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Smith minor held on for more than a minutesand
Harry Wharton whispered Instructions to him,
Then the voice of Ponsonby came through at last,
‘““ Hallo, that you, Pon?” asked Smith minor,
making his voice as like the Bounder's hard,
metallic tones as he could. (See Chapter 12,)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nugent Loses His Temper!
- HICH of you chaps is going to lend me a bike?”
W Billy Bunter, of the Remove Form at Grelyt'riurs,
propounded that query, and waited for a reply.
e was allowed to wait,
Harry Wharton & Co., of the Remove, were in the bike-

shed, getting their machines ready. Bob Cherry was
persuading a recently-twisted pedal to resume its normal
shape. ugent was mending a puncture, and Johnny Bull

and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh were standing ovetr him and
gging him advice. Nugent was listening to their advice,

ause, having ears, he could not help it. But he replied
only with grunts, which did not sound grateful.

Billy Bunter blinked in at the doorway, and propounded
his query. The fat junior was in Norfolk jacket and knickers,
end his plump legs seemed to be on the point of bursting out
of his highly-coloured hose. He blinked through his big
spectacles at one after another of the five juniors: but no
one replied to his questions. Perhaps they regarded it as a
problem, and gave 1t up.

**1 say, you fellows, 1 suppose you're going over to Lantham
to see the footer match?"” said Bunter,

“Yes,” said Harry Wharton tersely.

“1I'm going, too!"

“ Btart now,” said Bob Cherry.
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*“1 haven't a bike.
mn::_{:'l.ﬁ hikle':""

“Would you like me to lend you mine, and stay at h
myself?”’ asked Johnny Bull, witg crushing a:um:ran!mm::'r T

ut the sarcasm was quite lost on Billy Bunter. His fat
fuge brightened up at onee.

" Thanks, Bull!"” he exclaimed.
you. I say, if _;mu'n:s going to sta
lines for me. I've got fifty lines
for Mossoo !"'

:: o and_eat coke !"" said Johnny Bull

. Well, I've got to go, you know,” said Bunter, “I was
EDH::-E :;Id]'l]LE‘ E:: bike fﬂi’.‘ t-]:[e afternoon; but I've been dis-
appointed about a postal-order, and, it h oE
up. Can I have vour bike, Whurtﬂn?ﬁ W RPN S

“Yes, and I'll walk—I don’'t think.”
W hnrtpn. '

:: Will jyuu !e,:n-::] me ciwur bike, Bob, old fellow?"’

' No, 1 won t.:' said Bob Cherry, * But if you call me
]%::-b, old fellow agan, I'll lend you a thick ear!”

‘{I.'ian 1 ]il{?vlf your bike, Inky?’

“ It wou e an esteemed pleasure to lend you bike,”
said the Nabob of Bhanipur: * but I shall rﬂquﬁafuﬁ;?nnled it
m_:,:self, my worthy fat Bunter!”

oo o 1say, Franky, old chap,” said Buater, turning to Nugent,

I suppose you don't mind if 1 use your bike? I'll mend
that puncture for you. I'm a dab at mending punctures !”

h?%ent grunted.h

“I'd put on a bit more solution, if I were you,” said
Eunt-er, blinking down at the work of repair, over which
Frank Nugent was growing very red and warm, and less
good-tempered than usual. * You can’'t mend punctures !"

]‘.':Iuge-nt snorted.

4 Better put on some more solution,” urged Bunter,
mTu,ldxg my tip. I know more about mending punctures than
you !

*“*Shut up!” roared N t, breaking i

Bunter biinked st b nﬂgan reaking into speech at last.

“ Well, I'm only giving you advice. You're making a muck
of it. Put on some more solution, and don’t bg a silly ass.
You have to use plenty of solution.”

Frank Nugent rose to his feet, and seized Billy Bunter's
hair with his left hand, and with his right squeezed out the
solution over Bunter's fat face. Billy Bunter gave a roar.
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the rotten Henriade to do
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said Harry



2 THE BEST 30 LIBRARY ®®~ " THE BOYS' FRIEND” 30 LIBRARY. “gyo"

“Ow! Wow! What are you doing, you ass™

“I'm putting on Enty of solution,” snorted Nugent,
rubbing it in with his hand. * Now you bozz off1 If jaw
to me again, I'll put it down the back of r neck. m got,
two silly eh mps giving me advice already !”

i Gl‘ﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂ%‘l 3

Billy Bunter dabbed furiously at the stickiness on his fat
face. Nugent bent down to his task again, his pent-up
feelings a little relieved. Billy Bunter snorted and dabbed,
and dabbed and snorted, while the junmiors chuckled.

“ You—you rotter! Ow! You beast! Grooh! I'm all
sficky! Yah! Owl?

“Ha, ba, ha!” =
EI“'I”'H give you a licking for that, Frank Nugeni! Yow!

w!

*I'll give you some more if you don’t get out!” growled
Nugent.

Billy Bunter glared at him. Nugent was stooping, with
his back to Billy Bunter. He had not ex the worm to
turn. But the stickiness on his face m Bunter furious—
and the worm turned! He charged at Nugent, and rushed
him over. Tive bicycle went over with a crash, and Nugent
sprawled across it, with the loose tube in his hands. There
was a rending sound, and the last state of that punicture was
worse than the first,

““Ha, ba, ha!” roared Bunter, in his turn.

“ Yarooh!” yelled Nugent. *“Oh!”

Bunter dashed out of the bike-shed, and fled for his life.

Nugent scrambled off the sprawling bicycle, and jumped up,

sceing red. The inner tube was hopelessly torn, and it was

clear that that puncture would never he mended. Nugent

glared round for Bunter.

I'I‘;Wh’?m is he? TI'll slaughter him! Tl scalp him!
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ What are you cackling at, you silly asses?’ yelled Nugent.
““ Where's that fat villain?” ‘ < .

““He's gone !I”” grinned Bob Cherry. * Did you expect him
to wait "’

“In—-1rn-—-rIrn—>

Nugent rushed towards the door. Vernon-8Smith of the
Remove was just entering as he reached it, and Nugent
rushed into him. Vernon-Smith, the youth who was known
as the Bounder of Greyfriars, reeled back under the shock :
but he caught at Nugent, and dragged him down in his fall.
They rolled over on the ground; and the Bounder, getting
uppermost, sat upon Nugent's chest.

" What's the game?’ he asked, as he pinned Nugent down
with his weight. * What did you knock me over for, you
wdiot 7’

“ Lemme gerrup!"

“*No hurry!” drawled the Bounder. “You haven't
explained yet what you knocked me over for!”

Nugent was not in a humour for explanations. He
struggled furiously to throw the Bounder off. But that was
not easy to do. The Bounder of Greyfriars was a match for
him at any time, and he had the advantage now., He settled
himself more firmly upon Nugent’s chest, and grinned down
at him mockingly. Vernon-Smith could see that Nugent was
in a_desperate hurry about something, and it amused his
peculiar nature to worry him.

““No go!” he said. ** What’s the hurry "

" Let me get up, you rotter !

“ Not till you ask civilly.”

“Drag him off, you fellows!” yelled Nugent to his chums,
who were grinning out of the doorway of the bike-shed.

““Hands off I” said the Bounder. - * Fair play’s a jewel.
Nuﬁgnt knocked me over, and he’s got to ask civilly hei'ure 1
let him u&:’"

Harry Wharton & Co. hesitated. Certainly there was some
reason in what the Bounder said. Frank Nugent was not
:hﬂ:luymg his usual *‘ éweet reasonableness.”

Are you %oing to yank him off 7' yelled Nuq-:mt.

‘" Wharton— Bob--drag him off, I tell you, you rotters!
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“Get off, Bmithy,”” said Bob Cherry, coming out of the
shed. “ I shall have to biff you off if you don’t!”

Bob meanit what he said, and Vernon-Smith rose to his feet.
Nugent g 1 for breath, and scrambled up, furious. 'The
menchng of. that troublesome puncture had irritated him
first, and Bunter’s attack had turned his irritation into rage,
and the Bounder’s action had given the finishing touch.
Nugent’'s eyes were blazing with rage as he leaped up, and
swung towards the Bounder. Vernon-S8mith regarded him
with a mocking grin: but that grin faded from his face the
next moment. Right upon the grinning countenance came
Frank Nugent’s open hand with a crack like a pistol-shot,

Smack |

The Bounder staggered back.

““Now I'll come into the gym. with you if vou like, with
or without gloves!” exclaimed Nugent, panting.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Bounder Funks!|

ERNON-SMITH'S hard, keen face had flushed sudden
crimson ; then it became pale, save for the red mark
where the blow had fallen. He looked for a momest
as if he would spring n Nugent; but he restrainod

himself. He panted for breath, his very hands trembling and
shaking with rage.
“Come on " shouted Nugent.

as 'ﬁ:: like I
Bounder stepped back.

“TI'm not going to fight you,” he said,

Nugent stared at him blankly, Vernon-Smith's character
was full of kinks. He was a rank outsider in many things.
He smoked. he gambled, he was a blackguard of the first
water ; he was not to be ed on by friend or foe. But
no one had ever suspected him of being % coward. Indeed,
his reckless hardihood was a proverb in the school. The
Bounder was always ready for any dangerous enterprise, from
which even a courageous fellow might have !

Yet there he stood, with the mark of Nugeni’s blow burn-
ing on his cheek, with his hands down—unwilling to avenge
himself.

“What do you mean?’ exclaimed Nugent,
afraid, I s se ?"

The Bounder's lip curled in a bitter sneer.

“No: I'm not afraid I’

“Then come into the gym.”

1} I 'ﬂnTt !1]-

“ We'll fight it out here, then, without gloves !”

“We won't!” said Vernon-Smith, with grim coolness,
“I'm not going to fight you!”

N%ent’a stare of amazement became hard and scornful.

“You don't want to fight "’

“No "

“ After I've hit you "

‘' Exactly !"’

ant shrugged his shoulders contemptuously,

“Well, you can please yourself, of course., Blessed if T
knew you were a funk before.”

The Bounder crimsoned again.

“I'll show you another time that I'm not a funk,” he said.
** At present, you can think what you like about it, That's
all I've got to say.”

And without another glance at Nugent, the Bounder went
into the bicycle-shed, and began to examine his machine.
The Bounder, too, was evidently going on a ride that after-
noon. He did not take any further notice of the chums of
the Remove.

Harry Wharton & Co. were silent and uncomfortable.
Nugent, whose blaze of temper had died away a little, looked
somcwhat ashamed. That blow in the face had not been
called for, though the Bounder had certainly been verv
exasperating. It was not like Frank to lose his temper, and
hit out recklessly, and he would have recalled that blow if
he could have done so. But as that was impossible, he gave
an angry growl, and went back to his bicycle.

“That tube's done for,” said Harry Wharton quietly—so
very quietly that Nugent recognised the reproach in his
voice, and he knew that his chums disapproved of his action
in striking the Bounder.

“0Oh, blow the tube !” growled Nugent,

i “ Better shove a new one in. I've got a new one you can

-a"."l!'!."

““ All right.”

“There's time before dinner,”” said Wharton, locking at
hie watch, ** and we don’t have to start till half an hour after
dinmilr, anyway, to get to Lantham in time for the Ramblers’
match.”’

“I'll get it done now !"* said Nugent.

The Bounder had finished his scrutiny of his machine, and

L1 n
e

“ Here, or in the gym., just

“You're not
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| “Yow—ow—you want to break my neck! Yow! Stop! I'm falling!” Billy Bunter swayed and gasped, and
“My word!"” roared Bob Cherry,
be over!"” (See Chapter 5.)

flung his arms round Nugent's neck for safety.

“ Get clear, chaps, they'll

was going towards the door again, when he caught Whar-
ton’'s words. He turned round sharply.

“ Are you going to Lantham this afternoon?” he asked
quickly.

““ Yes,”" said Wharton. * There's a good footer-match on
—the Lantham Ramblers and the top club of the county
league. It will be worth seeing !"

“It's a jolly long way,” said Vernon-Smith.

“*Good weather for a spin on bikes,”” said Harry.

““That where you're going, Smithy?"” asked Bob Cherry.
Vernon-Smith was not on good terms with the Famous Five,
by any means, but Bob felt that he ought to be civil, to
make up for Nugent's conduct. * Might ride along with
us.

“ Thanks,"” said the Bounder, “I'd rather not. But what
is there at Lantham that you want to see specially? Simply
the footer-match 7"’

“That's all,” said Harry. ** Only there's been some talk
about a new player in the Lantham Club--a schoolboy who
has been doing wonderful things for them, so we feel a bit
interested to see him.”

““ A schoolboy !"" repeated Vernon-Smith,

[ 11 YE‘E-.’

“* Know his name ?"’

Wharton shook his head.

““No. I've heard him mentioned, that's all. A Redclyffe
fellow told me he'd seen him play—a kid not more than

1rnE Macser Lisramy.—No.

NEXT
MONDAY :

204,
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fifteen, who was best in the bunch. That ought to be worth
seeing —if 1t's true.”

““What about your own footer?"

“Well, I suppose we cin cut play for one afternoon, to
sce a really good match?" said Harry, surprised by the
interest the Bounder seemed to take in the matter. *‘ Besides
Lantham Ramblers are playing our first eleven next wesck,
and I'd like to see them play. I've never seen a match of
theirs. If you've got nothing better to do, you could rome
over and watch."

“I've got something better to do, thanks,
you going?"’

“Us five. The other chaps don’t seem to care to travel
so far to see a match."”

““Bhows their sense!"

“Thanks "

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders, and walked out of
the bike-shed. Wharton glanced after him in some astonish-
ment.

“ Blessed if it doesn't look as if the Bounder doesn't want
us to go!"” he exclaimed. * I don’t sce that it can matter o
him.™

““Oh, hang the Bounder !" grunted Nugent, who was busy
with his tyre. “And I don’'t see why you wanted to ask
himn to come with us. He's no friend of ours!”

“Well, it was up to some of us to be eivil, anyway,” said
Wharton, a little tartly.

How many of

A Splondid Compieto Tale of Harry
Wharton & Order Early.
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“Oh, I know what you mean; wyou are down on me
because 1 punched him !" snapped Nugent.

*If you want to know my opinion, you needn’t have been
quite so free with your hands,"” said Harry.

* If ‘'he didn’t like it, he could hate punched me, I sup-
pose, I wasn't to know that he was a funk.”

*“* He 1sn't a funk !” _

“ Yet he let his face be slapped for nothing.” )

“I don’t quite understand 1t. There's something else in
it—I don’t understand the bounder lately. I suppose he's
got. something special on this afternoon, and doesn’t want
a fight on his hands. I know he goes out every half-holiday
immediately after dinner on his lnke, and doesn’t come back
till ealling-over."

“Playing cards at the Cross Keys, most likely " growled
Nugent. *““He's taken to doing it in the afternoon instead
of 5%&1;@:95 out of the dormitory at night, as he used to.”

Ed a "||

NHE‘E’EH’. runted, and did not speak again. He finished
replacing the tyre, and the chums of the Remove left the
bike-ehed, and went into the schoolhouse to dinner.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
A Dangerous Funk!

- UNK !”
F Two or three voices called out that gpithet sz the
Bounder came towards the house, and he started
and fAushed, A

ITe rcalised that other eyes must have seen the incident
in the bike-shed, when he had taken Nugent's hesty blow
without returning it, ;

A group of juniors were standing in the doerway, grin-
mng at him. Billy Bunter was among them. Bunter had
watched the scene from a distance, anc% so had two or three
other Removites,

*“ I say, Smithy, is it true what Bunter says?" exclaimed
Bolsover major.

** Not likely, if Bumter says it,” said Vernon-Smith.

““Faith, and that’s thrue!” said Micky Desmond. “ It's
the champion Ananias ne is entirely.  He says Nugent
smacked your face, Smithy darling !”

* Oh, that's true ! said the Bounder ealmly.

“And you didn't hit him back 7"’ said Bolsover major.

““That’s true, too!"”

Bolsover snorted. He was Vernon-Smith's friend, but he
did not trouble to disguise his opinion on the subject.

“Why didn't you wipe the ground with him?” he
demanded.

** I had my reasons.”

“1 guess we can get on to the reasons,” remarked Fisher
T. Fish. I kinder guess you were scared, eh?"

“ Funk !” giggled Bunter.

The juniors looked at the Bounder. Tf he allowed Billy
Bunter, the Owl of the Remove, to call him a funk, he must
be a funk indeed. The Bounder glanced at Bunter, and
walked on into the house.

** Well, my hat!” ejaculated Bolsover major. “ That takes
the cake. He never used to be a funk, I know that.”

“1 guess he's qnt a white liver,” said Fisher T. Fish.

“ Rotten funk!” eaid Ogilvy. * Fancy letting Bunter
check him !

** Well, he knows I'm a li';mﬂ:]r good fighting-man,” said
Billy Bunfcr, strutting a little, “I shouldn't stand any
nonsense fromm Smithy,

I<an tell you!"
*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ Blessed if I can sce anvthing to cackle at. I could lick
Smithy, and he knows it. That's why he's so jolly quiet.”

“Oh, rats!” growled Bolsover major.

“Well, he's a funk right enough,” said Hazcldene. “He
wouldn't stand being called one if he wasn't. I wonder
what's come over him.”
_ And most of the Remove were wondering, too, as they went
in to dinner. Vernon-Smith took his place at the table with
his usual calmness. The opinion of his Form-fellows did not
seem to disturb him in any wavy.

And tha. was very odd, for Vernon-8mith was known to
want, more than anything clse, to make himself popular
in the Remove.

He was Harry Wharton's rival for the leadership of the
Form, and he had made more than one attempt to oust him
from the captaincy of the Remove.

Of late, feeling between them had been bitter,

Wharton,
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as captain of the Form, was skipper of the Remove football
team. And, in spite of Vernon-Smith's well-known qualities
as a player, Wharton declined to play him in the cleven.

Wharton had his reasons—good reasons. Vernon-Smith
could not be content with second place. He had been tried
more than once, and at each trial he had been found wanting.
He had no sense of discipline, and he would coolly flout hie
captain’e directions even in the fourse of the game. As
there could be only one captain in a team, Wharton had no
choice but to leave him out.

Many of the Remove fellows, who knew Vernon-8mith to
be a first-class player, had remonstrated with the Form
captain. But Wharton was adamant. He repiied that he
had tried it more than once, and it had faiL*d. The last
time was during the cricket season, and then he had had to
order 8mithy off the field, and thus sacrifice a wicket.
Wharton said bluntly that if the Form wanted Verraon-
Smith to skipper the team they could gay so, and he would
resign the captaincy at once. Ile was quite ready to do that,
but he was not ready to play a fellow who took pleasure in
contradicting and flouting his skipper.

It was Vernon-Smith’s own fault, and he Lknew it: but
that did not make it any the more pleasant for him. He
was as good a footballer as Wharton himself—better, in his
own opinion, But he was out of the Form eleven, and had
no chance whatever of getting into it. Poorer players were
put in the front line, but they were players who knew the
value of combination, and did not seek to get all the lime-
light for themselves. An average team pulling well to-
gether will always beat a team of geniuses, each with whom
goes out for glory on his own.

Wharton was sorry for that state of affairs himself. In
more than one tough match he would have been glad of the
heip of the Bounder’s lightning speed and his deadly shcot-
ing. But what was the use of a player who would fake big
risks in a kick for goal, when it was plain to everybody on
the field that he ought to pass?

Vernon-Smith’s friends urged his claims, but most of the
fellows felt that Wharton was right—especially the fellows
who had played in the forward line with him, and had
been deprived of certain chances by his selfish tacties.

The Bounder had, indeed, ceased to press his claims of
late. On half-holidays he had fallen into the habit] of oing
out by himself, and staying out the whole afternoon, Even
his own pals did not know where he went, »nd there was a
considerable amount of curiosity on the subject.

But eom= of the Bounder's little ways were only too well
known, and the juniors mostly suspected that he went to
secret card-parties, or, perhaps, to the racecourse,

But on other occasions he was assiduous in footer practice,
and the whole school knew what splendid form he was in.

Billy Bunter watched the Bounder his big
spectacles as he ate his dinner. In Bunter's nind there was
no doubt that the incident at the bike-shed proved that
Vernon-Smith was a hopeless funk. It hadn’t been suspected
before, but it was evidentiy the case—so Bunter considered.
And an idea was working in the fat junior's mind, founded
upon that supposition.

When dinner was over, and most of the Remove went out
mto the Close, the Bounder went up to his study. Eilly
Bunter followed him there.

Bunter entered the study without the ceremeny of knock-
ing. Vernon-Smith was fastening a cord to a parcel secnred
with etraps. It was a bundle to be tied on the handle.bars
of his bicycle. He looked round irritubly at Bunter.

“What do you want ! he rapped out.

“%ﬂing ocut this afternoon, Bmithy !’ asked Bunter,

(4 Elp,’

“Off to Lantham ™

" Mind your own business!"

“None of your cheek !’ said Bunter,
tone. “I'm mot taking any
that !"'

The Bounder stared at him. Few fellows cared to quarrcl
with the Bounder as a rule. Even Bolsover major, the bully
of the Remove, never adopied a bullying tone towards him.,
For Bunter to adopt it was a surprise—Bunter, who was the
champion funk, and had been known to allow himself to be
lickrdpbj a Third Form fag.

" Are you dotty ¥"’ said the Bounder.

* Once for all, none of your cheek!” said Bunter, in a
still more bullying tone. “1 don't stand cheek from: any-
body, let alone a funk.”

“Oh!"" said the Bounder.

“I'm going over to Lantham this afternoon,”’ said Bunter,
“I'm going to see the mateh there.”

A peculiar gleam came into Vernon-8mith’s eyes.

“Yes?" he said,

“Those rotters in Study No. 1 are going, and they don't
want me, but I'm going all the same. They're going to

““THE PENNY P LAR"”
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'r, in a threatening
of your jaw, Smithy! Mind



have a feed there after the game, and I'm going to be at
that feed. I want somebody to lend me a bike.”

(1 wﬂll?l'l

“ Will you lend me yours?"

The Bounder stared.

“I'm going out on it mysell,” he replied.

“* Now, look hero!” said Dunter, {:ﬁ:nehing his fat fists
and coming a pace nearer to the Bounder. * I don't want
any of your nonsense! You're going to lend me your
bike, or—"

“Or what?’ asked Veron-Smith.

“0Or I'm going to give you the licking of your life,” said
Bunter, pushing back his cuffs. ‘‘ Now, you can take ycur
chsice.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Vernon-Smith burst into a yell of laughter. Bunter’s
little round eyes blinked angrily behind his spectacles.

“ Qtop that cackling !’ he said. * Are you going to lend
me vour bike, or shall I have to lick you first and take the
bike afterwards?”

““ Ha, ha, Ha!” roared the Bounder.

“ Then take that!” shouted Bunter furiously.
lunged out with a podgy fist at the Bounder’'s face. .

Il Nugent had Ecen able to punch the Bounder without
retaliation, there was no reason why Bunter shouldn’t—so
the fat junior worked it out in his mind. But there seemed
to be scmething wrong in his ealeulations, somehow. For
the Bounder knocked the podgy fist aside, and sprang at
Bunter, and knocked him right and left. Bunter was not a
fichting-man. e reeled to and fro blindly under the
driving blows, and crashed down on the floor, with a yell of
pain and terror.

And he

“Ow—ow—ow! Yow! BStoppit! Chuckit! Ow! 1
won't take the bike! Yaro-ch! I was only )-)-joking, you
know! Yah! Ow!”

““You mustn't come to my study to make your little
jokes,” grmned the Bounder,

“Yow! Ow! Leggo! Help!” yelled Bunter.

Vernon-Smith did not let go. He grasped the Owl of the
Remove by the collar, and swung him out of the study.
Then he kicked him plong the passage. Bunter fled wildly,
but the Bounder kept pace, drih’hﬁn Bunter along the
ﬂmga as if he were a very fat and unwieldly football

illy Bunter's yells rang through the Remove passage.

“ Yah—yah! Oh! ﬁelp! Murder! Fire! Yah!”

He reached the stairs, and a last kick sent him rolling
down them. Wingate of the Bixth came dashing up the
stairs to see what the uproar was about. He was qust in
time to mcet Bunter. The fat junior threw his arms round
the neck of the captain of Greylriars, and clung to hamn

wildly.
“PDw—ow—ow! Keep him,off! Yow!"

“Let go, you fat idiot!”’ growled Wingate. * Smith,
whut are you bullying Bunter for?”
“I'm not bullying him,” said the Bounder. " He came

to my study and started to lick me, and I suppose I wasn’t
bound to take it lying down

“Ow—ow! Yow! I thought he was a funk—I mean, 1
didn’'t do anything of the sort!"” howled Bunter. * Ow—
ow! I'm hurt!”

Wingate laughed.

“ 8o you were going to lick him becauss you thought he
was a funk, you fat cad ! he said.

“Ow! Nugent licked him—— Ow! And I thought—
Yow! I don't want his roiten bike—— Ow! Beast!
Ow! Leggo my ear, Wingate !"" shricked Bunter,

Wingate let go his ear, but not till he had given it a
-q:sfza between finger and thumb which made Bunter yell
madly.

