it would give
Smedley an  excuse for detaining
Smithy in the zfterncon, too. It can't
ba done®

“It ¢an  be done!™
Vernon-Smith savagely. “ And we'ra
oing to do it. And if Smedley
E:F ed i, we'd run him off the

“Oh, don't be an ass!™ said the
captain of the Remove. “Larry's
given us the best tip, snd we're {aking
it. Wa can't risk it*

I tell you——"" roared the Bounder.

“It's smettled 12 said Harry. "“Come
on, you fellows, the bell wil{ ho going
in & minute or two.”

Vernon-8mith stood trembling with
anger. That he might be playmg into
his enemy’s hands, that Tom Redwing's
cool head might be saving him from
dizaster, mattered nothing 1o him.
He was resolved to have his own head-
strong way 1f he could. DBut that
depended on Wharton; and Wharton
had decided against him. He made a
stride towards Redwing,

“¥You meddlin’ ass!” he said, his
. voice thick with rage. *“Who asked
you to buit m? You Take that (™
¢ Bounder struck out savagely,
and Bob Cherry had just time to knook
his arm aside.
"bE:t::-p that, you heoligan I”? growled

ob.

Redwing turned quietly and walked
away. Bmithy rubbed his elbow—FHob's
tap had not been & gentile cne. Ha
glared at Bob, as if inclined to hurl
himself at the junior,

“Cut that out, Smithy I” smapped the
captain of the Remove. “Can’t you
I-uae]f your silly temper, you fathead!”?

“If I don't play at the start, I don't
play at all!™ snarled the Bounder.

exclaimed

“0Oh rats|®
The bell razf_%', and the juniors walked
back to th ouse—nob 1 the best of

&
tempers. It was a rather perturbed
and angry Form that Mr. Smedley
took in fvst scheol that morning.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The St. Jim's Mateh!
HA.RR‘E‘ WHARTON & CO.

were froe from classes after

first school, 'The rest of the

Remove  had 1ﬁ‘i"ﬁ minutes
before they had to arrive in Nao. 10
class-room for French with Monsieur
Charpentier.

During those minutes Herbert
Vernon-Smith urged the captain of the
Eemove to come round to his way of
thinking. ;

Az they stood in the quad tha tall

figure Mr. 8medley passed, going
down to the gates with Mr. pper,
the master of the Fourth,

Smedley did not glance at the

juniors, and seemed to bave forgotten
their existence,

Wharton, watching him as he went
out of gates with Mr. Capper, won-
dered whether Redwing was right. It
was difficult to suspect even the
Creeper and Crawler of such trickery.

What wes to be thought of a8 Form-
master who deliberately gave a reck-
!m_hendatmnifellaw & chance to cut

Tee Maoner LisRary.~No. 1,372,

the cad

class, with the intention of reappearing
unﬁ:p&utadi;r. and catching him in the
ac

It seemed verv steep to Wharton,
who, of course, had no idea that Mr.
Smedley was not a schoolmaster at all,
but an impostor playing the part for

is own purposes.

“You can ses that he's gume,” said
the Bounder, with a J%El'k of his head
towards the gates. “The coast's clear.
Hafe as houses till third lesson, when
d will come in—and I can go in
for third school. Ewen if I have to
chiek an innings, it's worth it.”

:I know that. But—*

Well, call it a go, then.”

Wharton shook his head.

“*We can’t take the chance,” he said.
“If 8medley did come in, and found
you at cricket, it would mean a scone.
And you're fool enough to kick up a
shindy, instead of quietly walking off
when he told you.”

“Catch me walkin’ off if he told
me |"

, “Well, that does it!™ said Harry
mnpatiently, “If you want to be
bunked from CGreyfriars, it's your own
affair; but wo can't have a shindy on
the cricket ground with o visiting team
here. I shouldn’t wonder if Redwing's
right, and the whole thing means that
this miserable worm is just laving a
tI‘ED for youw e
Hang Redwing !
“Oh, don't be a silly ass! Get u!-.:rng
to the French class, and mind you
play the goat there, aund get Mossoo’s
rag out, and get a detention. You're
focl ecnough?” said Wharton qrufﬂm

“Will you pley me or not?” hissed
the angry Bounder.

“No ¥

“Then leave me out of the match 1

“Oh, shut up!”

With a_ crimson face and lips tight
shut, the Bounder went into the Heuse.
He was one of the fellows who arrived
in No. 10 for French—and he gave
Redwing a look of hate when he saw

him there.
He had no

Tom smiled faintly,
doubt that tho Bounder would be glad
that he was where wasd before
second .school was over. The whole
thing, to Tom’s mind, was a trap to
ca the scapegrace of the school;
and, left to his own devices, there was
no doubt that Smithy would lLiave been
caught,

The Bounder sat through the French
with a sullen, savage brow., Ha was a
far keener fellow than Redwing, and
far more wary; yet he could not, or
wolild not, sea what was plain enough
to Tom.

. The fact that he would have been
defying suthority, by cutting class to

play cricket, would have pgiven an
%idid zest to  the g‘anm-ﬁfﬂ-r the

under !

Monsieur Charpentier did not find
him an attentive or respectful pupil
in that lesson! Indeed, it was only
the danger of a detention for the after-
noon  that prevented 8Bmithy from
breaking out in a reckless rag. But,
in spite of what he had told his
akrpga;r, he was keen to play in the
Bt. Jim's matech, if it was yef possible
for him to do so. Even Smedley could
not meddle on a half-holiday.

Meanwhile, the cricketers from 8t.
Jim's arrived.

Tom DMerry & Co. came in their
brake from the station in a cheery
erowd. All of them were well known
st Grevfriars—Tom Merry, Manners,
and Lowther, Blake, and Herries, and
Dlﬁh'? and ]J".ue!l.rr.{i Figgine and Kerr
Tnﬂ T'f":,rnn, and thres or four other
ellows,

don't M

THE MAGNET

Tha eleven looked as fit as fiddles,
and Harry Wharton, as he looked them
over, was inclined fo regret that he
had not let the Bounder have his way.
Any cricketer could ses that the St
Jim’s men would take a lot of beating.
As  expected, Tom Merry, like the
sportsman he i3, readily agreed to
allow Wharton to play & substitute
until the time came for Vernon-Bmith
to put In an appearance.

Wharton had the luck of the toss,

He gave 8. Jim's first knock, and it
was arranged for Frank Nugent to
field in the place of an absent Grey-
friare man.

That made it a certpinty that the
Bounder would be able to play later:
for even if the 8t. Jim's imnings was
over before lunch it was certain that
the Greyfrisrz first innings would not
be. There was ﬂz;:utj of time for the
Bounder, after classes, to come in with
the “tail,” at all events.

Which was & safisfaction to the
Remove  fellows; though Wharton
would have been very glad of Smithy’s
bowling at the start,

However, Iurreo Jamset Ram
Bingh and Squiff were in great form,
and Tom Brown was very good, and
they gave the visiting bstsmen plepty
to think about.

Tom Merry and Figgins opened the
innir%;;s for 8t. Jim’s, and the Nalob
of Bhanipur togk the first over
against the Bt. Jim's ekipper. Tom
erry_put on ten for the over, and
then F;ﬁpﬂ; had the bowling from
Squiff. ¥Figgins cut the ball away and
ran.

*Look out, Nugent I"

Frank Nugent was a good field, but
he was not so good as the PBounder,
Vernon-3mith, prebably, would have
brought off that eateh, Nugent did not
bring it off. It was & narrow miss, but
& miss was as good as & mile—or as
bad! TFrank coloured a little as he
picked up the ball and tossed it in.

Tiggins, after that narrow escape, pro-
coeded to knock up runs, without giving
chances in the field. And the captain
of the Remove wondered again whether
he might not have risked it wilh
Smithy,

But about a quarter of an hour later
e ceased to wonder, and was thankful,
from the bottom of his heart, that he
had listened to Redwing, when he saw &
tall figuro in the distance, coming down
to the cricket ground.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
HNo Catch!

UCIUS ‘Teggers, alias Smed-
i ley, smiled as he turned in at
the school gates.
Hiz walk with Mr. Capper
had not lasted long.

It had becn easy enough to meke an
excuse for leaving the TFourth Fordm
master and walking back to the school.
Br%l‘. Capper was left to continue his walk
elona.

Cricket was poing on, on Little Side.
Fellows who had leave for garnes were
there—fellows who had not, should have
besnt in class. But Mr. Smedley had a
very shrewd idea that one fellow, at
Ieast, was at the cricket ground withous
leave,

Knowing the Bounder’s headstron
nature as he did, he had ealculated well.
He had hardly a doubt of catching the
BCAPCErECe Napping. .

Even a respectful and law-abiding
fellow might have been tompted to take
the chance of cutting class, niter being
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unexpectedly and unjustly disappointed.
And Ilerbert Vernon-3mith was neither
respectful nor law-abiding.  He was
always disposed to rebellion, even with-
out cause. And now he had plenty of
CRUSE.

With & smile on his face Mr. Smedley
walked dewn to Little Side. His hard,
keen eyes watched the white-clad figures
on the preen. He could see that the
vigitors were batting-—Greyfriars in the
field. Iardly a doubt crossed his mind
that Vernon-Smith was amoeng them.

And when he found him there, what
would follow? Ordered off the feld,
under the staring eyes of the visiting
team, the Bounder's rebellious temper
was very likely to break out. Taken
by the collar, marched off the ground,
like a checky fag by a prefect, was the
Bounder likely to go gquietly? It was
anyithing but likely.

But resistance to s master meant one
thing, and one thing only—the sack! In
his mind’s oye, the Creeper and Crawler
could zee it all—the angry Bounder, his
eves ablaze, forgeiful of conscquences,
forzetiul of everyvthing, savagely resist-
ing, struggling—secaling his own fate!
Mr. Smedloy saw it all with his mind’s
eve, but, thanks to Tom Redwing, he
was nol going fo see it with the eve
of the fleshl

Arrived on the ground, he scanned
the cricketers in the field. Squiff was
bowling now to Tom Merry, Tom Brown
was keeping wicket, the other members
of the team were in their places. There
were cleven fellows 1 Greyfriars caps,
but to his surprise and annoyance the
Creeper and Crawler did not recognise
Vernon-Smith among them.

He saw Harry Wharton's eyes turn on
him for & moment. He caught the
cxpression of surprise, followed hg in-
voluntary contempt, on the face of the
captain of the Remove.

Wharton knew now that Bedwing had
been right. It was not by chance that
Smedley had returned from his walk
with Capper before second lesson was
half over and come down to the cricket.
It was s trap—in which the Bounder
would have been caught had he had his
own wilful way.

Wharton turned his eyes from Smedley
the next instant. He had no time fo
waste on the Creeper and Crawler.

But he was deeply thankful that
Bmithy was not there!l It was enough
to make a cricket captain shudder, to
think of what would have happened,
had he becn therel

Other fellows noticed the tall figure
in the offing, and they shared Wharton's
feolings. ‘

Standing still, watching the men in
the field, Smedley knitted hiz brows,

The Bounder was not there—that was

cortain ! DBut he could not believe that
he had miscaleulated. He had felt so
certain of his prey ! It was more likely
that ho had been seen coming, and that
Smithy had dodgoed out of sight inte the
pavilion, perhaps, and another fellow
had hastily taken his place, to delude
tho watchful beak.

Setting his lips, Smedley walked to
tha pavilion. e soon discovered thiat
Herbert Vernon-2mith was not there.
&t. Jim's batsmen, waiting their furn,
glaneed at him. wendering what he
wanted., One of them—an elrzant youth
in wonderfully cut flannels, with an eve.
glass in lus eye—politely addresser] him.

“Jaookin' for somebody, sir®" asked
D'Arey of 5t Jim's.

Smoedley glanced at him.

“Yes. Probably vou knew Vernon-
Smith! Is he here?”

“Yaas, wathah ™ said Arthur Aungus-
fus, with & nod.

Smedley's oves gleamed.

“Where 13 he? he asked.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy shook his
head.

“Bowwy, but I weally do not know,”
he answered.

“Did vou not see where he wont?”
asked Mr, Smedley. He had taken
IVArcy's reply as an answer to the
second part of his question, D’Arcy
meant 1t as an answer to the first part.
So there was & slicht misunderstanding.

“ No, sir, I have not seen him at sll,”
snswered the swell of 86 Jim's inno-
cently.

Smedley stared at him.

“You said that he was hera!” he
shapped.

“Dai Dhid T3~

Jove! exclaimed

BRAVO, BRISTOL!

Have a chuckle at this varn for
which 3. Brewer, of 89, Bell Hill
Road, 5t. George, Bristol, 5, has
been awarded one of this week's

e — ———

MAGNET POCKET KNIVES.

Son (at Zoo for firat time) 2
it a lion esgaped from ita

cage what would you do,
dad ? "

Father : " Run with all my
might.*

Bon: *“¥Yesz, and tha lion
would run with all its mane 1 **

Send n that nb-tickler of yours—

NOW |
Arthur Auwgustus, in surprise. *T1 do
not wemembal sayin' sol e is not

heah that I know of”

“What do vou mean ?* exclaimed Mr.
Smodley irrvitably. “1I asked you if ho
was here, ond you said * yes, rather '™

“Ohi Now I undahstand, sir!” said
D'Arvey amiably. “You asked me if 1

knew Vernon-Smiith, =ir, and 1 said
“vaas, wathah! 1 know him vewy
welll  Ile has plaved cowricket ab Bt
Jim's—"

“ Yoo voung idiok 1"

“LEhi"

T lave vou seon Vernon-2mith here ?V
hooted Binedley.

Arthur Augnsztus D"Arcy serewed his
everlass a little more firmly mto his
noble eve. and fAxed it on the Creener
and Crawler. He had never seen the
man bkefore, but could see that he waa

some zort of a beak. Ie wondered what
such o bargee was doing at Greyiriars!

“TI have alweady wemarked, sie,” ha
zaid with dignity, “that I lave not
geen Vernon-Smith. And I am bound
to point out, sir, that I object vewy
stwongly to bein' chawactewized az an
wdigt ! I wegard it as an oppwobwious
expwession, and i

“Chrese 1t, Gussy ! marmured Blake.

“I wefuse to cheese if, Blake! I
wegard—"

“Iool 1" snapped Mr., Bmedley. e
was too annoyed and irritated to
remember pood manners—and the swell
of &t. Jim's sgcomed to have an
exasperating cffect on him somchow.
He strode away.

“Bai  Jove!™ ejaculated  Arthur
Augustus, his eveglass following Smed-
ley, "Did vou men heah that? He
called me a fooll I've never even scen
the blightah before—-="

“He must have scen you befors,”
argued Monty Lowther.

iiE'hl WI'I}"?”

“How would he know il he'd never
saen vou before T

“"¥a, ha, ha 1™

“You uttah ass, Lowthah ! exclaimed
Arthur Augustus, “Bai Jovei I've a
jollay good mind to go aftah him, and
tell him what I think of his mannahs,
Jevver seo such a fwightful bargee¥”

Heedless of IDMArcy's opinion of his
manners, Mr. Smedley almost stamped
awny from the group of crickoters. He
shouted meross the field to the captain
of the Remove,

& ’Wha.rtun !.u

Wharton heard the call—every fellow
on the cricket ground heard it. But he
did not heed it. Even a master could
not call a fellow’s attention sway when
cricket was going on.

“ Wharton 1 roared Smedley.

He strode on the field, His face was
red with anger. He could pot believe
that hoe had miscaleulated—that his trap
had failed to catch the guarry. Smithy
had been there, and was hiding some-
where out of sight, and all the juniors
Lknew it—that was Bmedley's belief. Hae
was not going to be beaten so easily
as all that.

“Wharton I” :

“You're interrupting the game, sir,”
said Harrg Wharton, compressing his
lips, and his eves gleaming at his Form-
master as he came striding up. Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh had the ball now,
but he delayod getting going in view
of this extraordinary interruption of the
proceedings. Tom Merry and Figgins
stared, from their wickets, blankly at
the angry IForm-master.

“I want neo impudenca from wou,
Wharton 1" znapped Mr. Smedley.
“Tell me at ones where Vernon-Smith
15, ar you will repent 1t t”

“%o far as I know, he's in the French
class-room,” answered the captain of the
Remave ioaly.

“That is false, and yon know it!"

Bmedley was too enraged to think of
moessuring his words now.

“I1 think you forget woursclf, Mr,
Bmedley,”  answered Harry Wharton
with cool contempt, _-'1t1l|r he turned ALY,

“Clerry, where is Vernon-Smith #”

“In the French class, sirn™

“PDo you mean Lo tell me that he Las
nob heen here plaving ericket @

“Oh, oy sie Y

Mr. Smedley staved round at  the
cricketers, and then, eantrolling his fecl-
ings with a great effort, wulked off the
ficld.

“Well, my hat " muarmured  Tial.
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“Redwing was eight, afwer all, That
putrid  barges was laying a trap for
Smithy."”

“And if we'd let the ailly azs have his
way Smedley would be yanking him off
the groomd this very minute,” said
Nugent. “And Smithy kicking and
strupgling, as likely as not.””

“Hut what a rotten trick!™ said
Johnny Bull,
“HRotiten cad ! Worm !’

“'hank gooduness we took Redwing's
tip!” said the captain of the Remove.
He signed to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
and the Nabob of Bhanipur carried on.
Cvicket was resumed after the brief and
Jdisagreeable interruption, and Smedley
was dismissed from mind,

In a black and savage temper Smedley
strade away to the House. He was
beginning to realiso that something had
gone wrong with his scheme, but even
vet he could not believe that Vernon-
Smith was to be found in the French
class-room. 'That doubt, however, was
soon sct at rest. Ile hurried down the
paszape to Classroom No. 10, huﬂcd
the door open, and stared in. Monsieur
Charpenticr, i the full flow of French
irregular verbs, stared round at him.

“* Monsienr Smedley, vat is 16%" asked
the Fronch master. -

Smedley did npot answer; lis ayes
fairly devoured the French elass. They
rested  on the sullen face of Herbers
Vernon-Smith; he staved at Bmithy as
if he would pievce him with his gaze.

