


" This Waeh By~

Henry Sammel

. Master of th:
1’ _ R:mmlﬂ-

invited to write & Jof light literatire
2" -Joirnal,. ost of iy
t-f:n:i'm:mi kind, and

as “The Publio

IT is a.chadge and a relaxation for me to be

in o sohpolbi
literary wc:-rk a a
appears .In_ such

School Review,” 1 am ai:wmmp:li a h
of Greyiriars. Béthool, which is nf,  but
enjoyalle, task. Therefore, I rt,gnm this

opportunity "-vlf-h fevonr; -and ) shall - olaim
gn_:;ur indulgence for & fow remarkson my woik
arn at Greyfriars. . ;
Ther life of A schoopuaster i pot one which
T gho uli:.r muﬂmmmnﬁ tay- zrmy yonng-
Mk ]',J-lf'tl&mm
mOraenta, no- &;-u hul:: it- ia a ]:mrd.,, and offen
thankless, a;a:lmat—f orance, laziness, anwl
nh-‘—t:lmcr Wikt

Ir:-uIsum and-a, MAno-
tonous routine which anmre: varjes T adhdition
to this; a schnﬂimaﬂm muat bhe a combination
of ddetectlve, family doctor,. cnevelopedia,
mdﬁ and: general servant.

- wisdom of Selemon; the rutilasences of
Hero, the lHterary. abllity. of 8 mkmfpm:;e, the
patience of Jobwthe knowied Foerpdes,
the st-ratuﬁ ufB'uanﬂf;un have alk thesa,
ipess @s a schoolmaster,
ES;;ME- t-I;nem, it h fﬁsh to attemnt tie task
at all,
This does nob imopey that I regard myaell as

belng in tha pm&-&miﬂu of all these gualities ;-

m&mﬂt 0 not regard myself as !mun;g;
m.sm have heen mun;f
ﬂit-u.atiuﬂ:s- which I should have hendled wit
more ability had I been a better master. But
it is {atal ta allow a scholar to suspect this fact.
y mnst&r rausk keep up appearances. To his
-ho must bo & superbuman and infallible
r307y.
::Ia.mﬂmr b Bﬁﬂrﬁemng nimm:
0 13 E r
masterd must 1ave, fenl] , almost !?ke: Tmian
mh&, THhat is the otk ude o master has to
If Yo wishes to maindain a proper dis-
ige, If he mm;:rs, if he appears uncortain
h‘iﬂ hia: prestige ia«lost or
BVET, never be quite nman,

.t.'m'n hﬁﬁ‘u"ﬂ i

|Quaelch,, M.A,,|

‘Tnajority. of boys
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e
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Wiath this in mmd u will renlise how it 3
that a° master is not a3 ‘othier men., I am
award, for instance, that many lower boys
at Greviriars aro sometimes impudent, or
' ghaeky,” to Bir Hilton Popper. Sir Hilton
an buronet awd 3 governor of the school]
bud hg Is niot &, lie {3 & mere Hu s
beimg, Confronted with Mr. Capper or Mr,
W!mim or nyeelf; these same bovys would be
alarmed and Elmﬂﬂiﬁll

S0 much for o maatma noral attitude
to his class, Behind thia majestic fagade, he
must- ave a keen understanding of l:o;;?,
A quick sympatly for their yeoblems, and £
‘-tl"lmh of 3 hawk te see'through thelr manifold

dees

lfmhu?a try to &mha—nr to use their
nwn w cHepoof M—their masters on o¢-
casiona, 1t 2 quilfo a natural desire. The great.
o oot come to college with
the grim resolve work as hard as possible.

the contrary, they determine have
*as good A time ' a3 their master will Iﬂ« themn.
1f they can dodge work, they will dodge it

withouk the slightest :--::ﬁmic. It; however,
their whmlmaatar makes them work, they wil]
respect i for i

A aster muﬁtlm on the alert for the slightest
shgn of deception, 1fa boy who always stnmbles
mul atutters in his transkation of Virgil soad-

denly. reels off & dificult pasaage with complete”

self-assurance, s master does not. necd
te:ll‘mi that, there. Ia something to be dis-
goversd, . Frobebly the boy las-writien the
t-mr‘sﬁlat-fﬂu over thewonds in his hook. Tt is nmob
dreadful crime, and many boys Jo 1t
ﬂ“ﬁnﬁ preparation, But it iz forbidden. . A
_hﬂy ‘suppesed to memorise the mﬁﬁmm
Eicaﬂ}"-. If & normally mbchicvous I:u:;y
huemmm ﬂuddnnhr attentive,. with his
fixed on hils magter's face in- eameﬁl:- thoug
St i3 almost certabn that he s up to smn&-
thing.” His month may be full of swepdineale,
or I may be sttempting to thrust a pin into
hiz melghbour under cover of Ils desk. In
any case, he ust he dealt with :mme&htel:.?,
and in a way e will cemember.

A moster et know all that gors on in Liks
Formi, and yet he must never a:k for inforimne-
tion. '.['-::ng tales = quite properly forbidden.
Nothing sa quickly destroys the morale of a
sclincl &5 the practice of tale-bearing, Under
itz influence, becoma either furtive or
hullyﬁﬁl I manke it a mile never to listen Lo
information of this Kind.

Yet I think T know most of what gors on
in oy Formt, I am quite aware, lor instance,
that ":-Inmit-r and Snoop use Hhe tap bhox-pooim
for zmokiug, I am not ignoraont
of the manifold sins of Dunter and Fish, I

have & very shrewd suspicion that much of
YVernmon-2mith's  comduct  wonld oot bear
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The master of the REemove is strict,
Imt just. Fearcd and respected by that
unruly Form, ke keeps an iron discipline
anel wot can  sympathise with, and
understand, 3 boy's poing of view. He i3
]1:{:hnlr]y ihe most able master at B

irevfriars and o particolar friend of Dr. B
Locke, In hiz few lefeure moments, he is
wriking a long ' History of Gr-:%f‘riars.”

which, =0 Skinner suggesta in this car-
toon, has pow reachad Volome 931 Dot
thiis 1s exa

rafted. Mr, Quelch is alwai.vs
ready to defend his Form apainst the
attacks of other masters, bu when one
of Iria scholars is proved guilty, he re-
members h-nlumans nda e about sparing
the rod and spoiling the child.  The
Terpove fellows are in no danger what-
ever of Deing spoiled |

{Carteon by HAROLD SKINNER.}

CErines, onder, am.l Lo buare,

imvestipation.  Nevertheless, I intend to In-
wvestigate it rigidly when t.he. ooension.offera.

Here fet me make a confession. As a Fo
master, it is my duky to punih the mr.-lqi-essa
and mischlewua suirft& -in nﬁr Torm, and I
!mpe thiz duty is done. (The emovites think
t any rate.—ED.) But I am often soeretly
ﬂn wtmm:d by their prunks, 1t hecnmes &
confest of wita between myself and the of-
fendey, The hatter endepvours to do mischicf
and not bo disvovered, and T am firmly deter-
mined to stop him.

Boysz lke Skinner, Vernon-Smith, Wihley,
Desoro Cherry, d T_miﬂ are NEVer averso
frotor attem pting to ™ 2 Form-master.
They enjoy t.!m risk ::uf' Tunishment, and when
it oecurs, they take i in s sporting -mauer.
‘These bova have Drains and character, and they
keep my own wits sharp and keen.

Studlions hoys,
like Wharton,
Linley, and Pon-
fold, are a joy

, to ‘the Form-
master, who
feels the pleas-
ure of impart-
ing knoiwledge.
The real thorng
fn 3 master's
Hesh are thecons
firmed  idlers,
auch a3z Buntey,
BLolsover, Maul-
geverer, and

Hpoop.,  These

hoyvs need -a

oman  ta=HK-

maaster 0 eXe
tract any cloug
from  thom,

While Iom b=y

trving to drfil

somme sitnple fack
into  Bunter's
ek =kull,

Baolsover s

thirowiing  inked

blotting = paper
ahionad thie Form,

Manloveror lws

podte  to sleeg,
and snoop is studying & weekly papmer nhder
cover of his desk. Trying to cducatr these boys
iz like frying 1o ** ].:ww.u Bl oy tLl:lmg rock
with wooden stavea,

But those rocks shall be {horonghly picreed
beforo they leave my Vorm, or 1 oshadl jesguive
o kKunww the reasom whiy !

Now Inkome furm to & maore plensant @nbieet.
Mw lelzure hours are apent anmrone tle old Mack=-
letter manuscripts lo the schooPlibvary. From
thia tresaury of the past T am compiling @
history of t1we sehool., 1t is & waork of love, Lore £l
book, wlwn finished, will not be o urtlllm recaed
succesd. Only a few people will desire to read
it, for Greyiviars has™ liitle interest for the
KEI'I'I:E!I-&[ puablic Nono the less, it &5 an absorbing
sbory.

I connob liope to give you cven an outling
of it here. I may say, however, that 1 have
traced the Monastery back to tha days of
Amirith, the so-ealled Black Monk., Huch

Skinner's idea of the Black
Mon

'm:dunm.,m 1 have managed fo collect, indicatos

that the Black Monk himzelf was tlm foneder
of the original Saxon Dullding,

He was o strange chiaracter. Heghming his
eareer &% a soldier, e alterwards became o
hormit in the Romucy Marshes, Whit vows
hie took, i any at all, arc unkrown, bot he seon
acguired a4 sinister 1eputation, e wore a
Blavk cassock and bood, and professed to ba
doing penance for Lhie South Countrey people,
Wi T]m- snid) were threatened with o visitalion
of evil spirits for tlwedr sins.

At Arst, tho frightened people were grateiul
andd Lroveld hisn gilts of eattle aad Tooit and
bread.  IF they hrmaml; too little, lw liped
Limszelf and put it down to a visit by. evil
spirits. By degrecs, he gathered around lim
a company of rogues and Lobbers wha tervorised
the eountry for miles, 1t wis freely Deseybed
that Amfrith himsclt was the Evil Dn:.-,, and
the peazants were sbrbeken with horpor.

Years later, however, Amlvith beéamc s
genuine monk, of the Aogustintao, or Austin
it scohis, wWe owe
the foundation of the orighl building, Juter
enlarged by the Grey Priarva.

1 wonder whab the Black Munk would think
of it now ¥

Yours sincercly,

H. 5. QUELCH.

Cur contributer for next week h—

HARRY WHARTON,

Captaln of tha Remova.
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TRESPASSERS NOT WANTED ! T # ) |
. In the Neck ! prising request. Bunter could cat any- ilﬂﬁ.'l lu-_n:nl the brute after me. You
o LT : Z thing—or almost anything, No ostrich kupow his rollen temper ™
b IN ]‘i:.-'wff:ﬁpﬂly Bunter. had anything on Bunter in that line.  “Oh!™ gasped Harry Wharlon.
i 0t T have iE2" But that ege was the limit!  Fyen e realised that Bunler did not want
Harry Wharton and Frank William George Bunter might have that egg as an article of diet. It was

Nugent gazed at Bunter, .

It was tea-time in the Greyiriavs
Remove. That was how the egg
happened to be on the table when
Billv Bunter's big spectacles biinked in
at the doorway of Study Neo, 1.

Supplies, as it happened, were raiher
short in that study. But Wharion awd
Mugent were nob going to use that cgg
Jor tea. .
© It was not n nice ogg ! .

No doubt, once upon a time, it had
heen & nice, new-leid egg.  But thar
had been in its earlier days. Time had
passed since then; and. eggs did not,
like wine, improve with keeping.

The fact was that that egg had been
overlooked in the study cupboard.
Somchow it had rolled into o corner
and remained out of sight behuind other
things, guite overlooked and fergetien,
Nugent had just found 16, His eves hiad
not fallen on if, but his nese had been
s guide. Sorting over the study cup-
hoard, he had been struck by o scent
which did not remind him of spring
violets or the rozes of June.

e had lfted that egg out earceiully.
He hardly liked touching it, Now ihe
question was, how to get rid of it as
rapriclly as possible. Out in the open, 1t
was seenting the study,

Then Bunter happened.

Bunter's request to have that cgp was
weleome, so far as 1t went., Anyvbodsy
was welcome to that egg.  Anybady whao
consented to cart 1b away could have
done 50, with Wharton and Nugenl's
beat thanks. Bof, really, ik was a sur-

; ALbes e

been expected to jib at it

“Can vou have it?" repeatod Harvey
Wharton.

“Foy, old chap 1 Bunter stepped in.
His eves, and his spectacles, hxed on
that egg with obvious satisfaction. IHe
seomed delighted., “1 was just looking
for something of the sorf. You fellows
don't want it, I suppose ™

“No fear[” satid Frank Nugent.

T Just the dhing!” said DBuaunler,
“There was a monldy tomato in my
stucdy, but that ass Toddy has chucked
it away, That ege will do fine 1

The two juniorsz in Btudy No. 1 could
emly stare, DBunter waz practically
ML VOT S, But they had never
noticed that his tasies were so gamoey
Liefore, ]

“You—vou—rven want that whiffiv oge,
hecanse Toddy has ehucked away a

mouldy  tomate?? gasped Harvvy
Whaorton.

“That's it! I suppose I can have
5t SEL

IFat fingers picked up the egg.
“You can't eat that, you fatb assl”

exelaimed Nugent. ]
Billy Bunter blinked at him.

“Eh? Who's geing to eat it?” ho
ejaculated. *“Cateh me caling ib! It's

for Smithy !” .

“ESmithy ¥ execlaimed the lwo juniors
topether.

Daber grinned.

U Mind, net 4 word ! he sand,  Don’
voui tell Smiiliy ! He will be fearfully
wild when he gebs this i las neck ! I

: ﬁw o e ot ¥

a mitssile Bunter was looking for |

“You see, I passed tho beast on the
middle landing, coming up,™ grinned
Bunter, “He was standing at the win-
down, lecking down into the quad.
can get him over the banisiers, right
in thé back of the neck, without the
eacd soeing me, I'd rather he cdidu't
ger mae [

*You exclaimed
Nugent. )

“I'm Ipa:rmg the Least out ™ ex-
plained Bonter,  “Ho got mo lines!
I've had two wheppings frem Queleh
beeanse I haven't done those hines—and
Pve -still pot the fotr hmedeed to dol
It was all Bmithy's fault.  He's kicled
me three fimes for asking him to do
ihe lines. ve asked him three tiowes,
Well, now ihe ead's got it coming !
He, he, he! Think he'll be wild ¥

“dusk a few ! goasped  Wharlon.
“Better think again, vou fal c¢hump !
Smithy will skin vou !

That the Bounder
would be wikl if he got that over-ri
cgg in hizs peck was hardly to Dw
doubted, The best-tempered fellow ab
Gireviriars would have been wild i such
cireumsiances; and  Herbert  Yervon-
Bmith was probaldy_eme of 1he worsi-
teanpered.  Billy ~ Bunter’s ultimiale
fate aficr landing that egg in Snathy's
neck was likely to bo teagie—if Smithy
spofted Lhe egg-hurler.

Bat that was all right, Bunier con-
st Bl was not going to spot
Frime

T Maigxer Lianwny.—No. 1.640.
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That egg was going to whiz down over
the Lanisters amd catch Smithy in the
beek of the neck, Dunter was going to
disappear immediately he ha
the egg, without even waiting to hear
it burst ! . P

“That's all right!” said the Owl of

the Remove confidently. * Smith
won't know! How could he? Don't
you fellows say anything. TI'll teach
thet cad to get me lines, and kick me
for asking him to do them! Let him
wait I¥

“You blithering idiot, leave that egg
alope 1" exclaimed Frank Nugent.

“Bmithy will burst you all over the
Remove—->»" ]

“He won't know I grinned Bunter,

“You fat chump, put that egg
down ! exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Fm pgoing to—down Smithy's
neck 1" chuckled Bunter. *Think that
beast can kick me a3 much a2 he jolly
well likes? FI'll teach him! Den't you
fellows tell S8mithy T had this egg! He
miigiit think it was me, if he knew I'd
had the egg, vou know! You know
what a suspicious beast he 151"

“8top I exclaimed Harry Wharton,
ag Bunter rolled cut of the study, with
the scented missile clutched in & fat
hand.

He was really alarmed for Bunter.
Smithy, if he was so favourably placed
for & pot-shot as Bunter deseribed,
might ‘get the egg. KEven Bunter could
hardly miss in such circumstances, But
the consequences to the fat Owl would
be terrific.

Bunier did nob Et{lﬁ.

He rolled out of the study doorway,
cgg in hand. He rolled down the
Remove passage to the landing.

Y HBotter stop bhim 1 said Nugent.

Harry Wharton nodded, and stepper
out of the study. He cut down to the
landing aiter Bunter. i

Billy DBunier gave a blink back
through his big spectacles,

" Beast ™ he ejaculated.

Hea could sce that the captain of the
Remove was coming after him to stop
him. Bunter was net going to be
stopped ! His griovances agalnst
Amithy were deep and of long standing.
Beveral timez Bunter had essayved to
get back at the Bounder, and every
time it had somehow worked out the
wrong way, Bunter was not lesing this
chance,

He accelerated and shot across the
lgmding to the ztaira

“ Btop M shouted Harry,

“¥ah!” hooted Bunter.

He cut down the stairs, At the enrve
of the banisterz, overlooking the middle
landing, he stopped and leaned over.

Wharten was  hardly two yavds
behind him. But he had time for a
quick shot.

The big landing windew glowed with
the July sunshine, The figure that

stood there looking out had its hack
to the stairs, and was as good a
target as even & cack-handed shot like

Billy Bunter could have desired,

Bunter gave it one blink. IIad he
given 1t another he might never have
whizzed that cpg. Buot with Wharton
close behind, heﬁmd no time. His fat
hand swe,pt-'m*er the curving banister.

“Stop 1 shricked Whiirton.

He could see what the short-sighted
Ow] could not sce.

1z}

“¥You mad assg—"

“He, he, he

“That's not Jmithy 1

“What

*That's Hacker—"

Crash | Squasird

Yell |

€ .
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‘“"Hacker?

h erikey ¥ -
} “Hook it, you mad chump ! gasped
Harry Wharton.

**I—I say, it was Smithy there when
1 came up——"

“Hook it 1" hissed Wharlon.

Bunter hooked it!

Did you say Hacker?

Horrid for Hacker !
M R. HACKER, the master of the

2hell, had seldom been =0 sur-
prized.
Hacker was coming up to
the Shell studies.

Lines due from Hobson of the Shell
had not been delivered on time, and the
Acid Drop was going to look in at
Hobby's sludy end inguire—acidly—
about these lines. . .

Ha stopped on the middle landing lo
look from the window.

A Remove junior was standing at
that window, looking out. It was the
Remove junior whoin Bunter had passed
conng upstalrs. .

Hacker gave him an acid look.

He did not know, for the moment,
whether  that juntor was Herbert
Vernon-Smith  or  his  relative  and
double, Bertie Vernon. They were
g0 wuch alike that Hacker did not know
one from the other. .

If he was Vernon-S8mith he was the
fellow who had tripped Hacker up one
cay that term, and Hacker disliked him
intensely. If he was Bertie Vernon,
Hacker was quite indifferent to him.

Then Hacker remembered that he had
heard that Bertie Vernon had left Grey-
friars two or three wecks ago.

This, therefore, was Vernon-Smith !

Ho Hacker gave him a glare.

The junior glanced at him, left the
window, and went down tﬁm lovwer
stairs:

Hacker cast an acid glance after him
and looked from the window. His face,

nerally rather sour, had carned himn
ﬁ?s nickname of the Acid DmE—und it
was sourer than ever as he looked down
into the guad, For he spoited Hobson
of the Shail there!

"He had been going up to Hobzon's
study about those lines! And there
was Hobzon, in the quad, talking o
Heskine and Stewart of his Form,
happy and careless, as if there were no
such things as lines or Acid Drops in
oxizbence.

Hacker frowned !

Clearly Hobby had forgotten iliose
lines—and forgotten his Form-master |

Hacker sourly determined to remind
him of both.

Then it happened |

Hacker, looking from the landin
window, was thinking of Hobson of his
Form, and certainly mot of Dunter of
the Remove! He did not even remem-
bor the fat existence of that ornament
of M. Quelch’s Form., Still less  was
he thinking of over-ripe eggs.

Naturally, he was taken complefely
by curprise when something crashed in
the back of his long, lean neckl

Squash! SBguelch !

“Oh ™ gasped Mr, Hacker.

Something clammy was ruuning down
his hack | :

Hacker whirled round !

A scent struck him as he whirled. It
was a strong scent. It was nothing
whatever like attar-of-roses! It was,
i fact, horrid! It was powerful. Tt
could almost have been cut with a knife,

“Oh " repeated the amazed Acid

Drop.

1['.: clawed dazedly at the eclammy
hack of his neck | '1%1-31: ha dizcovered
what it was. It was eggl

“ Qooogh I cfasped Hacker.

It was hard to believe that an egg
had been' hurled &t him. Buch things
did not happen. It was incredible !
It::} Iﬁiﬂ[:s unthinkable ! It was umimagin-
ahle

Bur it had bappened—for there it

was!
Mr: Hacker almost doubted the
ovidenee of his senses. But he could

not doubt the evidence of hiz nosel
It was egg—not & fresh egg—and he had
had it in the neck] ight in the
neck ! ]

Ilad Hacker's temper been sweet, it
would have soured on the spet! Aecid
to begin with, it was now theer
vinegar !

He glared round. Nobody else wes
on the landing, nobody on the lower
staira! Thet egg bad shot down over
the upper banisters!

Hacker made a bound for the upper

staircase.

Above, he could hear a sound of
seamperin feet, ‘The rascal—the
dastard—the villain—who had hurled
ithat egg was in rapid retreat.  H&
might escape wundizeovered if Hacker
lost & moment |

Hacker charged round the bend of
the staircase at top speed, and up the
upper ﬂ:ight. He arrived on the study
landing like a thunde_rhi:rl%_md almost
crashed into Coker of the Fifth, ¢oming
away from the Fifth Form studies.

ker jumped k.

“I—I—I say;, what—" stuttered the
astonished Coker, He stared a
Hacker's wildly excited face. Then he
clapped a hand to his nose! IJe had
caught the aroma of the . egg! He did
not like it. “ Urrrggh ¥ went on Coker.
“What's that? Qooogh!”

Hacker gave him a fierce glare. But
he counld not suspect a Fifth Form
sepior of chucking ancient eges about.

“Whe was on this landing?!” he
thundered. SBave for Coker, the study
landing was bare. “Did you :tre
anyone I g

“Groogh 1 gasped Coker, backin
farther away, with a finger and thum
to his nose, like a pair of pincera, “I
say, don’t you come nearer, please—
urrgh!  There's zomething—>""

“Did you see anyone on this land-
ing ?” shricked Hacker,

“Only some Remove kids, I say, you
keep oft 1” gasped Coker, and ho backed
away to the Fifth Form passage.

That epg hed been bad enough in
ihe shell! Mow that it was let loose
it was peositively dangerous!

Hacker, in his fury, seemed hardly
aware of it Coker was pamfully
agware of it, and ho did not like itf

“Remove boys!® howled Hacker,
= (i}unlch’ﬁ boys! I might have guessed
1!- ar

He shol away to the Remove passago
—much to Coker's relief.

Potter and {(ireene came out of the
Fifih Form passage—and sniffed |

“What the dickens is that?” asked
Potter. _— .

“ZBomebody been spilling chemicals

about ' asked Greene.
“Urrrgh ¥  gasped Coker. "lIi's
Hacker! The Bhell besk! I believe

that man never washes! Let's pet out
of this=—[ want some fresh air after
Hackar I™

Ay, Hacker whipped round the corner
into the Remove passage.

S8ix or =zeven Remove fellowas were
vizible there. They had been wonder-
ing why Harry Wharton and Billy
Bunter had shot into the passage, like
a couple of bullets and vanished into
Study Noo 1. At the sight of Hacker
ihey guessed. Bomething, it was clear,
liad Lappened to Hacker.
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The ““ Acid Drop ** was taken completely by surprise, when something crashed in the back of his

“0h, my hab!”
“What's that "

He was struck by the scent that
Hacker brought into the passage.

“What the dickens——" exclaimed
dohany Ball, “What a fearful naff !”’

“The fearfulness of the mff s
teerific 1" gasped Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh.
Ifac-.i:er glared at the Removites.
They all backed away from him. They
liked that arometic egg noe more than
Loleer did.

“"Which of you threw that cgg at
g '™ voarvod Hacleer,

“Oh crumbs 1

“Which of yvou was it?"

“ Mobody here, sir,” gasped Lord
Mauleverer.

“ Do not 1ell falsehoods, Mauleverer 1#
voared Hacker., “A Remove bov flung
an cge at me! It struck me in the

gasped Dob Cherry.

neek,  Which of you was it
Lord  Mauleverer  shrugged  his
sioulders. If Hacker did not chooso

1o take his word, Hacker could please
limself ; buk Mauly had no more words
10 warte on him.

“It wasn't anybody here,
sir ' said Bkinnar,

“It was a Bemove boy !

reallys,

IIc ran into

this passage ! I demand to know which
tl'iE yvou it was!” shrieked ihe Aeid
IR THN

“Nobk one of us, s said Tom
Boedwing.

*I'hat i9 false!™ roared the Acid
Deap.

“1t iz nolhing of the kind, and wvon
have no right to say so!” exclaimed
Roedwing.

*Hear, hear I said Bob Cherry.

“®tay where wou are!”  roared
IMacker. ™1 forbid you fo go awav!
What are you going away for®"

long, lean neck !

Squash !

“Don't bike the
answered Jobinuy Bull,

" Somebody scoms to wanb a wash!”
remarked Skinner,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Yon dare to laugh!” raved the
enraged Acid Drop. “If it was not one
of you, you must have scen ihe boy who
ran from the landing ! Who was 1t ¥”

No answer.

All the i)uniers had geen Wharlon and
Bunter shoot from the landing into
Stady No, 1. But thoy were not likely
to tell Hacker so.

“Uherry ! Answoer me at onee ™

“I haven't anything to tell wou, sir!"
answered Boh.

U Bull I command you to say who
1k was "

“Whe it was,” said Johnny Ball.

“What—what? What do you mean,
Bull ="

U Dide’t you command me to sav who
it was?" asked Johuny  cheerciully
“YWell, T said who it wast”

“a, ha, ha!™

“Upon my word! Do yon dare lo
bandy words with me ™ the Acid Drop
fairly bellowed. *I—I—I will—"

He advanced on Jehnny Bull.

