


Once Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, takes a dislike to a fellow, there’s no shifting him.
His feud with Skip, the ex-pickpocket, Is still going strong !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Too Good o be True!

ILLY BUNTER beamed,
Heo was surprised. He was, in
fact, astonished.
delighted.

But he was
Hiz [at face was

irradiated by happy grins,

“T say, you fcllows—lock!” bhe
gasped,

The Remove fellows looked—or,

rether, they stared |

It was morning break st Greyfriars
School. A many fellows had
athered, as usual, to look for lettews
giiﬂ;lr Bunter, the fat ornament of the
Remove, was among them.

Bunter seldom missed looking for a
letter in break—betng in constant expec-
tation of & postal order.

It was true that thai postal order was
& long time coming. Any fellow less
hopeful than Bunter might bave given

up expecting it. ]
Perbaps the fat Removite’s b wasg
a little faint, When Bob Cherry handed

down a letter from the rack, asddressed
to him in his pater’s hand, Billy Bunter
blinked at it, and did not seem in a
great hurry to open it. Only too well,
the Owl! of the Remove knew that Mr.
Bunter was more likely to send him a
lecture on economy than & postal order.

However, he jabbed a fat thumb into
the envelope, and took out the letter.
And then——

Really, Bunter could hardly believe
hiz eyes, or his spectacles. Trom the
folded letter he drew a slip of engraved

aper--on  which the thgure “208."
ﬁanped to the eye.

1t was a postal order!

And it was not nierely a postal order
for 2s. 6d., Bs., or even l0s. It was a
order for s pound !
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contents !

A whole, genuitie quid !

“(h erikey ™ hreathed Bunter. 1
say, vou fellows, look! I say, T told
you E{:I]mts I wos expecting a postal
order, didn’t 7"

“You did I grinned Bob Cherry.

“Grest pip!" gasped Jobonny Bull
“1a that a postal order, or the ghost of
me?li

“Hg, hg, ha "

“Gratters, old fat bean!” said Harry
Wharton.

“The gratterfulness iz terrific!®
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Wonders will never c¢easel!”
marked Frank Nugent.

“Don't vou cash that tal order,
Bunter ¥* exclainied Peter Todd.

“Eh?* Why not?" demanded Bunter.

“Wa'll have it framed, old scout, and
hang it up in the study I said Peler.

“Ha, ha, hal®

“0Oh, really, Toddy! I say, yvou fel-
lows, I told yvou 1 was expecting a postal
order ! Well, bere it ist” chuckled Bills
Bunter. “A guid, too! Any of you
fellows got & remittance for a mud ¥

“No such Iuck ! said Bob Cherry.
“But I'll tell you what, old fat man—
we'll whack that one out with you, if
vou like

“Eh? You jolly well won't ! gasped
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter blinked at that postal
order. He gazed at it, He gloated over
it, Often and often had Billy Bunter
meniioned that he was n:tpectigjg' a

tal order. Equally often aud often.
it hadn’t come.

And now—hers it was! Billy Bun-
ter's  celebrated postal order  had
materizlised at last. Ilere it was—
elutched in Billy Bunter's fat, grabby
fingers.

t seemed almost too gond {o be true.
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and thoroughly searched its
Surprised fellows staved at Bunter's
postal order—Buonter, most surprized of
all, beamed at it. The sun at noonday
had mothing on Bunter's fat face for
brightress,

“I say, you fellows, I shall have to go
to CourtBeld to cash my postal order,™
he said. “It's pot Courtficld Pozt Offico
on it. ¥ say, which of you fellows i
going to lend me a quid till I cash ic?”

“Eche answers which 1™ chuckled Bob
Cherry. “I'lIl give you all my change
for it, if yon hke.”

”FE:? How mnuch change have you

t'l

“* Fourpence.™

“You silly ass!” hooted Bunter, ™1
say, Smithy, you cash it for me, will
you? You've got lols of money.”

“ And lots of sense to lnok after it!"
remiarked Yernon-Smith.  * You might
forget to setile when you'd cashed the
postal erder.”

“ih, really, Smithy—if rou can’t
trust a fetlow with o guid—"

“Right on the wicket !”

“ Beast! I say, Toddy——"

“Take nmepence for 1t?" asked Peler
Toxld.

“No, yvow asz! I zay, ITazel—"

#Btony 1" sand Hazeldene.

“T say, Skip—"

“Ain't pot a gquid " sand Shep.

“ I say, g]-7!:;;4;,'! wing——"

Tom Redwing lavghod.

“Mrs. Mimble will take it at
tnekshop, if you GH oot a0, be zaid.
“Oh! Guood!” gasped DBunter.

robled doorward.

“old on, faily ™ called out Harry
Wharton, laughing.

“Eh* Billy Bunter blinked round
through his big spectacles.  “I'm not
going to lend you anything, Wharton 1”

“¥on howling ass!” roared the cap-
tain of the Remove,
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“I'm jolly well not | declared Bunter
firmly, *Only yesterday, you refused to
vosh a postal order for me, though I
tal:i Jyou I was expecting it by every

“¥You blithering bloater—"

“You can't expect it 1" said Bunter.

*Will you let ma speak, you howling
chump? I was going to say——"

" I know what you were going to
say,” grinned Bunter, “and you can
save vour breath, You asin't having any
of this [

There was a chortle from the group of
juniors, The expression on Harry
Wharton’s face, at the moment, was
quite entertoining. .

“ ¥ou—you—you—you bloated, blither-
ing bandersnatch I” gasped the captain
of the BRemove. “I was going to say
that vou'd better read your letter before
you blow that postal ovder., Your pater
may have sent 1t for something apecial.”

“Oh 1" ejaculated Bunter.

He had not thought of that.

But it was, in fack extremely pro.
bable. ;

It was so very unusual for a tip of a
whole “quid” to arrive for Billy
Bunter, that it was much more likely
than not that it was sent to him to make
gome necessary purchase, or something
of the kind. In which case, it certainly
behoved Billy Bunter to peruse his
father's letter befora he “blew ” that
postal order.

“That's all, fathead!” snapped the
captain of the Remove, and he went out
into the gquad with his friends.

Billy Bunter rolled out of the House
rather more slowly, With a postal
order for a pound in his Fat hand, his
fat little legs almost carried him to the
tuckshop of their own accord. :

But he realised that Wharton's advice,
though unpalatable, was good. He
stopped in the quad, unfolded Mr.
Bunter's lotter, and blinked at it
through his big spectacles.

Then he ceased to beam,

Heo ceased to gloat.

Hce ceased to grin.

He almost groaned.

Mr. William Samuel Dunter’s letter
ram:

“Dear William,—¥Your Uncle George
is coming to stay with us this week. I
have written to your headmaster, and
arranged leave from school for yow, as
1 desire vour uncle to see you while he
ig here. You will come home on Thurss
day morning, and I enclose & postal
order for £1—0ne Pound—to pay for
vout return ticket on the railway.

* Your wffectionate father,
“%W. 8. Buster”

Bunter blinked at that latter. His
face, generally as broad as it was lmx%
wus now longer than it was broad. It
looked, indeed, almost as long as a
fiddle.

“Oh lor' 1" groaned Bunter.

That tal order was mot a “tip.”
It was booked for his railway ticket.
Leave from school—getting out of work
for days—was attractive—but it did not
console Bunter at that awful moment.

The vision of a whole quid's worth of
tuck had dazzled him. Now it was gone
from his gaze like 2 beautifal dream,

“0Oh lor't Oh crikey! Oh crumbs!™
groaned Bunter.

He did not head for the school shop,
after all. It was useless to head for
the school shop, when that postal order
had to be retained for his railway fare
on Thursday morning, He just

groaned,
at Billy Bunter's fat

MNobody lookin
face thenm would have gueseed, from
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its expression, that his celebrated postal
order had arrved at last. He looked
as if he found life a weary, dreary
burden.

THE SECOND CHAPTER..
Pon Is Too Playlul!

H'WHE}I AFe you fﬁllawa*gﬂing?"

“When we start.
“"Well, when are you
startin!;, fathead ?**

“"When we gol”

“If vou think that's funny,” roared
Billy Bunter, I don't 1"’

The Famous Five of the BRemove
seemed to think it funny, for the
chuckled. Billy Bunter evidently di
not, for he frowned.

Harry Wharton & Co. were at the
school gates after class. They were in
coats and hats, and evidently going
out. Billy Buntér joined them there,
alser in coat and hat—also, spparently,
going out, The chums of the Remove
were waiting for somebody fo join
them; but not, it seemed, for Bunter

It was a fine afterncon for
November. The weather was uncom:
monly good for the time of year, and

looked like keeping so, which was very
satisfactory, In view of the fact that
the football mateh at Highcliffe was

Once a thief, always a thief
e = « « 8t least, so thinks
Vernon-Smith. His firm belief
is that Skip, the new Re-
movite, is at heart the same
dishonest young rasecal that
he was befors he came to
Greylriars—and he means to
prove It !

Harry Wharton
that fixture—an

due on the meorrow.
& Co. were discussin
important event 1m the Remove—when
Billy Bunter heppened.

Billy Bunter was not interested in
foothall matches at Higheliffo School,
or anywhere clse. He was interested
in the fact that the Famous Five were
going over to Clif House to tea. e
saw no valid reason why he should
not be present ot that function. The
circumstance that he was not included
in the invitetion from Marjorie & Co.
was a trifle light as air fo Bunter.

“]1 say, vou fellows, what are you
waiting for? he demanded.

“A few minutes,” said Bob Cherry.

“Eh? Wharrer you mean?"

“1 mean that we're watting for &
few minutes."”

“¥oau silly ass! I mean, who are
you waiting for!"

“Then you shouldn't,” said Hob,
shaking his head. " Whom, my dear
porpoisc—whom? What would Quelch
think of your grammar?"

“Will vou stop being a funny assi”
hooted Bunter. * Look here, if we're
going to walk over to Cliff House, the
sooner we stark the better. It’s a jolly
long walk. Who—I mean, whom are
yvou walting for®”

“Skip ! answered Harry Wharton.

“Oh, rot!” said Bunter. * You don't
want him. You can't take a fellow
who's been a pickpocket aver to CHE
Housze. Smithy thinks he's a pincher
now, just the same as he was before
ha came heve.”

“Smithy wants booting1 Bhut upl”

3

“Wall, I'm not down on the chap.
since he pulled my sister Bessie out of

the river,” said Bunter. “But I can't
say I want him with mo at ClLff
House."

“That’s all right,” ssid Bob Cherry.
“He won't be with you at Cliff House,
old fat mman !

“Wharton says ha's coming——"

“Yeg: but you're not, so that's all
right 1"

“* Bepat 1"

“Hallo, hallo, halla! Here ho
comes | exclaimed Bob, as an activd
figure camo coutting aecross from the

use.

It was Bkip of the Remove, his
chubby face Lright and cheery.

Vernon-Smith, loafing in the quad
with his hands in his kets, gave him
s scowl in passing; but Skip did not
even sea it, :

The fellow whoe had oneo dwelt in
Slummock's Alley, and who, as all
the Remove kuew, had been a pick-

ket before ha came to Greyfriars,
ad plenty of friends in his Form now,
and he gave little heed to the Bounder
gnd his enmity. i .

“Ere I am!” said Skip cheerily, as
he joined the juniors waiting at tho
gates,

'LWhat did Quelch want?” asked

“Only geing over o hexeccise,” said
Skip, whose Enghsh was still rather
that of Slummock's Alley than
Greyfriars School. “If you blokes are
ready, off we go!"

“1 say, you fFellows—""

“(ood-bye, Bunter!”

‘" Beast ['"

Geod-byes were of no use to Bunter.
Az the Famous Five and Skip walked
out of gates, the fat Owl of the Ra:
move rolled after them, :

Thére was only one objection that
Bunter could see to hia jeining the
party for Clifi House. That was that
1t was over & mile to walk.

But for the sake of the spread,
Bunter was prepared to faco even that
tremendous exertion.

There being no othor objection, thak
Bunter could see, he joined up. 8ix
juniors walked sway down Friardale

ane at a brisk pace, and the fat Owl
rolled in their woke, putting hiz best
foot foremost, 30 to speak. For aboub
g hundred vards he kept pace; then &
hreathless sgucak reached the ears of
the !jun‘mra- sghead.

“I say, you fellows, don’t gallop!
What's the good of hurrying like that,
vou silly asses. Look here, i{ you'roe
going to race like that, I jolly well
shan't come?’

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Put it on, you men ™ he said,

And the juntors, grinning, put it on.
They had been walking briskly, and
Billy Bunter had had to go sll out to
keop pace.  Now they broke into a
trot, and the fat Owl wasz left alnioet
standing.

“1 say, vou fellows!” he yelled,

“Good-bye, old blonter 1™

“Boast! Wait for me!”  howled
Buntor.

“Hea, ha. ha!t™

Harry Wharton & Co. dicdd not wait.
They accelerated.  When they looked
back five minutes later, they spotied,
in the for distance, o fat figuro leaning
on a fence, gasping for breath,

That was their last view of Runter.

Not, apparently, fearfully depressed
by the loss of the fat Owl's fascingting
company, they walked cheerily on down
Friasrdale Lane, to take tho footpath
through the weod to Clif Hounse.

They had nearly reached the stile,
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when & cyclist came in gight from the
direction of the village shead.

Fine as the weather was, there had
been plenty of rain recently, and the
country lane was muddy. A goad deal
of mud spatteved from the wheels of
the bike as it cama whizzing on.

“That's Pom,'™ said Bab EIu_:a;r{.
“Keeop clear of his jigger. That High.
oliffo cad would like to splash u=®

It waa Cecil Ponsenby. of the Fourth
Form ot Highelife Scheol, who was
coming along on the bike.

kip gave him an inimical glare.

“I'know that bloke,” he said. ‘' Him
and two mora wasz ‘clping Smithy to
rag me on Courtfield Common one "arif-
‘oliday. They "ad me in the mud,
when Miss Bullivant come szlong and
stopped them, I've a good mind to 'ave
hiym off that bike, and give him soma
mmud for hisself,™

“Heold onl” said
liastily.

q;“‘H& ain't & friend of yourni” asked
1P,

“g{a fear! But we're playing foothall
at s school te-morrew, and you're
coming aver to see Lhe game, 30 wa
don’t want a «row.” ] '

“Oh, orlvight ! said 8kip.

But he eved Ponsonby very grimly
as the dandy of Highcliffe came along.

Ponsonby glanced at the group of
Greyfriars_iynim‘a by the roadside, with
tho supercilious expression on his face
ihat often made fellows want to Fu.ﬂch
his head. He slowed down a little, his
ayes specially on 3kip.

Pon had not forgotten that rag om
Courtfield Commeon, any mora than Skip
had. True, tha raggers had had the
best of 1t, and Skip had been in &
parlous state when Miss Bullivant, the
gumes-mistress of Cliff House, had hap-
penaed on the seemo and rescued lam,
But in the tussle Bkip's knuckles had
dn-mmicd Pon's aristocratic nose rather
severely. It had beem sore for s week
afterwards, and was still ‘a little red.

The Greviriara jumiors had drawn
to the sido of the lame, giving the
eyelist plenty of room ta pass.

on, as he camno abreast of the group,
mado a sudden and unloocked:for swerve
towards them,

1He released his left hand from the
handiebar, ond grabbed the cap [from
Skip’s head a3 he passed.

The next instant he had shot onward,
waving the eap in the air, and laugh-
I:Jg Tha bike waa out of reach at once.

kip gave

a gei!.

“*Bmo ‘addocks ! Look
Gimme my cap, you silly idjit "

He rushed in purswit of the bike.
The Famous TFive stared after him.
Skip had no chance whatever nf over-
teking a fellow on a bike. DBut he
rushed 1o fierce pursuet.

Ponsonby, laughing, locked back st
him, waving the cap. :

“Gimmo my cap ! velled Skip.

“Come and fetedn it!” chovtled Pon,

This httla jest on Skip seemed tre-
mendously funny to Pon. But a moment
later it ceascd, all of a sudden, to be

Iarry Wharton

oy !

funny.
Looking back, while he rode holding
with only one hand, was rather

perilous’on a nnieddy, greasy road. The
hika suddenly skidded.

“Oh " gasped Pon,

ITo dropped tho cap and elutched at
the handle-bars as he went wildly rock-
ing. But he could not save the spill,
Tho bike erashed over on the cdge of
the ditch, and Pon shot off it—into the
diteh.

Splesh |

“Oh, my "at1” gasped Bkip.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” came a yell from the
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Famons Five, watching that little scene,
from a distdnte, with great entertain-
menk,

"Qooogh ! spluttered Pon. _

There was plenty of water in the ditch
beside Friardala Lane. There was
F!E]‘:tj‘- of mud under the water. Pon
anded in the ditch.

Skip Emck'e'd up his cap, jammed it on
his head, and chortled. He walked back
to rejoin his friends, and the Greyiriars
party walked on to Clif House, langh-
ing as they went,

on was left wallowing in water and
mud and no doubt wishing that he had
not béen quite so playful,

ey oy

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Bunter Begs For It!
L1 E, he, ha!™
Thus Billy Bunter,
William George Bunter, as
he came rolling slowly and
breathlessly along the lane, Iooked
peaved.

The Famous Five and Skip had long
been out of sight, and Bunter had little
hope of overtaking them before the
reached Clif House School. He sti
hoped to be in at the desth, as it were—
that is, to arrive before the spread was
over. But he was peeved, and his fat
brow was frowning as he rolled—till
suddenly, coming to a halt, he grinned
in a state of great amusement.

It was the sight of a wet, muddy,
dreary, dragpled figure that caused that
explosion of merriment on Bunfer's
part

He blinked at Ponsonby of Higheliffe
through his big spectacles and at the
bike sprawling in muddy lane.

Pon was scraping off mud,

He had crawled out of the ditch after
the Greyfriars juniors had left him—
and ever sines he had been scraping.

Mud clothed him like & garment. His
boots were full of it It caked lus
trousers. It splashed the rest of hini.

He was of the mud, muddy !
“"Oh crikey | gasped Bunter. "1 savw,

18 that vou, Pon? He, he, he! Been
mud-collecting? He, he, he 1"
Ponsonby glared round,
His face was crimson with fury and

with exertion. The dandy of Idigheliffe
was very particular about his clothes,
They were in a really awful state now,
Hijs temper was in a worse state still |

He was not in & mood to be chuckled
at with impunity—especially by a Grey-
friars fellow—and that Greyfriars fellow
no fighting-man! Hie eyes gleamed
from & mud-splashed face at Bunter
with a deadly gleam.

"Y::tu fat, smiggering roiter!? Le

aAsped.

- e, he, he !" chortled Bunter. * Had
g spill? I say, Pon, ﬁl:ru look muddy !
I say, vou look & sketchl e, he, he 1®

Pon ceased to scrape mud, and made

a step towards him.

hen Bunter, realising his danger,
promptly backed away. Ponsonby
would have bean glad to punch anybody
just then—-&specmll% any Greyiriars
man, And the fat Owl of the Remove
waﬁ almost as defenceless as a punch-
ball.

“Hore, you keep off, you beast!”
gasped Bunter, in alarm; and rs Pon
came guickly towards lum the {at junzor
took to his heels.

Pon rushed in pursuit.

Billy Bunter put on a spurt—rather
wishing that he had not stopped to
chortle at the muddy Highclifiian, For
about a dozen yards Bunter went like a
steam engine. 'Then wind failed him,
and he had te slow down.

As le slowed, a hand gripped the
collar of his overcoat from behind.

“Ow! Leggo, you Highclilfe cad|”
yelled Bunter,

Pon did not let go. He tightened his
ﬁnp. The fat Ow] was dragged to a
glt. He blinked through his bi
spectacles in great slarm at Ponsonby’s

red, furious face.

“I—I-—-T sy, you leggo, you beast ™
he gasped, “I—I'll ask Bob Cherry to
lick you if you don't leggo 17

Bmack 1

Pon's right hand came with & terrifio
smack on Bunter's fat ear, and he
5 ﬂg‘g&m&, with a foarful yell. Then

on’s left hand ecame with an equally
terrific smack on his other ecar and
righted him again,

* Yargooh ! roared Bunter.

Ha tottered dizzily.

Had Pon left it at that Bunter would
have scudded, and been glad to get
away. PBut Pon did not leave it at that.
He seemed to find solace in smacking
Billy Bunter's fat head. He woent on
smacking it—hard.

Smack, smack !

“Ow!l Kaep off, you beast! Yarooh!
Reseue! ¥Yarooop I’ roared Bunter, as
the dandy of Highclific smacked and
sinacked.

Then, in_sheer desperation, the [at
Owl of the Remove hit out. _

Pon did not seem o be expecting
that,

He was landing anothey terrvifie smack
when a fat fist jolted on his chin, and,
with Bunter's weight behind it, it was a

hefty jolt.

: i[;ﬂnsmmy staggerad back and almost
1l

Bunter few.

Pon, for a moment, staggered, his
hand to his chin, which felt as if it had
been pushed through his head. But only
for a moment. Then he fHew after
Bunter. If Pon had been enrvaged
before, he was doubly and trebly
enraged now.

This  tume Bunter covered about
twenty vards before he was grabbed
again by the collar of his coat. But he
wasz grabbed !

But this time Pon did not smack Lis
heactd. He whirled the fat Owl towards
the diich by the roadside.

With a swing of his arm he seng
Bunter stumbling and tumbling in.

Splash !

“0Oh crikey ! gasped Bunler, as he
landed, sitting down,

Pon had landed on hiz fect when he
went in, and the water had washed over
hiz knees, Bunter landed sitting down,
end the water lowed round his fat neck.

“Urrrrrrrgggh 1” gurgled  Bunter.
“Wurrgh | él‘ﬂﬂﬂﬂgh] HEl}} me ouf,
yvou beast! Woooooch! Urrgh I

Ponsonby grinned at lum for a
moment, and then walked back to the
spot where he had left his bike. Bunter
was left =quirming in the ditch.

IE-Iﬂl sff‘rm:nhled E::r his feet. 3 :

pluttering and gasping and gurgling,
the hapless fat Gw? Ecrungb'lcd out of tliga
ditch and landed, breathless, in the lane
—streaming with water and oozy mud.
Mud streamed from him.

“Doogh 1" gasped DBunter, TOh
Ow! Beast! Wow! Groooogh I

Ponsonbky mounted his bike and rode
away in the direction of Highchffe.
Billy Bunter stood like 8 pillar of mud,
spluttering. Pon had been in an awfully
muddy state—so muddy that Bunter
could not help chortling, Bunter was in
a muddier state—much muddier—but he
was not feeling inclined to chortle. It
wag fearfully funny to see another
fellow smothered with mud, but in a
fellow’s own ¢ of course, there ivas
nothing funny in it—quite the reverse |



*Ooooocoggh 1"  mumbled Bunter.
“Grooogh! Oooogh!"

He tottered away—not in the direction
of Clif Housze. Even Bunter realised
that he could not present himself at
CLIff House School in this state,

Neither was he disposed to walk the
-remaining mile in an overcost drenched
and dripping with mud—even for the
shke of a spread in the school-reom,
with, in all probability—a large cake!
Bunter headed for Grevfriars,
waented o chango even more
he wanted a feed

than
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*“Dh | " gasped Pon. He droppsd Skip's cap and clutched at the handle-bars as he want rocking,.
the spill. The blke crashed cover, on the edge of the ditch, and Pon shot over it.

Bhedding mud at every step, he
toltered in at the gates. Fellows in the
quad stared at him and grinned.

“Been for & swim with your clobber
on ! asked Vernon-Smith,

“Urrgh! Beast!" groaned Buntcr,

Ho igttered on dismally to the Elouse,
leaving the Bounder laughing,

At Chff House col, Harry
Wharton & Co, rather wondered whether
Billy Bunter would blow in before thes
left, But he did not blow in. While
Marjorie & Co. were entertaining their
schoolboy friends Billy Bunter was
sraping off mud—and tea at Cliff Ilouse
was over long before the hapless fat Ow)
liad fnished scraping.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
No Scccer for Smithy !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITII
lanced round, in break the
fﬂﬂg-wigxg' morning, at & group
of juniors in the quad with a

bitter sneer on his face,

That mornmg most of the Remove
follows wore thinking of the match ab
Higheliffe booked for the afternocon,

ithy was thinking of it as much as
any other fellow—he was a prominent
member of the Remove eleven. aud he
was 8 keen footballer. That tormi the
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Bounder's thoughts had been a goo
deal cccupied with his feud with Bkip—
but he forgot all about feuds and bitter-
ness and rancour when he was on the
football field,

That, at least, was s0 much to the
good. His incessant enmity towards the
waif of the Remove was irritatin
enough to the Famous Five, who hag
made friends with Ek‘gp. But in Scecer,
at least, they could pull with the
oundor. And the captain of the
Remove was anxious to avoid disagree-
ment 50 far as e could, for Smithy was
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s man who could not be spared from
the team.

It was & cheery group on which
Smithy's sueering glance fixed. The
Famous Five were standing thers, with
Peter Todd, Sguiff, Tom Brown, and
Eiil]..? or two more of the footballers—and
wd o | -

Bkip's face was bright and cheery.

His first davs at his new school had
been clondy—the Remove, rather natur-
ally, had not taken to a fellow who was

known to have been a pickpocket before
he came to Greyfriars,

The fact that he had saved Coker of
the Tifth from bhaving his “nut”
cracked, and that Coker's aunt had
taken him up, did not seem to the
Remove n good reason for letting so
very extraordinary & new fellow into
their Form.

They had, in fact, ragged Horace
Coker when it was learned that his
Aunt Judy had persuaded the Head to
give the boyv from Slummoek’s Alley a
chanco ot Greviriars,

But that was all changed now.

Only the Bounder still “barred”
Skip, and still believed, or nficeted to
believe, that he was the dishonest young
rascal he had formerly been.

New associations had wazhed out the
eficct of the training the waif had re-
ceived ot the hands of “Barney the
Binger.” Whatever Skip hed once beon,

d he wae as straight a3 2 die now, and

the fellows knew it., Only the 'Enundﬂ

was determined not to acknowledge it~
but, to his intense chagrin, he found
that hie feud with Skip did not prevent
the new fellow from making friende—
it had tho unpleasant effect of making
Emithy himself vopopular,

Fellows were fed-up with it, and they
tald the Bounder so in plain language,
which only_added to his bitterness and
his determination to “show up™ the

piacher if & chance ever came his
WAay.

