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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Under Sentence.
QOK heve, Wharton—
It was Bunday mnorning at
Greyfriars.

"L
Wharton & Co. were

Harry
standing in a vather elegant group in the
wuadrangle. waiting for the chime that

was call them to morning service.
Their elegance was due to the fact that it
uws Buininy. and. that servico s Flose
wi band. “The Famous Five of the
Rewove were in theic best bil and
tisckors, 50 to speck.
ven' Bob tie was nearly
almost tids.
Remove cama up to

ling, worried expression

of the Famous
Skmer did not
effect on them.
or Skiuner in a way.
sentence of o flogging. to
Hall before lessons the
morning.  In their opinion, he
5 felt a'natural com-
w who was down on
too, was not the kind
o through it with forti-
had been flogged the
previons weck, and not a ory lmﬁm his
lipe to show that he wae hurt. But
Skinner was made of different stuff. It
wnas prelty certain that Skinner's howls
lrough Hall from end to end.
that made it seem worse.
hn]ln hallo ! said Bob Cherry
e could. Bob found it
Jllfix,ull to be cordial to Skiune:
Kinner did not head Bob's gree

chat

gt shifty -eyes were fixed upon
v Wharton

“Look here— " hie muttered,
Cell id Ha

cabitain of G Rémove,” iaid

and all that.”
“* What about

then !

11
"[IPad ef the Form,
" ¥es,” maid Wharton,

up

“ Wel to you,
Skinner u‘!l]vuly.

said

‘mured Hurree Jan

Wharton looked puzzled.

“I'm down for a ﬂn g in the mo-
ing," said Skinner. 'gﬁ v make ont that
I pinched old Quelc lly s focl maonuectipts,
-nd took them to my.study to burn

““ull ;Ju vy Bull
“{ did; )

did " said Jol

"The hemfulness s
ot an :: gl
The Famous Five looked v
fortable,
Skinner seowled at ther
“Idida’t!" he repeated,
Ive a plant !

“Ivsall rot !

" repeated Wharton
! I never knew anything
about Mr Quelch’s rotten manuscripts—

wouldn ve touched them with a
bargo- S e ) ‘Somebody's
dnu;il. is to get me anto trouble I

as head of the Form,

Enu
ton

“It's up to

to chip in, You ought to do
sometbing. Yoo ought "to “prevent it
somebow. What's the good of heing
captain of the Remove? I'm going to
be fogged to-mworrow for nothing., You
ought to iuterferc !"

“What can T do%™

“It's up to rou to chip in, 1 tell you
1 never did it ! believe me ™

Don't yo
broke out Skinuer savagel
Wharton shook his liea.
“I'm sorry, Skinmer. but 1 dow't—I
caw't! It's proved plain enough for Mr.
Quelch and  the f]« d. M X
manuscripts wer
while hie was_cut.
your rooin,
your grate,
in your desk.

t was_picked out of

The rest were found
 Whai's |!-- wood of talk
gh!”

s rerrifie,  my
Ball, in

[ don't :hml\ safd Jolmny b
think

low, deliberate way— on'e
aw onght to tell lics on Hmu?i
ven if he can't keep tiuthful on weel

lnys |

A Magnificent Long, Complete
School Story of Harry Wharton
& Co. at Greyfriars School.
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"[lv:r

en

‘f,....o. |
'm tol
]m

fmgmem in

ain, o
“But can't you see
to bo true?

LAE BR |

hen murmured  Frank
ouked very bitter,

ny tho trnth !

he su

say,” resumed
t's & bit

' Td taken Me
pers to my .mdr to bum, 1

£ papen
(in I-l haée byrsied them !”

urn some—they I-an a
1 the ashes—"

“Am I !.Im kind of fellow to Teave a

elue like that
“Well,

\Hnmou mu some thought.

alw; -Luymg some lessed ¢
bkmnu ut, as @ rule, you're oo ca
a track behind you. But

fnl to leave

" suid Harry
“You a

0, nf:l as a rule,”

“The biggest rogues make muln.j[-u

|mnk[ungq o i
Then the other papers bein,

snid Skiomer, “W

intg, my deskc if 1 was going

my desk,

om
he

that's protty clear.

and sou stock them

vou bad nnother chance,
t hav.

vemarked Johnny Bul
found in
shanld T

I suppose
interrupted bofore you got

in your
You
dared to let even Snoap o
ou burning My, Q:p'ilh.

manuscripts,”

Hl.mum e
l Tenow
tered

what

Bull put at,
takes somet
It

t
Oh, vou

- i Copyright in the United States of America.

ould have |

lenched Dis Lands.
it sounds like that "
ut ean't you vee, it exa

si
6t in w
of the
et and sh

ny Togue might make mic-
imes.

It pot
wouldn't, of cousse " sneered
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“IE i
Harry Wharton abruptly.
study-mates. do you mein

N- Hnoop and Stots wounldn't—no

a plant, who did it?” exclaimed
“One of your

“1 suspect Smithy
“The Bounder Oh that's all rot!™
“It dsn't all rot!™ s ki
between his teeth. *“Tle was ns mas
hatter b s he thonght I gave his pﬂl
v for bresking bounds the

Red\m-g away I

nnrm\y'
kot n Hu?gmg fm he]pmﬁ
reak bounds, and nosw le's landed

wing
me with one. That's what T think ! Any-

ow, [ never tm\rh old_Quelcl’s
rnl.vbaph It’s . ou, Wharton—
you're enptain o lhn ‘orm, and I've a
Tight to expeot you to see fair play.”

he captuin of the Remove shook his
head agam.

cre's noti.mg I can do, Skinner!

1r 1 hrllu but 1 must say

‘re nhrl playing some

lm]!l \ (r:rk or other; it's eurﬁy what
i uml]:l do. anyhow !

Hal hallo, halin! Here's the

murmured Bob Clerry.
-Smith, the Bounder of Gv@v.
..eame out of the School

his chum. Tom Redw
“ll! el» rhr!r

g VamorSmith
and seemed
gre: ng was very quiet
nnd “Iﬂll{hlﬁll nnd dld not look his usual
content by any means.  Skinner's
© exes glitterad at the Bounder,

artan followed his glance. He did
rot “believe Skinner, but thet bitter
youll's words lind made him feel uncom-

!urlnblb [le called to the Bolmdcr
“Come this way,

Vernon-Smith came along_with Red-
wing. He was amlinng and did not seem
to notice Harol

“ in'  morning, he
remarked

“Yes, yoal Skinner says—"

“My dear man, you haven't called me
up to henr what Skinner says, I suppose?
LU'm not interested in Skinner.”

“ Skinner says that Mr. Quelch’s manu-
scripts were planted in his study vester-
day, and he knows nothing ahout it,”
said Wharton abruptly.

The Bounder raised his eycbrows,

W vll that’s just what Sli-nm'r would
un 't it?" he remarkes

ppose so. Do you knaw any.
think abouy o Ewathy '--’ !

“ What on earth should I know about

isn't it

sa

snarled Skin-

\m: knaw thia mu(ll, &
o . ta get

know that y

of course, Smithy?"”
asked Wharton \mel!ulvu

“1 don't take the trouble,” answered
the Bounder coolly.  *If Skinner thinks
he's only got to tell Head. Let
and T'll answer then

And the Bounder walked aw,
Redwing, who was looking more
than before.

“He_won't own wn, of course!™
tered Bkinner
what am I going to do?

“If you believe what you've told m:
you ought to speak out 1o the Tead b
1ell him the same thing.

“What's the good of that?" exclaimed
Skinner savagely. *The Head wonldn't
believe a word of it, would he,
auy proof?”

Naturaliy, he wouldn't.”

“Then what's the good of telling lim?
Tt wonld nnl\ make things worse for me,
not r*

Wiumm did not ansiver,

v with
sombre

mut-
“Look here, Wharton,

without

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“I want to know what to do!” said
Skinner.

“You'll h|\e to go through with ‘l
Mr.

that's all. ou should have left
Qualrh 's manuscripts alone.”
8k ne\u touched them shonted
o [h]iu, hulln, hallo! There's the bell ™
d Bob Cherry.
The chapel bells were ringing. Flarry
Whartan & Co. moved off and joined the

stream of fellows heading for the gres
old chapel, glad enough for the interview
with Skianer to be interrupted

innor stared after them, his cyes
glinting, and drove his hands deep into
his pockets and followed slowly,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Very Dutiful Bromur !

“Y SAY, you fellows—
“Run away an
“Butls L
“ Buzz
Tt was after dinner, and Harry Whar-
ton & Co. were heading for tho gates
The Sunda; ernoon was to be spent
in a ramble on the cliffs with Marjorie
& Co. of Cliff House School. It was just
Jike William George Bunter to attach
himsell to the Co—feeling f safe
from » bumping on Sunday alternoon,

pm-. Bunter !

DON'T READ THIS!

It 1 were to ask you which is the
hul. p-per smong m; u?; pan! t!e
1 probubly say th
Mowet. "Bue'T houldn't waree
ccause 1 think tl:tr e on
you have
neard that the “Grr?'!rhn Herald
ot fve you heard
ng given
with «
*in that
ai?

, which is runnis
w u’bu-ﬂ Jjournal
,ml lo in lor

0
current mumber of the "ﬂreylnlrl
Herald,"” and euleru:; once.

1 said Don't read
this!" and you have read it. I knew
you would!

“1 say, you fellows, T've got somethin
to say, you know, persisted Bunter, rol
ing after the chums to the gatewas.

“ You !gbnerllh' have!” grunted Bob
Cherry. * Where you make your mistake
is @ kiog that anybody wants to
hear i

“Oh, really, {:herr!—

“Roll away

“You fellows going to Cliff Hou
asked Bunter, blinking inquisitively

tlie Famous Five through
tacles. “T'll come, ou
to see my sister Bes:

“B "

“The fact is, Wharton,
keep an eye open.when voir're around at
Clll House,” snid Bunter. - .

Wharton jumpe

* What—what for?

“1 don’t blame you,”
the captain of the Remore stared at him

like. I want

T prefer to

said Bunter, as

blankly,  * Bessie's got the good looks
of our vervbody says she's a
good deal }i 3

““As like as a barrel to a cask!™ re-

marked Johnns Bull

“Oh, reslly, Bull—"

“What do you want to keep an eve on
me for, you fat idiot?” demanded Harry
Wharton.

*He, he, he! You can't pul! the wool

over my eyes, you said - Billy
Bunter, with a fat wink.  “I repeat, 1

is big spec--

Three-halfpu;:e. 3

don’t blame nu

But I can’t have you
rt?
stuttered Wharton.

e you., but
you know
Jessie the

t
T'in bound to look after Bessie,
1 don't approve of your g

gind eye, Wharton."

“Ha, ha, h oared Bob Cherry.

Whatton's face was a study.

If the captain of the Romn\e hnd been
disposed to bestow the “glad cye
any damsol at Clifi Honse—which be cer-
tainly was not—most assuredly he would
not have sclected Bessie Bunter.  William
G!o e realls had no cause for alarm.

“Oh, Wharton murmured Nogent

“ ¥ ou—yon—you i at  adiot
gma Wharton at las

unter waved a fat Iund at him.
said that 1 don’t blame

“I've already

you,” he said. You can't holp it--
exuﬂl Fellows run after Bessie, just
as ,,nr “run after me—"

hat
in our famils,” explained
ort of fascination.”

Scott
uKeep a Tespectfal distance, nd wor
ship from afar, and all that, and I drm t
mind,” said Bunter generously. B
when it cames to vour makiug sheep's
1 feel it's tunc

Hee
* stuttered Whar-
come on, you fellows !
Ih(' thump are you smiggering at?”
a, ha, ha !

* Dey up, for goodness’ sake !”" smappad
Wharton.

He put on speed and strode out of th
gntes at & great rate, with his grin
chums following. Billy Runter rolled on
Lmhm , puffing and hlnnu:g,
v, you fell Imu
“Tean

b Cherry over

Bob. - .
‘Rull off, you fat chump'™ growlel

"Oh really, Wharton '™ Rilly Bunter
ut on a spurt, and joined the Famous
Five again, bresthing likc a grampus.
here, old chap, I don’t want to

br hl'?

Not exactly harsh.” mid
“You can talk to Bewsie,
h

“Beasic,’ il you like.
b

Bunter.
|

being
“ in the direction of the fat
and esleglulu Bessie was too much for
them. But Billy Bunter evidently had
the idea fixed in his fat mind
“Oh, dey up cackling ! sxid Whartan
s, “Look here. Bunter, you
I shall Kick you

roll away!
e !

“J am certainly comi with you'"
answered Bunter, with dignity—as much
his breathless alnn allowed.
n't expect me to let you call on
B«we wnhmﬂ my being present.”

“We're not qmnr to call on Bessic!™
shrieked Whart

l\mmu winke

“Come off !

I.e angwered,

“You-you fat duffer! We're goie
for a walk with Marjorie and Clara and
Barbara.

“Yes, 1 know, they're to play gooss-

berry—"
“Ha, ha, ha!"
“What are you getting waxy about.
Wharton” ['ve saia that I don't bia
you, aven't ¥ I can make allowances.

#1 shall burst that fat drog in a
minute!" said Harry Wharto
TrE MAcRET Linearr.—No. 515
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“You needn't 'b- ll'rnd of me,"” suid
Bunter :emwmp “8o long as I'm
present, I'm sat 1 sha'n't grumhle
20 long ‘as there's & good tea—

‘Eh not going to tea."”

“Ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry. “ We're
going to meet the ladies near the schoal
and go for a walk—and coming bn:k to
tea at Greyfriars.”

B|l|y Bunter halted.

“ You—you silly idiot!" he gal
“Wh, muldn z you say that before!
s, b

TheOwlol lheR ove stood in the
road and blinked at the Famous Five ll
they went on t way, in great i
nation.  Apy ly it was tea at Ch
House that he had b(-m thinking of—not
wholly the necessity of protecting H
Bunter from the malign influence of
souie eyes. Certainly he was not incl mnd
m! e a long walk for the latter object
only.

But as the Famous Fi

ﬂ-

know, that Milten in_th study was a
rather thin prmn on Redwing's part to
be_alone just

e Bounder Sl'l Bunter 8 nod as the
hl unior joined him. Billy Bunter's
y hat showed signs damage.
Hu fat l-n nbond od signe of wrath.

"l: sy

't Kaw 1" assented the Bounder

l:he!rllj "Ymn- po|ll| orﬂor dndn’l come
you!

B-ﬁ:a{ lllﬁmmn." A
- ing doing,
“1 was llul!kil;\t of uiwn you to come

for a Sunday walk with me,” said
Bunlchr, Lmh dignity.