The wholo bunel of juniors seattered
up the passagre. acker, at close
gquarters, was altogether too unpleasant.

The Acid Drop paused. e had, as
a matter of fact, po right or power 1o
conduct  ingeivics in move stodies.
That was up to Mr. Quelch: and he
could sce that he was going to learn
uothing from the Removites.

He whirled round again, and swept
like a thunderstorm ont of the passage,
leaving a lingering trail of scont behind

im,

He swept down the stairs, leading
for Quelch's study.

geent, s l™

Squeleh !

Fellows whom hoe passed suiffed and
gasped, amd backed wway, some of thein
turning guite pale.

In  BMlasiers’ 1'assage, Drout,
master of the Tifth, was sianding in
the open doorway of AMr Queloh's
stwdy, speaking 1o the Remove masior
within,  Prout gave guite a convulsive
Jump as Hacker arrived,

“What Oh, what=—" gasned Mr,
Prout. “What iz that dreadfiil—that
awiul odour? Whal=—what—Hacker |
What 15 {he iwnaiter, Hacker?
What—"

Prout did net wait for an answer,
The scent was enough for him.  Ile
backed rapidly up the poassage.

Hacker, nuheeding, pounced into the
Roemove master’s, study.

“Queleh Y he bawled.

Me. ﬁ%‘uelrh Jumped up,

“Hacker ! Vhal—— Caoducss
gracious, what is that greadful—="

“1 will tell wyou, sir!™ shrieled
anl-:.f:r. “1 have come to tell youl

tho

“One moment, #ir!” gasped Quelch.
He grabled ont his handkerchiecf, and
he kept that handkerchicf clamped to
s nose while Hacker told him,

Troubles of an Impostor !

L ERrF, Vernon-Smilh 1
I was Wingaie of the
sixth, the captain of Grey-

friarzs, who called.

Baut the Romnove follow whoe was
called Herbert Vernon-8mith at Grey-
friars did not, for the moment, head.

He had been standing at the landing

window, looking oul into the qiumi with,
THE Micuer Liseany.~—~No. 1.640.
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a moody and thovghiful Lrow, when
Hacker caine up, and he went down the
stairs. His brow was still moody and
thoughiful as be went into the guad,
and fe stopped thiere by one of the old
elms to take a letter Irom his pocket
and glance through it for the sixth or
seventh tirne.

That letter was from XMr.
Vernon-Smith, the father
Bounder of Greviriars.

It fell, of course, into the hands of the
Bounder's double. who wasz playin
Smithy's part in the school, and ha

Samnuel
of the

been playing it for weeks undeteeted.

The Remove fellows, to whom he was
Smithy, little dreamed that the Smithy
they had known was ten miles away at
Lanthawm Chase, and that for long houurs
cvery day his eyes looked through a
barred window at the tall spire against
the blue summer cky, that was all he
eould see of ais school.

It had given Bertie Vernon a pang
to opert a leiter from the Bounder's
father when it fivst happened. But he
had got used to that, as he had got usad
te other disagreeable things that wers
part and parcel of the deception he was
practizimg,

“In for 4 penny, in for a pound,” was
what he had to take as his motte. It
was futile 1o strvain at a gnat afler
swallowing a camel | _

But the thought of My, Verntn-Bmith,
father of the fellow he had supplanted,
wag a weight on bis mid,

His likeuess to the Bounder—a like-
ness that extended cven fo the CX pres-
ston of his face, the tones of his vowoe—
had carried him through withont diffi-
culty and without trowble, But he
feaved the keenness of a father's eye.

The Remove fellows, his Form-master
and his headmaster, took him aa
lierbert Vernon-Smith without dream-
ing of doubting, though he feared some-
times that Smithy's chum, Redwing,
had some sort of saspicion. DBut the
fellow’s own father—could he be cheaiod
i“""".,-. the belief that an impostor was his
£0m

Bertie Vernon had plenty of nerve—as
much nerve as his relative and donble—
but he shrank from sceing the Bounder's
father. _ ]

Tt was in vain that Captain Vernon,
hig" uncle at Lantham Chase, repeated
ihat there was no more danger from the
mtllionaire than fvom anyone else. Per-
haps it was Dertie's conscience, more
than a sense of danger, that made him
shrink.

The Bounder—his deuble, hig rival,
and his enemy--he disliked too bitterly
to pity or consider.  Smithy, the
miltionaire’s son, had sneered and gibed
at the poor relation. Well, he was
g*uinpé to be the millionaire’s heir now,
and Smithy was going to be the poor
relation. Not till he made up his
mind {o that was the Bounder going to
step ouiside the locked turret-room at
Lantham Chase,

But Bertie, in epite of fhe part he was
playing, had 2 conscience. In many
respects he was a better fellow than
RBanthy, And his conscicnes made him
dread that meeting with Smithy's
father.

The letter in his hand was nob very
agrecable. It ran:

“ Dear Herbort,—I was surprised, and
far from pleased, to receive your tele-
gram on Baturday, saying that you were
Uplaying  away,” although "I bad
arranged to visit the school.

“You had ample notice of my visit,
and should have let me know carlier.
1 can hardly suppose that yon o not
wish to see your father; but your action
was, &b least, very thoughtless.

Tre Maicxer LiBRaRY.—Na. 1,500

THE MAGNET

“Now, I bave some business &t
Lantham on Wednesday afterncon, As
it is a half-holiday at your school, you
can ride your bieycle over to Lantham
and see me there, Get to the FPapoda
abont four o'clock, and we will have tea
there and a talk, Brinf some of your
friends with you if you like.

“I hope that on this oceazion you will
not be suddenly called away to play in
& cricket match,

“"Your affcetionate father,
“8. VERXON-SuiT1.”

Tlat letter from the millionaire City

an was more than enough to make

the DBounder's double thoughtiful and
ooy, .

The meeting was not to be avoided,
g0 far as he could sea

There was no Remove mateh fixed for
Wednesday, even if he could have
throughs of playing the same trick aver
again,

. But to go to the Pagoda at Lantham,
51t at tea with Smithy's father—playing
the part of Smithy all the thme ! What
trick eould he play now 10 escape it 7

It was no wonder that the impeostor’s
fuce had been moody ever since lie had
received that letter in morning break |

What was he geiug to dof

He gave a jump as a hand dropped
ann_lis shoulder, and thrust the letter
quickly into his pocket, turning with a
scowl., Then he stared at the smiling,
good-natured face of CGeorge Wingate,
captain of Greyfriavs.

“Getting deaf, kid 7 asked Wingate,

“Eh?1 Nol” stammered Beriie.

“You didn’t zeem to hear me eall.”

Bertie’s face crimsoned.

. Used as he was by this time to play-
ing the part of Vernon-Smith, he had
net been. ¢n his guard at that moment,
with his attention concentrated on the
letter from the millionairoe,

The name of Vernon-Smith, to which
Smithy, of conrse, would have anawered
attiomatically, had passed him unheeded
for once.

“ All serene, kid; ne need to blnsh 1
said  Wingate, laughing, and little
dreaming of the cavse of the red flush
in Vernon's face. “I'm not going to
iealp you beeause vou didn’t hear me.
Awfully deep in that letter, what?
Never mind ! Come and bow! me a few
at the nets.”

“Wha-a-t 1* stammered Vernon,

There was alinost & hunted look in
hiz eyes for the moment.

Bertie Vernon was a howler—such a
bowler as had never been known in the
Grayfrviars Hemove i1l he came {e the
school. In his days at Greyiviave, under
his own naine, it was guite & comunrou
thing for senior men to call on him 10
fag nbt bowling at the nets. Ie was
zood practice even for first-class senior
bats like Wingate and Gwynne.

But Bertie Vernon had left—or. st
least, was believed to have left, The
Bounder was no bowler, No zeniorv
man had ever pressed Smithy inlo ser-
vice at the nets, except to fag al field-
ing the ball.

For one terrifying moment the fellow
who' was nnder a false name wondered
whether Wingate had found him out.

“I'm going down now,” went on
Wingate, “Get info your flapncle and
come along, kid. I'm quite ecurious to
sce what you can do.”

“I'm no bowler, Wingate!" slam-
meved Vernon. “ Are you thinking of
iy cousin?  Ile's left, you know.”

Wingate stared at hint

“U'm quite aware that veur cousin
Yernon has left, Vernon-2mith,” he
answered. “T was alwaye iaking him
for you when he was here, like every-
hody elee; but I'm onern likely fo take
vou far nim weeks after he's pore

What the dickens do you meawn, you
young ass

“I mean, I—1'm not much good at
bowling.”

“I've heard about yeur bowling
stunts over at Rookwood last week,”
said the Greyfriars captain. “From
what I hear your batting petered out
rottenly, though you were one of the
best junior bats at one time, bul your
bowling saved the game. It's jolly odd.
Looks as if that cousin of yours left you
s gift as a legacy when he went,”
Wingate laughed. *Come along and
let me see what you can do. That
couzin’ of Tours took my wicket once;
let’s see if you can do the same.”

“Ii—it was just a fAuke at Rook-
wood I stammered Vernon.

“That's rot!” said the Greyfriars
captam. “Nobody ever got away with
a double hat-trick by Aukes. Don’t be
+o jolly modest! Go and get into your
flanuels and follow me down.”

Wingate walked away with that, with-
out warting for an answer.

Vernon staved after him,

There was no choiece but to obey,
Wingaie, captain of the scheel, and
head of the Eames, was absolute in such
rhatters;  hardly  subject  even to
Lascelles, the games master. Moreover,
1t was a4 tremendous distinetion to be
azked to bow! to the captain of the
school—an honour that fell sometimes to
Hurree Jamset Ram_Singh, bul o very
few other juniors. It was net a thing
to be avoided.

Bertie Vernon Lit his lip havd, as
he went in to change,

e was a bowler—Smithy was a bat
—that was almost the only difficulty he
had found in playing his part as the
Bounder. Me had cut the Geordian
Eknot, as it were, by chucking cricket.
_Only to aveid that mecting with Mr.
Verngn-8mith on  Saturday had he
joined up, at the last moment, for that
match at Rookwood. And his batting,
of course, had let the side down.

He had felt like a worm, and the

other fellows had treated him like one,
as he deserved. And then Jus better
natuve had come uppermost, and he had
thrown prodence to the winds, and
exerted lus powers as a bowler, and
pulled the game out of the fire—to the
gencral  amazement of the Remove
Girlcketers,
i had been an almost incessant topie
stitee. Evidently it had reached oars
outside the Remove, and Wingate, who
had a dutiful intercst in junior games,
wis naturally intorested.

Li. spelled danger—he had known that
at Rookwood, and disregarded it. It
was altogether too surprising for a

hatsman te turn s=uddenly  into a
devastating bowler, It h heen tho
talk of tho Remove—now it Jookadl

like becoming the talk cof the school!
There was only one thing to be done—
Smithy’s amazing new skill as =&
bowler had to desert him as suddenly
#s 1b had comne to him! Wingate was
not likely te get mwuch benefit from
ithat particular bowler bowling him

a few!
‘H
““What have you besn
‘up te?

"1 say, you fellows, it wasn't me!”
squeaked Billy Bunter.

A crowd of fellows Jooked inte Sindy
Mo, 1, after Hacker had swept awnay
down the siairs

Dizmay reigoed in that study.
~ Harry: Wharton had rushed Buniee
il ir, as the nearest refuge, afier the

——

Beastly For Buntet !

ALLO, halio, hallo "
“Who cpged Hacker?™



epging of Hacker, DBut there was little
hope of escape! Hacker, it was
certain, would bhe on the track of the
egger hike a bloodhound, Conscquences
would have been serions enough had
Bunter got Smithy | They were likely
to be -fearful, as the fat Owl had got
Hacker by mistake.
“That ass——" said Harry.

“That potty porpoise——"" said
Frank Nugent.

B“I-jﬂunter cpged Hacker 1™ gaszped
0

“No!" yelled Bunter. 1 didn't! I
wasn'k there ] 1 don't know who ezged
Haecker | I jolly well know 1 didn't!
Besidez, I thought it was SBmithy—"

“You thought it was Binithy "
stuitered Bob Cherry. *Is IMacker like
Bmithy? We used to toke Vernon for
Sinithy,: when he was here? Nobody's
ever taken the Acid Drop for Sinithy 1™

“You'd bettor tell Quelech a betfer
one than that when he comes up, old
fat man!” chuckled Bkinper,

“Thinnest varn I've ever heard!”
said Peter Todd., *“*You can do better
than that; Bunter] ‘Lry again.”

i Hﬂr hﬂlr ]‘tﬂ- !“ ,

“ 1t happens to be true ! said Harry
Wharten, * Bunter all over! You see,
he saw S8mithy standing at that window
when he came up, and got a mouldy old
egg hers for Bmithy! Hacker must
have come up, and Bmithy gone down,
biefore the blithering Owl got there with
ithe cgg——"'

“T wasn't five minutes!"™ moaned
Bunter. “How was I to know that that
beast Smithy had gone down, and that
brute Hacker come up—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

*Blessed if I sece anything to cackle
at! Hackor will make oot I did it—
Queleh may believe him 1 Quelch don't
take my word! You know that! It's
all Wherton's faulfp—"

“ My fault ¥’ howled Harry Wharton,

“Yes, yourz!” howled back Bunter.
“If you hadn't rushed after me, I
shouldn't have been in such a burry, I
might have noticed that it was Hacker,
sanding just where the other beast had
been standing | But with you grabbing

at a chap—"
Bunter's fault 1"

“If's  mever ]

romarked Toddy., *I've noticed that
before ! Always some other chap's. But
what was he going to epg Smithy for?"

“Didn’t the beast get me lines, and
haven't I been whopped twice because
1 haven't done them " howled Bunter,
“Not that I was going to get Smuthy
with that egg, you know—don't you
got telling that bad-tempered beast any-
thing of the sort. I don't know any-
thing about that egg, cspecially now
Hacker's got 1t——"

* tla, ha, ha!l”

#I—I—I say, vou fellows, did Hacker
secm shirty about 1t%" asked Bouter
anxiously. :

“Just a fow 1" pasped Bob., * A trifle
annoyed, at lepst 1™

“ Tust a trifie " purgled Johnny Bull.

“I suppose he's gone for Quelch
now !"groaned Bunter,

“And ucleh  will
remarked Skinner.

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“Woll, I never did it!] It was all
Toddv's fault, too—"

“Mine, as well as
howled Peter Todd.

“Yea, voursl I was going to get
the beast with that tomato in our study,
and if -you hadn't chucked it away, I
shouldn't have had to look for zome-
thing clse, and wasted time, and then
T should have pgot Bmithy before
Hacker came “F_”

“* Anybody <lse's fault az well as

Wharion’s and Toddy's?”  asked

go for you?!

Wharton's*™
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Skinoer: “ You'd better have a com-
leto list of the guilty parties ready for
ueleh 17
“Ha, ha, hal” _

"Weil. 1t wasn't me!” said Bunter.
“I shall stick to that! Wharten can
bioag witness that 6 wasn't me, as he
was there when I did it. If Queleh nsks
me whether it was me eggﬂl Hacker, I
shall say—— Oh crikey !

Billy Buanter broke off with a gaap
of horror, az a terrifying face looked
into the study over the heads of the
juniors ot the doorway,

Quelch had arvived! ’

“Bunter 1" said Mr. Queleh, in a voien
that was not loud but deep. “Am I
te wirderstand that it was vou whe threw
an cgr at Mr, Hacker ?7

“0Oh! Wo, sirl” gasped DBunter.
“Nothing of the kind! I-r:a.s—has*-ha.s
anybody been chucking cggs about, sir?

It—it's news to me !

Tha juniorz at the doorway made
roomt for Quelch, and he stopped iuta
the study., His gimlet eyes fixed on the
unhappy Owl,

“1I came here,” said Mr. Quelch,
“to investigate this extraordinary and
shocking ocourrence. [ heard what you
said, Bunter."”

]I wasn't egpeaking, sir—->"

“What 7"

“Perhaps you heard Wharton speak-
ing, gir, and—and thought it was me!™
suggested Bunter hopefully. * Or—or
Nugent 1"

“Bunter! Did you throw that egg at
Alr. Hacker 1™

“Mo, gir! I was in my study at the
timel I—I was going over a Latin
ciereise, sir, at the very minute it
]m}z‘pmc—d, o 1t couldn’t have been me !
And I never knew 1% had happened at
all, str, till yon mentioned it! I—I
caii b amagine who can have thrown an
epe ot Hacker, sir 1"

* Bless my soul 1" said Mr, Quelch.

“AMost likely a Shell fellow, sir!”
suggested Bunter, * They loathe him
in his Form, sir——"

“Bunter I*'

“They don't like the way he creepa
about, sir! I fancy it—it must have
heenn g Shell fellow! In—in fact, I—I
think I saw some Shell fellows on tho
stairs when it happened—I can’t remem-
ber their names. but I—=I'm sure they

were Shell cha 2
“Bunter ! It is pericetly clear that

vau have committed this ountrageous
attack on a4 Form-master! I bave no
alternative but te take you te D
Locke—" _

“0th crikey! But I never did it,
sir ! howled Bunter. “I haven't scen
an egg to-day 1 There wasn't a mouldy
olud egg on the table in this study whey
I looked 1n, and if there was, I never
saw 1t1 You can ask Wharton and
;‘w'ulg!-:;pt, sir—they know, as it was their
1114

“Follow me at once, Bunter! Such
an onirageous attack on a member of
. Locke's staff—"

“AMay I speak, s’ gasped Harvry
'\'{hartﬂn‘ “ Bunfter never meant it for
Mr. Hacker, sir—it was his short sight—
he thought it was a Remove fellow on

: i3

the landing=—

“Oh 1™ said Mr. Quelch,

#1 didn't!” yelled Buonter. * Yo
beast, piving a fellow away—="
“You gilly unes!” gasped Harry.

“Haven't yon sense enough to tell Mr.
Queleh vou meant it for Bmithy, and
not for Macker 7"

“I didn't! I never saw Bmithy
standing at that window when I came
up, and never even dreamed of getting
him with that old tomato, and never
leoked for anyvthing else becnuse Tn:s-:lﬂi_v
had chucked ihoe tomato away. I wasn't

T

there at all! I=I like Smithy! I den't
think he's a cad and & swab for not
doing my lines—nothing of the kindl
I—=I—I hope you don't believe I ‘was
chueling an egg at Bmithy, sir 1" wailed
Bunter.

“ IMortunately for you, Bunter, T do "™
said Mr. Quelch, “As it appears that
theve was a mistake in the matter, and
that you did not intend such an act of
disrespect as an aftack on a master, 1
shall deal with you myeself, instead of
taking vou to the IMMead, Bunter ("

i ﬁ!” Billy DBunter brightened s
little, “The—the fact is, sie, I—I1
meant it for Smithy! Kow I come to
think of it, sir. I—I did mean it for
Smithy ! I—1 ihonght Smithy was still
there, and never =aw that it was the
Acid ﬂ'ruP—"

“Who " gasped Mr., Quelch.

“I—I mean Hacker, sir! I never
call " hamn ,the Acid Drop, as somne
fellows do~-1'm too respectind, I hopel
4%, =If, OW—Now You know 1t
was all o mistake, perhaps—perhaps
vou'll explain to Me. Hacker, sir, and—
and he will let it drop 1

“I shall explain to Me., Hacker,
Donter, and I shall add that I havae
caned you with the greatest severity 1

" erikey I

“Tollow me to my study .at once,
Bunter !

“Oh lor'! Buot—but I aecver did it
at all, sir 1" howled Bunter. * If—if
I'm going to be licked, sir, I—I cer-
tainly never did it! I never got that
cge for Bmithy, ahd I never—"'

“Followr me, Bunter!” thundered
Mr. Queleh.

He stalked from the study.

I, s

_Billy Bunter gave a deep groan and
limped after him. Ee left the crowd
of Removites chuckling. They com-

passionated the fat Owl. It was clear
that he was going to have a far from
happy time 1n Quelch’s study.  But,
really, Billv Bunicr was too much for
their gravity, and chockles and -::imrl']w,
followed the fat Owl as he tralled away
after Queleh’s whisking gown,

What Tom Redwing Knew !

QUITFT of the Remove eame up
the staira twe at o thne, and
shouted acress the landing 1o the
fellows in the Bemove passage:

“You men like to see some bowling ™

Harey Wharton Jooked round.

“ Anyihing speecial on?®” he asked.
“Wa're poing down to the nets after
top—"

“MNever mind tea ! Smithy's goin
to bowl to Wingate—I heard him te
him. Come and see lam."

“(l, yos—rather I
. Harrv Wharton & Co. dismissed toa.
S0 did & pood many others of the
Removites.  There was a general riish
to the stairs.

It waz only a couple of davs zinee
Smithy had astonished the Remove
men by that amazing display of bowling
at Rockweod. It was as live & topic
az cver in the Remove. IFor o batsmom
to go utterly and rotienly off his form
and, at the same time, to develop
astonishing bowling powers, was not the
sort of thing any fellow expected to
happen.

Sratthiv, o5 a batsman, had been a
roedd man in the Remove cleven, and
ﬁgd had a full share of the limelight.
Iz had made ninety-cight in_ ono
innings in the mateh with 3t Jim's,
Bat as a bowler, he had eclipsed him-
self as & batsman—and the surprise of
the display was as great as the displsy
1tself.

Qo the news that Em“h_"i" waﬂﬁﬁing
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%0 bowl to the capiain of the school
did not fail fo draw an intercsted
crowd of Removites. His  cousim,
Bertie Vernon, had taken Wingate's
wicket in his days at Greyfriars—and
it would be fearfully exciting to see
Smithy do the same |

“Come on, old heans!" roared Bob
Cherry. "“Never mind teal Come on,
Reddy—— Aren’t you coming to see
your pal knock old Wingate sky-high "7

“That fellow's not my pal!” grunied
Tom Redwing.

Bob made a grimace.

“I forgot you'd fallen oub with
Smithy (¥ he said. “But come on, all
the same—you don't want to onss this!
Don't you want to sce a Remove man
bowl Bixth ¥Form men inle a cocked
hat 1" .

Bob prasped Redwing's arm and
fairly dragged him along. They fol-
lowad the other fellows down Lhe stairs.

“Wingate's wicket is in no danger,”
said Re%lwing quictly, as they started
for the senior nets, where a good many
other fellowa wore gatheriug.

“Ten't it?” said Bob.,  “You saw
what 8mithy did at Rookwood. ¥ou
were in the team theve. Nobody could
nnderstand how he did jt=—but he did,
Neover dreamed that old Smithy was
such a demon with the ball. Iie’s for-
gotten how to handle the willow, but,
by gum, he's a demon with the ball!
Bet vou two o one in doughnuts that
he will get Wingatﬂ out.”

*¥You'd lose I said Redwing.

“ Bow-wow I answered Bob.
on and see 1Y

Theve was a slightly grim expression
on Ton Redwing’s tace as he joined
the erowd at senior neis. .

The Bounder's double had arrived
there, but he had not vet bowled to
Wingate. He did not lock as if he was
enjoying the distinction that had fallen
to him. All the fellows could see that
his face waz moody, and they rather
wondered why.

Tom Redwing did not wonder.

From the first day that the Bounder’s
double had supplanted Bmithy at Grey-
friara Tom had been conscious of an
uneasiness in his presence—a strange
feeling that his old liking for Smithy
was turning to repugnance. 5

He had blamed himself for it, and
tried to feel as of old, but that instine-
tive repulsion had grown stronger
instead of weaker.

He knew the reason now,

No other fellow at Creyiviars puessed,
ar even dreamed, of the deceplion that
had been plannod by the wnscrupulous
and needy adventurer at Lantham
Chase. emove fellows would have
lapghed liad Redwing told them ihat
the fellow they knew as Vernon-Smirh
was not Herbert Vernon-Smith at all—
1f, mdeed, they had pot thought him
cracked.

But he knewl

Knowledge had becn slow in coming,
bot. it had come. What had happened
at Rookwood had been the final prool,
to Tam’s mind.

It had been sporting of the fellow,
in & way, to reveal his powers as a
bowler to save the match, after lotting
it down. Tom granted that., The
fellow had his good points, his decent
impulses; e was, in his own way, a
gportsman. But he was not Herbert
Yernon-Smith: he was Herbert Vernon-
SBmith's double—and Tom's chum had
been hidden out of the way to make
room for him.

It waa not against old Bmithy that
Tom had instinctively turned; it was
against a !fm$‘ impostor whao Imgl-:m!
exsotly like Bmithy, but was not Smithy.
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From the very bottom of his heart the
Eounder’s chum was now sure of it.

And wet he {elt helpless, )

Smithy or not, the. fellow wag in-
stalled in Bmithy’'s name in Smithy's
study, taken by the whole school as
smithy; and if he was, in truth, Berlie
Vernon, how was his position o be
shaken? It was useless o speak—to
ulter what could only seem a fantastic
suspicion, -

And  vet, now that he knew, Tom
almost wondered why other fellows
could net sea what he zaw. Almost
every fellow in the Form had remarked
that Bmithy seemed, 2ll of a sudden,
to have borrowed his cousin's bowling

owers —-that he had been Brerite
fernon over apgain that day at Rook-
wood, Yeb that he was really DBertie
Vernon occurred to nobody.

I‘_'q'mv, Tom was convineed, there was
gomg to be another proof, il [ellows
could only see it!

For while all the Remove talked of
Smithy, the sudden and wenderful
bowler, it was certmin that the subjeet
must be as gall and wormwood to the
fellow who was endangerad by such a
similarity to Bmithy's cousin,

Ha would not keep it up! He Javed
nob keep it up ! The sooner the Remave
forgot that display at Rookwood the
safer it was for Bortie Vernon.

A crowd of fellows gathered at senior
nets, expecting to see something like
what they had seen at Rookwood when
Jiminy Bilver & Co.'s wickelz had gone
down like corn before the seythe.

Redwing expected to see nothing of
the sort. He was assured that Win-
gate's wicket was in po danger, though
he had no doubt that the impostar could
have taken it had he liked, as he had
taken it before when he was using lus
GWTIL H&Te.

HNow look out for fireworks, old
tulips 1 said Bob Cherry jubiantly.
“Watch first eleven wickets go down
to the Bemove 1

"The watchfulness will be terrific, my
estecmed Bob 1* agreed Hurree Jamset
Ham Siagh,.

