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BY
THE FIRST CHAFTER.

Cheek |

1% ARRY'R late 1™ remarked Havry
Wharton.
“Let's hope he'll be later |
said Bob Cherry cheerfully.
. “The latefulness of the esteemed Larry
is & boonful blessing,” concurred Hurrce
Jamset Ham Singh. )

It was third school et Greyiriars, and
the lesson for the Hemove that morn-
ing was geometry, with Mr. Lascelles,
the mathematics master.

“Larry ” Lascelles was seldom late for
& class, but'on this special occasion ha
was late—and the Remove fellows did
not mind in the very least.

Most of them Iikucf‘ Larry, but few of
them liked georetry.

Homething seemed to have délayed
Alr. Lascelles, and the Kemovites chear.
fully hoped thet that something would
go on delaying him.

They had come into Mr. Laséelles’
clags-room after break, expecting to find
him there. But he was not there. And
they were in no hurry to see him.

“9ld Prout's caught him for a jaw,
perhaps,” remarked Johnny unll
“Aore power to his elbow if he has.”

“1 may, you fellows!” squcaked Billy
Bunter.

Boh Cherry chuckled.

“ Bunter ws why he's late, of

eonrss,” he paid. “ Bunter knows every-
thing, except hizs lessons. Why is Larry

late, Bunteri”
“He's on the telephone™ grinned
Bunmter. “I heard tha bell ringing in

his study like anything. He was scowl-
ing ‘when he wem fo answer it—scowling
Tan Magrer Lomary.—Neo, 1,322,

FRANK

RY——
*“Ha, ha, ha "
“You fat owli”

Vernon-Smith.

“ 0h, really, Smithy! You know you
locked like a demon in a pantomime,
after the Heéad had finished whopping
ou,” said Bunter, blinking at the

ounder of Grevfriars through s bag
spectacles. "1 say, you fellows, Lascelles
15 in a fearful temper this morning!
Better lock out when he comes in*”

“Rot1” said Frank Nugent.

“Larry's never in oa temper,” said
Harry Wharfon. “He doesn’t get waxy
even when you ask him how many sides
there are fo o square.”

“0Oh, reallv, Wharton—"" protesied
the fat Owl—even Billy Bunter knew
how many sides there were to a square.

“Well, he's late, anvhow,” said Bob
Cherry. “What about a game of leap-
frog till he comes?®

“Fathead! You can't rag Larry !

Most of the juniors took their places
in quite an orderly manmer. Tad it
been a French class, mo doubt they would
have filled in the time with leap-frog
till Mossoo arrived. But Mr, Lascelles
was quite a different proposition. He
wae 8 kind and -tempered man,
liked by nearly evervbody at Greviriars
—hut he was not to be trifled with. Had
he arrived and found leap-frog going on,
there would have been distinetly painful
consequences for the leap-froggers. Tt
was net good enough,

Herbert Vernon-Smith lounged to the
blackboard, which was standing ready
for use., He picked vp the chalk and

growled Herbert

RICHARDS.

like—like—like a demon—like SBmithy
after he had s flogging rhe othey

LE]

secmed to meditate, Two or three
warning velces called to him.

“Chuck it, Smithy 1"

“No larks on Levry—"tain’t zafe 1

" YVoull get six !

" Don't be g goat, Smithy ™

The Bounder of (Greyfriars did not
heed, He begpan to draw on the black-
board with the chalk. Bmithy was by
no meens an artist, but he could draw,
and the jumiors watched the fgures
grow under his rapid fingers. Bome of
them grinned, othera locked uneasy.
The Bounder's chum, Tom Redwing,
ealled to him anxicusly.

“Far goodmess’ sake, Smithy, chuck
it [

“Rulr it awt, vou doffer [ execlaimod
Harry Wharton.

“Larry may be here any minute,
Smithy,” seid Peter Todd. * Don't let
him see that rot!”

8till the Bounder did not heed.

Ha was depicting a pugilistic scene
on the blackboard—two hruisers, in box-
ing rig, punching one ancther. Dabs of
chalk indicated the roped ring and the
spectators.  Under one of them Smithy
scrawled “The (ame Chicken,” under
the other “The Greviriars Pug.” Thae
ERemove watched him slmost breath-
lessly now.

All the fellows knew that Larry Las-
celles had boxed in the ring for s living
before he obtained a post at Grevfriars
School. But that, of course, was over
and done with when he became & (irey-
friars master. Larry was not ashemed
of 1t—there was nothing in it to be
azhamed of—but such things were out
of keeping with the position of a master
in & Poblic achonl., But of late there
had bssn rumeours in the school that
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Larry was mixed up in professional
hu:r;inﬁ again, Vernon-Bmith declared
that he knew it for a fact. Nobody
clse regarded it as a fact. 3till, there
had been 3 good deal of talk on the
subject—not agreeable to Mr. Lascelles.
Now the Bounder, by the drawing on
the blackboard, was rubbing it in.

Having completed that work of art,
the Bounder lounged to his place and
gat down, At the same time, there was
s sound of quick footsteps in the pas-
gage. The maths master was coming
at last.

“Dh, ¥ou ass,

wing.

The Bounder shrugged hiz shoulders.

It means sx!” said RBRedwing.
“What's the good, rou ass®"

“How's ho goin' to guess I did it "
drawled the Bounder.

“He knows that you loathe him, and
he knows youw're the only fellow in the
Form recﬂless ass enough to insult
him 1

The Bounder's lip curled. There had
been & time when he had rather liked
Lascelles, who was games master as well
as maths master. Smithy-—one of the
best cricketers in the Romove, had
E;:,'.kgd up many valuable tips from

ry. But, us Redwing said, he loathed
him now  Caught out of bounds at
night by Lascelles, and reported to the
Head, Smithy bhad been flogged—and
since that date Smithy had been on
the warpath.

“He, he, hel” came from BEilly
Bunter. “f say, you fellows, Larry will
be wild when he sees that! He will
guess it was Smithy—"

“Shut up, you ass!” breathed Bob
Cherry, as the tall, athletioc fipure of
the tgaam-:ue& and maths master appearsd
i the open doorway.

The Remove fellows locked rather
curiocusly at Mr. Lascolles. There was
s glight flush in hizs handsome face, &
glint in his eyes. Certainly he was not,
a3 Billy Bunter had said, scowling like
& demon. But it was easy to guess
that he had been annoyed by his talk
on the telephone. He came quickly into
the class-room.

The blackboard was facing the elass,
and Mr. Lascelles did not immediately
s2a what was chalked on it. But he
saw the breaihless interest with which
the juniors regarded him, and knew
at once that something was "“on™

“1 am sorry I am a few minutes late,”
said Mr, Lascelles, in his pleasant voice.
*Wa will now -

He broke off as he saw the black-
board.

His eyes fixed on the chalked drawing
there. The juniors watched him in
tense, suppressed excitement. They won-
dered what Larry would do about it.
He had all the Remove to cheoosa from
 he wanted to find the perpetrator, and
nobody, of course, was likely to give
Smithy away., But he was as keen as
mustard, and most of the fellows
expected him to nail the offender.

Having gazed at the puogilistic scono
on the blackboard for several seconds,
which seemed like long minutes to the
Remove, Mr. Lascelles furned to the
class, His lips were set, and there was
a glint in hiz eves that even the cool,
iron-nerved Bounder did not like.

“Who has done this?” inguired Mr.
Lascelles.

Na reply.

The keen, searching oyves of the maths
master passed from face to face. Billy
Bunter blinked at him uonessily, in
terror of being suspccted as the culprit
Skinner looked uneasy—he was known
to be clever at drawing, and as full of
tricks as a monkey. The Bounder's face

Smithy ¥ muttered

wos absolutely unconszecions., But it was
upon the Bounder's face that Larry's
penetrating glance rested at last.

* Vernon-Smith 1" he rapped. * Stand
out before the class!®

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
G oing Through It |

ERBERT VERNON -SMITH
H drew a quick, deep breath,
He was “up against ¥ Larr
—he hated the man—or, at &
events, fancied that he did. And he
was not afraid of him—the Bounder was
afraid of nobody. It was not uncommon
for the Bounder to have a feud on
with somebody or other—his headstrong
termper and arrogant nature often made
him encmies. Even with his loyal chum,
Redwing, he had guarrelled more than
once.

At present Larry Laseslles was the
object of the Bounder's bitterness, and
seldom or never had he felt so bitter.
Hea had been reported for a flogging by
a man who, as he believed, was deceiv-
m% tha headmaster who trusted him.

e _felt that he had had injustice—
and Smithy was the last man at Grey-
friars to submit to injustice patiently.
He had made Larry, and his supposed
baxing stunts, the talk of the 351'.‘1'31—
rubbing it in as hard as he could. DBut
as the young master's eyes fixed on him,

The Bounder of Greyiriars was

Larry Lascelles’ sworn enemy,

Yet when Larry was kidnapped,

the Bounder turned out to be
a friend in need !

e —

and the sharp voice rapped out his
name, Smithy rather wished that he
had left the blackboard unadorned. He
realised that he had given Lascelles a
chance at him-—if tho “ beak ” could
bring it home to him.

Slowly the Bounder left his place and
loung out before the class. Ha
managed to infuse a great desl of im-
pertinencoe into hizs  manner, The
Eomove watehed in silence.

Mr. Lascelles pointed to the drawing.

“¥ou did this, I think, Vernon-
Bmith,” he said ginetly.

“1f I did, sir, 15 o fellow hound to
convict himself t* drawled the Bounder,
with cool insolenca.

