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My dad ownz @ fish-
ing yawl at Huawks-
elill.  She I a small
boat of eleven Lons,
eutter-rizged, with u
bug malnmast aml i
sl N e - Iilgit-
f=tert. Sl Ccarrivs

gwo fibs and a main-
satl. Her mizzen-
sull’s albout tde  sloe
of 1 pocket-handker-
cliel=—in  fact, she

THIS WEEK BY
TOM REDWING,

of the Remaove—a fisherman's zon,

was really ap  old
sloup, but we pub the
mizggen-mast o her
ourselves. With her
braild, it Lelps Lo get
closel Lo thoe  wimld.
sSlie has a bumpkin
instead of a fiving jib,

T this Limte of the year our bhouglhis
always turn towards the sea. We
British are a sea-fating people;
there i3 o town in Dritain mwore
than seventiy-five miles from the sea. Con-
trast that with America,” where jou might
have to travel well over 1,000 miles fo Lhe
nearest senshde town. A hnge uamber of
American people live their whole lives with-
out seeing -the ecean. Doesn’t Lhat. seem
awlful? In the swmmer, we all give gasps
of relief and flock away Trom school, home,
office aml factory, to the plave where we
belong—beside the good ohl sea.

50 the Editor thinks it approprinte Lo Ieb
me do the Page this week, as I have lived
on and by the sea all my lifé, My dad is
u fisherman, aud my obly ambition is to be
the. same. ‘That sounds odd, perhaps, but
all the education in the world won't get rid
of my Tove for the sea. T eouldn’t hwear to
e far away (rom ite monolonous old relt
amd crash. .

But in giving you & seaside page, T must
apologise. 1 am sorry Lo say il will not be
a jolly, light-hearted and seaside-promenade

effort,. I hope 1 can make it intercsting,
but I ean't make it fumny. For my clief
suhject 56—

THE DEATH OF AN OLD FRIEXD,

You will agree that this is no subject for
lwwmour, but it's not &0 had as it looks, for
the old friend is built of Wwood amd canvas,
uot flesh and blood., You will guess hia
name—Windjamaert It inclndes all szafling
=hips, from the perky Ilittle hulf-decker
yvacht, with ite matehbox ecabin, to the
great four-masted grain ships. Steam, oil,
aod petrol have spelt their doom. Al new
gven steam i on the decline--zeon the air
will disptace the s=ea,

There are, of course, slill plenky of sailing
ships, but the mwajority of them  ary
pleasure  yachts--becguse sailing iz the
inest pleasure in the world,  The oid-
lashioned traders are slowly dying out. I
den’t want to be unprogreasive, hut I do
thigk it a pity. There was so much
charzcter and romonce in the old ships.
What more heantiyul gight than their sails,
brown amd while, against tle decp bine of
the seal

vy vou kpow the spot called Starvation
Duoyz¥ It is in Lomdon River, opposilo
Woolwich, and is just a lylng-up place for
barges waiting to be hired, There they are,
slozens of them—=the gomd old Thames zail-
ing harges, with their brown sails furled for
the last time. Thev'il never be wanted
again., Motor-barges do the work now.

Yesz, the old traders are «dying out.
Sellom now ein you sée the old Black-
wallers, with their fiving white zails, or the
Lhrown-spiled wherries. or the cobles, billy.
Lhoys, stumpies, and the other native sailers
-—hab forgetting the sbackies, with hoy
piled wp to the masthead, Even the
famous Norfolk wherries are disappearing,

O comrse, we must have progress, hut
one can't help feoling a bit sad,. The obd
sailing &hipzs were the very ceszoence of Lhee
s8a; they were part of the wind and water,
apd their crewsd were real old sajts, who
took  their weather direct from  Nature
itself, ot from the ralio. A fat lot of
“gale warping ™ they ever netded—they
could smell & storm miles away.

Well, the old onder changeth, at the
story of the brave obd windjammers will
ho told wherever men o0 ilown to the sea in
sl

and sie flies our own
burgee, which I made
wyseli., Aod I expect
guite a lot of you womicr what the dlckens
I'mi talking alout.

The trouble about ships is that yon
practically have to learn a new language
before von van talk abowt them., Quite a
big dictionary of sea words could - be
writ{en. 1 can't pozsibly ailempt the Lask
nlere, but I'H expound one o two of Lhem,
for thie beneflt of fellows who bhave done no
satline.

Take my frst paragraph. A4 yawl is a
fore-and-ulber sailing ship with two masts—
maimmast amidships, aud  miZzepn-mast
astern. (A Torc-zud-att ship has sails going
ALOXG jt, wnlike the  syuarc-rigger, which
has sails ACEOSS the masts, from pgri bo
starbonrd.y Jiba are the small sails in
front of the majiomast. A sloop usually has
only ong jib, but a culter has two, and
they may be enveied aither on the bowsprit
at the peak, or on a fiving boom. The
second jib sail i8 knowie as the foresail.
The burgee is the little {riapgular fag at
the mastheal.

Getting close to the wind macans as near
as possible to the ditectioh from which the
wimdd 45 Mowinz, Most fellows find it very
hard to wnderstand how & ship can actualiy
gail AGAINST the wind, I'my afraid I ecan't
expluin without matlhematies and

gometry,
bt the scevet is that the hift ol

I wind

is of murh greater force Lhan the drag.
The maximum Lt i3 at  right-angles
to the difection <f the wind, and by

manaturring the sails it i=s possible to roake
the anzle mueh fBarrower, Lieough, of course,
power is lost in proporibon. Anyway, the
reznlt ks that the ship can getuslly creep
slong up-wind, though not, of course, dead
aEainst the wind, When a ship is close-

hanled, ils  sails  @re i|1||1Il:r! just  fint
coongh Lo keep the ol Tnll of wind, aaul
that  is the wpearcit profilabde  point ot

which Lhe 1~Z|I|'r1'.l will =ail- thomgh slie will =o
sLill eloscr 0 you "pinch ™ ber.

I hope every fellow who ecan will bry
sailing. A molor-boat i3 quite jolly—bu,
belteve me, s absolutely polbing compared
wilh & sabler,

The easiest aml cheapest way is to start
with a sailing dingby, which you cam huy
secomd-hamd for a lew pounds—but if you
de this, you MUST be. able to swim, lov
they are quite good at capsizing, Still,
that's- all part of the game. Or you ean
Lire an easy 20-foot yacht “wvery cheaply.
Taey are either sloop-rigged or have sk
the one mainsail.

Leefing and gybing are the two most
awkward -thiogs ~to learn, To reef is to
shorten  gail by unshackling it from the
boom, rolling wp the end secarely, and then
making fast again, with the gair iﬂ“’-&!'ﬂd_ to
the new lengifi of =ail. Tt sounds -1airly

eary, but yon nesrcly always bve 1o Jdo it
when there's a squall on, or when the wind
for your full cafyvaes,
And Ll easiest

has lecome oo sUroog
s you liave Lo look slippy.

thing in the world is to tear your zail il
you don't resf properly,

Gybing ia changing from one 1ack (o
another with the wind eling yoa, “When v
are on 4 port tack joiar sail streteles cun
Lo starboard—if E.'mt are Craouing  befoes
the wimd * 5t will be right' out, almost at
right-augles to the ship. To sail 1o stur-
board, ﬁu_r boom has to swing vight ruand
aml ta the sail out. to povt. That is
gyinng, aod a very dangergus sbant 0 xen
make a mess of it. You might smap your
mast Bld Enoek  your cnbire crew oovers
board —ineloding vou?!

Howerer, theyre both easy with a Lit of
practive?

L wish I Lad a book, instead of a page,
fo write. As it is, I mmst Jwlay  wny
Iawimg-tackle. I have drawn you o diagram
showing the ohief parls of an onbiny
yachit. And here's wishisg vonr all o jolly
vinie Dheside the sca—with plenty of saifing,
il possilide,
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Redwing 12 o
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iz father, Johin
Redwing, s o
man, Hving oo cotiage
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Toane bl o very rough tine
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Hemeve to take to a  seholuship

lad—Herbert  Verpon-Smith,
atinarih

two are stady-mates and

Thw

triendz.  Tow speiida his time Keeplog

the Bounder ounbk of serapoa

and

often pets ondy black looks and hard

wonds Tor s reward,
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CAUGHT IN HIS OWN NET !

More than once Vernon-Smith’s blackeuardly tricks have landed

trouble on Herbert Vernon, his rival and double, But this week the Bounder’s eunning recoils on
his own shoulders in a way he least expects !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
French Leave !

i ON"I' go, Bmithy I
TFRGt i:l.il ) :
 Better stick 1k out!™

“ Rubbish 1*

“ Have a spot of sense, old chap!”

“ O, leave mo alone!” exclaimed the
spunder of Greyfriars irritably. “I'm
going ! Cot out of the way!”

Bix fcllows were arvguing  with
Herbert Vernon-Smith, wll at onee.
sinithy was wheeling his bike out of
the  bike-shed. and the six  hed
gathered in his path.

One of them was his chuw, Tom Red-
wing., Fhe other fve were Harry
Wharton & Co. .

It was nfter eluss at Greyiriars. A
follow could take his hllil}_{:ﬂt for a
spinn afler clpss if he liked. But
Smilhy, as the other fellows knew, was
net going oot for a spin. e was
going--intending not to return.

“Will you let mo pass?” snapped ile
Founder. “Any minnte now some
dashed prefeet may come after me to
marvel me in to the Head! Well, 'm
not going to see the Head !”

“ But——" urged BRedwing.

“What's the pood ¥ snapped Smithy.
“I'm going to be sacked! Think 1
want fo go through the ceremony? Ik
may amuse Queleh! It docan’t amupse
me.

“Butl——" said Harry Wharlon.

“You can butt like a billy-goat afier
I'm gone! I tell you I'm not going
thirough it1” exclaimed Vernon-Smith.
“{'ve tried to dish that cad Vernon—
and it's worked out the other way, and
I've got 1t in the neckl I'in going
while the gﬂing’ﬂ gootd—and the Heacd
cin go and eat coke, and Quelch can
o aud chﬂg chips! Now let e pass.”

* But—" zaid Bob Cherry.

*Oh, shat up!™

“There's one thing Jyml have
rotlen, Smithy ! said Johnny Bull.

“What's that, fathead?" .

“You're nobt sscked yect!  While
fhiere's life there’s hope! You jolly
well deserve to ba sacked——"

“¥You cheeky fool I

for-
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r, Vernon-Smith watched Vernon

* mount his bicyele and ride slowly away down the avenue,

“But the Head may give
chanee ! Why not let him??

“The chancefulness is not terrifie,
Smithy,” said Hurrco Jamset Ram
Bingh. “But there is o spot of
estecmacd hope I

you &

Smashing Story of Schoolboy

Rivalry, featuring HARRY

WHARTON & CO., of GREY-
FRIARS.

“otick it. and see it through, old
chap !’ said l'rank Nugent.

It was good advice, but it was no
uze to {be headstrong and obstinate
Bounder of Greyfriars. He was up
for {he sacl, and he was going to clear

off without waiting for it, as a sort of
last kick at authority, If he was going
—as go he must—hoe was goiog of his
own accord !

“If vou've finished, get out of the
way!” he grunted. “I'm going! I
you iden't shift, I'll run the jigger inlo
vou [

" ¥ernon-Smith shoved tha bike on.

Redwing and the Famous Iive
stepped aside at last.

“I say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter's
fat figure came rolling up. "1 say, 15
Smithy bere? Wingate's looling for
him t*

Lhe Bounder gove an angry snarl.
If Wingate of the Sixth -was looking
for him, it meant that he was due lo
go to the Head's study, and he had no
inere time to lose if he was going,

Twe Maicxer Lisrany.—Na. 1,637
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He pushed the bike on and put a leg
over it.

' Bmithy, old chap—" Tom Red-
wing made a last appeal. ..

“Licod-bye, Heddy-rseo ]g'uu AFaln in
the hols!™ answer ha Bounder.

“Hallo, halle, halle! Here comea
Wingate ! execlaimed Bob Cherry, as a
I'iﬁ ixth Form man came down to the
bike-shed with long strides.

*“Btop | shouted the Grevfriars cap-
"ain, a3 he saw Vernon-Bmith with the
weeyela, “Stop! You'ro wanted,
Vernon-Smith 1

Tho Bounder looked round at him.

“Rats |* he ealled back, "Tell the
Iead, and Quelch, that I'm fed up
with the pair of them, and they can go
uird eat coke I

And the Bounder jumped on his
winchine and shot away to the gate.

“Btop I roared Wingate,

1o broke into & run.

'The Bounder did not stop! He
pelalled onl

Wingate cut after him at top speed.
Ho covered the ground like a deer,
Harry Whearton & Co, watching him
breathlessly. :

For a moment or fwo it scemed that
tha Greyiriars captain would get .the
Bounder. He reached the bike and
grabbed, But Vernon-Smith drove des-
perately ot the pedals, and the machine
sink out of reach.

“Oh erileey 1" gasped Bob Cherry as
the Sixth Form man, over balancing as
ho missed his pgrasp at the bike,
sifumbled over, and went down with a
vrash,

Ol 1 gasped Wingate.

Ile sprawled !

The  Bounder looked back and
‘anghed |l Then he shot out of the gate
anil vanished.

_ Wingate of the Sixth staggered to his
“ooh His knees and handa wore dusty,
itis faca red with wrath, He stood
patting for a moment or two, and
:Eae-'riz. came quickly back to the bike-
T

In o few moments he dragged his
miachine off the stand, ran it out, and
mounted, Then he shot away in his
5'i'|"l'!_|I

IEvidently Herbert Vernon-Smith was
+nt going to be allowed to carry on
«ith that last act of defiance if George
Wingate could stop him |

Harry Wharton & Co. ran down to
tin gate fo watch the chaso.

Far in the distanco they glimpsed
Vernon-Smith, going strong, Well
tvhind him, but gaimng at every turn
«f the pedals, rode Wingate, his big
rzachine going like the wind.

*Wingate will get him!™ muttered
Redwing,

“Bure to!” eald Iarvy Wharton.

"It's like Bmithy—to play the goat
meht up to the last minute |¥ grunted
Johony Bull. “He never could toe the
tive hke any other fellow.™

Pursued and pursuer vanished down
i.'.f:s:] Courtfield road, disappearing from
sirrht

The junigrs turned back from the
cate, Smithy was a good man on a
tike, but no junior had a chance in a
=velo race with Wingate, and they had
<o doubt that the Greyfriars captain
wotld run him down and march him
1. But 8mithy was certain to give
niin all the trouble he eould before that
t:appened

“Henry  looks shirty I murmured
Bob Cherry, as they eame back to the
Housa and dizcorned Heney Samuel
Wueleh, the master of the Remove,
iaking out of the doorway.

“Henry * did lock shirty—cxtremely

Tue Maangr Lisray.—No. 1,637,

THE MAGNET

gol His brows were knitted, and his
eves glinted  Now that the head-
master had leisure to deal with the
Beunder, Quelch was ready to take him
to the majestic presence—and Smithy
was not available to be taken! It was
pmmagmable for the headmaster to
have to wait for a junior! DBut De,
Locks was waiting !

“Wharton I” rapped Mr. Quelch,

::Yes\, sir |7
e o you know where Vernon-Smith
s

“I—I think he's gone out on his
bilke 1" stammered Harry.

He was not likely to tell the Remove
master what he knew of the Bounder's

intentions, :
“What!” exclaimed Mr. Queleh,
“*Vernon-Smith was expressly ordered

to remain within gates, Wharton ™

"{}}Ih! Was he, sir i

“Ho was!™ rapped Mr. Quelch.
“Upon my wordli If he has gono
out—— Are you sure that ho has gone
ont, Wharton ¥

“I—~I think so—yes, sir "

“Upon my word!” repeated Mr.
Quelch,
And locking more shirty than

ever, the Remove master rustled away
to the Head's study—with the wiusual
and extraordinary news that it was
necessary to wait for a Lower Fourth
junior |

Harry Wharton & Co.
glances,

“Poor old Smithy!” said Nugent.
“If there was a chance for him, he's
Wwashed it out now! Smithy’s done for!
I—I wish that fellow Vernon had nover
come to Greyfriars!”

His friends nodded assent to that.
It was the coming o the school of his
relative and double, Bertie Vernon,
that had caused tha Bounder's down-
full, And there was no doubt that if
Smithy had had s lingering chance left,
s own aet had washed it out |

Siith was done fort

erchanged

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bertie Means Business !

({3 ERTIE I#
“1 can’t go back!"”
“You must |

HI Eﬂ.'"‘t- !J:Il

Captain Vernon stood in the {urret-
room ot Lantham Chase, nine or ten
miles from Greviriars Sehool,

The window-shutters of the turret
were wide open, letting in the food
of Juna sunshine, ¥Far in the distance
the grey old tower of Greyiriars eogld
be glimpsed, far away over the groen
woods, against the bluo of the swemer

sky.

énpmin Nernon had his back to the
window, his eyes glinting in his darlk,
sun-bronzed face, fixed on the Urey-
friavs junior who sat on an oak mti?n
by the cmpty Greplace, pushed back
against the wall, _

That Greyfriars junior wns so exactly

like Herbert Vernon-Sinith that even
his uncle had once or twice mistaken
the two.

In the Greyiriars Removo they wera
generally sorted out by s difference in
garb—DBecrtie’s clothing being much leza
extensive than the Bounder's, as well as
quicter in appearance,

At the present moment, however, a
red swelling on Bertie’s nose marked a
differerso—the result of a hefty punch.
Since Beriie’s noze had been in that
decorative state, no ond had mistuken
him for. 8mithy.

In expression, as well as i features,
Smitliy’s double was now quile like

Smithy—lis expression being ona of
dnggcs and suillr:n obstinacy.
. “1 can't]l” he Eﬂﬁﬂﬂ.tﬂd stubbornly.

I ought never to have been sent ta
Greyiriars with that cad Smith therel
It was bound to lead to trouble, Now
the trouble’s come~more than I can
stand,™

“ Do gnu mean to zay that you have
left sehool, DBertie, without. permise
sion ¥

[E) Yes-?l

“That act is more like your Cousin
Smith than like you,” said Captain
Vernon, “I should net be surprised
at it in Smith,*

"I dop't care ™ e

ﬂu‘gpl;mn ¥ernon compressed his lips.

“¥You do not care if you knock sky-
high all the plans I have formed for
you, and, incidextally, ruin me!" he
said quietly.

“That's rot!” burst out DBertis
Vernon., “You're always talking in
riddles. What doos it matter whether
i gﬂ to Grayiriars or to another school ?
I'd rather go to Redciiffe or 8t. Jude's

—even  Higheliffe, nér school but
tEl:mth?*g school | Why did vou send me
ore

'Engtain Vernon did not reply to that.
But his dark face was ket inflexibly.

“You must go back, Bertie,” he said,
after ancther long pause.
-I'FI Eanﬂ't IH-

“Ara you afraid to faece the musie—

you, & Vernon?” psked tho captain

mnt&mituﬂuﬂr. “Evea Smith would
not lack courage.”

Bertio Vernon flushed crimson,

P“It’s r;-::t thtE'.. '!g'ﬂulknfw it isn‘t{;
m up for-a HBoppin can't, &n
wun’tpgu. lhmugﬁ EJ:1:,t I*vnh;lmm
nothing. Three or four timesa already
I've been landed for what Smith has
done, owing to that rotten likencss be-
tween us, It's always come out, some-
how—till now. Now I'm for it "

“I have becn flogged in my time,”
said Captain Vernon., “I never used
to ?a!{ﬁ echoes aémut ]

“It's not the Hogging—you know it
isn’t.  It’s the injustice, and tho dis-
grace. And there’s no end to it. If I
g]'u through this, I shall have to go
through it, again and agam. I tell
you, Snuth tales advantage of tho like-
ness to land things on me. llow's &
fellow to deal with that?™

“YWhat has he done this time?"”

“"A rotten trick on the French
master—szquirfing water over him in
his study ! The old ass thought it was

Captain Vernon's face grew grimmer,

“‘Lake care what you tell me, Bertic,
Your face is disligured ; Smith's is not,
No one could mistake you for one
anather at present.”

“That's what I thought. I thought
I was clear of the fellow's tricks for a
time, at least, Dut it makes no differ-
once.  Monsicur Charperntier saw him,
and fancied that he saw me.”

“He could not, in the present cirs
cumstances.™

“PThat's what ho srid, anyhow. Tt
must have been Smith that did it. No-
body else could have been taken for
me. 1 was: out of the House ot the
time. I waas called in to be found

uilty of it. I dare say that littlo ass

Iossoo was too upset to know what he
saw, or never saw. Anyhow, he'a got
it fixed in his silly head that I did
it, end he's made Quelch believe s0."

Captain Vernon stood regarding him
very keenly.

“Buch a mistale seems Impossible,
even in an excited and excitable man,™
be said slowly, .

“Pm.up lor a flogging., In IIall in
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Almost exhausted, Vernon-Smith crouched down in the bracken, his heart throbbing. A minute later, Wingate thundered by.

ilhie wnorning, before all the sclool—
fur nothing 1"

“For nothing ™ repeated the cap-
tatn dryly.

Bertie gave his undle a sudden look.
It dawned on him that the capain
cionbied him,

Hao- roso to hia foet, his [aee Quning
rilder than his nose,

“Tnele, don’t you believe me?” Le
exclaimed.

“I cannot sco how {lhie Froneh mazler
can liave made such o mistake, when
a singlo glance distinguishes you, at
present, from your cousin,” amswered
CUaplain Vernon coldly.

Bortie stood looking et bim.

“*Mhat does it,” he said  ihickly.
“Oueleh thought I was Iving (o him. |
eould stand that. Bob you—=rou tlink
s vou'voe never known e in lie,
My Cousin 8mith will lie as easily as
e will breathe. 1've Lieard him tell-
ing the tole to beaks and prefects. 1d
lx cut in pieces soouer!  You think
I'vo comne hero to tedl you lies—"" 1l¢
civaled,

“ N eaid Lhe captain slowly, “Tha
[ cannot undeystand, What vea ted] e
12 impossible, that s all”

“It's what has lappened.”

Captain Vernon was sileni.

“That does it,” repealed Bertie,
won't go back to Greyivinys! Nothang
shall tﬁ*ug me there! I've no elaim on
vor. You ecan throw me over, 1f sou
like. I1f wou thiuk I'ta a liar hke
Bmith, the soouer you lhrow me over,
the belier! 1 won't go back Lo {hat
schonol 17

His face sct in
deliunce.

There was a sound of a foolzlep be-
Iew the steep, narrow stair that led vp
to _the high turret. A wheery voice
called—that of the eaptain®s old Army
rervant, who was the enlire household
etall at the greal mansion of Lawiham

Clhiazoe

sillen,  dogred

The Bounder breathed a sigh of refief !

“Are you there, siri"

“What 1s 1t, Huot®” rapped the
cadain,

“The {elephone, sir—from the school,
Mr. Quelel speaking.”

“iOh! Hay I em coming !"

Ol TTunt shuffled away. :

Captain Yernon turned bacl Lo bis
| ITE 3T TR :

“¥You scemn to have eut elazses thia
aftersoon, Bertie, to come hore on your
Lieyele,”™ Lo said.

“Yes, I did.”

“1 suppoze your Form-masier gucsses
whero you have come, as ho bas rung
mie up, I shall have to tell him that
yuli arg returning.”’ ]

Biertie's lips sot in o hard line,

“¥ou can tell him what you like”
e said, "I can’t stop you. DBut 1'm
not poidr back. T worn't sleep under
the sawe roof with Smith again! 1
wou't go through a flogging to please
that splotting cad ! It's o flogping this
tiae; next time it may bo the rack.
1 Swith gets by wilth this, what's
going to stop him? Ilo woanted to got
vid of me; and he's right there! 1
ourhi never to have gone Lo his school.
Ie¢ came here and asked you o take
i away. He would have been satis
fioed with that, and | should have been
gharl,  You refosed— =Y

“ 1 slill refuse 1" .

