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slderable perzonal
danger, It cannot
fail to interest them
to hear of some of
my hairabreadth
estapea from destrucs
tion. (It was bound
to  come, Teflowsl
rin and hear it—
Ep.}

THE “*BEAR"

THIS WEEK BY
PAUL PROUT, MA, | gt
Master of the Fifth Form.

FACT1

Let me see, it mush
be mnearly forty years
agy that I came to a
in & place
which for the moment
has shipped my mind,
to Stay the night with

1 edited my school magazine, L will
not prete ‘Br. Editor, that it was
a Jowrnal anything like yours.. It
wiaa published—well, wheno it WAS pub-
lished;, which "was when the perspiting
editor could get hold of enough copy. The
price was sixpence, and the printing was
doue by a firm whﬂ:h'sp-l:em]hfd in trades
men'a cirealars. [ my memory s correct,
the circulation was sowmetbing like HIty
ropies, and {f. there was a defleit in the
sceounts—or should I say, when there was—
it was made good from the scanty pocket-
money - of the wretched editor, «

S0 [ sympathise with you, sir, i1 yout
{azk of editing a boys’ magazine, It° must
e nearly as trying as teaching a boys’
closs, T may mention, as o rother personal
malter, that before  f00k the Fifth Form
at Greyiriars—and even before the bhoy
Uoker entered it—I bad a remarkably
luxurigat head of bair, I believe I am right
in saying that it was a subject of general
mimiration. As soon a3 1 was brought, in
contact with Coker I began to shed it like
leaves it auluvmn. —rea, sir, 1 defy
aityone to spemd a2 term teaching Coker aod
still retaln either his hair or his sanily.

I thapk you for submitting to me the
carlgom you imtend to publish. 1t is not a
flattering production, and, indced, =avours
rather of impertimence, coming from
Lowrer School bay, None the less, T will nof
vebo ils publication, since it is evident that
the drawing is meant to be good-hnmoured
rather than offensive. But it must be
cltearly nnderstood that this permission docs
pobt oiuhrace other unsponsored caricatures
from anjyone else &t Greyiriars.

fo this sketeh I appear to he on the point
of slanghtering a orcature which has some
remote resemblance 1o a lwar, This bas
refercnce to a fact which may not be known
to your readers—that when 1 was a younger
man 1 achiered 2ome fame a3 a henter of
khears in the Rocky Mountains,

£ canoot recall of-bemd how many of
thesa ferocious creatures fell hefore my gun
like chalf belore the reaper; ot yoor
readers will readily imagine that such a

i lﬂ consile Plapceo,” as the saying goes,
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Me, Prout, master of the Fifth,
is senior master at GreyTriars.
and
pompouz in his manper, which s
nickname
He walkz with slow
and  stately tread—comapared, hiy
the firreverent Remowve, with Lhe
tread of a hippopotamns.

he cartics
Really, he
a bad sort: he is quite genial 83 a
rule, aml Likea Lo Teel thit heja o
friend a3 well 48 o master.
is why he often drops into Lbe
sty

a friend whose name
I do not now recall,
: for some  purpose
which, at the moment, T cannot remember.
We had killed & fine moose in the pine
forest and had cooked part of the creature
for supper, alter which we lany in our Lunks,
smoking and yarning far into the night.
Suddenly my friend said;

LT Prun:!'ﬂ' '

* Well?™

"Thl.El‘&'E & bear outside, He's aniffed that
o,

1 listened; but all I could hear was an
occasfonat aplash from the beavers in the
river.. 80 I laughed and replicd:

“ Nopsense! There's no hear within ferty
iniles of here™

Just to make sure, 1 gob out and flung up
the. pine-log bar on the deor, and Lefore
you could artienlate * Jack Robinson ™ an

immense DLear shambled m and  snitfed
round for the moose.
Now, I am prepared to tackle on un-

lmited quantity of bears in the open; where
therg 158 room to move; but to be shut in a
twelve-foot log-cabin with a8 bear hetween
me and wy rifle, is rather a different
matter. 1 prefer to have the rifie bhetween
me and the bear. My friend rather lost Lis
nerve for the moment. Not to put too fine
& point on i€, he uttered a word which I
have forgotten and streaked out of - the
cabin, banging the door behind him.

This was worse than ever, for the cxbin
wits now piteh dark, and I eoubd hear, b
his snoris, that the bhear was startled an
annoyed.  With my ears temae for anpy
soutkl, 1 heard him shuliog slowly across
the fleor in my direction. It was an un-
paralleled position. I dared not move to
grope in the other corner for my rifle, in
cagd I bumped inlo the bhear and thus met
an untoward Tate. And I dared not skrike a
match in order to spot the bear, Tor the
chances were that he would spot me frst,

Nowe the lesz, T can azsure you that I
have never been cooler in my life. I sat on
my bunk and waited calmly, though I was
fully alert for any movement. Belore long
1 hcard a nu:-:if.]iu$ sonnd which told me that
onr visitor had fouml the mooze, I now
kuew where the brute was, and I knew I
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had only to sidle softly round in the
opposite dirsetion to gain my rifle.

It was a trying ton minntes that followed,
Every time I made the slightest zound the
ouzzliog poise ceased, and I knew the bear
was waiting with bristling fur to mpke a
rush it he heard me moving. I bad to stand
tense and atill pntil the gnawing began
again. However, patience was rewarded ab
length. Very tiy L lifted my rifle off its
;:-elg. I knew it was loaded, so I raised ib
goftly, aimed In the direction of the
nuzzling, and blew the bear to Itd hoppy
hunting grounds, .

When I lit the lamp I saw that my bullet
had gone clean through the beast's heart,
killing it instantly. It was am amazing bit
of marksmanship in the dark, and my
friend, when he returned, eould hardly
believe the evidenee of his own eves.

“Prout,” he said—I remember his very
worda—" Prout; no other hunter this sida
of the pond could have done it. Shake
hands, Prout!™

On another occasion—— (Not this time,
gir. @ive "em a chance to geb over that one
first.—ED.}

Our Gallant Tars | (Bu Skinner}

RIPE IS RIGHT

I may claim fo have spent & fairly full
lite. Xew that [ have rezched a mature
age—not old, of course, but ripe; fully ripa
—I cau ook back on my experiences with
satisraction. I have travelled extensively.

have been all over the world, =ave
Australia and the Far East, and it is a
curions thing that, although I have been in
many herce storms at sen, I have never jet
been iil.

I once went round Cape Horn in a "Frizeo
grain ship, &0 old sqware-rig wimdjammer,
mlk of grain in bulk., The svas were
mountainoms, amd  every soul om board
except me was prostrate with mabode-mer.
Moreover, the groin bad broken Jdown the
bulkheads and shifted te ope side, giving
the vessel a permanent list to sturbfoard, so
that raging seas roared right over heér aid
thireatened to swamp her every minute.

The captain begought ma to take charge
amd szail the veszel zingle-hamded, while e
and the crew were ill. 1t was verily &
herculean task, but I am happy to think I
maneged fo save all their lives, though ic
was a miracle wa didn't founder o dozen
times before we reached Valparajzo,

And pow I myself have reached port—aun
master in a Public achool., " Home is the
sailor, home from the sea; and the hunter
home from the Bill." I must confess thuat
at times L could almo:t wish o set forth
again on & fresh adventure, I am arfrnid
hoys seldom consider that what may he a
painful ordeal Jor them i3 A monatonois
taxk rfor their masters. When my  bhoys
leave the Fifth Form and a new lot arrive,
ny fask bégins over agaim, I have Lo
trend onrg more the same ohl ground: Lo
thremd Lhe same intrieate mazes of mistake
and error: Lo deal with the s=ame okl
blumlers in the same obd way, In ather
wards, a boy's work is always progressing,
while mine iz stapding still,

No matter. A schoolmster's work iz oy
ing, hot it is splendid and satiz{¥ing to are
the work well done. To he & Iriend as well
as a tuide, to win the confidence as well a4
ithe obodicnee of thnoze to whom 1 aiamdl in
lone parventis, that Lo me 3 an allsnfflvienn
reward, I have even sch mysell o the La:k
of couquering Coker.  Fef 6 e z2apd (hak
1 suceecded, and my bie will be crownel
with achieviment,

That, =ir, 15 the ambilion of

Yours aneercly,
PAUL I'ROUT,



Both Herbert Vernon-Smith and his cousin, Bertle Vernon, are excellent men on the cricket field—

but they hate the sight of each other.

And that’s where the rub comes in!

- \ -
o
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Vernon-Smith’s eyes gleamed at the sight of his eousin taking his place with the other cricketers.

** The cad’s got by with it ! ** he remarked.

*“ Hardly three weeks in the sehool—and he’s pushed

me cut and bagged my place in the eleven I *

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
The Family Feud !

i HAT cad——"
“ My dear chap!”

" That rotter——"
“Draw it mild ¥
“That poverty-stricken rat e
“0Oh, chuck it, Smithy !" exelaimed
Harry Wharton, of the Greyinarz He-

move, angrily. “You can leave that
out, at any rate,"
“Poverty,” remarked Bob Cherre.

“may be a fearful crime! But rveally,
it hasn't anything to do with cricker.
Smithy.”

“I'm talking to Wharton ! spapped
Herbert Vernon-28mith, the Booander of
Crreyiriars.  “ You shut up ™

“Just what I was going to =pgrost
to yvou, Smithy M

“Jolly good 1dea!” agreed Jolinny
Bull. *Shut up, Smithy !™

“And the sooner ihe betler!™
marked Frank Mugent.

Herbert Vernon-Smith was standing
in the doorway of Study Ne 1 in the
Remove., He wias looking into that
celebrated study; or, rather, glaring
into it

His veoice, a3 he talked to the fellows
tin that study, could be heard up and
down the Eetnove passage.

Smithy did not heed that! Mo did
not care ! When Smithy was letting his
temper rip, the whole wide world was
welcome to know all abour it.

Five or six fellows had gathered in
the passage, and most of them were
grinning. Billy Bunicr waz giggling,

r-

a fat gigple. But grins and giggles had
1o eﬂgact on the angry Bounder. He
glared into Study No. 1, at the five
tellows there—more especially at Harry
Wharton, the captain of the Remove.

Harry Wharton hed a pencil in his
hand, and a paper on the table before
him It was a liat of the Remove
eleven. In that list, among others, was
the name “H. Vernon-Smath.”” There
was auolhier name that was very simi-
lar: “H. Vernon.” That was the caose

of the trouble.
“That rotten worm!” The Bounder
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went on with his tirade, “That cad—
that barging outsider—that rat—="

“Nobody clse thinks all thosa nice
things ahout the new man, Smithy "
the captain of the Remove pointed out,
“But even if everr nice name firted
him, it would have nothing to do with
ericket. I've got vou in, Smithy—and
tliere are some rather nice names that
would fir vou, you know.”

“"Buch as smoky sweep!™ remarked
Bob Cherry.

“And pub-erawling
rrunted Johnny Bull,

bounder!"

“And cheeky ass!” said Frank
MNugent.

“You're going to play a new man in
a game like t%;e Highelifie tmartch—a

new kid who hasn't been hers a couple
of weeks!™ said Vernon-8mith. “The
fellow's going to be allowed to walk in-
to the eleven, almost as soon az he
walks into the school 17

“Why not, if be's a good man,”™ said
Harry.

T H'E‘ 'bil'l1l:. !!:l

“Well, thal’s a matler of opinion ™
said the captain of the Remove, mildly,
“As I happen to be cricket captain,
' banking on my own opinion—with
all respect to yvours, of course !

“The fellow’s brought off a few
Aukes——-=""

“If he brings off a few more in the
Higheliffe mateh, we shall be all righe.
Look here, Smithy, don't be an ass!”
said Harry Wharton, " You can bar
vour coniin. Bertie Vernon, as much as
vou like. Your family vows have noth-
ing to do with me. But vou can't carry
them mto Eemove ericket. Are you 59
enmlﬁh to fancy that I shall consider
whether veu're on friendly terms with
vour blessed relations, or not, when I'm
making up a team to play Highcliffe ?"

There was a laugh from the fellows
in tha %&tssug-’é.

The Bounder glarved round at them
for a mowment. Then he glared into
Study No. 1 again, at the Famous Tive,

“You've got my name there?!” he
stiarled. :

Tre Magxer Tasrany.--No. 1,634,
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“uon course! You're one of our best
men, old chap!” said Wharton, aune
ably, “J'd as soon leave wmyself out as
you. ™

rake

“Bosh |

“I wgy leave Vernon's name in,
taks dne out!” exclaimed the Boun.
der, passionately. “I won't play in the
same. team with him,”

“My esteemed Smithy—" mur-
mured Hurres Jainset Ram Singh.

“Shut up, you fool! You hear me,
Wharton 1" roared the Bounder.

- lnthink most of the house can hear

]

“We shall have a pre. coming up
soon, to see what the row's about,” re-
marked Bob Cherry. “Soft pedal, old
man ! .

*¥ou hear me? I that cad is play-
ing on Wednesday, I'm not! I'd rather
cut cricket for the whole season tham
play in the samwe team with that barg-
g outsider1” roared the Bounder.
“Take my name out, if you leave
Vernon's in [ ;

Harry Wharton shook hiz head.

“C’an't spare sou, old bean!™ he
answered. “Wa want you for batting,
iust as much as we want Vernon for
Low]ing.“

“He can't bow] !”

“*Bow-wow 1" )

“Wy sbsurd Swmithy,” said Hurres
Jamset Ramm Singh, “the huwl!‘uln?u
of the ludicrous new chap it termbe.’ .

“Pon't talk silly rot. you black ass!

“Vernon's as good a bowler as
Inky,” said Bob. “You could sea that,
as well as anvbody else, Smithy, only
you jelly well dou't choose to.”

“You're backing up that cad against
me 1" said Vernon-Smith, his face crim-
son, and his voice trembling with rage.

“1 tell you, we've nothing to do with
our faomnly rows,” exclaimed Harry
{’Fhartun, impatiently, “aud if you
want to know, Smithy, it's jolly bad
form to be on mraqging terms with a
relation at school. Vernon’s wul]rmg to
keep the peace—why can't youf i

“Vernon bars you, without yelling it
out st tha top of his voice,” said
Johnny Bull. “Can’t you bar him
without telling the world 7™ y

“Take my name out of that list,
Wharton !” shouted the Bounder.

“an't ba done” Wharton shook his

it ous ™
]

head again. “We want you, Smithy!
Have s little sensel You'd rouse no
end if you weren't wanted. You'll be

glad on Wednesday that your name's
m. You don’'t want to mooch about
with your hands in your pockets while
other fellows are playing ericket.”

“] won't play in the same team with
that cad !

*Rot!”

“Well, I mean it 1" hooted the Boun-
der. “If vou leave name in along
with Vernon’s, you'll have to find an-
other man at the last minute.”

“Well, 1 can do that, at & pinch!

Plenty of men in the Remove! Dut
ou'll think better of it later !’ said
{Vhaﬂnn. soothingly. .

“] say, you fellows!” squeaked Billy
Bunter, from the passage.

“Shut up, Bunter "

“But I =ay, here comes Vernon.”

The Bounder, in the doorway, swung
round. S

Bertie Vernon, the new junior in the
Greyfriars Remove, was coning up the
passage from the landing, ;

Vernon-Smith gave his cousin and
double & deadly lock. y

Like as they were, so like that i was
not easy to tell them apart, they did
not resemble one ancther at the pre-
went moment so much as usual.

Tig Maaxer LIBRART.—NO. 1,634,
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Bertie Vernon's face. exactly like the
Bounder's in every [eature, was very
aitfvrent in expression—its coul. rather
disdainful calnes: contrasting with
the crimaon rage 10 Smithy's

Bertie raised his eyebrow: shightly,
as he passed the enraged Bounder, and
want into the study

The Bounder cienched his fist. as his
cousit &nd double passed him, as if
wure than half disposed o biv out at
that disdaintul face.

*You rotten cad,” he said. between
his reeth, “so you've barged into the
eleven now, you pu&hin%letn-ulsl.d&r.'”

“Have [7" drawled rtie Vernom.
Even his voice was exactly like the
Bounder’s save for that lazy drawl
“First I've heard of 1t.”

*['ve %ﬁ'nur name down for High-
clife on nesday, Vernon ! said the
captain of the Remove,

“h, good ™

“And mine's gpoing to be left out!"
snarled the Bounder.

Bertie Vernon started,

“Is that 30, Wharton?” he asked,
quickly. * Look here, I'm. pretty keen
to play .in the matches, if you dunk I'm
%uul:l enough: but I’d rather uor take

srnon-Smith’s place—-"

“ Nothing of the kind,” said Harry.
* You're both im—we want Smithy for
batting. as much as we wamt you for

bowling.™
“Then whatr—"
“Oh, Smithy's got his back up. that's

all I said Bob. “One of Bmithy's lirtle
ways! He'll get it down agein all
right.”

“['ve told Wharton,” shouted the
Bounder, “that 1 won't play in the
satne team with a pushing cad and s
rank outsider.”

“(Oh, i1s that it ™

- Vernon shrugged
his shoulders.

“1 might have guessed

that you were making a fool of
yourseif,”

“You barging cad r

*Would you mind shouting n &t

soma other study?™  asked ernon,
“This is my study, as well as Whar-
ton's, you know—and I don't like it,”
“What have you barged into my
school at all for? shouted Vernon-
Smith. “Qouldn't your poverty-
stricken uncle—Captain  Vervon—iind
some other school for you? Who's
aying your feces here, you worm?
our uncle's half-pay won't run to it1”
“That's enough, Smithy!” said
Harry Wharton. “Get out! You
can't talk that stuff here! Get cut of
the study !
“T'll tell that cad what I think of
him and his precious uncle before I

go-—

“Yon won't =say another word!”
snapped the captein of the Remove.
“Barge him out, you fellows!” X

“R and willing 1" growled
Johnn nll.

And the Famous Five barged ro-
gether, and Vernon-S8mith wem back-
wards into the Remove passage. E

He landed there with a crazh on his
back.

The door of Study No. 1 shut on the
angry Bounder. .

““He, he, he ' chortled Billy Bunter,
blinking at Smithy through his bi
spectacies as  the Bounder sprawle
and spluttered for breath. "I say, you
fellows, what a wallop! He, he, he ™

The Bounder staggered to lis feet.

‘He turned towards the door of
Study No. 1, evidently with the
thought in his angry mind of rushing
in and hitting out right and left; but
that was rather a hopeless propositioh,
and he turned away.

“ FHe, he, he I"—from Bunter

Smack !

“ YVaroooooh I reoared Bunier, *Owl

Why, vou beast, wharrer you smacking

wy head for, vou rotter? I didn't
chuck you out of the study, did 17

Vernon-Bmith tramped up the pas

to his own study, went wto Study

MNo. 4, end slammed the door with a

slam that rang the lengih of the
Remove passage.
Billy ]Euntﬂr was left rubbing s fat

head, and the other fellows chortling.

THE SECOND CHAFPTER.
No Bullseyes For Bunter !

& RRRGH I
Billy Bunter gurgled.
It was next morning, in class,
Billy Bunter did mot mean to
gurgle. Gurgles were quite out of
place in the Hemove Form room. He
gurgled involuntarily.
It was Mr. Quelch’s fault
Bunter’s fat hand had groped in a
sticky pocket and a:trmtas a bullseye
from a bag. That bullseye had been
conveyed surreptitiously to Bunter's
capacious mouth; then &uelﬂh"a gimlet
eyea shot round at him, and the fat
Owl of the Remove was so startled .that
he almost swallowed that bullseye
whole.
Naturally he choked = little.

“Urrgh|” gurgled Billy Bunter,
“Gurrgh 1

“Bunter I rapped the Remore
master.

“Wurrggh 1*

"Are you eating tofee in class,
Bunter 7™

“Oh, no, sir 1™ gas Bunter, “I1—

I chook-chook-choked a—a little, sir!
I—I've got a bit of a kik-kik-cough,

gir] Urrgh 1"

“Be silent, Bunter”

“Yes, sir! Urrgh!t™

Bunter gave a last gurgle and con-
trived to silent. Que!n had a aus-

gicimla—-_—a very suspiciouz—eye on him,
muggling tuck inte the Form-room
to be consumed in class was very much
against the rules—and it was one of
the fat Owl's most frequent sing

Roman history might or might not
be beneficial, but Bunter pueferred
bullseves, Quelch, 1n the Form-room,
expected fellows to concentrate on the
lesson. That was the sort of thing a
schoolmaster did a:geet

Bunter, being in happy possession of
bullzseyes, naturally preferred o con-
centrate on bullseyes, :

However, for the next ten minutes
Bunter exercised wonderful self-con-
trol, and the bag of bullseyes remzined
untonched in the sticky pocket

It was really rough on Bunter. He
had found that bag of bullseves in
Skinner's study during break. Unfor.
tunately, break wes just at its end
when Bunter made that happy dis
covery. He had had hardly time o
bolt two or three when the bell rang.

Tt was a large bag of bullseyes; it
bulged in Bunter's pocket. It was &
feast of the gods—if only Bunter could
gel at 1t :

Leaving it till after third school was
impossible—to Bunter. In third school
he -gave little attention to the worda
of wisdom that fell from his Form-
master’s lips, but he gave a great deal

of attention to his Form-master; he
watched him, in fact, like =8 eat.
Every time was

?ﬂelch's attention \
elzewhere a bullseye was popped into
Bunter's mouth. L

Now Quelch was suspicious.

It was just like him. He alwars
seemned to be suspecting Bunver of
scoffing tuck in class. It was fearfnlly

unjust, but thera it was|



O] L

v
L]

p LT TUE P

ETERY SATURDAY

I

Blinking through the interstices of the sereen, Billy Bunter watched the ragger up-end the inkstand over the pyramid of books

and papers on Mr. Quelch’s desk.

Ten minutes was a long time for
Bunter to refrain from bullseyes when
he had a large supply in his pocket,
Flesh and blood could not stand more
than that—not Biily Bunter’'s flesh and
blood, at any rate

A sticky paw slid again into a sticky
pocket; & sticky bullseve was conveyed
mto his mouth—and he had hardly
landed it theres when Quelch's eyes shot
round again,

“Bunter " rumbled Mr. Quelch.

** (sroovoogh 1

“ Bunter, you greedy, disgusting boy,
you are eating toffee in class!” ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch.

“Urrgh! I haven't any toffee about
me, sirl” gasped DBunter. That was
true enough; 1t was not toffee, it was
bullseyes.

“ Bunter, stand out before the Form
and empty vour pockets at once ! ex-
claimned Mr. elch =ternly.

Bunter sat dizmayed.

Handing over that bag of bullseyes
was a ut.*.ﬂ.;uilhn‘u;;I bloaw. Thera wera

ag

dozens of bullseyes in  that baog,
Bunter's fat han rasped it in las
trouscrs pocket, with a wild idea of

dropping 1t under the desk before he
wont put, and thus saving it from
discovery.

But that was futile. Quelch was sure
to apot it

“Dao you hear me, Bunter?'” rapped
Ar. Queleh.

T, i'ea. gir!™ groaned DBunter.
“.Hk” [—I-=I really haven't any tofice,
Bir.”

“Yaou will stand out befora the Form
at once.™

“Yos, sir!” groansd Bunter.

He heaved himself to s feet: he
movied slowly along the end of the
tlusks. Then he had a brilliant in-
spiration.

Lo stumbled and Ffoll against =
fellow sitting ot the end of & form.

It was Berue
junior. ,

Stumbling against him, Bunter cun-
n;n%i}' shoved the bag of bullseyes into
his hand.

“Mind that!” he breathed.

“ Bunter 1

“0Oh, ves, sir] I—I caught my foot,
sir——"

“You clumsy, stupid boy, if you
persist in wasting the time of the
clags——""

*0Oh, ves, sir—I mean, no, sir!*

Bunter rolled on—leaving the bag of
bullseyes in the hand of the astonished
now junior.

Bertie Vernon frowned. Ile had no
desira whatever to have anything to
de with Bunter or his bullseyvis, or to
be made use of by the astuie fat Owl,
But any fellow was really bound to
play up in such ecircumstances, and he
sat holding the bag of bullseyes, his
hand on the foun beside him, mentally
rezalving to kick Bunter after class.

Bunter rolled out o face his Form.
master full of confidenee.  He had no
contraband poods abowt him now.

Mr. Quelch frowned at him portent-
ouslyv. The sticky state of DBunter's
large mwouth and fat fingers told its
own tale,

“Fampty  yewr  pockels  ar onee,
Buuter I he rapped. “I will not
allow this greediness, Bunter! 1 shall
cotifi=cale  whatever  swoertments Yo
have brought iuto the Form-room!
D™

“1—1 haven't—" gasped Buantoer.

“ 1 vou do not turte oul vour pockets
thie: ttestant=——"" rumhled Mr, (\J_'ur']:_-h.

Bieviter tnvned themn ot

Sotlune of a  contraband  neture
ciome o light.,  Fveryvihing that dia
coane to light was rather sticky, bt
thore was noithing catable

Mo Baees o the MHemoave wores grin-
ping. About half the Form guessed

Vernon, ithe new

“ Oh crikey !*" gasped the fat Removite, his knees knocking together as he watched.

how Bunter had got rid of the guilty
pods—three or four follows her,e:iB seon

s action. They wondoered whether
Quelch had, It was about a hundred
to one that Quelch would  tumble.
Quelch was a downy bird!

For a moent or two the Remove
master seciied puzzled,  Bunter obwvi-
ously had been seolling tuck.

Then the gimlet eoyes
Bertie Vernon.

“Vernon!" rapped Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sirl”

“Bunter stumbled against you. Did
he pase vou anvthing when e
stumbled " inguired  Mr.  Quelch
grimly,

All eves turned on Vernon's flusiued
Face.

Theé Dounder grinned maliciously.