“Will you answer my guestion 7

“No, sir 17

“You refuse to answer me?” ax-
claimed Mr. Lascelles, while the Remove
almost gazped at the Bounder's nerve.

“0h, no, sir,” said Smithy, with per-
fect coolness. “T'Il answer with pleasure
—I mean no, Bir, In &nswer ta your

question.”

“¥oun deny having I]:;l; this insulting
drawing on the blackboard

“Oh, gquite I” said the Bounder, care-
lessly.

It was hardly a lie, for the Bounder
did mnot expect to be helieved—or,
mdeed, want {0 be believed., It was
up fo Lascelles to prove that he had
done it if he wanted to punish him—
and the Bounder’s idea was that he was
not going to help him.

“Very well,” said Mr. Lascelles
guietly. * How do vou account for the
smudge of chalk on your fingers,
YVernon-8mith 7%

The DBounder started ‘Wary as he

was, he had not thought of that. MMe,
Lascelles had |

He planced dewn hastily at his fingers.
A kean eye was needed to detect the
traces of the chalk there. But Larry's
ayes were known to bo very keoen, A
black, sullem look c¢ame over the
Bounder’s hard face. His lip curved in
0 Snegr.

“¥ou've got mo!” he said sulkily,
“¥You know I did it—and I'm not sorry.
What I've drawn there is the truth, and
you know it!"

The gleam that came into tho maths
master’s eyes as Vernon-Smith made
that insolent answer caused the Bounder
to make a backward step. PBut Mr.
Lascelles kept his temper. For o
moment ha bregthed very hard. The
Remove were quite breathless now,
Thero was a brief pause, and then Mr.
Lascelles spoke, calmly and guietly.

“ For some days, Vernon-Smith, there
has been & great deal of talk connected
with me, which has come to my ears. I
think I am not mistaken in attributing
it to you.™

“I've mentioned to some fellows what
I know, sit,” answered the Bounder,
coolly. “I saw no reason for keeping it
a secret.”

“My hot!” murmured Bob Cherry.
“Emithy's the man to ask for it, and
no jolly old mistake.”

“As this foolish tattle hes begun in
the Remove, and spremd in the School
from this Form, I shall take this oppor-
tunity of explaining the matter,” said
Mr. Lascelles quietly. *Most of you
ar¢ awara that at one time T was a
boxer. A c¢ertain man whose business
is promoeting glove-fights desired me to
appesar 1n the ring again. He tele-
phoned me at the school while T was
absent—and a foolish boy played a trick
in answering the telephone——*

_“0h lor’ 1" murmured Billy Bunter,
in alarm.

“It happened thet Bunter, of thus
Form, was in my study, and with almost
incredible foolishness and impertinence
he answered the telephone in my name,™
sald Mr. Lascelles. * This led to o mis-
understanding which caused the man
Valence to believe that I had acceded
to his proposition. I have had great
difficulty in convincing him that he was
deccived by a foolish and impertinent
schoolboy. Under that delusion he wrote
me & letter which Vernon-8mith most
unserupulously purloined in my study
and read. That 15 the whole matter
in & nutshell, and there 18 no foundation
whatever for the tatile Vernon-Smith
has been industriously spreading through
the school ™

“We all knew there was nothing in
it, sir,” said Harry Wharton.

“Thank you, Wharton! I have ex-
Elamwi the matter in order that it may

e cleared up, and this annoving tattle
cease,” said Mr. Lascelles. e turned
to the Bounder. *You have heard me,
Vernon-Smith "

“I've heard, sir,” szid the Bounder.

“¥ou understand now that there is
nothing in your foclish and impertinent
suUspICcIOns

“No, sir!” said the Bounder, grimir.

“Bmithy, you ass!” exclaimed Red-
wing.

“You want me fo_answer truthfully,
I suppose. sir?” satd the Bounder, his
FEE tnockingly on the maths master’s
ace.

“Certainly ** snapped Mr. Lascelles,

“Very well, then,” said Vernon-8mith,
with icy coolness. *1 don’t believe a
word of it. I belicve exactly es I did
before.” _

A deep silence followed that. For
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some moments & pin might have been
heard to drop in the class-room, The
Béunder of Greyiriara had given &
master the lia! It was the limit, even

for the reokless Bounder. The juniors
gazed et them spellbound. It seemed
80 though it was only a few

moments, before Mr. Lascelles zpoke
again.

“Taka the duster and clean the black-
board, Veroon-8mith.”

“ Oh, nertainﬁl” )

Bmithy took the duster and wiped ocub
the drawing.

“Now,” saild Larry Lascelles, in &
deep voice, *“I will give you a last
opportunity, Vernon-Smith. I am un-
willing to deal hardly with you. ©On
a certain night last week, when I dis-

covered vou out of bounds, I was
attacked a ruffian who believed, as
you did, that I was engaged to fight

s man he backed. ¥ou intervemed to
warn me of danger, otherwize I might
rever have discovered you out of
bounds.

“1 had no choice but fo report you,
a3 you would realise if you reflected
reasonably on the matter. But this, I
have no doubt, is the cause of the un-
thinking resentment you have displayed,
Becauso of that service I desire to deal
with you leniently. If you will express
regret for your impertinence, and
promise that there shall be no more
of it, I will let the maiter pass, and
say nothing more about 1t.”

The Bounder did not speak.

It was & chance—if he would have
taken it.

But the Bounder was too savagely
bitter and resentful for that. He had
zaved Lascelles from o cracked head,
and Lascelles had reported him to Dr.
Locke. The man affected a strict sense
of duty, while he was deceiving his

headmaster—deceivin i‘;iia?d_whﬂle d&chﬂi:rl
—pigyl A part, an ing a double
lifa. %?wt waz the Boundor's belisf,

and there was scorn, a3 well as bitter
dislike, in his look at the games master.

o Answer me, Yernon-Smith [*

“I'm not goin’ to apologise, if that’s
what you mean, siv,"” answered thes
Bounder stubbornly, “and I'm not gein’
to keep secrets for you.™

Mr. Lascelles’ face flushed with
anger.

“That will do,” he gaid. “¥You leave
me only one way of dealing with you,
Vernon-Smith.” He picked up a cane
from his desk. “Bend over that chair 1™

For a moment the Bounder hesitated,
his eyes gleaming and his fists clenched.
It seemed as if the reckless seapegrace
of Grayfriars was thinking of resist
ance, Alr. Lascelles pointed to tho chaire
with the cane—but the Bounder did not
stir,

“TUnderstand me, Vernon-8mith,™ said
AMr. Lascelles, quietly but grimly. “A
fow dave ago, when youn purloined the
letter from my study and took it to
Dr. Locke, you would have been ex-
pelled—but 1 begged the Head to give
you another chance, and he acceded.
You may have misunderstood my
motives, but I shall now leave you no
room for misunderstanding. If you do
not immedistely obey me I shell take
you to your headmaster and place the
matter 1n his hands, That will mean
expulsion | Take your choice |

For an instant longer the Bounder
hesitated. Then, sz Mr. Lascelles made
a movement ho boant over the chair, It
was that or the sack, if Lascelles meant
what he said—and on that v?uint thera
could hardly be a doubt. ith savage
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rage and bitterness in his heart, Her-
bért Vernon-8mith bent over to take
hiz punishment,

It was not & light one, Lascelles
hardly ever used the cane, but when he
did he used it effectively. Six strokes

came down, hard and fast, and every
one rang like a pistol-shot. That the
Bounder had asked for it, over and

over agzin, ell the Remove knew—but
thoy could not help sympathising with
a fellow undergoing that swiping “six.”
Few fellows could have taken it in
gilence, but the Bounder of Greyiriars
did not utter a sound.

Thers was a gas
Remove when Mr.
tha cane at last.

*¥ou may go to yout place, Vernon-
Smith,” satd the master quietly.

In silence, with a white face and
burning eyes, the Bounder went fo his
place.

of relief in the
azcelles laid down

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.
Smithy's Chance !

b EALLY * gaid Mr. Quelch,
the master of the Hemove.
*“Really——" s=sid Prout,
master of the Fifth,

“Really—" murmured mild Mr.
Ca_.{)gmr, the Fourth ¥orm beal.

The thres masters all uttered that
ejaculation ther as they came ouf
of their studies in DMasters' Passage.
In another study—that of Mr. Lascelles
—the telephone bell was ringing. It
was ringing hard and fast, That after-
noon was & half-holiday at Greyfriars
—and Form masters, relieved of their
Forms, naturally wanted a little gquiet
repose, But that shrill, raucous, insist-
ent buzzing in Lascelles’ study was
rather disturbing. Thera was alto-
gether too much of if.

How often Mr. Lascelles’ telephone
had rung during the past few days,
hardly anyome could have computed,
Bomeone was determined to get through
to Lascelles, that was clear—someone
who wad not to be denied. It was quite
a persecution, The other beaks did not
like it., Apparently some persistent
person, with whom Lascelles did not
want o get into touch, wanted to get
into touwch with Lascelles. The opinion
of tho olher beaks was that Lascelles
ought to put & stop to it, somehow.

Quelch had retired to his study to get
on with his celebrated history of Grey-

friarz, Prout had retired to smoke one
of his 5;5, black ecigars, gaze &t the

antlers guna on his study wall, and
dream of the days when he had been
n mlghtgahunter, and able to sea his
kneos, pper had gone to his den to
correct papers for the Fourth, The
ring of a telephone bell was ona of
those necessary evils of modern life,
which a man had to tolerate samehow,
But this persistent, endless, incessant,
ringing was not to be tolerated,

The threa beaks all said “Really,”
but they looked as if their feelings were
stronger than their words. Had they
been Greyfriars boys instead of Grey-
friars masters, they would have said
that it was a thumping nuisance, that
it was the giddy limit, and that they
werae fed- tﬂem the back testh. That
was what they felt like.