“Well, now he's taken tho law into
hiz own hands, and be's sel our io
make Greyfriars impossible for me
There's nothing to stop him; he's got
the gomo in his hands.  He's making
use of Quelch and the Head.  Amd
even you—you take his side in Lhis
‘ﬂ'u“ Q:iuluh what vou liket I wou'l go

ack Y

“1 shall tell Mr. Quelch that yon are
relurning  thia afternoon,” said Cap-
tain Veruou icily, _

“Do: and I will leave this hoase,
and you will never sce mo aguin 1" said
eriwe, belween his teclh. “You've

ot soone reasen for landing me ot
suith's echool. I den't know wlat 1t
ig, end I can't understand it. What-
ocver it is, I don’t carel I won't go
back to Greyfriaral™

Captain Vernon did not answer that.
Tle iwened and descended tho simir
froin  the (urret-roows, leaving his
nephiew alone there.

L R

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Startling News |

R. QUELCII sat at the tele-
phone 1n hLis study ot Grey-
friars with s grun faco.

o wns, perhaps, [ecling
rather fed-up with the doubles in his
Torm.

Bertio Vernon, certainly, had not
Leen wo blame, for the disturbing cvents
of thet afternoon.  Ie had been the
victim of a miseralle picee of trickery,
which had now come to the Remove
master’s  knowledge, and for which
Herbert Vernon-Smith was to be ex-
pelled from the school. ‘

Nevertheless, Dertie had given ham

lenty of trouble. Ho had cleaved off,
instead of coming in to class thal after-
noon, which was a mendu_lg caleu-
lated to rouse Quelch’s deep ive.

No doubt there was cxeuse for him,
He had been sentenced to a flogpging
for an offence that, as Quelch now
knew, he had never comumitted. Btill,
iz activn was rcbellious and  out-
rageons.  Now Vernon-Hmith scemed
{o have followed his example. e was
not, at all cvents, to be found when
tho Llcad wanted him.

Between the two of them, Mr. Quelch
had more worry and trouble than hbe
had any wse for.

However, that worry and trouble
would cnd when one of themm was gone
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And Veroon-Swith was goune. 1lis
latest act of defiapce mode no differ-
ence to that, lle was going to leave
Greyiriars by o morning train. That
wag settled  definitely, whetlier e
iurned up to hear his sentenee from the
headmaster or not.

At the prezent moment 3r. Quelch
was thinking of Dertie, wpot of his
cousin

Bertie, as an innecent party, had to
he pardoned for his reckless action in
cutting class; but he had not yet come
in to hear of the discovery that bhed
been made iu lLis absence.

A= his uncle’s vesidence was  at
Lantham Chase, in the neighbourhood
of the school, the Remove mastor sur
mised that the truant might have gone
there, ond he was npow rvinging up
Captan vm'tm_n I3 mquapee.

The old soldier-servant at Tantham
Chase had anmswercd the telephone.
Now Mr Queleh was waiting for the
captain to come o the instrument, and
Lo was nob walting patienily.

However, the quict, incisive voico of
the Army man cume through at last

“Mr. Quelch—
" Speakivg ¥ rapped the Remove
master. "I desire lo know, Captain

Vernor, whether you know auything of
the moveinents of your nephew, Vernon
of my Vorm. Ilo has abseuied himself
from school without leave—>"

“He i hore”

" ¥ernon is ok Lantham Chase 1

“¥es. He canwe hone——"

WUl you kindly send him back to
sehool at once, Captain Vernon? Lhat
is, of course, if you desive him lo re-
matn ot Greylviaes” sawd Mre. Quuleh,
1 acid tones.

“Cerlamly I Jdesice hing to rewain at
Cireyiriars, and E shall bring Lim back
to the school personally.”

THE MAGNET

MNery  good. 1 prosume hat

Vernon has told you of cerimin inci-

denta that ocourred here {oday.”
“ITo has told me that he has been

senifenced to s Hogping for having
played a foolish trick on tho Irench
master.”

“Drecizely ! It transpires, however,
thot that wrelched trick was not played
by Vernon, but by his relative, Vernon-
Sinith,™

“ What "

“Caonot you hear me?”

“I can hear you, Mr. Quelch, but I
cannot understand you I ra-nfmd itho
Army man from the other end. “Am
I to understand that my noephew haa
been sentenced to an unjust und wu-
deserved punishment ¥

Me. Queleh coughed. .

"'The mistake was unavoidable,” he
said. “You are aware of ihe uu-
fortunate resemblance botween Vernon
and his relative. It has caused many
mistakes before. Monsieur Charpentier
was positive that it wes Vernon wha
ussaunlted himm with a squirt of water 1
his study. and I had no choico bub to
wet upon bis positive statcment”

“Such an error, sir, is inexcusable I
exclaimed Captain Yernou. “All the
nore 0 at the present moment g3 ny
nephew, owing to a disfgurement an
his fuce, is very casily to be distin-
zuizhed from his velstive.™

* Quite so; but—"

"1 bave already hcard my nephow’s
story, sty and it scemed so impossiblo
to we ihat such a mistake can have
ooturred that I cexpressed doubt of his
stateruent I exelaimed Captain Vernon
i tones of deep anger. "I doubted
his trutly, sir i

“It i3 very unfortupate,” said Mr
Quelch. " But the mistake, as I hava
soid, was unavoidable, owing to a picce
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of detestable trickery on the pavt of
Veruon-Smith. Thiz  boy  actually
tubbed red i1nk on his—hiz mnose in
order to be taken for Vernon.”

“Ch 1™
~“¥ernon is, as you say, easily dis-
tinguizhed from his relative at presemb
Ly this dishgorement.  But Vernon-
Smith, baving successfully imitated the
dizfigurement, the Fremch master,
when ko zaw him, could not fail to be
deceived.™

“Good gad!”

Y Fortunately the whole matter has
vow come to hoht” said My, Quelch.
“In the circwnstances, Vornon will be
exeused for lus act in absenting lhim-
solf from school this afternoon if he
returns immediately,™

“Ho shall return at once, sir. Am
authorised to tell him t)at his
punishment is rescinded 1
* Cortainly 1
“And tho other boy,” exelaimed

'l_:fuit_am Vernon, with deep bilterness
in his tones, “the boy who has played
this dastardly trick? "That ulierly uns
sciupulous and  malicious  young
ragep)——-="

M WVernon-Smith will be dealt with by
lis headmaster.”

“1 have doubted my nephew's waord,
I have wounded him doeply by such a
doubt. Heo trusted that I shoull

lieve lum, if no ons else did, and I
failed him. And such a trick may be
vepeated,”

“No such Lrick will ever be repeated
here, Captain Vernon,  Vernon-2mith
lcaves ihe school by an early brain jo
ue morning.”

“*What "
“He is expelled.™
Mr. Quelch beard a sonnd like a

gasp on the wires. That statement,
which he had naturally supposed would
Iy weleoms cuough to Bertie's uncle,
in the eivcum:tances, seemed to have
given the Anny man a shock.

"Dl you—did you say ecxpelled

vame  Captain Vernon's voice, 10
c:‘tﬂngm._i, ’limli.:lng lones,
1lﬂi:.iiliall‘l

o That s all, gie,” said Me. Queleh.

[Lindly send Vernon back st onee,
aud se fur us he iz concerncd the
nindler i ab an end

MOne wement,  sir—one moment |
Veruon-2inith's conduet has boen had—
very bad; but—butb surely a less severe
punizhment—surely something short of
vapidsion froan hiz school—

“I fuil o wnderstand you, Captain
Versom zald the Remove master
eoldly. M1 certainly did wot expect
yud {o eapress cencern for Yernons
Hiish Y
M1 cannot zay that I hke the lboy,
Lir,  and condemn  his conduet as
tooroughly as you do; but he is a rela.
Live=-my nephew's cousi >

“That. matter, sir, is pow clozed.
Vernen-Z2mith cannot be permitted to
remain at Greylfriars, and I am aston-
1=hed fhat yon should moke the sug-
wosiion, n ihe circumstancez.  Good-
vy, sir1?

“One pennent! Kindly hold on 1?

“Well ¥ yupped Mree Quelch im-
paliently. .

“You zay thal Vernon-8Smith is to be
cxpelled. Lo Lias not xet been sent
wway from the school P

“Ile bas had the audacity to po oub
of pates, although forbidden to do so,
and haz, in conscquence, not yet heard
the llewi's decision ™ enapped De
Quelech.  “He will hear it when Lo
returns

“That decision may be altered, sir.”

“It will not be altered, Captain
Vernen  Indeed, 1 have a very strone
saspivion  that  Vernon-8mith, antici-




pating his sentence, has had the
audacity to leave Greyfriars—to run

away from school, sir. I can hardly
scconnt for his sbsence in any other
‘“-:IF.,"

“He must be found.”

“What 1"

*I—1 mean——"

"%Dﬂd*b}‘ﬂ, Captain Vernon I¥

[ 11 L.lt_l‘l

Mr. Queleh roplaced the receiver.
Ila had. in his own opinion, been long
enpigh on the telephone, and he had
ng sympathy whatever with the cap-
18i’s  rather belated concern for
ilerbert Vernon-Bmith,

After what had occurred, he had
nuturally expected the Army man to
i«w relicved {o hear that Vernon-8mith
was going, thus putting an cnd to the
possibility of any further trickery of
the same kind.

Ilo little dreamed of the state of rage -

and dismay into which his communica-
ticn had thrown the man at Lantham
Clhiase.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Escape !
FRBERT VERNON-SMITII,
%rinding at the pedals, looked
ack as ho swept up the

Courtfield road.

ITe set his teoth at the sight of the
Sixth Form prefect behind him on his
Lirvele.

Wingoate of the Sixth was in rapid
rursuit_and gaining hand over fist,

The Bounder drove furiously at his
vedals,

Heo was not going to be taken back
if he could help it—to receive his
sontence of expulsion from the Head;

1o be taken fto the station by & prefect;

diztiszed in disgrace from Greyfriars,
under the eves of the whole achool.

16 was the Bounder's intention to
rido to Courtheld Btation and take a
irain_ there. But as he spotted Win-
zato in pursuit he had to abandon that
intention for the moment. He had no
chanco in a race with Wingate, and he
wis going to be run down less than
half-way to the town if he kept on by
e road.

Ile was hardly s dozen yards ahead
of lns pursuer, s0 much had his start
bren diminished, when he passed the
corner of Oak Lane, and entered on
yive road over Courtheld Common.

From that voad, he turned by a track
winding aoross the common, swerving
suflelenly and shooting away.

Wingate seemed to be taken Dby
surprise by that sudden action,

tioing all out, he shot past the spot
viere Smithy had turned off, before he
jammed on his brakes and whirled his
aachine round. i '

Tr was a gain of a minute or two—and
Zmithy was the man to make the most
oif it! Ho rede over the rough track at
wp speed, rocking and bumping,
treathing hard through his sei teeth.

Tlie Bounder had a hﬂrfﬁ of gaining
distance, and losing himself in tho furze
and gorse on the wide common. Later,
il Lo suceeeded in shaking off pursuilt,
Lo could deuble back to Courtfield and
2l io the station.

At 8 spot where gorse nnd bracken
ey thiel:, the Bounder suddenly threw
nimzelf off his machine and draggsd
i1 1nto covar.

IIe crouched down over the bike, his
Iwart beating in preat throbs, the
neespiration trickling down his face,
almost exhausted by his fierce cfforta

A minute later he heard Wingale
tnunder by,

He grinned breathlessly.

The Greyiriars ceptain had passcd
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the spot where he had taken cover, He
was riding on, in the dircetion of the
river, lﬂnvin? Smithy behind,

For zeveral long minutes the Bounder

layv still, g'ﬁttinE hiz breath back, and
liatenin%. But he heard no sound of a
cycle, Wingate was not coming back.

It looked as if he had thrown the
prefect oft his track.

But he was cautious, .

When be rose at last to his fect to
take ‘& survey, ho was careful to lccp
in cover of o high bush of hawthorn.

Il woas glad of it the next moment.

In the distanee, on a high ridge over
the common, ho spotted Wingate again.

The Greyfriars captain had come to
a halt! Ividently he had disecovered
that tho fugitive was no longer ahead
of him., He was standing on the high
ridge, scauning the commen—looking
for a cyelist |

Smitky, at that moment, was safel
But as soon &8s he remounted his
machine, ho would be spotted |
_ He sank inte cover again, to think
it out.

But 1t _did not take him long to
decide. If Wingoate epotted him, he
would run him dewn—he had to refy on
strategy, not on epeed.

Leaving his bigycle where it lay, the
Bounder erept away  through the
thickets on his hands and knees.

Foot by foot he crept, till at lengih,
at p conziderable distance, he put up
his head again, in cover of a bush, to
look back, . .

Wingate was etill standing on the
ridge, o good deal more distant now.
He was scanning the common in all
directions.

Vernon-8mith dropped on hands and
knees again, and ecrawled on. There
was plenty of cover on the common,
and Bmithy took advantage of ik, Not
till he was sure that he was out of
view of the watchfiul eyves of the Grey-
friars captain, did he venture to riso
to his feet and hurry on.

From that spot it was a walk of more
than a mile to Courtfield. The Bounder
cared nothing for that, so long as he
cseaped—any mora than he cared what
might become of the bicyels he had
abandoned,

Hs tramped on, by footpaths aver the
common; grinning at the idea of
Wingate still hunting for him, till he
got tired of i, and returned to the
schoo. to report that Vernon-Smith was
zone !

He entered Courtfield at last.

Flo had lost a %reat deal of time, and
he wondered whether other prefeets
might have been sent to lock for him,
by that time. He was very wary as he
wallked up the Iigh Street te the
railway station.

ITo was going to take the first train
in, carcless of whither it went. All he
vanted, at present, was to ged away
from the possibility of recapture, He
was gﬁ:iﬂg, without beinz sacked—that
was the only remaining consolation to
hiz pride! It was something, to a
fellow like the Bounder of Greyfriars,
for his last act at the school to be o
defiant flouting of suthority.

Ele entered the station, and learned
at the booking-office that a train was
almost due fromm Lantham, going on to
Canterbury.  That was luck—they
would not get him back if he once got
aa far as Canterbury.

In the oxeitement of making his
escape, other matters had passed from
his mind! BSmithy did net want to
leave Greyfriars—it was a erushing
blow to him to leave. He hardly dared
think of what his father would sav
when lie reached home. Bub there was
no hope—his chum, Redwing, and

7

Harry Wharton & Co. might thick
there was o lingering chanee, but tho
Bounder knew that there was none. Ho
had tempted Fate too often; and now
the chopper had come down, end it
was the finish. He had to go—and it
was something to go with his eava up,
defiant to the laszt!

But he was thinking now, not of the
izsaster 1o his sehool career, not of an
angry and disappoiuted father, but of
liis determination toe po of his own
accord—at his own will and pleasuro—
defyving headmaster and orm-master,
defiant of authority, and gama to the
last! And he was fccling bucked at
the prospect of success in that, at least,
as_.he went on the platform—only a few
minutes before the train came n from
Lantham.

He gavo o glance along the platform
as the train rolled in and stopped! No
sign of Wingate—no sign of any Grey-
friars prefect or master! It was all
clear now—he had only to step into the
train and go,

Heoe ran across to the rain. .

Several passengers were alighting.

Vernon-Smith did not glance at them,
He had picked an cunpty carriage—he
had the door open, and was about to
step in, when & sudden grasp fell on
his shoulder from behind.

It was one of the passengers who had
alighted from the train who had stepped
along and grasped him.

In utter surprise, the Bounder glarcd
round.

“Lot go, you fool!” he snapped.
“What the dickens—"

He broke off, staring Llankly at »
dark-cornplexioned face Lie knew,

The prip on his shonlder tightened.
And the BDounder, panting 1*.'1&1 TBE®,
stared at Captain Vernon,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Caunght !

ERTIE VERNON siepped from
the troin after his uncle. :

He stared at the Bounder.
After the communication from
My, Quelech on the telephone, Bertie had
raised no further objection to returning
to the school. He was going back—unot
to punishment, not to & flogging in Hall.
Onece more tho Bounder's scheming had
failed | But he was going reluctantly.

Apart from the pyesence of his
relative and enen‘.}y, he liked Greyiriars
—he liked most of the Remova fellows;
and he was keen on cricket, and already
making his marl in the junioy gamcs.
But for Vernon-Bmith, e would have
been glad to be at Greyiriars!

But bhis double made all the
difference ! Captain Vernon had not
mentioned to him what Mr, Quelch had
said on the subjeet of the Bounder being
expelled, So Bertie, as far as he know,
was poing back to the school and tho
Torm that included the fellow who was
bitterly hostile to him—and from whoso
enmity he could not feel secure,

Again and agoin he had pyzzled and
puziﬁed why his uncle, kind and
considorate in all clse, insisted an
sonding him to Bmithy's echool, and
keeping him {here. ¥o could sce no
vepson for it—no eense in it]l Now he
was more poerplexed thas ever—and
though he had agreed to return, he did
so unwillingly, and with very visible
signs of resentment in lus look,

The unele and nephew had taken the
train at Lantham~—hardly o word being
spoken  between  them  duoring  the
JOULney. . )

Why his uncle was accompanying him
ie the echool, Bertie did not know—
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unless, &7 he bitterly reflected, the cap-
:}:m could not trust te his word te ge
The sight of Herbert Vernon-3mith
on the Ea.tfﬂrm at Courtfield Station
surprised him. He was still more sur-
prised when Captain Vernon strode
along the train and gresped the
Bounder by the shoulder as waa
about to step into a carriage. .
Thlp Bounder strove to drag h!a
shgulder free. But the Army man's
grip was like steel. With o powerful
]El‘g he drew Vernon-8mith away from
the train—Bertie watching the scene in
nnlfr:,r' astonishment,
ke Bounder, crimson
struggled.

with rage,

“VYou fool! You dummy! You
meddling rofter! Let me go!” he
panted. “What do you fancy you're
up tol I zhall lose my train.”

“Quite|” said Captain Vernoon
quietly.
He drew the Bounder, savagely

resisting, farther from the train,

A parter came alang and slammed
the door. .

“Will you let me go?"” shricked the
Bounder.

“No " ]

“Aro you mad?" Vernon-Smoith was

as much amazed as enraged, furious as
he was at this unexpected ntervention,
“What are vou meddling fori” :
“Uncle—" exoclaimed DBerhea
Vernon. .
The eaptain gave him a glance. |
“¥ou need not interfere, Bertiel
This boy i3 ronning away from school,
and it is my duty to stop him.”
“It's no business of ours, if ha is
exclaimed Vernon, . _
“It is my business!” said Captain
Vornon collly, * Vernon-Bmith, I am
fuing to take you with me to Grey-
viars | If you resist, like the disrespect-

!!‘I-

ful young bleckguard you are, I shall
use foree—az much force as may be
necesary.”

“¥You checky rotter!”™ roared the
Bounder. _

“ Bertie, go out and cngage a taxi-
cab 1” said the captain,

“But—look  here—" stammered
Vernon.

He was as much surprized as Smithy,
and almost a3 angry, at the captaln’s
unexpected action,

“Po as T bid you!” snapped the cap-
tain in a much sharper tone than he
was accustomed to use to his nephew.

Bertia, with =et lips, went,

The Bounder stvuggled and wrenched.
But he had ro chancéa of getting loose
from the Army man’s grasp.

Three or four passengers and porters
were staring on—but there was no help
for Smithy, alter what the captain had
said—nobody waz disposed to intervene
in favour of a schoolboy running away
from school.

“¥ou roiter! The Bounder choked
with rage. “Will you let me ?
Listen to this, you meddling fool—I'm
sacked ! Do you hear that, vou rotter?
I'm going because I'm sacked! Now
let gol”

“I am perfectly acquainted with the
ecircumstancez, Herbertk Vernon-Smith,”
snswered the captain calmly. “Your
Form-maszter has told me on the tele-
phone that you are to be expelled and
that he suspects you of having run
away from school mm consequence—"

“Let me {:Yn, then|” The Bounder
panted. " What the dooce doea it
matier to you, or that cad your nephew,

whether go now or wait till I'm
bunked? Are vou mad?”
“1t matters a great deal! It is my

intention to do what I ecan In your
Tae Micxer Lisranr.—No. 1,637,
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favour to induce your headmaster to
give you another chance !

¢ Bounder stared at him blankly !
Ir his utter amazement at that state-
ment he forgot to struggle.

“¥You intend—what?” he gasped.
"Llies—hes]! You're glad to get me
sacke ou and your. rotten nephew |

You couldn’t have heard better news,
either of you! Do you think I believe
a word of it#"

“Probably not!” answered the cap-
tain contemptuously. “You have not &
trustful nature, I think1 That is my
intention, all the same.”

“And why 7" snarled the Bounder.

“1 do nok choose-my nephew to he the
cause of Mr. . Vernon-Smith's son
leaving the school—if T can help it! I
shall intercede in your favour—I hopo
successfully.”

“Do you think I want favours from

ou?! F'd be sacked a dozen times over,

fore I'll take anything at your hand:™

“ Possibly | But you will bo given no
choice in the matter! That is for your
headmaster to decida! Will you walk
with me guietly—or will you force me
to drag you out of the station to the
taxi ?"

Herbers Vernon-8mith panted with
rage, But he went guietly down the
platformn with the Army man.

There was no escape for him with
that iron grip an his shoulder; and he
could only wait and watch for an
opportunity.

aptain Vernon, still grasping him,
walked him out of the station.

Bertie was standing by the taxi with
& sulien, lowering face.

Captain Vernen did not release the
Bounder ull he had stepped into the
taxi; and ha followed him in
immediately.

“Qet in, Bertie!” he rapped. His
nephew seemed to be hesitating whether
to follow.

Vernon
stepped in,

The taxi shot away down Courtfield
Eligh Street.

{erbert Vernon-8mith sat panting.

He was caught! There was little or

compressed his  lips  and

no chance of getting away now., He
- was caught and he was being taken
back to the school—to be sacked! His

dramatic outbreak, after all, was end-
mﬁm a fhzzle,
_His rage was too deep for words, even
if he had been disposed to speak, As
for what the captein had said, he did
not and could not believa it.

The mar was his enemy. Unless the

Bounder’'s judgment waz at fault the
news of his expulsion would cause sheer
satisfaction at Lantham Chase.
_ Even as a smsall boy he had known,
instinctively, how thiz man disliked
him. Perhaps he had deserved that
dislike—anyhow, he knew it was a fact,
And since then, since Bertie Vernon
nad come to his school, everything that
had happened could only have made
that hostility more intense, The man
would be glad if he was bunkcd—he
must be glad, if only for his nephew's
sake |

But even if the man was sincere,
Smithy wanted no favours from him.
The sack was better than a favour from
hizs enemy

But he was powerless. Whatever the
captain’s intentions, he was taking the
runaway back to !Iirie:,‘frinra and thera
WaE Oo EEI:E[:IE. i

The town was left behind, snd the
taxi buszzed along the open road over
the common. Smithy was almest in a
mood to fling the door open and make s
desperate leap; but the captain was too
watchful for that—ready to prazp him
again at & movement.

Wiithin a short distance of the school
a oyelist was sighted--riding one
machine and wheeling ancther.

It was Wingate of the Bixth.

The captain of Greyfriars glanced ag
the taxi, stered et Vernon-S3mith in it
and jumped down, waving his hapd to
the driver.

The tax: stopped.

Captain Vernon knew the Greyfriars
capizin by sight. He gave him an in-
quiring look.

“¥You're taking Vernon-Smith back,
sir 7" asked Wingate. .

“Oht Yes; found him at the
rallway station I

“All the better for you, Vernon
Smith I said Wingate qmetly. “I
found your bike after you had dodged
me, and I'm teking it in—=~"

“Thank you for nothing !

“1 shall say nothing about the
maiter |” added Wingate. ™ You've got
enough coming, from. what I hear, with-
out that! That's all.”

Heo stepped back end the taxi went
on. .
A fow minutes later it turned in at
the gates of Grevirjars.

Old Gosling, at his lodge, touched his
hat to Captein Vernon and gave tho
Bounder s stare.

As the taxi went on to the House,

atens of fellows stared at Herbert

Ternon-Sm-th,

A fat squeak floated to, hia ears.

