


This Week By

HERBERT
VERNON-SMITH,

the Bounder of
the Remcoe.

ELL, at any rate, I'm no- stranger

to most readers. 1 write in the

“Heraid ™ a good deal, chiefly

albout sport, and 1 expect you'voe

fairly uged to me by mow. [I'm going to

hee‘? eport out of this page in order to

make & change from my “ Herald " style.

It seems to be the Tashion to wse Ay Own
Page ™ ns o sort of persomal confession.

I suppose I have the reputation of “a
bad egg.” I admit I have ﬂm.glsmuauy asked
for the sack, and more AN oute my
career at Grayfriars has nearly come to a
sudden full stop. ° Actually, I've 1'&1'?' little
doubt that I shall eventually he turted oub
by the Head. He won't put uwp with me
for ever,

Then why don't I reform? T'H tell you—
because 1 can't.. I leathe that silly word
“reform,”  No fellow ever reforme—not
really. He may simmer down a bit if it
suita him, but il he has a kink in him, it's
bound to shiow sooper or later. My kink is
that I ¢an't stand rules and restrictions.

I break rules because I Like the fun and
excitement of it, apd Dbecauwse I wanlt Lo
show that no dashed rule can pin me down,
It I want to do a thieg, I do it, and hang
the consequences, Lot the Geood Little
Georgies stick to the rules, if they lke—
they're the sort who never get anywhere,
1 belleve in taking o chance, whatever other
people may say about me.

My pater is a millicpaire, but Lbat won't
make any difference to me. I shoull
become a millionaire if I was 25 poor as
Fenfold—simply because I'm the sort who

ts bhings done. I don't stamd about wait.
ng for opportunity. I go out aund make
my own opportunities, If anyone gets
hurt, that's their look out. " Get On or Get
Gnt,” 18 the motto, and I¥ve no time to
waorry about lama ducka.

Look at Penfold, for instance. His pater
is & cobbler. He mendas boots and shoes.
Well, that's all right—good luck to him, us
far as that goes. Where Lhe"a a Tool is that
he's quite ¢ontent to go on heing a cobbler.
If a villager can't pay for his repairs, old
Pentold will tell him to leave it over till
things get better. That’s hiz idea of
business,

If I did the job, I'd have thoe villager
ap in the County Court and get my mone
to the lmst farthing. 1t may be *“hard,”
but what of it¥ It's o hard world, Yon
bhave simply pot to look aller yourself firat
if you ever want to pet anywhere, If I
started life as & cobbler, I bet you I'd
soon be a boot manufrcturing company,
with & factory as big as a town and 500
branches, You wouldn't catch me heing
eatisfled with a eottage in Friamlale. (Not
eﬂ'-rgn one next door to the Three Fishers?—

Some fellowa may ecall it unzcrupulonz.
I call it common scnse, Do yon think my
pater made his million by looking round for
somebody else to help? Not likely. He
helped himszelf. After all, therc's only o
eertain amount of money in the world, aml
every ha'penny You have means that some-
one else is a ha'penny short. Two people
can't have the same ha'penny, so why
shouldn't 1 have §E 25 well as anvone olwe?
That’a my viewpoint—and T go awd get it.

Plenae don™t compare me with that worm
Fishy. He's just a feather-brained bandit
when it comes to business, While he's
#ehooting off Ris mouth,” ¥'m sizing vp his
wesk points—and you can always tackle any
men when you spot his weak points. That's
the first rde of business. I guaramtes to
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make Fishy come out of the little end ol

the hors any time he likes. And then
Lame.
Well, that's all gbout me—snd quite

enough, too.

. My EATRA-SPECIAL XAP THIS WEEK

MOOXRAEER in the 3.30 at Wapshot.
{Each way.)

LAUGH THESE OFF!

There's a silly young fathead named Stott,
Whe thinks he’s wize, hut he's pot!

He once had a tip

For & horse called “The Pip,™
Which was just what he afterwards got!

Then he heard of a horse named * Sedan,™
From the selfsame rellable man,

Who tonk all his tin

And sald: “He'll walk in'™
And he did—but the other gees rant

Then the tipster, a person named DBert,
Gave Btott what he ealled “a dead cert!™
Stott ventured & poamd,
And very zoon found
It wonz not only dead, but inert!

Yes, Stott i3 a3 keen as a knile;

Lut he’s aszking for tromble anml sirife,
For he won't lind it cheap
If lie’s going to Keep

Thiz Bert Yor the rest of his life!

COKER'S LETTER.

Heres' o letter stolen from Horace Coler'a
stidy—mayhe.

“eer Aunt Joody,=I thank vou for the
Tuck Hamper, koonsisting of 1 hake, 1 duz
tarts, 1 duz kreem bumns, 1 g pooding,
2 Bwiss Roles, and a slabe-amd-Kidderny
pi.  Pleese eggscunse blott, Dot that fat
bownder Bunber looked in and T had o kick
him owt, I mwust leve off riting for a minnit
as old Prowt has just called me from the
passaje owtalde. )

“It's an egestraordinry thing, but Prowt
said he hadn’t called me, and gave me 100
lings. The phool! As I wag saring, thank
you for 1 kake, § duz tarts, 3 kreem humnns,
1 fig pooding, 1 Bwiss Fole, and a stake-
and-Kididerny pi—  Bother! Wingate iz
culling me from the passaje. Epgscuase,
pleese.

"Fhe fddott said he never ealled me. Kan
you beet it? I think they're all road, Any-
way, thanks for the 3 kreem bunns, 1 Swiss
Role, and a stzke-and-kKidderny pi—— Kon-
fonnd! Dlundell is calling from the passaje.
Why cén't bé cum inte the studdy?
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s wncertain temper.

“ Absolootly barmy! He gaid he nevéd
callell. He must be off his krumpet! Well;
ol deer, thanke for the stake-and-kiddern
Oh krikey! PBunter sz the He
wanta to see me. I must push off. a2

“WWell, that takea the biskit! He didn't!
HAe's owt! TI'Il kick that fat bownder!
Well, T must close now., Thaoks for the
stake-and-—-— Why, where's it onn?
Funny! X thort I feft it on the table, Must
he in the cubbord, I eggspeckt.

"Yores aleckehionitly,
“ HoRACE.™

o

ple——

POEB OD SPRIG!

Id the sprig & livelier iris chages od (he

Id mb"r s ik S e G
& sprig & yug had's ¥ lighdly turds
to thoughds of lub, )

Id the sprig the tedder labkids gabbol gailly
i the fold,

Id the sprig the Egglish clibate gibs uws all
2 beastly gold.

To zea Bunter put the tart in his mouth,
hold the page six inches from your face

and then bring it slowly forward
the tip of your nose touches Lhe
dot on Bunter's -lu._u.

urntil
white

INTELLIGENCE TEST!

(1} Who were the speakers of the follow
lamous speechez?
a} * Beasl!™
(b} " Unparallebed ™
{e¢y “0Oh, rather!™
{(d) "Eh®
(2) If you had ten pounds on a horsa
which came in at 50 to 1, what would you
2et from Joey Banks?
i3) What is wrong with this scntence?
“Bunter's postal-order will come toeday.”
(4) A wond in the following sentence ia
wromgly spelt. “ Fishy gunve away ninepence
this morning.” What should it be?
ANSWERS: (1) Bunter, Irount, Dabney,
Puttonr,  (2) A wide Berth. {3) The word
“pobt * has been omitted, {(4) Should bLe
"none pence.t
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HERBERT VERNON-SMITH

The Bounder of the Remaove shares
Stmly No. 4 with Tom Redwing, Smilhy
15 one of the outstanding juniors at Grey.
friars. The son of a mulli-millionaire, he
i3 hard and wascropnlonsz, rather valgar in
his tastes, Tooze amb shady in hiz habits,
vub he is hrilliant at sport and ecan be,
when he likes, a thoreughly decent fellow,
Skinner's eartoon i unusual, but it smns
up Smithy very happily indeed. We see
bini &3 a Knave {which he is), the
Digmonds representing his  wealth amld
lowel taste in jewellery., He iz frowning
amwd smiling, which i a hic ab his guick
Moreover, he i3 a
decided “eard,”™ and he Treqient]y sambles
willl 1he pasteboards. Many a Limc sl
oft has Smithy been within an see of the
“hullet * for hreaking bwonwls or  some
other shady act. He loves the limelight,
and k5 led ido reckloss seenes 33 o result.
Btill, Greyfriars would not Le Llwe soo
withont the Bounder,

{ Cartoon by HAROLD SKINNER)




UNDER ANOTHER’S NAME, Herbert Vernon-Smith, of the Greyfriars Remove, has played the
part of his cousin and double-——Herbert Vernon—with suecess. Now comes the time for Herbert
Vernon to play the part of the Bounder.

UBLE m'Inou

ANK: R.ICHAR.D |
£ (LS

Billy Bunier peered out from behind the curtain.
way, and another at the letter on the table.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Just Like Bunfer !

E. QD[‘.LILH masier of the
M Greyiriars Remove, gave
quite & jump.

Quelch was seated in a deck:
chair under 2 shady ehn in the old guad
of Greviriars. - He had a bateh of Forn
papers on his knee, which he was read-
ing over and Emrm.tmg On that sultry
July afternoon the Remove master pre-
ferred the open air to his study. So
there he was when Billy Bunter rolled
in at the school gafes, with & {fat,
excited face, and squeaked

“I say, vou fellows, scen Sinithy 7™

Billy Bunter did not notice Queleh
in the deckchair under the El!'us'. The
Owl of the Remove never noticed any-
thing a few yards off. Bunter's big
gspectacle: were turned on Bob Cherry
and Frank Nugeni, who were near al
hand, and he sguenked at them with &
loud, excited squealk.

“Smithy & ru:~pcatf_~d ab.
his study, T helieve.”

He glanced ronnd the quadrangle,
but there was nothing 1o be seen of
Herbert Vernon-3mith, the Bounder of
Lireviriars,

“Cut in and eall himn, old chap!™
gasped DBunfter., “I'm ount of breath!
If he's in his study I don’t wank to
go up all those stairs. You don't mind
stairs, old fellow "

“Not a lot,” apreed Dob Cherry. "1
haven't a q:‘nuplﬂ of tons to carry up a
staircase, old fal bean! DBuf what the

“LHe's in
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thunp do yvou want me to ¢all Bmithy
fort Think be'd come like a dog if I
calied him ™™

“[Ie's wanted 1” grinned Bunter. ©1
say, what do you think? I say, I've
]'llht goen a man———="

‘I've seen lots 1

“QOh, really, Cherry=—I mean to say,

he wants to see Smithy!"” explained
Bunter. “le was squatting on the
fenee of the old spinpey at the corncr

Super 35,000-word School-
Adveniure Yarn, featuring
HARRY WHARTON & CO.,
of GREYFRIARS, and Vernon-
Smith’s cousin and rival,
HERBERT VERNON.

of I'riavdale Lane, you know, when 1
passed, and he called to me and aslkod
e to tell Bmithy 1o come. And Le said
tell Bmithy if he didn't come, he'd come
and see him bere. Ie, he, hel”

“Well, why shouldn’t he come here
and sce him if ho wants to see Smithy ¥
?}ski:d Frank Nugeni, staring at the fat

wl.

“1Ic, ho, hel Its Lodgey 1 chuckled
Bunder.

“Who " pasped Bob Clerry
Frank Nugent togelher.

and

liil5 lu-l
il umﬂimniu

]

BLE!

'a

I a-

I

I

,-;'a : J:;";"':ﬂhwr.’
_?!HIH I..-// ;r'lr i _-r

He gave one blink at Vernon's back in the door-
He read at a glanee what the junior had written so far.

“*1ill Lodgoey, from the Cross Keys!”
grinned Bunfer., I fancy %E& chi
would sit and stare if he walked into

Creyfriars. Bmithy would geb sacked,
I expect! I say, cut in and tell
Smithy——  What are you making

faces at me for, Boeb Cherry?”

Bob was making Bunter frantic signs
lo ba silent. But it was too late.
Hvery word ubtercd l}‘i‘ the fat Owl
flosted to the ears of the Form-master
in the deckehair under the elm.

It was af this ::.tagl!: of the procecd-
mg that Mr, Quelch jumped.

o forgot all about the batch of orm
papers on lis knee, Ilo gat up and
stared at the fat Owl of his Form. The
expression on his faco was fearfully
expressive,

unter—still  lLappily
Queleh—rattied on:

“I say, vou fellows, Bmithy will get
inlo a fearful row if that frowsy swab
walks in here to sce him! Ho jolly well
tneans il; I conld see that he was ratty
wilh Buuthy aboub something. Think
Smathy owes hun money on & mrEI':'"

“Shut up " breathed Nugent.

“Well, T think you might cut in amd
give Sithy the tip. Lodgey said ho
weould wait for hun half an hour, no
longer. I came in 1o tell Bmithy—"

" Bunter !

“Oh1” gasped the fat Owl, as thul
dread volce fell upon his fat eara.

Billy Bunter spun round like a fat
hiunming - dop, Liz eyes almost popping
through This spectacles at Mr, Qu ch.

Tne Mauser Lisrany.—No. 1,638

unaware of

(Copyright in the Tnited Htates of America. All rights reserved, and reproduction without perraigsion strictly forbldden.)



4

“Oh!” he repcated. " ObL crikey1”

Bunter blinked abt his Form-master;
ralher like a fat rabbit fascinmated by
8 serpent.  Quelch’s speaking counten-
ance was-quite tervifying.

“ Bunter I*

“ il loe® ™

“Come here, Bunter ¥

“Oh scissors |”

Billy Bunter roiled reluctautly to-
wards hiz Fopm-master. :

Mre. Queldn rozo to his feet, laid the
batch of Form papers in the deckeliair,
and fAxed his gimlet cyes on the guak-
ing fat Owk

“ ¥ heard what you said to Cherry
arl Nugent, Bunter 1" said Mr. Quelch

it e griminest tone.

“Did—did=did you, =r?” gasped
Bunter.

“T dad 1™

“0Oh crumbs |*

“Cherry! Nugent!” rapped 3Mr.

Quelch. ;

Two juniors were moving off quietly
in the direction of the House. Quelch’s
ginulet eye was upon them. Drobably
he could guess that their idea was to
connvey a friendly tip to the Bouunder
of Greyiriars of the trouble that was
IR TN, :

“Oh, yos, sirl”

“ Btay where you are!” smapped Mr.
Qutidl’ 8 3

The two jumiors stayed wliere they
Wik,

Having frowned at them severely,
AMr. Queleh gave Buunter his attention

again,

“Yeu were taking & nlessage ta
Verioo-Bnnth, Bunter, frem a dis-
reputable character with whom na

ereyfriara boy iz allowed to cxchange
a word !’ rapped Mr, Quelch.

“0Oh, rves—I—I mean, no!” gasped
Bunter, overwhelmed with dismay., 1
I never saw you, or T wouldn’t have
said anylhing, sir! Oh lor’ ¥

“I havo no doubt of that!” said M.
Queleh grimly. * How dare you take a
message from suck a man to o (rey-
[riars boy, Bunter !”

¥I1—I—1 didn't ! gasped Bunter.

*YWhat 1"

21— mean to say, I—I never saw
Bill Lodgey squaiting on the spinney
fence, and he never called to we!”
stanunored Bunter.. e never said
anything about Smithy, and I—I never
came in to tell HIIIEI]IE, sir | J==I=—I
dou’t suppose Smithy knews him, any
mora than I do, sir! I don’t even know
the nian by sight, and—and I've never
heard his name, go far as I remember.

If Billy Buuter hoped that Mr.
Queleh would belicve that statanent his
hope was contively unfounded.

“Upon my word 1™ said Mr. Quelch.
i' You utterly obituse and untruthful
10

'*?{}Il, really, siy—"

“You will be punizhed for taking a
message from such a man, Bunter——"

" But I—I—1I didn't I wailed Bunter,
“I—=I only came in to tip Smithy to
keep him out of a vow ! I—I mean, J—
T thought you wouldn't like that mman
to walk into the school, sir ! I—I d

[

on't
mean that I've seen him—I—T haven't;
and as for speaking to him, 1 wouldn't.
1Io 150"t thore—»"

“You will take twe hundred lines,
Buuter 1

“Oh lor’ I

My, Queleh picked np his batch of
Form papers, and walked away with a
rapid stride towards the Fouse,

b  Cherry and TFrank Nozent
glanced after him, and then looked at
ane another cloguenily.

*Poor old Smithy I murmured Bob.
“Ile's for 161 said Nuogent., “JI—I
Tae Macrer LiBRARY,—No. 1,638
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Hl._lgpﬂﬁﬁ he's asked for jt, plaving Lhe
g:u dy ox a3 he does, but— [Door old

muilhy 1%

“ Beast 1" hreathed Billy Bunter. He
addressed ﬂlﬂ._t- remark o his Form-
master’'s back in the distance. “T say,
you fellows, fancy old Quelch popping
up like that! 1 never saw him till he
barked! I say, do you think he's gone
in after Sumithy 2#

“Yes, assl” grunted Hob. “You've
given Smuthy away Emtt:,r completely,
you blithering fathead 1”

“Well, I never meant to,” aaid
Bunter., “I was going to tip him t
sce that man Lu-;:ipiey before ho blew in
here. I say, Bmithy must be an ass to
let his bookie pals come rooting after
him at the school! T say, I wonder if
Smithy will be bunked? What do you
think ##

“I think I'll boot you across the
quad, you fat chump 1™

;;Fjln;at 1*

illy Bunter departed without wait-
ing to ba booted. !

n the distance 3Mr. Quelch dis-
appeared. iuto the house. Evidently he
wad going to sco Herbert Vernon-
Bwith; he wes going to take that
message instead of Bunter. Jb was
likely to emusc consternation in Study
No. 4 in the Remove.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Uader Ancther Name !

i OMING out, Smithy 7™
“ Mo ¥
Tom Redwing stood in the
doprway of Study No. 4 in the
Remove. Ife was looking acrosa the
study at the junier whe lounged in the
window seat, with a book on his kneea

Tha junior was reading a volume of
Shakespeare. IIe looked up for a
maomeut fo give Redwing (hat  curt
answer, and then dropped his oyves Lo
the book again. _ L
Redwing stood locking at him in
silence.

A taste for the jmmnortsl works of
William Shakespeare was quiie 2 new
faste on the part of his chum, Herbert
Vernon-Smith. Smithy was not much
of o reading man, and Shakespeare
bored him. This was ovne of many
little changes that Tom Redwing had
noticed in his chum during the past
weele, and  that perplézed him and
EEWE him an odd sense of not really
inowing the fellow that hie had thought
he knew so wall.

No doubt it was a change for the
belter if Swmithy liked Shakespeare
better than pink papers that dealt with
the odds on the geegees. Bub it was
not like Smithy, and Tom Redwin
had liked Sinithy as he was—with aﬁ
hiz faults aud failings.

Smithy had iwproved during the
weok that had elapsed since his cousin
and double, Bortie Vernon, lhad lefs
Greylviars School.

That was not to be doubted !

Shakespeare was a great Improve-
ment on Y Racing Tips.” It was a
week since Redwiig had  scented
cigarette smoke in the study. 1llo knew
that Smithy had not once been out of
bounds during that week—a great
change for ithe reckless Bounder., As
for breaking out at night after lights-
out, Smithy secmed to have forgotion
such escapades completely |

It was all {0 the good, and yvet some-
Liow H&I‘winf‘fﬂt and rcalised that he
did not liko his chium 2s he had always
liked him. Ile' blameéd himseclf, foc
surely he should have been glad to sea
the reckless svapegrace of Greyfriars

mending his ways! But there it was,
and he could not help it1

Even now, when he asked Smithy if
Be were coming out and was a little

“hurt at lus curt refusal, he was com

scious of the fact that he did-not really
want Smithy’s company !

He: had always wanted it, disagree-
able aa it often was. Now he did not—
though he was loth to admit it to him-
sclf. But at the bottomn of his heart he
knew ik, and it gave hirm s discomfited
fceling of heing a disloyal fricnd.

The junior in the window-seat wont
on reading, &s if ubaware that Tom
was still there,

Tom broke the silence at last.
,"What abeut a spot of cricket,
Smithy 1"

“L'in reading [

“Well, yes, bub there™s the Redelyvife
match coming on,” said Fom: “ Now
that Vernon has goue &l that troulle
witle the cricket is over, and Wharton
will want you n the téan.. You wers
always keepn—7*

I}f‘ m ItIeen encugh !1 But !'!:Ig not at
all sure 1 want to play in the wmaich
at Redclyffe | =

Redwing starved at him,

“Smitly, what on eavth de you
mearr? ou wade fuss enongh about
heing dropped out of the Formr match
with the Hhell last week becanse Bertie
Vernon was playing, Now he's gone
vou're surely not thinking of keeping

tp & row with Wharton on  his
avceount 7™

“No; byt—"

“You're wamted in  the eleven,

Smithy, von knew that!” :zid Tom
warmly., ' The fellows would be glad
enough to have Vernon for his bowl-
mg 1f he were here; but he's gonel
Your batting—""

“Fm not sure I shall play! Look
here, I'm mwugging this stuff up for an
esgay; give a fellow & rest!” said the
junior m the window-secat irritably,

Tom Redwing compressad his’ lipa.
It scemed that his disinclination %ur
his chuwn’s company was sharved by his
chum,

“AIl right ! he said shortly, and he
Jeft the study, shutiing the &ﬁ]-ﬂl' after
Iim rather hard.

The junior in the window-seat did
not. vesune reading when he was gone.
He laid down the volume and sak
staving moondily before him.

Tom Redwing—the fallow who knew
the Boundcr best at Greyfriars—had
addressed him as * Smithy "—npothing
doubting! Not _a fellow in 1he
Reomove, not his Form-ruaster, not his
headmaster, doubted ithat he was
llerbert Vernon-3mith !

No ono at Greyfriars knew or sus-
pecled, or even dreamed, that it was

not Bertic Vernon who had left the
school a  week ago—hot Horbert
Vernou-Bumith—and that his  double

lad taken his name and his place and
stayed on  at  Groyiriars az  the
Bounder !

Only DPertio Vernon knew, and his
uncle, Captain Vernon, at Lantham
Chasze, who had planned the whole
thing and struck when the time was
ripe—and who had half porsuaded, half
driven, the veluctant jumior inte play-
m§ that strange part!

E had gone like clockwork |

In form and feature Vernon wasz the
Bounder over again! In the Bounder's
clothes nobody would have taken him
for Bertie Vernon, even had not Bertie
been supposed to have left the school. .

Bertic had doubled at first whether
to tremendous a spoof could be possible.
Hea had found it as casy as falling off a
form.

To all Greyfriara he was Herbert
Vernon-Smith. He had becomne g0 used
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Herbert Vernon roared with rage as he hurled back the bedclothes. The bed was ﬁirlr Aoating in Ink. His pyjamas were

1]
M-
;;;;;

drenched with it, He saf In a sea of ink, spluttering with rage. * Good gad ! »* gasped Wingate. ** Who’s done that ¢ **

by this time to playing the part that
he played it unconseciously, and almoast
furgot at times that he had opce borne
another name.

Thers were plenty of diflieulties to L
encountered, all the same,

Ele was no bad hat like the wvanished
Bounder. DEvery fellow in the Remove,
as well as Redwing, had noticed the
chonge 1n  the esupposed Bmithy's
manners end customs in that respect.

Too sudden & reform might awalken
fioubts; but he could not help that. He

would mnokt emoke cigareites with
Skinner and Bnoop, he would net join
in eny risky escapade ont of bounds.

Lic had no taste for ragging in <lass, and
ke was determined fo steer elear of ihe
Bounder’s dingy and uestionably
ucguaint&nma outside the sclionl.

ILiven ecricket, that he was very keen
on, prescnted difficulties.  Ile was a
bowler and rather below than above the
averago at batting. Smithy was a greal
man with the willow,.

If he played for the Remove he could
rever hopoe to pet anywhere near ihe
Hounder's batling form, and it would
ba perilous to reveal his wncanny skill
with the ball.

Bang | came on tho sludy door, and
Harry Wharton came in. _

The junior in the window-seat soemerd
tn Le rewding again as the captain of
ihe Removo enlered. .

Harry Wharton glanced across at hiin
argl langhed, ]

“TFrightfully  Lusy, Smithy?"”
asked.

“Well, vos!”

“Wash it out and comne down to the
cricket | T.ook here, what's this ganme
of yours?” asked Wharton, * You
never could pull with your relation.
Vernon, but you scem to have picked
up his tasies since he left. Ile elwavs
had a giddy Shakespears about the
study, now you've always got oue about

hie

vours ¥  The captain of the Remove
chuckled, “ Have you chucked ‘ Racing
Ti ps! for good 2"

*¥Yes,” grunted Vernon.

“Glad 1o hear it, old bean,” said
Wharton cordially. * And I hear you'vo
chucked smoking, too, and I'm jolly
glad to hear that! It nover was worth
vour while to play the ox like Skinney
and Snoop. DBut don't carry it too far;
cricket’s ericket, and yvou kuow we want
yon in the maich at Redelyfe.™

“I'tn mot 1n wuch form lately,”™
wiitiered the junior in the window-seal,

“All 1ihe more reason for o sput of
praciice ab the nets,” said Llares.
“Lame ou—and I'H get Inky o give
von sone bowling

Vernon sab silent,

There were few hatsmen in the
Rewove who could deal with Hu?rm
Jumset R Bingl’s bowling,  Smithy

was one of the few—Bmithy's doubls
cortainly was not 1 At bowling he could
beat even Hlurres Bingh; but that he
daved vot do in ihe changed ecircum-
=tances, AR batfing he was nowhere |

Thucre was o footstep and the rustle of
& master’s gown in the passage.

loth juniors looked towards the door-

way ns the rather anpular figure of
Ienry Samuel Quelch, the Remove
aster, appeared there.

Vernon rose to his fect as the gimnlet
e¢ves fixed on lim grimly, He iclt a
qualin at his heart.