Tom Redwing's lip curled. e had
heen wight—even the Bounder -had to
admit that now. HSmedley was there to
gce whether Vernon-Smith was there.
Yortunately, he was, ,

But even yet S8medley could not quite
believe it. The young rascal had seen
him coming and dodged in. Was that
it? He turned to the surprised French
master,

“Monsieur Charpentier, I see that
Vernon-Smith is here—"

* Smeet—oui 1" assented Mossoo,

“Wes Vernon-Bmith late for your
vlass 1°° 5

“ MNon, monsteur !
oziers.” ; ;

“He has been here all the time you
Liave been with the class¥”

*Auaizs oui! But yes!” the
puzzled French master,

Mr. Smedley left the class-room. The
Remove fellows stared after him. Red-
wing shrugged his shoulders, and the

under laughed. In a far {from
enviable frame of mind the Creeper and
Crawler stamped away to his study. He
had planned that trap for the Bounder
with great cunning—and he had eaught
nothing in the trap. And he had not
even the comfort of knowing how very
near he had been to making a eatch !

He come In viz ze

said

THE NINTH CHAPTER.,
Detention !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITU
H fairly bolted from the class-
room when the juniors were
dismisscd for  break. He
seudded down to the ericket ground to
see how the game was getting on.

Most of the Removites followed, even
Eilly Bunter deigming to give the game
a look-in. 8t Jun's wore still batting,
but Tom Merry and Figgins had fallen
—the first to Hurree Singh's bowling:
the latter to a catch by Wharton in the
ficld. Three alher men wers down, the
total being five wickets for T0.

The elegant figure of Arthur Augustus
D'Avey was at one end of the pitch now,
and Fatty Wynn a2t tho other. D'Arcy
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was gelting the bowling from the dusky
Mabob of Bhanipur, but was not, as he
had intended to do, making hay of it.
The Bounder looked at the score and
then stood watching the game, his face
sullen. But for the ﬂreuf:er and Crawler
he would have been in the game instead
of standing watching it till the bell rang
for third school. Iiven the reckless
Bounder did not think of cutting third
school, of which Mr. Smedley would be
in charpe, But third school was the last
for the day, and after that he would be
free—and all the Smedleys in the wide
world could not prevent him from join-
ing up with the cricketers, )

“Rotten I"” said Billy Bunter’s voice at
hiz elbow. “Look at thet ass Inky: he
can’t get that duffer D'Arcy out! They
want o bowler, Smithy.”

The Bounder grunted assent.

“ And that silly ass Wharton had the
offer of the best bowler at Greviriars,
and hadn’t sense enough to close on 161"
added the Owl of the Remove.

“Lucky he didn’s!” grunted Vernen-
Smith., “Smedley was after me all the
time, and he would have barged in while
1 was playin’.”

Buuter blinked at him through his
big spectacles.

”Drlf really, Smithy!” he said peev-
ishly., “1 wasn’t speaking obout you!
I was speaking about the best bowler at
Greyirigrs—me !

“¥ou silly Owl!"” hooted the Bounder.

“Well, I'd have played,” said Bunter.
*“They made out that I ecouldn’t bowl,
because that silly azz Smedley got his
head in the way of the ball on E’ﬁmday.
Man ought to have sense enough to keep
his head out of the way of a fellow’s
hﬂ\\'ﬂﬂ%’. I say, Inky can't take
D'Arey’'s wicket! Bet you that ass
Gussy will stll be there when weo go in
to third school.™

There was a clatter of fzlling bails.

“Tlow's that "

“Out 1

“Bai Jove !” Arthur Avguostus D'Arcy
stared down at his wrecked wicket m
astonishment, *Gweat Scott! Extwe-
ordinawy 1™ ; ;

And the swell of 8t. Jim’s carried his
handsome bat back 1o the pavilion.
Passing Blake coming in, he hestowed a
serions shake of the head on that youth.

“Extwaordinawy, wasn't it, dezh
hoy?" he asked.

“Ih? What was?” asked Blake.

“My gettin® out—"" )

“Not at all!  Your staying in for
half a dozen overs, you mean, don't
you i"” asked Blake wmnocently.

“Wats! Nothin' of the sort, Blake!
I mean—" But Jack Blake marched
on to the wicket without slaying to learn
what Arthur Augustus meant.

“Well, that ass D"Arcy iz out,”” re-
marked Billy Bunter. "1 fancied he
wouldn't last long. Not much of a bat,
you know.” Bunter was prepared to
vary his judgment according to the
event, ‘““Rotten bat, in fact! What do
yvou think, Bmithy "’

“1 think you're a blitherin® idiot.™

i Hﬂ-ﬂﬁt !:u

“Teelin' a bit left out, Bmithy, old
bean i asked Bkinner, joining the
Bounder, in his agrecable way. 1thy
save o scowl by way of answer,

“#medley wounld have ﬂﬂ?p{.‘l‘] you if
you'd eut this morning,” went on
Skinner, “I say, it almost looks as if
he was banking on it, the way he went
out and came in unexpectedly. Think
he would ¥*

“1 know he did—the eur I’ snarled the
Bounder. *“And I'll make him sit vp
for it, too, some time.”

As the {ield were crossing over Harry

Wharton found an opportunity to speak
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to the Bounder, IHe was anxious for a
word with hin.

“It's pretty clear now that Bedwing
wag right, Smithy,"” he seid., * 1hd the
Creeper and Crawler come to Mossoo's
class-room 1"

* Yes—and found me there.”

“Then it’s all xright. I say, Smedley's
taking the RBemove in third school; for
goodness' eake, be on your guard! The
brute seems bent on catching you out;
don't give him a chanee for handing out
a detention.”

“You seem to be gettin® on all right
without me |” sneemg tha Bounder,

“0h, don't be an ass! BRemember
what I've zaid. Bmedley’s out to dish
vou, and he will beg vou this afternoon

if he can. Don’t give him a chance.”
“T'H watch it!" growled Vernon-
Smith.

Wharton ran back to his place.

The bell rang, and the onlookers
trooped off, leaving the cricketers to
themselves again, Billy Bunter snorted
as he went, feeling that if every fellow
had his rights he would be performin
great stunts in the cricket field inﬁt-e&g
of going in to grind Latin with the
Crecper and Crawler. The same thought
—with more reason—was in Bmithy's
mind, and his brow was black as he
wont.

But Wharton's counse]l was not Tost on
him, and he resolved to be very much on
his guard in that lesson. If he gave
Smedley a pretext for a detention the
game was up., The Creeper and Crawler
had scored o defeat that morning, and
he would make up for it in the after-
noon if he could.

That he was in no amiable temper was
tlear when he came into the Form-room.
His hard eyes glinted under his brows,
and his lips were set in o vicious line.
The fellows in the Form envied the
cricketers more than ever when they saw
Amedley’s face. They were going to
have an uncomfortable hour, that was
cloar.

And they did! Lord Maunleverer was
the first vietim, his lazy lordship getting
a hundred lines for yowning. Buonter
came next, getting a rap on_ his fat
knuckles for cating toffee in  class,
Bolsover major was “lined * for shuf-
fling his feet; XKipps for putting hia
hands in his pockets; Dupont for inad-
vertently spea 111?' in Irench, his native
language ; Russell for dropping a book.
Then the eane came into play, Skinner
gotting a “cut ¥ for inattention; Bnoop
ofe for whispering to Skinner; and
Stott one for whispering to Snoop.

Vernon-Smith so far secined to have
escaped attention, but his turn was com-
ing; he knew that it was coming, and
ha told himsclf that he had to keep his
ternper and not give the Creeper and
Crawler a chance.

But it was easier for the hot-headed
Bounder to tell himself that than to
keep to it _

Latin papers had been given out to
the Form, and Bmithy was particularly
ecareful with hizs paper. His thuu;ihts
were on the ericket field, and never had
Latin grammar seemed so weary, stale,
flat, and unprofitable to him. But he
forced himself to writa a good paper,
and ha made few mistakes, It was still
some time before the end of the lesson
when Smedley came among the forms,

lanecing ot the papers over the juniors’
shoulders.

Bunfer, whose paper was a remark-
able study in blots end smudges, was
told to begin again, with the intimation
that he would be kept in fill he had
completed the paper. Lord Mauleverer,
whose paper was a blank, his lazy lord-
ship not yveb having made up his mind
to commence, was given detention for
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The three detained juniors had been leit with Latin papers, but none of them setiled down to work. Smithy glanced through

the window at the distant m'luketé
was walting for the others fo star

the afternoon on tue spot. Then Smedley
came behind the Bounder, picked up Qis
paper, and glanced at it.

Disgraceful 1 he =aid.

Possibly the Creeper and Crawler had
expected to see a paper full of mis-
takes, knowing, as he did, that Smithy
was thinking of cricket, and that he
was chaling under a sense of injustice.
As o matter of fact, the paper was as
good as any in the class,

That made no difference to Smedley.
It was not as a Form-master that he
was there, cxcept in appcarance. He
had his own game to play.

“You can do better than this, Vernon-
Smith,” he said.

“What's the matter with my paper,
gir * asked the Bounder quietly, though
his eyes were gleaming.

“1 have said that it s dispraceiyl,®
said Mr, Smedley. "This is deliberate
impudence om  your part, Vernon-
Bmith!” He stepped out from the
forms, tore the paper across and across
again, and tossed the Irapments nto
the wastepaper-basket, the Bounder
eveing him with sullen fury. * You will
write out the whole paper aprain this
afterncon, Vernon-Smith.”

“This afterncon!’ repeated
Bounder.

It had comel!

The Creeper and Crawler had meant
all along to detain im. He wounld have
boen glad of an excuse. DBut he was

reparcd to act without an  excuse,

Tauly and Bunter would be keeping the
Bounder company in detention, if that
waz anv comfortd The Bounder sat
vory still,  When he spoke he choked
down his fierce resentment, and foreed
liymself to speak guietly.

“I'm expected at the ericket this
gfternoon, sie”

“ Bilenee, Vernon-Smith 1"

"It's an hour's paper, sirl

the

“ Get going, Mauly ! ** he protested.

your paper, see? ™

let me leave it £ill the evening, and hand
it in to you before prep——"'

“1 have said, Vernon-Smith, that you
will write out that paper in the Form-
room this afternoon,” said Mr. Smedley
coldly. “Kindly say no more on the
subject,”
thTh{g Bounder's temper broke out at

at.

“And when I've written it out, what
then " he shouted. “ What excuse arc
vou going to make for keeping me in,
and dishing me over the cricket?™

“0h, my hat!” gasped Skinner. All
the class stared Llankly at the Bounder.
That kind of talk was rather new in the
Form-room,

Smedley’s eves gleamed, Ile had cal-
catated on the passionate, upzovernod
temper of the scapegruce of the school.
This time, at least, he had caleulated
well. The DPounder had delivered him-
self into his hands.

“Vernon-Smith, how dare you! Thad
given you an hoonr’s task:; now 1 shall
detain von for all the half-holiday.”

“Think I didn't know you moeant that
all along?"” exelaimed the Bounder,
uniterly reckless now.

“ Bilenee I roarved BAIr. Smedley, red
with anger. " You are detained for the
afterncon, Vernon-Smath ! Anotler
word, and I will cane you in addition.”

Redwing  looked anxiously at  the
Bounder.  Ho fully expected an out-
burst of rage, which might have led to
a visit to the headmaster and a flogeing.
But zomo lingering remnant of comimon
sense restrained the DBounder, and he
gritted his teeth and was silent, Dut
it was plain in his face that he was
not f_gnin% to keep detention that alter-
nooti=~a less keen eyve than Smedley's
would have read that
looks.

in_his furious
Tha Creeper and Croawler had

If you'll failed that meorning, Ele was going to

Mauleverer sat at his desk, regarding blank paper with a meditative gaze, while Bunter
“ No need for all three of us fo work.

I'll copy

succeed that afternoon, unless the un-
cxpected happened.

ut it is often the unexpected that
happcns !

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bad News!

i ATHAH good, deah 1;&3&!”
w That was the opinion of
Arthur Augustus D' Arcy, of
the 2t Jim's Fourth, tho
ornament of the ericket cleven that had
come over to Greviriars.

Tom Merry & Co. all agreed with
Arthur Augustus that it was rather
ood.
B It was, in fact, more than “rather
ood.” It was very good indeed. One
mndred and thirty on the frst innings
was more than Tom Merry & Co, had
expected to knock up on the Greyiriars
ground.

It wos more than the Remove men
bhad expeeted them to knock up, and
they never would have knocked it up
had the Beunder been playing.  All the
home team were sure of that.

Smithy was missed as a bowler, and
he was missed in the fickl. The huu:hnn‘
had been good—very good—cspecially
Hurree Jamset Ran  Singh’s.  The
naboh of Bhonipur was in great form.
Squilf and Tora Brown had beon mood,
but not 50 pood as Inky., The Bounder
was wanted. Hia bowling was very
nearly on a par with Hurree Singh's,
And in the field all the home players
were good men, but the very best were
wanted to beat St Jim's, and Smithy
was one of the very best. That cuteh,
for instanee,  which  Nugent had
dropped, would almost certainly have

(Coniinued on page 10.)
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And after
that dropped eatch Fipging had
knocked up thirty. 8o much depended
on s little,

But school was over now, and it was
E\c;mg to ba all right. B30 Harry

harton & Co. told themselves.

Even ihat reckless ass Bmithy must
have had sense ecnough to behave him-
gelf in third lesson, and avoid getting a
detention. They were sure of that,
rather forgetting the pld fable of the
wolf and 'i'fl-e lamb,

When Greyfriars their  first
knock, Wharton was ing to open
with the Bounder, and there waz a
general anticipation that that innings
was going to make the fur v,

5o, well shead as the visitors were,
the Greviciars fellows came off the Held
quite ::_'hearfully, the innings havin
ended in good time for lunch, whic
was the school dinner.

As Bemove were now outf,
Wharton expected to see the Bounder,
but he was not to be seen. But Billy
Bunter put in an_appearance, with o

ubrious expression on his fat face.

I say, you [ellows, that boast has
been a frightful beast in class!” he told
the Famous Five, " Never was such a
beast! Horrible 1

They guessed that he was speaking of
ginﬂdley. The description seemecf: to

landed in Smithy's palm,

tonl:

“Making out that a man's paper was
no good, you know,” szid Bunter.

There may have been a fow blots. A
smudge or two. Perhaps a smear. Bug
what do you fellows think of giving a
chap the beastly thing to write out
again on 8 half-heliday, What?”

“Hard cheese, old fat bean ! said Bob
Cherry commiseratingly. “Lucky you're
not wanted in the cricket, isn't it?"

“0Oh, really, Cherryt It's sll vour
fault, Wharton!” said Bunter, decpls
agerieved.

“Mine I" ejaculated the captain of the
Ren;?ve, 1t

“¥es, yours! yvou'd put me in the
team I shouldn't have beon in the Form-
room at all, and you know I asked you.
You c¢ant demy that,” smid Bunter
a-:cusu:::f;l;r. “ Now vou've got me landed
for a delention all throwgh refusing to
play me against St. Jim's.”

arry Wharton laughed.

“HBlessed if I see anvthing to cackle
at1” prunted Bunter. “1 can tell vou
the Creeper and Crawler has boeen
making us sit upt Mauly's pot deten-
tion, too: he's got to stick it this
afternoon.®

“Poor old Maule!*

“Never mind so long as Smithy
hasn't got & detention,” said Dok,

“Eh? IHe has!™ said DBunter.

“What?"' roared the ¥Famouz Five
tﬁgethcr.

“I sav, vou fellows, don’t yell at a
chap !* said Bunter peevishly. “¥aou
make a follow jump. I szay, I've got
the whaole rotten paper to write out
e Smithy delained?

a nithy detlained?"
Wharton,
Tue Maicwer Lisrany.—No. 1,372,

oxclaimed

¥es. Emedl.g{. said his paper was
disgraceful.  Still, he said mine was,
top. so I dare say it was only his rotten
temper. IE will take me sn hour to
write out that putrid paper again™
satd Bunter dismally,

“An hour! Bmithy's pot an hour's
detention, then?”

“0Oh, no! Yeun see, he cheeked
Bmedley, and  the Dbeast gave  him
deteniion for the half-holidavy. Mauly
and I got an hour each. I say, you
follpws——"

Harry Wharton left his friends and
ran iowards the Ilouse., Ilis face was
set, and almozt pale.  This news put the
Lid on.

“Redwing!™  He spotted Tom near
the Ilouse. ™Is it true that Smithy's
booked for the afterncon 77

“Yez, Smoedley—m=-="

“Wiere 15 he?''

“I think he went up to his studyr——"'

Wharton ran into the House. He
almost raced up the stairs to the Remove
passage and burst into Study No, 4.

Herbert Vernon-8mith was there,

His face was black as a thundercloud.
He .ti:‘m'e the captain of the Romove a
seowl,

“Oht! You've heard?” he snarled.

“ You've w%ﬂt yoursell detained!” ex-
elaimed arton. “¥ou know how
much we need you this afterncon, and
you've gob vourself detained i

“Do you think it was my fault?” ex-
claimed the Bounder savagely. “The
our meant to detain me all the time, M
paper was all right—TI'll answer for it
that it was the best of the lot—do you
think I was fool enough to give him an
cxcuse? But he didn't need one."

“You couldn't get a half-holiday's
detention for a bad Latin paper,
Mauly and Bunter haven't.”

“The cur hasn’t pot his knifs inte
Mauly and Bunter[” said the Bounder
bitterly. “He meant it all along! I
told him so, and that made an excuse
for detention. But it would have come,
just the same, if I'd said nothing.”

You might have held your tongur,
anyhow,” said Wharton, breathing hard,
“Even that rottor has to have an ex-
ELIEE‘-”

“1 tell you it was no good. Can't
you see his game ! sneered the Bounder.
“Redwing sfnttcr] it this morning, He
Enows that I shan’t keep detention this
afternoan, and he expects to catch me
out, I've been trying to think of a
dodge, If it were an away matoh, I
could cut casily enough ; but here, under
the brute’s eves, what's to be done?
He may pretend to go out as he did
this morning: but we're wise to that
now. He will be watching.”

“If lLie's done this to dish vou of
courss he will ba watching 1" snapped
the eaptain of the Remove. * Whether
it's your [ault or his there's :mthinTg
doing—n man under detention can't
play ericket.”

