


_.Tﬁi: ‘Week By |
_ Percival
” |Spencer Paget,

of the Third |
l Form.

FARR ‘fs ‘a very -nice ‘scheol.
: 1 wu'illd Hke to meet the fellow who
aays! ik -dso't. It would
Jplezzure to punch Bim in the eye.
{reyiriars is the beat school there is; but
a lot. of Injnstis. goes on here, umd 1 don't
deny ite ird Form men in partickular
heve to gt g with 2 lot-of injustis,
Take. the 'gueschion of Iagging. _
Fagging iz . a beastly npsaned. 1 -can't
bare 7 it. - The mah 'w invented Ingmn%
onght -jolly well to. be hoarse-whipped.
bet. jt wasmn't 4 Third Form mue who io-
vented . fagging, because. Third Form men
gworn’ it I bave asked all Lhe Thind, and
not .4 cpifrgle man hes a good word Lo say
for it =0 that just shows you. There must
be scmething wrong Rith a thing 'when
everyohe kondems it.

Fagglong ought to be abolished. Sa onught
farme of the Hixth. He ought to be pro-
hibbited -in any depent school. He ought
to be tﬁmmmmd._ He ought to be trodden
t¢ deth by  terrifledt elerfants.  Thera ix
nothieg Borrible that ooght mot to be dope
to bie. . I fag for Carne of the Steth.

I despise him. He is a low blighter. He

mives me & Ieeling of newses. X treat bim
with great disdaip; and refuse Lo assosiate
with one hd is 50 far bensath me.
Unforchepately, -he is permilted by the
Statuwes of the HSchool to whop A fellow, amd
he ackordingly does wikop, in hart-séckening
fashlon, It is-diffcult te be cohl and-alool

with a persen who is fayimg into & fellow-

with 2o ashplant. I try te make aliowances
lor-him, - becanse -he Jossh’t realise what a
rank owisider be izl But he rezlly can't be
twgn. He can't be bom by any decent
lettow. : :

¥ told 'him so0, ooce. At [east, T wrole
hith as augohymoure letter. -1 told him
my candid epinion of his charackter. 1 #id

Thia cArtoet, demignced ke & foab-of-grmy,
 allndes Lo the fact that Pa
ia an aristocratic youth, related D6 hall the
Apart frows thiy, he 13 like any
tther Thirﬂ-Fﬂ:‘mﬂT‘—HlHII natidy, hl.'ﬁi-{!!"-
.1

PEETARE.

oum, and  bealllor,

thief pal ard supporter.
&1l there ja to ®1F aboue

(Cartcon by HARQOLD SKINNER.)
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not sparé him: but was frank ond benest

from the 1st word to the Iﬁb‘ ;
And it didl seem to alier hiss, hecause that
cveniftg Mo said to me: * How's Csar golog,
kid? Brifg.your prep along affer Roll, and
[ hand . with the ataff.,”

Natohuisty, I Secopial the luvitation,
h -3 ke RG0S o o8, &%

iy B would. ' angﬂdma h-ta&;
ercli drabhed my exerpize -~ COMPArE
the wising with the dnoonymopse letter.
After which, "he grabbed nmre. Readers, lek
e -draw -a. ~gba1_m i
Af-Ligay:the ead ought to bhe-abolished.
And that goes for’ the rest of’thbe _gixth.
They Aare. aH eqmally as bad- as each other,
ooly gome are worme tham othiérs. My “pal
Tubby bhas- the best job, fagging .for -
gate—though even Wingate canswhop like 2
steam-hammetr. ' Bt [eok. at Loder! He's &
vile ‘beast. He mhakes yonng Nugenl cringe
with: aggony. :

Mind you, Becond Form figs are & lot of

checky young sweeps; amd newd phaly of
:qﬁf* It does themy.

good, and ., Knocks some
of the botnce ont, of - thed,. But Loder goes
we dhitll “Rad  young

"~ far. Ome- & _
:{%’:u# ‘eold: and stif on the Soor, -and then

e r will 'get six montlis, and setve him
Fight. 3

A for. Walker, “he's just a lowt. We
have 'a scheme to deal with Walker—a jolly
goud: seheme. - We ate going to paint bloe
weala on -Bolsover mimor'd back, ami then
take high.anid shew bim. o his. major m the
Remove. " Bolsover major is. a helty great
brute, &% big as SWalker, aml we bope he
knockas Walker's bloek off. Of course, he
will  be  bunked. for it,” but no one will
misg him, and it will be & jolly good score
oft Walker., i

I woul like to alter the School Statues
and make fapgging and refex  illegal,
beeauze prefex: aré obpecktiops creatures,
and wonbl ool be missed by anyone.

WHEN BLUE BLOOD BOILS.

Lota: of fellows think it's a ‘great catch
to have Earls and DPukes and things for
relations. I can ashure you, dear readers, I
wonld swop the whole Iot for Coker's Awmt
Judy. Last weel, my great-unchd, Lord Bt
Auburp, dropped in te see me—for the first
time in ten years! He arrived in & whack-
ing great Bentley car. My beak, Wiggins,
way terrtbly polite, and so was the Head.
Fellows leoked envyousty at me as 1
trotted him round the scheol.

They litlle knew! When 1 sajd farewell
to him, my great-uncie patted my head in a

&, of Pie "I'I'lirl]r

Gravge Tubb's
ai'lnd that's Teally
L

-~ The others are just &2 bad.

e eeldom free from ink.

beastly pattronising way. and put Into m
banrd—g tanner! A mouldy tanmerl But

ought to be honoured, for it's the frak
tifme he's given apything away slhce 1883,

20 they fay.

_F o _ ad. My Uncle
Jerome ls @ Duke, ang I eometinies go to his
place in Hampshire “in the wae. Yet I
dnly caught mght of the old hinks twi
and then he's just biinked ab 'me in a'sork,
of absent-minded ; a. fish, and
tottered away agalp. alw left to the
EECTELRLY, - & begetly skinDy b T. Wwith
ghglamps, - hamed  Hewetison, : :
JAnd what a swell time I have! 'Now,
Mupater  Perelval, vom mustg't “do  thati™
w his Laord-

“ Wow, Master, Percival, .
ahip diesn™ Jike thigl™ E.%ﬁttr'u what I get
&)} ddy. igng. Gr-El AR
]ftnﬁnaﬁgn' hﬁx:_:py_" gang of titled re.
-Fa.!;imi:‘, for all 1’ care. ,
_,.l . 5. PiFi P- -‘51W the Britleh
AR for my message e Britis
Fami-:f?u? jolly wwell- Egnh;gto start a
Hpsiely: for - the vention Fagelhig in

Publie Schools, and - thivk every “British
] - n .:'Ii

I (R o

Paget would like 1o aIt-er the * Scheol
Statges.””  lo this what he menns 7

fellow onght to join it. Bo here are the
partickulars of the Secietyy :

AIM-—to suppress slavery, servitude, Iag-
ging, and the perlérmance of all degrading
and meenial doties by Third Form meu at
school. Furthermore, it is bereby pgreed
that Prefex must be Abolished forthwith,
and notwithstopding as hereafter spessitied.
Moreover, it is hereby declared that Carpe
shall be summarily booted ant of ail Britizh
Puhblic Schools with a ¢lip over the ear for

luck. . ;

HIGHT HONOURABLE FRESIDENT OF
THE S0SIETY iz tecrge Tubb, Esqobs,
Gentleman, Captain of thé Third -Form st

Greyirairs, and tome of the whitest xied
there §a.  (Apart . Irom  iok-stains, of
course,~—ED.Y

RIGHT HONOURABLE TREZURER OF
THE S0SIETY [= Dercival Speacer Piget,
Esquire, to whom all contributions should
be s=zent =2t once. Chegues cannos be
cashed, so please send five-pound notes or
postal orders. The humble helfperny will
not be skormed I yvour funds are law.

MEMBEHRSHIP of the 3osiety ia open to
all Third Form men everywhere for an
ENTRRANCE FEE of One Guinmee, and a
SUBSCRIPTION of One Guinnee, ami an
ANNUAL PTAYMENT of One Quinnee,
moeking Three tninnees in all.  Applickants
slould state their ape, batting aversge, and
positinn in Form. Guinnee-pigs will not be
aecepted in loo of money, a3 we have
nowhere to keep the créatures. . i

A worll-wide strike against faeping will
he organised a3 soon as the Iresident amld
Trezurer get. the thing going, Rell op in
your millions.—P.5. Second Form fags &re
not elligible to join the SBosiety, as they
(Fan me!l—FEp,.)
Down With Tagging! Dritons Never
Shall DBe Slaves!

P.5.~--BY THE PRESIDENT
[ um sorey o inform the ublic that the
Treanrer of our new Sosiety had to -desist
wiiting at this point, as that brute Caroe
wanted his tea so Ladly that he is now
iappming the Tresurer in o way which turos
my bloml cold. The Tresnrer of the Sosiety
is in great agony, and oot able to sit down;
but when the pain wears off he will be ready
to Lacle business again, and deal with
applickations from all over Lhe world, and
i lope readers will not forget the guinoces,

which are very impoertant.
GEQORUE TUBE, )
Pro ) lent. F-.I‘.F:';',;'.

-




FROM POOR RELATION TO MILLIONAIRE'S HEIR!

Schoo! Adventure Yarn

Starring HARRY WHARTON & Co., of GREYFRIARS.
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WHAT DID BILLY BUNTER, THE PAUL-PRY, HEAR ?

First Aid!

L HHARTON, old chap—~
W i Nﬁ 1_:.!
il But-. I Eﬂ.}“—‘”

H'Nﬁ [*

“ Look here—" roared Billy Bunler.

- No!l”

“[ was going to ask you——"

“Will vou chuelk it, you fat chump*"
excluimed the captain of the Remove in
tones of intense exasperation. “ You've
asked every man in the Remove to do
lines for vou. You've asked e three
times.  I've said “No' every time.
I‘;E}% rin'ie I S-Il_a"#hﬂi}l vo 1™

* But, | say——

“ Seoot [

* But—>"

“ Bunl 1

Billvy Bunter neither scooied nor
bunked. He remained a fixture in the
doorway of Study No. 1, hiz eyes zwul
spectacies fixed on the captain of the
Remove.

Harry Wharton wasz seatedd ar the
study table, pen in hand, zcribbling at
a great rate. He had lines of iz own
—which was perhaps one reason why he
was indisposed to do Bunter’s,

On that polden July afternoon his
friends had gone down to the nols
after claszs, and Havey Wharton had a
hundred lines to hand in to ATe. Queleh
before he could join them theie,

Bunter's lines were, of course, much
motre urgent—to Bunter, at least, Those
lines were a worry to Dunter, and for
some days they had beeu a worry to
the rest of the Form.

Bunter had had tweo  hundred.
Having delaved delivery agnin and
azain, he had them deubled.

But if two hundred lincs had been
too mugn for Bunter to work through.
four hundred seemed absolutely impos-
gale .

Fraspyright ir oces Toited States

dmerira, A *

Had Mr. Quelch gone on doubling
and redoubling those lines, DBunter
would not have minded very much. So
long as Quelch doubled aud vedoubled
anc did nothing else, Bunter could have
watched thosze lines accumulating with
equanimity. But Quelch. doubled once,
angd once only., He did not redouble.
“The next iterm on the programme was a
whopping. Bunter objected to that.

Ho for dnys and daye the fat Owl had
haunfed the Remove with urgent re-
questa for help with his lines.  Now
he was at the end of his tethor; he
had to take four hundred lines in that
afternoon or bend over under a whop-
ping cane. Of the four hundred, he had
written one. Three hundred and ninety-
nine remained to be written, and he
had ten minutes left.

Scraich, scraich,  scratch!  went
Wharton's pen, line afrer line racing
under the nib, while Bunter biinked at
him from the doorway.

“Lool: hore, I've got to see Quaeleh 1™
said Bonter. “I say, old chap—"

“Heat!” hissed the captain of the
Bomove, over his shoulder,

* But look here, old fellow—"

“You Dblithering Owl!”  roared
Wharton., “I've pot  lines 1o e
wyvself ! Besides, Queleh would spot
auwother fellow’s fist! Hook it! (o
nwav ! Get out!  Bunk!  Mizzleld

Blow off !

“I ain't asking you to do my lines
S et

“Ehi"

I think you might lend a fellow a
liand when lLe's in fearful paint” said
Bunter reproachiully.

“What ¥

Flaves Wharton's pes ceazed o race,
and he looked round a2 last.  Ile stared
at the fellow Mo tlie doorway.

Billy Bunler held up his right hand,

It was swathed in a handkerchief
stained with crimson.
“Oh!"™  excloimed Wharton. He

jumped up ar once. " You fat asa! 1
thought vou'd come to bother me for
lines, s uzual! Have vou hurt your
hand 7"

“Foarfully 1" said Bunter. * Smashed
the fingers——"

“Oh! Better come down to the
honge-dame ar once! I'll come with
you I

Harry Wharton had his line: to do.
He wanted to join the other [ellows at
ericket practice. But if Biliy Bunter
had had an accident he was quite pre-
purcd to put personal matters aside and
render what aid he could. And that
bandaged paw, with its erimeon stains,
looked serious enough, ]

“Oh, "tain’t es bad as that!" saud
Bunier hastilv. "1 don't want to go to
the house-dae, Wharton”

“You duffer! If vow've smashed
your fingere—-"

“Well, they ain't exactly smashed.”
Billy Bunter moderated his iransports,
s0 19 sprak. “Thev're injured—foar-
fully injured! But 1t ain't bad cnough
to boiher the house-dame,”

“Leat's look at the damage, then—"

“T4l raiber keep my hand bandaged.
The pain is fearful ! 8till, [ ean bear
paitt. T not =oft Like zome chaps,”
satel Duriter, A spot of pain doesn't
make me how!l like it docs some fellows,
I want vou to tie it up for me, old
follow, I can't tie it wp with my left
hand., I've got to go down to Quelch
P b mnghegee—" .

Harry Wharion looked at him.

Syvinpatheric concern in his face gave
place to derp suspicion . o

1t was, a least, a surprising coinei-
denee 0 Billy Bunter had  sustained
thal feaviul damage to his fat paw just

T dMacxer Lipeany.—No. 1,659
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hefore he had to take in his lines to
the Remove master !

“You spoofing oyster!” exclaimed
Wharton. * Have you hurt your hand
at all ¥

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Well, how did it bhappen?” de-
manded Wharton.

“Caught 1t in the study door,”

explained Bunter. “1 was standing
near the door when that ass Toddy
slammed it, and s0 1t happened——"

“ When did that happen 7"

“Ten minutes & i ]

“And Teddy went down to ericket
half an hour ago!™ zaid Harry. “Ihd
he make a long arm frem the ericket
ground to slam that deor?”

“Oh, I-I—I mean Anyhow,
Queleh don't kunow he'd gone down to
cricket,” said Bunter. * Besides, it
wasn't Toddy, now I come to think of
it. It was Mauly—"

“Aauleverer went out after class.”

“Did he? I mean Smithy—that cad
Amithy! Tt was Smithy's fault I got
the lines in the first place, and he
ought to have done them for ma! So—
so 1 went to his study to ask him, and
—and he slammed the door, and I
raught my hand in it—"

“Are vou going to tell Quelch
that ™

“Of coursea 1 am! Ie's a stony-
hearted beast, but I suppose he won't

expect my lines when I've smashed my
fingers in a door——"
Harry Wharten laughed. _
“You've had days to do those lines,
and you haven't done them because you
damaged your paw ten minutes ago!
Think that will do for Queleh 1

“Oht Oh erikey! No! I—I mean,
I—1 damaged my hand yesterday—I
mean, the day before! It wasn't a
door1 I got a whop with a cricket bat
at games practice

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Look here, will you tie up my
hand for ma?” demanded Bunter. “1I
can't tie it up with my left. 1 think
you might help a fellow who'a suffering
awful painl I've got a bit of tape
here. Do tie it up for me, or I shall
be late for Quel-:hEE‘”

“I'll tie it up, if you like, you howl-
ing ass, but it won’t wash! A whog
with a cricket hat wouldn't make a
thoze stainsg—"

“Wouldn't it? No,
wouldn’t. Suppose ] pashed it with the
bread knife? Yes, that’'s better! The
knife sliKpad, i?ﬂu know, and cut my
hand 1 cut like that would shed a
lot of —"

“Red ink " asked Havry.

“Think Quelch will notica that it’s
red ink?” asked Bunter anxiously.
“Why should he? I think that’s all
right. Besides, 1t 1an't red ink | It bled
lika anything when I cut it with the
bhread knife this afterncon—I mean,
yesterday—that 13, the day before
vesterday | Look here, you tie it up for
me, and don’t jaw! I've got to go
down to Quelch 1”

Bunter held out the bandaged paw to
be tied. _

The captzin of the Remove, gurgling,
tied 1t for him. IHe was willing to
oblige, and he wished Bunter luck; but
ha could not see that stratagem getting
past Henry Samuel Quelch.

“Now, look here, you fat ass,” he
said, “you'd better chuck it! It maght
do for Capper or Wiggins, but Quelch
ia & downy bird. Don't try it on. Ask
Gi_un}ch to give you another chance, and
then wire into your lines and get them

done——" . .
“I can't do lines with my hand fear-

Tee Micrxer Lizgrary.—No. 1,654,

erhaps it

THE MAGNET

fully injurad, Wharten! T zay, I shall
have fo- ecut games  practice, too! 1
can't hold a bat with that hand! T
expect you to explam fo the games
mastee.™

Billy Bunter rolled away sl last.

Harry Wharton returned to his lines.

His pen was scratching again when
the .fat Owl blinked back into the

doorway.
“1 say, Wharlon—"
“ Bhut up
1] t I Sﬂ-j" LF]
" Shut up!™
“You ungrateful beast, I'm only
here,

%'nu':g-tn'_ give you a tip! :
I come back and tell you how it
':fn_rlm, and then you can chuck your
lines:and do the same-—see ™
“Fathead |
o ‘Eem-[i}
_Billy Bunter rolled away again, this
time for good.
 Harry Wharton went on with his
lines, having, apparently, no use fer
Billy Bunter’s bright ideas.

Danger Ahead !
i MITHY
T Well ¥

That monosyllable came with
A snap. i

Tom Redwing came into his study-—
Study No. 4 i1n the Remove—with a
letter in his hand.

T'ha Remove fellow in the siudy had
a Livy propped up against the inkstand
#nd a pen in his hand, and all his
attention seemed to be concentrated on
that difheult author.

Evidmxﬂav he was not pleased at being

interrupte
dwing shared that siudy with
Herbort Vernon-8mith, the Bounder of
Greyfriara. For whole terms they had
heen friends, but no one, glancing into
Study No. 4 at that moment, would
have guessed as much. B
There was a curious constraint in
Tom Redwing's manner to his chum,
quite st variance with his usual open

and frank manner. And the junior at

the table losked far from friendly; he
looked impatient and annoyed.
“What is it—LivyiZ asked Tom,
glancing at the volume propped against
the inkstand.
“*Yes. I'm busyl”

They did not like ILivy in the
Greyfriars Remove. There were only
two or three fellows in the Form who
could—or would, if they could help 1t—
tackle Titus Liviua, erbert Yernon-
Bmith, most assuredly, had never been
one of the two or three.

But that was mﬂi one of the many
little changes that had taken place in
Study No. 4 during the past two or
three weeks,

When the old DBounder chucked
smokes and breaking bounds, and fancy-
ing geegees, and tock to mugging up
the classics it was, Skinner had de-
clared, time for the skiea to fall.

And that was what the Bounder
appeared to have done.

L waa guite surpriging to the Remove
follows to see Bmithy in hiz Foym-
master's good graces! He had always
been a thorn in the flesh to Mr. Quelch
—never trusted, generally regarded
with suspicion. The change inm him
was a very welcome surprize to Quelch |

Smithy had started that term badlf.
He looked like ending it remarkably
well, For once, it seemed that Alr.
Samuel  Vernon-Smith was going
to receive a good term’s report of hia
son at Greyfriars. ‘ ‘

It was since his cousin and vival
Bertie Vernon had left that the scape

grace of 1he Ilemove had turned over
this mexproted now leaf,

Snitily had been at s very worst
while Bertie was at Greyfriars. He had
bean at daggers drawn with him, and
had eome perilously near the sack for
taking advantage of the strange re-
semblance between them to land Bertie
into rows. But since Captain Vernon,
at Lantham Chase, had taken his
neghew away from the school, Smithy
had been, in many respects quite a
new Slltllhy. Livy on s study table
was a sign of it

“Aren’t vou going down to the
ericket 7" azked the junior at the table
curtly,

1] eHl:: E-ﬂ'.id r].‘ﬂ' : TE hut Tr

“ Well, look here, I'd rather Le alone
while I'm mugging up this stuff | You
know I'm going i for a prize.”

Tom Redwing pave him rather a
strange look.

“That's a new thing for wou,
Bmithy " he said, “You've never

bothered about priges before.”
“No reason why I shouldn't now,”

“ No,” said Tom slowly. 1 supposa
Alr. Vernon-Smith would be pleased if
you bagged a Latin prize—though 1
think he'd rather see you make your
mark in games.”

“I'm in rotten form this term! I'm
not coming down to games ]pra.{:tme, f

that's what you mean! TLock here,
leave a fellow alone to work.”
“I haven't come to stay!” said

Redwing curtly. 1 saw that there was
a letter for 1},']&11, and. I thought 1'd
briog it up, that's all”’

1) ].I 1lJI

“Here it is!”

Tom Redwing tossed the lelter on
the table. Tt was addressed to Herberg
Vornon-Smith in his father's hand.

Generally, the Bounder was keen on
letters from Lis father. . But he did
not seem eager to open that letter
now.

He glanced at it, frowned, aud dipped
hia pen in the ik again.

“Thanks ¥ he said briefly. amd re-
commenced  translation, taking no
fur::]hl:-.r heed of Tom's presence 1n the
study.

Redwing pave him a long look, turned
te the door, and left the study in
silenee.  There was a strangely per-
plexed look on his funburnt face as he
went down the passage o the stairs

A friendship that had survived many
vicissitudes had died out! How and
why, Tom hardly knéw; but be knew
that it was the fact! ]

Every day, and mm every wav, his
former chum made it ¢lear that he had
no use for that friendship!  And
Redwing, to his own surprize, realized
that he was, in that, willing to meet

Smithy half-way.

It had been, perhaps, an oddly
assorted friendship between the zailop-
man’s son and the millioraire's sont
Now it seemed to have ended on both
sides, for no particular cause. ,

Smithy was not the same, zomehow!
He had seemed to be changed, on the
very day that Bertia Vernon had left
Greyfriars. And tha change had struck
Pedwing more and more deeply ever
since. There was no difference ip his
looks, of course, but in. a hundred
Lrilling ways he seemed difforent.

The junior in Study No. 4 laid down
hiadpeu after Redwing had left the
study.

ng picked up the letter.

But he did not open it. )

Twice he slid a paper-knife into the
envelope to slit it open; and each tima
he withdrew it, leaving the lciter
anopened. ;
© His face was dark and barvassed,
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““ Hurt your hand, Bunter ? ** asked Wharton.
the fingers ! ™

He rose from the chair of last, and
moved restlessly about the study, leav-
ing the still unoepencd letter on the
table.

This was the frsk letter that Mr.
Vernon-Sinith had written to his son
at Grevlriavs for o considerable time—
the first, n fact, since the day that
Captain Yernon had so suddenly taken
his nepliew away from the school.

Litt]l:: could the millionaire, when he
wrote that letber, have dreamed that
it was to be received at Greyfriar: not
by Herbert Vernon-Smith,  but by
Herbert Vernon-Smith's double.

Little could he have guessed, wlen
Dertie Vernon was eent to hisz son's
school, what the outcolne was to be--
az little as Dertie himself had goessed at
the time—for hie had lnown nothions
of the plot working in the brain of
ihe dark-faced, saturnine Aviny man at
Lantham Chase.

Mot till the time was ripe had Bertie
known, and fhen it was unwillingly
that he lad fallen in with the captain’s
gmazing scheme—of impersonating {he
willionaire's zon at the school. (aling
the place of the kidnmapped Dounder,
who was locked in the wuereb-roomn at
Lantham (Chase.

Bt willingly or unwillingly, le lad
pequicseed, and Bedlie Veron played
the part of Herbert YVernon-Bmith a:
Civovirizrs wilhout exculing the slightese
sp=piciont,  bevond  those  vagne  mis-
riving: of the Bounder's chum, which
had, as yeb, talen no definiie form,

ik the schioolboy who was playing
thie part of an boposior, under another
fellow™s name, was far from being the
nnscrupulous raseal that was reguiced
for suclt n scheme,

The Douuder had heen his enemy——
iz bitter and reeeconcilable cnomy, e
fol: sone sort of justificalion in ousting
the vich cenddive whe had nover spare:
leime  ; werwe a poor relabion. Tle ha

; I|| Ir. i

little o po pity for the Bounder, who
had wever had & spot of consideration
for him. DBut—

To open another fellow’s letier, and
regd 1t! That wis a neceszary part of
the game he was playing, and he had
known that it must come.  But now
that 1t had come 1t made Dertie Vernon
feel that it was impossible for him to
carry ou the deception.

EHe picked up the letter again—and
amain threw it down!  He could not do
! Yeiif he was to carry on at Groy.
iriars he had (o read that lecter. He had
1w know what the Bonndey's father had
snigl; he had te answer 6 in Vernon-
=mith’s reappn !l

At that moment  the  Bounder's
doulde would have been glad to throw
up the whele game—io walk aut of the
schonl, regardless of what might folleaw,
anel have done with it

int 1t was too late for that!

The DBounder was a kidnapped
prizoucr in his nnele’s howse—his uoele,
the man 1o whom he owed cverylhing,
who, rvenr 1n thiz lawless scheme, hadd
been acting only for his benelit.  If the
trallt came ont now it meant the arrest
of Caprain Veroson on the charge of
conspiracy and kidnapping !