Tor the moment it scemed to him that
Lis imposture had been discovercd ancd
that his Formm-master had come to tell
him so—and to talke lnm to the Head!
(Mhorwise, what did that lock on
Gueleh’s face mean ?

" Vernon-Smith 1" rapped Mr. Quelch.

I1is tone was shar 13 very sharpest.
But it DLrought relief to the startled
junioy, Ie was not discovered—or Mr.

uclels would not have addressed himn as
Viernon-Sonth 1

“Yes, eir!” ho fallered. Something
was wrong, he could see that, though it
was not what he had for & moment
feared,

“1 have in ask yvou & question,
Vernon-8mith!”  said  the mova
master grinly, s gimlet eyes fixed on
the flushed face and unheeding the
presence of EHerry Wharion in the
study. " What do vou kuow of & man
naticd Lodgev—a disreputable rocing
man at the Cross Keys in Friordale 1

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Bolt From The Blue !
VERNON  caught his

ERTTI
B breath.
The quesiion was utterly un-

expected.

But the boy who was playin
at Greyiriars Sclicol was qui{-g
uplake.

Bill Lodgey was one of the Bounder’s
disreputable acquaintances outside the
school—supposed 1o bo s, now that he
was supposed to be the Bounder !

“Lodgey I repeated Vernon, to gain
L1ree.

“That is the name
know of him ¥

“MNothing ' answercd Vernon,

Harry Wharton gave him a quick
Iool, Dbut ot ownce turned away his
glance. A fellow could not, dpeﬂm
be expecied te own up to conduct that
might have led lo expulsion, But it
made fhe captain of the Remove fecl
sick to hear a fellow lving like this.

All the RRewove knew that Herbert
Vernon-Smith Lknew Bill Lodgey. In
his own F¥Formn the Bounder made no
gecret of his reckless escapades—rather
he gloried in them. Ilarry Wharton
had himself seen the Bounder in talk
with Taodgevy at a distence from the
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school. Dozens of fellows knew that
¥ carried out betting transactions
for Smithy and Skinner and of

the Fourib—the bad hats of the ver
School
Certainly, it would have been

dangerous to own up to knowi
Lodgey. But how any fellow muiﬁ
stand there &nd fell so cool & false-
hood was beyond Harry Wharton's
camprehension,

He would have becn glad to get out
of the study. But Mr. Quelch filled
the doorway, mnd he could not shovo
past his Foma-master. He moved
away to the window, and stood look-
iu% down into the guadrangle.

Mr. Qucleh did not heed him. His
pimlet eyes were almost boring into
Yrrnon's flushed face.

“You say that vou know nothing of
the man, Vernon-Smith?™ hes de-
manded.

o “Nothing at all ! answered Vernon.

“I'va heard ihe namé—I think I've
oo the man loafing about the village.
That's all.”

“Hatve you over snoken to him?™

L1 ?:E?ﬂ'i-. Bl |

“¥ou have had we dealings with
fim ™

“NoneI™

Iarry Wharton's ears burned as he
fieard what seemed 1o him falschood
sfter falsehood, witered in cool, calm
LS.

Yet, as a matter of fact, Vernon's
mswers were perfecily true. DBeriie
Vernon had uever had anything to do
with the disreputable racing man at
the Croes Koys, and had nover spoken
to him or thought of speaking to lhim,
Under another fellow’s name, hoe had
13 answoer for another fellow's sinsl

“Then why,” said Mr. Queleh, in a
grinding voice, "is this man waiting
for you at the spinney in Friavdale
Lane, Vernon-Smith

The hapless Imperzonalor sinvied,

“Is—ia  het” Ll stamnered. 1
wever  knew=—I  ceriainly  have no
intention of seeing him.”™

“Ilo has gent In & messago by

‘Bunter that if you do net see him
there 1n half an hour he will come on
to tho school!®™

THE MAGNET

“Oht” gasped Vernom.

“Bunter has bheen punished for
carrying & meszage for such a man™
went on Mr. Quelch. “Am I to under-
stand from you, Vernon-Smith, that

the man has sent in this message to o

boy Le docs not know and who has
never had any dealings with him 7%

Vernon bresthed bhard.

Captain Vernon, when he had
planned tha C?Mt that hiz nephew was
to play at Groyiriers in the place of
the kidnapped Bounder, had foreseen
most eventualities; but he had not
foroseen this!

“Well 7" said Mr. Quelch griml}',
as the junior did not speak. *“"What
have you got to say, Vernon-Smith?”

“T've satd that I don’t know the man

and have nothing to do with him,”
answered Vernon as steadily as he
could. “I'm not answerable for

what may be said or done by a man I
don’t know.”

Mr. Quelch scannod his face keenly.
e was puezled.

Only too well he knew that Hevbort
Vernon-8mith was not particular in
1he matter of truth when he was deal-
g with beaks or prefects. Dut he
could not feel sure that Vernon-Smith
waa lying now.

“Then, if what you say is true,
Vernon-SBmith, it is a matter of no con-
sequence to you if that man cairies
out his threat and comes 10 the
school 1™ he said.

" None whatever, =ir 1" was Bertie's
cool reply. " DPerhaps there may be
some mistake in the matter. ke may
lhave had dealings with souncone like
me and mado a mistake I

Alr. Quelch’s brow grow very grim.

“MThat 12 an utterly inadmissible
suggestion, Vernon-8mith. There is—
or rather was—only one Groyfriars bhoy
who could be mistaken for you—your
cousin Yernon, whe has now ﬂ:ft—. Y ou
were constantly being mistaken for one
another while Vernon was heve, it 13
true. But Vernen was & boy of irre-
proachable character—I am ab:alutely
cerviain 1that he never had dealings
with disreputalde persons euviside ilie
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echool, I camnot say the same for you
~far from it.”

If Beriie Vernon had had any con-
covn for his relative locked in tha
turret-rocin at Lantham Chase ibis
would probably have banished it|

Tiis was the kind of thing he had to
face in his rival's name. His bitter
dislike for the Bounder had never

been deeper than at that momont.

“I shall not condemn you, Vernon-
Smith I” zaid Mr. Quelch. "1 shall
tee this man when he comes—ha shall
be ghown into my study, and 1 shall,
I trust, ascortain from bim the facts of
the case. If it should prove that vou
have had dealings with him you will
be taken to your headmaster—and I
cau hold out little hope that you will

be allowed to remain at Crey-
friars I”

With that, the Remove master
turned away and rustled down the pas-
sage to the stairs.

rtie Vernon stood staring st the
deorway after he had gone.

Iﬂﬂ%ﬂ{_’ was coming! He might,
for all Vernon knew, have s pocket-
ful of proofs of his dealings with the
Bounder. One preof would be =sulfli-
cient! Then it would be the sack!

The sack!

Captain  Vernon had planned all
this—planned for Vernon to take his

rival’s name, his rival's place, his
viral's  inheritance when the timae
came! Ho had planned for the poox

relation io rvoplace the millionalre’s
sqi:r; !i And he had succceded—fox
Lhis

For his nephew to be taken, only too
completely and thoroughly, for Her-
bert  Vernon -Emith—ﬂmg cxpelled
from ihwe school in his name! Sacked
—in the Bounder's place!  What au
end to that astute scheme! Wiai
vews for the Army man, gloating aver
his succezss at Lantham Chasel

Vernon burst into a harsh laugh,

Harry Wharton turned Drom the
windew, Vernon, who had forgetien
that he was in the study, stared g
Im, The captain of the WRemwove
crossed to the door without a word,
But at the door he turnmed back.

“Look Dere, Bmithy—" he =zaud
qiticily.  “You're a fool to lic to
uelely like that ! IE that man Todge;
comes hoere he will give you away all
alopg the line! If you owned up—=—""

“Ohvned up ! repeated Verpon,

Tf e cwned up te the rockless
rascality of his double whose namo le
aad taken! Wharton did not koow
what he was asking.

*“1 can't understand wou!"™ went on
Havey, " You've always been o bit of
a blackgonrd—"

“Thauks”

“But veu nused to have a spot of
sonze ! Why, for the love of Mike,
have vou lew the man come here after
you I

Vernon laughed agoin—discordanily.

“0h, T suppose the man hasa’t seen
his young Ureyfriars friend for :=o
long he fancies the acguainiance has
beenn dropped and he's got his back
up I ho answered.

Wharton stared at him.

“TLock here, Bmithy, if that means
that yow've chucked lim and he's {vy-
ing to stick on te yon, for gooduc:s
.‘-ﬂﬁﬁ go 1o Uneleh and iell lin how
itha matier sziands,
Jate—"

“0Oh, don't be o fool ™

“P'm  giving you goad adviee,
Smithy. [ suppose, from a =chool-
masier’s point of view, you ought io
ba sacked—but nobody in the Remove
wanfs your to be turfed out of Grey-
friars. Lo to Queleh—"

before s tao



“Dh, stop talking vob!™
Harry Wharlion gave a shrag of the

shoulders and  walked out of the
stndy.

Vernon kicked the deor shut afler
him.

He was leit alone—pacing the study
restlessly,

Sacked—in  Vernon-Bmith's  name!
A week of successiul deception—and
noew, like a bolt from the blue, this!

Either he could own up that he was
not Vernon-Bimith and that he was an
impostor and a chieat—or he could keep
the name he had borrowed and bo
kicked out of tho schoo! under it

That was the choice that was now
Lefore the Bounder's doublo!

rrr—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Horace Takes 8 Hand !
¥4 OLD on!™ sail Coker.
H Horaee Coker of thoe Fifth

came Lo s halt in Friardale

Lane.
Totler and Greene of that Form
cuine lo a halt al:e. They saw no
reasonl for holding on; but  when

Ilorace Coker said hold on, it was
for lesser mortals Lo obey.

Coker & Co. had starvted 1o walk
down to Friardalo after class. But
they had not progressed very far from
the school ﬁatm when Coker eame to
a lelt and bade his comrades hold on.

They wero passing tho fence of the
old spinney at tho corner of the lanc.
On  that fenee s man was leaning,
smoking cigareltes one after another
and surrounding himself with a collee.
tinns of stumps.

He was 8 horsey-looking man, with
g bowler hat tilted rakishly on one
side of his head and a necktie that
could bo scen from sfar.

Horaco Coker fixed lis eyes upon
him intmicallv., Horage Coker knew
Bill Lodgey by sight. Aund hoe did not
geem pleased (o see (he disreputablo
M. E&dg&y lounging so near the
school—obyviously
body. : _

“&See that rotter?” said Coker, guite
careless of the fack Lhat his loud voice
reached  Mr  Lodgey's  ecars  and
apprised bhim of Coker's opinion of
b,

H’I BAY,
hastily.

Potter did not want o row with the
racing man from the CUross Keys—if
Coker did!

“I said hold on!" answered Coker
calmly. “Whai's the blighter hanging
about here for?”

“"He can  hear you,” whispered
Creene, as Lodgey turned sn evil eye
on Loker of the Fifth,

Wh El.lt-it]g fl'..lll.' OG-

como  on ! said Toller

“What does that matter?” asked
Coker.

“Oh 1" !

“That frowsy rolicr 15 walling for
romecbody  there!™ said Coker. *1
foncy I can guess whomm.  I've seen

Prica talking to him more than once.”

“No bizney of ours,” muliered
Potter. “Come on, old chap!”

“Let him rip ! said Greene, “Do
come on 1" . ‘

Potter and Greene were not interosted
in the :Eurting proclivities of Price of
the Iifth.

Coker, it seemed, was.  Seldom or
never did lorace Coker mind his own
business. Most of his titne was taken
up in minding that of elhers.

“You fellows dore't raind that sort of
ithing gommg on 1n our Form#" asked
{luker sarcastically. " Wel, 1 do!
That man's moving off. I'm going to
tell hime fo shife.”

EVERY SATURDAY

“ For goodness' sake, old man, chuck
it 1" implored Potter. “ Suppose Prout
ea.r?r: out and saw you speaking to him,
ar”. _II

* SBuppose did |*

Greeno.

Heedless of remonstrance, Coker of
the Fifth walked seross to Mr. I.a:rdiq}r.

That dingy gentleman eyed him
shiftily and evilly. Coker was only a
schoolboy, but he was an outsize In
schoolboye. Coker was big enoupgh and
brawny enough to knock Mr, gy
into & eocked hat, if the spirit moved
himm so to do. Coker was prepared, if
necesaary, to do 16, and would not have
eared if Mr, Prout, his Form-mastcr,
and the whole body of Gregyfriars pro-
fects had scen him doing it.

“What do you want here?” dec-
manded Coker. “Weiting for some-
body from the school—what "

“Priaps I am!" retorted DMr.
Lodgey. “DBut I ain’t waiting for you,
and vou ean "ook it!"

“Well, shift1” said Coker.

“I'll shift soon enough, if the covey
I'm waiting for don’t show up,” said
Mr. Lodgey grimly. “IT'm going in to
gee him if he don’t come out—like I
sent him & mcssage to say. Mebbe
you'd like to cut in and tell him I'm
coming.

“1 said shift!” Coker pointed out.
“I'm going down to Iriardale now.
I'll sea you off. Get going!”

“Pack it up ! suid Mr. Lodgey.

“Are you going ! asked Cokor.

“No," said Mr. Lodgey emphatically,
“1 ain't !

Coker pushed back his cunlls in a
businesslike way.

Potter and Greene exchanged a hope-
less look, and edged farther off.

The bare idea of a Greyiriars master,
or prefect coming along and finding
them mixed up in_a shindy with a
character like Bill Lodgey made them

1V,

It did not make Horace Coker shiver,
Coker did not mind if the whele county
of Kent gaw him mixed up in a shindy
with Bill Lodgey.

& prefect urged

“Where aro you fellows going?"
called out Coker. “Don't go! It won't
take mo long to shift this blighter 1™

# [ =] say—=" gtammercd Potter.

Heaving pushed back his cuffs, Horace
Coker advanced on Mr. Lodgey, his
hands wp and his eyes gleaming over
them.

Bill detached himself from the fence.
He threw away a half-smoked cigar-
ette and backed. Coker followed him
LLEa.
Potter and Greene, almost in angnish
glanced in the direction of the schoo
gates. Fortunately there was no sign
of Prout or a pt‘ﬂtuﬂt.

“Get going 17 rapped Colker.

“I sin’t going !" roared Mr. Lodgey.
“¥ou mind your own business, blow
yoer! You lay a ’and on me, and 1'll
go on to your 'eadmaster1”

Mr., Lodgey, having backed soveral
paces, stmg his ground, Ile was not
going to be ordered o by a sehm!hqy.
Not AMr. Lodgey, if he could help it.
The question was, whether he could
help it

Coker rushed,

“(th gum " Fasped Potter.

*(Oh eriker 1" moaned Greene.

They gazed at the scene ihat fol-
lowed. DMr. Lodgey, not unaccustomed
{o scraps at the races, or in public
houses, . stood his ground and put up a
fight. IFor two or three minutes both
LudFu;.r and Coker put in sore hefry
work.

A spurt of crimson from Coler's
rugged nose rewarded Mr., Lodgey's
effiorta, A punch in Coker's waisicoat

7

made Coker pgasp. A rhump that
landed on his ear made hiz head sing.

Then & jolt with all Coker's wei%j
behind it caught Mr. Lodgey oo hie
stubbly jaw.

Crash !

Bill Lodgey landed on his back,
geattering the dust of Friardale Lane.
Ho uttered a yell that gould have been
heard in the school. He rolled in tho

dust, still yelling,

“Oh 1" roared Mr, Lodgey. “Owl
Oh!l Whooooh! Ooooh! Oh1”

EHorace Coker dabbed his nose: But
he grinned as ho debbed it,

“FHeave a fow more?" he asked.

“Oh!l Yow! Oh! Wow![”

*I'm waiting,” said Coker.

Mr. Lodgey sat up dizzily, with his
hand to his jaw, felt as if a mule
had kicked him therc. Elc felt his jaw
tenderly, as if to make sure thet 1t had
not been pushed through the back of
hizs head. It felt as if it had,

“Going 1" msked Coker. ;

“Oh! Ow! Oh! Yow! Oh!" splut--
tered Mr, Lodgey. He tottered to his
iint. “Y;uu keep off, blow yer! You

op—'

Coker of the Fifth did not kecp off.
He came on. -

Bill Lodgey jumped back jost in tine
to escape another jolt. He jumped back
again, and again, and then he made a
desperate jump at Horace Coker,

Horace mek him with left and right.
His left landed in an eye, his right on
& red and bulbous nose,  Once mors
Mr. Lodgey smote Friardale Lane with
his back. Once more he rolled and
O oing 2" grinned Cok B

iomme ' grinned Coker. “ By gum,
| | m]ig!ﬁmgiutu the diich! A wash
will do him good. He looks as if he
hasn't had one for months.”

Bill Lodgey fairly bounded to hia
feet. It was true that he was in wat
of a wash, but it was clear that he did
not desire to get one in the ditch. Ho

bounded up and ran. _

After him rushed Coker of the Fifth.
Hizs boot landed on Mre., Lodgey's
trouzers, and Bill  yvelled and
necelorated.

“Dribble  him!”  shouted Coker,
“Come on, you men! Dribble Lim
back to his pub!”

Bill Lodgey put on speed. He had

been anxious io see Herbert Vernon-
Smith—determined o enter Greyiriars
if the Bounder did not como out. But
he forgot all about Herbert Vernon-
Smith now, He had much more press-
ing matters to tlhank of than the scape-
race of the Greyiriars Remove,
Coker's boot was the most pressing
thing at the moment.

Lodgey flew. :

After him few Colier, letiing out ono
foot after another. Potter and Greeue
brought up the rear, glad, at all events,
that they were getting farther away
from the school, and out of sight of
masters and pro’a

It was rather unfortunate for Mr.
Lodgey that too many cigarcttes and
whiskics-and-zodas had left him in no
condition for & foot race. Horse races
were 1n Mr, Ludg&y’s line, but in a foot
race he was nowhere, IHe made frantic
cfforts to get out of recach of Coker's
boot—in vain. He ran, e tore, he
leaped, he bounded. Ee streamed with
perspiration; he puffed and he blew.
Ilis Lat_flew off, and was left in a
hedge. But still behind him camo the
grinning Coker, and still the largest

size  in boots at Greyfriars School
landed, and landed again, on Bill
Lodgey's dingy trousers.

INot till they reached the Cross Keva,
on the outshkirte of the village, did that
Toe Macxer Lisrany.—2Xo, 1,688,
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hot chess cease, By that time Bill
Lodgey was at the end of his tether,
elingst falling dowsn with exhoustich,
He tottered from the lane into the
yard of the inn, & final hefty kick catch-
ing him as he went, With a last howl,
Er. Lodgey disappearcd into the Cross

CY3A,

“}D‘num on, you men|” Coker looked
back for his friends. “Come on, you
Elu.w;ﬂersi Why didn't you give him a
oW

Coker chuckled as he walked on into
the village with Potter and Grecne.
Coker was feeling highly eetisfied with
his poerformance.

“1 fancy that frowsy swab won't fecl
like going to sce Pricey to-day-—
what?™ he remarked complacently
“He won't be seeing Price, you men.”

Which, as Bill Lodgey had had no
idea or 1mtention eof seeing Price of the
Fiftl:, was probable,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Donble Takes 2 Hand !

Y SAY, you fellowsl Smithy's still
here 1
Billy Bunter made that cheery
remark when the Remove weunt

up to their studies to prep. .
Some of the Removites grinned.
Some of them looked very curiously at
the junior who in the Remove was
believed without a doubt to be Iler-

bert Vernon-Smith.

By that time Billy Bunter had told
every fellow in the Remove about Bill
Lodgey. And a good many fellows
would not have been surprised had the
Bounder been missing at prep that
evaning.

But Vernon had not been called info
hia Formy-master’s study. Lodgey, for
some reason unknown, had not cavried
out his threat.

Vornon knew nothing of Coker's por-
formance in Friardale Lane; but he
knew that he had a respite, though
what use it would be to him he did not
know. Bill’s threatened wisit hung
over him like the sword of Damocles,

" The Bounder's double took no heed of
Bunter or of the curious looks of the
ather fellows., He went into Study
No. 4 with Redwing; and Skinner
iollowed them 1n.

Harold Skinner had heard Dunter's
tale &nd it had alarmed bim. Skinger
felt a deep inward qualm at the idea
of Bill Lodgey walking into the schoql
and seeing his TForm-masier. Some-
thing might come out that would be
va{}' uncomfortable for Bkinner,

exnon gave him a black lovk ms he

ed inte Study No. 4.
ince he had taken Bmithy’s name
and place, he had cut Smithy's former
friends with very little ceremony about
it. He could not stand Skinner, with
hisa -:;iggmttes, and his dingy talk about

h

it

g and the gees.
at do you want?" he snapped.

“I want & word with youw, Smuithy,
you fooll” answered Bhkinner. “¥You
muyst be off your rocker, I think, to let
that man Lodgey come here,”

“Tell me how to stop him, and I'll
stop him fast enough ' sneercd Vernon.
“Think I want bim here?”

“"You've got to stop him "
dhioner savagely. “Goodness knows
what might ecome out about other
fellows as well as you, if Quelch got
hold of him. He's nover done this kind
of thing before—you must have put his
back up ! If you want to drop him, you
could be eivil about it—neot cut the man
right off without a word 1"
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Hoh, get gut 1™ _
4] want this seitled!” almgged
ery Y Youve treated him shabbily
—but that’'s not all; that wouldo't maks

himy go as far as thial Have you
squared him over Blue Barney 1™
“Blue Barpeyi” re nl.edy Veroon
blankly, *“What the dickens do you
mean i
“You Lknow what I mean well

enough,” snarled Skinner, “and you
needin’t mind Redwing hearing—he
knows all sbout your games. Mean to
say that you haven't paid up over Blue
Barney ¥’

Vernon stared at him, slowly undez-
standing. ;

He was not so well up i such matters
a3 Bkinner; bul he could guess that
Blue Barney was the name of a_race-
horse. It dawoed upon his mind that
Ilerbert Vornon-Smith—before his dis-
appearance from Greyirigrs—must bava
backed that horso with Lodgey, and
lost, The Bounder was the man to pay
such a loss on the pail; but he had had,
a_f course, no opperiunity of domg so,
sinco Captain Vernon's trap hed closed
on him at Lantham Chase.

MNo wonder Bill had hia back up and
was ready to give trouble, all the
trouble he could, if his ﬁf.:r_uq& sporting
friend at the school had mot only cut
himn without a word, but left him un-

aid sn & bDetting transaction! Bill

gy was about the last man in the
blackguard business to be swindled,

“ You can’t have forgotten, Smithy 1"

exclaimed Bkinner, staring at him in
wonder. “Look here, have you paid
Barncy, or nobi*

Ludlgqey aver Blue
“No!” muttered Vornon,

“Then that’s 11 Why haven’t yvou
—you’'re not short of money, I sup-
w0t sneered Skinner. * You've got
ots of that, at least. Great pip! %o
you think you can drop the man with-
out paying him? Thinlk Lodgey's the
man to be diddled like that? You must
ba mad 1"

8o that’s it 1" breathed Vernon,

“0f course that's it Thoe man wanls
hias money ! If you've pot a spot of
senze, you'll cut out after lights out to-
night and square him. No wonder he
cut up rutty! A week ago—and you
haven't seen him—or paid him! Are
you off your rocker " .

Bertie Vernen breathed hard. Not
only his rival’s juicy reputation, but his
vival's debts, had fallen on him, in his
vival’s place! It had never occurred to
the Bounder’s double; though, now that
Skinner mentioned it, he realised that
it nnght have |

“How muech is i7" he asked.

“ Fow nich is it 7" repeated Skinner,
“"Are you cracked, Smithy? Blessed if
I make you out at all this last weck !
What's come over you?"

“I—I'vo forgotton——="
Vernon,

“Rotl I put a quid an Blue Barney,
and you put a tenner, and you konow 1t
as well as I do! What are you trying
to pull Eldy leg for?” snnrluf)i. Skinner.
“1 sattled my quid on the nail when
Blue Barney lost—I’'vo not got the nerve
to swindle a tenth-rate bookie, if you
havel And if you den't want Bill to
come here and show you up, you'd
Letter settle, too, before he barges inlo
the school |

And wrth that, Skinner atamped oul
of Btudy No. 4 and shut the door after
him with a slam.

Tom Redwing had sat down fo his
books. His lips were compressed, and
Iio did not speak. Neither did Vernon
speak as he eat down to prclp‘

He knew what the trouble was now.
Smithy owed a man at the Cross Kers
ten pounds on a race. Ten pounds was
& very large swm to a junior schoolboy;

stammered

few boya in the Rertoye ever possessed
anything Jike so ipuch. ut the
Bounder of Greyfriars always hed

plenty of monoy—much more than was
gopd for -him: His millionaire father
never. stinted him. Bmithy could, and
would, have paid Bill ﬂod%e v lang
ago—had he ever returned from the
fatal bike ride tg Lantham Chase.

It was different with Bertie Vernon |
He hiad no mors prospect of raising the
sum of ten pounds than the sum of ten
thousand. JHis pocket-money for a
whole term did not-amount to so much.

No doubt it could be obtained from
his ungla at Lantham Chase—Captain
Vernon would have to see him through
this!  But that meant delay—and in
tho meantimea, the blow might fall at
any moment. By somo chance, Lodgey
liad kept away that day—buk on the
IOYEOW—

‘The Bounders double did not put his
usual carcful work into prep that even-
ing, He had other matters on his
mind,

Hirdly a word was spoken in Study
No, 4 during prep.
~ Redwing had been accustomed to give
ratient help to the careless Bounder—

ut that custom had dropped & weck
ago. Vormon did not want help ; neither
was he aware of all the manners and
customs in Smithy's study. Something
like an estrangemont was growing up
between the two~painful enough to
Bedwing, but a relief to the impostor
who was playing another fellow’s part.

P'rep over, Redwing paused before
he went down. He was still concerned
about his chum, even if the old attach-
nient was wearing thin,

“Is the trouble with Lodgey as
Skinuer said, Swmithy #* he asked,

“1 suppose eo!™ grunted Vernon,
without looking up.

