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hatin's a dead
language. It ought
tod be put in &
masennr, where old
stholars  and pro-

fessors pan Hg it it
If they wanb W For
moikern  felldws ke
e s a waste of
time. Same  with
suciert geography.
We eaeh have a copy
of 1r. Butler's Athas,
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which vostas  our
aters . twelve ' shil-
inga. tood moRey
thrown away. Why,

ab the rale Eings are
happening these days
EVEN Maolern geogra-
} phy gets out of date

M ouot going te write a 1ot of yot,
There's aquite. emonzh of thab b the
papers tilwese Jn;!'s, judging by whaet T
see of therr. R not going to wrile

ahout Yorkshire, If vou c¢owme from ¥Yeork-
rhire Yo'l know why., A Yerkishireman
“aa't stick talking er writing
1-2?'&'%?},‘. g theres amd azee whal vouw think
L *

P pot ooing to welte about the woallen
trade. For ene thing, B Jdo0't Knew edtough
about M. F ke to get &li my faets vight
before § =ay austhing. Pve been in the
pater’s fastocy often enough. | know the
diflererie between Lops winl moils bops are
bong stramds of weol afd oty are shovt
Bike. Fve secn it spun and wovew into atl
seflys of things, It Thve ot ver warked
there myseif, 50 T'IL hobd miy tongne.

Fra Babk going o wiite ahowg mix Lo,
Well, Tor pity's dsake, what ALR yon moing
b wiite abont ?'—Ep.)} I von wast bo Enew,
B live not far from Brwdfonh, np wear the
mgars. H's the Buest streteh of eouniry in
the, workl- everyone knows that. © Up an
* Huley Maoor Bahkt L abi ™ there are old
sboRe Farmis anmed frondt streamis smd pocks tao
climb.  Yow can't beat the dales ansd maors
Hp onE way., Fhe scenery rouinl threyfriars
A4 & Bit tawe affer  Lrassingeos A
Wharfadate.

NOTHING ABOUT
GREYFRIARS!

Ewr wob =obig to wrilke aboul wrexreiars,
Yuoir know 23 ®much as X cap tell You, any-
way, Fi's the best sehook in the werhi—
evgryone Enows that, Mimbk | Jom't ~ay it
roubin't  he  improved, beeanse iE oeonld,
Feasonas, for ipstance. P oot grombling,
bute B can't zee what good  Fatin ayd
vigaatoel history amfF aacient geography are
poing £o do a rellow when hw Jeaves ioeluml,
It may be all vight for feltnw< fike Linley,
Ior febtgnce; he means to be g dfetar, so
he'll peedd to know Eatin,  Buat where's the
semse af it?

L L

)

abrontt  hiis

evely nupwtln, | Quelch
has had to alfer owr
3 Faorm atlas with ink
tr ~hiw the latest details af Ahrssinia,
Auvatria. AWanis, ete. :

All the same, I dig inmto the work, A
fellow is sent ta sclnol to dearn things, ard
he hos to play wp, i1 only to give his pater
s money’s workh, [ betieve ik sticking te
Lhe voles, teo. A& Tellow wha hreakas rules
im mmk B Be frgstdl,

'NO SPORTS TALK!

Fm  pot going o write sports Loik.
Nulwraly, Far heen on sporl. A lellow has
to Keep §t--everyvone hkwows that.,  § play
Tufl-Baek | in- The [oEer eheten, L1I'm Dot
brilliant At oricket-—E mimit it, 1 can Keep
mr oensd wp Al get a few wana, bt F'mosot

a vlias Bab like “Whatton wr Smithy, 'm

ety of powing ammd ool At boxing.
Eladon't mimd saying - Do %-mnl ir T AM

Fowml, O Bame ellvws e bl of ek

Thal. makes me sivk. T’ rather

munlesty.
ot perivetly will-

sax whak b really think.
p Lo el Pae w0l 2ol of erickel., 'm
sk s dambibl about wmy baxing, 8 IN
ok, ek o yon Jdon’t believe me-ogme
slown bere amd gey )

Eoeak's  beat  Bob Cherry, Whartow,
SuEDby, o Rizsell - though I gearantes to
2ive any wuf them & toneh jodn B faney my
chunees with evervme else in the Porm, I
itk kmoek Sdihy oug om o oevazion, but
he hBael Biern ong on one af his putrid pub-
erawis the night before, and wuas ot wp G
avratek, AT Bis Vest e can usually whop e,
« My highest seare af ericket was  filty-
sevepr  dEatish Temple's 2ang lazt  seaxob.
Pemple himeclf was howling, that’s why §
senbel EIEV-Zeven, Fowax wol oub, bl
shgahd he =EilF badcing ot this oement if
the game Dol faated that oo, ‘Femple's o
et ke Powler. ” The best lowler T have ever
pHaeved apain=t = dekve Aml b don’t bhave
tn play against hiny, thank goodness - exvept
at bhe peix,  He bowls Tast, with a fearind
sswerve, atd when he hag wrecked o fellow’s
wivket e atwayrs muarmurgs  Bad Taekiuls
ness,  my  esteemmwad  Fahnny C--which s
prebty olesent of Tim,  DBuk Tuky's a white
wan sbhwavs, (Fan nee!—Ep)

Jobnuny Ball has the most Jppra-
priste name at  Greyiriars,  In
himselt he combipes all the trhdi-
tionz of a John Bull., He is Ginet,
harly, (mll of golid senz¢, dagmatic,
taetless, and as homest as  gold,
Re even looks like the well-known
houre—given  side-whishers amd a
topper,  He iz “right Yorkshive
all throngh:; hiz home is near e
Yorkshire moors, aml the family
fipm, Bull & (o, ave “hig guns &
in the wonllen trale.  Johnony has
an irvitating babit of heing right.
amd then savine " Lold yom snl”
This has earnél hine giore hamps
than cradit, Dot there iz no donbt
thal this strong, stolhdl Yorkshire
member of e Famous Five Q=
thoroighly Engli=h atel thorohzily
froe biue,

{Cartoon by
HARQOLD SKINNER.)

l“ll“Hlillllilltll'lII! HE il
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A4 Quiite

B Phst's  my

“FRIENDS
REMEMBERED NOT!"

Nob that I'm golug to write about my
friemds—hecanse Pm Bot.  It's not the sort
of thing x fellow does. ~F'm guite content
with thems, - Fhey piay the goat at times.
Sometimes they're & bit reckless amd 1 have
ta give them a commop-sense talk.,” Mol
Ehey mearly always bhump me fov it, which
s ctheir Foss, not mine, They Enow Fm
Fight, aRFWRY. )

Aunther thiog, they're not musical.
Sobody in the Hemove is mwsical. You'd
think tellows would like to hear & corpet
well pi:};td. wouldn't you?  Well, they
iboar'e. Fhey throw things. My stinlypiates
are speciafly gvwlf, Not that [ care abant
thut worem Fishy., It he objecta B just Eick
him out, to find peace elrewhere.  Hut
Mamf isn't 30 easily kicked ont. Like most
Anstralans, he's pretty tongh, We've had
ts of arpument: shout Wy coroet, though;
aparl from Chis. he's quite a good sort.

Last night ¥ -was playing the * Lost
Chord ™ guite well when Skinoer -and half &
veeht other idiots barged into the stady and
began turning it upside Jdown, e

‘:‘-Er"—\-:

Skinnear & Co,

searching for Johany
Enll's " Lost Chord ™}
"Here, what's Lthe gamwer” I demoamded
angrily.
“Ye're feving to find your oet chord o
thiat you can stop that fearful row!™ ex-

plaitedd SKinner.

[ booted thewm out, of course. But thia
Wik ef Ehing  wonld  JJistourage  somie
Fellows, Not that [ ecare a bean, ¥ they
-binu't- 11ilm: it, let them lump it—that's what

=y !

STILL. NOT WRITING!

o nobl goiug to wrice much about myselr,
some fellows may like it. ¥ don’t, Aa fow
what I'm geieg 1o e wien I leave school-—
that's @« problent L =hall have (o faro
miyself, My Cifher wants me to enter the
tvin, mabureally, My tousin Eudas i at
present Bhe manager, § am 1o enter the
WM s junier clérk and work my way up.
vight, Lo, That's how b should

alwarn= b ooz,
Bk -well, I owant o join the Navy.
UL present, L ean

ARV AT
think of me liner jol in the workd than to
comnmigl one of e great ironcbads,  ve
always wanted te go into the Novy. My
Fallher is dead againsg it.

That is the mutter [ shall bave to Jdecile,
Eo<hall «lecide it Tor myself sithoul asking
abvive, The probilem id simple. 13 o fellow
houil to abey hizs father in & thing that
will affect his future life? Has a father the
el Lo eXpect Dhs -0 L live a  lifs
previonsly mapped out for him?  Or shouald
Tk B g malter of free choice?

It's @ hamt question, bhut E bBope T shatl
Pt 0. Amd whatever decizsion T come Lo, |
slll stordy Doth =nles of the question,

Ly oot going o wrile a3 =pring  poent,
Pve o use Bor poctry, 6 doesn't wet o
Fellow answhere,  The same withe pictures
ik soulplure. Very pretty Lo dgok at,
payhe, bhut a showking waste of time.  Still,
some silly asses like that ralibisly, =0 T sup-
prersg we maEk pet upowith it believe i
heing practical. Pve o ure for slreamy
Prapivis,

'_.rjllmllii'lm|l|:|-1|!|.I|!I|I'.|Ili||.|:III|Ir|I|1I 1EH

AT LAST!

What E AM poiuge Lo write 12 the apinien
ab an ordinary British hoy on the werli as
it is fo-day— - ASome other time, mavhe!
No =pae left naw.—Fn)



NOT WANTED AT GREYFRIARS ! That’s what Herbert Vernon-Smith thinks of his cousin and
double—** Bertle ** Vernon. For when Berfie’s about, It spells trouble in plenty for the Bounder
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of Greyfriars !
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“* You young sweep ! ** exclaimed Loder, grabbing the youth by the shoulder, as he came out of the
tobacconist’s.” - ** So that’s where you -get your smokes from, is it, Vernon-Smith ? Well, I've caught

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Six In The Soup !
ki L«D(‘JE{E like rain” said Frank

Nugent.
“Let it look!” suggosted
Bob Cherry.

Hurvey Wharton glanced at the sky
dubiously.

“We don™- want to get drenched”
he remarked. i

“ Afraid of getting an extra wash, like
Bunter 1 mguired Bob.

“Fathead! Look ot the sky!”

“ What's the good of locking at the
sky? We're not going that way in a
plane; we'rs going on the jiggers!™

“Look at it, asal” hooted Johnuy
Bull. ) ]

“The clondfulness i3 ferrific, my
esteemed  Bob [*  murmured Hurreo
Jamset Ram Bingh,

Bob Cherry gave a snort.

Four members of the Famous I'ive
were doubtful. One was not doubiful.
That ono was Bob Cherry.

1t had boeen o glorious May morning.
I1f half-helidays had happened in the
woruing  instead of the aftermoon
nobody  could have wanted better
veather. Now, however, a3 Harry
Wharten & Co. stood with ther
Lieveles about to start, the ontlook was
for from promising.

A dark drift of clouds had rolled up
from the sea. Oub on the North Sea
it wis olrcady raining. There was sbili
sunshine ovor Greyfriars School, but it

you this time !

was subdued. Those clouds might pos-
sibly roll by without rain. But it did
uwot seern likely. ; :

Nine or ten miles on the jiggers in
fine weather was one thing; nine ov
ten miles in a8 downpour of rain was
guite another.

“*Now, look here,” said Bob, “we've
chucked everything else to cut over to
L.antham this afternoon to see the
tamblers play the county. We've got

P i e

Smashing School-Adventure
Yarn Starring HARRY
WHARTON & Co. and
BERTIE VERNON, the
Bounder’s Cousin and Double.

leave from Quelel, we've got out the
jigrera, and we've no time to lose if
we're wot going to turn up Just as
they re shutting down ! And you fellows
wan! to stand round talking about the
wealher!  Blow the weather 1

“ Liook at the sky 1™

“PBlow the shy 1®

“Don’t be an ass, old chap! They
wor't be playing cricket at Lantham in
o rainstorm! Chuck it!"” said Harry.

“It’s not raining

“1t's going to!” )

“Poor little deors!” said Bob com-

miseratingly.  “And did they feel
nervous about a little shower of naughty
rain, then! Naughty rain!”

I't‘;:rur members of the Co. glared at
Bob. .

The famous Co. of the Greyfriars
Bewnove were hardy enough. They did
not mind a spot or two of rain. But
they did not want to got soaked simply
because Bob declined to hoced the
weather signa. Gotting soaked to the
skin was not really the most enjoyable
way of spending a half-holiday,

“Lot's chuek it!” went on Bob.
“Let's get back to the Rag and frowet
over the fire with Bunter | Might catch
a naughty ecold if wo go out m the
naughty rain ™

“You silly ass 1" bawled Johnny Bull.
“Look at the clowds, you owll?
hooted Nugent.

“T1'm not intorested in clouds. We've
come out to see cricket, not clouds.
Desides, I've seen clouds before.™

“ It will be raining before we're half-
Wiy 1o Lantham,” seid Harry.

“Ti will be raining before wo starf
if we hang about here for everl It's
bound to rain again before the cud of
the term 1™ .

Bob Clherry put o long log over his
machine.

“ Anvbody coming ?” he asked. “I'm
jolly well going! I'vo been looking
forward to secing the eounty play ever
asince ericket started, and I'm not miss-

Tue Macrwer LiBrary.—No. 1,632,
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ing 1t tor a spot of rain—even if it
ramns, which it won't do I”

The Co -still hesitated.

Bob waited a minufe; then he gave a
shove at his pedals aud started

Harry Wharton gave another glance
at the sky. It was getting more and
mote deeply overcast. There was a
chance that the clouds might pass by
without letting locse a hﬂﬂ“g ood of
vgin. It did not lock & heslthy chance,

Still,. there it was.
“Oh, come onl” said Harry. =“If
Bob's going, we're going !”
“One fool mmakes many!” remarked
Johnny Bul). :
“©h, atick together!” said Nugent.
*The esteemed Bob is a terrific ass,
but the stickfulness to our idiotie chum
ia the proper caper!” agreed Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.
Bﬂﬁhnd the four mounied and followed
Bob Cherry was going slow to give
them a chance to join up. But he put
on spced as they joined him. .
“Made up vour minds?” he grinned

chieerfully. “It's all right. It won't
rain this afterncon.” _
“How do you know it won't?"

snorted Johnny Bull. ‘

*“The radio weather prophet said it
would,” answered Bob.

“ Ass!”

“Same to you, old scout, with knobs
on] Put it on! We want to see all
we can at Lantham! Halle, hallo,
Hallo! There's 8mithy! Aren't you
going to Lantham, after all, Smithy "
roared Bob.

Herbert Vernon-8mith, the Bounder
of Greyfriars, came into view, riding
back to thae school. He had started ten
uinutes ago for the same destinption,
and with the same obpect, as the
Famous Five, Evidently the weather
signs had caused him to change his
mind.

“It's going to pour !” he called back.
“Yir;m fellows will get wet if you keep
on |

“We're not afraid of a spring
shower [ enswered Bob. * Ask Mauly
te lend you one of nis bandbhoses io
park yourself in, old scout [”

The Bounder gave him a glars,

He passed the bunch of cyelists, bur
instead of keeping on towards Grey-
friars he circled in the road and
pedalled after them.

Signs of stormy weather had cauvsed
Smithy, very sensibly, to change his
mind. But Bob Chervy's words, which
he took as a challenge, caused him, less
sengibly, to change 1t again. He rode
after the five and joined them,

*Coming, Smithy ' asked Harry
Wharton,
“¥Yos! I'm gong to show that

swanking ass that ['m no nore afraid
of getting wet than he is!” snapped
the Bournder.

“0h, draw it nuld, Smithy, old
man!” said Bob, colouring a little. 1
didn’'t mean—="

"“Oh, shut up !

* Look here—"

“Can’t you shut up when you can't
talk sense?”

Bob Cherry shut up, with a rathex
grim face. gmith}' had joined up for
that ride against his better judginent
simply beeause he was npt going to be
outdone by any man in the Remnove—
wlhich was just like the Bounder. But,
not doubting in the least that ho was
going to get soaked with rain, he had
joined up in & bad and gquarrclzome
temper—which was also just like the
Bounder.

The bunch of cyclists swept on. By
way of Redelyffe they got into the wide
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Lantham road, and still the rain held
off, and sunshine still trickled through
the drifring clonds,

On that wide, long road, howewver,
there was no shelter if the rain came
dogyn. 1f it eawe they were for 1i—
miles of it! They would noe have
heeded a4 shower or two. But if it came
down hard and heavy it was going to
bt extremely unpleasant, _

They rode hard, hardly speaking a
word,

Bob was still confident that it was
going to be all right. Bob had a way
of looking on the bright side of thhp
—which waas a pood way, but might
soinctimes be overdone. 'The other
fellows only hoped that they would get
into Lanthain before it started, with
very little hope of seeing any cricket
there,

Half-way to Lantham it started. A
few heavy deops splashed down on the
dusty road.

“Here it comoes [ said Nugent.

“Laying the dusr for usl!” said Boh
cheerily. * You fellows Like dust 1"

“Idiot I* snapped Smithy.,

“Hallo, hallo, halle ! You =till there,
Bmithy ¥ Counting the dropa? 'There's
been five or six 1™

* Dummy [ )

“You'll want that bandbox if we pet

any more” )
“Shut up, Bob, old man!” eaid

Harry. )
SIE unch that sailly

t soaked I'Il
fool's silf; head 1* said Vernoen-Smith.

“0h, do!” said Bob. “I'll ho there
when you do it! Oh, my hatl Oh
crikey 1¥ he added, as there came a
sudden rush of rain.’

“ Still think it's going ro be fine, you
fathead 7 inquirved Johnny Bull, with
alinoxy ferocious ssreasim,

Bob did not avswer that guostion.
Ouly too obviously, It was not going to
be fine. It waz gong 1o be ramy—{ear-
fully rauny.  Even 1the optimistic Bob
had to admit that now. o

Down it cawe. It seemed ns if big
¢1sterns had opened in the sky. [t came
al first in dreops, awd then in sheets, and
then 1 foads. And through the swish-
ing, Hooding rain 2ix cychista slogged
onward, looking a: happy as a set of
wmouiting fowls.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
While The Cal’s Away !

ILLY BUNTER blinked out of
B the windows of the Rag, into a
weeping guadrangle, aml
grunted.
“Blow the rain!™ he said.
“ Blow it aml bless it " agreed Peter
Tadd.
“What a holf-holiday t”
Squmiff * Looks like cricket 1™
Plenty of Remove fellows, that aftes.
noon, were blowing the rain,  All
Groviriars School, in fact, was blowing
it. It wag coming down in buckets{ul.
The: old elmsz i the quad were
streaming=—the ericket field was almos
a morass—water splashed on to the old
vead roofs and dashed on the window-
panes
Hardly anybody was to be scon out.
My, Quelch, the muster of the Remove,
had boeen scen to siart, 10 macintozh
and umbrelia—but he had been ecen io
drift in agein, Dozens of juniors were
gathiered in the Rag, most of them
looking out at the weather, and making
disparaging remarks about it.  Billy
Bunter seemed fearfully annoyed.
Which really was a little surprising,
as Billy Bunter was guite conlent, as-a
vule, to spend lis léisure hours frowsi-

grf}anm!

ing in an armchair over a fire—and &
feilnw could frowst in an armchair over
a fiee 0 ramm orin shino, ] 5

But Bunter, instead of bestowing his
fat person m the most comforable
armchair available, was blinking out of
the window througl his big spectacles,
and telling the weather what he thought

of it, _
* Putrid " said Bunter. “ Hotten!
Fitthy weather for a half-holiday!

Fellow can't get out on a bike in rhis.”
“ Havdly,” apreed Peter Todd. " Buk

that. won't hurt you, lazybones—you

don't want to get out on a bike!"

“1 -wwean, Smithy won't be poing to
Lantham now 1" grunted Bunter. ** He
was going over to seg the county mateh,
I heard him ask Skinner if he'd go—
Bkinner wouldn’t, He wanted Shkinnecr
hecavse he's had apother of his rows
with Redwing—he, he, hel Bmithy's
ihe fellow for rows, ain’t he, Loddy:”

“He is—he arel” asserited Todidy.
“But if Seuthy's rowed with Redwing
nfﬂm, thar's nothing to gurgle abour,
old fat Cw]!™

“He won't go now ! sighed Bunter,
“The beast will be sticking inddoys—
smoking in his study, I dare say. Hoe
smokes in hia study now—now he's
rowed with Redwing! Just becanse he
knowe Redwing doesn’t like it 1 e, he,
el Blow the rainl He won't go
waw 1"

* Potty, if he went out in this !’ =zaid
FPeter, “ But what the thump does is
watter to vou whether Smithy goes out
this. afternoon or not?”

“0Ob, nothing!” said Bunter.
“ Nothing to do with me, of course,
I'm mnot inrerested in what that cad
Smithy does _bar the fellow! I
w-:-u.i,d:rt touch his toffee i he asked
1R

“1a, ha, ha 1"

That remark from Bunter secmned to
cheer up the Remove fellows gathered
at the windows of the Rag.

" Blessed if I gee thing to cackle
at I* grunted Bunter. *I hops I'm not
the fellow to take a fellow's toffec whila
ne's gene out. I don’t know whethey
Smithy's pot any toffee at all, f you
come to that, ere may be something
olea in that tin I saw in his study.
Besides, I never saw the tin—I haven’t
heen near his study since class.”

“Oh cr:kcg i

“Tom Redwing steers clear of Study
Neo. 4 now,” went on Bunter. * Never
+oes there except for rag+ So if Smithy
had gone out— DE, low the rain!
It was bound to rain on a half-holiday !
Blow I

The dnor of the Rag opened and a
Hemeve feilow came in, and came across
ft f]'lf.!- ‘p‘r]ll{iﬂ“"

It was Tom Redwing. He jeined the
Litile evond, and looked out of the win-
Jdow with a knitted brow.

“Coming down, ain’t it 1" said Peler,,

“Yeos!  Smithy will get sonked ™
said Redwing, “T should have thought

Bed turn bacl, when this came on. But
he basn't conne o

Rilly Bunter jumped.

“Has Bmithy gons out?!" he
craculated . .

“Yes; be went out just before it

stakred.” ‘

“0h " exclaimed Bunter. ;

And ha turned away from the window
and rolled across to the door.

1f Herbert Vernon-Smith had, afier
all, gone out, in spite of the rain, Billy
Bunter had pressing business in s
coriain sindy in the Remove passage.

Raedwing—though no longer on sprak.
g terms with his former chun—
szcemed rather concerned about Smithy
getting eaught in that drenching down-
nour, Wilhain George Bunter wuas not
at all eonerrned, Hliam George was
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muneching and erunching toffees, when the deor suddenly opened and Lord

“ You [at villain 1’ roared Manly. Ooocogh |

Wooogh | gasped the faf

Removite, as he swallowed a chunk of toffee whole,

only glad to hear that the Bounder
was safe off the scene. If Herbert
Vernon-Smith got soaked to the very
skin while Billy Bunter was annexing
the tin of toffees 1 Btudy No. 4, it waz a
matter of tho very emallest consequence,
What mattered wasz the loffoes.

Billy Bunter ascended the stairs ab
unusual speed. He rolicd into the
Remove passage with a happy grin of
anticipation on his fat face.

The door of Study Ne. 4 was half-
open.  That study was sharved by
ém-hcrt Vernon-S8mith and Tom
Bedwing; though, as Bunter had
ahﬂerueg, Redwing was not ofien in
Btudy No. 4 now.

It was rathor uncomfortuble io share
s study with a fellow with whow he was
not on speaking terms. The friendship
betweon the Bounder and his chuwm had
been a chequerad one; and often and
often there had been rows—generally,
if not always, dua to the under’s
arrogant and uncontrolled temper. So
far, the clouds had always rolled by,
sooncr or later. PBut this time it looked
as if the break was definite; and it did
not look, for once, as if it was wholly
the Bounder's fault, for Redwing had
been seen to turn his back on him in
the quad when Bmithy would have
spoken. Since then, there had uot been
a word exchanged between thcin,

Billy Bunter cast a cautious blink uﬁ
and down the passage, and then rolle
inte Study No. 4.

*“Peast 1" he ejsculated.

Bunter had seen that tin of toffces
on the study table. Tt was not on the
stiely table now. Bmithy, it mum:;-d,
had parked it somewhere before going
ot ! Just as if he fancied that a fellow
might be afier his measly toffees, Buntor
reflocted bitterly—just like & susploious
beast like the Bounder,

The fv Owl of the Remove rolicd

across to the study cupboard, 1le
blinked into the samo, and his fat hrow
¢leared ! There stood the tin of toffees !

In another momeont a clutching fab
hand was on that un !

Bunter lifted it out and hooked ofl the
lid! It was half-full of toffecs, wrapped
in tissue paper. Bunter beamed on
them. He placed the tin on the corner
of the table and grabbed. Another
moment and the largest mouth n the

Greyfriara Hemove was filled to
Qapaclity.

unter erunched and munched. o
munched snd crunched |  Ilis fal faco
was wroathed in happy grins.

Crunch, ¢runch, crun

There was a footstep, and Lord
Mauleverer of the Remove, coming
down the passage, glanced in.

He frowned at Billy Bunter,

“You fot villain " he ssid.

“Oh, really, Mauly—" Bunter
gyrgled. E.Reeﬁh waz not_easy, with his
mouth  full of crunching toffecs
“Urrgh! Think I'm snooping theso
loffees 17

.il'&'n"aaﬁ 1.?. g

“Zmichy asked me if I'd liko to—
erooogh | 1 mean, he said 1 could cowne
here and—gurrggh 1" Bunter choked.
“Oovoogh! Wooogh! You silly ass,
Mauly, you've made me swallow a
chunk of—gurrcrggh! Don't be & sus-
picious beast, Mauly! Bmithy said I
could—rocopoooogh 1™

Lord Mauleverer grinned.

“Retier toll Redwing that—he's
coming up the passage; and ho may
think you're snooping his pal’s toffees.™

“Oh erikey "

Lord Mauleverer passed on, grinning.