““ Now 3hut up!” said the captain of Greyfriars. **If
you trnaka any more row I'll come and look for you with a
can2!"’

And Billy Bunter had to still the voice of his anguish.
He rolled away mumbling, and with an inward, fervent
resolve never to tackle any fellow again until he was quite
surz that he was really a funk.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Betrayed to the Enemy!

ERNON-SMITH came out of the School House with his
bundle swinging lhightly in his hand. Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry were on the steps, chatting football,

It was not one of their own matches, as it happened,

that interested the chums of the Remove just then. When

they had not a specially important match of their own close
at hand, they cundvﬁcm}dod to take an interest in senior
games, And all Greyfriars, as a matter of fact, was very
keen about the Lantham match with Greyfrairs First the
next week. Greyfriars First Eleven, sclected from the Sixth
and the Fifth, captained by Wingate, had already won
honours cn the footer field that season. But it was quite
possible that they would meot their Waterloo when they
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played the Lantham Ramblers. It was known that George
Wingate was very hard at work with the team, keeping them
up to steady practice, and endlessly lmprean'mig upon them
the necessity of being at the very top notch of fitness when
they met the team from Lantham.

\{;'-rnnmﬂmith paused as he heard what the chums of the
Remove were saying. ‘The Lantham players seemed to
have a very special interest for him, somehow. Somewhere
out in the Close a fag's voice piped * Funk!” at the sight
of Vernon-Smith, but he did not appear to notice i1t.

H Euiting the practice this afternoon?” Vernon-Smith re-
marked.

“J told you so,” said Harry.
Lantham.”

“ (Chance for you to get up a scratch maitch,” said Bob
Cherry. ‘‘ You can have the ground, and you could easily
make up a couple of clevens.”

“I'm going out.”
£ LA Glning over to play at Ilighcliffe?

ere.”’

Bob Cherry frowned a little as he spoke. The Bounder was
on the friendliest terms with the juniors of Higheliffe school,
who were at daggers drawn with the rest of the Greyfriars
fellows. Feeling was very high- between them, but the
Bounder did not care for that. Ponsonby & Co., of Highcliffe,
were fellows after this own heart, and in Ponsenby's study at
Highcliffe, within locked doors, the Bourder had enjoyed
many & surreptitious game of n?IEhEH sixpenny ﬂmma; with
cigarettes as an accompaniment. The Highcliffe fellows prided
themselves upon being *“ dogs ”* and * nuts,” though in dog-
%'nhmaaa and nuttiness they did not equal the Bounder. And

ernon-Smith had often played for them in their matches
Ponsonby & Co. being too doggish to exccl at footer, and
being very glad to get at least one good player in their ranks.
Bob Che had an immense contempt for the y, weed
““ nuts "’ rc? Higheliffe, which he never troubled to ﬂunm&i,
especially when he was in their presence.

“I'm not going to Highcliffe!” said the Bounder.
not playing for them now.”

““Glad to hear it.” -

“‘ T shouldn’t have played for them at all if my own Form
here had wanted me,"” said the Bounder. ** Fellow must play
somewhere, and they were glad to have me. I don’t get a
chance to Plajr for the Remove, and I ean't play for the fags,
I suppose !’

Wharton made an uncomfortable movement.

“ Wall, you know how it is, Smithy."” he said. * If the
Remove HEEﬂ to make you skipper I'd i‘!:rla-.r in the team if

ou wanted me, and obey orders. 1f I didn’t approve of your
faad I'd keep my head shut about it, or get out of the team.
You won’'t do that!” A !

“1-don’'t say 1 haven't made mistakes,” said the Bounder,
with unex mildness. “ But I haven’t had a chanoe
since the cricket. You haven't tried me at footer.”

“* What would be the use? It would be too late to stop the
damage, when you chucked a match away by l]_:mnng the ball
to yourself all the time, and by shoving you in the way
of the man that ought to have it."

The Bounder laughed.

“ ¥ou don't think I might realise that, and go one better?”’
he asked. :

“T don't think a leopard can change his spots,” said Whar-
ton shortly. X

“I'm as good a man as you could get in the team.”

“1 know that,” said Wharton, at once. ‘‘I know you're
top-hole when you choose. But you don’t always choose, and
a foptball skipper's business is to play mea who can be relied
on all the time. 1 don’t mind playing you when we're meet-
ing the Third, and I've said so. But in matches that count
in our scason's record, it can’t be done.” X

“ ("an’t be helped, Smithy,” said Bob Cherry kindly. * You
simply can’t play up, you know. You never will give the
other fellows a look-in."

The Bounder grinned.

““ You don't think I could—eh?” :

“ Well, no. Honestly, I don’'t think you could,” said

Whakton. *‘ It's not in you. With the Higheliffe fellows it's
different. They're such rotten players, it's a good thing for
them to get a chap who plays the whole game off his own bat.
But in a good footer team cvery man knows his place. I'm
sorry—as sorry as you may be. I'd like to play you when
we meet Rudc{yﬂe—ﬁ'uu'd be useful—but i1t can't be done.”
- Woll, that's plain cnough,” said the Bounder calmly.
“ I'm not wanted here. Porhaps the school will be made to
see some day that they've got a good footballer in the Remove,
though I'm not given a chance to show it. When are you
fellows stnrting "

“* Half-past two.”

“ We're going over to

Might as well play

“I'm
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“That won’t give you much time to get to Lantham before
the match, if you take-the road.”

““We shall go by the short cut over the moor.
rough in places, but it saves miles.”

“Oh, T sece! Well, so long!”

The Bounder nodded, and walked away.
later he was seen wheeling his bicycle out into the road, with
the bundle bound on the handle-bars. Wharton's brow wore
a perplexed frown as the Bounder disappeared out of the
school gates,

“ What a blessed lot of interest he takes in our going to
Lantham,” he said. “I wonder why he cares twopence
whether we go or nott”

* May be geing there himself,” suggested Bob Cherry.

“Then why can’t he say so?”

“ Blessed if I know. He's always got something up his
sleeve. You never know what he’s doing, excepting 1hat it's
most likely something crooked. Though I should have
thought that if he was going to Lantham he'd take a pal
with him for that long nde.”

The Bounder mounted his machine in the road, and pedalled
away towards Friardale. He rode down the ¢ld village strect,
and stopped at the post-office. Leaving his bicycle leaning
outside the post-office, he went in, and entered the telephone-
box. There was a peculiar grin on the Bounder's face as he
took up the receiver. Bob Cherry was quite right in his
surmise that the Bounder was generally up to something, and
that it was generally something ** crooked.”

*“ Hallo, hallo!"”

‘“* What number, please?”

“ Highcliffe. One-nought I’

It was not the first time the Bounder had communicated
with his friends at Higheliffe School by means of the post-
office telephone. Indeed, he had been known to enter the
Head's study at Greyfriars—during the Head's absence, of
course—and talk to Ponsonby over the wires with the Head’s
own telephone.

*“ Hallo !”” came along the wire,

‘““Is that Highcliffe School "

“Yes. Who is that?”

" Greyfriars. 1 want to speak to Master Ponsonby, Fourth
Form. Tell him Vernon-Smith, Greyfriars,” said the Boundeor.
“ If Punsnnhly ign't there, Gadsby or Vavasour will do."

““ Very well. Hold on a minute !"

The Bounder waited. At Highcliffie, which was a more
expensive and “* swagger "' school than Greyfriars, there was
a telephone in the common-room. In a minute or less cameo
i well-known voice along the wire,

“Hallo! TIs that you, Smithy 1"

1t's a bit

A few minutes

““Yes. That Ponsonby "’

" You bet! What is it; got a new tip for-the Redclyffe
Races ?"”

** Not this time. Busy this afterncon ¥’

" No. Bored to death, dear boy. Thinkin' of goin’ out
and pickin’ a row with the council school kids in Courtfield,”

drawled Ponsonby's vaice.

*“1 can put you on to something better than that.”

“Good egg! What is it—card-party up the tiver?”’

*“ No, no. You want to get even with Wharton for the lick-
ing that crowd gave you?"’

‘ Pile in "

““ They're %uinq- over to Lantham to-day.”

‘““ What a fag!”

“They're going bz the bridle-path over the moor, to save
time. Lonely place, you know,”’ pursued the Bounder.

“Oh! Guwon! How many of them?”

“ Five."

“ 1 know the five—rotten outsiders !’ said Ponsonby, with
E tn;mh of cagerness in his drawling voice. ** Sure there's only

.‘,ﬂ ¥

*“ Quite sure! If you took a dozen chaps——"

* Enough said, my dear boy. When are they startin’?1”

*“ Half-past two "

“Then we've lots of time.”

“ Plenty."”

“ Bmithy, old fellow, you're a trump! You can rely on us
‘o make the great and magnificent Wharton hop. We'll EO
‘n force, and ambush the rotters. We'll smash up their bikes,
nd duck them in the lake, and make 'em wish they'd ever
“wen born. Thanks 1"

“Pile it on ’em as bard as you can!" said the Bounder.
* I want them to be prevented from going to Lanthem. T've
;ot good reasons. They might find out things. Bavvy?”

There was the sound of a chuckle over the wire.

* Naughty !” suid Ponsonby. * Goin’ to meet bookies—

4?7 Immoral Smithy!"

* Well, never mind what I'm going for. I don’t want thoee
'ads there. If they don’t get to Lantham to-day T'll stand a
stunning feed at the place you know of down the river—all
vour set, and everything top-hole!”

“* Done "
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“ Good-bya I

* Good-bye!
thing "

The Bounder grinned, and rang off. It was not racing he
had in his mim:F that afternoon. But whatever his object
might be in visiting Lantham he was pretty safe from obser-
vation by Harry Wharton & Co. He felt that he could rely
upon Ponsonby not to let pass that golden opportunity of
paying off old scores.

The Bounder left the post-office, and remounted his bicyele,
and rode away, taking the short cut to Lanthamn, with a
contented grin on his hard face,

And put a quid on for me if it's a sure

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.,
Bunter Behind!

“ SAY, f'uu fellows, I'm coming, you know."”
Half-past two had sounded from the clock-tower,
and the Famous Five had wheeled out their bicycles,
It was a bright, clear autumn day. Billy Bunter
rolled into the way of the chums of the Remove as they
wheeled the machines down to the gates. He kept a wary
eye upon Frank Nugent; but Nugent was quite his old sunny
and good-tempered self again now. His tempers were rare,
and they never lasted long.

“Oh! You're coming, are you?’ grunted Johnny Bull.

““ Yes. I think it's pretty caddish of you to go back on an
old pal. Look here, I don't mind riding behind one of you |
I'll stand on the foot-ests.”

‘" Ha, ha,- ha!"’

“ What are you cackling at?"” demanded Bunter. “I'm.a
handy chap, ,?nd I could do it casily enough. You, know how

active I am.

“ Oh,.my hat! My dear fatty, your weight on the foot-
rests would burst the tyre if it was made of cast-iron."

** Oh, really, Wharton——"

“TI try it if you like,” said Nugent, with a grin. ‘“"I've
got a new tube in, and it might stand it. If you can stand
on the foot-rests, you can come on my bike. lel give you a
lift as long as you can stick on.”.

" Good egg!” said Bunter, promptly.
. The juniors grinned as they wheeled their machines out
into the road. Billy Bunter had no doubts about his powers
of sticking on behind Nugent—but the other fellows doubted
very much. Nugent mounted his bicycle, and rested a hand
on Wharton's shoulder while the Owl of the Remove clam-
bered on behind.

There were foot-rests on either side of the rear wheel, and

Bunter planted his big feet on them firmly. Then he laid
his fat hands on Nugent’s shoulders.

** That’s all right,” he said.

~Don’t hug me round the neck,” growled Nugent.
“ You'll have both of us down if you do. Keep steady.”

*I'm steady enough. If you can’t ride I'll take the saddle,
if you like, and you can stand up behind me,"” said Bunter.,

i R-Etﬂ !u

And they started,

Bunter’s enormous weight was eomething to pull—and he
did not keep steady. is fat bulk swayed from side to
side, and Nugent raﬁed to him to hold tight and steady him-
gelf. His grip upon Nugent's shoulders was like the grip of
a steel vice.

Nugent put on more speed to keep steady.

The other fellows rede round him, grinning.

They had expected Bunter to tumble off in the first few
yards—but Billy Bunter had great sticking powers.

Nugent began to look dismayed. The prospect of dragging
Bunter’s heavy weight all the way to Lantham was not
enticing, especial egotiated

as there were some hills to be n
further on. He had made the suggestion as a joke, but it
looked like turning out a serious matter for him.

But he had said he would do it, if Bunter could stick on—
and he was a fellow of his word.

He laboured on manfully at the pedals.

Half way to Friardale there was a dip in the road, and the
cycles gathered speed.  The five riders rushed down the slope
free-wheeling. The keen rush of the air past him made Biily
Bunter gasp. .

“1 say yow {ellows, not so quick I"”" he shouted.

“Rats!"

*“I—1I say, put the brake on, Nugent."

Nugent enoried. :

“ Yes; I'm.likely to put the brake on downhill, and then
drag you uphill!” he said. _

" Look here, I'm not going to be rushed along like this,”
howled Bunter. “ 1f you don’t put the brake on I won't
come with you.”

**Ha, ha, ha "
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The bicycles were Ayving now., Bunter clung madly to
Nugent as he swaved.

“I eall it rotten!” he roared. *“ You press a fellow to
come with you, and then you treat him lke this! I eall
it disgusting.”’

““ Like to get off "
you have."

“Ow! I won't get off.
Greyfriars! Ow!"

“*You could sit down here till we come home from Lant-
ham, and then I'd give yout a lift!"" Bob Cherry suggested,
humorously.

D“_ 1.”

“Ow! Beast!

Bump! Nugent's bicyclé bumped on a stone, and nearly
skidded. He righted it, and sped on, with Bunter swaying

wildly. The fat junior yelled witu terror.

asked Nugent, * I've had enough, if

I should have to walk back to
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prevented from going to Lantham,

out things. Savvy?"”
(See Chapter 4.)
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" ¢ Pile in on 'em as hard as ynu c&n.“ said the Bounder.
I've got good reasons—they might find
There was the sound of a chuckle over the wire.

| woiy, Che [Magmer” ou,

Nngent's neck for safety. His weight dragged the junior

over to one side.

““ Get clear!” roared Bob Cherry.

The cyclists swerved out of the way just in time, as Frank
Nugent and his passenger went over. There was a crash
and a clang, and the bike spread itself on the road, and
Nugent sprawled beside it, and Bunter rolled into the ditch.

“Oh, you maniac!" hooted Nugent.

“Ow! Ow! Owl"”

The cyclists stopped and jumped down. Nugent leaped to
his feet. Bunter was roaring from the ditch, and Nugent let

im roar. His first thought
was for his machine. He
dragged it up and examined it
anxiously. One of the pedals
was bent, and needed straight-
ening out before the machine
could be ridden again. Nugent
growled snd set to work, while
Billy Bunter roared from the
ditch like a bull,

Fortunately for Bunter, the
ditch was a dry one—but it was
full of ferns and nettles. There
wer2 more ferns than nettles,
but it seemed to Bunter that
there were more nettles than
ferns. He didn’t notice the
ferns at all-—but the nettles in-
sisted upon being noticed.

“Help!"”  yelled Bunter.
“You beasta! Help! Get me
out! Yow! I'm stung!
Yarooh [

‘““Ha, ha, hal"

The fat junior rolled fran-
tically in the bed of nettlea.
Harry Wharton & Co., almost
choking with laughter, ran to
help him out. They grasped
thu fat junior by his arms, his
legs, his ears, and with & com-
bined effort landed him in the
road, gasping like a newly-cap-
tured hsh.

Billy Bunter sat up in the

dust and roared.

“Ow! Ow! I'm hurt! I'm
stung ! Beasts! Yarooh!”

““ Lucky there’'s no bones
broken,”” grinned Beb Cherry.
“Your fat saved you, Bunter.”

“Yow! Yow! Yow! I've
broken my leg—and my rib—
and my neck—yow-ow "

““Ha, bha, ha!”

Bunter was still sitting in the
dust, his dulcet voice raised in
anguish, when Nugent finished
straightening his bent pedal and
remounted. The chums of the
Remove had lost time, and they
had no more to lose. They rode
along up the lane at top speed.

“l w » “J say, you fellows—yow -
i WaBt-Shem: v 59 help m-&yup " anorted Bunter.
“I've decided to come, after
all—but I'm jolly well going to
ride, Nugent, and you caun

==

“Yah! Ow!
trying to kill me! Ow!”

‘**Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Stop, vou beast! Yah! I won't come with vou now. I
wouldn't come i vou asked me on your bended knees!™
howled Bunter. ‘' I decline to go with you! Yah! Lemme
get down.”

** Wait till we come to the level,”' chuckled Nugent. “ I
can't stop on a slope, fathead, with a ton weight on my bike.”

“Yow-ow—you want to break my neck! Yow! Stop!
I'm falling !”

“ Oh, stick on, and shut up.”

“Yarooh !

Bunter swaved and gasped,
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There was no reply to the fat junior's remarks. Five
scorching forms were disappearing in the direction ol
Friardale.

Huut{*r blinked round in surprise.

‘1 say, vou fellows—why—what—oh, you rotters, you've
gone, have yvou?" Bunter ]umpnd up, forgetful of his broken
leg and ribs and neck. **Oh, you rotters! 1 say, come
back !"’

The eyclists vanished.

“Yah! Rotters!"” howled Bunter, shaking a fat fist after
them. *“ Yah! Beasts!”

And the dusty and exasperated Owl of the Remove tramped
away towards Greyfriars, while the Famous Five sped
merrily on their way. s

A Splendid Completo Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co, Order Early.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
In the Hands of the Enemy,

T HE Famous Five of the Greyfriars Remove enjoyed that

Epin.

It was a sunny afternoon with a cool breeze behind

them from the sea, and the five bicyeles ran swiftly and
merrily on their way. A long, white, dusty road, and then
narrow, leafy lanes, and then the ferny, sedgy moor stretched
before the five riders. On their left now rose the great mass
of the Black Pike, shutting them off from the sea. Round
theri was heather and clumps of treea.

“ Three miles more to Lantham,” said Harry Wharton,
looking at his watch as he rode. “ We ghall be in good
time if we keep up this speed.”

** The goodfulness will be terrific, my worthy chum.”

" Haven't seen anything of the Bounder,” Bob Cherry re-
marked. ‘' I wonder if he came this way."”

“Well, he was an hour ahead of us, if he did. Hullo!
What's that? Shove your brakes on!”’ Wharton exclaimed,
suddenly.

** Hallo, hallo, hallo! There’s a rope across the road.”

The juniors were going at top speed. Before them the
rough road over the moor ran between two large shadowy
trees, both of which were surrounded by clumps of thickets,
deep and shady. Acrose the path, from tree to tree, a rope
stretched, at a height of about a foot from the ground. If
the cyclists had ridden into it at high speed, there might have
been a very unpleasant accident.

But the rope was plain enough to be seen, and the riders
had ample time to put,on the brake and elacken down.

** Some 1diotic practical joker,” said Wharton, angrily.
“Why, if that rope were left there after dark a eyclist
might break his neck over 1t.”

** Some silly ass that wants a hiding,” growled Johnny Ball.

The cyclists jumped down, and Bob felt for his pocket-
knife to cut through the rope. He intended to cut it
through in a good many places, so that it could not be used
again for the same purpose. But before he could get the
knife out—just as the cyclists stood by their machines as
they had jumped off —there was a shout in the thickets on the
left side of the road.

** Rush 'em !V

‘ Hallo, hallo, hallo—"

‘** Highcliffe cads !’ shouted Wharton. * Line up

From the thickets came Ponsonby, of the Fourth Form at
Highcliffe, with a rush, and six of his comrades were behind
him. But seven to five was not long odds, considering the
respective qualities of the two parties, and Harry Wharton
& Co. lined up to face the rush with cool confidence.

**Come on, you rotters!” roared Bob Cherry. * Black
eyes are cheap to-day, and thick ears going for a song.
Pile in.”

** Rush the cads over,” said Ponsonby.

" Not so easy !"” grinned Wharton. *‘That's for a start!”

And as the two parties met he delivered a doughty upper
cut that flung Ponsonby bodily back into the bushes, where
he crashed and lay groaning.

Six Highcliffe fellows closed in strife with the Greyfriars
five, and they struggled and trampled furiously to and fro.

But even as the Greyfriars fellows closed with their
enemies, there was another rush from the thicket on the
right-hand side of the road.

h%{:ﬂmorﬂ Highcliffians were dashing to the attack from
ehind.

In the excitement and confusion of the moment the Grey-
friars fellows did not even see the new enemy until the
latter were upon them.

Then they understood Ponsonby’s trick,

He had a dozen fellows with him, and he had divided his
forces or either side of the road, and while Harry Wharton
& Co. were engaged with the first half the second party
took them in the rear,

The odds were great, and the attack from behind made
the struggle hc&pﬂeus.

. An arm was flung round the neck of each of the Grevfriars
juniors from behind, and he was dragged backwards to the
ground.

They went down, their foes in front still clinging to them.

Then the fight was over.

Each of the Removites of Greyfriars on the ground had
a couple or more of the enemy upon him, and they were
pinned down helplessly.

But the vietory was not easy, nearly every one of the
Highcliffians had marks to show of the swift and heavy
hists of the captured juniors.

Ponsonby came limping out of the thickets, holding his
chin in his hand, and gasping for breath, his eyes glittering
with rage.

“Got ’em!” he said between his teeth.
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The Greyfriars’ juniors glared defiance,

“Yah! Cads!”

“Cowards !’

“Fair play, you rotters!"

“You dont dare stand up te us man to man!”? roared
Johnny Bull.

* The cowardfulness of the esteemed Ponsonby is terriflc 1"

Ponsonby grinned.

“This isn't a fight I” he said loftily.
We are sorry to soil our hands on you. But we are going
to teach you a lesson. You Greyfriar kids are too cheeky.
This i3 where vou get it in the neck !"

* Absolutely "' grinned Vavasour.

“*We'll put them through it now!"
“They gave us a warm time last time we met. One sood
turn deserves another. What #”

““ Just what I was thinkin'," said Monson.
pond quite handy behind the trees yonder.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

" And they can walk home to Greyfriars alterwards,’” said
Pénsonby. **I'm afraid those tyres are going to be pun-
tured—what 7"’

* Ha, ha, ha!"

The Highclifians laughed in chorus.
enemies helplessly in tit-ir hands now, and they rejoiced.
Harry Wharton gﬂu. looked rueful. The Higheliffe fellowa
prided themselves upon their extremel high and *classy "’
tone, but as a matter of fact they had a great deal of the
hooligan in them. Fair play was a thing that never
entered into their caleulations. The chums of Greyfriars had
a bad time in store, and they realised it.

** Look here, you ~haps!” exclaimed Wharton. * Draw it
mild. You're too many for us, and we give vou best. Let
the bikes alone! It's a dirty, Eﬂddiﬂﬁ trick to destroy
property !

" The caddishfulness is terrifie, my worthy and ludicrous
Ponsonby ! murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

" We're going to Lantham to see the Ramblers’ match
there,”” went on Wharton. “ We’ve got no time to lose.
Now, be decent, if you can!”

"1 fancy you won’t get to Lantham this afternoon,” said
Ponsonby, coolly; “we are going to send you home, like
naughty boys.”

“ Look here——"*

“I fear I haven't time for the pleasure of a talk with you,
dear boy. Have you got your penknife, Merton?"

“ What-ho!" said Merton,

‘“* Jab it into the tvres !

*“You bet ! said Merton. * Watch me !

He opened a little silver-handled penknife and calmly
jabbed the blade into the tyres of the bicycles. The Grey-
riars’ juniors simply writhed with rage at that wanton
destruction of their property. It was not only the trouble
of having to whee] the djsa.b]ved bicycles home that they were
thinking of. It was the damage to the tyres, for even after
those gashes were mended the tyres would cértainly never
be the same again. Merton was doing his worl with a
heavy hand.

“You rotten cads!” said Wharton between his teeth,
“ We'll make you pay for those tyres.”

“You can sneak to the headmaster, if you like!"” gaid
Ponsonby airily. As a matter of fact, Ponsonby would have
been willing to pay for the tyres if he could have had
the pleasure of forcing the Greyfriars fellows to *‘ sneak.”
It was a thing they would never do, and he knew it.

“There! I think they will take some time to mend,” said
Merton, closing his elegant penknife and returning it to his

t

“This is a ragging.

chuckled Gadsby.

** There's the

They had their old

et.

* Take out their repairing outfits and chuck them into
the pond !” said Ponsonby.

And that was done. Any chance of repairing the tyres
and continuing the journey to Lantham was ended then.
Ponsonby was keeping his word to Vernon-Smith. It was
extremely improbable that the Greyfriars juniors would
turn up 1n Lantham in time to see the Ramblers’ mateh.

“And now duck the cads!” said Ponsonby.

Harry Wharton & Co struggled furiously as they were
dragged towards the pond. But the enemy were too many
for them, and the struggle was hopeless.

One alter another they were tossed into the muddy pend.

The Higheliffians stood looking on, with roars of laughter,
as they clambered out, wet an dmggled and muddy.

