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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Wel!

+ BAY, Bmithy!”* yelled Billy

I Bunier.

Smithy did not trouble teo
answer, or to turn hiz head, He
was sliding a light skiff from the Grey-
friars raft into the river when the fat
Owl of the Remove came rolling down
past the boathouse. Eilly Bunter
blinked this way and that way through
his big spectacles, spotted Herbert
Vernon-Bmith, and yelled. But the
Bounder of Greyfriars heeded him no
mora than he beeded the insects that
huzzed and circled over the shining sur-
face of the Sark.

Bunter came panting across the ralt.

“Hold on, Emithy I he pasped.

It was & half-holiday at Greyfriars—
& glorious afternocn in early June.
There were crowds of Greviviars fellows
along the river, Harry Wharton & Co.
were pushing out their old boat for a
null up to Popper’s Island. When they
sighted Billy Bunter in the offing the
Famovps Five rather feared that they
were to be honoured with the fat Owl's
fascinating society. But Bunter did not
give them a glanes; hiz little, round
eyes and his big, round spectacles were
fired an the Bounder.

“1 say. Smithy, old fellow—" panted
Bunter., Ha had nearly rcached Smithy
when Smithy stepped into the gkiff and
picked up the sculls. *I say, hold on!
I'm ecoming 1

“Blow away, you fat wasp ¥ grunted
tha Bounder. .

" Lock here, Srmithy——=

“{Jh, rats'”

“But, I =say Al

Vernon-8mith pushed off. Apparently
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he did not want Billy Binter's com-
pany that sunny afternccn.  Bunter,
gasping for breath on the cdge of the
raft, glared after him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, old fat man!”
called out Bob Cherry, from the Famous
Fiva’s boat. “If rou want & rumn up
the river, hop in here.””

Sheer good nature dictatod that offer,
for neither Bob nor his chums had any

yearning for Bunter's distinguished
Company.
Y“Come on, Bunter!"” said Harry
Wharton,

“Shan’t " answered Bunter, over a
fat shoulder.

“Wha-a-ti"

“Shan’t! Don't bother! 1 say,
Smithy, hold on, vou beast!” howled
Bunter,

“Well, my hat ! =zaid Bob.

Evidently, Billy Bunter wanted
Smithy, and mobody else would do.
Which was rather surprising, for cer-
tainly the DBounder of Greyfriarzs was
not such good company as the chums
of the Remove. Likewise, thers was a
picnic basket in the Famous I'ive's boat,
and nothing of an édatable nature in
Pmithy's, Bo it was not merely sur-
prising—it was astonishing.

Six feet from the raft the Bounder sat
and looked back, and prinned.

“Jump ! he =aid.

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“If you're comin’—jump

Bix feet was not much of & jump for
any fellow in the CGreyfriars Eemove,
excepting Billy Bunter. But Billy
Bunter had rather foo much weight to
lift even that ghort distance. Hea
hesitated.

“Go if, Bunter!” chuckled Bob
Cherry. “¥You'll get & wash—and you've
needed ome all this term.”
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“Ha, ha, ha|®

“Comin’ |” grinned Vernon-Smith,

“1—1 eay, Bmithy, come in a bit
nearer I” urged Bunter. “I could jump
tt, of course, but 1—I'm rather afraid
of upsetting vou.”

“I'll risk it!"

“Well, look here, | jolly well won't 1"
roared Bunter. * And I can tell you,
you'd better pull in, see? I jolly well
know where you're going! How wonld
vou like Bmedley to know? Or a
prefoct ¥

The Bounder’s brow darkened. Ha
was not & fellow to be threatened,
especially by such a fat and fatuous
duffer as William George Bunter. The
glint that eazme into his eyes might
have scared Bunter if the fat Owl had
not been too short-sighted to observe it.

“Bhut up, you fathead!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton, hastily.

A dozen fellows on the raft had heard
Bunter’s words, and they sll looked
round at the Bounder. If the scapegrace
of the school wes bound on one of his
shady excursions that sfterncon, it was
not & matter to be shouted out for any
ear to hear.

“¥ah!” retorted Bunter. *You mind
vour gwn bhizney, Wharton! Look here,
Smithy, if you dom't jolly well pull
[F——

“I'm comin’,”
quietly.

He dipped the sculls, and the skiff
rocked inte the raft. Billy Bunter
grinned with Satisfaction.

His impression was that the Bounder
realised that he had better mind his
©v's and q's, That impression, hewever,
was not going to last long.

“Keep her steady I'" he said,

With one scull resting on the cdge of

enswered  Smithy
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HARRY WHARTON & CO.,

the FAMOUS CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS.

the raft the Bounder kept her steady
for Bunter to jump,

Bunter jumped. .

At the same moment Vernon-Smith
pushed off—as any fellow but Bunter
;;méid have guessed that he was gomng

0.

The skiff shot far out of Bunter's
reach.

Splash [

The fat Owl of the Bemove landed in
the Sark, with a tremendous splash,
sending up almost & waterspout.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a rozr from
the bank.

Vernon-Smith sculled away up the
Sark, leaving the fat Owl to pet out
of tho water the best he could. He was
done with Bunter. )

A fat face and a pair of dripping
spectacles ghmmered in the sunshine on
the Sark,

#Urrrergeh | remarked Bunter, as he

cams up.

“Ha, ha, bat”

T"Gurrggh 1"

A shove of Bob Cherry's oar, and the
Famous Five's boat was at hand.

Johnny Bull leaned over and grasped
Bunter by tha collar.
TR S
a arel"” gaspe
Bull. “L can't land thiz whale !®

“Fa, ha, hat”

Frank Nugent and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh lent a hand each. Billy
Bunter was hooked, dripping, into the
Remove boat. He sat in a pcn:-f of water,
drenched, dripping, snd gurgling.

“Doooghl 1 eay, vou fellows—
wooogh I gurgled Bunter. "1 say—
urrgph! I'm drowned—I mean nearly
drowned]! Urrghl I'm all wet! Wet

through 1
“You've got that wash!” remarked
“You can do with it, old

Bob Cherry.
fat man!®

“Beast! Urrggh! I'm soaked!”
331:-&:1 Bunter, “I say, you fellows,
that beast Bmithy did that on purpoze.”

“Go hon 1™ grinned Nugent.

“T've a jolly good mind to tell

dley where he’s gone!” gasped
Bunter. “1 jolly well know he’s gone
% to the Three Fishers, to meet those
ighcliffe cads there! I knew he'd go
first chance, now he's got a tenne *

“What rot!” grunted Johnny Bull
“Smithy's got no temners these daye!
His pater keeps him jolly short of money
since he nearly got sacked for playing
the iddg goat.”

“I?trg t That's all you know!l®
gasped Bunter. *His father was here
on 3t. Jim'a dnti.f', and he tipped Smithy
a tenner—I jolly well gaw him! And
I jolly well know how Smithy's going
to spend it! And—"

“And you were guiug to help him—
what 7 grinned Bob, * ¥You fat, frowsy,
frabjous foozler—"

#Oh, really, Cherry——"'

% Roll him out 1" grunted Johnny Bull,
in disgust.

Billy Bunter’s keen anxicty to join the
Bounder was explained now—if he knew
that Mr. Vernon-3mith had, for once,
rolaxed his grim severity to the extent
of tipping his scapegrace son a tenner.
Lvery fellow who koew the black sheep
of the Remove could have puessed
where that tenner was likely to be szpent,
snd Bunter, evidently, wanted to join
Smithy in playing the giddy goat. In-
stead of which, he had got a ducking,
which was certainly no more than he
deservad.

The boat bumped on the raft, snd
Bunter rolled out. He wiped his
spectacles, set them on his fat little noze,

and blinked up the river. The Bounder,
in his skiff, was almost out of sight.

“Beast I’ gasped Buntor. “ Ho's
gone ! 1 say, you feliows, I'H come with
vou instead—wait for me! 1 shall have
to in and change—] won't keep you
waiting more than hslf an hour.”

“You won't!” agreed Bob Cherry.
#Not so much, in fact.*

And Bunter didn't keep the chums of
the Hemove waiting half an hour., He
did pot keep them waiting half a
minute | As he rolled away, squelching
water, the Remove boat pushed off from
the raft, and Harry Wharton & Co.
pulled away up the river and forgot
his fat existence.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
All Right For Bunier!

i AD a swim?" grinned Skinner.
H “With vour clobber on?"
chuckled Bnoop.
“Ha, ha, ha "

Akinner and SBnoop seemed amused.
Billy Bunter gave them an indignant
blink through hiz big spectacles.

The fat Owl looked rather a deplor-
able object as he rolled inte the quad
in the hright._ June sunshine, Sympathy,
Bunter considersd, cught to have been
any fellow’s feeling at the sight of him.
Dripping with water, squelching it from
his shoes, his cap & wet rag on =
drenched head, Bunter locked on the
situation as rather tragic than comie.
Other fellows, however, seemed to ses
something comie in it
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The Form-master who came to
Greyiriars to ruin the ** Bounder

of the Remove ** and win for
himself 3 forinne- of 3 million
pounds !

EFEFIFFR A NERE M RAAANNARNARENEN RSN EEEERERERDER

sides greeted the appearance of the limp
and dripping Owl,

“Blessed if I see anything to ocackle
at, you fellows " snorted Bunter. “I've
been in the river——"

“Was it wet!" asked Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“1'm szoaked !'"" groaned Bunter. * And
that beast Smithy got off without me,
nfter nil! I thought he'd like me to go
with him, you know. Since he rowed
with Bedwing he hasn’t got
I was willing to be paﬁf.
now I took the fallow up ™
_ "“He seems to haye taken you down
in returnl!” chuckled Skinner, “Did
Bmithy drop you in the river?1”

. “¥Yes, he jg‘l':f well did! And I've a
jol nd to make him sit up for

a Pal—and
I'm sorry

good mi
1t 1" grunted Bunter, “If Smedley knew
where he was going in that boat—""

“B8hut up, ass!” whispered Skinner,
with a gesture towards a tall figure
walking by the elms at & little distance.

It was that of Mr. 8medley, the
temporary master of the Remove. He
was glancing towards Bunter, perhaps
gurprised to see a member of his Form
in such a moulting state. ;

“Rats I grunted Bunter, who did not
sce Smedley. *I jolly well know where
Braithy was going—up the river to the
Thres Fishers—"

*You blithering Owl, Smedley’s listen-
hﬁ to yout” breathed Skinner, and he
walked hastily away with Bnoop.

“Oh!’ ejaculated Bunter. “Oh
crikey 1"’

He blinked round through his big
apectacles.
r. Smedley was coming towards him,

HSmiles on all p

and Bunter decided not to see him and
to make for the House at once. He hao
a good excuse for burry, being wet to his
fat skin, o

In spite of his intense desire to make
the Bounder “sit up” for giving him
thet ducking, Bunter had no idea of
sneaking to the beaks on the Iutc:i]'mt.
Bunter had plenty of faults—indeed,
their name was legion {—but ha was no
sneak. Diorcover, the consequemces of
sneaking in the Greyfriarsa Remove
were likely to be painful. Hardly a
fellow in the Form approved of the
Bounder’s shady ways, but all the
fellows would have epreed to make =
sncak feel that life in the Remove was
not worth living. 8o Bunter headed for
the House at & trot and affected not to
lﬁgar a sharp voice that barked after

im,

Thera was o rapid foofstep on his
trail, and a ha.ndapgrnspml hirl‘;:l by the
shoulder and spun him round.

“Ow 1" gasped Bunter.

“How dare you not stop when I eall
ta you, Bunter T"‘mapped [Ene[r. Smodley.
I—I'm wet, sir!" mumbled Bunier.
“I—I—I fell in the river, sirl I—I've

got to change—""

“ Did ernon-Smith  causa  the
mecident T

“Oh]l Yes! Nol" gasped Bunter.

" I—1 missed the boat when I jumped,
sir—

“¥You were going with Vernon-Smith,
then 3"
“Dh; na, sir! T wouldn’t go to such a
laca I"' gasped Bunter,
*“What placet”
" Oh, nowhere, sir! I—I don’t think
Bmithy was—was going anywhere, sir [
stammered the hapless Owl, “I mean
it wasn’t 3mithy at all| It was—was
Redwing, sir—

“What do you mean, Bunter? Red-
wing i3 in the House.”™

“0Oh lor'l XI—I mean it was Toddy,

sir—Peter Todd! haven't seenm
Smithy at all, and he never went up the
river in his skiff, sir, and I hadn't the
faintest idea where he was going, and
I never even thought of going wit% him,
eir—I wouldn't [V

Mr. Bmedloy gared at that bright
member of his-Form.

Billy Bunter's usnal resource in times
of difticulty was fibhing. But it was not
really much of & resource, for Bunter's
fibs could hardly have been swallowed
by the most trustful of human beings.

r. Bmedley, whom the juniors called
the “Creeper and Crawler,” was pro-
bably one of the least trustful,

“¥You msy go in and change, Bunter,”
said Mr. 8medley grimly. *“And you
will remain within gates for the rest of
the afternoon.”

“Oh, really, sir, I haven't done any-
thing I" gasped Bunter in dismay. " And
some the fellows are going on &
picnie up the river, sir, and they want
me—thf,y won't enjoy it if I'm not there,

=

" *If . f h
: Fou out of gates again this

afternoon, ]'.ﬁ?ntar, 1 shgll cane you with

the utmost severity.”’

“0Oh lor' I”

“Go mto the House at once and dry
yourself."

Bunter rolled on towards the House.
Mr. Smedley turned and walked away
to the gates. Until Bunter came in, the
Femove-master had been walking by the
elms idly; now, however, he seemed
imbued with sudden activily. He
walked down to the gates with long and
ragld sirides and went out,

* Beast !" murmured Bunter.

He made his way wesrily to the Re.
move dormitory, when he dried hias fat

Tar Mioyer Lisrary.—No. 1,373,
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person and changed his clothes; then he
came down to the Remove passage.

It was fnghtfull; uojust, in Bunter's
opinion, for a fellow to be gated for
having fallen into the river. But there
it was—he was gated, and he dared not
rick going out agnin after what Smed.
loey hed said. Evidently he was going
to mise that picnic up the river with the
Fawous Five. : _

He could have found comiort in the
school shop, but for the unfortunate
aircumstance L
he had besn long expecting had not vet
arrived. Bunter was in his usual stony
state. :

But there were other resources—and
the fat Owl headed for Btudy No. 4 in
the Remove in search of them,

Study No. 4 was the Bounder's study—
and the Bounder was far away. Bince
his marrow escape from the *“'sack’
Binithy had been kept short of money
by his father, but Bunter knew that his
credit at the school shop was unlimited.
His study cupboard was still the most
lavishly supplied in the Remove.

Smithy ?Iﬂh‘iﬂg dong mm ocut of a
picnic, Bunter felt that he was justified
In getting compensation from that well
supplied study cu rd. He had the
opportunity now that Smithy was out.
And, in poiot of fact, Bully Dunter
thought more of the opportunity theo of
the justification. pportunity  was
esseptiad, and he could have done with-
out the justificution at & pinch.

He opencd the door ot Study Ne. 4
aod rolled in,

A jumor seated at the study table,

en 1n hand, glanced round. It was

om Redwing, the DBounder’s study-
mate—no longer his echum. Bunter gave
bhirn a startled blink through his big
spectacles.

He had not expeeted to find Redwing
there. Tom was an open-air fellow,
very unlikely to be sticking in a study
on a bright summer's alternocon  But
there he wasl

“Want anything 7" asked Redwing.

“Eht? Ohl ea! Nol!” stammered
?umur “ 1=} sy, what are you stiok-
ing indoors for, Redwing 1"
Lines,” answered Tom briefly. *1
had two hundred from Smedley this
morning."’

“1 say, 1 wouldn’t do them now, old
chap I"" said Bunter. “ Youw're wastin
& beautiful afterncon. Leave them ©
after tea.”

"Th&f*'r& got to ba handed in by tea-
time. I'm nearly finished, too. Cut off,
and don’t interrupt.”

Bunter did not cut off

He blinked morosely at Redwing as
that junior resumed writing lines. Red
wing was 1n the way—and had to be g{:r.
cut of the way somehow Although the
Bounder had rowed with him, and they
were no longer pale, it was fairly certam
that he would not allow Bunter to raid
Smithy's tuck under hiz eves.

"1—1—1} say, 1 hate to sce a fellow
like you sticking ndoors on a day like
thts.,” said Bunter at last. * Look here,
I'll finish your lines for you, old chap "

Redwing stared at him Such an
offer from the fat and lazy Owl was
renlly stnrthng

“1 mean it,” said Bunter. *“Leave 1t
to me, old fellow.™

Redwmﬁ laughed.

“1 hardly think Smedley would be
gatisfied,” he remarked. *Thanks all
the same, Bunter—nothing doing.™
,“Oh, Smedley hardly locks at the
fines!" urged Bunter “He isn't like
old Queich Lot he cares how o fellow
does his lineal He doesn’t care s ra
for anything, except trving to sato
Bmithy out. it was Southy it
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thiat a postsl order which

wouldn't do, but it’s all right with your
lines. Leave them to me.’

Redwing shook his head and went on
wWriting. _

Bunter scowled feroctously at the top

of his bent head. How was Le going

to get rid of the beast?

“1—-1 eay, Redwing.” He tried
again., "1 say, Wharton told me to tell
you he wanted you in his boat., They’re
waiting for you &t the raft”
“RedWing looked up again.

. "What are you trymg to
of the study ozt he ashed. :
. " Eh1 Bunter blinked at him, guite
astonished that his fatuous mangeuvras
had been seen through., *“Oh, really,
Redwing—~ '

*It you're sfter Bmithy's tueck, you
fat dulfer—"

“ Beast 1" roared Bunter,

“{iet out, and let me finish these
hnes,"

“Shan't{" hooted Bunter. *'That
rotter Smithy has done me out of a

icnic.  SBerve him jolly well right if

medley catches "him] Anyhow, ha
won't want the tuck when he comes
in!"" added Bunter thoughtfully, “If
Smedley: catches him gt the Three
Fishers, he will be up for the sack, and
he won't feel much like a study
spread.” :

Hedwing started. He dropped hia

en and rose to his feet. As he was oo
onger Smithy’s pal, it sught have been
supposed that he would take no mterest
in the proceedings of the scapegrace of
Greyiriars, or in the danger that
accrued therefrom. But it seemed that
he did!  He hxed his startled eyes oo
Bunter's tat face.

“Has Smuthy pone up to that den on
the river ¥ he snapped.

“¥Yes, he has!" pranted Bunter. *1
heard him talking it over with Skirner
in break. 3kigner wouldn't go—-="

“How can Bmedley know anything
about "

" He “ha-.r:rpened to hear me speak-
LIz

t me out

 AE )

* Has he gone after him

“Well, ne went out of gates iuﬂg
quick,” said Bunter. “1 fancy he's
after 8mithy! Come to think of it, I

dare say that’'s why he gated me—he
fancied | mght and give 8mithy the
tip. He, he, he?ﬂ I'd watch. it 1"

“How long ago was it?"" panted
Redwing.

“Eh! 1 torget—— Yarocooghi”
roared Bunter, as Redwing grabbed
him by a fat shoulder and ‘:.hﬂﬂl-: him.
“Wharrer sou up tof Leggo,

ou
beast !’ If you make my speecs fall o%-—
wow=—and they get broken—ow—you'll

have i1o—vow-ow—p-p-pay for them]
Beast 1”

“"Tell me how long it i3 since
Amedley went, vou fat fool?® hijezed
Redwing.

“Ow! Leggol About half an hour ™

gasped Bunter. “Leggol  Wharrer
vaou zhaking me for, vou silly ass? Oh,
lor’ |- Wheooop I

Redwing spun him away and ran out
of the study. Bunter szat down on the
floor with & heavy bump, and roared.

“(w! Beast! Wow! Yoaop! Owl”

The fat Owl picked himself up. He
blinked out of the studv doorway, and
had a glimpse of Tom Redwing, vanish-
ing down the Hemove staircase.

‘Well, my bat!” gasped Bunter.
e grinoed

Why Hedwing had eut off so suddenly,
leaving his lines unfinished, and
Smithy's tuck at the fat Owl's meroy,
Bunter did vot know. Neither did he
care!  For some mysterious reason,
Redwing had gone, What Bunter
wanted to happen had happened! Ho
gshut the door of the study and opened
that of the ocupboard. For & moment
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OE two he feasted his eyes and his spee-
tacles on the tuck within. Ther Buntep
got busy!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Helping Hand!

“ ALLO, hal hallo 1"  ejacus
lated Bob Iry.

He gave a nod towards a

tall figure coming up the tow-
path along the %rﬂ*&n bank of the Sark,
and the other iecllows in the Remove
boat glanced at it.

“The Creeper and Crawler "' grunted
Jehnoy Bull

“Lucky we're not out of bounds
yet |’ grinned Boab. “He's got his
jolly old eye on us.”

Vernon-Smith, in his light, swift
skiff, had long since vanished up the
river. But the rather heavy old boat
belonging to the Co. was making slower
progress, There was a strong c¢urrent
on the SBark, fed by recent rain, and the
juniors were pulling against if. Like-
wige, they were in no hurry, but were
taking things quite ensily. Bo they
were Btill at a good d%nmwa from
Popper’s Island whes Mr. Smedley
came in sight on the towpath.

Eggper:u Island was out of bounde—
which did pat prevesmt fellows from
landing on it for picnies. But it meant
lines, or & gating, if a “beak " spotted
them doing so. tha Famous Five
werg glad that they were still on the
safe side of their destination when they
ipntﬁud the tall figure of Smedley on the

Nk,

Mr. Smedley had been nicknamed
the Cresper snd Crawler by bhis
Form, but at the moment he was cer-
tainly neither ereeping nor crawling—
ha was striding up the towpath at &
very good rate of speed.

He had sighted the boat, and his
eyes were on it as he came. But as

@ juniors were still well within school
bounds, they did not mind.

* Better keep clear of the island whils
Omedley’s in the offing,” remarked
Harry Wharton, " He would be glad
to give us lines™

“The gladfulness would probably be
tarrifie,” agreed Hurres Jamset ;:am
Singh. “The esteemed and disgustin
Smedley does not like our hnunura.bl§
and ridiculous selves.”™

";Hallc hallo, hallol He's bailing
us ™

Mr, Bmedley came down to the
margin of the river, and -waved his
bhand to the juniors in the boat.

“Wharton | bhe called.

" Better pull in'" grunted Johnny
Bull. And the REemove boat drew into
the sieep, grassy bank, and Wharton

stood up.
“Did you eall me, sir?” he nsked

lnuig.
o il, Wharton! Elave you seen
Vernon-Smith on the river, or on the
towpath ¥

“Vernon-8mith 1" repeated the ecap-
tain of the Remove.

He realised at once that Bmedley
was not there oo the Co.'s account,
Probably he did not care two straws
whether they broke bounds or not; he
was not & .dutiful Form-master. Indeed,
had tho juniors only known it, he was
not a schoolmaster at all. but sonte-
thing very «ifferent. Of that, however,
therc was as yet no suspicion at Greys
friara.

Smedley was after the Bounder!
From what they had heard from
Bunter, the Famous Five could gucss
where  Smithy  was. Apparently
Bmedley guessed it, too—or, at leash,
suspected.
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“ Answer me, Wharton!” ra.gi!pnd Mr.
Bmedley, sz Wharton hesitate

“0h, certainly, sirl We've seen
Vernnn-ﬂm.lth” answered Harry. “I
—I think he was in his skiff.”

Faces in the boat were grave now.
The juniors wera not & quarter of a
mile from that exceedingly di3reput-
able resort, the Three FlS]'IEI‘E-, which
had a gate an the towpath. If the
Bounder waz there—and they had no
doubt that he was—he was fairly
caught, if Smedley looked for him.

# Dhd yon see him land?

"I"m, sir.