Another footstep was heard coming up
the passage from the landing. :

Billy Bunter grabbed the toffce tin
from tho table, and put his fat hands

behind  him, just as Tom Redwing
arrived at the doorway.

Tom walked in, evidently oxpecting to
firel the study vacant, MHe started, as
he saw Bunter there.

He frowned at Bunter. It was a
divmeal, rainy afternoon, and his break
with his chum sdded to the dismal
effect. But if Tom Redwing wanted
company, he did not scem to wuabt
Bunter's.

“ Want a.n;.rt,hing hore?"” he asked.

“Uyrggh 1

&k Whﬂt?”

“ Gurrrrggh !

“(o and gobble in your own study,
for goodness’ sake!” said Tom,

“Urrghl I—I've got a bit of a—a—

a cough " gurgled Bunter. “I'm not
eating  anything — eapecialil:!' toffec.
Wurrrgh ! I—I—I thought 1'd look in

and—and—and keep you company & bit,
nUM -:-ihap, as youw're all on your .own!

vrgh 1

“pathead ! Hop it!”

“ 1 mean, I'm waiting here till Smithy
comes in,” said Bunter, with the tofice
tin still carefully out of sight behind
him. “I've got something to say to
him, You ncedn't stop here, Redwing,

“You silly ass, it's my study 1" said
Tom. “I've got some work to do!
What do you mean?”

“Urrgh! 1 mean—oh, nothing.™
Redwing, it seemed, was using the study
ra the Bounder was out; which was very

annoying, in the circumstances. “ Al
right——lgil gol Urrght"

Bedwing stood sside for the fat Owl
to pass out,

He stared at Bunter, as the Owl of
the Hemove &ppmached the door
Bunter had to keep hia face to
Redwing, or else reveal the toffee-tin
behind, %ﬁm. S0 he had te approach

Tae Maoner Lisrany.—No. 1.632
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the doorwey with a sort of crab-like
motion.

Tom was not a suspicicus fellow. But
when o fellow circumnavigsied him
like a crab, with hiz hands held behind
him, even an unsuspicious fellow was
liable to get suspicious.

“What have you got therve, Bunter?"

he asked.
“Eht Nothing! I'm not holding
anything behind me.” said Bunter,

hastily. * Why should I? Besides, it's
not yours. I say, look at the rain!
Ain't it pouring?”

Redwing did net look at the rain!
He grabbed Billy Bunter by a2 fat
shoulder, and slewed him round. Then
the toffce-tin was revealed, ;

“You fat sweep ! exclaimod Red-
wing, and he grabbed the tin [ror the
fat bands, and placed it on the table.
“MNow cuat, before 1 boot you !

“ Beast 1" roared Bunter., His eves,
and his spectacles, fizxed on that tofice-
tin, *Look here, you ced, you mind
your own business! You am’t pally
with Smithy now—besides, they ain’t
Smithy's toffees—I—I~1 brought my
toffees here to—to—to offer you some |
Halves, scof”

“Get out!”

* Look here, you beast—"

Redwing lifted & foot.

“ Are you poing?” he inguived.

“1 say, old chap, don't you be a
beast !"* urged Bunter, “Look here,
you've rowed with 8mithy ! No wonder
you can't stand his rotten temper, old
nhadp——hﬂ’s a beast, and an awful cad,
and &

thorough rvotter, ain't he? Look °

here, jolly good idea to pay him out,
ges, by snafbling his toffecs! We’'ll go
halves, and that cad Smithy can whistle
for his toffees ! Now you've rowed with
the beastly cad, old chap—yarooch 1

i
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As Tom Redwing bad rowed with
Sinithy, and their [riendship was a
thing of the past, the fat Owl had no
doubt that the string of fancy wwmes,
applied to Smithy, would be weleome
to Redwing’s ears. But quite o differ-
ent cffect was produced—why, DBunder
did net know, and could not guess

But he did know that Ruodwing
grabbed him by the neck awl tapped
his fat head on the study door! 1t was
gquite 8 hard tap—almost a bang !
~ “¥Yoohoop!” roared Billy Dunter,
in anguish and indignation. ~ Why,
vou're a worse beast than that beast
Smithy

Bang !

“¥aroonop 7

Bump !

_Billy Bunter sar down oufside Study
No. 4. The door elosed on him,

Bunter sat and blinked at the door,
spluttering for breath. It was a full
wmittute, before the breathless far Owl
siruggled to his foet.

Then he stooped to the kevhale, and
yelled through it

“Yah ! ad! Swab! Bmithy's a
cad! You're another! You come out
of that study, and Tl mop up the
passage with vou !

The door-handle turned! Bunter
turned at the =zame moment, When
Tom Redwing looked out, he had a
back view of a Hying fat figure. doing
the Remove passage at about 50 . b,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.,

Smithy Loses His Temper !

LOSH ! ﬁrfa.ﬁh! Spattor ! Slezh !
_Bix fellows were not cuyeyin
life. Even Bob Cherry was not

Bent  over their handlebars,
slopging throvgh pouring rain, the six
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bouide,

ovelists  splashed, and sloshod. and
snattered. and soaked.

Even Bab was sorry that they had
larted.  There was not much prospect
of the county match at Lanthain going
an e Fhis ! His comrades were sorrier
=till: and sorry that they had not taken
vhelr over-optunistic chiun by the neck
and run hime in, mstead of ~tarting on
that horrid ride.

Bur the Co,, exasperated as they were,
anaged 1o keep their tommpers more
or less, It was not so with Herbert
Vernon-Swath,  Smithy was not much
accisiomed to kceping hiz temper, if 1%
plogsed i to pive way to the zame.
And hie berd gone out that afternoon in
a Dad temiper to start with.,

Marters were not going well with the
Bounder of Greyiriars. He was always
more o less in trouble—a Remove
i]_;“”mr wlho set up to snap his fingers at
beaks and prefects could hardly avoid
it. But since the new term had started,
trouble sceined to bave piled on the
Poundey.

He was in his Form-master's blackest
hooks, e had barcly escaped the
sack for pub-heunting. He had
quarrelled with his best chum—his only
real friend in the school. He was on
far  from  friendly terms with tha
Famous Five, whom he had joined in
that unlucky rvide. Everything that
term seemod ta be going wrong %ﬂr the
Bounder of Greyiriars—and now he
was getting soaked to the skin, over
and above, :

Harry Wharton & Co. found it Jiffie
cult enough to keep good-tempered, in
the distressing civeumstances, Smithy
digd not even tiy.

He distributed hlack scowls, the
blackest being direcied at Bob Cherry,
Tt was really his own spirvit of bravade
that had landed him in this; but be
put it ail down to Bob’s secount.

They splashed and sloshed on, not
ithinking now of a county mateh at
Lantham, but of getting some sort of
<helter (il the rainstorm blew over,
But on the wide, open country road,
there was nothing in the way of shel-
fer,  Frees by 513 roadside dripped
and streamed. The woods were simply
weaping, ‘Thev sloshed on in a world
of miud amd water.

But as they came abreast of Lantham
(‘hage, a mile or two on the higher
sidle of e town, Bob Cherry releasod a
hanl, and waved it towards the bordes-
b wuda,

“We cun get out of it here! he
valled -ont,

Vernon-Smith gave him a glare,

“Fool ™ ho snarled. “Tt's as bad
under the trees as in the open!
Worze 17

T know a place.”

“ Idrot ™

“Come on, yvou chaps ™ shouted Bob,
“1 tell you I know a place!™

Bob turned his bike from the rainy
road, into one of the paths that led 1p
theough the weeping woods of Lanthamn
Uhase, His comrades strung out sl
followed b Whether Bob kpew a
placo or not, matters could not he
el warnes, Any kind of shelter was
mave an weleome.

Vernon-Smith followed on. He was
a: wel as the others, and as anxious ig
]:‘.:nl‘.-i under sheler—if shelter was to be
1l

Up a wet grassy path, under weeping
bravches, Bob Cherry rode in the lead,
his comrades riding after him in siugle
hle, and ithe Bounder bringing up the
rear.  ‘The Fameous Five knew that
path; they had ridden up it, & week
#ie, in chase of the Bounder, to pers
siddes bimn to return from breaking
Harry Wharton had no doubt



that the Bounder remembered the row
that had happened on that woodland
path, and was thinking of it now.

At a_little distance, Bob iu_mpa&
down. He waved a hand to his triends,
anud wheeled his bike off the path, by
& track among the wet trecs.

The other fellows dismounted to
follow., Vernon-Smith gave an angry
snar], as he did so.

“There's a right-of-way through
here,” he snapped. “But nobody’s
allowed off the path! We're tres-
passing ¥

“"Fet lot wou care,
grunted Johnny Bull.

The Bounder scowled, and wheeled

ﬂn'
The Famous Five, as & matter of
fact, were rather particular opon such
points: but they agreed that a point
could be stretched, to get shelter in
puch & heavy downpour of rain.
Bmithy did not care a boiled bean
whether he trespassed or not—and all
the other fellows were quite sware of
it

“Here we aro!” called out Bob,

He had reached a amall building, in
tha thickness of the wood. It was an
open summer-house—pleasant enough,
no doubt, in fine weather, but now
damp and dripﬁin . But it was a
ghelter from the flooding rain, and that
was what all the fellows wanted.

They wheeled théir bikes in, and
stacked them against the seat at the
back. Outside, the rain flooded down:
but the roof was sound, and they were
sheltered, save from rain-drops that
spattored im.

“Any port in & storm!” remarked
Har harton, shaking off water.
“We're lucky to get in here.”

“The luckfulness is truly terrific
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Frightfully lucky, if somebody
comes slong and asks us what we're
duinﬁﬂun private property I sneered
the Bounder. _ )

"Well, vou can cheek him tf he
does ! said Bob. “ You like cheeking
pmg}u when you're in the wrong”

" ¥You silly farhead ™

“0Oh, cheese 1it! Jolly lucky I re-
membered this place "' gaid Bob, “I
dropped on it once, when I toock a
ghort cut through Lantham Chase, and
loat my way. ark at it on the roof I

Patter, patter, fal;tarl Splash !

“ Nobody's likely to drop in here,
in this weather,” remarked Frank
Nugent. “And we can explain if any-
body does. The old bean who owns
this place isn’t a bad sort, I've heard
~—some old local sporting johnny.”

“0Old Squire Luscombe isn't here
now,” said Harry. "I've heard that
the place is let to some retired military
ma&;}

“Let's hope he's & nice military man
then, if he roots us out of here!” sai
Bob. “Not likely, in this weather!
0ld military gents are more likely to
Leep snup indoors, on an afternoon
like this.”

“Nice to bo reported to the Head
for trepassing !” said Vernon-Smith,

“Wouldn't be the first time, in your
cose,” retorted Bob., “You'd rather
trespass than not! What's the good of
talking rot1” .

* You've landed me in this, you fool 1*
snarled Smithy. *1 said I'd punch
vour silly head 1f I got soaked. Now
look at mie 1"

“Oh, for goodness’ sake, don't rag
now, Smithy " exclaimed Harry Whar-
tor  impaticntly. "It's bad enough
without that, We're all wet to the
skin, and we've got to stick here for an
hour yet.”

“That silly foo]—=—-"

¥ Nobody asked you to join np I

if we are!

1?]

gaid

EVERY SATURDAY

Bob Cherry., “It was just yvour swank !
‘'m sorry I've landed these fellows in
it, but you asked for it."

“You cheeky fool—"

“Oh, shut up!” roared Bob. “I'm
fed up with your tentrums. Even Red-
wing won't stand them any longer, and
ho's got a lot more patience tham I

have, 8hut up [

The Bounder clenched his fists, his
Byes hlazu{#.

Harr harton hastily stepped be-

tween thom.

“Chuck it!” he exclaimed. "If the
people of the house spot us here, do you
want them to find us surappmg]?::'"

“I don’t care!” snarled the Bounder.

“Well, I dol Chuck 1t, and keep
your temper. You've been like s bear
with & sore head all this term so far,"
exclaimed Wharion ang-nig. “There's
hardly & man in the Roemove you
h';f?;ﬁ rowed with. B”]‘Eﬂ-ﬁ-ﬁd if I know
what’s over you.

“No g‘iznay of :?num"

“Not if you keep your rotten temper
to yourself. Pack it wp1”

_The Bounder scowled, but he was
silent.

Bob Cherry looked out of the open
front of the summer-hiouse. The rain
cama ﬂunding down.

“ Begatly I he grunted. * Bit differ-
ent from last Wedneaday, when we wern
over this way 1*

“Bo0 vou've trospassed here before ¥
sneerad the Bounder,

“Wa didn't come to thiz summer-
house last We&nesda% gs vou know
jolly well,” answered Bob.

“Heow should I know what you did,
vou fool 1

“You know as well as we do;, as yvou
were with us on that path,” snapped
Bob. “You tresgaa&ed when you cut
off the path—we didn't.”

“Are you starting that yarn again?”
exclaimed the Bounder, with gleaming
eves, ““Aro yvou sticking to vour "R'jndg
tale that I was out of gates last Wed-
nesday, when vou know Quelch had me
in detention ¥

“Oh, dry up!” growled Bob.

“¥ou never saw me anywhere near
Lantham last Wednesday I roared the
Bounder.

“"Vour know we dig ™
~"For goodness’ sake, Smithy, chuck
it 1" exclaimed Harvry Wharton, “You
know perfectly well that we saw you
near here,  and tried to get you tfo
go back to the school—-"

“It's & lie!”

Harry Wharton breathed hard.

“That's enough! Shut wp ™

“ Blessed if 1 understand the chap ™
said Bob Cherryv. "We all know he
tella lies to the beaks; but he uvsed not
to tell them in the Remove. What
on earth is the good of telling five
tellows that they never saw  you,
Smithy, when they all suw you, and you
know they did ™

“Liar !V

if ilﬂ'ﬂ-k I'.I:l}l."l:!—”

“Liar!” repeated the Bounder, his
aves blazing, “That for your lies!™
And pushing savagely past the capiain
of the Remove, the Bounder sivuck full
at Bob's face. His fst landed with a
thud.

“0h |* gazped Bob.

The next second he was jumping at
the Bounder, atid they were fighting.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Blow For Blow !
HS TOEP themn ! excloimed Frauk
Nugont.

“Rot " gennted Johnny Bull,

“Let Dolr whop him! Ile's

asked for it lovg cnough, and often
enongh,”

7

Four junmiors crowded back out of the
way, against the stacked bikes, There
was not much roem for a fight in the
summer-hopse of Lantham Chase, and
Bob and Smithy sociued to want all
there was.

Panting, thumping, seuffling, the two
went at it, hammer and tongs. DBob,
who was not often angry, was really
angry, for once, and Vernon-S8mith was
deeply and savagely curaged. Th::{
tramped, seuffled, and punched wi
vigour, the Co. standing back and look-

inrgf on.
he rain was till pouring down. But
the Co. wore rather glad of that, than
otherwise, as it made it unlikely that
anyone would como to the spot. Ik
would have been awkward encugh had
the tenant of Lantham Chase dropped
aleng, and found the Greyfriars fellows
not n;:mI‘i’ trespassing, but two of them
mﬁnge in furious combat.

or two or three minutes it went on
fiercely. For those two or three minutes
the Bounder held his own.

But fierco and determined aa he wasa,
he was no match for Bob Cherry. A
heavy jolt on the chest sat him suddenly

OWI.

He sat heavily, with a breathlesa
grunt. - Bob dropped hiz hands and
atﬂ;:i]?ed back. Ha was still angry; bug
he did not want to fight Smithy, or any-
hud{ else. Like most fellows who were
really good at a scrap, Bob was never
anxiows to engage 10 one.

“Chuck it!” he said, as the Bounder

st and poued. ““Nuff  for me,
Smithy, if you say Lthe same.”

“You rotter!”™ poanted Vernon-
Smith.

“All right—take it out in slanging,®

said Bob. “But keep yvour paws to

yoursalf.”
The Bounder siaggered up. He
Then

ﬁantad and pamed for bLreath.
e came on again, and Bob had to put
his hands up once more.

*Bmithy, stop playing the fool ! ex-
claimed Harry Wharton.

Tha Bounder, u!-hﬂv&m%the captain
of the Remove, attacked Dob hutll:;r.

Hammer and tongs they went again.

“ Nice—if somebody came slong, and
saw this ! satd Nugent.

“MNaobody will in this ramn, thank
goodness ! said Marry., "I it wasn't
pouring, though, I'd push that fool out,
with a boot to help 1™

Crash ! ;

The Bounder went down again,
knocked fairly off hix feef. This time
he landed on s back, aud lay sprawl-

1nNE,

%:}h stoodd paniing, There was a
tricklo of crvimson from his nose, and
one of lhis eves was winkivg, The
Bounder was a hard lntter. But Ver-
non-Smith's own ease was worse. His
nose was- streaming red. Smiithy was

oing to have a prizo nose. which Bob
Ead ey gquite unwilling 10 give him.
But it could nol Lo Lelped, when a
fellow would take no denial.

The Co. hoped that 1t waz over now.
But the Bounder waz nol lwaten vet,
and he was not the naan to give in while
he could carry on. Feor a full wmtnute
he lay pauting for breath: then he
serambled up at lasi and renewed the
combat.

But he was croggy now, and not ono
of his savage blows reached lis oppo-
nent. Bob Cherry contented  himself
with stalling off attack, awd the eruraged
Bounder oxhansted howself 1o van
agnitist an improguable defence.

Ile desisted at last, in helpless cage,
and stood leaning on the wall of the
sinmoer-house, gasping,

Bob Cherry quielly dabbed hiz nose
There was a  grim silence u the
surnmmner-honse, broken only by the dash
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?f the rain, and the Bounder's breath-
ess panting; i -
vﬂrhml'-ﬂgﬂith‘ stitred at last. He did
not look at Bob Cherry; he was beaten,
and he could not go. on. He dragged af
his bicycle, to detach it from the staek.
The black apd bitter look on his face
showed how deeply his defeat rankled.

“You're not going, Smithyl” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton.
Evidently the sulky and savage

Bounder was leaving them, in spite of
the splashifiy rain,

VernonBmith djd not spesk. He
pushed his bike out, into pouring rain.

N‘\ggenl: pwt .6 d on his‘arm.

“Bmithy, don't be such.an asa " he ex-
dﬁmﬂd},},d!m mufl't u,yhrn:h:h thm;
what's the good of playing the goat?
8tick here with us til ig' over.”

Without a word, the Bounder shoak
his hand savagely off, and stepped out
into the d’r'ﬂncgihg downpour. He
tramped away through the trees, in the
direction of the path, the Famoua Five
watching him as he went, with the rain
splashing heavily upon him, scaking
him to the skin. R

“The ntter ass ' muttered Harry un-

casily.
l::llﬁm sulky brute!” grunted Johnny

“T1 eouldn’'t help rowing with hiny,
could I#" muttered Bob. “I suppose
I chipped him a bit, when we started
ftom the school; but mo other fellow
would have cared a bean. Dash it all,
I'd have let him cell me a liar if he'd
left it at that—but I couldn’t let a
fellow punch my face. _

“Vou're not to blame,” said Harry.
“8mithy ie—he always is| Blessed if 1
Can undﬁn'ars'tund the chap, this term. He
seamed decent enongh in the hols—but
gince we. came back, I can’t make him
out. He seams to have taken to tellin
crammers like Bunter, and rowing wit
every chap who doesn't believe him,
Bot—I wigh the silly ass hadre't gone
~ouf in the rain.” | : :

“The rainfulness s tercific said
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh, lugubri-
ously, o

Not in a happy mood the five juniors
stood watching the rain. It showed no
sign of abating vet, and they rather
hoped that Smithy would think better
of it, and come back to the shelter.
But there was no sign of him, and they
could only conclude that the disgruntled
follow had got on his bike, and was rid-
i back to Greyfriars through the
flooding downpour.  Irritating as he
was, they did not like to think of that.

A half-hour crawled by drearily.
Then, st last, the rain showed signs of
slackening. It was still coming down,
but much less heavily, though it was
not likely to stop for a good time yet.

Through the clouds over the tree-tops
of Lantham Chase there came a pale

immer of watery sunshine. The rain
alackened more and more. :

“Now we shan’t be long!” said Bob
hopefully, looking out into the falling
drops. “ Why—hallo, hallo, hallo!
Here's Smithy again 1"

“*Bmithy " exclaimed Havry.

Here he comes!” . ,

The juniors stared out in surprise.

After the lapse of over half an hour
they had had no expectation of seeing
Bmithy again. They had taken it for
granted that he was miles away by that
time. .

Indeed, looking at the fellow who was
coming towsrds the summer-house, they
would not bave taken him for 8mithy
if they had not seen his face.

He wes not wheeling a bike, and he
was wearing a raincoat, which- Bmith
had not been weaving. He.had a dar
grey cap on, not a Greyfriars School
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What Emith{c.hud done with his.bi
where he had barrowed a raincoat, a

why he had-changed his cap, mystified
them. But there was no m:ata!r.mgilz the
face under the grey cap—the “hard
features and rather jutting nose of the

Bounder. L _
“Well, I'm gliml he’s coming back,”

said Harry. “1 hope he's got over his

tempar. ey have been up to the

house and they lent him those thin
'd be gled to borrow & dry cap and a8
raincoat, if thera were any going. Look
here -ﬁﬂu fellows, his comng back looks
as 1f ¢'s got over his temper; he can't
be coming here for shelter, now that
the storm's nearly over. If he's going
te ba civil, don't let's have any more
rows.”

“I'll kiss him on his baby brow!” gu

said Johony ‘Bull sarcastically,

““Oh, let's be civil,” said Bob, “he's

iven me & pain in my nose—but what's
gha odds, so. long as youw're ’appy? I
thought he was going to have a beetroot
gpsga himself, but it doesn’t look

amaged, after alll If he's got over
his tantrume, wash it all out.”

The boy in the raincoat came on, hut
did not seem ta be hﬁ-&ﬂllﬁafﬂr t
sumomer-house, to enter it, looked
as if he was taking » short cut through
the rainy wood, passing the little build-
mg on his way.

ilafl:r;r Wharton & Co. watehed him in
more and more sufprise. On his looks,
Bmithy might not have known they
wera there at all.

But as he drew neaver he saw them
—and stared ! Why he looked surprised
at the sight of them the juniors could
not begin to guess, but it was no sur-
prise to see a scow]l darken on his face.

Ha came striding towards them. The
rain was still falling, but it was falling
lightly now, end the fellow in the rain:
cont ci{:d not heed it. He stopped at the
open front of the summer-house, staring
at them in the most hostile way.

“What the thump eve you cads doing
here ¥ he exclaimed., * (et out of it|”

A —r———r——

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.

Very Queer Of Smithy !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
ElmEI‘,? stared at him.
They had hoped--but perhaps
hardly expected—that the
Bounder had come back in & more
friendly mood, having pot over his
tantrums. . ) .

But there was nothing friendly in the
fellow’s 100k, or in his worde. Both
were angry and hostile,  That, no
doubt, was to be expected from the
disgruntled Bounder. But why he told
them to get out was quite a mystery,
He cuuld%?ard have expocted them to
do so at las order.

“Do you hear me?? he rg&pcd
angrily as they stared at him without
rnPI ing. “I know you again——="

‘You know us again ' gasped Bob
Cherry.

“You're the crew who came along
here a week ago and had the neck to
stop me in this very wood! Think I
don't know you i

TheE gazed at him.

“What are vou up to here " he went
on. “Trespassing, or looking for some-
thing to pinch "

“Ia he mad?”® asked Bob at last.
“I1've thought more than once that he
was a bit cracked this ferm.”

“The madfulness must be terrific!”
ssid Hurreca Jamset Ram Elrégh, n
utter wonder. “ My esteemed Smithy,
[—"

“I've told you to get dut, Are you
gomng "

‘saw vou. [ told

at him.

“Qf courss we're not going, until
wo _choose 1™ said Harry arton
quietly.  “8mithy, old man, you've
been a bit queer ail this term. Last

Wedricaday, when we came upon you in
this ﬁmd?riﬁqu pretended *'nl:ﬁ:-u to know
us: Now. E"E"i’l‘; playi Itha :ialrlnt; 11;1}1&&
game. again. ré you 11l, Or wha
E_&!’ou called -me?ﬂmi laat ‘time 1
vou'that my name iwas
not Smith! 1 loathe the name, if you
want to know. I don't want any more

silly .cheek from you. Get gomg;
you're trespassing here |”
The Fimous Five could only

I[l::ré
A week ago, when they hau
run him dpown in Bantham Chase, }id
had denied his identity in the ssme
way. Why, they could not begin té
esd, nhléss he was cracked. But he
certamnly. did not leok cracked. He
looked angry, disagreeable, and sggres
sive. Exactly as the Bounder ‘might
have been expected to look after being
licked in a scrape

'Phe churms of the Remove had almo#t
forgotten his peculiar conduct of a week
age. They were reminded of it now,

“Are you waiting to be booted off
this tnndy 1" asked boy in the rain-
coat. “I've told you to-gol”

“ Don't be an ass 1" said Bob. “We're

ing when the zain stops, not before.

me in out of it, you ass|” :

“Pon’t play the goat, Smithy,” said
Freok Nugent. “You make a fellow
wonder«whether you're quite right in
the head.”

“You set of cheeky foola! I suppose
you took me for somebody named Smith
a week ago, when you played the silly

$. Haven't you sense enough to
understand that I'm not the fellow you
know when I tell you so

“¥You can tell us so till you run out of
breath, but you can't expéct us to take
any notice of it ¥ grunted Johnny Bull
“You're not mad, ﬁ{:-u’m playing some
idiatic game, and the sooner you chuck
it the better I _

Harry Wharton looked hard at the
angry face. He wondered whether, by
some extraordinary ¢hance, there might
exist a fellow so ’?ii-;p Herbert Vernon-
Swith that he might be his twin
brother. -

But he shook his head. The fellow
spake and acted like e stranger, as he
had done on the previous cccasion in
Lantham Chase. ut he was Hcrbert
Vernon-8mith, unless five fellows’ eyes
were deceiving them. Every line in the
rather hard face was the mame, and the
nose—a rather uncornmon nose—was the
Bounder’s. ; ,

“Chuck 1, Bmithy, and come In out
of the rain !* said Bob Cherry amicably,
“T1 don’t want any more trouble, :if
you don't.”