“I'm going fo
Dounder stubbornly,

“You can't!”

“¥ shall 77

Vernon-Smith’s eyes: glittered, and he
breathed very hard. JE was easy to see
that he was in an utterly reckless, in-
deed almost desperate, mood—just the
mood, in fact, that Lucius Teggors de.
siced him to be in, ILven a just deten-
tion would hardly lLave ]mpt the
Lounder in that day; and an unjust one
roused all the ficrce obstinacy of his
nature. If the thought came into his
mind that he wasz playing into his
encmy's hands, he dismissed 1t. He was
not in a frame of mind for caution or
prudence,

*1 shall play ! he repeated. “I'm
not standing for thisl eep my place
open, atd, somehow or other, I'm going

play ™ said the
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te do it. Tt may be possible to lock the
hllghter in his study—=="

;Dh’ don't be an ass!"

“Or fix up a spoof telephone-call and
et him away—1 worked that once on
ugleh—-—»*"

“Wash it out,” said the captain of the
Remove, “No man is playing in the
Remove eleven on such terms as that.
Larry Lascelles may be able to do some-
thing, if we ask him——7

““Was he able to hefore 7™
Wharton was silent. He had lost the

man he had counted on to pull the St
{:le’s match out of the fire, and he knew
it.

It was & heavy blow, but he was not
the fellow to enter inte any of the
Bounder's reckless and  desperats
schemes. Wor one thing, he knew that

they would be futile.

All the power was in the hands of the
Ereecimr and Crawler, and so long as he
could keep up appearances sufficient to
satisfy the headmaster, there was no
chance of defeating him. And-—coming
down to brass tacks, as it were—the fault
was the Bounder's. Smedley was perse-
cuting him, that was clear; but no such
persecution could have been directed
against any fellow but the scapegrace of
the school. The fellow who had rejoiced
in tho reputation of being the worst
tellow at Greyfriars, had no leg to stand
on. No other man in the Remove could
have been treated like this.

To the games master, or the head-
master, or to anyone who had a right to
intervene, Smedley had only to reply
that Vernon-Smith was disrespectful, re-
bellicus, a constant mutineer against
authority. And if was true! If if had
not been true, Smedley could not have
carried on asz he was miﬂg now.

Now, the Dounder was fiercely rebel-
lious against injustice. But he had been
as fiercely robellious ngainst strict justice
many & time. Nobody was likely to
believe that he was in the right, when,
as & rule, he was recklessly and un-
scruﬁulc:-usif in the wrong.

Wharton turned to leave the study.

. “Hold on!” snapped Vernon-Smith.
“I tell you, I'm going to work it some-
how—TI'1l stick at simply nothing—-="

“0Oh, cut all that out!” said Harry.
“Bmedley’s o cur: but you've been ask.
ing for this, ever since you came to
Greyfriars. I'd go to_ the Head about
it, but what's the f,‘oud, when he lnows
that you're the fellow who put ink into
his hat and chucked a bag of Aour at
Mossoo's head? OF course, he will back
uﬁ:- a Form-master against o fellow like
that '™

“I don’t want any of your dashed ser.
mons now,” said the Bounder savagely,
*I'm poing to ]:u!aj.r cricket to-day, and
Smedley's not going to stop me."

“You silly nss, that's what he wants,

- it ho's watching for a chanee to got you

bunked.”

“1 don’t care! T'll put paid to him
somehow | I'm not knueklin' under to
that our! Look hers, keep my place
open| Somethin’ may turn up, It's
worth while, if T come in on the last
wicket."

“T'll do that! But—*

“I'm goin’ to play I _

“0h, rot! There's nothing doing.”

“Look hera——"

Harry Wharton left the study.

The Bounder kicked the door savagely
shut after him. He paced to and fro,
thinking, bitterly, desperately, Somchow
or other, he was going to beat the
Creeper and Crawler, and play in the
St Jim's match. He was utterly rock
less as to the means, Dut how—low!?
That was tho question to which the
Bounder, resourceful as he wuas, could
as vet nd fio answer,
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Breaks OQut!

L SAY, vou follows "
3 %HEEM ht get going!” said
“You might get going!” sa:
Bilky Bunter.

Bunter felt aggrieved.

After lunch, the cricketers had gone
down to Little Side again. Most of the
Remove went with them. = But there
wera thres members of that Form who
wore bocked for tha Form-room.

Now, tha Greyiriars innings had
started, and the Bounder, at tha Form-
room window, had a distant and partial
glimpze of the game, through the trees

and buildings,

Smithy, Bunter, and TLord Maul-
everer, had been marched in to deten-
tion. None of them liked it. But only
one of the three was thinking of break-

mg detention.

Mauly took it with hie usual placid
cilm, %ill:,r Bunter took it peevishly.
The Bounder took it with savage rage.

Mr., Smedley had brought them there
and left them with their Latin papers.
An industrious fellow eould have done
the work in san bour. Seo Mauly and
Bunter could bhave got off in sixty
minutes had they been ndustrious;
which they weren't. JThe Bounder,
being detained for the whole afternoon,
had to remain there till half-past five,

Smedley had Lindly provided him with
& task to keep him busy.
None of the three had touched his

worl,, =o far. SBmithy was clamped to
the window, gettin?‘ glimp:es of distant
ericket. Lord Mauleverer was sitting at
hiz desk, regavding blank paper with a
meditative gaze. Billy Bunter was
waiting for the others to start

He uttered 2 protest af last. Smithy
did not heed. But Mauleverer politely
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acknowledged his remark, though it Jid
rot interest him,

“Oh, yaas 1” he assented.
“Wall, get going, then,” =aid Bunter,
“I can’t ga in til

13?'r.:ru: do."” | ;
“Why nott" asked Mauly, in surprize.

*Oh, really, Mauly! We've all got to
do the zame paper, end that beast,
Smedley, isn’t here to watch us, XNo
need for all three of w3 fo work,” ex-
pinmﬂd Bunter. *'I'll copy your paper,
gon |

“Oh pad ' ;
“Qr Smithy’s! I don't mind which [?
satd Bunter generously, “But it will

have to be one or the other. So pget
going, old chap. Y dom't want to stick
in here all the afternoom.”

Lord Mauleverer grinned.

“Znppose you get goin’?’ he sog-
gestod,

1lE}1??j

iQontinued on next page.)
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A NEW TEST MATCH AGREEMENT !

E are getbing all worked wp
W about the Grst Teat match,
which will, of course, be
layed on the ground of the
Notbinghamshire County c¢lub at Trent
Bridge. We are also trying to decide, in
advance, whether England will retain the
W Ashoa " or whether the Australiana will
take them back home.

8o, perhaps, this is the beat time of all
to remind my readers that the ** Ashea ™
mey not be won at all this season, Does
that surprize you ¥ Well, it may, butitis s
fact all the sama. There is a new regula.
tion in foree this season concerming the
fifth Test metch which may so work ont
that tho seriea of games will end with
honoura even at the fimish.

On previous occasions when the Aus-
tralians have been over here, the agree-
ment has been that the last Teat match
ef the five should be played to a finish if,
after the fourth match neither side has
pained an advantage. ¥You will remember
that thia was the position in 1930, Eng-
fand and Australia having won one game
each when it came the tune to play the
fifth Teat. So that Test was played
to & finish,

But {he mwangenment jor fhis
sequgon—a new owe, ax I said—is
that if, after the fourth Test analch
reither gide has won twoe Tesd
smatches, or if the resulls are even,
the last one will be played to a finish,

Now consider the possible position.
Three of the fSrst four matches may be
drawn, aod England may have won the
other ong—or guatmli& for that matter.
In these eireumstances the last Test
will bo played to a finish, and as the other
aiclo may win thaf lust one, the result of
the gerica wounld then be one game each.
ft'a rather a good thing ibers aren't any
veal ' ashea '’ isn't it, or we should have
1o consider the possibility of dividing them
into two eeparate heaﬁz. However, lot us
hope that it won't a oase of three
vub of 1ho four being drawn,

1
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ou are in doubt over any cricket problem, write
and get 1 Umpire's expert opinion. Address your
gueries 1to:
Flzeiway House, Farringdon Street, Londen, E.GC.4.

 Umpire,” o/ Ths MAGMNET, The

DON BRADMAN'S ADVICE !

THINK I might bs able to forecast
l pretty accurately the results of these
coming Test maiches if I koew
how mmﬁ; runs Don Bradman
wounld make. Ile i8 most obviously the
menace from the England point of view,
When I asked him, on a previous wvisit
to this country, to give mo a hint or two
sbout the secrels of his sueccess which 1
might pass on to my “ listeners,” he started
at the very beginmnp.

* The first point which & young batsman
should remember,” he said, * ja to keep
the eves on the bowler until the ball has
actually left his hand."

This great batsiman cousiders
if fatal {0 tale 1he eges off ihe bowler
after he has siaried his yun. Hoaving
had a look round at the setling of
the field, watch the boicler weas the
st of the Hradman adeice. WWatch
kis hand, especially if he is a slow
bonoler, because by so doing ygouw may

an inkiing of the anount of spin
he ix likely to impari o the ball,
and also which way he inlends fo
male it turn.

To Lknow what ia coming is half the
battle g0 far as the batsman is concerned.
Having watched the bowler and gained
as much information aa possible there-
from, the next important thing, according
to Bradman, is 1

To walch the ball right on to the
bat,

He has told mo that he has heen able to see
the ball through the air and note which
way it was spinning. Anyway, by watch-
ing closely you can get the best iden of
the pace. Point number three which
Bradman made-was this :

Don't malie up gouy inind achot
gort of shot you arve going fto play
till gou LKknow what sort of ball is
conting. That's arother quicl: eay
af geititg ouf.

While pasting on Chese Brodiran tipa,
and especially {hat ons about watehing

' the ball all the way, I may add that I am
: quite sure part of the secret of his success
lies in his marvellows eyesight. All the
best batsmen have been gifted in thia
direction. They see the ball a fraction
of & zecond earlier than ordinary batemen,
and are consequently able to move their
feet into position for making the stroke
ul sn earlier stage.

——

THE TREATMENT OF BATS!

YOUNG Wincheater player senda

me a question the reply to which

may be of general interest, as

we all have to get. new bats

from time to time. This question concerns

the treatmoent of & bat in the ¢iling sense,

and to make quite rure that I got the reply

right I visited one of the Eigge&t- bat-

ragkers in the couwtry. Theve I saw

thousandas of bats stacked—more bata

than you might think would be used by

the world in & year.

The advice of this bat-meler regarding

oiling was on these lines,

As soon as you get o ncrwe bat,

" it should be oiled once, all over,

with the best raw lnseed oil. After
this one soaking the back of the bat
should not be viled ogain, as this
merely adds unnecessavy weight.
Only the face and edges should be
oiled afterwards. During the first
weel: after purchase the bat should
be oiled, roughly, every olher dﬂf’
but after that once a forinight is
quite enough.

I hope thia bit of advice will enable my
Winchester friend, as well a8 all my other
readers, to got hundred per cent. efficiency
from their * run-mmakers,"

“ Playing & geme the other Baturday,"
writes a-“%.inguai:im rom Birmingham,'
“wa had considerable trouble with the
bails, because there was a strong wind
Mowing. Do you think we conld have got
over the trouble by agreeing to play with-
gut bails, and if we had done this should
wa hoave been breaking the rules ? I

Striotly speaking, bails are o part of the
implements of the game, and they should
bo there to ‘‘complete ™ the wicket.
But, if owing to the wind it ia found im-
possible ta iﬂ-&]‘-‘ the bails on. then by
mutual agreement they may be dispensed
with. This haa actually been done in o
county match,

Last scason when Leleester were
plaging Hampshire al Leicesicr
the bails woere taken away becouse
they would not stop on, and the
malcl procecded.

Obwvicusly, when the bails are cff, the
umpire must wateh oll the more closely
wheother the ball juabt touches the wicket.
Ii ho decides that the ball has fouched the
wicket. then he musl give the batsman out,

** UMPIRE,"™"
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“And I'll copy your paper, old fat

bean,” -
**Oh, don't be an ass, you kuow !” gaid
1 *You're wasting

Bunter peevishly.

time talkin .;thjg rot, Mauly. sy,
Smithy ?’Lm’t- you going to- begin,
Smithy? Smedley may give us & look-
in, you know."
“Uh, shut up,

you fat fpol!” said the
Bounder, over his shoulder.
*Beast I"’ .
“Smedley won't be lookin' in”

iw

vawned Lord Mauleverer. “There's a
masters’ meetiog this afterncon, and
he's sure to go. May be hours™
“Well, we'vo got to do the papers,
and lesve them in his study.” gprunted
Bunter, “so there's no need to wasta
time. Don't you be so jolly lazy,
Mauly! What nre you grinning at, you
ass? When you've got a job of work to
do, the thing iz to tackle it. Grasp the
nettle, you know! Don't laze about and

slack.  The way you sit there domng
nothing is simply sickening, Mauly.”'
Lord Mauleverer chuckled placidly.

The Bounder stepped down from the
window. He had glimpsed Ilarcy
Wharton and Bob Cherry making runs.
And he had glimpsed Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy, of 8t. Jim’s, jumping into the
nir, with & ball in his hand [ One of
the Groyiriars batsmen was out already.

Smithy was keen on germes ot all
tintes. But never had he been so keen
on a game a3 he was on the 5t Jim's
match.

It was one of the biggest of tha junior
fixtures. It was a sort of send-off to the
coricket season. He was in tremendons
form, and knew that he would play a
gmat game and get the limelight that

e loved. And opposition always had
the elfeet of making him more deter-
mined and obstinate. Added to that
was a sense of persecution and injustice.
At any time he was the fellow to take
risks. Now he was in a mood to take
the most reckless risks.

He had come into the Form-room with
the other detained fellows. But he had
no intention whatever of remaining
there. 1f he was glayiug into  his
enemy’s hands he did not cdre! His
obstinate mind was made up.

“What's that, Mauly?” he asked.
“Did you say thers was a masters'
meeting ¥

“Yaas! It's on the board.”

“I say, you fellows, I wish you'd get
on with the papers—="

“Shut up 1" hissed the Bounder.

“Oh, really, Bmithy 1"

“I'll kick you tf you don't shut up,
you fat fool 1™

“"Baeast! It's all your fault we're
here1”  exelaimed Bunter wrathfully.
“Bmedley only wanted to keep you in;
and he's keeping in a couple of other
fellows just to make the thing look fair,
All your fault! Look here, got your
paper done, and let a fellow have s
sgquint gt it—— Wow ! If you kick me
again, you beast, I'll— Yarroop 1

“Chuck it, Smithy 1" said Lord Mauls-
verer quietly. “That won't buy you
anythin’, you know.”

“1f that cur iz pt the bealks' meetin’,
it's & chance I muttered the Bounder.
“It's not much good startin’ battin' if
that tick will barge on the fGold and
haul me off. Biffin' him with the bat
wouldn’t do any good. I couldn’t carry
ol

“"Hardlyl” grioned DMauleverer.
“ Better make up your mind to stick it,
Bmithy,"

“Don't ho a fool I

“I'ocls are born, not made, old bean!
Look at voursclf, £ rinstance—?="’

“{n, shut up I

“ Pleased if my conversation pails on

ou [ said Lord Mauleverar affably.

But I wish you'd do-your paper, It
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would save Bunter and me a lot of
trouble,”

* Idio |

The Bounder tramped about the

OFI-room in angry, disconhtented
thought. Lord Mauleverer feve o doep
VawDn, ﬂlP[;E_d. his pen in the ink, and
started on his Latin paper at last, much
to Bunter's relief. And the fat Owl
dipped & pen in the ink also, and pre-
pared to follow Mauly’s lead, There
was 4 possibility of trouble if he pro-
duced precisely the same series of
migtakes as Mauly ! Buf anything was
better than work !

Vernon-Bmith was not even thinking
of the Latin paper. ¥a had no inten-
tion of touching it. He was going to
play in the St Jim's match, ig he was
enched From the school ton minutes aftes
stumps were drawn! To that piteh of
obstinate recklessness had the scapeprace
of Greyfriars come!

. If Bmedley was at the masters’ meet-
ing, surely l:{e had a chance of escaping
his ?-pj’ll‘l%’ eyes,  Yould he cut the
meeting  for the pur of keeping
watch on & detained junior? The

cunder in his heart l':ne“r that he
would; but ho tried to think otherwise.
Anyhow, he was not going to stay in the
Form-room. Half an hour had gone by,
and every minute of it wms an ex-
asperation to him.

He went to the window again. Temple
of the Fourth was in sight, and the
Bounder called to him.

The Iourth Former came fo the
window and stared up.

“BSeen my beak ! asked Smithy,
H'Nn IJ:

“See if he's in the study, will you,
thera's a good chm}:-?”

“Oh, all right 1"

Cecil Reginald Temple sauntered
away and went along by Masters'
Windows. He did not hurry himself,
and it was ten minutes or more before
he came back. The Bounder waited,
chafing with impatience.

“The jolly old bird's not in his nest {”
said Temple. And, having given that
information, Cecil Reginald resumed his
elegant stroll.

Smithy knitted his brows. Smedley
was not to be eeen in the gquad, and he
was not in his study. That looked as if
he had joined the 3taff meeting in the
leeture-room.

On the other hand, he might ba in the
House, keeping an eye on the Form-
room pa.ssa.%a, to spot the rebel if he
went out. In that case, he would not
spot him if he dropped from the
window | There was something rather
smusing in the thought of the Cresper
snd Crawler sitting at the end of the
passage, walching the door of a room
which no longer held the Bounder.
But—

There were plenty of “buts.” Vernon-
Builth’ diamised them: freri bis mind.
It was a chance—or, at least, he was
obstinately and recklessly resolved to
think that it was a chance. Ile clam-
bered into the window.

*Smithy, old man1” exclaimed Lord
Mauleverer, locking round, alarmed for
the reckless fellow, “Chuek it, old
bean ! You haven't an earthly.”

The Bounder did not troubls to reply.

