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for two buna and =a
glass of milk. He
poured the milk down
the sink and threw
the buans out joto the
quadrangle. Next day
he did the same
He did it
every day. When 1
asked him why, he
explained :

“My Uncle Bob

thing.

THIS WEEK BY

Mrs. MIMBLE,
the lady of the tuckshop.

gives me the money
to buy two buns and
# glass of milk every
ay, and 1 loathe
uns . and hate milk,
0 that's why!"
~He was 4 very queer
boy indeed. Master
Fish is hardly a gueer

1i, EDITOR and Young Genticnen,
T have just seen o Jrawing by
saster Skinpner, which shows me

- beng polite and pleasant to 4 boy
lonks  like Alaster Temple or Lori

who
Mauleverer, and then frowding grimly ot
Master Bunter.  But I assure vou, sir, that

I cannot: help bheing short with Master
Bunter. He worriea a body to death,

I1 it rested with me, as well you know, I
would be glad Lo give free cakes and sweets
to oll the younmg gentlemen, Dbless them!
But what is a puor woman to Jdo? I have
to make my living. I hate to keep saying
oo, even to Master Bupter: but just imagine
the resuit if I let him have what he liked
without paxing for it? Why, I shouid be in
the workbouse to-morrow !

You may not belleve me, sie, g T give
You my solemn word that I lLave seen that
Lboy—2Alaster Bunter, I meéan—eat no fewer
than nine domughnuts at once, without stop-
ping for breath.  After which he demanded
some cold apple dumplings. I fell alarmed,
and thought he must be Joking: but
imagine my Teclings when he procecdad Lo
devour six of them—BIX—one alter the
other. Now, Iow can a body cope wilthh an
appetite like that?

Betore I knew Master Bunter as well as 1
Jo now I believed his story about 2 postal
arder aml allowed him to have & lisht lutch
on credit.  Never again, sirs, believe met
He started with a dozen fourpenny tarts
and bottles of ginger-beer. After that he
had o three.and-zixpenny fruit rake. After
that he had another, and some more ginger-
beer. Cream bups came next, followed by
chocolate eclairs.  Having taken the edge
off hia appetite, Master Bunler then hegan
to feed in carnest.

A rabbit pie, washed down with lemon-
sijuash, was followed by a long succession of
dainties, until I had to reming him that he
had accounted Ifor over iwo pounds’ worth
of food., Me just waved his hamd and said
it was “all right.” He said he was expect-
ing o specially big cheque from his Yather,
who lives in a place called Buptor Lonrt.

“$Well, Master Bunter,” I suibl, " 1'm sure
I don't want to make difficulties, but the
headmaster doesn't allow me to let youn
gentlemen run up large accouuts, and
should get Into trouble if it became known,
But if vou're quite sure the chegue will
afrive to-day—-"

“Oh, really, ma'am,"” replicd  Master
Buoter, very loftily, "I hope you don't
doubt my word. If it didn’t vome I shoukbd
ring up my pater and ask him what the
dickens Le meant by it.  Buat, of course, it
will be all right.”

%0 he went on fo the fune of £35 175 &L
Then came a delay im the post, which was
the fauls of the Government, he suid; and
‘the cheque did not arrive. It did not arrive
the oext day, or thé day after. It has noc
arrived YET, And, meanwhile, T am all
that money out of pocket, Tor I daren't com-
plaio te¢ Mr. Quelch. I am not supposed to
allow credit to any yoang gentieman—at
least, not to that extent—zo T huve Lo bear
the loss mysell. )

Is it any wonder, Mr. Editor and Young
Gentlemen, that T have no very pleazant
emile Tor Master Bunter?

CURIOUS CLIENTS

A school shop often gets curious clients,
believe me, sir. Master Bunler is, of course,
the curionsest I've ever had, But there are
some who run him close. At ong timee there
was a young gentleman named Belgrove at
the schiool. On his first day here he came in

client, because he haa
never bought anything
) in my shop; but he
came in once and offered to eollect my bad
debts for & commission of twenty-fve per
celit—whatever that may be. When I
refuged, e wanted to know how much T
would take for the shop, foeluding stock and
goodwill, and zaid he could get a cheque
from his “ popper.”  He i3 the fnrst boy who
Bas ever offered to buy the shop.

Mazter Dupont of the Remove is also
ratlhier queer. He came in one day for what
I culbed o ';Sute dezeargot.” 1 asked what
that was, amd e said it was a pie made of
snails, 1 told him indignaptiy that I had
never heard of such o thing, and then he
asked for some stewed frogs

"I you are trying to imsult me I sald
warmly, I shall* have to tell Mr. Quelch

aliont it The jdea! Spails and frogs! My
gands are absolutely pure—-—-"
" Hob cortaindy, madoame,'” he said. Y Why

noly . Where 1 came from we eal ze {rog
amd smail. ey gre very goodd.”

What kindl of country it is which eats
frogs and soails I ean't for the life -of me
imagine, but 1 wonidn't gn there—no, not
for o ten-pomd pote!  Disgusting, I cails
i+? But oliere, {hese Ioreigners never bave
AUy Bense,

ME AND MY SHOP!

My shop iz quaint and curions, and T wil]
ghonlly ~how Youn round §F i,'ml rome Lo Grey-
friswrs, It & part of the ol monastery
Doilding, with walls il of Hint and abwout
six feel thiek.,  There’s the remains of a
serrel poszage in the -cellar, anmd they zay
that the abiey tredsure may be bDuoried
samewhere down there, thongh [ bave never
lad the Inck to find §6.  Sphlders there are
in plenty, =0 you never cateh me down there
if 1 ean help it.

Opee the shop was uzcd hy the Bemove in
a famong barving-out, amd Lhere was sofhie
damage done then, I ean tell yon.  All the

wittelows were beolken and the :’Innr“lrnt-t-crm'l
PBur that has wil been repaired, and

lown.,

ilhe place is quiet enough now, cxcept when
Master Coker forgets himself.

My husband is the Head's gardener, and I
have a iittle boy, Johnny, who goes to the
Courtfleld County School. The youug gentle-
men usually call him * Small Mimble,” and
they all envy him for living at the i.ll{:iisllﬂl'h
They npeedn’t worry. I I catch Johnny'a
ingery in the sweet-bottles or cake-boxes ha
hears from me shout it—take my word for
Lhat!

Running a school shop is very hard work,
anl yet I wonldn't nask anything better.
There are times, maybe, when the youn
gentlemen worry & body’s life out of her, &
shouting to beé served at ance, and only one
pair of hards fo do it. But I am reéspect-
iully fond of them all, and proud of them,
too, And they dom't forget me. There's
miany a famous man looked in lo zee me
when Be has visited his old scbhool, .

“ lesa me, you still there, Mrs. Mimide

* &till here, wir,” 1 s5ay proudiy.

“And you don't look a Jday older! 1%

never have believed it. Well, that's finel”
And I'm very glad to see them, as you
may guess,
A gentleman told me omce that he was
gentleman—1I

baving tea wWith another

musin't mention nemez—on the terrace of
the House of Commons, and when they
tasted the cakes they both zaid: “XNout s0
good as Mrs, Mimble's were!"

That pays for all the fuss and hother, ch?

KEEP SMILING, BOYS!

YWhen ¥ou have got the hump, and fecl
down in Lhe dump: when troubles on your
track are like 8 wall of black; when all
vour gay and jolly days have turned to
melancholy days: it's po use saving, with a
frown: " The world ia upside down?!"” Take
your trouklea like a4 man, as bhravely as you
can, and they «ill bid good-bye in the
iwinkling of an eye. No earthly use re-
pining, for there's a silver lining behind the
dark clouds shining. Away with gloom and
tear! HKeep smiling, full of chaer! 4
merry heprt and gay will take yow all the
way !

Yours respectinlly,
JESSIE MIMBLE,

THE TUCKSHOP DaME

jﬁﬁa‘e dpimdte (4 )

The worthy Iady of {he
12 ypckshop is o pleasant, |
=~ bhuxom anid good-
temipered  person. Her
hushand, Joseph Mimble,
iz the Head's gardendr,
Mrs. Mimble serves ex-
colent  food; her cakes
are in great demams], and
her  specinl  (ZreyTriars
| pucdding is a  weleome
dainty for tea. Ehe is
haunted by Billy Thunter,
b but Las iong ost patichee
e with that voutl,
¥ Although quite a  Eood
Ml hnsiness woman,  Ars.
Mimble s very  kind-
hearted, and most {direy-
friars fellows like Tier as

much as they like her }
cakes—whiclh means a §
lot!

{Caricon by

HAROLD SKINNER.; I




TWO OF A KIND! One Vernon-Smith In the Greyfriars Remove Is quite enough for Harry

Wharton & Co. to have to pui np with !

T

r

Locke.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Smithy Is Shirty !

NORT!
A dozen fellows
at Herbert Vernon-Smith., Some

of thein smiled. Bob Cherry
winked at the other members of the
Tamous Five. Billy Bunter emirted a
fat gigele.

In break that morning some of the
Remove fellows were locking for letters
in the rack. There was one for the
Bounder; and Billy Bunter, whose eyes
gnd spectacles found interest in every-
thing that did not concern him, had
noticed that 1t was addressed in his
father's hand.

Smithy had taken that letter down
quite cheerfully and opened it, with a
cheory face, Bmithy was rather & hard
aut to crack, and the milk of human
kindness was not & conspicnous element
in his makeup:; but he wasz an affec-
tionate son, and he always liked getting
a letter from his pater—quite aApart
froin the munificent tips such episiles
often contained.

But this particular lelter, 1t was clear,
disgruntled the Boundes.

The cheery expression dicd off his face
as he luokm{ nt 16, and was replaced by
s scowl, Having finished perusing the
letter, he gave an angry snork.” The
fact that a dozen fellows were round
about him made no difference ta
Smithy. He seldom or never took the
trouhle to disguise his feeli When
Bniithy was shirty, everybody in the
ofling Lkuew that Bmithy was shirty.,
That was one of the reasons why he had

%‘SIEH'!(!&{! round
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one, to say the least !

! 'I‘i."’ ; .

* It is not necessary to give me particulars, Mr. Quelch, on a subject p

been given his nickname in the Remove.

He stood scowling at the letter
regardless of glances and smiles,

““Not. bad news, old chapi” asked
Tom Bedwing. :

The Bounder grunted angrily.

“Yes—rotten 1" he answered.

"1 say, Smithy, has your pater gona
bankrupt " squeaked Billy Bunter.

Bunter wanted fo know! Bunter
always wanted to know. But the fat
Ow! of the Remove did not receive an
answer to that question,

The Bounder glared round at him,
and then, suddenlv reaching at him,

i i O D Rt i e

A Grand School Yarn of
HARRY WHARTON & CO.,
of GREYFRIARS, with
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder,
faking the leading role.

- - P L S S S T —

fook a fat little nose between finger and
thumb,

Y (Jagaoooh 1" epluttered  Punter.
“Wooogh! Leggo, you beast| Leddo
by dese—grooogh 1" _

“Bmithy 17 exclaimed Tom Redwing.
He was the Bounder's chum, and it
slways irked him to see Bmithy giving
way to his temper,

“Owl"” roared Bunter, “Will vou
leggo? 'Tain’t my fault your pater’s
gone hﬁnkmﬁt, is it 1%

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

And the prospect of a second edifion Is not & happy

==

h ek s 1] -
A ';h""liih

s

777, if { e
ainful to you,’* said Dr.

*What you have told me is more than enough. Vernon-Smith, you will pack your box im-
mediately and I will make arrangements for you to leave Greyfriars at the earliest opportunity

(R3]
»

“Chuck it, Bmithy 1"
Wharton, laughing,

“Mind vour own business [

“Y.ook hera, Smithy—="

# Shut up I

And, to let it be seen that he did not
care & boiled bean for the head boy and
captain of the Remove, Smithy com-
i;-reg.sed finger and thumb on that fat
ittle nose, and Billy Bunter wailed with
gnguish. :

Harry Wharton’s face became grim,
snd he made a step towards the
Bounder.

But at the same moment there was a
rustle of & gown, and a sharp voice
rapped ont:

“Yernon-Smith 1

“Oh!" pjaculated the Bounder, and
he released Billy Bunter's nose as if
that nosze had become suddenly red-hot
as Mr, Quelch, the master of the Re-
move, appeared on the scene.

“Wow !

“Ow!" roared Bunter,
Ow 1"
Bunter clasped that fat littla nose
with a fut paw. It was as red as a
ny, and evidently had a pain in it
m.l;e-r waa not the fellow to make the
least of a little damage. Ie was the

said FElarry

fellow to make the most of it. e
rorred.
Y Varpon-Smith,”  exclaimed  Mr.
Queleh, * what wore you doing 1"
“1ulling  Bunter's nose, sir!"

answered the Bounder,
“{h, wmy hatt"
Cherry.
Smithy was the man to be cheeky to a
beak! He was always very near the
Tus Maaner Lisnarr.—No, 1,631

murmured Dob
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. limit in that direction. Now that he
was annoyed and angry, he over-stepped

the limit. ) .

Mr. Quelch gave quite a jump at that
BOSWEL,

“What!™ he ejaculated. “What?

How dare you, Vernon-Smich
“You asked me, sir.” :
“"Owl] Yowl Wow!” roared Billy

Bunter, “0Ow! My nose! Wowl My

bokel Owl”

“"Bilence, Bunter [
“Yes, sir] Owl Wow! Yowl”
“Cepso that absurd noise ab once,

Bunter I" hooted Mr. Quelch. )
“Oh! Yes, sir! Ow!l Wow !™ wailed

Bunter, “I've goi & fearful pain in my

nose, gir! Ow! I can’t help Smithy’s
pator going bankrupt! Wow I”

*“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Silence! Vernon-Smith, I have

gpoken to you many times on the sub-
ject of your uncontrollable temper!”
saigd Mr. Quelch sternly. * Bunter's
foolish remarks are no justification for
such ‘a bullying aetion,” )

“Fhe fat fool was cheeky!™ said
Vernon-Smith

“What?” gasped Mr. Quelch
“What did you say, Vernou-Smuthi™

“I satd that the fat fool was cheeky.”

“Well, some fellows ask for it. and
no mistake 1” murmured Johnny Bull.

“The askfulness is truly terrific!”
breathed Ilurrece Jamset Ram Singh,

Mr. Quelch stood looking at the
Bounder of Greviviars in silence for a
long moment. Iis breath seemed to be
rather taken away. The other fellows
looked on, wondering what was going to
happen next. It was like Smithy to let
his temper rip. But no fellow could
expect to talk to his Form-master like
thix without trouble to follow.

“Upon my word I" said Mr, Queleh,
at last. “Vernon-Bmith, follow me to
my study at ence. I shall cane you for
vour impertinence, Yernon-Smith!”

The Remove masier, with a knitted
brow, stalked away.

He did not @ nee  round to see
whether Vernon-Smith was following;
he tock that for granted. )

But S:mth{, as a matter of fact, did
not follow. lle stood where he was, his
face set and sullen and savage,

"_Hm:b}éy old man, get a wove on|”
whispere Frank Nugent. ' Don't play
the 11;:1'=_|:Iq:]_'ir ox |"

“Mind your own business!"” smarled
Smithy.

“You cheeky ass——o

“(th, let the failiead rip, Franky 1™
grunted Johnny Bull. *If he asks for
it, why shouldn't he have 11 *"

Tom Redwin f‘puil'llT took his chum
by the arm, and pulled him in the direc-
tion taken by the Remove mastor,

Vernon-Smith gave him a lerce look,
and shook his arin savagely.

“Come on, Smithy " zaid Tom.

“Leave me alone I

“Don't be an ass! Come an!™

And Bmithy, ne deubt realising, in
spite of lis headstrong remper, that
there was no help for it, pave i and

came on,

" Beast 1" “Ow |
Look at my nose, you {ellows !

“Is it a8 nose?” asked Skinner
"Looks more like a danger signal to
me | _

“1 say, you fellows—lugging at a
fellow's nose, just Lecause o fellow
ashed him a civil question—"'

“Ha, ha. ha1”

“I'm jolly well going after him,™
eaid Bunter. “I'm poing to hear him
howl!, And when be comes out of
Quelch’s study, 1 shall laugh, see®™

" Better steor clear of Smthv after
he's had a xu'!taé;npillq 1" said Bob Cherey
warningly. " Smithy won’t be =afe.”

Tie Magxer LigraRy.—No. 1,631
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gasped  Bunter.

IHE MAGNET

Heedlezs of that warning, Tilly
Bunter rolled away on the Bouwder's
track.

Bunter had a pain in his nose and &
pain in his temper. lle was going to
derive consolation from hearing the
Bounder howl,

But he did not receive that conzola-
tion. Outside Mr. Quelch’s study he
found Redwing waiting. Within the
study could be heard the sound of a
whopping cane.

Smnthy was getting six! DBut no
sound was heard from Smithy ! e was
going through it in stubborn silence,

“Llear off, vou fat asz!" muotered

E‘.\'i]’l“’,

“Bhan't ¥ retorted Bunter.

The study deor opened, and Vernon-
Smith eame out,

MHis brow was black, and his eyes
gleamed like steel. "Though he had
uttered no zound, he had plainly had it
hard. )

Bunter grinned at him.

. “He, he, ha1” he cachinnated. " Iad
it bad? Serve you jolly well right, you
beast | He, he, he 1"

The Bounder did not speak., He
%rahbud Bunter by tho collar, and

m; d his head against the passage
wa

B0 near Quelch’s study, the fat Owl]
had not expectad even the Bounder to
break out sgain., Quelch was likely. to
step out at a sound.

But six had not made Smithy less
reckless; it had made him more =o,

With a single swing of his arm; he
bg.mil;ed Bunter's head on the wall, and
pitehed him over on the Aoor,

He walked away with Redwing as
Bunter zprawled and bellowed,

The study door flew open.

Quelch appeared in the doorway, and
his ginilet eyes fixed on the sprawliip,
roaring Owl !

“* Bunter ! he thundered.,

“ ¥Yaroooh |

“What are you doing here, Bunter "

" Yow-ow-ow |”

“Take ffty lines mnd po away at
eneg !V

“Oh erikey ! Bunter scrambled up.
“I—! zay, sip—I—"

"uﬂ i.l!l.

“But it wasn’t me—I mean—*

“Take a hundred lines, Bunter 1"

“(Jh jpminy 1*

Billy Bunter faded out of the pictura
boefore Queleh  could make it 1wo
hundred |

— oy

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Rough Luck !

i SAY, you fellows|”

The Remove were pathoering
at their TFoum-room door for
third schoel,

Most of the Form were there when
Billy Bunter rofled up.

The fat Owl blinked over them, and
up sl down and round about, threugh
s hig spectacles.

:H}mthy ain’t here yef, iz he?” he
g AL

“Want some more from Smithy
asled DBob Cherry,

“Eouthy’s going to be late, just leo
thraw Queleh that he doa™ ecare a bwean
f-:ljir hirp ! zaid Jobuny Bull sarcasiie-
ally,

“"Bwanking ass! said Bunter. e
gave another eareful blink round.
* Rotten cheeky swab ! Cad, you kuow |
I'd say just the same 1f he was here |

“1s that why you're making sure
he's not ™ asked Nugent.

“0h, really, Nugent! Luopging ar a
fellow's noza ! said Bunter indignantly,
“1 zay, do you fellows think thar «ld
Bmith’s gong bankrupt i

*Fathead 1+

“Well, ihese new-rich people, you
know ! said Bunter.  “kHere (o lay
and gone to-morrow, you know | There
was samething in that letter that put
mmithy into a fearful temperl Whut
do you think it was, Bobt”

" Haven't thought about what doesn't
concern e, old bhean 1*

“What do you think, Wharton i

“I think vou'd better mind your own
business, and leave Smithy alonel”
answerad the captain of the Remove.

_ “Ob; voally, harton! I =zay, ain't
it queer, though 1" sajid Bunter, ™ What
de you think, Franky

“I think you're mn inquisitive [at
ase 1

“Hear, hear!” said Johony  Bull,
“That's what 1 think, too I”

“The thinkfulness iz terrifie!”
grinned Huwree Jamset Ram Singh,
' Perbups his pater’s coming to :ce
him ! suggested Bunter. “'That might
ammoy a fullow

“Ha, ha. ha1”

“Blessed if T see anything to cackle
at!l Bull, old Bmith generally shells
out something when he comes to gee
young Smith, so it can’t be that. 1
mean to say, any fellow can stand his
pater coming i he shells cutl I
wonder if it was the Cf)hc:mgraph
amioyed him? Why should it ?”

“The what?" exclaimed Peter Todd,

“There was a photograph 1n the
letter—I saw it when he opencd itl”
taid Bunter. “I didn't ses it very

lain—I'm a bit short-sighted, you

now! It was an u;_xl_'.r mug—like
Bmithy's, 1 thooght—"

“Better let Smithy hear that!”
rinned Skinner. “He's in a nice
rame of mind to hear ihat kind of

compliment 1"

“Who cares for Bmithy " zncered
Bunter. *1'd knoek the cad down as
soon as lovk at him ¥

“Ha, ha, ha " yelled a dozen fellows
as they spotted Herbert Vernon-Swmiih
coming up the corridor.

‘The look on BSmithy's face showed
that he had leard Bunter's words.

Bunter, baving his back to Smithy,
did not =ee him coming. So he rattled
on cheerfully.

You can cackle! I'd handle the
checky cad all rightl Who ecares fur
Smihy, I'd lika to know? Bmoky cad
—smokez in his study—hreaks bounds
after lights out—sneaks in at the
Three Fizhers on a half-holiday ! Yah!
I the Head kuew what we know he
would be sacked, and serve hiw jolly
well right 17

“Bhut up, you fat ass!” seid Iarry
Wharton.

Smithy's face az he came up the
corridor was guite a pictura,

Bunter, who could not sece that
picture, carried on, _

“whan’t! I['m not efraid to :oy
what 1 think of SBmithy! Ile's got

something on for this afterneon—vou
know Sunthy on a half-hohidey—dis-
graceful cadl I saw him going over
the Lantham paper—races . on  at
Lanthamn this afiernoonl Guess where
Smithy’s going ! e, e, he!”

Crazh !

YVernon-Smith arrived on the gpot.
He cignnhi=cd his arvival by landipe
tus foow on Ihilly Bunter's tght trousers
with a teerilic crash,

Billy Bumer spun,

There  was  snother crash  as  he
rolled on the floor, It was gquie a
oud crash.,  Bot it was not so fod ax
the terrilic vell that pealed Trom Billy
Buanter.  That yell woke every cehn,
far and te-ar,

It rewclosd many ears, among ofhbers
1hose af Mo, Qillr!f.‘]l, who wis -t:umiu.;'
W the Foroevoom Lo et in s Fovi,
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Bob Cherry let Smithy have his lelt, causing
tube of solution and squeezed its contents over the face of Aubrey Angel,

Bunter rolled and roared, and roared
and roarcd again. .
Vernon-Smith stood glaring down at
him. His father's letier, whatever it
had contained, had irritated Bnitthy o
tha first place, and the subsequent
events had added to his irritation and
he was now in the worst temper ever.
“Van fat freak I" hizsed the Bounder.
“If you were a fellow who could put
his hands up, I'd thrash you till you
coldn't crawl 1™
“¥Yow-ow-ow |
roared Bunter. .
“I've a jolly good mind to boot yvou

Keep off, you beast !”

io the end of the passage!™
“Beast! You kick me again, and
'l teil Queleh you're going lo

Lantham races this afterncon !” roared
Bunter,

“Shut up, Bunter!” panted Toumn
Redwing. Quelch was due at his Foru-
room now, and liable to appear at any
wioment.

“Here comes Henry!™
Bab Choerry.

A tall and angular figure appeared
round a corner u the corridor.
Henry Samuel Quelch swept on the

murimured

SO0 LA,

Even the Bounder quailed a little as
ie realised that Quelech must have
keard not only Bunter's yelling, but
liis words also.

“Bunter ¥ rapped Mr.  Quelch.
“Why sra you on the foor®”

I—I—1 mean

“Owl That beast!}
Ihﬂ'_'——"

“Get up at onee 1™ .

Bunter got up, spluttering. .

“Are you responsible for thia,
Vernon-Smith 1  asked Mr, Quelch,
his eyes gleaming at the Bounder's
sullen face.

“1 kicked him " snid the Bounder
alkily. “He was calling me a lot of

retty names! All these fellows heard
im

“Bunter IV i

“Oh, yes, gir| I—I never called him
nnything but & cad, and a swab, and
a smoky beast, and—"

“Y heard what you said about
Lantham races, Bunter ¥

“Oh crikey |” gasbed Bunter. *I—I
never meant anything, sirl never

neant to give Bmithy away, sir——I—I
wouldn't! I-—=I dare say he’s only
f:}ing to Lantham to see the cricket—

ntean, I don’t supposa he’s going at
all! I don’t know anything about 1f,
sir! T never heard him speaking to
Augel of the Fourth, and he never
xaig he had to get to Lantham by
twa-thueky and—"

“That will do, DBunterl Vernon-
Smith, you will stay in detention this
ufrernoon 1 said Mr, Q]'-!EIE}'-

The Bounder set his lips.

“I'm going to Lantham, sir,” he
said.  “Can't a fellow go to Lantham
on a half-holiday to see a cricket
mafch ¥

“Undoubtedly,” said Mr. Quelch.
“I understand that other boys m my
Form are going to Lantham with that
objeet, I ceannot trust youw, Vernon-
Sunth. You sre detained for giving
wav Lo your temper—but, mm any case
I should not allow you to go out o
gaies this afternoon, as you are not a
boy to be' trusted !