Thar cousin of his was in hisa Forine
masier's good books !

Like as they were in looks, they dif-

turned on

fereed in ways and tastes. Bertie
Vernon never blageged like the
Bounder—he unever ragged in class,

and he was alwevs o careful and atten-
tive pupil. Quelch was known to have
a goodl opinion of him. It amused the
Bounder to think of him getting into
a row in Forin—which, so far, had not
happened.

Bertie did not veply immediately
It was rather a difficult position for
him—with Bunter's bag of bullseyes in
his hand !

“* Answer e, Vernon rapped Mr.
Queleh, much more sharply than he
generally spoke to that well-conducted
new boy.

“Ie=l=—I never, sir!” oxclaimed
Billy Bunter. “1 never had any bulls-
eves, gir, and I never handed them to

LR 1]

..llrl_"' YT, .E.Er '

“You obiuse bov, bhe silent!
Vernnn, hand me at onee whot Bunter
Tug Maoxer Lisrany.—No, 1,654,



6

passed to you !” exclaimed Me, Quelch.
In silence Bertie rose and handed over
the bag of bullseyes.
Billy Bunter's eyes followed 1t mourn-
fully as Mr. Quelch took it and placed
it on hia desk.

“You will take a hundred lines,
Yernon IV said Mr. Quelch.
“Very well, sir!” said Vernon

quietly, and he went back to His place.

“Bunter, you will take a hundred
lines also ™

“Y-p-e-s, sir! M-m-may I have my
bullseyes after class, sir?™

“You may not, Bunter1”

“0Oh lor' 1™

Bunter rolled back to his place sad
and sorrowful. The hundred lines did
not worry him so much as the loss of
the bullseyes. That was a fearful blow !

I}urirg the remainder of third school
the fat Owl gave less attention than ever
to Roman history. His eyes wandered
continuglly to the qu of bullseyes
reposing on Mr. Quelch’s desk. That
hn%drew his gaze like & magoet.

hen the: Remove were dismissed
Bunter lingered,

“Ilf—if you pleasze, sir—" he stam-
mered,

“ Well 3

Me. Quelch rapped out the word like
& bullet,

“M-m-may I stay in to write my
finea, sir 7" asked Punter.

Mr. Quelch looked quite astonished
for & moment. No fellow with lines
had ever been known to be eager to
get going on theni—especially Bunter,

But the next moment he guessed that
one, 5o to speak ! Bumnter was not keen
to get on with his lines! He wanted
1o s1ay in the Form-roomn—where the
bullseves were !

Mr. Quelch smiled—a grim smile !

“1f vou desire 1o stay in the Form-
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room and write out your lines hofore
dinner, Bunter—" he said.

il  Yes, sir!” pgasped Bunter
eagerly

“Then you may do sol’” said Mr.
Queleh.

“Oh, thank you, sir!”
Bunter rolle happ:i;lf back to his
desk ! There he waited for Quelch to

leave the Form-room after his Form.
Quelch did so—picking up the bag of
bullseves from his desk as he wentl
Bunter’s ha;;-py rin faded.
ter

He gazed a is Form-master in
horror.
“Oh erikey!” he pgasped, as Mr.

Queleh disappeared with the bag of

bullseyes in his hand |
Quelch was pgone! The bullseyes
were gone | Billy Bunter was left with

feelings too deep for words—and a
hundred lines to write before dinner |

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Mysterious !
i ET3, Smuthy$”
N LEY Nﬁ ] rF
T o mn Redwing, the
Bounder's cbhbum, locked =

littla worrred.

There was plenty of time belore class
that afternoon for & spot of cricket
practice, and most of the Hemove
cricketers were keen enough on it

Vernon-Bmith was heading for the
bike-shed, however, when Redwin
called to him. He did not stop, an
Tow cut siter him and joined him.

TNot going out?” he ashked,

“"Why not? Lots of time o run
down to Uncle Clegg’'s in Friardale
and back,” answered the Bounder

“It's the Highcliffe mawch 1o
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morrow, Smithy, and a spot of practiea
never <oes any fellow hamn.  Whar-
ton will axpect——"

“He can expect what he likes 1"

The Bounder glanced round at a
group of fellows in flannels at a dis
tance. Harry Whearton, who was
nn_mmi them, waved a hand to him; a
friendly, beckoming sign that Smithy
did not heed.

*“That cad Vernon isn't going down
to the nets,” he remarked,

“Isn't he? said Tom,
round.

The Bounder grinned sourly.

“I've noticed that he's in his study
doing his lines, He bagged & hundrved
from Quelch this morning, fm-.: know.
for trying to hslp Bunter pull the wool
over 611-& ch's eyes.”

“It was hardly that, S8mithv! He
could hardly hg]p that fat ass dragging

him into it—"

“0Oh, chuck it! Don't I know that
he never does any wrong?” sneered the
Bounder. “Deon't I know that I'm
everything that's bad, and that worm’s
everything that’s good! Don't tell nme
all over again.”

“1 don’t like the chap very much,
Smithy, but I can’t see all the harmn
in bim that you do.”

“No harm in him at all!” sneered
Smithy. *“Isn't he a desr little Erie
who loves his kind teschers? Never
been in a row in the Form.room yet,
alter two or thres weeks 1n the school—
only had some detentions, end that was
for doing a ﬁﬁﬂd turn to a fellow he
disliked—as he made out, at least!
Dear chap! Now he's grinding out his
lines, right on :he spot, to have then
done in good time for Quelch—to show
what a dear, dutiful, respectful boy he
1! Paht”

Redwing =miled,

“If 1t's a fault in & fellow to get his
lines done, instead of leaving thew
!mugmf about till the last mmute, |
hope shan't ever have any worse
faults,” he said. *“But never mind
Vernon. old fellow, Get into fRaunels
and coine along—you can go for & spin

any time”

“Oh, I've a special reazon this
vise 1" sneered Smithy. " Anyhew, |
shan't be playving Higheliffe to-morrow
if that tmt)‘ plays [

“Thats urter rot!” said Redwing
sharply.

“1 wean i, rot or not! I wouldn't
be found dead in the same teamn with
i, Btill, he may not play after all 1™
taid 1the Bounder, with & peculiar gleam
i his eyes, Y You nevér can tell—and
there’s often a slip "twixt cup and lip !
Dear old Queleh may give him avother
detention, for all we know."

*Not likely ! Ia will be }j::-ii:_: careinl
10 keep 1o-morrow safel” said Red-
wing. “Ie's keen encugh to play iu
the eleven,”

“"He might do something fo pay
Quelch out for those lines in third
school,” suggested the Bounder. * He
might get copped at it.”

“MNot at all likely! He's got rather
a sulky temper, like—I mcan——>=>"
Hebwang stammered,

“ Like his relation Bmithy~—~vou ean
cough it uwp ! sneerced the Bounder,
“"Yes, we've fearfully alike”

“Well, be's got rather u  wulky
tensper, bt he's not ass or malicious
envugh to think of doing anvthing of
that kivd,” sald Redwing, "Whar on
earth’s put such an idea into vour ming,
Soithy 7 11's quite unlikely.™

The Bounder laughed.

* Unlikely things have happrucd he.
fore now.” he zaid, 1 feiey he feels
ratty about Quelch comiug down on him
e Form."

glaneing



“Oh, rot!” said Redwing, uneasily.
Ha did not understand the sardonio,
mocking expression on the Bounder's
faca, but it gave him a va;ﬁa feeling of
uneasiness. “ Here comes Wherton," he
added as they reached the bike-shed.
“He wante you to join up, S3mithy."

“He can want!”

Harry Wharton came up, s little
breathlesaly.

“Not going out, Smithy!” he ex-
claimed. “Come down to the cricket,
old bean—Inky's ready to 'give you
some gooed bowling! That cousin
vours won't be there this time, if that’s
what's worrying you—he's grinding out
lines in the study."

“I've got to call at Uncle Clegg’s in
Friardale,” said Smithy. “Hea's
some of I}En-stia.'i home-made toffee-
up'PIEn for me.™

I should think that ecricket came
before toffee-apples!” said the captain
of the Bemove drﬁlj.

“You can think what you like, of
course! You think that cad Vernon
can play cricket! No objection to your
thinking any silly rot that comes into

your silly headV )

Harry Wharton gave him a look and
turned and walked away sgain with-
out replying.

Redwing coloured unﬂumfurl:nb]];.‘ and
the Boundeér gave a sneering laugh,
He was the fellow to take full advan-
tage of his value as a member of the
Remove eléven. The captsin of the
Remove did not want & row with his
best batsman just before one of the
most important fixtures of the season.

Vernon-8mith went into the bike-shed
and wheeled out his machine.

“Look here, Smithy,” said Tom Red-
wing “wyou'd better ohuck it—->

(11 ﬂ.tﬂ l:ll

"“Well, if you're going out, I'll come
along.” said Tom. *Wait till I get my
jigger ¥ ]

“My dear ass, you're not gowng to
cut nats, to bike down to the village!
You've just been sdvising me not to.”

“I'm not in the eleven,” said Tom.

“YTou may be some day, if you stick
to practice like & good, ecareful,
assiduous lad!” said the Bounder
gravely. “Take my cousin Vernon for
a model—not me 1" —

Tom Redwing compreszed his lipa.

“Does that mean that you don't want
my company, Smithy?” he asked
quietly.

“What s brain!” said the Bounder
n&miringly. “How do vou guess these
thinga ¥’

“Then I may as well get along to the
cricket——"

“ Quite 1M ,

Redwing left him with that, and the
Bounder whealed his machine out into
the road ]

MNear tha school gates three Fifth
Form fellows were standi ker,
Potter, and Greena. Coker was talkin
—his usual state. Smithy heard Coker’s
loud voice, as he mounted his jigger.

“When wo wera at Venice, in the
Easter hole—— Oh!” Coker broke off
suddenly as the Bounder, riding by,
reached out, and tipped bis hat over his

eyel

F'.'}ﬂke: of the Fifth spun round in
amazement and rage. He glared at the
junior on the bike, almost speechless
with wrath. It was almost uni n-
able to Horace Coker of the Eixith
Form that & Remove fag could, or
would,- venture to tip his hat in passing.
“By gum ¥ gasped Coker.

He made a fierce rush after the
oyolist.

The Bounder pedalled down Friar-
dale Lane, launghing, But he did not
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go fast—he gave Coker a chance of hop-
ing that he could run him down.
nﬁnavam that Bmithy was. pulling his
leg, Coker of the %‘it’th rushed in
pursuit,

Potter and Greene were left grinning.

For about & hundred yards, S8mithy
kept jusi ahead of Coker.

oker raged behind, going sll out.

Then Smithy suddenly drove hard at
his pedals, and shot awidy. He releseed
one hand from the handlebars to look
back snd wave it ut Cokér; then he shot

of 8way down the lane dand disappeared.

Coker of the Fifth, breathless with sx-
ertion and wrath, turned back. Even
Coker’s solid brain ‘realised that he had
no chance of running down a cyclist
going at top speed.

Smithy, grinning, rode on fast. But
he did not ride on to Friardale village.
Once out of sight of the school, he
jumped down and wheeled his bike
through a gap in the hedge, into the
meadow behind.

Bmithy’s next proceedings would have
puzzled any Remove fellow who had ob-
served them.

He parked the bicycle carefully in.the
midst of & clump of willows, completely
concealing it from sight. Then, on foot,
he cut across the mgadow at & run. Five
minutes later he was climbing » fence
that gave ingress into the kitchen
gardens behind the school buildings.

Herbert Vernon-8mith had left three
fellows—Wharrton, Redwing, and Coker
of the Fifth—in the belief that he had
ridden away from Greyfriars to go
down to Friardale, If any of the three
thought of him further, they thought of
him as being st the village.

But 8mithy was not at the village, or
anywhere near it. Smithy was ali_pﬁing
into the House by & back-door—with in-
taﬁimm that were known only to him-
gelf.

THE FOURTHE CHAPTER.

5till No Bullseyes For Bunter !

Y BAY, you fellows I”
“ Clorme on, Bunteri{®
“Tht Wherat"
“Cricket 1” said Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

Billy Bunter was not, apparently,
thinking of ecricket. HHe was, as a

er v
matter of fact, thinking of something of
il reater 1m rianée thnan cricket.
h great port th cket

“Yes, come on, old fat man!” said
Harry Wharton. “A spot of cricket
will shake down those fifteen helpings
of pie st dinner. 'Or was it sixteen?”

“Oh, don’t be & funny assl” said
Bunter peevishly., “'Tain’t compulsary
to-day—wharrer you going to games
praotice for 1"

“"Ha, ha, ha 1"

" Blessed if I gee anything to cackle
atl I say, you fellows, I want some of
you to back me up1” said Bunter. *'I
say, old Quelch 1z triekling about the
quad with Prout—he won't be in his
atud%l I'll go halves !

“Which 1*

“You know the rotten trick Quelch
played on me after third school !’ said
the fat Owl, with deep indignation. “I
asked him to let me stay in and do my
lines, you know, thinking that he was

ping to leave my bullseyes on his desk.
Te let me, and then walked off with
the bullseyes—" :

“Ha, ha, hal®

“Do you think that’s funny 7" howled
Buntar. “There was I, stuck in the
Form-room, writing linea till dinner—
and my bullseves in Quelch’s study e

“Ha, ha. hal” reared the Famous
Five. They scemed to think it funny;
:‘f}gughththe sggrieved fat Owl evidently

10 Tk
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“Well, they're thers now,” said
Bunter  esgerly. "“Any Hlow o2ld
nip in sand bag them. Nobody sboel »
hardly 8 man n-the House! I'd out in
myself only Quelch might guess it was
me. He would never guems that it was
one of you fellows. I'll go halves wits
the fellow who gets those bullseyes back
for me Which of lyﬂu fellows will go1”

“The whichfulness is terrifiol”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ask next door!” gritined Bob
Cherry

“I've asked Toddy, and he, silly ase,
says he's going to.the netz—and Russell,
too—he said the same—

“And so-sav all of us[” said Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“ Ask Skinner,” wsuggested Frank

ugent. 8 won't ing anything
N o - | 't be doi thin
but loafing about——"

“Well. I don't want to ask Skinner

—he might know the bag—-"

“Wha-a-t 1"

#]=I—1 meaan—"

“0Oh, my hst!"” roared Johnny Bull.
“I heard Bkinner asking Snoop 8?]2
Btott if they'd wolfed the bullseyce-ki
left in his siu

o * follo ain’d

I say o . th
Skinner's i:ulfm_-,ral 1" exolai e?\ Buntér
hastily. "I never found them in his
study in break. I never went near his
study, I. waa in the tuckshop at the

time—"" . .

“At the time you etole Hkinner's
bullseyes from the studyi” wssked
Nquem,

" Yer—I mean, no! I aay, fellows
—keep that bat awsy, Bob Cherry, you
gilly ?a.th&ndw—-- Owl Will you keep
that bat away? Yow!| Keep that bat

away, you blithering—— Yow, whoop I
Bﬂ]jﬁﬂuntﬂr retreated out of r_anl.::!h,
and the Famous Five went on to cricket.
= tBeuﬂta " hooted Bunter, as they
went,

And the fat Owl rolled back inte the
House, None eof the Famous Five, it
waa clear, was going to take that con-
fiscated tuck from Quelch’s study—to be
rewarded with halves in Bkinner's
bullseyes |

Bunter rolled away to Masters'
P&maﬁe.

Really, it was safe a8 houses to bag
thote bullseyes. Nobody was about,
It was & glorious June day, and every-
body. or nearly everybody, was out of
doors.

No fellow wae likely to ba indoors
if he could help it in such weather. The
keenest beak was not anxious for classes
to begin. Probably not one of the
masters was in his stud ertain
Quelch was not, for Bunter had spott
him walking in the quad with Prout,
the master of the Fifth.

The only dengerwaa that when Quelch
missed the confiscated tuck, he waz sura
to think of Bunter at cnoe.

On the other hand, that danger was
not great, for though 311&]1:11 Wway BUTO
to think of Bunter and gquestion him,
Bunter was prepared to state in reply
anything but the truth.

unter and the truth had long been
strangers, and in such cireumstdnees
were not likely to strike up an scquaint-
AITCO.

The fat Owl paused at the corner of
Masters' Passage. Not & soul was mn
sight—the coast was absolutely clear.

Hea rolled up the passage, whipped
into Mr. Queleh’s study, and shut the

door Then he ducked. _
The window was wide open. There

was perii of being spotted from the

guad=—where Quelch was,

The sill was high; ﬂp‘!&’ very tall
fellowa could have seen into the study
in gaaa_mg. _But Quelch was very lanﬁthr.
and his gimlet eyes were very keen.
Tae Maaxer Lmriry.—~NO. 1,634,
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Billy Bunter had to be very careful not
te be spotted if theee gimlet eyes hﬂ?-
pened ‘to  turn  towards that sbudy
window.

BEweping his fat head ducked low, the
Owl o 31& Remove blinked over the
table through his big spectacles in
sealch of the bullseves.

As Queleh had taken them awey from
the Form-icom and gone to lis study
‘with the bag in his hand, Bunter natur-
ally expested te find them there.

But the bag of bulleyes was not
vimble

He blinked over the table in vain. He
blinked over a desk—he blinked at
E:;trl[ shelves. He breathed hard and

“Phgu was that bag of bullseyes?

It seemed impossible—to Bunter—that
Quelch could have thrown it away.
Could _a::srimd in his senses throw away
a hl%:{ bullseyes? It was an awful
thought=—Bunter refused to ontertain
it. The bullseve: were somewhere—he
only had to find them.

Bunter had intended to be less than a
mijiute in that study. A mioute wonld
have been enough to grab & bag of balls-
eyes from the table, and seoot.

He bad expected them to be visible at
once. Bur the visibility was not. good.
Those bullseyes were invisible. After
t‘?lul.rter_uf an hour, Billy Bunter was
still rooting: wearily round Quelch’s
study for those hbullseyes,

_ “Beast 1" breathed Bunter, in deep
indignation and fury,

Either Quelch ha;i‘p;rked those bulls.
eyes in some very safe place, or else he

dible as 1t eeemed—chucked
them away.

Bunter was unwilling to go without
the bullseyes. On the other hand, there
was the danger of Quelch coming back
to the study. He was not likely to come
in much before class, perhaps—still, he
might. It would be simply awful to be
copped and whopped without even hav-
ing had the bullzeyes.

illy Bunter, still keeping his fat
head low, gave s last despairing blink
round the study. And as he did so there
was & footstep in the passage outside !,

EBunter jumped. !

* Quelch~—copped |1*

Those two awful words HAashed
through his fat brain! And he had
not even had the bullseyes!

“Ohk erikey ™ gasped Bunter.

He made one r:_:f" bound! Across a
corner of the study stood a screen—an
Indian wooden secreen, in three leaves,
The upper part was of carved filigree
work, and could be seen through. ut
the lower part was solid. Inm FEHE time
than 1t would have taken Bunter to eat
a jam tart he was behind that sorden,
erouching low, in the corner—just in
time, and safely out of sight as the
study door cpened [

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder's Rag!

ILLY BUNTER palpitated.

Ha was quite safe for the

moment.

Quelch, Tﬂr‘l?l likely, had only
stepped in for something or other, and
would step out -again. But it was
awful to think of Quelch, within a few
yards of him—and still awfuller to
think of Quelch's cane, lying on the
study table |

It would noet have been so awiul if
he had found the bullseyes! But it was
really fearful to be going through this
terrifying experionce for nothing! Tha

way of the trensgressor was un-
doubtedly hard !
Tae Macrer LiBEARY.—N0. 1,634,
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Bunter hardly breathed.

He could hear a sound at the study
table. His fat cars were pricked
like a Erightened fat rabbit's, to Hsten.
Bomebedy was fumbling with

apers on the Form-master’s table.

unter caught s sound of quick,
subdued breathing.

It struck him oddly that it did not
spund Itke Quelch! It sounded like
some fellow who had been moving in
a2 hurry, and was labouring under
excitement.

E'ﬂﬁ Bunter gave a start at that
thought ! Very likely it waan't Quelch
at all! Perhaps it was some other
fellow after those bullseyes!

It was. safe to take & squint thmﬁg'
the: upper part of the screen.
slits in the carved wood wera narrow.
By plm':inﬁ a fat face close to them
Bunter could ger a view of the study..

Cautiously the fat Owl reised a fat
head and blinked through the oarrow
interstices of the Indian screen,

Then his eyes gledied behind his
spectacles

He saw the figure at the table. It
was not Queich ! _

It was & Remove fellow !

But whether it was Herbert Veroon-
BSmith or his cousin and double, Bertie
VYernon, Bunter did not for the moment
know.

It was undoubtedly one of them;
but rthe short-sighted Owl found more
dificulty than other fellows o dis
tinguishing t"orher from which.

Whichever he was, the jumor was
not, clearly, looking for bullseyes!
That suspicion—npatural t©o Bunter—
vamished the next moment as he saw
the junior's occupation.

It was a rag!

Bunter was not the only fellow wheo
had obhserved that the study wax vacant
and the coast clear. Ancther fellow had
—and. he had butted in [or & rag ob
the Remove master |

Then the fat Owl had no doubt that
it was Smithy! Simnithy weas alwaye
ragging; Bertie Vernon never was

And the dark, bitter, sardonio look
ot the jumior's face was more like
Smithy's than Vernon's. Bertie looked
like that soinetimes, Smithy very often |

Billy Bunter quaked behind the
screen.

He was glad, certainlv. that it was
not Quelch | But it was a fellow ragging
Quelch—and the bare thought of ﬁing
mixed up in such & rag was terrifying !

Smithy unght like bearding the lion
in his den. Billy Bunier had no taste
for such perilous exploits !

He wished himself anvwhere but
where he was!

-Bunter maede no sound.

The minute that reckless fathead was
gone, Bunter was going to scuttle; and
nobody was going to know that he had
been in the study at alll Emi'g‘:!y was
practicaily sure to be copped. It
was not going io come out that Bunter
had been there at the time! That was
viery imporiant,

1i he showed up now the Bounder
would not chuck it. He would only
drag Bunter into the rag on Quelch.

Blinking through the interstices of
the sereen, Billy Bunter watched the
ragger at work,

n Queleh's table were a number of
books and several piles- of papers—
most of thern Form papers.

Smithy—if it was Smithy—was
gothering books and papers into s large
stack in the middle of the table.

He placed the inkpot from the ink-
stand on top of the stack—upside down !
Ink streamed oyer that pyramid of
books and papers | _

*Oh crikey " gacped Bunter, his fat

up

knees knocking togerher as he watched,

ﬂulg % mad ass like Smithy could
ever-hawe dreamed of a rag like that,
1 a beak like Quelch! It was tarrli;‘v-
ing—to Bunter—to wisualize Quelch’s
face when he came back to the study
and saw what had.been done!

Bunter heard a low chuckle.

ﬂ':iﬁrﬂmath‘ing back for his lines, by
gad 1 .

The fat Owl started.

Wasz it 3mithy, afrer all, or Vernon}
The rag was exactly in Smithy's style.
But Swmithy, though he wvery often had
lines, had had no lines that day,
Vernon had!

Amithy was not likely to avenge a
puiishineat handed out to the fellow he
barred. Ob—Billy Bunter's fat brain
jumped to.a startling. idea—did those
muttered words mean that Bmithy
expected Quelch to think that Veruagn
had done this, in yvetaliation for his
lines that moriing *

Which of the doubles was it?

Buuter could not make up his lat
nyind. was alniost sure that it wes
Smithy; but not quite.

The ragger's nexy proceeding mwade
Bunter bhink with ameazenient. He
wrepped towards the open window.

Bunter; in hiz explorationi. for the
bullseyes, had been very caveful to keep
his head ducked, lest he should be =een
from the quad. But the ragger was
weking no such precautions.

Eﬂmrdmi_a-t the window, full in the.
June sunshine, he looked out.

1T he was looking out to. see whether
Quelch was still out of the House, it
was & fearfully reckless proceeding.
For .Quelch, if he looked thav way,
could not fail to see him at the open
window,

Heally, the fellow was asking for it |

But as he stood in the sunzhine a1 the
window Bunter’s lingering doubt of his
identity was resolved at last

It was Smithy 1

Greyirinrs fellows had to wear dark
and inconsprcucus clothes, That rule
the Bounder cransgressed, just so far
as he could without being called 1o
order, his tastes being rather pro-
nouiced. :

The junior sranding in the bright
June sunlight st the window wore
striped trousers. They were dark
trousers, with & dark red stripe. The
partern was just about es loud as it
could bhe without the owner being
directed to discard those garmenta

They were Smithy's trousers! Bunter

knew thal. S0 the wearer thereof,
obviously, was Smithy |

Billy Bunter blinked ar i1hose
trousers and wondered whet the
Bounder was up to! He had bheen

standing at the window two or three
minutes—just as il he wanted 10 be
seen from the quad !

It was not merely asking for it—it
was begging for it! I he stood rthere
lowg enough s Form-master could not
fail to see him sooner or larer. It
seemed to Bunter that the fellow must
have pone cracked ro take such a rizk
deliberately, for nothing.

But suddenly the Bounder turned to
the window and shot across to the door,

S0 swifily was he gone that DBunter
hardly maj,i'sed for & momeut that he
was out of the study.

But he was gone—and it occurred to
Bunter that hizs =zudden Hight meant
that ha had been seen!

If that was so, Quelch would very
likely come in; he would want to know
what Herbert Vernon-8mith had been
up to in his siudy. At that thought the
fat Owl of the “i'iemmre squirmed out
from behind the screen and shot seross
to the door in his turn.,  The doore
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“ Time’s getiing on, Vernon-Smith ! ** said Harry Wharton. u In ten minutes' time your eousin has to go to the Head

with Quelech ! He's not going !

The Bounder stood sl

opened and shut again very quickly.