€0l and
buns at Uncle ale.

and can t mmu

“Ha, ha, hat!"

“Buf I want one of you fellows to
cash a postal-order for me. I'm rather
hard-up wd. "

Sheer
“1 suppose yml un stand me half-a-
crown il rrow morning,
Wharton."
“Bosh | "

“I'm ex pwmg s postal-order by the
i

The five juniors jumped over the stile.
Billy Bunter leaned on it, and blinked
after them

“Wharton !

“0hb, roll nvcl,y

“Listen ta me. It's important, really

rtant! " spluttered Bunter.

farry Wharton stopped inpatiently,
and tur:ml back to the stile

Vell, what is it? " he exclaimed.
\:;u lend me half-acrown, and

Bunter sank his voice to a confi-
! whisper—"I'll put in & word for
3 with Bess

Wharton starcd at the fat junior for a
moment blankly. Billy Eunur winked
at hum, a fat, sly, cnnﬁdeul

1t was the vuul:dlhnLL did it | ]\\hu
e lenly collapsed

the stile and emote Billy
iter on the top of his Sunday hat.
There was a roar from the Owl.

* Yarcoooh!

Wharton turncd and hurried after his

ums.

"VMB' Yow! Bea‘ll Oh!"
The Five, [rinning.
cared across the field, leaving Blltv
unter making frantic_ exertions to
extract his head from his hat.

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Smithy Toes the Line!
Tubby ! " said

“ MITHY ! ™
** Hallo,
Bounder, good-humouredly.
Vernon-Bmith was strolling in
the quadrangle at Greylriars that Sunday
afternoon by himself Redwing
was in the study dig, into Milton—
n taste which the Bounde: way !lr Irom
ng with him.. Smitly seemed
lu a cheery frame of mind as he :lru“ed
5 not observed; of

n the Jua a He had

was not to observe, the con-
Siraine that had fullon n upon Redwing ; he
id not know, or was resolved not to
Tux MacxeT Lisrazy.—No. 615.

sy, Wharton !

the

tru im a little.
tentively at the Owl

bt Nm:mr- som[ to be lo.nd in tln

ualer. with & wink.

u In:u right,” said Bunter.
“He J.d sneak about Redwiug the oﬂur
day at Highdife and got you
floggi t say I blame you. Bn

g 1
all the same, it's rather thick, Smithy. B
don’t understand you, Bunter,”
the Bounder very quiet!
illiam George Bunter winked again.
“You don't catch on1" he ask:
N

“No, 1 don'

“What were you doing in Blmmcn
study on Sntnrd.lg afternoon,

Vernon-S8mith drew a deep brutll.

"1 saw you, you know,” rattled on
Bunter chebrily.  * You sneaked out of
Skinner's study, looking as guilty as if

u'd stealing his watch. ou

i-w into a temper when you saw me
watching e and pitched into me. T
knew at time you'd ing
some trick on Bkumsr 'l. told you so.
Now I know what it was."

Vemmon-Smith, did ot speak bt his
eyes glittered at the cheerful i

“1 didn't quite tumble at ﬂrlt " went
on Bunter. “When ill

manuscripts were found in Skinner's
desk, T thought he'd bagged them, just
bike the other fellows t I remem-

red afterwards about your :n'lkm;
out of the study, while all the other
fellows were on the cricket- grnunr] vnu
ean’t fool me, 8mithy ! T know
the mnnnsm;;u from Quelchy's amdy -nd
planted them on Skinner,
Hnll the Bounder was silent,
,course, I wouldn't r:u a |
sway,” said Bunter with a grin. *
if he treats me like a pal, that is. It
serves Skinner right. There's no doubt
that he did sneak about you and got you
licked. And he's & bea He

refused to cach a postal-order for me
Toatarcny, wnd attisily. Einbed |Im he
didwet believe 1 would square. . Bus

icious beast, vou know. Just like him!
'm not gomE to mmhre so long as
I'm treated i L

The Bounder 'un hn—nllung hard.

He did not_take the trouble to deny
the inference Bunter had drawn from his
surreptitious wisit to Skinner's study.
: denial was not of much use. Bunter
ne

He liad wondered whethor the Owl of
the Remove would put two and two
together, and guess: but he had felt
pretty safe in Huuter's obtuseness. But
1t was evident that that obtuseness had &
limit. Possibly Bunter's fat wits had

ig

been lhlruenud by, Lhe chance of getting
a hold over chost fellow at Grey-
ing st Vern

riars. He
Smith :hmngh s big

very knowing way, hu| rather uaﬂ‘onllr.
oo, e was very m afraid of
Vernon-Smith, even if he had the

Bounder under his fat thumb.
re was s short silence.
'1h| Bounder was think
one way, that
il on]y to unlu
could be ki

o sec

a fellow who
14 be. Fevt st

could be, kopt quie
hu %

was
Mtor Skinner had had_bis (mf n

o &l that Bunter opul] b
an  accossol the deceit, and wu]d.
not betray the Bounder without sericus
consequences to himself.

“Well, what about it, Smithy? " asked
tho Owl of the Remeve, breaking the
n‘lam;c at last, * Camwg out, old
chap? "

Have jyou seen
“ Wingate? »

“Yes. As head prefect,
Wingate would be to advise
to do in the matter,” remarked Bunter
thoughtfully. “Dnnt you think sof "
The Bounder’ came together

T think
me what

“You're going to tell Wingate what
you

ay any tricks, Bmithy, 1 ﬂlll] "ll
for s nrtf-cl‘.“mz there's no uﬁ;’
g aboul can't
T Bt The Boundere o eatiod.
-How much do-you want, 7ou {4t cad,
to

mouth sh

innhr mumd -n
mnm lﬂ:nrdm: old “proverb,
will pierce the shell of lha torknll'. and
nven Bunter was not so well-protected

tortoise.  His little round eyes
Sleamed behind his glasses.
he“ If you put it like that, Smithy——"

ily. Con-

“Well, I du
“ T 've got nothing more to say
yo R oftily,  “I'm
dmc ed at you, 8 . 1 despise you.
Don't speak to me. You're l:onlem bl

—that’s what you are, Smith
Inyed & ratten trick, and made Quelchy

imselfl serve your turn in getting even
with Skinner. T can't stand by and see
my Form-master und like that. I'm
to do my du
ou fat rotter!”
“That's encugh! ™ .
Billy Bunter gave the Bounder of
Grﬂlfrlnrn n ln ty and contemptuous
blink, and rolled away.

The Bounder made a movement after
him, and then paused,

& knew hn danger—le knew what
must follow if it was discovered that he
bad laid a cunning scheme against Skin.
ner—using  Mr. nuSuelrh and the Head
himself as instruments in his vengeance
upon the sneok of the Remove. But his
Endn was strong. He would not call to

unt

Buntor blinked back at bim from #
little distance. He was wondering at
the Bounder's nerve

Vernon-Smith d\d not look at him.

The fat junior frowned wrathfully,
He knew the secret—the secret that was
worth a very great deal, from his peeus
liar t of view. He was ready to bo

ond the Bounder ap,

i to buy. W,

hnn Hwelied up i Bunte
inked round the qlndruugle and
c.nghs sight of Wingate and Gwynne

B
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Three-halffence. 5

‘Wharton’s patience suddeply collapsed.
There was a roar [rom the Owl.

He reached over the stile and smote Billy Bunter on the lop of his Sunday hat,
T Yooop! Yow!™

(See Chapter 2).

walking in the distance. He bestowed
an angry blink on Vernon- ‘!lmlh and
rolled away towards the tw

Former
‘T wny. Wingate !"
His voice was quite audible to Smithy,
as he called to the r-pmm of Greyiriars.
h'mlhv breathed b
“Wel s “mnlu [hnrlng Jdown
“What do you wan
“1 want to ask your udvlle

mnw

please,
Wingate.
Well
Vernon-Smith strode forward.  He

realised that Bunter meant business;
that if the secret was worth nothing to
him, he would not keep it.

And the Bounder put his pride in his
pocket, as wrongdoers frequently

o.
“Bunter ! he called out.

bave to | i

PII‘—!L" Bunter blinked round at him.

o, Smithy !
“Are you—are you coming for a
walk?" gasped the Bounder.

Bunter grinned.
# Certainly. old chap!”

Vell, what is it you want to say to
me, Bunter?!” exclaimed Wingate of the
lmuh impatiently.

—I—T'll speak to you to-morrow, if
stammered

you don't mind, Wingate "
Bunter,
" You young ass
The_captain of Gr»,mm walked on
w.lmktnnnne

asked

* muttered the Bouader,

Smithy " Bunter

“Shall we go down to Friardale!™
“If you like.”

fight drop in at Uncle Clegg's—

es.
“Good! Come on!" said Dunter,

Vernon-Bmith did not look \M\ (4-rA
dial; but he walked down to the
qmem with Bunter.

me of the Remove fellows stared
after them as they went.

“Smithy—chumming with
cjaculated Bolsover major,
what that means?”

The Bounder disappeared out of the
th-; Billy Bunter rolling along cheerily
3 his side.

It wns quite o happy ‘afterncon fur
Bunter. It was not quite the samo dor
Herbert VernonSmhith. Ho was tread-
ing the way of the transgressor, and he
was finding it har
Tue MacxeT Lisrary.—No. 615,

Bunter !"*
“1 wonder
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Respite.

AROLD SKINNER was looking
pale and harsssed when be
I.um-d out the following

mor
o p\lnllhment was to take place that
y morning before lessons.
the last moment, as it were,
ﬁlnumr had hoped. Ny
hope w
His appeal to Wh
uscless.

‘The captain of the Remove
bave interiared, to the best of his -bﬂ:t,
i _he bad believed in Skinner. But he
did not btlmvn Jin_him.
l-cl:' myml the pﬂnh‘v‘

gone naw,
arton  had  been

of untrathiuness

rvm Btuﬁn. or
thl matter would have

t 8kinner was known
to have no reg: rd I'w truth, where
his own interests were HEE

was his own fault if he was not be
hevun‘d when, for once, he was telling the

Skinner realised that, to some extent,
and he r nhdhimuuthhulbu
claver on »
falsity was

He
ez,

lhuBnnnder in the dor-
with eyes of bitter hatred, but
-8mith seemed oblivious of his

existence.
Skinner had worked it out in his mind
um it was the n.mnd..- who was at the
bottom of the b

© Was no one nln in the Remove,
sure, who would have the iron
mnorve unscrupulousness to lay
such a scheme. And it was the Bounder
be had mimvd
eliffe. Thi

he

by his treachery at High-
ithy's tit-for-tat—a

from the dor-
mitory, -v-d at breakfast his face was pale
and worrie

o spirit
disgusted & good
fellows. A flogging
enocugh, but there wa
knocked to pieces like this over it, the
Remorites thought.  Bolsover major
whispered to Skinner at the breakfast
table
* Pull yourself Methr old chap!”
Skifner looked at
“Doc't show the white feater,

he was betraying
of his Form.
a serious matter

said

Bolsover encouragi “You're mak-
mF a guy of yoursal wnth that muog 1"

hdn't do it!" nllllhrﬂd Bkinner,
“Oh don’t Iwep that up

B 1 dide’ —
! r lip, and go
Lhmu;h it smul ﬁ"' & blossed
fags are grinning at your chivry!”

growled Bolsover.
s wnor grunted.
not care for the opinion of the
he did not care for anything Lut
Mp- of e-e-pml the punishment

hn
l!m

hung over
e Freasiant e joined
mates, Snoop and Stott, in the corridor
They wero sympathetic. but inclined to

How?" asked Stott.
“You were with me un Saturday
afternoon, when
. rubbuh. Well, ]lou can tell
lehy you were with me all the after-
ren't |" said Snoop.
“You were, nurly all the time."
“I'm not going to tell lies to
S\ulnhyl" nmmmd Sidney  James
very decidedly. 1 wmlldmt for

“Bure to,” said Stott.
"Tnuw;htwmndh-m 1 never
—

i d

“Draw it mild, old scout! What's the
good of telling h 1 asked Snoop, in
an argumentativ

" Yes, what's " raid Stott.
“W| know you dld it, you knmow."
, was Smithy planted it on me, I'm

h good as lence,
said Sn ahnllnn[ l:l shoulders.
“Not much good telling thy that,
1 \mn'ldl’l!' 0] would lhmk it only n

n mi l be all the harder.”
cllows swore you were
ith me all Sllurd-.y afternoon—"'
al \ﬂthmiudcm." answered Snoop and
tof

! Quelcby’s been down on
L~ & ba st times, and now be
won't believe me when I'm telling the
truth " he muttered,
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The truth?" grinned Snoop. * Dash
it alll Only & minute "i:;’m wera try-
m. o get us to bear false” witicss—and

talk about the truth!
too funny, Bkinner, old top!
Keep & stiffl upper lip and go throvgh
it; Thots the hast you can do!"
my advice, t00,” said Stott, in
hh stolid way.
“Hang your advice, and you, too!"
cowled Skinner, and he wnlkod oway
rom his chums,
The time was drawing near now, and
Bkinner was te. Had th
wretched junior been guilty of the out-
rage upon hzu ‘orm-master’s precious
man he would have given up the
struggle. But the unusual conscicusness.
of innocence buoyed him up yet. With
faltering footsteps, he made his way to
Mr. Quelch's study, aad found the Form

You'ro
1

maser” there " b "Guelch greeted Hioe
with a very stern glance.
“'What do you want, Skinner?” he

asked, in 8 hard voice.
l—l—l want—"

“Well 1
“I want to make an appeal to you,
wir?” :p-dshumﬂ desperately.

“The question o ,Iour punnl:manl

Skinner, is seti 1t cannot be re-
opened! You may go!” )
* But, nrl' pan’ Skinner. “I'm
innocent, sir | .
“N, ] |u
ot § -'r"' stammered Skinner.

ted on me in miy

“I—1 mun 1 suspect, sir—

“That is very different. If you have
anything to say lnlnllhl;im-
mll.hr in doubt, you mey certainly say

wm n.mn bave

"l believe Smithy did

** Vernon-Smith |
you for supposing so 1"

“ He—he hnm me—"

Skinner.

tion mgainst your Form-fellow without &
shadow of evidence. Was
in your study at all on Saturday after-

Ha must have beéen—a
id you see him thou?"
,__

4 anyous. sise see him therer”

exclaimed the Remove master angri
- You might as well bring such a:
st any oy in your Form

Slmmer groan

He knew that well encugh. He knew
that his statoment sound nhly like 1h-
last wrgtci:rd attempt at falsehood to
escape his sentence.