“Are you shout of Lin#"*

“Am I over?" sneered Vernon, quite
in the Bounder's tone.

“"No; but I can’t imagine any other
reason why you've put that rascal’s
back up ! If it’s that, I can -I':E!E‘Tt"

“"Wait till I ask vou!" said Vernon
curtly.

Redwing coloured and walked out of
the study.

Bertie Vernon threw his books aside
and moved about the sludy., Ile had
to ste Lodgey, somehow, and keep him
quict till he could get ten pounds from
Lantham Cirase. That meant breaking
out after lights-out; snenking in at the
back door of a pub—a thought at which
he ground his teeth. That kind of thing
came castly 1o the Bounder—it did not
come casily to him! It did not oconr
to him that, bad ag it was, what he was
actuzlly deoing was worse.

“1 say, Sinithy—="

A fat face and a large Rair of zpee-
tacles locked inte Study No. 4.

Billy Bunter gave Vernon a checry
nod.

IHe received the blackest of black
scowls i return.  The trickster was in
no mood to be bothiered by the fat and
fatuous Owl of the Remove,

“1 eny, about those lines, old chap 1"
said Bunter, as hio rolled in.

“What do you mean, you fat fool I"

“I mean to say, old Quelch gave me
two hundred lines for bringing in that
umessage from your 5?1]2*.“‘.!3‘ pal—"

““Berve you right !’ o

“What " yelled Bunter indignantly.

“Now get out [V _

“Why, you—jyou beast!”  Billy
Bunter blinked at him, his very
spectacles glitteviog with wrath, "1
came in to give you the tip, just to km:|l:-
vou out of a row! This is the thanks
get, is it? Why, you swab "

“Get out 1" yoaved Vornon,

“I've got two hundred lines, just for
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** Oh orikey ! ** gasped Bunter.

doing you a good turn!™ roared back
Bunter, fairly spluttering with wrath
and indignation. “I jolly well wish
I hadn’t done it now=but I've qut tha
lines! You're going to do half! Any
decent chap would do the lotl But

you ain’t decent—yon never were,
Bmithy ! But if you don’t do half the
lines, all I can jolly well say-—

Yaroooop 1"

A sudden grasp on his collar gpun
the fat Owl round. With a swing of his
arm, the angry junior sent him epinning
througl the doorway.

Billy Buuter shot into the passage and
gat down with a terrific bump ! i

L1 ? |

“Oh!™  roared Bunter,
Whoop 17
“Man down!" came DBob Cherry's
voice along the passage.
“Ha, ha, hal"
“"Yarooh! Ow!
Yoo-hoop !
Yernon slammed the study door.

I sav, vou fellows!

L o o B

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Worm Will Turn !

1 OING for the supper Leer?”
asked Skinner,
“1a, ha, ha 1™

Really, 1t was not probabile
that Billy Buuter was going for beer
for supper | But whet he was gomg to
do with a jug was rather a mystery.

A dozen fellows stared at Bunter
when he appeared in the Eemove pass-
age after prep with a jug in his hand,
Ti was & rather lavge glase jug, and had
been seen filled with lemonade in Study
MNo. 7. There was nothing in it at tho
inoment ; and Bunter was not heading
up the passage towards the tap at the
etdd, 5o 1t was not, apparently, a supply
of water that was wanted. _hc rolled
down Lhe pus=age, and blinked
Suidy No, L

into

I say—oh for* I *
Bunter sat up in tangied blankeis and sheets and blinked at him. ** Bunter [ ** rapped the Form-master. ** What are you
doing out of bed? ™
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That study which belonged to Whar-
ton and Nugent, and which they had
to themselves since ernon  Wa3 10
longer there, was empty at the moment.
Wharton and Nugent had left it after

prop, ,

B}:mta-r, it appeared, did not want to
sce them there. He rolled inte the
empty study. ) o

Bunter's viston being limited, he had
not abserved that Wharton and MNugent
wers on the Remove landm% a few
vards away, talking to Johnny Ball, Bolb
Cherry, and Hurrce Jamset BRam
Singh, who had joined them after prep.

All the Fumous Five saw Bunter come
down the passage, jﬂg in hand, and dis-
appear inte Study Mo, 1. They gazed
at him as he did so.

“What is that fat fromp up tel”
asked Jolmny Bull e R

“Phe whatfulness i terrific!” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“He's after something with that jug,™
he said. *“Let’s go and sea!”

And the Famous Five, grinning, trod
up the passage to the doorway of Study
No. 1 and looked in, Then they stared
blankly at Billy Bunter. 1flis occupation
'was an extraordinary otie.

The jug was standing on the study
lable. Bunter was pouring the ink from
the inkpot into ik

It was really surprising. Had Bunter
beon exploring the study cupboard, in
gearch of cake or jam-tarts or dough-
nuts, there would have been nothing
gurprising in it. 1Tad he becen searching
for lomonade to fill that jugz it would not
have been surprising. DBut it was ink
that he was sunexing—and even Bunter,
whoe could seoff almeost anything, could
not scoff ink!

Under the astonished stere of fiva
pairs of eyes, the fat Owl finished pour-
ing the mk inta the jux.  Then he
bimked over Ifarrey Wharlon's desl

The angular figure of Mr, Quelch was framed in the doorway. Blily

where there was another inkpot.  This
also was poured into the jug. Then he
found o bottle of red ink and began un-
corking it—with the obvious intention of
adding its contents to those in the jug.

But at that point there came an in-

t¢rrwi1:f:tian.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Boh

Cherry. * What's that game, Bunter?"
“0h!" gasped Bunter.

He jumped. The botile of red ink
dropped on the desk—fortunately, not
yot uncorked.

“¥ou benighted as:s. what are fou
up toi" demanded Harry Wharton.
U Why are you bagging sl tha ink in

the study?

“Oh!"” The fat Owl! bliuked round,
{lwough his big speciocles. *I—I say,
vou fellows, I thought you'd gone down
to the Rag. I—I mean, I come here
specially to speak to vou and pzk yon
to lend me gome ink. 1 say, I suppesa
yvou don't mind if I have tins ink*"™

“What do you want it for¥” (e
manied Nugent,

“Oh, nothing! I--I mean, we've run
ent of ink in our study, and Toeddy
gsked me to get him some. EHe's wail-
ing far it now.”
~ DBunter poured the red ink into the
juex, mixing it with the black. 1Ie
blinked round, apparently in search of
move,

“Toddy waiting in his study?" ashed
Bl

“Yes, old chap.” .

“Wonderful man, Toddy,” =aid Dob.
“Tancy a fallow being able to be in two
places at once.”

HRh?"

“1 saw Toddy go down, about five
minutes ago! He hasn't come up again
Bo if he's waiting in hus study——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

#leI—1 mean, Mauly asked me to

t lim eome ink!" axplained Bunter
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hastily. "I-i:-I !tmnder Tia.t-]made nie
say Toddy! I—I meant Mauly.”

{nrd ﬁs.ulaverar Was mmilrig down
the Remove passago in his  usual
leistirely manner, to go down to the Rag
after PRap, ‘

Bob Cherry bawled to him,

“Hallo, halle, hallo, }Iau]_zl What
do you want all that ink for?™

“{nki” ejaculated Mauly.

“Byuter says he's collecting ink for

¥

“ First I've heard of it,” zaid Maul-
everer, in astonishment.

“Oh erikey! Is Mauly there? 1
Jidn't mean Mauly, you fellows!l I—I
‘meant—I—I—I meant——  What 1
reslly meant was, I've got my lines
ta do for Quelch, and I—I want some
ink—->"

" Red and black mixed, for lines for
lch " asked Nugent.

Q.:F‘Ec:he-n—nol 1 mﬁ, cant I have this
bottle of gum 7" asked Bunter. " And—
and I'd Elﬁﬁ thiﬂdmarkmg-mh if you
follows don't mind.”

#¥You -howling ass!” roared Bob.
“What are you up to? Are you think.
ing of m?ﬁpinﬂ' that jug of ink over

sone : : _
“Oh, nat 'Tain't for Smithy 1" said
Bunter hastilv. *'Tain't for anybody !
I—I just want it, you know.”
“gmithy!"” gasped Bob Cherry, ' Oh,
my hat! 1f you mop that over Bmithy,
¢hore won't be a prease spot lelt of -you
afterwards. You'd better hunt a tamer
animal than Smithy!™ ; I~
“] ain't going to mop it over him,
explained Bunter. “1 don't want a
scrap with the fellow. 1'd jolly well
have thrashed him already, but I don't
want to get mixed up in & shindy with
a low cad like Bmithy!™ ;
“1 wouldn't,” agreed Bob, with a

huckle.  “Smithy's jolly dangerous!
f’:lucgi:e Smithy a wid]a berth, old fat
man!"”

“ 11l watch it I"? said Bunter, his little
yound eyes gleaming behind his big,
vound spectacles. **Look what I did for
him tﬂ;ﬂﬂj‘—_}‘ﬂu fellows know what I
did— —"

“Yeg: you gave him away to Quelch,™
chuckled Nugent.

“ How cﬁlm I help Quelch hear-
ing, when he popped up like a Jack-in-
the-hox 1"* hooted Bunter, “ I was going
ta warn Smithy about that swab wait-
ing for him in the lane. Well T got two
hundred linea! I asked Smithy to do
‘half, and he chucked me out of his
study!  You saw him!”

(" what a fall was there, my country-
men !" sighed Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal"

“I'm not going to thrash the cad,”
smid Bunter-—‘‘he's beneath me! But I
fancy he will ba sorry for himself to-
night! He, he, ha! He may like stick-
ing his legs in a lot of ink in bed, or ho
may.uot! He, he, hel!”

“QOh, that's it, is it?" gasped Harry
Wharton. **You frightful chump! If
you shove that mixtura in Smithy's bed,
there'll be a fearful row! The house-
dame will want to know who inked the
bedelothes.

“T don't cars what she wanta to know
go Jong as she doesn't know!"™ eaid
Bunter. “'That's important! I zay, yon
fellows, got any more ik in the study ?"

“T think youn've pot more than enough
there,” s.-a,irf Harry Wharton, laughing.
“Yon'd hetter chuck it, you fat asal”

“Na fear! TF T chocked it Swmithy
would know it was me—and I'd rather
he didn't know! I'm going to shove it
in his hed in the dorm.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I mean, drop it, you fat ass!”™

“Well, & would “rather spoil  your
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cavpet if I dropped it! What do you
want me to drop it for "™

“Oh crumbs! WWash it out!”™ roared
Wharton, “Don’t do it! Smithy will

burst you all over the dorm.”

“He won't know,"” zaid Bunter. * Be-
sides, as a matter of fact, this sin't for
Smithy. Deon't you fellows get men-
tioning to Smithy that I'm going to pay
him out when 1 am’t thinking of any-
thing of the sort. If Smithy finds an
ink 1n his bed it won't be my fault—
shall know absolutely nothing about it.
You fellows remember that if Smithy
makes 'a fuss!”

“0Oh crikey !

Bunter rolled out of the study with
the jug of mixed red-and-biack ink and
gum. e volled into Study Nao. 2, and
as Tom Brown and Hazeldene had pone
down he was able to annex that study's
supply of ink unqltlleatimled. He rolled
out again, with the jug nearly foll to
the brim.

“ Bunter,
Cherry.
B“ﬁﬂunter, vou goat!" hooted Johnny

u -

“ Bunter, yon terrific fathead!” ex-
claimed Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

“*Bunter, you blitherer!® noted
Frank Nugent.

“Bunter, you podgy pitler!”
claimed Harry YWharton.

Heedless, the fat Owl rolled away to
the study landing, to zo up the
dormitory slaircase.

The Famous TFive hurried after him.
It was, perbaps, no concern of theirs if
Bunter ragged ilie Bounder's bed in the
Ren:juva avmitory, 1 retaliation for
lav:ﬂg been chucked ont of the
Bounder’s stwdy. But they could not
help fecling concerned about what was
scheduled to happen to the fat Owl after-
warda.

“Bunter, you priceless ass!”  ex-
claimed the captain of the Hémove.
“For goodness’ zake—""

The fat Owl blinked round et him
from the dermitory stair.

“It's all right,” he zaid. *“This ain't
for Smithy! If Smithy finds any ink in
hia bed, don’t yeu say anything about
this jug. He might think I lﬁ[] it if
you did—and 1 ain't geing anywhere
near the dorm—nothing of the kind 1™

A having put suspicion off the seent
in that masterly manner, Billy Bunter
disappeared up the dormitory staircasze
with the jug of ink, leaving the Famons
Five gurgling.

you assl”  roared Dob

ox-

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Inky !

INGATE of the Sixth saw liglis

out for the Remove that night.

The  Greyiriara  captain

glaneed rather suspiciously at

the Ilemovites from the doorway, won-

dering whether zomething waz on in

the Lower Fourth, from the number of
grinning faces in that Form,

Bally Bunter's fat face was irrodiated
by an extensive grin, which strotelied
from ona [at ear to the other. The
Famous Five were amiling, Skinner was
chuckhng. About a daozen other fellows
showed signs of suppressed merriment.

Half tha Remove had zern Bunter
with that jugz!  Most of them koew
what he had done with the ink. Thoy
were quite entertained to anticipale soe-
ing Herbert Verson-Smith’s face whoen
he shoved his legs and his cxpensive
vjamas into that sea of ink in his bed.
unter was most entertained of all!

Bunter had done the scapegrace of
the Hemove a good turn | Certainly it
had turped out  unfortunately  for
Sty from the way Dunter had done

it! In return, the beast had chucked
him out of his study instead of {]niug
half the lines with which Quelch ha
rewarded Bunter. If ever a beast
deserved to be made to sit up, Smithy
did, in the fat Owl’s opinion.

He would sit up all right when he got
that ink all over hima! Ee would sit up
and howl |

And he was not going to know that
Bunter had done it1 Bunter was very

priieular sbout that! That was, in

act, important—very importantl

Vernon's face was not smiling like
most of the others in the Remove, It
was gloomy and sullen.  Bill Ll:ld%e.y
weighed hke a leaden weight on his
mind. That night he had to get 1n
touch with the racing man at the Cross
Keys, and induce him to wait quiet
for o day or twa, till he could be paid
and done with. He hated the thought
of paying Vernon-Smith's disgraceful
betting debts; but there was no help for
that in the strange circumstances—ihat
was an inevitable part of the price of
deception.

Worse than that was having anything
to do with Smithy’s disreputable
asseclates. It was strange, porhaps,
thet = fellow who had consented o
play & part involving deceptions and
actual frawd should be so partienlar on
leszer pointz of wrong-doing,  But
Bertie found =some sort of justification
in the thought thet Bmithy was a
thorough rvotter who descrved no
consideratiou=—an unscrupulous enemy,
wlo had been done by as he wouid hiave
donel This, if it did not sauisfly s
conscience, deadencd it, .

Anyhow, he was thinking very liule
of the kidnapped Bounder and a greal
deal of the disgraca and unpleasantness
that the Bounder's recklessness lad
landed on him.

Certainly he wos not thinking of ithe
fat Owl or any schemes of vengeance
Lhat might have germinated in Bunter's
podgy brain. X

If he noticed the smi]in% faces in the
Foemove dormitory he did nob hecd
them or think of those smiles tn ecn-
nection with himeself.

“He, he, he!” emmme feom Bunter, as
Veornen stepped towards his bed.

“ Now then, torn in, you kids '™ eallnd
oni Wingate. * What ave you dawdling
about for, Bunter #" -

“Oh, nothing! I wa=n't wailing to
see  Smithy turn in, Wingale 1 ex-
claimed the fat Owl hasiily. L

“What the dickens are you woiting
for Vernon-Bmith to turn in for, ﬁﬁtl
voung ass?” demanded the astomizhed
prefect. B

“I—=I ain't! I said T wa=n't, Win-
gate! I—1'm just getting in!*

The Greyiriars captein stepped inlo
the dormitory, [rowning.

“Look heve, you jyounm swreps,
what's up here?” he demanded. "1 can
seg that something 13! What 13 it?

Wingate did not need an answer to
that question ! It came suddenly, in the
form of a roar of rage from Illerbert
Vernon Smith's hed,

The eceupant of that bed hurled back
the bedelothes )

Wingate starcd at him. The whole
dormnitory staved. Then theve was s
vall,

“Ha, lia, ha |

That bed was fairly floating 1n inkl
Vornon's pyjamas were drenched with
it! He sat up in & sea of ink, splutier-
ing with rage.

“Good  pad!®
“Who's done that?2

“Ha, ha, ha !

Vernon scrambled out of bl
face was crimson with  [avy:
pyjamas bung ehont Lim, coakedd
wk, red an tack, and gum,

gasped | Wingale,

His
his
with
and



purple marking-ink mixed therewith.
A jJugful of mixed inks went a long
w?ﬂ'l Vernon was dripping!

om Reédwing stared at him blackly.
He was one of the few not in the secret.
He was as surprised as Vernon.

“ Bmithy I he gasped.

“Who did this?” yelled Vernon
furiously. Vernon's temper was as hot
and hasty as his relative’s; and the
Bounder himself could not have been
more furiously enraged by that jape.
“T'll smash him (®

“Ha, ha, ha I

“I say, you fellows, look at Smithy—
he, he, hel He's all mlﬁ'I I say, I
wonder who did it? e, he, hel”
gurgled BIII{l Bunter.

“I'll smash the idiot who did: this!"

roared Vernon, ]

“That will do,  Vernon-Smith!”
rapped Wingate. “I'm ing this in
hand. Bunter, do you know anything
about this?”

Bunter jumped.

“Me!” he gasped. “No fear! 1
never did it !”

“Where did you get that ink on your
fingers 1"

“Oh erikey ! I was going to wash it
off, only—] mean, I got my fingers in
doing my lines for Queich, Wingatal

ot two hundred lines from Quelch for

ﬂii{‘% that cad 8mithy a good turn——*

“What were you waiting for Vernon-
Smith to get in fori"

“I—1 wasn't! I never knew there
was any ink in his bed, and I wasn’t
waiting to see him squelch into it, Win-
gate! I never did this because he
chucked me out of hiz study! 1 told
"iith%:;rtnn I wouldn't! DPidn’t I, Whar-
ton %

“¥You fat ass]” gasped Harry.

" Look here, &qu speak up for a chh‘g
when Wingate thinks it was me I yelle
Bunter 1n alarm. “You tell the truth,
Wharten! Dido't I tell vou that 1
wasn't going to shove the ink in
Smithy's bed 7"

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Cherry heard me, too, so did
Nugent I exclaimed Bunter. “You ask
them, Wingate—they're bound to tell
vou. Bull knows—s0 does Inky! They
Fi:m all there when I was getting the
in ..

“What?”

“1 meen, when I wasn’t getting the
ink|l I never got sny ink, because I
never even fthought of sticking it in
Smithy's bed! T told those fellows so,
plainly, when I was coming up—"

“¥ou came np to the dorm ™

“No! I mean, when I was going
down! I went down to the Rag after
pre never went into Wharton's
study at ell, especially for ink! Or
gum, either | How could I have carried
all that ink up here? I hadn't & jug or

. M
Tl i, hat”

“Yon carried a jug of hk up here to
the dormitory ¥ gasped Wingate,

“No b ed Bunter. didn't !
Nothing of the kind! I never touched
a jug after prep, and it iso't hidden
under my bed now."
“(Oh erikey !” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha!"
Wingate grioned—he counld not help
it. At the same time, he slipped his
official ashplant down from under his
armi. A jape of that kind ecalled for

pix—six o very best!|

:;Band over that bed, Bunter!” he
snid.

“Oh lor'! I-1 say, Wingate, you

ain’t going to whop me, are youfi”
squeaked the dismayed fat Owl
“Wharrer you going to whop me for,
when 1 never did it

“T'll chance that!™ said the prefect
*Bend over, sharp I
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“0Oh erikey! I-—I—I say, wait till I
get my trousers on " wailed Bunter.
“I=I won't keep you a minute, Win-
gate |®

“Ha, ha, haI* ]

“Never mind your trousers!" said
Wingate, *Bend over!”

“But l—I—I say—= Yarooh!”
roared Bunter as the ash established
contact with his fat person. “Wow!
Stoppit! I say, Wingate, I never did
it, snd it was only because that beast
chucked me out of his study snd
ow-ow-ow! I'm
??.l

Billy Bunter bent over the bed in the
lowest of spirits,

Six times the ash rose and fell, and
pyjsmas were 8 very poor defence
ggainst an ashplant!{ Bix earsplitting
vells woke the echoes of the EKemove
dormitory.

“Now turn inl!* said Winpate, tuck-
ing  the ash wunder hiz arm again.
“¥You'll have to wait, Vernon-Smith
till your bedclothes are changed. rl
speark to the House-dame.”

The Remove had to wait for lights
out that night. While they waited they
wera entertained—more or leaa—bg &
series of groans and moans from Billy
Bunter, wriggling from the effects of
the ash, which ran on like the un-
Endlﬂ% melody in Wegnerian music,
thoug E;erhaps not so melodiously.

And after lights out at last, no snore

roceeded as usual from Bunter's bed.
nstead of that came groans and moans,
mumbles sond squeaks—iill Bolsover
major, ‘at last, hurled a boot; where-
upon, after s fnal yelp, Billy Bunter
was silent.

-

bending over, am't

THE EIGHTH CBAPTER.
Bunter’s Burglar !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. were
fast asleep in the Remove
dormitory when the hour of ten
boomed out from the clogk-

tower. But there was ono member of
the Remove who was not asleep. Bertie
Vernon had not ventured to close his
eyes: lest he should not awaken when
t-l:;E time came. And when the last
stroke died away the Bounder's double
sat up in bed, peered about him, and
listened, i ]

For the first time since he had been
st Greyfriars Hehool he was going o
break bounds at night. There was no
choice about the matter; he had to deal
with the peculiar legacy the vanished
Bounder had left him.

He had thought the mmstier out,
during prep and after prep. To get
ont of the school and tread the way that
Herbert Vernon-Smith had often trod—
by silent, shadowy lanes, to the back
door of the Cross Keys—that was what
was before him now.

He made no sound &3 he crept from
hiz bed, and drew on a few clothes,

The Removites were fast asleep—only
from ene bed came an uneasy mumble.

The oceupant of that bed, generally
the soundest sleeper in the Lower
Fourth, was uneasy. “Hix” on the

viamas at bedtime were not con-

ucive to tranguil elumber !

Bunter had awakened a dozen times
and wriggled, and ;ﬁruntmi, and gone to
sleep again, But he was not sleepinyg
soundly. i

Bertie Vernon moved quietly away
towards the door.

As he did so there came a prolonged
“Ooocoach | from Billy Bunter's bed !
The fat Owl stirred and turned over,
and blinked wearily into the moonlight
that streamed in at the high windowa
of the dormitory.

1l

“DOooooh |¥ repeated Bunter. * Beast |
Ooococoh I

Vernon stood guite stilll He did not
want any fellow 1n the Remove to know
that he was up, least of all the fat Owl.

*Oooooh 1Y mumbled Billy Bunter.
“Woooh! Whopping a feliow for
nothing ! Ooooh| Oh!”

Billy Bunter forgot the twinges of
the ash as his eyes, blinking in the
moonlight, fell on a dark figure in the
dormitory.

Vernon made no sound: but he was
visible, in the clear July moonlight, if
eyes fell on him—and Billy Bunter's

id | '
Bunter gave a %aspiﬁg howl and a
bound ! half-rose in bed, his

terrified ayes fixed on that dark figure.

“Oooocogh! Who's that? I say, vou
fellows—burglars | welled the alarmed
fat Owl *“Help! Burglars!™

Vernon gritted his teeth,

“Quiet, you fool 1™ he hissed, stepping
towards Bunter’s bed. “It's only I—
quiet, you idiok 1™

“Keep off 1" howled Bunter. scared
out of his fat wits as the dark figure
approached him. “] 5&1‘;, vau fellows,
help 1" And the fat Owl rolled out on
the other side of his bed, in a tangle
of bedclothes yellunﬁ+

“Hallo haf!u. halle ' came a sloepy
voice from Bob Cherry's bed. “What's
the rowi®

*Durglara I velled Bunter.

*Oh, my hat[*

“What the thump's the matter?”
exclaimed Harry Wharton.

Half the Remove were awake now.

" Somebody’s up 1Y excleimed Jolinngy

Bull,
“Smithy [ hooted Bob, as he sighted
the half-dressed junior. *Smithr, you

eilly ass, what's this game "

“1 say, vou fellows, burglars—"

“Shut up, you potty Owl ™ exclaimed
Peter Todd,. “Do vou want to bring
Queleh up here? It's only Bmithy 1*

“0h ¥ gasped Bunter. *Is—is—is it
that beast? I say, are rou sure? I—I
think it’s a burglar! He was springing
on me."

“Yon howling ass, shut up

Frank Nugent struek a mateh, and
lighted a candle-end.

n the glimmer of the candle, even
the fat Owl could see that it was &
Remove junior whoe was up, and not &
visiting Bill Bikes! _ .

Vernon's face was white with rage.
He had hoped to get through without &
sound, and without any fellow knowing
that he had gone out of the dormitory.
A dozen fellows were staring at him
now—szome of them grinning, some with
contemptuous looks, : ,

“Bmithy on the tiles again!” said
Peter Todd, “Mind Quelch doesn't
eatch you out, you pub-crawling ass!
He's got his eye on you !” ;

“ Smithy I exclaimed Redwing., He
sat up in bed. “For goodness’ sake
don't play tho goat to-night! After
what ha&men&d to-day——"

“Mind your own business I snapped
ernon. “ Whe asked you to butt in?”
“You terrific toad!"” exclaimed

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. *“If I
wore the esteemed Reddy, I would get
up and punch your cheeky face through
the back of your checky head I*

“Oh, shut up!™

“You utter fool, Smithy I exclaimed
Harry Wharton, “Have gyou goune
eracked? After what happened to-day,
ton to one Quelch will be keeping an

eve on this dormitory !

