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TWENTY-ONE CHEERS!

Ya threg cheers for the Hotlv. Aod three
ehters for the seaside. Amd thret cheera

LAST 4ut uot: LEASTI

Eig. Yumderlpe Toker wof (Re
Firth Js rhe school's prize fas.
head, His gramsiar apd apelling
Ave om 3 pF with kb oricker,
footbal], amd swimmlog. Yot
Coker fondly belleves he iz the
fAopext all-round man at Grepfriars
Hoe s delermioed to stand Do
" oeheck M from juniora, and often
trieg o whep fthe whoela Hemove
=tatuElh time after tine he hns
eane dowh the Roniave Afaipensa
wrorg oid first. Hia rich Annc
Judy keeps him well sapplicd with
FoC ot~ nronew, and though his
) pate, Potier and Greens, are fon.d

af Annd Juds's hampers, ther fod
Cokop almost foo mukch to bear,
Yet Cobcr s, of coursa,  om
Lomest, mpcight, and sctraigbtfor-
ward a3 apzone, aud imcapables of
being meqn o alady. He iz

"simiply a prize fathead—ppd how
b trocy(riara would Rata 8 looe
hednn; |

(Cartoon 'b;l,f H SHL’HHIR.]

it up!—ED.)

A,

Butt -

for the goalden sands and -beetling kl_iﬂa.
Anrd -three cheers for a in ‘the

P .

- Skitark. And three. cheers for the band
o the Feer. And thres c for a flipp
round the bay o & 0 lans: ‘And three

‘for a tpp in the oriny.

+ Butt-pefour you dive into the briny, meke
Bure you can swimr, I mean swim, meke sure
Fou ¢ah 4Wim, swim, ¥ou can swim. (Give
Latts of felles who cant smim
wont admitt. jt." : That is rong. There. is
nothing to be’ ashamed of iz not beipg abel
to awim, the every féllo who cant swim
ort to be sshamed .of himeelf, T think. Buatt
if you go owt swkneing and cant swirm, ¥ou
wmay be ecort by the tied or carried away
Ly dapjerus currants, and then
me woold have to resqu on.

the waser as n.- beever, butt Potter and
Greepe cant swim for toffy. Last time we
went bathing in the Sark, T bad to resqu

-thems both and Iugg theém to the baok or

they woobl bave Townd a pare of wattery
graves. . And w do - You  think—they
mads owt afterwards thas the% hag reaqued
me! Think of thait!. . The

skool that, butt fer them, shoold nevver
have, been seen agams untill the Sark gave
up ite Coker. Me mind yon! I wopped

the pare of them rite there on the bank.

lt':i_ the rﬁmu with {n&;dliﬁ: a hhﬂtg m
oling cant handle & bote.

E‘I':!ﬂ 1 went :Ig;‘il.ug with Potter, the bote
was upsett owing to his clummsiness, 50 I
toled himm I3 mevver go owt with him apgane,
and peckst time I went owt with Grecne,
and after the bhote had gooe to the bottom,
I had to lugg Greese ashore, owing to his
clummsiness, ‘then went owt by
mysel, but owiog to the clhummainess of a
fello In & cango, the bols was upsett. There
are & lott of clomrmnay peeple in hotes, and
it shooldot be sloud.

But there are clummsy peeple everyware,
espeshully on the roads. Time after time
I have heen owhk oo my motor-byke and
some cinmmsy ass has made m? hi‘lﬂ apilt
throo ¢lummsiness on the road in the hedge
or snmthlnﬁ‘ and mite have imjured me if
it badd. (I leave it to you. If you can
make sense of if, Jdrop me & line aod tell
me what [t means.—FED)

SONG OF THE SEA!

Here goea for & poem abowi ths sea,
witch 1s kopyrite im all countries and must
not be printedd withowt my permishion.

Kol o, thow deep and dark bleo oshao,
Aoyl make a grate deel of commoshan -

A

2L N |

a lells like .
“ Negehprally, I am- a3 mutch at home in
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lest on the beech
old seaside suony,

lot of

Aa thow.
Hoorah for the good
YWhere you have to heva to have a

munny ,
- With lcea 642, each. -

Spredd yore -sales, my trim-bilt wherry,
Hecawss it will be verry merry
To go saling 7ite over the ses,
Eite over the sen, the ees rite over,
The &ea, the szam, as far as Dover,
Rite over, rite over the sea.

Hoorah for the breez that' [s bloing, bloiog,
Hoorah for the jolly old shipps that are

Hoorah fcr'the fishing smax, :
Hoorak for a dipp im the. good old briny,
But mind the sharx witch arent verry tiny

And meke awfolly savvage attax,

I like- the Pecroes Consers Party,
Where the songs and the josks and every-
thing is sllways jolly harty,
And to lissen to the Eand,
Bo heres to the Vack and the good old
senside. :
VWhat I ulhlnje. want te be heeside
In Englanda corral straed!

oled awl the §

L |

= Py PRIME,

BB R

o

H you don't bellave what | say about
Coker's scrawl, here's 2 smaf saction
of it. Try deciphering it yoursaivaes.
Coker did send me a wing of
f Weiton-sooper-Mare From a Hatell
Winde,”" but b haven't published it,
2t none of us can decide which way up
it issupposed tostand. [tdoesn't make
tenis whichever way wa put it.e

EDTOR

HOLIDAY HINTS!

Here are sum hints from ag  expurt,
witeh will help yore seaside holiday I mean
telp. you to bave a good time. ; '

AT THE HOUTELL.—Allwgys go to the
best hotell, becawse the best i3 nshually
the best, snd you can have & hetter time
there than at sum dinfy Uttls place up a
backalley., Tipp the servants awl rownd,
and they will be yore devvoted slaves,
Allways remember to find a. lott of fawlt
with the food, becaws then they will give
You the best they've gott. =

CLOBBA.—There is no need to take &
lott of clobba with you. [ uwshualy take
twe dréss eogts and & o duzgen lownge soots
amd sum Hanuoles and awimsoots and dress.
ing gowns, and E!untr of waterproophs and
ramcotes for bad wether, witch it ushually

IER '.'21'1:5-+
ON THE SANDS3. I von rekwire to have

40 winx ip & deck-chare on the sapds, you
shoold pin & potlzs “DEFF & DUMIL ™ on
your jacket, as this will stopp peeple ;-lska'nﬁ
il you kno the rite time the rite time an
wakipg you upp to bye picksher postkards
and ice-creem, In order to avoyd any
unplezzantness with peeple playing sand-
kricket, you shoold wop them awl rownd
everry time the ball hits you in the i. Thiz
will make thewm kareful kar carephul kare-
phul. (Mercy!—ED.)

IN THE TRANE.—Allways go 1st-klaczs as
it iz pot so erowdded as Srd-klass. When
you have to chanje tranes vou will find that
yore trane getts in just after the other
trane has left zo i1 you want to kateh the
other trane you must take the trame that
goes before yore trane leeves and that will
gett in before the other {rame goes Lo mise
the trame you woold have cort if you hadd
not eort the trané that went first. (Boy,
ren oub and get me something for a head-
ache!-=ED.)

PAYING YORE BILL.—Allways pay yore
hotell bill in spott vash a3 thia avoyds the
komplikashions of explaining the matter to
the Hice, amul bezldes a Tello who Jdiddles
the hotell or diddles the railway or diddles
or diddles is a rotta apd a cadd.
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Billy Bunter's New Booby-Trap !

& HOSE  bage?®"  asked Bob
Cherry,
“Ha, ha, hat"
Reallv, it waos
necessary to ask the gnestion,

The plumpest and tightest trousers
nt Oreviriars School were recognizable
Dt o glance.

Harry Wharion & Co.
tliem.

Those extensive trousers were not,
of, course, an uncommon sight., They
were seen as often as Billy Bunter was.

But it was rather rvemarkable to
behold them, where the Famous Five
of ihe Remove now beheld them,

After third school that morning,
Harry Wherton & Co. were walking in
the guad, by the path that ran by the
masters’ study windows,

One of those windows was wide open

hardly

gtared at

in the sunny July morning! It was
the window of their Form-master's
gtudy.

Mr. Queleh, obvicusly, was not in
his sindy. 1lad Quelch been there,
cortainly the fattest member of his
Form would not havae been elambering
in at the study window ! Which was
exactly what Billy Bunicr was doing.

Nobody was abont, f1ll the Famous
Five bhappened along. Bunter had
chosen his moment carcfully, for that
stirrepbitions  nvasion of hizs Forms
master's study.

Any other fellow in the Remove
would have whipped i ot that window
in,thoe twinkling of an oye! Probably
13lly Bunter hod intended to do sol
But Bunter had more weight to lift
than most fellows! Tl had to take his
lime ahont it. ITo was half-in when the
clmus of the Remove spotted him—and
ithere was litile more to be seen of him
ihan a back view of cextensive oand
COnApICIONS  tronsers.

RESCUE!

“What on carth is that fat chump
np to?” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“If Quelch eame into his study 5

“Quelch has gone gver to the Hend’s
wuse,”  said  Frank Nugent. “1
%:Iipﬂse”that fat blitherer knows thafl

ub—

“Urrrggh 1" came a grunt from the
fat clitnber at the window. Bunter
scerned rather winded by his exertions.

Bob Cherry bestowed a wink on his
comrades, and stepped towards the
window—silently.

He lifted his hand.

Bmack 1

“¥Yavoooh ! came a startled roar.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

That smack rang like a pistol-shot!

Billy Bunter roared, wriggled, and
rolled | e bumped on the study floor
within, with another reoar

“ Yooo-hoooh [

Billy DBunter's clamber in st the
study window had finished quite
suddenly, He sat on the study carpet
rnd splutterad.

“QOoh! Oh, erikey! What's that?
Oaooh 17

L1 :E'lﬂ.,. h&-; ha_ 1:':'

Five grinning faces looked in at the
window. Billy Bunter blinked at them
through his big spectacles.

“Ow! Beasts!™ he posped. *1 say,
vou fellows—ow | Wharrer vou up fo,
vou gilly idiots ! Ow I

“Only helping you in!™ explained
Bob Cherryv. * Somebody migiﬁ. have
come along and zpotted youl Your
bagz could be seen about a mile off.™

* Beast 17

Dunter did not sectn grateful for that
belp, Tle seraombled to his feet and
wriggled.

“What the thump are yon u
asked Johnny Bull
vou in Lis study——

“Ile won't!” grunied Dunter. *Ile's

3 Il.'J ?u
“If Quelel cops

rr

o —

RICHARD

.-..'r -

HARRY WHARTON & Co.

one to jaw to the Head! He won't
e coming back to this study yet.”

Y But what have you got in at the
window for, vou howling assi'" asked
Harry Wharton.

“Beeause that fat old chump Prout
was in the passage [ grunted Bunter.
“I couldn't walk into the study under
bis nose.”

“But what's the game " ansked tho
captain of the Remeove, “If you'ro
thinking of larking with Quelch, ¥ou
blithering  bloater, the sooner you
forget it the better.”

“I ain't going to lark with Quelch!

It's that cad Bmithy—" cxpleined
Bunter.
“Smithy [ repeated the Famous

Five all together.

“He's coming to this study ! Didn't
vou hear Quelch tell Bmithy that he'd
left a Latin exercise ready for him,
and he was fo fetch it after third
school? I say, vou fellows, don't you
mention to Smithy that you saw me
getting 1n here! He might think 1
did it, if he kpew. You kunow his
rotten femper.”

Billy Bunter turned from the window
anid rofled across the study to Lhe door.

The Famous Five watched him.

For half that terin Billy Bunter had
had a feud on with Smithy! Smithy,
certainly, did not scem to talke much
heed of the fat Owl and his feud ! But
Billy Bunter was quite deadly about it

Evidently this was another move in
his eampalgn sgainst Smithy |

Bmithy hed to como to that study to
Fotch a Liatin exercize. Quaelch was safe
off the scone for hulf an hour, at least,
This was an opportunity that Billy
Ihunter was not going to loac,

“Bunter, jyou ass——"" breathed
Earry Wharton,

Tee Magrer Lignany.—No. 1,642,
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4
B;LEuutnt, you chump———"" exclaimed
“Bunter, you terrifie fathead!”

gjaculated Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh,
The Owl of the Remove did not heed,
He bad taken the inkstend from the
study table. There were two inkpota
on it, full of ink, one red and one
black, He set the study door a fow
inches open. Then he step on &
chair and arranged the inkstand on
tho top of the thick oak doox, balanced
against the lintel over the doorway.
The five juniors outside the window
watched him in something like horror.

True, Ierbert Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, was due in that
study, and he was booked to catch that
booby-trapt It was not intended for
Queleh—and Smithy. would come ﬂlm_'lﬁ
and go, long before Quelch came bac
from the Head’s house. But seiting a
booby-trap in & maoster's study was
really unheardofl Even reckless
fellows like the Bounder would have
thought twica! Bunter, it appeared,
had not thought even once! It was &
case of fools rushing in whero angels
fear to tread ! : 2

Bunter, evidently, was quite satisfied.

Having fixed up his booby-trap, he
replaced the cheir by tho wall, and
mﬂed beck to the window 1 [Ilo started
cdlambering out. :

“You unspeakable chump!” hissed
Bob Cherry. “Go and take that ink-
stand down beforo you get out.”

“EBh?t I've fixed that up for
Smithy 1" N ,
“My esteemed idiotic Bunter——"
exclaimed Hurree Jamsct Ram Smgﬁ
“1 say, you fellows, gerrout of t
way! I've got to get out of thisl”
unted Bunter. “I don’t want to be
ere when 8mithy puts his head into
that booby-trap! If he saw_me here,
he would jolly well think I did it
You know what & suspicious beast be

il

“Take it down—"

“0Oh, reslly, Wharton—>»"

“You h-:_nwhn%ass, suppose & beak put
his head in? Prout might look in to
speak to Quelch——" hissed the captain
of the Remove,

“Oh crikey 1"

Bunter, apparently, had not thought
of that ibility ] Now_that he
thought {IE: it, it only made him cager
to get off the spoi!l

He pl out of the window,
regardless of the Famous Five. A fooi
caught Bob Cherry under the chin, and
another jolted inte XMarry Wharton's
waistcoat as the fat Owl camo headlong

“Ow " gasped Bob.

“Oh 1" gasped Wharton, _

Bunter plumped down, spluttering
for breath,

But he scrambled vp at once, as a
head was put ount of a study window
at a little distance.

Mr. Hacker, the master of the Shell,
glanced along towards Quelch’s
window, Evidently he had heard the
bump as Bunter landed on the earth.

Hacker frowned. Ile had not, for-
tunately, seen Bunter descend from the
window. DBut ha could zee that some.
thing had been going on. _

“What are you Remove boys doing

hera¥* enap the Acid Prop. “Yon
know garfectlf well that you are not
allowed to loiter by i{ho masters’

windows ! Go away at onee 1™

Billy Bunter gave him one blink and
rolled away.

Harry Wharton & Co followed. It -

waa too late to think of undoin
Bunter's deadly work—with the Aci
Drop’s acid eve on tha Tc:t‘

Tee Muoner LBRary.—No. 1,042
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They c{}uld-ﬂnlg hope that Bunter's
booby-trap would got te the right
address—and that Prout, or Capper, or
Wiggms, or Mossoo, or any aother
wmember of Dr. Locke's staff, would not
look into that study and get it insicad
of the Boundorl

Not For Smithy 1
L1 SAY, Bmithy—"
::B t -iut- \
“t E&Tﬂ-ﬁl—l—-

“Bhut that door!”

“But I say,” persisted Billy Buuier,
blinking in at_the doorway of Study
No. 4, in the Remove, “have you for-
gotten Quelch telling you to felch that
oxercise from his study!”

“Mind your own_ business1”

“0Oh, really, Smithy—->"

“And get out, you fat fool 1”

“I only came to remind you

* Will éau got out?” roared the
junior in Study No. 4, *Buszz off, and

on’t bother I

Billy Bunter did not busz off. Ho
stood blinking at tho angry face, with
ita knitted brows and jutting nose, in
uncasy perplexity. ;

Bunter was getting worried,

Swithy bad gone up te his study
after third school. Thet was all right,
as it gave his fat foe time to get by
with tﬁat booby-trap! But Bunter had
oxpected, neiurally, that he would
como down again, And he hadn's,

B0 there was Bunter to romind hinl

It was a quarter of an hour sics
Billy Buntor bad fixed up that booby-
trap in Quelch’s study for Smithy to
walk into. Hooner or later, somebody
would go to the study and walk inte
it—sa the sooner Smithy went, the
better,

It seemed, though, that he wasp’t
?}mg. SBo far from' thanking Bunter
or reminding him and ﬂuttmgi off at
once, he glared at the fat Uwl across
the study and glanced round, eppar-
ently for a8 missile.

_ It was quite unexpeoted and dizmay-
ing—to Bunter | .

A few wceks ago, no fecllow in the
Groeyliriars Remove would have expected
Herbert Vernon-Smith to  tzke to
swotting, still less to enter for a Leatin

r:zﬁ and welcome extra toot from bis

a
That szort of thing was wuch more
like hkis cousin and double, Bortie
Vernon, who had lcft a few wecks ago.
Indeed, many fellowa had remarked
that the Bounder seemed {o have laken
8 leaf out of his relative's book szince
that relative had left Grey[iiars,

But, surprising as it was tp see
Vernon-Smith taking to swotling in-
stead of ragging—surprising as it wos
to see himm in Queleh’s good graces
instead of being regarded as the worst
boy in the Torm, the Remove fellows
had got uscd to it. Bmithy's new
manners and customas were taken for
ganted. and fellows began o Iorget

at half a icrme ago he had been the
Eeapc-%m of the school.

So Billy Bunter was taken euite by
Smithy was not playing

1y

SUrprisc 1oW.
up as usual,

Mz, elel, 23 he had done many
times late, had takeu the troubls
to prepare a special exerciso for him
to Eejp him in his work for the prize
cxamination, Ilc had told E'I'ﬂifq]!'?‘tﬂ
take it from bis study table, after third
school. ~And Bmithy badn’t— end
apparently wasn't going fo—which was

rprising, diamu!.rmf. and disconcert-
ing to tho fat Owl, in the peculiar
circumistances, . S

“I—I—1 suy, Smithy,” stammered
Bunter, “Quelech will cxpect you to

work ab that paper, you know. He's et
it specially P

“Will you shut that door?”

“¥Yes, old chap! But I say, what
shout thoe oxam, you knowi™ urged
Bunter.  “Ain’t you going in for the
Latin prize after allt”
_ “What doos that matter to you, you
fat idiot 1™

" Well, IF;% Euahﬂf:! th?t |:-:]n r! il I
Wars vou say, Smithy, old cha -
Oh orikey 1? ¥ 4 m

Whiz |
A volume of Virgil whizzed across
taa study.

. Billy Bunter banged the door shut
just in fime]

Virgil erashed on the inner side of
vho deor and dro

to the floor.
“ DBeast I"'himdp geut}:uter

_He stood blinking at the study door.
Lvidently, Smithy was not thinking of
going down to Quelch’s study for that
exercise, It looked as if Smithy was
chueking swotting—at & very awkward
moment for Bunier !

‘I say, vou fellows | Bunter blinked
round at three or four Remove fellows
10 the passage who wera stari at
nim, “¥ say, what's up with that heast
in Study No. 47 What's he in & tan.
trum about this timme1”

“Look in again and ask him!"
suggested Skinner,

Jevver zeo such an  ill-tempored
beast 7™ szid ibe fat Owl. “He’s rowed
with Redwing, who was always his
pal I Jjﬂl[j‘ well think that's why Red-
wing cleared off carly for the hols,
ecause hie couldn’t stand Bmithy any
I!JITEEPIF Blessed if I know how he
stood him so I say, you =l

long |
heard Quelch mﬁ hirm  ghout that

paper in his study? Now the Least
won't go and fetch it
“Fed uwp wilh swolling, perhaps!™

grinned Bkinner. “It was a bit of a
change for Bmithy, and no mistake I

Billy Dunter stao a fat head to
the kevhole, Hae did nob. venture to
o the deor again, with Smithy in
that state of tantrums!

“1 say, Smithy—"
throungh ihe kevhole.

No i'ﬂél :

* Bmithy, old cha 1s

Sudenco from Study No. 41

“1 say, old fellow, T'd jolly well po
and fefeh that paper fr]ﬂm? uE]l:slg's
study if I were you ! squeaked Bunter,
“Hadn't jou bhetter go now, old
EEE‘?}"?” i

ern was still no re from the

study. But the door $r$ open from
wilhin—so suddenly that the stoopi
[at Owl lost his balance and stumbl
over in the deorway,

A rod and angry face appeared from
tho study. A boot shot outl

“Ow 1 roared Bunter,

He rolled out of the doorway. Like
Iser in ihe poom, ho rolled rapidly.
The junior in Study No. 4 followed
him, aml the bhoot shot out again and
again !

Thod, thnd !

“Ow! Deast! Leave off kicking
me " woared Bunter. “Why, sou
beast, 1 was only saying—ryareooah! I
only cima to say—yoo-hoo-hoop! Oh
crumbs ¥

Billy Bunier bolted down the passage
for the staira. The door of Study No.
4 slammed again,

Bunter did not think of approaching
that door any more. He was fed up
with Bmithy. Clearly the beast was
not going down to Quelch’s study to
fatch that beastly paper.

The fat Owl rolled down the Remove
staircase, woiggling,

From the holtom of bis fat heare,
Billy Bunter repented him af thas

he squeaked
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Billy Bunter roared as Bob Cherry’s hand smacked on the tightest trousers at Greyfriars !

booby-trap 1m Quelch’s study, But no
follow could have foreseen this.

Even now, he could not understand
why Smithy was pobt going to fetch
that paﬁcrduniass, as Skinner sug-
gested, he was fed up with swetiing,
arnd was not, after all, going in for the
Lalin prize—which was very sudden if
it was fruel

DBut whatever the reason, Smithy
waesn't poing to Quelch's study—and
Queleh, sooner or later, was! Bunter
had to undo his fell work with the
booby-trap before Quelcl: did |

1le rolled out into the guad. There
was nothing for it but another leborious
climb into Quelch’s study window.

Bunter rolled along to that window.
He blinked cautiously to and fro as
he reached it. Like Moses of old, he
fooked this way and that way, and
EELW TI1Q TNATL. .

He grobbed the window-sill for
another weary elimb. Oneco more tho
I_Jlumpast and tightest trousers at Grey-
riara Bchool me A COnIpicuous
chject on the landseape

But though Bunter, like Moses, saw
no man—he was, unlike Mosges, soewn!
An acid eye was on him from Hacked's
window.

Perhaps Hacker was suspicious. The
Acid Drop was often suspicious. Any-
how, Haocker, from lns window, fixed o
cold, inquiring eye on Dunter as the
fat Owl rolled into the offing. And as
Bunter clambered on Quelch’s window-
gill, Hacker put his head out

“ Bunter 1" ko rappoecd.

YOh erikey 1Y paspod Buntee.

Iec blinked round in slarm, slipped
fromn the window-sill, and sat on the
carth beneath. He sar suddenly mel
hard with a bump that almost shook
the old Groylrinrs e

“Ow I gasped Bunter. “0Oh erumbis !
“"If'ﬂ“, ‘EH :

“Bunter!” rapped the Acid Drop.
Dunter tottercd up, and bBlinked us
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bim. “Were you about to climb into
vour Form-master’s study 1

“Oh, no, sir1” gasped Bunter.

“Then what were you doing 7

“I—I—I—I was—was only going to—
to—to sit on the—the window-sill, sir ™
stammered Bunter. “I'm rather tut-
but-tired, and—and—"

"quu are quite aware, Bunicr, that
a Junicr is not allowed 1o sk on &
master’s window-sill §°

* (O, yos—neo!”

“You had better po, I think!™
snapped the Aod Drop

Bunter thought so, foo. He wonk

He wondered, dismally, whoe was
going lo get that booby-trap,

It had to remain where it was now,
and somebody would get it. The only
certain thing was that Bmithy wouldn't,
and the probability was that Quelel
wonld, It was a harrowing state of
affairs, and for once—perhaps the first
time in lastory—Billy Bunter was not
thinking wholly of dinner when the
dinner-bell rangt

The End of His Tether !

ERTIE VERNON slommed the
deor of Btudy No. 4 and crossed
to the window. He leaned there,
lvoking down  into the sunny

quad. Ilis Ence was dark and harassed.

The junior who was believed by all
ot Greylmarzs o be Hovbert Vornon-
sunith, and who was in reality 3mithy’s
cousint and double. was at the cnd of
hiz tether.

I'or weeks that imposture had gone
on, unsuspeeted and undiscovered.

But it had to end.  Vernon was pas-
ﬂmmle!y. almost fercely, resolved on
1at.

[t liad been casy—Captain Vernon, at
Lanlham Chasze, had told him that it

would be easy, and so it had been.
Revtie Vernon, the Bounder's double,

i
il

had “left ™ Greyfriars, and who was
to guess thot the Bounder had been
kidnapped the same day, and that his
double had coolly walked back into the
school, taking his name, his place, his
identity ¥

Even Tom Redwing, the Bounder’s
chum, had not puessed—had suspected
nothing, at first, though, as Vernon
well knew, he had suspected later.