“1 say, you fellows! Smithy’s back!

say, Smuthy's come back to be
bunked [

At the door of the Housa Captain
Vernon ateliped out; and Herbert
Vernon-8mith entered the House he had
never expected to enter again, with that
hand of iron on his shoulder.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
The Last Chance |
i ALLO halle, halle "
“Bmithy ™
Harry Wharton & Co. wera
i Stud o. 1 in the
Remove when the door opened and the
new junior came g, )

They had been talking of 3mithy—not
with cheerful faces. What he had done
in his bitter hostility to his relative and
rival, they had to condemn—and they
condemned 1L thoroughly enough. But
they knew that they would miss the
old Bounder from his accustomed
place; and they could not help feelin
concern for the headstrong, self-wille
fellow who had landed himself in such
a scrape,

Thinking of Smithy and_tnII-:ingh of
him, they took the new junior for him
as Vernon entered. The red glow of hia
damaged nose and the black scowl that
scttled on his face at the mistake
enlightened them the next moment.

“QOh! Vernon!” said Harry.

“8o you've come back!” ssid Frank
Nugent. . .

“¥es, I've come back!™ said Bertle,
“Not by my own wish.”

“It's all cleared up now!” said
Johnny Bull. “1 au[;pnsa vou've heard
that it's been found out thag
Smithy—"

“I1f I hadn't heard, 1 shouldn’t have
come back [ grunted Vernon. *1 was
not going through the Hogging that that
plotting rascal landed me in with his
rotten trickery.”

The Famous Five made no reply to
that! They could guite understand
that Bertie Vernon was bitter enough
on the subject. He could hardly be
expected to be in a forgiving mood. All
the same, his words jarred on them.

“But I've heard something since 1
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With a steel-llke grip, Capiain Vernon dragged Vernon-Smith away from the train,
* Unecle——"" exclaimed Bertie Vernon.

panted the Bounder.
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“ Let me go, you meddiing rotfer! *

“You need not interfere, Bertie ! " said the capftain.

** This boy is running away from school, and it Is my duty to stop him ! ™

rot in," went on Vernon, looking at
1them. " Some of the fellows are saying
that Bmith 15 poing Lo bo sacked for
what he did.”

“Quelch said so in the Form-room
when it all came out 1" said Harry, *I
Lelieve he's been to the [lead about it
gince,

“It's oflicial, then?” asked Vernon.

“T'i sfraid so

Vernon stared at him.

“Afraid so!” bhe repeated. "Well,
perhaps you don't feel pleased sbout it,
as I do! Peorhaps you can sco eome
good in that sweepl I can’t.”

“Bunithy's got plenty of good in hiin,
Vernon | said Dol Cherry quictly.
2 lie:s a jolly good chap in his own
wan”

Vernon laughed scoflingly. ]

“¥ou can't expect me Lo sce it when
he's tried to land mo for a flogging
with his dirty trickery 1 he socered.
“After an oxperience like that you
mightn't seo so much good in hin.”

“Um 1 sa1d Bob.

“I'm pglad he's going !* said Vernon.
“Tt was rough on both of us—but vou
fellows know that I never wanted to
keep on rowing ! I only wanted to steer
clear of him if he'd let mel I never
wanled (o come to his school=—I had no
choice about that. I've got to stay here,
whether T like it or not—and I'm glad
he's poing and that there’ll be an end
of treachiery. That’s the word for it”

“ I suppose {hat's how you'd look nt
it 1” said IHarry. “But—well, no use
arpuing  about 1t; it's settled, T'in
afraid! 1f Smithy had a chance, he's
dished himself i‘.';i'[ cutiing off. Wingale
will get hin back, I suppnsg—-=**

“Iic's back now,” satd Vernon. “llc
catnee in with me™

“With yout" repeatcd the caplain of
the Temove, staring,

“My uncle caught him at Courtfield
Station and brought him back—Quelch
told hivi*over the plione that Smith was
on the ran! 1lle happened to be eatch-
ing ihe same tvain that we got Lo Court-
field i from Luwhiam,”

“Your wiel: brought him in ! zaid
Dob, *“Why

“Ark mo another! I can’t see why
he couldu’t let him rip I said Vernon
bitterly., *Nothing to do with him or
with me that T can sco. I the fellow
wanted Lo d{-dig‘o being booted out, I
don't see why hLe shouldn’t.”

“Well, your unele’s s relation, of
sorts, of Bmithy's—I supposc that's
why,” =aid Harry, "Anyhow, '

glad hwt's back—tihere moy be o chanco
veb, You can't expect uz to feel as you
do about it, Vernon—we don’t want
Bmithy 1o go!™

“I do—and I shall be slad when he's
pone ! said Vernon. “If he stayed, L
should muke mwy uncle take me awoay
soinchow—and if e wouldn't, I ghould
cut. I won't stay in the saine school
with Vernon-Snnth  sfter what le's
:ii_mu-." He may not be found out next
1hee,

The Fawwous Five, williwub answers-
g that, left the study, They wend
down to the quad, where a crowd of
Remove  fellows  were  dizcussing
Smikhy and the surprising fack that bhe
had come back with Vernon and Ins
uncle.

“1 say, yon fellows, scen Bwithy 77
syueaked DBilly Duunter,

“No. Where is he?™ asked Harev.

¥ Qiu&i::]ﬂa stidy. There's a prefoct
wate

ting Lim to see that he don't bolt

again " prinned  the Owl of the
ftemmove., © He, he, he! You can ser
SBmithy, seowling out of the window.”

“Liasn't he gone to the Head, then ¥”
ashed Bob.

“Nob yet!” said ITaxzeldene. ®Cap-
taiy Vernon and Queleh are with the
Head=—and they're keeping Smithy on
ihe doormat for some reason.’”

“Hg's not sacked yeb,” said Skinner.
“Bmithy's o card—1 shouldn’t wonder
if he sticks on, aftor all, Ele's been so
jolly near it so jolly often that I
shan’t believe he's zacked till I zeo the
last of lum.”™

The Famnous Iive walked along to
the window of Mr. Queleh’s study.
They were anxions for & word with the
Bounder, if they could get one.

Sroithy, as Duuler hiad said, could bo
scen scowling from the window.

The window was partly open, and
had Smithy been leli alone there was
little doubl that he would have cut.
But Svkes of the Sixth sat by the
window—in official charge of the
Bounder 1ill e was called before the
Head! Queles was not giving him
tlie chance to counze more trouble.

UMy csleemod Bmithy, tho gladful-
wess Lo s you again is truly terrifie,”
said HMurree Jamsct Jlam Singh, ns the

chums of the Ilemove came wp 1o tho
study window.

“Any chaoce,  SBwithy?”  asked
Harry.
“Not in the leaszt,” answered the

Bounder ecoolly. “Quelch is with tho
Head now—reiailing my sins, It will
take him soioe Lime if he goes theough
tho whaole list. D've pot te waltk Gl
the old bean’s fmishod”

The Yamous Five looked at him
from the quad. Smithy was us cool
as ever, and secemed unconcerncd, Buk
ilicw could gucss quite easily what wae
Lidden under that careless air of un-
COnCerih.

“You haver't seen the Iead vet?”

e Macxer Lippany.—No. 1,0637.
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“Not yet. Pleasure in store. That
meddling rat, Captiin Vernon, is with
him now—gondness kinows why! He
mada out, when he grabbed me at the
station, tfmt ho was going to put in a
word for me. 1'd I‘Iinﬁ; it back in his
cheeky face if he oid "

“E‘iltcﬁdjr on, kid!” said Sykes of the
Sixth.

The Dounder zave him no heed.

“It's a lir, of courze,” he went on.
“] don't koow why he took the
trouble to tell it. You can puess how
much he wants mo to stay on here—
with, his dear Bortie I

“That'a rot, Snuthy, old chap!”
said Bob. “If he said so, he must
have meant it. After all, he's a sort
of relation of jours—he can't want a
relation bunked. By gum, I hope he'll
get by with it] We don't want to lose
youu, . %mithy."

“Not after what I've donc?”
snecred the Bounder.

“No--not cven after that! Look
here Smilh;i-, for yi',c-t}dn-:ss' sake don't
cheg aclehh or the Head—make the
most of it if thero's the ghost of a
chance 1" zaul Bob carnestly.

“That's grod advice, Vernon-Bmith,”
guid Sykes, “Now you kids cut offi—
youw've jawed enough.” .

The Famwous Five left the window.
They left it in a more hopeful mood.
They could guess, after what Bmithy
had said, why Captain Vernon was
with the headmaster.

* Frightfully decent of him te put in
a word for Smithy aftor what he's
dona 1" said Nugent.

“Tha frighifulness is terrifie t"

"Blessed if I should have expected
it 1" gaid Bob., “The jolly old captain
leaked to mo a jolly hard nut to crack,
But youn nover can tell. After all, the
Vernons and Vernon-Smiths are rela-
tions. Emithﬁ'ﬂ never had any wse for

the relationsh:

but it may come in
useful now. SF. miy hat!™ he added
suddenly.. " Look 1"

There was & sudden cormmotion at the

i.l?dy window tho juniors had just
ett.

Perhaps  Sykes'  attention  had
wandered for a few moments,

The Famous Five stared as they saw
Yernon-Smith head and shoulders out
of the windew.

“Smithy i gaspod Nugent,

“The mad o= exclaimed HMHarry
Wharton.

In another moment the Bounder
would lhave drepped inte the quad.
But 8 grasp closed on bim from
behind.

“You young sweep ! roarcd Bykes
as ho graszped. i

The Bounder =truggled amd kicked.
Bat fhe Sixth Ferm prefect dragged
him back by main foree and prtched
him back into the room.

Then the window slammed shut.

“Dy gum! SBwmithy's the man to keep
on nﬁiing for it 1" said Bob.

The cheeky asal” grunted Johnny
Bull. *“Lot of poowd Vernon's uncle
phtting in & word for him, at that
rafe.”

“Blessed if 1 eon understand the man

caking up for Sunthy ¥ =aid Harry
{E"h&rlnn clowly. “But—I hope ho
will get away with it if he does!®

All the Co. thared that hope.

THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
Saved from the Sack !

. LOCKE coughed.
D Mr. Quelch frowned.

Captain Vernon, seated in the
. Head's study, was speaking in
quiet, earnest fonea,
Tug Maicser Lisgapy.—No. 1.637.
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~ The headmaster was very much
inclined to give him a hearing. But
Mr. Quelch’s face was growing grimmer
and grimmer.

“ Pozsibly,” said Captain  Vernon,
",fqu are surprised to hear mo inter-
vening on hehalf of such a hoy—"

“ Mozt decidedly ! said Mr. Quelch.
“1I can see ndthing in favour of Vernon-
Smith. He has always been a trouble-
some and rebellious boy! More than
conee  his headmaster has  considered
sending him away from the school.
What he has ¢ now cannct be
passed over.™

“I agree, fully. But—" Capuain
Vernon pauscd. “The boy i3 to
blame—he has acted unserupulously, un-
fairly—but—but there are certain con-
siderations. It is very painful to me to
think that Mr. Vernon-8mith’s son
should be expelled from his school as
& result of my nephew having come to

{Il'n%‘frw.ra ¥y
*I understand that, of course”
agreed  Mr.  Quelch. “But your

nephew, sir, has not been to blamo in
this mattor.”

"It was, perhaps, a mistake to send
Bertie to the same school,” said the
captain. “If &0, the mistake was
mine—and it i1s a heavy responsibility

on my shoulders for Alr. Vernon-
Smith’'s son to be sent away in dis
gracae.”

Dr. Locke nodded assent.

Mr. Quelch set his lips.

“The present position,” said the

Remove master, *ig intolerable. There
is & bittor hostility between the two boys,
which iz in itself a sulficiently unplea-
sant state of alfairs. The resemblance
between them has led to many awkward
mistakes and imisapprebensions.  Now
Yervon-8mith has deliberatcly token
aldvantage of Lhat resemblance in ordey
to cause an unjust punizhment to fall
upon the relative he dislikes. A reeor-
rence of such an immcident cannot be
risked.”

“That is very trus !™ said Dr. Locke.

“I have every hope, sir, that this
fesson may not be lost on Vernon-
Sinith, and that there will be no such
vecurrence 1 said the captain, * But in
the event of any such recurrence, I am
prepared to remove my nephew from
this school and thus zave Mr, Queleh
any further trouble m the matter.”

“Oh ! spid Mr Quelch.

"1 am, of course, very reluciant to
reriove him,” satd Captain Vernon,
“but I feel that his ¢ousin, Vernon-
Bipith, has o prigr right, if I may say
go--he was a Grevfriars bay long before

I shoupht of Groyiriars f[or my
nephew, ™
“Prue i zaid the Head

“Mr. Vornon-Binith iz a gentleman
whom [ respect very highls,” went on
the captain. "It 'I.'r.'nuldg he a terrible
blow for him if his son was sent home
in disgrace. o would have a right to
reproach me, since it was by my act, in
sending my nephew here, that the dis-
aster oceurred.”

“ But=——" said Mr. Quelch.

“That the prezent state of affairs
cannot be allowed to continue I under-
stand only too clearly,” said the cap-
tant,  “Mr. Queleh cannot e expected
to tolevate it in s Form.”

“*Impossible 1 said Me, Quelch.

“Quite so, sirl But if it 18 admitted
that Mr. Vernon-Bmith's son may he
given another chance, if any further
troulde  should  follow I will take
Bertin away and place him at another
achool ™

Dr. T.oeke looked at the Remove
ma#er, whose grim face rvelaxed a
ol doal,

Mre, Queleh's own private opinion was

that, in view of the hostility betweon
the relatives and the awkward resemn-
blance in their locks, the captuin had
made & mistake in sending him to
Greyiriars. If the captain was prepared
te =zt that mistake right, it altered
the matter considerably.

And if the eaptain was prepared to
go to this length in order tﬂat My,
Vernon-8mith’s son might have ancther
chanee, the Remove master could not
help fecling that it waa up to him to
make & concession on- his aside.

“1 shall leave the deeizion in Mr
Queleh’s hand, as the master eon.
cerned,” said the ITead.

“Then 1 ean only hope thai Mr,
Quelech will decide in favour of my
plea,” said Coptain Vernon,

In view of what imu have said, sir,
I feel bound to do so!” said the
Remove master. ' Vernon-Smith, with
Dr. Locke's permission, will remain—
but it is on the understanding, as stated
by you, that his relative leaves in tha
event of further difficulties arising.”

& That is pe;fﬂﬂﬂ;; ynderstood, sir 1™
said the coaptain, It will be a blow
to me to take DBortie away from a
school where he 13 in such excellent
hands—but I fecl it my duty not to
allow his relative to suffer on my
account, I can only thank wou, Mr.
Queleh, You have relieved my mind
of & very great weight[”

“1 am glad to have done zo, sir!”
sard Mr. Quelch politely.

And Captain Vernon took his leava,

He left the two mosters with a very
agreeable impression, In the eireum-
stanceas, Captain YVernonm was the very
lazt man wha ttlifht have been expectol
to plead for leniency for FHerbert

Vernon-Bmith, He had done so, and
hig relief at having gained his point
was perfectly clear in hia face. Rnoih

thee masters cauld see that the decision
had, aa he said, taken g weight frowu
hiz
The Arm
waiting taxi.
He found lns nephew waiting for Lim
there to say good-bye when he went,

The sullrn cxpression was gone from
Bertio’s faco now,

“You've zeen the Head, uncle?” he
asked.

“I have just left him,” answered ths
raptain.

“Then you've heard that Smith s
froing 1

The captain's face clouded.

“1 have prevailed on the headmaster
fo give Vernon-Bmith another chance,
Bertie I he saud, in e low voice.

Bortie Vernon jumped.

“You-—you have—" ho stammecred.
“Ta he to stay, alter all ¥

[ ?Eﬂl 1

“Then I am going i” said DBertie,

iman went back in the

between his teeth., I don't  ecare
whether he stays or goes—so long as |
am not under the same roof! will

not stay at Greyfriars if Smith does |”

“It will not be for long, DBertiel”
said Captain Vernon, “Say no more
ncw, miy boy. There will be no more
trouble with your relative, I am taking
very elfective measures to that end.”

“I don’t =ce 2

“It is not neeossary for you to see !
answared tho captain coldly. * But you
ecan take roy word that the trouble 1s st
an end, or very nearly at an end., |
ask vou to be patient for a fow davs
longere.™

“A few days—" repeated DBertic.
*T deon’t understand.”

“Teave it at Lhatl Keep elear of
the fellow as much as you can-—above
all, aveoud troulde with him—take no
el af s wmlice—I repeat that you
will have to tolerato e fellow [or only




s fow days longer.” The caplain's
ayes mlintod like cold stecl. “What he
has done has removed my last doubt—
ey last hesitation. The dio is cast1”

Bertia Vernon looked at the hard,
dark faco that had set like iron, He
felt somcthing like a chill,

“I don't understand,” he faltered.

“¥You will understand later. Leave
it at that!”

Captain Vernon shook handa with
his nephew and atgﬁpsd into the taxi,

Bertio stood watching the cab #ill it
was gone, and then he slowly turned
back o the House

—————

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Why ?

ki DEUM ¥
Afr. Prout, master of ihe
Fifth, was calling the roll in

1all.

Herbert Vernon-8mith’s adsum came
clearly as his name was called. :

Every eve in the Remove was on him,

Fellows in other Forms craned nccks
to look at him.

The Bounder at that moment had
tho spotlight.

All through the school, it wag known
that Vernon-Bmith of the Remove
was up for the sack. IHo was booked
for & morning train.

But he did not Iook like a fellow who
was attending his last ecall-aver.

o had joined up with the Remove
at the last moment as they came into
Hell. He had whispered 8 word to
Tom Redwing, that was all; but it was
a word that made Redwing's faco
bright with relief. And the other
Eul]%ua could read, in lus look, that
Smithy had, somehow or other, pulled
through. There was a faint grin on
his face as ho fclt himself the cynosure
of all eyes, _

“Is it all right, Smithy ?* whispered
Harry Wharton as the roll went on
and Prout boomed the names.

“Right as rain|” .
E‘i}Yuu‘m pulled through I whispercd

ob.
“You've pob it1"

* Gratters, old mant®

“The gratterfulness is terrific I” mur-
mured Hurroo Jamset Ram Singh,

“] say, you fellows, ain't ithy

oing to be bunked affer all #* sgqueaked

illy Bunter, "I 5&{;, Vernon, ain't
your cousin going to be sacked ¥”

Bortie did not answer the fat Owl,
pava with a black look. _

“Silenca there!” called out Wingate
of the Sixth; and the buzz of whisper-
ing in the Remove died away. M

When the -school was dismissed,
Vernon-Bmitl: went up to the Remove
ghudics, and a curious crowd of fellows
went with bim.  Every fellow in tho
Remove ' wanted to know how ib had
happened. Ior, if ever a fellow had
asked for ihe sack, Heorbert Vernon-
Smith bad; and he himsolf, at all
evenis, had not had ibhe remotest hope
of pulling through.

“How did you wangle it, Smithy "
asked Skinner on the ovo landing.
“Do tell ua how you wangled it 1

“Quelch found at the last minute
that he couldn’t part with me!” ex-

lained the Bounder. “He felt it would
ﬁm ton great a wrench.”

“(Oiy, my hat!”

“So, as he put it nicely, I conscnled
to stay I added Srathy., “I felt that
1 couldn’t do less*

"“"Ha, ha, hal”

"“"Mean to say that yvon're pgetling
nothing after squirting Mossoo  and
making out that Vernon ddid it?" ex-
claimned IHazeldene.

EVERY SATURDAY

E‘it;} Em;?:lcr ﬁEshctL .

I'm getting 8 Bogging, if that's any
E‘ﬂtiﬂflﬂfﬂn to you!” he snepped.
“You get that treat in the morning—
all arrangements as per programiug,
except that the Head will be exercising
his- musele on me instcad of Vernon.”

*You're gettin' off cheap, Swnithy I”
gaid Lord Mauleverer,

*Think I don't know that 1" grunted
the Bounder. And he walked on o
Study No. 4 with Redwing, and
slammed the door on the buzzing crowd
of juniors,

“Thanlk goodness it's » all right,
Bmithy I” said Tom Redwing. * You
can stand a fogging and—a i

“And 1
Bounder,

“Well, you know you do, old chap!”
said Tom. *“I can’t inake out how yon
eamec to do such a rotten thing—it's
not like you. But you did it!™

“It's e:::a::t-l]'.r like me,” answered the
Bounder coolly. “That rat Vernon
had no right to barge into my school—
and I was going to do my best to bargo
him mt[:.u? it. But—" Fo paused,
“Do you know how I got off, Reddy "

“Not beeause Queleh felt that he
couldn’t part with you!” said Tom,
lavghing. .

“MNo!l It woes Dbeenuse that rat’s
uncloe begged mao off 1"

“Captain Vernon "

“Yez! Quelch told me sol”

“Bygum! He must be a jolly decent
man, Smithy ! said Tom, in aurpﬂisu.

deserve it [ sncered tho

L

“I should never have expec

“ Neither shiould I!” said Vernon-
Smith moodily. “I'd rather have been
sacked than have asked anything at his
Lhands, But—no good saying I'm not

lad to pull through. It would have
ﬁcm‘- & knock-out for my father if I'd
beon bunked off home in the morning.
And I don't want to go, either. But—
bt I hate to be under an obligation
to that man1” .

“I wouldn't look at il like that,
Smithy—"

“You'd like to sce me turn on {he
gratitudo stunt ™ sneered BSmithy.

“Well, dash it all, old man, to speak
up for you after what you did to his
nt*.];ihm'r-—--.—" ;

“Whai's his game ! said the Bounder,
between his tecth,  *'What i3 the man
up to? I'in keen cnough, but I can’t
pet 1t, I knew he'd be glad to hear
that I was sacked. I tcll you, I know
it! And yet—le put tho stopper on it!
What's hizs game, Reddy?”

Redwing stared ab his chum.

“Nothing but kinduezs of heart, I
suppose,’ he said.

mithy gave o scofling laugh.

“He looks as if he's pot on cxira
large allowance of the milk of human
kindness, doesn't ha¥”

“Well, nol! Xo looks a hard nutl
But what he's done he's done, and even
vou, Bmnithy, can hardly make out that
he could have a bad molive for savin
vou from getting the sack I exclaimed
Toem warmly,

“Can’t 177 eneered the Bounder. "I
can—and do! I can’t make out his
game, but it deesn’t suit him, somehow,
for mo to be bunked. Tho man’s got
me beat. Flo's as deep a8 o well, and T
can’t plunb him | Why shouldn’t it suit
him for me to bo sacked ¥

Tora Redwing compressed his lips.

Ho did not expect much in the way
of the kinder cmotions from Smithy.
It wag bitterly irritating to Smithy to
be under an obligation to 8 man ho dis-
liked; and irritation waa very likely to
outweigh gratitudo.. But to suspect bad
mnotives bobind an act that was, on the
face of it, kind and geaerous was really
too much.

Tom did not speak, but the Bounder

af—

1

coutld casily read his thoughts in his
face. He I{Lu]%hm] seoflingly again.

“¥ou think me a suspicious, ungrate-
ful fool, Reddy,” he said. *Well,
you've got it -wrong——and I've got it
right1 That man loathes me; it would
be shcer satisfaction to him to sce mo
come a cropper. Sameo with his dear
Bertia, He's put tho atuF-per on it, and
it beats mo to know why | I'm undor no
obligation to & man who has butted in
to ewit his own game, for that’s what
it amounts to.”

“I'm afraid you don’t want lo foecl
under an obligation, Bmithy, and vou're
ready to fancy anything to suit,” eaid
Tom deyly. * Apart from sheer kind-
ness, it must he absolutely indifforent
toe Captain  Vernon whether you're
turned cut of Groyfriars or not,"

The Bounder shook his head.

“I'vo got him tabbed!” he said
obstinately. *I know that man hke a
Lock—but I can’t make out his gamel
But I'll tell yon this, Reddy—IL shall
find out some time whby he barged in
h::—dag. Now let it dvep.”

Redwing was glad enough Lo et such
a subject drop. )

But during prep that cvening he
noted that the Bounder pauwsed in his
work every mow and then, lns Lrows
knitted in deep thought. He knew what
was in Smithy's mind; he was tryiog
to think out what ble  motivoe
Captain Vernon could have had—apart
from the cbvious one—ior intervening
to save him from the sack.

But if Smithy's strange suspicion were
well-founded, the problem was too much
for L, ard he had to give 1t up.