“ Now I think we're finished here!”” said Ponsonby, with
a chuckle. * Anything more we can do for you, Wharton ?*’

Wharton gouged mud out of his eyes.

“T'll make you serry for all this!" he said between his

tecth.
The Highcliffians grinned gleefully. Never had they
scored so completely over their old enemies. They had

suffered many defeats at the hands of Harry Wharton & Co.,
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but their turn had come at last, and they were certainly
making the most of it.

“We'll make you pay for those tyres and beg pardon on
vour knees!' said Wharton,

“You're welcome, if vou can do it,”’
chuckling. ** Now wou can go home.”
B“ﬂWE’]l please ourselves about that!" grunted Johnny

ull.

““No, you won't! You'll please me!” said Puxlﬁﬂqu.
“You're going back the way you've come, or you'll go into
the pond again!"

The Greyfriars fellows exchanged glances.
powerless. .

“ After all, it's no good going to Lantham now,” said
Bob Cherry. * The match sﬂas started, and it would be
pretty ncarly finished by the time we got there. We've got
to walk.”

Wharton nodded.

“Come on!"

And the Greyfriars juniors, picking up their disabled
machines, wheeled them away in the direction of home. The
Highclifians stood and watched them go, roaring with
laughter.,

said Ponsonby,

They were

] ey b

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Not Joyful!
HARRY WHARTON & CO. marched on in silence for a

long t'me.
‘IFhﬂ laughter of the Highcliffe fellows died away
in the distance behind. The deflated machines
bumped wearily over the rough ground as the juniors pushed
them onward. The Co. were in a state of mingled fury and
dismay. They had been defeated by the enemies they
despised. There was nothing disgraceful in a defeat by
such long odds, but it rankled deeply. They were accus-
tomed, as it were, to play lion to the Higheliffe jackal, but
in this case the jackals had been too many for the lion.

“Well, this is a go!” said Bob Cherry at last; and the
Nabob of Bhanipur murmured dismally that the gofulness
was terrific,

“Well, this 18 a go!" said Bob Cherry at last; and the
Bull. ““That's the worst bit—to be licked by a sei of
rotten funks!"

“ Well, five can't lick thirteen,” said Wharton. * But
we'll make them sorry for it. I'll make Ponsonby stand a
& of new tyres, somehow!”

““Berve him right if we told the Head!” snapped Nugent.
“Thev've no right to destroy property. That's quite
bevond a rafg,”

these blessed tires are past mending!

‘Bome o " said
Johnny Bull.  “Look at these on my bike., They're in
tatters!”

‘‘ Ponsonby shall pay for them! But, I say—"" Whar-

ton pansed for a moment, and a gleam came into his eyes
as he went on: * Waz=n't it queer that the Higheliffe cads
should be there, all ready to c'ht}p on us? Thev must have
known that we were going to Lantham.”

Bob (Cherry whistled.

““ My hat! I didn't think of that! But they must. They
mii:t have known that we were comung, and that we were on
bikes; they had the r::rr- across the road all ready. They
couldn’t have brought that rope with them by chance; they
must have been prepared for this when they left Higheliffe.”

“Jolly queer!” said Johnny Bull, “Ifuw on earth did
they know ¥

““There’s only one way they could have known,” said
Wharton. " Somebody teold them.”

And all the other fellows at onee uttered the same name:

“ Smithy !

“Yes, Smithy!” said Wharton. “You remember how
keen he was about our trip this afternoon; he had some
reason for mot wanting us to go. I don't know what his
reason was, but he wanted us to stop away from Lantham.
You all noticed that.”

“* Yes, rather!”

“ The ratherfulness is terrifie !

“But how could he have got word to them ?"’ said Nugent.
“If he's gone to Lantham himself, his road doesn’t lie
anvwhere near Higheliffe,”

*“ Might have met one of them and sent a message.”

“ Do you think he’d be such an awful cad—to give away
Liis own side to thie enemy 7"’

Wharton smiled bitterly.

“* He's cad enough for anything, I think. And they're not
i« enemies—he's very thick with Ponsonby & (o.”

* That's true, We'll tackle him about it.””

“ But why on earth should he take all that trouble to keep
us away from Lantham?"’ said Bob Cherry. * What can 1t
matter to him whether we po there or not?®”

“I don't know; but I know he was keen about it. He
may be mixed up in some betting over the Ramblers’ match—
«THE MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 294,
NEXT
MONDAY

“THE SNEAK'S REVENGE!”

- =

EVERY
MONDAY,

sx, Che “Ilaguet” ens, |

.

it's a big encugh match to have the bookies there. They're
playing the top club of the County League to-day, you know.
Might have been afraid that we should find out something—
though I don’t see how we could find him out to be a bigget
blackguard than we know he is already.”

““If it was Smithy gave us away——"

“ We'll make the cad sorry for it.” '

“1 don't see how we are going to prove it,"” said N_I'ugenlt.
““I was feeling sorry I punchcﬁ him to-day. I wish I'd
punched harder.”

The juniors tramped on grimly.

They had a good many miles to walk home, and the deflated
bicycles were not easy to push on a rough road. Their clothes
were wet and sticking to them. But for the warm exercise
of walking they would certainly have caught cold. They
came out into the Friardale Road at last, and pushed on
towards Greyfriars.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Bunter "

The Owl of the Remove came in sight from the direction of
the school. He was mounted upon a bicycle, which the
juniors recognised as belonging to Lord Mauleverer, t;l'm dandy
of the Remove. It was a very handsome ** jigger. Billy
Bunter jammed on the brake as he caught sight of the
Removites. . :

“My aunt!” he exclaimed, with a giggle. **You look
wrecks, yvou fellows!” 2

“ Br-r-r-r-1"" growled Bob Cherry.

““ Haven’t you been to Lantham?' asked Burton.

il anl'l

““ Had an accident?"’ chuckled Bunter.

“We met the Higheliffe cads!”

‘““ He, he, he!"’

“ What are you cackling at, you fat rotter 7"’ demanded Bob
Cherry, as Bunter slid from his bicycle and roared with mer-
riment.

‘" He, he, he! You look wet! You don’t mean to say you
let the Higheliffe cads lick you?” giggled Bunter.

““ Thére was a dozen of them !’ ;

““ Pity you didn’'t have me with you after all!” grinned
Bunter. “I'd have helped you. They wouldn't have licked
me so eastly.”’

“ You fat duffer!”

““ Then you haven't seen the match,” said Bur ter. : “ Nevet
mind; Il tell you all about it when I get back. I m going
to Lantham. My friend Mauly has lent me his bike.

“ You won't get there before it's nearly over,” grunted
Johnny Bull

““ Well, I don't want to see all of it. I don't care so very
much for watching matches—I'm a player myself, not a looker-
on,” said Bunter loftily.

** Oh, rats!” )

“ Serves you fellows right for leavin
Eﬁntmt-ed you if I'd been with you.

e

“ Oh, you're jolly glad, are you?" said Bob gruffiy.

“Yes, I am. He, he, he!” & 7 s

Bob laid his bicycle down in the road, wi e eviden
intention of mdua:iﬂg Bunter's gladness on the spot. Bunter
jumped hurriedly on Lord Mauleverer’s machine, and pedalled
away as fast as his fat little legs could go, before the indig-
nant junior could get at him. He turned as soon as he was
at a safe distance, and waved a fat hand at the group of

damp and dusty juniors. 3
“ Yah! Serve you right! I'm jolly glad! He, he, he!

he velled

Then he pedalled on contentedly.

Harry Wﬂartnn & Co. tra.mpedrnn grimly. Their luck waa
out that afternoon, and even the Owl of the Remove had
ventured to raise his heel against them. They were tired
and somewhat ‘‘ratty” by the time they w eeled their
bicycles in at the gates of Greyfriars, and there they found
small comfort.

A crowd of fellows gathered round at once to watch the
dusty pilgrims come in. Coker and Potter and Greene of
the Fifth were lounging outside the School House, and they
grested the unfortunate juniors with a howl of laughter.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”" roared Coker of the Fifth. * What a giddy
sight | Where have you kids been?”’

** Mud-collecting 7"’ sniggered Potter.

“ Boxing with a stray motor-car?’ asked Greene.

““1 guess you jays have been up against it,"" remarked
Fisher F. Fish.

“ Begad, yaas!” said Lord Mauleverer,
happened, my dear fellows?"”

‘' Higheliffe rag """ grunted Wharton.

‘“Begad! It's rotten! You look wet

me behind. I'd have
m jolly glad. He, he,

““ What ever has
!l‘l

A Bplendid Com Tale of
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"]Perha.pa that’'s because we are wet!” growled Johnny
Bull.

‘““ The wetfulness is terrific!” groaned the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

Quite a little crowd followed the hapless juniors to the bike-
shed, to watch them put up their wreckedl machines,

*“*Bo you haven't been to Lantham after all?” chuckled
Bolsover major.

““ No; we couldn't !"

"“ Faith, and it was a dirthy trick intirely, to slash up the
i]lijlzu.nt tyres like that ! said Micky Desmond indignant %

** Just like the Highcliffe cads!” said Mark Linley. ‘' They
ought to be made to pay for them!”

““We're going to manage that somehow,” said Wharton.
““And we've got a bone to pick with the cad who gave us
away to them. They were waiting for us on the road, and
they knew we were coming. Some Greyfriars chap fixed it
up for them !’

** Oh, rotten !

_;* I say, that's rather thick !"" said Tom Brown.
1 i

**I believe it was Smithy. Any of you chaps know whether
he used the Head's telephkone before he went out? He often
uses it.”’

“The Head was in his study then,” said Russell.

““There's a public telephone at the t-office—and he went
towards Friardale when he left here,”” remarked Peter Todd.

Wharton's eyes gleamed.

" They know him at the post-office,”” he said. “I'll jolly
goon find out whether he telephoned from there. Will one
of you chaps lend me a jigger?”

"“ Yaas, take mine, dear boy !"" said Lord Mauleverer.

** You've lent yours to Bunter.”

Lord Mauleverer looked astonished.

““Begad! 1 wasn't aware of it. Bunter asked me if he
could have it, and I told him he eouldn’'t, you know.”

“We met him on the road riding it, and he said you had
lent it to him!” growled Johnny Bull

‘‘ Begad!"”

Billy Bunter had evidently borrowed the schoolboy earl's
bicycle without the formality of obtaining the owner’s eonsent.
That was one of Bunter's little ways. e Co. changed their
clothes, and washed off the mud and dust, and then Wharton
rode down to Friardale on Russell's bicyele. His inquiry at
the post-office did not take long—Vernon-8mith was well
known there, and Wharton casily learned that he had used the
publie telephone that afternoon. He did not need any further
proof, and he rode back to Greyfriars with a gleam in his
eyes that boded ill for the Bounder.

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Blow for Blow!

ERNON-SMITH strolled towards the 8chool House in the

gntrhﬂring dusk. He had put up his bicyele, and he had a

undle in his hand, just as he had taken it out with him.

The Bounder’'s afternoon excursion, wherever it had

been, and for whatever purpose, was finished—and he had

come back. He looked a little tired, but very cheerful, as if
matters that afternoon had gone quite to his liking.

Bolsover major met him as he came in, and looked at him
rather grimly. They were pals in a way; but Bolsover major
had no mind to pal with a fellow who allowed himself to be
called a funk. e Bounder nodded coolly.

*“Just the fellow I want to see,” he remarked,

“ Ch, said Bolsover, * so you've got back !"

* Looks like it, doesn’t it?"”

*“ And got your bundle with you, as usual ¥"*

““Yes, as usual.”

*“ What on earth have you got in it 7' demanded Bolsover.

** Things !"" said the Bﬂund%:?* calmly,
~_"“Oh, keep your blessed secret if you want to!" growled
Bolsover. ** Blessed if T know what you're so jolly mysterious
about.” And he turned away.

i .Huld on,” said Vernon-8mith.
vou.''

* Well, I don’t know that I want to see you!"” gaid Bolsover
bluntly. 1 don’t like funks.”

Vernon-8mith laughed.

*1 want yvou to come with me to sec Nugent.”

“Eh? What for?”

** To see me punch his head, and then to be my second.”

Bolsover stared at him.

* Changed your mind—eh?’ he said.

**I haven't changed my mind. I didn't fight him this
afternoon, because I didn't want to take a black eve with me
when I went out—and I didn't want to risk being knocked
out before my little excursion. I don't care if T get crocked
now—plenty of time to pull round before Saturday afternoon.
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I intended all along to eall Nugent to account, but there was
plenty of time.”’

*“O0h, I see!” said Bolsover slowly.
are calling you a funk.”

“I'll settle with them after I've done with Nugent,” said
the Bounder guietly. ** Nobody at Greyfriars will call me a
funk without having a fizht on his hands!”

“ Well, I'm your man,” said Bolsover heartily. “I take
back what I said about your being a funk, if you're going
to fight Nugent—you didn’t tell me yvou were un:{:,r putting 1
off. T'll be your second with pleasure. But, I say o
Bolsover hesitated. ““*No. 1 Study have got something up
agamst you."”’

“They generally have.
care.”

* They say you teleﬂﬂned to the Highcliffe chaps to waylay

them on the way to Lantham, and got them a licking,”’ said
Bolsover.

“ Have they been ragging with the Highcliffe chaps, then 7"

“ Yes; Ponsonby and a whele gang of them jumped on
Wharton on the road over the moor. hey acted like black-
guards—ripped up their tyres and then ducked them—a dozen
fellows to five," said Bolsover. ** I wish I'd been there !”

“ Pity you weren't!” yawned the Bounder. * Then the
magnificent Wharton didn't get to Lantham after all 7"’

“*No; they had to come back.”

" Like licked pups, with their tails between their legs,'
grinned the Bounder. * I'm sorry for them, if they couldn’t
take care of themselves. But I don’t see that it’s anything
to do with me. It’s all rot about my telephoning to them,
of eoursc. Why should I? What aid it matter to me
whether they went to Lantham or not 7"

" Quite so—it seemed to me rather thick !”" agreed Bolsover,
* Those -:lmga are ready to suspect yvou of anyvthing. DBut
1t turns out that you used the telephone-box at the post-office.
Wharton asked them there !

" That's right enough,” said the Bounder. He was far
too keen to deny anything that could be proved. *“1I tele-
Hhmmd to Lantham to a ¢ ap I was going to see there. No

arm in that, that I can sce.™

Bolsover looked relieved. He was not on the best of
terms with the Famous Five himself, but he would have
drawn a line at such trcachery as the Bounder had been
guilty of.

“Good!"" he said. “I'll come up to their study with you
with pleasure, and you can tell 'em they’re liars.”
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The Bounder went up to the Remove passage with his
companion. He paused to toss hie bundle into his study, and
then, tired and dusty as he was, he went at once to No.
1. He kicked open the door and strode in, with Bolsover
at his heels.

The Famous Five were at tea. They all rose to their feet
ai ;hﬂ Bounder strode in insolently. Wharton’s eyes gleamed
at him.

“1 want to see you, Smith,”” he said.

*“The want is all on your side then. I've come here to sce
Nugent."

" You telephoned to Higheliffe—"'

** Rata !"’

“ Do you deny it 1"’

“ Certainly. Bolsover has told me the yarn you have been
trying to spread about me, and it's all lies,’” said Vernon-
Smith calmly. "I telephoned at Friardale to a chap at
Lantham. If you fellows have got licked by Higheliffe, it's
no good trying to put it down to me.”

“ There's no actual proof, of course,” said Harry, a little
taken aback by the Bounder's cool denial. **If you give me
your word i

"I sha'n't trouble to do anything of the kind.
even to diecussa the matter,” said Vernon-Smith.
immsult to me to suppose such a thing.”

“I don't like to believe it of any Greyfriars chap, but it
“The Higheliffe cads
weren't there by chance—they came all ready, with a rope
to put across the road to stop us—""

“ They might have seen you from a distance, and got
ready for you,” said Bolsover. *“1 don’t believe Smithy
would do such a thing. And I think it's rotten that he
should be accused without any proof.”

**If he will give me his word of honour that he difln’t,
I'll take it,”” =aid Harry.

““¥You can do that, Smithy.”

“1 refuse to take any notice of the accusation at all,’” said
the Bounder. ““And I didn’'t come here to jaw to you,
Wharton. Nugent's my game !

“ Here T am,” said Nugent.

*That!” said the Bounder,

Smack !

Before Nugent could guard himself the Bounder's open

"““THE PENNY POPULAR,”?
vory Fridav.

““ Lots of the fellows

What i3 it now?—not that I

I refuse
“It's an

“What's wanted *”
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“ I'm here,” sald Nugent. *“What's wanted?” *“That!" replied the Bounder, and before Frank could guard
himself, the Bounder’s open palm struck him violently across the face. (Se: Chapler 8.)

B m—

palm struck him across the face, and he staggered back
against the tea-table.

““ That's what you did to me,” said the Bounder, with
glittering eyes. ‘° Now I'm ready for you—when and where

ou like I'’

. Nugent sprang forward like a tiger. The Bounder had his
hands up in.a second, but the Co. dragged the infuriated
junior back.

“Let me get at him !’ roared Nugent.

“Not here,” said Harry. ‘' The prefects would be up
here in a minute. You can have it out m the gym.”

“ T shall be in the gym aflter tea,” said Vernon-Smith, and
he walked out of the study with Bolsover major.

Nugent made a movement to follow him, but Wharton
closed the study door.

“‘ Better have it in order,” he said. *' No good fighting
in the passage, with Wingate or Couriney coming up with the
cane.”

Nugent sat down again, breathing hard. Tea in No. 1
Study finished burriedly, and the chums of the Remove went
down together to the gym, to wait for the Bounder,

C

of

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Fight!

OKER of the Fifth came into the gym., and glanced
towards the gathering crowd of juniors there. Nearly
all the Remove had gathered, and a large contingent

~ of the Upper Fourth and the Shell, joined by a crowd

_tags. The news of the impending fight between Frank

IHE MaceNET LiBrary.—No. 204,
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E SNEAK'S REVENGE!”

Nugent and the Bounder had spread quickly, and all the
fellows wanted to seec it.

Nugent was known to be a good boxer and full of pluck,
and the Bounder was hard as nails. It was certain to be a
good mill, and as the gloves were to be used, there was no
danger of interference by the prefects. The powers were
very much down on fist fighting with bare knuckles, but _‘I:hE;ir
closed a discreet eye at glove contests. For ‘“‘scrapping’
was in the mature of the bovs, and it was better for them
to fight it out with #loves on in the gym., than to fight
secretly in some hiddén corner with bare fists. But with the
gloves on, a good deal of damage could be done, and it was
quite well known that this particular “mill” would be a
tough one. :

Coker frowned at the growing crowd of juniors. Caoker
had not been very long in the Fifth Form; but he was, as
his former pal Hobson of the Shell averred more Fifth-Formy
than any of the others, and he adopted a lofty and over-
whelming attitude towards all juniors. 1 ~

‘“ Here, what are all you blessed fags doing here?
exclaimed Coker.

““Why, vou cheeky fag—"" he began. .

But Vernon-3mith and his friends came in at this moment.
Then Horace Coker understood. p ey

“Oh, if it's a mill, it’s all right,” he said greciously. “TI'll
keep time for vou.”

“Got a watch?" asked Skinner innocently.

There was a chuckle. It was well known that Coker ha
an enormous gold watch, a present from his affectionate
Aunt Judy. During the first days of possession, Coker had

A Bplandid Complete Tale of H
Wharton & Co. Order Early.
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timed that watch by nearly every other watch in Greyfriars,
so that nobody had a chance of being unaware of its exis-
tenoe,

““Don’t you be cheeky,” said Coker, producing the big
watch. * Now, then, form up in a ring—get a move on.
Who are the principals 1

Some of the juniors growled. They did not exactly like
the Fifth-Former taking the matter out of their hands in
this way. But Harry Wharton & Co. raised no demur.
Coker was a timekeeper whose disinterestedness could be
relied on, as he was a friend of neither party; and besides,
having a senior concerned in the affair made it less liable
to interruption.

' Nugent and Smithy,” said Wharton,

" Room there,” said Coker. ‘‘Get your jackets off, and
gloves on.”

Wharton was acting as Nugent’s second, and Bolsover
ma)dr as Vernon-Smith’s. The Bounder was very cool and
calm, with a determined look about his keen eyes and his
equare jaw. It was plain that he meant to make the fight as
serious as possible, and that it was no careless sparring-match
match so far as he was concerned.

Nugent, too, was looking vcrﬁ' determined. He had been
sorry for that hasty blow he had given the Bounder, ten
minutes after it was struck, and he would willingly have
told Vernon-8mith so and asked his pardon—but the Bounder
was not the kind of fellow to treat in that way. The
Bounder wanted vengeance, and he was glad of the oppor-
tunity, too, of ‘‘ taking down ' the Famous Five by licking
one of them. There was no doubt in the Bounder’s mind
that he would win. He had failed on one great occasion
with Wharton, but he would not fail with Nugent. So at
least he felt assured.

The juniors removed their jackets and donned the gloves.
The seconds fetched basins of water and sponges. ker,
with a great deal of importance in his manner. as master of
the ceremonies, prepared to ‘‘ boss the show ™ in his usual
Way.

" Toe the line,” said Coker. “ Now, then, keep back, you
fags. Beconds out of the ring. Three-minute rounds and
one-minute resta. Ready "

::'II:m I'EPII{Ij',” said the Bounder, and Nugent nodded.

ime !

Harry Wharton looked on a little anxiously as the first
round started. Frank was in a state of suppressed excite-
ment, and the Bounder was as cool as ice. That gave him
the advantage at the start. Wharton would have given a
great deal to take his chum’s place in the ring, but as that
wassimpossible, he could only look on and wish Nugent luck.

Nugent was not lucky in the first round. He attacked
hotly, burning with indignation, and only keen to get at
his enemy.

That was not the way to deal with the Bounder. He played
mtél l:i_lﬁ excited junior in the round, and knocked him right
an t.

Nugent was panting and gasping when Coker calle
“time,” but the Bounder had not turngi-d a hair, d

Harry Wharton fanned his chum with his cap, as Nugent
sat on the knee Bob Cherry made for him, breathing hard,

" Hot work,” said Bob sympathetically.

“ Quite warm,” said Nugent, with a rueful grin.
nose on straight "

i F:_., llm ! ‘!fr:"ea pr

‘1 feel as if it were trying to get round to my left ear,
All serene. That beast isrfn good form.” F

*“ Look out, for goodness sake, Franky,” said Wharton
earnestly. “If you don’'t keep your head, he'll walk over
you, es as cool as ice.”

Nugent nodded.

“ Yea; I've learned that already. I’ll be more careful. No
gm:l:'l gomng for a chap like Smithy in a temper. He's all’
steel.”’

“ Time!"” snid Coker.
~ The adversaries nm{]pad up again. The Bounder, exchang-
ing a grin with Bolsover major and Snoop and Skinner,
sailed in to wipe up the floor with Nugent as in the first
round. But he met with-a surprise. Nugent gave ground,
and the Bouuder rushed on. en suddenly his hands were
knocked to the wide, and Nugent's right came crashing on
his nose like a hammer, anéd Nugent’s left followed it up on
his chin with almost equal force. The bounder went down
as if he had been shot, with & bump that was heard all over
the gymnasium.

““Oh, erumbs!"”” murmured Bolsover.

And Bob Cherry chirruped :

““ Well hit! Plaved, sir!"”

Coker of the Fifth began to count.

Nugent stood, panting a little, but cool. He had knocked
his opponent out—if he were made of ordinary flesh and
blood. But he knew how hard the Bounder wae; he never
admitted himself beaten. He did not usually scck fist

THE MaGNET LiBrary.—No. 204,
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fights, but when he was engaged in one he would fight as
long a4s he could stand.

The Bounder staggered up by the time Coker had counted
eight. Nugent was entitled by the rules of the ring to
knock him down again as soon as he gained his feet, and he
could easily have {Eoma s0, for the Bounder was past all de-
fence. He was utterly bewildered and groggy from those
knock-out blows,

But Nugent did not think of doing it. He held his hands
down, uncf walted for the Bounder to come on if he chose.
The Bounder Et-uud'u‘;lsteadi]}', blinking at him, until Coker
of the Fifth called * time.”” Then he staggered away to

Bolsover's knee.
gaid Fisher T. Fizsh. * That was a bad

“ Geo-whizz "
break, I guess.”

Nugent grinned at his second as he joined him.

“ What price that?” he asked.

“ He’s beaten,” said Harry Wharton. ** Too much swank
and over-confidence—always the Bounder’s way. He's got
it in the neck. Any other fellow would ery off now.”

"“The Bounder won’t,”” said Nugent.

““No; but he can’t face you. You will be able to do as
you like with him in the next reund.”

L] frime III

The Bounder looked groggy enough as he came up to
time, His nose was red and swollen, in spite of the glove.
It had been damaged by that heavy ‘drive., His usually
steely and steady eyes scemed uncertain in their gaze. The
fellows who had called the Bounder a funk earlier in the day
had to admit now that they had been * off-side.” H¢ was
plainly licked, and yet he was standing up to take more
punishment rather than acknowledge himself beaten.

“Go it, Smithy,” said Bolsover major, but not very
heartily. He knew that his man was licked, and was only
looking now for worse punishment.