The Bounder’s face famed.

“1'tn going to Lantham {* he snarled.
“You've no right to take any notice
of the babbling of a fool like Bunter [”

Mr. Queleh drew a deep breath.

“You will be in detention this after-
naon,  vernon-Bmith, until half-past
five!” he said. "I am unwilling to
catie vou agsin, as I have caned you

the Bounder to sit down with a bump and a grunt,

Then Bob snaiched up the

“t Dooogh ! *’ howled the sportsman of the Fourth.

slready this morning; but another word
of insolence—m"

The Bounder choked back the &ngr_‘j
words on Lis lips. He was tough, but
he did uot want another sixl

Mr. Queleh opened the Form-room
door, and the Removites went in,

The Bounder sat in his place with a
black brow. The §llﬂeriin his cyes
told how lLiard he found it to control
his temper. But Henry Samuel Queleh
wai not & master to be trifled with,
and he did control it and sat silent.

When the Bemove were dismissed
after third school, school was over for
the day, for all exce ting Vernon-
Smith. And before iSInlﬁi? the
Formm Mr. Quelch addressed the
Bounder in 2 quiet, icy tone. Prob-
ably he read, easily enough, the
mutinous thoughts of the scapegrace of
the Remove.

“Vernon-Smith! You will return to
this Form-rooin at two o'elock and 1
shall lot you in, and set you a task.
I shall be absent from the school this
afternoon. You will remain in chis
Form-room during my absence until
half-past Gve I

The Bounder did not answer, but the
quick %li!ter in his eyes showed how
little likely he was to remain in deten-
tion while his Form-master was absent
from the school, ]

Mr., Quelch went on very quietly.

“Last term, Vornon-Smith, you
broke detention, on a similar occasion,
and were flogged for that offence. I
have now a serious warning fo give you.
You will not be allowed to repeat that
disobedience and insolence. If you
should leave your detention this after-
noon, 1 shall report your conduct to
the headmaster, and make & formal
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request to him to expel sou from
Greyfriars.™
Vernon-Smith shut his tecth, hard,
“I will not be dictated o, Vernon-
Bmith, by a wilful and headsirong hnfé
If you cannot make yourself amenab
to mmfime, Greyfriars is no place for

voul 1 advise you to reflect on the
warning I have given you. Dlamiss|™
The move went out. And every

fellow whoe wished the Bounder well
vould only hope that he would give up
what was cbvionsly in his mind.

For there was no doubt that Quelch
meant every word he said; and that
if the Bounder of Greyfriars added
one more act of defiance to an already
long list, the school gates would close

behind him for the last time.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Takes A Hand !

“ ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
Bob Cherry uttered that

ejaculation as he came into
the bike-shed after dinner
thet bright spring day.

Bob had a puncture to mend hefore
he started with his friends en a ride
to Lantham to sea the cricket at the
Ramblers ground there.

There was a fellow already in the
shed—with his hand on a ke

It was Herbert Vernow-Smmith, and
he locked as if he was about to lift
the machine down.

He started at Bob Cherry's voice,
and glanced round quickly, catclhung
bis broath as he did =o.

Bob's face became very grave,

He was not feeling specially cordial
towards the Boonder just then., Angry
uncentrolled temper was not popular
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in the Remove, and when Smithy was
it a- disgruntled stete he tried severely
the patience of his chum, Redwing—
and other fellows had no patience ai
all to waste on him. But Bob was
rather alarmed now for the reckless

Aill the Remove kpnew that the
Bounder was the man to break deten-
tion if he had a sporting chance of
getting clear. He would risk =iz,
or even a Head's flogging, as carelessly
as another might have ricked Gfty lines
for sliding down the banisters.

But Quelch's grim warning might
have been expected to produce an
cffect even on the obstinate and arro-
gant DBounder. Yet here he was,
evidently toying with the idea of going

fellow,

out on his bike, although he was due
for detention in a gquarter of an hour
or less,

“8uthy, old man,” said Bob
quictly, *“don't do it, wold chap!

(,}Iuelc meant every word he said in
the Form-room [*

“The old fool's going out!” said
Smithy. "“How's he going to know 7"

Bob compressed hissfipsu Fellows in
the Remove did not use epithets like
that in speaking of their Form-master.
There was no doubt that Smithy's
nickname was & well-chosen one.

But Bob made ne remark on it. He
was too anxious about Smithy to want
ko quarrel with him.

“"You've got to
said. “Queleh will look for you if
you're not on hand.”

“I know that! But after he's
gone—— Look heve, if I cut, 1 shall
have to cut on the q.t.,” zaid Vernon.
Bmith,  “I should be spotted wheeling
out a bike, Will vou take it out for
me—safar if you do.”

Bob shook his head.

o in at tweo,” he

“m|'-'=|'_|i|'__‘_F-l__l_b—ilﬁﬂ-_ﬂ-_ﬂ-qp“q-ﬂ__
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“You'll be missed,” he sgid
" Quelch doesn’t trust you, oid manl
Ten 1w owue he will speak to the

prefects, as he's going out.”

“I'm ne asking you for advice—
I'm asking you if you'll run this bike
out and leave 1t m the spinuey for
me " spapped Vernon-Smith.

“No, 1 won't!” snswered Bob, “If
you're going to ask to be bunked from
ﬂrla;:.:fr:ant you're getting oo help from
me

“Bhut up, then, and leave me alone,
and mind your own buseiness!” snarled
Yernon-Smith.

Bob's blue eyes gleamed. But he
kept his temper, and turned away
without another word, He bad his
puneture to mend, and he up-ended his
bike and got on with it, taking no
further notice of Vernon-Smith.

The Bounder wheeled his machine to
the doorway and stood there, with his
hand rvesting on the handlebars, looking
out.

His mind was, perhaps, not fully
made up. Every rebellious instinet in
bis headstrong wnature wrged him to
mutiny and defiance of aumbority.
But some saving spot of common sense
made him hesitate. It was not going
to be a licking this fime; it was going
to be the sack, if he was spotted; a
brief visit to the Head’s study, and the
irain home. Ewven the reckless Bounder
hesitated at that thought.

Az ho stood there uncertain, Aubrey
Angel of the Fourth Fonn came
lounging in.

Angel, the bad hat of the Fourth,
gave Sanithy a nod.
_“Ready?” he asked.
jigger out in a jiffy 1"

He passed - the Bounder, and went
tnto the bicyele-house.

Smithy's  scowling brow looked
blacker. He had fixed up that trip
with Angel; and if he turned s down,
Aubrey would think bhe fuuked it.
Titat was a hitter idea to Smnbhy.

Bob  Cherry, who had heard the
words spoken 1n the doorway, glanced
up from hiz bike at Angel. What
Buntergsuspected, Bob knew now to be
the fact; Smithy's engagerent that
afternoon was sure to be a shady one,
if he was gum% out with Aubrey Angel.

“EBmithy's detained, Angel!” said
Bob,  He disliked speaking to the
cportsman of the Fourth, but he felt

“1'll get my

that he hul to put in s word.
"Eh? What?” Angel, taking down
his own handsome and uvspensive

ngeoer, stared round at him.  *1s he(™

“Yes; he can’t go out”™

“1 suppose he can say so if he van't
go,” sald Angel curtly. *“*No nced for
sou to butt in that 1 knmow of.” 1lla
looked across at Vernun-Sanith,
" You're comin’, Smithy "
-There was & pause
Eounder answered.

“1 don't know,” he said at last.
“IT've Eot & detention,”

“Can't you cut ™

“Well, yves, but—"

“1If it's an axtra French with Mossco

before  the

"

vou ecan cut. Mossoo  will take no
notice—— Ten to one he wou't, any-
how.”

“It's not that! It's a snot of Fatin

in the Iarm-room; Quele 5 taking
me there at twol” grunted the
Bounder,

*Then wou're sale as houscs ! zaid
Angel. I happen to know that your
beak is going out with Capjer this
afterngon. Get back before 1he old
bean comes in, and you'll be ull right *

“Bhut up that, Angell” said Bub
Cherry. * %uelnh has told Suinhy that
it will be the sack if he's cop pod out

this afrerncomn.”
Angel pave Bob another stave.



“Hus Bmithy asked you to manage
hiz affairs for him?" he inguired, *If
not, you may Aas well kecﬁ your oar
out. Chance it, Smithy ] ash i1t all,
vou never were the fellow to funk a
spot of risk |”

The Bounder reddened.

“I'm coming!” he said. “Look
hore, wheel my bike out for me and
leave it in the spinney, where 1 can
pick it up later. I ¢can drop over the
Uloister wall when 1 get out.”

“Uood egg!” eaid Aubrey. *I'll
take yours out, and come back for
une ! Nobody will spat a thing.”

Bob Cherry rose to his feet, a tube
of solution in his hand, He had a
cather bad puncture to repair, and he
wanted to give it his awention. But
le could not help feeling that any
fellow was called upon to intervene
liere, to save the Bounder from his
own unthinking folly, Aubrey Angel
was about the worst counsellor any
fullow could have had at such a time.

“Biop that, Angel!” said Bob
guistly, as the Fourth Former put a
liand on Vernon-Smith's bike. “I've
i0id you that it's the sack for Smithy if
fw  bresks detention  this  afternocon.
You re not going to help him get it 1n
the neck." . )

Aubrey stared at him with cool and
supercilions contempt. .

Vernou-Smith's  face flushed with
Fage.

“Who asked you to butt in?"” he
roared. _

“Nobody! But I'm butting in all
the sama!” said Bob coolly. “That
beustly cad isu't going to land you in
the soup if I can stop him.”

“Will yon mind Eﬂm own bizney "

“No!" apswerad Bob.

He stepped to the doorway; Aunbrey
had taken the handlebars from Smithy,
to wheel the machine out. Hob
grasped it by the saddle, and with a
wrench of his strong arm, tore it nway
from Angel and sent it curling up
inside the bike-shed. :

Angel uttered an angry exclamation.

Vernon-Smith, his face red with rage,
fairly hurled himself at Bob Cherry,
hittingg out with both fists. If Smiathy
was not to be controlled by his Form-
master, he certainly waa not to be held
in cheek by another Remove fellow.

Bob’s hands flew up at once. ¥e
drop the tube of eolution and
guarded promptly.

A sharp tap landed on his nose, and
he gave o grunt. DBut he kept his
iemper and contented himself with
guarding, and did not hit out in
return, He was a good deal maore
than a match for the Bounder; but he
did not want a fight with Smithy; he
wanted to save him from what was
romnng to him 1if he followed hizs own
wilful -vays.

“Get that bike out, Angel 1" shouted
Vernon-Smith, as he attacked Bob
with fierce encrgy,

“Smithy, old man, don’t be such a
fool ' panted Bob. “That cur
docsu’t care a bhean whether you're
sacked or not! Yon know I do.™

The Bounder did not answer. He
pushed ihe attack fiercely, And Aubrey
.l.i,._uEaI stepped to  the fallen bike,
picked it up, and wheeled it doorward,
while b was hotly engoged with
Simnithy.

"Etop 1 shouted Bob.

Angel laughed, but made no other
reply. In another minute the bika
would have been wheeled out and gone,

Bob Cherry's eyes blazed. He let
SBmithy have his left, causing the
Bounder to sit down with & bump and
s gruut, then he snatched up the tube
of solution and jumped at Aubrey

Angel.
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Tie bike went over with a clang.
Bob's lefr hand grasped Angel's arm,
his right sgueczed the sticky solution
out in a stream over the face of the
sportaman of the Fourth,

here was a fearful how! from
Aubrey as he got it. He struggled and
yelled and howled and ku_:keﬁ—but he
got 1t, to the last spot in the tube,
streaming.

Thenr Bob dropped the empty tube
and turned with his hands up to face
the Bounder, as he scrambled up and
rushed at him,

Aubrey Angel—sticky zll over with
solution, his coliar sticking to his neck,
and his hair to his head—fairly howled
with rage and horror. '

’

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s Strange Tale !

& HUCK it, Smithy 1
*“You meddlin’ fool [ yelled
the Bounder.

) “Oh, keep it up if you like
till Quelch calls for.you !'" said Bob,

Vernon-Smith, alimost beside himself
with rage, nttac’kad furiously.

Bob had 1o hit out, or give ground,
ﬁl;]dd he backed away round the bike-
B,

Angel stood, the p'icl.ur-a of horrified

dismay. Aubrey of the Fourth was
'-'E:iy l-ll'.l_&l‘tlel.ﬂar asbout his appearance,
an 15 appearance now was simply

horrid. Aubrey was in no state for a
ride to Lantham, keenly as he was in-
terested in the three and the three.
thirty,

What Aubrey needed now was soap
and hot water—and plenty of both. He
almost tottered out of the bike-shed
and disappeared. For the next hour or
two Aubrey was geing to be far too
busy to think about Lantham races.

“ Angel 1 shoited the Bounder as ha
wert.

But Aubrey did not heed; he just
went. Aubrey had enough to go on
with, and he did not want any mora.

“¥You rotter [” panted the Bounder.
“You meddlin’ rotter ¥

“¥You wmlly ass!” retorted Bob.
“Ow " A second tep on his nose
caused Bob's temper to rise a litile.
“Look here, chuck it " ] .

“I'll smash you, vyou interferin’
fool 1 ]

“You'll get a jolt on the boko if you
don’'t chuek 1£!" exclaimed Bob im-
patiently. “Well, if you will have
]t_-—'——-r}’

Tapl

Herbert Vernon-3mith had a rather
prominent nose; it rather jutted from
the Bounder's face. Now it felt a¢ if it
was a nail being driven in as Bob's
knuckles tapped on it

The B{-ullgar gasped and tottered,
but he rallied at once and came on hard
and fast. What stopped him suddenly
waa the sound of beoming strokes from
the clock tower. -

It was iwo o'clock. That was the
hour that Bmithy was due for detention,
l}H]'f dropped his hands and jumped

ack.

“ Chuck it, you cad [” he panted.

“Ready and willing[” said Bob
cheerfully. “It’s two, Bmithy. Cut off
te the House before Quelch starts look-
ing for you; you've got the old bean's
Lack up alveady.”

Vernon-Bmith's only answer was a
snarl. Ile ran to his fallen bike and
hurriedly picked it up. The pump had
fallen off, and he snatched 1t up and
jammed it on again, then he rushed
the bike to the doorway,

“Smithy 1" exclaimed Bob. ]

Evidently the Dounder was going to

7

carry on. Aunbrer Angal was no longer
available to wheel the bike out for him
—he was going to wheel it out himself.

Bob stured after hiw in dizmay ms
he rushed 1t out.

 Btop 1"

It waa a sharp voice autside.

Wingate of he SHixth met
Bounder in full carecr, .

Smithy stopped just in time (o svoid
crashing the machmo inte the captain
of Greyiriars,

Wingate gave him a very grim look,

“Whera are you going with that bike,
Vernon-8mith 17 he asked very quietly.

Bmithy made po reply.

The Bixth Form prefect looked at
him hard.

“Put it back on the stand !" he said.

Breathing suppressed  fury, the
Bounder obeyed.

“Now,” said Wingarte, “vou're due
for detention, Vevoou-Smith. Your
Form-master asked we 10 round you up,
as you haven’t Eturned up, I won's
mention to Quelch that 1 caught you
wheeling a bike out. Take that scowl
off your face and come with me to the

House,"
Vernoi-Smith obeyed the

the

Herbert 1
second injuuction, though not the first.
His scow!l was blacker than ever as he
followed the Greyfriars captain,

There was no help for it; he had to

, or to be taken by the collar—and
e went. That bike was not going to
be hidden in the spinney outside the
school walls, ready to be picked up by
the Bounder when he cut detention,

That was so much (o the d, 1n
Bob Cherry's opinion.  Smit ij could
hardly gel to Lantham that afternoon

without & bike, and he could hardly
venture to wheel a bike out if he cut
out of the Form-room.

Bob, as he resumed work on his
guncture, h-:ri)ad that the difficulties in

is way would have the effect of mak-
;'ﬁg' the Bounder give up the reckless
ides.

Having completed that repsair, Bob
Cherny left the bike-shed and went back
to the House, He came on Redwing
by the door,

“Bmithy gone-in?" he asked,

HRedwing nodded with a worried face.

“Yes. ueich marched him in.
was afraid he had cut. And I'm afraid
he's thinking of cutting as soon as
Quelch’s back 15 turned.”

“It's the boot this time if he does,
Reddy,” said Bob, *Quelch has got his
jolly old back up.” 1 .

“1 know. Ouly old Smithy is so ex-
cited; you know what he 13" said Tom
ruefully,. “lile’s a splendid chap, as
you know as well as I do, but he's got &
rotten temper-—poo+ old Swithy I”

“If you're staying in gates, Reddy,
keep an eve open for hom,” said Bob.
“ItP ou see him out of the House grab
him by his back hair and hook him in
egain. I jolly well would !

edwing laughed.

%7 shall keep an eve open, at any
rate,” he said.

Bob nodded and went in search of
his chums. [le had done all he could
for Bmithy, and could only hope for
the best. il rabbed his nose as he
went up to the Rewove studies.
Bmithy's knuckles had landed on 1t
twice—not gently . )

In Study No. 1 four juniors wera die-
eussing toffee from a tu when Bob
tramped in, ;

Harry Wharten pushed the fin across
the table o Bob, and then starved at
hiis nose. )

“Walked inte the banisicrs coming
ap? e asked,

“Fh? No!™ .
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“Been trymg io push & wall over
with your face?’ asked Nugent. _

“0Ob1* Bob rubbed his nose again.
“That was Bimithy. I've been arguing
with him in the bike-shed,”

“In the bike-shed " repeated Harry
Wharton. “ He's not gone out?”

“No; -old Wingate walked him back
to. the House. But 1 fancy it will be

touch-and- with Smithy this aftrer-
noon,” g&id Bob. “He's got his back
up, end 0 hay Quelch.  About even

betting whether he gets bunked, [
nh:mhf say.’ ’

o+

“Ifa cﬁap can't toe the line, nothing
to do but to bunk hbu ! observe
Johony  Bult m'ﬂ.[:ular]i “Who the
dickens is Smithy that he can't toe the
line like any other c¢hapt”

“Well, ves,” paid Harry slowly. “ But
i do hops he won't make a- fool of

imself. We don't want Smithy sacked:
I fancy he's been a bit upéet, tob, by
something in ‘his father’s lettex this
morning, May be some sort of trouble
wt home. And that fat ass Bunter got
his rag out with hs silly rot—"

“1 say, you fello i

“1 say, you fellowsg——"

Billy Bwmiter did rot scat; he came
into stndy. There was & spot of
excitement In- Buuter's fat face. He
did not even notice the toffees on the
oy fell hink Smith

“1 say, you fellows, think Bmithy's
gone mhi:l‘i.'}:‘_ he asked.

“Wha-a-at¥" ejaculated &ll the
Famous Five together, quite startled
by that unexpected question.,

“Y eay, 1 Jookéd into the Form-room
to. speak to him after Queleh went,”
sald Bunter. I was going to azk hiun
to lend me his bike, as ha won't want iL
this afternoon, you know, being de-
tained. And what do you think he was
doing 1

“Latin I®

“He was looking at that photo-
graph |’ aaid Bunter. * You remember
I told you he got a photograph in hia
letter this morning ! Well, there ha
wae with the photograph in his hand,
and I saw it plainly. It was his own
phnb“o,graph.” ;

“What about it, ass? Can’t & chap
lock at his own photegraph ¥

“But that ain’t all,” said Baunter.
“He was scowling at it like billy-o.
And lie said— I'll have some of that
toffee | Bunter spotted the tin.

“Ha said he'd have some of that
toffes ¥’ repeated Harry Wharton
blankly. “What do you mean, you fat

ump?”

*“No. I said that,” explained Bunter.
“Bmithy said——  Look here, shove
that tin over this way! He said—
You fellows seem to have scoffed most
of them.”

Billy Bunter pmmpl;lil annexed the
toffeen left in the tin. aving leaded
his capacious mouth to capacity, he re-
, in .a rather mufed voice,

“He said, * Who wants that cad at
Greyfriars?’ Staring at his own photo-
E“Eg' oen know.”

T amous Five gazed at Bunter.

“ Bmithy said, * Who wants that cad
at Greyfriars?” Looking at his own
photograph I gasped Harry Wharton.

“ Hia vary worde "’ declared Bunter.

“Fathoad

“He jolly well did1” said Bunter.
“Of course, he's & cad =ll right, and
nobody wanta him &t Greylirars, but
Bmithy doesn’t know that, does he? I
mean to say, he wouldn't own up to it,
would he? Think he's mad "

“Must be, if yow've got it right,”™
inned Bob. “More likely  you
ﬁ:"i"&ﬂ't, old fat fathead I**
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“Looking fearfully savage, too,"”
seid DBunter.. * Scowling at lis own
photograph like hilly-o} adn't time

to ask bim abouf his bike. The. minute
he saw me he buzzed a book =t my
head, and I .cut, Illtempered beast,
vou. know, A fellow can’t speak a

word to Smithy. You saw how. he ept

up rusty this. moroing, when 1 asked
hfm if hiz pater Had gone baokrupt.™
*“Ha, ha, hal™

“Can't ask the chap & ¢l question,
snu Enow, without by going off at the
ecp end,” said Bunter. “But ] say,
Faniey him staring at hin own phofo
and saying; * Who wants that cad &t

Greyiriars P Queer, sin't i£?"
™ ;:'ery . if true," said ﬂni‘r}r Whar-
ton, laughing.

“The queerfulness is terrific, but the
trathfulress is probehly not prepester-
vus,”” temarked Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh.

“1 tell vou 1 heard him!™ hoored
Bunter: “1 dare say he wasn't pleased
with' the plote. He wouldn't be, you
kmow, with.an ugly mug like his. He
couldn’t expect it to be good-looking,
ecould he—that nose of his, and all
that?  Swnithy's gwfully rich, but I'd
rather be haudsoihe, on the whole,”
said Bunter; “Bet you he'd give a
lot of Lis guids for.somwe of my good
looks ™

*Oh. orikey 1

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Help 1"

“(Oh, really; you fellows, what are
you eckekling atf"

“Ha, ba. hal” roared the Famous
Five.

And they left Study No. 1, leaving
Billy Bunter to finish the tofiee, and to
wonder what on earth. it was that he
had zaid to make thein cackle like that.

IE——

THE .FIFTH CHAPTER.
Out O Bounds?

11 0K 1™
“ What?"
“l1s that Smithy?”
1] ﬂh :”

Five cyclists were bowling swiftly
along the Lantham road.

Huarry: Wharten & Co  bhad coverad
most of the miles they had to cover,
aud they were thinking of the mateh
they were going to see on the Ram-
blers ground, and Vernon-8mith had
been gquite dismissed from their minds.

But they were reminded of him as
Bob unloosed one hand frony his bandle-
bars, and pointed to a cyclist ahead.

The juniors were pm'ﬂin%' Lantham
Chase, a mile or two out of the town,
For some little time they bad noticed
that there was a cyclist ahead of them,
going in the same direction as them-
selves, but had taken no special heed
of him. There were plenty of bikes
on the Lantham road.

But they gave him their very special
attention, as Bob pointed.

His back, of course, was turned to
them : but there seemed to their eyves
Eunmﬂ:ing familiar in the set of the
gura.

“Can’t be Bmithy,” said Harry. “Ii
locks a bit like him in figure—but so
might a dozen fellows.” :

“1 saw his face when he turned his
head towards the wood a minute ago,”
said Bob. “I'd have sworn it was
Smithy's, You don't often see & boko
like Smithy's. I mean, it's quite &
nice boko, gut there ain't a lot just like
it knocking about.”

“Not Smithy,” dsid Frank Nugent,
shaking his head. “He's not got a
Greyirviars cap on.”™

“"Well, very likely he wouldn’t have,

out of bounds,” said Bob. “Much
more likely to leave his schuol cap of.™”

llwﬂuf yes; hutl—"""‘:“ y

*That chap’s in dark grey,” eaid
Johnny Bull. * Never seen Swithy
that suit. Bit louder, as a rule.”

“Well, let’s hope it isn't Smithe,"
said Bob. “Bit 1 jofly well believe it
is, all the sarp. If it 18, he must have
cut out almost the minute Quelch left
bim, to get ahead of us on the road,”

* But his bike waa in the shed when
we left,” said Harry.

“Might hava rrowed  another
chap’s outside the school. Ha wouldn't
risk being -seen wheeling- ot a bike
when he ypas breaking detention,,”

“The kathead{"™ muttered Wharton.
“Quelch meant it, about the sack. 1f
that's Smithy, his goess i cooked.”

“Wag Smithy goiug alone?” asked
Frank Nugent:

Lob Cherry grioned.

“No. Angel of the Feurth was go-
ing with-hun, But U'll bet Aubrey
hesn't. got all that solution off yet
Ho'y still washing 1 let i have a
tube full to keep him off the grasse.”

“ um {* exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton spddenly.. His eyos were on the
rider ahead. !

That rider had tirned his face to-
wards the dark, shadowy woods of
Lantham Chase,. on the right of the
road, Tt seemed as if he was lookin
for'a path; of which there were several,
leading up frein the road iuto the
wood.

His movement showed for a moment
his profile. It was only a ghpse, but
there was hardly any nustaking, at
least, the nose; not a bad-looking nose,
bat undoubtedly. noticeable.. And if it
was not the r.-r_!_ﬂ, &.twin o il

“Bmithy !™ breathed Wharton,

“Did you see—" exclaimed Nugent.