Mauleverer jumped up. He was
reslly concerned to see a fellow asking
for trouble like this,

“Bmithy, den't be such an asal Yon
know jolly well the man’s got his oye
open for you and he wants to catch you
out ! He will stop yon—™m"

“He will be sorry if he does!” said
Vernon-Smith, between his toeth,

“Have a little sense, Smithy 1

“Go and eat coke |”

Vernon-Smith slid out over the broad
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stone window-sill, held by his hands, and
dropped to the ground. The dic was
cast now |

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Unexpaeted !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
stood under the FKForm-room
window, panting s little, his
heart beating rathor fast.

In the bright May sunshine ho looked
over the quadrangle.

Emd many peopla wero in sight u
and down and round sbout. Y.oder an
Carne and Walker of the Sixth were
talking, in a little group, at a distance.
In another direction he could spe Coker
and Potter and Greene of the Fifth
Form. Nugent minor and Catty and
Myers and Sammy Bunter of the Second
Form wera Lrotting towards the school
E]l'ﬂﬁ, Hosking of the Shell was walking
with Hobson of that Form. DBut the
Bounder noted that no master was to
bo seen. The beaks were all at the meet-
g in the lecture-room. Surely Smedley
was with the rest|
h'At all events, there was no sign of

im.

The Bounder's spirits rose.

If he got through with the cricket he
did not care what happened afterwards,
Anyhow, a fellow wasn't sacked for
breaking & detention. The worst to look
for was & Ilead’s llogging, and even that
was unlikely. Lines, detentions, canings
—what did thoy matter?

Once he was in flannels, among the
other cricketers, even Smedley’s rat eyes
would not pick him out from a distance,
Not unless he came to look for him.

o Bounder started to run.

Now that he was out of detention the
sooner he got to the cricket ground the
better. A guick change in the pavilion
and he would be ready for “unext man
in,” If Wharton asked guestions, he
would “stuff ¥ him with a yarn that
Lurrjthﬂ.su&lleq hmtin gf]:t him E:EI Any-

W, he was golng ay cricket

VYernon-Smith 1 Py

He came to a dead halt suddenly.

A foll figure rose from a bench undar
ons of the ancient elms, and came
towards him.

The Bounder’s face went white,

It was Bmedley, directly in his path !

_ The man was not at the masters’ meet-
ing. He was not in his study. He was
not watching the door of the Form-room
like & cat watching a mouse-hole |

He had been out-of sight, sitting under
the elm, keeping watch on the Bounder's
path if he headed for the cricket-ground.
And there he was, stepping into the
truant's path, with o sncering smile on
his hard face that enraged the Bounder
he-,’fnnd cndurance.

You hava left the Form-room,
Vernon-Smith ! The Creeper and
Crawler stood in front of him, bareing
his way

“Can’t you sea I have?™ snarled the
Boundar.

“¥ou hava broken detention.*

“Didn’t you want mo toi” sneered
Vernon-Bmith. “Ten't that what you
k{g{% ma in fori”

Me Bmodley compressed his lips hard,
His conscience was nof, perhaps, quite
easy about the anuhar game he was
playing at Greytriars. But if ho had
any compunction, his intensa dislike of
the black sheep of the school would have
banizshed it.

Had Vernon-8mith been a fellow like
Wharton, or Bob Ehﬁrrﬁ' or Mauleverer,
or svan Buntor, Sme ley would have
kad no such game to play. In that
reflection the schemer found some sork
of & justification for his scheming.

*“1 shall report thess words tuo your
headmaster, Vernon-Smith!™ he seid,
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Trofter lappe& on Mr. Smedley’s door and then opened it, ** M ‘d‘m‘ﬁaﬂ-ﬁnﬁth, sir ! ** he announced, then added, involun-

tarlly:

between his closed lips. ""Now 1 shall
take you back to the Form-room.”

He stretched out his hand te grasp
the Bouuder by the collar.

Vernon-Bmith sprang back.

*Hands off I he snarled.

“1f you dare to resiet your Form-
master, Yernon-Smith—-" Smedley’s
eyes gleamed, or rather, gloated. Ile
had hoped for it, caleulated on it; yet
it seemed too much good luck for the
headstrong rebel of the Remove to
deliver himself into his hands like this.

“Tl go back—but kecp your paws
off me !” said the Bounder in a choking
voice. ““Lay your hands on me and

I'll knock them off ‘fast enough.”

Smedley made a stride at him,

Lost to all prudence if his rage,
Yernon-Bmith clenpched his fsls, his
eyes blazing.

Another moment and Emedle{a hands
would have been on him, snd he would
have been resisting—but in that moment
& sudden, strange, and startling change
came over the Creeper and Crawler,

His eyes, instead of being fixed on
ihe Bounder, looked past him. He
stopped as if suddenly rooted to the
garth, the eolour wavering in his cheeks.
fading away, and leaving him white.

In wutter amazement the Bounder
gtared at him, wondering what on earth
was the matter with the man, It was
as if BSmedley had seen some startling
sight, some gnsiy spectre, in the
distance behin Vernpn-ﬂmitﬁ.

The junior turned his head.

A ear was coming in at the distant
gates—a magnificent Rolls-Royee car
that the Bounder knew. He had a
glimpse of the shining silk hat of a
men sitting in it; snd he did not need
tolling that that shining topper covered
the head of Mr, Samuel Vernon-8mith.

It was his father's car!

“Tho pater 1 ejaculated Bmithy.

He looked round again at Bmedley !
e his further astonishment the tall
tgure of the Remove-master was striding
away to the House,

Smedley seemed to have forgoiten the
DBounder’s existence.

With his back to Smithy and fo the
car, he was hurrying te the House,
striding so fast that he was almost ron-
ning.

It was quite unusual to see a master
procecding at such a speed across the
quad, and a good many fellows glanced

+

at him as bLie went.

The Bounder, in ulier hewilderment,
gezed st lis disappearing back!

Smedley vauished into the House.

“What the thump-—*"* gasped
amazed Bounder,

Smedley was gone!

Honk! Henk!

The millionaire’s car came up the
drive. Vernon-Smith stood and watched
it coming. 1t was the sight of that car
and the stout gentleman in the silk hat
gitting 1n it that had so stavtled Smedlay
%:;.E sent him hurrying into the House.

v

Smithy could not even begin to guees.
So far as he knew, Smedley had never
geen that car before, and had never met
his father.

Even if he had, why should he ba eo
startled and prectically put to. flight by
the wrrival of Smithy's father?

It was utterly inexplicable.

Smithy was not likely to guess that
Mr. Euostace Smedley, so-called, had
been stricken to the very soul with
terror at the unu%&{:tﬂd ight of & man
who knew him as Lucius Teggers!

At that moment the men with =
borrowed nams was thinking of one
thing, and one thing only; and that was
guttmg‘nut of sight before he was seen
v Lucivs Teggers' uncle!

Even as it was, his escape had been
narrow, Mr. ‘jernun-_Em:Lh, lﬂukinﬁ
from his ecar, had a glimpze of & ta
figure vanishing into the House—
fortunately [or Mr. Tepgers, only of his
back! .

The big car glided on to the Houee,
and the Bounder, slill n a :tate of

the

“Oh, my ’at | ” in his surprise, He blinked at the Ferm-master whose face was almost hidden by handages.

amazenient, ras o mect his father when
ik stopped,
The millionaire stopped from the car.
Ho gavae the Bounder a grim look.
“0Oh! Here you esrel” he rapped
Mot 1 detention, after all, what ™
“Here 1 am, father,” answered
Smithy, wondering how the millionaire
knew anything about his delention,
“Isu't 1t & match to-day--anclher
school, what? You told me %0 in your
lettor——"
“ Yez—tha 5t Jim's match——
“Then, if you're not in detention, why
aren’t vou playing ericlket ¥ ;
“"Tha pamae's on now,” the
Dounder. His oyes danced. “ Cone
down to the Geld with me, father.™
How and why, the Bounder could not
cuess, but it was clear that the ouilion-
gire's arrival had frightened Enmdle;
off ! Tt was, after &ﬁ, the Bounder's
chance ! The unexpected had happened!
“I'd better seo the Head——
“The Head's presidin’ over a masters’
mectin® now ! ou'd have to wait.”

saicl

“Oh'! In that case, I'l! come.”
Lmuin% his car at the Heuse, Mz
Samuel Vernon-S3mith walked down to

the cricket field with his son. And the
Bounder, as he walked by his_father’s
side, winked at the pigeons in the quad.
It looked as if he wes going to play in
the S3t. Jun's match after all!

— o m—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Going Strong !
standing

ARRY WHARTON,
H ii:;:gi;:-_re the %:riaﬂlllmn, was not
ing exac BPDY-

Na gtsmanpmu_lpdpiikm to be
dismissed for six in a big fixture to
which he had leoked forward for weeks,
And Wharton was the bost bat in the
Remove, and had hoped for great things.
Bat Fatty Wynn, of St Jim's, was a

Tag Macyer LiBRaRT.~No. 1,512



0

bowler who had made many a balsman
feel zorry for himsell.

The captain of the Remove bore it as
checrlully ss he could; but he was not
fechng bucked. DBob Cherry was already
cut for ten, cauwght in the field by
Arthur Augnstus D'Aroy.  And now
SBquifi, the Australian junior, who was
gencrally o tower of strength to his
sicde, buth in batting and bowling, was
out for eight, caught by Tom %I:;:rr,}'.
They stood and wotche Johnny Bull
and Peter Tedd at the wickets, and Eob
voiced the feelings of the whole eleven
when he romarked :

“1f that ass Smithy was only here to

bat 1"

To which an unexpected voice
rejoined. . i

" Here's that ass Bmithy, if you want

it
The juniors spun round.

They stared at the Bounder, and at
the stout gentleman in the silk hat by
his side, whom recognised as his
father.

Y Emithy ' exclaimed Wharton. He
almost forgot to jerk off hLis cap to Mr,

Vernon-Smith in his surprise and
delight.

“The esteemed end _ ridiculous
Smithy [* exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“0Oh, goed egg!” exclaimed Frank
Nugent heartily; which was certainly

sporting. of Nugent, for he would have
p n*aﬁad not the Bounder turned up,

and he would have given anythi in
hiz possession to figore in the 3t. Jim's
match. “Thank goodness you've coms,
Smithy."

All the fellows toak 1t for granted that
ns Bmithy had come there with his
father, the detention was off. A
fellow’s father could hardly be supposcd
te have any hand in breaking detention.

Smithy grinned cheerfully.

The general relief and gladness at
seeing him there was rather Hattering to
his self-esteem.

“You're next man in, Smithy ! zaid
Wharton. “Get changed, quick! I

fancy Juhnn{ will hold them all right;
wling looks to mo a bit too

but the bo

tough for Toeddy. You may be wanted
very soon.’”

“Right as rain!" said Smithy.

He vanished into the pavilion

Mr. Vernon-Smith glanced after him,
and glanced at the juniors. He did not
seem wholly satisfied.

He could see the glad relief of the
cricketers at his son's arrival and that
was very agreeable to the millionaire,
who was proud of his son, and liked
him to be popular. At the same time he
could gee that they had not expected
Smithy. And it was odd that & fellow
who was geoing in next was not yek
changed for the ﬁumm His talk with
Mr. Smedley on the telephone was fresh
in Mr. Vernon-Smith's mind. And he
wes suspicious.

That talk on the telephone had nof,
23 Mr, Bmedley supposed. barred off the
millionaire, 8 he had said that he
¢ould oply manage to “squeeze” an
afternoon because his son was playing
in & sthool matoh, Smedley had not
doubted that the information that his
son would not be playing would wash
oub the intended visit.

Instead of which, the news that his
scapegrace son was In trouble agoin at
the school had roused Mr. Vernon-
Smith's ire and caused him to set all
other matters aside and come down to
GrEﬁfrmra-

The difficulty of getting away from
the City added to his ire! Stock
markets were booming, and when stock
markets were booming Mr. Vernon-
Smith was a very busy man.

Grevfriare knew little, if anvthing,
about such things as stocks and shares.
Thoey did not even know the difforence
between & *bull” and a “ bear,” if they
had ever heard of those fearsome beasts
that haunt thoe purlicus of Throgmorton
Street.

They knew little of the activitiesz of
those busy City gentlemen who zell what
they do. not possess and buy what they
cannot pay for, and make money thereby
—and sometimes lose it!

8o though Harry Wharton & Co.
could see that Mr. Vernon-Smith was
frowning, they had neo idea of the
urgent and important matters that he
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had pushed, temporarily, to the back
of his mind on account of his scapegrace
son. They did not dream of guessing
that Mr. Vernon-Bmith, having
skimmed tho cream of the West African
gold-share market, was now getting
deep into tin shares, in which he ex-
poected the next boom. That afterncon
off, really, might cost Mr. Vernon-
Smith thousands of pounds if ho missed
his market in some share or other,

When he left London in his car that
day, Mr. Vernon-Smith had not yet de-
cided whether to buy a block of Hanky-
Panky Tin. He knew that he ought to
have decided at once, and he hadn't
And if Hanky-Pankies shot up after the
other £in shares befora he *“got in,”
somebody else would bag the profita that
Mr. Vernon-Smith had mar g5 his
own,

Which was, of course, very irritating
to a stout gentleman, whoss fortune
oily amounted to & few million pounds.

In this frame of mind Mr, Vernon-
guspicious,
snappy, and rather dangerous at close
quartars.

“Has my son been under detention
to-day, Wharton 1" he asked gruffiy. “I
understood something of the sort from
his Form-master when I spoke to him
on the phone wvesterday. He told me
tl;a.t- he could not give him leave to
play.”

Wharton did not answer that unex-
pected question.

He had supposed that Mr. Vernon-
Smith had seen Smedley, and got the
Bounder off, az he had come down to
the ericket ground with him,

“Do you hear me ! rapped the mil-
lionaire irritably.

“Eh-—yes!” stammered the captain of
the Remove. *I—I suppose—] thought
—I mean——" He broke off. *As
Smithy's here with you, I supposed—"

The millionaire's face hardened,

“I found him when I stopped at the
House. He has told me nothing. He
brought mo here. Has he leaves to play
or not?” :

* I—1 suppose so——"*

Mr. Vernon-Smith could easily read
the dismay in the face of the captain of
the Remove. Wharton guessed by this
time that the Bounder Ead broken de-
tention &t the tims of his
arrival.

“Haven't you secn Mr, Smedley, sir "
asked Bob uncomfortably.

*“ Mo ¥

“0Oh, I—=I thought—"

“Then my son was in detontion " da-
manded the millionaire. “If so, what
iz he doing here?™

Wharton breathed rather hard. Ha
could not enter inte any reckless
cseapade of the Bounder's; but it was
a severe blow to lose his best man again,
He spoke hurriedly.

“As you're here, sir, perhaps you'll
s%ea.k to Mr. Emedlei?. and get Smithy
off. He couldn't really refuse wou”

“Are you nsking me to uphold my
son in an act of disobedience 7 rumbled
the millionaire.

“0h, no! DBut the fact, is, sir, that
Smithy never deserved a detention to-
day,” sad IMarey. “Generally he ashks
for more than he gets, perhaps, but this
time all the fellows know that he's had
injustice. Ile can’t play in this maich
without leave from Smedley; bub he
ought to ba given leavo. If wou ask
Mr. Lascclles, our games master, sir,
he will tell vou so. He asked Smedley
to let hiim off, and he refused.”

“Do you mean that his Form-mastor
bag some prejudice against him ¥

TWell, yes; it's gomething hike that”

“Not surprizing, I think,” gronted
Mr. Vernon-Smith, “But if it is the

father's
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case that Herbert——*" He paused. "X
suppose he has given Mr. Smedley
plenty of trouble, and put his back up—
15 that it? If be

any special offence for which he was
detained to-day—" ’ ;

“1 know that he hasn't, sir!” seid
Wharton earnestly., “1 was quito taken
by surprise when Smeodley sent for me
to tell me that Smithy would not be
allowed to play this morning.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith grunted apain.

He was well aware that a fellow like
S8mithy would be likely to put his Form-
master’s back up, and he was not sur-
prised that Smedley had a “prejudice ”
against him. A fellow whose own
father had had to threaten with dis-
inherttance was not likely to 1o
his “beak’s™ good graces. Btill, even
a scapegrace was entitled to justice,

“Well, I will spesk to Mr. Bmedley,”
he snid st last. *“As I am here, I have
no doubt thet he will stretch a point
gnd allow Harbert leave for this aftor-
noon. By Jove, I shall insist upon it
unlezs Mr. Bmedley gives me very gﬁmi
reasons, ‘Tell Herbert to carry on, and
leave the matter i1t my hands,

“Thank you, sirl” said Harry grate-
fully, “I give you my word, sir, that
smithy never asked for it this time.
And if he doesn’t glay we'ra going to
loza thiz game, and it's rather a big
affair for us, sir.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith smiled.

“Lesve it to me,” he said. :

And he walked off the ground, just
83 a roar came from the field.

“How's that ™

Figgins was holding up the ball, and
Poter Todd was looking =t 1#'535113'.

“Caught !

“0h, well caughtt”

Peter Todd came out.

“Bmithy ! shouted s dozen wvoices.

The Bounder ran out of the pavilion,
spotless in Aannels, hig bat in his hand.
Wharton clapped him on the shoulder,
his face bright.

“Get in! Your pater’s gone to fix 1t
with Bmedlay. It will be all right.
Eﬂt iln, and do better than I did, old

aan ™

The Bounder grinned gleefully.

“I'll try,” he said.

Ha walked to the wicket. All eyes
were on him.
ball, and there were four more to the
over, The 5t Jim's man put all he
knew into those four. Emiil;g put paid
to them ome after another. The
Bounder was at the top of his form.
Two and four, and four and four—four-
teen for the remainder of that over—
and the Greyfriars crowd roared

applause.

“Oh, good egg!” exclaimed Wharton.
“Emitl'ty s going strong 1™

“Terrific!” grinned Hurrece Jamset
Ram Singh.

“Bravo, Smithy I

“Hurrah

And the Dounder, playing the game
of his life, continued to go strong,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Man With the Hidden Face!

ROTTER, the gage, &5 ha showed

Mr. Vernon-Smith in, was glad

that he was pot the persen on

whoem  the millionaire had

ecalled. Trotter confided to the cook

later that the old bloke locked as if

he was going to bite. Undoubtedly Mr.

