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But the other
felfows are hope-
less.  They sell to

me Lo stop play-
ing, they bring
ithiu to the
music - room  and
throw them. I
have, on more than
one occasion, been
egged amd  toma-
toed. They describe
my music as “ao
‘noearthly din,” and
they ask if

parents’ ¢ould fin

CLAUDE HOSKINS,
The musical genius of the
Shell :

no VaCAncIies it
Homes for
They won't listen
to the music—they

musie  you'll be airaid 1 shall
bore Iﬂi\ stiff, It's all right. I
wal't say much gbout my musfc itself, Dut
I do want to get rid of a few thoughts on
the subject of Giter Vamdalism amd the
phitistine Ignorayce of the Masses. |
Hacker comes umder the. first headig.
Ma iz not only a beast and a blighter, but
he is also a vandal of the purest water.
Hia chief delight is destroying works of
art. Only Iast week 1 hmuglgqt-_ my
- pantasia anpd Fugne i C Sharp Minor
inte the Form-room to put a féw finishing
touelics to the " Allegre con Spiritd = move-
wient. 1t not only helps to tuke my mind

. O will all expect me o talk about
i musie, and it you  dontb like

off ‘Latin, but the cadences and harmonjes

are much better when they ave® put 0
with the . white heat of inspiration.

Well, I was just scoring the part for the
feench  borns, klaxons, aml siregs, when
Haocker dropped on me and snarled:

* Rosking, bring that stull you are writing
amed pub it on my dezsk!” i

Now, if MHacker had becn an -gmlinary,
Jdecept man - whe o conld  admire  and
stppreciate . works of art, he would have
Hﬂlhﬂed through my music ami then cried:
“Bleis my soul! This is a perfectly new
treatment of the diminished seventh.
Hoskina, ¥ can find no wonds to express
wy delight, I shall tell your headmaster
that you are & crodit to my Form, Hoskins
~imleed, to all Greyfriara. Boys, let us give
three cheers for Hoskins®  diminished
seventhis, and then we will adjourn to
tie musie-room while he plays them to us,
CBut did Hocker say this? You  will
searcely credit the fact, but he never
goticed the Jiptinizhed sevenths at all!
O course, hwe is o very ignorant man,
without any refinemént - or taste, but
woulda't vou have thouzhit that even a
nigger eoal-hedver would liave seem at once
that the thing was pure gewius? Hacker
din't, 'lihﬂ'ﬂgh. : : j

*Sop you nre wasting your time again,
Hoskius!" That's what he zaid. . Wasting
wy time, mark vou! But the man's & fool!
“ Yon are weiting this absurd and iveffable
rulbiish instead of attending Lo your work?l™

“1 hope, sir,™ I réminded him sternly,
“that this music is of far more value than
Latin. My treatment of diminished
seventha——" .

- &ilence!” roarod Hacker.  “Take two
hondred lines, Hoskins. 1l I catch yow
writing any niore of this nonsense, ¥ shall
pantish  you severely ! He then tore the
masterplece to shreds and stuled it o
the wastepaper-basket ! <
~ L1t was all I could do to vestrain mysell
(ruone ]eaﬁingrm: him _and biting him like
i bollloge  The Gotht The Vandal! The
Tartart Tet him wait. There may come
a-Jday when I shall show hiny up before
e whole world for the soulless blighter
that Le ia!

THE PHILISTINE IGNORANCE OF
THE MASSES!

Not less maddening {3 the absointe idiocy
of the masses—in other words, the Grey-
frigre fellows. My pal Hobzon is about
the only fellow who can appreciate wuaic,
and even be doesn't know a sonata from a
Fews' llarp. Still, he listens while T play
my latest composition, and though ‘he ex-
poses his jgooramce on the subject of en-
harmenic modulations apd  cadenzas,
nmst be something of a musician to laten,
Eﬁmrlm may be merely something of a pal.—
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he -

just ¢all it a - dinc
_ isn't,m‘l;h:l};sh rich? 4
And yet, mark you, tiey will gatlier roun
and cheer when @ fellow hits a cricket ball
out of the ground. In the name of common
scnse, what s the good of hittiog a bit
af leather with a bit of wood? What
ifoes it Jo? 1 don't dislike cricket—In fact,
I play quite a good game—but I don’t make
it my life’s work. ' :
Do they ever stand round ond cheer when
P work out & periect cadenza of triple
fifthis? Not a bit of it. They heave eggs
anid tomatoes. I have-tried to explain te
them, times without number, that I am
elabgrating Schonberg's theory of atonality,
but even this does not move them.

Like all

Hoilans is absent-minded,” an

niuses,
he ap-
pears to have sept me his blothng-paper
instead of the drawing. However, 1
print some interesting extracts from it,
aod if you hold it to the mirror, You can
rend auite & bit of Hoskins' daily history
EDPITOR.

I omee took the trouble to explain to
Cherty, of the Remove, that my " unearthly
din " wasi an atonal Improvement of o
Bach Gigue, and all he Jdid was to stuff

the Bach Gigue down the back of my neck.
This is not fupny; it is tragic, it is wun-
perving.

But every great .genius has had to pat
beetlewitted

up  with the crass and

hliots.

antagonism of the masses. I am not dis-

couraged. I shalk go fovward, 1 chab
achieve my destiny, ©npe day thése seoflers
and vandals will eay, o hushed and

contrite tonea: “The great Hoskins was at
school with met*

And I ghall retort with secorn: “I do not
wizh 1o be reminded of it, Depart irom
Lenea!™ :

SOULFUL SONG.

I wilt now write a short song oo this
5ubjﬂt.jtu I have szet Tt to music, and will
play it to any admirer who calls here and
gives the password “Sforzandol” The sonyg
i3 chanted in the organum harmony with
atonal accompaniment—Iif you wish 1o cibg
it

1 wrote a perfect Serenade
"Twaz hetter far than Handel,
But Hacker sefzed it, I'm afraid—-—
Oh, Hacker, thowrt a Vandal!
" He ipped it, he ripped it
Ha ttered and ﬁl%’;{:d ¢,
He wrenched it s though he'd gone mad,
Apd thus be destroyed in;
He did—and enjoyed it!l
The brute and the beast and the cadl

-1 wrote a perfect movement for

My great O Flat Sonata;
But Hacker seized the wotk ofce miOTe-—
“{th, Hacker, thou'rt & Tawtar!
He clawed 16, he pawed it,
He nuzzied and goawed it
Op that's what it seemed like, at leastl
He eelred it and burpot it
Before [ had learnt it,
The cad and the brute and the beast!

I wrote a perfect Arabesague,

* Much cleverer than Schumann,

But Hacker tore it from my desk——

Oh, Hacker, thou'rt ishuman!

He snatched it, he seratehed it,
He doomest and despatehed it,

He ground the thing under hiz boot.
He ripped it ofd serewel it,
He chopped it and chewed it,

The beast and the cad and the brute!

MUSINGS OF A MUSICIAN,

Fraok Nugent knocked his young brothet
Dicky spinuing the other day. t was a
Homance in A Flat Minor.

It is better to I} Sharp that A Flat.

Sixteen Greyfriars fellows can play the
piano, four cam play the violin, two can
play the concertina, eme cap play the
cornet, and 115 ¢an play the giddy goat.

When I was playl the piaog the other
day Bob Cherry said: " You can play all
right with your fingers, but I omce saw a
baby pltay with his toes.”

He said I reminded him of Bunter at &
bitliards table, because I play for hours
without & break. ‘The young iliet!
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Claele Hoskins,
Shell, is probably the most single-minded
fellow ot Greviriara,
alwayz, he thinks of nothing but muaic.
It he's not wrfth a new masterpiece,
he's plaving on old

not e has any ability as a composer
is difficult to sny.
appalling din on the piano,
hears very similar dinz on the radio at
times. G
thraugh the whole school yearns to com-
mit violence when they hear him in the
gusic-room,
bhs tried fo imagine Hoskins'
statue—if any!—in Westmingster Abhey,
He certainly doesn't
Beethoven!

{Cartoon by HARCGLD SKINNER.)

the menins of the

First, last, and

ane. YWhether or

He mabes the most
but one

reyiriars takes him humorously,
In. this cartoon, Skinner
futurs

look much like
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A FAMILY FEUD!

cousin and rival Bertie Vernon away from Greyfriars.

it looks for—

Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of the Remove, i3 determined to drive his
But the task is much more diffieult than

he Rlsnlsl of t%e lllsuowal
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From his seat on the window-sill, Billy Bunter watched Vernon-Smith smudge red ink on his
nose, holding up a mirror in his left hand to wateh progress.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Chucking It !

HUCK that!” said Coker.
Harry Wharton & Co.. on
the Remove landmg at Grey-

friars, lanced  round et
Coker of the Fifth—expressively.
Herbart Vernon- Emlt who had a

cricket ball in his hand, glared at him.
Coker waved a larga hand at them—
reprovingly
“Chuck it av once!” he rapped.
“You'll brain somebody if tha.t ball
es over the banisters. Haven't you
gﬁ any sense? Just chuck it!”
oker was right, so far as that went.
The Remove lundm , really, was no
lace for cricket, Had Mr. %lmluh,_tlm
amove master, or a8 Bixth Form pre-
fect, coma up, it would have
lines all round for the juniors,
But it had started to rain after clasa
The juniors were chancing it with beaks
nnd prefects. Fifth Form men did not
matter. Fifth Formers came and went
on the staircase unregarded. And not
n fellow on the Remove landing had the
mmﬂtast idea of regarding Horace
Cokor any more than any other Fifth
Former.
Half a dozen fellows answered Colker
of the Fifth at once:
*sShut up, Coker ™
"l}mt t barge in I
“Run away and play, Coker|®
“Get on with it, Smithy 1
“Hoak it, Coker |
Coker of the Fifth, thus told where

been

t off, would havae acted wisely in
But

he
getting off where ho was told!
wizdom was not Coker's long suit.

Coker came up the steps
Remove landing, frowning.

“1 said chuck 11" he rapped.
“Vernon- '-‘-.rmth if you bow!l that ball
aeross the landing I'll smack your
head i Can’t you fags keep something
ltke order? uck it at onece, Vernon-
Smith 1

The Bounder of Greyfriars looked at

to the
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'Il:.'crkc?r, gripping the round red ball
Wy
Srithy, who never liked taking

arders, even from a besk, was about tho
last fellow at Greyfriars to take orders
from a Fifth Form’ man.

“ Look here, Coker, don’t butt in [
roared Bob Cherry.

“Get out, Coker, you nss " exclaimed
Johnny Bu

“Boot him off the landing [ said
Harry Wharton.

“ Hold ont" ssid Vernon-8mith, with

a wicked gleam i m his aj'e. "D:d you
toll me to chuck it, Coker?”

“J did I rapped Clokat steruls.

*“You really want me to.ohuck it1*

“I've told vou to 1"

. “All right, then I"” said the Bounder.

‘Here goes [

And he chucked it—in a way that
Coker of the Fifth did not in the least
axpec: dth:ugh really he might have

cted 1

"I'j‘m crickat ball landed on Coker's
walstcoat |

It banged like & mallet !

“Oooch 1" ga ﬁed Coker, as hia
supply of wm arted from him,
knﬁE:Led cut by the me:ml: on his waist-
OB

Caoker ﬁanpﬂd and tottered back-
wards, ers wera only three steps up
from the study landing to the Remove
landing 1 ey were guite onough for
[}gﬁmr when he did them in one!l

wmp |

tEuker of Iril;:."lvz:n Eiﬂlil ]an&gd dluwn I;lieme
steps on his back. is lo
thrached the air ek

“Bmithy I" gasped Harry Wharton,

'E!uker had asked for ib, of course.

He had hugi'gad for it. PBut it was
rather tough on Coker, all the same.
Smithy was pot half-
IMCASITER

“Man dnwn I# yelled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal’

"Dn-un h1" gurgled Coker on the
Tae Macyer Lispary.—No. 1,636,

a man for
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study landing on his back., *Oocooghl
tnoow | Clocoocooch 1™

He sat up.

A dozen grinning faces locked down
at him,

“Come u
Johnny Bul

" Do ¢onte “E again, Coker ' grinned
Feank Nugen

Binithy ficlded the ball,
"Let's got on I" he said.
git there and watch |

“Ha, ha, hal”

l:l-ﬂ

E againt, Coker!" chuckled

" Coker can

ooogh ¥ moaned Horace Coker,
He stagpered to lhis feel, with both

hands pressed (o his  waistcoat.
“ngi- | ¥on wait & minule—
OQopogh | " I'll smazh you— Groogh |

Ow! I'm winded'! Woooagh "
Coker gurgled for breath.
Still gurgling, he camv up the steps

to the Remove landing and headed for

Herbert Vernon-Smith.

Smithy, about to bowl, stopped. He
turned to Coker, the ball in his hand
and his eves glinting.

“Biand clesr, vou fellows1” he said.
“I'll let him heave it on his boko this
time "

“Chuck it1" sxeloimed Harry Whar
ton. "I mean don’t chuck it! 'Nuff’s
on good as & feast, Smithy! Btop
that 1"

The captain of the Remove pushed
Smithy . back,

Five or aix other fellows gatherad
ronnd Coker of the Tifth. ;

They rrnbped him and sat him down
on the Isnding. Coker, in his breath:
leet atate, was in ho cohdition for »
battle!  He rolled over, gurgling, in
the grasp of tho Removites, und rolled
down the steps again.

fuce more Horace Coker aprawled on
the study landing, his long lege thrash.
ing the air. He sat up again, splutter-

ir:ﬁn
Hava some more, Coker ! called out
Bob Cherry. ' = .
chuckled

“Lots 31
Johuny Bull,

- terrific, my
chortled Hurres

you want it!"

The lotfuliess s
£6 Coker 1"
Jamset Ram Eir:f

But Coker di
“flo had . had qui h

Te 5 quite enough for one
day. He had & pain under hin waist-
coat, and he had toppled backwards
dowh the steps. -

Having gained his feet with the aid
of the banisters, Cokor stood’ splutter-
ing for breath. He shook his fiat at
Herbert Vernon-8mith, But he did not
invade the Remove landing again.

“You look out!” he gasped. “IlI
whop you for this! I')l give you the
FI geng;ﬂ'_wim]:pmgt y{cil;"ve a]'fﬂr had |

smiticats you oogh 1"

“(io home, Coker [

" Fade out, old bean!”

“Tuke your face away and bury it 1

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Coker—=his hands pressed to his waist-
coat aghin—-limped awey aoroez the
study landing and dissppeared into the
Fifth Form passnge. Coker of the
Fifth did not always know when he had
had enough. But on this occasion it
sermed quite alear to him, He disap-
pearcid—a gurgle Hoaling back.

“"You'd bettor keep your weather
eve open for Coker after this, 8mithy [
grinned Peter Todd.

The Bounder shl'ugif.d his shoulders,

“ Let’s got on, now that fuvol's gone
be ‘zaid

And the Remove crickefers got on
and kept on, regardless of Coker apd
gll his works—til] an alarin of Quelch
m the offing put a sudden end to
mdoor ericket and sent the Removites
wirtling up the Remove passage.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Bunier’s Little Mistake !

i S3AY, Brithy, old chap!” =aid
Billy Bunter.
“ Buzz off, ass ¥ y
The rain hrd ceasad, and Billy
Bunter had detached himself from an
artnchair in the Rag and rolled out into
the -quad.

He was really looking for Lord
Meguleverer. Often and often did Billy
Bunter look for Mauly about tea-time.

Bur Msuly seomed elusive, as was
not uncommon when the fat Owl of rhe
Retyve was king for him., 8o, at
the m%lht of the Bounder coming out of
the school shop. with & little parcel
under his arm, Billy Bunter bore down
on_him st once.

Bunter could guess what & parcel can-
tarmed when a fellow carried it out of
the tuckshop about tea-time! And, in
his keon interest in the parcel. Bunter
did wot note the trifling eircumstanee
that the junior coming out of the school
shop was not Bmithy, but his cousin
Bertie Vernon, who was so exactly
like Smithy that they were frequently
mistaken for one another,

Other fellows picked them out fairly
ensily. especially as they dressed rather
differently ; but the shortsighted Qwl
of the Remove was always mixiug them
—aoinetimes with painful reanlts to him-

self | Ior both the doubles of the Grey- 4

friars Remove were equally annoved at

hﬂir_l%l mistaken for one another, and
Bmithy had more than onos booted the
fat Owl for addressing him as Vernon,

Now he was addvessing Vernon as
Smithy, which was a leas dangcrous
mistake, Bertie being mych less handy
with his boot than the nder, But
Dertie was annoyed, and he snapped.

“1 say, old chap, I'm jolly glad to
tee your name up for the %t. Jim’s
mistch,” szaid Bunter. "I wams looking

hl'": urt;u mention it."
23]
“Oh, really, Bmithy—"
“Roll off, you Elul.tad barrel |
nap Vernon, and he started for

tha House.

Buuter, instead of rolling off, rolled
on--with Bertie Vornon, q.l‘hiu parcel
under Vernon's arm drew Bunter like
& inagnet,

It was true that Smithy was vather a
hard nut to crack. Ilv was not an
my-g{:tﬁ? fellaw like Mauly, or like
Harry Wharton & Co.  But Buner
fancied that he knew bow to get om
Smithy's soft side,

Eilly Bunter's genuine opinion of the
rolatives of the Remove was that both
were beasts, but Smithy a rather worse
beast thau the other beast. But Bunter
was not the fellow Ehm riiw:al his
gonuine opinton to a chap who had a
bundle of tuck under his I;lrm.

*1 say, Smithy, your name's up,”
went_on Bunter. “I've seen it up in
the Rag. That rotten cousin of yours
is in, too, I oall that foull He ‘can't
pln%_urmkat, Smithy.”

This was Bunter's master-siroke of
plotting.

Bmithy either could net, or wonld
not see that Bortio Vernon was one
of the best glzmm_- erickbters w1 Grey-
friars, and that his bowling was, #o to
speak, a thing of beauty dnd a juy for
Bver. =

Nobody agreed with 8mithy on thar
point—Bunter ne more than swyvbody
clse.  But if pulling 8mithy's leg was
the way to tea n Smithy's =tudy,
LBuriter was the man 1o pull his leg.
v was rather wnfoitunate, n the
cireuinstances, that his ‘wad addressing
these rowmarks o the wrong man.

Unaware of thm eélrenmstance, the
fat Owl vattled on:

“That chap Verncn can't bowl, can
he, Smithy? Wharton thinks he can,
The games master thinks he's no end
of a nut with the ball. I don't. Not
a bit of it, Smithy. Absolutely rotten,
in_my opinion ™

Bertio Vernon grinned faimly, but

did not answer.
A silly, stuck-up asx, tco!" went
on Bunter. In view of Bmirthy's feud

with the new junior, it was judicious
to pile it on thick. Bunter was pre.
B:red to lay it on like butter. ™ Every-

dy knows he’s. fearfully hard-up:
but look at the airs be puts on. That
uncle of his who sent him hera hasn’t
a bean to his name, Look how he
lives at Lantham Chase=two or three
rooms, and one potty old servant, and
no—=— Wow|"

Billy Bunter broke off suddenly as
8 ﬁngﬁ snd thumb fastaned on a fat
ear like & pair of pincers,

Bertie Vernon did not mind what
Bunter said about his oricket, Bunter's
opinion on that subject was not cal-
culstgd to worry any oricketer. But
the reference to his unele, Captain
Vernon~though it might have been
weleowe w Bmithy—was far from wel-

come to that uncle's nephew.

“Owl" roared Bunter. *Sunthy,
ou beast, leggo ear| Wowl
Vhy, yout rotter—— Wow! You like
to hoar a chap run that fellow Vernan
own, dea't youi Wow [V

“You blithering fat Owl, I'ta Dot
Smithy ¥ snap Vernon.

“Ohi” gas Bunter.

"~ Now away, and shut up!”
snapped Vernon, releasing the far ear.

"“0Oh orikey (™ Ifnpﬁd unter, rub-
bing that ear. o realised the awiul
mistake he had made.

It war the other beast who had thu
bundle of tuek under hia arm, npuot
Smithy at all. Bunter had rather put
his Eﬂ-u;. ulu it. < . ved

R D o 7 aronon,"” gas the
fat Owl, "1 dii'.’ln’t mean—I—1 mesnt—
that is—what 1| really mean i+ thai—
Sinthy's no cricketer.”

H.w t'?"

“ Absylute dud at_the game,” said
Bunter, hlinking at Bartie through his
big spectacles. "I think Wharton's
a fool to put him up for the 8¢t Jim's
metch—don't you?l”

*You fat idiot 1"

*Ob, really, Vernonl
sAV, VOU CAan Eiay his head
can't bat. He's absolutely
ang——— 1 snfy Veroon, dou't waik
away while & ellow's tal iug o youl
Beast !

Bertie Vernon did walk away

Bunter was left rubbing hi: eur, and
realising sadly that his chanve of ger-
ting a whack in the contenis of ithat
parcel had been reduced to zero. All
that Billy Bunter had gained was a
tug at his fat ear, which was no
doubt, what he desarved, but cer-
tainly not what he wanted.

" Hers, Bunter|”

Coker of the Fifth was connng
across the quad, and his eyes lixed on
lievtie Vernon with quite a deadly
look.

Ever since the episode on the Re
mave landing, UCoker of the IFifih had
had an eye open for Herbert Vernm
Smnth,

But Coker knew all abomt tlie
doubles of the Remove, and he dwd nim
wint to make a mistaks,

A terrific whopping was due 16 Ver-
u-::m-Erggh, and he was poing to receive
it at Coker's first chanoe of huwuding
it out; but Coker naturally wanted 1o
be eure that he handed it out 10 1he
right address.

“Which of them is that Buntesi™

I mean to
off. Ha
o good,
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“* Vernon's a sllly, stuck-up ass, Smithy! " sald
“ Everybody kmows he's hard up. That unole of his,

demanded Coker, with a gesture to-
wards Bertie Vernon “1 can't tell
one of the young rotters from the
other. I'm going to thrash Vernon-
Simith——"
CEhTT :
“MNot hia cousin:

dua, So8 Is that Veornon, or
Vernon-3mi

Billy Bunter blinked at him. He
ribbed a fat, paioful ear. 7Then he
grinned.

Had Bunter been a fighting man, he
would have mopped up the guadrangle
with Bmithy's double for tugging at
that fat ear, Coker was welcome to
get on_ with the good work, if so
disposed.

“Eh? Ok, that’s Smithy!”
Bunter cheerfully.

*All rightt" said Coker grimly.

And he rushed.

said

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Wrong Address!

ERTIE VERNON guve n yell.
Quite unconscious of having
given any offence to the great
Horace, he gave uo heed to
Coker when he saw him in the guad,
and he was taken quile by suarprise
when Coker rushed.

Coker still had a bLngering ache
where the ecricket ball had smitten his
waisteoat. And kis wrath was dire.
tlerbert Vernon-8mith was going to
ave the whopping of his life; and
{‘'oker, in the happy belief that he had
Vernon-Smith in his grasp, proceeded
o administer the same,

Sinack, smack, smack !

Bortie’s parcel faell frorm under his
arm, and orashed, bursting as i
~rashed.

A cake, a bag of doughunuts, and =&
pot of jem rolled on the eurth,

Bunter, unaware that he was
who

Bunter, but did not answer.

But Dertie had no leisure to heed
them.

Coker of the TFifth was grasping
hir, and smacking him right_and leit.
Coker’s smacks were hefty. His large
hend landed like & fail.

Coker disdeined to punch & junior,
But Coker’s esmacks were rather
harder and heavier than many fellows'
punches, '

Bertio roared and struggled,

“Yon mad ass! What are vou ati”
he yelled.  “Gone madf Let gol
Wlat do you f&nn::r vou're up to, you
hulking hooligan ?’

“I'll give you a few more for that!”
grinned Colear,

Swack, smack smack, smack |

(‘oker’s smacks fairly banged on his
hapless vietim. -

15wt Hertie Verncn, like his relative,
the Bounder, was not the man to take
s whopping tamely. Coker of the
Fifth was much too big for him to
tackle with any chance of suocess, but
he did his very best.

A jolt from a fist that felt like a
hump of iron caught Coker under his
chin, and made him stagger. It was
followed up by another on Coker's
nose, which drew a spurt of red,

“Oh 1" gasped Coker. **By gum!”

"You mad ass, let go!” yelled Ver-
non, still punching.

Smack, smack, amack |

“Ile, he, hel"” cachinnated Billy
Bunter, watching with great interest
througl his big spectacles. Bertie was

g{:ﬂin¥ something back for tugging at
that fat sar—there was no mistake
about that.

A dozen fellows came running E‘P

'arter and Greene of the Fifth
shouted to Coker together,

" LUoker, you asg—"

“Chack 1"

Sl watch it]"  snorted Cloker.
“This voung sweep buzzed a crickat

his remarks to the MARD,

addressing Wrong
sent him here, hasn't a bean to his name [** Vernon stared at

Egil i’?t my bread-basket! I'll show
im

“You potty chum 1 didn'¢1”
ehriecked Vernon. B

“Didn't you!" snorted Coker. *1
fancy you did, end I fancy I'm goir

to whnf you for it, as I told you
would |

“You'll get half the school hers!™
gasped Potter,

"“"What do I care?” retorted Coker,
still smacking. “Think & Remove kid
is going to bang a oricket ball on my
tummy "

“He, ho, hal™

A pot of jam had rolled near Bunter.
Doughnuts and cake were trampled on,
but the pot of jam was intact. Bunter
picked it up and rolled away. It was
quite .entertaining to watch Coker
whopping Vernon, in the belief that
he was Vernon-3mith; but it was
gﬂdmuug to get off the scene before

ker discovered his mistake. Bunter
went, and the pot of jam went .with
Bunter.