B&"th. istress in his face canght lhn
Form- mmlellh:l;iﬂmcn, and he eyed

Imm!r very shar
B Ganichs yee were very sharp; the
Mmm ites compared them to ginilots for
jercing qualities.  And there was
something in  Skinner's wretched face
that struck hun.

The cad of the Remove rather prided
himself upon bis power of deception; but
some glimpse of truth in his face
the Form.master's attention

cleh paused.

ence of boys was a long one,
er pretty well, as he

in his Form. More

than once Skinner had stood before ham
and lied. and he had penetratad the screen
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of falsehoods But on those occasions
ner had not looked quite
There was more than funk in
white face. There was sc:methmg thnc
Mr. Quelch noticed, and noted with sur-
prise—a_kind of helplessness, as of one
caught in the toils
The panse was & long one. Mr. Quelch
spoke at last.
“"The evidenco against you, §

perfectly clear.”
“I know it mumblt»d 8kinner.
t00, is quite in accord-

ner, is

““Such a t

ance with what I know of you. You
h.\e done such Lhmga before.”
now{" muttered Bkinner

wretchedly.

. Yet you tell me that you arc inne-
cent.

“ Dn my word of honour, sir !™

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“Oh, sir " gasped Skinner.
“I hold out no hope th:
pardoned. But I shall make
not a ».r-shga of doubt rel

you will be
sure that
ns. You

may go
T nnk you, sir !”" stammered Skinner,
Scarcely ablo to believe in his gocd
luck, he left the study. His face was
right when he came out into the quad
ngle. The Bounder glanced at him
with & puzzled expression. He had not
expected to see Skinner looking so cheery
that morning.
Skinner gave a bitter look.
“You've failed, Smithy!" he
unr}er his breath.

“Might a fellow inguire what you are
driving at, Skinner?” asked the Bounder
blandly.

“I'm let off "

said,

Three-halfpence. 7

tha Nabob of Bhanipur, “The worthy
pud disgusting Skinner must be feolini
as merry as n sandjack.”
“Do_you mean a sgndboy,
grinned Bob Cherry.
"My esteemed Cherry—"
doks an if Skinner's let off,” said
Sqmﬁ as e joined the Famous Five cn
their way to the Form-room. . * Quelehy s
relented ! Queer, isn't it!”
“Jolly queer " “smid Johnny Boll.
“Blessod if I catch on! There can't be
any rlou'bt that Skinner did it."

fathead 7"

"l sa5, you fel

"Hulfa. hallo, h-llu
Bunter knows, of course!  What has
Skinner been lot off for, Bunter 7"

Billy Bunter blinked at tho chums of
the Remove in surprise,

Here's Bunter !

Iellows stared alter them as they went.

Vernon-Smith did not look very cordial—but he walkel down to the gates quietly with Bunter. Some of the Remove
“Smithy—chumming with Bunter! ' ejaculs

what that means?'* (See Chapter 3.)

d Bolsover major, 1 wonder

“Youwr word of honour is worth very
little, 1 fear, Skinner. You have your-
self rendered it worthiess.”

Skinner winced.

“I—I know I've been a fool!™ he
muttered. *“But—but I'm telling the
truth now. Of course, you don’t
believe me!"

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips.

“ There seems to be no doubt in the
matter,” he said. ** But I should be very
sorry to run. the lhghti:ss_; risk of o

in

o

speak to Dr.
defer your punishment
searching investigation is made.”

" Wha-at?"

“8o ynu can put that in your pipe and
smoke you plotti cad!”  said
Skinm:r. Aml he walked away, leaving

the Bounder staring.
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Under & Fat Thumb.

“ ALLO, hallu hallo‘ There's the
- 3 ‘fhen Lhe flogging’s off I”*

said Harry Wharton.
“ Looks like it |”
“T'm glad !" remarken Nugent
“The gladiulness is tereifie 1” observed

“ Has he been let off ?" he n}nculnted

“Didn’'t you know?!”
““Ha, ha, ha! Peeping Toml got !r{l
for nnce' Paul Pry doesn’t know! Ha,
l!‘A .

*Oh, really, Cherry— But, I say, is
Skinner really let off 7" exclaimed
Bunter.

“Well, he was to be licked before

lessons, and now it's lessons,” answered
uiff.
“My hat!” said Bunter “Smithy
can't have—" used in time.

o
“Nothing to do wﬂ?, Smith,
asked the Australian junior.
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is it
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Of—-cf course mot!
tides, he’s too jully keen to own u
- d-u up!” repeated Harr:
T-1 mean—that is—1—
"Well, what did you mesn to sy
demanded the Australian_junior.

“ Nunua !

malll(er

3

you wanderiug in your mind, Bunter
Ferno—] meun—"
“Skinner's got a yarn that Smithy
planted it oll on him,” said Fran
ugent. *That's v\hlt tl\n fat duffer's
get in his neddle, 1
“Yes, th Bunter, in
relief. "Yt‘r-pxan'lly. 'H this -.Il
5"" Smithy the pip! ¢ wanted

Inlmer Boqgei for giving bim away the
cther d
“Fou ailly ass!” said Squiff. “T sup-
ose E?]uelchf wasn't going to haye h:m
ﬂn$i[ to p!nur the Boundeyr, wi

1"w.'31'§q mﬂ you he-he
nim, i in

' he ¥ I k‘:?;vg uh:l. I know!”
s,.,....a Buu

“ Precious

ng at?” ex-

lmle. s

vy mu!d tell you fellows scme things,

1 ]\Iu-. giggled Bunter.
Well,  what could you tell
ked Harry Wharton quietly.

n of the Hemove was eyeing

Bunter hastily
“1 mean, I couldn't tc-ll you anytl

That's what I really meant to say, )F'n
knaw,”

* Well, of all the thumping idiots—""
said Bob Cher
"0, veally, bhmym
And you don ow why the Head
lr. s innes o 1 Deraned ol
mo !

gh do you mean by it, then?”
r

“Here's a chap,” said Bob Cherry
indignantly, “who always knows every-
thing, and, always will know evers thing
sa long as’they make keyholes to doors.
Now wa're jolly curious he dossn't
kiow! Do you call that playiug the
same, Bunter? Haven't you been listen-
ing st the Head's keyhole?™

; mml Buniter

"vo no right to drop your usual
customs suddenly like this. “Had you
roegnmn uu-re was a keyhole in ‘the

uttered Bunter.

Tom ! +x-
“Call your-
Call ;oundl an Inquisi-

ho wlul Bunter.

Emg Tom can’t tell us the news I
md Bn 1 suggest kicking him all the
way from here ta the Form-room—"
ear |
nm v, Bunter, and— Why,

off
L\m, n.mncr certainly was off.-at top
«poed. e was first i _the Form for
lessons, inr once. Harry Wharton & Co.
[ollowed , chuckling.

There w-: n good denl of speculation
among the juniors crowding to the Form-
room on the subject ul the ﬂo;:gmg that
had not come of hen
in he was |urmun:1ul by cu
tioners. The Bounder's very
dark .as he went to his place; hut his
chum, 'l'nm Redwing, seemed to be Jook-
ing relieved. The wretched  suspicion
bauni Redwing lhat it was_his chum
who had “planted " the affair upon
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Skinmer—and the nmtpmmmonl of the
floguing was a very gr him.
But to the Romnder 1t niegnt l.h» discon-
certing of all his plans.

The entrance of Mr. Quelch stopped the
buzz of discussion, and the Removites
um\l w their places.

Quelch gave the Dounder one

“. . keen . but paid no further
But Vernon-8mith did
lance. It sent a quick
ess through him. Was

Ek ner’s  sentence  post-
[l suspicion had tured into a

Vhy
pmn-d?
LOW quarter——

The Bounder had plenty of food far
thought that morning, not whally pro-

vided by the Form work,
He realised that he was treading on
slippery ground, and that it behoved
himi to be very careful.
When the Romove were dismissed after
morving lessous, Smithy hallexpected
Ihq Remove-master to call him to

“But Mr, Quelch paid him no heed ; aud
the Bounier quitted the Form:room with
a feeling of relie
He jcined Tom Redwing in the pass-
timo

EI at the Billy Bunter
rol led up with a familiar and grin.
* Come ave a ginger-pop before
dinner, E‘:mth he said.
1l

“My

2 !s u..t what you call civil, Smithy 1"
demanded Billy Bunter, raising his
“After all that I've dnm for

Halla! What have you been daing
Smithy *" chuckled Bolsover major.
the tzouble of spending his

m

Ok really. Bolsover— Dor't
away while I'm talking to you, Smithy
shouted Bun! *Come IM‘J\ at once
Do you hear 1

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

There wia & shortle from the fellows in
the passage. at the ides of William
George Bunter giving orders to the
Bounder.

to their astonishment, Vernou-
Smith’ tnrnud back.
It was only just in time; for in

minute more, the wrathful Owl \mu]d
have poured out the whola story.
Smithy's face was almost pale with sup-
and chagrin, and its ex-
n made the juniors
w on, then Smi almiost
gasped, ulung Bunter by his fat arm.
}’ alked Bunter out mm the qnld
There was quite a rush of fellows
them. They headed for the lurluhnp,
Varnon-Smith endesvouring to com
his_features, and Billy Bunter grinui
with triumph.

E

Redwing stared after them, as aston-
ished as the rest. The Bounder had left
bim to obey Bunter's commal

shop, leaving  Bunter there guzling.
Smithy lad Ipnu] for the guuzzle in ad.
vance, He had no other resource.
nner's flogging had  taken place,

ex rau held his tongue for
e ike s aving Bacemsa n party
to the deception. But it had not taken
place—and he was still under the fat
thumb of the Owl of the Remove. Red-
wing joined him. with a look of wonder.
1o did not ask any questions, however,
lmpnmd as he was.

*Wall 1" suid the Bounder, looking at
m Rcd\ung from under his knitted
brows,  “Well, you're curious, of

ve made the fellows stare, and

“1 don't
used.

no mistake,” said B.mlvnuﬁ‘
a
should let

see why yau should—
*You n't see why
unm dictate to mo?""

ne 1

all ring his fat neck one of these
he Bounder gloomily. *The

He (lunc#nd his_hands.

thum der  Bunter's
Oh, my ha
the tl\ump can you be under
Bunter’s thumb "

The Bounder looked his chum full in

B face,

Bmausn Le knows what yon ouly

e answercd deliberately, and
th n hn walked away, leaving Tom Red-
wing rooted to the ground.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
‘The Surprising Quid !

“ NYTHING for tea?”
A Billy Bunter asked that ques-
tion ax he roll m!r: Stady
No. T in the Rem
Poter Tedd and Tom Dutlun his study -
mates, were there. Dutton, the deaf
junior, was slicing a loaf; Poter Todd
was covering th\ Mices with nutter—
butter being *
of sardines on tIn- table, nnd Billy qur
blml}:‘od at it with

And if you turi up Four pug nose
ou sha'n't have any !

, really, Toddy—
"“Wire in and get :hu kettle boil

o you call that a tea?"
Bunter, surveying the table.

“T've warned you !"” said Peter. *

pose, for a change, you stand

asked

ap-
your

whack, and produce ‘somethiug beter.
“Of course I'm going to stand my
whi " suid Buntey, with dignity. “I

t that stufi. You cut down {o
the iunkaho , Poter-—-""

“r ..m you a list of things to get,
g up to n quid.”
r Todd grinued.

Betur ive me the quid!" le an.
swered. “I can manage without the hist,
bnl. not ml]lu\ﬂ du qmd id

“There you ar

Billy Bunter felt in his pocket. Toddy
watched him, grinning, lu!lv prepared to
hear that Bunter ha his money,
or that be had forgott that s postal-
order hadn't arrived—prepared for any-
thing, m fact, erl;phug the production of
coin of the real He fairly jumped as
Bunter ._m.md a pound note, and threw
it o elessly on tho table.
off I said Bunter.

“Whose 1s t asked Peter

* Mine, you

*“ Any new hoys rome to Greyfriars to-
day 7" inquired Peter.

* Not that 1 know of. Why*

“Only a new boy would lend vou s

und—the others know you too well !”

“You silly ass | roared Bunte
my, J

odd,

chlu cd 1t gt the po
hen did it eome !

“This afternoon’s post, fathead !

u out of gates
“How il you
at the post-office

“Aund you haven't
ta-day,” “enid Peter.
manage to change it
without geing o1

—1  mean—.
change it for me.
Vhat chap "

“What does that matter?” growled
Bunter angrily and uneasily.

“Lots " answercd Peter T'od ** Be-
fure that pound note is chluzul Bunl_r.

nsked w chap to
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I want to know whether it's yours or
somebody else’s. I know your little ways
with cash. You're not going to get your-
sell sent to a reformatory while your
Tncle Peter is looking after you !
‘Youfyw—yw—" stuttered Bun-

"% The Borstal syetem fs al right,
dare sa '}: but I believe in a stump,” wd
Peter “Whera did you get that
nnbe' sham before L begin with the
et-stump !

—['ve told you—TI asked a fellow

What fellow "

* Coker of the Fifth,” grunted Bunler.
He felt_rather safe in giving a senioc’s
uame—Peter could have asked any Re-
move fellow. But he soon found that
Petar could ask a Fifth Form fellow, too.
“Coker of the Fifth changed " th

x-

postal-order for you nt the post-office
asked Peter quietly.
“Yesi be was going there, you know.

hzm too! Come along !
lml Pmr‘ taking B\mte. by one fat ear.
R ! ere ¥

e going to call on Coker!”

Bunter gasped.

“I—=I—=I mean—I meWth wasn't
Coker! I—I changed the postal-order at
the tuckshop; Mrs. Mimble changed it
for me
. “Them why didn’t you brin
in, :F you were n the tucksho)

the tuck

“We'll go for it now,” said Peter,

“and before we buy any we'll ask Mrs.

Mimble to substaniiate your statement,
.

old top
* She—she may have forgotten,” stam-
mered Bunter.
* Very likely, T think," ied Peter.
“Look hers, Peter Tndd you leggo!

“T'll go and get the tuck myself, and
don’t, want your company
“You're going to have it, my fat tulip,

whether you -.m. it o not, for a bit,"

answers ater want
know where you rors 5--1 pound note.

you think I'm a thiel 1" shrieked
Bunter.

Peter shook his head.

“Oh no! T think you're such an idiot
that you can bag a currency note without
knowing you're stealing,” "he explained,
“But it hus to be returned to the owner,
all the same.”

I'm I.he owner!™ shouted Bunter.

“If you're the owner, all right. In
that case you can explain how you cime
by the note.