“Buthy says 1t was only a bunch
of Aukezs at Rookwood,” remarked
Jobinny Bull., *“That's rot, of course!™

“UJtter rot 1" said Bob, “Smithy's
{zeltmg‘ too jolly modest—though I'my
ound to say that it's guile a new
thing for him! Bmiithy never was the
nran to sing small, was he? Precious
little of the modest vielet about old
Bmithy I

“Precipus  little!” said Harrew
Wharton, “He never made any bones
about letting the world know that he
was the best bat in the Remove—which
really he wasn't, quite. But T mnst
say that he's fearfully modest alout hig
bowling. ile really deesn’t scem to
like hearing it mentigned.”

“Smithy's changed a lot this {erm,™
sald Frank Nugent. 1T thought he was
the same old under when he came
back—hbut he's changed. No smakes,
no puob-crawling, no gee-gec:, Do rags
on the beaks, and now this—biggest
bowler we've ever had—cxcopt that
chap Vernon when he was here—and
guite shy about it! There he goes—
watch him 1

Every word, as Redwing listened, was
an added proof to his mind that what
he suspected was true. And what came
next was another. or the ball that
wag sent down to Wingate was such a
ball as any Remove man might have
sent, and nething like what Hurree
Singh, or Squiff, or Tom Brown could
have sent down.

Wingate had rather a drell look on
his faco as he knocked it away.

116 had expected sowething Lot and

strong from that bowler, after what he
had heard of Smithy's explaits at Hook-
wood on Saturday. But all the oy,
all tha sting, had gone eut of it

“Try again, kidl” called out the
Cirevirviars capbain.

Tem_ Brown ficlded the ball,
tossed 1t back to Vernom.

The bowler caught it easily with his
left—easily, with a careless look, i<t
as Bertie Vernon had been wont to do.
Then it slipped from his fingers amdl
dropped !

“Ol gum ! said Bob, rather blankly.
“ Butter-fingers, by gum !”

“Clumsy, and no mistake 1 eaid
Jolvmy Buall.  “What's. eome over
Smithy! He wasn't like that on
Baturday.”

“We shouldn't have beaten Rookwaood
if Lhe had been 1™ said Harry Wharten.
“I wonder whether it was only somwe

ueer sort of fAash-in-the-pan, after all¥
Smithy himszelf scems to think that it

and

was, ™

Tom . Redwing's lip curled sap-
castically,

He lcngw that Vernon could have held

that ball, and had dropped it-on guick
second thoughts to give an impression
of clumsiness. He was playing a part,
and rather pver-deing it.

He sent the ball down again, It waa
a fairly good ball—such as the Bounder,
who was a good change bowler, eould
have sent down. But there was nothing
in it to bother a Sixth Form batsiman,
and Wingate knocked it away.

While Bob Cherry cut after it, Win-
gate turned his head and spoke to the
captain of the Remove,

“¥You told me that magogut ap tha
deuble hat-trick at Rookw on Satur-
dar, Wharton,” he said.

“ He did, Wingate,” answered Harry,
“and a common-or-garden hat-trick to
follow, too.”

“The batting must have been predy
weak. ™ : .

“The batting was jolly streng, Win-
gate ! Inky could hardly touch it, and
you know how Hurree Singh can ‘bowl.”

“Well, I don’t make it out, then,”
zaid the Greyfriars captain. * He can't
bowl now. DIl let him finish an_over,
but this j2 wasting a man’s time.™

Vernon finished the over, It was such
an over as Vernon-S8mith might have
FUF'!EEdri Wingate lavghed when it was
inished,

“Mhanks, kid!” he said. “T won't
Lbother you any more. You can cut®

“I'm sorry I've beem no ute,
Wingate”

“That's all thanks all
spme.”

Vernon moved away, and the crowd
of Remove onlogkers moved away also—
surprized, puzzled, disappointed, amd
a gnod deal disgusted.

“Wa all have our ups and dewns™
said Bob Cherry, “but did you men
ever sec anything like this 3"

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“Nao good trying to make Smithy enr
ihis term,” he said. “He beats me! |
was thinking thet he was going to tuin
eunt & bowler Lke fhat cousin of lis
whao's left, and that we should have
another prize-packet like Vernan.
:\Eﬁthiﬂgl in it.” .

* Bt look what he did at Reokweod. "

“Yes. I can’t make it out.”

It was not an easy thing to make out,
though Tom Redwing had no dould
that he made it out casily enough. Bat
afrer that display ot semior neis the
tulk in the Remove on the subjeck of
“mithy's bowling began te die away.
It was a tonic that had lost its inderest.
Aml the Bemovites were not likely to
pnose  that that was exactly what
“miiby wanied.

right; the



“Ow! Wow! Yow!?"

Bunter In Bad Luck!

ILLY BUNTIEE grinned.
It was the fallowing dar.
After his vizit 1o Queleh's stndy
Bunter had not felt like grin.
ning MNot o grin had dawned on his
[at face for the vemainder of that day.
Right up to dorm, Dunter's podgy
conitepance had been sad ond soreow-
ful. Quelch had not =pared the vod.
Dut the next day Bunter had re-
covered, and, seeing Mr. Hacker in the
quad in bieak, he grinned.

The effect of the licking had worn
of, so it was an unalloved pleazure to
think of that ancient egg squashing on
1lacker's neck. It was Hacker's fault,
Bunter constdered, that he had had that
whopping in Queleh’s siudy. It was all
thvough the fuss Iacker had made
abont a little mistake. So Bunler was,
on the whole, glad that Hacker had got
the cgg. And he grinnod at the happy
wemory. of hayving got him.

The Aeid Drop, glancing at him
geil]y, spotied that grin, and did not
fail to gness the cause.

Iacker did not grin; he frowned,

He paused in hiz walk in the guad
and fixed his eyes on Bunter.

The young rasesl was grinnin
acteally grinning 1 It was insult added
o injury. No doubt he was amused to
think of Ilacker with & clammy ezg
sopuashing down his neck.

Olr. Ilacker byecathed hard throneh
his thin mose.  lle was not amused. e
had not been amused at the lime, and
Iir was nok amused now.

fro was hardly procticalile to report
Buntor io his Form-master for grinmng
in the gquad. A fellow eould grin if he
lilird—fellows offen did. On {lic other
Lamd, Ikacker was not the inan to
talerate siich impertinence,

So, tn passipg the grinning fat Owl,
Hacker reached ont with & bony band,
wid canght a fat car bolween a fngor

-----

EVERY SATURDAY
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twisted it again !

anl thaeml that closed hike a steel vice.

Lavick !

Butter eccased to grin, on the spol.
Il roared.

"l Legro my ear! Yow-opor 1

Fulling fellows' cars was not the zort
of thitg that was done at Greviriare,
Hacker was tha enly beak who ever did
it. Iiven Hacker, if he had a fancy for
polling care, should have reserved his
bowy fingers for Bhell ears. He Liad no
imaginable right fo pull Removae ecars.

Without having the right, he did it

Mot only did he pull that fat car—he
twisted it; and as Bunter roared he
fwisted it oguin. Apparcntly finding
solaca ihercin, he twisted it onece more,
and yet once more, and the fat Owl felg
as if his podgy car was heing twisted
off, It was=n"t, but 1t felt ke thad, and
Buanter fairly bellower,

Hacker walked on, leaviogz  him
Lelbowing.

Fle: fole Letter after twisting Donter’s
car,  Jle  was  convineed that  that

temigve bay wonld nek grin again for
st time to come,

He was vight. All desire to prin had
depoaried from William George Bunter.
e clasped a fat ear with a fat hand,
i a slate of anguish and wrath and in-
diztation 1o which words eould never
have done Justice. He yelped aund
yelped and yelped.

“liulle, halla, halle! The Fawmous
[ive came on him while he was putting
up these musical effecis, ® What's the
row, Bunler "

“Ow P oanswered Duonfer. “Wow!
That swab—that—that  worm—{hat
least=—ihat rolter—wow 1"

Y00, mive Bmithy o rest ! sand Dol
“We've hearnd all that, lols of times!”

Hiw ! *Tain’t  Smithy ¥ vapped
Punter., “That beast! Wow—wow !
Ay car, vou know ! Twisting a fellow’s
ear! I've a jolly pood mind to go to
Quelzh and say— Ow! Wow—wow [
(e erikev 1

=3 .
oy s e
- T ot s -

Hacker iwisted Bunter's ear—and,

5
i

— e -
H -

as the fat Removite roared, he

“1a, ha, hat”

“Ow! Wow! Yow! IIy eart
“I.rﬂ'l.'ln' -!_:r

“Not Emithr thi= time?”  asked
Harvry Wharton,  “Then wha's the
swalb, worin, heast, and rottep?”

“iw !l That ead Haelker! Wow!

TMulling 2 fellow’s car—{gr nolhing, »ou
know 1 =and Buooter, hi: voles theilling
with indignation. ™I suppose he thinks
Quelch thdn't give me enongh yester-
day. I'n: jolly glad e got that -epgl
‘b"."mi'-;!"h Guelel 1 d

“Perhapz Queleh Jidn't 7 suppeste
Johnny Bull. 5=

0w Yahf Wow I” Bunter
rubbed a erimzon car tenderly and
velpod, He had a distinet pain in that
ear. M1 did noiling vou know. I may
have smiled az the brote passed—a
pleasant smile. Then he grabbed hold
of my car and logged at it, Ow ¥

“Beaks don't like cger in the backs
nf lhc‘ir necks,™ said ok Cherry, shaok-
g his head. " Yon shouldn’'t make
these misiakes, old far man.”

“I'll jolly well give him another next
time I get a choance ! hissed Bunter.
“Think I'm going to have my ear
pulled! Who's Hacker to pull a Te-
move man's cars? Bony heasi—"

“Dore up 1" saud Bob Cherey hastily.

Mr. [Hacker Lhad walked as far as the

ates. At the gales he luened Lo wall
welo 10 the House,

Az Bunler was elill standing on the
path where Hacker had lefe him, after
pulling htis ear, he had to pass Bunter
again. And Dob, sceing Lim coming,
hastily warned Doonter to dry up.

Hacker. no doubt, was a cheeky tick
toopmll a Remove man’s ears, but it was
not judicious to let the Aevd Drop hear
what o fellow thought of him.

Bunter did not seo Hacker coming
baeck, and did net dry up.

“Rony beast1” he repeated. * Ha
can pull ears 1n the Shell if he likes,
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They have to stand kim in the Shell
Blessad if know how they stand
Hacker!| I know T wouldn’t!”

“Quiet, you ass; he'll hear you!”
breathed Nugent,

“I don't care if he docs!” howled
Bunter, unaware that HHacker was
coming into the offing. “Think I'm
afraid of Hacker? You fellows may
bel T don’t care a boiled bean for
Hacker or any other bony old blighter |
I'm jq::lli; glad I got him with that egg |
I'm jolly glad. it was o mouldy egﬁi
I'm jeolly glad it went down his back|
I'm jolly— Yooo-hoe-hooooop 1™

Hacker pounced.

That steel:lika finger and thumb
fastened on Bunter's other ear.

Twrist .

Billy Bunter spun round, yelling.

“Ow! Leggol Oh crikev !l It’s that
beast Hacker again! I ray—yarooch |
I. fgg my ear! Waow I

Twisk! Twistl

“Oh erikey! Will
ehrieked Bunter,

Mr. Hacker let go and walked on.

Billy Bunter clasped his other fat
harid to his other fat ear and yelped.

He had had a zevere pain in his left
ear. Now he had another to match in
his vight. DBoth appendages blazed like
peonies.

“Ow! Yow! Wow ™ howled Bunter,
U JTevver see such a swab, crecping up
hehind a fellow and listening to him 7
Owl I'll jolly well pay that beast out
somehow. I’Hl jolly well make him sit
upl I'll jolly well— ¥Yow-ow-ow 1"

illy Bunter was still rubbing suffer-
ing ears when the bell rang for third
school, They were still glowing when
he rolled into the Remove room,

There Mr. Queleh fixed him with a
gimlet eye,

“Bunter ! he rapped.

“w ! I—1 mean, yes, siv ¥

“Mr. Hacker has complained to me
of impertinence from wou, Bunter, in
the guadrangle during break 1" said the
Remove master sternly.
_Bunter blinked at him. He had been
thinking of laying his woes and wrongs
and grievances before his Form-master,
But 1t seemed that the Acid Drop had
got in first | ]

“Oh, really, sir—" gnsped Bunter.

“¥ou applied a disrespeetful and
derogatory epithet to Mr. Hacker!®
rapped Mr. Quelch. “He heard ;,;nu.”

“Oh, no, sirl I never called him a
hony old l:!'l:ghmr.q and I didn’t know he
wiy listening behind my back 1" gasped
Bunter, :

“That was the disrespeciful and
ridrenlous expression that AMr, Hacker
heavd 1™ said Alr. Queleh, “I am un-
willing to cane vou again, Bunter—*

you leggo?”

“Ohi Thank you, s=ir!? gasped
Banter. .
“MNetther shall I give vou lines,

Bunter, as you have fewr hundred to
write which have not yet been handed
in to me.” , i

“0Oh1 Yes, sir! Thank you, sir!™

“I shall therefore give you s deten-
tion, Bunley-———"

“ Ol crikey 1 ;

“You will join Monsieur
Charpenlier's ¢lass for extra French to-
morrew afferncon, Bunter !

“Oh lor "

“And I trust,” said Alr. Quelch
grimly, "that I shall hear no move
complaints from Alr. Hacker, Bunicr,
You may go to your place.”

Billy Bunter went to his place, with
thee ieelin%s. He, too, tvusted that
Quelch would hear no more complaints
from Hacker! But he trusted, too, that
Hacker would have something to com-
plain of, all the same!  Something
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lingering, with beiling il in_it, was
what Bunter thought the Acid Drop

really deserved,
HI
Form stared at Bunier.

Coker, walking in the quad
after class, did not expect 2 Remove fag
to roll up to him and e=ay “1 zay,
Loker I*

It was wnexampled cheek on the part
of any Remove fag o do anything of
the kind. ) ] .

Coker, to his credit, be it =aid, did
not immediately. fall upon William
George Bunter and zlay hiny. _

Having stared at Bunter in Eltrgl'l!iﬁ
and contempt, Coker simply turned Ins
back on him, without answering, and
went on talking to Potter and Greene.

“1 hardly see,” Coker was =aying,
“what & fellow can do. You know what
happened at Lantham Chaze that day.
You know I looked in to borrow zome-
thing io mend a puncture, and was
perfectly eivil—as eivil as you please!
As a chap who was at Greylriars a few
weeks ago. lives there, why should I
nol ? But you know what happened——*

Potter and Greene did1 Not only had
ihoy been on hand at the iime, but
Coker had been talkiog about it ever
since. Coler was not tired of the sub-
jeet, though Potter and Greene were !

“That man Verngn—Captain Vernon
—lost his temper,” went on Coker.
“Why, I don't know! Dut I know that
ha ordered me off and lzid into me
with a riding-whip! I know that!"

* He don't seem to like callers there,”
murmured Potter. *“ Better forget all
about it, Coker, old man !#

“Much better 1” agreed Greene.

1f Potter and Greene hoped that they
would make Horace Coker ring off, the
hope was unfounded.

“I'm not likely to forged that that
rank outsider laid into me with a
riding-whip ! said Coker. “ I gave hum
one—a good one—that jolied him a good
bit. I don’t like leaving it at that. "Yet
I don’t quite see what's to be dene.
I've thought of going over again and
thwashung the fellow—="

“0Oh, my hat!”

“But that might mean a row with
the Head ' said Coker. “I dou’t want
that., On the other hand——"

* I say, Coker——" came a fat squeak
again.

Coker fturned round, This was the
second time that Bunter had saud 1
say, Coker!” to a IFifth Form man,
right out in epen quad, where anxlbody
might see and lear and suppose_ihat
Coker was on speaking tcrms with a
Remove Iag !

“I say, Coker! Has Prout gone out,
do you know? asked Bauoter.

Coker did pot speak., Ife did not
kuow, or care, why & Hemove fag was
interested i the proceedings of his
Form-master, Coker simply smacked
Bunter's head, as a straight tip not to
come up to Fifth Form men in the quad
and say "I say, Coker!™

Billy Bunter welped, and relreafed,
without waiting for any information
alrount Pronat. ] :

Coker vesumed lus discuzsion with
Potter and Greene on the sulyject of his
dizastrous adventure at Lanthan Chase
—a matter which, Coker thought, could
hardly rest where it was, amd vet in
which he did not quile see what counld

done,

Bunter rolled away in scarch of in-
formation elsewhere,

He spotted the Famous Fite coming
aut of thie House, and squealiod:

+

Eunter Has A Brain-Wave!

2AY, Coker—" -
Horace Colker of the Fifth

1 zay, you fellowsl Seen Prout!”

“Prout !” repeated Harry Wharton.
“T1 saw him go out, after class, with
Capper.™

“Oh! Good!” said Bunter, *Sure
he went out

“Yes, ass. What the thump de you
want Prout for?»

I don’t want him|”? g,}riune& Bunter.
“I want his phone—sea? If he's gone
out it's all right! I say, seen Hacker§"

* Leave the Acid Drop alone, you fat
chump * said Harry, * Are you going
to ask Quelch for morei” .

“Catch me leaving him alone | said
Bunter. “I'll wateh it! I zay, I sup-

oza he's in his study. He always
Fl'ﬂ“'stﬁ in his study a{tar clags.”

“ Got some more cggs for him 12 asked
Johnny Bull, . ]

“I've got something for him|" eaid
Bunter, his little round eyes gla&mmﬁ
behind his big round spectacles, "I’
teach the swab to get me a whopping,
and then lug at iy ears, and then go
Eneakinﬁ to Quelch to get me a deten-
tion | say, vou fellows, how would
vou like to sce Hacker thrashed 1

“Eh

“What "

“Which ™" .

Harry Wharton & Co. bad boen think-
ing of & spot of cricket before tea. But
they forgot cricket for the moment.
They stared at Billy Bunter—guite

“Yon mad assl? exclaimed Harry.
“What have yvou got in your fat head
now? Don't you kuow yet that Hacker
is dangerous ¥

Bunfer grinned.

“I'm not going to thrash him, of
course ! he said. “I couldn't. Besides,
it would be the sack|_ I'd jelly well
like to, of course—I'd enjoy it!
Wouldn't I like to give him a oner
the eye! Wouldn't you fellowsi”
Bunter shook his hoad.  Thrashing
Hacker was one of those happy things a
fellow might dream about, but coukl
never think of doing. “But I fancy
somebody else is going to. He, he, he !

“What has that fat chump got in his
poity nat now ¥’ asked Bob.

“0Oh, really, Cherry! Suppose—""
Butiter chuckled 2 fat ch a. “"Bup-
pose Hacker barged in at Lantham
‘haze, like Coker did the other day—
what? That man there—that coffec-
calonred captain—has a fearful temper !
Look how he pitched inte Ceker for
buiting im—and Coker only wanied
tomething to mend a puncture! That's
what put it into ‘my head.” ]

“Why should Hacker do anything of
the kind ¥’ asked Harry Wharton, * If
he did, that Army man wouldn’t he
likely to pitch into a schoolmasier. Buot
why should Hacke _

“Well, he might!”? grinned  Bunier.
“*Boppoze Captain Vernon asked him
10 ieal Wouldn't he go? Wouldn't ho
jusk ]um?? Hacker likes butting mio
places. When old Popper, at Popper
Conrt, asks him over, ha geta quila
g{md-mmile-red+ I've heard Hobby =ay
s0. Ide lets the Shell know he’s heen
a:zi-:-u:.[]+ to Popper Courk. They snigger
over it"

The Famous Five jost gazed ot
Bunter, Bomething, evidently, was
working in his fat braim—semething
that was, apparently, to lead to tronble
for the Aeid Drop at Lantham Chase,
13ut they could not begin to guess what
it was.

“Well, Hacker gets a phone call from
the eaptain,’’ went on Bunter. “lHe
aceepds an invitation to tea—what "

“1 don't suppoze Caplain Vernon even
kuows him!* said Harry blankly.
“But if he did, and if he asked him
to tea. do you think he would pilch inlo
fimy when he got thers T

startled, and, indeed, alavmed.



“Not done in the best circles!” said
Lol Cherry gravely.

“Well, he’s an ill-tempered beast [
said Dunter. *“Look how he pitched
imto Upker for nothing ! Sinithy used
1o say that he had some game on at
Lanthamy Chase and was afraid of
prople coming there.  Smithy doesn’t
tilk about him now, but he used to
By

* Rot 1™

“Well, if Hacker butts in he will get
something strong, even if the captamn
don’t pitch inte him [ said Bunter.
“L'in jolly sure of that. And Hacker's
certain o be unplenzant—you know
Limi! I mean to sav, f 8 man’s asked
to call and when ﬂe tg there they
azlk him what the dickens he's come
for, that would put his back up,
worldn'y i+

“But if the captain did ask him to
tea——*

“He, he, he! That's what T want
Prout's phone for!™ giggled Bunter.

“Oh ™ gasped the %‘m:mm Five, all
laﬁurher.

hiey began to understand.

“T don't koow whether he's spoken
to Hacker, and whether Hacker knowa
his voice,” went -on Bunter. ™ “But [
Lkuow his bark all sight; I've heard
enovsle of it I eont turn i on on the
phone,  With my wonderful ventrilo-
s

“You benighted ass ! gasped Ilarry
Wharton, “Are you thinking of
phioning Hacker a spoof invitation to
call at Lantham Chase '

“Ile, he, he!?

“¥o pods and little Gshes!” elacu-
lated Dob Cherry.

“*He, he, he?

" For goodness’ sake, Bunter, don’t
be sueh an ass!” exelaimed Harrey
Wharton, “If it came put—"

“ He, he, he 1™

Buopter evidently was keen on that
wonderful wheeze !

And, fathead 2z Bunier was, 18 was
a thing he could do. With his peculinre
geift u?’_ ventriloquism he could imitate
anv voiee thal had anything distinctive
;t!f‘ﬂ_l[ﬂl- it—as Captaitn Vernon's cerlainly
ral.

[t was ten to onc—a hundred fo one—
ihiat if Hacker got such a call, pur-
porting to come from the Army man
af Lantham Chase, he would fell for it
without the slightest suspicion,

What would happen then?

Hacker, believing that he had been
aszlicd to tea, would walk in at Lantham
Chase.  Captain  Vernon, knowin
nothing of his belief, would be aurpriﬁtﬁ
—and certainly displeased—to sce him
there,  Whatever reason the captain
biad, it was well known that he dis-
liked callers at Lantham Chaze.

Possibly it was becauss, buinﬁ a
necery man, he could not afford to keep
the place up, and lived with a single
servant in & corner of 15, A proud and
superetlions man, n such eircumstances,
vould not like callers—and certainly
Captain YVernon did not.

The Bounder of Greyiriars had sus-
pected—and  without concealing  his
suzpicions—that the Army man_ was
ip to something in that lonely residence
lidden in the heart of deep woods—
though certainly the Bounder had never
been able to guess wnat, If it was o,
it wazs & still more powerful reason
why the caplain should dislike callers,

Landing Ilacker on him, in such ex-
travrdivary circumstances, might wvery
likely Jead to a row.

Sucly was tho schemns that had gormin-
‘piedk i Bumter's fat brain to get back
ar the Acid Drop—suggesied by wiat

Lad happened to Coker of the Fifih a
few davs ago.

EVERY SATURDAY

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at the
chuckling fat Owl almost aghast.

Hacker, annoved and pgetting more
and more scid—the Army man, angry
and getting more and more angry—
really it was possible that it might end
in that ridin -whip, which had been
laid round Coker, swishing round the

Acid Drop!
That was Bunter's happy hope.
“You ‘unbelievable idiot[” said
Johnny Bull at last. “Chuck it] Do
vou Dhear? Chuck it] Don't do any-

thing of the sort 1™

“The chuckfulness is the proper
caper, my estecmed idiotic DBunter!™
urged Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Who's going to know?’ grinned
Bunier. “Safe as housecs—absolutely
safe | I say, vou fellows, think of
Hacker walking in, with his best sinile
on, and that Avmy man glaring at him
like a bulldog—"

The Famous Five laoughed.
picture had ils eommle side.

“ Funny—what 7" rinned  Bunter.
“TI've got to go in for extra French
to-marrow afternocon. Well, Hacker
will be geitting something worse than
extra French aboat the same timel
Fie, he, he 1¥

“IDon't do it, you asst”

“Leave Hacker alore 1”

“Let's boot hiny round the quad !
suggested Johnny, Bull. “Then he
won t feel like playing potty tricks on
Hacker 1™

** Beast 1"

Bunter shot into the Iouse.

And the Famouns Five, having given
}liil"il good advice had to leave it at
that.

Ther went down to ericket, and the
fat Owl of the Remove was left to his
own devices. And his own devices led
bim to Mr. Prout’s telephone in M.
I'vout’s study.

That

Nice For Hacker !

VELZZEZ |
Bie. Hacker, in his study,
grunted.

Hacker was sitiing at  his
stucly table, correcting Latin prose for
hiz Farm.

It was rather dull work on & hot
Julr afternoon, and Ilacker was not
feeling in the best of tempers. The
buzz of the telephone-bell irritated
him. It was easy to irvitate the Acid
Drop, He had an irritable disposition.

He grabbed the receiver off the hook
and vapped:

“ Well 77

If it was a call from some parent
anxious for the welfare of o boy 1n the
sShell, Hacker waz ready to be as un-
pleasant as 1ble.

“Alr. Hacker?” came an inquiring
Toloe.

Had Hacker beea thinking of Dully

Bunter—which he was not—and had

he suspected the fat Owl of planning
Lo japce him—which he did not—still he
would never have dreamed that that
voice on the telephone came from the
fat Owl of Quelch's Form.

It was a deep, hard bark, which
Hacker fancied FI:;t*. bad heard hefore,
though cervtainly not from a Lower
Fourth junior at Greyfriars,

“ M. Hacker epeaking,” he
avawered.  © Who—" g
“Captain Vernon speaking  from

Lantham Chase.™

o0 smad Mr. ITacker.

Then he wnderstood-—or thought he
tlid—where _he had heard that voice
before. Early in (the term Captain
Vernon, had brovght his nephew to
Greviviars, and Ilacker had scen him.