When the Removo came down after
prep Bertie Vernen was in the Rag
when Smitliy arrived there. He did not
glance ab his relative, but unosten-
tatiously he feft the Rag as soon aa
Bmithy ontered.

Other followa
curious loolks,

Many of them were glad that hio was
still there. But it was not casy for
follows to forget what he had done
There were a good moany fellows in the
Remove who were not anxious to have
anything to do with YVernon-Bmith—for
the present, at least,

The Bounder, for the present, was up-
popular. Ile had done a bad thing—a
very bad thing—and fellows who weuld
have becn sorry to scp him g':: could not
feel very cordial, Harry Wharton &
(o. had been glad nnr:mﬁh of his csoape,
but they did not feel disposed, at the
moment, £o have much {o say to hio,

Smithy did not stay long in the Rag
that evening. Ho rcalized that time was
regquired to wash out the memory of
what he had done, and ke had to make
the best of it till then, Hea went up to
his study—pauysing on the way at Study
No, 1 1o look in at his relative.

Beriic gpave him o bard lock as he
opened tho door. "
“You can go down to the Rag,
sneered Smithy, “I've quit [” Ho fixed
his eyes sharply on Vernon's hostile
face, “Do you know why your uncle

got mo off to-day, Bertie ¥Yernon?®

Vornon's lip curled.

“No! I'm sorry ho did” .

The Bounder gave him a penctraling
look.

“You're not 117" he
mockingly.

“In what " :

“In whatever it is that your precious
uncle's got up his sleeve,” said the
Bounder deliberataly. “ I want 1o know
why he butted in, and ¥'m going to find
out some time. You can tell bhim from
me that I owe him nothing; he waa
gerving his own turn in this, though ab
present I can’t make out how."
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Beortio Verpon stared at him for a
moment blankly, and then burst into a
contemptucus In$h*

“Is that the Vernon-Smith brand of
gretitude?"” he asked.

“It's the brand of gratitude that’s
due to your predious uncle—and to you
if you hiad a hand in itl” retorted
Vernon-3mith, _

“¥ou can bark on it that I had neo
Kand in it; I should have been glad to
koo you turned outl” )

"ﬁo would Captain Vernon,” seid the
Bounder coolly. *"But he butted in, all
tha same, and. stopped it. And you
don't know why 1"

“0Oh, get out of my study 1™

“Fm going! DBut tell him from me
that I krow that I owe him nothing;
I know that it suitéd his game, though
I don’t know how |"

And with that the Bounder walked up
the passage to his own study, leaving
Bortlo Vernon with a startled look on
his face. _ ;

What tha Bounder hed seid had
brought back the ecaptain’s parting
words to hia mind. For two or three
minutes Vernon stood with that startled,
troubled look on his fate; then he shook
himnself impatiently, as if ta shake awsy
Pﬂrpﬁu:mg thoughts, and went down fo

e Rag.

The following morning the Bounder
went through his Eﬂggin{g, in Hall,
under the eyes of all Greylriars, Even
his chum Redwing could not but think
that it was whnﬁm deserved; most of
tha other fellows thought that it was a
good deal less than he deserved.

e e |

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Stump for Bunter !
H.ﬂﬁ? WHARTON held up his

d.
“Chuck it at that!” he said.
“¥You fool I

“ Chuck it 1"

“ You rotter 1"

“Same old Smithy,” remarked Bob
Cherry. *You'll begin to make fellows
sorry you weren't bunked, aiter all, last
week, Smithy.”

“ You shut up 1" snarled the Bounder.
“I'm talking to Wharton.”

“You've finished talking to mel!”
said tha captain of the Remove. "I'm
fed up with you, Vernon-8mith| I told
vou, after tha 8t. Jim’s match, that tfm
and Vernon would never play to er

again in the Remove team—and you

won't! We've heard enough of you
dropping catches for Vernon, and
Vernon running you ouk n your

innings! That sort of thing won't do
at Greyiriars.” .
““Who wants to play in the same feam

with the cad? Leave him outl”
snapped Vernon-Smith. *You can’t
give him my place.”

“We want a bowler, and Vernon's a
bowler | That's why he's in. And that's
that I" said Harry. *“ Now chuck it "

It was in break on Wednesday
morning.

That afternoon the Remove were
playing the Shell; a fairly strenuous
match for the Removites.

Harry Wharton would have been rg]ad
enough to include both the rivals of the
Remove in the team. .

After his experience in the match
with Tom Merry & Co., however, he did
not think for a moment of -:h}m% s0.

Fellows who carried a family feud
into the ericket field could not fignure in
the same match on the same side. The
captain of the Remove had made up his
mind on that point irrevocably. .

Vernon was & bowler; Vernon-Smith
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a hatsman. Both were first class—hut
one had to go. The Remove had good
hiats, but no other bhowler egual to
Nertie, except Hurree Jamset Ham
Hingh—and even the dusky Nabob of
Bhanipur was not quite so goed. The
captain of the Remove decided the
matter wholly snd solely from the point
of view of cricket. )
Vernon was needed—Vernon-Smith
could be. dispensed with, That settled
it. But it did not settle it to the satis-
faction of the Bounder. d
an

He was deeply
oxasperated.

“Bo it comes to this,"” he said he-
tween his teeth.  “That cad 13 going to
pﬂf‘sh mc out of the cricket!”

‘Haya n little sense,” szaid the
captain of the Remove. “You'd drop
catches for Vernon, the same as you did
before. According to your own account,
Vernoh would run you out if he
happened to be at the wickets with you
Is that the sort of ericket we're to put
up M

“Leave him out 1"

“He's wanted.,”

“More than I am | breathed the
Bourider.

“Mdre than I am myself, if vou come
to that 1" answered Harry. * We're not
strong in ban'inE and we're jolly lucky
to have Vernon,

“That will apply fo'n good manﬁ
matehes to come, as well as the She
fo-day | said Vernon-8mith.

“L sup it willl™ admitted
Whavton, "It can't be heiged. Smithy.
It's more your fault than Vernon's; he
wad willing to keep the peace if you'd
let him. But the pair of you are enough
to turn a cricket captamn’s hair grey.
When 8t. Jim's were here you had to be
stopped from punching hia face, with
Tom Merry and his friends looking on
What's the good of expecting fellows to
go through that sort of thing 1"

“Leave him out, I say ¥

“Jeave out the best bowler that's
ever bowled for the Remove—beeause

ou have to be sl:opiaed from punching
l‘:;ia head in the middle of & match! Do
you think it's likely 1 :

“I'll make the cad sorcy for _Evuahmg
mae out of the cricket!™ said Vernon-
Smith, his voice trembling with

assion. “I'll make my school too hot
or him somehow 1 _

“You'd better eut that out!” said
Wharton., *¥You just saved your bacon
last time; and you owe it to that chap’s
uncle, too. You won't get by next
time; and I can tell you this, Brmthy—
fellows are willing to let the matter
drop, but nobedy’s forgotten the dirty
trqu you played on Vernon; and if you
want to be cut by the whole Form,
vou're going the right way to work!

w chuck it, and give & fellow =&
rast 1™

Vernon-8mith gave him an evil look
and went into the House.

He went g to the Remove passage,
snd passed Bertie Vernon on the land-
ing a3 he went.

Bertie did not look at him, but the
Bounder’s eyes fixed on his rival with
deadly animosity.

“You rotter!” he breathed. “Every-
thing's going your way just at present,
but wait till my chance comes!”

He clenched his hands az he spoke.

Bertie Vernon's damaged noso had
mended by this time, and presenied a
normal aspect. Smithy was very much
igclined to plant his kouckles on it and
restore it to its red and raw state.

His double did not heed him.

A3 Vernon-Bmith stood in his way,
Bertis walked round him and went
down the stairs, with a cool and quiet
disdain that almost caused the Bounder

enraged

tc rush after himi and start a scrap on
tho stairs.

The Bounder checked that impules,
however, and tramped up the Hemove
passage to his study.

Since his narrow escape from tha
sack, Smithy had rather let the feud
drep; and Vernon, on his side, had
heen glad enough to aveid him and
tronble with him, :

But wil his bitterness had. revived
now. Simithy was-a keen ericketer, and
he was left out of the eleven because
Vornon was in it

Even Emitlg"e admitted that the cap-
tain of the move could hardly
expected to play the two together after
what had oecurred,. and might
expectpd to occur again. But hia view
was that Vernon shoyld be left out—a
view not likely to be shared by a cricket
captain in need of a bowler, and with
a bowler ¢f such unusual powers at his

di.qunﬁa. 4

The fellow ought not to have been
st Greyfriars at all! That was the
beginning and . end of the whole
trouble, to the Bounder's mind. And
vague schemes wers reviving in_ hia
mind of getting rid of the fellow,
ghastly as the failure of his last move
in that direction had been.

He tramped savagely inta his study,
andd a startled squeak greeted him as
he came in, & fat figure spinning ‘round
suddenly from the study cupboard,

It was Billy Bunler—in a jammy
stata | .

“Oh 1* gasped Bunter. " Oh crikey I"

Bunter had not expected Smithy to
come up to the study in morning break,
It had seemed quite a safe opportuniiy
for sampling Smithy’s jam. But even
strawberry jam lost its Havour as the
Owl of the Remove caught the expres-
sion on Smithy's speaking ¢ountenahce.

Smithy was, in fact, In & mood to
wreak his rage on somebody. DBunter
was there to =sk for it!

The Bounder gave him a glare, and
then stepped quickly to o cupboard, to
grab a cricket stump.

Billy Bunter made 8 wild bound for
the doear.

Ho resched
reached him.

A hand grasped the beck of & fat
nock; the other hand laid the cricket
stump o, landing it en Bunter's tight
trousers with a terrific whep !

* Yarooooooh 1 rearad Bunter,

Whop | ]

In Sﬁ&er desperation, the fat Owl
turnad on Vernop-Smith.

Bunter was no fighting man, but he
had to get away from that whopping
stump. )

A fat fist shot out, catching the
Bounder unexpeciedly under the chin,

That punchk had Punter's weight
behind it. Bunter’s weight was no light
matter. . ;

Smithy went over with a erash, the
cricket stump flying across the study
and clattering in the fender.

“Uh erikey 1 gu?cd Bunter. ;
He gave the Bounder one Dblink
through his big spectacles. Smithy was
sprawling on his back, spluttering.

Bunter had kuvocked him down—
fairly knocked him down. But what
he would do when he got up again was
awiul to contemplate. )

Bunter did not stay to contemplate it

Bunter flew.

It was only & few moments before

the door as BSmithy

Vernon-Smith, crimson  with fury,
serambled to his feet. But those few
moments were enough for Bunter.

Wever had the fat Owl carried his

.oight slong so rapidly.
?F\icn |i'.uaE enra Ed Eounc’iar glared

out of the study, Bunter had vanished.
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¢ 1 {hink it best to take my nephew away from Greylrlars," sald Ca Vernon. “‘As you think best, of course, sir! ** sald

Mr. Quelch.

And he stayed vanished till the Remove
went i {o third scheol.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Koows How !
HBEAET [* groancd Billy Duster.

But il was & silent groaun.
After dinner the Owl of the
Lemove was chieflly occupied
in kecping at a sale distanco [from
Herbert Vernon-Smith. e had dodged
him after third school, ho had dedged
hir: after dinner, and iuia_ fat mind was
eoucentrated on continuing to dodge
i till Bmithy recovered from the
eicets of that unexpecied upper-cut
Study o, 4,

So Duuier, for once, was nel repos-
ing in un armchair in the Rag orv
havuting the school shop, as was his
cuzlome on i half-holiday.

Away frenn his usual havnts, the fal
(vl loitered wnder thn old Grevivars
wlz, hoping 1o see the Boundier pass
in the distance and go out for the
aliernoon—when  the wicked woulid
ceaze feom iroulbling and the weary be
ab resi.

11e had to keep s wary exve open {or
Suiithy, aud nnother wary eyo open for

Vernon., For, now ithat Vernon's nose
vas normal  once more, the shorl-
sirhited Owl was very likely to mislake
ot for tho other. %f he came pear
Vernon, ho might turn ont to Lo

Sruithy—which would be disastrons,

Une of the beasls came towards him
now, aud from the fact that he was walk-
ing with Tomn Redwing, Bunter guessed
wihich beast it was, and he Em{"i?”.‘f
hiotted himsell out of sight behind a
fros.,

Vernon, it war certain, would nol bhe
with Redwing; he had nollung to do

with his onetny’s ehum. Bo it was
Smathe, or which reason Junler
hunted  cover, though probably lie

* This week——

» & | have called to take him away with me now! ** sald the Army man.

would have hunted it in vain had
Smithy been looking for Lim,

As a matter of fact, Binithy was not
Jooking for lhim or thinking of him.
Je was ready io boot Bunter all round
tho gquad if Lo came on him, buk ho was
by no means hunting the alarmed fut
Owl, as Bunter su%;msed. Guite other
matiers were in Smilhy's wmind  thal
sunny Juno afternoon.

Rodwing was in flannels.  Ile had =
place in the Llemove cloven; a vacaut
Hlnnu liad to ho filled, and Bedwing hacl

coen given his chanee.

Siithy, bilterly as he felt his own
exclusion, was glad that his el was
to play—it was rather his way to uege
Redwing's elaiing, in sceson and out of
seasor; and, in fact, ho could guess
that the captain of (he Remove had
strelehied a point in Redwing’s favour
as & sorb of make-weight for his own
exclusion.

“It'a rotton, Bmitly 1"
Lewrd Redwing's voice as ihe two
juniors came along. ™I wish yon were
1 the game, though 1 you were, I sup-
pose I shouldn’t be.”

“1'm glad you're in, at any rate, old
clhap 1 ’

“Bowe fellows wonldn't be, as it'a
your place I've been given.”

“No,” said lbhe Bounder. "“That’s so,
Beddy. You seo, U've pgobt my good
poiuts—one or two. I'mn _%::-H;.r glad
vou'vn gol a show, and you knew it.”

“Yes, 1 know it, Bwithe, I—1 wish
vou'd pet over that fatheaded feud
with Vernon, and——"

“Likely ' The Bounder's tong
Liecamne scolling at once. "Il geb over
it when the rat gets out of my school—
ot before! And perhaps 1 shall be
abile lo help him out ™ -

“lor poodness’ sake, Smtlhy, pet
that rolien idea out of your head!
Ilave you furgotten what happened
only last woeek ¥ ecxclaimed Tedwing,
in alarm.

illy Bunter

Billy PBunter gnaked. The Iwo
juniors had come to 4 stop, and YVernon-
2mith was leaning an the muossive old
trunk that Lid Bunder.

Had ho passed ronnd the old eln, he
must have seon the fat junior, aud only
too well Bunler kpnew whai fo expect
if he did. _

The dismayed fal Owl tried {0 sup-
press his breathing,

Vernon-Smilly, leaning on the ohn,
hiz hands driven deep into his pockets,
looked at Redwing's disroayved faeo as
his clin  stood  focing  him.  Tho
Bounder had a mocking look in his
CYea,

“YFoure poing Lo pluy ericket this
afternoon, Reddy., ' pushed out by
thot rat! Well, [ may find somecthing
elso to do while he's pulting up lus
hat-tricks for the Removo 1™

*“1If you play a mad trick like that
agait, Smithy, it will be tho finish for
you herel Mo amount of evidence will
convince Quelch next {ime!  What-
ever's done will be pul down to youl
Have a little sensa !

“Think I'in o foel ¥ =aid the Bounder
contempluously.  “That chicken won't
fight again! T've worked that for all
it's  worth—amd come 8 precions
mucker, too! 1'm paying a friendly
call this aflcrnoon, Lieddy.”

*Where, then ¥ asked Redwing un-
casily.

- at about Laniliain Chase ¥

“You've going there sgain? Smithy,
POl "
}“Ha; I'm not poing there,  Dear
Berfie's going thern!™ erinned the
Bounder. “I've fooled that Army goat
like that once; 1'm poing fo fool him
againl Now thot Bertie's lost his red
nose il's an casy gam ;

“You can't fool tho man like thet
twice, Smithy ! He will spot you—and

(Continued on page 16.}
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i b decs vou won't get awar witlioul
a lwkipg”

“I'tl ¢chance that,”

"It why?”  exclaimed Redwing,
fronlled and disteessed.  “ After all,
the man spoko up for you lhere, Suilhy
==he pulled you through.”

“That's whyl” =aid the Dounder
wipckingly, "1 want to know why he
pulled e iluougle. I want to spol bis
game, Weddye. I want to kpow what
lre's doiug ab Lantham Chase, where he
Bves in two o Lheee rooms oul of a
hundreed, like a 13t in o corner of a
barn, and pays a big rent, that he cun’t
allord, for it I've known for a long
tie thal the mee’s ap o seanelhing,
atel [ wont {0 koow whot 1"

“Lven O that's eo, Swnithy, it's no
busitess of voges,™

Lt T jeerad the Bounder, ¥ Ko
bigney of wine —if joe didu’t bargo inde
v aflaies b Whe did e =end his nephoew
leve Why didd Lie draz e back from
Courtlield SBlativn when T waz going to
clear, sl e pate of thoem would have
been dene with e Why did he pull
mee Aeeoagl wille e Lead ¥ Why s
e determiped that st any price Beelie
Viorson mid T shall be abt e =opoe
sehool—lor 1hat'z whal W toines o7
Wi 1"

“I ean’L make iU all owl, Snsithy.
gl me—e

CWell, TMen groanze Too a1 o 1V
sl fle Booader, with grisn bitverneess,
“Thal mans un 4o s grarm—- jind
Head faecans Lo souee ol af Toul play.
:Ill-l'l"""'-':u

“=ridloy 1Y

“That wan,™ went on the Bowder.
“15 hard vz wail: D le's gob Tns ol
ot b—he's Foand of (hiat Iri'|-F1|=11.' of his,
atl preud of ! Lo everviiogg ol
s qusb haed sleel. There's precions
Tittle thet e wendd slap al, Tedidy,
1rx ?riit. ]li.'-i E-i.ill.”". LET'S [flj' .lli.":- |:‘."'}hl_'1|'.'|‘ﬂ
advapdage | Awd bir's gol L mmappid
ol fo score, sotenow, by planting
Buetic Veronon lewe, ab my elbow,”

“ How coubl o possibily bepeD o, or
Vernon, Bunthyr Youw're talking sheer
rod 1

“Ldon'y know--vet, Bul Ui roiuge {o
koo ! Whether that rat iz in the
pravoe or el Do e sove, bal the gdd s
are that he 15 dne . 10 he ds 1 shall
kuow nx mel as bee doos slter o 10lc
with fhe dear old caplain—a: Berie 1

“You can's do it Smathy 1M

“Uan't I joered the Bounder,

“ You catd'l gt e man'z ronfidenee Ly
prolending 10 be soachody he frasls—=
Swthy, you ¢an'd 1Y

ol af the pair of thew arve in e
= Bcheme up ogainet e snee ped
Simithy. " A 1o leave thom lo carry
on beeanse 'me too jolly particular to
et jnfovmalion 1 1ho only way pes
eibde? [l wated 911"

Tue Mauxer Lipiagt.—No. 1637,

THE MAGNET

“In tliat ease, perhaps; but it's all
rot, Smithy—utter rot *

“Wa shall see. I'm going to know
whether it’s rot or not, |1:1:,.?hmf.'; anicl

- if I spot the game that rat mayi't be

at Greyfriars much longer 1 snid the
Dounder. "I may be able to put a
spoke in his wheel—without getiing
sacked for it this time! There's some-
thing underhand going on, Reddy, and
T'vo kuown that for some time. MNow
I'm going to know what it 151 And
wheir L know I may have the upper
hand of that cad !

“I's all rot, Bmithy "

“Leave it at that, then!" said the
Dounder lightlv., “I may have news
for you when I come in, Reddy., L'pa
going, anyvhow™

*1 wish you wouldn't, old chap! It's
not right, and—and that Aruoy man is
a dangerons man to play cheeky tricks
ol—'

*A dangerons man, if yon like 1
egveed the Doander.  “A dangerous
man, up 1o some rotlen schome, and
'uy going to spot him, "There's Cherry
yoelling 1o you, Reddy. Get off to the
cricket 1™

“Emithy, don't gal”
Redwing earnostly.
coine of ik and—"

“ Rat 17

The Bounder detached himsell from
the elin and walked away.

Biab Cherry's voice was calling.

“Tumblo up, Reddy #

Redwing, with & clonded face, went
over o join the ervickelers. And 1Lilly
Buuter, at long last, was able lo emerge
from cover!

Huithy went fnto the ITouse, Bill
unter saw Toan Redwing pause an
glanes after his chium as Le disappeared.

LRedwing’s face was dark and his
heat,  was  heave.,  Tho  obstipale
Bounder had 1o have bis own way; he
wits determined Lo ride over to Lantham
Chaso  dbat  alternoon, and he was
ol i, .

Tam Kedwing, as hie watched im ol
of =izht, litile dreamed how long it
wits I be Lefore he saw  Herboert
Verngn-Swith i,

vrged  Tom
®* Bome Lavie will

- s

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Tipped on the Telephone !

i UM sard  IMobson of the
LT R

He blinked at the wicket,

Froog the Tlemose follows

vortnd Has Bl enme a chieery showd.

*Well bowled

“iood e, Verpon !

Hobliba ol 17 Bl was o0 good man
witle the willow. Ile had had a happy
anticepation of kuocking up number-
loss puns arainzk  the  Iomove—y o,
aftec all, were only Lower Fourth, arl
el o the same streel with the Bhell as
cricket=1u the opinion, al least, of all
mhell follows,

Ll Hobdy had o thinlk again when
e opeped the innings for Lis Fovm
mied Vernow of the Remove bowled the
hir-l over.

Holiby hid Thres navrow ezcapes and
ner runy, ated the fonrilh boll of the aver
Found o chisk in his avmour.  James
Johzon gazed moarnfully at a spread-
cagled wickel and departed eadly.

The caplain of the Shell was oub for
a big round (0. And he warned tho
uexl man in fo look out for that new
Lieamove kid!

Kest man in looked out, accordingly;
bt it hooted him mob! Carr of the
Shell did not guite know how {hat
teicky Lol eluded the willow, DBuat he
ko Pl il did, for it levelled Lis

le*.;-si,tlunp!, and i:i-.I I{,ﬁ‘] ;.Iadlrail back
woarkly Lo wony 0 B 0,
*Steward, old m&n,”iaid Hﬁﬂsnn, io
tho third man on {he list. " You've got
e slop that swab ™

“Um ! was Btewnrt's veply.

e was geing to do las best, but ha
was far from sure of stopping tho
swab | Ilis doubls were justificd, as
was made plain when his middle stump
was rooled out, leaving his wicket look-
ing rathes toolliless.

* Bravo, Vernon I

" Good mant?

“The jolly oid Lat trick " roared Dob
Cherry, waving his cap in the air.
“Lan that man bow]®”

“Can het” chuckled 1larry Wherlon,

“The canfulness is terrific 1™ grinued
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singl.

If Ilarry Wharton had had any doubts
of his wisdom in putting Vernon in end
leaving Vernon-Smitlh out ey would
have been banished now,

Beginuing thoe inniugs with 1he hat.
trick was really as mweh ss the most
exacling criclet caplain could hueve
asked of any bowler. Boertio Vernow
was 4 prize-packet for the Jlcmove
eleven; there could be ue doull sbous
that.

Lven ihe Fouuder, perhaps, would
have admilled it, had he been prescns
to witness the hat trick. Dut s
Bounder was far away, covering tho
miles {o Lantham Chasgo on his bicyele,

There wero cheory faces in the
Remove field.  1Plenly of fellows had
fm.l,hﬂred rovnd to wately the ganw, o
arger crowd than uswally honourcd o
jumtor mateh. The new Remove bowler
was worth walching., Even some iflh
Form men were alivacted io the junior
groul,

Coker of thoe Vilih confided fo Lis
friends Potter and Grecne that he conld
hardly have done better than that him-
self | Toller aud Greeno hearlily
arroed thab Coker couldun't ]

Hurree Jamsel Roam Singh took 1he
next over and accounted for the wicket
of Ilosking of the Shell.