Buzzzzz ! came agein from Lascelles’
study. Et:-mabﬂ-d‘f wanted him, and the
exchange was dutifully trying to get
him. The thres beaks wished that the
exchange would not be guite so dutiful.
Mr, Twigg opened his siud% door and
looked out. The Becond Form beak

said " Really,” just like the other beaks.
Buzzzzz |
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Trotter, the Honse page, seemed tired
of coming up to tell the importunate
man on the phone that Mr, Lascelles
could not nttend to him. At all svents
Trotter did not gome, Buz:a,ﬁuzg-, buzz!
Lascolles evidently was not in his study
—tha athletic games master was seldom
indoors when he could get out of doora,
He had not reached the age when an
armchair has an irresistible appesl
Besides, as games master, he was in
charge of games practico that afternoon,
and was no doubt somewhere with the
Sixth Form cricket men.

. “This,” said Mr, Quelch, “is annoy-
ing.
Excessively I” said Prout.
“Where is Lascelles?” asked Mr.

E&p}aem ; :

“1 believa I saw him in the gquad-
rangle from my window,” said DMr.
'i‘wigdg‘ “I think he had better be
called,”

“Tadoubtedly ! s2id Prout.

Mr. Quelch whisked back into his
study, and erossed to the open window.
That window, like most study windows,
wa2 wide open, to let in the sunshine
and fresh air of a glorious June after-
noon. Quelch ]lJut is head out, and,
like Motes of old, locked this way, and
looked that way. The games master
was vigible in the distance, talking to
Wingate and Gwynne and Loder uig the
Sizth, who were in flannels, But he
was too far away to hear Queleh call—
too far fo hear tho raucous buszz that
Eirﬁamﬂ from the open window of his
sludy,

Fallows nearer at hand heard
Billy Bunter wasz blinking at Lascelles'
window through his big spectacles.
Vernon-Smith, who was slouching with
hiz hands in his pockets, and a scowl
on hiz face, heard it and he glanced in
the direction of the sound with a speer-
ing grin. BSmithy, at least, had no
doubt that it was some pugilistio
acquaiptance of Larry’s, who was so
keen to get through to him. Tom Red-
wing, who was with his chum, glanced
round as Mr. Quelch called his name.

“ Redwing [

“Yes, sir!™ Tom came up to his
Form wmaster's window,

“Please go across to Mr. Lascalles,
and tell him that the telephone bell has
been ringing for some time in his
study.”

“Certainly, sir,”

edwing cut scross the quad at a run.
Mr. Quelech popped back, snd rejoined
the other mastera in the passage. By
that time Mr. Wiggins, master of the
Third, had come out, locking very cross.
Wiggina had been awakened from an
after-lunch nap by that persistent buzs.
Five irritated beaks were now waiting
in the passaga for lles to come in.

In the quad the Bounder lounged by
the windows, watching his chum ecut
across and ?cak to the games master,
He =aw the flush that mounted into Las-
celles’ face, and saw him leava the
Sixth Form men, and start for the
House with rapid strides. Redwing
came to Bmithy, with a faint smilo on
his faca,

*“Larry seems rather shirty,” he re-
marked.

“His sporting pals don't give him
much rest,” sneered the Bounder. “Ha
makes out that I'm the cause of the talk
about him:; but that’syuﬂmm on the
phone has done his bit,”

“It's queer,” said Redwing. “No
business of ours, though. Are vou com-
11‘6%&1:11:-1#:1 to games practice, Smithy?

rton's gone already.”

Tha Bounder's eyes glinted.

“Last week I was using Quelch’s
phone, and Lascolles heard me through
the open window,” he said, in a low

it.
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voice. " What's sauce for the goose is
gauce for the gahder. I'm goin' to hear
what he says to his sporting pal. Come
on, Reddy!”

Redwing coloured hotly.

“3mithy, you can't—— Tor good-
ness' sake, don't think of plaving the
eavesdropper, like Bunter [

“Rauts [

Vernon-83mith backed {ill he was
close to the wall at the side of Lascelles’
study window. Hedwing %'.'a him one
Iock, snd walked away. He, at least,

ad no desire or intcotion of hearing
what was said on the phone in that
study. The Bounder had no such
scruples.
Larry—war to the

;[Hll

It was war between him and
And the

|

knife,

“Your telephone, Mr. Lascelles," said
Quelch frigidly.

“Really, sit—" boomed Prout.
"It is so very conblinudus——" said
Mr. Capper,

*1 have been awakened,” said Mr.
Wiggins, “1 was asleep in my arm-
chatr, and 1 have been awakenod——"

“You will realise, my dear Lascolles
——" bhegan Twigg.

All the five opencd fire on the games
master st once.  Lascelles’ handsome
face was already Hushed; now it was
nearly erimson.

“I am sorry you have been dis-
turbed,” he said. * But—"

Buzzzzz! came from the study.

“*Burely, eir, whoever is‘*ringing you
up may be dissuaded from doing so, if

I

ey
i,
E=
o
e oy
T ———
————
r——

|

“Who is there?” .

“Larry ! come & voico over the
wires, " You know me—Archio, Sorry
you've been bothered, ss they say at the
cxchange; but I've got to sce you!”

“ Listen to me, Archie Valence | Mr.
Lascelles” clear, concentrated voice was
Eerfccﬂi; audible to the juniot standing

elow his window outside, and the
Bounder listened intently. " I've warned
vou again and again not to ring me up
at the school—"

“I've got to see you 1"

“You shall see mo!l” Lascelles' [ace
was grim as he made that snewer, *1
ghall come over this afternoon.”

“Good man!" ;

“Where are you speaking from 1"

“Lantham ! Thatch End. You'll ind

Having gazed at the pugilistic scene on the blackboard, Mr. Lascelles turned to the class, his lips set, his eyes glinting. ** Who

has done this ? ** be inquired.

resting at last upon the Bounder.

Bounder's doctrine was that all was fair
in war. It was by chance that Las-
celles had heard him at Quelch’s phone
a few davs since, It was not by chance
that the Bounder was going to overhear
Lazcelles. But that made no difference
10 Herbert Vernon-Smith.

Tho Dounder was absolutely without
gcruple when his back was uwp. He
gtood leaning on the vy on the wall in
g carcless aifitude of idlencss; but his
car was keenly alert for a voice from
the study. From within he could not
Lo scen, unless the games master put his
lkoad out of the window and glanced
ronnd, winch was unlikely, when Las-
celles was hurrying to the telephone.
Quietly the Bounder waited.

Meanwhile, Mr. Laseclles, with a
flushed face and a glinting eye, had
reached Mastor's Passage. Thers he
found no fewer than five irritated beaks
watting to see him,

There was no reply. The keen, searching eyes of the maths master from face
¥ Stand out before

“ Vernon-Smith I " he rapped.

vou do not desire to speak to him,” said
Cueleh acidly.

I shall make it & point to dissuade
him,” said Mr. Lascelles, with ¢ grim
tightening of the lips.  “But I must
mention, sir, that the man’s persistence
i5 due fo a miﬂagpmhmaiﬂn, caused by
the trick played by o boy in your Form
last week.”

Queleh barely repressed & snort.

“ Possibly, sir,” he replicd. “Bunter
was caned for hiz impertinence. It i3
very singular that s misapprehonsion
easuzed by s foolish echoolboy’s pranl,
should cause this incessant, this endless
annoyance, this—"

“I shall put & stop to it without de-
lay,” said Mr. Lascelles.

And he passed on and went into his
gtudy, and shut the door.

His brow was thunderous as he strode
peross to the telephone, grabbed the re-
ceiver from fhe hooks, and spoke.

olnsg ! ** wlaes:

the place easily enough—just outside
Lantham on your side.”

“Thatech lind,"” repeated Mr. Lae-
celles,  *Is tha: the name of the
house 3"

“That's it.”

“ Expect me in o couple of hours,”

“Good I

Lascelles replaced the receiver. He
loft the study. It did not even occur to
him to glance from the window, and ho
remained in complete ignorance of tho
fact that the Bounder was outside and
Liad heard every word he had uttored.
Tho telephone-bell did not ring apain.
Archia Valenee, at Thatch Ind, Lan-
tham, was satisficd. o had foreed tho
pamas master of Groviriers to consent
to ¢ome over ond see him—though had
he pguessed with what intentiong Mr,
Laszcelles was coming, probably Archie
would not have felt so satisficd.
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Banithy moved quickly away; he did
not want Lascelles to spot him there
when he came out of the House again.
Larry was not long in coming—he was
already in flannels, ready to go down to
Big 3ido with the Sixth Form
cricketers. Loafing by the elms in the
quad, Smithy saw him icin the seniors
and walk down to the cricket ground
with them. Evidently Larry was going
through hiz dutics ps poames master
before he started for Lantham., As he
had a motor-bike, the run of ten miles
wouirld not take him long—and he had
said that he would arrive at Thateh End
in a couple of hours, so he had plenty
of tire for the ericket.