IFor bz own sake, he would not have
carricd o The inheritance of the
Vernon=Smith millions did not  tetp
hite, Bot for Captain Vernon's sake
e hiod to carvy on.

Ounece more he picked up the letter;
and this time, with a firm hand, he
opencd it. With o set face he read it
theousi.

“Dear Ilerbert,—I haven't had a
letter frome you lately. 1 hope this
means Lhat you are working hard in
school--and I hope it does nob mean
that you are in some tronble again. |
have heard that your Couzin DBertic
baz left. I wish vou could have been

Pl (I

i
I

d ”f!r !r'lg':._“ .
¥ 3 #ﬁ’r’r’ﬁﬁ fWﬂ'*ié

“* Wow ! ** howled the fat Removite,

.‘I- ||I||'
q
.I.‘ :,

“ Smashed

better fricnds with him, for he is an
cxcellent lad in many respects, and in
some wavs his influence would have
been for your good. However, as you
could mot be friends, pechaps it is
better that he is gone.

“1 find that I shall have time on
Saturday te come down to the school.
I shall be glad to see you, my boy

“Your affectionate Father,
“S Vemrnow-Sarrm”

Bertie Vernon crushed that letter in
Liis hand.

Tt was a few davs to Satnrday !

When Baturday came he had o face
Bmithy's father!

IMe was exnclly like Smithy to look
at—all Cireyfeinrs had taken him for
Smithy, since Bertie was supposed to
have  lefr. But—the follow's own
fathope—

It had to come! It wns part of the
Army man's plan—it had to come, and
he had to carry 1t through! But as
e moved restlessly about the Bounder's
sindy, with the crushed lettor. in his
hand, he felt, from the very boltom of
is heavt, that he could not—he conld

1aQk !
G Sonnas of woo were some-

times heard in Queleh’s study
when the cane whopped., But it was
unsnal, nob {o say unheard of, for a
Remove fellow 4o anpnounce his arrival
v that stwdy by groaning as he
enfered.

Billy Bunter, however, did groan.
Focling that it would be rather a good
idens to let Quelch know et first shot
thiat he was injured, and therefore
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Alas for Bunter!
ROAN!
Mr. Queleh started.
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unsable to produce lines, he groaned,
indicating severe suffering.

The Remove master laid down his

n and fixed s gimlet eyes on

unter.

Bunter rolled in, his bandaged paw
well to the fore. There was angry
surprize in Mr. Quelch’s face; his heart
did not seem to have been touched by
that groan. So Bunter lost no time
in displaying hizs severe njury.

. J?a.l; is this, Bunter?” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch. *“Why
bandaged ¥

“I've cut 1, sir [?

“You should go to the house-dame,
Bunter, I presume you de not expect
vour Form-master to attend to cuts?’
said Mr Quelch testily. 3

“Mod Nel I-—I came to—to bring
my lines—I mean to say that I ecan't
finish them, sir, owing to my fngers
being jammed in a door——"

“You have not finished your lines,
Bunter 1 . ]

“Not—not quite, sir!"”

“If your hand iz injured, Bunter,
you may bring me the lines you have
already written, and the rest may
remain over for & time.”

“Oh ! gasped Bunter.

“How many have you writlen of the
four hundred, Bunter?”

*“Qne, sirl” stammered Bunter.

“One ™ repeated Mr. Queleh. * You
have stated that you have not quite
finished your lines, Bunter, and now
you tell me that you have written one
line out of four hundred! What do
you mean_by this, Bunter " )

“[—I—I mean, I~I was—was poing
to finigh the lot, sir, only—this acei-
dent, sipr—>" )

“When did this accident bappen,

is your hand

Bunter

Bunter wa= glad that he had had
that talk with Wharton in  Study
Na. 1. He realised that an -aceident

that afternoon hardly exeonszed o fellow
for not having written lines that had
been hanging about for days and days,
: ;‘]Yeﬁtcrdny, sit 1" said DBunter cheer-
nlly.

“You could, and should, have made
very considerable progress with your
lines by yesterday, Bunter, 0 you
mean to tell me that up to vesterday
vou had net touched your lines, though
they had been doubled for delay i

“I—1I mean the day before yesterday,
s p—-"

“You mean the dav before yester-
day ¥ repested AMr. Quelch. * Upen
my word! How did this sceident
ha.‘?m:n. Bunter 1" )

I got a fearful whop with a cricket
bat at games practice, siv

“At games practice—on Sunday 7"
exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Ohl I—I forgot to-day was
Tuesday, sir] I—I mean, 1t wasn't a
cricket bat—it was a doop——"

“A door?™

“Toddy slammed the door, =ir, and
I enupht my fingers in it—"

Mr. Quei{:h gazed at the hopeful
member of his Form.

Qualch was, as Wharton had warned
Bunter, a downy hird. But lhe was
not unduly sespicious. He might have
believed that Dunter had damaged his
hand with a whop from a ericket batl:
or that he had caught his fat fingers
in & slammnng door. Butb even a very
trustful  Form-mastar  would  havdly
believe that Bunter had done both |

“The pamm 15 fearful, sir,” went on
Bunter. "I'm net complaining of
that—I can bear the pain!  But—I
can’t use my hand at pretent for lines,

sir [
hand all,

“Is vour
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Bunter 7" injured  at
unier !

THE MAGNET

. "EhY Oh, yes, sir—it's fearfully
injured, through my catching it in a
slamming bat—I mean, through gettin
a ‘fearful whop from a door—I—
maan—" stammered Bunicr.
~ "You are the most untruthinl boy
i my Form, Bunter!” said Alr.
Quelch. *1I fear that thizs is one more
example of your habitual introthiul-
ness. "

“0Oh, really, sir—"

“You have made two contradictory
statements, Bunter. MNeither, I am
sure, would either a blow from a
ericket hat or a squecze in a door
cange such stains—

“Oh!” pasped Bunter. "1-—1
forpot |

“You forgot what?”

“I mean, 1t wasn’t a cricket bat, or
-—or a door—it was a bread-knife in
the study I gasped Bunter.

Mr. Queleh jumped.

“It was the bread-knifa in the
study t” he repeated, rather like a

Form-master in = dream,
“Yes, sir! I—I never meant a
cricket bat, or—or & door. I—I meant

a bread-knife! I—I wazs cutting the
door—] mean the bread—to make
{oast, when the cricket bat =lipped—]
mean the knife slipped—and I-—1
cnt my finger, sir—a fearful gash—and
—and so I can't hold a pen, sir ™

* Bunter 1" roared Mr Quelch.
_‘;{}h! Yee, sir! C-cean 1 go now,
g™

“¥ou will remove that bandage from
vour hand, Bunter! I will see this
imjury with my own eyes!”

“Oh crikey 1”7

“Immediately, Bunter——"

“I—I—I—ii hurts fearfully to touch
it, sir1” gasped the hapless Owl. “The
pam is—ig awful, sivl' I—1 hope you'll
let me keep the ?ban&a.ge on, sir!  And
—and 1 can't untie it with my lelt
hand 1"

“I will untie it for you, Bunter!™
said Mr. Quelch grimly. '

“I—I'd rather not- give you all that
trouble, sic !V gma.neg Bunter. *I=-1
hope you don't doubt my word, siv! A
lot of follows wera present when it
happened—they all know I'm  in-
jured 2

“Tirdeed !
Buntar I"

“Oh  erikey! I—=I forget exactly
which fellows thoy were, siv P mumbled
Bunter. “But my hand’s been badd
for days, sir—"

“Yor were using a pen in Form this
marning, Banter "

“Oh! T—I mean, it wasn't =o bad
then, sir—not so very bad! It's got
worse since. The—the blecding started
afresh ! T—I  just nmnagﬂﬂg to et
through Form, sir; but—but T haven't
been able to do any lines, much—much
az I wanted to, sir!®

“Extend your hand across the table,
Bunter! I shall examine this injury ¥
saidl Mr. Quelch,

“Oh lort ‘

Bunter groaned—qguite a  gonnine
groan thiz time! He ¢ould guess what
was going to happen after l;guelfh had
examined that “mjury.™

Mr. Queleh untied the tape and un-
rollec the handkerchief.

His gimlet eyes glinted at a grubby
paw.  They glinted at the crimson
stains on the handlerchief—evidently,
at & close view, made by a fluid no
more alarming than red ink !

“Bunter! There is nothing the
matter with your hand, except that it
needs washing ¥ he said, in a very
doap voice.

“Oh! At there,
Bunter.

+ Certainly not [

It—it—it's got well, sir——"

e |

Give me their names,

sir T gaspod

“What "

“All—all of a sudden!” gasped
Bunter. “It's one of those—ihose
wondervful cures, sir! Ain‘t—ain’t it

wonderful, sir???

Ale. Queleh did not seem to think
that that remarkably andden cure was
wonderful at all! He rose to his feet,
and picked up a cane.

“ Bunter, you have not brought me
f'm:]‘ linez! 1 thall cane you for not
1aving done so! You have come to m
study with an absurd fabrication !
shall cane you for that, alse! Bend
aver that chair, Bunter!®

“Oh erikey 1™

Whop !

* Oy 17

Whop !

“ Yooop [

Whop!

* ¥Yoo-hoo-hocoop 1" reared DBuuter,

Mr. Quelch laid down the cane.

"You may now go, Bunter! Yonu
will bring me vour lines by to-morrow
tea-lime. As it 15 a half-holiday to-
morrow, you will have ample time to
write them, Now leave my study!”

Billy Bunter groaned as he left the
study. He had groaned as he entered
it, and he groaned ps he left it, but hie
farewell groan was much deeper and
imore genuine than the earlier groan.

A Sporting Offer !

i SAY, you follows!™

Hal-rg Wharton & Co. were at
tea in Study No. 1.

They had a guest to tea—Tom
Redwing. Perhaps that was the reazon
why they did not seemn to waut another,
They did not, at all events, -seem {0
want. ope, for five fellows answered
sy Bunter together:

“Beat1” _

“1 say, wvou fellows, I've been
F]]}?pped * said Billy Bunter reproach
ully.

“Giood 1" said Bob Cherry heartlessly.

“0h, really, Cherry——"

“Diad it hart 7 asked Johuny Bull

“ Yes, feariully 1

“Ciood 1" satd Johnny.

“Why, you unfecling beast ! roarved
Bunter. * Is that the sort of sympathy
vor feel for a pul when he's been
whopped ¥ My lines—

“If you say ‘lines’ in this study, 1°l]
heave the jam-pot at you ! linated
Feank Nument. “We're fed-up wih
your hines!"

“Oh, really, Nogent——"

“Uhe [ed-upfolness is
esteemed fat Dunter!”
Jiamszet Ham Singh,

“Oh, really, Inky—"

“¥ see vour paw's well again,” re-
irarked fhe captain of ihe Remove
sarcastically.

“That chicken wouldn't fight,” said
Bunter  zorrowlfully.  “You [ellows
would havdly believe what a suspicions
heast Quelch 131 A chap expecis a
Form-master to take his word=—I1 mean,
of course, an honourable and straight-
forward chon like me. IL wmight be
different with you fellows; bul, making
me out te be a liar is pretly thick,
ain't it

“Oh, my hat !

“I've boen whopped, and T've :iill
zot the lines to do. I shall expect wmy
pals ta help me out,™

“Just what we're going o do, if you
don’t travel!”

“0Oh, really, Wharton! -If a pal of
mine had been whopped, and had fous
hundred rotten lines: to do and  had
heen dizappointed abeout a postal order
at the same time, 1 should ask him to
tea” saxd Dunter.

1larey Wharton laugphedh

terriflie, oy
said flurree

that string



¢f misfortune appeared to answer the
purpose of “Open sesame [V .

“Roll in, you fat fraud!” he said.
“But don’t say lines again, Mind if
that porpoise rolls m, Redwing?”

T Not at all,”™ sard Tom, with a smile.
“"Here you are, Bunter !

He made room for Bunter to pull a
chair up.

“I say, you fellows ! Having, as a
E::ehmmarf, filled his mouth with cake,

illy Bunter ran on: “1 say, about
those linest"

" Bhut up!™ roared the Famous Five,
in chorus.

“What T mesn is, thera's still time
for Bmithy te do the right thing,” ex-
plained Bunter, “You know 1t was
through Smithy that I
You remember that man

“ Bother than man Lodgey 1™

*You remember he asked me to
bring in a message to Bmithy, and 1
did it cut of sheer good naturp—"'

“And gabbled it out for Quelch to
hear, and landed Smithy in a row,”
said Bob Cherry.

“Well, I did it, and
two hundred lines, and they've been
doubled,” said Banter.  “They
wouldn’t have been doubled if SBmithy
had done them when I asked him, as
he ought to have, as he jolly well
knows| But did he? He chucked me
out of his study when I asked him."

““Have some more cake, old fat man,
and shut up! We're talking cricket,
not lines.  We're playing Jimmy
E:]ﬂ;}"& crowd at Rookwood on Satur-

av.

Billy Bunter had some more cake,
but he did not shut up. Cake was in
Bunter’s line; shutting up was not
Besides, the affair of Bunter's lines was
more urgent and important than junior
cricket matches. Bunter could hardly
be expected to dismiss serious an

umportant matters on account of such
tritling things.

ot the lines,

uelch gave me

~“Well, look here, what I want is
justice ' explained fBunhar. * Bmithy
ought to do those lines, ns L got them

for doing him & good turn. It's all his
fault, really, for being such a black-
gﬁtard If he hadn’t backed horses with
that men Lodgey, Lodgey wouldn't
have come to see him. If Lodge
hadn't come fo see him, he wouldn't
have sent in that message. And if he
hadn't, I shouldn’t have got the lines
from Quelch: And if—-"

“Sounds like the * House that Jack
Built ' 1" remarked Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, really, Cherrv! Well, vou see
how 1t stands,” said Bunter. * Four
hundred lines have got to be handed
i to Quelch by tea-time to-morrow.
Aa captain of the Remove, Wharton,
and head boy, and all that, you ought
to see fair play. Make that cad Smithy
do the lines!”

': f‘athﬂad 1 i

“1 mean to say, suppose you rag the
cad 7" suggested Bunter. I{edgwing
won't mind, will -you, Hedwing? I've
noticed that you don't pal much with
Smithy now. Can't stand the cad—
what'i"

“Yon fat ass!”

“ Blessed if I know how you ever
could stand him ! said Bunter, blinl-
ing at Tom Redwing through his big
spectacles. “Ne wonder you're fed-
up | You hardly ever tea in Study
No.' 4 now. Won't 8mithy stand the
tea ! Lots of fellows have nobiced that
he's getting  jolly stingy.™

Tom Redwing mado no reply to that,
He did. not seem cheered by the
addition of Billy Bunter to the tea-
palty in Sdtude No. L

- INest Baturday,” Harry Wharton re-
riaiked.

o listen to a_chap !” said Bunter.

EVERY SATURDAY

“You can talk ericket any time, if you
must keep on jawing cricket. 1 say,
Skinner savs that Smithy owed that
man Lodgey money, and ﬂ:mt‘a_ why he
came here. Must have paid him mow,
I fancy. He's not been near since. 1
say—"

“Bhove the whole cake into his
mouth, and see if that will keep him

uiet for a minute,” suggested Bob
herry.

*Well, if you fellows don’t want any
more, I'll finish it,” said Bunter.
“Thanks, old chap! But, as I was
saying, Bmithy’s got to do those lines,

and if you fellows would back up a
chap and rag him till he did them, it
would be a]F right.

“Dry up!l”

“IHe could have done them [ast
Wednesday, instead of .ﬁaing over to
Lantham Chase to pull that Army
man’'s leg,” said Bunter, *“Just like
Smithy to waste a half-holiday playir
rotten. tricks. They spotted him al
right, though, That Army man had
him by the neck when I got there.”

¥Is he wound up?"” sighed Nugent.
“And look how the cad pulled my
leg,” went on Bunter. *Ie velled out

to me to tell Redwing that he was kid-
napped. I came back and told sou
feliows that Smithy was kideapped—
just as he asked me to. And then he
walks 1n—not kidnapped at all |”

“Ha, ha, hat”

The Famous Five chortled, But Tom
Redwing did not join in the laugh.
He gave the fat Owl of the Remnove a
very curious look. ]

Bunter’s tale of kidnapping had made
the Removites roar—especially as he
was telling it in the Rag awhen the

erson reported asz kidnapped walked
into that apartment.

But somehow it had lingered in Tom
Redwing's mind—mixed up, vaguely
and strangely, with the change in
Bmithy and hiz own curious feeling
that the fellow he had kpown so long
had become a stranger to him.

O “Did that veally happen, Bunter?”
nsked Eedwing.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Well, I like that!” he hooted.
“Are you going to doubt my word, like
Quelch?  OF course it happened, and 1
really thought that Smithy was kid-
pappcﬁ, as he saild so. Then he walks
LI

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anvihing to cackle
at ! snorted Bunter. “Pulling a fel-
low’s le% like that! He called out,
‘ Help, Bunter! Tell Redwing I'm
kidnapped I" Just like that. Then the
captain banged the door, and his man
smacked my head.”

“I hope he sinacked it hard,” grunted
Johnny Bull, :

“Yah!l Any more cake, Wharton "
Billy Bunter blinked round the table.
“Well, if therc i1sn’t any inore cake, I
can do with biscnitz and jam. Do wou
fellows want any of these bizepitz ¥

“1 wish that chap Vernon hadn’t
left 1"  remarked Harey Wharton.
“We could do with his bowling on
Saturday., We've never had such a
bowler in the Remove, except Inky.
And it’s rotten that Bmithy has- gone
off his batting form and chucked

cricket ! Jusl sickening to lose our
bost howler and one of the best bats
just before our matech with Rook-
wood,”

“Putrid 1Y agreed Bob Cherry.

Bunter's voice came mufled through
biscuits and jam. ‘

“I say, sain’t Smithy playing on
Saturday? Awmn't he going to Rook-
wood £

IIHﬁ !J'I‘

“Well, look here, I can belp sou

)

out!” said Buwter. "1 never t]‘:nu?ht
much of Bmithy—he's no good, really !
You want & good, all-round man—a
good bat, & good bowler, and a handy
man in the field—and you've got one
i the Remove, if you knew how to
pick out & good moan when Tou saw
one, Wharton,”

Harry Wharton
Owl,

The captain of the Remove was o

stared ot the fat

d deal exercised in his mind over
he coming match, The loss of Bertie
Vernon, who excelled even Hurree

Jamszet Fam Sinﬁh ‘as a bowler, was a
heavy blow; and the loss of a bats-
men like Bmithy was another, though
not so heavy, The two coming teo-
gether made prospects a little dubious;
for the best men were wanled to keep
their end up with Jimmy Silver & Co.
ot Roockwood.

If Wharton had overlosked a gond
man in the Hemove, and Billy Bunter
had spotted him, it was very remark-
able, Certainly, the captain of the
Hemove would have been glad to hear
that a man who wns a good bat, a
good bowler, and a handy man in the
field, was available.

“Y¥ou burbling asa!" said Harry
Wharton. “¥You know a: much about
ericket az you do aboul mah-jong ! But
whom do you mean "

“Me!” said Bunter.

“What?" roared Wharton.

“You needn't yell at a fellow! Look
here, I'll make you a sporting offer1”
said Bunier, “Youn make Smithy do
those tines, and I'll play for sou at
Rockwood on Saturday! There!”

“You, you—you—von  blithering
bandersnatch-—" gasped Wharton.

“IHa, ha, ha!” roared the tea-
party,

“1#lossed if I see anyihiug 1o cackle
at!” smd Bunter. “I mean it, every
word—I'm net joking! You maoke
Smithy do those linez to-morrow, as
you jolly well know he ought, and I’
play on Saturday! You'll wint After
all, rou want to win. I'll see Fou
through: but, mind, only on condition
that wvou make Bmithy do those
lings 1"

Harrv Wharton breathed hard and

deep. His little diffieulties sz ericket
captain did not scem to be solved by
that sporting  offer from  Willilam
Gicorge Bunter.
9 TE you say the word ‘lines’ in this
study again, Bunter, T'H boot you!"
he rsﬂid. “That's & tip! Now shut
up !

“But Quelch
urged Bunter.

*That does it!"

Harry Wharten jumped up. So did
Billy Bunter. He dodged actively

“{lere, wharrer vou at!"” he howled.
“You keep off, you beast! ¥You jolly
well kick me, and I'll jolly well—
Yarooooooop 1V

““Ha, ‘ha, hal"

“Ow!l Beast!” Billy Bunter made
a frantic bound into the passage.

The door of Study No. 1 slammed
after him, and Harvy Wharton & Co.
continued that cricket discussion, un-
assisted  further by William George
Bunter.

wanis the linesg——"

e

One For His Nob!

& H blow " exclaimed Coker of
the Fiftl.
Coker was peeved.
It was enpugh to make any
fellow peeved.

Coker of the Fifth was sitting on the
sottee on the study landing. Ilis long
legs were stretehed out—rather in the
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way of amy fellow n:mnin%dmrn froin
the Remove landing, which was a few
stops up.

Coker Lad an open volume in  his
hand—a volume of Virgil! :

Coker gazed at tliat volume as if he
hated it—as, indced, Coker did! The
great Mantuan poet had written n
vain, so far ns Horace Coker of the
Greyfriars Tifth was  concerned.
Indeed, Coker would have given a
week's pocket-money to be able to step
back a couple of thousand years and
punch Virgil's head !

Needless to say, Coker was not
studying the Fnend from any sppre-
ciation of the Leauties thereof. He
lad to!

There were fellows at Greviviavs

whoe read Viegrl widhoyt having to—
such as Mark Linley of the Remove—
hut such fellows were fow, and Horace
Coker was not one of the few. How
any fellow ecould look at that tosh
without having to was a mystery to
Coker | lely Prout—his Form-
master—fancied (hat % was for any
fellow’s benefit to mug up such piffle
was another myslery to Coker

But schoolmasters had fo be given
their heads, even if there was nothmg
in_them |

Prout had jawed Coker ihat day in

class for a good ten minutes, and
warned him most seriously that he
expecied better tlungs,

Horace on to

By way of helping
those betier thimgs, ll?'mut- had marked
a sﬁntimi 11 I!ij'ﬂlifﬂ*:sd.i"’é:aiﬂl;{] for him to
study specially, kindly offering to go
over it with him later when %l} had
siudied it!

Coker had absolutely no use for such
kindness.

Still, Prout was a man of his word!
Sooner or later, he would po over that
tosh  with Coker, and 1t behoved
Hovace to make head or tail of it if
he could,

8o there was Cokerv of the Iifth, sit-
ting on the settee, his long legas cover-
mg a wide expanse of territory, his
brows knitted, and his intellect, sudh
as it was, concentrated on Virgill

He could make little sense of it.
Possibly that was becausa he brought
very little to the tazk! Coker ran to
brawn rather than te braint There
was little doubt that he could have
knocked out Viegil, with or without
gloves—huit Virgil had the upper hand
in his own line |

“Blow ! repeated Coker savagely.

It was rotten to stick there reading
up that 1discy—Coker's opinion of
Virgihan verse was that it was sheer
idiocy, not to say blethering imbecility
—while his friends Potter and Greene
had gone down to the neis, and the
July sun was shining and the open
spaces called.

Even if he twisted zome sense out of
tha tesh what good was it going to
do?  Did he care what Aeneas said to
Dida, and what Dhdo said to Aeneas?
He did not—not a boiled bean! Did
he desire to know how Aencas & Co.
fled from Troy and reached the Latian
shores 7 He d&id not—indeed, he
wished they had been shipwrecked on
the voyage—then Virgil would never
have written anything about it!

S0 it was no wonder that Coker saia
“Blow ! and again ** Blow !

Hea was saymg “Blow ™ for the
zopond time when Billy Bunter, after
his exit from Study No. I in the
Bemove, rolled across the Remove
landing and eame down the steps,

There was plenty of reom to go
round Coker's fnng iﬂgs if a fellow had
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seen  them—the  study landing  was
spacions |

Bunter did not see them!

Bunter was  short-=mighted,  angl
naturally ho Jdid not expect a fellow’s
legs to be all over the I;:nding.

Bunter tripped over those Jegs and
came down—wallop !

“Ch 1" voared Bunter.

“You fat ase?” roared
greatly incensed.  “Can’™t you
whiere vou're goirigi"

“Beast I yelled Bunier.  Bunter
had bumped rather hard, and he was
as peeved by confact with the landing
as Coker was by contact with a great
claséiéal poet.  “Beast! Can’t yon
keep your spindle-shanks folded up #™

There was only one answer that a
Fifth Forin sexior conld make to a
Remove junior who talked to him like
that | _ W ;

Coker gripped Virgil by the corner
and smote.

Smack 1

“Oh erikey 1” howled Bunter as the
great classical poet established contact
with a fat ]1ea-.§. “Ow! Beast! Oh!
Wow I :

Bunter scudded across the landing,
egcaping another swipe.

At the top of the staircase, however,
he paused, to blink back at Coker
through his big spectacles with an in-
furiated blink.

Coker,
look

“Beast |” he roared. “ Bpindle-
shanks! ¥aoh!”

Coker, of course, was not teking
that! Already fearfully irvitated by

P. Virgilius Maro, he had no patience
left for Bunter. He rose from the
settee, Virgil hand, to deliver
another swipe.

Virgil, useless for all other purposes,
at least came in uwseful for swiping a
cheeky junior.

But Bunter was wary. He had a
good start!

As Coker rose, Bunter dodged down
the stairs and fled.

Going upstairs, Bunter was genes
ally slow, but even Bunter could put
on speed going downstairs. Bunter
Hew down the staircase, and was going
round the lower curve of tho same by
the time Coker rcached the top.