Eut Redwing was gonn |

All the Remove believed, as the
Remove master and the hesdmester
believed, that Tom Redwing had taken
Fronch leave to get off early for the
summer holidoys and joined Lis sailor-
man father in a4 coasting trip, only
sending Mr. Queleh o telegramn from
Dover to apprise him of the fact.

Tha DBounder's double had believed
that, with the rest! He had been
puzzled and perplexed, for he was cer-
tain that Tom Redwing had doubted
him, and yet ho hod gone off without
& word.

His uncle at Lantham Chase had told
him that ha had seon Rmiwinﬁ; that ho
had sccured his silence, and that thera
was nothing to bo feared.

But now—

What had happencd to Redwing ¥

Herbert Vernon-Smith was a prisoner
in tho turrot-room st Lantham Chase.
I'or him Dertio Vernon had hittle pity.
The Bownder had been his bittor enemy.
He had done him 21l the harm he could.
Fle had taken advantage of the =rrange
resemblance between them to land hion
in trouble after trouble. He had boen
unscrapulous, ruthless! Let him take
what came to him | As he had done, let
him be done by!

Vernon's conseience was not, perhaps,
satisfied with that argument. But it
was soothed.

And he was deeply under the inBu-
ence of his uncle at Lantham Chase.
Captain Vernon had planned all this
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for him. Peérsonally, he stood to gamn
nothing—nothing but the risk of the
law's penalty i failed. Accustomed
to respect and obey the man who had
dora everything for him, Bertia Vernon
hed given in, he had played the part
assigned to him apd salved his conscl-
ence as best he could !

But now——  Bince he had heard
that Tom Redwing’s h:%:,;.le had been
dizcovered hidden in t 8 ak
Lantham Chase the scales hed fallen
from his eyes,

Only too well, now, he could guess
how the cool, grim, iron-hearted plotter
at Lantham Chase had secured the
silence of the Bounder's chum!

The locked and shuttered turret-room
had held ona prisoner for long weels.
Now it held two! Only too clearly he
saw it now. Tom Redwing has sus-

ed the truth, he had gone to
antham Chase to verify his suspicions
—and the captain’s iron gresp had
on him | That was how bas
silence had hbeen secured|

Ho had not, as all the Remove
believed, gone to sea with old John
Redwing. He zought his ims
priconed churh, and was sharing his
impriaonment.

t could not go oni

Bertie Vernon had written a brief
note to the man at Lantham Chasze. He
had told him that he would not stand
for it and that it must end. But how
was it to end ?

It was no wonder that Vernon had
forgotten that he hod been swothiog
for an examination, that he dJdid pot
think of fetching the paper that Quelch
had so kindly prepared for him, IHe
would not be at Greyiriars when tho
examination was held. All that was
aver |

Everything was over—at Greyfriaral

Looking down from the window he
saw Harry Wharton & Co. ﬂtruﬂinig in
the quadrangbim happy and carefree,
thinking, probably, of the coming heli-
days, and of where they were going
anﬁ what they were going to do.

He wondered what they wonld have
thought, and said, if they could have
guessed what was passing in his
tormented mind.

The ?asaud out of his sight and ha
tummf rom the window, pacing the
study with restless stepa.

at was he going to do? ‘What
was he Eﬂin%tﬂ of What would his
uncle do? hat could either of thom
do, at tha pass things had come ta?
If the kidnapped Bounder was released
—and he must be, i Redwivg was—
what would follow?

Ha could not telll His brain seomed
to whirl 83 he fried to think it out.

The captain had gone too far for
retreat! Vernon could imagine how
that dark, iron face wounld set at the
zuggestion that he should release theo
prisoners of the turret-room—and face
the consequences. Yet it had to be
done; there was no other wayl

The clang of a bell below interrupted
his harpssed thoughts. There was a
tramp of feet in the passage.

Fellows who were u% in_the studies
were going down at the clang of tha
dinner-hell

Vernon turned to the door Ho
pulled himself together as he left the
ntudg The Bounder’s double was like
the Bounder, not only in looks. What-
ever he had to face, whatever was
coming to him, he could face it with
& atiff upper lip.

Two or three juniors in the passage
lanced at him. They hLad seen him

t Bunter from his study, and sup-
posed that the Bounder was in ome
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of his tantrums=pot &n uncommon
thing with Herbert Vernon-Smith,

~ But no eye could read, in hia cool,
indifferent  face, the tormenting
thoughts within; no one could have
guessed, from his looks, that he was a
fellow at the end of his tether, facing
the prospect of disaster and disgrace.

On the Remove landing & fat figure
was lingering. Billy Bunter, for onee,
was deaf to the joyous sound of the
dil}!iar-hel%;l! 2 ; "

“1 say, BSmithy—" squeaked Bunter,
as the Bounder's ouble  croszed
the landing te the stairs.

Vernon passed on, unheeding,
went down the stairs.

But Billy Bunter was not to be passed
unhesded. This was his last chance
-—hig very last! He rolled after Vernon
and grabbed him by the arm.

“1I sey. old chap—" he gasped.

“¥You fat fool, leave me alone!”
sna:{)p&d Vernon, jerking at his sleeve,

He was in no mood to be patient with
the fat and fatuous Owl of the Remove,

% BRY, 1t's o mossage from

melch ! gasped Bunter. * As--as yon

uln’t fotch that—ihat paper from his
study, he—he says you'ro to go at once
and—and se¢ him in his study!”

“In his study#” repeated Vernon.

Over the banisters he could sce Mr,
Quelch. The Remove master was stand.
;513_ Ig.aiklng to Prout, the master of the

itth,

Billy Bunter did not zee Quelchl
Bunter was short-sighted—and neither
was he looking over the banisters! His
eyes, and hiz spectacles, were fixed on

ernom.

“Yes, he's waiting for yom there!”
urged Bunter eagerly. “He—he called
to me and said * Tell Vernon-8mith to
come to my study at once ! Iis very
words!  You—you'd better go, old
chap! I—I fancy Quelch will be rather
shirty if you don’t gao |¥

“You howling ass—"

*Oh, really, Smithy—"

" Let go my sleeve, you fab idiot I
I“ But, ]i say, Smithy, old chap, I—

was only gomng (o say—— SESG,
you beast| Oh crikey! Yaroopl”

Billy Bunter roared as his fat head
was tapped on the banisters,

Bertie Vernon went on down the
staircase, leaving him roaring.

“Ow! . Beast” Bunter rubbed his
suffering head. “Oh crikey |

Bunter rolled dismally down the
stairs. It was his last chance—and it
had failed! Bmithy was not going te
walk into that booby-trap, and Buuter’s
only comfort was that if Quelch did,
he would never know that Bunter had
dona it1 That, st least, was o comfort
for the fat Owl, though it was a com-
fort that was not destined to last |

He rolled into hall after the Ilemove.
There he found another comfort—thers
W3 steulc-m:;:i-lndnﬂf- pie for dinner!}
But even while revelling in the joys of
steak-and-kidney pie, Billy Bunter
could not help wondering what would
happen when Qucleh went to his study
after dinner!” Even steak-and-kidney
pie did not wholly fill his thoughts—
though it filled his ciroumference almost
to bursting point!
 Boveral times, as helping alter help-
ing of steak-and-kidney pie went on the
downward path, the fat Owl cast
inimical blinks through his biz spee.
tacles at Smithy. Bertie Vernon
did not observe them. He had
forgotten the podgy Owl’s fat existence,

The Bounder's double was thinking,
a8 he sat at the Remove tablo, that
that was probably the last meal he
wounld git at in the old hall of Greyfriars
—and wondering, too, what the crowd
of fellows about him would say when
he was gone! But when dinner was

and

L

over aud the fellows marched out of
hall, he strolled into the quad, his
handa in his ata, feeling, but cer.
iainly unot looking, st tha ond of his
tethey !

Beasily for Bunter !

RASH |
Ok *
Mr. Quelch fairly bounded.

Heldom, or never, did Henry
Bamuel elch bound. He was s
sedate and dignified gentleman; and ho
was, moreover, past the age of bound-
ing.  But bounded now. Ho
bounded clear of the floor)

What had happened, Quelch did not
for the moment know.

His momentary impression was that
‘he ancient, solid pila of Greyfriars
School was tumbling down on his head |

But it was not so bad as that.

Greyfriars still stood solidly where it
had e for centuries. mething,
however, had landed on Quelch's
astonished head.

After dinngr the Remove master had
ﬁm1ﬁ' to his siudy. He pushed the
2pr open and entered,

Lo without =a
suspicion or o misgiving,. Then it
lta.lppannd I

t was an inkstand that crashed on

lia mortar-board! It was an inkpot
of Wlack ink that lod in his neck |
It was an inkpot of red ink that caught
kim in the car !

He bounded! The inkstand erashed
at his feet. The red inkpot slipped off
ms ear, shedding ita contents as it
slipped, amd clattered down besida the
inkstand. The black inkpot remained
lodged in hiz neck, caught there, and
}Jlmickl ink ran down Quelch’'s majestio
bac

“Oh!” repcated Mr. Quelch! “Oht
What—"

He staggored in the deoorway. His
mortar-board had been knocked side-
ways, and remained at an intoxicated
angle. Red and black ink streaked his

fratures. 1le dabbed his face—his
fingora came away mk}a He gazed at
the inkstand at his feet with dizzy
oyes.

“Oh 1 he gasped, for the third time,

Threce or four study doors along
Masters' Vassage opened. That erash
ltad been heard far and wide.

Hacker shot out of ene study, Prout
rolled out of another; Monsieur Char-
pentier popped out of a third.

" Quelch 1" pasped Hacker.

“Aly dear éue ch——" boomed Prout,

“Afais, mon cher Queloch—
snueaked Monsieur éhnzpentier.

They gazed at Quelch in astonishment
and horvor. Quefcl;eﬁasped for breath.
Through the ink, and black, that
streaked his  countensnce, his ginilet
eyes plinted like steel ! X

Only for one startled moment did
Queleh zup that the building was
iumbling down on his devoted head.
Then ha knew !

He bad walked inte a booby-trapl
Somsn audacious young rascal had gut
up & vooby-frap for him in his study !
1t was amazing—unthinkable—unnery-
ing! But thers it was. It was a
booby-trap, aud Queleh had  walked
rizht ioto it!

“Aly dear Quelch, what—what—what
has happened 7* boomed Prout.  Tha
master of the Tilth was not quick on
the np-take. “Did you drop your ink-
stand, Queleh? My dear fellow, zour
face 13 splazhed.  You have spiashﬂ-d
vour faen with the ink, Quelch I*

Enort from Quelch § i

“1 have done nothing of the kind 1™
he snapped. “This inkstand fell om my
nead as I opened my door!”



“Goodness gracious !” gasped Prout.

“Mon Dicut” squeaked Monsieur
Charpentier “C'est affreux, cola!
Mon cher Quelch—"

*A Dbooby-trap I* said Mr. Hacker
grimly. He stepped along the passage
and stood surveying the inkstand an
the pool of ink in the study doorway.
“If you have any difficulty in teaeing
the author of this shocking oulrage,
Queleh, I think I can aselst you.”

Queleh dabbed at ink, and breathed
hard through an inky nose.

“I should be very much obliged,
Hacker, if you could 1” he gasped. "I
have no idea at present! I can searcely
believe that any boy of my Form——"

“ Bunter, sir, is a boy of your Form ¥
said the Acid Drop dryly.

“Bunter ” repeated Mr. Quelch.

“I should recommend you to inguire
of Bunter, sir, why le was climbing
inte your study window shortly before
ine dinner-bell rang.™

“You saw him, Mr. Iacker?”

“Y saw him, sir, from my own
window.” ]

“Thank you, Mr. Hacker!™ said
Chuelch.

He went into his study. Tis speukinﬁ
countenance, where 1t was not obscure
by ink, waz red with wrath., Ile rang
the bell for Trotter.

The House page gave a jump at the
sight of tho inky ﬁ"urm:maﬁl.ﬁr. He
stared at Queolch with wide-open eyes.
“You—you—you rang, sirl” stuttered
Trotter.
“Find Master Bunter of my Form ot
once and send him to thia study!”

snapped Mr. Quelch.

“ Yaasir ¥ gasped Trotter,

And he departed to find Master
Bunter of Quelch’s Form and send him
to that study.

Mr. Quelch, while he waited, dabbed

ink. He sot his mortar-board Eltl‘:.i;:'f?l'm‘fr
and dabbed and dabbed and dabbed at
ink red and black. While he did so

his eye strayed to a cane on his table.

Queleh was really more in nced of a
wash and & change than onything else.
But that could wait—and the puthor of
that booby-trap could not! Queleh was
yearning to use that cane. If Bunter
was the delinquent, Bunter was booked
far the timo c& his life when he arrived
in that study i )

Bunter did not scem in & hurry to
Orrive.

Bunter certainly did not know that
he was under suspicion. e saw no
reason why Queleh should pick on him
if he walked into that booby-trap. Dut
& pguilty conscience causod the fat
Owl's footsteps to lag as he obeyed tho
summons to his Form-master’s presence.

But & fst face and a large pair of
spectacles blinked unsteadily into the
study at last.

Billy Bunter F’ME the inky LFWI in
the doorway 8 blink. Ile gave the inky
fnce of his Form-master another blink.
He folt o deep, 1nward guake. He
had wondered who would geb that
hooby-trap—and whether Quelch would.
He knew now !

“Come in, Bunter | said Mr. Quelch,
in 8 grinding volce,

“Yors, air!” mumbled Bunter. Ile
came in—but did not go far from the
doorway. Ha did not like the lock on
Queleh’s face,

“Did you place that inkstand on my
door, Bunter?” inquired Mr. Quelch.

“Oh! No, sgir!” gosped Bunter, in
great alarm

Even o truthful fellow might have
hesitated to reply in the alirmative
nnder the deadly plare of Quelch’s
glinting eyes. illy Bunter was not
likely to do so. W. G. Bunter had
littlo use for truth at the best of times.
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“Flave voun entcred this study since
third schoel, Bonter 1"

“Oh, no, gir! I haven't been inr thas
passage at all.” )
“Havea you entered it by the

window "
“The—the window?” gasped Bunter.
“0Oh erikey! Certainly not, sirl I
I couldn't elimb in at that window, sir!
If thoze fellows say=—— I=—=I—I mean
nobody saw me, sirl You see, nobody
could have, because I wasn'é there,
gie [
“Mr. Hacker saw you climbing in at
the window, Bunter.?
“0Oh crikey !  Bunter remembered
the Acid Drop. *1—I—I never 1gm: i,
sir—Hacker called to me before 1 counld
get in, gir! Besides, T wasn’t getting
in! I—I told Mr. Hacker 1 was only
Eﬂiﬂ{r to eit on the window-sill I* :
“Why wore you getting in, Bunter®”
“I—I wasn't, sirl I—I never knew
the booby-trap was there, so, of course,
wasn't gotting in to shift it, sir”
stammerad Bunter. “I hadn't the
faintest idea 1. was there, and I—I was
afraid you might walk into it, sir!”
Mr, %ua}ch gaspad
“You did not

now it was there—

and you were afraid I might walk into
o arbiculated.

lt- 1?:
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I mean no, sirl” stut-
“1 never knew anythin
: I never heard you te
Smithy to come to the study after third

“Yes, sirl
tered Bunter.
about it at all.

school, sr—and I certainly never

thought of fixing up a booby-trap for

him it your etudy. I—1 hope I'm too
on my word!

resPecl‘.ful. gir 1
‘UE gasped Mr,
Quealch,

*“I—I esn’t imagine who did it, sir|”
gasped Bunter, “My—my mind's a
periect blank1 All 1 know s that 1
never did—I—I—I"m quite sure of that,
sir!  J—I think somebody must have
stuck it up for Smithy, sir, but I—I
—I can't guess who it was——"

Mr. Quelch picked up his canc.

“ Bunter, it is quite clear to me that

you have plaved this outrageous prank
and drenched your Form-master with
11 gt

1] l_I_I_H

*You will bend over that char,
Bunter! 1 shall give you the severest
caning that I have ever fiqiv{:ﬂ any boy
sinee I have been a schoolmastor ¥

“0Oh -erikey !  But—but 1 never dud
it, sir!” yelled Bunter. * And—and I
meant it for Smithy, sir, only he=ho
nover camo to the study—l1 mean,
didn't mean it for anybody sir, as—as I
never did it! I—I hopo you can take
my word, sir "

“Bend over that chair!” thundered
Mr. Queleh. :

Billy Bunter blinked ot him with a
terrified  blink.  The cxpresson on
Quelch’s face was absolutely unnerving.

What thoe severest caning Mr. Queleh
had ever given any boy since he had
been o schoolmaster might be like,
Bunter did not know.  Aund he did not
want to learn by cxperience. Very
much indeed he dudn’t [

7

Mr. Queten swished the cane, and
pointed to the chair with it

“"Bend over at once, DBunter!™ he
thundered.

Billy Bunter tottered to the chair?
He bent over! Bunter had had six
before—many & time and oft: though
not s0 often as he deserved. But the
hapless fat Owl could see that this was
not going to be an ordinary six! This
was going to be awiull It was going
to bo fearful! Hs bent over a chair
with the most dreadful anticipations!

Bwipe !

"Yarooocooh I roared Dunter.

He bounded.

“Btay where you are, Douter!”
thundered Mr. Quelch.
But, for onee, the wvoice of the

Hemove master was unhecded Ly {hat
member of his Form t

Bunter did not stay where he was!
Ho made one bound away from the
chair—~and another bound to thoe door!

One terrific ewipe like that was
enough for Dunter! It was more than
enough |

“ Bunter [ roared Mr. Quelch.

“Owl Ob erikey! Ow!” roared
Buntar.

He shot through the doorway.

Mr. Quelch gazed after lim as if
trensfized !

No fellow, of course, liked bending
over and faking six! But never before,
in Mr, Quelch’s experience, had an
fellow interrupted the ceremony in this
extraordinary manner, It was unprece-
dented—unheard of { Billy Bunter waa
making history |

“Bunter [¥ shrieked Mr. Quclch.

“ Yarcooh !" floated back from the
passage,

Mr. Quelch leaped to the deoorway!
He stared out at s fat figure that was
doing the passage at about fifty miles
per hour,

“Bunter 1” he roared.
Come back at once !

Bunter disappeared round the corner,

* Bunter |

Eoing strong.

“Upon my word!” pgasped Mr.
Quehﬁ.

Bunter was gone !

And Mr. Quelch, with deep fuclinge,
laid down the cane, and went tmﬂ
that wash and change that he so Iy
needed! The rest could wait till the
Remove were in their Form-room |
And, like wine, it was likely to improve
with keeping!

Man Missing !

i ITARTOWNW |
“Yoa, sir "
EWhero 15 Bonter ¥

“1 don't know, sir 1¥

Snort from Mr. Quelch !

That snort scemed to imply that the
Head boy of the Remove ought to hove
known and imparted his knowledge on
the spot | ] ]

The Remove wero in their Formi-
room, with ono exception. Billy Bunter,
for reasons best known to his fat and
fatuous self, had not arrived for class.

Quelch's gimlet-eye, when ho let his
Form in, ghttered over the Remove, in
search of that particular junier. But
Bunter was not to bo seen! Henee
Queleh's inquiry, which he barked at
the captain of the Remove.

Harry Wharton was Head Doy of the
Rewove, and captain of the Form. Head
Boy of a Form at Greyiriars was not
merely the follow in top place—it was
more or less an official position, rather
liko a headmaster’s pracpostor. Duk
roally, even the oflicial Head Boy eould
Imrdry be expected to know the where.
abouta of ovory fellow in a Form
Tue Maorer Ligrany.—MNo. 1,642
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tumberitiy over &hirty. Really and
:.ra.igly the Head Boy of the Hemove
20 d not produce a fat Owlon demand,
llfkﬂ ?1 m!ﬂjumr producing a rabbit out
of o hat

nelch enorted | He was not, perhaps,
in%is usual reazonable mood. Bed ink
in his left ear, and black ink down his
back, had probably had an upsetting
cflect on q:.m!ch.

“Todd " he barked.

“Yeos, sir 1" said Peter Todd.

“ Bunter is in your study: probably
vou know where he is now."”

“No, sir "

Another snort from Quelch.

Clearlr, he was very anxious to get
into tﬂm:il with tho fat ornament of hia
Form, i

Skinner winked at the fellows near
iﬁﬁh Bome of the fellows were care-

ully suppressing griis.

I}E?igﬁfﬂ*, Bunter was not mercly &
faw minutes late—he was stopping ouk
Most of tho fellows guessed the reason.

And, indeed, serious step as it was to
cut a class, the expression on Quelch’s
face indicated that that seriouna step was
not wholly injudicious on Bunter’s part.

The RBemove room, at present, waa o
dreadfully dangerous corner for Bunter,
natil Que ad recovered a little from
tho dire effects of the inkstand and ink.

It was, indecd, rather hke a lions
den to walk into—for Bunter |

Daniel, in ancient times, walked
cheevily into the lions” den; but
William George Bunter did not dare to
ba a Daniel | .

Quelch had taken up his cano! He
replaced it on his desk. He stepped to
the Form-room doeor and glan into
the corridor. Ewvidently he drew the
corridor blank, for he stepped back
again, with tightly-compressed lips.
His gimlet eyes glittered over the olass
ggain,

“ Vernon-Smith ! he rapped.

Bertia Vernon did not snswer. He
was sitting with his eyes on his desk:
the unlyngalhw in the Form who had
not noticed Bunter's absence. y

In his first day of playing the part o
the fellow he had supplanted, Bertio
had not always remembered to answer
to the name of Vernon-3mith. But he
had very soon got used to it and fallen
into the habit of snswering automatic-
ally. But now, at the moment, his
thoughts wore wandering—he was

thinking of the letter he had written the B

day before, to his unele at Lantham
Chase, snd wondering what step Cap-
tain Vernon would take in dealing with

it.

He had half-expected to be called to
Mr. Quelch’s telephone that morning.
But there had en no call from
Lantham Chase. ;

But he knew that his lotter must have
deeply disturbed the captain, and

mﬁcﬁ;!y alarmed him. The Army man

ad to talke seme step! And it eould
not be long delayed—Vernon was deter-
mined that thers should be no delagy.

Five or six fellows glanced round at
him. _Johny Bull gave him a nudge,
znd Vernon started out of a reverie.

“Vernon-S8mith ¥ repeatoed Mr
Queleh loudly.

_"!ﬁh!” stammered Vernon, “Yes,
gir 1™
“I shall be obh Yernon-Smith,

if you will answer at ones when I speak
fo you 1" spnapped Mr. Quelch.
ernon eoloured.

Skipner bestowed another wink on his
friends. Smith, for once, waaz getting
the sharp edge of Quelch’s tongue !

That, earlier in the term, had been
ga;ma .a& ususl thing. But since the

under’s double had played thae
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Bounder's part in ths Remove, there
had been a n-hanie in that respect. The
@

worst boy in Remove was now
regarded as one of the best: and Quelch

waa now always very gracious to him.
That lousnezs, at tHe mement, waa
conspicuous its absence.

es, sir | I am sorry I said. Vernon.

“Do you know anytlung of Bunter?”
snaq:g:ml Mr. Quelch.
“Bunter! No, sir.,™

“From what that incredibly stupid
boy stated In my study, he sppesrs to
have laid an absurd trap for you in that
study " snapped tﬁa&flﬂumnva master,
“Why did you nce takc the “ELakin

gper I left on my table for ¥on,

ernon-Smith "

“The—the Letin paper, sir!® stam-
mered Vernon.

He had forgotten it! Ha was not
likely to be thinking of Latin papers
and prize exams when he was in the
position of Damocles of old, with the

sword suspended over his 1 by a
single ]mi5 'Ed et v
ou did no o my study,
Vernon-S8mith 7 e 4 X
il Hﬂl- sir.*
“And why did you not, Vernop-
Smith

“1-—I forgot, sir!”
Y You forgot I repested Mr, Quelch.

gave the junior an  expressive
lock. Queleh, in the kindness of his heart,
had taken a great deal of trouble with
that. Latin paper, to help the excellent
pupt] who was working for a difficult

examination. ¥t was not -agreeable to
ba told that that pupil had forgotten
what he had done for him

“Yes, sir! am sorry "
stammered Vornon. Me did not want
to get Queleh’s rag outs he was guite
unlike the Bounder in that respect.

Grunt, from Queleh! Plainly, he was
anna;grad’ and offended. junior
certainly ought to have wone to his
study for that paper. Had bhe done so,
he would have got the inkstand and the
ink instead of Quelch! Really, it was
annoying in every wag.
lanced over the Form

e

Mr. Quelch
again. Ho had questioned Wharton,
his Head Boy, and Toddy, who was

Bunter's  studymate, and Vernon, whe
nppu‘sentl%: had some row on with
Bunter, cne of the ihree had been
able to give him any information,

“Can any boy prezent tell-ma whera

unter ia?* rapped Mr. Queleh.
There was no answer! Apparenily
no boy present could.