The Bounder stood looking after him
as ho went, with s dark shade of
thought on hia brow, thinking deeply.
He knew the name of Archia Valence—
he had heard it from “Pup” the
bruiser, who had sssailed Mr. Lascelles,
.ﬁnmrdm,%m what Pug bsad said, Archio
was the fhi-'ﬂ- promoter who was put-
tng up nri'{ to meet the “(ama
Chicken.” ow Lascelles was goin
ﬁeritn gedt the man, What did it loo
ike

A clap on the shoulder startled the
Bounder from hig reverio.
I:’i: Hallo, iill:ﬂu, hsil?}s: n:_lrﬁ'ed Bob
‘herry, as he spun round, with a -
“Enjoying life, old bean?”’ T
“¥ou silly asa I" growled the Bounder.
“Same to you, and many of them”
said the cheery Hob,
practice, old bean 1™
“Hang games practica !

“Bteady, the Buffs|” gi'ri:ma& BEob.
“It's not long to the Higheliffe match
now, old tulip, and you want to keep
up your form. Larry’s going to take ua

m hand when he's through with the
sentors.’?

ik Hlﬂg Lﬂl'l":f t“

“Bow-wow ! You'ra against old

W
Larry—but you can wa&l? that out &s
far as ocricket’s concerncd, Smithy.
There isn’t a better coach than Larry in
the jolly old wide world—and you know
it as well az I dal”
The Bounder sneered.

* Larry won't be bothering about the
Remove this afternoon,™ he said, “He's
got an engagement after he's through
with the Sixth.*

“How the thump do you know?"
asked Bob; with a stare.

“You'll find it’s so," sncered the
Bounder. “He's got to see a man about
fixing up & fight.”

“For goodness’ sake, chuck it,
Smithy 1" grunted Bob. “You had six
this morning for that rot! Can’t you
take the man's word '

“No fear!”

“Then you're & silly ass!  Anyhow,

Larry or no Larry, you'rs coming down
to the ericket, I suppose 77

"MNot to-day. I've gobt another on-
gagement, as well as rry ' sneered
the Bounder.

Bob gave an impatient grunt.
“Cut it out, Smithy, and don't be a

goat1” he said.  “Come down to the
cricket—Wharton's expecting you—""

“ Bother Wharton 1"
“TLook here, [athead—"
“ Rats 1"

The Bounder walked away; and Bob,
with another grunt, went to join the
cricketers. Bmithy was thinking hard—
but he was not thinking of cricket. Ha
had quite other plans for that afternoan.
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“ Forgolten games

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The Spy 1

URREE JAMSET RAM SINGH
H wag gending down a few to
Harry Wharton, the captain of
tho Hemove, when the Bounder
strolled on Little Side about ten minutes
later.

Ha was not in flannels, and did not
look as if he had come there for cricket.
Ha looked on till Wharton left the
wicket and the nabob was bowling to
Bob Cherry, and then called to Harry.

“"Why aren't you changed?™ asked
Wharton, coming over to him. “I'd
like you to send me a few, Smithy;
youroe our second best bhowler, you
know.™

“1I want to apeak to you"

“Cio abead ! said Harey, with one
cve on the practice,

“Come away a bit, then,"

“Ch, all right I’ Wharton moved off
out of hearing of the other fellows, not
very patiently. He did not want to hear
sny secrets from the scapegrace of Grey-
friars, and he wanted to kcep his eye
on his duties.

“¥You'ro oxpecting Lascelles to com
along =ziter he's finished with the big
guns,'” said Smithy in a low voice.
“Well, he won'tl You'll get a
message—"

“I've had it already. Lascelles is
called away, or something; he won't be
able to give us any time this afterncon,”
answered Harry., “What about it 1"
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“1 know whera he's going—and why.”
“No bizney of yours, iz i7" asked
Wharton, with a stare.

“1 think it's any fellow’s bizney to
show up a rotten humbug wheo's pulling
the  headmaster’s leg!”’  answared
Smithy, with a virtuous air that did
not become him very well.

“A fat lot you care about the head-
master, and whether anybody pulls his
leg or nob [ snapﬂud tho captain of the
Remove, " Look here, Bmathy, if you're
going to slang Larry, I don't want to
hear it 1"’

“*¥ou can eut the games practico this
afternoon,” satd Smmthy.

“What the thump——"

“ And come out with me—"

" Mad {7 asked Wharton.

“You could do it if you liked."

*1 suppose I could if T Liked—but X
jolly well don’t like! What the merry
thump are you driving at, Smmthy I’ ex-
claimed Wharton impatiently.

“I've spotted where Lascelles is going
after he's through with the Bixth. He's

poing to see a boxing promoter to fix up
n fi f\t." .
“ Rubbish !**

“I know it for a fact! I've ears, and
I've nsed them! I suppose you admit
that if Lascelles is taking the Head in,
and engaging in prize-fights, and telling
hes about it, be ought to be shown up 1"
snaered the Bounder.

“I suppose so. But it’s no business of
Ours, esides, it's not true!” ]

“That's Eusli;?' proved—and I'm going
to prove | 1I'm going to have an eye
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on Lascelles when he goes over to Lan-
tham this afterncon. Will you come
with me 1"

“Wha-a-at 7" Wharton jumped.

* Evervbody knows I'm up against the
rotter, and may not believe wﬁt. I sy
about it,” sneered Vernon-8mith. “But
if you'ra with me, that settles it. Your
word would be taken if mine wouldn't.”

Wharton reddened.

“You howling asz!" he exclaimed.
"¥ou want me fo spy on a man and
try to nose out his private business—to
find out something that I know isn't
true!  You must be potty to suggest
such o thingl™

“Will you come *?

“No, I won't t?

And with that direct answer the cap-
tain of the Remove turned his back on
Herbert Vernon-8mith and walked back
to the cricketers.

The Bounder set his lips. He walked
away in tho other direction. He would
have been glad of Wharton’s company
on his peculiar excurzion, but he had
had little expectation that the eaptain
of the Remove would join up. He ex-
pected to make discoveries in Lantham,
and he would have been glad of the
presence of & credible witness—mora
credible than himself. It was only too
likely that whatever he might say would
be set down to his bitter antipathy to-
wards the games master, and it was only
too well known that when Smithy had &
“feud ”" on he was not particular in hia
mathods, With a shrug of the shoulders
Vernon-8mith left the ericket field and
waﬂkﬁd d“ﬁ:t? tha h:i?aaahei i i

was likely to 8 g our
yet bofore Lascelles started for Lan-
tharm on his motor-bike. The Bounder
had plenty of time to get there ahead
of him.

He wheeled out his machine, and rode
away by the lans into the Redclyffe
road—the way to Lantham.

He bent over his handlebars, going
at & racing speed. The Bounder was
keen on cricket, as keen as any man
in the Remove; but the ericketers on
Little Bide wers not likely to seo any-
thing of him that afterncon. Faw of
them, if they wondered why he did not
turn up, were likely to guess how he
was occupied,

Lantham came in sight at last, in the
Juno sunshine, rizing into view over the
green woods. Smithy did not keep on
as far as the town. He knew where
Thatch End was—a mile out of Lant-
ham on the Greyfriars side. More than
ance he had passed the place on his
bike, though without taking any
int-ln'eah in it, or noting it particu-
arly.

But he knew that it was an old

farmhouse, a prosperous place till the
hard times came; but since then taxes
and tithes had konocked out the farmer,
the ploughland was given up to
pasture, and the farmhouse itself was
deserted, let occasionally to wisitors in
the sutnmer.
It was, the Bounder was well aware,
just the secluded spot which boxing-men
might select for traiming—and he had
no doubt that it was for that purpose
that Archie Valence had becomo its
tenant.

And why hed the sporting-man fixed
his headguarters within a few miles of
Greyiriars, except to keep in touch
with Larry Lascelles? There was no
doubt in the Bounder's suspicious mind,

‘Thatch LEnd lay off the road, at a
distance, a dusty end rutty lane leading
to it through 3 beech wood.

Tha Bounder dismounted there, and
wheeled his bike down the lane, till the
old slate roofs of the farmhouse were
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in sight. Then he wheeled his machine
among the trees, and left it concealed,
and proceeded on foot.

He kept in cover of the trees as he
epproached the rather lonely building.
Ifa did not want to be seen by the
oooupants. He was there to spy—
though in his own mind he found &
less unpleasant name for his actions.

A high fence surrounded tha garden,
and the gate was shut. Seated on the
gate, watching the lane, was & young
man of about thirty-five, smoking a
cigar, Kecping out of sight, in the
trees, the Bounder regarded him with
keen curiosity., He wondered whether
this was * Archie.”

The young man had s bowler hat on
ovoe side of his head, a fancy waisteoat,
and a tie of brilliant hue. He sat dly
on the gate, swinging his legs, evidently
with nothing to do that sunny after-
noon but fo smoke cigars and wateh

the lane—for ap expected wvisitor!
Bmithy knew what visitor was
expecting.

n one side of the lane leading up
to the gate was a high hawthorn hedge,
thick and untrimmed.

Smithy dropped on his bands and
knees and crawled behind the bedge
till he was close to the fenee. Through
the interstices of the hedge he could
gee the voung man sitting on the gate.
and the faco of 8 man who had joined
him there. looking over,

The Bounder grioned sourly at the
sight of that foce—scarred, with a fiat.
tencd nose—the face of a bruizer Ho
needed no more proof that hetch End
was the headguarters of boxing-men.

“He ain’t coming, Mr. Valence, sir1”
enid the man, looking over the gate, in
& deep, growling voice.

“Hardly time vet!” answered Lhe
voung man with the cigar. “Ie's
coming all right, Bunchy !