Vernon gave & start, He had not
thought of that: but as scon ss Whar-
ton spoke he realised how likely it was.
Quelch had alwars had a doubtful eye

Tue Macser Lisriry.—No. 1,638,



12

on the Bounder, and that eye was
likely to be extremely suspicious now.
“Chuck 1, Smithy ¥ asid Skinner.

“You're just msking for it.”

“Oh, let him rip, and get zacked I
growled Johnny Bull. “It's time he
got the boot—he's asked for it often
enough.”

Vernon, with set lips, moved across
te the door. Risk or no risk, he had
to see that man, and keep him away
from Greyiriars.

But as he reached the doot, his quick
ears caught a sound in the passage
outsidea,

He ﬁtﬂPEEd, his heart jumping, then
turning, he ehot back to bed and
ptungc(i i,

next moment all the fellows whe
wera swake beard a footstep—and
Nugent swiftly blew out the candle.
Only ithe moonlight glinvmered in the
dormitory as the door opened.

“Oh erikey !" came a startled gasp.
Bunter was wriggling out of tangled
bedclothes, beside his bed. “1 gay——
Oh log" 1™

The light flashed on.

The angular figure of Mr. Quelch
was framed in the doorway.

Billy Bunter =t up in tangled
blankets and sheeta and stared at him.

The Remove master stared at him
for a moment: and then his gimlet
eyes shot to Vernon-Smith's bed |

A head was on the pillow there, the
eyes closed! The cocupant of that bed
was to all appearances fast asleep.
But Mr. Quelech was well awara that
some, at least, woere wakeful, as well as
the blinking fat Owl.

“ Bunter I rapped Mr, uelch.
“What are you doing out of bed "

“Oh! MNothing, sir 1" gasped Bunter.

“Wharton! Ara you awake,
Wharton **

The captain of the Remove sat up.

“Yes, sir ™

“What has been happening here,
Wharton? 1 heard some disturbance,”
said Mr. Quelch.

Bertie  Vernon's heart beat  un-

pleasantly, There had been s bump
when Buoter rolled out of bed, and a
buzz of voices, but Mr, Quelch certainly
would have heard nothing of it from
his studer. Obviously, the Remove
masier had not been very far away.
Queleh was on the prowl that night.
_* Bunter thought he saw a barglar,
sir I answerved Harry.

“What utter nonsen=e ™ snapped Mr,
Quelch testily. “ Bunter, how can you
be an absurd 17

“I~I—1 thought—* stuttered the
fat Owl.

“You should not be so ridieulous,
Bunter! Go back to bed at onee! If
there should be any more of this, T
shall cene you "

Billy Bunter rolled back into bed.

The Remove master gave a last
sharp glance at the face on the pillow
in Vernon-Smith's bed, and switched
off the light, and closed the deor.

“By gum!” breathed Bob Cherry,
when he had gone. “That was a
narrow shave for you, Smithy, you

at! Quelch must have been on the
anding "

".:'l..ttg that goat would have walked
right into him, if Bunter hadn't kicked
ul}: that row ™ said SBquiff. * Better
chuek it, Smithy I

Vernon did not spesk. He realised
how narrow his escape had been,

The Removites setiled down to slum-
ber again; but Vernon did not close
his eves. And neither did William
George Bunter,
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter On The Warpath I

HE last giroke of eleven boomed
through the summer night.
There was a frint creak of a
bed in the EBemove dormitery.
Billy Bunter grinned.
Somebody

Somebody was swake!
was getting up !

Bunter was awake, too—and he knew
who was getting up.

Bunter, as a rule, did not find it easy
to keep awake. But on this particular
night he did not End it easy to zleep!
Bo, for once, it was easy for the iat
Owl to keep hie eyes open !

Some of the fellows had wondered,
before they went to sleep again,
whether the Bounder would chuck it
up, or wait till Queleh had gone to
bed befora he carried on.

Billy

The latter seemed probable.
Bunter had no doubt about it: and if
he had, doubt would have wvanished,
when he beard & Remove fellow getting
guietly out of bed. ]

_Blinking from his pillow in the moon-
light the fat Owl sgc-tt&d a dark figure
casting a shadow: but this time he did
not take it for a burglar—and he made
no sound. He grirned in the dark, as
Bertie Vernon crossed to the door and
opened it suftlg.

Vernon stood theve for several min-
utes, listening! ‘Then the fat Owl
heard the soft closing of the door!

The breaker of bounds was gone !

Bunter chuckled softly. _

Bunter, in his turn, crept guietly out
of bed. :

Billy Bunter was on the trail of ven-
geance ! )

That unspeakable beast, Smithy, had
chucked him out of his study—for
having done him a good turn! That
masterly retaliation of a jugful of ink in
hiz bed had earned Bunter six from
a prefect's ashplant, from which the fat
Owl weas still wriggling! But it was
DBunter’s turn now |

Smithy was going out of bounds, At
thet hour, masters as well as bovs were
in bed and asleep. Smithy had left it
till 1t was safe—and gone !

Bunter knew the Bounder’s way out
on such occasions—all the Remoave
knew! He would creep down to the
Femove passage. drop from the window
of the box-room at the end of that
passage, and from the leads outside to
the ground. The window would be left
unfastened for his retumn. :

But suppose some fellow went after
him, and locked the box-room door on
the outside !

Bunter grimned gleefully at that
happy idea.

‘hen  the breaker of bounds
clambered in, he would get into the
box-room-—hut he would get no foarther.

He would have to stick in the hox-
voom all night ! .

‘hat, 1n Bunter’s opinion, would
serve him exactly right! [Ha could =it
on a trunk, and wait for rising-bell!
Bunter was nob getting a comfortable
night—owing to that six. Smithy would
oot a much less comiortable one |

Bunter plunged into his trousers and
crept cautiously. He was very cautions.
In fact, he was fearfully cautions, He
was 50 cautious thabk, groping as he
went, he knocked over a chair, and it
banged on the floor,

“Oht" gasped Bunter,

Three or four fellows awakened.

“Oh, my hat! Is that that goat
Smithy again!” maumnbled Bob Cherry.

“That howling ass——"

“YWho's that—is that Buanter?" ex-
claimed Harry Wharton, pecring at a
figure in the moonlight,

“Oh, no!"” gasped Bunter. “'Tain't
me, old chap 1™

“What on earth are you up for, yon
fat goat 7

“I—I ain't up! I—I mean, I—I got
up because I couldn’t slmEI I—I ain't

ing out of the dorm,” stammered
bunter.  “Bmithy ain’t gone, and
ain’t going after him."

“Oh crikey I

“ You benighted bandersnateh 1"

“Y eay, you fellows, keep quietl"
said Bunter anxiously. *“Don’t bring
old Quelch here again! 1 say, go to
sleep ! Youw'll be awfully sleepy in_the
morping, you know, losing your sleep
lika thial It—it's rather bad for your
health, vou Enow.”

" Bmithy's gone |” said Bob Cherry,
sitting up and pecring at the Bounder's
bed. “(Gone to heg for it!"

“ But what 15 that pifling porpoise uvp
to§’ asked Frank Nugent. “Do you
want to be sacked along with Smithy,
Bunter 1™

“1 ain't ﬁc&ng out, old chap! Do be
quiet | ,,I_ 'm just getting back nto

“ (3ot back, then, idiot!”

“Y mean, I'm going to walk about a
bit till I get sleepy ! Ei'uu fellows go to
gleep ! You needn't keep awake 1

“YWhat are you up to, you fab
foozler ¥ hissed Peter Todd.

“ Nothing, old chap !

“Get back to bed, then, before I get
up and take my ,15'11}‘“7 to you [

. really,

“0Oh 11 odd :

There was a zsound of a bed ereaking.

Billy Bunter did not wait for Peter
te get up and handle his pillow. He

rolled to the door—and, like the river

in the poem, he rolled rapidiy |
“ Bunter 1" exclaimed Harry Wharten.
*Come back—"
“¥ou fat ass—"
“You potty porpoize-—*"
The door closed! Bunter wa: gonel
“What on earth,” said Bob Cherry,
“is that foozling fathead up to?”
“Goodness knows ™

It was gquite a puzzle to lhe Eemov-
ites, Smithy, they had ne doubt, had
rone out of bounds, dmﬁgmg from the
box-room window, as his bed was empty.
But Billy Bunter was not a veckless
vebel and mutineer litke the Bounder—
far {rom it! Tt was bardly imaginabla
that the fat Owl was going out on the
tiles, like the Bounder. He was op o
something, but what he was up to was
& mystary.

Anyhow, he was gone now. Nobody
was isposed to chasa him outside the
dormitory, ai the risk of bringing
masters and prefecis on the =cene,
Bunter had to be given his hecad—{at as
it was! .

Quite s=atisfed with Dhimself, Billy
Bunter groped down the passage to Lhe
landing. .

He groped down the stairs to the
study géandmg. and rolled inte the
Remove passage.

Along that fumiliar passage he rolled
to the box-room sfair at the oend., Ile
was more than ten minutes after the
breaker of bounds, s=o there was no
doubt that the coast was clear by this
fime !

Grirming, the fat Owl groped for the
key of the box-room door, and locked
it on the outside !

Smithy was booked now |

9till grinning, the hilavious fat Owl
crept back down the Hemove passage
to the study landing. He rolled, grin-
ning, across to the dormitory staircase.

l—ﬁa was about to ascend, when Le
etopped and jumped at the sudden
sound of running, pattering feet on the
lower stalroase |

The startled fat Owl blinked round
in alarm |
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Az he did so, a dark Dgare shot across
the landing, heading for the very spot
where he stood. ] ]

Bunter hardly glilmpsed it beiore it
erazhed. And Billy Bunter, with a
roat that rang through the House, went
over on his podgy back, with his fat
little legs in the air.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

A Narrow Escape !

ERTIE VERNON had crept away
from the Bemove dormitory little
dreaming that a fat and vengeful
Owl had watched him go, and

prepared to follow on his track,

Bul the Bounder's double had not, as
Bunter took for granted, headed for the
sccustomned way of s breaker of bounda,

Yernon was heading for the masters’
study Enﬁsuge on the ground floor.

Ilis first intention, when Bunter had
sn  fortunately inlerrupted him, had
been to got ont of the House and skulk
through the darlt lanes to the Cross
Keys, as Bmithy had done so often.

But Quelch’s wisid to the dorinitory
had changed his intentions,

He dared not venture on so prolonged
sn absence from the llouse! Queleh,
in all probability, had gone to bed.
On the other hand, it was certain now
that he was suspicious; aud guite within
the bounds of pessibility that he might
pay another and later wvisit to the
Bemove dormitory.

That meant the sack, shovt and sharp,
if the suspected junior was discovered
to he out of the House !

But ¢luring the hour that had elapsed
since  Queleh’s wisit, the DBounder's
double had theught it over, and ancther
plat had come inte his mind.

There was another way—rizky enough
but ot fraught with such overwhelming
consequences in Lhe event of discovery.

EVERY SATURDAY

Ak

To creep down from the dormitory
at that late hour, enter a master’s study,
and ring up such a place as the Crosa
Keys on a master's telephone, required
some nerve, But the Bounder's double
had plenty of nerve,

It was an absence of little more than
ten minutes from the dormitory;
instead of the long time it would have
taken to reach the Cross Kers and
return. And, if there was discovervy, he
would still be in the House—he would
not bo out of bounds! And now that
the masters had gone to bed, there was
o pood chance of getting ihrongh safelyv.

On tiptoe, in the shadows, the
Bounder's double crept inlo AJlasters’
Passage. Unless one or two of the staff
might be sitting up late, that passage
would be deserted. Prout, he Lkoew,
never locked his study door—itb was easy
to get at Prout's telephone. ) )

He stopped, his lwart Leating with
n swdden throb, as a faint glimner of
light caught his eves under a study
door,

It was Mr., Quelch’s study |

The Bemove masier was still up!

Bertie Verron stood staving ac that
faint glimner.

Quelech was np! Did that mean that
another visit io the Remove dormitory
impended ? ]

It was very probable that iz did.

But he set his lips and crept o, on

tiptoe, without a sound. He was desper-
ate now—he had to take the chance!
Anyhow, if Quelch spoited him, he was
not out of the House—they could hardly
sack & man for breaking dormitory
boundsa.
_ NMoiseless, though his heart was beat-
ing lhike & hammer, the Dounder's
double erept past that ghimmer of light
under Quelch’s door.

Ilc reached Afr, Prout's study, opened
the door sileuily, stepped in, and shut
the door alter him.

|
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Vernon flew up the dormitory staircase. As he Hew, he heard a stiumble and a crash behind him.
over Billy Bunter, and the fat junior was roaring and yelling in frantic ferror !

Mr, GQuelch had sprawied

He stood for a long mwoment motion
less, breathing hard, with clots of per-
spiration on his brow.

Then silently he groped his way in the
dark to the t&lﬁghnm. Ie grasped the
receiver with & firin band.

“ Number, please ! came aleng the
wires; and Vernon gave the number of
the Cross Keys, in 2 low voice,

There was no sound from withoul.
Quelch had not heard him—and Prout's
study was far cnough fromn Queleh's
to make 1t safe.

But as ho stood waiting for & reply,
his heart beat. It semed an age, though
it was only a few moments, before
voice came through. The Cross Keys
was closed at that hour; bub it was not
a place where they wero carly to bed—
he had no doubt of getting through to
Ledgey.

_ “Vernon-8mith speaking,” he said,
in a low, steady voive. "Ask Dill
Lodgey to come to the phone!"

“Ohe. my eye!” came from the other
end. “ ¥essir! O.K. 1™

Vornon waited.

Again it seemed an age; bub it was
hardly a minute Lefore o sullen, surly
voice came.

“'That young Vernon-Simith v

“Yes, Lodgey!"” breathed Vernon.

“What you want, you young 'ound:"”
Mr. Lodgey did not seem in a good
temper. “I'd 'ave seen you to-day at
your school if a bloke hadn't pitched
mto me! You wail till the morning—
I'll see you all right!™

Vernon shivered. The raseal was in
a snllen, vindietive temper—probably
not improved by u “bloke” having
pitched into him. Obvionsly, Lodgey's
visit had only been  postponed=—the
Bounder’s hapless double was acting
anly in time.

(Continued on mane 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

“It's all right, Leodgey,” mullered
Vernon into the transmiticr.

“Is it orlright?" jeered Lodgey, from
the other end. * You wait till to-morrer,
Mister Vernon-Smith, and you'll see
whethier it's orlright! Letting a mau
down and swindling of him{"

Mr. Lodgey's voles vibrated with in-
dirnation. _

ften and often had Mr. Lodgey been
a swindler, but he bad never been
swindled! There was a great difference
between the two—Dill Lodgey preferrcd
to conjugate the verb “to swindle ™ in
fhe active voice, not in the passive.

“Let me explan!”  breathed the
wre[c'fmri Vernon.
“Did you lese a tenner on DBluc

Burney, or did you uwot¥” hooted Mr.
Lodgey., “Did you promise to sce a
man the same evening, or did you not?”

Vernon cortsinly hodn't! ut theve
was no doubt that Vernon-S8mith had!

“I waits for you at the old place,”
went on Mr. Lodgey, “and did you tury
up¥® No! Next evening I watts agit,
and did you turn ug‘.f No! I 'angs
about to see you—did 1 seo you? No!
. Letting & man down!

“Lock hero——"

“Il a young cove was ‘ard pushed, I'd
go easy with a young cove,” went on
the indignant Bill. *"Ain't I done it
dfore, when you 'ad bad luek?  Dut
~chucking a man like this 'ere, and did.
dling of him—"

“[—I never meant—>""

“'Ave you called to sece a bloke?
"Ave vou "anded over that tenner? "Ave
3?1 let me "ave B word? I'm a-asking
of yer:™ .

ernon cudgelled hLis brains for an
a:.gla_naflmn that would satizfy the angry
an mdlgnant_'mcmg man.
“1've been in & scrape!™ he breathed
into the transmitter.
lot of risk im ecalling you now!
under suspicion! ut I'm going to
ﬁ%uam all right, Lodgey! I'll sce you
Wednesday afternoon 4
“You'd

“Yon

“T'm taking a
q'm

better1” prowled Lodgey.
don’t understand bow 1'm
fixed. I conldn’t get & word to you
before.  But it's all right—I can get
clear on & half-holiday, and T’ll sce you
and bring the tenner with me.”

“0Oh!” said Mr. Lodgey, at the other
end, in & mollificd tonc. I il's like
that, Mister Vernon-8mith-—"

“Rely on me! I've got to be carelul,

that’s all.”
“¥es, I can understand that, of
course,”” admitted Mr. Lodgey. " But

what was & man to think—never a word,
and ten quid owing——"
“ Wadnesday afternoon——*
“Teave it st that, Mister Vernon-
Emith.” Lodgoey was evidently pacified
now., “I ain’t (ke man to pive troubls
if 1in treated straight! I'll be at the
old place Wednesday afternoon, sir.”
Vernon gritted his tecth. He did not
know where the old place was. Dut
it would hardly have done to admit his
ignorance fo the man whao thought that
I'ne Macxer Lisrsny.—No, 1,638
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he was talking to Herbert Vernon-

Smith.

“Make it a bit farther from the
school, Lodgey,” he said. *“I've told
you I've got to be careful.”

I{;:-'IrrhE.LIJ about Iriardale Bridge, then,
)

* ¥Yes, that's all right—six o'clock on
Wednesday, at Frisrdale Bridge. I
must ring off now! Good-night!’

“ Good-night, sir!” said Bill Lodgey,
quite cordially.

Yerinon put up the receiver.

He wiped a damp brow. THe had
barred Lhe man off. It meant a bike
vide over to Lanthama Chase on Wed-
nesday afterncon to get the money, and
a meeting with that disreputable raseal
afterwards to hand it over. But he had
saved his skinl

He crept to the study door, opened it,
peered info the passage, and listened,

All he had to do now was to get back
to the Remove dormitory and all was
well—unless, by some miserable chance,
Quelch had gone there in those very
mmutg;.

Oy hl[?tm he crept down the passage,

The light glimmered under the shut
door of Mr. Quelch’s study.

Was Quelch still there? A sound of
a movement in tho study told that
Quelch was!

It was a sound of & [ootstep crossing
from the table to the door.

Vernon's heart almost ceased to beat
for a second.

Queleh was still there, and he was
about to corue out of the study!

Whether to go to bed or to visit Lhe
Remove dormitory he was coming out!

'I'here was no time for silent stealth
vow !  Vernon ran desperately to get
out of the passapge.

The stndy door flew open. Quelch had
heard him!  But he was round the
corney and running for the stairs with
desperate haste. He heard the Rlemove
maslter's sharp, startled voice hehind
Lim.

“Whe is that?

Vernon raced on.

He heard a sound of rapid footsteps.
But ho had a good start. Ile fairly Hew
up ihe staircase.

Pattering feet and a rustling gown, a
sound of panling breath, told him fhat
the Form-master was in pursait.

He shot across the study landing like
an_arrow for the dormitory stairease.

Pattering feet were close behind—he
could almost feel an ontsiretched hand,
Il he was grasped belore he reached his
dormittory—

Crash!

Roar!

That a figure was there, at the foot
of the dormitory staircase, in the gloom,
Vernon never knew or dreamed till he
crashed into it and sent il sprawling.

e recled dizzily from the shock.

But he recovered instantly and dashed
on! He flew up the dormitory staircase.
And as he flow ho heard a stumble and
a crash behingd him,  He eut into the
Remove dormitory and flung off his
clothes and Eﬂ unged into bed--while on
the landing below Mr. Quelch sprawled
over Billy Bunter and spluttered, and
Billy Bunter uttered roar afler voar,
yell after well!

— ——

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
QOnly Bunter !

"Oll! Ow! Oh! Ow!” rosred
Bunter.
The fat Owl of the Remove

had only the dizziest idea of

what was happening.
Something ~it seemned like a ranaway
lorey-- had crashiedh bto him and  spun

Stop!"

him over—somethiny was sprawling
headlong over him, a bony elbow was
jamming into fat ribs, nearly punctur-
ing the same. Bunter roared and
howled and yelled in frantie affright.

“You :.r::-un?- rascal!”  Mr. Quelch
panted breathlessly. “1 have caught
:.'ﬂu—”

“¥Yarooh!”

A clutching hand elutched Bunter,

Queleh had caught him—there was
no doubt about that. Neither was there
any doubt in Quelch’s mind that this
waes the unseen but plainly heard fugis
tive who had fled before him in the
dark.

He knew that he had been close be-
hind that fugitive! He had no doult
that the young raacal had stumbled in
the dark, and that he had stumbled over
him! And now he had lhim!

Quelch scrambled up.

He was winded, breathlesz, bumped,
upset, but he did not let go the
shoulder he had grasped. His fingers
almost penetraled that fat shoulder, so
tenacious was his grasp. It gave
Bunter ore more cause fof yelling.
Thet podgy shoulder felt as if it wers
in the jaws of & steel vice.

“Ow!l Legpo! Oh! Yow!
roared Bunter. _

“Who s it?" hissed Quelch.

iF Yﬂmﬂ ]H

“Is it Vernon-Smith?"

*“Xooo-hoop!”

Quélch had little or, rather, no doubt
that it was Vernon-Smith,

Ile bad sat up that night specially on
account of Vernon-Smith! His earlier
vigit to the Remove dormitory had far
from satisfied him—he had & strong sus-
picion that Bunter's *burglar ** was not
wholly imaginary, and that somebody
had been up—most likely Vernon-Smith.

He had been going to look in at that
u:_:h:n:mt!:u:;r_r,r again, when, as he was leav-
ing his study to do so, he heard, and

rsued, an unseen fugilive in the dark.

ernon-Smith, beyond the shadow of a
doubt! Anrd now he had got him!

Whomsoever it was, he had got him.
On that point, at all events, thera was
no shadow of doubt. He had got him—
in & grip of steell

Keeping hin in that grip, Quelch
navigated ihe landing towards the
aelectric-light swibch.

Bunter had to go with him. He
wriggled and howled and spluttered as
he went, but that stcely grip did not
relax.

Who had got him, the frighténed fat
Owl did not know: he had been too
confused and terrified to recognise his
Formn-master's voice. Fle was clutched
in the dark by an unknown hand, which
was more—much more—than enough to
scaro the fat Owl out of his fat wits.

Quelck groped to the switch.

Gripping DBunter with one hand, he
clicked on the light with the ather.

Wow '

Budden illumination streamed over
the landing. )
“MNow, VYernon-Smith—"

Quelch broko off suddenly as his eves
turned on his coptive in the light., 1le
slared at him; he bLlinked at him; he
gogeled at him.

“Buanter 1" he gasped.

“0Oh crikey |” gasped Bunier, a: he
recognised Quelch.

“"Bunter! It is yout”

“Oh, nol”

“What "

“I—1 mean——— Oh lor’1”

Mr. Quelch compressed his grip on
tha fat shoulder. Lle glared at Bunter.
Ilis gimlot eyes almost bored into
Dunter.

“What are von doing out of vour
dormitory 7 he  thundered.  “You



young rascall Is thia some ridiculous
raid on the pantry "

Now that he recognised hiz prisoner,

eleh ha: litt'e doubt about that. He

id pot snspect Bunter of wild and
whirling exploits out of bounda at
night. But more than once the fat Owl
had been guilty of penetrating to for-
bidden regions in quest of foodstuffa.

*Oh, no!” gasped Bunter,

*Then wha Mg 2

A f]—=J—— I j-j-just kik-kik-came
out, sir I" gasped Dunter. “I—I never
came after anybody or—or anything of
that kind1 I—1 just—"

Mr. Quelch started. )

“ Is another boy out of the dormitory,
Bunter ¥

“Oh, no!l So—so—so far as I know,
Smithy's fast asleep in bed | gasped
Bunter. .

“Vernon - Smith 1*  exclaimed Mr.
Quelch, his ayea glittaring.

“¥es—I mean, no 1 stuttered Bunter.
“1—I never knew he had gone out of
the dorm—I mean, I knew he hadn't;

and I haven't been to the box-room
f [

“The box-room |7

“Np, sir] Not at ajl! If the box.

room door is locked on the outside I
don’t know anything about if 1™

“Wha-at i*

“Nothing at all, eir] I haven't been
near the box-room | 1 never had the
faintest idea of giving Smithy a night
in the box-room! Never even thought
of such a thing! Why should T17

“ Bless my soul ! said Mr, Quelch,

“The—the fact i3, sir, I—1 couldn't
eleep owing to Wingaile giving me six,

and T—I just came out toe—to walk
shout a bit--—-—"

“&ilenee " snapped Mr. Quelch.

He zave the H?u Owl a scarching
look.

If Bunter had followed Yernon-

Stnith to the hox-room and locked the
door there, Vernon-Smith was out of
bounds, and his detection was now a
certainty.

Rut, 1 that case, who had been the
wusecn fugitive on ithe ground floor?
Smithy would not have gone down the
lower stajrcaze if he was bound for the
bhox-room in the Remove passage.

Someone, certainly, had been down-
elairs.

Downstairs was not the way o the
box-roomw, but it was the way to the
pantry ! :

uelehh eyed the fat Owl with deep
ELSPICLON.

“Come!” he rappned.

Ile marched Bonier u? the dorm:
tory staireaze. Ile marched him into
ithe Remove dornitory, and switched on
the light theve.

A dozen Remove fellows were awake.
Some of themm had heard the hurried
return of the breaker of bonnds a good
live minutes before the arvival of Mr.
Guelch.

Dunicr's howls and vells had reached
a good many cars, o they were not sur-
prised to see Quelch march him in.

Alr. Quelel shot a swift glance at
Vernon-S3mith's bed.  That hed was
ocecupled ; as before, be zaw a head op
the pillow, wiih cves closed.  Obvi-
ouzly, Bunter was in error in stating
Ahat he had locked that juniocr out.

The Owl of the Remove did not ace
the face on Vernon-Smith’s pillow. e
did not even blink in that direction.
Not for a moment did it oceor o
Huuter that the hrealier of hounds was
ot ontside the Houwse, his ingross
barrved by the locked dooy of the box-
roon,. Net for a moment did he dream
thar 1he jpuniov whom he helieved he
had  Focked out was in bed in the
Homove doritaory,
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Mr Queleh breathed hard and deep.