“I think so. I'tla afraid it's
Smithy,” said the captain of the Re-
move, “Leok here, put it on & bit
and lét’'s make sure.™

The juniors aceelerated.

“What's the good, anyhow?” asked
Johnny Bull. “We can't stop him.”

“Can’t wel” said Bob. “I told
Reddy to grab him by his back hair,
if lie spotted him breaking out. Why
shouldn't we?™

“Oh, rats! We're going to see the
ericket at Lanthanr—not grabbing a
silly. chump by his back hair.”

“"Look 1" exclaimed MNugent.

The. cyclist abead turned to the
right, where a E;Lh_led up into Lan-
tham Chase. aving: the road,

dalled into the path, under the thick

rauches of oaks and beeches.

Every one of the Famous Five, who
were quite near him now, saw his face,
side view, and unmistakabls.

“ Bmithy |"” said Beb.
“Oh, the awful ass!" exclaimed
Harrvy Whartom. "“The reckless fcoll

Thiﬂrgs the finish for him.”

He slowed down. His friends fol-
lowed his example,

Wharton's face was sovely troubled.

e had recognised Verpon-Smith
now, without & doubt.

The Bounder, who should have been
sitting in the Form-room at detention,
was eight or nine miles from the
school. The utter reckless folly of it,
after the warning Quelch had given,
was really appalling.

“Look here, you men,” said Harry,
“we're bound to speak to him—to try
to get him to see sense! His father
treated na jull; well in the hols, and
it would be & fearful knock for him if
Smithy was buzzed off home, right at
the heginninf; of the term. We've got
to stop him |" )

“Think he’ll take any notice of us—



“ Let me pass ! ** sald the youth, “ My name’s not Smithy, you fool !" * Wha-a-at ? ' exclaimed i-larr;.r Wharton,
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“ Are you trylng to make out to fellows who know you perfectly well that you're not Smithy? " ** You doa't know me,"”

said the youth.

an ohstinate ass like that!" grunted
dobnny Bull
“We'l make him, somehow.”
“What sbout the Ramblers match*™

“(h, blew the Ramblers match !
We're not going to seo & Remove man
butked, if we can help 1it. Dash it all,
Smiihy’s not a bad sort, when he's not
in his blessed tantrums! His father
was awfully decent to us, too. Look
here, we've got to stop him "

“0Oh, all” right? said Johnny.
“But you won't stop him, unless you're

oing to yank him back to the achocl

y his ears.”

“We'll try, anyhow.”

“Looks as if he's seen us, snd dodg
ing us, cutting off into the wood like
that,” said Bob., *I know he was go-
ing to Lantham."

“That may be a short cut to thae
races I gnorted Johnny Bull.

“Come on [" said Harry.

He swept round off the road into the
grassy path under tho trees. His com-
rades strung out aftoer him, There was
no space for & bunch of ridera on the
woodland path in Lantham Chase.

If the fellow ahead was dedging, he
was not putting on speed for that pur-
pose. Ho had slowed down & good
deal, and Harry Wharton & Co., pedal-
ling hard, very aquickly overhauled
Luiaes.

Tle sound of so many bicycles on the
path behind him caused him to look
round, and all the juniors saw his face
again—a full view this time. There
waa no doubt about it now. It was &
face they knew ss well as their own
faces in the Flasa.

“Bilop " shouted Harry.

“Haold on, old bean!™ bawled DBob

- Cherry.

A look of surprise came over the face
ahead, as it looked back again. The

rather steely eyes stared at the Famous
Fivae,

The cvelist did not stop, but he
elowed still more, to allow them to
draw near. I'hen he called back.

“What do you want?

“You, old bean!” called Bob.

“What "

“Btop | exclaimed Harry.

“Why the dickens should I sfopf?
What the thump do you meani”

“1 mean what I say ! exclaimed the
captain of the Remove  “For good-
ness’ sake don't be such a fool! Look
hers, will you stop1*

“Why should I?"

“Will you stop?”

“No, I won'tt” .

Harry Wharton set his lips. The
chums of the Hemove were giving up
their afternoon’s excursion on account
of the headstrong, cbstinate fellow who
was asking for trouble that would be
overwhelming, if it happened. Harry
Wharton was concerned about him and
anxious for him, but he was very
nearly &3 anpry 83 he was anxious.
The breaker of bounds waz going to
stop—whether he chose to or not |

Wharton shot on, and rode by the
sicle of the fellow ahead. There was
barely room for two abreast, and tho
rider gave him a sharp stare.

“Io you want an accident, vou fat-
head #* he snapped.

“Will you stop¥”

"Nol”

Harry Wharton said o morve, but he
grabbed hun by the shoulder. Both
bikes rocked wildly, came together, snd
rocked over. Wharton jumped clear
just in time, but the other fellow went
over with a bump. sprawling beside his
bicyele, and the Co. jammed on their
E;‘ulcea behind in a hurry and jumiped

WL

“ You've never seen me before !

“Borry I” gasped Wharton.
you had to stop, you know.”
“You fool!”

The sprawling figure scrambled up.
The face was red with anerer, as the
fellow panted for breath. He had hed
rather a heavy bump. He clenched his
?ﬁ"'ﬂ and stared savagely at the Famous

L1va.

“What do you think vou're up to?*
ho shouted. * Who the dooce are you,
and what do you want?”

“Bul

THE S1XTH CHAPTER.
Amazing !
H ARRY WHARTON & Co. stared
&t him.
They had rather expected
Smithy to be angrr and ex-
eiled. But they had not exypected this!
The glare of rage in the rather hard
face with its jutting boko was oniy

to be expected. But the words made
themm  wonder whether they were
dreamin

“Smitﬁy!” pasped Harey,

“Gonae potty 7™ stubltered Bob Cherrr.

“Who are we?" repeated Johnny
Bull blankly. *“Ave you trving to be
funny, you silly owl, or what do yon
mean "

“My esteemed Smithv—" pgasped
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 asked you who vou were and what
vou wanted 1 came the angry reply.
“What are yvou doing here, anyhow?
This is private ground.  Thers's n
right-of-way through—but you can't
hang about here!l If you're going any-
whers, go.”

“* Potty '™ said Boly, © Hunt!:r znld he
was potty—und he joliv well 13! When
did this come on, old bean?"”

Tae Macyer Lismry.—No. 1,631,
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“¥You checky fool,
meani"”

“*Well, among other things, I mean
to punch vour nose, if you're not & bit
maore civil i retaried Bob.

“Hold on. old wan,” said Harry
hastily. “ We haven't come here for
a row. Now, look here, Bmit

“Are you calling-ime Smiurhy ™

“Eh? ¥You know I am™

“Then whar the thump sare yom
culling me Smithy for, you fool 1"

Harry Wharton jumped.

“Siuthy, old chap, what do you
mean?” he gasped, * Are you ill, or—
or what?"

Really, it seemed to the Famous Five
that the Bounder must be wandering in
hie mind, to put it mildly,

*Look herel! Tve¢ asked you who
you are, and what you want? I don’t
care o straw whe you are, if you eome
to that, but what do yon want? YWhat
hav%yuu stopped me for?”

"We want you to come back with
usi® said Harry.

“To come back with you "

"VYos: helore it's too late™

“Ia this a joke, or what? Why
should [ come anywhere with you—a
mob of silly fools I've never eeen
befora”

Harry Wharten & Co. could only
leok st him. _

It was the Bounder of Greyfriara
they were lecking at—unlesa their eyes
were deceiving them. He was dre
differently from the Bounder, and was
not wearing & Greyfriars cap—but that
was quite & usual trick with Bmithy
when he went out of school bounds
His face, his feaiures, his fipure, the
very tones of his rether strident voiee,
were Bmithy's. Vet he spoke as if they
were perfect strangers to him.

Unless it was some extraordinary de-
lugion on Smithy's part, they did not
know what to make of it.

Bunter, only an hour ago, had asked
them whether they thought that Smithy
was mad—{from his peeuliar action in
the Form-room. They wondered now
whether Bunter’s strange tale was true.

Certainly there was something queer
abaut: a fellow who, staring at his
Ehutﬁgra.ph,_ uttered the words Bunter

eclared that Smithy had uttered. And
now he was denying his own identity
to fellows who knew him as well as
they knew one another.

vmbfounded, they stared at him,

He stared back and then, prunting,
picked up his machine, As they did
not speak, he seemed to intend to go
on and leave them.

Harry Wharlon prom
machine across the pat
WaY.

Mad or sane, the Bounder was not
EOINg o

what de you

tly pushed his
. {-lﬂcking the

BRITAIN'S AIR POWER.

That the people of Gréat Britain are morn
alr-minded to-day than they have ever heen
has been proved h¥ the constant stream of
applicants for service im the Royal Ajr

e. A further proof, il any were needed,
is the enormous success of " The King's Air
Forpe,” & special publication just Issued at
6d. and edited by Clarente Winghester,
A.R.AeS.),; in co-operatiom with the Air
Minictry. "The King's Alr Foroa "—tha
story of Brilain's alr power to-day-is a
most  lascinating  publication, printed in

togravire throughout, which should be
the hands of every patriotic citizren. The
contents desoribe the work of, and conditlons
gwl:.rlm‘ to, service in His Majesty’s Air
orce at home and in the Dominionz and
Colonies, and readers will ind the contribu-
tion m sowrse of valuahle and usetul -
formation abou. this fasoinating subject.
“The King's Air Foroe™ I3 on sale avary-
where, price Gd.

THE MAGNET

“"You cheeky fool I cames an angry
;GE;‘;J “What are vou stopping me
Qr

“You know El-erfecﬂj' well why I am
stopping  you [* said Harry qiietly.
“For goodness' sake don't be such a
mithy 1
'M;i; neme's pot Smithy, you fool!”
“Wha-a-t?" exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“MNow let me pass! I you've mis-
taken me for somebody else, 1 suppose
you -can't help being & fooll Now let
me passl” 2

“Are you trying to make out, to
fellows who know you perfectly well,
that you're not Smithy?" asked the
captain of the Remove.

Oh, don’t be a fool! You dont
know me, as you've npever seen me
before—"

“ Never gecn von before!™ stuttered

g0zt

Nugent.
“Not that I know of, at any rate!
If you've seen me, I've not seen you.

This is tha first time I've. seen you,
snd I hope it will be the last! Now
let me pass, you cheeky fathead !”
“Mad 1" said Dob.
was mad, and he jolly well ia”

“Tne madfulness is terrific 1 gesped
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh, “The
esteemed fathead has pone off Mis pre-
posterous rocker™

The angrv tace turned on the Nabob
of Bhanmipur, and its scowl relaxed
info something like a grin. Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh's fne fow of
English seemed to strike the fellow—as
it often struck strangers!

“Oh gad!” he exclaimed. “Where
did you pick up that lingo? Mind
saying that over againi™

“1 remarkably observed that the

madfulness was terrifie, my esteemed
Smithy,”

“Ha, ha, hal1” came a roar.

“Well, what are you cackling at?”
demanded Bob Cherry. “You're used

to Inky's English by this time, I
su!.qlm-se?”

"Inky! Who's Inky ™

{Fﬂh‘

Bull. *What’s the .of playing this
silly game, Smithy? Think we're goin
to believe that you don’t know ust I%
you're not mad, chiwk it 1"

“The chuckfulness is the proper
caper, my esteemed and idiotie
Smithy.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Go it! T like to ligten
to you! WNever heard anything half so
funny on the radio! Carry on.”

“Will you come back with us?” asked

arrYy,

“Of course | won't] I'm going
home, even if 1 wanted your company,
which I certainly don't.” _

“Home!™ repeated Harry blankly.
“Are you rveally potty? If wou're fool
enough to go home, your number's up.”

“Don’t be a silly idiot, if you can
help it] Have I fallen in with a gang
escaped from an asylom, or what?
Why shouldn’t I go home?™

“ You know that better than I can tell
you. You've gol one.chance—to come
Istr&ighl; back with us, before ii's too
ate, ™

“A sat of lunaties, I can see] When
I in, I'll ask my uncle to put the
police wise that a lat of lunatics have
escaped from an asylum. Now pet out
of my way—I've got to get in to tea,™

“To get in to teal”

2 lﬂ.‘thing surprising in that, at tea-
timef

“8mithy. do stop talking rot! If
g;::u’va gone off your dot, you've got to

Liﬁkmt;]aé'a of.” " .

Ve u that namesa not
Smith, you lnﬁ ] .

“PBunter said he

come off I® %runted Johnny-

“¥ou can tell us silly lies til} you're
black in. the face” grunied Johnny
Bull. "Think we're going to believe
them 1#

“Are you calling me a liar ™

“Of course I am 1

}"-'PH, ¥ou can call me names while

Jéuu re five to one. I'd knock it back

own your oeck if you were here on
your own.™

“Get on with it 1" said Johnny. “ The
other fellows will stand round and see
fair play *

"By gum, if that's square, I'll give
you what you're asking for."

7 Shut up, Johony ™ Bob Cherry
interposed. “We'ra not here to scra
with Smithy. Now look here,

cha o
”il):;o_:.?uu- generally call a fellow ‘old
chap ' when you don’t know him, and
ha;:ra never seen him befora 7"
Oh, chuck that, you ass! Look
herﬂ__rli
“I'd_rather look nt something more
attraciive, thanks! Now, you cheeky
fool, whoever you are, get out of my
way! I've got to get home”
., Home—on that bike I* said Harry,
Why not??
; “l1s ia ‘mad #* said Harry blankly.
‘If you're not mad, as I'm’ beginning
to think you must be, your hone's &
huniirad uﬁ-]hﬂ from here.”
“FPve told you you're takin
somebody alsel Bgy home’s at Lantham
Chase, not ten minutes’ walk away.”
don't understand this1” eaid
Harvy. “If you believe what you say
youva gone cracked, and you can't be
allowed to wander abeut. you're
trying. to pull our legs you can't expect

me for

to get by with it. In either case, you're
Jﬂi* % well coming back with us”
“That's that!” agresd Bob.

" ¥ou can come quietly, Smithy, or
you can come otherwise—but vou'rve
coming ¥  said the captain of the
Remove,

*You fopl—*=

"That's enough! Are yon coming

"Of course I'm not coming ! h
should 1 come with a gang of fools
don’t know? Leave me alone!”

:Ch_uﬂk it and eome.”

;TH you get out of my way ™

N0

“Then I'l make you 1"
And the angry fellow rushed his bike
at Harry harton, creshing it on

Harry's machive, sending the latter
E-le'l hgi

Instantly Wharton Eriaéped him.

The next moment a fist crashed on
Wharton's chin, and he staggered back
and fell,

The Co. made a forward movement
at once, and in another second the
fellow would have been grasped. But
in that second, leaving his bike on the
earth, he leaped away into the trees,

I'here was a rustling and creshing
of the thicket as he ran, and in s
twinkling he was lost to sight,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,

Smithy Again

“ H, my bat!* gasped Bob
Chaorry.

Harry Wharton staggered

up.

He stared round, his hand to a
bruised chin, The fellow, whether he
was YVernon-Smith or pot, had vanished
:nmﬂlﬂ}?‘ -wmid -

YO gas arry.

“He's : n:E-}EI’: sa.idrgﬂugcmt. “No
good hunting him through this wood, I
suppose. He's left his bike.”

arry Wharton rubbed his chin, his
face set and _nngr{]. But he shook his
bead. Hunting the fugitive through



the thickness of the tangled wobd was
not a very hopeful %:impu-aition.

“ Mo good 1" said r?. “ He conld
dodge us for hours—or for ever! He
doesn’t mean  to come back to
Greyiriars. We can’'t make him—

“T feol 8 groat deal more inclined to

boot him than to keep him out of a row
with Quelch after thisl” grunted
Johnny Bull.

Wharton set his lipa.

“We've done all we can,” he said.
“More than most fellows would have
done.  He wouldn't have come back
willingly anyhow, and we should have

ad a pretty tussle getting him back
against his will. If he chooses to get
sacked, let him get on with it—we've
done our best,” -

“Well, we can’t do any more” said
Bob, with a worried look. * But—but
I can't make him out. What could he
possibly have meant by pretending he
wasn't Smithy? He couldn’t expect
us to beliave 1t.™ -
_“Unless he's really cracked—" said

ugent. .
“He didn't look cracked; only in
one of his tantrums! I—I suppose

8mithy can't have a twin brother
k:t_mckllllrg sbout, that we've never heard
of=——

“Hardly 17 :

“Tt was Smithy, all right, but
whether he’s gona cracked, or was

trying to stuff us, I'm blessed if I can
make out!” said Harry Wharton.
“ Anyhow, we can’'t do any more; let's
get on to Lantham, Still time to see
something of the Ramblers match.”

“He will have to come back for his
bike some time |” said Bob.

h"Ha won't come back while we're
ere,”

“No, I su o not. Let's get going.”

The Fa.ngl}gt?: Five wheeled their
machines away, back to the Lantham
road, leaving the other fellow’s bicycle
leaning on a tree,

In & few minutes they wers back on
the high road, where they mounted and
resumed their way to Lantham.

They went in & puzzled and worried
mood. Smithy had to be left to his own
devices, prmticalg certain to result
in axpulsion from Greyiriara. But even
that was not so disturbing as his dis-
claimer of his own identity, which was
unaccountable, except on the theor
that he had gonme cracked. But the
hard-headed under of Greyfriars
seemed really about the last fellow in
the wide world to go cracked.

However, they dismissed Emithg
from their minds when they reache
the Ramblers ground and went in to
watch the cricket. Harry Wharton was
reminded of him every now and then
when he rubbed his c¢hin |

And they all remembered him when,
at the close of play, they went back to
their mechines to ride home to Grey-
friara. 3

FPassing Lantham Chase, on their way
home, they glanced at the deep, shady
woods that surrounded the mansion, &
distance from the road and out of sight.
But they did not expect to see anything
of Smithy there.

They had ne doubt that he had
returned for his bike, after they had
cleared off, and gone to his destination
—no doubt the races.

“The ass ! muttered Bob Cherry.

“He may have got in in time,” said
Wharton, “As Quelch was out this
afternoon, I suppose he had a spori-
ing chance—if he got back before half-
past five."

“MNot likely! Wingate knew he was
thinking of cutting; he caught him with
bis jigger at the bikeshed! Bet you

EVERY SATURDAY
Quelch told a prefect or two to keep

an E{a n];len."

““Must have ! said Johnny Bull.

"Well, in that case, he's copped,”
said Harry, “and a follow never asked
for it so much *

“It's rotten, though,” grunted Bob.
We doo't want the wold Bounder
sacked.”

“No.” Harry Wharton released a
handlebar and rubbed his chin. *I feel
like giving him a hiding, but we don't
want him sacked. an't be helped,
though—he must have it if he won't
have anything else.”

They rode on in glum silenca.
Exasperating as the Bounder was, much
a8 he made them want to punch him,
it was a dismaﬁing thought that they

were going back to Greyfriars to see
him sacke

“Hallo hallo, hallo!” howled Bob
suddenly. “There he is®

Hardly half a mile from the zchool
they sighted a nicliat ahead, going the
same Wway. They stared at him.
Although they could not see his faco
tha%knaw that it was the Bounder,

“Heg's changed his clobber 1” grunted
Johnny Bull,

“ And he's got on & school cap now,"”

said Nugent.
“That's his own bike!” said Bob.
“It's not the one he was riding at

Lantham Chase; it's his own!”
_They put on a spurt and overtook the
rider ahead.
It was Herbert Vernon-8mith, and he
gave them an unsmiling ;]anm.
t L]

“So you've got back!” said Harry
Wharton.
“Eh? Back from where?” grunted

Vernon-8mith.

“ Lantham.”

“Don't ba a fool ¥

“Thanks! Your manners haven't
iumTad since we saw vou last,”

“Well, what do yon mean?" snarled
the Bounder. “You know I've been in
detention, and had to cut out
Lantham.”

“8iill mad? asked Johnny Bull
sarcastically o

*What do you mean, you idiot "

“Well, have you puolled through with
Queleh ?” asked Harry. “You can't
have, if you're only just going in. It's
nearly bhalf-past six now, and just on
lock-up. Have wyou been in and come

¥ out again, or what#"

The Famous Five were guite puzzled.
Seeing . the Bounder thers they had
quite supposed that he was on his way
back, after breaking detention. But
be certainly did not look like a fellow
who was going to be sacked. He looked
disgruntled, as he had locked all day,
but that was all. ,

“] don't know what you're talking
sbout [ anapped Bmithy. “Quelch let
me out at half-past five, and I got out
for & run on the--jigger, after being
atuek in the Form-room all the after-
noon.  What about it?”

“Then wou were in the Form-room
when Quelch came in¥"

“0Of course I waa”

“You got back in time?" _

“Got i.ﬂ.{:k from where, you silly
owl*"

“Lantham.”

*(h, don't be a fool!”

“You're not going to tell us that

ou never went out this afternocon,

mithy " asked DBob Cherry.

“1 ghould have, only Wingate had his
eye on me!” anarled ihe Bounder. *1
hadn’t a chance!”

“Then we only dreamed that wa saw
you at Lantham?" asked Johnny Bull
sarcastically.

The Bounder staved at him.

“You deeamed it, if you fancied you

saw me!"™ he anapped. * What are you
getting at? Trying to pull my leg, or
11"]1?1"-:]_? : ¥ t . t ll [} ]

“*No; you're trying to pull ours,

**Oh, 5tu¥1 talking vot!"

“Wall, if you've pulled through, I'm
51;&1" said Harry. *“Yon jﬂﬁ: well
asarve to bhe sacked, and hooted, too;
but I'm f“d you've pulled I;hmugﬁ.”

“Thank you for nothing.”

“"But you needn't try to tell us that

u naver went out!" snorted Jobnny
ull. “*Think we should give you away
to Quelech ™

*I never went out, you fool, till after
Quelch let me out for a run on my
J]%gﬂ!‘l”

Oh, shut up!" said Johany, in dis-
gust. “Come on, you fellows, I've had
anough of this, for onel"

And the Famoua Five accelerated and
shot ahead, the Bounder staring after
them with an angry scowl as they went.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Extraordinary !

R. %UELDH frowned.
t waa the [ollowing day,
and, after class, the Remove

master had walked into Conrtr
field. As he progressed up the Hlﬁh
Btreet of that ancient market town, he
was thinking of that most troublesome
mermber of Tliﬂ Form, Herbert Vernon-
Smith. : )

Smithy, always a thorn in the side of
his Form-master, had been, so to speak,
rether more thorny than usual that day.
He had been exactly as troublesome as
any fellow could venture to be in Form
-—gut. at the same time, so wary that
Quelch found it difficult to pin him
down. ]

Quelch was certain that the droppin
of a desk-lid which had resounds
through the Form-room like the report
of & rifle was no accident. But he was
not quite certain enough to give the
Bounder linez for it. . _

He was as good as certain that it was
Smithy who had projectad the ink-ball
that made Billy Bunter suddenly bound
up with a loud yell. But again he was
not  certzin  enough to whop the
Bounder,

Once more he could hardly doubt that
it was Herbert Vernon-Smith who had
spilt ink on the seat of hiz high chair at
his desk. But there was no evidence
to back up that moral certainly, and
Quelch was & just man,

It was really not easy for a man deter-
mined to be just to deal with so very
wary & bird as the Bounder in o rag-
ging mood.

Quelch did not intend to give up being
exactly, precisely, and meticulonsly
just!| But he was exasperated; and hea
did intend to make the Bounder sorry

for his sins onece unmistakably just

cAuSe Was given.

And now

Coming up the High BSireet, and
ing the bun-shop, Quelch’s eyes

xed on a youth sitting at one of the
tables outside that establishiment.

He gazed at the well-known features
of Herbert Vernou-Smith !

True, there was no harm in that
youth's occupation. He was sipping a
glass of ginger-beer at his table, as
a Grevirviars man might be scen doing
any day.

nt—there was a hut!

On hall-holidays the town of Court-
field was within achool bounds, and
Herbert Vernon-Smith, or any .other
Greyfriars fellow, was st perfect liberty
to imbibe ginger-beer at the bun-shop.

On other days, it waa ont of bounds;
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and any fellow desiring to go o Court-
field had to ask leave from -his Form-
mastar,

Smithy had not asked leave!

He was, therelore,

there he was, sitting right under his
Férm-master's. eye;, drinking pinger-
beer, and apparently recking nothing if

the whole staff at
and beheld him.
Even that was not his whole offence.
He was not wesring his school capt
Greyfriara fellows had weaar the
lEht:-F colours, and generally were quite
pleased to do so. Fellows who discarded
their school caps when they were out
of gates could only be supposed to do s
from one- motive—a desire not to -he
recognised as Greyfriars fellows] Whiich,
again, could only mean that they con-
templated ani'}nurning in that

reyfriars walked by

Greyfriars fellows were not allowed to
enter.
Which Mr. Quelch had not the

glightest doubt was Smithy's idea.
Smithy was ‘suspected—or rather more
than suspected—of snesking into the
Three Fishers, and getting orgarettes
from the back door of the Crosa Keys.
At the moment he was'quite harmlessly
occupied, but the plain grey cloth cap
on his head hinted of lawless inténtions,

Mr, Quelch breathed hard, and he
breathed deep! All through that de
this boy bad irntated lam--a. bard-
worked and dutiful Form-master. Now
he was ont of bounds and not in his
school colours. WQuelch bore down on
him with & grim brow.

And he stared at Quelch as if he did
not care & boiled bean! He did not rise
to his feet: he did not cap the Form-
master; and he did not seem in the
slightest degree alarmed. If anything
could have added to Mr. Quelch's in-
tense annoyance that would have done

it.