Smithy had already  vanizhed,
Nobody was in the passage! B
Bunter did not roll out by the ususl
way. If Queleh was coming in he did
not want to meet him ! Bunter toroed
into Head's corridor, tiplocd past tle
Head's study, and disappeared at the
other end.

Onee at a =afe distance, Billy Bunter
indulged 1n a fat clhiuckle. Smithy had
ragged Quelch—serve him jolly  well

';ﬁ:l, for bagging those Lullseyes!

Ten to one Smithy would be copped
—in fact. he most be f Queleh bad seen

him at the study widdiow ! That dud
not matler very much—ie Dunter !
Bunter hadio'l  ddone anything, and

nobody knew that Bunter had been in
the study a1 atl—so that waz all right !

Luckily, it wus only DBunier that
matrered !
THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Face At The Window !
R. QUERLCH slopped, and
M slarod.
Pacing in ihe quadrangle,

with Pront, Queleh was en
joring the pleasant sunshine and
balmy breeze of June, It was the
sight of a face looking frem his open
andy window that made the Remove
masier stop and stare.

Haviug siared, he staved a second
tng.

Herbart Vernon-Smith had no busi
ness in that study, No fellow had any
business there 1n hia Form-master’s
alsence, unless the master happencd to
1w+ absent when lines had been ordered
to be taken in, in which ease a fellow
ttad the right te enter, and lay them
v the table.

Vernon-3mith had
liver. His preseoce

e de-
siwly,

linies
Ty

1
L11]

therofore, required explunation.

Only too  well was  Mr. Quelch
acquainted with the Buonnder's ragging
propensifies.

The face st the window disappeared
—after Quelely had seen 1.

Prout was talking, az well as walk-
ing. M. Quelch ler i go on talking.
but steered himn in the diveclion of the
sindy  window. in order w glanee
within.

I the Bounder was still there. he
was going to make him explain what
e was doing there. If the Bonuder
had gone, he was going Lo ascertuii
what he had done—prabably something
mischievons  and  disrespectiol, 1
which case, it was very fortunate tha
Queleh had seen the face at the win-
dow, a3 it left no doubl az io the
idenrity of the culprie

Nevertheless, such a doubt  crossoed
Mr. Quelch's mind as he peregrinated
towards {hie window by the side of the

portly Prout, who moved to slow
tnod ion. .
IHe remembered  Vernon-Smiih's
double,

Possibly it was Vernon he had seen,
not Vernon-Smith.

In the Form-room GQuelch never
made o miztake befwoen the two. At
a distance, and especinlly in o briei
ghmpse, he had to adet {hat he
nright very easily have faken one for
ithe other.

If however, 1t was Vernon, he did
not swspect & rag.  Dertie Vornon was
s careful and orderly boy, quile unlike,
axcept in looks, hiz rowdy cousin in
the Farm. Moreover, i Vernon "had
doue las lioes, he had a veason for
having gone to the sludy.

True, Quelch had had to give him
lings that morning. But it was rather
rare. Lle had had, it was true, to de.
tain him for most of the half-holiday-
he had so far had at Greyfriavs, for

You ean do the decent tlﬂnﬁ and save him, or you can feave ittome ! Whichislt to be ? *
ent for a long moment.

a rag in extra IFrench. Neverthelesa,
suvee on that  one  oeeasion, DBertie
Yernon had beeu really a model mem-
ber of the Form, and Mr. Queleh had
often wished that his consin was mora
like hitn.  Teedewd, he hoped that
Smithy might take example by his
well-condueled cousing

Mr. Quelell stopped on the path
under Masters' Windows,  Leaving
Prout for a mwoment, he Jooked n at
the open window of his stndy.

The junior he had seen wasz gone.
e hed, in fact, been gons seversl
minutes. Ho had avother junior—a
fat one, of whese presence i the study
Guelcl had ne suspicion.

MNobody was in the study,

The Remove master glannced across
gt the teble. If the visitor had been

Voernon, he must have left his lines
thero. It would be like that orderly
and earcful bovy to get them done

compily, insicad of lesving bis impot
anging about, as a0 many careless fel-
lows dad.

Then Quolch jumped,

Ile saw no sign of an imposition on
the smdgﬂtahlﬂ, What le saw was a
{“rl].:'. of books and papers, surmounted
sy an upset inkpot. from which ink had
strcamed all over the pile.

“Upon my word!” gasped Quelch,

“My dear Quelch!”™ boomed Prout.
“1 was saying—""

“You will exeuse me, Prout. Some
thing has occurred in my study.”™

Queleh whisked away.

Ila went to the door of the THouss
with long strides.

At the door he came on Wingate

of the SBixth Form. Ile stopped.
“Wingate [
The Greyiriars coaptain locked
round.

“Will vou be good encugh to find
Vernon-Bmith of my Torm, ond send
Tie Magxer Tabsgany.——No. 1,633,
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him to my study?™ said Mr. Quelch.

*Certainly, sirl"

Queleh whisked into the Housa,

The prefect went to inquire for
Yernon-Smith.

A minute later the Remove master
wasd in his study,

He removed the inkpot.
ated the books and papers. All of
them were drenched with, ink. His
face was set and tense, his lips shut
hgrd as he did so, This was one more
act of disrem;lq-::t and defiance from the
mutineer of his Form—the junior with
whom he had more trouble then with
any other member of the Remove. But
for the face at the window, ha weuld
never have known—he would have sus-
pected—but there would have been no
reof. But that incauntious act had

trayed the oculprit—and he Lknew.
And the expression on Mr, Quelch’s
speaking countendnea told what Her-
bert Yernon-3mith had to expect when
Wingate brought him to the study:

He had to weit some time, e
oecupied it with a duster, cleaning the
{qu off ﬂl&dbﬂﬂh‘ a8 w;:fll' ;: he could,
is. anger deepening a eapening.

Wingate of th-an%ixth appeared at
the door at last To Mr. Queloh’s
annoyance and gurprise, he came
alone.

“IHave you not found Vernon-8mith,
Wingate 1" exclaimed Mr. Quelch,

“Ie seems to be out of gates, sir,”
answered Wingate, “T've inquired
tmun% the juniors and they tell me
that he went out on his bicyele soon
after dinner.”

That iz impossible, Wingate, as I
saw him in this study a few minutes
before I spoke to wou at the door!™
rapped Mr. Quelch. “That was
bardly ten minutes ago.™

“0Oh 1" ejacalated Wingate,

“"Less than a quarter of an hour a
Wingate, he was in thia study, and I
saw him through the open window
from the quadrangle. Ie was not
AWATre :;hntql saw him, no doubt. But
such is tha fact. Whoever has told
you that he went out after dinner has
spoken untruthiully. Who was it7"

*“Wharton, sir.”

“Wha-att"

“Redwing said the same, sir.

Mr. Quelch stoecd silent. Wharton,
his head boy, had not spoken untruth-
fully, he knew that. Neither had Red-
m“f{r )
“Where are Wharton and Redwing
now?" he asked. ]

YAt junior nets, sir. I went down
to look for Vernon-Smith there, and
them asked where he was. Wharton
said that he went out soon aiter
dinner: Bedwing suid about half an
hour ago.™

“He may, of course, have returncd
without their knowledge,” said Mr.
Quelch, " unlessg—""

A painful doubt struck him.

On seeing the havoc in bhis study
he had concluded, as 8 matter of
oourse, that it had been the Bounder's
work—thut 1t was the Bounder’s foce
he had seen ai the window. He
realised now that possibly that sus-

icion was unjust. What had been

one was like Vernon-Smith., It did
not seem like Vernon. On the other
hand, Quelch could not honestly say
which of the two he had seen at the
wirdow. If Vernon-Smith was out of
gatesr——

“Y¥You sce what has been done here,
Wingate I The Greyfriars captain
was staring at the inky books and
goa.pﬂ_ra on the inky table. “1 saw ihe

y in thie study. I certainly thoughs
that 1t was Vernon-SBmnith; but you are
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aware that there is another boy m my
Form—the new boy, Vernon—who i3

hiz relative, and closely resembles
him——"

“Oh, Eaa, gir 1"

“ At the distance, 1 could not speak
positively on the subject. Will you
ascertain, Wingate, if vwyou can,

n

whether Vernon-Smith returned to the

school after going out on his bicycle 1"
“ Immediately, sir!"

Wingate went away again, and Mr.
Quelch  resumed rubbing ink from
book covers, with a troubled expres-
sion on his face.

Vernon had had detention; that
morning he had had lines. Mr. Quelch
could not believe thet he had done
this. But it was a very unpleassnt
thought that he might be hurried inte
injustice by his opinien of Vernon-
Smith. Obvicusly, he bhad to be very
careful in this matter,

It was a quarter of an hour before
Wingate came back again.

“ Neither of the boyas has been seen
about the school, sir, from all that I
can hear,” he said. “ Yernon-Bmith’s
bicyole is still gone. 1 have looked
in - the bike-shed. A Fifth Form fal-
low, Cokar, says that Vernon-8Smith
patsed him going down to Friardale
spon after dinner. He tipped Coker's
hat, and Coker followed him some dis-
tance down the lane, but the junior

ut on speed and dropped him

ahind.”

o Ij.'; was not Yernon who Coker

“He thinks not, sir  Tipping a
senior's hat i3 & good deal move like
Vernon-Smith  than Vernon,” - eaind
Wingate, with a faint smile. “"But I
have ascertained that it could not have
been Vernon., He was 1n his gtudy,
writing lines,"

“¥You have seen him?”

“Yeg, sir. I went up to the Remove
studies. Vernon seems to be the only
Hemove boy indoors. He told me he
went up after dinner to get his hnes
dona, and haz not been out of the
Houss at all.”

Mr. Quelch glanced 2t his watch,

“It 1z only a guarter of an hour to
clasa now,” he said. “ Vernon-Smith,
if he is still out of gates, must return
very soon. Will you send bim to me
imunediate]ly he comes in, Wingate "

“Very well, sir!”

Wingate departed apgain,

Mr. Quelch was lelt looking more
worried and troubled than ever. Was
it Vernon-Simnith, or Vernon-Smith's
double, that e hid seen ac the study
window ! Quelch would have given a
good deal Lo know for certain,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bertie Is For It !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
wheeled in his bicyela and
raised his evebrows shightly at

_ the sight of a group by the

door of the Bike-shed.

Wingate of the Hixth stood there.
Tom Redwing was there, with a clonded
brow, Skinner and Snoop were there,
gnd Belsever major and EHazeldene,
Wingate was waiting for {he Bounder;
Hedwing was worried at the prospect
of his chum having landed in mora
irouble: Skinner & (n. were interested
ta know what the row was ahont,

“0Oh, hera von are!” said Wingate
grufily, as the Bounder appeared.

“l.ots of time for class, Wingate
gnywered Vernon-Smith,

“I know thatl Your Form-master
wants youw™

]?l‘

Smithy laughed.

*I haven't been out of bounds,” he
said Ilgh‘:‘:‘f'y, “QOnly a run down to the
village, Wingate| No good offering a
Sixth Form prefect a toffee-apple, I
suppose I

“Don't be & young ass! Tou've been
out for toffee-apples, have youi” eaid
Wingate, with a suspicious lock at the
Boundear :

“ Yes—Uncle Clegg's specials 1”

“ Well, let’s see them 1" said Wingate.
“If you've hrought in toffee-apples
from the village fuckshop that loocks—
Let's sea them anyhow.”

Vernon-83mith opened his saddle-bag
and took out a paper bag which he
demurely opened. It was stacked with
the delightful toffee-apples for which
that ancient gentleman, Uncle Clegg,
was famous, Evidentl Herbert
Vernon-8mith had been down to the
village.

“Well, put up your bike and come
alﬂng," said Wingate.

“O.KE.1 Like to take thia bag up to
mg stady for me, Bkinner? g(.-:'.-u
fellows. help yourselves, if you like
toffes-spples [ said Smithy.

He handed the gnpa: bag to Skinner
—and that youth, and Bnoop, and
Bolsover and Hazel prompily helped
themselves! It appeared that they did
like toffee-apples!

Redwing stood silent, watching his
chum, but his face had cleared. He
knew that Smuthy was suspected of
someithmg, but that trip to the
village was evidently genuina,

.. What's up, Reddy?” asked Vernon-
Sunth, as he came out after putting up
his machine, _

“Homething—1 don't know what "
answered Redwing. “1 faney some-
thing's happened in Queleh's study since
you went wukb”

“ And they Cpici: on mb I sneered the
Bounder. " Comung, Wingate [

He followed the prefect to the House.

Wingate gave him two or three keen
glances as they went. However, hs
satd nothimg, and they arrived st Mr.
Quﬁh‘.h‘ﬂ Bhud

“Here 18
Wingate.

*Thank you, Wingate !” The gimlet
eyes lixed on the Bounder. * Vernan.
=mnitn, wheve have you been gince
dinper ¥

“Teo Friardale, sir ?

“1 sthall require you to prove that
statement, Yernon-Smith.”

“Bome Remove fellows saw me po,
sir—Wharton and Redwing!l Coker of
the Fifth chased me down the lane !
said the Bounder coolly. " And Wingate
can tell you that I brought back a bap
-‘.:llE toffee-apples from the village tuck
shop.”

“'I'hat 13 the case, sir 1" said Wingate.

“¥You essert. that vou called at rthe
village shop, Vernon-Smith #*

" Yes, sir.”

“1 vrust,” said Mr. Quelch grimly,
“ilat Mr Clegp will bear out that
statement, Vernon-Smith.”

“1 think he will, if you ask him, rir!
I sat in his shop for at least ten
rminutes having some ices.™

Tha gimlet eyes seemed to bore
into the Bounder. He met Quelch™
penetrating gaze with perfect calmness,

Without spesking, Mr. Quelch turned
to Lhe felephone and rang up the shop
in Friardale., A minute on the tele-
nlione was enough. The Remove master
put up the receiver; having learned
from Uncle Clegg that Vernon-Smith
had called there, consumed ices, and
departed with a bag of toffee-apples.

There was a moment of deep silence
in the study. Then Mr, guq] spoke,

"You may go, Vernon-Bmith.”

“Yes, sir™

ernon-Smith, sir!"” eaid



The Bounder left the study. He
lingered for & moment, in the passage,
and heard Quelch’s voice again.

“Please send Vernon to me,
Wingate”

“Veary well, gir.”

The Bounder walked on. He went up
to the Remove passage—and heard
Wingate following lim up the stairs

As he passed study No. 1 in the
Remove he glanced in—the door was
openn and he saw the junior who was
60 like himself sitting at the table,
writing lines.

Bertie Vernon glanced up, a lock of
dislike crossing his face as he did so.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders
and walked on to his own study,
Study No 4.

Skinner & Co. wero there with the
bag of toffee-apples, and he joined
them.

A moment or two later Wingate of
the Sixth was looking in st the door of
Study No. 1, and rtie looked up
Again,

“Queleh’s sludy, at once [* said Win-
gate briefly. ) ] ]

“I haven't Gnished my lines!” said
Vernon. “They've not got to be
handed in before class, anvhow. At
least, Quelch didn’t say so.”

“It's not that; cut off I

“Well, what i3 it, then?” asked
Vernon, with a sullen look very like the
Bounder's a8 he rose from the table.
Sticking indoors, grinding lines, while
the other [ellows were at the nets, had
not improved his temper.

“1 dare say Quelch will tell you, if
vou don't know ! answeored ingate
deyly. “Anyhuw_ et off at once [¥

“Oh, all right 1”

Leaving his unfinished imposition on
the study tahle the new jumor left the
study and went down.

At the foor of the staircase a fat
figure rolled up to him and blinked at
him throngh a pair of big spectacles.

1 say. Smith * began Bunter,

“You fat ags|™

“Oh, really, Smithy! I say, I heard
a chap say vou'd got tollee-apples! 1
think you might whack out a tofice-
apple=—=*

*Oh. shut up, you blithering oyster [

ranted  Vernon, and he walked on,
ﬁ-m‘ing the fat Owl blinking. Being
taken for his counsin annoved Bertie
fully as much as it annoyed Bmithy.

“Well, of all the ili-teinpered beasts 1"
gronted the aggrieved fat Owl, Then,
as he blinked after Vernon he realized
that it was not Smithy ! Vernon was
weuaring dark grey trousers without o
stripe! "0h]l It's the other beast!”
grunted Bunter. And he rolled up to
the Remove passage to look for the
proprieror of toffee-apples.

Vernon tapped at Mr. Quelch’s door
and entered. Generally, the new
junior's manner was very -respectful
with lis Form-master—a contrast to
Smithy's, which always had a hint of
disrespect 1n it. But the new junior’s
face was a trifie sullen now.

He had had lines for next to nothing,
as he considered it. He had sat in (he
srudy  grinding them out when he
wantad to joan the other fellows at the
nets. Now he was called away before
his task was done—evidenily for trouble
of some sort.

Berrie Vernon's temper, little better
than Smnthy's, was under betrer contral,
But at the momwent 1t was less under
control thas usnal.

“Wingafe says vou want me, sirl”
ne zaid as curtly as he could venture to
spenk.

“] have sent for you, Vernon,” said
Mr. Queleh, in a deep voice. “You
peobably kuow Lhe veason I Ile waved
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a hand towardr the inky table and the
inky books and papers thereon.

Bertie stared at the inky collection.
Clearly something had happened in that
study. His glance returned to his
Form-master's stern face.

“1 don's know why you've sent for
me, sir,” he said, or rather snapped.
“I've nearly fnished my lines, if iv's
that."”

“I saw you in this stady, Vernon,
when you inked the books and papers
on my table I said Mr. Quelch sternly,

Vernon stared at him.

“I've not been in this study to-day [
he answered.

“I saw ¥ou through the open window
from the quadrangle, ernon.
must aduat,” went on Mr. Quelch,
“that as Brst I took it for granted that
it was your cousin that I saw—such an
act as this appearing more in keeping
with his character than with yours, But
I have ascertained definitely that
Vernon-Smith was out of gates at the
tune.” ;

“¥You never saw me 1n this study.™

“No doubt you were unaware of it,
Vernon., As it happened, I glanced
towards the window 1n passing at a
distance and saw you.”

“You did not see me!” said Bertie
stubbornly. ,

Mr. Queleh compressed his lips very
hard. The new junior answered sullenly
and snappishly, and seemed to have for-
gotten the use of the word *sir.”

“I am sorry that vou should pre-
varicate, Vernon!™ said Mr. Quelch
vory quictly. “Bay no more—1 will
not listen to you. J had formed s good
opinion of wou, Vernon, and BTl
gorry—deeply sorry—io zee that you
have yielded to malicious and revenge-
ful feelings. I should not have been
surprised at this in your relative—I am
surprised and shocked to find it in you.
You had given me a very different
impression,” - :

“1 have not been in this study——"

“Be silent! I regret, Vernon, that I
have no alternative but to report your
aclion to yvour headmaster, and requess
him to administer a Hogging.”

Bertie Vernon panted.

“1 tell you I digd not—"

I

“*But what—"

“The fooll The goat! The old
idiot 1"

After class that day. the Bounder was
pacing, or, rather, stamping about his
study with s black brow.,

Seldom, or never, had Redwing sesn
his ¢hum in so savage and bilter a
temper—used as he was to Smithy's
tantrums.

What the row was Tom could not
guess. He did not expect Smithy to be
concerned about the fact that his rela-
iive and double, Bertie Vernon, was
up for a Head's flogging. That
could hardly worry the Bounder. 8o
why he was stamping about and utter-
ing an endless tirade was quite e
mystery to Redwing.

“For goodness’ =zake chuck it
Sinithy 1" said Tom. at last. ™ It's not
decent to talk like that—there's a
limit! What has Quelch done, any-
how? You haven't been in a row that
I've heard of."

“The blithering old ass !

“*But what—"

“The potty old goat!” snarled the

Bounder, *“Last tume he gave him
detentionzs] He makes a favourite of
the brute! Who'd have thought that

he would pass him on to the Head for
a flogging? The poity old blitherer |

Redwing stnredpb!a.u}ziy. ]

Surprising as it was, it was the affair
of Bertie that had thrown Smithy into
this tantruml

“What the thomp da vou meani"
exclaimed Redwing. “Are vou going
to make out mow that you care two
straws whether the fellow is flogued
or not? He g’ﬂ!ly well deserves ir, for
what he did, from what I hear!"

E le 1”‘

“Well, I'm not ool enough to be-
licve that you carve whether your
cousin's fHogged or not! It's rather
late in the 5&3 for yvou to et up asan
affectionate relative " snapped Tom,

“Tyry not to be an idiot! The Head
can Hog his skin off for sll I care!”
snarled Vernen-Smith. “But whe'd
have thought it7 Fle makes a favourite
af the fellow—you know that—"

“1 don't, and vou don't!" :

“QOh, ghut up! I'd have banked on

“aitance ] At six o'clock I shall take
you to your headmaster—" {Continued on next page.)
:!ig'w]' you—"" _ =
ou maey now
ey itz 1| @ 1S Y our Future in the
Jome here at six
o'clock! Now gol” m
lock! Nowgo ' | I IKIKT AIIR ?
hitn with fAashing :
eves Unly too Intellizent young men required for training as Air
clearly he found ir Mechanics (no experience required) for the FLEET
hard to check the AIR ARM, age limits 174 to 25. Interesting, pro-

angry words on his

1p 5. But he
checked them, and
left the study,
breathing rage—
leaving g‘[ r. Queleh
with the umpression
that the relatives in
his  Form  were,
after nll, alike not
only in looks [

THE
EIGHTH CHAPTER. |

High Words !

M g HE old
l fool 1™

“Who?”
asked
Redwing

Leith 4t.

ar werite oo

Toin
guietly,
“That old goat

?Iti‘rl{'-ll 2 snacked |
tha Bounder. |
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d;fﬂt'f?ﬁm“" and pow—— Uh, tha olo

“Oh!™ A light dawped on Tom's
mind, “You mean, if Vernon bad got
detentions, he might have .besn out of
the cricket to-morrow ! 1 dere say ha'd
rather have the flogging than cut the
Highcliffe match 1

“] dare say_ he would!” snarled
Qmithy. “But I wouldn’t! T'd never
have dreamed that Quelch would come

down heavy like this on his dashed
favourite."

“Well, what he did—"

“(Oh, dou't talk rot 1™

“ Haven't you heard what he did?"

asked RBedwmng, "It seems that he
sneaked down to Quelch’s study, when
he was making out that he was doin

hig: lines, and inked his books  an
P BI"E ¥
Oh, chuck it, you dummy !*
“Waell, that's what he did—and

Quelch happened to spot him from the

quad.” said Rﬂdwini;, “And I tell
yan, Smithy, it's joHy lucky for you
that a good many fellows ﬁnﬂw t

w were at Friardale at the time—

elch might have thought—in fact, 1
jolly well believe he did think at first
that—="

*Idiot 1™

*1 know they were inquiring after
you, anyhow,” said Redwing: " It's

retty plain what Quelch thought at
rst‘-u

“Dummy 1 Do shut up talking rot 1"

Redwing was silent, and the Bounder
continued to move restlessly about the
study, Tom could understand easily
enough that 1t would have gratified
Smithy had his double got a detention
for the meorrow—the date of the High-
cliffe mateh. Quelch had dealt” more
severely with the culprit than Smithy
had expécted him to deal. Still, that
hardly explained the Bounder's bitter

and annovance,

The door of Btudy Ne. 4 was thrown
open without a knock.

Both  juniors  loocked round-—-the
Bounder with a secowl. It was Bertie
Vernon who stood in the doorway.

His face was a=s dark as the
Bounder's,

Smithy's eyes glittered at him,

“What do your want herei” he
glmost shouted. *Who asked you to
this study 1"

“You rotter!” The words came
through Vernon’s set teeth. * How did
you wangle this, you cad? I've been

thinking it over in class—I know now
what must have happoned.™

“Got out of my study ¥

“Quelch fancied that he saw me from
the quad I” went on Bertie, unheeding,
“"He saw somebody—I Lunow that!
There's only one fﬂﬁ;-ﬂ at Greyfriars
who could have been mistaken for me!
It was vou that he saw in his study 1™

*“Oh, don’t be an ass, Vernon!” ex-
claimed Tom Redwing. “Plenty of
fellows know that Smithy was ont of
gates at the time

“Do you believe that?” ashed
Varnon contemptuously.

“T know it {*

“¥es; he fixed it up pretty care-
fully I’ said Bertie. “ Fixed it up well
r;nnughﬁm take Quelch in | I’rrrjE huﬁked
or & floggmg at six—no good tellin
tha Head %t was Smith—S3mith was nu%
of gates! I was nowhere near Quelch's
study—lot of good saying so, when
Quelch saw me there, with Smithy out
of gates! What sort of & tremcherous
rat do you call yourself, Vernon-
Smith " _

The PBounder's face Bamed, He
clenched his fists, and stepped towards
the junior in the doorway.

“{zet out,” he said thickly, “or—"
- Tue Macwer Lisnany.—No. 1,034,
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Redwing grasped his arm and pulled

him back
“Keep cool, Smthy ! he said
quietly. “ Nobody’s going to beheve

a rotten tale- like that Vernon can
shout it up and down the Remove, if he
likes, and nobody will believe a word of
it.  Fverybody knows that you were a
mile away when he ragged in Quelch’s
study——"

Ty Redwing hroke off suddenly.
Even as he was spesking, a.startling
and chilling doubt came inte his mind.

He looked at Vernon-Bmith, and
looked at the jumior, so like him, in
the doorway! The colour changed in
his fuce,

*Smithy,” he muttered, ' you—you
nevey i3

*“{}h, shut up, youw fool 1

Redwing stood quirte still.

“You're pgetting by with this!®
Bertie Vernon's voice came tensely.
*In.an hour's time I've got to go up fo
the [lead. I'd rather take the Hoggin
thﬂrliifﬂ' what you've done! You cur!