But he could not save
““ Oh, my "at [ " gasped Skip.

At the present moment, the Bounder
was lounging by himself, with his handa
in his pockets, while 8Skip made =
momber of the cheery group. Certainly
he weas welcome to jomn that group, if
he liked—but he did not choose to join
in any conversation in which Skip took

ert, A Intter sneer camo over his
face, as he heard Harry Wharton speak-
ing to Slkip in cheery, friondly tones,

“Get aver on your hike, old bean, and
tee the game!l Lots of the fellows will
be coming aver.”

“Wolto I said Skip. “1 got a Latin
paper to do for Quelch, but I'll got over
and see you play, you bet 1"

Vernon-S8mith walked across to the

group. The sneer was more pronounced

o1 his face, as he joined them,

“Better wash that out, Wharton |* he
gald coolly.

The ecaptain of the Remove glanced
round ot him.

“Wash what out?” he asked.

“That fellow going over to High-
cliffe, It's pretty thick, I think, to have
a pickpocket hers in onr Form at Grey-
friare—but showing him off at another
school is the limit.”

Skip's face crimsoned.

“Oh, shut up, Smithy, for goodness'
anke !” exclaimed Bob Cherry angrily.
*Can't you over let that rest??

“DNon’t be & fool, Bmithy,” said Harry
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Wharton, ¥and don't butt into what
dossn’t concern  you. don't suppose
any man at Highcliffe has ever heerd
anyt about Bkip, anyhow—"

“Wrong | said the Bounder coolly.
“T've got friends at 'Hig.'lwhﬁa, and I
Lizven't kept it & seoret. .

“¥You might have kept your silly
mouth shut,” snapped Wharton, “Does
that mean that youw've spun ilie yarn
to Pon and his gang i

“ Eractly.” _

“Then you ought to be jally well
rooted 1

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“I'm not keepin o fellow’'s shady
soenets for him,” he =aid. “Lots of
Higheliffe fellows know—Pon and his
pols, at least, Wo don't want to be
cl}igpe-d-, over there, about having a
pi ket in our school.”

“Shut up, Smithyl”
Toices

Skip's lip trembled.

“If you blokes think 1 bhetter not
come——" he said in a low voice.

“Rot!” said Harry  Whaorton.
“Smithy ought to be booted for tattling
about you to Highcliffe fellows; but it
makes no difference. You'ra not likely
1o see Pousonby thore, envhow—he has
rothing to do with football. Maore likely
to be pub-haunting on & half-holidey.™

“¥ou've jolly well coming over, fat-
head,’ zaid Bob Cheyry, *and you can
put that in your pipes and smoko ik,
Emil.h%.', you swab ™

“T'll come sll right, if you blokes
Jdon’t mind,” said Skip.

“Of course you'll come | said Harry
Wharton.

“Laok here—" hegan the Bounder.
_ “That’s enough from you, Smuthy!”
mierrupted the captain of the Remove
curtly, * Shut up!”

“I tell you—"

said  several

Koown az the Wizard
in the Underworld,
Dick Lancaster cama
to Grevirisrs to carry
on hiz activities s o
eracksman in the
security of the school.
But 3 new envifon-
ment and honest com=
panions bave a strong
infloence on his
character, until...well,
read this powerful
long yarn, Youllenioy
every word of it.
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“Shut upl” exclaimed five or six

Volces.

The Bounder ¢rimsoned with anger
snd mortification: Every fellow there
was against him—on the side of the bey
From %Ihmmmk‘s Alley, who had onca
been barred by the whole Form.

“Well, I've got this to say [* shounted
Yeornon-Smith, quite losing contrel of
his temper. - “Iif that pickpocket goes
over to Higheliffe, I don't—and you can
find another man to play”

'I'be Bounder's angry veice was heard
by a good many fellows in the quad, as
well as by the group he wos addressing.
It reached, among others, the cars of a
tall, angular gentleman who was walk-
ing under the elms. And 3. Queleh,
the master of the Remove, spun round,
and fixed his gimlet-eyes on the group
on the gquad, with a ghint in tlien.

*“T mean that ¥ Yernon-Smith's voice
was loud and furious. “I won't ba seen
at Higheliffe with that thieving rascal—
1hat pickpocket—that pincher from a
slum——"

“ Vernon-Smith 1 ]

That cold, cutting voice interrupted
the Bounder's angry tirade. He gate a
gasp, &s ho swung round and stared at
Mr. Guelch.

“Oh, my hat!” murtured Bob,

Sudden silence fell on the group of
juniors. The Bounder, rockless as he
was, had certainly not intended his
angry words to reach his Form-master's
cers, But r:lﬁa.‘flj' Mr. Quelch had beard
every one of ¢hem.

Hig glinting eyes fixed on Herbert
Vernon-Smith.

“YVemon-Smith! How dare you utter
such unworthy faunts to & boy who,
ever sinco he has been in this =chool, has
been az upright and hongurable as any
other boy in my Form. You should be
sshamed. Vernon-Smith you will ze-

The Boy From the
UNDERWORLD!

i

¥ ey
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The Bounder had

main in detention this aiternoon uniil
five o'cloclk. And if I hear another such
word from you, I shall cano you.”

With that, Mr. Quelch walked on—
leaving tho Bounder dumb with dismay.

The other fellows looked &t one
another 1n silense.

“Well,” szid Bob, at last, *thal's
torn it 1" :

“You fool, Bmithy—"

“You silly ass!™

“¥You goat I

Tho Bounder made no 1'E|l=i1r'- Heo
tramped away in silenee, with a black
and bitter brow. He had not meant his
hasty words—nothing, if be could have
helped it, would have kept him out of
the Higheliffa matech, But he had to be
taken at lis word now—and hn had te
taks himself at his word. Smithy did
not look as if ke was enjoying life, when
the bell rang, and the Hemove wenf o
for third sehool.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Man Wanted !

Y BAY, Harry, old chap—"
“0h, shut up, Bunter!”
“You needn’t bito & fellow’s
head off, YWharton—"

“Pry up " ]

The caplain of the Remove was, evi-
dently, not in a good temper. lie
seemed to have po poticnee to wazte on
Billy Bunter. ]

He was, in fact, utterly dismayed—as
well as the other footballera.  Almiost
any other man in the tesm could have
been better spared than Smithy.

‘The Highcliffe mateh was no easy pro-

position. Fronk Courtenay, the junior
captain  of Highclifie, was a good
skipper, with as good a team as the

Remove men ever faced. They needed
their very best men for that match—
gnd Bmithy was ono of the very best.

His threat tq stand out of the game,
if Bkip went over to Higheliffe, was
“gas "—mocrely that and nothing more;
as all the fellowas ¥mew. But %Mkﬁ’ﬂ
sentence of detention was o much mora
serious matter. Smithy's “gas ¥ would
nob have made mueh differonce—hut an
order from the Remove mesier made all
the difference in the world.

Aftor dinper that day, the Remove
tcam were getting ready to start—they
had te be carly at Higheliffe, Andd
they had to go withont the Bounder,
to go into detention
when the footballers storted for High-
¢liffe, And every man in the team feli
like kicking ham before he started,

At such a time, the captain of the

" Remove was in no mood for Billy

Bunter's entertaining eonversation,

“Do_listen to a fellow, Wharton!” Lo
yvapped.  “You've got to leave PSmithy
out of ithe team, as ho's got limeelf
detained——"

“¥Yes, aszs! Shut up!”

“Yeu'll want another man, you fal-
head 1" hooted Bunter,

“1 Lknow that. Get off 17

“If you're thinking of playing Nugent

“Yer—hnuzz away

“Waoll, I think it's rot 1" said Dunter,
with emphasis. I know Nugent's your
ral, and you're glad of & chance to play
LFm—hut lﬂavinglnut 4 gettur mgn 15
Jay your own pel, ain't Soccer. Heal”
: “‘E?:.u fat, frumptious fathead—"

“Youu can call a fellow namesi® re-
tortod Bunter. “But Soccer's Soecer,
all the same! You'vo got a betlor mon
than Nugent.”

l.ll

“Weall, who?" spapped Hany
irritably. .
He dicd not expeet much in ihe way

of sense from the fat Owl, on the subject



of Soccer. Bunter's Boccer consisted
chiefly in dodging games practice when-
ever ho 'E"Eﬂ.'llff | Egtill, any fellow was
entitled to offer an opinion—especially
as the skipper was far from satishe
with his Egﬂiﬂﬂ.

Wharton waa keen enough to play
his best pal, so far as that went. Nugent
WEAE & g'umrl man, too. DBut ha was
nowhere near the Bounder'zs form, as
Elarry know only too well. Fo was as
gooidd 8 man ns was available to take
the Bounder's place, that was all.

“Who?” ropeated Harvry. * Hazel's
off colour; Bolsover's no good, except
at back, anc¢ not much good at that;
Wibley con't play Boecer for toffes,
though the fathend thinks he can;
Nowland's not bad, but——"

“What about me?”

“Youl” yelled the captain of the

£MOVE,

“Mol" said Bunter. “I'm willing to
lay for the Form! ['m poing home on
eave to-morrow, and the faet 15, 'd be
lad to mention te my uncle that I'd

just played for the school. He's keen
on Igftnles, and it might mean a good
hpt'

“Y o a=—y o u—y o u—"
Wharton.

“1 shouldn't wonder,” said Bunter,
“if Uncle Georgo sprang o fiver, Well,
I'm willing to play. enlousy spert,
vou know jolly well that vou've got a
good man 1n ma
WWill yom shut up, you  frabjous
rdiot, when o fellow's worried

“MNo, I won’t["” said Bunter. “In &
casa liko this, when I might get a really
decent tip from my uncle—I mean, when
vou're hard up for & really good man—
I think that personal jealousy ought to
ba put in the background. ou don't
like playing a man who can ﬁut you in
the shade. 1 know that. ut in the
cirgumstances, I can jolly well say—
yvaroooooooop I

Bunter was interrupted l:éy A Erasp on
hie fat neck, and he hnished his remarks
with & wild roar as he sat down in the
guad.

He scemed to have exhansted the
pationce of the captain of the Hemove.

“Ow! DBeastl Yahoooo!” roared
Bunter.

Harry Wharton walked away and left
himm roaring. Evidently, he was not
going to adopt Billy Buater's brilliant
suggestion for solving the difficulty.

Whether it was due to jealonsy of
Bunter's wonderful form at Soccer, or
to some other reason, there was no room
for 111tl:l*ue:n fat Owl in the Bemove's football
ranks.

Frank Nugent met his chum, as he
went towards the Flowse, with a ruffled
brow. There was a rather whimsical
expression on Nugent's face. He was
kecn and eager to play: but it was not
exactly exhilarating to be regarded in
tho light of a more or less unsatisfactory

rmakeshifk ! :

“What ebout if, old c'hn.??" he asked.

“That fool, Smithy—'

“0Oh! Yes! But:if you want me—"

Tt can't be helped, I suppose,™

“Thanks 1"

Even the good-natured Nugent counld
not help a certain dryness of tone.

Wharton looked at him.

“Don't you be an ass, old chap,” he
gald. “You know I'd rather play vou
than that sneering, snapping, dis-
gruntled fathead, Smithy any day, if
it were & matter of chowce, But you
know Smithy can play your head off
at Boccer.”

“I know,” assented Nugent. “But

d. Oh, that fool—

“It ean’t bo he (
that ass—last week he got detention
when we were playing the Shell, and

gasped
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now he's asked for it apain—the silly,
cheaky, blithering—"

“Go 1t said s sareastic voicn,

Wharton stared round—at
Bounder.

“You're welecome to hoar my gpinion
of you,” he smappod. “All this term
youu' ve heen making o fool of yourself,
with vour silly feucf ngainst a chap whe
only wants to _ker.-g you at arm’s length.
Now yvou've dished us. You know you're
wanted in this game, and it's like you to
swank an it "

The Bounder coloured a little.

“1 never really meant—"

“I know you didn't. It was gasi"
said Wharton contemptuously. Al
right, if you hadn’t wyelled it out for
Quelch to hear. You can gas as much
as yvou like, and no harm done. Who
the dickens cares a boiled bean for vour
hot air?  But you've gobt yourself
datained, and that tears it !

“I'm ready to play, all the same.”

“0Oh, don't talk rot!” howled the
exasperated foothall captain. * How
can you play? Think vou can walk ount
of :E?}l;enf,i;:rux. and that Queleh will iot
you !

“I1'll take the risk of cutting—"

*0Oh, shut up 1 Would you like Quelch
to come after you and yank von off tha
field under the eyes of all Higheliffe?
He would do it like a shot! Youw're out
of the game. Go and eat coke ™

"'l come, and chance it—"

Wharton guve him o glare of concen-

the

¢rated wrath. It was like the Bounder,
after reckless}jy landing in trouble, to
fall back on defiance of authority as &

resource. But the eaptain of the Removo
had no usze for tha Bounder's wild and
hot-headed escapades. :

“If vou show up at ITighelifio wo'll
bogt wyom Thome again!™ he said.
“¥ou've catsed bother enongh, Vernon-
Hmith, without playing the gost and
causing more. Look out for the haoting
of vour life if wo see yom at High-
cliffe.”

“ Look here—""

“Go and eat coke !’

Wharton tnrned his back on  the
Bounder and walked away with Nugent,

Smithy ecast a dark lock after him.
He was out of the game, and that was
that—and, to do the Bounder justice,
it came a3 hard te him to let the othey
fallows down as to ent the match him-
self. But there was ne help for it—and
the fact that e had only himself to

tlhnnl-: for it was no comfort to him at
all.

THE S5IXTH CHAPTER.
Good for Evil!

KIP came along Masters’ Passage

to his Form-master's stody—anid

e raised his hand to

tap, lowered it, raised it again—

and still stood hesitating.  Finally,
making np his mind, he tapped.

“Come in " _

Skip entered—to meet o grim frown
on Mr. Queleh’'s hrow.

But that frown cleared off immedi-
ately as the Bemove master saw Bkip.
Heo had been expecling o see Vernon-
Bmith, who was due for detention.

A kind smile took the place of tho
frown.

“Come in, my boyv ! said Mr, Queleh
graciously. “What is it? You wish to
ask me something about your exercise 17

All Mr. Quelch’'s doubts and mis-
givings, on the subject of that peculiar
new member of thoe Form, had worn
awsy during the weeks Bkiﬁ; had been
at tha school. Ile had doubted the
Head's wisdom in scceding to Miss
Judith Coker's urgent request to glve

stopped.

7

Bkip a chance as a Greyfriars bor. Bk
he doubted no longer.

Ho had had a very carcful, and, at
first, a very doubtful, eve on Skip. -But
evorything he -had ocbserved had been
to the boy's eredit.

Twice Skip had fallen under suspicion
of having reverted to his old ways—and
each time it had provad to be o misiake.
Mr. Queleh now had complete faith in
him, And Skip was such a hard workoz
that he could not help feeling pleased
with him. Already the boy was cateh-
ing up with the Form work, and thus
making things easicr for ‘his Form-
inasfer.

_ On this Wednesdar afternocen, though
it was & half-helidey, Skip was going te
ut in an hour at o Latin cxercisg—as
w often did in his leisure time. The
Bounder was pleased to sneer at it as
“swotting,” but Mr. Quelch had a good
opinion of & boy who was not satisfied
to lag behind ths rest of his Form.

Skip had no exercise in his hand, at
the moment; it was not that that had
brought him to his Form-master’s study.
Ho stood rather confused, with the
colour in his checks, and his eves down-
cast.

Mr. Quelch gave him o look of rather
ﬁuﬁpiuxud ingquiry. Apparently Bkip

ad something to say, which he found
it difficuit to utter.

“ If—if you'll excuse me, sir,” blarted
out Skip. “If you won’t think it &
check me asking vou, sir—-"

Mr. Quelch smiled encouragingly.

“What is it? You may speak out,
Bkip,” he said kindly.

“Tt—it's sbout Smithy, sir—-I moan
Vernon-Smith 1" etammerad Bkip.

The Remove master's brow darkened
again. He was quite awafe of Bmithy's
relentless “down” on the new junior,
and was ea irritated by it as many of
the Remove fellows were.

“Has Vernon-8mith—" he began,
and paused.

Skip was not the fellow to come to him
with & complaint; neither wounld My,
Quelch have been very willing to listen
to one.

*“1 mean, sbout the foothall, eirl”
stammered Skip. “I=—I know it's n
cheek to como 'ere to speak to you, sir,
like this 'ere, but—but—it boing ‘causa
of what Smith said to me that he's iu
detention, sir, I~[ thought—-"

His wvoice trailed away under his
FMorm-master’s surprised stare.

“Kindly be more explicit | said Alr.
Queleh, rather sharply.

“1 mesn, sir, it ain't only Smithy
himself, but all the blokes want him in
the football match at 'Ighcliffe,” adid
Skip. “J know it'a a cheek to aak you,
5it;_but if you could let im off —*

“Let him off 1" repeated the BRemovo
master. “I fail to understand you,
Skip. Vernon-8mith has been punished,
not soverely, for a serious fault—"

“Yessir [ But—"

“You were the victim of his unfeel-
ing and unmannerl;.: taunts 1 said My,

uelech sharply. Naturally, I «can
allow nothing of the kind I”
“¥Yessir 1" mumbled 8kip. "I know,

sirl But—but I don't mind what he
savd, gir; and it beiog ‘couse of me, I
thought p'r'aps you might let him off,
as they all want him over at 'Ighelific
for the football mateh, I—I know it's
# cheek to come ’ere and ask you,
B [

Skip's voica trailed off again, and he
slopd with his eyes on the carpet and
his cheoks burning. _

Mr. Quelch looked at him across his
writing-table, with a stern brow—which,
however, gradually relaxed.

“You are asking mo lo pardon
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Vernon-Bmith for his. effencel” ha
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stammered Skip, “Seeing sa all the
hlokes want 'im ever at ‘Ighcliffe this
afterncon—"

“Has Vernen-Smith asked you to
come here and make this requesti™

Bkip started, and stared.

" ‘no, sir! He don’t never & en;h
te ma; he don't like mel He wouldn't
azk no-favonr of me.” )

Mr. Quelch was silent, regarding the
waif of the Remove curiously, He
spoke ab last. ;

“1 will consider what you have said
fo me, Skip. You may leave my study.”

*Vessir I mumbled Skip,

And he went, leaving Mr. Quelch
with & very thoughtful expression on his

axouse me ™

A few minutes later thera came
another tap at the door, and Herbert
Vernon-S3mith entered.

Heo came in, with a sullen, sulky face.
Thie footballers were already preparing
to depart without hint. Had Wharton
been willing, the Bounder would have
gonae. with them. and chanced all that
waould have followed. As it was, he had
como in for detention—in his blackest

nrood, 5

Mr. Quolch looked at hiin coldly. He
did not like the Bounder’s sulky expres-
sion or his ymamncr of half-suppressed,
resentful insclemce. But he addrosced
him quietly; :

“Vernon-Smith, please ask Wharton
to come Lo my stady I

The Bounder gave him a ﬂuie‘k look.
Ile fad cxzpected to be walked off to the
Formrroonm: with 8 deténtion

per.
"This unexpected coinmend i

?aw-a i a
glimpse of hope, His sulky face cleared
o deal.

“Yen, sirpt"

Hce hurried away. X
In two ininutes or less the captain of
the Remove presented himself in the

st "

The Bounder lingered in the gu.ssuge
in a state of mingled hops and dowbt—
feelings that were shared by Harry
Wharton.

“¥You ara aware, Wharton, that
Vernon-Smith is under detention this
afternoon, and you koow wgg,” said
Mr. Quelch., “Skip has asked me to
overlook his offence.”

“8kip hasi" ejaculated Harry.

“Y am disposed to accede to Bkip's
request,” sard Mr Quelech., “If it is
correct that Vernon-Smith is an essen-
tial member of your eleven——"

“Oh. yes, sirl" said Harry eagerly.
“He's cne of our very best men; we
can hardly do without him.”

“¥n that case, Wharton, you may tcll
Vernon-Bmith that his detention this
afternoon is cancelled,” :

“0h, thank vou, sir!” exclaimed the
captain of the Hemove. .

he relief in his face brought a smilo
to Mr. Quelch’s.

Wharton's face was very bright as he
Yeft the study. 1le cut down the passago
at & Tun.

Smithy was waiting at the corner.

"Well ' ho asked.

“It's all right; you're |-et_‘uff. Got
your things—and hurry up1”

Good egg

The Bounder rushed away.

Harry Wharton went out of the
Hoause. The footballers were already in
the quad, waiting for the coach that was
to take them over to Higheliffe.

*“Halle, halle, hallo] What's the
jolly old news?” asked Bob Cherry, as
the captain of the Remove joined them.
“ Wherefora that beatifie grin?”

Harry Wharton coughed.
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* Bmithy's coming, after all I he said.

“0h, good I”

“Ifina | said Nugent.

“Oh-l  Sorry, old man, but you
know-—»" ] !

“1 know !* eaid Nugent, with a grin.
“¥t'a all serene, fathead! I'm jolly
glad Smithy's got off | But what on

carth made Quelch let him off 1"
“8kip nsked lim.”
11 E-ki.P ?!lll

" Yes—just Skip.™

By gum, that was jolly decent of the
kid I said Johnny Bull. “Can't scce
Smithy deoing it for himi”®

“Ho's a decent chap!” said Harry.
“I should think even Smithy would get
that into his silly head after thasl
Anyhow, Bmithy's - coming. snd we're
j:jily well going to beat Highcliffe

P‘J
!JJ

“ilenr, ear
And when the coach rolled away,

Herbert Vernon-Smith was in it with
the. rest of the eleven—much to his own

and the general satisfaction.

— o

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Painful for Pon!

£ QAL ™
“Good old Smithy 1”®
( ; “ '"Urrah ¥ chirruped 8kip.

The Highcliffo game swas

going strong. Courtenay and his merry

men wora at the top of their form, and
immediately the game started Harry
Wharton was deeply thankful that he
had the Bounder in the ranks.

All through the first half the game
was hard and fast, but neither side suc-
deeded in getting through. But just
after the interval the Bounder scared
for his side, and thers was o jeyous
raar from Gireviriars men round the
field.

A pgood many Remove men had como
over on bikes or by the motor-bus, and
had dropped in during the frst half.
Among them was Skip, whe had eut
actoss on his bike immediately he had
finished that Latin exercisc. \

The interval was just over when Skip
arrived, and he was in time to see
Bmithy pot the pill—which delighted
him as much as if the Bounder had been
Lhizs best friend instead of hiz worst
onemy. . -

Skip had no ecause to like the
Bounder: but he had plenty of ecause
to like Harry Wharton & Co., and he
Iknew how keen they were to have
Sinithy in the side for the match ab
Higheliffe. Ile was glad, from the
bottom of his heart, that hoe had screwed
up his courage to spenk to Quelch, and

that lie had succecded 1n getting
@mithy off delention. And as the
Bounder put in the ball for Greyfriars,

Skip shouted as loudly and enthusiastic-
ally as any other Remove man on the
field.

“Goal! Goal 1?

“Hurrah !"

o Indip="nrrah ™ chortled Skip.

“0ld Smithy's brought his shootingz
boots ¥ remarked olsover major.
“Gaod old Bounder I

“Bravo, Smithy1”

The Bounder's faco was bright as he
walked back te the contre of rhe field
after the goal. Smithy loved the lime-
light, and he was getting it

q].‘i].l:- sides lined uwp again, and the
game went on—lard and fast. It was a
strenuous game between iwo good teams,
with_little to choose between them for
quality. But Greyfriars wera ahead,
and they were keceping ohead. Again
and again the Higheliffie men came
down ?ﬁm wolves on the fold, but SBquiff
in goal was a tower of strength, and
every time the attack had to peter out.

Skip stood walching, with s bright
and cheery face. But the bright look
fuded off his ehubby countenance as ho
heard a drawling voiee bebind him:

* Mind your pockets, you fellowsl”

I1e stared round, his face darkening.
It was Pon's voice.

I'onsonby, with his f{riends, Gadshy
and Monsen, had come down to the field
to give the match a look-in. Their
intevest in Socper was slight; but Fon
had spotted Skip among the Greyfriars
fellows who had come over to wateh the
game; and the good Pon was not likel
t0 Jose an oppeortunity of making himeelf
unpleasant to a fellow he disliked,

Skip's eyes gleamed at the dandy of
Iighcliffe,

onsonby & Co.  wers
According to what Smithy had told
them, this fellow who was called Bkip
had been a gmkpmket._ "They had
backed up Smi in ragging him, snd
had been rather dynmm

rinming.

in tho process,

especially Pon. Beo they wore guite
pleased to sée him on the Higheliffe
ground, and to make themselves
obooxious.

S!-:le talking to me, Tace?” growled

ip.

Pon gave him o supercilious glance,

. “Not at al},” he replied. "1 was

simply warnin’ my fricnds to mind their

wockets, as there are pmk’;‘iock-gtn about,”
“Meanin' me1” snapped Bkip, hiz faca

reddening, ]

o I-.-:u_lx:ghere TolL Hi%mhﬁu cads,
shut up” called out Bolsover major.
Bolsover waa always ready for a row,
and Pon & Co. were asking for one.

“My dear chap,” drawled Poneconby,
“if you bring pinchers and pickpockéts
over here——ooocogh!™

Pon got no further. ‘ 3

Bkip made a sidden sgtride at him,
grabbed at his nose, and gripped it with
finger and thumb.

*on gurgled as hiz nose was ﬂlﬂ&d.

“Oooocoogh | Gooooooghl Led de by
doze 1" he gurgled, “ Oococoogh ™

*“Oh, ga{ﬁ" gnaped Monson. *You
cheeky cad = ] i

Ponsonby struck furiously at BSkip.

Skip, grinning, released his nose—
leaving it crimson, with a pain m 1t—
and stepped back. o,

“‘Now vou ‘old your rowi{® he said.
“If you don't like a bleke, you can keep
your blooming distance! 'Qld your
row !