H

Hacker was not interested specially
in & boy poing into Queleh’s Form, but
he was rather interestod in the Avrmy
Inan,

‘There was a spot of snobbery in
Hacker. He liked to mention in
Common-rnom_that he was going fo
dine with Sir Hilton #opper at Popper
Court; he liked to refer carclessly to
the fact that Lie had walked and talked
wilh old Bir Giles Hoghben, of Hogben
Grange.

Captain Veornon was s rather dis-
tinclive sort of man.  "The Vernons
were & good Family, though counceted
wilhh the Vernon-Smiths—who, afier all,
were extremely wealthy, And Hacker
had heard that Canstain Vernon had
faken Lantham Ciizse, the immense
estate that old Squire Luscombe could
not -afford to keep up. That looked
like money, as weli as blue blood and
distinetion.

S0 Hucker had hovered arcund till
he had & chance of exchanging a word
or twe with the captain—though the
Army man, being a man of few words,
and not apparently much impressed by
Hacker, had been rather dry and brief.

Hacker remembered him now, though
he had in the intervening wecks rather
forgotten  him, He could nol help
wondering why the copiain had run
him u The Avmy man’s nephiew. ha
Leen in Queleh’s Form, not Hacker's:
moreover, he had now left, and the
captain’s connechion with Greyfriavs
had ceased,

Nevertheless, surprised as he was,
Flacker was pleased. - This looked a3
if he had made a better impression on
that supercilivus Army man thau he
had supposed at the time.

“Iray cxetse me for interrupting
vou, Mur. Hacker !” went on ihe cure
bark over the wires.

“Not at all, Captain Vernont”
answered Mr. Hacker gracionsly. "I
am quite at your service.”  His irrvita-
tion had wvanished now. A man who
could afford to take a place like Lan-
tham Chase wasz much more interesting
than Latin proses.

“I think f’had the pleasure of seeinﬁ
Tou some titme ago at Grevfeiarvs, sir,
went on the vouce.

This was a safe opening for the fat

spoofer at the other end. Bunter did
net know whether Captain Vernon and

Mr. Hacker had ever met, or not. Ha
wanted to know.
“1I remember vou perfectly, sirl”

answored Me. IHacker. I met you on
the ocecasion when vou brought your
nephow—a very fine lad—to the school.
I was sorry when the boy left; [
should have been glad to see him later
i my Form.”
“Yon are vers good, Mr., Hacker!
I should very much like to have the
pleasure of meeting you again!”

Mr. Hacker alinost purred into the
telephone.

It was nat vsual For people who met
BIr. Hacker fo be keen on mecting him
again. Ouee was enough for most
people.  Bo this was very {lattering—
especially from {hat distinctive Aviny
iat.

“I uwnderstand that Wednesday 18 a
half-holiday at Greyfriars, Mr. Hacker.
No doubt the staf are at liberty, as
well as the bovs ™

“ Perfectly so, :ic,” said Hacker
anticipatively.
“1f you would care to run across to

Lantham Chase in the aftexrncon—"
“ My dear siv, I should be delighted 1™
snicd Mre. Hacker Alrcady he saw
Limself envied in Clommion-room as the
only member of the stall who had been
asked to Lantliam Chase, _
Tie Macyer Lispiny.—Ne. 1,640,
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“Tn this quiet part of tne countrs,
Mr. Hacker, I do not meet many peopla
of frstrate intelligence,” said the
voice. “If you feel that you can zpare
the time for a call—"

“I am euniively at liberty to-morrow,
Captair Vernon, and I shall be de-
lighted | said Mr. Hacker.

“Perhaps you could arrive about
four, sir, when we generally have tea
in the garden?” said the voice. “If
agrecable 1o you, I will send the ¢ar
to Lantham Siation to meet you™

That young rascal Billy Buuter was

erfectly aware that €aptain Veynon
ﬁid not keep a carl Macker, natur-
nll? was not !

£

You are very pood, sir " sald My,
Hacker.

“There 15 & train from Courificld ab
three—Lanthamn 330, went on the
voics, . * Will it snit you for the car to
meet that traini”

“ Perfectly I” said Mr. Hacker.

“Then I shall look forward to secing
you, Mr, Hacker. It will be a real
pleasure. Good-bye, Mr. Hacker!”

* Good-bye, sir I’

My, Hacker naturally supposed that
Captain Vernon had rung off at
Lanthem Chase. Certainly he did not
dream that a grinning fat Owl had rong
off in Mr. Prout’s study down the
DRSS RE. i

11acker smiled checrily.

He was, as & matter of fact, hocked
for a walk on Wednesdlay alternoon
with Prout. PBut it weunld be quite &

lessire to ask Prout {0 excuse him, as
ﬂa was specially desired to. call at
Lantham Chase. That would be an
easy and efficacious way of spreading
1he news that the exclusive Armiy man
had asked him—alone amongét all the
numerous staff of Grevfriavs School. He
had extended no sueh invitation to

ue‘feh; though his nephew had been in
velele Form, This distinction was
reserved for Hacker.

The car at the station, {oo, was very
welgome., Lantham Chase was over a
mile from Lantham, and Hacker natuor-
‘ally preferred 8 car lo walking in the
blaze of a July day.

Altogether, Tlacker was very pleased
i‘"ﬁ. he gat in his study and thought over

S0 was Bunter as le sneaked
enutiously out of PProut’s study.
Both were pleased, though fer

different reasons. Hacker was pleased
at the prospect of a very pleasant alier-
noon at Laniham Chaszse. Bunter was
pleated at the prospect of a very un-
pleasant afterncon at Lantham Chase,
And thera was no Jdoubt that it was
Bunter’s anticipalion, not Hacker's,
that was going to be realised.

————

Put To The Proof !

1 IIARTON I
“Yes, Reddy !
“If you can spare a conple
of minutes——"
“Three if you like," said Harry. with
a smile, *or even four if it's fearfuily
important! What's on ¥

“1'd like yvou to come with me to
Smithy's study.™

“Any old thing,” said  llarvey
Wharton. * But why ™

He could not help being sarprizod.
He was coming out of his own sty
wheti Redwing spoke fo him in the Ke-
move passage.  Why Reddy wanted lis
company in going to Smithy s ~omly was
vather a pusele,

All the }E{e}nmw knew that ihe friend-
ship in Study Ne. 4 was a thing of the

ast, Redwing and Smnhy were no
anger even on speaking terme,

Tie Maexer Lniey.—XNo, 140
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Why was rather perplexing.  Often
and offen. had there been rows in that
study. Ilerbert Vernon-Smith was not
an easy fellow to pal with. But always,
or ghuost always, those rows had been
Smithy's fault, and they had blown
over, chiefly becanse Tom scemed o
possess an  inexhaustiblo  fund  of
patience and good nature. .

‘This time, however, the blame, if
hlame there was, seemed fo lie more at
Redwing's deor than at Smithy's.

Certamly 1t was Redwinf what had
shifted out of the study. The evening
after the ericket match ot Rookwood lie
had clearcd hrs books and other pro-
perty out of Study No. 4, and had never
entered it since. Neither had be spoken
& word to the junior in whose sole pos-
session the study remained.

There seemed to be no actnal guarrel
hetween the two; they had simply
dropped one angther, Redwimg carrying
it to the length of refusing to share the
same study. _

Since then Redwing ;
chpdn Study No. 1 with Wharton and
rugent, wheve he was always weleome,
though they were sorry to see him on
sucl terms with his old chum. .

The reason was hard to guess, for, 1n
the gencral opinion, Smithy had jm-
proved & great deal that term.

His wild and reckless ways had
always been a trouble to his more
serious and thoughtful chum. Those
wild and reckless ways had been com-
;_:{lmr-'iy dropped the last few weeks.

cally it ‘seemed that Redwing, who
had liked the Bounder when he was the
seapograco of the school, counld stand
himt no longer wnow that he bhad re-
formod-—which was very singular in a
fellow like Redwing.

Harvy Wharton walked np the pas-
sape with Tom, puzzled, but willing lo
oblige.

Redwing knocked on the door of
Study No, 4 before opening it.  Ob-
viously e no longer regarded Siudy
No. 4 as s study.

T'ha Boonder's donble sat at the lable,
working at Livy. lle glanced up at the
1wo jnniors in the doorway.

ilis glance at Redwing was very
keen.

It was a relief to the impostor io keep
Smithy's chum ab armslengih. 1lle had
intended to break off that friendship,
hut the break had come more cazly
than lie had expected—:o easily that it
mada hum a liftle uneasy, -

1le had hardly expected Redwing to
meet him half.wdy, and Redwing had
met him more than half-wav,  And
Bertia Vernon was keon coongh to
venlize that this must be doe to some
instinetive: distrust, thongh he  little
dreamed of the length io wlich Red-
umf’a snspicions had gone,

“I'm rather busy,” said Vernon, he-
fore either of the juniors could speak.
“If vou've looked 1 about the ericket,
Wharton, wazh it out before you start.”

“T  haven't," anawered  Harry.
“Reddy asked me to come along with
him. that’s all.”

“Oh1” The Boonder's double cved
Redwing [ar {from cordially.  * Yon
chucked this study of vour own necord,
Redwing  If you want to come back I
suppoie I ean't stop you, but a fellow
ought to know his own mind.”

flarey Wharton stood vather wnconi-
fortably silent.

Ile was sorey to see a breach betwoen
iwo fellows who had seemed destined
for a lifedong fricndzship. But he did
not want to be dragged into the tiguble
bedween them, whatever it was.

“I1"s mot that, said Temn Redwing
guictlyv., “Nothing of the kind, I'm
not coming back to the stady,”

“What Jo von want, thep ™

L
'

3,

P
al

had dJdone his.

“Only 2 word or two. 'm keeping
clear of this study, and I'm keeping
clear of you. But I've got to koow
about old Tregethy.”

A wary glint came into Vernon's eyes.

He had never heard ihat name hefore,
and the mention of it placed him in &
diflieult position.

1t was his ignorance of such matters
between Redwing and the Beunder, of
which Tom might speak at any time if
the friendship econtinued, that made
him anxious for that friendship to end.

*Who #* he asked.

“I suppose you haven't forgotlicn old
Tregothy, at Clovelly 1 said Tom, “It's
not so very long since Easter.”

Obviously this was a relerence to
something of which Vernon knew
nothing—some occurrence in the Easter
halidays,

Of the Easter holidays, Dbefore he
came to Greyfriars, Vornon, of cowree,
could: know nothing, excepl that he
had heard that Redwing' and 1he
Bounder had been together in Devon-
<hire, with the Famous Five and Billy
Bunter,

Whatever it waa of which Rodwing
wans speaking, he had to affect to he
aware of it—not an easy task, unless ha
eould draw the nccessary information
from Tom.

“Well, what about him 1" he ackedl.
"I"'FE no time for talking, as I've teold
vou.’

“Well, have yon sctlled with him ¥
aslked Tom.

Vernon breathed hard.

“You haven't mentioned fo  me
whethar he's written or not,” said Tom,
“1 suppose vou haven't forgolien 1hat
he was going to weite and let us know
how much was to be paid fov the
damage {o the boat.”

& ('Jf course not 1" said Vernon calmly,
“But he hasn't written—or, if he has,
ihe letter haso't reached me.”

“Tt's over two months sinee Fasier™
said Tom. “Isn’t it rather odd that
he shounld leave it so long ¥

“T can’t help that, can 1?7 I suppose
he koows his own business lwst !
snapped Vernon. " You can wrile (o
him if you like—I don’t mind.”

“Are von siill willing te par xonr
share for the damage to the boat 7"

“Of course I nm! Do you ihink I
want to get out of it 1" sueered Vernown.
“Took. here, if you want to gei it
softled, write to the man and get lns
Lill. That's the easiest way.

“Yery well, perhaps that's best,” ~aid
Totr. “Qive me his address. 1 neser
had "

“I've lost it. I'd forgotten about ihe
whole thing till vou remimded rive,”
snid Vernow irritably, “and I've heand
enough about it now. M you haven's

ot iz oddress, wait till he wries.
Now, I've said I'm busy.”

Vernon dipped his pen in the ink.

Tom Redwing gave him a look and
went out of the study.
tWImrfnn followed him and shut the
door.

The captain of the Remove was mora
and move puzeled. Why Redwing had
wanted him to be present at that inter-
view simply mvztified hun,

“Blessed 1f I'd heard of thi= belare,
Teddy,” he said. “1 remember vou
and gmithy got separated that day ot
Clovelly, but youn never told vs at the
time that yoeu'd been out in a boat and
rot it damaged.”

“YWe hadn't P =aid Tem quictly,

Wharton jumped. ;

“Wandering i vour mind £ hie azkad
Blankly,  “You've just been asking
s=mithy whether he'd beard fram tie
man the boot belonged to—man nanid
Tregothy.

“And he remembered the damage 1o
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“ I don’t care a hoiled bean for Hacker or any other bony old blighter ! ** howled Bunter, nnaware

tlie hoat, and remembered Trogethy 17
said Tom grimly.

“Yes, And now vou say——"

“NWow,” saul Tom Redwing, T sav
this, llarry Wharton—Smithy and 1
noever went ount i a boat that day at
Clovelly, we never damaged & boat, and
neither of us ever had anvthing to do
with a2 man named Tregethy I

The captain of the Remove staved at
him blankly,

* Dut Swithy remembered il—-" he
stannnered.

“Yesz: he remembered it all vight '

“He said he'd lost the man’s address,
and—"

“The address of a man that neither
Sratthy nor I ever heard of ! Yes, he

1k

said bo'd lost the address.!

“F don't make vou out, Redds!™
[Mavry Wharton was atter]y hewildered.
“Did vou fuke me info that study lo
lwa;r}'m} pulling that chap’s leg 7

sl Q‘E_,

“Well,
warinly.

“To see, and let yon zeo, whether he
would prefend to vremember sometling
that never lhappened in the Iazber
hols,” said Tom Redwing, ©OF course,
from my mentioning it, he thought it
had happencd. So he remembered it
too.”

* Ave vou polly, or ia Smithy potty ¥

why " demanded  Iarry

azsked the ur:lnumlml caplain of the
Remove, “YWhat sort of a game 1
thi= ™

Tom Dedwibg did not answer thar
guestion.  Tut he leoked very cuviously
pl. Wharton's bewildered fuce.

Wharton was amazed, bewildered :
bui, obviously, nothing like the truth
as Hedwing knew 1t had occurved Lo Lis
.

“*Blessed 1if I make you oub!” said

that the master was behind him.

Iarry., ™ Looks to me as if one of you
lias gone crucked i

And with that he left Redwing and
went down the staws,

Redwing glanced after him, and then
fixed his eves ou the shut door of Study
Mo, 4,

In that study was an imposior—a
fellow who wvsed the name of Herbert
Vernon-Bmith, ard was not Herbert
Verugn-Bmith. He had put the matfer
to the proof now. How could there bo
fuiriher doult ?

And where was hiz chum?  That
fellow in the study could tell him if he
ltked, and Redwing clenched his hands
at the thought. But he turned guictly
away. There was only ene place where
Herbort Vernon-Bmith eould be while
tlint cheat earried on in his name, and
thal was Lantham Chase.  And if he
was there, Tom Hedwing was going lo

find liim.
Y
Bertie Vernon, alins Vernon-
Smith, asked that question on
Wednesday after dinner.

1t was addressed to Harry Wharton &
Co.

The FTamous Five were, as a matler
of fact, debating an extended spin on
the bikes {hat half-heliday, there being
no crickel on, Bo they were guite ready
te give car 1o thal sugeestion from
ity

“ A spin—amd o spread ™ repeated
Dol Chervy. “Hounds good ! We were
ithinking of a run az far out az Green
[fedoes, the other side of Lantham
Clhasa=—"

“I'd like vou lo come, if vou care

Aaer E——

Not Bunter !

OU fellows eare for a spin and
a spread "

to,” said Vernon. "“My—my father
would like to see yvou again.”

It was not casy for Vernon to refer
to Mr. Vernon-Bmith az his father. Heo
hiad no choice while he was playing the
Bounder’s parvt, But it gave him a very
upneasy twinge to do so.

“Oh!” said Harry Wharton, “NMr,
Vernon-8mith—is he in theso parts,
then? We'd be glad to see him, of
course. We haven't forgotten Lhe rip-

ping holiday your pater stood us at

Easter, Smithy. But—"
i '\';F]mrtﬂu paused, and coloured &
il

It was known in the Remove—or, at
least, believed=—ihat Sinithy had joined
ap for Rookwood the previous Saturday
fo dodge a mecting with his father, who
had beon coming down to Greyviriacs to
see o,

Some sort of family row was on, the
Famons Five supposced. though without
mberesting themselves in oo matter that
cid nol coneern 1hen.

Bat if Sinithe waz going specially to
rec lis father that day 1t looked os if
it st have blown over.

“T've had o letter from the
Vernen did not mention thai he had
had it a couple of days ago. ™ ITe's at
Lantham this afternoon, and he wants
o o ran across on my bike and tes
with Lim at the IPagoda.  He wonld
like me to bring you fellows, if you'd
care {o ecome”

The Famous IMive exchanged o glanes,
gnd five heads nodded assent.

Laniham was a good distance from
Cirevfriavs, 20 it would be a good spin,
and fea at the Pagoda was winloubtedly
altractive; and they were quite pleased
at tho idea of secing 3r. Vernon-
Smith, of whose lavizh lhospitabty n

(Fantinued on page 16.)
Toe daiawer Limapny.—No. 1,640
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Tk, really, Wharton—="

“1 shall be able to spare it out of my
old-age pension !” added the coptain of
ihe Remove. ™ That will be all vght.”

*“11a, ha, ha!"

“Come on ! zaid Bob., “Time we got
the bikes out. It's a good step to

& T.anthom.™

“1 sav, vou fellows, whuat are yon

% poing to Lantham for ¥ asked Buonter.

g - A nvthing on at Lantham ¥

L

(Continwed from page

fhe Faster holidays they had an agree-
able recollection,

“Well, if you're sure rour
waonld like to sce such a crowd
Huarry,

T know he would be glad,” answered
Vernon, “I'd be jolly _gl&-:l of vour
company on the ride, too.’

“It's a go, then !

“ The gofulness is terrifie, my esteemed
sanithy B

“ 1 say, you fellows!" Billy Bunter
volied up, disdainfully ignoring the
Founder's double, and not wasting a
sitrgle Llink from his spectacles ou hiwe,
“1 say, I've got to gpo in lo exira
Trench ™

* [1ave lines, old fabt man!” said Bob
Clerry sympathetically.  “Time jou
wient, 1=n’t 1t T

“Well, a chap can be a bit late with
Mossoo !* said Bunter. “That's all
vight ! 1 say, there will be two hours
of it! Awlul, atn’t jt¥”

‘I'he awliulness is terrific!”

“Tiut there one thing about Mossoo™
said Buntor, blinking seriously at the
Famous Five—"he never takes auy
wotice if a fellow has a spot of toffce
or buitcrseotch in his class, Not like
Qucleh, yvou know, jumping ou a fellow !
1 was thinking of taking in a packet of
tofice.” N

“ A packet of toffee makes life worih
Yiving, even in a detention class ! said
ol Cherry gravely.

“Cly there's & diffienlty—
Bunter.

“That's all right.
notices,” said Bob,

nater
M oEng

L]

gaid

Mossoo  never

“1 mesn, I've been disappoinied
about a postal order,” exploined
Bunier. “I think I told vou fellows I

was cxpecling a postal order. Well, it
hasn't come.”

“Ia, ha, ha 1™ ;

“I'n not joking; it hasn't, really”
said Bunter. “1 can’t quite make it
out. It's from one of my titled rela-
tions, you know, ard I was expecting
it this morning, but there’s bhecn some
delay in the post. Which of you fellows
is going to lend me a bob till my posial
order cowes ¥

arry Wharton laughed, and groped
in his pocket for a shilling.

1t was not a large sum to afford com-
fort and consolation to the fat Oul
suffering under the infliction of cxtra
French. '

“Phanks, old chap! =aid Bunter.
“1'jl gatile this ont of m}l' postal order
witen il comes. If vou like to let e
hiave the other four bob now—"

“What other four bob "

*“1 mean, the postal order will be for
five shillings. IE you like to let me
have the gther four hob now, I'll land
vou lho postal order as scen as 1t
comes,” explained Buuter.

“1'll hand you the other four bobh—"

E [ Gmd l!l?‘

“As aoon as the postal order comes,
prch——"

Tug Macxer Ligrarvy.—No. 1,640,

“Time we stacted ! grunted Vernon.

“Smithy's pater’s there” said Bob.
“Ta-ta, old fut bean! Huon away fo
exira Freneh!  And mind you don’t
forget the loffes 1™

The Famous Five chuckled. Bunier
wag e likely 1o forget the extra
IFreneh than the toffee.

“1 zav, vou fellows, don't ruzh off
when a fellow’s talking to vou!™ said
Bunier pecvishly., “1 say, are vou
going with Swithy fo see his pater?”
Billy Bunter bhonoured the Bounder's
double with a blink ar last. "I sax,
Bunithy, T expect you'll be tea-ang with
vouy pater if vou zec lum at Lantham ¥

Vernon did not (rouble fo answer.

“T say, vou fellows, are you tea-ing
with Smithy’s pater? asleed DBunievr.
“I suppoze it will be at the Papgoda;
ihal's this best place in Lantham.”

“We alwayvs tea at the best places
when we tea with millionaires!t”
ansvered Bob, “We ﬁmke it&a ruijﬂ-”

“1 say, you get jolly goo ruby at
il I‘:,Lgnda!” gsai& Bunter, lﬁﬂ eyes
glistening behind his speetaclea. ©1
say, I'd rather like to sce your pater
again, Smithy ! Hoe treafed us jolly
well last hols. I =av, old chap—*

“Are you fellows coming?®” asked
Yornon, : ;
“Hold onn a minute ! said Bunter.

“1 say, look here, Smithy, rvou freated
me rotteunly over those hines, but I'im
not the fellow to remember grudges. I
never really mennt that egg for vou the
othker day; T meant it for IHacker all
the time. Look lLere, if vou like, I'll
cut extra rench, and chance it with
Mossoo. [ can borrow Mauly’s bike,
and one of you fellows can lend nie a
hand up RedelyfTe Hill, And, look
13?1'(:, iﬂmithy, 1'll jolly well come, i you
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“1 don't I said Vernon briefly.

Billy Bunter blinked at him. 1le had
nad a fead on with Smithy for weeks
over the unfortunate matier of those
lincs. But Bunter was not the fellow
to keep up a fead—if he could help it—
with tes at the Pagoda in the ofling.
Dunter was prepared to forgive and
forgoet !

“I sav, Bmithy, T faney vour pator
vould be glad to see me!™ urged
Buuter. “He rather took to me in the
ols?! I don't mmnd risking ik with
Mozoo!® ' willing to chance it to tea
at the Pagoda—I mean, o sce your
pater agaip————="

“Rall away, vou fab ass!" gnapped
Vernon impatiently, “Come on, you
fellows, 1f you're coming !V

*0Oh, all vight ! said Bunier.. There
waz evidently nothing doing in the way
af tea ob the agoda, AU right;
Leep vour meashy tea!  You pin't
dndging vour pafer this time, like vou
didd on Saturday! He, he, he! 1 zay,
who was 1L I heard you speaking to on
Prout’s phone, when vou said yvou'd go
aver to Rookuweaod and play cricket lo
keep elear of b 2™

Verpon's face criinsoned. _

“He, ke, he!” chortled Bunter, 1
wonder what the old bean would say
if ha knew? I fancy he would zay—
Teave off kicking me, you beast]
Y aroooh [”

Biily Bunter departed in baste, and

Vernon went away to the bike-shed
with the FFamous Five.

The fat Owl went in dismally to extra
French, with other delingquents who
were up for detention.

Iut dizmal az extra French was,
Billy Dunier had twe conselations for
the affliction—one, a packet of toffec,
to which he gave more aliention than
to French irregular verhs, the other,
the happy prospect of what was going
to happen to the Acid Drop at Lantham
Chase,

Wikiy those two copsolations, Dunier
wnz able io emdure Monsieur Chae.
pentier and extra Freneh with some
o Lanimity,

Coming A Cropper!

4 ALLO, halle, halle 1 exclaimed

Baly Cherry, *There's ol
Reddy ' )

Six evelists were pushing

up Redelyfle Hill on the way to
Lantham. ]

Ahecad of them, they had a back view
of another eyclist, going in the same
divection. :

It was Tom Redwing.

“Reddy’s going our way!” added
Bol. “Iush on and join up ¥

It was difienlt for Bob's cheery
nature to keep such things as guarrels
nnd disputes in mind, and he had for-

otten that the two juniors of Study
%.'n- 4 now barred one anothoer.

Bob shot ahead, without wailing for
AN ANSWEer. :

Vernon compressed his lips and kepb
to the same pace, and the other feflows,
speing his look, did ihe same.

They liked Redwing a good deal mora
than ther liked Smithy, but they wera
the latter's party at the moment. So
Bob Cherry was alone when, with a
spurt, he shot alongside R-:Liu-:ngf

Tom glanced at him, and then glanced
back and saw the party. He coloured
a little. He did not want company on
hiz ride that afternoon—considering

what his intentions were—especially
Vernon'a.
“Uoinz to Lantham?” asked DBob
cheerily.

“That wav, at any rale,” answered
Tom. He was going a mile short of
Lantham, as a matter of fact. “Not
so far”™ :

“Bmithy's taken us in tow for a tea
party,” said Beb. *Hia pater’s at
Lantham to-day.”

Tom gave a start.

“Ar., Vernon-Smith is at Lamtham "
he exclaimed :

“Yes—and Smithy's asked vs to go
with him to see the jolly old lhean!
You'd like to see him again, Reddy—
vou reraember how decent he was in
the hols. Oh, I forgot ! ndded Bob, as
he remembered. * You don't speak to
Smithy now. Ain't you 3 pair of fat-
heads—what 27

Tom lattghed. : _

“I say, 1t's awful rot, thongh,” said
Bob, more seriously. “You've always
been suceh pals. I can't make you two
ent!  Why not wash it all oot and
Legin again—what?"

“I'm afraid that wouldn't work—at
present,” said Tom.  “Is that fellow
really going to see Mr. Vernon-Smith
at Lantham

Bob felt rather & shack at the words.
There did not scem muoech hope of
washing 1t out if Redwing referred {o
his former chum as “that fellow.”