“He is a.h{;tn& of you on the river?"
" Yes, =ir.”
“Might be miles ahead, sir!?” said

Bob Cherry., “He was going pgreat

Thers was a rapld fooistep on Bunter’s trall, and a hand
ke gasped. * How dare you not stop when 1 you, Bunter ¥ ** snapped
the fat Removite. ** I—I—I fell In the river, sir I

puns in his skiff, Might be at High-
eliffe by thiz time.,”
Bob had not the faintest belief that

Vernon-Bmith had gone on & long, long

wll up the river, past the town o
ourtficld, as far as Higheliffe School.
But he thought it rather a useful sug-
estmn to throw out. Bmithy had
riecnds at Highecliffe, and might very
likely pay them a wvisit on a hali-
holiday. The Famous Five had their
own opinion of Smithy's dingy ras-
calitics, and it was & strong opinion.
Nevertheless, they would have saved
him from the spying eyes of the Creeper
and Crawler it they could.
"H:ghnllﬁa!" repmt&d AMr. Smedler,
atarm(f “Can one get to
Highchiffe Lv ﬂm river 7" DAIr. Bmedlev
had not been long at Greyfriars, and
was not fully acguainted with the local

topography.
;rﬁ.‘r Bob,

ves, a&ir!”  answered

“Under Cr:-uriﬁc,ld Bridge, arnd past the
town—it's only a few miles.  Smithy
has dene it often enough.”

“He was talking this morning sbout
seping Ponsonby,” remarked Frank
Nugent. *“Ponsunh:, s & Higheliffo
fellmﬂ., sir.

“You may go!” snﬂ,ppﬂd Mr. Smedley.

“Thank you, sir,”

The juniers pushed off again, and
pulled on slowly. They were rather
curions, and o little anxious, to see
what Smedley would do.

Ho sztood on the bank with a knitted
brow for some minutes, and then re-
sumed his walk up the river.

In a few minutes he was ahead of
the boat. ) )
“That blithering 1diot Smithy!"

g'r

gasped Bunter.

murmured Bob. “Isn’t he the man to
ask for trouble? Bimnedley's got wind
of something—but he's not sure, or he
wouldn't be stopping fellows to ask for
information. If he goes into that den

he will nail the howling ass on the
Ept} i)

“'We]l Smithy's a_ wary bird,” re-
marked Nugent, “He will have his
eyes open. Hallg, there he goes!™

The Iamous Five 1.‘.‘1':1"& pnllmgl
keep pace with Smedley, to ses where
he went. They saw htm halt at the
f;utm\ ay n:rf the riverside inn. He stood

opoking in at the gateway, his back ta
the boat.

The Three TFishers was not a place
that a Greyf u::rs master c::ruld enter,
except for very powerful reason.
But. the Eh&lmﬂ of -:ateﬁmg the Bounder
in the very act of breaking all the
rules of the sehool was too good to be
lost, and, after scanning the place for

ped him by the shoulder, and spun him round..
Mr, Smediey.
* Did Vernon-Smith cause the accident ? *

5

a few minutes, the master of the
Reinme went in, and disappeared from
sight.

‘That tears it!" murmured Bob,
*Well, Bmithy has asked for it often
enough, and he will get it this time—
right in the neck!™ .
"The neckfulness will be tereific!™
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
“Look at that, my esteemed chums ("

The MNahob of Bhampﬂr pointod
with a dusky hand at a skiff tied up
under the hawthorn bushes om the edge
c:f tlm tmupaﬂa

SBmithy's boat I" breathed Bob.

Under the high bank the skiff had
been invisible to the Form-mastec,
But it was plain enough to the view
from the river.

”(“m”’"ﬂr.. |

[T RF

“ow!l®
““ I—I'm wet, sir——*' mumbled
“ Oh, yes! Nol™

Harey Wharton canght his breath
Beckless as the Bounder was, suel
recklessness  as  this  was  rveally  the
fimat.

“"The ass!” breathed ‘-‘Fhart-:m. “The
utter ass! Apybody coming along tho
river might seo that skiff, and know it
was  Smithy’s. And—if Smnedleoy
misses him there, hs will think of ik
and look for 1!:-—13.111:1 #  Ha broke
off. “*Pull in, fou men!”

The boat slanted to the bank, and
Wharton reached over the skiff, wntied
the [Jn&lnh':}. and pulled 1t away.

%E\E a grunt.

"La-::rk hem, don't see
in }" ]II:E growled, ‘H:b. f:n
poes blagging ought to
sacked ™

“My estecined Johnnr.,” murmured
Hurreo Jamset Rawm Singh, “the help-
fulness of & lame dog over a stile ia
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s slitch in time that saves the cracked
pitcher from going longest to the well,
s the English proverl remarks”

“Home  proverhb !  chuckled Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Look here,” said Wharton rather
grufiy, “Bmithy’s a bad hat, but
nobody wants to see him sacked. And
Smedley isn't after him because he's a
bad hat, but because he dislikes him
for some reason or other. If he locks
for 8mithy's boat, he's jolly well not
going to find it, and thet's that.”

Johnny DBull grunted again, but he
made no further demur. The Famous
Five pulled on up the Sark, with
Bmithy's skiff in tow. They pulled fast
enough now, anxious to be ount  of
sight beforo Smedley emerged into
view again. But they saw no more of
ithe Grnaj;lﬁr and Crawler, and the
Three Fishers was soon out of view
beyond a bend of the river.

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
Redwing Takes the Risk!

OM REDWING ran his bike
down to the road, and threw a
leg over the machine. He
jammed &t the pedals and

started almost like an arrow up tha
Courtfield road.

According to Bunter, it was half an
hour since Bmedloy had gone out; bui
ho had gone on faot. It was possible
to get ahead of him on a bike—thers
was, &t least, a chance. It dopended
& good deal on which way the Cresper
and Crawler went, and at what rate of
speed. The way by the towpalh was
much longer than the way by the road
—and it was by the latter that Red-
wing went on his bike.

His pedals fairly fashed round as he

drove at them.

For two or three weoks the Bounder
and his former chum had exchanged
hardly a word The hot-headed scape-
graca had resented Tom's efforts to
Emvant him from making a fool of
imzelf, to the extent of breaking off
the friendship. And Tom, on his side,
had been angry and fed-up. But he
forgrot that now.

Hea knew, what was known to few
in the Remove, that it was not only the
“sack * that impended over Bmuthy.
It was the sack, if he was spotted at
a dingy den out of bounds—and the
sack meant that he would be disin-
herited by his father!

That was what ho was risking now,
in his unthinking folly; and from that
Tom was going to save him, if he
could. It was no time to remember
that they were no longer pals; he
could remember that later, At the
present moment he was only thinking
of Smithy and his danger.

He did not evert think of his own
danger., He was gowmg to warn
Smithy in time if he could; but he
could not do so without entering the
precincts of the Three Fishers—which
mesnt expulsion from Groyfriars if he
was found out. He was running the
sama risk as the Bounder, though from
very different motives.

Heeodless of traffic on the road, Red-
wing racod on his machine, and in a
vaery short time he reached the =pot
where a signboard showing over =&
fence announced that he was near his
destination. The gate, however, was
round the corner im {fll.lc Lane, and
Redwing whizzed round the corner into
the slmﬁ:,r lane.

Generally that lane was rather
lonely. But it was not lonely now.
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Flenty of people were to be seen In
it, in twos and threes, sll heading in
the sameo direction.

I_ﬂedwmg slowed down, setting his
ips.

He remerabered that he had heard
some talk about a glove-bght at the
Three Fishers that aiternocon—a scrap-
Fmg contest that was barely within the
imits of the law. Choice apirits like
Skinner of the Remove, and Angel of
the IFourth, and Price of the Fifih,
discussed tfm affair, but did nobk ven-
ture to attend it; they lecked the
Bounder’s reckless hardihood and
HEerve.

The beery-locking crowd under Tled-
wing's eyes was cvidently attracted by
the coming contest between the
Lantham Pet snd the Gamoe Chicken.
Among them Redwing recosgnised the
squat Bgure and reod face of Mr
Banks, the bookmaker—going there on
business ! He slowed down and jumped
off his machine.

He could not go in with that erowd!
The sight of a Greyfriars fellow among
themm would draw too much attention.

But delay was dangerous! Already,
a3 likely a3 not, he was too late.
Probably Bmedley had gone by the
towpath, as no doubt he was aware that
Eﬁ?lth:i had started out in 8 boat
84ill, he had had time to get to the
place by the river.

with

Redwing s heart
and whealed this

anxiety.

He dismounted,

bike into & clump of bushes on the
common beside the lane. Then he
crossed the lame again, to the high
wooden fence of the Threa Fishers.

He had to wait & few minutes till
the lane was clear; he could hardly
elimb the fence with eyes upon hum,
even the oyes of strangors.

A bunch of horsoy-looking men
passed him, and ns soon as they wers
g;;nuhund before others came in sight
the Greyfriara junior made a jump an
caught the ton of the femeco with hia
hands.

was heavy

Almost in & twinlling, he swong him-
an;-LIlE over, and dropped on the inner
BROlG.

He was out of sight from the road
now, a3 the fence was over six foct
high. He stood for 8 moment or twe,
panting for breatly, his heart throb-
bing painfully.

HSo far lhe had thought only of
Bmithy, and the fact that the Creeper
and Crawler was on hia trail. Now it
camne into his mind, with a shock, that
he was out of school bounds, and
within the precincts of the most did-
reputable den 1n the vicinity: and that
he was booked for the sack if that
fuct came to tho knowledgo of his head-
pasker.

Redwing had no trace of the
Bounder's recklessness, ar of his black-
guardism; he did not think that there
was anything clever in “fooling the
beaks.”  The thought of facing his
headmaster on & charge of heving done
exm:ﬂij what he was deing now,
brought a Aush of shams to hiz cheek,

But ho did not hesitato.

Smithy might be a “had hat ""—thera
might lt)e in him a kind of black-

uardizsm that seemed ineradicable.

ut he had been Redwing’s pal——and
a good pal, when his headstrong and
unreasonable temper was not in the
aseendant.  And the man who was
tracking him down was not a Form-
master doing his duty, but a man whae,

for some unknown reason, was the
Bounder's enemy That made =&
difference.

Leaving the fence, he ran by woedy

paths rough ill-kept shrubberies,
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till he sighted the ved-tiled building of
the inn near the river.

At a littlo distanca from the inn
there was a large barn, and towards
that a number of people were heading,
among them BbMr. Banks and a bunch
of hiz beery friends from the Cross
Keys. : _

Bedwing eould guess thabt it was in
the barn that the fight was to take
place, and he pictured the Bounder
erammmed among the watching crowd
there, a3 likely as not making bets on
the result of the scrap, ) )

Ha felt a throb of disgust, but thai
made no difference to his %urpusa.

Etam:lin{; among the shrubberies, he
waiched the passing faces, in the hope
of spotting the fellow of whom he had
come in search.

His only thought, when he had left
Bunter in Study No. 4, and rushed
awary for his bike, had been to get to
the Three Fishers, find Bmthy, and
warn him to get clear. Now that he
was on the spot, however, he realised
that the tesk was more diffiecnlt than
he had foreseen.

Where was Smithy? ; ,

Somewhera among the dli_'ggj' mob in
the grounds of the Thres IFishers; bug
thera were eeveral hundred people

about, at least, and picking him out |

was no easy task, ]

As he stood watching, Redwing sud-
denly sighted a tall figure, head and
shoulders above most of the ecrowd.

Instantly he dropped out of sight in
the shrubberies, ‘

It was Mr. Smedley, and in another
moment the master of the Remove
would have seen him!

Redwing's heart thumped.

The Creeper pnd Crawler was
there! He was looking for Smithy,
that was certain; but evidently e had
not wvet spotted him, or he would not
have been stili theral

Watching the tall figure, through the
interstices of the shrubbery, Redwing
gaw DNMr. Smedley arrive at the big
open doorway of the barn and pass in.

Fle could have ﬁruaned. 3

The barn was slready filling, and 2
buzz of voices proceeded from 1. It
Bmithy was already there his game wis

up]'n bitter anxiety Redwing watched,
more than hali-expecting to see Smedley
emerge from the barn again, with his
hand griim;ing the collar of the Bounder
of Grevirnars,

But he did not come out.

Five minutes passed—ten minunfes—
and still Smedley remained in the barn.
Redwing breathed niore freely.

Srithy was not there wet. Flad he
been there Smedlay would have spotted
him by this time.

But he was going there—thal was why
he was at the Three Fishers that after-
noon.  And unless e was warned he
would walk in, right under the cold,
hard, watching eves of the Creeper and
Crawler. )

How was Redwing to find lhim and tip
him in time? Ie clenched his hLands
desperately as he tried to think.

A drawline voice that he knew fell
on hizs eavs. It was the voice of Cecil
Porsonby, of the Fourth Form at ITigh-
cliffe.

“You're an asz, Smithy! I'm tellin'
yoru 1that the Chicken i3 goin' to win,
and I've pot money on him with
Banla” .

_ Redwing stared round, his lieart leap-
1NE.

Tiree well dressed fellows were
coming up the path by the shrubbery.
Ponzonby and Vavazour. of Hizheliffe,
and Herbert Vernon-Smith,

The Bounder was strolling along with
Lis Higlicliffe friends, his Tmm‘t.—a in his

pockets. Evidefitly no thought of danger
was in his mind. He had been care-
ful enough getting into the forbidden
precincts: but once within the walls of
the Thres TFishera, Emil,h%r did not
expect any eys that konew him to fall
on him. Thers was an unlighted
cigarette sticking out of the corner of
his mouth. Pon and Vavasour were
smoking. All thres seemed to be in
high spirits.

hey came abreast of the spot whers
Redwing stood=—a spot within sight of
the barn, if Smedley happened to look
out of the doorway.
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HAROLD SKINNER BURSTS INTO
THE LIMELIGHT I

Harold Skinner, of the Greyfriars

Remove, is not only a gifted cartoonist,
but he knows how to string a rhyme
together. We hope readers will be as

pleased with Harold Skinner's unique
efforts, featuring Greyfriars celebrities,
as Harold Skinner is.—Eob.

Ne, 1.

PAUL PONTIFEX PROUT, M.A
(Master of the Fifth Form.)

Old Prout in ﬂghtun-nlnﬂwnight
Shot beara and sent them ta their doom,
Or so he's often heard to stats
Within the Masters” Common=room.

The happisst moment of his day

Is when the Form=-room work is done,
And he can slowly plod away

To fendle his beloved gun.

Redwin made a sudden leap,
rabbed the Bounder by the collar, and
dragged him hesdlong into the shrub-

bery.

'ﬂ:a action was so sudden and so
swift that Vernon-Smith was taken
completely by surprize. Before he knew
what was happening ha was sprawling
in  the shrubbery, gasping and be-
wildered, at full length on the ground,
and with Tom Redwing's strong grip
holding bhim there.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Friend or Foe!

&L EEP down—"
ﬁ “What the thumfﬁlr—-"
“Keep downl ou'll be

feen 1 panted Tedwing.
Vernon-Smith i not heed. Ha

7

wrenched himself loose from Redwing's
grasp ond staggered to his feet.

His hat had fallen off, his tia
stregmed out, his cigarette bhad shipped
into his mnqth. He spat it out savagely.
His eyes glinted with rage at Redwing
and he clenched his hnmﬂ.

*You—Hedwing—you chesky, med-
dlin’ fool1” he panted, choking with
rage. " What the thump do you mean,
laﬂn’ your cheeky hands on me—"

e advanced on Redwing, his
clenched hands up, his eyes blazing over
them. Redwing backed away.

“Hold on, &mithy I ha pantad.

“You meddlin’ fooll” shouted the
Izll?:ﬂ.mdejp “Why, I'll smash youl I—

“By gad |” Ponsonby and Vavesour,
utteriy amazed by the sudden happen-
ing, followed the Greyiriars juniors inlo
the shrubbery, off the path. *What's
the name of this game, Smithy 7 Who'a
this bargee?”

“ 4 cheeky, meddlin' ass—"

“ Abzolutely 1" remarked Vavasour.
“You fool, Smithy!” panted Red-
wing. “Smedloy—"

“Hang Smedley 1”

“He's nfter you—"

“No bizney of yvours. Haven't 1 told
you often enough what I think of vour
meddlin® 1 snarled the Bounder. *‘ By
guwn, I'll—"

“You fool, he's hara 1"

“Heoreit”" The Bounder paused

abruptiy. * Don't talk rot! How could
he ba here?"

“I've geen him (™

“ Rot 1*

“ Absolutely 1 yawned Vavasour,

“This isn't 8 resort for schoolmasters,
desr boy. Never seen a beak in this
jolly old place.”

“0h, come on, Bmithy!” said Pon,
with & sneering glance at Hadwing.
“We shall be late for the fight, at this
rate, and I've got my money on the
Chicken. We're wastin’ time. Let's
get on to the barn.”

“T'm comin’ ™

“Smithy I" panted Redwing, as the
Bounder turned to follow Pon out of
the shrubbery. “You're not going to
the barn!”

“1 am, you meddlin’ ass!”

Ly Ema&le&r'a there I”

“ Rubbish 1

“Haven't vou & spark of sense,
Smithy? I tell you I saw him pass this
very spot not ten minutes ago. and he
went into the barn—lesking for you!
He's waiting for vou there now I

Good gad 1Y

The Bounder, angry as he was, reck-
less a3 he was, could not fail to be im-
pressed by Redwing's earnestness,
what Redwing told him was true,
another couple of minutea would have
seenn him going, like a lamb to the
slaughter—walking into the scene of the
prize-ight under 8medley’'s eyes, and
the hand of the Creeper and Crawler
falling on hizs shoulder. With all his
nerve, the Bounder changod colour at
that thought.

“Is that straight?” he muttered.

Redwing's lip curled, and he
dained to aneswer. ]

straight, low did

“Well, if it's

Smedley know?” snapped Vernon-
Smith. "He wafches me like g eat;
but he ean’t guess that a fellow going
for a pull on the river—"

“He's got the tip, anyhow, and he's
here! I came to tell yon—and, thank
goodness, I've told vou in time!”

“0Oh, rot!” said Ponsonby. *“You're
riot Eﬁ:m‘ to show the white feather now,
SBmithy | Come onl”

Vernon-Smith rfﬂ.m the dandy of
Higheliffe an avil loo)i. It was all very
well for Pon to tald Gauntily about the
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“white feather.” He had nothing to
fear from a Groyiriars beak, Smithy
had everything to fear.

*1f my beak's there, you ass—" ha
muttered.

“Hotl Look here, if you'ra funking
it——"" sneered Ponsonby.

The HBounder's oyes glittered. A
minute ago he had been keen to dash
hiz clenched fist into I'om HRedwing's
face. Now he seemed Leener to dash
it into Ponscuby’s.

“Leave me alone, you fooll” he
snarled.

Ponsonby shrugped his shoulders and
walked back to the path, followed by
Vavasour Both of them went on
tawards tha barn.

The Bounder stood uncertain.

Branding in the ragged, ill-kept
slirubbery, he stared after nig Highclitte
Lrienda and saw them disappear into the

A rn.

Lividently he was vory keen to follow
ilen, But as he stood, only half-hidden
iy the thicket, & well-known figure
appeared in the doorway of the barn,
and a well-known face, with hard
fextures and ghnting eves, looksd out.

" Bmedley 1" breathed the Bounder.

Ile dropped on his hands and knees
at once, Jnstinnpwel;,' catching at Tom
and dragging him down, too.

Had Smedley looked towards the
slirubbery from the barn he must have
seen the Bounder before he dropped
inte cover. DBut Bmedley’s eyes were
on the people coming up the path from
the inn.

Ancther moment, and his glance
swapt round. But it was too late. Less
than & second was ecnough for the
Bounder to Ee-t out of sight.

“Good gad!” breathed Smithy.

He felt almost sick at his narrow
escape. The consequences of detection,
dismissed from his mind in the ex-
citement of the escapade, rushed on
him now 1n full force. Hea could see
himself marched back to school by
the triumphant Creeper and Crawler,
taken intc the presence of the Head,
expelled from CGreyiriars, semt away—
to what? To face an angry and scorn-
ful father, and to hear from his lips
thet he was disinherited and cast off!
To sea his place in his home, in his
father's favour, in his father's fortune,
taken by his unknown cousin, Lucius
Teggers—the relative who was to be
sdopted in his place if he became a
“mucker ® at school! Crouching in the
ragged ahruhhr;rﬁ, the Dounder of
Greyiriars felt sick at heart.

For wwo_long minutes Smedley stood
there, and the juniors in the shrub-
bery dsred not stir. They could not
have risen to their fest without meet-
ing thoss cold, hard, seerching eyes.

eering through the thicket, they saw
Bmedley step back into the barn at

lagt, and diseppear.

The Bounder panted.

“He's there! Oh, what & fool I've
been| I'd have walked right into his

hands |
of this.” )

“The sooner the better!” whispered
Redwing. “He's getting impatient,
Smithy. He must have scen Pon go in,
gnd I dare Hﬂij he expected you to be
with Pon, If he guesses that you've
taken the alarm——=—"

“Hold on—he's comnin’ ¥

Redwmg, about to rise to his feot,
crouched again. Smedley had come out
of the barn.

Keeping down and out of sight, the
two juniora caught glimpses of his tall
figure as he came along the path. The
crowd had all gone in now, and the
fight was about to commence, Whether
Smoedley suspected that the Boundor had
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Reddy, old man, let’s get out

taken the alarm, or whether he had
grown toe impatient to wait longer, the
uniors could not tall. At all events, he
ad left the barn, and was coming back
along the path by the shrubbery, his
sharp eves under his lowering brows
easting searching glances around him as
he came. )

He passed within seven or eight fect
of the spot where the two juniors
erouched in cover; but they wera well
hidden and silent as mice when the cat
15 near. He passed on without suspect-
m%_thmr presence.

15 footsteps died
direction of the river.

He was gone at last,

“My hat!” murmured the Bounder.
“My hat! This is our chance, Reddy1
We can't get out by the river——"

“I've left my bike by Qak Lene.”

“LE'li’_E E-T.li‘-."

Bending bow, they ran, and reached
the trees on the inner side of the fence
on the lane. Not a word was spoken as
they went, though several times the
Baunder looked at his compenion with
a strange and curious expression on his
face. hey stopped rather breathlessly
at the fence.

“ %umk 1* whispered Redwing.

“Hold on a tick!™ The Bounder
tonched his arm. “Do you know what
would heppen to you, Reddy, if a Grey-
friars beak or prefcect spotted you on
thiz side of the fence?”

“ Nover mind that—-"

. "You'd be sacked, Reddy--sacked
ust the same as I should—turied out of
mf'{rin.rs in disgrace—"

“I know that! Let's cut.”

“And you risked it for me!”

“Come on, I tell you.”

Redwing swung himself over the
fence, and the Bounder followed. Five
minutes later Redwing was pedallin
back to Greyfriars, the Bounder stand-
ing on the footrests. If the Creeper
and Crawler was still rooting about the

recinets of the Three Fishers, looking
or Smithy, he was not likely to have
much luck now |

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Danger Ahead!

R, SMEDLEY came ocut of the
M ate on the towpath with a
Eiank scowl on hig face that
contrasted with the bright

June sunshine on the river.

For an hour, since the two juniors
had made their escape, the Creeper and
Crawler had been searching up and
down and round about in vain. The
fight in the barn was over—though
whether it had been won by the
Lantham Pet or the Game Chicken,
Mr. Smedley did not take the trouble
to inguire. Peopla wero coming out of
the gateway on the towpath, and the
Creeper and Crawler, leaning on & tree
&t a little distance, watched them, still
in the hope of spotting the Bounder
nm{m? them. There were several other
exits from the Three Fizshers, but if the
Bounder wes there he had come by boat,
and was fairly certain to leave the same

away in the

Wway.
IIE" he was there! Bmedley was begin-
ning to doubt that now, and to wonder
whether he had had all his trouble for
nothing. The crowd dispersed, and
there was no sign of the Bounder.

Blacker and blacker grew the brow
of the watehing man.

Time was getting short now for Mrp.
Smedley, aliazs Lucins Tepgers!  All
Greyiriars knew that Mr., Quelch, the
master of the Remove, was expecied
back the following week. When *‘Euelch
camne back Smedley’s temporary engage-
ment at the school came to an end.

THE MAGNET

Was ho to go, leaving the Bounder of
(reyiriars 5tili there—his task undona?
It had seemed to Lueciuz Teggors, when
ha came to the school in a borrowed
name a3 & Form-master, that it would
be easy to catch such a reckless young
rascal tripping, show him up in his
true colours, and see him expelled as he
deserved. Yet his time at Greyfriars
was almost up, end he had not suo
ceeded. With eyes that gleamed like a
hawk's, the man with a borrowed name
watched the last straggler leave, and
saw the gate close. He stirred from the
tree at last _

Had Vernon-Smith been there at all,
of bad that fat, foolish, irritatin
young ass Bunter made a mistake an
sent him on a false scent? If he had
heen there he must have spotied the
Creeper and Crawler, taken the alarm,
and escaped. But, in that case, whers
was his boat? Certainly he had come
np tha river in a boat, and if he hed
gono into the Three ishers he must
have left it on tho river.