" You've noright to ask me questions,
Peter Todd,” said Bunter, with an
attempt_at dignity. “ Anybedy would
think that I wasn't the most wupright
and honourable fellow in the study !™

*Anybody who knew you would!"

réed Peter. *Now, where did you get

it

# u tip from one of my titled

relations.”
“Not a po.ul -order?"
* N.no.”
“Then why did you say it was?”

“Because—because I—I—

“Think out a good one,” advised Peter
Todd. * It will have 1o be a jolly geod
oue to spoof me!”

“If you think I'm telling whoppers,
Peter. Todd—

“Well, aren't you?"

“No!" roared Bunter, *This cur-
rency note came from—from my Uncle
Rupert |

“The duke or the baronet?
Pater.

asked
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“The—the baronet."

“That does it ! q}m-ned Peter Todd.
“Your cousin, Wal nter, hasn't any
titled relations, -mi 1 on't see how you
can have them without him having noy.
We'll go and sse Quelchy !

Billy Bunur jumped.

“Qualchy | W ha-a-st for 1"

“Bo that hn can hk? charge of the
oot, and return it to the proper person [

“¥You—you—yor I'm the proper
person,  T—1— T eggo!” howled Bunter,
as Peter, still keeping hold of his fat
ear, Dpened. the door with his dlunﬁ ed
hand. 1 won't go to Quelchy!
to go to Quelchy for.
d out—I—I mean—"
d_Peter calm

gasped

if you like!
Bunt
L ‘\htn the n\\'iler wasn't lookm.(‘ g

wed it. There!”

HA, HA, HA!

N
[

""CAPTAIN OF TI|E REMOYE!"

There is a spleadid in this
‘s " PENNY FOF’UIAR iy ALM
Bunter as captain of his Form,

Billy
entitled—

''FOR ONE WEEK ONLY!”

“No!” yelled Bunter.
“Then didn’t borrow it—you
cadged it said Peter. “But even
M-uly wnuldn t let you cldve a quid at a
time. Won't wash, old

"l tell you I hurmn-d it, you beast {™
Name of the lender, then—sharp !
“I'm not going to tell Tou. I—)

¥

ggo!"”  roare Bunte:
ow! Tl tell you, if you kel T wea
old 8mithy."

** Smithy lent you s quid 7"

** Yes, you bea:

“That's a bit mepsr than all the rest.”
remarked Peter Todd. you. stick to
that yarn, we’ I usk Smithy."

“Yux can ask him, if Jou Jike, o
rotter. go my ear! I'll joHy' nell
Kook s on

* Better not, old top. There would be
& badly-injurcd parpoise lying about scon
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afterwards. Come along, and seo
Bmithy !

* “Look here, you interfering beast—-"
“Kim on!

Peter Todd started for Study No. 4,
taking Bunter's ear with him- Needless
to say, Bunter accompanied the ear.

Peter tapped at Vernon-8mith's door.
and threw it opes mithy and Ton:
Redwing were sitting down to tea,
very silent. The Bounder looked roun J
with savags impatience at his visitors.

“What the thump do you want?” he
snapped.

Prtar Todd raised his eyebrows.

At your wool on, old dicky-bird,"
he said nhunrlu]l_r “T've caught Bunter
in possession of an unaccountable pound

note, which he says you Jent him.
Before l} g further to lock for the
owner, 1 want you to mention that you

didn't lend it to him, as a matter of
form.”

Tom Redwing kept his eyes fixed on
his_plate.. The Bounder's look grew
darker.

“Tell him, 8mithy !"” grunted Bunter.
““Mind, I wasn't going to mention it.
You can bear that in mind
going to say a word, but

“I lent it him!” said the Bounder
abruptly.

Peter Todd stared.

“You lent Bunter a quid
htnr}

1 was't

he ejocu-

“\’\'ell my only hat!"
Peter rcufd only blink at the Bounder

in astonishment. To lend Bunter a
pound, with any expectation of repay.
ment, required a degree of ‘' softness™
that was not to be found in the Grey
friars Remove. And the Bounder of
Greylriars, whatever he was, was not
soft. He was the very reverse of "soft”

in every possible way

If the pound note came from n
had not lent it to Bunter—he had
it to him. And Vernon was
little likely to give anyone s pound
nuthing as any fellow Peter muld thank

upder watched his astounded

w

et rkening brows.
“What the thump is it to do with
ou?” he dema “I can lind
unter a pound if I like, can't 1%
“Oh, certainly 1" gasped Peter. *
tainly, oid top! Foole And thel¥ moncy
*Oh, off 1"

et
Peter Todd released Bunter's car ot
ast.

“You've got me beat, Smithy!” he

said. “I suppose there must aome
reason for this, though I can't eateh on
to it. But if you gave Bunter the quid—
all serene. 1 only wanted to know that
he'd come by 1t honestly, as I'm his
keeper!"

And Peter Todd left Study No. 4 still
in a great state of astonishment. Rilly
Bunter followed him out, his fat face red
with w

+ T'll give you keeper, you
wled. I won't stand tea
in the study now. Yah!”

And Bunter rolled away to the s-hool
shop, to have his tea there in solitars
state. It was an ample tea, too, ol
there wna left of ‘!mnﬁn s

not much

pound note when he had finished.

And when Bunter crawled out of the
tuckshop he was looking very shiny, and
he

jammy and smeary. But though
found some difficulty.in breathing
seemed very satisfied. In these d
William George Bunter was like unto
pig in clover; and he was enjoying 'he

experience, ¢
THE MacyET Lrsrary.—No. 615
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THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
Trouble In Study No. 4.

A very silent at
the tea-table in Study No. 4
after Peter Todd and Bumter
were gone.

The colour had crept into his sunburnt
cheeks, and he could not keep back his
Igok. af distress and trouble.

ushed his chair back a little. He
mpme to have lost his jahlrllly healthy
appetite.

Vernon-! ‘km'th went on with his tea in
grim silence.

His eyes were glu.wrmg under hi Imm
hrows, end the expression on his
hard face showed that he was quite in .
humour for a quarrel,

It was the Bounder who broke the
silence at last. He rose from the table,
shoved his bands into his pockets, and
stood looking at Redwmg

“Well?” he-said abru

“ Well 1™ mul.tared Ri

‘Shnc ced—what 1"

L ] ﬁmu ht s0!” eneered the Bounder.

Tom Redwing rose also, and moved to
e window. He stood for some minutes
locking out into the dusk of the
quadrangle, the Bounder watching him
with a sneering, disagrecable smile.

* Well?” he said again, at last.

“There's nothing to say, Smithy!
suppose it’s not my business,” said Red
wing heatily.

“Oh, yos, it's your you knaw "
replied the Bounde nu re shocked,
-ng 't it up to you to go to Q\leh:h)
an

urmg.

Smithy 1"
“And tell him all the facts like good
lml-s meal.mg Georgie in the story-

“I l}ln n't do that, Smi
know

"Wh; not?"”

Redwing made an

hy, and you

impatient move-

ment.

“There's mo mneed fnr us to - row,
Smithy,” he said. *“You've been too
wzood a pal to me for me to think of—
of—" -

*Of what?"

Well, we needn’t quarrel,” said Red-

ut—but— h, old chap,
did you do such an awfully rotten
thing? Tt was rotten, awfully rotten!
And it was silly, too. You've put your-
scli under Bunter's thumb, and that fat
s sure to blab out the whole thiny
It was silly, as well us
sou at all 1"

sooner or later,
not lik

votten ;

“ suppose 0. It was you——

“It was 1 that nailed Qunlchy;. fool
manuscripts, and them in
Bkinner’s study on Saturday allwrnuml n
said the Bounder, with a cool nod. on
suspected it before, and now you know.
I did it becanse Skinner sneaked abont
us, and got me a Aogging. I'm getting

him one,” Tit for tat, you know, Idon't
mu. thnt. rotten.”
if it were tﬂi fair and above-

l-oard But—but—

“Doesn't the cad deserve it?”

“No doubt he does. But—

“Well, he's going to get what le
deserves.  In your character as Good

Little Georgie, you ought to be plumj
at a fellow getting what he

“It's too awfully rotten!
wing, unheeding..” You've damaged Mr.
Qtumldé s nmperty—;mﬁ he sets no end of
stare

“Only his litevary rot!” sid tie
Do\mder carelessly
It’s a lot ta him. And—and Skinner'e

Tre Macxer Lisrary.— No, 615,

A Grand School Story appears in

This
Week's

“GEM.”

found zulﬂy of vlmng it, whon—wh!n yuu
it! And—and Bunter knows——"
“That wnl a mischance, of conrse. 1
laid my pretty well,” said the
Bounder mollv Everybody was out of
doors while the football was gaing on.

1 had the Remove passage to myselE. |

Bup that fat rotter was bound to qome
nosing round just when he wasn't wanted.

o saw me come out of Skinner's study
The fat fool has put two and two
gether. a stroke of bad luck, that.

“You might have forescen snmethms
of the kind. Tricks like that can’t be
played without being found out.”

Bunter's all Tight, &0 long as 1

make it worth his_while to keep the
secret,” said the Bounder contemptu-
oul

sly.

All the Remove will know pretty
soon that Bunter is serewing money out
of you. What happened just now——"

“Bunter won't be screwing money out
of me._ for long."”

“Then he will give you away.”

Not after Skinner's had his ﬂowng
said the Bounder coally. ' After that
Bunter will have to keep guiet for the
sake of his own fat skin. He will bz a
plrly to it then. Imagine him tell
Mr.” Quelch that he knew the facts’ alL
the time, but let Skinner get his Hogming
all the same! It would mean anather
Hngzmg for Bunter, nnd a jolly stiff ene.”

“J—1I suppose s0.”

“If's all serene, when Skinner's becu
through it. 1 can't imagine why it
been postponed.”

Read

“THE DISAPPEARING
FOURTH !”
A  Wonderful Complete

Story of TOM MERRY
& CO. at St. Jim's,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

in
THE “GEM.”

Out This Wednesday.

Prica 1}d. Order Now.

“I'm Jjolly glad it wa
Bmithy. i

You can't let %kmnn get ﬂnt

grinned -the Bﬂlmder,
I've I:ecn planning.”

not"' domnndad Vernon-

“Because it’s too rotten, too mean and
vobten and deceitful!" answered Tom
Redwing sv.ud:],. “I¢’'s unworthy of you,
B:rulh)

The Bounder Taughed,

“It's Jluil such a rotten trick as Skinner
might play himself,” said Tom Redwing,
great dietress. *You can't fall to
nner’s level.”

That's the nnl- way of getting even
with him, jsn’t it1’

“He's not worth getting even with,
He’s not worth your taking so much
tr?uble, not worth yeur lowering your-
sel

“So I've lowered myself, have I
said the Bounder, with a glitter in his

ou know you have.
What do you want me to doi”

“The ngm thing,” answered Tom.

“And il

“Tell ‘dr
‘;kumer alona.

“And get another flogging myself !’
jeered the Bounder,

“1 know it's hard! T wish T could take
the flogging. I'd do it Like a shot. But
—but you 'd be glad afterwards, Smithy.
You won't slways bo feeling as bitter as
you do now, and—and afterwards you'll
feel beastly mean and rotten! You'll
wish you hadn't done it, and it will weigh
on your mind, You're too decent a fellow
to do a mean thing like thu and not
worry dbout it afterwar

The Bounder made an impatient move-
ment. Perhaps Redwing's quiet words
woke an echo in his own mind,

But he was in no mood to listen to the
voice of reason.

Redwing Tas looking at him very
earnestly. was  shocked, deeply
shocked and pmml by what his chum

. More an once he ha
become aware that there was a strange
twist in Smithy's nature that was beyond
the comprehension of his own frank and
simple mind. That did not make any
difference to his friendship. Smithy hadt
been too good and loyal a pal for Red-
wing to think of deserting him, whatever

q’nelch the truth, and lct

he had done. But he was anxi almost
painfully anxious, to sce his chum do the
right thing, and to prore t this act

of bitter, revengeful malice was, after
all, only the hasty cutcome of resent-
ment, for which he could be sarry and
ashame

But for the Bounder's present irritable
and cynical Mmoo wing's words
would probably have weighed with him.
But now they eeemed only to irritate
him further.

There was a short silence, and Vernon-
Smith's face seemed to grow harder and
grimmer.

“8o that’s what you want me te do®
he said at last bitterly.

“1t's the right thing!"

“Then it's up to vou to do it " snecrcd
the Bounder. “¥You ean_go to Mr.
Quelch as ensily as T can. Yon can tell
hlm the whole merry mlﬂl if Fou ]|Lc i

1 and I wan't
“Put vou ought. to, yow kne said
Bounder. in_a tone of mackery.
"Uthu wise, you'll bo standing by while
nuu umm-u:. chap is Rogged: for
be a party . to my

L
Redwing winced.
“You know T can’t intorfere,” ho said.
“Rut you kuow what you enght to do.
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“ What— why——Yaroooh! " roared Bunter, as a finger and thumb that seemel made of iron elos21 o1 his fat ear.

| “Yow-ow-ow! Help! Fire! Yooop

* Bunter felt for a moment as if his ear was coming off.

(See Chapter 11.)

By doing this_wretched thing
L..m—.. yourself in your own eyes.
in yours, too!"
\Jnu:llly
The Bounder set his lips.
" Then tho lesk ¥o havo o say to one
another the better " he answered.
> use for sermons !
Ha turned to the door and opened it.
** Smithy fled out Redwing.
The Bounder walked dawn the passage
whistling.

you'

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
* His Master’s Volce ! **
HERE were many curi m\fl.unw
ernon

I turned upon Herbert

Smith in the Commen-room that
public. ey t was an open g

whether he could not have wrested the
leadership of the Remove from Harry
Wharton if hg bad set his mind scriously
to the task.

His recklessness, his bitter tongu
his somewhat uncertain temper
Jrin perhaps more feared than liked; but
he was admived, too, for his boundle

ac, and for many sterfing qua
And the peculiar hardnees of his ch
me.l to have melted a goo
der the influence of his frser

T d
Hince his old feud with Harry Wi
Co. had died out he had bee

miore popular in the Remove. But at all
times he was a of some conse
quence. Now that mysterious rumours
were spreading about him, there was not
a fellow in the Remove who was not in-
wrem:d i & more or less friendly way.
There had been a buzz of voices in the
Common-room when Vernon-Smith came
d it died away quite suddenly on
The Bounder did not need
d been the subject
or discussion, His lip curled a hitle
as he strolled to a vacant armchair by
the fir sat down and took up a
As he glanced over the pages he
was quite aware thut nearly every eyo
in the room was upon him, but it did not
seem to disconcert him inh any way.
Billy Bunter rolled in a few minotes

The Owl of the Remore stood and
bliiked round him throogh his big
spectacles, evidently in search of some

And there was & sudden exchang-
of glances aniong the juniors.