“Yes—we're all going,” answered
Bob uncomiorlably. *I suppose thero
was somo row on, from what we heard
last Saturday, bub it must have blown
over. '’ :

“Bust bave—il he's really going to



eee Mr., YVernon-Smith ' answered om

dryly.

ﬂﬁh gave him a surprised stare.

“Of courze he's going te sce him—
I've told you we're on our way to Zee
himi now 1” he answered, rather graffly.
“Well, I'll drop hack, as vou and
BSmithy have started the oil-and-water
gante and don't mix.”

And Bob slowed down for his fricnds
to rejoin him,

A little later the party for Lantham
nassed Hedwing,. He had dismounted
amd was wheeling his Like up the hill.

All the party were aware that he
was foot-zlogging up Redelyfie 11l for
no rcason cxcept to let the party pass
lim and get clear.,

They passed at a good speed, and
T'own soom -dropped ont of sight behind.

Rodelyffe School was passed at the
top of the hill, and then a long, inviting
slope lay before the evelists, Laotham
il being some miles abead.

"Now for a jolly old wliz!” ex-
elaimed Bob Cherry.

And the party went down the slope
with a rush.

‘There was a fair amount of traflic
en the Lautham road; cars buzzed by
every few minutes, and farmer's caris
jogged on their leisurely way., But it
was & wide voad, with plenty of room
for the riders, and they went skimming
at an exhilarating pace.

The pace was, perhaps, a little reck-
lees, but when a farm-cart pulled ouwt
of a held into the voad, Harry Wharton
% Co. wound round it without the
slightest difficulty. Suwel was not the
case  with their companion., They
would never have expected Herbert
Vernon-Smith to lose his head, but he
seemod to do 20, and instead of clear-
ing the farm-cart he wobbled. narvowly
nuszed 1t, skidded, and shot off the road
into the hedge with a crash.

The next moment he was sprawling
in-the grass beside a elanging bike.

The farmer’s man driving the cart
puilled in with a startled exclamation.

‘Tlie Famous Iive, unaware for the
moment of the accident, shot on, then,
as they realised that their CCIMP AT
was no longer with them, they janmmed
on their brakes and looked round.

“Bmilhy 1 exclaimed Boh.

“Oh, my hat! Sonthy 02

“Got back—quick 1” exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

ey whirled 1he machines rownd
and pedalled uplull to the spot where
the eyclist lay panting beside his
vvele, the farmer's man bonding over
him_with a sympathetic, ruddy face.

“Bmathy " exclaim Wharton,
e jiinped down,  © Hurt 7

Vernon was making an effort to rise
with the help of the countryman., But
lie sank back in the prass again,

"My leg 1 he said faintly,

The junigrs gathered vound him, e
was hifted up, standing on one leg.
Live other, 1t seemed, was hort.

“Well, this ia retten!” zaid Boh.
“Yon can’t get on thabt jigper again,
Sanithy™

“No M mattered Vernon, * Sorry to
hotleer you fellows like this—I shall
hitve to get a Lift back zomehow.™

M Buk your father i exelaimed Frank
Nuzent,

You'll have to explain (o him., Tell
hime it's not much—ouly & sprain. But
the sooner I gel it seen to the Lettpr—
1 feels pretty badl s the Jigger
damaged 7

“Pedals hent—wheel  eracked—ynml-
roard off P said Boh, looking ng o,
e owill have ta Be carcicd hiome, el
chap.™

Vernon gave o easpe e oconld
nardly bave sustaiced sach a Tadl with-
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out getiing hurt, but the extent & tho
damaga was known only to himaslf.
Cne font he seemed unaﬂm io pmi to
the ground,

“I'd give you a lift, sir,” said the
farmer’s man, "if yvou be going Court-
ficld way,™

“Will you!" gasped Vernon,
“Thanks! I've got to get back fo the
school as quick as [ can—Greyfriavs t”

Harry Wharton & Co. hifted the
injured evelist into the farm-cart, where
he found an casy spot on a load of hay.

The crocked bieyele was lifted n
after ham.

It was obvious that the jumor eould
not go on to Lantham io kecp that
u.f)pnmtmcnt with Mr. Vernon-Smuth.
e could not ride, and apparcutly could
not even walk.

“You fellows get on,” he =aid, in a
faint voice. “My—my father will bo
giad to sea you, as I said. Tell him

'm zorey—it can't be helped '™ He
=uppressed a groan. *Don't alarm
him, you know—tell him it's just a
spill on & bike, and a bit of a sprant.
I don’t want lnm alarmed.”

“Like one of us to come back with
you?" asked Nugent.

“No. What's the good of speoiling
your spinf That's all right—this man
will dm;y me at the school, You fellows
got on.

“ 411 vight, then ! satd Harry.

Thae Famous Tive romained in a
hunch with their bicyelas as the farm-
card rvolled away up the voad, with the
junior lying on the hay.

They weve all sympatheiic enough:
bt there was o rather strange expros-
sion on Harry Wharten's face=—reflectod
on Bob's ruddy visape.

* I—I zuppose——" said Harry slowly,
and stopped.

“Havd luck on old Swmithy ! saidd
Johnny Bull. “Blessed if I kuow how
he came that cvopper, though! lle's
stich a good man on a bhike”

Wharton compressed his lips a little,

“1 suppose=—it's straight*” he =aid
slowly.

Y Stvaight 2
“What—"

“Well, it’s jolly queer [or Bmithy fo
get erocked like this on his way to sce
hig father "’ said Harry. “We all know
why he went over (o Rookwood last
Saturday—and now——-="
CH0Oh Y gasped Nugent.
imagine—-"

* 1 don't like the idea!

“It's thamping quecr!™ zaid Bol
Cherry., “"Do vou r]!:u::ﬂw.' what Redd
said when I spoke to him on 1he road,
a mile or two hack? He didn't scem
1o believe that Smithy really was going
to sea his father. And now—he sn'y1?

“If he's pulling our leg—making use
of us {o put up an excuse for dodging
Wiz pater to-day, as be did last Satur-
day—"

-Harry Wharton breathed hard. It
was a very dizagrecable idea.

Hurree Jamser Ram Singh shook his
dusky head.

“ It 1s noceszary 1o give 1he ezteemod
Smithy the benelit  of the alsard
doubl " he remarked.

Harry Whiarvton nodded—zlowly.

“That's se, Inky. We're bound to
take il at face value, T suppose. I—I
dare say it's straight enough; b looked
a2 if he was hurt! DBut— Oh, let's
get en! We're booked for it new, at

L

anv raia.
Aned the Famous Five rvode on to
Lantham,. to meet Mr. Vernoon-Simnh
and explain to him hiew Herleri had
had that accident on the road 2wl
could not come on !
They had, as Wharton zaid, 1o take

repeated Nugent.

“You can't

But—="
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thal sccident at tace valuo. DBut the
were far from satizsfied 1n theic minds
az they pedalled on.

—y.

In Cover !

OM REDWING glanced at Lhe
farimer's cart, jogging slowly
along the Lanthaw voad, and
started & little,

Then a bitter smilo crossed his face.

He pedalled on without another
glance. In that cart, rosting on the
hay, was ono of the cyeling Em't}r thut
had passed him—with & crocked jiggue
parked in the back of the cart.

Tom had doubted whether the fellow
had really intended to see By, Vernon-
Sinith at Lantham.  rom what had
happened on Saturday he knew that the
tnpostor  shrank from  the mecting.
Either ho had made up his mind to tha
inevitable, or he had somo trick up his
sleeve,

It was the latter, Tomn knew now.
A eyeling accident on the way te
Lantham, the crocked eyelist returning
to the school, the other fcllows riding
ou to explain why Herbert could not
cone |

What had croszed Harry Wharlon's
wind a5 an uneasy suspicionl was & cer-
tainty in Toin Redwing’a.

He rode on, with a dark and thonght-
ful brow. :

That fellow was spooling—he was
Bertie Vernon, the Bounder's doubin,
and Smithy was hidden away somewhers
by that dark, saturnine Avmy man, his
uncle, This, 1f he needed i, wes one
morve proof=—the fellow's nnwillingne.s
to meet the Boundev’s fathey. Booner
or Jater he had fo face it out, if the
nnprosinre woent on, but ha was ovading
1. as long as he could. But that -
posture ‘would not go on wmmeh longer,
f Toin had any Inek that afterncon.

e  dismounted when ho  reached
Lantham Chase, and wheelad his bicyelo
Inte & path up into e thick, shady
woaods, )

Far some distance he kept te tha
public path--the right-of-way across the
Chaze, Then he turned off into the
woods, wheeling his hike into a haw-
thorn thicket and parking it salely out
of sight.

Kecping ¢lear of the avenue thal led
o the house, he threaded his wuy
through the thick, scenied woods.

He was trespassing now, and he was
very wary and on Ins guard,

The new tenant of Lantham Chase
was lieres on trespasiers; he even madae
all the diffienlries he could in the way
of the public using the right-of-way.
Tom had no doubt of his reason, nuy
maore ihan he doubted what the captain's
reason had been for cuilting up g0 rusty
when Coker of the Fifth inrgerj in nt
the placae. A man who had a zecret
prisoner o gpuard did met  want
strangers 1o sivay near the house,

Tom had heard how Hobson of the
Shell, who had only just sitepped off
the path, had had the captain’s
inalaces lawid round bhinm.  Coker, whoe
had stooped to pick up a book d‘:‘!}pﬁ:e:l
hy =ome unseen perzon from a window
of 1l old turrer, had had that hook
kicked from his hand by the angry
captain=—and then the riding-whip came
into play.  Odier fellows, who ladl
merely cyeled by the public path on
half-holidlays, had told how the captain
had =cowled at them in passing, le
woithd have closed up thot right-of-way
had it been possible,

Tradesmen's cars or carts never callnd
at Larvrham Chase. There was, in fact,
we meana of a wvehicle reaching the
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wansion, as the great ?:r.h:s were kept
permanently shut and locked. Garage
and stables, like most of the mansion
itsclf, were kept locked and uoused,
Theé captain's man, Hunt, fetched all
that waz needed from the town.

Silence and solilude brooded over the
great estate. IWNo wood-cutter's axe was
lheard in the extensive woodlands, no
sportsman’s gun ever woke the echoes
Bave for the trilling of innumerable
wild birds, the ploce segined lifeless.

The captain’s malacea, or even a com-
plaint to his headmaster on the stubject
of trespassing, had no terrors for
Bedwing. But he was as wary as an
Indian hunter as he threaded through
the woods. e was not likely to make
any discovery at Lantham Chase 1if he
were seen | ;

He veached, at last, the border of the
wood towards the house. The greas
many-windowed facade glowed in the
July sunshine—deserted, lifeless. Tom
had picked a spot from which he eould
obrerve the west wing—the Eélarrt of the
mansion which was inhabited.

Keeping carefully in cover, be fixed
hiz eyes on the stone terrace, over which
rose an ancient turret, high over the
tree-tops.

On the terrace, in a
a wan sat smoking a
ciiproot,

Fi. was Captain Vernon.

He was looking towards the woods,
aeross the weedy lown below the terrace,
as he smoked, and Tom saw his fare
clearly—hard and dark, burnt brown
Ly tropical suns, hard as ivon in its
outhines

That was the man Smithy had dis-
trusted, tho man whe, according to
Smithy's vague suspicions, had some

ame on in taking that immense place
i which he lived, as Smithy had said,
like & rat in the corner of a harn.

Smithy's  distrust had  been  well
founded. He knew now what game the
captain_had on if he was, as Tom firmly
believed, a prisoner 1n the old turret,

Tom raised his eyves to the turret.

He remembered, only teo clearly,
what Hmithy had told hiin after his
visit thore long ago, of the shutters with
patent locks, that had been fixed inside
the old loophole windows.

SBmithy had said, half-suspiciously and
half-jestingly, that it looked az 1f the
man meant fo park somehody thers !

Tom had no doubt whoe was parked
there now! Bmithy had walked into
the trap. Tt had closedd on him, and
IE ﬂtrug]r:-. had gone back to the school
i his place ! Tom was certatn of 1!

Pt his own certainty amounted to
uothing. What he nceded was some-
thing tangible—some proof that would
convinee orhers, before he told whar
sl =eem ke o wild and fantastio tale.
If Binithy was there he was going o got
i teuch with him somehow, If it could
ot bo done in the light, 1t shonld be
dono n the dark, He was nol going 10
leave Lantham Chase till he was sure,
one way or Lhe other.

He scanned (hat old . furret with keen
eyos, It rose sheer over the buildings
lwlow.  Smithy had remarked at the
tirme dhat those shulters could net have
e put up to kecp out burglarvs, No
one codild have elimboed the turret from
outside.

Ele saw the man on the stone tervarce
turn his head.

Old  Hunt, leather-faced, prizzle-
Lcaded. came our from the doorway.
Dedwing conld nol hear what was
said, bubt he saw him speaking 1o the
caplain.  After a fow words he dizap-
peared inlo tiie liovze again,
Redwing's eyes Lifted once more to
Tue Macyer Lisrany.—No, 1640,
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the turrct, to the high, loonhole win-
dow that looked out over the woods.
The old walls, he knew, were two or
three feet thick,. No one at the window
tnsicde could have been seon from with-
out, His chum, perhaps, was looking
from that window at that very moment,
rever dreaming thar a friend was near—
never dreaming that his father was
only a couple of miles away.

Was it o, or waz the whole thing a
fantastic suspicion, & figment of the
nuagination. caused by the change that
liad taken place in Bmithy that term ¥

Redwing was sure; and yef, when he
thought of purting what e knew into
words for others ro hear, his certainty
scemed to boe shaken.

Righl‘. Or Wirong, be wasz
knaw, at =l evente.

somehow, he was going to penefrate
to that turret-room wnd ascertain, of
his own konowledge, whether or not it
held a prissuer!

Had a prisoner in that turret-room
secl Uoker the day he came there, and
thrown the boolk from the window with
a message inside—a desperale attemph
to get into touch with the outer world 7
It scemed to Redwing certain that it
was =0, But how to find ont?

1iiz glance dropped sagain to the
tervace below as the captain moved.

The Army man ro=e from the chair,
threw away the stump of a cheroot, and
put a thick malacea cane under his
arm, Then he came down the steps
of the terrace.

Tom's heart beat hard

For the moment, it scemed to him
that the keen, hawlkish oyves of the
dark-faced man had spotted him; that
e wns coming to deal with the tres
passer who was prying oub tho secrets
of Lantham Chase.

But he was rrassured the next
moment, The ecaptain entered the
wood at some distance from the spot
where he was in cover, and the sound
of rusthing twigs, as he went, indicated
that he was lwading for the public
path, at a distance, though he did not
ro by the open avenue.

Tom thought he could guess what was
mm his mingd. No doubt the captain
patrolled the wondland paths often
chough, with a keen eve for trospassers.
And on a half-boliday at Greviviars, he
inight have a specially keen eye open
for Greyfriars  fellows—it  was  last
Wadnesday that Coker had buited in,
anc it must have been on a hali-heliday
ihat bhe had whopped Hobsen of the
=hell for straving i the Chase,

Anvhow, he was gone. and ‘Tom’s
eves fixed on the stone terrace again.

Unly one other person inhabited the
great  mansion—old Hunt! It was
probable that he was occupted,

Tom debated e his mind whether
there might be a chanee of dodging into
the building while the captain was
absent. But it was likely that Hunt
might see him from & window as he
came——and that mcant failure.

ITe was still considering the pros
and cons, when a footstep caught his
car, 1n the silence of the summer’s
afternoon.

He was glad that he had not emerged
from cover as he heard it! If it was
the captain returning, he wounld have
Lbeen fairly eanght!

It could havdly he anyone else, at
that place where callers were unknown.
But, as=a fizure came in sight from the
nvenue, approaching the house, Tom
saw that ib was not the eaptain!  And
he stared blankly. havdly believing his
evied as e saw wlo it was

going  to

Calling On The Capiain !
K. HACKER stepped from the

M train at Lantham station
willr an unusuelly genial ex-
pression on his faco.

The Acid Drop was not in his accus-

tomed acid stale thot afternoon.

Ie was almost good-tempered.

It had beea quite agrecable to ask
Prout to exenqe him from that walk,
as Captain Vernon specially  desirodd
lim to call at Lantham Chase. [Prout
wanld tell the whole Common-roous,
arel gl' Common-room would Lknow that
Hacker had had  tlhis  cather  dis-
tinguished invikation.

It was a ot day in July, and Hacker
was rather warm; and, as a matier of
taste and comfort, he would have pre-
ferred any hat fo the handzome silk
hat he wore in honour of the oceazion,
aned a comfortable old jocket to the
well-broshed eont that went well with
the silk hat. DBul & man had io be a
little particular in calling on the resi-
dont et =o imposing o place a3 Lantham
Chase, and Hacker had disregarded
comfovt,

Anyhow, ke had no walking to do;
he had tuken a 1axi from the schoaol to
Clourtfield : the tvain had landed him
at Lantham, and at Lantham the cap.
lain’s car was to await him—according
te the arranpement made over the
telephone |

Bblr. Hacker proceeded to look for
that car—which, no doubt, he wonld
not bave done had he been aware that
the arrangements over the telephone
had been wade by a fat and fafuous
Owl, now sititng ab exira French at
Greviriars.

He did not find the car.

Thers were taxicabs to be had at
Lantham station, as many as he liked,
but no ecar was in waiting.

Hacker, who was easily annoyed,
began to get annayed ob once |

The arrangement had been perfectly
clear! The ear was to await the
three-thirty ! e had arrived by the
three-thirty ! Yet there was no car

He could only wait for the car that
waz apparently late, and ho walked ta
and fro, in 2 blaze of July heat, li:
brow perspiring under his silk hat,
waiting for that non-existent car,

His annovance did not decrcase. It
intensified.

Afier a guarter of an hour, in which
he was almost cooked by the July sun,
he gave up wa[tiuff! There had evi-
dently been seme blunder—the car had
not ecome, and didd not scem o Le
coming. Some fool of a chaulfeur had
misunderstood instraehionz, Hacker con-
eluded —really, he hardiy knew what to
make of il

Hacker was almost sufliciently an-
noved to throw up the whele thing amd
talce the next train back to Greyfriars,

But that, of counrse, would never have
done! Prout was suve to ask him aboat
it—and he could picture the malicious
emiles 1n Common-room i his col-
leagues Jearned that he had been
treated with carveless negleet and had
not visited Lantham Choce after all!

Besides, i1 could hardly be the cap-
tain's fanlt! Some fool of & chaulfeur
must be to blame for this!

At all eventz, he was fired of waiting
and eooking in the sun, and he deeided
on a taxn.

The taxi bore him out of Lantham
and along the road to the Chase,

Five cychistz passed it on the road,
and Mr, Hacker saw these five ¢velists
almos=t joump in their saddles sz thes
saw  him.  Ile heard DBoly Cheers
oxelaink:

“(Oh my hat ¥

[
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Tﬁe junior narrowly missed ihe farm cart, skidded, and shot off the road into the hedge, with a crash !

Hacker frowned.

He zaw no reason for Harry Wharton
& Co. to he so startled at sm:-jn§ him
in o taxi on the Lantham road that
sfternoon.  But they were sfarilod—so
startled Lhat they almaost forgot to cap
bim as s taxi ghded past,

Five heads werve turned (o look after
the veliele.

“Hacker ! breathed Boly Cherry.

“The Acid Drop?  nurmuared
Nugent.

“Going ta Lantham Chaze ™ gaspoid
Havry Wharton, " lie can’t be going

anywhere  elso—in a  taxi {rom
Lantham !™
“That a3  DBunter " Lreathed

Johnny Bull

“‘Ihat preposterovs chomp, Dontey!™
Iurree Jamset Ram Singh chuckled.
“The absurd and idiotic Bunter las
pulled the egregious leg of ihe ridicu-
tovs Idacker!™

Haorry Wharion & Co. had  rather
forgeiten that deep-laid sehemwe that the
fat Owl had confided 1o them, They
wore reminded of 4t by the s=ight of
Alr. Hacker mnn that taxi!

Clearly, the fat Owl had carvied oul
that scheme, and Hacker liad Fallen Tor
it!

They rode on to Lantham, wonlering
what on earth would happen at Lan-
tham Chase whepn  thal  unexpected
visitor got there!

Tatide idreaming of what was in the
mnnds of the bunch of evelists he had
passcd, Hacker volled on in the taxi.

It stopped at the great bronze gates
of Lantham Chase.

'l dreiver  looked
B netions, .

Hacker staved at Lim.

“Drive in!"” he said

“Yeos, sir! How, #«sir?" asked the
taxi-driver. " Gate's shut, sir 1

“There 15 a bell, I presime™ sanl

round  far  in-

My. Hacker, “and I suppose there is
a lodge-keeper in the lodge.”

The taximan blinked at him. 1le
realised that this gontleman, who had
come by train, was not inforted of
what was common knowledge all over
Lantham,

“Blezs you, sie,” said the driver,
“there ain’t no lodge-keeper since old
Bauire Lumscombe’s (ime. Tlom pates
am't never opened ! T oam't seen them
open this wvear, and I pass this way
offen enougdn™

Mr, Hacker looked angrily perplexad.

“Is it far up o the house?!” le
azked,

“Migh on halt a mile by ihe avenoo,
sir! It's a shorter cut by the path ju
ithe wood.”

“Clan you drive by that path#™”

“Bless you, ne, siv! Jest a bridle-
path.  Cyeclists use it. A car conldn’s
to i1t sir—not even a haby ¢ap™

"Bat thiz 13 absusd,”  zand M
Hacker ecrossly. * How does Caplain
Vernon's own car approach the boose
in that case?™

The deiver blinked again,

“Ain't never heard of the gentleman
keeping a  car, sir!” he answerod.
“1rur as I know, there ain't been a ear
at the Chazo since the old sgaire's
time ™

“ Nonsenze ! said Mr. Iiacker. *J¥
avpen to be awuare thal {Japtain
Vernon has a cor!”

“Fust I've heard of it, sivl Bt iof
e has, as you say, them gates muest be
gponed for jt—and I'll zee.”

The driver descended from hiz wat
amd stepped across fo the gates, My,

Hocker watching him with  amnoyed
nnpatictes,

The Lantham man nshed,  and
pulled, and shoved, andp then came

hock fo the taxi, 2
“Locked am] bolled, siv!™ he sail.

“And if you'll believe wma, they ain's
heen opened for o month of Sundaye—
gross prowed up all over the shop——"

Mr. Hacker compressed thin lips,

*“ Boes this mean that you cannot
drive up to the house®” he deinanded.

“Youwve gob 1f, sirl I ean inke you
(o the path up to the avenos, and it's
tmaybe a quarier of & mile to walk.™

“Obviously there must he' zomce way
for o car Lo approach the house, as my
friend, Captam Vernon, keeps a car ¥
said Mr. Hacker.

“1f there is, T don't know nathing
about if, sir!  Pervhapy you dei”
sigpested the taxi-driver.

1 am a stranger here,” :eapped My
Hacker, “DBut I am quite eoriain of
what T say! Hawever, if vou eannob
liget the way %

"IN
hard—"

“Dirive me to Lhe path von spoke of,
hen—l1 must walk up o the house, I
suppose ' said Alre, Hacker, through
st lips,

“Richt, sic!™

The Lantham man drove on anad
siopped again at the opening of the
rridle-patl.

Mre. Hacker looked at it with ghinting
eves,  UObviously, no car could go that
way ! He i:lad. to walk the vest. It
was perplexing, irrvitativg, and anioy-
e,

He stepped from (he eal wiih o far
froon genial brow,

“Yaou foller this here, sir,” sand the
fuxi-driver, “¥ou pot to the avenco,
amd walk up the avenoo, and the housu
i« in front of yvou”™

*Very well ™ snapped Me. Hackor,

He paid the deiver his exact fave,
atal starfed. It waa shady on the
bridle-path, but it was wvery warm,
v there were too many nscets aboud
foae eommfort. :

Tur Macser Lisnany.—No. 1,840,
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Mr, Hacker walked on in his creak-
g shoes, and reached the wide
sueeping avenue, :

It. was well over a quarter of o mile
from that point to the mansion. Dy,
Hacker's temper deteriorated during
every vard of if. :

Really, Biﬂ]:l,' Bunter was .Hetiing his
money's worth for those pulled ears.

He sighted the mansion aft length.
Hot, tired, flustered, and thoroughly
aunored, Hacker staved at the mansion
onee inhabited by the extensive house-
hold of old Squire Luscombe—now
looking as if nobody lived there!

Ho walked on to the grand entrance.

Naturally, he was unaware that the
grangd cnirance wos never uscd—he
know  nothing of the manneras and
eqatoms of Captain Vernon at Lantham
Uhaze. Certainly it had not eccurred
ln DL that any man i his senses
would take that vast barrack of a
place, intending to ocoupy only three
o four rooms oot of more than o
hundred.

Girass-prown lags, weedy lawns almeost
4 soa of dandelions, did not lobk much
fike prosperity., Hacker was more and
wiore puzzled, more and more annoyeil.

However, he arrived at the great
door. found an old-fashioned bell-pull,
anil pulled thereon.

The sound of a bell was heard cchoing
from within, with a hollow sound of
omply spaces, Bub no one came !

Hacker breathed hard. He stared
tosuigd him, in great perplexity.

MNobody was to be seen, He was not
aware that a OGreyiriara junior, in
cover of the frees at a distance, was
slaring at him in wonder.

Tom Redwing was very earcful not
to e seen,

The sight of Hacker there was simply
astonishing to Redwing! Ho conld not
inagine why the master of the Shell
had called n those forbidden pre-
cinets,

He watched Hacker in wonder.

Having looked or rather plaved
vound lum, Hacker tuigged at the bLell
pull again!

Again n elanging sound echood and
re-vehowd  throveh great emply spaces.

Thi= time, however, the clang zcemed
to huve been hoard ! Neo one came 1o
the door; but a leathery-faced man
cioerged  from  another door; ab a
distmwe on to the old stone tervaee,

antl  stood  staring  acress ae Me
Hacker

He shoutled @

“Hi i

At thaf, the first sound of a honan
voleo that e had heard at Lanchan
Clinsge, My, Hacker spun round.

Old Hunt waved a nand at him from
the slone lerrace at the woestern ol of
1he Jong front. But it was not a
Yeckoning hand., It was: a dizsmising
faunud !

“Hi"™ shouted ITant again. Yoo
there ! Gok out of 1617

Alr Hacker almost foll down.