He halted at the table, and fixed his
gimlet eyes on the boy with a gleam in
t

“How dare you " he asked,

The youth m the grey cap, already
staring at bim, stared harder.

“Speaking to me?" ho asked.

“You know perfectly well that I am

speaking to you, you impertinent young
:mll‘g satd Mr, Queﬁ'h, in a deep
voice.

“ Mlad 7"

“Wha-a-a-t7" :

“Well, what are you calling me

names for, you old denkey?"

Mr. Quelch stood rocted. He could
hardly believe his ears. 5

He was accustomed to impertinence
fromm that particular member of his
Form. He was accustomed to Vernom-
Smith being as disrespectful as a fellow
could venture to be. But he had never
been addressed like this beforea! Ho had
never dreamed that any schoolboy could
think of so addressing him. 8. WES
so utterly astounded, so utterly taken
back, that he could only stand staring
at the hn;r—a.lmmt ibbering at him!

“"Boy!"” he gasped at last,

“Man!" came the cool retord.

“Come with me!” uelch’s voice
trembled with anger. “If that ia your
bicyele, you may wheel it] Come with

me at onecel”
against the back

bike was leanin%
of the seat. But the boy made no move.

ment to get up and take it. He only
stared.

“Do you hear me?"” breathed Mr.
Quelch.

“I'm not deaf, old bean! If you're
not a gibbering maniac, will you tell me
what you're driving at?”

Queﬁ gasped ] He did not answer
that! No Form-master could ibly
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hive auswered such a question. It was
& E&m for.action, 1;:11::1:- f:;r words. Quelch
went promptly into action.

He g bEdea_ ecollar .and hooked the
youth 1o his feet. He-gave him a shake,
which elicited & gasping yell, and then

another,
Ermt-h&cl.

“*Now coma!™ he

“¥ou old fool—

“ Bilence! Come:with me at once!”

*You mad old goat, let go my collar!
What the dickens do you meani I'll
hack your shins if you don't let go my
ﬂu!lﬁr!’::ha " ad Mr. Quelch.

‘1 order you—"" gasp r. Que
¢ “If;\flhﬂ cares for your -orders, you old
o0 ‘:r

“U my word! I-—F—— Btopl”
_With' a. sudden -wrench, the boy. tore
his collar loose. ‘He grabbed his bike,
and ran it across the pavamént into the
atreat. ;

"“Stop!" shrieked Mr. Quélch.

With a leg over the machine, the boy
looked round end laughed. -

“You thumping old ass, you'd better

go back :;gdur keepers!™ he said. “ Are

you as mad as & hatter, or what's the
rmatter with vou?"

Quelch made & rush across the pave-
ment. The bike shot. away before he
could establish contact.

At 8 cooler moment, Quelch would
have realised that he hed. no chance in
8 race with a bicycle. But he was not
cool at that moment. He was boiling.
He rushed after the bicycle.

Down the High Street went tha
cyclist. After him flew the Remove
master of Greyfriars. Dwezens of pecple
on both sides of the strest stared at
them, and there was a sound of loud
laughter.

“(Gao it, old 'un 1" shouted a butcher's
boy, A chorus of encouragement
followed,

“Put it on, old boney !

“Ketch him! Ketch him 1"

*Ha, ha, ha "

“’0Op it, old 'un1”

Thus encouraged by the publig,
Quelch raced.
But the bike shot far out of his

reach, turned a corner. and vanished.

Quelch slackened.. Laughter - and
shouts of encouragement from butchers’
boys were not really what Quelch
wanted, and he realised. with crimson
face, that he had quite forgotten the
dignity of a Form-master.

He dropped into a walk; but he
walked quite quickly till he was out of
view of the mterested public in Court-
field High Street,

Queleh had come into town that after-
noon to call at the library. He dismissed
the library from mind now. With a

rim brow, he set out on his return to
the school; and the expression on his
expressive countenance boded ill for
the Bounder of Greyfriars when he
arrived there,

THE NINTH CHAFPTER.

A Row Inm The Rag!
SAY, you fellows!|” .
Billy Bunter rolled into the
Beg, his eyes gleaming with

1

excitement  behind his  big
spectacles,
* Smithy here?™ he %aspei
“Here 1" answered Herbert Vernon.

Smith, staring at him. “What's the
matter with youn, yvou fat Cw] ™

A pood many fellows wera in the Rag
hefore tea.,

Smithy and zome of them were talk-
ing ahout the series of rags that the
Bounder had perpetrated in the IForm-
room that day.

Stott,

Skinner, Snoop, Bolsover
major, and two or three other fellows

were highly amused, and theroughly
sppreciative. Others were neither.
Lord Mauleverer, in an armchair, ex-
ressed mild disapproval ip his face.
om Redwing looked very grave.
Harry Wharton & Co., talking cricket
by the window, gave Bmithy no heed—
but the chuckles from the group reached
them, and they could-only wonder that
the Bounder; after yesterday’s happen-
ings, was fool enough to hunt for wore
trouble with Quelch. .
Bunter's excited how! as he rolled in
drew general attention..
Bunter blihlimd at Smithy through
his big spectacles.
“ Oh, you're herel” he exclaimed.
“Why shouldn't I be here, fithead "

“Well, Quelch can't know you're
here,” said Bunter, *“If he knew you
were here, he wouldn't be asking about
VO,

“Js ha asking about me, assi”

“J hesrd himi ask Wingate if you'd
come 1mr—"

“71 baven't besn out, fathead”

“-H'B-, hﬂr hﬂ'lu .

The. Bounder's brow darkened,
Bunter's fat giggle showed that he did
pot believe  that statement; and the
Enundar made a movement towayrils

in.

Billy Bunter promptly dodged round
the Famous Five.

* Hera, you keep off, you beast " he

exclaimed. “JIf you haven't been out,
Quelch éﬂl\l’g well thinks you have, as
leﬂl aske ingate whether you'd come
11

“Hmithy hast’t been out!” said
Skinner.

“He, he, he!l

“You fat octopus—"" roared
Smithy:

“Well, Quelch asked Wingate if you'd

ecome in! Wingate said he didn't know,
I heard him ask Coker of the Fiith,
and Hobson of the Shell if they'd seen
vou! He fancies you've been cut. Ile;
he, hal"”

'i'he Bounder scowled.

“I don't see why he ehould!” he
snapped. "“He would like to get a
chance at me, I know that; but I'm not
fool enough to give him ane. Besides,
1.could go out 1f I liked—it’s nowhere
near loek-up [

“He, he, he! What have you been
up to-out of gates?” grinned Bunfer,

“1 tell vou I've not been out of gates,
you gibbering fat sheép "
** e, he, he 1™

“Is ‘anythi
ass,” msked
you :mlf' ‘gabbling out of the
your stily neck, as usual i’

“Oh, really, Wharton—="

“Has Quelch really asked
Smithy?” snapped Tom Redwing.

“Yes, rathﬂrf 1 say, you fellows, he’s
fearfully wild! Grinding his teeth "
said Bunter impressively. “ Naver zeen
Quelch in such a fearful bat! Smithy
must have done something pretty awiul
1 say, Bmithy, has he zpotted you at the
Threa Fishers§{"

“Bmithy,” exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton, ' for gooduess’ sake, have you been
mad enough to play tha goat to-day—
after vesterday?

“1've said that I haven’t becn out of
gates since cless to-day, Wharton ¥
satd Vernon-Smith, between his tevih,

“Yes, and you said that you never
went out of detention E\ESIEI'&EF,“
snapped the captain of the Remove
impatiently. “Don’t be an ass |”

“Are you calling me a liar, Harry
Wharton " asked the Bounder, his eyes
blazing, and his fists clenched.

“I'm telling you not to be an ass "

“ Smithy never went out of delention
yesterday, Wharton 1" ssid Tom Red-
wing, staring at the captain cf the

up, DBunter,

you fat
arry Wharton,

‘or are
back of

{for
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rm, with an expression that made even Vernon-Smith’s heart beatl
* Did you chalk those words on the blackboard ? ** I sir ™

The Bounder's face registered innocent surprise.

Remove. “I was waiting for him to
come out of the Form-room when
Quelch let him out at half-past five.”

“ He got back in time I”’ said Harry.

Redwing gave his chum a startled
lock,

“Smithy, old man! You naver—"

"No, I never " snecred the Bounder,
"I was going to, but Wingate had his
eve on me, and I couldn't! Otherwise
I should have.” ]

“Thank gooduess yvou never did, at
any rate!” said Tom, with a deep
breath. * For goodness’ sake, Wharton,
don’'t talk such rot—any talk like that
getting to Quelch would set him

“I'in not going to talk about it
answered Harry, “'but I'm not going
to pretend to believe that Smithy's tell-
ing the truth when I saw him at
Lantham vesterday, when he was sup-
posed to Be in the Form-room.™

“You ecouldn’t have—"

“I did!" :

“It's & lie !” yelled the Bounder furi-
ously.

“If it's a lie. wa're all in it together,”
said Harry Wharton contemptuously,
“ Every fellow who was with me will
say the same.” gl

“Yes, rather!” said Bob Cherry

romptly. “What are you gattmg at,
gmimy? You know we saw you!l"

“Liar "

Bob's blue eves glinted.

“Pack that up!” he said curtly.
“You can tell all the lies you like,
Herbert Yernon-Smith: but you're not
gc:itEng; to call me what you are your-
aelt I’

#Liar!" welled the Bounder, * Liez
all round, if you make out that you saw
me out of gates before half-past five
vesterday ! What's this game, you
rotters? Are you tryving to land me in
a row with Quelch, or what?"

“Ia the fellow cracked?” exclaimed
Frank Nugent. * Smithy, are you going
to deny that we ran you down on your
bike, and tried to get you to come back
to the schocl?” . ;

“Good little Erics ™ sighed Skinner,

" Bhut up, Skinner ™

“You all sav thae same, do you?" de-
manded the Bounder, with a ferce
glare at the Famous Five. .

“ Yoz, we do: and vou know it said
Johnny Bull,

“Then you're liars all round, and
vou're doing thia to get me into a row
with Quelch !” roared the Bounder

Flarry Wharton's lips curled.

“We tried our hardest to lkeep you
out of a row with Quelch,” he said,
“You know that, without my telling
you. I can’t understand now how you

ot back in time without being spotted.

‘m glad you dide—" :
“You're mistaken.” exclaimed Red-

wing, *I'm asz good as: certain that
Emithg never left the Torm-room—
apart from his saying so——"

“Think we dreamed that we saw him
—fiva of us, all dreaming the sams
thing in broad daylight!™ hooted
Johnny Bull

“"He, he, hel” from Bunter.

Thers was & buzz of excitement in the
Rag. Every fellow was listening, and
looking on, with breathless interest, at
that strange altercation.

Vernon-Smith stood facing the five
with c¢lenched fists and flashing eyes.
He seemed on the very verpe of rush-
ing at the whole group, and hitting out
right and left.

“You rottersz! You  roifers
breathed Vernon-3mith. He seemed
almost choking, ''Making up lies like
Bunter—"" :

“Oh, really, Smithr—="

¥1 tell all vou fellows," said Vernon-
Smith, lookine round at the circle of

[H

staring faces, "““that I never left the
Form-room vesterday, after Quelch
walked me in & few minutes after two,
till he let me out at five-thirty! Now
what do vou think of those lying cada?"

The cool contempt in the faces of the
Famous Five was a sufficient answer
to that. Dvery fellow in the room
lknew that they were apeal-:inithe truth,
or, at all events, what they believad to
be the truth. But the Bounder's repu-
tation for veracity wa: far from bemng
a3 good. =

Disbelief and darision were to be
read in most of the faces at which the
Bounder stared. Even 8kinner & Co.
did not affect to believe him,

“ What rot, Smithy!” said Bolsover
major. "No good gammomng usl
We're all friends here! No man 1o the
Bemove would give you awav "

“1 tell you I never went outl”
almost shrieked Vernon-Smich.
Bolsover = shrugged  his

shoulders.

“0Oh, all right, have it your own
way—I don't care!”

“It’s a lie—a lie!” panted Vernon-
Smith passionately. I can’t make
out why they've invented this, unless
it's a trick to land me with Quelch ]
But it's & lie from beginning to end.
They never saw me withit ten miles of
Lantham yesterday—and they know
they never did !

“(, let 1t go at that!” e=aid Harr
Wharton contemptuously, “We trie
to do you a good turn, and I've still
gob a hbruise on my chin where you
gave meo a knock[”

“I gave you & knock—yvesterday ™
panted the Bounder. “I 1

broad

wad a row
with Cherry in the bike-shed—I never
even saw youl”
Cantinued on page 16,
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{Continued from page 13.)
o Oh, cut it out! Pm fed up with
it

The Bounder strode fowards him.
His face was working with passionate
rage.

“I say it's a le! he shouted.
“Every one of gml is & liar, and I'll
knoek your lies back down your nechks!
You first, Wharton—put wup your
hands, you lving rotter, and—"

“Cave ¥ dga.apnd Hazeldens, as the
door opened, '

Mr. Queleh stepped in.

There was & ﬂl.:lc;)dﬂﬂ hush,

Vernon-Smith, about to spring at the
saptain of the Remove, dropped his
hands, still Eanting with rage.

Mr. Queleh's glance swept over the
cerowd in the Rﬂf, Thay fixed on the
Bounder's flushed, furious face,

“"Vernon-Bmith ™ he said, in & voice
like tron. “Follow me to your head-
master's study at oncel”

The Bounder set his lips.

“What for? he snarled, “What
have 1 donef”

“I will tell you!” said Mre. Qualch,
in the same hard, grim tone. " You
have so far excecded the limit of your
wsual insolence, Vernon-Simith, that I
should resign mv position in this schoo]
if vou were allowed to remain here
one hour longer. 1 am taking vou fo
vour headmasier to be expelled from
Lirevfriars. Now come ¥

The Hounder alinost reeled.

“Mr. Quelch—" exclaimed Red
wing. overwhelmed with dismav.
“You need say nothing, Redwing.”

“What have I done?' shrieked the
Bounder, almost beside himself, *If
vou've heard those fellows saying that
I wentl out of detention vesterday, it's
a lie t™

“I have heard nothing of the kind,
Y ernon-Snith.

“Then what can
Boutider.

“Follow moe at oncel If you have
anvthing to say, you may say 1t {o
vour headmaster! T decline to hear
one word from you! Comet”

The Bounder gave him slmost & wild
look., Then, with a dumbfounded,
haggard expression on his face, he
followed his TForm-master from the

Bag.

He lelt a dead silence behind him.
It was the sack at last for Bmithy—
and the Remove fellows could only
wonder what it was he had done to
ask for it,

k]

panted the

rr————

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Up Before The Head !

BR. LOCKE raised his eyebrows
slightly,

he expression on Mr

Queleh’s face as he entered the

Head's study rather startled the head.

master. And the red rage in Vernon-

dmith's face, following the ‘Remove
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master In, more than startled him—it

displensed him deeply.
“Mr. Quolech—what—" he ex-
 olaimed,

_“1 have brought thiz boy to yom,
sir, to demand his expulsion from the
school I said Mr. Queleh, his voice
trembling with suppressed feeling.

*But what—"

“I will tell you, sir! I walked to
Courtfield after class to-day and saw
thiz boy, Vernon-8mith, there—oqut of
bounds, without leave |”

“You did not!” shouted Vernon-
Smith.

Mr. Quelch made a sort of convulsive
movement., Thunder gathered in the
brow of the headmaster,

“Vernon-Smith—silence |
you? Eilence [¥

“I never—"
“Be silent ™

How dare

Head.

vour

exclaimed the
“Anothier interruption while
Form-master_ is speaking, Vernon-
Brmith, and I will expel you, without
waiting to hear what you have done!
Bileneca ¥

The Bounder shut his teath.

_ “Thank you, sir 1" said Mr. Quelch,
in & gasping voice. "I hardly under-
stand this boy. He has always been
rebellions and disrespectful | ¥ou have
yourself, sir, more than once, ocon-
sidered whether he should be sent away
from the school! But what he haa
done to-day—" Mr, Quelch choked.

Ine Bounder opened his lips. A
glint came into the headmaster’s eyes
and he shut théem again,

“FPlease tell me what this trouble-
some_boy has done now, Mr. Quelch,
and I will deal with him without loss
of time !

“Az I have said, sir, I saw him in
Courtfield, out of bounds without leave,
I spoke to him, intending to order him
to return to the school, and he replied
with such insolence that I do not care
to repeat the words he used.”

Mr. Queleh's cheeks burned at the
recollection that he had been called an
old donkey!

* Is 1t possible?” exclaimed the Head.

“I took him, sir, by the collar to
fake him away and he wrenched him-
?ie!fl ll_?use, jumped on his bieycle, and

LA

Yernon-SBmith stared at the Remove

master. He seemed more amazed than
enraged now, though he was still
enraged.

“Enough 1™ said Dr. Locke. "It is
not necessary to give me particulars,
Mr. Quelch, on & subject painful te
you. What vou have told me i3 more
than enough. Vernon-Smith, vou will
pack your box immediately, and I will
make arrangements for you to be taken
to vour home by the earliest possible
train.”

The Bounder gasped,

“May I speak, sir?”

“If vou have anythin
may a{mak; but be h{;g A

“I have not been in Courtfield to-
day, air!”

AMre. Quelch breathed hard.

Dr. Locke raised his hand.

“8ay no more! You are expelled,
Vernon-Bmith [ If only for daring to
cast doubt upon Mr. Queleh’s word, I
will not allow wou to remain in this
school another hour 1™

“I''n not casting doubt on My
guﬂlch‘s word, sl anted the

ounder. “I'm saving that he has
made a mistake,"”

“A mistake '™ repeated the Hend.
He stared at the Bounder’s flushed,
excited face and then locked at Mr.
Queleh. “You saw the boy plainly, I
suppose. Mr. Queleh? Thera is ro
possibility of error?”

Y Naone, siv ! gpasped Mr, Quelech. I

to say, vou

cannot understand the boy's insensate
ingolence in making such & statement
I not only saw him rfectly plainly,
but spoke to him and, ns I said, took
him by the ecllar. I should not be
likely, ‘eir, to mistake the identity of
& boy in my own Form ¥

“Impossible 17 said Dr. Locke. “If

on am-e nothing else to say, Vernon-

mith——*"

“I've got plenty to sav !” panted Lha
Boundes, "PME. Quelch aa"i that he
saw me in Courifield sinee class to-day.
It’s hardly more than an hour since
elass. I can prove that I have not been
out of gates for one minute. T've rot
been out of the school. How could 1
be in Courtficld when Mr. Quelch was
there? A fellow can't be in two places
at otice |
: The Head looked at him hard.
There was something convincing in the
junior’s passionate earnestness. On the
other hand, there was the Form-
master’s positive statement.

“8end for Wharton, sir!” panted
Yernon-Bmith.

“Wharton ! What has Wharton to
do with it?”

“He was a8t the nets after elass. I
was there, too—half the Remove were
thera, They'll say I was there—rtill
half an hour age. Ask any fellow—
Wharton—Nugent—Field—Todd—Hazel
—Russell—Ogilvy—half the Form saw
me there all the time!"

“Was it more than half an hour apgo,
Mr. Quelch, that you saw this boy at
Courttield 1"

Mr. Qualch looked at his watch.

“It was exactly twonty-five minutes
ago,” he said. "I took a taxicab back
to lode no time—but Vernon-Smith,
being on his bicycle, returned frat.”

“Quite so,” said the Head, * Now
therea——"

“That i1sn't all!™  shricked the
Bounder, “After I came in from

cricket, I was in the changing-reom—
& dozen other fellows there—some of
my Form, and some of the TFourth,
and Potter and Greene of the Fifth—
you can ask any of them!” Smithy
‘;:Htﬁd for breath. * Coker will remem-

r—I chucked a wet sponge at his
head 1™

“This is a very extraordinary story,
Mr, Queleh !” said the Head.

“Very extraordinary indeed, sir,”
sald BMr. Quelch, *as any of the
boys named will disprove these reckless
statements, if asked.”

“Ask them ! hissed Vernon-Smith.
“Ask any fellow in the Bag if I haven't
been there for the last half-hour
nearly. 1 haven’t been out of sight of
at least six or szeven fellows sincas
¢lasgs i

Mr. Quelch looked at Vernon-Smith.
In spite of himseli—in spite of the
evidence of his own eyes—he could not
help detecting the ring of truth in the
Bounder’'s passionate voice,

Pr. Locke pursed his lips.

“You are ahbsolutely certain, Mr
Quelch, that there is no possibility of
error ™ he asked.

“* Absolutely, sirl”

"Th{’-ﬂ ¥

“Will you =end for any of the fellows
I've named ?” hissed the Bounder. *[f
they deny what I say, you can sack me,
and I won’t say a ward. I tell you,
gir, that Mr. Queleh has made a mis
teke, and that I can prove it if you
give me the chaneal™ :

“I have made no mistake I said Mr.
Quelech.  “8uch a mistake would be
impossible. You are deliberately wast-
ing time, Verron-Smith.”

“Dr. Locke! TYou'll see justice
done ! eaxcluimad the Bounder, alinost
in despair. "“Give me 5 chance to




prove: what 1| sayl 1 tell vou, sir
dozens of fellows know that 1 baven’
been ‘out of gotes to-day.”™

Dr. Locke pau-ed.

That Vernon-Smith was telling the
truth seemed impossible to hiﬁiu"ﬂ!.
Yet if he was speaking falsely, it was
only nceessary to put a. single question
to one of the fellaws he had named.

The Head was perplexed, Mr,
Quelch broke a rather painful silence,

“It shall not be in the power of this
unscrupulous boy to say that he has
been condemned unheard!” he said.
“With vour consent, sir, I will send for
my head boy, and Wharton shall
ﬂPEﬂ-I{.-”

“Do so, Mr. Quelch!®

And the Remove master touched the
hell and sent Trotter to summon the
i.'!ﬂp{;ﬂ.ln of the Hemove to the Head's
atudy.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Alivi Complete !
HARRY WHARTON entered the

Head’s study.
He gave a quick E‘Innnﬂ at
the Bounder's flushed, almost
deupsrata face, and then looked at the
ead.

*You sent for me, sir}”

" ¥es, Wharton! VYour Form-master
will question you.”

Wharton transferred his attention to
the Hemove master.

“I desire your evidence, Wharton, in
support or otherwise, of a statement
made by Vernon-Bmith!* gaid Mr.
Quelch. “I dismissed .my Form at
four o'clock this afterncon. Kindly
tell me what you did subsequently.”

“I went down to the nets, sir, with
some other Remove fellows” said
Harry, astonished by the guestion.

*“Other Remove boys, do you mean?”

“Yes, sirl®

“{zive me their names”

“I'm not sure that I remember every
fellow, sir,” éaid Harry, more and
mora astonished.

“(Give me the names you remember,”
“Nugent, Bull, urree  Singh,
Cherry, Field, Hazeldene, Ogilvy,

Vi Quelch suddent
r. Quelch suddenly interrupted.
“ Vernon-Smith 1 . P

“Yes, sie

“You are sure thst Vernon-Smilh
was present §*

“0h, yes, sir! Squiff—I mean Field,
gave him some bowling, and——"

“Was this immediately after class?”

“Yes—a few minutes—"

“Did Vernon-Smith remain at the
nets with you ¥

“Yes, sir, till we left.”

“When was that 7"

“ About half-past four,™

Mr. Quelech pursed his lips. It was
very soon after half-past Iour that he
had taken a fellow by the collar at the
bun-chop in' Courtficld. If S8mithy had
ot there on his bike in the time, it

ad been quick work.

“You are sure 1t was as late as half-
past four, Wharton 7%

“Quite, sir! I heard the half-hour
chime a few minutes before we Jefe.”

“ Before—or afier ¥

“ Before, zir,” said Harry, in utter:

wonder,
'r{‘]:ere was a long pause,
You rely wpon Wharton's state-

ments, Mr. Quelch 7 azked the Ilead,
breaking a long etlence

“He 13 my head box, sir, and T trust
him implicitly,” said Queleh. *“There
15 no quesiicn ithat Wharton's state-
mrenis are correct Yornon-Smith ecan
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have lost no time to reach Court
feld—"

Harry Wharton started. He under-
stood mow what hia evidence was
wanted for. The Bounder was accused
of having dane something in Court-
field, since class, and he was trying to
establish an alibi.

“You did not see Vernon-Smith after
you left the oricket nets, Wharton "
asked the Remove master,

“Not Hll I went into the Rag, sir.
He was there then.”

“When was that "

“ About & quarter of an hour ago.™

“Then that iz not to the purpose.
Vernon-S8mith states that he went to
the changing-roem. You did not see
him there?"

“No, sir, 1 went to the tuckshop with
my [rrends.™

“Very well: you may go., Wharton |
Plesse find Coker, of the Fifth Form,
and request him to come here™

" Very well, sipr!”

Wharton left the study., 'There was
a long, grim silence while Coker was
waited for.

The Head took up his pen, but he
did not d:rf it into the ink.

Mr. -?uﬂ ch’'s brow was puzzled and
thoughtful.

He had not made a mistake! Hae
¢ould not have made a mistake! Yet
it began .o look as if he had! It was
certainly not later than s quarter to
five that that scene had been enacted
outside the bun-shop in Courtheld.
Vernon-Smith’s time was accounted for
fully till turned half-past four.

Certainly & good man on a bike could
have done it in the time. DBut the
fellow eitting outside the bun-shop had
shown no signs of undue haste or hurry.
Quelch was getting puzasled.

There was a tap at the door at last,
and Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form,
came im.