The Bounder attacked with gritted teeth. Perhaps he
hoped yet to snatch a victory from the jaws of defeat.

If he hoped so, hie hope was ill-founded. Nugent beat his
attack easily, and played with him through the round, as the
Bounder had played in the first round. But he did not hit
hard. There was no spite in Nugent's sunny nature ; and now
that he had his adversary beaten, he would gladly have
finished the fight without hitting him again. But he had to
hit so long as the Bounder attacked. e blows fell lightly,
however, and the Bounder could not help realising that his
foe was sparing him. That gave the finishing touch to his
fury. His eyes flamed as he flung himself at Nugent, throw-
ing all his savage fury into a final attack. A ‘

But it failed. The Bounder's head was swimming. Hia
blows fell weakly, in spite of the fury that urged them. A
right-hander on the chest toppled him over, and he sat
down on the floor of the gym.

Bolsover major picked him up. :

“ Better chuck it, Bmithy,” said Bolsover commiserat-
ingly. “ You've got heaps of pluck, but you're licked, old
man.”’

“1I'm not licked!”” said the Bounder fiercely.

“* Nugent’s playing with you.”

““0Oh, shut up!™”

““Well, go on if you like," said Bolsover.
a fool.”

“ Time!"” said Coker.

The Bounder almost staggered into the ring for the fourth
round. He flung himeelf at Nugent, hitting blindly. So
fast and furious were his blows that two or three of them
reached Nugent’s face, and stung him hard. Frank Nugent
drove out with his right, and caught the Bounder on the
chin, and Vernon-Smith went down like a sack of coke.

“* One—two—three—four,”” counted Coker, as the Bounder
did not move,

There was a hush.

“ Five—six—seven—-' _

The Bounder made an effort to rise, and fell on his side.
He was utterly exhausted.

* Eight—nine—LICKED !

The Dounder had been counted out, and the fight was
over. LEven the hard and obstinate Vernon-Smith could not
claim to continue it after that. Bolsover helped him to
his feet. His senses were swimming, and he had to lean
heavily on Bolsover's strong shoulder. He did not give
Nugent a glance as he staggered away, leaning on Bolsover.

“ I think vou're

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Yery Mysterious!

OB CHERRY pulled Nugent's Elmmu off, and Harry
B Wharton helped him on with his jacket. They
led him away to bathe his heated face. The Co., were
feeling ver leased and very relieved. DBut for the
over-confidence of the Bounder, the fight might have gone
very differently, and they were glad that Frank had

(1] rn
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come out of it so well. Horace Coker put away his g
gold watch, with a nod of approval,

 Quite a decent little null,” =aid Coker patronisingly.
“You youngsters have some grit. You know how to box,
Nugent, a Lttle bit.”

“Thanks,"” said Nugent. “*I'd say the same of you,
Coker, only I'm such a truthful chap.’

And he walke!l away with his chums before the great
Coker could think of any fitting rejoinder.

After bathing his face, Nugent went back to the School-
house with the Co. Ile was not looking elated over his
victory. There was a shade upon his sunny face.

** Feeling done up?”’ asked Johnny Bull ‘

“Yes, a bit. I'm feeling rather—rather ”—Nugent hesi-
tated. T =av, vou chaps, I'm beastly soiry about having
punched the Bounder this afterncon for nothing. If he had
licked me it would have been all right. But I've licked
him, and—and I feel rather rotten about it. I was in the
wrong. He was an irritating beast, but I had no right to
do what I did.”

“Go and tell him s0," said Harry.

“ He's such a queer beggar to deal with,” said Nugent
ruefully. * If it were anybody else, I'd ask his pardon like
a shot. But vou never know how Smithy 1s going to
break out. But—but I think I'll give him a leok in.”

And a little later, when the Bounder was in his study,
Nugent looked in. Vernon-Smith was seated in his arm-
chair in the study, looking and feeling very ‘' rotten.” It
was likely to be some time before he got over the effects of
that scrap, tough as he was. There was a dark shade round
one of his eyes, and his nose secmed nearly twice its usual
size. He turned a dark look upon Nugent as he came 1n.

‘** What do vou want?"’ he muttered.

“Only a word,"” said Frank.

“You've licked me,” said the Bounder bitterly. *° You can
gloat as much as you like now. It will turn out differently
next time.”

““ | wasn't thinking of gloating,” said Frank quietly. “I've
come here to beg your pardon.”

The Bounder stared.

““Is that a joke?' he asked.

“No fear! You'd have misunderstood me. But as you
you. Well, I was ratty because Bunter had biffed me over
and wrecked my tyre, and you stop me when I was
chasing the bounder. But I had ne right to do 2s I did; and
I shouldn’t have asked your puciunl?ﬂr it, only—well, you
didn’t give me a chance when you came into my study and
smacked my face, did you?”

“ T suppose not,” said Vernon-Smith, with a rather crooked
grin.

“* Well, I'm sorry,”” said Nugent.
that.”'

The Bounder regarded him curiously.

;{‘Hlt' I had licked you, would you have said that?' he
asked.

“No fear! You have misunderstood me.
didn’'t lick me, I can say it,”" said Frank,
about it afterwards—I'm sorry I did #.”

““ That's all right,”” said the Bounder. “ Chap can’t say
more than that. And—and I don’t mind saying ‘I'm eorry
too I shouldn't have done what I did in your study, only
the fellows had started calling me a funk, and that's very
hard to stand.” )

“ Yaes, I can see that.” Nugent held out his hand. * Give
us your fist, and call it square.”

The Bounder took his hand frankly enough.

Nugent turned to leave the study; and the Bounder spoke
again:

“ Look here, Nugent—"'

i YH?!F

“ You fellows think that I put Ponsonby & Co, on your
track to-day?"

Nugent paused.

“ Well, we do think s0,” he said. ** It looks like it. But
if you tell me straight that you dido't, I'm willing to take
your word."”

“T ean’t do that!” said Vernon-Smith.

“Why not?”’

** Because e paused.

“ Well, because—"" said Nugent curiously,

“* Because I did do it,”" said the Bounder.

Nugent started.

“ You did it!"" he cxclaimed breathlessly,

“Yes. It was a rotten trick, and I'm sorrv. 1 shouldn’t
have said so, only—only as you've acted so decently, 1 feel
somehow as if I want to own up. I'm soery I did 1t; amd
I'm willing to pay for all the damage done. You can send
all the bikes to the cycle-shop in Courtfield to be fitted with
new tyres, and I'll foot the bill."

Nuzent shook his head.

“No fear. We're going to make Ponsonby do that.”

“ How the dickens——"

“ Wharten savs so. I don’t know how.
Smithy, it was a rotten thing to dn.”
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“1 know 1t '.-.'ne.;j” .

“ Why did you do if, then?" .

“You’'ll know a bit l:ater why I did it,” said the Bounder.
“I can’t explain now, but you'll understand later. But it
wasn't for the sake of getting you a licking from the High-
-;]iﬂﬂ chaps. 1 didn't want that, and I give you my word
or it.” .

“ You wanted to stop us from going to Lantham!?

i Yﬁ_‘l

“ Blessed if 1 see why.”

“¥You'll seo next week.” “ <

“ Next week!” said Nugent, in wonder. I den’t under-
stand you."” .

“And I can’'t explain yet. It's a sccret. But—but I'm
sorry 1 played you that trick, and if there's anything I can
dﬂ_l'i -

“ That's all right. 1f you say you're sorry, theres-no
more to be said. I suppose I'm to tell the other chaps you ve
admitted it.” .

““ Yeos; but not the whole Form, of course.

“ That's understood.”
Nugent quitted the study, and returned to No. 1. The

(o. were there, waiting with curiosity to hear how Frank
had got on with the Bounder. Bob Cherry looked him over
-:'a'itiﬁ?lly a.ﬂtgn came in.hT be adoed.

‘““ Not another scrap—eh?” he .

“No,” said Nugent, laughing. * Quite turtle-dove F;:DE
don’t quite understand the Bounder. He has his g o
oints, though he generally manages to kecep them jolly rh
Eidden out of sight. He's owned up that ne put Ponsonby
and his gang on to us to-day, and he says he's sorry for it.

[ M&r hnt ['lr & i

“ Well, we knew he did it,"’ said mﬂnn; I was Eﬂ;‘lﬂi
to call him to account hir it, as soon as he'd got over that
licking. But if he says he’s sorry—"" et

“The queer thing ?a, that I think he is sorry, too, said
Nugent. ‘“He seems quite sincere, 1 suggest letting the
matter drop, as far as the Bounder 1s c?Pnemed. Of course,
we're going to take it out of FPonsonby.

Harry Wharton nodded. 1 At !

“T'm willing to let it drop,” he said. * But has he said
why he did it?” i

““To keep us away from Lantham.

1] Whjr ?TI

“ That's a giddy secret. He says we shall know next weck.
Jol sterious, ain’t 17" _ . '

“ry'ri;wmystnriuuaneas is terrific,”” said Hurree Singh. “1Is
the esteemed Bounder going off his honourable and ludicrous
rocker?" -

‘“ Or getting a taste for the heavy drama,” grunted Johnny
Bull. “I don't like fellows who make mysteries about

thing." _ o
not énﬁthy'a always being secretive about npmetl;ung—;t 8
his little way,” yawned Bob Charry. * Well, if we're going
to have the giddy history of the giddy mystery next week,
I feel as if ? can wait. ’I'm not burning with curiosity.
Now, who says ginger-pop?”’
: All the juniors said ginger-pop at onmce, and they went
down to the Close to cross over to the tuckshop. A fat
weary form was wheeling a dusty bicycle in as they came
out of the School House, and they paused to lovk at Billy

Bunter, :

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo, just got back?’ asked Bob Cherry.

Bunter panted for breath.

“Yes. It was a jolly long ride. I've ‘gt some punctures,
too, and that made it rather slow going the last fow miles.

“'You've been riding Mauly’s bike with a flat tube!” ex-
claimed Nugent.

‘ Well, it was too much trouble to stop and mend the
punctures, you know, and I might have been late for calling-
over. I just had to grind on.”

“ Nice for the tyres,” said Wharton.

“ Oh, blow the tyres!”

“Did you get to Lantham?" asked Johnny Bull.

“0f course I did.”

“ Been the match!’

““ The second half,” said Bunter. 3

““Oh, good! What form are Lantham in?"

“ Topping,” said Bunter, * They'll lick our First Eleven
next week. Wingate's lot won't have a look n.”

“Rats!” said all the Co. together promptly. _

“Well, you'll see,” said Bunter. “Theyre a topping
tcam. They won the match, 3 goals to 1, and they were

laving the top club in the county league. _ ;
“ What about that schoolboy-player we've heard. of?” said
Wharton. * Did vou see a kid in the Lantham side—a fellow
about our own age. One of the Redclyffe chaps told me
thev had a schoolboy in the side—a regular marvel who out-
Bloomered Bloomer.”
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Billy Bunter gave a fat chuckle,
“Yes, I saw him. He, he, he!" .
" What is thero to cackle about?’ asked Wharton in

lurprise,

** He, he, he! You don't know!”

“ Of course I don’t know. What do you mean 7"’

o .- That’s telling,” said Bunter, with another fat chuckle.
‘He, he, he!"

¥ You he-he-heing chump, what’s the joke?' asked Bob
Cherry. “ Did the kid make an, ass of himself and let the
side down?"’

“No fear. He kicked two of the goals for Lantham.
They were jolly lucky to get him; he was the best kick in
the team, excepting the Lantham skipper, Grady. They
average nincteen or twenty years old, and that kid wasn't
over fiftcen—he, he, he! But you should have seen him.
He, he, he!”

“ What are you cackling at?’ shouted the juniors.

“ That’s telling,” said Bunter, and he wheeled the damaged
bike away without any further explanation.

“ Billy ass!” said Bob Cherry.

And the chums of the Remove adjourned to the tuck-
Fh“lﬁj ]atui forgot all about Billy Bunter and his mysterious
chuckles.

¥E iy AR,
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caught in a downpour of
while her chivalrous friend

carries her basket and holds the umbrella,
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,.
A Pig in Clover!

HE Bounder was at work on his preparation, with S8kin-
ner on the other side of the table, when a knock came
at his study door. Vernon-Smith was working dismally,
with aching head and unwilling brain. It was not

easy to settle down to work after that scrap in the gym.;
and before that scrap, Vernon-8mith had had a tiring after-
noon. The door opened to reveal Billy Bunter, ernon-
Smith scowled at him.

“Clear off!'” he growled.

Bunter did not clear off. He came into the study.

“1I've just got back,” he said.

“I don’t care twopence whether you've just got back or
not. Do you want me to sling you out on your neck agein "’
snapped the Bounder,

“ I'm tired, and hungry. I'm too late for tea.”

“ It you've come here for tea, you've dropped in at the
wrong shop,” said Vernon-Smith.” “I'm not keeping sup-
plies for hungry grampuscs. Get out.”

" You see, it's u long way to Lantham and back,” said
Bunter deliberately. '

Vernon-Smith started.

** Have you been to Lantham?"

- ) s i YEE.!?
e s (N e St b “ What for
“To see the Ramblers'
: match, of course.”
: “Did you see it?"' asked

%
8¢
i

Vernon-8Smith, very quietly.

““1 saw the second half. I
saw the winning goal taken,”
sald Bunter. * Jolly neat goal,
wasn't 1t, Smithy "

Skinner looked curiously at
his studyv-mate.

“ Did you see the match at
Lantham, Smithy.?”’ he asked.
“You never said you'd been
over there this afternoon %"

Bunter chuckled. * Something
about SBkinner's remark seemed
to strike him as funny.

** Oh, Bunter’s talking out of
his hat, as usual,” said the
Bounder carelessly. * Didn't
you get anything to eat at Lan-
tham, Bunter 7"

“*No. I wae going to have a
feed with No. 1 Studv there.
but they got waylaid, and

couldn't go. Jolly queer that
that should happen, consider-
ing."”’
“ Considering what?"" asked
Skinner,
It
of

Bunter chuckled sgain.
was evident that the Owl
the Remove was bursting with
newly - acquired knowledge,
though Skinner could not guess
what it was.

“Oh, don't jaw!"” said the
Bounder peevishly. “ How am
I to work if you keep on? If
you're hungry, Bunter, you can
look into the ecupboard, and
pile in. But don’t jaw. 1 can't
stand it. I've got to work.”

Skinner stared at his study.
" mate n blank astonishinent.
The change in the Bounder's
manner was utterly amazing.

“ Thunks, Smithy,” said
Bunter airily. “ Bure you doen’t
mind ?"’

“You're welcome,” said Ver-
non-Smith shortly,

“Good enough !

Billy Bunter looked into the
study cupboard, and his little
round eyes glistened behind his

specticlas at what he saw
there. The Bounder had plenty
of money, and he never de-

nied himself anything that he
wanted. Bupper in the Boun-
der's study was as plentiful as
a special feed in most of the
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| Merton opened a Iit;[le si-i-\;_cr-hnndled penknife, and calmly jabbed the blade into the tyves of the bicycles. “You

bounders!” said Harry Wharton beiween his teeth. ** We’ll make you pay for those tyres!”

the other jumior studies. Billy Bunter helped himself—and
ho started upon a cold chicken, which disappeared in a’ remark-
ably short space of time. A pineapple u’lluwed the chicken,
and then Bunter commenced on a large cake.

Skinner stared at Bunter, and at Verwon-Smith. Why
the Bounder should let Bunter raid his food in this way was
a complete mystery to Skinner. It certainly wasn’t hospi-
tality—S8mithy had no motive for being hospitable to Bunter.
He did not like the fit junior, and he had t]hreatened to sling
him out *“ on his neck '’ before the Owl of the Remove men-
tioncd that he had seen the match at Lantham. Why that
nieca of information should make any difference, Skinner
could not conceive. But it was evident that it did make a
verv great difference.

Vernon-8mith did not vouchsafe a word of explanation. He
went on with his work, and did not seem to hear any remarks
that Skinner made,

Skinner's preparation was finished before Bunter's feed.
The junior left the study, while Bunter was very busy with
dough-nuts, which he washed down with the Bounder's most
elect and expensive currant-wine.
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(See Chapter 6.)

Vernon-Smith ceased to work as soon as Skinner was gone,
and he was alone with Bunter. He sat looking at the fat
junior, with a strange glitter in his eyes. Bunter was too
busy to notice it. He crammed in dough-nuts, and then, with
a sated appetite, but reluctant to leave off so long as there
was anything left to eat, he started on a bag of cream-pufis.

He glanced up after the fourth cream-puff, as he was toy-
ing with a fifth, and caught the steady, steely eye of the
Bounder.

He nodded affably

“ Jolly good prog, Smithy,” he said.

“1'm glad you like it,” s2id Vernon-Smith.

‘“ Oh, ves, it's jolly good—better than I get in my own
study ! 'f:hl:i'}." don't give me enough to eat in No. 7. -Those
Todd chaps don’t have much money, and Tom Dutton is
jolly close with his cash—never lends a fellow a half-crown.
1 sav, Smithy, it's ripping to be the son of a millionaire,
isn’t 1t ?"’

““ ¥es,” said the Bounder, * it has the advantage of getti
?.’- fellow the friendship of estimable characters like yuurneliﬁ

unter.
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But sarcasm was lost on Bunter. He finished the cream-
puffs, and looked round for fresh worlds to conquer. He
gnawed idly at a very ripe apple.

. “ Well, I always regarded you as a pal, Smithy,” ho said.

So long as I have enough to eat, I'm not a greedy chap. [
: often give you a in, Smithy, as you treat me so
jolly well I’ i

“ Thanks !

:: Not at all. You can always depend on me at tea-time.”
_You went to Lantham, you spying cad?’ said Vernon-

“ Oh, really, Smithy! I suppose a chap has a right to go
and see a footer-match if he hpkﬂea, if he has a titled pal to
land him a bike 7’

“ And you saw everything 7"

“ What-ho!” said Bunter, with a grin.
ﬁu could have knocked me down wi
ow. What a surprise—eh "

*‘ Have you babbled it over the school yet }'’

BuNntar blinked at him.

" Not a word, Smithy. T suppose vou know you can trust
: nI:EL E_I:']: n._fg-id.dy EJH:I:::IHIE nd I'm not going to say a

y Bl T, 1 Wan 1 -

fﬁ!.].ﬂw el o i ;:Iu:wuyﬂ' 0 keep it a secret. I'm not the

. You mean that what you’ve spied out will be worth some-
thing to you,” said Vernon-S8mith contemptuously.

Bunter drew himself up.

_ " If you put it Iike that, Smith i
: ¥, I shall have to reconsider
the matter. Of eourse, the fellows would be very keen to
. what I to see at Lantham. Oh, Emith;r, what
+ “E;rp card you are! How jolly dark you’ve kept it !"
;30U are going to held your tongue, until next Wednes-
day,” said the Bounder quietly. “‘ After that, you can gas

h as like.”
1] ﬂh, r&.ﬂ?’u—-—-ﬂ
“It will be worth a feed to I
_ : you whenever you want one.
You can raid my grub as much '
heid you: ot tnig ie 2 ch as you like—so long as you
Bunter’s cyes glistened,

“ But if you give me away,” went on Vernon-Smith, in the
same celd, even tone; ‘' if you give me away, Bunter, you
will be sorry for it. I shall get you into a quiet corner, and
lam you with a ericket-stump till you can’t crawl! You know
me, Bunter, and you know I'm a fellow of my word.”

“ Look here, Smithy——"

“Tll make it worth your while to keep vour meouth shut
But you are a chattering fool, and ;r.'mP g‘:ight let it slip.
ever you féel inclined to gas, remember that the feeds
stop as soon as you've given me away, and you get such a
licking that you won't get over it f?:;r days. "1 simply
smash you, you fat beast, just as I'd smash a fat toad tﬁat
hopped in my way.”
The concentrated fmitﬂ in the Bounder’s voice and look

made a cold shiver run -Bunter’s spine. He made &
movement towards the door.

“ Oh, really, Emithzf " he said feebly.
can rely on an old pal,™”

“Mind what I say, that's all.”

The Bounder turned to his work again, and took no further
notice ::rf Bunter. The scorn in his attitude pierced even
Bunter’s thick skin, and he flushed a little. But his glance
turned to the cupboard again, and his eyes glistened.

He bad caten as much as he could—but the supply was not
yet exhausted. Bunter blinked at the junior working away
steadily at the table,

“I'll put a few of these things in pocket, if you don’t
mind, Smithy," he ventured. . i

“ You can do as you like.”
e Thﬁﬂkﬂ !I!

Billy Bunter crammed his pocket. Every ket was
bulging when he quitted the study. He bade the Bounder
good-night, but received no reply; and he closed the door.
He chuckled as he stood in the passage.

** This 1s where I come out on top !" he murmured. * Dash
it all, Smithy’s got lots of money, and his father made it by
swindling on the 8tock Exchange, so why shouldn’'t I have
my whack? I'ma jolly well going to! What a savage beast
he looked!” Bunter shivered a little. * He's a dangerous
beast, -and he ought to be in a reformatory, that's where he
ought to be. Serves him jolly well right to have his grub
raided. I'm really doing my duty in this.”

And Bunter rolled away, feeling very fat and satisfiad—
either with the consciousness that he was doing his duty, or
wit(]:"l the enormous feed he had consumed in Vernon-Smith's
ptudy.
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
What's in a Name ?
IF Dr. Locke, the Head of Gréyfriars, had paid special

attention to the Remove fellows the following afterncon
—which he did not—he might have ohserved that some
of them were keenly interested in his movements. )

After lessons that day, six or seven juniors were lounging
about the passage leading to the Head’s study, or near it.

When Dr. Locke went into his ﬁtud:f after leaving the
Sixth Form-room, the word passed from Tom Brown to Harry
Wharton, and then to the rest of the Co.

And they all looked glum.

* Bet you he’s going te dig at Horace,” said Bob Cherry.
*“ He’s getting up a new edition of old Horry, you know, and
he’s been at work on it any time these last thousand years. 1
don’t see why he can’'t give Horatius Flaccus a rest this
afternoon.”

““He doesn't know we want to use his telephone,” grinned
Nugent.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

““He sometimes goes down to the village on Thursday
;f:ﬁfnuun,” said Harry Wharton hopefully. * We'll watch a

it.

They watched a bit; and a quarter of an hour later, to their
Er&at Joy, the Head came out of his study. Dr. Locke smiled

indly to the group of juniors he sed in the passage.
When he passed them, within sound of their voices, thev
were discussing with great animation the forthcoming mate
between Greyfriars First and the Lantham Ramblers. When
he had passed, they d the subject of the senior football.
match, and talked about their respected Head.

** 1t’s not Horace this afterncon,” said Johnny Bull,

‘“ Bet you it’s the vicarage, after all,”’ said Bob.

“ Keep an eye on his niba.”

Dr. Locks, all unconscious that he was being shadowed h.,v
the heroes of the Lower Fourth, walked away to Mr. Quelch’s
study. Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, was his right-
hand man, and he often dropped into the Remove-mmaster’s
study for a chat. Their talk ran on such learned subjects as
Aschylus, and even Billy Bunter, the champion eavesdropper,
would not have listenmed to it; it would have given him a
headache. Harlg Wharton & Co. gathered in the passige
at a respectful distance from Mr. Quelch’s deor, which had
closed behind the dignified figure of the headmaster.

“1If it’s a long jaw about Greek plays, we should have time
to use the telephone, and bunk before he came back to the
ntud%: Nugent remarked.

" The esteemed jawfulness on that august subject is usually
terrific,” observed the Nabob of Bhanipur,

* But if it doean’t happen to be Greek plays,” said Wharton.
He may be going to talk to Mr. Quelch about the nice
boys in his Form—and that won't keep him long.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” '

‘*“ Better wait and see,”” suggested Tom Brown, the New
Zealander. “ Can't be too careful. He would be waxy if ho
found us in his study using the 'phone. He wouldn't under-
stand about how necessary it is to take a rise out of Ponsonby

& Co.”

““ He mightn't,” grinned Bob Cherry.

“I'll get out and watch the footer,” said 8mith minor, of
the Remove, who was with the party. * The First are
practising, with a scratch team.”

Wharton caught his arm.

“You just hang on where you are!” he said.
wanted."

“But you can telephone without me, I suppose,” said
Smith minor, in surprise.

il Dﬂrnl‘t !l:l

“Why not ?"’

“ Because my name isn’t Smith.”

Smith miner stared at his Form captain as if [caring that
he bad suddenly taken leave of his senses.

“ Dotty ?"' he asked.

“* No. ass!"

“Is 1t a special kind of telephone that can only be use:d
by Smiths 7" demanded Smith minor.

“Ha, ha! No. You'll see. Hallo, here comes the Head !
It wasn't (Greek plays this time.”

The Head came out of Mr. Queleh's study. The juniors
were all busily occupied in staring out of the passage window,
and the HE'a{i only caught a back view of them. He passed
on, and the Removites strolled carelessly in his wake.