EES l.t

go my arm, Redwimg, you

fool b
Redwing did not let go. He gave
the Bounder a shove that sent him

staggering hack acrass the study. Then
he shut the door in Vernon's face.

With his back to the door he stood

looking at the Bounder,
“Smithy I His voice was very
‘quiet. “Yow've dune thisl You

baikad upon Quelch taking: you for him
—you let him see you at the window!
Oh, Bmithy!" You went out, and then
cut in, and got out again, and went on
to Friardale! You banked on Vernen
getting detentions. I see that now !
You don’t want him fogged—you
wanted to keep him out of the cricket

to-morrow | Bmithy, have you gone
out of vour sensesi™ .
The Bounder gave him a black look.

The miserable plot had gone wrong
—he liad pot gamed his object. He
had had his plnnmg and his treachery
for his pains! He did not care a.straw
whether Bertie Vernon was flogged or
not. He wanted to keep him out of the
Highchiffe mateh. He had failed.

“I think yon must be mad I” said
Redwing. “You can't let this go on,
Smathy 1"

“Taol 1

“You ean’t let that chap go up for
a flogging for what you did——"

“Whe wants him fogged?” snarled
the Bounder. “Who'd have thonght
for a minute that that old ass Quelch
wotld

“You've got to stop it 1™

“How can I stop it, yeu dummy 7"

“You can go to Quelch——"

“Don't be a fool 1

"Bumithy, f you let this go aon,
vou're not fit for a decent fellow to
tpeak to. You must have been mad
to think of such a yotten tviek)”

“He shouldn’t have barged into the
cricket] He shouldn’t have barged
into my school at all! What did his
vnele send him_ here for? Plenty of
other schools! I'll make the cad sorry
he came to Greyfriars, at any rate”

“It's a It-% ha camel ut never
mind that ou can't let this go on,
Smithy—there's still time——="

“0Oh, shut up !

“You're letting yoursed down in
doing such a thing. It’s a thing that
even Skinner wouldn't do. Neo fellow
would do it

" That's encugh 1"

Vernon-8mith stamped to the deor,
and stamped out of the study, shutting
the door after him with a bang.

Tom Redwing was left alone in
Biudy No. 4, with dismay and some-
thing of harrer in his face.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
W. G. B. Is Worried !

SAY, you fellows——"*
“Cough it uop®

"’ I
Cherry encourazgingly.
T s ATagingiy

“Oh, nothing 1" said Billy Bunter.
And the Famous Five gazed at him,
Billy Bunter was worried,

Every fellow whe noticed Bunter
could see that he was worried. Ever
since ¢lass, Bunter had worn a worried
ook,

He wore, of coures, other things,
but his worried look was the most
conspicuous. It leaped fo the eve,

 Seldom or never eaget for conversa-
tion from William George Bunter,
Herry Wharton & Co, now kindly
encouraged him to cough it up. I
Billy Bunter was, as he looked, doep
in the depths of worry and trouble,

said Bob

they were the fellows to set the matter
right, if they conld,

‘Nothing’s the matter ™ asked
Hurry.

“No, nothing at all— ahsolutely
nqthmﬁ!“ said ‘Bunter anxiously. 1
don't know anything about it! How
could I3

“Well, if nothing’s the matter, why
look like a boiled owl?” inquived
Johnny Bull.

©Oh, really, Bull—"

Hasn't your postal order comei”
asked Bob. *1T sort of remember hesr-
ing you mention that you were expect-
ing a- postal order, nfcf fat man i*

'Tain't that!” said Bunter, shaking
his Ihea.d+ |

“Is it your limes?” asked Nugent,
“Does Quelch want them ¥ nee

“I did my lines bhefore dinner—
owing to that rotten trick Quelch
plaved on mel *Tain’t that ¥

“DBad  news from homef?” asked
Harry.

“No!l 1 haven't got any relations
conitng M

“(h crileay 1™

“The faet is, it's nothing " said
Buunter. *1 wasn't there, you know.”

L] ‘vhm 'I-H-

“Oh, nowhere !” said Bunter hastily.

“He izn't mad!” szaid Bob Churry,
regarding the fat Qwl attentively. *“I
don’t think he’s Hgot- enough brains to
go mad with! He's got something un
s mind-—such as it 13l Is Coker of
the Fifth after you "for scoffing his
tuck, Bunter 1"

“Blow Coker of the Fifthi1®

ilLﬁder_ij

“Blow Loder!™

“Well, get it off your chest, what-

ever 1t 15,” said Bob. “Tell your
Unecle HBRobert. Have gyou :zcaffed
Bmithy's toffec-apples i

" No, you ags! He's sueh an il

tempered beast I groaned Bunter. “I
don’t want Smithy after me! Bu
uelch i3 worse than Smithy! I really
don’t know what to dol That chap
Vernon is rather a beast, too—thoug
not such a beast as Smithy. Still, fair
play's a jewel I
his was so much Greek to the
Famous Five. If there was any mean-
ing in Bunter's extracrdinary remarks,
they were quite unable to elucidate it,
But it was clear that the fat Owl
was fearfully worvied, and they felt
quite concerned. )
“What have you been doing I” asked
Harry., “Tell us about 3, fathead, and

we'll see what can be done”

“I haven't done anything!™ ex
plained = Bunter. “The ullseyes
weren't there, after all ¥

“The bullseyes! said Harry

Wharton blankly



* Wharton’s faken you at your word, Smithy !
his name was deleted and another name written under it.

“Yes—I mean, no! 1 never went
to Quelch’s study for them, so I don't
Luow whether he chucked them away

or not! Fancy a man chucking away
bullseves, you fellows] Thiuk he's
mad 7

“We're gelting on,” said Bob, "It's
something to do with Bkinner's bulls-
eves, IHas Skinner found out that you
stole his bullseyes, Bonter

“1'never stole hiz bullseyes, and he
never found owl that I had stolen
thrwrn, etther ! "l'ain't Skinner ™

“Wall, what is 1t?" asked Harry.
“You went to %ueich*s study after
tChoze bullseyes and never found thenn.
1s that 1t?  Does Queleh know? If he
doee, vou'll get six for reoting in his
sludy after confiscated tuck. Is that
why you're looking as 1f you woere
going to to be hanged 1"

“1 never went to his stndy.  Any-
how, he doesn't know I didl But if
he knew 1 was there, he'd Lknow
went,” explained Bunter.

“Yes—I think even a schoolmaster’s
brain might grasp that!” remarked
Johrny Bull, wille gentle soreasi,. 10
he kuew you were there, Ie's guite
likely to guers that you went there
It's fuirly easy1”

“Ha, ba, hat”

“Blessed if T see anything to cackle
at 1" gproancd Bunler “1low ean a
follow let il o ont  Ain't it too fear
fully thick 7%

W hat ¥

“ (b, nodliing t*

“Is the thickiulness terrifie?”
quired lurres Jamset Eam Singh.

“Well, look at it,” ponnbled Bonter,
“The  follow's up :

in.

for a  HRogging!

Pon't you call that jolly thiek T
Do yen nmean

Marey  Whaelon,

|
st oni=lhsent,

YVorman i
I

EVERY SATURDAY

il
il M[ ”ﬂl

Hi

|
li

ST

b

him gquite pale,

“IIe's the only fellow up for a flog-
ging that I've heard of !” ]

“No—yes—I mean, no—that is to say,
ves |” stapmunered Bunter., “ Mind, 1
don’t know anything about it—I wasn't
there! Don't vou fellows get making
out that I was therel I was nowhere
nea.i;l the place, Swmithy never saw
me

“Bmithy " repeated Wharton
“What's Smithy got to do with it?"

O, notlingp—nothing at alll I'in
not going 1o have that savage beast on
my track ' exclaimed Bunter hastily,
“Hesicdes, what would Quelch think ™

“About what?”

b, nothing

They gaved at him.  Fridently there
was a weirht on Billy Bunter's fat
nvined, sred Es-. had come to the Famous
Five to uoburden himself, At e
sarite {ire, 1wt was anxions to kesp the
whole  mabier seeret! 1t was really
rui.[!n-r a diflieutt position for the fak
Owl,

“You see, Queleh wonld be shirty at
my going to the study at all ¥ sanld
Funter r_ﬁ;iurmuﬁlp “MThowgh I never
got  the bullseyes, wou %:nnw——ﬂm:.'
weren't there ! Bol that ain't alld
Waoulde't e think 1 had a hand in i,
v Bhere al bhe tines, vou know 1"

“To what 3

ke nothing 1M

“Oh,  my  hat!”  exclaimed Dob
Cherry, & ghmmering of hght dawning
on his mind, Do vou mean that you
were Lhere when Queleh’s sludy was
ragood ¥

0001 exclaimed ITarry Wharton,

Mo pasped  Bunpler, “cerrainly
nof ! I never went to (e stndy atb all,
If i comes out that I was there, I
wunt it to be jolly elear that I never
weih thers al afl, becavze Queleh would
be suve to think I had o bavd e |
mean to say, whal cle conld he think

|
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A fush came into the Bounder’s face, then it aded out, leaving

when 1 was vight on the spob, you
know

" Now we're getting to i) remarked
Nugent, " You vemember Lhe for ogss
asked us to o amd snaltle those bolls-
eves for him win we were going
down to crvicker ¥  IF bhe went about
that tune, o wonld be Just about the
time that that s=: Vervon was ragging
the study 1™

“Oh, thal's 1! sond Havey,  “Did
e ace vou there, Bunter?® e hasn't
‘ii;lrlil wiivihing abouwt it thalt I've heard
L]

“Yon see, T thought it was Queleh
connng, and bonked bebind that screan
it eoroer ! explained Buaanter,
“Phen I suw b, aod 36 wasu't Quueleh,
1 wasn't going to let him see e, of
conrge . Think T wanled to ger nixed
up in a rag on Quolch—such an awful
rug, loo—inle all over his books and
papers? No feap !

The amons Iive began to under-
glamd now. DBut still they did not
understand the woeful worry that sat
ot PBunter’s fat brow,

“Well, what's Lhe worry 1”7 asked
Bob.,  *Quelch would very hikely think
vou were mixed up o in if i ha knew
vou  were there at the tiine. But he
dovsn't kuwow, does hei"

“No fear! TDesides, I wasn't there!
For woudness' sake, don't you fellows
per putting it round that T was there |
Buoclel miighl hear of 111 T don't want
ta go up to the Ilead, tool” gasped
Ruwier, “1 don't want anybody to
b perws ur::.l]liuj.; aboyt it !"ﬂa.ujl[ ﬂﬂlj',
vou sec, bow can a fellow let it go on 7%

W el B

“1—I inean, Vernon, you know——
s up for o Aogeing—" muubled
Luntes.

“Soeeve b Jolly well right 1* said
(Continned on page 15.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

Bob,  “Inking & hbeak’s books and
papers isn't a jape—it's just a rotten
dirty trick I

“Yes, if he did it 1™

“You fat ass, you've just told us you
were in %uq!ch s study at the time, and
saw him doing it."

“Only it wasn't Vernon!" gasped
Bunter.

“What 7

“I=1 mean I—I'th nov poing to have
that beast Smithy on mv track, and
-=and ['m not going to risk Quelch
gersing to know that I was in the study
at alll That's important! But—fair
F!ay’s a jewel, you know! Would you
etlows let a fellow get it in the neck

!il-:-: that if you knew he hadn’t done
ik ¥

Harry Wharton's face became very
grave.

“let’s have this plain,” he said
quiztly  “You saw the chap who
ragged Queleh’s study—saw him ot
work=—and he never saw you! You
say that it wasn't Vernon!  Quelch

seems to have thought the same at first,
aind he made inguiries, and it was
proved that Smithy was out of gates
at the time | Have you got it into your
silly nut that 1t was Smithy "

“Yes," gasped Bunter.

“Then get it out agsin, fathead!
They're as like as two peas, and a
blind owl like you couldn’t tell {'orher
from which. You fancied it was Smithy
at the time, very likely—it's more in
his line. But you know now that it
was Vernon, 5o don’t be an ass!™

Bunter blinked at him.

“TDo you think 1t was Vernon. after
all, and I only supposed that it was
Smithy ! he asked.

“Yes, ass]”

“Ch! Do you think Bmithy lent him
ks trousers ¥V

[T EI. l‘lr:lll

™ lﬁ-’hﬂ-t ?u

“Which 1™

“Youn see.” explained Punter, *he
Lad Smithy's troussra on.”

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Up To Smithy 1

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH,
H leaning on the banisters of the
Remove landing gave Earry
Wharton & scowling glance as

he came up the staircase.

Bmithy was in & mood, just then, to
scowl at everything and everybody.
Never had be been so utterly dis-
gruntled. ;

His conscience was: not quite eaty at
what he had done. He tried te find
excuses for himself, with less success
than was satisfactory. Vernon should
not have butted into the cricket; he
ghould not have butted intc Bmithy's
gchool &t all—and, anyhow, Smithy
hud only meant to get him a detention,
to keep him out of the Higheliffe match.

Thre Magser Legsarr.—NO. 1,634,
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Now he was-up for a Hogging, which
Bmithy had never dreamed of-—and he
was still in the eleven for Highcliffo

¥ His name was ;imemd up in the Rag,

in the ecricket list for the morrovw's
match. It was rotten all round. anud,
to add to that, Redwing had guessed
how wmatters stood, and the look on his
chum’s face when he had left him
haunted the Bounder.

Harry Wharton came to & stop.

“(h, here you are !” he said quietly.

“Don't jaw to me now; leave me

“It's a quarter to six!” said Harry,
in the same quiet tone. " Neo time to
waste, Smithyl Vernon’s up for six
o'clock.” ’

“ What's that got to do with me?™

“Ii gives you under fftecn minutes
to tell the truth and stop this,” said
Harry Wharton. * You're found out,
Emitf_ly.” )

Smithy caught his breath.

“Has Bedwing——"

He broke off.

“I've not seen Redwing.™

“Then what do you mean. you fool "

“I'1 tell you ;)E'nu weren't alone in
Queleh's study to-day. Another fellow
was thers, parked behind the screen in
the corner, and he saw you "

Thi: Bounder gave a violent start.
Then he forced & laugh.

“Tell me another funny story!” he
suggested.

“It was Bunter,” said Harry. " The
fat ass was there after [hﬂﬂﬂr%uﬂseyes
Quelch snafled in third schoel. He
was afraid of getting mixed up in it,
but he's let it out now. Bunter's a
howling ass, but he's got decency
enough not to let this go on. It's been
worrying the fat chump ever since he
heard that wour cousin was up for a
Aogging, and now he's let it our. He
saw you—"

“He saw YVernon, you mean.”

“No—not unless Vernon was wear-
ing your clothes,” said Harry guietly.
“He might easily have been mistaken
on your looks—he couldn’t have been
inistaken on your clobber. Cut it owt,
Smithy, It won't do!™

“1s that the lot?

“That'a the lot,”

* Leave me alone, then '™

Wharton did not move. .

“I'mm speaking to you now, Sunthy,
io give you & chance,” he said. “1I
can't make you out, playing a foul
trick like that., Yon fooled me. and you
fooled Redwing; we both thought
you'd gone to the village. 1 suppose
you parked your bike somewhere and
stieaked in over & back wall, or some-

thing. Anview, it was you that Bunter

saw 1n GQuelch's study, What did you
do it for? A dirty trick to get a fellow
g2 Head's flogging—="

“Dan't be a fool I

"Yernon's not getting that flogging !
said the captain of the Remove. “ Have
a little semse, Bmithy. It's out now.
Do you want every man in the Remove
to look on you as a rotten, sneaking,
rreacherous toad T

Vernon-3mith erimsoned.

“That's not all,” went on Harry., “1
can't let it go on, as head boy of the
Remove, now I know.”

“You're going to sneak to Queleh ¥
snected the Bounder,

“Unless you put it right in time, I'm
going to d;lﬂlﬂh I said Wharten, with
a2 ned. [ shan't mention your name,
but I shall tell him that it was not
Vernen he saw in his study. I can't
lecave him in the dark about that! A
fellow who's done nothing 1s not goin
tﬂfﬂ!- a flogging because you've Ea%
a dirty trick. shall tell Quelch that
it was not Yernon in his study—he's
got to know that I

“If he believes that it was not
Yernon he will believe that it was [
You may as well mention my name 1™
stieered the Bounder.

“Take your chance of thar. Quelch
has got to krow that it was not Vernon
before it's too late”

The Bounder breathed hard and deep.

“It's up to wyoui” said Harry.
“You're a hard nut to crack in some
ways, Smithy, but this 1s ourzide even
vour limit! I'd never have dreamed
thut you'd do such a thing—it's siuply
foul! (Getting a iellow a Beak's
ﬂnggh *

“You gabbling fool, how was 1 to
know that Queleh would report him
for a flogging ¥ snarled Sinithy. “The
old fool makes a favourne of him, How
was a fellow to know he'd come down
Lheavy, like that?”

Wiarton stared at him.

“lf that wasn't what vou wanred,
what did you do 1t for, then " he ex-
claimed. * You must have known that
ueleh would go off &t the deep end,
and vou took plenty of 1rouble (o x 1
an vour relaoon”

“The old as=z gave himn detentions. last
tirwe he was in a row. vou fool [*

“(h 1 exclaimed Havry

He understood. His eves glinted.

“Ho you ve taken it on yourself who's
to Elay cricket for the Remove., aud
that's vour way of setthiog it, 1z ¥
he said. ™ You did this to keap out the
bowler we want 1n the Higholifte maich.
Well, vou've muffed that. Flogging or
not, Vernon i3 in the Bewove eiévon
to-morrow.”

“If he is. I'm not I

Harry Wharton nodded.

* Last time wou said tiaat, Yernon.
Smith, I refused to take you ar your
word. Now I'm taking vou a' yvour
word ! I'm going down to the Rag now
to gross your name out of the list !

“ You rotter I breathed the Bounder.

“Tine's getting on!" said Harry
“In ten minutes’ time Vernon has 1o
go to the Head with Quelch ! He's not
going! You can do.the decent thing.
or you can leave it ko me."

The Bouuder stood silent for a long

. moment.

But he knew how he had to decide.

He did not speak, but he gave the
captain of the Hemove o look of hate
aud went down the stairs.

Huarry Wharton followed hitn.

From the corner of Masrers' Passuge
he saw Vernon-Bmith 1ap at the door

of Mr. Quelch's study and enter. That
was that ! '
He walked away to the Rag. The

Co. were waiting for him there, with
worried faces.

“What'z Bwithe going to do?” ashked
Bob, i

“He's gone to Quelch ™™

“Oh, good ™

Harry Wharion stepped to the cricket
tist pinned up in the Baz. A good
many fellows glanced at hiim as he ook
a pencil from his pocket.

Making a change In thue team?”
aszked Peter Todd.

“Yes, '

Wharton drew the pencil through the
name of “H. Vernon-Smich.” Under
that deleted name he wrote “H. D.
Ogilvy.” Then he went out of the Rag
with bus friendas

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Chucked !

(1 ERNON! I said six o' clock ™
‘,n‘ Mr. Queleh locked up irre-
tably from his writing-table

as Herber: Vernon-Swmith en-

tered his study. g .
It was s01ll seven or eizhit nonutes to



pix: and Quelch, who was correcting
Form papers, had no nse for a fellow
coming in before his time, .

But the next moment he discerned
that it was not Vernon,

He frowned with vexation. Ag he was
expecting Vernon in his study in a few
minutes more, the mistake was_a
natural ome: but it irritated the Re-
movea master,

“Oh! Vernon-Smith!” he rapped.
“"What 15 i£7 I am busy ™

*I've somcthing to tell you, sir!"
muttered the Bounder.

“BE b‘l'iﬂi. 23 .

“ It wae I yon zaw in this study after
dinner to-day, sir”

“Wha-a-4 7

Mr. Quelch gave quite a jump. Two
or three blots scatiered from his pen!
He did not even notice », B8 he
stared st the Pounder of Greyfriars.

" What do you mean, Vernon-Smith?
I fail to wunderstand wyou! It was
proved at the time that you were out
of gates! What do yen mean?”

“1 out in for a few minutes, sir,”

“Bless my seul

My, Quelch rose to his feet. ;

He stood staring at Vernon-Smith
across the table, The Bounder stood
with a dogged look on his face.

There was no help for it—he had to
own up! His wretched scheme had
one amiss in erergagartmuiu—pmhmg
ad gone ms he planned it. He
was found out, and the game was up.
All thet was left to him was lo make
the best of it.

“Then it was you——" Quelch

lanced at the books on the table, that
Elowed: very visible traces of ink. “It
was you—"

“Yes, sir ¥ .

“¥You allowed me to believe that 1t
was Vernon!” said Mr. Queleh, in a
deep: veice. “Owing te the resem-
blance between 7you, Vernon-Smith,
there was nothing else that I could be-
lieve, when it appeared to be estab-
lished thet you were out of school at
the time.” 3

“Tt's not my fault bhe's so hke me,

‘ir 1“‘
“No! Certainly not! But why have
you come to me, almnost at the last
ment, to tell e his, Vernon-
Smith 7 ;
“I've heard that Vernon's going up
to the Head for it sir! 1 never thought

it would be as serious as that ™
“0h 1" said Mr. Quelch.

Smithy was nndoubtedly making the
best of it. What he :aid was true
epongh: but it certainly did net give
his Form-master a hint of how matters
really stood.

I'h]!n Juelch’s grim brow relazed a
itrle,

“1 am glad, Vernon:-8mith, that you
have had the hounesty. the self-respect,
to speak out in time,” he said, slowly.
“Owing to this unfortunate resem-
blance between you and veur relative,
vou could net exeulpate vourself wiih-
cut the blame falling on him. You
tchould have thought of that, Vernon-
smith.” .

Smithy zaid nothing.

Tapl ‘

The study door opened again, and
Bertie Vernon came in.

Rix was chiming from the eclock-
towar,

. The new junior ﬁave Vernon-Smith
an ipiniical stare. He had not expected
io Aind Smithy with his Form-master.

Smithy gove hwn a black lock, in
retur.

“¥ou told me to come hLere at six,
sir 1" eaid Vernon,

“Yeal OQuire o wuid Alr. Queleh,
“Yeronon, I eegres that [ did net aceept
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your assurance that you had not been
in this study. In the circumstances, it
was imposstble for me to do so. But
I'm glad to tell you, my boy, that the
facts have now come to hight—Vernon.
Smith has just confessed that it was he
that I saw from the quadrangle——"
CYOh ! exclaimed Vernon, in aston-
ishrent.

“You will understand, Vernon, that
what appearcd coneclusive pruuf was
given that rour cousin was out of gates
at the time " said the Remove master.
“ But sinee the blame hee fallen on you,
Vernon-Smith has very properly come
here and told me how the matter
stands,”’

“Oh I” repeated Bertie, blankly.

He stared at Vernon-8mith, Not for
s moment had he dreamed that the
Bounder would own up. He could not
understand 1t now,

“1 am glad, more than glad, Vernon,
that this disagreeakle matter has been
cleared up 1” said BMr, Quelch, *I
regret the error, and 1 assure you that
you are completely exonerated. ¥ou
mMavy gn. my boy." .

“ Thenk you, sir I stammered Bertie,

He left the study—almost wondering
whether he was dreamung| The deor
clozed on him,

Yernon-Smith steod waiting.

Mr. Quelch regarded him with a
thoughtful e.yail very eslowly.

“I hardly know how to deal with
vour, Yernon-Bmith,” he said at last,
speaking very slowly. *'Your action
i this study was a disgraceful out-
rage. You deserve the severest pun-
ishment. Yet I cannot overlook the
fact that vou have come here of your
own aceord, to prevent the blame—and
the punishment—falling vpon an inno-
cent gon 1"

Smithy's face was expressionless.

There was another long pause.

“In the circumstances,” said Mr,
Quelch, at last, “I shall overlook the
greurrence ! You may leave my studry,
Vernon-Smith,”

“Thank vou, sir!”

Vernon-Smith left the study 1n his
P,

Bertie Vernon was waiting in the
na=tage, and the expression on hiz face
waz not hostile now,

“Stop a minnte, will you?” he said,
colouring, “I—I'm rather zorry for
what I said in vour studr, Vernon-
BEmith! I—1 thought vou'd hxed this
on me intentionally—"

“Ihd youi” sneered the Bounder.

“It looked like it!" said the new
junior. * But—but I suppose. when vou
got out of it yourself, vou never
thought that it would land on me as a
matter of conrse! It was bound to, as
Queleh eaw you in the ztudy, and you
mage him believe that vou had been
out of gates. I—I thought—"

The Bounder gave a sncerving laugh.
“You thovght I'd fixed it up to land
you in a row with Queleh "

“I did! I'm sorry—now—-—"
"“"Nothing fte be sorry about, you
cad 1" eaid the Bounder, deliberately.

“If vou gpeak to Wharton, vou'll know
soon enough why I went to Quelch. Do
you think I'd have dome it on vour
account? If vou do, vou're a fool! Go
and- eat coke 1"

And the Bounder tramped on, Jeay-
mg Bertie Veroon staring.

e went tnto the Rag, 1o look at the
cricket list.

A group of fellnows were stumling be-
fore it, and thev all glanced round as
Smithy came vp.

“Wharton's taken son ai vawr word,
Smithy ¥ sand Hazoldene,

The Bouvider ofil nor ansver. e
stared ar the paper,  His s o that
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list was deleted, snd spother name
writlen under ik :

The Remove fallows watched him
curiously,

Half the Form had heard Vernon-
Smith declare, the day before, that he
would not play in the Higheliffe match
if Vernon played in it.  Wobody had
folt sure whether Smithy meant tho=e

assionate words, or whether it was
ot air. The lock on the Bounder's
face indicated, now, that his tongue
had been longer than his intentions !