“"Wha-a-at?"” he stuttered.

“Nak ik, vou!”

“Upon my word!™ pasped My
Macker,

Leaving the grand eniranco—wippe
evidently there was no adimission—he
walked alone (o {he stane terrace.

Dl Hunt eyved him intmically as he
oo,

Tom Redwing, helnnd a tree, watched
1 woomnder.

“My good manm-—" gFasped Mre
Hacker,

*T1 saul “ool ot !

“T have calied 1o sec (Caniain
Vernon! Afe yinme i3 Hpeler-——'

“Did you ’ear me say ook it!”
" Ave vou Captain Vernon's servant !
Tue Migser Lipriny.—No. 1630,
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If 's0, kindly tell I_{uur maszter that I

aim  hepe—DNMr, acker, from  the
th ol H :
“The master's in_ the wood,”

answered old Hunt, *Trespassers ain't
allowed 'ere! Get out of !

“Is not Captain Vernon at bhome?”
gasped Mr, Hacker,

Really, ho hardly knew whether he
wits on hts head or heels by this time,
Certatnly  ihis was a most extra-
ovilinary  reception for a  gentleman
imvited 1o call on the captain.

“Ain't T said he's m the wood®”
snapped old Hunt, “ Yon'd better “ook
it before he comes baek ! The master's
got a ‘cavy ‘and with frospassers.™

“l am no trespasser!?  exclaimed
Mr. Hacker indignantlv. “ Has not
Captain Verron mentioned thai he was
cxpeeting me this afrernoon ¥

“No, he ain't—uor he wasn't !
granted old Hunt, who was quite aware
that hiz master bad asked no one to
Lanthaw Chase, and had 1he best of
reasons for never deoing so. " Don’i
voit try to stuff me! IE vou gobt any-
thing to seil, we don’ wand it !

“Anvthing to =elll” stuttered Mr.
IMacker. “Coodness gracious! 1 am a
seioolmaster, my man—1 hove called
iilem o Captain  Vervon's invita-
Pt ——

“Pack it up ! said old Huni, “and
get ont! We don’t want no electrie
sweepers, nnd we don't want no patent
washers! "Oelk it 17

“I shall ecertainly not go without
seeing  Captain Vernon ! exclaimed
My, Hacker angrily. “And I shall
certainly  complain {0 him  of the
insolence of his.servant. Will you show
me inte the housc?™

“Not half!™ said old Hunt., “If
vonr don't "ook if, like I've told vou,
'H come down and push vou out!”

Mr. Hacker just gazed at him,

Everything in counection with tlis
vizit to Lantham Chase scemed odd and
rxasperating, But this was the climax.
The eaplain, who ought to have been
cxpecting him, had gone out, and this
man—apparently tlie only servant in
the place—nnt  only  refused him
admittance, but was acteally threaten-
g ham.

it Hont eame down the steps from
ihe terrace,

“You ‘ooking it he demanded.

“L refuse o po without secing
Captain Vernon1” roared Mr. Hacker.
“I repeab that T was asked to call 2

“*Dem’t vou tell me any more Hes !
rrowled old Hunt, “Yon wasa't, and
well you knows wvou wasu't, jest the
same 23 I do! know vour sort—yon
want te met a foot inside, and try lo
soll somellnng——"

“Fool! Twpertinent fool 1 shricked
Mr. Hacker, * I have told you that I
am a schoolmasiey—"

“You o back to vour sehoal, {len ™
(Hel Hunt eame direcily towards the
master of the Shell. " Now, out vou

L

“I refure—1 will not take a single
sliepr-—I—[— [

“"You will * said ald Hunt,

Awd Me. Hacker did—for old Hunt
grasped him by his bhony  shoulders,
and propelled him away from the Liouse
by sheor musctlar force,

Haelkoer faivly raved, as he wont—but
fhrre was w0 denying that hefty shave,

Tom Redwing watehing, felt  his
Licart leap !

This was his chance !
~ Haclker, shoved, and old Hurl, shav-
. loth had their backs furned,

Tinn Fedwinge  ent aerozs beliined
tivera, with the swiltness of o deer.

In-a moment, almost, he ran up the
opz of the tereace. ent nerose 1, and
rar in at the onen doorway.

The Door Betwean !

(11 DAL ¢
Herbert Vernon-Smth
anted the name, thongh he
new that his chum could not
hear ab that distance.

The Baunder of Crevfriars stood in
the old turrct-room, hiz face to the
bars of the locked shutter,

Hizs face was dark and gloomy:
there was hardly a spot of hope in tne
heart of the prisoner of Lantham.
Chase that golden afterncon.

A week apo he had seen a Grev-
friars faece from that high torret win-
dow—the rugged face of Coker of the
Trifth. IIe had Hung the book between
[hu hars, witli o written message in it
in  the desperate hope that Coker
might zee it and that it might mean
help and rescue,

Nothing had come of it! And such
an attempt could not be repeated, for,
thoe same day, old Hunt had come up
to the turrct-room and riveted a wire
netiing over the shutter-bars: and not
the smallesi article could be flung out
now., And from the high turret-room.
no cail conld be henrd.

Yeb, knowing that it wos a half-
holiday at Greylrviars, kuowing that
cyvelisrs might be using the path across
the Chase, ithe Bounder watehed fron
that window, in the faint, faint hope
that some Greyiriars fellow might stray
ihat yway, as Uoker had done, and that
something might come of it, if such a
fellow dig !

And so he had zecn Br. Hacker, in
his gleaming silk hat—and was glad to
see even the acid face of the Acid Drop |

But Hacker dizsappeared, cominug
eloscr 1o the building : nothing close
at hand conld be seen from the turret.

He could not attempt to communieate
witle Ilacker, az he had attempted 1o
communicate with Coker a week ago.

He could only stare from the window,
kanowing that he would see Hacker's
bacl whea he went. but that he could
not by any possibiliiy ativact the atten-
tion of the wmazter of the Shell

Ilgcler ¢ame into sight again, and
the Bownder, beavy as Lhis heart was,
grinned as h2 ssw him appear—wrig-
gling, panting, spluttering, with old
Huut's grasp on his bony shoulders pro-
pelling him alone,

Why Hacker was there YVernon-Bmith
could not begin to guess, but it wa:
clear that Hacker was not wanted there,
arl that he was getting much the same
kind of weleorne sz Cakor had received.

Then cnddenly the Bounder doubted
his wvisien as an active figure darted
from the wood belund the two, and eut
across fo fhe terrace.

“Tom " he panted  * Tom !™

Redwing was ouf of sight in a
moment. But he had secn hitn—he had
goen bz eham, thoe one perzon upon
whom lhis faint, hngering hopes were
contred,  Redwing  was  there—Tom
Iedwing !

“Pain I repeated the Bonnder,

iz aves daneed.

Redwivg had Leen taken in, like all
ihe others, by thal cleat and wnposior
at Greviviars School,  SBmithy  koew
that that must be the case, or something
rnnsk have happened before this.

But surciv=—szureiy in {he long ran,
like as his aonbide was to him, enningly
as he would pday his pavl——sureely, at
fong Iaal, Redwing, wiho knew him so
woll, would know differeni—surely somme
instinct woild tell bt that that fellow
waa not his pal Saithy !

That was tie single Lepe o which the
Bounder elnng.

Hope of e:qxcape. he had powe pow,
Oroce, and onee only, had he sueeceded
m poefhine out of the iunrrel-room;



once, onea only, he had got hold of the
key. But he had had no chanee sinee,
Every day since then the captam hin-
self had unlocked the door when old
Hunt came 1, and stood by 1t, key 1n
hand, till the man left. Not the
remotest spot of a chance had come his

“'ﬂﬁ' E]!lﬂ"ﬂ, i :
ut if Redwing doubted—if Redwing
suzpected

Somctimes it seemed to the Bounder
certain that he would. At other times
it seemed the faintest and Himsiest of
hopes.

nd now he had seen him !

Redwing had been in cover in the
wootl. He had cut in suddenly when
old Hunt’s back was turped and the
captain abszent, What did that mean?
What could it mean, except that Bed-
wing suspecled—ihat he had come there
to find out?

The Bounder of Greviriars was almost
giddy with the thought. Hope at last,
rescue at last, after those long, weary
weeks |

Redwing was in the building below.

Captain Vernon had gone into the
wood; he had seen him go from the
tarret window. IIunt was pushing
Hacker slong the avenue. There was
no ona in the building excopt the
prisoner in the furret-room. Ng one
to sce Redwing—mno one to stop him !
Redwing wax there—Redwing was
there |

Smithy cut across {o the locked door
af _the turret-room.

He rvapped on it with his konoekles
There was no one in the house to hear—
except Tom Redwing !

Rap, rap, rap!

e heard a hurried step on the
turvet stair. Was it Redwing's?

The Bounder shouted hoarsely:

“Redwing! Tom Redwing! Can
you hear me, Tom, old chap? I[t's your
pal Smithy 17

The {ootsteps tramped across ihe
lilile landing at the top of the stairs.
A hand groped over the door; a pant-
ing voice eame throngh the thick oak:

“Bmithy! Ave you there, Smithy "

“I'm here " ¢

“Bmithy ! Oh, Smithy ! He heard a
break in the veice outside. *'Then 1
was right—I was right! Ob, Smithy!
That rascal is deceiving evervhody at
the school! I knew it—I knew it 1"

“Tom, old man!™ The PBounder
caught his breath. IHe was hard as nails,
hut he was near tears at that moment.
“*Reddy, old man, you found him out—
vou came here to save me, Reddy !®

I came here to find you, S8muthy. 1
pucssed=—I mean, I knew; Fve been
sure for some days. And now—now—
t:l}lg, Smithy, I've got to get you out of
thig t*

“The door's locked! That willain
Voernon has the key ! Cef away and get
help, if you can, Reddy. For mercy’s
sake don't let that man spot vou |l Iie's
vapable of anything—anything ! 1 don’t
think your life would be safe if he knew
vou'd found him out! It's prizon for
him—prizon, and he's a desperate
L "

Rodwing's voice breathed through the
Levhole

“uict ! T can hear ihem bhelow ¥

The Bounder was silent. His heart
:vat in great throbs.

To open the door of the turret-room
wag unpossible. He could not join his
chum.  But Redwing knew now that hae
was there and now that he knew, help
and resene were lz:n'lfr a malter of time
if Redwing got salely away,

But if they found him there!

Silent, but with an anguish of anxiety
in his heart, the Bounder stood, ligten-
g, And Tom Redwing, outside ihe
lovked door, was silent and =ill,
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In the hall, at the foot of the lurret
stair, were footsteps. Silence only
could save him, and save his chum—if,
indeed, silence could save them.

—

No Hospitality For Hacker !

1] APTAIN VERNON !
Mr. Hacker yelled.

It seemied like some awiul

nightmare to the Acid Drop

as old Hunt propelled him into the
avenue by his bony shoulders.

The sight of Captain Vernon, cmerg-
ing from the trees, probably drawn
there by the sound of IHacker's voice,
was an immensge relicf to him.

He velled to the caplain.

The Army man strode rapidly to the
spot,
Old Eunt veleased ITacker as he came.

But if ¥r. Ilacker expected snpport
from the captain, he was booked for a
disappointment. Caplain Vernen gave
Jhim an angry stare.

“Who are you " he rapped. “ What
ATe YOu doing here? Yon can go, 1lunt.
I will deal with this man ™

“ Vessir [ said old Hunt. And, with
a last glare at the unlieppy Hacker, be
tramped back to the tervace.

“Captain  Vernon,” gasped XM,
Hacker, *“what—what—what 135 the
meaning of thiz? I demand fo know !
Iz that man mad, or drunk, or what!?
1 demand to koow the meaning of
this 1"

* Ay man has orders to turn out un-
pertinent persons whe intrude where
they are not wanted I snapped the cap-
tain, He pointed down the avenue.
“Thera liea vour way, sir, and the
sooner you take 1t, the betier I

“Upon ny word!™ asped  Alr,
Hacker,  “Am I to umﬁrstm‘.:] that
vou de not know me, Captain Vernon—
that you do not recognize me? My
name is Hacker.” '

The Army man staved at him.

“1 think I have seen you before,” he
snapped. I think it was at Greyfriars
School. That 1s no excuze for your -
truzion here.”

“ Tuf rusion, Mr.
Hacker.

“That is the word. If you are a
Creyiriars master you should know
hetter than te intrude upen a man who
does not desire fo see you, Now kmdly

sir ™ pureled

gol” ;g
Hacker stared at him in  utler
bow ilderment.

*“ Ave you mad " he gasped, at last.

Wil yvou go i snapped the capiain,

He had no doubt that [Herbert
Vernon-2mith’s eyes, from the (lurret
window, were on this scone. Cerlainly
Smithy could miake ne such attempt
again as he had made when Clokcr was
there. But so long as a Greyiriars
master was there, actually within sight
of his prisoner, the captain was 1n-
mﬁﬁely NNEasy.

“1 will go, sir, if such is the aillitvde
vou adopt " rearved Mr. Hacker. " You
are no gentleman, siv 1Y

“We will not discuss [hat,
prewises 17 .

“YWon are a Dlackenard, sic 1™ roared
Me., Macker, [airly beside himself.
“You arg an insulting  blackpuard,
sir {*

The captain’s eyes glinted, nuod he
made a step neaver Mr., Hacker., o
was not a man Lo take much of this kind
of talk,

“1 have warned yon to go,” he said.
“Aly man was ejecting you, it appearse,
as he has orders to do with impertinent
intraders. I you ave, in fact, a Girey-
friars maszter, I am unwilling lo lay

Leave my
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hands en yeu; but I warn you, sir, that
my patience is very nearly exhawvsted.”

“ I will po, sir1” roared Mr. llacher.
“"Had I known—had I even dreamad—
what to expeot here. 1 certainly should
not have come! What do you mean,
sir? I repeat—whal do you mean by
asking a man—a man i my position,
sir—to tall upon you, and then treating
him in this manner—thiz blackguardty
and raffianly manner, sir®#

Haeker fairly foamed
dignation.

The captain stared at him.

“I cortainly have no recollection of
having asked vou to call, Mr. acker—
tf vour mame is Hacker!”™ he snapped.

“You have a very zhork memery,
sir 1" lhooted Mr. Hacker. "I blame
myself for haviog aceepted vour invita-
vion. I supposed that I was calling on
a gentleman, sir, living like & genile-
man, I eertainy did not deeam that 1
was calling on a wan camping like a
gipsy 1 an unhabited howse ™

“That is no concern of vours, Mr.
Tlhacker., I think it has been made <lear
tIJ:l;’yuu are not weltome heve.  Hindly
gol

“1 demand awn ecxplanabion, sirl”
voared Are, Hacker. 1 demand to
know why you have plaved this trick—
I repeat, this trick, :iv—on a man in
wy posittion!  How dared you ask
e hore, 510 ¥

“I1 did nothing of the kind, Mr.

Hacker! Bo far a: 1 remewber, 1 have
gecn vou only once, and cxchanged two
ar three words with vou; and most
certainly I never asked you to call
here, or had any desire to see you
again i’
“You asked me to call, sir, vesler-
day !” voared Mr. llacker, *“ I!‘f_ on
are i vour right senses, sir, which 1
am beginning to doubt, you certainly
cannot have forgotten ringing me up
an oy telephone vesterday, siv, amd
reguesting me—-"

“I did nothing of the kind " hooted
Captain Vernon, "1 did not want yon
here, I did not ask you here, an
am waiting to see the last of you.”

*That 15 false " roared Mr, Ilacker.
"Why »ou have done this nmnannerly,
this hlackguardly thing, I have ne con-
cepiion—but if vou sav, sir, ihat you
did not ring me up ye:tevday, aml ask
mie to call, you are a har, sir!”

It was not schoelmasierly language!
Tt was nob polite language at all. Hut
Hovrace Hacker was  foaming with
vage—whiel, in tha circumsionces, way
not, surprising.  IHacker was so fear-
fully enraged that he could have found
relief and satisfaction in punching the
havd, dark face that glarved at him.

“That is enough, sir ! snapped the
captain,  “Either you aro II:.Eouring
ander some strange delusion, or you
are making & stupid attompr 1o excusn
vour unwarrantable initrusion  heore )
I either case, I have had enough of
vou—and if yvou do not immediately
take your departure, I shall assist

with in-

you.'

The captain slipped his malacen
down inte his hand.

“Go ! he mPpﬂd.

=1 will go!” foamed Mr. 1lIacker.

“orfainly I shall leave your black-
puardly presence, zir, without delay.
1 shonld disdain, zir, 1o remain bhere
a wmonment longer. I regard  your
presence,  sir, as condaminating
rogarvd vou, sir, oz an insulting black-
guard 1"

The captain made a sirvide at him,
anel the malacea swizhed in the aire

Mr. lNacker made a juinp, just in
FHILE

It =wizhed wiihin an inch of him!
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“You dare!"” shricked Mr. Hacker.
“Rufian! Yon darge—"

Swish |

acker made another jump!

Swish !

3till another jump made Hacker!

Each time lie just escaped the swizh!

Evidently 18 was imjudicious to
linger. The ecaptain had not actually
landed the cane on him, bat only
Hacker's jumps had eluded it. Clearly
he was going te lay it on if Hacker

did not depart.
Hacker {f:pm-tﬁ{!.

He tramped, foaming,
AVEnue. :

Captain Vernon, with a dark, angry
face, made a stride afrer him, the
malacca in fhe air, as if powerfully
etapred to land 1t across has back as
he went.

The gosture was enough for the Acid
Drop.  He did not mean to ron—he dis-
dained 6 vun. But his bony Icﬁa ren
as if of their own accord. acker
went down the leafy avenue at quite
a spanking pace !

Captain Vernon cast a ﬁ‘lnm of angry
contempt after bhim, and tramped to

down the

the house.
Mr. Hacker did a good hundred
varda without a halt,. Then he

slackened speed, and, after a pglance
back, walked.

Hot and perspiring, with damp
strepms trickling down from under his
gilk hat, the Acid Drop emerpged into
the Lanthem road at last.

It was more than a mile inte the

town, My, Hacker wished that he hyl
ordered -the taxi to wailt! DBuat he
hadn't, He had to walk!

He tottered into Lanthem theroughly

cocked. He mopped a dainp brow
while he waited for a train. And, as
Le sat in the homeward frain, he

wished that ho hadn't told Prout that
he was calling on ithe captain |

Cornered !

OM REDWING stood with {ense
nevves and beating heart on the
littla landing outside the door
of the turret-room, .

It was dusky there, aven in hbroad
dayvlight, for the turret stair was
lighted only by two or three ancient
loophaoles, little move then slits in the
thick storie. The stair was high, steep,
and curving, and the curve hid the
landing &t the top from view from the
hall below.

Sounds of E-:nmstl::fm came clearly up,
It Tom, looking down, could see only
the bend of the atair,
wiond. But the {ooisteps,
relief, did not ascend.

Ile was unseen, and must remain un-
scen, till someons ascended the turrer-
stair. Thet might, or might not, occur
any moment, '

What would happen if they [ound
him there?

in penetrating into that house of
davl seerets, Tom Redwing had not
given a single thought of danger to
himself. )

Whatever might happen to him, he
was ready to risk it, to find out
whether his chum was, as he belicved,
a prisoner in the turret-room.

Tntil he knew that, boyond the
shadow of a doubt, he could do nothing,
Now he knew it; knew that there was
ouly an oaken door beiween himself
and Herbert Vernon-B3mith; knew, not
as 8 wild suspicion, but as a positive
fact that could be stated to the police,
that Vernon-8mith was & kidnapped
prizonor §

o release him from the turret-rooni
was impossibla; bul that mattered little
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if he j;crl:. away with the news of what he
had discovered,

A few more hours of imprizonment
were a trille if -he left his chum with
the hope, the certainty, of rescue.

But now that he had found Smithy,
e realised the danger in which he
shood,

If thev found him there, and knew
what he had learned

The Army man had staked everything
on this wild and desperate scheme to
supplant the millionsire’s son and gain

the Vernon-Bmith millions for  his
neplicw, _
he stakes were heavy in thab

desperate game; for, after what he had
already done, 1t was too late for the
plotter to retreat. If Smithy recovered
hiz hiberir, Captain Vernon's own was
lost !

Prison for conspiracy and kidnapping
loomed before him. Ineradiceble dis-
grace for himself, and for the nephew
an whose account he had done this!
Ruin, disgrace, prison, for the man—
ruin ancd disgrace, at least, for the
boy! ‘That was the price of failure.

Redwing, as he reecalled the hard,
dark, inflexible face of the Army man
knew that it was nob a price he would
pav, if he could help it—if one crime
could be covered up by another,

He had to get away, unscen—if he
was to save his chum, now that he had
found him.

He listened to the footsteps below—
ahufling Fooisteps on the stone flags of
the hall! It was old Hunt, he could
casily puess—that shuffle was nothing
like the Army man’s stride.

Hunt had come in, That must mean
that he had got rid of Hacker. But if
Mr, Hacker was still within sight,
within hearing, that meant help! One
shout to Hacker, if he was there, would
be enoungh.

It was impossible to descend the
turret stair without walking under the
eves of old Hunt, But a few steps
down was one of the narrew loophola
slits. It gave a view on the avenue,
and from it Tom hoped fto ascertsin
whether Mr, Hacker was yet in sight.

Bilently he deseended a few steps
and looked from the narrow slit in the

thick stone wall into- the blaze of the

July sunshine,

He szct his feeth as he looked.

Hacker was in sight—at a distance
down the avenue. Bui he was not
alone. He was far bevond the reach
of & shout: and between him and the
house skood Captain Vernon.

Evidently the ecaptain was no longer
in the wood—Llom could guess that he
had been drawn to the spot by the loud
altercation between old Hunt and the
Acid Drop. Another angry alterca-
tion seemed to be going on between
Captain Vernon and the master of the
Shell. :

Tom's brain worked rapidir,

Old Hunt was in. the hall below.
Tsecape was ent off. He was no match
for Hunt in a struggle; but there was
a chance of eluding him in the sudden
:-itrprisa of hiz uwnexpected appearance
fiiere,

If only he could pass the doorway
while Hacker was still there—if only
Hacker's eves fell on him—all was
woll! It was taking a desperate
chanee=bnut it was & better chance than
waiting till Hacker was goue, and the
captain back in the house, That would
be tho end of hope.

Tom made up his mind to it.

With beating heart he ecrept softls
down the turret stair—soundless, on
tiptoe,

At tho last bend of the narrow, steep
stair he peused to histen,

The footsteps could no longer he

heard—it was possible that old Eunt
had pone back to his own quartcrs, At
all events, he could not heard to
stir.

Setting his teeth, Tom crept round
the winding stair; and the next
moment he saw old Hunt.

The man was leaning on the wall at
the foot of the turret stairv.

As he saw him, it fashed into Tom's
mind why he was there. He was guard-
ing that stair, at the top of which was
the prison-room—eo long as there was a
stranger at bhand—guarvding against
ithe rvemnotest chanee of the turret-room
being approached. ]

It was too late for Redwing to re-
treat—even if  retreat would have
gserved any purpose.

A split second after he saw Hunt,
Hunt saw him.

The man's eyes almost started from
his face in his startled amazement ab
the sight of the schoolboy on the Lurret
stair. Up to that moment he had not
hed the faintest suspicion of Redwing's
presence.  Ho stared at  him; +%n:*
gogegled at him in bewildercd astonish-
moent,

Ior & moment Tom paused. Then,
with set tecth, he made 2 spring, clear-
ing the remaining stairs, and landing
with a crash on the man at the botton.

Hunt went spinning back, with a
startled howl, under the crash, and Red-
wing sprawled headlong over him on
the stone foor.

Tom struggled to his feet.

Before he gained, them, however,
IMunt's grasp was on him. He clenched
has fist, and crashed it into the leathery
face—twice, thrice, with all the strength
of hiz nrm.

Hunt grunted, but did not relax his
grip. Still grasping the schoolboy
tenaciously, heedless of raining blows,
he struggled up, and 'J.‘c-m_Reﬂwu]F. in
utter desperation, fought hke a wildeas
for his liberty.

In Ruthless Hands !

APTAIN VERNON, with a dark
and angry brow, tramped across
e stone terrace and in at tho
hall door.

Mr. Hacker was gone. Why he had
came, the eaptain did net know: but,
after his reception at Lantham Chase,
he was not likely to call again.

The angry man half-regretted that he
had not laid the malacca across thoe
shoulders of that unwelcome and unin-
vited jotroder.

But as he stepped in at the doorway
the Army man forgot all about M,
Hacker. He gpve a violent start at
what he saw within.

“ Hunt !* he gasped.

On the stone flags of the hall floor
Tom Redwing lay on his back, with old
Huni's knee on his chest. Ho was still
struggling, but bhe was down on his
back, and Hunt was pinning him down,

Captain Vernon gazed as if trans-
fixed at the unexpeoted scene. The
colour wavered in his derk face.

He knew Redwing at a glance; he
had seen lum with the DBounder belore
Vernon-Smith had fallen into his hands,
This was 3mithy's chum, the boy whom
he had warned Bertio Vernon to keep
at armslength. Iow he was thero the
captain could not imagine; but why Lo
was there he could guess on the instant.
What did this bov know ?

0ld Hunt turned his head as the
captain’s figure shadowed the sunlight
in the open doorway.

“Bhut that door, sir " he panted.

Only for & moment was the captein
taken utterly aback. Thon swiftly he
shut the deor and turned the kes.



Hie starvtled faco set hard as he
etopped towards the schoolboy, strug-
giing vainly under the gripping knee.

" Redwing I he said in a quiet, even
voice. “ You are Redwing, I think

“It's the boy that came with youn
Vernon-Smith that day weeks ago, sirl”
panied Hunt,

“ Has he—"

_The captain did not finish the ques-
fron; he did not know yet how much
Redwing koew. DBut Ilunt understood.

“¥es, He was on the turret stair.”

“"How did he get hera?”

“He must have dodged in while my
back was turned handling that bony old
frump ¥ grunted Hunt. *I found him
here—on the turret stair.™

Captain Vernon breathed hard.

“¥ou ecan let him get up, Hunt.”
His voice was quite calim and eool
* But keep 2 hold on him.”

Hunt rose, dragmog Tom to his feet,

Tom staggered up, breathless, spent
with his desperate struggle. Old Hunt’s
grip fasiened like a vice on lis
shoulder. He stood facing the caplain,
panting.