Whiz!

Bunter was out of reach of a swipe!

Cloker hurled Virgill

Virgil shot down the well of the
staircase, aimed at a fat head below !

Coker, as a bowler, had great
powers 1 sending a ball anywhere but
near the wicket. He was what some
juniors called cack-handid.

That volume, aimed at DBunter's
head, missed Bunter's head mnot by
feet, but by vards, and continued on
its carecr over the lower hanisters to
the lower siaircase. :

“0Oh gum!” gasped Coker, as lhis
ciarvtled eye followed it

A rotumdd figure in gown and mortar-
board was coming up the lower stair-
case, It was Prout=—commng up, per-
haps, to give Coker that kind assistance
he had mentioned in ﬂu::' Form-room,
or perhaps for one of his talks with
his boys in the Fifth Form games
study. .

Anvhow, there was Prout coming up.

1t was quite a surprise to Prout when
something landed on his mortar-board,
knocking it off—revealing the bald spot
that Alr. Prout guarded jealonsly from
all eyes—and dropped, along with the
mortar-hoard, at his feet.

“Geod gracious!” gasped Prout.

He hlinﬁnd at o fallen mortar-board
and a volume of Viveil: then he staved
ap &t a staviled face tauking down from
Ingh above. s

in

“Coker t* gasped Prout.

M0Oh gum! repeated Coker
dismay.
- He.hadn't meant to knock off Prout’s
mortar-board, never dreamed of reveal-
ing the bald E:;mgt it md from curious
eves; he had done it without meaning
to.

“Coker !’ roaved Prout.

“Oh scissors|”

“He, he, hel” gurgled Bunter. The
fat Removite, at least, was amused,

Prout stooped—not without difficult

in

—and picked up the mortar-board,
which he_replaced on his portly head,
and the, Virgil, which he retained ip

his plump hand. Then he resumed his
upward navigation of the stairs

Arriving laboriously at the summit,
he fixed Coker with a baleful eye,

“You ihrew that book, ker 1¥
boomed Prout.

“ At Bunter, sir!"” gasped Coker,

It atruck me ' said FProut.

“I—TI never saw wyou, sir. JI-—I—"

“Take that book,” said Prout, " and
go to S'n:uur study and write out one
'!iundre tings from 16! Not & word!

ﬂ l?‘l

“But it was quite an accident, sir|”
protested Coker, "1 never—"

“1 said, not & word, Coker ["

“0h, yes, sir! But 1 never meant
po—"

“Take two hundred lines, Coker
boomed Frout. * Bring them to me
to-morrow, before you leave the House
afier dinner.”

“Look here, sir,” protested Coker,
“to-morrow’s a half-holiday, and L've
arvanged to bike over to Green
Hedges—" )

“Take three hundred lines, Coker |”

“But lock here, sir—"

“Take four hundred lines, Coker!™
roaved Prout. “If you say another
word T will make it a thousand lines "

Coker opened his lips—but shut them
again,

Prout looked like keeping his word—
indead, he looked in a mood io make
it ten thousand!

Coker breathed hard and dee
hard and very deep—but he
utter another word.

Below, a grinning fat Owl rclled
away feeling quite bucked. That beast
who had swiped him had got it right
in the neck. Bunter was not the only
man at Greyfriars now whoe had four
hundred lines to write; Coker of the
Fifth ' had four hundred, too—and
zorve him jolly well right! )

Coker's impot was quite a consolaiion
fo Bunter—though 1t was none what-
ever to Coker |

[
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The Spider and the Flyl

i OW long—how long ¥
H Horber. Vernon - Smith
muttered those words, stand-

ing at the window of the
turret-ronm at Lantham Chase, staving
between the bars of the shutters in the
direction of Greyfriivs Schocl. -
(Mten and often in these days of hia
strange nmprisonment the Bounder's
oyns lingered on tha distant spive that
iold him where Greyirars lay.

Two weeks—two endless weelis—had
passed | It was not like a fellow of the
Bounder’s hard, determined nature to
give up hope, but hope was sinking low
111 his breast now, :

Only once had a chance—a shm
chance—of escape cowe, when he bhad
obtaincd the key of the turret-room
from old Hunt, the captain’s rervant
and for a short time ha.f] been out o
his prison, only fo fall into those wn-
piiving hands again.
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““0Oh ! " roared Bunter, as he tripped over Coker’

S

j .jiiigjlf[ﬁri

===

" ——————

o # 3 T TR o

PP rarry -
——

— e T

s oufstreiched legs and went down 'ﬁ'alli}il. **Can’t

you Keep your spindle-shanks folded up 2

In that bricf space of liberty, even
as the Army man’s yron grasp fastencd
on him, he had seen—onnexpectedly,
amazingly=-the fat face of Billy Bunter
staving in from the stone torrace inlo
the hall wnder the old tower, and had
shouted to him—a desperate appeal to
call his chum Redwing to his aud.

F'or davs he had hoped (hat some-
thing mighl come of it.
But vothime had come of it

And the Bounder could guess why!l
For e Lkeew now that his rival, his
ey, bis double, was playing his part
ol (rexiviavs—impersonating him  in
the scbhool—taking hiz name, his place,
his sdentity, as 1t was planned that
some vy he should take his inherit-
anee.

Eveo if Bunier had understood—even
if he had veprated that wild appeal to
the Bounder’s elinmi—what could come
of it? llow vould any man ab Grey-
frimra  beliove for a moment  {hai
LHerbert Yernon-Bmith had been kid-
napped--when Elerbert Vernon-Smith,
as all believed, was to be seen cvery
day 1 the school !

Lven Redwing. his chum who lknew
B so well waz deecived—must be de-
ceivedd —-by ihat cunning cheat, or some-
thing wonld have happened.

A Tz fatiwer?

So far. prolubly, the impostor liagd
not seen bis father. lle must see him
soonetr or later. Would even his father
be deceived by Lhat cunning impostor ?

The Boander tried to thivk it im-
possibie, but he dreaded it !

OFfterr and often had the two been
mistaken for one another even when
there had been ve atiompt &t deception,
no thoneht of 1t.  And now the decep-
tiom waz deliberate, cavefully planned,
carefully iliought ont,

“Flow lone ™ hroathed the Boundor,

a5 he siared
L ETLngE.

[t was Wednesday again, two weels
to a day sinee he hiad made that fatal
vidle 1o Lanihkam  Chase—never to
refuen !

Two weeks—two eonfurvies ! What a
fool hie had been, walking blindly into
ihe lrap which that cunuing scoundrel
Liad bong preparved for him--into which
hie might have found dillienlty in en-
ticing iz victim, had not the reckless,
hieadstrong fellow walked into it1

“Mow long 3

Iie was heve a prisoner—hopeless of
rescue, almost hopeless of escape! Yet
this could noi be designed to go on for
cver. It conld only be a temporary
tepsdire, dmprisoning him in the old
tareet.  What was to follow? What
was it that ihat jron-faced, ionflexible
My man inlendea ?

"The elick of the key in the loek drew
him from the window.

He starod o 1he nareow door as it
opeaied.

It was not yet o mwaldime; and it
wus ouly  at mwaltbmes  that  the
Bounder  veeeived  visits, old  Ilunt
coming in, while the eaptain goarded
b durredesiaae holow,

I was not old 1ual this lime.

As ibe door opered the davk-bronzed
Face and sieely oaes of Captain Vernon
ek 1is angey siace,

The Bounder elenched his hands,

Exeapt for glimpses from the high
taeret, e lhad not seen the man since
ihe davy of lus attempted ezcape; now
that ke saw him he could barely re-
strain himself from springing ak ihe
.

But he did restraio himself. Lle had
felt the ron prip of those sinewy
haudz, and he knew only oo well how
he wonld crueple up in that grip.

ifo the golden July

Ifis eves blazed with animosity al il
cool, quiet, hard-faced Ariny man.

Capfain Vernon shur the door aod
zat down on the setfle just within by
the doorwayv., IHis eves were an -the
Bounder — cold, hard, inserutable.
GQuietly he took out a black Ldlian
chercot and Lighted i

Vernon-Smith realised that Lie had
come there to speak. It was the [ivs
vieit the captain had pawl lhim in his
imprisowment. It dawned on lum that
he was to hear at last wharn the man's
infentions were. Ile waited o silence
for the man to speak.

“Yon are tired of this, 1 presume ™
was the captain's first reiack.

“Have you pnessed thal? snapped
the Dounder,

It is only two weeks, " zaid Captamn
Vernon, “but I have ne doabt that yon
arc ticed of it. The guezition 12 whether
vou are sullicienily {ived 1o fall in with
the atrangements 1 have made”

The Bounder's eves gl rered,

* Do you mean staud aside while your
nephew cheats e of my name, of my
place at Grevfriavs School, of my
falther and his forinue " he snarled.
“I1F vou mearn that——"

“You had beifer lisien.” said the
capipin 1o iey fones. “You  have
Lrowght ihis on yourvaelf, Vernon-S8mith.
One kind action, ane generous thought
from yon to my nephew when you woere
sehoolfellows, wounld have saved you.
It vou were his encmy—a bitter, e
dacable, unscrupulons: enemy.  As you
}mw_ sown, you st reap—and lay the
Llame at vour own door.™

Vernou-South stowd zilent,

“Whetn it suiiesd vou” said the cap-
fain, with bitler contempt, “you bor-
rowed hiz name. You ook advaniagn
of the resemblanes bolween yon when
it suited wyoor purpaze. By osoch
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trickery you handed him over tfo un-
deserved punishiment. If he has now
horrowed your name, it is your own
example that he has fellowed.”

“And but for that—" esneered the
Bounder. )

“PBut for that,” =aid the captain com-
posedly, * you would not be here. IHad
vou been & hoy like Wharten, or
Cherry, or Nugent, or Mauleverer, I
could not have acted as I have dane.
I did not act until your own econduct
had assured me that you were deserving
of no consideration.” ]

The Bounder was silent again,

'he man was sgothing lusz own con-
seience with sophistry. Yet Lhere was
truth in what he said.

“On ithe day you were made &
prisoner here what had you done?”
went an the caplain, " You came here
to deceive me, calling yourseli Bertio
Vernon, pretending to be my nephew.
You fell a victim to your own unscrapu-
lous trickery. Yon cannot complain if
it 18 tnroed against you."

“ Amd that is your excuse for a
erime ™ said Vernon-Smith.

He saw the ecaptain winge at the
word. .

But the Army man’s voice was calin
and even as he went on:

“1 have laid certain plans that yon
nmst fall in with. Sinee you were both
small boys you have taunted and
(witted your cousin with bemg your
poor relation, I have changed all that.
Your cousin is now a millionaire’s heir
—and you ave going to be the poor
relation ¥ ]

Vernon-Smith stared at him blankly.

“And how are you going to work
that 7” he sneered. 8o lang as you
keep me here, under lock and key, that
cheat can steal my name; he may even
deceive my father, for all T know. Tut
you ecannot keep me hore for ever”

“When you leave this turrct-room
vou leave it as Bertie Vernon,” said the
captain. “You chose to take that name
for your own irickery; you can keop
it! Bertie has taken yours; you will
keep his! If vou are tived of this place,
make up your mind to it 1”

“Oh 1" gasped the Bounder.

o understood now,

"That change of identity was to he
cotnplete.  Not anly had his double
token his nlaco; he was to take his
double’s! “That was the whole of the
seheme, of which hitherto he had scen
only part!

He panied. .

“¥ou fooll To you think I'd ever
consent o that? Do you think 1'd keep
to it, even if I consented 1

“Take your choice!” said the cop-
tain, unmoved. “So long as you eall
voursclf llerbert Vernon-8mith your
warld is boumled by the wells of this
tureet ! When vou are preparcd to call
vourself Bertto Vernon you are free—
ained you may derive some henefit from
the expericnces of o poor relation 1™ he
added, with a bitter curl of the lip.

“ Mever, then 1™

The captain shrugged his shoulders.

“That doers nob rest with yow,” he
answered quictly.  After a time—time
cnough for the new bearer of your
name to consolidate his pozition—you
wonld not be helieved, even if you were
fres to sprak and shont out for all the
world to hieay that you arve lHerberet
Vernon-Smith | The game will be in
Bertie's hands—and in mine! You will
he my nephew, telline a fantastio
story ¥

The Bounder looked at him, struck
silent.

Was it possible?

With the passage of lime, it waos
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ossible.  For the first thue since he
Emj been o prisoner in the turret an jey
chill of fear inade itsolf felt in the
Bounder's heart.

Ile could not speak. 1le could only
stare at tha man in whose er he
was, like a fly in the web of the spider.

Captain Vernon rose to his fect.

“Phat is what 1 came to say,™ he
said. “Reflect on it, and, for your own
sake, make up your mind {o whal you
cannot avoid. When all iz scttled, 1
ghall . return to India and fake my
nephew with me——"

“Your ncphew ¥
Bounder hoarsely. ; ;

" My nephew—you " said the captain.
“Mr. Vernon-Smith iz a generous man,
and, in the circumstances, I shall foel
E’ustiﬂeﬂ in accopting financial aid from
um for my nephew—yon!l Yom shall
have a pasition in life, many oppor-
tunitines, every chance to make your
way in the world—as my nephew! But
you will never be Herbert Vernon-
Smiith  again— that is irrevocablal
Beflect on what I offer you, and make
up your mind to the inevitable |”

Without another word, the captain
stepped out of the turret-room, and the
I clicked behind ham.

The Bounder turned slowly to ihe
window, where shafts of sunlight fell
in between the strong wooden bars of
the locked shutters, His eyes lurned,
haggard, on that distant spire. Would
he ever sea Groyiriars again? The chill
in his heart seemed to tell liim that he
never would.

muttered the

Nothing Doing !

i O good asking Smithy 7" zaid

N Lok Cherry.

“Well, might as well ask

him,” said Harry Wharton

slowly. "The chap can’t want to ocub

games altogether, thongh he doesi’t

spem to mind standing out of the

matches.  Blessed if I understand
Smithy at all this term ¥

After dinner, that Wednesday, Harry
Wharton & Co. wora thinking chiefly of
cricket. The captain of the Remove
was lixing up a practice game, wiih all
the memgers of the Reamove eleven in
it, and a5 many more recruits as econld
ba enlisted,

The Greyiriars NRemove was a
OUTIOuS TOrI. But twoenty-Lwo
cricketers wanted picking ont. Ieliows
like Skinner, Snoop, Fisher 1. Fish,
and Billy Bunier were of no use, and
fellows like Bolsover major and Stoit
not of very much nse  Biithy was a
very useful man.

“ Bmithy beats me,” went on the cap-
tain of the Romove. * It's only n couple
af wenks sinee he was raixing Cain at
heing left out of a mafteh hecause wo
wanted Vernon's bowlhing, and ihey
couldn’t be put in the samoe team. Now
he doesn’t seemn to care a rap. lle
stood out of the Redelvffe game of his
own accord; now he doesn’t care a
strow at being left out at llookwood.
I can’t make him out.”

“Wall, he ean’t want to chuck ericket
altogether; that's not sense,” remarked
Frank Nugent. “I hear that he'a
roing in for a Latin prize. Rather a
change for Smithy! But he must want
o game now and then.”

“ Mus=t 1" agrecd Johnny Dull.

“And if the esteemed Bmithy’s batful-
neza 18 anvthing like his old terrific
batfulness,” suggested Hurree Jamsct
Ram Binph, " Smithy would be wery
uzeful on Saturday at Rookwood.

“Well, there's no doubt thut he's off
hia form,” sanl Harry, “Flia batting
has gone right of from what Tve

scen of him in the last week or iwe.
“hll, a spot of good practice might
pull him up. Goodness knows, 1'd be
glad to play him now we can’t have
Vernon's bowhng 1™

And the captain of the Remove wenk
to look for Smithy, to bag him for the
proctice game if he could.,

“Where's Sinithy, Redwing?”' he
called out, as he came on Tom.

“In the study, I think,” answered
Redwing. ]

“ Not swotling 1™ asked Harry.

“1 believe so0.” -
“Look here, what's the big ides,
Roddy 7 zsked the captain of the

Remove. " You hknow Smithy hetter
than any other fellow here. What's
come over him? He was always as
keen ns mustard on games, and nothing
wotld make him swot. And now-—"
Rrdwing shook his head.
“Ila's changed,” he eaid.

“For the bhetter in a lot of wayva®
said Harey, “1 hear that ha never
amokes cigarettes in the study now, or
keeps sporting papers there; and that
row with Lodgey the other day locks
as if he’s chucking up the Croza Keys
and the Three Fizhers. 'm jolly glad
of that! But chucking up cricket 19n't
seose. And what does he care about a
Latin prize”

“That's not all he's chucked up!”
saitd Redwing, with a faint note of
bitterness in  his voice. Then he
coloured. * I—T mean—it's as much on
my side a3 his, but we're not pally
now 17

“I've noticed that, of course”™
admitted Wharton. “It's rather queer;
the past week or two he seems like
fuite another fellow. Well, I'll go and
voot him out for cricket if 1 can,”

Harry Wharton went into the Houss,
leaving Redwing looking after him,
with a strange expression on his face.

Wharton’s words echoed very curiounsly
m Tom's ears—"like <quite another
fellow.” Yes, that wasz it. Smithy was
like quite anather fellow.

Ho was like that cousin of hi= who
had left—more like that cousin of his,
Bertie Vernon, than like himself as ha
had always been.  That thought cama
oddly into Redwing's mind, amd with
it —=he did not know why—the recollec-
lion of Dunter's tale—of that cry
Sithy had uttered at Lantham Chase:
“Pell RHedwing 'm kidnapped 1"

There was no connection between tha
two, ITow eould there be? Yet they
mingled 1n Tom®s mind, and it =eemed
te him, somehow, 1hat at the back of
his mund there was a vague, half-
formed thought that he could not quile
rasp.

The eczptain of the Remove cub up
to Lthe Remove passage, to root Smithy
out of Sludy No. 4,

On the Remove landing a fat fhgure
ha::r;:&d lrisﬂwuy. 13 ek i

‘1 say, Ilarry, old ¢hap—

“Don‘t bother 1

S 0h, really, Wharlon !
iy lines—r>"

“Blow vour hnes ! roared Wharton.
“To you want & boot I

*“Look here, you beast,” roared back
Bunter, “ihose lines have got to ba
handed in to-day, and 8mithy ought to
do them, as you jolly well know,
and—— DBeast 1*

Billy Bunter glarad after the captain
of the Remove with a glare that might
almost have eracked his epectacles ag
Wharton walked 10und him and hurried
up the Remove passage.

Four hundred bines had fo be pro-
duced that alterncon, or there was a
whopping for Dunter, with the bnes
still to come. It began to look as if
Bunter was geing io he driven {o ihe

I zay, about



desperate rezource of doing some work,
Naturally, Bunter was not going to
that extreme length if he could ibly
help it. But there seemed no help for
the hapless fat Owl.

Wharton, clearly, was not worrying
about DBunter’s predicament. He was
thinking about cricket—which was just
like him !

* Beast I” hooted Bunter, .

Heedless of Bunter's -::rginicm of him,
thus expressed, Harry Wharton arrived
-at Biudy No 4, banged on the door, and
looked in.

The oceupant of that study had a-

letter in his hand which he was reading
over again. He put it hastily into his
pocket as thp door opencd; and gave
the captain of the Remove a far from
agreeabls look.

“Busy 7" azked Harry.

-“ YEE li‘.il - .

“Well, what about a spot of cricket
this afterncon ?*

“Nothing about it."

“Now, look here, Smithy, don’t be an
ms3 1" urged Wharton, _“ Even if you're
Emng to swot for a Latin prize, you
don't want fo chuck gemesl We'd b&l
jolly gl‘.':ad to have you on Saturday if
;o showed anything like your old
orm—"

“I've told you I'm off colour.”

“You could pull up! It's not like you
to slack at games,” said Harry, “Look
here, join up for the practice match this
afterncon—we want every good man we

‘can Ig'et to make up a twenty-two—"

“I'm not & good man ™
“You slways were, and it will come
back—we all have our bad =pots at
times. Don't you want to play st Rook-
wood on Saturday ¥

Bertic Vernon did not answer that.

Ho did want to play—he was as keen
on ericket as the fellow whom he had
supplanted ! Aflost of all, in his new
role, he felt the loss of his favourite
game, .
But there was lmlhina doing !
batting was woak—he had never been a
good batzman., Ile was the best bowler
at Ciroyfriars—but he dared not display
his almost uncauny_ skill in taking
wickels—it was too dangerous.

Already many fellows had remarked

on the change in Smithy. Such a
change as & batsman suddenly turning
inte a demon bowler would excite
altogether too mueh remark,

“I'd put vour name up like a shot!”
gaid Harry. “Come along and show us
what vou ¢an do, Smithy! You'll pull
up all right.” i

Vernon made an angry and irvitable
gestiiro.

“1 can't come! I'm going to swot at
Livy!' Leave me alone!™

“Woll, vou're an ass!™ said ITarey.

And he left it at that.

Beriie Vornon scowled at the door
when it closed on hinwn

In one respect he did not resemble
his double—le was keen on study and
ont getting distinction in thak line. But
he could have worked for the Latkin
prize and played crickef, too—but for
the miserable deception that tied his
hands. ) ]

But it was uscless to think of it. Ile
eould never pick up snything like the
Bounder’'s batting form. If he played
in the practice mastoh to-day, Wharton
would not want him—would not have
him at any price for the Rookwood
mateh. 1t was uselesa!

He foolk Mr. Vernon-Smith's letter
from his pocket agein and once more
looked at it—and crumpled it in his

and.

On Seiurday, when Harry Wharton &
Co. were playing ericket, ha wounld be
wmeeling Smithy’s father! And the

His -
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nearer the day e¢ame, the more he
shranl from it and felt that it was im-
possible to face.
How could he avoid it? How?
Then, like a flash, it came into
his mind—suppose, after all he played
at Rookwood? Suppose he joined for
the match at the last moment—say, on
Saturday morning! Then a telegram
would do sll that was needed before he
started for Rookwood. .
It was szome time before IBErl.'t:IB
Vernon settled down to swotting at
Titus Livius. He was thinking over
that way out of his difficulties—and
wondering uneasily what view Captain
Vernon would take of 1. The captain
made no allowance for doubts and
hesitations: he expected of his nephew
an iron determination like his own. It
was not an easy matter for the
Bounder's doubla to decide.
Meanwhile, Harry Wharton, having
made up his tweniy-two, settled down
to ericket, dismissing Smithy and the
other matters from his mind. And
a fat Owl, sitting disconsolate on the
settee on the landing, was slowly and
reluctantly making up his fat mind
that there was absolutely nothing to be
iiinna,l but to set to work on those putrid
hes

Bunter Has Another Bright Idea !

b HAT'S done!” said Horace
Coker, with a sweary sigh.
Potter and Greene were
glad to hear it.

Tor the last half-hour they had been
loafing about, waiting for Heorace to get
through.

Four hundred lines was no light im-
positionn. Billy Bunter had discovered
that—and Coker had made the same
discovery !

Coker & Co. were booked for a bike
ride that afternoon—as Coker had told
the unheeding Prout. 3o that mmpot
came very awkwardly. And so, the
provious evening, Coker had been
grinding at lines in his study, getting &
substantial whack done over-night,
i’ntr]ﬂr and (reene had both lent &

andl,

Prout hardly locked at a man’s lines.
Quelch was very careful in such matters
—Prout was not | Desides, it was easy
to put in a fist like Coker's. It was
only necessary to make the sheet look
as if a flv had swum in the ink and then
crawled over it. Then the fist was pear
enough to Coker's to pass muster, even
if Prout had leoked !

Coker, Potter, and Cireene had done
8 hundred each. That left a hundred
for Wednesday., Afier dinner, Coker
slogged at that hundred] Now the
whole lot was done! It was a weight
off Coker’s mind, ]

“Done " sighed Coker. * Pretty thick
to slog at lines like this because a man
chincked a book at a cheeky fag and
Prout had to stick his silly napper in
the way! What®" )

“Well, let’s get out1” said Potter,

“Yes, let's? said Greene.

“I've got to take these lines down to
Prout’s study!” grunted Coker. “The
eld ass has gone out with Quelch—1I
saw him from the window—but he will
expeet them when he comes in to tea.
We shan't be back by then. Thank
goodness I shall be dome with Prout
for the day! How I stand that man, I
den’t know.” ]

Potter and Greene were a little
puzzled, too, to know how Prout stood
Coker! MHowever, ther said nothing
and followed Coker from the study,
thankful to get going st last! It was,
of course exactly like Coker to get
landed «ith linss when the afternoon

i
had heen fixed up—Coker all over.

ker, unreliable in some things, could
always be relied upon to do the wrong
thing at the wrong moment.

Coker tramped down the passage to
the lending with his sheaf of Jines in
hia hand, followed by Potter and
Greens. They were late starting
already, and really there was no more
time to waste; nevertheless, Coker
paused at the gight of a fat Remorvite
on the landing,

“That cheeky little ha
growled.

“0Oh, come on!” said Potter,

er did not come on. :

“There’s Bunter,” he said. " He got
me these lines] Cutting off when I was
g’nitig to smack his head and—"

“Do come on [ gighed Greene.

Coker, unheeding, strode across the
landing. It was a favoursble opport-
unity for delivering that richly deserv
simack on Bunter's bead which the fat
Owl had eluded the previous day with
such disastrous results to er.

_ Billy Bunter blinked at him and
jumped up |

Richly as he deserved that smack on
his fat head, Bunter did not seem to
want it

“¥ou keep off, you beast!” howled
Bunter, “1 say—— Yaroch!”

Smac .

“RBeast 1" roared Bunter. *I'll jolly
well hack your shing—=.

Smack |

“ Yarooooop 1™ .