A third man appearsd, staring over
the gate down the dusty lane. The
Bounder was glad that he had been so
cautious in his approach.  Certainl
threo pairs of eyes would have spotted
him had he walked up the lane

The two bruisers stared over the gate
for a few minutes, and then lounged
away. Archie Valence continued to
sit and smoke his cigar., It wasz evident
that Larry Lascelles’ arrival was keenl
Epdected by the denizens of Thato

In the distance the sound of & motor-
bike floated at last on the eir. Archie
Valence—8mithy koew now that the
young man was Valeneo—threw away
the stump of his ecigar. He slipped
down [rom the gate on the inner side,
end Vernon-Bmith heard him call out:

“He's coming! You bring him in,
Ted I’

Smithy did not hear the answer. He
waited and watched, his heart beating
rather fast. There was a cloud of dust
in the lane, as a motor-bike came chug:-
ging up.

Mr. Lascelles, games master of Grey-
friars, was mounted on it. Through the
hedge Bmithy watched him, with a
sneering grin. How many times, he
wondered, had Lascelles visited that

lace—for boxing training with the two

ruisers there, of coursel Next week,
he knew, Larry Lascelles was booked
to go away on leave for three days, to
lay in & county cricket match., Wasg
gg only poing to play cricket while he
was away? Was he going to play
cricket at all? Wasp't hiz cricketing o
cover for s raal occupaticn—punching
for & purse in the rin%'i' There was
little doubt of it in the Bounder’'s mind

“ QOKING for fresh worlds te
conguer ' has become a catch-
phrase now that the Nerth
and Socuth Poles have been

reached by c¢xplorers and Hying men
have mapped out parts of the earth
that once upon a time were unknown
blanks on the map. There's nothing
left in the world to explore, they say.
[sn't therc! Did vou know that about
three-quarters of the surface of the
earth iz under water—the fresh water
of vaat lakes or the salt water of the
sea? Three-quarters, mind! How much
do we know of all that below-water
territory ! Very little indeed. Thero,
then, is a fresh “world ™ to congquer
and explore—a fascinating and dan-
gerous Job for our marvellously
equipped and up-to-date divers.

Cutting Through Steel Under Water |

Roughly, of that below-water three-
quarters of the earth's surface, aboub
9,000,000 square miles are less than 300
feet deep. And a diver equipped as your
see in this week’s photogravure plate
can walk about—and do things—at &
depth of 360 feet. now there's
3,000,000 square miles of unexplored
territory at his feet ! Perbaps une day,
divers will be still more wonderfully
equipped, enabling them to walk over
the really deep ocean beds—with the
prospect of tumbling mto one of the
very deep holes that pit the ocean floor
—like the lately discovercd hole in the
floor of the Atlantic, which iz estimated
to extend nearly nine miles down!

In ke all-metal suit, the modern diver
can breathe comfortably for long
periods, and he does not have to expose

7

Marvellously equipped In his safe rig-outs
there’s thrillinz work ahead of

THE DREADNOUGHT

DIVER

who forms the subject of this week’s

fine photogravure piate,

evon his hands, for his elaborate divin
suit is furnished with steel claws whic
ho can open and shut frem inside—
grab up sunken treasure or anything
clse. A modern deep-sea diver can do
valuable work in the salving of wrecks,
and if he is required to cut away parta
of the wreck, he can de so with an
pmazing oxyv-aceiylene toreh which pro-
duces below water a flame of such
terrific heat, that with it he can slice
through steel as though it were warm
buiter.

On the Phone, Tool

e carries his own supply of oxygen
with him, inside hizs big metal helmet,
so there are no air-lines to becomse
fouled in wreckage or weeds, as was the
case of .the old-time diver whose con-
stent dread 1t was that his life would
be ended by such an accident. He is
simply lowered over the side of the
diving-ship on the end of » steel rope
attached to a c¢rane, and he is able to
talk to the crew on the ship, and to
receive orders therefrom, by means of
a telaphone, the earpicce and mouth-
piece of which are inside his helmet,

Some divers carry in or on their
helmets & powerful electric light which
sends a soarching beam as & guide to
their footsteps,

In this comfortable and safo rig-out,
he can work not only st o greater
depth than the u-ld-$t}r{e diver, in_the
leather suit, but for a much longer time,
and williout the subseguent ill-effects
such as bleeding at the nose and terrific
headaches, 'There is no end to the
possibitities of useful work before the
modern diver—inc¢luding salving sun-
ken treasure, with which the fAoors of
the SBeven Seas are littered, and the full
tremendous value of which no man ¢an
evenr begin to estimate. The Dread-
nought Diver suit is indeed a marvel
of modern engineering !

NEXT WEEK'S SPLENDID FREE PHOTO-PLATE is shown—
in miniature—on page 17.
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The man Ted opened the gate, greet-
ing Mr. Lascelles with great civility.
Lascelles gave him burely 8 nod in
reply, and ran his motor-bike in, and
the gate shut again—shutting him off
from the Bounder's view.

Smithy would have given a great deal
to be able to follow him in, and see
and hear more. But that was impos-
sible, and he had already discovered all
thiat he had hoped to diseover. A party
of pugilists were camped at Thateh
Endp—ﬁarry Lazcelles came there to
visit them—for what, it was
training for o fight?

It was proof enough to -satisfy the
Bounder—and he would soon be in pos-
session of proof to satisfy others! The
gelf-constituted detective was  feeling
pleased with his progress as he crawled
back to the spot where he had parked
his bicvele. But as he roce back to
Creyfriars the Bounder little dreamed

arloss

of what was going on at Thalch End
—which, if he had only known it,
would have knocked all his suspicions
and theories shy-high!

r——— ——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Fight Against Odds!

&t ARRY, old bean!”

H Archie's manner was cheery
and effusive, and ke wmet the
games master of Groyiriars

with  outstretched hand, as Mr.
Lasecelles entoved the old, oak-beamed
parlour of the farmbouse.

Biehind his ecffusivencss,  however,
there was a hall-hidden uneasiness and
anxiety.

He had fairly persecuted thsa games
master into making that visit at Thatoh
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End. He hoped that Larry was going
to seo reason at last, as ne regarded it
But ho had lingering doubts as to the
intentions of Larry Lascelles in coming
to Thatch End at last

Mr. Lascelles tock no notice of the
outstretched hand, and it dropped
elowly to Archie’s side.

His face was cold and prim

“Tuke a pew, old fellow!”
Archie, rather feebly.

Lascclles stood erect, looking at him,

“I'm here for a few minutes, and a
few words, Archie,” he maid. “You're
my cousin, though I'm not proud of the
commection, Wa had dealings together
in the old days, when I was a boxing-
plan. For the sake of the relationship,
and for old times’ sake, I've been easy
with you. I've told you, again and
again, that boxing in the ring 15 & thing

the past for me—that in wy present
poaitim_:. I could not take it up again
if 1 wished to. Youw've chosen to look
on that as so much wind.”

“How much do vou make teachin’ in
s school I sneered Archie. “You'ro

cod for fve hundred pounds if you

ck out the Game Chicken.”

“Very likely; but money's not my
object. I've fold you thet my chief
would pever permit anything of the
kind——"

“Any need to tell him ™"

“And you can't understand ihat I
oennot deceive a man who trusts me.
Now all this has got to stop 1"

Archie's manner of effusive pleazant.
ness haed quite faded already., His
rather fat and flushed face hardened,
and a glitter came into his eyes.

“Pleasa yourself whether you stick to
schoolmastering, or make a fortune in
the ring, es you might,” he said. “But
¥hu ecan't let me down over this scrap.

ou agresd on the telephone—"

gaid

“X have already explained to you that T

I never got your call that time, and that
a silly schoolboy answered the phone in
my name, playing & foolish trick, You
wera the bigger fool of the two to be
taken in. You might have known I
should never .consent to dao as you
asked.”

“Trick or not, I took it as the
goods I” answered Archie sullenly. “I
Eut you up—and I stand to lose if you

t me down, Everything's fixed except
your own signature——"

“Cut it out! I'm not here to talk
balderdash1” interrupted Mr. Lascelles.
“I'm hers to put the stopper on your

ersecution. Youw've rung me up a hun-

red times at the school—it's become the
talk of the place—and it's going to end |
Several times I've told you over the
phone that if you did not leave me
in peace I would make you! I'm hers
to make you!”

Archis jumped.

“What the thump do vou mean?™

“You can guess what I mean,”
answered Larry Lascelles grimly. “I'vo
warned you, time and again, to leave
me alone. I've warned wyou that if you
kept on worrying me on the phone I
would come over and see you, and give
?nu the thrashing you've been begging
or. I'm here to do it!”

Archie gazed et him.

Mr. Lascelles pushed baeck his cuffs,

"“Will you have it here, or step into
the émrd " he esked.

“Gad 1" gasped Archie. “Oh gad!”

“I'm sorry for it! said Mr. Las-
celles. “But it's the only way—all
you've left me! If X let you off, you'll
I:Efm on the phone again as soon ag I
get back to the school. You won't
believe I'm in earnest till you're feeling
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your nose to find out whether it’s been
pushed th:oa.&gh the back of your head.
Are you ready ™

“Gad 1" repeated Archie.

“Here, or outside i asked Lascelles
calmly.

It was clear that the games master of
Grﬂﬁfl‘lﬂl"ﬂ waa in deadly earnest. As
he had said, it was the only resource
Archio had left him. He was there on
business—grim business.

"You rotterl” said Archie at last.
“¥ou doublecrossin® rotter!™ He
almost spat out the words. *I don't
Lelieve it was a trick on the phone that
day. lisve you tock me up, and
let ma down, like a rotten cur! But
whether you phomed or not, it's your
logk-out if you let a schoolboy play
iricks in your mame!| You've got to
stand for it!”