Vernon-Smith wora a frown, and his

lips were set hard as he followed Trotter

ta Mr. Quelch’s old study, now in the
occupation of Mr. Bmedley.

has not committed of

Fatty Wynn had the |

Hard and adamant as he was in his
dealings with his scapegrace som, fully
determined to disihberit him in favour
his Cousin Lucius if he was turned
out of Greyfriars, the millionaire was,
pll the same, both fond and proud of
Horbert, and keenly anxious that he
should ehow a better side of his char-
acter, and make good at his school.
And the bare thought of injustice to
Smithy, of not giving him a fair chanece,
was intensely irritating to him,

He could make allowances for a
master exasperated by a rebellious boy;
but Herbert Vernon-8mith was going
to have fair play, or there was going
to be trouble. Having arrived at Grey-
friars in o state of wrath against his
son, Mr. Vernon-3mith had now trans-
ferred that wrath to his son’s Form-
master, since his talk with Wharton.

He was very anxious to see this Mr.
Bmedley, and “size him up,” and judgoe
what kind of man he was. Trotter had
told him that Mr. Smedley was not at
the masters’ meeting taking place that
nfternoon, but was in hig study, He
showed the millionaire to that study.

=
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Little did Mr. Vernom-Smith dream
of the state of uneasiness, fear, amount-
ing almost to panie, that reigned in
that study. Lattle was he lkely to
dream that the man who was known at
Grayiriars Bchool as Eustace Bmedley,
Master of Arts, was in reality s
nephaw, Lucius Teppers, junior partner
in the scholastic frm of Legpoett &

Teggers,
Smedley, from behind the window
curtains, had watched the millionaire

coming towards the House. He heard
hiz footsteps in the passage.

His heart beat almost to suffocation.

Had he had notice of the millionaire’s
coming, he would have contrived to
be absent from the school. That had
always been his plan, if Smithy's father
came to Greviriars,

But he had been taken by surprise by
the sudden visit., He had, as he be-
hieved, shut the millionaire off by that
talk on the telephone.

MNow Mr. Vernon-8mith was here, was
certain to want to seo his son’s Form-
master, knew that ho was not gone out,
and could not be refused.

Smedley had had o guarter of an hour
while Mr. Vernon-Smith was gone down
to the cricket feld with the Bounder,
His wary brain worked gquickly, and
he had mads the best use of his time,

2]

But he was wery nearly in a panic as
he heard his unecle coming,

There was & tap at the door, and
T1:uﬂx1r opencd it.

‘Mr. Vernon-8mith, sir1” announced
'I_“mtter, and added, inveluntarily:
“0Oh, my 'at!" in his surprisc.

He blinked at & Form-master whose
faca was almost entirely hidden by
bandages.

Trotter, like everyome else at Grey-
friars, was aware that Mr. Smedley's

nose had been damaged by a cricket-
ball, handled by the Owl of the
Remove. That red and swollen nose

had been much in the public eye.

But, 20 far, that damaged nose had
not seemed te need ban’:ﬁgingi

Trotter blinked. Hardly more than
2 quarter of an hour ago he had seen
Mr. Smedley hurri enter  the
House and go to his study—and his
face had not been bandaged them.
Unless he had had somo accident in
the study since, it was a mystery to
Trotter,

The astonished page stood aside for
Mr. Vernon-8mith to enter, drew the
door shut after him and departed
with surprising information for the
cook and tha maids below stairs,

Mr. WVernon-8mith stared at the
master of the Removae,

Not having seen Smedley before, he
was not so surprised as Trotter to see
hia face ban s:ied, o was, of
course, unaware that the bandages had
been placed thera within the last ten
minutes,  Still. Mr. Smedley’s aspect
was sufficiently wnusual fo make him
stare.

“Mr. Bmedley I ha barked.

“¥Yes.” The anmswer came in tha
husky tones that Mr. Vornon-Smith
remembered on the telephone. “I1 am
very glad to sea you, Mr. Vernon-
8mith. Pray be seated.”

The millionaire sat down heavily.

Mr. Smadlef' sat down also, with his
back to the light. The study was a
little dusky, the eurtains being partly
closed to keep out the brighiness of
the summer sun

“You bave had soma accident, =ir
said Mr. Vernon-B8mith, staring at the
bandaged face with a puzzled expres-
S0,

Heo knew that this tall man was the
man  he had glimpsed in_ the
%uadranﬁiﬁ. hurryimng to the House.

ut he & queer feeling that he had
met him before. There was hardly a

vestige of his face to be seen: but it
strizck the millionaire that there was
something oddly familiar shout him.

Had Mr. Vernon-8mith been more
closely a?uamted with hizs nephew,
Lueius eggers, he might have
guessed.

But he had seen Lucius but seldom.
Only of late, since he had taken up
the idea of stlopting him, if he was
driven to disinherit his scapegrace son,
had he taken any interest in that par-
ticular nephew’s existence. Probably
they had net met more than half-a-
dozen times in all.

Nevertheless, the millionaire had =
foeling that he knew the man some-
how; though it was quite cortain that
ha had mnever met Eustace Bmedley.
o stared at him hard.

eaid  Mr.

“Unfortunately, yes”™
Smediei'. “A clumsy boy threw a
crickef-ball fairly in my face, at close
range.’”’

“Wot my son, I hopoil” said the
millionaire Ehnrplg;

“Oh, no! A boy named DBunter—a
careless, clumsy boy! Rather foolishly
I gave the injury hitle attention at the
time, and the broises have become

Tre MagNer Lignaky.—No. 1,372,
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rather upnleasantly painful., How-
prap——""

Br. Smedley dizmizzed the matter.

“Huve meb  you  before,  BMer.
Smedley *'” asked the City gentleman
abruptly.

“MNot thet I am aware of sir”
answered the man with a  borrowed
name, his geart sinking. “I have had
the pleasure of speaking to vou on the
felephone onee or fwice.”

“It 13 very odd, but I have an im-
pression S8t I have not only met vou,
but sat talking to  you,” said Mr.
Vernon-3mith. “However, I suppose
it 15 8 mafake. As you are suffering
from an injury, Mr. Emedle;r. no
idoubt wou will wish this interview to
be as brief as possibla. On ancther
occasion I :way have an opportunity of
dlEDi‘:iEln? with you the prospects of my
gon ab this school.”

“Oht Certainly-—another time !’
murmuared t h e Remove master,
imwardly resolved that that *“other
time " should never come to pam.

“But there is one matter on which I
must speat,” said Mr. Vernon-Bmith
frm]i_ﬁ'. ‘It seems thet my son was
orbidden to play in a ericket-match to-
day. What was the special reason ¥

“Bad conduct, sir, and disrespect in
the Form-room. But, in view of your
presence here, Mr. Vernon-8mith, I
shall be ouly too pleased to make a
special concession, and give ¥our son
leave for the day, and you may tell
him so from me if you choose.”

Mr. Vempoa-Bmith's brows relaxed.

“Thank you, Mr. 8medley.” he said.
“That is very kind of you.

Ha rose fruza the chair.

He was not aware that Mr. Smedley
would have made that concession, or
any other, to get him out of the study,
and eseape faom the penetrating gaze
of his keen eves. But he realised that
a man sp severely bruised that he had
to have his face baudaged, could not
desire awy_interview to be prolonged.
Having gained his peint, Mr. Vernon-
smith  was prepared to  leave the
injured man to himself.

“I will trouble you no longer, sir,”
he said quite genially. “1 am sorry
you are in pain. 1 trust that you will
be quite recovered by the time I eall
ot Greviviars again. [ desire very
mtich to consult you abeut my son.”

“Oh! Quital Certainly 1™

And Mr. Vernon-Smith shook handa
with Mr. Smedley, and left the study.
I1Te went out of the House and headed
for the cricket ground, with the
puzzled exopression still on his face.

Something or other about this Mr.
Smedley seemead to haunt his mind like
2 half-forgotten recollection.

But he dizsmissed Mr. Smedley from
hizs mind as he arrived on the orickes
ground and heard the roar there.

“Good old Smithy [

“Good old Bounder !

“That's the stuff to give "em I2

“Brave, Smithy ™

Mr. Vernon-Smith smiled az he
headed for a seat a$ the pavilion, and
forgot not only Mr, Bmedley, but even

the tin shares that were booming far
aff in London ¢

It was not so easy for Mr, Smedlsy
to dizmiss him from his mind.

Lieft in his study, the man with a
borrowed name |1}E!iﬂd his door against
pessible  intrusion, and paced abou:
vestlesslv,  He did not want anvons
clse o see those sudden bandages on
his face! Trotter had seen them—that
conld not be halped—and alreadw, he
Lonew, those bandapes would ba dis-
cuszed below stairs. And he had to
Tiue Mycwer Lisaany.—No. 1,372,

keep them on till Mr. Vernon-Smith
WIS FOE.

Mr. Bmedley was a wrisoner in his
study !

It was not. after all, the Creeper and
Crawler’s lucky day !

e —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy's Inninzs !

i SAY, rou fellows!™
E “Blow away, Bunter ™
“0Oh, really, Whartont! I zee
vou'ra out ! said Bunter, with

a eil:m. “What did you hag;? A
duck’s egg, what? I say, don't you
wish vou'd played me now??

* Fathead 1"

* Deast 1

Billy Bunter had joined the
cricketers  before the pavilion. He

blinked at the field through his big
gectae]es, but not with muoch interest.
e was thinking chiefly of tea.
_ That morning Bunter had wanted fo
oin the oricketers to pet out of elass.
vow he wanted to join them fo get
into tea! Bunfer's interest in the
great summer game was not, in point
?Ef lgﬂret, concentrated on  the game
LEEelr 1

But there was a very keen erowd
igﬂiet‘m_g thicker and thicker on
ittle Side The Bounder was putting

ufi & tremendous innings, and the news
of it had spread.

Almost to a man the Removites had
rolled up to watch him—even Lord
Mauleverer exerting himself to swall
down to tha field, after his detention

was up.
Temple, Dabney, & Co., of the
Fourth, condescended to give the game

a look-in; Hobsen and 4 crowd of the
Shell ecame, and so did an army of
fags. TFren INifth Form and Sixth
Form men rolled along,

Wingate of the Tixth was seen
watching Bmithy with an appreciative
eve. Coker of the Fifth was heard to
tell his pals, Potter and Greene, that
that kid, yvoung Smith, was putting u
a show that he, Horace Coker, coul
hardly have beaten—a statement which
was strictly veracions.

Mr. Lascellzz joined Wingate; and
those two great men, the pames-master
and toe captai.. of ths school, were
seen watching Vernon-Smith.

Really, he was worth watching!

Man after fman ecame in to partner
the Bounder; but never for a moment
did Emithy's own wicket sgem in
danger. Fatty Wymnn bowled his best,
and bowled in vain; the other 8t
Jim's bowlers never had an earthly,
and in the feld the Bounder gave them
no chance.

Harry Wharton's eyes danced,

That he had made only six himself
was & trile light as air to the captain
of the Remove, when he saw Smithy
well on his way to a century.

. Centuries were uncommon enongh in
junier games. Bub it looked as if
Bithy was geing up to the hundred—
and over.

That was a delightful prospect to the
Greviviars  fellows—especially  after
their narrow escape of losing Smithy.

Mr. Vernon-Bmith, sitting in & com-
fortable chailr, fairly beamed. He did
not know so much about ericket as
about stocks and shares. But he knew
thak hiz son waz distinguizhing himself
ab o game that was  conzidered of
ratiter great 1mportance at hiz school.
He heard the voars of cheering that

vepted  mighty  hits, ks  heard
wamtay 5 pams  on every  tongus,
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Nevar had he been so proud of hia

g0n.

He forgot that he had arrived at
Greyfriars in & state of wrath, He
bénmed and smiled; he almost grinned.
He totelly forgot the existence of the
Hanky-'anky Tin Mines, Ltd. He for-
of the bulls and bears that reamed in
‘hrogmorton Street, seeking what they
might devour. He did not care whether
T'in shares rose or fell, whether Hanky-
Pankies “went through the roof,” or

Vernon-

CRITE

“dropped through the floor|” This was
a great day for Bmithy’s father !

“Bmithy ! Oh, Smithy! Hurrah!®
gns;:ed Wharton,

Mr, Vernon-Smith, stgrin%} at the
field, knew that something had hap-
pened. But the Bounder did not seem
to be deing anything, Mr, Vernou-
Smith withed, at that moment, that he
hod studied the great summer game
with soma of the attention he had given
to stocks and shares. He really wanted
to know.

“0Ow ! howled Bob Cherry suddenly,
aa he received a sudden poke in the
ribs, Ile spun round, and blinked at
the millionaire.

“What 13 it?” asked Mr.

Smith genially.

“EhT Oh! Tour!” gasped Dob, rub-
bing his ribs,

“ Four what ?"

“Eh? Runs!®

“Buat m]i; son is not running.”

“It's » boundary,”

"“0Oh, it's & boundary, is it?" said Mr,
Vernon-Smith, “I—1 seal My son
seems to be doing well, what?” —

“I shonld jolly well say #0,” said Bob
Cherry. " You ought to be jolly proud
of him, sir! Am't it lucky you came
along to-day and got him off? Ile's
winning this game for us!"

“Good 1" enid Mr. Vernon-8mith,

“Looks like a century,” said DBob.
“Look at the score, sir! Ninety for
Smithy off his own hat! ‘They can't
touch him! hank goodness Smedley
never kept him away, after all! This is
Smithy’s field dav.”

“Good I repeated Mr. Vernon-Bmith,
with satisfaction.

“Oh, good man, Smithy!”
another roar.

“It will be Bmithy not out,” =aid
Harry Wharton,  “1f we'd only been
able to open with him! Bother thet
man Smedley !

*I say, you fellows, there’s something
“[i with Bmedley,” said Billy Bunter,
“ He's got his study door locked I

“Oh, blow Smedley [

“1 had to take my paper to him, you
know,” said the fat junior. “I knocked,
and found the door locked. So did
Mauly! e called out to us to hand
him the papers in the Form-room tao-
morrow morning ! 1 say, you fellows,
what do yon think is ll%‘;.‘.']ﬂt Smedley

“Bless Bmedley 1 ho's bothering
ahout Smedley, fathead 7

“Well, it's queer, you know! I
thought he would be after Smithy like a
shot when Smithy cut  detention.
Instead of that, he's letting him rip,
and he's locked in his study. I wonder
if old Smith has been ragging him,"

The Owl of the Remove had not
obzerved DMr, Vernon-Smith sitting only
s1x ar seven feet from him.

Bhut wp, you ass!” breathed Frank
MNugent,

*Oh, re:ulI_E' Nugent! I say, I dare
say 1% was old Smith got young Smith
oft, rageing that cad Emedley, you
know! He's a bit of an old barpgee,
izn’t he? Awiul ol bargee—
Yarcoooh ! Wharrer you stamping on
my foot for, Bob Cherry. you beast?’”
Bunter hopped and roared.  * Whooop |
Yoooop! Wow!”

‘Backing away from Boh Cherry, the
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# Wha;rtuh, take your men into the fleld,” said Larry Lascelles, quiefly. * Vernon-Smith, you will go with the rest. I fake
the whole responsibility.’* ** Vernon-Smiih,*’ pant:a.;d !llllr Smesdluyalz Ilurde:- you——"" There was a roar from fifty volces.
4 i ome, Smedley 1]

fat Owl spotted Mr. Vernon-Bmith, He
gg.vu him a startled blink through his
1g spectacles, :
“QOh, 1 didn't see wou, sir!” gasped
Bunter. “N-n-pice day, sin’t it, sird
So glad to see you at Greyiriars, sirl I
pay, sir, I—I Wheooop ¥

machk !

“ Yaroooh I roared DBunter, as he

backed off once more, with a fat ear
crimson and tingling. Mr. Vernon-
Bmith, nplparanl:l;-.r, had not liked hear-
ing himszelf described as a “ bargee.”

ut Bunter's roar was drowned b
another roar from the Greyiriars crowd.
There had been two more 4's, and
Smithy had wound up that over with 4.
He had topped his century!

Fellows waved their hats, roared,
velled, and cheered. Nobody had sup-

osed that a century would be bagged

v any man against such doughty
opponents ag Tom Merry & Co. of 5t

un's.  But the Bounder had done_it.
He had done it, and locked like doing
it & second time, if the inniogs could
kept apen,

“Bravo!” came Mr, Lascelles’ deep
voice. The games master was waving a
straw hat high in the air.

“0h, good man! Good
shouted Wingate,

Herbert Vernon-Smith glanced round
him with a flushed face and sparkling
Hyiea.

l1lr‘I‘hisl was the day of his life!

Fellows «of all Forms, more than half
Groyiriars, roared and cheered round
the field. IHis father was gazing at him
with rapt eyes, beaming delight. Ha
koew, tco, that the roar must reach
Smedley, if the man was anywhere
within the walls of Greyifriars. That
was an added pleasure to the Bounder.

“Hundred and one, with two mora
wickets to fall 1" said Harry Wharton,
“Ii we'd only opened with Smithy!
Hundred and one for old Smithy ! Good
man! Oh, good man |”

B

man .

“1 say, vou fellows——"2

“Hurrah !”

“ What about tea?™

“Brave, Smithy I _

“And he's still ﬁul‘- the howling !”
chuckled Dob. *“And they're looking a
bit tired from hunting the [eather,
what 1" )

“The huntfulness has been terrific!”
grluned Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.
* My esteemed and ridiculous c!mmﬂ; W
ATO &rning to win this gsbeurd match 1™

“What-ho 1*

“1 say, -you fellows, you really ought
to knock off for tea, you know. 1 really
think-——  Leggo my ear, Bull, you
beast 1" )

“Go it, Smithy I

“Give us & fow more!” ]

B8mithy gave them 10 more in that
over. He scemed as fresh as paint,
But in the next over Linley carried out
his bat, having made 25—a useful score,
though nothing like the Bounder’s.

ilvy went in to the last wicket.
harton tapped him on the arm as
he went. )

“Stick it out, Oggy !” he =aid, almost
imploringly. “ Giva 8mithy & chance to
keep going. Stick to it like glue.”

Ogilvy nodded and grinned. Ile was
& good bat, and, going in last, he was
m&u}f keen to show that there was a
sting in the tail. But he nobly repressed
the desira to display fireworks, and
made up his mind to devote himself to
furthering the Bounder’s game. That
waa what the side wanted, and that he
rosolved to do,

And he did it well, With last man
in, Tom Merry & Co. looked for the end
of the Greyfriars innings at an early
date. Dut 1t did not come scon.