Clawde Ioskius knew wore about
minzie that ho Enew about ceicke!  still,
he could Bat, On this occasion be sues
cecded i kuocking tho ball fairly it
n rvepdy palip—thal of Vernon of the
Remove,  And there was o roar:

“Well canght, YVernont”?

The Bhell  nings  wont
huapapily. )

A stared was made o hittle Jaboy in
the Tnoing:, amd runs went up, gl
Ilobby walched from the pavilion wiih
u fweo vather like o Deddle.  Jo wan
clear that that nniugs was nel geing
to last anyUing ke =o long as Hobhy
had coulidently exprected, And ib was
cgually clear that the moerey wen of
the Lemwove were nol going w have &
high fgure to beal.

The score stood st uorly when lasl
it wenl in—pob @ tord of the hearn
ihat Iobly & Co. had banked o

M when  Dertie Vernon  bowled
Iast wnnn for a duck Jarmes Hobzon felt
that there were no words that could
do juslice 1o the siluation.

A very cheery Geld came off alter that
TN, :

Lo Bedwing, who had_mwade a good
calel in the ficld and pul i a coupls of
overs as a chanpe bowler, though wilh-
onl, capturing any wickels thercby, was
logking bright sud cheerful, end had,
for the time, forgollen the reckless, and
perhaps perilows, advonture on which
his chum was engaged thal afternoon.
He was rewminded of it by # fat voico
at the pavilion.

“I =say, you
Vernon i

“ Just under yvour noze, old [ul Owl
answered Bob Cherry.

=ik

follows, where's



“1 say, Vernon—
“Don't bother I*? sald Bertie.
“Ohb, really, Vernon .
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“Oh, all right, then!” grinned
Bunter. “1 won't tell you, then! He,
he, he! I say, you fellows, what do
you ihink Smithy is up to this after-
noon I

Tom Redwin ave a atart as he
hesrd that, IHe knew what Herbert

Vernon-8mith was up to that after-
noon, _atid it dawned on bim now that
the fat Owl of the Remove knew alsc:

He set hia ips with vexation.

It was bad erpugh for the Bounder
tu engage in such a questionable pro-
ceeding, without having it talked of
up and down the Remove. Smithy was
in bad odour already, and this was
likely to add to it: but if Bunter some-
how had found it out, there was ne
bottling up Buntir

* Bnnthy I” repeated Bob Cherry.
"(Old S8mithy ragging somebody 1

*“He, he, he ! Yes, rather” chuckled
Bunter. " 'in not going to tell Vernon
as he can’t be civilk He'd jolly wuli
like to know| He, he, he1?

“ Shut up, you fat ass!"” muttered

Tom Redwing.
Bunter b}iiﬁ;cd at him.

“Ql, really, Redwing! You jolly
well know, the same as I do! He, he,
Bel I say, suppose that coffee-coloured
¢ld sportsman spots him—what 7%

“Will you shut up®”

“No!" retorted Bunter indepen.
dently. “1 jolly well won’tl hy
should I If Smithy wants a fellow to
keep things dark he shouldn't get after
s fellow with a cricket stump i

“What is that fat ass burbling
about?” asked Bob Cherry,

“What does it matter?” said Harry

Wharton. " Duzz off, Bunter! You
open the innings, Bob.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Oh, ring off., Bunty, old fat bean 1

snid Peter Todd. “You talk foo much,
old porpoise! Go and burble some-
where ‘elzse, there’s a good barre} 1”

“0h, reslly, Toddy—*

“Dry up, anyhow " said Harry.

Bertie Vernon moved aeross to the
fat Owl. He was interested now. The
mention of the coffec-coloured old
eportsman put him on the scent; he
could guess that that was Bunter's
elegant description of the dark-com-
plexioned captain, Jf Vernon-Smith
wasd playing some trick with Captain
Vernon as the intended victim the
captain’s nephew wanted to know.

“What is it, Bunter? he asked
auictly.

The fat Owl blinked at him.

“¥ou can jolly well find cutl” he
answered, “1 was poing to tell you,
but as you can’t be civil I jolly
wor't] See? I dow't care f Smithy
pulls the old bean's leg.”

“Do you mean my uncle ! muttared
e o 1 d d perl

“ Perhnps o, and perhaps 1
don’ I retorted Bunter. “1 may have
heard Smithy telling a c¢hap what he
was going to do, and 1 may notl If
vou can't be civil, I certainly shan't
tell you anything! I say, though, do
on think the old bean would take

mithy for you, same as he dJdid that
doy when Bmithy took a party over Lo
the house? He, he, he ™

Vernon's eyes glinted,

“8o that's it, is it 7” he muttered.

“Find out!” retorted the astute Owl,
“I'm nqt_ﬁumg to tell you if you can's
speak cvilly to a fellow. Smithy may
have gone over to Lantham Chase on
his jigger, and be may not. He may
be going o pull the old bean’s leg
liko he did before, and he may notl
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Find out if you want to know! Hee "
Bertia Vernon had found out quite
as inuch as he wanted to know. He
turned away from Bunter with a dark
brow, _
His enemy was at his fricks again.

It was wquite likely that Captain
Vernon unght be taken in by such
trickery. at actually had happened

only twa or three weecks ago, when
Bmithy had taken a paity of fellows
over to Lantham Chase, playing the
garh of his double and completely
oodwinking the captain, keen as he
wes. Now, if Bunter had it right, he
was st the same impudent game again,

Bertie stood thinking it over, with a
knitted brow.

If that was how Herbert Vernon-
Smith  was orcupied it was easy
encugh to put paid to it now that he
knew., His uncle did not know that
he was playing cricket that afternoon,
and would net be surprised to see him
ride over on his bicycle on n hali-
holiday.  Everything was in the
Bounder's favour for the success of his
trick—exeept the circumstance that the
fat Owl had become wise to it

Bertie left the pavilion at last and
walked away to the House.

He had plenty of time on his hands:
Wharton and Bob Cherry were open-
ing the innings for the Remove, znd
Vernon was down last on the list; he
was not likely to be wanted for a good
time to come.

What Bertie wanted was a telephone.
The Bounder, in his E!m, wnulE have
scouted to find a beak’s study un-
occupied, and borrowed the telephone
without leave asked or given. That
waa not Bertie's way. But, for once,
he took a leaf out of his rival's book.
Mr. Quelch would have given him
leave to speak home on the telephone
in his study, but he did not want his
Form-master to hear what he had to
say. His feelings were bitier enough
towards Herbert Vernon-Smith, but'iﬂ
did vot want to be placed in the posi-
tion of giving him away to a master.

It was easy enough, as several of the
stall had gone out that fine afternoon,
and Prout never locked his study door.

Soon after entering the Houss, Bertie
was standing at the telephone in Mr.

‘Prout’s study and ringing up Lantham

Ghaism
His uncle's rather hard voice
answered.

“ Bertie speaking.”

“0Oh, what is it?®  Thers was &
sharp note in the captain's voice. “1
hope you are not going to tell me of
mors trouble with your relative.

have asked you to be patient for a fow
dﬁgzg Sthat is not much to ask, I
think.

“MNothing of the kind, uncle,”

“Then what 13 it§"

“I am playing cricket this afternoon,
The malch won't be over much before
lock-up.’

“Well i -

“1f you get & visitor it won!t be me.”

The jumior heard Capiain Vernon,
at the other end, catch his breath.
The captain’s wvoica was strangely
altered aa his reply came.

“3peak plainly, Bertiel Do you
mean that your relative is coming
here?’ The Army man’s voice was
low and tensa.

“1 can’t be sure. I've had it from
& silly ass of o fellow who is always

gabbling some nonsense. But if he was
telling the truth, 8mith is going to
play his rotten trick again of coming

over 83 me and faking vou in. If he
does, vou'll know that I'm at the school
playing ¢ricket.”

“Thank you, Dertio. I shall be on

7

my guard. The young rascal will not
deceive me agaip I* ]
Bertic rang off and left the Fifth
Form master's study
He went back to the cricket field
with a rathoy sour amile on his face,

If the Bounder was playing that trick
again he was this time playing it once
too often, and Bertie had no doubt
that Captain Vernon would lay his
Malaeca cane round the spoofer as a
reward for his trickery. ‘

It might he o lesson to him to quit
borrowing a fellow’s name.

Bertie Vernon went back to the
cricket, satisfied with having put paid
to thd Bounder's gama; but g,ur—-—?err
far—from guessing what waa to be the
outeome, or the strange and startling
l:hnn%aj it was to make in his life at
Greyiriars Schoal,

Sy oy

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Laying the Snare !

APTAIN VERNON put up the
receiver at Lantham Chase,
He stood for some minutes
looking out of the window of
the room, across ghe stone terrace out-
side, at the green park glimmering in
the June sunshine,

The expression on his face was
strange.

From that window he had a partial
view of the long avenue that eurved
through the woodlands of the Chase—
the way the expected visitor would
arrive.

S0 that insolent young cub was com-
ing to play over again the impudent,
disrespectful trick he had ]:]fﬂjl'pﬂ
before—poesibly with success, if the 1n-
terided victim hed rict been warned.

Twice at least Captain Vernon had
been deluded by the resemblance
batween the cousing, and it was guite
on the cards that he might have been
deluded again. MNow he kmew what to
expeck. i

It was 8 strange, grim expression
that came over his dark-complexioned
face. He moved at last and went out
of the room into the flagged hall.

Only three or four rcoms.in all the
great mansion wero ﬂﬂ(ﬂ.lﬁl]ﬂ& I%'htile
present  tenant of Lantham B2a.
They were in the old west wing, under
the tall turret that rose high over the
tree-tops. .

The main building and the east win
were closed and locked; gar?fa an
stables were closed and locke The
new tenant of old Bquire -Luscombo's
mansion lived, as the Bounder had
spid, like & rat in a corner of a barn.
For no reason that could be gucssed
he paid high rent and rates on an Im-
mense place for which he had no use.

‘The few rooms that he used opened
on that little flagged hall, wilh the
stone terrace in fromt, the turret-room
above,

Captain Vernon went out on the
tervace, ond stood there for some
minutes, looking towards the avenue.

Eut thers was no sign of an arrival
ye "

It was a long hike ride from Grey-
friars school—eight or nine milea
Vernon-Smith had been covering thoso
miles, on his jigger, while his double
was plaving cricket: but he had not yet
coveted the distance.

The Army man went in again, at the
door from the terrace. In the flagged
hall he ealled:

13 Hunt !?.I‘

; H]::s man came from tha rooms at the
B,
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“I am going up to_ the tureef,
Hunt ! esid Ceptain Vernoen.
Mastor Bertio comes in, send him up
rlicras 10 me.”

" Yes, sir,”

Captain Vernon wont up tho steep,
narrow stair, that led up to {he high
fureret. ] .

Old Hunt glanced after him, curi-
onely, as he went: ho had been struek
bv tho strapge set expression on the
captain's face.

From 1ho stair, the Army man looked
Lack,

“* Hunt M

L Eil.. [IJ

“When the boy comes up to the
iyrret, shut the door on the terrace,
lock tt, and take gway the key.” ,

Old Hunt gave a slight start. Elis
eves fixed on the captain’s, on the torret
glair, & gleam coming into them,
Fvidently old Hunt sead something in
the cuptain’s faco and the caplain’s
words, and understood 'Wha_t. was 1in
hhis mmaster’s mind—whatever it was !

“1 get vou, sir ! said Huni.

o shuffled awey.

Captain Vernon went on up the sleep
stair, 1o thoe little landing above, and
stepped. into the turret-room. ;

1t was a large and airy room, plainly,
but comfortably furnished. There wery
dust-sheets over the furniture: ihe
room had vot been wsed since tho cap-
tain had become the tenant of Lantham
Chnse, But it was kept clean and tidy
az if ready for an occupant.

Two large windows, in deep om-
brasures in the thick eld walls, gave
wide views over the surronnging
country, To cach window, was fitied a
new shuller added ducing the captain's
lenancy, ;

Tho shutlors opened inwards. Tach
was forined of strong wooden bars, por-
miliing a view oulside, when they were
clozed.” But the spaces between tho bars
were narrow.  Shut, ﬂ;&j’ cavo rai:lmr
the fwpression of a prisen cell. Lach
slmiter was fAtted with s patent lock.
that ¢losed with a spring, buat eould
vily be opened by a special key.

U the occasion when Smithe, plav
ing il part of his cousin, had brought
a surprise party 1o Lantham Chase,
ther had vieited the turret-room: ond
the Bounder and Harry Wharlon & Co.
had Dbeen rather puzzled by those
shutters,

Why tho captain had had ihewm fited
to the windows of the old turret-room
wns dillicult to guess,

‘Lhe Famous Five, certainly, had not
sivenn el thoopht to the maller, as
they were nob specially coneerned abont

Captain Vernon's business,  Duat the
Doyder had, He liad been erplexed,
and vaguely suaspicious: though lis

hi;sPiciaua had vob taken any delinite
shape.

Dut his disirust of the cold, darlk,
hard-faced Army man was so deep that
anything a litlle out of the ecominon
was cuough to wake Smithy =uspicicna,
Aud there wos no doubt that theve
were 8 gootl many things out af the
comuion al Lautham Chase—the shut-
fors 1 the turect, wilh their patent
loedis, most porplexing of all,

Tlicse alm?lm's wore wide open now,
The captain glanced from the window
ithat overlooked the svenue. Wo one
wia lo be seen there so {ar,

iz next proceedings wern strangn
enourl. e removed tho dusl-covers
o Hwe furotfure amd the bed in the
corper. It looked as #f he was making
the Gorct-roomn ready for occupalion,
He rolled them in & bundle, and threw
the noplle inlo & cuplhoard.

Tl be took up his post at the win-
dow neain, leanigy on the stone em-
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brasure, and watching the avenue with
intent eyes.

Hoe bhad yet eome time to wait, But,
at lenelh, 8 cyelist came into sight,
challmg up the avenue towards the
OIS0, )

Tho captain watched him with intent
QyCa.

Even the man who knew Bertie Ver-
nen so well, the man who had taken his
father’s place, could not have told, at
the distance, whether the junior on the
hicycle was Bertie Vernon or Herbert
Vertion-Smith.

As  Dhe watched the cyclist draw
nearer, an cxpression of doubt camo
over the Army man'’s faco.

If Bertic was playing ericket at Grey-
friars; this was Vernon-Smith. But he
did I:mt look like Vernon-8mith, by his
garo.

_Bmithy's clothes wero always expen:
sive, but not, perhaps, in the best of
taste, Tho school rules on the subject
kept him within bounds; but  ho
geuerally stretohed those rules as far as
ho could. Hoe had taste for colour, and
ho liked faney waistcoats. Ho was,
perhaps, a little loud. Bertie waz guite
the reverse,

Tho cyelist wore a quict dark suit.
There was nothing about him to leap to
the eyc—as only toe often there was
alhout Smithy.

The captam watched him dubicusly.

Had DBertie come, after all?

Then a bitter sarcastic smile erossed
his lips! He remembered what had
happened on the day of the surprise
party. On that occasion, the astuto
Bounder had  borrowed  Vernon’s
clothes, Vernon having changed to go
te a matince at the Courtfield theatro.

No doubt he had played a similar
irick again. That dark suit looked
liko Bertio’s Sunday suit. Easy encugh
for an unscrupulous trickster to get it
out of hiz box in the Remove dormi-
It{:;‘:.*—lE Bortic was plaving ericket!
Lhat garb was a part of the fellow’s
trickery |

The captain’s lips set in a hard line.

He stepped back from the window,
closed tho shutter, and snapped the
loek shut, He orossed to the other win-
dow, and locked that ehutter also.

The room was still light, the bright
Junoe eunlight streaming in between
the wooden bars. But there was now
no escape from the turret-roomwn, save
by way of the narrow door. '

Captain Vernon seated himself on a
gctiee by the side of the doorway. Jle
sat there and waited,

few minutes later there was o
goniid of footsteps and voices below,

“Ts my uncle in, Hunt?”

It would have been diffieult to sav
whether {hat veice was Vernon's or
Vernon-Smith's.  In every tone thwy
were alike. But the capiain’s cars wero
surpicionsly intent now: perhaps ho
dotected a difference.

“In the turrch, sir I came old Hunt’s
answer.,  “The master said you were to
go up, if yen eame tlus afternoon,
Master Deortie™

“* Righi-ho 1"

There wasz a step on the {nrret stair.
The Bounder of Greyfriars was com-
ine—he little knew to what!

r—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Caught in the Trap !

ERBERT VERNON -SMITI
was lpcrfrmtl:r cool, as be caumne
up tho turret stair.
Ho had little, or rather no
fenr, of detection,
Twice the captain had taken him for

his nephew: why should he not iake
himi for hia mephew apain, when he
come in s nephew's name,

Smithy had left nothing to chaneco.

Ho had taken Vernon's dark suit
from Vernon’s box in the dormitory,
and dressed in it. Ho had a straw hat
with Vernon's pame in it. Very care-
fully he had exeluded everything dis.
tinctive from his attive, in the way of
expensive piis or sleovedinks, Indhis
present outht ewy Greyiriarcs man, oven
the Remove mastor himself, would
doubtless have taken him for Bertis
Vernon, Why should not the captain?

Of Billy Dunter's babble, and of the
telephono call from the scheool, the
Dounder, of course, knew nothing.

MNot for & moment did it cross his
mind that anyone but Tom Redwing
knew of his intention: least of sll that
the man at Lantham Chase had been
warned, and put on his guard.

Keen as he was, wary as he was, (e
Bounder of Greyfriars was walking into
the snare Wwith his eyes shut,

He suspected the Army man—he dis-
trusted him~lie was sure, in his own
mind, that {he mman wa: up to some-
thing, and that it was something
hostile to himsclf, On that point he
had no doubt. It scemed to Lim like
if mot certain, that Bertic knew &i
about it. If so, all he had to do was te
pump the Army man—who, thinkin
that he was speaking (o Bertie, wnulg
speak  frecly.,  That wus  Smithy's
auﬁlfﬁc schemeo,

i3 manncer was perfectly cool and
casy as he walked into the turret-room,

As the captain was secated on the
settee by the wall, at the side of the
doorway, he passcd him without for
the moment secing-him.

Glancing round, he saw him,

He had taken off his straw hat a= he
came in, A3 if by chance, he held it
with tho crown towards himself, o that
the captain, looking at him, could
hardly fail to notieo the name “H.
Vernon ™ inside. The Bounder was too
keen to negleet a single detail that
would help on his imiposturoe.

“0b, hero vou are, uncle!” ho said.
“I thought 1I'd run over, as it's a halfs
holiday at the school.”

Captain  Vernon nodded without
rising.

81k down, Berlie ! ho said, waving
his hand towards tho osk setteo by the
fircplace. “LU'm glad you've comel As
it heppens, 1t suits me particularly to
sce you this aftcrnoon ™

“Then I'm glad I camop over.”

The Bounder lounged across lo the
settee. &nd sab down on it his back to
the wall. Ile glanced rather curiously
at the closed shuttera.

Why ibey were eclosed on o bright
gummer’s day ho could not know, but
he was glad of it; the closed ehulters
subducd the bright light, and made it
less likely {lien ever thab tlhe eaptain
would detect that ihe visilor was not
his nephew..

“"No more trouble with your cousin
Bmith, I hope?” drawled the Army
man, his eyes resting on the =choolboy
facing him agross {he lurret-room.

Smitliv's eyes glinled for a second.

The Verpons, among themaolves,
always referved Lo him ais © Sinitl,” not
as Vernon-SBmith. It was a trifling
thmﬁ, but it roused deep bitterness in
the Bounder. 11 was part and parcel
of what e called the * Vernon swank.”

But Fnilhy was not the follow o
botray Limself! Ile suswered exactly
s Herlie Yorvon might Lhave done,

“ No=thao rotler seeins to bo behaving
himself, olier the leszon he had lask
W Q‘E‘;E.” Lle gave me o message for you,
utiele.
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p did you wander off ? ** e:-;l:imed rr:; Wharton, angrily and impatiently. ** The fleld’s walting, you

** Bother Quelch | ** hooted the

“0h, yes, rather!” answered Smithy,
as he had no doubt that Bertic Veruomn
woitld have answered.

fathead T ** " Yes, but—— ' stammered Vernon. ** Quelch sent for me—*
Greyfriars skipper. *' Get out to your wicket ! **
“Loadeod ! What 15 the messaga?” tessiv.,  That maitered nothing! What
“Clhat e owes yoa pothing for else? .
getiing hin off with the licad! That Yot he rose to his feet, bis heart
it suited  your game, somehow; he beating strangely.

docen't know Low™

Sunithy was rather glad to get that
oft Lis chicst as he was fairly certamn
thut Dertic had uvever passed om that
messape ! e wanled the Army man
to kuow. )

Captain Verpon staried o little,

9o thal i Smiath’s view, i3 ib¥Y he
gaid.

“Phat's what he said!®

“A wvery hkeen yourg rascal 1™ said
Captuin Vernsn, *Vay heen indeed!
Too leen for his ewn good, perhaps.”

Troem below a so.ad came—that of o
closing door.

Old Hunt had :het the door on tha
terrace. 1t scemes! {o Sinithy that he
cuught another, and fainter sound, that
followed—Lhe elick of a key! Why had
Lthe wan loclked that door Y

Up 1o that mement the Bounder had
boon full of cool confidence.

But that =sound frem below struck
Lim steaneely, ‘

Ouee belote, in that reom wilh the
captain, he had [olt 2 ctrange eerie

retmonitton of peril—a fceling he could
wardly understand,  Un that occaston,
hiz chum Redwing had been walting
for Lim en tho lerrace.  Now he was
hore alune! )

Smithy had a nerve of jron! But
there was somethinog bodeful in that
rountd of the closing and locking door
below. ‘The feeling in his breast, vazue
@5 ik was, was sirong.

Yot what had be to fear?

1F the man found hno out, he could
hurdly ecxpect o get away without a
Lhrpshing  for his dmpostare,  There
was bolliog to be afreid of in that—he
Lad Lnvvn that cisk, el faced it care-

The door below was locked—why?
The shutters of the turrct-room wers
closed and locked-—thore was no way
cut, save by the door, by which the
Army man sat, And, as Smithy rose,
the captain rose wlse, and stood in the
doorway, almost flling the narrow
space ;

Stravgely, eerily, the fecling came
over =nithy of being like & rat in a

trap! ] .

'ﬁm captain was smiling—a sirango
smile | ]

The silence lasted less than a minuto
—but it scemed ages long to the
Bounder of Greyfriars. Danger—un-
foreseen, undreamt of danger, was in
the air{ Ilis brain rejected the idea—
but all his nerves, all his instinels, told
him so.  Smithy would have given
muel, at that moement, never to have
colerad  the turret-room of Lantham
Chaso i

‘The captain broke the silence.

"You still wish to leave Grevlviars?”
he asked.

SBmithy felt o sense of velicf at ihe
quesiion, Uhe captain was speaking to
hirn as Boertie—he :uspected nothing !

“Oh! Yeal™ he answerad.  “1've
had enouch of—of Swith 17

“You zhall have vour woay!? saud
Captain  Vernon., “You lcave the
school to-day.™

“0h ™ gaspoed Smithy. _

If the man meant that—if Berlie was
leaving CGreyiviars——that was all he
warpled ! Bt what did that sivange
smile o the mman’s face mean?

“Yon would rather stay bere than
refurn lo the school ¥ went on Camain
Vernon.

“It iz settled, then!” said the Army
man. “ You remsin! Do you care [or
this a3 your room here?”

“Yes; best room in the place, I
think ! said Smithy,
“That alsa 13 setiled, then!™ said

if

Captain Vernon liave every hopo
that yvou will find this reom comiorl-
uble. aal that you will not chenge your
mind when it 18 too late, and desire to
return to the sehool. Roemain®

o stepgnd back from the doorwoy
io the landing.

The door snapped shub

LHerbert Vernon-Smnith stood as il
tranzfixed.

For a long moment his brain was in
u whivl, A leck had snapped fast as
the door shut. Ile was locked in the
turrct-room. The window shutters were
closed aud locked! He was a prisoner.

He stood without metion, withoul
sound! A prisonerl That present-
ment of danger had not been un-
founded. A prisoner! Dot what Jid

it—what could it mean? Was the man
out of lis senses? If not, what did it
uscan ?

He panied.