Coker’s ru%;[;ed brow was worried.
He gave the Head a very uneasy look,

“I'm merry, sie!™ he began. *I
haven ¢ had time—"

“What? What do you
Coker

“1 mean, about that book, sir—"

“\What book ™ :

“The book Prout gave me, sir—I
mean Mr. Prout! There's over seven
hundred lines in it, sir,” groaned
Coker. “1 really haven't ]:wfi time,
sir, to work through it I naever
expected Mr, Prout to report it to you,
EIN———"

“I have received no repert from Me.

Prout, Coker, and you are not sent for
m  connection with anything of the
kind,” said the Head testily.
-“Oh!” said Coker, and his rugged
face brightened. Evidenily Horace had
taken it for pranted that he was up
before the Head for having failed to
deliver bis lines to Prout!

“You were in the changing-room
after class this afternoon, Cokeri*
azked Mr. Quelch.

“¥h? Yes, sicl”

“At what time

“I dows’t remember, sir.”

“"Kindly try to remewmber ™ snapped
Mr. Quelch.

“On! Yeos! Does it mailer, sir?”
azked the astonished Coker,

1 should not be asking you, Coker,
if it did not matter 1 shapped the
Remove master,

Coker did not feel so sure of iliat!
CUoker had no high idea of the intelli-
gence of schoohnasters! Ilowever, he
did nat tell Mr. Quelch to.

“Was it afior hail-past four, Colier #7
a=legd the Head.

“Well, it must have been, sie,™ zaid
Coker, * hecause I hesrd 1hee bolf-hour

mean,

rather bewildered.
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strike, as 1 was going there with Potter
asul Greene,” s

“Ihid Vernon-Bmith throw a sponge
&t vou i

“1 don't want to make a fuss about
that, sir! It was cheeky throwing a
sponge af & Fifth Form man, bnt
on't want him whopped for it, sir.”

“You atterly stupid boy—"
Kk

“I am asking you to state a fact!”
rapped Mr, &uﬂlch. “Answer me
sensibly, if you cam™

“Weld, he did chuck n sponge at me,
if you want to know, sir!” sanl Coker,
“He will say s0, i
you ask him, I've no doubt.”

“When did this happeni”

_“While I was in the changing-room,
air.

Mr. Quelch breathed hard,

"1 mean at what fimefi"”

“1 never noticed.”

“How long were you in the changing-
room, Coker?” asked the Head,

“About & quarter of an hour, sir!
You see, I was speaking to Blumdell,
the captain of my r%‘m‘m! He's leaving
me out of the pracitice game
Baturday—"

“ Never mind that—"

“Well, I do mind, sir.,” seid Coker.
“A cricketer like me—-"

“Never mind that now, Coker! War
it immediately after you entercd the
changing-room  that  Vernon-Smith
threw the sponge at you?"

“Oh, no, sir! Just before I left!
You zee, ho cut, after chucking it, and
I cut after him, and I'd jolly well have
walloped him, only he dodged.”

“If it was just before you left,
Coker, and you entered at half-pust
four, it must have happencd abont
twenty minutes or a guarter to five ®

“About that, if it matters, sir!”
agreed Coker.

“You did not ses Vernon-Smih
afterwards §” _
_"E*Int after he dodged inic the Iag,
BLY.

"Thﬂ Rﬂg.f”

“I mean the junior day-room. sir!
The fags call 1t the Rag!™ Coker
kindly explained.

“You may go, Coker!”

“Yes, sir!” And Horace Coker
went, 1n & guite bewildered frame of
mind.

Why a headmaster and a Form-
master were mnterested in such an in-
cident as o Remova fag chucking a
sponge sbout in the changing-reom
was quite a mystery to Coker of lhe
Fifth.

When the door closed alter Coker,
headmaster and PForm-masier ex-
changed a long look.

IHerbert Vernon-Smith suppressed a
grin. Iis timo was now accounled for
that afterncon from class (il nearly,
if not quite, a quarier to five. On Mr,
Quelch's own words, the scene ar Court-
field must have huppeusd just abwut
the time, or just after, Smithy was
dodging inte the Rag to get clear of
Ilorace Coker.

‘The evidence given was treefraguble.

11

Neither of the masters thouglt  of
doubting  the satements  of  Harry

barton  or Coker of e Filib,
Those statements, obviously, were true.
HBut if Henry Sawmuel Queleh did et

doubt the truth of 1lhose stmiomenis, it
looked as if he had to doubt e evi-
deiee of his eyes.

Dr. Locke coughed,

" Vernon-Binicd [

“Nes, arl™

“Dul you remain in the junior dive
rouk after entering it F”
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“Yes, sir; until Mr, Quelch came mn
and brought me here.”

“Were other boys present all the
rime 7

" Plenty, sir.”

“Name them 1” rapped Mr. Quelch.

“Skinper, Snoop, Swott, Bolsover
major, Mauleverer, RedwingM .

* AMaulaverer—Radwing 1" Mr. Queleh
intervupted. * Wharton, I understand,

came in later. But Mauleverer and
Redwing——="
“Will you send for them, sir?"

asked the Bounder, in & very respect-
ful tone, but with & mecking glimmer
in his eyes.

Mr. Quelch paused. Unless Ver-
non-Sinith had travelled on the Magio
Carpet out of the Arabian Nights, he
cri:m{:i hardly have got to Courthield
at the time eof the scens at the bun-
shop. At the most, it was & matter of
a few minutes after Coker of the Fifth
had chased him to the door of the
Reg to the ‘time when Quelch had
grabbed him by the collar at the bun.
shop, And it was a good two miles to
Courtfield, .

Yet Quelch had eeen him therel

With set lips, the Remove master
touched the bell. He was ?'umg
through this to the wvery end. If he
had made a mistake—an extraordinary,
unaccountable, bewildering mistake,
there was going to be not the smallest
spot of doubt left on the subject.

Trotter was sent to summon Lord
Mauleverer and Tom Redwing from
the junior day-room.

They entered the Head's study tfo-
. gether in a couple of minutes. y
* Redwing cast a quick and anxious
glance al%ﬁa chum, and started as the
Bounder winked at him. Lord Maula-
verer looked at the Head.

His

. “Redwing,” said Mr. Quelch,
voiee was troubled. * You were in the
junior da.;.'-ru-nm while Vernon-Smith

was there "

“Yes, sir,” said Tom.

“ [low long had he been in the room
when I came to take him away?"

Redwing reflected. ]

“] think nearly half an hour, sir
lle had been. in the Rag some time.
when I heard five o'clock strike,”

* Do you say the sama, Mauleverer 1"

" Yaag, sir.”

“Did either of
when he came in? .

“It was a quarter to fve, sir,”
Lord Mauleverer,

“Are you sure of that, Mauleverert”

“Yaas, sir. azel asked me the
1ime and I told him, just before
“mithy came in.”’

“ (th 1™ _

[t was as good as certain already.
Hur Mauly's statement washed away
rhe last shred of doubt., Herbert Ver-
non-Smith had been under the oyes
of indubitable witnesses prachically
«very minute since Mr. Quelch had dis-
miszed the REemove at four o’clock, and
i all that time he had not been out-
gighe the school

My Quelch gestured to the two
nainrs o leave the study. The
lannder stood waiting. A rather ex-
pressive expression was gathering on
tie hieadmaster's [ace. _

Quelch bad made a positive atate.
ment  involving the expulsion of a
(ireviriars boy. That statement had
Loy incorrect, He had been mistaken,
in a matter in which 11 was scarcely
pszible to be mistaken—the recog:
mivion of & boy of his own Form in
iwoad daylight. It was an amazing
wistake—an incredible mistake ! It
cerininly was not the kind of mistake
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you notice the time
I

said

THE MAGNET

that the headmaster of Greyiriars ex-
pected members of his staff to make.

Q}:mi::h’a face was Em_wmg erimson,
with utter dismay and discomfort.

He was, too, feeling a deep pang of
renmorse,

Vernon-3mith waes innocent. Whom-
soever his Form-master had mistaken

for him in Courtheld Vernon-Smith
Ed‘ not, and could not have been,
Bre.

Guelech knew that, and the know-
ledge was both painful and bewilder
mﬁ to him.

r. Locke broke a rather dreadful
silence.

“1 think this boy may be dismissed,
Mr. Quelch.”™

Quelch nodded; he could not speak.

“It 15 established now that an @rror
has bean made, and that Vernon-8mith
was not the boy you saw in Courtfield.”

Another silent nod.

“YVeryr well Vernon-3mith, you
may go.” )

“Thank you, sir!” said the Bounder
detnurely.

He chuckled as he went down the
passage. He did not envy hispFurm-
ﬂ&ﬁt&&t" tha next ten minutes with the

ead.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
What Smithy Suspected !

ERBERT VERNON -S8MITH
H strolled into the Rag, his
hands in his pockets

sardonic grin on his

Every eye was fixed on him. ’

The Bounder had the hotse as it
were, Hea was the centre of breathless
interest. ]

That was the kind of thing that
lﬁlni:'thj liked. He enjoyed the spot.
ight.

E"Eaclced?" gsked a dozen voices.

The Bounder laughed. _

“Do I look sacked " he grinned.

“But Quelch eaid " exelaimed
threa or four fellows at once.

“Dear manl” said Emithﬂ. “ Poor
dear man! He hasn't got by with it
thiz time. He won’t get rid of me so
oasily as all that. There's always an
appeal to Cesar, you know. The
Head's an ass, but he's a just ass!”

“Dhid you tell him that?"” asked
Harry Wharton dryly,

“Hardly! Good old bean!” said
Vernon-Smith. “He put paid to
Quelch and his little game. Quelch i
going through it now, I fancy. Bit of
& jﬂﬁ. for a beak to be caught out tell
ing lies,™

E‘ﬂ'hat " yelled Bob Cherry.

“Smithy, vou cad, chuck itl"” ex
claimed Lord Mauleverer. “You
aonght to be kicked for sayin® that!”

“Well. let’s call it a terminological
inexactitnde, for the sake of polite
ness.’” said the Bounder, laughing.
“Quelch was rolling out termino
logical inexactitudes quite like Bunier.”

“0h, veally, Smithy s

“Tf vou mean that Quelch uttered a
single word that wasn't perfeetly
true,” said Harey Wharton, " you're
talking rot, and caddish, rotten rot!”

“Hear. hear !” said Bob. ]

“Oh, stand by him, if you like!" said
the Bounder contemptuously. *One
liar makes wany. Perhaps you fellows

icked it up from Quelch. Anvhow,
Eﬁ’s got it right in his bony neck!"

“What dig neleh tell the Head,
then " exclaimed Hazeldens,

“I'll rell you, and you can judge ex-
actly how veracious the dear man is

and n
ACH.

getting,” chuckled the Bonnder.
“Tlave 1 been out of gates since
clasa?”

“We all know you haven't,” said
inper. ** But what—"

“guaich told the Big Beak I had.”
(18 h 1"!‘

“You see, I might have been,”
rinned Bmithy. “In fact, I was
Eﬁnking of a run down to Friardale,
after we came away from the neta
Maost likely I should have fgune. only
I had a shindy with Coker of the Fifth,
and dodged in here. Suppose I'd gone
out—on iny own? Might have—very
nearly did. Shouldn’t have been in yet
if I had. Then Quelch would heve got
by all nght.”

“But what——"'

“Oh, it's rich!"” zaid the Bounder.
“Quelch reported me for being out of
bounds in Courtfield, and cheeking
him when he ordered me back to the
school. Calling him awful names, and
all that—getting away after he grabbed
me, and scooting off. That's what he
told the Head. He said that I did all
that—at the very time that I was stand-
ing here, talking to a dozen fellowsa™

“Impessible I exclaimed Harry.

“ But—but—but—" stammered Red-

wing, “If Quelch said so, he must
have thought so. Don't be an ass,
Smithy "

“Thought so, did he?" said the
Bounder viciously. * Well, will ung
man hers tell me how Quelch coul
have thought soi”

There was silence,

“You didn't tell the Head that
Quelch was fibbing, surely!” asked
Tom Brown, at last. “ You couldn's "

“Quite; 1 couldn’t. 1 said he was
mistaken. I fancy the Head knew
just how mistaken I thought he was,

ver heard of such s mistake, any-
body 1" *

“Let’s have thiz clear,” said Har
Wharton. “You say that Quelch tol
the Head he saw you in Courtfeld
since class?”

“ Exactly !” 2

“8o that’s why we were called in
t: b

“Exactly againl Absolutely wun.
breakable a.lil:u‘, as it happened,” said
the Bounder. “But if I'd gone out on
my bike, what about that? Think the
Head would have taken my word that
I'd biked down to Friardale, when
%ﬁlch said that he had seen me in

urificld, out of bounds "

“Blessed if I make it out ¥

“It doesn’t want a lot of makh;g
out,”’ sneered Vernon-Smith, “Qual
is fed-up with me. MNothin’ surprisin’
in that. As I don't give him an open-
in’', he's got to make one. Thia is a bit
over the limit, though.”

*If Queloh saw a chap from a distanes
he might make & mistake," said Nugent
slowly. .
“H‘L didu't | Face fo face—no margin
for error!” grinned 8mithy. *'He teld
the Head he grabbed me as I refused
to obey orders.”

“Oh, my ha:tlll

Skinner whistled. .

“Well, that wasn't true,” he said.
“You were here—everybody knows you
were in gates—and if Queleh says he
grabbed you, he can't make out that 1t
was 8 mistake., He never grabbed you
ii;lwo t:gilem away while you were standing

era.

“Hardly I chuckled Emiﬂ‘gg. “But
he told the Head that he did—and if
the old bean hadn’t been a whale on
justice I should have pot it right in the
neck. If I'd been out of gates I should
have come back to catch my tfrain
home. ™ : :

“1 can't understand it!” said Red-
win : ;

"? ean !” aaid Smithy.
) urn it looks like

By gum it looks lik

it smid



s
‘ i

.

EVERY SATURDAY

Stepping just behind the unsuspicious youth, Coker drew back his foot. Thud! The foot shot out, landing on the trousers

of the pumper of the bicyele tyre, and taking him entirely by surprise.

Bolsover major. “ You've put Quelehy’s
back up a lot, Smithy, to make him get
down to that.”

“Quite! And I'll put his back u
some more ! said Vernon-Smith,
know now what he’s capable of, and
I'm gmnﬁ to be on my guard, By gadl
I'll wateh him like a cat after thisi*

“1t's utter rot ! said Harry Wharton.
But he spoke slowly and in perplexity.
“1 ean't understand it, but yven must
ba a fool to think fer a moment that
3\1&!:!1 would say a single untrue word
if hoe knew it."”

“You think Queleh thought he saw me
in Courtfield, when I was standin’ in
this very room in the middle of a
crowd " asked the Bounder banter-
1n¥]j. .

:,Ha must-have thought zo if he said

“The thinkfulness must have been
terrific.”

“Perhapa the dear man has= visions,
then'i* said Vernon-Smith. * Perhaps
he sees ghosts! Or do you think he had
been drinking and saw double ™

“Ha, ha, hal” : ;

“If Quelech fancied he saw Smithy in
Courtfield to-day he must be cracked IV
gaid Hazejdene. "Is the old bean
cracked " —

“I he is, there's method. in hizs mad-
ness, as jolly eld Shakespeare sayal”
grinned Smithy. * He «ulin't fancy he
saw you or Wharton or ('hervy or any-
body else—only poor litile mre ! Why me
specially I Because he sat down in ink
in the Form-room. What?

YOk, rubbizh ™ zaid Harry Wharton
uneasily. And he went out of the Rag
with his friends, leaving the erowd in
a buza. i :

Vernon-8mith cast a bitter look after
him as he went.

“I'm up agairst it !” he said. “Quelch
pretends that he saw me out of hounde
to-day! Those cads pretend that they

saw me out of bounds yesterday!
They're all in the same tale! Quelch’s
dear head boy has taken on the job of
sneak and false witness, and his pals are
backing him up! I've got to keep my
end up against Quelch and s gang of
sneaks in my own Form ¥

“That's piffle !’" said Mauleverer.

“Rot [ said Squiff.

“Draw it mild, Smithy "' murmured
Skinner, Ever Erinner balked at this,

Vernon-Smith sheugged his shoulders,

“Think as you like /' he sneered. “I
know what to think | I was in detention
vesterday and those lying cads say they
saw me tn Lantham. I was in this room
an hour ago and Quelch savs he saw
me in Courtheld. The whole lot of them
?ﬁ“" |1:3-111;13: the same tale! And it's all
1e5 !

“ Bhut up, tor the love of Mike !” ex-
claimed Ogilvy  *'There's Quelch—just
under the window ¥

Vernon-Smith glanced round.

The window of the Rag was wide
open, letting in the May zunshine. A
tall and angular form was passing on
the path outside.

All eves turned on Mr. Quelch.

Ho did not glance towards {he
windows of the Rag. His brow was
knitted in an expression of deep and
troubled thought. Obviously, Quelch
had left the Head's study in a deeply
perturbed mood.  Apparenily, he waa
taking a walk in the quad to think the
sirange matter over.

A sympathetic eye might have read
sipns of distress in that frowning,
thoughtful face. The Bounder’s eye was
far from sympathetio.

He moved a little nearer {o the
window to make sure that Quelch, in
assing below, would hear his voice.
Then he went on in raised tones, while
the other fellow , seeing that some ineult
1o the Remove masier was coming,
watehed him ir something like horror.

“* Qoooh ! ** he yelled, as he shot forward.

“"The old bean haz mufied it this
time | He will have to try again !

The horrified juniors saw Mr, Quelch
give a convulsive slart and his eyes
sweep round to the window.

They fully expected the Reimove
master to step to that window and the
thunderstorm to burst.

Smithy mentioned no names, He was
far too wary for thatl Bual it was un-
sibla for Queleh to misunderstand
im, He was accusing his Form-master
to bis face of falschood and a false
acousation |

There was a breathless silence in tlie
Rag! All eyes were fixed on Quelch
outside.

Quelch stood rooted. A flood of
crituson came over his angular face. He
seemed hardly to breathe.

Then a thrill ran through the Rag as
the angular fipure stepped to the epen
window snd the gimlet eyes looked in.

*Vernon - Smith 1 Quelch’s  voice
scemed to tremble.

The Bounder faced him with & cool
hardihood.

" Yes, sirt"

“1 heard your
Smrth ™

“Did wvoun, siri"”

“And I command vou, Vernon-Bmith,
to state what you intended to imply by
those words | .

“Got him this time!” whispered
Skinner. And every fellow in the Rag
agreed with Skinner! BSmithy had. by
1hose insolent words, put himself ..irly
in_the lion's jaws!

But the Bounder knew what he was
ghont | ) i

“1 was speaking about Wingate,
gir,” he said calmly. And all the fellows
tn the Rag jumped

“Wingate 7" repeated Mr, €-elch
blankly.

T ?’F"!!.. !-i'!.' !!-I
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“l do not believe you, Vernon-
Smith ¥

1 mm sorry for that, sir,” said the
Bounder meekly.

“1t you were apeaking of Wingate of
tha Sixth Form, Vernorn-8mith, to what
did rour words refer?”

“The Rrst eleven were beaten at 3t
Jude’s, eir, last week,” said Vernon.
Smith, with icy coolness. “I said that
the old bean iad muffed it and that

would have to try again."

“Oh erumba " breathed Skinner, and
he almost laughed.

“Oh gad !" gasped Lord Mauleverer,

Every fellow in the Rag, of course,
koew that Smithy was lying. Every
fellow could sea that Mr. Quelch knew
it, also. Every fellow could see that
Srithy meant Quelch to know ikl

By placing that innocent construction
on his words, he was, as it wera, spiking
Quelch's guna. No names had been
memianedg. Any fellow could say what
ha liked about a first eleven match.
Smithy had acecused his Form-master of
falsehood and got away with it

For thers was nothing that Quelch
could dol ‘The words in themselves
were -harmless enough |

Mi. Quelch gave tha Bounder a look
and turned away from the window. He
walked on with & heightened colour.

And his ears burned as he heard the
sound of laughter following him from
the open window.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Puiting It Plain |

(4 H®
Almost every fellow in the

Remove gasped at the same
time. oo
Mr. Queleh glanced round irritably,
In was in third schocl the next morn-
ing. After bresk, Mr. Quelch had let
hiz Form inte the Remove room, A3

usual. HFe was going to his desk, while
the juniors went te their places.
The blackboard, which was to be

vzed im the lesson. stood facing the
Form. The juniors, therefore, as they
took their places, saw its face, while
Quelch, at the moment, saw only its
back on the easasl.

That blackboard should have been
blank. It was not blank. A sentence
was chalked acress it in large lefters.

“IF AT FIRST YOU DON'T
SUCCEED, TRY, TRY, TRY
AGAIN I

That, in itself, was quite good advice
for any fellow. But it was evident that
Quelch had not been chalking proverbial
wizdom on the board for the edification
of his Form,

Lvery eve turned on the Bounder,

Taken in conjunction with Smithy's
suzpicion and his words at the window
of the Rag the previous day, there was
no doubting whose hand had chalked
g‘natl sentence and what it was meant to
1T Y.

Obviously, Herbert Vernon-8mith had
somehow got into the Form-room during
break, ant chalked those words on the
blackboard. Ewvery fellow knew that
without being told. Every fellow know
that Quelch would know it as soon as he
saw {he blackboard. They wondered
wietlier he would be able to pin the
wary Dounder down. Smithy had put it

plain !

“Oh crikey I gasped Billy Bunfer.
“1 =av, you tellows—— Oh crikey I
“You awful ass, Smithy " Tom

Eedwing almost groaned.
Slinner gigeled.
MMr. Queleh’s gimlet eves shot round
Tz Magner Lisrany.—No, 1,631,
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al his Form., @Quelch was not in the
best of tempers that m::n'nirétlg+ Ever
since thar scone in the Head's study,
he had been disturbed, puzzled, and
Eﬂ'rplﬂmrtl. The strange mistake ha
ad made at Courtfield haunted his
mind with worry. He was in no mood
for trouble with his Form.

“Take your places in silence ™ he
snapped “ Buonter, what do you mean
by uttering those ridiculous ejacula-
tione 7"

Y 0Oh, nothing, sivl” gasped Bunter
in terror. "It wasn't me, s

“* What "

“1 mean, I never did it, sir! [
¢ouldn't elimb in at the Form-room
window if [ tried | stuttered Bunter.
“Beszides, I was in the tuckshop.”

“What do you mean, you utterly
absurd and stupid boy?” exclaimed
Mr. Queleh angrily.

“1I mean, Bob Enﬂwa sir] He was
there, tool 1 asked him to cash a
postal order for me, sir—one I'm
expecting shortly | He will remember,™

r. Queleh gave tha fat Owl a fixed
look. He gathered from Billy Bunter's
burbling that some fellow had been in
the Form-room during break, which
wai against the rules. Something had
been done of which he was mot vyet
AWATE,

Lo to your place, Bunter, and be
silent 1" hé snapped.
“0h, wves, sirl

gasped Bunter.

r, E%_:Ixeh:h glanced round the Form-
room. He glanced specially at the high
chair at his desk, on which he had sat
in ink the previous afternoon. But
nothing amiss c&ught his gimlet eye.

He was puzzled and annoyed. The
Removites, sitting in their places, won-
dered how long it would be before he
came round the blackboard and spotted
what was written on it. Eyes were
glued on that blackbosrd.

But Mr. Queleh, after scanning his
surroundings with a searching eye,
turned to his desk and lifted the lid.

Then the Bounder spoke,

“If you pleasse, sip—"

Queleh’s eyes shot at him,

“Did you speak, Vernon-Smith?"

“Yes, sir! Are we to copy that?”
asked Vernon-Bmith, with respectful
meTeIkneEls.

e ‘Hemovites caught their breath.
As %ueleh had not Et seen that gibe
on the blackboard, Smithy was coolly
drawing his attention to it,

Thank you, siri”™

“What! I do not understand you ™
snapped Mr. Quelch.
“l mean what i3 written on the

blackboard, sip.*

“There is nothing written on the
blackboard, Vernon-Smith.”

*“Oh, yes, sir1” went on Smithy. “I
thought it was put there for us to
ﬂugi.', gir

r. Quelch gave him & look mnd
siepped wowards the blackboard., Hea
gucssed now what had happened in
break. Something had been chalked
on the blackboard! He looked to sea
what it was—his Form watching him
breathlessly.

He gave a start as he read on the
board: “If at first you dom't succeed,
tcy, try, try again.™

For a moment he seemed puzeled.
Ile had suspected a rag, but there was
no rai in that senfence of innocuous
wisclom.

Then suddenly the meaning rushed
on his mind—as all the Remove could
see | His face Aushed and then paled |
He turned towards hiz Form, with an
expresaion that made even the
Bounder's heart beat faster.

“Vernon-Smith 1" His voice
rombled.  * Did you c¢halk those words
on the blackboard

“I, sir!” The Bounder's faoe
ra,é;mt.ereﬂ INNOCENt AUrprise.

‘Answer my question, Vernom-
Smith.”

“No, sirl” answered ihe Bounder
coolly.

It was hardly an untruth, for thers
was no possibility of the siatement
being believed.

Thers was a tense silence,

Queleh knew. Everybody knew thak
he knew, Sinithy wanted him to know,
as far as that went, But he was power-

less. Any fellow might have written
those words on the board, and the
words, in themselves, were harmless

It was impossible to pick on Herbert
Vernon-Smith, though Quelch kuew
that Smithy had hancﬁmi the chalk, just
as certainly as if he had seen it in his
hand.

Queleh broke the silence at last. To
the surprise of the Removites hLe did
not thunder. His voice was low and
auiet,

“Vernon-Bmith 1

“Yes, sur!" drawled the Bounder.