The suspected junior was there—n
bed. Naturally, Queleh had no idea
that. but for Bunter, his clutch would
have closed on that very junior on the
landing below. ;

“ Buntar, yon were going down to the
pantry I* said Mr. Quelch sternly.

“I—I wasn't, sir!" gasped
“I—I wouldn't, sir—"

“You have done =0 before, Bunter !

“I—I didn't—I1 mean, 1 waen't—that
ig, I—1 never——" stuttered Bunter.
“I—1 weni after Smthy—I—I niean,

I“IJ‘

“Vernon-Bmith iz here, Bunter [

“He ain't—I—] mean— Oh lox" I"
Billy Bunter turned his eres and his
spectacles on the Bounder's bed. He
umped almost clear of the floor when

e saw the face on the pillow, EHis eves
almost poppod thron his spectacles
at that face. “Ob crikeyl
crumbs M

Ho had locked the box-room door
after the Bounder. Bunter knew that.
How Smithy had got back through a
locked door was & deep mystery to
Bunter. He goggled at the face on the
pillow in blank, dumbfounded amaze-
ment.

“Go back to hed, Bunter! I shall
ecane vou i the meorning ! said Ar
Quelch.

“(Oh erikey 1 groaned Bunter © But
[—I never—"

“Go back to bed ot once

The fat Owl crawled into bhed,

Al %uelc'h, frowning, shut off the
light and went. ]

Then a fat squeak was heard in the
dormitory.

“T gay, you fellows—"

“You benighted bloarer I

“1—]1 say, is—is that really Smithy
in bed ¥ gasped DBunter,

“Yes, fathead I

“Well, how. did he get there?” stut-
tered Bunter. “Didie’t he go oub of
honnds, after all? I thoughbt he was
gone out of the House! I say, yon
follows, Queleh thinks 1 went «down
after grub in the pantry——"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Blessed if 1 see anvthing to cackle
at! I =ay, he's poing o whop me In
the mornmg ¥

i Gmd lu

“Bensl | I say———

*You won't have to wait 1ill morn-
ing for a whopping if you don't shut
up 1™ said Bob Cherry. “lLet a fellow
o to sleep I

“0h, really, Cherry—-?™ ,

“Hhut upl” growled Bolsover major

“{h, really, Bolsover——"

Baolsover riajor’s other hoot =ailed
through the air and dropped on
Bunter’s hed, There was a loud howl,
after which there was, at last, silence
and peace in the Remove donuitory.

unter.

Fr

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Mysterions !

ILLY BUNTER'S
Form (he next
preszod deep fﬂﬂlin%ﬂ.

Fvery now and then his eves
arl his spectacles tarned on the junior
who sat in Vernon-Bimnith's place with
ininrical blinks,

Bunter was proved, 5

That morning ha heod received, in

ueleh’'s sludy, =zix of the very hest,
Hardly recovered from Wingate's =ix,
he had had six more from Quelch.

Lightmuog does not sirilke twice in
the zame place, but a cane does, and
Bunier felt tho cumulative efect of a
touble six deeply.

fat face in
NG E 2M-

‘attempt had ecarned him six.
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It was all that swab Bmithy's fault
from beginning to end.

Billy Bunter was not, as a rule,
vengeful. Generally his fat thoughts
ran upon food But Bunter just now
was aimply longing and yearning to
pa% that awab out

wiea ho had attempted to make
Each
MNow,
instend of listening with attention to
the valuable .instruction %uai::h Was
handing out to his Form, Bunier was
thinking of & third attemmpt, no doubt
hoping that it would be third time
|l::5(y.

Smithy =it up for his sins

Emrﬂy now and then a gasp came
from Dunter. All the time he wriggled
uncomfortably on his form. very
twinge made him long more deeplg for
vengeance on that unspeakable beast
Smithy.

B0 far Bunter's trail of vengeance
had had the uncxpected effect of
saving the beast from severe trouble.
Tlilmt wa3 not what Bunter wanted at
2il.

During first arid second school the dis-
runtled fat Owl thought it out and
ﬁecidad what he was going to do.

When a fellow was fearfully shirvty
with a fellow a fellow shipped a fellow's
study. DBunter was going 1o ship
Smithy's study | ]

True, it was Tom Redwing's study
also, and if Btudy No. 4 in the Remove
were shipped, Redwing would get lLis
share of the shipping! But that could
not be helped. Serve him right for
chumming with such & beast | Anyhow,
Burter had no time to bother about
Redwing's troubles.

In break the fat Owl rolled up to
Harry Wharton in the quad. .

Bunter had to be caroful a.hﬂ-u‘t. this.
It was, of course, important for Smithy
not to know whe had shipped his siudy
—ahove all, very urgent for him not to
Luitt in while Bunter was shipping i1

“JI say, you fellows, I expect yau'll
eo down to the nets after class’ he
said, blinking -at the Co. * ¥ou want to
keep in form with the Redclyfe match
coming off to-morrow.” .

“Frightfully kind of you to take an
interest in our little games, old fat
man,” answered Harry %‘l’h&rtun. .

“Well, look here, ara you Fuiug tlown
10 the nets after third schoal ¥ ,

“We is—wao are " said Bob Cherry. . -

“ Brmithy, too 1" asked Bunter.

“I suppose sol” answered Harry,
staring at him. “What the dickens does
it matter to you, you fat ass, whether
he does or not ¥

“Well, 8mithy will be in the team at
Redelyffe to-morrow; you ought to
make him stick to practice!™ satd
Bunter. "I don’t believe in a fellow
slacking.”

“You don't ] Oh crumbs 1"

“Y've heard [ellows eay that his hat-
ting has gone off,” said Bunter. " You
ought to keep him up to it, you know,
with him in the team for Redelyfie.”

“I'm going to keep him up to it 1"
said Harry, “But what the dickens
are——"  This jntcrest E!‘]Fki."t. ol
Bunter’s part was quite surprising.

“0h, I'm only thinking abhout the
Redelyffe  mateh, of course,” :aid
Bunter. “I think a fellow oughtn't lo
slack when he's playing for the school
I just wanted to know whether Binithy
would be at the nets after third achool—
onily because I'm keen about the maich
at Recdelyffe, vou know ! 1'm not going
up to his study or anything.”

“Eht" )

“MNoihing of the kind,"” assured

unter.  *I'm going for a walk aiter
third school: T shall be out of pates

THe Maicxer Lierary.—No. 1,638
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I'm not thinking of shipping a fellow’s
study, or anything of that sort. 1 say,
vou'll sure to make Bmithy come
down to tho nets, won't you t"

Aud Bunter rolled away, wondering,
as he went, why the Famous Five yelled

with laughter.
In third school that morning Billy
Buuter locked less disgruntled. Revengo

is said to be swcet, and the hour.of
vengeance was at hand. When My,
Quelch dismissed his Form that morn-
ing Billy Bunter lost no time—hardly
riroro than a minute after he was out of
the Formn-room he was up in the
Remove passage.

Hie whipped into Study Ne. 4 and
shut the door.

He grinned round the study.

The Bounder had a lot of handsome
and expensive things in that study.
Lxeept Lord Maunleverer's, it was the
nost expensively furnished study in the
Remove. If 8mithy wanted anything,
hiz millionaire fqther was only too
pleased to let Smithy have it, and as
the Bounder had expensive tastes he
spread limaself considerably. The poor
relation who had taken his name had
come in for all Bmithy's magnificence—
but to Bunter, as to all the rest of Groy-
friarz, the fellow whoe was called
FYernon-Smith was Vernon-Smith !

the

The carpet alone had cost
Bounder's father a good many guincas.
The window curtains—the handsomest
in the Remove—bhad cost a good many
more. Dunter, grinning, considered the
effoct of an inkpot splashed over these
haudsoine curtamns, and a shovelinl of
soot from the chimney tramped into the
Persian carpet—with an allowance of
jam added from the study cupbosrd |

If thhat dtd not mako the beast sit up,
nothing would !

“fle, he, he!” gurgled Bunter,

reatly entertained at the prospect

nd he siretched out a fat hand to the
inkpot.

But he did not touch that inkpot, for
at the samo toment a calling veice in
the Reinove m&aage reached his ears—
that of Tom Redwing. .

“Bmithy, aren't you coming down to
the nets 37

Buuter jumped.

"Mool came a cort answer,

“It's the Nedeclyfe match to-morrow,
old man—rm .

“I've got a letter to write l” :

Billy Bunter's fat heart almost dicd
in his podgy breast. So far from havin

one down to the ncts, as the fat Ow
imd caleulated, the unspeakable beast
war coming up to his study to write a
letter. TIe was not going down to the
ericket. and he couldn't write & letter
in the Rag as other fellows did, he had
to come up to his study, the beast—and
if he caught Bunter thore—

Billy Bunter did not hurl the contents
of the inkpot at the window curtains.
he backed rapidly behind them.

On one side of the window where the
curtain was bunched an armchair stood.
The curtain hidvthe top half of Bunter,
the armchair hid the lower halfl In
that hide-out he palpitated.

A few moments later the door opened.

Bunier heard the unsecen junior shut
ihe door, pull & ehair to the table, and
sit dowi.

He hardly breathed behind the
curtain.

He could not sce Simithy, but his fat
cars told him that the junior had sat
down on the near side of the table. He
was hardlr twe vards from Bunter. The
hapless fat Owl could only hape that he
would goet through his beastly letter and
go down Lo the box to post it without
m&]—:il‘.lg-‘uﬂﬂj discovery. After all, it was
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not likely to take the brute long to
write a letter,

But the ;Lmior did not seem to get on
vory quickle with that letter.

Bunter heard an angry and discon.
tented grunt. Then a muttering voico

reached s fat cars,

“What the dickens had I belter sav |
I can't put too much in a letter. But
I've gpot to let him know hefore I see
himn  to-morrow. {(ioodness knoiva
whether hie'd be able to manage it with-
out notice.”’

Bunter could only wonder what that
meant.

As it did not concern him, he would
have liked very much to know., But he
could form no guess at what was worry-
ing Smithy. It was clear, at sll events,
that thie beast was worried.

Bunter heard the scratch of & pen at
last. The junior in Study No. 4 was
writing. Bunter's fat ears had told him
exactly where the junior was seated at
the table, and so he knew that Smithy's
back would be towards him. 1o
ventured to peer round the eurtain, now
that the heast was occcupied with
writing and not likely to look round,
The inquisitive Owl of the Remove
would have liked to get a glimpse at
that letter that seemed to worry the
Bounder so much 1 2

But he popped back agrin as a roar
rang along the Remove passage.

“Hallg, hallo, hallo! Bmmthy !

_ The_junior at the table uttered an
Imgntmnt exclamation, rose to his feef,
and stepped to the door. :

He opened the door and pub his head
out of tho stud|31

Bunter, as he heard him, grinned.
Bob, evidently, was {:Dlllill% to round
Smithy up for cricket, and Bmithy did
not want him to come into the study !

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Here vou are "
came Bol's cheery roar, as the
Bounder's double looked out. * Come
on, smithy "

“I'm writing a letter—"

“0Oh, rot! Yo can write leiters any
time. Cricket—have youn forgotien that
it's Redelyffe to-morrpw T

Billy Bunter peered out from behind
the curtain. Ile gave one blink at a
junior’s back in the doorway, and
another at the letter on the table. He
read at a glance what Vernon bad
written so far:

“Dear Uncle,—I must see you to-
morrow, and I shall run across on my
bike in the afternoon—"

“1 tell you I'm writing & letter and
I can't come down now,” Vernon was
saying at the doorway, little dreaming
that & hidden fat Owl in the study was
devouring hiz partly written letter with
eager eves and spectacles.

“Well, I tell wyou, blow your old
letter I said Bob Cherry warmly.
“You haven't heen up te your usunal
form the past week, Smithy, and you
Enow 1. You jolly well aug"hb to come,
Look here, Inky's ready to give you
some bowling.” i

Billy Bunter's eyes were popping.

Un the table beside the partly written
letter lay an covelope that Vernon had
plready addressed. The address on it
WaE

“Capiain Vernon,
Lantham Chase,
Lantham,”

Bunter blinked at that address in such
pstonishment that he almost [orgot
danger !

Smithy was writing to that Army man
at Lantham Chase—the uncle of Bertie
Vernon, the fellow witk whom he had
been at daggers drawn till he left. And

he was addressing him in the letter as
“Daar Uncle,” and saimg that he
would run acrosz on his bike! It was

Euifa bewildering to the astonished fat
wl.

“I teli you I'm not coming down!”
ma?ged Vernon. “That's that [

“If you're going to play at Redclyfa
to-rmorrow, Smithy—" hooted Bob.

“I'm not !
Bob  Cherry gasped.

| “Wha-a-t?”
You're not| IHave you told Wharton

g0t
“¥You can tell him, if you like”

Bunter popped back.
Vernon stepped back into the study
and ghut the door with a slam!

Bob’s heavy tread was heard going
along to the steirs.

Billy Bunter heard the junior in the
stuﬁy give an angy grunt end sit down
to the table again.

The

. The pen scratched once more.
UnIOr wasg ‘Em;ﬂ‘m:?‘ that letier—such a
etter ss Bertie Vernon, had he still
been at Greyfriars, might have written
to his uncle at Lantham Chase! What
1t meant was @ bewildering puzzle to
Bunter |

The letter was finished at lastl]
Bunter heard the serape of a cheir
as the junier pushed it back, and a
moment or two later heard him leave
the study,

He blinked out againl The junior
wns  gone—the lotter was gone.
Obviously, he had gone down to ths
school letter-box te post it!

D“Iﬂh erikiey ! gasped the astonished
wl.

He rolled across to the door.

This was his chance to csecape! As
the beast was not going down to ericket
ractico, very likely he would come
k to the study! Bunter’s big idea
of shipping that study had to be
postponed,
The fat Owl lost no time in getting
out of that dangerous guarter.

Five minutes later Vernon came up
to the study again. Ie did not even
notice a fat jumitr in the doorway of
Btudy MNe. 7, blinking at him with an

extremely curions and inquisitive
blink.

“Beast 1" breathed Bunter. “You
walt ¥

Unconseious of the fat Ow] and bis
vengeful thoughts, Vernon went into
Study No. 4.

Bunter rolled away, his fat mind
occupied with what he lhad seen in
the Bounder's study! It was tnys-
terious, end it was puzzling, and it
pecupied Bunter's fat thoughts till the
dinner-bell rang! Then, of course, it
was dismissed, with all else—except
dinner !

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Sees It All!

43 B, he, he!”

In break on Wednesday
morning several fellons
watched Harry Wharion

speaking to Vernon, among them Billy
Bunter.

Bunter was the only one that seemed
amused.

Harry Wharton's face was dark and
angry. Vernon's was sullen.  More
than ever he looked like his double
with that expression on his face.

“You're acting just rottenly, Vernon-
S8mith !* the captain of the Remove
rapped out. “A week ago you kicked
up no end of a fuss because you wers
left out of a Form mate cause we
wanted that relation of vours to bowl!
™ow he's gone, and we want your
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batting, Yem kiow that.  Wlat's vour
grae n feiting ue down tike thist™

Iowas ditheabe for Bertie Vornon to
BIEWCL,

Lertatnly e ecouhl not explain that
e waz no batzman, when all the
Bemove knew what a mughty man the
Bonrdor was with the willow. Neither
could” e meution that he had lo get
over to Lantham Chase 1hat afternoon
o rat=n the Beecssary sum 1o keep Bill
Lotgry quict.  Fle was, in fact, experi-
cocir M what o taagled welb we weave
when fivst we prach=o to deceive I

"I'm ot ealone,™ he =aid lamely.
“You've noticed it yonrself,”

“¥es; and Pye notieed that sou et
practice, dun!™ sl Marvey Wharton
hotly., “Ts that tha way to keep your
TPV
Wl T shanldn't be any good. Lot
oo at that,” nmtrered Vernon.

But the caplaim of 1the Remove wns
not prepared to let #ome at that, Tt
was fon ullerly nplike the Bounder to
oni up that he was po eood lor
Wharton te take that seriouzly, e
knew  perfeetly well that there was
snething behind all thiz, though he
litdle alveanieal what,

“Yon're wanted ' e saul  curtly.
*There's still e for e lo give your
vame in to Ghacleh, Are you eoming 2

sl :"':'.11.“

Ha:'l':-' Vlrrtan hreathed hard,

“'Ihat weans that vou've pot some-
thing elee ou!” he caid. "1 know you,
Vornon-Snich ! What ia it?  Somoe
putrid game oot of bounds, with Pan
& Lo., of Higheliffe?  Ia that wha:
vou're letting ua down for 77

Vernon orimsoned,

“Oh, ehuek it1” he said. 1 ean't
plav., You'd he =orey if I did! P'm
not in batting ferm. Leave it at that”

And 1o end the dizenasion Vernon
waltked awmay, leavine the eaptain of
the Tlemave i a state of intense ox-

[ oy
e
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* Who's that ? ** exclaimed Vernon-Smith, suddenly staring between the shutier-bars. “* Is that old Redwing 2 * ** Who's

that—where ? ** exclaimed Hunt, turning round sharply. As he did so, Vernon-Smith's finger and thumb fastened on the
end of the key protruding from the man’s waistcoat pocket.

Whieh was not alleviated

ssperaton.
unmusical ecackle from Billy

by an
Buntoyp !
e, Lie, he?! 1 jolly well know 17
erinnnd Bonier, " Bmiithy’s at his games
again  this alternoon.  He, he, he!
Fulling  that  Avmy man's leg ot
Laniham Chaze! Me, he, hel”
“What " prowled Wharton angrily.
“Bon't I jolly well know #* chackled
the fak Owl. T conldn't smake it out,
writing to Coptain Vernon—-"
“Who's wrilten to Captain Vernon,

you  fat ass?” said  llavry, staring
at him. Do you iean Vernow's
unnele ¥

“Nes: aml Smithy has '™ evinned
Bunter. I saw the lotter—he, he, he!

lle hegan it "Dear Unele,” ™ Buanter
chinrtled. 1 ecouldn’t male it out till
I whonghty it aver, von know, 1 jolly
well kpow now ! I, bhe, hal  You
remember o went over to Lantham
Chase ane day and made out that he
was Bertie Veraon and task the captain
i—puldledd the old bean’s leg and made
a fool of ham, the akd bean laking bhim
for hiz dear Bertie, vou know. He, he,
he! That's whuat "he's np to this after
g™
“What ntier ot ™

“Ts w?” gripned Donter. * Then
what didd he write {0 Lantham Chasze
for, bLegimning the  letter ° Dear
Unele * 1

“He couldn’t have, you fal ass1*

“1le, he, he! I saw the lotter.”

"Vou want some new specs, if von
-aw that, yon blithering Owl1™ zaiuld
Lol Cherry, " How conld Bmithy play
o gome ke that again, vou fat chump,
when Bertie Vernon s at Lantham
Chaze? Thivk he econdd make that
Army man belinve fhat he had two
rephews 7

“Lilkely 1 saild Frank Nugent, laugh.
g,

] A= | 11 R
L[ [ |" i i “ 4
= eyRsm

“I know what I saw!” ieclared
Bunter positively. “That chiap Vernon
can't be theve, or Smithy eouldn’t play
that trick again, of course! We heard
that he was going to another <«chaol, I
5;1!'3;11:-5& he's gove, and Bmithy knows

YO Y sand Harry Wharion.

The Remove fellows—so far as thoy
knew, at all everds—had heard nothing
of Captain Vernon's nophew since ho
had left. It was quite possible that he
add pone to another school by shat
tune.  Tn that case, it was possible for
the DBounder of Greyfriars 1o think of
carvyimg  out over agam the oxtra-
ordinary  jape he had played on the
Army man—ealling on Eim undler his
nepliew's name |

“1f that wasn't hiz game, what did he
write to Captain Vernon for yesterday,
calling him dear nnela?  demanded
Bunter., “1le's poing to make out that
he's Bertie coming from his new zeheol
—rthat’s it1  If Vernen was ot honte
ihera wouldn't be mueh uwse Bmithy
writing that letter.”

“But dicd he ™ zaid Bob, very doubt-
fully.

“I tell you T saw it 1™

“You 1ell us such & lot of things, old
far man

“0Oh, really, Cherry——
H“li;nmmnu, of conrse!"” saml Johnny

I'H -

“Look hare, Dull, if You're making
ant that I'm fibbing—-=">

“Tt deesn't want much mnking out,”
grunted Johnny., *You're flihing—as
per nzual! Do you ever do anything
clan ¥

i BEHSL 22

Harry Wharton shut his lips hard.

“It would be like Bmithy,” he eaid
savagely, “Ile loathes Vernon's unels
as much as he loathes Vernon—it would
bo ke him”
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“ITe wouldn’t et ua down for a jape
en Vernon's uncle ' said Bob, shaking
e boacd.

“What's he letting us down for,
tier 77 exclaimed Wharton angrily.
“He knows he's wanted fo bat.  We
shan’t beat Redelyfflc on our hawlm%‘.
wow Vernon's gong, that's a cert! 1f
we don't FuI] it off at the wickets, we
shan't pull it off at all! He knows he's
wanted | By Jovel”

The capiein of the Remove looked
rovid, and  strode  across to  the
Bounder's doublo. ]

Liertic Vernon was loafing rather dis
enpenlately near the door of the Ilouse,
As he was not in the eleven he had to
e in for third school, and there was no
oyt that he_would have preferred to
plas cricket. DBut the game to which he
was devoled was barred to him by his
awn trickery, He was no batsman, and
he dured not show up as a bowler.,

1le made s movement to aveid the
capain of the Remove,

But Wharton was not to be avoided.

“Look here, Bmithy, are you going
over 1o Lantham Chase this after
noon ™ he demanded sharply.

Vernon fairly bounded.

Az Ierbert Vernon-Smith he had, of
course, no business at Lantham Chasc,
the home of Smithy's rival and encmy.
Hi: uncle had cautioned him to avoud
vizitz home in the new circumstanes,
and bha had written only once and had
been extromely careful that no one saw
il letler that he had dropped into the
hox, Wharton's question  wtterly
amazed him. o was taken completely
off his guard and the colour wavered
in his face.

“What—Lanthara Chase? What do
voir mean?” he Etajum_nemd.

“Ho that’s it, is it?” snapped the
caplain of the Remove.

Em*iin tried to recover himself,

“What's put that into yvour head?”
be staimmered,  * What—->"

“You're going to play over again
ihat roiten trick you've played onee™
spnidd Wharton seornfully, “and you're
poing o let down the eleven to play a
rotien game like that !

“0h1? Bertio Vernon remeombercd
the Doander’s trick on s uncle, ana
understood  what was in Wharlon's
mined,.  “Oh, no! I'm not going lo
play any trick on Captain Yernow, il
that's what yon mcan.”

“You're going to Lantham Chase !
sail Havey conteropluously. I could
see that in your faco when I asked youw
Well, go; but don't expect Lo get a
shiow in Remove cricket after this!
Feeep out to-day, and vou can keep
ont for good, Mechert Vernon-Smidh 1

He fwrned on his heel and  Jefi
Vernot without another word.

A fow minutes  later the bell cang
fror third =chiool, and Vermnon went in
with the Remove, while the erickefers
proparved o stavt for Redelyfic.

In thivd school Billy Bunler's spec
facles turned on hin & good  many
bhines,

Vernon gave no heed to the fat Owl
—hut Bunter was poving Vernon arost
ol his fat thouglis! ‘The Bounder—as
Funter saw il—was poing  over o
Iantiiamn Chase that afterncon to pull
the  Army man's  le again—his
letter, written sa if by Bertic, was to
pave the way for that wvisit,

Tt was all clear—te Bunter! Dunier
suw it all! And the venpeful fat Owl
was poing to take & hand in the pro-
conelings |

Srithy, st long, long lasl, was
going 1o be made properly sovey [or
himself—and Billy LBuntey knew how!
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Prisoner !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
stood in the turret-room at
Lantham Chase, staring be-
tween the bars of the locked

shutters. .

It was a golden July dav—sunshine
streaming down on the green wood-
lands of Lantham Chase. ;

Tho turret-rooin was a prison; buf it
was as pleasant and comfortabls a
prison-room as it was possible te make
1t.

Captain  Vernon, whoe had
moncy to spend, had spent money on
it. Tt was pleasantly furnished. There
waz & plentiful supply of books; and
Bertie Vernon's school-books were there
if the Bounder had been disposed to
continue his studies. N

Even a bath-room had been built into
the thickness of the ancient wall. A
handsome carpet covercd the old oak
floor. There were some good prints on
the walls, And the shutters, though
they sbut in the dpnsﬂnnr effzctively, had
been carefully designed with spaces be-
tween the bigh wooden bars to give &
view of the surrounding country—and
from tho high turrct the view was
cxtensive.

Thai, probably, Smithy had found
Lis greatest comfort during his weck
of incarceration in the old turret.

From one of the two windows he
could sec, faint and far in the dis
tance, the geey old tower at Greyfriavs
vising against tho blue summer sky.

_ Dften and often his eyes turned upon
1E

little

Now as he looked he was thinking
of tho school—remembering that 1t was
ledelvife dav, and that he would have
been playing ericket for the Remove
Lad he been at liberly.

With every day that passed in the
turret-roomn the Bounder's bitter anger
had prown decper and more bittern

Yet e was more puzzled and per-
plexed than angry. .

Of Bertic's impersonadion of him at
Grevlriars he knew nothing,  ITe did
not know for whoat molive he was kept
a prizoner.

At first he lhad not been able to
helieve that the Army man really in-
tencded to keep hibm captive in the
PTG L-ROont, It had scemed too
ineredille and fantastic for belick

But there he was—day after day—
angd he hiad to believe it at last, though
e conldd nob understand it

MNeither could ho understand why he
Lhad naol Leen discovered and rescued.

e mwnst—as Le believed -have been
missdd froin the schonl, ks father
must have bheen Inforieed; and  Me,

ernon-Sinith, had Iw kaown, would
have moved heaven and earvily to find
i and save him.  Awd Tom Redwing
know thai he bad evcled over to Lane
tham Chaze that falal day, =0 it should

e Lhwown wlers il scarch for Lhim
should bewin.