“That's & tip, Bunter!” sald Cokes
genially,. He scemed to feel better
now. “Don’t you cheek the Fifth, my
piPp{n! Bea?”

“Ow!1” yelled Bunter. “Wow!

“ 1

sweep M

Beast I*
“What's that?” snorted Coler.
give vou another for thut—="

There was a cushion on Lhe setiee.
Bunter grabbed it up and hurled it 10
gain time for retreat.

Coker received that cushion in the
middle of his rugged features and sal
down quite mu‘lde:ﬁi on the landing.

Bheets of impot paper flew right aud
left as he zat.

_ Bunter rolled up to the Remove land-
ing.

“Qh!” gasped Coker. "My
Why, I—-1-1[l-——"

He sersmbled up and glared round
for Bunter !

Bunter performed a rapid vanishing
trick round the corner of tho Remaove
passage.

“ Look here, are yon coming " roarod
Potter. “Are you going to put in the
afternoon ragging with fags?”

“8hut_up, Polter:™ "

“I'm 'nﬁ».- well not going to wail 2"
hooted

hat !

regne. :
“Bhut up, Greene !”

Bunter had disappeared. Tour b
dred lines were scattered over ihe
landing.

Coker began to collect them.

“Instead of jawing, lend me s hand
getting these sheets tgFathﬂ.” he
snorted. “Do you waut them to blow
away all over the Houso?"

Potter and Greene lent a hand at
collecting the imposition.

Coker got it all togother at last, and
cast a final threatening glave in the
direction of the Remove studies. Then,
to the relief of hiz friends, he started
downstairs &t long last, and they
followed him down.

“Beast 1™ breathed Billy

pering cautiously round
rom the Remove passage.

Three heads disappeared down the
staircase !

The fat Owl rolled ont of his lair,
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and blinked inimically over the banis-
ters at Coker & Co. a8 they went.

-He was strongly témpted to pick. up
that eushion, and
head below! " It would ba rather a
lark to peatter hia mmpot all over the
stairs again. On the other hand, such
an exploit was likely to bring Coker u
again with a rush. So Bunter resisté
that ‘temptation, and contented himself
with blinking ferociously st the fop of
Coker's e

But the ferocity faded out of the fat
Owl'a fat face ag & new, startling, and
wsitively brilliant idea flash into

is podgy brain, _

Billy Bunter had almost made up his
mind %hnt‘them_‘ifnﬁ ﬂcrthig]’g for it but
wﬂrk—grindinig'i.n Study No. T till he
had scrawled four hundred hines | That
alipa.!ilmg prozspect’ might be averted
naw:

Coker had four hupdred Yines |

Obviously, he was going down to
Prout’s study with them'l

Prout was ocut!

Any fellow who liked could walk
into Prout's study. Fellows, . in fact,
did sometimes walk into Prout's study,
when Pront was ouf, to use his tele-

hong, withoot leave dsked or given!

rout, unawarc of this, often made
hitter pemarks abhout the way the
telephonae © department  kept  their
accounts—charging him for calls he was
siire he had never madal

Buppese Bunter walked into Prout’s
study, Prout being out—and borrowed
those lines?

Coker had smacked hia head!
Bagging Coker’s lines would be a just
reward for that head-smacking ! Bunter
would have liked to =m Coker’s
head—if it had nof bgen out of his
reach!| He couldn't smack Coker's
head—but he could bag his lines!

“He, he, he ! cachinnated Bunter,

[t was a bright idea! Bunter could
not help feeling that he was the fellow
for hrl%'ht. ideas! That bright idea
nhout the injured paw had proved =
fizzle—but thiz was & winner!

For, by great good fortune, Coker's
fist was not unlike Bunter’s fist ! Both
were like the crawling of inky spiders.

In smears, and blots, and smudges,
ithey were practically identical ! Bunter,
perhaps, dropped a few more hlots
than ‘uimr_—but any defect of that kind
-was easily remedied—the inkpot in
Prout’s stuidy was at his disposal. This
idea seemed to Bunter a resl winner

All e had to ddé was te wait till
Coker was off the scene—that, of course,
was important! Probably the beast
was going out, &3 it was a iﬁlf-hﬂlid&j’-
Bunter sat down on the setise to waik!
He did not mind waiting!  Sitting
down was, in fact, one of his favourite
occupations.

There was lots of time! Prout was
sure not to be in till tea-time—Coker
was bound to go ouwt, sconer or later!
Bunter sat and grinned. He allowed a
good helf-hour to elapse before he
went into action.

Then, at last, he rolled down the
staira, Ha rolled out into the qued, to
psk fellows there whether Coker had
gotia out. _

That was eacsy enough to ascertain.
Several fellows had scen Coker, Potter,
and Greene pushing out their jiggers !

It was all clear!

Bunter rolled back into the House!

Cauticusly, he approached. the
master’s studies. Quelch and Prout,
he - knew, were out: Capper and
Wiggins he had seen in the quad:
Lascelles was on Big Bide with Sixth
Ferm ericketers—Monsieur Charpentier
was taking o detention class in No. 10
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Class-room—and if Hacker was in his
study, the door was shut—and if Twigg
wey, his door alse’ was zhut: more
likely they were in the Common-roum,.

Hﬁallly, the coast could: hardly have
been clearer for a fat Owl bent on
pinching another fellow's lines.
 INevertheless, he was ciutious. He
tiptoed up the passage to Prout’s déor,
and dt the keyhole of that door, he
bent a fat" ear, to make assurance
doubly sure. that the 'study was un.
occnpied,

And the next moment he was glad
that he had been so cantious, as he

heard a vaieq in the study. of someone
speaking at the télephona,
S il
Adviee Wanied !

muttered Bertie Vernon.
“Well 1
“I*vé had a lettar—"
“From Courtman Sguare?”
“Yea ™

n'SPEAEING from Greyfriars|”

“Y understand! Is there an
difficulty 7" '

“He 13 coming liere.”

“When ¥+

* Baturday afternoon,”

“It was to be czpected, sooner or
lator.™

*I know! But—-"

“But what—"

Bertie did not answer immediately.

Standing at the telephone in Mr,
Prout’s study, his face was dark snd
troubled, ans obstinate, tan.

It was all very well for Captain
Vernon to expect him té carry on at
Greyfriars with the same irén deler-
minatiin with- which the Army man
carried .on at Lantham Chase. But
facing Herbert Vernon-Smith's father
was too severe a trial of nerve.

The Bounder’s double had thought it
over and over in his study—rather to
the detriment of mugggng up Livy,

Soaner or later, doubtless, that inter-
view had to come! But he was going
to avold it, if he could—and as long as
he could! He had plenty of nerve, but
he felt & deep qualm at the thought of
facing the sharp eyes of the City
millionaire! Anyone else—but not the
fellow’s own father—not if he eould, by
hook or by erook, get out of it.

He l'.‘ﬂ-lli:i not go over-to Lantham
Chase to comsult his uncle. In the
present circumstances, he had to keep
clear of Bertie Vernon™s home.

Only once cince he had started this
deception had he visited his home: and
on that occasion Billy Bunter had rvolled
unexpectedly in! Greyfviars eyclists
sometimes used the path through the
Chase. It was too dangerous to risk
being seen there.

Even on the telephone he had to be
wary, carefully avoiding mentioning
names, lest ears should hear at the
exchange, Mr, Vernon-8mith's town
house was in Courtman Square: and
that was sufficient to indicate that he
was referring to Smithy's father.

“Well ¥ came a sharp rap over the
wires L

Btill Bertie did not speak !

He knew that the captain would not
see eye to eve with him m thia. He
did not want to displease his unele—
neither did he wish to give an
impression of weakening nerve. But
he was determined not to meet Mr,
Vernon-Sinith on Saturday, if he could

heﬁi it.

e wanted the counsel of the man
who had landed him in this strange and
dangerdus position; but. he waqted it,
he realised, -to agree with. the detor-
mination he had already 1

Bestie, like Bunter, had found the
coast c¢lear, and Prout’s study - easy
enough to enter unseen! Certainly he

d 1o suspicion that ancther Remove
fellow was bent on visiting that study
for an altogether different purpose!

He knew nothing of Coker's lines,
and if he had noticed them lying on
Prout's table, would not have heeded
them : neither, if he had kaown and
heeded, would he have been likely to

ess Bunter's bright idea of borrowing

ose lines. .

Naturally it did bot c¢ross his mind
for & moment that a fat Owl had tip-
toed down the Masters’ Passage almost
at his heels—or thet a fat ear was glued
to the keyhole outside, listening with
wundermg curiogiiy to his half of the
talk on the telephone |

"Well?” came another rap, so loud
and sharp, that it resched the fat ear
at the keyhole, as well as Bartic's,

Vernon breathed hard.

“Look here, I don't want to see him
on Saturday ! He spoke ab last, “)
want to keep clear!™

“That's impossible.”

::I don’t =ea 151"

It must come ! If you elude it during
the term, it must come in the holidays |
Deon’t play the fool ¥

“It may come easier in the holidays!
But herg——"

“If he has stated his intemtion of
coming, 1t 13 unaveidable, What pre-
text l?l'}'l.i]d you possibly makei” The
captain’s voice, from Ennthnm Chase,
was curt and Hard, “It is true that it
would come easier in the helidays,
qui.y from familiar  eurroundings.

u

“T can get away for a ericket match,”
muttered Bertie. “I—I know I’ve got
to keep clear of cricket, but—but for
once—it won't matter for once.”

" Wherae is the match

It’s at Rookwoeod, in Hampshire,
far enough from here ™

“But there is ar:_yﬁla time to let him
know, and he will simply drive to
Hampshire, instead of Kent.”

Not if I fix it up on Saturday
morning | Then I can just wire: * Play-
H:rl_l,' away to-day.’ or something to that
cficet,’

“ That will offend him—so abrupt and
ungracigus—".

“It won't be the first time. Does that
cad of a cousin of mine ever think of
anybody but himself ¥ sajd Bertie
bitterly. “It would be in keeping with
the characfer. It's the sort of thing he
would do.”

“Perhaps that 1s true! 1 have heard
of such episodes—indeed, he came near
disinheritance once for disrespect and
discbedience, But—"

“I can’t see him! Later om, when
I'm move used to it—and in different
surroundings; but here—I can't!” mut-
tered Bertie,

“ It would be more prudent to carry
ﬂ‘n'-”‘

< I' -Eﬂ.-]l't. !J‘b

“That is mere weakness.”

Bertio’s  foce set  with  angry
obstinacy.

“I tell you I can’t see Mr. Vernon-
Smith on Saturday ™ he said, very
distingtly. “That’'s that! Advise mea
tha bhest yon can, but i

“Have you no sensel® came almost
a sz on the wires.

Vernon, for the moment, had for-
gotten his usual caution and mentioned
o name | : :

“Well, I can't see him! Give me
what advice you can, but it's got to
be on those lines! If there's any way
of keeping him away, that would be

bhest; hut if not, I've got to keep
clear 1™
“You have said enough!” 'Fhe



captain’s voice came like ico. ™1 will
think over the matter, and if 1 can
ithink of any plausiblea means of keep-
ing him away I will tell you. Other-
wise—""

“Oiherwise. 1 go over 1o Rookwood
on Satueday.'

“Find au opportunity of ringing me
sonie  time on Triday, and then we
can decide.”

“Vory well. Good-bye !

“ Good-bye, my boy!”

Irritated as the plotter of Lantham
Chase obvionsly was, there was a kind
and gentle note in his voice as he said
good-bye to the impostor at Greylriars,

Bertie put up the receiver.

It was possible, rka that the
caplain’s Est.utﬂ hr!:?n IFI;H‘. ht hatch
some plausible pretext for inducing the
millionaire to postpone his-visit. ‘That
was all that was wanted. Mr. Vernon-
Bmith was a tremendously busy man; it
was very likely that he would not {find
time to spare later, before the end of
the term. If only that meeting could
be avoided—

When the summer holidaye came it
might be possible to get away with some

other fellow, and avoid ing to
Vernon-Sinith’s home. Bertie hoped so,
at least!

If only the millionaire did not come
on Saturday! But if he could be put
off, Bertie’s mind was mnde up.

it was up to the captain now to find a
way ouk, 1f he could—oiherwise, Bertie
Enew what Le was going 1o do. He
was going to Rookwood !

He crossed to the door. And, warned
by his footsteps, a fat Owl ouizide that
door backed rapidly away.

B from Prout’s door when it was
opened from within,

The fat Owl's fat ear had been glued
to the keyhole. Ie had heard overy
word of Bertie's half of the {all: on the
telephone,

That wvoice from Prout's study bLad
surprised Bunter at frst, but he had
quickly vecognised it. In woice, as in
looks, the doubles were alike, so Bunioer
knew who was speaking on the tele-
phouns in Prout’s study.

It was no new thing for the Bounder
te bag a master’s phone fo talk to some
acquaintance outaide the school, And
the fat Owl, at the keyhole, hLad
listened, grinning, expecting to hear
Smithy talking geegees, or somelhing
of the kind, probably with 8 man al
the Three Yishera at the other end.

What he did hear astonished Bunter,

Hes gathered that the junior in
Prout’s study was anxiounz to avoid
meating somebody who was coming on
Saturday; eand then Bortie's in.
advertent mention of Mr. Vernon-
Smith’s namo enlightened him.

Smithy's father was: coming {o the
school, and Smithy wanted to dod
meeting him—which was so extremely
odd that it excited Billy Buanter's
inquisitive curiosity to the very utmost.

Always deeply and keenly interested
in the bnsiness of others, the fat Owl
had never been so keenly interested
a3 Now.

But as Vernon crossed the study o
[eave, Bunter realised that he had
betler not let Inim - learn that an ear
had been at the Lkegyhole!

The Bounder of Greyfriars was the
least likely follow in the school fo be
paticnt with Bunter's Lkeen desire to
hear what did not concern him,

Tle was, in facl, certain to bool

Al Righi for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER backed—swiflly !
He was half a dozen paces
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The heavy volume missed Bunter, but landed fair and square

on Prout’s mortar-board.

Bunter il he found out what the Peep-
ing Tom of ihe Remove had been up
Lo,

Ho DBunter backed rapidly, and wos
not near the door when it opened, and
Yarnon came ot

With great astuiencss Dunier alfected
lo be coming up the passage to that
door, and to be surprized to sce
Swmithy cmerge !

Vernon gave a start at the sight of
a fipure 1n the passage, but secing tha
it was only Bunder, he was reheved.
e did not want to be cauzht by a
master coming out of Proul's study,

Bunter blinked at him

“That you, Smithy?” he ejaculated.
“What bhave you been up to in Prout’s
Et-llt}g ik

£F

on't yell, you fat fool I muttered
Varnon. “I bDelieve Hacker's 1o his
study.”

He passed by the Owl of the Remove
and valked guialy but gquickly down
the piwaee, oned the corner, and
dizapg:

“Oh gum !** gasped Coker.

Iilly Bunler almost shot into Prouta
st y.

Tf Hacker was in his guarters Bunder
ticdd ot want to visk being spotted by
the Acud Dirop.

e forgot, %nr the moment, all about
Smithy's mystevions talk on the 1ele-
phone, muech as it interested him.

In Prout’s study, he shut the door
arl listerncd inside for o long minute.
But there was no sound of alarm in the
passage. JE Iacker was in his study
he was still there, and Lhad not beon
disturbed.

Delieved in his wmind, the fat Owl
blinked over Prout’s table in search
of what he had come there to annex.

Ile grinned gleefully at the sight of
Horace Coker’s stack of linea.

Thera lay that sheaf of impot paper,
covered with Coker's remarkable cali-
Trnphy and the imitationa thercof by
‘otter and {(ireene.

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

Bunter blinked at it with deep satis-
faction, . .

The impot was Virgil; end it was
Virgil that Bunter had to write! "The
amount was four hundred lines, and it
was four hundred lines that Bunter had
to produce. The writing was 8 semi-
illegible scrawl—and ‘it was in &
semi-illegible ecrawl that Bunter was
wont to was.%e good ink and paper.
There was only one drawback. In the
top corner, according te custom, the
name of the writer of the lines was
inscribed. . :

But a difficulty like that was easily
overcome by a fellow  who was
accustomed to adorn his work with
smears, blots, and smudges!

Coker was o trifle less smeary and
smmudgy than Bunter. There was scope
for a few more smears and smudges !

Bunier dipped & fat finger in I'rout’s
inkpot and smwdged ink over “H. J.
Coker.” Under that smudge he wrole
“W. . Bunter.”

Quelch, unlike Prout, always looked
at & fellow’s lines! But he would not
be ﬁurpnsc-d to sec a big smudge on
Bunter's handiwork. Hoe would have
been, indeed, surprised by the absence
of sueli adornments.

So that was all right!

All that Bunter had to do now was
to convey that stack of scrawl fto
Queleh’s study! Quelch would find it
when he came in—instead of Prout!
Those smacks on DBunter’s fat head
wonld be avenged—ior it was fairle
certain  that E}okeg would get a
royal jaw from kis beak for not
delivering the lines All the more,
probably, beeause Coker would make
the utterly incredible statement that
he had delivered them ! .

That would serve Coker right!

Coker might have that impot
doubled! That might teach him noi
to smack fellows’ heads! .

But what might, or might not,
happen to Coker did not fill muech of
Billy Bunter's thoughts. Billy Bunter
concenteated, as usnal, on W. (.
Bunler. .

He opened the study door and blinked
eautionsly iuto the passage. It was
deserted, as before,

The fat Owl emerged, with Colier's
impot under a fat arm,

1I¢ tiptoed past Hacker’s stndy, iu
case the_ Acid Drop was there! He
reached Mr. CQuelch’s door and rolled
in.

Coker's lines were Jaid on AMr
Quelch’'s study  table to greet  the
Hemove master’s eyes witen he eame
inl

Then Bunter rolled away, greatly
relieved and satished !
Thoze beastly linez, which had

Baunted him for a week, were dono
with at last!

Bunter rolled out into the July sun-
shine in the quad with a cheery grin
on his fat face. The wicked had ceased
from Iroubling, and the weary Owl was
at rest. He rolled down to the junior

Tae Macxer Tasrany.—No. 1.!53%!.

THE MAGNET

ground, where the practice match was

going strong.

‘Harry Wharlon and Jahnn% Bull

were at the wickets.  Hurree Jamset
mp =ingh was bowling to the captain

of the Remove,

But Billy Bunter did not waste a
blink on them.

“1 sav, Bob, old chap !” squeaked the
fat Owl. ]

- Bob Cherry, who was waiting for his
?qll to the wickels, glanced round at
19,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, old fat man!
Still lecking for somebedy to do your
lines?" he asked.

“No, thai's all right.
them,"” he answered airily.

Bob stared at him. ]

“You've done four hundred lines
already 1" he ejaculated.

“I'm a pretty quick worker, yon
know ! said Bunter,

:Eﬁ?”mistalms* Bunter 1" said Bob.

“Both adjectives wrong | You're nob
pretty and j!,'ﬂu’rﬂ not guiels [

“0h, really, Cherry! I say, have you
seen ]!wi&u];.r?_"

“Mauly I ropeated Bob., Lord
Mauleverer had been rounded up to
makae ?—.‘:p the twenty-two, and was now
in the field-——a blur to the limited vision
of the fat Owl.

“Yes, I want to see Mauly specially !
It’s hours to tea-time—~"

“¥a, ha, ha " _

“I mean, T don’t want to borrow any-
thing off him,” explained Bunter. *1I
just want to see him specinlly. I thought
ho might be watching the game, but he
doesn’t seem to be about. Know where
he 127"

Bob Chevey chuckled.

* Looked in: the tuckshop 1™ he asked.

“The tuckshop? Oht Good!™

The tuckshop was exactly the place
whera Billy Bunter would have liked to
meet Mauly, ]

He deparied in haste—to look for
Leoerd Mauleverer in the tnckshop!

Where—as Mauly lacked the gift of
being in two places at once—~he was un-
likely to find him !

I've done

Coker Knows How !

(]!
P “Blow ' said Coler.
He halted.
Polter and Greene pul on
brakes,

“That tyre's gooe!"™ said Coker.
“IProut’s fauit! fancied it wanted
looking Lo, but when a fellow’s time is
taken up with lines——"

“{h dear!” said Potter.

The three men of the Fifth were well
on their wav to Green Hedges. They
had paszed Redelyfie and done the Lan-
{hat road at a good pace. At Lantham
Chase they tarned off the road to take
the Lridle-path tbrough the park, which
was the usual route.

That bridle-path through Lantham
Chase was a public right-of-way, used
by horsenten  and  pedestrians  and
eyelisis. It was said Lhat the new tenant
of Lantham Chase did not like the pub-
lic weing it, all ihe same, though no
objection had ever been raised in- old
Sauire  Luscennbe’s  time,  Captain
Yornon had been known to lay his
malacca vound thonghtless youths who
had straved from ke path into the
woods on either side.

fie did not preserve game—indeed, he
did not lieep up Lantham Chase in any-
{thing like its old slyle at all But he
was extremely  particular about  his
!J'Pﬂpﬂri'}' being respecled  and  quite
trree aboul irespassing

1f Coker of the Fifih liad heard that

the tenant of Lantham Chase disliked
the public use of that right-of-way, that
wotlld only have made Coker of the
Fifth more determined to usg it, It
would, indesd, have made him ride that
way, 1f it had been a long instead of &
short cubl

Peaceable folk, who had no use for
black looks or altercations, often
avoided that path since the new tenant
had come to the Chase. But Horace
Coker had pever been numbered in the
ranks of peaceable folli. Coler was far
too aggtessive himself to dream of
putting up with aggression.

Hanfﬁ'smﬂuntﬂd and looked at his tvra,

His fancy that it had wanted looking
to was well founded. Prout and hLis
dashed lines had landed him like this!
It was not merely a puncture—it was a
bad burst, and further progress waa
extrémely Pruh]umﬂt.ma.L

“Blow!” said Coker crossly.

Potter and Greens exchanged a
glance.

Thia, of course, was Coleer all over.
If thera was any trouble lying around
loose, Coker was the man Lo gather it
up

“This means walking to Lantham !"
iaid Potter. “Abont two miles from

ere,

“ Might as well walk on to Gicon
Hedpes !” said (reene. “It's only
about three.”

“We haven't come out for a walk!™
said Coker, *We've come out for a
spin! I can repair puuctures, I hope!

t looks pretty bad, bul T can handie
it all right! All I want is a puncture
repair outfit, I suppoze oue of vou
fellows has got one.™

“I haven't,” answered Poiier.

“Mor I,” answered Greene.

Coker looked at them.

“You mean to zay that vou've started
on & ride, & good tweniy-five miles there
and back, without anvthing to mend a
Punntura if 1t happened?™ he a:led.

‘Haven't you ever heard of punctures
bafore? Mean fo say—"

“Have you goit a repair ouifit?"
asked Potter,

“If I had, I shouldn't ask wou for
onel Don't be a fool, Poiter, if you
can help it 2

“Mean to say,” asked Potter, wiii a
zarcastic imitation of orace's remarks,
“that vou've siarvied on a ride. a gond
twenty-five miles there and baclk, with.
out anything 1o mend a punciure il it
happened 7'

Greence contributed a chuckle.

1 suppose vou Lhink that's funsy 1™
said Coler, with calm econtent. * Whan
anything happens, all you fellows cau
do is to jaw | Jaw, jaw, jaw ! Hers we
are, miles from anywhere, landed with
a punctured bike, and nothing to mend
it—owing lo your craszs carelessness—
abzolute thoughtless idiocy | Two fellows
with bilkes—and not a spot of solulion
between the two!l My hat ™

Evidently 1t got Coker's goat !

“Well, are we wallung?" asked
Potter, after a leagthy pause, during
which Coler gazed at the flailest tyre
ever,

“You can wall, if von like walliaz 1"
answered Coker. “I'm going to ride—
when I've repaired this puncture.” e
pointed to the summit of the old 1urreg
of Lantharm Chase, visible over the Lree-
tops. *1t's about a guarter of a mila
up to the house—we can walk that.”

“But——" said Potter and Greens
tﬂ$cthc1'.

"I suppose you know this place,” said
Coleer. *A Remove kid lives hepe—a
relation of that cheeky young swcep,
Vernon-Smith. o rides a bike—and
ten to one we can gof what wo want in
the bike-shed here.  Stands to reason.™



“Young Vernon has lelt!” said
Potter.
ik Haa hE ?:ﬂ

 Coker of the Fifth had not heard of
it. The comings ard goings of mere
micrebes like Remove juniers were far
beneath the notice of Horace James
Coker of the Fifth Ferm.

*“I've heard so,” said Greene, “They
used to Dbe always making mistakes
between Vernon and Vernon-Smith two
or three weeks ago—you punched young
Vernon once yourself, thinking he was
Vernon-Smith——"

“I know I did!" zaid Coker. ‘“*That
meked no difference, I'd punch him
agalit as soon as look at him 17

“I mean, there was a lot of jaw about
thoze two, and that's how I know hé's
left 1 vapped Greene.

“Well, if he's left, he's at home, I
suppose, and if he’s got his bike here he
will bave some puncture things, Come

on EE
said Potter

ik I!}u I:.__‘I?
again. .

“Jaw, jaw, jaw ! said Coker. " Did
we come out for & bike-spin or a con-
versazione 7V
. Look here, that man Vernon doesn’'
like people "about here!™ snapped
Potter. " He's an unsociable brute, and
I've heard that he never sees a soul
He gives people black looks for using
this path, and whops f{fellows who
wander off it—"

“I'd like to see him whop me 1" ssid
Coker, with a warlike look.

“Very hkely you will, then !” snorted
Potter. "I know he gave Hobson of the
Bhell a whop with his malacca for step-
Elmg off the path—just stepped off it,

chson said—"

“Berve him right!"” said Coker.
“ Fags shouln't trespass! I've a short
way wilh fags myself 1" _

“"He cut up rusty with a Sixth Form
prefect, 100 ) I heard that Loder of the
Sty Ly .