But about fifty othor fellows wers
growding round the epot in great
axcitement.

Bertie Vernon, with a tremendous
effort, tore himeelf loose from Coker's
grip and jumped “'w‘é','

But Coker was not finished with him

et. That lingering ache in Coker's

read-basket had to be avenged.

Coker jumped st him agsin; and
Bertie mwt him with left and right, =
couple of such hefty jolts that even the
mighty Horace staggered.

Bertie followed him up as he stag-

ered, his face flaming and his eyes
Elnzing wrath.

Why Coker had so suddenly and un-
expectedly pitched inta him the new
unior did net know He had not

een present al the scvne on  the

TEe Magser Lizranr.—No |.A36..



6

" Remove landing and was unaware of
what his double had done; but he
knew that he had been smacked as if
he had been under a carpet beater, and
hig chief desire was to hit Coker—and
hit him hard.

And he didl

As Coker staggered Bertis followed
him up, hitting—getting one inte
Coker’s eye and ancther on his jaw—
and Coker sat down with & bump.

“QOh, my hat1” gacped Potter.

Coker was on his feet with a bound.
Ite had been knocked down--knocked
down by & Bemove junicr! 8plutier-
ing rali:e, Coker hurled himself at
Bertie, hitting out,

Bang | -

Coker's fist landed on Boriie's nose—
a rather jutting nose, exactly like his
velative's.

No junior could have stood up to
that punch.

Rertic Aew.

“Coker, wou potty
Lireene.

“Jh ¥ gasped Coker. )

Coker had not meant to punch like
that. Juniors were beneath punc!ung
by a Fifth Form man. Really he ha
dene it unintentionslly. But he had
done 1t : 3

Bertio Vernon lay on his back, hia
nose streaming crimsen. He sat up
dizzily, hiz hend to his noes, crimson
streaming through his fingers,

“Ilalle, hallo, hallo? The Famous
Five, having spotted the excitement
from a distance, came up with a rueh.

Hearry Wharton ran to Vernon to
give him a hand up.

“Collar thet fathead!” roarced Bob
Cherry. “Bumy him 1*

“Berag him I* shouted Johnny Bull.

“Shut up, you cheeky fagsl'’ hooted
Coker. “F’ll mop up the lot of youl

yelled

ass M
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I told that young sweep I'd whop him
for buzzing thot cricket ball at my
breud-basket—"
“That was Smithy I howled Boh.
“That wasn't Vernou; it was Smithy,
N huwhn% chump 1"
th

“JWull, at's Vernon-Smith, im't
it 3

“Neo, you mod chump; that's his
cousin 1

Wk !Ii!‘rhﬂ-'ﬂ-'ﬂt FLL

The Famous Five, about to collar
Llorave Coker, paused. They realised
that there had been a iistake.

“That—ihal—that Isn’t that
Vernonu-Bmith, who buzzed that criched
ball at me?"” stuttered Coker.

¥ No, you epas ¥

“ Mo, you fathead!"

¥ Mo, you chump 1¥ ]

* But—but Buntor said he wasl"'
gasped Cokor, “I asked Bunter, to
mu{t& sure, and be said it was Vernon.
Bimith. Look here, you young asz, arve
you Vernon-Smth or not?”

“Not, you potty lunatic!” gasped
Bertie.

“Uh crumbs ¥ gasped Coker. “1—
I—I thought gpu were Vernon-S8mith |
Of course I did when s Remove kid
said so 1

“ Idiat I _

“Well, I'm sorry!” said Coker
“I'm really sorry | 1 mesnt it for that

ecky cousin of yours—"'

“You dangerous manisc!”

“Well, don't be cheeky,” satd Coker,
“I'va said I'm eorry. ¥ou shouldn’t
be so like your sweep of a relation |
Not my faulk, is it 7

Bertie Vernon jamited a handker-
chief to his nose. He gave Coker of
the Fifth an expressive look and moved
off towards the House,

“T say, I'm really sorry!” Coker
called out.

) - -
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Larry’s at Grayfriars now,
but Larry's old pals of tha
ring can't do without their
prize-fightar—ha means
monay to theam=--and gt
him back they must, at all
costs, Yousimply mustn't
miss reading this smashing
school yarn.

e

“Dummy ! called back Vernonm,

aver hia shoulder,

“"You blitherin blothering, burb.
ling fathead 1" miﬁ’Harrj' Whatton.

“Don't give me any gheak!" =aid
Coker. “There's one thing, I shall
know the other young rotter now; he
won’t have & nose like thatl Where's
Vernon-8mith now!? I'm goug to
whop him |*

“Coker, old man—'" urged Potter.

“ Bhut up, Potter {”

“Don't you think you've played the
giddy ox enough already?” honted
Lireene..

" Bhut up, Greene I

“0Oh, bag him!” said Bob Charry.
“Ho won't be happy till he gets it
let's make him tirsd of whopping
Remove men |

" Hear, heap!"

The Famous Five rushed.

Horace Coker was suddenly up-
etided. He¢ came down on the qual
with & bump. He bellowed az he

h“mﬁel'?j: I 0 Oh |
“Why, you wl
Ahl Qooh|”

Splash |

Coker, rolled over, landed with his
fece in & puddle left by the recemt
rain; he gurgled wildly.

The Famous Five left him to gurgle.
And Coker, when he extracted his
rugged features from muddy water,
streaming, was no longer thinking of
looking inr Bmithy. He was—ior the
ﬂre&mt, al leasi—tired of whopping

¢Move men.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, Too !
M R. QUELCH fixed a gimlet eve

on Bertie Vernon in the
Eemove Form Boom the fol-
lowing mocning.

Then the gimlet eye gleamed round
at Herbert Vernon-8mith; and the
Bounder, noting it, smiled sarcastically.

Bertie evidently had been fighting;
and Quelch jumped to the conclusion
at once that there had been trouble
between the rolatives of the Remove,

Trouble beitween them had been
almost incessant ever aince Smithy's
double had eome fo Greyfriara that
term. More than once they had come
ta blows, 'The mutual antipathy was
equally strong on both sides,

But the blame for the incessant rows
lay chiefly on the Bounder. Vernon's
dislike was only revealed by & quiet
dirdain; Bmithy's toock the foria ol
nggressive truculence.

ven Redwing, the Bounder's chum,
had to admit that there need not have
been trouble if Bmithy had kept s
temper in betier control; they could
have barred one another without mak-
ing the family feud the talk of the
Roemove,

But Bmithy, who both disliked an
iheapieed the WVernon branch of ilie
fomily, had no use for Vernon swauk,
as he called it. He rescnted the facl
1hat Dertie had come to his school at
all, He did neot want him ai Urey-
friava—he didd not want him i lis
Form, ho did not want 1o see him, or
hear his nanwe, or have anything ia de
with him.

Mot of all he resented Bertic's in
clusion in the Remove ericket eloven,
As Bertid was u bowler and Smithy a
boitsman, ihey need not bave beon
vivala in ertcliet @ each in hia own L
exealled the other, but Bortie was vnly
an average bat, and Smtthy only a
change howler. DBut kudos in any fornw
for his double irvitated Smithy.  Aed
ihe striking voremblance between thean
was a snra puinl with both.



That resemblance, which  caused
fany irritating !1115tnit¢3,_ was  not
likely to cause any more mistakes for
pome days to come; for Coker’s punch

d given Bertie a nose which made it
eaay for even the short-sighted Owl of
the Remove 4o rerognise him abt a
glance.

That nose—rather prominent and
jutiing, exactly litke Bmithy's—wus now
the colour of & well-boiled beetroot.

It fairly flamed. It leaped to the
eye. Fellows who had been puzzled to
say which was which could now pick
out Vernon across the guad. That red,
raw nose was almost like a danger
signal.

Naturally Quelch gave it his atten-
tion. Berapping was, officially, sup-
poscd not to occur &t all, but & judici-
ous blind eye was geuerally turned to
a serap with the gloves on; but a pose
like Bertie's was wery unusual, and
called for investigation.

Bmithy smiled sarcastically—quite
aware, from Quelen's look, that the
Remove master took it for granted
that Vernon had beer. fighting with his
relative aod that it was Smithy's fault,
as useal.

“Vernon, you have been fighting!”
said Mr. Quelch in a deep voice.

Vernon's face became almost as red
as his nose. He was painfully couscious
of hia disfigured look, which had
already caused innumcrable glances
and smiles to be turned in his direction,

“Yez sir,"” he answered.

*With whomi?"' demanded DMr.
Quelch sternly. i

“A Fifth Form man, sir”

“0h 1 said Mr. Quelch,

The Bounder winked at Tomn Red-
wing, who suppressed a grin.  Quelch
was not going to get on Smithy’s track
this timel )

“Really, Vernon, I am surprised that
you should have guarrelled with o boy
in another Form, cspecially & senmor
IForm !” said Mr. Quelch.

“1t was a mistake, sir. The fellow
took me for somebody else,” muttered
Vernon, -

“0Oh " said Me, Quelch again.

With that, the matier was allowed to
drop.

Bertic rubbed that red, raw nasze
many times during morning school. It
was sore; it was rather painful; and,
worst of all, it was fearfully conspicuous.

Bertie was booked to play in the 5t
Jim's mateh on the morrow, when Tom
Merry & Co. came over to Greyiriars;
and {na did not want to display that
flaming nosa to a crowd of fellows from
another school. It was not pleasant to
iturn up with 8 nose that blazed like a
beacon from afar.

e gave his relative more than one
inimical glance during class in  the
Remove room,

True, it was not Smithy who had
given him that nose. But, ﬁh:e most of
his troubles since he had come to (Grey-
friars, it was due to his resemblance to
Bmithy. It was Smithy who had set
the fathead of the Fifth on the warpath;
and Cokor's mistake had done the rest.

The Bounder, catching Vernon's eyes
on him, put up his hand to his own
eyes, as if to shade them [rom the glare
of the crimson nose!

Thore was & chuckls in the Romove,

Bertio's face flamed, and after that,
lio carefully kept hiz eyea from wander-
mig in his relative’s direction

Bmithy prinned. It was evident that
liis rival was taking that nose to heart,
a3 it were; and Smithy was the man to
rib it in.

Becond  schoel that morning was
Fnglish  Literature, and Billy Bunter
groaned when Bhakespeare esme on the
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sceny. Put Smithy welcomed the Bard
of Avon for reasons of his own.

Fellows were encouraged to ask ques-
tions about the immortal bard. Smithy
had one to ask.

“1f vou please, sir, may [ ask about
a aquotation?” asked Vernon-Smith
meekly

“Lertainly, Vernon-Smith!"

“1 don't know which of Shakespeare's
plays it iz from, air, but 1 should like to
know ™ sawd Smithy.

“What is the guotation, Vernon-
Smith?”" asked Mr. Quelch, rather
pleasied by the DBounder’s unusual

interest in the subject,

“f Marlan's nose was red and raw,’
sir!"” zaid Smithy, in the same meeak
tone,

Mr Quelch started a little, his eyes
wandering to Berfia’'s nose. Vernon
shit s teeth  There was a sudden
gigele from Billy Bunter.

“ e, ho, he!”

“"Bilence in the class!™ rapped Mr.
Guelch.

There was silence in the clasa, but
there werea smiles on & good many
faces.

“Tt's & well-known quotation, sir, and
perhaps vou would tell me which play
it iz from!" murmured Smithy.

Mre. Queleh lixed his gimilet eye on
the Bounder.

“The uotatinn iz from fLove's
Labour's Lost," Yernon-Smith; and you
will take a hundred lines!” he said
grimly.

Smuithy made no more jests durin
Bnglish literature! Jests st a hundreﬁ
lines o time were rather too expensive

But Smithy was not the only jester in
the Remove! Billy Bunter he.d] caught
the dean—and Bunter was on this!

The beast had pullad Bunter's ear—
and Duonter, taking a tip from the
Bounder, was going to rub that nose inl
Quelch did not seemn in 2 mood for jest-
ing, but it was like the fat and fatuous
Owl to demonstrate the truth of the

roverb that fools rush in where angels
ear to tread!

o your  please,
Bunter, after some deec
recall zome guotation t
tha subject of noses.

“VWhat i3 it, Bunter "

“I've thought of a gquotation, sir—"

“ What 1

“Will you tell me which of Shake-
speare’s playa it's from, sir?"” asked the
cheerful fat Owl. _

There was & suppressed gurgle in the
Remove. Every !}eﬁﬂw, of course, knew
what Bunter was at—following the
Bounder's examplo!

Queich’s gimlet sayes fixed on Bunter
with an expression that might have
forvilied him had he not been boo short-
sighted to see it!

“What is the quotation, Bunter?"

gir—="" squeaked
cogitation to
t referred to

askod Mr. Quelch, in a deep, deep
voice, rather like that of the Great
Huge Bear.

“Red as a nose 13 she, sir[" chirruped
Bunter.

“Wha-a-t?"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled all the Remove.

That was Buntor all over!

Bunter nover remembered anything
ho lenrned in a lesson, if he could help
it. DBut all sorts of fragments of know-
ledge wers mixed up in his fat mind.
The Romove had done the * Ancient
Mariner ' in a8 previoua lesson, and
Bunter recalled o line from that great
poem, ard, of course, got it wrong.

H{pon mmy word!™ exclaimed Mr.
Guelch. *'What do you mean, Bunter #

“I—I'd like to—to know what play of
Shakespearce's tnat line i1s from, sir| I—
I'm fearfully keen on Bhakespeare, sir,
and T--1 can’t remember whether it's
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from King Henry the Twellth or—og
Juling Othello——"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Silence! If yom are venturing te
make a foolish jest in class, Bunter—-"

thundored Mr. Quelch,

“0Oh! HNo, sir! Not at all, sicd I=I
wasn't thinking of Vernon's nose,
sir—-"" gasped Bunter.

* What 7"

“I—I hadn’t noticed that Vernon’s

nose was red, sir! I—I haven't looked
at him at alll I—I just wanted to
know——" stammerod tJhe fat Owl,

‘““Ha, ha, hat”

“The next bov who laughs will be
caned ! exelaimed Mr. Quelch, redocin
his Form to sudden gravity., *“ Bunter
'Il‘ha_ ﬂllﬂ!‘ﬂ.t[ml 15 "Red o o rose is
alie

“Oh! Is i, sir!
a N-N-Nose e

“And it i3 not from Shakespeara, but
from the *Ancient Mariner," which
every boy im this Ferm should know
was written by Coleridge.”

“Oh! Yes, sir!”

“And in order to impress this on rour
memory, Bunter, you will stay in after
jEHE (b ]

’ “Oht™

“And write out, one hundred times,
‘““Red as a rose is she ” i5 & quotation
from Coleridge.” ™

“Oh crikey!™

Thers was no more jesting in second
school! Qnelch was sltogether too dis-
conTaging.

[---I thought it was

S

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Smack !

L 0 rags, Bmithy!™" =aid Llarry
Wharton warningly.

“What rot!” yawned the

Bounder, )

“"Now, don't be an ass, Bmithy, if
oun can help 16!" said the captain of the

move. “If any man in the elaven
gets & detention this afternoon, we may
as well make Tom Merry a present of
the match.”

It was Wednesday morning, and the
Remove were booked for French with
Monsienr Charpentier. And the cap-
tein of the Remove thought a word of
warning needed. Rags in the French
¢lass were rather the rule than the ex-
ception, and the Bounder was always
the most reckless offender. And Tom
Merry & Co. were duo that day for
ericket.

Smithy shrugged his shoulders.

““Am [ to suppose that I'm considered
of any value?” he asked sarnastmai?
“You managed all right at Higheliffe
without me.”

“We've got a tussle on  to-daw,
Smithy, and if you want mo to say that
you can't be spared; I'll say it1"

“You've got Vernon, yom know!”
sheered the Bounder
YOh, don't be an aszs! Wea've got

Vernon for bowling—his wicket won't
last long against bowlers like Wynn and
Talbot of St. Jim'zs, We want you to
put np one of yonr cenluries, if you
can.'”

“Pon’t be a woat, Smithy, old man ¥
said Bob Clerry omicably. " Nobody
wanted to leave you out of the High-
clifie game--you sal up on _your hind
leps and begeed for it! You know
you're wanted to-day, so play up like
a good little boy."”

’flm Lounder grinced. _

“Right-ho! T'H ba Froggy's modal
papil ! he said. *1luwdn't you better
give Vernon a tip, too?"

“Yernon never rags!” sald Huarey.
“Ile won't get Mossoo's goat! You
jolle well might, and if Trogey goes off

Tue Macxer lanmany. —XNo. L6,



8

at_the deep end, as he does sometimes,
off the fat would be in the fire, if you

gor -8 detention " r

*T'll smooth his fur for him!"
v amised the Doumder. *“Think I want
£ cot cricket this afterncen, [atheadi™

“dtick to. that!” said Harry. " You
can ﬁu%- Froggy any Lime—but cricket's
cricket 1" .

The Remove headed for Cless-room
No. 10, where Monsieur Charpentier
was taking his cless

It was & glerious day in June, and
most of the followy were thinlang of
cricket; not a fellow lmlinf forward to
French jrregular verbs| It was only
too lik that the
redieve the monotony of the Fremch
clats hy & rag, and s detention would
baye betn disastrovs,

The Bounder was in very cheery
epirits that merning. The fact that hus
rival in the Remove looked. no end.of »
clown, as he expressed it, with his
crimson  beak, entertained Bmithy; all
the more because Vernon was irritable
and sensitive about it.

Monsieur Charpentior was seen to
glance at Vernon's noss as the juniors
took their places. Perhaps he had not
seén it since it had been in its Aaming

state,

Beitie had hoped that that glaring
nose would tone down a little by Bt
Jim'e day. But it required time—and it
was as flaming as ever. No fellow coyld
have liked such an adornment; still less
could he have liked jesting references
to it '

‘Mossoo’s  surprised glance made
Bertio's cheeks burn.

“Mon Dien! ¥You Smeet, you huve
one  accident?"  asked onsieur

Cherpentier sympathetically.

Bertie had no use for sympathy on
that subject | ,

“ My nemno’s not Bmith 1" he snapped.

*Ah! Voilal It is pe ozzer [ said
00, F]nncjng from Bertie to his
ralative. * It is not.Bmeet, it 1s Vernom,
west-ca-pas?  You have vun accident
vis & noss, Vernon? He is verree

res rouge! Pauvrs garcon I”

Bertia scowled. Generally his temper
wea very much better in control than
Smithy’s, but it was less in hand than
unial now, He openéd his lipe for &
enappish reply, but checked it, and sat
down in silence.

“He, he, he!” came from the back
of the class, “I aay, you fellows, what
a boko! What a beeser |*

“Shut uop, Bunter I muttered Peter
Todd, as Bertie looked round.
“Shan’t 1* retorted Bunter. “I say,

what will the 8t, Jim’s fellows thiok
of Vernon's boko? Suppose they take
it %uﬁ az-danger signal? He, he, he "
15

A. Henriade whizzed across and
landed under Bunter's fat ear !

Bunter gave & yell that wolke the
echoes of Class-room No. 10,

“Owl Ow! Yarooh! Whooop "

“Mon Dieu! WVat is zat? You Smeet

ou srow  one book " mlalma::f

onsieur Charpentier. “Smeet—zat ia
to say, Vernon—if you do not keep re
ordeir in ze class, I report you to
Mongieur Queloh ¥

“ODw!l Yow! Wow!"

* Mais, silence, Buntair [*

“Ow! Yow'! Wowl" roared Bunter.
“Yow-ow-wow |" )

“Shut up, you fat ass!” hissed Harry

harton. _

The junior captain had been uneasy
on the score of Smithy; now he was
uneasy on the score of Vernon! Least
of sll did he want to loap his champion
bowler |

“Shan't! That beast banged & book
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ab my hoad| '&":rwuhéawcml Ow 1"
roared  Bunter, *“Beoast | Cad !
Wow.l"

“Zat you be silent, Burtair |

“T'm fearfully hurt, sirl!” roared
Bunter. “My head's cracked |”
“That's npothing new!” remarked
Skinner.

“Ha. ha, bal”
“Zs mlence!® hooted Monsieur
Charpentier. “If you make one great
noise, Buntair, I gives you somesing
zat you make: noise forl Vernon, you
sre one verres bad boy ! ° far yeu keep
z¢ ordair i e -class; isn't 1.
“¥You howling ass, keep your silly
teniper ! Frank Nugdnt whispered in
Vernon's ear. “Do you want to be
left .our of the medch to-day 7

“0Oh, rats!” grunted Vepnon,
French Eym:mded in-  Class-room
Ne. 10. rom - Bolsover inajor and
Bkinner, and some other fellows, came
the uswal accidental dropping of
books and desk-lids. But the Bounder
was as good &s gold! He was not
taking the rick of a detention on
S5t Jim’s day; and Momsoo, wha knew
nothing  about Remove gawwes, was
uite surprised and pleased. by
imithy's quiet and respectful atten-
tion in clams, a feeling that was shared
by the captain of the Remove.

* Brmeet

“"Yea, srl" said the Bounder
reapeatfully.
ernon-Smith  hated being  ad-

dressad -as ' Sinith.” Little as he liked
the Vernon side of the family, he liked
to be addressad by his double-barrelled
name. Maossoo always seemad to forget
it, or perhepa.it was too much for him.
But on this- octasion the Bounder
answersed meekly and reapectfully
to the name of Smeet:

“¥You vill take ze chalk, Smeet, and
write one sentonce on ze. board, zat ze
clesa  translate |7  said  Mousieur
Charpentier.

“Certainly, sir*

The Bounder’s eyes glimmeored as he
g.ta;iﬁed out bafore the class. He was
in Mossoc's good graces for cnce, and
iy E:.ﬂ him &b opportunity! He
winked at the class as he tock the
chalk.

~ The juniors watched him with
interest—~some of them with anxisty.
This was a chance for the Bounder to
rag, if so.disposed. Once, on such an
occasion, Smithy had chalked on the
board “ Monsieur ost ttes petit “—an
allusion to the French master’s emall
statura that had caused s roar of merri-
ment from the class and & rap from the
pointer from Mossoo, But Smithy
was on his best behaviour now, so far
as Mozsoo was concerned.

But his look, az he took the chalk
ghownd that mnmthing was on, and all
the juniors watched him s he wrote:

“Le nez de mon cousin est rouge.
Il est tres rouge, comme ls foul
Regardez donc es pez, qui sauta aux
yeux |

Thore was a yell of laughter from
tha French olass.

Bertie Vernon's facs crimsoned with
Tape.

Ha, ha, hal®

“1 eay. you fellows, what doea it
mean i .

Bunter was not a whale &t French.

“The nose of my cousin is red—"
chuokled Skipner.

“Ii is very red, like fre!” chortled
Boleover major.

“Look at that nose, which leaps to
the. aye 1™ ilﬁg'lﬂd. Snoop.

“He, he, hel” gurgled Bunter.
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the class.

“Mais, silence donol” ﬁtehia.d
Mongieur Cherpentier, puszled by thai
outbreak of merriment. " Assez]l Je
vous die, sssox|”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

Mossoo, ijllm% did not discern
the connection tween  Smithy’s
sentence on the board and Vernon’s

crimeon  nof Possibly be waa un-
aware that two were cousins. He
had_told SBmithy to write a sentence
in French, and Smithy had written
a sentence in Freuch. That was alll

“¥Vill you be silent in 20 class?”
hooted Mogsieur, Charpentier. “I will

not have zis class-room turn into one
qyardan of re bear! Moo Dieu! You

ernon, vat is it zat yon do®™ shrieked
Mossoo as Vernon, stepping from his
place, landed his' open. hand, with &
sudden smiack, across Vernon-8Bmith's
face.

%IH“H k istol-shot through

t rang like & pistol-shot throug
CIII-E-TD'«!}gi No.. 10.
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THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
Rongh Luck !

i H, my hat1®
“ {?.a-nmn. ou mad ase—"
“ Oh, erumbs !
" h“Mf.m Dieu |

(4] mit F 13

Vernon Smith staggered against the
bluckboard - as tha hefty smack landed
across his face. The blackboard recked
on its wasel and went over, with a
crash, The Bounder stumbled, them,
recovering himself, he lesped at Bertie
like a tiger, with clenched fists and
blazing eyes.

“Hop  them!”  gasped
Wharton in uiter dismay. ;

“(o it, Bmithy 1" chirruped Skinner,

“Mon Dieul Zet you shall stop e1s t”
shrieked Monsieur G‘;irpannar. gestious
}ating ‘with-both arms; and almost with
his leg=, in his excitement. * Garcone—
bovg—verres bad boyse— Cieal "

“He, ha ha[*

“HBtap it

“o it ¥

“0Oh, my hat!”