Yot nothing had happemed

What were they all deing?  Why

digd thevy nol seel Lire snd fivd him?
e could not understaend,

It rowst come—they nust find ham

sopuer or later! Ho banked on that!
Biut the days were long and weary and
his thonghts ran incessauntly on escape,
Dut creape seemed nnpoesible.
e u‘ani have risked clambering
down theer high walls Lad it been pos-
sihle to oliinb oot of the windows, DBut
it was nob possiblo,

Tie norvow door was lept locked on
the outside,

Foven with thie shut{ers lorked, ik was
Hobt angd ajey in the furrek-room. e

had ample space for movement, and &
punch-ball had been filted up to give
him exercise if he wanted it ard
and utterly ruthless as the Army man
was in earrying out his schome, he
made every voncession he could to the
comicort and health of the prisoner.
Nothing was denied himm—but liberty |

But liberty wos  ruthlessly  denied,
Ho zaw ne one but old Hunt, the cap-
tain's servant, who brought liom his
meals, swept and dusied the room-=and
every time that old Hunt came the
Bounder heard Caplain Yernon on the
turret stair—keeping wateh and ward
there, s0 long 23 the voom was un-
locked.

If the Bounder (henght—as he some-
times did—of making zome desperate
attempt to kuock old Hunt ont and bolr,
it was futile—never once did the cap-
tain negleet his watch on the fureet
stair.

The door fazlened with & spring
lock., Old Hunt had te unlock it with
a key when bhe came; but when he
went 1t snapped shut and locked. And
never by any chance did he leave the
key sticking in the lock. Every time
he took it out after unlocking the door
and put it in his pocket.

Onee or twice Smithy had thought of

etting hold of that key, if old Hunt
wd left it sticking in the lock of the
open door. Bot old Hunt never did.

That would have been a8 chance,
When Hunt went he was sccustomed
to pull the door shut after him by the
knob in the middle, and it locked auto-
matically. Ilad he once forgotien to
remove the key Dbefore entering the
room_it would have Lieen a chance for
the Bounder. But never cnce did he

forget. ]
Only 1the ecaptain and his old Army
soervant 1i\'N]p at Tantham Chase.

Almaost the whole of the great mansion
was unoccupied.

Amithy had wondered many fimes
why & man of very limied means had
taken & wvast place that he did not
want and could not keep up.  Ie
knew now! The farstreiching woods
of Lantham Chase bavred him off from
the world—and in ihe great unocen-
pied mansion there was no one to learn
that & prisoner was lkept i the hngh
turret-room.

Wednesday again—and  the Red-
clyffe match going on!

Smithy clenched his hands as lLe
thought of it. The ericketers got away
from third =chool; they were at Red-
clyffe now; the matelh was gong on,
He would have been  playing=—or
would he? Thoy wanied Bertie for lis
bowling—not. Smithy  for his batting,
And sinee Lhe fumily fewd had been
earried info the evicket field, the cap-
tain of the Rewove had refused o play
hath of theme in & malch  fopether.
Very lLilkely lie would lhave been left
out—for Bertie!

Yo far as he knew, DBertie was =6l
in hLis eld place in the Hemove. He
never dreamed that Berlie was sup-
posed te have lefi, and was carrying
on under his name,

The fellow must Lkeoow that he was
here—a prisoner! He would lave to

o when the Bounder regained his
recdom—wlhen Captain Vernon had to
answer to the law on a charge of kid-
napping

t was a consolalion fo Bmithy to
thutk of that—and surely ihat time
must come! It was amazing that it
Iad not come aliready !

Looking feown the window e could
glimpse that fanuliar old spire ihat
told him where Gresfriacs lav, Tow
long was 1t going 1o bhe befor- he Lred
the old gquadrangle again?



But he turned frem the window as
he lhicard the new familiar sound of the
click of a key in the door.

The narrow dear opened and old
Hunt's Ieathery face and grizeled head
appoared.

Below, on thes narrew stair, tho
Boander heard a zound, as usual, that
warned him that Captain Vernon was
there, though he ceuld net sce him,

Old Hunt balanced a tray on one
hand with the Bounder's dinner on it.
With the other he jerked the key from
the lock and slipped it inio s waist-
coal pocket. ]

Simithy's eyes followed it es it went.
All his hopes of ezcape were centred on
that key.

“ Dinner, siy " said old Hunt

IIis manner was civil and net un-
kindly. But he was as hard as iren
i1 carrying out the dutics assigned him
by the captain. Smithy had ecivil
nttention fo expect from him—nothing
nore.

Bmithy zat down at the table.

d Hunt sat on the scitee by the
doorway to wait for him, with un-
moved patience.  From  below, ihe
scent of an Indian cheroot floated up.
The unseen captain was smoking on the
turret stale.

Again—as often before—the thought
camo inte  Vernon-Smith’'s mind of
flinging a dish at his gaoler’s head and
malg[ng 8 bolt for it—taking his
chance with the man on tho turret
stair. :

But again, as before, he abandoned
it.  Sturdy as ha was, he was litile
more than an infant in the captamn’s
grasp, and he Lknew that there was no
chaneo, )

He ate his dinner in silence. ;

Old Hunt sat like a stone image till
he had fimizhed. A gleam of sunshine
shene an metal where the end of the
kev peeped from his waisteoat pocket.

'The Bounder's evo turned on 16 once
—and after that he carefully refrained
from glapecing in that Jdirection,

It was the first time that old Hunt
[iad been, in the minuiest degree, care-
less with that key. MNew balf of an inch
of it protruded from the waisteoat
pockat, If a finger and thumb could
have clozed on it—ummoticed !

The Dounder’s heart beat almost
suffocatingly at the thought !

There was noe chance—or only the
faintest ghost of a chance! lle could
unt even step near the man without put-
ting him on his guard. And yet—

While he ate his dinner the Bounder’s
thoughta wera working., If there was
the slinmest chance ho was pot losing
it. Bomchow, to trick the man into
slandirg heside him,  wnwatchful—
Was there a chanee ?

IIn roze from the table and lounged
1o the window that overlooked the
avenua from the distant gate.

Old TInnt rose at the same time and
began colleeting plates on the tray.

“By gum | Who's that 3¥ exclaimed
Vernon-Smith, suddenly staring  be-
tween the shutter-bars, “I: that old
Redwing? Oh, good luck 1

No one was in sight!  But at his
sichden exclamation there was a sound
of a dish hastily dropped, and the pext
mnent old Hunt was at s side, peer-
ing between the bars into the sunlight.

The sight of the Bounder's chum from
(ivexfriars wounld have been alarming
cinough to the conspirators af Lantham
LUhaze,

“Who's thal—where? exclaimed
IlIm;tt. his leathery face pressed io the
JR 1S,

In the sama nstant a Boger and
thob fastened on the protruding end
of the key. : .

EVERY SATURDAV

“There I' said Vernon-8mith. “ Down
on the avenue—by gad, you won't keep
me hers much longer now.”

The key was in his trousers pocket as
he spoka

Old Hunt was staring sharply down
on the avenue, If & schoolboy had been
there, he had disappeared again.

Would he miss the key? Not if the
Bounder could help it. There was no
one on the avenue; but the Bounder
shouted between the bars, as if Tom
Bedwing was there, hidden by the trees.
~ “Red il This way ! Help, Redd
it's Bmithy calling! Help, old chap!

Redwing |

Old ﬁunt was not thinking of the
key! He grasped the Bounder by the
shoulders and whirled ki away from
the window.

“Pack that up !” he snapped.

There was a swift step; the dark,
sun-bronzed faes of Captain Vernon
leoked inte the turret-room.

“What is it, Hunt " he rapped.

“It's my pal from Greyfriars!™
shouted the Bounder. “You won't keep
me here loog now, yvou scoundrel!” He
made a movement towzrds the window
again, and old Hunt barred hiz way
with a threatening losk.

“Let him be, Hunt!” said the cap-
tain. “ No call can be heard from here!
Come at onece 1

Hunt grabbed up the tray and
hurried from the room; Captain
Vernon snapping the deor shut after he
was out.

The Bounder heard tramping feet on
the turret stair. Ha cub across to the
door and heard the captain’s voice.

“Remain bere, Huntl See that no
otte entersl I will go out at once and
sea if anyvone—="

'The Bounder heard no wmore.

EHe crossed to the window again, and
g minute later he saw the caplatn on the
avenye.

The Avmy man disappeared ameng
tha trees.

The Bounder’s hand, in his pocket,
closedd on the key—the key that meant
freedom for him! His tvick had sue-
ceeded perfecily—unsuspecicd by cither
the captain ov his man, he had the key
to the lock of the turret-romn, and
frecdom was before him at last!

THE FIFTEENRTH CHAPTER.
Bunier on a Bike !

L EXND me your bike, Mauly !
“Tsin” 1t, old fat bean ™
“Lend me yours., Redwing !
“ Using 1t 1" zaid Towr, with
a smile at the fat Owl

“1 say, Toddy——"

“ Bow-wow I said Peter Todd, will-
oub even wartusg for the request fo
lend his bike.

Billy Bunter grunted.

It waa selfishness all roond, as nsual.

After dinner therve was quite 8 crowd
of Remeve fellows ak the hbike-shed
getiing out machines.  Most of themn
wanled to get over to Redelylie and sce
how the ericketers were getling on
Even Lord Mauleverer was exervting
hitzell to the extent of hestriding Ins
handsome jigger and rolling over te
Redelyife, And not a fellow who was
poing to bike it thai aficrnoon scemed
disposed to et Bunter have his bike!

“1 say, Opgy—="

“Want it 1" answered Robert Donald
Ogilvy briefly.

“T'm not going to azk yon ta lend o
vour bike, Oggy!” said Dilly Bunter
with dignity. “Hut 1 say, you're
awlully elever at wending punctures,
Will vou do mine before you start?
There's only three or four——

il

“Will IT gasped QOgilvy. * Neg—I}
think not! I mﬁer think not, old fat
ass| Tind somebody softer!”

And Ogilvy wheeléd out hia machine
ﬁ}]ip!arenﬂ‘:.r kecner on sceing  the
erichet at Redclﬁlfa than on repairing
Billy Bunter’s dilapidated jigger.

T it 1" griunted Bunter.

Fellow after fellow wheeled out his
machine, Billy Bunter watching them
with & morose eyo.

Bunter was nobt interested in the
cricket at Redelyfe. What Bunter
wanted was ‘a lift to Lantham, Bunter
was interested in what was going fo
happen at Lantham Chase that after-
noon—when he was going to put a spoke
in the wheel of that heast é}uu'th:,r and
makee him sit up !

The supposed Bounder was poing
there that afternoon, Bunter knew that,
if no one elze did He had not started
yet, but Benter knew that he was goin
—what he had seen in the Bounder’s
study left no doubt on that peint in his
fat mind I It was rather & long ride to
Lantham, and Bunter wanted o stave
oarly—he was aware that progress
would be slow.

“1 szay, Toddy, what about doing
those punctures for me " asked Bunter.

“I'm doing ona of my ownl?
answered Peter, who had his bike up-
cnded.

“I can sce that, Toddy. TI'Il wait
while you mend mine, too—or you could
let me have your jigger and come on
mine after you've dona the punctures!
What are you sniggering at, Toddy?”

*Your little joke I enswercd Peter.

“I'm not joking | hooted Dunter.

“"You arel” assured Todds.

“Beast! I mean, look here, old chap,
vou're left out of the cricket beecause
you've crocked your wrist, Do you think
you ought to ikd with a crocked wrist,
Peter? I shouldn't like anything te
happen to you!"

“I don't bike with my wrists!” ex--
plained Peter. “I gencrally use wmy
feet on the pedals| Never biked up-
side-down' in myv life.”

“Oh, really, Toddy! 1 mean, do you
think wou can hold on to that Like all
right 7 asked Bunter dnxiously.

“You'll sce that I can hold on to it 1™
erinned Peter. *“No chance whalever
for a fat bounder Lo get it off me.”

“ Beast 1™

Billy Bupter turned his eyes and lis
spectacles on the machines that re-
mained on the gtands.  Kven Bunter
preferred to be given leave by the
owner when he borrowed a bike. Still,
he was prepaced o borrow a bike with-
out leava it there was no other resource.

“*Smithy haso’t started ver,™ he re-
marked “1 can ride Smiiliy's hike all
right! He ean borrow one——"

“ Better minka your will fivst f yon
borrow Smithy’'s bilke without askin
him I” edvised Poter. ™ You'll he foun
slavghtered soon afterwards !

Grunt from Bunter |

He realised that if he borrowed a
follow's bike without leave be had
better solect a bottey-tempered fellow
than Bmithy ! i

Mauly's would have been his frse
choica! But Mauleverer had already

one on his jigger. Mauly could be

e%ended on not to boot a fellow.

IF'rank Nugent waa the next man
least likely to boot a bike-borrower; but
MNugont's :{]E]{ﬂ, as i1t happened, had a
puncture—and Bunter who never found
cither timeo or energy to mend his own
punctures, certainly never even dreamed
of mending another fellow’s,

Bob Cherry's bike was there, and Bob
could be reaszonably relied on. if he
hooted 2 chap, te lot him off with one
jult. But Bob’s machine was a big one,
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dosigned fur Bob's <ong legs, not for
Bunter's short enes.  On that machine
Bunter woul® save ¥ & rather like tho
rider of tho ancierg []Bnn:.r-fﬂ.rﬁ,hm%;

Wharton's machine was available, but
Bunter shook his fat head a3 he
regarded it  The last time he had
borrowed tlre machine he had twisted
a pedal and left it out of gates as it
was too much trouble to wheel it Lome.
The captain of the Remove had, for
some reason, been annoyed at having to
fetch it in himezelf, and he had promised
Bunter to burst him all over Greyfriars
if he touched it mgain.

Bunter decided, finally, on Johuny
Bull's bikef .

Johuny, it wns true, woas frightlully
likely 1o baok Lim. On the other hand,
the bike suited DBunter, and Johnny,

robally, would never know that his
sike had bean borrowed-—and, if he did,
how would e know that Bunter was the
borrower ¥

Johnuy  was  playing  ericket that
aficrioon, so that was all right!

The fat Owl lifted Johony's machine
from the stand. He blinked ot Peler
Todd, who was ready, at last, to start;
the other fellows being all of by this
thne,

“1 zay, Peter, I suppose you'll pive
me & liand up Redelyffo Hill 79 said
Bunter,

“0Oh, Dblow!”? said Peter. *Look
here, you fat clumnp, what do you want
to sco the cricket for specially to-day?
You don't care o I.-criiul:] bean about
the matehes ;
h'fi“:l‘ Dunter winked at Johuny Bull's

ike,

Az far a3 Redelyffe, his way was the
same as Peler's:; Redelyfio Selool lay
on the main rum.i, and had to be passed
going 1o Lantham., It was more than
half-way to Lanthain Chasze. A helpiog
hand for such a distance was extremely
desirable to the lazy fat Owl.

Peter certainly, would not have lent
him a lu-'llping hand to fﬂ'ﬁ 10 Lantham
Chase ! Ior which excellent reason the
astute Owl mado no mention of his real
destination, ; .

“Cluck 161" added Peoter, * Frowst
in an armchair as usual, and don't

bofher 1™

“Well, T liko that!™ said Dunier
warmly, “You've jawed me ofien
enough in the study abont not being
keen on the gamo | Now I waut to got
to—to Redelylfe, and you don’t want
to lend me a hand! Call that pally ?”

Peter gave a gruut.

He wus uotb keen—not in Lhe {easi—
on luzping Buouter's extensive weigh
up Redelyifo Hill1 On the other haed,
if the fat Owl was, for once, display-
ing & keen interest in the exploits of
ihe Remove cricketers, bhe felt fhat i
was up to bhun to lend a hand,
Certainly he had. as Bunter said.
“iawed ¥ the fat Owl often enough on
the subject in Study No. T. .

“0h, all right ! he granted. *Did
Bull say vou could have his bike ¥

“Th? Ol I Mo asked me
speeially 1f ¥'d like it! That's all
cight! I'm ready if vou arve, Poter.”

I'eter prunted again, and resigucd
himself to his fale,

The other fellows were already well
on their way; and Peter had intended
to put on speed and overtake thewn,
He was not likely to put on a lob of

el with Bunter to convoy.  Still, if

unter really was keen to get over to
Redelylfo for the matel, Peter was the
nran to encourage Lo !

S0 they started !

As far as Redelyffo Hill they macle
fairly good epecd—Peter’s incessant
urgings, and an oceasional  swipe,
gausing the fat Owl to exert his litde
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fai lega., But the hill was long and
stcep; alul Peler had to talkoe Bunted's
handlebars with oenc band, to help himn
up the asccot.  As his wrist was rather
damaged, and ho had to hold his own
bike witk that hand, 1t was neither an
casy uor an agrecable tusk,

Peler ground manfully at hiz pedals!
Bunter did not!

Pulled along by a helping hand, Billy
Bunicr saw no reason for exeriing
himself further; and Peter, after a
tirne, made the discovery that the fat
Ow] was free-wheeling up hill |

That discovery seemed to exazsperale
Pefer Todd !

e &:ll:m fat villain ™ he roared.

[ I?.'ll

“Pedal, you bloated bloater—pedal 1™
voared Poter., . )

“X'm pedalling like anything, old
chap ! DBunter's fat little logs began
to revolve again. “I'm going all out!
Grinding like anything !

Peter suppressed his feeclings, For
about & hundred yards DBunfer
pedalled industriuusl{. That was
enough for Bunter—he frec-wheeled
again. IHe hoped that Peter would not
notice it.

That hiope proved unfounded.

“*That does it!"” hooted Peter,

He released Bunter's bike and shot
ahead.

Bunter wabbled.

“I zay, Poter!” ho gﬁllud-

" Good-bye 1" called back Peter

“I say, I was pedalling like any-
thing ' howled Bunter, ;

“Go on pedalling like anything,
then 1™ called back Poter, over lus
shonlder, as Lie shot away.

" Beast ! roaved Dunter. ]

There was a sudden yapping behind
Bunter, and the fat jumeor glanced
rouiel o sce o dog yapping  and
snapping  behind him, as though 1t
intended to take a lump out of lus

pants,

It waz then, and only then, that the
fat junior pedalled like anything.
Perspiving  at every pore with tho

exertion, Bunter eventually suecceded
it shaking off the doz's unweleomo
attention.

But Bunter did not go on “* pedalling
like anvthing ™ for long. Ho did not

go on pedalling,

Uphill work was wunwelcome fo
Bunter.

He rolled off the machine, and

wearily wheeled it up the remainder
af that love, lepr hill !

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Of a Bike!l

1 ALLCL hallo, hallo 1

H “he old bloater

“By pundl 'This iz a
distinclion ! gripned Bab
Clierer, ' Fancy Bunler plugging all
this way to sce us play cricket!™
I.”Itl was gquile a surprize to the amous
v,

They were standing in a group in a
guleway on the main read, when they
Lhad a view of a fat figure toiling and
perspiving in the hot July sunshine,
and puzhing a jigger. ‘

Iarry Wharton & Co. wero in cheery
apirits,  Mattevs were going well with
the Grexfriars evickelers at Redelyfe,
hey had not. after all, missed the
Bounder’s batting so much as might
have been expected.

Haryy Wharion & Co. had taken the
first knock, before lunch, aud put up a
level hundred. Bmithy in the ranks, no
doubi, would have made it more; but a
hundred was a good round figure.

Redelyfie, baliing afler lunch, had

gotten  theiy

spen Llheir fast wicket fall for seventy.
The Eedelylfe knock was just over, and
in the interval before play was reswned,
the Famous Five had strolled down le
the gate, where they prectod Greviviara
fellows arviving to see tho matel, and
imparted to them the glad news that
{rrevirviars stood, so far, thirly alwead
of Redelyffo. Thus it was that they
beheld EBillv Bupier, todling up
Redelyffc Hill, and looking as if he
would melt in ihe July sunshine.

It was quite surprising to sce LBunter
there! Naturally they supposcd that
ho had, Iike tlie otlicr fellows, come
aver lo see the remainder of the guine—
as he was there! But 18 was the first
time in history that the fat Owl had
thus exerted himsclf to dizplay an
interest in Remove ericket.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” roared Lob
Cherry. “Toll in, Bunter 1™

Bunter Blinked round through his big
spectacles,

He blinked at the cheery five,

He had, as a maiter of fact, for-
y exisicnee, and that a
cricket matel: was going on at Redelyifo,
It was merely ewing to the cirewmstanen
that the cricket ground bordered tho
rogd, and that Bunler's way lay past
that gate, that they had the pleasore
of seeing the fat face bedewed with
perapiration.

“"Oh! I say, vou Icllows, it's hot !
asped Bunter. Lie came te a halt, and
caned the bike on the fenee. 1 sav,

if there’s any ginger-pop or anything
going, I'll come In for a minute.”

“T'or a nunulel” repeated Ilarry
Wharton, “*There's two more innings
to come, old fut man—ihey'll last wore
than s minule.”

“Ehi Think I've come over here for
that*” grunted Bunter.

“Haven't you?”

“Not auch a fool I

1} D]l l”

Dunter mopped his strcaming brow
with a handkerchief much in need of
2 wash! Ile was hot, he was tired,

Ie was disgruniled, and he was peeved §
Wheeling & bike uphill did not agreo
with Bunter! And the bare suggestion
that he had taken all that trouble for
the sake of seeing a cricket mateh
made Bunter snort, Ilo was willing (o
voll in_ if there was any lemonade or
ginger-beer going ! Otherwise lic was
not willing 1o roll in.

“VWe made a hundrod in oour first
knock, old porpoise!” =aid Buob,

“Did you? I expeet I should have
madae a century if L'd been playing i”
=ald Bunter. * Nob much to wrbie home
about, is i7"

“You fab azs—"

114 "&T IIJ ]
“Redelyfe made only sevenly 1" said
Frank Nugent. ] .

“Must be rotten ecrickelers if (hey
anly made seventy off your bowling !
said Bunter. * I could kuock it all over
the shop ™

Bob Cherry chuekled.

YAt e niee?  ho  remavked.
“Isn't it & plessure to see i and (o
hear his duleet voice?  Butb if vou
haven't rolled over to seo the erickei,
Bunty, what have you rolled over for?

Trying to get slimi by pouing welied
in the sunt”

Johnny Bull did not speak. Johuny’s
eyes were fixed on the bike that Duster
lcaned on_the fence.

Johnny knew that bike! -

Buuter, who was thinking chiclly of
the heat and of the flics that persisied
in settling on his fab little nose, did

not notice Johnny's Bxed slure al the
jiggor. Ie had almost forgoticn the
trifling ecircumstance thal it was n
borrowed bike, and he did nol think of
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** Hallo, Smithy ! chortled Bunter, appearing suddenly in the doorway.
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The fat junior’s grin widened as he blinked

at the scene within—the Bounder, breathless, struggling in {he grasp of Gaptain Vernon, and old Hunt on the flsor, his hand
“to his nose. ** Have they spotied you already, Smithy ? ** asked thke fat junior.

it at the moment. Ile was busy wiping
streais of perspiration from a fat face,

“I'm going to Lautham1” grunted
Bunter,  “Catch e coming all this
wiy Lo sca your crickel—what you call
ericket! I say, Bwithy hasn’t passed
I‘JTF you'veo gcen standing here, lLias
w

“Smithy ™ repealed Ilarry. "'We
haven't scen him."

“He hedo’'t started when I left,”
grunited Bunter. ™I dare say he'll get
tn there to {ea—and spoof that colfec-
coloured captain into tea-ing hun! Pl
jolly well put a spoke in Ttis wheel 17

And Bunter grinned,

Yhe prospect of pulting s spoke in
Smithy's wheel, at Lamham Chase,
consoled hiim for exeriton, dust, heat,
and flics

“What on carth,” said Bob, *is that
fat chwp up 0¥’ .

“He, be, ot T fancy Smithy is going
ta bo sorrvy for elhncking a fellow out of
lia study, and getling hun double six
chuckled Bunter. *Let him wait! I
say, you fellows, what do you think
smithy will feel like when hoe getz to
Lanthamm Chase and a fellow walks
aned saya: ' Halle, Smithy '”

And- Bunter chortled.

“You see, he’a going lo pull that
Army man's leg again, making out ihiac
he's Bertie Vornon,” grinned Bunter.
“While he’s at it 'm going te walk in
Emit]”my: “Hallo, Snuthy ' He, he,
ue

“(h, my hat!* ejaculated Bob.

“How will Smithy like that?™
vhortled Bunfer. * Make him sit up a
bit—what "

“You fathead!” exclaimed Marry
Wharten, “IF Bimlhy's really playing
that s=iHly gaimo you'd betier steer clearp
of him  Captain Vernon would jolly
well wallop lim 17

"Thivk so?" grinned DBunier,

“Prelty eertuin, I think,” =aid Boh,

“MHe, e, he! "Lhink that i=n'E wihat
I want? He, he, ho ¥
" Beller  leave  Lim
Nugoent,

“I'll walch 1t!" said Bunter.

Johnny Bull spoka for the first 1ime.

“8o you're going lo Lantham Chase
!nbswﬂ that fathead SBmithy away,” he
suid. “If you'd come over here to sce
the ericket T wouldn't have booted you
for bagging ey jigger. Now I will”

alowe,”™  sakil

JU0ORhY? Buanter  remembered  the
jigger. “0h, I—I say, that~—that ain’t
yout jigger, Bulll  Fhat's—ihat's

mina

Y Looka like it 1" grunted Johnny.

#I=I mean, it's Temple's. Temple
of tho Yourth lent it te me. I szavy,
surty I can’t stopl Ive got to push
o, zaid Bunter hastily.

Bunter grabbed the bike from the
fenca.