Ogilvy, with_ Beottish tenacity, kept
hig end up. He stole & run here and
there. But the fireworks were left to
the Dounder. And the Bounder put up
a pyrotechnic display that satisfied the
most exacting of beholdors,

Ogilvy had made when he was
down, at last, to a ball from Fatty
Wyon, of 8t. Jim's. But while ﬂﬁgg
was making that B, the Bounder he
increased his total to the round 150—a
score seldom equalled in & junior match
on the Greyiriars ground.

“Hundred and 6Gfty not out!"” Bob
Cherry, in his exuberant joy, clapped
Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith on the
shoulder, hardly noticing what he was
deing, with a mighty clap. " Hundred
and fifty not out! Hurrah!™

“Ow " gasped the mllionsire,

'] HH Trﬁh K

“ Bravo, Smithy "

“That's the stuff to give 'em [

Thera was a rush en the field, headed
by Wharton. Smithy was grabbed,
hoisted shoulder high, and carried back
in triumph to the pavilion. Larry Las-
celles slapped him on ona shoulder, Win-
pate on the other., The Removites
roared, clapped, and slmost danced.

“Bal Jove ! Arthur Augustus D'Arey
remarked toe his comrades. "“That man
Smithy is & corkah! A weal corkah!
Hundwed and BGftay on his_own, you .
know! I've novah done it myself!
Nevah! More than all the othahs put
togethah! Some of those fellows are
sayin’ they won't have to bat agnin 1"

“Oh, rot ! said Tam Merry. *We'll
make ‘em bat again !

“Yaas, wathah! They've got two
hundwed and Gftay—that’s a hundwed
and twenty shead of us on the Frst
innin’s. The caly thing is, I shall have
to make a centuwy for St Jim's,” said
Arthur Aupgustus sagely. “Mind you
back me up, you fellows”

The 5t. Jim's score of 130 had looked
ood ! Bub there was no doubt that tha
sreviriars score of 250 looked bettor!
Really, & century or so from Hnmcbc}dﬁ
was rather needed by St. Jim's, thoug
perhaps it was doubtful whether Arthur
Aupgustus would contribute it. It had
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been a hard game, and everybody waa
lad of & rest and tea—and Bullﬁ
tunter, at last, waz rolioved to fin
ericket relégated to the background, and
foodstuffz to the fore!

— e

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder's Triumph !

b ERBERT ™
H * Yoz, dad?®™ .
The Bounder was smiling.

He locked very fit and well
in hiz flannels, with a flush in his
cheeks, showing hardly a sign of fatigue
after his hard mmnings, )

Mr. Vernon-Smith, sitting in the bi
Rolls, gazed at him npprm-mg;li B
affectionately, After tea the cricketers
were poing down to Little Bide again;
but Smithy had stopped to see his father
off first. The millionaire’s tone was
very kindly as he spoke to his son.
Never had he been so proud of
Herbert! Indeed, he was tempted to
stavy on and see that great game to a
finish ! But Mp, Vernon-Smith's time,
of course, was of far too tremendons
g value for snch indulgence as that! He
had forgotten Hanky-Panky Tin whils
watching his son at the wickets. But
Hankv-Panky Tin shares were in his
mind again now.

“T'm proud of you, my boy,” said Mr,
Vernon-Smith.  “Your schoolfellows
seem proud of you from what I can see.
I came here expecting to find you in hot
water again from what wvour Form-
master zaid on the phone yesterdar.
Never mind 1™

“You'll never hear any good of me
from Smedlev,” said the Bounder.
“He's got his knife into me for some
reason.”

“All ihe more reasor for you to be
careful and not to play the [ool,
Herbert! Even if he dislikes wou, as
'{uu think, you've nothing to fear so
ong as vou keep straight.”

Smithy made no answer to that.

“Anyhow, Mr. Quelch will be back
this term—you won't have the man
here much longer,” said the millionaire.
“Keep straight and keep steady and let
me go on feeling proud of you—and
then we can both forget old troubles!
I've been keeping you short of money
for vour ovwn good——"

“You have !” said Smithy, with a wry

rin.

“Well, T'm going to trust von,
Herbert. Take that!™ ‘The Bounder
st_arf.ed as a ten-pound note slipped into
his hand. “Mind, I'm poing to trust
you! Take care that yon deserve it
Now, good-bye, boy!”

Mr. Vernon-Smith shook hands vers
cordially with his son, and the big car
rolled away with him,

The Bounder stood staring afier it
rather blankly., Evidently his father
was pleased with him. He stared st the
bankneote in his hand, It was one of the
millionaire’s generous tips that he had
riot scen for & long time, Thiz was un-
doubtedly the Bounder's lucky day!
Greatly elated, he walked away to the
cricket ground as the car turned aut of
the gates.

{Inknown to Smithy, ancther pair of
eves walched the car go. Ther were
Ar. Emedley’s.

Leeping out of sight behind the
curtains at hiz study windew, the
Creeper and Crawler had witnessed the
tpnu‘imF of father and son, and, though
e could not hear what was said, he zaw
how genial and cordial that parting
wae, Which was the reverse of agree.
able to the Bounder’'s rival for the
millionnire's millions.
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From the bottom of his heart Mr
Smedley was glad to see the car depart.
He had feared that Mr. Vernon-Smith
might stay through the match. Till he
went, the schemer had to remain =

rizoner in his study, keeping the

andages on his face!

Hardly had the car disappeared when
Mr. Bmedley removed those bandages.
They were no longer needed.

His face, as ho revealed it, was white
with bitter rage and disappointment
and chagrin—the red, broised rose
gleaming from it like a beacon. Bitter
as his temper was, it had seldom been
50 bitter as now., On the very edge of
success he had been defeated by the
sudden and unexpected arrival of
Smithy’s father! Ha had had s narrow
eseape of detection, and the utter ruin
of hiz plans and his prospects. Slinking
in his study with a hidden face, he had
had to give the Bounder his triumph—
to listen to the roars of cheering,
Eu}tiled with Smithy's name, from the
ericket ground.

But the danger was over now! The
millionaire was gonae! Hea could wreak
his bitter grudge at last on the fellow
who had defied and defeated him.
With set lips and & grim face Mr.
Smedley left his study and the House,
Mr. Vernon 8mith was hardly five miles
away in his whizzing car when tha
Creeper and Crawler was striding down
to Little Side.

He found & thick erowd gathering
there. Under the bright summer sun-
light the ericket ground was swarming.
The 5t. Jim's spcond innings was abous
to begin, and Harry Wharton & Co.

oing into the field. With thera was the

ounder, bright and cheery., Nobody
had an eve for the tall figure striding
throngh the crowd, the grim, set face
that lowered among all others that were
bright and cheery. Only the fellows
that bMr. Smedley pushed out of his wa
stared at lhim as he passed rmg
wondered what wes the matter with the
bargee! He had nearly reached the
{_‘rawliﬂn when Billy Bunter's spectacles

ell on him, and Bunter gave a squeak.

N | say, '

Smedley !

Harry Wharton glanced round.

His face set a litile at the sight of
Smedler’s.  The sharp, harsh voice
rapped out:

“Vernon-Smith 1

“What the thump——"" ajaculated the

vou fellows, here comes

Bounder. He stared in angry surprise
aft his Form-master,

“Go back to the House al onee,
Vernon-Smith 1V

“What "

“You henr me? You have dared to
break detention, and you will return to
the Form-room immediately 12

It was s=ome satisfaction to the
Creeper and Crawler fo seo the dismay
that fell on the cricketers, In his
present black and bitter mood it was a
solace to him to cause discomfort to
anybody.

The Bounder's faece whitened with

rage! He understood! His father was
gone now! His father had stood be-
tween him and the Creeper and

Crawler—and now he was gone !
“But, sir.,” gaspad Harry Wharlon,

“you've given Smithy leave——1

“Bilence, Wharton I™

“Mr. Vernon-Smith told us, sir—"

“I am not concerned with what Mr.
Vernon-Sinith may have told you! You
will be stlent, Wharton 1™

Mr. Smedley raised hizs hand and
poitted to the distant Iouse. )

“Go at once, Vernon-Bmith I” he said
grimly. “If vou compel me to remove
vou by force I shall certainly do so!™

he Bounder clenched his hands, his

eyes blazing., ¥larry Wharton, almost
as enraged as the Bounder, ehouted :
'“IML Lascelles, please come here,
-1 o

The games master was at the pavilion
with Wingate and some Bixth Form
men, He was slready locking at the
scene in surprise. Now he came over
guickly at Wharton's call,

“What is it?” he asked,

“This 13 a matter that does not cou-
cern you, sir ! gaud Mr, Bmedley, before
the captain of the Remove could answer,
“I have ordered Vernon-Smith back (o
detention, and he will go &t cnce [

“ Bmithy was given leave, sir!™ ex-
cleimed Wharton hotly. “Mr, Vernon-
Smith tﬁId us s0. He saw Mr, Smedley,
angd—

“Bilence, Wharton 1"

Larry Lascelles set his lips.

" “If that is the case, Mr. Smedley, you

can hardly rescind leave already given
in the middle of a ericket match,” he
sald quietly.

“Probably Mr. Vernon-S8mith mis-
understood,” said Mr. Smedley coldly.
“] have no intention whatever of allow-
ing this boy, the worst boy in my Form,
to defy suthority. Nothing will induce
me to do so.Z

“GZo home, Smedley [” came a yel]
from the crowd.

“(ret out, Smedley 1"

“Hook it, Creeper!”

“Buze off, Crawler!”

Mr. Emarile:j"s face set harder. He
stepped towards Vernoo-Bmith with the
intention of pgrasping him. Larry
Lascolles stopped swiftly in the way.

“One moment, sir—=—""

“I refuse to allow you to interfere,
Mr, Lascelles.”

“1 am sorry for that, as I am deter-
mined to interfere,’ retorted the games
master. “1 ask you once more not to
rescind the leave given to this boy le
play.”

f:I ].T!‘fusﬂ ]:I-J

“Very well! T shall take the matter
into my own hands, and answer for it
to Dr. Locke, if you choosze to lay the
matter before him,” said Larry Las-
celles quietly. '"Wharton, take your
men inte the feld. Vernon-Smith, you
will go with the rest—I take the whole
responsibility.”

“(Oh, thank wyou, sir 1" gasped YWhar-
ton. Y Come on, you men!"

“Vernon-Smith,” panted Mr. Smed-
ley; “1 order yon—-"

The Bounder turned his back on him,
and walked on to the field with the team,
There was a roar from Gfty voices

“GGo home, Bmedley |

“Mr. Lascelles, stand out of my way "
Smedley’s volce was thick with rage, “I
will not be defied by a boy in my Form !
I will not allow you to Interfere! Stand
aside [

Lorry Lascelles eyed him coolly and
contemptuously, and did not stir.

“I will take the responsibility for this
with the Head,” he answered. *“You
had better go, Ale. Bmedley I

For a moment 1t logked as if the
bafled and enraged man would hurl
himself at the games master. The crowil
looked on, breathless. But ¥Mr. Smedley
restrained himself.

"Yeou will answer this I*?
panted.

“I am prepared to do g0, answered
Larry Lascelies coolly.

And the Creeper and Crawler, de-
feated, pale with rage, turned and left
the field, followed by a roar of hoots
and howls and cat-calls,

He was forgotcen a minute later.
Cricket claimed all the attention of the
Grevivinre crowd, The Bounder wos

(Continued on page 28.)
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HOW THE STORY STARTED.

MERVYN VILLIERS and JULIUS
ﬂ?.dlh*EjéélHﬁ.&D. tieo clever crooks, g-:m been
pudling g Coune AR connection with sportin
events. JIn order o find outl how they toor
their elever mpindles, FERRERS CHEE,
defertine, ﬁ?@& ar & wenlthayr Argestine book-
maker. fizing eventually that Ferrers Locke
hag been biuﬁin‘%rﬁem. the {wo echemers
JACH DRAKE, whom they imprison in the
cellar of an old country coltage. Leaving a
bemb cunningly fixed lo explode & soon ae the
cellgr-flap 18 o thep send an aromimmous
letter fto FTocke felling of his Goy aseiclant’s

kidnap

whereabouds and then flee o France. Arriving
al the appoinied place, Locke's a&ra
aroused when his eyen alight on tell-tals
marke of teo patrs of muddy boots,
(Now read on.)
_ Eseape |
ACKE DRAKE came to with o violent

start.

j Hiz widely staring eyes beheld
nothing but pitch blackness. His

arms wero roped to something  that

denied him movement. A pagp it

oruelly into his mouth; only the lower

part of his legs were free.

It took the horrified youngster two
or thres minutes before he realised that
ho was bound fast to a chair. Then,
in & fHood, recollection of his journey
in the Rolls with Villiers and Tanker-
head came back to him. He remembered
that sharp jab in the arm he had
received when Villiers had lurched
against him, and needed mo telling now
that = needle containing a powerful
drug had been responsible for the
sudden feeling of giddiness which had
overtaken him. Where he was now the

pungster had not the faintest idea. His
icﬂn nastrils detected a certain .damp-
ness in the atmosphere about him which
puggested a cellar or a vault, but where
his place of captivity was beyond that
Drake could not fathom.

As his eenses cleared he began to
struggle with all the ferocity of a
trapped animal. The result, howsver,
was merely exhausting. Try as he
mirht, he eould not shift the bonds that
held his arms tightly behind the back
tatl of tle chair, or the cords that
secured his lower limbs to the seat of
i, Wrigigls the museles of his f[aco
as much as he liked, vntil his senszo of
humour told him that he must look like
a contortionist practizing for & show,
Drake could npot easze the almost

suffocating gag. Whoever had bound
hinmt had left nothing to change. Vet
Drake did mpot give in easily--he was
not the tvpe to admit defeat even 1n
the face of the impossible.

Two hours at least went by before he
desisted through sheer exhaustion and
the twinges of eramp. Now his mind
became active even if his body denied
him guccour. While he reosted, the
plucky voungster thought things over.
He told himself that he had walked into
a trap—told himself that Locke, who
had been lured away on o false errand
to Secotland Yard, would probably walk
into a. similar trap. 1t said well for
Dreke's extreme loyalty and affection
towards his chief that he thought of
him first despite his own terrible plight.

In thi deep darkness Drake resolved
that he would get out of his prison,
rope: or no ropes. [Iirst, he reasoned
within himself, it would be as well to
find out the dimensions of his place of
captivity.

Having rested himself, Drake then
began a weary hop round the stone floor
of the cellar, weary indeed, for the
chair to which he was bound was heavy,
and had, of course, to go with him.
More thap onee, in his desira to learn
the geopraphy of the cellar, he banged
hie knecs and his face arainst the walls.
But he persevered. Then this weird
method of progression brought about a
result that sent a thrill along Jack's
spine, Iis feet encoumtered something
lying agninst one of the walls and sent
it epinning to the stone floor with a
merallie ring. i

Jack’s heart leaped high with hope.
He began to ferret about the floor with
his feet, and diseovered, after many
weary minutes, that the object he had
knocked over was a spade. Dimly now
he could make out the faint gleam of
the dull metnl mgainst the piteh dark-
nezs.  His exploring feot, too, traced
tha “shape * of it until he was eertain
that it was indeed a spade—a garden
spada,

And Drake remembered that often as
not the businesa end of o spado was
shorp. If only he eould geb a grip
of the spade handle hetween his feet and
mancenvre the blade under the chair in
such a position as would allow him fo
drag his bound wrists across it

It was a desperate chance, and Drake

FERRERS

Stare
Lﬂﬁﬁ. detective,

and his clever boy
a:ﬁstﬁﬁt, JACK

tcok it with that grim determination
which had helped him out of more than
one tight corner. By means of diligens
shufling he managed to grip the wooden
handle of the spade between his feet,
and slowly-—tantalising slowly—slid the
thing undernesth the chair., Now came
ithe most difficult task of all—he had
to tilt the =zpade so that the blade end
raze to whero his bound wrists hung
behind the chair.

With straining muscles and 2 seems-
ingly inexhaustible store of paticnce, the
voungster managed to get the spade to
the required position. DBut no sooner
had a glow of excitement spread through
him at this initial luck than the spade
elipped out of his grasp and clattered
back noisily to the stone floor. Then
began the weary “fishing ™ with his
feet to retrieve 1t Even in that
moment of disappointment, however,
Drake’s practical mind flashed a message
of encouragement. Obviously, ho was
alone, wherever he was, for the noise
his “hopping ¥ had made, and the
metallic clanging of the shovel hitting
the stone floor, had brought no =ign of
any second party. The place seemed
deserted, but for himself.

Aas Drake paused to toke a breather
his keen ears caught the fer-away hoot
of an owl. It was an owl—he was sure
of it—became doubly sure as ho heard
the mournful hoot repeated. And the
presence of an owl suggested that his
place of captivity was somewhere in
the country. ;

Having satisfied himself on that point,
Drake recommenced his task of lifting
the spade, Ly the handle. Here fortune
soemed to mock at him. for although he
eame within an ace of raising it to the
requirad position time and time again
the scant [freedom sllowed to hiz fent
was nsuficient to keep the thing in
place. ]

Two hours of this continuous battling
hegan to teil on the now overwrought
state of the youngster, and he decided
to rost longer this time. He closed his
eyes—there seemed little to be served
by keeping them open in this Stygian
eloom, and, all unknowingly, Drake's
head began to nod. He shook himself
into wakefulness as s head fell for-
ward with a jork, and savagely began
hiz task afresh of trying to capture
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the clusive spade. But outraged nature
claimed aleep at last, and Jack Drake,
fighting against it manfully, collapsed.
Ho know not how long he slept except
that the cramp in his body, particularly
in his arms, indicated when he mwoke
that several hours had passed. Bub
with the first flush of wakefulness Drale
began again to make use of the tantalis-
ing spade. .
The darkness of the cellar was as in-
tense as ever, He could not tell the
time, for the watch on his wrist was
behind him, and consequently out of
sight. The struggle was renewed with a
gnvage relentlessness now tinged some-
what with despair. Then Drake, reahs-
ing the futility of trying for freedom
this woy, decided upon another course.
From his past “hopping ” exploration
of the cellar he knew roughly where
thie nearest corner was. Where two walls
meet in an angle might assist him now
—if only he could get the shovel in an
upright position against the coerner.