Ponsonby came at him like a tiger,
liis face flaming. o .

It had not been his intention to
provoke a serap—Skip waa too hard
hitter for Pon to scrap with him, if he
vould Lelp it. But having his aristo-
<eratio nose pulled, in sight of a crowd
of fellows, was too much for Pon. He
cama at Skip with blazing eyes and
clenched fiats hitting out furiously,

Skip's hands went np at once. In o
mament they were fighting, .

Dozens of fellows, who were watching
the game, turned theiv heads, to stave
at the sudden outbreak of hostilities,

Gadsby and Menson made a move, to
come to the assistance of their Jeader—
bnt Bolsover major barged in at once,
with his big fists clenched.

“Fair play, you Higheliffe cads!®
snovted Bolsover.

And Gaddy and Monzon backed sway,

romptly enough, from the burly,

rawny Removite, Pon_ was left wun-
assizsted—and he was badly in need of
assistanco. . . ]

A jolt [rom Skip gent him staggering
back, and he sat down, suddenly awnd
hard, on the earth. .

He scrambled up, red with rage—
but he did not come on agsin. He stood
panting, his eyes burning, but his bricf
courage had petered ont. : .

“Come on, old covey ! =aid Skip.

}‘ﬂ'ﬂ.




*You ain’t fimished yef, are you?
Smoky ‘addocks! You started 1n a
blooming 'urry, but blow me tight, if
you ain't in a bigger 'urry to leave

Pon made a step towards him—but
etopped. With a burming face, he
turned away, and walked off the field—
Gadsby and Monson following him,
exchanging a eovert grin as they did so.

It was not the first time that Pon's
insolence had landed him in trouble that
he had not the courage fto face when it
came.
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¢ If Skip goes over to Higheliffe, I don't ! *’ said Vernon-Smith, losing control of his temper,
| w#u’t ba _séaﬁn at THIgImIiﬂa with that thieving rascal—that pick
(11 El‘l:lﬂ-ll mith 1 L3

1o play in my place |

Ellrg:iip stared after them, as they went.
_ “My eye!” he snid, " What & bloom-
ing funk !

he words reached Ponsonby's ears—
but they did not make him turn back.
Crimson with rage and humiliation,
he tramped away, followed by his
grinning friends. ]

8kip shrugged his shoulders con-
temptuously, as he turned back to waich
the game. But the cheery look was gone
from- his face now.

A good many Higheliffe fellows were
staring at him, curiously, and his cheeks
hurm:g a3 he noted it. - Bolsover major
who had chipped in to see fair play,
moved off to a little distange—and Skip
did not need telling why, His chubby
face was clouded.

At that moment, his feelings towards
tha Bounder were bitter enough. With
his strange past, he had a hard row to
hoe in his own school—but it was the
Bounder’s enmity that had made his
history known at Highcliffe—but for
Smithy, Pon & Co. would have known
nothing about him.

The game was going on, hard and
fast—but Bkip was no longer watching
it, He was sorry that he had come over
to Highcliffe at all, and he was thinking
of getting away at once. Pulling Pon's
nose was g satisfoetion in its way—but
it did not alter the fact that Higheliffe
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fellows were glancing at him, and
whispering to one another.

Vernon-Smith had the ball, and the
Remove forwards were going down the

field in great style. The Boundeor
centred to Harry Wharton, who shot
for goal, and beat the Highelifie
custodian: and again there was & roar
round the field.

[{} GEB"!!}

But Skip's voice did not jein in it
fle did not see the goal, and hardly

heard the shout that followed.
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He walked off the field, went back to
his bicyele, and pedalled away. The
Soccer mateh at Higheliffe went on,
no longer watched by the waif of the
Remove. Skip, with & clouded brow,
was pedalling homeward to Greyiriars.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Borrows a Coat !
Billy

(1 EAST ™ murmured
Bunter, »
He was looking at his coat—

and thinking of Ponsonbry.

That coat was fearfully muddy.

It was dey—so far as that went. But
it lwas mudds from the collar to the
tail !

Billy Bunter was not awiully par-
ticular about his garments—he was,
indeed, rather slovenly, His knees were
generally baggy, and his elbows shiny,
and his hat_slways wanted brushing.
Still, even Bunter could not take his
wilks abroad in & muddy coat like that.
Thet coat needed brushin —it needed
quite a lot of vigorous brushung, before
s fellow could wear it again.

Bunter had a choice of resources, in
such a case. He could tip Trotter to

:brush the coat clean, or he could brush

it elnan himself.

9

Neither altornative was any use to
Bunter. He was short of cash—with the
exception of the postal order which was
boolked for his railway fare on the
morrow, so he could not tip Trotter.
And he was too lazy to brusﬂ the coat
himself. 3o there it was—still caked
with mud.

Bunter, however, was the fellow to
think of other resources. It was Billy
Bunter's way if be wanted o hat or &
handkerchiet, or B pair of socks, to
annex the same from the fellow who
was least likely to kick Lim.

* You oan find another man
pocket—ihat pincher from the slum | **

The Bounder spun round- and stared at Mr. Quelch.

There wera other coats hanging up
in the lebby, and it was merely &
question of choice.

Bunter would bave preferred Lord
Mauleverer's for, besides being a very
handsome coat, Mauly never kicked
him. Unfortunately, Mauleverer had
exerted himself, that afterncon, to the
extent of going over on the motor-bus
io zee the game at Highcliffe, and as it
was & cold November day, he head
naturaily gone in his coat.

Nugent's would bave been Bunter's
next choice—Nugent being a good
tempered fellow. But Nugent had gone
over with the team—in his overcoat.

There was, in fact, rather o shortage
of overcoats, as most of the fellows were
out, and most of them had gone in their
conts. Sone, however, who had gone on
hikes, had net put on overcoats—and
Skinner & Co. had not gone out at all—
cold November weathor and football
matches having no attraction for the
slackers of the Remove,

Bunter did not think of borrowing
Skinner's coat, however. A kicking
was an absolute certainty if he did. He
hesitated between Hazel's and Skip's.

Both were quite good, warm over-
coats: but Hazel's was rather the larger
of the two, and iherefore more usafnl
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ta Bunfer, whe bad a comsiderable
cireumference -te button it round.

S0, having decided on Hazel's coal,
he proceeded to squeeze himself into
it—and his fat arms were already in the
gleeves, when Hezeldene came into the
lohby—for his overcoat.

“Jh!” gasped Bunter, in dismay.

He ‘-‘i‘iEhEE{i he had started a Littleo
earlier. He had to get to Courtfield
that afternoen, to cash the postal order
at the post-office, and—atill more 1mport-
ant—to expend the sum of one-and-six
at the bun shop. Careful caleulation
had revealed to Bunter that he could
do the railway journey on eighteen-and
Bix |

He might really have started earlier—
but he had been frowsting over the fire
in the Rag—and Bunter had always
found frowsting more attractive than
walking. , . .,
“Whera the dickens is my coat?
exclaimed Hazel, staring round. *“‘Has
somo silly ass bagged my coat—why, you
fat frog, thot's my coat—"

“Is—is—is it?2 stammered Bunter,
“J—I—1 thought it was mine, old chap
—1 wam't gomg to borrow your coat
because nrine's all muddy. Look here,
you beast, if you kick me again, T'll
jolly well—yeo—hoooooop |
lfml jerked the overcoal away,
planted his boot twico on Bunter's t:ﬁ
trousers, and walked out, putlmmg on
coatb as lha went.

“Owl Beast!” gasped Bunter.

The fat Owl wrggled painfully.
Bunter had often been kicked—but
somehow he had never grown to lhike it

He decided on_Skip’s coat now. He
crammed himpself into the same, and
rolled hastily out of the House.

After his experience with Hazel, he
did not want to nieet the coat’'s owner,
while he was weariog the coat. Un-
sware that Ski Inc{ long since gone
aver to Higholiffe on his bike, the fat
junior kept @ wary eya open for him,
as he rolled down to the gates

Skip was not to be seen: and Bunter
breathed more fresly, when he was safe
out gates, and rolling up the road
to Courtfield Common.

“0Oh crikey!? ejaculated Bunter,
suddenly. )

On the road over the common a cyclist
np_}:'e_m*ed, coming directly towards him.

t waa Skip! .

Billy Bunter gave him one blink,
and promptly stepped off the road, into
the cover of a clump of bushes. .

It really ‘was rotten luck, to run into
the coat’s owner like this.

Whether Skip, 1in passing, would
recognise his property, Billy Bunter did
not know—but he was not taking risks.
It was quite probable, for that coat,
which hardly met round Bunter’s fat
circumference, was obviously not his
own—a fact that leapt to the eyo.

Anvhow, it was safer to hunt ecover
till Bkip had passed. Skip could hardly
have spotted the coat from a distance,
and Bunter sagely decided to dodge a
closer view. _

It was easy enough to park his fat
PEES0n Igehina the bushes and wait till
the cyclist had pedalled by.

Blinking through the interstices of the
bush through his big spectacles, the fat
junior watched the cyclist drawing
1earer,

Skip was riding at a leizurely pace,
and as he camo closer, Bunter noticed
that his face was clouded and
thoughtful. i

As ha was coming from the direction
af Courtfield, which was also the direc-
tion of Higheliffe, Bunter concluded
ithat he had been over to see the foot-
ball mateh. If so, he had evidently left
carly.
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Bunter watched him impatiently, only
anxions to seo him pass, and to zee the
lazt of him,

But he was not destined to zce the
last of Skip so soon as he desired.

As he stood blinking impatiently at
Skip, three more cyclists, at a distance
bebind the Greyfriars junior, came into
hiz view.

They were not riding &t a Iqisurelﬁ
pace like Bkip. They were going 4
out, and the Jag&gera faivly Hew.

Skip, who did not leok back, was un-
aware of them. But they weve full in
Bunter’s wview. and he recognized
Ponionby, Gadsby, and Monson, of the
Higheliffe Fourth, b

e

*Beast!™ breathed Bunter,
blinked at Ponszonby.

He waa glad that he had got safely
out of sight before the Highclifiana
sppeared on tha road. ]

Pour & Co. locked as if they were

ressed for time, but it was guite pro-
Eablu't]‘mt they would have found a few
minutes ta spare for Bunter if they had
met him on the road.

It did not occur to his fat mind for
the moment that Pon & Co. were m
pursnit of Skip, aa he knew nﬂt_hin%" of
whet had happened on the Higheliffe
football ground that afterncon,

They were gaining fast on Skip, and
looked like passing him before he passed
Bunter.

Ponsonby was a litile ahead of the
other two. Even the short-sighted Owl
of the Remove could see the bitter, vin-
dictive expreossion on his face as he came
nearer, :

“0Oh erikey ! ejaculated Bunter, sud-
denly.

Almost abreast of the clump of bushes
that hid the fat junior, Ponsonby over-
took 3Skip.

But he did not, as Buntor expected,
pass him.,

He drew level with him, riding close,
and then Bkip, glancing round, saw
him. At tha zame moment Fonsonby
released  his  right hand from_ the
handlebar aud struck at the Greyfriars
juniar. - ;

The lashing fist canght Eklgiﬂn the
ear and zent him spimning. Bilke and
rider went over together.

The bicyele crashed and clanged in the
road, and Skip, fving helplessly fram
ihe saddle, bumped into the grass by the
roatdside.

He gave a yell as he landed.

Ponzonby jammed on his brokes and
jumped down. Gadsby and Monson fol-
lowed his example. _

As Skip struggled up in the grass the
three Higheliffians rushed on him, and
Billy Bunter, behind tha hawlhorns,
blinked at the startling scene with his
eyes almost popping through his
spectacles.

|
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THE NINTH CHAFTER.
Not as per Programme !

s AG the cad ™ panted Ponsonby.
*Got him 1 grinned Monson.
“We've got him all right "

chuckled Gadsby.

They had got him—there was no mis-
take about that. Bkip, dazed by the
crash in the grass, hardly knew what
was happening to him for a moment.

Before ke could get on his feet, Pon
& Co. were on him, )

As he struggled to rise they jammed
him back in the grass, and Pon’s knee
was planted on his chest. Monson
g;-ﬂn:ped one arm; (adsby grasped the
a r

Bki.p glared up at them, panting.

“Lio 1" he gasped. “Leggo a
bloke 1*

Ponsonby  grinned down =zt him
savagely. Thers was a pain in Pon’s
nose, and it was red and rather raw,
but Pon had the upper hand now. Three
to one, with nebhody &t hand to inter-
vene on o lonely road, Pon & Co. were
full of beans.

There was, it was trie, someone at
hand, though Pon & Co. were unaware
of it—Billy Bunter, hardly o dozen feet
away behind the bushes. )

But Rilly Bunter was not thinking of
intervening, )

With Pon & Co. in this warlike state,
the fat Owl was only too glad to be out
of sight. He zagely remained out of
sight.

ot that his assistance would have
been of much use to Skip. ;

Pon & Co. were not great ﬁghtmg-
men, but any one of them could have
knocked Bunter out with a single punch.
Perhaps Bunter realised that. Anyhow,
he stayed where he was

*Now, you hooligan!” said Pon, be-
twcﬂ his tﬂeﬂii o e

& a, will you pan ip.
"Ynu%guiten funk! I'll 'andle you fast
enough if you'll let a bloke get up.”

FPonsonby laughed. He was not likely
to give up his advantage. It ha
weemed sheer luck to Pon, when he saw
8kip ride away from Higheliffe on his
own, leaving the rest of the Greyiriars
crowd watching the finish of the football
match. Pon & Co. had lost little time
in getting out their bicyeles bnd
following.

On the t‘uut;lz:m;:il]lgrmmd, whferp tl}em
were plenty of fellows to zee fair play,
Pon hlg.d rfit cared to carry the trouble
further: but it was a different proposi-
tion if Skip waa overtaken on the Iﬂllg‘}f'
road over Courtfield Common, with
three fellows to handle him.

Now he was at Pon's mercy, and Pon
was not fecling merciful. His lofty nose
had been pulled in sight of fifty grin-
ning fellows. What Pon wanted was
vengeance, and now he was going to
have what he wanted. _

“Hold the brute I said Pon, as Skip
struggled and heaved,

“We've got him 7 grinned Monson.
“T say, what about yanking him along
to the 'fc:-nd and pitching him in?

“And his bike after him 1™ esid
Gadshy.
”.&ﬂyin =g{mcrr_-'l time I eaid Pon, “You

slume hooligan, you pulled my nose at
Highcliﬁe I : .

"1 pull it again, too !” gasped Skip.

“Will you?” grinned Pon. 1 fancy
it's your own nose that's going ta be
pulled this time. Like that1”

e gripped Skip'sa nose between
finger and thumb. x

‘There was a muffled howl from Skip.

“Ha, ha, ha!" chortled Gaddy and
Blonson.

“Oooogh 1" gurgled Skip.

Pon, grinming, pulled his nose and
tweaked it, and tweaked it again., Skip
struggled frantically. .

With Pon's knee grinding on his chest,
and Gadsby and Mouson gripping his
arms, he hoad little chance.

Pon tweaked and tweaked. Fon was
enjoying this. Bkip struggled and
33&!@:’: and gasped. He exorted all his
strength; but, strong a3 he was, he
could not throw off the Higheliflians,

Billy Bunter, behind the bush, blinked
at the scene. #e made a movement and
stopped again. Bunter was no fighting-
man and no hero, but it went against
the gprain to see & Greyiriars fellow
handled like this by the young rascals of
Higheliffe without lending him aid.

Almost did Bunter make up his fat
mind to rush to the rescue, but not
fuite.  Skip'a - nese was  suffering
severely. ﬁlttﬂr did not want hia own



little fat nose to go through the same
experieuce. Ho shivered at the thought.

Twice he moved, and twice he
stopped. The spirit was willing, but the
flesh waa weal

Then, all of & sudden, there came o
change in the scene. Skig, with a des-
fuarata wrench, dragged his right arm
oose from Gadsby's grip.

Gadshy grabbed at it again instant}iy;
but it was not the arm—it was the fist
that he caught. He caught it with his
chin, and went over backwards.

THE REAL THING

HOSE of you who have been
following these notes and doing
as I have advised should be

etting quite good at control-
ling and kicking a ball. Others of you,
of conrae, will have Leen finding things
& bit dificult. Dow’t worry if you havea;
some people do things quicker than
othiers. It isn't always the guick ones,
though, whe ave the best in the end,
50 keep on trying and practising.

However far vou've got, I expect you
are all anxious to start plaving proper
football. If vouw've heen practising
hard you should be ready to have o go
at the real thing., But let me warn you,
vou are going to find it much harder to
do the things I have been telling you
to do in & game than when you are just
practising. Don't worry about thatk,
either. he more vou play, the more
easily vou will be able to do the little
dodges without thinking.

bﬁ:st of vou know that in foothall the
eleven playvers in o icam do pat just
wander about the field chasing the ball
wherever it goes. They are given cer-
tain positions to fill. Each player, in
his own position, haz his job to do, and
mostly he keeps fo hiz owa job,

Before  wou  stort  playing  proper
games you will all have te decide in
which position on the field you ave
going to play. One Loy will be best for
oune position  another for another. I
onlv wish I could eome and see vou all
plaw, and then tell you which position
i thirk would be best for von, I am
afraid I can't do that, though, The
enly thing I ¢an do is to tell you about
the positions, and what sort of players
they require, and let you judge for
vourselves from that. e

Let's start from the lLeginning and
take the goalkecper first I have an
idea that not many bovs like the goal-
Lkeeper's job, because there isn’t enoun
work to do. Sometimes, of course, the
goalkecper, even in big football, has an
ensvy time, and doesn’t see much fun
dufing & game, beeause he has to stay
in his goal, Vet the goalkeeper's job is
a very important one—and & very hard
one, too, The Loy whe is going to be
a goalkoeper uu%-hb to be tall—at any
rate, tall enough to reach the cross-
bar of the goal when he jumps up. Ho
must be quick, and sometimes he will
need to be brave to stop & ball which
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ook out 17 yelled Maonson.

Pon had no time to look out. Skip's
fist laghed up at him, jolting on his jaw
like a lump of iron. Fon reolled side-
ways and sprawled in the grass.

Monzon let go and jumped away just
in time.

8lip bounded to his feet like an india-
rubber ball. He was hardly up when
the three were springing on him.

But Skip, on his fect, was a different
prepozition from Skip down on his baclk
with a knee on his chast. In the midst

Ll

Every man must be able to pull his
weight if a football team is to be
successful. One man in the wrong
position may mean disaster. Has
it occurred to you what position on
the footer field you are best suited
for® Qur special contributor is
ready to help you in this respect.

iz kicked straight at him from close

vange. He must also be good at catch-
fng the ball.

DEFENDERS

LAYVING in front of the goal-
P keepor aro two full-backs—a
right full-back and a left full-
kack. I can't tell you this week
how to play in every position on the
field, as there are elevenr of them, and
it wounld take too much space. That
cant wait till later. Let's put it like this
for the time being, The full-backs are
there to keep the forwards of the other
side away frown the goal. If one of the
opposing forwards has got the ball, the
full-back must tackle him for it and
kick it away out of danger. So the full-
back mmust be & good tackler and a
strong kicker.
to kick the ball as hard as he can, and
nothing else, as I shall be able to ex-
plain Iater. DBut he must be able to
kick hard sometimes. Altogether, the
full-back's job is one for fellows who
ave pretty big and strong.

After the full-backs we have the half-
backs. Funny name, isu't it? It means
all that it savs—and a bit more. The
hinlf-backs have two separate jobs to do
—help the full-backs to stop the other
forwards, and help their own forwards
to seore goals. In other words, they

i have to work lhard,

A lot of people think that half-backs
have 1o work harder than anybody else
on the field We won't argue about
that; but to be & half-back you must
be fast, so that you can be both a full-
back and a forward almost at the same
tirme. ¥You must be extra good at con.
trolling the ball and at passing it. You
see, the hoalf-backs help the forwards
by passing the ball to them as much
as they can. If the passes go in the
wrong place, or too high, or too hard,

B e e e e e e e e e e e o i
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Ho dossn't always have

of the threc he was fighting like a wild-
cat.

Ponsonby closed with him, clinging to
him and punching. But at the same
time Skip landed his vight in Gadsby's
eve, sending Gaddy sprawling in the
road, where he stumbled over Bkip's
bike and crashed.

Gaddy was hors de combat ! .

Borne over by the other two, Bkip
went down in the grass again. But Pon
and Monson went down with him, and

(Continued on nex! page.)

.'

the forwards won't be helped very
much, will they?
ATTACKERS

OW we come to the place which,

I suppose, is the most popular

among boys—the forward line.

Don's think I blame you for

ell wanting to be forwards. Goals are

the things which count in football, and

everybo y wants to he the one to - score

them., That's quite natural, although

later on I haope to be able to show yon

that the people who don’t score many

la—the half-backs and full-backs—

just as much towards goal scoring as

the forwards who actually get the goals.

But that's & bit complicated for the
moment.

I think I had betier take the forward
positions separately. The outside-right
and the outside-left are the ones who
play near the touchlines, Most good
wing men, as they are called, are very
fest runners. I think of Joe Hulme, of
Arsenal, who 13, perhaps, one of the
fastest men who ever J}'S&Fed football,
But speed alone doesn't make a wing
man. You must heve ball control as
well, good shooting, and a strong kick
to get tha ball into the middle.

T inside forwards—these are the
mnside-right and the inside-left—are the
playera who, along with the half-backs,
are sometimes called the hard workers
of football. Their job 12 rather like the
half-back's job. A lot of players in bi
football to-day have started as hali-
backs, and changed to inside forwards,
or the other way round. The only thing
ihat can help you to decide whether to
be an inside forward or a half-back is
vour shooting., If you can shoot extra
wrd vou may be a better inside for-
ward than a half-back.

The only poszition I haven't touched
on is centre-forward, the favourite of
all. Surprising that it should be, 88 in
big football, at any rate, the centre-
forward has o hard time—knocks and
bruises, He must be strong, fast a
good shot, and he certainly must be
able to use both feet. .

S0 there you have the lot. Now sif
down, think which posifion Fou might
fit best, and try that one. But
shouldn't stick to one place if I wers
vou. Move about a bit and make eure
you find vour best position.
Tue Msgyer Lisnant.—No. 1,552,
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Eha li;hrﬁa ralled over, struggling breath-
eaEly.

“Qh nrikag t* breathed Bunter, as he
watched with popping eyes.

SKip did pot need help now I

A jolt in the ribs, that felt like the
kick of & mule, laid Monson gasping in
tha grass. )
Pon was left alone to handle the waif
Greyfriars, . . _
Bkip struggled to his feet, with Pon’s
head under his arm. Pon, with his head
in_chancery, yelled frantically, as Skip
punched at his features.

Hea tore himself loose at last, and
jumped away.,

" Bkip stood panting.

“Come on " he gasped.
the lot of you t* ]

But Pon & Clo. did not come on .
Gadsby was already getting on his -bike.
Monson staggered up, and tottered
towards his machine. Ponsonby yelled
to them.

“PBack up! Come on, I tell you !

Gadsby shot away on his bike. He
had had enough, if Pon had nof. Mon-
son was hardly & moment after him.
Ha also had had encugh. ‘

And Pon, the neft moment, realised
thdt he, too, had had enough, as Slug
advanced on him, and he made a rus
into the road for his machine,

8kip rushed after him.

Pon reached the bike—as Skip reached
Pon! S8kip’s foot shot out, and landed
on Pon's elegant trousers

The dandy of Highcliffe yelled, and

itched forward, nose-diving over his

ike.

Skip gave a breathless chuckle.

“TAve some mors I he gasped.

Pon, clearly, did not want any more.
Hs zcrambled ug. dragged up the
jigger, and threw himself upon it in hot
haste, He shot away after his friends,
leaving Skip grinning.

Skip rubbed his painful nose. But he

inned as ha rubbed it. Three to one,
gﬂﬂ & Co. had had no doubt of being
able to handle the waif of Greyfriars.
But the boy from Slummeock’s Alley had
proved too tough for them, He
remained victorious—gtinning sfter the
herces of Higheliffe as they Hew.

“ Blooming funks [ ga&gfd Skip.

And he picked up his bike, mounted,
snd rode away for Greyfriars.

Not tiit he had disappeared up the
road did Billy Bunter emerge from
mhver—grmmug from one fat ear to the
other.

“Come on,

E—— e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Bunter!

1LLY BUNTER chuckled.

Pon & Co.,, going as fast as
they counld drive their bikes, had
vauished in the direction of

Courthield. Skip had disappeared in
tha opposite direction—withont spotting
Bunter in bis coat. o it was all right
for Bunter,

The fat Owl chuckled gleefully.

His own pact in the episode had not
h-aeq fearful El'&dltl.hlﬁ.' Evegn Bunter
reslised that. Still, as it had turned
out, B8kip had not needed help.

He had beaten the Highelifhans, one
against three, and put them to flight.
And Pon & Co.’s defea} was a great
satisfaction ta Buunter,

After what Pon had done the previous
day, Bunter would have been very glad
ta get Pon's head into chancery. Skip
haf had it in chancery, which was really
just 83 good; and every thump on Pon's
features had been & heppy satisfaction
to Bunter.

Tee Macker Liseary.—No. 1,582
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“He, ha, hel” chuekled Bunter.
“Hagllo, whose s that?”

In the trampled grass by the roadside,
whore the siruggle hed teken place, a
handkerchief lag—u'hich had evidently
dropped from the pocket of one of the
combatants.

Bunter steoped to pick it up. ‘

If it was Bkip’s, he would return it to
him; if it belonged to one of the High-
cliffians, it could remain where it was.

The initials, “R. G.,” in a corner of
it, showed that it was (Gadsby's, and
Bunter let it fall into the grass again,

As he did 30, a gleam from the
tra.mﬁrle:i gras3 caught hiz eye—a gleam
of gold

*Oh crikey I cjaculated Bunter.

Ha stooped again, and picked uip the
gleaming objeet. It was a gold wrist-
watch. The strap had broken—and the
watch had follen in the grass, unnoticed
in the struggle.

Bunter blinked at it.