The Head drn]ppt"d into Wingate's study in the Sixth Form
vassage, probably for a little chat with the captain of Grey-
}l‘iill'!:'. ereat the juniors smiled ; they knew that George
Wingate was at practice with the first eleven.,

The Head looked into the study and eame out again.
Then he went into the Head's house, the private porticn of
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the school buildings that pelonged to Dr. Locke and his

family.
“ ('an’t be going in to dinner yet,” said Bob Cherry. * Not

time. Bet you he's gone in [or his topper to go out., It's
the vicarage, two to one.”

“ Come into the Close, then; he'll gn out that way."

The chums of the Remove strolled into the Close. ‘l.ue

enough, in about ten minutes Dr. Locke came out of his
house, with his coat and hat on. He crossed the Close with
his dignified and stately pace to the gates, and the juniors
strolled that way also, and with great pleasure saw him
fairlv started on the road to Friardale.

“ Hip-pip I"* said Bob. * Gone, by gum!”

* Coast’s clear !"” said Nugent. y
» % Come on,” said Harry Wharton, * especially you, Smith
minor !’ _

““ But what the dickens——"' began Smith minor.

“ Come on, and don’t jaw, old c{mp 1"

The juniors made their approach to the Head's study
strategically. If they were ngaerved going in it was pretty
certain that they would be stopped. Once inside with the
door closed, however, they would be safe enough, for no one
was likely to enter the Head's study in his absence.

Their luck was in. In five minutes they were inside the
study. Harry Wharton closed the door with a sigh of satis-
faction,

“ Here we are again!” grinned Bob Cherry. His last
visit to that study hag been under more painful circumstances,
ond he had left it with his hands wriggling under his arms,
and feeling that life was hardly worth ivir’l:l_g:

Wharton took the telephone receiver off the hook.

“ Anybody know the Higheliffe number 7"’ he asked.

“ It must be in the telaghunﬂ book.” ;

“ Look it out, sharp ! said Wharton, with his ear to the
réceiver.

“ What number, please 7"’ came along the wire.

* Higheliffe 8chool,”” said Wharton. _

““ Yes, what number?’ There was a tone of acerbity in
the voice and it was pretty clear that the telephone young
lady did not like her conversation about autumn hats to be
interrupted by the absurd”®desire of the public to use the
telephone.

“Just a moment,” murmured Wharton.
the number.”

There was a sound like a snort on the telephone—if a
voung lady could be supposed capable of snorting. Wharton
grinned as words followed. The young lady was standing
near to the telephone evidently while she continued the
interrupted conversation with another young lady at the
exchange.

““ And about three vards of chiffon, Miss Spink, that was
all, and g"nthemd u ”

““ Here's the number,”’ said Nugent.

Wharton gave his number, and heard no more information
imparted to Miss Spink concerning the three yards of chiffon,
or how they were gathered up.

“ Now, Smith minor, you've got to jaw, and say exactly
what I tell you. You're to give your name as Smith, Grey-
friars—see 7"

“ But what—""

“T1f the Highcliffe cads take you for Vernon-B8Bmith, that’s
their look-out. When they're _talking to a chap with a
double-barrelled name they should ask for both barrels.”

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, I savvy!"” said 8mith minor, with a grin.

“ Here you are; you're through.”

Wharton handed the receiver to Smith minor.

** Hallo! Who's that 7"’ came a voice,

“ Bmith, Greyfriars.”’

“ This is Highcliffe 8School. What do you want?"

*“ Ask for Ponsonby, of the Fourth,” whispered Wharton.

“Can I speak to Master Ponsonby, of the Fourth Form 1"
gaid Smith minor.

** Hold on a minute.”

Smith minor held on for more than a minute, and Wharton
whispered instructions to him. The voice of Ponsonby,
i*ocﬂgnisnh[ﬁ though disguised by the wires, came through at
ast.

““ Hallo! TIs that vou, Smithy "

“ That you, Pon?’ asked Smith minor, making his voice
as like the Bounder’s hard, metallic tones as he could, though
on the telephone there was not much risk of the difference
of voice being detected.

“Yes, old man. Another little jape on Wharton—what 7"’

Smith minor grinned. Ponsonby had given away Vernon-
Smith's treachery as completely as could be desired by that
simple question.

“Not this time,” said Smith minor. And, following
Wharton's whispered mstructions, he went on: *“ Do ycu
want to get on to & good thing—a better thing than you
ever got on to mn all your life 7"

* You bet !’

“ Can.you come out and meet me?

“ Certainly. What 1s it—a race 7"’

TeE Macner Lisrary.—No. 294

NEXT
MONDAY

“I'm getting

I'll come half-way !"

“THE SNEAK'S REVENGE!”

ONE
PENNY.

The « IIIagnetT'

EVERY

4 MONDAY, LIBRARY,

“T'll tell you when I see you. It's a chance for you and
the other chaps to do the right thing at the right fime.”

[ ] 1?m ﬂn 1]'

“ Bring Monson and Gadsby and Vavasour with you. 1
want them all to be in it.”

“Righto! Where and when 7"’

““ The old barn half-way to Courtfield, in half an henur.”

““ Good enough !

“ Righto! Good-bye!""

“1 say, Smithy!”

“ Must chuck it. I'm using the Head’s 'phone, and don’t
want to be nabbed.”

Good-bye !’

‘* Ha, ha! Right you are!
“ They're going to

Harry Wharton rang off.
have a chance of doing the right thing at the right time,

“1 fancy that will fix them,” he said.

and that’s paying for our new tyres.”
‘* Ha, ha, ha!” : _
““ 8mith, my son, you're worth your weight in gold.

Nobody else in the Remove could have given his neme truth-
fully as Smith, Greyfriars, excepting the Bounder, and he’s
not on in this scene.”

The Removites chuckled, and quitted the Head's atug.
Ten minutes later quite a little crowd of them were march-
ing out of Greyfriars on their way to the old barn half-way
to Courtfield, where they arrived in good time to wait for
Ponsonby & Co.

s

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Nuts and the Nut-crackers!

ONSONBY, of Highcliffe, and his comrades sauntered
in a leisurely way towards the old barn, across the
fields. It was a lonely s a ruimed and disused
barn, with a pool of water close by it, at which the

cattle sometimes came to drink. It was a very calm and
peaceful scene, with the westering sun glimmering over
meadows and fields and shady trees. But Ponsonby. and
Company were not thinking of the scenery. Scenery did not
appeal to- them. They were thinking of the valuable tip
they expected to get from the Bounder of Greyfriars, to
whom t had been indebted more than once for sure
“enips "' that ?mﬂ turned out profitable for them.

They entered the old barn, and glanced round for the
Bounder. But Vernon-Smith was not to be seen.

““ Not arrived yet,”” grunted Ponsonby. ‘‘ We shall have to
wait."”

‘“ Peastly bore waiting !"" yawned Gadsby.

““ Absolutely !"" said Vavasour. _ ]

“I've got some fags with me,’”’ said Monson, taking ouf e
silver cigarette-case. ‘' Help yourselves, my dear boys, anc
Light up.” .

The dear boys helpéd themselves and lighted up, feeling
extremely doggish as they dud so.

Four cigarettes were soon going strong. A form darkened
the open doorway, and Ponsonby glanced round with a wel-
coming grin. _

‘“ Hallo, Smithy! Why—what—S8o it’s you!” :

1t was Harry Wharton. He came into the barn with a
grin on his face. Behind him came Bob Cherry and Nu%ﬂnt,
Johnny Bull and Tom Brown, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, S8mith minor, and Mark Linley and Perfold and
Rulstrode. There were ten of the junmiors in all, and the
Highcliffians stared at them as Macbeth stared at the ghost
of Banquo. Never had a meeting been less welcome to the
“ nuts " of Highcliffe. . [

“ How ripping to meet you!"” said Wharton kindly.
““ Little bit different from our meeting yesterday. Odds on
the Gtherl:idf_ﬂﬁih?” ek

Ponson orced a laugh.

“*1 supp{:se you fellows don't bear malice for a bit of a
joke."”" he said. .

““ That’s all it was—absolutely !’ said Vavasour.

““ Yes, we understand jokes of that sort,”” sail Bob
Cherry. ‘“ We've got rather a gift for joking ocurselves, you
know,"’

“In fact, we've come here to joke with you,"” said Nugent.

“ We're terrific jokers when we get started,” said Johnn
Bull. “We're going to joke with you so jokishly that you'll
be fed up with jokes for a long time to come.”

“The jokefulness is gQing to be terrific, my estcemed and
disgusting rotters,” eaid Hurree Jamset Ram Sitgh
solemnly.

The Highclifians looked round hopelessly. There was no
escape. They were fairly caught in the trap. When the
odds had been on their side they had used them without
scruple, und now the tables were turned. Though, as a
matter of fact, they would have hestated about tacklmﬁ
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equal numbers of the hard-hitting Co. of Greyfriars. Hard
knn-c-.kg did not please the elegant nuts of Hj heliffe,

. “W cll, what do you want?"’ asked Pﬂﬂﬂl}lﬁ)}' desperately,

‘You've got us coruered. We came here to meet Smithy.
If he's given us away——""

: ' Bmithy doesn’t know anything about it,”’ said Wharton.
“ It did not occur to your feeble little mind that you might
have got the wrong Smith by the ear. It was Smith minor—
here rresﬁ-nt—whﬂ talked to vou on the telephone. You
should have asked for the othel barrel.”

“Of course; you wouldn't have lied and pretended to be
Vernon‘S8mith I'"" sneercd Gadsby.

Wharten ncdded calmly.

“Exactly. Surprising as it may be to rour feeble intel-
lects, we should not have licd. We should have found some
other way of roping you in. But as you were asses enough
to fall into the trap, we let yeu do it.” We want a little talk
with you—about busjvess.”

** Buaindss ! said Ponsonby, surprised.

“Yes. In the first place, we're going to lick you for the
caddish trick you played on us yesterday—

*“ Ten to four—you can afford to swank !" sneered Monson.
Monson.

“ We're going to lick you man to man. You can pick out
any four you like, and the others will stand round and see
fair play. No one will intorfere, win or lose. That's fair
play—qute a mew thing to you, of course.”

" We—we don't want to ight you,” faltered Vavasour.
““ Fighting's low."
_ “Lower than setting on to chaps with a crowd, and duck.
ing them and wrecking their bikes?” asked Wharton. * If
tighting’s low, fighting unfairly must be rtill lower, and if
you can swallow that, you can put up with anything. After
that little scrap, which comes off first, you'ro oing to talk
business.. We've got it as cheap as possible, gI:mt'. the sum
total comes t5 three pounds ten shillings.”

“ Which you're going to ay,"" said Bob Cherry.

Ponsonby gritted his {'EELE.

“I won't pay a penay, for one !

“We shall zee,” said Wharton. * But the first business
before tho meeting is that little scrap. I can see how cager
you are to start, so I won’t kecp you waitinz. Will you have
the goodness to pick out your men 7"

:: We're not going to fight you!" growled Ponsonby.

. Certainly not!™ said Vavasour. *[ declinz to do any-
thing so low! 1t's disgusting !"

“ Yery well. We shail duck you in the pond, and keep
you there till you change your minds. Four of us will try
to keep you in the water while you try to get out,” said
Harry Wherton -coolly. *“* You see, you're in for it. You
cnn‘ﬁg’}}t wet or dry, as you like. That's 1he limit of your
choice.

Ponsonby gave a helpless look at his comrades. It was
better to fight on dry land than knee deep in muddy water,
if fighting had to be done. And jt was plain enough that
the Greyfriars fellows were in deadly earnest.

“ Fuir play " said Ponsonby, * I¥ we fight four of you,
the others don’t interfere in any way ?"

“* Not in the least.”

““And we can pick our men?”

“ Just as you like.”

The Highclillo juniors, dri k

e Xlighchile juniors, driven to it, picked out their men,
They luft the Famous Five severely alone. Ponsonby
selected Smith minor, Gadsby pointed to Penfold, Monson
chose Mark Linley, and Vavasour, after g great deal of
hesitation, picked upon Tom Brown.

“Good enough !" said Harry Wharton.
want me?®"

“No, hang you!”

“Might give me a chance.” said Bob Cherry imploringly.
* Vavasour, old fellow, you let Browney alone. He comes
from New Zealand, and they're frightfully hard hitters in
New Z?nlmgl You let hiin alone and give me a chance,”

. “We've picked our men!" snarled Ponsonby. * Let's get
it aver.”

“ Simply

“Bure you don’t

Sir bursiing with bravery, ain't ‘hey *” said Bob
admiringly. ** Ponsonby belongs to a fighting family, you
know. 15 ancestors used to go to battle wrayped up in
armour so that nobody could hurt them, and their courage
has descended to Pon. Why don't vou tack!> Wharton,
Pon? Think of a Ponsunby gﬂing licked by a Smith—and
a Smith mino* at that!" ,

Ponsonby would as soon have tackled a wild elephant as
Harry Wharton. He had his doubts about Smith minor,
but there was no help for it.

“Plenty of room for four couples here,” eaid Nugent,
*“Now you've chosen partners, get on with the dance.”

‘' Stand back, you fellowz!" zaid Wharton.

The Greyfriars juniors stood back to the walle, two or
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three of them guarding the door in case the nuts of High-
cliffe should attempt to bolt.

** Now pile in, nuts and nut-crackers !"" said Bob Cherry.

All four pairs of juniors began. The Grevfriars fellows
looked on with keen interest. Of the four Highcliffians, only
Ponsonby was a dangerous opponent, and he had Lis matech
in Smith mincr. In a minute the combatants were going
1t hammer and tongs.

Vavasour was the first to weaken. As a matter of fact,
he had made a very unfortunate choice in picking out Tom
Brown. The New Zealand junior was as hard as naiis, and
as tough as any fellow there. Ie grinned as Vavasour
tackled him, and he knocked the elegant nut of Higheliffe all
round the barn, till Vavasour, howling with anguish, threw
himself upon the ground and refused to stir again, )

“One nut cracked!” said Bob Cherry sententiously.
““Have you had enough. Vavasour %"

“Ow! Yes! Ow! Absolutely!”

“Then you can blub in the corner. Keep away from this
doorway, or 1 shall be compelled to soil my hands upon
you."

Vavasour shrank away, and dabbed his nose in a eorner
with a cambric handkerchief, which was soon streaked a
deep crimson.

Menson was the next nut to be eracked, as Bob Cherry
humorously expressed it. His choice had also been un-
fortunate. Mark Linley was as tough as Tom Brown
Monson attacked the Lancashire lad furiously, and did not
scruple to use his nails and his feet. Mark was letting him
off lightly, but as Monson's nails scored on his face, Mark
put his beef into it, and he hurled Monson into a corner
with a terrific right-bander. Monson gasped, and rolled in
the corner, and stayed there, and the subsequent proceed-
ings, as the poet remarked, interested him no more.

(Gadsby’s scrap with Penfold lasted a little longer. Gadsby
knew that Penfold was a scholarship boy at Greyfriars,
and that he was the son of the vjilage cobbler. To be licked
by the son of the village cobbler seemed a wild impassibility
to Gadsby.  Yet, impossible as it seemed, it happened.
After ten minutes of hard slogging, in which punishment
was given and taken freely, Gadsby was down on his back,
without a breath left in him, partly due to Penfold’s hard
hitting and partly to the cigarettes he had smoked that
afternoon.

And Gadsby, having sulkily announced that he didn't want
any more, was allowed to crawl away and dab his nose
in peace, and to feel his chin to ascertain that it was etill

there.

Ponsonby and 8mith minor were more ually matehed.
And Ponsonby felt keenly the poor show his party were
putting up, and strove hard for victory. The stru gle

went on for another ten minutes, and then Ponsonby, feel-
in% that he was getting the worst of it. delivered a blow
Lelow the belt, which doubled up the unfortunate Smith.

Smith minor staggered away, gasping, and Ponsonby would
have followed up the cowardly attack, but he had no time.
Hzlf a dozen hands grasped him.

“Hands off " yelled Ponsonby.
play !"'

“Yes; but not if you hit below the belt,
coward !” yelled Bob Cherry.

but you can try me instead,” )

Smith minor was leaning against the wall, panting pain-
fully. Bob Cherry sailed into Ponsonby, hitting him right
and left. It seemed to the Highcliffe {ender that a whirl-
wind had aitacked him. Bob Cherry, in his righteous indig-
nation, seemed to have as many hands as Briareus, and each
of them clenched and as hard as iron. Ponsonby went down
at last under the shower of blows, and lay gasping and
groaning.

Smith minor was groaning, too. HHe did not soon recover
from that treacherous drive in the “wind.” But Ponsonby
had been well punished and it dawned upon his dazed mind
that he would have done better to play the gamo.

“If we hadn’t given you our word,” said Wharton, his
eyes glittering, *“ we'd start on you again and wallop you
till you couldn't crawi, you rotten cad! You're not fit to
touch! Get up and st®p groaning, you cad! You've got to
talkk business now !’

And Ponsonby staggered to his feet, to talk business,

“You promised fair

you dirty
“You're done with Smith,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Cheap Halr-cut!

HE four nuts of Higheliffe looked in a sorry éﬂight now.

All the bravado had been tuken out of them. They

nursed their injuries, and mumbled, and cast glances

of savage hatred at the Removites. But their

ordeal was not over yet. Harry Wharton took a bill from
his pocket and held it out to Ponsonby.
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“ What's that?" snarled Ponsonby.

¢ That's the bill for the repair of the jiggers at Jones's, in
Courtfield—three pounds ten shillings. You are going to
pay it."”

“1 won't !

« Vavasour will take that bill to Jones's and settle it, and
bring back the receipt here,’” said Wharton guietly. * You
others will etay till. he does it."”

« [—I refuse—absolutely !" stuttered Vavasour. _

“Two of us will go with Vavasour to see that he does it.
Tt will take twenty minutes, sharp walking, to get to Jones’s
and baclk. At the end of twenty minutes, if Vavasour 1is
not back, we shall begin on you three.”

«* And what are you going to do?” sneered Ponsonby.

“ First shave your heads quite bald!”

“ Wha-a-at !”

““ And then your eyebrows.
we've brought a can of tar for it.
by the time that’s done, we shall tar you all over.
will take some time.”

“ You dare not!” howled Ponzonby.

“ You will see.”

“ Y ou—you—ruffians | _

“ We're only asking you to pay for the damage you did,
the exact amount it cost to repair it. We told you at the
time you'd have to pay for it. You remember 7"’

“ You'd better go, Vav,” muttered Ponsonby. ** After
all, three Pc:-und ten’s nothing to us. TI'll stand a sov.
towards it.’

«“ Johnny Bull and Penfold will go with Vavasour,’' said
Harry. “ If he tries to cut off to Highcliffe to get h«El}J
they'll collar him fast enough, and if he gets away they’ll
come back and tell us so. Then the shaving and tarring
will begin.”

““ He shall pay the billI'" snarled Ponsonby.

“ You'd better see that he does!”

The Highclifians dolefully collected the necessary sum
of money. As Ponsonby had said, it was not much to them;
they had plenty of that very necessary article. And Vava-
sour, with imploring requests from his comrades to lose no
time, set off in company with Penfold and Johnny Sull,
who walked one on either side of him, their arms linked in
his quite affectionately.

Harry Wharton took out his watch to keep time. Pon-
sonby and Gadsby and Monson cast longing glances towards
the door as the minutes ticked by.

They were in a state of anxiety that amounted to anguish,

If Vavasour should fail them—if he should escape from his
companions, and run for it—they knew what would happen.

“ Twenty minutes "’ said Harry Wharton at last.

“ Hold on!” gasped Ponsonby, as Bob Cherry took a pair
of scissors from his pocket. "‘?Vnw- will be back in another
minute or two! I told him to }play it square.”’

“We'll give you a chance,”” eaid Harry. ‘‘If they're in
sight we'll wait. See if you can sce them coming, Browney."”

Tom Brown stepped out of the doorway and scanned the
fields. He came in again with a shake of the head.

““ Not in sight,” he said.

“ Then you begin, Bob.”

“ What-ho !’ said Bob Cherry. * 1 haven’t had any train-
ing as a barber, but anybody could cut hair, so long as it
dnes:;::t matter how it’s cut. And it doesn’t matter in this
case.

Ponsonby clenched his fists and backed away.

“Keep off! H

“Collar him !"’

Three or four fellows pinioned Ponsonby, and his head was
dragged down for the amateur barber to commence opera-
tions. Ponsonby struggled wildly but unavailingly.

Then we shall tar your faces—
If Vavasour isn’t back
That

e

““ Keep an eye open for them, Browney,” said Wharton. -

“1;15 soon as they're in sight we'll leave Ponsonby's mop
alone.”
- Right-ho !”” grinned the New Zealander. And he took
up his station outside to watch.

“Go it, Bob !’

The scissors clicked. Ponsonby uttered a scream as the
curly lock of hair he prided himself upon, and which he
curled carefully over his forehead, fell down past his nose.

He struggled madly.

« Monson ! Gaddy! Help me!” he yelled.

But they hung back. There were plenty of fellows ready
to collar them if they ventured to interfere, and they did
not venture.

* How do vou like it done, sir?"” asked Bob, in quite a
professional manner. ** A little bit off the top—eh? And
nicely trimmed round the sides—like that?"”

Fﬂ-l’]ﬂ{h‘l‘!b}' roaned as the scissore zig-zagged through his
thiek hair. He knew what a sight he would be until his
hair had time to grow again. A shower of hair fell past
his flaming face. Then there was a shout from Tom Brown.

““ They're coming !”’

** Chuck it, Bob!”

“ Wouldn't you like another snip, Ponsonby !"" asked Bob
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Cherry anxiously. ““I'm quite getting into the way of it,
you know."

“ Oh, you rotter!”

“Sure you wouldn’t like a little bit off the top "

“No!" shrieked Ponsonby.

“ Well, there's no satisfying some people,” said Bob, as
he restored the scissors to his pocket. ‘I have to pay.to
have my hair cut. Pon’s had his cut for nothing, and still
he’s not satisfied. 1 call it ungrateful !”

 The ungratefulness is terrific, my worthy chum.”

Johnny Bull and Penfold came in with Vavasour.
latter was gasping. :

““ Why didn’t you come back before, you fool " shrieked
Ponsonby, striding furiously towards his friend.

“The dear little fellow was tired,” said Johnny Bull.
He wasn't feeling very fit, poor

The

“ He had to walk slowly.
chap.”

T walked as fast as I could!” snarled Vavasour. “‘I'm
fagged out, absolutely. Ow!” .

e went with a bump to the floor, as Ponsonby hit out.

“ Ow—yow ! What are you up to?” yelled Vavasour.

“ Look at my hair !

Vavasour looked at it, and gasped.

“Oh, crumbs! You do look a sight!”

“T'll make vou look a sight, too, you rotten slacker
roared Ponsonby, rushing upon him; and he would have
done Vavasour considerable damage if Monson and Gadsby
had not dragged him back.

“ Got the receipt?' asked Wharton.

“ Here it is!” snapped Vavasour.

Wharton took the receipt and examined it.
in order. :

““ And Mr. Jones had sent the bikes off already,” said
Johnny Bull, with a chuckle. ** They will be at Greyiriars
by the time we get there ourselves.”

“Good egg!"

“ Gentlemen, this is where the merry party breaks up,”
said Bob Cherry, with an amiable smile at the scowhng
Higheliffians. ‘“If you take good advice, you'll let Grey-
friars chaps alone in the future, even when you're three to
one. Anci] if any one of you wants his hair cut, he's only
got to ask me, and I'll do it free of charge.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

And the Greyfriars chums crowded out of the barn, leav-

I'I'F

It was quite

ing Ponsonby & Co. to their own devices. sby and
Monson and Vavasour limped awaﬁ to Highcliffe; but Pon-
sonby did not go directly home. He called in at the Court-

field barber’s to see what could be done for his hair. The
barber did what he could towards mending the damage, but
he could not restore the chunks of hair that were missing ;
and for a gobd many days afterwards Ponsonby of
Fourth had bald spots, and was chipped and offered Tatcho
till he was nearly frantic.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Secret Outl

LL the Lower School at Greyfriars heard of the way the
H Highcliffe *“ nuts” had been made to pay for the
wanton damage they had done, and chuckled over it
Even Vernon-Smith chuckled when he -heard of it.
Ponsonby & Co. were his friends, but the Bounder had no
great respect for them; and he had a hearty contempt for
anybody who allowed himself to be taken in, and who—as
Fisher T. Fish expressed it—came out at the little end of
the horn.

And so the Bounder did not waste much sympathy upon
Ponsonby & Co. He paid thein a visit the next day, but it
was chivﬂf; to see how Ponsonby looked with his hair cut
by Bob Cherry's artistic hand. I!arhp,pa the Bounder was a
little too amused, for high words passed between them,
and he came away on less excellent terms with the High-
cliffie fellows, and was not in a hurry to visit them again.

Vernon-Smith had plenty of matters to think of just now,
without wasting time on tﬁe Highcliffe crowd. On Saturday
afternoon he disappeared on his bicycle as usual, with a
bundle tied on his handle-bars, and a curious group of
juniors watched him go. These mysterious excursions of
the Bounder were attracting attention far and wide now.
In the little world of school every aberration from the
normal is remarked at once. The Bounder’s friends resented
his desertion of them on every half-haliday, and especially
the fact that he gave them no explanation. What was
he keeping secrets from his own chums for, anyway?