“¥a, ha, hal” ]

There had been rags in the French
class before, many » time and oft. But
this was the firet time thaf there had
lé]ﬂen .In stand-up fght, exen in Mossoo's

B85 a

All the juniors were on their feet,
soine shouting to the combatants to
stop, soms spurring them on. Mounsicur

Harry

Charpentier danced round  them,
waving and shrieking.
Hﬂﬁglﬂﬂﬂ of all, Vernon and Vernon-

Smith closed in strife, punching and
pommelling fiercely.

But they were not allowed to carry
on.

Harry Wharton & Co. rushed out of
class and collared both of them. ln the
grasp of the Famous Five, the rivals of
the Remove were dragged apart by
maln force.

As they glared at one another, each
held back by two or thres fellows,
AMonsieur Charpentier pranced betwoen,

“Vernon! You verres bad boy 1" he
squeslod.  “ Sineet, you verree bad
hﬂ‘:"‘rl'!l” think I’ ing to h

o you think I'm goin ave my
face mﬁﬂked?" roared 5113 Bounder,
“I.et me go, you fools!  T’ll smash
him! You saw that cad smack my
faceg—r—-="

“ Bother your silly face!" suwapped
Wharton. “Do you want to hrlnE
Quelch here, you dummy? Shut upl

“1 tell you——*

“8hut up ! eaclaimed Boh Cherry,
“Stick hin beck in his place |”
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I told that young sweep, Vernon-Smith, I'd whop him ! ** hooted Coker, as his victim sat up, rubbing his streaming nose,

“ You mad chump ! ™ roared Bob Cherry.

And the Bounder was jammed back
at his desk with s bump.

Bertie Vernon stood panting for
breath.

#%is i3 of ze too much!” gasped
Monsieur Charpentier. * Vernon, you
verres bad boy, you smack one face
—undair m% oyes, you smack ze face

of Smeet! Vy for you smack one [ace,
ou verres bad boy?! Smeet, if you
geve youir place, I send you to

Monsieur Quelch for ze cane

The Bounder half-rose; but he sat
down again. The blame for that sudden
ﬂuthmai of hostilities in the class-room
was felling on his enemy; and Smithy
was well content to let b fall theral

“T'm sorry, sir!” said the Bounder,
with  unaccustomed  meekness, “1
couldn't let ya fellow smack my face,
gir 1"

“ Fere i3 excuse for you, Smeet ! But
for you, Vernon, zere is no excuse [
exclaimed Monsienr Charpentier
sternly. “ You smack Smeer ze face,
and you make one fight viz Smeot, you
verree bad boyl have one verree
large: mind to send you to ze head-
master !

Bertie Vernon did not speak,

Already he regretted that fierce out-
break of temper, and his unerly reck-
less action 1n smacking a fellow’s head
it a class-room, 1n the presence of a
maszier,

That jesting sentence of the black.
board, irritating as it was to a fellow
already [ecling deeply dizgrantled, was
no excuse for his action.  He had, for
once, allowed a bad temper to rip—a
thing that Smithy often did, but which
hii double very scldom did.

For onee ho was placed 1n a position
new to lim, though not new to the
Bounder; that of a headstrong voung
rascal with no respect for authority.

** That's Smithy’s cousin | ™
thought it was Vernon-Smith [ **

There was nothing for him to say;
and he said nothing.

“I have a verree large mind!” re-
peated Monsieur Charpentier, no doubt
meaning a very great mind, *to send
ou to %n Lockal But 1 vi?IIthr& youl

ve hundred lines from =ze Henriade,
and you bring zem to me zis evening."

Harry Wharton's face hecama very
grim as he heard that,

Five hundred lines was a heavy umpo-
sition—very heavy indeed, and if
Vernon was to hand them in that even-
m&,‘lt washed out his half-holiday.

fis half-heliday mattered nothing;
but his bowling in the St. Jun's match
mattered & great deal,

Vernon went back to his place with-
out a word.

Hiz faco
savage. :

“Vou: econtez!”™ snapped Monsieur
Charpeutier. " ¥z evening vou bring
me zose ciug cint=—those five hundred—
lings, or I make one report to zo head-
master, you verree bad YVernon.™

Vernon made no answer; and Mon-
sieur Charpentier, afier a severe glare
at hia sullen fave, reswned French with
hiz closs,

T'he Bounder stniled.

EHe had never foreseen this, when he
chalked  that irotating  seatence o
French on the blackboard ! Fuerything,
For once. seemed 1o be going Smithy's
wav., DBertic Vernon had fairly played
inte hia bands by losing hos temper and
resorting to fiztiewlfs in the class-room,

iie was out of the cricket now—that
impot was as good, or 8z bad, a5 a
detention, Ouls by slogging at lines all
the afternoon could he hope to gol
throvgh, Awd if he failed o hand in
the lines, it weant & report 1o the head-
master—not  ain easy thing to  face.
Mossoo, generally regarded by  the
juniors as a good little ass, evidently

was set and sulky and

**Oh crumbs ! ** gasped Coker.

# [ —]—]

meant what he said: even little Mossoo
would not tolerate fellows coming to
blows in the class-room, much-enduring
little gentleman as he wasal

As for the loss to the side, Vernon-
Smith gave that no thought at sll. Ha
did not believe, or would not believe,
that Bertia was za valuahle a recrult
a3 the fellows supposed; but even had
he believed it, he would still have besn
glad to =es him out of the cricket.
| The French class was dismissed at
ast.

Johnny Bull pave the Bounder an
anpry snort as the junioers went out.

“You've done it now, vou dwinmy 1™
he said. *There goes our bowler!l
Precious little you eare, I expect|!”

“Precious  little!”  agreed  the
Bounder, *But 1t’s hardly my fault,
is it? Did I ask him to smack my
head #™

“What did you want to rag him
about his silly pose for?" grunted
Johuny.

“Mustn't o fellow rag a fellow? A
man’s supposed to know how to keep his
temuper—at least, in class[” drawled the
Bﬂullﬂ{:t’.

Johany grunted, but had no other
reply to make to that.

Iarry Wharton joined Vernon, as the
jumars went aut inta the guad,

“What are vou going to do about
it, Vernon?" he asked, not very
pleazantly.,

“What can T do?” snapped Vernon.
He colonred angrily. * I'ok sorry 1 was
fool enongh to lose my {omper with that
cad—but it's done now.”

“Are you going lo let us down?t”
dormanded the captain of the Remove.
“You're in the eleven, and you're
wanted | Bmithy was a ragging ass in
class; but you ought to have had sense
enough nat to break out like that.”

Tue Maexer LmBary.—No. 1,636
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“T know that!” grunted Vernaon.
“I've no doubt that the cad’s glad
encagh that I've dished myself over the
ericket.”

“That's az may be; but you've no
right to let ws down for the sake of
letting vour rotten temper rip %

’ t can I do, then? I've got fo
write those rotten lines this sfterncon,
or it means a report to the Head I

“You can think that out for your-
eelf 1" snapped the captein of

mave.

Bertie set his lips.

“Froggy meant what he said,” he
muttered.

“I know that 1"

*“I don't want to go up to the Head |
I'm not a fellow {Eka I-]“.’unil:h 1" gaid
Varnon bitterly. “I don't thrive on
rows with the {;eak and I don't want
to get a reputation like his! A fellow
wants to keep clear of being sent up to
his headmaster.”

“You should have thought of that
before you let your temper rip in

Froggy's class-room |

"T I{rmw that ! Bup—"

"Well, you can pledse yourself, of
course; but if you'ra standing out,
shall have to get another man; and
there's not much time left. 8t. Jim's
will be here soon after brealk.”

There was a long pause,

Varnon was keen on the cricket! But
he did not want a report to the Head,
which was a_black mark against any
fellow. The Bounder might be reckless
of such things; but it was & point of
pride with Bertie to resemble his cousin
as little as he could. Bo far from
glorying, like Smithy, in the reputs-
tion of 8 reckless rebel against
authority, he laathed the ides of gatting
s reputation like the Boundar's,

p ﬁ'ell-i'” said Harry, at laat,

ernpon breathed hard, _

“I "won't let you down!” he said.
“T'Il1 let Mossoo's impot stand over—
and go up to the Head afterwards.™

“Tt's rough luck,” said Harry. * It's
your own fault, though, Vernon, But
YOu Can EulEq&ﬁ yourself."”

“I'm playing I'" said Vernon shortly.

“That's that, then1”

Harry Wharton left him, and Vernon
tramped in the quad, his hands driven
deep into his frousers pockats, hia brows
knitted, his face davk. 1

He had been a fool to give way to his
temper, and he admitted it. But it was
all Smithy’s fault from beginning to
end. Never since he had been at Grey-
friars had his feelings towards his rela-
tive and rival becn so bitter.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The St. Jim's Maich !
TDM MERRY & CO. arrived at

Greyiriars soon after break.
Remove men who were in the
team had leave from thivd
school, stumps being pitched soon after
eleven, i )
Bertie Vernow was with the cricketers
=tha Bounder shrugging hiz shouiders
when he found that Vernon was down
to play, after all.

o rather wondered whether the
prospect of an interview with the head
mester afierwards would cramp Ver-
pon's style in the match. erhaps
Smithy rather hoped that it would !

Bmithy himself was in great form,
I was 8 bitterly sore point with him
that ha had been left out of the High-
cliffe match; and he had been very
assiduous in games practice since; he
wanted to show all the Remave that he
was 8 man who could not be left our.

Tae Maioxer Lmmazy.—No. 1,636

THE MAGNET

Smithy was dreaming of centuries when

tha ecricketers went down to the
pavilion,

Tom Merry won the toss, and elected
to take first knock.

Greyfrinrs went into the field, and the
8t. Jim's innings opened with Tom
Merry and George F']%E‘m' :

Bertie Vernon bowled the first over.

The men in the field watched with
keen interest: the Bovnder with rather
s jaundiced eye. Keen cricketer as he
was, and a sportsman in his own way
Smithy did not want to see his rival
distinguish himself; indeed, he would
probably rather have seen the St. Jim’s
wickets stand intact, than have sten
them taken by Bertie Vernon,

Vernon had proved himself a bowler
of unicoinmon powers, But Tom Merry,
of 8t Jim's, was: a remarkably good
bat; and though the over gave him onl
two rung, ha proved equal to the bowl-
in%i good as it was,

urree Jamset Ram Singh took the
next over against Figging of St. Jim's,
ind Figgits added five, Then, with
I*"i%fiua still batting, Vernon went on
to howl again,

Then there was a shout.

“Ilow's thati”

1] Guti [H‘

“By gum " said Figgins, He seemed
quite surprised. He stared at the unex-

ected sight of a spreadeagled wicket,

hen sadly Figging plodded back to the
pavilion with his bat.

“Look out for that man, D'Avey "
he sald to next man in. *That man
with the beetroot vuse is a corker!”

“Wult luck, old chap ™ said Arthur
Avgustus DV Avey of the Fourth Form at
St Jum's, ® ?ew¥ wuff luck, Ingeay,
old man! 1 could not help thinxkin’
that it was wathah a mistake for Tom
Mewwy to open the inninges with a New
House man!"

Figgins, who bhelonged to the New
House at St  Jim's, pave Arthur
Augustus D’Arey of the School House
& concentrated glare.

“You howling ass!” he said.

“Weally, Figging——"

“¥You  burbling Bchool Houge
cuckoo—" )

“Bai Jove! What are vou gettin’
vour wag out for, Figgins?” ashked

D'Arev in surprise. I only wemarked
that it was wathah a mistake ro open
the innings with a Mew House mant
You see, & School House man would
hardly have gone down to that ball.
Don’t you think soi™

* Chwmp 1

“ But, weally, Figgins—-~"

“1diot 1"

“Man in, Gussy |* said Jack Blake of
the 8t. Jim's Fourth. “You've come
here to play ericket, not to wag your
chin, old bean |I”

“Weanlly, Blake—"

“Look out for that man with the five-

brand nose,” =zaid Figgins. I tol]l you
he can bowl!” i
“That's all wight!” said Arthur

Augustus D'Arer reassaringly. " He
wotl’t howl a School House man vewy
castly. Figgins"

“You born ass!" _

“Get going, Guzsy ™ smid Talbot of
the 8t Jim's 8hell. " You're keeping
the feld waiting, old bean.”

“Yaas, wathab ¥

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy got going.
He walked elegantly down to the
wicket and took up his stand.

Ax a School House man at 81, Jim's,
Avthur Augustus had little doubt, or
rather none, of standing up fo the
bowling that bad been fatal to a New
House man !

But s chanee eame o'er the spint of
his dream 4+ the pact remarks, when
the hell esre downd

Arthur Augustus really was 2 good
bant. though wuot perhaps egual to
George Figgine. But the bowhng was
too good for him, and his leg stump
weont, P'Arey did not quite know how
or why
_ " Baj Jove I” he ejaculated in aston-
ishment, )

He blinked at the wiocket, even mmore
surprised than Figgina at the Jdeadh-
nesa of the bowler with the firehrand
nose.

“Eai Jove I'" ha repeatad.

And Arthur Augustus D'Arey trailed
home, e L

*“ What price ducks' eggsi” inquired
Figgins, when tha swell of 8t Jim's
arrived at the pavilion.

“Weally, Figgina—

“Man 1n[*

Talbot of the Shell went out to join

om Merry at wickets. A single
brought Tom Moerry to the batting end
for the fourth ball of the over.

Tom Merry had & very keen eye open
for the bowler with the flaming nose.
Whatever was the matter with his nose,
therse was nothing the matter with his
bqwjmsﬁ a2 the junior captain of 8t
Jim's had already observed. Tom

Iy

played that ball very ocarefully and

stn]i;pad it dead. But he hit the last
ball of the over and it sailed.away.

“Hmithy 1" gazped Harry Wharton.
The ball was dr.np%!ng a perfect
sitter for Smithy. he Bounder’s
hand was up, the ball alinost in his
palm: but wﬁcther it was ¢lumsiness, or
whatever it was, the ball dropped at
his feet, and there was a general gasp
from the field

It was ss s batsman that SBmithy
excelled; but he was always a good and
relizble man in the field. Harry
Wharton made it an inexarable point
to keep hiz men well up in that branch
of the game, o often neglected, But
Smithy failed now—unaccountably. It
was not often that Tom Merry of Bt
Jimn's dg&?e & fieldsman sach & chance;
he had given it 1o Smithy, and Smithy
ier the ball go.

B“I'.il]utter fingers 1" grunted Johnny

L1810,

“0Oh, Smithy [ tgnsped Bob Cherry.

The Bounder coloured as he threw the
ball in. Tom Moerey had haed & narrow
escape of heing dismizsed for 2; now
he had a new lease of life, and he was
the wan to make the most of it

Bertie Vernon's eves blazed at the
Bounder

He, at least, had no doubt why
Herbert Vernon-8mith had muffed that
ratch Fe had not the slightest doubt
that Smithy had let the bell drop
intentionslly, to deprive him of enother
wicker to his eredit.

He came townrds the Bounder as the
field crossed after the over, his eyes
glinting and n;hammg;.

" ¥You rotter ! he breathed

YVernou-Smith stared at him.

“What's biting you now, you fooll”
he asked, without troubling to lower
his voice, which was heard by the St.
Jinr's batsmern.

“¥eou threw away that ecatch!™
breathed Bertie Vernon,  “You don'd
want me to take wickets if vou can
help Qb1 :

Farry Wharton hastily inter

“Enough of that, Vernon ! Shut up
and get to your place!”

Vernon controlled his anger and
moved away, and the captain of the
Remove turned to Vernon-Smith.

“#mithy,” he said, in a low voice,
“there's nothing in that! You
wonldn't—yon couldn’t—— Did you "

The Bounder's face set in 8 bitter
SHEer,

Think so if you like!” he snapped,
miel Do turned his back on his captain

god.
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Harry Wharton breathed hard.
At that moment

twoe of his best men. He was fed-up with the pair of
them.

But 1+ was rather too late to think of that. He could
not believe that Vernon's suspicion was well founded: but
on the other hand he could not feel sure of Sinithy. Only
too well he knew how unscrupulous the Bounder could be
when his back was up

The innings went on, and there were no more chances
in the field fron Tom Merry. Whether Smithy had muffed

junior captain of St Jim's a long lease of life.
Kerr and Wynn, and Blake, and Lowther, and Manners

came out in turn, and Tom was still batting, and his score |
was at 46 when at length a deadly ball from EHurree Jamset |

Bam Singh sent him home.

By that time the school was out, and a crowd of fellows |

arrived in the field to see the finish of the St Jim's
mmnings.  In time for lunch the innings closed with 98 for

=t Jiun's.
B out to the wickets with Harry Wharton to open
the home innings.

Tom Merry & Co. were in the field, and Fatty Wynn, a
New House man of St. Jim's, had the ball

Other faces at the pavilion were merry and bri
Vernon's was darkly clouded, and his eyes glinte
Bounder as he went.

Much had been expected of the new bowler in the
Remove; but Vernon, though he had done fairly weil
had rather disappointed expectations, He had locked
forward a good deal to tuat match—the biggest fixture
in which he had had a chance of playing so far. But he
was not in his best form. And he told himself savagely
that it was Vernon-Smith's fault and that, but for his
rival, all would have been well with him.

_ The damage to his nose, and the unwelcome -attention
it drew, was more or less due to Smithy, The row in
Class-room Neo. 10 had been Smithy's doings—foolish as
he had been to be drawn to such an extent. The prospeet
Ei_' going up to the Head weighed on his mind and worried
11Tl.

Altogether, he was far from being at his best. And
he was convinced that Smithy had deliberately dropped
that catch rather than let the 8t. Jim’s captain’s wicket
fall to his bowling.

He had taken only two wickets in the St. Jim’s innings
—Figpins’ and D'Arey's. He would have taken Tom
Merry's also, had Bmithy let that ball drop into his palm
instead of Jrap?lng te the ground. The fellew was =0
utterly unscrupulous that he carried the family feud into
tha crick st field, careless of the result of the game. How
was a fellow to deal with s fellow like thatt?

Tom DMerry would have been “ecaught Vernon-S8mith,
bowled Vernon "—had mnot the Bounder let the ball go.
After that escape he had put on 44 runs, likely encugh to
make all the difference in the match. And Vernon-Smith
cared nothing for that so long as he prevented his enemny
from taking wickets!

MNow he was going to shine in the very middle of the
limelight—opening the innings with the captain of the
Bemove and putting up & great batting diﬂpfajrl

In his present mood, Bertie would have been very glad
to put paid to that display. But there was vothing that
l.e could do as & knock back at Smithy! A man in the
fielda could drop catches and spoil & bowler's success—
but he could do nothing to erosa Smithy—all that he could
do was to stand there and wateh his rival's triumph.

And it was something like & triumph that he had to
watch. For Smithy, unhke his rival, was at the top of
his form that day. 1f he had been clumsy or negligent
in the field, there was, at all events, nothing amiss with
Lim when he had the willow in his hands.

The Bt. Jim’s bowling was good, but Smithy's wicket
seemed impregnable.

Fatty Wynn dismissed Harry Wharton for 8, and Dol
Cherry. who followed him in, was sent hotne by Taibot
of the St. Jim’s Shell. Both were first-class bats, and both
kad been cheaply disinissed; but Herbert Vernon-Smiith
was shill going strong. ;

Peter Todd went in to join Smithr. DPeter was a good
mazn with the willow: but it was the Bounder who was
putting on the fAreworks.

“ By gum, old Smithy's
Cherry’s voice. *Bmith

“Topping [* agreed Jniunr Bull

(Continwed on next page.)

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Run Out!

ERTIE VERNON stood at the pavilion when play
was resmned after lunch, watching his rival go

ght; bt
at the

going strong [ Bertie heard Bob

he almost wished that he had left out |

FREE

the fastest model aeroplane of 1939

that cateh intentionally or anintentionally, it gave the|!

s m pgreat form. zou fellowsz!™,

Here's a model plane you’ll he
proud to show your pals — “ The
Speed Demon.” A beautiful
streamlined model of a new Inter-
ceptor Monoplane—-arealrecords-
breaker. Flies like one, too ! Its
powerful motor will carry it
record distances. It has a hugh-
efficiency constant pitch air screw
« « » Wings of light wood with a
span of 107, .. fuselage 731" long,
finished in gleaming silver-blue.
As it soars, zooms, banks and
turns — just waich your friends
turn green with envy !

Here’s how to get it. Ask your
mother to get from your grocer’s
two packets of Quaker Flakes.
He’ll then give you your * Speed
Demon® free! But hurry!
Hurry before his supplies give our.

CHEERS — FOR THE
MALTED CORN FLAXES!

How you're going to love your

| breakfasts of these Quaker Flakes !

They're corn flakes with a differ-
ence — they're malfted ! Taste
simply grand — crisp golden
flakes packed full of the goodness
of ripe corn. This is the break-
fast for active fellows — the quick
energy breakfast — a delicious
breakfast that’ll last you through
the most exciting morning.

Here's a tip. Make out your
mother’s shopping list for to-
morrow — and put down at the
top, in big letters — “ QUAKER
FLAKES * |

QUAKER

CORN

FLAKES

1

AT YOUR
GROCER'S
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i
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“The toplulness is terrifiet re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The esteermed and absurd S8mithy ia a
prize-packet to-day.”

“Yes; comething te be thankful
for,” eaid Harry Wharton. “That fat
man from St. Jim’s can bowl., He got
me all right. Thaok goodness he’a not
getting SBmithy.”

* Ninety-eight to beat,” said Squiff.
“We shall do it, with Bmithy in such
form. Good old Swmithy!  Bravel”
added the Australian junior, as the
bell went for a boundary.

“Geooed old Bounder ™

Bertie Vernon's lipa set bitterly.

Nobody but himself waz thinking of
that dropped catch. H®mithy had the
spotlight. It was Simithy first, and
erﬁ dy else nowhere. The captain of
the Remove did not secin to caro that
he had been zent home for 8, so long
as Smithy continued to pile up the
runs.  Bob Cherry, who had put on
only 6, roared with glee at every good
hit by the Bounder,

Bertie could not fnd within himself
so sporting a spirit, Ho was, 1n fact,
too much like his cousin Smithy. Like
Smui‘ty, he was a good winner, but a

DEar,

SBmithy was enjoving life at the
momeni, bhut all the fellows knew that
he would scowl if his sticks went down.
And Bertie could not help thinking of
the hat-trick he might have put up,
but for Smiathy. That dropped catch
haunted his mind.

"1 say, vou fellowe!" Billy Bunter

rolled up to the baiximen at the
pavilion. “I say—"
“Hallo, halle, hallo! Have wvon

come down 0 see the game, old fak
man?"” asked Iiob Cherry. “What an
honour for us! Pull up rour socks,

you men! Buuter's going to watch
ou !

“Oh, yeally, Charey! I zay, where's
Toddy '

Bab Cherey c¢huckled, Toddy at the
moment was erossing the pitch with
the Bounder,

Bunter blinked round the pavilion
for him.

“Toddy's in,” apswered Bob.

" Blow him " grunted Bunter. “The
ailly ass has locked the siudy cup-
board! T want tha Loy 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessedd if I see anvthing o ecackle
at] DPretty rotten, [ think, if a fellow
cau't get a1 his own study cupboard !
Just as i he fancied that o follow
might get after his cake, you know,
while be's playing ericket? Az if 1
would 1 Suspicious, T eall ittt 1 never
even koew he had a cake: but he pocs
and locks np the study euphoard L

“Halto! Theve goes Toddy 17

Peter 'ndd come out.

“Man  in. Squiff!”  said Harry
Wharton, and Sampson Uniney Ifey
Figld went in to take Peter's place,

“I say, vou fellows, is Toddy out?
Good " sard Duonter. Bvidently the
fat Owl airached seore imporiance to
the cake in Sindy No. 7 than io the
result of the Sr. Jim's mateh. “1 say,
Tﬂdd}'—-—"

Poter was vot lookin
as ha came back, E'El.'tlﬂ‘ﬁt
gins in the field.

“Rough ek, old chap ! said Bob.

“I say., Toddy 1" squeaked Bunter,

“Blow!" said Prter.  *There pocs
my ceninry !  Which remark was
greeted by a chuclkda from the men at
the pawnilion Toddy Dhad made 9,
which wnaz rather a long way off a
century. 1 was just rotting sot.

THe Micrer LIBRaRY.—No. 1,636

his brightest
out by Fig-

THE MAGNET

Smithy seems glued there, though—
that's a comfort.”

“Oh, you can’t bat, old chap1” said
Bunter cheerily “What did you ex-
pect? 1 say, whera's the key of the
study nuglmarﬂ 1%

Pater fixed his ey2s on his fat study-
mats.

“What did vou say?" he inguired.

“I said where's the key of the study
cu‘pl:n{;ra.r{! i

‘I think you said T ecouldn’t bat,
too.” remarked Peter. “I'll show vou
what I can do with this hat, Bunter.”

“T'm not going to stay here far the
second innings.”

“No necd. I'll show vou new,™ said
Peter.

Whop |
“Yarcop " roared Bunter., “Eeep
that bat away, rou silly chump!

Wharrer vou banging that bat on my

trousers for, you begast?"
“Ha, ha, hal”
Whop |

“Whoo-hoop I roared Bunter, and
he departed in haste, without making
any more inguiries {or the key of the
study cupboard.