']}h'y knew of*whom Bunter was
sea

ter 1" called out
and there was a laugh,
asked Bunter,

one.

in

“There he
slsover major,
“Eh' W

Ve mith was almost hidden from
Bunter by the high back of the chair,

and the Owl had not spotted hi
*Oh,

thank: said Bunter.

s o
I was lvukmu for

“Bloased if 1 see how you kvew it
ussell

Bunter's
ap.

|n|]1) W .um up, Smithy
af our ci called out

*Oh, really, you “Tellows—

“‘Ha, h ha 1"
Billy’ Bunter gave a perplexed blink
round, ‘quite puzled. It had not
occurred to his obtuse mind that the
Remave fellows baerved that he was
now a pig revelling in clover. He looked
upon the Bounder now as a gold-mine,
and that extraordinary state of affans
was not likely to pass unremarked for
loug in the Remove,  As a matter of
fact, it vras in every fellow’s mind,

The fat junior rolled along to Vernor
Smith’s chair, met by a very dark look
from under ths Bounder's knitted brows.
amateur  blackmail
rtainly was lacking i1 diser

1 say, Smithy,” he began, 1 looked
into yoor study for you, and found oxly
that rotter Re there, He was quite
personal. I say, old chap, give me that
chair, will you"

** What?

“You know I always lke an eny-
chair,” said Bunter.

Theve was an almost breathless hush
in_the ronm.

Vernon-8mith's eyes bur ned at Bunter,
but he waos help e whole story
was ready to pour out nt Bunter's fat lips
at any momeut. He rose guietly, and
abandoued the armehair to Bunter,
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it,” he said, as
“T'm going up to

run  away, Smithy,” eaid
Bunter, as he settled himself romfurt
ably. T want to speak to you,”

Vernon-Smith did not seem to hear;
hio was walking rather quickly towards
the door.

“Emithy " bawled Bunter.

The Bounder only quickened his s pace.

“Come back here, Smith Do you
hear?” roared Bunter. *Confound your
cheek ! Come back when 1 tell you!”

under, almost white with anger

and r}ugﬂn

“You can have
casually as he could,
the atudy.

on't

E

s Voice'1” murmured

Vernon-| Smnh walked back to Bunter,
much to the satisfaction of that fat and
fatuous indivi
great satisfaction in thus calling to heel
the imperious Bounder; it gave him a
sense of vower and importance that was
tifying.  He did not pause to
that by so doing he was givin
away to all the Remorve the state D%

affairs
Well?”" muttered Verpon-Smith, as

he stood before the fat Owl, almost suffo-
cating with chagrin,

“Sit down, old fellow.
speak to you."

The Doundgr sat down.

The eves of everr fellow present were
on the scene. That Vernon-Smith was
under Bunter's thamb in some mysterious
manner was patent to all, and they mar-
selled to sec him accepting the Owl's
uur-lpm: so guietly.
¢ the Bounder been doing,
asked Bolsover major.

1 want to

What do you know about him?!"
* Oh, rw:lly Bolsorer—""

The Bounder gave Bolsover major a
look which caused the grin to die away
on Balsover's face,

“What do you want, Bunter? asked
Verrmh Smith, in a low voice,
The faub:: uld nhap. ]u.heﬂ: dis.

“Ouly, T shw'a't want Rpdwing with
" said Bunter. I can't s:md that

I'm not puum[ar. bue 1
will have to Iemc
you want me,

ur,
chap
line somewhere.
Hedvung behind il
Bmith

If—if I want you!" gasped Vernon-
Smi ¥ Baspe

do want me?”

suppose you
“If you dou't,

said Bunter truculently
You can say so, of cour;

me or not, Smithy
“Of—of  cow etuttered  the
Bounder.
“It’s a go, then!" .
His

Vernon-Smith escaped at last.
ghooks were burning ms ho left the

\'.hn lhl fo!lnwn thaught of the scene
llu could hardly imagine. It did not
m to occur to Bunter that they wern
|hmlnng anything of it. But
the r was gone a curious crowd
surrounded the Owl of the Remove.
“Now, what's this game?" demanded

Dulwrcr major.

"‘Mun SmIthy ,nvm.: you money
for?" asked Haze!

"Oh really, H-:el if you think I

would accept mouey from any

baFAn Bunter in dignified wrath.
¥, we saw Smithy give it to you,

vou l-t adiot!"

f vou mean that quid, that was a

y—

Well, what is Smithy lending you
money for, if you prelnr m

* Because we're so explainad
Bunter. 1 rather like PO Smithy, vou
know. Perhaps I've been rather down

on him sometimes—not quite my class,

jou know. His people are in trade.

But, on the whole, I've decided to take
up.

i
“T.t-take him up!" stuttered Bolsover
major.

“Ye gods!” murmured Squiff.
The idea of the Bounder being * taken
up " by Billy Bunter was too astound-

:h'l.'he juniors could only stare blaskls at

at ' naid
Buncer, blinking & 2t b,
u

you Tanigs. &
postal-order comes, Sm
The Bounder almost c-.hekvd
The money Bunter was extracting from
him mattered little; he had plenty of
at. But the Owl's crass fatuousness in
enacting such a scene before fifty pairs of
eves was as ensperllm as it was extra-
ordinary. If this w e way in which
the wretched “secret cept it was
not likely to remain e secret for long.
Without a word, Vernon-Smith took a
currency note from  his ket and
kunrlnd it to Bunter. pe
* Thanks id lllo fat junior care-
h is ‘back out of
Il I leave

- gquid il my

d,”  explained
“If you can wait till the end of
syraakj s0° much the better. Can
ou

M .
“All right, then. Don't go away,
Smithy. T haven't nished {ilking 15

you vet,
run
se!

I understand you're hi

I'll come with you,
affably, “I've never been home wita
;_Du yet, Smiths—never had the time.
v6 B0 many  engagements,
know. But I can find he
Enh:rdny. Count on me."
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you | Remore
tiafe next | specta

Bunter nodded chomly <
“That's it—I've taken him up,” he
He's not a bad eort, in his way.
T going home with him on Saturday,
ns he's so pressing. Perhaps T may take
him home some day to Bunter Court.
t dopends a good deal on what his
le are like, of course !”
s, ha, ha!

“You fat chump!" Squiff,
“You've got some ho:d ov ar Smatlw and
he s giving you money mkup something

"Gh really, Field—

 What does all this mean, then?"

o
not going to tell you

“If 1 were Smithv," Bolsover

y!
ai
clly well smash you up.

1g you currency notes

v well give him away if he

gnnned Bunter,

Give him away—h

“Ohb, nothing

“ re knpug something dark

xclaimed Ogilvy.

What on sarth put that
head?” asked Bunter.
matter is, that Smithy

real pals, you know !

ow 1"

n ¥
for Sruthy ?
2

w oy
fart of ti
re pal

ea
“Th
1

& do vou think, Wharton " asked
to the capiein of the
had becn a perfectly silent
r of the strange scene.

et not say ! answered Whar.
and he left the Common-
& sombre look on his face.

| 8noop

o

Do yon want |

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The End of His Tether |
VEn,\nw _SMITH opened the door

of his study in the Remove
pnn.e - lnd then _ stopped
L Redwing  was
there at ﬂn.h le m:t- his books. The
Bnunder made a backward step as Tom
looked u;
"You naednt clear,” said’ Redwing.
colouring. *I'm just fivished, and going
lown.
"Oh' All right!"
nder came |n. lnd Rod-rm.
lofl |ha study with a troul
er -u:d passed an |ho
estranged oh:

“An. the door closed behind Redwing,
the Bounder threw himself into s chaw
with a gloomy brow.

He had a Iulmg that the toils were
closing round him.

His scheme of _Tongeancs upon Skinner

had seemed to him perfectly 'plumed -nd
sure of mcwn—bnt t had missed
somshow. Harold skmrun- wa mll

enjoying his respite—the matter w
abeyance. Alld!:tplnlt. until the
had  been i Vernon

g -
m mith
was under B«lnkr . I.Immb—helphnly

whole suocess of his soheme
depended upan the fat junior’s silence—
as well as own escape from further
pum-hmen It bad seemed easy enough

to koop Bunter silent by by b

and that was the case, in a way. But he
had not ulcullhd upon the fatuous inso-
lence of the Owl the Remove. Ha
knew that he had left the whole Common-

ruom in & buzz of wonder and lation
subject. esides  tl hn.mr
hurrulllunn of being called to heel
Bunter, there was the duager of !ellbn
drawing mm inferences from
amazing state of affairs.
hat was not .
or somewhere, deep down in the
Bounder’s breast there was a_growing

dissatisfaction with what he had done.
In the first vengeful bitterness, he
had no scruple—but, to his own surprise,
scrupies, had followsd. - Redwing, indeed,
knew him better than he knew hi ]l
He was dissatisfied—troubled—and
wished from the bottom of his heart :hn
he had never taken the trouble
rovenge himself upon Ekmndr After Il
ns Redwing had said. the fellow wasn't
uorth it. What did Skinner matter, any-

X
ere was something unstisfactory
even in a successful reven eft
bitter taste in the mout Reven,
after all, was a mesn gratification—there
was something d-rp'luhh in nursing
m:ilm, even for a real inju

wing was rnghl. Bmlthy hld
Io\urod himself in his own eyes,
gave him a feeling of hmnlmg du
comfort.

And now—he had not even been
successful.  Skinner's flogging was still
matter of doubt, if that was worth
thinking about—and the Bounder realised
that it wasn't wnrlh lhmk n about. And

er  Bunter’
i:r mn:led and humiii-
aml and he had quarrellad with his best

.- The revenge he had so cunningly

lnnod upon S{mnn seemed to have

allen rather upon h

he Boumder gm- 3 angry start as
a tap came at the door. H‘a did not
speak ; but the door opened, and Harry
Wharton came in. Vernon'Smith gave
the captain of the Remove a far from
welcoming look.

But Wharton bad evidently come to

y something, and black looks did not
deter him. He shut the door, and turned
towards the Bounder.

“I was present in the Common-room
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when you were talking to Buter,” said
Wharton abruptly. *1 dare say you
didn't notice—"

don't ece that it atters® T

it

i, Wharton, I'd rather bo sloe ncs, if
yon dov't min

*Very muly' But what T have to say
lhf!ll l 'kap

No need to scowl at me,
aking as n friend,”

m-\

cmove
Bunter's thumb in_som 1 don't
Luow whether the fat idiot meant to give
it all nway like that; but, anyhow,
done -1 ean's halp tinking nf this,
Smithv, in connéction with Skinner's
affmic.”

The  Bounder

g:emd his  lips

bitterls. It had come, tl
<8k aiatains that he did not
play with Quelchy's manu-

i
seripts, Ho is such an awful fibber that
there’s no taking his word, of course. But
Qaclchy himself must have some doubt,
us hnn put the fogging off.”

No biztiey of mine, I suppose?”

1 den’t know—ye! But Bunter has
Leen babbling, more cr less—thongh till
now I k notice of his babble. ©
was babbling semething to the effect that
vou had got Skiuner o Rogging, in
veturn for tho one you got owing to
Skinner's sneaking. He's always talking
some rot, T km;m But——""
harten paused.
Well 1" Said the Bounder moackingls.

“Look here, Smithy, you must know
haw it looks!"

*Well, how does it look 7™

It Jooks as if you had a hamd in that
affuic of the manuscripts, amd Bunter

wa it}

Does it?
T ouly s

it looks like it. Tut—now
I come to think of it, there’s a lot of
llung-—tnﬁps— * Wharton  paused
again. _ “¥You scem to have quarrelled
with Redwing—several of the fellows
linve remarked on that. [t looks as if
Rerdwing knows."

“1 know Redwing won't say a
whatever he knows; but il it's flrt
what Skinner says, and—and Badmn.
lﬂm“n it, you're putting him into a
osition. Yun can see that!”
‘Anything more ?
There was another pause. The captain
of the Remave did not quite know how to
deal with the Bounder in lis present

niood,
“Well, 1 don’s know whether

there's
at

';uke i the Form, the way Bunter crders
you about, and you give him money.
There's o yeason for it, of course—and T
can't_help thinking that 1 see the reason
—and that everybody else will see it scon.
1'm not surprised thut you were wild with
Bku-‘x{.n,.b-u——

* Bat f\-au played that trick on lum, it
was too tl and it does surprisc me,

E shouldn’t have thought it of
d l'"'?' frankly.

has
\\..n | nmn to speak,” said the cap:
tain of llle Remove, ruther discournged.
"1 can't help eceing what it all looks
tike. But if you've xob nothing on your
conscionce, Sm 7 a1l tho bettar, Tf you
have, lhmlxll—' Wharton hesitated.
“If you have—"

“Well, if T have——"" vepeatad the
Bounder, in the same mr-rkm[ tone.

“ Apart from what's right and what's
wrong, it may pny vyou best to make a
elean breast of it—that's all! It's all
bound to come out, whatever the truth is
—Bunter will make vou the talk of Grey-
friars, ut this rate, in a fow s. It
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Quelcliy gets to know that you're bribing
him—for that's what it amounts to—that

Once Bunter's up before
the beak, he will blab oui everything,
even if he doesn’t mean to. There's an
old saying, Smithy, that honesty is lim
hest po] cy. It seems to me pretty clear

And with that Hery Wharton gnitted
study, without waiting fur Vernon.
Smith to reply.

Vemon - 8mith  kicked
savagely shut after him.

But he was not angry with Wharten,
He knew that Hury had only voiced

what was in the other fellows’ minds, or
would toon be in their minds, and he had
spoken from a fricndly motive.

And-he had given good advice—there
was no doubt about that. Savage as the
Bounder felé just then, he had not
his. keennesa, ng up to the truih
meant severa punishment; but if the
truth was discovered otherwise it meant

the door

somethin much more serious. Both the
Head an uelch had been made e
of by the hardy, iron-ucrved DBoun

uud they were not likely to forgive lhul

A shadow seemed to . hefore him,
and in his gloomy thoughts he saw the
ates of Greyfriars closing behind him
or ever.

But he was quiet and self-possessed
when he came into the Remove dormi-
tory that rught. Every fellow in the
Remove glanced at Lim, and there was
on Skinner's face a derisive grin which
showed that the cad of the Remove
%m; well aware now how matters stood.

erion-8mith noted it, though he hardly
glanced at Skioner. There was danger
in that quarter. Skinner was quite cun-
ning enough to worm the truth out of
Buuter now that he guessed the fat
junior knew.