“Wharton! ¥You may give cut the
papers I said Mr. Quelch. “I shall be
absent from this Form-room for a fow
minutes! 1 shall expect the Form to
keep order in my absence."

Leaving the ove ocoupicd with
Latin paxerﬂ, My, Queleh left the Form-
room. As he put his cane under hia
srm before he went, the juniors could
Euess that he was going to lock for

untar.

“Poor old Bunter!” sighed Bob
Cherry. " Always asking for it !"

“The sskiulness is terrific 1 grinned
Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.  “But
wheres is the csteemed ond  idiotic

Bunter "

“Rm‘gin% out of sight somewhers |
chuckled Bkinner., “Blessed i I
blame him=-with that look in Queleh’s
eyal We shall have to ba jolly good
little boys this afternoou, my beloved
*earera! [ doo’t want to catch the
beak’s eyes, for one!”

“Henry's in & wax, and
take 1" remarked Bob.

Generally, when the ¢at was away
the mice would play! But on this
cccasion -the Hemove continued to give
some aftpotion to their Latin papers,

no  nis-

in spite of the fact that the master's
eye was not on them. Nobody wanted
to draw Quelch’s special- attention
when the Reinove-masteér returned to
the Form-roonr. In his present mood
Henry required treating with tact!

Mr, %‘xelch's absence waas rather
prolonge

If ho was hunting Bunter, his hunt
seemed to have taken him far afield,
No doubt the terrified fat Owl was
Iying very low.

Where he could be was rather. a
mystery. It was certain that Quelch
would “draw " the studies, the pas-
a:ges, the box-roow, the Rag, and an
other spot where a scared fay Ow
might have taken cover. Every minuto
the juniors expected Quelch to march
i in.

But when Queleh rveturned after a
good half-hour e ecame alonel

Evidently the fat Owl had dived
dce:%,'as 1t were, in bunting ecover!
Quelch had not found him.

Tha gimlet eye shot over tho class
as uelch came in. Pessibly ha
hoped that the missing Owl might
have turned uwp in his absence.

“Bunter has net been here!” athed
Mr. Quelch in a deep woice.

“No, sie ™

Quelcl: breathed hard and deep. Yo
shut the deoor and laid the cane—
evidently still unused—on his desk,
His cxpressive countenance was. more
expressive than ever: But he had to
wait. Bill Bupter WaS miaﬁi}:g:--amj
was ' plainly going to stay missing.

Lessons went on in the Remove
room—minus Bunter, Anyone glancing
into ths Form-room that sfternoon
might have fancied that the Grey-
friara HRemovo was & model Farm.
Undoubtedly the juniors were on their
very best behaviounr. Skinner was not
the only fellow who did not want to
catch tho beak’s eve!

Another half-hour had Ea&a&d} then
thera was a tap at the door, and it
opened.

It was
appeared. _

Mr. Quelech gave bhim a glance, or
rather a glare. Quélch did not like
interruptions in classt

Trotter came up to the Form-
master's desk and handed Mr. Quelch
a note.

uelch glanced at it and frowned.

“Very well 1" ke snapped,
“Vernon-Smith 1"

Verpon locked up. o

“¥ou may go to the visitors'-room,
Vernon-8mith {7 said Mr. Quelch.

ntly somobody—no doubt a
relation—had called to see that mem-
ber of the Bemave.

“Yes, siv!” said Vernon L

He could guess who the visitor
was, though nobody else in the Form
would have dreamed of guessing.

Envious glances followed him as he
followed the pege from the Form-
room.  Every man in the BRemove
would have welcomed a visit from a
relation—any relation—that TTLO0,
But ouly one man wes lucky, and the
rest of the IYorm carried en under the

Trofter, the page, wheo

ghittering, ghmlet eye from Quelelt's
deslk.
A Strange Interview !
i H crikeyl” groaned Billy
Bunter.

While all the Remove fel-

lows were wnnderingb whera

Bunter was, the fat Owl was blinking
from a window that looked on rthe

auad,

Bunter was in ap apartment in
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“If you have any difficulty in fracing the author of this shocking outrage, Quelch,’” said Hacker,

which he was not likely to be found
—it being an apartment that juniors
never eotered unless specially sent for.

It was the visitors'-room, where
parents and relatives were shown in
when they called to seo Groeyiciars
boys.

That ream was near the corner of
Masters' TPossage, and DBunter had
shot into it, fleeing from the wrath
of Queleh, as the nearest safe refuge.

o hod not left it since.

There was an immense scbiee under
the window, and the fat Owl had
parkled himself behinn that scttee—
and siaycd thero.

It was about the safest spot Le
conld  have picked a3 a2 hideowt.
True, Queleh, in hiz  =earch for
Bunter, had opened the door and
glanced in. He had zoen nothing of
& fat fipure lmddled behind  the
scbtce.

Bince then DBunter had wentured to
emerpe—to the extent of crowling oul
fram behind ihe setice and sitting on
tho same.

But he was on his puard. He was
ready to pop back into cover at the

first sound of a footstep!
He blinked dismally from  the
window inlo the guadrangle. The

bright July sunlight there brought no
comfort 10 Bunter,

He waz sgtill wrigeling from  the
gingle whop he had reccived before he
fled, It had been, in truth, & terrilic
swipe. [Facing more of the same was
a shecr impossibility to DBuntern

On the other hand it was obvipus
that he could not stay out of sight
for ever. Even Bunter’s fat brain
realised that, ]

S0 what he was aiguinp: to do_ulli.
mately was u problem—a riddle to
which the fat Owl did not krow the
noawWer.

““1 think I can assist you!”

It was possible that, with the lapsc
of time, elch would vecover a lntle
from the cffect of tho inkstand. He
might calm down., Ile might cven
geb into & good tomper. IL was im-
probable, but possiblo |

Anyhow, the longer Dunter put off
that whopping, the better.  So, ot
loast, it soemed to Dunter. A sueces-
sion of swipes, up to sample, was
more than Bunter ecould stand—at
least, 8o long as ho couold dodge the
gare |

Anyhow, he was safe for the prescent,
Nobody was likely to come lo U
visitors'-room | S0 the fat  Owl
thought till, locking from the window,
he spotted a figure coming lowards Lhe
House,

It was rotten luck! Just when
Bunter wanted the visitors’-vroom 1o
himsclf & wisitor had to burn up!

“Brast!” gruntcd DBunter, with a
:iﬁ#&stﬂtinf.} glare  through his  big
gpectacles from the window.

He recognised the man.  He knew

that davk-commplexioned faco u'_iEh ibs
hard features that looked as if they
woere moulded i iron. It was Caplatn

Vernon, from Lantham Chase.
Ile was the mosl unexpected of
visilors,

While hiz nephew, Doertic Vernon,
was in the Greviriars Remove, the
captain might have boen expected to
drop in, like amy other fcllow’s rela-
tion. DBut it was weeks since DBerlic
Vernon had been so suddenly taken
away from Greyfriara.  So why that
parttenlar beast wanted to butt in was
gquite & mystery to Bunier. o

But thore he was—and, as a vistlor,
there was a probability that he would
he shown inte the visitors'-room.
Bunter hoped that he had _only
called 1o see the Head or a Form-
master. Dut he eould not afford o

tuko chances! As the Avy man
drow nearcr e House the faut Owl
rofled off  tho  eclico and  erawled
belind it again.

Five minates luler e was #lad that
I had been eo caubious IFur  tho
door of the apartment opened and
Trotter's voieo wos lhweard:

“Please walt here, sic!™

A steady military sivide crossed the
room {9 the =ctteo by the windeow,
Bunter could not see whe had come
in, but he did not nced tolling that it
waz Captein Vernon !

The captain sot down on the big
sciter lo wall—not more than six or
stven feet from ihe hapless fat Owl
Linddled beland i

Billy Bupter muado no sound.  He
understudicd the moose with the ecat
ot [wand.

Obviously, had (e captain known
lie was there hoe would have been
rooted  out, Caplain  Vernon, of
conrse, was nob concerned with him;
Lut if he was rooled out Le had to
fall inte Quelch's clulches. Buntor
could only hope that the Army man's
slay would not be prolonged.

1'wo or three minutes elapsed, and
then the door opencd and shubt again,

Someono—obviously  the  person
whom thoe captuin had called to spe—
liadd entered the visitors’-room.

I"ram  behind  the setitee, looking
under it, Buntor could see ihe cap-
tain’s bools. Now le could see a pair
of feet advancing towards the cap-

tain.

Ho wondercd whoe the dickens it
was. Captain Vernon had no rela-
tiona at Groyfriers, now that his

nephew was gono—exeept, of course,

Vernon-Smith, who was some sort of

o distent relation.  DBut he was not
Trne Maicker Lyemarr.—No. 1,642



10
likely to eall to sce Smithy. All the
Remove  know  the  bitter  grudge

petwern the Bonnder and the Vernon
branch of thoe family.

Bunter could only wonder—till lie
heard a8 well-known weoice. Then lLe
knew.

*1 thought perhaps you'd come,
uncle.”

It was the wolco of tho Boundeir's
Jdouble whom Bunter, like all Grey-
friavs, believed to bo the Bounder.

Bo it wes Bmithy that the coptoin
hiad called to sce,: alter all

That was surprising enough.

But it was still more surprising to
hear Smithy address him as “uncle,”
tle was Smithy's cousin's uncle, and
40, in a sense, & sork of uncly to the
Bounder. But tha Bounder, whe
loathed him, bad never heen known
to give that title to the man ‘at
Lantham Chase, .

The captain's hard voice
answered : i

“1 suppose wo aro zafo from being
overheard heraf”

“1th? Yesl Of coursel”

“ Nevertheless, carelessness at one
moment may lead to carolcssness at
another, I lhave cautioned you about
using names,”

ITIT: amazed Owl heard an angry
angh.

“What does it malier now? Ita the
finish. It's bound to come out before
long, 1 suppose.” i

Billy Bunter blinked behind the
setteo, ‘This was mysterious and in.
Leresting. What on earth could Smithy
mear by that? : :

*1 had your letier thid morning,”
went on the cold, hard voice. "It was
n foolish lettor. It is not judicious, in
tho circumstances, for me to come hLere
and sce you. But your letter left meo
no choice. I had to seo you at once
However, probably little harm ia done,
[ liave picked a time when the school
is in class; and, after all, we are rels-
iicns.” Ile laughed slightly. " Ik seema
from vour letter that you have Lhe
wind up.”

“I'm not frightened, if that’s what
But you knew what I sawd
Ho long as i was only

Jdeep,

you mean.
i my lotter,

my cousin—that cad, that rotter who

heas always been my encmy, and an
unfair :rnamﬁ'—l didn’t care. Dut I
know now what you were keeping from
mo™ 'Fhe junior's voico rose a litile.
“Y can't—1 won't stand for iti

“You appear to fency that you have
mzdae =ome discovery ™

“I tell you I koow1®

“ And what do you know ¥

“NWhere 13 Hedwing 7 bLlurted out
Bertia Vernon, :

There was a moment’s silonce. Tt was
very nearly broken o gasp of amaze-
ment from behind the settee. DBuontor
just managed to suppress that gasp.

“"Redwing? The captain’s vaico was
ocoal. "All ths echool knows where
Redwing is. Did ho not take french

leave and go off to sea in his fother's
coasting vessel more than a week ago?”

“Bg I belioved I muttered Bertie
Vernon bitterly. "1 could not under-
stand why he went without speaking, as
e kpew. You told me you hed
meanaged that somehow, He came to
Lantham Chase, you saw him, and fixed
it, 1 coulde’t imagine how, but I
trusted you.*

“Well, nothing has been heard from
him since, I presume #*

“You know that better than body
clse, I think!" said the junior in the
same bitter voice. " 'What have you
done with him ™

“What has transpired ?” asked the

Tie Maexer Lieranv.—No. 1.642.

THE MAGNET

captain eceldly. I can see that some-
thing has. YWhat iz 1t 1"

“His bike has been found.” .

“His bike?” repeatad the captoin
blankly. “What can yow possibly
mean? How can that concorn you or
e ¥

“It was found at Lantham Chase™

T f:'h 1]‘.’

#* That fool, Coker of the IFifth, found
it! Goodnesa knows why he was root-
ing into the middle of the thicket! Bud
he was, and he found it hidden theére™

“Coker I” repeated the coptdin, “Dao
you mean that hobble-de-hoy who had
tha impudence top come to Lantham
Chase on Wednesday? I thrashed him,
and ho scuttled into the wood.”

“That was how it happened, then, I
suppose, Anyhow, be found Redwing’s
bike hidden in a thicket, and brought
:t;‘lf:mck tn“tha school.™

1

“0Oh, what's the good of beating
about the bushl! Redwing came to
Lantham Chase on his bike. I thﬁuﬁht,
fromy what you told me, that he'd left
again. But he never left, leaving his
bike hidden in the wood. That's rot|
All the fellows are wundarmf how on
earth his bike came to be left there
when he's sup to have taken train
for Dover. But I don't wonder; I
know now |® i

“'Well * _ ) _

“I1 won't stand for it said Bertie
Vernon hoarsely. "I can't! 8o long as
it was anly that rotter, that rascal, that

blackgusrd—all right! But Redwing—
o harmless, honest chap—I liked him.
I'd have been gled to friends with

him if it hadn't been impossible.
What's ta becomo of him? How’s it {0
end? You must be mad, I think, to
fancy that you can carry on now!
tell you, Redwing cen't stay where ho
is—and shan't|”

The boy's passionate outhurst left the
Army man quite unmoved. FHa did nob
speak, and the passionata voice went
o

“You kept it from me—for my own
sake, T know! But I know now, and
I can' stand for it Newver [”

“And suppose,” said the captain con-
temptoously—"suppeose that you are
allowing your nerves ta geb ihe better
of you? Suppose rom are f.H.ﬂi‘}'l_nﬁ
something that never happened an
frightening yourself abeul a chadow ™

“What do you mean?” muttered
Vernon.

“The boy may have left his bicevela
i the wood when lie came up to the
house, Trom what you tell me, it
appears that he did so. It is im-
material.  Suppese he left in hasted
Suppose a car was hived to drive him
dircet to Dover, to take advantage of
is father's vessel being in that port
and about to sail? Suppose there was
not a moment to lose, and the bicyela
was forgotten? Is not that a very
simple explanation of what has dis-
turbed you ¥

There was a_lon

Vernon's voice
fhusky tones:

“Is that trye?” ‘

“That is true,” said the captain com-
pozedly.

“Oh!l If it's true—if it's true I've
been tormented for nothing! But—but
will you give me your word it's true?™

1 give you my word |

“Oh1* repeated Vernon., It came in
& ﬁagp of relief, as if & mountain had
IDTE f

silence. :
rokke it at last in

rom his j:lem'!: and hiz mind.
he captain's woice went onp, un-
moved
“¥You have let your faney run riot,
my bov. You have worried and
alarmed me for nothing. You have

driven me to come here, injudicious as

it iz for me to come. I advise you to
keep a more level head.”

““m sorry—I'm sorry! I—I—I
thought—I—I believed, and 1 couldn't—
I couldn’t stand for that if it was as [
thought 1" !

“Put it entirely out of your mind.
Do not let other wild and foolizh
[anciea enter vour thoughts. Now go
back to your Form-room, my boy. The
ghorter my stay here the better. Koop
cool, and keep s gtiff upper lip, and
give me no more alarmas.”

The door of the visitors’-room opened
ahd shut after the departing junior
Captsin Vernon was leit alone.

n the silence the fat Owl behind the
sottes was astonished to hear a deep
sigh from the man he could not see.

t was no light matter to Captain
Vernon to give his word falsely. It was,
perhaps, the hardest thing he had had
to face in the strange gamo ho was
playing to make his nephow a million-
aire instead of & wmillionaire’s poor rcla-
tion. But he had done it, and done it
without hesitation, but it left a bitier
tasta in his mouth.

ain the door opened and shut.

Billy Bunter allowed some minutes fo
elapse before he crawled out from
ehind the settee. Blinking from tho
window, he saw the military figure of
the captain striding awa_z towards tha
gates. He sat down on the settee in o
state of wonder spd amazemont that
almost mada lus fat head turn roued.

“Oh crikey |” gasped Bunter.

Hunéing Bunter !

““ HAT assl”
“ That hewling chump |7
“Where the thump is he?*

o g “The wherciulness 1is ter
rific

“Bother bim c

The Famous Five were, of course,
alluding to Bunter.

They were looking for Bunter. Al
the Remove wera looking for Bunter.
Bunter had to be found; sccording lo
Mr. Quelch. ;

Bunter's Foum-fallows did not see
any special necessity. Bunter’s Form-
master, it seem id.

Class had ended, without the faf Owl
having turned up in the Form-room,
He had cut two whole lessons, which
was almost unheard of. Mr. Quelely,
when hé dismissed the Remove, re-
quested ‘them to make a scarch for
Bunter.

[t was only a requeskt. But a beak's
request were rather like Royal invita-
tions—they could not bo declined.

Hardly anybody was kegn on look-
ing for Bunter. Remove fellows had
plenty of occcupations for their spere
time without hunting a fat Owl.

Harey Wharton & Co. wanted a spot
of ctmiat after clasa. Skipner and
Bnoop wanted a guiet eigaretta in thei s
study., Lord ﬂaulemr&r wanted o
deckehair under a shady elm. Fisher 'L\
Fish wanted to hunt for & fag in ihe
Third who owed him ninepence. Berlio
Vernon—now that his mind wos re-
lieved, and life at Greyfriara seemed to
stretch peacefully before him agnin—
wanted to get poing on that Latin oxcr-
cise which he had failed to fetch from
Quelch’s study that morning, but was
quita ready to fetech since the Army
man’s vieit. Other fellows had their
avocations, but not one was [rightiully
keen on sesing snything more of Billy
Bunter.

Skinner declared that Bunter ime
proved the landscape considerably by
disappearing from «ight. Lots of



fellows agreed that, in Bunter's case,
absence ade the heart grow fonder.

But & beral was a beak, and afrer
clasz all the Remove hunted Bunter,
omany of them with the intention of
booting him when found ms a reward
for piving them so much trouble.

Dut Dunter was not easily found.

Harry Wharten & Co. rooted up and
down and round about the quad, looked
mto the old Cloisters, scouted behimd
the elms—all in vain. Other fellows
were rooting about indoors

Some  were not  very  industrions,
perhaps. Skinner and Snoop and Stott
scarched a box-room—by the pecaliar
method of sitting on Lord Maule-
verer's trunl there, and smoking cipar-
ettes. Mauly was not likely to spot
Bunter unless DBunter was to be
spotted from the sofa in his lordship's
study ! Beveral fellows looked in the
tuckshiop, and stayed there to conzume
1ces and gingers .

il o Tallae had. Ne B Wik,
Queleh was assisting in the seareh, and
no fellow wanted that glinting, gimlet
cve fo fall on him suddenly unless he
was putbinug in some exerilon.

“That blithering, bloated, burbling
bloater I zaid Bob Cherry. He came
te a halt, leaning on a window-stll and
fanning o warm face with his straw
hat. * Blow him! Bless him | Bother
hitn 1™

“The blowlulness is terrific [ ngmr_-d
Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh. “The
wherelulness of the idiotic Bunter iz o
preposterons mystery 1

“1 den't knew about handing him
over if wo find him,” remarvked Harey
Eﬁi’imrm:il. “"Wo've pot to look for him,

ni—

“The sconcr Queleh gets him  the
better 1 said Johnny Bull. * That fat
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before, and I never noticed that if
improved CQuelch’'s temper to wait for
him to turn up. Last term—"

“That'e s0,” agreed Nugent. * Still,
we don't seem l:iﬁnh.' to find hirn. May
have cleared out of gates.™

1 say, vou fellows!™

Five fellows jumped

That unexpecled fot sgqueak coame
from the window, on the sill of which
Bob Cherry was leaning.

They spun round. staring.

The window opencd a few inches.
From the narrow anerinre & fat face
looked ont, and a large pair of spec-
tacles gli_-:l,mm_l i the summer sunshinea,

“ Bunter 'V stultered the five, all at
once.

It was from the window of the
visitors'-ropin that Buuter was blink-
ing. Thoy hkad not thought of looking
for him there. ‘

* 71 say, vou fellows, were vou looking
for met” asked Buanter. 1 zay, that's
jolly pally! Got any gprubi

“Grub? repeated Harey Wharton.

“I'm hungry 1™

“0Oh, my hat! Betler turn up to teal
Quelch will be glad to  see you !

“Well, if you were looking for me
sou might have parked some grub in
vour pockets [” enid Bunter reproach-
fully., “What's the good of locking for
me if vou haven't o spot of grub for a
fcllow 17 -

“Quelch set us all looking for you,
fathead I :

“Oh crikevl I szay, you fellows, is
Ouelel still shirty B

“Just a fow "

* He—he—he hasn’t got inte a good
temper yet i asked Dunter anxiously.

“If ho has he's kevpinﬁl it dark,”
answered Bob Clerry. “No sign of
good temper in his face that I could
geo.”

1

“Well, vou fellows aren't pgolug o
give a man away,” sauid Bunter. “1
rely on you, of course. Queleh may
calm dewn later. [ can't quite under-
stand what he was so stuffy about.
told him I put up that booby-trap for
Bmithy, and neve. meant it for him at
all; but he pot waxy just the same,
stinply beeause it fell on his head., IUs
o bit unreasonable ! DBut there you arc |
It's no pood arguing with o beek IV

“Roll eut of that window,” said Bols,
“and we'll roll vou in to Quelch ! Ec's
simply longing to see wou, Bunler!™

“¥earning [ said Nugeot.

“The yearnfulness 1s preposlerous !

“I'm not going to sco Quelch uuless
he's got into o pood temper—Y mean, a
good temper for him! ITe's alwayvs a
beast, of course, but 1 don't want Lo
see him while he's such & savape beost ]
I =ar, vou fellows, wherse is he now?¥"

“ Rooting about indeors somewhere !
Better make up your mind {o it old
fat man! Loock here, after syou're
through with Quelch, I'll stand you au
ice at the tuckshop 1™

“1 wouldn't faco the heast for a
lundred ices! Not for o lorry-lond of
jumn roll I said Bunter impressively.
“You should have seen the whop Lic

gavo me! I can feel it now ! Bunter
ava & reminizcent wriggle. “I'tn not
I don't

wving any more like that!
care what Emppr:m‘. I ain’t having any
more—sen? I say, you fellows, you
could get some grub and pass it in al
thia window, aml—"

* Bunter 1™

“Oh erikey "

A deep voice resounded {hrough the
visitors'-rooin. .
Bunter spun round from the window,
his eyes popping behind his speciacles,

The angular hgum of Henry Bamnuc]

(Continued on fext nage.)
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Just imagine the wonderful thrills
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Think of their
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models !
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Quelch was rramed in the doorway,
caye in hand{ _

.gave him one blink, then he
:pun'mungamwt:t&u the window egaln

sud dragged it wide open. .
Bﬁ?{}uekh. sfrid-

* Bunter |¥ roared
ing across the roomn. .

' did not heed. He fairly flew
out of the window :

The Famous Five t:gun right and left
a!?m the 'EI&B:: Owl landed dprawling in
Eirirr mriget.

“What the thump—" gasped Bab

“Banter 1 bawled Mr. Qualch.
“ (Oh_crikey I
Buster scrambled up.

A mortar-board popped out of the
window, with an intensely exasporated
face uoder it.

“Oh1” gasped Bob, "“Quelch!”

“PBunter 1” roared Quelch from tihe
window.

Bunter flew.

“Wharton ! Cherey! Bull! Tollow
that stupid boy and secure him &
once! Go, all of youl Lose no tume |

“Yes, gir I zasped the five,

They rushed after Bunter.

From the window Quelch watched the
clraso-with gleaming eves. Hunted and
huitters. swept away seross the guad.
They disappeared-from Quelch’s rango
of vision. 2

Ho left tho-visitors’-reom and hurried
out into the goad,

Ha looked round for the Famous

Five, and found: them. ‘They were
rather breathless after their exertious.
But' the fat Owl was not with them.
They hed oxerted themselves, but
perhaps not to the required extent.
Anyhow, they hadn't caught Bunter.

“Where is Bunter, Whazton1” thun-
dered Mr. Quelch.

_“He—he seems to have dodged us,
Bir.

“You should not have sllowed him to
do so, Wharton I*

(53 h’ llﬂ,. gIT ]J.l- .
“Take & hundred lines 1*
“0h, yes, sir | .

rustied on, hunting Buuter.

The Famous Five looked pt one
another, . _

“This is getting thick|” remarked
%u;y Wharton. " A hundred lines——

m '

“1 wondér if Quelch guesses that we
didn't try very hard to capture himt”
rmriarmurced Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Perbaps. Look here, let's go and
have a ginger-pop—I mean, let's go and
sce if Bunter’s in the school sheop ™

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

And the Famous Five, hot and tired
with hunting in the July sunshine,
repaired to the tuckshop. .

unter was not thore. Bub pingey-
pop wea! So that was all vight!

Up & Tree!