With that thooght in Lis mind Mr.
Smedley weont to the morgin of the Sark
and began a scarch for a boat,

If the Bounder had been at the place
at all, if he had cseaped, he had not
done so by way of the river; Smedley
had been watching too keenly for that
So the boat must be still where he had
left it.

If it was found it was proof enough—
not so complete a proof as catching the
young rascal in the act, but proof
enough. And Mr. Smedley was scan-
ning and seirching along the bank m
every nook and cranny for a skiff tied
up out of sight.

He did not find one! That skiff was
far enough away—as far as Popper's
Island, as a matter of fact!

He gave it up at last,

That fatuous fool Bunter had
blundered, and in hizs eaperness to eatch
the scapegrace he had bluandered, too!
Ho it seemed to Mr. Smedley, as he
tramped back at last to the school by
the towpath.

Anyhow, he had failed.

He was tired, savage, end irritablo
when he walked into the gates of Grey-
friars. In the quadrangle he sighted
Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth
Form, and Prout, sighting him at the
same moment, bore down on him.
Smedley moved aside to aveid him.

He disliked meeting Mr. Prout who
hart known the genuine Smedley's uncle
at Oxford, and was, therefore, o rather
dangerous aecguaintance for the man
who had borrowed Eustace Smedley’s
name, ;

He had, in fact, made it a point to
get on bad terms with the lpu::-:m‘,ljr and
pompous master of the I'ifth in erder
to keep him safely at armslength, and
in quad and Common-room they never
spoke and affected an elaborate uncon-
seiousness of one another’s existence.

MNow, however, it was plain that Prout
intended to speak.

“One moment, Mr. Smedley!” said
the master of the TifLh,

“I1 have little time fo spare, sirl!”
answered the temporary master of the
Remove with jcy coldness,

“Possibly not, =ir, possibly not !
snorted Prout. “Dut I am bound to
mention 4 very strange circumstance to
You, s1r.

“1 am pot interested, sir!”

“1 have recoived n lelter from my old
friend, Charles Smedley,” went on
Prout, unheeding,

Mr. Smedley stopped dead,

“He mentions, sir, among other
matters, that his nephew Bustace has
obtained a very good position in a
school in Canada,”

The Remove master did not speak,



EVERY SATURDAY

ﬂlﬂlniu,ﬁ? =

-

“ Hold on—he’s comin® ! ** whispered Vernon-Smith, Redwing, about to rise to his leet, erouched again, as Mr, Smedley
ul::: n;tn of ths gun. The angfmaatur passed within seven or eight feet of the spot where the two junlors crouched in
pover, without suspeeting their presence. ** My hat [ * murmured the Bounder. * Let’s out now | *

His heart almost died in hizs breast.

Only s few days ago he had been
almost in = panic at a visit to the school
by Mr. Vernon-Smith—who, of course,
knew him as his nephew, Lucius
Teggers! A story of an accident and a
hatﬁ: od faee had carried him safely
through., But now—

“It scems,” went on Prout, "that the
firm of Lﬁ%ﬂ'ﬁtt & Teggers obtained
this post in Canada for my old friend’s
nephew—that is, for you, Mr. Smedley |
The very strango circumstancs is that
Cherles is_under the impression that
you are in Cenada at the present
moment. Ho 15 in completo igneranco
of the fact that you are filling =
feraporary post at this school, sie.™

er. Smedley breathed hard.

Prout was evidently in a siate of sur.
prise at this strange circumstance; but,
equally ovidently, he had no mmﬂaf:mn
that the tall young man standing befora
him was not Charles Smedley’s nephew.

“It was my intention, sir, whan you
came here to show some kindness to my
old friend’s mephew |” boomed PFrout.
“You repulsed my kindness, sir! [
have no more desire, sir, for your
acquaintance than you have for mine!
But I felt bound to mention to you, sir,
the vory peculiar circumstance that your
Uncle Cﬁ&r’lnﬁ belioves you te be Iin
Canada, while you are actually here at
Greyfriars. [ think, sir, that that ciz-
cumstance zhould be explained.”

Mr. Bmedley was cool again now.

“The explanation iz perfectly sunple,
Mr. Prout,” he answered. " Mr.
Teggers, tha juntor partner in the firm
of Lopgett & Topgers, offered me the
post in Canada, and I aceepted it and
so informed my uncle. Mr. Tegpgers,
however, had already arranged for me
to take Mr Quelch's place here durin
his absence, and it wag decided that
should do so bofore going out to
Canada. When I leave Greyfriars I po

at once to Canada to take up the post
there.”

Prout gave s ponderous nod.
“0Oh, quite!” he sssented.
explains the matter, certainly. But as
ou have been very nearly a term here,

r. Smedley, it scems somewhat odd
that you have not informed my old
fricnd Charlea!”

“I have been very busy, Mr. Pront—
and I am bound to point out that that
13 my affair”

Snort from Prout.

“Quito your affair, sir—--cortainly not
mina ' he snapped. *1 have no desive
whatever to intervene in vour affuirs,
sir! WNot the slizhiest! If you have
acted, for any reazon, in o secretive and
gurreptitious wav, certainly it i3 your
own affaie.”

“Mr. Proutt”

“But, in reply to my old iriend's
letier, sir, 1 am bound to mention your
name ' snorted Prout. ' If you are aet-
ing secretively, sir, I cannot follow your
examplo. I shall certainly mention to
Charles that his nephew Iustaco is here
filling a temporary post.” He snorted
again. “Have you any objection to my
doing so0, Mr. Smedley 7"

“MNone in the world, sir!™ drawled
Mr. 8medley, and he walked on, leaving
Frout snorting,

His face was cool and calm as hie went
mto the House,

But it changed when lho was in his
study with the door shut. Then the
maag of indifference was thrown aside.

His look became almost haggard.

He had pulled throupgh the interview
with Mr. Barmnuel Vernon-Smith by the
skin of his teeth, ns it were. But thia
danger was closer,

E'rout, probably, would not be in &
hurry to answer that letter from Charles
Smedley : he waz a slow old geutleman.
But he would answer it, And what
would bo the outcome !

*“That

There was danger in the air for the
man with & borrowed name,

Prout's answer might bring old
Charles 8medley to the school to seo his
nepheaw, when he would certainly dis-
cover that the man who passed there
under the name of Eustace Smedley,
was not Eustace Smedley at sil.

The schemer realised that it would be
wiso to go while the going was good !

But to go with his task undone—to
leave the scapegrace safo—to give uf
his chance of ousting him with tho mil-
lionaira! TIeo could not make up his
mind to that !

Darker and darker grew his brow as
lie paced his study. ]

Hitherto, it had only been in the
plotter’s thoughts to catch the Bounder
tn some act of delinquency, to-hand him
ovor to the punishment he richly de-
served, Seo far, he could feel thet he
had some justification, and could silence
the murmurs of conscience,

But there was no time for that now——
no time ! Quelech would be coming back
i a week—and the danger from Prout
was still nearer! He could not afford
to wait till the scapegrace 1;‘]&3511 into
his hands! ‘There were blackor
thoughts now in the mind of the man
who was [lerbert Vernon-Smith's rival
for & fortune.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
All Serene!

i SAY, you fellows !
H Billy Bunter aot up.
Ha was eeated in Smithy's
armchair, in Study No. 4, His
fat face was shiny and sticky. There
was jam round his mouth, jam on Ins
fat Gingers, jom on many 'pluces. Bunter
was of the jam, jammy !
(Continped on page 11}
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lso he was breathing hard. Bunter
had been rather exerting himself. The
supplies in the study cupboard had pot
been merely ample, but lavish.

The Bounder always "“did” himself
wall in that line. He had intended to
ask half a dozen fellows to tea that
afterncon. There had been plenty of
tuck on hand for the party. .

Bunter had had the time of his life!
It went against the grain, with William
Georga Bunter, ta leave anything un-
eaten, But even Bunter h not beon
able quite to finish, Two or three things
remained in the studv cupboard, when
at last the fat Owl realised that he could
do no more,

He sat down to rest for a few minutes
in the Bounder's expensive and comfort-
able armechair. MNow that the tuck was

one, it was only prudent for Bunter to

e gone also. ut he needed a rest,
and, having eat down, he was'disinclined

to ﬁet u;}) again,
ot till he heard footsteps coming to
the study did Bunter stir. Then it waa
too late! Ap he heaved his weight out
of the armchair, the door opencd, and
Herbert Vernon-Bmith and Tom Red-
wing came in, -
Bunter blinked at them through his

hig ﬁ‘pantnciea in deep anlarm. The
Bounder had already dueked him that
day. Something worse than

a duckin
was probabla when Smithy discove
the havoe that had been wrought in his
study eupboard. o ;

Vernon-Smith stared at him in surprise,
st sceing him in the study. Then, as he
dizcerned Bunter's jammy state, i‘ua un-
derstood, and a dark look came over
Lis face—very alarming to Bunter.

“You fat tick—" began Vernon-

ith,

“1—I eay, Smithy, I—I—I haven't
been to the cupboard I* esid the Owl of
the Bemove. “I—I was just waiting
here for you to coma .in. I—1 was
rather anxious about you, old chap.”

[ ‘?ha.t.?"" )

“I was afraid Smedley would nail you
st the Three Fishers, old fellow,”
explained Bunter. “Not that he got
anything from me, you know! But—
but I was guite anxious, and—and I
waited here to see you. I—I think I'll
go now. Mauly's asked mo to tea—"

Bmithy slammed the door shut.

“I—1 say, Smithy—"

“Woep that door shut, Reddy, while
I ses what the fat scoundrel has been
up to!" grunted the Bounder,

“I—I say, wvou fellows—" gasped
Buater. .

At any other time he would have been
eurprised to see that the two juniors had
come in on friendly terms, as it was
well known that they had “rowed ™ an.-:l
¥art¢d. But at ths moment Bunter's

at thoughts were concentrated on bhim-
splf, and what was %‘mn% to haﬁpun
when the Bounder, like Mother Hub-
bard, found that the cupboard was bare.

Thero was & roar from the Bounder,
a4 he threw open the cupboard door and
stared in,

“My hat! I-—Tl—" [Ile
round at the Owl of the Remove,

Bunter gave a squeak of terror.

“I—1 say, Smithy. it wasn't me!” he
gasg}ed. “It—it was the cat!”™

“'I'he cat ¥ yelled Vernon-Bmith.

“Yes, old chap—the House dame's

spun

eat! I—l saw it—and—that's why 1'm

here! I—I came in to drive that cat

away !” )
“Fa, has, lha!” roared Redwing.

“Thd the cot open jars of jam "

"EhT  Oh? Y’na!” asped Dunter.
“That—that cat's awfully clever, you
know! I—I say, 1 thank it's still in the
passage. I'll look—" 1

“Kecp the door ehu!, Reddy, while I
.get & stump [

“Oh, roally Bmithy! I've told you it
was the cat]! I—=I hope you can take
g fellow's word—"

" Wait till I get that stump I”

“Lock hera, §-°“ beast !  Lt—it was
some HFourth Form chaps!” ped
Bunter, Beeing that the cat would not

o down, as it were, Bunter washed out
Eha cat, and tried another tack
“Te-mglﬂ, Dabney, and Fry of the
Fourth. 1 saw them raiding your tuck
Smithy! I—I'd go after them, if 1
were you !V ] )

Vernen-8mith picked a ericket stump
out of a corner. He came towards the
fat Owl, who cast an imploring blink st
Tom Redwing, on guetd at the door.
Smithy evidently believed in & Fourth
Form raid no more than he believed in
the cat, and it was the stump for
Bunter,

Bu% to Bunter's surprise and relief,
Tom Redwing suddenly opened the door,
and the way was free.

*Cut !” said Redwing, _

Bunter did not need telling twice.

With a single bound he was in the
passage, a swipe of the stump just mass-
ing him as he bounded. In one second
mora he was gcsigﬁg down the Reroove
passage at about 60 m.p.h,

The door slammed after him. Red-
k'-'"iing closed it immediately he was out-
side,

“¥ou silly ass!”? roared the Bounder,
gluring st Redwing. “ What the thump
mean 7

o you

“3(1355 does it, Smithy,” said Tom
pacifica 1{}'. “It was from Bunter I got
the tip that Smedley was after you. It
was worth the spread.”

Vernon-Smith grunted, snd threw the
stump 1uto the corner,

“ﬁu’m a silly ass!”™ he %ruw‘led‘
“The fat brute’s cleared the study right
out! You're a howling fathead

Tom smiled. He did not mind the
Bounder "slanging * him. It was, in
fact, s eign that the rift in the laute was
closed. Nothing had been said on the
subject; but it seemed to ba tacitly
um:farst-nnd that they were ou the old
footing. )

“You're a blithering idiot, Reddy,”
went on the Bounder., " Only a blither-
ing idiot would have come to that den
to warn me, and taken the risk of

etting it in the neck., What did you

o it for?” ) .

“ Fathead !” eaid Tom, smiling.

“That fat scoundrel baso't left us
much for tea,” added Smithy, glancing
into the cupbeard again. I was gomg
to ask some fellows—Ekinner, Snoop,
Stott, Angel, and Kenney of the
Fourth.” He grinned at the expression
of distaste that came over Redwing’s
face. * All serene—1'm not askin’ them,
after all. I'm done with that crew!”

Redwing looked at him doubtfully.

“1 mean_ it,” said the Bounder

wietly.,  * But never ound that now,

t your lines done, and then we'll
have tea.” oo .

Toun sat down to his lines again, He
had left himsell barely time to get
through; they had to be handed in by
tea-time. Vernon-Smith went to the
study window and stood looking out
into the quadrangle below.

His brow was very thoughtful,

Smithy waos, no doubt, o “bad hat”
in many ways. DBut he had good
qualities, as well as bad—and the good
predominated. The risk that Tom Hed-
wing had run that afterncon to save
hiin from his own fnllﬁ had touched
the Dounder's heart. & had thrown
his best friend aside, rejected his
friendship: wyet in the moment of
danger I?ia fiiend had stood by him,
without counting the cost, and saved
him. If ever a fellow falt thoroughly
ashamed of himself, and repeniant

i

from the bottom of his heart, Horbert
‘J%mnnﬁmit# d;fi . o
e was thinking of it as mtood
looking from the !windn'lll, whils Tonm:
round away at his lincs, But he was
inhing of something else, too. In the
excitemont of the escape he had for:
gotten about the skiff he had left tied
up under the bonk of the Sark oppo-

site the gate of the Three Fishers. But
he remembered it now,

If 8medley found it—

Thers was nothing to bos done. If

the Creeper and Crawler was going to
spot that skiff he had epotted it already
and the Bounder could only wait and
wonder, It was a relief to him when,
at last, he saw the tall figure of the
Remove master come in at the gates.
He watched him spesking with Prout
in the quad, and then lost sight of him
a8 ho came to the House,
Hia heart beat painfully.

Redwing had saved him—risked ex-
ulsion to save him., But if the
Sreaper and Crawler had found his

skiff where it had been left, what then?
He turned his back to the window and
listened—in dread of hearing the Form-

master's footsteps coming up the
pPRssAgo. .
But minute followed minute, and

those footsteps did not oome. The
Bounder breathed more fre-aii;r_ )

Surely, if his enemy had evidence
against him he would have come for
him at once to take him to the Head,
Or had he gone to Dr. Locke first—and
was the blow only dela{lﬂd?

Redwing threw down his pen and rose
from the table, ) )

“ Finiched " asked Smithy quietly.

14 YEE.H-

“8medley’s in—I saw him come in.
Cut off —you've just time.” e

Redwing left the study with his lines.
He knew nothing of the anxiety on his
chum's mind, a]:t% Smithy did not mean
to tell him. Vernon-Smith moved rest-
lessly about the stud{‘ waiting for Red-
wing to c¢ome back. The minuics
geamed like hours to him.

But Redwing came back at last. He
game nhﬂarfu]ﬁ' into the study, but he

ve a little start as he glanced at the

cunder's face. It was pale and temse.

*What's up, Smithy? he asked
q“ifiﬁlﬂj's dley in hia study?”

“Was Smedley in bhia study

" He looked in rather a bad

3.
temper,” said Redwing. “I faney he
hasn’t enjoved his afternoon. DBut
b ]

what .

“He's been in a quarter of an hour
or more!™ said Vernon-Smith, with a
deep breath. “He would have dong
something by this time, 1 .

The Poundor langhed

e Bounder laughed. .

“1f he'd spotted the skiff I left t.mr_,'i
up near tha gate of the Three Fishers!
IIm: nnﬁwewﬁl.”" Looks as if he hasn't!
t's all right.

H.etiwiﬂg cought his breath.

“Tt's all right, T tell you,’ said tho
RBounder. *“Ha wouldn't be letting me
vest if he had something to puf up to
the Head! I can eut out later get
that dashed skiff in, before call-over.
Let’s have fea”

———

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Botunder's Resolve!

OB CHERRY lifted himself out of
B the grass onder the big onk on
Popper's [sland, and began
acking empty  ginger-beer
bottlee into the basket,
“Time we were off 1" ho remarked,
“The timefulness s preposterous!
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, and
Tee Maoser Liseary.—No, 1,573,
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he lent a hand pothering up paper

hnlg-z.

t had been quite an enjovable pienic
on Popper's Island; not ihe loss s=o
recause William George Bunter had
not honoured it with hiz distioguizhed
presence. It would not have been quite
z0 enjoyahle had Sir Hilton Popper
happened to  discover the picnickers
there. Fortunately, the lord of Popper
Court was away mn FLondon, and when
the great man was absent, his keepers
did not secan to bother themselves
mueh about trespaseors on the island
i 'the river. 8o all had gone well, and
now b was time to go, and having
cleared up all litter from their camp
muler the oak, the chums of tha Re-
move went baclk to theif beoat. It was
tied up under the bushes on the bank,
along with the Bounder's skiff. Harry
Wharton stepped into the latier,

“T'll row thiz back!” he remarked,
“H Smedley's =till rooting about, he
migiht notice a towed boat, and sit up
and take notice.”

“Ten to one te’s bagged Smithy long
agol” arunted Johnny Buoll

“Well, if e hasn't, we don’t want
to help him,™

Theo captain_ef the Remnove pushed
off in the skiff. and tho Co. followed

m the boat, They rowed away down
ihe Sark with the curvent, “'ﬂl’l(ﬂ.ﬁilg‘ f
little what had  happencd to  the

Bainder that afternoon, Tf Smedley
had “bagged ” him, it was quite likely
that he would be already wone from
Greviriars, wheon the at back there,
and even Johnny Bull felt rather dis-
turbed at that thought. Little as they
liked Smithy's wild wars, the Famous
Five knew that they would miss him if
hie went, and miss him sorely, especially
i the ericket. But if he had, this time,
rwat what ho had asked for szo often, it
eonld not ba helped,

“Hallo, halle, hallot!”
Cherry suddenly.

They had passed the Three Fishers on
their  way  down-stream, when Bob
lifted his oar, and peinted to a figure
on the bank. It was the Bounder.

"Smithy [ exclaimed Fronk Nugent.

“The esteemed and  rvidieulons
Bounder ! ejaculated Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. “Then theve haz boon no
sackiulness ™

Vernon-Smith  was  coming up  ihe
towpath at a trot. But he stopped,
and stared at the fellows on the river.
He recognised the skiff that Harry
Wharton was in—the one he was on his
way to feteh. Wharton =eulled in o
the banlc

"'WI}&I.L the thump are veu dein' in
my skiff, Wharton?” asked the Boundor
in asionishment.

:{}'ﬂrﬂ vou going hack for it

Tos,

“Then von got away ™
~ The Bownder looked ot Lim, colownr.
ing a little,

“Yon seem ta know all abeut it ™ he
granted,

“Wo saw Smedley after zou this
afternoon.”  answeved Harrv quictly,
“Ho asked us whether we'd zeen you—
aml he went in af the Three Fishers.
You wera there, of convze,”

“I got on the Cak Lane side. Tha

blizhter cut mo off from this side, and
I had to let the skiff take itz chanep,™

roared Bob

eaid  Smithy, "X he'd thought of
lookin® for it—" He shrugpad Dis
thoulders.

“Aozt likely he did,”  anawered
farrv.  “And in case he did, we
picked it up and took it along to
Popper’s Island with ws, I haven't

much doubt that he wounld have lookod
for 1t and found it, if we'd left it where
your tied it up”

Tre Macxer Lmnart.—No. 1,373

“Oh, my hat!” The Bounder
whistled, “So that was it] T won-
dered—" He broke off. “You've

done me a good turn, old bean.”

“1 koow that,” answered Wharton,
rather dvyly. “I've not the slightest
doubt that if Smedley misted you in
that den, he looked for your skiff
knowing you ecame by water—and if
he'd found it, your game would have
been up—as you jolly well deserved.”

“Thanks ™ Eﬂi(:]l the Bounder szdr-
castically. .

“And it would have sorved you jolly
well right i said Johnny Bull, }ru-rn the
Remove boat. ““And 1 think Wharton
was an ass to chip in, Why shouldn't
you be sacked for blagging, like any
other rank outsider?”

“The whyfulness is terrific!™ grinned
Hnrree Jamset Bam Singh.

T'he Bounder laughed,

“¥Your bark’s worse than vour bite,
Bull, old bean,” he said. * Anyhow,
I'm no end obliged to you fellows. I'll
take the skiff now, Wharton I

The captain of the Femove stepped
into tho boat with his friends, and Ver-
non-Smith inte the skiff, 'They pulled
down the stream to the E{IEIGDE After
putting up the boats, the Bounder
joined Harry Wharton,

“Look here,” he said, in 2 low
voiee, “I was jolly neurly nabbed this

afterncon.  Redwing came and gave
me the tip, and got me clear. Smedley
jolly nearly got the pair of us.  I'vae

made it up with Reddy—we're friends
afrain now."

“I'm glad of that'™

¢ But=—8medley might have got me,
all the same, if you hadn't chipped in
g you did! I've had a ggmﬁ many
close shaves singe Bmedley came to
Greyfriars; but this was the closest, I
auppose you think I've been a frightful
;-I-EE-LJI.

YA eilly, reckless, blackguardly ass
if you want to khow what I think,” sai
the captain of the Remove curtly,
“Redwing might have got landed,
along with you—he was a fool to risk
it
Y80 I've told him,* said the Bounder
lightly, and he laughed. PBut he became
serious agamn at once. “ Look here, it's
given me a bit of a2 jolt! T'd rowed
with Reddy, chucked him, ecalled him
names, and he did that for met! Well,
thore won't be any morve of it. I've teold
Reddy so, and T mean it! I'm chuck-
ing it up for sood! I'tn going to tos
the line, and take wvou for a shininl
example to be followed.®

“ 0, don't be a howling ass "' enapped
Wharton.

“ Honest Injun ! grinned the Boundear.
“Anyhow, I'm goin' to be good! Do
vou know, 1'm beginnin® to think that
the pater was right in keepin’ me short
of money, though it made meo feel fonr-
fully zore. T shouldn’t have been play-
in' the giddy ox toalay enly I've
woney to burn.  You remember my
father was herve the day of the 8t. Jim's
mateh, and he waz frightfully bucked
at sroing me playin® cricket and bring-
ing down the house. He departed from
iz custom to the extent of {ippin® me
a ten-pound note, and it's been burnin’
a hole in my pocket ever since”

“Your father can’t have guessod how
_‘l.'lmll"ﬁ'ﬂl'ﬁ going to spend it,” said IMarvy
arvly.

“He =aid he'd trust me—sort of
puttin’ me to ihe teat, vou know.”

Wharton frowned.

“Daszh it all, Smithy, and yon were
going—— Dash it all, you ought to be
jolly well ashamed of _"gcnm'srﬁf!”

“Tuactly what I think myvaelf” zaid
ithe Bounder onexpectedly. " So zlad
that you cwdorse my own opinionr, Well,
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I'm goin” to blow the tenner. I never
conld keep money in my pockets, like-
wise, you never know how long a good
rezolution will last with a tenuer in &
fellow’s pockeét—you nover know, you
know ! He chuckled. “T'm gomn’ to
stand some sort of a biz blow-out, and
ask half the Remove—and you and your
friends will have to come. 2ort of
celebration of my jolly old reform, and
ufter that I'm going. to be so good and
nice that even Smedley may come to
love me dearly—what "

Harry Wharton laughed,.