“I beiieve that you chalked those
words on the blackboard,™

“Oh, sir!”

#1 ecannom but believe,” continged
Mr. Quenh. in the same guiet tones,
Ythat they refer to auw unfortunate
incident yesterday—a mistake that
was made by your Lorm-master,

Vernon-Swith—an unfortunate mistake
for which | cannot yet account.”

“"Indeed, sir!™

“It appears,” went on Mr. Queleh,
“that you have allowed a base, gn
unworthy, a miserable suspicion to
enter your mind, Vernon-Smith. It is
g0 extraordinary that I should mistake
another boy for s boy in my Form that
there is some slight—some vory slizht
excuse for you, But such s jr»a-mﬁu}
suspucron would not enter a healihy or
upright mind I fear, Vernon-Sinith,
thet it 1= a proof of a doubting, sus
picious mind, and a bad heart.’

The Bounder reddened.

“I can only trust,”™ added Mr.
Quelch, very quietly, *that on reflec-
tion, Vernon-8mith, you will be corry
for this! I shall say no move about
it. I advise vou to reflect!™

Quelch took the duster, wiped the
blackboard clean, and, to the astonizh-
ment and relief of the Remove, Lhe
incident was dismissed.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Tit For Tat!
1 Tﬂé‘;l' cheeky voung cad!™ said

ker.
“Let him rip ' said Potter
and Ureene {ogether,

Coker came to a halt,

Horace Coker, of tha Greyiriars
Iifth, was not the fellow to nurse a
grudge. On the other hand, a Tifth
Form man was a Fifth Form man, and
had to remember and consider his
dignity and standing as a Fifth Form
man.

The sight of Herbart Vernon-Smith
naturally remind Coker of the
episods in the changing-room the day
before.

On that occasion that cheeky junior
had buzzed o wet sponze at Coker's
head—a IFifth Form marn's head !l He
had escaped Coker’s vengeance by
dodging into the Rag, where Coker
had mot followed him, not desiring to
rouse a horneis’ nest about his ears
Nevertheless the fitness of thingas
demanded that a junior who cheeked
a Fifth Form man should be duly
booted. This was a golden opportunity,
not to be milssed,



Coker, TDotter, and Greens were
walking te Redelylfe after class.
Coker was going to stand tea at the
Rdelytie Arcade; which was worth a
wulk in Coker's company,

Coker halted at the sight of the youth
who was bending beside a bioyele at
the roadside, about a mile [rom the
school,

Oune glance at the rather hard face

and the nose thereon was enough to
identify him. Wherefore did Horace
Cobier halt—uulceding the advice of
hiz comrades to leg him rip!
. The boy with the bicycle was pump-
mg . a tyree He had, apparently, some
emall puneture, amd the iyre required
refilling to carry him on his way,

He glanced up at the three Fifth
Formers as they came on, but without
the least interest, passing them over
with his glance as though they were
tora] strangers. He went on pumping.

Coker grinned.

“Wait a minule, he
mrmured.

“I say, come on!” urged Greene.

“I sard wait a nunure.’

“But look here——=" said Potter.

“Ihdn't you hear me say wait a
mimite ¥

Pottor and Creene exchanged a leok,
and werg sgilent. They gave in to
Coler,

Coker supposed, ss usual, Ehné
was beeauso he, Herace James Coker,
was 8 natural leader of men, to whom
fellows like Potter and Greena
naturally gave in. Really it was
hecanse Coker was geing to astand a
spread at the Arcade in Redelvifel

However, they. gave in, and stopped
to watch Coker!

Coker stepped towards the boy who
was pumping the bike—behind him !
He grinned.as he stepped | The cheeky
young sweep who had buzzed a sponge
at Coker’s nut wias going to gef what
was goming to him.

Thers was no pavement bezide the
Redelyffie Road. The bike stood with
a pedal resting on a large stone, to
keep it erect while its owner pumped.

Stopping just brhind thet ungsus-
picious youth, whe, after one careless
glanca was taking no further notice
of the Greyfriarse men, Coker drew
buck his right foot. That foot shot
out,

Thud 1

The pumper of the bicvele was well

laced to receive it! It landed on

is trousers, taking him entirely by
HUTPIFIZR, :

It was rather a  hefty kick!
Naturally, it wp-ended a fellow who
was stooping down and not expeeting
anvthmg of the kind.

The boy shot forward, crashing on
his bike, and sending it erashing over.
He sprawled across it, headlong, aml
yellod, and yelled again in surprize and
pain and rage,

“Oh 1 gasped Coker.

Coker had net intended that. e
had intended te boot Herbert Vernon-
Smith, as he richly deserved, for
cheeking & Fifth Forin man,  But
Coker had not forescen—though renllg
he might have—that a fellow in sue
a position, taking the kick, was bound
to tumble over headlong, knocking
over the bike and falling on it

Lji anijng on the bike, he yelled and

elled.

Obviously, he was rather damaged.
Ho could not fail {o ke rather damaged.
A sprawling bike was quile an un-
pleasant thing to sprawl on.

“idn, my hat!” said Potter.

“Dlad ass 1 muarmiored Greene, not
foud enough for Coker to hear.

The hoy sexambled up from the
machine. Ile Miwed round at Coker,

you twol”

this
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his eyes blazing and his face red with
rage.

“You silly hooligan!” he
“Was it you kicked me?”

" Dan't call me names,” said Coker
warmugly. “I1.didn't mean to tumble
you over. Youre a clumsy young ass
to ‘sprawl like that. I gave you what
you asked for yesterday. Any cheek,
and I'll give you another|”

“ You mad idiot |”

“Chuck: it1” said Coker.

roared.

“That's

enough ™

The eyclist, only too obvicusly in a
towering rage, glared at him, with
clenched fiats, Pf&il’llj‘, he was on the
verge of hucling himsell at Colker-and
hitting out right and left.

But the hopelessness of tac.l:lirﬁ ‘B
burly fellow o head and zhoulders taller
than ldmself checked him. No Remove
man at Greyfriars could handle a Ing
Fifth Form inan like Coker. When the
Removites had 1o deal with Eoker they
doalt with hirn in bulk, as it werel

“You fool—you roter—you mad
hooligan !” panted the owner of the
bike. “You potty vulliani?

“That will do!” said Cohker, with a
wave of the hand; and he turned away,
vejoined Potter and Greene, and walked
on.

The next moment he yelled and
staggered.

His back being turned, the boy had
a chaneo. He shot out pfter Coker
like a stone from & catapult and kicked
Horaca with all his force, landing hie
boot &lmeost like a eledge-hanuner.

‘Coker staggered, and, losing his
helance, fell on his kuces. He yelled
as he fell.

“Oh erumbs " gasped Potter, staring
round.

T"One good torn deserves another
murmured Greens. *“Cheeky young
cad, though, beoting a Fifth Form
man !
~ "0Ooooh I roared Coker, on all fours
in the dust of the Redclyfle road, and
seeming hardly to know how he had
got there. * Wooooh IV

The boy shot back to his bike. He
grabbed up the pump, but did not stay
to jam it on the machine. No doubt
ha knew wihat to expect when the burly
Horace got up from all fours.

Fortunately for him, Coker was slow
on the uptake and slow in motion.

He threw a leg over his machine with

the c?ump still in his hand, grasped the
handlebars, and pedalled.
He had started by the time Coker
got on his feet—with dusty knees, dusty
and scratched hands, m‘.mgr terrific fury
in his rugged countenance—glaring
roud for hiny

“Btop " yelled Coker.

He hurtled after the bike.

It was already in motion, but the fat
tyre slackened 1t, and the rider, in his
hurry, missed a pedal and wabbituj.

Ié_l'ﬂker’a hicrce rush brought hun along-
Hlire,

Another second and Ceker’s mighty
grasp would have drapged the cyelist
from the saddle.

But in that second the rider freed the
hand that still held tha bike pump and
struck out, with the pnmp as a weapon.

It was a reckless blow, though per-
haps justifiable in the circumstances,
for cortainly otherwise Coker would
have had him.

The bike puinp crazhed across Coker's
face, fairly ringing on his nose, and
Coker sat down. Quite dazed and dizay,
with & crimson spurt from his nose,
Coker. sat,

The cyclist shol away.

Potter and Greene made & rush e
collar him—ioo lare! 'Fhe bike [aigly
whizzed ss the rider drove at (e pedals

at my nose !
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and went like an arrow down the
Redelytfe road.

Coker staggered up. with both hands
to hia mose. His fingers were red. He
gasped and spluttered.

“Ooogh! The wyoung villain! Look

Qoogh I

Potter snd Greene stared after the
venishing cyclist. They stared at Uoker,

Coker dabbed .his. nose with his hand-
kerchief, spotting it with crimson. He
brea._l;heci fury.

His neose was red and raw., It was
swelling: It wae not a handsowe newe,
at the best of times, Now it looked
really awful. And it had a pain in it—
& sovere. pain! Coker gurgled with
rage. He dabbed, he gurgled, and he
gas i
: 'LWE!L coming oni” ssked Potier ol
as

Potter and Greens had walked nenﬂa
a mile, with the prospect of a sprea
at the Arcade shead. They sym-
pathised with Cokor and his nose, but
time Was passing.

“Think I'm coming to Redeclyffe with
& nose like this?* roared Coker. “I'm

going back. I'm going to smash. that
;fcrunf' ruffian, 8mithl Look at my
nosa 1"

“But——" said Potter in dismay.

“ But——" objected Greens.

“Don't jaw ¥

Coker, still rubbing his nose, started
to walk back to the school.

Patter and Greene, with deep feel-
ings; followed him.

Horaco Coker was yearning to get
hold of Smithy snd mop him up! And
hia friends, thinking of the hgirea.d they
were missing at the Redclyffe Arcade,

wera Equa.ﬂé' divided betwoen a desire
to mop up Smithy and a desire to wop
up Horace Coker!

=

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.,
Smithy’s Grouss !

OM REDWING coloured uncoms
fortably.

He was coming up to the

Remowe studies fo fes with hrs

chum, Bmithy, and fthey pasced the
Famnous Five on the Removo landing.

Redwing had always been on friendly

terms with the five. Bmithy generally

was, True, they had had rows last term,

but they had been together a good deal

in the Easter holidays, and Liad turned

up fer the new term on & very cordial

footing. ]
All that was over now. Smithy had
his back u ud the Famous Five were

far from pleased. They were, however,
prepared ta be civil. Bmithy was not.

He passed them with hia nose up. only
bestowing on themn a stare of dislike
and contempt as he passed.

Redwing, red and disromfted,
lingered &8 moment, and then followesd
him up the passage, There was nothing
he could say—or dol He did not want
A& IOW witg tha Eve, but was stick-
ing o his chum.

Harry Wharton’s brow darkensd as
he looked after them. Even Bob Cherry
looked & little grim. Johuny Bull
breathed hard.

“I've & good mind—" began Bull.

" No good rowing,” said Harry., " But
I feel hike wou do, Johnny—jolly near
swiping that look off Smithy's face”

“What's he got his silly back up
for? exclaimed Frank Nugent in-
dignantly. “1 suppose we couldn't
1;&%‘1:- seeing him at Eantham the wviher
a2

“I suppose he's sore because we col-

lared ?luna to yank him bhack n

hounds,” said Harry, “Now he's had
Tue Maoner Lisgsgy.—No, 1,631,
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time te think it over he ought to be
zlad we did. Cateh me stopping him
again, though, if he goes begging for
the- sack !” ) )

“1 can't make him out,” said Bob.
“He pretends ho never went out of
deicntion on Wednesday, and we know
he did. He's generslly the fellow to
brag of it if he did it. Now he says
he never did, and says we never saw
himi onut! T think I shall be punching
Smithy's nose before the term’s much
older,” ; :

“Qtear elenr of him, if we can,” said
Nugent. “He's got plenty of trouble
on with Queleh.”

“Ho's asked for it 1" grunted Johnny
Bull. “DBut let him nf! I -don't envy
Reddy.  Blessed if
stands the chap.”

Vernon-3mith and Redwing had gone

into Study No. 4. i .
- The Beunder flung himsell into an
armehair, with & scowling brow. He
took a cigarette from s packet and was
about to light it when he caught
Redwing’s eye. He gave a grunt and
threw 1t away. ]

“Look here, Smithy, what's u w+1th
you1” asked Redwing quietly. ™ You ve
been like & bear with & sore head for
days now." ‘

“These cads—lying about & fellow !
snarled the Bounder. " Greasing up to

uelch—telling the sort of lies he would
like to hear—"

" That's rubbish |” !

Sinithy's eyes glittered at him.

“I've told you 1 never went out of
detention on Wednesday, Tom
Redwing. Do you helieve me, or do
you believe those cads?”

“I belisve you, Smithy;: but they're
saving what they believe, and you'd
kiow it if you weren't so distrustful.”

“[Tow ecan they believe it when 1f

150t true TV
“Wall, they do. Quelch made the

satne mistake the next day.”

“ Quelch made no mmtaﬁﬁ-—ha couldn’t
have,” answered Smithy.

“He did, Bmithy. I ean’t under-
staiml ir. buf, of course, ha did! What
he saitl to you in the Form-room was
right.  You suspect people much too
ensily. You don't give a fallow the
Benelit of the doubt. If Quelech and
those fellows made the samoe mistake
about rwe, do you think I should set
them down as a lot of liars?™ ex-
claimed Redwing hotly. “Of course I
shouldn't 1™

Tie Bounder sneered.

It was irue that he had a doubting
and zaspicious mind. Unfortunately, he
rather prided himself on it

Smithy was not a fellow to be taken
in. It did not occor to him that he
might be taken in by his own suspicious
dopiebins,

“But that's not what started you
scowling and grousing,” went on Red-
wing, “You've been jumpy ever since
you had your father's letter on Wednes-
day wmerning, [ suppose there was
somne bad mews 1o it I'm sorey iff there
was. But it’s not cricket to make your-
self an un]'r]naﬁant brute all round

beennse you've nad & knock of some
kind.”

Tiwe Bounder stored at him. This
was  unusually lain lan uaﬁﬁ from
Redwing to his chum, and looked as if

his putivnce was wearnng thin,

“Well, I have had & knock,” grunted
the DBounder. *How would you like to
have a relation bunged onh you &t
sthoo]

* 1= 1hat what you call & knock 3

“Yes" .

“1've no near relations, except iny
Fatler,” said Tom quietly, “Buc I
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should think myself lucky if I had.
You've got crowds of relations—"
“Swarms|” sneered Smithy. *“And

most of them after my father's money-

ha‘fa-ll
‘om made a grimace.

“1 suppose there's a lot of that sort
of thing when a man’s a millionaire
three or four times over,” he said.
“It's not all honey to be fearfully rich.
But., to tell the truth, Bmithy, you're
the fellow to suspect them of being after
the money, whether they are or. not."

“Go it!” eneered the Bounder,
“You're the only fellow at Greyiriars
who could talk to me like this without
having his face pushed ™

Tom smiled,

“We won't come to pushing in faces
in this study,” he said. “I'll say just
one waord more—if you've got a relation
coming to this school, give the chap a
chance, and don’t set him down as a
money-hunter without any evidence.™

“(h, he’s not that sort! Quite the
reverse, Swanking independence ie his
line,” said Vernon-8mith, with a bitter
sneer,. Y He wouldn't touch my money
or my father's with a barge-pole.”

“Well, you're hard to pleasze, and no
miztake I said Tom, ata.ri.mﬁ_ “If you
don’t want him to be one thing or the
other, what do you want 1"

“I went him to keep clear of my
school " snarled the Bounder, * Plﬁnt_jr
of other schools in the country, aren't
there? What do they want to bung
him inte Greviriars for "

“Well, that's for his people to de-
cide,” gaid Tom *JIs he a near
relation " i

“A rotten cousin[® gruntad SEmithy.
“One of about ten or twelve cousins
I've got and never want to see [” .

“7 shouldn’t be sorry to have & cousin
or two."

“That's because you've gnt none., 1
don't want him here! They say he's
like me1” enarled Vernon-8mith. *1I
believe there’s a bit of a resemblance;
he's got the family boke, anyhow.
haven't seen him since I was a small
kid, and the last time T saw him I had
& scrap with him."

€K Dh !u

“I remember T punched his nose, and
I'm glad to remember that I punched
it hard 1" said Vernon-8mith. “I dare
say 1 shall be punching 1t again 1n a
week or two when he comes here,”’

“7T think I'd stop short of that.”

#0h, he's like me—fearfully like me,
thoy say |” aneared thﬁ Bounder. %ume
happy disposition, Fancy two of us,
Re-.dlgi'y ™

“Uml” said Redwing, He was
strongly attached to his chum, but the
idea of two of them was a little
startling. :

“If I'm eivil to him he'll think I'm

atronising him because I'm rich and

o's poor. Exaetly what I should think
in his place, 1sn't 117

“I'm afraid so, Smithy."”

“And tf T bar him he'll think I'm
ashamed of a poor relation; and if 1
treat him exactly like any other fellow
he'll faney offoncos where there aren’s
anv, Ae all over—what "

Redwing did not answer that. The
Rounder had a cynically clear know-
ledge of his own character.  Smithy
was rich—richer than was good for him.
But he knew exactly how he woald
veact to the position of & poor relation,

“And he's like you in f]nnks?" asked
Redwing.

“®o they sayl TUgly brute—very
flattering to me ™ sneered Vernon-
Smith. “I've been told so dozens of
times, Tt's said just to annoy me, of
course. 1 can't see it myvself—at least,
mot 50 much as they make out. 1 know

that if I believed T had a face like
Herbert's I'd stick s gasanusk on 6
and keep it there.”

“1a hiz name Herberg?”

“Yes—sume as mine ! SBurname jolly
near the same, too—Vernon. The
Smiths are on my father's side!" said
the Bounder in the same ‘jeering tone.
“1 remember why 1 punched the cad
when I was a little kid: he told me I

was & Smith, and not 2 Vernon at all.

I made his Vernon nose pour.”
Redwiug's face was clouded. The
prm&eut of a second edition of Bmith
at Greyirmars, on fighting terms wi
the first edirion, was not a happy one.

“I don’t want him here!"” said the
Botlinder savagely. “ His old fool of an
uncle should send him somewhere else.
Eton or llarrow would be welcome to
him. I don’t see why I should have
the cad landed on me here. By gum ™
Smithy's evea blazed. “Let him

Ve
me any of his Vernon swank ! T’ll show
him that & Smith can knock a Vernon

face through the back of a Vernon
head | Let him—"

_ The Bounder clenched his hands as if
in readiness for a punch at the Vernon
face. It was plain that there was going
to be no love lost between the Vernon
and the Vernon-Smith when they came
in contact at Greyfriars School.

“When is he coming?” asked
Redwing.

“MNext week, my father said in hia
lettéer. He sent me a photograph of
the cad; thought I should be interested
to see how like he was to me ! sneered
the Bounder. “I can’t see it myself.
The pater thinks he can. He spouted
a8 lot of advice about forgetting old
quarrels—="

“That's good advice, Bmithy.”

“Ever known me to have any use for
good advice?” jeered Bmithy, “I've
always disliked the cad—and always
disliked thut branch of the family, Too
much swank for me. Poor and proud;
gallons of Vernon blood, and about
twopence-ha’penny in the bank1” The
Bounder laughed with savage scorn.
“They've go titles, some of them, on
that side of the fumily, and my father

lets  them Dizure on his prospectuses
and chuck- them a few hundred
guinaas. [un!”

T Anvhow., Bmithy, start civil when
the chap cowes, Lime enough to row
with him if he makes himself ofensive.”

“Two surly dogs in the same kennel "
said Swirhy  “Why can’t they send
the ead somewhere else? This time
next werk | shall be tapping the
Yernon clarer from the Vernon hoko,
I know o's coming.”

Tom Ruedwing sighed. It waa not a
happy prospect.  Smithy was about to
resiune  in the same bitter, jeering
strain when there eame an interruption.

A fat excited squeak floated 1n st
the half-open door from the Remove

passage.

“1 say, vou fellows, Coker’s comin
up | f?.-:u:.r, look at hizs beezer!
gay— &, hey he!” ]

There was o ripple of laughter in
the passage

Coker of the Fifth, it appeared, was
coming up 1o the Bemove, and there
was someihing about Coker of the Fifth
that evoked lalarity.

“QOh, my hat! What & boko!” came
Bob Cherry’s voice. 1

“Where on carth did Cuoker dig up
that nose?"

“Must have won it in a raflle 1" came
a suggestion from Skinoer.

“lia, ha, ha t¥ )

“Hallo, hulle, hallo! Been stopping
g tank with vowr nose. Coker?” camne
Bob Cherry’s roar. .

Then there” wus another roar in the
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There was a ripple of laughter in the passage as Coker passed the Removiles on his way to Siudy No. 4. “* Oh, my hat !
What a boko ! ™ roared Boh Cherry, ** Been stopping a tank with your nose, Coker ? ** ** Must have won it in a raffle |

well-known bull-voice of Horace Coker
of the Fifth Form.

-*1 don’t want any check from you,
Cherry! I want the young hoohigan
who banged e op the boko ! I'm going
to smash hun [

There was a heavy tread in the Re-
move passage Coker of the Fifth was
coming up the passage. FEvidemtly he
was colming on the warpath,

A buzr of voices followed him.

“Who's the happy man, Coker 7*'

“Think yeu can throw yveur weiglst
about in ihis passage. you IFifth Yorm
fathead 1"

“Got  after that ass1* called out
Harry Wharton, *If Coker's come up
here for a row we'll see himn home

ain.”

"“Yes, rather |”

“The ratherfulness iz terrific.’

There  was a tlter of fcet on the
trail of Horace Coker

The Famous I'ive did not know what
the trouble was, and perhaps did not
care_very mwuch., But they knew that
no Fifth Form man was %omg to carry
matters with a high han in the

narters of the Greyfriars Remove. On
that point opimion Wwas unaniuous In
the Remove.

Smithy rose from the armchair. He
was on bad terms with the IFFamous
Five, but more than ready to lend them
a hand in handlir; Coker of the Fifth
if that obstreperous youth had come up
to tha Remove hunting for trouble.
Indeed, in his present mocd Herbert
Vernon-Simith  welcomed the prospect
of a shindy.

The heavy tramp of Coker's footsteps
rang up the passage, the IFamous Five
close behind him, and & dozen other
follows gatheved for the [ray. ‘“I'hose
heavy footsteps stopped at the door of
Study No. 4. Bmithy’s study, it seemed,
was fhe Fifth Former’s destimation,

A kick sent the half-upen deor fiying
wide open.

suggested Skinner.

Coker, it appearcd, was not in a
ceremonions mwod. The next moment
Horace Coker’s burly figure bulked in
the doorway of Btudy No 4.

“Oh! You're here!™ he roared, his
eyes fixing on Herbert Vernon-Swnith
with a deadly glare,

Hnmhy stared at him.

“I'wi dwere, if you want me I he said.
"What do you want—another sponge
huzzed at your silly head "

“SBo you've got 1in!"” said Coker. *1
thanght you waould, on your ke 1"

“Mad ¥ asked Smithy, “1 bhaven't
been out on a bike that 1 know of ™

“Haven't youi” said Coker grimly.
“Well, perhaps I fancied I saw you on
& bikel Perhaps I faicied that you
whopped mo across the face with your
bike pump! I fancy I'm going Lo make
you sorry for it, anyhow [

And Colker rushed.

The next second Herbert Vernon.
Sinith was struggling in a mighly grip,
{ﬂlling and kicking, as Coker of the
‘ifth thumped him right and left.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Was It Smithy ?

HUMP, thump, thump!
smithy elled and stroggled.
The other fellows staved,

taken by surprise by that
snddden fierce outbreak on the part of
Llorace Coker.
Thump, thump! Bang |
Coker was going 1t, hot and atr:::mi;.
iz nozse was dama It was hikely
to be a study in scarlet for a week, at
least, It had a pain in ib Coker had con-
saled himself, all the way back lo Crey-
friars, with the prospect of what he was
going to give that cheeky junior in
return ! Now he was giving it to lum!
Coker was enjoying life!
Bmithy was not! 'Thumped and

hauged, the Bounder struggled [raolic
ally in Coker’s powerful grasp, resist-
g with all his strength,

The Famous Five stared in,

Redwing wus the first to rush Lo the
IOSCE,

e leaped at Coker, prasped him
round the back, and dragged him off.

Caoker swept round a mighty arm, and
Redwing flew across the study, crash-
Ing.

Thump, thump, thump |

Then ihe Famous Five rushed in.
They Fairly hurled thenselveas on
Horaee Colker.

“Collar him 1" gasped Bob Cherry.

*Hile in 1™

Coker was collared right and left.
Ilive pairs of hands wers more than
coough for even the mighty llorace,
Coker was dragged bodily over, and
went down on the study Hoor with a
crash.

Vernon-Smith,
panting, totterad.

Coker, on the floor, heaved up, and
Was ?mmpﬂy squashed down again.

“Pin the silly fathead I” gasped Dob,

Hedwing staggered up, gasping.

" Hold that mad ass1” he exclannpoed,

“Wa've got him 1"

“Let gol"” roared Coker, struggling,
“I'm going to smash that young cadl
I'll smash the lot of you!l Look al
what he's done ! Look at my nose |

“It's a beauty 1" agreed Bob Cherry.
“Never saw such a boke outside a
T'unch and Judy show | Where did you
dig it ur?”