“Oh crumba| There goes Squilf 1™

It was hard luck on the junior from
New South Wales, SBquiff was a
mighty man with the willow. But his
luek was out., He had made only 4,
when Arthur Augustus I Arcy held up
the ball, and Bquiff came homo look-
ing as cheerful as he could.

“Man in, Johnoy1”

There was the kecnest interest now.
Johnny Bull was n od stone-wall
man, and, with the Bounder puttin
on the pyrotechnics at the other eudg,
the Greyfriars fellows looked for a
long stand. But cricket is an uncer-
tain game. Johnoy had made a
single run when Fatty Wyon caught
him napping; and Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh weut out to replace him.

Inky was a great nan with the ball,
and generally a reliable bat, Lut his
batting did not prove reliable this
1ime. He ecame out for a duck’s epz,
and Tom Brown followed hitm in.

~ The New Zealand junior kept the
immings alive, but runs did not zeem to
come to him, Bot they came to
Smithy when he had the batting.

Smithy was net always 21 top-noteh,
but on his day le scemed 1o be master
of the game, To.day, evidently, was
his day, and the runs seemed to come
for the asking. A delighted crowd of
Groviviars fellows saw his score leap—
20, €0, 70, 801 Coenfuries were uncoin-
mon encugh in junier ericket, but o
looked as if the Bounder would make
}tiﬂ century. There was a ronr at every
(5 o

Tom Brown eame out at last for 6
and Aark Linley wept in,  1'he Lan-
cashire jumior had havd luck, going
down to the first ball. Hazeldene, who
followed on, never looked for a
mwoment like holding the bowling.

Havry Wharton male a sign o
Bertie Vernon to get ready,  DBertie
was last man in, and, by an unex-
pecied chance, he had 1o join lis
double at the wickets

Hazel lived through the finish of an
over, and then Smithy put on the runs
again, His score stond ne 98, which
equalled the whole score for the birst

H5t. Jim’s innings, when that over
Ettrip,-d. Undoubiedly it was Smithy's
avy.

Then IHazel had the bowling again,
and the Greyfriars men watehed hi
anxiously. Hazel's job was to keep
the innings alive for Smithy, but
Hazel was more likely to think of
breaking his duck than of backing up

another batsman. However, he played
cautiously, and stopped ball after ball,
till in an unlucky moment he was
tempted to hit out, and landed the ball
fairly inte George Figginsg' palm.
Bertie Vernon went o
last ball of the over. Wb to take the
Firet man in, and last man in were
both at.ihe wickets now.
_Bertie Vernou had watched his
vival’s big innings, with deeper and
deeper feelings of bitterness.  Alter
spoling his show, as it were, the
Bounder was getting all the limelight,
and all the kudos, But he had never
supposed that Smithy would last right
thraugh the innings, and that he
would have to join him as last man,

Zmithy wanted two more to make
his century. A Remove man who put
up & century in a mateh with 8t Jinm's
was rather like the classical gentleinan
of old, who was like to strike the stars
with his sublime head, There was
little that the Bounder would not have
Frweu to complete that century, and
ittle, unfortunately, that his rival
would not have done, in his prosent
bitter mood, to prevent him from com.
pleting it.

That Bmithy would go on piling up
rung, so long as his parther kept the
munings alive for him, nobody doubted.
He was going to make his century,
and go & good deal over it, if only the
innings lasted. Once be had the bat-
ting again, the fur was going to fiy
once more. All that wae required of
Bertie was to keep his sticks up for the
last ball of the over. If he blocked ona
bail, all was well, Nobody wented him
to hit. The hitting could safely ba
left to Smnithy, when he had the howl-
ing again. And he wes not & vain-
glorious ass like HHazel He knew
what was wanted, and could do it.

- Nevertheless, Bertie did it—knoclk-
ing the ball away, and running. Some
of the fellows at the pavilion gasped.

There was no run to be had for that
ball—everybody could see it, except,
apparently, Vernon. But ho was run-
nng, and the Bounder from the other
end stared at him in rage and amaze-
ment., Eﬂmﬂhﬂ-’.‘l%‘ at the pavilion
shonted: “Go back, you fooll” in the
cxcitement of the moment. Bertie
tore on, and the Bounder, waking np
ta it, as it were, ran also, glaving f(ury
at hiz rival as they erossed.

Smithy ran like the wind, but there
was no chance. The ball crashed in,
with Smithy's hat a vard off the crease,

The Bounder fairly siuttercd with
rape.

L3 Dl:]t. ]JJ

Bmithy torned round and etarcd at
Vernon, and then made a stride along
the pitch, the bat gripped in  hrs
hands. as 1f the thought wae in his
mined of handling it on the fellow who
had run him out.

Fortunately, he restrained himself,
But his face was white with rage as he
tramped off the field.

“You saw that?” he panted. “Yen
gaw ib=—le's run me out! I—J—}-—*
The Bounder choked with rage.

" Rotten luck, old man!® said Harry
E\]mrt:;m. “But yvou've done splendidiy

B

“1I tell you he ran me oubt en pur-
pose I panted the Bounder. 1 tell
you—"

“(Oh, that's rot 1"

“Diraw it mild, old man !

“1 tel]l you—" The Bounder almea,
shricked.

“Don't let 5t Jun's
Smithy ! Pack it up, old bean

The Bounder shut hia teeth en his
rage, Other fellows Jooked very curi-

hear o,
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Smack !

ouzly at Vernon. It was difficult o
believe that he had deliberately run
out Lhe batsman who was on the
verge of making his century.  Aas diffi-
eult as it wus to believe that Smithy
had intentionally dropped the catch
which would have given Bertie the hat-
trick. The fellow had made a mistake
—a  disastrous one, but only a fat.
headed mistake.

But no such thought was in Smithy’s
mind, The fellow had run him out to
gpoil his show, taking advantuage of the
unexpectad chance that had brought
them together at the wickets.  That
was the Bounder's firm conviction.

Bmithy threw down his bat with a
erash,  Beveral fellows haatily inter-
posed between him and Vernon, or the
visiting team might have been treated
to the unexpectaed sight of a scrap
between two members of the Groyfriars
eleven. The Bounder tramped away,
and some of the 8t Jim's fellows

lanced after him curiously, and
figgins winked at Tom Merry as he
went,

— T

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Uncle and Nephow !
L ~CLE 1™
Captain Vernon started.
That glorious June day was
drawing to & close, the sun
setling red over the Kentish downs.
Captain ¥Vernon was pacing the little
stone terrace in the west win
Lantham Chase—the only inhabited
portion of the greal mansion which the
Army man rented for reasons best
known to himself,
Half & dozen rooms at most were
used in the mansion that contained
metw than a huendreed. Carage and

— I.I- i o
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Vernon-3mith staggered against the blackboard as Vernon’s hefiy smack landed across his face.
Zat you shall siop zis ! ** shrieked Monsieur Charpentier, gesticulating with both arms in his excliement.

boys—verree bad boys—— Ciel | **

stables were locked wp, and never used
at afl. The whole household staff con-
sisted of the captain’s old Army ser-
vant, Hunt.

It was & puzzle te Bertie Vernon
as well as to other fellows who ha
seen the place, why the captain rented
such a place at ail, which evidently he
did not want. Certainly he had no
money to throw away uselessly. The
Vernons were, a3 Smithy had scoffingly
told all the Remove, poor relations of
the Vernon-SBmiths.

Captain Vernon's dark, sunburnt
face was decp in thought as he paced
on the stone ferrace. erhaps he was
thinking out financial problems which
m_u-it have been diflicult for him to deal
with.

He did not notice a evelist coming up
the aveaus that wound through the

ark. He started and stared as s

reathless voice addressed him  and
Bertie Vernon came up the stone stops
of the terrace.

“Bertie I Lhe exclaimed, in astonish-
ment.

Beriie ¥Yernon almost tottered on to
the terrace. His faee waos flushed, and
he panted for breath. He looked as if
he had covered the nine or ten miles
from Greyiriarz School at top speed on
his bieycle.

“Bertio " repeated the captain,
staring et him. " What are you doing
here® Have you leave f{rom school®”

% I{ﬂ!”

£ ~ aF

= i_[i:!’:‘;nmathmg happened ¥

“You have been Gghtmg I The cap-
tain's eves rosted oo his pephew’s nose,
redeler than his flushed face,

“That's nothing i*

*Why are you hore? Biur down. my
bogx.” Captain Verson led the pauting
jutiior 1o o seat oo the terraee. © Sin

L

m'l ::':i!| /
P
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r
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“ Mon Dieu !
* Garcons—

down—and. tell
pened.”

“1 want you to (ake mc awany from
Em!y friavs ™

The ceptain did not answer that. He
stood looking at his nephew, a dark
cloud settling on his face.

“Why did you send me there? went
on Bertie Vernon, “You must have
known there would be trouble with that
cad! We've loathed one another since
wa were small kids. It had to come
if I went to his scliool. Uncle, I want
you to teke me away from Greyfriars.”

The captain did not spesk, but he
shook his head slowly.

“1 can’t stay  there!” exclaimed
Bertie. T tell you [ can't stand that
fellow! If you kuwew what hod hap-
pened-——"

“I'm waiting to hear what has hap-

ened,” said the captain quietly.
‘Nothing very serious, 1 am sure.”

"Oh, no—not serionz ' said Bertie
hitterly. “Only I'm ashamed to look
any fellow there in the face after to-
day. That's all t*

“You've done nothing to be ashemed

*r

“I have.”
“That's nonsense ™ said the captain
tersely. He sat down in the seat beside
his nephew. "“Tell me what it is. I
heard from you that you were playing
ericket to-day—"

“That's it | That's how it happened.”

“Calm voursell, mv boy, and tell
me,” snid Captain Veroon. “1It is not
lilke yon to gat excited like this. More
like "

“Mare like mv Consin Smmith [ eaid
Bertie bitterlv, * Yes, and if 1 stoy at

(Cantinwed an page 16.)
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A can't tell lies—like Smith !
& up to itl
B Skinner would despise me for it.
g so0 much as I despizea myself!

{Continued from page 13.)

his school I shall get more and more
like him "

“That's nonsense! My brother’s som
could never be like that rank outszider,
except in  looks, which ecannot be
helped! Tell me, frst of all—how did
von get disfigured like that? Fighting
with Smith 1™

“Na!  But it came through him,
ltke everything clse that's happened at
the school ﬁ-le vowed with a senior
tan, who toock me for him, owing to
that cotten likeness between us, and
pitchen into me [

The caprain smiled faintly.

“Well, schoolboys will row with one
another,” he remarked. **That was
hardly Smith's fault, Bectie ™

“There's something or other mearly

evary day. He chipped me in the
French class thiz morning, and |
siacked hiz head.”

“Wol in  class?”  ejaculated tha
captain.

i hE 1‘{"3 IJ?

¥You seem to have your temper in
littie better control than Banth’s 17
s2id Captain Vernon dryly. “This
won't do, Bertis. 1 suppose you have
a pretty stiff punishment to face?”

“Five hundred lines—which I haven't
toucked, as [ had to play ericket. That
THOATIS %mng up to the Head.”

“Couldn’t you heve out the cricket
match T

“Yes—and lot the fellows down! I
cut the lincs instead, and ['ve got to go
up te the headmaster. Like Smith 1
anid Bertie savapgely. “He doesn’t
care=1 do! More than once his black.
guardly tricks have been landed an me,
owing to that rotten likenees! Now
I'm landed with the Head! But—Dbut
what's happened to-day is the limit.
He dropped & catch I gave him—a per-
fect mitter. It would have had the
St. Jim's skipper out, and he let it
go—on purpose ! That sort of thing
puts & fellow off his form! I've done
rattenly in the goame———"

“A cricket defeat is not the end of
the world, Bertie"

“Oh, I know! Only a schoolboy
game ! But when & fellow acts like o
¢ad and a traitor in & game—-"

Fhe captain shrugged his shoulders,

* That sort of thing must be expected
from 8 fellow like Smith!” he said
conternptuously,

“But not from a8 Vernon I bhurst out
Bertie “I'm as rotten 2s he is. [ ran
bim out to get even |

i ﬂh IJ.I

“He didn't care if he chucked the
mateh away, if he put & spoke in my
wheell And I-I didn’t, either, just
gt the minute—though I could have
kicked myself the nextl  But—it'a
done now I

The captain’s face was very grave.

“We wou the match,” went on
Bertie. I don’t care a hoot about
that | After what I'd done to Smith,
I conldn’t bowl—I couldn't do any-
thing. I'd have been glad to got ont
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of sight of everybedy. My bowlin
waa no good, but Smith’s batting pulle
us through. We've beaten St. Jim's—
if that matters! Smith is tolling all

. Greyfriars at the top of his voice that
I ran him out to prevent him from _?etI

ting his century I What can I say

! I ean’t own
Even fellows like Bunter and
Not
It’'s all
that rotter’s fault—he's making me as

blackguardly as himself I

The schoolboy sat panting.

Caprain Vernon sat silent,

“Why did you send me to his
sehool 17 went on Bertie, * There are
lenty of other schools! That’s what
ity himself says—and he's right in
that at least. There couldn’t have
been any need to pick out his zehool
from a undred others !*

“Greyiriars is near Lantham Chase,
Bertie.”

“Br. Jude's i3 nearer—so is Redelyffa.
I'd gladly te either to steer clear
of Vernnn-fzgl'ih i

The captain shook his head again,

“Why aot?” demanded the schoolboy
passtonately.  “I can't understand
vou, uncle ! In evervthing clse, you do
everything you can for mel I've no
claim on you—>="

“You are my brother's son.”

“Plenty of men don’t bother much
about their brother's sons! I'm not a
fool, and I'm not ungrateful. You've
done everyvihing for me, and I'm going
to prove, some day, if T can, that vou
haven't thrown it all away. But in
this—in this——"

“I've told you that there was a rea-
son for ae:'ndng: you to Greyfriars 1™

" Although Bmith is there?”

“ Because Smith is there!” said the
captetn, quietly.

“Oiy, I can’t understand you I

“You will understand, when the time
comnes I said the captain, with a grim-
ness in his look and tone that made

his nephew stare at him: forgetiul, for
a moment, of hiz own troubles.

“What do vou mean, uncle? 1 can't
undorstand oll this! I can't under-
stand why vou've taken Lantham
Chase—a plac: yer don’t want! Do
you think I don't know that vou're
spending money you can't spare? Tle
school fees at Greyiriars must come
heavy . on  you——yet pou're throwing
away hundreds—for nothing, that T can
eee |  You take this immense place,
and live in a corner of it—vou specially
pick out Smith's school for me—there's

something belind all this that T can’t
understand.

“You will understand when the time
comes I”  said  the captain again,
“Leave it at that! And now—"

“Will you tuke me away from Grey-
friara?”

“I cannot.”

“Let me stay here! As soon a3 the
rotten match was over, I got on my
bike—and come—— Let me stay here,
and write to the Head—="

" Impossible 1™

Captain Vernon rose to his feot.

Bertie's eyes were on his face: but
that face wasz inserutable.

“Listen to me, my boy!™ he said,

?uieﬂy. “I have made certain plana
or you—plans for your benefit and ad-
vantage ! Their success depends upon

your staying at Greviriars., Some day I
will explain—not now ! New you must
trust te your uncle's judgment.
déear boy, surely you can, trust to me
to do what is for the best for you”

] YE-S! 1 R

“You will be late for lock-up—voun
will have to face trouble when you get
Ih_ac.-k ' My bov. vou must toe the
e

Bertie did not stin. He had left
Greyiriars as soon as the St Jim's
match ended, boping never to return
to the echool. And, atiached to his
uncle ns he was, and grateful to him,
there was & touch of resentment in his
lock. Why had he to stay at Grey-
friars—the very last sehool in the king-
dom that he would have picked—
Swithy being there? Why?

_The captain stood looking at him, in

silonce. His face grew darker and
darker, though not with anger. His
affection for the boy was too strong,
for anger to enter. His volce was low
when, at length, he spoke again.

“You don't want to stick it out at
Greviriars, Bertie?”

“No " muttered Vernon, stubbornly,

“If you choose, you shall give 1t up!
It will weeck ail my plans—it will
the end of all the hopes [ have formed
for vou! It will be a knock-out blow
for me! If after hearing that, Bertie
you still desive to leave Greyfriars, lot
it bo g0, and [ will say no mora.™

Capirin Vernon walked across to the
stone balustrade of the terrace, leaving
his nephew to think it out!

His nephew was at his side in a
moment.

“I'm going back, wnele!” ha said,
quietly. I ean't understand—and it's
no good trving to! But if it's az you
say. I'm poing back! Good-bye!”

And in a minue more, Bertie Vernon
was on his bicvele, tacing over the
miles bark to Greviriars Schogl.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Smithy in a Tantrum !

if HAT cur—"
“{h, chinek 1f, Bmithy I*
“That roter—"
“lrive us a resh ™
“1 want to know whether he's going
to play for CGreviriars again, after
wha, he did to-dav ! said Herbert
Vernon-Smith, belween his  teeth.
“You saw what he did—every man on
the feld saw it! Is that rotten traitor
sticking in the Bemove eleven?”
Huavry Wharion made no reply to
that.
He wag in his studv, not in a very
Ieasant frame of mind, when the
ounder tramped 1n. .
Tom Merry & Co, were on their
homeward journey. Neither that drop-
ed catclh nor the run-out had, az it
ﬁap enod, made any difference to (he
rasu%t of the pame. It was a victory
for the Cireyfriars Remove, though not
by a wide margin. i
Certuinly that margin would have
been much wider, had Tom Merry been
dismiz=cdd for £ in his first invings,
az he woght have been—aud hLad the
Bourder made his century, amd some
more added to it
The Bounder, in his second haings,
had not done s well—=he was in a state
of rage and exasperabion and resent-
ment that did pot make for good play.
It was ki 52 in his first innings that
really had pulled the gamo through.

8till, it was a win for CGrevfriars;
and most of the fellows disregarded
the muteal sceusations of the rivals of
the Remove, )

As cricket captain, Harry Wharton
could not quite disregard them. If eitler
was right, or if both were right, 1t was
foul pira:r on the cricket ﬂerd:_ and if
the family feud was being carried into
ericket, it was time for a foot to be put
down, and put down hard.

Bertie  Vernon bad dizappeared
irmnediately after the mateh. ]E‘?u had
not come in yet, rhough it was past



lock-up. DBut Herbert Vernon-Smith
was very much in evidence, .
_If he was not, as Bertie had described
it to his uncle, telling &ll Greyfriars at
the top of his voice, he was at least
finding plenty io say about it, and in
far from subducd tones.

He would have made that century,
but for the treachery of his rival. He

Fj,ig:ht have made another in the second
mmngz—ha thought so, st least, The
r

Boun undoubtedly thought more
about - his individual display than
about the match itseli, He had been

deprived of thet very uwnusual distine
tion—a century agam=t St Jim’s
" Vernon-Smith cut for 98" was better
than any other man in the mateh could
show ; t it was not like ““*Vernon-
Smith 100 not out.” And his second
innings  had  been  wucked up—he
had made only 20. ‘The day of
his. life, as it were, had been turned
into more or less of a fizzle! And he
had had fou! plaxy!

He stood in the doorway of Study
No. 1, his eves glinting at the captain
of the Remove, Wharton's face was
worried and troubled—and angry, tool
He was feoling, at the moment, fed np
to the chin with both the rvivals of the
Form.

“ You're not blind ! went on Vernon-
Bmith.  *You saw it, like cvervbody
else | He ran me out——™"

“ Fellows have been run out before 1™
grunted Wharton, “Every man who
gets run out doesn't make a song and
a dance about it.”

“You know that he did it te dish

me !” snarled the Bourder. “He
wasn't going te let e get my
century 1

“(0h, bother your cowtury ! ex-

glaimed the cuptain of rhe Remove,
Empatiemlﬁ. “Is cricket a oone-man
game, with vou playing to the gallery
all the time? Do we run gamea in the
Eemove only to show yvou off 7"

Vernon-8mith gritted bis teeth.

“"You're shouting out foul play at
Vernon | went on Harey. “ Well, he's
doing just the zame thing at you!
You dropped a catch for hin! e
thinks vou did it to dizh him! You're
a precious pair—siz of one, and hal-a-
doren of the other,™

“Catches have bheen dropped before
thig—"

“And men have been vun cuat before
thia I Herry Wharton tixed his ayes on
the Bounder's face. * You dropped a
perfect sitter. Vernon-Smiith ! It was a
cutch that Buntor, or oker of the
Fifth, coulidl have made! You let it
dropl  Is your econscieme quila elear
anout thar "

The Bournder hesitated a moment be-
fore he answered.

“Yes" he said, at leneth, ' 1 never
meant  to  drop  it—it was  elumnsy
ﬂu:mgh. L I-nmw-, Lut T never meant—I
ean say | never meant -

“Yes, [ think I get vou™ eaid the
caprain of rthe Remove contemnptuously.
“You never said to vourself, in so
many words, that veud drop that
caich. Bur you never trted-—not as you
woild have if Tuky or 2quiff had heen
bowhng, You vouldn't do vour best for
a fellow vou dislike! And you eall that
cricket—amd how!l out about foul ”p] ay
when the same man runs vou out,

Tha Bounder clenched hiz hands.

It was true that lis conzcience was
olear, about that dropped eatch, so far
88 wclual inrentions went. But Whar-
tan’s words were true, all the same:
uncouscionsly, or  sub-consciously, he
bad neot done his best,  Still, that was
dilfevent from a. delibrrate ron-our.

“Are vou playing that maen againt”
he wsked, belween ﬁis teicth.
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“I dare say Vernon will ask me the
same - question about youl” snafpe.d
the captain of the Remove, “And I'll
tell you this—both of you won't play in
the same match again! I'm fed up
with your femily {cuds, Vernon-Bmith.

f vou can’t give one another fair play,
ou can’t both play in the same team !
ve scttled on that—when Vernon
lays, you won't—and when you play,
ernon won't! And if you don't like
it, vou ¢an lump it "

“Then you'll be playing him again,
Ef‘.m._ﬂ
““When we want a powler, [ shall play
Vernon! When we want a bateman,
shall play you! 1 wom't play you
together again.”

“That's not good enough for me!”
roared the Bounder. “'If vou leave me
out once for that cad, you can leave me
out akogother.™

“You can please yoursalf about that!™
retovied Wharton,  “If the Remove
choose to elect you captain, you can run
the cricket—until then, wou'll toe the
line like any other fellow! And now go
and shout at somebody elesa—I'm fod up
with it. Keep your tantrums for Red-
wing—he will stand them, and I won't.”

ernon-Smith gave him an angry
glare, and slammed the door and
stamped away.

Dn the Remove landing ho paszsed
Billy Bunter, who favoured him with a
fat grin. ] ]

“1 say, Smithy, did Vernon really run
you out?” he asked. “'Bkinner says i
was all right if you hadn't gone to slesp
at your wicket! I sa Yarooh!"

Bunter roared as the Bounder's font
shat out! ,

Vearnon-Smith tramped down the stairs
and loft the. fat Owl roaring.

At the foot of the staircase, Monsieur
Charpentier was standing, and his
lance fell on the Boundar as he came
oWn,

Vermon-Smith did not heed him, or
evernt see him, till Mossoo caught nm by
the shoulder as he passed.

“You verree bad boy!” exclaimed the
French master. * Now, zen, I take you
to ze headmaster, you verree bad boy.”

“Let po mi shoulder!” snarled the
Bounder, and he jerked himself away so

ft}rmfu‘lalg that osson  tottered and
stumbled against the newel-post of the
banistar.

“Mon Dien!"” gasped Mossgo. “ Vous
osex—you verres bad boy! CUome viz
me at vunce, maavais garcon,”

The Bounder strode on, too savagely
angry to heed.

Why the French master was meddhng
with him, he did net know, or care; it
did wot accur to him, for the moment,
ihit Mossoo was mistaking lim  for
Vernon, who was due to go up to the

Hend.
" Beoutez!" squealed Mosson, *'Ja
voura dig—lI tell you—— Mon [ieu! Is it

zat you do net heed "

*Vernon-8mith!”  The Bounder had
not noticed Mr. Quelch in the offing, but
fe noticed him as the Remove naster's
voice came sharply. * Vernon-Smith !
Stop at oneal ow idlara you treat
Maonsieur Charpentier with such dis
respect M

The Bounder came unwillingly to a
halt! He was in A mood to treat Quelch
aa he hod treated Mossoo, but he re
stranined 1hat reckless impulsa,

“You will ask-Monsieur Charpenfier
what he desires to say to you, Vervnon-
Smith, and then you will follow me to
my study te he punished for your inso-
lence,” said Mr. Quelch sternly.

“Bmect! Is zat Smeet!” ejaculated
Monsieur Charpentier. “PBnt it is ze
ozzer zat 1 vant—ze hoy Vernon—"

i7

“This is Vernon-8mith, Monsieur
Charpentier |"

“Eh? Cest cal Now I remember
zat Vernon he have ze nose verree red,”
assentéd Monsieur Charpentiar. “It is

not Smeet zat I vant—but—"

“But that does not exeuse the bov's
ingolence!” said Mz, Quelch ‘ﬂrrim T.
ernon-

YFollow me to my study,
Smith "'

In & state that was near boiling point,
Vernon-B8mmith followed Mr. Quelch to
the Remove measter's study, where =ix
of the best were his roward for his «is-
vespect to the Franch master, He was
almost boiling over when he left M.
Quelch.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Bang for Bunter !