“Ara you ready®

" Step outside |” said Archie, and he
brushed rudely past the games master of
Eirelyfrmrs, and went into the yard,

Mr. Lascelles followed him out. -

“Ted I yelled Archie, * Bunchy !

The two bruisers, both in boxing kit,
83 if they had expected Larry to want

them for sparring, came running up.
The games master smile COT-
temptuocusly.

“Now, you ecur™ said Archio, “I
knew you might come hers intending
to tell me that you were stickin® to let-
tin' me dewn! And I never meant you
to get by with it—see? You're here—
and you'ra stayin' here! Got that?
They can whistle for you at Grey-
friars. I've got a room here, fixed up
with & barred window, ready for you,
Larry Lascelles, and you're going into
that room, neck and c¢rop, and staying
there till you give your word, honour
bright, and sign it, too, to meet the
Chicken

“My only hat!” ejaculated Larry
mﬁes, staring at him.

“Did you think I'd let you double-
cross me?” snarled Archie. " Forget
it, if you did! There's too much at
stake for that! Did you think I wanted
you gover here just for the pleasure of
looking at you? |Hardly! You're
here to stay 1"

Mr. Lascelles stared at him blankly
for a few moments; and then he burst
mio a laugh.

“Kidnapping—what I” he asked.

“Call it that if you like!” spat out
Archie. “I've got you, and I'm keopin’
el Don't spin me a yarn that any-

¥ at Greyiriars knows where to loo

for ;rqu on wouldn’t tell them any-
thin® about this game. You'll just
d.l.!:ﬂfipe.ﬂ;rm—"

“My hat!?

*“And I'll sce that a felephone-call is
put through, letting them know at the
school that you're in the ring agzin,”
added Archie. “Then they'll know why
you went—see 7"’

“You've got it all cut and dried, I
see!” said Mr. Lascelles, his {ace
wreathed with smiles of genuine amuse-
ment, ‘

“I've had time to cut it and dry it
while you'’ve been fooling about!”
snapped Archie. “I fancy you never
gucssed_ anything of the kind when vou

utted in here, Larry.”

“Quite—it never crossed my mind for

& moment! I came here, not to be kid-
napped—ha, hal—but to give you the
thrashing you've been begping for] If

you're ready I'll get on with it |
o o Brag’s a good deg !” sneered Archie.
You're a good man with the mittens,
Larry, and o good man without them—
but you can’t handle two tough pro-
positions like Bunchy and Ted together,
with ma to lend a hand 1
“ Not 'arf ! grinned Bunchy.
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“X don’t think }” chuckled Ted.

Mr. Lascelles, however, did not seem
alarmed. He stepped back a litile to
keep the three in front of him. That
was_sll,

"You'rs hers, and you stop!” said
Archie. "I've thought it out and fixred
it up! Your room’s all ready! Wil
you walk into it, or be carried [”

“Archie, old man, you're funnier
than you think!” said Mr. Lascelles,
laughing. “You're no great shakes a3
a mghta promoter; but you'rs still less
g as a film villainl But I've no
time to waste listening to your jokes
Take off your coat—or are you going to
serap with it en?”

Archie threw away his cigar,

“Nail him i? he szaid hriaﬂ;,'. “T'l
lend you o hand if you need it [

Bunchy and Ted advanced on Mr,
Lasoelles with their hands up and their
eyes watchful. Both of then were
bigger than the games master, sturdy as
he was; both much hesvier, and they
were experienced “pugs.” But Larry
Lascelles faced them with cool imper-
turbability. Indeed, thers was rather
& joyous gleam: in his eyes—a fighting
gleam |

Mr. Lascelles, games and mathematics
master of Greyfriars, had had to
renounce the ring, and say & long fare-
well to the excitement of gﬁa old life.

_ Not for worlds wonld ke have figured
in the roped spnce again, with the
Game Chicken to knock-out | Bus it was
very likely that a taste of the old fight-
ing life was by no means unwelcome
to him—so long as he could enjoy it
wilh a clear conscience! Now he had to
fi}fht. and he went into it with & zest,

r. Lascelles disappoared entirely, and
gave place to Larry the hoxer!

“You will 'ave it 1" inquired Bunchy.

“AH you can give me 1" answered Mr.
Lascelles good-humouredly.

“'Ere goes, then ™

And the two bruisers came on. Archie
watched them, with a grin on his face
—a grin that slowly faded as he con.
tinued to watch !

For, two to one as they were, the
hefty bruisers made little impression on
Larry leal They closed on him
resolutely and grimly, snd Larry was
hard pressed.

But he was equal to it. His guard
was wonderful=—his guickness on his feet
amazing—he sido-stepped like lightnin
—his movements were almost too swift
for the eye to follow. And his right
Aashed out suddenly, snd caught Ted
on the point of the chin, and the bruiser
went spinning over wards, to crash
down in the yard., He lay where he had
fallen, moaning.

The fight iaﬂ not lasted three
minutes, and one of the hruisers was
already knocked ount]

Archie gritted his teeth.

He threw off hiz coat, and rushed to
tha help of Bunchy. Bunchy had Las-
celles at close quarters now, and heavy
punishment was being given and taken,
Archie, with a spring, landed on Las-
celles, grappling him round the neck
and dragging him over.

" Now—""ha panted,

Bunchy Hung himself on the games
Fnst&%* of Greyfriars. Lascelles was
own !

But it was only for a moment !

Archie gave a gurglhing howl, as some-
thing that seemed like a kick of & mule
landed on his noge. Ho rolled over on
the earth, squealing. _

Larry Lascelles struggled up, grap-
pling with Bunchy, and fighting every
inch, Ted was still on his back,
knocked to the wide, Archie was
gurgling and squealing, unable to get
on his feet—and Bunchy suddenly found
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hims=alf lifted by an upper-cut, that
seemed like lifting hiz head off. He
went crashing over, stuttering.

BMr, Lascelles, breathing rather hard,
dsbbed his nose with a handkerchief,
dabbing away the oozing red, and then
d@t&diis clothes with it. He was still
quite cool and calm—a contrast to the
gasping, groaning throe that lay about
the yard. ; -

Having finished dusting himself, the
games master glanced ot them with an
amused smile.

“1 think that

will do for you,
Archia!” ha said.

“I've no doubt

u're eonvinced by this time that I'm,

tter left alone! But if iynu ring me
up at the school again, I'll come along
and give vou the rest. Good-bye I

With oheery coolness he walked over
to his motor-bike, opened the gate, and
ran the jigger out.

Archie sat up dizzily, leaning weakly
on the wall.

“Gad " he said. “O0Oh gad I”

Groan, from Bunchy! Ted sat up.

“My word!” he said. “My word!
What n man for the ring—and waskin
his time as 8 schoolmaster! Why, he’
jest eat the Chicken! My word!”

nchy groaned again! He was too

far gone even to admire the prowess of
the man who had knocked him out.

Archie sat and gasped dismally. The
chug-chugging of the motor-bike died
away down the lane towards the
Lantham road. Larry Lascelles was

one—destined not, after all, to be an
inmate of that room with a barred
window that Archie had all ready for
him! Archie had had it all cut and
dried, but it was only too clear that he
had to cut it and dry it over again!

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
Something Like Evidence !

¢ g SAY, you fellows!” ‘
H Billy Bunter Fut his head in at
i tho doorway of Study Neo. 1 1n
the Remove, his little round eyes
listening with czcitement behind his
ﬁi round speciacles.

iurr:r Wharton & Co. were there,
The Famous Five of the Remove had
fimshed tea when Ilerlert Vernon-
Smith came in, after his ride back from
Lantham.

What the Bounder had to say caused
a general frowning in Study No. 1.
They d:d not want to hear a,n:;thmg
asgamnst Larry, they did not belicve a
word of what Smthy believed, and they
loathed the idea of a fellow spying on
anvono. And they were beginning fo
tﬂﬁ Smithy what they thought of him.
when Bunter butted in.

Bunter, evidently, had news.

“1 say, you fellows, Larry’s been fight-
ing 1” trilled Bunter.

“What ™7 exclaimed Wharton.

“Elo's just comeo in,” prinned DBunter,
“*You should see his noso—like a ragp-
berey—a ripe raspberry!  SBomebody's
punched it1 He, he, he!” )

“ What rot [ said Boeb Cherry; while
the Thounder grinmed sarcastically.

Bunter’s news certainly seecmed to Lear
out what he had been telling the chus
of the Remove ) ]

“The rotfulness iz terrific,” declared
LHnrree Jumset Ram Singh. -

“Well, you go to his study for some:
thing, end look at his nosel™ said
Bunter—"fnirly smashed! Blust bave
had an awiul cosh! T say, yvou ‘felim-.-:.
do you think he's been st s prize-fight
this afltcrnoon "

“You silly eowll”
Nugent.

(CTontinucd on next puge.)

gnapped Frank
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*0b, really, Nugentl He's been
srappiog with some * swid Bunter,
ﬁuva_tlf. “Bkinner E;-.‘ﬂ he thinks

thy's right, after sll. 1 say, Coker
of ggﬁli‘if[tghukidhpini if he'd bad an
pocident—I hear .

“0Oh, my hat| And what did Larry
u;r'.”’ asked Johnny Bull. -

*Heo said he'd had a knock,” said
Bunter. “I heard him! And I heard
Coker say to Potter and Greene that he
could jolly well guess what it was that
Eﬂhﬂﬁ, ii.luni::nke& it om—a set of knuckles !