A flush came inte his face, then it
faded out, leaving him cﬂulte pale. He
stood stering fixe [E st his nenie, with
& thick. pencil-mark through it, for a
long moment, and then turned on his
heel, and walked away without utter-
ing & word. .
kinner gave & whistle,

¥ gum!"” he remarked. “ Smithy's
got his back up ¥

“It's what he asked for!" said Tom

Brown,

“Fellows don’t always want what
they ask for!” mned Skinner,
“3mithy looked as iﬁm didn’t 1

Herbart Vernon-8mith went out into
the qued. He found the Fameus Five
there—-and Btﬂg Bunter in the offing.

Bunter gave him a very uneasy blmk,
and backed behind Bob Cherry. But
dmithy paid no heed to tha fat Owl,
Heo spoke to Harry Wharton, in a quiet
fona:

“¥You've chucked me out of
elaven I

“Ves I" said Harry curtly.

“And you're keeping that cad Ver-
non in 7"

“I'm kaeping Vernon in"

. “And you think I'm ?uing to stand
it?" asked Bmithy, still in the zame
qulet tone.

The captain of the Remove shrugged
his shoulders,

“You've asked for it, and got it!”
he said. “You ought to be jolly well
booted, too, and you koow it. Den't
talk to m ou make me feel il] ¥

The Bounder stood looking at him
for a moment or two. Then, vather ro
e surprisa of the Famous Five, who
fully expected an asngry outburast, he
turned and welked away, without an-
other word,

the

e r—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Man !

ECIL PONEONBY, of the Fouwrth

Form at Highelife School,

ad a cigarcite in grecling.

“Here he comes!™ he

marked. " Here comes Smithy [

Ponsenby and Gadsby of the High-

cliffe Fourth, were seated oun a log,

under & shady tree on C{JH]’II"H?E.I

common. Two bicycles leanad against
the tree.

Huving a little leisure on dheir
hands, Pon and Gaddy were binproving
Lha shining hour by smoking cigareiios,
At the samme time, they waiched the
path over the commeon, in expectation
of an arrival

A junior in a Greyiriars cap ap-
peared on the path winding wmnong
furze wnd gorse, whercupon Pou re-
maved the cigaretto from s mouth
and waved i

The newcomer, still at a di=tanee,
stared at him, and came on.

(Cradsby waved his cigaretie, receiving
another stare.

“I thought he'd come on hiz hike”
vemarked Gadsby., “He st have
wulked it pretty guick, after phoning,
to get hera almost as soon as we ()id ¥

*“{h, they're packed with coveey at
Groyfeiars I gaid Pon  dizduinfolly,
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"Burstin' with

p. the lot of them!
[ wander ahat

mithy wants all of a

alden?  SBomethin'  for  to-morrow
afterucon, I suppose 1™ .
“Wan't he be playin® ericket to

iorrow afternoon? He told us he was
iz the team comin' over fto play
Courtenay's crew., It's the match to-
morrow, you know 1

“May have chucked it! Anyhow, he
sl have somethin’ on to get me on
Mobby's phone and ask me to hike
over here and meet him  half-way.
But what the dooce 13 the matter with
that chap?” went on Ponsonby, staring
at the [?re:;friars junior coming along
the grassy path, “I suppose he can
gee us here M

The Greyfriars junior eertainly could
see the two Higheliffians sitting on the
log beside the path. He had seen them
wave to him,

But he had not waved back, and,
after a stare, had taken no further
notice of them. .They might have been
the veriest strangers to him, to judge
by his look as he came along.

Which, naturally, surprised Pon and
Giaddy, and rather 1irrifated them.
Tihey had ridden two or three miles
on their bieycles, they had waited ten
minutes or so, and they expected
Herbert Vernon-Smith to look pleased
to see them., The Greyfriars junior
tooked wotterly indifferent.

“The cad’s in one of his tempers, 1
suppose,” said Pon. “Had a row
with somebody at  his  school—he's
always in rows! They call him the
Bounder at his school-—they've got him
down about right I

“ Right on the mark !” agreed Gaddy.

“If the fellow wasn't reeking with
MO ey ———’

“He wouldn’t be worth knowin',
guite ! But he is!” said Peonsonby,

with o shrug of his shoulders, **If ha's
ready to splash it about on a big car
to-morrow, I'm not n’ to say nol

But I've no nee for his rotten tempers !
e can keep them for Greviriars
phaps ™

The Greviriars junior ceme on at a
wwinging pace. e did not look at the
Higheliffians again, which perplexed
and irrvitated them all the more.

They were there to meet Bmithy—he
had specially asked them to comel
Ponsonby zuppozed that it meant prob-
ably some pﬂn for the half-holiday on
the morrow, with the millionaire’s son
splashing money about. Pon was a
tofry  vouth—very lofty—but not too
lofty to have a greedy eye on the
Bounder’s ample supplies of eash. Tt
gutted him to be civil to Bmithy. DBut
he was getting angry now as the
Crrevfriars junior swung on, apparcntly
not intending even to stap to FHEHIL!
The Highcliffe knuts were well ae
guainted with BSmithy’s unrelisble
temper—but, really, this was altogether
ton thick |

“Here, haold on!” ecalled out Pon.
sanby, as the Greyiriars fellow came
abreast of the tree. He jumped up
from the lng;.

The Greyiriars junior stared round
at them,

“Well, what do you wanti”
asked, not at all pleasantly.

Pon and Gaddy stared at the rathey
hard face, with its rather jutting nose.
They could not make the fellow out.

“What do we want?”
Paonsonby.

“Yes, you called me, didn't you?”

“What the dooce do you meant?”
vxclaimed Ponsonby angrily. ™ What
I want to know is. what do sou
want ¥

“17 Nothing I
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“You don't want to see us?” ex-
clatmed Gadsby.

“Why the dickens should I want to
sep youi”

“ Well, n{:g hat," said the astonished
Giadsby, “that tears it1 Is the silly
fool off his chump, or is he just bein'
cheecky "

Ponsouby compressed his lips, He
did not want to quarrel with the
millionuirve’s son, with a view to the
crumbes that fell from the rieh nran’s
table. PBut his temper was rising.

“You don't want to see us?” he
azked.

“MNaot in the least! Why should T8

“0h, don’t be & fool, and a cheeky
fool I exclaimed Ponsonby. “If wou
think you can pull a fellow's leg like
this, you're jolly well mistaken! You
can keeop your swank for the fellows at
yvour own school! I've no usa for itf"

“Same here !” agreed Gadshy,

“Bquat down here and have o
smoke !” went on Ponsonby more
amicably, “We've time for o spot of

banker, if vou like, before wea have to
t in for lock-up. Come on, old
ean, what's the good of bein' shirty
sbout notian' ¥
“I don’'t want any of your smokes,
thanks, and I certainly ggﬂ't want a
spot of banker!” answered the Grey-
friarz junior, staring at him. “¥You
must be a precious young blackguard
to be earrving cards in your pockets |V
“Wha-a-t ' stuttered DPonsonby.
"Gone mad? asked Gadshy.

“Stop 1 shouted Ponsonby, his face
red with anger, a3 the Greyfriars
junior turned to resume his walk on-
ward, “VYou silly fool, what do you
mean by this? What have you brought
us ?hrre for, if you don’t want to see
uq r

The Greyfriars junior stopped, and
stared round, .

s hmug!ﬂt you here ! he exclaimed.

“Well, didn’t you?”
“Not that I koow of! Are you
joking, or have vou escaped from

some asylum? What the thump deo
you mean, anvhow? Who are yout”
“Who are we?” gasped Ponsonby.
“I don't kuow youl
“You—you—iou don't know ust"
stuttered Gadshy,

“How should T know yout 1 don't
—and don’t want tol ou can keep
vour smekes and vour banker, and

leave a decenr fellow alone I

With that the Greyiriars
walked on again, :

“By gad!” Ponsonby fairly gasped
with rage. "The fellow always was a
cad—a rank outsider! But if he
thinks he can throw fellows over in this
stvle., he's got another guess coming |
Fetehin® us hera, miles from the schoo
to tell us he doesn’ know us, an
deesn’t want to—by gadl Collar the
cad, Gaddy! By gad, we'll give him
pullin’ our leg hke this!”

Pornsonby rushed efter the Grey-
friare fellow, and Gaddy rushed at his
heelz:  Why Herbert Vernon-Bmith
waz carrying on in this remarkable
wav, the Highelifians did not know;
bt they knew that they were not
going to stand 1%, withont making
Herbert Vernon-Bmuth sorry for his
check |

The Greyfriars junior turned 3ui¢l-:ly
at the running footsieps belhind. He
jumped back.

“Hands off 1" he snapped. “I don't
want & row with youl What the
dickens are you jumping on a fellow
like this fory I—"

He had no time for more as Pon-
sonby and Gadsby roshed at him, both
of thewe hittng out. His hands few

junior

up. and he wuyacked awar from the
double attacl.

“ Fair ;:ﬂa\.‘, you rottera!” he ex
claimed. 5 two o one your uca ol
fair play, you worms?"

Pon and Gaddy were not huthrrin%
about _fmr p]ﬂ-:.-‘. Tl Boundes o
Greyfriars was a hard hitter in a

scrap, and neither of them was any.
thing like a match for him. They
attacked the Grevfriars junior to-
other. Two to one was not cricket,
ut ericket had no appeal for Pon!
Two to one meant a thrashing for the
Bounder, and that was all the exaspdr
ated dandy of Highcliffe cared about

But it did not work out quite like
that. The Grevfriars junior gave
ground, but he held his own pretty
well, and a sudden jolt on his nose
sent Ponsonby staggenng.

Gadsby jumped baek, unwilling to
earry on emlone, but the Greviriars
Junior jumped after him, hitting out;
and Gaddy, with a vell, went down on
his back, feeling as if his nose had been
pushed through the back of his head.

Pon recovered the next moinent and

rallied—end the Greyfriars fellow met
him with left and rlgl t1 Man to man,
Pon gave ground, yelling to Gadsby te
join up.
P Ow 1Y was Gadds's reply. He sat
in the grass, holding his nose with
both hands. “Wow!l My nosel
Qoogh 1™

“Back up!” velled Ponsonby,

“Wooooogh!” moaned Gaddy.
i ﬂﬂﬂgh Eu

Pon backed more and more. But
backing did not sdve him: the Grey.
frigrs nnior prezsed him hard, and a
sudden jolt under the ehin almost hfted
Ponzonby from his feet, and he toppled
over Gadshy.

“ Goosoooogh 1™
FPon landed.

“Qoooogh I spluttered Pon.

The Greviriars junior, flushed and a
little breathless, stood looking down at
them, &8 contemptuoons smile on  his
face.

“Had enough ¥ he asked.

“Ow! Keep off, vou cadl” gasped
Ponzonby.

“Oh, von rofter! Keop off " moaned
Gadsby. *Ow, my nose!”

“You'd better think twice before you

itch into a ctranger again!” said the

reviriars junior. * You may find bhim
tougher than you expect! I'm glad
to have done with vou, at any rate!”

“And I'm done with you, Vernon
Smith, you roiten outsider!” hissed
Pansonby,

The Greyfriars fellow gave a jumnp.

% YVernon-Smith 1” he repeated, *Oh,
my hat! Have vou fellows been taking
me for Vernon-Smith 1"

He burst into a laugh.

“8o you know Vernov-Smith!” he
went on, while tl.e Higheliffiana stared
at him blankly. “I suppose I might
have pguessed it=-a:z you talked about
smokes and banker! Ha, ha, ha I”

He turned and walked away, sull
langhing,

Fonsonby and Gadibr stared after
him, and ther looked at ore another.

“Ia the fellow mad®” gasped Pon.
“WWhat docs be wwan by making out

gurgled Gaddy as

that he ain’t Veruone-Smink?  What
J G’
“Aad as a hatter I think. Owl

My nose!l Wow! My nose!™

There was » busz of a bicyele bell
on the parh. A cyelist came nto view
irom the direction of Greyiriars,

Pon and Gaddy staggered to their
foer. aud as they Jooked towards the
evelist they jumped simultaneously.

Jt was Herbert Vernon-Smith !

They stared 2t b blagkls as he
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“Back up ! yelled Ponsonby.

on; then they turned

They wondered for a moment
whether they were dreaming. Really
it seemed like it when they saw a
fellow departing on foot in one direc
tion, and the zame fellow arriving on
a8 bike frem the other. .

The Bounder jumped down from his
machine; he glanced at the two
damaged faces and grinned.

“ Been in the wars?” he asked,

“Oh gadl Are—are—are  you
Vernoi-Smith 1 stuttered Ponsonby.

“ Don’t you know me 7' The Bounder
glared. * What do you mean ™

“Then who's that?” yelled Pon. “1
suppose you're Smithy. But who's
that? Are thers two of you?
vou got a twin—or what?”

The Bouuder stared after the figure
disappearing in the distance; his brow
darkened. .

“That’s the fcllow T mentioned 1o
you ouce—my cousin at Greyiriars,” he
eaid. “They make out that he's just
like me.”

“0Oh!” pasped Pon.

“Oh |” gasped Gadshy,

“Did yvou take him for me?” asked
Smithy. “No reason why you should
ecrap with him if you did, that I can
e’ o

“8p that's your cousin, 1a b1
snavled Ponsonby, “1 remember you
told uws he was like you; you never
said he was your twin. Well, your
cousin or not, Herbert Vernon-Smith,
T'm going to make that ead squirm as
soon as 1 get a chance. I'}l make him
sit up far thas 1™

The Bounder laughed.

“T'll help you,” he caid. “That's
what I came to zpeak to yvou fellows
about. 1 never knew he was out of
gates®

Bertie Vernon, glancing hack from a
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distance, saw his relative standing with

the Highelifle fellows.
He shrugged his shoulders con-
temptuonsly and walked on. He quite

understood Pon and Gaddy's mistake
now, and he had no doubt that his
scapegrace cousin had met the two
young rascals on the common for
smiokes and a gpot of banker. He was
nat litkely to guess the Bounder’s real
reason for that appeointment with the
dandy of Higheiiffe.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.

EBunter Regquires Protection !

i SAY, yvou fcllows!™

After breakfast, o the morn-

ing, Flarry Wharton & Co. were
tlunking chiefly of ericket.

It waus a gloviows June morning, and
the weather evidently was going 1o be
ileal for the game at 1lighcliffe that
day.

Billy Bunter was not ihinkivg of
cricket; he was ihinking, but of a
subject much morve urgent,

He pvolled np 1o the Famous Five as
they walked in the quad before school,
amf they came 1o a halt,

Bunter was for the present persona
grata with the Famous Five, as it
wers.  Bunter  had  brought  the
Bounder's trickery to Ligly the previous
day—which really was to s credit.

Evidently the fat junior had a eon-
seience parked somewhere under his
lavers of fat.

Bunter had been fearfully anxicus
ta keop it durk that he had been in
Quelclr s ztady at the tinwe of the rag.
He had boen fearfully apprelwnsive of
getting the Bounder on hiz 1rack. Yer,
tn spite of thexe considerations, rhe fat
Owl had played vy snd  prevented

Bertie Vernon froan perting a Beak's

Augging through  Smithy's  beickery.

“ Woooooogh ! ** moaned Gadsby. **Ooogh!' The Greylriars junior pressed Pon
hard, and a sudden oIt under the chin almost lifted the Highcliffe junior from his feet, and he toppled over Gadsby.

came pedallin
their heads and looked after the Grey-
friavs junior who was disappearing up
the path across the conmmmon.

The Famous Five agreed that that was
very sporting of Bunter—unex
sporting. And they agreed also, nem
con, that if the isFrunﬂed Bounder
did get on Dunter's track in con-
sequence, Bunter was going to have
the most efficient protection,

At the first sign of Smithy t.ukin‘f it
out of Bunter they were prepared to
ﬁtll i:n Smithy end smite him hip and

g

It was, however, rather a relief that
the Bounder had shown no-sign of su
such intention. Perhaps he regarde
the fat Owl as hardly worth his re-
sentment, or perhaps he was too ocew-
pied with his feud with his relative to
waste a thought on Bunter. Anyhow,
he completely ignored the existence of
the fat Owl of the Remove—to Harry
Wharton & Co.'s relief, and still more
to Bunter’s.

Bunter had. Lu:sh rolled out of the
Iouse, and ae he came up to the Co,
tivey wondered what was causing his
jacket to bulge. It was an unusual
place to park school books, but theve
was gomething under Bunter's jackes
that bulged extensively and leaped to
the eyo,

“You fellows seen Smithy?” asked
Buunter, blinking round the quad with
a cautious blink through his g
spectacles.

“MNot since brekker,” szaid Harry.
O Want him i

“MNo fear!”  mnswered  Bunter
promptly. “Buat, I say, you fellows,
if he gets asfter me—you know he
imgehet X

“That's all right, old fat man " said
arry Whorton reassuringly. “1 don't
think Smithy's likely to bother yon;
but if be does we'll siand by you and
see vou through.™

“1 mesn, he's such a bad-tempered
beast.” said Bunter anxionsly, “I was
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pound to tell Euu fellows, wasn't I,
when he was fixing that on his re.
lation—"'

“Certainly you were! And I'm jolly
glad you did IV

“You see, I've got & conscience,”
explained Bunter. “1 couldn't let &
fellow go wp te the Head like that
through & rotten trick, could I

"0t course ypu couldn’t.”

“Only I don't want that brute track-
ing me down, you know. You fellows
are going to stand by me, ain’t you?”

“The standbyfulness will be terrific,”
declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, that's all right,” said Bunter,

“I rely on vou, of course, I'd rather
not have & row with Smithy., I mean
i say, I dare say I could lick him,

but—hut—-—-"~"

“But the butfulness is preposterous.””’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥ou never know when a fellow like
Smithy will break out, with a temper
like his,” sald Bunter. “I mean to
say, suppose he missed tuck from his
study, f['rinstance. Ten to one he
would fancy I'd had it. I don't know
why it is, )but a fellow can't miss an
gniseed ball in the Remove withou
rivinking of me at once. You fellows
kuow that

*1 wonder why?” said Bob Cherry
gravely.

“Wall, it's a bit rotten,” said Bunter.
“T'in not the fellow to snaffle a fellows
tuck, as. you chaps know. Smithy
would tgnp at a chance like that, you
know—being such a savage beast. If
he pitched into me for showing up his
rotten trick en Vernon you fellows
would jolly soon stop him—so would
a lot of chaps. But if he made out
thiat I'd been grub-raiding in his study
follows wouldn't chip in. You sece
that ¥

o E’he'er elear of Brmithy's study, then,
ass [’

“Yes, that's all very well,” argued
Bunter. “But look how trici{y he is!
When he wanis to pay a fellow out he
doosn't atick at trifles. Look how he
worked that dirty trick on Vernon
vesterday.  He might work a dirty
trick like that on me Bea? Making
ont thar I'd taken tuck from his study.
II can tell you he's fearfully unscrupu-
ous,

“Rot!” said Harry Wharton rather
sharply, “Smithy’s got a silly feud on
with that cousin of hisg, and it's led

him & bhit over the odds, but el
- “Don't be an ass, Bunter|”

Bol.
i '11hat.75

said

all wvery well,” argued
Bunter. “Hut suppose Bmithy came
along now and suid, f'rinstance, that
I'dl taken a bhox of choes from his
stiudv. You fellows might believe him
- aip] there vou are !

Bunter evidently was anxious,

But the Famous Five were not im-
proseed.  Bmithy had gone a good deal
over the odds in his feud with Yernon,
bur the idea of the Bounder laying
deop plots and schemes on Bunter's
account made them amile.

“Well, yon can grinl” said Bunter.
“T did a jolly sporting thing wvester-
dav--vou said so yourself, Wharton—
a1 1he rick of getting Quelch after me,
and that beast Smithy, too. You're
hrind to stand by a chap. If Swinithy
enmes along with some rotten varn
abenut me pinching choes, or anything
of that kind, I want you to stand by a
pal-—and take my word, not his,
What's his word worth "

*That's all right, old fat porpoise I*
snirl Bob Cherry. “We'll stand by you
awl see wyou through. Don't vou
worry."’
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Al right, then! zaid Bunter, avi-
dently much relieved “It's what 1

expected of my pals, of course. The
worst thing sbout Smithy is that he’a
untruthful. T can hardly understand
a fellow telling whoppers myself; it’s
a rotten sort of thing But there's no
doubt about i, dy::ru fellows, Smithy’'s
untruthful,” said Bunter, shaking his
head. "“Don't you fellows take any
notice of anything he saya”

“We won't,” agresd Bob. .

“H he cuts up rua:;{y just eollar him
and thrash the cad,” ssid PBunter.
“That's the only way of dealing with
& fellow like Smithy. Don't listen to
him ; just give him & jolly good
hiding.”

“Bmithy shan’t lay a little finger
on you!" assured Johnny Bull
“We'll strew the guad with him if he
does, "

“Good 1" said Bunter, *“That’a all
right, then. If he gpins any trotten
varn about a box of chocolates, don't
take the shpghtest notice.”

“All serene [V

“Good| I say, vou fellows,” added
Bunter, shoving a fat paw under his
jacket, * have some of the chocs?”

“Wha-a-t 1"

The fat Owl drew a box of chocolates
from under his jacket. That mysteri-
ous hulge waa explained now.

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at that
box of chocolates as DBunter gener-
ously extended it. They gazed at it
speechlessly,

“IHave some |”
“They're good |
the best.”

“Bmithy 1" gasped Harry Wharton.

“I—I mean, these ain’t Bmithy's
had these in & parcel from Bunter
Court this morning—I mean yesterday.
Specially packed for me by our butler,

ave some, old chaps! I've got lots !

Bunter helped himself to two or
three az he spoke. He munched and
crunched happily.

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at the
chocs. They stared at Bunter.

Bob Cherry found his voice.

“¥You fat villain 1" he roared,

said DBunter cheerily.
Smithy alwayas buys

# ik )

“¥You've been stealing Smithy's
choos out of his study!”  bawled
Jahnny Bull,

“Oh, really, Bull! I've just told
vou I haven't! Havent I just been
warning vou not to believe émithy if
he eame along and szaid—— Yaroop!
Oh erikey! Givune my choes, you
beasts 1’

Billy Bunter fairly bawled with sur-
prise and wrath and indignation as
that box of chocolates was jerked from
his fat puaw.

“I'll take these back to Smithy'e
study.” remarked Harry Wharton,
Bunter sll round
the quad and back sgamn™

The captain of the move walked
away to the House with the box of
chocolates in his hand.

Bunter cast an infurinted blink a?h\r

liim. But he had time for onlv one
blink. The next moment he forgot
even the chocolates—as the Co. pro-
ceeded to boot him round the quad.

Bunter had no time to think of choes,
All hia fat faculties were concentrated
on dodging.

ey e—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Smithy Up To Something !

ARRY WHARTON & (41
came out in break that morn-
ing with very cheerful faces.

. vmbers of the eleven were
F;mn leave from third school. while

gas fortunate fellowa had to roll in at

the cln??g of tha bell. While the rest
of the Form were grinding in the Re.
move room with Quelch, erickoters

would be rolling over to Higheliffe.
Among the fellows who packed in

readiness was Bertie Vernon., Among
t_l_‘lﬂ fellows who had to baock to the
Form-roown was Herbert Vernon-
Bmath.

The captain of the Remove was quite
decided on that point. Bmithy's gas
on the subject he would willingly have
disregarded—he did not want to losa
one of the best batsmen in the Bemove.
But the miserable trick the Bounder
had played to cause the new bowler to
be left out of the eleven was alto-
gether too much to tolerate.

Bmithy himself, robably, hard
knew whether he ha.ﬁ really intende
to stand out if Vernon played. Now
he had ne choice about the matter. He
was out, and Vernon was in.

Not a fellow in the Bemove, not
even Smithy’'s chumn, Redwing, found
fanlt with Wharton's decision. In-

deed, when the Bounder’s trickery be.
came generally known, most ofy tha
Remove fellows told him very plainly
what they thought of it—and of him|

Smithy could hardly consider that
he had cause for complaint. Apart
from his trick on the new bowler, ha
had asked for it—asked for it at the
top of his voice, He could hardly
grouse at being taken ab lns word,

Perhaps that was the reason why
the DBounder waz taking it quierly.
His face was quite impassive that
morning, and fellows whao, knowing
his temper, had expected & row on the
m;lz]_]ect. were glad to see that Smithy
had senze enough to bow his hesd to
what could not be helped.

Only Tom Redwing wasz a little un.
easy, The Bounder was in the wron
all along the line; but he was the faE
low to feel bitterly and savagely re
sentful, all the same, and to hit back
if he dould. Quiet and impassive 8a he
was, Tom did net like the look in his
eyes. Indeed, the more quietly Smithy
took the blow, the more uneasily Tom
wondered whai he might have in his
mind.

He kept with his chum in break that
morning, and stood with him when
the ericketers poacked in the coach
that was to take them over to High.
cliffe. Twelve men were going, to be
folldwed latrer in the day by a crowd
of other follows, az ir was a hLalf-holi-
day that afternoon.

Smithy's eyes gleamed at the sigh
of Bertie Vernon taking hiz place wuh

the other crickeiers, and Redwing
]r!c-ted the bitier cowpression of his
1ps,

“The cad's got by with it!{" ‘re

marked Bmithy. “Hardly thres weeks
in the schonl, and he's pushed me auwt
and bagged my plnee in the eleven.”

Redwing made no answer to that.
If Smuhy persisted in taking that
utterly unreasonable view, thers was
nothing ro bo =aid,

Bertic  Vernon lLad not  roken
Smithys place, He wa. played cliiefy
a3 & bowler., amd Sl chiefly as a

batsmian, Ogilvy had been put 1n ip
the Bounder’s place when he was
dropped,

Still. there was Yernon in the team,
and there va- Smithy our of it
Bmithy twok his own view of the
SEELLE Lo

“Bur we're pot through pei,” added
the Bounder “Wharton's  backing
that cad up 1 rals=—throwing me over
for that rotter! Ila may be sorey for
it later on.”