“You'll
want it or nok,
rattera, if u
you're told ¥ )

“Catch us clearing off at your
orders ¥ snorted Johnny Bull. “Whe
t]&a‘? dickens are. you to order people

“0Oh! Perhaps you don't know. 1

happen to live here 1
ou happen to live at Lantham
Chase 1” howled Bob. i

“_Au;rthinguﬁurpnsmg in that? Why
shouldn’t 17

“ Oh crikey [

“ And the place hapgens to belong to
my uncle—at least, he’s the present
tenant. Ia that enough for ¥ut::‘"

oh.

get trouble, whether Jou
you gang of trespassing
don't clear off when

“Off his dot!” said “Ii
Smithy's uncle was living here we
Ehﬂuldy have heard about it long s

“You howling ass| T've told you I'm
not: named Simitht  If you call me
Smith again I'll gunch your silly face ,"*

i Smhi_v I* said Bob at once,



it long enough ! *

“That doos 1t 1" ]

The angry fellow inade o jump at
Boh, hitting out. L

Bolb knocked UIE his arm, unwilling
to renew the combat; but as the fellow

on, hitting out :?'.I.m. he had
to defend hinself, ' e landed & jolt
on the raincoat which sent his assailant
gtagroring back out of the sumuner-
10US0.

He stappored, stumbled, and sat down
in & puddle lcit by the heavy raint
There was a heavy 51_3]&.511 az hn sat,
and wator flow up in  shower.

“OL " he pasped.

“Borry ¥ eaid Bob., “You
Lave 1f, vou know.” : .

The fellow scrambled to his feet, his
faco red with rage, water and mud
deippiug from what had been a Lhauod-
soene ratnooat.

He made & spring at Bob, who
backed awayv, fending him off.

“ Bmithy, stop that I* exclaimed Ifarcy
Wharton. “There’s not going to boe
any more serapping.  Isn't one licking
enough for you, you asst®

“Chock hum ont, if he can't behave
Limzelf 1" growled Johnny Bull

“Will you chuck it, Smithy #”

The fellow in the raincont did not
heed. He attacked Bob Chorry ficrecly,
aud the Co., with one accord, closed 1
on him and dragged him back. Onc
fight was enough for one afterncon,
and they were fed up with Bmiathy and
his tatd rums.

would

He struggled furiously in ~their
grasm. .
“Will you chuck it?" demanded

Harry Wharton.

“No, I won’t! I'll smash that cad !

*Then you'll get out, and be blowed
fo youl” )

And four pairs of arms swung ilo
angrv fellow out of the summer-house,
sending him staggering.
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“Siop them ! ** exclaimed Frank Nugent, * Rot!” grunted Johnny Bull. * Let Bob whop
The juniors crowded back out of the way as panting, thumping, scuffling, Bo

went at it, hammer and tongs !

He sat down in another puddle,
_ Berambling out, ho glared at the five
juniors, panting with repe.

Wharton held up his hand as he
wade & forward movement.

“Keep out, unless you're going to
kgﬂu the pooace 17 he warned., " We've
I enough of wyour rotten tomper
You'll bo chucked out again if you
bugin apain.”

“The chuckfulness will be terrific ™

The fellow in tho raincoat paused.
Augry a3 ho was, ne doubt he realised
that he could not handle five fcllows,

“Stick  thore, then, till  you're
chucked out!” e pauted. It won't
take me loug to send a keeper along to
shift vou!”

With: that, he turned and tramped
away through the weeping trees in the
dircetion of the distant house,

“Well, this beats Banagher!" said
Fob Cherry. 1 suppose Bmithy can't
really be mad. But if he isn't, what
15 he playing this mad gawe for I

Iarry Wharton shook his head.
was uwllerly puzzled and perplexed.

Bob steppod out of the sumuner-houso.

"Not  mwueh  left now,” he said.
* Belier push out,  The sooncr we get
buck Lo the school and get into dry
things, the better. There won't be any
ericket at Lantham this afterncon ™

“1 told you =zo!” rcmarked Johinny

ull,

“Fatlicad ! Let’s pet poing 1

And az the rain had now thinned
cobsitlerably, snd did not look like
stopping altogether for a long time to
cutne, {he Famwwoons FPive pushed out and
wheeled  their  Inkes back to  the
Lavdhain road. There they mounted to
ricle back o CGreyfriars—after what
ihew areecd was the rottencst trip they
Baed ever fovl ou a Lalf-holiday.

Ile

TN
im !
Cherry and

Smithy's asked for

o~ o

ernon-Smith

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Loder’s Cafch !

ERALD LODER, of the Bixth
Torm . at Grevfriare, slopped
suddenly aod gauglht lns broatl.

It was the sight of a Remove

fellow's faco that startled L,

Loder of the Bixth was in Lantham
that afterncen. He had been lucky
cnough to arrvive there before the rain
started; though it was not the county
match on the Ramblers pround that
drew Loder to Lantham. The sports-
man of the Bixth had been sceing some
sporting friends at a safe distance from
the school, and he had been comfort-
ably under cover, smoking cigarctios
and playing banker while tho rain
came down.

Walking down the Iligh Strect after
the rain on his way to the siation,
Loder stopped at s tobuaccouist’s he
knew to reoncw his supply of smokes,
o alinost ran tnto s fellow coning
out as he turned in at the doorway.

It was enough to make Loder jump.

Last terin, Loder had lost hiz rank
of profect. This term, he had been

reinstated in that rank.  Another
experionce of being  reduced to the
ranks was alwad of Loder if il cams

out that he palronized tobacconists’
shops al a distance from Groyviviars]
Swoking was  strictly  forbidden  at
Greyviriprs—and Sixth F¥Forn prefects
were oxpeclod to set a good exumplo,
not & bad ono!

It was fearfullv annoying to Loder
to be spoited liko ihat by o junior—
fairly face to face, If that young
vascal, Vernon-Sinith, told about this
at the school, & mught be unpleasant
for Gerald Loder.

But—-as o instautly reflected—it

Tue Macser Lisuany.—No. 1,652



10

would e vwe use for Tlerbert Vernom-
Smith to tell the swovy if Herbert
Vernon-Bmith  was run  in  himself
~-for having ealld at a tobaccomisi’s |
Loder's explanation wasr simple—he had
turned in at that doorway becanze he
had spotted the young rascal

It wos his duly, ss a Sixth Form

refect, to run in any junior caught
weaking the rules of the school in this
Aagraut way. Never had the irritated
and sunoyed Foder set about domng bis
duty s0 keenlv. Loder was not, as a
viles 2 whale on duiy; this time he was
Loen on i i

“You young sweepl!” exclaimed
Loder, ang lie grabbed the youth by
the shoulder as he stepped oub of the
doorway. “Caught this timel You're
not wearing a school cap, either—no
wokler, constdering. cll, I've got
you J+

“Yon silly foal, what ave you up toi™

“Wha-a-t " ejaculated Loder.

That was wot the way Greyfriovs
juniors generally addvessed Sixth Form
prefoects, :

“ Lot go my shoulder, vou hooligan 1

Loder stared at him. For a moment
he woundered whetlier he had made a
mistake, and it was not Vernen-Smith
of the Remove at all. The boy was
dressed in a dark
a very quict pattern for the Bounder,
who was as loud in such things as the
rules of the seheool allowed him to be.
Ile wore a grey cloih cap of the same
materizl—not a school r:u]i

But there was ne mistaking the face
and ihe jutting noss |

After that stare, Loder compressod
lns grip. .

“T'm going back now,” he said, “I'll
tadee vou with me, wy beauty! I've
lad on eye on vou for some timel
Sa that's where you get your smokes,
E L

The hov staved st Tt

“You silly idio " he eaid, in the
“nast. unpleasant of tones. Y Ave vou
lnking e for somebody elze, like thoso
other fools this alternoon? Let go my
shoulder, or T'Jl hack your shins!”

“Are vou going to cat if I let go?
asked Loder,

I “Think I wanl your company, you
ol Y

I wive vou six for that later !V
saigd Fanler grimly, “And 'l keep
told of your armw, wmy beauty, till wo
get 1w tlie tainl i taking you back
just as vou are=—with your simokes in
your pockets 1
" *Yau eibling boohy, I've got no
rnnles, and 1t would be no business of
vaurs f 1 had!  Are voun a plain-
elothes policeman, or whal?”

*Cogne an Y eaid Loder,

“Daooven think I'm coming with you,
Yo Jesnut ¥™

Lanler  hreeathed  hard,  He waa
strongly tempted to box Vernon-Smith's
ears, right and kft. But he did not
want a seenn in ihe High Street of
Lantham if e could help it Alrcady
sovoral passers wore pansing to look on.

“Will vou ecomo with me quictly or
aot P he muitered savagely,

“T won't come with you at all ™

“I'll make you. then]™

“Vou utler ndiot, let po my apm 1
exclammied the boy in ithe grey cap.
“YWhat are vou moddling with me for,
you lunatici™

“T'm pgoing to take you Dack with
your smokes in your pocket, you dis-
graccinl young rotter 17

“T've told you Yve got no smoles,
vou fool, and that it wonld be no
bizney of vours if I had, idiot]! I've
cglled in that zhop to pet a hox of
chocolates, dummy ! Can't you see that
thev sell sweectsindfs as well as sinclkas,
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imbeeile?  Anyhow, it's no concern o
Euur&, loug]l DNow let go my ann,
cfore 1 kick your shins |

Smack 1

Tha st of epithets applied to him
were rather too much for Gervald Loder.
Hoe had w!u}p]]]led fags for muchk less
than that. Still helding the boy'’s arm
with one hand, e spacked his head
with the ﬂ-l;her.l ’

The boy 1n the grey cap gave a yell,
The next moment, he kic{ei It would
not have been much uwse his punching a
iz Sixth Form man wha towcred
over him. But it was a vicious hack,
It -:'a,ugi;ht Loder on the shin, and
caused him to release his hold and
stagpper back with

Ho hopped 1

o hopped on one leg.

Thera. wis a ripple of laughter from
a dozen Eﬂmplﬂ up and down the pave-
et der, hopping on one leg,
looked entertaining at the moment,
_The boy in the grey cap did not
linger. The moment Loder's grasp was
loosetied, ho ent away.

Loder was in no state to stop him,
or to pursue him. He had a feorful
patnn 1 s shin. The grey cap dis-
appeared down Laptham High Street.

Uerald Loder limped away to ihe
station.

He was still limping when he pot
inte his train. There was a bruize on
his shin, and it was painful. He was
still limping & litile when he got out
of 1he train, and limping as he walked
to Greyviriars.

But he had onc zalisTaction, Vernon-
Smith, marched in {o s Forme-master
with smwokes on him, would bave been
booked for a caving, if not a [lead’s
fRoggring | But a junior who kicked a
prefect’s slous was booked for some-
thing move serious than that—the zaclk |
Carald Loder had only to veport what
Hevbert Vernon-Smith had dane, and
MHerbert Vernon-Sninth would be taken
to the headmaster and expelled from
Crreyiriavs on the spot! And it was a
bitter satisfaction to Loder to think
of that prospect as he limped home.

It was cloze on lock-up when Loder
limped in at the school gates,

Wingate and Gwynne, of the Sixth,
were slanding near the gateway, and
they both glanced at ler.

“Tlad an aceldent i asked Wingate,

“T've had & hack,” grunled Loder,
“and tho voung villain that hacked my
shin is going to be bunked for it] Ilas
Vernon-Smith of the Remwove come in,
do vou know "

“Vernou-Bmith 1 repeafed Wingate,
“Yos, I zaw lhm coming i hefore the
vain stopped—looking like a drowned
vat] The voung sweep bad been i a
serap somewhere 17

“Pon't be an ass I grunted Toder,

The Greyiriars eaptain starved at lum,

“What the dickens do you meant”
he demnanded. ;

"I mean that it was after 1he rain
stopped tliat I spolied Vernon-Smith of
the Rewove comming out of a fobacco-
nist’s at Lantlam, aud he |!Er{-1u=ll_ ey
shin to get away when I collaved lin P77

“Muost have made o mistake, old
man P osaid Wingate, shaking his head.
“1 cervtainly saw the kid e¢mne in,
soaked to the shin——"

“You couldn’t have 1" yapped Loder.
“1f he did, e went oul again 1™

“Well, if he got as far as Lantham
afler I saw himm herve, it was pretly
auick work ! said Wingate, *“1 faney
youw're making & nnstoke ¥

“Rﬂtl- ‘!”

Loder, guite suve that hoe was making
no mistake, limped on {o rhe lonse,

few minnies later e was in Mo,
%m:hzh’a study, waking his report 1o
vhe master of the Ruemove,

=

of agony.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Skinner Puts His Foot In It!
i TICKING here?”

Herbert Vernon-Smith asked
that question: in his most dis-
agrecable tohe

Tom wing looked up from the
table in Study No. 4. §

Redwing Bhad been ‘spending that
not very gappy afternoon working out
some mathematical problems for M.
Lascelles. It was the first time he had
used the study, except at prep, since
iz break with the Bounder—and that
was only bocause Smithy had been oué
for the afterncon.

But as Smithy appeared in the dooi
way with Skinner in his company, he
roso to his feet at once, and guihered
up bheoks and papers. ]

“No!” he answrred curtly.

“If you are, 1"z notl” snarled the
Bounder.

&d I?‘III ﬂﬂt- E’l

“ Get.out, then 1" ' ,

Redwing, without spcuking again,
quictly lelt the study,

Harold 8kinner looked
euriously as he went.

Skinner, like most ‘other Rewmove
fellows, had often wendered how a
gquict, well-conducted, and good-toms
pered fellow like Redwing, conld stand
the Bounder of Greyfriars at all, They
wore as unlike as chalk and checsel
Smithy, the wealthy son of a million-
aive, the breakor of bounds, stwmly
stnoker, the ragger who was always m
rows with  someb o1 other, bhad
nothing at all in common with the guiet,
serious-minded satlorman’s son. That
Ericndship was surprising—and its end,
veally, was nob surprisiug. .

But Skinner was surprised all ihe
sampe; many fellows were snurprised
For this tima it was falrly well known
that it was Tom Redwing wio was= -
placable. Bmithy was known lo lhave
made at least one advance towards a
reconeiliation, And it wﬁﬁ quite 1.|:||+h!]]¢E
Tom o keep up a grudge—especiatly
against the i|hielh:m' who hed been his
best chum,

Skinner wondered what deadly offence
ihe Bounder could have given to mako
a kind-hearted and [t}rgwmﬁ fellow =0

Like every other fellow
in e Forn, he took it for granted that
the blarue was on Sinithy.  Everybhody
knew how long, and how often, Tom
had borne paticntly with lhis headstrong
LerIner. 3

Tlie Bounder flung himsell into an
avinchair and lghied a cigavetio.

Skinner, after carvefully closing Lhe
door, followed his example. Skinner
was always ready 1o play jackal. Ila
waz guile aware that Smithy was only
taking  him u]p_ becanse  he  had
guarrelled with his elram, and «did nos
choosze 1o be left on his own. DBut ihat
did met worry Skinmer so long as he
captured a share of the cruwubs 1hat
fell from the rich man’s table.

“Sulky  brutel™  mullered
Bounder,

Shinger smiled over his cigarelie
That description, in Skinner's opinion,
fittect Sinithy a good deasl better than i
did his chum. :

“kinner did not intend to say =0
while he was smoking Smithy’s sinokes,
But the Bounder rcad his thoughts
caslly enough. :

“¥ou tlunk I slarted the row wiil
ihat cilly fathead?” he snapped dis-
agrecably. )

“Oh, no, old chap; not at all 1™ said
Bkinuer amicably, 1 say, theze ave
jolly pood smokes ™

“You do—all the fellowa do!”
anarvled  Vernon-Swmith, W),
didnt! T don't even know why he's
gof hie hack up.”

afler lum

itho



Bkinner winked at the smoke of his
cigaretie.

‘¥ou don’s believe Lthat, of course?”
enarled YVernon-Smith.

* Oh, yes, old fellow ! I say, it wasn’t
Redwing pave yvou (hat noso, was i1
aalied Bkinner.

Vernon-Smith passed his hand over
his nose. It was always a somewhat
Frmninﬂnt featura. Now 1% fE:-lI‘];}"
caped to the eye—it was red, and 1t
was swollen. It was likely to bo some
days before Smithy's nose recovered
fromm the cifect of Bob Chorry's hefly
punch,

#No, vou foolt"” he growled. *Wa
haven’t come to that! If he chooses to
keep his silly back up for nothing, he
won't get muwch changoe out of me, but
we haven't come to punching noses—

et! I got this from that hooligan

erry, over at Lantham this after-
noomn

“¥You [ooked rather wet when you
oame in " amiled Skinner, *I'm rathoer
glad I didn’t join up! Looked rather
rainy, I thought.”?

. Y'uu"m too rotton slack to ride it,
if it was the finest day in May 1"
And

“Hem !” murmured Skinner,
he helped himself to another smoke.
Hmithy's smokes wers good, if his
manners were nok.

“That cad will be hera to-morrow
muttered the Bounder, after a grim and
glum stlence,

“"Bedwing 1" asked Skinner, pugzzled.

“No, you asal That rotten relation
of mine, who's coming to this school.”
growled the Bounder., “He's not
coming to the school till next week, but
he's dropping in to-morrow, 1 hear, for
Quelch to run the rule over him.” The
Bounder gave a savage sncer, ' Quelch
told me—thonght I might like to meet
him., IMirst time I meet him, I shall
E&;}fwlilmiy give him a nose to match

is !

“Bome poor relation aftor the family
cazh 1" asked Skinner.

“No; a rotten poor relation who pre-
tends to turn up his cheeky nose at the
family cash!” grunted Vernon-Smith.
“His old fool of an uncle had to pick
CGroyiriars for him ! Blessed if I know
how he can stand the fees—an old
military g;'nat, with hardly twopence to
his name.™

Skinner smiled at the curling amoke
of his cigarette. He foresaw hectic times
in the Remove when that relation of
Bmithy's came. If the fellow was any-
thing like Bmithy, there was likely to
be trouble, and lots of ik

“ Anything like you, old man 1" asked
Skinner blandly.

"“"No!"” yapped the Bounder,

Bkinner gave him & curious look,
That answer ¢ame so savagely that
Skinner scented a sore subject.

“Peoople eay he's like mo! They like
to annoy mel I loathe the fellow—we
loathed ono another as kids, I haven't
aeen him for yeara; but I loathe him as
much now as I did when I punched his
nozn at ten vears old.™

“Oh, my hatt You started early i

“He gave me some Vernon swank,
and I gave him a Smith jolt 1" sneered
the Dounder, * His Vernon noso looked
pretiy after I'd dono with it. They
coul I iell us apart aftor he pgot that

[I'l

“Tell you apart!™ repeated Skinner,
“He muost be predly like you, if they
coukdu’t tell you apart 1™

“I1t was all gammon! My pater
thiuks he's fearfully like nwe,” said the
Bouuder savapgely, *Ilo sent wo his
pholograph, so that I could soe for
raysclf when he wrote to mention that
the cad was goming, I've gotl it hero”
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“Let's see it old man! I'll tell you
whethoer it's lika you or nog 1?

“IF you say it's like me, I'll beave
thia cushion at your Lead! I've had
enough of that away from school—I
don’t want any of it here !”

Skinoer laughed.

“Then I'll tell you it isn't, and kocp
mum if it 13,” he said, “Let's see the
thing.™

The Bounder groped in his pocket
and flung a small crumpled photograph
on_the table, .

Skinner picked it up and looked at it,
and laughed again,

“Fathead ) ow've given me one of
vour own " he said. “ Where's the
olher chap’s 1V

Herbert Vernon-8mith gave him a
look, and grabbed up the cushion,

; E-é{tiuncr jumped—>but bhe jumped too
n

The cushion flew, <¢atching Skinner
uttder tho chin !

He went over backwards, and bumped
on the floor of Btudy No. 4, )

“You mad ass!" roared Bkinner, in
surprize and rage. “What the thump
do vou think vou're doing?”

“1 told you I would!" snarled the
Bounder,

Bkinner serambled up.

I PLEASE NOTE

Owing to the Whitsun
I Holiday, the next issue of
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it'a your own
howled. ™ Look

“You potty t:humE,
photo you gave me " he

et it I’ . .
Vernon-Smith did not leok at the

photograph! He grabbed up the
cushion with the evident intention of
hurling it again.

Skinnor dodged out of the study just
in time! His friendly smoke with the
Bounder had come to a very sudden
termination. Quite inadvertently,
Skinner had put his foot in it!

The Bounder grunted angrily and
crumpled the photograph into his pocket
again. Either he could not, or he
would not, ses that photographed face
was thoe exact replica of his own; and
Skinner's mistake roused Lis deepest
B T.

e sat smoking in sullen irritation
pfter Bkinner had gone.

A few minutes later, the study door
opened, and a fat face and a big pair
of spectacles barged in.

Billy Bunter blinked at the scowling
Bounder.

“1 aav, Bmithy he sgqueaked.

el out, you fat frog 1™

“Gueleh wants you !

“Toll him 1o go and cat eolu

“Ha, he, be? I zaw, I favev itz a
row " said Bunter cheerfully, * Loder's
with hiw, looking as waxy as any-
fhing-—"

“Hang Loderl”

“Queleh zaid —

“Iaug Quelch [V

The Bounder rose from the amochair,
throw away the stump of hiz cigarcite,
and left the study—wondering savagely
what Quelel had sent for him for thia
LI,

Billy Bupter watched ham disuppear
atros the landing to the stairs. Then
ihe fat Owl rolled into Study No. 4,

wfore thie Bounder wasz lalf-wav
down the staivz on hiz way Lo his Form-
proaeber'y abipdy, Billy Bunter was stend-

m”

L 1rd

k¥

ing at an open cupboarcd with a lid off
8 toffce-lin, grabbing]

The coast was clear at long, long last,
and Billy Bunter, like & hommn pigeon,
had got to the toffecs. In Study No. 4,
there was once more & happy sound of
crunching and munching, munching and
crunching; and life, to Wilbiam (George
Bunter, was a grand sweet song |

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Not Smithy !

b ALLQ, halle, hallo 1"
. Bob Cherrvy stared.
. The Famona Five had got
in at lagt. They were coming
!:?p to the dormitory to change, when
crnon-3mith went down from the Re-
move passago, and they met bimm on
the middle landing.

Iive pairs of eyes turned on Smithy’s
red, alinost flaming, nosa.

That nose looked as if it had had a
very hard punch—as. indeed, it had.
Bob had expected it to look something
like that, after the scrap in the
summer-house &t Lantham Chase,

But the fellow in the raincoat had
turned up with an undama 1088,
so Bob had, of course, concluded that
t};ie damoge had not been great, nfter
all.

Bo Bmithy's flaming nose now made
him stare. )

“Been in another scrap, Smithy
he asked.

“No, vou fool "

“You lock as if you bad,” grinned
Bob. “I'in glad never damaped
yvour boke like that, old bean."

The Bounder scowled at hin.

“What do you mean, yvou blockhead 2
You know you did it,” he snarled.
“I'll give you ona likn if seme time,
You fvol, do you think I'm going to
complain to a boak about your punch-
Ing my nose

"o, ass ! But I never inadoe it blos
som like that,” said Bob., It looked
all right when you camme back, so you
mnsk have got it smee”

“When I camo back?"” repealed Yer-
non-Smith. * Came back where*"

“Btill playing vour funny gamo?
Ilave vou forgolten that you came ba
to that summer-bouse, and kicked up
another row "

“Mad, I seuppose.” wsaid Vernon-
Smith; and, with thet, he passed the
Fawous Five, aud went down the lower
Btalrcase,

They staved after him a3 hoe went,

“The crackfuliess of the absurd
Sinithy  must be terrifie,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singli. “Io has
forgotten that he cawe back and kicked
up another preposterets Eltlildlj.h,"

“1 gmive up trying to make him out,™
saitd Bob., **You fellows know that his
Loke nwover showed a mark when ho
ecame back. He'a picked up that nose
gieeee 10 gnolher row.  Why be should
tell les abour it beats pne’*

“Making a babit of it,"” grunted
Johmuy Lull,

The Famwows Five wrub on up the
stairz, and Sputhy continued on  his
way down,.

Ile avrived al A Quelch's study,
tapped, and cotered.

Loder of the Sixrh was standing by
the Farme-master's tabde, and lus exey
gleamed at the Dounder ax e chiwe
1.

Vernon-Smith gave hitg no atlontion,
Il looked at his Form-wmasier,
“*Bunter sayvs you sent himw for me;
1
Me. Queleh gave hiin a grim ook,
I linve sent for soi, Vernou-RBmirh,
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to take you to xour headmaster,” le
answered. .

“What have I done mow, sir " asked
Voaroon-Bmith, with a bitter emphasis
on the word “now.”

“As you sce Loder heve, Vernon-
Smith, you musi be aware of the re-

ort 1 have just received,” said tho

smove master celdly,

“1 don't see how I can know any-
thing about it, sir,” said Vernon-Smith,
angry and surprised, * How szhould I
ktlm‘f?::‘ b3 ¥ q

“If it 1 wour mteniion to resort to
usoless prevarvication—"

'I'he Bounder's eyes blazed,

“Am I 1o be set down as a liar before
l've said & word?" he exclaimied pas-
sionately. “T haven't the faintest 1dea
what Loder has reported. How should
I have, when I haven't seem him since
dinmer in Hall$"”

Loder gave guite a jump,

*Ave you telling My, Quelch that yon
have not Eeen nme since dinnec?” ho
ejaculaied.

YOf course T am, as I haveu't seen
vou ¥ snapped the Bounder. * What
do you mean? My, Queleh, if Loder
pave ['va done ani;thin , i’z a Hel™

" Bilence 1" exclaimed Mr, Quelch.
“How dare you, Vernon-Zmith?"

“1 say it's & liel” repeated the
Bounder. “1l've done nothing, except
a Bght with a fellow in my Form, and
if it’s that, why hasn't he reported
Cherry, Loo?"