: al”

The Famious Five looked uncomfort-
able. Aecording to the Bounder, he
had tracked Lascelles that afterncon to
a secluded farmhbouse, where a party
of bruisers were camped, snd where, he
was convinced, Lascelles was Emn%fur
the usual training befors a ﬁb; t. Now,
it zeemed, Larry had come back look-
ing a8 if he had been through some
hard sparring. It began to look as if
there was something in Bmithy's
suspicions.

Not that the chums of the Remove
would have thought sny the worse of
Larry bad he, for reasons good to him-
solf, taken up the old game again for
once. It was not that, But they lnew
that if he was taking 1t up ha was

doceiving Dr., Locke on ths sub-
ject. hat waa the scrious as of
the matter. Tt was impossible to believe
Larry capable of a Iying deception.
And yet, what did it look hket

ot some

“1 say, Nugent, you've
geometry for isaca‘iiea," gaid Bunter.
“Cut along to his study and have a
squint st his nose| He, he, hel”

"Do you think I'm going to spy on
him ¥ map]gad Nugant—-n remark that
made the Bounder's eyes glitter.

“Y can jolly well tell you his nose is

worth seeing,” declared Bunter, "1
fancy he's going to doctor it—you'll find
him at it| He, he, he[®

“Where's my compasses?? asked
Nugent, looking round.

“Don't stop to do your geomelry first,
you Bas|™ said Bunter. “Just cut off
and speak to him about it—that'll be
an excuse for going.”

for

“T want

“I don't want my com

y,” answered Frank.

geometr 3
them to stick into a fat, tattling owl1®

“Oh Bunter,

He vanished from the doorway of
Study No. 1 like a fat ghost at cock-
crow, and travel farther up the
passage to spread his interesting mews
in other studies.

Thoe Bounder regarded the Famous,
Five with sardonic mockery.

“Well, what do you think of your
precious Larry now 1™ he asked.

“Oh, ratal antad Bob Che l%

“Qame as betore,” zaid Harry Whar-
ton steadily. “Larry explained how
there was & misunderstanding owing to
that fat ass Punter playing tricks on
his phone. I dare say that man Valence
is worrying him, and he went to sce
him to clear up the matter, or some-
thing.”

“ And got his noze knocked while heo
was having a friendly chat?? asked the
Bounder. I

“] dare say Bunter's piled it on——"

“ Hallo, hallo, ballo! Here's Fishy [*
Fisher T. Fish, of the Remove, pao
the open doorway of the study, with a
grin on his bony face. Fishy, it
seemed, was amused about something.

* Been , Fishy 17

Fisher T. Fish locked into the study.

“Yeop,” hae answered—"I gucszs sol
That big boy's a sight for sore eyes!
I'm tellbng youl"”

H”An)'thing bappened to him {? asked
BITY.
Fishy chuckled.

“I'll gay eo,” he answered. “Yepl
I should smilel He came in with a nose
lika it had been kicked by a mule, I'll
say it was some nosel ou could sece
it as fur off as the Statoo of Liberty
at Noo Yark! Y:E I I guess some guy
has been hitting that nose sall he knew
how, and a few over, and then somal
I'll say it's the bee’s knee and the
elephant’s ‘side-whiskers [ "

nd Fishy went grinning on his way.

“Do you believe it now7” asked the
grinning Bounder. " Doesn’t it begin
io look as if Lascelles has been boxing
et that den of bruisersi™
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“Might have—and no harm done,™
said Bob Cherry. "1 box a little my-
self sometimes—I think ¥ shall do some
socn if you den’t leave off gassing about
poor old Larey[”

“You know as well as I do that he
has been :;parrir.‘g.:ll,:| in traiping for a
fight," said the Bounder, coolly and
deliberately. * I wondered whether he'd
show any marks when he came back—
and he seems to have shown enocugh to
maka half Greyfriars sif up and tske
notice. That's the beak who'a so jolly
dutiful that he had to report me to
the Head, though I saved him from a
Eackidhnultl I i:l:n stand it‘-E from Ql}ﬁ]l}h

uelch plays the game] But not from
thas lying rotter! His jolly old sensa
of duty made him hand me over for a
flogging—but it doesn't keep him from
fooling the Head and telling strings of
barefaced lies to the old donkey| I'm
not takin’ an overdose of duty from a
liar and a hypocrite |

“Larry’s neither | snapped Wharton.

“¥ou know be is now, as well s I
dol And I'll show him up yet!" said
the Bounder a&vag&l:}u “Ha's booked
for a fight—and I'll land bim on that,
and ik will ba the boot for him |”

“¥on hadn't much luck last time,
when you pinched his letter and showed
it to the Heed 1" grunted Johnny Bull,
“You've admittted yourself that the
Beak would have gacked you for it if
Larry hadn't asked him to go easy.”

“ And deo you think I don’t know his
reason i exclaimed the Bounder, scorn-
fully. *“If I was turfed out of Grey-
friara on hiz account my father would
taka it up fast enough—aond it would all
come out! The Head would bhave to
believe it when it wes proved—and I
should jelly well come back, and
Liascelles would have to gol That was
his reason."

“Rot 1" said Bob. 1

“Terrifio rot, my esteemed Smithy 1"

“¥You mean you won't beliove any-
thin' against your precious Lerry ™
snesred the Bounder. “ Well, I’ll make
you—when I nail him on the fight he's
trainin’ for! He makes out that he's

oin' away on Tuesday to play for

oamshire against Surrey! I know
what he's goin’ for—and if I don't nail
hirl:i; you ean use my head for a foot-
'ba I"'

“Anybody got any uso for a wooden
football 1 asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal? ; :

“You utter ass, Smithy !’ gxn!nunad
Wharton, “We shall see 1t in the
papers that Larry’s at the Loamshire
ground. His name will be mentioned
with the rest.” .

“ Possibly—but thay won't mention
what he's doin' ell the timel And if
the county game interferes with his
fightin' arrangements he'll work up some
excuse and cut it] You'll seel”

“Fathead I

The Famous Five made that reply
with one voice, And Hurreo Jamset
Ram Bingh added that the fatfulness of
Smithy's head was terrifio. The idea of
tha games master getting leave to play
in a county cricket match, as a screen
for his boxing engagements, made tho
chums of the Remove laugh. Vernon-
Smith shrugged his shoulders end went
out of the study, convinced himself, and
nothing ddubting that the other fellows
would be convineed before long.

“8illy ass!” said Bob, when he was
gone; and with that Smithy and his
suspicions were dismi in Study
No. 1. »

But in other studies they seemed to
ba given more heed. There was a good
dun% of talk and surmize on the subject
of Larry's damaged nose. After all, it
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was extremely unusual for a Creylriars
master to come in with his nose look-
ing as if it had been punched hard.
Plenty of fellows were curious to see
Larry and look at that damage. Per-
haps the Famous Five were a little
curious, strong as was their faith in tho
games rnasber.

Laseolles was seen in Hall that even-
ing, and almost avery eye at Greyfriars
was turned on him--and his nose. FPro-
bably he had doctored it & little, for it
was not showing so red and raw as when
it had firat been spotted. But there was
no doubt that it was red and swollen
—+that fact leaped to the eye. Prout,
like Coker of hizs Form, was heard to
ask Lascelles if he had had an accident.

“Dangerous things — those motor-
cycles,” Prout was heard to say.

But if Prout fancied that Larry's
nose had been damaged owing to his

motor-bike, Promt was alona in that
fancy. Very nearly all the school
decided that Larry's nose had been

punched, and wondered who had
punched it.
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Tries It On !l

i UELCH might let us offi—"
“Fat b
Q *Well, dash it all, even =a

crusty old bird like Quelch
ought to be prowd of a Greyiriars beak

Emﬁring for his county !” szaid DBob

erTY.

x Ii'gt to the extent of letting fellows
off class to ses him off !¥ said Harry
Wharton, laughing,

“What about ssking him?"

I-Iﬁ !!.F

“I sy, vou fellows, it's & jolly good

L ]

idea !* exclaimed Billy Bunter eagerly.
“Wo might get off & whole elass—"
“Who wants to get off & classt”
bawled Bob.
“Eh? You do, don't yout” demanded
Bunter, blinking at him through his big

specmiﬂ:a. At you mpﬂanf to
il

njf%“?s“nhnn], to see that futhead Lascelles
0

“Oh, Lick him !** said Bob.

i Beast E”

It was Tuesday. Mr. Lascolles was

leaving the school, booked to play for
his county in & match beginning the
next day, during the afternoon, All
Creyiriars were keen about it, irom tho
Bix to the Second Form. Eve

fellow would have liked to see Larry o

—a zort of conguering hero in anticipa-
tion! Lascellcs, however, who did not
love the limelight, was catching & train
in the afternoon, while the fellows wero

(Confenued on neéxt page.)
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proklem the better he likes it |

THE * BLACK BERADMAN."”

N first-clasa cricket this season we
l have the players from the West
Indies a3 what might be called an
““itemm of interest'’ outside tho
County programme. Most of these West
Indies players realise that they are only
yot in the * learning ' stage, but I must
gay that when I have talked to them I
hava been struck by their keonness to
learn. If it is eventually proved—as it
probably will be—that their cricket in
eral iz not guite up to the English
standard so far as Test matches are con-
osrnied, they will certainly show us that
they are very alert.
gna man on whom our visitors are
depending for a lot of runs i3 George
Headley, the fine hatsman who hea besn
ealled the * Black Eradmean,"” because
of the consistent way in which he haa
mede big scores. I was keenly intereated,
when I & chat with Headley the other
day, to learn that he includes table tennis
—or ping-pong if you like—among the
amea he plays regularly. He told me
hat he considered table tenna a geme
which was helpful fo the eye of the
oricketer—quickened it. I pasa on the
tip for what it is worth, because, ni:mumg,
g0 far as the batting side of cricket is
soncernad, the eye is a most important
factor.