“I hope vou'll stick to that, Smithy,"”
he said.

“Like glue! said the Bounder,

And he went into the House, whistling.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Passing the Rubicon !
wera oub in Greylviars

IGHTS
L School,
Only from one study window

a hght gleamed on the dusky
quad. It came from Mre. Smedley's
stndy.

The temporary master of ilie Remova
was up late, after the vest of the school
had long been in bed.

It was not an unusual press of work
that kept Mr., Bmedley up to that late
hour. On his table lay a pile of FForm
papers, woiting to be corrected; but he
had not touched them.

A schoolmaster's work was irksomao o
the man with a2 borrowed name. Tn
carlier days, before he became e pariner
i the firm of Leggett & Teggers, he
had been 2 Form-master for o time, and
had disliked it heartily. At Greviviars
lie disliked it more than ever.

The Remove had found him a very
careless master, thuu?h quick enough at
handing out punishments, when his
temper was irritable.  Blackers in Lhe
¥orm, like Bkinner, znd Bunter, and
Mauleverer, had litlle to fenr except
when SBmedley was in & bad temiper.
Behoolmastering was simply eamouflage
—he was at Greyiviars to get llerbert
Vernon-Smith sacked, and he had long
since been fed-up with the place and
everyone n ik, But sick as he was of
Gravfriars, and of playinz the pnrt of
a Form-master theve, he was fereely
determined net to go with his porpose
unaccomplished.

Pacing his study in the sileni, sleeping
House, Lucius Teggers was wresiling
with his consecience—such as 1t was.

Ho was anxious to go! In another
week he had to go, whetlier ha was
anxtous or not. And that day ke bad
tried once more to “mnail* the =eape-
prace of the school, and had failed.

The young rascal was foo wary for
hini. Te deserved expulsion a dozen
times over, but he was too wary. Agam
and again the schemer told himsclf thar
he was siriving fo get 2 yvoung rascal
what he richly desexved. Ile had a
consclonee of sorts, and it had to be
arguad with,

The Bounder's own bad condnet
would have been salticient for his pur-
pose could he bt have nailed him down
to it. But in that he had failed. And
he gould not bide hia time and watch
angd wait—time was too short. He had
to take action; but it was long beforo
the wretched schemer ecould make up
his mind to the only action that ceuld
sovve his turn,

Luecius Teppers was far from being the
sodate, model voung businessman that
Alr. Vernon-S8mith betieved him to he.
He had been o secret gambler, and e
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% Thare | " gasped

ungrateful rofter | ¥ah "

The letter whizzed
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past Vernon-Sm

“*Take it, you beast ! Catch me bringing you letters agaln, yom
and dropped into the water.

5
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* ¥on howling ass | **

roared the Bounder. He grabbed after the letter in the water. bul it was soaked, and sinking, before his fingers could

most unlucky one. Debts and difficulties
were piled on him, and he hed been
very near the end of bis tether when
the millionaire sought him out. The
ossibility of being adopted by Mr
ernon-Smith, of gemming heir 10 &
fortune of millions, had come like &
ray of light in the darkness of his
prospects. And thenm had come the
crushing  disappointment, when he
learned that the millionaire was giving
bis scapegrace son another chance,

But even then Lucius bhad never
thought of & crime  He had sailed
rather near the wind—he admitied that.
But it was no crime to expose in his
true colours o young reckless rascal who
was deceiving and deluding his hoad-
master. DBut now——

Mow darker and more torrible
thoughts were in his mind. Ile had
to go. snd he had to suecced beforo
he went, or !g:ive up all bope of Mr.
Vernon-Smith’s mitlions And to that
ho could not make up his mind. The
millicnaire had dangled that glittering
bait before his eyes, and hke could not
fot 1t oo

The stroke of one boomed out from
the clock tower.

Mr. Smedley ccased to pace his study
gt last.
His mind was made up.

Ho seated himself at the study table
ancl droew & lester towards hime, It was
addressed to Herbert Vernon-bmith, in
hiz father's band

In the ordinary course, it wouid have
been placed in the rack along with other
letters for the Rermove, tu bo taken by
the Bounder Smcdley had kopt 1t bae
for his own reasons

The flap of tho eavelope was open;

touch it.

it had been opened by steam, which
left uo trace. ;

He drow out the lotter within. Ha
had read it befors, but now he road
it againm, with a bitter brow It was
hri:ﬁ like most of Mr. Vernon-Bmith's
episties, but it indicated that the million-
aire was less incenscd against the scape-
grace who had given him so much
trouble.

“Pear Herbert.~—I am glad, very
glad, that you seem to be doing well
at school now. 1 was not able to have
a talk with your Form-master, as 1
wished, when 1 was at Greyinars last
woek, but I had 2 few words with
Dr. Locke, who spoke of you most
tavourably. You geem to hava won
his good opinion  You musl try to
do tho same with Mr Smedloy. 1
necd not sav how glad T shall be w
believo that I ean trust you agatn, and
te forget all past troublos

“Your affectionate father,

“5. Verxows-5miTn”

The men with a borrowed name
scowled over that letter It held out
hope of & complete reconciliation
between the scapegrace and his father.
But it held out lLittle hope for the
Bounder's rival for a {ortune Mr.
Vernon-Smith seemad to have forgouten
the nephew whose hopes he had rased.
only to dash them to the ground again
Cortamnly, he hau no knowledge of
Lucius' dospeorate neoed to realise those

hn}ﬁgs. .
ng, long minutes the schemer sa
thinking over that lerter It was a kind
and coneilintory  letter.  The jumior
receiving it would not be surprised to
find & tip in it

Slowly at last the man with a bor.
rowed name opened a drawer of his
dosk, and took out a crisp slip of paper
—a Bonk of England pote for ten
pounds.

Ha made & note of ths number—000124
—and wrote it down, Then, with fingess
thet trembled in spite of himself, he
folded the banknote in the letter and
replaced it ip the envelope.

Carefully he sealad the onvelope again,
leaving no trace that it had been opened.

The letter was then placed with a
little pile of others. The man with &
borrewed name rose to his feet and
wiped the perspiration from his brow.

Ho turned out tho light and left bis
atudy. :

With solt footsteps ho went to his
room—to bed, but not to sleep! He
could not sleep after what he bad done.
His wakeful, weary oyes grected the
June sun when it glimmered in at hia
window in the morning.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Obliging {

i SAY. you fellows! Is there one
E for mot"
Bally Bunter blinked up at the
letter rack.
It was meorning break, and a s%-:md
many fellows had come nlong to look
for lecters Among them was Bully

Bunter—no doubt in the delusive hopa
that hiz celebrated postal order bad
arrived ot last )
"Not this time, old fat bean!” said
Bob Cherry  “Your jolly old rich
relations have forputten you again”
(Contentued on puge 15
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tervific 1"
grinned Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.
“It is preposterously reprehensible of
the estecmed nobility.” .

“1 say, you fellows, 1 was expecting a

“The forgetfulness 1a

postal order this mornin 2

“Go hon 1" remarked Skinner.

"We've heard that one, Bunter [ said
Bob Cherry gra,velﬁ

“1 say, that looks like a letter for
me, "

“Can't vou read, fathead? That's for

Smithy.”
blow Smithy ¥

[ £ Dli_.‘
evishl
He blinked longi
addressed to Herbert

said Bunter

Iy at the letter
ernon-Smith. Xt

was quite likely, in Bunter’s epinion,
that that letter contained a tip.
True, Mr Vernon-Smith had been

hard as nails all that term, in the matter
of cash, in dealing with the son he had
onca indulged so carslessly. Bat on
the day of the St. Jim's ericket match,
whon the Bounder had been tha hero of
the hour, cheered by all the Greyfriars
fellows, and carried off the cricket
ground shoulder-high, the millionaire
relented, for once.

Proud of his son, greatly pleased with
him, Mr. Vernon-8mith had tipped him
& “tenner” before he left, Bunter, who
saw many things that did oot concern

m, had seen that. so he knew And he
nag&%sr opined that, huvm%nnca broken
the mai( a3 it wera, Mr. Vernon-BEmith
might keep an with the good work!

o that letter sticking in the rack was
very attractive to Bunter, and he
blinked at it agamm—as if by the sheer
force of blinking he could turn the name
of Herbert Vernon-Smith into that of
William George Bunter!

Finally, he took the letter down,

: E-irmt hs: dnua;:‘t seem iuadk“ﬂw there's
ene for him,” he remarked. *I fanc
I'll take thie to him.” ’

Bunter rolled away, with the lotter in
his far hand. looking for the Bounder.

Evidently 8mithy did not know that

era was & letter for him that movning;
80 it was only cobliging to take it to
hlﬁ!.

Hunter was not, a3 & rule, & very
obliging fellow. But ho waa always
prepared to oblige any fellow who had &
remittancea. And he considered it
probable that there was & remittanco in
that letter.

He rolled into the quad, and blinked
round through his big spectacles for the
g A Smit

8ay, vou fellows, sean Smithy 1" ho
ealled out, sddressing Temple, Dabney
& Co. of the Fourth. who were strolling
in the quad

Temple & Co grinned,

Vernon-Smith was in the quad walking
under the olms with Tom Redwing, in
conversation with his reconciled chum.
e was visible to any fellow who looked
in that direction—oxcept Billy Bunter |
But the fat Owl's range of vision was
limited. If he saw the fellows by the
elins ho did not recognise them at the
distance.

“ Lookin® for Bmithy 7" aaked Cecil
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Rﬂgim.ld Temple, with a wink
Dabney & Fry To Ceeil Re.Fma.'Id. it
seermned rather funny for a fellow to be
inguiring for a fellow who was walking
in plain view.

Yeos—sacn him 1" asked Bunter.
“Tpoked in tha Cloisters?” asked
Temple blandly. ;

“What the dickens is he in the
Cloisters for $” ﬁrutttﬂd Bunter.

“MNever asked him 1 drawled Temple.

“Br-r-r 1V grunted Buntar

And he rolled off in the direction of
the Cleisters, leaving the Fourth Form
fellows grinning.

“Now, I wonder,” remarked Temple
thoughtfully, * whether that fat idiot
fancied, from what 1 said, that Smithy
was in the Cloisters? I never said he
was, did [1”

“Ha, ha, ha "

Temple & Co. sauntered on_their wa
rinning ; what time Billy Bunter di
the distance to the old é!uiaters, and
rolled inte the secluded quarter. He
blinked round impatiently and peevishly

for the Bounder.

It was quite a probable place to find
Bmithy if the scapegrace of Greyfriars
was smoking a surreptitious cigarette |
So Bunter rolled along to the end, blink.
ing awmong the old stone pillars and
snifling for a scent of tobacco

But no scent of tobacea came to his
fat, little nose, and no glimpse of the

under to his ayes or his spectacles !

By the time he realised that Smithy
was ot there and the humorous Temple

had probably been pulling his leg the
bell was ringing for third school,
“Beast 1" growled Bunter.

And he rolled back to the House The
bell had stcls:?ped long before he reached
it, and the Eemove were already in their

Form-room. The hapless Owl, with
Isninth:,'r 8 lotter in his pocket, rolled in
ate,

He blinked vety uneasily at Mr.
Bmedley as he rolled in. It wes not
judicions to be late for class that day,
for the Remove master had en

extremely irritable all the morning, an
there had been a good many punish-
ments handed out in the Remove in first
and second school.

What was the matter with Smedley
the Removites did not know; but they
had remarked, too, that he looked seedy.
His face was rather pasty, and there
wera dark lines under his eyes, as if he
had slept 1ll. They were far from guecss-
ing what wns on the wretched man’s
mind. .

Smedley’s eyes glinted at the fat Owl
a8 ho rolled in several minutes late.

. Bunter " he snapped.

I—I say, sir, _I—f,m sorry I'm late '™
Fasi:rad Bunter., in alarin. 1
weard the bell, eir. and I was at the
other ond of the Cloisters when I heard
it, and =

“Toke & bundred lines, Bunter.”

“Oh, really, sir—"

“And stay in after closs to write them
out,”

“But, slpe——

*Go to your place [ snapped Smedley,
reaching for his cane.

And Billy Bunter went hurriedly to
his place, glad to escape the cane, at
all events.

The Remova woro on their very best
behaviour in third sehool that morning.
They wore accustomed to gusts of
irritable temper from Smedloy: but
nover had he Leen in such an rrritable
mood as ho seemed to be that morning.
They would have proferred their uF
Form-master. Quelch. even in the worst
of hi: "tantrums.*

Fellows who liked Queleh least. wished
fromn the bottom of their hearts that he
was back at Greviriars. and thar they
could ses the last of the Creaper and
Crawler. The best news the TNOve

I never

L]

ab.

L MITHY I
be @ No reply.
d “* Smithy ¥
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had had that term was that Quelch was

ox back.
ird school waz over at 1 and
the BRemove dismissed. Billy Bunter

had to stay in his place, to write out
his lines before be went.

Mr. Smedley, at his desk, fixed his
eyes on the Bounder as the juniors filed
out, with a strange expression in them,
So far as he knew, the scapegrace had
hia father's letter in his pocket, with the
ten-pound note. numberad 000124, n_it,
Naturally, it never crossed his mind
that that iE!ttE,}' was in the pocket of the
fat junior blinking st bim from the
desks. He had observed, when he camse
in from third school, that it was ]
from tha letter-rack, so there scemed no
room for doubt in the matter.

“Li—itf i{':-u please, sir——" gquoaked

Bunter, when the Form had gone out.
Mr Smedley did not even glance at
him. He went out after the Form and

closed the door.

“ Bemst I hissed Bunter.

And ho sat drearily to lines,

Smithy's letter was still in his pocket.
Bunter's intention had been to oblige
the Bounder by taking that letter to
him, and to extract a small loan on the
strength of that obligation. Instead of
which he had to sit in the Form-room,
g{'mﬂ;gﬁ out linea, with the letter in

iz pocket. still undelivered.

Buntar was not a quick worker, as a
rule. But he got through those lines at
unusual speed. His paper was an inter-
esting study in blots, smears, smud e%
and mis-spellings by the time he ﬁa
finished Such as it was, 1t was done,
and the fat Owl placed it on the
master’s desgl, and rolled out of tha
Form-room at last, to look for the
Bounder.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Gona lor Good!

yelled Billy
Bunter.

Still the Bounder did not heed.

After morning classes S3mithy and his
chum had gone down to the river for a
pull in the Bounder's skift. Smithy was
eitting in the ttern, wing puliing,
when the fat fgure of the Owl of the
Remove appeared on the bank.

Redwing glanced at his companion.

“ Bunter seems to want you, Bmithy,"”
he remarked.

“Let him want.”

“Bhall 1 pull 0"

“What rot!*

Billy Bunter trotted Eh!ll% the bank
to keop g&fm with the ski Ha was
short of breath, and puffing and blow-
ing. It had been exitremely irniteting

to Bunter, when he got out of the Form.
room at last, to learn that Smithy had

pne on the river [t was still more
irritating to be ignored in this way
when he sighted the fellow of whom he
was 1n guest

Buntor wanted to get that
delivered Lf he was going to raizo B
small loan from the Pounder—a crumb
that fell from the rich man's table, as
it werg—there wa: not much more time
before dinner. And Bunter wanted a
snnck at the school shop before dinnerl
That was important.

S0 he waved a fat hand at the
Bounder and toared:

* Smithy I ]

“It may be a message or somothing,

letter

Smithy 1"  suggested Tom Redwing
mildly.
“ Rubbish! The fat as: knows ['ve

got a tenner [ prunted Vernon-Smith.
“He's offered to change it for me
fifty times! ‘This iz the &ilty-firsy,
ihat's all t™
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Tom Redwing laughed and pulled on.
Bunter trotted along the bank. With
his eyes on the boat, Bunter naturally
did not have his eyes on the bank,
with the result that he caught his
feet in a traidling root, and there was
& fall, & bump, and & roar.

“ Yoooop 1*

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Bounder.
“Do that again, Bunter!”

Billy Bunter sat up dizzily. Ha
grabbed at his spectaeles which had
shpped down his fat little nose, set
them straight, and blinked wrathfully
and indignantly at the Bounder.

“Owl"* he gasped. “Deast! Rot-
ter!] ¥Yah! Catch me bringing you
¥:qr letters anothor time! Haotfer!

his is what comes of obliging a
fellow! Beast! Owl®

Vernon-8mith made s sign to Red-
wing, who rested on his cave. If the

fat Owl had a letter for him Smithy
wanted it.

“You've got a letter?” he ecalled
out.

* Beast "

“Look hecre, have vew got a letter

for me " snapped the Bounder angrily.
“ Rotter 1™

“If you have, you fat, meddlin' ass

you must have taken it out of the rack
in break—1 locked after clags, and
there wasn't one there. What have
you been deing with it?”
, “I've been locking for you, to give
it to you, you beast!” howled Bunter
indignantly. T mu!il-n’t find vou in
hlm &, and Smedley kept me in after
class.

“Why eouldn’'t you mind your own
bnsinesz, and leave a fellow’s letters

alone?” snapped the Bounder. * Chuck
it over here, and shut up (™

-1

' E aro all gotting * worked wp ™
for the first Test match of this
season, which atarts at Notting-
ham on the ¢ighth. Hence it

iz only natural that rmaany of the guestions

I have received from Macx¥EeET readers

epre concerned with these affairs.

One reader, who signz himself * Extra
Cover,” wanta to know why the names
of the men whe will actually take part
in the gpame are not usually anneunced
definitely until & few minutes before oach
contest starts. The general make-up of
each team is known, of course, but it is
the usual custom to leave a bowling
vacancy open until hall an hour or so
before the game. The reason for this,
naturally, is that the selectors iry to
make up their minds on what sort of
pitch the match will be played. When
they have made up their minds—or think
they have—they decide on the laat
bowling place—whether to play a slow
bowler or a fast gno,

There ia this important peint to be
remembered, however—and in referring to
it I am veplying to ancther question.

The actpal nrake-up of a Test
el gide st be decided upon
Lbefare the captains foss for the
tchoice of imnings. No—piuch as o
skhippey would like o do—it is not
perndissible for Rine fo wait wntil
Iree. hpores elicie side is going o
bk fivsl bejore e decides npon his
elferens.

v de tozsing up, the iwo enplaing
exclinee & hist of their players with each
othcer, and that list also hea en it tho
name of tho twelfth man, who ia mercly
uged a3 o ficlding subsiitute in case of
peecesil v,

THE CHOQICE OF INHINGS !

@i CREAT responsibility ofton resta

on & coplain in Joubtiul weather,
when he has won the tose.
Shall he bat first, or put the

other fellows in ¥ Even tho exports find )
it extrermely difficult to tell just how al

Hera's anather interesting articls hy ™ Umpire,* whosa

part knowledge of King Crioket s at the disposal
of all ™ MAGNET " readers. Write to him, ¢/o Tha
‘MAGNET, The
Lﬂm:lm, E-Gl‘.
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The boat giided cloger to the bank.

Bunter jerked the lefter from his
pocket. In his righteous wrath and
indignation, he was tempted to throw
it at the Bounder's head. But he
realized that that was not the way to
pet 8 “whack ” in the remittance—if
any ! He controlled his just wrath.

“1 say, Smithy. it's from your
father,” he said. “I know his fist! I
say, I shouldnt wonder if he's sont Tou
a tip, old chap—afie~ squeezing out a
tenner last week, you know. I sav, my
postal order hasn't come——"

“(ilve me my letter, vou fat faonl!™

The Bounder stood up in the skif
and reached out.

“Well, look here,” said Bunter, “T'm
expecting & postal order for five hob,
old chap, from one of my tictled

(Continued on next page.)

Fleetway House, Farringdon Sireet,
and watth out for his reply in this
weekly feature,

wicket will play under varving weather
conditionz. Well do I ramomber a Test
matel: at Leeds in 1926 when Arthur
Carr, of Notts, was the captain of England.
It had rained hard during the night
preceding the start of the game, but on
the morning aller the sun shonn, Before
ho tossed for choice of innings ithe Enﬁiand
skipper went out and ”‘gmmhad
pitch. He toolk with him Horbert Sut-
cliffe, who had played hundreds of innings
on the same Leeds pround. The grounda-
mon was also consulicd as to how the
pitch was likely to play.

It was azreed between theso e
that the pitch would be tricky, and snited
to slow spin bowlars, So Arthur Carr
decided thet if he won the toss he would
put Ausiralin in, Caorr won the toss, and
put Ausiralia in.

Thal reas the oceasion on tohich
that great  Australion, Charlie
Macuriney, scored o century before
hwnclh. And therveafter England had
fo fight with their backs fo the wall.

In regard to this question of whether
the opponenis should be put in after the
tosz has been won, W, G. (race onee laid
down this as a sort of guide to skippers.
“ Thete are oceasions when & captain
should think hard, on winning the toss,
whether o put the other follows in.  But
ire should noever do ik, Waell, never iz a
big word, and I take it that captaina will
continue to take their courage in both
hands and put the other fellows in after
winning the toss,

One of my thoughtful renders congiders
thiz tossing business, apart from the first
Test, i3 a migtnlke, e sugpesta that after
the opening game e captain who lost
the toss in the first mateh should have
choice of innings for the sfocond game,

and a0 on alternately to the end of the.

sorics. Thero is something to be eaid
for thia, for afier all the idea of leaving
it to echanco doean’t work out badly.
The law of avernges sees to that., Here
is an intercsting fact to prove it:

In the course of 120 Test matches
teheiclhh hare been played belween

But the pri
he | sredit of % Alletaon, s Notts

England and Australia, the England
captain has won the Loss 45 Hmes,
and the Australion skipper 61 finres,
Not nmuch in that, is there ?

142 RUNS IN 40 MINUTES !

IR WALTER LAWRENCE iz a
cricket enthuaiast who thinks that
the firat-class game needs bright-
ening up by faster ecoring, and

‘with o view to encournging batsmen to

hit he haa offered o prize of the velue of
one hundred guiness to tho county
ericketer who ecores & contury in the
shortest time during the present seasom.
This faot has caused ono of my readers
EE ask for gome quick-scoring deiails from

e pazt,

The fiercest hitting story to be found
in the records books gﬂﬂﬂ not stand oppo-
site the name of G. L. Jessop, 03 many
people might think. The Gloucester man
wad, however, perhape the best habitual
fast scorer the game has over known.

bit of hitting stands to the
layer, who
waa not really in the side for his batting.
Anyway, he was not considered to be a
star in that line.

One day at Brichton in 1911, taking .
art in a last wicket stand for Notte agninat
uagex, Alletzon, for some reason or other,

decided to * go mad ' at the expense of
the Sussex bowlers. There was nothing
specially out of the ordinary in his hitting
before lunch. He merely scored 47 in
filfty minutes,

After lunech, Rowever, e sct aboud
the Swussex borwling without mercy
arid scored 142 himself in foriy
minutes. Meantime; his pariner
seored fen !

In one over [rom Rillagk—-which was
extended to seven balla—Allstson hit
34 runs—four fours and three sixes. Lhave
never been ablo to find out what Alletaon
had for lunch that day on the Sussex
ground, but it most certsinly agreed
with him | ]

If you got an opportunity of watching
the Australiana thia season, I do hopo
that you will take s note of E. H, Bromley
—espeeially in the field. Dromley is one
of the very fow players now in big cricket
who seem to have given some timo to
practising how to throw the ball, Ha
can throw it, too, Just before he left
Augtralia he took part'in a ball-throwing
competition which he won with a throw
of 124 §*&ﬂ3. But the mere length of
Bromley's throw is not the vital part of
it, He has also developed an art which
all rcricketors should practise: that of
picking wp the ball in the field and throw.
ing it with the same aoction. Try this.

“ TMPIRE.""
Tre Migxsr Lispary.—No. 1,373
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relations. Whet abost lepding me the

five bob, and takmg my postal order
when it comeai"

Bmithy did not answer that sugges-
tion. %a did not seem in the least
grateful for sll the trouble Bunter had
taken over that letter! Instead of
replying, he picked up a» beathook
Bunter was out of reach of his hands,
gut l:a.siIs' within reach of the boat

00
“Yarooooh I roared Bunter, aa he

received a poke on his fat wailsicoat.
“Ooogh ! Groogh ! Beegat 1 Ch
crikey ! Owl”

“Now give ma that letter, ¥you
maddlin® ass, or I'll come ashore
and roll vou into the water 1™ snapped
the Bounder.