“TI tell you that young cad did it—
hanged it with & bike pump 1" roared
Coker. *I'm going to smash him [*

“Hold the fool!” gasped Vernon-
Smith. "“He's as mad as a hatter] 1
haven't touched him, and I haven't had
a bike pump in my hand to-day |”

“What 7" bawled Coker, * Why, you
Iying young sweep—mean to maoke out

Tng Macxer LigRany.—No. 1631
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that I never saw you on the Redclyite
road, and booted you, and you hit me
across the face with your bike pump "

“You mad chump, I haven't been out
on & bike, and 1 haven’t been anywhere
near the Redelyffe road. I walked up
the river after class, and 1 haven't eveu
ssen you since in the Elead's study
vestorday.”

Coker blinked at hun. He ceased to
struggle in the grasp of the Famous
Five, and just blinked. .

* Listen to hir 1" he gasped. " Lisien
to him! Look at my nosel He did it
with a bike pump ! NMow listen to him !

“Well, if vou booted a Remove man,
what did you expect?” asked Skinuwer,
from the passage. " Serve you jolly well
right.” :

arry Wharton compressed lus lips,
e had no doubt that Coker had asked
for the trouble, and that he had Leen
& high-handed and heavy-handed fat-
head, as per usual Btill, there was a
limit ! hopping & f[ellow acrosa the
face with a hiEE pump was nob the sort
of thing that was done.

“ Your rotten temper will land sou in
trouble one of these days, Vernon-
Smith!" he said cfuiablﬁ. A

“Fou fool I”" yelled the Bounder, ™ If
that bullying fathead had booted me,
1'd have whopped him with & bike

ump, or anything else that came
Eundy. But he never did, and 1 never
did! He's gone potty if he thinks I
did! I tell you haven't been any-
where near the Hedelvfie road to-day.”

Wharton's lip curled.

“ And you said that you never went
near Lantham on Wednesday 1” he
retorted. * You'd better chuck it, I
think."

“Will you let me go?"” raved Coler.
“1 tell you I'm going to smash that
voung hooligan. 1 tell you he cracked
hiz bike puwmp across my chivvy—otter
and Greone were thers and saw him de
it

“1 did not!" velled Vernon-Bmith.

“You did [" yeiled back Colker.

“I tell you—=" :

“Will you let me gerrat him?”
spluttered Coker. e heaved and
stenggled.  “I'l spiflicate the “lot of

I—T'll—leggo 1"

vou !

THE MAGNET

“Well, even  bhe did, youve
iEmmEad him enough, old bean!” said
Bob Cherry, *This ia where you chuck
it 1

“Enough's as ﬁuud as a feast " said
Frank Nugent. *“Chuck it, Coker|”

“I'll smash the lot of you—"

“(at on with it!” grinned Dob.
“T'Il sit on your head while Fou're
doing it, Horace, old man 1"

“Ha, 'ha. ha 1"

Vernon-Smith, red with rage, grabbed
tle inkpot from the table. He juinped
at the sprawling Coker and up-ended
the inkpot over his erimson face.

Hplasgh |

There was a suffocated gurgle from
Coker. His mouth, wide open for an
angry roar, captured a good deal of the

ink. He spluttered and gurgled
hovribly, Hizs flaming nose became
suddenly black.

“Urrgh 1" gurgled Coker.
13 Gurrggh !u

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ MNow get out of my study, you mad
ass 1" shouted the Bounder. * By gum,
I'll boot you out 1"

“Urrgh 1 Coocogh 1"

“Weep your hoofs to yourself,
Smithy 1”7 exclaimed Harry Wharton,
pushing the Bounder back. * Roll him

out, you raen!" :

Coker, streaming ink and splutterin
fury, was rolled headlong to the land-
ing, and down the Remove staircase,
Not for the first time, Horace Coker
made the discovery that the Remove
passage was a hornets' nest,

It was an inky, breathless, dishevelled
Coker that tottered away into the
quartera of the Fifth. He was as
wrathy as ever, in fact, more so; but
disinclined, at present, for any more
warlike exploits.

In Study No. 4 the Bounder was left
panting with rage. Redwin remained
with him, silent and troubled. Several
fimes Smithy glanced at him with
bitter eyes, but he did not speak.

“You_ fool I" said the Bounder at
last. ““I've said that I never ran into
that fathead to-day! I've been up the
river] He must be mad to fancy that
I banged his silly nose—if he does fancy
-EEI- IH‘
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Redwing did not speak. :

“Or he's telling lies ! eaid Emithg,
between his teeth. * Banging a fellow’s
face with a bike ‘Fump iz the sort of
thing a fellow lands in trouble for| It
woild mean a row with the Head, if it

ot to himl By gum, is that Fifth
Form ¢ad in the game, like those cads
in the Bemove?"

“Don't be an ass, Smithy!" said Red-
wing curtly. .

“He says he had & row with me on
the Redclyffe road!” welled thas
Bounder. *I say I haven’t been there,”

Redwing did not answer.

“Da vou believe me or not?” hissed
Vernon-Smith. .

“Loker came straight here to pitch
into ¥ou for banging his nosel” said
Redwing, *Unless he's mad, you did
it. ¥

“He's mad, then: I nover did it.”

“Well, I can’t make it out, then "

"“Fool!l He says Potter and Greena
of the Fifth saw me do it! Go and ask
them, if you like. They're not mad, if
Coker 13"

“0Oh, let it drop " said Redwing.

“That means that you don't believe
me §"

“Do be sensble, old chap! You lost
your temper, and hit Coker with your
bike pump! It was rather thick—but
the hot-headed fool asked for it. Lek
ik drop.” :

The Bounder, with & sef, enraged

face, stepped towards his chum, His
hands were olenched, and his eyes
burning.

' Redwing steppsd back towards the
aor.

“Ton't be a fool, Emithy,” he said.
“T'll try to believe you—hut—— Have
a little senze! How can It"

Veornon-8mith’'s answer was a furions
blow simed at his face.

Redwing stepped quickly out of the
study, eluding it, and went down the
passage.

He did not, and could not, believe
Qmithy's denial. If he wanted proof,
he soon had it, for as he came on to
the landing, Potter and Greene of the
Fifth were there, and two or thres
Remove fellows were asking them ques-
tions.

“Coker says Smithy whopped him on
the dial with a bike pump!” He heard
Bob Cherry spesking, as he came oug
of the passage. **Did you fellows see
him ¥ "

“We saw him all right!” answored

Potter.

“On the Redclyffe road?” asked
Nugent.

“Yes. That ass Coker booted him

when he was pumping his bike! Coker
asked for it, but # was a dirty trick,
all tha same! The young ratter ought
te be jolly well whopped I

“Smithy says he didn't!"
Bkinner,

“Oh, my hat! Does he! He's got a
nerve!” said Greene. * Lot of good say-
ing he didn't, when he did it under our
ayes, "

Tom Redwing,
and & heavy %1
stairs.

grinned

with & clouded facae
cart, went down the

S

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bumps For The Bounder !

ki HEY call that l'1'1.'t|.'.l the Bounder
i hiz Forn!" said Ceecil
- Reginald Temple of the
Fourth. *Have they got him
right, d'you think?”
“ O, rather!™ said Dabney.
Fry of the Fourth grinned. ;
It was in break on Saturday morning
thiat Herbert Vernon-Smith drew the



lofty and eupercilions attention of Cecil
Reginald, 1

Smithy, in break that morning, was
on his own .

He had not spoken a word to Redwing
gince the row in Study No. 4 the
previous day. Thers was a rift between
thie Bounder and his chum.

He was on the worst of terms with
the Famous Five, and on far from good
terms with many other Tellows.

It theve had been any doubt in regard
to -his controversy with the five, the
affair of Coker had settled it. Nobody
was likely to take Smithy's word after
that—not even his best chum.

Smithy, of course, could tell fibs if he
liked. It was o matter of taste. DLut he
conld not expect fellows to believe them.
That was asking too much. And angry
resentiment of dishelief was altogether
too much in such circumstances. E-mlthg
was getting on bad terms all throug
his Form,

At the present moment he was stand-
ing leaning on one of the old Greylriars
elms, all by himself, with something in
his hand that looked like a photograph.

He was staring at it, and scowlmg.

Hence the lofty remark of Ceeil
Reginald Temple. Greyiriars fellows
did not zeowl! They did not wear their
hearts on their sleeves. They did not
display their [eelings for all the world
to run and read! Smithy did things
that were not done!

Heedless of the Fourth Formers, the
Bounder stood scowling at the photo-
graph in hiz hend, and soddenly,
erumpling it, threw it to the ground.
Obviously, Smithy did not like the
plmtﬂgraplhﬁd fellow, whoever he was.

Temple shrugged his shoulders,

Fla walked on with his friends, lﬁfti
and disdainful of such manners an
customs on the part of a Fublic school
man |

But the Bounder, the next moment,
uttered an Ellgl’j exclamnution, and ran
towards the photograph he had thrown
down. It was a small, thin sheet, un-
framed, light as a feather, and the wind
had caught it and whirled it away.

He had thrown it down in anger, but
not with the intention of throwing it
away. But, in a gust of wind, it whirled
away from him and flew over the heads
uf ti’:e threa Fourth Form men as they
wialked on. )

Cecil Reginald, lofty and disdainful as
he wss, was an obliging chap! The
flying object whirled past him, and he
caught at 1t as it whirled, and captured

it.

He turned his head, and waved it to
the Bounder.

“ Here you are!” he called.

With the plwtograph in his hand,
Temple could bardly have helped seeing
it if he had wanted to. Ie saw it—and
then stared at it! The face 1n the pic-
ture was the face of Herbert Vernon-
Snith  himself — which was reslly
amazing, considering that Smithy had
besn scowling at it and bad Bung it
down in anger.

“Why, it's Bmithy’s own mug!” said
Dabney, in wonder, staring, too.

“Not a bad photo, either!” said Fry.
“Makea him look a bit better-looking
than he is—the photographer must have
caught him at 8 lucky moment. ™

The Bounder came running unp.

“iziva that to me!” he snapped.

Temple looked at him with an ex-
pression as if he were locking down
from immense heights.

“I canght it for -you,” he answered.
“*Think f want to keep your photo-
graph, Vernon-Smith "

“You silly fool, it's not my phote-
graph!” snarled Vernon-8mith. " Are
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you making: out that it's like me, like
the other silly foola¥”
The three i]inkmi at him.
“Not your photograph!”
Temple.
“Not yours!” ejaculated Fry.

“Nao, {t::-u rabbling asses, not mine,
and not like me, either! No bizney of
yours if it was!” snarled the Bounder,
as he grabbed the photograph from

Temple's hand.

Cecil Reginald Temple breathed. hard,
and he breathed deep, with pink coming
intc his cheeks. Temple was a lofty,
but an casy-going fellow. But the best-
temperead E&eﬁuw might have been an-
noyed by the Bounder's manner and
worda.

“You ill-tempered, rotten-mannered
booby 1"  said Cecil Reginald, in
measured tones. 1 don't care & boiled
bhean whether it's your photo or not, but
I jolly well know it is, and I can’t see
what you're telling whoppers about! It's
rours, uiless you've got a twin, which I

now you haven't. And if you're not
satish with it, you ought to be,
because it makes you better-locking
than you are.”™ .

“Oh, rather!” grinned Dabney.

“What's the big idea, Smithy?"
azked Fry curiously. **I've heard that
'{nu.’re getting into rows in your Form
or telling crammers and l'ﬂﬁg‘glng fol-
lows for not believing them. New game,
or what?”

Vernon-8mith shoved the crumpled
photograph inte his pocket. Temple &
ih}p.’a remarks seemed to exasperate

im.

“You silly, gabbling,
noodle!” he said, ressing Cecil
Reginald,  “ You stiff-necked, pasty-
faced tatlor's dummy, I've told you that
it’s not my photo, and that it's not like
me—or not much, anyhow! And if you
gay it is again, I'll punch your silly fat
head I"*

Temple of the Fourth was not usually
a man of war. Neither did he want a
row with the hard-hitting Beunder. But
Templs was not taking that.

“Tt is, spainl” he retorted.

“ What #*

“It 1s, again!” repeated Temple.

Dabney and Fry grinned.

The next moment, Herbert Wernon-
Smith was ;i)‘um::hingn It came so guickly
that the knuckles landed on Ceail
Reginald’s lofty nose before he knew
that the knuckles were coming.

Temple gave a spluttering gasp.

Dabney and Fry jumped at Smithy
as if moved by the rame ﬂprin%. The
rrabbed him, swept him off his feet, an
bomped him down on the quad,

“Oh gad!"” pasped Temple, rubbing
his nose. “The dashed hooligan! Bump
him! Bump the cad! Give the cheeky
Remove rotier a lesson|”

Vernon-Smith struggled savagely. He
could have handled any one of the
Fourth Formers with ease! But he
could not heandle two together.

Dabney and Fry swung him up and
landed him again.

Bump!

“(ive him another!” said Temple,
still rubbing his nose.

Bump!

The Bounder smote the quad agoin,
strageling and wrenching.

Temple leaned over him, jerked off
hiz cap, and stuffed it down his back
whila he struggled in the prasp of
Dabney and Fry.

“Now give him one more, and let
him rip!"” smiled Temple.

repeated

empty-headed

Bump!
'I'he three Fourth Farmers walked
away, lavghing, leaving the Bounder

sitting on the earth, gasping for breath.
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THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coming To Blows !

i 017 again, silly cads!™
i Eﬁ mlﬁi -::a.gm to & halt
at those words. .

The Famous Five, that
afterncon, had trotted out after gamea
practice for & ramble on the cliffs,

Bob Cherry, apotting Redwing mooch-
ing about on his own, grabbed him aud
made him join up, willy-nilly. _

The half-dozen of them were walking
slong Pegg Lane when they sighted a
well-known face and form sitting on the
gate of the footpath in Friardale Wood
on their way back to the school.

“Hallo, hallo, helle, 8mithy!* mur-
mure] Bob, “I wonder if he lfrea!a eivil
enough to comie back to tea in the
study.”

The fellow on the gate did not look
very civil. He-stared at the juniors as
they came by, and his brow darkened.
He took no notice of Tom Redwing; but
his glance, from face to face of the other
Bve, was distinctly hostile.

A bike leaned ?ﬂ.mut— the gate near
him. Apparently he had stopped there
for a rest, andlgerha.pa for a view of the
sea, rolling wide and blue in the dis-
tance. His words, as the juniors came
up, sounded anything but civil. They
halted and looked at him.

“Are fﬂu always as polite as that, old
bean, when you. find yourself in good
company ?" asked Bob affably. * And
me thinking of asking you to tes, too!”

*Oh, shut up, you gaby!”

“ Asking to Ee nocked off that gate,
you cheeky swab?” demanded Johnny
Bull belligerently.

“Try it on, if you like I"* sneered the

boy on the gate.

By pom! TI'll jolly well-—*

Tom dwing caught the warlike
Johnny by the arm,

“Chuck it, old manl What's the
good of rowing 1 he said. .

“Well, why can’t a chap be civil?”
he said. “Coma on, you fellowsl [f

be wants to sulk, leave him to stew in
his own juice! We're late for tea,
anyhow IV

The Famous TFive moved on, but
Redwing lingered, His break with
hig chum was heavy on his mind. And
he was worried, too. Pegg Lane waa
not TEI% far from the back gates of the
Croszs Keya. And the boy on the stile
was not wearing & Greyfriars Sehool
cap, or Smithy's usual clothes. That
looked like kicking over the traces,

“I'll come on, you fellows!™ said
Tem: and the Famous Five went on
without him,

Tom leaned on the gate, X

The boy sitting on it stared at him,
far from ecordially.

“Want anything 7' he asked.

“You don't want my companyi”
asked Tom.

“Why the dickens should I?”

“Look here, old chap,” said Tom
paticntly, *what's the good of keeping
up 8 row? I can’t make yon oul
Those fellows are quite reedy to be
civil, if you'd say wo :

“Y've no usa for their civility, the
silly cads—or yours either, if you coma
te that! What the dooce do you
mean ¥ snapped the other., “If T ever
drop on them one at & time, I'll muoke
thein sovey for handling me, as they
did' at Lantham the other day!”

Tom gave a stark.

“Then they did ses you at Lentham
last Wedneésdayi™ he exclaimed. WUp
to that moment, Vernon-Bmith had
deniegd that he bad been st Lantham
on  Wednesday, and Tom, with an
eifort, had believed him. * You adnut
.i.tlil”
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"No_ seoret about it that I know
of ¥ The scowling face stared at Tom.
“They grabbed me off my bike, actin
like a mob of lunatics, so far as
could make out. 1 had to dodge away
from them in Lantham Chase, I gava
one of them something to remember me
I:rﬁ', tilmugh—ttmre*n still & mark on his
elin ™

Tom stood lecking at him. FHe was
silent for a long minute, and the boy
on the gate slipped down and put a
hand to his bike.

“You're gomng ¥ asked Tom,

“Think I waut your company "

“I thought you might,” said Tom
quietly,. “I'd rather not row—much
rathar! What's the good of it?"

" Whoe wants to row t*

“Look here, old chap, if yon pive
me your word that you didn't whop
that Fifth Form fathead with your
@ikevpum}:- yesterday, I—I'll try to get
it down,” said Tem. “I can’t make it
out, but——*
b_lThe boy stared at him across the
[} o=

“¥You seem to know all about it,” he
said. “Are you speaking of the over-
grown lout who kicked me when
was pumping up my bike on the Red-
clyffe road yesterday!” _

Again Tom gave a start, Having
admitted the Lanthem episode, it
seemerd that Vernon-Smith was going
to admit the Redelyfie episode alzo.

“Have you seen the Joub?"

“¥es, I've seen him,” said Tom
?uietlj, “¥You gave him & prize nose,

_suppose he was making a fool of
himself, as usual, but—"'

“He was grahﬂing me off my bike,
and I had the pump in fay hand |l He
was twice too big for me to tackle!
Think 1 was going to let him do as he
liked

“Never mind thatl
that you did t1*

“Why shouldn't I?*

No reason why you ah:::nl{lu’l:j, and
I'm glad you have, as it's true,” said
Tom, “Look bere, dom't go, old
fellow! I can guess why wyou've
changed your clothes and stuck that
cap on—"

“(Gone mad?®

“What do you meant”

“My hat! This part of the country
peems to ba a sort of lunatie asylum,
from what I can make out. hat
have my clothes and my cap got to do
mlii‘hr you, or with snybody but my-
pelf 1

“Nothing, perhaps,” said Tom,
“But if it means that you're going to
the Crosz Keys, and I'm afraid it
does, I'd like you to take s friend's
advice and chuck it [

The boy stared at him and then
replaced the bike against the gate.
His hard face was dark with anger.

“The Cross Keys?” he repeated.
“Do E::!llmean that low pub on Fria-~
dale a 1

“¥You know I do”

“¥es, I know you de! And you've
got the cheek to ask me if I'm going to
8 den like that, where no decent fellow
would be found dead?”

Tom stared at him,

“Xou've been there often enough,” he
said. **What do you mean?”

“I've been theral?”

“What the dickens do you mean?
You know you have—a dozen fellows
know you have!” exclaimed Town im-
patiently, Do you think I don't know
that that’s where you get your cigar-
ettes? Talk sense [

“S0 I go to a low pub and get
cigarettes there, do I? And you've got
the cheek to tell me 301" came an angry
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snarl. *“Well, there's only one of you,
not five as there were the other dav
at Lantham, and I'll show you what I
hand back for cheeky impudence like
that {*

amack |

An open pallm ecame across Tom
Redwing's face with a creck like that
of a whip.

Redwing gave a startled ery, and
his face blazed. In mnother second his
grasp was on the other fellow, who
crumpled up in it, struggling,

But his anger lasted only a moment.
The next, he released the fellow he
bad grasped, leaving him to stagger
against the pate. )

“That's encugh I he said, in a low
voice. “That's enough! You won't
get another word from mel Go your
own way |”

“You cheeky fool—you——"

A panting voice followed Tom as he
walked down the lane in the direction
Harry Wharton & Co. had taken. Ha
did not heed it, and did not turn his
head. He was gilent, and his face was
set as he walked on to Greyfriars with
tive Famous Five.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Spotted 1

& H_ gadl” breathed
Vernon-Smith.
He jumped.
Wingate of the Sixth Form
gave a simultaneous E’ump.

“You young sweep I he exclaimed.

It was at an unlucky moment for the
Bounder of Greyfriars that George
Wingate was pulling i his skiff that
afternoon. For the Greyfriars captain
was level with the gate of the Threa
Fishers, & rivers inn  with an
extremely unsavoury reputation—just
85 Vernon-S8mith was opening that
gate from within to step out on the
towpath. i

Bimnithy, casting a glance round with
hizs usual eaution, spotted the Sixth
Form prefeot in the skiff a sccond
before . Wingute saw him,

But it was only & second, and he had
no time to pop back out of sight. He
wag, in fact, popping back ss Wingate's
eves fell on him,

Another moment, and he was backing
behind the fence,

But he knew that the Greyfriars
capigin had seen him.  Whether in
that brief glimpse ha had recognised
him, Hmithy did not feel sure—and on
that doubt depended- his fate.

There wag no need for him to worry
about Herbert Vernon coming to Groy-
friaxs the following week i Wiplfate
had spotted him 1n these forbidden
;‘::remmtm For in that case, Herbert

Ternon-Bmith wonld ne longer be &t
Creviriars when Herbert Vernon came.

Herbert

e panted as he squeered into
sover of the hawthorns,
Wingate had seen him! He knew

that he was a Greqy_iria.rs' fellow. But
had he recognised him—recognised him
with such certainty as to be able to
report him for the sack?  The
Bounder's heart beat fast as he
threaded his way through the bushes in
the weedy, ill-kept gardens of the
Three Fishers.

Behind him he heard the click of a
gate. Wingate had landed from the

skif and was entering, Then the
Bounder heard a calling voice.
“Yernon-Smith |"
His heart sank.
“YVernon-83mith! I saw yvoul Yon

are to come back to the school with
mel  Where are you, you young
raseal 77

The Bounder, with & set and
desperate face, skulked his way on in

COVer.
Iis wanre was up  Often and often
had the reeklesz  seapegrace of the
Remove taken long ::Lu.ucc-s, trusting
te hiz luek not to let him down.
This time it had let him down with a
bump—he had almost walked into a
refect’s hands as he was leaviug the
hrea Fishers.

But he did not give up hope wvet.

Wingate could only have glimpsed
him for & split second. Il he escaped
now—if he got back to the school befora
Wingate—there was a chance—a remote
¢hance, at least. Hard lying cost the
Bounder nothing. Among his friends
he would not have stooped to a false-
hood, but in dealing with beaks and
prefects, he would have piled one on
ancther, like Pelion on Ossa. That
was the Bounder’s peculiar code of
ethics, the result being that no inaster
or prefect would have thought of
taking his word.

He heard no further sound of pur-
snit. A Greyiriars prefeet was not
likely to hunt him in the precincts of
the Three Fishers.

Wingate, probably, had gone back to
his shiff,

Vernon-Bmith ¢ot across the weedy

rounds of the riverside inm to the
enoe an Oak Lane by Counrifield
Comnron. If Wingate pulled directly
back to the school boathouse, he would
ba at Greyfriars before Smithy could
hope to get there. Btill the scapegrace
of the school did not give up hope.
There was aslways & chanee in the
chapter of chances.

He clambered up the fence, scanned
the lane outside, swung over, aud
dropped.

Mo one was in sight, and he waa
now, &t a&ll events, outside forbidden
nracincts,

But a mile lay between him and the
echool, Wingate had been pulling
down-stream when he passed the Thres
Fishers. Dy ihis time he was more
than half-way home, If the Bounder
had & chance, it was by getting in first
—and there waz no chance getfing
in first]

He set his teeth and ran,

As he came specding out of Oak
Lane into the Courtfield road, there
was & buzzing of bicvele bells, and
three riders swerved to avoid him.

Vernon-3mith came to s breathless
halt. He recognized Highelifie fellows.

“Pon!” le shouted. “Hald onl
Pon 1"

 Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson ware
ra:imEg int. Oak Lane—io & destination
the Bounder could easily have guessed.
They braked and stopped as the
Bounder shouted to them.

“Anythin’ up, BSmithy!” drawled
Pon, a3z he stepped off his machine.
*Comin’ along with us, old thing "

“Lend me your bike ™

“Wha-at "

“I've just beon spotted !™ muttered
the Bounder, husky with breathlesaness,
“1E I get in before that dashed prefect
I've a chance! Lend me your bike,
old chap 1"

“Oh gad 1"

Ponsonby laughed, and handed the
Bounder his machine. Ponsonby of
Highcliffe was not a good-natured
fallow as & rule, but he was willing {o
do a fellow-blackguard a good turn.

“Go it!"” be said. “Trot the jigger
over to Highcliffe to-morrow—if you're
still at Greviriars]! Ha, hal Best of
luck, old tulipt®™

The Bounder did not sto
again. He threw himsel
sonby’s bike, and fairly flew,

to speak
on Fons



The three Higliclifians stared after
him,” grinning, till he vanished from
gight, and then walked on to the Three
Fishers, Gadsby and Monson wheeling
their machines. Vernon-Smith was
going like an arrow.

There was traffic on the Courtfield
road, and several startled drivers
‘yelled to that rapid and reckless
cyelist—unheeded ! 'The Bounder drove
at ihe pedals like one possessed,

On a bike, he could get in first!
Unece in, before Wingate, there Wwas a
chance, The vemotest chance was
priceleis to a fellow who stood on the
brink of being turfed out of the school
and gent home in disgrace.