Remove fellows, and fags in the Third and Second forms,
and Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth, all remarked on
these peculiar absences of the Bounder, after they had gone
on for some time,

Even Coker of the Fifth had heard about it, and Coker

19
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told Vernon-Smith, in his big and mighty and condescending
way, that he hoped he wasn't getting into trouble To
which Vernon-Smith replied that when he got into trouble,
and wanted advice from Coker, he wouldn’t fail to let Coker
know it, und that until then Coker would oblige extremely
by keeping his advice wholly for home consumption.

he Bounder did mot seem to care in the least for the
curlusgtf he excited. He certainly did not take the irouble
to satisfy it,

Sooner or later it was probable that the attention of one
of the prefects would be drawn to the matter, and the
Bounder would be questioned. But that had not happened
fat.' Some inquisitive juniors had even gone the length of
ollowing the Bounder on thejr bicycles, but the Bounder
was a hard rider, and not easy to keep up with, and he had
given them the slip in the lanes.

The Bounder came in in time for calling-over on Saturday.
He looked very tired and dusty, and the fellows eyved him
curiously as he came in. He was limping a little.

“Hurt your leg?”’ asked Bolsover major,

“ Knocked it,” said the Bounder,

::;ﬂlﬁp off vour jigger—eh "

L

“Oh, don't answer if you don't wgnt to!"

Bolsover irritably. * Look "here, Smithy, I can tell you
I am getting fe |

up with this giddy mystery. I don't like
secrets.”’

* Lump 'em, then!" said the Bounder, as he passed on.

Bolsover major was inclined to quarrel with him on the
spot, but he remembered that he had been asked to tea in
the atud‘{, and_he did not want to miss one of the Bounder’s
feeds. When Vernon-Smith came down to tea, Skinner and

olsover were in the study ready, and so was Billy Bunter.
Billy Bunter was in_his shirt-sleeves, and he had a fire EOIRg,
and had been cooking. Vernon-Smith had apparently given
}u;ﬁ carte blanche, and Bunter had pPrepared an enormous
eed,

~ Bunter here to tea?’ asked Bolsover ma jor.

The Bounder nodded.

" Yes, rather,” said Bunter emphatically. ““I'm Smithy's
old pal, ain’t I? I have tea with Smithy every day now, don’t
I, Smithy "’

“ You do!" said the Bounder.

“ I'm better treated here than in No. 7, said Bunter confi-
dentially. " Peter Todd can go and eat coke. I told the beast
I was palling on with Smithy, and h id he was sorry for

growled

o said
Smithy—he did, really. I said I declined to have tea with
him any more, and he said it was just in time to prevent a
famine in the study, the beast! I'm sticking to Smithy now,
amn’t I, Smithy ?”’

““Yes; like a leech ! said Vernon-Smith.

Bunter coughed. That was not exactly what he had meant.

lsover and Skinner were puzzled. Why the Bounder should

‘e the greediest and fattest and least pleasing of all the

move to a feed regularly every day was a mystery they
could not solve. The Bounder did not offer to solve it for
them. He did not care whether they were puzzlod or not.

_Mnngr of the Remove had noticed Bunter’s recent familiarity
with the Bounder, and were suirpris:d by it.

Bunter had the run of Smith y's study. He raided his well-
supplied vi}fzbnard as much as he liked. He borrowed his
t-hmgm © was frequently seen in Smithy's own special
padded armchair, with his feet on Smithy’s footstool, eating
Smithy’s tarts and cake, or drinking Smithy's best currant
wine,

The follows could not understand it.

As Snoop observed, if. Smithy had plenty of cash and plenty
of grub, and wanted to chuck them away, be could find some-

v better than Bunter for the purpose—Sidney James
Snoop, for instance. :

On Mondny and Tuesday the chief topic of conversation at
Greyfriars was the first-eleven match -with the Lantham
Ramblers,

Stories of the great form the Lantham men wore in were
told in the common-room and the studies, and considerabl
exaggerated. Grady, their captain, was a mighty man wit
his feet, and there was said to be a recruit in the team, a
mere schoolboy, whose goal-getting powers were a little short
of marvellous.

Lantham had beaten the top club in the County League,
and that fact alone spoke for their form. Wingate knew that
the Greyfriars First had a hard nut to crack.

The first cleven was in great form, however. Wingate was
a tremendous player himsclf, and he kept his men up to the
mark. Courtnevy was a winger of wonderful specd, and North
was a very relinble goalie. Emn Loder and Carne and Walker
had bucked up for the great match, ambitious of distinguish-
ing themselves against Eanthum Ramblers.

g.-l'l'm juniors had all agreed to cut their own footer for that
afternoon, when the Lantham team were to visit Greyfriars.

It was not often that the first eleven played such a mateh,
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and nobody at Greyfriars wanted to miss a single phase of the
ameo.

b On Wednesday morning, as the Remove came out of their

Form-room after lessons for the day were over, a sudden

gmpiht occurred to Bolsover major, and he called to Vernon-
mith.

** Smithy, old man, you're not going out to-day?”’

“Yes, I am.”

You're going off as usual?’ exclaimed Bolsoior.

“Why not?’

" What about the Lantham match?' exclaimed Bolsover.
*“ Aren’'t you going to sce it?"

The Bounder grinned,

“Yes, I shall see it,”’ he said.

* Oh, you're coming back in time—eh "’

" Yes; I shall get back by the time the Lantham men are
here,” said Vernon-Smith. **I wouldn't miss that match for
a term’s pocket-money.”

Billy Bunter burst into a sudden giggle.

““ He, he, he!”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! What are you exploding about?"
demanded Bob Cherry.

** He, he, he!” cackled Banter. ** Oh, Smithy's a deep ’un!
He, he, he!”

““Oh, shut up!” siid the Bounder.

“I'm glad you're not going to miss the match, Smithy,”
said Harry Wharton cordially. S8omehow or other the Famous
Five had come to be on better terms with the Bounder since
his fight with Nugent in the gym. “* All Greyiriars ought to

H-GB itr‘f
“Quite so,” said the Bounder. * You'll be there, of

course 1"’
* What-ho! All of us!™
“ Good!”

After dinner the Bounder mounted his bicycle, and
pedalled away. Bome curious youths who had taken to noting
specially all that the Bounder did, remarked that he had not
taken a bundle with him this time.

But the fellows soon forgot about the Bounder. The whole
school was in a state of expectation for the arrival of the
Lantham Ramblers,

They were coming over in a brake, to arrive before three
o’'clock, kick-off being at three. It was a keen, clear, sunny
day, and the weather and the ground were in the best condi-
tion, and the Greyfriars First Eleven were in great spirits.
They were at the top of their form, and every member of
the eleven was satisfied that the team was the best Greviriars
vould ibly have put into the field. Fellows outside the
team, indeed, could have suggested improvements. Coker, of
the Fifth, sadly admitted that he had doubts about the first
eleven pulling off the match, Wingate having persisted, with
unexampled obstinacy, in leaving Horace Coker off his list.

There was a large crowd round the gates to greet the arrival
of the Lantham brake. .

Very well and fit the Lantham men looked. Grady, a big
and burly fellow, who looked a host in himsclf, fnd his
followers, all in great form. There were twenty fellows in
the brake, the surplus being friends of the players, who had
come with them to see them lick Greyfriars First. or to be
licked by them, as the case might be. And there was a buzz
among the juniors as they caught sight of the Boundor among

the Lantham crowd.

" Hallo, hallo, hallo! There’s Smithy!” said Bob Cherry.

The Bounder grinned at them from the Lantham brake.
Bolsover major jumped on the step as the brake rolled in,
‘:II didn’t know you knew the Lantham chaps, Smithy,” he
said.

To Bolsover's surprise, a chuckle ran through all the Lan-
tham party.

*Sure, he's an old friend,” said Gradv, the Lantham
skipper, .

* Quite an old friond.” said Vernon-Smith.
seeing a Lantham match, do I, you fellows?”

And the whole team laughed,

Wingate & Co. greeted the Lantham players, and thoy wera
shown into their dressing-room, and, to Bolsover's surprise,
Vernon-Smith went in with them. ol s

“ Dash it all "’ said Bolsover, who had posted his minor to
keep a place open for Vernon-8mith next to his own place at
the ropes. * Blessed if I think a Greyfriars chap ought to
be so chummy with a rival team. Just as if ho was backing
up Lantham instead of his own side.” -

L3 i

“*They look in jolly good form,” said Wharton.
first have got all their work cut out." .

** Looks like it!" said Nugent. Blessed if T understand
Smithy being on such jolly good terms with the Lantham
men. I didn't know he {mew them. What a fellow he is for
keeping silly secrets—all about nothing.” )

“Oh, it's his littic way!"” said Harry Wharton, )
humouredly. *““I'm glad he isn't missing the match., It will
be worth sceing." ‘

The crowd thickened round the senior football-ground. The
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this? "

Quite an army of juniors marched round the policemen and his prisoner to the school gates. Taggles came
out of his lodge to lock the gates, and stared at the procession in amazement. ** We, my heye! " he gasped. " Wol
‘‘ Run away from school! " said the officer sternly. from :
tale of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s, entitled * GUSSY'S GUEST ! by Martin Clifford, in “THE GEM”™
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Famous Five had good places close to the ropes. Round the
ficld nearly the whole of Greyfriars had gathered, from the
Sixth Form to the First. Even some of the masters had come
out to see that great matoh.

The Greyfriars team were in the field already, punting the
ball about. Mr. Flynn, the master of the Second, a fresh
and rosy young man of sporting tendencies, was there to
referee the match, in Norfolk-jacket and whistle, The crowd
watched for the appearance of the Lantham men. There woere
a score of them, and the crowd were curious to see which
woere the footballers. - There was a cheor as Grady was socen
::_.-:-qug out, in the blue-and-white of Lantham, with his team
alter 1100,
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“ Fine-looking team !’ Johnny Bull commented. * Plenty
of work there for the First. Eight, nine, ten! Why, where's

the cleventh man?”

* My hat!”

* ook !

*“ The Bounder!™

““In Lantham colours!"

“What on carth does that mean?’

The Greyiriars fellows rubbed their eves, and looked again.

Were they drecaming ?

There was Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greviriars, elad
im the blue and white of the Lantham Ramblers, marching
into the field with the Lantham team.,

A Splondid Compicto Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co, Order Early.
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The Bounder heard the buzz of amazement, and he grinned.

“My only Aunt Jemima!’ roared Bob Cherry. “* The
Bounder's playing for Lantham !"

“ Impossible 1

“ Great Scott " )

‘*“ Playing for Lantham! Th& Bounder! Oh, great pip!”

It was a roar of astonishmerit. There could no doubt

of it. The Bounder was in the Lantham colours, and without
hinr there would have been only ten men in Grad y's team. The
Bounder was playing for Lantham !

The Greyfriars fellows simply gasped.

That, then, was the Bounder's secrot |

And the gecret was out now !

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bravo, the Bounder!

ERNON-SMITH—playing for Lantham | ;
v The words ran hike wildfire through the Greyfriars
crowd,
The whele field was in a buzz.

Wharton remembered what he had heard—of the *school-
boy recruit " who had been taken into the Lantham team, who
had done great things for them.

And it was the Bounder of Greyfriars.

Now was oxplained the Bounder's anxiety to keep the
Famous Five from visiting Lantham on the day of the match
with the county league [‘-ﬁlh. They would have seen him in
the Lantham ranks. And he wanted to keep his secret till
the very end—till it was disclosed in this sudden and dramatic

way.
]':Filly Bunter chuckled the chuckle of superior know-
edge,

“He, he, he! He, he, he!”

I knew it all alﬂn%!
“You saw him play at Lantham ' demanded Bob Cherry,
scarcely able to believe in the astonishing diseovery even
INOWw,

“He, he, he! Yes.”

“And what did you kee

“Oh, really, Wharton,
know!"

“ You mean, he fed you up to the chin to keep you quiet !™
growled Skinner. “T understand now why he let you have
the run of his study, you fat rotter !”

“Jolly rotten for a Greyfriars chap to be playing against
Greyfriars " growled Johnny Bull. * Just like Smithy ! And
the awful n@rve—playing against the first !”

"' Look at Wingate ! grinned Skinner, * He doesn’t catch
-D'ﬂ -!‘l

George Wingate was staring at the Bounder blankly, simply
astounded to see the Bounder of Greyfriars in the ranks of
Lantham Ramblers,

He did not understand it; and he did not like jt.

“What are you doing here, Vernon-Smith 7 Wingate
:lutmandﬂd, in a voice that could be heard by all the spec-
tators,

“Playing for my team !’ said the Bounder, whose voice,
though not loud, reached EVery ear.

This was the Bounder's moment, and he enjoyed it. Never
had he had so ample a share of the limelight he loved. The
EFTEE- of all Greyfriars were upon him; and here he WaS, in
the midst of the assembled school, parleying on equal terms
with the head of the Sixth—the captain of Greviriars—the
skipper of the first eleven. There was no trace of excite-
ment about the Bounder. He was cool as ice,

“Your team? The Lantham team?’

ii Y’EE‘.’,

“You are a junior of this school.
of the Lantham Ramblers.”

“Iam. My own Form didn’t want me in the Form team.
[ haven't had a chance to play here, and 1 joined a eclub that
wanted me—that's all !"

“ And you've got the cheek to come here and play the first
eleven—you, a fag of the Lower Iourth !’ exclaimed T.oder
angrily.

. Why not?’ said the Bounder coolly. “If my ukipper
>onsiders me good enough to play against you, it's no business
of yours, Loder " '

** Why, you cheeky cub——*

Wingate signed to the angry prefect to be silent.
woked concerned.

“Is there any objection to Smith
<new he belonged to this school, but
ny club.”

e ﬂf;rtaiﬂljr I had,” said the Bounder. * The Head gave me
Cave.

“He has played for us in half a dozen matches,”” went on
arady. I offered to leave him out of the team, if he didn’t
care to play against his own school: but he said it would be
all right.”
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it dark for?’ demanded Wharton.
couldn’t give a pal away, you
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Grady

laj,'imir?" he asked. “1
e had permission to join

ball to the
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“Right as rain!" said the Bounder. * There can be ns
objection; no one has a right to object,. I'm a regular
member of the Lantham Ramblers, and no one has a right to
ask or care what school I belong to!”

“Well, that's right enough,”” said Wingate, after a use.
“It was a surprise, that's all, and T can't say I like playing
against a junior in a fag Form. But it's Grady's business
whether he Flﬂ;;ﬂ you or not, that's certain. I've nothing to
say against it !’

" We're wasting time,” suggested the Bounder.

It was a keen enjoyment to the iron-nerved young rascal to
talk like that to the captain of Greyfriars, at whose frown the
Lower School were accustomed to tremble.

“We're ready, Grady!” said Wingate short] y.

And the teams lined up.

The Bounder was outside-right in the Lantham array. All
Greyfriars’ oyes were upon the Bounder when the ball was
kicked off. His amazing presence in the Lantham eleven waa
still being discussed in every tone of surprise, indignation,
wrath, or admiration, according to the personal views of the
fellows discussing it.

“ After all, what he said is quite true,” Mark Linley
observed candidly. *‘His own Form didn't want him, and
he had a right to play for Lantham if he chose. I ean't say I
think it’s good taste to play against his own school ; but——"

" But the Bounder was never suspected of having any good
taste "' grunted Bull

" But what use will he be against the Greyfriars first ?”
g;untﬁd ?gﬂv;r.r. “ Grady must be off his dot to play a kid
like that!"

“He, he, he! You should have seen him playing the

county club 1" chuckled Billy Bunter. “I saw him. My pal
Smithy is a regular scorcher, I tell you!”
Harry Wharton's brow was wrinkled a little, He knew

that the Bounder could be a first-class player when he chose,
and if he cared to restrain his selfish instincts in play. He
knew that Vernon-8Smith would play the game of his life
to-day; and if he distinguished himself against such mighty
men as the Greyfriars first, it would be a great score for tho
Bounder.

And then the pressure of public opinion would be very
strong to make Wharton find a place for him in the Remove
team. The Bounder's success to-day would mean trouble
for Harry Wharton afterwards. Onece more Wharton realised,
as he had had to realise before, that the deep cunning of the
Bounder made his old rival one too many for him.

The Remove, of course, wanted Ureyfriars to win: but if
a member of their Form scored over the senior eleven, it
would be a triumph for the Remove that would make Vernon-
Smith the hero of the hour. Indeed, Wharton himself
would not be able to avoid sharing in that satisfaction—if a
member of the Remove proved too much for the seniors.

Lantham had kicked off, and they had followed up the ball
into the home half. But the Greyfriars defence was sound.

For a quarter of an hour there was a struggle, with
I].; dvantnge to neither side. Then a lithe and active form in
lue an

white was soon speeding along the touch-line with
the ball; and Bolsover ma jor ahnute-g, forgetting for the
moment that he was cheering the enemy:

“* Go it, Smithy! Put her through !

But the Grﬂgfriara backs wero good, and they stopped that
sudden rush; but, even as Vernon-Smith was charged over—
somewhat spitefully—by Carne of the Sixth, he centred the
antham centre-forward, and it went into the net
with a whiz. North, in goal, bad no chance of stopping 1it,
There was u shout :

“ Goal !

First blood for Lantham '

Harry Wharton glanced at the Clo.

" That’s not like old Smithy,” he said. “0ld Smithy
would have run in with the ball, and shot for goal and lost it.
This is a new Smithy, by gum!”

““He's playing the game "' said Johnny Bull, with unwilling
admiration. ‘] never saw a neater pass than that—and Carne
was charging him right down. He must have come a
cropper, too. CUarne meant that.”

The Bounder had come a cropper; but he did not seem
to care. He was a little dizzy from his erashing fall, but he
was all right again by the time the teams lined up for the
restart.

And the Grevfriars first, who had been disnosed to be
utterly scornful and disregarding towards that mere junior
who had the cheek to play them, looked upon Vernon-Smith
with different eyes now, ile. was an opponent whom it would
pay to watch.

is own side had evidently learned to value his play.
Grady, who was at centre-half, was careful to foed his ontside-
right well. And the swift and brilliant dashes of the Lantham
winger gave Wingate & Co, plenty of trouble.

The Bounder did not seem, as of old. hun ry for goals.
He had learned to play the game—to know his place and
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kecp 1, and to contribute to the general success without
endeavouring to shine himself. ,

Had it been otherwise, indeed, the Lantham skipper wonld
not have played him. And, although in size and wm%}yt
Vernon-Smith was nowhere near the Greyfriars players, his
speed, his quick resource, his marvellous accuracy 1n passing,
more than compensated for deficiencies in other respects
And the Bounder, conscious that he was playing the game
of his life, was wonderfully careful. He must have felt his
old temptation to risk success on the chance of a personal
score; but he kept it down, und played the game all the
time,

As the first hualf drew to 1ts close, the Bounder’s chance
came, and he was on it in a flash. The ball came out to
him on the wing, and he ran it up the field, and he gave
a flashing glance round. Three foes were rushing upon
him, and he had outpaced the Lantham forwards, and there
was no one ready to take a pass. A shot for goal was
risky, but there was every reason for risking it. Play for
safety is not always the best play. And the Bounder,
seeming to squirm like an eel round the rushing backs and
halves, kicked while still on the run, and North jumped in
goal ; but his finger-tips glided from the leather, and it was
m the net.

Then the whole crowd roared:

“ Goal !

Grady rushed up to Vernon-Smith, and clapped him wildly
on the back. It was a kick under the most dificult circum-
stances, and it had come off.

“ Bravo, Smithy "’ Harry Wharton found himself shouting.
“Well kicked! Oh, well kicked !”

And Mr. Flynn blew the whistle before the score could be
changed, and the first half closed with Lantham two goals
to ml.

“ Looks rather rotten for Greyfriars!” said Bolsover major,
w;]th K grin. - “ Old S8mithy is a bit too thick for them—
what ¥’

“"Main’t a Lantham match at all!” chuckled Peter Todd.
“It’s the SBixth and Fifth against the Reinove—and the

Remove wins!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"’

““ What do you think of him now, Wharton?" demanded
Bolsover major, perhaps expecting some reply full of annoy-
ance and exasperation; but Wharton replied, heartily and
frankly :

* Rapping, old man—simply ripping!"

And Johnny Bull chimed in:

““*1 don’t like to see Greyfriars licked, but if Greyfriars
is going to be licked, it's best for the Remove to give ‘em
the licking, and keep it in the family.”

*“*Ha, ba, ha!”

But Wingate and his men did not mean to be licked if
they could help it. They lined up for the secoid half in
a grim and determined mood. And for a time fortune—ever
fickle—smiled upon them. There was a roar of cheering
from the erowd as Wingate put the ball into the net, an
broke his duck for Greyfriars.

Then followed a steady struggle, with varving fortune.
Somoetimes right up to the Greyfriars goal, and then swayin
away down in the visitors’ half. Lantham were putting a
they knew into it now—and 8o were Greyfriars First. Many
of the players on both sides were panting—it was a g_r}leli_ing
game. But the Bounder was fresh as paint, sound in win
and limb, as Peter Todd remerked. And the juniors mar-
velled, for they knew the Bounder’'s habits, cigarette-
smoking among them. But they recalled that for tﬁﬂ rast
few weeks the Bounder had not been seen to smoke nor to
take French leave from the dormitory after hights out. The
Bounder had been training for this; and traiming told. He
was at the top of his form—cool, steady, composed, quick
as li%‘htning. . _

“* Twenty minutes to go,”’ said Bob Cherry, with a glance
up at the clock-tower. ‘‘ Hallo, hallo, hallo! There go

Greyfriars! On the ball! _
[E -

Hurray !
'.“-"' I..n". s

L]

Wingate & Co., with a com-
bined - effort, broke through
the Lantham defence. The
attack was hot and well sus-
tained; and it succeeded.
From the foot of Courtney
the leather shot in, and the
Lantham custodian was
beaten.,

The score was level now—
two goals th two.

Ten minutes more to play.
Wingate's men were packing.
After all, it would be some-
thing to draw with the Lan-
tham men, who had beaten
the top club in the County
Leacue. The Lantham men
pressed fercely; bat “ paad ™ -
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was put to every effort to get the ball through. When they
had beaten the backs, North was ready in goal, and the
leather would go away to miud-ficld from his eteady foot. |

“ Five minutes to go,”’ said Nugent. * It’ll be a draw.”

The fisld had changed like a kaleidoscope. Inetead of a
pressing attack by Lantham on a packed goal, tilﬂre_ was a
falling back of the Lantham men for defepce, and a vigorous
omslaught by Greyfriars. Right up to the Lantham goal
the tide of battle surged, and Greyviriars’ hopes rose high.
The ball came out of the press ke a pip from an orange,
and a lithe figure in blue-and-white was on it in a flash
And that lithe figure in blue-and-white went up the field like
lightning. There was a yell.

Go it, Bounder!”’

*“ The Bounder's got it!

Where were the Greyfriars men? Where were the halvea?
The backs? In that last deeperate attack the defence was
broken up, and the sudden lightning-like rush had found
the home team wanting. Only a single back now between
the Bounder and goal. Buit North was in goal, watching
him with all his eyes. And Carne of the Sixth, at back,
simply hurled himself at the Bounder. But Smithy, like
the lively insect in the story, was not *‘ there.”” He seemed
to curl round Carne, leaving him charging blindly on, and
broke for goal. North was ready, as the Bounder paused an
instant, with the whole field after him. Twe minutes more
to go—and the fate of the match hanging upon the Bounder,
and the Bounder alone. For his own comrades were as
hopelessly out of it as*his opponents. It was between him
and the goalie, and he had about ten seconds to shoot before
he was run down. And his right foot rose—and North was
ready—and quick as lizhtnivg the Bounder changed his feet,
and kicked into the far corner of the net, taking North so
utterly by surprise that he did not even know the ball was
in the net till he heard the tremendous roar from the crowd:

“GOAL!"

The Bounder had done it! He had kicked the winnin
goal. For the whistle went by the time the ball was toss
out, and the great match was over. Greyfriare First were
defeated by three goals to two; and the winning goal had
been kicked by Vernon-8mith of the Remove, for Lantham.

There was a roar of cheering. Between chagrin at the
defeat of Greyfriars, and exultation at the glorious success
of a Greyfriars junior against the seniors, the feelings of the
crowd were a little mixed. But they all agreed in cheering
that splendid goal, taken almost single-handed by the
Bounder against the First Eleven. The crowd surged upon
the field, shouting, And Bolsover major and Skinner seized
Vernon-Smith, and carried him off on their shoulders.

Round him the Removites crowded and cheered. Harry
Wharton was the first to shake hands with the Bounder—
somewhat to his surprise.

““ B0 thut was the giddy secret, demanded
Wharton.

““ That was it,”’ grinned the Bounder. )

“Well, I don’t ike a chap playing against his own schoot
but you played a ripping game—a splendid game,” sa
Harry. ‘1 congratulate you."

*“ Thanks!" e Bounder's hard face softened. “I'm
blessed if I expected this of you, Wharton. It—it's jolly
decent of you to take it like this.”

Harr:z' Wharton laughed.

“ We're all jolly pleased to see a Remove chap score ovel
the Sixth, of course,” he said. **I wish it hadn’'t meant a
Grevfriars’ defeat, that's all. But you've.played a won-
derful game—<clean, good play, all the way through.”