3 SAY, vou fellows [

Poter Todd, Bolsover major,
and William Wibley of the
Remova all gumPed together.

They were seated on the bench that
encircled the big tree that stood in
front qf_thalnﬂlml iﬂmp&l Tha wide-
spreading, le ‘branches gave a
rateful gnhnda rom the sumr:fer sum.

hey were refreshing themselves with

lemonade in ao interval of hunting
Bunter.

“What the thump—*" ejaculated
Toddy. _

“That's Bunter | exelaimed Bolsover
major. “'Whe

re—"
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“What the dickens—" ejaculated
Wibley.

It was quite startling and mysterions.
Bunter was not in sight. He was
nowhere to be seen. his voice was
heard. Really, it seemed for 8 moment
that the ghost of the fat Owl must be
haunting the vicinity of the tuckshop.

“1 say, you fellowe——" came the fat
squenk again

“Oh I¥ pasped Toddy.

He looked up. The voice came from
above. )

From the leafy foliage overhead a
peir of spectacles gleamed.,

; Toddy stared up at & perspiving fat
aco,

Thet was Bunter’s latest refuge. He
was up thet tree. His fat form was
perched on one branch; hia fet paw
clutched ancther, and he blinked down
with g longing blink at the lemonade.

“You burbling blitherer I gasped
Toddy. *“Come out of that ™

“T'fl wateh it1” answered Bunter.
“I egay, vou fellows, yon might pass up
a glass of that lemonadé! T'm fearfully
thirsty | And, I say, get a few dough-
nota, Tmid;! Bo & pal, you know! It
looks as-if I shan’t get any tea |”

“Come down, you silly Owll” eaid
Wibley. *“Quelch is in tho guad some-
where—" ] .

“I"m not eoming down while he's in
the quadl I say, 'l‘nddf( lemmme have
somo of that lemonade, ¢ d chap! Don't
be a rotter!”

Peter Todd glanced round. Quelch
was not to bo scen for the moment, and
Peter was not proof against that appeal
from his fat studymate. ;

Ho stepped on the bench and lifted
his glaszs of lemonade to hend up to the
fat %wi in the tres. )

Billy Bunter reached down for it

“QDooh ' he gasped, as be necarly
slii}pnd off tha branch.

113 fat hand banped on the glass,
and half its contents shot out.

There was a roar from Bolsover
ma.]jnr, echoed by a feil from Wibley.
Bolaover esught a splash with his neck
—Wibley witi his ear. On 2 hot sam-
mer's day, lemonade was grateful and
comforting, taken internally; taken ex-
ternally, it was most unpleasant.

“{Oh1* roared Bolsover. “You polty
owl! OhI” )

“Urrgh ! gasped Wibley,

“Vou clumsy ass ™ howled Peter,

“Oh erikey! I—I nearly slipped!”
casped Bunter. “I say, hand it upl
All right now; I'm waiking "

A voica ealled across from the tuck-
shop deorway. Beob Cherry was look-
inF nut.

‘Cavel Queleh 1™ ..

An angular figure was striding to

tha epot. ‘
Apparently Quelch, from a distence,
had spot Toddy standing on that

bench, and wondered what he was up
to, and guessed, A fellow would hardly
e handing a c&lasa of lemonade up Into
the branches of a tree, unless there was
samebody in that tree.

Peter Todd jumped down hastily,
Ho zat on the bench, and put the glass
ta hisa own mounth, like a fellow inno-
cently drinking nade.

But that display of innocence came
rather too late.

“Todd 1" thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Oh, yos, girl”

ke is in that tree?”

“0Oh, ig—iz—is anybody, =ir?” stam-
mered Peter. .

“Take a hundred lines, Todd I

“Oh, yes, eirl”

* Bunter, descend 2t once 1V

“Oh crikey 1"

“Do you hear me, Bunteri™

" No, sir—I—I mean, I—1 ain't here
—I mean—— Oh lor’ "
. Mr. Quelch stood under the tree look-
mig up. -Billy Bunter was foirly well
hidden, unless specially . looked for.
Now he was specially looked for, and
Quelch had a view of extensive
trousers.
_ "“Will you come down out of that tres
immediately, Bunteri"” thundeved 3r.
Qualch.

“Uh crumbsal”

“Got him 1" murmured Bob Cherry.
“Poor old Bunter! Got him "

“The gotfulness iz terrific 1"

Tha Famous Five came out of the
tuckshop, followed by a dozen more
fellows. Other fellowa gathered {rom
various directions. A crowd gathered
round tha tree, most of them grinning.

Bunter had been run .down at last,
Thera was no further cscape for him,
On the other hand, he was not caught
yot.

He geemed reluetant to quit. his
refupea. Perha.g.a that. was naiwval,
with Quelch waiting below with a cane.

“ Bunter 1" roared Mr. Quelch.  11a
was by no means pleased by hisrapidly
mereasing audience. ?uelch was in
no mood to furmiskr a free onfertain.
ment for Greyfriara " PBunter, I com-
mand you to descend I

“Oh lor’ I

Quelch breathed hard. Bunter was
out of his reach, but tho Removae
master stepped on the bench. Then
he swiped.

Whop |

“Yaroooh ! The roar that came
from the leafy branches echoed to ihe
farthest corner of the old quad.

A fat figure wriggled on a branch.
Two fat hands clutched, but a fat pair
of legs shot into view. Bunter hung on
the branch, roaring,

Mr, Quelch stepped down.

“Now, Bunter—"

“* ¥Yaroooh 1"

“I}mi:- from that branch at wnes,
Bunter 1"

“Owl Oh crikey! OhI”

DBunter did eot drop from tha bhranch..
He made a frantic effort to pull him.
self up on it sgain. He swung and
scrambled and spluttered.

Up went the cane.

Buntar, as he hung, was rcolly
favourab laced for a whopping.
Quelch put his beef into a whop that
landed on the tightest trousers at
Greviriars.

Bwipel

“¥oohoo-hoop 1" roared Dunter,

Swipa 1

;Y_arn;}p ™

wipe

“(Oh scissors 1™

Bunter dmpﬁed.

He landed lBike a ripe fat plum ot
Quelch’s fest. A grip of iron clutehed
his collar instantly. Bunter was
hooked to_his feet,

“ Now, Bunter—"

“Yarooh!™

“Come with mel”

“Oh, yes! AN rightt  Leggol”

asped Bunter. “I'm kik-kik-coming!
f— —I w-w-want to comse, sir, if—if
you'll leggo my meck, sirl™

Mr. Quelch did not let go that fat
neck 1 Probably be doubted whether
Bunter really wanted to come. With
an iron grip on that fat neck le
marched Bunter away to the House.
e marched kim into his study.

Bilty Bunter had hoped thak, given
time, Quelch mﬁht get into & good
tomper again, and go easy with a fel.
low. Perhaps Quelch bad pot been
given time enough. His temper scemed
still bad, and he certainiy did not go
easy with a fellow. By the time he



“* Bunter ! ** roared Mr. Queleh, staring at the fat fizure speeding down the passage.
at once !V

had finished Billy Bunter wished, from
the bottorn of his fat heart, that he
had got it over in the morning.

Hope !

i NOTIIER day!” _
A Herbert Vernon - Smith
uttered the worda in almost

8 groan.

“A glorious morning!® said Tom
Reodwing.

“ (Oh, ?lrm't be a fool 1"

Redwing smiled faintly.

How tmany mornings had dawned on
Lhitn in the turret-room at Lantham
Chase the Bounder of Greyfriars hardly
kuew. It was, after all, only a matter
of o few weeks, but toe Vernon-Bmith
it scemed that his imprisonment had
been endless. 3

Tom Redwing, his companion in mis-
fortune, was quiet and patient. Smithy
was neither guiet nor patient. Wiih
gvery passing day of imprisonment his
temper grew more and more bitter anicl
desperate. Apnin and again he had
been tempted to make some wild and
desperate effort to break a way out.
But it was too utterly hopeless,

When old Hunt came up with meals,
the captain stood on guard at the door.
But. hopeless as it was, the Bounder
votild  sometimes barely refrain from
rieshing on his gaoclors.

It wasz, as Redwing eaid, a glorions
rmorning. From the high windows of
the turret s wost streteh of country
colld be =een with the sea blue in the
far distance. But sunshine and grecn
woods and blue sca brought no com-
fore fo the iimprizoned Bounder. IHope
was almost dead in his heart—if not
in BEedwing's.

Cf all the fellows at Grreyiviars, only
ne had spolied the imposture; and

EVERY SATURDAY
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he, 1n seeking to discover Lis chun, liad
fallen into the sae ruthless hands
Tiven Rodwing had been slow to learn
the truth; no one eclic was hkely to
learn it. The bright sunzhine of the
morning seemed to mock the Bounder's

hagf;a eyes,

d Hunt had come with breakiast,
and gone, They were left alone again,
and the Bounder paced the room like
a caged tiger. It was to find him, to
reseue him if he could, that Tom Red-
wing had come to Lantham Chase, nnd
fallen mmto the same eaptlivity., But
that did not save him fromn a full share
of the Bounder's bitter amd angry
temper.

But Tow borve his angry oulbroaks
with infinite patience. e was plad to
be with hig chum, fo lighten the %urduu
of his loneliness in the high turret.
HFlis companionship meand wouch to the

Bounder, who had passed so many
weary hours v solitude before  his
chum joined him in caplivitv.  Awud

that was enough to comele Roedwing
for what he hLad to endure.

“That scouwndeel!™ Vernon-Smith
stared from the window, from which
u distant plimpse of the grey old spire
nt CGrevfriara could be secen.  “That
raseal, wsing my namwe, taking my
place, and every fool in the Yormn bo-
lisving him to be we!” [lo choked
with rage.

“It must end, old clap,”
quiet]y.

“How!™ snarled tho Bounder. * You
tell me that every day. Has 1t ended
yvoeb, vou fathead ¥

“Tho term's just on ils end now,
Smithy., And that fellow 13 afraid to
face vour father, He's manapged o
dodge him all through the term; but
when the holidays come, he must sce
him."

“Ile's fooled overvbody else: he will
focl my faiher!” grooned the Bounder.

said Tom

“* Come back

“Aud if he ean’t fool him, he will keop
out of his way, I tell you wo're
done [7

Bedwing shoolk hia heed,

“I've said—" ho began.

“0Oh, don't talk rot about that cur”
guarled Smithy.,  “You've said that
ho would find Lthat he had some sort of
a conscicice when ho heard that you
were & prisoner here along with e,
Well, it's all rol. 1le's hand in glove
with that villuin dowostairs, 'They're
birds of a feather”

"o shiook his head again.

“1 can’t think so, Smithy,” ho said.
“1f Bertie Vernon finds out that 1 am
a prisoncr hero, be will never siuand

{or if, He's not soeh 2 rasea] and
votfer ws that. 1 fecl sure—="
* Kot 17

“Well, T believe o, Bmithy.™

“Then yvou're o Tool 1Y

Tom WRedwing was  silenl. The
Bounder reswincd pacing  the torrel-
roon:, but he stopped as a sound was

heard at the deor. LEliz eyes gleawmed
ul Bedwing.

“Ile’s coming ! ho breathed Y1
he comes without 1ihe obther raseal

there’s o ghost of & chance, ut leasi—"

Bot the [ocked door of (e fureet.
rogld Jdid not open. A hitic panel o
the door shd back, thal was all,

The Beunder's eyes lixed with =
deadly glare on the dack, rou-featored
fuce Lhat looked in.

Tiven had the caplain entered alone
there was pe chance in o shroggle, os
Kedwing knew, tf ilic Bounder did nol
:,-hi']_[ﬂsc (o know., And Hant was within
call.

But the caplain did not enier. Lle
had come to speal, and he spoke
through the pancl.

“You hound!™ muttered Vernon-
Smith. “You kidnupping villain 1

(Continued on page 16.)
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sorry to deal with you like this. I would
grladly epen the door and tell you that
vou are froe. So long as you are a

 danger to me vou are a prisoner. I

have no choice about that. Let us comro

3 to terms, my boy.”

“What are you going to offer Red-
wing to let his pal down?” asked the
Bounder bittorly.  “You are n fool,
vith all your eunning ! You could offer
iim the whele world and it would make

o no difference.”

NKs
RICHARDS
{Continued from page 15)

“Y1 advize you to keep a civil tongue,
Vernon-8mith,” said the captain coldly,
“You have tried my patience very hard
more than onee, I am not here fo
speak to you, but to your compainion.
IEf silent [

‘I'dhe hard
Redwing.

b | mﬁ sorry that vou are here, Red-
wing, as I have sai’' before,” went on
the Army man. I have no scruples n
dealing ~ with 8 young raseal like
Herbert Vernon-Smith.  All that has
happened to kim he has brought on him-
gelf Ly his malice and unserupulousness,
Had he Leen a boy like you I eould
never have formed this plan, much less
have carried it out You belicve that,
if Vernon-Smith does not.”

Redwing did not answer ,

He did, as & malter of fact, believe
it. It was Smithy’s bitter and wun-
scrupulous camity for Bertie Vernon
that had given the Army man the
sustification ho wanted, He judged

mithy harshly—much mere harshly
than he deserved: personal dislike anfd
envy of the millionaire's son for his
nephew’s sake coloured his judgment.
But what he satd was true. .

“With wvou,” went on the captain
guietly, “the matter 15 different.
respect your character—all the more be-
eause you have F}Iuced voursell in this
position by loyal friendship for a boy
who does net deserve it" )

“Cat that  out!* said DRedwing
sharply.  *“That nephew of yours at
Greyfriars isn't fit for Smithy to wipe
hiz boots on! Smithy's got his faulls,
but do vou think that he'd ever have

done what Vernon is doing now "

“T am sure that he would, and with.
out the scruples that have troubled my
nephew, and which I have had diffienlty
in  soothing,” answered the ecaptain
calmly. “ But thal is neither here nor
there. Vernon-Semith must remain here
till it is safe for ine to restore him io
liberty. ¥ou know——"

1 know!"™ said Teom scornfully.
“You fancy that after a long lapse of
time Vernon’s position will ba too
strong {o be shaken, and that if Smithy
tells the bruth he will not be believed.”

“That iz not & fapey—it 13 & fact"
said the Army man coolly. “When a
year has passed—longer, if necessary—
whatever tale the Loy I shall call my
nephew may choose to tell will be re-
garded as a fantastic invention. T fear
nothing in that quarter, Vernon-Emith
will not be released until all is safe”

“You scheming seoundrel [ breathed
the Bounder; but his heart was heavy
as lead.

“ Bt vou forget,” said Tom Bedwing

uictly, ® lhat sinee I have been hero
there 13 & witness to the truth. Even
if vou are right—even if Smithy might
be believed to be your nephew, invent-
ing a foolith tale—I shall tell the
truth, Do veu think that 1 shall not
be believed T

“Fou will zay notlung,” said the eap-
tain ieily. “That 1z what I am here to
tell vou now. I have said that T am
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eves turned on Tom

Redwing langhed.

“¥ou ean bank on that, Smithy,” he
said, " You mav as woll save your
breath, Captain Vernon., If you un-
locked that door now, I would nob go
without Smithy.”

“Listen, all the same ! answered the
captain, unmoved. " You cannct help
Vernon-Smith—yon must realise that by
this time, You arve believed, at Grey-
friars, to have gone to sea. Lebt that
belief become true. I could not trust
Vernon-8mith. He must remain in my
handa till all is safe. I can trust yow.
And I tell you that I will rely upon
‘lfq:rut' promise to be silent |té-:m lglj.-'f: it.

cannot let you return to re{} riars—
that would be too dangerous—but else-
where the world is open to you. ¥You
are & sailorman’s son: the sea has its
call for you. Freedom i3 yours for the
asking, so long ns it equares with my

plans.” .
“Jump at it, Reddy!” said the
Red-

Bounder sarcastically.

“Don't be an ass. Smithy 17
wing fixed his eyes on the dark face ai
the panel. “I’'m glad you came to say
this, Captain Vernon [V

“You accept 1"

“"MWNo; I refusel But do you think I
do not linow why you are prepared tfo
take the risk of rcleasing me, frusting
to my promise

The captain started a littla, The
Bounder stared et his chum; he did not
understand. Cnﬁtmn Vernon looked in-
tently at Tom Redwing.

“And what do vou think yvou Lnow 1%
he asked very guietly.

“1 know this,” answored Tom, “VYou
are afraid that Bertie Vernon may
lears that I am here, and you are
afratd of what he may do when he does.
Ile will stand for impersonating
Smithy and robbing him of his inherit-
ance, but he will not stand for more
than that. That does not zcem a crimoe
te him, the way he locks at it. But he
will not stand {or what he knows plainly
to be a erime. You dare not let Vernon
know thot I am a prisoner here, and
vou would release me, on my promise,
to ward olf the danger of his knowing.*

The Army man did not answer,

“You're o fool, Reddy ! snapped the
Bounder., “They're birds of =
feather 1"

:"‘Il 5 you that's the fool, Smithy [*

The roan at the panel laoghed—a
bhard, sardonie lauph.

I have wasted wy breail,” he said,
“Let 1t bo s0. As vou make your bed,
yvou st lie on it

The pancl snapped shut,  ‘The eap-
tuin’s footsteps died away down the
lurrcb-staar.

Torm Redwing drew a deep breath.

“IT Vernon knew 1™ Lo muttered. “H
he only knew [

And for onee the Bounder did not
gamsay him. Captain Vernon had left
g glimmer of hope in two hearts in the
locked turret-room.

Too Steep !

L LD Redwin n

“1 say, you fellows——2

* Beoot ™

“1 say, I'm in fearful pain !
said Bunter pathetically. “Soffering
awfully 1"

“ Bow, wow | :

“Well I think a fellow’s pals might
be sympathetic when o fellow's had a
feariul whopping 1” said Bunter re-
proachfully. *'It was only yesterdaw,
vou know: the pain hasn't worn off
vet, It—it's awiual 1™

The Tamous IFive were at tea in
Study No. 1 in the Remove. They were
dizcussing ica and Tom Redwing at the
gamoe tino.

Mo word had been received from Red.
wing since he left =0 suddenly and un-
expectedly, and Me. Queleh supposed,
as tha juniors did, that he had not
written, hecause he did not want to
receive an order from his headmaster to
return to the school immediate]r.

The dizecovery of the bieyele in the
thickets at TLantham Chase was a
puzzle and a problem {o Lis friends. It
was simply inexplicable how hiz bicyvels
had been left there, and it caunsed o
good deal of perplexed dizcussion.

Indeed, but for the fact that Redwing
had wired to Mr, Quelch from Daver
that ho was going to sea in his father's
coasting vessel, the Co. would have sus-
pected that some aceident hiad happened
to him.

Smithy—onee Redwing's best pal—

toolk no Interest at all in the matter.
And the Tamous Five, who believad
that Smithy could, if he chose, put them
in touch with Redwing, felt rather sore
about it. In point of fact, the Bounder’s
double Lknew nothing of TRedwing's
affairs, though, as Smithy, ho was sll[;-
i_}ﬂﬁﬂd tn know more than any other fel-
ow in the Form.
_ Harry Wharton & Co. were interested
im Redwing, angd neot, apparenily, in
that mueh more important person,
W. G Bunter

Perhaps they did not belicve that
Bunter was still feeling so fearfully the
cficets of his whopping, sovere as it had
been, Twenty-four hourz made a lot of
differenco.

JBunter certainly had had the whop-
pm\? of his fat life on Friday afternoon,
¥ellows had been sympathetic. He had
tea’d in Study No. 1, and they bad fed
him on the fat of the land. Ile had
supped in Mauleverer's study, and
Mmﬂ:{ had filled him up to the neck.
Practical sympathy of tlis kind was the
sort that Bunter could appreciate.

No doubt he would have liked it to
confinue It was worth the whopping.
But sympathy scemed to have petered
out by Saturday aflernoon.  Billy
Bunter blinked in at the doorwav of
Study No. 1, and detected no sign of

svmpathy, Ib scemed o stony-hearted
study.

“1 zay, you fcllows, I've been disan-
pomted aboui a postal order!™ said
the fat Owl, *And--and I'm in—in
awlul puinl I spy—="

“RHoll away, barrel!"”

Fven a disappointment aboni a postal
order, added to awful pain, diqll 10k
secm to melt thoze stony hearts !

“I jolly well hope we shall hear sore.
thing from Roddy Lelore we breale up
here,™ said Bob Cherry. “I'm hlesaed
if I understand o chap like Reddy
taking tho bit between Lis teeth in thia
way |l Can't blame Quelelr for beinge
waxy about if."

“Tm afraid Redwing's number iz up
here, if he doesn’t blow in before the
end of the term ! suid Harry Whavlon.
“A fellow can't take frermell leave liks
this *

“1 say, vou fellows—=""

“Blow awar!™ roared Juinny Ball

“I say, what I reallv camwe bere for
was to tell von anboat Redwing ™ =aud
Billy Buntee. “I thought vou might
lika to know 1"

The Famous Five gave Dunter their
best attention. at thatl statement.



Bily Buuter, as a maiter of fact, had
forgotten Tom Redwing's oxistence, till
he was reminded of it by the mention
of his name in the study. Bunter was
not (hinking of Rudwmﬁ.; he was
thinkinrg of the coke on the table in
Study No. 3. But ho realised that the
name of Redwing wes an “open
ﬁe%u,nia Y—g means of geliing ab the
exka

“ What the thump do you know about
Re}lwﬁ, you fat as3?"” asked Bob.
* Nob g‘a had a word from him since
e left !

“I jolly well know more than you
fullows do, and chance itl" eaid
Bunter., “I know as much about if as

Smithy, anyhow | .
*“ Smithy says he knows nothing about
it " snid Frank Nugent.

“He, he, held He didn’t say he knew
noihing about it when he was talkin
1o Captain Vernon vesterday 1" grinn
Bantar.

“(aptain Vernon ! vepeated Harry
Wharton, “What are you burbling
about? SBmithy hasn't been to Lantham
Chase

“I kuow that1”

“Ha wouldn't be likely fo talk to
Captain Vernon about Reddy, or any-
thing else,”™ said Bob. * He loathes the
wanp !

“I fancy he's made it np with him!*
said Bunter. “He vied to slang hum
right and left—but he's chucked all that
lately ! Nobody’s heard him say a word
ggainst that Army man for wecks!
Anvhow, he was talking to him yeater-
day 1in the visitors'-room——"

“What ubler rott”

“I tell you I heard hum!” looted
Bunter. “Wasn't 1 there? I got oub
of sight, of course, when old Vernon
camo in—1 didn’s want him to hend me

aver to Quelch. They never knew I
Was ’li-ehin the sottee, DBut I jolly well
Was,

“Do you smean to say that i was
Captain Vernon whoe came to seo
Smithy yesterday, when he was called
out of the Ferm-room !’ asked Marry
Wharton, in astonishment.

“Yes, it jolly well wag!™

f Rubbish I grunted Johony Buoll
“ Snrithy loathes that man as much as
he loathed his nephow, when the chap
was berol Adif tho caplain wonld come
hera to zca Smithy [

“Not likely I"” said Nugent.

“He jolly well did, and they talked
ahout Redwing, too!” declared Bunter,
“They know all sbout him, I can tell
vou. I you fellows would like to know
about Redwing, I can tell you over tea,
if vou like™

Bunter had rolled in by this time.
Now he shut the door. a pulled a
chair to the table and sat down.

The Fameous Five did not say him
nay. If Bunter really knew saything
ubout the junior who had taken french
leave, they were very keen fo hear it

Ilia had suweccecded in  astonishing
thiein, at any rate. They knew that
“Bmithy ” had been called out of the
Yorm-room on Friday afternoon, fo see
some visitor in the visitors’-room. But
certainly they had never dreamed that
the visitor was the Army man at
Lantham Chase.  Still less would they
have sapposed that the visit had any-
thing to do with Redwing—and they
dul not believe it now.,

o ""Is e]l gpamwimon, of eourse!™ sand

Bob Chevry. *“Bunfer's making this
up 23 he goes along.™

“You can ask Trotter, i vou like 1"
said Bunter. “lle showed the man in!
He can tell you that it was Capfain
Vernon [

“Well, if it was, I'm bleszad if 1
know why he should roma hore {o see

EVERY SATURDAY

Soti 1” said Harry Wharton, " Any-
how, he can’t know anything about
edwing. How could he "

“The howiulpess is terrifio |

“*Gammon I said Johany Bull,  Let
that cake alonme, you fot frogl"
“Oh, all right1” said Bunter. “If

vou don't want fo know how that bike
cama to be where Coler found it last
Wednesday——"*

“We don’t want to hear what you
heard from behind a seltee—if you
heard anything {{m fat  frand
grunted Johnny Bulil.

“How could I
demanded Bunter indignantly. " Think
I was going to show up and let Quelch

t ma? 1'm not the fellow to listen,

supposei  Have you fellows ever

nown me do enything of the kind?"

“"Oh crikeyl” .