REP was on in the Remove when
Bertie Vernon came up to the
studies, ,

Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent looked up ss ho csme into
Study No. 1, )

He had cut ]nck-uﬁ and ealling-over,
though why, and where he had been,
nobody knew. He locked tired, which
was not surprising, as he had had a
lang bike ride following a cricket match.
He gave a little gasp as he dropped
into a geat. The two juniors could guess
the causa.

“Heen up to the Head?" asked
Nugent,

“Yea!" answered Vernon bricfiy.

“I fancied that Mossoo meant busi-
nesg | Whepped, I suppose "

“8ix from the Head!” said Vernon
bitterly. * Might have been a flogging
in Fall--but it's the first time I've heen
up to the Head, so I war lot off lighrlp”

“Well, if you punch a fellow's face in
elasg—--—""

*“I shall be punching it again soon, I
X Trt! Don’t talk to me about (hat
:"‘.ﬂ 'l-’

Nugent shrugged his shoulders,

“I won't talk to you at all till vou
feel a little more civil!” he answored.

Vernon coloured.
ek Eﬂrrﬁl" he said. "“I'm not feeling
frightfully bucked at the preseut

moment.  Everything's pone amisa tn-
elay!"”  IHs colour deepened as he met
Harry Wharton's eves. “I suppose
you're going fo ask me whether | ran
“mith ont on purposs this afterncont”

“No!" said Harry. “I won't ask you
that, Vernon! I'll tell you the same ux
I've told Vernon-Smith: that you won't
bolh play in the same match again, ™

"ﬂ'fl!” sald Yernon. *“*Well, that's
sense ]l We don't seem to be able 10
Leep the peace—and the coricket [wld
st the place for family feuds! ['m
always here when you want me—and
when Smith plays, T'li be more than
willing 1o stand down !

Whucton nodded, ond the subject
dengpuad with that, Bat the ecaptain of
tiie Remove eould not help reflecting
i Bertie Vernon liadd received chat
devistrn & good deal more sensibly aimd
rensonably (han Herbert Vernoa-Smith
hadl ddome,

Aler prep, when Wharton
sugent  pepared o go down, Dertie
Vernon  somed out o llenriade and
a sheaf of mpot parr:-r.

“Taneas?" aszsked Ilarvry.

“Iho same tot—I've atill got them o
do!" prunted Vernon, “H 1 don't hal
them in to-morrow  evening, there'-
amuther visit. to the Head to come—amd
'y tired of calling on my dear head.
master,

“Alusson's got hia back up this time!"
sainl Harry, “He's penérally o lownh!
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Piuk your rather gpot his rag out, you
ko

Vernon's eyes glinted.

“I'll get it out again, too!" he
srapped. “*If the old asa is going to be
down on me, I'll give him some
reason [

“You gave him some to-day, old
bean!™

“1 know that! But he cught to have
liad sense enough to sce why Bmith
wrote that rubbish on the board! If he
wants the same kind of treatment from
me that he gets from 8mith, he can have
! By gum, I'll make the old ass =:it
up for getting me six from the Head!™

Wharton and Nugent looked very
curiously at Bertie. They might have
fancied that it was the under who

It was evident that the
tween the two was more

was speaking.
resemblance
than skin dEEﬂ!

“I'd get the lines done, and forget
all about it!" said Harry quietly.
* Mossoo's & good little ass, and what's
the good of hunting for trouble? Look
liere, I"NEEF never lopks twice at an
impot—we'll stay up & bit and help you
with the lines, if you like.”

“MNo; that's all right!"

“1 say, you fellows—
h*'Just in hi_lma. Bunter!” said Frank

gent, laughing.

YVEh? I:Eit E spread 7" asked Billy
Bunter eagerly.

“ No—linea!™

“What 1"

“Just in time to help Vernon with
five hundred linez in French!”

“You silly ass!" roared Billy Bunter.

L3 ]

“ Catch me helping snybody with five
hundred lLines l'rﬂri{::i"z! 0¥, you
fellows, would you mind cashing a

postal order for me?"

“Trot it oub!™

“It hasn't come yeb—"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Blessed if I soe anything to cackle
at! Tt will be here in the morning—it's
from one of my titled relations, {zu
know! If you let me have the five bob
nuw-—1 eay, you follows, don't walk off
while a fellow’s talking to you!™ roared
Buntar.

But Wharton and Nugent did walk
off, langhing, leaving William George
Bunter to waste his sweetness on the
desert air.

The fat Owl turned his spectacles on
Bertia Vernon.

“I say, Vernon, if you've got hull-a-
crown you don't want—"'

“I haven't! Get out—I've got lines
fo dol”

“No—I suppose you haven't!"™ said
Bunter. * Must be awiul to be hard
up! I say, Vernon, what is it like to be
short of money?"

“You fat ass, get out!™

“Wall, I'm only being sympathetic,”
snid the fat Owl “I somefime: run
short of cash myself—very rarely I—but,
of course, my people are rich! I've
heard Smithy say that your uncle can’t
alford to pay the rent on Lantham
Chaze! What will you do if they put
tite bailiffs in?"

Bertie Vernon picked up a ruler,

“I say, did you mean it about making
old Froggy sit up for gettin u =X
from the Head?" lI'IqI.:IerdE unter,
“Smithy would! He chucked a bag of
Hm%ria.t. Musa;u once, and there i.vns an
nwinl row. re you going to chuck a
lmﬁ of flour at Mossao "

Will you shut up and get out, you
fat chump?"”
_ “Well, look here, what ara you stick.
ing in the study fori™ gm:mndnd
Bunter.  “Nothing of youra in the
cupboard, I suppose 1"
O ‘lli‘r':'e got my lines to do, you fat

W
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‘Well, you ean”t do five hundred
lines in Irench before dorm. That
stands to reasonl I'd advise you to
leave them till to-morrow and go down
to the Rag now,” said Billy Bunter.
“¥You needn't worry about anything in
the study cupboard. Nothing of yours
there, 8, he, he! Besides, I'm not
ﬂlﬂg‘ to touch the study c¢upboard.

ok here, why not go down to the
Ragt"

“"Do you want this ruler on your
baga?®"

“Eh? Nol”

»Xou'll get it if you don’t clear |”

* Beast '

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study.

At the doorway, however, he turned
and blinked back at Bertie.

“1sny, Yernon—" he squeaked.

“Well, what?"” asked WVernon im-
patientiy.
“Who ran Smithy out? ¥ah!”

hooted Bunter.

And, having delivered that Parthian
shot, the fat Owl revolved rapidly on
his axiz and bolted.

But he did not bolt quite fast enough.
The junipr im Study No. 1 stepped
swiftly to the doorway and swiped with
the ruler, and there was & report like a
pistol-shot as it landed on Bunter's
tight trousars,

Bang !

*Yoo-hoop 1" roared Bunter.

And he Hew 1

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Calling on the Captain !

1 OMING " asked Vernon-Smith
after class the following day.
“Where " asked Redwing.
“Lantham Chase 1™

Tom Redwing's face became very
grave,

“You're not going to Lantham
Chase, Smithy! What on earth are
you thinking of 7" he exclaimed.

“Can't & fellow call on a relation
who happens to live near the schoo] 1"
asked the Bounder. " Don't you think
Captain Vernon might be pll'easa-d to
see me "

“ More likely to give you o licking, 1
think! Have you forgotten the trick
you played on him last week—taking a
party of fellows there, palming your-
self off as your cousin,” exclsimed
Tom.  “VYou're pretty lucky that
Captain Vernon never complained to
the Head about it when he found it
out | For goodness' sake leave him and
Lantham Chase alone.” .

‘Think he may cut up rusty if he
gces me there BV

"1 should say it was & cert.™

“ All the more reason why you should
cowe, then; bhe can't wallop two of us [

“ Keep clear of him [

“1've got something to sa
answered the Bounder, “an
to get it off my chest.
as you like™

Tom Redwing, with a sorely troubled
face, followed his chum to the bikeshed.

Lantham_ Chase was about the last
place in Kent that he would have
wizhed to wvisit in company with
Herhert  Vernon-Smith. He c¢ould
hardly understand the Bounder's nerve
in gowng there after the trick he had
played a week ago, which must have
icensed the cné)tam deeply. But it
the obstinate and headstrong fellow was
going, he did not want to let hanm go
alono, s

They pushed out their bicyeles and

t:dn!l}ed away to Redeclyffc and the

antham road. It was rather a lon
ride, but they covered the groun
swiftly, with hardly & word spoken as
thiey went.

Itﬂ him, ™
" going
Come or not,

The great gates of Lantham Chass
were shuy; the lodge, where a lodge.
keeper had lived with his family in old
Bquire Luscombe’s time, shut up and
deserted. But entrance was easy
enough; there was a right-of-way
through the park, end the two Gray-
friars juniors Iturﬂ'ed their machines
from the road into the path under the
trees,

They emerged into the great avenus,
which wound for more than a guarter
of & mile from the gates to the grand
entrancy of the mansion—closed now
and never opened. It was Tom Red-
wing's first visit to the place, but the
Bounder had been there before more
than once.

Tom lpoked with interest at the great
many-windowed facade of the mansion
as it burst on his view at the last corve
of the long avenue.

“A gplendid place, Smithy," he re-
marked. “ Must cost a fortune to keep
up & place like this in thess times.”

The Bounder gave a snecting laugh.

“If the gallant captain has three or
four hundred & year, he hasn’t more
than that,” he answered. “The rent's
more than his income.”

“1 don’t quite gea how any man
could puy his way on those lines,
Smithy,” answered Tom, with a smile.
. 'Bet you he's getting head over ears
m debt. 1 can't make the man out.
He's up to some game hers,” said the
Bounder. “ He must be beggaring him-
self to keep this place—and he lives in
it like & rat in a corner ! Two or three
rooms out of more than s hundred !
One old Armny man in his servicel
When 1 made the old gost take me for
Bertie the other day, and landed a
erowd of fellows on him suddenly, they
couldn't even scrounge a tea for the
party.”

Tom’s lips set a little. He had his
own opinion about that audacious trick
the Bounder had Play&d.

“Here we arel” The Bounder dis
mounted and leaned his machine on en
ancient stone lion at the towering

orch. *INo good knocking st that

0or; it's never opened, as you can seel
This way for the inhabited part ¥
“But fuak here, Smithy—"

“What 15 he doing it fori"” asked
Smirthy. “Iundreds of pounds in rent
for as much accommodation as he could

et for a pound & week in Courtfield !
an’t be only swank. The Vernons are
all swank, but where's the swank in
taking a8 whopping place and camping
in a corner of 1t gﬂe lacks poorer here
than he would loock in & chesp
bungalow, against all this background |

he man's no fool—he's keen as a razor.
Ha&'s got some resson; but what the
dooce it is bears me hollow.”

Redwing, in silence, followed his
chum to the stone terrace on the west
wing.

Nobody was in sight thers, and
Vernon-Siith went u? the steps to the
terrace, Redwing [ollowing him re
luctantly.

A door stood wide open, giving
admittanca to the houge.

Herbert Vernon-Bmith gave it a

sharp rap. -

From some dusky region at the back
a man emerged.

It was Furt, the captain's man, and
he came to the door, with a frown on
his face. Only too clearly visilors were
not expected, or wanied, at Lantharm
Chase.

But his frown cleared as hie saw the
Bounder. ]

wh, you, Master Bertia!" he said.
“Why didn't you walk in, sir 7"

Hunt, the captain’s man, had a
leathery brown face and a grim. sguary
jaw. But that leathery face melted at
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“ ¥au have come here to dictate to me on the subject of selecting a school for my nephew ? ** asked Captain Vernon, sar-
castically. ** I've come here to ask you not to send him te Greyfriars where he's bound to come up against trouble all the

time ! ** answered Vernon-Smith,

the sight of the schoolboy he took for
Bertie Vernon. It was clear that the
old fellow was attached to the captain's
nephew—a circumstance that had an
irritating cffect on the Bounder.

“I'tn not Bertie, you old goat!” he
gnapped.  “I'm Vernon-Smith.” .

unt’s lcathery face became grim

and hostile at ance.

“Oh! You're the young rascal who
layed that triek last week, coming
ere end celling yourself Master
Boertie ! he snapped. “If I were the
master I'd lay a stick on you for your
impudence "

“Vou'd better remember that vou'ra
net  the naster, then, my manl!”
answered the Bounder contemptuously.

“Co and rell your muaster that I want
to zec him." .
“The master’s in the turret-room.

and I ain’t calling hm down for youl”
said ald Huent.  "“You ain’t wanted
here, Master Smih, and well you know
it. You'd better go before the master
pees vou."

With that Hunt turned and tramped
hack across the hall and disappeared

dawn o passage at rthe hack.
“Checky, old [ool!" =aid Vernon
Smith.

I‘H

“Let's po, Smithy " mualtered Red-
WingE.

“%’m not going witheut seeing my
relation,” sneored the Boumder, Y That
ald goat taid he was in the turret-reom;
I know my way there! Come on |”

“Sinithy, you can’t walk mito a man's
honse like thai—"

“T ecan and I'm going 101"

“Well, T can't ™ zaid Redwing.

“Wail for me here, then.’

And, leaving Redwing an the sione
terrace in a very uneasy fraqne of triitugd,
ihe Bounder conlly walked in.

At g hitle diszance dovn the hall was

the steep, narrow stair that led up to
the turret. The Bounder knew tho way
well encugh; he had visited the turret
when he was at Lantham Chase, pulling
tha captain's leg, & w Ago. i
He mounted the narrow, steep stairs.

A4 the top there was a small landing,
from which enly one reom opened—the
turret-roam.

Pausing on the landing, the Bounder
looked in at the open doorway.

Captain Vernon stood in the turrct
room, full in his sight. He was leaning
on one of the window embrasures,
staring out geross the amiling landscape
of lKent—not in the divection by which
il juniors had come, or he would have
seen them

He did not look round, cvidently not
having heard the Bounder's steps on
the turret stair.

Smrithy stood looking st him for a
few moments, Iie glanced at the new
wooden shutters, with their patent locks,
onn the two window embrasures, which
e had noticed an his previons visit.

Those shutters had pugzled him then,
and puzzled him now., Why the cap-
tain, who had hardly & bean to hiz
name, spent money on the addition of
those wseless shutters in a room that waa
not occupied was a mystery to the
Bounder.

The man had & reason; he was ing
keen, alert, and quictly businesslike not
in have a ood and sufficient reazon for
what he did. But the reason was hard
1o puess; for it was scarcely imaginahble
1l anvote was ever to be kept against
his will in the turret-roem, and those
shutters seemed to serve no other
purpose

As the Bownder stood laoking in,
Caprain Yernon suddenly turned, as if

*1 think that’s reasonable.”

becoming conscious that he was not
alone, .

He gave & start at the sight of the
Greviviers junior,

* Bertia ™

But the next momont he knew thot
it was not Bertic—partly from the
Bounder's m&rmf. ostila look, bub
chiefly, doubtless, from the recollaction
of the beetroot nose Bertie had sported
the previous day. :

A glint came into his eye, and he
inade & quick step towards tho Bounder,

“Youl!” he ssid, betwesn shut lips.
“You impudent young rascall Yuu
have the eéffrontery io come here !™

“Why not?” sncercd the Bounder.
“I've got something to say to ynu,
Eﬂ“tﬂ’,{ Vernon, snd I've come here 1o

|
sLk;i."hu: anger in the captain's dork face
was very easy to read. But it faded
out, and s very singular look came in
ity pluce which was far from so vcasy
io read.

“So you have come hore to call on
me, Vernon-Smith?" said the captuin
in a guiet tene, and =still with 1hat
sirange look on hie face.

* 1've come to speak lo you"
“Very well”

Captain Verpon smiled—a smile that
Herbert Vernon-8mith, keen as he was,
vould not fathom. DBut it gave him,
semehow, 8 sense of danger, and {or a
moment he hesiteted to step into he
[urrek-roo.

“¥ou may come in!{” gaid Caplain
Verunn: and he stepped back to the

window, and stood there, leaning
apaiux the wall.

Ard the Bounder, shrugging his

shon:ielers ar that strange premonition
The M.oser LipRany.—No. 1,636
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of danger that had for & moment
as-ailed him, atapaid inte the turret-
vooin of Lantham Chase.

- ——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Danger !

APTAIN VERNON took a black
Indian cheroot from his case
and lighted it, and the Bounder,
watching him curiously, noted

that his hand shook slightly.

The man was labouring under some
suppressed excitement, 1t gecmed to
Snuthy.  But it was not anger; the
anger had guite passed from his look.

He occupied himself for almost =
minute with the cheroot, the Bounder
watching him, and wondering what was
i his mind.

It was likely enough that the captain

might think of la *mﬁ a stick round the
juntor who had deluded him and made
a fool of him only a week ago. But

Smithy did not think that that was In
his mind. _ :

Something wee—something hostile—
and Bmithy could net fathom it; but
again for & moment that premonition
of danger came—a strange chill feol-
ing, like that of a fellow suddenly
gliopsing an abyss at his feet. ]

“You may sit down, Vernon-83mith.”
The captain, cessing to be occnpied
with the cheroot, waved a hand to an
pak settle by the side of the fireplace.
“1 an waiting to hear what you have
o say to me.”

“T'll stand, thanks!” said Veruon-
Stnth.

“ Please yourself [

“T'va come hera to a;:-e,&lr to you
about Herbert Vernon,” said the
Bounder. “I want you to take him
away from my school.”

Captain Vernon gave s start.

Hes had heard that request the day
hefore from his nephew. Certainly he
had never expected to hear it repeated
by Vernon-Smith

fiis eyen glinted.

* You have the nerve, the impudence,
to vomo here and say that to me,
Herbert Vernon-Smith ¥ he said in a
very quiet tone, ,

“T'va come here to speak plainly!”
answered the Bounder coolly. “1 can't
wake out why you picked my school for
him. 1 know you dislike me—you
always have—and | can assure you it's
recurned; but I'm not fool enough to
faney that you sent the fellow te my
school simply because I didn't want hun
there. But you kpew there would bLe
reouble;  you'd seen  enough of it
petween us when we were emall kids
atid loathed one another.”

G&Ptain Vernon did not speak. |

“T'm not saying it was all Vernon's
fault; very likely it was mine as much
as his—or more than his, 1 shouldn's
wonder | That makes no difference; it
waz only sense to keep us away from
one another, as we couldn’t stand cne
another st any price! lsn't thet sot”

No hnswer from the captain.

“*Now he's sent to my school, and, as
we' re the same age and about the sama
in other things, he's naturally in my
Form. We're chucked together every
dav—in class and out of class. I can’t
stop out of my study without seeing
hitn in the Remove passage: he can't
go up or down stairs without passing
me. Wo'ra both cricketers, and bhoth
i the Form eleven, Wa jar on one
another all day, every day.”

L 1"&!1?"

“Well, what’'s the good of 1t?" de-
pranded the Bounder. “1I loathe the
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fellow, but [ doo’t want to be always
rowing with him. He loathes me, but
he'd be satisfied to sea nothing mora
of me; he doesn’t want continual rows
and troubles, even less than [ do.
Where's the sense in sticking us in the
same Form in the same school 2

“Ia that all #*

The Bounder breathed hard,

“I've come here to see if I can get
you fo take a sensible view,” he said,
“1 know that Vernon never wanted to
come to my school, and that he'd be

lad to leave. I'll say that for him—

& hates it as much ss I do. It's as
rotten for him as for me.™

“Well 1

“Why not take him away?" said
Vernon-Smith.,. “Redelyfie’'s a good
school, and nearer this place, if you
want him near you. He's a new fellow
—only a few weeks in the school; he
could leave at the half-term, and no
harm done. It would pleasa him as
muclt as me; and I suppose you care
a bit about him, as you're standing the
racket for him at school [ should have
forgotten sll about the fallow if he
hadn't butted in at Greyiriars,. Why
keep up a feud for nothing 1

The captain allowed a stream of blue
smoke to escape his lips, and regarded
it thoughtfully as it rose in the air.
But ha did not speak,

“There's another thing,” went on
Smnithy. “We're so alike that we're
always being taken for one another. Ii
makes us both savage. Vernon's landed
in my rows more than onca. ['ve
guarrelled with a dozen fellowas for
taking me for him. And we're both in
the cricket, and sven on the ericket field
we can't stand one snother, Yester-
dﬂ:{. in our biggest fixture, he played
a dirty trick on me—a foul trick—"

Captain Vernon raised his hand.

“That will do!” he said curtly.

“I haven't come here to tell tales
about the fellow I said the Bounder
contemptuously. I only want to make
it clear that, whatever your remson was
for sticking him at Greyfriars, it was
a mistake to send him to my school.
There's been trouble ever since he
came, and now it's got to a point that
I can't, and won't, stand it any longer |
EHe feels the same aa | do—"

“*Yery iikalf," said the captain, with
a curl of the lip.

“It's not even ms if Greviriars was
vour own school” went on Smithy.
“You wers a Harrow man. Why not
setdd him to your own old school 7

“That is my business ™

“Of all the schoalz in the kingdom,

¥au had to pick out my school, for no
reason that I can guess1” said Vernon-
Swmith. " You den't care about me, but

it's as rotten for him as for me. Don't
vou care about that ™

The Bounder was speaking guietly
aud patiet]y. He was sincerely
muking an effort 1o get rid of the
trouble bofore it went from bad to
W Orse.

“What he did yesterday,” he went on,
“has put the lid on. 1 believe a foul
trick like that won't rest casy on his
mind. He ran me out, so palpably that
evervhody could see his game. I've not
the slightest doubt that he's feelin
rotten aboul it singe. If I'd done it%
should feel rotten enough. You've put
him in that r[.u::l--.'a11:—11'.';~|:t agamst his will ]
It's vour fault!™

The captain’'s eyes glittered for a
trroinent,

“I dare say vou think the trouble is
all my fault, and that Bertie's a Fcrfznet
specimen,” went on Smithy. * Well,
even If vou're r:{i;ht. that's no reason for
keeping him under my nose. He would
be as glad to get away as I should be

to see him go. Why not take him away,
then §*

“¥ou have come here to dictate to
me on the subject of selecting a school
for my nephew?” asked Captain Vernon
sarcasttcnlly.

“I've come hera to ask you not to
send hiim to the one school in England
where he's bound to come up against
trouble all the time,” answered the
Bounder. “I think that's reasonable.”

Captain Vernon stood silent.

He eved the Greyfriars junior, and
that singular look which the Bounder
could not understand was on his face

again.
“Does my nephew know that you
have come here?" he asked at length.

o ;‘I negver gpeak to him if I can help
1 12

The captain moved from his position
by the window. He paced several timea
to and fro across the turrct-room, and
came to & stop again, this time standing
beiween the Bounder and the narrow
doorway.

SBmithv smiled sarcastically.

He was as keen as a razor, and he
knew, as well as if the captain had
told him that the man was blocking
his retreat from the furret-room.

If that meant that the licking was
coming, Bmithy had no fear—he was
ready to hit out, and hit hard, if the
captain laid a Boger on him. And Tom
Redwing, on the terrace below, was
within reach of a shout.

“Are you going to anawer mei” he
asked quietly. "You can call it =
cheek, if you like, to come here and
talk to you like this—but call ik
horse-eensa | There’s absolutely no
reason why Vearnon should be at my
school—unless you've got some reason
that a fellow can't understand.”

“That may be possible,” said Cn?-
tain Vernon, with a curl of the lip. *1I
have ne intention of explaining my
reason to an impertinent schoolboy 1"

“Well, if I've come here for nothing,
that’s that 1” said Vernon-Smith, with a
deep breath. “You can  take the
responsibility for what's coming! I'Hl
make that fellow fed-up with my school
ag hard as I can!™

“8e yon, a junior schoolboy., have
come here to threaten me?” said the
captain grimly.

“Take it as you choosze ! gaid the
Bounder coolly. “You've acted like n
fool in this, and now you know how
it’s turned ont, you're doing wrong in
kueping that fellow at my school. ou
know it."

“And ne doubt you have mentioned
to & crowd of interested schoolbovs that
ou were coming here to tell me whers

gu!, off ¥ gmiled the captain,

smithy stared at Tum.

“What do you mean? I've told
nobody was coming to Lantham
Chase. if that’s what vou wean!”™ he
answered,

Captain Vernon stood very still in
the doorway Hiz face had set sud-
denlsy hard.

The Bounder, looking at him, felt hia
heart beat with that sudden feeling
again of danger in the air. It was &
feeling that he could hardiy under-
stand, caused by the strange, unfathom-
able look on the bacd, duark face of
the Ariey man.

“I'm going 1" he said,

He riade a step towards the deor.

The captain did not stiv. Ho stood
there like a statue, barving the way.

The Bounder's fista elenched.  He
could not understand that ense look
on the Arvtny man's face; but he knew
that he wa: not gengz to get out of
the turret-room withont trounble,

“Redwing 1" e shouted.



Captain Vernon geve & violent stert

"What do you mean? Who is Red.
wing? he exclaimed, in startlod
!ﬂ;l{-lil.