It is not that, 23 you kuow perfectly
well, Vernon-S8mnth, Loder has re-
ported you for entering the tobacco-
mst’s shop at Lantham, asnd kickiu
him on the shin in the mast orolg
manner when be detected you.”

The Bounder stared at Loder. There
was blank -surprise in his face for a
woment or two, Then his look grew
black and savage.

“1s that supposed to have happened.

this afternooni™ he asked.

“You are aware——""

“Am 1 =smappescd to be a thoughe.
reader?” hissed the DBounder. = If
Loder says it happened at all, he's a
har! And if he savs that it hap-
pened 1lis afternoon, 1 can prove that
it is & lie!"

Foder's face was crimson,

“Mr. Quelch-—"" Lo gasped.

. “You need wet fear, Loder, that I
“shall take any notice of thiz bov's un-
serupulous accusaiton,’ said the Re-
move master quictly. “Bui we must
make sure that there is no mistake in
the matter.”

- MThere is nooaistake i the matier,
v, I caugln b eoming out of the
shop, and bhe hocked my shin when |
avdered lam 1o come back to the schoal
with me.™

“[ did not,”” said Vernon-Smith. *1
haven't been in Lanrham this alter.
noon, and xou never saw me lere,
and vou know von did net !

“Vernon-Soiil,”  said Ar. Queleh
steruly, “vou were one of the Remove
boys who wore giveh leave 1o go 10
Lantham 1lus afiernoon 10 sce the
cormty maich there.”

“Is that all thai Loder’s got 1o go
upon f? snecred the DPennder. © Well,
ga it happens, | stavted alone, but [
picked upy five ocher fellows an the way.
and they can tell sou that I never got
o Lawthain, We all pavked in a bor
- 1n Lantham Chase to get o of (he
raiir,. I never gotr within a mile of
Lantham."”

“Can your say, Vervow-Baeoh, that
vou remainasd with fve oiher bovs all
the while you were ont of gates"”

“No”' muitered. rhe Bounder, “We
had 2 vow, and I left themn, and came
pack through the rain.”
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* At what time did you leave them ™"

“I don't know—belween three aud
four, I suppose.”

“ It was after five o'clock that 1 saw
Vernon-Smith in Lentham, siv," said
Loder,

The Bounder burst into a laugh.

“Call Wingate, air,” he =aixd.

“Wingate | repeated Mr., Quelch,
“What do yon mean?"

“I mean that it was striking five
when I came in, and Wingate saw me
and spoke to me. Ile told me I was
a young ass to get drenched like that
and to go and chango at once, He tol
me ho had a good mwind to give me six
for fighting, too. He will remember, if
you ' ask him.”

The Bounder laughed sgain,

“Leder saw me at Lantham when I
was changing in the Bemove dorm,” he
said, *“8udbest he I've evor heard.”

Loder’s face Bamcd.

“Vormou-Smith s 'ving, and in ihe
inast reckless manner!” he exclaimed.
“It is only pecessary to cdll Wingate,
sir. You can see that Vernon-Smith
has been fighting. That is plain
enough. Well, he had not been fight-
ing. when T saw him in Lantham. Iis
nese was uet swollen then as it 18 now.™

“My nose has been like this ever

since Bob Cherry puiiched it, about
threa o'clock this afierncon,” said
Vornon-SBmith.

“"Tet Wingate be called, sir.’" said

der  viciously.  “ Vou have heard
thia junior say that the captain of the
school saw his face in that disfigured
state at Hve o'clock. [ state that it
waz not disfigured when I saw him
i Lantham a_good deal after five,
One word from Wingate, sir, will prove
that this junior is Iyig.”

Mr. Quelch, in silence, touched a bell.
Trotter was sent to reguest the captain
of Greyfriars to come to the study.
The Remove master's face was thought-
ful, and troubled. )

That Loder was telling the truth, or
what he believed to be the truth, was
plain enough to Mr, Quelch, though
the suspicious Bounder did not think
s0. But, to all appearance, Vernon-
Smith was telling the truth, alse.

That- two diametrically opposed
statements could both be true scemed
inpossible, but it brought back to Mr,
Queleh’s mind a mistake he had made
himself only & few days ago, when he
had been assured that he had found
Vernon-Smith out of bounds, and it
had been proved that Smithy wasz in
gates all the time,

That stl'a,uﬁa mistake had worried
and puzzled the Remove master a groat
deal. Ho could not aceount for it, snd
11 had tronbled his mind ever since,

But such a mistake as he had made
himself might heve been made also by
Loder of the Sixth. It seemed inex-
plicable, but it was possible.

Wingate of the Bixth enteved the
sucdy. He glanced inguiringly at the
Rl*ﬂlﬁ‘-"ﬂ- master,

The Bounder smiled. He believed
that Loder was lying to pay off some
old grudge. But even ithe Bounder,
with all lus wild and reckless sus.
pivionz, did not suppose that Wingate
was capable of falsehood. He was feel
inge quite safe,

“Wingate, did you =es ihis junior
retuen to the school this afternoon ™
a=ked 3r. Quelch.

i fﬁm Fi}'.”

“Wasa lis face disligured when you
saw him as ik i3 now !

“Yoa, siv. I spoke ta him about 1.7

“\What time was this, Wingate ?"

* Iive o'clock, s’

“It ecan't have been ! exclaimed

Loder. " For poodness” sake think be-
fore you speak, Wingate 1"

Wingate stared of him.

“It was five o'clock, Loder,” he
answered,  “Five was striking when
Vernon-Smith cama into the [ouse,
and I spoke to him."

“That's impossible | I tell yvou I saw
him in Lantham, and he hacked my
shin after- five o'clock, and lna face
was not disGgured then I" reared Loder.

“That's & mistake, Loder,” said Win
gate, shaking his head.

“It was not » mistake I :

“Must have been! A kid can’t be n
two places at once! Vernon-Smith was
in the school at five o'clock.”

“He was not, and cannot have been "

“Keep it up!” sneered the Boundew
“You've tried to make me out a liar;
now try to make Wingate out one |*

*Silence, Verpon-SBputh 1Y exclaimed
Mr. Quelch sternly. “It is your own
dizregard of the truth that causes you
to attribute falschood to others! A
mistake has been made in this mattex.?

“1 made no mustake, sir!” said
Loder.

“ A few days ago, Loder, 1 made &
similar error,” said Mr. Quelch. “It
13 an  extreordinary thing, but it
oceurred. J cannot account fer it
except on the supposition that there is
some boy 1 this neighbourhoed who
bears an exfraordinary resemblance to
Vernon-Bmith., This resemblance de-
ceved me, and it must have deccived
you, for it is clear that Vernou-Binith
was pot in Lantham at the time you
thought you saw him there”

“That 13 quite certain, sir,” said
Wingate. :

Loder set his lips. 1le had an aching
shin, and he did not belisve that he
had made such a mistake; he could not
belicve g0, An old ass like Quelch
might, but not Gerald Loder |

“ Wingate is mistaken, sir,” he said.

Wingate aniled

*Five or sin other Sixth Form men
were mistsken, too, then,” he aaiﬂ.
“*There were guite z crowd of vs look-
ing out at the rain when the kid came
in. Gwynne and Sykes and several
athar Sixth Form men saw the kid, and
heard me speal lo hom”

“That. matter iz settled 1™ =aid My
Quelch; and even Loder had nothing
to say to that. * Vernon-Buith, you
may gol”

Tlie Bounder went, grinning !

THE RINTH CHAPTER.
Smithy’s Last Word !

i OM [
I Tom Redwing started.
In break, the following

morning, Tom Redwing was
sauntering by the old eling, his hande
in his pockets, a thoughtful frown on
his face. His eyes wers on the ground,
and he did not notice the jumior who
leaned on one of the old trees watching
tirn as he paced. [Ile started at the
sound of the Bounder's voice.

He glanced quickly round, colowred
a little -as he met the Bounder’s eyes,
and turned away without speaking.

“Btop I Vernou-Smith rapped out
the word sharply.

And, as Tom did not siop. Snnthy
mende o siride forward, grasped hion by
tha army, and dragged hin ta a halt,

Tewm stopped then. with e gleam n
g GV0s, _

“Hands off. Vernon-Smmih ™ he coid
i oa very quict tone. 1 don’t wanr a
row with you: 1 want you to keepr cleax
of mel TLeave me alone !

“1'mogoing 1o speak to you ™
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# A kid can’t be in iwo places at once ! " said Wingate,
* I tell you I saw him in Lantham ! "

roared Loder.

EVERY SATURDAY

=

* Keep it up ! " sneered the Eounder.
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* You've trled to make

me out a liar, Loder—now iry {o make Wingate out one ! ™

“You'ro not ¥

“Either that, or & scrap gt it
Vernon-Smith. “You can take mour
choice, you sulky fool ¥

Tom Redwing drow a deep breath.

“1 don't want to scrap with you,”
he seid, “and I don't want vou to speak

I.u

to mol If you insist on it, Vernon-
Smith——

“Not SBmithy noew!” sneered the
Bounder.

“Cut it short!”

Vernon-Smith released hia arm. Ho
stood with a strange mixture of expres
pionis on his face—anger, perplexity,
bitter resentment, and, at the same
titne, something kinder.

“¥ou want this to go on?” he asked
in & low voige.

“If you mean that I bar you, yes.”

*Why

“You know why.”

“Lots of reasons, 1 dare aap”
admitted Smithy. “We're as unlike as
chalk and cheese; we haven't a taste in
commoln; you dislike everything I do,
and I get bored atiff with overything

ou do. DBut that hasn’t prevented us
rom being frionds for a long time,
I've got & roften termper; cvery man in
the Remove says that nobody but you
would stand it. ¥ kwow that. But
that's nothing new. If you wanied 1o
bar me for any of those rcasons it's
rather late in the day now.”

“JIt's for none of those reasons, and
you know it™

“Well, T don't know i,” said Vornon-
Bmith. *“Ever since SBalurday you've
been playing this stiff-uccked game, and
1 don't know why. I nevor was the
fellow to make the first advance after
a row: but I've done it ouce, and I'm
doing it again. It doosn’l come eusy
to & fcllow like mo. If I can put my
pride in my pocket, and make the first
gtep, can't you make the sccond ¥

4 Ha !H-

“That's that, then ! said Vernon-
Bmith, still in the same quiet tone.
“Bub when vou've been friends with a
follotv for whele terins, and wyou turn
him down all of & sudden, you're hound
to give a reason. 1'vo saiwd that I know
I've got a roticn temper. I may be
to blame. If I am P'll make it up if
I can. But I want to know. What have
I said or done

Tom did not answer.

" Those cads, Wharton and his gang,
lied when they said they saw me at
Lanthamn last weck,” continued Veornon-
Smpith. “You didn't believe they were
},'g.r%mg; we rowed about that, Is that
lt JFr

“You know it isn't.”

“Quelch pretended that he thought he
spoticd me out of bounds to get shut
of tne. I said he was lying: you s=aid
it must be a mmistake. Wa had another
row about that, Is that iti”

“You know it 1sa't.”

“1 got ratty when you aaid that thak

liotograph  of wmy cousin, Herbert

ernopn, was like me.  Is that it?"

“¥ou kuow it isn't,” saild Redwing,
for the third time,

The Bounder breathed hard.

“Well, I've run over everything I
cani think of,” he said. “ Will you tell
e what the trouble iz?”

“You kuow what 1t 13, and it's not
a thing I like to speak of,” anawered
Tom Redwing. “Why can’t you leave
me alone "

“I'll leave you alone fast enough
after thiz if woe can't clear it up ¥ saud
Vernon-S2mnith, his oves flashing. “1It's
not my way to eat humble pie, and this
is the last timne ever! I want to make
sure there's pe silly misunderstandings
before 1 throw you over for good. [
wome fellow has been making miscluek
--Blkinner, pechapy—=*

*Don't tatls rot 1

“Well, what 15 it, then'" axcluiined
the Bonnder, his hard-held tempoer
beginning do get the uppor hand.
“{aive 1t a4 name.”

“¥ou know what you did on Saturs
day. What's tho good of jawing "

“On  Salurday ¥ repeated  the
Bounder blankly. I did nothing
special on Saturday that 1 know of.”

Redwing's hp curled.

“Terhaps you thought I sliould stand
that alonr with the rest,” he said.
“I've been pretry patient—more patient
than a fellow ought to be, perhaps.
But theve's a limit.”

”Whaﬁ dict I de i ux;ﬁiu{ed Smithy,
apgry, bub more puzz than an .
< lgmir’r-‘: talking i:}p:iill,f riddlea i e

“Oh, chuck it [¥ said T'oma wearily.

“You're not getting on the high
horse because I got out of bounds at
the Three Iishers? Is that anything
new

“1 never even knew you went out of
bounds—if vou dad™

“Dh, dont bo an esa! You Lknow
that Wingate spotted me theve, and you
came to Quelch's study and got me clear
by making out that you'd seen me in
Pegeg Laune, thrce wales away, at the
time. ¥

“1 did see you in Pege Lave, and
you know 1i.”

*"¥You did net.”

“Vou know I did.”

The Dounder starved at hin.

“Tho you really think vou did 1™ ho
exclained. 1 was surprised when you
catne awd spoofed Quelch with that
yarn; I never thought you'd do it, aven
to save my skinl Did vou really fancy
you'd seen me there ¥

“0h, deop v

“Well, even tl:fﬂ I dnn‘ﬁe what

frfunlinwed on 7 ¢
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1™ Bunter’s might have detected that the
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(Continued from page 13.)

the row's about. 1 ecertainly thought
you were spoofing Quelch to get me
clear. But 1f seems that you did fancy
you saw me in Pegg Lane, Well, then,
what about it? Nething for youn to get
vour back up in that, is there "

Redwing looked at him.

“1 don't make you ont,” he said. “1
SAW YOUL 1N Pegf Lano that afternoon
and tried to make it up. We'd had a
row, but we've always had rows, and
it was always left to me to make it
up; and I did, as usual. ¥You struck
me in the face for my paina. Posaibly
vou thought I should stand for that
along with the rest. Goodness knows
what you expect a fellow to etand ! If
you did you made a mistake.” ;

Herbert Vernon-Smith gazed at him,
silent, Lis breath seeming to be taken
away. There was utter amazement in
his face.

“ Are you mad?” he gasped at last.

“0h, chuck 181"

“You say you saw me in Pegg Lane
that day; wyou might have fancied so,
though I was not there. But you say
I struck you. You can’t have fanci
that. Are you joining up with Whar-
ton's crew in telling liea sbout a
fellow ¥

Yernon-Smith's face famed:

“QOpe liar make many, I suppose™
L said. “ You're catching it from that
crew. You cur! You've had lots of
reasons for chucking me if you wented
to. I've been in the wrong often
enough. Now you're going io tell a
silly lie about it as an excuse. You
rotter | You've asked me to leave you
alone, I'll leave you alone fast enough
afrer this, you curl That's my last
word to you, you rotter !

Vernon-3mith'a veice was raised
passipnate anger.
h‘Five or six fellows looked round at

. .

“Telling the world, Smithy!” yelled
out Bolsover major.

“For goodness’ sake don’t shout,
Smithy I exelaimed Petor Todd. “ All
Greviviars doesn't want to know that
ion re rowing with your pall”

The Bounder stared round at them
with gleaming eyes. Then he looked
at Redwing again, and seemed on the
point of another passionate outburst.
But he checked it, and turned his back
on. Tom and stalked away,

in

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Ghost!

ILLY BUNTER stared.

B After dinner that day the Owl
of the Remove was adorning the
gateway with his ¥ person.

His thoughts were dwelling, with
appy satisfaction, on the veal-and-ham
yie that had provided the school
dinner. On such subjects Bunter's fat
thoughts delighted to dwell [t had
seen & serumption  veal-and-ham pie,
ind Bunter had had almost ar many
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- helpings as he haa wanied.
s more was 8 grard sweet song—well
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Life ouce

worth living, in Billy Bunter’s opinion.

&l But the fat Owl forgot even the véal-

and-ham pie az a texicab turned in at
the gates. He stared at the two oceu-
Ea-nt_s, with his litte round eyes almost
ulging through his spectacles, .
One of them wes u st man, with
k, and a face
dE‘-E.TIi ; bronzed by tropic suns. He was
ressed, though a kecner eve than

clothes were well worn.
Skinner would have set him down at
o glance as “shabby genteel”

unter had never seen him before,
and was not interested in him now. It
was the man’s companion that inter-
ested him.

Bunter was sure, or almost sure, that
Herbert Vornon-B8mith had gone up to
his study afrer dinner. Hea was sure,
or almost sure, that the Bounder was
sinoking cigarcttes there, Bunter was
g0 sura of this that he had abandoned
an ilea he had had of exploring
Amithy's study cupboard for somethin
sweet and sticky to follow the vesl-
end-ham pie.

o how Vernon-8mith came to be
sitfing in that taxicab was quite a
mystery to Billy Bunter.

ut there he was. Billy Bunter's
vision was not keen, but he knew at a
glance that hard face and jutbing nose.

He blinked at him in great sstonish-
meng,

The taxi passed on.

Billy Bunter stared after it. He saw
it stop at the House, and a man and
& boy alight and enter.

Biily Bunter rolled off to the House,
It was really amazing that Smithy had

ed t out without Bunter seeing him go.
But o

ke must have, as some old sporte-
man was bringing him back in 8 taxi-

cab.

It locked to Bunter as if SBmithy had
been up to something out of gates, and
that old sportsman had _mpEEd him
and run him in. If he was taking him
to Quelch, or the Head, one thing was
certain—he would be elear of his study.
Thers was nothing now to stop
Bunter's explorations in that quarter.

Bunter rolled up to the Remove,

He found the Famous Five on the
Remove landing. But Cherry was pro-
posing a slide down the banisters—an
exploit strictly forbidden by the laws
of the House. His four friends were
advising him, variously, not to be an
ass, a faihead, a cuckoo, and a goat.

“1 say, vou fellows, seen Smithy
asked Bunter.

“In his study, I think,” answered
Nugent,

“I mcan, has he just come up¥”

“MNo; haven't seen him for & quarier
of an hour.”

“That's all right then,” said Buntor.

F!!
-

"1 say, Smithy's in & row againl
ﬂm:}t he the fellow for rows! ¥e, he,
el

“0Oh, what's up now?" asked Bob.

“1 don't know what's up, but some
old johnny has just brought him back
to the school in a taxi. Must have been
up to something out of gates—-trespass-
ingrl_r I expect.”

he Famous FFive looked at Bunter.

“ Dreaming " asked Harry Wharton,
“Smithy's in his stody [

“He jolly well ain’t, unless he came
up only a minute ago,” said Bunter.
g D;n_::] he pass you just before I came
up !

“No, ass|™”

“Then he ain't in hia study. That
old sportsman must have been taking
him to Queleh, or the Head. ' I say,
you fellows, what do wvoun think
Sinithy's been up to this tHime?”

" Nothing this tie, old fat man. He
hasn't beernr out of gates sinco dinner.”

“1 tell you I saw hiyn-—"

“You want somne new specs”

“Think I don’t know Stnithy
see him?" hooted Bunter.
titting 1in the saxi—I nwenn sitting in
the taxi—"

“ Bosh 1"

“And he nmst be in a row, or that
old sketch wouldn't be briuging him
back to the school. Emithy's always
getting inte rows, and now he's got into
another.”

Skinner
Bunter.
face. _

“Smithy's for it again!" he
marked. .

“1 say, did you see him, Skinner?'
exclaimed Billy Punter. * Wasn't he
with an old bean with a face like a
Turkey carpeii”

*Tough-looking old johomy,”™ said
Skinner. “Fle was marching Smithy
into the Head's study. Must be some-

F¥

t inf n
“1 thought Bmiihy was in his own

when I
He was

s eume up the stairs after
Theve was a grin on Skinner's

e

study,” said Harry Wlarton.
“Well, he \glolly, wll “isn't 17 said
Skinner. " More trouble fer poor old

]
with titr Big Beak now.

And Skinncr went up the Remove
passage, laughing. Paorhaps Skinner re-
membered that cushion of the previous
afternoon, Ha seomed guite amused at
the idea that the Bounder was for it
BEgain.

“Well, I'm blessed if I know how

Smith Don't he hagﬂim it? He's
=

Smithy went out without passing us,”
said Bob., “SBure it waz BSmithy,
Bunter 1"’

“He, he, he! Think I don't know
hizs ugly mug ! grinned Bunter.

And the fat Owl rolled on up the Re-
move passage for Study No. f

That study waa untenanted now.
Bunior bhad scen Redwing in the guad.
and Smithy was with the old sportsman
who had brought him in. If there was
anything sweet and sticky in Smithy's
study cupboard, as was very probable,
Buntar was going to send it down to
see how the veal-and-ham pile was get-
ting on.

He stopped ot the door of Study
No. 4, turned the handle, and threw
the door open. He rolled happily in.

A fgure rose from an armchair, atar-
ing at him, a cigarette between finger
and thumb.

“¥You fat poat, what do you wanti”
rapped a well-known wvoice, in angry
ﬂl'l!'Pl'iE'El.

Bunter jumped,

He fairly bounded.

His eyes popped.

In utter stopefaction, he stared a
Herbert Vernon-Smith., SBmithy was in
the Head’s stndy downstairs, Bunter
Enew that. Yet hore he was in his own
atw]iy. It made the fat Owl's brain
resl,

“Oh!1” gasped Dunier. “ Ooohi™

Vornon-Bmith glared at him.

“You mad porpoise, what'a the
matter with you? What are you gog-

ling at mo like that for? Gone
atchy "

“Oh crikey! I saw, vou follows, it's
Amithy's ghost!” rgaam}d Buntcr. He
made & backward jump out of the
study. “ Helpt™

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo !

“What the thump—"

“Owl Help! It's his ghost 1" yelled
Bunter. “He ain’t herel It's his gig-
gig-ghost] Oh ecrikey! He's in the
Head's study, and here, too-—— Oh
lor’ I

* You
Sinith.

mad aszz'" roared Vernon-



“Ow! Help!™ velled Bunter.

The Bounder wmade aw avgry stride
at him.

Billy Bunter cut dow: the Remove
%aasuge. velling. MHe crashed into the

amoua Five, coming up the passage
to see what on carth was the matter

“1 say, you fellows, Lelp!” yelled
Bunter. “It's his ghost! It's after
me | E:maﬁ it off 1 o' 1

Harvy Wharton & Co. grabbed the
fat junior, and brought him to a halt

Vernon-Smith came vut of his study,
staring. .

““What's the matter with that fat
fool 1" he exclaimed. “HMHas he gone
off hia dot, or whati”

“Keop it off 1" shrieked Bunfer.

“You potty povpoise!” roared
Cherry. *“What ave vou burbling
about? It's only Bmithy.”

“Pain’t! Smithy'a  downstairs |
gu::gled Bunter. “I saw him, and

kinner saw him, in the Head's study.”

“It's Smithy, you blithering wal-
rus!” pasped Mavry Wharton.

“Ilow can it be Smihy when he's
downstairs 7™

“¥You howling ass, how ean he bhe
downstairs when he's hore ¥

“He ain't here——"" gasped Bunter.
"“Oh erikey ™

“0h, my hat!”

“Afad as a hatter ! grunted Vernon-
Sith, and he went hack ivio his study
and slammed the door.

“0Oh erikey | I say, you fellows, oh
lor® 1# stuttered Buonter. “He's in the
Hepd's studvy—and—and—and he—he—
he's hore] I say, it fave me a turn,

woeing him, when I knew he was down-

slairs—"

“You blithering owl——"

“J tell vou—" shricked DBunter.

“Fathead 1”

“Beast [”  gasped Bunter, and  he
rolled rapidly away touwards the stairs,

Unless a fellow conld be in two places
at enee, Herhert Vevnon-Smith could
not possibly be in his own study. He
was i Dr. Locke's stnly, Yot theve
he wos. In which cxiraordinary and
uncanny circumsiance, IThlly  DBuanler
preferred to get off the svens—and he
gol off it promptly.

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.
The Bounder's Cousin L

i AIYPAIN VERNON Y
The siochiy o with
A

the
tropical  emmplexion  stepped
into Do Lewke's <tiedy,  as

Trovter opened the dosr el zave o
Iris name.

The bov wha had acesmgranged hie 1
the taxi followed ki i,

Trotier drew the sopr shot; with a
compassionate glance s che boy 0% e
did sa. The Hounse puge had no donls
that Vernon-Bmith of fhe Wenove was
for it: marvched o o Gis Des hinasyer
Ly o stranger, who lad brongly I iw
the sclool o the taxicab. His i
pEeazion was the samie us Bomiee's aind
Skiner's had Deen.

Dr. laocke voza from hiz el

He was expecting that visttor hat
day after luoch., Capmann Veroon wos
bringing (he boy who wes reladed 1o
Vernon-Smith of the Remieve, and who
was lu enter a immar Form ot {Gvey-
friars the following week. It was as
good = setthed thao the new boy wounld
enter the Roepove; hat Me, Quoelich had
to see him Brest, aned deeide upon 1hat,

The headmaszsrer of LivexTiriare shank
hands with the bronged eapiain, and
hegged him o be searol. Ble did et
for the apoment glaree a1 the bov whao
had followed the vapta:n ;. bt as
Caprain Yermon sat down, the Head's

EVERY SATURDAY

eves turned on the boy and he started.
“Bless my soul ! said Dr. Locke
“What are you for, Vernon-

Smith? You should not come to my

stndy without being sent for, as you
know vory well. Go away at once !

The boy looked at bim not vqrﬁ
pleasantly. The name' of Vernon-Snat
did not seem fo have a pleasing ring to
his ears. i

#]——" ha began, in a rather sulky
tone.

“ Leave my study at once !

r But__-'m

“7 have told you to leave my study,
Vernon-Smith 1 )

“My dear sir—" exclaimed Caplain
Vernon, staring.

“1 understood, sir, that you were to
bring your nephew with you this after-
noon,” said Dr. Lecke.

“T have dome so,” said the captain.
“ My nephew is here.™
“Plaase call him
then,” said the Head.

nnperiinent

“I fail to understand Fou,
Locke,” exchaimed Captain
“This boy is my nephew.”