He lacw now-—he did not neesd
telling—that the man had not been de-
eeived=—he had known who tho visiior
waz when thoe Bowmwler endered, Ho
had not, for 8 momenl, token hum {ov
Derlio—lie had known!l The Bounder
realized, in dizzy bewilderment, why
tho door below had been cloged and
locked—it was in case ho had contrved
to dodge out of the turret-room before
the daar shob on him! It wasg all cul
ated dreied, then |

Bl whar Jdid it mean?
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Was (his some sort of grotesque
runishment that the man was inflicting
on him for his attcmpt at imposturc?
Or what?

: '{f:e Bounder of Greyiriars stirred at
as

Ie crossed to the door and struck on
it with his clenched fist. “The only
cars to hear were thosze of the captain
and luz servant:; and old Hunt, plainly,
was in this] But ho struck, and struck,
aud struck again on the i‘m;rd omk, &
sirange fear mingling with his rage.

Iiut thers came npo answer to his
kuocking | The sound echoed down the
turret stair, but if it reached ony cars,
thevy gave no heed.

The Bounder desisted at last.  Ho
threw himseli on the cak setlec, paut-
inr—howildered—onraged—io waik !

Faor what?

Ile did not know!

— e

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFTER.
Very Sudden !

£ ADPTAIN VERNON, =ir!”

Mr. Queleh rose politely to

hia feot,

Ile bad heard & car drive
up to the House, and a minule lalce
Trotter announced the caller.

Clallors—ospecially in the shape of
parents or relatives of his boyz—werc
not particularly welcome to the Remove
masier, bub they were one of the n-
flictions that a schoolmaster Lad Lo
cidure.

Oueleh smiled as politels as e could
ax Lo ghook hands  with  Capdam
Verno, .

Then ho waved the captain to a
cliniv. Surreptitiousiy, as it were, lis
eye wandered to the clock. Quelen hut
plenly of occupations for his seanly
feisuve hours, and he nouvished an in-
ward bhope (hat the vizitor was not
going fo stay long.

“1 mn sorry to intcrruirt you, Mr.
Quelely, antd T fear that 1 am taking
un your time ! said Captain Vernon,

“Not at all, sirl” pnswered Mo
Quelch, with more politeness  than
veracily.

“1 will be brief, =ic! T have re-
flected o good deal on the lale oceoc-
ronees bere and the possibilily of / re-
purrenee of the trouble, amdt lave
decided o remeove my nephew  from
Greviviavs™

A, Quolch
gligritly.

That decision was, in Lis opinion, o
wise one, Bub b scemed {o hiime (o
have eome rather suddenly,

“Perhaps I should meution, Cuplam
Viernon, that there has, so far, heen ne
veenrrence of that troulda ™ hLie saul.

“The possibility always cxists, socl”
saidd the captain. “1 realise now that
it was injudicious to pluce my nephew
at s cousin's school,™

“DPerliaps you arc right, s said
the Remove master, 1 shall be osorey
in lozo Vernon, who is in mosl respoecrs
ann of the best boys in my Yonn: bt
I hava little doult that he will L
apepier  olscwhere in tho  semewhng
peeculiar eircumstunces

" And the ather boy, alsel™ said the
caploin dryly.

“No doubt1” essented Mre. Quelel.
“ertainly mony difficuliics have arisen
frenn (v boys, so strangely alilic, being
in the same ¥orm tn the samo =chool -
aie] s bas been very much aecen-
iuaied by their mutnal Lostility,”

*You Lave had nndug trouble in Lhis
maiter, sir, which 1s nol fair 1o yon™
saill Ulaptain Vernon, " The radsiale
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was mine. And now that I have fully
considered the matter, 1 feel sure that
it will bo best for all parties for ¥
nephew to be placed at another school.’

“No doubt,” said BMr. Quelch, 1n-

wardly somewhat relioved to hoar the
captain’s decision. “If Vernon leaves
at the end of the term——"
“1'he decision hm‘ing been taken,
sir, there is no occasion for delay,
which may perhaps lead to somo unior-
tunzio occurrenco,” said the captain.
“1 think it best to tekoe my nephow
away at once.” .

“As you think best, of course, sir,"
said Mr. Queleh, *This week—"

“This afternoon,” interjected
caplain, .

Mr., Quelch raised his cyebrows,

It was wise for Vernon fo go fo
another school—he conceded that. Tt
was wise not to delay in carrying out
a judicious decision. DBut this really
was altogether too suwdden and sux-
pristng.

“This afternoon,” repeated the Ie-
move maskor.

“In fact, I have called for him o
take. lim away,” said Captain Vernon.
!_.Elr. Queleh compressed Lis lips a
(A NS

“Ho very sudden an action, sir," he
said, " Keally, sir, it i3 hardly cus-
Lomary=-—="

“Quite s0,” said the captain. 1]
must apologisa for any ineonvenienco
canscd.  Bub the fack is that I have no
time at my disposal. I bave an oppor-
tunity now, sir, of doing some uscful
wark in connection with the: traming
of ihe mpew Militia, and if this
materialiscs, it will tale up my whols
time. I desire to see my nepliew settled
in his uew school before I leave for my
new dutics. The time at my disposal

the

is very brief”

“Io that case, sir, T oguite under-
stamd,”  said  Mr, Quelcl cordially.
“Thoe matler 15, of course, casily
avvanged.”

“No doubt you will cxplain the cir-
cutpstances to the headmaster at vour
teisure, str,™ said the captain. “In the
meantiiee, £ vou will send {ur my
Lnp e r—t

“1 heliova that he is playing ericket
ab 1he present mmowent,”  said M
Queleh, My Form 12 engaged in o
ericloct mateh with anotler Porm, T
vt desica to call lom away from the
LA o

“I am afraid that 1 have no alice-
nakive, sin"

“Yery well,  To that ease, T will send
for lim,™ said Mre Queleh.

Tratder was sonmoncd arain, el
dizpatched 1o call Vernen of {he e
mnove to the House,

Liertie arvived in a fow miinnles. The

temove innings was sl going on, and
Jasy aan in had not yvet Leeo ealled.
Tiut az the eall might e at any
memett pow, hoe was reluctant 1o leave
the pavilion,  Llowever, ss his Foem-
ister hadd s=ent for lainn, {hoere was e
cholee about thatl, aud he came.

He gave his wncle an  inguirine
clanco ns: he enlered, and then looked
ut Alr. Quelcl.

“Veruen, your nucle has decided fo
falke vou away from thius school,” said
Mr. Queleh,

“0h ejaculaied Berlie,

Liis face did not brighten, welcome
a3z ihe news was.  Te was thinking
chiofly of ericket at the moment. 1he
Shell innings had been o triumph for
the new bowler. Ie was locking for-
ward 1o another when Hobson & Co.
tuok their sccond knock, which would
not be long now.

“1 shall be sorry to lose vou, Ver
non,"” eaid the Mewmove master graci-

ously, “but 1 an Lound lo say that I
thipk the decision a wise one, in view
of all the circumstances. Please go
and pack wvour box—"

“"Pack my box!"™ repeated Darbis.
“T'm playing cricket, eir.” ITo stared
rather blankly at Liz Form-masior. .

" Captain Vernon desires you to leave
with Liw ihis aflcrnoon,” said Mr.
Quelch.

“There i3 no time 1o lose, Dertie,
owing fo & change of circumstances,™
said Captain Vernen. "I am sorry o
interrupt your game, but there is mo
chioice in the matfer.”

“But I'n due to bat in a few
minutes,” excluimed Dertie, in dismay.
“And they want me to bowl in tle next
innings.  Thoey've relying on me—"

“I am sorry: bat I'm afraid it can-
not be helped.”

“Bul—" stanunered Derlie,
“We are  wasting  Mr.  Quelch's
time,” satd Caplan Vernon, rising.
“Go at ones and pack your box,
Bertie]! You will leave withh me iu
the car ihat 15 wailling.”

£F Bu!.______ﬂ

"“Please lose no time'!” snapped tho
captain. “There sre more important
matters to bo cousidered ihan & crickes
toateh, and time presses. Go and pack
your box at once!”

“Good-bye, Verpon!" said Mer.
Cuelel kindly., "I have no doubt that
you will be Lappicr in ancther school,
my boy."

The Remove masicr shoolt handa
with the junicr, and Dertie, with s
dark brow, lcft tho study, leaving the
capiain to lake his leave of Mr. Quelceh.

But he did noet go 1mmediately Lo
pack his box as bidden, Ile hurried
out of the House, and cut back to the
cricket fiekl.

Ilis captain, at least, had 1o he told
that he was leaviog in iho middle of
the matelh.

Captain Vernon refurncd to the cor
{o wait for hin: but he Lhad to waib
rather luonger than e had aunlicipaled,
umch as tiee pressed,

s

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Left in the Lurch !

i AR TON—"
“{ict ont™
[ 1] i:ul. [ ]

“You fathead, the field's
wailinge 1" exclninmed the caplain of the
Remove, angrily  and  tnpaticontly,
Wl the tlannp did yoa wander off 7
Yo knew von were wanled I

“Yes:  bul,”  stammuered  Veenen,
“Queleh sent for me”

“ Bother Quelcli! Wiy the thoaap did
did he send for a2 oman in the middle
of o cricket matel ¥ greonted the cap-
tain of the Booeove. *Well, you had
1o go, I suppose, bul now vou're back,
grob Gr, Do v wand fo keep ’Flf-’:,ﬂlmﬂ

standing aboul i}l calling-over?
i 11

“Will vou ol oul fo vour wickei?™
hooted Wharion, “Gel your pals on,
vou fathead, wnd gel a4 move on

Wharten was nol in the besk of Leins
pera. Man iu had been ealled, and
man in was nob o be seen, Weeping
the ficld wallisg for & batswan who
ought to have beon on the spol. and
ready, was irrilaling,  Now thal Berkio
lad come back, he scomed disposed to
talk rather than to oot poing, whicly,
was really too much for a erickel ¢ope
trin's palicnce.

Tt M gnaped Vernon,

8t up, apd gei oul o
wicket [

Devtie hesitated o mciaent; then Lo

youe



'hm:l;'!ed on his pads, took his bat, and
went,

He was deeply and intensely annoyed
by being called awsy in the middle of
8 game—and he did not see the
necessity for haste and hurry.

There was a lar tpot of the
Bounder's dogged obstinracy in_ his

rolative. His innings was not likely to
last, Iung{‘: but, long or short, the eap-
tam could wait till it was through

_ BRedwing was at the other end, wait-
ing, JHe had been waiting some
minutes, and Hobson & Co. in the field
were yawning.

However, the last man hed arrived
at last, and ke stocd up to Stewart's
bowling for the 2hell,

Nobody expected much of Vernon's
bait.h:cllg', thouglh preat things were ex-
pected of his bowling in the Shell's
eecond knock, Still, every run counted,
and the Remove, who had sixty to
their tally, eoyld do with a few more.

With Bertie to bowl again, and if he
ehowed the same form as before, thers
was o healthy chance that the Remove
might not have to bat a second time,
snd the prospect of beating the Shell
by an innings was exhilarating to the
Lower Fourth,

Vernon scored a 2, another 2, and
then a single, which brought Tom
Redwing to the batting end.

That, as it proved, was the finish,
for Hobby, in the feld, caught Red
wing off the next ball and Vernon
bad the satisfaction. of being not out,
though only for 5

But he had rather a disagreeabla
interview before him with the captain
of the Remove, Short as his innings
had been, he had no doubt that Cap-
tain Vernon was getting impatient by
that time, and he certainly could not
think of staying on to bowl m the Shell
innings.

To leave the tram in the lurch was
unpleasant enough, and the fact that
he had no choice in the matter made it
no more pleasant.

“That's not bad, old bean,” said
Flarry Wharton, when Vernon camme
off. "It's not. your batting we're writ-
ing home about. YFeel like putting u‘g
s couple of hat-tricks when Hobby
Co. go in again "

“ Mixturn same as before,™ szaid Bob
Cherry, wilh a cheery grin. " You're
the goods to-dar, Vernon ™

Vernon coloured awhkwardly.

“I'm awiully sorry, you men,” he
gaid: “I've got to ga ™

“ What

“Whick?"

“What the dickeps do you meani”
exclaimed the captain of the Remove.
*“(Co where, and why "

“I'm leaving Greyfriars.™

The Remove cricketers simply stared
at Bertie Vernon.

“Leaving Creviriars,” repeated
Wharton. “XNot in the middle of a
cricket match, I suppose?"

“Don't be an ass, Vernon!” grunted
Johnny Bull, .

“Mad®® inquired DPoter Todd
pleasantly. ] ]

Vernon's face was crimson with vexa-

tion and discomiort, )

" *Tt can’t be helped " he said. “It’s
not my fault! My uncle has called for
me and he's waiting for me now! I'm
supposed to Le packing my box this very

minute! I can’t stay for the finish.”

“What utter rot!” said Frank
Nugent. ’

“ nu-.nki off his rocker, by any
chancei” asted Bquiff. “Cut off and
tell him to go to nieej!:: and dream again
and_then come back.

“I've got to go ¥
“You've got to go!” repeated Ilarry

EVERY SATURDAY

Wharton., "Look here, Vernon, this is
too thick! If you couldn't play the
muatch through what the dickens d{i you
mean by letting me put you im the
cleven at all 7™

I never knew——>"

“Mean to say nunky has pepped in
like & bolt from the blue all DF a sudden
to take you away at s minute's notico 1"
hooted Bob Cherry.

(4] Yﬂs Iu

“Well, my only hat!®

“But bhe can’t do such a thing!”
exclaimed Harry Wharton angrily.
“Why the dickens can't you g]ﬂ.}' out
the match and go afterwards?

% WEIL’ I can’t j

“That's rot | I'd better speak to your
uncle—where is he ¥ exclaimed Harry.
“He can't want you to let fellows down
like_this 1*

", ou ean come with me, if you like
—I've got to go!” said Vernon. “I'm
sorry—l never knew anything sbout it
till Quelch sent for me——~"

"Well, it’s jolly queor, and it seems
awful rot to ma! I'Ml put it to Captain
Yernon, anyhow I anig Harry.

He left the pavilion with Vernon,
loaving the rest of the cricketers in a
buzz of surprise and dismay.

That glorious prospect of beating the

hell with en innings to spare waa

one from their gaze like a beautiful
dream, if they lost the new bowler. And
# was hard enough to understand why,
even if a fellow had to leave his school
at brief notice, he had to leave =o
hurriedly that he could not stay for the

finish of a ericket match.
by the

Captain Vernon was standin
car at the door of the House. Ha raised
his eyebrows as the two juniors in
flannels came up! No dzmirt he hsd
supposed that Hertie was packing his
box all that time!

“Bertie 1 he ra.pFad nhméplg. “Why
ara you not ready? I told you I am
pressed for time.”

_“Vernon 13 playing cricket for us,
sir,” said Harry Wharton as civilly as
he could. “You're not going to fake
him away n the middle of o mateh "

“I am sarry that I have no choieel
Bertie, go into the Houge at once and
pack your box! I connot wait.”

Bertie gave Harry Wharton a look
and, breathing hard, went into the
House without a word.

Captain Vernon, obviously, was im-
patient and annoyed. But as his
nephew disappeared he turned to
Wharton with an effort at politeness.

“I am sorry, my boy [” he said. “I
quite understand that it is awkward—
but owing to certain circumstances
delay is impossible. I have really not
a minufe to spare.”

“Vernon's wanted to bowh” said
Harry quietly. "“He's played for his
bowling. I don’t suppose the Shell
innings will last an hour—the rate their
wickets went down in the Arst knock.”

“1 cannot wait ™
" Vernon could cut our last innings,
if wo have to bat agein! His wicket's
not worth a lot. But surely you can lek
him stay on an hour or so to let him
bowl—"

“I cannot!™

Wharton set his lips.

“It's for you to say, 1

suppase [ he
seid tarlly.

“ But it"s rather rotten op

Vernon to make him let fellows
down,™

“Unfortunately, it cannot be
helped I* said Captain Vernon. "I

am sorry; but there is nothing more
to be said.”

“Very well {7

Harry Wharton turped and walked
BWAY.

The whole team gave him inquiring

2

]-:inh as he came back to the pavilien
alone.

“ Where's Vernon?” asked Bob.

“Gone 7 remarked Sciuiﬂ*.

“Going I” answered Harry, *“That
uncle of his is & hard nut to crack!
We've got to do without him—play a
substitute in the field, I supposal”

“But why—" exclaimed Johnny
Bull

“Oh, the dear man didn't trouble to
explain why—only that he was pressed
for timel!” answered Wharton sar-
castically, *Mast be fearfully pressed
for time, I think, if he has to hook tho
chap out of his school at a8 minute’s
notice like this! No good blaming
Vernon—he can't help it—he's sore

enough about it. But—I left Emit.hg
out suse he was in the team, an
naw\-r—-”

Wharton broke off with that; his
feelings really were too desp for words,
The Remove wanted a bowler more
than they wanted a batsman: but if
the bowler was, after all, unavailable,
Bmithy’s batting would have come in

extremely useful. But it was too la
to think of that now. te

Captasin Vernon and his nephew were
rolling nwa.g from Greyiriars in the car
when the Shell opened their second
innings,  And Hobby & Co. found
mmmediate relief in the sbsencs of tha
demon bowler

Hurree Jamset Ham Singh was as
gund as ever; out there was no other

owler in the Remove who was & pafch
mw%rf ats et i d

IcKels went down and runs went up:
and Hobby grinned huﬁpi]j over fﬂlﬁ}'
of his own before the Nabob of Bhani-
pur got him |
The Bhell innings ended for eighty;
and the Remove, instead of that
innings to spare, had & tussle shead of
them; and when they batted again
after tes, prospects were extremely un-
certain, And Harry Wharton, thinking
of 3mithy. who might have been st
the wickets, was plad, at least, to reflect
that now that Vernon was gone tha
Bounde: wonld always be availablo.
But that, though & consolstion for the
future, was no present help for the

cricketers who had been left in the
Iurdh

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last!
BERTIE VERNON sat in the

window-seat in the room under
the high turret of Lantham
Chase, his eyes fixed on the davk,

infloxible face of the Army man.

The room was very silent,

Thera ivas a feeling of expectation,
not unmingled with alarm, in the
schoolboy's heart.

During tne ran in the car from Grey-
friars School to Lantham Chase the
cnﬁgmn had not spoken a ainﬁla word.

hat was in his mind the boy could
Bob guess.

Something had happened—he counld
guess that; some strange change of
etrenmstances, he could not guess what.

Hia uncle. who had been inflexibly
determined to keep him at Vernon-
Smith's school had suddenly changed
his intentions—szo suddenly that he had

been, as it were, whisked away before
he could fairly realise that he was
leaving Greyfriars.

He was giad, on the whole, to leave
—to get away from his double and his
perpetual Eqﬂttmg enmity. But in
other ways bo was not glad—lonst of all,
to be dragged off in the middle of a
cricket miateh, leaving hiz ceptain and
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fellow-cricketers in the lurch, His Face
had been dark with vesentment all the
wav home.

But that had paszed now! He knew,
lie felt, thnt he was going to hear somoe
inomentous announcement; he could not
guess what; but as the captain paced
the reom 1n prolonged mlence, a feeling
of apprehension grew in his breast, He
forget all mow, but the strange, in-
serutable look on the dark face—a look
that causcd him uneasiness and alarm.

I'he captain came to o stop at last
nnd stood like a ramrod facing his
nephow in the window-seat. .

“¥You wanted to leave Greyfriars?”
ho asked abruptly. ] i

“Not the way I've leit it}” said
Bertie.

“And not if Vernon-S8mith left?”

“WNo! Except for him, I'm gelting on
all rvight there—I like most of the

fellows—I pull well with Quelch—T've
got o pood placa in the cricket! 1t
would be ripping, if Bmith bhadn’t

spoiled it all.”

“¥ou'd like to go back, if he left?”

“Yes " said Bertio at once.

“Ie has left.” :

Bertie half-rose in his astonishment.

“Vernon-Smith has  left?" he ex-
clnimed.

*Yesl” >

“I'vo heard nothing of 1%

“Yon've heard now IV

"Bot—i can’t understand!” ex-
claimed Vernon., “If Smith has lefi,
ihere's no reason why I should leave!
Yot vou've taken me away.”

“You're going back 1”

“I—I am gning back 1" rn;ieated
Dertie dazedly. I can’t go back pow
vou ve told '%]uﬂlnh I'm taken away!
You can't play fust end looso like
that |* _

Captain Vernon did not reply for
sOITG rnoments.

Iz voice cams at last, low and clear.

“The time has come to explain,
Berlie. Everylhing now has worked out
as I have plasned—as I planned when
I sent vou to Vernon-Bmith's school.
You wondered why I sent you there?”

“Yes; why!”

“1 shall tell you—now! Now that
Vernon-8Bmith has left] You need not
waste any consideration on him; he 13
vour cuemy, and a malicious and un-
serupulous enemy.” The captain’s hips
hardened. “You have had narrow
escapes of disgraceful punishment—
cansed by whom I

“Bmith i

“ A fow days ago 1 doubted your word
when you told me of his latest malicions
trick--the first time thot distrust has
ever come between uzs.  Who eaused
that 1"

“ Smith 1"
tepth. : -

“And now,” sald the captain in a
low, distinet tone, *the time has come
ior -that young rascal to pay Scot and
lot! The plan I have formed, which I
am now carrying out, has been long n
my mind; yet I can say, with a clony
conscienca, that I would have abandoned
it if the boy had been worlhy of con-
sidoration—if he had been anything bnt
ihe malicions young rascal he is! %f ho
had %imn ou one friendly word at the
school=—if he had refrained onco from
malicions enmity | Has he done s0 7"

(8] Nﬂ' !11

“No!™ sgaid the captain grimle.
“Wow he can take what is coming to
him | Hﬂ is the millionaire’s son, with
cveryihing at his command—you are tho
nephew of a2 poor relation; a poor
refation yourseli! [Has he ever re-
strained a single gibe on that score?”

“*Noever M

“Now there 1s going to be & change,™
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aaid the ecaptain. “You are going to
be the millionaire's son, Bertie—""

“What 7"

“ And Herbort Vernon-8mith the poor
relation. ™

Bertie Vernon gazed at him,

He had never gquite understood his
uncle—the dark, silent, inscrufable man,
Heo had trusted him, be had had a real
affection for the man who had taken his
dead father's place, who, he knew, had
pinched and scraped for him and never
given a thought to himsclf in com-

arison., Bub he had never understood

im. What was passing 1n the man’s
i‘n_ind now +was utterly mystifying to
yim.

Bmithy had suspected that Bortie
knew the captain’s game, whatever it
was., But that suspicion had been wide
af the mark. Bertie Vernon had often
been puzzled and perplexed; but he had
known mnothing, and he had neover
dreamed of puessing. Even now he did
not guecss; the captain’s words wore a
riddle to him.

Io gazed at the man in stupefied
silenece,

“You do not understand yet?"

“No!" muttered Vernon.

“1t is simple—when you understand !
You are going back to Greyfriars—not
in your own name.”

“Not in my own name!” repeated
Bertia mechanically.

“In the name of Vernon-Smith 1*

* In—in the name of Vernon-B8mith 1™
said Bertio dazedly. * Uncle, have you
gone mad, or what?"

“Vornon-Smith has left. No one
knows so far—no one will know! Ha
iz safe and well—but he will not be seen
at Groyiriars again!  You need waste
no consideration on an unscrupulous
enemy. He came here this afternoon
to deceive me as he has deceived ma
before.  His bieyele is here; vou will
ride back to Greyfriars on his bicyole.”

Bertie Vernon sat dumb.

“¥You will ride back,” continued the
captain, “as Herbert Vernon-Smith !
You will dress as he has dressed,
Lhave mode provision for that; the
clothes are l,}'mg repdy in your old
room, Dertie.’

The sehoolboy did not speals.

He could only gaze at the daik,
saturnine man, with something like
horror in his face, as the man's mean-
ing slowly filtered into his dazed mind.

_*No one will know—no one can pos-
sibly suspeet,” went on the low, distinct
volce. “You will return to Grevirviars
a3 Herbert YVernon-Smith: you will be
taken without question ns Herbort
Vernon-8mith. You may rely upen it
that Smith will never put in an
appearance to deny it. Your name is
erbert Vernon—you will add the
smith, little as vou like 18! An in-
heritance of miliions is worth it.”