! al, who came hero with me-—
he's waiting on_the terrace!"” jeered
the Bounder. "I'm: not here alone, if
you're thiukmgB:f handling me, Cap-
tein Vernon! Better think agsin.”
Gn&tmm Vernon seemed to catch hie
breath. He gave the Bounder -a very
atra look and stepped aside from
tha oﬁrwajr.
“I have no intention of handling
60U, as you eapress it, Vérnon-Smith |
e #mid. “You have come hers un-
ad and you, have been insolent;
but %ﬂu CaT gO a3 so0n et you please
lmr.!I shall be glad to see the last of
you [¥
He walked acress to the window,
turning his back on the Bounder.
The decrway was open .to Vernon-
Bmith, and he lelt e Lurret-room.
He found Tom Redwing at the foot
of the turret-stair as he went down.
Tom had heard his shout and antarcd.
“Bmithy, what—" he began.
The_Bounder laughed mm—kinfl‘y.
“0.K. 1" he said. “I fancy [ should
havo hit trouble here if I'd come alone,
but the dear man gave up the idesa when
I Myﬁd to you. Let's get out of

Thay went back to their bieycles and
rods away down the avenus.

From one of the windowe of the
tﬂrmbmﬂnt Captain Vecrnon watched
them 8 they went.

Herhert ‘férumi-_ﬂm_ith ﬁuauad that
ha would have bit trouble hed ke
eome B% Lantham Chase alono that
day. us he Jittle dresined as he
rode away wit wig what that
trouble would have been—as little s
he - dreamed of the dark thoughts in
the mind of the man who watched him
gQ t;;:um tbe high window of the
tirrGaE.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,

Magd ?

ILLY BUNTER grinned,
Bunter weas rather amused,
It was the following day,

and the school dinnmer was
over. Billy Bunter was taking a little
reat-—which he really neaded after

his exertions at dinner—in a guiet and
secluded spot.

He was seated on the low, broad
window-sill of Class-room No. 10. That
gill was low and easily reached; it was
warmed by the June sunshine, and
Bunter sat leaning back against the
brickwork, with his fat httle legs
strotched along the aill.

# he sat he chewed butterscotch.

t was quite likely that Hazeldena of
the Remove, if he had & fancy for eat-
ing butterscotch alter dinner, might be
inquiring. in those very moments what
had become of the pucket he had loft
in s study.

That did not worry Bunier,

It was quite likely that Elazel might
think of DBunter in connection  with
miiasing  butterscoteh ! Follows often
did think of Bunter ot snch times. But
he was not hlkery do spor Bunier in that
gecluded corner

Basking ¢n the sumwmer sunshina,
!u!f}p}' and sticky auwd  comfortable,
Billy Buuter foumd life worth living;

the only Ay in the ointiment being that
in ant hour's time the bell would ring
for class. Buab that was one of the
awful things in life that could not be
helped. At the moment Bunter was
happy—tha universe was, on the
whole, working 1o lis satisfaction,
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Nobody, of coursa was ip Closs-

roora No. 10: That wae the French
master's olassroon), and nobody would
be there till the next French sef.
Class-room No. 10 was rather far from
the Form-rooms, It opened from s
side pasis n Masters' Passage, quite
near the French master's study.
. But though nobody had suy business
in the moster's olass-room, the
door of that cless-room opened and a
Remove man entersd.

Bunter, outside the window, could
see in.

That was why he grinned.

i ove man who entered Class-
room No. 10 was eithor Herbert
Vernon-Bmith or Bertie Vernon. But
even the short-sighted Owl, who often
made mistgkes, know this time that it
was Bmithy | _

His nose wos not ke a beaconl

Vernon's neae had toned down some-
what since Coker's hefty punch had
landed on it. But it was still red as a
rose, if not as a beetrovr=it was still
an antoyanes to its irritated ownor and
a cause for smiles in the Remove, 8o,
as the Remove man had 'a nose
normal  hue, though exsctly like
Bertia's in nt’har respects, Billy Bunter
knew that the newcowmwer was the
Bounder.

He grinned & wide grin.

There wos only one resson for a
follow 1o euter Class-rocny No. 10 when
it wag vecant—and thet was & rdg on
the Fremch master,

?mit}ly was the man for rags! And
o

¥ a couple of daye ago he had had
six . from §1¢Ich~ for cheeking Mosroo.
Bunter had no doubt that he wes there

for a rag.

He would not have been surprised to
sca Vernon st that game.  Bertio's
:mgrg words on that subject had been
heard by the fat Owl, and tatiled by
him up snd down the Remove:  All the
Form knew that Bertie was scre. about
having been sent up to the Head, and
had said that he wss going to make
Froggy sit up for the same.

Probably, after reflection, Bertie had
d:fjp ed that idea; at all events, he
h ne nothang in that line. His five
hundred lines of French had been
handed in, and the trouble seewmed to
be at an end. If Bertia had any
schemes of vetaliation in his head, he
-Eartainly had not carried them ocut so
&L,

But Bmithy was slweys & ragger]
This fellow, anyhow, was Smithy | And
Billy Bunter watched him through the
window with great intorest.

The Bounder had entered the room

uickly and shut the door after him,

@ stood for & moment or two listen-
ing st the door, as if to make sure that
he had not been seen coming there.
But that was not probable if he bad
been careful.

Class-room No. 10 was perilously
near Masters' Studies; but Moseoo, at
all events, waa not likely to have an
ove on his class.rgom, for it was gener-
ally kvown that Mossoo took a little
nap in his study after dinner, and at
that moment ha was most likely fastk
asleep in his armchair and dreaming
of lo belle France,

The Bounder did net even glance
towards the window Hn‘rinﬁg listencd
at ihe door, he stepped guickly to the
French master’s desk,

Bunter's grin widened.

He had no doubt that Mossoo was

oing to find some startling surpriee in
that desk when he came in to take a
clags apain in thet room

Bkinner once had perked the House.
dame's cat in it; a rat had bheen found
1o 1t once.

|
Dee interestad, the [at

pl Owl
-.v.mnhedy through the window.

But the grin faded from his fat face,
and & look -of utter amasemnent took its
place, as he watched Bmithy's actions.

From the desk the Bounder took a
bottle of ink. As it glimmered in the
sunshine, Bunter could =ee that it was
“ii-iinh' o Smithy

¢ axpects s Bmi swamp
thuﬁ-m&%ﬁnﬁr the boolta and papers
in the desk. Bmithy did nothing of
the kind. :

He drew the cork from the ink-
bottle, then he laia it on the desk and
took something from his pocket.

It was a small sponge-bag, such as
a washing Fapﬁnga. is packed in for
travelling. From the bag the Bounder
drew a wet aponge.

He snipped off & corner of it, wetted

it with the red ink, and rubbed it on
hin nosa. ] .

EBunter's eyes popped behind his
spectacles,

He could not for a moment or two
belicve either his eyes or his spectacles.
Smithy's action was so utterly ainazing
that it took his breath away.

Unless a fellow was utterly potry, it
was unimaginable that he should merk
into & desorted class voom snd smudge
red ink on his nose .

But, short-sighted -as. Billy Bunter
was, he could see all that wae going
on I Class.room No. 10,

Bunter blinked, duinb with asionish-
menst, X

He watched the jumor in the clam-
rovin like & fellow mosmerised, ;

Bimnithy a little mirror from his

ocket and surveyed the effect of his
{;mu‘liwurk*‘ He did_pot seam quite
satified with it a snipped
another piece from the sponge snd
rubbed his nose carefully with it, held-
ing up the mirrer in his left hand to
watch Em TR, )

The bright red was reduced in tone;
it left the _
but not so aggressvaly :
it left 5};. in fact, looking exactly like
Bertic Vernon's reddened nose.

Qatisfied st last, the Bounder re-
corked the bottle and returned it to its

lace in the deak. Ie crossed to the
Erepiaea and_threw the two small inky
picces of sponge into $he chimmey; he
wea done with them. The wel sponge
he packed .in the bag again anp
erainmed the bag into his pocket.

Then he out back to the door of the
class-room snd it )

Bunter, dumbiounded, watched him.

It seemed incredible that Vernon-
Smith, after that smezing action,
meant to show himself in public with a
red nose. If he did, it meant only one
thing to Buanter—that Emlth% had
gane off his rocker, It meant that he
;:a.u niiam]ut&lj potty—as moad 88 &

atter

The Bounder stepped ont of the door-
‘FFT}' and shut the door after him.

@ was gone.

Class-roon  No. 10 was  desarted
again. Bunter was left blinking.

“(h erikey 1" breathed the fat Owl

Smithy was mad ! -

What would the fellows think when
they saw him going about with & noca
reddened like & clown in & ¢ircual

“(h erumbs!" gasped Bunter,

He slipped from the window.pill. Ha
had net finished the butterscotch, buk
be did not stay to finish it; he slipped
the remmant of Hazel's butterscotch
into his pocket and rolled away—to
impart to the rest of the Remove the
startling news that Herbert Vernons
Smith had gone med
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nder’s nose & glaring red
- ] re'dfh be'gm*e-'-
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THE MIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
A Rag on Froggy !
ONSIEUR CHARPENTIER
awoke suddenly
The dapper little French
gentleman was reclining in
his arnschair tn his study, the window
vightly shut to exclwde any possibility
ufg frozh air, his eyes shut, and his
mouth open, taking his usual nap after
Lhis midday meal—and dreaming of his
native laud,

From that happy dream he came
hack 1o reality with a jump—though,
inndeod, what l{ﬂ came back to seemed
vather like & nightmare | ] .

Something wet was splashing i his
nrouth,

He blinked dizzily and dazediy
through & splashing stream ; he gasped
and he gurgled.

Dimly, tﬁmugh the splash, he saw
that his study door was open, that a
junior stood there, and that that junior
had a squirt in his hand,

But such a sight was so ﬂmrﬂin%{ 50
amazing. that Mossoo might well have
wondered whether he was not still
dreaming.

Mossoo was often ragged—indeed, he
lived and moved end had his being in
an almasphere of ragging Butl this
was a wild and reck ess rag quile out-
side the limit—unheard-of, unthink-
able! It was safe to say that never
before itn the history of Greyfriars
School had a fellow barged into a
mazter’s study and squirted that master
with water from a squirt!

“Urrggh!” gurpgled Mossoo.
“Wurrgh! Mon Dieul! Gurrgh!”
It was & large squirt It had a lot

of water in it. Moscoo got the lot in a
splashing stream.

Had the junior at :
bolted on the spot he might have
esenped  unrccognised,  so atteely
astoutidhed was the Froneh master at
this amazing, this unthinkable hap-
pening.

But hie did not bolt on the apot; he
seemncd in no hurey, wild and reckless
as his action was

Mouzieur Charpentior ataggpred io
lus feet, clawing water from his eyes,

He had a full view of the junior in
{he doorway.

Fn usual circumstances he could not
have said et 8 glanee whether it was
Yernon or Vernon-Smith; buat in the
present circumstances one glance was
encugh. Forin and features were the
same, bub the nose glaved red. It was
Bertie's red nose that he glared at.

“Mauvaig garcon|” shricked MAlon-
swear Charpentier.,  Ie made a junp
for a eane on lis table. “ Yoo bad,
wicked Vernon '™

Slam |

The deor banged shnt, and there was
a patter of running fect. The junior,
who had not been In haste hefore,
bolted with the greatest haste now that
he was recognised

“Mon DieuI” Monsienr Charpentior
clawed at his stronming face and
beard.

Mosioe had a jet black moustacha
and beard—end some fellows: knew, or
guessed, where the black ecame from,

Mossoo's fingers were grubby ns ha
clawed at that wet beard, the stream
of water had damped the dye.

“Parbleu! Nom d'un nom !" gasped
AMonsicur Charpentier. Heldom  or
never did Henr1 Adolphe Charpenticy
permit himself such expressions. Only
iz dire moments was he capable of call-
g on the name of 2 name. “Nom
d'vn nom d'un nom! Ce manvais
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the doorway
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garcon--nom d'un nom d'un nom d'un
chien

Name of o nama of a name of a dog
wis  really frightfull;r gxpressive  in
French, Only Mosson's drenched  state
excused such language.

The [French master clawed and
dabhbed and gasped and epluttered,
then he whisked across to the door.

Pt the passage was empty when he
glared out nko it he ragger had
had twao or three minutes—and half of
one would have been encugh. He was
safe out of Mossoo’s clutches.

But Mossoo had recognised him—
recogniaed him beyond the shadow of a
doubt ! He knew that it was Vernon!
Vengeance for that unexampled out-
rage waz only postponed.

He tottered {&-wn the passage to Mr,
Cueleh's stady.

Mr. Quelch—who had no use for naps
—was 10 his study, correcting Form
papers. He jumped as his study door
was hirled open and & drenched and
ishevelied French master shot in,

“Hegardez ¥ shricked  Monsieur
Charpentier, gesticulating wildly.

Mr. Queleh “regarded™ him—hea
srtarcd at him—he almost goggled at
him!  lle was accustomed to excite-
hility from the little French gentleman,
but Mossoo was more than exeited
notw : he was almost foaming.

“ dMonsienr ﬂharpentien what ha=s
happened ™ exclaimed the startled
Kemove mazter.  © Whar—="*

“Regardez done | slrieked Mossoo,
prancing with rage. “Voyez! Je vous
demande—I azk you, sair, is it zat I
zall be drench viz votrer, comme cal”
Q“Hrrnohﬂd with water " gasped Mre

taiebe,

* Regardes, donel Am I not drench?
Znl garcon he firer—he shoot viz one
souirt—he come to my study, and he
deench my face—viz votter from one
surg——"

“Is it possible? Monsiour Charpen-
tier, surely it was not a boy of my
IForm—*

“%ar Vernon!” howled Monsieur
Chavpentier.  * Zat mauvais garcon—
zat I zend to ze hieadmaster it is two
day since—="’

“Yernon? Suarely not

“MMais J'en suis surl I see him viz
#o snuirt ot my door—zat verree bad
by ‘{ft‘rnﬁn &

"Pray be careful i what you state,
Mansicur Charpentier 1 exelaimed Me
Galeh. ™ Another boy in my Form—
Vernon-Bmith H

“Mais =i! But zts i3 Vernon—

“1 must be assurod of that, sir!
Ouly a couple of days ago, you will
reawiher that you mistook Vernon-
=rch for Vornon——"

“LUestoca, e'est ca !l Bot zen I forget
zat Vernon have ze noso verrce redl
21 12 Yernon because he have ze nose
LA A F‘{"d,"

{1 exelaimed My, Queleh.

Fver sinee Coker of the Fifth had
givien  Bertie Vernon that nose on
Maonday nobody had been able to mis-
take r1he doubles of the Remove for one
anntlier.  Mossoo certainly had done so
on Woednesday, having for the moment
forgetten Bertie's  distinguished  nose.
But he had realised his mistake at once
when hie hoad remembered that nose.

“Yoo ave sure, Monsieur Char-
pentier

“Jde vous dis, j'en suis surl I see
Lim viz my own eyesl Je ne suis pas
aveugle! I am not vun blind man,
Quaelels ! T see him=—it iz Vernon—zat
nost 13 verrceo red—ee nez sante aux
voux—he jump to the eye! Monsieur
Queleh, I demand if zat boy go to
drench me viz volter viz one squirf——"

“Fhat boy, sir, shall be most severely

l:l!

h]

punished for such an outrage I’ ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch.  “le shall be
taken to the headmaster and flogged!
Hiz punishment shall be exemplary,
sir]| ¥ou need have no doubt on that
point, Monsieur Charpentier | The boy

will be flogeed i*

Mr. Quelch touched a bell.

“I1 will send for Yernon this
moement I he szid. " Remain hers,

Monsieur Charpentier—I will send for
him at ones,”

And when Trotter came in answer to
the bell, ha was dispatched to send
Bertie Vernon to hiz Form-master's
study—where & grim-faced Form-master
and & French master alwost dancing
with rage awnited him.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Safe !
H ERBERT VERNOXN-3MITH

dodged hastily inte Closs-room
MNo. 10 and shat the door.

He whipped the sponge-bag
from his pocket, grabbed the spong
and hurricdly wiped the stain of re
ink from his face. .

There were no eves on bhim now:
Billy Bunter had been gone several
minutez from his seat on the window-
sill outside.

Breathlezzly the Bounder rubbed the
red ink elean, and glaneed into his
pocket-mirror.

His nose, which a few minuates ago
had looked exactly like Bertie’s red,
inflamed proboseis, was normal in hue
agRin.

e packed the sponge into the ba
and crammed it in his pocket: an
croszed to the window. He had hed
time to escape to the class-room after
sqmrunﬁ the I'rench master in  his
study; but it was hardly safe to leave
by the door ngain.

He opened the window, clambered
out, shut the window after him, and
sh:-}i-prd from the sill, whers the fat
(hwl of the Remove had beon reposing
five ninutes ago.

The spot was not overlooked by other
windows; he was quite safe. And now
that the glaring red was gono from his
nose there was nothing to connect him
with what had happened in the French
master's study.

Perfectly composed. the Dounder
strolled away with his hands in his
pockets, a sneering grin on his face.

Already, he had ne daounbt, the hung
was up—for Vernon! lle bhad made
sure 1n Aosseo's doovway that the
French master shionld ses him—and, sce-
ing himn, Moz00 could not fail to take
him for Vernon--with that nose! Thia
time there wa: ne donbi—Vernon was
for it L

Smithy to do him justice, was not tha
fellow 1o plar such a deadly trick on an
enemy in ovdinary circumstances.  DBut,
in his own wwnd, at least, he saw
justification for awy measure against

ertie Vernon !

He had gone to Tantham Chase at
the rizk of getling a licking from the
rnp!‘:nin v make an Adjernpl Lo ard tha
trouble in a peaceable and reasonable
wav, Hao bad failed.

Vernon nad not played fair in the
matter of the run-out, and foul play on
one side soemed to him & justification
for foul play on the other.

If a fellow plaved Bmithy fair he
would play fair—if a fellow played him
foul he would play foul! That was the
Bounder’s evnical code of ethics—a
dangerons cods, likely fo land him in
bad trouble,

After  that

interview  at Lantham
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Chase the Bounder had made up his
mmind on the subjoct with cool end ruth-
besy determination.

Tho fellow had barged into his school
whore he was not wanted; there was
ahsolutely no reason why he should nou
go to another schovol—unless the Army
man had somo gecret und surreptitious
reason that ne fellow could understand,
Vernon-Simnich had set ont, -:mc:llry and
dehiberately, to make s rival fed up
with Greyfriara--to lund him, if he
could, in row after vow, till he had to
go, or witil e prevailed on his uncle o
tako him awa

That was ﬁm Bounder's determinn-
tinn which he intended to carry out
without hesitation and without scruple.

The fellow had played foul, and he
could take what he gavel That was
excuse cuongh for the Bounder,

Sinithy sirvelled inmto the quad end
grinned sarcastically as he saw Bortie
Veornon thaere

Bertia's expression showed that he did
ol Kknow, so ferr, that o vow wes ub-
swending-—he had vo knowledge of whas
!mu.[ huppened,. and no idea af what was
m:un.'mg[i to b, 2 :

Hmithy walked on, grinning agein as
ha poticed Trotier, the ?aga. COIINgE
out of the House. Ila could gues: what
Trodter way sent for,

Vernon-Smith strolled into the House,
passing Lrolter.

T'he page came to a halt.

“Yau're wanted, sir!” he soid.

Bmithy felt & qualm [or & moment.
ITad he, after all his careful planning.
made some misiake—~were the vials of
wrall, after all, te be poured upon the
gnilty head? Dut the pext moment he
pucssed the House page was mistaking
him for his relative.

“Who wants me i ha askad.

“Mr. Quelch, sir—if you're Master
Vernon, iz * added Trotter doubtlully.

Tlio Bounder laughed.

“I'm notl Varnou's in the ouvad!

EVERY SATURDAY

L |

3 LU

AR I.
Lo

I.’nr class, Vernon | ** ealled out Hazeldene, as he saw the new boy wheel
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Look for o_follow with & nose like a
bonfire on Guy Fawkes night.”
“Ohl Yesair!” said Trottor.

lle went on, and the Bounder paused
fong enough to sce him pick out Bertie
um? speak to him. cn, e Bertie
Vornon followed Trotter to the House,
the Bounder went up the staircase,

A number of fellows wore gathoved on
ithe Rewove landing, and he heard a fat
sqtucak as he canie up.

“I tell you, he's mad! Jad as o
hiatter | Stark, staving, rvaving mad,
you koow! Quelch ought 10 be told!
Ao vou poing to tell him, Wharton "

*Not guite, old fat man! You can
rell him, if you like.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“1Blessrd if 1 ses mnything to cackle
at, when a fellow's gone stark, staring.
raving inad ! Had s s metter—I mean,
madd a8 & latter | I don't feel safe with
a maniae shout, I can tell you ! o

“Halla, hnlle, hallea! Tlere comes
Hunihy [

"M erikey 1™

Vernon-8mith, as he came up tho
Itenve stnivease, had 8 glimpae of a
fur figure vanishing inlo the Remove
passage,

A slam was heard up thet passogo!
Then the elick of a kay |

Billy Bunter, evidently, was alarmed |
What he had seen through the window
of Class-roomy No. 10 convinced Bunter
that Swnithy had gone off his rocker—
und Buniter had no use for Junetics at
closs quarteral

Vernon-Smith stared efter the vanish.
ing Owl 23 he went and then glanced
round, nene too pleasantly, at a dozen
faces, all of Whiﬂﬁ were regarding him
rutheér curiously.

“YWhat's up with that fat idict?"” he
aihgd.

“Beems  sort  of searad of
Smithy.,” grinned Bob Cherry.

“The scarefulness seems to be rruly

I&

you.

L

cut his bleyele. ' If Quelch

baok [ ™

tervifie, my estcemed Smithy 1" said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

‘The Bounder frowned, Hoe could sce
that something wag wugh he had
not. the faintest idea what it was.
Nobody wes likely to tell him that
Huu;m' had stated that he lud goue
fii i,

With a frowning brow le vvampml
across the lnpdinf snd wont np ihe
passage, leaving the Removites grin.

nng.
ﬁﬁinnw. coming down the pawage,
siared At him and grinned.

i-.%hnumr had hoard Bunter's startling
tale,

The Boumler gave him a dark lonk
Whatever it was that was an, he conlid
soe that Skinner knew,

“What's up, B8kinneri”
“What's Lthe gabble aboutt”

“You ought to know 1" said Bkinner,

“Well, T don’t—what is it?" enappod
Vernon-Smath,

“Bunter's telling the
you've gone baiohy———"

“What?" yelled the Bounder.

“Mad as s haiter, ascording to
Bamier 1 grinned  Bkinnar.
Mined where you'ro shoving, Vernon-
Smith.”

Vernou-8mith did not mind whore he
W :=E|m-|'n?. He gove Skinner & push
that =rnt him ﬁtﬂ.ggaring BERinet the
wall and tramped savagely up he
Remove pasage 1o Study No. 7.

He bauged on the door of that study
as it did net open.

"Bunter, you fat fool I Le roared.

“Oh erikey ! came g terrified sqneak,
”"Il?;mu this door, you blithering

".T. 1J-F

*No fear ¥

“You burbling bloater——

“You keep off, you besst!” gaszped
Buuter, on the safa sida of the locked
door, " You go away, Smithy | 1 ain't
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nnlocking that door with a lunatio in
the passage, so dom’t you think it.”
“Yeou potty rpoise I* roared the
enraged Bounder. “What do you
mean 7"
“You go away!” squeaked Bunter.
“You go and be mad in your own

study ! I'll yell for help if wou to
got ﬁt heral You go away ! ?Yﬂu"fin’t
safe ™

Ban

gl
The Bounder bestowed s kick on the
door that made it ring and tramped on
to his own atudy—much to Bunter's

ief,
In Btudy No. 4 Vernon-S8mith skoved
sponge-bsg, with the imky-red
sponge in it, out of sight, up tho
imney. Then he sat down to smoke
B {:_:%aral:l:a till the bell went for class,
satistied that, in those moments, his
;:T;ul and enemy was going through
1

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bertle Takes French Leave |

LD E mauvals garcon—""
Bertie Vernon stared at the
French master as he came
into Mr. Queleh's stuﬂtﬁ.

Monsieur Charpentier, red with fury,
pointed & forefinger at him as he
entered.

DBortie had wondered whether thae
summons to his Form-master's study
meant trouble. He had weonderad, too,
whether, if it was trouble, it was caused
by Herbert Vernon-8mith. But he had
not thought of the French master al
all, and he was quite taken aback.

“Vernon " said - Mr. Quelch sternly.
“I have sent for you to tell you tha
Monsieur Charpentier recogmised you
when you dren him with water in
his atud{; snd that you will e reported
to your headmaster for a flogging.”

Iicrtie gazed at him, for a moment.
in sheer bewilderment. .

Then & bitter sncer crossed his face

‘l‘[::]"hat has mry cousin done now ©™ b
BE a

“('etait  vous, mauvais garcon!”
squealed Monsieur Charpentier. ™ Vie
my own eyes 1 see you."”

-

_k _E_1
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“I have done nothing, that { know
of, to Monsieur Charpentier, sir " said
the new junior quietly.

“Allons! Je vons di=—"

“There is no mistake of identity on
this occasion, Vernon!” said Mr.
Quelch. “Monsieur Charpentier posi-
tl?ﬂlﬁ recoguised you—"

“"Mpis ;0! Mais si !

"What have I done, sir?"” asked
Bertie, with the same sneer on his
face. 1 mean, what amn I supposed to
have done!”