Dr. Locke blinked at him. ;

He blinked at the tropical captain,
he blinked at the boy, and then he
Ilinked back at tha captain,

into the studry,
“ As for tlus

1 Dy,
Yernon,

“Will youn explain your meaning,
Captain Vernon ?” he asked. “7This boy
is Herbert Vernon-S8mith, of Mr

Queleh'’s Form™

“This boy is my nephew, Herbert
Vernon, cousin of the Loy Vernon-
Sntith, who is at Greviviars School,”
zaid the capiain.

“Bless my =oul!™

“I have heard that there s a re
semblanee between them,” said the cap-
tain.  * Indeed, in earlier vears, they
wore often taken for one another, on the
vare ocossions when they were under the
same roof.”

“Bless iy =onl 1 repeated the head-
master af Greyfriars blankly.

He fixed lus eves on ihe bhoy., lle
resemhbled the captain to some extent
—they had the same jutting nose—the
Vernon nose. But s likeness to Her-
hert Vernon-Smith was not merely a re-
sembiance. In looks, he was the
Bowmder of Greyfriars over again,

Even now he knew that he was pot
Smithy, but Smithy’s cousin, the Head
coulld detect no difference. He could,
i faet, hardly helieve the statement
{hat the captain had made.

Captain Vernon smiled Taintly.

“The rezemblance is, 1 think, strik-
ing,” he said. It might hoave boen sup-
posed that the capraim was pleased hy
1hat eivcumstones, though s opephew
very nbviously was nat.  *“Ar. Vernon.
Smith remnarked an it, when 1 saw him
a week or two aroe, I las often been
rornarked on. though the 1we boys have
ved hen for o zood many years.”

“Bloss miy zool 27 sand the Head, for
the thivd Teme

“Aud von wok him for bis coosi,
Hevber: Vernon-Smiih, wien be enered
thia study, =v*" asked the capraon, s
eveg on the headmasiev's  axtotmded
face, with o pecoliar gleam in then

“ I asswredly did—and 1 can seareely
lelieve now that e s ot el Ve
nan-Rmith Y and e Locke, " Nor oy
thie =ame features —hut the same ox-
pressem—itleed, avery deraibo -

b oo owem ahink, siee tlae the ye-
smblanee will eanse ars eonfaston™
HJIIH.I i laas 1'-:,:I|‘ll;l.-lh "'\.Y]l-l"u 1|h'_‘u e =il
iosother, point= of dis<imidarion will he
qerite evident.

“ W, wves, na sdootad T saed b
Powke, =till gasig at Flevherr Vernon,
“Hut—hat the resembiaver 1= peally
+111r.-‘u::|‘1|il'|e‘:1'_‘:'. even Detwern ~ueh near
pelatives.  YVery  exteaordinery ineeed,

7

Bless my soul! Thia extracrdinary re-
semblancs may account for &  veuy
strange mistake that was' made last
week by & mewber of my staff. That
i, if -tﬁi?n boy, Vernon, was in this
neighbourhood 3 week ago.
singular mistake—* . ;

“Lantham Chase is abont cight miles
away, I think,” saif the captain: “Inn
Beitie has explored the conntry e good
deal on his bicycle—-7" r

1 will send for Mr, Quelch ™ said
the Head.

He touched the hell for Trotter.

Mr. Queleh entercd the study in a
couple of minutes. He bowed to the
captain, gave the boy a cold look, and
glanced inguiringly at the Head.

“Lack at this hoy, Mr. Queleh!®
said Dr. Locke. *Would you not sup-
pose him to be Vernon-8mith, of your
Forin 1

Mr. Quelch gave a little jump.

“I do not quite follow you, sir” ha

very

answered, his boy is Vernon-Bmih,
of my Form.” _
“You aleo take him for Vernon-

Smith?? said the captain, again with
that peculiar gleam in his dark eyes.

“Really, sir, I fail to understand
you! T must be sapposed to recognise
a boy of my own i?'orm I* said Mr.
Quelch, with & trace of testiness.

The boy's face was growing darker
and darker. Smithv's bitter dislike of
that family rescmblance was evidently
shared to the full by his cousin Vernon.

All this was gall and wormwoeod to
Bertie Vernon, as lis looks showed
plainly enough. But even that sulky re-
sentment in his face only reproduced -
the Bounder's looks.  Ouly foo often
was that very expression on 3mithy's
fuce.

“This boy iz uot Vernon-Smith, My,
Queleh 1" said Dr. Locke.

“8irl"

“Ha is Vernon-Smith's cousin, Yer-
won, the boy who is 10 enfer a junior
orm here next week,”

“Dr. locke !

The boy was watching Mr. Queleh's
face. His chief feeling was plainly
auvovonee at the disenssion of his re-
semblanee to Smithy. But there was a
cnrions loak in his oyes az he surveyed
the Remove mas=ter It was a look of
recognition. This was the first tine he
had entered Groviviars School; but he

had seen the master of thoe BRemove
PRGN

It is  amazing. ia it not, Mr
Guelch 7 said Dv. Lucke.,  “You are

aware, air, thar Captain Vernan has
lately taken up lus residence at Lan-
1haay Chase, and 11 iz peosgible. there-
fore, that you have <con this boy hefore
aned mistaken him for” Vernon-Bmith.”

Queleh’s ghnlet eyes  almost  pede-
trated the salky face of the new bhoy.

“ Do vou assire me, siv, that this hoy
avtiagbiv 18 not Vernon-Smah *” he ex-
vber b '}i:’l!lkl_‘f.

“Uerainly.”

“Then [ ecan only =ay that [ am
amaemt Tt has happened 11(‘!“]‘1'& that
a by in my Forn had a relative who

resanhibed  him wery sl rangely -~hbut
nathing to ihiz extent. Nothing at all
tilke ehis? T am amazed! 1 can

seaveely believe, siv. that Lhis boy 12 not
Flovbwert Vernon-Smich™

Captain Vernon auiled.

“ Je fa my vephew, Bertie Vernon
b s,

“Upon my word ™ 2aid Mr, leh-h_
e seanned the oy smain, “Yoes, 1
can see now that e i not the samw™

T captam gave a slart

“Judesd ! In what point do yan de-
tad w alifference, sirf” he exclawimed
L sharply. :

il r--rnﬁ now thar Vernon-Bmnih has
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a swollen nose, from some ficht in
which he was engaged westorday 1™ saxd
Mr. Quelch. “ As this boy’s face shows
ao such disfigurement—="

Caprain Vernon smeled agamn,

“I see!” he ggreed. " A temporary
aitd accidental point of dissimilarity I

“Bur the resemnblance iz amazing !
zand the Remove master,

“ It may account for that very strange
wistake, Mr. Quelch,” said Dr. Locke.
“You will remnemnber that you reported
Vernon-Smith to me one day last weelt
for having been out of bounds and
Luving refused to return to tha school
ar your order—and it transpired that
rhie boy had not been out of gates—>""

Mr. Quelch started. He fixed his eye
ot the boy again.

"Were you in Courtheld on your
bicvele last Thursday 1™ he asked.

" ¥Yosg, was " mmuttered Bertio
Vernon.

“Then no doubt it was you that I

saw " exclaimed Mr., Quelch. " You
will recall—"
“1 remember perfectly, eir! I did

not Jenow then that you were a master
at Greyfriars Schooll I had never seen
you before.”

"“ Ves, yos; quite so! But—"

“1 thought you must be out of your
senses when you suddenly collared me,”
saidl Vernon sulkily. " What was 1 to
think 7*°

Alr. Quelch coloured.

He bad never been able to understand
that strange mistake—till now | Now it
way ¢clear encugh! R

It was very sharply in his memory
that the boy at Courtfield had called
him an old donkey! The Removo
master’s cheeks burned.

“That stran mistake 13 now ex-
plained,” said Dr. Locke. “Had you
Leen aware of the resemblance between
Vernon-Smith and his cousin, Al
Quelch, no doubt you would have real-
ized—"

“Yes, yes; cortamnlyl"™ s=aid M.
Queleh, somewhat confused. * The same
niistake was made by Loder of the Sixth
Form {;.'ﬁﬂlErday. I shall, of course, dis-
miss from my mind the disrespectiul
words this boy used in the very peculiar
cirenmstances, Ho must have becn—
hem —very  surprised—hem} Yet
surely, in view of hia resomblance to his
eousin, he mlgi!:t have gnessed—"

“T'mm not like him 1" said Bertio
Yernon sullenly.
*What 1

“if I am, I don't sce it.”

Alr. Queleh frowned., There was a
sulky bint of impertinence in the boy's
fone and manner, which was as like the
Bounder as his looks.

*That will do, Bertie I" said the cap-
tain sharply. “Tt seems that you have
beer disrespectful to Mr. Quelch, and
he is kind enough to overlook your dis-
raspect in the circumstances. Please
excuse the boy's remark, Mr. Quelch—
his resemblance to his ¢cousin is g sore
point with him. I am sorry to say
that they are not friends.”

“QOh, certainly!™ said Mr. Quelcl,
rather dryly.

“Yernon, you will go with Mnr
Quelch to his study 1" said Dr. Locke.
“Alr. Quelech will deeide whether you
are to enter his Form here.”

* Very well, sir[” said ths boy.

Then, as if with an effort, he cleared
_ the sulky expression from his face, and

gave the Remove master a very frauk

look. ] )

"1 am sorry, sir!” he said. *I had
no idea, that day in Courtfield, that you
bad taken me for my cousin. I hope
sou will allow me to apologise for the
disrespectful words I used. I BOFIY
—xory sorry iodeed ™
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Mr. Queleh’s foce clenred also. The
boy's look and tone at that momeng
were quite unlike the Bounder's.

He apoke with evident gincerity—and
the fact that he was sorry for fmvin
been disrespectful to a beak, show
that hiz resemblance to Smithy was,
after all, only skin-deep.

My dear boy, say no more about
the matter,” said Mr. Quelch, guite
E;mtmlly, “1 shall forget it entirely.
Now come with me to my study.”

At the corner of Head's passape, as
the new boy followed his future Form-
master, they passed Temple of the
I"-:-Erlh coming away from Mr, Capper's
Btudy.

Cecil Reginald Temple looked at
Bertie Vernon end whispered to him,

pfter Mr. Quelch had passed.
“VWhat's the row, Smithy " he asked,
¥ernon gave him a stare,
" Don't ﬁa a silly ass 1" he answered.
And he wallked on after Mr. Quelch,
leaving Cecil Reginald Temple staring.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Two Of Them !

OM RBREDWING glanced at the
taxicab turning out of the
school gateway, and glanced

_ agein at the sight of gm boy
sitting in it by the sido of the gentleman
with ﬁ'xe tropical complexion.

It was drawing near time for after-
noon class; and Redwing was surprised
to see Herbert Vernon-Smith leaving
the school in & taxi.

Bmithy—if it was Smithy, as Tom
did not at that moment doubt—was not
wearing his school cap or his usual
clothes; he was wearing the dark grey
auit he had been wearing that day in
Pegg Lane, when an angry blow had
termninated a friendship that had stood
50 many viclssitudes, .

Tom felt his heart growing suddenly
heavy.

Smithy waz leavin nd no lenger
looking like a Greyiriars fellow! Did
ihat moean that he was sacked, and that
some relative was taking him away?
The dark-complexioned man was plainly
a relative—the family nose was unmis
takable,

Tom stood staring after the taxi as it
buzzed away from the school, )

He was through with Vernon-Smith;
that friendship was over and done with
—a thing of tﬁa past. But the thought
of Smithy being sacked gave him a
deep pang, all the same. And what
else could this meanf?

Bedwing turned sway with a clouded
face and a heart like lead. ]

I'riendship, after all, did not perish
&0 easily. o realised that he was still
deeply concerned about the Bounder,
in apite of that angry blow which
rankled so deeply and made his checks
burn when he thought of it.

He moved off slowly to the House.

He had heard nothing if the Bounder
was in Lroubls again, Bmithy, on their
preseut terms, was not likely to tell
beiany unz.flhmﬁt—hut surely there would
have been talkl He knew that Smithy
had been up before Quelch the previous
day on saccount of some report of
Loder's; buk nnthing’ seomed to have
come of that. What could have
happeuned sinca?

He joiood the Famous Five in tha
guad.

*IHave you fellows heard?” he asked.
: “Wliele and what?” inguired Bob

herr,

“ Alant Smithy !

“Binithy ! Don't say he's in ancther
row 1T

T afraid itls the end,” zaid Tom.
“I've just scen hno go—"

“ELET

“He's just lefe—""

“8mithy's just lefs!” repeated Harry
Wharton blankly. A minute sgo the
Famous Five had passed Ierbert
Yernon-Smith coming out of the tuck-
shop. So that statement was surprising,

*Yes,"” said Tom. *I—I—I wish—I
wish—— Well, it's {06 late now [ Poor
old Smithy! But what's happened?
Have you fellows heard nothing ™

“Nothing about Smithy "' said
Frank Nugent, *“What on earth makes
you think Smithy's left?"

“I've just seen him! He went in &
taxi with some relation, I suppose—not
his father——=*"

“ He—he—he went in s taxi?” stut-
tered Bob Cherry.

“He hadn’t his school cap on, and
he had changed his clothes! That
looks—"

“He had his school cap on a minute
ago " said Johnny Bull. *Are you
saai%? ghoats hike Bunter, or what?’

“What do you meani"

“Bunter saw Smithy wupstairs and
downstaira at the same time " grinned
Bobh. " 8o he teok one of them for m
ghost! The weal-and-ham pie must
have got into his head |

“I don’t understand youl I saw
8mithy five minutes ago, going.away in
& taxi with & man who Jooked like &
relation—-"

“Zhosts, for a cert " said Boh.
“¥ou see, about a minute or two ago
we saw Sinithy go into the tuckshop,
and he’s there now!”

Redwing compressed his lips, _

“1It's not a joking matter,” he said.
“1 know you fellows have had a lot to
atand from Smithy; but I should have
thought you'd be sorry if any man in
the Remove was sacked.”

“Bo we jolly well should be!” said
Harri,' Wharton. * But nobody's sacked
that I know of, or going to be. Bmithy's
in the tuckshop.”

“Don't talk rot!"” said Redwing
sharply.
Wgartann leoked at him.

“Thanks!™ he said dryly. *You
seem  to be picking up your pal’s
manners, old bean! %f that means that
you don't believe what I say, go and
put your nose into the tuckshop [”

“Will you stop talking roti” ex-
claimed Tom angrily. “'ﬁ'nia isn't fun
to me if 1t 13 to you, You-——"

“Hallo, bhallo, hallol Here he
comes ["'

“What "

Tom Redwing spun round. His eyea
popped  at erhert  Vernon-Smith

coming out of the scheol shop. He
almiost staprered.

“Tor pgoodness” sake, what's the
matter with you, Redwing ?" exclaimed
Flarry Wharton, catching him by the
A Th.

“That—that—that’'s Smithy I said
Tom huskily.

“OFf course it's Smithy !” said Frank
Nugent, in utter wonder. * You know
Smathy by sight by this time, I sup-

ose 27

“What 15 the absurd upfulness, my
esteemed and idiotic Redwing#"” ex-
claimed Hurree Jamset RBam Singh.

Tom Redwing’s look quite alarmed
the Famous Five. Why he should be
staring at Herbert Vernon-Smith as at
a ghost they could not understand. Hia
eyes seelncd to be starting from his
face.

*1 tell you he went ont in a taxi five

minutes ago!'” muttered Redwing, “If
1t wasp't Pmithy it wes his twin
brother—and he has no brother. Am J§
gowng off my nut, or whati”
“You've seen somebody [like
Simnithy 7 asked Harry, utterly puzeled.
#1t was Smithy, or his double. But



“ Leave me alone, you cad ! ** roared the Bounder.

—but he's gpone—the taxi’s half a mile
away by this timel  And—and S!mlh}'
15 hero. It—it wasn't  Smithy-—t
couldn’t have been. I can't make it
out.’” Tom passed hizs hawd over his
forehead, the Famous VFive staring at
him. “1It's like secing visiops™

“Well, here's Bimithy, an anv rate,”
eaid DBob., *llallo, halle, hallal  Is
that you, Bmithy, or your jully old
spectre ¥

Tha Bounder
staved at hin,

“What do yvon mean, Futhead?” Lo
itquired, not politely.

“Redwing says he :aw svon go in 3
taxi five miuntes ago.” gonned Bob.

“Don't be a foo] 7

“Sonthy 1" excloined Tom, He
made a siep towerds fibs estranged
chum, His heain was 0 o wharl,

Vernoe-Smith stared bim o the face,

“Don't speuak to mie, you rotten cur 1”7
he said very distiecily., " I'my through
with you ™

And thie Bounder turned his back and
wallied on to the House.

Tom Hedwing stood staring after him
helplessly.

lonhedd  yound  and

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Too Lale !

R. QUELCH frowned & good
deal 1 Form that alternoon.

Lbeon =0

Removo,

Likewise, e distributed lines.
Seldom or nmever had there
imuch  whizpering in  the

Seldoms, 1 fact, had there beon such

a strange topic in the Form,

Billy Bunter and Tom Redwing were
not the only Bemove fellows who had
ecetl the bov who eama with Captain

Vernon., =hkiner had geen him; five or
gix atlier fellows bad seen him,  Soma
had =een i arrive—z=gmee had seaen
fire deparr all nadd fakew b For

EVERY SATURDAY

_;;. 4 ,ﬁ(."'-i"-"'-"';

Herbert Vernon-S8mith. But they knew
now that he was not Herbert Vernon-
Suith, they knew that Smithy's cousin
had been due to ses the Head &t the
school that day, and they lknew that
this was Smithy's cousin.  And his
astonizhing rescmblance to the Bounder
was the theme on every longue.

I'he Removae fellows did not need tell.
ing now why Quelch had made ihat
nistake in Courthield a week ago.
Evidently he had seen Smithy's cousin
thera and taken him for Smithy.

Neither did they need telling why
Loder of the Bixth had fancied that he
had seen him in Lanthamn when he was
in the school. It was Smithy's double
that Loder had seen.

And the Famous Five had rather un-
pleasant food for thowght. They had
not seen the fellow during his visit with
his uncle, but the excited talk on all
sidea enlightened them. If the fellow
was so liko Smnthy that even Tom Red-
wing had taken him for the Bounder,
might he not be the fellow they had
seen at Lantham Chasze and taken for
Smithy 7

Smithy had savapgely and augrily
denied thet they had seen him o
Lantham on his detention day last
week, It looked now as if Smithy
wight have heen m]linﬁiim Eruth.

True, it had crossed Wharton's mind
at the time to wonder whether by some
cxtraordinary chance there might be a
fellow about as like Smithy as a twin
Lrother. It had scemed impossible,

MNow he knew that it was not only

ible, but a fact! And it was borna
in on Wharton's mind and the minds of
his friends that the fellow they had secn
at Lantham was not Smithy, but
Smilhy's cousin.

It was a good deal Bmithy's own
fault. If he had told fellows that he
had a relation about, as like him oy
another pea from the same pad, it
would have made all the differenee.

:
“* Smithy ! ** exclaimed Tom Redwing., ** You must lislen to me—you can'i let this go on when it’s all 2 miserable mistake.”

“I'Il knock you spinning, if you don’t keep your disfance ! *

It was like the Bounder to deoy that
the resemblance was there, simply
because 16 irritated hin and he dide's
want it to be thers |

It was no wonder that there wns o
great deal of whispering in the Renove
that alterncon. Fellows had relations
who were hke therm—Wharton had, and
Peter Todd had, and Bunter had. DBut
this was altogether out of the common;
this was not mercly a striking likences,
this was the same thing over again.

There werae two fellows in the Romove
who did not join in the whispering on
that topic--Smithy and Redwing.

Vernon-8mith s=at leoking savagely
suliy, He could not and would net
believe that the relative he barred was
so like him as all that. Yot every
fellow whoe had scon Vernon had taken
him for Vernon-Smith, Ever%wm'd o
tha subject added to the Dounder's
irritation.

There was & resemblance:  tha
Bounder grudgingly admiited that.
But it was not so strong as fellows made
out and he waas better-looking than
Bertie Vernon; on that point he was
positive. His opinien of Vernon was
that he was a mangy-looking Llightex |
Certainly that wasz not the descriplion
he would have liked to apply to himself.
They wera not, therefore, doubles]
Fellows who maode put thet they were
were doing it chiclly to annoy him,

Smithy was ready to punch any
fellow's head for taking Bertie Vernon
for him 1

e was likely to have a IEHF list of
heads o punch, for every fellow who
saw Vernon made the same mistake—
even Rodwing, who knew him best.

Siill he was not convinced le did
not want to be, and was not gomng to
he. That was the obstinate Dounder
all ogver.

Tom  Redwing sat with 8 rather
<tpninql expression on his face. e
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Lardly heard Mr. Quelch's voice, and
hardly knew how he got throngh his
lessons.

There was deep remorse in Tom's
heart. For he, too, knew now [ It had
not been Sanithy that day in Peg
Lane; it had not bean Smithy whe ha
sdtrack him that angry hlow _

He had taken the fellow for Smithy
without the shadow of a doubt. The
Famous Five had seen him. too, snd
taken him for Smithy.

Tom, now, could hardly wonder that
the fellow had got excited and angry,
even to the extent of punchin Tom
had talken him for Smithy, hanging
abonut looking for a chance to dodge in
at the back gate of the Cross Keys!
No wonder the fellow had lost his
teiper &t that—when he was not
Stithy &t alll

But all that did net matter wer
much, What mattered was his brea
with his chum—his fault this time and
not the Bounder’s. Mo wonder poor old
“mithy had said that he did not know
what offence he had given—when he
hiad given nonel

Tom was feverichly anxious for elass
tn be over that afterncon so that he
could speak to the Bounder.

It seerned an age before Mr. Quelch
gistnissed hiz Form.

Dut he did dizinisa it at last. Immedi-
stely the juniora were out, Harry
Wharton & Co. surrounded the Bounder
in the quad. His look wss not pleasant,
Lut they had to say what was in their

i vaede, ]
“Look here, 8mithy,” said the
captain of the Remove bluntly, *we

couldn’s meke it out—that alfair at
Lantham—"

“ Do you mean the lies you told about
me?" asked the Bounder unpleasantly.

“"We saw you—or else that other
fellow——"

“You did not.”

“If you weren't there we must have
geen  him,” said Bob Cherry. *We
couldn't help making s mistake like
1hat, Smithy."

“I don't believe you saw him any
more than you saw me,” said Vernon-
Bmith coelly, “and if you did see him
vou never took him for me.”

“You're as like as two peas old
c-hal:;‘.;’ said Nugent.

*Wea're not alike at alf |"

“0Oh, don’t be a silly ase, Smithy "
erowled Johnny Bull,  * Every fellow
Liere who's seen the chap has tuken him
for vou s

* Boubbish ™

“Well, we felt bound to spoak,” said
Harry. “It looks now as if we saw that
vhup and took him for you, end I don't
s that we were to blame, as evervbody
else has made the same mistake.”

“ Does that mean that you're going to
chuck up telling lies about me?” asked
Vernon-Smmith m his most disagrecable
LCrELE,

Harry Wharton broathed hard.

“Come on, you follows,” he said.
" No good talking o a chap like that 1"

And the Famous Five left it at that
and walked on.

Redwing had been lingering, Fo
came up to Vernon-Smith as the
Famous Five moved on.

“Bmithy, old man—" he bogan,

“I'm Smithy to my frionds!" said

Vernon-Smith, staring at him. " You'ro
not one of them, that I know of 1™

“TI'm sorry, old chap.” said Tom in a
low voice.

“Are you?" sneered the Bounder
“Are you going to tell me, too, that
vou saw that cad ¢ousin of mine and
took him for me P

“If it were not you in Pegg Lane that
day, Smithy, it must have been him.
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You say it was not you. I believo you.™

“0Oh, chuck 117 said the Bounder
contemptuously. * Even if he could be
taken for me, which I don't believa,
what would ke be deing about here last
weok T His uncle lived in London last
I heard of him. Ha lives with his uncle,
Asking me to believe that he did a
hundred-mile trip on his bike laat
Saturday—just to hang about end Le
taken for me 17

“ Hle must have been about last week,
Smithy ! Quelch saw him in Courtfield
a week ago.™

“Quelch never saw him till to-day.”

“Bmithy, old man, Quelch saw soma
chap he took for yecu. It must have
been that fellow Vernon—""

“I've fold you what 1 think of
Quelceh.”

“And Loder, vesterday——"

“Loder told a string of lios vester-
day, as those cads did last week, and
as Cueleh  himself did!” said the
Bounder, with speering coolness. ' If
you've got any more to say—"

“I have, Bmithy—"

“Then say it to somebody elsel
You nsked me to leave you alone this
morning | I'm going to! Now leave
mo alone [

“1 didn’t understand then——"

Redwing broke off as Vernon-Smith
swung round on his heel and walked
away. He stood for a moment irreso-
Iute, then _ran after the Bounder
and cmpﬁht him by the arm.

Y Bmithy,” he exclaimed, “you must
listen to me—you can't let this go on
when it's all 8 mistake—a miserable

rmistake—="

Vernon-Smith wrenched his arm
AWARY.

“Leave me alone, you cad! By

ad, I'll knock you spinning, if you
on't keep your distance | BYE mMé
alone, I tell you!"

He tramped away.
h’ThiE time Redwing did not follow
.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy's Back Up!

ARRY WHARTON had a
rather worried look on Satur-
dﬂé aflernoon,

ricket was the order of the
day now at Greyfriars, and as

captain of the Remove, it filled & good
deal of Wharton's thoughts.

Rows in the Remove had nothing to
do with ericket, and Wharton was pre-
gared to forget his disagreements with

mithy, so far as the summer game
was concerncd.

But if it takes two to make a
guuarrel, it takes twe also to keep the
peace—and the Bounder was a difli-
cult man to deal with,

Smithy was not 2 man who could be
left out of the Remove eleven—if 1L
conld be helped. Fellows whe had the
least patience with him agreed on that,

But Smithy’s back was up now to a
disconcerting cxtent,

Jince the day his remarkable cousin
had called at the school with his uncle,
Bmithy had not spoken to Redwing or
ta the Famous Tive. Hiz grudge, in-
stead of dying away now that the mis-
understanding was explained, seomed
io be growing deeper and more bitter.