Vernon-Smith's face expressed nothing,
but his nind was busy as he turped

for it was clear to the Bounder of Gre
friars now that he was at the end of hus
tether,
THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Glln Breast of It!
XCUSE ‘me, siv!”
a
S Renuy#u

have a confession to make, sir.
The Remove-master zlmlm[ll s]l:u'p]y at
t wal

time for marning
day when Smithy stopped
uu-tur in the passage.

“ You may step into my
Smith 1" said Quelel

K you,

his

study, Voo
curtly,

followed the Remove-
th Skinner's accusation
robable that My,

Coming.
“Well, my boy?" he said, mot
unkindly

“1 want to confess, sic,” said the
Bounder, in a low, evon tone. wad

1 who medn]hd with your manuscripts

rather awrpriding, ‘Vernon.
S hu already made that
sceusation against you, but, as he eouid
not adduce -0 shadaw of evidence, 1 de-
clined to take heed of it.  Now, you
confcss—-""
“Yes, sir. I'm sorry!
“You took the manuse
[ and damaged them ?
fvdid not mean to damoge them, sir.

pta from my

-
Three-halfpence. 13

I'm afraid 1 didn't think much about
that. I did it on Skinner's account.”
"You placed the papers in lis desk,
and burnt one of them in his study grato,
in ouder to t,hn'uv -n-pzums upon him?"”

o5 sir, the  Bounder,
wmoved,
“Bless my soul! Aud wly have yon
come o tell' ma so naw, Vernon-Smith?
“T'va gat savers) censaivs wr. Oira of

them is that I'm sorry I did it, and 1
want you to know the truth.”
Mr. Quelch looked fixedly at the
Bounder. Ho was taken very consider.
ably aback.
‘hat is very commendable, at all
5" said the Remove-master drily.
e why did you do this wicked and
treacherous action, Veron-Smith?”
der winced. Semehow, it had

ain to him before that that
doseription could be applied to what he
had done. The

“Tt was to pus L sir,
avo ma away that xlny pe Higheliffe, and
was ﬁogue 1 thought he ought to be
flogged, two.”

“Upon my word!” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch, olmost breathless with indigna-
tion.  * You—you—you actually laid a
scheme, boy, to cause me—me—me, your
Form-master, to commit an act of in s
tice! Blesa my soul! This is tan much '
AMr. Quelch sank inte his chair,
Vernon-Smath stood silent.  He had
5 of wrath to be poured out
oa Lis devoted head 2s soon as Jie mada
his confession. He was uot to be disap-
pointed.

“I havdly know what to say to you,
Vernon-Smith!  Such  duplicity, sae
disraspect, such cunning——  Jiicss my

**Oh, sir!”

* Vernon-8mith, if this knowledge had
come to me from any other soun 1
should have gone to the Head at once
and demanded your immediate expulsion
from: the school!™ exclaimed the Form-
master,

Bounder drew o deep breath.

s you have confessed to me of your
1 accord, 1 can only suppose that you
not so bad s your conduct would
imply. But—but you must be aware.
Vemon-Smith, that your pmuz]lrnm.z for
this nction will be very severe:

now it, ai

1f the flogging had actually been
administered to Skinner, you could not
possibly have been allowed to stay in

school.  You may be thankful,
on-Smith, that your wretched plot
carried to that extent.”
I am thankful, sir.”
“1 confess that 1 hlrdly now how to
deal with you, Vernon-Smith. It is a
most extraordinavy affair. . I shall con-
sult with Dr. Locke, and leare the matter
in his hands. . Fer the present you may

“Very well, s
a The Bounde

o
the Bounder asic afr
sion to spea i

Qualch for permis
to him, and he waus hoping

§

for the best.
Vernon Smith gave him rather a grim
k, aud weuld have paseed on, but Tom
touched him Jightly on the arm,
mll!] " he said,
\\' 117"
You—you've ren Mr. Qiuei.h'"
'I'Im Bnundm burst into a lay,
'vo token your advice, ol
uum. "It was jolly xond advice. and I
#ot a secoud edition of it from Wharton
Tzt night.  And [m.ny T've acted only
just in_time, too.
T.w Masxer Linars.—No. 615,
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“1 fecl sure of that,” said Redwinj
with n deep broath of relef. * What's
lmppcuadi"
] m loft for the Head to deal with."”
m afraid that means—"
A;mllmr flogging,” said the Bounder
Iy n)l, I can stand it. I'm not

Smithy "
wed with you

of puty.”
I'm awfully sorry,
“Aro you, after I've row!
about it?
e s e

smiled.
“1 don't mind that. You can row
with me as much as you like, if it's any

relief to your feelings.
“Tt isn't,” grinned the Bounder. "n
only makes matters worse. Ii you

n't the best- umpcrcd chap ot Gres:

lnlr: you wouldn't speak to me again.

hen 1 must be the bn! -tempered

chap at Greyfriars, old fe
Ve i

rm through

£
they went into the
uadrangl Skinner was lounging on
the steps, and he gave the Bounder a
bitter luuk Socki i @
b ‘e ing_ pretty ippy,
quulhy"' he said, with a sneer. ‘PWA
have our ups end our du-rm. and I fancy

you're booked for & down next
Nut really?" smiled the Bounder.
Yo sea presently ! said Bkinner,

i nifieant tone.
“We shall see what we shall see, dear
boy, if we live long enough!" assen
the Boundor.
And he walked on with his chum.
Billy Bunter rolled up to them i the

quad.
“Hallo, Smithy, dear boy!" he said
nﬂ';‘;‘”ﬁ‘.wly. Walived
allo, m; oV ise 1"
thp Bounder. . porpe
here's just time to have & ginger-
p before iossons.” said Bunter, blink:
ing ut him. “‘Come into the tuckshop,
Bmithy ! My treat, you know."
“Your treats come rather ex
the \chap you trent, Buater!

said

nsive to
Leave me

“Hilly Bunter frowned threoteningls.
“ You' rI l)gurr come, Smithy 1"
Vhy®

“Because it will be worse for you if

you don't!” said the Owl of the Remore.
“Don't give me any of vour cheek,
VernonSmith!  You're got to too the

{ou know that! Come along at

Vernon-Smith lnughed. His confession
in Mr. Quelch’s study had been a painful
ordesl, and there ﬁl! worse to follow;
but, at all events, it_had released him
from his thraldom. He was no longer
under Munter's podgy thumb, though
Bunter was not yet aware of that rather
important fact.

His light laugh irritated the Owl of
the Remove. Billy Bunter shook a fat
forefinger ot him.

“Iw.- told you mot to he cheeky,
Smithy ! T suppose sou wouldu't like me
to pu1 your ear, would you?'

“Ha. ha, " roared the Bounder.
“Is that the next item on the pro-
gramme? No, I wouldu't like it exactly,
Bunt t Il pull your ear with

Yarooooh !" roarad
Bunter, as a finger and thumb that
seémed made of iron closed on his fat
“Yow-ow-ow! Help! Fire! Yoop!
Bunter felt for a moment or two as if
his ear was coming off. It did not come
off, fortynately. Vernon-Smith gave it a
final jerk, and Bunter sat down in the
quad with & bump. Then the Bounder
walked cheerfully on, leaving Billy Bun-
ter roaring, and n dozen fellows chuck-
ling. Tt was e\ldant to all that Billy
Bunter's mysterious power was .onv.—
Tue MaoseT Liprary.—No.

| the Bounder no longer answered to *'his
mastor's voice.

The Owl of the Remove was still rub-
bing his crimson ear and grunting and
gm:nmﬁ when the bell rang for classes.
And Billy Bunter rolied away to 1l
Form-room in a stete of sappressed fury
that was almost apovlectic,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Reward !

AR()LD SKINNER gave the
r & vaunting look as Mr.
Qunl:h came into the Remove-
room to take his class that morn,
ing. VernonSmith gave no sign, but
understood the look, and he was glad at
that moment that his confession was
made. It had not been made any too

soon.
Skinner stood uj
“Mr. Quelch!

he began.
“Well, Skmnu"“

*It's come out, sir, that Bunter knows
something about the mlnum?tl bewng
put in my study the other day.”

** Hu exclaimed Mr.” Quelch.

‘es, sir. 1 believe he knowas all ubclhl
it. and has been keeping it dark.
thought 1 ought to mention this, wr, u
2! and Venln:l Smith between them

ar

Tt you please, si—"

o>
"Qu-u w. Bkinner. Bunter "

M wt b!!ere the class.”

““ha a-at for, sicl” mnmhlgd Bunter,

“(bey me at once, boy "

“Oh dear!”

Billy Bunter rolled out befors the class.
His fat car was sti .mn.ag and he
had been turning it over in his mind
whether to give the Bonnrlur away to the
Remove-master. He had not made up
his mind—he was yearning to see Smithy
flogged, but his thoughts still lingered
hungrily on the. loaves and fishes. He
was in that state of indecision when,
much to his astonishment, Skinner made
his statement. How Skinner knew any-
thing about 1t was a mystery to Bunter,
He was quite sure that he hadn’t samid
anyvthing to put Skmner on the track.

My boys,” said Mr. Quelch, glancing
over the cla: * Vernon-Smith has made
a confession to me this morning. He has
confessed that he, and not Bkinner,
damaged my manuscripts, and Skinner 13
te exonerated.

Oh!" gasped Skinner.
1 am sorry, Skinner, that you ware
suspected, und that you 4

narrow an escape of puxmhmmL I \rult
this will be a warning to you. Your
statements could not be believed, because
yoa are an untruthful boy. This lesson
that you had knowledge of this afair?”

Bkmner reccived that in silence.

“But if 1t is true that Vernon-Smith's

uilt was known to another boy. who
k Iﬂlu er,”
fact
l.hn you had knowledze of this llhxr?’

:\m at all, sir!” said Bunter
romptly

“You' did not know that Vemon
Smith had placed my manuscripts in
ner's study

“Certainly nm sir. T didn't see him
mmiuw out or the study on Saturday

fte
Uh you did not!"
r! 1 wasn't in the Remove pas-
sage at all, sir, when I saw him coming
out
“What "
It was all Wharton's fault, l‘!ﬂ"\‘
* gasped Bunter. “If he had pla.
me in the team that afternoon I -hnulrgI

“Oh, no, sir! Certainly not!”
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“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Hilence!” cxclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“This boy's wretched equivocations nve
not a sulnect for merriment.”

The Remove did not agree with Mr.
Quelch that. point.  But they sup-
pressed their merriment.

“Now, Bunter, 1t seems that you saw
Vernon-Smith comi g out of Skinner's
study on Saturd: iternoon.  Did you
know why he had peen thora?”

“T tmdn't any ides, sir. T thought. ho
might bave been ume to—to tea.
lniu. I didn’t sce him.”

my soul "

Bk nding me money, sir,” said

Bunter, floundering more helplessly than
“8mithy’s lent me money sumlplv
pals—jolly

hlm when my poll-ll-ordan

“ Bunter !
;Muned
dend x. Quelch,
Bunter jum
“Nunno, we!
How—how could Skinner know anythiag

Is it possible that you have
Mo m Vernon-Smith for
this

I‘fl]llccfnl secret!” thun-

I—1 haven't kept it!

And he knows
Didn't you,

about if [‘ve

i ept it?
all about o maid 30!
S!mmar uld chap?”’
“T think 1 can sec very clearly uh.-n
has taken place,” said Mr. Quelch in his

rimmeat tone. * You have acted in the
L ble maoner, Bunter.”

"1 sir?”’ exclaimed Bunter, in aston
ishment, “ You—you mean Smithy, sir,
or

nce! Bunter, hold out your
a-at for, sir?

*1 am going, to cune you sev erely I

“Ob enkey !

Bwish, swish, nmh swishi !

“ Yow-ow-ow-w
Billy Bunter mwl-d back to his -ut.

squeezing his k; hnnd;

he was d)

William George Bunl-ur 8o far as he
1d i.d acted throughout in &

K e e - which refiocied

oredit on hi
be was punish here was Do
about that  His fat pal

aching whpn the morning's lessons were

aver.

Vernon-Smith was called into the
Remove-master's study after lassons that
ay. He went with nut-mnl calmness,
but his heart was beati

“1 have consulted mlh the Head,
Vernon-8mith,” said Mr. Quelch. " Dr.
Locke has decided to leave the matter in
my hands.  How to deal with you I
scarcely know. But the fact that you
coufessed your very serious fault freely
to me gives me reason to hope and be-
lieve that you have sincerely repented of

what you have done. In \huu circum-
mnch Mr. Quelch paused and
cou

'm not asking to be I
the Bounder steadily.
eserve, and I'm ready.”
“1 am glad_you know what you de.
serve, Vernon-Smith. But I have decided
to pardon you—-

“Oh, sir!"”
“And T trust that my leniency will not
rove to be misplaced, Vernon-Smith.
Kiou have had » nagrow escape et it bo
a warning to you. You may go.”
And the Bounder went!
TEE END.

"lknuw whn

Another Long, Complete Story of
Harry Wharton & Co. next week,

entitled : *'CAST OUT BY HIS
CHUMS.”  Order your copy in
advance !



‘Every Monday.

BYNOP!
Harry Rhodes, a miner lnrl amateur boxer,

of Lexborough, a meets
Joukun Mastiey the. masaper ‘and peracipal
backer of Anu  Cast-Tron
Tony 'n wonderfal Scotush light-weight
boxer, who hias come to Lexhorough to traln
Harry lives with an uncle, James Rhodes,
who has trained him, and who had bimself
been @ boxer years before. He had left the

Ring through some tragedy of which Joshua
Murtin knows the facts, much to James
ithodes' alarm.

» small gymnaslum one night Harry
Thodes issues n challenge to anyone in the
to three rounds. The challenge is
nger, who proves to be

a.

After a thrilling contest tha famous
Scottish borer is_defeated by Harr:

Hamna nates Harry Rhodes for this, and
makes an attempt upon the life of the
amateur boxer. 1t s unsuccessful, bowever,
and Harry gives Hanna & severe thrashing.

Later,  meeting is held betmeen
and the mine-own tri
Paa Tnsted Tor ens ‘Hmee. ot the pit whers
Harry works. After some time no settlement
has been reached, when Harry suggests a
fght for it—Mr. Durham, the mine-owner, to
put up a man, and the miners o choose one

mber to meet him.
sen as

the miner's

contest takes place in the open air;
under Bertram Godfrey's arrangements, and
after a long struggle, Harry goes to the
boards,

(Now read on.)