“You tolt b yor wouldn't plaw



if Vernon did, Smithy,” said Tom.
“ Be reasonable, old: chap.™ _

“And he was glad enough to take
me at my word,” sneered Bmithy,

“Well, was he! Do be reasonable,
old fellow: Lots of fellows wondered
st his standing all you shouted out on
that subject. If he wantexl to take you
at your word, he could have dane so,
when vou were shouting in at his study
door on Monday." .

““¥You mwan tha! I'm in the wrong,
and our Great Panjandvum’s in
right, and that cur who has squeezed
me out of the eleven is in the right,
too 1™ sneered the Bounder. “And
you call yvourself & pal!”

“Well, if you won't e reason, you
won t!"™ said Tow. * Wharton's
skipper and you couldn't expect him
to stand vour trving 1o keep his new
bowler out of the reawr—and by such
& rorten trick, ree!”

“His new bowler!” The Bounder's
eyes glitered. “ Wonderful man, sin't
he® He's going to send 1the Highcliffe
wickets down like hay—what?"

“Evervbedy but vou thinks that he
will be jollv valvable at Highcliffe,
Smithy. He's bowled Sixth Form: men
at the wers here. Even Wharton, and
even you. Smithy, can't stand long
against  his bowling. Ewven Inky
doesn’t bow] better than thatr new Iman
does. You conld =ee it like everybody
else—if vou only wonld.”

“T've said thet 1 think he's no
g‘nm‘la“

Redwing smiled.

" It"s aﬁ rot, Swithr, and you know
if ez well as I do. He will put in the
har-trick at Higheliffe to-dsy at least
once—inore likely twice: All the fel
lows think z0.™

in i dﬂnrt;”

*Weall, the proof of the pudding’s
the eating. I suppote vou don't care
to come over this afrerncon and see
I_hp] game " asked Tom, rather wist
wlly.

Tom Redwing wanted very mnch lo
go over to Higheliffe that sftervoon
and watch the game, bur he did not
expect Smithy to share that wish,

“Think T want to see that cad in my
place 7" asked Bmithy. “You can
please vourself—it's a free country.”

“Oh, T'll suck o you here !V

“Fon needn't” answered Smuthy
coolly. “I've got something on for
this afterncon—szomezhing you wouldu's
care for.™

Rodwing's foce clowded,

“1I that means something to do with
Punés craw—" :]‘le_ began. gia
“Buppose 1t does?’ t

Bounder.

“Wall, in that casze
me,” said Redwing dryly. *I ehall
eut over to Highelife on my ke
Mast of the fellows will be going.™

“You're very keen to ses those hat-
tricke.” The Bounder laughed. *I'H

ive vou ten to one in donghnuts that
Vharton will be disappointed in his
new bowler. Ten to one that the ecad
lets him down!™

“Rubbizh ™

“Ha wou't take a single wicket in
the game, unless Highcliffe bats first,
perhaps,” added Smithy.

Tom stared at him,

“What difference will that make ?™
he azked. *“Whether Higheliffe bat
first or not, Wharton will give Vernon
alt the bowling he can.”

* Sure to.” said Smithy, with a nod.
“Quite! Let’s hope that Highcliffe
won't teke Hrst knock."

“Whyi" asked Tom, puzzled,

Bot Hervhert YVernon-Smath did not
auswer whatl quesiion, He Jeft Red-

sneerad

vou won't want

EVERY SATURDAY

wing puazivd, and strolled away with
his ﬁmmtu in his [?ochata, whistling,
2g,

Tom was left ling more uneasy
than ever.

Something was in the Bounder's
mind—he could see that It was

naturel, perhaps, In the circumstanoes,
thut Smithy should hope that the new
bowler would fafl to justify expecta-
tions—ihat he couhd even think so, the
wish being fuiber w the thought.,

But, en the other hand, Smithy, bit-
terly resentiul as he was, was no fool.
At tha bouom of his- heart, e knew
that Bertie Vernon was & wonderful
bowler—inr and away shead of the
average in jumior school cricket.

It was ten 10 one, a hundred to one,
rhat the Remove's new bewler would
fulfl expectations and that the High-
cliffe batsmen would open their eyes
wide at what he sent ‘down to them.

Yet Bmithy, as Tom could see, not
merely hoped and thought that the new
bewler would disappeint his caprain's
expectations, but was banking on it ss
g certainty. What could that meant
Sunthy was np to somerthing—what?

What cculd Smithy do—for that wan
what it bhoiled down 10?

Bedwing. worried and uneasy, could
not think ot anvthing that Smithy could
possibly do to spoil his rival's triumph
that day. Only too well he knew that
Smithy, in his present mood, would
stick &t very little, But there was, so
far as Tom rould see, absclutely nothing
that he could de.

He was relieced. however, when the
bell rang for rthird schoel, to see the
Bounder furn up for class. Smithy was

nite reckless enough 1o have cut that
class had 1t susted his porpose.

But Smithy went in with the Re
move; and it was noticeable, too, that
he was gnusually artentive and respect-
fu) in Form—which did not mean that
the ragger of the RHemove was turning
over a new leal, buae that he was very
anxzicus ro avoid getting a detention.

After dinner that day a crowd of the
Remove fellows wheeled out bikes to
ride over to Higheliffe and see how the
cricketers were getting on. Tom Red-
winig went with the rest.

1If Southy had something on with
Pon & Co. that afternoon, he certainly
did nor want his chum; end he had, in-
deed, made that quite elear. 3o Tom
rode away with 2 bunch of cvelists; and
Siithy was left to his own devices,

Unexpectedly he saw Bmithy again.

The evelists were going on towards
Higheliffe School when a car shob by
them, going in the same direction.

Five or six fellows saw Herbert
Vernon-Smith sitning in it. c

“Hallo, there's Smithy ! exclaimed
Russell. *(ioing to Hiﬁhc:iiﬁﬁ after all
I wonder how he'll like =eeing that
comszin of his taking wickets?

“Cetch Simithy watching him do !
saidd  Bolsover major.  “Aore likely
going to pick up that smoky cad Pon
and go out on the spree”

Redwing made no remark, mt he had
no doabt that Bolsover was right. . He
waved his hand to Smithy as the ear
shot by, and Smithy grinned and waved
back. Then the car raced on ahend and
vanished from =ight while the cyelists
were still a distance from Higheliffe,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Pon's Siudy At Highclilfe !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
dumped down a bngz in
FPonzonby's study at Higheliffe
Brhool.

There were five fellows in that study
—*onzonby, Gad:sbhy, Monzon, Drury,
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and Vavasour all of the Highcliffe
Fourth. Al Gve of them wore cheery
rins,

" Pon, avery now and then, rubbed &
Hue mark-on his chinl Gwﬁdy_ gave a
little attencion- at times to hia note
Both of themn bore outward and visible
signs of their shi with S

double on Courtfield Common the day
before. But they seemed in very cheery
spirita ail the same.

“Hare vou are;, Smithy, old bean!”
said Ponsonby. ™ You're going on with
it, thenf™

“Thmok I'd changed my mund?”
?:simd the Bounder, with a curl of the
ip.

* It wants some nerve ! said Gadshy.

“1've gor all the nerve I want.”

“I've seen that ch Vernon, your
cousin,” remarked rury, with &
curious look st the Bounder. “1 made
it & point o give him the once-pver,
afrer what Pon told me ! He's you over
sgain in looks Smithy.”

“Might be vour twin !” said Monson.

* Absolutely ! agreed Vavasour,

The Bounder gave a grunt. The re-
markahle likeness botween him and his
doubde was useful to_him in carrying
out the extraordinary scheme he had in
his head and in which his lhighcliffe

als were to assist. But it unuom

im all the same. Without that |
neas he counld not have formed his
present scheme—but the memion of it
made hun scowl.

“Don't rub it in ! be gruoted.

“The fact 1s, when you walked in

jost now, I coukln't have said whether

it was you or the other [sllow
declared Ponsonhy. “Wae thought he
WB5S you terday———"

“Wa dﬁa rather ! said Giadsby, rub-
hing hiz nosa. “Couldn't make out
what the cad wsa up to—thinking he
was you, you know-—=>"

“1 don't see 1hat we're 30 fearfully
alike "  maid  Vernon-8mith sourly.
* But everybody seems to think se—and
I've been told that we're more alike
than ever in Rannels. We dress rather
differently, you see—but in Hannels
there isn't & pin to choose between us—-
so the fellows say.” .

“I'hat mukes it safe enough—if
you've got the narve to carry on 1* said
Ponsonby.

“You can bank on that!”

“ The otler men will be fearfully wild
when they find it out!” said Drury.
“You've got a warm time coming at
vour school, S8mithy! I suppose you
don't care about thet!”

“MNot & boiled bean!” said Vernon-
Smith coolly. *But I'm not at all sure
about that! That cad mayo’t be
believed when he spinz his yarn.”

“QOh 1

*“1t will sound pretty steep!” said
the Bounder *And it will sound a

d bit like a lying ti.'l& to get over
mmg the team down in his precious
bowling. I shall know nething about
it when I'm asked—and you fellows
will know nothing, eithee[™

“Not a thing!” chuckled Ponsonby.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“How's the game gone so far ?” ashked

Smithy. “I suppose you kpnowi"
“Kept an eye on it, dear boy, entirely
on your account!” ssid Ponsonby.

¥
“Quite surprised our dear s'ﬁ:ipger.
Courtenay, by cutting down to ses how
they were getting on the minute we
ware out of class, Greviriars won the
toss and took first knock—on a perfeck
wickef——"

The Bounder's eves danced.

“Greyfriars had first innings! Oh
good! Then that cad hasn’t had &
chance to bowl so far”

“No. Highelife have done the
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bowling s» far. Fits m qute nicely
with your jolly old plans, Bmithy "
srinned Pen, *They were all down for
fifty-five just in time for lunch.”

“Did that cad make any 1"

“I thought you'd be interested in his
score—bein’ so fond of your relation.
E!E kﬁﬂﬂkﬂd ! | Wﬂl'"

“He can’t bat!” esid the Bounder
:ontemptuously.

“From what I've heard of their jaw,
they expect torrific things of him a3 a
howler when Higholiffe take their
kiock 1" said Pon. “Blessed are those
who don't expect—in the jolly old
¢iropmatances. ™

“*When do tha{' start again t”

“Two o'clock.

“Lots of time, then,” #sid
Hounder, Flnncm at his watch.

2 Tnl:lim'i’ agree Pp;li‘.: E“ Et?lu;vﬁﬂgnt
over hera prety uick, Smthy, ter
tiffin at your miogl.” ]

“I had a fast car waiting. I had all
that out and dried,” snswered Vernon-
Smith. “I orly had to pack & bag and
Et?tt‘m tl:ttﬂ car—it wasn't far away. Tons
LE] 1na

the

“You didn't let them spot you coming P

here |

"Not likelyl TFor goodness’ aake,
don’'t bresthe my nama this afternoon
—not & word about me. And—"

A footstep stopped at the study door
in the pass outside.

Vernon-Smith broke off with s start.
Someone was coming to the study—and,
in view of hin plans for that afterncon,
Bmithy was very snxious not to be seen
at Higi‘hcliﬁa, especialld by any Grey-
friars fellows.

He backed swiftly behind the door,
msking & hurried mign to Pon & Co.

Ponzonby nodded, and grinned.

Bmithy's H}ﬁlcliﬂ’ﬂ pals wers enter-
wg into Bmithy’s scheme heart snd
soul; It was ggmg to be a success if
they could make it s6. Pon & Co. were
always amiably keen to serve Harry
Wharton & Co. an ill turn—and Pon
and Gaddy were specially keen to dish
the fellow who had knocked them out
on, Courtfield Common. They were as
keen as Bmithy himself on tie- HFUCCOsS
of tha scheme, ]

e door opened—concealing the
Bounder behind it.

A rather elegant junior appeared in
the doorway.

It was Rupert de Courcy—otherwise
called the Caterpillar. His chum.
Frank Courtenay, was on far from good
terms with Pon & Co., but the Cater-
pillar was friendly with everybody,
more or lesa,

Pon.& Co. all moved forward as the
door opened; to make sure that the
Caterpillar did not enter far enough to
observe the fallow blotted out of zight
behind the door,

“All the hEpp_r,' family at home?”
drawled the Caterpillar, locking into
the study. * Bridge—what?"”

“Well, we were thinkin® of it,™
assented Pon. “If you'd like to chuck
cricket and join up, you're more than
welcome, Caterpillar. Say, in half an
hour.*

"Would I like to—just I” sighed the

aha??nl ur.
“Well, do ! zaid Monson.

The Caterpillar shook his head,

“Couldn’t think of 1t! I'm- goin’ all
out this sfterncon! I hear that thosze
Creyfriars men have got a wonderful
new bowler—and somebody’s got to put
gmd to him. Courtenay thinks I can
o itl I don’tl But I'm givin' him
his head ! Did you fellows see the man?
Not a besuty, is he—I thought he was
that chap Vernon-8mith when he came
in with rthe crowd—but it turns our that
he's & cousin, or an uncle, or somerhin’

THE MaerET LInRARY —No, 1,634,

THE MAGNET

Frightfully like that
frg tfully’= the word |®

onsonby & Co. chuckled. They
could guess that the fellow behind the
door wes not enjoying this!

“Yes, I've seen the chap,” said Pon.
“He's a good bit like Smithy, "

*Mora than a bit!” said the Cater-
pillar. “Twinl Except that he didn’t
scow] when his wicket went down, he's
Bmithy to the life! That family seems
te have been rather overlooked when
good looks were served out, what?™

“Ha, ha; ha!” yelled Pon & Co.

"E;g Caterpillar looked slightly sur-
1 .

“Have 1 made a jokel!” he asked.
“I'm speakin’ gquite seriouslyl I
wouldn't say so to Smithy, of courne—I
hope I've got some mannera — but
between ourselves, his face would st
& c¢lock—and his cousin's face 1
stop ancther clock—"' ]

“Ha, ha, hal” shrieked the High-
eliffa knuta,

“I must bs & more amusin' fellow
than I ever guessed!” said the Cater-
illar. “But didn't some wisa old
johnny aaPy' that an accepted wit has but
to say ‘Pass the salt” to eet the table
in a roar? But aren’t.yon askin' mie
mto your study, Pon? Is this hos-
pitable "'

“What do you want, Caterpillar?”
asked Fon. He bad no intention of let-
ting De Courcy or anyone else into hia
study while Vernon-Smith was there.

“Only some bad companyl” ex-
plained the Caterpillar.

“*What ?'"

“Ever since break this mornin’,” said
the Caterpillar, “I've boen playin’
gricket, or sittin' round in improvin’
company. Every fellow I've seen, or
spoken to, has been breathin' cricket—a
noble game, my beloved 'eamrers, but
liable to bore a fellow in the long run!
At two, I've got to roll up agsin!
Healthy, strenuous ecrowd—good for a
fellow! S0 I've come here for some bad
company for a change.”

“¥You silly assi™

“After so mouch ecricket,” explained
the Caterpillar, it will be a to
hear about Mobbled Nick's chances in
the Swindlern Handicap in an atmo-
sphere of cigarette-smokel It will be
8 nerve rest! Aren't you goin’ to ask
me inf Or is it possible that I bora you
as much as you bore me, old beans ¥’

“(io and eat coke, you silly fathead!™
H?:id Ponsonby, and he kicked the door
shut,

He grinned at the eoxpression on
Herbort Vernon-8mith's face g3 the
Bounder wa: revealed.

The Bounder’s brow was black.

“I'll punch that cheeky fool's head
some day!” he muttered.

“Do!"™ said Ponsonby, laughing.
“Never mind him now-—it's all right,
he's gone! Just as well he never saw
you—the Caterpillar’s as keen as a
razor; with sll his slackin’ ways. Now
we'd better get goin’. You can change
mto fannels hers—lock the door after
were gone!’ We'll borrow Courtenay’s
ftudy to park that cad in—nobedy will
be goin® there while the ericket’'s on!
Cutne on, you men.”

Pon & Co., grinning, crowded out of
the srudy.

The Bounder locked the dosr after
them, opened his bag, and proceeded
to chenge for cricket—a proceeding that
would have astonished rry W harton
& Co. had they known of it—or Knéwn
that Herbert. Vernon-Smith was at
Highcliife at all! But of the Bounder’s
amazing scheme for hitting back at
his rival, and at the captain who had
dropped him, the Gregfrisrs fellows
knew—as yet—nothing !

man Smithy—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.,

Trapped !
1] OU'RE Vernon, I think?"”
Bertis Vernon glanced round
asﬂ ha was dressed and
jELa

He was strolling on the cricket field,
with his hands in thé pockets of his
fannel bags—and looking, in flannels,
B0 like the Bounder that some
of the Greyfriars fellows could hardly
believa that Smithy hadn't come over
with the team after all.

It was 8 Higheliffie junior who came
up and ﬁpoka_tu him. In point of fact,
it was Monson of the Fourth.

Monson was a stranger to him; and
Beortie, of course, knew nothing of
fact that Monson was Ponsonby s closest
pal; indeed, he had forgotten all abous
the fwo fellows he had scrapped with
on Courtfield Common.

far a8 he knew, Monson was simply
one of the dozens of Higheliffe juniors
ha had seen about, and certainly it did
niot oross his mind for a moment that
E]%L.lfﬂf&uﬂw had any particular interest in

“Yes I'm Vernon!” he said. :

“I was told to_look for a chap like
Vernon:8mith, so I fancied you were the
mnn!‘:’ aaid Monson. * Relations, I sup-

“Yeal” said Vernon,. very briefly.

It was sasy for Monson to see that the
relationship and the likeness displeased
Bertie Vernon quite as much as they dis-
pleased the Bounder.

“Well, there’'s a chap in the House
would like to speak to you,"” said

onson. “He knows your uncle.”

“My uncle!” repeated Vernon,

“Captain Vernon, at Lantham Chase,
is your uncle, isn't Em?”

“YE-H.I'.}

Bertie's face, which had gloomed at
the mention of Emithg, bacame guite
leasant. Anyone could have seen that
e was fond of his uncle. ) ]
“Well, Vavasour knows him,"” said
Moneen., " Come up to iz study and
have an ice—you've lote of time iels:-re
they begin.”
“1'll glad!” eaid Vernon politely.
He went mto the House with Monson,
Home of the Greyfriars fellows, in a
roup near the pavilion, saw him go,
gut. paid no particular heed. [i was =
gquarter of an hour yet before crickes
was to be resumed followiug the inter-
val for lunch. Bertie was noit wanted
till the Greyfriars men went into the
field when the Highelitfe men took their

knock.

Two Higheliffe men in fannels

lanced at him in passing. They were

rank Courtenay, the captein of the
Fourth, snd his friend the Caterpillar—
coming down to the pavilion.

“That's the bloke!" murmured the
Caterpillar, with a nod towards Vernon.

hat man Smithy over again, isn't
hefl‘l

“Yes, 1 nouced that—I thought it
wes Vernon-Smith in the team,"” an.
swered Courtenay. *“I was quite suor-
prised when 1 was told his name. "

“ Jpst Smithy!" =said the Caterpillar,
“Wot ‘guite such s bounder, perhaps -
locks & bit:better bred, what? Cleaney
cut! But I don't think I'd undertake
to pick themr out. Similar tastes, I dare
sayl” The Caterpillar gave a lazy
chunekle *“Is he goin' off with Monson
for & smoke?"

“He wouldn't be such a fool, I should
think! I've heard that he's their big
bowler—he will want all his wind."”

The two walked on to the cricket
field, while Vernon disappeared with
Monson.

Monsgon conducted him up the stair



raza to the Fourth Form passage—where
there were a ocuaple of fellows loungin
outside Study No. F—which belon
to Courtenay and the Caterpillar.

The two fellows wera Vavasour and
Drury, whom Vernon did not know.
Monson

“Here you are!” said

blandly. “This is the study!”
He ztepped aside for Vernon to enter.
Bertie Vernon stepped into the door-

way, and paused. Two fellows were in
the study-—and he recognised them as
the two he had mzm'p?es with rhe pre-
vions day—though he did not kuow their
nanes. _

“Trot. in!" said Ponsanhy, with a
cheery grin.

“(h, do!™ said Gadshy,

Vernon paused-—uncomiortahly

As be paused., Monson, beliind him,
gave him a sodden shove hetween lll!'E
shoulders, and, taken quite by sarprise
by that u:m:-.-paqrzred r:iur:.m-m, Lhe went
staggering into the study.

hﬁﬁwif{f{:lhm ed him Siln quuchly, with
Drury and Vavasour at his heels,

The door was quickly shut and 1he
key turned. .

rtie Vornon recovered himesell and

turned, staring sngrily at Mowson. Ii
dawned on him that he had not been
brought there, as he had supposed, to
sea & felluw who knew his uncle, but
that some rag was intended.

“What the dickens <o you think
sou're up to?"” he exclaimed sharply.
“ What have you locked 1hat door for ™

“Guess ™ grimned Ponsonby,

Vernon gave him & dark look.

“1f thiz iz a rag—" he began,

* Guessed it in one!” u{{m&:l *om.

There were five Highchiffians in the
study with Vernon, and the door was
locked. He backed to a wall, facim
them, and clenched his hands. He ha
been tricked into that study to Bnd there
the two fellows whose faces still showed
marks of his kouckles. He could see
that there was going to be trouble. But
he was very far from guessing what was
intended.

The. five closed vound him in a hall-
gircle, grinning. )

“You'd better keep vour distance ™
said Vernon quietly. "I think you must
be mad to think of ragping a fellow
whao's come over with & cricket team.
Let me out of this study at onee. ™

“Too fond of your company:” said
Ponsonby, haking his head. “ Wouldn't
you like to stay here for an hour or
two "

“Tion't ba an ass! I've got to be in
the feld in ten minutes!™

“Dear me!” said Pon. " He's got to
be in the field in ten minates, you men!
You fellows think he will be in the
field in ten minutes?”

“Hardly!" grinned Gadshy.

Vernon eyed them, on his guard, more
and more surprized. A rag in such
circumstabees was alinost ununagimable,
vet clearly & rag of some sort was in-
tandaod. % viously they were not going
to let him out of thset study.

“You're the extra-special bowler, I
think "' went on Ponsonby. 1 hear
you'ra expected to do terrific bowlin’
stunta! But I've got & sort of idea in
oy head that you won't be domn’ .any
bowlin' this afternoon.”

“ Absolutely I grinned Vavazour,

“Will you let me out of this stuwdy #"
asked Vernon, Lreathing hard.

" Not quite.

“You fool, I shall be missed in ten
minutes I exclaimed Vernon, angry,
hut more surprised than angry. " Does
Higheliffe stand for this sort of thin
vageing & man who comes to play
vricket? Do you faney you can keep ine
Lere. when I'm expected on the field ¥

“Hovt of I Pou rubbed kv chin,
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Bertie Vernon clambered out of the window and lowered himself, hand below
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hand, down the thick old tendrils. The lvy swayed and rustled, but it held. Once
he reached the ground he was fres]

“PDont von faney yon can kick up a
'.-ihillqi],.' uy vy tlacl :fr'.'-:h-rilﬂ.;,.', iy Ii[ppfrl I
There's enough of us here to handle
vou prelty easily, I think.™
“T'l] shout from the window
“You won't 1" grinned Pon,
Vernon set his teeth There were
five fellows to deal with, and the odd:
were hopeless, But he was like the
Bounder not only in looks—he was like
him in stubborn temper, in determina-
tion, and in unlimited courage. He was
oing to fight hiz way out—if he could.
ut he could hardly believe that the
Higheliffe gang were in earnest. s
“Tf you really mean that yoa think

LH

you can make me cut the cricket * he
said,

“Guessed it 1"

“Fou won't do it easily. Do vem

faney vou'll get by with a «irty trick
like that—jnst because 1 punched your
checky  face  yesterdax ™ exclaimed
Vernon ““The others will he looking
for me——"

ek e ¥ eliekled Pon,

O course thoy willl Do vou think
Wharton will play & man short, with-
vt finding out what's becowne of him ¥'7
cpapped Vernon.,

“HBut ha won't be
shiorr ™ chueklid] Pon,
nry up all |:"Eg||l,~r
sttt that.”

Thers was o lap at the door.

Vernon's eyes gleamed, snd he was
abont to call out, when a voiee camnr
through the oak.

E:layin’ B MAan
Hiz man will
Don't you worry

“K., vou wmen ™

It was the vorwe of the Bounder of
Groviriara : .

Vernon gave o violent start, Smiihy
was thers,

“0.K. ! calied back Pon.

" Keap him safe 1"

“Yeou bet!”

Vernon heard the Bounder walk away
iqughmg. Then at last it dawued on
11,

Azuazing as that scheme was, starrling
as it wae he eondd not fail vow 10 see

Tie Maser LiBRarY. —-No 163
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what was mtended. Ponsonby had said
that Wharton would not be playing a
man short—that his man would turn u

all right. And Smithy was there, an

had ¢alled to his Highelific pals to keep
him safa. ] R

Like a flash it came into his mind.
Angd with a glitter in his eyes, his teeth
set, he made & rush for the door,

The whole gang of Highcliffians
pouniced on him instantly.

Ponsonby gave a fearful yell as a
clenched fst crashed in his face—
Mongon roared as Vernon's left knocked
in hiz eye. But three pairs of hands
dragged the Greyfriars junior down
before he could hit again.

He went down, struggling furiously,
sprawling on his back.

Five fellows sprewled over him, pin-
ning him down.