“Beast I"” roared Bunter.

He raized his fat hand and hurled
tha letter at the Bounder's head. Ha
had resisted the temptation to do so so
long as there was a faint, lingering
hope of & loan. Now he fell to it!]

As the Bounder, standing in the
boat, was hardly six feet away from
him, that letter ought to have landed
fairly in his face and dropped at his

eat,

But it didn't!

Bunter was no markeman | The letter
whizzed &8 foot from Bmithy’s head,
passed him, and dropped into the Bark
on the other side of the boat.

“There!” gdasped Bunter. “Take it,
vou beast! Catch me bringing you
!eﬂari again, you ungrateful rotter!

Yah!

“You hc:—wlin,g ass 1" roared the
Bounder. He dropped the boathook.
hung over the gunwale, and grabbed
aftor the letter in the water.

But he was too late.

It was soaked, and Eiuki‘if' before
his fingers could touch it. Ha had a
momentary flimpsn of it, sinking Imto
the depths of the Sark, and then it was
gone,

That letter from Mr. Vernon-8mith,
and what it conteined, found & porma-
nent recting place in the mud at the
bottem of the river. ]
_“Oh, my hat!" exclaimed Redwing
in dismay "It's gone!”

The Dounder seramubled wup, red
with rage.

“T'll smash him!" le 35%@&;

He mode a8 bound to the bank.

“0Ob criker | gasped Bunter.

Ho turned to flee. ‘

The Bounder resched him as ho
turned.

There was a crazsh of 2 heavy foot

on the ti%htmt trousars at Greyiriars.

Bunter rofled.

“Yaroooh! Keep off, you beast!” he
roared “Oh erikey! Oh crumbs!
Wow!| It was your own fault, you
beast——  ¥Yaroooch!  Btop kmkmﬁ
me, you rotter——  Whoooop! O
lor’ | Oh orikeyl Yaroooh!™

When Vernon-8mith jumped back
inte the skiff, the fat Owl of the
Remove sat up on the pgrassy bank
and roared

Redwing pulled away, ths Bounder
sitting _ scowling in the stern, while
Billy Bunter’s dulcet tonss awcka all
the echoss of the river. Deep in the
mud of the Sark, lost for ever to
human eyes, lay the letter from Mr,
Vernon-Bimith—and, inside it, the £10
banknote numbered 000124 !

e ey

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Victory

13 OME in!" satd Mr. Smedlay.
Q It was the following day,
after oclass. The Remove-
master was in his study, when

a tap came at his door.

Herbert Vernon-Smith entered.

Mr. Smedley started a little at the
sight of him He had not expected
Smithy to come to his study. Only
“lines ” sheuld have brought him
thers. and the Bounder Lad oo lines
on hand

During the last day or two Bmedley
had left hum seversly alone in the
Form-room The punishments that
had been wont to fall thickly on the
scapecrace had ceased to fall.

Perhaps it was some rcemaining rag
of conscience that cavsed the man to
leave him alone, mow that he had
planned hia ruin. Or, perhaps, in view

Frank Richards writes in “* The Ranger” every week
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of what wos to come, he did not want
any attention to be drawn to his dis-
like cof the junior ha was goi to
accuse.  Anvhow, he left him alona,
and seemed almost to overlook his
presence 1o the Form.

“Whal is it, Vernon-Smith?” he
asked, hiz eves avoiding the Bounder'a
as he spoke.

“May I have leave to go down to
Courtfield, sic?" asked Bmithy.

Smedlay looked at him.

On halb-holidays the town of Court-
field was within bounds; on other days
leave had to be asked to go there.

That distinetion, hitherto, had nover
made any differcnee to the Bounder.
It was hiz way to pleases himself,
regurdless of the rules, and taking his
chance with the prefects and the beaks.

That the scapegrace of the school was
ont & new tack of reform, and that this
time he was in earnest, wos not likely
to ocour to Bmedley. Heo f‘u'e Smithy &
suspicious, searching look.

For what reason, Vernon-Smith?”
he asked

“I'm taking a party to the Court-
field Picture Palace to-morrow sfter-
noon, sir,” answered the Bounder. "1
want to book the seats. The place ix in
bounds,” he added, with a touch of
earcgsm. “Tho Head allows uvs to go
thore™

“I am aware of that, Vernon-8mith,
but——™

Smedley paused, gquite puzzled.

“I'd like to run down on my bike,
gir, if you'll give me leave,™ maid the
Bounder. “Thare's always a bit of a
erush on En.t-urdﬂ.ir afternoons, and I'm
tu..kmg 8 dozen fellows in my perty.
Bo I'd like to get the seats to-day.'”

The Creeper and Crawler’s eyes
glimmaored.

Booking more than a dozen reserved
seata, at the best picture house in
Courtfield meant money. It was wall
known that Smithy’s supply of cash
was strictly limited these days. Obvi-
ously, this act of extravagance could
not bo covered by his allowance.

Obviousl Smedley—hea hadd
recgived the banknote surreptitiously
introduced into his father’s letter, and
waz going. now, to change it.

Finding it in his father's letter, he
had taken it for o tip from his relent-
ing parent. Ilow could he do other-
wiseT

It was elear enough to Smedley.

Of what had happened to that letter,
owing to the fatuous intervention of
Billy Bunter, he knew nothing.
Neither did he know, or dream, that
the millionaire had tipped his son a
“tenner ¥ on_ the day of the 3t Jim’s
ericket match. To the mind of the
Creoper and Crawler, all was working
out as planned. What puzzied him
was tho Dounder coming to him to ask
leave to go to the town, instead of

taking french leave in  his  usual
mannear. .
That, however, mattered little. All

was going well!

"Very woli, Vernon-82mith., you may
Lave leave,” said Smecdler. " You sousk
be back by tea-timo

“Certainky, s’

“Very woll, vou may go.”

“Tlank you, sic.”

The Bounder leit the study. rathoer
surprised to geb lewve so cesty 1L

seemed that the Creeper wiud Crawler
ro longer had bia claws in him so
nitterly as formerly.

Mr. Bmedley stepped to his study

window.

From that window he watched, and
five or six minutes later had & glimpso
of Herbert Vernon-3mith wheeling out
hkis bicycie.
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The expression on Mr. Smedley’s face startled the juniors.
‘* Talking to these fellows, sir ! ** answered the Bounder.
this, Vernon-Smith,** said the Form-master sharply.

He remained at the. window, lecking
out, his thoughts busy.

Had the young raseal teold the truth?
Was he really going to lLiook seats at a
einema approved 1.1{ his headmaster ?
That was an unusually harniless sort of
way [or him to spend a half-holiday.

Or was that tale a flimsy pretence lo
gover up his real intentipn—something
of & mare disgraceful and disereditable
character §

The man with a borrowed pame cared
little. He was assured that Smithy was
going out to change o ten-pound notoe,
and that was all that matiered. That
it was not the same ten-pound note wes
not likely to oeccur to him.

He had told the Eﬂ;lé]f‘-gl‘ﬂm to ba hack
by tea-time. [le hardly expecled to sea
bim back so soon, but he
watching at the window.

To his surprise, asbout an hour later
he sighted the Bounnder among o number
of Romovites coming up to the Iouwss
for tea.

Vernon-Smith had come back.

He was walking towards the House
with Roedwing and Harry Wharton &
Co., Lord Mauleverer and Bquill, and
two or three other fellowa.

Mot one of them glanced at the open
window where the Creeper and Crawler
gat watching. They passed nt a littlo
distance, and Smedley caught s few
words.

“Topping, old bean 1™ Bob Cherry was
gaying. “We'll come, of coursal We
can put in some cricket practico first,
and then—"

They passed out of Smedley’s hearing.

Ho remained for some minutes in
thouglt. Apparently the seapegrace had
told him tho truth for once, and it was
a harmless schoolboy party at  the

romained
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study—— Why aren't you expelled ? **

pictures that he
Baturday afternoon.
aseertain.

AMr. Bmedley stepped to his telephone,

Ho glanced into the local directory for
a number, rang up the exchange, and
asked for the Courtfield FPicture Palaco
box-office. lle was soon through to the
man in charge there.

“1 am a Forni-master. speaking from
Greviviars School,” said AMr, Smedley.
“1 wizsh to inquire whether 2 boy be-
Jonging to this school has booked seats
for to-morrow afterncon.”

“That is sp, sir,” cama fhe reply:
“about half an bour ngo. [ attended
to the matter.”

“Is tho boy known to yeu 1™

was arranging fov
But it was easy to

*{h, quite, sir—Master Vornon-
Smith! He has often been here on a
hali-holiday.™

“He has paid {or tie soafs ¥’

® Certainly 17

“T desire to know whether he changed
a banknote for the purpose. b i3 neces-
sary for me {o inguire as his Form-
mastor,”™

There was o surprised tone in the
voice as it replicd over the wires,

“ATaster Vernon-Smith changed a ten-
pound note, sir, in paying for the seats.
As ho 13 well khown here 1 had no
Liesitation—"

“1 gquite understand. Please do not
allow that banknote io pass out of your
liands for the present.’”

“What '

“1 om afraid, sir, that the boy has
passed & banknote which he was not
entitled to have in his ession, Ifor
vour own sake, you had better keep it
by you till inquiry can be made.”

*Burely, sir, it iz impossible—"

R Vernon-Smith ! ** he barked. *‘ What are you doing here ® **
“ Why shouldn't I be in the quad, sitr 2 ** - ** I do not nnderstand
“The Head Is aware that you purlolned a banknote Irom my

i

gasped the man at fhe Courtficld boxe
olfice.

“] have warned you how the matler
stands, sir,” said Jr. Smedley coldly.
“¥ou will keep the note in your possca=
sion, I conclude 1’

“Oh, certainly i
Mr. Smedley rang off.

He wiped a drop of perspiration frone
his face. WVietory waz m his hands now
—at all events, he had no doubt that.if!
waz. What could be clearer? All that
remained now was to “misa™ the ten~
pound nets from his desk, and lay the
matter before the Head.

But it was with slow steps that the
man with a borrowed name at last made
his way to Dr. Locke's study.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Accused !
i S8AY, you fellows—-"
I “ Blow away, Bunter!”
“RBut, I say—" velled Bunter.
"E"Uﬂrtl ll:l -
There wera seven fcllows st tea in
Stydy No. 1 in the Remove, and an
eighth was not required. Bo the FFamons
Five and 2mithy and Redwing, who
were teaing with the Co., all spoke at
ones as Billy Bunter’s fat face and big
spectacles glimmered in et the door.
But tha Owl of the Bemove did not
“hlow ™ away.
“1 say, you feilows,’
wis going to fell you—

!':a gasped, "I

“Don't tell us your postal order’s
come " implored Bob Cherry. _
“Anvthing  but  that!"”  grinned

MNugent.
Tee Maigner Lierany.—No. 1,573
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“I zay, Smedley——""

¥ Oh, bother Smedley !” .

‘él—le’a: gono to your study, Smithy,
an :

“Minc !” ejaculoted the Bounder.

“You're for it, old chap, if you've got
any smokes there—"

“1 haven't, you fat duffer!' grunted
the Bounder. .

“Well, Smedley's jolly well alter
something,” said Bunter. “I can jolly
well tell you the Creeper and Crawler's
after you, and—"

“ Buntor 1"

“Oh lor' 1" The fat Owl spun round
in ihe doorway. *“ I—I didn't know Euu
wers creeping up behind me, sir. I-—1
mean I—1 didn't gee you, =ir. I—I
wasn't calling you the Creeper and
Crawler, sir—"" i

“Where i3 Vernon-Smith, Bunter? He
is not in his study.”

“He's here, sir—""

“Tako five hundred lines, Bunter, and
go to your study and write them out.”

“Dh crikey V' .

Billy Bunter rolled away in great
dismay, The tall igure of Smedley took
his place in the doorway of Study Ne. L

Hurry Wharton & Co. rose to their
foet at once. What trouble was crop-
ping up now they could not guess, bui
the Cresper and Crawler's visit to Study
Wo. 4 evidently meant trouble of some
sott.

The Bounder was glad at that moment
that he was on the reform tack, and
that Smedley could not possibly have
anything sgaipst him.

“ Vernon-Smith 1"

“Ven, sir 1" said Smithy guietly.

“¥You sre to go to your hesdmaster’s
gtudy. 1 came to tell you =0.”

“Yery well, sir.”

Smedley's Emoe was hard and_cold,
and expressed little or nothing Yot all
the fellows present had & sense that the
matter was serious; that something un-
uwsuelly grave was impending.

The juniors exchenged uneasy glances.

“Is mnything the matter, air "' ven-
tured Wharton.

“Yes, Wharton, somethi Very
serious ia the matter,” answered the Re-
move-master coldly, “Go at once,
Y ernon-Smith

The Bounder breathed hard

“I've done nothun’,” he muitered.

*“VYou have to anawer to your head-
master for what you have done, not to
me, " gard Bmedley icily,

Yeruon-Smi
:tnnﬂ he turned and Wwalked back to the

1I's.

The Bounder stood dpanhingu

“ Smithy,” muttered Bedwing, touch-
ing his chum's arm, “ buck up, glq;l man |
it can't be anything serious—""

“dn't you see his faca?” snecred the
Bounder. “He's got me at last—or he
thinks he has. The rotter |

“But if you've done mothin
said Harry Wharton vneasily. Smithy's
reform was so very recent and so vory
uncertain that it was a littls dificult to
belirve that he had done “nothing."

* Nothing—nothing 1"’

“Dotter go to the Head,” said Tom
anxiously. “*Come back as soon as vou
can, Smithy; wa're all anxions.™

Tha Boundar nodded and left the
study.

Ho went slowly down the stairs. His
comscience was unusually olear. He had
done nothing. But he had a feeling of
mnpending calamity as he went down
the stairs with faltering steps.

In the lower passape he passed Mr,
Smedley. He losked at him, but the
ﬁnmuva-muﬁar did not appear to notice
v,

Blowly he went to the Head's study.

He tapped and entered,

Tue Magyer Lisrany.—No. 1,373.

Dr. Locke was scated at hiz writing-
table, & pen in his hand, but he was not
writing ; bis face was very grave. ;

“Come in, Vernon-Bmith I he smd.
Ho laid down the pen and fixed his eyes
on the Bounder., * 3r, Smedley informs
mﬂ_”.

"“What hae he told you this time?”
eaid the Bounder, between his teeth.
“I1t 18 not true, whatever it ig "

“ Vernon-Smth 1"

“I've done nothing|® said the
Bounder stubbornly. ‘' Smedley's been
against ma ever since he's been here.
But I've done npothing this time.”

“That is what I have to ascertain,
Vernon-Smith,” said the Head quietly,
“and if you have, as you express it,
done nothing, you have nothing to fear.
You must be aware that you can rely
on your headmaster for justice."

*1 know that, of course, sir.”

“Yary well. Have you changed a
tanvgnund note to-day "

The Bounder stared. The question
was utterly unexpected, and seemed to
him utterly irrelevant.

‘Yoz, he answered.

“You admit that, Vernon-Bmith 1"

“Why shouldo’t I, sir? It's troe.”

“Mr. Smedley has missed & bank-
note for ten pounds from his study.”

MANCHESTER = READER
WINS TOPPING LEATHER
POCKET WALLET!

For the following jaunty Crey-
i L:ﬁi::*furner
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Did olamber up a very high tres
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And blinking al? rﬁurt:i
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“Has he, sir?”

“The banknote was kept in a locked
drawer. But yesterday Mr. Smedley
chanced to leave his keys on the table.
He tells me, however, that it never
crossed his mind that they had been
used by an unknown hand, until he
wont to the drawer thiz afterncon for
tho banknote ond discovered that it
wus no longer thers.”

The Bounder burst intoe & scoffing

laugh.
“And he thinks I've taken it? Ha
would | That's the sort of thing

Smedley would think.”

“ Yernon-Smith

“He thought so before when he lost
8 banknote, and it turned out that it
wasn't lost at all. Perhaps if Mr.
Smedley looks again he will find the
one he has lost thizs time.”

*That banknote, Vernon-Smith, has,
I fear, been changed.”

“Does he think 1I've changed it?”
sheered the Bounder. “Well, he's mis-
taken! I've scen nothing of it—and I
don't believo that he really thinks I
have, either {™

“Kindly speak more respectfuily of

your 3 F:;I:mmm. Eemlgn-ﬂfr}lﬂ;
rappe 1] sha . '
listen to me without 'uﬂerlg:uptiun. 1t
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came to Mr. S8medley’s knowledpe that
you had spent a considerable sum of
money on booking theatre seats, and he
was aware that you are kept strictly to
your nllowance by your ﬁithﬁn He
therefore made an inquiry by telophone
and learned that you had changed a
ten-pound note at the box-office of the
Courtfield Picture Palace to-day.”
“He need not have inguired thera,
sir, I'd have told him, if he'd asked
me,"”

“¥You deny that it was Mr. Smedley's
banknote that you changed 7™ ¥

*Certainly, I do

“You claim, then, that another bank-
note for tem pounds was In your pos-
gession 7

F'IY%!J

“If you can prove that statement,
Vernon-8mith, well and good,” said the
Head dryly. “You will now explain

ere you obtained such a sum.”

“From my [ather,” answered the
Bounder coolly.

Dr. Locke's face set.

“Your father, Vernon-8mith, has
kept you te your sllowance ever since
your trouble last term, when you were
very oearly expelled from the school. I
requestod him to do o0, and he entered
etely into my views."

is so, sir. But it was a rather
pes u-::cu.mu;f My fa-.thfr nﬁlnma hﬁugn
saw me playing cricket t t.
Jim's match, snd he was bucked—I
mean, he was pleased with me. I think
:::;1 . IE:;E: hmg ::;dm favour,

. EIE. yhow, he ti me & ten-
pound mote. He said Eﬂ would trust
ma and I:f:knhnw it turnsed ont.”

Dr. looked hard
Bounder. ct B, e

The scapograce of the school was cool
enough now., It was his father's bank-
note had ¢ ed at the CourtBeld

Pictura Palace, t had he to foar?
But the Head's lock was long a:rfd

doubting,
your father hear out this

L

“ Wall
statement, Vernon-Smith 1"
“Of course he will, sir 1™

“¥You sre mware, of course, that I
;l!aﬂT writs immediately, and inquire of

im

“The sooner the better, sir. He will
tell you exactly what I have told vou;
and if you agk him for the number of
the nots he will ba able to tell you that
alzo. He always keeps the numbers of
hmﬁ?nm'" 11" eaid

" Bless BOU said the H
guite takenmihmh il

His oyes eearched the Bounder's
confident faoe.

The matter,
%Iri E‘mdhfﬁed possibl

ot 1t see im e that the
accused boy waa Ilying, when an im-
mediats inquiry to his father would
raveal the truth in so short a time. The
Head was completely puzzled.

“Very well, Vernon-Bmith 1 he said,
at last, “1 shall communicate with
your father at once, and the matter will
remaln in abeyance until I receive his
roply. If vou have nothing to confess,
you—" o paused for e second, but
t.het Bounder did not speak. “You may
EG ]

And the Bounder went,

a3 reported to him b
had seemad a nertn.intyf

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tem Bedwing's Tip!

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
were waiting, rather anxiously,
in Study No. 1 for the
Bounder's return.

Tom Redwing stood in the doorway,
watching the passage for him. I-ﬂ;
breat a sigh of relief when Smithy
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came in sig]l:'at, mmlnﬁ up the Remove
staireasa. he Bounder's brows were
knitted, and his eyes glinting; but he
.did not, at all events, look like a fellow
‘who had got it “in the neck,” as Tom
had feared.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo /™ axclaimed Baob
Cherry, as Smithy came into the study.
“Here you are again, old boan I”

and

“No thanks to the Creeper
Crawler I”" growled Vernon-Smith, as he
dropped into his chair. *“I'll finish my
tea, anyhow. Pass the jam”

‘if'i;h&rton passed the jam, with a faint
EriLia.

“Then it was nothing serious, after
all 7 ho asked.

“Oh, not at all!” said the DBounder
mockingly, as he helped himself coolly
to jam. " Only an accusation of pinch-
ing & banknota from S8medley’s study
and passing 1t in Courtficld this after-
noon.’ .

“What ! pgasped the captain of the
Remaove, ; .

“My esteemed Smithy—" e¢jaculated
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“lg that a joke?” asked Bob Cherry,
staring blankly et the fellow who was
ladling out jam. :

“ Mot 1n the least ™

" Bmedley's accused
claimed Nugent.

“Ves It seems that there’s a bank-
note missinn’ from his study ugnin.” said
tha Bounder, with a sneer. “ Bmedley's
a bit carcless with his banknotes, izn't
he—when ho wants to land a fellow in
troubla! There was & banknate missin’,
yvou'll remember, once last term, when
that fat sss, Bunter, had been playin’
fool tricks, and it turned up again.
This time he says it was in & locked
drawer, and he ﬁappmmd to leave the
keys about.”

“Havs1” repeated Johnny Bull.

“Baya I answered the Bounder. *If
you fellows believe it, I don't. The
man’s determined to pet me bunked, if
ha ean. Goodness knows why. But he's
beenr keen on it ever sinca he came.
And, as Quelch is eomin’ back next
week, he's got no more time ioc lose.
That's how 1 lock at it."

The juniors stared at him. That was
8 startiing wview, Lo them.

“Bmithy I execlaimed the captain of

vou—" gx-

the iﬂggwm. “¥You don’t mean—"
“Well, you're talking rot!” said
Wharton, rather gruffly. “We all

know that the man's down on you, but
that's altogether too thick. If he says

he’s miss a banknote, he must have
missed one.” .

“And 1 took it?" speered the
Bounder.

“Of course not! But somebody——"

“Ratal He never missed ome,” sazid
the Bounder deliberately. "“He's heard
that I've been spending money, after
baing next door to stony so long, and
that's put it into his head.”

“* Impossible 1? satd Nugent.

" Imposeible or not, that’'s it." The
Bouncder shrugged his shoulders. “ Why
should he jump on me? He never
fancied that it was any other fellow.
Not hel! Only poor little mel! And
it secins that he's gone so far as to riu
uf tha cinema at Courtfield and uaﬁ
thern whether I'd changed & tenuner
there, and they told him I had,™

“"Oh1" gazped Bob

“¥ou fellows knew my futher tipped
ma a tenner last week, after the St
Jun's match. 1 told you so——*

The Bounder broke off suddenly.

He stared from face to face and rose
to his feet. His lips set in a hard line
and his eyes glittered.

“I told you sg!” he reppated. " Are
you thinkin’ that I told you me o

woanldn't
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account for havin’ a tenner, which I'd- wing, his brow dark with troubled

pinched from Smedley’s study i

“Nobody thinks that, Smithy I said
Tom Redwing quietly. “"Don't talk
utter rot, old man!” )

“¥ou don't, 1 know,” said Vernon-
Bruth. “But these fellows—"  Hia
oyes pleamed et the Famous Five. “I
want an answer.™

*1 believe vou, Bmithy,” said Harry
Wharton, but, in spito of himself, the
words came slowly,

* Bame here!™ said Bob Cherry.

“The samefulness is terribcl!”

“But it looks [rightfully queer, all
the same !’ said Johnny Bull. " Did
the Head believe it, Smithy?™

The Bounder la.ugimd mﬂin%lg.

“Was he likely to? 1 left him
Aummoxed, though! He's going to
write to my father and ask him,

“ Al your father——"" begpan Nugent
haltingly.

“My [other will back mo up! You
sce, though you can’t take my word
for it, he did tip me n tennmer on 8t
Jim's day. And he will tell the Head
so, and Smedley will be dished.”

The jumiors stood silent. -

“There's somethmg more behind
this,” said Tom Redwing quietly,
“Smedley never knew you had =&
tenner from your father, Bmithy, and
he wouldn't belicve it if you teld him.
He won't believe it when he hears it
from the Head! DBut he will have to
believe it when vyour father says so.
But that tenner’s got nothing to do
with  Smedley’s missing tenner—it’s
mmial_v a coincidence,™

“If Bmedley's lost o tenner—"
muttered DBob.