There was silence for a long moment
whila the captain’s keen, zearching eyes
fixed on his flushed face.

“¥ou are Redwing,
voung Vernon-Smith 77
asked again at last.

“You know I am ! muttered Tom.

"Why did you como here

Tem did not answer that.

“You have been up to the turret
room

“Your man has teld you =™

“And you found—"

" ¥You know what I found !” said Tom
bitterly.

Captain Vernon nodded slowlv.

“¥Yez,” he said; “I kvow what you
fonmdl. You came herve secretly, 1 saw
nothing of you; my man saw nothing

ihe friend of
the captain
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of you till he found you herc. What
did you suspect when youn came here?”

1 suspected what I found 1™ answered
Tom. “T suspected that my pal was
here, and that a lying, cheating rascal
had taken his place at Greyfviars! 1
know 1t now! If I had known before
what I know now I should wnot have
come alone !*

The captain stodd silent, looking at
him. There was a bard and desperate
ghint in hi= eyes,

If he had had any donht of the succes=s
of his scheme, that doubt had lLeen
centred on Redwing, the Bounder's
clum,. He had wondered whether zome
instinet might warn him of a difference
in the fellow he had known so well, For
that reason he had warned Beriic to
endd that friendship—to keep clear of
Redwing. But not for a moment had
he dreamed that it would—that 1t could
~—come to this _

Hedwmg knew! Ilea had snspected,
atd now he had verified his suspicions.

Had he gone with what he knew—
ihe captain drew a long, quivering
breath at that thought—he wouhl have

returned with the police! And if he
left now he would return with the
palics |

Harder and grimmer grew the dark
face.

It was an unexpected danger, but the
Army man was used to facing emer-
pencies with a cool and steady head.
1113 resolve was immediately taken.
Redwing knew, and he could not be
allowed to tell what he knew? Not
only the success of his plot, but his
liberty, depended on the secret being
kept. Tom Redwing, in his quest of
hia chum, bad stepped into the {rap.
The trap would cloze on him alsq!

There was a long silence.

‘The Avmy man broke it at last, his
vounee cool, elear, metallic:
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“Let wvs have this clear, You sus-
pected that the boy called  Vernon-
Smith at Greyfriars was not Vernon-
#mith?  You did not suspect this at
first 1™

ad x‘]‘fl

“Then how, and why—=-"

“A hundred things,” answered Tonw.
“Lies ave always found out in the long
run ! he sdded contempinously.

Tho dark face flushed at ihat word.

“Iseep a civil tongue, my boy 1™ sand
the ecaptain quietly. “You may Jinve
yvour own opinion of my aclicns, aml 1
have no idea of justiflying miysel to
vou. You have been up 1o the turret-
room? You know who 12 there #”

“¥ou know it

“¥es, I know 5% said Captain

" (11
Vernon, And vou know, 1 suppose,
that you will not be allowed to 1efl 1w
world what you have found here2”

“"1I've no wish to harm von ar that
fellow at Groviviars,” said Qem. 1
cama here to find out i Swiithy was
here, and I've found out. Lol him go.
Let him come back to the school wiil
me, and you and that fellow can take
your chance.”

The captoin laughed—an wnpleazant
lanugh.

*You are not asking a lilile,” he saidl,

“It's the hLost thing you conld Jdo if
vou could see it,” said Teomn steadily.
“You can't keep this up. T you'ra
thinking njf keeping wme heve bke

Smithy——

“Pome such idea has cvossed iy
mind 1* zaid the ecaptain, with grim
wrony. " And what then, wmy young
Frivend ##

"T've not pot & double to take wv
iHave at the school ' said Tom seorn-
fully. “T shall be missed at calling-
over this evening [
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“ o doubt.”

“If I don’t turm up for dorm the
police will be told! Do you fancy yo
can keep me heore with the peo =.::e
searching for me?™

“Your absence may be accounted
for,” sauwl the captain coolly. *I did
not expect this—I did not dream of it
—but I am not unprepared to deal with
it now that 1t has happened. J have
heoard a good deal about you, Alaster
Bedwing, 1 have made it my business
o be well informed in all matters con.
nectod wilh that young rascal up in the
turret-room.”

Tom's cyes blazed.

“You dave to call him that—you, a
kidnapper—

Hv choked,

*¥es, 1 eall him that,” said the
captain, unmoved. “TIf 1 did not call
hivy that, and believe him that he
veould not be where he is now. mw
u conscience, Master Redwing, thm g
perhaps you do not give mao the cre
of possessing one,  But never mind
that! I think vonr absenco from the
wehool may be satisfactorily aecounted
for.”

.i le refleetod for a moment.

“1id vou not, last Easter, leave the
sehoo] before the wsual holiday date to
}mm vour father in & cruise an his
ugger 1 he said.

“YWhat of that?®

“}r'_hght not the same thing happen
again  just befove the suninies holi-
days !¥ smiled the captain. “A leiter
to vour headmaster or Formemaster
would explain—->"

Toan =t his lipa.

“Da vou think I would stir a finger
te help vou " he exclaimed.

“ Possitdy not—unless I used harsh
easuvez with you, which I am ex-
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tremely unwilling to use,” said the

captain calmly. “But probably a
tel.?gmm would answer the same
purpose,”

“Uh 1" muttered Tom.

“We shall seel!” smiled Captain
Vernon, “I am sorry, DMMaster Bed-

wing., I know a great deal about you,
and you are a boy whom I like and
respect. The only” good point I have
ever found in that young raseal in the
tureet iz hiz friendzhip for von. Buat
if you put vour head into the lion's
jawa vou must not col mplain if those
JEWs i.'.‘].{h'l} Ly "i-‘:l'l.lr

Redwing - breathed havd,

“T wonld have risked it a hundred
times over to help Bmithy ! he said.
“You dare to call him names, but he's
the best pal a fellow ever ]md That
fellow at Geeviriars 1sn't fit te clean
Iuis shoes 1"

“Ll'pnlmrﬁ may differ very widely on
that point,” sald the captain dryly.
“We will not discuszs that, I am sorry,
as I have said; and if I could trust
vour promisc to keep silent I would
%Iuclhr open this ddor wide for wyou.

ut—"" He shook his head. * That
15 pok to be thought of. Lantham
Chase has a repumtiun for inhospi-
tality, T think, but I shall ﬂﬂ‘{*h vou 1fs
h-:ﬂpltﬂ.llf'l.' now—sneih ag it iz’

“You cannot keep me here,”
Tom steadily.

“7 shall ehaneo that,” said the cap-
tain. “If you take a step outside this
door I shall be driven to flee the
country, a ruined and disgraced man.
That, perhaps, 1 ecould face; but
pnother wmt!ci suffer—another, for
whose sake I would sacrifice a hundyed
such as vou. You have asked for this,
Master Redwing—and vou must make
the best of what you have asked for.”
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ITe shrugmed his shoulders.

*“ Hunt, take him up to the turret 1™

“This way, yvou!” grunted Hount,
dragging at Toin's shoulder,

Redwing elenched his hands desper-
ately, but it was futile to attempt
resistance,

Hunt led him wp the torcet-staiv;
and the caplain, taking a key from hLis

pocket, followed.
Ii-[
the Famoun: Five came in from
Lautham.

Billy Bunter uict them as they came
to the House with a fat grin irradiating
his. podgy countenatce,

“Hao, e, he!” cachinnated DBunter.
“1 zav, he went all I.Ight"’

“ Ioh 30t asked Bob, “ Whe '

“Hacker! Ile, e, hel I say, he
hasn't been in long. I saw him come
in, Wild? e, he, he! Wild as &
tiger! I say, vou fellows, think the
captain whnppnd hitn at Lantham
Chase t"

Eaih Bunter chortled cxplosively
the idea of the Acid Drop having g-:.ﬂ;
uh ped,

1}-l say, you should have seen him
when he came in!” %1!!1!]1’."[[ Bunter,
“Mad as a bhatter! say, he must
have told Prout that he was gong,
because Prout stopped him and asked
him about it whea he came in. Half
a dozen fellows heard him, I say—"

“You fat ass ! said Harery Wharion.
“Hacker must have gone there; we
saw_ him in_ a taxi on the Lantham
road jnst before we pot into the town.
And if he spots you you'll want a new
skin 1"

“ [fow's he gmug‘ to spot a fellow B
grinned Dunter, “Ie, he, hel I say,
a dozen fellows heard when he came in,
Prout asked him if he had had =&

pleasant  afternoon, you Kunow; aridd
l:Iuvr.I-.nl gaicd: 'The man 1 a black-

nard " These very words! Lols of
%ﬂ”ﬂ“‘?- heard! e, he, he! I say, if
Iacker ealls him  namea like thad,
think the caplain whopped him like he
did Cober®”

Tho Famous Five langhed.  They
could harvdly suppose that the Army
man al Laonibain Chase had gone so
far as to whop the wmnster of the HShell
az hie had whopped Coker of the Fifil,
bmig they had no doubt that the Acid

Where Is Redwling ?
S2AY, you fellows—"

It was near calling-over when

Drop  bad had a far from pleasant
aftertoon,
“¥ sav, Harkee waz In s fearful

baii 1" grinued Dunter.  “Ho didn't
care who saw bis temper. He came
back boiling! DBoiling overt He, e,
! I think ithe captain must Liave
whopped  hin—kicked him, at least!

Teach bim fo puil a fellow!s ecar—
what? He, he, he! DBut, 1 sav, ron
fellows, where's Souihy? Hasn'b he

come back with you ™V

“He came back lone age,” answered
Ilarry., *1lle had a spill on the Lan-
tham road, and bhad to chuck up the
ride”

#“ 1o, he, he!” ecachinmated Buanter,
Sd het Did he get vou to tell that
to 1he old bean at Lontham?  Ile, he,
he 1™

“Yon falb mss, Bmithy got a sprained
ferr, andd he had to get a li Et back in a
fu.tll'l('t‘ 5 cark 1™ suid Harvy

“te, he, hel DM.-E':_. ain.‘t he £
prinned Bunter. "1 say, vou fellcaws,
why don’t Smithy want Lo sce his pater
ihis term? Ho alwars used to like his
pRier coming He den't want him
o 17



Harry Wharton made no renly to
that.

He was by no means sure in hiz own
mind that that spiit on the Lantham
road was straight. Evidently the fat
Owl took it for granted, as a matter of
course, that it was o spoof, and after
what had happened on Saturday there
was no ﬂnugh that it looked rather
EiEPICIOnS,

“Did the old bean stand you tea
wilhiout SBmithy ¥"" asked Bunter,

“Yes, ass|”

“Well, that was pretiy decent of
him. Rather rolten to pull his leg if
he was standing Fou tea ai the
Papoda [ Bunter shock his fat head.
“Not the sort of thing I'd do.”

_ " You pifling porpoise, who was pull-
g hig leg ¥ iﬂﬂtﬂd Johnny Bull.

“Weren't wyou?’' asked Bunter,
blinking at him. * You jolly well knew
why Smnthy had that spill; you knew
why he went over to Rookwood on
Baturday; o you jolly well knew—"

“Oh, go ﬂm:!J cat coke, you fat ass!”

“Well, I wouldn't pull an old bean’s
leg like that if he was standing e
tea af the Pagoda ¥ declared Bunter.
“1f Bmithy asked me to do it, like he
haz you fellows, I should lock him up
and down and say plainly—— Leggo,
you beast! Yarooooh!"

Bump !

Billy Bunter sat down on ihe hard,
unsyvinpaibetic gquad, and the Famous
Yive walked past him and went into
the House.

Their faces, which had been bright
and cheery when they came in, looked
a little grim now—ihe cHect of fBuni;el."a
remarks.

Alr, Vernon-Smith, at Lantham, bad
been kindness itself He had been
dizappointad at the non-arrival of his
eonn, buf fully satisficd about that, of
course, when Harey Whaiton explained
about the gmll. The millionaire had
Hamly been disturbed about the acei-

cut, though they assuved him that it
was not at all & serions matter, only
Bmithy lad had to go back with a bit
of & sprain.

The midlionaire had had only a hali-
hour of lus extromely valuable time to
spare before he had te enteh the London
train, but in that half-hour he had
%H'ﬂ\.‘]'{'lﬂd n umg:alﬁﬁrnt. tea at  the
wgoda., The jumiors had dismizsed
from their minds the possibility that
Swithy had been spooling—giving him,
a3 Inky Had suggested, the benefit of
the doubt.

But it was in their nunds again now,
The idea of having been made wze of
to deceive 4 man whd had {reated them
with hospitable kindeess was extremoely
diseomioriing.

“1f that sweep was pulling ounv leg,
afier all—"" mutteved Johnny Dull, as
thev went in.

“ Not much good thinking about that
now,” said Harry, biting has lip.  * But
1 can’t help thimkimg—well, 1t's no good
worrving about 1t now! 1've por to
gce Buthy, as his Jather gave me a
message for hine I suppose he will be
in his study.”

Wharton went up fo the Remove
pazsage and tapped at the door of
Miindy MNo. 4.

Az he opencd the deor a Junior who
wis pacing o and fro in the study
eane to o audden hale and faced him
fAnshing.

Hlavry Wharton's lips curled.

“Your leg scems s good bit bettey
already, Bmithy ! he remarked with
S CASITL.

YVeornon eolonrved amd dropped inlo
the armchair.

“It's beiter.” he said  “8till rather
painiul, though. All it pecds is a rest.
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I've been giving it a rest. You've zeen
my—my father ™

“¥erz, and he's senl you o message,”
said Marry curtly. “He was rvather
worried ahout vour accident. He told
me to tell you it was a disappointment
not to zce vou, and that he will find
time to come down to the schoel before

long.™
“Oh P saad Vernon. .
Harry Wharton Jocked at him
steadily,
“Is your leg really damaged,

gnuthy "' he asked.

“Yon saw the crash I came——"

“¥ou were behind me, and 've no
eyes in the back of my head. I know
what you told me. Ii's the first time
I've ever known vou to be so clumsy
on g bike., If vou've been making use
of unsuspicious fellows to pull the wool
over Mr, Vernon-Smith’s eyes——"

“ Ok, don't talk rot!™

“Well, T hope it'as rot 1" said Harry.
“RBut this isn't the first time; it's the
second,  And if apything happens next
time your father wanits to see vou, I
shall know what to think, Vernon-
Swith. That's all 1™

And with that Harry Wharton left
ihe study, shutting the door hard.

Ho weont down the stairs with a
frowning brow, with very litile doubt
in his mind now that that spill on the
Lantham road had been a spooi.

A litile laier the bell rang for eall-
ing-over, and when the Remove fellows
went into Hall, some of them noticed
that Tom Redwing was not there.

“Reddy's late,” remarked
Cherry. “Know where Redwing is,
Srithy "

Onee more Bob was forgetful of the
rift in the lute in Stady Ko 4.

“Ilow should I knowi"
Vernon.

“I say, you fellows, Redwing went
out on his bike before I went in 1o
extra French.™

“Wa gsaw him on his bike on the
Lantham road,” =zaid Farry Wharton.
“Alay have bagged a punctuve. 1le's
late, anvhow. ™

Ar. Queleh was ealling the roll.

To the surprize of the Removites, he
did not Heal]1 the name of Iedwing,
Yhat name was paszecd over as of
Queleh did not expect him to appear
ab ealling-over that evening.

' Reddy

grutrted

“Where the dickens i3
asked Bob.

Iut mo ono was able to avswer that
gquestion. Nobody knew where Red-

WIND Wil
M. arvived at 1he donr of the
Rap, where most of ihe Re-
movites had gathered before prop.
The door wasz half-open, and Ay
Chieleh . was abowt te step 1, when a
fat voice floated in. lus ears—the more
or less duleet tones of William George
Bunter, the fat ornamen: of his Form.

*I say, yoo fellows, did you neotice
Hacker, at vol? I szay, the okl goat
was still laoking awiully shirty. 1le,
ke, he! The bony old blightey——"

Mr. Quelch stepped inte the Raog.

“ Bunter 1 he rapped.

“Oh erikey M

“low dare you, Bunter, allude to
a member of Dr. Locke's stalf in such
terms " thundered Alr. Quelch.

‘Billy Bunter blinked at his Form-
nister. e had not expected Quelch
to siep into the Rag. Quelch was not
a frequent visitor to that apariment.
He had stepped in ot a rathier unfor-
funate moment for Billy Buntern

Surprising News !

R. QUELCH frowned.
The Remove masier had

-allawed to refurn to the sehoal
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“0h, I—I didn't, sir!” gasped
Bunier. “I—I wasn't speaking of the
Aeid Dirop, sir—I—I mean acker,
gir! I—=l—I was speaking of gquite

another bony old blighter, sir. I—I
mean—"

" Only this afternoon, Dunter, you
had a detention, for alluding to Mr.
Hackar in such disrespectful terms.
This time I shall cane voul”

“I—I dide't, sir. I=—I mean, I—I
wasn't 1" gasped the hapless Owl, “I
—I never noticed hum at roll, sir, and
I—I never thought he looked shixty,
gir. I—1 thought he looked nice and—
and good-tempered, sir. Not that I
noticed him, sir. I never looked at
himm at all, I i ;

“Go to my study, Bunter, and wait
for mo there !

“Oh Jou’ I

The fat Ow
ithe Rag

Alr. Quelch remained, most of the
juniors eyeing him curiously, wornder-
ing why he had come there,

“*Yernon-Smith 17

“Yes, sic1” sald Dertie Vernon.

“I understand that you are the bo
ont the most intimate terms witli Red-
wing in my Form,” said Mr. Quelch,
“Have you any knowledge of Red-
wing’s intentions when ho Jeft the
sehool this afternoon?"

“No, sir," answered Verncn, in
wonder. *“1le said nothing to me.”

“Have you seen him singe he left the
school 1 _

*I saw him on his bieycle on the
Lantham road, sir, carly in the after-
noen. I have not zcen him-sinee,”
Mk, %’m]ch glanced over the juniors
in the Rag. All of them were curious
now. It was clear that there was
something  unusual  about Redwing's
abzence [romn  the  school—sometling
that, judging by Mr. Quelch’s frown-
ing brow, was displeasing, as well as
urnisaal.

“Wharton 1"

i 11:":5' $i1' [u

“¥Fou may possibiy know something
of the matter.™

I saw him on his bLike, sir, when
Vernon-8mith Jdid,” answered Tarry.
“1as apything happened o Rodwing,
gir ?Y
_ M Not that T am aware of 1" snapped
Mr. GQuelch.,  “DBut his conduoct 14
stngnlar—ingst singular—amd, v view
of i, 1 doubt whether he can b
aftiy

roaned Bunter.
rolled dismally out of

the summer bolidays

“Oh 1" gasped a dozen fellows  at
oNce.

* It zecms very oxtvaordinary (o
that Roedwing shouid have acted b this
way without mentiomng  anyiling of
iz intentions to any olher boy in the
Form,"” said Mre. Quelch. ™ You am
sire be said nothing te you, Vernon-
Smith ™

“ Nothing  at  all,
Voernon. _

“Or any other boy here ' asked My
Queleh, with another glance rowml.

There was no answer,

Whetever Tom Redwing had  doswe
ihat afternonn, he had not told any
Remove  fellows about it—ihai was
clear.

All the juniors were wondering what
he could iw.w:-. done. Tom was ahout
1he last fellow in 1he Yorm to have
done  anything of a8 reckless aor
irresponsible kind.

“I'hen no one here can tell me any-
thing*" snapped My, Quelch.

The general silence imdicared that ne
one could.

“May wo Lknow what Roedwing las
dome, sir?” asked Harrey.

“Cortainly, Wharton! I have re-
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gir,™  answerad
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ceived a telegram from Redwing from
Dovep—"

“Dover |
Fellows.

Dover was a pood many long miles
from Croyiriars Bchool.

“From  Dover|" repeated Mr
Quelch. “Redwing asks me, in this
telegram, to ?rant him carly leave le-
fore the holidaye, as his father desires
him to sail in his coasting lugger,

o 1 '
wiich is leaving Dover to-day,”

“Oh! gasped the Removites.

“Such leave was %rnnh‘rd Redwing
hefore the Dasier holidays,” weni on
AMr. Queleh, “Buat 1hat was & matter
of o few days, not of woeks, And the
request was made to ine, considered
Ly me, and granted. In this case, Red-
wing appears {o have {aken permis
glon a3 a maller of course, and con-
iclered it only neccssary to let me
know lus indentiona ™

Mr. Queleh shul his lips hard,

Disragard of Liz authority was not a
matter that the Remeve master could
tolevate with palience.

“Well, my hat 1" murmured Bob,

“It is amazing to me,” continued
Me. Quelch, “that any boy in wy
Yorm—any Loy at school at all=shonld
have ventured to assume such liberty
of action. It is very improbable that
such extensive leave w::uulgd have beon
granied, and most cerfainly nat wiih-
ot the fullest consideration. The Loy
has taken the matier into his own
bards,"

The gimlet eyes glinted.

_“If any boy present knew of this
intention of Hedwing's, and iz awaro
of aui{ means of communicating with
him, let lum speale,” said the Remove
master, “I address you cspeecially,
Vernon-8mith, as Redwing’s most in-
timate friend in the school.”

“I knew nothing of it, sir.”

“You have no address to which to
write lo him—at any port that may be
visited by the vessel on which e has
gone ¥

“No, sir.”

Mr. Quelch looked very hard at the
Bounder's double. Tnaware of that
-recent riit in the lute, he thought it
very probable that Herbert Vernon-

exelaimed half s dozon
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Bmith waa fully scquainted with the
matter, and wunlikely that Redwing
would have ncted as he had done with-
out conhding the maiter to his chum,
Indeed, he had 2 lorking suspicion that
the reckless Bounder might have had
a hand in it

“You are sure of
Smith ¥

“Quite, sir1™

“Very well,” said Mr. Quelch, be-
fween compressed lips. “Then I have
this fo zay to all the boys of my Form
present,  If any boy here is able fo
communicate with Bedwing, lol him do
so wilbout delay, and warn him that,
unless he returns to the school immedi-
atelv. he will not be allowed to return
at all. Only his tnmediate return will
siffice.  Otherwise, Greyfriars School
will be closed to him. Awy friend of
Redwing's here "—he looked hard at
the Bounder's double again—"will be
well advised to lose no time in giving
him that warning.”

With that Mr. Queleh rustled out
of the Rag, leaving the juniors in a
buzz of surprize and excitement.

“Bo that's where Reddy is!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. “Gone to sea in
ihe old bean's lngger, like he did be-
fore Easter. Buat, my hat, what &
nerve 1

“His father must have thought he
had leave,” said Harry Wharton.
“Dlessed if I can understand this, in &
chap like Redwing ! :

“More like Bmithy,”

Skinner.

“The more likefulness 15 terrifie ™

*1le must have Leen on his way to
the station when we passed. him on
the Lantham road,"” said Bob, wiih a
whistle, “I spoke to him, but bhe
never let on a word sbout what he
hiad in mind.”

Bertie. Vernon sat and listened to
the excited discussion with a faint
smile on his face,

Ile was as surprised as the other
fellows, but to him it came as a relief
that Tom Redwing had gone

Move and more, of late, he had felt
uneasy  under Redwing’s eyes, and
ever since Tom had shaken the dust
of Siudy No. 4 from his feet, he had

this, Vernon-

grinned

TREMBLING
CHIMNEY

The three-hundred-icot-high
smoke stack threatened to
collapse at any moment—
sending a million bricks
showtring on to the power
station bolow. There was
only one way in which dis-
aster could be averted. The
steeplejack’s mates refused
to take the risk, But Bob
and foe were game! What
happens to them is told in
this grand yarn—one of the
six thrilling stories appearing
in today's

MODER
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wondered, with misgiving, what he
might suspect. It was a weight from
his mind that ihe Bounder's ‘ti:flum WaE
F;:tm, and if his reckless action led to
us leaving CGreyfriars for good, that
was  an  added
Bounder's double,

The discussion in {he Rag was inter
rupted by sounds of wee and lamenta-
tion, heralding the refurn of Billy
Bunter from Quelch’s study :

HOw! Wow! Ow! Yow! Wouw!
Ow ! T sax, von fellows Yowl Ow
—ow 1"

“Oh, hister to the band !* ehirruped
Skinner,

goenrity . for the

“Wow! Yowl Ow!®

“Ilad it bad?" asked Bob svme
pathetically,

“Ow! Wow! Six on the bags!"

groancd Bunter. “And all for calling
Hacker a=——- Wow—wow—wow !”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Wow! Al for calling him a2 pout
—wow—wow l—and a bony blighier—
wow ! And he jolly well 13 a pgoat—
wow !—and  a  bony  Dblighter—wow !
Yow !l Botb if Queleh thinks I'm going
to stand this—wow !=—he's jolly well—
wow I—nistaken ! I'll jolly well pay him
out—yow-! Ow—ow! And I know how
—wow | Yow !V

“And how—wow—wow " asked Bob.

“IIa, ha, hal”

“Let him wait!  ¥Fow! Ow! DPer-
haps somebody eclse will get a phone
eall, like Hacker—wow ! Perhaps somo-
body else will get his leg pulled—wow !
Perhaps somebody else will Youw!

w—ow—ow! Wow! Oh crikev! I
shall have to stand up to prep! Owl
Wow 1”

It was not Billy Bunier's happy
evening ! )

Once Too Ofien !
R. PROUT wondered whether

M he was dreaming.

He had been dreaming as
he slumbered in the roomy

armchair in his study. Now his eves

were wide open; but, really, it seemed

as 1f he was dreaming on, with wide-

QP eves.

It was very hot that July afternoon.

Prout had intended to go for a wallk,
after class, with Hacker—that wall
Il{lﬁiﬂﬂ-ﬁﬂll from the previous day when
Hacker had gone, insiead, to call on
the captain,

He had diseussod the matter with
Ilacker after class, and he had notreed,
with annoyance, that a boy of Quelch’s
Farm hovered near while he was talk-
mg to IMacker—actually lizstening to
whal was said.

He had suzpemided the discossion
with Hacker to order Bunter of ilw
Hemove {o go awav at once.

Bunier of the Remove had gone away
ar once.

Then Prout lhad resumed his falk
with Hacker. But ihe upshot of that
talk was that Prout had decided that
it was altegrther tco sultry for a walk,
So, mnstead of rolling forth on a walk,
Frout bad rolled to his study, where
ho found & roomy avmchair more praie-
ful nmd comforting than walking o a
tropical sun.