“You squirted water from a sguirt
over Monsieur Charpentier in his
study, & quarter of an hour ago,
Vernon, as u konow wery well”

“1 did nothing of the kind, sir.”

“Heoutez I" gasped Mossoo. * Hear
him [I"

I bave been out of the House ever
since dinner,” went on Bertie quietly.
“I have been nowhere near Monsieur
Charpentier's study! 1 should never
have dreamed of squirting water over
him, in any case! I don't want to
accuse anyone, sir, but you cannot
bave forgotten——="

“1 have not forgotten, Vernon, that
on several occasions your cousin's
actions have been attributed to you,
owing to the unfortunate resesmblance
between you ! said Mr. Quelch, * But
on this occasion no such error can
arise, as the d:aﬁgummant of your face
makes it inpossible.*

“If Monsieur Charpentior thinks he
sa%W me, sir—"

“He did eee you, Verncn|"

“It is a mistake, eir! T have not
Leen near his study ™

“Mats je vous ai vul” shrieked
Mossoo. “1 have seen you! Yes! Viz
z¢ nose 80 red—yes! You zink I do
not know s nose zat is so red Bs one
feu—as one fire, you mauvais garcon?
(i, I koo nim)] I see that nose—
ves ! Ovvervise, I z2ink it is Smcet;
bt when 1 see zat nose zat is o red
1 know zat it is you!l Yes!”

Bertioc Veruon breathed hard.

Aﬁmn and again, since he had® been
at Lrroyfriars, his resemblance to the
Bounder had landed him in trouble.
But since Coker’s punch had turnad his
nose 1nto an imitation beetroot there

g
=3

b L

L B

Boys! Here's & lavishly illustrated book
yob can't afford to miss! Tt tells you all
abaut the R.AF.; what it i3 like as o

chreer or aspare~bme occupation: the
types of aeroplanes used —in fact
youll kmow all sbout the Service
when Fou've read THE KING'S AIR
FORCE! It haa besn compiled in
co-operation with the Air Ministry,

to vyou can bet it's accuratel! Buy s
capy today.
Coantemts includs 3
CAG. and Air Defence Cade:

Corpa
The R.A.F, as » carser
Type of RA.F. Alrcralt
Aircraft Armamants
Ranks and Badges, wtc,
Many suparb lHuserations

The

-II-1'I-|

SEREE
L

et

had been at least one consolation for
the damage—he could not possibly be
taken for his cousin, or his cousin for
bim, so long as the damage lasted.

Yot now, distinctive as they were in
appearance, owing to that flaring nose,

16 mistake had occurred again—for he
did not doubt for a moment that it was
Smithy whe had drenched the French
master 1o his study. No other fellow
at Groyfriars eould possibly have been
mistaken for him. .

But the mistake was insxplicable,
unless Mossoo had been eo fearfully
excited at the time that he did not
know what he had seen and what he
hadn’t | ;

“1 repeat, sir. that I know nothing
of what has happened,” he said steadily,
“and by this time, sir, I think you
ought to be prepared to take my word
on the subject.”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“1f there were a doubt in the matter,
Vernon, I should certainly do =o0," he
said. “ But there can be no doubt now.
You were recognised by Monsiour
Charpentier; in the present circum-
stances, it is quite impossible that your
cousin can have been mistaken for
¥ou.

S Vraiment I” interjeéted Mossoo. *1
gink I know zat nose when I see him—
ztat nose like one Gre——mm"

“You are mistaken, sir,” answered
Bertie. His face set hard and his eyes
glinted. “And no master ought to
inake such mistakes ™

“Eh, vat?” ejaculated Monsienr
Charpontiar.
“Vernon ! thundored Br. Quelch.

“Take care what you say !

Beortie's eyes glinted st him.

“1 said that no master ought to make
such mistakes, sir,” he exclaimed, " and

1 say ibe same to you, my Form-
taster

i‘FBﬂF IJ!

“1 suppose that Monsieur
Charpentier was too excited to know
what ha saw,"” exclaimed Bertie.
“Cortainly he did not see mel

And after what has happened several
times already. I have & right to be
believed. ™

Mr. Quelch raised hiz hand.

“Bay no more, Vernon! If you add
mupertinence o your offence——"

“I've told you the trothi” eaid
Bortie stubbornly. “This 18 not the
lirst time that Smith has played such a
irick and lapded 1wt on me—and 1 sup-
posa it will not be the last! Monsiour
Uharpentier s making & mistake—s
a;iiii:.r mistake—-="

“Veronon [¥

“And [ have a right to expect you
to understand 20! You have no right
iv beliove me guilty of what another
fellow has done!"™ exclaimed Vernon

passionately.
Mr. Queleh’s face reddened.
“ Another word of such insolence,

Vernon, and [ shall request Dr. Locke
to consider expelling you from this
school,  instead of administoring &
floggping 1" he cxelaimed.

“f lon't care! ] want to lesve
Greyiriars. I've asked my uncle to
take mc away, to keep me clear of
Smith. He has refused! T'd rather
be asacked than go through this over
and over again!™ almost shouted
Vernon. *“ ['m fad-up with 1t! Ask the
Hesd to sack me—] don’t care! I'd
rather be sacked than stay here {*

“You may be taken at your word, if
you are not careful,” rapped Mr.
Queleh.  “Be silent, and leave my
H“d{clw I ahall report your conduct to
r, ke, and ro-morrow morning youw
will be flogged in Hall, in the presence
of the whale scheal, Now goi®



Bertie Vernon gave him a deliant
look and tramped out of the srudy.

His face wes as red as hin nose with
rage a: he went down the passago.

A dozen fellows turned to look
him a3 he went cut of the House,
did not give thom a glance, ;

* My dear chap!” Teom Redwing
tapped him on the arm. “What on
earth's the matter? What—"

Bartie gave him s ferce lock and
jerked his arm awsy. ]

“Tell that rascal he’s got by with
it this fime|* hé said, his voice thick
with rage. *“Tell him I'm up_for &
Aogging—for drenching the Franch
mastor with a squirp-—=*"

at
Ha

“You awiul ass!”  exclaimed
Redwing, aghest. “Did you—"
“No; Smith did!*” hissed Bartie.

“That old fool, Froggy, thinks I did—
but it was Smith I* ;

“1 hear you've been talking & good
deal about making Mossoo sit up,” asid
Redwing dryly. “ Every fellow in the
Form has heard of it.”

Vernon gave a savage laugh.

“Yes, 1 taiked out of my hat when
the old ass sent me up to the Head,” he
snapped. “I dare say that put it into
Bunth's mind 17

Redwing locked &t him hard.

“Are you meking out that Mossco
gaw Smithy and took him for youl®™
ha asked. :

“¥as; it happened befors, and it's
Impimmd &gainﬁr’e ]

“ it couldn't happen now, with that
nose of yours I retorted Redwing., “If

u don't know that, any fellow in the

move could tell . Ewen a blind
aws like Bunter mulg:‘l:; make a mistake
botween yout! You'd better cut that
out, Vernon ¥

Redwing turned away with that.

Bertie cazt & ferce look after him
and tramped away to the bike-shed.

It was getting near time for clam.
But hs was not thinking of class,
What had happened now was the last
siraw, Whether by atcident or design,
Yernon-Smith landed him for a
flogging in Hall—and he was deter-
ntinied not to go through itl He was
going homs |

It seamed to him that even Captain
Vernon, determined as he reemed to
be to keop him at Greyfriars, for soms
reason beyond his unde 1, must
ﬁ now thln.{; hl: mﬂd not remain t:;}h&rﬂ.

W cou 8 expected go
through this?

“¥You'l be late, Vernon [” called out
Hazeldene as be saw him wheeling out
hia bicyele. )

Bertie glanced round at hun.

“Jf Quelch wants to know where I
am, tell him I've gone bome, and that
I'm not coming back!” he called gut.

And he wheeled out his mmachine
mounted, and rode away, leaving Haze
stAYing.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter In & Funk |

L1 ERNON'S cut!”
"-?Emﬂn?”
“ Hooked it on his bike !
said Hazel, “ls anyibing
up, d'vou fellows know 1"

The crowd of fellows gathered at the
door of the Remove Form HRoom all
stared when Hazel came up with that
startling news. _

“Homathing's up, 1 believe,” sad
Skinner. “Something o de  wih
Fro

LER 34l

t ass Vernon was talking abew
ragging him!”  said  Bob  Cherry,
a4+ % L1

Hl— -

* He seems to have done it from what
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he said to me!" said Tom Hedwing.
" Aloszoe's been sguirte

“Oh, my hat 1"

“Vernon couldn’t have been asx
enongh——* exclaimed Harry Whartou.

“Looks as if he bag—"

“(Oh, that's it, is it?™ said Hazcl
“Wall, he's ent! Ha told me to tell
Quelch that he had gone home, and
wasn't coming back | 1 can see myself
telling Quelch that—I1 don't think |

“Heard that, Smithy!"” ocalled out
Bolsover major, as the Bounder ceme
up. " Hazel says that 'rdd%r relation of
yours has cut | Hooked it for home 1"

The Bounder gave a start, and his
eyes gliuted. If that news was well
founded, he had gained his point sooner
than he had dreamed.

“ Iy that official " he drawled.

“That's what he said!” answered
Hazel. “He hooked it on his bike ten
minutes ago—I1 saw ham "

The Bounder langhed.

“So gorry to losa him 1" he remarked.
“¥ou fellows know how we love one
another—you must have noticed 1t!
Auy?ﬁdy got & hanky for me to weep
into

Some of the juniors laughed.

“The fellow must be cracked if he's
done anything of the kind!” said
Johnny Bull,

Skinner chuckled. .

“ Bunter's been saying that Bimithy’s
eracked 1" he remarked.” ‘“Perhaps he's
ﬂnt thern mixed ug&ml say, whero's

unter ! He hasn't turned up [”

“Too scared of Smithy 1" chuckled
Bob Cherry, I fancy he will be more
sctrlad ?f Queleh, though, if he turns
u E-tﬂ 3

er. Quelch came rustling along to the

door of the Form-room.
Having let his Form in, he glanced
over them frowning. Two members of

his Form were missing from class.

Quelch was a whale on punctuality.
The fact that Vernon was up for a flog-
ging was no excusa for being late for
class—in Mr. Quelch’s apinion, at least,
And there was no excuse at all for
Bunter.

The lesson commenced. But the two
missing members did net arvive in a
breathless hurry, as was customary with
late comers, They did not arvive at all,

Quelch rapped out to iz head boy.

“Whartoen I

“Yes, sirl”

“Two boys are not here!
know where they are?” :

“1 think Bunter's in his study, sir!
I haven't scen Vevnon 1™ answered the
captain of the Remove. _ .

“ Pleass go and fetch Bunter immedi-
ately; and if you see Vernon, tell him
to coma in nnmediately !"

Harry Wharton left the Form-room,
e was not likely to see anything of
Vernon, who was miles away on his bike
by this time. But it was easy to trail
down the fat Owl of the Remove

He found the door of Study Ne. 7
in the Remove passage still locked, and
heard s terrified squoak within as he
thumped on it.

“ Bunter, yor ass—" ha called out,

“Go away, you beasti” squcaked
Bunter. “ You're ma 3

“0Oh, my hatt Me, toot"”

*0h ! Isn't that B8mithy 17

“ No, you fat assl It's Whaston, and
Queleh has sent me to fetch you down
to the Fovm-room, you blithering owl I

“I—1 say, 12=is Bmithy in
passage ! gasped Bunter.

" YVou frumptious ﬂhm!l% Smithy's in
the Form-rooin with the Form |1 Come
onut. of that, you burbling bloater 1"

“¥—T1 eay, is—ig he calm?” gasped
Buntey., * Not raving, or anything?”

L h erunthal!  No—hat Q‘lw:'lch will
Lbe zoon if vou den’t come o class!

Do you

the
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What's the matter with yom, you polty
owl ™ exclaimed Harry.

“Bmithy's m .

"Yon frabjous ass |V

“Mad as s hatter, you know! 1
mean to say, & fellow must be mad if
e puints lus nose red and walks about
like that 1™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Ves, I suppose he would be—hut
vou only dreamed it, you fat duffer!”

“1 tell you I saw him!" heoted
RBunter, ™ fw sitting on the window-
sill of Class-room No. 10 eating butter-
seoteh—it wasn't Hazel's butterscotrch—

and I saw him painting his nose red

ang——" :
*Porhaps the butterscotch got inio

your head I  suggested harton.

““* Anyhow, Smithy's sll right now—but
Quelch isn't—Quelch is fettlng wildor
-EI..I:I:.[:‘.:I'. wilder every minute! Come out of
it

“I—I say, 1t ain't safe in the Form.
rpoin, with a lunatio, you know,” wailed
Buunter. “ You tell Quelch that Smithy's
gone mad, Wharton! Tell him ['ll
come 28 s0on as Bmithy is taken away io
an asylum.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at! Look hers, you beasi, sup-
pose you saw a fellow paint his nose
vedd, and walk off like that, wouldu’t
you think be had gone balmy 7"

““Yea, rather! ht off his chuwmp!
But you must have dreamed it. you ass!
Smithy's nose isn't red now,”

“Yan’t it? Then he must have washed
it offi—"

“\Washed his nose off 1"

“No, yvou fathead—the red ink! But
he had it on—IL paw him! He's mad—
he may be dangerous| You ask Queif:h
to get & strait-jacket for him—-"

"“Ha, lia, ba | You howling ass, come
out—if I go back without you, Quelel:
will come up after you! Is that what
you want?" : :

“Oh dear! I—=I 289, sure Swmithy
ain"t lurking in the passage?” gasped

Bunter. *“Y mean to say, if he sprang
on a rha.sm sudden]y—-~"

- "“Nobody bere, but me! Come ont,
ass 1 Come out, blitherer! Come out,
vou frumiptions chump | shall “have

1o go hack to Queleh—"

'ﬁm key turned in the lock !

The door of Btudy Ne. 7 opened, aml
n fat- face peered out cautiously, two
tittle round eyes popping behind a big
paiv of spectacles,

Buuter was going to make sure that
the coast was clear before he emerged.
That, at least, was his intention. But
as soon as the fab head was put out,
Harry Wharteon grasped a fat neck. and
hooked e Owl of Remove into the
passage.

“Ow 1" howled Bunter.
Wow I

“{ome on, fathead (™

% [—~l=1 gay, if==if 1 come to the
IFovm-room, you—you'll sco that that
manine docsn't spring on me " gasped
Bunter,

“1'H answer for S8mithy—but I can’t
answer for uelch 1"  said Harry
Wharton, laughing. *‘Come on!"

Bunter reloctantly came.

Several times on the way to the Form:
voomn he hesitatad; and the ﬂﬂ.il-!.;a! n of
the Remove lifted a Foor as a hint for
him to move on—and Bunter moved on
But at the door of the Remove-room,
ihe fat Owl stopped ss if his fat liftle
legs rofused to carry him any farther,

“J—I==I say, chap, you—you go
i Frst and—and tell me if--f he's
calm 1" he gasped.

Wharton opened the Form-room ooy,

“ et in, chump 1™ he said.

“ Rut I—| say=—— Ow "

Tue Mucyer Lsnary.—Neo. 1,636
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A shove on his pedey back sent Billy
Bunter tottering into the Form-room.

Mr. Quelch's gimlet ayes shot round
at him. The glint in those ﬁimlﬂl eyes
might have alarmed Bunter had not his
alarm already been concentrated on the
Bounder. He did not look at Quelch—
he turned his eyes and epectacles on
Herbert Vernon-Smith.

The Bounder %ME him a scowl.

Why Bunter had started an extra-
ordinary story that he was mad, the
Bounder did not know, and could not
guess; but naturally it annoyed him
exceedingly. His glare at Bunter indi-
cated that the fat Owl had somethin
to expect after class! To Bunter's
slarmed eyes, it was a maniac's fero-
clous glare; and it caused his fat knees
to knock together.,

“"Wharton { Have you seen Vernon "

“Noa, sir ["

“Very well 1" Mr. Quelch compressed
hiz lips in & way that indicated that it
was far from very well; indeed, not
well at all; and turned his attention to
the distressed fat Owl. " Bunter!
Bless my soul! Where are %uu golng,
Bunter I” thundered Mr Quelch.

Bunter was heading for the door!
That glare from Vernon-8mith had
done it! Fully convinced that S8mithy
was right off his rocker, Bunter really
expected s spring next; and he was 1n
retreat.

Mr. Quelesh gave him an astounded
gtaro, and then made a quick stride,
grabbed st the fat Owl by a fat
shoulder, and spun him back into the
middle of the Form-room.

“ Bunter," he thundered, * what does
this mean "

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunior Leis In Light!

ILLY BUNTER blinked at his
Form-master.
But he gave him only one
blink. .
Then ha revolved on his axis, to face
the olass, and the Bounder. Bunter
was not turning his back on Bmithy—
not if Bunter knew it. Bunter was not
going to run the risk of a mad fellow
gpringing on him from behind.
He simply dared not turn his back
on Smithy, so he had to turn it on

Quelch. But thet was such an extra-
ordinary and surprising action that it
made Quelch's gimlet syes almost pop

from their sockets.

The whole Remove starcd at Banter.
Some of them had heard his amazing
tale that Smithy had gone mad, so
they understood what was the matter
with him. Other fellows hadn't, and
they rather wondered whether Bunter
was right in his fat head.

“ Bunter I gasped Mr. Quelch.

“h, yes, sirl” sgueaked Bunter,
over his shoulder.

Quelch gazed at him almost dumb-
founded. For a fellow to stand with
his back to his Form-master, and

answer him over his shoulder, was
really unheard of.
“Bunter, face me at once!™

thundered BMr. LOEueiah. “Upon my
word, what is the matter with this
boy? Lock at me. Bunter!”

Oh ecrikey! I—1 mean, ves, sir,"
mumbled Bunter, and he turned round
and faced his Form-master.

“Now, Bunter, explain yourself.
You are twenty minutes late for class,
end—— Upon my word! What are
you looking over your shoulder for,
Bunter 7" " almost ‘shrieked Mr, Quelch,

Bunter was standing facing  him
now, But be had to keep an eye on
Smithy. So he blinked round st the
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Bounder over his shoulder, giving
Quelch a back view of a fat head.

“Bunter, are you out of your
senses i exclaim Mr. Queclch

“N-n-n-no, sir! Smithy 131" gasped
Bunter,

"What "

“I=I—1 donv’t know what ho might
do, sir, if—if I don't keep an eve on
hirn," starmmered Buntar.  * Sup-sup-
suppose he sprang on & chap "

“Ha, bha, ha!" poaled from
Remove.

“Bilenca! Bilence 1n  the class!
Bunter, you utterly foolizh boy!
What has put this extraordinary idea
intoe vour foolish head 7 excluimed

Mr. Quelch.

“He—he—he's nad, sir gasped
Bunter: "1 jolly well know! 1 saw
Mad as & Harch wmare, sir!”

fuean !

“What '

“I mean & March hare! Madder!
I1-—-I say, sir, if—if you'd lock him
up in & study, sir, and send for a
doctop——="

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" Bilence I roared My, %ue:!ch,
“1'his boy's extraordinary stupidity 1s
ne  enbject for merriment. Some
thoughtless boy, 1T presume, has been
taking advantage of Bunter's stupidity,
and deluding him. Vernon-Smith
have you done anything to frighten
this a:upld hoy ¥’

“No " grunted the Bounder,

_ "It is, I suppose, some sort of &
foolish practical joke on this obtuse
boy 1" exclaimed Mr. Queleh angrily.
“1 will allew nothing of the kind |
Bunter, cease at onece to look over your
shoulder at Vernon-8mith 1"

“0Oh, yes, sir! But—but supposa he
jumped at a fellow, when a fellow

the

ll}

wasn't lookin i

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Bounder's face was red with
rage. But évery other fellow in the

Form was Isughing. Bunter's antics
were ever so much more entertaining
than Roman history, which was await-
img the Remove when their Form-
master was through with William
George Bunter.

“Bunter, stop talking nonsense!”
Quelch almost roared, “Who has told
you this? Who has put this foolish
idea into your head?™

“0h, nobody, sir! I1—1 saw him!”
gasped Bunter. “I'va told some of
the fellows, sir, but thay don't believe
I saw him, but I jolly well did, sir!
Oh erikey ! He's washed it off now,
but I jolly well sew it 1™

13 “I‘hﬂ_!.l

“Bmithy, str.
did it.
tris. !
fellow mad if he saw him do it. Well,
1 jolly well saw him, sir!”

“You saw what?” gasped Mr.
Quelch. It was clear that the obtuse
far Owl was in a state of nervous
dread, and the Remove master was
determined to get at the bottom of this
stvange mystery. “What did you ses,
Bunter, or fancy that you saw? Ver-
uon-Smith can have done nothing to
give you so extraordinary an im-
pression.’’

“He jolly well did, sir!”" gasped
Donter. "1 mean to say wﬁmmn
limself said that he'd think & fellow
mad—"

“Wharton, do you know anything of
this? It 1z not a laughing matter,
Wharton! Tell me at once if vou
know anything of Bunter's extrasrdin-
ary delusion " ;

"Only what Bunter said to a dozen
follows, sir,"” answered Harry, as
seriougly as he could. "He fancies
that Smithy psinted his nose red, and

ight—hae
e Was

I saw it all
And T jolly well knew

Wharton says he'd think a-

wienk about with a red npose like »
clown, ™
The Bounder gave a violent start.
Bunter had seen him.
He guessed that at onca,

Bunter, of course, had never dreamed
of the reason Bniithy had had for red-
dening  his  nose.  Supposing  that
Smithy had done it without any
reason, it was rather natural for him
to suppose that Smithy had gone off
his rocker. Certainly any fellow who
painted his nose red, intending to walk
about in that state, might be reason-
ably suspected of having a screw loose
somewhere,

“I didn’t fancy it!” yelled Bunter.
“ He's washed it off now—but I jolly
well saw it!  Painting his nose red
with red ink—>"

“Ha, ha, ha!" yvelled the Remove.

Not a fellow in the Form was likely
to believe that Smithy had painted
hiz nose with red ink. It was too
utterly absurd a thing to believe of
any fellow. Certainly nobody had seen
him with & red-painted nose, even if
the Bounder could have been supposed
capable of such clowning.

ut Mr. Queich caught hie breath
suddenly.

His glance passed fromn Bunter to
Herbert Vernon-3mith, It rested on
the Bounder's sullen face with a pene-
trating stare. Then it shifted back 1o
the frightened Owl.

“Calm wourself, Bunter,” said Mr.
Quelch, very quietly, “and tell me at
onece what has occurred. You say that
you. saw Vernon-Bnuth paint his nose
with red ink—"

“Dh erikey! Yes, sir!” groaned
Bunter. " And & fellow must be mad
to walk about the school with his nose
pointed red [

I .Hﬂ-, ha 1"

“Silence! Where did you see this,
Bunter ¥

“In Class-reom No, 10, sir " gasped
Bunter, ™1 was sitting on the win-
dow-sill, when Smithy ecame 1n and
peinted his nose red.”

“0h 1" breathed the Bounder.

“l—1—1 thought he waz going to
rag Mossoo atr first!” gasped Bunter.
“And—and then he got the red ink,
and-—and painted his nose red with a
bit of & sponge. And—and thenh he
went out, sir, with—with his nose like
that, So—a30 I knew he had gone mad,
siv, Wharten says—"

“Will you be eilent in class?
Bunter, at what time did this occur

“ After dinner, sie."”

“ At what time afrer dinneri"

“I—1 don't know, sir. I—I never
noticed,” stamnmered Bunter. “It was
some tume afier dinner—about half an
hour afier.”

“That would be about an hour ago,”
said Mr., Quelch grimly. “ Preciseiy I
1 am very glad that you have told me
this, Bunter.”

“Yes, sir!” gasped Buuoter. “I—I
think if—if S2mithy’'s locked up in s
studv, sir, and you—you pend for a
doctor, sip—"

"o to your place, Bunter ™

“Oh, ves, sir! [-=I say, sir, if—if
Bmithy was sent out of the Form-
room, &ir, we—wa should all  fcel
sufer,”

“ Bilence 1M

“Oth, wes, sir!
mad, sir—"

“Go to your place immediately,
Bun:,m-, and be silent, or I shall cane
you !

Billy Bunter rolled away 1o his

lace, keeping an uneasy eye on the

under as he rolled.

Vernon-2Bmith's lips were set in &
tight line, He knew now why Bunter

But when a chap’s



had fancied that he had gone mad
Other follows might have shonght. so,

too, if they had believed DBunter's
sxtraordinary tale,

But if they had known what .had
happened in the IFrench master’s

study, they would have guessed the
truth st onco. He | could sea that
Queleh guessed it. Indeed, it hacdly
needed guessing. All that was necded
was putting two and fwo together,

“ Vernon-Smith,” =aid Mr. Queleh,
in a very deep voice, “stand out Dbe-
fore the Form I

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Finish !

L LERNON-SMITH,
that drenched French
master with watér from a
squirt!” said Mr. Quelch.

The Bounder stood sullenly silent.

There was & buzz in the Remove.

“It was you!" repeated Mr. Quelch.
“Monsieur Charpentier was positive
ihat it was Vernon because of the red
and inflammed state of Vewrnon's nose,
whieh it seemed impossible to mistake.”