Johnny Bull prabhed (he bike from
Bunter. Ilolding the bike with one
hand, e grabbed Bunter’s collar with
the other, aud twirled the fat junior
vonnd,

“Ohw 1" roarcd DBunfer, i anticipa-
tion. "I tell you it ain’t your hikel
Aund if you kick me, T'll jolly well—
Yaroooooop [

Thud 1
“"Ow! Beastl Wow ™

Johnny Bull wheeled the hike in at
the gale. Johnny had not the slightest
inclination to trust his jigger inlo such
hands+as Bunter’s, especially without
cave asked or given. Had Bunier
como over to see the cricket, he might
have stretched a point, But Bunter
hadn't.

“1 say, vou fellows” roaved the fat

Orwl, as the Co., grinning, followed
gf:ﬂj_tanj 1. “I—1 smy, I—I want {luat
1K ™

“Go on wanting ' seupted Jolinpy
Buli.

M Hew am I goaing to gel to Lantham
Chase ¥ howled Buntey.

“The  howlulwrse is  derrific ™
chigkled Llvvree Jamset Ram Hingh,
“Come in amd walch the estecnied
ericket insleadd,”

:"!f-:m Llaek 1diot 1™ Illgnlr-ﬂ Bamler,

‘Phﬂ‘ fat (3wl stood 1o 1w mideway,
Llinking after the Warous Five,
That bike was gone from his gaze
like a heautiful dream. A long, ex-
pressive look Bunter gave, and then he
urrned wearily away,

It was two or three miles more to
Lantham Chase. Billy Bumder liad to
negotinte those miles on Bhanks’ pony,
awed his only comfort was the circun-
stance that the way now lay downhill,

But thet circumstanen did not seem
io afford him very much comflort. e
gasped  and  puffed, and  wearily
mopped a streaming face ns lis fat
littla  legs erawled ouward fowards
Lantham Chase.

.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

Smithy Plays a Part!
ERBERT VERNON-SMITII
drew a deep, throbbing beeath.
The door of the lurret-room
was an inch ajar.

_Au the aperture the Bounder was
listening with intont cars,

Since the key had fallen into his
liends he had waited—meore than twa
long liours that scemed like centuries
fo him. But there was no help for
ihat. 1le had to wail till the coast was
clear.

Old Munt had remained at the foot
of the turrck stair till the caplain re.
furned, after ascertaining that no one

Tue Magxer Lipnane.—No. 1,638,
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was to be teen on the avenue.  And
since then the captain had been seated
in ore of the lounge chairs in the litile
ﬂal%f_md hall below.

o Bounder, listening above, had
Leard a movement from time to time
that told that the Army man was still
there. Onece he had heard him at the
telephone; then there had been the
rustling of a newspaper, then the
seratch of a match, as a chercot waas
lighted. ; ;

o long as he was there it was futile
to attempt Lo stir. If he lost this
chanece he could not hope for ancther.
In an anguwish of impaticnee the
Bounder listened, long minute afler
mioute, longing for his gagler o go—
for the way of escape to open.

And now, at last, the captain’s cold,
hard voice foated up to the listening
€ars.

i Hunb!”

“2ir1” There was a shufllo of feot
from the passage at the back.

“Master Bertin may be here any
time now. I am going to walk (ill he
comes. 1ave some tea ready for hin.
He will not remain long."

“Y'EE Eil"."

The Bounder's eyes glinted at the
mention  of ““Master Bertic,” 1is
double, he supposed, was still at Grey-
friars, and he was expected hoino that
afternoon, from the capiein's words.

o heard the Army man's stride in
the flagged hall. Captain Vernon went
out by the door en the stono terrace,
angd old Hunt shufled back (o his
quartera.

The Bounder's heart leaped.

The way was open at last]

Evidently old Hunt had not yet
missed the key. Hes did not require it
till ho paid his next visit to the turrct-
room, and that was not due for a con-
siderable time, Until he came up he

THE MAGNET

was not likely to feel in that pocket
and misa it. At all events, ho had not
done so yet.

And now was Vernon-8mith's chance,

For the moment, at least, the hall at
the foot of the turret stair was empty.
Silently Vernon-8mith pulled the door
of the turret-room farther open, and
steppad out on the little landing, shut-
ting the door aftor him.

Cool-headed, thowgh his heart beat
fast and hard, he crept down the turret
stair without a sound.

I Iﬁx a minute more he sglood in the
1all.

Hiz eves torned on the open door-
way, beyond which lay the terrace, the
EtEEB’ the green woods, the sunlight,
and freedom. "Then he barely sup-
presscd & groan.

Past the terrace hic saw a bowler hat,
That was &ll he could ece of the cap-
tain on the lower lovel

But it was enough! Thoe Army man
was nol gone. He was standing there,
abt a short distance, his back to the ter-
race, looking in the direction of the
avenue—from which Lo cxpected his
m::rfhew to arrive.

‘he Bounder erept to the doorway.

Dut he realised that he dared not
raake the wenture. Onece outside. he
would be scen, and his cscape cut off.

He turned his back o the door and
looked the other way, Was there a
chance of eluding old Hunt if he tried
his luck down the passage at the back 7
He knew that there was little or none.

He gritted his lecth with rage.

After 8 week of imprisonment that
chanes had come his way—almost un-
hoped for. Was it Lo lead to nothing,
after sll ¥

Then, as his cves fell on the tole-
phone, on a small table by the window
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pémr the door, they fashed with o new
Ilea.

The telephone! If, by ha%py luek,
he wee left alone long enough to ring
up—to ring Greyfriars, or the police
station at Courtheld, or even to speak
to the nxchan%a. one word to the outer
world would be enough, and it would
not matter if they got him again; they
would not keep him long,

He moved towards the telophone. At
the same moment foolsteps ﬁl?uiﬂnd up
the passage, and with rage and despair
in his heart the Bounder saw old Hunt
coming back into the hall

They were face to face.

A wild thought of grasping up e
chair, knocking him down, and rushing
out of the doorway was in tho
Bounder's mind. But even as that wild
thought shot {hreugh hiz brain he
realised that old Hunt's aspect was not
Lostile. He was touching his forelock
with & grin that mclted the harshness
of his leathery face.

“Master Bertie! Your uncle's gone
to mect you, I think,” said old Hunt.

The Bounder hardly breathed.

But he was q}tliﬂk on the uptake.

Of course, they wera expecting his
double, and old Hunf had not the
faintest, romotest suspicion that the

risoner was out of the turrct-room.

fe supposed, as a matter of course,
that Bertio Vernon had just stepped in
from the terraco.

The Bounder’s heart beat so hard
that he felt as if he would choke. Yet
is head remained ecool. For one
second he wae dombfounded; the next,
he found himself snswering old Hunt
calmly.

“Oh! Then I missed him. I cuot
through the park,” ho said.

*“IHa aln't been gpone much more than
five minuics, sir,” said Hunt, I
wonder you missed him. I dessay I can
se¢ him and give him a eall, sir.”

“QOh, den't trouble,” gaid Vernon-

Bmith, as calmly as he could. *I can
wait 1'm in no hurry.”
“I deszar he's in  sight, sirl"

answered old Llunt,

He siepped {o the open doorway.

Vernon-Smith's cyes followed him,
almost in agony. But the bowler hat
was ne longer where he had scen it
The caplain had moved farther off to-
wards the avenue that ran from the
distant gates 1o tho unuscd great en
irance of the mansion,

Hunt stepped cut on the {errace.

Then, evidenily, he sighled the cap-
tain in the distance, for he waved hbis
hand and called :

“ Master Bertic’s here, sir”

The DBounder stood with bealing
bicart. Ile Lhad no time to think before
old Llunt terned round again,

“Your uncle's coming, sir,™ he said.
“1 thought e wasn't far off."

The DBounder threw himself into a
lounge chair in the duskiest eorner of
ihe: hall, his back to the window.

If the eaplain came i, he had to faco
hitan. [Te could only hope that the
Armmy man would fall inle the sanme
crror az Hunt. That was his only
chancne now.

A sharp voice called from below the
terrace.

“What did you say, Ilunt? Did you
say Master Bertie was hore "

“Yes, sir, Just como in!™ ealled
back Hunt.

“I did not see him."”

“ He came through ithe park, sir""

“1 thought he was coming on his
bicyele. He eaid so in his letter. Well,
naver wmind, if he is here.”

Old Hunk shuflled away down the
passage. A moment more, and the
dark-cornplexioned face of the Arnmy
inan appeared in the doorway from the



terrace. He glanced across ab the
tchoolboy in the lounge chair,

~ “"¥You're bere, Bertie. You told me
in your letter you were coming on your
bike, and I looked for you on the
avenue. Surely you did not walk all
the distance from the school?”

“I had the motor-bua most of the
way.” ‘The Bounder was astonished at
the calmnesa of his own voice. There
was not a tremor in it. It was clear
that the Army man did not, any more
than his man, dream for a  imoment
that this was the schoolboy they both
believed t6 be locked in the turrot-
room above. “But I'm rather tived.”
- “Wall, well, my boy, rest if you are
tired,” said captain, with a kind,
affectionate note in his voice. * Hunt
will get You some tea. I have what
you want Bertie. I quite see lhow the
mafter stands, and have tha ten-

ound note ready. Pay the man
dg‘ﬂly at once, and pget rid of hin.
And I hope this 1s the last you will

hear of that young rascal Smith's dis-
reputable friends.”

This was so mueh Greek to the
Bounder, He had alinost forgolien
Lodgey. And new that he was re-
minded of him, could i1magine ne
reason why Bertie Vernon should
trouble ebout his debt to that un-
savoury gentleman.

“It 1s unfortunate that you had to
come over here, Bertie,” the captain
went on. “As 1 told you, it iz only
pradent to avoid Lantham Chasa in
the eircumstances. At the same time,
I am glad to have a chance of speaking
t0 you. I have had no word from you
since you have been playing your new
vole at tha school.™
. 11 poused, looking at the schoolboy
in the dusky corner.

“No news is good news, of course,”
he said, "If anything had tra.n:-lEi red,
I should have heard fast encugh.” He
gave a cuort laugh. " But it was, as 1
1.01:1 you, perfectly easy—success was
inevitable, You have had no diffi-
culty 1"

“No," muttered the Bounder, hardly
knowing what to reply to a question
be could not understand.

“No,” said the eaptoin, with grim
satisfaction. *“What dificulty could
there be in stepping into the place of
the young rascal who disappeared to
make recom for vou? No. From the
day that young rascal fell into wmy
hands, you have been Merbert Vernon-
Smith, and Herbert Vernon-Simith you
will remain—at Greyfriars, and after.”

The Bounder did not spealk.

Ha could not.

Ha sat almost stunned by the sudden
revelation.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Boot for Bunter !

ERTIE VERNON stared,
e stared ef a podgy back.
Coming ' down tha Lantham
. ,.road on his bicyele, he was
thinking of snything and anybody but
William George Bunter.
But there was no mistaking that
rotund figure.

_ Ahead of him on the road, just turn-
g off e the footpaih through the
woods of Lantham Chase, was the fat
Uwl of the Remove, aidd Vernon stared
blankly at the pmﬁgx hack as it dis-
Bppeare '

The Bounder’s double rode on, his
brows knitted, his lips sotb,

In a few minutes more he reached the
footpath, and jumped down from his
_IIJ:J'HE' Lna. ’

Bunter was rolling on ahead.
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That footpath led through the wood
to the avenue. It was the way Beriie
was accustomed to use, for the great
Eates at the end of the avenue were

opt permanently closed,

Wheeling his bike, lus brow growing
blacker and blacker, he followed the

fat Owl up the path.

There <was a 1t ht-of-way across
Lantham Chase, 'lgha guhim had a
right to use that path, It led on the

other side of the estate, to the village
of Green Hedges. Dot Vernon did
not suppose for a moment that Billy
Bunter was going on & walk to that
extent. It was fairly clear that he was
heading for Lantham Chase, though
why, the Bounder's double did not
know. But he knew that the Owl of
the Remove was not wanied there—
especially on this particular afterncoun,
when he was going there himszelf.

Bunter did not loock back, or think
of looking back. He rolled on, grunt-
ing and perspiring.

He had had a good many rests by the
wayside since the disastrous loss of
Johnny Bull's jigger. But walking
never did agree with Bunter. “There
were altogether too many furlongs in
a mile for Bunter to like miles. Ila
rolled’ on slowly, and he gasped and
grunted as he rolled.

Bertie followed him with & grim
brow. iIf, by chance, Bunter rolled
on by the farther foolpath towards
Green Hed he would be done with
him, and glad to see the last of him.
But if he turned up the avenue towards
Eh_m mansion, he was far from done with

irm.

The fat Owl emerged into the wide,
eweeping avenue at length. The man.
sion was not in sight—the eurving
swoop of the avenue, lined with tal
trees, hid it from view.

Vernonw's eyes glittered as the fat
Owl turned up the avenue. It was
clear now that he was heading for the
house.

Leaning his bike against & tree, he
cul after Bunter at a run.

Billy Bunter was suddenly, unex-
pectedly, and painfully apprised of his
arrival.

Crash !

Billy Bunter uttered a startled howl
as a boot erashed on his tight trouseys,
Ha plunged forward, and dropped on
his fat hands and knees,

“Yarcoh!” roared Bunter. "“Oh!
Ow! Beast!”

He blinked .round in  astonishment
and anguish. His eyes popped behind
his &Eﬂaﬂiﬂa at the sight of Vernon.

“Oh, Bmithy, you beast I he gasped.

He scraimbled up, backing away in
alarm.

Bunter had not planned for Smithy
to spot him cn route. He had started
first, and, had all gone well, he would
have reached Lantham Chase well
ahead of him. Then he was going fo
waik, under the trees by the avenue,
and watch for the beast going to the
house. If, on the other hand, Smithy
passed him on the road, all he had o
do was to follow on. It was rather
unfortunate that Smithy had spetted
him on the spot.

Smithy, sccording to Bunter's plan,
was fo see nothing of him till he was
with the captain, spoofing the Army
man as he had done before, and was
suddenly covered with confusion hy
Bunter rolling in with the greeting:

“Hallo, Smathy!*

That was DBunter’s masterly plan,
which, like mozt of Bunter's plang, had
not worked out as planned,

“You fat freak!™ breathed Vernon.
“What ave you deing here?"

“Beast " Bunter backed farther off.

A pras
'rnunc{ ﬁ‘han a8 boot landed
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“What are you doing here, you beast,
if you come to that? I suppose [ can
come here i 1 like, without asking
you, Vernon-Smith?"

fe_rnnn eyed him in angry per-
plexity. He could not guess why
Bunter was there. But Bunter was not
wanted there. Ha made a sirida at
rhe fat Owl, and Billy Bunter jumped
back in haste.

“Loolt  lhere, mgﬂu keep off, 7ou
beast ! he roared. “ You jolly well
touch me, you beast, and I'll jolly well
2o straigilt to old Vernon and say——
Ow! Yow! Wowl”

on his collar spun Bunier
) again
with what & novelist would call a dull,
sickening thud.

Billy Bunter's yell woke the echoes
of the park,

“Now hook i, wou fat freak!™
snapped Vernon. e spun Bunter
back into the footpath, and lended his
boot again, and yet again. * Now——"

Bunter flew.

He went down the fcotpath at about
hifty miles per hour. Bunter was pot,
at the moment, thinking of rolling in
at the house, and saying: *“ Halle,
sSmithy ! He was thinking of a thud-
ding boot, and the necessity of getting
to & safe distance from the same. He
fairly flew along the footpath, back to
the Lantham road. His splottering
vells floated back as he few.

Bertia Vernon, having disposed of
the fat Owl in thet rather high-handed
manner, remountad his bike and rode
on uﬁ the avepue. He had no doubt
that he was dene with Bunter. He dis-
missed the fat Owl from his mind as
he rode on up to the house,

But he was not done with Bunter.

For about fifty wards Billy Bunter

covered the ground like & runaway
}acﬁmntive. ‘hen he spluttered fo a
1alt. :

The fat junior leaned on a tree, and
pumped in breath,

“Ow! Beast! Wowl! Ch
crikey 1" groaned Bunter.

Fﬂ:&, several miriut»:gs ha leaned, and

aap and gurgled. He mopped his
Fut brow wntﬁ a handkerchief. ‘Then,
with & gleam in his littla round eyes
behind bhis big round spectacles, he
started up the path again towards the
avenue, ]

He blinked ecantiovusly up the avenue
when he reached it ! 'The beast was nob
in sight ! Dvidently, he had gone on
to the house! Breathing hard, and
hreathing deep, Billy Bunter rulfed wll
up the avenue!

By that time the beast would he nt
ihe house! He would be with the cap-
tain! He would be palming himeelf
off as Bertie Vernon, as he iaﬂ dona
before! And that booting had only
made the vengeful fat Owl more venge-
ful and more determined! He was
going te put paid to the beast at the
finizsh! timly determined, the fat
Owl rolled on to the houss—to roll in,
at the psychological moment, with
“ Hallo, Bmthy |*

ey, ol i e

THE NINETEENTH CHAFTER,
"Twixt Cup and Lip!
CAPTAIN VERNON snipped (he

Beast !

cud from one of the black
Indian cheroota that he ineess-
antly smoked, and lighted it,
e ztood in the doorwar, lesning on
a duuraguﬂt: his eyes on the schoslhoy
in the lounge chair—thoughtiully, not
mn the least suspiciously.
The Bounder sat with his brain in a
whirl,
Tie Macuer Lisrany.—No. 1,635
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He undarstood now, )

‘That mystery of his lmprisonment,
the still more puzzling mystery why he
had not been sought for and found, was
explained now—and he knew! While
he remained in the Llurret-room at
Lantharm Chase, his rival waa in his
place at Greyfriars—unpder his name,
careying out a stupendous plot of
impersonation—that was what it all
meant [ "hat was why he had not been
soarched for and saved—he was not even
missed !

No one knew that he was not in his
arcustomed place at the school! For
his accustomed place was filled by an
impostor—undiscovered, evidently cven
unsuspecied !

The captain was speaking — but
Smithy hardly heard him. ut he
pulled himself together,

That startling, amazing, uiterly un-
looked-for discovery made him realise
that his danger was greater than he
had known—for thers was no chance,
as he had hoped, of
depended on himself §

e had to get awar!

But to pass the man in the doorwagy,
without exciting suspicion—how was le
ic do that? A& closer glance in the
clear July sunlight would put the

lotter on his guard—he would guess!

‘et if he waited, the arrival of Bertic
Vernon, anuy minute, might betray hirm.
The minules were full of bitter anxiety
to the Bounder.

He had to get rid of the man—some-
how ! How could he get rid of him?

“Not even the boy Redwing?” He
tried to give attention to what the
Army man was saving. “Not even
Redwing—he suspecls nothing, Bertie "

“Oh, nothing '** stammered the Boun-

rescue—all

der, He had to answer. ]
“You remember you feared it! But
I was sure that your fear wasz ground-

less, Bertio! At the same timae, it
n:aulu:] be advisable to keep that par-
ticular boy at a distance, as he was the
elose friend of Vernon-Smith.”
“"Yes—I understand that " muttered

the Bounder., He steadied his voice.
“What about some tea, uncle? Will

vou speak to Hunt?¥ ;
“Yes, yes, certainly ! eaid the
cantan.

¢ moved from the door-post, to cross

the hall to the passage at the back.

The Bounder's heart beat to seffoca-
fion. Was this going to be his chance?
He half-rose from the chair, s ihe
Army man crossed the hall,

As he did so, there was a step on
the stone terrace outside.

A shadow fell in at the wide-open
sunny doorway,

Captain Vernon glanced round.

The pext moment he stood thunder-
struck.

Bertie Vernon stepped in from the

terrace. He did not notice the school-
boy in the corner—his eyes were on.the
captain. He stared at the dumbfonnded
face of the Army man, stariled by ifs
Sxpression.

“Uncle ! he exclaimed. * What—"

The captain uliered an inarticulate
soningd,

Herbert Vernon-Smith bounded up.

1In ancther minute he would have had
his c¢hance: and the eup had been
dashecd from his lips by his rival's
sudden appearance,

But the Bounder was utterly des-
perate now,

While the captain stood thunder-
Ehluth Vernon-8mith bounded to the

gor.

Then Bertie Vernon saw him, and
uttered & pgasping oty nexh
moment he was reeling under a heree
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blow, and the Bounder was springing
out of the doorway to the terrace.

But in that moment, Captain Vernon
broke from the trance of amazement
into which hiz nephew's appearance
bad thrown him, He made a ferte and
rapid rush across the hail

LEven as Bertie reeled, and the Boun-
der leaped past him, the captain was
upon the desperate junior with the leap
of & tiger, grns_pmﬁ him by the collar
and dragging him back.

Vernon-Smith struggled frantically,

But the grasp on him was of iron!
He was torn from his footing, and
whirled bodily in at the door.

“You hound I panted the Bounder,
fighting hard to get loose. “ You kid-
napping villain, let ma gao 1™

“ Hunt !"" roared the captain.

“3ir™ came the wheezy voice, from
the dusky passage.

“Tool | Quick "

Bertia Vernon had staggered out on
the terrace. He recovered himself, and
came Dback into the doorway, with
starting eves! Ho gazed like o fellow
in an evil dream at the kidnapped
schoolboy struggling madly and des
perately in the iron grasp of the Army
Imal.

“Unele " e panted.

“Hunt ! roared the captain.

Ofd Hunt came hurrying into the
hall ! He gave a splutter at the sight
of the Bounder in the captain’s grasp,
and Berfte in the doorway! His eves
seemed fo stprt from has face, as he
stared from one to the other.

“Fool! FHave vou left the door un-
locked or what?' The captain’s voica
shook with rage. “See what you have
done.”

“I—I—uvon shut the turrel-room your-
self, siy—=m=" stuttered Hunt.

“He must have got the kev—did vou
drop the key there, fopl#””

“Lam't—" d Hunt

oped in his

waistcoat pocket. YO ! It's gone—the
|“:.!-,'|I,l5 gﬂ“ﬂ__”
“He has it, then! He ecan be

searched for it in the turret-room—I
have anothor! Hold him **
The Bounder waz hard for even the

iron-limbed captain to hold! He was
fighting with the strength of des-
peration.

Od Hunt grasped him, pinning hiz
AEIMS.

(Claptain Vernon jerked & kev ring
from his pocket. A key to the turret-
room was on it

" Bertie—here 1" he panted.

“TUncle ! Bertie Vernon's face was
white, and his voice came hoarselv,
“Uncle! ¥ can't stand this—I won't!
Let him po—T tell von, let him go! I
can't—l won'{—"

“Hold your tongue! Taka this kew,
arncl open the door of the turret
room——" roared the captain savagely.

“But I—I—I tell you—m-="

“5ilence ! Go up the stair, fooll Do
vou want me to be taken from here with
the handcufis on my wrists 7" hissed the
captaimn.

ernnon gazed st him in horror for a
moment: then, white as a chalk, he
tock the key-ring and almost staggered
up the sleep steir io the turret.

Vernon-Smith, with s wild and des-
perate effort, dragped his arms loose
from Hunt'sgrip ! Hestruck withsavage
force, and old Hunt went resling under
fhe blow, falling on the flags. But the
captain’s grasp was on the Bounder
again.

“You rillain! Let me go ! shrieked
Vernon-Smith,

The captain’s teeth were gritted: his
darl: face darker with rage.

The schoolboy still struggled, but he
had no chance in that iron grasp.

Old Hunt sat up, panting and blink-

inz, his nose running red. He sak
splutiering,

. But the Bounder had no chance. Tha
iron grasp on him drogged him along
the hall towards the spiral stair.

It was at that moment that another
shadow—this time a very wide one—felt
in at the open doorwey! There was a
step on the stone terrace. A fat figure,
and a fat grinning face, appeared in
the doorway: and there was a fat
sipueals !

“Hallo, Smithy !

Billy Bunter had arrived.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER grinned in,
:'l‘]H&LED' Smithy I he cht:rrlrlel-.j.
unter was grinning as he

_ blinked in. ¥

His grin widened, as he saw the
scene within-—the Bounder, breathless,
strugeling in the gra.ap of the captain:
old Hunt on the floor, his hand to his

nose,

“He, he, hel" chortled PBunter.
“Have they spotted you already,
Smithy ¥ He, hLe, he I

Bertie Vernon was ont of sight at the
top of the turret stair. To the Owl of
the Remove the schoolboy struggling in
the captain’s grasp was the beast he had
come there to show up: the fellow who
had booted him on the avenue; the
fellow on whom his fatnons scheme of
vengeance was concentrated |

“ He, he, he 1” cachinnated Bunter.

The captain’s face turned towards him
with a plare of rage that startled the
fat Owl.

Old Hunt staggered to his feet.

Nothing could have been more utterly
disconcerting to the plotters than the
sudden and unexpected appearance of
another person on the seenec.

But te tha Bounder the fat, fomiliar
voiee of the Owl of the Remove came
like a message of hope,

He twisted in the captain's grasp to
stare round,

The sight of Billy Bunter was utterly
unexpected—unexpected and amazing—
to the Bounder of Greyiriaral Buat he
was there! There he was, grinning in
at the open deorway into the little
flagged Lalll

“Bunier ! Bounder welled
“Bunter—help! Tell Redwing—tcli
him Y'm kidnapped !”

_A fierce grasp over his mouth shut off
Varnon-Smith’s veoice,

Tha captain made a furious sign to
Hunt.

Billy Bunter blinked in amazement.

He had supposed, from what he saw,
that Captain Vernon had tumbled to
the trichster’s  trickery before |l
arrived with his * Hallo, Smithy (¥ to

ive the game away! The Bounder's
ﬁesperate vell made him_jump.

O erikexr 17 gasPecl unter. “I-—I1
=] say, Smithy—"

the

He had no time for move.
Old ITunt pounced on him, grasped
him, and whipped him out oa the

terrace, spluttering. The next moment
the captain. still grasping Vernon.
Smith, had kicked the door shut

The scene within was shut off from
view.

But Bunter was not thinking of the
scene within now. He was thinking of
a ]arga and heavy hand that was smack-
ing his fat head [

%muul{, smack, smack |

Bunter roared.