Bertio did not speak—he could not.

“ Vernon-Smith 1z safe and well cared
for,” said the captain grimly.  Nothin
will lhappen to hum excepi that he wi
nobt return to Greyfriars, He chose to
come here, calling himsell my nephow.
He will take the consequences of his
own act, With all his cunning, he has
played completely into my hands. He
i3 thrown aside.” The captain made a
gesture of contempt.  “You take his
plam.ﬂ'

ik U'l‘ﬂﬂ tl:ll

“You take his place,” repeated tho
captain, " and when the time comes yon
will make a better and more worthy use
of the Vernon-Bmith millions than that

voung blackguard would cover have
done.™

"YVou're mad!” mmttered Vernon
huskily. “Are you mad, or am I

drenming this?"”
“] am not mad, and you are not

dreaming,” answered the captain com-
posedly. “I have said nolhing to you
till the timo was ripe | It was better for
vou to know nothing. Now the time has
come to act M

“ You-=you've planned thisi” Vernon
panted. * You've planned all this—that
was why vou took Laniham Chase "

“That was why."”

“That was why you sent me to
Greyiriars #*

“ Oxoctly 17

“*To—to get Bmith out of the way
some time, so—so that I could take hia
place, his nawe, bis inheritance ™

“His place, his name, his inherit-
anee |"” The captain repeated the words,
with & nod &t each word. * Quite "

“Oh, you're mad!” panted Bertie,
“Do you think I will do it? Never—
never—never [

“You are mistaken,” said Captain
Vernon guietly. * You will lizten to ma,
Bertie, and you will see—"

“I will not do it!”

“You willl” said Caplain Vernon
grimly.

F——

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Casting of the Die !
H ERBERT VERNON-SMITH

stood in the turret-room, his

faco pressed to the bars of the

window shutteérs, poering out
into the red June sunsct.

It was, as his wateh told him, draw-
ing near time for lock-up at Greyfriars
School. And he was still o prisoner in
that high, solitary room at Lantham
Chase.

Ho had beaten on the deor; he had
shouted; and, tired of that, he had
paced the room, rather like an animal
in a cage. No voice had answered him:
ne footsteps had sounded on the turret
stair,

It was in vain that the Bounder of
Greyiriars tried (o understand what it
meant, Buat in his yage and exaspora-
tion there was a chill of derecad in his
heart.

He iried to think that locking him in
the room wos a grim sort of punishment
for his trickery, that the captain would
return to release him.  But one long
hour crawled by after ancther—and no
ona camoe !

The man could not intend to keep him
there—how could he? And yet—

That turret-room had been prepared
for & prisoner ! The locked shutters on
the old windows told as much |

That wery thought had erossed the
Bounder’s mind when be had seen tho
room, weeks ago, In company with
Harry Wharton & Co. Bat it scemed so
impossible an idea ihat he had dis-
missed it

But now—-—

The walls below the windows wera
Ligh and sheer, Bub he would have
tried hia lock at clambering down had
the way becen open ! The locked shutters
barred tho way. Why had ther ever
been fitted to the old turret-room, unless
to keep a prizoncr secure there? Was
he the prizoncy for wlom that high,
lonely room had been destined ¥

It scemed impossible. And yet—tho
dread of it was sinking into the
Bounder's heart.

Was the man mad? Did he think that
he could keep Lim a prisoner there?
The iden was fantaztic! And why—
even if he fancied he could—why ¥

But he could not. Smithy was glad to
remember ithat he had teld Tom Red-
wing his plans before Lie left the school.
But for that ne one would have known
that he was coming to Lantuam Chaso
that day. : :

Roedwing lkoiew, and if he did not
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Billy Bunter burled open the siudy door with a crash.
can’t crawl out of this ! You're going to be whopped !

retiyn to Greyirviars ot calbing-over
Pom would know where he waz1 Tha
man could not keep bim there—if he
were fool enough, mad enough, to sup-
posze that he could 1

Looking through the barred zhutter,
Vernon-Smith  could zec the leafy
avenue that wound away through the
green. woods of the Chare. He could
see his own bicycle, which ho had left
there, leaning on a tree. The distanco
was considerablo—a voics could not
have ecarcied.  Buat he could sec. Ilis
like still stood where Lo bhad lcft it
hionrs ago. ] . ]

Ilis eyes lixed on it with longing.
What a fool he had been to come—to
tlirow himsclf inte that man's hands!
Yet who eould have forescen this—who
could have dreamed of it?

The man must veleaso hims be could
not intend to keep him there!  Yet,
only too plainly now, that room had
heen planned and prepaved for a
prisoncy [

Sinithy pave a start as o figure below
came nto his sight,

His eves glinted at it. He koew who
it was—RBertie Vernon! 8o Bertie was
at Lantham Chase that afternoon-—tho
e¢ricket must have been over earlyl
Perhaps his wonderful bowling had put
all the Bhell wickels down in next to na
time, the Bounder vellected with savage,
sarcastic bitterness,

Anvhow, thero he was. e had come
out of the building below and was wallk-
ing towards the avenue, his back to the
turret; but the Bounder knew him at a
glunco.

Something struck him as he walched
Vernon. There was an unusual droop
in the {ellow’s head ; he walked slowly,
as if unecertainly His aspect was that
af o fellow who had had a stunning
Llow of some kind, frowy which e had
ot yet whaoally recovered,

The Deaunder noted of, with o steer.

e had no sympathy to wasie on g
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encinty. Peorhaps the fellow lLiad had
had news at home—learned, porhaps,
that his poverty-stricken uncle, who had
taken a Lig place he could not afiord,
was going to be sold up. It was casy,
at all eveuls te ses that the {ellow had
had a kuock.

Twice, ithrice the Bounder saw him
hesitato and stop. as if to turn back.
Theu slowly ho went on again.

Tt was not like Vernon to be uneer-
tain, umdecided. His charocter was as
decizive as the Beunder's own. Smithy
could not help wondering what it was
that could have ha pcncg to throw the
usually cool-headed and sclf-possessed
fellow off his balanco like this.

Vornon, with all bia pauses, went on,
and reached the avenue at last. o
stood elose by Smithy's bike, locking
at ak.

Did he know thar Smithy was there?
id he know ths fantastie trick that
the Arvmy man had played on him?

It seemed that he d’i{L for ho suddenly
furned his head and fized his eyes oun
the shuttored turret wirklow.

He eould not see Smithy at that
window through thoe thick bars. Dut
Foihy could see him clearly enough,
and read the cxpression on his face,

That face was pale. There was a docp
lina in the brow. Vernon stood motion-
leas, with s eyes fixed on tho turrck.

Did o know that Smathy way there ¥
The DBounder could not feel zure of
that. He turned away at last, and, o
Smithy's angry mnazement, pulled the

bicyele  away from the tree  aud
nionisked k.
Ile was going baek to the schaol

apparently, on that bike. 1f he did not
krow lhat Smithy was there, he did
nat, pevhaps, know that it was Smithy's
bie. Bot he must know that it was
ot his own.

But he mounted it, and rode slowly
idlown tho avenue .

And az ba saf in the saddle, in the {ull

|
|
|
i

“Funk ! ™ he reared at the junior seated in the armchair.
1've knocked you down onee ! ¥
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bright suunlight, the Bounder noticed
soucthing that had only vaguely struck
him before. Veornon was not dressed as
usual.

Instead of hia customary guict, dork
clothes, he wore clothes thet were
remarkably like the DBounder's own--
trousers with a very prominent siripe
that was repeated in tho jecket, and a
waistcoat in which crimson predomi-
nated.  Those eclothos would have
drawn n zecond glance from the Remove
mazter, and vory probably o word of
rebuke. They were too conspicusus for
any fellow in the Remove cxcept iho
dresey Bounder,

Bertic Vernon was the very Jast
fetlow ot Greyfriars whom  Swithy
would have expected to follow lis

crarnple in such alters

Any fellow seeing Vernon now would
Lhave said at once that hoe wea [erbert
Vernon-Smith. [t was chielly by =»
diztinction in their elothes that 1wy
were known from one another, aul
Vernon's prezent garb was the Bounder’s
all over—even a little more pronoutwaal
than usual,

siithy could only stara.

Bertio padalled elowly. 1e remained
for some minutes in the DBounder’s
sight before the trees along the avenue
finally hid him,

LIe was gone—back to Greyiriavs, the
Bounder supposed. He had (akin
Smithy's bike: Vernen-Bmith  would
have to go back by train. Bmithy nwen-
tully resolved to punch bhis face far
s cheek when he saw him again. "L
[+:llow had no right to take lhus bike.

Wus he up to somo trick? the
Bounder wondered.

Smithy had borrowed his clolhes, 1o
pass himself off as Bertie. It looked
aa if Bertie had somechow obtained
clothes like the DBoander's with a
sietilar object in view  But e had no

Tue Magner Lisrary —NG. 1.637.
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purpose to serve by such a trick, so far
as Eﬂ"i[-hj‘ could seo.

He was gone. He had only time to
ride back to the school before lock-up.
Simthy would be late—he little guessed

how late. How long was that fool of
a captain going to leave him locked up
here? He haod miseed his tea, arnd he

was hongry. He was going to be late
for calling-over. Ho crossed 1o the
tloor again, and hammered on it once
more with his fist.

This time, to his relief, he heard a
sound outside.

A small panel in the door slid back.
The door remained shut end locked, but
Vernon-Smith could see through the
cpen panel in the oak to the landing
aid the turret stair outside.

0ld Hunt stood on the landing.

He had a tray in his hands, with food
atnd driik on 1t. The Bounder stapred
at it blankly.

“You old fooltl Is that for me? he

znarled.

“¥Yeossir 1¥

“Throw it away, and open this
door! What are you keeping me here

for t" yelled the Bounder. *1've got to
rot back to tho school for calling.over;
I shall be late already! Unlock this
door, you old ruffian |”

“Agin ordera, Master Bertie.”

*“¥You doddering old fool! I'm: not
vour precious Master Bertio ! howled
tho Boundor. “I'm Vernon-Smith, as
vou know very welll Your precious
iaster Dertic has just cleared off ou
my bike, confound his cheel 1™
“You says you was Master Dertie,
gir, when vou come “ere,” said old Hunt.
“1t ain't for the likes of me to doubt
& voung gentleman's word ¥

“You know ¥'m Veroon-Smith!”
roarced the Bounder. “If you don't, asl
tirat saffron-coloured captain! Iic will
tell sou 1™

“You take in this 'are tray, sir, and
not g0 much lip!™ said old IHunt
stolidly,

“1 don't want it, you old fool !”

“You will afore morning.”

“ Morning 17 repeated Vernon-BEmith.
“You mad old peat! Do you fancy
vou're going to keep me herc all
niglit ¥

THE MAGNET

“Master's orders 13 that Master
Bertie 1s to stay ‘era for the present,
sir. 'That's all.

“I'm not Master Bertie!” shricked
the BDounder.

“You says vou was, sir, and that’s
rood enough for mel Will you take in
tiris "ere tray? You'll whnt it afore
morning.”

The under, pansing with rage,
thrust his arm through the panel, and
his clenched fist struck the tray from
old Hunt's hands. It went with a
crash of smashing crockery to the
landing.

“Now let me out, you old ruffian!”
roared the Bounder.

(ld Hunt stared at him and at the
wreck on the floor. Then he snapped
shut the panel,

Vernon-Smith beat savagely on the
donr. But there came no answer, and
the panel did not open again

Ile desisted at last from sheer weari-
ness, and paced the room like a caged
animal, while the sun went down over
the woods of Lantham Chaose and dark-
ness deepened in the loncly turret-
IOo1e.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Smithy’s Other Self !

1 S2AY, you fellows, just tell
I me———-:"
“One run—" gnswered Bob
Cherry,
“"IXht”
“And a2 wicket—"
* What "

“We never wanted Vernon's wicket,
aftor all M

“What rre wyou talking eaboat?”
howled Bunter.
“VWoren't you asking aobout the

match ¥ inguired Bob. **We beat the
Shell, after all—"

“Blow the Shell 1

“Iiut it was o near thing———-="

“ Look here——"

“Weo'd have licked them by
innings if Vernon had stayed

wl—*

“ Blow Vernon I )
"And wo'd have had wicliets In hand
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if Bmithy had beer batting,” “continucd
Bob. ™As it was, we pufed through,
and—-="

“You silly pss! Will you tell me—"

“Ain't 1 telling you?”

“I'm not asking you about the
ericket, you fathead!” yelled Billy
Bunter.

“Then you ought to bel” said Dob.
“T'll tell yen, all the same. We——"

“Qh, shut up|”¥ howled Bunter. *“J
sav, vou fellows, tell m :

“Bob's telling you!" said Harry
Wharton laughing.

“Tel! me which beast that is!"
howted Bunter; and he pointed a fab
finger 4t a junior coming towards the
House. *Ia it Vernon or Vernon-
Zmith? If it'c Smithy, I don’t want to
gee the brute! He's wild because I
kngckaqlhlm down in his study to-day,
Ang——

“Beotter ecut, then!” said Frank
Nugent. "As Vernon's left the school,
we're not likely to see him here again.
And, anvhow, Vernon wouldn't be
found dead 1 those trousers{*

B"I?r that waistcout 1" grinned Johnny
ull,

“Is it Bmithy " gasped Bunter,

“OFf course it 15, fathead I

Billy Bunter waited for no more. He
bolted intc the House.

Billy Bunter did not want to see
Smithy—very much indeed he didn't;
not, at all events, till Bmithy had
recovered from that incident in Study

No. 4.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the
quad after the ericket mateh. It was
just on lock-up. That Form match had,
anfter all, ended in a win for the
Remove, though by s narrow margin,
5o thgt was satisfactory; and the satis-
factory result was due to the good start
they had had owing to Vernon's bowl-

ing in the Shell’s first knock.

IHad WVernon stayved on, the 8hell
would not merely have been defeated—
they would have been washed right out
of exisience. All the Removites were
siire of that. They had lost that golden
opportunity of beating Hobson & Co,
by an innings—likewise they had loss
that wonderiul bowler for future
matches. Vernon's sudden departure
from the school was rather a blow, so
far ns the cricket was concerned.

Stitl, the endless rows between the
doubles of the Remove would be ot
an end now, which was so much to the
pood: and Smithy would take his old
ploce, and his batting was worth a pood
deal to the team, though not so much
n: Bertie's bowling, 1t was poing to
b good news for Smithy, at  least—
Iarey Wharton & Co. had no doubt
about thot.

Aud here was Smithy!

At all events, they had no doubt that
heve was Sinithy, as the junior came
slowly towards them in the guad.

Bertic Vernon, having left Grey-
friavs, thoere could pover be o nustake
on that subjeet again !

Moveover, Lthe fellow was dressed

i quite unlike Bertio’s style—his garb

was a little loud, even for the Bounder.

The TFainous Five looked st him
rather curiously.

They had not noticed Smithy in those
clothes before—so it looked as if he had
Leen to his tailor’s that aftornoon.
‘I'hat did not scem to bear out the tals
that Bunter had told of the Bounder
having pone over to Lantham Chaze to
pull the leg of Captain Vernon,

The junior's face was dark and
clowded. That did not surprise the
chums of the Remove. They all knew
how savagely the Dounder had resented
being Ieft out of the eleven that day
in favour of his rival. They did not



expect him to be in 4 good temiper when
they saw him again.

“Bmithy's still shirty I?
Bob Dh&rr;'.

Harry Wharton laughed,

“The news he's going to hear will
cura all thoet " he remarked. “I fancy
he will be doinz o zong and donce when
he hears that Vernon has left.”

" Hulqu hallo, hallo! What's up
now I* ejaculated Bab.

Tom Redwing was 1n the guad and
he cut across to meet the junior as he
came towards the IHouse.

ihe

The Bounder—if it waa
Bounder—halted, and a red flush camo
into his face. gﬂciﬂg Redwing seemed
to disconcert him.

After a momentary pause he changed
hiz direction, so as to avoid Redwing,
aud then walked on more guickly.

“EBmithy 1" ealled out Tom.

The junior did not seem to hear. He
walked ou ropidly, and left Tom Red-
wm% staring, with flushed eheeks.

“Another vow on!”? grunted Johnny
Bull, “If he hasn't got Yernon to row
with, he's going to row with his pal!
SBmithy's the man for rows, ain't he ¥

“The rowlulness seems 1o be terrific!”
murmured Huourres Jamset Ram Singh,
“But what is the absurd matterful-
ness i

“(h, when Bmithy's in a bait hoe will
tako it out of the neavest man ¥ growled
Johnny., “DBlessed if I know how
Reddy stands him 1

The junior, coming on towards the
House, passed guite near the Famous
Five. He glanced ot them, but did not
speak or approach them—and went on
to the d-unrwug. .

Near that deorway Wingate of the
Sixth was standmg, talking to Sykes

Wingate gl‘um:a_é at  the junior,
frowned, and beckouned to lum to
stop.

“Vernon-Smith 1” he rapped.

“"Yos, Wingatal™

“What are you doing in ihat waist
coat?” ;

A dozen fellows heard the guestion
and grinned. That waistcoat, chiefly
crimson, had caught many eves. It
Was \'er%nril_lstmctn'c, cven for MHerbert
Vernon-Bmith. )

Fancy waisteoats were a  Bixth
Form privilege; but it was not tha
first time Lhot the Bounder of Grey-
friars had been ealled to order for
assuining & =ixith Form priv in such
matters.

The junior flushed deeply.

"Cnt in and change it at onee,”
said Wingate, “and if I see youw in it
again you'll get six!”

“¥es, Wingate,” said the wearer of

remarked

the distinctive waistcoat, in a low
voice, And he went quickly into the
House,

A few minutes later the bell rang
for calling-over. The waistecoat was
no longer m evidenco when its wearcy
joined ithe Remove going into Ilall

Billy DBunter waz lost man in for

calling-over in the Remove, Dunter
was  still  carefully dodging  the
Bounder.

Ile eyod tbe jumior. who was taken
by everyono about him for Ierbert
Vernon-Smith, uvneasily through his
big spectacles as Prout called the
Names.

In Hall, of course, hoe was safa from
the Bounder's boot; but he had deep
upprehensions of what might happen
when he left ILall.

B'B“t Smithy did not even glance at

lmi-

Bertio Vernon knew nothing of the
episode in Study No. 4, or of Dilly
Bunter's apprehensions founded ou it

EVERY SATURDAY

ITe was guite vnaware that the fat
Owl was regarding him with uneasy
wrathiulipess,

His indifference puzzled, ns well as
relieved, the Owl of the Ramove.
Bunter had cxpected ot least a black
look when the DBounder’s eyes fell on
him. Now the fellow zeemed to have
forgotten his fat existence. '

“1 sav, you fellows,” whispered
Bunter, “you stick to me if that beast
gets affer me aftor Hall|®

“Fothead 1*

“He waps fearfully wild when I
knocked i down 1™ mumbled
Bllll#m'._ “He made out that I was
after his jam—you know what & sus-
picious beazt Smithy 15, 1 knocked
the cad down, you know—"

“Lnock him down again if ho gets

{afta}r‘ you ! suggested Bob Cherry.
‘Wea'll all stand round and cheer”

And there was a chuckle in  the
Remove.

Bob's advice did not scem to com-
fort Dunfer. Certainly, he had

knocked the Bounder down once, by
& happy chancel But hoe did not
zseem to feel equal to repeating that
perflormance.

CAfter ealling-over, however,
“Bmithy ¥ weut up at once o the
studies, siill forpetful of the fat Owl

Bunter blinked after him in per-
plexity as he went

fellows, thiok

22 sAY,  you
Smithy’s  forgotten 1hat I koocked

him down to-day?” he asked.

"Bort of thing Smithy would forget,
't 163" oriuned Bob.

“Well, no; but—"

“Perhaps you rr:tﬂ;r dreamed that you
knocked him down 1 sugpested Bob,
VI jolly well did, you know—got him
right under the ¢hin and spun him over !
Ile went down wallop in his study I®

Bob chuckled.

“Well, 1if ke did, you'd belter get
ready to po down wallop, too, old fat
man.  DBut Smithy doesn't look very
dangerous, Derhaps the jam pot into
your head and you dreamed it

“Blossed if T can make him out!”
salld the fat 3wl “Perhaps he thinks
I'd koock him down again if he got
shivfy—that ay be  it! Think
Smnithy's funkin_gj: me, you fellows?"

“ia, ha, hal’

The idea of Builh

funking the

-u?glmgiw:a fat Owl made thse Bemove
ellows vell. But it seemed probable
to Bunter, He had knocked Smithy

down—there was no doubt about that!
Smithy was leiting the matter drop |
Apd if that waz not a case of funk
William George Bunder did not know
whal it waszl

THE NINETEENTH CHAFTER.
smithy in his Study !
FRITIE VERNON went into
Study No. 4 in ihe Remove
and throw the deor shut.
=tudy No. 4 was lus now,

e had shaved Study Neo. 1 with
Wharten ond Nupgent in his own name.
Az Ieorbort Vernon-Smith he had to
share Stwly No. 4 with Tom Red-
WIiNng. : :

J_i!¢ stood in the study looking about
gl

It was not yel time for prep, and
he hoped that Bedwing would not
come op _ull prep. Afler having
lwen cut in the gquad, Tom was not
likely to be keen on hiz company.

It had been easy.

The eaprain haa told himy that it
world be perfecedy. casy, and it waosl
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All he had to do was to slip into the
Bounder's empty placo,

Ilasy as it was, simple as it was,
abzolutely cortain of suecess as it was,
his heart had been beating fast when,
after putting up Smithy's bike, he
came Lo tha glinusn under the eyes of
tlozens of fellows whe lmew both e
doubles well,

Therve liad been no suspicion. There
could bo nome. Bertie Vernon had
left—all Greyfriars knew thet he was
gong,  Vernon-B3mith  was  expected
back, and he bhad come back! There
was nothing to choose between them
in looks—and in clothes the Bounder
had been deliberately imitated, over-
doing it a little, perhaps.

But even that incident of Wingale
and the waistcoat _]m}ged on  the
deception. Such an incident was nov
uncomimon in the Bounder’s carvedr.
l:'h-mg;:rndy konew that Dertio would
not be found dead in one of his rela-
tive's waistcoats.

Amazing as that deception was, it
was eaey—very casyl Therc was o
cffort to make—it was sutomatically a
suecess. _

If Vernon had a doubt, it was in
Foedwing's direction—the fellow uhao
knew Smithy best, the enly fellow
who really liked him, and who
shared the same study. He hed to be
careful with Redwing. Yet even in
that direction there wps no real
danger.

There wos ne danger at all, so long
23 the genuine Smithy did not come on
the scenae.

And the Army man at Lentham
Chase was taking care of that.

But the schoolboy's face was darl

Flo was not sure that he was glad of
this success~that he would not have
been better pleased had the deception
been discovered on the spot.

Hiz conscience was not ab ease.

He had heard that amazing scheme
at first with indignation. But that had
passed. Ee was accustomed to submit-
ting his own judgment to that of the
captain, Heo owed everything to Cap-
tain Vernon; he was grateful and he
was affectionate towards the coptain,
at least,

Hard as he was—hard as stecl to all
others—the captain had been mora than
kind to him=he had pinched and
seraped ; he had mever given himself a
thought, where the boy's advantare
was concerned, Only too well, Bertic
knew the many sacrifices he had made,
gnd Lknew that there were many more
of which he was not aware. He had
heon left a sznniless orphan as a small
boy, and Captain Vernon had iaken
his father's place. How could he
deny, and defy, the man who had done
s0 much for him—who, even in this
was thinking only of Lim, not in the
least of himself?

He had given in!

He had given in againsgt his will. Lot
he had given in! Captain Vernon had
had his way!

It wasz, perliaps, natural that Vernon
czhould not think with mueh considera-
tion of the fellow he had disploced.