I couldn't help u;i of course ™ said
Bunter. He helped himself to a sliee
of cake. "I say, you fellows, it's jol

uger Emlthg getting so friendly with

B
bout h

help  hearing ¥

t man, aftor the things he used to
say about him. I've heard him say that
Captain Vernon was up to something at
Lantham Chase—though he never hnew
what it was—something shady, Smithy
used to make out. You all heard him |
But you've noticed he's chucked it, for
weeks pastl Well, now he's quitoe
frmnd]g with him., He called him
*uncle® when he came into thoe room.”

“Bmithy called Captain  Vernon
funcle * 17 exelaiined ITavey Wharton.

“Yosz! Modoe moe jump, I can tell
youy 1

“I suppose the man is some sort of
an uncle twice roemoved, 1o Smithy, as
he's his cousin's uncle,” said
Cherry. “But Smithy calling himn uncle
—that wants somo geti m%}dnwn §a

“Well, ho did,” said Bunter, “and
the captain told him not to mention
names,”

“Wha-a-nb "

“Blessed f I kuew why ™ =said
DBunter. “But that's what ho said”

“Pile it on ™ said Bob.

“And the ecaptain =aid he'd had
Smithy's letter, end ihat was why he
came,” went on Bunter, ﬂtl'mlél a

barrage of cake. “And Bmithy asked

im where Redwing was "

“8Bmithy asked Captain Vernon
wiera Rodwing was!” repeated Harry
Whatton, staring blankly at the Owl of
the Remove. “ Smithy doesn't care
anything about Redwing, since they
rowed, amnd Captain Vernow couldi’t
know anything abomé hiw, oven if
Smithy wanted fo know. What ave
Yol :}pinning this idiotic yarn for, you
Lhowling ass?"

“h, really, Wharion! } suppose 1
know what I heard! I zav, this i=sn's
a had cakei"

“And did fhe jelly old captain fell
Simnithy where Redwing was?” ashed
Johnny Bull, with withering =arveasn.

4Yag 1M

“What ¥ velled the Famous Five.

“Urrgh! Gurrgh! Don’t make a
chap jump when he's got his mouth full
of eakel Worerggh ! Bunter gurgled.
“Groooghl Wharvrer you shouting at
a follow for? Yurrgeh!™

“1s Bunter making this up, or has ha
gone batchy, or what?” asked Bob.

“Gurrgh 17

“Well, if tha ecaplain told Emithy
where Redwing was, you can foll us v
said Harry Wharton. " We all wani 1o
know=—as much a3 Elmdhy—nmm, i
{anc;.r. * e laughed, “When vou've
finished guregling, make wup 1he wvextg
one, "’

U Jevver hesr such o Dlhber % saod
Bob Cherry, * Bubier onghit 10 go inte
politics when he grows ap,  He's gor
the gift for it."

17

“The giftfulness is truly terrifio.™

“1f f-::u_t fellowa don't balisve nie——"

“Bolieve you! Oh my hatl Cacry
on with the cake!” chuckled b.
“This is worth the cake|”

“Oh, really, Cherry! I'll finjsh e
cake if you fellowa don’t want auy.
You ses, Smithy told the faptain afuatl
Itedmn%‘a bike being found: at  his
place—that seemed to surprize hiw, e
said Captain Vernon knew bettor than
anyone else about BRedwing! I don't
know why, but that's what he said.

Ho seid jolly well knew how thw
ke ¢ame to be there, and he wouldn't
stand for it.”

“For what "

“I don't know—agmothing or ailer-—
ho dido’t say what] That was what he
said, though—he wouldn't stond fop itt
And Captain Vernon said—— CGot auy
ore cakel®

“(Captain Vernon asked Smithy. if

he'd %ﬂt ml? more cake 7 gazped Bob.
“Eh1t ol I'm asking rou that!
Captain Vernon said that Rodwing
must have left the bike in the wood
when he camo up to the house.”

“Bo Redwing called at Tantham
Chasze, did he, on his way to join hiz
fathor's lnﬁge: ‘at Dover 1" snbried
Johuny Bull,

“That's what the captain said! And
he said— T'll have some of these bis-
suita f you havon't any more coke!
I mean, ho said that Redwing mmust have
forgotten the bike and left it there,
becauso he hired o car to drivo im.to
Mover, to get on the old bean’s ship.
tle said there wasn't a minute to lose,
to catch old tarry breeks ab Dover, so
that's how the bike came to be for-
gotten,  And Smithy said—— FLook
hora, I hike the biscurts with sugar on.™

1] hﬂt?"‘

* And Smithy said, wonld he give his
word that that was true, and_ the
captain gave it1" said Bunter, when he
had secured the biséuits with sugar ow,
“Ho now you fellows know as much
about it as I do.”

“.Tust as much,” chuckled Bob, *and
ihal's just as mach as we kaew before.”

“The just-as-nuchfolness is prepes-
terous I grinned Hurreo Jamset Baw
Singh. *Is there any morcinlness, wy
cutnemed fibbing Buntor 7

* No, that's tho lot 1"

“Oh, make vp o for more ' hooled
Johny Bull.

“Wall, this takes the eake ! said the
captain of the Remove. “Bunter can't
help telling whoppers, of course; buk
what pub o yare like this into his head,
hrats mel How did you eome Lo think
af it, Buntert™

“0h veally, Wharton-—->="

“What about booting hiwy up e
passage, and down agam?" sugresied
Jobuny Bull. o

“Tf there was o word of truth v it
it would mean that Smithy suspected
the captain of giving Redwing some
=0t of foul play at Lantham Chase,”
wuid Harry, UM course, thove i=n'k?
13y gw, if Suiilliy heard this—"

"{; sav, vou fellows, don't Ton
mention it to Smithy 1 exclaied Billy
Bunter, in alarm. I don’t wane that
lroast after me again. Dut 1 sav, it's
true=—yau can ask Trolter wheiher
wa=n't Captain Vernon wha cama
yostord ay—="

“ It wasn't, of eourse ! =ant Bal.

“Well, T'H tell vou what Y1 o,
Bunter 1 said Harvry Whavlon, =~ I}
aele Trotter—and if he savs yes, all
vight—and if he sava we, I'll boot you
all over the Remove for making vp such
g varm”

“AN vight ™ said Bamler cheerfully,

T ALind, I mecan® i3
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“Well, go and ask Trotter! If you
fellows have done tea, I can finish the

am."
! The Famous Five etarcd at the fat
Owl. They did not believe 8 word of
his extraordinary story. They did not
belie7e that Captain Vernon had come
cvor from Lantham Chase to seo
wmithy.

It needed only a question to Trolter,
who had shown the wvisitor in the pre-
rious day, to settle the matter. After
whicli, Billy Bunter was to receive the
booting he deserved for allowing his
fat imagination so locso & rein

But Bunter did not scem alarmed.
As the Famous Five rose from the table,
the fat Owl annoxed the jam-pot[ He

was interested wholly and solely in
jam! .
“I'm going to ask Trotler now,” sawd

Havry, *and if he savs no, I'm coming
back to boot you, Bunter”
; ;:Wul[. cub o 1" zaid Bunter clicee-
uliy,

i;lim Famous Five went out of the
sbudy.

As they started down the pasasge, a
fat =qucak followed them:

“1 say, vou fellows!™

Harry Wharton locked back in the
doorway.

“Well, vou fat fraud, are vou going
to own up ¥ he askod.

“Eh! IWha.t? MNa1?

“Then what did yoeu call me for,
fathead 7

“Tlave you pot a tablespoon in the
ghucdy #7*

“What 7”7
“A tablespoon! I suppose you dom't
mind if I finish the jam!" asked

Bunter, blinking at him,

“You blithering owl |7

Harry Wharton rejoined his friends
in the passape.

“1 =ay, you might lond a fellow o
tablespoon, if you've got one!™ howled
Bunter. “I ecan’t goet all the jam out
with a teaspoon. say, you fellows,
have vou got & tablespoon?”

But answer there came none. Tho
Famous Five walked away to the
stairs, heedless of Bunter's difficullies
with the jam.

“Beasts 1 hooted Dunter.

He set to work with a teaspoon—
aided by his fat fngers. Difliculties,
in such a matter, were not hkely to
deter Bunter.

Tho jam was extracted to the Inst spot,
A jamuny, sticky, and happy Owl was
left in Siudy No. 1, while the Famous
Five went to look for Trottor. Not for
a moment did they suppose that
Trotter would wverify DBunter's state-
ment.

They found the Honse page down.
stairs, and Harry Wharton put the
question,

“"You showed in a man yezterday to
zor Vernon-Smith, Troetter 27

* Yesgir IV
“Who was it?”"

“Captain Vernon, sip!”
“U]l !JF
Billy Bunter did not get that booting !

The Letier for Redwing !

i AXTRAORDINARY "

E Harry Wharton & Co. glan-

ced round in surprise.

It was aftor brelkker at
Greyiriars, and the Famous Five were
sayntering in the quad till the school
Lell rang, on Monday morning.

That sudden, startled exclamation
reached  their eavs from the open
window of M. Queloh’s sty

They were at guite o littla distance
from the Wemove master's window.
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THE MAGNET

But Quelch's voice had considerable
carrying power, when he was emphatic
And thet exelamation was uttered in
quito loud tonea.

“Hallo, halle, halle I murmured Bob
Cherry. "What's up with Que]chy i

“Bounds az if something is!™ re-
marked Johny Bull,

“Tha upfulness appears to  be
terrific ! murmured Hurree Jamset
REam Singh.

“There he goea again ™ said Frank
Nugent.

Quelch's volce was heard:

“ Amazing ¥

Evidently, the Remove master was in
a very startled state!

The juniors looked towards the open
window., They could sce the top of
Queleh's head, erowned by a mortar-
board !

Mr, Guelch was seated at his study
table. He was gazing st something
that e held in iz hand, though the
junilors could not, from the quad, see
what it was. Whatever it was, if
seemed te have made Quelch jump.

“ Most extraordinary ! came Quelch's
voiee again.  * Incxplicable !

The surprised juniors saw Quelch rise
to his feet. Then they saw what he
held 1o his hand., It was an unopened
letier,

Why s letter, still unopened, should
have startled Queleh like that, was

uite mysterious. It was one of Queleh's

uties, az master of the Remove, to
glance over letters addressed to
members of his Form, before they were
placed in the rack, to be taken out in
break. The juniors puessed that he had
been thus cecupied, when that particu-
lar letter made him jump.

“Homething for & Remove man!™
murmured Bob. “0h, my hat! Can't
be a letter from one of Smithy's bookie
pads, whatt!

Mr. Quelch stepped to the window,
the letrer in his hand, and glanced out.

“*Wharton 1™ he called.

iL \'Fl‘.'!"', E|i|l !H

“ Please come to my study at once 1”

“Yes, sir|”

Harry Wharton left his friends, and
went along to the doorway of the
House. He made his way to hiz Form-
master's study in o state of conziderable
surprise, If that letter was for him, he
eould not see any reason why it should
make Queleh jump !

He tapped ot Mr. Quelch’s study
daor and entered.

Mr. Queleh was standing by the table,
the letter in his hand, gazing at it
Whataver it was, it was clear that it had
caused the Remove master great
astonizhment ond perturbation,

There was a pilo of other letters on
the study tablo, which Quelch had beon
logking over when that particalar
letter had caught his eye and causod
him to utter thalb serica of startled
ejaculations. Obviously, it was 8 lotter
for a Ilemore boy, i

“This is a verifdexlrmrdmary thing,
Wharton " said Mr. Guelch, “ A lotter
has been delivered here [or Redwing 17

*Foedwing [ repeated  IHarrvy
blankly.

“Tt is now more than a week,” said
Mr. Quelel, “sinee Redwing of my
Form left the school without leawve,
Fxcept for the telegram he sent me
from Dover on the day he left, I have
had no word from him. IHe stated in
the telegram that hoe wa: jorming s
father on a coasting trip and asked
me to excose him for leaving before the
holidays as kis father was sailing that
day.”

“1 remember, sir [ answered Harry.

“So far a3 I have been able to ascor-
tain, no boy in the Remove was aware

of hia intention or ha: heard a word
from him since " said Mr. Quelein. *1
did not, however, doubt his stateirent
that he had sailed with Mr, Redwing on
hias comsting wvesscl. It appears now
that that statement was untrpe,”

“0Oh, no, sir! exclaimed Harry
Wharton at ence. ¥ can't understand

dwing going off as ho did, sir—buf
I'm absolutely certain that he wouldn't
tell any untruths aboub i1 Auny fellow
in the Remove would el you the
sarme, sir |

“1 should eccrctainly hove supposcd
so 1” said Mr. l%uelcln “That was my
opinion of the boy, Wharton, I have
been very much surprised and very
much ennoyed by his action in taking
leave for granted—and I doubt whether
hiz headmaster wounld allow him to
return to the school after such wilful
and 1irresponsible conduct. But ccr

tﬂ.u]l‘yil never dreamed that he was
deceiving mo ¥
“He wouldn’, =1¢1” said arrey

Wharton ecarnost]y,

“He haz dono so, Wharton—at all
events, 1t would appear so. ¥You are
acquainted  with  lns  fathes’s  haud-
writing 7"

“Mr. Redwing’s® Cortainly, sir!
Redwing has shown me letters from
him, from foreign ports, lots of times”

“Then you can identify the Land "
said the move master.

“Oh, wyes, sir] Redwing showed
some of us a letler from him earvly in
the term, from Marseilles. His father
went on & deep-sca  voyage after
Fasler, though he must have come back
since, as Redwing joined him at Dover.”

“Redwing cannot have joined him at
Dover, Wharton [*

.“T]“3ut he said so in his telegram,
sir |

“Took at this letter, Wharton, and
tell me whether it is, as T believe, in
the handwriting of Mr, Redwing.”

The Remove master handed the
letier to Wharton., It was addressed
to Tom Bedwing at Greyfriars School,
Kent, England, and bore the postmark
of Aden.

Harry Wharton etaved at that super-
scription blankly.

It was Jolhn Redwing's hand. He
knew it at a plance—he had seen
fetters froim Tom’s =sailorman father
often enough.

But he could havdly Lelieve hLis eves
a3 he looked at ib

John Redwing had written to
son  at Grevirars evidently in  the
belief that Tom waz ot the school
The letter had becn posted at Aden,
far oway in Lthe Tastern seas.

“Oh 1 gazped Harry

“I am fairly cortain,” said Wr
Queleh, “that that letter is addressed
to Redwing in his father's hand, But
von can tell me os o positive faet,
Wharton. It is hardly likely that Red-
wing wonld receive a letter from a
distant foreign port from anyone but
his father. Is that John Redwing's
hand ¥

“Yes, sirl” answored Harry.

“That letter,” said Mr. Quelch, “was
posted from an Iastern port about the
zame date that Eedwing left this
zchool, Wharton.”

Wharton looked af the postmark
agaln.

" YWes, sir,” he answered.

“Redwing stated in his telegram that
he was joiming his father at Dover for
a eoasting trip, as he did in the Easter
holidays,” said Mr. Queleh., “On that
occaston e was given carly leave. On
this oceasion I concluded that he bad
most  unjustifiably  laken leave forv
granted. Tt now appears that he can-
not have done what he stated, a3 lus
Father iz still far away on & Jong

ITE}



vorage and ecrtainly cannot have been
at Dever thoe weck bofore lash”

“I ean't undorstand it =sir " gtam-
rwered Harry, “Tf Rodwing has becn
telling lies, it's iho fivst t{ima he's ever
dona zoe=l know that !* '

“This letter spoaks for itself I =atd
Mr. Queleh, laying 1t on the table.
*John Redwing was some thousands of
miles fram Ergland at the time Red-
wing informed me ihat he was joining
Bim at Dowar!”

“It—it looks like it, s=ir
unelerstand it "

“It seems, ihen, 1hat Redwing hos
deccived me, and that he has most
unscrnpulonsly mada use of his father's
pama to do g0 while he went away on
zomo irvesponsible oxeurzion I said $he
Remove master. * Certainly he is not
with his father, and ecannot be.
is all, Wharton. I only desired your
confirmation that thia leiter is addressed
in John Redwing's hand,”

‘Iarcy Wharton loft the siudy with
iz hrain in & whirl,

I can't

Light at Lasi :
u HﬁLLﬂi Irelle, hallal What's
up
“Anyvibing wrong, ofd
bean 1Y

“ Been g phost

The Ce. stared at Harry Wharton as
he rejoined thewr m tho quaqrunglm

Really, hte looked rather as if he had
reen o ghost. Ile wos feeling gquite
dizzy with astonishment, and he looked
Lk

“What on earth’s happened, Harry 1
nsked Frank Nugont.

Harry Wharton pazped.

"It beats me!” he said. * Beats ma
hollow ! It was a letter for Redwing I”

“Well, what about that 1 asked Bob
Cherry, in  swprise “Bomehody
nught write to Roedwing heore, nob
Enowing he was gone™

“It's from his [ather.”

A8 I-':i'l ?1’

“*What #?

“Posted in a port ihossands of miles
eway ¥ gasped the eaptain of the
Remove. "‘Ei"ﬂu fellows  knew  that
Reoddy’s father was gone on a decep-sea
voyage. Wo supposed ho must have
come back, as Reddy joined him uat
Dover. But—he hasi’t come back., Ile
was thousands of miles awoy the day
Reddy left the schooll”

“Oh, my hat!

“ Linpossible 1" said Jolimny Bull

“Well, I should have thought so.
But that letter’s a preof of it. Quelch
thinks now that Reddy was taking him
in—and going off on somo stunt of his
own—like the Boundor did last Easter,
vou know, only they never spoited him.
It's ::l*m tack for Heddy—that's & cerd
now I’

“Elo jolly well dezerves it, if that's

tene 1 said  Johnony., “Buat it iso'El
Reddy would no more tell bes than he
would steal Y

“¥ou Enow what ho zaid in his tele-
trramy.  That telrpram was a lie from
Lesinming to end 1Y

Johnny Bull was zilent.

“I gan't make it out,” said IIarl'_l_j',
“iv's wptterly unlike old Reddy—1 ean’t
miake it outl But—hoe never saw his
father at Dover—he never went to sea
with him—he's not with him now.
Coodoess knowa where he is, or what
he's up to—but that telegram from
NDover wes o lin from start to finishi
Fhere's no Jdoubt about ihat now I

The schoal hicll rang, and the Famons
Fivo joined the erowd of movites
Geading for the Vorm-room.

Billy Bunter met thom as they camea
into the Iouse.

That
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*“ I say, you fellows,’’ came a fat squeak from above, ¢* you might
pass up a glass of that lemonade ! **

“I say, you fellows, can you lend me
on¢-and-six I he asked. .

“No ! answered five voices in vnizon

“I say,  it's rather wvrgenk!™ said
Runter.  “Wishy’s pgot & packeb of
electric sunff to sell. Ile pgob it off »
chap in the Fourth who eonldu’s square
for something Fishy had lent him, and
he's leiting 1t go cheap! One.aml-six
ain’t muelt smong five chaps—aonly five-
pence egach ™

“Can you «do =ums like that in your
head " asked Bob, _ ‘

“I'm pretty pood at sritlmeliz, ron
know. ell, look here, I want to bLas
that clectric snuff off Fishy t¥

“You can't cat electrie snuff I®

“Eh? Who wanta to eat it, yom
ass ™ :

“Don't tell us you want anything yen
can't eat |”

“Oh, really, Chorryl It’s for that
cad m1th,}50 you know t” explained
Bunter. “Don’t tell him, of coursal
I never got him in that boaby-trap last
week because the beast wouldn't go to

Queleh’s atui:}y for that paper—and van
know what I got when Quelch got it
I'm going to get him with that packet
of electric ennif.  Look lere, yon
fellows, you can all stand round awd
laugh when he sneczes it off 1

Evidently, Bully Bunter's fomdd was
«1ill poing strong, But thse Tamous
Five were uot ﬁl:nl to provide the
cinews of war for his next olfenzive
nrainst the enemy, Kven the prospeet
of standing round and langhing whils
E-*i-mil,hy sneezed it off did net iempt
thoin,

“*Pain't mueh ! urged the fat Onl
“T'vo been disappointed about a postal
order, you know—and I'm slony—Iier
oneo Y

“For once!” pasped Bob.

“¥Yes, It docan't often happen. sy van
know, snd I'm expeoting o postal order
from & titled relation to-morrow. Bok
you see, I want to gad that electnie
shuff off Fishy to-dayl Dash it a2l
it's only one and a kick 1™ said Buouter
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warmly, “You can dub up one and &8 Vernon in the wvisitors’-room, & fow

hick [!!
Bob Cherry chuckled.
“T don't i:nuw about the one,™ he
said, “but I’'l dub up the kick!"
And he did—on the spot!l It was not
the kick that Bunter expected or
wanted, and the fat Ow h{wmf;
received it, departed with a loud yell.
“By gum I’ said Johuny Bull. The
gight of Billy Bunter had reminded
him of something. “By gum ¥
fiWhﬁt'_"' ] )
“MThat yvarn Bunter was sploning us
on Saturda ¥ breathed Johnny.
“What about 7" asked Bob. “It
was &ll gammon !
“We asked Trotter
it renlly was Captain Vornon who called
to sco Smithy that day,” said Jolinny
Bull. *And—and—— Look here, was
it all gammon? It was a queer yarp
for Bunter to make up, anvhow—and
part of it was proved what Trotter
seid: and we know Bunter was hiding
in the visitors’-room. You remember
he bolted out of the window of that
room when Qu:zlr:-h got after him?
Look here—" .
“What the thump have you got in
your head now " asked Bob. .
“I've got this 1n my head|” said
Johnny Bull dehiberstely. “We know
now that old Redwing never went off
at Dover with his pater, as the tele-
ram &ald. know, whether wou
allows do or not, that old Reddy
would as soon pinch Quelch’s watch as
tell him & string of lies. His bike was
found et Lantham Chase. Well, he

went there. He never went on to Dover
to ium his father. And he never sent
that telegram {"

“Eh?

“It wasn't a letter, or a phone call
—{ists and volces ecan he recognized,”
said Johnny. “It was & telegram.
ﬁn;l,rhmi; could send a telegram (¥

“0Oh1” exclaimed Harr;}.r Tharton.

“But Reddy sent it—" said Bob.

“He didn’t! It was ali lies—and
that means that Redwing never did
send it. Homething's happened to
Reddy—and it happened after he

arked his bike in that thicket at

ntham Chase.”

* Johnny, old man—-~"

“And Smithy knows it 1" zaid Johnny
Bull. " At least, he suspeets it! That's
why he made Captain Vernon come
here that day—te ask him!  Smithy
ilulig well aus;ﬁiutnd that something had
appened to Reddy at Lanthem Chase,
and now we know ho never sent that
telegram it jolly well looks like it}
Bunter wasn't making up that yarn,
as wo ku%h 24

" But—" gezped Bob.

% Something’s happened to Reddy.
and somcbody elsa sent that telegram
to cover it up!"” said Johnny Bull, “If
we'd known that bhis father was still
in foreign parts I should have guessed
that, first go off. Now we do know.”

“*Oh erumbs 1

The school bell had ceased to ring.

Harry Wharton & Co. went into the
Remove Form-room.

Mr. Quelch had five very inattentive
pupils that morning. The FFamons Five
really couldn't put a lot of attention
inte Latin “con,” after what Jobony
Bull had sad |

———

A Enock-out Blow .

ERTIE VERNON came out of the
Housa after dinner that day
with a cheerful face, The

. Bounder's double was in good
wpirits, . :

Bince ihat interview with Captain
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and he told us

da_y::] ago, a waight had been off his
mind.

Ho had been resclved—passionately
resolvod—that he would not stand for
it if Tom Redwing had had foul Edgla:,n
Somehow or other he contriv to
square the Bounder’s fate with his con-
science—there even seemed to him, the
way he looked at if, a sort of justice
in supplanting the fellow who had
taunted him with being a poor rela-
tion. Now he waa hoir to millions, and
his enemy was going to be a poor rela-

tion | And eerve him right!

His conscience, on that point, was
soothed, if not satisfied. Dut the
matter of Redwing was utterly
different.

Ho was nobody's enemy. He had

never done Vernon, or anyone else, an
ill turn, He had dono his best to
restrain tha Bounder's bitter enmity
towards his relative whilo the two were
in the Remove.

The barc thought of the unhappy
lad being consigned to & hopeless cap-
tivity to further the schemes of a plotter
at Lantham Chase was more—much
more—than Vernon could bear. There
was no sophistry that could soothe his
conscience if he allowed it to go on. It
wad 6 crime, and he knew that it was
& crime, and he was ready to throw
orerything to the winds to stop it

But what he had to face, if ]13.113 throw
up the game of imperzonation at this
atage, was ﬁv&:whelmins. Ho it was
noe wonder that he had reccived the
captain’s assurance eagerly—that he
w-g.-ﬂdglﬂ.d to dismiss the matter from his
mind, and carry on a3 before,

Not for a moment did he think of
doubting the captain’s word. He did
not understand how the matter could
have been arranged, but it did not
peear to him that that word had becn
falsely given. He was quite content
to dismiss the matter from his Mmind
without fully understanding it.

1t was like the lifting of an intaler-
able burden.