Pon & Co., the superb knuts of High-
¢liffie, seemed to have changed in thosae
moments into & ruffianly gang of young
hooligans. The Greyfriars junior was
pinned down under sheer weight of

numbers A knee was planted on his
chest.
“Get  that duster, Vav[” panted

Ponzonby. Pon's nose was spurting red.
and his temper was furious. “Keep the
cad down—bang hiz head on the floor.
Pin the Greviriars cad ™

Vernon still struggled desperately.
For two or three minutes even the five
?f them had their hands full to hold
V.

But they held him, and Ponsonby
twisted 8 duster round his wrista and
kuotted it with savage tightness, Then
another duster was {wisted round his
aukles and knotted fast. And if Ver-
uon had had any idea of shouting for
help, that ides had to be abandoned, as
a third dustar was fastened over his
o th, r.::w.r"alpﬂﬁtl-_ﬁ:i{1 eﬁ'ﬁ ging him.

Then the Higheliffe gang released
him. leaving him squirming on the
Hoor, and standing round him, panting
for breath after the struggle; all of
thein in & rather untidy state. Pon-
sathe dabbed his nose with a handker-
chief and glared down at him.

“Duzhed ruffian ! he panted. " ID've
a wolly good mind to boot himm—-"

*Praw it mild, Pon 1" Gadshy pushed
ihe dandy of Higheliffe back. Even

THE MAGNET

Gaddy jibbed at booting & fellow whose
hands were tied. )

“"Come on, Pon—all right now I said
Monson., * N’uhnd;:r will be comin’ to this
sutdy till after the game—ecome on, and
leave him to it."

Ponsonby grunted assent, and the
young rascals unlocked the door, and
crowded out of the study. The key was
placed in the outside of the lock. turned,
and then dropped into Pon’s pocket.

A few minutes later Pon & Co.—with
their own door locked—were playing
banker and smoking cigarettes in Pon's
study. And every time Pon rubbed his
recdddened nose he thought with satisfac-
tion of the fellow who lay a helpless

risoner in Study No. while his

auble took his {rlnﬂa in the Greyiriars
team, and let that team down in his
ngme

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

Not As Per Programme !

ERBERET VERNON - SMITH
H strolled down to the ecricket-
field, his hands in the pockets of
his flanne]l bags, and a smile

on his face.

The Bounder was absolutely confident.

Bitterly as he vesented the resem-
blance between himself and his cousin,
aogry as he was at any reference to it,
he knew how complete it was. At Grey-
friars there were differences in attire
that mad= it fairly easy to pick out one
from the other. On the occasion of the
rag in Quealeh’s stndy, Billy Bunter had
known the Bounder by his striped
i rousers, Bul in ericketing HRannels
there really was not a pin to chooge
herween them

Morcover, the Greviriars fellows were
expecting to gee Vernon, and they were
not expecting to see Vernon-Bmith,
Not a2 man in the team dreamed that
Smithy was within miles of Higheliffe—
or, indeed, pave him any thought at
all.  Even had any difference been
notireable, nobody was likely to nolice
it in the cireumstances,

Tive Bounder had no doubt whatever
that he wauld carry through that im-
personalion with perfect suecess.

And his mind was batterly, savagely
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made up about what he was going to
do. With all his hot-headed words, all
his unreasonable swank, he had been
keen to play for his school, and help his
side to a win. They had left him out.
and taken on Vernon, as he chosze te
regard it. He was going to show them
just how much that prize bowler was
worth to them. That prize bowler was
gﬂ]l‘]i to be waorth exactly nothing—with
wmithy taking his place.

That this miserable trickery would
lose the match for his school mattered
not a whit to the Bounder in his present
maood

Smithy was, in his own way, a sports-
man  But when his headstrong, arro-
gant temper was roused all his sporting
inerinets faded out., They had chosen
te drop him and take on the fellow he
barred=—well, ther could take what was
coming to them, and that was that]

If it all came out he had trouble to
expect—pgrim trouble. He was coolly
preparcd to face it

But it was b¥ no means sure that it
would come out.

Immediately after the match he was
going to dizappear Vernon would be
released, and would show up again. He
would tell what had happened—and the
Bounder, when he was questioned later
at Greyfriaras, would coolly deny know-
ledge of mnything of the kind. Pon
& 5:}. equelly unserupulous, were pre
pared to laugh the story to scorn,

Some fellows would believe Vernon.
Some would think it was a steep yarn,
dictated by his dislike for Smithy, and
in excuse of & rotten show at bowling.
after 2o much had been expected of him
Plenty of fellows would be in doubt
between one and the other.

There waz no possibility of proof, so
far as Sntithy could see. It would be
his word against Vernon's—and fellows
could take their choice.

But even if it had all been certain to
come out, if he had to face the anger
and scorn of the whole team, even then
Smithy would not have hesitated. The
bost batsman in the eleven had heen
turned out for the new bowler—and the
new bowler was going to let the team
down, That was fixed and immutable
in the Bounder’s mind.

He sauntered towards the pavilion.
where the fellows were now getting
ready for the Higheliffe innings,  If he
needed proof that he was unquestion
ingly taken for Vernon, he had 1t. as he
heard Bob Cherry's voico,

“Hallo, hallo. hallel Here's Yernon!
Wouldn't you fellows say that it wa-
Smithy, if rou didn't know 1t wasn't ¥"

Three or four fellows looked round

“Dan’t rub it in, Cherry I said the
Bounder lightly, *I don't take that as
g comnpliment, you know.™

“Well, if vou were both in the team
I'm blessed if I'd undertake to ea
which was which 1” said Boh. "I wish
the old Bounder was hera [

“To you?” muttered Smithy.

“Well, if we had him to bat, as well
as you to bowl, Higheliffe might as well
pack up and eall 1t 8 day!” seid Bob
'O1ld Smithy asked for it—but I ]ﬂ]l;
well wish he was here, all the same.”

The Bounder folt a twinge. Had Bob
Cherry instead of Harry Wharton, been
captain, it was very probable that Her
bert Vernon-Smith would have thrown
up that wratched deception on the spot.
Bat when the captain of the Remove
apoke, Smithy, hke Pharach of old,
hardencd hiz hoart.

“Never mind Smithy, Bobl It's
powlers we want—woe' re proetty  strong
in bakting, and it's time gmitll found
gut that he 1=0't the only pebble on
the heach. The fact 1s that Vernon's
worth a good deal nore to the Leam,
as tnatters stand.”



“Well, ves, in 8 wayl” adunled
Bob. “But I'd like to see Smithy
knocking up & _few of his fowrs in our
next innings. Bet you we'd have done
better in our first knock, if old Smihy
bad been here.”

“1 know that, fathead, but we want
bowleraa. You needn’t tell me that
Vernon put on ten, and Smithy might
have put on hfty. He might have—or
hqu;ni hi:n’ﬁl Vith '\f’-&rnf;_g to 1:[11?_11%3
wi nky, you're going to see MHigh-
clife w:c’ze-ta go down., What more do
you wanki"

*All serene, old chap—but 1 wish
Bmithy hadn't played the gost, all the
same | There's no res! harm in Bmithy,
if only he wouldn't let his blessed
temper run away with him.”

“He came jolly near dishing us ont
of our bowler,” said Harry. "Give
Bmithy a rest! Feeling fit, Vernon?”

“Fit as a fddle,” answered the
Bounder.

“I'm giving you the first over,” said
Harry. “Inky next! Give us a hat
trick if you can|”

The Bounder laughed.

Harry Wherton & Co. were rather
confidently expecting hat tricks from
the wonderful new bowler!  Southy

knew exsoctly how much those ssipecia-
tions vexe likely to be fulfilled.
The Greyiriars men went into the-

Beld.

Courtenay and the Csterpillar came
out to open the immings for Iligh
cliffe,

Hy that time the crowd of cyvelists
that Smithy had passed on the road had
arrived. Greyiriara caps mingled
El{:& Highcliffe caps round the cricket
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Sinithy, as he took the ball, singled
out one face among the Grevfriars faces,
and wondered whether Tom Redwing
would have any suspicion. He knew
that Tom had been left wondering over
what he had said to him in break that
mQrning.

But liwm was no hint of anything of
the kind in Redwing's glance., He was
looking &t the Bounder—all the Grey-
friars fellows were looking at him in
expectation of wonderful bowling stunts
from Beriie Vernon. But iz did ot
occur to Tom, any more than to any
other fellow on the field, that the man
with the ball was not Bertise Vornon,

Courtenay left it to the Caterpillar 1o
open and take the bowling,

The Caterpillar, with all his lazy
WAYys, WAS B .g'onzl man at the game,
and his captain had great confidence in
him, And, aa there had been a good
dﬁ%cia of talk about that new man, the
Ca Tl”lr wai very much on s
T

ard.

Bertie had taken Wingate’s wicket at
the news at Gm&frius. A fellow who
could bowl the Greyiriars captain was
Al unconimon man m  junior ericket.
The Caterpillar prepared for the time
of hiz hie, #0 to s}ienk. as that new
man went on to bowl.

What ha I:iemed made him blink. It
made the ?e lows in the field bLhink.

The bowler trundled down a hall 1hat
Fﬂig'ht_- have been bowled to oune of ihe
Bgs,

The astonizshed Caterpillar knocked it
sway for a boundary.

It came _dm':'n again—not quite so
Ealfmble this time. But it was an casy
all, and it gave the batsmen faur.

The Caterpillar winked at the wicket-
keeper.

“Write home abour iha !”
mured.

The bowler wear it down apga It
was knocked awav for theee, beingang

Courtenay to 1w batting end

he -
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In the ficld

sl ared.

In pracuce and m a Form manh
al Greyfriars, Bertie Vernon fad
bowled like & magician

Everybody agreed that he waa ax
good as Harree Jamset Ram  Singh.
hitherto the champion bowler of
Remove—most  fellows  thought him
even " belter. Now, in his Gest matel
for the school, he was bowling like
Tubb of the Third.

Harry Wharton could hardly believe
his ayes. He watcled, hoping for
better things. But the better things
did not come.

The eover finizshed-—with eightecn
runa  for Highchffe! The weakest
change bowler 1n the team could have
done na worse. Wharton had hoped,
if he had not ventured (o expeet, fo
see & hat trick in the first over! This
was what he gotl

His disappointment was deep.

8mithy had said that the man was
no good! A IHighliffe match was
very different fromx a Form mateh at
the school Was the Bounder right in
his' judgment, after ail—had the cap-
tain of the Remove made a ghastly
mistake, with the very probablé result
of throwing away a cricket mateh as
B coRseguence ¥

It looked hke st! The fellow who
had made hay of Fourth Form
wickets n a Formm match. who had
bowled Wharton himself at the nets,
who had even bowled the mighty Win-
gate in practice, had made Higheliffe
a present of mg{:te&n runs to begin
their inmings! It was a bitter pill to
swallow,

In the next over Hurree Jamsot
Ram Singh had the ball-—and then the
fur began o Ay a little.

Only two were put oo win that over,
arnd it cost Courtenay his  wicket.
When the field changed again the cap-
tain of the Remova spoke quictly to
his new. bowler.

“You're fit, Vernon?”

“Quita!™ smiled the Bounder,

"1 don’t want to grouse, of course,”
said Harrv. ® A man can only do s

the Grevliviars mien

best. Bul if you're not feeling up 1o
this game, I'll get Squiff—"
® Please  yourself, of cowrse! 1

themight I was here to bow

“Well, yes, bus—"

“1t's rather thick to rag & man
beeausze he doesn’t produce hat tricks
—like & conjurer getting rabbits out
of a hat ™

Harry Wharton coloured.

“1 don't mean that at all,™ le sand
“Nothing of the kindl If this gane
is over your weight, 1t's only sense o
say =o0. o on again, and let's see.”

The new bowler bowled agein.
After his fivst sainple, Greyiriara ex-
peetailons had rather died sway. They
did not revive. That over did nel
cost Higheliffo & single wicket. D
gave them =axieen runs,  Haighelidbe
batting was good-—-there were 1o
chancezs in the Beld.  Indecd, an on-
lookee might have supposed—had i
beon imaginablo—-that that howler was
trying his havdest to give the Tatsmen
a4 wWalk-over.

That over was cnough For the cap-
tain of the Remove! Eaher he had
made a miztake, or cl=e Vernon was
utterly off his form, aml had tenadly
lost the skill from which o much had
been expected. Im etther case, Wha-
tonn could not aford to make the home
team a present of runs at that rate.

That worrderful tew  bowler was
L'H‘]!t*li olf, !
I'he eaptamn of the Hemove =il

hoped that he ndght be wselul e dhe
ebd wilode other men did the bowling,

i

HBertie Vernen had been—or, st leas.
had seemed-a fieldsmwan of (he ven
first class, If he was, he had lefy his
vlass bebind han that aflicrnoow.  Ile
did not make & single caich., And
when the Caterpillar, by an error of
judgment, %H-‘-’t‘. that particular fields-
nan & periect sitter—that sitter did
not, so0 lo speak, sit—-it tumbled past
vhamsy Ougers and droppoed|

That was the elimax |

In their Grst big fixture of the seazon
the Greyfriars fcam bhad to carry a
passenger, and the captain of the
Remove had to make up his mind te
it. He had made & mustake—Snuthy
had been vight, and he had been
wrong-—and {he mistake was a costly
one—as hc vealised only too clearly
when Higheliffo were all down for a
hundred, against 1be Greyiriars score
of hfiy-five

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

Escape !

ERTIE VERNONW
breath.

How long he had lain there

ou the study floor zince Pon &

Co. had Jeit him and locked the door

on him e did not know. It scemed

an endles time,

For a long time he had =truggled
and wriggled, aud wrencled, v =
bonds, snd made desperate efforts to
tid himself of the gag. But it was un-
availing. Pon & {"a. had done their
work quite thoroughly.

panted  for

1 he could have got rid of the
duster knotted over hia mouth, e
could have shouted—or e could have

tried his teeth on the duster round his
wriste. Bnt it was knotied at the back
of his head, and he had no chance,

He lay at last, eshausted by
efforts.

While the fovg minutes lengthenwd
to hours. the ericket watch was going
on—3mithy, as he kEnew, taking lis
place, 'takmF Its nawme. and putting up
whet sort of a4 game? Even if he Jid
his best, he was no bowler ke
Yermon—and was ho hikely to de his
best in hia rival’s name and his rival's
place? Only oo clearly the kidnapped
cricketer realized what Smithy's pame
was,

Hea knew. only ton  well, that s
double must have done his werst, in-
stead of his best—he could bave had no
other objeet 1 Impersenating him in
the feam.

He could not get loose ! He conld nor
shifr the mag. Ile lay in & stare of
dezperation. No one had come 1o the
study—no one was Hkelv to come. He
had not beard a zingle foststep all the
while he had lain there.

Pan & Co., very hikely, were some.
where ar hamd., Even liad he been
ale to zhout, s shont wuz more
Lkely 1o bring Pousonby than any-
one olse, to the sfudy. That weuld not
have helped hinn,

By this time the Higheliffe innings
must be dvawing to its end—ir wight
e over!  And be lay helpless-—as
helplesz as ever. "

1t was sheer desperation thar at last

hits

put an idea  nlo his amind,  The
remotest  chance  was  better  than
nothing,

T & corer of the study was a cup
hoard, dewlnless where the juniors 1o
whom the study belonged parked 1heir
supplics for  tea and  the  srudy
eegwckery. Bound as he was, b was o
casy Lo reach 1. But e rolliad oser
amd over and vesehed i oand  ileen,
with saimlol efforts, got on his koees
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?nd at lask succeeded in getling on his
et

His wrists wore closely hnotted
together, but with his fingers ho got a
hnld on the *handle of the cupboard
door and pulled it open.

Iie stared cagerly into the interior.

‘Thero were cups and saucers, plates,
u tin of biscuits, and other things—and
sthne cutlery. It was a knife that
Vernon hoped to sce.  Thoere must be
at least one knife in tho siudy where
Tuniers were accustomned to imvm[t tca,
t:hm{il hia eyes danced as he saw a bread
wnife !

A moinent morg and that bread knife
was in his fingers. It was large, and
it looked fairly sharp.

A wvague idea was in hiz mind of
holding the handle of the knife in his
fingers and somechow sawing at the
duster on his wrista,

!I]{D soon fouud that it was iapractic-
able,

He stared round the study.  If there
was something inle which he eould
bl 'LLI'_I': tbe landle of the kuife and keep
it firmn

There was nothing,

For some minutes he was beaten!
After his brief Bash of hope it seemed
ihat there was, after all, nothing deing.

But his brain wes working at: full

FRSSUEG NOW. And the idea came al
ast i

He squatied down on the Roor again,
with his kueeas hunched up. It was
awkward cnough to handle the knife
with only his fingers to use. Bat he
mphiaged i, and the handle of the
knife was placed between his  Looes
aned  pripped  there, with the blade
L sl

Then, againfst the edge of the blade,
ne sawed the duslor that was tied round
iz wrists.

Li parted!

His hands weore free !

He grasped the kntfe and cut the
duster at his ankles. A wminule move,
and the _%a.g was gone !

Then Vernon panted for breaih !

He waa frce—with the study door
focked ! For some minules he stood
panting. He was free—but he was net
out of the wood wyet.

He did rot think of shouling for
help—for twn good reasous. A shout
was more likely to bring Pon & (o
thar helps and if this chance was lost
he would not have another

Bat he had another reason! Vernon
Swith, in carrying out that reckless
stheme, gave little or no thouglit to con-
sequences.  But Bertie Vevoon was a
little more pariienlar in such maitters,

[le did not want & sensation al
Higheliffe School if Le could belp ir;
he did nol want to shout from the house-
tops  that lhis rolative had played a
treacherous trick on himm.  T'he less
»ald about the matter at Highelilfe (he
better. i

Somechow, ho was pelng lo got bdut
of the study.

As a last resource he was prepared
to smash the lock on the door: but first
hefsmppud to the window and looked
cnt.

The window was high fromn the
gronnd. Under it the ancient ivy, that
lad covered the walls for huendreds of
vears, clustered thick, The thought of
climbing down from the window was
in hiz mind.

He loocked down at the
Then his glance lifted and
ixed on the playing fields in the
distance,

‘I'he ericket ground was st a good
distance; the white-elad figures looked
snrall and far away. But he could make
them out—and he could see (liat the
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thick ivy.
biis Cras

THE MAGNET
ficld was ecoming off,

ficle . The Highcliffe
inhings had just ended.

..'.immlliz the Greyfriars men he picked
out hiz double—and his oyes gleained at
Herbert Vernon-Smith 1 Obviously, the
othiers did not know that it was
Smithy. They fancied that it was
Vernon |
Cleser at hand, there was nobody to
be seen! Bertie Vernon gave the
thick, clustering ivy a E-H.]"BfLﬁ BUTYEY,
and then quickly clje;mbercd out of tho
window and frusted himself to it.

The thick old tendrils bore his weiglt
casily.

He lowered himself, hand  below
hand. The ivy swaved and rustled ; bhui
it held. It would have borne twice
his. weight. All that was needed was
nerve—and Bertic Vervon had plenty
of that,

lie dropped, at last, to the ground.

Ho leancd on the ivied walf: spent
with the effort, to regain Lis breatl
and his strength. Both very soon caine
back to him.

i e moved asway from the wall al
aut,

Pon & Co., playing banker in their
sy, in a happy atmosphere of
cigareite-smoks, had no doubt that
their prisoner was still safe—if they
wasteed 2 thought on hiw at allt That
prisoner, free as air, was walking away
froom 1w  FHouse, heading for the
erickel liefd!

Ty

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
A Blow For The Bounder !

6 FI
O Herbert
gaspod.

He jummped almost clear of
the ground.

After the Highelife inninga the
Bourder left the rest of the team and
sirodled away from the ericket field
withe a grin on his face. ]

The Uﬁmr fellows were not grinning,
by any means, The utter and total
fatlure of the new bowler., of whom
aov el had been cxpected, had cast
rather a gloom over the Greyfriars
crichetlers.

With a score of fifty-five in their
first 1nuings, and & lhundred to beai,
matters did not look very bright for the
Greeyiriars cricketers. Bob Cherry was
noi the only fellow who wished that the
Bounder had been there to bat for
Greyfriars when the second knock was
taleen.  The new bowler had proved
useless, and  the DBounder's. I?aui.ng
miight have helped to save the situa-
ey, had he been theral

Vernon, at the moment, was un-
popular! It was not his fault, pechaps,
if he had been played in a miaich that
war over his weight and had failed to
realise expectations, But he had let
the team down with such a buinp that
few of the cricketors could help focol-
ing disgruntled.

Harvy Wharton felt it most of all.
It was on account of that new bowler
that he had lost his bost batsman. And
i had been, as now seemed proved, ap
crror of judgment.

Vernon-Smith, as he walked away.
grinned,  He kuew exactly what the
teamn wore feeling like—that it was
oxacltly what ho wanted them to fecl
hhika! The game was a poner—and
scrve them right !

BSmithy had plenty of time on his
hands now. He was at the teil of the
next innings In hizs own uname, he
would probably have opened the innings
with Harry Wharton., As Berlic
Vernon he was last man in, He did not
watl to hang about the pavilion with
disgruntled cricketers, for did he wish

Vernon-Swith

fo run the remotest risk of his tricker
being spotted. Ho far, he had pase
muster without a hitch.  But in ihe
peculiar eircumstances he could not be
too eaveful.

He was peing to join Pon & Co. for
& timae, g was going to make sure
that the prisoner was still safe—though
he had no doubt of it—and then he was
goiug to pass the time with a spot of
banker and a smoke! Playing in his
own name, aven the reckless Bounder
would not have thought of spoiling his
form by smoking; but form mattered

nothing  when he was playing as
Bertie Vernon |

And then

As he drew near the House the

Bounder's cyes fell on a figure coming
away from the House!

He gave a startled gasp, and jumped !
For a moment he doubted his cyes
Then, with a spasm of fury, he roalised
t}}atll*ﬂn & Co. had somchow failed

1
"He halted, staring blankly at Bertie
Vernon |

Vernon saw him at the same moment
and came directly towards him. His
eyes were glittering.,

“You cur!” he said; in a low voice.

Herbert Vernon-Smith stood quitae
still, Not for a moment had he doubted
that the scheme, which had started so
well, was going through successfully
from start to finish. And now—s

Hia brain almost reeled.

Neo chance now of slippi AWAY
from the mateh, clearing off, while
Vernon was released by Pon & Co. and
left to make the best he could of hin
story ! No chance of discrediting that
story; no chance of the matter being
left in doubt!  All was going to be
known nowl

“Oh!* gasped the Bounder again,

“You rotten eur!" The words came
throngh Vernon’s teeth. “I've got
loose, you see. Your procious pals gid
not pull it off, after all!l What have
you done, you rotter, in my name "

The Bounder clenched his hands con-
vulsively. The game was up now, with
g vengeanco ! But ho was cool again
in & momeant or two. The game was up
~but he had the nerve to faca the
music for what he had done.

“8o you've crawled out somechow 1"
he satd. “Those fools let me down—
the foels| Go on—go and shout out that
I've been playing 1n your name! Get
on with it! Do you think I care*”

“No!™ said Vernon, with bitter con-
tempt. “Ne! I dow't think you do,
Horbert Vernon-8mith. You've got a
thick hide. I don’t think you care|
But I care. I'm not going to tell
Highcliffe, or Greyfriars, either, that
I've got a rolation who ought to be at
Borstal t*

With that, Bertio Vernon passed the
Bounder and walked on towards the
ericket field,

Herbert Vernon-Smith stood staring
after hun blankly. The eolour came
e his face.  He stood for a long
minute, staring, crimson; then, slowly,
he went on his way.

Bertie Vernon tiidy not glance back at
him—did not heed him further, lle
went on slowly to the ericket field,

Lo sat down in a chair at the pavilion
aquiatly.

Some of the fellows glanced at him,
but no one came towards him or spoke
to him. None of the Greyfriars men
wanted exactly to rub it in that the new
bowler had let thun dowh—indeed,
they blatned Wharton more than
Vervon; 1t was the caplain of the
Remove whe had picked him out to
play and lost a hetter man in the
process ! Biill, the fellow was ne good,
snd ouwgld pot 1o have been in the team, -



angd nobody wes .ieeling very cordial
towards him at the moment.

Vernon was rather glad to be left
alone,

He could see at a glance that there
was o suspicien—not 4 man there had
the faintest idea that it was Herbert
Vernon-Smith who had walked away
from the pavilion and his doubla who
had come back,

He was glad of it!

What the Bounder would have done
in his place he knew only too well ! ‘The
Bounder would have shouted it all out
—for all Greviriars to know, and for
all Highcliffe to hear, for that matter!
Vernon prided himself on doing nothing
that Vernon-Smith did! That dis
graceful trickery reflected on him as
Smithy's near'relation. He thought of
that; though, in his place, the Bounder
would fot have given it a moment’s
thought. Bertia Vernon intended to
a4y noining.

Although no one addressed him he
soon had a clear idea from the talk
about him of what the DBounder had
done in his name, It was exactly what
he had expected the Bounder to do—
what he had known he would do. Bat
there wasz another Highcliffe innings to
come—and in that innings there would
be a different tale to fell?

The Bounder's trickery had given
Higheliffe 2 good start and a i
advantage, Heo could see that few ﬂ%
the fellows hoped that the game would
he pulled out of the firel But he had
iz own ideas about that.

Harry Wharton had buckled on his
pads and picked up his hat. He came
over to speak to Vernon before he woent
on.  Like the other fellows, he blamed
himself mora than he blamed the now
wan: aud did not like to see him look-
ing . down in the mouthl

“Don't worry, Vernon,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove kindly enough, “ivs
more my fault than yours!”

Bertie gave him a rather peculiar
wook.

“1'm  sorey  yow've been  disap-
pointed ! he {ai{ﬁ “If you give me &
chance in their next innings I think
you'll find a difference.”