A practice mateh had heen fixed up
for that afternoon, and Wharton hed
posted the names of the men, as usual,
in the R-ag’v Among the names was
that of H. Vernon-3mith

That name had been scen later with
& poncil-mark drawn through it

That alone was a dire offence. No
man, but the captain of the Form, had

& right {o maka changes in that List,
It meant, appuarently, {hat the Bounder
was going to cub clicket—in the most
offensive wav.

Wharton had & lemper of lLis own,
and he wos very wuch inclined to take
the Bounder at his word, and leave it
at_that.

But it was rather on Iis conscience
tbat he and his friends had been in the
wrong in the first place: though unin-
tentionally and unaveidably.

Sinece it had come out about Smithy'a
double, they were sabisficd that it was
Bertie Vernon they had seen that time
at Lantham, and 1t was rather uncom-
fortable to refleet that Vernon-8mith's
denial that he had been there had been
get down as reckless lying.

On  the other hand, they could
scarcely be bLlamed for having shared
in o mistake thot evervone else had
madeo; they had made what amends
they could, and any reasonable fellow
might have been willing to let it go at
that,

The fact was that the Bounder was
sore and savage, and did not feel dis-
posed to part with his prievance,
though he was far from realising that
himself.

Harry Wharton resolved to make
one more effort, at least, and on Satur-
day afterncon he locked for Smithy
soon nfter dinner,

He was looking® for him in the quad
when Loder of the SBizih called to him.

“You've got cricket on this after-
noon, I think " said Loder.

"Yes,” answered Harry, rather sur
prised by Leder's interest in the
matter,

Loder was not much of a games.man,
even in his own Form.

“A practice match?”

“Yos.”

“¥ou can make up a twenty-two in
the Remove?™ said ﬂﬂdﬂ‘.h

“Yes, easily,” said Harry, more and
mora surﬁrlam . "Not all good men, of
course; but all right for a practice
match."

“Is Vernon-Smith plaving 3"

At that question Wharion guessod
what was Loder’s interest in the mat-
ter.

Ho smiled faintly.

“I'm just locking for him to ask
him [ he answered.

“I've bheard some yarn about a fellow
looking like Vernon-Sinith,”  said
Loder, in o casual tone. 1 supposo
you've heavd about 1t ¥"

“It's the talk of
answered Harry,

Loder smiled disazreecably,

“Vory uwseful to o fellow canght oub
of bounds to have a double to put it
on I” he said. “I guite understand
that.”

Wharton gave the bully of the Sixth
a guick look. He did not need telling
that Loder did npot belicve in that
double !

“It's true, Loder,” bLe said. “I've
heard that you caught a fellow out of
bounds the other day and thought it
was Vernon-Bmith. I've no doubt at
all that it was the other fellow.”

“The voung sweep got away with
that, at all events1” said Loder sourly.
“He hacks a prefeet’s shin and gets by
with a varn like that ] IHave you scen
the fellow yourself?”

“Twice,” =aid Harry, “and each
time I took him for Bmithy |”

“You must be a fool, then!" said
Loder politely. And he walked away
with a -nittné Lrow.

Wharton shrugeed lis shoulders. As
Mr. Quolch was satisfied that the
hacker of Loder's zhin was not Vernon-
Smith, there wa: noiling that Loder

the Form,”



could do: in the matter. But he
retained his own belief—perhups be-
cause that bruise on his shin still
twinged

er's fixed belief was that a
cheeky and disreputable young rascel
had got out of a scrape by telling a
falsohood of unusual magnitude. With
8 pain in his shin and a pain in his
temper, Gerald Loder was not likely to
let 1t go at that.

It was plain enough to Wharton that
Loder was going to keep a very
keen aye on the Boundar, which was
all the more reason why \fernun-ﬁmlhh
gshould play cricket that afterncomn.

“Been Pmithyi" he asked, as he
came on Buniter in the quad.

“He, he, he!” was Bunter's xeply.

That question seemed to amuss -the
fat Owl of the Remove.

e , where does the cackle come
in, fathead 1" asked Harry. .

“Smithy won't be playing oricket
this affernoon !” grinned Bunter. *The
races are on at Lantham to-day."”

“Oh, don’t be an ass! ave you
ezen him 1
“Loock in ithe bike-shed ™ grinned

Bunter, :

Harry Wharton cut away to the bike-
ghed at a run. He was in time to
catch Bmithy wheeling his machine out.

“Hold on, Smithy 1" ho said hastily.

“Weaunt anything!” snapped the
Bounder, "“Cut it short !

“ Cricker this afternocon—=>"=

“Haven't you looked at your Lt in
the Bag1” sneered Bmithy,

“Never mind that| Come along—="

“I'm going out.” . ;

“If you cut cricket like this, Bmithy,
you can't expect to play 1n the
matches,” sal arry, keeping his
temper.

“Who wants to?™

“Ch!" The captain of the Re-
move was rather taken aback, *If
that'zs going to be your linge—"

“Just that!™ said Vernon-Smith
coolly,. “I bar you and your gang,
snd you can leave me out.  I'm not
fond emu%h of liars te play ericket
with them.

“Look here, Smithy, can’t you wash
that out? asked Harry quictly. “It's
not sense to keep up a grudge because
we, like everybody else, took a fellow
for you who's as Jike you as your own
face in the glass.”

“That's & liel”

“YWe saw that fellow 5

“¥You never saw him!” answered
the Bounder deliberatcly. " He was
nowhere within a hundred miles that
day. You've jumped at this to squirm
out of the liea you've been telling.™

Harry Wharton looked at him, The
state of affairs was rather hard on
Smithy; that had to bho admitted. But
& fellow who could carvy distrust and
suspicion to this length bad himself to
blame. ) .

“Well, I suppose it's no use talking,”
paid Wharton, after a pause. * Dut
look here, Smithy, that chap must
have been living in the ncighbourhood
st least a week ago, as Quelch saw him
in Courtficld—"

"He did notl”

“(0Oh, don't be an ass! And lisien
to this—the first tine wo :aw him over
at Lantham, he told us he was living
at Lantham Chase. ‘'Thinking it waa
you, we thought that was all gammon
~but now we knew it war a different
fellow there’s ne reason to m:!ppuﬂe that
it waan't true. He mentioned an uncle,
too—that must be ihe johnny who
brought him here to sce the Head the
other day. And a lot of fcllowa have
heard that Lantham Chase was let
pecent]y——"
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The Beunder laughed scoffingly,

“Yes—I van see that uncle of his
taking & place like Lentham Chase 1”
he sne . “They’re as poor as church
imice. I don’t suppose his whole income
wuu[d.p-&;-t.ha rent of the place 1"

“1 don’t seo how you know all that™

“Don't It jeered the DBounder.
“Those prepious Vernons s&ve the
aristooratio -side of the family—gallons
of blue hlood, and not a stiver to bless
themselves with. What money that
hali-pay goat had went in a financial
cerach a year or two ago—not much, 1
expect | His retired pay wouldn't pay
the hire of Lantham ase, or a place
half the siza ™

“wWell, I k
satd Harry.
olinp said—and

now nothing about that,”
“But that's what the
if they're living at
Lantham Chase, that accounts for the
fellow having been seen about.”
“They're not! Have you finished "

“Are you playing cricket or not?”
“ Not IE

“Carry on as F?u like, then,™ said
Harry. “Buat IT'll give you a tip,
Smithy—Loder doesn’t helieve in your
double |”

“He’'s got more sense than some

fellows, then !* .
“He believes that wvou hacked his
tham. ™

chin the other d's;i" at

“1 wish I had |

“Wall, look out for Loder, if
guing‘ to play the goat!” =eid
‘You're the most exas
Greyfriars, but I'd ra
sacked I _

And with that the captain of the
Remove turned away and left him.

“Tharik you for nothing I called out
Vernon-Bmith as he went.

He wheelad out his bike and mounted
it—and rode away for Lanthaml

*Where's. Smithy?” asked Bob
Cherry, as the captain of the Remove
re:j'ﬂined his frien

"{xone outl”

“Haven't vou asked him—" began
Nugent. 3 !

"Yes; nothing doing.”
“Silly ass!” said Bob. .

With that, the Bounder was dismissed
from mind, and the Famous Five went
down to the cricket

—— e —

on're
arry,
rating foo] at
er you weren't

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hunting Caver I

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
glanced at the dee aludﬁ
woods of Lentham Chase an
scowled as he spun by on his

jigger. The weather was very different
this time. It was & glorious May afler-
noon, and Smithy was enjoying the
ride—though not so m as he would
have enjoyed the cricket had his dis-
gruntled temper permitted him to take
part therein.

The woods of Lanthain Chase, now
bathed in sunshine over the lealy tree-
tops, recalled what had happened there
on Wednesday. .

Bmithy's nose had mended by this
time, but he recalled the fght 1n the
sumpmer-house with angry resentment,
Ha recalled, too, the falschoods—az he
was determined to believe them—that
those fellows had told about him in
connection with the place, ]

Not for a moment did he believe
that the Vernons were living theve.
Buch places were let at absurdly low
rents by owners who eould not afford to
pay the rates and taxes on them; but
the lowest rent for such a place was
far beyond the means of Captain
Vernon, and Smithy knew it

PME!E!F the captain might take some
place wrthin & reasonable distance of

the school, now that his nephew. was,

Z

coming -to Greyiriarss But it would
not, and could not, be a place like that
big mansion—unless he was drawing on
the whole of his resources merely to
pay rent—which was unthinkable. One
of: the little cheap bungalows near e
wolild be move in his line, the Bounder
reflected sarcastically.

He did not believe that the Vernons
were there—and he did not believe
that Harry Wharton & Co. had seen
his double there. It was all lies, The
Bounder was a fellow who very ecasily
su g other fellows of ljmfgi
t was, howaver, perhaps, fortunate
for Bmithy that he cast his glance
towards the woods by the road as he

cled past Lantham Chase. For with

ne-tail of his eye, as it were, he picked
up a cyclist in the rear.

That cyclist was Gersld Loder of the
Greyiriars Bixth, '

Simithy's heart gave a sudden beat as
he realised it, He rode on move slowly,
witbout logking back. He knew that
it was. Loder,

‘He had taken no heed whatever of
the warning Harry Wharton had given
him at the bike-shed. He had not cast
a single backward glance as he rode
for Lantham. But he remembered thal
Warning now ) )

Loder was after him! Smithy did
not believe—or was st least defermined
not to believe—that Loder had en-
countered his double at Lantham. But
the huﬂ%hﬂf the Sixth had his knife in
him. oy had had & lot of trouble
last term, apd Loder had not iﬂrlgntten
it. He was after Smithy now. It was
not by chance that he was oycling io
Lantham that afterncom.

The Bounder slowed still more,

On  half-holidays, bounds wers cons
siderably extended. But to visit &

lace so distant as Lantham leave

ad to be asked. Smithy had not
asked the necessary leave.

He was not sure that Mr. Quelch
would have granted it; end in thal
case, the risk of bresking bounds in
that direction would have been in-
creased by letting Quelch W

If ho rode into Lantham, therefore,
Loder had him! He would ba out of
bounds—he could not say that he hed
niaster’s leave—and Loder would have
him just where he wanted him. He
was already perilously near the wide
limit of holiday bounds,

such ciroumstances most fellows
would have abandoned the excursion as
toa dangerous. Smithy did not think
for a moment of abandoming it. He
only thought of dodging Loder.

It was easy enough now that he had
spotted him. All he had to do was to
turn into one of the woodland paths
and get out of sight among the trees
Toder was not hkely to hunt for him
there; but if he did, the Bounder had
only to keep doggo till Loder tived of
it. No fellow could be run down,
unless ha wanted to be in those thick
woods,

Suddenly—hardly a minute after he
had spotted the pursuer—Vernon-Smith
swerved to the right and shot off the
road into one of the woodland paths
that led up into Lantham Chase,

He vaniched like a spectre from the
eyes of the Sixth Form man riding
hehind.

For a hundred yards or so the
Bounder drove hard at his pedals, then
he jumped down, sand wheeled  his
nsachine off tha path into the wood,

Decp in the trees, he stopped and
listened. ]

There was a sound of a bieycle on the

path. Loder had turmed off the road
ah'é;-r th.'i:? i ;

mithy grinned..
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Loder more likely than not sue-
pected that he was taking & round-
sbont courgse to Lantham. He was
welcome to think se, and shoot onward
in parsuit of a fellow whoe was no
Il;m%er ahead of hin.

Then through the trees came 8 sound
of voices. Sinithy had seen no one on
the path, but someone had appﬂ.mnﬂ;;
stepped into it as Loder came. Loder’s
pancing voice came ¢learly.

“Excuse me! Haz a schoolboy on &
hm;vele Hassed yon B

“Nol!” came & qguict, rather hard
voice.

“Thank you. He must have stopped,
then I

“No one is allowed to wander off
the paths here. There is a right-of-
way through, but the woods are private
property.” 2

*I think he must be sbout—I'll wait
a bit. anyhow.” o

The Bounder sot his lips.

He could see nothing of the speakers,
but he knew. what had happened.
Bome man had been coming down the
path—too late to see Smithy, fortun
ately; but, as Smithy had not passed
him farther up, Loder knew that the
jumer must have stopped. He knew,
therefore, that Smithy had taken to the
wood., He was not going to ride on in
B YaIn pursutt.

Bmithy heard no more. He puessed
that the man had passed on his way
and that Loder was standing on the
path, scanning the woods. .

‘From what the man had said, it
sounded as if he was the owner of the

lace—the new tenant of Lantham

hase, probably. If that was so, Loder
would have to wait till he was out of
sight, if he intended to explore the
wood for the Bounder.

It was exasperating enough to
Bmithy. Lantham Chase was the limit
of achoo! bounds in that direction: had
he kept to the path, he weuld have
been all right; there was nothing for
Loder to report. Now, if Loder had
spatted him, he was t;estgf.a—aing%—a much
more serious matter in the headmaster’s
eyes than in Smithy’s!

As quietly as he could, the Bounder
wheeled his machine deeper into the
wood. He had to get to a safer dis-
tance from Loder before the prefect
came rooting through the trees and
thickets.

He remembered the summer-house in
which he and the Famout Five had
taken refuge on that rainy afternoon.
He easily remembered the direction,
and headod in it as quickly and quietly
a3 _he could.

It was possible that, on a fine sunny
afternoon, somecone might be there—but
that was easily to be ascertained from
& distance. If no one was thero, it
was tho hide-out the Bounder wanted.

He paused on his way and listened.
Behind him, a sound of rustling in the
thickets floated through the wood. It
might or might not have been caused
by Loder—but he had no doubt that
the bully of the Bixth was already
rooting.

But in the thick wood the visibility
was hardly more than six feet. Loder
had plenty to do to spot hum.

Bmthy opened his aaddla-hag, took
out & ecloth cap, and replaced it with
his school cap. was spatied
trospassing, he did not_intend a report
b0 reach Greyfriara. It had been his
intention to change his cap before
entering Lantham; that wes a usual
trick of the Bounder's when he was
going out of bounds.

If any cye fell on him now there was
no reason why he should be taken for
a Greyfriars man st all :
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tie pushed on again, and stopped at
the open space in which the summer-
house steod. He could see into its
interior and see that it was empty. Ha
pushed on at once, parked his bicycle
at the back, where six machines had
been parked on that rainy  afterncon,
and sat down.

A rest was not unwelcome after miles
on & bike. He was going to wait thero
till be was fairly sure that Loder had
given it up and cleared off. Ho was in
ne particular hurry, snd he ecould
afford to give that over-zealous prefect
half an hour. Loder was not likely to
explore so far as this—unless he knew

about the summer-house, which was
Imfrﬂhﬂblﬂw
on minutes passed, and the Bounder

was thinking of passing the time with
a cigarette when there was a footstep.
Hea atarted and listened, with knitted
brows.
A fgure crossed the open space gt &

little distance in front of the summer-
house. :

To his immense relief, it was not
Loder.

It was a stocky man, with a dark,
sunburnt complexion. Bomething about
him struck the Bounder as familiar, as
if he had seen him before.

But he did not know the man,
though he could guess that he was the
new tenant of Lantham Chase, the
military johnny of whom the junicrs
had spoken on that reiny afternoon.
He hed a military air.

He was not  looking towards the
summer-house a8 he passed, and the
Bounder hoped he would pass without
looking round. He was preparsd to
spin & yarn of having been unaware
that the woods were private if called
to account, but he would have greatly
preferred not to be observed.

The dark-complexioned man seemed
to be in deep thought, walking with his
eyes on the ground. His dark face was
get. in a hard—indeed, grim—expres-
sion. A hard nut to crack, was the
Bounder’s opinien of him. _

The man glanced up and saw him.

Smithy set his lips. There was
nothing for it now, but to spin his yarn
and go—and take his chance of Loder.

But, to his astonishment, the man's
hard, grim face broke into & pleassnt
emile, and he nodded. Then he walked
on and dissppeared in the trees

Vernon-Smith was left blinking in
astonishment.

_ The man had smiled and nodded as
if he knew him—a smile that had made
the dark, grim face strangely kind and
pleasant for a moment.

hy, was beyond the Bounder's com-
prehension. He fancied that he had
zeen the man before somewhere; but the
man could not know him. How eould
h¢t? Even if he knew him, why should
he smile at him in that kind, affec-
tionate way? It was & religaf, but it
was an utter mystery, and it puzeled
the Bounder of Gre f‘,’riara deeply. He
sat amaged after the man was gone
from his sight.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Sarprise For Smithy !

L HAT are you doing hers?”
The voice came sharply,
It reached Vernon-Smith
in the summer-house, though
he could not see the speaker. It was
the same volce he had heard speaking
to Loder on the woodland path twenty
minutes or more agoe.
Loder's voice came in reply:
“1 must ask yon to excuse me—"'
“1 shall! do nothing of the kind!

When T saw you on the path yonder
I told you that these woods were
private™

“Yes, but—="

“Well, what are you doing here ?”

The Bounder grinned. He guessed
that it was the dark-faced man whe had
passed- in front of the summer-house
that was a]pe aking.

Evident tly he had e into Loder
ﬁthlg wrough the wood after the
ant.

It was a fortunate encounter for
Bmithy, for the nearness of the voices
showed that Loder had penetrated very
near the summer-house where Smithy
was in  cover. Judﬁmg by the un-
pleasant note in the sharp voice, he was
not going to be allowed to explore
farther. .

“Please let me explain!” Loder's
volce waa flurried. A schoolboy—a
junior of my school—is out of bounds,
snd I am looking for him—>"

“¥ou have no right to look for him
or anvbody in my woods

“k believe he laft the path and
dodged me smong the trees, trespassing
hoyg—>*"

“¥ou are trespassing yourself I”

“I am a Bixth Form prefect—"

“Then you ought to know better than
to break the law ] Take yourself off at
once 1"

“I think—" stammered Loder.

"1 am not interested in what you
think}! 1 am only interssted in sesing
your back "

“Well, look here, who the dickens are
you?” exclaimed Loder, his temper
evidently riamgi‘ “Tm preparaed to
explain to Mr. Luscombe, the owner of
this place—"

“I am Captain Vernon, and this

lace was let to ma several weeks ago

¥ Mr. Luscombe,”

Yerpon-Bmith barely repressed a
startled exclamation that would have
betrayed him,

Eﬁa&:tam Vernon—the man, so he had
heard, who had brought his Cousin
Bertie to the school & couple of days
agol He had not seen him then; he
had deliberately avoided secing his
cousin, and so had not zeen his cousin's
uncle,

But he know now why the dark-com-

lexioned man had szeemed familiar,

e had seen him before, though it was

-H'E'IFEI'EI- E'E‘Hl’ﬂ agd,
The Bonnder's

Captain Vernon!
brain almost spun. Captain Vernon

waa the new tenant of Lantham Chase,
after all. What Wharton had said was
correct; he must, after all, have seen
that fellow at Lantham Chase. Where
Captain Vernon was, his nephow
would be

All Bmithy knew of the Vernons was
that they lived in London—some third-
rate street 1n Kensington. He might
hava believed that they had taken soma
cheap bungalow on the Pegp road. He
had never dreamed of believing that
they had taken a big and expensive
place hike Lantham Chase.

He could not understand 1t now; but
he knew now that it was a fact, whether
he could understand it or not. Captain
Yernon was the fenant of Lantham
Chase, and Berttsa Vernon must be
there. The fellow he barred—the fellow
he loathed—might walk along to that
very summer-house and mect Lim face
to face!

He hardly heard what was said by
the two under the trees in his astonish-
ment at that unexpected discovery for
the next minute or two. :

But Captain Vernon's sharp voice
came louder and sharpers,

“I've told vou to gol*

“Well, look here—"



EVERY SATURDAY

-
1
|

MR

i

=

B
u
A

e

O
S
X

1
LA
SR wlin

i

e
a ?‘r;
B

1
"1!.

Al

Y,

—

|
A

F

i

s

|

—_—

. T
== _ e} L=

“ You shabby-genteel puppy ! ** roared Vernon-Smith.
not decent enough to clean his boots ! ¥ Capiain Vernon started.
hissed the Ecunder.

“1 tell you T will not have the public
trespassing o these woods ! (et back
to ibe path at once amd go on your
wiy L7 _

“Let wo look in that summer-housé
lwefore 1 go. As likely as not the young
ruscal 13 there—"

“There 13 no one in that suminer-
house but my nephew, Now gol
will aee you off, too, by Jove !”

The Bounder jwnped again. le
heord a sound of departing footsteps:
the irritated tenant of Lantham Chase
was evidently seeing Loder off. Bub
the Bounder no longer heeded.

The ecaptuin’s words ochoed in his
cars. He understood now why the davk-
complexioned man had given him that
I—iiul.r:i-milﬂ and nod in passing.  He had
taken him, even at such a shore <is-
tance, for Dertie Vernon, his nephew,
He had told Loder that his nephew was
in the summer-howse. Apparently, he
was very fond of his nephew—the fellow
the Bounder loathced. Smithy vememn-
hered very clearly how that grim, hard
face had melted into kind affcction at
the sight of him.

His lip corved in a sneer.

It was ene more proof, if he had
wanted it, of his resemblawce to his
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time when he was a small kid, when
he had seen a good deal more of his
Vernon  relations than he had seen
since, he romembered that he had
known by instinct that the man dis
liked him.

He knew the reason, too; a fcllow
like Briihy was not likely to be at a
loss about that. He—the millionaire’s
sont-~had  everything; Bertie had
nothing.

Blue-blooded swank would not pay
the butcher and baker. Even ns &
sinall hﬂi Smithy had had money to
splash about; his father had always
leen  rvecklessly  indulgent in that
vespect. o ecould afford te discard
an expensive coat that did not please
him, while Berhie had to make a
cheaper one last the winter. He could
throw aside an expensive bike, and
merely mention that he wanied & new
one; Dertie, very likely, had had only
one jigger in his life, and that, very
Tikely, 2 second-hand one. Such dis-
parities of fertune did not make for
affcetion, and Smithy was the fellow to
vith thein in, foo. ]

He =ut with a Dbitter sneer on his
fave.

Most of all, perhaps, he was incensed

e
!
b
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* Who are you to talk about my faiher, you cheeky cur ¥ You're
“* Are you mad, Bertie ? '* he said,
“I'm not your beggarly Bertie !

** You blind fool 1 **

ead 1 muttered the Bounder, thinking
of the unele and the nephew.

e wondered how long it would be
Imfore Loder was safely cleared off.
The caprain had put paid to him, at
ali events! Sixth Forin prefect as he
was, Foder had been ovdered off
sharply enough.,

But ot wa- only prudent te wait and
xive him (ine to get clear.  Smithy
could easily puess the frame of mind
Lader would be in and that hﬂ wotld
hang abour =o long as he fancied that
there was a chance of geiting on the
Bounder's tvack again.

Leaning back in the summer-house,
Suvithy  soried out & cigarette and
lightod it, a% he had been about to do
when he siphted the eaptain. Ha sat
seow hing over the smwoke, thinking with
hosttlity and antipathy of the Veruons,
uteele and nephew; and wondering, too,
how and why the shabby-gentesl cap-
{ain had been able to rent such a place
as nld Saguire Luscombe’s mansion,

1le¢ started as the stocky figure of the
Armiy copiain emerged suddenly from
the troes. eoming towards the summer-
house. Ile had seen Loder off the spot,
and wav, perhoeps, coming to speak to
hiz nepliew—at all events, he was this

double.  Every fellow ai UGreyfriavs by the capfain having taken him for .0 “caming directly towards the
who had seen Vernon had taken him DBertie. It had saved him from trouble,  qpumer-house, .
for Vernon-Smith; now the fcllow’s certainly. But it was a pmuf not to Rut insiead of the smile he had

own uncle had token Veroon-Simih for
Vernon | ]

The Bounder reflocied soeeringly
that the captain would not have wasted
that grin on hin had he known who he
Was,

He had oot seen the man for years,
b o disliked him, and he kew that
hl Wl I‘\'I"I;_'Illl'“{_'ﬂl.'l".d, I""l'll.llll l]lﬂ

bo denied of what Bmithy was deler-
mined not to believe if he could help ii.

He could not help believing it now.
Unpleasant as it was, irritating as it
wag, enraging as it was, he had to
adpit, even to himself, t:imt on their
looks there was no telling the two
apart.

* Shabby-genteel

poat!  Loathsome

previeusly besiowed on the occupant, @
frown  knitted his  brow—and  the
Bosnder, for a moment, was puzzled.
There was no avoiding the meeting—he
had to face the Army man when be
came.  'The next moment he knew the
eansa of the frown—it was the cigarctie
he was smoking.
TeE M.m‘ﬁgr Loraey.—No. 1,632
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" Bertie,
this tvean ™
as he stn;‘r: X

Jou B{ﬂung rascal, what does

axelaimed Captain Vernon,
d in front of ‘the summer-
house. “This is the first time I bhave
soen you at this kind of thingl Are
you adopting the blackguardly habits
of your cousin 8mith, now that you are
going to the mame school 7

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Hot Words !
ERBERT VERNON-SMITH did
not speak.
He was too deeply and
fiercely enraged to speak.

The Armny man was still taking him
for Bertie Vernon. But that was not
so gelling as the reference to the
Bounder himself.