Redwing was all right. . That cad and
rotter, Smath, could shift for himself
and Lake what was coming to him; what
he deserved for his unscrupulousneces,
his ungenerousness, and his malico,
That was how Vernon iooked at it—
and he let it go at that.

As he came out of the House ho had
g volume of Livy under his arm and
was thinking chiefly of sitting under
shady trees and mugging up that difi.

cult author, his keenness on the Latin
Erma being now guite tevived. If he
ad & shadow on hiz mind i1t was the

rospect of meeting Mr. Vernon-Smith
in tho holidays, now near at hand, but
olready he wns laying plans to go off
for the holidayas wilth some Remove
fellow and thus elude——or, at least, post-
pone—the meeting he dreaded.

* Smithy "

Harry Wharion overtook him in the
quad, and joined him.

“ Well ¥

Vernon's answer was curt.

“I want to ask wvou something,
Smithy, about Bedwing—"

“Chuck it at that!™ said Vernon.
“You'vn asked me that before, and
I've told you I know nothing about
him. If you can’t take my word, do
the other thing; bub chuck it and give
a fellow o rest!™

With that be walked on and sat
down on a bench under one of the old
¢lms and opened lus Livy.

Harry Wharton had no imtention of
“chucking 1. IlIe followed the
Bounder's double and sat down on the
bench beside him.

“I've pot to speak, Smithy,” he said.
“Something's como out that you may

not have heard. There was a letter for
Redwin this morping—from  his
father.

Vernon stared at him.

“From his father? Ho's with his
fathar! What do you mesn

“1 mean that he 1sn't with his father,
and can’t be, because that letter was
posted from Aden, at the other end of
the Red Sea, at the time that Redwing
left the school.”

Livy slipped from Verncn's knee and
fall to the dgruund, unheeded. Iis eyes
were fived on the captain of the
Remove with & startled stare.

“Are you mad " he asked at last, in
a husky wvoice. “Or are you trying to
pull my leg? What you say iz impos
sible 1

" Quelch showed me the letter this
morming, to identify the hand and make
sure that it was from Redwing's
father.”

“And you think it waz ™

I know it was! Queleh thinks ihat
his telegram from Dover was & spoof.
He can’t think anything else, of course |
It waz a spoof, all right. But—*

“But what?” breathed Vernon,

“I've talked it over with my fricnds,”
said Harry quictly, “and wo all fecl
sure that Redwing never would have
wired & string of lies to Qualch. That's
rot | He never sept that wire [*

“He must have.” :
“He never did! Bomething’s hap-
pened to him i
“Ob, you're mad—mad! Nothing’s
haﬂpen'a_d to him 1 muttered Vernon.
ut his face was growing white.

“Wa're surc of that,” said Harry.
* Bomebody else sent that wirr:E Smithy,

somebody who knows what's happened
to Redwing.”

“Oh 1" ponted Vernon,

“Hiz bike wos found hidden at

Lantham Chase,” went on tho captain
of the Bemove. “That's been puzeling
uz all ever sinco it was found, but we
supposed he was gll right, as he had
got to Dover. Now we know that he
never got to Dover at all.  What
bocamas of him, Smithy?*
Vernon looked at him in silenco.

*I don't feel that I can go to Quelch
and suggest that Redwing has bad foul
&17&3' somowhera,” went on  Harr

harton. *It sounds eleep; an
Quelch has no doubt that lie has eleared
off, as you did last bols—"

“I—I did "

“1 suppose you haven't forgotten
spoofing the Head last Easter and
getting off early for the hols—*

“0Oht Yes—no! Nover mind that)
Get on I*

“That's what Queleh thinks, and, of
course, it looks like it, {'hﬂuggl it
doesn't account for Reddy's bike bein
left at Lantham Chase. But we don't
think—and we want to know! Do you
know anything about if, Smithy?

“What should I Lnow?” muttered
Vornon.

Harry Wharton looked at him.

He was puzzled by the set pallor in
the junior's face and the strange look
that had come into his eves. Ho could
not fail to see that the fellow had
received & shock from what he had teld
him, and more and more he felt assured

that what DBunter had related was
frue. If Emit.h[r,.' knew nothing about
it why was he lecking like that?

“T'll speak out plainly,” said Harry,
" From somothing wo'vo becen told—
never mind by whom—it looks as if vou
suspected that something had happened
to Redwing, and that il had happened
at Lautham Chase.”

"‘.c"-:eé'n-:rn'a lips moved, bui hoe did net
speak.

“1f you've gobt any s;isPiciun in that
gquarter you can lell we” said Ifarry.



“You needn't stand on ceremony wikth
Captatn Vernon, sou always loathed
the man—"

“You fool I

“Well, you always said so, at lcast,
and vou used to say that ho had some
shady %nma on at that place. Look
hara, mithy, we're anxious about
edwing, ﬂmi if you krow anything, or
suspect anything, cough it upl” ex-
claimed ¥ fon. “You can seo the
look of the thing—Reddy parked his
bike in tho wood af Lantnam Ghase and
nothing’s known of what happened to
hiin afterwards. I caw't imagine why
Captain Vernon :zhould do him any
harm, it doesn™t seem senscl But
he was at Lantham Chase that day, and
nobody knows what happened to hinw.
Bo you know, or guspect, any roason
why Caplain Vernon should have douo
!m;'n haym, [or ihat’s what it boils down
to?*

Bortie Vernon Dburst
cordant laugi,

Ha knew now.

That day in the visitors’-roon the
eoptain had passed his’ word, and he
had trusted to 1t blindly. e had been
deluded—and now ho realised that Lo
had been deleded with his eyes open;
deceived like & baby., The captain had
lied, becauzo he feared to lot him
learny what had becomoe of Redwing.
His first suspicion, when ho had learned
of the dizcovery of Redwing’s bike, had
been right—ho Lhnew ihat pow. The
scales had fallen from his oyves.

He rose unsteadily from the bench.

“Look here, Bmithy, if you know
anything—and I ean jolly well ses in
{unr face that you do—" exelaimiod
W harton,

“0Oh, hold your fool tomgue ! broke
out Vernon. ““Leave me alonel I
know what I'm poing to do—leave mo
alone ¥ .

“That's not good enough, Smithy 17
Wharton rose from the bench alse.
“It's perfectly plain to me that you
know something—what is it1"

“Will you leave mo alone? pantod
Vernon. His voice came cracked, his
faco waa white as chalk. "“"You fool,
leave me alone, can’ vou?™

He turned and walked unsteadily
AVWEY.

Harry Wharton made a step afier
him—but he stopped. What was the
matter with Smithy be could not
imaging; but he eould seo that some-
thing was very much matter. The
fellow looked as if he had had a knock-
vut bhlow—a blow thot had almost
stunped him. Iarry Wharton stood in
puzeled silence ss he went.

When the bell rang for alternoon
school, one meémber of the Remove did
not join the Form as they went inl

AMr, Quelch noted the fact at ance;
but Vernon-8mith was in his good

races these days, and ho did not frown,
g!u supposed that that junior was, for
once, coming in late. .

But that junior did not como in late.
Heo did not como in at all!

into a dis-

The Last Resource !

I Bounder’s double dismounted
from hia bike in ithe woodland
paih at Lantham Chasze,

He threw the machine care-
lessly against a trunk among the trecs
and stood breathing hard, wiping the
parspiration from his forehead with lis
handkevchief.

Whila the Remove fellows in (Do
Form-room  were wondering  what
Suvithy wis up lo that affernoon,
Bertie Veroon had bean raciog up the

EVERY SATURDAY

Lantham road as fast as he could drive
his bieycle.

Now he was ot Lantham Chase, het,
breathless, fafigued, and at a loss.

After what I arry Wharton had told
him, only one thought had been in lis
mind—to get to Lantham Chase. He
knew the truth now; he knew whera
Tom Rﬂ!i"‘i'i“ﬁ was, and hia resolve had
rovived in full force. Without an hour's
delay—without a minute’s delay—the
k1dnagpﬂd schoolboy should be freed.
To what would follow ho had as yot
given no thought.

But he gave it thoughbt now that he
was at the Chasa and time for action
had come. He leaned on a tree in the
¢ool shade of the wood and tried to
think, To see his uncle; to tell him
that he knew now that ho had lied:
to demand that the whole rascally game
siould be thrown up and done with—
that was what was befora hin.

The captain would refusd.

He realised that now !

The power was in his hands to com-
pel him to do whst waa right—hut it
wias a power that he could not use,
One word at the police statien would
be sufficient: but he could not utter
ithat word.

It was for his sake that the man had
done this. The captain had been a
father to him since his own father had
been killed in Eﬁhting oni the Indian
Frontier. He had done sverything for
him; pinched and seraped for his gzake,
made endless sacrifices for lham—gven
the sacrifice of hia honour. For his
sake, and his sake alone, had the man
flﬂtlﬂﬂ and planned all this—-to make
iim rich, te give him a place. in the
sun—taking for hia own share only the
risk, the ponalty of the law if he failed.

That ono fixed idea had been the
man's guide: he was ready to sacrifice
others, as he was ready to sacrifiea him-
salf, for the bhoy®s sake. Tt was & erimn,
hut he deliberately blinded himself to
that aspect of the matter. His
determination was inflexible. How in-
flaxible Vernon knew frowr tho false-
hood the Army man had fold Lim that
day at Greviriars. Well he knew what
that must have cost hinr=—a man whe
had . disdained frlschood, azs he hed
disdained cverything that was small and
Inean.

He would refuse to lot go his grip!

Vernon, now that he gave the matioy
thought, know it.

He had tried to Leep this {rom the
boy's knowledge—oven at tha cost of
giving his word falsely., But now
that the Enew it would not changa
his iron determination.

What could the boy do?

Mot to save Redwing's hberty, not io
sava Redwing's life, would he, or conld
he, viter & word to bring élaﬂger to
the man to whom hoe owed =zo nruch.
That was unthinkable.

What was ha to do?

He looked out of the thivk, leafy trees
mto the sweeping avenue thet led ap
to the distant mansion. The capfain
was there: his man Hunt was rthere.
He was powerless to dJispute  ihe
captain's will. When ha met with a
grim refusal, what was he to do?

Ho panted.

He moved back a hiile o the trees
a3 he suddenly sizhted o Hizure on the
AVaNe, .

It was Caplain Vernon, pacing slowly
down the avenue, with his hands clasped
behind his bacle, a moods, thoughtful
[rown ou his face, ltis oyes on the ground.

From the trees Bertio woalcned Iim
in silones.  Ie Jdid not want his vnele
ta see hinn )

Heo had theown himeelf on his Wevele
and rpuccd over the milea from  the

i}

school to see him—but now he shrank
from & meoling.

What was the use? He could heay
the captain’s answer ss plaisly as if
the men were speaking to him—a curt
rofusal to alter cme jot or tittle of hi:
plans.

The captain paced
vards of him, never
waa there. )

As & winding turn_of the avenue hid
him from sight, Bertie Vernon cruerged
from the trees and ran in the dircction

£ the house. '

The captain, for a time at least,
would be away from the bujlling,
though within sound of o signal from
old Hunt if he was wanted, Old Huunt
would be there. Ho would have 1o
manage Hunt smoehow,

There was only ono way—ho kunew
that. The captain would never consent,
and he eould not use the power in iz
hands to force him. But if the iurret-
room was opened for tho prisonces-
what then?

Captain Vernon would bo faced by
an accomplished fact. What had been
done ho could not mnde.  J1b was the
boy's only resource—unless he was to
stand for this and io live his days with
the knowledge of crimo for his coustant
COWMPAnIO.

He reached the house and ran up the
sieps to the stone torrace,

The door was shué and locked, 23 it
was always when thercaptain was absont
from the house.

When Vernon knocked ho saw obd
Hunt's leathery faco at a window, loak-
ing ont beforo heo canwe {o the (doce

But as scon as he saw the schoolboy,
Hunt came to the door at once aund
opened if. His grizzled face {ook on
its kindest expression as lo lo Yernon
in.

“You, Master Berlio!” Lo sail
“Your uncle's gone into the woml, s
e kecpa an eye open for frespassers !

“T'1 wait for him, Hunt."

“I dom’t know that ihe master’tl be
glad to soo your hore, ste” cund ald
Hunt doubiiully. “TL abe't o safe
thing for you to come here, Masier
Bertie, considering.”

“1 had to come. That's all right !”

“I'Il eall the mwaster, sir, 1f you like
He'll hear my whistle—"

“Neo, no! I'm in no hurry--lotz of
iime, Hunt! Il wait in my mele's
voom. Look here, you can moy ine sopm-
thing to drink—I've had a rvide m u
jolly hot sun,” _

i YE-B, gip I?

(Md Hunt went back down the
pazsage that led to Lis kitchen.

Bortie Vernon crossed the lull and
intered tho room looking on io ihe
stona terrace which hiz uncle wsed as
. study.

There was & desk in the corner by
the window. Ilo waited Lill old Jlont'=
foolsteps had died away, aml then
steppng quickly to the desk. Tn ane
of the pigeon-holes wasa bunch of ke
From tho key-ring ho swiltly detncliedd
n emall, bright steel key aud slipoed it
irto his waisteoat pocket.

IIs closed the desk wgain, nnd was
srated by the window, looking ouf,
when old IIunt brought Lim a jug of
lemonade en o Lray.

“'Tho master won't bo long, 1 thisk,
«ir,” said Hlunt, as he left hin.

Vernon nodded, and picked wp s
baok. :

When Lunt was gono bo laid down
iie book. 1lle did neb toach the
lemonade. i ]

He stepped quietly into the hall,

From that hall the furret-stair
gzeended.  1lia heart beat fast es he
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stepped towarde it. Old Hunt, it ne
gaw him, would wonder why he was
going up—== did not want Hunt to
herr him or sce him. Dut the man
was bsok in his kitchen. and Vernon
stepped swiftly to the stairway. Once
theare, ha was out of sight from the
passage at the back,

On tiptoe he aseonded the winding
stone stair. When he had passed the
curve of the stairway he was hidden,
even if old Hunt had come back into
the hall. But he made no sound as he
tiptoed up to the little landing at the
top of the stair and reached the door
of the turret-room.

Foes—or Friends ?
1 HAT villain I breathed
Herbert Vernon-Smith.
“ What ¢

“That cur!” :

“Who ?* asked Redwing. He joined
his ¢hum at the window in the turret-
room that overlocked the avenue,

The Bounder's face was black with
rage. He had been standing at the
window, locking wearily out inte the
July sunshine, when he sighted & run-
ning figure—and his eyes blazed at the
sigﬁ: ﬂ% his double. :

“That rotter ! said Vernon-Smith,
between his teeth.

“VYernon |” muttered Redwing.

They both glimpsed the jumior, as he
ran towards the stone terrece below.
ifh]e;n Vernon disappeared from their
s1gnt.

The Baunder gritted his teeth.

“You fool I he said bitterly. “ You
fancy that that cur would stir a finger
if he knew you were herc a with
mel ¥ou can ses that he has the run
of the place—do you think he doesn't
know 7"

“I am sure of it, Bmithy I answered
Tom quiatly. “If he knew——"

. Hel::rhart Vernon-Smith gave a scoffing
augh.

He leaned wearily against the
window-shutter., All the bitterness n
his heart had been roused by that
ghm of his enemy and rival—the
ouble who had supplanted him at
Greyiriars, who was planning to sup-
plant him as heir to millions,

On the day the captein had spoken
through the panel, he had shared, for
a moment, Redwing’s hops! But that
hope was gone again now. Day after
day of weary imprizonment banished

hope.

gﬁc&l

He gave a sudden start, and his eyes
shot to the door.

Redwing turned.

1t was the click of a key in the lock.
Only at meal-times were the prisoners
vigited, and no meal-time was near,

The door opened.

Redwing gave a violent start, and
the Bounder’s eyes blazed, as Bertio
Vernon stepped into the turret-room.
Both of them stared at him in astonish-
ment.

He closed the deor swiftly.

Then he turned to them, with his
fingﬁ{ to hia lips, in sign of silence.
Redwm%;a eyves fixed on him question-
ingly — hopefully | The Bounder's
burned at him with fierco animosity.

“Youl! You cur | breathed Herbert
Vernon-Bmith, “Youl You've eome
here—by gad, I'll make wyou sorry
you've come "

Ho made e rapid step towards his
double, his fists clenched.

Tom Redwing pushed him back, so
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;_';;-Il;ghlj that he staggered and almost
all.

“Brop that, you fool I breathod Red-
wing " Quiet ¥

“Oh, le« bim rip!” eaid Vernon, in
a low, bitter wvoice. “If we're beard,
I've come here for nothing—let him
ript I'm letting down the man who's
done evervtbing for me, in coming hero
—not for that rotter's sake! He could
stick here for his lifestime, for all I
care—it's what he deserves and what
he's asked for. Let him Lkick up one
of his shindies—that’'s all he thinks
about ™

“Keop your paws to vourself, Red-
wing ¥ snapped the Bounder. But ho
made no further move to advance on
hiz enemy. .

They looxed at one ancther—bitter
dislike in both the faces that were so
strangely similar: scorn, az well as dis-
like, in Vernon’s. DBut the Bounder,
when he spoke again, spoke quietly.

“Why have you come here?”

“You can't guess!” encered Vernon.
“No—you wouldn't! Redwing can
guess—he knows|” ;

“Yes, T think I know!” said Tom
Redwing quietly. '

“1°1l epeak to you—not to that hooli-
gan a.n? blackguard | I've found out
that you were %l Did you think I
knew before?®

“1 was sure that you did
answered Tom. 5

“¥You're a decent chap, Redwing |
You knew that!™ muttered Vernon.
“Tf Amith had been as decent as vou,
ne would never have been here,
wouldn't have stood for it—neither
would my unclel I—I suppose mu
think pretty badly of my uncle—but
beliove me, he would never have lifted
a finger to this rotten business if
Vernon-Smith had not been what he

“Thanks!" sneered the Bounder,

Vernon's eyes gleamed at him.

“You know it's true!” he said, “If
vou'd been a fellow like Redwing—liko
Wharton—liko Bob Cherry—you know
yvou'd never have been heret! You've
gnt- your own rotten rascality to thank
or what you've beon through! How
did you pet into this place at all--you
came hera to play a rotten trick-—and
were caught for your pains! I've used
vour name at Greyiriars—haven't yvou
usad mine, for your rotien irickerics—
and weren’'t vou the hrst to begin that
ame? You've got back what you
anded out—and serve vou right!"

The Bounder looked at him—in
silenes.

There was truth in what Vernon zaid
—more truth than was palatable to the
Bounder of Greviriars,

Put, bitter as Vernon's words were,
it was dawning on Smithy why he had
come there—that this meant freedom.
Elis rival, his enemy, his supplanter,
had come to set him free—not for his
own sake, certainly, but because Red-
wing could not be set free without him.

And Smithy could understand, very
clearly, what the fellow was facing in

eral

not 1

taking such a step.

Redwing had  judged him more
kindly than the Bounder—and Bedwing
had been right,

“I've heen in your placo at tho
school " Vernon's voice went on, low
and tense. “I've improved wvour re-
putation for you—if you've any use for
s decent name in the school you've dis-
graced o dozen times over. You know
what Greyiriara thought of you at the
beginning of the term-—ask Redwing
what is thought now of Vernon-Smith
-—he edan tell youl T've made a2 namea

for you at Greyfriars that it will take
vou a whole term to disgrace again.”

Yarnon-Smith wineed.

But he did not speak, and the hatred
and cage had died out of his face.
stood silent, hir eyns fixed intently snd
curiogsly on the face that might have
been his own reflected in the glass.

“I'm not here for your sake! You
know that! You've asked for all
you've had—and morel You've de.
sorved it all—and more! Even your
father —even Mr. Vernon-Smith —
wouldn't have been sorry, in the long
run, that his son at Greyirizes was not
in constant danger of being kicked oub
of the school for rotten blackguardism.
He will get n good report of vou this
tormeI've earned it for you—the first

ood school repeort wvou've ever hadl

ut I'm wasting breath on yow.™

Vernon turned to Redwing.

“I've come here om vour accountl
As soon as I knew, I made up my mind
to that. And you knew I would.”

“1 was sure of it!” said Tom.

“¥Yes—you're decent—you can under-
stand another fellow being decent, too,
I don't care what Vernon-Smith thinks
—no decent fellow would care for his
opinion. But—but I'd like you to
think as well as you can of my unele
I can’t expect yom to understand—but
if you knew how kind he has been, how
generous he has been, to his brother's
son who was h:!:t. without 4 bean in tho

world, you might find some excueo
even for what he has done in this
affaip——>

Yernon's voico faltered.

“There's soma exeuse for taking a
fortune away from a blackguard who
would throw it to tho winds on cards
and horses, snd giving it to o fellow
who'd make & good and decent use of
it. I tell you, so long as it was only
Vernon-Smith, I’d stand by my uncle.
But—but—try to understand, Redwing,
that nothing more than that was ever
meant—you left him nd choice, when
vou found that fellow lhere—his back
was against the wall—thet’s why—*

He broke off again,

“But it's no good talking! I'm hers

to let you loose—and when you go,
Vernon8mith must go! The whole
game's up! But—I've got to sen my
uncle safe! He's done everything for

me—now LI'm Itﬂ:ttinjg.i.1 him down, and

bringing danger on him. I'm askin

nothing for myself—net from you, an

least of &ll fromm Vernon-Smith! But

my uncle's got to bo scon elear—you

owe me that, if I let you out of this!®
Redwing nodded.

There was a decp pity in Lis heart
for the fellow who stood with pale,
tormen fnce, speaking in  husky,
faltering lones.

“I don't know how it ean turn ont [#
went on YVernon, “Coodness knows
what vou can say abt Greyfriaral It's
easy enough for Vernon-Snmith—he'a
nnhv got to stop back inte his place,
and hold his tongue—nobody knew that
I had taken his place, and nobody
need know that he takes it back. Dut
iuu—-rg'-:tu're believed to have gono off—

bolteved, like the rest, that }'nu’d
joined your father at rea—till tho letter
came—"

“The lottor—"

“Wharton told me this afternoon—a
letter from vour father at some foreign
port. (%t!.ﬂ-lc knows now that you never
joined him at Dover; be thinks you'we
cleared off on some stunt of your own;
making a lying excusc, as I hear thai
Vernon-Smith did last holidays. Yew'll
have to explain that somoeliow; T can'g
nsk you to stond for that., But—-"*

Tom waited.
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** Tell the police what you know,” said Captain Vernon, *““ and I shall be taken away with hand-

“But you've got to give me your
promize to say nothing to endanger my
uncle. You owe me that for what I'm
doing. If you think He ought to face

unishmet:t for this you can be satls
tied—his whole plan knocked on the
head, ruin all round. He's spent all
he had on the place to carry out this
game, and now it's ending in a crash.
That’s penilf.y enough—if you want a

tl e e e ol

“1 !fﬂl.]'t"" said Tom quietly. “If I
get back I've got to put mysclf right
with Queleh somehow, but that's all
Yveo no wizh to harm anyone. It's not
for me fo judge or punish.”

“Yes, I kpew you'd say so” said
Vernon “You're decent! I needn't
make torms with you; I can trust you!
But, Vernon-Smmuth *he turned to the
Bounder again—"vou've got to make
the saime promise, and I've got to trust
to it. And what's your word worth i

“Bouthy's word 13 as good as mine,
Vernon, if he gives it,” said Tom Red-
wing quicily. * You fellows would have
been better friends if you'd judged one
another better

Vernon gave a hopeless shrug. Hbo
had to trust the Bounder's word, and
he could }Inlfa.-.:a little faith in it.

“Keap him up to it if yvou can 1™ he
mutterad.

Vernon-8mith spoke quietly :

“¥ou'r. a fool, Vernon, and Pve
been a fool, too! T'd act dilferently if
it had to come over again. Do you
think I can't seoc in your foce what it
costs you to come here and do this?
I wish we'd been better friends: it's
too 1ate for that now DBut I'm not your
enemy. at any rate Once I'm out of
this, rcbody has anything to fear from
ma. Givo me back whot's my own, and
we'll part without enmity.”

Viernion lookied at him doubtfully.,
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. cuffs on my wrists ! »?

“I puust brust you I he multered,

“You can trust me” said the
Bounder, without a sign of anger.
“You'ra a better fellow than I believed
~—a better fellow thaon I am, I dare say.
I tell you, I will never speak & word

to harmn you or i;'r.:tur nnele! I must
tell my father what's happened; vyou
wouldn't ask me not to do that, But

I'll get his word to say nothing, and
onee it's over, he won't boe onxious to
tell the world about an affeir like this.
You're doing the right thing now; you
shan’t be scery for it !*

Vernon looked at him hard.
His tense face relaxed,

“Keep to that1® he said. ' Perhapa
I've misjudged you; 1 know you've mis-
judged me Ho 1{:11% as my uncle is
clear, I don't care for anything else.
Fve got to sco him clear, and—and, in
the long run, I believe he'll be as glad
a3 I am that this miserable business
came to nothing. Leave it at that.”

. He turned to the door, and unlocked
It agoin.