“He hasn't!” sneered the Bounder,

“1 think he has!"™ said Tom Redwing,
in the same quiet tone, “and I think
lia believes that vou changed it to-day
in Courtheld, Smithy.”

“Well, not knowing that Bmithy had

one, he would be likely enough to be-
lieve that!"" said AITY harton,
“But—what on earth’s become of

Smedley’s teaner, if he's really lost
one

“Ha hasn't]’’ repested the Bounder.
“I1is 1dea 18 that if he throws f.'l'll}llp_’?h
mud, some of 1t will stick. I don't
koow why he's =0 keen on getéing mo
bunked—but he's frightfully keen on
3!, and you all know it as well as T
(VR

“It was n rotten coincidence, you
having & tenner,” said Harry, " S0l
banknotes are numbered, and if they
inquire after vours, the number will
prove that it wasn’t Bmedley's.”
“Exactly, and my father will prove
it, too " zaid Vernon-8mith. “I've had
nothing to do with Smedley's tenner—
unless he's shoved it into one of my
pockets and I haven't found ik yob™

“ Bmithy IV

The Bounder laughed.

“Well, I shouldn't wonder! Ile's sot

thought. “When there’s talk of missing
money, the matter's fearfully serious.
We know that BSmedley’s got some
reagson that we can't understand for
wanting Smithy bunked. We know that
e zetually told lies once about him, he
wos so keen on it. Now he says that a
banknota is missing {rony his study, and
Eﬁmhhy is ealled up before the Head ! I
think—"

“VWell, what do you think. old bean?”
asked Bob Cherry, as Redwing paused,
" Yeou've t wn old head on young
shoulders, dy, so let's have it."

“1 think,” said Redwing, “that be-
fore the matter goes [arther ﬂmithij'
ought to let his father know. 5. fellow’s
father is the man to give advica whan
o frellow™s in trouble”

“That's all right," said the Bounder,
“Phe tlead's woiung to my father, and
he will know by the morning.”

“There’s a  banknote missing,"
answered Redwing, “eand goodness
knows where it may be found. I don't
trust that man an inch. Bmithy, take
my advice, and get on the telephone to
vour father at once, and ssk him to

come here. Tell him exnctly how the
matter stands., He's been severe with
you, and you know you've jolly well

deserved it but he's fond of you. If
there's going to be a search for a
mi=<ingr baokuote, with vou under sus-
picion, your father ought to know.,"
* Reddy 1 gasped Wharton, aghast,
“You can't think—you don't mean—"
He broke off, staring at BRedwing.

1 hardly know what I think,” said
Redwing.  “But I beligve that that
man, for some cxtraordinary reason,
would stop at very little to get Bmithy
turfed out of Greyfriars, I think Mr,
Vernon-Smith has a right to know, and
that he ought te know."

The Bounder stood silent for some
moments. He nodded at last. )

“T'vo not often takon your advice,
Eeddy, old man,” he said. * But ev
time I haven't taken it, I've wish
afterwards that T had, This time P'm
going to take it—and sct on it.”

He glanced at his wrist-wateh,

“There’s time to eut down to Friar«
dale oo my bike before lock-up,” he
gaid. “I'll phone from the pest office
thera. Ta-tal"

The Bounder hurried from the study.
Five minutes later he was whealing out
his blke and mounting it to ride down
to the village. And within & guarter
of an hour he was speaking to his father
on the telephone—and Mr. Vernon-
Smith, at the other end of the wire
was snorting with surprise, anger, and
indignation. And having expressed
those feelings by o scries of snorts, the
millionaire orderad his ear; and
Vernon-S3mith rode back to Grevfriars
with the knowledpe that in two or threa
hours his father would be at the school,

(Cantinued on aext page.)

on gettin?® me
bunked, and he
hasn't much time

loft before Quelch
comes back,”’

“That's all rotl”
raid Bob. “If you
found & tomner
vour pockets, you
be as6s
enough to pass it T
suppose. You'd take
it ter the Head, ar
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was such a villain "

“There’s som e -
thing behind this !
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Glimpse of a Crime!

£ IVE hundred lines—-="
“ Better ﬁ'&t on with them "
sU %esmd ob Cherry.
h, really, Chorry—"

Billy Bunter blinked at the I'amous
Five of the Remove, like Hamlet's
respected pater, more in gorrow than in
anger, :

A fellow who had five hundred lines
to write might really have considered it
& good idea to get on with them. But
getting on with them was not Bunter’s
ides at all,

“1 =ay, vou fellows, I've started
them !” saild Bunter. 1 want my
friends to help me throught”

“Good egg!” agreed Bob. “Go and

find your friends—="
& Eh?"

:Agf_ge_ﬁjthnm to help 1™

“"That's the i1dea 1" said Johnny Bull
heartily. " And give us a rest, seca®”

Billy Bunter did not give the chums
of the Bemove & rest. He gave them
a glare. "They, apparently, were the
friends to whom the fat Owl of the
Remove had been referring.

“Ii was really vour fa.uﬁ- that 1 got
the lines,” grunted Bunter. “I was
talliing to you when that beast came
along and heard me calling him a
crecper and crawler{ The Ei'zs.s-t- Fou

can do now is to rally round! If you
all lend s s hand it's only & hundred
each.”’

“Oh, my hat!™

“In fact, not quite a hundred,” said
Bunter. “I've done ten, and—and I'll
do ten moral There!” said Buonter, in
a buorst of generosity, as it were,
“What sbout that?”

Elarry Wharton & Co. chuekled. The
offer did not seem to tempt them, They
were strolling in the quad, waitiog for
the Bounder to come in, and they went
on strolling in the quad! They dis-
played no eagerness whatever fo go up
to the studies and write Bunter's lines
for him. With the seclfishness te which
Bunter was only too aadl{l accustomed
they were going to leave him to write

iz Yines himself.

“Blessed if I sce anything to cackle
at 1" growled Bunter. *Thé lines have
got to be done, Oh dear, I wish Quelch
was back! Quelelh was & beast—all
schoolmasters are beasts, of course—but
Smedley’s worse than a dozen Quelches !
I've felt sorry more than onece that

uclch got ill at all! I have, really!

t seemed splendid at Grst, bot it's
turned out absolutely rotten.”

“The rottenfulness i3 terrifie ™
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Five huondred lincs!” groaned
Bunter, “And if they ain’t done
they'll be doubled! [ wouldn't mind
if Bmedley went on doubling them till
Quelch came back, You see, Quelch
wouldn't ask for them! But he won't!
It will mean a licking, I say, wvou
fellows, what about coming up to my
stucdy and—and wiring in? Don’t be a
lot of slackers.'

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Bmedley won't notice four fista,
Besides, you c¢an make it like mine.
'l do as much for you amother time,
1 sav, is that Emadlei' coming out of
the House?” The Ow!l of the Remove
blinked at a tall figure that appeared
from the House doorwar.

“That's the jolly old Creeper and
Crawler I'" grinned Bob. “Batter cut
in and get going on your lines, Bunter.”

“Well, the brute can't expect them
yet—"tain’t an hour since he handed
them out,” sdaid the fat junior. “If
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they're dons before prep it will be all
right. If all vou fellows help—"

“The if-fulness is preposterous.”

“I shall get detention to-morrow if
they ain't done. Then I shan't be able
to come with you to the pictures, and
tea at the bun-shop afterwards,” said
Bunter. “It will rather spoil Smithy’s
p%!;}:r to-morrow if I'm left out, won't
it s

“Oh, my hat!
Harry Wharton.

“Well, you'll hardly enjoy it without
me, you know ! Now what about coming
in and getiing those lines dome (¥

* Bow-wow !”

Even the peril of losing Billy Bunter’s
company at Smithy’s party on Saturday
afternoon did not seem to worry the
Famous Five—not fearfully. They
looked as if they would be able fo bear
it with some fortitude!

“Hallo, halle, hallo!
Bmithy 1 exclaimed Bob.

*1 saw, vou fellows—-"

But the fat voice of Billy Bunter was
passed by, like the idle wind which
they :-s-.%arded not. At the sight of Her-
bert ernon-3myth coming from the
direction of the bike shed the Famous
IMive walked to meet him.

“I say, you fellows——
Bunter.

He roared unheeded, and with an
indignant snort he rolled after the chums
of the Remove. Other fellows might be
thinking of less important matters; but
from Billy Bunter's point of view
getting that impot done was the most
urgent affeir in the universe st the
moment. Otherwise, he was in danger
of missing the party at the pictures,
and the spread at the Courtfield bunshep
afterwards. As a last resource, Bunier
was going to grind out thosa lines him-
gelf.  But that, of course, was & very
last resource.

“ All serene, Smithy?" asked Harry
Wharton, as the chums of the Remove
joined the Bounder.

Smithy nodded.

“Ves, I got the pater on the phone.”

“Is he coming?”

" %E i&ia wa nIrea.éiyl._;“ ;

“That's good I said Harry. “I think
Reddy's right, old chap. Tf there's
really & banknote missing from
Smedlay’s study we can’t have heard the
last of it vet.™

*1 say, you fellows—"

Bunter rolled up, breathless

“ Ok, blow off, Bunter I

“But I say, what about those. lines?
I say, Smithy, are you gm‘ng to lend
me & hand with my lines? VYou see, I

ot them ‘because I came to give you
the tip that Swmedley was in jour
stud y——>"

“Holl away, barrel 1*

" Beast I” hooted Bunter. “Look here,
if you don’t jolly well help me with
those lines 1 jolly well won't join your
party to-morrow, so there!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes
Smedley 1" grinned Bob. " He's going
to ask you for your lines, Bunter—"

“Oh lor'I”

Billy Bunter blinked round through
his blm ectacles.  Bmedley, with a
black on his face, was striding
towards the group of juniors. The fat
Owl gave him one startled blink and
rofled away in the opposite direction.

DBut Mr. Smedley’s glance did not
follow him. He was not thinking of the
fat and fatuous Owl.

His eyes were fixed on the Bounder
as he came up. The expression on his
faco startied the juniors

“Vernon-Smith I” barke® M, Smedley.

Will it¥* gjaculated

ITere comes

piL|

roarad
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“Yen, sir1” said the Bounder aquictly.

“What are you doing here?”

“Tali:mgm to  these fellows, sir”
answered ithy., Ha stared at Smed-
ley, surprised Ei the angry question.
“Why shouldo’t I be in the quad, sir?™

A faint grin dawned on his face. Ib
was more than an hour since Smedlay
had sent him to the Head, and he won-
dered whether the Creepor and Crawler
supposed that he was already sacked. If
ga, no doubt the man was Eurgris&d to
see him strolling in the quad with other
Remove fellows, and looking quite un-
concerned.

“¥ou have scen the Head, Vernon-
Smith 7
]_*‘('%Ertninly, gir, when you sent me fo
1im.

Smedley gave him & hard, biiter,
searching look. He was surprised,

uzzled, perplex erhaps  uneasy.
iverything, so far as he could ses, had
%une like clockwork, yet here was theo

ounder, certeinly not looking like a
follow who was sacked. or in danger of
the sack.

“I do not understand this, Vernon-
Smith 1 His voice was hard and sharp,
“Dr. Locke is awara of what you have
dong—-""

“I've done nothin', eir!”

“Pr. Locke is aware that you pur-
loined & banknote from my study and
changed it in Courifield this afternoecn,
Vernon-8mith.”

“It was his own bapknote that Bmithy

changed, sir,” said Harry Wharton.
_ “ Bilence, Wharton! How dare you
interfers? If you have made such a
gtatement to the Head, Vernon-Smith,
it is impossible that he ocan have given
it credit for one moment.™

Vernon-Smith’s lip curled. In his
angry perplexity and disappointment,
the man was losing his caution and
giving himself away., It was not an
indignant Form-mastor, but an angry
enemy, who was speaking.

“I told the Head that I had that
banknaote from my father, #ir,” answered
Smith coolly. “He iz going to inguire.”

“Inquirs I breathed the man with a
borrowaed name. “Dr. Locke is perfectly
well aware that your father would not
have sent vou a banknote in his letter.”

The Bounder stared.

“In hia letter!™ he repeated.

“If you have told the EKead so,
Vernon-8mith—"

Smedley broks off, turned his back
on the juniors and strode away towards
the House, plainly very deeply dis-
turbed.

*“What on earth did he mean?” asked
Wharton, in a low veice. “You never
had a banknots from your father in that
letter the other day, Smithy?

“I mnever had the letter itself,”
answered Smithy. “That ass Bunter
drup{:ed it into the river when he
chucked it to me in my boat.”

“Then what did he mean?"’

“(Goodness knows, upless—" The
Bounder turned quite pale. “Oh, my
hat! Our lefters pass through Smedles’s
hands—"

“Smithy ”

*Well, what Jdid lie mean? What did
he zpeak of the leftar at all for?* Ha
thinks I told the Head I had a tenner
in that letter from my father!”

The juniors logked at one ancther. It
seemed to them that they had a glimpse
at that moment of something dark,
something terrible! Ifarry Wharion
broke the silence at last.

“Thank goodness Redd
call in your fatharl
wanted here now.2

rr—

made you
our father's
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Mr. Vernon-Smith, waiting o see Mr. Smedley, looked up suddenly and siared at the tall man who entered ihe study.
» wh-what are you doing here ? ** Mr. Smedley, the man with a borrowed name,

* Lucius I ' he stuttered. ** Luclus

The Bounder nodded. He was deeply
glad that he had asked his father to
oome to his help. But peither he nor
his friends dreamed for a moment
of what was to be the startling
and dramatic outcoms of his father’s
coming |

— e ——

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Proof !

R. LOCKEE laid down his pen,
D and frowned a little. "There
was a sharp tap at his study
door, and it opened hurriedly,
and Mr. Smedley came in. The head-
master of Greylriars was not  acous-
tomed to being zo abruptly interrupted
by members of his staff.
“Really, Mr. Smedley——'" ha =zaid
coldly. )
“1 am sorry to mterrupt you, =ip”™
It was difficult for the man with a
horrowed neme to assume the calm
respect of a master speaking to his chief,
with hia brain in & turmoil of doubt
and chagrin, pot unmingled with fear.
“T have just scen Vernon-Smith in tho
quadrangle, sir—"
“Well i
“1In the circumstances, sir, I concluded
{liat the boy would be sent away imme-
diately from the school. Is it judicious,
sir, to allow & bov convicted of theltk
to mingle with the other boys—"
Dr. Locke rafsed hiz hand.
“YVornon-3mith has not besn convicted
of theft., Mr. Smedley, aud I am the best
judge of what is judicious ! he said
m a vowe of ice
“Oh, quite, sir]l DBut, as the mattor
is clear, I was surprized. Burely, ar,
you attach no imporiance, ne belick, to

stood rooted the Hoor, with terror and astonishment.

the boy's asbsurd statement that he
received a banknote for ten pounds in
a letter from his father, wheno Mr.
Vernon-Bmith has wundertaken to send
him m:-thin% beyond his allowance—"

“Yernon-3mith hasz not told me that
he received a banknote 1n o letter from
kis father, Mr. Smedley.”

“He has not 1"’

“'Certainly not.”

“Then how has he explained the
possession of a ten-pound note, siri”
gasped the hapless Creeper and Crawler

Lucius Teggers, alias Smedley, felt
at that moment as if his scheming head
was turning roond.

That hanknote, nombered 000124,
should have reached the Bounder in his
fathor’s lotter. Naturally, he would have
supposed bhat 6 was a tip, and zpent
it. It had never ocgurred to Smedley
that that letter had never reached the
Bouwder at all. Ha did not remember
an old adaze that there is many a shp
twixt cup and lip.  Neither did be
remomber that, however cunning a
rascal may plot and scheme, there is
always soma little accident round the
corner ready to upset the plotting and
scheming.

Az o man of cxpertence and obsorva-
tien, Lueivs thould have been awaro
that - rascality, in the long run, never
comes out on top. Homesty iz slways
tha best policy. DBut, like other rogues,
Lie disregarded the lessons of experience
and hoped for better luek in lis own
particular case. And he was geiting no
better luck than other rogues

He stared almost hopelessly at the
Head. Dr. Locke's kind old face grew
colder and harder, More than once,
already, he had doubted whether this
man was just to the ecapegrace of tha

school—whether there was not some
ﬁ:rsﬂnal dislike in the matter. Now

could hardly doubt

“Vernon-Smith has explained that
his father handed him a ten-pound
note one day last week, :ir,” said the
Head 1cily. “It was on the day of the
ericket match with another school, when
it appears that Vermon-Smth  distin-
uished himself very much, and his
ather was greatly pleased with him.
That 15 the Eﬂj"1$ explanation, sir.”

The Creeper and Crawler could only
stare. Ho was certain, absolutely cer-
tain, that it was banknote No. 124
that Smuthy had changed at the cinema
that afterncon, the banknote that had
boen in the letter. Why had the baoy

said  otherwize? Jt, was a hopeless
puzzle. . ] i
“You—yon believed him, sicr?™ ha

gasped, at last,

“The matter is 10 abeyanco until Mr,
Vernon-8muth replies to nﬁy letter on
the subject I answered the Head.

The wretched schemer felt a chill,
The risk of Mr, Vernon-Smilh being
brought personally on the scenc was a
terrible onc to ham. . )

“If | may make a suggestion, siy—"

““Really, Mr. Smedley N

“] have the number of the stolen
note here, sir. The official at the
Courtfield box-office has agreed to kecp
in hand the banknote passed by Ver-
non-South. Here is the number, sir”

Mr Smedley placed e slip of paper
before the Head, On it was written the
number 000124, )

“1f you will takn the trouble, sir, to
ring up the man in Courtficld, he will
tell you the number of the note now in

his hands.”
should moake the

"That, certainly
Tre Magyer Lisrasy.—No, 1,373,
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matter clear, and without delay,” said
Dr., Locke slowly. “Certainly I am
vory anxious for it to be cleared up in
the shortest possible time. I will do as
you suggest, Mr, Smedley.”

The Head stepped o his telephone,

“T will find you the numhber, sir.”

Y Thank you.’ ;

The number was given, and Dr.
Locke put t-lxmugh to the box-office of
the Courtfield Picture FPalace. The
voica that had answered Mr, Bmedley
that aftcrnoon now inquired what was
wanted, 2

Tt 13 the headmester of Greyiriars
Bchool speaking,” said Dr, Locke. “I
am sorry to trouble you, but I under-
stand that you have o banknote for ten

unds, received from a Greyiriars boy

is afternoon—" g

“The banknote is still here, sir, under

: hand 1

*Will you hove the kindness to give
me the nuymber

“Cortainly, sir.” A pause. “0024689."

0024689 17 repeated the Head,

* Precisely, sic.”

“Thank you very much.”

Dr. Locke turned from the telephone,
His face had lighted up—in very dis-
tinct contrast to Emedl:g‘s.

“Eyidently, Mr. S8medley, the bank-
note passed by Vernon-Smith was not
the one taken from your study!” he
gaid, *The number is entirely differ-
ot
Smedley made a husky sound in his
throat, The study scemed to be spin.
nine round him. i .

“Tt—it—it iz impossible, sir——" heo
gasped,

“The man's answer iz perfectly clear,
Mr. Bmediey. The number of Vernon-
Smith's note is 0024689, The number of
the rnole you have missed it 000124,
Nothing can be clearer”

* There—there—thiere iz some mis-
take! Please let e speak to the
man—-"

“1 see no occasion—-="

I tell you, sir, there iz some mistake
— 500 fn]wlxuucf—upleusa give mp the
receiver.” :

Smedley almost snatched the receiver
from the headmaster’s hand. Dr,
Locke stood and eyed him with grim
disapproval,  Heedless of his chief’s
grim look, Bmedley barked into the
metriament,

“Please repeat the number.”

“0024680,” come the reply
Courtlicld,

“There 15 soma misiake 4

“Not at all, sir!¥

“I tell wou there is & mistake
nootod Smedley. * You have mistaken
the banknote for some other——~

“Only one ten-pound note has been
recelved here to-daw, sir, and it is now
in my hand. The number is, as I have
said, 0024689."

With a trembling hand Smedley re-
placed the receiver on the hooks and
turned away from the instrument to
face tho cold, grim, disapproving stare
of the headmaster of Greyfriars.

from
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:

“Are you satisfied now, DMr,
Smpdley ™ asked the Head ieily.

! 1—1—— It eppears—" i‘lm man
with & borrowed mname could only

stammer, "' I—I-—certain]y—*"

“* Vernon-Smith,” said the Fead, “is
now nbsolutely cleared of possible
sugpicion of having pur’iﬁiéﬂ a bank-
note from your study, Mr. Smedley—
and by your own suggestion. It will
now be unnecessary to communicate
with his father~the matter closes
here,”

':' But, sir——**

The matter is elosed,” said the
Head, very distinetly. “And now,
Tre Maexer Lmrary.—No. 1,373.

leasa leave my study, Mr. Smedley—

am busy.”

The Creeper and Crawler
slunk out.

He was beaten, By what strange
chance he had been bvaten he did not
know and could not ﬁgﬁ& But he was
beaten, and it waz borme in upon his
mind that the game was up.

Dr. Locke sat with a grimly thought-
ful face for some minutes after he was
gone. For some time he had not been
satisfied with that temporary master of
the Remove—strongly as ho had been
recommended by gbfessrs. Leggett &
Teggers. Now ho was more dissatisficd
than ever, But he remembered that
Mr, Queleh would be returning in & few
days, and that then Mr. Smedley would
be poing; it was not long, now, before
that unsatisfactory Form-master would
be gone from Greyfriavs. As a matter
of fact, his departure was to take place
sooner than the Head anticipated; and
sooner than the schemer onticipated
himseif. Mr, Vernon-S8mith was on his
way to the school—and there was a
surprise at hand for the man with a
borrowed name,

almost

e

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,

A Sudden Surprise!
i BAY, vou fellows, it's teo jolly
thick I declared Billy Bunter.
“The thickfulness iz terrifie !
Ein%}h
“Emedley's a robter!™ sald Johnny
Bull,
*A worm ! said Scouilf,

egrecd  Hurree Jamset Ram

“The jolly old last word in worms ™
sald Vernon-Smith,

Bunter blinked at theml, rather in
Surprize,

o had rolled out of Study No, T,
where he had been making an effort to
get on with those lines, Ten moro
had becn written, towards the total of
five hundred. That made Bunter fecl
tired. .

So, hearing the voices in the passage,
Bunter rolled out fo see what was going
on, leaving the rest of the impot to take
gcare of itself,

Smithy was leaning on the banisters
of the Remove landing, his hands in his
ookets, a grin om hia face. The
ounder was in cheery spirits, After
that interview with Me, Smedley, the
Head had sent for him, fo tell him
that the affair of the banknote was,
g0 far as he was concerned, at an ond;
it having been ascertained, beyond the
ibility of doubt, that the “tenner ”
o had changed at Courtfield was not
the Remove master's missing banknote.
Which cheering news the Bounder
passed on to his friands, to their relief
and comfort,

_ But the fact remaincd that, accord-
ing to Smedley, he had missed a tenner
from his study. That was a very un-
comfortable fack

As the matter had turned out, the
defeated (ialnttEr would iprnlmb]y have
been glad enough to let the whole
matter drop. Somechow or other, that
banknote had zever rcached Smithy,
and the plot had failed, DBut it was 1in-
possible to let it drop,

Flaving stated that & banknote had
been purleined from his study, Smedloy
could herdly withdraw the statement.
50 he Lad to stand by it, though it was
no longer Erass:hlu for it to serve his
turn, And the Remove fellows were
discussing the matter wrathfully and
indignantly, when Billy Bunter joined
them, nd Bunter’s remark thet it
was “too jolly thiick ¥ was cndorsed by
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all the fellows at once—rather to the
fot Owl's surprise, for he was referring
to his five hundred lines, not to the
banknote.

“It's absolutely sickening,” went on
Bunter, “The man’s the limit. you
know. Creeping snd orawling snd lis-
ttmmg. to what & fellow's saying when a
fallow's not looking, and jumping on a
fellow, you know. I never knew he'd
spotted me, till—"

“He spotted youl!”
Skinner, staring,

“Ehl Ygs—dia,t‘s why—" '

hem it was you? exclaimed
Petor Todd, :

“Bunter 1” oxclaimed Bob Cherry,
“Was it . Bunter?”

“Eh!” Bunter blinked at him. “You
know it was, fathead, as you were there
at the time—"

::I was there? gasped Bob.