The Vital Moment !

s g T'S a chance !” Drake told himself,

I and streightway began to push

tlie shovel towards the nearest
COrMET,

When it refused to advance further,
he knew that the corner was reached.
With the handle of the spade jabbed
hard in the corner, Drake's feet now
fult for the steel blade, and tipping his
toes underneath it, he kicked upwards
with all his force. The blade rose up on
end, clattered noisily against the wall of
the cellar and fell back, srmtmg Drake
& resounding whack across the face.

But the voungster scarcely felt ik
Elation surged through him, Te'd gof
the spade 1n an upright position now,
and his next move wos to prop it against
the wall, so that it balanced on its
handle. With great cars Drake exccuted
this movement; then eatisfied, he
reversed the chair by a series of short
hops so that his back was to the corner
and slowly and carcfully hopped bac
again, Ilis outstretched fingers touched
the wooden stem of the spade and
fastened sround it with desperate
strength. ‘Then, bit by bit, Drake
lowered the spade until the wooden
handle was sliding beneath the chair—
until the metal blade was in line wiih
his bound wrists,

“Now !* breathed Drake.
or never!Z

Planti hiz feet [irmly upon the
handle of the spade to stop it from
sliding, the youngster began to saw his
bonds along the edge of the steel. In
the process the skin was rasped from his
wrists until the flesh was raw and bleed-
ing, but Drake was hardly aware of the
physical pam,

e persevered with B courage there
was no denying.

The edge of the spade was bilunt and
it seemed to make precious little im-
pression upon the cords, but Drake
would not give in. IHe strained away
at the cords every half an hour or so, in
the .hope that the weakened strands
would burst asunder,

The hours went by, Very grudgingly
the stout cords surrendered to Drake's
drastic treatment. PBut with the snap-
ping of one or two strands Drake began
to work mfresh with tigerish strength
and feroeity.

Persistence brought its reward, for at
last the final stranda broke apart, and
the voungster felt hizs arms fly locse. So

o —

T Tt's mow

eramped ware his muscles that Drake
could not contrel those flailing arms.
They swung forward like pendulums
from their position at the back of the
chair to his knees, There they hung,
listlesely, what time @ thousand needles
seemed to spike into the youngsters
fiesh as the circulation began to course
back.

The pain of it brought an involuntary
cry from Drake, but he waited patiently,
and then sought the pocket knife which
he invariably carried in his waistcoat.
Once he had secured the precious knife,
tho rest was easy. First the gag was
cut away and Drake breathed dee;i)l_y
and thankfully ahd began to work his
aching jaws. Neoxt the cords heldin
him to the seat of the chair was slice
through with a pardonable savegery.
Once again Drake endured tortures as he
stood upright—or rather, attempied to
—and the blood began to flood back
through his cramped limbs. For quite
five minutes he leaned against the wall,
a feeling of sickness and exhanstion
gonawing at his heart, for the strugﬁ'ie,
and his cramped position, had taken
more out of the youngster than he had
fully realised.

Partially recovered, he next began to
massage his armz apnd legs, with a
practised skill. Ten minutes of this treat-
ment, and Drake told himself that bhe
was now ready to get out of this
dungeon just as quickly as he could.

He felt in his pocket for & box of
matches, groaned aloud when the scarch
proved fruitless, and whooped almost in
the same moment as he remembered that
he had Ferrers Locke's automatic petrol
lighter in his trousers pocket. Only that
sume morning the detective had asked
him to take it into Lungvale's, the
tobacconists, for a slight repair.

‘With hands that trembled, Drake
flicked the lighter open. No respond-
ing glimmer of light came except for
the spark.

“(Oh, hang!"” muttered Drake.
“There's no petrol in it 1"

He tricd again and again, and it was
not until his very persistence threatencd
to wear out the flint of tho lighter com-
pletely, that the wick suddenly caught
and a small glow of precious light flared
up in the blackness.

Drake wasn't taking any meore
chances. He snatched up the thinnest
piece of frayed cord, lit it with extreme
care, and began to peer gbout him. All
he zaw were the four walls of the cellar,
the chair, and the spade. But ns he
advanced cautiously, the radius of light
revealed the small stairway and the
trapdoor above. It showed something
olse, too—the peeuliar shaped bomb
lving on the bottom st%p of the stair-
way and the length of flex attached to
it and & small ring bolt on the under
side of the trapdoor!

Even as the smelly, burning cord
began to die down into nothing more
than red smoulder, Drake realised the
nature of that ugly locking thing lying
there and the likely purpose of the flex
attached to it and the trapdoor.

“It's @ bomb!™ he told himself aloud
Lhoarsely. “I'm certain of it1 And it
means that wheever opens the trapdoor,
will fire the bomb and blow me and him-
self to cternity 1™ )

Drake's already pale face whitened
to a ghasty hue, for in the moment that
e made this terrifying discovery, he
heard footsteps resounding on the floor
above.

With an agonized ery, Drake darted
forward in the darkness, groping for the
stairway.

THE MAGNET

“Gone Away!™

ERERERS LOCKE was still sur-

F veying the tell-tale impriots om

the rough carpet which con-

gealed the trap when he heard

a muffled ery coming from somewhers
directly below him.

In a moment the detective was stoop-
and whipping away the carpet. There,
quickly discernible, was the trapdoor.

“"Hold en—I'm coming |V ]

Locke yelled the words encouragingly
a9 he knelt, and prepared to swing back
the trap.

An agonised volce froze him into m-
mobility on the instant.

“Don’t open the trap, guv'nor, for
heaven's sake [

It was Jack Droke's voice all right—
strangely hoarse and alarmed.

“ Right-ho, Jack |” Locke’s reassuring
reply gave new life to the desporate

voungster belew., “What is 1t—ua
bomb ¥

“¥es ¥ gasped Drake. "I just saw
it in time. But I've got no light now.

There's a bomb on the bottom stair-hers,
and it's connected o the ring-bolt of this
trapdoor by a length of flex I’

".%iﬂ.‘umft- vou any matches, young
Ju“ aFr

“Not one,” answered Drake. ' But
vou can possibly slide one or two
through the crack. If I could only see
where the flex is T could remove it, But
I daren’t plunge zbout here in the dark
in case § foul it.”

“I've got youl Don’t worry,” replied
Locke, *I'li drop several—there's room
enough, I think, to allow them to pass.
¥ou'll see them against the darkness if
you look hard enough. Stand by I”

As he spolie he withdrew several wax
vestas from his matchbox and carefully
glid them through the crack st the
extreme edia of the trap. Down below
Drake watched with wide-open eyes.

“Okay, guv'nor !” he ealled out in a
voico full of relief ™I can see two or
three of them, Shan't be long now "

The detective heard his assistant
sovatech one of the matches into a flame,
and waited anxiously.

“] can ses My WAy now, guv norl”
called out Drake, holding tha light
before him and shuddering as he realised
how near he had come to fouling the
flex in his wild stampede towards ihe
stairway. “I’ll soon have the flex off
the ring-bolt, anyway.”

Locke heard his essistant tramp up
the stairway, heard his quick breathing
as he wrostled with tho knotted Bex and
the small ring-bolt. Then the lad’s faint
gasp of triumph told the waiting deteo
tive above that the danger was past.

“ All elear, guv'nor 1” seng out Drake,
“You can open the trap now [”

Locke did zo at once, and leaned down
to give his white-faced assistant a hand.

Drake climbed wearily into the sunlit
room, gave his chief a cheerful grin,
and then swayed like & drunkem man.
Locke’s arm went about him in the same
moment, and supported him,

“Poor kid!* he murmured. * Poor
I:idJ Taske it easy—you're necarly all
ol

Drake's pale features flickered into a
smile again. .

“T'm gz fit as a fiddle!” he lied
bravely, “I'm—I'm—"

Dra,!{a didn’t know it just then, but
he had fainted clean away. ke
gathered him in his strong arms and
took lhim to a mnarrow settea which
stood beneath the window.  Here he
streftched Drake out and began to revive
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him with tho contents of the brandy
flask which he always carried with him
agaimst emergencies,

He saw the youngster’s bruised and
bleeding wrists, and needed no telling
that Drake had endured agonies to free
himself of the bonds which at one time
had held him a fast prisoner. Then,
opening the window of the cottage to let
in the fresh air.and the sunlight, Ferrers
Locke, a lighted match in his hand,
gingerly began a descent of the stair-
way to the cellar below.

With extrems  care he picked up the
queer-shaped bomb lving at the foot of
the stairs, flashed the light round the
place, and grunted his approval when
he saw the broken cords, tha chair, and
the spade which had proved such a bless-
ing to his young assistant,

With & grim, set face the detective
retraced his steps, lowered tha trap
back inte position, thought. awhile on
hiz next course of action, and then
returned to Drake.

The woungster was speedily recover-
ing, and his face twisted into a cheeky
smile ag he saw Locke looking down
upon him.

“NWear thing, guv'nor,”” he said—
“near thing for both of us!”

“It certainly was,” replied Locke,
thinking of the anonymous letter. “It
was intended that we should both perish
when that bomb went off. But tell me,
Jack, how did you come here? And
who brought you?”

“Need you ask? replied Drake,
sitting up and passing & blood-stained
hand across his face. “ Tankerhead
and Villiers, of course.”

Whereupon he plunged inte a brief
account of how the two conspirators had
lured him away from the Pall Mall
offices in the Rolls and doped him,
Locke heard him out without & bresk,
and then added his end of the story.

“That Rolls of ours was invelved in
s smash, my lad. I thought even tho
wreckage was familiar when I inspected
it. Now our next line of action 13 to
call upon Messrs. Villiers & Tankerhead
while the going is good.  Fael well
enough to travel i

“Tll say I do!”

And Drake stood upon his  feet,
steadied himself against a returning
attack of giddiness; and began to move
doorwards.

Ferrers Locke followed him ouf, shut
the door of the mttng&, ancl seute&i him-
self at the wheel of his car. A moment
or so0 later the car was rocing back
to Londomn.

“We've got them this time, my lad,”
said Locke, as be drove along. *Clear
avidence of kidnapping, violence, and
atternpted murder. [ think we've given
Messrs. Villiers & Tankerhead too long
a run,”

“They must have discovered that Jules
Martinez and Ferrers Locke were one
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and the same man,” zaid Drake. *That
was deuced clever of them.”

Locke, never taking his eyes off the
road, shook his head slightly,

“Not clever of them exactly,” he
replied, “But rather stupid of me,
voung "un "

_ Drake’s blue eyes opened wide in
inquiry.

‘How 30 ?”

“Why, it occurred to me when 1

eridorsed their first cheque to us that
g keen eya would wery likely detect the
similarity of the writing, despite the
fact that the cheque was endorsed by &
Jules Martinez., And yvou must remem-
bet Tankerhead and Villiers were
familiar with my writing, for they're

both members of my club.2
“ Phew 1™ breathed Drake. “'That
I'II'I

looks like it.*

“I'm sure of it,” smiled Locke.

realised it the moment I had cashed
their cheque, but it was too late to do
anything then, for the chegque, cancelled
upon payment, would be returned to
Villiers by the bank automatically.
Still, even the best of uz make mis-
takes.”
. The car sped on, Soon it was thread-
ihg its way through the suburbs., But
a few minutes now, Drake told him-
self, and Messrs. Viliers and Tanker-
head would be fast prisoners. The tables
would be turned with a vengeance!

{Continued on néxt pape.)

comes from John Schofield, who

THE firet letter to hand thia week
lives in South Africa.

“ 1 have

only been reading your spleadid gra

aper, The Maewer, for & short while,”

e says, ** but I have enjoyed uver;r igaUo
ao far. What is more I hope I shall enjo
every issue for some wyears to come.”
Thanks wvery
letter, Jobn, and the splendid thinga yon
say about the Old Paper. Az regards
rour question : * Who wrote the Grey-
%riam atorica before Mr. Frank Richards 1 **
the anawer is : No one ! Frank Richards
has been writing these stories of Harry
Wharton & Co. ever since The Macwer
firat n&:pﬂﬂr&d, and a3 we ars now ab
No. 1,372, you can tell how many years
he has been bringing delight to readers
of all ages.

This is one of the many lottors from
my chums in the Dominions in my poat-
bag this week. From every part of the
world letters of appreciation reach me,
eapecially from such placea as. Australia,
New Zealand, and South Africa. Onece
again I extend a hearty welcome to new
readers the world over and promise one
and all that The Magxer will always
maintain its present high standard.

—

Here is a cinema query concerning
FAKING THE FILMS!

John Grant, of Hudderafield, asks me fo
explain how it is that one actor can
play two parts on tho screen and actually
appear to be talking to himself. It is
really quite easy, When the film is run.
ning through the camera, half of it ia
covered s0 that anothing can be photo-
grav hed on thot balf. The netor is photo-

COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Always glad 1o heagr from you, cluns, so drop me a line do

the following address: The Editor, The ' Magnet’' Ldbrarg,

The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleetway House, Farringdon

Street, London, E.C.4. A stemped, addressed envelope will
cnsure a reply.
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much for your interesting parh

graphed as though he is talking to some-
one who is standing where the other half
of the film would normally take a photo-
h.
he film is afterwarda run back into tho
camera, and the screen which obscured
one-half of the film is reversed so that it
prevents photographe being taken on the
which has already been exposed,
The actor then takes up his position where
he will be photographed on the unexposed
part of the film, and talks towards the
place whera he was standing before. When
the film is developed, it shows the same
actor twice—apparently talking to himsaif,
There are all sorts of tricks which you
can play with cameras. In fact,

THE CAMERA DOES LIE ]

For instance, even with an ordinary
*atill ' camera, B;'uu can  get  some
amusin% effects. Have you ever taken a
“ghogt ' photograph of & chum ¥ Ib's
remarkably easy. Get a chum to stand
against o certain background, and fix
the camera so that it will not move, Then
take a mmap of him, Without shifting
the egmera, tell him to move out of range
of the lens and then take another guick
exposure of the background sgainst which
he was standing.

On dewveloping the photograph, you will
find that the background shows through
the body of vour chum. In other words
be looks like a ghost, because you can
actually ses through him.

photographs ean be done by means
of a filbm camera. I zaw a trick
film which & friend of mine did o
little while ago, and the effect was much

SDHE of the most amazing ftrick

more mysteriovs then even the fomous
Indian ropo trick. He called the flm

THE VANISHING MAN [

You saw the * magician " take a man
and seat him on a chair. He waved his
hands, and—hey presto !—the chair was
atill there, but the man had wvenished !
Another wave of the hands, and the victim
was back again 1

This is how it was worked : The film
camers took the sgene of the * vanishing "
man seating himeslf on the chair, When
the * magician " waved his hands, the
camera-man stopped. The wiestim then
got out of the cg.:tir. Immediately after
hés waa out of the range of the camera
the camera-man continued to take a
Elm of tho empty chair, with the magician
waving his hands once more. Then the
vietimm was asked to sit down again—
while the camera was stopped—and as
goon 88 ho scated himsolf, the camera
started again, The result was as I have
deseribed above. When the film was
projected it really looked as though the
man had wanished and suddeniy re-
appeared | That was because the interval
during which the change-over took place
is not shown on the flm.

And now o word or two about next
weak's programme, Firat comes another
A 1 yarn from tho gifted pen of Frank
HRichards, entitled :

“RIVALS FOR A FORTURE!"

This topping story abounds in surprises
and exciting situations and brmg:'. tc an
end the bitter fend between the Bounder
ond the scheming Mr. Smedley. 1t will
keep you interested from the first chapter
tothe last, so don’t miea it. Be wise, then,
and order your copy in good time. You'll
find Hedley Beott *“at home ™ with
further thrilling chapterz of his powerful
*teo sgtory. T ““Greyfrinra Herald,™
foo, will be well up to standard, not to
menticn our other shorter features.

Until next week, then,

Cheerio, chums,
THE EDITOR.
Trre Magxer Liopany,—xo. 1,372
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But a shook awaited Locke’s youth-
ful assistant, although the detective him-
self seemed guite uvnperturbed when,
having called at the residences of both

entlemen, he discovered that they bad
eft for the Confinent,

“Bad luck, guv'nor!” gl‘un!ed Draka

rather dismally. “They've slipped
thmu h our fingers again.”™
o smiled confidently.
“ N-n:rt for long, Jack. They're

obviously lying'low until® they hear or
resd in the newspapers that Ivy Cotiage-
has been blown sky high and that the
remaing of two celebrities, namely,
Master Jack Drake and Ferrers Lmke,
have been found amidst the debris. Tt
willhbrjn'g them back to England like
l- ﬂ 3]

‘Drake’s face twisted into a thoughtiul

frown.
“But Ivy Cottage basn’t been hlmm

sky high 1 he expostulated. * And we're
Very much alive and kicking, aren't
we?l

Locke treated his assistant fo a cheer-
ful wink.

“Wall, my lad, in this business one
cannok affbrd to be too scrupulous. If
our two birds want to hear news of the
gort -I've just described they shall hear
it. It's been done before with success—
and. it will be done again. I’ll guarantee
T'll find cut where our two beauties are
in less than two hours. Once thal’s done,
I'll soon fake the rest.,”

Drake's. eyes glistened with excite-
maent. :

“Jove, - guv'nor, that's a great idea.
We shall g&t the last laugh yeut ¥ )

“Exactly! As surc as my name 18
what it iﬂ!” chuckled the detective
“*Come on ™

(The net 15 closing tn on the two.con
spirators, but Tankerheod and Villiérs
are not caught yet! Mind you reud
next aweek's thrilling c-ﬁ-ap#en of this

fine slory.)
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THE WORST MASTER
IN THE SCHOOL!

(Continued from page 24.)

given the ball for the first over, and
the Greyfriars fallows watched eagerly
to geo how the St Jim's batsmen would

Are

'].'h-Ev fared ill. A long innings.with
the  willow had not impaired the
Bounder's deadly efficiency with the
loather. "Tom Merry went down in that
over, and Blake followed him at the
last ball. And the Greyfriars fellows
roarcd :

“Bowled [ 0Oh, well bowled ™

":%ﬂud.j Qldlﬂlglthh Iu.ﬁ D Arey

al Jave !” Arthur Augisbus
remarked, o5 he took up his Bat o
follow Blake, “I told yoit menithut. th:&l
chap Smithy waé a corkah! 1 we eat
that he is a éorkah! Howevah, I
I shall put paid to him.” .