“Blow Loder of the 8ixth! I'm not
geing to stand here talking about Loder
of the Bixth] I'm going up to the house
to see if I can borrow something to
mend that putrid puncture. You [ellows
can wait here if you're afraid of that
black-faced Army man biting your silly
heads off 1 added Coker, with sareasm.

“Well, I'm not going to butt in where
I'm pot wanted, for one ! sald Potter,

“Nor I, far another ! said Greene.

Soort frem Coker. o

“Where's the harm in dropping in at
a house where & Greyfitars man hves to
borrow a puncture outht?™ he
demanded. " RBtick here, if you like,
and he blowed to you t?

C'oker hooked his hike out of the
bridle-path into the great avenue tnat
wound through the park to the house
and wheeled 1t away.

Potter and Greene remained where
they werve., 'They had heard too much
about the grom nhospitality of
Lantham Chase and the black looks and
curt manners of the tenant there to
have the least inclination to beard the
lion in s den.

Coker, regardless, wheeled his bike
up the avenue.

The idea of walking two miles to
Lantham or three to Green Hedges with
a punctured jigger, when it was prac
tically certain that there was a repair
outht on the spot, did Jmt_appaaf to
Coker in the least. CUoker was not a
pm—tmu]arl? eivil Iq:ha%, and had no
great use for civility, but he supposed
that -2 Greyfriars fellow, if he was
theve, or his relative, if the fellow was
not there, would be civil encugh to
furnish first-aid to a Greyfriars cyelist
i distrezs. Why should he not?

'S0 Ccoker wheeled on that uncom-

and Greene
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fortable %g_ger. with its flat tyre,
never doubting.

He came in sight of the house at

last — an  immgnse building, many-
windowed, looking strangely lifeless
and deserted. '

Coker, who had never been thers
before, did npot Imow that Captain
Vernon and his man inhabited the
rooms under the old turret in the west
wing, and that the rest of the vast
mansion was deserted and shut up.
But he was struck by its silent,
deserted look.

“Oh guml I wonder if there’s any-
body about i grunted Coker, staring
at the mansion. * Must be somebody
here, I auppose, if that kid Vernon
lives here.?

From the stone terrace under the tall
turret a face looked out—the leathery,
grizzled face of old Hunt, the captain’'s
sarvant.

He stared at Coker, and waved his
hand at him, obivicusly waving him
away. It was the plainest pozsible
indication that visitors wers not wanted
at Lantham Chas=e, and that Coker was
to go, and to go forthwith, ]

But Horace Coker of the TFifth
Form at Crevfriars was not to be
waved away like an intrusive chicken.

He stared at the man on the terrace,
and calmly wheeled his bike in that
direction.

Old Hunt came to the terrace steps
and Gg!u:red at him.

“Get out of this!” he called out.

Coker eyed him grimly.

“Is that how rour master allows vou
to talk to callerst” he inquired, “F'd

jolly well sack you! Is young Vernon
at home "

* What ¥

“Deaf 1" enorted Coker. “I asked

vou if woung Vernon was at home.
T've heard that he’s left, but he was
at mv schaol.”

“Naster Bertie ts not at home.™

“Well, it doesn't matter much, ¥
want to borrow his puncture outfit. If
you use your eyes you ecan see that I've
got a puncture! Iz Captain Vernon
at home "

“Trespaszerz are not allowed here,”
gaid old Hunt “Go away at once!”

“Don’t be o fool!I” suggested Coker.

"1 have orders to ejeet trespassers !™
said the captain’s man. lle made a
step down from the terrace,

Coker laughed.

“¥You try it an '™ he said. “Yeu'll
want a new face soon afterwards!™

Old Hunt eyed him. Then he turned
back. crossed the terrace, and entered
the little hall under the turvet.

Evidently he had gone to call his
master, and Coker waited calmly for
his master to appear.

Hope !

ERBERT VERNON - AMITH
caught his breath.

His heart beat so hard and
=0 fast that he felt almost
faint with excitement.

The sight of a Creyfriars cap, of
a Greyfriars face, was what the im-
prisoned Bounder longed for above all
things. Never, not even to his Aunt
Judy, had the sight of Horace Coker’s
rugged features —not delightful  in
themselves—brought such delight,

Emlghﬂ wag—as usual-—staring from
the high turrct window that bright
summer’s afternoan.

Sometimes he read, sometimes he
studied--he had an ample supply of
books = sometines he hnnd]eg the
punchball. But hours and hours were
spent at the windows—oither the
window that looked towards the

bave stopped him for & moment.

17

distant school; er the other window
that gave a view of the avenue and
the park, , :
It was at the latter that Bmithy was
standing now, gazing down on the
avenue, remembering that on  half
holidays Greyfriars. cyclista sometimes
came by the publio path through
Lantham Chase—as he had done him-

self often enough the previous term,
before ho had ever dream what
Lantham Chase was some day fo mean
to him,

Reckless fellows trespassed some-
times in those woods he under

himself had done so more then onee.
,Remote and faint, the hope was in
his heart of seeing somebody—by
haﬁp:r possibility a Greyfriars man.

“ven §o, it was impossible to signal
from the turret-rcom; and a voice
would not carry the distance. Bub the
mere sight of & Groyfriars face wonld
hava seemed like new life to him.

And now he siw one .

Coming up the avenue, wheeling an
evidently punctured bike, was Coker of
the Fifth!

Often _and often had tha Bounder
ragged Coker of the Fifth. More than
once he had felt the weight of Coker’s
heavy hand. Buot the sight of Coker
was sheer joy to him.

He shouted, forgetting for the
moment that no shout from the high
turret could possibly be heard.

Coker did not leok up. But the
Buund:ar could see that his attention
was directed towards the stone terrace
in front of the rooms under the turret,
He turned his ﬁmitmg bike in that
direction, and, though 'he was coming
nearer, disappeared from Vernon-
Smith's sight.

From the turret windows it was not
possible to see objects near at hand; the
anclent window embrasures were deep
in the thick old walls, and the shutters
were on the inside of them. ‘The
prisoner was two or three fest from
the outer face of the wall, and so counld
not look down.

Vernon-Smith panted.

Coker war there. He was at the
terraece below, though unseen.

MNo shout could reach him; and the
shutters prevented Smithy from reach-
ing out to make any signal. IHe could
ses between the bars of the shutters,
but he could not pass an arm hetween
them. Meither, could he have done so,
would his hand have reaclied as far as
ihe opening in the outer wall.

Cokor was there—help was there—
help and hope, rescue and vengeance—
all within a stone's-throw—and he was
helpless !

There were glass casements fitted in
the window embrasures, but these were
wide open for air. Glass could not
But
the oaken shutiers were beyond his
strength—tricd on them wmore than
once during the last two weary weeks.

But to let this hope pass—

The public path across the Chasze was
out of sight, hidden by tall trees. Ounly
by chance was a.nﬁone using that path
likely to approach the house. Coker
had done so. It might be weeks,
months, before anyone else <did sol
Was he to lose this gleam of hope?

If he could only have shouted his
nanme |

Useless! IIe had had that chance
on the day that Billy Bunter had
butted in, and nothing had come of it
Who was going to believe that Herbert
Vernon - Smit was & kidnapped
prisoner, when Herbert Vernon-3mith,
im the person of his double, was
vizibla to all eves at Groyfriars Seliool 1

Had Coker heard his desperate ery,
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a: Bunter had heard it, he would have
disgtnissed it from mind when, re-
turning to the school, he found the
junior there who waa called Herbert

‘ernon-Smith,

The hapless junior was beaten at all

oints. In the Army man's relentless
1ands he was like & bird in the net
of the fowler.

But Coker was there, below the
tueret. It hammered in  Bmithy's
brain that Coker was there, That
lhis was & chanece, if he could make
use of it!

He looked wildly round the turret-
roora.  The thought flashed into his
mind of a hastily seribbled paper
tossed from the window. .

But even if he could get it out of
the deep window embrasure, it was
mora likely to blow away on the wind
than to draw Coler’s attention.

Uszelesg—nseless—all was useless!

But his brain was working at desper-
ate pressure. Any minute C ker miih't
go. Indeed, it was certain that his

stav would be brief, for Bmithy knew
only too well that his gaocler would
allow no one to approach the house
if he could prevent if.
Minutes—seconds—were precious,

He %umped'tn the table where his
books lay. A paper would blow away
on t'1h? wind: n book would fall to the
carth !

A bock could be thrown between the
bar:—a small book—to fall— Surelv
Coker would see it, or hear it fall, and
would give it heed?

Hastily the Bounder opened a small
valume of Cicero that lay on the
table, It contained the eoratien “Pro
Balbo.” On the fly-leaf he wrote in
pencil :

“Help! 1 am & priconer in the
turret-room of Lantham Chase, Far
mercry's sale, take this to the police
station 1™

He did not sign his name. It was
n:eless—worse than useless—t{o sign the
nawmwe that was borne by the impostor
at Greviriars. Buch s signature eould
l;uli}lg’ be taken for some sort of fantastio
joke,

But that was enough! If Coker saw
that message, surely he would have
intelligence enough to take it to the
police station? Surely the police, if
they saw it, would amet on it, at least,
to the extent of calling at Lantham
Chase to make inguiries? Surely?

The PBounder twisted the book’s
covers backwara, so that it wounld open
of its own meccord at the fly-leaf,

Then he sprang back te the window.

His eyes, almost haggard with
anxiety, swept the long avenue that
wound away into the park. No one
was to be seen. If Colker was going,
he would have seen his back. ker
was nol gone yetl

It was not easy to throw the book
through s narrow space with sufficient
force to carry it beyond the window
embrasure and cause it to fall outside.
But the Bounder, wildly excited as he
was, had a cool head and a steady
hand. He took the book by the edge,
calenlated  carefully, and Hfung it
Lbetween the bars of the shotter.

It whizzed away, and, to his deep
thankfulness, passed over the edge of
ithe window-embrasure snd dropped
from sight,

It was all that he could do.

If Coker spotted it~—if he picked it
up—if he read that message—if he had
sense enough {o act on it——  The
Bounder could have groaned over zo
mauy “ifs.”
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But there was hope—hope—and he
waited with a wildly thumping heart
for the ouicome.

The Heavy Hand !

OKER jumped.
FPlop |
Something whizzed down past
Coker's head, narrowly Iniﬁﬂlﬂg
the same, and dropped on the grou

st his feet.

“ What—" ejaculated the astonished
Coker,

From the hall door on the stone
terrace a figure emerged.

It was Captain Vernon, with & =set,
angry, dark face and a glint in his
steely eyes under the knitted brows.

He had a riding-whip vunder his arm
as he strode across the terrace io the
eteps. ;

oker was waiting for him, but he
did not for the moment heed his
coming in his surprise at an object
nearly falling on his head.

He stared at it

It was a book—a volume of Cicero.
It had fallen open, the outspread cover
upgwmﬂst.

_Un that cover Coker could see the
title: “Cicero: Pro Balbo”

Coker was not interested in Cicero,
and he would not have perused that
eloquent oration for love or money. But
he was interested to know how the
dickens it had come there.

He stared up.

High over the rooms that looked on
the stone terrace rose the ancient stone-
walled turret. Coker could see the
opening of the window-embrasure, high
above. He could not, of course, see
into i, but he could see that a window
was there. PBomebody had chucked a
book out of that window, and it had
very nearly fallen on his head—quite
an extraordinary and surprizing occur-
venee !

“What the dooce!” exclaimed Coler.

He stooped to pick up the book

There wa: a rush of footsteps.

. Captein Vernon had been coming out
in no pleasant mood to deal with Coker.

At the sight of the book—and of
Coker stooping to dpick it up—the cap-
tain fairly bounded.

Instantly he Lknew what must have
happened, In that instant he saw him-
self discovered, a ruined and disgraced
man, & fugitive from justice!

His movement towards Coler was
like the spring of a tiger.

Coker's fingers were tounching the
book when the captain reached him and
kicked it from his hand.

“Whooop ! reared Colier.

That kick landed on fingers az well
as on the book.

Little enough the captain carced for
that. But Coker did!

The book flew yards away.

Coker straightencd up, roaring, and
clasping the fingers of his right hand
with the fingers of his left.

“QOh|” roared Coker. “"Wow! You
dashed fool, wharrer you at?”

The captain made a swift stride to
place himself between Coker and the
book.

Coker, naturally, did not guess that
a message was written in that book, but
Eﬂ.}glt;in Vernon could guess only too
easily.

Barring Coker off {rom “Pro Balbo,”
if Colker had had arv idesa of pgoing
after it, the captain slipped the riding-
whip wn from. under his wrm into
hia hand.

“Ciet ont  he snapped—or rather,
snarled. " Ilow dare you &Com: tres-
passing here? Gol

Coker %m-r_- bim a glave. He Lad a
pain in his hand, and asnother in his
temper. Ho had leaned his bike

egainst the terrace. and he made no
moiion to remove it

“What do vou mean by kicking my
hand * he roared. “Somébody chucked
that book ‘out of that window Y

“Will you go at once?” ;

“Think I want to pinch the putrid
book " bellowed Coker.

“¥ou blockhead, will you go vour
way ! exclaimed the captain. “You
are tres¥ﬂ.ssmg here, and I shall remove
yvou by foree if vou do not go at once !”

“You unecivil blighter!” hooted
Coker. “Look at that EilmT I've got &
puncture! A Greyfriars kid lives here.
Where's the harm in asking him to
lend me his puncture outfit?”

“ My nephew is not here, neither does
he wish to see boys frem the school he
has left. Go at once '

“I don’t care a boiled bean whether
the Mile scug’s here or not!” bawled
Coker. “But if he's left lis puncture
outfit here—— I suppose there’s a shed
or something where he' keeps his
bilte—"

Captain Vernon made a movement
towards him.  Probably he was in
a.?prc:hensn-e expectation every moment
of some further attempt at communica-
tion dropping from the turret window.

“Go!” he said belween his teeth.
“You had no right to come here for
such a reason—you shall receive no
nssistance here, and if vou do not in-
stantly go I will lay this whip round

you " -

“Will vou?” said Coker. *“I'd like
to see you do it! What sort of a show
18 this, I'd like to know, where a chap
can't Yaroooh I*

Swipe!

Coker had hardly believed it possible
that the angry Army man would be
Bs good as his word. But he waa!

The riding-whip swished in the air
and . came down across CUoker’s broad
shoulders with a hefty swipe.

“Why, rou—vou—you——" stuttered
the enraged Coker.

El".'l.'ipi_':f

Coker rushed.

He was on the man’s property—ithe
man had a right to order him to go.
Such considerations were wholly lost
on Coker as he felt the swipe of the
riding-whip.

In & state of blind rage, Horace
Coker hurled himself at the captain,
with thrashing leg-of-mutton fists,

Swipe | '

Another lash caught him, unheeded,
as he tushed!

Then a leg-of-mutton fist caught Cap-
tain Vernon on the chest, and tﬁa Army
man fairly spun. '

“Take that, you swab!” roared
Coker. . “Think you can whop me?
Think you can whop a Fifth Form man
uf G[‘e;,;"{riarﬁ‘. By gum, I'll show you!

Coker had no time for more.

- It was the capiain’s turn io rush.
And, heefy and brawny as Horace
E-_as, that rush simply  overwhelmed

im.

Hardly knowing how he got there,
Coker found himself on the earth,
grip 2d and pinted down by an iron

and, while the riding-whip lashed and
lashed and lashed again.

Bwipe, swipe, swipe, swipe!

Coker roared and bawled and bel-
lowed and struggled.

Ho terrific were Coker's bellows that
they reached the ears of the jumnior ia
the high turrer.

Bu[:ghis straggles did not avarl him.
Beefy as he was, brawny as he was,
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““ Why, you—you——"" stutiered the enraged Coker, as the riding-whip came down across his bhroad

he had ro chanee in the grip of the
iron-limbed Army man.

Coker's Irrends, as well as hiz focs,
offen thovght that a jolly good whop-
ping would o old Horace good. He
was getting it now,

It scemed really mcredible to Coker
that he, Herace James Uoker, of the
Greyfriars Fiith, was really getting
whoppod, But he was! And a Head's
whopninge  at Greyfriars was nothing
to it - . :

BWIpe, swipe swipe, swipe !

“{h! Ow ! Oh You cheeky
roitor ! You puirid ootsider!  You
eneaking swap ! 'l smash you?! Ow!
1’1 s.liiﬁir:atu rou! Wow!™

Buf there was nothing i the sma-b-
g or spiflicating line to be done!
Coker struggled in vain in that iron
grasp, while the vidimg-whip lashed
and lashed,

Then, at last, with a2 sving of his
powerful arm, the capiain throw him
away, and Colier rollad helplescly on
tha carth.

“Hunt 1™

* 5ie 1M

Uive the fool Lis bicycle, and sot
himn off I

“ Yoz, sir 1™

Old Hunt icok ihe bicycle from
where it leaned and biought 1t to
Coker.

Cloker slagpercd o L oog,

Hiz eyns borned at i :'-'1|[iEﬂ.in. But
he did not remew the fessle. Fven

Ceoker, bull-headed as ke was, realised
that there was nothing Joing.

Indeed, ihe captain looked more Lhan
half-inclined {o begin again with the
viding-wlnp-—and it was borne in on
Coker™ mnwd that he had better travel |

o grabbed 1he bike from old Huont
and trundled it away. His feclings
were deep as hie wonli—yery deep.

The caplain, with . grim Il;mw,

shoulders.

watched him oot of sicht down the
leafy avenue. Then he strode aceoks
to the fallen beok and picked it up.

Tt came ecpen at ihe Ayleaf, in his
hand.

Black as thunder grew lus hrow as
he read what the Dounder had writien
there. Ie thrast the book inte his
pocket, and tramped across the terrace
inio the house,

Coker, gasping and hmping,  =till
hardly able to believe that this v
credible thing had happened, trundled
away with hiz jigger,

He 1'1:{'{}'“11;:11 Potter amd Greene on
the bridle-path at lazl. They looked
at him.

“Hal trouble? ' azked Pottor,

111{3 tardly necded o atk. Tt was
written all over Horace Coker that ‘he
had hit trouble, and hit it hard!

“Thal swabh——" hreathed Coker.

“Pitehed into you?? asked Greene,
with a whistle.

“That rank,
Coker chokad.

*But what—-*"

“That rvotten ruffian! A Geeylriars
man drops in aa civil as you please,
andd he lands into him with a riding-
vhip ¥ Coker choked again.

“Oh crumbs ™

“1 gave him one pmood one '™ sxid
Coker. "I'm glad of that! Fancied
I was going to pinch a bock, T think
—must be mad! Let's get outs of thils
—1've got to walk to Lanthom with
this pugeture! ¥ vou fellows hadu't
beenn such silly asses, such benighted
ipes, ax to start without a puncture
ontfit—--

Cokl - trampsd on, trundling his
bike. Fuotter =55 Greene followed.

Cuv i, E‘Jid!‘_:t.flj_fi‘, had had & whop-
ping.. -And it .+ sad to relate that
Pottde, 2nd Groeay as they walked on
Lehind i aker, cienanged a wink

robicsy outsiler—""

Not A Winner !

R. QUELCH was suvprised.
He was more than sur-
prised; he was astonished;

] antd fo judge by the expres.
sion on his speaking countenance he
was deeply and intensely exasper-
ated.

Quelch had come in frem his walk
with Prout. In his study, couspicuous
on  the table, he found a stack of
lines, and at a glance had no doubt
that W. G. DBunter of his Form had
delivered the goods.

That was hiz first 1mpression

A  closer examination gave Dimn
quite anothey impression. fgunl-:h was
a earcful man in these matlers. Queleh
knoew -all abount the litle ways of
schoolboys, and the likelihood that one
fellow mipght help another fellow out
with an impot. ‘This, from the school-
boys' point of vicw, wos sporting—
hut schoohmasiers Lock quite different
VIGWE.

Quelch always locked over lines very
carefully. He had a keen eyo [or o
vartety of handsi

Now, as o matter of fact, that impot
would have passed musier, so far as
tho fist went. Bunter's handwriting
and Coker's handwriting might have
beenn  produced by the smne spider
f.h;i;:!r:ed in the same inkpot!

ut——

In the top corvuer of the top sheek
Coker had, as per custom, written his
name.  Over that name DBuntor ha
ameared a smudge with a fat Gonger.
Under it he had writlen his own,

The smudge excited no suspicion in
1Lself. Dunter was the man for
smudges. One smmdge more or less,
among dozens, was & mera Lrifle.

Unfortunately, Bunter had
looked a natter of detasl.
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Coker’s hand with = n, as wilh
evervthing else, was & heavy hand.

Fle had written “El J. Coker” hard
and deep. “H. J. Coker ¥ had dried,
hard and biack, long before Bunter's
fat fingers got to work smudging.
Thar smudge covered it. ut it
covered ie thinly, Only & very thick
coating of fresh ink would have
obliterated  that “H. J. Coker”
Bunter had given a single smudge with
a fat finger. What with short sight,
carelessness, and cbtusencss, Baunter
had left it at that, nothing doubting.
The consequence was that “H. J.
Coker,” blac and eclear, showed

through the smudge ! i
And so. as Queleh’s gimlet cye

scanned, that gimlet eve was rewarded
Ly the sight of “H. J. Coker,” pecr-
ing, as it were, through the smudge,
with  “W. . Bunter” unsmudged
underneath.

Quelch gazed, and gazed, and gozed !

The cxpression on his face pgrew
more and more and more exXpressive,

Tinally he touehed the bell and sent
Trotter for Bunter. While he waited
for Bunter he selected a cane.

Such an attempt to delude a Form-
master called for drastic meazures.
It was an “imposition " in the wrong
sense of that word!l Quelch was not
to be imposed upen! He was poing
ta make that painfully clear to W. G.
Buntcr.

A fat face looked uneasily into the
study. Bunter had not expected to be
sent for. Queleh had his lines—and
he eonld not want Bunter, too!
However, he did scem to want Bunicr,
and Buntcr came—uneasily.

“Come in, Bunter!™ said My
Quelch, 11 a very deep wvoice.

“Yesz, sir! I—I've done my lines,
siv ! squeaked Bunter., "I-=1 left
thew on your table, sirl”

“I have found these lines on my
table, DBunter! said Mr. Quelch.
“Have you the audacity, Bunter, to
slate that you wrote these linest"

“Oh, ¥yes sir! I—I've heen hard
at work all the afternocon, sirl" stam-
mered Bunter.  *Nobody helped me,
1 never asked anvbody to help me.
DBesides, they all said they wouldn’t !™

“Thesze lines were written by Coker,
Bunter 1

Bunter E‘umped,

“{h crikey! I1—1 den’t see how vou
know, sirl mean, that's my fist,
sir | I—I've noticed befove that it's a
bit like Coker's—-"

“I repeat that these lines were
writtenn by Coker of the Fifth Form
amd signed by him!" rapped Mr.
Quelelh  “This is an atternpt at decep-
tion, Bunter! You have taken another
bor's lines—~-"

"0h, no, sir! Coker never had any
lines 1o do for Prout. At leaszt, if he
had I never knew!" gasped Bunter.
“Bo Ine as I know, he never buzzed
a book at Prout’s head on the staircaso
vesterday

“Bunter [

“I cortainly never saw him witk any
lines  this  aftermoon, sirl If he
dropped them on the landing I never
Lnow anything about it! 1 was our
of gates at the time—I mean, I wasz
in my study, writing those lines, sir—
working like anything——"

“ ook at this, Bunter "

Queleh's long forefinger indicated the
smudged signature.

Billv Punter blinked at 1t But to
the fat Owl's limited vision it was a
smudge—merely  that  and  nothing
mors |

“I—1—I couldn't help making that
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smudge, sir stammered Bunter. "1
upzet some inke—"
A namc 15 written there, Buntes!™
“Wha-at?' \
“It 15 Coker's name!”
“0Oh erikey ™
“It shows quite plainly through the
smudge, Buuter, which has evidently
heen purposely made to obliterate it.”
“Oh lov' !
“These ltnes,” thundered  BMr.
&nelﬂh, “were written by Cokerl
‘here did  you  obtain  them,
Bunter?

“1 didn't,

zsir " groaucd Bunter.
“1 haven't been anywhere near
Prout's study ! If Coker left suy hines
theve, I expect they'ro there sitll! I
he hasa’t done his lines for Prout it's
not my fanlt! He shouldn’t go out on
hiz bike without doing his lines!"

- “You abstracted these lines from
AMe. Prout's study!” exclaimed the
Remove master

“0Oh, no!” gasped Bunter. I never

wenrk up  the passage at  all, aund
Smithy  never passed me  there,
and

“Bilence, Bunter! I shall have to
cxploin this matter fo Mr. Prout. I
shall assure him at the same time that
the Remove bov who played soch a
triclt has been zevergly punished for
1"

“(Oh, sclzsors M

“You will now bend over that chaiy,
Bunter !

What followed wns poinful—very

ainful ! It was really hard lines on

unter-—his  brighy ideas seemed to
lead him, jnevitably, to bending over
that chaiv under a whopping cane !
Dunter had been  absolutely  certain
that he had backed & winner this time,
It wui:ﬂ-, a!u?. a Imulrl lﬂ?ﬂ'.'l'!
op, whop, whop!
;‘:Zl)wl "-‘i"crw[ IW-:nE I
wp, whop, whop !

i Yagmnh I‘l‘? ;

Queleh put his beef inte it! This
sort of thing had to be nipped in the
bud! The cane fairly rang on the
tightest trousers at Greyiriars.

unter velled, and roared,
squealed, and squeaked,

“MNow, Bunfer—" zaid Mr. Quelel,
laytng down the cane

“ Y%u-lmnnp!“ roared Dunter,

“Be silent IV

“Yow-ow-poop 1"

“71 ghall take these lines to Mr
Prout and explain the matter. I shall

ive vou till Baturday to wrife your
ines, Bunter. II they are not handed
in to me on Saturday !