“ What price Smithy for the Remove eleven?’ demanded
Bolsover major. “* I suppose we're not going to let Lantham
keep him, when he's aucl!-lmtupping form—what "

“If Smithy cares to play
for ns, as he's played for Lan-
tham, he’s welcome to a place
in the Form eleven,” said
Harry at once. "1 always
said he was a top-hole player,
if he would give the rest of
the team a look-in. And as
he seems to have learned to
do that for Lantham, I don’t
see why he shouldn’t do.it for
us.”

“I will—honour bright!"”
gaid the Bounder.

And he meant 1it.
{Another splendid long.-

was it?"’

LTI

complete tale of tie
Greyfriars chums neat
Monday, entitied, " THE
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READ THIS FIRST.
Ferrers Lord, the !amous multi-millionaire, is surrounded in his magnificent London residence by his friends Ching-Lung, Barry O’Rooney,

Gan-Waga the Eskimo, and Prout & Co.—the stalwarts of the millionaire’s famous

submarine, the Lord of the Desp. After a period of inaction

there is a rumour afioat titat Ferrers Lord is about to start upon one of his great expeditions ai i k ionaire hi
devoting all his attehtion to a curiosly carved narwhal’s tusk which he has picked u?nin an E:ft-ﬂia !:::jﬂn::i“!:. ll:];i;l.mn'l";:‘ lmfﬁvﬁ
to be hollow, and to contain some gold coins and a small wad of parchment, which bears a strange message from the sea. This tells of a

mysterfous floating island inhabited by s monsters, which Ferrers Lord determines to go in s
tmﬂ hands board the Lord of the Deep, and the ooy
—bare and :huur-lunun:—agm}m to be floating in the sky. i

bantom island **
¢ mysterious isl
never

eria '’ in advance.

be & mirage without a substance. The

eruption occurs, in the course of which a blazing fireball falls on the Lo

Thurston immediately christens the
e adventurers at last catch sight of ** Mysteria.”
It is & mirage, but, as Ferrers Lord points out, there can

onaire determines to start in pursuit of the floating island at once, but a terrifi : volcanie
rd of the Deep. passing through her from deck to keel. The millionaire

runs the submarine aground in the bay of the nearest island, and sends Ching Lung and Thurston with a party of men in the launch to cut some

I“ﬂa nﬂ Imdin‘ tha m ﬂ
They ignore the wuui:';:t:nz" g:nﬂmﬂ“ by a curious figure in
island, by swimming, under cover of the fog.
tree, and securely ties them up.
night by a mysterious yacht oa
away from the cliffs. The
they had lett the Lord of

& red tam-o'-shanter, who warns them that the island belongs to Germany.

ff > '[;J;jun:: Ll;’l:za “{:nrn:"ﬂgl .d,'-“t’pf! ““‘E'.]“Hnt r;ﬂm. and forces them to leavesthe
. - ’ alm nd, is captured an i )

oamed Bullock, less brutal than the rest, refreshes him with some water. imprisoned in a cave. One of his captors, 8 man

While his captors are in a drunken sleep, Ching-Lung manages to zet

In the meantime, Ferrers Lord and some of the crew go in search of him. Their boat is nearly ran down in the

mmu_ no lights, and when the first streaks ot dawn appear they are able to make the vessel out, anchored two miles
onaire examines it throogh his glasses, but makes no comment. He

the Deep. Then, in utter amazement, they stared at one another, for the submarine had completely disappeared !

orders the boat to return to the creek where

(Now go on with the story.)

The Return of Ching-Lung.

* Chingy, ahoy! Ahoy-oy-oy!”

Gan-Waga gave a mighty yell of relief and delight.

“It's my Chingy! 'Ray, 'ray! Dat's my Chingy.  Oh,
butterfuls. 'Hoy, ’hoy, "hoy! Chingy, hoy!”’

A figure was sorambling down the cliff, and it was Ching-
Lung. They pulled hastily.

"' Where's the submarine?” cried Ferrers Lord.

Ulilng—Lung, disreputable and dirty, scrambled into the

at,

" Where's what?’ he asked. * The old submarine? How
do I know, old man? Do you think I've got her in my
pocket 7™’

" Blow silly subrines!” shrieked Gan-Waga. ** Who cares
fo' subranines? We gots Chingy. Oh, butterfuls—butter-
fuls! Ho, ho, ho, ho, hoo! Oh, T coulds eats yd’, Chingy !
What you' goes away fo'? 'Ray, 'ray, 'ray! Kisses me!’

** Hold steady, blubberbiter!™ said Ching-Lung. * You
know I love you. But what's the row? I've only just got
here. What have you done with her! Has she foundered?”’

Ferreis Lord laughed.

"I expect she has,’’ he answered. ** Hal Honour is such
a worker of wonders that I suppose that is just what has
happened. I actually had a shock when we came over the
bar, He has evidently managed to repair the tank-pumps,
and to close the fore compartment. He's down there, of
course, patching up the hole. At first I almost fancied that
she had becn torpedoed, or something equally amusing.”

“ Then,"” said Ching-Lung, * I'd advise you to run out to
sea. A toseing will do us all good.”

* What do you mean?"

“ That several people have taken a most unreasonable dis-
like to me. I tried to make mvyself agreeable, but they were
s0 rude that I had to club one fellow over the head to teach
him minners, and, you bet, I gave him a full-sized headache !
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The half-dozen who were looking for me ought to be along
about now. They’re looking for me with guns and things.
It's better to be sea-sick than bullet-sick any day of the
week—:éh, Gan? Push her round, lads, and let us hook it.
The place is fairly bubbling over with nastiness.”

While he spoke, to show that he meant what he said,
Ching-Lung seized a pair of oars. Once more the dinghy
tossed over the foam of the bar.

“*Get your fist round a rifle, Tommy," added the prince,
“and if you see anything in the shape of a red tam-o'-
shanter fry to knock a hole in it. The man who owns that
hat has rotten taste. He doesn’t like me.”

*“ And, by hokey, he won't be on 'and-shakin’ terms wi'
me, neither, if I can ’elp it!"" growled the steersman. ** Drat
it! I'm so cold I can "ardly ’old a gun!”

" She’s comin’ up, sir!"” eried Maddock, as the dinghy rose
high on the crest of a wave. ‘' See 'er, sir?”

The conning-tower of the Lord of the Deep broke through
the green water, the pale sunlight flashing on the glass-
covered dome. At that moment a bullet cut through the
sall and nicked a groove in the mast. The report of a
gun sounded.

" And there's most illustrous Red-Nob!"” ghouted Ching-
Lung. * Let him have it, Tommy!"
*Five men came running along the cliffs. Faber's red
tam-o'-shanter marking him out. Prout fired, but the little
boat plunged so much that shooting was a matter of pure
luck. Naturally, the bullet went wide.

“ Keep low, boys,” said Ferrers Lord. ** There's not much
chance of being hit. Aha! Another hole in the sheet,” he
added. *' Now, Prout, try your luck again. It's five hun-
dred yards—not more."”

Faber dropped on one knee to aim at the boat. He fired
too soon. Prout answered the shot without effect.
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“ Hooray! One of 'em’s got it, souse me!"” roared Mad-

dox excitedly.

One of the running figures collapsed, flinging his rifle into
the air, some seconds after Prout had fired. Either one of
his companions had shot him accidentallv, or else the fatal
bullet had come from the submarine, for Prout had certainly
not fired it. The mystery was explained in a moment. The
four survivors turned and bolted inland like so many startled
rabbits bolting for their holes.

* They didn’t expect that liver-pill!” grinned his Highness
of Kwaihal. **'Bout ship, my sons, and don't waste anf;
time. Red Nob has only run away on a trial gallop. He'll
come back, if I'm not very much mistaken, looking for me.
As 1 told you, he has shocking bad taste—he don't like me.”

“ Den he a silly fatheads, Chingy!’ beamed Gan-Waga.

“'Phat’'s a fact, sonny. We'd better let them know we're
here, or they'll be going down again, and leaving us to face
the music. Burn some powder, somebody. Now, Tommy,
put your beef into it.”

Ferrers Lord emptied the six chambers of his revolver
into the air. A cheer swept down the bay. It was repeated
again and again, when Ching-Lung stood up n the bows
and showed himself.

“ Dey likeses yo' aln’, Chingy.”
such silly fatheads, hunk? Ho, ho, hoo!
pretty.’”

This statement was absolute truth. Ching:Lung’s adven-
turcs had done nothing towards improving his appearance.
He resembled an uncommonly dirty tramp. His pigtail had
become uncoiled, and it hung over his shoulders in a tangled
manc.  Altogether he was a most uncleanly and unpleasant
abject.

Iar.:l]:;hu cheers were minegled with laughter as he climbed the
der.

““ Hoist the dinghy aboard, and be emart ! said Ferrers
Lord. * Well, Harold?"”

‘* Better,” said the engineer, with a curt nod.

““Can we sail her?”

Hal Honour shook his head.

* How soon, then?®”

“ In three days.”

“Rah!”" said the millionaire, with an impatient shrug.

There was a sharp ery and the spiteful squibbing of a
gun,

The millionaire’s face blazed ficrcely as he tore a rifie
from the rack. ‘

Prout, with the limp figure of a sailor in his arms,
staggered into the wheelhouse. _

« Qnined from behind the left pillar, eir; and it's bad,”
he said. * They'll ’ave another, or more, by hokey, afore
we can get the dinghy up !”

“ Leave her, then! All hands below!”

His ringing shout brought the men scuttling into sheltér,
The door was shut. _

As the submarine began to sink, dragging the dinghy with
her, a face, capped by a red tam-o’-shanter, rose above a
ghoulder of the pillar.

“We've got ’em, Larkin!"" croaked Juhus Faber. * Sub-
farine or no submarine, we've got em! Curse Stumpy for
lettin’ the Chow know we'd found Cinnabar, and then get
free! But they won't get their thievin' fingers on the richest
lode ever struck. We've got 'em, I tell you!”

The fat man snorted.

“ How are you going to do it?"’ he asked huskily. * You're
clever, but I don’t see how you can fake this.”’

‘“ Then I'll show you. I'll mine the darned creek, and blow
the lot of ’em eky-high! Let’s find that fool they shot. Who
was it¥"

“ Bullock.” :

““ Oh, it was Bullock, was it?"” said Faber, turning away
callously. * Then if he’s not dead, he can die! He's a sight
better off dead, for he's too white-livered a fool to be any
use alive. We'll get aboard and start to get those mines
ready. I didn’t work in an arsenal for nothing, and I didn’t
locate Cinnabar to allow the first pack of thieves that come
to rob me of it.”

“ Tt strikes me, skipper,” said Larkin, brushing his dirtfr
frock-coat, ** we haven't got all the luck. How can we tell
she ain't clear of the bay already?”

Faber gave him a glare of contempt.

“ Whe's got a bole in her as big as a door,” he answered.
“ Your business is to bring alongside the six-pounder.”

““ Tt has a mighty nasty flavour of piracy to me, boss”
said Larkin—*' a beastly flavour! Hallo! There's the shipl
She's coming into the bay!”

“ Bring along the six-pounder, Larkin, and we’ll pepper
her if she comes up,” said Faber. *I'll fill this place so full
of minee that a cork wouldn't swim in or out without ex-
ploding one. Ahoy! Ahoy!”

A man, lying prone on the thin grass, raised a feeble hand
and groaned. Faber looked round, but tock no further

gsaid Gan. ‘' Dey nots
Yo' mnots look
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Deals More with Words tham Deeds, and Describes How the
Chief Set About Killing a Bullock,

Ching-Lung sat down to his breakfast with the appetite of
a small elephant. To Thurston he gave a brief account of his
adverftures. After clubbing an unknown man in the ravine,
he had hidden amongst the rocks until dawn broke. After
that he had scaled the cliffs, exchanged shots with the enemy,
and bolted for the creek with half a dozen ruffians in hot
pursuit.

** It sounds rather exciting,’” said Ru , yawning. ‘‘You
still continue to make & bigger fool of yourself than Nature
intended you to be—which 1s saying a lot. ¥You've kept most
of us up all night, you rascal. The next time you intend to
play euch a silly trick, be good enough to give us due warning,
will you? Then we can go to bed in comfort, and leave you to
get out of the mess. I'm off to my little cot.”

“8o long, old sulky! Good-after-morning,” rinned his
Highness. ** You do know how to give a poor fellow a kind
welcome after he’s escaped by the epidermis of his molars.”

“* What pepperdermis of molars, Chingy?"’ asked Gan, who
was vigorously gnawing a ham-bone. ** Not knows him."

‘““ To escape by the epidermis of onc's molars, my ignorant
Eskimoses,”” said Ching-Lung, ‘' is exactly and precisely the
same as to get out of a hole by the skin of one’s teeth.”

“ Lots easier to get out of holes wid a ladders, Chingy;” re-
marked Gan-Waga sensibly. ** Ole Rupert's gootteds de pips
bad, hunk?”’

““ As badly as a cheap orange, blubberbiter.
more pottee in the coff ¥’

Gan-Waga peered into the depthe of the massive silver
coffee-pot, and shook his head.

“ Only de grounds, Chingy.”

“ Oh, walk about in them and pick flowers!” said the Prince
of Kwai-hal. * I've got too many grounds as it is. Give me
some tea instead, please, sir. Is there any left?”

“ Justs Ae leaves, Chingy,” answered the blubberbiter, * I
drunked all de teas.” ;

“ Then you'd better make a giddy wreath with the leaves,
and stick it on your head, sonny. I've lost my appetite
through eating so much. Shall we go and look at the sun-
rise, or shall we go to bed?"”’

Gan promptly declared for bed. Tt had been a wearying
night for both of them, and there was nothing to keep them
up. His Highness turned in, and, lulled by the faint, regular
tapping of hammers, promptly fell into a dreamless slumber.

*“ Only ten minutes to dinner-time, sir.”

Joe's lusty voice awoke Ching-Lung. He was amazed to
find that he had more than slept the clock round. He felt
thoroughly refreshed. He washed hastily, and went to the
saloon. ‘lyhe millionaire, in a dress-suit, was already seated
at the table.

 How's the wounded man, old chap?” was Ching-Lung’s
first question. ‘‘ I heard it was nothing very serious.”’

* Nothing more than a flesh-wound. 'We have been hard at
work while you have been taking your ease.”’,

‘“ And progressing, 1 hope!?”’

“Zlowly,” answered Ferrers Lord. ‘We shall have to
put new plates into her. Honour is quite tireless. 1 was
compelled to threaten to put him in irons. He flatly declined
to rest.”

“ Good old never-say-die!” laughed Ching-Lung. * Here
he comes, looking as fresh as paint. Hallo, pespetual
motion! How goes it now? They tell me you've been work-
ing. How dare you?”’

The handsome engineer smiled, and sat down. Rupert
Thurston followed him in. Little was said until the coffrc
was handed round, and cigars lighted. Then Ferrers Lerd
leaned forward, and filled the liqueur glasses with green
Chartreuse. The prince raised his glass and bowed.

“ Gentlemen,” said Ching-Lung, ‘‘ good luck! You Britors
are suEpuaed to tuke your pleasures sadly, but as 1 gaze into
vour beautiful and—hem !—manly faces, 1 see mothing to
suggest that you take your sorrows any way except cheer-
fuﬁ;,-. Here we are at the bottom of the sea in a crip?lod
vessel, and upstairs are certain gentlemen who dislike us all in
general, and myself in partieular.”

Is there any

““ Hears, hears!’ gurgled Gan-Waga, who was eating
custard on the hearthrug. “Dem's my snentimonts,
Chingy !"’

Thurston tapped a silver ash-tray thoughtiully with his
coffee-cup. They all looked at the millionaire.

“ Come, Lord,” said Rupert, *‘ we are all waiting for you.
We want your opinion.”

Ferrers Lord shrugged his shoulders in his odd way.

“It's a puzzle to me to know whether to laugh or he
furious,” he said lazily. “ It would be difficult for me to be
furious, 1 suppose.” .

A Bplendid Compiete Tale of Harry
p\:’hnrlnn & Co, Order Early.
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“ Do try, old chap,” said Ching-Lung pleadingly. * We'd
love to see it 1"

“Dem's my snentiments, Chingy,” put in the Eskimo.
“ Hears, hears!”

Everybody laughed.

v «Drjer, down there in the gallery!” said the prince.
“You're making such a row that we can’t seo the stagg!”

“Den asks de lady in de bigs hats to takes him -offs and
sits on hims,”’ gurgled Gan-Waga, running his forefinger
round the dish and sucking it with gusto. ““Ho, ho, hoo!
Dat's a jokes! Ain't it butterfuls, hunk 7’

The- millionaire rose, and leaned his elbow on the mantel-
piece, his eyes fixed on the glowing bulbs of the electrio

radiator. * ‘
“At least,” he said, ‘‘the situation iz novel, almost
romantic. In these dull, prosaic days it is absolutely refresh-

ing. I am inclined to be grateful to our friend of the red
cap for giving us a new sensation. It is practically impos-
sible to be angry, or to look at the affair from a very serious
point of view.”

“H you can look upon bullets as jokes. you must have a
queer sense of humour, Lord,” said Rupert Thurston. * Do
you mean to pass over the whole thing?"’

Ferrers Lord turned with the same puzzling shrug of his
shoulders,

“ What would you do? Give us your safe and fatherly
advice, gy dear fellow. We are all attention.”

" What would I do? TI'd look at the facts squarely and
fairly, and decide. Here are the facts: We are forbidden to

d on an jsland, where we have every right to land, by a
roystering filibuster. Naturally, not being children to run
away, we do land. A gang of ruffians stave in our boat, and

ro upon us. They take Ching-Lung a prisoner, and, later
on, deliberately shoot one of our men. Are we going to take
all this lying down? "T'he idea is preposterous!”

" Hears, hears! My snentiments agains, Chingy "’ chimed
in Gan-Waga.

“1 fancy we sailed in search of Mysteria,” said the million-
aire. ** Now, Honour, our silent oracle, speak !”

* No—work,” said the engineer.

He walked out and shut the door. In less than ten minutes
his helmeted figure passed the window.

" The oracle having flatly declined to speak,” said Ching-
Lung, “I must take the liﬁerty of exercising my chin. As
I may before have stated, the high and mighty Red Nob has
taken a dislike to me, and I have taken a dislike to him.
There is another gentleman known as Larkin—a gentleman
with a fat body and a remarkably thin voice, to whom 1 owe
a little. If a gentleman sticks his unwashed knuckles into
the back of your neck, and keeps on pushing the bitter end
of a rifle into ‘Fmr spine, you don’t feel inclined to love him
very much, o tell you the honest truth, you wouldn’t find
a finer gang of rascals in any convict prison than Red Nob
and Company. They're roal darlings! I've been personally
introduced to some of 'em, and, therefore. vou can take my
word for it. 1 agree with Rupert that they ought to be
taught a jolly stiff lesson, and at once !"

“Hoorays! My snentiments onces mores, Chingy !I"" erowed
Gan-Waga. “ ‘Taughts dems stiffs lesson. Good "nough ™

Ching-Lung threw a cigar at him, and Gan grinned his
gratitude.

““Well, I am not in such a hurry to turn schoolmaster,” said
Ferrers Lord. *“ They have made it rather awkward for us,
to be sure, but we shall get over it. I intend to teach theimn
a lesson, but not at present.”

i Wh}r not

““ Because only foolish people raid a beehive until the combs
are filled with honey. Let us wait until this beehive—wasps’-
nest would be a better name—is stored with quicksilver,
Quicksilver is a very marketable commodity.”

“That’s the most sensible statement I've heard since I
spoke myself,”” said Ching-Lung. “‘I.et 'em work, and then
I shall have such a gleesome lark with Larkin, and show you
how to get quicksilver quick. And if I don’t make Don Red
Nobo chew his own tam-o -shanter, and make Larkin shout
louder than he ever shouted since he started to put, on flesh,

ou may refer to me, without running any personal risk of
aving your face pushed in, as a flab-toed chonkabooz !”

** Absolute idiot !”” said Rupert Thurston.

“The same to you, and many of em, and don’t spare the
vinegar,”’ chuckled the prince. * Wait till you meet a flab-
toed chonkabooz! Those critters are hot stulf. Come along,
Gan. They're starting to call us names, so this is no place
for refined folk like ourselves. Let's go and gather mush-
;uuma in the grassy glade, and trip it o’er the lea with nimble
eot !"

Lran waddled after the prince as far as the billiard-room,
and perched himself on the piano-stool,

“ Shall I plays and singses to vo', Chingy, Lhunk "

"*1f you hke, Eskimoses. A fortune-teller told me I should
die a violent death, so I don't mind. Sing me something
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soothing, like ‘She hit him with the fender, just because she
loved him s0." Do you know that song?’

Gan said he did, and brought both his clenched fists down
on the keys. 'I'hen, opening his cavernous mouth, he let out
a weird, ear-splitting howl, that made Ching-Lung leap a
good yard into the air. One howl was enough to make any
himan being turn faint; the second to kill him dead.

Ching-Lung hooked his foot round a leg of the piano-stool,
and jerked it from under the singer. Gan-Waga struck the
carpel with a thud.

“What fo’' yo' do dat sillinesses?"’
himself. ‘' Dat bad 'nough orfuls!”’

* Dear friend of my youth, forgive me,” said Ching-Lung.
"I really couldn’t help it. Before vou'd got as far as the
chorus, I should have been either a babbling imbecile or a
shuddering corpse. Tut, tut! You're not hurt!”

I am hurteds, Chingy."

“But I say you're not!”

“Ands I say I ams,” said Gan-Waga.,

“And I repeat you're uot, iceberg!” retorted Ching-Lung.
“1 saw you fall, and T ought to know. Tt's uttetly impossible
for you to have hurt yourself at all. Why, you silly, you fell
on the soft pedal.”

“Did I, Chingy?" asked Gan, scratching his head.

“¥You did, I repeat. You fell on the, soft pedal, so how
can you be hurt?’

(zan, a perplexed look on his face, tried to think it out, and,
failing to see the point of the joke after some cogitation, he
got up.

s Ill;I dat bad ’nuffs brutes was de softs pedals, Chingy."
he said, “I glads I not falls on de hard ones. Nots sings to
¥o' no morer. Yo' dids him on porpoises. 1 mosts offendeds!”’

Solacing himself with a large mouthful of tallow candle.
Gran gave an indignant snort, and took his departure. Ching-
Lung gazed at Rupert Thurston’s portrait, and began to
whistle.

He finished his cigar, called a couple of men to help him
into a diving-dress, and joined the men who were toiling
under the sea with masked lights.

It was natural enough that no suspicion of insecurity should
have entered their minds. The water that covered them
seemed sufficient safeguard.

Ferrers Lord had come out, and was watching the opera-
tion of cutting away the damaged plates. There was a sharp
tide, which rendered the work more difficult.

For Prout, Maddock, and the bo’sun it was a time of
leisure. They knew little or nothing about cutting plates or
hammering up rivets, and they were, therefore, members of
the unemployed, Tfm:r had adjourned to the fo'c's'le to eat
a supper,of toasted cheese and pickled cabbage, which they
washed down.with beer, It was a very nice supper, and they
appreciated it. When their pipes were in fuﬁlut, they
setiled themselves comfortably, and smiled at each other,

© A poipe of 'bacca afther a full meal,” remarked Barry
(’Rooney poetically, ‘“is as swate as a gintle shower afther &

he groaned, rubbing

blazin’ hot day. When Oi loight up me poipe afther onions
and throipe, Oi'm as gay as a gia:.rrl.n in a poie. And this is
moighty foine 'baccy they sarve out on this vissil. Bedad,

though, bhoys, talkin' about 'bacey, Oi remember the toimo
I;*m;.'hin we got the real sthuff. My Uncle Dinnis, yez see,

j—
_ Prout’s hand crept towards a heavy sea-boot that was stand-
INg near. )

“ By hokey, what was the name of the gentleman you just
mentioned?”’ he queried. * 1 didn’t quite catch it.”

** Fergus ()'Brien,”” answered Barry unhluuhinglg. :

“And a lucky thing for oun, souse me!" said Benjamin
Maddock. “ We've 'ad a sight too much of that Uncle Dennis
and Ballybunion Castle. ell, what about the 'baccy?”

““ Bedad, ut was great stuff. Yez cud see ut winkin’ at yez

' ¥

loike four o'cleck 2

“ Winkin' at you?’ said Maddock. ‘“What the bilge-
water do you mean?’

“ Ut was the koind yez call birrd's-eye, yez see,” went on
Barry dreamily, * and that's whoy ut winked. Well, to make
a shorrt story long, Fayther Mn’[yurk, who sold saleskin coats
to the gintility, and thrapped all the cats in the disthrict to
turrn into saleskin—Fayther, as Oi towld yez, sint me Uncle
Dinnis a—"'

At the mention of this hated name M ‘ddock and Prout
arose in their wrath. Two huge fists were shaken close to
Barry's face; two angry voices told him to prepare at once
to attend his own funeral,

“All roight. Ofi'll be as good as goold,” said Barry.
“ Ut slipped out. Troth, Oi didn’t mane ut at all, at all.
Oi'm too tired to attind a funeral this blissid noight. Pace,

ace! Don't be ;}ﬁaluuu, just because Oi was borrn so

eautiful ! (4 can’t help ut, can 0i? Whin Oi met King
Idward the Sivinth, he says—" _

But Maddock and Prout had gone, in high disgust. They

walked along the corridor side by side.
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“ By hokey,” said the steersman, “‘ that Irishman’s a lovely
liur, Ben!™

“ He are, souse me '’ agreed the bo'sun. “It's a gft w1’
himi—a real gift!”’