He kpew that gold wrist-watch—a
rather uncommonly valuable article for
& schoolboy to wear. He had scen 1t
often enough, on Pon's wrisk

“Oh ecrumbs!™ murmuared Bunter.
*The silly @ss! Leaving a gold watch
here for anybody to pick up 1

Beally, Pon was not to blame for that.
The strap had snapped in his frantio
struggle with Skip, end Pon had been
too busily occupied with Skip’s punches
on his features to notice his loss. And
his departure had been very hurried.

Bunter blinked at the watch—and
blinked up the voad, the way the High-
cliffiang had goue, .

Pon & Co. were long ouf of sight.

The fat Owl stood with the waitch m
his hand, perplexed to know what {o do
with it. -

(Gaddy's handkerchief he could leave
where it was—but he could hardly leave
& gold watch lying by the roadside, to
be picked up by the first tramp who
camre along.

Finally, he slipped it inte his overcont
Eoi:é:et, and rolled on his way to Court-

2.

On a hali-holiday, he was quite likely
to ses some Higheliffe fellow in Court-
field, to whom he could hand the watch
to be returncd te Pon, Otherwise, he
could hand it over to Bnuthy, who was
on pally terms with those Iighcliffe
cads, and who could take it back.

Leaving it at that, the fot Owl rolled
on to CourtBeld, where he entered the
post office in the High Street, and duly
cashed his pater's postal crder,

With a pound note in his_posscssion,
he made his cheerful way along to the
bun-shop.

It was Billy Bunter's fixed intention,
wwhen he zat down in the bun-shop, to
expend tha himited sam of one-and-six-
pence, reserving the Dbalance of that
pound for his journey-money on the
OIOrray.

Such was Buanter's intention—bnt
between intention, and the carrying-out
thereof, Lhere was a great gulf fixed.

Bunter was hungry. That was Lis
wenal state; and a walk across the
common in cold November weather had
made lum hungrier.

Tuck to the value of cighteenpence
vanished in & matter of seconds,

Almost before he knew what he was
doing, the fat Owl had éxceeded the
limit. He had hardly taken the edge
off his appetite, when a hasty ecaleula-
tion brought home to his fat mind the
faet that he was indebted to the bun-
shop to the extent of four-and-six.

He pmised.

But his pauze was bricf. ]

In the midst of foodstulfs, and with

eash in his pocket, it was not easy for
Bunter to stop. Perhaps, too, ke re-
memhered the ancient proverh, that one
might as well be hung for a sheep as a
lamb Anyhow, he carried on,

After all, he did not need the money
till the morrow morning. Lots of thinga
might torn up by then. Bunter had &
hopeful nature.

A postal order might turn wp by the
first post—perhaps. He might borrove
something up and down the Hemove.
As a last resource, he might explain to
Alr. Quelch that he had lost lus 1nmner
money ; in which case Mr. Queleh could
net do less than provide the same,

That was a very last vesource, as, of
course, Mr. Bunter would be required
to reimbursa the Remove master—whieh
meant trouble for Bunter on the home
front.

Anvhow, thera was Bunter, sur-
rounded by enticing catebles, with a
whole pound—and somehow—Bunter
hardly knew how—his bhill came to the
exact amount of twenty shillings before
he left off.

He was feeling much hetter in one
way, but rather worried in ancther,
when he rolled out of the bun-shop, with
a2 pound's worth of tuck parked in his
capacions interior.

t had been a happy feed—a glorious
spread. But Bunter could not help feel-
ing rather worried about his railway-
fare for the morrow.

Naturally, with that worry en his fat
mind, he forgot all about Ponsouby's
wrist-watch in his overcoat pocket.

But he was reminded of it by the sight
of & couple of Higheliffe juniors in
the High Street. They were Vavasour
and Drary—two pals of Pon's—of the
Highecliffe Fourth.

unter blinked at them, and remem-
bered the watch. He rolled up to them,
with his hand in the overcoat ”!mckvz«t.

“T say, you fellows—" began
Bunter.

He gob no further,

Vavasour and Drury, of course, had
not the faintest idea that Bunter had
picked up a wstch belonging to theiy
pal and wanted to haid it over,

They had already spotted Bunter, and
were considering whether to knock his
cap off, when he volled up to them—
fairly asking for it, as it were,

Dirury prompily knocked lnis cap off.
Vavasour, grinning, gave him a shove,
and he sat down on the cap.

“Ow!” gaspad Bunter. "“Owl
Beasts! I say—ow ¥

Vavasour and Drury, chuekling,
wallked on,

Billy Bunter scrambled to his feet,
fictded lis eap, and glared after them,
with a plarve that nught have cracked
liig spectacles,

Then he resumed his homeward way—
without bothering to look for any more
Higheliffe fellows. He had had enough
of Highclifa fellows. Pon could waib
for his wateh, and he blowed to him |

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.
Sraithy Is Late!

' Cﬁ AMING, SBmithy ¥
Ed :,':'u !JI

Harry Wharion compresscd
his lips & Jittle, and the
Bounder smiled sarcastically. :

It was a cheery party that packed into
the cogeh for the return to Greyiviays.
Almost on the stroke of time the
Caterpillay had put in the ball for
Highcliffe; but the score stood at two
o one, and it was o victory for ihe
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Skip grabbed Ponsonby’s mose and gﬂg

Higheliffe junior.

vigitors—which was extremely satisfac-
tory to the Remove foothallers.

Harry Wharton just then was feeling
unpsuslly cordial towards the Bounder,
The game had been a tussle from be-
ginning to end, Courtenay’s men fight.
ing hard sll the time, and the Bounder
had been worth his weight in gold.
Bmithy had taken one goal for Grey-
friars, Wharton had taken the other
from a pass of Emithy's, and without
the Bounder in the ranks, all the fallows
knew that the result would probably
have been very different,

S0 Smithy at the moment was a popu-
lar man. Hea had played the game of
his life and done splendidly for his side.
Even after the gruelling match he
looked asz fresh as paint. He had had

uite an ovation from the fellows when
?hay changed after the game: but when
they got into the coach Vernon-Smith
atood iacif. appavently not mtending to
return to Greyiriars with the team.

“Look here, Bmithy, you'd better
come ! said Harry Wharton,
"Think so? smiled Smithy.

*Lock-up’s ecarly now, you know”
urged Harry.

T!P:a did not need telling why Smithy
was staying behind at Higheliffe—
ecards and smokes in the study of his
precious pal, Pon.

“0h, I'll ko back for lock-up, all
right |” said the Bounder. *Some chap
here will lend me a bike,”

“1 wish you'd come,” said Harry.

After that eplendid game, in which
the Bounder had shown first-class form
and done betier than any other man for
his side, he hated to think of him in
Pon's study, st cigareties and banker,
1t was difficult for a healthy fellow like
Wharton to understand that black-
guardly kink in Smithy.

“Youw'rs awlfully good,”" said the
Bounder. * But the fact is I've promised

“ Led do by dose !
blooming distance I
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ped it between finger and Eﬂumb ““ Doooopnaogh |  Gooooocooogh ! ** gurgled the

Oooooooogh | **
'0ld your row!l™

to see a fellow here after the match.
Sorry and all that!™

“h, all right ! said Wharton curtly,
and he left it at that.

Bmithy strolled into the Honse as the
;:csm:h rolled away withh the Greyiriars
ea L,

“Billy ass ! comamented Bob Cherry.

“Rotten blackguard, you mean!”

grunted Jchnny Bull.
“I hope he won't be late for lock-up,
ard geb into a row with Quelch,” sard
Harry. “He played a ripping game
to-day 1”

“The ripfulness was terrific,”

“His Soceer's all right ¥’ said Johnny,
“But—" Ie completed the sentence
with an emphatic grunt,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Boh
suddenly, &3 three cyclists came past
the ecoach, “If Bmithy's stayed to see
Pon, he hasn’t found him at home.
There's Pon 1"’

“Looks as if he's been in the wars”
remarked Nugent, with & grin.

Pon & Co. glanced at the Greyiviara
coach as they passed, and Pon favoured
the footballers with o scowl. The three
knuts of Highcliffe certainly looked as
if they had been in the wars.

Monson had come off best; buk
Gaddy had & blue bruise on his chin,
and Pon's face was a study in damages.
Now, in a fired and dismal and utterly
disgruntled state, they were plugging
weaarlly home on their hikes, when they
passed the crowd of cheery footballers.

“Dear old FPon!" pgrinned Dob.
“ Always hunting trouble—and always
finding 18 1"

Ho waved o cheery hand to Pon in
acknowledgment of his scowl.

The coach rolled oun to Greyfriars.
I'ellows who had biked over to see the
match followed on their jiggers; but
among them 3kip was not to be seen,
and the Famous Five rather wondered
what had become of him,

““If you don'{ like & bloke,’* said Skip, ** you can keep your

“8Skip came over, I suppose,” re-
marked Bob Cherry. "“He wouldn’t be
asy enough to let Bmithy's rot keep
him away.®

Four members of the Famous Five
had been too busy with Boccer to notice
snything of the row on_the football
ground at Higheliffe, but Frank Nugent
had seen it from a distance.

“He was there,” said Nugent. “Ha
g{:-? into s row with Ponsonby and his
pals. I think he pulled Pon's nose.”

“ More power to his elbow [ grinned
Bob. “But where is he now? Can't
have stayed behind with Smithy for m
game of banker with Pon,”

*“¥Ha, ha, hal”

“I think he cleared off after the
row,”” said Nugent. “I didn't eee him
afterwards, anyhow.”

Harry Wharton frowned.

“If there was & row, it wes Pon's
fault,” he said. “8kip's peacenble
cuough if he's left alone. I suppose we
shall find him at Greyfriara.”

And they did, Bkip was weiting for
thern when they camea into the House.
He gave them & rather sheepish grin
as their eyes fixed on his damaged
countenance. He locked almost as
damaged as Pon.

“*Ow did it go?” asked 8Lip.

"Two to one 1n our favour,” answared

Harry: “Why didn't you stay for the
finish
Bkip coloured uncomfortably.

it r

'here was s row,” he mumbled.
“That bloke Ponsonby— I thought
I'd clear off.”

“You didn't collect that nose and that
eye on the football ground st High.
cliffe, surely !” exclaimed Harry.

“0Oh, no! They come arter me when
I left,” said Skip. “Three of them—
and they canght me up on the common,
and there was a bit of & scrap.”

(Continued on pape 1!?.]
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“More than a bit, to judge by their
looks when they passed our coach!
grinned Bob Cherry. “You don’t mean
tﬁ gy that you handled the three of
them ?

“(Oh, they was blooming funks!” said
Skip. “They was full of beans so long’s
thoy’d got a bloke down, but when a
bloke got up you conldn’t see their ‘anls
for dust! Pon got more'n I did, and
chance it, and the other two got as
much as they wanted.” He rubbed his
nose. “I say, I got tea ready in the
|tu::}f. if you blokes sre ready for it.”

“Ain't we just {” grinned Bob,

Over tea in the study Skip gave a
iulgi account of the scrap with Pon

Toea was hardly over when the bell
rang for callingover, and the juniors
went down to Hall. .

Two places were vacant in the ranks
of the Remove when they went in
Vernon-3mith was not there, neither
was Billy Bunter.

But at the last moment, before the
doors were shut, Bunter rolled 1in.

Walking back from Courtficld—even
with taking short cuts across the
common—had been a long and laborious
journey for the fat Owl, He had
arrived just as Gosling was sbout to
ghut the gates. However, ho got in,
rolled bresthlessly across to the House,
left Skip's overcoat in the lobby, and
bundled into Hall—just in time. He
arrivid panting. ; -

But the Bounder did not arrive.

The doors were shut after Bunter had
equeezed in, and if the Bounder came
now ha was too late for roll,

“Where's Smithy, wyou fellows?”
whisﬁred Tom Redwing, Redwing
had been up to his home at Hawkscliff
that afternoon. “Didn’t he come back
with you?” _ ,

“No; he stayed on at Hzghdlﬁ‘e,”
answerad Harry. “He said he would
be back for lock-up, though.”

“1 gay, you fellowe——"" whizpered
Puinter breathlessly.

“You sean Smithy, Bunferi™

“0Oh, no! But, I say, can you lend
me o pound "

“¥ou fat ass!”

P Eighteen-and-six would do.”

*Fathead 1

*But, I say—"

E'ﬂ Eﬁ]ence I* called out Wingate of the
1xth.

Mr. Quelch was about to take the roll,
and Billy Bunter shut up.

The Remove master called the namea,
When he came to thet of Vernon-Smith
there was no answer. The gimlet-eyes
turned on the Remove sharply, and Mr.
Quelch repeated the name. But there
cams no answering “Adsum!”  The
Bounder was not there. :

Qluaiuh was seen to compress his lips
a8 he marked Vernon-Smith absent,

When roll was over, and the doors
wore opened again, Bmithy was not to
bo seen. e wos late—and it looked as
if he was going to be later,

“The howling ass!” said Bob Cherry,
Tre Maoxer Lispany.—No. 1,552,

- stay to hear about the pound.
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*“MToo d in banker, 1 suppose, to
mmambaﬁfi}ﬂaﬁ-nv&r here.” Py

# Asking for it, as usuall” grunted
Jaohnny Bull,

“1 say, you fellows.” Billy Buanter
ralled after the Famous Five. "1 say,
about that pound—->" ]

But the chums of the Remove did not

They
sccelerated, and left the fat Owl to
waste his sweetness on the degert air.

o p——————

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Watch thal Went

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
looked far from pleasant, as the
door of Pon's study at High-
eliffc opened, and Fon came in.

He had been waiting some litile time
—and he had expected to find Pon &
Co. in the study wnitinF for him.

Pon & Co. apparenily had forgotten
that arrangement; nn]v;lmw,, they were
not there, snd Smithy had to wait.

He waited with growing annoyanco,
but the study door opened at last, and
the dandy of Higheliffa came in.

Bmithy gave him an angry
which ged to & grin, es
Pon’a face. ey

“Been scrappin’?” he asked. “I've
been waitin' here”

Fonsonby gave him a glance, and
crossed to the looking-glass, to gaze at
his reflection therein, Ha had forgotten
the Bounder, as & matter of fact, and
his appointment with him, when he fol-
Inwe:cf on Bkip's track—and since the
serap on Courtfield Common, his mind
had been too fully occupied with his
damages for him to remember Smithy.

Neither did he care a straw if the
scapegrace of Greyfriara had had to
wait for him, He was, from a similarity
of blackguerdly tastes, friendly awith
Bmithy—but that {friendship, thou
often renewed, never lastcd long,  Pon's
real feeling for Smithy was contempt
for o “bounder ” who was capable of
that most unfargivable of sins, talkin
ahout monay; while Smithy despise
Pon still more heartily 2z & weak-kneed
rotter and funk, 2

The Bounder did not conceal his
amusemnent at Pon's damaged counten-
pnee. Pon gcowled at it in the glass,

Pon was very particular sbout his
looks—and his looks, now, wera eadl
marred. He scowled into the glags, nnc
then scowled round at the Bounder.
Smithy wasg, more or less, & friend of
his—but he was in no mood to be civil
tp any fellow who belonged to Grey-
frinrs.

“Did you forget fixing it up for me
to ses you here after the match?* asked
the Bounder sarcastically.

“Wer, I did!™ grunted Pon.

“Well, T'll elear, then!” esnapped
Vernon-Smith,. “Sorry 1 stayed. Not
much time left before lock-up at Grey-
friars anyhow, now, you seem to
have been enjoying life,” he added with
a grin,

“ 'l make that slum hooligan pay for
this, somehow !” muttered Ponsonby,
with snother glance at the batiered re-
Heetion. in the glass, “¥You can grin,
ou cheeky fool; but I've heard from

kinner that he knocked you out, and
you didn't want a second round.”

stare—
ha saw

“You've been scrapping with Skip?”
exclaimed the Bounder. “By gad!
That woas oaskin® for it! He's & tough

brute—that time we ragged him on the
common, there were four of us, buk we
hkad our hands full.”

“There were three of ua this time!"
snarled Pon, “But the brute seemns as
strong os a horse.”

“Vou let him lick three of you!”

sl

grinned Bmithy, “Good old Highe
clifie (”

“0Oh, shut up!™ snarled Ponsonby.

Gadsby and Monson came into the
stud addy with his hand to his chin.
Thevy nodded te Smithy.

“Borry, Bmithy,” said Gadsby. He

was not guite so indifferent to good

manners as Pon. “Not much time now
for a little game. We've been in a
scrap with that hooligan of yours—my
chin feels as if o horse hoad kicked 1t.*

“My ribs are near%y fractured, 1
think,” satd Monson. “ No wonder the
brute knocked you oub Smithy—I
believe he could stand wp to Tommy
Yarr.” He glanced st Pon. “No time
left for banker, Pon, what?”

“Hardly I” grunted Pon., He glanced
at his wrist-watch—or rather, ot his
wrist, where the watch should have been,

Hallo! Where the dickens iz my
wateh 77

“Your watch! Iost it?”

“Must have dropped it in that scrap
I suppose—I mever noticed it,” sal

Ponsonby., “I su the strap must
kave burst—" ;—%u broke ﬂﬁ.p “By
gad!l Did ¥ drop it, though?™ A

sudden glitter came into his eyes,
“Didn't you fellows see anythin' of it
if I dropped it?"

“We left in rather & hurry!” said
Gadsby, with & feint grin, “I koow I
dropped my hanky, a3 I've missed it—
but I never noticed it at the time, and
I shouldn’t have stayed to look for it
if I had.”

“Bother your hanky! That watch
cost msiJ pater fifteen guinens,” snapped
Ponsonby. “I'm not goin' to lose it.
I—I wonder if that pickpocket had it?”

“0h, my hat!” ejaculated Monson.

“How could he?” said Gadsby un-
easily, “We kept him pretty busy—"

“It's gone!” gaid Ponsonby viciously,
“ When a fellow’s been in a pickpocket’s

h Clutches, and finds fhat he's lost a gold

watch——" .
“By gum [* sald Vernon-Smith.
wonder |
His eyes gleamed.
“Bure it's gone i he azhed.
“Loolk, ass|” Pon held up his wrist,
“*I mean, sure you had it ou—"
“Of course I am.”

“Pon had it on,” said Monson. *I
hnow that, If it's gone—"

“The fellow's & pickpocket!” snid
Vernon-3mith., “He's got everybody
fﬁ:u:-led at my school—excepting me.

ut—"

“He had it!” said Pon. “I'm jollr
certain of that. He had it while I was
ling with the brute—he had my
head in chancery, and he could have got
it off me cazmly eum:lgh. if he's anvthin’
lilke what you've told us about him.”

Vernon-Smith breathed hard.

He believed=—he was determined to
believe—that Bkip was the same young
raseal that he had been in his early days
with Barney the Binger, and his later
davs with Jimmy the Rat.

A leopard could not change its spots,
nor an Ethiopisn his skin; that was
how Smithy looked at i

i |

; 1t—‘ami he did not
realice that it was his bitter dislike of
Skip that made Inm so determined to
take that view,

His belief was that he was the only
fellow who had foo much senze to be
teleen in by an unscrupulous young
rascal’s humbug. L.

But he hesitated. Twice, in tha belief
{kat the Loy from SBlummock's Aller had
pinched, he had aoewused  hime—and
twice o had proved to be 1n the wrong,

Another reckless accusation, whic
might prove unfounded, waa rather too
gerious a matter, Me. Quelch had given
him a very grim and stern warning on
that subject,



Eﬁd?lﬂ yvou think eo, Bumaibhy?” asked
a

e Ihluk it'e  Jolly hkﬂilu said
\I-ﬂrrn:fn-EmJ a!ﬂw]jn e, ugw*b- he
would p d wa or anythin’
elze, if h:ﬂ.g h&E a aliance. But—"

* W-:I_I—bub-——"‘ snapped Ponsonby.

“But we'd better go siow, and make
sure I eaid the Bounder. “I'm with
Fou in this—T'd give a term’s pocket-
moucy io sce that young scoundrel
turfed out of my school., Bak—we've
got to make sure. Look here, a fow
weeke age, [ missed iy wallet, and, of
course, tool it for granted that he hm‘l
it—but 1t turned out t]'ul.t- that idiot
Buuter had hidden it in a jar in my
study. Another time, o banknolo was
Emked out of my peocket—and then I

ado't the faintest doubt—but it was
anty that young axs, Wun Lung, l;;la}-
ing one nt‘ his potty tricks, I had the
rough e{ge of Quelel’s tongue, 1 can
tell you™

Ay wateh is gone " said Ponsonby
sullenly. 1 can tell you that I'm jolly
well not lettin' him keep e 1Y

“Aloke sure first!” =aid the Bounder.
“Yon'd look a pretlty feol, if you ac-
cused Inm, end 1t turned eut to be all
moenshine,  It's quite likely that he
had it—mest likely, T believe—but it's
ql:uta likely, toe, that the strap broke in

o tussle, anﬂ th drapped, Look for it
first, anvhow,”

i Mlg‘ht have been picked up long ago,
if it drupped 1 gaid Cadsh

“I den't see that!™ said iﬂnscmhr, at
once. “We were in the grass, off the
roped—heiween the road and that clump
of hawthorng, If it dropped, it dropped
in the grass. Nobody going along the
road would sce it there—only somebody
cnmm%' aeross the common and passing
that clump of bushes cloge to the spot.
If it dropped, it’s-still there.”

“Cut out and see!” said Smithy.
*I'll come—it's tima I got back, any-

how. Youwll have to lend me o bike !”

" {Come on 1

The four of them left the study im-
mediately. They hurried down to the
bike-shed, and wheeled out their
machines—the Bounder being accommo-
dated with Drury’s. They rode away
from Highcliffe at o pood speed.

Pﬂna ace was dark and bitter aa he

T

Lertnml;y, he would have been glad to

et his Jost watelh back; but ha would

ve been almost as glad te find that
the pincher had pinched 1t if it was
possible to bring the theft home to him.

The Bounder had little doubt on the
subject: but this time he was going to
make assurance doubly sure—before he
committed himself to another aceusation
against Bleip. Gadsby and Monson both
melined to the opinion that the watch
had dropped in the grass, and would
most likely ba found there.

They ::mnre-:] the ground fast, and
arvived at the spot on the road over the
copunon where the scvap had taken
place.

It was ecasy encugh to identify the

spot by the clump of hawthorn-bushes
t ab stood beack a little from the road.
And when they diamounted there wers
ample signs of the tussle to mest their
oyes—boot-marks in  the soil  and
trampled grvass,

" Thix ia the place,” said Ponsanby.

The eavly Novemnber dusk was falling,
Luat theve was still plenty of light for
o zearch, A plimmer of white in the
ovass cangnt all their eyes almost at
onea, Gadshy pounced on it

“That's my hanky ' he zaid, helding
it np.

Vernon-Bmith's eyes gleamed.

“That's pretty plain proof that ne-
body’s been along here and picked up
the wateh,” be =aid, “If some tramp
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Wis luutm about and found the wateh,
he would have gcl:e-ri up thot haukg,
too. Why shouldn't he?’

“0Of course he would,” said Ponsonby.
CIf we don’t find the watch—now we've
found Gaddy's hanky——"

" Let's Im:r]-: i

With, bent headz and watchful eyes
the four of them szearched, up and down
and round sbout. All over ths spot
where the serap had taken place, and
for a considerable radins round it, they
searched, butb there was po sign of "Pon'a
watch. In the despeniitg duslk they gavo
it up at last.

But that the waich was not there was
o wnamt;h ‘The only question was—
what had become of it? And they had
little doubt about that.

“He had it,” said Ponsonby.,

“"Looks like it,"" agreed {,radshj'

“He had it 2ll right,” zaid Monson,

“A tramp would have pinched it if he'd
spotted iz, but he would have pinched
the hanky, too. There's been no tramp
here,”

]"I‘I‘ By ”ga.d 1 spid Ponsonby. “I'll—

“Hold onl” said tha Bounder
quietly. “I think the same as you
fellows—I'm sure of it. But go elow.
That waich hasn’t been pinched by any
tramp—the hanky hem still hera
proves that. But somebo %y may have
passed along and szeen it, and taken it

to the police station, Anybody who zaw
it would—and he wouldn’t bether
sbout s hanky.”

Ok ' erid Ponsouby.

He realised that that was a very
sible contingency, which he had over-
looked in his haste to helieve that Skip
had robbed hin.

“¥You don't want to maks any mis
take,” said Vernon-8mith, in the same
quiet tone, “Hlnd, I think the same
a3 you do, but you've got to be sure,
If that watch has been picked up and
taken to the police station, you can find
ﬂut- by inguiring there, Eettur do that

before 5&gmg anything.’

Ponsonby nodded. .
“I'm sure enouvgh—:still, we'd belier
be careful,” he agreed. " We've got to

We're Jdate for lock-
hone the pelice
!? I know jolly

get back new,
up a3 it is. I con
station froms Higheli!

well that they won't ]tnlﬂw anything
about it there, all the same.”
“1f they haven’t heard of it thers
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was, at that moment, in the keupmf
a dishonest young who, at len
last, was going to be ahﬂml upy A
booted out of HSmithy's school. And it
was & satisfactien to the Bounder to
have it proved beyond the zhadow of
a doubf that he was right, and every-
body cl:e wrong.

e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.,
Quelch Is not Pleasad !
WING&TE of the Sixth called to

the Bounder as he came into
ithe Ilousg—an hour late fox
roll, but cool as usual, and
with 4 smile on his face,
* Vernon-Bimith '

“Yw, Wingate,” said Smithy cheers

full
%{u to your Form-master's study ™

Y Just goir’,” smiled the Bounder.

And he went.

Some of the Remove fel]-:m*a who nnw
him go were surprised E;' Sumithy’
cheery and equable look, Fellows w
came in an hour late for roll did not
g‘e}-nﬂmﬂg report themselves to their

ak in such good spirits.

Mr Quelch’s expression, when the
Bounder arrived in his af.udj-, was nok
caleulated to make him feel bucked.
It was exceedingly grim.

“80 wyou have returned, Vernon
Smith "

“¥es, sir,” said the Bounder me&kl

“¥ou are an hour late,” said
Quelch, “I rq:qmre. an explanation nf
this, Vernon-Smith."

“Sorry, sir,” zaid Bmithy, in the
same meek tone. “I've been delayed,
%ua!p;ng a fellow look for & waich he'd
oat.’!