“Wow! Wow! Wow!”

“You may go, Bunter!™

“Yow-ow-ow "

SBounds of woe and lamceniation
faded away dewn the passage. Billy
Bunter wriggled woelully awav—with
four hundred lines still te write!

Really, it looked as if those lines
were golng to hannt W, G. Buater all
through the term!

and

—

Impossible !

44 HARTON”
“Trot in, old man! Your
name's down, Reddy 1" =aid

the eaptain of the Hemove,
with a smile.

Afier clags the following day, IHarry
Wharton was in his study with a list
on {he fable lLefore him, over which
he was wrinkling his brows, The keam
ithat was Lo ro over to Rookwood on
Saturday was a little bit of a problem
ta him. Witk hi= hest bowler gone, and
one of his best batzmmen eutting cricket,

ard another good man erocked, Harry
Wharton bhad plenty of foed for
thongzht.

It is said that it never rains but it

ours. In the practice match, Squiff,
irst-class bat and good change bowler,
had captured a hamf on ‘the wrist from
a whizzing ball, t was just one of
those things that do sometimes happen,
but it could not have happened more
unluckily for a ericket captiamn who
wanted his vory best men to face
Jimmy Silver & Co. in the field.

Redwing, in fhe study dogrway.
glaneed at the list.

“Thanks 1" he said. *I shall be jolly
glad to plar! But—well, if vou're
busy, I'll look in ancother time.”

Roedwing, it seemed, had not coine to
talk ericlet.

“That’s all right,” said Harry. lle
rase to his feet, and shpped the li= inio
hiz poclet. " (Go ahead !

Redwing came in. There waz a dark.
troubled look on his face that made rthe
captain of the Remove give o »
secand glance. ) )

Redwing shut the door as if he did
nof want to be overheard from the pas-

gage, which made Wharton give him a
third glance,

“You've heard about Coker,™ he satd
abruptly.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1 thinlk all Grevfripes haz heard,”
he answered,  *Uoker's been tolhing e
world. What about it?"

“What did vou tlunk about 1t?"

#Th? I haven't thought about &t at
all,” answered Ilarry, in  surprizse
“Coker does these thinga, It was a
bit thick for Caplain Vernon to pitch
into him with a riding-whip; but evevy.
body knows that he dislikes people bit-
tinr in at Laniham Chasze, and Coker
ought to have had sense enuufli to Lkeep
clear. T dare say he cheelied the man,
too. You know Coker”

“¥Yes; but—"

*But what?" azked EHarry, more and
more surprised.

Horace Coker had dold the world
about his wild adventures ar Lanthan
Chasze. He was sill telhing the world—
as much of the world as wanted fo
listenn. Coker was still boiling with
aopger and indignation over his recep-
tion at Lantham Chase, The disagree-
able names he applied to Captain
Vernon i his reeitel made a2 very

long list.

ﬁ{ust. fellows laughed aver the story,
though, like Wharton, they thought 1t
was ratler thick for the captain to have
handled his riding-whip,  Still, every-
hady agreed that Colier was the wan (o
ask for if.

Why Redwing of the Horove was
concerning  humsell about the maer
was a puzzle to Wharion.

*Well, Took heve,” said Tom, bLis face
flushed—" look here, 11 wantz some
miaking our. Coler butted in where he
was not wanted, and that Aviar inan
lost his temper. Nothing in that. But
I suppose vou ve heard the rezt. Sowme-
body dropped a bool from the turret
window, and Coeker was going to pick
it up, when the capiain kicked 1t ont
of his hand=—kicking iz figrees, ton”

“Aast  have been in A roirem
teroper,” said Ilaree, It was rachor
thick. Dut whai about 11"

“Why diudn't Capiam Verwon want
Calker to see that ookt

THERY

“Yon Licard what T said !

“Asking me riddles ™ ¢xclaimed Lhe
astanished caplaim of the Rermove, *1
don't make vou our. Captain Vernon
conldn't have caved a botled bean
whether Coker saw that book or not!
Why sbhanld he "



“Then why did he do such a brutal

thing for no reasoni”
“Just rotten temper, I suppose.
Coker had annoy him.™ arry

Wharton fixed his eyes on Redwing's

flushed face. * Look here, Reddy, what
aro yon geiting at? What do you
mean "
Redwing was silent for a few
moments,

“I'm going to say something that I
don’t want you te repeat outeide this
study,” he said at Jast. “I've pot
eomelhing on my mind.”

“I can spe that.” :

* Something that 1 hardly dare think
of,” said Tom, with a quiver in his
voice,  “Hut 'm going to ask you
something,.  You remember the day
Smithy took a party of you over fo
Lantham Chise, weeks ago—a surprige
party he called it?” i

Wharton’s brow darkened a litle.

“That was a rotten trick, Reddy, and
we jolly well ragged Bmithy for it,”
he =aid.

“1 know—I know! PBut you remem-
ber Snmuthy took advantage of ihat
wretched likeness to pretend to be
Bertie Vernon, and pulled the captain’s
leg—landing a party of fellows on him.
Yon went over the house—"

“Part of it,"” said Harry., “Only a
few rooms are lived in. SBmithy too
us in, as welk as the captain, and—"

* Bmithy told me afterwards about it.
YVou went up the old turrent, and saw
the room at the tep.”

“Yeéu,” said Harry.

“Iid yvou notice that new shutters
had been put on the windows?™ :

“Oh, wes! I remomber we did.
But what——"

“Bmithy said at the time that it
Iooked as if those shutters had been
put up, not to keep burglars out, but
to keep somebody in—if sueh a Lthing
had been possible to think of, which,
of course, it waen't,” =aid Tom.

“1 remember that struck me, too,”
said Harry, "“DBut I never thought
much about it. No bizney of mine. 1
dara say Smithy did. He wasz always
suspecting that Army man of being up
to something or other. He's rather
draopped that lately. I haven’t heard
him  mention Captain Vernon for
woeeks,

“ Mot since Dertie Verncn left.”

“Come to think of it, that’'s se”
assented Harry,

*“You've been m that turret-room, 1
haven't,” said Tom. “But from what
Smithy told me at the time the win-
dows are old-fashioned, d&eﬁ ein-
brasures in the wall—more hke hbig
loophaoles, ™

“Yes: the wall 1= two or three feet
thick."

“ How could a book drop from such a
window "7

if Eh ?JJ -

“Well, how could it?? asked Tom.
* Nobody could sit at the window in a
position fo drop a by accident,
without aciually climhinf inta the win-
dow embrasure. And who'd deo that?

""Mobody,"” said Harry. *Jolly dan-
gerous, I should think, But 1'm blessed
if I l:lnuw what youw're getting at, Hod-
wing |

“I'm getting at this. The book was
not dropped. It must have beeon
thrown out of the window intention-
wllvy.”

“0Oh, my bat! Somebody chucked it
at Coaker's head, Jdo yvou mean ™

Wi }Jﬂ-h

“Then what do you mean?” asked
ITarrey, viterly mystified.

L mean this!” Redwing’s colour
deepened, but he went on quietly, * A
room high up at the top of a turret, out
of reach of a call, has new shutters pus
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on the windows, though there's not the
remotest spot of & chance of anybedy
from outside climbing to those win-
dows. A book i3 thrown out when
Coker happens to be thers, and Captain
Yernon kicks 1t out of his hand befove
he can look at it, and then pitches into
him and drives him away. ]‘]t“a'hﬂ threw
that hook out—and whyi"

Wharton stared at him. . _

“VWhat may have been written in
it?" snid Tom, his voice sinking
almost to 2 whisper. “ Harry Wharton
iz someone shut up in fthat turretrr'mmf
And was he trying to get word to a
Greviviara man who turned up unex-
pectedly ¥V

“Redwing 1

“T've startled you 1™

“¥ou havel” gasped Harry Whar.
ton. “Redwing, have you gone off
your dot? For goodness’ sake, old man,
don’t fancy such things! Somebody
shut up in that turret-room! Redwing,
what on earth has put such a mad idea
into your head 7"

“¥ou think it's & mad idea ¥

“ Absolutely potty ! Smithy used to
talk a lot of rot about that Army man,
but, by gum, you beat him | ho on
earth do you think could be shut up in
that turret-room ' pasped Wharton,

Redwing gave him a strange look.

But he did not answer.

What was at the back of his mind
was £0 strange, so terrible, so seem-
ingly |m%5551hla, that ha could not be.
lieve it himself. What he had said
already, had made the captain of the
Remove wonder whether ho was wan-
dering in his mind. He almost thonght
himself that he was, and yet—

“*¥ou think it's impossibla?" he said,
ok I.%E%E t 1d ch Ir d-
& now it is, old chap. Ilor goo
ness’ sake, put the idaapright out of
your head " said Harry, * That Army
man _is 8 hard nut to crack, but this,
my deay chap, you're dreaming! Has
that ass Smithy put this inte wour

head "

“Smithy,” repeated Tom,

“1 suppose he’s started on Captain
Vernon again i

*Captain Vernon has not been men-

tioned in my study—since Beartie
Vernon left Greyiriars,” said Tom
slowly.

“Then it's not Smithy's 1deat?

Well, it’s jolly vnlike vou to fancy such
things, Wash it right out, Reddy!”

“Dan’t mention what I've said out
side this study.™

“No fear!” said ITarry Wharton,
langhing. " Iellows would think you'd
got bats in the belfry, old bean. Come
qni :I-nt’s get out, and forget all about
it !’

They left the stndy—and passed in
the passage the fellow whom all Grey-
friara beheved to be Vernon-Smith.

Redwing instinctively moved aszide
quickly as if shrinking from possible
contaect with him.

The Bounder's double gave him a
stare and went on to his study withount
spraling.

Wharton glaneed afier him and then
glaneed at Redwing.

“Foan and Bwihty had a row ™ he
asked.

“QOh, no!"*

Wharton made ne comment, Whether
Redwing and Smithy bad had a2 row or
not, 1t was evident that the friendship
in Biudy No. 4 was a thing of the past.

Harry Whartan joined his friends and
went down to fhe neds, and very soon
forgot Dedwing's startling words in
Study No 1. What had put such a
wild idea into Tom Redwing's usually
steady and common-senzible head, he
conlid ot 1imagine.

Wild or not, that idea did not lcave
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Redwing's mind. e told himself,
again and again, that it was impossible.
But wae it impossible ?

i —

Unexpected !

i ARRY, old chap—"
H “Look here, Wharton—"

Two fellows addrezzed the
captain  of the HRemove
simultaneously after breakfast on Satur-
dag morning.
ne was Billy Bunter and the other
was the Bounder's double.

“0Oh, don’'t bother!® was Harry
Wharton’s reply, which did for both,

It was & long trip to Rockwood, and
the crioketers had special leave from
classes to start early. A baker's dozen
were. going: thirteen being & lucky
numaber, 1n this case a3 there was no
school that day for the Rookwood
party.

It was 8 sunny July morning: and
most fage: were bright and checry.

But Harry Wharton was not fesling
his usual equanimity on this occasion,
He ecould not feel quite satizfied with
the team he was taking over to Rook-
wood.

Squiff getting a game wrist was the
last straw. Frank Nugent had been put
into the place of the New South Wales
jumior; but glad sz Wharton was to
play his best chum, and glad as Nugent
was to play, neither of them supposed
for &8 moment that Frank was in the
same street with Squiff as a cricketer.

In Bmithy's place was Lord Maule-
verer; & good man and true, and quite
& good cricketer if he chose to exert
himself—which Maulf could always be
relied upon to de if it was for any-
body's sake but hiz own., But he was
rather a doubtful propesition in a
tough game like that with the Rook-
woodera,

Mauly would have been glad to be
excused—and Wharton would have bean
happy to excuse him, if only the
Bounder had been available in anything
hike his old form. But hiz form now
was dubious; and he was not available,
anyhow; s0 that was that!

Getting ready to start, with the
motor-coach at the gate, Wharton was
indisposed to be bothered by either the
fat Owl of the Remove or the batsman
who had let him down,

But both of them had something to

say 3 and both intended to say it

‘Oh, really, Wharton!” yapped
Bunter, “1 =ay, it's rather important
and i

“Bhut

uri, you fat ass!™ snapped
Vernon. *J——"

* ¥ou shut up 1" snapped back Bunter,
“T'm speaking lo Wharton—"

“1 tell you——"

“One at a time, for goodness’ sake ™
exclaimed Harry Wharton. * And get it
out—I've no time to waste |

Bertie Vernon flushed and scowled.

Bunter rattled on:

“It’s about those lines, old chap——"

"What ?" roared Wharton.

“You necdn't yell at a chap ! said
Bunter peevishly., “I've still got those
rortenn lines to do, and ?]ujch EAYS
they're fo be handed in to-day ! Well,
look here, 1f you ask Quelch to let me
come over to Hookwood with you, that
will see me through for to-dav, ot least.
I'll play for you, if you like! I'd
rather play cricket than do lines”

“Vou fat chump 1" howled Whartoan.
“Shut up ! Now, Smithy, what's youral
Cut 1t short I o i

Vernon compressed his lips. IHe did
not like being treaied like a worry and
a nuisance, like DBunter. But he
answered quictly: .
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“T'm ready to play, if rou want me!
I've thought it over, and if you'd like
me in the team. I'my reads.”

Wharton gave him a stare.

“That's rather late in the day!” he
said, far from cordially. * I you want
to play for the school, why the thump
haven't vou stuck to games -practice?
Laszt time I saw you handling your bat
vou were pretty rotten.™

“Ie, he, ha!” came from Bunter
What he heard mow reminded him of
what be had heard on the telephone in
Prount's study several davz apo.

fEhnt up, vou cackling azs 1 snapped
the captain of the HRHemove, *Holl
away and be quiet | Look here, Vernon-
Smith—"

“If vou don't want mo——" muttered
Yernon.

“You know perfectly well that we
want youl™ sard arry  angrily.
“You've known that all atong. But we
want to know whether yvou're in form
or mnot—you've been off colour for
weeks, I think it's pretiv thick to steer
clear of games practice for a week or
more and tell me at the last minute that
vou're ready to play for the school.™

“1 shouldn't be worse than Maule-
verer, I suppose ! said Vernon, with a
Sneel.

“I'm not so sure of thet!” spapped
Wharton.

“Well, it’s for you to decide! I'm

rcady to play, if you want me—and
iigr:.;’le said more than once that you
ifl.

Harry Wharton srood silent for a
moment or two, He did want the
Hounder in the team—anything like the
old Bounder! He did not want him
if he lhad lost his form. I*utting him
in, at the last moment, like this, was
a good deal like buying a pig in a poke.

And vet, if the Dounder only put up
a show such a3 the Remove were
accuslomed to, it was well worth the
risk,  After all, the follow must know
wheiher he was any use or not. Smithy
wias & cricketer uncommonly keen on
the limelight; not the fellow to put ulp
a votten show if he could help it. 1f
he was willing to play after all it must
mean that he was confident of the out-
come !

“*YVery well,” =aid Harry at last,
“vou're in! I shall have to tell
Quelch—and Mauly, toa! Mauly won't
mind—he's only doing this to help me
out of a hole. et your things,
Vernpn-Smith,”

“He, he, he ! cachinnated Bunter, as
the Bounder's double hurried inte the

Houze, I say, Wharton, why doesn't
Smithy want I see his pater to-day ?¥

“Ehi What?”

“Thinkk he wants to come over to
Rookwood ¥ grinned Bunter, “No
fear! lle's doing thiz to dodge his
pater 1" :

Wharlon looked at the fat Owll Five
or six of lhe cricketers, who were with
him. locked at Bunter.

“VWhat do you mean, you fat ass?”
asked Bob Cherry.  * 8Bmithy's pater
isn't coming here, is he ?"

“He jolly well is!” grinned Bunter.
“T heard Smithy say so on the phone in
Proui's studj'-lm, he, hel o Was
telling somebody—I don't know whom—
he, e, he! He said if he couldn’t keep
him off any other way he'd go over to
Rookwood. He, he, he!™

“$What utter rot!” said Johnny Bull
“Smithy's always glad to see his pater
—it's the most decent thm% about
Smithy! Tverybody knows it! What
blithering idiocy have you got hold of
now, you fathead?™

“Oh, all right " said Bunter. “Per-
haps you know, and I don't! Perhaps
Smithy isn't going to send his ﬁt&r i
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wire to say he’s playing away to-day! 1
jolly well fancy he is! That's what he
said! He, he, he

Tom Bedwing's eyes fixed on Bunter's
grinning, fat face with a .singular look.

“Whom did Smithy say that to,
Bunter ¥ he azked.

“Fe never said it fo anyhoedy, fat-

head ! said Bob Cherry. “It's oenly
Bunter's bunk 1*

*Is it? jeered Bunter. “I don't
know whom he was speaking to on the

Ehﬂne_in Prout's study on Wednesday,
ut I jolly-weil heard him. ¥You go and
se¢ if he ain't making up & telegram
now.™

Ok, don't talk rot!” s#apped Harry
Wharton, and he walked away, auite
uninterested in Bunter’s latest.

Lord Mauleverer had to be told that
he would not. after all, be wanted.

Mauly received that news with great
equanimity,

“Thanks, o' man ! he said.
. Harry Wharton laughed and went
intoe the IHouse, He had to sl:,_ea.k to
Mr. Quelch, to get leave for Vernon-
Smith instead of Maulaverer.

He tapped at the door of Mr. Quelch’s
sindy and opened it.

To his surprise, a junior was in the
study. Bertie Vernon was standing at
the telephone and was uttering the word

“telegram ¥ as Wharton opened the
daor.

Harry Wharton stared at him
blankly,

He had taken no heed of Bunter's
babble. Bur it was plain now that,
after petting included in the team at
the last moment, the fellow had asked
Queleh’s leave to use the telephone to
phone a telegram. For there he was at
the instrument asking for “Telegrams.*

“What is it, Wharton "

Mr, Quelch was in the study, so it was

clear that ne had given ihe junior at
the telephone leave to use the instru-
ment.
- Harry Wharlon explained the change
in the programme and the Remove-
master nodded assent. He left the
study iimmediately; not at all curious 1o
hear the telegram that was being
dictated to the operator at the ex-
change. Bul he could not help catehing
the words “ Plaving awar "—as he went
out.

His lips were set as he went,

It looked. as Bunter had declared, as
if the Bounder had some reason for
dudgm% a meeling with his father that
day. hat was no concern of Whar-
ton's—but 1f the fellow was meking use
of the Rookwood match for such a
purpose, it concerncd him a good deal.

Why, nafter all, had the Bounder
joined up at the eleventh hour in that
unexpected way? Was it because he
felt confident of putiing up a good
game, or was 1k a dodge to avoid &
meeting that. for some reason or other,
he did nor want® It was not a pleasant
doubt for the captain of the Remove,
who wanted that batsman if he was
going to help the .side, and certainly
did not want hin if he was not.

That doubt was still unpleasantly in
hiz mind when the evicketers rolled
away from Greyvfriars,

One Duck's Egg !

L1 OW'S that®”
(17 {-:'.H-!: !f!
“Oh, Smmithy I muyrmured

Bob Cherry.
Greyfriars were taking first kuock at
Rookwood. )
Harry Wharton opened the innings,
with Vernon at the other end. _
When, Bevtie Vernon had played in

his own name in Remove matches he
had been hLighly prized asz a bowler;
but he was at the tip of the tail in an
mnings. His wicket might, or might
not, be worth a handful of runs; but he
was no batsman, and wonld never have
been played at all on hig batting form.
But Vernon-Smith was entitled to a
d place in the list, Nobody cxpected
wling from Smithy; he was a good
change bowler, that was all, CGreas
things were expected of his batling;
and in the match with St. Jim's %&
had come near & centurv—an un-
common exploit in junior ericket.

Wharton, {herefore, had Herbert
Vernon-Smith’s name second on the list
almost as 8 matter of course.

‘Wharton took the FRrst over from
Jimmy BSilver, the Rockwood junior
skipper. He made six off it. Then
Mornington bowled te hiz pariner.
Morny's bowling was good, but not so
good as Jimmy Silver's. But it seemed
a great deal too good for Bnuthy.

Rookwood fellows who had scen the
Bounder at the wickets were surprised
to see his sticks go down to that ball
But down they went, and Vernon's face
flushed crimson as he looked at his
wrecked wicket.,

Harry Wharton gave him a look as
he went out, but Vernon avoided glane-
::i‘r‘irg in the direction of hiz captain.

ith burning cheeks, he went back to
the pavilion, having scored a duck's
egg, and Bob Cherry took his place.

“Hard luck, Smithy " eaid Nugoent,
not very heartily.

Every man at the pavilion knew that
Bmithy's wicket ought not to have
sﬂne down—that it would net have gone

own had he been in snything Like his
form of two or three weeks ago. And
if he was not, what was he doing 1n the
team at all?

Johnny Bull gave a grunt.

“What's the matier with
Smithy ?” he asked.

“Rotten luck, I suppose !” multered
Vernon.

“That wasn't rotten luck; that was
rotten play!” said Johnny, “You
ought to have Etﬂ]}fﬁd that ball! A kid
in the Third could have stopped itl
Standing there with your eyes shut, or
what ¥

Bertie Vernon's colour deepened, but
he made no answer. He moved away
from the waiting batsmen, feeling far
from happy. A

He had not meant to let his captain
and his fellow-cricketers down like this.
But in his plans for that Saturday he
had thought more of making usc of the
only possible pretext for avoiding a
meeting with has double’s father than of
cricket at Rookwood. Rather late 1n
the day, he realised that he was giving
the Remove team a rather raw deal.

True, he had never played at Rook-
wood before, though, as the Bounder,
he was supposed to have done s0. Bo
he had not guite known what to expeet,
and had boped for good luck.

He knew what to expect now, and
knew that he was not likely te have
better luck than this in his second
knock. Rookwood were strong in
bowlers, and & much better man that he
was required to keep his end up against
them.

Greyfriars were as good-—or as bad—
ss playing 8 man short. That was the
priee they had to pay for an impostor’s
anxiety to avoid mesting the father of
the fellow he was impersonating, And
Bertie Vernon had decency enough to
feel it deeply.

But it was too late for regrefs now;
neither did he really regret it, for any-
thing that might happen at Rookwood

YO,
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** These lines, Bunter,”” thundered Mr. Quelch, ** were written by Coker, and not by you ! *?

was better than mecting the sharp eyes
of My, Vernon-Zmith at Greyfrars.

“Dirty trick ¥ grunted Johnny Ball,
a5 Vernon moved away out of hearing
—not that Johuny cared whether he
heard or not. ‘Lhe fellow was welcome
1o hear Johnny’s opinion of him. “ We
all noticed that he was off colour; bot
if he was anytiting like that, why did
he butt into the team¥™

“Can’t make the man out,” smid
Meler Tadd., ™ Swmilhy hamndled betler
bowling  than that in the Bt Jiw's
match, and made ninety-cight off it—

would have lopped his contury of
Vernon hadn't run lom ont. And
naw—"

“What on eavib's up with SBouthy.

Redwing 77 askod Nogekt,

Mo good asking me!” answered Tom
charvily.

Smithy's downfall had come as a wre
prise to all the CGroeylviars pael;--
CcXeRpiing one.

That ane was Tom Redwing.

Tom had expected it

Why had he expected it?  Ile wonld
not have put the thought into delinite
words, yet he knew that he had ex:
pected it.  And that fulfilled expecia-
trom fitted in with the lurking <trange
suspicton at the hack of his nund. Why
had Bmithy, one of the besl bals in the
Hemove, conked out like that {o a ball
that Mauleverer eertainly would have
aved had he kept hLis piace in the
eleven? Why?

The answer 1o that guestion was
mixed up, in Tom Hedwing's mimd,
sith  other thingz—Bunter's lale of
Simtthy being kudnapped; the locked
<hutters in the tarret-roon at Lantham
thase; the book that Captain Vernon
flad kicked from Ceker’s hand when 1t
full from the turret window; the avoid-
anen of a meeting with 1he Bounder's
jather!

All thesa lhinﬁs seomed, in Tom's
mind, to [t together like the differcont

parts of a jj’g-saw puzzle; and to them
were added a hundred litile circum-
stances — the changes in Smithy s
manncts and customs; the total cessa-
tion of his angry allusions to the man
at Lantham Chase; and, above all, the
change of his own feeling of warm
friendship into one of cold d:slike.

"ob the conclusion to which this tram
af rveasoning led him was so strappe,
=0 startling, so terrible, that he shrank
froun believing 1t possible; and he
Loew, at least, that he must have some-
iliing wore definite to po upon belors
he conld think of speaking or acling
upon ik,

For hew could anvove else helieve—
how conld he himself believe—~that ihn
fellow called Vernon-Snuth at Grey-
[aﬁa;ra was not erbert Vernon-Shinith ai
all ?

Yet that zuspicion had come to Red-
wibg at last,

It had come stowly, but it had come
Vague, unshaped doulds and perplexa-
ties had takeu shape at last, and thas
was the shape they had taken.

“Alan  dows I exclaimed Ogilvs,
intevrupting Redwing’s Zl,llt.i-l'lgh‘l:-‘.,' il
he logoked at the ericket amaan,

Havey Whaoarton was out {o Jionay
Silver for sixteen.

Johnpy Bull went o the wickets,

The eaptain of the Remove glanewd af
Vaernon az e canmie back to Lhe pavilion,
Lt Jdid not approach hbim or speak o
liimy,  IIe was feeling witerly zick with
the Tellow.

“Sixtern ain't had, ald bear, asainst
Rilver's Lhowling,” said Tom Drown.
“Buat Smithy=—well, you never knoow

PE3

your ek !