He spoke of him with unconcealed
dislike and contempt, and by the name.
of “Smith "—not Vernon-Smith, He
spoke of him as a disreputable relation
whom his nephew would do well to
avoid imitating ! This—from a shabby-
genteel Army man whom Smithy's
millionaire father could have bought
up fifty times over without nmissing the
money |

The rage n his heart flushed into
his face. But that rush of red, per-
haps, the caplain mistook for a blush of
shame.

Anyvhow, the frown melted from his
faco and his voice became kinder as he
apoke agailn.

“Mv dear boy | Throw that rubbish
away! Surely you do not necd té be
reminded by me that any habit of your
cousin Smith is one to be svoided.”

He stepped into the summer-house and
sat down a couple of feet from the
Bounder on the same seat.

Vernon-Smith threw sway the stump
of the cigarette.

He was so mtensely enraged that he
would haxe been glad to stream out a
storsn of insults at the man who sat by
his side. But he carefully restrained
that impulse.
Ho had to get out of thiz somehow.
The man was his cousin’'s uucle, and

THE MAGNET

z0. 10 some sort, s relanve of the
Bounder's own. But whether that would
mmake him show- any consideration to a
trespasser on his property, Smithy did
vot feel sure. But he was guite, gquite
wre that he would have perished rather
than have asked, or taken, a favour
from the men.

The blind foel took him for his cad
of a nephew—that was how the Bounder
put it to himself. If he keg:vt I.g! that
self-deception long enough for Bmithy
to get clear off, that was all right.

And there was a certain sardonic,
vindictive satisfaction in letting the
man run on and make a fool of himself.

The Bounder said nothing.

“That 1s right, Bertia!” Captain
Vernon gave 8 nod of approval az the
Creyfriara junior threw the gigarette
away. He sat back, looking before
him at the woods and not looking at the
junior now. “You are a young ass to
think of smocking—leave that till you
are’ older. I've never seen anything of
this kind in you before—it is not a
pleasant surprise, Bertie.”

Tha Bounder muttered
inarticulately.

" Well, wpn:'{], 82y no more. about it,”
said Captain Vernon. “But do take
heed, Bertis! It is settled now that
you enter the Remove at Greyfriars—
that 13 your cousin’s Form. ou will
be thrown more or less into association
with young Smuth. For -your own
sake, do not be led into imitating any
of his ways. ™

Smithy slmost choked.

It was not easy to tolerate this, with-
out shouting out who he was and telling
the man what he thought of him. But
ke remained silent.

“From what I have heard of the
boy,” went on Captain Vernon, “he
appears to a protey disgraceful
blackguard. I have not seen him for
some years—but I have seen a pood
many photographs of him—and in
appearance he 13 your very. likenesg—
but I am thankful to say that you have
never resembled him iowardly, howso-
ever much cutwardly,”

Smithy sat silent.

“I have heard that, not very long

something
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azo, bis conduct was so outrageous that

hiz. father seriously thought of dis-
inhériting  him,” went on Captain
Verriog. "I have heard so from a

relative—Mr, Teggers—who seems to
hava had a chatice of inheriting in his
lace if the young rascal had not re-
ormed—but f have very little faith in
his reformation: To my certain know-
ledge he las narrowly escaped expulsion
from his school since that date.”

Evidently, to the Bounder, this man
who disliked him had taken the trouble
to find out a few things about him.
Why, was rather a puzzle.

“ At Greyfriars, Bertie, you would do
well to take your ‘cousin Smith as &
warning rather than a model. Do
nothing that he does. Don’t even think

the same thought, if you can help it. I

do- not méan that gﬂn should quarrel
with him. It is bad form for relatives
to be bad friends. The Bmiths do not
Emi:!ﬂratmxd this—the Vernons, I hope,
o."

Bmithy gave a sort of gasp.

“You' do not like the fellow, and 1
am glad of it,” went on the captain,
still in the happy belief that he was

speaking to Bertie Vernon. “Hoe is a
bad egg—a \'erg bad egg! But thas
15 no reason why a eivil relationshup
should not be established! You can

hardly make friends with such an out-
sidder—but do not let there be any open
guarrelling if you can possibly help 1t.”

Smithy registered an ihward -vow
'!,h;lt Bertia would not be able to help
it ;

“Neither is the boy all bad, bad as
he 151" continued Captsin Vernon. “1
believe that he has a sincere attachment
for his father, and that is, at least, one
%::-r:rd point in his character. I have

eard, also, that his best friend at
school iz & common sailorman's son—a
very respectable and quiet lad, wery
much too good for him—but it shows a
spot of decency in him that he can
make friends with such a boy—aver-
weening and purse-proud outsider as he

i5
Thiz was how they talked of him on

the Vernon side of the family! The
Bounder's fury did net prevent hin.
from deriving & certaln sarcastic

amusement from the captain’s tallk.

“You have a strong character.
Bertie, or I should be uneasy at your
coming into contact with the fellow ar
all 1 resumed the captain, after a
panse, “But I {eel sure that I can rely
on you, my dear'boy! I feel sure that
you will never do anything to disgrace
;]1.;1" name | It is nearly all we have
eft.”

Fortunately, the captain, locking
straight before him, did not see the
Eﬁm-nr that came over the Bounder's
o,

“You have asked me, meore than
onee, why T have selected 'Greyfriars for
vou, Bertie, when vour disagreealle
cousin is there.®  The captain spoke
slowlv. “You may rest assored that I
should not have done so without a
reason, ‘L'hat reason I may cxplain to
yvou some day—not  yet! n  this
respect, I know that I have disregarded
your wishes—you can trust me, Bertie,
to lhave done what was best in your
interests,”

S0 the ead bhadn't wanted to come to
Greviriars!

“Without a good reason, I should cer-
tainly never liave pleced vou in contact
with your cousin Smnith ! said Captain
Vornon. “And that reminds me—
hetween oursclves we speak of him as
Sintth, which actually 15 his name—but
von will never be guilty of the incivility
of doing so at schonl. Tf these Smiths

- ehoose 1o eall theneelves Verpone-Snnthse,



it is ridieulous, no deoubt—but it is their
own affair.”

Bmithy's face became almost pale
with fury.

He was, st all evenis, a Vernon on
one side, and entitled to take the nams,
whatever might be his father’s claim
to 1.

But Smithy, in point of fact, with all
his swank, had no nonsense about him,
#nd he was prouder of the Bmiths than
of tha Vernons.

The Smths, at all events, had done
gomething in the world, while the
Vernons were lounging about thinking
how superior they werea.

His faither had started with almost
nothing, and was now a millionaire
goveral times over., This man Vernon
had started in very much better cir-
cumnstances and what was he now—a

gor and envious relation of the
smiths he affected to despise. There
waes more ability in Samuel Vernon-
Smith's little finger than in this
lounging Army man from top to toe.

“You are listening to me, Bertie?”
eaid the captain, glancing round at him
&3 if surprised by his silence.

“(h, yes!” breathed the Bounder.

He hardly dared speak lest his voice
should be diffcrent from Bertie's, Bub
he need have had no uncasiness. In
voice, a3 in evérvthing clse, ha was his
CONMSI OVer again. .

“It is quite possible, DBertie,” the
captain resumed, "that at Greyfriars
You may coma in contact -w1th_ young
Smiith's father who, 1 believe, visits his
son at the school fairly often. Need 1
caution vou to treat him always with
the greatest respect?”

The Bounder mumbled something.

“Mr. Vernon-B8mith 1is, in_ some
respect, desecving of 1" sand Captain
Vernon, “He is a self-made mian, but
he hes great abilities, and I have heard
of many acta of ‘_Jganemauty on fis part.
Indeed, he has oftered to give me assis-
tance in seeing you through at Grey-
friars; he takes some mterest m you,
owing to your resemblance to hiz son.
He asked me some time ago for your
photograph to send to the boy, thinkin
it might interest him. Of course,
declined his offer of financial aid. DBut
it was a kind offer.”

There was a long pause.

“Let mo make this clear, Berie,”
added the captain. *I desire you to
treat Mr. Vernon-Smith with every
vespect, as he really deserves, and to
miake him like you, if yon can. If he is

repugnant to you in any way, I can
trust to the Vernon breeding to con-
ceal it "

The Bounder mede a slight move-
mett.

He had listened to Captain Vernon's
references to himself with suppressed
fury for reasons of caution. But if Cap-
tain Vernon referred to his father in 1he
same contemptuous terms, no cauntion
would restrain the Bounder.

“"He is, in point of fact, a very
worthy man,"” said the captain. * Very
worthy indeed in many ways, A little
vulgarity in a self-made man is only to
be expected-—a spot of purse-proud self-
sufficiency——"

“You rotten cheoky hound!™ roared
the Boundar.

Captain Vernen started as if ho Lad
been stung.

Veroon-Smith leaped to lis fect. ITe
stood facing the astounded captain with
crimzon face and blazmg eyes.

Cavtion was thrown to the winds now |

“¥ou shabby-gpentee] puppy!" roared
the Bounder, almost stulteving with
rage. ""Who are you to talk about my
fathor, you cheeky cur?  You're not
decent enough to clean Lis bools!”
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‘“ Are you mad, Bertiei"”

' Bertie ! hissed the Bounder. *You
blind fool, 1'm not your garly
Bertie ! P Herbert Verpon-Smith, the
son of the man you've been insulting!
I T were & man myself, ['d horsewlup
{pu for your insclence! And by gad,

I make your beggarly Bertie pay for
it when he barges in at my school, the
F-pvert.j&t.rickm: rat! By gad, I'll make
uim sorry he's pushed in at Groyiriars,

-1nstead of the charity school that's his

proper place!™

The captain did not move or speak.
He seemed too utterly sstounded to do
either! He only gazed at the enraged
Bounder with starting eyes.

Vernon-Binith dragged his bike ont of
the summer-house and wheeled it away
after that furious outburst.

Angry words or angry blows would
not have surprised him; and be was
rewdy to return both to the best in his
power. But Captain Vernon did not
speak or stir,

As the Bounder disappeared into the
trees, ha sonly sat stanng—with o
stunned look on hiz face.

— —

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Burying The Hatchet !
HE NRY SAMUEL QUELCH,

walking in the Greyiriars guad
with Mr, Pront, glanced at a
member of his Form crossing

to the House. . g :

He compressed his lipa st the sight of
Herbert Vernon-Smith. ,

It was drawing near timo for calling-
over, and the Bounder, evidently, had
just returned to the school. It was more
than two hours since Loder of the
Sixth had come in—with a report for
Quelch.

Loder, in the circumstances, had per-
haps little to report; but he was the man
to make the most of that litile,

Mr. Quelch lefs Prout to roll on
alone, and crossed %o intorcept that
member of his Form.

“ Vernon-Smth ™ :

Smithy came to a halt with a very
respectiul manner and a glimmer in his
Uyes,

“Yes, sir.”

“You have just returned
school 7"

"Yes, ar.”

"I must ask you how you have spent
the afternoon, Vernon-Smith."

“I've had 2 spin on my bike, sirl"

“No doubt!" said Mr. Quelch &rglf,r_
“Buf Loder informs mae, Vernon-Smith,
that he saw you at Lantham Chase—"

“That is correct, sir! We're allowed
to eyele through Lantham Chase.™

“T have received a report from Loder.
Vernon-Smith, that you were deliber
alely eluding him in order to keop your
destination a secret,” said Mr. Quelch
stornly. “*Did yon, or did you not,
leave the hr[ﬂlﬂ-patl:l. which is a public
right - of - way, and trespass in  the
woods "

The Bounder hardly tronbled to con-
ceal 'a grin,  ITe had an answer pat.

“T went into the weoods, sir! Loder
treapassed—I  heard Captain  Vernon
turning him off his land. He was vory
angry at Loder (respassing,”

Mr. Quelch compressed his hips.

“1 did not ask wvou that, Vernnn
Smith! You wlmit your purpese of
clading a prefec ¥

“Oh, no, sir!” said 1the DBoundor
coolly. " As it turns oub that some rela
tions of mine are now tenanis
Tantham Chase, T thonpgls U'd calt! X
harm in & lellow calling on Tas medaniens,
sir, 18 1here®”

to the
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“Oh! said Mr. Quelch. He wras
rather taken aback.

Fe scannced the Bounder very keenly
It waa true that tha new tenants uf
Lunihham Chase were related to Herbern
Vernon-Smith, but, from hia mterview
with Bertie Vernon, Mr. Quelch had
been left in no doubt that there was na
love lost between them. 3till, if Smithy
actually had called on his relations, cer-
tainly there was no harm done, ami
Loder had. only tracked down s mare's
nesk,

“Then you did not set out to ride ta
Lantharn  this afternoon, Vernon-
sSmith * M

“T egouldn't, without asking leave,
«r!® answered the Bounder artlessly.
11‘[1", Queleh had his own opimion about
that!

“¥ou have beon to Lantham Chase 1"
he ashed.

“Yes, sir!” The Bounder was nol
likely to mention where he hdd heen
after leaving Lantham Chase!

“You saw your relationa?" Quelch
evidently intended to have it clear.

“1 was unlucky enough to miss my

consin  Bertie,”  said the Bounder
blandly, “but I had & very plessant
chat with his uncle, Captain Vernon.

That wan after he ordered Loder off {or

ireapassing, "

“MNever mind Loder,” said Mr
8ua!¢h hastily. “If you actually saw

aptain Vernon, Vernan-Smith, all thas
Loder-had reported to me is very harm-
lessly acoounted for,™

" Lanthain Chase may be on the tele-
phone, sir!” said the Bounder. 1 don't

know whether Captain Vernon can
afford a telephone——"

“wih'ilt !!I-

“I den’t know whether Caplain

Vernon can afford & telephone,” re-
peated the DBounder, with deliberale
coolness, “ They're rather poor relations
of mme, sir. But if they're on the tele-
plione, it wouhd be quite easy to ring
up Captain Vernon and ask hm, sir, if
you cannot fake my word. ™

Mr., Quelch looked at him fixedly.

“You shonll not speak of your rela-
fives in that tone, Vernon-8mith,” he
suid. **1t i in the very worst of faste ™

“Thank you, =ir!™

“1 can place very litlle velisnce on
vowrr word, Yernon-Bmith, az you s&re
undy too well awanre.™

“I'm sorry for that, sir!” said ihe
Bomder meekly, ““But if you ving up
Captain Yernon, I'm sure he will tell
you that we had a war}'hiﬂenﬂant chat.”

“You way go!” said Mr. Quelch, and
he walked away te rejoin Prout, satis-
fieal that theve was, after all, nothing in
lawler's veport.

Swithy lounged on with a mocking
wrin an lis fuee, Only that afternoon
baeel Trix benpinsd, and with great surprise,
that the Yernons were tenants of
loaniham (haze. But he had cooll
mle nse of the circumstance to pul
hing ont of his trouble with Loder,

e came on the Famous Five as he
was going in, and, after a brief hesita
vintl, stopped to speak to them.

Smithy had been doing some thinking
siveg the discovery he had made.

Hal same good cricket T he asked,
in apibe an andicable manner.
~ Harry Wharten & Co. looked at him
(4] hl.'lrl_.l'l'r:'--l",

R qully gmlﬂ |'.||'m.-lit-1-," arsw el
Hharry.

Yo owere ghe 038 Lo cat it Smiithy 17
stind Hob Cherey, " You'll have to play
up vt know! You'ro not a2 man we
cane spare froth dhe maotehes.”

The ‘Bonnder laughed.

e 'found out something while I've
Leen it this altornoon,” he -aid, *|
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take bark some things I've saud to vou
follows. ™

“What do you mean?"

“I've boen to Lantham (‘hase, and
found that my shabby-genteel relations
ars living there "

nﬂhl:l-:r

“I've no doubt now, of course, that
you did sea that rat Bertie there, and
took him for me!” said Vernon-Bmith.
“Now I know the cad's there-— -7

“VYou might have taken a fellow'y
'-;-‘mid about it," eaid Harry Wharton
diyly.

“Did you take mine?"” sneered the
DBounder.

“Oh, well—" Wharton pansed.
“Well, not knowing anything about the
other fellow, we all thougte——" Fe
coloured. * Anyhow, i you're satished
naw, let it go at that, and let's hear the
ewd of it

“Wa've callod one anothor liara, snud
i was the truth on both sidés, so far as
wit know " said Vernon-Smirh. " More
o my side than on yours you were
wiaking a mistake, and I wasn't,”

“Admitted! Leave it at that!"

“*But have you got it into your nut at
last that that cousin of yours really is
like yon, S8mithy?" nsked Deb, with a
grin. *“Up %o now, you've been ready
to go off at the deep end if anybody satl
B

“"Yes, I'vo it into my nut at
last,” said Smithy, quietly. * You see,
I met Captain Vernon, and he took ma
for his precious Bertie, and had quite
a confidential couversation before 1
pnt him wisel I've got sense onongh
to see the facts, oven if | don't like
thom,”
rOh, miy hat!” exclaimed Nugent.

You don't mean to say rou let Lhe
man run on, thinking be was talking
to his nephew !

“His talk was so interesling, ¥on
know! Most of it was warniug dear
Eertie to have nothing to do with his
sedimdre]l of & cousin at Grevfriara™

“Oh crikey! The old bran epilled
that, thinking you wore Bertie!”
gosped Bob,

“%uite & lot of it!"

“*He will feol a frightfyl ass, if he
ever finds out—="

*¥es, he looked a bit of an ass, when
I told him who I was—-=""

“0Oh crumbs "

“1 told him he was & cheeks hound,
oo 1" added the Bounder. “He may
veport that to the Head., 1 shouldn’
wonder ! If he does, I'll call him a
cheeky hound again., with the Head to
hear it [

Vernon-Smith went on  iate the
House, leaving Harry Wharton & Co.
5[M:lﬂ%+ Smithy had rather taken
their breath away.

“Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,®
said Bob Cherry, “there’s going to be
8 8pot of trouble in the Remove, when
that new kid blows in! There'll be fur
and feathers flying in the Remove, my
hﬂ%}gﬁdﬂ‘ea rars 17

The Co. had no doubt about that!
With the Bounder and the Bounder's
{louble at daggers drawn, there was
likely to be a very large spot of
1rouble in the near future.

“Well, 'm glad Smithy’s seen sense,
anyhow 1" said Harry, “It was rotten
w keep on scrapping terms with him,
and it would have been rotten for the
ericket. Pm glad that we've buried the
haichet, at any rate.”

“Till Srithy digs it up again!™
grunted Johnny Buﬁ.

“Oh, that's all right!” said Bob.
“Next week he'll be rowing with his
relation, and will Eiva ather fellows o
resk, * I dare say he'll think us quita
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Wi I:;_h:mﬁ—mmpm‘ed with his rela-
T1umpa 1

Aud the Co. chuckled.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Which ?
H VERNDH-EMITH hera?"

Tom Redwing jumped.
He waa in Stody No. 4; nol
in a happy mood.

The break with {ﬁﬂ chum was a heavy
weioht on his mind, ;

smithy—poor old Smithy—was not to
blume as he nsually was: Bmithy, no
not even knowing what offence hé was
supposcd to have given, had made the
firvat advances, and bhad been icily re-
pulsed: and now he had his back up,
definttely, end the clearing up of the
mistoke had come too late,

Had Bmithy been & more trusting
fellow it would have been all right.
Hud he been a more reasongble fellow
it would have been all right. But his
shear abstinagy in refusing to believe
that his cousin could. be mistaken far
tiin made him deaf and blind to
regson.

Redwing, however, was not blaming
Smithy, Smithy had had a rotten titne
the last week or two, owing to thot
wretehed double, and it was not sur-

vising - that he was deoply incemsed.

edwing did not blame Smithy=but he
conld hardly blame himself for having
been deceived lilke everybody else; ity
was just a rotten state of affpirs that
seamed past mending.

At the sight of Vernon-Bmith,
snddenly; - in the doorwaey of the study,
Redwing hoped for & moment that it
meant that the Bounder had come to
speak to him in the old friendly way—
though it was more likely that he had
B snecr ar & jihe to utkter. But what
the fellow in the doorway did say
made him jump.

It was the Bounder who was looking
in—at least, Redwing had not thought

of doubting that it was. But the ques-
tion he asked was hardly one that
could have beon asked g;,- Herbert

Vernon-Smith. :
Redwing stared at him,
. “This 13 Vernon-8mith’s study, isn't
it ! asked thoe junior in the doorwary.
“Yeo-e-8 1 stammered Redwing blank-
Iy. “8mithy. old man, are you trying
to pnll my leg or what!”
“T1 don't quite underatand you! I've
coutie hore to see my cousin, Vernon-
Bmith! What do you mean?”
Redwing gave a gasp.
“"Are wyou Herbert he
sfammeaed.
“Wha the dickens do yon think I

Vernon f*

AT 1;" Look here, is my cousin here or
ot ¥
“XNao! IHe went aut this afternoon—

I don’t know whether he's come in or
not 1" gusﬁed Redwing. “I took you
for him when von looked in.”

“What rot 1™

“Rot or not, it's the same mistake I
maide in Pegg Lane a week ago,” said
Redwing sharply, “If I'd known then
that you weren’t Bmithy, I'd have
mopped up the lane with you., You
might have guessed that I was making
a mistake—a perfect stranger speaking
to von az I did.”

“ Did you take me for my cousin#*

“You ought to have guessed that I
did—I suppose you know wyou're as
lilkke him as one pea is like another from
the same shell,” snapped dwing,
“Any man here who saw you now
would say that yon were Vernon-
Smith.”

The fellow in the doorway laoughed.

“ Mean -to say you can't ser any

diffvrence—now that vou kvow who 1
gt e azhed.

Bedwinge looked at lnm, huvd.  But
he shook his head.

“INal” he answored. “I ean’t sec a
spot of difference. You're dressod like
smithy now, too—that dawv last week
vou wore different elothes, If you've
coming into thoe Remove here, you'd
better malke it o point te dress a it
differentlyv. or you'll always be getiing
mistaken for Bmithy.”

*Is my veiee the smme¥”

“Just the same”

“Bit rotten for both of us, awn't it *¥
said the newcower, stepping into the
sty “ 1 suppose I can wair here uill
Virton-8mith comesz in 7

* Certainly, if you like ™

The newcomer sat an the corner of
the table, swinging his logs, and looking
at Tom Redwing with a  curious,
wlittnsical expression on his face,

“IUs gomg to be a bit fough on me,
I can see that 1" he remarked. “T don't
walit to be mistaken for that cousin of
mine, From what [ hear he's a bit of
a bad Lat.”

Redwing's face darkened.

“You can eut that out, Vernon!” he
said, “Vou're speaking to a friend of
Smmithy®s, Cut that ont to start with.”

1 heard you had a row with him.™

“No bizney of youra, if I Have'!”
stinpped Redwing. :

“1 mean if you rowed with him I
nn!'la::r_ﬁle vou've no longer friends?”
‘“That's my business, npot yours !

*Oh, quite! No wonder vou row with
hiso—the fellow’s an avful rotter from
what I've heard.”

Tom Redwing drew a deep breath.
and stepped a little nearer to the fellow
sitting on the table, He gave him a
fixed, grim look.

“Let's have this plain, Herbert Ver.
non ™ he said quietly, “I dou't wam
to row with a relation of Bmithy’s if 1
cau help it. But if you say ancther
word against Smithy to me, you're
going out of this study on your neck.”

“Fla, ha hal?

“You ecan cackle if gou like—hu
I mean svery word of it!"” said Ton.
“If you're staying in this room, keep
a civil tongue in your head ¥ |

“Mustn’t 1 tell you what I think of
my own relation?”

“¥Yeou can think what you like—lnt
sou'd bettor not tell mel” snapped

Redwing,

| shadl tell you &ll the same!
grinned the fellow on thoe table, * Your
Ereaiﬂua pal Smiths has been breaking
ounds thia afternoon. He would be
sackod, if I told his headmaster where

he had been.

“Have van come hore to bho a
snenlc 7" asked Redwing contempt-
uosly.

“Dh, I'm pot pgoing to give the

beanty away—I'm too fond of him for
that! But such & rotten outsider s
“Will you shub up#”
“Such a pub-erawling sweep——=
“That's enough! I've told von {o
shut up ! roarcd Redwing.,  * Another
word and out you go 1

“Such a smoky, betting, pub-crani-
ing bliphter——"* zaid the fellow on the
table. coolly. “Such a—— Oh

He got no further. Tom Redwing
came at him, grasped him, and fairly
wrenched himm off the table. He went
swinging to the door, struggling.

“Chuck it yvou fatkend !” he gasped.

“You're going out of this; I warned
vou 1" said Redwing, and with an exer-
tion of his strength, he pitched the
follow headlong througl the doerway.

Bump !

Redwing stood looking down at the
follow in the passage ! That fellow sat




up, and fo Redwing's omazement,
burst inte o yell of laughter,

Hedwing stared at him blankly, .

Yhe jumior in the passage picked
himsetf up, still langhing. He camoe
hick into the deorwayr.

Hedwing's fists came up, his cyes
gheaming over them,

“Keep out of this!"” he said. “I'Il
knock you spimming if you step imto
tlvis stucy again ™

“Heg, ha, ha!"

“h, shut up!™

“Ha, ha, ha!” yvolled the fellow in
ihe passage. * Reddy, old man, you're
a corker! MHa, ha, ha! Can't a
fellow come into his own study ¥

“What do you meen ¥ shapped Red-
wing. “You've not &8 Greyfriars man
vek; and when von arve, Quelch 1811t
likely to put vou i Smithy's study.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Reddy, old bean, yon
take the cake! velled the Bounder.
¥ 'ft:n_u silly aszs, cau't you soe that I was
pullivg vour-leg? Do vou think that
Bevtie Yernon woubd be paying me a
visit? Ha, ha, ha! Many thanks for
~tarmding up for a [ellow i his absence.
Ha, ha, ha!”

Redwing blinked.

He stepped back, almosi dazed, as
the jumor in the passage came inio the
stugdv,

‘The Dounder sat on the table again,
griuning at him, Redwing locking at
him like & fellow in a dream.

He realised that this was, after all,
the Bounder, and not the fellow he had
met in Pegg Lane o week ago. It was

Herbert arnon-Smith, not  Herbert
lenmh It was Bmithy—pulling his
g

“Oh P pazped Redwing.