It was a delusive hope. © Arthur
Augustus faced the bowling of Hurren
Jamset Ram SBingh, and st the third
ball there was a roar.

“Caught, B8mithy !

1] Hurrﬂh 1:;

“Bai Jove!"™ said Arthur Avgustus.
It was all he ecould say. He walked back
sadly to the pavilien, where he told the ©
other batsmen that that man Smithy un-
doubtedly was o corker,

But there were good men and frue
in the St. Jim’s team, and they put up
& good innings., The feare-turned the
hundred, but the most hopeful man from
k. Jlms on the ground had little W
hope of pullmg through. They hoped
to meke Greyiriars bat sgain, at least,
but even that was denied them. The
score stood at 114 when last man was
caliod. Last man was Fatty Wynn, and
he put on four, and then 'a single.

Excitement was then infense. One

the 3

run naver materialised. Figgins was at
the other ond, and after Wynn's single
he got the hcﬂhlmg from the Bounder.
Figgins said afterwards that it was not
what you'd a fast ball, but a
lightning-flash. Whatever it was, it up-
rooted B stump, and Figgy gezed
sorrowfully at a wrecked wicket, St.
Jim's were all down in the second
innings for 118, and Greyfriars had won
the r.tm.tch with en i;minga in hand!

Mr Emedl.ey had the pleasure—or
otherwise—of seeing an army of shout-
ing fellows march back to the Houss,
with the Bounder borne in triumph in
their midst, on the shoulders of Harry
Wharton and Bob Cherry.

Et ad been a great gathg; and a tre-

us victory, -and Tom KMerry & Co.
fa cheerfully, like the gbod sports.
me-n thay were.

That night—Smedley or no Smedley
P® _there wab litte prep dpne in Remove
studics. Fellows paraded the passages,
cheeritig. The scapegrace .of the school
was th-s here of the L-::ur. It was
Smithy’s trinmph, and ke .enjbyed it to
the full. Bome of the fellows wondered
whéther Larry Lascelles was hooked for
trouble with the Hegd, wlile others
-::-pmed that Smedley would have sense

cugh to let the ma.tte: drop. The
la tcr -proved to be in the raght—-Emed-
lay let it drop, which was the wisest
thing be could have dono—though
probably he did not forget. And when,
a day or two later, news camea that Mr.
Qmﬂch WAS expacted back shortly, thers

neral rejoiding .in' the Remove—
rmt shared by the schemer whosa task

was still uyndoha.
THE EXD,

(Be gure and read the finel story fn
+hiz- v serees dealing with the

Ermerﬁ;gsxdﬂ betuween Vernon-Smith and
amﬁy Mr., Emedisy. Fou'll find
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Trial Game.

the neck!

rR‘IZ)L.E... UP! ROLL UP!

l To Little Side on Tuesday evening
at 5.30 to watch the Upper Fourih
The Remove Benevo-
lent Seciety will provide free embroca-
tion for those who find that Upper
Fourth cricket gives them a pamn in

- 3
—

i 4 o
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THE NEW 7

No. 87 (New Series).
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June 2nd, 1934.
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| STUDY TABLE WANTED! -
doughnuts, 3 doz. rock cakes, 3 large
fruit cakes, 3 pork pies, 3 loaves, 3 lbs.
butter, 3 lbs. apples, 3 lbs. chocolates,
and 3 lbs. toffee.

to tea to-morrow '—H. WHARTON,
Study No. 1, Remove.
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Sirong enough to carry 3 doz.

We've asked Buntor

Tk e =
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SHOULD EXAMNS.
BE ABOLISHED ?

Peter Todd has erdered a couple of gallons
of il and a box of matehes and set his alarm
for midnight.

Mark Linley has ordered a couple of blocks
ol ice and some towaols.

Oeccasionally, in the dead of night, muffled
groang and moans may be heard coming from
studies, mingled with odd snatches of Latin
and Greek.

So you'll gather, dear readers, that the
examination zeason ig in the offing ! It is!
Well we Lknow it—and, sad as it may seem,
all our literary labours on the old ** Herald ™
won't avail us much when we gel into the
examination hall and stort wrestling with
“ What aro the principal exports of South
America TP and “ Construe the following,'

Personally, we're all in favour of abolishing
examinations. We asked one or two others
what they thought of it ihe other Jay and
zome of their replies are printed below :

DICKY XUGEKT: I don't helicve in
abolishing oxams.—but I do believe
changing the subjects | What about exams,
in the History of Cigarette Cards, the Training
of Tame AMice, Conjuring Tricks and Herring
Toaating ¥ A chap conld work up a bit of
interest in subjects like thesg-—and they'd
he far more useful to him in later life than
Latin !

ME. QUELCH : I am afraid the fear of
failing in examinations is the only incentive
some of you seem to have for studying at all,
g0 I eannot advocate abolishing them. From
my own Iiuint of view, however, I must con-
fesa that I should not bo sorry to be religvod
of them, for I should then be able to devote
much more time to my monumental ** History
of Groyfriars,”

LORD MAULEVERER : Yaas! But why
not go one better, ol' top, an’ abelish school
worlke altogether ¥

TOM DUTTON: Polish eggs, ham and
bacon T Il you mean polish ‘em off, I'm
willing to polish off any that are going beguing !

WUN LUNG: No savvy!

Generally speaking, the answer to the
question ** Shovld Exams, Be Abolished ? "
secmg fo e “YES!? Would somebody
mind trotling alomg to teli the Head, and
szl him what he’s going to do about it ?

We're willing to make the livst voluntesr a
gilt of exercise-hooks with which to stuff his
bags, Come early and aveid the rush !

b - - = -

DICKY NUGENT'S
WEEKLY WISDOM

I never med such a benifed ass as Myoers,

When o arshed me what ahout that tanuper
he lent me last week, 1 replied: If you
arsk 100 about that just now, old chap, you'll
geb it wheve the chicken got the chopper!™

And what do you think the futhead did en
1he etrength of that ?

He spent the rest ol the day lookiog for his
tanner in Mr. Alimble’s chicken-ron |

GREYFRIARS

100 YEARS AGO

The Fourth Form rebellion,
a3 weo foretold, has ended in
defeat—but it would ba hard
to imagine defeat coming in
a moro remarkable manner.

The headmaster was wver
naturally infuriated hy his
reception at the windmill
where the rebels installed
themeelvez. No man, how.
ever mild-mannered, can be
pxpected to keep his temper
after baving a sack of fHour
emptied over his head—and
Dir. Goodsmyte is hardly mild
mannersd cven at the best of
times |

Changing his clothes and
rernoving all tracea, of the
flonr fromn hia person kept
him buey for the rest of that
day. It was on the following
morning, thorefore, that ho
assernbled the Sixth Form and
ordered them to take the
rebels’ citadel by storm.

The  seniors  promptly
marchoed fo the mill and
Molyneusz, their leader, called
gut to the rehels:

“ Do you censo this reckless
adventure at once and come
oul, you young rapecallions,
or vou'll rue your foolbhardi.
nesz for many a day ! "

The rebels’ only responso
was to hurl taunts and gibos
at the newcornors. This had
the offoct of angering the
Sixth.-Formers, and Molyneux
had no diffieulty in persuading
them to advanee en masss to
the entrance to the mill, where
thoy started a viclent asspult
oun the doov,

They goon found, however,
that tho stout oaken portal,
which had Tbeen eeseursly
boited and bazrred by the
rehels, was not going to
vield 1o cvrdinary pressure,
Accordingly, thoy obtained a
gtromy  hand-truck belenging

tilt at the door gseveral times
in succossion,

Meanwhile, George Wharton
and his follow-mutineers in-
side the mill were not idle, and
when the seniors were making
their fourth or fifth attempt,
they suddenly appeared at
the windows, laden with
scores of missiles  collectad
from every corner of the
building, and began a furious
fusillade. In less than =&
minute this had the efiect of
seattering the seniors, and it
began to look as if the rebels

wera frinmphant t:li&in when
Dr,. Goodsmyte stalizod up on
the scens, carrving a blunder-
buss, ‘The rebels quickly
vanished from the windowa,
thinking that he was going
{o fire at them, This, how-
ever, waa not hia intention.
What he had in mind was to
fira the blunderbuss at the
lock, and blow it to piecea |
Hs reached the door and
fired the deadly weapon.
Thoe results were more than
he had anticipated. The ex-
plosion not only shatterad the
lock—it alas ignited some
eprm-dust near the door and
in o few seconds set the con.
tents of the ground foeor

to the miller snd ran it il i ablaze !

Aghast at the unlooked-for
soquel to his enterprizse, the
headmaster callogk out in &
loud wvoice 1o the rebelz tao
keep calm and to siation
themselves at the windows,
Hs then asent the Sixth.
Formers hurrying off for
ladders,

By the time the first ladder
was reared up, tho tgmu:n
floor was an inferno of flmx -3
and many of the trapped boys
wers manifesting signs of
tarror. #

Fortunately, they bhad a
leader whose indomitable
courage was the means of
buoying wp their hopes and
preventing o panic, George
Wharton proved a tower of
strengthh 1n the testing-tima,
and saw to it that his rebels
mado their eseape in & brisk
and orderly manuner. He him-
solf was the Jast man to leavr

=+ | tha burning building—and-£:f

recoived a tremendons ov
tion on his safe return to
terra firma !

And so the Fourth Torn
roballion ended-—literally—in
smols | In the unusual oir-
constances, no further action

together with Summerville,
on whose  behalf they
mutinied, are to go fres,

We congratulate thom—
and Dr. Goodamyte—on this

ik, Further

is being taken, and tho robels, | 70
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BUNTER BRAVES HAUNTED CAVE

Shocks for

Wa've alrcady told you about
the haunted cave at Pegz where
a party of Removo chaps saw
a skeleton actually walking.
: invastigations have

nfirmed the truth of the yarn
shout the walking skeleton—
snd, what's mora, brought to
light quite a number of other
horrors, too!

It waa Bunter's action that
led to the new discoveriea.
Eunter aroused the ire of the
griginal party by sniggering
when they told their tals, He
remarked that he couldn't——
ho, ho, ho !—understand how
some  fellows were so  ecasily
seaTed. The fact was—hs, he,
he l—that they wmust have
wetty rotten consciences. What
thoy wanted when they went
exploring caves was a {ollow
of iron will and superhuman
rourago to lend them—a chap
like himself, for instance.

After the derisive cheers had
died away, Fisher T. Fish, who,
u remember, was the man
tho fellows lLiad besn chasin
when they struck the haunted
cave, stepped into the limelight
and surprized some of the crowd
by offering Bunter a free feed

ha.pgj' eonclusion to  what
might have been a tragedy.

that rebellions
rebellions wn the ' good olg
days * I—EDp.)

Pack Up, Snoop!

Apparently with the idea of
improving on the old saying,
Snoop writes to say: 1
believe in calling a spade a

ade, a club & club, and &
diamend a diamond!* 3

Have a heart, old bean !

(Al of which goes to shoulh
really  1were]

_ *hﬂdad in the cave by molor-

up to the value of five shillings

iipha pucceeded in staying in tho

cave alone for tem minutes.
Bunter fell for if.

¢ The wupshot was that on

Wednesday Iast, Bunter was

boat, and Wharton and Russell,
who brought him and who had
been appointed judges, steersd
about in the wvicinity ready to
frespond to any call for help.
The eall came within two
minntes ! It was protty obvi-
ous, too, that it indicated =
ity bad state of lunlk on
unter’s part, =0 Wharton and

Y

s waist 1n waler, in his anxiely to
-~

Ruazell returned with all speed.
“They found Buntor up to Lis

Fat Hero

get away., And when they
saw what he had seen at the
baclk of the cave, they swere
NOT. surprised ! - :

For at the back of the cave,
belisve it or niot, was a skeleton
doing & step-dance, a spider
as big as a small-aized tank
doing a jig-trot on all its legs,
and an octopus tying s
tentacles up in knots!

It was too much for Wharton
and Russell. They took Bunter
gboard and made for the
boundless ocean with all speed !

feed. He has made up for that,
however, by celling on tho
Editor of the * Courtfisld
Gazette ™ with a full account of
the adventure.

Wa are looking forward to
thoe next issue of the ** Gazette ™
with more than usual interost.

In the meantime, wo simply
can't explain the horrors of
the haunted cave,

Not Surprising !

Aubrey Angel was quite sur-
rizod when his Uncle Heclor,
rom Scotland, gave him a faco.
well tip outside Frardale
Station. But ihere was nothing
surprising about it, really.

e wus standing right by a
notice which read: Rubbish
Should Be Tipped Here!

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YO

BRISK BIDDING
FOR PITCHES!

Summer Haunts

in Demand

Judging by the brisk bidding
made for reserved places in the
during
eoming summer, thera’s going (o
your !

a & Clo., who, for &
modest charge, let out any required
spot in the school and defend the
ntrison

great open © spaces

be plenty doing this

Geo, Bulatr

hirer against the
unauthorised persons,

served pitches,

In order to give evervbody a
chance, the most favoured spots
were let off for the secason by
aunction last Wednesday and record

prices wero roalised,
For the undisputed
rights to the school
serapping ground behind
the chapel, Bolsover
major paid the amazing
surn of five shillings. We
understand that he in-
tends to sce that all
future fights on this
historic battleground ave

properly managed and

competently refereed,

The leaso of the six.
goater resting bench on
Little Side wont to Lord
Maulevercer for a guinea.
We can only remark that
we don’t envy Bulstrode
& Co. the task of keeping
the entire bench clear
for their cugtomner during
the cricket senson !

Skinner & Co. poid
gseven shillings aud mix-
ponee for an opiron on
the waste pround behind
the woodshed, and if
thoy have their way
that seven-and.six will
sopon  bo  rocked {rom
unsuspecling  juniors in
surreptitious prames of

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Baob Cherry is an ezpoment of

the open-shounldered type of

batting, and Bob loves nothing

better {han to lift the ball clear

ot tha ropes. At practice he

lepded it oo Loder’s ¢hin from
lcop raoge |
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Buanier said a matador told him

he wonid make a dashing bull-

fighter in Spain, When con=

fronted by Farmer Erown’s bull,

however, Bunter didn* cut much

of a desh—he made g dagh for
salety insfead !

|'._?_.| I' = !

The Remove sculling champion='

ghip was won by Harry Wharton.

Even Bunter sofered—bnt ali

a couple of strokes be caught

‘ ¢rab,”’ and plunged !

first—nearly cansing a tidal
wave !

in head- &—in Stody Neo. 1 to tea.

Nothing pleases the Famons Five
more than to entertain the ClifY
Hoose girls—Marjorie Hazeldene,
Phrilis Howell and Clara Trevlyn
itad i Thay
tven invite Marjorie's wayward
brother, Pater Hazeldens.

on

Billy

received & . !
Vearnon-Smith received a regis-
tered

Wy -y o | I
o7 it e | B

Bunter I3 alwars ready to
“ pal up  to any fellow who has

H.J

& rTemittance. When the
latter, the Owl tried
him—but * Smithy *

Buntzr down—hgrd !

it
gat

When

bim in the ditch !

had several of the weaker fellows

at Greyiriars in his clutches over
betting at wvarious fimes !

the Famous
¥

ross

Banks, hanger-on at

Five met

Eeys, they dumped
Banks bhas

report an
unpnac{rdanted demand for

l

!h-:m]mv and penny 'nn:%'u. I wa
hiave oura, oun the othor hand,
|-';h:innu-r & Co, will bo sorry they
vhose thizs particalar site [or their
little games of chanco !

For the sole use of the corner
stool at the tuckshop coumter,
Billy Buntor made a hid, atipulatinge
that he should be allowed 1o pey
f out of a postal-order he is expeciing
by any post now from one of lis
Litled relations.

The anctioneer, in pulting up the
lease for bidding, poinbed ost that
the stool was in such o pozilion
that a fellow waiting to ho frrated
could sit there for hours sl be
geen by éveryone wlho rfame m,
while remaining hidden from the
view of Mrs, Mimble on the other
side of tho counter!

Bunter's offer, which was ths
only one made, marked the recond
low price of the auwction. It was
for 4d.—and we fancy Bulsirode
& Co. will have to wait o long, lonyg
time for that fourpence, 1oo!

tha
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CRICKET IN
TROPICAL STORM

Lightning Annihilates
Ball

Wo've had a freal finish 1o a erickel maich
more than onco before at Groyirinrs., But
never hiwve we had a finish 8o froskish as the
finish to the Fourth v. Remove.match on
Little 8ide last Tuesday evening.

The Eemove hud fielded & weul side, so the
pame had been eloser then most Fourth v,
Removo pames.  Towarda tho end it bocame
really exciting.,  With one wickot to fall, ihe
Remove wanlod 3 to tie and 4 o win—and
Bolsover, a medioers batsman, had to play to
Temple, who was at the top of his form !

At the crocisl moment o tervific thunder-
storin burst over the Groyiriars distriet. In
the usual way, ol course, the whole ficld wou'd
havo seurried back to the pavilion at once,
Liut with o progpect of finishing the game n &
malier of sceonds, they hung on.

“o deapite tho sheets of rain, Temple bowled
——aricl somahow or other, Bolasover hit it for 3.

With the seores dead level, the pume sinply
haud 1o e finished.

Templo bowled again.

It was just es he did so that a blinding
ribbon ol lightuing streaked down ever
Litihy Sido, accompamed by an eap-splitiing
roar Lhat well-nigh paralyzed the players for
& Tow soconda.

Now for the eurvious soquel.

'Temple hael actuslly bowled the bali: Laos
it never reached Dolsover aned & futs nod loen
EECH SO,

As the lightning-stroke semued 1o dusoend
on the contre of the piteh, the only paszible
conclusion is that tho ball was completely
destroyed by lightning !

Tho players unaninously deeided 1o rewand
it as " No ball ” amd esll the ponoe o e,

1t's eerlainly the most complolw coze of
g ball ™ oon record v Greyfriges !