“AMy fault for {aking the fellow on
trust,” said Harry quictly. I knew he
wasn't m the form he showed in the
26 Jim's match a few weeks ago, hut
I never dreamed that he had gone off
like this. Ile ought to have known-—

in fact, he did krow, and lold e =0
on Wednesday ©

Wharton sct his lips hard.

*It's neelty plain why he jommed up
to-day,™ he said, ™ Bome tow on will
s pater, amd he wanted Lo keep ouk
of s way., That was a good enough
reason for the fellow (o !fcl. us down
like this™

“Thind that’s was (L™ asked Nooent,
doubi Fally.  “ Banler's galible amouniz
b st potlipog 7

“ I den't ihink—T know ! said 1Tarye.
= fln was phoning a telegram whoen [
went in o speak to Quelell.  Bunfor
venthidn’t have guessed that he was going
by gemd o telegranm ) he knew !

UM sand Nugont.

“Lan't be helped now,” sard 1avey,
“He's pulled my leg o get ond of his
pater's woy—and we throw away a
wicket o pach inniongs to pay foe 001!
The rest of us will have o pull up our
sewcks, that's afl 1™

“Oh, my hat! There poes Bl ™

Rob Cherry, eaught out by Tomny
Proddd i the slips, emine off, and Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh woent on.

Tuliy, the great bowler of the Remove,
awas an average bDal, and hrs oaverage
was not up fo Rookwood bowhling, Ile
gl =ix before he was dismissed, and
Tom Hedwing fool his place.

Johuny Bull was solidly sionewalling,
stealing a run here and there,

Redwing pat np quite 2 good inings,
nraking fourteen hefore Avihoe Jdward

Lovell of BRookwood got lom in the
liesled.
Roolkwood bowling was good, and

{sreviriars batling did nob seein up (o
the wsnal mark, Bwiihy's dock's ege,
o hegin With, had not had an encourag-
b efock,

'The total was 80 when the innings
finished, 1n good time for lunch.

And when Jimmy Biuver & Co. {ook
their knock after hunch, and put up w

Tre Macxer Lismany.-—-Neo, 1,630,
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total of 130, Bob Cherry remarked that
the visiting feam were not likely that
day to have a lot of write home abont
—and his friends agreed ihat they
weren 't

Smithy's Palr of Spectacles !
13 ERNON-SMITIIL "
\,.f " Well "

*You come on last
“ All
Yernon gquietly.

Harvy Wharton spoke curtly enough.
He was fecling angry and contomnptu-
ous, and he did not fake much trouble
fo hide those feelings.

But some of the fellows were sur-
prised at the quict way in which
Smithy took being shifted from the top
of the List to the hotiom,

It was not like the Bounder fe be
quiet or e¢ivil in such circumstances,
It was more like him to make hamnzelf
as unpleasant a3 possible,

Not that Wharton cared a straw what
he thought or felt about it. The fellow
had pulled his leg, butted into the team
for & rotten reason of his own that had
nothing to do with ceicket, and then
Iot the team down. Smithy could like
it, or lump it. On his prosent form
ho was entitled to appear at rhe tip
of the tail, and that was wheee he was
going to appear. He could wind up

EE]
!

right,”"  eaid  Bertie

the innings with his second duck’s cgi !
Harry Wharton went on with DBob
Cherry to open the innings.
Vernon walched them from  the

pavilion with a clouded bLrow,

He was fecling thoroughly votten,

He was a cric Eter_-ﬂ.ﬂd. m his own
way, & sportsman, It was nol come-
forting to think that ke had made a
fool of a fellow who had trusted hime,

(- -l | -kl ) o
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and that one of the biggest Bxtures in
the Femove list was to be chucked away
through his double dealing. )

He bad done no bowling in the
Rookwood innings.  Harey Wharton
had ne use for him at all

Once, twice, it had crossed his mind
to ask for an over, and then exert his
real powers, What he could have done
as a bowler would have compensated—
fnore than compensated—for his failure
as a batsman. L

But prudence restraimed him.

Smithy was played for his I:ss.tl;'lpt?:;
nobody expected fireworks from Smithy
as & bowler. Such a sudden and start-
ling development would canse general
surprise and comment. Fellows would
remember what & wonderful bowler
Beortic Vernon had beén; and wn foo
many wavs already it had been re-
marked that Smithy seemed to have
grown like that cousin of his who had
left Greyfriars. . .

It would have set him right with the
{eam—but he dared not !

He stood alone at the pavilion.
Lvery fellow there was sick with him,
and had nothing to say to himn,

Even Redwing, always the Tounder’s
chum, was aveiding him—glancing at
him gometimes, but never coming near
Liim, ‘or speaking to him. ]

For several days past that avoidance
on Redwing's part had been marked.

It suiked in many ways the fellow
who was under another fellow's name.
Captain Vernon had cautioncd him to
break off by degrees the friendslup
with the junior who had known the
Bounder =0 well.

But that break seemed to be coming
from Redwing's side, rather than lus
own. It was as if some sccret wnstinct

- | inlelr ¢ o
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that last man was ealled.

warned the Bounder's chum that fhis
was not the fellow he had liked.

“If we only had that chap Vernon
hero——="

The Bounder's double started as he
heard Ogilvy's voice uttering his name,
He pglanced round at the Scottish
Junior.

“Yes, if we had Vernon !” said Poter
Todd. © Blow that coffec-coloured cap-
tain for taking him away in the middle
of the form!  And that ass Smithy
kicked up a fuss the time he was left
p‘r.llf: for Vernon. TFat lot of good Smithy
153 -”‘

“Bleszed if 1 understand a chap run-
mng to seed to that extent 1™ sai{f Tom
Brown. “I was looking for at least
fifty from Smithy. Look how he
played with the bowling in  the
St Jiun's pame.”

“Oh what a fall was there, myv
counfrymen !” sighed Toddy.

“0Oh, 1t’s all right! said Johnny
Bull, with savage sarcasm. “8mithy’a
chucking wickets away here. But what
does that matter, so long az he dodges
h}:s pater? That's tho really important
thing ™

Vernon's face flamed.

But he did not speak, It had got out
somehow that Mr. Vernon-Smith had
been coming dewn to Greyfriars that
day, and that that was why he was az

kwood. That was to have been the
deepest of deep secrets. It was no
scoret now.

“0Oh, chuck it, Johnny 1" murmured
Nugent, with a rather uneasy glance in
Vernon's direction at a little distance,
“The c¢hap can hear you.”

“Let him hear me!™ answered
Johnny stolidly. “ When a fellow plass
a dirty trick I don’t mind letting him
hear that I think it's a dirty trick!
It was & dirty trick to pull Wharton's
leg and shove himself into the team—
and he jolly well knows it without my
telling him t*

“Daon't let's have a row hers, vou
az=s 1" said Tom Brown.

All the {ellows expected the Rounder
to break out in an angry oulburst of
temper.

LEut Vernon did nol speak. He moved
Farther away, las c.-h-en:riljcs burhing,

It waa, as Johnoy said, a dicty trick

—and he knew 1t The team  haod
alecady Leen below par, and prospeets
at Rookwood dubious, and he [ad

buited in and weakened it further.
And all the fellows knew somehow that
nis reazon had not been over-confidence,
ot a keenness on ericket—it had been o
reasone for which they could ouly [eel
conjempt,

The anmings  wenk on, $not very
happils. Jimmy Silver, alimesl as goul
a bowler as Yernon lowoself, putd up the
Bat trick in that mentegs.  Later Tom
Brown and Bedwing made a good stal
—the New Zealand junior putting up
wsefu! twenty; Drowney was =till at tlhe
wickets when last man was called ; aml
Bertie Vernon went ountk {o join the
MNew Aralavnder.

The other foblows could have grosned
to express their feelings as he went.

Prowney was well zel; even Jiwmy
Silver's bowling had passed him by a-
harmlessly as water on a dock, and,
with & good man at the other end (o
keep il innings  alive, the Noew
Yoalandor was pood for o hatful of
Funs.

The score stood at eighty, the same
fDigure as the fivst inninps. And alier
what Fhey had seen of Smibhy's form
aiveady the Greylreines fellows did net
expech Lo see ik reach even eighty-one,
as he had the bowling.

Ir was to 1ake the last ball of an over
It wa: not



much 1o ask of a batsman like <Smiihy
to stop one ball amd let Browney get
the bowling again. Bat they all knew
that it was too much to ask now.

Harry Wharton stood with his eyes
fixed on that batsman with o gleam in
them.

If the follow merely saved hia sticks
for a single ball it meaut a great deal
Tom Brown would put on the 1uns
agiin, given a chance, But a duck's
cgE now meant the end of the innings,
and Browney not out for a twenty that
night have become thirty in one more
cver—Iifty or sixty if Smithy could anly
have kept the inningz alive for hun,
But even if he saved that single ball
1t wonld be something 1

And that was the fellow who had
buited inte the tcam—a fellow wha,
instead of putting up a good scorve in
cach imnings, as his captain had a right
10 expect ﬁ-mu a bataman like Smithy,
wias obviously going down to the firat
ball—and depriving the side of the last
ohost of a chance of pulling off the
match.

“Tha rotter I muttered Wharton.

It came—as he knew it would come.
Bertie Vernon was nowhere an a lovel
with the Rookwood bowling, and the
ball whippeéd out his leg stump, and
ended the brief susponze of the men ot
the pavilion.

Ot I

“All down for cighty [” =zaid Bob
Cherry. “ Gentlemen, chaps, and sports-
men, I shan't waste any ink writing
home about this [Y

“The votter!” repeated Wharton,
“A pair of spectacles—for Smithy !
And he jolly well knew when he butted
in! The rotier!"

“Haw a man could go off his form
lhke that beata me!” said Bob, "We
have our ups and downs, but that's the
jolly old limit t*

“He docsn't seem the same man at
ail 1" =zpid Nugeot.

“No” said Tom Redwing quietly,
“lie docsn't. What Greyirinrs man
would say that that was Swmithy at the
wicket 7

Even Tom Brown, pgood-lempered
fellow as he was, gave the proprictor
of the pair of spectacles a grim look
as he came off. Browney could not
elp thinking of those runs that would
never materialise now.

“What the thump ave vou doing in
this team, BSwmithy{” he grunted.
* Better stick to mm?i')les_. or hop-scotch,
after this! You used to be able to play
vricket, but marbles iz your game
now 17 ]

Vernon did nob answer.

But if the Grevirviars men weve dis-
gruntled, Jimmy Bilver & Co. were in
very cheery spivits

“Thirty o tie, thirty-one to win!™
remarked Jimmy Silver to his men.
“And we made a hundved and ilirty
im our frst knock! I fancy we shall
have a few wickets to spare at the
fintsh—what 7"’ _

“Bort of 1Y grinned Arthur Edward
Lovell.

And Harvy Wharton & Co. could not
help being of the same opinion.

Amazing !

i INARTON—*
“ Don't speak to me!”
[TY “l.! L_._:l!

“8heer off I spapped the

captain of the Remove. “T'm fed-up
with you, Vernon-Smith! Leave mao

alone ¥

Vernon's face burned.

After the nlerval for ica the Rook-
wooders  were  preparipg for  their
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mecond innings—which none of them ox-
woted to last long, any mwore than the

reyfriars fellows did. Two ar theee
wickets might go down, but it ecould
maeke no difference to the outcome:
Rookwaod, obvionsly, were going lo
win with wickets in hamnd.

Harry Wharton krew how to lose a

mateh, as well as how fo win one,
But this was too utterly rotton for any
fellow’s patience.
] fellow eould not bhelp ik, perbaps,
if he had started as a fivst-cluss bats-
man and then gone off his form and
become a mere rabbit. But he could
help butting inte a team and letting
them down,

Even Billy Bunter could have pni
up  nothing worse than a pair of
spectacles 1n a cricket match.,  And
Wharton had taken the fellow on frust
—an his own word that he was equal
te the game, knowing what he had
been only a few weeks ago.

“ Laok here,” said Vernon, in a Jow
vorwee.  “I'm sorey—I never vealised
that T should put up such an uiterly
rotten show A

“"¥ou knew it well enough!” said
Harry bitterly. “Don’t I kuow wlhy
vou came here at all—to keep out of
vour father's waw, because yow've got
one of your rotten rows onl You were
seiiding bim & telegram when I saw
vou 1in Qdu-elch’s stuely (his morning-—

de vou dave to deny ihat, Vernon
Smmith ™
“Never mind  ihat—" muttered
Bertie.

“No, never mind it: it can’t Lo
helped now ! VYVou've made a fornt of
me and let down tho side! We had
only a sporting chance of a win, in any
case—and now  we're going to Le
licked by a margin that will make the
fellows laugh when wo tell them at
Greyfriars! You told me you were
chucking erichet—why couldn’t you
stick fo that! Couldn't you find any
other lying cxeuse for petting awny
from the school for the day, withou
mueking up one of our biggest fhix
tures?”

"I'm zorey—=

“Thal’'s a lot of good —now ! You're
a roifer, Yernon-Sonth—a tricky rovier
—and if yvou're not ashamed of yvour
elf 1 suppose you've gob no sense of
shame at allt Leave me olone, any.
how- 1"

1 owas going fo ask yoy—"

“Will vou shut up? T don’l want u
row here 4o make the Reookwood men
stare, but I can tell vou that I'm jelly
near knovking you spinning!  Keep
away from me ™

Wil you Listen to me?” breatleed
Vernon, ¥ Fvye satd m sovev—TI can't
say  more than that!  Give e =
ehnniege——"

“What do vou mean, vou fool? Yan
pan’t score move (han 1wo doeck's epps
in a cricket mateht  What do  yon
maan §

“Let mo bowl an over L

“Don't talk vot 1

*1—1 think—"

“I sand  don’t talk  rob 1™ suapyesd
Wharton savagely. "~ You useid fo be
a fairly good change bowler—amd rou
nzed to be able to babk! You can’ Lat
for lolfea now! 1'in likely to trust
vou with an over! Ilow many do von
think Rookwood would make aoff -
if vour bowling's anvihing like your
batting4™

*I—=I believe——

My, shut up i

“ ook herse——"
EI[IJAI'J‘F Wharten turned his back o
1.

Vernon's face was Jdark as I wem

.
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o the field with the Greylriars men,

He had 2 zcnge of shame, and at that
stago of the proccedings lie wished
that he had faced Mp. Vernon-Smith
at Greyfriars, rather than have eut
this mizerable figure at Reokwoad.

The angry contempt in every facoe
stung him deeply., And be had ve-
=olved, risk or no risk, Lo do what
he could do—and he kuew that. if lw
vhose to exert his powers as a bowler
the game was far from lost.

But that resolve scemncd to have come
tou late. Pmithy's bowling had never
been anyilang like has balting, and his
claim lo bowl, after sucin an exhibition
of battiug, cxcited only an ri,' devision.
He was no use at all, and his fellow-
cricketers were sick of the sight of hin,
and he had to make the best of that.

Flis face was clowtdled and his heart
heavy as he walched Tom Brown bowl
ihe first over to Lovell, epening the
g3 for Rookwood.

Lovell made =zx off Tom Brown's
howhng, and then Hurree Singh bhowled
to Tommy Dodd of “mlli'l-"-'ﬂﬂlﬁ

Lomimy Dodd hit iwo fours in the
over. Rookwood had alveady fourteen
ont of the thiery-one they-wanted for no
wickets.

Bertic Vernon scel his lips hard, and
came up (o Wharion,

“Look here—-" he hegan,

“Lict into your place, and shut up ®

“Look here,” said Vernon savagely,
“wive me a chanee in one over.  If it
docsn’t do any good, what harm will i
do? The game's up in a quarier of an
hour at iluz rate™

"Bo voa think you ecan tuke wickels
a5 fast as you can loze theln?7 asked
the captain of the Remove, with savape
AR VeRE.

“ What havin will it do to give me a
ciranee ¥ I—1've gone off in batting, but
I—T1 think——"

Wharlon gave an angty shrug of the
=houlders.

O, all vight ! You used to e
fair change bowler, and vou mayn's e
sieele an utter dud gt ihac as vou are
with the bat ! Goadnres:s knows, it ean't
do nmeh harm-afeer the way you've let
s downl (live him the ball, Inky ¥

“Now look out for fireworks ! sail
Meter ‘Todd sarcastically

Wharfou, 1|;|||'-|'1':im;r!l_|.1i|l of his cotves-
<1on, laoked on, with a kmtted brow, as

Vernon- went  on ™ fo bowl  against
Arthur Edward Lovell, Dut Tom Red-
wing  walched that bowler with =

strange infeniness,

Arthur Wdward Lovell plaved the ball
with coenbidence —perhaps o liltle too
tiach conficlence. Avibur Bdward gave
# Jump when s off stump  was
iprooted.

“Oh 1 ejaculaled Lovell,

The Greviviars leld jumped az one
mm]h Harry Wharton stared spoech-
levwa]yr,

Lovell of Bookwood was out. llo
cored havdly able 4o realise 1t as ho
ared ot hts wickel: bub there 8 wae
Ll was oul—bowled Vernon-Simith !

My only summer straw ! gasped
Bob Cherry.

*Thiz™ =aul Towr Beown, “iz a jolly
old dream ! Bmithy taking Rookwoodl
wickets! Wake me up, somchody !

" (iood an, Smithy I gasped Frank
Mugent.

Avthur Falward Lovell walledd away
{o the pavilion,

uby of Rookwood teck lis place.
Baby staved exactly long enough for a
Fast ball ta =lant his mwddle stump ond
soalfor his luals,

b P ogasped Harevy Wharion,

thick's epes, after all, were not

Tur Mscxer Lapnany.—Neo, 1,630,
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wholly and solely the portion of the
Greyiviars visitors.

Wharton began to feel glad that he
had let Sl have that over. Ilo
could net understand it or bepin to
understand it. 8mithy had been & good

change bowler—nothing like this. Ilis
batting had gone utterly to rot, and
simaltancously, 1t seemed, hiz bowling

had picked up in a wonderful way—
which was a thing no fellow could have
expected.

Newcome of the Rookwood Fourth
eamoe on.  There were eager faces in
tho field now. With Smathy in this
amazing and utterly unexpected form
&2 & bowler, great possibilities dawned
oh a team alveady na:%“ned to defeat.

Thosc possibilities looked a little like

being realised 83 Newcome's wicket

went wosk, .
“The hattrick!™ stuttered Bob
Cherry, " And Bmithy! Oh(”

“I said we were dreaming !V gasped
Brovwney., “ We shall hear the rising-
bell soon and wake up 1™

“Good old Smithy 1"

“{300d old Bounder!”

“Bravo, Sinithe 1

Tom Cook came on for Rookwood.
Eyes were fairly glucd on the bowler
now. : :

Bertie Vernon was unconscious of it
—uneenscions of everything bat his

ame. He was poing all out; and he

new what he could do, and he was
doing it. Ha had let the team down;
he was pulling the game out of the fire
for them. There was no angry con-
tempt in Greviviars faces now; there
was wonder and admiration and eager
expectation. The fellow whom every
other man in the teamn had wanted to
boot off the field had suddenly become
& man they ﬂ(‘.lightﬂd to honour |

Nobody could understend it; hut
there it was, and the Greyfriars
cricketers gladly accepted the gifts the

ads sent them, without understanding
ﬁow this miracle had come about.

One of them hknew!

The last doubt had left Tom Red-
wing’s mind now, and he knew | )

Bertia Vernon had known that this
might spell danper, and disregarded it.
Bur hie had not known how great the
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danger; he had not known that this
was fhe final proof to the Bounder's
chum who alrcady suspeected his impaos-
fure. He was not thinking of Redwing;
he was thinking of nothing bubt taking
Rookwood wickels, and ha was taking
them.

“%IGWI'S that ?” shricked Bob Cherry.

1) ut' !JJ

Tommy Cook trailed sadly home.

Tommy Doyle took his place. A fow
minutea later he was following tho
olher Tommy home.

Then come Jimmy Silver for the last
ball of the over. Jimmy waz a bowler;
but he was a good bat, and he hopod
to stop the rot. That hope was brief,

“Oh gum ! said Jimmy Bilver, as his
wicket went.

Bob Cherry pitehed his cap info the
air, sct back his head, and roared.
Harry Wharton was disposed to rub his
cves, to make sure that he was not, as
Browney suggested, dreaming this!

Had BSmithy really put up the double
Lat-trick? Really, it was hard to
believe that he had!

Even that fellow Vernon, who had
left, wonderful bowler as he was, had
never beaten this! Iixcept that fellow
Vernon, noe bowler in the Greyfriars
Remove had ever equalled it.  That
fellow Vernon had had an uncanny,
almost miraculous gift.  There were
Sixth Form men at Greyfriars who
could not keep up their sticks against
him. But Smithy had never shone as
a bowler. Now he was shining like a
bright, particular star, and at a time
when he had seemed utterly off his
form and gone completely to seed! It
wanted some understanding |

But there it was.

Rookwood had been fourteen for no
wickets, Mow they were still fourtecn
for six wickets! Cricket, proverbially
an uncertain game, had not often wit-
neased so kaleidoscopic a change as
thisa! In a single over, cortain defeat
had changed into & glorious prospect of
viclory.

“Qmithy, old man ! Harry Whazton
clapped the wonderful new bowler on
ithe back. “TForget what I said to vou
—sorry 1 eut up rusty !  But who the
dickens could have dreamed of this#*
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"THE MENACE OF

"GRUNDY
GETS GOING!”

A lively, extra-long yarn featuring George
Alfred Grundy, 5c.1im's champion chump,
as a japer. His Japes have uproarious
results to everyane but himself !

THE

The "Gem" that Sparkles with
Tip Top School Stories!

Treat yourself to a copy today and enjoy—

in the Cascade Mountainsin Canada lurks Handsome AlF, a ** bad hat "'—menacing Frank
Richards & Co., on their holiday trip, awalclng his chance to ** get '’ the Cedar Creek
schoolborys who have crossed his path !

THE MOUNTAINS!”

“THE
HURRICANE!"

Caught in the terror of West Indian
waters—the hurricane! Jack Drake and

Ca., the Beabow Boys, have to battle for
' their lives against the fury of the elements,

Also Other Star Attractions.

GEM

Every Wedncsday. At oll Newsagents 22

“It'a jolly old magic!” said Bob
Cherry.  “Smithy, vou've got us all
guessing ! How do you do it? I sop-
pose_you haven't suddenly changed by
magic into that relation of yours®”

Vernon caught his breath, hut he con-
irived to !a‘t:gﬁa.

Tom Redwing smiled—a bitter simile,
Gluile unegnsciously, Bob's jesting words
had stated what Redwing now knew ¢
be ‘the actual fact  He knew pow—
there was no lingering doubt in his
mind. He knew!

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh bowled
the next over to Tommy Dodd.

. Tommy Dodd made four before le
joined the other two Tommies at the
Ea.wlm-n, tho nabeb getting him out.
even down for eighteen!

Mornington took the next over from
Vernon,

Bertie did not have to ask for an
over now  Ha was going to have all
the overs that the laws of the game
allowed,

Dut the fellows in the field, whe
leoked eagerly for more fireworks, had
a disappointment.

Bob Cherry's jesting words had struck
the. hapless impersonator with a sndden,
clear sense of the risk he was taking,

In that amazing over which had pro-
duced the double hat-trick he had
dismissed it from hizs mind, Now 1t
came back. Morn made two, two, and
four, and the score jumped to twenty-
six. Tive wanted to win—and three
wiclkels yet to fall ]

Toin Redwing, watching the bhowler,
could read s thoughts as if they were
written in his face. He had deter-
mined to |:r]E|L§I the game, regardless
of danger. ow prudence, or fesr,
had supervened! Ile dared not carry
on. And then—he saw that the
fellow's resolve had hardened again.
He could recad what others could not
read in the set face

“How's that?” wyelled Bob Cherry,
when the next ball went down.

gL {jut t?‘?

Mornington was out for his cight!
Twenty-six for eight wickets! Two
more balls to the over, and two more
men to come—the mere “tail ™ of the
Rookwood team!  They ecame, and
went, rewarded by s couple of mglori-
ous duck’s cgga! It was the hat-trick
agnin—io  wind up with—and Grey-
friars had won the mateh at Rookwood
by 1he parrow margin of four runs!

Third Time Not Lucky !

SAY, vou fellows ™
“Hallo, hallo, halle, old fat
man ™ roared Bob  Cherry.
“We beat them !V

“1

“Eh? Did vou?" said Billy Buuicr,
“AHN right! gy ——""

“Or, rather, S8mithy did!" said
Harry Wharton, laughing.

“Did he?" said Bunter. " All

vight ! 1 say, leok here—™"

The Greviriars cricketers were back
late for calling-over. But they were
in time for prep; and when the
Famons Five came up they found
Billy Bunicr on the Remove landing,
just about Lo come down

Bunter had a sheaf of impot paper
in his fat hand, and a cheery grin on
hiz face,

“1 say, vou fellows, laok here!"
erinned  Bunter. “I've  done iy
lines 17

“Your lines ' repeated Wharton.

Actuatiy, he had forgotten Bunier
and his lines, as completely as Bunter
had forgotten that a cricket maich
was going on ab Rookwood !



Neither was he fesifully interested
now that be was remindéd of thém.

The: Greyfriars fellows had returned
Tull of that chequered game: st Rook-
tood and the astonishing . way in

which Smithy had pulled- it out of

the fire. Sunday prep in the Remove
studies that evening was dikely to be
& little neglected. .

“But, 1 say, you fellows, look here !”
HiMly Bunter's fat face was irradidted
by a wide grin that extended almiost
frém one fat ear to the other. 1 say,
I thought of & jolly clever dodge!"