Vernon-2mith was his enemy—anl he
had been an unscrupulous enemy., Very
nearly, he had succeeded in driving
him from the schoel by a mizerable
trick. )

Had maticr: been on their old foot-
ing, Smithy woeuld still have been his
cipomy=—still  striving 111:: every un-
seyupulous means to drive him away
froin Greﬁriara. Let him take what
e hael given |

That argument did net qguite satizfy

Tne Masgyer Lipnary.—No. 1,637,
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Bertie's  conscience—but
self-reprosch. )

And it was a fact Lhat in Vernan,
as in Vernon-Bmith, there waz a laa
less strain—a liking for desperate and
visky adventures, That part of Lis
chavacter Vernon diad kept in control—
while Smithy had let it rip.  Now,
for once, he was following Smithy'a
example. .

Ho could imagine the Bounder in his

it deadened

ace, Would Smithy have hesitated?
tie did not think so.
And yel

Ife could not stand against the man
who had done everything for hira. He
cared nothing for the fellow wio was
hiz encmy. And yet—

Well, the die was cast now |

There was no going back., Xle had
put his hand to the ploungh., and he
had 1o go on! And the hard obstinacy
whieh ﬁﬂ shared with his relative
helpoed to steel him to carry ot

e was - Vernon-8mith now! Ile
hated the namo; but he wa: Vernou-
Smith, and be  was going Io slay
Vernon-Smith, ITe was going to piav
the game oub, And his lip curled
sareastically at the thought that his
Torm-master would indubitably sotice
an improvement in Vernon-Smith's
charpeler.  HMe ecould nol=—and hoe
would not=-bo the rowdy bad hLat that
his cousin had beem. .

There would be no eigareites in the
shudy=—no encaking into the back gale
of the Croea Koys or over the fence of
ihe Three Fishers on half-holidars—no
Ireaking out at night—mno backing of
horzes with Bill Lodgey or Joa Banks,
He had o bad reputation to live down,

There was a bang at {he study door,
and Bkinner strolled in.

1'1:(' gave the junior in the siudy a
L0

“Got o smoke, Bmithy ¥ he ashed,

Vernon's eyes glinted for a wnoment.
More ihan anvthing else about the
Bounder, he disliked that spot of dingy
blackouordism, It irked b deeply 10
be taken for the fellow ho was ime
nersonoling,

But he realised that teo sudder a
change was hardly jodiciows 1 il
strange eircumstances.

“Tlelp yourself,™ he said enrily,

Ile cﬂ{] not, as a mailer of [ack,
koow where Smithy kept his simoales,

Hareld Skinner, however, did, and
he pulled open the table drawer. ke
lifled out what looked like o Latin
seppmar, and Vernon siored ot in

That Latin grammar was, howevers,
deceptive. It was, in faer, a box
concealed in the ecovers of a Latin
grammar. The top cover opened ke @
I, and rovealed a plentifal supniv of
cigarettes.

nless unduly enspicions, a master ar
n prefect might have looked into Lhat
table drawer and never dreamed that
n hox of cigareties lav thers,

Blinner helped himself to a amolo.

“Having onet” he azked,

“Not now [

“I sav, I suppose von've heard that
Vernon'zs gone,” said Skinuer, as he
lglied the cigarctte.

“I noticed be wasn’t at calling-over.”

“The old bean called for him this
afternoon, and hooked hun eff all of
a sudden! In the middle of a ericket
match, I've heard—they wanted Liim
to gpo on taking wiclkets, and the old
bean hooked him off I grinned Skinner,
“They'd have done betlter wiltit you iu
the team, after all, Smithy!™

Vernon looked ab  Lim  euriouslr,
Skinner, often the DBounder’s com-
pamion 1 shady advenineves i winch
Nedwine disdained to lale pary know
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Smithy as well as any fellow conld
kuow another; but he had not the
faintest, remotest suspicion thab it was
not Smithy to whom he was speaking.

"Ho he's gone for good I” said Vernowr
composed]y,

“Yos, Bit of luck for youl”
“?uite 1" assented Vernon.
*Jally sudden, wasn't itt"
Skinner, *1 wonder why the okl
hean hooked him off suddenly lile
that? Might bave fancied that sonme-
thing would happen sgain, now that
dear Bertie's boko is mended and you
look as alike as two peas again!”

* IPerhaps |

“Can't say I'm sorry: he's gone—
stuck-up cad, if yom ask mie!™ said
Skinner,  * Perhaps the old bean
couldn't pay the [ees here—youn've said
cften_enough that ho couldn’t afford
it! Remember that day youn hiked a
crowd of us over lo Lantham Chase,
und they couldn't serounge a tea for
the distinguished wisitors? Must be
frichifully hacd-up ™ y

“T've got some work to do” 52!1{1
Vernon abruptly, restraining a desirve
ta Lnock Skinmer across the study,
“fet out now, will you ™ ;

“You working!™ grinned Skinner.
“Taking o lenf out of your cousin’'s
hook? I say, are you on DBlue
Paruey ¥V

“Wha-a-at§" i

“You thought he was sure to win ab
Wapshot,” said Skinner, “IF you're
putting a quid on him, I'll follow suit
with the humble half-erown. Wlhat do
yvou thinlk *"

Vernon breathed rather hard. The
Bounder’s double had a good deal of
this sort of thing to expest, he realised,
Lefore he could venture to male o elean
cuf.

“Look here, I've some work to do,
and no time to jaw mow,” he snid.
“ Clear off, there's & good chap ™

“Oh, all right!” yawned Skinver.
“Mind if I take o fow smokes? We've
quite run oul in my study. ™

“Take the lot, if you like" sald
Vernon irritably, *at the box, {oo!
I want to get rid of it.”

Skinner stared ai him.

“Mean that?"” he asked.

“Yea, Take it and cut!”

Vernon sorted out Latin books from
the shelf, os a hiut that he was gowng
to work.

Skinner gave him unother stave, and
then walked off with the box of cigar-
elles under his arm.

There was soon quile a thick atme-
spliere  in Study No. 1i—3Skicner's
etudy.

The DBounder's donble eat down to
the booke—but not to work, He was
still staring at them with a furrowed
thonghtful brew, when Tomm Hedwing
came into the study to prep.

rinned

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.,

Alike, but Unlike !
k4 HAT'S up, Smithy "
W Tom Redwing spoke very
quietly,
Smithy, it seened, dicl

not intend to spoak. He had started
work the minute Redwing was in ihe
study. Ilis eyes were on his books,

"E"{J.mc:n, in I::ha thri]]]of_- exeitinm]m
at the part he was playing, at the
ricks he was running, hnrﬁh‘ knew
whether he was ashamed of it or not.
But ho knew that he did not want to
meet the clear honest eyes of the
seilorman’s son, who was the Bounder's
chum.

He did not lock np,.

Redwing, across the study fable,
watehed him, puzeled and troubled.
Mo did not suspect the imposture—no
such thought crossed his mind. So
amazing, so unheard-of = s-c'ly:-me, ns
for one fellow in the Greyiriars Re-
move to impersonale another, was nof
likely to be easily suspected.

Yeb Redwing had a vague sonse of
a differonce somehow. nd that in-
cident in the guad troubled his mind.
Something was up with Smithy—that,
at least, was elear to him.

“ Nothing,” answered Vernon, in a
stifled] voice.

“"Why did you cut me in the gnad?
A dozen fellows saw you—-"

”!l didn’t mean to. Don't be an
[I.EE'-J"

“Well, I suppote it was only tomper,
but I wish yon'd draw the line a bit,
Smithy. You necdn™t be shivty about
the cricket now, at any rate. I suppose
you know Vernon's gone?”

"?-'ES.."

“Did vou see his unele IV

“His unecle #¥

“1 suppose you went over to Lan
tham Chase, as you told me yon were
going to do. Was there & row 7"

“0Oh!™ Vernon cavght his breath.
Y Na "

“That fat ass Dunter got wind of it
eomchow,” said Redwing, “He came
down to the paovilion between the
innings and jawed it to Vernon. Ilo
must have heard yvou speaking to me,
I suppose. Vernon eleared off after-
wards, and I wondered whether he
had some idea of putting his uncle
wise., I was afraid there might be a
row,”

“That's all right.”

Redwing set his lips a little.

“Tf vou'd rather not tell me, I'in not
curious,” he ssid quiecly. “T'vo been
vaiher anxious about what might have
happened, that's all. That Army man
nt Lanthbam Chase 15 not the sorl of
man to trifle with.”

“Hardly ! gaid Vernon.

He seemed disinelined to go on with
{he tall:, and Redwing eyed him. Ilo
had expected the Dounder to be full
of it when he came in—especially if hie
had, pz he had hoped, discovercd what
wus  Captain Vernon’s mystorions
game,

“Look here, Smithy, what's up?” he
demanded abruptly.

“T'vee told you—nothing.”

“I can see that somcthing's hap-
pered,” sard Tom.  *There's some sovk
of a change in you sinee I saw you
Jast. I can’t quite make 1t out, b
there it iz Something's happened; 1
Lnow that” .

Vornon breathed havd and kept lus
eves ou his books—or, rather, Bmithy's
books., Smithy's books were Lis now.

“Does it mean that you found out
what vou went there to find out®”
asked Tom. “1 ean't believa that
there was anything in what You ens-
pecied.  DBut of there was, what ¢ame
of 13"

Vornon's heart beat faster.

What had the Dounder suspected?
What had he said to Hedwing before
he went on that fatal vide to Lantham
Chase ¢

But he kept cool. A scnse of danger
in ihe air made him very wary—as I
would have made the Bounder.

“Let’s see, what was it I =aid
oxaetly ¥ ho asked in a careless drawl.
He was anxious to know what the
Boundar had said, and whether 1o
epelled denger for him.

“You said that Captain Vernon wasg
up to some game; that he had sowme
object in putting hizr nephew 1n your
schivul and landing you together; and



that thai was why he gobt you off the
sack last  week.  Survely. vou haven't
forgotten, Smithy 17 exclaimed Red-
wing in_aslonishment.

So that was it ]

“You fancied that Vernon might
know what it was, and that by im-
personating him with his uncle wyou
might find it out. Well, did you "

S0 that was what the BDounder had
aid that visit to Lanthamm Chase for.
Te made no bones about impersonating
Yernon when it suited him to do so.
Why should Vernen make any sbout
returning the compliment?

“I'm sure you were mistaken,” wont
on Redwing, “I can’t see how the
captain can have any turn to serve by
anvthing of the kind. T think he mado
a mislake in sending Vernon to Grey-
friarz, and it looks as if he thinks so
himself now as he's taken him away.
I don't see how he can have had any
but a kind motive for geiting you olf
the sack.”

Vernon did noil answer.

“Dut if yon've found out anything
different, what is it asked Re WINg.
“1 don't understand you, Smithy., |
believe it was all moonshine.  And if
that's what you've fomd out, can’t you
own up te 1%

Vernot fanghed,

“Yes, 16 was all moonshine, and 1
own up to it,” he said. " Now let's get
on with proep”

“And there was no row 2"

“Oh, 1o

“You zaw Caplain Vornon "

“ b, yes, I've scen Lin 1"

“1IIe hadn't left to come here when
you gob to Lantham Chase, then? 1o
must have left pretty: soon after yon
got there, from the iime he got here,”
snid ‘Fom, more and more perplexed
by -lus chum’s eurt veplies, ™ Where

have vou been all the time since,
Smithy 7

“T've had a spin on the jigger.”

“Didd you get that elobber  at
Lantham 7™

“1Eh? Oh, yes!™

Tomn Redwing velapsed into silonee,
still looking at his chum across the
tahie,

Vernon wenk on wilh prep. |1 I
affected not to he aware of that stondy
gaze.  DBut he knew that it was upon
him—pureled, perplexed, 1Ilis heart
wis beghing ancomforiably,

LTom Redwing did not suspect—he
cowld not. Bub e was conscions of a
subtle alleralion that troubled Jus
i, )

It was some minuies hofore Redwing
spoke ugsn.

“1 don’l get von, Swmithy, You're
keeping back zomething, I can see thay
ainly enongh.,. I den't want to know
1 youdd vather mot cell me, hot——

"Well, what?"

YOI os somelliang serions voun oean
trust me, Bmithy, If vouw've gob any.
thing oun voor nuned vorr can soreefv
trusk ey we've heen pals long
erogri, '

A Dk wiler pol
PISRRTIR TRRET] B

“ ¥ oalon’i know.

[T ia‘:-“ LEL]

“That - moeans dhadl
chinek 1the sabject 3

“Well ves™

“Leave ib sl ihai, (hea, ™ s Lo
Baealwing ; amd mo mare wis 2,

Prep in Biady MNoo 4 went on after
that wich baedly @ word spoken.

When 6 waz aver Tom Redwing lefi
the study in silenee: s fage was grave
wind g Jntle sroubled.

Theough theek and 1hin he  had
wlways been the Bounder's Joxal chum.
il Bhe Frequenr rows in Bindys No, 4

i aniinwed an page 28.)

What could I have
Theve's somaest hiing*”

veu'tl  ratlier

EVERY SATURDAY

i EEP, and the world weeps
V‘/ with you; laugh, aud
you're put in a home.”
This is the whimsical complaint of
Jack Hobart, of Clacton.
“Everywhere I go,” writes Jack, I

meet  fellows with hang-dog ox-
}Jl'ﬂﬂﬂ-flﬂﬂﬂ and sullen, ratty-like
rowns. They look as if they've

swallowed their back teeth, or sonme-
thing. They make no attempt to be
bright and cheerful. If you talk to
them, they just grunt. If you slap
them on the back in a playful manner,
they bark at you like an unmuzzled
bull-pup. I never saw such a aset of
moping, moony fellows in my life.
Al they call this * Sunny Clacton ' 1"

Well, Jack, it is some years since [
was in Clacton, so I am unable to
confirm your remarks regarding the
youthful inhabitants of 51&1: famons
scaside resort.- I rather fancy, how-
ever, that your summing-up crrs a
little on the side of severity; but if
it is indeed true that Clacton boys
never amile, them I am sorry for
Clacton ; for a cheery and sunny tem-
perament is one of the most valuable
assets in life.

There are times, of course, when
you find it hard to be cheerful. The
world seems upside-down. Another
member of the family pets down to
“brekker ¥ before you and scoffs all
the jam. The epgs are hard-beiled,
the tea cold. You go to echool, where
nothing secms to go right. You play
cricket, and muff unplimited catches.
You wo to a cinema, and find that
they're showing a film you've seen
somewhere before.

(th, yes, I know it's often hard to
smile ! But as a certain poet hath it :

“When the read secems long and
dreavy, amd you're sick nand
stale amd weary,

And yon're sighing for the things
that are sublime;
Don't go flying in a paddy, but be
up and doing, laddie,
And yon'll find you're on the
tareet every time !

Lame faces are an abomination. We
don't want them in this country.
A ecvtain amount of depression was, a
few months aro, unavoidable; but
with the sun :ﬁﬂuing brightly now,
there's no exense for it. No boy has
a right to Le coutinually giving way
to the “blues”; and I sympathise
with my Clacton chum if, as he
asserts, his fellow-townsmen are o
=0t of mopiug, moony fellows.”™

I shall have to persnade Mr. Frank
Richards to send Billy Bunter up to

Clacton. Perhaps his amazing and
amusing anties might cheor the

inhabitants up a bit!

Your Editor is always pleased to heir from
his readers.
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

Write to him : Editor of the

£.C4.

CONGRATULATIONS FROM
BIRMINGHAM !

The following is a letter I hLave
received from two of my girl chums:

“Dear Mr. Editor,—Having just
finished this week's MaaxEeTr, we really
must take the opportunity of con-
gratulating you upon your absolutely
splendid steries. Though we are two
girls, we appreciate the Maaner as
dmuch as any boy, aud alwavs shall

.

“We have the Maexer delivered
eve, Saturday without fail, and
think- it is by far the best way, as
there is such a great demand for it
that you are pever sure of getting
your copy. Therefore, Mr. Editor, we
will just let you know that even when
wa are grandmothers—if over—we
ghall always encourage the younger
people te read the good old Maexer.

“Two enthusiastic readers,
“Bess axp Jess.M

I am really grateful to my two
Birmingham girl chume for that
splendid letter. It chcers me up tre-
mendously to know that T have such
loyal supporters. I am always de-
lighted to have such letters from my
readers, for, of course, the best
reward one can have for one's work
ig to know that it is appreciated.

I guesa the above will give p:,'-:Im,
something to think about, what? 1
know what you are thinking about at
the moment, and that is: “ What has
the Maexer in store for next week ?

Something good, you may be sure.
First of all, there is:

“A DOUBLE IN TROUBLE!"
By Frank Richards,

the next yarn in our grand serics
featuring Bertie Vernon.

At Greyfriars, in the guise and
name of hiz cousin, Vernon-Smith,
Vernon is bound to find himself in
some very awkward situations, as you
will learn when you read this ex-
citing yarn. Youw’ll vote it the best
in the scries, believe me. Latest
information about what's happening
at Greyiviars will be found in the
inferesting cdition of the * Greyfriars
Herald,” while “My Page” will be
taken over by Vernon-Smith—inei-
dentally, he wrote the copy a weck
or two back. Sounds good, chums,
doesn't it? And it iz good, too,
believe we.

Take my tip, chum, pay a visit to

our newsagent mght now, and ask

im to reserve a copy of next Satur-
day’s Maewer for you. He'll be
pleased to do i,

YOUR EDITOR.
Tz Maguer Liprany.—-No. 1,637,






"HEAD APPROVES GREY-

LED UP THE GARDEN! s
_' FRIARS PAGEANT PLAN!

Bright and Breezy Siory of Jack Jolly
& Co., the Schoolboys of St. Sam's:

“ How do I look 1’ detective .
Dr. Alfred Birchemall grinned cheer. | stunta H_[_.‘:Eil.'l: REhﬂﬂl’iﬂ]! Stal't Thlﬁ' WEEk-
fully, as he asked that question. you chaps ! A committec of four—Wibley, Wharton.

GREVFRIARS HERAL

he revered and majestick head- [ egeselaimed vk b B
manter of 8t. Sam’s was standing in a | Jolly. “T'wip i N T
field beside the glistening River Hipple. | the seare- Ll e N
He presented & wvery commical site, | erow disguise,

- . — | il Vernon-S8mith. and Linley—wvisited Mr, lch t
- 1 : - \ I ask if something could be done sbout fﬂt-fging :.
; : : Ureyliriars Pageant.

)

being dressed in & frowsty frock coat, | Fearless? = 2 IL ~_ No. 351, EDITED BY HARRI WHARTON. July 1st, 1939, Mr. Queleh. who was busy at hia typewriter
A p:fir of trowsis that "Il{:rl‘*l‘ﬁ patched | The  old o i 2 _2_ ¥ ':P‘Eﬁ;}fﬂ uuﬁftha mlnt;_*:@r:m cha _tgr n: his monumental
ang torm, ang& ? tﬂtﬁa_ﬁd old tuppﬂl'_i fogey ?i going 7 """""'f " e o - = ory ; uﬂﬂg"ﬁ r:u.ﬂ ; not greet them ey
t‘n.nd.l oré him was a crelty-jto do A it o enLVes- | pPoBiNg A8 A ECATECTOW i sternly “* You talked tbut the apers bei Well, T’m b Z v . e vy

looking, ack-wiskered gentleman. | dropping ! 2 -, repressed his feelings accordingly. down the well jijsfor m}? hannyﬁt-n—g I-IARRY WHARTDN IH Tﬁmglﬂ, old Eﬂn.%[m]::r:?n Tghg;::.re;at.i i iéﬂ n.t:;]ﬂ ﬂ:::n rﬁ;ﬂf, he Ht:l:il I'BIiT]:ﬂEE:}
who at&gped back a pace at the ques. " Yes; and it's preity clear why Jack Jolly & Co. were in no hurry | knowing full well @y were never there Latin swots who are by no means | pref ' j'_:mpﬁ-r &, ould
tion and eyed the Head through hie| he's going to do it, too ! ™ said Frank | to go, and the Head had a long wait | at all! You—y—" THE CHAIR beastly boros—Mark Linley and Dick [ & * Ok it’s very imoc 05

smoked glasses with & keemn and | Fearless grimly. * That shifty scoun- | before he was freed from his guise Words failed t4 Head. He made & Penfold in the Remove, for instance. | Wibley. I“a;[-mr lmpﬂﬁt“m' Bir, * said
kritical eye, tlrell Goodman has just left him, and | a8 a erarecrow.  But at last the chums | rush. Temple of the Fourth has written us | Then on the other hand, I know ona or you'll }i;iﬁuk E:‘ t::;rﬁ wien you hear it

* Absolutely topping!™ he leered | we don’t need telling what he's after. | of the Fourth departed with the duzzen Covercd as heyas with slime and | & letter for publication, whioch I should | two exceptionall ,gimd horsemen at

at last. '“If this disgnise duzzent | llver since we copped him searching | or so finny spessimens they had landed, | wetness, he wasyt at all & plezzant | love to publish—if I had the necessary | Greyfriars who don't fit in with my s il Bl

delude young Fearlezs and his [riends | our study the other day, it has been | and the Hend’s long ordeal ended. abject to meoetit close quarters. co, Unfortunately, it rona to | | . We—er—we were thinking—that
into thiihing you're a scarccrow, then | as plain as a pikeataff that he wants to As soon as they wore out of site, he .Iml:k Jolly & Cidecided th%,t. m;?r Eﬂr foolenap sheeta, 5-,1; I'm afraid thot Id?f'h{?:i ':‘E%?:%Tc“rue* W - :E:eatnﬂ tfla:.l'. we wondered if you—I
my name’s not .E-‘.}ne:ﬂt L _ _ _ galloped back to St. Sam's by o differ- | best move was tojm for it. publication is impossible. §te tood. Hidee Gad  Tatis Stols 1{::11:-11':,}1 ¢ Head, sir, and the "school
Joe Goodman 1 ot T g st | ent roote and made his way at top | They aemnpeni away a3 fust gs| I con, howover, find room for a | simultaneously. e Mr {i; leh d ed i -

The condiment speed to his privete garden. their legs woulddrry them and soon | brief reference to Temple's complaint. Taking it all round, T can't say I|his desk, e

brought a smirk of The sinister figger of Honest Joe | outdistanced Dr.frchemall. And the | Boiled down, what it amounts to is | agree with Temple's brainwave, 1| You

satisfaction to the Goodman was thers to groet him, | Head gave it up' hat Cecil Reginald consi : s ars not —maki yourgell
Head’s face. . and that shifty gentleman farely | the negr{:ﬂt i::m':}}. Eﬁﬂﬁﬁ;ﬂ}l{:nig: 1l:u_'-r-.s-.nej:un'I:::L.ln.a;hilzn uﬁgh\t to ta[ll:mad:hr: p"iﬁ': ﬂuﬂdaxﬁrﬁﬁﬁﬁ EJ ﬂ;ﬁ;ﬁ;&“ﬁﬁ;?“ﬂ Ef;ms::nr:? _&31&3"-{ E'blﬂf-,nﬁlﬂ?ﬂﬂ Elve
: 1_«!I:zlmi. you ht];a gloated when he heard the news. | Joe Goodman treturn to the inn|of Latin as the principal subject | the Form-room; but I think that |to discuss.’ @ subject you wish
Bl he grinnsd. Fangy the young raskal thinking | where he was #ying at Muggleton, i:»m]!:%hfr ot Greyfriars | horsemanship is essentinlly a eubject| “QOh| Yes, sir!™ ed Wibl
Without  boasting, of such a hiding-place !” he leered. | farely nushing lfteeth at the way 15 complaint is summed up at the | for a chap’s leisure time. “ It’8 tho Croviriars Pore Bot, bley.
Mr. Goodman, 1 thin Well, well ! p in which he und|s partner had beeh |end of his letter, whore he remarks | Sorry, snd all that Tomple, dear|  \Whas 1o o e © OBERRET
I can salely eny that Y Let us get bizry,” seid Dr. ) Led Up the Gadn? elegantly : *“ Latin makes a fellow a | man. but ray frank opinion, 't afraid “ The (3 : e
there ifn't an amateor Birchemall. * I propose that I lower (More laughs § *“Dr. Birchemall's | beastly = bore, don’t you think ? | is that you're talkin oulh of the bk [:vid w Croyiriars Poageant, sir,” said
detoctive  anywhera ou down the well in a bucket and you | Discovery 7 "—th| Rilarious el to| Whoréaa horsemanship makes a fellow | of your m—;mcmﬁf neck. WHAT $ Wibley. gaining his courage at last.
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