Of course you were, and the other
fellows, too!” snapped Bunter. * What
the thump do you meen? You know
you were there—all the lot of you, and
%p&ﬂ;ﬁq and Redwing as well, when I

i i

“Ta he potty 7” ejaculated Nugent, in
wonder. “If wo'd been thers when you
did it, you frabjous ass, we'd jolly well
have stopped vou I
. Well, you didn't hear Smedley com-
ing, any more than I did, the way he
cresps and crawls about,” said Bunter.
“I'd seen him only a conple of minutes
hﬂfqu:i but I didn* know he was just
behind_me at that minute !

The Remowites gazed at Bunter.
“Mean to say dyuu*v& got it about you
now £ exclaimed Harry Wharton,

“Eh? Got what?”

“The banknote |

“What banknote?” gasped Bunter,
“Whet the thump are you talking
about? Who's got & banknote? What
banknote §*

“ Bmedley’s banknote, that he's missed
from his study ! roared Bob Cherry.
‘You've just said that you did it !

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

"Is the fat dumm}rr wendering in his
mind " asked Peter Todd.

“Has he one to wander in?” inquired
Skinner,

Billy Bunter blinked in astonishment
at the Removites. What they were
driving at was a mystery to him. As
they were talking about one matter,
and he was talking about another, a
slight misunderstanding had arisen.

“Y say, you fellows, have vou all gone
batty, or what{” demanded the Owl of
the Remove peevishly, “I don't know
anyvthing about a banknote!
talking sbout o banknote 7%

“You blithering agg—~"

“Oh, really, ‘Wﬁartnﬂ | Does Emedloy
say he's missed a banknote? Do JFou
think I'd touch his rotten banknotes? I
can get all the banknotes I want from
Bunter Court "

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!
I say, you fellowsg—"

“Y¥ou said he spotted wou!" relled
Bob.
“Eh? So he didl You all saw him!
I was in the doorway of Study Ne, 1
when he came up behnd me, and heard
me oalling him Creeper and Crawler ™

“You—you—you howling maniac!”

exclaimed

Were you

roared DBob rry. *Is thet what yvou
At Babhllne whouti® :
“Ih? es! He pave me five

hundred' lines, and I think it's jolly
thick,” saidd Bunter. “Tve one
twenty, and if you fellows feel inclined
to get on with them——*

“ HFathead I -

“1 sny, you fellows, though, does
Smadley make out that he's lmga: bank-
note? First I've heard of jt——*

“You burbling ass!”
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“Y say, is that why he was after
Egﬂitﬁ:ﬂ'ﬁ npklfd Ejunﬁar.?” “Did you
it, =mithy, old chap
l:ﬂ:l“?ﬂHﬂ., ha, ha E;‘

Herbert Vernon-8mith did not enswer
that t}uesticm in words. Hea ate%pﬂd
illy

away from the banizters, gzrabbed
Bunter by the collar, banged his
bullet heed on the wall. There was
a fiendish how! from Bunter.

“Yaroooooh I™

Bang, bangl

“Yow-ow! ‘Wow! Beast!” roared

Bunter. “I say, I wanr't tell Smedley if
you pinched it, old chap! 1 wouldn’t
give a Ftﬁ away—" -

Bang

“ Whoooop 1*

“Ha, ha, ha!” y

*“Oh crikey !” Billy Bunter tore him-
self looze, and fed. a door of Btudy
No. T slammed after him,

Vernon-8mith walked to the landin
window, and looked out into the quad,

glowing in the June sunset. Any minute
now, ﬁa expected the arrival of his
father., He was almost feverishly

anxious for Mr. Vernon-Smith to coma.
There wore suspicions in his  mind,
vague, but deeply disturbing. He had

en a scapegraco son, His father had
been angry, stern, displeased, to the
exlent of menscing him with disin
heritance. But now, with a feeling of
danger in the sir, it was bis father that
he wanted.

He had known that the Cresper and
Crawler was his enemy, though he did
not know why. But now he felt, rather
than knew, that the man was not only
an enemy, but & subtle and treacherous
one, who would stick st wery little.
And he wanted his father.

Smedley, he knew, had gone aut. He
had seen the tall fgure stride down fo
the gates an hour ago, and wondered
eardonieally, whether the 'Drveegar and
Crawler was going to CourtBeld to sec
that banknote with his own ewves, and
meke assurance doubly sure that it was

not the one he “missed.”  Tho
Bounder grinned at that thought.
Smedley eould not turn one banknote

into another by staring at it in the box-
office of the Courtfield Cinema.

It was nearly time for prep now, and
gome of the juniors were geoing to their
studies. But the Bounder remsained at
the window, staring out,

“0Oh, good I" he ejaculated suddenly,

A big Rolls car was turning in at the
gates, The Bounder ron to the stairs.

He was at the door when the million-

aire stepped from the enr. Ha ran
down the steps to meet him.

* Father 1"

Mr Vernon-Smith, whose plump face

was grim, shook hands with his son. He
gpapped to his chaulfeur to take the car
to the garage: he was likely to remain
gome time: and as it rolled nway, he
entered the House with hia son.

“Cowme up to my stucdy, father,
the Bounder.

“1 must sea your headmaster first!
Wait for me in your study!” said the
millionaire briefly I

Trotter showed the millionaive to Dr.
Locke’s study Varnon-Smith went up
to the Remove passage Lo wait in Swdy
No 4 But he had not leng to wait.
Mr. Vernon-Smith was not ten minutes
with the Head.

Ilarr? Wharton & Co, s=aluted him
respeetfully as the plump gentleman
eame ponderously up to the Remove
passaga.  He gave them a nod, and
walked on to Study No 4, where the
Bounder and Tom Redwing awsited
him. The portly City gentleman sank
into the Bounder's armchair

"Mow, what have you two tell me,
Herbert?” he rapped. “1 bear from
Dr. Locke that the matter you mcen-
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tioned to me on the ielephone has now

been eleared up, Is there anything
further : )
“There is this, father,” =snid the

Bounder quietly, “that 1 don't feel safa.
That man Emachﬂ,v. for some reason I
can't understand, wants to get me
bunked from the school—and I believe—
I feel it in my bones—that he's fixed this
up to do it,"

¥ Nonsense 1" )

“1 beliave it too, air!” said Tom
Redwing.

" Impossible !

“I know it sounds impossible,” said
the Bounder, “but I believe it, all the
same. I want you to see him—"

“% shall see him!” snorted Mr.
Vernon-3mith, rising from the chair,
“and I shall gee him in your presence!
Come with me !"

"I don’t know whether he's come 1n
Fet—""

“1f he has not, I shall wait for him "

The Bounder went down the stairs

A POCKET-KNIFE |
IS

ALWAYS HANDYI

CRACK A JOKE and win one
hike R. Brand, of 41, Silcott Street, i
Brightlingsea, Essex, who sent
in the following rib-tickler :

Two men on A tandem had
just reached the top of a very

staap hill.

Fraont rider: " Phew! That
was & otif¥ climb, Bert 1"

Bert: * Yes; it ) hadn't hao me
orakea on, we would bhave gone
down backwardsl?®

Now you supply a laugh and
win a prize!

o

with his father, Mr Vernon-Smith’s
face was set and grim as he reached the
door of Mr. Quelch's old study—now
Smedley’s. If his son was not getting
justice, Samunel Vernon-Smith was tho
muan to see that he Jdid get it. He
rapped sharply on the door, and opened
it

The study wos empty. ) .

Mr. Vernon-Smith marched in, with
his heavy tread. Ile sat down in the
Form-master’s armchair,

“You may shut the door, Ilerbert! 1
ehall wait here till Mr Smedley comes
in1* he grunted.

The Bounder closed the study door.

[t was more than o guarter of an hﬂl}r

later that footsteps were heard n
Masters' Pussage. They stopped at the
study door. [t opencd.

A tall man came . aml Mr, Vernons
Smith, staring at him, ].ul;;fl:d u;i,. .

“ Luciue I  he stuttered. ' Lucius
Teggers, what are you doing herei”
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THE EIOHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Faee to Facal

R. SMEDLEY atopped dead.
M He stared at the portly mil

lionaira.

He was rooted to the Aoor
of the study with terror and astonish-
ment. His eyes seemed to bulge from
his head.

lgi’aver had & surprise been more comms
plete.

Mr. Smedlay had bean down to Court-
field. He had scanned that tan’rigﬂund
note at the cinema box-office. had
been forced to sdmit that there was no
mistake; it was not the banknote he
had fancied it waa, that he had believed
it must bal He had walked back to the
gchool in a wery unenviable frame of
mind.

There was one rag of bope left to the
wretched, defeated schemer. The misss
ing tenner must be somewhere. Could
he yet contrive, somehow, to fix 1t on
Vernon-8mith? Was there a chance,
after all, of nnnmhingh victory from the
jaws of defeat? HBuch were tha dark,
mizerable thoughts in the mind of the
man with a borrowed name, when he
arrived at his study—and, utterly unex-
pectedly, found himself face to face with
alr. Vernon-Smith, the man of all on
carth whom he most desired to avoid !

He stood staring at him  with
bulging eyes, utterly confounded; as if
hizs uncle 14 been the ghost of & plump
City gentleman!

The Bounder stared, too! e was
there to see Mr. Smedley in his
father’s presence! Hearing the million-
gire address the men by the name of
tho cousin ho had never seen was
staggoring surprise to the Bounder.
For the moment be oould hardly
believe his ears.

* Lueius 1" snapped Mr. Vernon-
Smith. He did not understand yet.
“Ara you deaf—or dumb? hat
aro you doing at Greyfriars?”’

3till the man with a borrowed name
did not speak. He was imcapable of
speech ~ He could only stare at the
millionaire with glasay, staring eyes,
The Bounder caught his father by the
Arnk.

“That's Mr. Bmedley, father.”

" What 1"
“Aly Form-master, Smedley—"
“Are you mad, Herbert? What do

sou meanf That 18 my nephew, your

cousin, Lueius Tegger.
“Lacius Teggers!” repeated the
Bounder. Amazing as the discovery

was, he had to believe it. “The fellow
ou wore going to adopt if ]i'c-u disin-
ﬁﬂrliﬁd me for getting sacked from
school—mo wonder he wanted to got
ma sacked——"

Mr. Vernon-S8mith gasped.

“Ilerhert! Do you mean to tell me
thnt that man has been known by the

reme of Smedley here—that he 15 Mr.
Smedloy—""

" Yes, yes, yes—"

* Lueiug | an rogua and raseal l”

roared the millionaire. “Ho that s
why you had your face bandaged when
I saw yom last week—I knew 1 had
soen vou before, thoush [ could not
seo your face Lucius, vyou—you
scoundrel! By gad  you shall go to
prisoen for thisl”

Tho man_with 1
licked his dry lips. He fownd his
voico at last.

“Js you've found me out? The
game's up now! Well, you asked for
it—it was your own deing! Your own
doing from beginning to end |l Did you
think that you could dangle a fortune
of millions under 8 man's eves, and

(Continued on page 28.)
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HOW THE STORY STARTED.

MERVYN VYILLIERS and JULIUS
PANKERHREAD, two clever crooks, have been
R tﬂﬁh

Hling o eoups in connect
ﬂ;ﬁm? ﬂﬁﬂw 2o find ou! Row tﬁ%’aﬁﬂ
tm#mefﬁw ;wﬁﬂnﬂ;n .F‘.E.!'h!'i:fR.:?mt CHE,
maker. hﬁmmfuy mﬂw@mﬂi Locke
has been them, tha schemery Mdrap
JACK DRAKFE, whont thay tmprigon ¢n a cellar,
feaving o bomb cunningly fived fo explode as
iy g o A o M v
of As bonds i the #ick D Bhbtns

fine.
that the oo criminale ﬁm's%ﬂfw the Continent,
Locke thinks ous & scheme fo bring them back.

(Now read on.)

The Dead Reiurn!

ERRERS LOCKE'S f{ast sports
car was soon approaching  his
rooms 1n Baker Btreet, and
upor, ita arrival there a tall,

enpburnt, bearded voung man, clad in
rough sailor garb, stepped away from
the door as Locke and Drake made to
enter.

“Lxcuse me,” he said suddenly, as
Locke keyed himself in, *but I am {ry-
ing to get into touch with 8 Mr. Foerrers
Locke, detective, I understood he lived
here. But I've been ringing here ior
the past ten minutes and can get no
answar.”

The detective smiled. He liked the
healthy look of this young man, and a
second quick study him awoke vague
recollections In the detective’s mind.
Locke was certain he had met the man
hefore somewhere.,

“You've made no mistalke,”™ replied
the detective. “I am Ferrers Locke.
Perhaps you will come inside !*

The sunburnt young man was
obviously taken a,bn{:i by that statement.

# [—ahem—bnt, sir, you do not remind
me in the least of the Ferrers Locke I
wigh to seal” he execlaimed.

Ferrers Locke snd Jack Drake erved
each other, and both laughed. It had
ooccurred to them in the same moment
that they were still in their disguise of
visitors from the Argentine,

#T think I can introduce you to the
Ferrers Looke you want to sce,” smiled
the detective. * And your name is—"

OF DETECTIVE ADVENTURE !
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The sunburnt young man became em-
barrassed atresh.

“I would sooner not give my name to
anyone % _amswered. M.
Ferrers ke will understand, I'm
sura '

With s wink to Drake the detective
motnted the stairs. He quickly entered
hiz “den,” what time Jack talked to

the stranger and saw him comfortably %

settled in an armchair.

In less than five minutes the detective
reappeared. But o now was the
guise of Mr. Jules Martinez, the rather
plomp and olive-complexzioned Argen-
tins. The sailorman’s good-locking %eum
expressed his pleasure at once. He
rose fo his feet and proffered 'a band
1n geetmg.

“Oh, Mr. Locke,” he exclaimed, ™1
was afraid I had made & mistake. The
gentleman who let me in said he was
Ferrers Locke.™

“ 8o he was!” chuckled the detective.
“And I am that gentleman, too ™

Ho wasved his hand to stem the string
of questions which threatened to pour
forth from his wvisitor,
~ “You see, in the detective business
it 15 sometimes necessary to adopt dis-
guises. When you first saw me I was
in disguise. This faced young-
ster Y—indicating Jack Drake—"is in
disguise, too. Normally, however, he
is known as Jack Drake, my assistant,
Now, &ir,” he added playfuﬂy, ““ perhaps
vou will give me your name. hera's
something familiar about the cut of your
jib. I feel gure we bave met before
somewhera,”

*Onee, Mr. Locke,” came the reply,
“and that was over a year ago. I was
performing a special flying stunt at an
air pageant. My name iz—"

Terrers Locks had taken a step for-
ward, and was gazing deeply into the
sunburnt face, trying to imagine it with-
out that beard.

“Good heavens!® he interrupted.
“¥You'ra Christopher Dean

“What?" ejaculated Drake incredu-
lousty. " But he was drowned, guv'nor
—vou remember ha tried to crosz the
Atlantic in his monoplane, the Heart's
Desira ™

cheek

Starring FERRERS
LOCKE, detective,
and his clever boy

assistant, JACK
DRAKE.

"= HEDLEY SCOTT

Then Drake found himself gazing hard
at the sunburnt face of their visitor, and
enbtertaining doubis.

The sunburnt ssilormen camec to the
TesCue,

“Mr. Locke 13 quite correct,” he said.

“1 am Christopher Dean. I know my
death was presumed when my plane
failed to cross thoe Atlantic. And there-
¥ hangs a tale.*
Drake’s excitement was tromendous.
He had always had & youngster's
admiraticn of Christopher BaN,
Britsin's leading sirman, But when the
vacuum _ Hask which had contained
Dean’s log-book, telling of the fate of
his monoplane, together with the frag-
ment of bomb casing had been picked
up in Pegg Bay, he had never hoped o
gea him agaim.

“Let me explain,™ said Dean, with
an engaging smile. “I was as near to
drowniuz as any man could be in the
middle of the Atlantic. But my flying
suit kept me aboat hours after the
wreckage of my plans had disappeared
for keeps. A passing windjammer—
one of the old school of grain ships—
picked me up, more dead than ahve.
The skipper, a Bwede, nursed me back
to health.”

“But how was it the world never heard
that you had been picked up ! asked
Drake.

Dean smiled at the youngster's eager-
ness.

“The windjammer wasn’t Htted with
wireless,” he replied. “And, in sany
case, after I had tonlked things over
with the skippér, I cama to the con-
olusion that it would be better, for the
time being, for Christopher Dean to be
dead. Our first port of call was Buenos
Aires. I've been travelling home by
easy stages over since, thinking things
over.” He turned to Ferrers Locke
with a grave face, “It might jnterest
vou to know, sir, that my crash in mid-
Atlantic was no ecocident.”

If ha expectad surprize fo show in
Locke's keen features he was dis.
appointed, for the detecltive smiled and
beckoned Dean over to the small wall
safe. Diving hizs hand inte the recess,
Locke withdrew the vacuum flask which
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bad been the starting Euint, as it were,
of his bitter tussle with Messrs. Villiers
& Tankerhead.

it was Dean's turn now fo show sur-
prise. With hands that trembled, he took
the flask, unscrewed it, and tipped out
the rollod-up log-book of that fateful
journey across the Atlantic wastes,
the ﬁieﬁ:a aof shell casing.

“How in the name of all t-h:a_t-’i
wonderful do you come to have this?”
he gasped.

uickly Locke recounted the facta
which had led to his interest in the
Dean case, 29 he called it. But ha
kept back the result of that long and
dangerous investigation. ;

Christopher Dean could hardly helieve
the evidence of his own eyes. He gazed
stupidly at the flask and the hurried mes-
snge which he had enclosed in it before
the monoplane, Heart’s Desire, had
disappeared beneath the waves,

“Well, theso things are minal” he
murmured at length, “But why didn't
you hand them over to Mervyn Villiers,
a5 reguested in  this  message, Mz,
Locka 1™ ] .

Ferrers Locke's face set in a grim
mould,

“1 did=-or, rather, I got Drake to
deliver a duplicate set of thess things
to Mervyn Villiers, with the story that
he had found them, Dean.”

“Well, what did Mervyn do?'’ asked
Dean excitedly. * He was a good friend
of mine—my Eesi: friend, I should say1”

“Mervyn Vuters,” said the detective
coldly and very deliberately, “is the
biggest villain oulside & prison. Mervyn
Villiers, my dear Deap, was your worst
friend "

Christopher Deap started to his feet
angrily. ,

“Mr. Locke, I canaot let that passl’
he retorted hﬂﬂg’. _

“Calm yourself,” replied the detective
unmoved, “and presently I'll explain
why I made. that statement.”

Christopher Dean did calm himself.

“T galled on Villiers before I decided
to come along here and see you,” he
gaid at length. “ But, apparcntly, he is
out of town." .

Locke laughed grimly.

“He'll be back shortly, never fear™
he remerked. “and he'll bring with him
his old friend, Julius Tankerhead, ton!
Know Tankerhead?” he added, with an
eyebrow cocked inquiringly.

“Rather ¥ smiled Dean. *“He was
always fussing around me—wanted to
take up & financial 1nterest in my ﬂiﬁht,
but I wouldn't let him. (Good chap
Tankerhead 1" o

Locke wagged his head in an irritat-
ing fashion.

“Mr. Doan,” he said simply, “you
may be & brilliant pilot, but yon have
yet to learn something of the wickedness
of this world and something of the
double-dved willaing who live in it
Juling Tankechead rums your friend
Villiers to o dead heat, in & manner of
speaking—he's overy bit as bad as
Villiers.”

Again Christopher Dean made as if
to voice an angry retort, but Locke cut
him short. )

“The bomb that was placed in your
geroplane,” he sald quictly, was
manufactuged by the Tankerhead
Foundry. 1 have definite proof of that,
since a similar bomb, fashioned by tha
same stecl formula, very nearly wiped
cut both my young Ifriend here and
myself & few hours ago.”

“ 1 don’t understand——" began Dean.

“Well, perhaps you will be prepared
io credit what I say,? continued Locke,
“ whon tell you that Tankerhead
effected a life insurance of & hundred

thonzand pounds on one Christopher
Dean a short while before he attempted
his double Atlantic crossing! Ah, 1 see
that startles vou!” ha added, as IDean
sat bolt upright in his chair,

“It's tha truth!” went on the
detective. " And Tankerhead was so
sure of getting his hundred thousand
pounds that he was prepared to pay the
extremely high premium of flty thou-
sand nds, Surely that convinces you
that he knew wyou would not return
safely from your flight " :

An ugly hight was blazing in Dean’s

ue eyes now.

"GHood heavens!™ he ciaculated., “ The
awful scoundrel]?

Locke emiled,

. “Ah, you're beginning to see things
in_their right perspective!” he said.
“But how deep a scoundrel Tankerhead
18 pﬂrh&ps will never ba known. Now
let’s return to Villiers. Do you know
what he did with the faked flask,
message, and shell-casing I got Drake
to deliver to him? Do you know what
he said about them?™

JHere Drake butted in, at a sign from
his chief.

“The murderous rotter teld me that
the whole thing was » hoax. He paid
me money to keep my mouth shut, and
then deliberately sent his man after meo
to kill me. I was in disguise and he
didn’t know that I worked for the
guv'nor. Villiers’ man framed a motor
accident very cunningly, and I was sup-
posed to be killed. That's all the
mterest your ' best friend ' took in the
Aask which had been taken out of the
sed. He didn't want any inguiry, you
seal” he added fiercely, as Dean still
seemed unable to eredit what he heard.

“I—I can ecarcely believe it of
Villiers ¥ muttered Dean at length,

"Well, listen to these interesting facts
wao' ve discovered sinee we hit hia trail,”
sald Ferrers Locke, and straightway

lunged into a detailed account of

illiers’ activities in the world of sport,
winding up with the fiendish attempt to
kill Jack Drake and himself.

“I tell you all this,” he added, “be-
caues ihe met is closing around these
two birds, Thei.; cannot escape me now,
so there is no harm in putting all my
cards on the table. I shall, however,
requira you to plail_a, small part in the
final tablean, So, Mr. Dean, if vou will
be good enough to consider {ﬂul‘ﬁ-ﬂlf my
guest for a day or so shall: be

| LWL P WY VT T T U .
Star ltems in—

NEXT WEEK'S *“MAGNET.”

A top-noteh yarn by Frank Richards
which will make you laugh till your
gides ache, entitled :

“THE ‘BUNKING' OF BILLY
BUNTER | ™

Billy Bunter, who never fails to
raige a laugh, causes the greatest
eensation ever in this, the opening
story of the finest series "' F. R.” has
ever written for The MagyeTr., Then
follows another sparkling edition of

The ** GREYFRIARS HERALD,”

further chapters of our thrilling "tec
serinl :
“THE MAN BEHIND THE
SCENES IV

an interesting cricket falk by
“ Umpire,” and another brilliant

contribution by the Greyiriars
cartoonist |
DOK'FT MIS5 THIS BUMPER
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extremely happy, and honoured into the
bargain. What about it?"

Christopher Pean smiled,

“Ar. Locke,” he said quietly, “yon
have given me thae greatest shock of my
life. But I have implicit trust in you.
I shall be happy indeed to consuder
myself the guest of the world's greatest
detoctive 1" :

“Mr. Dean, vou are too {latiering!
Make yourself at home. Here, Jack,
take our guest into the bath-room and
help him shave off that' faco fungus.
And, Jack, get out my blue fAannel
siit—will just about fit Dean. Now hop
it, both of you! I've got an important
bit of business with a certain Con-
tinental radio station.”

—— Ve

The 50351

ERVYN VILLIERS and Julins

M Tankerhead were doing them-
selves well, - :

They were staying in the

Hotel Magnificent, and they occupied

the best suite of rooms—those usunally

occupied by royalty when royalty
honoured the Holel Magnificent.

The food was good, the service was
extra efficient, the wine was of rare old
vintage. It had been a happy idea of
Villiers to get clear of England for a
while and stay abroad until the “big
event ¥ happened,

The two conspirators had been fhere
cnly & day, and now, with the pa-ssinﬁ
of the hours, their expectations showe
in the peculiar glitter of their eyes.
Those in the hotel who noted thie
nervous tension put it down to the lure
of the tables in the adjoining ecasine.
Gamblers for high stakes invariably
locked what they were. And these two
had certainly gambled heavily that day.