“QOne of your bright ideas?” asked
Harry Wharton, with a laugh,

“A real winper  this time!” said
Bunter impressively. " w

“8mithy put up a double hat-trick,
old fat man—-"

“Bother Smithy

“Smithy's turhed out no end of &
bow ler—"

"“RBlow Smithy |7

]

EVERY SATURDAY

“Hotked the game out of the soup
right at the. finish—"

“Do stop talking rot, Cherry! I
say, you fellows, look .at thisl If it
works all right with Queleh, I don’t
mind .letting . you have the .ideal I
wilfl,ri;.'ume in jolly useful, I-'can “tell
you 1™

Bunter. held up his Jmpet. -  Ap-

arently another bright idéa had
Eaghqd inta the. fat brain of the Owl
of the Remove and splved, at last, the
ressing problem of those froublezeme
ines, :

-Harry Wharton & Co. locked, not
interested, really; but they "looked.
But, having looked, they looked again
—aquite intervested, -

- Bunter's. impot was ‘rathiér unusnal !

“¥ou sea,” grinned the happy Fat
Owl, ‘Eouelﬂh sard they had to go in
ta-da. ur; hundred of them, I've
just finished—I can-take them in before
prep! See? Of course, a fellaw
wasn't going to write four hundred

-0
lines ! Wkat do you.think of thie for
a dopdge?”

Bunter’s

: lincs .ru&ﬂ' were  worth
looking at,. even: by ?E“

owa full ap
with ericket! .

“Arma virunique ceno, Trojae gui
primus ab oris. .
‘Arros virumgue cano, Trojae qui
primus ab oris. .
Arma virumgue cano, Trojee gui
primms ab oris.
Arma virumgure cong, frojae- qul
primus ab oris”
And so on and so forth!  Every

ling was végeated four fimes.
Whin.a fellow was given lines, they
were supposed to be eonsecutivé linmes.
8till, Queleh certainly’ had net eaid
eonsecutive lines, IHe had eaid lines
That was good enough for Bunter.
“But what the thump,” zzid Bob
Cherry, “is the big idea?! Doesn't it
teke as long to write &' line four
times as to write four lines?”
AContinued on next yordi )

F OR nest Baturday :
| “THE HOUSE OF DARK
: SECRETS 1™ :

is the title of the next grand yarn
of the famous chums of Greyfriars,
by ¥Frank Richards. This talented
author has excelled himself with a
vengeance in this super-yarn featur-
ing Herbert Vermon, whg is 1m-
personating his ‘cousin and double,
Vernon-8Smith. - So far, Vernon has
ot away with his amazing deception,
but certain things happen that arousc
Toma NRedwing's suspicions. “And
Tom, a man of action and not words,
seta off to make a few inquiries, with
what resuldh you will learn next
Saturday. Latest information about
what's happening at Greyfriars will
be found in the interesting edition of
the “ Herald,” while “ My Page ” will
be taken over by the "“big noise”—
Mr. Quelch. Have you ordered your
copy of tle Masxer for nesxt week?
If mot, take my advice and do so
now !

Now for a few replics to readers
which may be of interest to other
"Magnetites.”

QGeorge Wilson (Edghaston), in-
forms nre that he was out in his back
earden the other day wheo he saw-an
seroplune which, to him, appeared
stationary in  the air. Was it
imagination, be asks, ur ean an acrg-
plane remain still in the air?

An acroplane san never sianmd still
in rclation to the air, the slowest rate
at which it can fly being about half
its top specd. When travelling
against a very strong wind, however,
it i3 possible that it may stand shill
im relation to the carth.

The next guery comes from Robert
Bonny (Gravesend), a ship’s cook,

Your Editor is always pleased to hegar from
his ‘readers. Write to him: Editor of the
' Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Lonhdon,

E.CA.
who asks me: Why does an onion

makeour eyes water?

As i matter of fact, “Bob,” our
eyes are really watering all the time
—that is to say, we ave producing
tears that pass over our eyeball and
keep it elean. That iz why we Blink,
to carry the tears that appear under

the upper lid over the surface of the

eye. Theseé tears ecscape into the
nose. We say that our eyes water
when the tears form so swiftly that
they eannot escape quickly enough.
Ouions give off s&me;’hin to the air
which exeites the ends of the nerves
of smell in the nose, and also excitea
the ends-of the nerves of touch in the
eyehall and eyelids, and so. sends a
message to the brain telling the tear-
rlands to make tears qumk%;,";’ and
then we say our eyes water. There 1a
use in this, for the rapid flow of tears
Lelps to proteet the cyelids and the
gyeball from the stuff the opions give
off. In people whe, for sbme reason,
cannot produce tears, such things as
cnions will make the eyes smark
severely, because such people cannot
protect themselves by making their
eyes water.

Now I must remind you about
the July issues of the “*Schoolboye’
Own Library.” 1 am net going te
recommend any individual isswe—as
they are all so good. No. 376 con-
tains a lively holiday-adventure yarn
starring yonr old favourites—Harry
Wharton & Co., who meet with adveu-
tures of o rather unusnal kind while
tramping the -peaceful ﬂl_:'nunt.r}’éiﬂn.
Note the title: *“The Greyiriars
Hikers!” It's a Frank Richards'
special.  No. 377, "The School
Squadron ! is a stary of school and
fiyine adventure, which tells how the
chums of Sclborough “put paid ¥ to a

band of spics who ave a dauﬁﬂ to the
eountry. You will find thrills galore
in this poewerful story by Erie Roche.
No. 378, “ The ‘Schoelboy Crusces!™
will prove one of Edwy Searlea
Brooks™ best sellers. Shipwrecked in
a hurricane, the chrums.of 5t. Frank’s
are cast-away .on. a desert island in
the Pacific! - Are they downhearted?
There’s life in every chapter of -this

great yarn. Be gure you pet ome, if
not all” ‘three, of these popular
volomes. EvVery newiagent stocks
them. -

The next letter .im my posthag
comes from Mrs. Spears (Cornwall),
whose gon. Alfred iz a stannch reader
of the Magngr, TUnfortunately, Alf

‘walks in his'sléep, whith is.naturally

a worry fo is mother. Mps. Spears
asks me why'do” people walk in their
sleep? ;

There are two parts of our mind
which dontfol all our movements and
actions. One part has to do with all
those things which * we -kinow we are
doing,” while the other part does
things “‘without our kaowledge.”
We do quite a lot of things withous
being conscious of them. For in-
stance, we do not think about breath-
inz, though we are always doing it
We do npet think about omr heart
beating, althoitigh it never stops as
long as we live; and there are some
things we cam learn to do so well as
to be able to do-them without think-
ing at all. Walking is one of fhese
things. Now aets of thia kind are
sometimes doge by people in their
sleep, and thex cap do them just ge
well asgleep as’ awake, because the
mind has got so used to logking after
such acts that it does not require us
to be conscious when doing them, Be
some people are found to walk in
their sleep becanse onme part of the
mind is wide awake when the other
is asleep. 'The curieus thing ahout it
is that, just because the walker is
asleep and not conscious, he can walk
over dangerous spots which would
probably ecause him to fall througlh
nervousness if he weére wide awake.
As be is not conscious, he generally
walks safely, and remembers nothing
about it.

That's all for row, chums. Mcet
vou again next week. '

: YOUR EDITOR
Tue Maguer Lisrary.—No. 1,639






A VILLAIN UNMASKED!

“* Egasciting "' School Story of Jack Jolly &

Co., of St. Sam’s.

By DICKY NUGENT

“ Tellegram for Maater Fearlesa ! ™

Binding, the page, maode that
announcement from the doorway of
Fearless’ study in the Fourth passage
at St. Sam’s,

He poked hiz noso into the study
and jammed a penny dreadful into his
pocket and thrust a buff envelope on
to the tablo. He caused quite a stic
in the study—though it was nowhere
near tea-time ! :

“ A tellegram ! My hat ! Let's see
it ! " said Fearless eagerly. ** It must
be awfully important. Cateh!”

The grinning deftly caught the
threeperiny hit Fearless tossed him
and departed, resuming his percosal of
tho penny dreadful as he went.

“News from home, old chap?”
asked Jack Jolly, as Fearless opened
thoe envelope. *'Is it about those
secrat plans your pater left with you 1"

“ Right on the wicket!™ pgrinned
Fearless. * Up till now the pater has

iven me plenty of rope. But now he
ft'luﬂ sent me & wire ! e says: * Have
plane ready. Will arrive at 8t. Som's
almost immediately.” That must nean
he ‘wanta the plans hack again.”

“ For which releef, much thanks !
remarked Jolly, * After you've got
rid of them, we shan't have any moroe
trubble with that shilty raskal who
calls himself Honest Joe Goodman ! "

“He has tried hard to get them,
and no mistake ! " larfed Frank, as he
went down on his neeze by tho loose
floorboord under which he had hidden
the secret plana. * If he hadn't had
mich &n idiot a3 the Head to hel
him, he mite have got them by this
time and—ch ! ™

Fearless broke off with s gasp of
sheer dismay. Ho had taken up the
loose floorbesrd and his eyes were now
glued to the space benceth it.

“ By gom ! " ho eggsclaimed.

“ Bomething come unstuck? * askad
Jaolly anxiously.

For answer, Fearless pointed a
trembling finger at the hole in the
floor.

“ The plana ! ' he gasped. “ They're
gﬂﬂﬂ ' 1

* Impossibul 1.

“ Tmpossibul or not, they're not
thero | ™ Fronk Fearless jumped to
hie fect. He was white with agpitation
and red with rage. The loss of his

'a proshus plans secmed likely to
give him a fit of the blues, * Someone
has pinched those pleus, and I think
I know who that someone was—the
Head |

‘* Oh, grate pip

“YWe mite have guessed !’ groaned
Fearless. " We mite have known
when le climbed up Fossil's ladder
into this study the other doy that he
waan't downg it Jor a lark ' ™

“The epgpgaplanation he gave us
afterwards wos  certainly  hard Lo
gwallow,” remarked Jolly, with a
ghake of his head. “ He said he
was training to be an auk-silly-airy
fireman } ™

“A likely story ! said Foarless,
with a bitter lavf, “The fuet was
that he had found out where the plans
were hidden and was trying to get
them. I stopped him ot the timne,
but ho must have coms back later—
like a theef in the nite !

* Fearlese ! Mow dare wyoa talk
about wyour headmaster lilke this
herel ”

Jolly & Co. whecled round at the

T3
!

P | eggsclaimed  Fearless.

gound of that
familiar voice.
They found

news,
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standing  in — — - S——
the doorway,

his brows nitted feercely, as though
Frank’s rernarks were by no means to
his hiking.

“ How dare you suggest that I am
a theof 7 he eried. I would never
dreem of theeving, Fearless—par-
ticularly in the nite! As o matter
of fact, T did this little job early this
marning, before riging-bell 17

Jack Jolly & Co. eimply blinked at
the Head.

“You admit, then, =ir, that you
tonk the plans 1" ejackulated Fearless.

Dr, Birchemall
grinned and nodded.

“Not much good
doin otherwise,
Feorless, now yvou have
notissed they are
gone,” he answered
cheerfully. ** 1 should
have left some bogns
papera in their place
s#0 vou wouldn't smell
novat.  Unfortunotely,
I forgot to do it, so
there is no nced for
further  concealment.
But don’t think I am
a theol, I'm not 1™

“Then what the
dickens arc yvou, gir? .

The Head smirked.

Y IF you must know, Fearless, I'm a
detective—n sort of Herlock Sholmes
or Bexton Slake, you know, but grater
than either of thoss two f{umbling
nmateurs. I tracked your secret plans
te their buding-place becsuse your
esteorned father wanted his lawyer to
have them ' "

" Wha-a-at ¥ "

“ You may have notissed the lavwyor
nocking abont the echool once or
twice Jutely., CGoodmaen is his nome-—
Honest Joe Couvdmaon ! "

* Honest Joe (oodman, my pater’s
lawyer 1" yelled Fearless. * Why,
sir, you must be potty! His lawyer
s a man named Orasper—of the lirm of
Grasper, Grabbe, Snatcher & Snaffie.”

“ Bosh 1" gaid the Head., * (ood.
mun ig your iather’s lawyer, and the
fuet 1w that wyour futher cabled him
from Timbuecloo——"

“T-T-Timburtoo 7™ stutterad
Frank. * Why, sir, my futher’s never
been to Timbuctoo in his life ! "

“Ratta!" retorted the Head
cheerfully.  ** AMr. Feordinand Fearbess
is in Timbuctoo at the present oment,
and he won't be home tilll—-"

o Morning, everyhody [

Everybody jumped at tha sound of
that woice, while the Hend's oyes
nearly holted out of their sockits, ns
he turned to the duorway.

FPor, standing in tho doorway, was
Mr. Ferdinand Fearless himself !

“ M-M-Mr. Fearlesal? pgaaped Dr.
Birchemall, “Then you'ro not in
Timbuetoo ¥ 7

“ No; nor in Timbuethres, either 1 ¥
veplicd Mr. Fearless, with a merry larf,

* Where did you pick wp this weord-

idea, Dr. Bivehemall 7 7
“ From—{iom your . law o
phaltered the IHead., * H. o qid-yod

ha aaid.

oried.
plans !

eriee
hasn't a grate start,
ncking his ba

Larme !

Hend.

wanted him to have the plans without
mr son. knowing anything about it,
Ahard look eame into Mr., Feavless’
eves. Hia face seomed to turn to
grabbed Dr. Birchemall
v the shoulders amid a stony silence. t’:ir&yfriur:s Pageant, mrich is
“Let's have the concrete facts!"™ | fixed to take play oext | has just been issued, seemg, | Marjoric Hazeldene) is to be
iq:imumrst-m]meu, i E]]:E zzlmst. de:i::rmﬁva suméﬁ of
the gvound extra- & day and wi rovide &
** He—he had a black mistosh and | tion, I can say wil} cer- | cedinarily weﬁ. The Pageant | fine uipummity Pfar the
emoked glasses, Mr. Fearless, and— | tainty that the Pagait will | begins in the ruined Closters | effective  display  of the
lemime see—his voice was horse and | vot fail for want W en- | with o representation of the | costumes of the period.
s ; ning ol the old inonastery
Hymer Kerr, my | Pageant Committee. They | in 1472, by the Ovder ot the | jump to 1716, when the
_ bizzinesa | have worked withawll. In { Grey Friars.
ejuckulated | Wibley's case I knogfor a { scene, "to be enacted with
“That'a | fact that he hes eped.all of | the ruins of the old chapel

anite. Ho

Leggo my wiskera !
Mr. Fearless reloased him at last
and paced feverishly up and down the
study.
* Dished !

onn aned 2o forth !

in Mugpleton |’
Mr. earless’ eyes pleemed,
“ Who knows 1

heard hirm say.
Get rendy {o sail at once, kaptin.
ghall join you at Sandport Harbour in
1 a few minniis, and I want to leave a3
aoon o3 I ithe Baucy Sul.

s ¥

* ¥ou have met an imposter. | Tuesday.
What was he like 1

husky i

Are. Foeorless.
his voira to s T.

false. But the plans! | oceasion. |
Where are they 1"

“I—1 gave thom | guite believe it. Mt the | The
to him this morning!

that

* ¥Yaroooo ! Ow.ow |
Yoocoop !

IDiddled !
“hera’s o fortune in those
That invention fer the high-

L1 H’E

truth, “ Impossibul, T fear!
still room for hwap. As it hoppens,'™

HARRY WHARON
CALLING !

From my own dlerve- | cover

thusinam on the peigh. the

duction

in the

and events deserving repro- | boys,
have occorred in | this event took place, we 1
nearly every reign sinee that | shall ta 1564—the date
of Edward VI, Selecting the | of the wvisit of Queen
2 maost suitable incidents bas | Elizabeth to our alma mater.
_ All i3 now readydw the | obviously heen 1o easy task. | The arrival of Good Queen
The programme, which | Besa (who will he played by

the
rich in historicel tmdition | monastery as a sehool for | think, ean be trusted to sce
Words failed him. 3

From 1551, when

After that, there is a long

The w»pext | echool was reorganised on ita

present basia,
The last scene will be a

The | his spave time ool even | as hackground, is of the | game of cricket as played in
smoked glassea and | hurnt the midnight|pil in | invasion of the monastery | 1815—mmles, drese and all—
raistosh were | preparing  for the: great | by Henry VIIT's scldicrs | concluding with the arrival
3 | and the desperate, but hope- | on Big Side of the British

Wib tells me, a1 can | less, vesistance of the Friars. | troops who rested at Grey-
i ) L. Fageant will then | friars on their way back
commmittes’s chief diiculty | move to the School Heuse, | from the victory of Waterloo
the | hus been deciding it to | where we shall see Edwanl
footling fatheads—" | leave out. Grojiiars is | VI opening
hooted Mr. IFearlesa.

An ambitious programnme,
vestored | what ¥ But Wiblay, T

that it is put across in the
best possible manuer. Look
out n next weak's
“fl—{frald i fﬂi‘l a fuiii geeount
0 e gireat da ch
Bob {.Hin'y § oo SR,
All the very best, chums !
HAREY WHARTON

KIPPS BALANCES
THE BOOKS

Kipps has been depu biging
for Xugent aa cricket
treasurer., But it hos been
found that there are dis-
arlwu'tl:ag-eﬂ in having h
conjurer for the job. He
is liable to do things in such
an unorthodox way.

When the committes aal-
el him to bakanee his books,
for inatance, .he paraded in
front of thomn with a billiard
cue on his nose and the
books on top of the cue!

&  THE SUCCESSFUL
# SCHOOLBOY JOURNALIST

By HAROLD SKINNER

The fellow who aspires to be a journalist ehould
bave brains, resource, imagination, nerve snd un-
failing optimism.

He should also have that rvare gift, & nose for

Of course, it often happens that nothing worth
reporting is on the move. Does ihis stump a good

junior journalist ¥ Not likely I He just
kit down ab his typewriter and nses his
imaginagtion ; and the resuita are muych
better than if he allowed himself to bo
limited by mers facts.

Unfortunately, a brilliant journalist can
hardly expect to be appresiated properly
at 8 school like Cheyitiars. ‘I'be lbﬁuw:i
who run the * Greyfriars Herald." for
instance; have a quaint old-worll prejudics
against priating anything that isn't troe.

Still, if you think you're cut out to be a
newspaperman, Lere is nothing to stop
you asking Wharton for a trial,  Put your
cap on the side of your head, eliew o piece
of gum, and atroll into the editorial
sanctum with  your thumbs in your
wasteoat armholes. 8ib on the editor's
desk and say: * Looking for a stick of
human dynamite for your reporting staff,
big boy t Well, hero T am 1™

Vhen Wharton, electrifiecd by your
g::-gef.-tﬂr methods, has piven you a
BLUrE

{ds the budding ** news-hound ™ icoulid
al this junclure go out ou his neck, there s
1#o point in printing the vest of our con-
triladtor’s peculiar fips.—Ep.)

Seezing the Head by »
his vennerable beard,
he pave it & tuo

FFearless' Rolls-Rice

(It
H

aslked IFearless.

yasgleal 1 “my own yochi, (uh'Mary Ann, is
“* Oh, all serene, then!” grunted herthed in Sm.iﬂ; _ Harhour.
Mr. Fearless. * Kim on needs be, I shall ordelull steam ahead

I'hey all charged out of the study, aned Tollow Hymer @ier out of {he
galloped out of tho House, snd then | harbour—and run hit to earth in the
hurtled down in Mr. Fearless' Rolis- | 2oa!
Rice to the Jolly

Cirute was their delite, on entering | Fearless torned  be
the inn. to find “Honest Joa Goodman,™
aling Hymer Kerr still there—bizzily
talking on the tellyfone !

“ Is that Kaptin Cadman 1" they
“ Hymer Kerr licre.

LR ]

cheored, what wmsng

YFearless to [ulfl his maolve !

nuneber,  Don't neess il 1)

The answer secmedto please Hymer |
. : Kerr, for he larfedillanously as he
made the Head howl. } dammed down the #ceiver.

A moment lator. lis larl changed
to & gasp of dismay,. asg Mr. Fearvicss
tove off his folse mush and smoked
glaﬂm}: Bi.lt- Hyma: BI{H?TL' wasd

|9 TRl O Uieis PeHOLEMe, Ore Anyord
e e could sﬁup him, helhd made o }n:iiw
for the door and sdnmed it in the

speed shelling of hard-boiled eggs can faces of his wouldly captors, giving
e used for a hundred purposes—
pecling oranges; shelling pens, and so
Withont a doubt,
Hymer Fere will take the plans abroad 1
aml market my invention—and make | driving off st furi
a mint of munny out of it | ¥
“'Then let’'s try fto stop him
Frank Yearless eagerly.
He may still be | ha

the Head a fearful wil.op on Lhie noze !

When the 3t. Sur's party reached
the street, they had the waddening
cgpsperience ol so g Hymer Kers
i speed in M.

" Bo he's bound fy thoe Saucy Sal,
el ¥ " sald Mr. Feadds, brethlessly, as
! zecl alter the franishing Rolla.
{8 at the Jolly Sailor, | ¥ I know something. of that vessel
mhe's Hymer herrsosn boat, with a
. kaptin and crew savillonous na her
We may yet be in | guwner ! ™
Would you boys like to come?

Y Yea, rathert

“ IMease, can’ I come, too ! came a
wimpering, wining guestion from the
: “Now I kinow the :
noflnng will give me grater plexgure ! 1 : :
than to hrlpgfn the E%]-pt'ﬂmpﬂf thix | said Mr. Fearless, “"'ﬁ-“ﬁ%;‘"“ “h“‘-"-klf-':

“ Can't you calchhm up before ho
gets to Sandport Hebour, pater @

But theve is

Aud, having madethat decision, My,
to the Joly
imatlor to order a wxi—while Jack
Jolly & Co. cheered him to the echo.

Little did our heres drecm, as they
ndvernchers
1 | they were to faco 'n helping v

(‘" The Ocean d'raidl " vs the fiile of
the sequel to this yardy, 1n mert week's

Coker’s Crackbrained Campaign

Colier of the Fifth has puot forth
preat efforta this week fo make us
Hemove men more dignified.

“You Remove kids not ouly luck
dignity—yon're a giddy disprace to the
school 17" be said emphbatically, " 11’3 | more than ever determined to put that
gobt Lo stop ! D'm going to stop it 1 "

“' Now isn't that kind of Coker, you
chapa ' aslied Wharlon, and the | Coker's
fellows chortled.

that’'s &
dignified '™

“ What have we done to dererve it
Kind Colgey 2%

sareasan i8 like water on a duck’s hack.
“ You onght Lo ke jolly grﬂtciu] to fet A number of Remove cheps had
a chap of my weight condescending to
tuko uny uotice ot you, and I hope you | and most innocent expressions, to ask
show your pratitude by making b easy
m,
whop you !t ¥

“Oh, thank you, Colep t 2 to

HE WANTS TO MAKE US DIGNIFIED!

——— W

There's poing to
mouth-organs

and all  4hat
Nonn're

indefntigable in

“Not at oll. It's a pleasure,” said { undignified behaviour in the Remove,
Coker unsuspiciously. " 1'm going Lo
make it my business lor
% titne to kevp o carcful
eye on  you fags, and
every thne I catch you
domez anything likely to
bring the school into
dimepute 1'm  coming
down with a heavy
hand !
e no more larking
about in public and
playing
atd tin whistles on tho
platforn  at  Couxtiichl
slation
kind of roi.
going to be more Jigni-
fiecd, and T'm the ono
going 1o make yew  more up to the timo ol going to press, the
campalgn has not been what you might
coll a complete success !

On the first doy, Coker had a most
“ Nothing ! " snorted Coker, to whom | unfortunate set-back, just when things
scemed to be going awimmingly.

e e,

Even Coker hinsell, It really was a bit of bl
blinked a little at ) .

luele that the Heed should have passed

being  thanked for | just when Coker was extending his

plun into operation.

dmea that publie announeement of | quick succession, and when Lowthers
campuign, Coker has  been
putting  down

We have to admit rcluctently that

approached bim, weaving their blandest

him whit he considercd to be undignified

' yeu den't, then I shall | bohaoiour, and Coker, encoun

theiv igreprane

threatening  whop-
pings to come, but
everybody looked so
bland amd inndcent that he
over. He walked away more thon a little
supprised ot the polite receplion given
to hiz plan for reforming wndignified
Remove men—hbut ot the same time

to po into detail, went
thy - tonpwd cof piving  llustrations

fingera from his nose in the Head's
direction. Dut there wyon ave, that'y
just what happened !

Another regrettable ineident hap-
pened on the following day i Courtfield,
when Colier chipped in o stop Bab
Cherry blowing peas at an unpopular
Couwrtliecld Tmtcher pamed Leathers.
Coker collared the peashooler just altor
Bob hod scored several **bmlls™ jn

turned to see who was deing it ond
found Coker with the peashooter, he
Jjumped to the wreng conclusion and
macle & swoop on Coker !

Why Mr. Quelch shionld have hup-
pened along just when Coker waa volling
vver on iho pavermnent in mortal combat
with the butcher is a mysfery.

Then there was the stesrn-roller aliair
in Foardole Lane on the day siter
that. When Ciker found o crowd of
Remove chaps tinkering about with
i steam-roller in the lone while the
workmen had adjourned to seo tho Lime
ak the Cross Keys, he stepped in at the
double. A heetic struggle on the steam-
voller  that lasted tdl the foremen
returned led to more inisunderstandivg,
The [oreinan took Coker to be the
leader of the raiders and called him s
blinking great lout who ought to know
better. ~ And Fete dogged Coker yob
again. Just at the moment when he
wus sgquaring up to the foreman, Prout
roiled up !

Coker, of course, hes explained things
fully to the Head and to Mr. Quelch
and to Mr. Prout. Ho has told them
that in putting his fingers to hisz nose
and serapping in the street with the
buteher end arguing the toss in ihe
lane with a stesm-roller man, iw wus
only teaching the Remove to be more
dignified. But we regret to ray Lhag
the masters are not bopressed.