Tom Redwing drew a deep, deep
breath; the Bounder’s huml‘]t beat
almost to sulfocation. Freedom at last
after so many weary weelks! Ireedom
—the most priceless of all blessings—
and from the hand of hiz enemy ! But
in that moment o relicf the last traco
ﬁf E-r;mlty waa rone fram {he Bounder's

eart.

The End of a Family Fend !
VERNDH put his (uger to his lips

again
Bui the prisoners of the
burret-roomn dnd nob weod warn-
ing. The door vwas open. Freedomm was

before them.  DBuor they were not out

of the wood yet They knew, as Vernon
knew, that escapo hung upon a thread.

Hunt was below; the captain was not
far away If the alarm was given gll
Was OVer.

Vernen led the way down the turret
stoar,

Vernon-Smith and Toem Redwing
followed him on tiptoe.

At the foot of the stair Vernon sipnad
to them to remain in the cover of the
?taillrwﬂ}f while he stepped out into the
wall.

Ho locked from the window. The
captain was not to be scen on the
avenue. There was safety 2o far. He
turnod from the window and stepped
into the passage at the back of the %kﬁ.

At tho end of that passage a door
was wide open, and he could see old
Huni smeking a pipe by the window.

Vernon walked down the passage and
stepped into Hunt's room.

Vernon-8mith and Redwing remained
silent on the stairwny, They heard
Vernon's voice spesking (o the cap:
tain's man.

“ My unc!o hesn’t come in vet, Hunt.
I'm roing down the avenun. If he
comes in tell him I'm here”

“Yes, Master Bertie”

Verpon camo out of the roomw, clesing
itho dony after him.,

A moment later ho was at the foot of
tive stair.

“Quick I he breathed.

Vernon-Simith and Redwing followed
E:itﬂ, with beating hearts, across the
1all. .

Hunt's door was closed now ; he could
not 2o intc the hall Ii he opened it—
if the capiain came in the iront
door—— It seemed fo the escaping
prisoners that thei hesrts were beat-

Tue Macrer Lisrary.—No. 1,642
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ing like hammers, Vernon was doing
all he could; but if they were seen
escape was cut off. and it was little
lixely that the Army man would ever
ive his nephew a chance of raﬁuatmg
this attempt. All depended on the next
fow minuates.

Vernon opened the door on the
lerrace.

He looked out with almost haggard
cyes.

In tie distanco a figure came 1n sight.

Captain Vernon was crossing the
avenue ot 8 distance It seemed to the
boy that his heart wes ceasing to beat.

Bul the Army man did not turn
towards the house. He crossed the
avenue and dis-_adppnamd into the wood
on the other side. -

Vernon glanced over his shoulder.

" Now I he whispered.

He stepped out on the stone ferrace.
The two juniors followed him, and the
throe of them ran aeross the teorrace
and down the stepa. _

To Redwing and the Bounder, it
seomed like a dream to feel the sun-
light on their faces, the free wind from
the sea blowing on them,

There was & sound in the building—
the sound of an opening door. It was
old Hunt's door; he was coming out of
hiz room.

“Duck ! breathed Vernon. .

The terrace was high onough to hide
them. They ducked their heads as the
hurried olong 1. 1f old Huot looke
from o window he did not see them.

A minute later, and they had cut
across a weedy lawn and were in the
sholter of the trees

They did not sto
way swiftly, and

Vernon led the

ey followed him,

winding into the depths of the wood

o
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without & pause towards the path that
led to the Lantham road.

Suddenly he halted and made them
an agonised sign to be silent.

An exclamation was heard; it was the
captain’s voice Through interstices of
the foliage they glimpsed him.

He was standing by a bieycla that
leaned on a tres, staring at it. Probably
he kpew that it was his nephew’s
bieycle. Finding it there by chance as
he went through the wood evidently
amazed him.

¥ Good gad! What—"

His exclamation eame clearly.

The Bounder clenched his hands des-
perately. But Vernon caught his arm
and drew him away. y

Keeping their heads low, creepin
softly in the underbrush, they circl
round the spot where the captain stood,
and in 8 few minutes they were out of
sight and sound of him. )

Vernon passed his hand over his fore-
head, thick with perspiration. But
they were safe now

A few minutes more of winding
through the wood and they came out
into the path close by where it turned
off the high road. Another minute, and
they were out of Lantham Chase, stand-
ing in the open road, with cars pass-
ing, free and safe at last—free and
safe, even if the steely eyes of the Army
man had now fallen on them.

Vernon stﬂfvpad.

“You're all right now I he muttered.
*“Got away—the sooner the baotter ™

“And you?" asked Redwing in a low
veice, o

Vernon gavo a bitter laugh. )

“Greyiriars will never see me again;
vou’ll never see me againl I've got fo

ace my uncle now| Get going!

Rodwing held out his hand.

—n
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“You've done right, Vernon,” he said
quietly. “You'ra glad of it now; your
uncle will be glad of it later. I'm sure
of that. Good-bye, old fellow—and
good luck

Vernon gripped his hand.

Then he looked at the Bounder,

Herbert Vornon-8mith semiled faintly,
and held out his hand.

“ Give us your fist,” he said. "“Weo've
been foes—and fools! Let's part
friends 1"

And Vernon gripped his bhand in
turn.

Then they parted—Vernon-8mith and
Redwing hurrying up the road towards
Lantham, Vernon watching them till
they were out of sight. And then, with
a clouded face, turning back into the
wood—to faco his uncle and tell him
what he had done.

The Blow Falis.

APTAIN VERNON steod on the
stone terrace, his eyes fixed on
a- schoolboy who came up tho

avenue. )
There was & grim frown on his face
as he watched Bartie Vernon.

He did not ai]eak as the junior came
up the steps of the terrace. Hias eyes
fixed grimly and questioningly on the

hog "
ernon faced him quietly.

f:i".i."ﬂu koow I was here, uncle,” he
aaid,

“Hunt has told me, and I came on
rgur bicycle,” said the eaptain curtly.
‘What does this mean? To-day is not
a holiday at the school 1"

B G L]

“¥You have leave from clasal”

“-Hﬁ‘- LE

“Why are you hero!” :

“I've done with class and done with
Greyfriars, uncle.,” Vernon's voico was
low and clear. *“1 found out that what
gﬂ-u told me the other day—I'm not

laming vou, but I've found out.”

“ How 1" |

“A lotter for Redwing,
father abroad.”

“One cannot guard against every
chance,” said the captain composedly,
“What I told you, Bertie, was tor your
peace of mind. It was not easy for
me to tell you what I did. But you
exacted it; it waz for your co of
mind. And now you know—what 1"

* Redwing—"" .

The captain stared at him in silonce
for & moment or two.

He did not know yet what had hap-
penad. Ile did not begin to suspoct.
His look showed what he was thinking,
and hia pext words showed that he
roalised that the boy must now know
the truth.

“Very well,” he said. “You know., I
did not wish you to know, It was
better not. What you know, you had
better forget as soon as possible.”

He made a gesture towards the high
turret. )

“That turret keops its own secrets,™
he said. " We are too deep in this for
retreat, Bertie. You need not concern
vourself for Redwing—he 1z merely a
pawn in the game. I am sorry. I fik&
the boy and respect him, but he
brought his fate upen himself. And
not for him, or a thousand such, would
1 retrace a single step of the path 1
am following ™ .

“I knew it 1" muttered Vernon.

“WNeither, I hops, will he mmzein
long a prisoner,” went on the captain.
“When he realises that he eannot help
his friend, that it is useless to remain
obstinate, he will come to my toerms,

from hia



and I will gladly let him go his own
way. '’

*HHa would never ler Vernoo-Smith
dawn

“Mover 13 a long word!? said the
captain, " But if yon are right, he
mus$ take his chanecs; Ne must hie upon
tha bed he has made for himaelf,
tell you, o thousand =uch zliculd nob
stand in my way.”

T And tlus " cald the schoolboy, iz
for my sake! YFor my sake you do
this] Guilt and shame for vou, zuilk
and shame for me!” .

“YWords are only words,” said Cap-
tain Vernon. “J am sorry that you
have learned how the motler stands.
But now you knew, wvou must stand
for it as I must stand for it. There
is no altcrnaiive.”

Vernon swiled faintly. :

“There fa, and I have found it”
lva zaid. ™Az soon as I kunew, I left
the school—fur good!™

“You will refurn to Greyiriars
within the bhour. You will carry on
there as Herbert Vernon-South. You
have come, as you came before, to talk
nonsense. Yoil may save your breath.
‘There is one way, and one way only,
of releasing the boy Redwing,” said
the eaptain, with grim irony. “Go to
tho police station at Lantham, and tell
thews what you have found ouf, Red.-
wmﬁ will be released then, and I shall
ba taken away, like Eugene Aram,
with gyves upon my wrista, If that is
what you want, I will not raise a finger
to stop you.

Vernon shuddered.

“Anything but that,” he said.

“Either that, or you return to the
school and carry on,” said Captain
YVernon. “ There is no middle course.”

“There i3, and I have found ‘it

“Leb me have the beuefit or your
wisdom, my bey,” said the captain,
with sarcastic contempt.

“I canuot return to Greyfriars now.”

“You can, and must, and will 1"

" Becauge——"

“Well ¥

“Because 1 should meet Herbert
Vernon-Smith  there,” said Vernon

uietly. *“ Vernon-8mith and Fom

edwing are both at Lantham now,
taking the train for Greyiriars.”

The captain stood gquite still.

For a long moment he seemed
stunned by what the boy had said. He
stood as if turned to stone,

Then, without :gnking, he turned
and strode into house. Vernon
heard his burried tread ring on the
turret stair. Then there came an ex-
clamation, or rather a roar, of rage.

-Captain Vernon emeorged on the ter
race again. 15 face was white, his
eyes burning. -

“¥You have done this?"” he panted.

“I hava done it 1"

The ]i?!ptnin stood looking at him,
His hand rose, clenched, but dropped
to his side again. He threw himself

on & bench on the terrace, and sat, still
staring at the boy's face. A bitter
langh fell from hias lips.

“This is the end,” he said.

“It iz the end!” said Vernon. “It
was ihe only way—to save you, and to
save mysclf. It was madness from the

beginning. =~ You thought of making
me rich. If I had tou the follow’s
money, I should have felt like a guilty
thief, az I should have bean. I've
tried to think that he deserved it—that
ha would have done the same—that
anything was good cncugh fir such a
rotter | I was fooling myself—just as
ou were. Wo judged him so barshly,
use it was an cxXcuse—a SOp 10
consclence. IHe was not so bad as we
thought--ns wo chose to think.”

I what has
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“You have ruiried us both.”

I think I have saved us both,” said
Vernon. “1 tell you he was oot so
bad as we chose to belicve, and, even
if he was, that was no ezcuse for rob-
bing him. DBut he was not He has
given his ﬁmmise to say nothing of

sppened here. I elaimed
that—->"

“His promise! You think that is
worth the breath fo witer ig?™

“Yes, I believe him, Aud Redwing
has given his word. 1 toll you, now i%
ia gver, all i3 over, and we can go.
And,” added Vernon, with a deep
breath, “we can go ho!dmg up our
heads with no guilty secrets to keep.
What do I caro for Mr. Vernon-Smith's
mwillions ? pever gave them a
thought. liven while I used the fel-
low’s name at the school, I shuddered
to think of touching his money. Oh,
I am thankful that it is over "

The captain sat looking at him.

“And this,” he said, “is the cnd.
The end of planning, the end of every-
thing. All T have worked for, all I
have hoped for—and thoe blow comes
from your hand! I go back to India
a penniless adventurer, and you—you,
for whose sake I have done this—you
will be left to tho bounty of that boy's
father, to hear his jeers as a poor rTe-
lation. That i3 what you have done!”

“Better that than what we were
doing1” ~ said Vernon  stubbornly.
“Even if it could have gono on; but
it could not. You were blinded
your own plana, I sew more clearly
than you did. I tel vou, it could not
have gone on, even if I had been will-
ing; and hgh ending as it has, it has
savad us both from publie disgyace.”

“Enough I mufiered. tho captain,
“You have done this. It is denei: and
canuot be recalled. You have ascted
on your own judgment. You fancy
that it is better than mine.”

“In this matter, it is better,” szid
Vernon. _“I bhelicve they will keep
their word, as I gave themn their free-
dom.  But if they had been found
here, what would have happened
then 77

“Enough " mutteved tha captain.
“Lcave me—leave me, T tell you!”

Bertie Vernon wont quictly n at the
door. Tho captain remained on the
bonel, siaring from the forrace over
the 1 aveuue and the green woods
of Lantham Chase. o sat silent,
overwhelmed, n desperate man lonk-
g on tho ruin of all hia hoper, the
utter disaster of all his plans.

Only In Time,
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I Five fcllows passed Billy
Bunter Liko the idle wind which
they regarded not.

After eclass ITarry Wharion & Co.
headed for the bike-shed.

Billy Buuter, still in need of an loan
of onc-and-six, squeaked unregarded.

They went into the shed ?m thoir
machines,

Billy Buuler rvolled alter them and
blocked the deorway with his ample
Bgure.

*1 say, you fellows, I wish you'd
lisicn to n chap!™ ho exclsimed. “I
say, omithy's web back yet! Look
here, look what 2 chanee it 18 to fix
up that cleetrio snulf in his study
for him when he blows inl  Fishy
will lot me havo it for ono-and-six——>"*

“You fat chump!”? cronted Jolnny
Bull. “Bumithy  will lave enough
goming to lum for cwlting class with-
out vour fatheaded reicks in his
study 1
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“Berve him jnllg well right!" said
Bunter. “Look what I pot the other
day becanse ho never went to Quelch's
study when Ila:ﬂed him to! Dirty
trick, T aall itt ides, Queleh won't
come down heavy—he likes Smithy,
now he's taken to swottingl Bet you
he'll let him off with a jaw. But I
jolly well ain’t lotting the beast off, I
can jolly ‘well tell you! 1 say—"

“Got out of that doorway, [at-
head 1™

“I'm waitin.g for you to lend mn
eﬁhbeen ence |” said Bunter, “I'vo
asked Toddy, and he says ask him
again at Christmag—"

“Well, ask us again on New Year's

Day ¥
“Oh, reslly, Cherry! I'd ask
Mauly, only 1 can’t get hold of him!

I believe ho thinks I want to speak to

him sbout ithe holidays, the way he

keeps on dudgmg a fellowt Look

%{:%te. ﬁiﬂu lend me one-and-six, and
u

) p _that electric snuff in
Smithy's study all ready for him
when he comes in! Think of him
ﬂnmg his !;:aad off— er, iI;m ho 1™

ou hopping out of the wa
fathend?ﬁ i Y

“"No. 1 sa Whooo-hoop |

Keep that bike away, you silly

chump | yelled Bunter.

A front wheel banged on n fat log,
and Bunter decided, after all, to got
out of the way! He got!

Harry Wharton & Co. wheelad their
machines out.

“Beasts [ roared Bunter
wont.

And having hurled that valediction
after the five, he rolled away in search
of somcbody else to lend him the one-
and-six that was so urgently reguired,

The Famous Five rode at &
speod. Lantham was not within
bounds EI'E*ESIF on half-holidays. It
was o good distance, and it was neces-
sary to put on speed to get back before
lock-up.  Their destination was Lan-
tham Chase.

After that interviow with the
Bounder's double, Harry Wharton had
discussed the matter with his friends
—and they had docided, wnanimously,
what thoy were going te do

What “8Bmithy” knew Wharton
could not guess, but that he knew
something he had read easily cnough
in lis face, IIs wondered, tog,
whether it wae in connection with tha
affair of Rodwing that “ Bmithy " had
cut clasa that atfternoon.

The chmms of the Hemove did not
doubt now that Bunter's strange tale
of the mterview in the vizitors'-voom
was more or less frue.  Hverything

inted to one conclusion—that Tom

rdwing, the day he had left Grey-
friars, had gono te Lantham Chaso—
anid that what was kpown of him
erdod thers |

“Bmithy,” if he knew nn%hing, had
refusnd to speak. Harry Wharton &
Clo. wore poing to find out tho facts
for themselves,

I'ey rade in & silent bunch, putting
all thoir energy inte rapid alling.
And they remchod at last the spot
where tha path threugh the Chaso
tyrned off the Loptham road-—and
little dreamed, as thag turpod 1heir
machines into i, who had stood there

hardly an hour a
Tl'.miaéllr juninrs m-gg. by the path in

single file 11}l they reoached the avenue,
when they rode in & bunch agaim,
heading for the house. They rather
oxpected overy moment te hear a
sharp voice bark to them an order to
stop—and they had not forgotten bow
'gptain Vernon had handled Coker
Tre Manxi? Lisnany.—No, 1,612,

as they
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of the Fifth when that obstroperous
youth had butted in thers, But they
wero going to see Captain Vernon
whether be liked it or not—and that
was-that 1

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” murmured
Bob Cherry, as they came in sight of
the moany-windowed front of the man.
sion. “There's the jolly old cop-
tain ¥

Captain Vernon was seated on s
bonch on the stone terrace under the
turret.

His eyes tell on the five juniors, and
he stared at them; but he did not stir.
Ilis look was indifferent—which was
rather a surprise to them, knowing ns
they did how unpleasantly he was wont
to receive callers at the Chase,

Thoy dizsmounted from their machines,
leaving them on the avenue, &and
walked across to the terrace,

The Army man watched them in
sllenen, stil! with the same indifferent
Ivole and without stirring. He did not
stir, and did not speak, whon they
mounted the steps to the terrace.

iz hard, cold, dark-com flexicmed face
seemod the same as usual, excopt that
it was a little pale.  But his indiffer-
oence was hard to understand.

The juniors capped him civilly,
Their visit could hardly be called a
friendly ono; but they certainly did
not want any trouble that could be
helped.

“Please excuse us for butting in like
his, sir!" said Harry Wharton, as the
ecapinin did not speak. “We had ifo
come—there’s something  that  we're
bound to ask you. I hope you will
listen patiently.”

“What do you wanti”

The captain broke his silenen at last.
He spoke in o low wvoiee, liko a man
WORTY.

“Can vou fell us where Tom Red-
wing is?”

Coptain Vernon started for a moment
oud of his indifference. Then he smiled
—z strange smile that the juniors could
not understand.

“*Nol” he said. 1 cannot !

“Ts he here?” asked Harry blunily,

“No; he is not here,”

“I must speak plainly, sin,” zaid

THE MAGNET

Harry Wharton. “The weck before
last Redwing left the school—and what
we now believe to be o falso telegram
was sent, in his name, from Dover.
Hiz bhieyele was found hidden in the
woods lxum?rmf that he camo horo
that day. & beliove that something
has happened to him—and he was last
here, g0 far as onybody knows. We've
leard other things that I needn’t go
into—"

“Well 1

“We've got to know!"™ said Harry.
“You haven't forgotten, sir, that we
wero here once—not by our own wish
—and woe went up tho turret. JE was
no business of ours—at that time—but
we saw, and we can't help remember-
ing now, that shutbors had been hxed
over ihe windows—and Smithy said, at
the time, that they locked as if timay
wora meant to keep somobody in, not
to keep wnybody out.  And I must
tell you, sir, that Rodwing suspected
that somebody was shut wp in that
tnrret—he gave me a hint of that long
before he left, and 1 laughed at the
idea at the time. Buot now 14

Wharton paused.

All the juniors expected an outbreak
of furious anger from the Army man.
It would not have detorred them if
it had come. But it did not come,

Only a sardenic smile came over the
dark face as he listened,
“But now,” went on Harry, 1 can’t

help thinking of it. I wont fo ask
you this, sir—will yon permit us to go
np te the turret-room while we arc
hers now and seo for oursclves? I'm
not making any accusstion-=goodness
knows I hate speaking to you like this
—but we've got to know whother any-
thing happened to Tom Redwing while
he was here”

The captain laughed slightly.

“What if I rofuse?"” he asked.
*Ruppose I ordor you off my premises
for the impertinent young raseals you
are—what thoen?”

“If vou order us to po, we shall EE}."
answered Harry, “Buat I'm bound to
fell you that, in any case, wo shall go
direct to the police station at Lan-
tham and inform the inspector there
ihat we believe that o Groyfriars bov,
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now missing from the school, is kept
& prisoner ai Lantham Chase.”

The captain laughed again.

“You think the inspector would listen
to such a wild tale from o sct of fanei-
ful schoolboys?" he asked.

“1 think sol” said Harry quietly.
#We shall give him all the reazons wo
have for our belief, and I am gquite
certain that he would inquire into the
matter. It would be bis duty fo do
go. If yon refuse to lot us look into
the turret-room=—an unocoupled room,
unless it holds a prisoner—what are we
to think "™

The captain gave him a very curious
lock.

Ho waved his hand to the -n-}%r'n donr.

“Please vourselves ™ he said,

The juniors looked at him.

“We have your permiesion?” asked
Harry.

“Why not?* :

With rather mixed feclings the
Famous Five wont in ab the doorwar.

Old Hune was in the hall, He stared
nt l:hﬂm!, but no donbt he had heard the
captain’s voice on the terrace—he only
stared. They ascended the {urret-staiy
one after another.

The door of the turret-room at the
fop was wide open. Bars of sunlight
fell inte the room throngh fhe shutrors.
The reom was pmpty. :

They locked round it. That it had
recently  been occupied was  plain—
there were two beds, o book lay open
on the table, & newspaper of recent
date on the foor—signa of recent oceu.
pation were plentiful. But no onc was

there. In silence the juniors locked
round the room ond looked at one
angbther.

“Nobody here " said Bob ot last.

“No!™ said Harry, with a deep
broath. * But—"

He sald no more. The juniors des-
ernded the turret-stair in silence and
went out on the terrace. They wero
perplexed and doubtful, and they could
not understand the strange smile on the
dark face of the Aviny man as they saw
him agam. ‘

“Aro vou sotisfied " asked the cape
tain ironically.

% Yes, Eﬂ..iii’ Harry slowly: * but—"

He paused. He hardly knew what to
say. Ho was rot satisfied that his sus-
picions were unfounded. ¥Yet the ﬂnf-
tain had given free permission for the
turret-room to be searched, and they
had found it unlocked and empty. All
the juniors wore feeling puzzled and
perp exed and at a loss

Claptain  Vernon  shrogged
shoulder: and pointed to the avenue,

his

“Thera liez vour wavl” he said
curtly i . 1
And the Famous Five In =silence

deseended from the terraee and went
back to their bieveles. _

The captain stood watehing them as
they rode away down the avenue till
thoy were gone from his sight. Then,
at & footstep, he turned.

Bertiec Vernon came ont on the
Lorrace.

“Did they see rouf' asked (ho
captain,

HNo. gew them. What—"

The captain launghod=—a havd langh.
“You chose your own judgment, my

hoy, in preference to mine.  You
thought you were right, and that I was
wrong. ™

“QOnly in thiz ene thing, uncle--only
{this onge—>"

“And you were right” went on the
captain, nnheeding, “1 fhrow in my
hand, Bertie, I laid my plans as well
as plans could bo lnid. ¥ snw sconvity
on all sides. And all the time "=—he
langhed arain, a laueh of zeli-mockery



w2t} the time, boy,-1 was building a .
house af earda, to f:?f st a breath. Had
Vernon-Bmith and Redwing still been
in the turret-rooro when those soheol-
boys. cama, this night I should have
spent in & cell st Lantham Police
Siation. That was my security—that ¥

“Oh |" breathed Vernon.

“There is an old proverh,” drawled
the capiaie, “that hopesty is the best
policy. If I have fn-rgoi;an. it, that is
sif more reason why you should re-
membar it, my boy. We are throngh
here, Bertie, and you "—his hard voice
faltered—"vyou have saved me. What
Fuu did has saved us both.”. He
anghed again. “I have had some nar-
rOW eSCapes In my trme—never gne nar-
rower than this. What you did, sow
did only in {ime.”

He shrugged hia shoulders. -

“Pack your bag, my boy ! This night
we leave Lantham Chase. I shall be
glad to ses the last of it.” ;

. Harry Wharton & Co. rode back to
Greyfriars in a sorely troubled and per-
plexed frame of mind, little guessin

what news awaited .them at the school,
. Billy Bunter met them as they came
into the Homse with a fat, excited face.

“¥ sny, you fellows—"" he yellad.

“Oh, buzz off; bluebottle | prunted
Bob Cherry.

“But 1 say——"" howled Bunter.

"Pack it up ” .

“But I say, Redwing's back
shriekad Bunter. “Redwing, vou
mow—"

1] Eg&ati" h h R

i win e's. in the Rag now.
¥Yarocooh E’g— *

Bunter spun as five juniors rushed to
the Rag.

Back at Groylriars.

H'ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
grinned. .
The situation appesled to the

Bounder's pecnliar senss of

humour. ;

He strolled inte the Rag with his
hands in his pockets, after an interview

with Mr. Quelch, as if he had not been [

a day away from Greyfriars—as no fel-

r - Don’t “try

[ OWT  BUPET

low there supposed that he had.