Somo fellows might have been dealt
with more leniently—not Herbert
Vernon-3mith! His record was foo
dublons, and he Lknew how litile
lenienee to expect from  the Form-
master he had insulted and defied.
Believing as he did that Quelch had
descended to a false accusation to get
rid of lum he could not doubt that the
Remeve master would welcome this,

He was aching with breathlessness as
he reached ihe school and ran Pon's
bike into the bike-shed., He wiped
perspiration from his damp brow and
panted for breath, but EE lingered
there hardly @ moment. Calming him-
self as much as he could, he walked
away 1o the House, savagely aware of
tiie ved flush of exertion in his checks.

“I say, Smithy, you lock warm!”
Billy Bunter met him in the quad.
“ Becn racing #

Smithy gave the fat Owl a scow],
but he banished it the next moment.
It was just as well for Wingate to see
him in conversation with a Remove
fellow, when he came in,

“¥ez, I rather put it he
gnswered., “I'm late for Has
Redwing come in yet "

“¥es. Locking feariully down in the
mouth,” answered DBunicr, with a grin.
* Been rowing with him again?”

“You fat fool 1"

“0Oh, really, Bmithy—"

“T've been looking for lim, out of
gates—round about Friardale and
Pege,” said the Bounder.

“Then it's jolly quecr you never
found him—he went over to Pegg with
Wharton and his gang!” answered
Bunter. I say, Bmithy,” went on the
fat Owl, encouraged by the unusual
circumstance of Smithy lingering in his
enjoyable company. “I say, Redwing's
gone to tea with that gang—if you'd
like a fellow to tea, I'll turn down
Alauly  You don't wani to tea ail on
vour own, old chap! Jf you've got
anything you want cooked—"

Vernon-Smith did not heed him. A
stalwart figure in fannels wes coming
across to him. Wingate had come in:
Smithy had been less than five minutee
aheoad.

“ Yernon-Smith 1
friars captain.

““ Y8, Wingate!” murmured Emithy,
his heart beating,

ﬂniﬂl‘
toa.

rapped the Grey-

“Come with me io your Form-
mastar.” :

Smithy  breathed lhard,  Buof  his
wmanner was cool and caswal.  Hard

Iying was his cne now, and plenty of it.
”.ﬁnj’tlﬁng up, Wingate?” he asked.
Wingate stared at huim.

“I should say so!” he answered
eurtly. “It's for vour Form-masier io
. decide whether he takes vou to the
Head—all I've got to do is to report
vouu for pub-haunting. Come with me.”

“But Ii haven {—"

“Chuck that! You're not going to
deny that T saw vou coming out at the
gate of the Three Fizhers-half an hour
ago it

Bmith.

EVERY SATURDAY

jelly well am ! said Vernon-
“Never been near ‘the place!
I've been over by Pegg end the
cliffs—="
Wingate’'s lip curled with contempt.
“You can tell that to Quelch!” he
said. “Come "
And the Bounder, wondering whether,
after all, there really was the smallest

spot of hope, followed him to Mr.
Quelch'™s study,

I'I:I

e

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.

The Truth !
13 I SAY, vou fellows!™
“ Seat v _
“I haven't come {o tea—"
“You haven't!” agreed Bob

Cherry. “You think you have! But
you haven't!”
“0Oh, really, Cherry——"
“Buzz off, you bloated bluebottle 1
“He, he, hel I'll bet Redwing would

like to hear the news!” grinned Bunter.

“All right—{ you min’t intercsted in |

hearing that Smithy's gone to ithe beak
to be sacked—"

Tom Redwing was at the table in
Study No. 1 with the Famaus Iive.

Bmithy bad been still out, when he
came mn with the chums of the Remove.
But after what had happened in Pegg
E:a.neq he did not care fo tea in Study
N, .

He had taken no netice of the fat
Ow! in the doorway., DBut at those
words from DBunter he gave a viclent
start and rose to his feet., He gave the
grinning fat Owl a glare.

27

“What do youn incan, you gabbling
ass 17 e exclaimed angrily.

“0h, really, Redwing——*

“Has anything happened to Smithy
since wdé saw  him?” asked Harry
Wharton. “ By gum, he's the fellow to
ask for it1” o

“He, he, he! 1 should jelly well
say so!” chuckled Buanter, *“Wingate
spotted him at the Thice Fishers half
an hour ago——*

“What "
“Eo he said, anyhow! He's walked
him in to Quelch! That's where

Smithy's been this afternoon!” grinned
Bunter. “ Plaving the goat, you know!
I always said he'd be copped sconer or
later. Thoey've got ham tﬁis time.”

“What is that fat chump burbling
about? asked Ilarry Wharton, in
wonder. “Ii's not much over half an

hour since we passed Suithy 1n Pegg
Lana” .

“And thal's a good three miles from
the Threc Fishers!” said Frauk
Nugent, “What ore you burbling
about, Bunter”

“Well, that's what Wingate said.”
declared the fat Owl. * He's jolly well
walked off Smithy to Queleh, and
chance it! Smithy told me he'd been
round by Peg *

“®2o he had,” said DBob,

“He, he, he ! Wingate doedi’t think
50,” chuckléd Bunter. “Ile said he
was gm:;lgj'etb report him for pub-haunt-
ing at Threa Fishers. And le's
doing it now.”’

Tom Redwing’'s faco was sef.

“There's some mistake about this.*
he said, “I'm not friends with Smithy

(Continued on next page.)

CoMe INTO THE OFFice, Boys AND GIRLS !

Yaur Editor is always

plaased to hear from hie readers. Write to him:

Editor of the ** Magnet,”” Thea .lm:i&umahd Proas, Lid., Flesiway
1

House, Farringdon Bir

ARTIN CLIFFORD or Frank
Richards?
Whiehh is the betier
writer ¥
Herve 15 a letter, received last week
from a Manchester reader, which
raizes a point of immense intcrest
to every Masxer reader—and “Gem ™

readers also:

“Dear Editor,—1 took the advice
you gave in a recent issne and bought
the “ Gem,” in order to read the new
St. Jim’s series that Mr. Martin
Clifford is writing. I found the story
simply topping—so goed, that now

am wondering whether Martin
Clifford is not as good a writer as
Frank Richards—or even better! I
always thought that no writer could
touch good old Frank R., but now I'm
not so sure. What do you think?”

Well, as Editor of the Magwer, I
am prepared to admit that Martin
Clifiord is mavvellons, and that his
latest series about the mysterious
black bex that Arthur Augustus
D’Arey carries around with him all
gver Europe iz a rveal winner. But
F'm not going to ask Frank Richards
to take a back seat in favour of any
other author living! 1 am ready to
zay that I keow of no ome, except
Frank Richards, who can wrile a
hetter school warm than Martin
Clifford. You can't expect me to say
more than that !

I expect most readers will agiee
with me.

ok
L)

¥ * ¥ *

I.nn:lun.. E.C.4.

They eay that cveryone has o
double in this world! Well, now
you've met Vernon-Smith's double,
what do you think of him? Can you
imagine these two cousing in the same
Form at Greyfriars? You've read of
the complicated sitnations that have
ariilnn this week, but wait until you
rea

“THE BOUNDER'S DOUBLE 1"

the next yarn in this grand new
gerics. ‘“Bertie” Vermon is booked
for Greyfriars, and in conscguence
Herbert Vernon-Smith is booked for
trouble! To what extent, I'll leave
ou to find out next Saturday. “My
a%e" will be taken over by Johuny
Bull, and, as usnal, there will he
another super issue of the “Greyfriars
Herald,” containing a full-of-laughs
story of Dr. Birchemall and his boys
of Bt. Sam’s, and more snappy and
interesting  articles contributed by
the leading lights of Greyfriars. In
all, a rattling fine number. Ouvder
your copy right now !

RAPID FIRE REPLY

WALTERE SMITH (Notts). —
Married, and not ashamed to read the
Maicrxer!" Why should you be? 1
guite belicve that you forget all abont
your troubles when wyou are reading
the exciting . adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co. I know Y do!

Time I wound up pow, so here's
wishing all my chums happy reading,

YOUR EDITOR:
Tue MacNer Lisrary.—No. 1,631,






THE HEAD’S ARTFUL

DODGE!

Screamingly Funny School Story of
the Heroes of St, Sam's

By DICKY NUGENT

L1} F.iﬂh? ! i F

Frank Fearless, of the 5t. Sam's
Fourth, eaid that word.

“If you mean this ice-cream,
ou're right | remarked Jeck
olly, eveing a spoonful of ice.

oream very dewbiously before
awanllowing 6. 1 beleeve the
tuckshop dame uses fish-glue to
atick it together ™

“ That I don’t, Master Jolly ! ®

eried Mra. Buxom, indignantly,
from the other side of the tuﬂg-
shop connter, * I never use any.
thing but best office paste for the
ice-cream, and I'm pure as
hﬁw_—-ll

“ All sereen, BMrs. Buxzom!"

grinned Fearlees, " I didn’t mean
our ice-cream. I meant the Head.
ust look at him, you chaps | ™

Jolly and Merry and Bright

looked out of the tuckshop winder
into the sunny 3t. S8am's quad.

They were Just 1 time to ase

Dr. Bivcliemall sueak up to Tallboy,
of the Bixth, and whisper some-
thing in his ear. The next instant
they saw Tallboy revoil, aa from a
blow. Then be drew himself up
to his full height and ehook his
head vigperously.

would, T can tell
YOU AN eABY Way
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OUR BEST BATSMAN'S
A BEAK!
Says H. VERNON-SMITH

Whao's the best batsman at Groy/friars?

If the question wes, who was the best all-round
cricketer, most fellows would probably auswer:
Wingate. Certainly, when you consider Wingate's
consistent brilliance as bataman, bowler, and in the
fickd, it’s pretty clear that he's as good an all.
rounder at the great summer e &8 you'd findd at

- .

Greyfriars or anywhers else, ~ But at betting alone,

of doing it!" = K
The chums of ;
the Fourth o
frowned suas-
%iahtmly. It was not like Dr.
irchemall te throw out tipa on

how to earn free feeds. If thers
was & free feed going, he was naually
too keen on getting it himsell to
bother about other pﬁl#)«lﬂl

“ Thanks for the offer, sir, of
course,” paid Jolly, after a pawse,
“ but, just as it happens, we'rs
not m need of a Iree feed just
now."’

The Head, however, was nat put
off so emsily as that. You could

always rely on Dr, Birchemall to
be es obstinate a2 & mule ;. and

‘Lhis little scen took place sbout | gediE

200 yards away lvoma the tuckshop ;
but even at that distance the
Fourth Formers could see the look
of skormn and kontempt that bad
come into Tallboy’s face,

" What the dickena 18 the Head
doing 1" asked Jack Jolly, in
amarement.

* That's just what I'd like to
know,"” said Fearless. * 1've been
watvhing the old fogey for the last
five minnits and he’s doing the
same thing over and over agnin,
Ha did it to Mr. Lickhom, and he
ditd it to Mr. Justiss; then he
atarted on the Sixth, I've seen
him go up to Burleigh and Swolter
in the pame. way, and now he's
dove it te Tallboy, And every
time he geta the anme reception.
Each chap he whispers to looks at
him wiih skorn and konteript and
walks away. It's fishy 1"

* Perhapa he's trying to borrow
some munny,” suggested Merry,

“It can't be that; Tallboy
woukl never bave shrunk from
him like he did if that was the
egprplanation,” smd Bright, with
a shake of his head., * After all,
mast of the Sixth are used to
tending the old scamp munny now
and apain,”

" Then what ia it 7"

* Gootdness nose,” prinned Fear.
lesa. “ Perbapa we ahall lind out
in & minnit. He's looks ag if he's
coming thia wey now.”

Frank's forecast proved correet.
Dactor Birchemall tram ped straight
aceroas Lo the tuckshop and ordered
& pinger-pop at the eounter.

There wus a Furtive look on his
face amd a cunning plestn i his
ghilty eyes, us he tossed down
the foaming licker, Ho wiped his
mouth with n corney of his gown,
and then turned to Jack Jollv,

1 zay, Jollv.” he erted, with an
imgratinting smile, * would you and
your Iriende like to enen yourselves
8 [reo  fved Hernnse i you

now he sank his voice to a horse
whisper.

" Lot me come to the point at
onee,” he said. “ 1 want you
boys to kidnap the S5t. Bill's team
when they come to play the First
Eleven at kricket next week,”

* Wha.a-at 1

* Look here, sip—="

* 8Bt. Bill's must never reach St.
Sam's nest Wednesday,” hist the
Head. * I will tell you for why,
boya, If they do, then I shall
suffer g reduction of ten per cent
in my eallacy 17

Jack Jolly & Co. grinned. They

had suddenly remembered the
threat of Sir Frederick Fungissa—
that he would hknovk off ten
cent from the Head's sallary unless
the First Eleven won the firet
mateh ol the scazon. They saw
method in L, Birchemall's mad-
Oees now !
" " Ohot  So that's the iden, is
it 1" chuckled Fearless. * You
want fo keep the St. Bill's feam
out of the way g0 that the First
Eleven can play a much weaker
team ond win !

* Bggsactly ! nodded the Head.
“ I thought of fixing up & match
with  the Secoiwl Fonn teamn
ingtead 1 "

“ Gralepip ! "

“* Burleigh's team should have
no diffieulty in beating the Second.
And Sir Fredervick Funguss will
have to admit then that they have
won their first matech—even though
it's not the match he thought it
would bat 1 think it's a ripping

whﬂ-n‘*,’l’ gl De.  Birchemall,
enthewsinstieally. “The one
diftieulty is, kwdnapping the =i,

Bill's team—and this is where you
come in ! "

“ You mean this is where we
out, sirl" retarted Jack Jollv,
slipping down from his stool, ** By

ing us to go in for kidnapping
stunts, you're putting your foot in
it—for you ean take it from me we
won't have & hand in such a
thing 1 *
Doctor Birchemall frowned.
* Look here, Jolly, there's not

the slitest risk. I am prepared to
supply you with masks
and imitation pistlea—"

H thhing
doing, sirl

“The Bt.
Bill's team are
bound to walk
up from the
station, Jolly,
Now, what 1
want you to do
is to ambush
them hall-way
and foree them
to march into
the barn that
gtandz in tha
field near the
bend in Muggle-

ton Lane. You
can lock them
in the barn end they'll be

safe for the afternoon. I've already
secured the key., What do you
sy, boys ¥V

" Ratts ! ™ gaid Jack Jolly & Co,,
M cOI9,

The Head whipped out the bireh-
rod he was carrying under his aim.

“ Why, yvou disrespectiul yung
raskals, ['Il—*

He went from words to decds
and made a rush at the chums of
;Iﬁ Fourth, lashing out right and
Bl

Thwaek ! Thwack ' Thwack !

* Yaroooooo !

¥ Btoppit, vou rotter ! "

¥ Wooooop 1 ¥
_ Jack Jolly & Co. acattered wildly,
in an effort to dodge that flailing
birch, Then, in their indignation.
they forgot the respect dus to their
venerahle headinaster end  re.
taliated ; and it was Dr, Birchemn-
all's turn to vell, as thev seszed
him by the arme and legs and
whirled him off hia feet.

* Up-end him into the ice.crenm
bucket, you chaps ! ™ cried Jally.

And, amid shrill cries of protest
from Mrs. Buxom and yells of vage
from the Head, they hited the lid
oft the ice-erenm container in ihe
corney and phmged him beod-lirst
into the ice-cream.

There they lelt him—flaying the
air wildly with his legs and utiering
muttled somnds lrom the interior of
the ice-cream contniner ! Asg
Fearless  vewmorously remarked,
the others had treated the Hewd
with cold disdain end they had
treatedd him with cold jce-cronm !

iy the tyime Dr. Birchemall hadd
minized to extricate himscll from

that container, Jack Jolly &i‘ﬁlﬂd
vanished. g

The Head wasted no
searching for them. A
most of the ice-cream &
hia napper and pacifyig Mra.
Buxom by giving her an I§J for
half-a-crown, he quitted tdfuck-
shop and tramped out of t§jates,

m

He felt he would get no of
mind till he had esttled §i kid-
napping stunt once andf@ all.
Wearing & grim, de it look
on his face, he walked dowmip the
village.

L&un%ing outside the diy, dis-
reputable tavern called Wfolly
Satlor, was Bill Tuffun,
carrickter in Muggleton. §
usual way, Dr.
have paesed him by wil
approving aniff. But
cecasion, after a glance dp his
shoulder to make sure n
looking, he went up to hi
fawning amile,

“ Iggecuss me, my 811,
but mite I aak if you wo to
earn yourself Give shilli he
inguired.

T'he ruffian bared his yelffangs
in & Jeering smile. '

“ Ho, yua 1" he answen,* Bo
lunq as it don't meatfwork,
guv nor, I'm your bloke."

The Head grinned.

* It's not work, my goojian—
it's child's playt All I W.you
to do is to hold up a kricgleam
at the point of a toy pistled lock
them up in the barn near nd
in Muggloton Lane. Youl find
the kricket team in fon
walking along the ls next

Wednesday alternoon., 1
e mask and a pistie and jpavill
be hardly anything tor yup do,
It will be five bob lor ivelnit's
fun. 88 you mite suy, i?‘i a
deal ¥ "

" Ho. vas 1" Jeered Ril
“ Wot ahout the diba 7"
* The—the dibs ¥ "
Birchemall. who wns ung
with vulgar slung, looked

lorr & moment. Then legpiled.
* Al, wea! You e the
spondulicks ! A3 to thafl will
pay you hall-s-erown nowgl the

Lalance next Wednezday.

“ Ho.kay ' leered t
ruffian. Al T ’ave to
wait for these 'ere kriv
come along and “old "em 1"

A silver coin  chanped
Bl Tuffun went into
Sailor.

8t.  Bam’s, wissling cighally,
Everything wna sealed, sigt-and
settled now—and it lookfpm if
the Head's artiul slieem. fugiking
sure of the Firat Elevenghing
their frst match would ggeed,
And the Head was as plagras a
dog with two taila | ]

{* Saved by the Fourth'gg the
title of the hilarious secnife this
yart in next  week's " Md"

Lrow’t pizs 1 })

Aud the Head retgpd to

A CHIN-WAG WITH
HARRY WHARTON

Among the odds and ends
Inky had with him during
the Easter vac. was a erveral
he bought last term in an
sntique desler's shop at
Courtfield. Inky claimed
that any fellow with a gift
that way could see the future
by gazing into it. Inky him-
self had no Iuck with it, nor
had any of the others.

It was not till the vae. was

ending that I trotted it out
and had & go mysell, [ didn't
really expect to mea any
vigions, but I must be one
of the gifted ones, for 1 saw
Greyfriars in it as clearly as
if it had been the real thing.
What was more—beliave it
or not!—l saw somchody
who looked wvery much like
Wingate bowled out in a
cricket matech on Big side,

I suppose that's a gafe
bet for the summer term-—
whether I was guzing into the
future or not! Cricket will
certainly be played on Big

‘Bide and Wingate will cer-

there are several who run Wingnte
pretty eclose and who, when in furm,
might even with justice claim to be
better than Wingate,

Feulkner at his best is & grand bata.
man, Gwynne, teo, can give the
leathern sphere a mighty amite. Then,
of course, there's Tom North—not quite
20 spectacular as Cwynne, but none the
less affective on that sccount.

Hammumh:f; and Tremaine also ore
worth econsidering for the honeured
plice. Both had high batting averapes
iast scason.

I suppose nobody outside thix litile
coterte  could be considered really
seriously, though it is possible to ma o
out a case for Blundell and Tomlinscn
major, of the Fiflh,

teinly be bowled out sooner
or later—though more pro-
bably later than sooner!

It scemed quite queer, thal
erystal-gazing bizney, at the
time, but I expect it was just
magination on my part. 1've
tried it onee or twice since to
gsee if I could find out if we
shall beat St. Jim’s in our
firat match with them this
season, but the crystal has
shed no light on that all-
unportant subject.

All tha best, chumas!

HARRY WHARTON.

- 1 may say, however, that mv own

NO WASTAGE WHEN
FIT!
By MONTY NEWLAND

FISH KEEPS

When I returned to Grey-
friars early for the new term
and found I had two days to
spervl with only Fisher 'T.
Fish for company, I mapped
out tennis Jor two.

But Fishy wasr't biting.

* Nope,"” he Enapped,
“time's money. I gnesa I
can't afford to waste it on &
tennis court.”

“What about a swim in
the pool, then ? ™ 1 suggested.
“The water's a bit chilly,
yet, but—-=-="

“Nothing doing, I

uees | '

" Well, then, a boat out on
the Sark ! Rowing's a fine
exercige And———-"

“ I'll say you den’t get this
chicken pulling & boat
down that darned
ditch ! ™

“But, hang it all, man,
you must do something ! We
can go for a &pin on our
bikeg———""

“*Not for me ! " said Fish
derigivelv. ** Go for a swim
on our bikes. uh ¥ Hyer me

amile! Heh, heh.
heh ! "

* Look here. Fishy, this is
gerious,’ 1 eaud. * If wou

don't play tenunis, swim, row.
or cycle, then vou can’t be

gelting any exercise. Ergo.
you don't keep Ht !V
Fishy's atchet face

atretehed onbk inte &  grin

“Aw, I can™ and I don't,
huh ¥ Waal, that's what vou
think |  DBut just vou mosey
along with me to Courttiehl
one lime, bo, an’ mayhe
you'll think different—just
few 1™

What on earth Fish meoant
was beyvoud me. That after-
noon, hoewever, I went to

Courtfield with him.
And in Chunkley's
Storea 1 learned all
about it. :

Fishy led me straight
to the Sports Depart-
ment. ‘There he was
greeted by ashopwalker.

* Ah, you're right on time
sgain, Mr. Fish! You'll find
your kit in the ataff changing
room.”

“ Bhan't be long, Newland,
I guess,” Fishy said. And
he retreated through a door
marked ** 5taff Only.”

When he reappeared he was
arrayed in flannel bage and o
blazer. With a wink to me,
he crossed over to & row-
ing machine and sat down
in it. Then he started
to pull at the oars with
tervitic zeal,

The department, which
had been devoid of
customers, filled op im-
mediately. Quite a crowd
assembled round Fishy,
gaping and grinning. The
shopwalker had to deal
with several inquiries as
to the price of the ap-
paratus,

The roewing-machine was
not the only muscle.de-
veloper that Fish tried,

ter ten minutes hard
rowing, he got up sand
went over to a patent
* aute-golfer,' consisting of
8 golf ball fixed to aspring
that registered your drive.
He zpent ten minutes hitting
the polf ball.k The crowd
watched bim» with rapt
attention,

They watehed him again
when he transferred |his
attention to e similur device
for hitting a captive tennis
bail. Fishy denced ahout,
hitting that ball like & pro-
tegzional, The erowd gave
him quite a cheer.

Finaily, he zat down in the
saddle of & wheelless evele and
pedalled away pa if lor a
warer, bending over the low

selection for the honour is somehwmly 1
have not yet moentioned at all

handlebars  just  like a BiEE : The
champion racing  cyclist, | 64300 for this is that he is a mester.
After tem minutes at this| .. 318 Larry Lasceiles is the man!

Take a look at him, next time he plavs
on Big &ide, Note that marvellous
senge of discrimination that enables
him, by instinet it seems, to treat each
ball—whether slow, medium or fast,
and Irom whichever side it may break—
exactly as it should be treated : and
then ask yourself if he isn't 100 per cent,
flawlesa,

contraption the lad from Noo
York took his how sl
retired, leaving the depart.
ment doing brisk business
“"Waal, now what?" he
demanded, when he rejoined
me in  *elvvies”  * Btill
think a guy needs to waste

Eltbr::Sts Tndrlj;élmm?;dmmﬁg; You will have to answer that le is.
fit 17 And, in doing 8o, you. like mjsell,

will conclude that our best batsinan's a

“XNot by the look of i, Kiale ?

ald bean!® 1 had to admit.
* You certainly comprezsed a
dickenz of a lot of exercise
into three-quarters of an hour,

HOBBIES UP TO DATE!

By HAROLD SKINNER
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Juggling

Belore you can call yoursell a jusyler,
there are several elementary tricks yvou
must know. Catching balls in your hiand
and bulancing sticks on your nose are
tvo of the wost important.

start with tennis balls. Throw the
balls up one at & time, catch thein as they
come down, and then throw them up
s-,%qltrn. Put in & couple of homs a day
at it.

If at the end of three years you con't
do it, give it up end go in for collecting
cigareite cards,

or the balancing trick, T advise a
billiard cue. You can borrow one
from the Cross Keya. Wear your Boy
Seout’s uniform when vou bring it back
to the school and Quelchy will think it’a
only your scout’s pole, and won't bother
you with awkward questions.

Avoid being too ambitious at first.
When Stott took up juggling, he started
by trying to balance a.g%-::wl of poldtish
on the end of his billiard cue. The {inish
wad decidedly * finnish " |

Once again, lack of space prevents me
from going fully into the details of a
delightful hobby. My concluding tip
15 practice makes perfect. Atlter
nhout ten years, you ought to be a
jupeler, If not. you ouzhiv to be in a
hone !

to

Even
Chunkley’s to Jo it 1 "

s0, why come

“ Because I got eye
teoth cut, I Euesgs ) nlglﬂunfd
Fishy. " Think I do all that
for nix ¥ No, sirece | 1'll tell
a man there's no fies on this
hombre t "

And Fishy “ moseyed " off
to the Cash Department.
When he come baek, he
I‘-Imully showed me the two
wif-crowns he had earned for
his demonstrationa,

There's eertainly no wastage
elthier ol tone or taoney when
Fisher T. Fish keeps tit !