“Woll, .seeing 15  helbieving,”’ said
Vernon-Smith. “Taack here, Reddy,
T've found out.this alterpoon that that
rat of & donsin of mine can be taken
for me, and E-for lum: his own uncle
ok me for him, It won't be the same
when we've seen fogether, 'in sure of
that, but when we'ro apart there’s no
wlling t'other from which, It's roiten,
but there it sl If I'd known that. the
byute was in “this neighbourhood I
might have guessed, huﬁ[ never knew
ull twe or three hours ago.”

“Oh ! pasped Bedwing agonin.

“Reddy, old man, what about wash-
g i all out?” said ihe Bounder, in a
muueler anud ‘more serions fone. “LU'in
sorry., I kpow DI'moa distrostfal ass,
Bt when you faid I'd punched your
foce, and I knew I hadn't And ¥
never knew that ret was anywhere néar
Creyfriarg, and pever behieved that he
coyld boe taken for me—or wouldn't,
prevhaps,  Bog now—--"

The bell vang for calling-over.

When the Remove went into 1lall
Vervon-Smith and Pom Redwing came
in  bogether,  ovulenily on the  ald
friendly ferms, The rift i the Jute
Iad Been mwended, after all,

e

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Kinsmen And Foes!

£ ITARTON ¥
W MoYew, mir 1
“This 15 the new hoy--

Tlerbere Verpon,”

SR gasped Havey.

After thi nip school on Monday morn-
inge the head boy of the Remove had
veceived A sunmumons  to his  Form-
master’s stady, ]

Fle arvvived there fo fud a junior
with Mre, Queleh, and, glaneing at him,
wondered whethor Smithy was n &
row  again.  Me,  Quelel’s  words
startled, but enlightened hin,

1fn gave the jumior anoiler amd wore
serpiinising ook,

that there

EVERY SATURDAY

He was Vernon-Smith to the Jase
featuve, but a carcful survey revealed
pomnts ef difference. Ib-was 4 rule at
Greyfriars  that fellows sheuld be
spitietly dressed, Bmithy stretehied that
ride as far as he could, almost to break-
ing-point.  Smithy’s peckiies, for -
stance, were as bright’ as he could
ventuve to wear witheut being called to
obder: he often liad a pin mn his tie,
amd even a ring on his finger. ]

But this fellow was very quietly
Jressed; theve waes nothing abent his
clothes to leap to the eye. He was a
fFellow with a mttpr'pul'mnnl tasie than
the BHouniler's, Now that he knew
were two eof them Whar-
ton thenght that he wonld be able to
pick out one from the other.

“Oh veprated Tarey. * Yes, sir”

“Yernon, thizs 8 my head boy—
Wharton,” zsaid Mr. Quekch.

NEXT WEEK’S PROGRAMME

O Herbert Yernon-Smith's cousin
has come to Greyfriars!
fiee, the fat’s m the lire now—
whal?

T

Bercie Vernan to the Bounder of
Grexfriars is e o red rag to a bull,
ar voul cun et your sweet Jife there's
| going to be a hig spot of hother in
the very near future!

The next yarn in
#ries ix enlithed:

“THE PERFECT ALIBEF!™

and 'z oo oreal gem of & ztory, you
tan take it from me. True, Smithy
has patehed op his differences with
the Famous Five and his one real
} friend in the school—Tom Rediwing.

But with ‘the, coming of Bertie to
| Greyfriars, thé Bounder's haek is up
with a vengeanee. Little wonder,
then. that he reselves to make Grey-
frinrs as unplessant as he can for his
kinsman and foe. Redwing, however,
F tries hard to keep Smithy out of A

row, bub in deing so lands his ehium
i one msteid, with what result you
will learn when you read (his. power-
ful school yarn,
1 You'll rasr Joud amd jong over the
b amazing gdventures’ of Dr. Birchem-
l all and the hoye of 8F. Sam’s in onr

next ig=ue of the © Heraht,” It's the
funniest yarm young Dicky Nugent
has ever written. For our opening
feature—"My Own Page "—Geraldl
Laoder hoa consenteld fo oblige with
contribution.

A fingdl wariing, chumsa!  Don’t
forget that next week's Macxer will
he o zale FRIDAY.

Here's hoping you will all have =
bappy Whitsun heliday.

YOULR EDITOR.

thiz exciting

Vernon held out his hand to Wharv-
tom in a rather frank way, which was
nob giite like 1the Bounder’s,

Wharion shoolk hands with him ohoer-
futiv enough.

“T'vre met von before, Wharton,”
srnd the meew junior, with o smile==
which, again, Whartcon bpoticed was
mare pledsant and franlk {han Smithy’s
P =arey we had 2 row. T can undey-
stamt now that von iook me for my
eonsin

“¥es, ee Towud thai
satd Havee, sihing, oo,

“What ax iln=? asked Mr. Quelels,
T was unsware fhat you iwo bovs
were alveady acquainted,”

Tt wns o nustake, siey”” fsand Havey.
“Aly Ferends amd 1 mcd this chap one
day when Smithy—E mean, Veornon-
Shith=was in detention.  We ihonght
e was Smithy, and trwed 1o get him
back to the se¢hool; but we fonnd ont
afterwarda that Spuathy hail been
detention all the time”

“Pear me!™  saud A, Quelch.
“Soaveral such mistakes seem lo have
overtired, Nona ench, I think, ave
kel ta acer hore when the {wo bovs

out  sinee,”
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are seen logethor. I frast there was no
jquarrel o the occasion you refer io,
Wharton”

Y Well,
Harry,

“I'm airaid we both got rather ox.
cited,””. saidd Vermonm. “ Bub that's  ail
we:;.-.I hepe, now the mistake's eleared
up. ™

“Oh, ves, rather!” said Ilavey. I
hope wo've gomg to be friends.”

“I am glad to hear you say s=o,
Wharton,” =aid My, Quelels, *as I have
decided to place Vernon in Study No. 1
with vou and Nugent.™ '

“Yory well, sir.”

“Vernon, vou may wait in the pas-
sage while T speak to my head hoy,”
said rhe Jomove masier,

“¥eg sir”

Bertie Yornon left the study and zhuot
the door.

Mre, Quelch pauzed a moinent ov two
Lefore he went on.

*In other circumstances, Wharton, I
should naturally place Vernon in Study
Mo, 4 with hiz relative,” he said at
last, *but I have renson to helieve that
there exisis a peorsonal  antipathy
between them, -in spite of thety very
remarkable hikeness.”™

“I—L think they've not very great
friends, sn”

T Disagrecmient between relations 1s,
of course, in. the very worst of Taste,
especially  at  scheol,” went on Alr.
Quelch. “I believe, from what T have
seen of the beoy, that I czn vely upon
Vernon's discretion:and geod breeding.
I do not feel swre of Vernon-Smith.”

Wharton shared the Remove master®s
doubt, but e said nothing.

“For this reason-X am placing the
new  junior i your study, Wharton,
and I shall trust to you to do what-
ever can be done to prevent any dis-
covd, and, so far as may he possible,
help them to a more friendly fooling.”

* I wndervstand, siv. I shall certainly
tlo my best,” =aid Harry.

" Very well, That is all, Wharton.”

The captain of the Remeove left the
stidy and joined the new junior in the
Passage.

“Come amd have a squint at the
stidy,” said Llarey, and they went to
the =tairs rogether.

On the wididle landing they came on
Frank Nugent., He gave & jump at
the sight of Whaiton's companion.

“ What the thump——" he ejeculated,
“Tatess' e dreannng, Smithy passed

sir, we—iwo—-" gtamnered

“me & feww mmutes ago going inta onr

passage—=-:=

Harry Whartou lnoghed.

“This i5 the new kid—Smithy's
consgin,” he saih “ Quelch has landed
him in onr study, Franky; Pm taking
him there noie,”

0O exelaimed Frank., ™ Fhe chap
we bagged af Lantham Chaze that day,
thinking he waz Smithy £

“That very chap.”

“Phis e Sugent,” said Flarre, asl
dressing the new punior. e shares
sty Noo 1 winh mie =

He brake off at the sight of a ¢lowd
oy The newe junior’s brow: dnt Bertie
Voernon sinled agam the pext monent,

"L osuppase s 1 AR Eeling  ao-
troyed,™ he sl = bl o gives e rather
n jolt when Ume dold that T'm oso Like
ey eonsin, Can't be helped, T suppose,
I odave =ay ik annoyas Bmith—F mean.
Veridn=Smith—as nmch as it does e

“Retier not call him Smith,” erinnad
Nument, © “When a ehap has a doubili-
barvelled name he Dkes to bear boath
baveels fived at onee.”

PBertie Yermon gave a sheng of the
shandders—which  was  s0  Dhle il
Hoommder thar it eritated boil Wharion
atick Nigent B e,
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SAVED BY THE FOURTH!

Another Rollicking School Story,
Starring Dr. Birchemall and ithe

Boys of St. Sam's

By DICKY NUGENT

Burleigh of the Rixth, the kaptin
of 8t. Smn's, Hung himzelf into the
First Eleven changing-room. He cast
& glanee round the voom and slung
g ook ol reproach at the scoiors.

“PRide’t T theow out a hint five
minnits ago that 1 wanted you all
to chunge quickly ¥'° he hurled at them.

“ Chuek it, Buleigh, old chap!™

vimeated  Tallboy. “ Where's - the
rmﬁ'}' ** Tha St. Bill'a team won't

grrive for another half-hour vet.”

Burleigh lavfed grimly.

“ Unless Fouw hurry up they won't
arvive at afi !

“*Wha-a-at "

* Lissen '’ said the kaptin of 3t.
Sam's, as the First Eleven players
Llinked at him in astonishment. " The

fret du, I've Ivarned from Tubby
Barrell thet Dr. Birchemall has
planned to have the B8t Bill’s|

team Lidunapped on their way Irom
the station to the schogl !

“ (irate pip!”

“Tt seems that the Head has hired
a ruffian from Muggleton—DBill Tuffun.
1 beleave, to hold them up at the
puint of a pistle and lock them in a
harn for the afternoon !

“For why 1" asked Tallboy, in

blauk amnare-

ek,
“"Beacause

the auvver.
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Perizh
RISUTE your,

- LT T

nora havae

romized 1.

irchermall a

in his salary

Barrleigh,

duzzant think we ocan

ten ;
if we don't win
first match of the

cut
the
season.” snorted
* This happens to bs the
firat mateh. vou see, gl the Head

per el

Hea'a

win it.

going to muake sure by making us ;a:lﬂ:.i'
the Second Form instead of St. Bill's

!f-h‘iﬂ afternoon.
ides "

Now do vou get the

“*Oh. crums '
The First Hleven sat up and took
votiss with a vengeny at that startling

A1 01 emeTt

They were a prefty

oor lot of kricketevs and they knew
it ¢ but they didn™ intend to submit
to the vewmiliation of playing a team
ol fage on that account, however much
it mite help the Head !

* Hurry up, then, all of wou, and

follow me!’™
i‘.;—lbiﬂutly-

eried  Buorleigh,
“We must save the St.

1T

ill'a team at al costs”
The senivrs. looking grim and deter-
mined. hurviedly fimshed dressing.

None of them knew that the pistle
whiech Bill Tuffun was to use for hia
kidoapping stuut was only s toy
pistle, supplied hy Dr. Birchemall.
They quite imagined that in tackling
the Head's hireling they would 'be
facing deth ; and en they followed
Eurlmih ont of the changing-room they
all looked very grave.

Meanwhile, Bill Tuffun was hiding
hehind a hedge in Muggleton Lane—
a pistle in his grimy hand and a leering
grin on his marked face.

** This is easy munny ! ** he muttered,
gloatingly, aa he waited. ' All I ’ave
to do is wait for these ‘ere kricketers
to come along and old 'em hup! ™

Searcely had the words left his
ngly lips before the tramp of many
feet sounded in the lane. Bill Tuffun
chuckled wheesily to himself as he
saw through the hedge the white-clad
fggers of a team of kricketers, He

had been eggspecting them to come
from the ﬂﬁ?ﬂ{kﬂﬂn of the station

TELEPHONE THOUGHT-READING
MYSTIFIES SCHOOL!

y??

“ Miraculous

e you believe in thought-reading
by telephone ¥ Probably not. We
dou't, either. But Peter Hazeldene
has rudely shaken oor complacency on
the pubject.

He wandered into the Rag on the
firat cvening of the new term, when
most of the fellows were there jawing.
and called for silence. There was a
peculiar smile on Hazel's face.

* 1 supposze you chaps wonld say |
was romancing if I told
vou they'd got & new
miatresa at Cliff House
who can rvead wyour
ithonghts over the tele-
phone!” he remarked,
And the fellows in the
Rag, of course, heartily
concurred.

* What's the jape,
Hazel 1" they asked.

“Cough it up, old
hean ! "

Hazel shrugeed, and
puid it wasn't a joke.

* If you want to gee o
giddy miracle perform-
ed, now's your chanee,” ;
he gaid. ** What's the odds against a
vomplete stranger ab Cliff House
numing eny card you choose out of a
pack at & moment's notice 7"

“ Man's mad 1" said Johnny Bull,
with conviction,

oasible,

“ Thing's im
declaved E.:Frﬂnl-: ugent.

course, it's & fake pack of eards awdl
there’'s only oune you can dvaw out.
In that case. il you've previously
arranged it with her——""

* Nothing like that about it, 1 can
asgure vou,” geinned Hazel, ™ Vou

of course.”’

—Remove Verdict

hia pocket
Nugent took

examined them
" They're all

Y Now come off it end {el

jH a
“There’z no

Harel maisted.

to the teat * 7

and

can look through the
pack to begin with
to make sure they're
all there, if you like.
But why not tryv it ¥
You can use the pre-
fects’ phone.™

He drew out a pack
of playing cerds [rom
shufled them.
them from him and
for several minutes.

there,” he =agreed.
us the

jape—I1'm serions ! "
“Who'd like to put it

The chapas were quite shy ol it at

“ Lnleas, of

TR

“ Dash it ali,
gaid Tomn Brown.
want one of ua to ring up a mistress at

Clilf Bouse—a

nirmes the card.

1y waord

LT S

s a bit too steep.”’
““ Mean to say vou

woInan we've never

spoken to before—and ask her if ghe
vin tell na what card we've chosen ?
She’'ll think we're balmy.”

* Well, she won't be far wrong,"
sgeeed Hazel, ehesrlully,

that’ll be all you want.

Auvway. vou can azk for my sister and
explain it to her fist f yon doubt
she'll

confivm  what ]

B | 1rouble vou. Miss Jones, but I'm told

* But if ahe

“ All serene, then,” assented Tom
Brown. " Let's have the cerds.”

He selected a card at random. It
was the ten of diamonds. A large
erowd went along with him to the
prefects’ room to sce what hu-pg-an&d.

Wingate, who happensd to be the
only man in the room, indulgently gave

ermission for the phone to be ueed,
and left us to it.

* Just ask for Marjovie Hazeldene,"
Hazel told Brown., "' When you get
her, tell her you want to speak to Miss
Jones and tefl her what it's about.
She'll say whether it’s all right or not.”

Browny duly pot through to CLiff
Houso end was soon speaking
Hazel's sister.

“Tt's Brown speaking trom Grey-
friars,” he said. ‘' 1 hope you won't
think I'm off iny onion, Miss Hazeldene,
but vour brother eaya there’s a Miss
Jones at vour school who can read
prople’s thoughts by phone. 1s he
pulting my leg ¥ "

Apparently the answer wax o the
nepative. lor a little later Browny was
A VING :
(I £*

t0

that Miss Joncs ¥ Serry 1o
Cvou ean vead people’s thoughta by
Ephmw. Can you tell me what card
P I've chosen out of o pack 1Mve oo
bere ¥

Another pause-~uanel then :

“Well, 1'm blowed ! from Brown,

* Has she done it ? ¥ Hazel asked.
P Brown nodded.  Just to prove i,
he banded the receiver over to two or
three other chapz and BMiss Jones
kivubiv  tald themn that Brown had
chosen the ten of dinmonda !

Well, there it s, readers ! Whethor
it's genuine thought-reading or some
deep trick is a guestion that haa been
agitating the Remove ever since.
Whichever it iz, the Rcmove are
inclined tov ilovk on it as somewhat
miraculoua.

Hazcldene has promised to give the
solutinn to the mystery in next week's
“ Herald.” Look oub for it !

inataad of the o
that they came
no difference t.u
told to kidnep yge
and here they
into ths road, &
hia pistle in the

“Ands up | "lfroared.

Burleigh and {§ morry men were
taken by serprisfift hadn't ocenrred
to them for a moge

ircling would ogmb
teamy he was supried to kidnap !

Slowly and Sotantly the St.
Sam’s first elevefiit up their hands.

“ You yvoung gee are goin’ to be
locked up in thighere barn for the
arternoon, see 1" Wowled Bill Tuffun.
“ Which you'd hr go quiet like or
you'll git whafir! March!™

* But [ook Mfyou're making a
mistake ! * crifBurleigh. ** We're
not the chaps -1 nt—-""

“Ho, you .ah " lesred the
man with tho gge. " Well, that’s
for me to decideg@ ? March!"”

And the furigiBt, Sam’s seniors
had to march ! I

Five minnits Ber, at the wvery
moment when BEuffun turned the
key in tho lockfthe barn doaor in
which he bad Wsoned the wrong
team, the St. B§ men tramped by
on their way 1o Bam's. But Bill
Tuffun woas lar® busy to notriss

ol ¢ but the fast
other way made
. He had been
é}f krickoters,
D | ringing out
Tuﬂ‘fn flourished
g of the newcomers.

t hann. 3

To say that j[§ Birchemnli was
taken aback wig he saw the St
Bill's teamm hgng  abhout  the
kricket field w8 be putting it

mildly. Ha wal ply staggered |

A parstly  palidfspread over bhos
weetchers oz he @ernised their rap
badgea, _

*Foiled |7 jeputiered, Letween
his nashing teethy, Dished, diddled,
and done, by hotbd What the merry
diclkens can | defwonder § "

In a proper pagk, Dr. Birchewnall
aatloped off 1o @ kricket pavilion
to see Burleigh, i his utter amaze-
ment, he was grediivith the announce-
mont {hat the #am’s fivst eleven
had dizappeared i

*dust pa sl : vanished nto
thim air. =ir ! " g@fack Jolly of the
Fourth, who -!__-. neweg to him.
But of gates witl
iy haa seen them
ing about it is
pllows who came
wits laber. didn’t.

" Thev all wal
Burleigh : and o
since | T'he wed
that the St Ji
gy the lane o fe
e o sign of th

It the Hend ad any common
sense, he woulld gnessed what had
happened. As ifgm, he wasa sinply
dumbfoundnit.

“ What ever §§ they doing of.
:oing out  for $alk  juat  belore

ricket 1 ' he Jjfided. ‘' The only
thing T can 4ol i< that they
funked the paugf

* Quite likely, @wesing what o lot
ol duds they anjricket ! grivned
Jolly. ' But 1 fell you ons temn
at 3t San’s (Eouldn’t funk »
meatech with 5t -—the Fowrth!"

* Hear., bear@@eried the eoper
i Fourth-Forme lnd - Jolly.
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1

watch the graie
game.

It waa a single
innings mateh, and

tosa and elecled to

stared blankly at the
diminutive figgers of
the players going
out 1o Held, and from

reund among them
it W
that
thov

Eut 5t. Bill's were
goon to find ont that
they had made a

“Out t

The
Birehemall’s face.
irom  his deck-chair and flung his
mortar-board gky-high in hig joy.

* Hooray |
Good old Jolly !
he rosred,

Naturally,
mere juniors 1o keep it up qui
that agsinst a first.class sermor teamn
like 8t. Bill’s : and after that startling
opening the wvisitora soon began (o

corker.
Then Merry and Bright joined in and

woare dismiased

S56. Sam’as do better agamst the Inv-
famed bowling of the St Bill's men ?
Thnt was the guestion.

At. ,
wont up fvom the erowd when Fearless,

ioliowed when Merry and Bright andd
Lovie and Trew ond Stedfast were
disinissed for duck’s eggs in the next

(I

Somehow the ret had to be stopped.
Jubly spolte to the next man in aboar

Dr. Birchemalls shifty oyes eyed
them dewbiocusly
beetling brows.

lrormn  under his

I waonder——"" hos mernwered.
Let the Fourth team be the

first eleven, sir, and we won't let you
down ! " cried Jolly.
The Head stroked his beard thought-

Very well, then, Jolly,” he sad

at laat, with a sigh.
There was & drawn, hagﬁa,rd loalk

Dr. Bivchemall's wrinkled (aoce

ags he slumped into

deck-chair to

Bill's won the

firet. Thev

grina that went

as pretty clear
they thought
had an casy

mistake,. With
very first ball

Jack Joliy
whipped the middle stump of the
opening St. Bill's bataman clean out of
the ground !

**How's that, umpire ! "' shreeled

celited Fourth.

ndent look leit .

He jumped up

dea

Well played, 8t. Sam’s |
Hip-hip-hooray !

eggspect
gtaliikn.

vou  couldn't

up the runs.  But when the score
21} Fearless took a gecond wicket
a ‘" yorker " that was a regular
At 30 Jully took aencther.

I the end St. Bill’s
total

ane each.

for n i

was not o grate score : but conld
not. A

fivsl it seexned FIOHLI

starlerd the batting with Jolly,
eaught et fivat ball ; bub waorse

balls. Six wickets down for ne
it was shinply sarstly !

popular

llea-Topham, the stonewaller of the
Form.
“ Leave all the batting to me, Ilea.

Topham,” said the kaptin of the
Fourth. " You just cEa.fand your
wicket.”

Fhere was a dickens of a change in
the geme after that. Try as they
would, the St. Bill'a bowlers could not
dislodge Iles-Topham ; try as thoy
mite, they could not stop Jolly scorin

runs. When IIEE-TDPhﬂ-I‘H was bowl

out at last his suxxessors followed his
C le. Nobody
eize but Joliy tried

to score; but Jolly
soored runs in grate
atyle.

Amid roars of
?JEPIE-WEB he passed
e hundred mark
at last. Another 20
guickly lollowed.

Then =nine more.
Only one rmin more
neaded for a tie and
twa for a win—and
there waz but one
more wicket to fall !
Amid & brethless
hush the 5. Bill's
howler howled.

Klick !
The ball sped away
to the boundary.

1 18

" Hooray !

" Good old Jolly 1™

* 5t. Sam's wins ! Hooray !

The cheers were pimply deffening !
The Fourth had licked the 5t. Bill's
Firat Llleven-—a thing man would
have said was impoesibul ! It was a
grate occasion and no mistake.

The Head, of course, was delited.
He insisted on taking the winning
team to the tuckshop and standing
them a spiffing spread ; and almost the
entire achool #tood outside cheering
while they fed their faces !

The leelinga of Burleigh & Co., when
they retnrned snd learmed the news
were u trifle mixed. But nobody
bothered mueh ahont them. What
mattered was that the lourth had
woin, I was the first time in living
wenary that o team of 1aps had beaten
a famus senior team—and certainly the
firer time in ell history that one man
e the team had scorved all the runs.

PROBABLE'!

W lien questioned by Mr, Queleh in
the IYorm-room, Banter denied that he
had any tuck nwnder his desk, despite
the fact that he bad browght a jar of
ox-tongue into class with him.

We presume he must have been
spenkinge with his tongue in his cheelt !

The mext seaw happotted to b |

QUITE A NOVELTY!

When our tayne actor William Wibley
forzot to do an impot, Mr. Queleh
gava him o good dressing down,

This waz a change for Wibley, whe
i ey cneaeed i dreasine op?

HARRY WHARTON ON
NATIONAL SERVICE!

* I hope that Greyfriare 15 not Ingging behind in
National Service,” writes & reader who adopts the
nom-de-plume of ' Patriot."
the

thought, * Parriot "' ! Greyfriate, I
ig very much to the [lovelront i this

all-important matter.

Since the defence of our shores against possible
aggressors became the absorbiug topic of the day,
the Greyfriars Cadet Corps har become the most
matitution

in the school. 1 fancy we
are as smart a crowd on puarade toulny
as you would find at any school in the
counbry.

Nor does our military training ond
on the parade ground. We have mua-
ketry practice, too, At a miniature range.
Several Remove fallows ave excellent
shots, Lord Mauleverar and Vernon-
Smith  being  particulardly  notable

exnmples,

An regards Air Raid Precautions,
we are bang up to dste. We had
a number of drille last term, and the fire
brigarde section especially was brought
up to & high pitch of efficiency. Other
fellows—mostly Groyfriars Boy Seoutg—
are having training m first ni-cfwcrlh

Some chaps. I should mention, have
ideas of their own about National
Service. Bunier, for instanes, main-
taing that the best way to help the
country is to bring abeut an increase
of F production ; and his patriotism
takes the form of stimulating demand
by eating &8 much os he ¢an !

Most of us think that common sense
will prevent a war. But if a war does
come, it won't catchh us napping at
Greyfriara |

AN tha beat, rhums.

HARRY WHARTOXN,

INKY'S BOWLING OUR
SUREST STAND-BY!

Says H. VERNON-SMITH,
Our Sports Critic

The beat form of delemce is attack,
say the military experts. 1 think that
nhout cricket, tao.

The reason for the stalemate that=so
often sels in when two (ivat-olasa ericket
teams meet, is that the batting ia always
better than {he bowling. Super-batsmen
in these daya are us common es pebbles
on Peg heach.

It's quite BUper-
bowlers.

Heving saud all that, I can come fo the
point sl tell you that our Remove
team this senson is going to knock spots
off all-comers [or Lthe reason that we
happen to have o super-bowler.

We have batamen, too, of comae—
geveral very pood c¢nea. DBut, lor the
reasong I have given, I constder thatl: the
owler 13 the muun who counts most of all ;
and the portieular bowler 1 have in nminld
stands in a class by himnself.

His name = Homee Jamset Bam
Singh.

I have just been watching him  at
prectice. He's better than ever—and
if he doesn't play havoo with our
opponents’ wicketa this summer, 11l wat
my best straw boater !

If it reats with Inky—and a good deal
of it will l—our ecricket record is going
to be even bettor than the excellont
recovil we eatablighed at footer during
ihe wter,

orherwise  with

mee oF Tl o prsler 1