®A Greyiriars boy,
asked “"-11' Quelch ar

“No, sir; « Higheli e ﬂ:rlll'h" .

Mr. ?uelch's lips closed in a tight
line. n such a matter as this the
Bounder's word was worth nothing. Ha
had no seruple whatever in ““telling the
tale ™ to a beak. Mr C%’uelch, of
courze, was quile aware of that., JAnd
this excuse seemied to him one of the
flimsiest o had ever heard.

“Indeed ! he gaid, very dryly. “And
who was the H]ghl.:lll‘fu boy, Vernon-
Amith 1"

“ Ponsonby of the Fourth Form, sir.”

{Continued on next page.)

ﬂn sor mean?’

by to-morrow morn-
mg., that settles if,™
caid Vernon-Smith,
“'ﬂutrl_r-r cut  now.
We're all late.”

They parted, Pon
& Co. pndallmg
back to Higheliffe,
gnd the Bounder
keeping on to Grey-
friara.

He had forgotien
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was certain that he
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“If Ponsonby of the Fourth Form at
Highcliffe, has losk his watch, Vernon-
Smith, you are perfectly well aware
that vou have no right to disregard
calling-over at your own school, fo assist
him in locking for it."

“Not in ordinary cirenmstances, sir,™
said the Bounder, still very meek,
“But, in the ¢itcumstences, as it hap-
pened—"

“What circumstances?” rapped Mr.
Quelch.

“Ponsonby lost the watch when he
was scrapping with a Greyiriars fellow

sir,”' explained the ounder. I
thought that it might look rather rotten
for “my school if the watch wasn't
found,™

Mr, Quelch almost jumped,

“Vernon-Bmith—what do you mean?
I know the boy Ponsonby—a boy of
whﬂnI;!I have the It-wei:t opinion, ‘blﬂ i
possible—is it even bparely possible—
that he would have the audacity, the
impudence, to hint, for one moment,
that a Greyfriars boy was capable
of—="  Mr. Quelch gasped with
wrath, )

“Not any ordinsry Greyfriars fellow,
of course, gir,” said Vernon-Smith.

“What do vou raeanf Who was the
Greyfriars boy you refer to?"

“8kip, sir.”

" 3kip,'"" repeated Mr. Quelch,

*“Yes, sir, They seem to have heard
about him at Highclifie, and, as tie
wateh was missing—""

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

“You say that you helped Ponsonby
gearch for his wateh, Vernon-Bmith 1"

“¥Yes sir; for a whole hour.”

“Did you find it?"
“No, sin"” L
you mean that the watch is still
missing 7"
*“Yes, air”
Mr. Quelch sat silent for a long
moment looking at the Bounder.

Vernon-8mith met his gaze with cool
hardihood. The Remove master's face
grew {grimmar and grimmer.

“Tell me exactly what has occurred I
he said at last. .

“From what Pon says, sir, he and
a couple of friends of his came on Skip
on Courtfield Clommon this afterncon,
and there was & bit of a rag. It ended
mk a fight, and Pon had a struggle with
E i T

“%’nu were not concerned in  this,
Vernon-Smith ¥

*1 was playing football at Highcliffe
at the time, sir. Ponsonby told me
after the match what had happened,
and, in the circumstances, I thought
that the sooner the watch was found
the better.”

“Do you mean that Ponsonby suspects
Bkip of—of havin purlommed his
watch #”  Ar. Qlw'Eg} scemed hardly
able to utier the words.

“I'm afraid so, sir, as he has heard
that the fellow was a pickpocket before
he came here,” said the Bounder. "I
went with him and his friends to the
placa where the watch had been lost,
and we huated for it for a long time.
I' thought that the strap might have
brokesn in the tussle, and the watch
had dropped.” : s

“Very %zsmbie. indeed,” ,eaid Mr.
Queleh. “But yvou did not find it 7"

“No, sir. We found a handkerchief
one of the other fellows had dropped,
but the wateh was not there, I thought
vou would exeuse me for b&;t}g late, sir,
in such circumstances,” said Smithy,
with great meekness.

“Certainly 1" said Mz, Quelch. " But
I have not forgotten, Vernon-Smith,
that yon have twice brought accusations
against this unfortunate boy, both of
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which proved to be gbsolutely un-
founded, ™

“I'm not aceusing him, sir,” said the
Bounder. *I advized Ponsonby to say
nothing about the matter until he had
mguired abk the police station, in case
someone might have picked wup the
watch and taken it there.”

“That, at least, was very good
advice,"” said Mr, Quelch, rather less
grimly, “It is very prebsble that that
will prove to be what has actually hap-
pened. I shall excuse you, in these cir-
cumstances, Vernon-Smith: but I warn
you to say nothing on this subject, con-
necting the name of your Form-fellow
with such & suspicion. If Ponsonby
should have the impudence to bring an
sccusation, in which I do not believe for
one moment, I shall know how to deal
with him. But I will not sllow you,
Vernon-Smith, to spread such a story
in this school.”

“"0Oh, certainly, sirl" the
Bounder, biting his lip.

“I am well aware, Vernon-Smith, of
our enmity towards this boy 1" said the

emove master sternly., “You have
shown it by twice accusing him—mis-
takenly, if not maliciously, I am
assured thet he knows nothing of Pon-
sonby's watch—neither do 1 feel at all
sureg that the Higheclifie boy suspects
such a thing. If I find that there is any
talk in my Form, connecting Bkip's
name with & aulppnsed theft from =a
Higheliffa boy, shall c¢all you to a
very strict account, Vernon-Smith 17

“1I shall say nothing, =ir,” muttered
the Bounder sullenly, *It's nothing to
do with me—I'm not accusing him——"

“Take care that you do not,” said
Mr. Quelch. “I shall be ohservant in
this matter, Vernon-Smith, and I warn
you to be careful.” .

¢ made a gesture of dismissal, and
the Bounder left the study, leaving his
Form-master with a troubled frown on
his braw,

Vernon-3mith smiled sarcastically as
he went down the passage,

He was quite aware of what Quelch
was thinking—that he was catching at
straws to score over a fellow he dis-
liked. The Remove master would have
te change his tune when an accusation
came from Ponsonby.

"1 say, Smithy "—Billy Dunter met
him as he came out of Masters’ Passage
—*" I say, did yon win?"

The Bounder stared at him,

“Haven't you heard, yon fat
Two goals to one,” he answered,

“Eh? T don't mean the football 1
said Bunter irritably, “I iean,
heard that you stayed behind at High-
cliffe. Did yvou win at banker ™

“Banker ¥ repeated Smithy blankiy.

" Yes, with Pon—"

."Tm}’ blitherving, blethering bloater,

said

ass?

“0Oh, really, Bmithy! T sav, if you
won off Pon at banker could yvou spare
a quid for a pal? I—I've lost my postal
order—and—and I say, Smithy—
Yaropooh! Beast!"™

The Bounder grasped Bunter by the
collar, twirled lum round, planted his
hoot en the tightest trousers ab Grey-
friars, and walked on.

Bunter was left 11.'1'|glg11ng—zr.nd with-
out a hope of l’ﬂ.lEi]lF that indispensable
“guid " from Smithy whether he had
won off Pon at banker or not.
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter in Quest of a Quid !
1 SAY, vou fellows——"
“{iood-bye, Bunter!”
“I'm not starting yet—""
“Borryl (Good-bve, all the
same !

* Boast |"" hooted Bunter,

Whereat, the Famous Five smiled.
Bunter, that cold November morning,
wias not smiling,

A fellow with leave off from school
was entitled to smile, But Bunter was
too worried even to reflect how gorgeous
it was to get out of lessoms for the
remainder of the week,

The previous evening Bunter had gone
up and down the Remove, like a lion
seeking what he might devour, in search
of that nrgent, necessary, indispensabla
quid. He had found it not.

No fellow seemed to see any reason
why he sheould part with a quid—in the
rare case when he had one—because
Bunter had “hblowed " his journey-
money at the bun-shop. Kot even for the
pleasure of losing sight of Bunter did
any Remove man cave to spring a quid.

Bunter's naiural resource, in the dis-
tressing, circumstances, was to apply to
his Form-master, But that meant a row
at home when it came to hia pater's
knowledge. As Bunter had asked for
that row at home it did not seem to
anybody else worth a pound to keep him
out of it,

To Bunter it seemed worth a pound of
anybody’'s money, and more. In vainm,
however, he strove to make the Remove
fellows see this. They simply would not
seo it,

“1 ean't go without my railway fare,
you fellows 1" pleaded the fat Owl, with
n pathetic blink at the Famous Five,
“1 can’t bilk the railway compangy, you
know { I mean, I might get spotted.’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if I sce anything to cackle

at! I say, 1 may get a really good f1
from my Uncle George, and I'Il
square—""

* Good-bye 1"

*1 wish you wouldn't keep on saying
f‘oad-hye, when LI'm not stariing vyet.

t's all your fault, Wharton, if I don't
get a good tip from my Uncle George.
It would have been a cert 1f he knew
I'd played for Greviriars—he's fearfully
keen on games. “','el‘l, I offered to play,
as you know., Desides, if I'd played
yvesterday I shouldn’t have spent that
guid at tho bunshop.”

“You shouldn't-have, anywayr, you fab
fraud 1" i

“Of course, I was relring on my old
pa.'lis to ses me through, you know,
and—"

“Well, perhaps theyr will!” suggested
Bob Cherry. ‘F'Un ancd look for them,
amcd ask them, anvhow.”

“Beast ™ hizeed Bunter. Apparently
the IFamous Five were the old pals to
whom DBunter allnded, * Look lLere——="

“Ten’t your train going vet "

“No; not till nine-thiviy.”

“Couldn't you eatch an cavlier one ™

“Benst ! sav, you fellows do Lo
sports | urged Buonter. “I've got to
have a c{un:l for my fare, and if I ask

t

Queleh there will ba a row at home, I
owe Trotter a bob, too—-"
#¥ou fat willain, have vou been

borrowing from Trotter i

“Nol" roarved Bunter. *Think he'd
lend me @nything—I mean, 1 hope I'm
above borrowing from servanis——"

“Ha, ha, ha !

“0Oh, shut up cackling, blow you! I
promised Trolter o bob for brushing
the mud off my coat—yvou know thab
beast Fon smothered it with mud the
other day, Fe's reminded me three
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“ 1f the missing watsh is in one of the
volee, ** Skip will be sent away Irnn; E:Ir:s

times—just as if he thinks I may go oft
without tipping him his bob, It 1sn't
half an honr since he cleanvd the coat,
and he's reminded wme ihree times
alroady—" ,

“Well, vouw shan't diddle poor eld
Trotter " said Harry Wharton, Iﬂ.}@h-
inj_:'r “We'll find a beb for Trotter™

* And what about the pound ?’

“Nothing about the pound 1"

“'The fact is, I'd rather you lent me
s pound for my journey-money than a
lJr:rEll foF Trotbep—*"

“Not veally " gasped Bob.

“Yes, wveally, old chap! I say, you
fellows, Jon't walk away while a chap's
talking to vou!" roared Bunter.

But the Fameous Five did walk away.

Billy Bunter blinked round him n
search of other victims. It was getting
near time for him to start for Court-
field to eatch his train, but he could not
start with that problem unsolved. It
waas all right sbout the bob for Trotter,
if that was any comfort to him. It did
not seews muech, It was the pound for
Buunter that he was chiefly concerned
ahout. :

“*1 say, Toddy—hold on a minute,
Toddy—just a minute—"

“Two if vou like ! answered Petor
Tadd liberally.

“If you «ould
Tadidy 23

e rtaily——"

"“Oh, good P

“If you can fake it ont of half-a-
CrowiL -

“Eh "

“ Al !
change 1

H EE:-.F;H*. 1" poared Bunder,

Poter walked an, gvinning.  Tha bell
rang for Brst schoel, and Billy Bunter
watahed the Form go in. M was satis-
factory. =n fav as that went, not to be
going i ta lessons with the rest. But

lend me o quid,

let e lhiave  two-and-six

T

ockets of this coat, Vernon-Smith,
as an unreformed thief ! *

as you state,”” said Mr. lnh, in & grinding
Next nymmant he gave & gasp as he withdrew irem

m

S

ket the gold wrist-wateh, with 1is broken sirap,

when overy possible lender had dis-
appeared into the Form-room the hap-
leas fat Owl felt move forlorn than ever

Evidently thero was nothing for it
but Quelch. Bunter had to fall back on
that last, desperate resouree.

As Mr, Quelch had gone to the Form-
room with his Form, Bunter was too lato
to catch him in his study. He had to
follow on to the, Remove-room. ]

My, Queleh glanced at him in surprise
as he presented himself there,

“Are you not gone, Bunter?' he
wgquired—a rather sltpel-ﬂuﬂus question,
as Bunter evidently wasn't gone.

Yk, no, s

“Indecd ! Well, if you are not
vou may take vour place in the
Buuter !

“Eht Ohl I—1 mean——"

“Take your place, Bunter sald
Mr. Quelch impatiently. “Please do
not wasie my time and the time of the

Form. " 3 )
“J—I—I mmean, I'm going, sirl"”
gasped Bunter. “I—I haven't come in
I—I'm going, but—but

LN,
orm,

yor
:

to Feorm, sirl 1
Ive lost my money, sir——

“What 7"

“I-—I ecan’t find my money anywhere,
siv1? gasped the fat Owl.  I—I've
looked all over the place for it, sir—
and—and ¥ ecan't find it! C-ecan you
let me have my railway fare, siv? A
pond—" ) . ]

Ale. Quelel fixed him with a gimlet
Cie,

“ Have yvou spent vour journey-money,

Bunter 777
“Oh, no, sirl I-—I wouldn't, of
course. I never went into the bun-shop

in Courtfield yesterday, sivl I passed
it without going in—"

“You spent your journey-money in
the bun-shop in Courtfield 1 exclaimed
Mr. Quelch, in a formidable voice.

“0Oh, no! Not at all, sir! I-—-1I
wasn't in Courtficld yesterday! I went
the other way—to Friardale! I wmean,
I never went out of gates at alll®
gasped Bunter.

There wur o chucklse from 1ihe
Hemove. . .

But Mr. Queleh did not cven sile,
Ha glarcd.

“Bunter, I shall advance the amount
necessary for your fare, amd acguaint
vour father with tho fnctl I am sorvy
to have to cane you before yvou start™

"R

“Rut I have ne choice in the matter,”
said Mr., Queleh, taking up his cane.
“Bend over that cheir, Bunter |7

“But—but I never spent the money in
the bun-shop, sir!” gasped Bupter, *I
never went inte the bun-shep at all!
You can ask thewn at the bun-shop, siz—
the waiter who served me will remems
boy—"

“Ha, ha, nal”

“8ilence! DBend over
Bunter.”

“QOh Jor’ i*

Whack, whack !

“Yow-ow 1"

Billy Dunter rvolled, wriggling, out of
the Form-room.

He had his pound—the prollem of
transport was solved. "That was satis-
factory. DBut ithe fact that Mr. Bunter
would stop that sum, later, out of his
allowance, was nobt so satisfactory. He
had two whacks from Quelch’s cane,
over and above—in which there was no
satisfaction at all.

g2till, as he strolled away 1o Courtfield
he took comfort in the reflection that he
was geiting out of classesa. That, ak
least, was so much to the good.
Moreover, as cighteen-and-six eaverad
his travelling cxpenses, he was able 10
Tae Maiguer Lisnany.—No. 1,552,
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expend eighteenpence on toffee and
chocolates to guszle in the train.

B0, as he sat in the train, homeward
bound, the fat Owl of the Remove felt
that life, after all, was worth the trouble
of living,

He was half-way home when a sudden
recollection, coming into his mind, made
him ejaculate

“Oh crikey I

In liis distressful stress of mind, ever
sinco the expenditire of that pound, hje
had completely forgotten about Fon's
watch. Now ho remembered it

“Oh eriker I repeated Buntor.

That watch was still where he had left
it—in the pocket of Bkip’s overcoat,
hanging up in the lobby.

Bunier grinned. : ;

If 8kip wore that overcoat during his
absence, and found the watch in his
pocket, he would be astonished.

Bunter chuckled at the idea.

“He, he, hecl” . 1

After which, he continued his :g_reru
tions on the toffee, and dismissed the
matter from his fat mind again.

——,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy the Detsctive!

ERBERT VERNOCN-SMITH
stood on the Remove landing
after class that day, leaning on

i the banisters, with o knitted
row,

The Bounder was thinking—hard !

Three or four fellows, passing him,
called to him as they went down. But
the Bounder did not heed.

There was something “on” in the
Rag, but Smithy was not interested in
it. Wibley, the dramatic genius of the
Remove, was giving one of his theatrical
entertainments after tea, and all the
Remove were gathering to give him an
gudience. Bnt quite other matters occu-
pied the mind of the Bounder.

The Famous Five, and Skip, came
across the landing together.

Smithy glanced at Skip as he passed.

“Come on, 8mithy!"” ealled out Bob
Cherrv. *Forgotten Wib's show #”

“T'Il look in laterI” answered the
Bounder carelessly.

The chums of the Romove went down
—and Smithy's eyes followed Skip as he
went with them. )

He was wondering, sardonically,
whether the pincher of Blummoek’s
Alley had Pon's watch about him at
that moment. R .

If not, where had bhe hidden it?

That he had taker advantage of that
struggle with Ponsonby to pinch the
wrist-wateh, Vernon-8mith had mno
donbt whatever now.

He had eeen Pon that day, and
learned from him that inquiry at the

olico station had drawn blank.
F{athing was known thers of the lost
watch. )

Either it had been snatched in the
struggic on Courtficld Commeon, or else
it had dropped, and had been picked up
by eome passer-by. . ]

The former was Smithy's fized belief
—and Pon's also.

But there was no proof.

Pon's idea was to como over to Grew-
friars, openly accuse 8kip of havin
pinched the watch, and demand o sea
of him and his belongings—which, he
had no doubt, would reveal the missing
article.

But Smithy doubted very much
whether the headmaster of Greyiriars
would order such a search.

More than an hour had elapsed
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between the loss of the watch and the
hunt for it by Pon & Co. and the
Bounder.

In that interval, if it had been left
Iying in the grass, anything might have
happened to it.

Smithy was convinced that Skip had
it—hut ﬂa was no fool, and he reali

uite clearly that it would not lock any-
thing like so certain to other eyes.

. Eamth¥ had said pothing on the sub-
ject, so far; but he knew that if he had
done so, Harry Wharton & Co., and
moat of the er fellows, would have
told him that he was a suspicious fool,
and warned him to ghut up.

The headmaster was likely to be quite
as emphatio, if a Hlﬁh{:liﬂa fallow
brought & cherge of theft sgainst o
Greyfriars boy—even Bkip !—without an
g'fnm of evidence to offer in support of
it.

And yet—Smithy was assured—Skip
had that watch.

The guestion was, to find proof—to
have something definite to “go on,” so
that the accusation could be made on
gafe ground.

That was what the
thinking out now.

It was in his power to find proof-—f
proof was to be found. Ponzonby, over
at Higheliffe, could do nothing; but his
?III_-,-], at Greyfriars, could do a great

eal.

Unless it could be proved that Skip
had the watch, it was useless, and might
be perilous, to accuse him. he
Bounder was going to prove it.

He waited, on the landing, ti]l all the
Remove were gone down. If one or
two fellows lingered in the studies,; he
had to take the risk of that He knew,
at any rate, that Study No. 1—S8kip's
study=—was vacant, as he had ecen Skip
g0 down with the Famous Five.

S8mithy had made up his mind—but he
hesitated a littls, before he left the land-
ing, and went into the Remove
passage.

He was satisfied with his own plan of
action—dotectives, he told himself, did
such things, and nobody thought the
worse of them. But he knew what any
Romove man would think of a fellow
whe went rooting through another fel-
low’s belongings, from whatever motive.

But hiz mind was made np; and he
went along to Btudy No. 1 at last-—
glanced up the passage to make sure
that no eyve was on him, and then
slipped into the study.

Ha shut the dooy, and turned on the
light.

Assured as he was that he was juski-
fisd 1n this—that he was only taking
measures to show up & rascal—his heart
beat rather uncomfortably.

Instinet—often a safer guide than
reason—warned him that he was doing
a rottan thing. But he refused to listen
to the still, small voice.

But he knew very well what he would
feel like, if Wharton or Nugent hap-

cned to come back to the study, and

nd him epying there; and he lost no
time,

He was going to search Bkip'z belong-
ings in that study—that was why he was,
there, and he made haste about it

It did not take him long. Nothing
belonging to Skip was locked—rather to
his surprise. The search was swift, but
thorough—and it ended in the certainty
that, if 8kip had the waich, ho had not
hidden it in his study.

Smithy was glad te get out of the
study again — justified as he falt in
searching it. Whether detectives did
such things or hot, Smithy could not feel
comfortable doing them.

Bounder 1was

But he was going on, now that he had
started. Skip'a box in the dormitory
was his next cbjective,

No fellow was allowed te go up to the
dormitorics until bed-time, without
special leave—but the Bounder dis-
rogarded that strict rTule, without a
second thought.

In the Remove dormitory, however, ha
did not venture to turn on the light. He
turned on & flash-lamp, and bent over
Skip's box. Had it been locked, he
would have felt quite certain that Fon's
IE'ET was inside, and would have tried
hiz bunch of keys on it. But sgain—
rather to his surprise—it was not locked.

The box was searched, ewiftly and
thoroughly, with the same result as in
the study—the watch was not there.

Smithy closed the box, shut off the
flash-lamp, and went down the dormi-
tory etairs~pondering his next step,

It began to look as if the fellow was
keeping the purleined watch on his per-
son—risky as that was. In that case,
the amateur detective’s only rescurce
was to wait for night, and search the
pockets of Skip's ¢lothes after lights out,
while ha was asleep.

But there was another cover to draw
first. Most of the Remove fellows kept
their overcoats downstairs in the lobby.
Skip's would be there, with the rest.

It was unlikely—even the suspicious
Bounder had to admit that it did not
geom likely—that the pincher would
leave a stolen wetch i1n an  overcoat
pocket hanging up in the lobby.

But he was going to make sure.
Having sterted in business as an
amateur detective, ho was going to leave
no stone unturned.

With a casoal air, the Bounder
strolled down to the lobby on the ground
floor. All the Remove were in the Rag
—wvhere Wibley was gnm&atmnpﬁ But
in the lobby he found Ccker, Potter,
and Greene, of the Fifth Form.

Coker & Co. had leave ont of gates,
and had come for their overcosts
Smithy went across to his own coat, and
uffected to be looking for something in
oua of the pockets of it, while he waited
for the seniors to clear.

Coker & Co. paid him no heed.

They were gone In & few minufes;
and then Smithy made a swift step to
Skip’s coat, anxious to get through,
before anybody else came in. _

Ha did not think a discovery likely.
e was only going to make sure, by
feeling in afl the pockets. He gave a
sudden start, catching Lis breath, as his
hand, in the first pocket into which he

thrust it, came in contact with o small,

hard object. .

Even before he saw it, he knew what
it was. His eyes blazed, as he drew it
out and loocked at it

It was & gold wrist-watch—with the
snapped strap still attached. It was
Ponsonby's watech—he knew it as well as
Pon did. It was Pon's missing watch—
and he had feund it in Skip's overcoat
pocket !

For a leng moment, the Boonder of
Greyfriars stood with the wateh in his
hand, Iﬂc:nl-:ingi at it. Then he dropped
it back into the pocket in which he had
found it. With a bitter, eardonic =mile
o his face, he left the lobby, There
was no doubt now !

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
In the Hollow of His Hand !

1 A, ha, hal”
H “Good old Wib !
There was a hilarious

~_ aundienco in the Rag, Wibley
was giving Shakespearcan recitations—

(Continued on page 22)
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Tramp, Tramp, Tramp, the Boys Are Marching! At the Head of the Cﬂ.!itjyi i§——
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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL,

i1}
Here, in Big Hall, the roll they eall
At seven-filteen the whole vear round ;
Name after name vau hear exclaim
The same old oft-familiar sound :
“Adaym 1" Awd 1t's very pleasant
When you happen to be present,
TFar lickimgs wait when E‘ﬁu ara late,
And find old Gosling's shut the gate,
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AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
The Form-Match Mystery

(1)
Tell me why this human tide,
Eurﬁing in from far and wide,
Gathers all round latile Hide;
Tell me why they grin with pleas,
Btaring £o expectauntly—
What 18 it they hope to sec?

(2
Thera's a Form mateh, T ean tell
For the Fifth will play the Shell,
And they both play pretty well;
Buat me}_?nrm match could atiract
fuech a erowd, and that's a fact—
Look, the ground iz simply packed !

(3

And, moresver, in this case,

There's a grin on every face.

What on earth is taking place?

“ixth Form prefects push their way
Through the fags to watch the play—
Something special’s on to-day |

(4
MNaw it secins the Shell have scored,
How the maseed spectators yoaredt
Tears of langhter eimply poured
IDown each giggling idiot's nose—
Something funny, I suppose.
Why they're taughing, peodness knows !

(3)
Helf a tick! What's ihat you =ay?
COKER'S 1N TUE MATCH TO-DAY!
What? 1lere, let me ses him play !
That explains why fellows yell;
T'll ha lavghing coon as well—
Ten to one, lads, on the 3hell |

Big Hall.

(2]

Ilere, in Big Hall, upon the wall
Are trophies, banners, many a nama
Of Old Boys who, though lost to view,
Are still on Greyfriars roll of fame;
Some are also carved ugon o
Big white marble Toll of honour,
And some are ent with penkoives, but
These arent “oflicial,” so—tut-tut]

3}

Ilere, in Big Iall, the scholars all
Flock in on prize days full of state,
With fathers, mothers, annte, and athers,

To hear the speeches of the great,
But sometimies, too, the school
assembles L
While a wretched victim trembles
And shakes with dread to zee the Head
Yick up the bireh and—well, 'nuff said?

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

FISHER T. FISH,

The Transatlaatic Shylock of thé
Remove

T is for Fisher T, FISH—a guy

Who's frony the States, and sure s spry.

1 kinder puness that he's a friend

I'a anyone with eash to spend |

He plots and plans and thinks and
dreams, .