“Wea ought to be hearing something
soon ¥ muttered Tankerhead. “I sup-
pose nothing has gone wrong, Mervyn

His confederate treated him to a
superior smile, ;

“ Nothing ecan go wrong!" he replied
smoothly.  “And our tracks are very
carefully covered up.™

Tankerhead fortified himself with a

lazs of potent liquor., His eyes glowed

eenly enﬂu%h,_ but thera was an
ominoua trembling of his hand, which
indicated the stress he was passing
through.

“T regard our hapdsome win at the
tables this afternoon as a good omen,”
remarked Villiers, puffing out a blue
cloud of cigar-smeke, “Julius, my old
friend, we shall be in clover 1

Tankerhead leaned forward,

“You remember, Mervyn, some
months ago I was tempted to get my
horoscope cast?™

“I remember, you prize boob! Peopla
who give way to that sort of tommy-rot
arg not all there! I don’t belicve in
horoscopes—and that's flat, Fate is
what the individual makes it, see? And
no one is gifted enough in this world
to say what the future holds for me,
you, or anyonae else.”

Tankerhead, who k{!:]pt glaneing aver
his shoulder at a tall dark-eyed lady of
middle age, suddenly rose to his feet.

“ Excuse me, Mervyn., That's Madamae
Vervella, the famous eclairvoyant and
astrologer. I've heard an awful lot
about her powers of reading the future,
I think T'll introduce myself to her.”

Aervyn Villiers openly laughed his
SOOI

“You poor muttl Think I den't
know what wvou're after? She'll tell
you an awful lot of bunkum, lock al yvou
with those big luminous eves of hers,
and it'll cost you s thousand francs,
what? Bill, it's your money, Don't let
me stop you b
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Througs narrowed lids he watched his
weaker-minded partner cross the lounge,
then idly enough he switched on ihe
wireless speaker by his fable. The famt
gtra.m'; uipe s band floated through the
instroment, and their dreamy melody

enused Villiers to close lis cves and
maeditate,
Btranige, dark, thoughts roamed

through that ruthless, murderous mind,
and they centred on Julius Tankerhead,
Not much longer, Villiers told himself,
would the weak-minded Julius be his
partner. There were always weys and
means of disposing of &n unwanted
pariner.

But thoea villainous thoughts were
rudely interrupted when the dance
music came to a close and the
annwnﬂari in French, -bagan to brosd-

t. the news. Hp ]:!-eig.u.ﬂnuth sn 308
which made no impression vpon Villiers
uutii tl‘:lmt same S 0O8 was repested in
i
n Villiers became wide awake on
thﬁ mstant, He sat . hulﬁupnght in his
cliair, his eyes sblaze with excitement.

“The police of Scotland Yard, Great
"E.ﬂtnm APE AnNXIiOus o got into. com-
.tmmmntmn, with a Mr. Eystace Johnson,
the owner of Ivy Cotiege, Witley
Commion, Eﬁrrey, England.” Clear as n
ball ﬂmnn e gnnounter's voiee, "“Will
he eithpr phone or call at Beotland Yard
jmmas.'l 1ately 1™
- Villiers switched off the wireless and
rubbed his hands with obvious satis-

faction. The big event obviously had
come to pass, The cottage at-~Witley
Common-had been blown to smithersens,

and with it, of & certairty, had gone
both Ferrers Locke and hit meddling
assistant, Jack Drake,

Villiars hed no intention of com-
municating ‘with Scotland Yard. He
had bought Ivy Cottage in the neme of
Mi. Eustace Johnson, and it had proved
a profitable invesiment. In the name
of “Eubtate Johnson it could be blown
sky high, st tp speak, and forgotten.

But that 80 8 told Villiers that he
and his confederate were safe to return .
to Epglind, whereupon that reflection
wad topped by a return to Villigrs
murderous thohghts concerning- ‘Julius
Tankerhead.

“He's getting past the game,” Villiers
II:I himself. “He's losing his nerve !
‘es, T must get rid of him

And in the sclf-same moment that these
; &! mn-:-us reflections chased through
illiers” mind' Julius Tenkerhead was

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

in  “audience ™ with the celebrated
clairvovant Madame Vervella.

“¥You are pursued, monsicur, by =
relentless foe,” she told him in course
of the “reading,” whereat Tankerhead
felt a thrill of terror run through his
entive being, “and there s evil in your
future. I cannot go on.”
~ “But you must!” begged the easily
improssed Tankerhead. *Tell me—"

Madame Vervells, who hade a very
handsome iiving out of ¢redulous falk
by purEﬂ-rtlng te tell them what the
future held in_store, knew at once. that
she was interviewing an easy client. He,
she could ses, would swallow anything.
His very attitude suggeated to her sharp
wits that the man was afraid of some-
thing. Eumathmﬁ, probably in the past,
haun is conscience. 3he decided to
play wupon it

“This man who pursues vou "—she
returned to that story~—"threatens your
life. ' His fate is locked with yours——"

“Locked | murmured Tankerhead.
*“Locked—Locke! Ferrers Locke {*

Beads of perspiration cozed upon his
forehead as Tankerhead’s gﬁilt}r-mm
science twisted the easy-flowing, mean-
.ingless words of medame to the picture
of the moan of whom he stood in con-
gtant dread,

“That s all I can tell you,"”
madame faintly *“I grow tired,
atrain, mensiedr, is too much.”

Trambling  slightly, Tankerhead- rose
to htﬂ feat, ﬁhﬂn‘:upﬂn madame’s “faint.
ness qum ;.' disappeared as she - re-
minded him 1 a sharp, acid voice that
her fee had not been paid.

Hardly knowing what he did, Tanker-
ead slipped a wad of franc.notes into
]iar,- ¢ paim, and went to look for
Mervyn Villiers. The blazxing emile on
the latteris face was-in etziking-eontrast
htn t':{l;e terror which lurked in Tanker-
o8

“What the douce is wrong with you,
Juliug#” asked Mervyn, “Cheer up,
men | Why, I hm'an’t heard such news
a8 that which has - just come over the
radio in all my lide®

“You mean that Locke is finished
erosked Tankerhead, mopping his brow,

“The cottage has been’ blown sky
high," replied Villiers jubilantly, “so
what else fan vou expect?”

{T.&ar& are big thrills and b;‘? aur-
prizes in nexd week's finé inatolnient of
this detective astory, b don't ‘miss if,
boyal)

aa.ld

-nothing come of it?

.ggne fram Grngfrm.ﬁ—gnnu for g‘mﬁ!

RIVALS FOR A FORTUNE!

(Continued from page 25.)

You are an odd
fool, Mr. Vernon-S8mith—and, your son
is a young rascal! He has deserved a
dozen timies to be expelled—and I'm
BO My that 1L mver brought it off 1"
‘Vernon-Bmith's face was pur{.ﬂa.

Ho raised his hand and pointed to
the door.

“Gal” he. said, “Nephew of mine
as you are, if Eou are not gone in tgn
tmﬁutns, vou shall be taken away

tha Ipo ice 1
doubt whether you could make
t‘:lr',' charge against mel"” said
ra, with a shrug of the
s'huuldﬁrs “Bul; am going—my
game's up hore "
He walked.ocut of fhe utudy
“(Good gad!” said M,
Smith.
Ten minuvtes had not elapsed when
the man with & borrowed pame was

Vermon-

naver - saw him
ugam—nﬂlth&r did I%r Vernon-Smith
net the Bounder. ¢ius Teggers had
played his game and Jost it—and ha
went.

The Bounder's 'part? tha.t aftornoon
was & groat sucoess, and Vernon-
was as merry and hr:g’hf— as any fellow
present, But afterwards, in Study No, 4
in the Remove, Tom wing fopuid
him with a cloud of Ehﬂught- cn his
brow.

5 I‘ve had & jolly narrow escape,
¢_& 1" said E:IIT Buuﬂ:!i'ar soberly.
¢ nd-—rotter as that man
—it's been chiefly my own I&E&ﬂ* ?u
pater hos come rmtmi, and things foo
rm nnw,_ﬁl:-u;—-—

uf what T agkaﬂ

“Rat I'm etie to thﬁnsﬂl!y old

stm:b and narrow path
to help me!” sajd tha Enundg-t

Whau Quelch’ comes l:-u-.r:rr: he's gom’
to get the surprisg of his lifel I'mw

oin' to be so good, that it wﬂ; make
ﬁm gimlet o as ﬁﬁg to see me !

wing He could only
hope that it m:nuf last

(Next Saturda y’u Ruiﬂfur sssue of 1hd
MaGsET m!ﬁ mn!&m the first aj‘ aaother
grand seriés of yz:ms by_mei: Biohards
featuring Hﬂrf'y W.’éeﬁ-i o P Co. o)
Greyfriave..” Make 0 notd bf the: title:
“THE ‘BU.EF ma nrd? ‘BIELT
BE’N?ER!”-‘-"&H:E’*;E‘HL g#!rwur T ws-
cient Lo réserod Jou & dﬁﬁr)
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VACUUM CLEANER WANTED
Bunter's titled uncle called yesterday
—and 1 want to clean up all the aitches

he dropped I—PETER TODD, Study

el et B L L Vel e e i -

e

O il .

Mo, 7, Remove,
CAMERA FOR SALE
Shock-proof.

L e

Even takes Coker's
photo without breaking up I—MONTY
NEWLAND, Study No. 9, Remove.
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T I NOTICE TO FILM FANS!
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When you ask for a pass out of gates
to attend the lecture on Roman History
at Courtfield next week, kindly remember
that a prefect will be on the door to check

in

there’s a * super-programme ™ on at the

all Greyfriars visitors. The fact that

cinema has NOT escaped our notice!
: ASL | BY ORDER,
= == M| Geo. Wingate (School Captain).
June Sth, 1934, I _ i )

BUNTER’S FRONT
PAGE STORY

Hero of News Scoop

Any doubls we may bave had about the
* Courtfield Gazeite” doing justice to
Bunter’s story of the haunted cave at Pe
vanizhed when tho paper came out this WEE%
It wae splashed right seross the front page :

“CAVE OF HORRORS AT PEGG,
Behoolboy's Astounding Experiences.

The explanation of all the fuss, we learned
afterwards, was that the * Gazelte ' had been
let down over their intemded front papge story
at the last moment., They'd been banking on
a senzational account of tho darvts champions
ship at Frinrdals and then, nnexpectedly, the
clarts chnmpionghip was postponed. Some.
thing had to bo found in a hurry to take ita
pluce—and just at tho eruciol moment, in
walked Bunter ! It was simply a gift for them.

Bunter's account of lhe mysterious cawve,
we mieht tell you, doesn’t coineide altarether
with ihe facls as we Lknow them. Bunter
seend to have drawn slighily on his irougaow-

tion, particularly in the matter of numbers.
© Wharton and Russell, who reseucd Bunter,
adrpit that they saw ome dancing skeleton,
one acrobatie octopus and one gizantic spider.

According to DBunter,” there were five
skeletons, ten octop: and about o hundred
gpiders |

There sre slight errors, too, in his account
of whet took place. Wharton and Russell
say that the cave’s peculiar inhabitants were
nowhere near Bunter. Bunfer's description
in the " Courifiold Cazette,” on the other
hand, avers that Bunter fought single-handed
szainst the lot of them !

Allowing for theose minor variations, of
nNoLrao, thore etill remaina {he undeniable
truth that Buntor did sec a pretty varied
show in that cave, and we're still as puzzled
a3 aver to know how to account for it.

The * Courtficld Gazette ** suppests cither
thot the cave is haunted or else that it leads
1o some feariul underworld of prehistorie life.
Thoy proposo to send an expedition to sxplora
the cave thorpughly and find out the truth—
and many Hemovites sre ot present engaged
in ringing up thoe office of the “ Gozette " to
ask it they can join the expedition 1

What tho cxpedilion will discover when it
gets thore is a matter for speculation.

In the rocantime, Bunter has come into hia
own at last. Aa the hero of the weel's
higzest local news scoop, his status is consider-
ally higher than that of tho despised Porpoise
of the Lower School.

Croyiriara to DBunter ilis week iz a land
Bowing with minger-beer and jam-tarts !

(STOP PRESS, Somcone has just rushed
fnto the editoriol office with the full explanation
of the hounted cave ! No room for ¢ here—bud

look out for ths big surprise in next week's |

rumber I —En.)

o E——
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Anything To Oblige
H. SKINNER (Removo) writes to ask if
we know any moethod of curing thin lipa.
Sorry, old bean, we don’s.  If it's of an
use to you, howover, you can have a thic
eer any time you like to call !

We have long looked on
Nicholas Coker as the sauciest
yvouth in the Fiith Form and
he ia always doing something
to add to that reputation.
But pothing he ever does in
the future can surely equal
his sachievement this week,
when ha had the temerity to
declare that he was the t
horsoman at Gréyiriars!

The sequel to that absurd
claim has provided the scollege
with o wery hearty laugh,
Coker's challenging statement
wos made in Hall in the
presence of ® nDumber of
seniors, Molyneux of the
Sixth quickly took it up.

“I1f yvou wish to test yvour
edquestrian prowesa, perhaps
vou would ]:l"ilm B mﬁf wit?h
mo ' he sugpested, adopting
an air of bland indifference
that caused considerable
merriment among his friends.

* Nothing would give me

ter pleasure,” Coker re-
torted, without hesitation.
“Do wyou name Your own
terma and we'll arrange the
match at onea! ™

“Ten nounds a-side—rthe
race to be across country from
Friardale to the colloge pates
—and tho horses to be hired
from mine host at the Cross
Koya,"” aaid ELIGI?‘IINJI, and
then added : “I'll give you

GREYFRIARS
100 YEARS
AGO

the first choice of mounta and
two minutes start t **

“ Zounds ! Youl do
nothing of the sort1" cried
Coker. " You shall ba the
one to have fret choice and
iwo minutes start. 1 asaure
you you'll need them agaimt-
such & rider a8 L sm !’

Molyneux laughingly de-
¢lined the concessions, and if
waa accordingly arranged that
they should toss a coin for the
privilege of firat choice of

mounts and stert the race
simultanegusly.
A great crowd of collegera

gathered outside the gatea on
the following day to witness
the finish of the race,

had not long to wait before
tha clalter of hoofs was heard
on the highway. Shortly
after, & wsolitary horseman
came into view af a rousin
gallop, and there was a lo
cheer na he was seen to be
Molyneux.

Molyneux, having reined in
hia sweating steed, waited in
the saddle for the arrival of
the loser. He had quite a

long wait, for it was ten
minutes belore Nick Colker
appeared.

When he did eventually
appear, hia appearsnce was
such as to excite the spec-
tatora to shouts of mirth. He
had lost his balasnce coms.
sletaly and was clinging

crately to his horss's neak
with both feet caught up in
one stirrup |

When he had heon released
from hia uncomiortable posi-
tion, he explained that * ill-
fortune alone had loat him the
race '] Hia steed, forsooth,
had proved an unmanageablo
apitfire who wonld easily have
thrown a lesa ablo rider |
(Continued at foor of next col.)

r

Armchair Motorivg—With Thrills

Schoolboy Inventor’s Amazing
Macline

When Bernard Glyn, the
Bt. Jim's inventor, arrived
at riara on a visit to
Wharton thisa weelr, he
arrived in a motor-lorry.

Inmide the motor-lorry

- 1 that similar machines, on

which he has based his own,
usad in London for tesat-

’g the ability of motor-

dnvers.

Tha entire Lower School

was & machine which, fmm%upmacnt- in the Rag when
fyn

our pﬂanﬁ of view, is car-

i n'e mas iece |
tm]"iig o it tﬁuhﬁ-
Thriller. We can give you
our word, it beats Barney.
Nothing so {ascinating has
ever heen seen before ab
Greyfriara, though Glyn tella

Dicky Nugent’s
Weekly Wisdom

A reader rites to arsk
whether I burm Loder’s
toast becawse of the enjoy-
ment I get out of it.

The answer ja NO—it's
quite axxidental, though I
mugt admit that I get a
“ ek " out of it.

Egpeshally #  Loder's
about |

—

(Continued from previous col.).
We can only say that
AppOArances Weréd romark.
ably deccptive, for she
locked to us to be the guist.
eat: mare a man could bope
to meet in a day’s march |
Possibly Nick Coker will
not be eo anzious to
advertise his squestrian pre-
eminence now |
{But more prolabiy ke was |
You can't keep a Coker down
—and our prescht-day Coker’s
-grandfaiher scema o
va been o toal member
of the family I—En.)

fixed it up.
I Desoribed  briefly, the
Anto-Thriller is e stationary
amotor-car whose controls,
mstead of working the car,
work & moving.picture on &
mreen in front of it, thus
aeating the illusion that the
ear itself is moving along the
nad depioted on the screen.
¢ Whon the driver steps on
p gas, the picture warks
quickly, giving the

impression that the car is
acelorating. When the
sakes are a.p&)[ied. the
ipeed 18 elackened. -

‘' When crose-roada  are
teached, the driver is quite

it liberty to turn whichever
imfy he wishes and the
pieen picture sdjusts iteelf
amordingly |
‘The illugion that wyou're
nﬁuﬂ&;ﬁ!ﬂvin is complete |
All this tickled the crowd
.*lthal{a.ﬁ immensely. But
éﬂt really brought down
house was the fact that
all sorts of unexpected
inga happen on the road
test the driver’s nerve
il road sengp. OQther cars
-dssh out suddenly from side
pmings, people run across
‘e road just when they're
tpast expecied and it's one
:ong succession of thrills,
The best of it is, you pet
all the thrills without the
itightest danger. All that
‘wppens wheon a * collision *
weenrs ig that the picture
_.ﬁnpﬂ end the driver pets

Boll can be a most

relinble " slonewsller ' when

necessary. Ha waz at the wicket

for two hours, scoring ooly five

rans against 8t. Jim’s—but he

wt his end vp, while Bob Cherry
of the required rums !

Johpoy

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT1?

Cecil Reginald Temple, of the
Upper Foorth, is a great advocata
of “giyla” in batsmansbip.
His uanal _ati'lu. Bob Ch
pointa out, iz to get 2 “ duck
egg-'>—as he againat the
Remove the olber day.

Mark Linley usually flelds **
the country.” He is na absolnt
reliasble cateh, and his
round the ropes Irequently sar
a *flour,” Linley

recent Oxtare.

“ gaught ¥ gdoecare, though !
six Tpper Fourth Form men in & somped three and caught four
r;,}mm Rookwood last week.

S '

asnds muach. The job

¥} Tom Brown, the Bemove wicket«
! keeper, says be doesn*t notice
apsed lbs “ went and tear ™ om his
ia no
“ Browney "

one black mark chalked up

o it 2

ven e B
ehilling a ride, G umﬁdn’t
stern the wild of followa

anxipus to try out their skill
on the Auto-Thriller. The
Remove and the Upper
Fourth went ¢razy over it—
and when the news aspread,
Bhellites, Fifth-Formers and
even BSixth.Formers wern
soon lining up to have a go !

In the ond, the masters
themselves were jni‘nin%( in.

Glyn left Greyfriars taking
with him a really handsome
contribution in shillinga ta-
wards the admittedly high

cost of his intriguin
machine. And we're &
hoping we'll soon get a

chance of meking ancther

contribution on  simtlar
linea § ;

The ecore-shesls made
very interesting reading

alterwarda.

fellows
who had pever hendled a
roal car in their livea did
the * journey "' almost with-

Many

out an “* accident,” whilo
othera wwho havo driven cars
on scveral oceasions had
quito a lot of ** spills.”

The worat scora of the
evening waa registercd by
the only regular motoriat in
tha School—a thembor of
the Fifth.

We dare not tell you his
name for fear of offending
him 1

Harry Wharton
by hitlizg fve
“ foor

Highclhiffe,

&

pressed the determina

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!
—Cm G RN

ul un 8 record
sizes ' and a
off ome over against
No other Greylriars
batsman hes equalled this feat—
though a good mwﬁ have ex=
on to fry !

CAN COACHING

CREATE CRICKETERS?

Wingate Thought “Yes,” But—

“What's wrong with

oricket iz sheer

he sato

Little 3ide the other evening., *If

kids were only shown tho right thing to

do, you'd do it! "
*Oh, rather, Wingate!?"
Snoop, whe had been trying to bat
“I've
Wingato said, strolling
wickeot.

thing albout the pgame.
you o thing or two and you'll soon
what & difference it’ll make.

“TIn the first
be at right ang
nice and aguare—Ilike this.”

He grabbed Snoop and put him in

what he imagined would be the cor
poaition.
Snoop's body promptly seemed

take on the P?Sp&ﬂ.l'aﬁﬂﬁ of a contor-

imex of his performance !
Well, that'll do,” Wingate
anid, a littla dubiously. * Now you have
to remember, Snoop, that your first duty
The bat must,

tionist’s at the ¢
it Hlm I

18 to defend your wicket.
therefore, be kept straight in {ront of
astumpas,’

———

mosat  kids’
: ack of knowledge,”
remarked Wingate of the Sixth, when
to watch net practice at

agreed
: flash and trodden on
heen watching you, Snoop,"”

gﬂwn to Bnoop’s
“ It's a8 plain &8s a pikestaff to
me that you've nover been told the first
Let me show

lnce, your body should
‘to the wicket, held

"1 see, Wingats,” &sid Enocop,
Ermnpﬂy proceeding to bold it like a

pchey-atick.

“* ¥ou have to play to the ball—not
irom it. So you must never step bacli—
yooooop 1 "

At the first mention of not stepping
back, Bnoop had step ed back like o
ingate’s tocs in

yon

tho ‘bargain 1

* Bowl to him, Wharton ! ™ called out
Wingate, when he had rocovered
sufficiently to speak. * Just a simplo
lob, you know] Now, Snoop, hit it on
to the pround for preference so Lhat
you're not eaught out,”

Snoop hit the ball right up in the gix!

* Try it again,” said Wingate, in a
voice which contained a hint of tears,
* Just stop this, Snoop—keep your bat
upright, that’s all { **

8noop brought hia bat clean over his
head like a battleaxe and his wicket waa
spreadeagled at the back of him.

“ Think I'm improving, Wingate 2 !
he neked, cheeriully.
ﬂﬂ{]i!-;-.t there was no reply—Wingate had

Bomehow, we feel that since coaching
Snoop the Greylriam * ski " is mot
quite so sure that effeient training is all
thet is necded to make a pood oricketer |

B0

redh

to

the

O i i i

Without Fnundati::m

Notwithstanding the fact that
he's stony broke, Wibley is starting
& troupe of pierrots. Ho tells va he
can borrow all he needs to gel the
show going.

There 1a no truth, howevey, in the
ritmour that his troupe is to be
called ** The Pier-OWES ™!

= e

One for Bunter

Bunter wasn't a hit perturbed
when we pointed out how wrong it
was of him to pinch a chicken fram
SEmithy'a hamper and carve cvery
hit of meat off it.

Ho said that his conscienee was
cloar ; he was poing te make o
“ elean breast " of it}

oy

Told by Tom Brown that there
are hot springs in New Zealand,
whers he comes Irom, Bunter
was completely unimpressed, The
only gort of couniry that would
interest Bunter wonld he one with

FISH'S FRISKIES MAKE
SUPERMEN

Wht 2 Nover IDeard of TFISH'S
FRlskils ¥ Woell, you surprise us!

FisH'S FIRISKLES are—

At lot Mishy fell you in his own words.

“They're  Seience’s teat conquest.
They'te the rarest a mest appelisiog
combinalion ol cercal ingredients kuown to
I,

* An eminent seciontist who, for professional
reasong, wishes to remain anonymous, states
that ho iz comvinced, after testing FISH'S
FRISKIES in his laboratory, that omne
desseriaponninl of FIBH'S FRISKIES is
worth one pound of rump steak, two new-
laid egpa and A twoponny packet of peanuta
combined., What do you know about that ¥

* The tonic effecta of FISH'S FRISKIES
are mazing. Chronie invalids get up froni
ithe breakfast table, cured. Puny wealklings
are changed it a flash to athletio gziants,
Nitwits beecome intellectusl supermen.

* Luy 4 packot at the tuckshop, and buy i6
vicht wow | Ten thousand doetora can't be
wrong ! And remember, whon you're eating
FISH'S FRIBKI1LFS you're eating the product
of o lifelime of patient investigation by the
world's preatest scientiste § "

And that's that. The funny thing about it
12 that when we wato Fish making
FISH'S FRISKIES the other evening, the
process seemed astonishingly simaple,

All he did was to mix uwp b rice and

more tock shops than England 1

sawduet |