A Dramatic Recevery!

ll".l‘\ HAT'S done it!” m\lttered Ber-
tram Godfre: w Harry
fall, Audhef ltgumlme!ywrry

Bob Durham was one of his best
friend: hu was proud of Bob's fress
ments seeing Harry on the ground,
dead to ﬂ\a world, his first impulse was to
regret his friend’s success.

With better reason the pitmen -hcut
the ring sent up a shout of dismay
saw their champion overthrown. Tl\ey
had not expected it; he had been doin
so well, Perfectly still he lay; they ha
no hope of recovery. e baitle was
finished.

In absolute silence the men listened to
the counting of Harwoo

" lad done his best, but he was over-
weight

uch was the comment of Ben Moseley,
and it expressed the feeling of the rest.
None had fault to find with Harry
hodes.

the ring, one hand.on the ropes,
stood James Rhodes, his face grey, while
into his eyes crept the dulluess of bitter
disappointment.  Whatever others had
hoped, thowgh he had said nothing of i,
James Rhodes had believed that his
nephew would win. Each sound of Har-
wood's voice, as ha told off the passing
peconds, was like a fresh stab in the heart
uring those b scconds there was
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A Stirring New

not a thought for the victor; even Mr.
Durham and Godfrey had their eyes bent
fxedly cn the form asprawl on the
bt
“Nige 1"
A yell rent the
The fatal ward was already forming on
Harwood's lips when, with a ungla
spring, Harry Rbodes was on his feet,
only willing, but able to continue e

He was feeling little the worse. The
truth was that the presumed knock-out
had not been & hard blow; his head had
been going backwards as Durham's glove
Tanded, hard encugh o dase bim for the
moment and to topple him over. And
once on the boards, Harry had stayed
there to the full limit permitted him,
alive, and on the alert, but wasting no
strength_in premature movement. He
was entitled to take nine seconds’ rest,
and he took it.

More surprised, perhaps, than any, Bob
Durham stared at the figure fnl:mg him,
making no effort to contmue.

t us get on with it,"” ha heard
Harry say quietly.
ut it was with a slow and rlmg
step that Bob Durham walked to
when the timekeeper notified the (e
tion of this dramatic round.

“Never seen such & recovery.
l:lnny'” said Godfrey

But Durham made no reply He had
been :o sure that he had ﬁr?uhed the
battle, and to see his oppone t come to
life again, as it were, ready to go on
Eghlm had thoroughly :Ixacancerted

E‘hera was creeping into his con-
mluumeu the conviction that he had no
chance—no boxer could have & chance—
;gn‘;nst an opponent who Satly refused to

o

The nexL round saw him at work but
half-heartedly. The vim had gone from
him. e was manifestly slow, he
sting_had gone from his blows. He
boxed like a man who has come to the
conclusion that defeat may not be
avoided.

“My boy—my boy, how did ven do
it1" James Rhodes was saying, in a trem-
bling veice, as he plied sponge and towel.

l\ml Harry smiled back at him.

can go on for an hour yot!” he
rrphed confidently.

And when he resumed it was with s
vigour that gave evidence that such con.
fidence was not without foundation,

In the next round there was only one
in it—Harry Rhodes. He took the fight
to his opponent, and the latter’s showing
was that of & third-rater. Bob Durham
was not at fault. It was his will to win
that had weakened, overcome by the
stronger character of the young pit.
worker,

o
a

It’s un-

By PERCY LONGHURST.

 Three-halfp en:e.

Tale of the Ring.

The Ending of the Lock-out.

O excellent, however, was his boxing
S skill, so perfect the mechanical pre.
cision of his hitting and stopping,
that he was able to carry.the batt
yet s few furt.her rounds,
he game's yours, Harry,” said
hodes, with quiet confidence, at
ﬁha und of the twelfth round.

And Harry thought the same.

Once, and then only for a brief period
of the following round—the unlacky
thirteenth—did ob Durbam get the
better of the bllth. that had fallen upon
him. A beavy facer, following a sharp
\lpperl'ul. sent him reeling backavards,

r the instant the young man, who
}ud never known defeat, saw defeat star-
ing him in the face ing_himself
into a hard rally, for a half-minute he
battled with all the vim and determina-
tion of his earlier self. Meeting Iar
half-way, he fought like ome poss
and from around the ring, where
change in him had not passed unnotic
rose an irrepressible cheer, an
tribute of his gallant spirit.

Into .that minute was

wildest excitement, and men stood
their legs, awakening the echoes
theic-shouts of encouragement. Stron
and conident as he was, Harry had all
his work cut out to hold his own.

Then Durham's affort died away. Mis
bolt was shot.

Under an avalanche of blows he re-
treated to the ropes, from wlhich dan-
gerons position he made .no effort to
escape. A severe body blow all but
dropped him.  His knees loosencd, and,
although he kept his arms up, his ludv
was swaying belplessly. His guard awas
broken dowp, and a right-hander on the
jaw sent him to the boards.

crowded the

hree ” he was up_again, but
so helpless that Harry withheld the
finishing stroke, It seemed unchivalrous

to beat down an oppoment incapable of
defence, much lees retaliation.

Then he stepEed forward and laid his
left glove on the other’s chest—a push
.ulmr than a Llow. But it was enough.

Bob Durham slowly dropped. :

He was still on the ground when the
fatal “Out!” was pronounced, and Mr.
Cory, coming forward, took Harry by
the ‘arm and_ held his g]ow aloft,

From all sides of the ring camo a roar
expressive of delight.

Two minutes liter Harry crossed the
ring to the corner where Durhum still
kept his chair, to shake bis gallant
opponent by the hand.

“There wus a tima when I thought it'd
b}: f]lu other way abovt,” he said a littls
sl

hurhnnl regarded him with & cur
smile.

Tae Magxer Lisrary.—No, 615,
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bound to wi
Then, alter
you're the kind
be beuten.”
murmured

“1 think you were
anyhow,” he  suid slowly
a pause, added, 1 think~
of fellow who mever coul
“Tt was a good s;m 3

turned
vi o find -mulj !u:: ce with
uham's father. For fre ‘Seconds the
liery-owner steadfastly regarded the

%ml fighter,
clean fightes e said slowly.

Chagrined as he was by Lis son’s un-
cxpected defeat, the man was a good
sportsman, and he wonld not withhold
Lis tribute to the victor.

“Your side ought to be proud of you."
he went on. Tm sorry it ended this
way—Ffor my son's sako, not because of
the matter that was at stake. I'd sooner
be rol,:rrl\ninlm. him. And, by

Tord Harry, if be had ed you, b

lme carned congratulations! "As it

mnpn;ul-m you. Your name's Harry
Rhodes. Well, 1 want to tell you, Harry
Rhod! bat while John Durham's alive,
you've one fricnd in Yorkshire. an
it you think of taking to this game for
keeps, not only a friend, but o backer,
ond for all the money in my pm\(zl no
matier who the other fellow may be. 1
congratulate youn'!™

my lad—a

And he took Harry's hand in & warm
grip.
From the listeners who 6lled the

crowded ring ross s buzz of commenda-

tion at this specch, and, led by Ben
Moseley, came a_demand for “Three
<heery for Jobn Durham !  And when

that had died aw in_response  to
Harry's call for *Three cheers for the
loser 1" followed a still more rousing vell.

If the delighted miners had had their
way, it would have been an hour before
Harey could have escaped from the ring
bnt James Rhodes, shovieg bis way
through the press, every man anxious to
add his words of aproval, would have

ads!” he said. “The boy's
won ye what ve wanted, now let him go!
Master Durhan's blows were no fly-flaps
and the_sooncr Harry's in a hot bath, th'
better it'll be for him! Come along,
Jad!™

But ocutside the ropes the pair were
pounced upon by Bertram Godirey.

“Hop into m,

ar, and Tll have you
down into t!

ago before you. know

where you are!” he said l.vnnld_f “lt's
no time for loafing about
Nor would he take damn] There were

wraps in the car to keep Harry from
taking cold. Himsel{ dnving, the bi
car slipped away from fhe battle-ground,
from which the spectators were slowly
moving away in 1ondly talking groups.
“And now what d'you say, Rhodes
Godfrey called over bis shoulder, as :he
car tore along.

about,

sir?”  asked James

! Enlrnl
art, with xerl "from the Umlmi
ates, from France, and heavens Iu:w-
where, all making themselves hourso

claiming to tho world what champlons
they are, and that there isn't an English
boxer who can hold a candle to 'em! If
ever there was a c]umrmn rendy-made,
t" here, You're an

Never ppo:ed was angthing else,”
med Jnmcs Rhodes.

Then, for your country's man,
chuck over this obstinate iden you lave
of keej ping | Harry from the job that was

made im, and let him take his place
where he I;n.-lonfs*" nnod Godlrey cn
thlmnnllcl“) sick to death of
listenin plu who tell everybods

oot 83 Eughmd is played ont s far
s producing a champion boxer goes.
Heavens, it makes me tired listening to
‘em ! h some of 'em hed been be
y!° They'd 'vc gone away with
something to think about!”
‘\'Ia:,lm
“To Jericho with your buts
1t’s just pure selfishness on you
James Rhodos' eyes saddenly sparkled.
and he opened his lips for a reply, but
was cut short by the car coming to &
standstill.
(.,onl’oundrd idiot!" roared Godirey
by can't you sce where

're going

v, glancing over tho side of the

car, rea md that a pedestrian had been
all but run over.

And then the car jumped into it

stride again, not to slacken until it pulle
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u;p uuhide -the cottage in the village
stre

"Huro you are !"” said Godirey. *“And
mind, I'm coming to talk to you aguin,
Rhodes! 8o Iong"'

As. cottage door ﬂnud behind
lh:m Harry turned to his relati

“1 wonder what Tany Hlmm is doing
id quietly.
“ Hanna®"

Hll um‘l. stared at him
“Yes, If it wasn't Honna who ‘was
nuzly o down byYthe car just now

a very big mistake!”
d{'. R ofes seid nithine.
Harey was vight. The slouching figure
of which be had caught a glimpse was
that of Tony Hanna.

4y

Harry Rhodes s fic)
When 5 big man takes a bad thrashing
in the ring, his career is finished. as a
rule. He is never again the man that he
waa, He rlwm to lose Iﬁml'})hﬂm( ﬂmhn
is_impossible ever to get ck
history of boxing is full of examples of
peculiar fa

James Rhodes ulvu Way.

ONY HANNA wanted revenge—
50 badly that he was

e lmlo me the light-weight, how
ever, be diferently conat
futed, Mm, . (ond light waight.
some time or other, severs

A ke
beating, and yet fought again just as we
as ever,

To this class, although a light nnL
Tony Hanna did not belong n
Harry Rhodes hammered him mln defcat
in the road beside the moor, he effec-
tually destroyed for all time Cast-Iron
Trmy s claim to further consideration ay

ter.

'1 he Scotsman's confidence in himsell
had been destroyed. And it was hia
supreme mlrcunﬁamm that had been
Hanna's chief a

Without it he Loulci never have carried
through that tremendous slaughtering
atlack which bad won him all bw many
and sensatioual victories.

This was proved in his contest for the
dnmxpmmh p.

champion had found him so easy
that llme had been no need to ‘exert
himself to win. Those who had read
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Harry by the arm and held his glove aloft.

l Durham was still on the boards when the fatal “Out !’* was pronounced, and Mr, Cory, coming forward, took |

about the Scot's whirlwind attacks, his
mighty punching power, but had not seen
him perform, were first puzdled, and then
mude indignant, by his wretched display.
They declared-they had been victimised.
One or two roundly asserted that the
nervous, frightene individual they
beheld offering himself as a chopping-
block to the champion was not the re-
doubtable Bcotsman at all.

.it. wis Tony Hanna all right,
although & very different man from him
who in blind rage and jealousy had
attempted the life of one \\'Em had proved
himsell a better man wit] hands than
Hanna, and had taken a vengeanca
for the treacherous attempt.

Cast off by Joshua Martin, shunned
by those who had once been his friends,
Tony Hanna had gone North again, with
the fixed intent to find Harry Rhodes.

The unexpected recognition of Hanna

in Lexboro' wasn't seriously exercising
Harry's mind. A shower followed the
het bath, and then Harry made himself
ready for the appearance at the Crown
Hotel that Bertram Godfrey's insistence
had made him promise.

That hustling enthusiast wasn't going
to be satisfied without some kind of a
celebration. A tip-top fight in the ring,
all fair and square and exciting—the end
of the lock-out. Surely these were worth
celebrating 7 Vhat about a banquet?
Tho committee said it Wwas 2 good idea—
thought it was quite possible,

And o banquet it was Harry Rhodes
and his uncle had found themselves s
ting down to, the best that Joe Claytan,
of the Crown, had been able to do at such
short notice, There were chickens and
ham, great joints of beef, meat-pies,
vegetables, fruit-pies, cakes and pastries
galore—a genuine Yorkshire feast.

Godfrey had prevailed upon _Mr.
Darbam to take the chair, and with him
was his son, his face a trifle discolours:]
and ane-sided, but full of good spirits and
good-humour. The show he had made in
the ring had already established him in
the favour of the miners, and there was
a big cheer when, seeing Harry enter the
long room, he at once walked forward,
and gripped his hand with much hearti:
ness

ery glad you've come, sir,”
with geuvine cordiality. = “We dign't
know much about each other until this
aftornoon; but after what has passed
between us we ought to be good friends.”

“T'm pleased to hear you say so, Mr.
Durham,” returned Harry  frankly.
*And, win or lose, I hope I'll never be
anything but friendly with an opponent

Tne Maaxer Lisrary.—Ne. 615,




18 A Tip:

who puts up such a grand fight as you
did. ‘There's only one thing——"

“And whut's that?

“Why, I onls hope, if I cver go into

the ring again, [ never meet a man who
fights mare skilfully, or hits harder, than
vou do !

There was a big laugh and much
np&

b [Purhnm Inlghed

“Is that all®" said.  “Well, I'm
better off than you, ﬂ:en 1 hope to have
many a bout after to-day, but while

rou'rc certain to come across better men
than myself, I'm sure that I'll never have
the yln\e‘! on with a better fighter than

If I do, I'll borrow a sledge-

Not f I'm the third man in the r
you won't,” put in Mr. Cory, who bad
been prevailed upon to stay for the even-
mf ‘s amusement. He turned to Harry.

don't seemn to know rou. What name
dcl you box under*™

*“To-day's was the first real fight—""
He suddenly caught Godirey's eyes fixed
on him, and stopped. *The first proper
ring cnn:en he amended, at I've

ap
it ! A novice™ asked the
celebrated referee incredulously, staring
at Harry as one purzled.
Harry nodde
Pretty warm novice—eh, Cory?”
in Godfrey.

put

“He § that!" was the emphatic
answer “And no more than a boy!
by, I've seen fighters with ten years

who

nd geraft as you did this after-

Noon.  Who langhl soul’

“Here's the person responsible.’