And spends his days devising schemes

To do his trusting schoolmates down

Angd strip them of their last half-crown,

Then lends them money of his own
Upon their note of hand alone !

Tha interest which they must pay

Ta twenty-five por cent per day !

All kinds of thing: he has {for sale

At prices which would turn you pale
I'n P:nt, hia * fishy ¥ business stunts
Waonld make old Shylock foint at once !
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ANSWER TO PUZZLE
The name is RUSSELL.

\,
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A WEEKLY BUDGETY
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

GREYFRIARS GRINS

The reason why Skinner's smoking
party in the top box-room to-night has
aen cancelled 18 that one of the invita-
tions mecidentally reached Wingate of
the Hixth.

STHEIEE NEWS.—Bolsover major
orgonizsed a sit-down strike against
lessons yesterday. This has now been
called off, as, owing to negotiations
with Mr. Quelch, Bolsover has announced
that ho will not be sitting down for
about a week !

Repairs to the roof of Big Hall hava
now begun. It was damaged when
Angel of the Fourth raised it at & public
flogging last week.
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PUZZLE PAR

Here are some threeleiter
worde, reading downwards., If
voi insert the nmame of a l'.'_:'-n‘:i-
friars character in the blan
space, it will change them all to
four-letter words.
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Answer at foot of column 2,
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THIS WEEK'S WISDOM.—"There
is g0 much doubt and i1gnorance among
even the most learned men that I'm
perfeetly certain only a fool would
say he was perfectly certam of any-
thing.”—AvGerNoN CapreRr, ALA,

“The Greyfriars Herald” talks of
ublishing a weekly list of thase who
ﬁa:m been punished, and for what
offences. Of course, they'll call it the
Agony Column.

Mr. Quelch has been having ireuble
with his liver, His dearest wish i3 to
make his liver bend over and take six!
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There Will Be Another Jaunt with the Greyfriars Gm'gg Next Week!
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edited sl amended by William Wibley
in such a way that William Shnkg-
speare would hardly have known his
own handiwork.

Shakespoare, Wib thought, was a hit
heavy, in his unedited state. Under
Wib's skilful hand, however, the im-
mortal bard became quite light and
entertaining. : >

Wib had thought of the bright idea
of selecting verses from Bhakespeare
and putting them in different order,
thus producing a comic instead of a
tragic effect. And the juniors chortled.

Wibley was getting a laugh, when the
door opened, and the Bounder came in.

Tom dwing logked round, and
beckoned him to s chair he had been
keeping for him.

“Hers you are, Smithy1” he called.

The Bounder did net sit down. how-
ever. He stood loocking at the erowd in
the Rag, with san expression on his face
that drew many glances—and caused
Redwing's cheery face to cloud.

[ I‘Fkurr}' Wharton gave him a sharp
ook,
" Anything up, Smithy?"” he asked.

Yes ™

“Well, what?” :

“1 fancy there's dp:-:un to be a fellow
up for the sack [ drawled the Bounder,
‘That statemnent was more than suffi-
cient to draw the gencral attention.
Wibley, who had come to the end of an
itern, did not begin on the next. He
had lost his audience—meoreaver, he was
as ptartled as the other fellows by the
Bounder's words, )

“Who?" asked a dozen voices,

“Loder of the Bixth caught out at
last 1" asked Hazeldene, with a grin.

“Oh, no! Not a Bixth Form man [”

* Hilton or Price of the Fifth 7" asked
Peter Todd.

' Not at all!™
Bﬂll ngel of the Fourth?™ asked Johnny

uil.

“Oh, no! drawled the Bounder. "A
Bemovoe man |V

If the Remove fellows had been in-
terested before, they were excited now.
A crowd gethered round the Bounder.

Bkip was smong them.
eves were on his face; but he had to
admit that that chubby face showed no
sign whatever of alarm, He did not
ﬂxm that he had been apotted, or else

had & nerve of iron. Hut the
Bounder sarcastically reflected that a
fellow who had been trained amon
erocks would naturally have plenty o
nerva.

Haorry Wharton's face was rather
grim, a3 he eyed the Bounder. He
could think of nobedy in the Remove
who was likely to be up for the sack,
unfess it was Herbert Vernon-Smi
himself. But, catching the Dounder's
cves on Skip, he had a hint of what
was in Smithy's mind And his brow
darkened. Like most of the Form, he
was fed-up with the Bounder’s {feud,
and he did not want to hear anr more
wild and reckless accusations.

“If vou're not talking out of wvour
hat, Smithy——" said the ecaptain of the
Remove sharply.

“MNot in the ¥eash!”

“Well, what do wyou mean?” de-
manded Wharton groffly. “What bee
have vou got in your bonaet now ¥

“"You heard what 1 said,” answered
Vernon-Smith coolly. *1 believe that a
Femove man is np for the seck| In
foct, I know it! A fellow has to be
sacked for pinching!"

“ Pinching ! repeated Bob Cherry.

The word, as was inevitable, drew
attention upon Skiﬁ Other fellows
guessed now what Wharton had guessed
at anoe,
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Bkip’s face become crimson.

“¥You at it again? he exclaimed, his
oyes pi'[eﬂ.min at the Bounder, “ You
can’'t let a bloke amlone! If you moean
we, yvou rotter, say it plain!™

“You sesm to jump to it protiy fast
that I mean you!* sneered the Bounder.
“They say that a guilty conscience
needs no accuger.”

“Everybody here knows that you
mean nobody ¢lse, Vernon-Smith 1” said
Harry scornfully. “And if you fancy
that any man herp is going to take any
notice of your rot, you're mistaken,
Thiz makes the third time that you've
accused Skip—and it’s another silly
mistake M

“It'a about time Smithy stopped
making those mistakesl” said
Nugent quietly, “And I think it'a up to
us to stop him” ]

“The upfulness is terrific!” exclaimed
Hurreo Jamsot Ram Bingh, “The rag-
fulness is the proper caper.”

“Oh, let's hear what it is this time,”
gaid Han? Wharton, with a contempt
that brought the red into Vernon-Smith's
cheeks, *“First it was his wallet that
Bunter hid in his study—then it was &
banknote that Wun Lung played tricks
with. What do yon fancy vou have lost
this time, you silly fathead?"

“ Nothing 1™

“Then what—"" -

“I'vo lost nothing! Somebody else
has| Sorry 1 can't %iwa vou the I;:m:-
ticularsi” smid the Bounder, with a
sneer. “ DBut Quelch has forbidden me
to say & word about it in the Form."

“You've told Quelch?” exclaimed

“I told him last night, when I had to
explain why I came in late. He did not
believe a word of 16—

“IMd you expect him to?" snapped
Yharton.

“Not without preof!” agreed the
Bounder. “The dear old bean fancied
that 1 was jumping at & ¢ a to scora
over & fellow I'm down on—he fancied
that the wish was father to the thought,
a3 ‘jully cld SBhakespeare puts it—"

“And he was right [ said Harry.

“"Right on the wicket!” said Bolb

erry. _
“1 eould read it in his face ™ sneered
Smithy. “Not that I care a botled

bean—he will have to listen to proof.”

“Oh! You've got proofi” grinned
Peter Todd., “Yon had last time, I re-
member—and the time before! 1 fancy
Quelch will go over your proofs prethy
cacefully 1™

“But wob "ave I done, youn silly hass#"
asked Skip. “Wot ’ave you gob it into
ynu:élfill_f 'ead that I've done, you fool
you

“Yes, tell us that,
Bolsover major.

“Can't—Quelch’s orders are to say
nothing, and vou know how 1 delight to
obey the slightest wish of my kind
teachers. Bkip can tell yvou if he likes—
vou'll get it straight from the horse's
wouth.”

“PDa vou know what that fathead's
talking about, 8kip " asked Harry,

“Ain't got an idea!"™ answered Skip,
" Beats me "oller,”

“He's got & nerve on  him," com-
mented the Bounder. “Well, if he’s not
telling vou, you'll have to stay in the
dark, for 1:112 Pres-ant.”

“Do you think you can leave it at
that?" = exclaimed Harry Wharton
angrily. “By gum! You've acrused
Skip again, or practically accused him
—and ;r,'nu’h make your words good,
here and now, or you'll get the ragging
of your lifel"

“Hear, hear ™

;‘Gﬂugh it up, Bmithy, or you're for
it ¥

“Keep cool!” drawled the Bounder.

Smithy 1" said

Frank.

“You'll liear it all soon encugh—Quelch
cau hardly keep it dark! I'm going to
him now=—and I'm takmg Skip with me.
We're going to Quelcli together.”

“I ain't going to Quelch!” said Skip,
staring af him. :

“You are, my pippin,” said the

der grimly, “and 1f. you refuse to
ctome, I'll call a prefect here, to moke
yow.”

“And why do you want Skip to go
with you to Queleh$? demanded Ylarry
Wharton.

“Y don’t mind telling vou that I said
the Bounder, coolly and deliberately.
“I'm not giving him a chance to get rid
of the evidence, I’'m not taking my oyes
off him till we'ro both standing before
Quelch in his study.”

_ There was s rather breathless hush
in the Ra$

Harry Wharton broke the silence.

“Are you Ea;,'ing—dn vou dare to
saf—that Bkip has something on him
now, that doesn’t belong to him?~

“MNo! but there's something that he
could lay his hands on fasl cnough,—
and I'm not giving him the chance!
That's why I've come here instead of
ﬁ;lng‘ straight to Quelch.” said the

under, with bitter  distinetneess,
“The proof might have disappeared
by the time it was looked for, i? 1;; gat
wind that he was spotted. I'm not
gnmgIh:- loze ﬁl{i!"lt of him for 8 second—
now I know. Will vou come with me
to Quelch, Skipt"

“No, I won'tl”

“That does it 1"

The Bounder had closed the door when
he came in. Now he opened it wido
again, and looked into the passsge.

vidently, it was his intention to carry
out his tizreat, and call a prefect.
“Hold on, Smithy!"" said Harry
Wharton, quietly, *“Don’'t make a
bigger fool of ﬁmuﬂf than von have
done already ! 8 ‘E, old man, I'd advise
you _t{alf:ﬂ_to Queleh, after what Smithy’s
said. This can't bo left where it 151"

“I'll go, if vou think so!" said Bkip.
“I don't mind|[ Smithy necarly got o
ﬂufgmg: last time—snd this fime ho
will get it all right! And if he don't,
I'll joily well 'ammer him for jumping
on a bloke like this 1"

“It's all rot, of course!™ said Bob,
* But you'd better go, kid! Quelch will
make that silly ass sit up for spinning
snother idiotic yarn [¥

“I'm risking that!” drawled the
Bounder. *Are you coming, my light-
fingered young friend, or do you want
me to call Wingate ?™

“I'll come, as Wharton savs sol”
answered  Skip, disdsinfully. |
wouldn’t come for you, and don't you
think it "

Ths Bounder laughed.

“Never mind your reason—so long
A3 you come!" he answered.

“1 shall come with vou, Bkip!" sail
Harry Wharton. “You may as well
have a friend with you.” He langhed.
“I'm taking it for granted. of course,
that you don't mind anyonoe hearing
what Smithy has to say to Quelch.”

“'Course I don't mind!”  said Skip,
“Why should I? I don’t mind the ’ole
5::!1-:-{:? *earing overy word."

“Come on, then.”

Wharton left the Rag with 8kip—the
Bonnder standing back to let them
first. Clearly, obviousls, Vernon-S8mith
sdus pcted that E‘-i]-:ip might nttun&wt to

OCge ABWA in ll:.'! H?Sﬂ-g{"ﬁi. LNy was
going to fﬂﬁﬂw huhmc{J him, to make sure
that he did not. The Rag was left ina
buzz of excitement. _

Few of the fellows believed that thero
was anything in the Bounnder's now
accusation—any -more than there had
been in the earlier ones, Smithy had,
in fact, unintentionally, by his ropeated



onfounded suspicions, proved fo_ the
Remove that tho onetime pincher's
reform was genvine. .

But the Bounder had made an im-
prossion—it was so plain that he believed
that be had his snemy in the hollow of
his hand, that the juniors could not help
wondering, a little, whether thers was
something in it this time,

Wibley's theatrical stunts were for-
gﬂttan, even by Wib himself—and in o
uzz of excitement, the jumiors waited
to hear the outcoms of that interview
in Mr. Quelch's study.

—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Proof Positive !

R. QUELCH raised his cye-
brows, as he surveved three
members of his Form, Bcross
his writing-table.

He was busy with Latin papers, when
thoy srrived—and he sat with his pen
poised in his hand., His inquiring glanco
fized on his head boy.

“What iz it, Wharton?” ho asked.

“ Vornon-Smith has something to =say
to you, sir.’”

“Indeed ! Yon _mey proceed,
Yeronon-Smith.,”' The gimlet-eyes tnrned
on the Pounder, sharply aond not
pleasantly, M. QuﬁInh had not for-
gotten what Smithy had told him the
previous evening: and the more he
thought of it, the moro it anncyed him.
“Kindly be brief.”

“VYes, mrl” said the Bounder. " Il's
about Pomsonby's walch, sir—"

Mr, Queleh raised his hand.

Harry Wharton and Skip both stared
&t Smithy, blankly. Neither had had
the faintest idea of what Smithy was
going to say: and what he did say,
surpriscd bolh of them. This was their
fivst hint that & Higheliffe man was
concerned in  the matter: and the

"
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You will take your Fia#a in the Form.

reference to Ponsonby’s waich simply
mystified them,

“Btop 1" said Mr. Quclch, siernly.
“T have directed you, Vernon-Smith, lo
say nothing on that topic.”

“I've sgaid nothing, sir.” :

“You are now du‘mq_ g0, in  the
presence of two of your Form-fellows,”
oxclaimed Mr. Quelch, * Not another
word | 1V

“Veory well, sir, if you say 50!’ said
the Bounder, with bitter meeknosd, ©1
thought I ought to tell you that there
i now no doubt in the matior.”

“ If you mean that the HighelilTe boy’s
watch has been found—."

“0h, no, sir.” . i

“Thon you will he silent!"

* Certainly, sir, if you tell me s0. Dut
may I let Ponsonby know that his watch
13 heyo i ;

TWhea-t 1 Al Queleh
stuttered, at that ,

“I mean, sir, that he natnrally will
want his watch back I’ explained tho
Bounder with ecool impertinence,
“Tt'a & very valuable watch, sir—I
believe it cost Pon's father o lot of
money—-." 1

“Ara you staling, Vernon-Smith,
that s Higheliffe boy's missing waleh
ig in this school ¥

“ Yoa sir.”? ]

There wns & moment's silence in the
study. Wharton was simply amazed,
and wondering whether Vernon-Smith
had gona ont of his senses. Skip blinked
at him. The rxpression on Mr., Quelch’s
face wos growing ternfying.

“Y will hear wou, Vernon-Smith!*
eaid Mr. Quelch, at last, and his voiceo
had an ecdgo like o razor., “'I am
compelled to invostigate such o definite
statemtent. But I warn vou, that if
this should prove to be another reckless,
unfounded accusation against this boy
Skip, I shall report you to your head-
master for & flogging. Twieo you havo
made such mistakes—and I will allow no

fairly

f This letet from Bunter,” sald m;.sgklt::m  proves beyond doubt that Skip
was misled. I express my regre i
to know that not a vestige ¢

d81)
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'z statement was corrget.  1am deeply sn!ry that
Every boy-here, I am assured, will be glad
suspicion attaches fo you,™

excuse whatover for & third mistake of
the same kind. I cannot help thinking
Vernon-Smith, that you aro actuated
by malicc againgt this boy.” ;s

“I hope nok, gir,” said Vernon-Smith.
“I admit that I'"m keen to show him up
for what he 15 and to get vid of &
thief—."

“I will allow no such names to be
applied to Skipl” nterrupted Mr
Quelch, angrily, *His unfortunate past
i& well Enown here: but cvery boy in
my Form knows that he has been above
suspicion gince he has been o Greyiriars
boy., It ia ungencrous for anyone to
remember his past against him, when he
deserves the greatest eredit for having
thrown_off the influence of had training
in bad hands. His conduct in this
school, Vernon-Bmith, compares wveory
favonrably with your own.”

“Oht” ecjaculated the Bonnder.

I say o deliberately,” said A
ueleh. * Thiz boy was onco dishonest—
e was trained to be so, by a bad-
hearted man. Given an opporiunity, be
turned to better things, Here, he has
Lbeen dutiful, painstaking and  well-
behaved, I Linve never had accasion to
suspect him of breaking any rules of the
school—snch aa smoking, associating
with  deubiful  characters  outst
Greyfriars, or anything else of tho
kind—and T cannot say the saine of yog,
Vernon-Smith, You have heen in
danger of expulsion: and I s far from
certain 1hat you have amended your
ways™ o=
The Bonnder bit his lip, hard,

Farry Wharton smiled faintly. It
was oil perfectly true; for, unless
Skip was still & pincher, as Smithy

beliaved, there was no doubt thet his
record, os a Greyiriars fcllow, was &
good deal hetter than Bmithy's!
“Now I will hear vou,” added Mr.
Quelelr, “and I warn vou to be carcful
what you say."
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“Tll Lo careful, sir!” said the
Bounder, between lus testh. “I1'va told
vou already that Ponsonby missed his
wateh, after a fight with 8kip on
Courtfield Common yesterday—and that
wo hunted for it and never found it
T'vo told vou that Pon believes that he
snatehed {t— "

“0h, smoky ‘eddocks!” breathed
Ekip.

“The rotter!” exclaimed MHarry
Wharton.

“Silence, pleaso!” eaid Mr. %uei_ch.
“You have told mo this, Vernon-Smith,
?{ndlli?rm IEH from mnﬂmi:] tha? ma

igheliffe boy suspects anything of the
kind. I will not take your word, with-
out sbsolute proof, in any matter
affecting Skip.”

* Ponsouby told me to-day, sir, that he
intendcd to como over here, and demand
a search—"

“If Ponsonby did any such impudent
thing, he would be ejected from tha
gates!" said Mr. Quelch grimly. *“No
such charge would be listened to, on
no better grounds than a wild sus-
picion.”

“B0 I told him, eir,” eaid Vornon-

Smith. “I advised him to hold off, till
proof could be got.”
_“It you ars speaking the truth,
Vernon-3mith, it was good advice yon
gave him. But you have stated that the
E“T}Ii s hero, What do vou mean by

1

1 mean that
gir. I'vo seen it.' .

“Yon have seen & watch belenging to
a Higheliffo boy, here?”

“Yeos, sir” :

“In Skip's possession, do you mean?”

“Yes, sir” o :

“That’s a blooming lLie |” yelled Skip.

“Bilence ! Vernon-8mith will either
prove his statement, beyvond the shadaow
of & doubt, or he will be taken to his
hesdmaster for a Hogging I said Mr.
Queleh. * Procced, rnon-Smith i

“Certainly, sir!” The Bounder was
cool s ico, and Wharton, as he saw it,
felt n Eil'li-:lﬂf of the heart. Obviously,
Bmithy counld not have made that posi-
tive statement unless it was true. "1
must oxplain, sir,” the Bounder went
on. *As I told Pon, the fellow couldn’t
be accnsed without something to go on.
Knowing that ho had the wateh, I felt
justificd in looking for prooi——"

“In what waii snapped Mr. Quelch,

“1 searched his things, sir.”

“TIpon my word ! exclaimed MMy,
Queleh, taken utterly  aback., “You
have the impudence to tell me that you
searched the belongings of ancther Loy
in the Remove "

“1 did,” said the Bounder, "and I
found the watch in ono of his pockets”

“¥You—you found. the watch in—in one
of his pocketa gasped Mr. Quelch.

*Xes, sie”

“Look 'ere—" pasped Bkip.

“ Please say nothing, Skip! Let this
boy complete his statement. You tell
me, Vernon-Smith, that SBkip has the
Higheliffe boy’s wateh on his person at

it is hore, as I said,

the present moment?” gasped DMe.
Queleh.
“No, gir. The wateh is in his coat

Bn-clu:t tn the lobbLy.” said the Dounder.
1 couldn’t search the fellow himeseli—
though I"d have found a way if it hadn’t
turned up clsewhere. But it did. Pon-
zsonby’s wateh was in the poeket of his
coat when I secarched.”

“Where 18 it now I

“Y left it where I found it."

“In Bkip's coat pocket 7"

“Yoa, sir™

“Mad I" said Bkip, staring at the
Rounder, too astonished now to be
angry. " Mad as a blooming ‘atter ™
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Mr. Quelch’s eyes almost bored into
the Bounder. :

“You say definitely, Vernon-Bmith,
that you found the Highcliffe boy's miss-
ing watch in 8kip’s overcoat pocket,
and that it is thoere at the present
moment ' he rasped.

“Yes, sirl”

“Wharton, go to the lobby at onco
and bring the overcoat here! Lose no
tima "

Harrv Wharton, dumb with amaze-
ment and dismay, left the study. He
was back under the minute, with Skip's
overcoot 1 his hands.

In silence, he handed it to Mr.
Quelch.

“1 shall examine this coat ! said Mr,
Quelch in a grinding wvoice. “If the
wateh is here, Vernon-Bmith, as you
state, 2kip will be sent away from Grey-
friars as an unreformed thief who has
deceived. us all 1 If it is not here, you
will be expelled from Greyfriars "

“Oh, quite, sirl” said the Bounder
coolly.

Mr. Queleh slid his hand into the coat
pockets., Io gave a gasp—or, rather,

a gpurgle, His hand ¢camoe out, and 1n
it gleamed the gold wrist-watch, with
its broken strap |

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gullty !
{4 P[}N’E wateh 1™ said Vernon-Smith

quietly.
Mr Queleh gazed at the
watch like a man in & dream.
Harry Wharton stared at it in utter
dismay and horror. Bkip seemed like
a follow m s trance, '
2kip was the most Eu:pris.r,l-ci of all by
the discovery of the missing watch in
lns overcoat pocket.

The silence in the study could have
been felt. BMr. Quelch broke it st [ast
with a husky vaeice.

“YWhosc is this watch i

“1Ionsonby’s, sir!" said the Dounder.

“Have yvou seen this watch before,
Wharton 1"

“T—I think so, sir. [=—=I think it's
Tonsonby’s—at least, I've secn him
wearing one just like it.” 4

“8o "ave I, sir,” said Bkip, staring at
the wateh. “He had it on when [ was
a-pulling of his nose yvesterday at
‘Tghcliffe.”

Mr. Quelch sank back in his chair.
Ho was abzolutely overcome.

Ho had faith in the reformed
Fincher of Slummock’s Alley. He
iad little faith in the Bounder. Right
up te the last moment he had- hardly
doubtad that this was another reckless
accnsation, founded on a mistake born
of malico. But the gold watch in his
hand waa proof positive. . ]

“Bkip,” he gasped at last, “ this—this
watch 13 not yours ™

“Ma, sip "

# It—it is Ponzonby's watch,” breathed
Mr. Quelch. It has been found in your
pocket, 8kip. Unhappy boy, what have
you to savi”

“1 ain't touched it, sir”

“Wha-at " : : : 2

“T min't seen if, sir. sinee I see it
on that Highclilie bloke's wrist vester-
day on the football ground at 'Igh-
cliffe.” _

Mr. Quelch gazed at him. Buch a
statemient, i the ciroumstances, was not
likely to find credence.

“Bov,” pgasped Mr. Quelch, *this
watch belongs to Ponsonby You admit
it yourself. Did wvou take advantage
of your struggle with him yesterday to
enateh it from his wrist "

“Nao, nor I didn’t " exelaimed Skip.
“I ain’t never pinched mothing since 1

been ere, sir, like T promised the "Haa

T wouldn't. Nor it amn't oniy because I

promised the '"Ead, neither, I wouldn’t
inch now, sir, not st any price—not if
was right on my uppers|”

"This watch has been found in your
possession. If you did not steal it, how
can you account for it?"

" Those who "ide ean find 1" eaid Bkip,
with a black and bitter glare at the
Boundaer,

Yernon-Smith started, and his face
whitened with rage.

It was, perhnﬁ)ﬂ; a natural suspicion
to come into 8kip's mind, in view of
the Bounder’s bitter enmity and his
utter ignorance of how the watch had
come into his possession.

That he had neyver touched it, he
knew; same  other hand must  have
placed it where it was found. Whose
but his enemny's

But such a suspicion was not likely
to enter any other mind.

“What?” gasped Mr. Quelch.
“What

“You—wxou villain [ panted the
Bounder, almost beside him. *“You'd

like to make out—you'd like—— O, you
rascal and rotter t Mr. Quelch, you ecan
send for Ponsonby. Pon will tell you
that he missed the watch after his serap
with that thief, while I was playing
football at Elighelife. You can send
for Gadsby and Monson; they were
present when Pon missed the wateh, and
eaid that that rascal must have taken

it! You ecan ask them.”
“You need say no mare, Vernon-
Smith,” said Mr. Quelch. “You are

under no suspicion of any zuch act.”

_ "1 can prove that the watch was miss-
ing before I saw DPonsonby after the
footbali match. I was piIa'ng football,
and the watch was on Pon's wrist when
he went out, and missing bafore he came
back 1" panted the Bounder.

“1 have no donbt whatever of it”
satd Mr. Queleh quietly. “You should
not. have undertoken fo search this
boy’s packats, Vernon-Smith ; you acted
foolishly and recklesely in deing so. But
there is no doubt that you found the
watch there. Iave you anything more
to say, SBkip "

“Only that I ain't teuched i
said 8kip in a scaved voice. *
lr.lmrEl. 1 ain't, sie?” :

H alldynn expect me to believe that,
wrotched boy 77 2

“I's true, sir. I Bmith found it in
my coat pocket, like he zays, it was
put therel I've knowed such things

appen in my alloy, too.”

“Possibly,” satd Mr. Quelch
dryly. * But such things do not happen
at Greyfriars School. I shall certainly
inquire and ascertain beyond the shadow
of a doubt that this watch never could
have been in Vernon-Bmith's possession,
But I have not thegslightest doubt on
that point. This wateh, Skip, was found
in your E-r.mkct- You cannot tell me that
vou picked it up, intending to return
it to the owper; you have steted that
you have never tonched it.”

“Nor I ain't " mumbled Skip.