They reached the ladder, turned, and walked back slowly,
Prout tapped at the galley door.

Above them, the night was placid and calm. Faber and
four of his men had landed, and clambered up the cliffs.
w*acleep on her iron,” us the sailors put it, the anchored
vessel, her nose to the tide, rocked lazily up and down. The
boat, pulled by a single carsman, danced towards her,

“Thunder! What's that?’ yelled Faber.

There was a roar—deafening, tremendous! A column of
red flame burst out of the sea, and a black mushroom of
emoke rolled towards the winking stars. Then, like a boat
of wax in a blazing sun, the vessel erumbled away—spars,
bulwarke, and keel—and sank out of sight amid a smother of
spume.

One of the floating mines had struck ber.

It which Prout 0’'Roeney, and Maddock Try to Work Like
Slaves, but Meet with Many Interruptions.

“] guess we can pull through now, old man.”

The millionaire laughed gently. For scveral hours mot
a word had passed. Ching-Lung, in fact, had been quietly
dozing away the time—a very sensible thing to do under
such dismal eireumstances.

“ Have you been asleep?”’

“ That's about the size of it,”” said Chirg-Lung. “ What
have you been doing *"’

“ Working out some ideas,” answered Ferrers Lord, * and
amusing myself. I fancy I have hit upon something that
will interest Hal Honour.”

‘““ Something new "’

“ Something absolutely new, Ching

“ All tho same, if it were mine, I'd sell it for o smoke,”
g3id his Imperial Highness, yawning. “I'm dying by inches
for a smoke, and I'm as thirsty as a dried fish. Let us
I].WR}' :T!

Hal Honour, the silent and tireless, was still at work
when they reached the submarine. He did not merely
direct and superintend, but used his powerful muscles into
the bargain with twice the energy of two ordinary men.
The engineer was a human marvel. With such an example,
it was not surprising that miracles were accomplished.

Forrers Lord seized his hand and pressed it, and Chng-
Lung gave him an encouraging pat on the helmet. Then
they entered the diving-chamber. A touch of the bell ob-
tained an immediate answer.

“ A smoke!” yelled Ching-Lung, the second his nozzle had
been unscrewed. ** GGan, a smoke if you love me!”

“1 getses one in no times, Ching " said Gan-Waga. “I
getses one in ances, my butterfuls yses.”

Gan-Waga promptly returned with a box of cigars, and
Ching-Lung puffed away luxariously.

“That's considerably better I’ said his Imperial Highness.
“T’ve only got one other ambition in the world now, my
one and only Eskimoses, and that's a big, fat bottle of
beer. Bring me a big, fat bottle of beer, Blubberbiter, and
next Christmas twelvemonth, or later, I'll give you the
loveliest present!”

““ Whats you givses me, Chingy, hunk?” gurgled Gan-
Waga. .

“ A diamond-encrusted saveloy, with pearl pneumatio
tyres, and a jewelled garter to keep your hat from blowing
off. You'll laugh when you see it, nndy so—er—shall I. Hel
to pull my slippers off. I've never been so tired since
missed the step and fell off the Eiffel Tower on top of the
fat omnibus-driver.”

““ And whats dids de fatses ommibus-drivers say, hunk,
Chingy, when yo' falleds on hims?"’

“He never said a word, Gan. They got a dust-pan and
brush and swept him up."”

“ Didn’t he laughs, Chingy ?” inquired Gan-Waga.

““ Not a lot, he didn’t—at least, I didn’t hear him. Sweet-
heart, get that beer, or clse you'll have to bring a dust-pan
and brush to EWEIE]]:!I E’ﬂur blue-eyed boy up. I'm also col-
lapsing. My mouth feels like the inside of a lime-kiln, with
a dark-brown taste on it. Fly, fairy—fly! If you don't,
you’ll have to pay for my funeral. Floo, floo, floo!”

’ ;M}; poors ole Chingy!" said the sympathetic Gan, and
gl

After a long, luxurious pull at the foaming tankard, Ching-
Lung patted his chest and smiled again.

(Another long instalment of this grand adventure

tale next Monday.)
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wEXT,, “THE SNEAK'S REVENGE!”

SPECIAL NEW FEATURE!

Greyfriars Lyrics

“The Magnet ” Library’s Own Rhymester.

No. 9.—JOHNNY BULL.

Few MagNET. heroes are so fine
As strong and stalwart .Tuhnni;,
Who in the Famous Five doth shine,
A youngster bright and bonmnie.
Liko Briten’s typical * John Bull,”
He is the soul of honour;
With zealous pride he serves his school,
And brings no shame upon

When Wharton leads his merry men
At footer or at cricket,

In raids upon some prefect's den,
Or scouting in the thicket,

Our Johnny's always on. the scene,
To Wharton striecly loyal ;

And foes feel wheng his fist has been
In many a battie royall

With Fish the study he must share,
For thus the Head arranges;

The business man from ‘*‘ over there ™
Effccts some drastic changes.

The humble room has Lkad to serve
As pawnshop to the pirate;

And Fisher's cool, unbounded nerve
Made all the fellows irate.

The * three brass balls ” displayed without
Caused evervone to wonder ;

But Bull produced a hammer stout
And smashed them all asunder.

He next pursued the artful Yank,
An explanation needing;

But though the Shylock he did spank,
Fish went his way unheeding.

But soon his schemes were foiled by Fate
And shattered ; and the fact is,

That boys of Britain always hate
Suggestions of sharp practice.

Both Johnny Bull and Dicky Rake
Were anything but pleasant;

And rudely Fisher did awake
From dreams which once were present.

Fat Bunter follows after frocks
Of damsels by the dozen;
Yot he received the worst of shocks
When courting Johnny's cousin,
The way she put the porpoise down
Was really quite a ** thriller,”
And Bunter lost the rich renown
Of champion lady-killer.

Both Johnny and his cousin boast
The pluck which marks our nation;
A gift which graced the English host
or many a generabion.
The noble Wharton must be proud
(Of such a staunch assistant,
Whose praise is chanted long and loud
By readers near and distant,

The Subject of next Monday's Lyric will be

ALONZO TODD.
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A Bpicndid Complets Tale of Harry
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FOR _NEXT MONDAY :

“THE SNEAK'S REVENGE!"

The long, complete tale of Harry Wharton & Co. at Grey-
friars, which is contained in next Monday's issue of the
MaGNET LIBRARY is a particularly amusing one. Vernon-
Smith comes up against a new master--a German, whom the
juniors soon mickname Herr Gander—and when the Bounder
of the Remove Form finds himself punished as a result of
Skinner's sneaking, he wreaks his vengeance on his vone-
time crony,

However, Frank Richards proves in his story that even
4 worm can turn, and Skinner beats Vernon-Smith hands

down in
“THE SNEAK'S REVENGE!"

What form his vengeance takes—and whether it is amusing
or otherwise—you will discover next Monday. However,
You will be well advised to order your copy In advance.

SPLENDID NEWS!

As I have ample evidence of the great interest which the
majority of my readers take in football, I have introduced a

GREAT NEW FOOTBALL FEATURE

into this Wednesday’s issue of our companion paper ‘* The
Gem ' Library., This feature is of extra-special interest to
all followers of the great winter game, consisting of a series
of straight, common-sense talks, full of valuable advice and
interesting anecdote, contributed by a number of first-class
football champions selected from the great League teams,
Needless to say, these personal contributions from our greatest
footballers were not obtained without great expenditure of
trouble and expense, but I felt that it was worth it all in order
to get the very best ‘* copy ' obtainable for my readers. In
these days, when so much is written about football and foot-
ballers, a new football feature has to be very good indeed
if it is to create anything of a sensation—and that is what I
expect my latest departure to do.

And I rely on the help of each individual one of my chums
ty do their utmost for me in this direction by getting * The
Gem " Library en Wednesday, in order to read No. 1 of
this splendid new series of articles.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

Leonard R. (Maidstone).—Thanks for your letter and
original version of *‘ The Famocus Five."” Yes, the passages
you quote from Victor Hugo's book are in Latin.

A Loyal Reader (8. A.).—No. All the Sixth Form are not
prefects. i

True Blue (Hackney).—No goalkeeper may do what you
state.

Oriental —You can obtain white mice at any naturalist’s
shop in your town. 'Try the local bird fancier, and ask
him,

Amateur (Newport).—Plates are the better for photographs
which require time, but films produce better snapshots.

C. Watson (Fulham).—Thanks for your letter.  Always
glad to hear from old readers with their criticisms.

President (Clapham Common).—Congratulations on the
success of your league! I am very pleased to hear you are
trying your luck at “ Poplets.”” You know the old maxim:
“If at first, etc.”

W. Campbell (Glasgow).—You send vour story to the pub-
lisher, and if he accepts it, he pays you according to his rate
or that style of story.

! W. Berrell (Whitland).—Thanks for letter.

The arts you

mention can be learnt by constant practice. T am afraid I
do not know the game you mention. _

Alfred (Smethwick).—] am sorry your sketching is not
good enough yet. Study hard for a time, and then I shall
ba pleased to give my opinion again. Stick to it! ‘

J. Fulton (Keswick).—Am afraid you would have difficult
in getting more than face 'value™ for your George III,
penny,

Robert R. ‘[Gatoshoad}l.—"\"er}' many thanks for your sug-
gestion. I will consider it,

E. H. Ludlow (Nunhead).—I am not aware of any ** Gem”

eague in your district. By all means start one if you wish !
Good luck !

A True Reader (Newton Abbot).—Very sorry to say sjour
letter was overlooked, I hoped you eamped out in August,
as 1t 1s the best month of the year for it!

KING FOOTBALL.

The most popular of our winter sports is.again with us,
and there is but little doubt that already many of our readers
are prepared for it. Although the game is played by =0
many, it is very obvious that a large number of players
enter into the game without duc regard to the rules which
are in vogue and which every football team, to be suceessful,
must rigidly adhere to,

For a brief resume of the different duties which have to be
fultilled by the various members of the team, it will simplify
matters to divide the eleven players into the usual four
groups of forwards, haif-backs, fulf backs, and the goalie.

The forwards are five in number, and comprise outside left,
inside left, centre forward, inside right and outside right.
Of these five positions the centre forward is probably the
most important and difficult to play. The ition demands
a player with plenty of * go,"” pluck and skill ; skill especially
in the direction of shooting and dribbling. The two outside
players need to have a good turn of speed if they wish to
bring credit to the rest of the team and to themselves; and
they also need to be strong and accurate passers. In some
games they may find it necessary to pass the ball the whole
width of the field. The strong points of the insides should
be short passing, and cross shots at goal. The whole secret
of a successful and strong forward line is unselfish com-
bination; for no matter however clever each yer may be
as an individual, if the five are not capable o working well
together the attack must be weak. Tﬁa applies in general
but most particularly to the

to the whole of the team,
forward line,

With regard to the half backs, their duty is divided between
defence and attack. One part is to keep the forwards well
" fed,” that is, to give them every opportunity of scoring
by passing the ball forward. The right half attends to the
wants of the inside and outside right; the centre half—
probably the busiest man on the field—to the centre forward,
and, indeed, to all; and the left half to the inside and out-
side left. The half backs are also the first part of the defence,
insomuch as they have to keep the opposing forward line in
check, and, if possible, prevent them reaching even so far as
the full backs. Therefore, in many cases, upon this line
falls the brunt of the work.

The two full backs, however, are the chief defenders. Each
must have a good strong kick, and a fair amount of weight ;
and, most important ﬂ? all, must have good * tackling”
POWers.

Last, but not least, comes the goalie. Usually, the man
Best for this poesition is tall, has a sure eye, and a steady
kick. He is the last man in the defence, and with him often
rests victory or defeat.

The reader about to pick his team for the coming season
would do well to bear in mind the few hints given above in
making his selections. In the practice matches he should
insist upon combination, for

there is little doubt that a team

of players will go a long

way, and add victory on to : '

victory if the work of weach .
H

player is properly combined.
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READ THIS STORY?

was based. But it scemed to suit him;
it fitted Lis bemevolent and venerable
aspeet.  He might have been sixty; or,
again, he mightn't,

“Old"” Marsden they called him.
None knew or cared what his Christian
name was. He wore a long, grey beard,
and a large, grey suit.  His hat was grey,
and so were ?Jir'- smoked speetacles. There
was an air of quite insufierable greyness
about him altogether. But, beyond the
fact that he had paid his rent in advance,
and shut the door on the nose of a
subscription-seeking  cvangelist, gossips
Jearnt nothing, and, after the fashion of
their kind, relegated him to the oblivien
he obviously desired, with the cryptic
S remark that ** He was probably no bctter

e than he ought to be”

B K Had the gossips been able to penctrate
into a cosy library in the cottage on tho
sunny Septeinher morning on which this
story opens, their curicsity would only
have been cenfirmed: for they would
have found there old Marsden peering in
lazy content over an open ‘' Eeerage,”
around which, on the plein cak desk, lay
various papers and letters.  He looked
very bland, very benevolent, and no one
gazing ot the hornrimmed, simple spec-
tacles would have ever ventured to guees
that they concealed a pair of eyes glhitter-
ing, alert, %u:rd as steel, and a-reck with
greed and resolve.

For some minutes Mr. Marsden lay
back in his chair, his long, firm flinger-
tips pressed together, his gaze fixed on
the ceiling, his lips making a cold, thin
line, level as the edge of a chisel. Then
he sat erect, drew the papers and docu-
ments on  the table towawds him, and
cdlowly, deliberately, as if expounding
their purport to o hearver unblessed by a
surfeit of intelligenee, recited their con-
tents,

“ Weo will abeerve, first,” he said, ad-
deessing  the pateh of sunlit  garden
opposite him, ** that Allan Audley, Earl
n} Revenonks, suececded his  father,
deccasced 1872, has remained unmarried,

goant’'s boots.
would SBtop this blcssed dog of %nuru from
my boots!" (Ses page E.)

While Bexton Blake was talking to Plummer, Pedro was atraining
at the leash, his nostrils sniffing suspicicusily round the ser-
"] say, old man," said Plummer, "l wish you
Inguiring round

is mow fifty-zix years of age, is likely to
leave his disposable property to his
adopted daughter Helen.

“ Qocondly, according to Debrett, the

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Mysterious Searcher of Titles.

0. 13, Rail Street, enjoyed a unigue reputation. Tt had
excited, but mever satisfied, the curviosity of its
neighbours,

Housc-agents called it a villa. TPeople without the
same gilt-edged reasons for pretentiousness referred to it as
a cottage. It was, none the less, pleasnntly situated, standing
well back from the road, with it: handsomely verandahed

able-cnd giving on to the canal that cuts the Dorough of

addimgton. 1t was, morcover, survommded by a pleasant
gnnh'n, scroened from the strect by high green paadiiges
a well-trimmod hedge of privet, and rejoicing i o wealth of
Fo=is {I'llll till}" 1[1\\:“.".

Mr. Marsden, the tenant of No. 13, was o man of such
markod veficeneo that peoplo dubbed him rode. He kept no
servant, whose friendly gossip might have revealed  those
mtimate Teatures of his Lhife so dear to neighbonrly ears. A
eharwoman of withered years, of gount and WLEETOSSEVE PP
anev, vanished cach thoming between eight and ten bebin
the high, close-panelled gate, which sho was always caveful
g0 lock after her.

What or where Mr. Mavsden ate, no one knew. During
the eight months he had been there no Jocal tradesman bl
eser been called upon to cater for his neoeds. It was whis-
pered that he was a stndent, a hunter of ancient and forgotten
records: but no one could suy on what authority the legend

heir to the title and entailed property,
with its sixty thousamd a year rc-nt-ruﬂ,
is Horace, sccond son of the late earl, or his heirs, if any;
and his whercabouts aro nnkuown.

“ Now, liere V'—he lifted up a document—" is the marriage-
cortilicate of Hornee Audley, son of Allan, Farl of Euw:-nnnﬁs.
with Maria, only daughter of Jim Jenkins, of the Engle Arims,
W iudsor.

v And here *—lifting up a =econd Jdocument—"* 1s a leiter,
dated Aprii 16th, 1871, from Sevenoaks, to his son Horace,
repudiatimg bim and his barmaid wife; and " —exchanging
the deenment for another—** a further letter, from Horaca
ter his father, evidently returned unopened, in  which the
Heononrable Horace vepudintes Lis father, and affivms s
intention of henecforth livimg nnder the name of Jenkins, and
cotning his bread by the sweat of his noble brow.

“ The efort evidently killed him "—there was a note of
curions malico in his voico as he lifted up two othor papers—
“ for here is our poor friend Hoswe's death-cortificate, within
n month of the date of the birth-eortifiente of his son Horace,
who. according to this * Navul Gazette ' "—his long fingers
gmvothed out the sheet—** is posted under date Maorch 12th,
1004, ax eoastgrunrd to Fairlight Coastguard Station, Hastings,
under the name of Hovace Jenkins,

“ Whevefore, yoa will observe, my exeellent blue-bottle ™'
—|,'|q_: gr:],hhp:] ik, -:':nghf, nid .-.'-I-."l.-'|'_'-.l' I'li].][ﬂ'l.] Lho "‘,.l' Lo ﬂﬂ.’l”l
as he spoke—** that of Allun, the present earl, dics, Horaco
Jenkina, consteuard, with o romantie attachment to Helen,
adoptoed daughter of the present carl, comes inro the title anfl
property.’’

(Continued on page iv.)
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iv IT'HE

Hae put the papers in order, placed them in a large
cnvelope, and, taking off his spectacles, stared out of the
window.

It was curious how the revelation of those hard, gleaming,
implacable eyes rendered indescribably malignant the illusion
of venerableness that kad distinguished his face the moment
before. He sat silent for some minutes, watching a spider
outside the window, hovering by an invisible thread over a
silver sheen of net, where two flics were squirming. The
spider dropped, pouncing; and Myr. Marsden laughed aloud,
rose, and, crossing to a safe, took out a long envelope, and
again seated himself at the desk.

From the envelope he drew a single sheet of paper, and
again read aloud,

** Listen, O fy, before Mr. Spider has finished with your
neighbour !” he said, eveing with malicious appreciation the
struggles of the Ay in the enmeshing net. ** Lasten, then die!
In the year of grace 1850, George Audley, cousin to the late
Earl of BSevenoaks, landed at Sydney, in Australia, was
engaged as cowboy by one Plummer, married Plummer’s
daughter, and, taking Plummer's name, took with it
Plummer’s estates, and duly dies in 1871,

* Now, hearken, fly, and learn how ecapricious is Fate.
George Audley—or, George Plummer, as he called himself—
has but one son—George—and he, the spendthrift, makes
ducks-and-drakes of lus heritage, marries, begets a son,
whom he also calls George, and who, born in 1875, accom-
Bﬂ.m{iu_s hlus widowed mother to England, and settles in

awlish.

. ““And now, O fly, that Mr. Spider is preparing for vou,
isten and learn the malignancy of Fate! George Plummer,
in_ 1893, enters the police force, all ignorant of his wealthy
relatives—as ignorant, in fact, as is Horace Jenkins. In 1900
George Plummer is promoted as a very intelligent officer—
very intelligent, mark you, O fly!—to Exeter. And in 1903,
proving still more Iﬂtt:]llﬁl'llt, he is appointed as detective-
sergeant at Scotland Yard,

." Hence, O fly, mark the irony of eircumstance! Between

George Plummer, deteclive-sergeant at Scotland Yard, and
an carldom, with a rent-roll of sixty thousand a year, there
stands but two simple lives—simple as yours ‘and your
brother's were ten minutes ago; and, flv, ‘as frail. Yes If
Allan, Earl of Sevenoaks, dies, and if Horace Jenkins dies,
George Plummer becomes earl, with sixty thousand covereigns
a year, Emd guarterly! And
to think, O Hfly, that they
might die, just as suddenly
and unexpectedly as your
brother did, as you are going
to do! Ah, would you?"

He darted his long hand

“MAGNET"
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LIBRARY.

and there stepped into the garden an alert-looking man, with
closc-cropped, black hair, a close-trimmed, pointed, black
beard. Over his arm was a light-grey waterproof coat, and
he was carrying a small kit-bag. %{' passed the front gate,
walked to the bottom of the garden, and halted at an angle
of the high green palings that hid the junction of Rail and
Grave Streets.

Through holes in the panelling he scanned ecach of the
streets, and, waiting a few minutes, till Grave Street was
cmpty, he pressed a button in the panelling of the fence.

por opened noiselessly. He slipped through, drawing the
door to after him, and a few seconds later, hailing a taxi-cal.
entered it, and bade the chauffeur take him to Charing Cross
Station,

“Return, sir?” said the clerk at the station, as the man
with the pointed beard demanded a first-class ticket for
Hastings.
- iE Nﬂ.,.
in EEREIEI ]

And as, scated in the 11.15 for Hastings, he reviewed his
morming’'s work, he chuckled to himself,

“ Even their blessed Sexton Blake,” he thought, *if b~
had second-sight chucked in, would never be able to put
E:sp finger on me in the little events that are going to
appen,

was the after a moment's hesitation.

reply,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Two Fateful Interviews.

HEN Mr. Marsden steﬁp-nd on to the Hastings plat
form, no one would have recognised in him cither
the benevolent recluse of No. 13, Rail Street, or the

., alert man with pointed beard of Charing Cross
Station. A pair of h:-uvﬂ{;anmked pince-nez now adorned
his nose, a tawn golden beard swept majestically on his
breast, a squash ‘' topper " covered a wealth of r..-urry auburn
hair, and, buttoned up in a loose light-grey coat that
enveloped him from chin to toes, he looked, as he bustled
through the gate, as if he had stepped from the frame of
some ancienl canvas depicting the family solicitor.

Mr. Marsden had a large share of the artistic aend
histrionic sense which is instinet to all genius, and whatever
part he assumed he acted up to it with all his might. The
colossal vanity of the master criminal is  insatinte and
cxacting; and Mr. Marsden, as he handed up his ticket
took care that the porter should observe the sheaf of lega!
looking documents, and point him respectfully to the street
leading to the court-house.

' Some bloomin® lawyer tofi
from Loudon!" surmised th-
porter, as Marsden had 1o
tended.

Muorsden continued the roa<

through the window, grab- to the police-station, asked
bing at the fly, who had sue- the road to Fairlight from
ceeded at last in breaking free P“PLET two policemen, chatted oo
of the net. But the fly - X the foggy weather just long
dropped among the rose- cnough to give them time t
hrnnr;l]mﬂ, and Mt]-. Mnmd}-:u swoear tlﬂ his personal appear
cursed it viciously, as his ance, then walked off rapidl-
clawi hand encountered a FIRST PRIZE of 20s. to n cab-rank, and hmﬁ

particularly curved thorn.

He laughed spitefully as he
realised how unaccountably
the episode had power to
irvitate him, Then, sweep-
ing all his papers into one
bundle, he tied them together,
and replaced them in the
safe, and stood for o moment
swaying the heavy door.

“ ¢ Plummer ' will do," he
muttered, with a grin; and,
setting the combination-letter
lock  to " Plummer,”” he
swung the door to.

He took up that morning's
“ Daily Mail,” and turned to
the weather report.
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man drive him to the ros|
above the coastguard statior
at Fairlight.

Half an hour later he stoo
lnoking down on the neat ro-
of whitewashed cottages tha:
perched on a shoulder of th -
cliff, hung between the wid
sweep ol common and
dainty cove, from whic
flonted up the soft lap of th
full tide. The mist, whi:
and blankety, lay over all th
scene, and Mvr. Mauarsde:
realising that it was impos
sible to sce twenty wyards -
front, softly clenched his hand
m a gosture curiously ladec

SMALL HEA TH,

orrible,

 Erelish e d with menace; and thes
N IHHEIE _EL-hﬂnIﬂf'l b an FIVE PRIZES of 1s. go to chimbing down the steps cu:
; “PP.lh SR mooth; heavy N ¢, MARTIN, 30, Stanmore Road, Leytonstone, N.E. in the cliff, made his way t.
o F. DIPLOCK, 3, St. Peter's Street, Brighton. the cottages.

Next he turned to a rack, V. BATE, 2ia, Clement Street, Parade, Birmingham.
and took down an “ABC" S. LEACH, ﬁll:ﬂﬂ'ﬂl‘ﬂﬂ'!d Terrace, tha'ﬂt Green, Bradford. (The rest of this story—onz of t/
and & “Bradshaw,” studied [ P BROWN, “Carpathis,” Sunuysye Road, Ranett debsolics Soirie dbar written —
these for a few minutes, then Weston-super-Mare. o the :
crossed the room, and entered appears n the latest: issue of o-
u bed-room communicating. Turn to page 32 and try your luck. new econpanion paper, “THE
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a side-door in No. 13 opened,
N
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