M Um " said the caplain
Pomove,

Vernon watched the innings, Tt was
a good inpings; and hope revived
wimong the Greyfriars follows as it wont
an. Havey Wharton had put up thirty
when he went down to a deadly ball
from the Caterpillar.  Bob  Cherry.
Squiff, Tom Brown, Petor Todd, added
vheir quota ; and Robert Donald Qgilvy,
who was in Smithy's place, put on
twenty, which was the next hest score
wo Wharton's, Last man in added only
three,

It was coertain ihat Iligheliffe, at all
cvents, would have 1o bat again. And
after that 16 was cortan that they would
have a mood deal of ‘batling to da; for
when the Grexiviars mnings ended_ aud
the ericketers knocked off for tea, the
zcore stood at & hundred and five—
which gave Higheliffe sixiy lo got 1o
Lie, and sinty-one 1o win.,

As they had made a hundred in their
frst inmngs, Covrtenay & Co. had no
doubt of getting thew.  But ericket is
ail uncertain game——and there was, at
feast, one member of the Groviviars
teany whn knew how vory uoeertain that
particular gnme was roing o bel

of the

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Good Man !

HJ.RFLT' WIHARTON shook
el

“Na ™ hnosaid lersely,
: Vernon breathied bard.
TCive me o ochanes ! he mubtered.

his

EVERY SATURDAY

“I tell you, I'm as §it as a fiddle—you
brought me here to bowl—"

Wharton looked impatient.

“Look here, Vernon,” hs said, “I
don’t want to rob it in—but you're no
good, You've let ua down flopl It's
my fault, I dare say—but that doesn’t
alter facts—I shouldn’t have played yon
at all; and if you want it plain, I think
it's like your cheek to want to bowl the
first over after the rotten show you've
put up! Dorn’t talk any more rot !

“The rotfulness is terrific, my es-
teemed Vernon!* remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Bhut up, and get into the feld1”
added: Harry.

Vernon controlled his feelings. The
Greyfriars men were taking the field,
and the ball was given to Hurree Jam-
set Ham Singh.

Inky was a good man—but the Cater-
pillar, who took that over, lived
through it and smiled.

Squiff toek the next over, against
Courteray. Squiff's bowling was good.
but the Higheliffe batting scemed
rather better. Runs came slowly; but
they came. And then—

“Oh ! gasped Harvry Wharton,

“Oh 1 echoed all the field.

Courtenay Lad cut the hall awayw,
and the batsmen were running. An
active figure leaped and elutehed, and
held up the ball.

“Well canght 17

“Oh, well caught, Vernon 1*

“Good man

“Oh erumbs 17 exelaimed Bob Chervy,
“Is that man waking up after all? Can
that man play ericket ¥

Harry Wharton's face brightened. It
had not been an easy catech—far from it
Vernon had brought it off without ap-
parent effort.  The Higheliffe captam
was oui for four.

Something seemed to have happened

to the new man, since his earlier per-
formances.  All the team could see that

—though they were not likely to gucss

what it was. What had happened was
a change of identily,

“By gum! That was ripping, Ver-
non [ exclaimed the captain of the
Remove, as Frank Cowrtenay carried
out his bat and Smithson ecame in to
take his place,

Vernon smiled rather sarcastieally.

“Think s0?" he asked.

“Topping 1™ :

“(iive ma the next over then !”

“Um

Sruill bowled 1o Smithson of High-
clifee. The ball wont and the batsmen
van, The ficklsman who got the ball
sont it in for the wicket—a long-
distance skot as sivaipht as a die. The
Caterpillar and Smithson had c¢rossed
oo, and Were erossing asain,  and
smithson’s bat was alinost ad the ercase
wlhen e wicket woent into fragments.

Ok gasped  Wharton  again.
“Naornon-—— {(1h "

“Has that man woke ap?” chucklad
Baly Cheery.

*The wokeopfulness i3 {errnifie!™

Harey Whatton gave s new reermint
a rather queer look when the field
crozad over. How a fellow conld have
been =uch a hopeless dud in one inn-
ings, amd such a prige-packet in the
nest, rather puzzied the eaptain of the
Remove, Bt e realised that what.
ever had been the matlior with his new
man cachier, he bad now woke up, as
Toh expressed it

“Clive ihe ball
ITarrv.

And Bertin Vernen went on to bowl
apainsf the Caterpillar.

The Gregfriars evowd walehed hiun
cagerly. Twice alvendy the new man
had shown that he was not, alter all,
the dud hwe had secmed; but whether his

to Vernen '™ said
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howling had improved was another
matter.  But a man who had sent two
batsmen home was entitled to be given
a chance, and Harry Wharton hoped,
and almest believed, that he had not
after all, made a mistake in picking
thet new man. Something had been
wrong with him in the first Highcliffe
innings, but now—

There was a roar.

“How's that 17

Rupert de Courey gazed down at his
wicket. It had a toothless laock, with
the middle stump out. The Caterpillar
gazed—anid ‘fazed-—hut e cuu_EcF not
gaze that middle stump back again. He
walked away to the pavilion with quite
& curious expression on his face,

The Greyiriars erowd roored.

“ Bowled, Vernon ™

*(iood man ¥

Yates of the Fourth came in for
Higheliffe. IHe stayed precisely lon
enough to see his leg stump uproated,
and then travelled sadly home.

“Ias that man Vernon woke up?”
chortled Bob Cherry. “That's the man
that Bmithy said couldn’t bowl ™

Harry Wharton's face was Lright. He
had net, after all, made that wmistake,
Vernon could bowl.,  Whatover had
been the matter with him carvlier he was
fulfilling expectations now—more than
fulﬁﬂin]% thom.

Another Higheliffe man came on.
That Higheliffe man was very wary—
hut’ his wariness did not avai) him. ITis
bails” went west, and the Greyfriars
crowd fairly let themselves go in cheer
ing the hat trick,

Higheliffie wera five down for under
n dozen runs.  That sisty-enc Jdid not
lock an easy proposition now. High-
eliffe had boen going to walk aut
ehead, after tea. Batb now, =0 tn
speak, n change came o'cr the spirit
of their droam !

That innings went on—amid Grey-
friavs shonts and cheers—hut not o
happily for Higheliffe, Runs came—
but wickets went—and it was not long
before the Greyfriara fellows were re-
marking that it was all over, bar
shouting ! And it was over!

There weee no more hat tricks, hut
two mare wickets fell to Vernon later,
as well as a ecateh in the field, The
seore was at iwenty-six when last man
in was called. It was still at twenty-
six when Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
put paid to la=t man in.

‘Bob Chevey tossed his cap into the
alr, carcless where it came down—or,
indeed, whether it ever come down at
all. Heo rushed up fo Boertie Vernon
and thumped bim on the hack.

Ow ! roared Vernon. Dab's inten-
tions wore good and friendle, but hig
thump was cothusiastio and hefty.

“Good man ! roared Dob.

“Daon’t dislecate any  backbowe, al]
the same I ga<ped Vernon,

“Blow vanr old hackhone, good wan !
Why didn't you give v o hat trick in
the first act? But better late than
never ! Blessed 0f T didn't think you
were  the  dod Bwbihy thought  ven
woere—aril now—— (M, raod nean 1

It was a very cheerful erowd thag
rolled home to Greoyfriarvs!

ERBERT VERNOXN . SMITH
In the pa<sora e conld hear

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
was in his study at Grovieiar
when  the door opened  and

tranple of feet and the buzz of cheery

LR R R

No Music To Face!
Tom Redwing eame .
tha
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DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'’S

CAMERA!

“Dicky Nugent's Highly Amusing School
Story of Jack Jolly & Co., of

St. Sam's

“ Lend me a pin, old chap 1™
Tallboy, of the Bixth, loclked ser.
prized, a8 Burleigh, the kaptin of
3t. Bam's, made that sudden request.
The two stately seniors were on
their way to the St. Bam's tuckshop
to buy some bullseyes. Why Bur-
leigh ghould need a pin &t such a
moment was a mistery to Tallboy.
“* What's the idea, &rleigh e
aeked, detaching a pin from hia
jacket end passing it to the kaptin

of Bt Sam’s. "I thought you
were going to the tuckshop for
Lull not winkles | ™

reyes—
“80 1 am; but I need a pin all

the same for quite another purpuss | *
your

grinned  Burleigh. * Caat
opticla over there
and vwou'll see
what I mean1”

Tulboy glanced
in the direction
indicated; then
he grianed, too.
SBtanding on the
lawn in front of
the tuckshop was
s fotographer—
g0me yung
amateur,  doubt-
lesn, helonging to
ono of tho scnior
Furms. His camera
wud on & tripod
and Lhe lulographer
hitnsel!l was peering -
into the back; his
berd Living encasod
in & black coloth.

The scat of his
LrOWAis nted an ideal tavget
for the bLizziness end of a pin !

While Tallboy paused to watch
the fun, Burleigh tip-toed wp to the
unsnspecting futographor, Grinning
&l over his face, Le bont down to
hieg wiktim's reach-me-downs =and
jabbed. The mnext moment. the
fdoprapher jumped peveral feet in
the v, yelling teendishly,

Yarcccoo! Cw.ow.ow !
Waonnwoop 1Y

“ Ha, ha,

Hurleigh  and  Tallboy  simply
ronred.  But not for long. Buddenly,
they reckernised who their wviktim
wae; ond inetantly their roars of
larfter changed to gasps of diemay.

* Oh, my hat 1" En.ﬂ]’:ted Burleigh.

“ 'he—the Head!"™ stuttered
Tallboy.

Not for 4 moment had the Sixth
Formera dreemed it could be Dr.
Bivchemall, the majestick headmaster
of Bt. Sam’a. But it was! 'The
black hood that had enveleped hia
napper wok now seen {0 be o mmaster's
gown. The forious face that was
timned on them was the benrded
fuce of Dr. Birchemall himsell |

* Burleigh ! Tallboy ! How Jare
you " shieeked the Head.

Dr. Birchemall wag a proper pic-
ture of outraged dipnity, as hie hopped
about belore them with iz honds
clasped to his injured snoalermy.
Burleigh and Tullboy foiely quailed
under his fearinl glove |

Burleigh licked his dry lips,

L] I'“"I""I'_'_'T}

* Don't stand there like an iliot,
reperting the Lhird person plur ™
rorredd the Hemd, ™ Whal did yon

ha!™

o

I

-
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YOUR

ehip boys in

taken,

* The—the fact 18, sir, I didn’t
know it wes you!™ g‘aﬂfed the
in of 8t. Bam’'s. “1 didn't
reckernise you from the seat of your
trowsig, gir. I thought it was only
a S8econd Form feg—-?="

* Wha-a-at 7"

* I mean, I thought you were Sir
Frederick Fungusa!" hastily cor-
rected Buorleigh., * Natuarally, sir,
I wouldn’t have dreemed of sticking
a pin in you. I thought you were
the chairman of the Hoard of
Guvvernors, sir, and I did it to la:;,:

a little joak1™
- "Hem! Woell,
that does put a
slitely different
complexion on ib,
certuinly,” wind
Dr.  Birchemall,
booking o little
maollyfied. '* You
had better take
care  you get the
right permson, Bur
leygh,  next  time
vou go in [or joaks
of tiris kind., 1t's
not plezzant to be
punctured.”

“Nunno, sir;
and 1'll certainly
take care noxt
time, grinned
Burleigh, ' By the
way, sie, whot's
the idea of the camera ¥ Taking up
fotagraphy in your old age 1"

At that question. Dr. Birchemnall’s
wrath faded. He amiled.

“Ah] Now yun're asking!" he
said, with a roguish twinkle in his
ey, “.luat read thia notiss, bhays,
and the guesiion is answored.”

And the Head proudly displayed
a sheet of cardboard on which he
baed painted the following inseription:

ALFREDL BHICHEEMATLL.
Conrt Fotographer.

Spitting Fotow ut Nock-out Prices !
Spuenking - Likenesses a Speciality !
Lt tha LEggspert Take Your Foto !

“AOrade pup 1

Burleigh and Tulboy ginved at
that wnotiss in Llank smazement.
The Head motioned thoem te the
tront of the ecumern,

* Just stand there, my boys, and
I'll take wyou togefher,” he eaid.
" Heeing that you wmre my fGrst
customers, I'll do yonu lor halt.price—
five shillings for two posteards | ™'

e 1] 1{}1’ hnb ! 1N

Burleigh and Tallboy looked some-
what ﬂ%ﬂ-ml at the mention of the
price.  But they conld hardly refliso
to give the Head iher cuslom susoon
after the injury they hod inticted on
bis sacred person : nod sfter a brecf
pause they poscd belore the eamem.

YO Watel for the dielov-Livd. boya? ™
vrinned the Hewd.

There was a clichk and 1he deed wis
iderppee

* Al serene, gir ¥ nehed Buarleigh,

AN serene, Burleizh. Tha will
e 1iwve phallirigs. e, ash on the
vavele 0t yerr ey’ priped 17

Brobeigh and Poilhoy moametamly

D ptin,

up with half-a-crown each and
tarned into the tuckshop looking far
from pleased over the fransaction.

Bizziness waa brisk for the Head
during the next ten minnits, The
scene had attracted gquite e little
growd and Dr. Birchemall made the
maoat of his opportunity.

“Roll upt Roll up! " be eoried.
“ Don't forget that I am offering a
free feed to the boy whose foto turms
ouit beat | First come first served |

That aonouncement brought a rosh
of eustom and scon the camera was
clicking away merrily. The 8t.
Bam's fellows felt that the Head's
prices were a bit steap; but the
prospect of & free feed was a bi
attraction and soon half the sch
had faced the shutter of Dr. Birchem.
all's camera,

The Head's pocketa were simply
bulging with notes and silver when at
last he called a halt.

“ Shan't be long, boys ™ he cried,
aa he packed away fotographic platea
in & box. "I wﬁl now develop the
negatives—and I'm positive the
results will be simply remarkable 1"

The Head’s propheoy proved quite
correct~—though not quite in the way
his customers had hoped ! When he
turned up again outside the tuekshop
with the printed fotes the fellows
found it hard to reckernisa them-
aelven in the smudgy figpera they
found on the prints.

** Look here, sir, what do vou eall
this ¥ " asked Burleigh, indiunantly,
a8 he gaved at his posteard. * It
logka like a study of two searecrows
i a dense fog ! "

* Nonsense, Burleigh ! chided Dr.
Birehernall, * Why, you must be
i‘mr]lg in need of glagses. That's a
topping purtrait-—a - bandsome addi-
tion to any study mantelpieca ! ™

" It's & swindle ! ™" cried Stedlust,
of the Fourth, ** This foto is nothing
Like moe t ™

" Naturally not. when you ave
holding it upside down 1" rctorted
the Head, cheerily. ' Hold it up the

right way Stedfast, and you will sce
a trmly remarkabls hkeness—a foto-
graphic triumph, in fact 1"

But Stedinst didn’t see that, even
when he held it ? the right way.
Neither did Dr. Birchemall's other

customers. Their murmer of
aunoyaonce eoon began to ewell into a
rogular roar of wrath, and Dr.

Birchemall evidently saw that some-
thing would have to be done to
plaeate them. lor he suddeniy held ap
iz hand.

* Silence, please 1" he cried. I
now have plezzure in ennouncing the
winner of the BEest Foto Contest,
T'he winner, boys, is Swottor, of the
Sixlh 1™

Y Oh, goud ! sand Swotter.
can (o with that free fecd '™

.l.I

" You ae wnara than welcome,
Swoltter,” bveined the Head., * Here
I8 s pene,’

1y Fr:l] ? k¥

" Sixpenee ' said the Head,
placing o smaldl silver coin in Swotter’s
“ With that sumn, Swotter,

you can buy six doughyts—a feed
that should satisfy any thlow !

If the Head eggspected that that
announcement was goiny to pacify
the crowd, he was vasily mistaken.

“¥ah! Swindle!” shey yelled,
** Sroash his camera 1"

There was a move fowards the
camera. And then asenqrizing thing
happened. Jack Jolly, of the
Fourth, came running up, with his
pals, Merry and Bright snd Fearless.
be: MIF -:l?mam I * he };:!rinli. v We;‘va

n locking everyw rr-u:rr" it
“ Wha-a-at ? n
“lIs then,

that camera jours,
Joll

o N
o Head coffed. ;

“ Ahern! I honp yoadon't mind,
Jolly. I borrowed it to 1o & spot of
fotography with. OF curse, 1 shall
insist on paying you fu the loan.”

Dr. DBirchemall divel into his

ocket and presented thel:aptin of the
ourth witli some cash, 'hen he fled,

* Well, 1'm glad the cdl scarnp had
the grace to pay his jui debt, any-
way,”’ remarked Burligs. * How
much has he given voucolly T

" Tuppence ! " snoviedJolly. “ T'll
give him something for adhange, next
time I ece him—a pece of my
mind | "

* Same here 1" corus’ the crowd.

But nobedy raw the Huad for quite
a iong time alter that.

e Mark L

REMOVE WON SMARTLY

AT ©ST.

JUDE'S!

Says H. VERNON-SMITH

In winning & two-inmmnges
match .by three wicketa at
St. Jude's on Wednesday,
the Remove may fairly claim
to have put up & very credit-
able ahﬂwﬁaéi .'I:{:nrv,}r shower
that stop play at a time
when nng'thinghmight. have
bappened in the game, re-
eulted in the wicket breaking
up badly for our second
inninga. Te¢ bave gvercome
this severe handicap so
suceessfully was an achieve-
ment for which we may
justifiably give cureclves a
pat on the back!

8t. Jude's batted first
and piled up the respectable
seore of 185 on & wicket that
favoured them strongly.
Greytriars did not fare quite
o well in their turmn, and

were finally dismissed for a |

tatal of 163, to which
Cherry contributed 74 runs.
A fine innings for Chersy,
this—and, incidentally. he

When 5t. Jude's went in to
bat again, our bowlers
began 1o find their true
form, though the wicket
continued to favour high
seoring. Hurres BSingh
bowled two of the home
batsmmen in successive balls
and nearly achieved the
* hat-triek "' for the second
week running with a teicky
ball that bounded off the
bat inte the shipa. Alas!
Tom Brown, with the sun
*in his eyes, came badly un-
a!;ucki ulm:i t;!.l :%utiiie:ci ';1 it
completely, the ball rollin
from hiBFBItElldEﬂ f:ingmE
tips on to the twf,

* Inky, however, despite
that Little eet-back, con-
tinued to keep the 8t. Jude's
willow-wielders on the de-
fensive ; and, at the other
» end, Wharton and Squiff, in
turn, did their beat to show
our hosta that in the bowling
line we've no mere one-rman

I promptl
Smik
that in actual fact there are three
Remove who
won fromn ordinary Couneil schoola |

For the benefit of those who share Smith minor's
fack of information, the three fellows in question

EDITOR CALLING!

During an argument in the Rag the other evening,
Smnith minor, declaring that Greyfriars wes too

snobbish for thess democratic days, supported his
opinion by sayin

that we hadn’t even any scholar-
the ove,

pointed out that he tvas guite niia-
minor was quite surprised to learn
ollowa in the
are at Greyfriars on scholarshipa

inley, Dick Penfold, and Tom Redwing,

hard-working bowlers kept
t}m scaring within restricterd
limits, and 8t. Jude's last
wicket fell with the score
2 runs short of treble
figures—or 98, in case you're
weak at mathernaties
That left us with 121 rans
to seore to win the match.
A  reasonable- proposition,
we thought. And then the
raiy csme down and wo
changed our minds about it !

That wicket after the
shower really was the
trickiest ever | Cherry, firat
man in, was bowled for a
duck’s egg in the fist over,
and Bull was caught out in
the next, after knocking up
a feeble 3.

* Well, we've got to make
a show of it, whatever kind
of & wicket it is,” Wharton
remarked, when he went
out to bat. " Don't take
visks, and keep the ball
low—and we may beat 'em
}‘-’E.'t- E ¥

And we duly did beat ’em
—thanks to a faithful ob-
servance of Wharton's in-
structiona. Seoring  was
slow, but steady, and after
a plodding, uplill game, we

They have no objection, I know, te
my mentioning how they came to
Greylviars. Ou the contrary, they nre
rightly proud of it.

 The very fact that this should bhe so
18, In my opinion, proof positive that
the allogations of snobbishuess male
againgt Groylriara by Smith minor nre
unfounded.

Linley and Penfold and Redwing all
come from humble homes. Ave they
looked on with disfavour at Greyfriars
on that account ¥ Not a bit of it !
The truth is the very reverse. They
are actually three of the most popular
fellows in the Form 1

They ara admittedl
swot than most of the ove and that
doeen’t exactly meke for popularity.
To counterbalance that, however, they
happen to be first-rate men on the
playing fields ; and furthermore, thicy
are all thoroughly likeabla chaps,

mors keen on

Be Trained By A Wizard!

Professor Eolsover, Prince of Train-
ers, guaranteca to turn you inte a
star athlate in six ensy lessons! Win
all the pots at the forthcoming echool
sports | 'Testimonials galore! K. J.
Snoop writes: “ I couldn't run mom
than & mile before I took up your
Athlete’s Course. Now I cen run .
1,600 yards!"—PROFESSOR BOL-

e was too bizey couting up his | scored the runs at lightning | team. With loysl co.opera. | eventuallyscored thowinning | BOVER, Study No. 1 Remove
ill.gotten gains, FHPNARE Y gpeed | tion from the field, these | run with 3 wickets in hand. E"&ﬂﬂ‘&g&: d O
- e _—— e milasa - —

MORSE MESSAGE THAT SAVED
CAPTIVES!

ISLAND

It wes an intriguing
phenomenon on &
peaceial

alternoon,

tnmn

Fag’s Ruse Foils Highcliffe Raid

t
* Be prepared ! " v Al motto of the
Seout movement. [darry Wharton
and his chuma showed Greyfriare this

Ba

week that they live up toit.

They were scouting in'the woods near
the river opposite Poppar's Teland when
) ocourred.
Wharton and Nugent and Bull and
Inky were four of & squul detailed off to
intercept express rumera who wore
trying to get through lhe woods with
spotted—
Cherry, the remaininggoember of the
Famous Five, being ony &£ the runners.

The woods on the nvsic bank being
concern thut @ alternoon,
Whatten and his ¢hdla might easily
. Dut a good
Scout misses nothing, esd '+ waa not lo mg
ankling licht
the treca on
Island. Whnton promptly
called s halt to find wk what it was,
snd tho Scouts stoppd to look at it.
They tumbled to it in 8 few sgeconds.
The tipht wae flashing e Yorae signal and
Harry Wharren & Uo. md it simultane-

the une ted incdant

dispatches without bhing
their only
have overlocked the rinr.
bofora they noticed &

ﬂashing from amon
Fopper'a

olsiv.
*HO05!" they exmed torether.
An 3085 fLiom per's lslamid:

attract attention.”

reflection from it conld
the island.

island continuing
belore; eventually,
CVer,

gpotied.

Wharton read

ea=ily.

Ferm, Greyiriare,’

are you 7"

Highelile  men.  Send

W harton.

watch and went out

He flickered his wateh about in the
sunlicht at esuch an angle that the |

how-
the signal c¢hanged.
Whanrton had been

A different Morse messago
flashed out from the island.

“* Bolter here—Third

spciled oot glowly, "W

* Brown and Rossell caplne:d by

He ewiitly gigmadied * Coming ™ to |

BLimene)
Whar-
produced his

he =ajd.

into the supshine
b}' the river. l}'ﬂﬂkhlg.
“ The back of | to &pot ﬂt}ltﬁf.
this watch should give n good enough | tree, I fancy.’
gsipnal,” he said. *“ 1'lFsce if T can

Nugent.

r

Lbe secn fromm |

b For & long
time there was no response,
the distress signael from the

a3

it

hi'l
fie

Wharton flashed hack:
“Wharton and other
Remove Seovws, What's wrong #
Move twinkling frem  the  icland,

help”  read

EBolter of the Third, then turned to the
othera and passed the roessage on to them,

" Ponsenby & Co., by the sound of it,”’
* Brown and Russell were
goimg picnicking on the island, I know ;:
i 1 heavd themn fixing up this morning
for Bolier to go with them to do the
Looks as if Pon & Co. failed

“This is where we chip in!" said
And they did!

Johnnv Bull waa sent out to loecats the
Highelitte  erowd.

o anirinibes to repert that their boot

was  moored alongside that of their
prisoners roamd a berdd on Lthe island.
Meanwhile, Inky and Nuopent went in
the opposite dircetion to find a boat.
They returned a dirtle lawer, peling a
puaeh they bl borcowed from Lenple

The kid's hiding up a

He returned in &

& Co., of the Fourth, and all four were
soon ferrying. the punt to the island.

The next ten minutes were very enjoy-
able to Wharton & Co. They landed
qumt}y on the island, moored the punt,
and found Bolter, who dropped down
from a tres in which he had been hiding.
Bolter led them to a glade where Pon &
Co. wore amueing themselves slinging
clods of earth at Brown and Russell, who
had heen tied to trew trunks.

In another minute or two, Pon & Uo,
woulidl huve been wading into the plentitu]
supply of tuck that Brown and Russel]
had brought with them for their picine,
LThe new arrivals soon put paid to that
move. With a ringing war-whoop they
chavged into the glade, and aftes a
short, sharp stroggle, the island captors
were Lumed into ocaptives.

Altogether, quite & successful after-
noon for the Greyfriars Scout mavemen: !
We offer our eongratulations to Brown
and Russell on their bappy velease. 1o
young Bolter for his astutenoss, o
Wharton & Co. for their ready response
to the 8 O N, und finully to Bob Cherry,
who ran his dispatech through the woods
more easily than ho would have dune
had the rermoairdder of the Co. been there
to atop him.

PRESUMABLY HE CLIMBS IT!

Billy Bunter bonata of an imposing
fnmily tres,

We're all supposed to bave come fian
monkeya; but few of ua boast of guing
back to our old-inonkoy ways |