0ld Hunt jerked him across the
terrace to the steps.  There, grasping
him with his left hnnd, he smacked with
his right. He smacked and smacked



and emacked till Bunter's head rang.

"Ow! Wowl Leggol Stoppat!”
shricked the fat Owl in indignation and
anguish, “I sey, wharrer you up to?
Yarooh ! I haven't done anything, have
1% Ow! Wow!l Oh crumbs!™

Smack, smack |

“Will vou stoppit " shrieked Bunter.
“1 tell you I haven't done anything!
1 only came here to—— Whooop!
Yooop I

sSmack, smack |

“Oh crikey 1

In sheer desperation Bunter kicked.

Fortunately—for DBunter; not for
]i{gn?—h:s frantic hack landed on a
EILETE

Hunt gave a ycll and relaxed his
grasp on the fat junior. That was
enough for Bunter. He wrenched loose
and jumped, doing ihe steps down from
e terrace 1n one |

At the hottomn of the stops he
stumbled. DBut be picked himself up
again and flew !

There was a sound of & gasping voice
Lehind him.

It spurred Bunler on.  Seldom had
the fat Owl of the Remove carvied his
welght at such a ratel He fanly
whizzed |

Whether old Hunt pursued him or not
Bunter never knew. He whizzed into
the park and careered on among trees
and thickets till he reached the foot-
path, DBut there he did not haltl

Gasping for breath, ﬁtr&ammf vwith
perspivation, he careered on till e was
vut o thoe Lantham rvoad, and ho wis
a quarter of & mile from Lantham
i hase before his fat little legs ceascd
1o twinkle.

It was a warm, damp, fatigned Owl
that tottered at last into Lantham
station to take the {rain home.

The trail of vengeance did not seem
io have prospered. DBut as he rolled
homeward the Owl of the Remove was
not thinking whelly and_ solely of the
aches and pains he had collected at
Lantham Chase,

The Bounder’s wild words rang in his
cara! They were still in Billy Bunter's
fat eors and 1n his fat thoughts when
lie rolled into Greyiviars School.

WS

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
“ Bunter's Latest "
i =AY, you fellows ™
Harry Wharten & Co. were in
the Rag when Billy Bunter
rolled in.

The crickelers had returned from
Redelytfe in a cheery crowd., They had
returned victorieus, and zome of them
were rather keen fo sce Bmithy end
mention that they had bearen Redelyfie
by forty vuns—just to put him wise that
}]ﬁ .hnd not been feavfully miszed, after
ull !

But Smithy Jdid not seom to have
O 10,

It was not yet calling-over, and a
erowd of Remove fellows in the Rag
weie Bghting the Redelyle mateh over
pgain when the fat and perspiving Owl
rolled 1n and squeaked—a disregarded
sgnenk |

Evervbody at  the moment
interested In crickel—nobody  was
interested in Billy Bunler.

But Bunmer was nod te be dizregardedd,
Bunter had news—stariling news—eal-
vulated to make 1hose disvegarding
fellows jump and foiget all about even
cricket !

“1I say, you fellows,” roared Bunter,
"has Smithy come 10 yei 77

“Haven't  scen him ! answered'
Harry Wharton over his shoulder,
“1 say, 1z Redwing hdre i

EVERY SATURDAY

“ILere !V called oui Tom Redwing.
8 [ say, Redwing, Emithy hain't come

in ¥

*Not yet ¥

“Then thoy've got him!™ gasped
Bunter,

Tom Redwing staved at the fat Owl
ﬁ‘f::‘reml other fellows glanced vound at

im.

“Who's got Smiihy 1 asked Skinner.
* Prefects copped him at a pub?'?

“Guelch  spotted him  calling
Lodgey 7" grinned Hazeldene,

“Jh! No! He's been kidnapped !

13 \"‘rhut‘ l:lb

Cricket, as a tople, dropped on the
spot, Bunter had the house. Every
man in the Rag turned to stare at hion
Even Lord Mauleverer gat up-in his
avmchair and blinked.

“ Kidnapped I yelled Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, my hatl!” gasped Johnny Doll
" What next "

“You fat assi” rpoared Harry
Wharton, " What ot are you falking
now "

“Bunter's latest 1" prinned Skinner.
“I can tell you fellows, Bunier s
immraving [ This 15 the biggest so far.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1" ]

“The bigfulness is terrific.”

“1 say, von fellows, it's true ! gasped
Bunter. “ That mnan at Lantham Chaze

on
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—=Vernen's unele—has kidnapped ling!
Fupey that, you fellons 1

But the Hemoviteas ecould not gnito
“fancy that™ !  They stared at the
excited fat Owl, most of them grinning,

Unly Tem Redwing had o startled
face.

“What Jo you mecan, Bunter? ha
cxclaiined.  "“Has anything happencd
to Snuthy ? Talk sense 1

“(h, roally, Redwing——*

“What has happencd, if anvthing
bag, you fat ass? exelaimed Redwing.

“He told me to tell you ! explained
Bunter.  “*Tell Bedwing I'm kid-
l_anp{)vul "ilicy were his very words!
Ho I'm telling you—see? You'd better
go and {ell Queleh ! Or the Head! Or
the police—scp 1™

“Detter make =ore first, Reddy ™
grinted Dok Cherry, * Quelel night be
shariy il a fellow tried to pull his leg
like 1hat.”

“Oh really, Cherry——"

“id you tratl Hmithy te Lapntham
Chase, after all, you fat a=e?" asked
Bab.

*Yos, I jolly well did, onlv the heast
turoed up where T didn’t expect him,
and kicked mg=—"

“Ila, ha, hal™

{Condinned on next pnge)

this week, I must thank

C. R. Thoerpe, & reader chum
of Adelaide, for fﬂrwurding ne a
copy of the * Adeclaide Mail,” one
page of which is given wholly up fo
the Companion Papers—Maaser and
“Gom,” with cover reproductions, size
G in. by ¢ in., prominently displayed.
It is, indeed, a fine example of the
high estecm in which Frank Richards
and  Martin  Clifford are held in
Australia,

Havry Wharten & Ceo., of Grey-
friavs, and Tom Mervy & Co., of 3t
Jim’s, the heroes of the MagNer and
“Fem,"” have been

AT SCHOOL FOR OVER THIRTY
YEARS !

Peter Pan, the boy whe wouldn't
crow up, is a beloved charaeter, but
venerations of boys amd givls have
revelled in reading the stories of
IEarry Wharton and Tom Merry, and
all the other chavacters who “live”
in the Magxer and “Gem.” They ore
the sume lovable bunch of schoolboys
as they were back in 1908, when they
were Hrst introduced. No other paper
can boast of such o splendid reputa-
tion.

Another  Australian reader who
raizes three hearty cheers for the
Maguer s Allan Teague. Allan
says: “I wish you counld bring the
Old Paper out four times a week !
Gee! 1F ouly I could, I would!

B'f way of commencing my Chat

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him :

“ Magnet,” . The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

Editor of the

E.C4,

Thanks for your photograph, chum.
I will add it to my colleetion,

ELL, you can't get a quart
into a pint pot, and ¥ shan't
have roowm for a word or two

about next week’s bill o fare if I'm
not careful.

“THE GREYFRIARS IMPOSTOR !
By Frank Richards,

iz the title of the next yarn in our
nresent  series  featuring Herlert
Vernon, who is at Greyiriars playing
the part of his cousin and deuble—
Vernon-Smith.  Vernon is on very
stony greund, and it means only one
slip up and the fat will be in the fire !
1f he ean suceeed in deceiving Tom
Redwing, who knows the Bounder's
character Dbetter than any  other
junior at Greyfriars, his uncle’s
sehremivg will bring forth froit. But
will he? Time will tell,  Percival
Spencer Pawet, of the Third, dablbles
in a spot of journalism, so look out
for his literary effort in our opening
feature : “ My Own Page.” Last, but
by no means least, comes the “Grey-
friarea Herald,” n which will
found another “eggseiting"” 8t
sam’s yoarn, amnd move vewsy items
written aveund the week’s events at
Greviriars, and contributed by the
juniors themselves, Ovder  this
bumper izsue to-day, chumns.
All the best until we meet again,
YOUR EDITOR.
Tre Macxer Librany.—XNo. 1,638.







DR. BIRCHEMALL'’S
DISCOVERY!

Amazing School Story of Jack Jolly & Co.,
the Cheery Chums of St. Sam's.

By DICKY NUGENT

Kliek !

“ Good old Frank Fearless ! ™

“ Oh, well hit, sir [ ™

A ripple of handelappi
the junior kricket fiold.

It waa W&dnﬂﬂ-lis‘l-]ymn half-hollerday
at Bt. Bam's—and Jack Jolly & Co., of
the Fourth, were playing the Sloggara
Hall reserves.

The weather was simply gorgeus,

ran round

the sneak of
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the Fourth, ,
“Toadey!” No.352. EDITED BY HARRY,; HWARTON, July 8th, 1939,

he rumhbled s

m%‘;‘ﬂtriﬂlmu]f: —-f this h £ his e it I i

0 at 18 the meaning o is hera "' | a o ourney to the Fourth | i T loudlv £ are quite sReriously considering yomes
Toadey minor tuwrned pail. ;E?:E:; studies ; 4 el '.'nllmg onely e H A R R Y W HA RT 0 N = i

well
i H‘l

I am any judge, Toadey, you

and the home team were simply eating wre feeling a dashed sight too well |

their opponents. Run-getling to the fegpaclaimed the Head warmly. * Feel.
Bt. Bam's hatsmon seemed a8 easy as §ing in other people's ?ﬁckata where you
ie, and the way Jack Jolly and Frank [ have no right to fecl! Wretched
earloss were scoring boundaries farely ! yooth 1
took the cake ! “ Meray 1 wailed
A big ecrowd had Toadey minar.
athered to watch the ** Mersy beblowed | ™
ourth, and they gave growled D, Birchem.
their heroes many a all. * Why should I
good cheer, show any mersy to

Not everybody at
8t. Sam's, however,
was on  the junlor
kricket field. While
Jolly and Feearless
piled up the runs and
the epecktators
oheered, a bearded
figger mite have been
seen sneaking into the
kricket pavilion.

“Ha, ha'!'" he
muttered. ‘' This is
juat the chance I've

en waliting for!
While they are all
Wm]iuiﬂd with the
match, I can strike !
I shall easily find
yvoung Fearless’ jacket—and it's ten
to one in doughnuta that by turning
cut his pocketa I shall bring to light
some clue to the whereahouta of those
aocret papers | What a plezzant ser-

ize it will be to Mr. Goodman when
hand them over to him! Has, ha,
hﬂ I 11

And Dr. Birchemall larfed gloatingly
into his beard.

A week had paased since the self-
styled Honest Joe (Geodman had
sought the Head's aid in tracing the
secret papers that Mr. Ferdinand
Fearless had left with his son. 8o far,
the preshus pair of plottera had drawn
nuthm%but. lanks.

Dr. Birchemall, who had awallowed
without gquestion the story thoat Mr.
Fenrlees wanted the papers retresved
without his son being any tho wiser,
was still full of hoap., This case
offeréd him just the “opportunity he
wanted. He had boasted to Mlr
Goodman that he was a weall-sessoned
amateur datective, and he was as keen
a8 mustard to prove that he was really
woarth his ealt.

Grinning all over his face, the Head
tip-toed into the pavilion and stepped
stelthily acrosa to & coat-hiook labelled
“F, Fearless ” on the cormner of the

ge.

He dived his hand into the pocket
of the jacket that hung on that hook ;
and then he jumped. To his utter
amazement, he found himsalf klutching
another hand, Someone elsa from
round the cornar was also groping in
the pocket he had chosen to eggsplore !
With a startled gasp, Dr. Birchemall
red round the corner to see who
thot * someons  was. A thunderous
frown settled on his face as he bLeheld
ke trembling corcase of Toadey rainor,

- Loadey

you, Toadey ? "

" =1 can tell you

one reason, mr,'

ped Toadey minor
deapritly. * Because
I ean make it waorth
your while | ™'

Dv. Birchemall
simply blinked.

“ Are you suggesat-
ing offering me & bribe
to let you off, you
yvoung raskal?" he
eried, agarst, * Be-
cause if so, let me
gssure you ab once
that there is nothing
doing ! I should want
st least ton shillinga! "'

The sneal: of the Fourth mopped his
perspiring brow.

" Please, sir, I didn't mean anything
like that,” he said. ** What I meant
wag that if you lot me off, T can do you
8 pgood turn by telling you whera

Fearlesa has hidden thoss secret
papers | ™
The Mead gave a violent, apas-

moddick start. A gleom of interest
eamse into his shifty ayes.,

“ Tho dickens you can! And how,

mite I ask, do you know that I have
any mterest in Fearless and hiz secret
papers ? ¥

“ Ahem ! I'm rather & nollidgeabls
chap, that's =ll,” eggsplained Toadey
minor, with a coff. " The point is,
anyway, that I de happen to know

where the papers have heen put.
I owverheard gf:ar!mﬂ telling Jolly
one day when I was tying up my
shoelece outside their study, If I

reveel the secret to you, sir, will you
let me off that licking ? ™

“ Oh, all gercen, then," said Dr.
Birchemall, with a grimace at being
deprived of the prospeet of warking
the Fourth-Former. ** 8pill the beans,
1 4]

Towrdey minor drew & deep breth of
releef,

*“ Well, sir, tho secret papors are
hidden under a looss foeorboard in
Fearless' study,” he said, sinking his
voice to o wisper. ' 1F you trot along
thers now, I haven't the slitcat doutht
that you'll find them eusily. It's
just the chance you want at present,
with Fearless pleying kricket and ?

But Dr. Birchemall did not stay to
listen to the rest. He was already
at the door of the pavilion on the first

Y P~p»1::1aasa, eir, I'm not feeling |

| the Fourth Form passage.

When he had lsft the playing.fields
behind, he broke into & rom ; and he
didn’t stop running til he reached
His hopes
ross high, a8 he reached the door of
Fearless’ study; but an instant
later his face dropped—{ortunately,
without being se y demaged.

The door of the study waa locked.

* Buspicipus yo welp | mut-
tered the Head E'ru lﬁ?:gusalf, Es he mades
frantick efforts to bust in the lock.
* Fanay locking up his etudy as if there
were berglars about! It will really
serve him right to lose his blessed
papers ! =

Ihe Head stepped back to the other
gide of the passage and made a furious
rush &t the obstinit door. Unfor-
tunately, he slipped on 8 banana-skin
half-way across the passage, with the
result that he flattened his somewhat

rominent nose on the door with a
oud bang,

Klonk !

* Yarooocco ! Ow-ow.-ow [

The collision made a noticeable
imprassion on the Head’s nasal organ ;
but it made no impression on the door.
After dancing up and down the passa,
for & minnit or two, yelling feendishly,
Dr. Birchemall gave it up and decided
to change his tactics,

“ I know what I'll do,” he muttered,
as ho went downstairs again. *“ I'll
borrow a ladder from Fossil and climb
up into the study through the winder.
Nobody will gce me while they are all
watching the kricket ™

To think was to act, with the Head.
In a cupple of jiffies he was rearing
up Fossil's Innﬁ landder against the
side of the school building in the
quad. In another brace of shakes,
he was swarming up towards Fearless’
winder with the speed and agility
of & monkey,

Dr. Birchemall grinned exultantly,
a8 he threw up {he sash and put one
leg over the winder-sill. A loud cheer

ed his ears from the Lkricket
field, and he chuckled.

s Kﬁﬁ:(}'} it up, Fearlesa!" he mut.
tered. ™ Little do you know that
while you are slogging away, T am—
yoooop ! Woooooop ! ™

The Head broke off with a wild howl,
a8 a hard, Tound objeet hit him in the
neck., IHe howled more loudly still
as he lost his balance in his eggsitement
and sent the ladder spinning back-
wards !

It was the most commical thing
that had happened. ‘Fhat cheer from
the kricket ficld was a choer for
Fearless for nocking the ball eclean
out of the field ; and, by the irony of
Fate, he had hit the Head with it
jnat in time to stop him breaking
mtor hies study !

Tho entire  crowd-—players and
speektators alike-—ceame running across
from tho krickel mateh at the sound
of the Head's yells. ‘They arrived to
find Dr. Birchemall hanging by his
hands from Fearless’ windez-sill, kick-

help 1 : ;

The crowd soon dead the ladder up
again, and willing handa quickly
rescued the old fogsr from his perilous

light. After which, everybody went

¢k to kricket—nith the eggseption
of the Head, who refurned ‘h:ﬁus sludy
for a much-neoded rest.

*“ Bust it! Blow %" he muttered
savegely, ss he flun  kamself into his
favourite armochair. ** I'm foiled again,
by hokey ! ** :

Then he brighta%d up a little at
the cheering thought that he had at

last discovered where the papers wers
hidden. i

* But I'll get thony soon, now [ know
where to look 1™ hs muttered, with a
leer. “ I'll show old Goodman 1'm
alive—by taking them in the dead of
nite ! Ha, ha, ha: ™

And the Head ran for tea in a much
happier frame of mind !

{Don’t miss the omcluding yara in
thie series in nen week's twher.

Note the title ;" 4 Pillain Unmasked ! ')

CALLING

If I asked von what there is about
the swnmer termn that apoils ik, I don’t
think there is much doubt about what
you would say, :

Your anawer would be : EXAMINA-
TIONS ¢

The exaoms. that conclude the
summer term certainly are a big
bugbear to most of us, and it seems o
pity that they have to cloud the great
autdoor term. The jovs of enicket
and tennia and -‘]-‘nl'iﬂ'lfl'li“% and scjllling
and pienicking are undeubtedly dilute
hy the scbering thought of the
approaching onleal.

This being 80, you ore sure to [eel

|& keen interest in anything tending to

relieve vour exan pangs ; and I hasten
to pass on to you an item of informetion
from Wingate which should have that
degirable effect.

What Wingate says, in & nutshell, is
that the powers that be at Greylriars

in the summor exam syllabus !

Appereritly nothing will be done
about it this year. Buot it’s quite on
the cards that s scheme of examinations
in sports will be in operation thie time
next year,

Wingate's news should have a de-
eigedly  cheering  effect on  those
athietic Removites, whose enthusiasm
for games is at E_nasenb undergoing the
annual set-back as the exams draw
nearer. 'This time next wear they con
throw themselves into remes with =

reater zest than ever, knowing that

in_ doing so they are merely making
proner preparation for their torth-
coming tests !

An alluring prospect opensg up before
ug when we think of * swotting * with
the wid of a cricket hat or a tennis
racket ov & poir of boxing.gloves.
And life will be distinetly more amusi
when fellows eaught punching each
other’s noses can plead that they ore
only getting ready for their exoma!

Here's hoping that Wingate's re-
freshing information provea trunt

HARRY WHARTON.

' BUNTER?

—

Hilarious scenes that had a sequel
later in the Junior Law Couris were
witnessed behind #1e0 woodshed last
week, when Dick Rake introduced to
the sporting public s new game of darts,

The numerous spateamen who turned
up wera immensely, tickled to find in
p of & formal de.Poard a big emply
barrel mada up to represent the Re.
move's prize porker, W. G. Bunter!

The barrel had «.en painted most
realistically, while sin added tonch of
authenticity was givin by the old jacket
that had boon « d over the barrel’s
““ ghouldera,” 3 foothall which
scrved as Bunter's head was adorned
by & pair of real spuctacles and a real
cap, and the complite effect was one
of atriking similaritr to the fat Owl!

Thero wes a rush to throw darts
at Rake's novel m. .l. Ruake charged
a ﬂermy for three th ows, and awarded
a box of -::h-::l-nuin.':w{bu everybody who
Eiamaf.l the barreld middle waistcoat

utton, Smatler PP e wecs given for
scoring in the rinf surrounding that
important spot. %

Rake's unusual target proved a
great attraction te <urts enthusiasts,
who enjoyed them 'veés boisteronsly,
on some occaslony many as half-a-
dozen players throwing at oncoe.

When Bunter himself rolled up and
indignently demanded the instant
destruction of the effigy, the fun was
fust, wnd furicus. Bunter doggedly
relvsed Lo see anything funny in it
ant] Hulke's potrons found it all the
funnier in consequence. The only
thing that preventél & riot waa the
arrival ¢f VWingate with an ashplant :

alter which, Ruke
dlecided to shilt his
target indoors to a
box-room.

The sedquel, heard
in the Ilag, took the
torm of an action
for libel by William
(George Bunter against Richand Rake
before the Remove Court. The decora.
ted barrel, prominently displayed in
the erowded eourt, aroused great
interast,

Conducting his own case, Bunter
gaid it was a beastly shame that a
good-looking amd well-proportioned
fellow like himsell should sulfer Lhia
beastly likel. They all
knew what his figure

— § . —

DID DECORATED BARREL LIBEL

The learned judge said that the
difficulty i this matter was to decide
to what extent thiz barrel was o libel
on the plamtiff. If it waa found to
exnggerate any objectionable featurs
in the original. plaintif had just canss
for complaint. I, en the other hand.
the moidel was a lifelike nunitation of
Bunter without exaggerationa, he faited
to see what harm had been done. He
asked plaintift' to stand side by aide
with the cffipy to enabls him to see how
closely it resembled him.

Bunter cheerfully complied.

The next instant, Mr. Justire Whar-
ton's problem was solved for him by

the arrival of Mr. Quelch, The Remove

wag like {laughter),
He was not a skinuy
henst like some fellows
he could name ; bt
ot the eame time he
wasd not fat !

Mr, Justice Whar-
ton (faintly): ¥an mo !

Uontinuing, Bunter
anid that this beastly
libel had done him an
awful lot of harmo.
Fellows who used to
gaze admiringly ot
him, now tittered aa ;

Ie EEEHE{J. Foga had eulled alter hun
in the quad.

He Itlt that the least that could be
done wos that be should be awarded
damages on a lavish szale,  He would
prefer cash. but it the loarned judge
felt that a sevies of froe freds to restore
hia heplth and strength would Lest suik
the caze, ho would willingly necept
damagea m the shape of Luck,

Foke having said that he propasedld
to put in ne defence, relying on the
Court to sce that justice was dono,

Mr. Justice Wharton began his sam-
ming-up.

i
]
¥
-

' om
S !

the two
“ Bless my

Form-master  Llinked  at
Bunters sad exelaimed :
soul ! What are you doing, Bunter ¥
Why are yon standing heside this
ridiculons effigy of yoursell ¥ "

Ha then reached out to shalie Bunter
and nearly jumped out of his skin when
Duntec’s hend rolled off.

THIEE DBIEAK HALY ACTUALLY
MISTAKEN THE BARREL IFOR
BUNTER HIMSELFP—AND BUNTER
FOR HIS OQWN EFFIGY !

Mr. Justica Wharton awarded the
ease Lo defendant amid roars ol lnugh-

v

BUNTER WANTS STAR

PART IN PAGEANT!
Says WILLIAM WIBLEY

Bunter rolled into my study this week. when | waa
np to my eyes in detail work connected with 1l {ortlh-
coming Greyiriars P

“ I gay, Wibley, old ehap——" he began.

“ Beat ! T eaid tersely.

* Oh, really, Wibley |
how I stand——-'

“ Very badly," I said critically.

nt.

Look here, I want to know

“The way you

stand reminds me of & porpoise washed up by the tide

and trying to wriggle back 10 whers
it bﬂmi Buml?ﬁ

s | hers, you beast, yvou know
jolly well—"'

“ I know jolly well I've pot stacks of
work to do in conmectivn with the
pageant and 2t

* That's exnctly what 1 wour to ses
you about,"” enorted Bunter. ™ 10y slout
my part. I want to know how 1 ziend,
I shail expect a very importaut part,
naturally. The fellows oxpect it, (oo,
from a cha,]: of my weight.”

* Borry, but we're not fealuving any
elephants in the show.' '

“ Beast | " roared Bunicr. [ inean
my weight in the schoal—my se.cial
standing and so on, you rotter! |'ve
got a distinguished prescnce—an N pres.
sive personality. Naturally, 1 shall

b to fignre as one of the great sehonl
heroea of the past. You might make
me Hardastafie, lor instance, the leader nf
the Great Robellion of 1845 | "

“Fan me | ™ I gesperd. The idea of
Bunter taking the part of that tall, tough
old.time Bixth-Formor made mo feel
quite dizzy.

* Well, why not ! " demanded Bunter.
“ I'm prepared to say this—ygooop !
~ That wosn't what Bunter scally
intended to eay. He said it guite inad-
vertently, when I grabbed him by tho
aun:lﬁf of the neck and ran him outof my
st

|
{'ﬂu'li get out and stay out, old fat
man |" I soid grimly, as 1 propelled
him throngh the doorway. “ 1 may
have a to offar you, but it won't be
that of Havdstaffe, If it's anything at
all, it will pmhahl¥ be the pert of a
pantry-boy in the old days. Buzz!"

I am relating this little incident to give

ou an idea of the kind of thing that has

ent hoppening to me all day ever sineu
I have Emn a member of the Fageans
Committes, AW day long fellows aro
swa:rmm(f round me clamouring fur the
best and most important parts in the
show—and they only toke “ ne™ for
an answer when it is accompanicid by a
decided kick in the panta !

But it's all in the day's work, wmd I
tako it guite cheerfully.

With the loyal co-operntivn ol the
emall ermy of helpera whoe ae now
nssisting me, I shall meke- the pageant
something that will live {or wver in tho
memories of the present genciatinn of
Greylrinrs men. f‘r‘u are going ahead
like & houso on firvw now, pmd wo shail
put on o magnificent show when 1hs
great day comes.

Just you wait and seo !
e e

ILLOGICAL!

Hilton, whose recent midnight exeur.
sion  was discovered, complaing  that
miglortune * dogs ™ him.

Yet tho sols reason he was found ont
was that he teipped up over My,
Kebble's cat |
S N ack o oy o o

My, QUELCH IS NO
CARPENTER YET!

He possesses * gimlet ™ eyes.

His teaching is on & very high “ plane,™

liis features are woll * chisulled.”

e knows how to ' hammer ' in his
points.

e likea * worling & good deal.™