“Oh!” ecamo o gasp from the
Removites. They began to understand.

Fom Redwing's startled oyes fixed on
hiis chwn. He remembered what Bertie
Vernon had said in the quad.

But Sinithy did not look at him. He
stoad with a sullen, savage, sulky faec,
a gleam of defiance in his look at his
Ferm-master.

This wos the safety he had banked
on! The merest chance had been enough
to knock sky-high his cunning scheme—
and that mere chaiece had materialised!
Hea was found out, and he had the music
to face! , .

He had the hardihood to face it!

“ Monsieur Charpentier was deceived,”
went on Mr. Quelch, by a cuwmin
avbifice—a trick that ba never dream
of suspecting, and that I never dreamed
of suspecting when the matter was re-
ported to me.”

“Oh, my hat I murmured Bob Cherry.
“The awful rotter—so DBunter did =ee
him, after all—" .

“In Class-room No. 10, which is very
neat the French master's study, you
made your appearance resemble that of
Vernon by reddenppg your nose m a
rimilar manner, by the use of red ink,
Vemon-Smith!™ resumed Mr. Quelch.
“Do you dars to deny it?"”

It was not much use for the Bounder
to deny it! - .

My, Quelch paused, but he did not
speak.

‘The silence was broken by o gasp [rom
Billy Bunter.

“Oh erikey!™

Even Bunter was beginning to under-
stand now |

it wWas you

Not for & moment had it occurred to |

the obtuse fat (wl that Smithy had had
any special motive for that reddening of
his nose! He had fancied that Smithy
had gone off his dot—that was all!

But he began to realise now how the
matter stood; and to realise, too, that
he had, quite unconsciously, given away
aomething of which he had never
dreamed !

“You then proceeded to the French
inaster's stody, and pevpetrated that
sutrageous action!” swid Mr. Quelch.
iz voiee deepening. “Knowing, and
intending, that the blame would fall
upon your relative, you did this? It
was your object, and your intention, to
invalve your relative in punishment. for
m act he had never committed! Far
wy othier reason can yow have made up
sour face to rezemble his in the one
respect in which it differed! Do you
feny this. YVernon-Smith ?"

EVERY SATURDAY

There was a tense pause.

All eyes were fixed on the Bounder
of Greyfriars.

There .was contemmpt, there was dis-
gust  in many faces; in Redwing's,
shame and distress.

The Bounder spoke at last, qui-u-ﬂ;
anid steadily. Every word came witi
crisp distinetness. _

“No! I don't deny it! The fellow
played me foul, and Pve given him back
what he gave me. I'm only sorry it
hasi’t come off 1

“¥ou have been guilty of an act of
treachery, Vernon-Smith—an act which,
I am sure, your Form-fellows despize as
thoronghly az I can do!” 'said Mr.
Quelch sternly. *This is the last time
that such a trick shaell ever be played!
This 13 the third time—and the last!*

The Bounder breathed guickly.

He could guess what was coming now!
All the Remove could gness.

Mr, Queleh’s voice went on guictly:

“On the first oceasion, I beheved that

ou inedvertently allowed your guilt to

all on your relative's shonlders. On the.

second ocecasian, there was some shadow
of eoxcuse or extenunation! On  tluas
oprasion, it 15 obvious that the act was
deliberate, and carefully planned! You
are not a smtable boy to remain at this
school, Vernon-Smith "

The Bounder opened
shut them aesain.

"He bhad planned, coolly, resolutely,
vuthlessly, to make hiz enemy fed up
with Greyiriars, to drive him avay from
the school if he could. It had seemed,
for a time, that he had succeeded ! And
this was his soccess—what he had
designed for Vernon was ceming home
to lmself! It was not Vernon who was
to gpo—it was he who was to go! That
was the unltimate outcome of his miser-
able and tortuous plotting!

“The truth,” went on Mr. Quelch,
“has pome to light in time to prevent
at. act of imjustice. Bet there shell be

hiz  lips—and

no such risk in the futare. Yoo will
loave Greyfriars, Vernom-Smith.”

The Bounder stood very still.

“ After class to-day,’” added Me.

Quelch, “I shall acquaint your head-
master with what has ocecurred.  To-
moarrow, you will leave this school. You
may now po hack’ to your place”

With a hrm step, the Bounder re-
turned to lus place. )

Every eve wae upon him, but he
looked neither to the right nor tn the
left. Heo sat down, lis manner pecfectly
compezed. The chopper had come dawn,
but Smithy had the nerve to take what
came 1o lum without flinching.

The lesson was resumed, Ar. Quelch
making no further comment on Vernon's
aheanee.

But the Remove fellows noticed thak

31
he did not glance at Vernon-8mith, or
word fo him. The Baunder

address an
sat there lﬂ! the lesson ended, Bt it was
cleay’ that DBMr. Quelth had already
cegsed to regard him as a member of
the Form.

Often and often had the Bounder of
Greyfviars ﬁ;ﬂna dangerously near the
linnt—now he had overstepped it, and
it was the finish,

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
_ Game to the Last !
i“ SAY, you fellows!”
*You fat asal”
“Well, I thought he was potly,
you know!" said Billy Bunler.
“Who wouldn't have? You said your-
self, Wharton—"

“*Fathead!™

“But I say, yon fellows, what an
awful rotter, you know!” said Billy
Bunter. * Making up his boko to look
like the other heast’s boko, sn that that
old ass Froggy would think hae waa the
ather beast!. T thoneht he was right
off his chump wheir I 22w lum. Dirty
trick, you know! I've a jolly good mind
to tell Smithy what I think of him and
his dirty tricka!”

“Oh, chuck it!” grunted Bob. “The
chap's got it in the neck—no need for
anybody to rub it "

“That's all very well!” said Bunter.

“Perhaps you don't despize divty tricks
gy qnuch as I do.- Perbaps you haven's
got my bigh principles! Smithy's an
awful rorter, ad I've o jolly good mind
ke go to  him now, and say—
Yarooop!™

It was rather unfortunate for Bunter
that Herbert Vernon-Smith came along
just then. A sudden baot on a pair of
tight tronsers interrupted Billy Bunter's
remarks, and he roared.

“*¥arooh! Wow! Who— Ouw!
Smithy, yon beast! Wowl” Bunter
jumpedt away just in time to elude
apather hunge of the Bounder's foot.
“Yah! Beast! 'm jolly glad you're
poing to be sacked! Yah!”

Anmd with that, 13illy Bunter deparida
oir his higheat gear.

The Bownder cast a black look after
him, and then gave ITarry Wharton &
Co. a sneering grin.

The Famous Five
e .

Lhey éonkd not help feeling d%mstm
by the misevable trickery of Vernon-
Smith. At the sama time, they knew
that he had heen hurried into it by o
headstrong  temper  amnd . sonse  of
having had Foul play. There was nn
exense for hime- but there seemed to Le
extennating ciccumstancea!  Amd, in any

were serious
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HIS SINISTER VISITOR!

Amazing Story of Schoolboy Adventure,
featuring Jack Jolly & Co., of St. Sam’s,

By DICKY NUGENT

“ Been
genta 1™

That soft, stelthy, sinister quesation
made Jack Jﬂ'ﬂ{. Bt. Sam’s, jump.

The cheery kaptin of the Fourth
amd his chums, Merry and Bright, were
umproving the eshin hour. They
were due to play in a darts tornyment
in the kricket pavilion in five minnita’
time, In the meanwhile, they were
bizzily engeged in spreading banana
skins across the path leeding up from
the Bt. Sam’s gates. Bnailer, of the
Bixth, wae eggepected along that path
at any moment, and Jolly and his pals
were preparing a little serprise for
that hulking grate booly.

That hoarse, husky whisper behind
them was a startling interruption !

Wheeling round, the herces of the
Fourth found themselves gazing at a
misterious - looking
stranger. He wore a
big black mistogh and a
pawr of smoked glasses,
and there was & ocun-

ing, crafty amile on
his %‘m as he eyed the
open, honest counte.
nancee of the St. Sam’s
Junios,

“ Seen your head-
master. young genta ¥ "’
he repeated, Eui oily,

your headmaster, young

treakly tonea. " I am
secking an  interview
with him. My name is
Joseph Goodman—
Honest Joe i{o my
fricnda 1 "'

™ ?ﬂt}‘]l find the Ha&dtiJEmEe':}rhﬁm
about, @ t." =Bal ac olly.
* Been thagﬁer:;, Fearleas 1

As Jolly pronounced the name of*the
junior who had just arrived, a lkeen
observer mite have spotted & move-
ment of interest from the stranger.
His eyes suddenly blazed behind his
smoked glasses and a viclent, spasmod-
dick start shook him from head to foot,
while a gasp like a tyre being punctured
eacaped from hie lips.

“ The Head ?" repeated Fearless,
in reply to Jolly's question. ** Yea; I
saw him making for the tu-::'lmhcrp five
minnite ago. Who wants him ™

“1 do, voung gent,” hissed the
Head's sinister visitor, fixing a peercing,

etrating look on Fearleas through

is emoked glanses. ** By the way, did

1 bear your young friend eall you
Fearleas 1™

* Quite coriect, sir | replied Fear-
lees, * Any objeetion t”

“ Oh, no ; none whatever lecred
the stranger, ** Mite I ask where one
can find the tuckshop ¥

“ Qwver there ! ' said Fearless, curtly.

Mr. Goodman’s lipa twisted up into &
Fmile.

“ Many thanke, Master Fearless. 1
will 2ee il 1 can find bim,"

He turned on his heel, chuckling
evilly. But he didn’t chuckle for long.
Az luck had i, he stepped right on to a
banena skin. An instant later, he
slid off his feet and landed on hie back
with a terrifick bumip.

Bang |

“ Yaroona ! ™

“ Mandown ! " eried Frank Fearless,
“ Lend a hand, you lellowa?l™

The grinning juniors helped the
stranger to his fect.  The next moment
they wished they had left him to get up
on his own. Too late they learned that
Mr. Goodman'a oily politeness was o

Il‘l

maagk that
consealed an
evil nature
and a shock.
ing temper ;
for the firet
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thing he did
when he stood up again was to hit
out right and left 1

Bang! Crash ! Wallop! Thud |

“ Yoooop 1

* Ow-ow-ow-ow-ow ! ¥

Jack Jolly and Co. were bowled over
like ninepina; and they were not a
bit consoled when Mr. Goodman
awiftly recovered his good yewmour
Again.

“1 apologise, young gents!" he
feered. ** Quite an accident, I assure
you! I will npow go and find your
headmaster ! ™

He then sneaked off, leaving the
injured Fourth-Formers mouning and
groaning,

Mr. Goodman-—if that really was his
name—saneaked across to the tuckshop
on the other side of the quad. Thore
was only one customer in the ahng-—
a bearded old fogey, who was moodily
pipping & gi::gar-prgg at the ecounter,

r. Goodman ba hig fangs in a
sroile,

“ This must be the old goat, 1
suppose,” he muttered to himself.
Aloud, he anid: “ Eggscuse me, sir,
but "have 1 the honner of addressing
that distingwizhed g&nt-iema.n, the
hendmaster of 5t. Sam's 7"

The Head looked round with a start.

“ Right on the wicket ™ heo said.
“ The name's Birchemall—Dr. Alfred
Birchemall at your serviss !'"

The stranger boughed.,

“ Pray lot me introduce myvself, Dr.
Birchemsll. I am Joseph Goodman-—
commonly known as Honest Joe. 1
have ealled on vou to diskuss o some-
what dellicete matter—a private and
konfidential and wvery  wisterious
matter !

A $I{.-rrn of “intereat cnme into the
Hend's eyes. )

* You comldn't diskusa it with a
Letter man than me 1™ be anid, with &
aitk. ** It so happens that 1 have
recently taken up the study of detective
wiork-—in tact, when wou eame in, I
war just wondering to myself how long
it would be before some crime was
committed at St. Sum's that wonld give
a chanee to my marvellons abilities as
a elooth ! 1) vou have =ome nuslery
that awaite elucidation =

* That's egosactly what 1 have got,

v, Birehemall!”  mermered tha
Head's  wvieitor, eveing  the Head
epattily, ** Bhali | put rhe opse bivefly
oo Y

Says

ex-colonels,
tince then

“ 8pill the beans, old e 1"

Mr, Goodman sank his voice to a
whis{-ar.

“You have a boy called Fearless
here,” he muttered. " I happen to be
his father's lawyer. Mr. Fearless, who
has gone to——er—Timbuctoo, on urgent
bizziness, bes left some important
documenta in his son's care. The
point is, that he has just cabled me
requesting me to obtain them and lock
them up in & eafe till he returne ; and
I have come to St. Bam's to get them.
Savvy 1 ¥
Dr. Birchemall's face dropped.

“ Daoshed if I see anything in that
to eall for the attention of & grate
amateur aslooth like me!" he eggs-
elaimed. " All we have to do, I
suppose, is to ask Feoarless for the
docpments § 7

Mr. Goodman smiled—a siniater

amile,
* Wo fear ! ™ he said, ** That would
ruin_ it completely ! You see, Mr.

Fearlegs hae given me strict orders not
to let his son kEnow about if, becawmes
he mite think his father had lost faith
in him. 8o what I have to do is to get
the real documents without the boy's
nolli and put some dud documenta
in’ their place. Twiggy 1"

The Head's eyes gleemed again.

“Ah!  That sounds much more
intreeging ! " he grinned, “ The
problem, then, 1 to track down these
secret documents to the spot where
Fearless has hidden them. As easy as
winking to & slooth of my iug ! I
shall disguise myselfee——

* D-d-disguise yourself 1"

“ Yes, rather |  1'm an absolute dab
at disguising myself ! " boasted the
Head. * Suitably disguised, T shall
follow Fearless about and lieten in to
him till be lets drop a careless remark
that will reveal his scerat 0 my keen,

pennyirating brane. Then I shall
swoop ! "
* Why not search bis belongings

first 1 "' asked Mr. Goodroan, with a
cunning wink. * Possibly the docu-
ments are meerly consealed in a trunk
or somoething !

"Dr. Birchemall nitted his browa.

* 1 prefer to disguise myeelf and «<lo
the job preperly. But it's quite
posaible 1 can discover them without
that trubble. Fearless, I faney, ia
playing darte thia alterncon i the
kricket pavilion. We can trot up to
hig staddy now and have a squmt rouwnd,
while he's out, if you like., What dao
you say ¥

" Yes, rather ! " leered Mr. Goodman.

Five minnits later, the detective-
bendmaster aucd his sinister wvigsitor
mite have been seen sncaking stelthily
up the staira to the Fourth Form
studies,

For the next hour, they wore bizzily
engiged In ransackiog the study that
Fearleas shared with Jolly and Merry
and Bright.

Ho deeply engrossed wers tha{l in
their task, that they failled to hear
footatepa clattering up the stairs.
Even when the study door opened and
Frank Fearless and his pals looked in,
they remained bent over a packing-

SHOULD KGGING BE

ABOLIHED ?

By HARRYWHARTON

“ Don’t yvou sge that
fapping is simply Wetly £
cornes & heartfeltiey  this
week in a letter from reader
who calls himself* Fed-up
Third-Former,"

Well, yes—auul o1

To fag for a dp like
Loder, imagineis wvery
“ beestly " indced On the

other hand, fog for
fellows like Wighte or
North must be Juile =&

pleasant experien
But my youthi corre-
epondent probably{sagroes

with the entire The syatern as i survived
institution of | in public schools was viewed
fﬂgginf;,. regard- | with favour in the nine-
less of the wave | teenth century because it

and charncter ot
individual fag-
nusters,  1f a0,
I don't mind admitting,
thongh it moy sound like
heresy to Greyfviurs seniors,
that I am rather inclined to
ppree with hino.

Fagpin s a survival
from medineval times when
education was in the hands
of religious ordera  and
achools were almost in-
distinguishable from monas.
tevies. In these days the
younger scholurs probably
had to do & good deal of 1he
menial work of their catab-
lishments. i

fulness,

bLecome

- waa said to teach discipline
and reapect for one’s elders.
But in thess changed days a
lot of people are saying that
it is a picturcague old enstom
which has outlived its uss-

The crities econtend that
it seriously interferes with
the work of junior Forma
without offering sny com-
prnsating advantagea. Their
view iz that discipline and
respect for one's eldere can
e taught wilthout
the ides of fagging
hallowed by tra-
dition, they meaintain, the
Lvadrongter who suggested.

had not

introducing it in any school
would be looked on as o
maniag !

In the ol doys at Grey-
friara the Remove used to
fag. We are no longer o
fag Form, s0 1 have no axe
to grind ; and you can take
it that you are getting an
unbiased view when 1 say
that in my opinion fegging is
unnecessary amd ought to
be abhalished.

Having expressed which
opinion. I must now prepare
te face n flood of scoinful
and abusive letters from the
zeniore, I hope the * old |
topeys,” as Dicky Nugent
would call them, will not be
tno hard on ine !

More chin-wag next waelk !

HARRY WHARTON.

it. 1f

CROQUET A GAME FOR

HE-MEN !

H. VERNON-SMITH

A pood sporting writer ahonld neve i
ndmifa !ﬂif‘.]:ﬂkﬂ;bﬂnd this week I £ Do afraid ta
a very big rmstake,

The mistake concerns the anciont game of eroguet .

Right up te luet Thursday evening, 1 looked on
croquet as a

am going to admnit

game for mmoiden aunts and dorldery

I bave changed my mind ¢

You can put the blame on Larw
Luaseelles. He invited me to mmke up a
fonr on the Heads Liwn with himsell,
Mr. Queleh and Mr. Promt. 1T did su.

We played the * ent-throot ™ gume 1o
whieh vou gt another hit lop krnovkin
ane oppotient's ball ; and beliove e, }
gaw aunre venomons slogging Lthan |
:ln?ie-l CAeT seen i eilher erickot o Bowse-

H | '

It would not have surprieed me
towards the emd, i we had all staried
Bashing cach viher on the nappor vith
our muirileta, Fortunadely, my  hedds
time arrived before woe got to t1hat
Btage,

1 returned to the Houso with a new.
born respect for this much-maligned
form of eport.

Uroguet, my friends, is & game [lor
he-mien ;. and if my experience on the
Hend's lawn was o fair guide, nobody
but a he-man could ever hope to do
well at it |

CASA, h-lil_!.al' ully u

The chuma of
blinked at the s
jossera, But {
linking for long | ¢
At & Bi

didn't

at the

tamptlnglfy belore ;

seats of two pairsitrowsis |
* Yargoooo ! "
“ Ow-0w |

Wooooop 1 " ,

Dr. Buchemall 41 his vigitor woke
up with & vengenz] Yelling foendishly

they jumped to fir feet.
dunced {ranticail
clasping their d
howliog like the dn~ns 1

** Borry, sir !

mintake !

11

snnoying to him
In view of his sugdous
[usa, ag he woul
to do.

For two pios,
the boys bluek a
durts, it waosg «i
anything !
daris from the
Head ilod. 1
anoked glasses
followed him,
followed tho pair dhem.

* g, ha, ha § "

But

entleman
wed

Thus ended thold fopevs' FHrst
effort to find theeret documenta
that Mr, IFearlees § left atb Si. Sam's,
It could certaid not have been
But Frank
Fearless, had he §wn it, had by

described 88 a .

menns coma to af the

he was to have withe Head and his

pinister vigitor 1
{(Mare mirth o

Up the Garden 1

piece M by Dicky Mnt §)

we that its owner
was gtanng at themom the doorway !

Yourth simply
of the two old

gnal frombarloss they raised
the darts in their nds and took aim
ewman ! 8 exposed =0
The next
inatant, four darthizzed across the
study and buriedlbemselves in the

Ih puncturoed|

ound the study,
anatomivs and

Fearlesa.
miztook you and @ .other gentleman
for a cuﬁplﬂ of ‘gboards |

It waa fearfully
caught like thia.
aviour ib
was impossible foptm to kick up a
parly have loved

t for him to do
Al eggatracting the
f his trowsis, the

Hitit
Ava roar of lpfier

fery in " Led
"WGEI'" i

JAPERS!

FEInaImn

T wos one of a little baml of jupera
that had a lark with Bunter on Wednes-
day safternoon. My fellow.plotters
were Shinner, Enoop, and Stott.

It was Skinner's idea. Shinner is
full of bright ideas. He had this
Eﬂicu_lnr idea when Bunter etarted

dgering us to let him join our picnie
on Popper's Tsland.

“ Oh, ell right, you ean come,”
he Baid, ot ﬁ;ﬁt
apparent ieldin
ttf.?:he t!gt- Ehl:rmp‘ﬁ
blandishments. " Hut
mind you, you'll have
towork for your keep.
:E;:'uu can only :‘-::m?
if you carry one o
thaytuck hampers and
row it across to the
island yourself, We'll

for & row upatrcam
m another bost be-
fore we land, snd you

They

" We
Qur

can  be unpacking
birched | your hamper in the
fortwo | meantime. Al

gerene !

“ What-ho | lLenve
it to me, Skinner, old
chap ! "’ geaid Bunter
cagerlv, 'The duty of
acling a8 custodian
of o iuck hamper
was one that made an instant eppeal
to our prize porker.

After wo had shed Bunter, Skinoer
explained the wheeze, Bunter's hamper
was o be a very epecial one, filled with
bricke and rublush. We wern going
to change ocur wvenue from Popper's
Jaland te one ol the meadows near
Higheliffe,. We woenld leave Buate
at the boathuuse, taking the real
hamper in our beat, and the ow! aohl
be left to row acrosa to the islard on his
cwin and obtainwhatever o ntertammiens

in the
and

no
trubble

ma P

BUNTER TURNED TABLES

Cenfesses HERBERT TREVOR

he could obtain out
of the haprper we had
fosted on to him ¢

We all roared, when
Skinnor revealed his
F lan. Frightfully
unny wheeze, we
thought.
On Wednesday afternoon, we leit
Greyfrioxs together in a verv cheery
erowd. Bkinner and T corricd the redl
bamper between us and Bunter toiled
behind us carrying the dud.

Bunter's cheeriness was not quite go
noticeable by the time he had reached
the gates. His hamper was lorge and

ON

heavy. With hia cap on the haek of his
head

and streame of perspiration
ralling down his face,
Bunter locked deci.
tledly the worse for
WML,

1 snv, von fillows,
your might pive me o
Band, Thix hamper's
iolly weighty 1" ho
gaspl.

* Nathing doing 1™
=lhinner told  lam,
"You agreed 10 the
terms. nmd vouw'll
havves 1o 2tielk (o "em,
(N1 [RRIRY T2 i'[' }'i}u‘tj
vither not eomp —-""

*oavima ! That's
all vight, Skinoer,”
gl Hunter hastilv.
Al Bunter swuel it
aut.,

VWhen we reached
the bouwthouse,
Bunter's hamper was
duly deposited in his boat right next
to vura.  Wae dumped owms in our own
boat, Bunter swretched out, gasping.

1 say, you fellows, where's my
eap ! It muar have (sllen off some-
where,” he panted,

" Never mind veur eap. old bean,”

fellows, you mipght look for a
cap.”

* (h. find the chump's eap some-
body,” gronted Skinner; and we sil
hnd a look round for Bunter's eap.
It was quite o timo hefore we found it,
but wo came acroes it st leet some
distance wp the towpath ; and by the
tirne we retumed, Bunter had recoverd
hig breath and was rendy to depart.

We gave himn o shove into midatesin
amt Bunter pulled off towards 1l
istand.  After which, we got into our
own bort amd pulled awoy in e
oppesite direstion, chortling.

3ut wo didn’t chortle leter in tho
afterncon when we ecamo to the picnic !

~ When Bkinner opened our hamper,
. wua to {ind, to his horror, that it
contained the boots, bricks, and robh.
Lish that we had vescrved for Bunter !
(M tho tueck weo had paeked for ourselves
thers wos no eign whatever |

Breathing firo and slaughter, wo gnt
Lack into our hoat and rowed to the
wland with all gpeed. But there was no
Bunter on Popper'a Island. The only
stgud remaining of his recent vimib
were an empty hamper and & sinall
quantity of crumbs ! Nor did we see
anyihing of him agein till calling.over.

Alter calling-over, we made & msh
at lum. Bunter, however, had appar-
vintly prepared lor contingenciesa, onel
we jownl him promptly protected Ly
Peter Troudd and others,

“ I soy, you [ollows, T hope xou
ernjeyed yoar pienie,” Bunter grinneil.
1 sort of had an idea vour tuck.
hamper wonld he easier to handle than
mires, 20 1 swopped ‘om over whiln
yon were finding my cap. Mine was
topping. Horry 1 eleared off, by the
way. (ot tired of weiting., vou know,
He, he, he 1 ™

That was all the change we got. ont
of Bunter; so we made the beat of a
[nd job, and bhumped Bkinner inetend
for  thinking out such a  brilliae
wheera,

chap's

Shivner said. ™ We'll give you a push
'r'ﬁﬂ‘._”

“ Brast ! 1 mean. not just yet, old
rhup. [ musr hove vy enp sl
A wny Dol e m bl e Lot 1] |
Y P N TTE ST TL [ TR ST 8 Poapy oy |

Any further jape I play against the
lot - Owl  will provide against tho
pevasibility that Bunter may not Le
~ue-in a lathead as he looks §