The Bemovo master laid the wateh on
the table. His face was set and hard.

Skip's eyes turned on Harry Wharton.

“You don't believe I pinched 1t he
asked pleadingly.

Wharton could not speak. Ile had
coine there as Bkip's friend to sep him
through—to stand by him when he was
accused. Bub what could he say now?
The discovery of the missing watch over-
whelmed him.

“Ain’t vou got a word to say
bloke—wat, neithert” muttered
wretched waif.

“What can I ray?’ Wharton's voiss
falterad, “I—I've always believed in
vou, Skip, ecver since I said I would.

gir I”
my
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FuﬁTbut that's Pon's watch; you know
it 1a.”

*“I know.™

“Well, then—* ;

“ It wae put in my pocket " said Bkip.
“I tell you, I aip't ’ad that overcoat
en—not since Toosday. Any bloke could
?ﬂzﬁﬂﬁtﬂ L t sueh thi for good

n't suggest su ings, for -
ness' sakal Nobody would, Yow're
making matters worse,” shid the cap-
tain of the Romove hastily.

“T am sorry, Wharton, that your
fuith 1n this boy has been pmsplaced,
and mine also,” esaid Mr. Quelch. “Do
not blame yourself, my boy. It is better
to trust and be deceived than to be dis-
trustful and suspicious. It i3 no credit
to Vernon-Smith that he. persistently
distrusted thiz boy—though it proves
unfortunately, that his distrust was well
founded.”

Y1 knew=—" began the Bounder,

Mr. Queleh interrupted him sharply.

“¥ou could not have known, Vernon-
Bmith. You could only have distrusted
and suspected. Be silent!  You ma

| rle?‘va my study  Skip, you will
reimain.

Wharton and Vernen-Bmith left the
study, and the deor closed, leaving the
waif of Greyfriars with his Form-
master.

In the passage Smithy gave the cap-
tain of the Remove a mocking look.

“What do you think new? he

sneered.

“I think you're s rotten spy, goin
through a fellow’s pockets!” retorte
Whastonr, “Id eut my hand off
soaner.”

*T've shown up that thief.”

“Poor little beast! 1 suppose you
have, and ha will have to go. He never
had & deeent chance, and you know it
as well as 4" do. He's tried to keep
straight—I know that; but I suppose his
awful fraining turned out too strong for
him, But I know he tried to %mep
ﬁtraihght, at least—I'm sure of that
much. ™

“Gammon [

“Oh, shut up 1™

Harry Whearton left the Beounder,
almost as disgnsted with him as with
Skip. Vernon-B8mith shrugged his
chonlders end walked into the %lafg: In
E faw minutes more all the Remove

new.

THE NINETEENTH CHAFTER.
A Mystery to Mauly!

% AULY all over!” =aid Bob
Cherry, with a faint grin.

It wag !

In the morning, hefore the
hell went, most of the fellows were In
the guad, and most of their eves turned
upon two figures, walking together,

One of them was Bkip—pale, harassed,
miserable: the other was Lord Maul-
averer, whose arm was linked in Skip's.

Seldom or never was Mauly demon-
strative. He never linked arms with a
fellow, Now he did!

It was, as Bob remarked, Mauly all
ovar.

Herbert Vernon-8mith glanced at him
with a bitter snecr. Harry Wharton &
Co. smiled, Other fellows e:mh'amied
glances, some of them grinning. Skip
and hiz noble friend were the cynosure
of all eyes. o

Bkip had been an outcast in his early
days tn the Remove. That had sed
away. IHe had become, as Bob Cherry
expressed it, "one of us” Now, how-
ever, he was more utterly an outeast
thil_in he had e;'er gy -

A WwWad going—eve ¥ Hhew at
he was gm%‘:g* But r{E had not gone
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yet, and until he went no Greyfriars
fellow wanted to have anything to do
with him, exéept, it appeared, his noble
lordship, the Earl of Mauleverer,

Mauly was displaying, té all whom it
night or might not concern, that he was
standing by Skip, sticking fo the fellow
who was down.

Which meant, of course, that he still
beliaved that 8kip was true blue. He
was not the fellow to stick to a thief.
YWhich, again, meant that Mauly’s in-
tellectual processes ran on uncommon
Iines—the kind of brain, a3 Skinner
remarked, that they had in the House
of Lords. For how Mauly could pos-
sibly believe that a fellow, once a known
pincher, had not pinched a gold watch
that was discovered in his pocket, was a
mystery to other fellowa.

It was a shock to Harry Wharton &
Co.—=a bitter shock., It was a shock to
Mr. Quelch, and & severe one. But
whaet were they to believe?

How were they to believe that a
G‘-reif_rinrs. fellow did not know how a
Highcliffe fellow’s watch had got into

hig pocket _ .

Had Skip been an ordinary Greviriars
fellow, with the best of reputations it
would have put feith fo a breaking

straio. But he wasz not. 8 WES & re-
formed pincher, and this only meant
that his reform had been merely skin-
or hu,mhufg from be{gtnnmﬁwtn
end. Bo every fellow could not help
thinking—except, 1t seemed, Mauly.
wag not built in a day, and reform
was not 8 matter of & few weeks. That
wes how it looked, even to charitable
fellows wha believed that Skip had tried
to keep straight.
wleverer came towards the Famous
Five, Bkip dragging back. But as
Mauly had his arm linked, he bad to
accompany him or jerk his arm away.

Mir.jul}' gave the chums of the Remove
a nod.

“This is a gueer bizner,” he re-
marked. * I've been talkin' to Skip, and
neither of us ean make it ont.”

“Oh 1™ zaid Harry Wharton, hardly
knowing what to say. ]

“It's a dashed mystery!” explained
Manleverer. “Whoe the merry dickens
911111: that watch in Bkip’s pocket—and
w ?'II

“Don't be an ass, Mauly!I” growled
Johony Bull. *“8mithy’s a bit of s
corker in some ways, but if you think

he'd do a rascally thing like that you're-

a fool 1" .

“I don’,” said DMauly, “Bmithy
found it there! What I'm wonderin’ is
how it got thore for him to Gnd 1"

“Walked, perhaps,” suggested Johnny
sarcastically. ]

Ek_i? %:ETE the Famous Five a hag-
gard look.

“You blokes think I pinched that
there watch 1™ he said. ¥ ain't blaming
vou. I know ‘ow it looks, but Maulg
dm‘ltn :

“*Not at all, old chap 1" said Aauly.

“Though I'm bleesed if T know why
he don’t ! added Bkip frankly.

“The whyiulness is terrific!” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Em%h.

“Well, I've got a little sense, ¥ hope,”
said Lord Mauleverer., “Look at it,

ou fellows, In the firet place we took

kip's word that pinchin’ was a thing of
the past. Ie was twice had up on sus-

icion, wnd cach time he came off with
g;,—in’ colours, Each time, if he'd liked,
he could have snaffled somethin' more
valnable than Pon’s watch; but it was
proved he hadw’t, Why didn’t he 7

“auze I wouldn't 1" said Skip.

“Exactly! You fellows sce that?”
asked Lord Mauleverer.

"“Oh; ves: but—"

U Smithy's wallet, when it was mizsed,
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wan ttackey <xth notes, and then there
wad ¢ teuner. Skip could heve had
both, but he never had either. Apart
from believin' in a chap, there's such a

thing as common sense,"” said Lord
Mauleverer, “He never haed Poan's
watclh, But how did it get into his
pocket T

“Flew ! said Johnny Bull, still
sarcasire,

“Bkip had an idea that Smithy mght
have planted it there, to down him,”
went on Mauly, unhaﬂciing. “I've talked
him out of that. Naturally it looks like
it to Skip; but, of cowrse, it's utter
rot 1"

_ “Thanks I eame the Bounder's snecr-
mg voice, as he joined the group.

“Not at all, Smithy!” esaid Manl-
everer amiably. “¥ouw're a bad har,
but not so bad as that. Got any idea
whe did it, and why *"

“¥ou sill sas ™ spapped  the
Bounder, au w as well as I do,™
i ’Qult&! Neither of us knows any-
thin’. But you're no fool, Smithy,

though you're & bit of a rotter. Can’t

you excrt your ;l;:-‘!’!y old intellect, and

spot _how that beastly watch got to

vevfriara?”

“(h, don't be a chump t”

“Can't guu fellows think of any-
a5

thing 77 ed Mauleverer. “I've been
cudgeliin’ the old nut, with no result.
And there's no time to loze ™

“There ain’t, old covey!” mumbled
Skip. “Quelch jawed me last night,
but ‘ow could I confess what I 'gdu't
done? Now it's left over till he can sce
that bloke Ponsonby. The bloke's to
come over for his blooming watch, and
gne h iz going to ask him questions.

ut he don't believe that Bnuth 'ad i,
and shoved it in that et.”

The Bounder gritted his teeth.

“Nor I don’t, neither,” went on Skip
utexpéetedly. “I thought so at first,
for what did it look like, me not know-
ing 'ow the bleoming thing got there?
But I don't reely beliove Smith is such
s rotter as that.” . 4

*“Thank you for nothing!” sieered
Smithy.

“I got to go” said Bkip. “Mr.
Queleh is going to see Ponsonby Grst,
but it don't make no difference. I got
o go, leavin' you blokes thinking me a
pincher—all except Meuly.”

“You're not gone yet,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “Quelch won't be secing
Ponsonby till after third schosgl, at
feast. Ho far, be's only phoned that the
walch is here to be called for. There's
tima vet, if a fellow could think of any-
thin'., It's elear enough to me, of
course. JIf Bkip had piochied that
putrid watch, would he have been fool
enough to pui it m an overcoat pocket
hanging up i a loabby where fellows go
# dozen times o day ! Is that sense P

“He left it where he put it when he
Pm:_‘:’!md it," said the Dounder, sltaring.
‘What do you meant”

“I mean that he did nothin' of the
Lkind, Smithy, even if he pinched the
wateh, az be wasn't wearin’ the over-
coat at Higheliffe that day.”

“He's told you so?" sneered Smithy.

“Vaas."

“ITe went over to watch a football
match on & cold WNovember afterncon,
withowt his overcost.”

“on did other fellowas who went on
bikes, dear boy. I saw Ruszell and
Wibley there without their coats,” said
Lord Maulaverer checrfully.  “And
Bolsover major saw Skip, when he was
pulling Pon’s noss, he hadn't his
overcoat on.” .

“0Oht” said the Bounder, a liitle
talken aback. He had not doubted that

Trae Msexer Lisgany.—No. 1,552



26

the Greyfriars wail had slipped the
stolen watch iuto 8 poeket of the coat he
was wearing when he pinched it.

“0Ok ¥ repeated Harry Wharton, also
surprised.

“A fellow with a pinched watch
might leave it in Lhe pocket where he
dropped it; but if he was looking for
a pﬁme fo park it, he would find o safer

lace than an overcoat pocket 1n a
obby 1" eaid Lord Mauleverer. “You
fellows see that?" i

“Oh, yes," said Harry slowly, “But

“ But what "
“ But it was there, Mauly.”

“Vaas! But who put it there and
why 2 said Lord Mauleverer, rubbing
his noble noso.in perplexity. “That's

whet I'm tryin' to dig up. It's a dashed
mystery, ain't iti” .
here was no reply to that. I it was
6 “mystery " uly, it did not scen
so to other fellows. _

But ot that point there was an inter-
roption, &s Trotter came out of the
Houge with & message for 8kip, calling
him in to his Form-master's studc;l.'.

The waif of the Remove drew a deep,
hard breath. o

He glanced round at the juniovs, from
face to face. ) ]

“1 s'pose this 'ere is the finishI"" he
said in a low voice. *I #'pose I min't
guing to be allewed to come into Form
no more—and mebbe I shan't see you
blokes agin. I got to mizzle, 1 ’ave.
But, believe me, or believe me not, 1
ain't Ig-::-ing: back to Barney the Binger—
and I ain't going back to_the pinchin’,
S'elp me, I ain't! But—I jest ‘ste to
think of vou blokes thinking I pinched
when I was "ere—and Coker, too, swhen
he *ears about it. That does come "ard 1
Mauly don’t believe it—"

“Never 1" said Mauly. *“Never, old
bean!”

*1 s'pose you wouldn’t, being a noble-
man, and above thinking things like
that bloke 8mith 1* said Skip. “I don’t
care much what Smith thinks, but it docs
come hard for you other blokes to think
me & pincher, when I min't! P'r'aps,
arter I'm gone, you'll try as much as
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you can to believe that I was telling the
truth, jest as Mauly belicves, and that
I never touched that watch!” 8kip'a
voice slmost broke.  “It's true, e'elp
me, and 1 'ope you may try to believe
it, arter I'm gone "

“Weo—we'll try!” stammered Harry,
at a loss for words. *“(Goodness knows
We're BOLLy .

Skip nodded, and walked into the
House.

The juniors, in silence, watched him
go. Even the Bounder’s face was grave.

kip’s last faltering words had gona to
all hearts—even Bmithy felt a twinge.
Az he dizappeared into the House they
little doubted that they had looked for
the last time on the hapless waif from
Bluwmmock's Alley.,

eyt iyl

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Outeast !

& OME in!"™ said Mr.
coldly. :
Skip entered his

master’s study.

It was close on time for morning
classes. Skip could guess that this suun-
mons meant that he was not to go 1nto
Form with the rest of the Remove, He
expected it—but it waz a blow to him.

His face was pale, troubled, harassed,
8% he stood mrﬁm the REemove master.
But hiz manner was firm as he waited
for Mr. Quelch to speak.

The Remove inaster, when he entered,
was glanoi n}g‘ over a pile of letters. 1t
was onc of his many duties to supervise
the correspondence of his Form, before
the letters wer: handed out.

One letter he had token froin the rest.
Skip's eyes fell on it, snd he noted that
it was addressod to himself. .

That was o little surprising, for, sinec
he had been at the ool, he had had
na letters from anyone at all, neither
had he expected to receive any.

But he noticed, to his further surprise,
that the letter was addressed to him in
the sorswling, smeary hand of Billy
Bunter.

Why Bunter, who had gone home on

Quelch
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leave, should have written to him, was
a mystery to Skip, and would have
puzzled him, if he had thought about
it ; but his mind was too fully and sorely
occupied with his disaster for bLim to
give it any thought.

He simply glanced at the letter as
he noted ﬁia rams on it, and that was
all, without tsking any interest in 1%
whatever. _

Mr. Quelch laid down the letter in his

hand and fixed his eyes on Bkip. Thers
was more sadnesa than anger in his Jook
If Bkip had been feeling resentment it
wonld have faded away at that leok
from his Form-master.
_ But he was not, in point of fact, feel-
ing resentment, He did not feel like
a vietim of injustice. He was the victim
of a strange and mysterions happening
that he could not understand.

What Mr. Quelch believed he had no
choice but to believe, in the circum-
stances; and Ekw was sensible enough
to realise it 'hat wae the Remove
master to believe, when Ekiﬁ himself
could not begin to guess how that
wretched watch had got where Vernon-
Smith had found it?

"tl havo only a few words to say,
Skip.” Mr. Quelch’'s voice was almost
kind. *This has been a terrible shock
to me, for I had come to have complete
faith in you. It will be a very painful
ghock to your headmaster when he is
ascquainted with 1t. To him, I trust, you
will tell the truth—-" .

“I've told you the truth, sir!” mut-
tered Bkip.

Mr. Qualch made n gesture.

“Bay no more!” he said. "No
definite “13_? will be taken until I have
seen the Highcliffe boy, Ponsonby, and

uestioned him. I shall ses him nfter
third school this morning. He is coming
hera for his property to be handed over
to him. After that—"

“I got to gol” mumbled Skip. "I
know, sir "

“Until then," said BMr. Quelch, “no
further step will be taken. I shall not

voport the matter to Dr. Locke until I
have seen the Highaoliffs boy. DBut then
vou must be prepared to face your head-
master, and to leave the school. In the
meantime, you will remain, but I cannot
allow you to mingle with the other boys,
and you will not come into Form.”
“Very well, sir 1” said Bkip droarily.
“ Perhaps you had better occupy the
time," said Mr. Quelch, “in packing
vour box. Where you will go, when you
leave, i3 8 matter that requires con-
sideration, Dr. Locke will doubtless
discnss it with Miss Coker, who is
responsible for your presence here. But
vou cannot, of course, remain at Gray-
friars, after what has happened.”
Skip's lips guivered
“ I know, sir. I know what you can't
'olp thinking—the fellers in my Form
think the same. They been good friends
to me, better'n T ever deserved. Since
1 been ‘ere, I've found out 'ow a decent
bloke looks on & thief—and that's what
I was, afors I come ’ere. And—and
that's what they think am still,
Wharton and Cherry, and the rest, what
has stood by me like the good-'earted
blokes they are. All except Mauly—
bless him for it—"
Mr. Quelch started. .
“What do you Skip?
Maulgverer—=" . _
“Mauly don't believe it, sir!” said
Skip. *“1 dunno why, because it's plain
enough, on what it looks like; but
Mauﬁ don't believe it. All the other
blokes does, and I #&'pose Coker will,
when he ‘ears. I can’t expect nothing

mean,
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chee. But I've said, siv, and I say agin,
I never touched that wateh, and ‘ow if
got into the school at all jest beats me
‘oller.™

Mr. Queleh compressed his lips.

We need not discuss that, I think,”
ha said drevly. *I have sent for you,
Skip, to tell you not to come into class,
and to hand yvou this letter. It appears,
from the handwriting, to be from
Bunter, who is now at home on leave
from school. 1 see nn reason why you
should not receive it. Take it, and leave
myv study.™

“Yosgrer 17

Skip picked up the letter and dropped
it carclessly into hiz pocket.

Tn the uspal way, it wounld Have been
placed in the rack, where the juniors
were accustomed to look for letters in
ireak. But Bkip was not to be with the
ather fellows in breal:.

In stlenee, with downeast oves aod
drooping head, the wohappy wai of the
Remove left his Form-master’s study,

Mr. Queleh's glance followaed him,
with & mingling of sadness and anger.
He had come to trust the boy, and he
had had hopes of him; his trust and his
hopes had boen  destroyed  together.
It was a blow lo him; and yef, i view
of the haplesz boy's early history, it was
what might have been expreoted.

The bell was vinging now, and 3Mr.
Quelch left his study, to go to the Form-
room.  Skip had gone ont into the guad,

Cmly one fellow spoke {o him there—
Mauly, of course. Mauly, in his sublime
disregard of such a triffe as overwhelm-
ing proof, was going on his serene way,
undigturbed by the fact that he was
alone in his beliel.

“What did Quelch have to zay, old
chap 7"’ he asked.

“Omly that I ain't to go mnto Form,”™
muttered Skip. “I ain’t fit to be with
the other blokes. He give me a lotter—
that hass Bunter has wrote me a letter,
goodness knows why., 1 got it in oy

acket. I couldn’t como and take it in

reak—might pinch the other blokes
hankies, 1f I did "

“"Come on, dMauly!”" called out Bob
Cherry.

“Commin’ ! I'll sce you again in break, |

Skip."
“Better not!™ mumbled  Skip.
“Quelch won't like it, Mauly! I don't

want to get you into a_row, Manly.”
“Rot1” sgaid his lordship. * Look
out for me in break."
And with that, Lord Mauleverer fol-
lowed the Remove in.

Skip was left alone. He wandered
dismeally in the guad, his hands in
his ]]O&Etﬁ Bunter's letter crumpled
under his hand, in one pocket, and he
was thus reminded of it.  With little
interest in what it might contain, he
)1}‘!]1{ it out to read it, and have done
with 1.

Meanwhile, the Remove gatherod in
their Form-roon.

Mr. Quelch was logking very grave,
and many faces in the Forin were grave
also. Vernon-Bmith showed no sign of
enjoying s framph

He had iriwmphed; he had—as
appeared, at least—proved that he had
heen in the right all along—that the
Lireyfrinrs waif was e unscrupulous
pincher he had aiways Leen. Now he
was 1o go, amd (hat was what the
Bounder wanted, Buat the misery o
had seen in his face had fouched even
the Bounder's heari, and he felt a
twinge of compassion for the wretehed
fellow.

The leszon began in the Remove Form
Room v & rather disnel atmosphere.
It was suddenly interrupted.

There was a swlden patter of feet in
the passage outside Lhat siopped at the
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Form-room door. That door was hurled
open,

All eves turned on it in estonishment
as Bkip bolted in. The Remove fellows
stared at him  blankly. 3Alr. Quelch
glaved at Lin.

“Leave this Form-room al once !™ he
thundered. * Yon were told not to come
here ! Jow dare you come here !

Skip panted breathlessly.

“I got to come, sir!” he gasped. ™I
jlg‘ﬂt to chow von Lhis ‘ere leticr—this "cre
etter from DBunter, siv!”

“What! Nonszense! What——"

“You rvead it, sir "7 panted 8kip. e
faivly thrust the lelter into his IForm-
master’s hand. “VYou got to read it!
You got to, =iv ¥

Ar. Quelch gazed at bim, thunder-

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS and GIRLS!

ELL, chums, here we are again, and [
W weis going Lo osay: AN merry ol
Lright!™ But 1 have my doubbs
ahont  that.  After a line week-cml  the
weather has changed, and instead of hright
sunshine, fog—thick and heavy--has  de-
soemiled uponr us,  Aund Lo make  matlers
worse=—n5 far #5 [ am conrcerned—it has
taken me twice as long by bus as it does in
normal times to pel to the office. Aml Lve
Bad 4 " stand-ngp ™ seat in the hargaint

I wouldn’t have mimnded so mueh if I']
been able to reawd my morning paper, bat 1
was ddeprived of this privilege, 1 mdsde
several attempts, but with the ineessant
stopping and starting of the bwms, 1 was
farewd tn  conlinue my  journey  siTap
honging. There was, however, obe person
in the bus who T envied very much. He was
a bl of alrout thirteen, amd he had a com-
fortalde eorner scat. In bz hamds was oz
enrrent copy of the Maogner, aml by the
radiant smife on his face, it was obvious
to all that he was thoronghly enjoying its
contents. Maybe the wepther will pave
chamred by toanoreow, and all will be merry
aud Liright.

Talking of changes, here's ¢ne that 1 fee]
surg will please meny thonsamls of loyal
repders—Lhe MAGXET is rveverting once agumn
to its original

ORAMCE-COLOURED COVER.

Some years hack, my staff and I decided,
by way of z change, to have a two-calonrad
eover for the MAGNET, and the idea un-
doubtedly met with great success.  Sinee
then, however, almost every boy's hook on
Lhe market has followed swit, with the re-
sult that renders have heen continuonsly
writing in and saying thet the MAGHET, with
its two-coloured cover, i8 not 80 Conspicuons
ax it used to he when b appeared in the
oratge-colonred  jarket. Well, after coreful
consideration, I've deckled to revert to the
orlginal cover—orange-coloured—Iin onre next
issue.  Don't forget, thenm, chums, ook ont
fur the orange.coloured cover of the MauNer
next Saturday.

Having put vou wize in that direction,
now  for mext  week's Liplop programme.
Frank Richavds can always be depemded
npenn 4o produace Lhe fuest of all bays'
stories, amd next Saturday's long eomplete
yvarn of Huarry Wharton & Co. is ni exeep.
Lion. I s entitled:

“THE RUNAWAY SCHOOLBOY!™

And an anthor eapalde of packing more ex-
Ciking sititations o oany one Lale 15 yes Lo be
harn. Onee again, Skip, the Lhapless waif of
Ll Hemvove, is wder suspicion in lis Porm,
Bat this time the aecusalion comes from
Mansienwr  Charpenbier, Lhe Freneh master,
il ot fream his bBitter  epemnmy,  YVernop-
smith, The cvidence is =0 Llack against
Skip that the onelime pickpocket alecides
Lo leave Greyfriurs onee amd for all, with
what reanlts yon will learn next Saturday.

It's a greatk yarn this, chums, aml it ia
well  Backed up by onr other  splemlil
Tfeaturez, The best thing I can «Jdo is Lo
repeat my  oft-given  advice—" Ornler  yoor
capy in oadvanee, amd don’t run Che risk of
Ll MAGKET Dbeing sold out!™

TIE ELITOR.
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struck, as he mechanically took the
letter, 'T'he Removitea simply blinked.
“Head it P panted S8kip. * Jest rcad
it 1
“What an carth—" murmured Bob

Cherey,  “Is the chap potty ¥ A letier
from that fat ass Bunter—-"

“Bkip, 1 fail to undersiand youn!
What——"

“Read it!” yellnd Skip, in wild
excitoment. " Read it ™

And Mr, Quelch, angry, amazed, pers
plexed, raised the letter amd vead it—
with starting eyes,

- —r—rr

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Light at Last!

KIP chaod panting.
A eves wern on him,

All==in  amazemeyt—eoyld seo

that lis Tace was bright and his

cyes dancing, Something, evidently, had

happened to change despair into hope,

but what it was uo fellow there could

guess,  How a letter from Billy Bunter

eathl have wronght this change was a
deep mystery to all the Remove.

Bot, clearly, it haed,

Mr. Quelell's eyes seemed to be almaost
binlging from lus bead as e read that
lotter,  Ile gaspod as he read it It was
enotgh to make hiu gasp, for the letter
ran:

“Deer Skip,—T thert I'd heiter lot
you know about the woteh, in case vou
fownd it in venr pokket. I pikked it
tp where that Higheliffe ¢ad Ponsonby
dropped it on Wensday, and as I was
waring vour cole, that was how it was.
I borrode vour cote on Weneaday to go
ta Conrthicld, hecavse’'that cad Pnnaungy
had smunthered mine with mudd, and T
saw vou skrapping with the beest anel
the uther beests, and I was gowing to
beelp you, only you likked them all rite.

- was gomg to give the wotch to
Vavasosr when I caw him in Courtficld,
to take hack to that cad Ponsonby, but
Drury nocked my hat off, and Vavasour
pushed me over, and then they kleered
off. I forgot all abowt it afterwards, at
I was worrid abowt my railway fair,
Lut I vemembered il in the trane, 1
suppose you must have been pheerfully
surprised H you fownd Ponsonby’s wotch
in your cote ppkket, but that is how it
was, and I wns gowing to give it to
Bmithy to take over to him, as he is
palley with those llighelifie cads, but as
I've sanl, 1 forgot ell abowt it beiug
worrld abowt my fair. You give it to
Smithy to take to Ponsonby, and tell
him to tell Pon, from me, that he's a
cad and a wurm and a rotten sneek '—

Yours, W. (. BowtER.”