And Godfre canght Jumes Rhmios by
the arni and deagged him forward.
_ For a hall minute the referee looked
into the hnrd care-lined face, then he
broke ou

“If :lul s not .Jnmmy Rhodes, it's his
ghost or twin-brother

* Neither, sir; Ihp man himselé!" said
Rhodes in a low voice.

“Well, well!” And Corv. seized
Rhodes by the hand. * Why, everrone
said you were dead, Rhodes, or gone
abroad.  Nothing's been seen of you

sinee the night when you and—""
James Rhodes came a half-ste
ward, lifting a trembling hand. Harry,
xl.nnnux quickly at him, saw that his
fuce had gone suddenly grey.
“If you please, sir—"" he said, in a
Tow .nd shaky voice.
frowned ; then his face cleared, a3
enlightenment had come to him,

e went on quickly :
“That’s a fairly Jong time ago, but I
Jiaven't forgotten the position you occu-

for-

pied then. We couldn't understand why
you relinyuished it, ere was a fortune
awa you. Was it um you might

n
puss it on to your nephew?”

Meauing { say, sir, that owd Jim've
taught his enough t' mak’ a cham-
N m- Harwood,

o
ess enough,”
champione

ot
replied Corg. *I'r
ke a [ar ‘worse show than Harry did
this afternoon.”

““An’ us nivver thought nowt on Harry
as a fighter, not even though we knowed

him, not until that
went on the old

Jim was coaching of
‘'any Hanna,"”

*Hanyin 1"
And then half a dozen tried all at once
to relate the bout in Moseley's gymna-

st

Ah well Hln)un duun and out

now,” said the referee. “I saw him in

his last fight. He was unrecognisable.

Anyoue would t.hank his fighting will had
nlysed.

bean patnivsed.”
AR if yow'd been through what-Tony
Flanna had, Bill, maybe you'd feel the

same,” struck in Godfrey grimly.
And then, everybody in the room
crowding around to listen, Godirey gave

a graphic account of ﬂn flzht % whl e
lmd been the sole wit

By the time he lud finished all_eves
were turned upon Harry, and with &
Emm. admiration and respect than

*Then there was some truth in that
rumour,” said Cory.
“Godirey !

Everyone turned tawards Bob Durham,
whose voice had broken in sharply

“Well, old sport?
“You knew Mr. Rhodes had whipped
Tony Hauna?  And, having seen that,

you_beguile me into entering the ring

Bab—"'
declared young Durham,
very emphatically, *thet my next fight
r. Bm-t.mm rey
be & sorry
with you'!
“hy had 1 known that lery Rhodes
hmi l [h na in a fair, stand-
t
!Pou ‘d lm\e done just what you did
thu afternoon, Mr. Durbam,” cried
Harry quickly, only too glad to turn the
uupnlwn of the room from himsel
“I believe T would,” grinned Durham.
“You'd have had a bad time with me,
my son, if you hadn't,” put in his
fnlhnr “And now, lads, Joe Clayton
suppor's ready, so let us get on with
. When it's over there'll be n piece of
néwa to sou. Lexboro' has tried
mare thon onee to turn out a champion

Order Next Week’s “GEM” NOW!

This time‘ I belir\‘(" we're going ¥o
. James Rhudu will
tell you rnare al'l.ur our meal.”

James Rhodes did. Both John Durham
and Bertram Godfrey had had much to
the evening, and bel'ura
their influence and their arguments the
man's resolution weaken:

t's. all row bove
there?" curiously demanded a dirty,
slouching fellow, loafing about the hotel
urd of one of the steblemen whom le

?xnundsd into giving him a lodging
[or t! all.

night in an empty &
What, that chz-nrll\g?" tha

2

“ Wi that

said

"YE-. they're making noise enough.”
*‘ Happen you would, too, my Iad,

you'd &s g cause,” was the answer.
" Lexboro's found hlor a real
champion, at last. s going up to

Lunnon to-morrow ¢' rght an’ lick t best
man there. An' by gum, if tha'd seen
Harry Rhodes fight this afternoon tha'd
knaw it'd be waste o' timr looking any
further for a world-beater."

Tony Hanna turned away with =
muttered oath.

“Harry Rhodes the champion. Na
not while I'm above ground!” he whi

peled viciously.

bourhood durin
and there was a legen.
that another officer
duty during the night; but no oue had
ever been known to see the night officer
when on duty. That he existed might
a fact, but what became of him after

night fell it was impossible to say.
is name was Bam Fazackerley, and
he regularly drew a week’s pay, the same
as Hurst, {m how he earned it was a
mystery.
‘Whatever Fazackerley did with him-
self, wherever he might be, he certainly

A lirmlhcu Escape.
VERYBODY knew Ben Hurst.
whose burly form was to be seen

in thev village
performed similar

wasn't in the village street at two
o'clock of the morning following tha
very successful bunquet at the Crown
Hotel.

Tony Hanna had the whole of the wide,
dark thoroughfare to himsell. et he
maved with caution, being careful to

make no noise as he slipped along in the
black shadow of the dwellings.
hm. @ Was anxious to do and
tended doing, he wanted to get over,
but for all Llllt he moved with no great
aste -
(There will be ancther aplendid instal-
ment of this grand boxing stury in next
ay's ierue of the MAGNET. Order your
copy in advance.)
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VENTRILOQUISM

IN A MONTH.

Automaton—or Man?
T has previously been said that ven.
triloguism largely partakes or the
nature of an il uwon a effect

|

is produced by the pnrlonner utter.
ing wundl Kz!]lol.ll i_un‘ visible indica-
tions of ‘onsequently, when

the lurlmxce hn\e before them two
figures, a live and a dummy one, and the
mouth of the *dummy " opens and shuts
to correspond with the words used, whilst
the face of the ventriloguist remains
e illusion that it
nd not the man,
who is speaking is complete.

S0 important is the ability to do this
properly that speaking withoul facia
movement ranks of eoual importance with
the ||Incmﬁ of the vocal cords m such a
positic at “distunt * affect is given
to sound. fact, one might almost say
that a most amusing en -nlulmnrnt can
be given without this latter power at all.

any ventriloguists—or lyphon
a8 they more correctly designate the
selves—rely solely for their entertain-
ment on a “keee’ figure and speech
withovt facial expression,

Those who do yot n
really fivst-class add

© to become
ventrilo-
llﬂ.lulﬂn ll
quitn assured tha

o learnt sufficient, at any rate
to gne a creditable drawing-room per-
formance,

Naturally, the beginner would like to
have some dea of the time it would take
to gain a practical working knowledge of
ventriloquism.  Well, the student who
would take the trouble and devote luﬂi-
cient time to the initial and most
stages of the work would be in a po-
ry creditable performance
her who,
g on, will
and agawm

awisie may conelude theiy
is pounl,

rest

l'md he has to go b:.ck again
over the early ground.
However, nfter devoting, say
to the elementary stages, a "
figure wnight be purchased, nnd wibin s
very few a private rnll.'rhmmenl
might safely "be entered upon. As, how
ever, the course herewith outlined will
take in seve Idlﬁcxml kind of *voices "
for antom ether with the various
Trediheations of the - distant " voice, the
student should not expect to gain pro-
icney umler a mont Of course, to
a voally finished entertainment, con-
ng of an exhibition of the *'near
" voices, together with i

a vrar-k

and *
tiumental and vocal mimicry equal in

skill to the aver
Hossional enterta
“tice are vequired.

Two Kinds of Ventriloguism.

A study of the alphabet reveals thar
difficulties lic in the path of pronouncing
co\’nm Icll:u e, d g

I, o, qr a
d:e ‘nouth quite easily’; but b, £, n
w, v. all make a demand u|x.n the mu
of the Jips and cheeks. Unfortur
these letters oftan pecur in

e product of the pro
many months’ prac

te

A GRAND ARTICLE EXPLAINING
HOW YOU MAY BECOME A
VENTRILOQUIST,

;pcech, and as i impostible to
speak them disti ut facial move-
meal;t appropriate substitutes have to he

On the border line is “b," which is
generally pronounced by bringing the
r row of teeth down to the under ip
inrtmg the breath out between the

llp and teeth; by giving greater force to
dhe exhalation ...ﬁ opaming the mouth
that almost identically

'hr same umnd can ined, and it s
this one which has to sed for all

words mmmcang with and “b.
Thus the word_* brother really pro-
nounced ventriloquially as *vruther ”

couversation the subst
d the audience hear

in the hurry
on passes notic
only the correct w
" an accentu

"heel and so on,

“M " will be found rather more diffi
cult; but if the hpe are formed mto an
orifice, and the breath drawn sharply in
the sound of an * m * can be made inside
the mouth mstead of by the lips

Az it 15 almost imp
sound the imiGal “p " tmless
coma together, words commencing with
it should be studiously avaided. Another

lan is to drop the first Jetter altogether,
But tho former is the better,

“W " is amenable to a litte tongue
twisting, and it is accomplished by ov.
ing the tongue twice in guick succession
to the roof of the mouth, making the
sound at the back of the throat. ~This
as regards v itself, bun nouh
commencing with *w " are quil
Practise on  “w hich,” when "
“ what.

“Y," however, is a fairly certain test,
and if you can comfortably managa. this
without betraying tl»e fact to the look-
ing-glass—befare which you should carr
out. ¥ practice—then you have m
tered & great difficulty quick exhala-
tion should take pllcﬂ while words com-
mwencing with it are being uttercd.

Sp-kin‘ with Still Lips.
Ventriloguiem may be divided
cseenTha Brat ond more £
quircment known as *'ne
cluding all those vocal -Ihu.nm lnll\lllu
with lﬁc id of automata; and * distay
which takes in various |l]\mnm nrlue
by what is known as “*throw
voice, "

The mast fin

any.
nml

o expunent of both
these brauches, of this or any other aze
was the great Lieuten nt W, ll
and he introduced into
such an_ exquisite h[uudaug Y tha two
styles that his example might well be
imtated by other followers of the at.
When carrying on an aninnted con-
1 with the “lay " figures pplaced
cl:leu rter roceedings wouald
interrup

by the low seund
voices coming from afar I thas
dd gradually increase in v

e as i
were sapposed to draw m

urtil at last they would be heaxd outside

the very room in which the entertain-
ment was taking place.

uded to now as showing the

hhiuda which ventriloquism allows its

nents.

the two branches, " near ™ ventrilo-

uism is much the simpler to acquire,

although some might hold that. in order

uu ;umn n:a titde, *distant " sounds
shoald be tored,

For the pu
the work, nts
ive pre(mlun(‘n to
Ene‘ﬂr the * neas
the mouth, the from the
rost.
For the fovmer five modified voices aie
generally hesa are, the ol
“the okl woman,” “the il
"tho hulnp " and “the nigger,
or “the tel
The ﬁnr is a !numhlmn for the la
twa. It has 1 spoken of as the
;.um bemuse. bﬂng the vocal pr
of an aged and uneducated man,
in i l itial quage: it much resembles the

famihar gruntin;
And heré it s»uuld Ym noted that the
speech of ventriloguial fignroe is al

23
rsh and toneless becausa the efforts o
oduce the sonnd in the mouth witheu
ing the lips rob t s
meodulation
with the speech of

Do not attempt to speak ventriloquially
ae _you would naturallr, but slur the
endings of your words. Grunt and drag
them out slowly, just as do many country
those unacquainted  with the
rules of proper speech.

To give the sound the necessary deptl
and loudness, keep the lips shghtly
Apart, the tongue Jying Imulv in the
mouth, then make the g
vowel sound like “ah!" Fa Iy T

To a certain extent the vocal chords
will have to be contracted and the chin
Lrought slightly down into the chest.

At first only a spasmodic jerkiness of
the breath will come, but after a lttls
practice “ah!"” can be said quite eamly.
and then ull:r‘r d longer words follow
as a matter of course.

(Ansther of these interesting
will appear nert Monday. )

&

inv
educated

persons.
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Will commence in :
NEXT WEEK'S
“MAGNET.”




Many yeurs

ot bought
ion

neidont is fre.
m-ule b a
stavics viyht

1 Junaessivig
weve fresh! othine Tike it
apd i £ up_to pithors ml editon s 1o sen
Pt ek nbonk § il of the best.

v:mumwm:.
{ to lave Buuler bisy
wit at which e it an

which the  sceond

1Tow e

s b it
J i thak quees. The
Tat i fiok thromgh
L on, better
B (FTS rnuli-
- v erovids ul
: ilm amd

g s sdingd
i Garcespes i.\ O o
‘ + his

rnl oV (q-l-nu
tioyr whin o
apgare

v,

THDBH WINTIR EVENINGS.

dal ¢f thi now,
: enieits,
[noiuire

Lectures e mnl thre
amatenr lecturey
only o sehe e
such affaiie.
Lechiring i ey, Vo start with u
beineds, o glnas oF wader, ol i Dol
refer to, aid there you are, with all llm
tuw material for pmnm uu how
in emengencics,-or_something. abonlt
the mumers and cuatens of the Baxois,
oF, Sy, histury of tho ¥ Compani
R, they - have
phisbicd i the Iunl tear senrs.

SUMBS‘I‘IOHS.

We all koo how popalar five com
inles aboat I and.  judg
Trem fettors il
whool whe is whnied.
diwent e 2 note ile olier

T could voi

arraugil,

3
L LTI mm-l ontof

[
wbe s d wo
P
auee sl ol
v «

The cusuli »
et Duetling e s ok
Duowier's  avy
proved ko le e aopstop

Aprived b “

{0
the Umml I
with that on in fuel and ali
on nnl](-llmnr' [

round the plies
i 'Ill(l 3

Quines up then

aeeniz, aceending to the

Yordiid it over il poor L

-.hslm.dm; \M.\
&

of !ll‘t rw.u]d'h
e]tr'ih hom:

Mis
o

W.G.0, :
llm ]-[il Way  cngnged in T
m
One ﬂ T ani vertain aboud i«
mter - woull coutrive, - somchow o

othur, tu make sch a4 jonmner aberee)
ing.  Ilw da 1l cowic, gocmber of the
Family, ol D s Wl the more consi
Liacal

b s oot aware of his Gnc
himour.

gogglis of b
at . felloy
Tuuter i

:
Toulo nly

i dhe * Tolidn
apang e i

who de
finding onk Phines 10
wlly gaking all o

k thut yoii &