He had nodded off to sleep. It was
hot, it was drowsy, and he was tired
fromm a day in the IFifth Form Room,
and he slept peacefully in that comfort.
able armchair and drcamed happily of
the headmastership he was going o
have some day when some perspicacious
board of povernors discerned his true
value,

Being fast asleep, Prout naturally did
nobt hear lus study door open and closo



again, and remained blissfully unaware
that someone else was in the study.

That someons else remained, blissfully
ynaware of Prout! . '
“The. high back of the armchair was
towards the door, and i1t hid Prout
from view, Prout being tall sideways.
His bald spot did not reach to the top
of the armchair's back,

Had the unseen iniruder kept silent,
Prout, probably, would bhave gone an
slumbering peacefully and dreaming of
that headmastership.

But the ‘intruder did not remain

silent. It was his voice that awakened
Pront. It was not & voice that. Prout
knew. It was a sort of sharp bark of

a voice., Not a Greyfriars voice, or it
would have been familiar to Prout. But
the words were more surprising than
the voice

Really, it was no wonder that Prout
fapeciod that he must still be dreaming
a5 he heard the words:

“Captamn Vernon speaking 1

If it was not a dream, what was 1t?
Prout knew who Captain Vernon was
—the uncle of a boy who had been in
LQuelch’s Form, and who Lived ten miles
away &t Lantham Chase. He was the
man on whom Hacker had called the
previous day, and whom Hacker had
sinee described as a blackgnard, an un-
mannerly “ruffian, and other such
pMeasant things.

How Captain Vernon could be in his
stucly, using the telephone, was so deep
a tmystery that auy man might have
fancied that ho was dreaming.

Prout lent a dazed, astonished ear os
the voice went on:

“. . . from Lantham Chhse. My
dear Mr. Quelch, I am sure you will
cxcuse me for ringing you up, buk the
fact is, I should be very glad to make
a closer acguaintance with my nephew’s
Form-master. Perhaps you could make
it convenient to ecall at Lantham
Chasee——"" : ; :

Prout lifted an absolutely dizay head
ond looked aver the back of the arm-
chair.

His oyes almost popped from  his
plump face as he looked.

How Captain. Varnon could possibly
be in his study at Greyfriars School and
phoning to Mr. Queleh on Prout's
phone, was a dumbfounding mystery.

That mystery was explained by the
amazing, but obvious, circumstance
that Captain Vernon was not there at
gll, The fgure that stood at the tele-
phone, grinning ever it, was the fat
fipure of the same Hemove boy who had
heen listeming to FProut's talk with
Hacker—W, (. Bunter

Frout just gazed !

Bunter, happily unaware of that
fixed, amazed goze, barked on into the
transmitter in his masterly imitation of
the Army's man's voice !

“1 should be delighted to see wou,
Mr. Queleh, if yvou would do me the
honour of ealling on me at Lanthom
Chase—"

Prout vase from the chatr,

e stepped acrozz to Bunter from
behind. Tis expression was extra-
ovdinary, and hiz plump hend was our-
styvetehed. ]

“Any time that would =nit vow,
Al Quelch, wonld—  Yavooogogop !
voared Ihlly Dunter, as a plump paw
closed on the back of his fat neck,

The  startled fat Ow] dropped the
recciver as he spun round, his eyes
popping behind hrs spectacles.

“{Oh erikey ! he gasped; as he
Prout!

Proul's ghost eould hardly have
startled him more! With his own fat
ears he. had heard Prowt discussing a
walk with Hacker!

ZANW
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nobody. in the study when he erept in-——

ab least, nobody Lhat he had scent Ife
had not heard Prout coming. Yot
here was Prout!
“Boay 1M pasped Mr. Prout, i
“Oh erumbsa- o] 0l erikey !
Oh lor'l I—1 wasn't telephoming to

Mr. Quelch, sir I gasped Bunter. ' I—
I neve

1 heard you | thundered Prout.

“{h sciszoral™ ]

“I heard you speaking in an assumed
voice and giving a name not your

own'!¥ thundered Prout. *“Upon my
m:—rii'. Come l:' :
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baomed PFProut., “I shall
to your Form-master,

* Come 1™
taka you
Buntaer 1"

“Oh erumbe! I—I—I say, sir—I—I
—1'd rather not sce Mg, Quelch, sirl I
—I—1I think he's very busy just now,
Eir\__l‘l

[ t;:ﬂmﬂ Trﬂ

Billy Bunter had no choice about
ceming! The plump paw on his collar
ledd him 1o the door. It led him up tho
passnge, !

With his disengaged hand Prout
knocked at Mr. Quelch’s door and
optned !

(Continued on next page.)

rgyOPPING

next
bumper bill of fare is:

“THE PLOTTER!"™
the next yarn in our splendid series

Saturday's

by Frank Richards. Tom Redwing's
sudden departure is o tclief to
Herbert  Vernen, the Bounder's
double. But will it prove permanent?
There's a surprising twist in this
story, chums. That you will enjoy
reading it, zoes without saying, same
as  you will our shorter features.
Order your copy to-day!

I don't know if Jim genthy {(Ports-
mouth) is trying to “trip me up.”
After praising the Magner stories, he
winds up his letter with the following

footnote : “What does the name of
England mean?”

_ Strange to say, the name was made
in Germany. Our island has often
been invaded in the past, and among
the most important of its invaders
were @ tribe of people from North
Germany, called the Angles. They
scttied mainly in the south part of
Britain, which they called after them-
selves, Angleland, or, as we now say,
England. The Angles form only a
amall fraction of the source of the
English people {o-day, Our country
ained, no donbt, in the long run,
rom its invaders. In our people to-
day there are represented not only
English—in the striet sense—but alzo
.Iﬂ?:-:_u:;in, Danish, Norman, and Roman
Hlood.

-

X the way, when entering the
office this morning, I accident-

ally tripped over a fire bucket
containing sand, which had heen
moved from its accustomed place on
the wall into. the middle of one of the
corridors. Has it ever occnrred o
you why some fire buckefs are filled
with gand and mnot water? The
reason is this, In offices and large
buildinga where electricity is wsed
there is always a danger of f£ire
through what is knewn as a “short
circuit.” Water 18 a conductor of

Thera had been | electrieity, and itz use in this kind ef

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.
‘* Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd;,’
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,"

Write to him : Editor of the

E.CA.

fire might only serve to spread the
electric current, and so increase the
danger. Band, on the other hand, if
nppﬁod at once, would scon smother
and cxtinguish the fames before
serions damage was done.

%o much for that. Now for a [ew

RAPID FIRE REPLIES
to readers’ queries.

R. Crowther and G. Holt (Hudders-
field) : Billy Bunter shares Study
No. 7, with Tom Dutton and Peter
Todd. The order of Forms at Grey-
friars 13 as follows: BSixth, Fiftl,
Shell, Upper Fourth, Remove, Third,
Second, and the *‘Babes.” You'll
hear more of the Greyfriars Scouts
later. . .

Frapnk James (Newport) : As I have
mentioned in previeus Chats, Hildw
Richards is no relation to the popnlar
Frank Richards. Mr. Chapman illus-
tratea the Maower varns, with the
exception of the Covers, These are
drawn by Mr. Shields. .

Philip A. Toler and Peter F, Shaw
l{qsur;ey}: See “Hapid Fire Heply

o. L.

Michael Wright (Shenfield) : There
are about 300 boys at Greyfriars.
George Wingate i1s captain of the
gchool; George Blundell, captain of
the Fifth; James Hobson, captain of
the Shell; Ceeil ‘Reginald Temgple,
captain of the Upper Fourth, and
Harry Wharton, captain of the
Hemaove.

F. Riley (Blackpool): So you liké
“My Own Page”? Good! You will
not be the only one to feel glad when
Billy Bunter gets hiz lons-expected
postal order. arry Wharton & Co.
are living in bopes that it will arrive
some .day !

_Erio galfis (Aberdecn): Not a bad
idea of yours to form a Bunter Fan
Clul:. But there’'s a lot of detail
work attached to clubs, chum, and I
can't 5?nre the necessary time my-
self. will forward your other
request.on to Mr. Prank Hichards.

More chin-wag next week, chums,

YOUR EDITOI.
The Mascrwer Lismary.—No. 1,640,






THE OCEAN TRAIL!

Sensational Story of Doctor Birchemall
and Jack Jolly & Co., the laughier-

merchants of St. Sam's.

By DICKY NUGENT.

“ You boys cau help! ™

“ Wppscuse me, Mr, Fearless——"

* Half the erew are on leave, and we
shall need all the help we can get,” went
on Mr. Ferdinand Fearless, quite un-
aware that such an important on-
age s Dr. Birchemall, the Head of
At. Sam’s, was txﬁgm@: et his eleeve,
“ But even if you alf help, we shall still
need more hands.™

* Beg pardon, Mr, Fearless——"

“ Every minnit is preshus if we're
to eatch that scoundrell, Hymer Kerr,
nnd recover the plana he pinehed,”
said Mr, Fearless, pacing restlessly up
and down the deck of his vacht, the
Mary Ann, as he spoke. " But we
can’t sail with only half a crew.”

“If 1 mite asy s word, Mr. Fear-
IEEE L ]

Mr. Fearlesa started slitely.

“ Bless my sole, I'd forgotten all
about vou ! I thought you were back
at 8t Sam’s.”

Dr. Birchemall sighed. :

“ It is quite true that my hart is al
St. Sam’s. But not the rest of me.”

“That proves what I've alwaye
suspected,” remarked Mr. Fearless,
with & wink at Jack Jolly & Co. ** Only
yesterday I was saying I thought you
were not all there!”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Oh, rattal’ enorted the Head,
with a frown at the cheery chums of
the Fourth. * Look here, Mr. Fearlesa,
what I am trying to tell you is this:
g0 far, I have not given my consent to
your son and his friends geing with you
on this voyage.”

“0Oh erume!” ejackulated Frank
Fearlers, while Jolly and Merry and
Bright stopped larfing and eyed the
Head in sheer dismay.

“ It is not the end of the term yct,
you know, and I am by no means
gatisfied with their school progress,”
zaid Dr. Birchemall, shaking his head
gerionsly. ‘" Only last weok your son
displayed his ignorance by asserting
that two and six made eight ! "

‘Mr. TFearless blinked.

“ Really, Dr. Birchemall! If two
and six duzzent make eight, what does
it make ¥ i

“* Half-g-crown, of course!” an-
gwered the Head, with a superior
smile. I could give you other eggs-
amples, but these will suffies to show
how much these boys meed nollidge
nocking into their noddles.  As their
headmaster, I feel that to let them
start their lxuthrda’ya ap carly would
be a erving ehame.™

Mr. Fearless nitted hia brows.

“ Naturally, I wouldn't dreem of
int.a::fﬁrinﬁ with the boys’ edueation,”
he said. * Yet I feel they may be very
useful to me in this momentous trip.
Is it not possibul for them to come
with rne and still carry on with some
of their schooling ¥ °!

Dr. Birchemall's gomewhat shifty
eyes gleemed.

“*Ah! Now you're tallking, Mr.
Fearlesa! By a wonderful stroke of
luele, it ia! Heeause it was partly my
fault thot Hymer Eerr suxxeeded in
pinching the plans, I feel like being
really generous with you. Mr. Fears
lees, I will tell you what I am prepaned
to do. I will come with you myself
and give these youngstera lessons
dmhlilthe voyage. There! What do
you think of that 1 %

The Head beemed like a full moon

as though

But if that was what he eggspected,
he got & eaveer disappointment in the
case of the Fourth-Formers. Instead
of uttering o corus of delite, Jack
Jolly & Co. uttered a howl of protest.

“Don't be a beost, air | 12

“You ean’'t eggspect us to swob
rgh::lﬁ we're at sea ! *Tain't notural,
ﬂr 4

Mr. Fearless silenced the storm with
a gesture. His cheef
anxiety was fo eab
gail sufficiently soon
to stand a sporting
chance of catching
the Bauecy ESal and
recovering the stolen
plang from hia wvil-
lanous bizziness rival,
Hymer Kerr. He bad
no time to waste
arguing the toss about
school lessons.

**Bhurrup!'*? he
commanded sternly.
“ Tir. DBirchemall 18
right, boys, and 1 am
going to settle the
matter by axxepting
his generous offer at
once.'

Jack Jolly & Co.
grogned ; but they

‘could hardly dispute it with the owner
of the yacht, so they took his decision’

with &3 good a grace as possibul.
Az for the Head, who had culy put up
hiz objection in order to make sure
of being invited on the trip, he grinned
from ear to ear with delite.

“iThanks, Mr. Fearlesz ! he
chortled. “1 will pet your wireless
operator to zend a meaaage to the school
orthorising Mr. Lickhem to take
chargs in my absence. But first,
let us settle the problem that seems
to be worrying you 2o much, I gather
that you are short of feet or noses or
something.”

“ Hands, you fathead!" gasped
Mr. Fearlegs. ** Wobt feet or noses, but
handz—by which I mean sailors to
handle the xmht- LB i

AL! Now I get the iden!™ said
the Head, with the air of one making a
grate discovery. “ You want some
gailora. In that case, why not engage
gorne of those who are lounging aboub
the key-side t "

“ Because we're rather partickular
who we have -on the Mary Ann,”
broke in Kaptin Goodfellow, the
bronzed kaptin of Mr. Fearless’ yacht,
in his d base voice. * We don't
sttow any Tom, Dick, or Harry aboard
this boat.”

* But they ean’t all be called by
thoss names,” said the Heed inner-
sently. * Perhapa there are some Bills
and Herberts, and so on among them.™

*“ Ha, ha, ha '’

“* Kaptin Goodfellow was speaking
meta-figgeratively, eggsplained Mr.
Fearless, with a fzint smile. * What
ho meant wasa that up till now we have
employed nobody on the Alary Ann
but men of extra good earvickter
and we shall bave no guarantes about
that if we meerly pick them vp hap-
hazard along the if‘}‘-EﬂidE-"

Dr, Birchemall grioned,

-% If that is all that is trubbling youw,
gentlemen, I can socon solve weur
| diffieulty. I happen to be a toppin

juwdge of carrickter, and I can pi
oeut the sheep from the goats at a
Fl.‘mue. So all you have to do is to
eave the job tome }

With these words, the Head turned

on hig heel and strode down the gang.

way on to the key.
There he stood fora
moment with his
hands at hia lipa to
make a8 magpafone
and yelled : * Ahoy !
Hands wanted ! "

Thers was a promph
rugh of feet from all
directions. Mr, Faar.
lena and Waeptin Good-
fellow were serprized
at the response,

‘They would not
have been serprized
had they known the
reason. They would
have been very much
alarmed nstead ! For
the factk was that
Hymer Kerr, knowing
Elﬁ}’ would probably

e
handas, had left behind him a
pumber of his own crew with
matractions to get jobs on the Mary
Ann if they could, with the object
of foiling all offorta made to draw
level with the Sauey Sal !

But the owner and kaptin of the
Mary Ann knew mnothing of this
raskally skeem, and they felt quite
pleased when they saw & crowd of eager
| opplicants  swarming round  Dr.
Birchemall.

They leaned over the side of the
vacht and watched the Head set to
work. Jack Jolly & Uo. watched, too
—aznd a pretty poor gpinion they soon
had of the way he was doing it !

Unlorchunitly, Dr. Birchemall had
a kind of natural simperthy for men
who looked {furtive and deceetiul
and dishonest and unscrupulous. He
alzo had a keen dislilke’ of honest and
kindly faces. The result was that he
selected all  the scoundrells  that
Hymer Kerr had left behind him and

zod over all the others.

“My hat! What an ugly.looking
crew !V remarked DMr. Fear%l(ess, ags ho

azed dubiously at the recruita that
%r. Birchemall at last lined "up on
the key-side. "I only hoap there is
method in Dr. Birchemall's madness.™

“It'a far more likely that there's
madnesa in his method, sir ! " romarked
Jack Jolly, with a grim lacf., * But he
seemz quite sattisfed himself™

There wuas no mistake about that ;
he was ! As he marched up the gang-
way ab the rear of his villanouwa crew,
hia chest was puffed out and his nose
was tilted up &t quite an eggs.
traovdinary angle

It was a piiy it was, from the Hend's
point of view, soon after. Threugh
heving his nosc =o high in the air, he
failcd to see where he wis going, a8

he stepped oft the gengwey; and

in need of

aggaﬂeﬁting A-

r to
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GAS Mﬁﬁ# ON AT GREYFRIARS!

Poison *'umes Alarm

Wisps of choli, acrid smoke drift-
ing across the quad, created great
alarm at Greyias on Wednesday
evening and rmrdited in geas-masks
being pgiven theg first real try-out.

There wasg & panie when
Skinner and Stot’ ¥ ane staggering into
the School Howegerith handkerchiefs
tied round their noutha.

" Poison-gas—itthe quad ! ™ gasped
Skiuner, as he t b.off his improvised
rapsk. ‘* Somebafhust have dropped
& gas bomb!™ |

several chaps, ﬂhu had an idea it

might bhe only Stioner’s idea of a
leg-pull, put theirlpads out of the door
to find ont foo: themselves. They
hopped in again vy quickly, chioking
and eoughing.

“* Slkinner’s right.! "

gasped Tom Brown.

“It's gaa, right enough

—and deadly poison.

School ous, if the smell’s

anything to go on!

Get your gas-masks!” There was a
rush !

The sudden appearance, & few

minutes later, of fellows in gas-mosgks
drew the attention of the powers that
ha to the phenomenon. Mr.
Quelch came down the stairs at ths

double to eee what was the
madtter.

A dozen fellows, mumbling through
their pasg-maska, told him.

Mr. QQueleh stepped out to in‘.’-ﬂ:ﬁti%:lfﬂ.
He soon step in acain—Ilovking
quite green about the gills.

“It i3 certainly wvery unpleasant ;
but there is no nced for alorm.
Obviously it ia the gardener burning
some rubbish,” he remavked. * Par-
hapa one or two of you will go ot and

find Mimble and tell him to extinguish
his bonfire,”

Half-a-dozen volimteers in gas-masks
nobly rose to the occasion and bravedd
the fumes.

They found the source of the trouble
without difficulty.

Quelchy's  diagnosis
wide of the mark.

It was not Mimble burmng parden
refuso,

It was only Mr. Prout talinzg an
evening stroll at the loot of the
Schoal House steps. The fumes came
from the Dblack cheroot he was
smoking.

He seemed quite upset ab the sight
of our chaps in gas-masks. But the
rest of the school will be & lot more
upset hefors the term ends, for it
transpires that that black cheroot of
Prouty’s was only the fivst of a box of
fifty. .
1t's & jolly lucky thing we've got
our gas-masks !

proved very

HARRY WHARTON
IN THE CHAIR!

“Tt ia my belief,” Alec WRivers, of Leeds, writes,
* that the best swimmers are fat peopie,
the ease, why i3 it you alwaysmake out that Bunter
1 such a dud in the water?

Jolmny Bull's prompt answer to this was that it was
impossible to
conld say about him would not bo as bad as ihe '
truth ! I shan't go all the way with Johnny there ;
‘but, I can assure my Leeds chum that it’s ne lilel
to say that Bunter is a dnd at swiraming, He is !

Only yesterday I had the job aof pileting him to

This buing
Are you libelling him#*

libel Bunter—the worst thing you

salety when'he got inte difficulties at
the swimiming pool. He was harely
three yards away from the side, bt to
hear hun  yelling, you would havo
thought he wasz in the middle of the
Pacific Ocean.

1f weight alone makes a pood swim-
mer, Bunter would eertainly bo the
beet swimmer at Croyliriars, RBut a
liking for cold water is also necessury,
and even Bunter's best friend would
hesitate to suy he had thet | The only.
reason he joined our swimming pacty
yesterday was that he had an ides
wo ghould alterwards adjourn to the
Friardele bunshop !

The theory that fat people are the
hest awimmers received o sovere jolt
Jast week when = junior short distance
race at Courtfield 3atha was won by
Bunter's study.roate, Petor Todil,

Petor Told, you sce, happens 1o bn
the thinnest iellow in the Greylvias
Reomove !

More chin-wag next week, chuns!

HARRY WHARTOXN.

mam,

fr— —

inst&;ﬂ.d ::-fd:setl..ini; ila foot m:i trl}ﬂ deek,
he plunged it righ ¥ 4o a pail of tar !
]:%m?]%r; HWMO P

¢ Ow.ow.ow 1"

' Mg, ha, hal

Evervhody on i-_:-c]: joimed 1n the
roar of larfter thy: echoed across the
Mary Ann as th Head strugegled to
withdraw his fost{rom that puil. De.
Birchemall presenyjd a truly commical
appearance, Lwd the wugly raskals
the Hencd had rejisited from the key
couldn't help gufiwing leeringly.

Five minnits'ldsr, the Mary Anno,
with & horse dimking of her siren,
moved away fwd the key—on the
start of her chuss: eross the ocean on
the trail of Hym 4err !

And when thegt sed shores of Old
England wers hﬁﬁim speck on the
horizon, Dr. Brhemall was still
struggling despritlgto rid himself of the
sticky mass of Tr that satill clung
obstimatelv Lo ot !

(" The Muysteryif the Mary dnn i
15 the tille of neriwl's hilariously funny
yarn by Dicly Xugnat,  Don't mise it 1)

Answers to |lorrespondents

“G. T.” {Thidp * My Aunt Mary
gays she considen' hs. Bead to be very
ill.-mannerverl and ignorant. Can you
aceount for it 17

¥
On inguiry, welind that your gunt

overheard Gosli : ";lﬁfﬂt}rl:[ AAYE
is this ‘eme: alljl oughter
drownded at hiﬂiﬁﬁnnd made the

mistalie of thinkiy be was the Head.
You should rel* bring up your
refatives better'thin this, ** G 1.7

“5. J. 5" fllemove)—"1 told
Bolsover he hadajace like s bestrout,
andd he didn't liksis

Ah, well! It dysn’t alwavs pay to
* hectrool "-fil?

YW, 8 (fiem }-ﬂ—':" Hﬂhﬂ-ﬁ}’ aarar
laughs when I cuge & joke.” Is that
Lkecause the jokeiselwaya “ eracked " ?

PAGEANT DAY AT GREYFRIARS !
Special Report by BOB CHERRY

TFirst let me say that Pageant Day
ab Greyinws mnade the biggeat hit ever,
In the course of my cereer at this
gchool, I have scen spiffing sports,
thrilling theatricals, ripping regattas,
and many other shows nhmh%mva redo
lollows sit up and take notice. But the
Pageant went one better than the
best of them !

I only wish they would malke a habit
of teaching ws history in this way
instead of making va grind away at
dates in stufiy Forme.rooms. Believe
me, chape, it would be o big improve-
ment. I can tell you for a certainty
that I myself learned
more history on Pageant
Pray than I usually learn
in & month !

Seeing it all acted
before your eyezs made
it rool aned nt tho some
time glamorous. ler
instance, I have always
disliked Queen Eliza.
beth, because there are
too many dashed dates
to learn in her reign and,
anyway, I imagined she
must have been a it of
an old frump. I saw
her in quite & different

heht, though, when she cpme
riding through the Close on horseback
in the shape of Marjorie Hazeldeno |

My opimion about Marjorie is that
she i1s a topping girl at any time. Dut
vou oan take mv word for it that she
has never loogked so topping as she
looked in the ruflf and cown of Good
Quecn Bess !

The most exeiting scene waz the
serap between tho old-lLime Frinrs amd
Heery VIN2 coldiers. T must zay 1
never ihoupht mouch of the Friers
before Pageant Day, bnt when I saw
them cetting about the trocps with

birchos

staves and broadswords,
my heart went oub to
them ! It was a pleasant
surprise, too, to hear
the snatches of cross-lalk
between the opposing forees
I quite expected ' CGadzooks!™ and
“By my halidom!” and * Thou
seurvy knave ! ' to be the order of the
day. Instend of which, they were
yelling : “ Take that!” and * Ow!
My breadbasket ! " and ** Therc’s one
for your nob, old bean!”—homely
phrases that greatly increased my
regpect for the heroes of olden times,

nother very cheery scone waa the
arrest of Hewdmaster Leighton after a
merry little tusele with seniors in the
gquad. This scens mads me long for
the zood old days again. Imagine the

battle wo would put up nowadays il
rebel iroops arvived to run in D

Locle ! 13ub alas, there’s not much
hope of anything so jolly as that !
Pon’t, however, run away with the
iden that it was all honey in the olden
days, My impression of the Ureylniars
chapa at tho time of the opening of
the school proper i 1551 waa that
they must have had a protty Lhin time
af it. Tt seems they spent nearly all
their time tottering round the Cloisters
two-deep  woaring  Jong robes  and
chantiog Latin, whilo beaks armed with
gstood by  watching  theomn,

Not & hib fascinating, from my point
aof view !

Of eourse, the * picee do resistancs
{I hopa U've got that right !} was the
old-fushioned gamo of cricket on Biy
Hide.  To see the scniora in teppers sl
white knee.breechies, bowling under-
arm ot two stumpa crowned with a
miniature tree-trunk was a sight fop
gore eyes !

Parents aud [riends who turned up
for the show uil said thoy enjoyoid it a
trent. That zoes for me, too, aml Fin
answoering for all {he ellows who saw i,

Thanks are due to the jolly old
Clerk of the Weather, who burned up
trumps with & noun-stop display of
snnshine, to the many rood lrviends of
Greylriars who contributed to the
Funds, and to the hard-worked
Pngeant Commniitbee,

But above all we have to thank our
gifted fellow-Vemovite Wibley for tho
broinwaeve that beoan the thoange  and
carriced it through Lo its brillinnt Hnish.

Centlemen, cliups, and fellows ! The
toast s Willinrm Willoy—tho founder
and proswling zeniovs of Lthe Jatest il
greatest sueeess in the school history,
the Greyfriars Pageant !

LAST WEEK AT
GREYFRIARS.

Clara Trevivn, ol CHIf Havse, ns-
tonished the natives by concluding a
aparkling tennis game with a display
of rope-whivling. Wao understund,
however, that she dsapproves of her
proposed new nickname—the Lass Who
Lassocs !

The Sceond Form resolved Lo start
a school rebellion.  Tho rebollion was
postpoved indelinitely when the Lell
yang for afternoon clasacs !

Loder coune to the conclusion that
ha was tived of boing a black sheep.
He will probally Jdeeide o be aopehly
eoatb instead !