EVERY SATURDAY

Fleetway

NTERESTEID in records, chuma?
Here’s an interesting piece of
news if yom are, It concerps a

young fellow who haa established a

ong-distance  sfowaway  record.
Generally, stowaways on board ship
are discovered before the ship has
travelled very far, and in these cazes
they are rent back to land by means
of the first inward-bound vessel or
fishing-boat. Not so long apo a
Britisk ateamer arrived at Osaka, in
Japan, and, upon arrival, a -stowaway
was discovered. During the whole of
the journey—eleven thousand miles—
he had escaped discovery. -He had
joined the ship at Antwerp, and re-
mained in biding all that time, which
is by no means an easy thing to do.

to beat his fecard,
chums! BStowaways are very severely
nnished in some countries, and a

long term of imprisonment. is gener-

ally the “reward ” which competitors
for the long-distance stowaway record
earn for themselvea,

Talking of stowaways reminds me
of next Saturday’s grand long yarn
of Harry Wharton & Co.—the %mt in
new holiday series—
entitled :

“THE GREYFRIARS STOWAWAY!”

Frank Hichards can always he de-
pended upen te }‘Jnmﬂnce the finest of
all boys’ yarsis, but even eur avthor

Your Editor is always plaaﬁd to hear from
his readers. Write to him : Editor of the
* Magnet," The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,;

House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.CA.

sirpasses himself with next week’r
long complete tale of the chums of
@reyfriarse, Fuon, excitement, and
adventure you'lk- find iz &ﬂenfg here,
chume. I did not intend to divulge
the idemtity of the stowaway in this
chat—that's a surprise im store for
vou next week.

"This is one of the finest adventure
yarns it has been my lot to read, and
I think you fellows will say the same
when you've read it. As wsual, there
will be plenty of “news in a nut-
shell ¥ in ‘the *'Greyfriars Herald

And now to thank the followin
readers who have written me, an

whose letters need mno reply: R
Miller (Bow), ‘Bernard Prime
{Sanderstead), “Friend ¥  Olsen

{Bexleyheath), J.. Whitfield (East
Ham), Gordon Waterman ent),
Audrey Cove (Liverpool), Mrs. V,
Brierley (Birmingham), and Laurel
Chan (Penang).

Well, that’s about all for now,
chums, except to remind you that
aneothex great estory of Frank
Richards’ schooldaye appears in this
weck’s number of our popular com-
panion paper, the “Gem.” Pon't
miss 1h!

I =hall be “in the office ™ agzain
next week to answer more readers’
gueries. :

Tntil then, cheerio!

YOUR EDITOR.

His face was bright; he was deeply
elated. At a step he had left weary 1m-
prisonment behind,  and stepped back
inte his old life. It had been joy to
him to see even Queleh’s severe face
again. It was like wine to him to siroll
intg the Rag, to ses the old familiar

faces, to kear the buszz of schoolboy
voices, And the strange siluation
amnsed him, Not a fellow thera knew

that he had not heen seen at Greyiriars
for long weeka.

The Bounder's double was inne, the
Bounder had come back, and no one
knew or dreamed of the change.

“(h, here you arel!” said Skinner,
“What did vou eut class for, Bmithy 1™

The Bounder laughed. Vernon had
cut class. Vernon-Smith had had to see
?ue]&ﬁh about it. The Bemove master

id not know; the Remove were not
going to know., Smithy waa saying no
wm'u:g. of the fellow who had been his
enemﬁ, and whose enemy he had been.
The hatchet was buried now, and the
secret of the hinpersonation was buried
with it.

“£ih, just cheek " he answerad.

“"Whopped " asked Peter Todd.

“No,” answered the Bounder gravely.
“I'va been such a good hoy lately thos
Quelch has gone quite easy with me.
I've got a detention for the last half-
holidey of the term—to make up for
loct time, you know, Merely that, and
nething more, my beloved ‘earers ¥

“Fou're in QQueleh’s good praces
new,” said Skinner.

“I'm afraid it won't lastl" sighed
the Bounder."I've got a gort of mis-
giving that next term I shall be’ the
zame bad old het sgain. I'm goin® to
iry to keep it up for the rest of this
term—only a fow days, thank goodness!
But next term—" He chuckled,

“Dut I say, have you heard ?” asked
Taddy., "Redwing’s come back [

“Has he 7" ]

: ‘;;!i:'ea, a dozen fellows saw him come

i

“Where has he been all this time?
asked Vernon-Smith carelessly.

“ Coasting in that jolly eld lugger, 1
suprnsu. That’s all anybody knows,
Jolly lucky he had =ense enough io turn
up ﬁefnra the end of the term. They
mayn't sack hitn now, though, by gum,
he's asked for it 1™

The Bounder nodded and walked to
the window, and stood staring inte the
sunset ir the quad. No one took special
heed of him, never dreaming that he
was not the same fellow they had s¢en
in Form that morning.

His face was grave and thoughtful
now. Tom Redwing, be knew, was with
his Form-master, and Queleh had to be
satished. The story of the kidnapping
and the Impersonation was not to be
told. A promiss was a promise.

Neither had the Bounder any desire
to harm the fallow wha had been his
tapplanter, or even the man who had
planned thee strange and desperate
game. He was free. He was back in

his old place, and he owed it to the
fellow whose bitter enemy he had been.
Ha' was ready to forgive and forget.
But he wondered uneasily how Redwing
would get through with his Form-
n‘:ax\srtm:;n'.+ : .

Redwing was not finding it ensy.

Mz, q:iﬁhh met him with & grim
frown when he entered his study. For
a couple of weeks that junior had beon
absent from school without leave. The
telegram from Dover waa & fabrication,
What hed he te say?, :

Eegwing stocod before hi  Form-
nmster—qaieth r&s{:mﬁu!, as he always

a

was. Buf he ittle te say., ay
That was

“T could not return, ste,” he sald.
never sent that telegram,
done unknown to me. I'was prevented
from coming back. I hope, sir, that
vou will reznember that you have always
trusted me, and will trust me now.™

‘"Is that all tha explanation you can
give me, Redwing i asked Mr. Queleh,
u.l:arm? at him blankly. " Do you su
poze for one moment that that will
satisfy me, or your headmaster, if I
place the matter before him §¥

“Yeam afraid not, sir.” said Tom, in
a low voice. “But if - tell you, sir,
that—that the matter concerns Mr.

Vernon-Smith'a
“Yea sir. The matter concern: him;,

and whes I have explained to him I amg
TRE Migser Lmpearr.—No, 1,642,






AT THE MERCY OF THE

MUTINEERS!

A Hair-Raising Story of School and Sca
Adventure, starring Dr. Birchemall and
his boys— Jack Jolly & Co., of St Sam's.

By DICKY NUGENT

“ Ready, you fellows ¥ 72
* Ready, I, ready 17

" Then follow me ! said Juek Jolly,
of Bt. Sam's, in 8 tenss, thrilling wisper.
“ Don foreet, cho erack on tha
napper from your belaying-pins for overy
mutineer we meet ! "

“ Yes, rather!" grinned Merry and
Brieht and Fearless.

"They fullowed thewr leader across the
Jeck of the Mery Ann.

Nito had descended on ilie ocean—
nite ns black as pitch, save for the
hrilliant light of the troppick wmoon.
The hour for which the St. Sam’s follows
were waiting had struck. Now, Jack
Jolly & Cu. were going to afrike, them-
solves !

One after another, ithe loyle members
of the erew of Mr. Fearlesa’ yocht had
disappeared. The kaptin,
Lhe tivst and second mates,
the clicef enginecr, and
wil the regulur hands had
vannished withoul troce.
Lven Mr. Tearleas himsell
had gone, and the Mary
Ann wes in the lands
of & gang of broolal and
desprit mutineers — hire-
lings of Hymer Xerr, who
had  joined the Mary
Aun for the sole purpuss
of foiling  Ble. Yeurless'
alterupt {o eatch  that
shady scoundiel! !

The one redeeming
irotcher ahout it all was
?nmull—iuuk Jolly & Co. were still at

Fpo |

Dolying wll the elforta of the
mutinecrs, iho heroes of the Founml
had so far evaded capture. Now, with
daventlesa curridge, they were mnliang o
bold bLid to hit back at the muimous
ﬁ;:mm-.i.mlla who had scezcd Lhe Mmy
Ak

The gallant quarteite pawsed in the
shadows, as they saw somcono peep
over the poop. 1'or a breef moment, w
bearded profile wuas silhouetied sgainst
the muon—a profile that the St Sam's
{ellows vechernised in a tosh as that of
D, Altred Birchemnall !

“The Head!™ pgasped Tearless.
Y Then be hasn't vannished like ihe
vest ! By the look of hiw, hw's dodgiug
the mudineers.™

“oiList 1Y breethed Jolly.
oot printa ! "

'Lwo burly [iggers loomed up belove
tho juniors, who raized their belaying-
s I vesudingess,

* The stacbeard walch!”
Fearlesa,

Tho wvext moment, the Co. made o
ppringg 1 Four beluxing-ping laaded on
thoe Dwadda of the motineers with four
dull, mwelallick thads, and two vikums
collapeed on 1he deek without 2 niermesr !

* 1 faney wo've pul that prezhus paiy
G =leen for aa hour or so ! remarked
Jolly, witk « v darll " Keep up il
sood woe e eleava, and iowon't be long
Bolore noolie o oasnees o the vacht t This
way ! Y

They went
vikiuns

To dhe ecgurse of the neat lve minnits,
ther Fourb-Poarnweres Jdid ogralo exeention.
The decks hbogan 1o present guite o

“T hear

minflered

ofF o oseerch of fusther

uniidy  sappearsace. with  unconshus
mpfinects lying  about  all over (he
P !
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ALL CHUMS!

Cheers for the good old Summer vag !
fonz time coming, bub it's well worth waoiting o *
Who carves a fig for deponent verlis ar the prablems
of Euclid or the latest fushions in Eurcpean fronticrs ?
We can fvrget them all for weeks on end, without {lie
shigltest risk of ineurring o swishing or a detention or
even an nnpod !

P supposs thers i3 not a fellow at Grovivinis who
doesi’t wear a smile on breaking-up day.

Fooseous o

Ewots bl

Linley as well a3 open-air enthusiasis like Bob Chepy
welecome tho u]mngﬂ of acene and routine, lrgw ey 1
=y keen they may feel on sehood wok

unless 1 had scen it ui:h_‘durmg the term.,

- i) '-d:"?L Tl ) T
A ﬁ"t;jﬁ;‘:‘i . SN ™ No. 356. EDITED BY HARR%: HARTON. August 5th,1939.
thinga tnluﬂt o e T R, e A e . _.- R S - o g e e o v o e - — —
come {0 an i
end, and our herces” luck was po | scon got the upper hand. In a very short t , _ y
eggseption, tume the Co. were disarmed, WHEH CBKER H]RED A DECK'CHAIR! E:.I:ltiut::llm E;m:.?;?é}rdavdﬂv? }tlg my own e¢yes |

Suddenly, as they took eover under
the shadow of one of the lifchoats, they
saw a gprate, hulking figger rolling across
tho deck towasrds them.

“ Pete Leary—the lcader of the
mutincers ! muttered Jolly, * Let him
have it, yvou feilows ! '

“ What-ho t "

The 8t. Sam's [ellows made {o lift
thoir belaying-pins onee again. And
then something went wrong with the
works |

By a stroke of bad Iuck, T, Birchemall
had also taken cover under the lifeboat.

Bliss[ully ignerant of the Co.'s

Lo was retreeting info the sh

Backing right into thom.
The consekwenes wag that when they

POSerce,
ows and

raized  their  belayving.ping  for Peto
Leary, it was the Head that stopped

them !
Klonk ! Klonk! Kionk! Klonk!
Four feariul collisiona took place

between belaying.pins and Dr. Birch-
cmall’s nut ; and a fvendish yell awoke
the cohoes of the Mary Annf

*Yowow-ow! My bravebox!
Yarooaoo !

T'ele Leavy jumped atl ithe sound of the
Head's wild howl. Then o fverce skowl
gottled on his ngly Gier,

* Goleher, my bewiiea ! he bellowed.
*Bilt! Sam?! Pincher! Givo a 'and
oo quick 17

There was o rush of heavy feet on the
doclk.

* Buaek nwn, Bt San's [ panted Jolly.
* No survemder t ™

e funge himself into the oy, and o
wringing cheer rom Merey ond Bright
and  Fearvles: showed that his choms
wore with i,

lo was otiwrwise, however, with Dr.
Bivehemall, That  craven-harted  old
[ogey dodged out of L'z way in o
proper paniivk when he saw the advane-
ing maoh of fults.

But Juck Juolly & Co. were far too
busy (o boither sbowt e, Dirchemall.
They were in 1he bhick of battle now-—
fightine against desprit odds !

Tt was nof Ball o peht=—and they asked
for o quarter | Agzeriized vells reng
otk oeroza the deck, as thetr heloying.
piug craeked the =huils of several of their
adversaries, amd lor o toue our herges’
haapez van high.

Bit 1he muotinecie wore quick to
st Loieving-pins themselves ;o amd
G DBy w27 !'m,';-;fnq; ﬁ'ﬂ*j‘

“ Gotcher !'" cried Pete Leary gloat-
ingly, a8 the vanquished, but still delinnt,
schoolboys were lined up before him,
“ Now to give you young awabs some-
thing as'll learn yvou oot fo clout our
matea 1

Baring his ge]inw fa in & crool
grin, he raised the length of rope he
carried, But before he could earry out
his desine, Dr. Birchemall ecmerged
from under the lifeboat, wearing a
fawning, ingratiating smile.

“ BEggscuse me, but can I be of any
assistance ' he inguired nervussly.
** I happen to be rather an eggapert
at this kind of thing, and you must feel
tired after your exertiong—m-—""

T'ete Leary started violently and
lowercd his rope; and then, to the
Head's serprize and delite, he touched
his fourlock respectfully !

* Belay me if it ain't Dr. Birchemali 17
he cricd. “ We've been lookin' every-
where for vou, sir. The guv'nor—Alr.
Hymer Kerr—told uz if wo made a
suxxess of the mutiny as we was to
make you kaptin of the Mary Ann.

** Al-m.make me kaptin 12

“ That's wot Br. Kerr eaid, ari
Beeawse why 7 Becawse Lie saya you're
such a complete idjut, sir, that nothing
could possibly go right with you in
charge, sir 1 2

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jack Jolly
& Co., Even in their present hapless
plite, the chums of the IFourth saw the
fonny aide of that statement.

Dr. Birchemall, on the other hand,
took it with grate seriousness when he
realised that he was really beinz offered
the kaptiney of the yacht. ]

* Pipe down, you lubbera ! he cried,
in his most boelving voice. *' From now
on, 1'm skipper, aud my word is law.
You boys will be my personal
attendants—wniting on me hand and
foot, and treating me with the awe and
respect due to my cggsalted position,
Your efforts will be rewarded with
frequent and liberal applications of the
ropesend |

“ My hat ! "

“You, my men,” went on Dr.
Birchemall, * will run the vessel uonder
my orders. As kaptin of a crew of
mutineers, I don't objeet to mutiny as a
principle.  But any man who mulinies
againgt me  will be keol-hauled aud
florered. Get me @

1,1, sir

“ And now for supper ! grinned the
Head, rubbing hia bony hands gleefully.
“ Berve supper for me in my slate-
room in five minnits, you voung lubbers
—or you know what yvou'll geg 1™

It was o cnse of Hobwon's choiee.
"The elwrps of the Fourth muade the best
af a bad job and et about ministering
to ihe needs of the Head's inner man.

What, they asked themselves, would
b the next link in thiz wecrd chain
of advenchers ¢ They could only watch
andd wail, Meanwhile, they waited Lol
aned foot on eptin Biechemall-—the
akipper of tho Mary Ann !

(" Caplured by Cornibalz 177 «2 the Hile
of e sereamingly funny soquel lo fleis
et ot vrend woels nwmber, 1ea corler )

™

By PETER HAZELDENE

Femove mam in the : wlnle,
ordinary way are bencath
the noetice of n important
chap lilke Colw; amnd the
only reason hy deigned to
acknowledge iry existence
when ho spots me lazing
i a deck-chah at Margate
one hol afterncon was that
e had lost FPotter and
Groene. Y

* Heen thenr, kid 7 he
asleed me, wen he had
explained thia,

F‘-es open for Potter and
rrecne while I have a nap,
And no fag tricks, or I'll
whop wou!™

“ You're welcome,”
arinned.
pleasure to do things for
you, Coler.
auch a polite way of asking.”

Coker stalked scross to a
giiﬁ of foided deck-cheirs,

ired one from tho attendant
—a posh affair,

| geo if thoe same idea would
work backwards. He had
another go with the edge of
the seat and the canopy
as ground supporis end
another with the head and
the undec-frame.

“ Want a hand, Coker ¥ 77
I asked.

I =zhould have Lknown
botter than 1o have ashked
such a auestion. Coker
wouldn't pdmit that he was
unable to open a decl.chair
for worlds * THe Zave me f
{rozen stare and had another
go at it—and several more
after that! Has made

You can keep your

I
“ It'a alwonys a

You have

with a

‘i : , canao attached — and ! :
o 3"51'1:_‘:'. oll sport, 1 druggeu};rit geross to the | valiant efforts the while to
1ven’t. piteh adjoining mine. And |Preserve an air of elaborate
Coler gront d. then tho fun began ! UNCOneerl.

“ Not+ego rmech of the
‘oldeport® ! U1wasn’t so
dashed tired, looking for
those chumps, I'd boot you
for being a - sky youn
cub! Az it & I'll got =&
deck.clinir and rest for a

How Coker has lived for
seventeen smumers withoud
learning the right way fo
el up a deck.chair is a
| mystery.

%‘il‘&t ho tried to stand if;
on the supporting (rame

Thers was a fearsome
fageination in walehing him,
I should never have credited
that o single deck-chair
could be twisted into so
many weitd forms without

But he has.

Quite a crowd collecied
after a minute or so. oker
carried on regardless, {Inee
he  actually did get it
vight : but he was ﬂ:}'l-liuf.'_
it upside-down ai the time
and failed te notics ic!

It was with a gosp ol
relief Lhat he evenlually zot
it Oxed inosuch a way that il
stood uprizht. The canopy
hed become the seat amd
the seab was underneath ;
but it looked as if it wonbkl
support him. Coler vished
it aud sat down @ and the
chair promptly  collapsed,
and Coker landed on the
aaplhialt with a bump, while
the crowd checred  de-
lightedly !

Coker pave it best thea
and moved off at the double,
Ho haz not been socn in
Margate since.  Probably
be is stayving at a wnoch
quister spot—Ilearning how

tha right one coming wup, 1o open decli-chairs !

HOW THEY SPEND
BANK HOLIDAY !

By TOM BROWN

1f yvou think thet most Grevirias’
fellows spend their Bank Holidays on
swings and roundabouts, have
another thinlk 1. I have just asked a
few chaps at &' dom whobt they are
doing thizs BankHeliday—and swinas
and roundabouls are econspicnous
by thvir absence!

I'eter Todd, —or instance, proposcs
to spend the entire day  wviziting
muzenna  with s cousin Alonzo.
No spool, sithir—~he says he really
likes mugeurns |

Bolsover mejr, on his uncle's
farm in Essex, will do a hard dav's
work, while hit uncle inspects the
Territorials in a reighbonring camp.

Hohzon aand dtewart hope tov (
their firet lessonin gliding.

Penfold'a planis to sleep all day
—nfter epend withe previous night
in ihe wood~ wollecting bectles for
the Courtfie.d Entomological Society.

Lusscll hag peen put in charge of «
darts’ etall st chavity fete in his
nutive villags.

Wibley bhee asenrasement Lo play
on uportant gt in en amatear Gl
produclion.

Wingate  will pilot lia  pated'a
vileht i bwo rices ab o Sonily Ues o
vegalle.

Blundell will ride a motar-bike
zoinoe severs hill-cimbing tosie.

Fisher T, Fish interuls to spead
Banle  Halular  watehing  other
peopies Ao o daesn’t inlewd to
spenid mcre thawthis if be can help
it !

]
AL

HAROLD SKINNER on

You're bored by bathing beachoes,
youeay ¢ Yachiing makes yvou yawn 7
Fleasure.-piers seem piffling, and fun.
fnir's footling t

Ah, my young {friend, you are
suffering  from over-induloence in
artificial jollity ! What yvou need i3 o
dose of simplo camp life to restore the
healthy eonteniment
of the natural man !

Tom Brown told
me thisg last Whitaun,
and as Browuy, like
George Washingten,
can never tefl a le.
he must be right.

I loak him at his
word and spent a
week-end  camping
with Snocop and
Stoud, What an eye-
apencr to the {hres
of us was that brief
cseape Lo simple,
natural jovs!

Where  comping.
oub scorcs, we lound,
13 {hat it's ootk eut
amd dricd like your
typical seaside holi.
day.  Every hour
of the dey (not fo
every honr of the night) brings sone. |
thing liezh and uncipecled.

The fivst night, ior instance, we had |
a toirvidio thanderstorm and a food of |
romrwatey, that washed us away,

“* U, ha 07 I ehonled, as wo waded
Chneesdeen oo water to zalvame our tent
{21 elobker. * This B something we |
cshould  Bave roissed i we'd

Pyjamas.

o1t
s Ha

ot inge

CAMPING FOR CONTENTMENT!

e

anoring away in o
staffy boarding-house, ch,
what ? "'

“ Oh, rather '™ laushed
Stott. * Ha, ha!™

¥ leave you to imagine the fun we
had finding a new site for our camp at
three in the morning and the cheery
wisecracks we uttered as we
ourselves

dried
and changed inte fresh
I pass instead to the sonny

m-r.:nrnir'rg. when we were awakened by
a siray cow pushing ita head under the

tent-Bap and mooing
at ua.

“*Ha, ba, ha!"1I
roared. ' Fanev n
cow nviling itzell Lo
hrelileer with vg, you
fellows! Now you
wouldan't get that at
i seaside  boarding.
honae, would %‘ﬂ-ll il

 Nofear M howled
Snoop. * Ha, o,
ha 1Y

When the cow ot
tangled up with the
tent-ropes and pulled
down the whole thino
on top of us, wo
simply hooted with
it

* lmagine  lellows

payine to rool about
i stully hotels when

mention nearly | von ean cot all Lhis fee ! almost
sobbed Buoop, as we sorted gurselves
* Ha, La, ha !t ™ ¢
. bha, ha 1" yelled Sloib awl E.
After we had drviven oft the eow aned
put up our tent afain, we set about
brokker,
touned the oy of the mmexpectcod.
sittis down ab nine o'elock prowyl (o
been | the monoteny of pericet!y preveed § vet he doles on all sutis !

Here  again,  we

Nu

All this being so, it scems stranae 10
refleet that many of the fellows i
are now looking forward to the lLiols
will be equally glad when the 1ime
comesd Lo retuin Lo Greyiriars scain !
Yot that always happeus in & nemlar
of cases. Why ¥

Aly own idea about it is that the chap
whao feels relicved to get back to sl
has failed to organise his holidsy
property, '

When you get a long wacation. it i
net sufficient to wait for exeiting things
to tarn up of Lheir own eccord and just
heppen to yon. You have to o onl,
and find them for yourself! Ji vun
dJon't, then boredom is hound to set. i,
ane you i! {ind Fﬂﬂtﬂﬂ]f]ﬂﬁkiug Yarwannl
Lo term (e again as & reliel from ihe
wonotony of the vacation to which vou
looked forward so keenly ! :

I ean promise you one thing—-(hat,
whatever we do and wherever we o,
Bob and Frank and Johnny and Tnky
and I will make things hum. We shall
extract the meximum amount of fun
out of our hols. and boredom i= 1ha

last thing in the world we «hall
oxperonce | H
Tuke wy tip and do likewise and

here's wishing you all 88 good o ae,
ag we ars moing to have !
All the best, chums }

Hanry WHaR1x,

= e

Er:rrridge and benutifully  browned
acon and eges. Instead of tlint.
we had the fun of rescuing bocon i
the decp puddle into which it laut
fullen the wnicht before, and coolinge
eoen that had smashed in the nove
one slicky mass, they were, shells sl
all ; fearlully funny!

The taste of that meal, toa, wis
something  altogether new to
Cooking by gus and electricity is ol
very well, but it doean’t give you il
peat-smolicd fluvour of & meal frivid
over & camp-five. 1t wag go rich ol
fragrant that our puny, over-civilisf
tummies could not stand up to it, ard
we had the delightfully quuint experi-
ence of being il for the rest ol {Le
maorning ! Ha, ha, lLa?

I eould fill up an entire © Grey Rinrs
Herald " with  similar  Taughahhe
episodes {from that camping woeelk.cnd
of oursa. But I expect 1 hive saidl
enough already te drive yon ilom thoe
weArying reiinements of posh hatels
and amart beaches to the siple jovs
of camping out !

{Rermdera who  kucw thev Mairddd
Slinner will hardly need to e 1300 T
fake him s wiek with a porlivalacly
farge qrain of sull (—=Lp.)

e — S
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Curious!

Lulslrode, on postengd g
Cornwall, states  *F Matel
swlinl — mustard-pota  unehavyod Lo
days—but having  sread oo o
loeal fishermen.”

Ho can't stand
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