Alr. Queleh  read that remarkalble
epistle through with some little diffi-
culty, for not enly was it couched in
Bally Buntey's own original spelling, but-
it was plentifully adorned with smcars.
and blats,

aving read it throwgh, he read it
thraugh again.

Skip watched Lim brearhlessly,

_The whole Remove watehed Lijin, spot-
ting the starting ebhanges in Quelch's
speaking countenance as he read, and

sondering what on cavth could be in a

loiter from the fat Owl of the Remove
to cause Mr. Queleh lo experience such
vArving cinotions,

“Bloss oy soul !™ said
miaster at last,

He looked at Skip. He looked at the
felter agoin, "Thon he looked "at Skip
again.  The Remove, breathless, wero
an ienterhooke,

Sk gasped Mre. Quoelel,

" Yeasire |
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“Were vou aware that Dunter hed
borrowed your overcoat ou Wednesday ¥

“Oh, 1o, sir! I went over to 'Igh-
cliffic o v bike 1o sce the football
matel, and I never wanted the coat. 1
left it in the lobby, and I ain’t wanted
it sinee. so § neveét knowed.”

- Mr. Quelch {furned to hiz staring
Irorm,

“ Ay boys,” he sad, T“this 15 a leller
from Bunter, who is now at home, It
appears, from tlns lettor, that Dunter
borrowed Skip's overcoat on Wednes-
day, and that he picked up Ponsonby's
watch where he had dropped 18

“0Oh ™ gasped all the Remove.

Vernon-Bmith caught his breath.

“ Naturally, as he was wearing Skip's
coaf, he slipped the wateh inte a pocket
of that coant,” said Mr. Queleh. “With
his uszual insensate stupidity, DBunter
forgat about it afterwards—"

“0Oh!”

“But I will read out Bunter's leiter
to (he whole Form,” said Br. Quelch.
“ Buuter appears to have written this
lotter under the impression that Skip
might have found the wateh in his over-
coat pocket, as no doubt he would have
done the mext time he wore the coat
had not & meddling, euspicious, dis-
truztful boy in this Form token it upon
himsclf to scarch the pockets.”

The Bounder's faec grow erimson.

“This letter,” continued Br. Quelch,
holding it up in his left hand and tap-
ping it with his right, * provés beyond
doubt that Skip's statement was correct
—that he did not know that the waich
was in his coat pocket, and had no
knowledge how it came to be there.”

“Good egp!” grinned Lord Maule-
verer, “Did I mention somethin® of the
sort to you fellows? Dhd IT"

“You did!” gasped Harry Wharton.
“1ut who'd have thought—"

“That ass Bunter——"

*That idiot Buntor—"

“That potty porpoise Bunter—="

“Silence, please ! rapped Mr. Quelch.
“I desive every boy in the Form to
give me his closest attemtion while I
yead DBunter's letter aloud.”

There was deep  silence b onge,
Tvery fellow in the Remove gave Quelch
his very closest attention. Nobody
wanted to miss a word of that lettor—
not o siugle syllable. Billy Bunter
would have becen surprised and flat-
tered had he been aware of the breath-
less interest felt by the whole Form in
Lis letter to Bkip.

Slowly, clearly, BMr. Guelch read
Dunter’s letior aloud. Every car was
on the strain. Not a word was lest.

In almost every foce came relief and
satisfaction.

This explanation of the mysiery was
utterly unexpecped, veob it was guite
simple. It was not the first time that
Bunter had bagged another fellow's
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coal—nol by zome scorcs of lles, at
least,

As he had been poing to Courthield
on that half-holiday 1L was not surpris-
mg that he had happened to see the
Highcliffe rag on the Courtfield road,
nor that he had epotted a gold watch
gleaming from the grass when he passed
the spot, Naturally, he would have
picked it u{: to return it to the owner;
naturally, he would have dropped it
imto the pocket of the coat he was
wearing  at the time;  and—being
Bunter—uoaturally, he had forgotten all
about 1t 1 the stress of his own urgent
personal aflfars.

Healiy there was nothing to be sur-
priscd at in the whole oceurrence; and
even had not Bunter written that letter
tho facts would have come to light as
goon as he returned {o Grevirviars.

But thoe Bounder's face was a studsy.

This simple cxplanation, weicome to
the whole Iorn and its Form-master,
was a stunning blow te the Bounder.

‘What became now of his suspicion,
his certainty, his proof positive—what
indeed ¥

“Bkip,” eaid Mr. Quelch in a very
gentle volee, 1 need havdly say ihat
vou are absolutely cleared by  this
statement from Bunter™

“Thank yow, sir!" gasped Skip.

“1 am sorvy—deeply sorry—that I was
mislod by what scemed to be irrefut-
able evidence,” said Mr. Queleh. “I
ecxpress my regret, Bkip. You will take
your place in th TForm. Every boy
Lere, 1 am assured, will be glad to know
that not & vestige of suspicion atiaches
to you." 4

“Yes, rather!” bawled Bob Cherry.
“Hurvah 1"

“Oood old Skip ™

“Hurrah

“Sorry, old chap—

“The sorrowfnlness is {errifice—"

“All right now, old manl JForget all
about it 1"

Bkip's face was radiant as he tock
hig place in the Form. TIellows smacked
his shoulders, zmacked his back, They

uite forgot for a minute or two that
they were in the Form-room, under
their TForm-master's eye. Dot M.
Queleh was unusually mld. Not for
soveral minutes was his voice heard
celling for silence.

Silence was rvestoved at last.

The Bounder drew a deep, deep
Lreath as the gimlet-eve turned on him.

" Verpon-Smith,” satd Mre. Quelch in
a deep volce.

“Yos, Eir}”
sullenly.

“L do not blame you, Vernon-Smith,
for having been convinted by evidence
that ecemed conclusive to inyself, Dut
that supposed evidence should never
have transpirved, and never would have
transpired, had you nok talen it uwpon

Lk

sald the DBounder

yourself te search another boy's pocke's
—an  utterly unjustifiable and eur-
reptitious ace.”

Sminhy was silent.

“"You are aware now, vVernon-Smith,
of how that watch came to be in Skip's
overcoat pocket. The explanation is
guite  simple=though., unfortunately,
no one was aware of it. Had you not
meddled in the matter the wateh would
have been found by Bkip himself; and
even had he not found it the facls would
have become known when DBunter ro-
turned here, The whole of this dis-
agrecablo and  distressing  episode 1s,
therefore, duz to your unworthy sus-
pcion of your Iorm-lellow and your
utterly unjustifiable conduct in search-
ing his pockets. IFor that act, Vernon-
Bmith, and for 1he distress it has
causcd, vou must cxpect to be severely
punished.”

The Bonnder set his lips.

He was for it, and he knew it, but he
was noi the fellow to flineh.

“I warned yom,” said Mr. Queleh,
“1hat if it proved that this accusation,
like the others, was unfounded wou
would be flopged, Vernon-8mith, The
aecusation has proved unfounded. 1
would never have been thought of had
yvou not meddled in what did not con-
cern you.,  Ieave ‘this Form-room,
Vernon-Smith, and go ta your head-
master’s study. I chall follow Fou
there. Wharton, I shall leave you ,in
charge of the Forwy for a short time,”

The Dounder, without a word, and
with a set face, walked out of the Forrhs
rooml. He was “for it "—but he was
game,

When Ponsonby arvived at Greyfriars
after ithird school he fully expected to
hear of a detected theft: nstead of
which, he was informed that Bill
Bunter, now absent from the a:‘:htmﬁ
had found lus watch, and written io
ask a Remove fellow to hand it to
Vernon-Smith to be returned to him,
Which was a surprise for Pon—and not
quite on agreeabls one. However, he
was glad, at all events, to get the watch
back, though he quite forgot to leave
Ay message of thanks for Bunter for
having found it.

Skip head a bright and happy face
that day.

It was
Bonnder's. _ )

Smithy had had his flogging, whigh
every fellow in the Remove agread that
he tichly deserved—and which, indeed,
ceven Smnthy could not guite think was
undeserved. Perhaps, cven, a doubt
eropt tnto his mind at last as to whether
he was, after all, right about Bkip, and
overvhody elze wrong. Right or wrong,
it was certain, at least, that Smithy
would never play the detective again,

THE END.
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THE HEAD SCORES g -
AGAIN! -

Doctor Birchemdll, the funniest headmaster in ™
fiction, is in tip-top form in this week's instalment
of Dicky Nugent's great serial :
“THE ST. SAM'S- AMBULANCE ™

A SERFRIZE FOR BURLEIGH |

“ Bust it ! eggsclaimed Tubby
Barrell.

The fat Fourth Former farely

ed with dismay.

by hed just rolled into

Burlsigh’s study in search of a

cake which Burleigh had orderad
for tea.

Not many juniors would bave
van&;nhared into u»:i E_m Form
stu on & tuck-raidi BEEE-
pﬁﬁ%ﬂn- But where fuck was
concernod, Tubby Barrell took the
biseuit ; and he had come to
Burleigh's study to take the cake!

Befora he had time to open the
cupboard, however, footprints
which Tubby reckernised as
Burleigh's became ordible m the
?u.ﬂaidge outside, And Tubby said
* Buat it | " and made a dive for the
nearest hiding-place—under the
table.

A moment later Burleigh walked-
in with hia pal Tallboy.

Tukby Barrell’s fat carcasa faraly
wobb with fear, a8 the two
mitey men of the Sixth sat down
at the table.

“I hoap they'll goon go!l = he
muttered to himelf.

But Burleigh and Tallboy showed
ng B of an early departure.
On the confrary, they sounded
aa if they had sat down for a long
conference.

" Two heads are better than one,
old. chap.,” Tubby heard Burleigh
say. ** Let's see if we can't pui
our heads together and invent a
wheeze for stopping the Head’s
little caper of protﬂearing out of the
Ambulanee Corps.”

“It's high time eomebody
stopped it, old fellow,” Tallboy's
deep base woice replied. * The
old fogey is properly fleecing the
people who are unforchunit enuff
to need the ambulance."

“Heo charged me a ginny,
you ever hesrd of such nervel”
gnorted Burleigh. 'I can tell
you, Tallboy, when I parted with
that munny I found it diffieult
to keep my wool on.”

Tallboy nitted his browea.

“What I cen’t understand is
the eggstracrdinary number of
accidents that seem to be happen-
ing all of a sudden. Morning, noon
and nite, fellows seemn to be slipping
up on banana-skins and in

own the stairs and stepping into
open ¢ole-holea ! ™
; **It's amezing !’ nodded Bur-

m L]

o two seniors rinkled their
brows and sat back in their chairs
to ponder over the problem,

he next moment they recceved
a seveer shock. As they stretched
out their long legs under the table,
their feet cannoned into Tubby
Barrell; and Tubby promptly
let out a howl of angwish,

“ Yaroooco ! V'

That augernised yell gave Bur-
lengh and Tallboy the fright of their
lives, Their lege flew up and their
heads flew back and they both
tripf:l over and landed on their
necks with a crash,

£ | Doctor

Crash! Bang!
Wallop 1
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can't eo

not besn warned.

The two Sixth Formers sat up,
yelling with pane. Then their
yells of pane changed to yells of
rage. .

2 ’]I:F}:E B?nmll 1"

“That fat yung frog! Blawter
himp § * ®

They jumped to their foet and

made a rush at Tubby.
It looked wery much at that
moment a8 if the fat Fourth

Former was in for a pretiy ruff time.

And then, just as the chopper
was shout to fall, Tubby had a
wundarful branewatve.

* Half-a-minnit, you fellows|”
he cried despritly. .* If you'll let
ma off I'll let you in—to the grate
secrot about the Head’s nmbuﬂ:m
e Barkaich /e

ur an
Tall pawsed.

“What grate
secrot are  you
talking about 7 ™
growled Burleigh.,

“Why, the
secrat of all these
accidentat '™ .
plied Tubby,
sheking like a
‘iﬁﬂy with fear.
*It's somethiong
I found out) by
myself and I'm
the only chap in
the skool who
knowme it! If wou treat mo
decently, I'll tell you all about it ! ™

The Sixth-Formers’ ayes gleamed
with interest. Tubby could not
have mentioned a subject more
likely to turn their thoughis away
from his tuck-raiding habits !

*“Is it possibul," asked Tallboy,
“that this fat wung idjut can
throw some light on the mistery "

“ Barrell knows more about
other fellows’ bizziness that most
of .them know themselves, so it'a
more than likely | ** said Burleigh,
with a larf. * Spill the beans,
Barrell ! If it's worth it, we'll let
vou off t

*“Thanks awflully, DBurleigh!™
gasped Tubby, end he then pro-
geeded ta tell the Sixth Formers
the dark seeret he held about
Birchemall’'s activities -in
improving hizziness for tha St
Sam's Ambulance.

Burleigh and Tallboy lissened in
sheor amazement, as they heard
that the Head had waolked round

the Skool House, removing cole-
hols eovers here, droppi anans
gking there, and greasing stairs
gomewhere else. At the end of

Tubby's amazing story they both
gave 4 long-drawn-out wiesle.

“Fow! Bo that's the epps.
planation ! ¥ cricd Burleigh. " No
wonder there heve been so many
accidents lately ] You can scat,
Barrell 1

“Thanks! I suppose you can't
epare me a cake for tea? I'm
feeling awfully pockish after telling

vou all about that, and—ow-ow !
Lepggo, you beestal ™ :

And Tubby Barrell fled without
waiting for eaks !

When he had gones tha two
stately seniors gave vent to their
feelings by performing s Highland
fling round the room.

“ Hip, hip, hip, hooray! Now

we can have ocur day! " chortled 3

Tallboy. * What are we going to
do about it, Burleigh ¥ *

Burleigh pondered desply for a
minnit. Then his rogged face
areased up into a broad grin,

“I Ikmow! Bir Frederick
Funguss, the chairman of the St.
Sam’e guvvernors, is vigiting the
skool to-day. We'll see if we can’t

Jure him into one of the Head's
accident traps. Then we shall see

gome fun! Ha, ha, ha! ™

‘“ Ho, ho, ho 1  reared Tallboy.
And the semicrs larfed loud and
long in antissipation !

FUNGUSS FOREKS OUT!

“ Ginger.pop and doenutfs all
round, ma’am ! I'll pay 1™

Doctor Birchemall galloped into
the skool tuckshop later in the
afternoon and bawled out these
words, And- Jack Jolly & Co.,
who were seated at the counter,
nearly jumped out of their skins
iy ] H-EI'PI‘:I.I'B*

* Good-afternoon, sir!* they
eorussed, ad they respectively doffed
their caps.

* Good-afternoon, my boys!?”

innad Doctor Birchemall, *1
just thought I'd like to give wyou
a little treat. You know how
jennevous-hartod I always am 1 ¥

“ Grate pipl Well, hardly!”
gasped Juock Jolly. ** X wea always
under the impression you wera the
meanest old skinflint I'd ever
I!I]-E-t-! ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!l™

The head frowned.

* Bless my sole !
imagine anyons making such an
eggatraovdinary  mistale ! My
good nature is & byword amongst
people who know me, 1 can assurc
you! Hurry up with the ginger.
pop and doenutts, ma'am I "

“Ho, wves, sir!!® beemed the
tuckshop dame, as she dropped a

I coan hardly

| at  you enterteining

curtsey and picked up a pls® of
dosnutia.

Soon the ginger-beel corks were
En ing merrily q,tt;ld lmigu ro
ubbing over with the foual
Lickex o

Doctor Birchomall, whoss ood
gawmuur soon conkered the aui!mc}:
olly had gwe.n bim, Lftel his

lasa an hi

“Let's drink, boys,” he nded,
*to the long life and prosperily of
the Bt. S8am’s Ambulamecsl And
may bizziness continue as brdk aa
it 13 at sent ! ™

Th# chums of the Fourth drrti-

fully clinked their glasees t=the
Head's toast. But they lwked
rather thoughtful as they did so.

*“That's all right ss far & it

goea, air,’” remarked Frank Fesless,
taking a big bite out of hiw dowatt.
“The worst of it is, all {hese
accidenta rnesen nothing but hard
work for ua. Meanwhile, youieem
to be taki:dg all the profits 1"

The head locked quite pamal,

* Really, Fearless, I'm 1zad
such sus-
pichona! As & matter nffﬂvtha
paltry little amount I am ing
i fees from our costom:$ ;is
nothing compared with the'wust
sum 1 have spent im baying
eqmgm&nt for the corps 12

¥ Grate Piﬂ:‘ H »

“ Do you know any more tony
stories like that, gir 77

“ Apart from the questim of
munny, gir,"” said Jack blly,
“ what puzzles me is the amsring
number of accidenta that are
happening lately. YWhat ca be
causiyg them 7"

Doctor Birchemall, whoae j-ood
vewmour was in  actual [ekt
caused by the circumstanes that
he had just finished laymg en*her
batch of accident traps, hrfed

Lightly.

X 'I%a only e lanation I can
give, my dear Jolly, 1s that pople
are getting more careless chan
they used to be. In my opadion,
it's a wvery lucky thing fw St.
Sam’s that our ambulancs (orpa
iz on the spot ready for——"

* Another accident, sir ! {ame
a ory irom tho doorway at that

mornent,
Burleigh and Tallboy bupsl into
the tuckshop. The H-ad put

down his glass and eyed thed with
eager, gleeming eyes, !

“* Whers ia it, boys 1 " he cried.
“ Who is the unlu&y viktim thia
time 1 '’

“It's over by the Skanl Bbuse
steps, sir! ” grinned Burleigh “A
banana-skin did it, and the vilktim
iz Sir Frederick Fungusa!"

And the kaptin of Bt. Sam’s
chuckled grimly.

He fully eggspected that that
uncggspected annowneement would
eause Doctor Birchemall tovcrmnple
up completely, Sir Fredorick

unguss, the chairman. of the
Cuvvernors of 5t. Som's, %@ an

awiully big pot, and the Head mite
have been excused for feeling
uneezy over itripping up such an
important porsonage.

But the Head did nothing of the

kind. Instead, he rubbed his bony
hands in glee,

* Bir Frederick Fungnﬂa!” he
muttered, !fiﬂﬂti:nglju *
simply rolling in oof—or, es the
vulgar mite put it, he has every
pecumary adventage! 1 shall be
able tocharge him a wacking grate
fes with every chence of petting
it! First-aid equad ! Attenshun!™

Jack Jolly & Co. jumped down
from their stools and lined up for

ra,

“* All present and correct, sir!”’
snep ed Jolly.

*Very good, Jolly! You will
run over to the parage and get the
ambulance and drive it to the
EtEPE-T'

"I, I, sir!" eaid the kaptin of
the Fourth, and he saluted smartly
and went off at the dubble.

* Follow me, the rest of you!™
grioned the Head; and he lifted
uﬁ his neezd sond set off for the
Skool House steps at o spanking
pace.

Fearlesa and Merry and Bright
followed him, while Burleigh and
Tallboy brought up in the rear
ab o more leisurely pace. The two
seniora wera frowning,

“1 thought we should proporly
take the E'J:nci out: of hiE gﬁs,"
growled Burleigh. ** But he scems
a2 plensed 2s Puneh about it ! ™

“1 bet he won't be so pleased
when Sir Frederick starts ticking
him off ! " said Tallboy., ** Wi}‘ﬁ
follow and see whet happens.’

And they hurrvied alomg to the
steps, full of hoap that they would
seo the downfali of the wily old
accident profiteer.

Alas!  Their fond lhoaps weve
doomed to disappointment !

When they reachicd the seen of
the accident, ithe ainbulance had
already arrived ond Sir Frederiek
was being lifted in by the fivst-aid
squad., Far from Deing annoyed
with the Head, however, the chair.
man of the Guvvernors waa brim-
ming over with innersent grattitude.

“Ay desh Birchemall, wowr
ambulunes is simply mawvellous! ™
e said, in his retined way. ** BPuz-
zent it prove a rathal hevey drain
on the skool funda §

* Oh, 1o, SiF Fredevick | ' almost
purred the Head. * You see, we
make o =small charge to each

customer. 1t Jozeent miake the
thing self.supporting, of corse, bub
I maoke up the halance out of »
own pocket in my uvsual kind-
harted way.”

“Gad! A iightiully good ideah.
what, what ! " eried the old baronet
“ How wuch will the chaype be in
my ease, my deah fellow 77

Why, he's |

J

“ A meer trifle, Sir Frederick !
leered Ttoctor Birchemall, * Inelu-
sive of medical ottenshun in the
skool seonytorium, it will not
amount to more than ten ginnies—
or gay ten pounds for spot cash !

“Bali Jove! In that case I
had bettah pay on the nail ! "

And the next moment the
njured chairman of the Guvvernors
waa handing over a crisp, russlin
ten-pound note ! ha Hea
grabbed the tenner and pocketed it
with a litening-like movement.

“Ta, Bir Frederick! I'll give
you the receet in the sanny ™ hLe
grinned. ‘“ All aboard, boys—
and drive like the dickens, Jolly ! ™

A moment later, with tho bell
jangling and the Head hanging
on to the talboard, the ambulance
was rosring across the guad. And
Burleigh and Tallboy were left
staring after it with feelings that
were too deep for words |

than motoring.

sameo system !

from the start,

hall in his own goal !

session at  boxing

chaps of their own weight !

(More larks in next week's instal-
ment ! Don't miss it 1)

EXTEND THE
IDEA

Says HARRY WHARTON

aro
compelled by law to
put & big * L™ on their
er road-ugers
mplain after
that, that they have

This iz a jolly good
ider which ought to be
extended to other spheres

Just think how uesful it
would be if learners in other
matters had to adopt the

If Coker, for instance, had
to wear " 1.'" on his jersey
at footer, the opposing side
might co-operate with him
instead of
learning by slow degrees that
his chief aim wae to put the

If SBnoop or Stott carried
ihe same mark when they
turned up for a ecompulsory
i the
gvin, Wingate might be merci
ful and maich them against
Second Form bebes instead of

The more I think about it,
the mora uses I can sed for it. u
Bolsover might tie ' L™ |
round his neck when he tries
one of Skinner's cigarottes;
and word could be sent up

111 L "

at once to reserve a bed for
him in the sanatorium.

Seniors promoted to the
rank of fagmasters could wear
the letter when exercising their
new privilege. This would
give fags the chance of ex.
plaining exactly what the
were sllowed to do—and, still
more important, what they
were NOT allowed to do!

Fellowa unused to enter-
taining could don it when
glying e study tea. IF they
ailed to pass tho cakes round
frequently  enough, their
guests could then pass them
round themsclves and excuse
the hosts’ ignorance.

And what a lot of ripe
tomatoes and geuvafmntﬂr am-
munition would be saved if
emateurs ot Form sing.songs
Hourished the megie eign
when they reachod a hreai-
down ! i

Finally, it really should he
compulsory to put “ L™ on
the novice efforts at pastry-
making often found in ham-
pers sent from home., Here I
can speak with fecling. I've
just finished & cake made by
nt's sister !

- Taking it all round, that
Fletter “ L' ought {0 be ex-
tandad in all directions. In

fact, it'a & * capital ' idea ! .

A NICE CUP OF TEA IN THE
MORNING!

Fag’'s Money-Making Brainwave

Tublb of the Thitd had o
bright idea. Fagging for Win.
gute lately, he has had to get
up early in the moming and
take & cup of tea to the old
sport in bed. Why not maoke
& dozen cups af the same time
and retail the rest {o fellows not

SRS Lt

i
s

packet of tea, some slightly
soiled supar and half a tin of
skimmed milk. Rather a small
capitel for the founding of e
catering  business, wyou might
think ; but tall caka from little
acorns grow, and so on. Spot
cash for the firat day’s deliveries
would enable him to start the
second day with a bigger capital
and so ad infinttum. Tubb saw
visions of himself as managing
director of a chain of teashops
extending all round the world !

On the first worning all went
Fiwell.  After dutifully delivering
Wingate’s cup  tenm  mintes
sarly, ho brewed a hig pot and
CHk. ¢ | tock s trayload rownd the
R | dorma.
Thoe schome was an instaut
sueccsg,  Fifth  Vormers and
Shelliter weore  enthusiastic.
Even Upper Fourth men fell
for it here and {here, Tubb
sold Lis trayload in five minutes
without the slightest difficulty
and had to go back for more !

Tublb’s Eady Morning Teas
really pot into their stride on
the second morning. Fifth
Formers started Dooking wup
for the rest of the term. In-
quiries come from the Shell
o to what reduction was
offercd I priee for orderin
quantities. The Upper Fourt
asked il Tubb would take half-

]
[
i _ ;

f—he thought.

profit would meke o very

table addition to his some.-

what limited income,

Tubb thousht he would try
He bomowed cups and

entitled to fogs
The

it.
sancers—without ths owners’
permission—and ewo a
tame mouse with Gatty for a

price for a term's order [rom
the entire Form.

Tubb began to fesl thot his
rosy visiona of the future had
drawn appreciably neaver |

Alas | The ailly voung idiot"a
avarice put * paid " to them all
on the third day |

It was obvious that he
couldn't possibly carry out all
the orders himself. But he
was too keen on preserving
all the profits intact {or himself
to let in any of his pels and he
thought he'd try it.

Something had to go.

What did go eventually was
& loaded tray of weli-filled
teacups.

Untortunately, it went when
Tubbk was ot the top of the
stairs—and when BJr. Prout,
having just retwned from a
seeret early-morning slinmming
bout in the gym, was at the
foot !

The whole trayload des-
cended on Mrout’s napper with
o erash that made most fellows
mn the School House think that
o bombing raid had siarted,
And with that evash, Tubhk's
money-making brainwuave also
finished.

Next time Tubb happens to
be short of cash, e intends to

“yrasa tho wind ™ without
“putting the TDreeze up™
Prouty !

TOO TRUE!

Tha srhool doetor hea told
Snoop that he deesn't spend
cnough time in the sunshine,

We could bave told the doec.
ourselvee that Snoop has slvweys.
been o ' shady " chovacter !