Indeed, I om convinced that, in
o gencral sense, i is Irue fo say
that the difference belween the
ordinary batsman aond the genius
is often o mallier of eyesight. How
soon do sce the ball when it
has left the hand of the bowler 7

I don't emppose meny of my readers
would be n‘n]gpta answer that question.
It is obvious, however, that the sconer
vou ses the ball the greater the length
of tirme you have ta make up your mind
what sort of ball it is likely to be, and

uently how it sho be %fnywd..
An g whith helpa to guicken the eye
i# useful to the player who wonld make a
succesaful batsman.

A COMMON ERROR IN BATTING |
ENTION of watching the ball
M reminds me to give one or two

answers to  letters I have

received from MaioweT readers
framed on these linea: "X don't pet as
many runs as I would like to get. Can
you give sorne golden rules of batting t "

Obvicusly I ecan't pive all tha golden
rules of batting in one chat. But we can
telk for & runute or two on what can be
called the mogt common faulta in young
players. I am quite sure that one of the
main reasons for quick dismissal of young
players in & great number of metches is
that they do not, strictly speaking, watch
the bedl.

By that I don't mean that they don't
try to_see the ball as soon as possible.

hat I do supgest is that there is & real
difference between seeing the ball and
watohing it. Don't you often make up
vour mind what you are going to do with
a particular delivery before the ball has
actually left the bowler’'s hand t I have
an idea that if you would give a frank
angwer to that question it would be in the
afirmative. I know just how you feel.
There is a fellow bowling who i3 keeping
6 most consistent length. Four balls,
perhaps five of the over, you have played
most carefully. In faot, those four or
fiva balls have been so good that they
merited careful play.

You haven't scored any runs from those
good balla. 8o what do youdo ¥ Probably
get impatient becauss the runs are not
coming and decide that xlgu Are goin
to score off the next one. That is a fata
attitude of mind, because that next ball,
off which you have decided to soore,
may be the best of the lot,

I remember, in this connection, a chat
I had with * Wally " Hammond, the
wonder-bateman of Gloucester, about his
youthful days.

 Often, in my carly doys,’” he soid,

'+ I found myself back in the pavilion

because ¥ had made up my nind

to ' have a dip' before the ball

soas delivered. It was nof until T
had learned fo0 btreaf every ball
on {la merits that I began to mahe
much bigger scores."

Bﬁ;afﬁrﬂn{? to that hint given to me
by Hammond I think T have Hivastrated,
vory clearly, the differences botween
sseing the ball end watching it. I have
algo pointed to one of the most common
errora in batting. Of course, you want
to get runs when you are at the wioket.
YWe all want to do that. But don't make
up your mind that you are fquing to hit &

srtionlar delivery out of the ground

efore you know what sort of dolivery
it ia, That is really taking the shorlesh
sut back to the pavilion. There will be
mors batting hints in succeeding weeks
Ei' the MagxET, snd some hints for bowlars,
MI

WAS HE RUN OUT, OR——P
ME&HTIME, I must snawer an

interesting question which has

just reaoh ma, Here are

the ecircumstances. A wyoung
batsman played a ball just a litile way
down the pitch—a yard or two. As tha
wicket-keeper was standing well back,
the player who had hit the ball thought
there was a chance of a run. He started.
but the bateman st the other end sont
him back., In {urning, the batsman
accidentally kicked the ball, and it went
into hig wicket while he was still out of his

CTEa80,
Two questions ariss out of this incident.
In the first place, was the bataman oud,

and in tho socond place, if he was out,
how ahould the ineident be recorded in
tho ecore-hook 1

The bataman whoe kicked the ball
inlo his rwichket war ceriainly oud.
That wwas the decizion of the u
wehen the incident actuslly cccurred,
ond it waox the correct one. In the
score=book the nole wwas made that
the baisman was run oul.

Well, soma pr:.u_ﬂa might think this the
correct decision, but 1 am not se sure.
How could & batsman be run out if no
fielder had touched the baell? Qivi
the mattor my careful consideration,
think the safest way of markin% the scoro-
book was to use the word * bowled.™
If the batsman had played the ball on to
hia foot, and it had gone into his wicket,
bowled would have besn the decision.
And if the circumstances were not ﬁtﬂ
like that in the case sent to me, I think
it mi,:t;'t'u}b be left to the umpire to decide
such border-line oases.

“# UMPIRE."

Tre Maiowgr LisrarT.—No. 1,322,
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Moat of Greyliriars would have

mn toe the station
. Im. & g mab; but cer-
iiurg himself would nok bave en-
Why couldn’s the dufler start before

elass 3 led Beb Cherry. wa
could  a

‘in:rﬂd
*.. o

T

least bave given him a yell
when he went.”

- H.i?ht E}H‘fﬂ te go without the yell,”
suggested Nugens.
e a jolly good mind b0 ask elch
for leave,™ grumted Bobh., " But I mup
pose there’s mathing doing.”

“Y dare zay Lascelles would rather
;i went to the statien with bim,”
put in the Bounder, with a sneorimg

ETIL

"Wiy not?” grunted Bab.

“He may pot be takin® » ticket for
Loameheater, His boxing engagenent
can't be there™

_ “¥ou silly ass ! said Harry Wharton,
My NGRS bones. “ Bvexybody knows
that Larry’s putting up at the County
Heled ad Leamchester to-mnight, to be
nexr the coungy ground.”

“Perbaps I

“Qh, go and eat coke!™ marll:ped the
captain of the Remove. “Fellows are

ting fed-up with your rot on thot sub-
ge b gpuh P Y ¥ i
¥

¥ ! You'd hetter ring up the

Conndt Egtﬂ io-morrow, and :ﬁ uf

he's there.” 3 :
“"Quite & aug;gstmn,” eald

Vemon-Smith. I will?

“* You bewling ass, I dida't mean—"

“L da!*

“Jovcer see such an obstinate ass?”
exclaimed Bel Cherry, as the Bounder
walked away, "Su wil get kicked
if har gows oo at this rate IV

“¥ say, yon fellows—"

“Oh, up, Bunter 1 :

“*1 say, though, what about asking
Queleh for leave®™ urged Bunter. “'We
needn't et him know that it's cutting
clase we're thinking of—*

“1 isn’t 1 shrieked Beb.

“@h, don't be an ass! We can pile it
on exi and—and p s leg,
sbout cxicket, and—and pull s |
you know, and ten to ene he will believe
that we’re frightfully keen on Lascelles,

and raay give us leave—->"

PKick him P

“ Yaraocooh {* roared Bunter.

Mr, Lasoe
the friars fellows went to the Form-
roaors. that afternocon.  Probably he was
packing for his jourpey, and still more
pmbnh@;e. did not want the enthusiastic
juniors {o give him a yell o

The Remove went in—Bob still with
2 ﬁaicring idea at the back of his mind
of asking Qu for leave. But one

lance st leh’s grim face was enough
'fo banish that idea from his mind, and
Beh took hia place with

Not so Billy Bunter !

Williaza George Bunter did not care
twe straws, or one, about Laorry
Laseelles, with the rest of the Leanishire
team thrown in. But he cared very
much indeed about settmg off a2 class,
Bunter was prepared to work up any
amount of enthusiasm about cricket, or
apything else, if it would get him off a

A58,

Bunter thought it a jolly good ides,
and he was going to try it on. That
lesson, too, was Labin grammar—a sub-
ject that. Bunter Ioathed from the
aottom of his podgy heart. <Bunter’s
first proceeding, when he sat down, was
to whisper to Bob Cherry—and as Bob
was several places away, Bunter's
whisper was heard nearly all over the
Form-room.  Mr. Queleh, who was sort-
ing out a hook at his desk, glanced
reu

M1 say, Bob, ain't you going to azk
hun 1" whispered Bunter,

*&hat Up, ass !” breathed Bob.
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the rest,

Mes was not to be seen when

“But, leck herel It was your ides,

you hnow—"

“"Quiff, fathead! Quelchy's locking
you [’
“That's all very well; but—-=*
“Bilence in class | mpp-r:d out Mr.

Quelch, in an acid voice. *Bunter, you
are talking 1"

“Oh, ne, sir!l 1 never opened m
meouth ! Ilﬂﬂlj’ sald to ﬂlmrgy-—” Y
v Bilexco |

. Billy Bunter blinked at Bob with an
iritated blink, T4 was a jolly good
idea—but Bunter would bave preferred
some other fellow to earry it out! With

leh, you never eo tell, He was
hable to bite a fellow’s head off for wo
reason—eat- all events, no reason that
Bunter could see. But o
taking any, Bunter resalved to make the
plunge. Up rose Bunter, as Mr. Quelch
came away from his desk with a book in
his hand—a book packed with the
horrors of Latin grammar }

“I you please, sir—"

“You may sit down, Punter.”

“0Oh, yes, sir! Thank youw sir! Bat
I was going to say—leave off kicking
me, Mugent, you silly beast——"
“What "

“1 mean, I was going to soy—shut up,
Taddy—>"

" Bunter ! boomed Mr. Quelch. -

“1f you please, sir, I'd like leava this
aftermnoen—leave from class, sir—mot be-
cause I want to get out of class, of
course—thot idea never croe my
mind,” explained Bunter. “1I like closs,
sir—especially Latin grommor;  bub
Larr 2

£ hﬂt? whﬂ?n

“1 mean Lascelles, sir—Mr. Lascelles
—he's going to catch a train, and we
should like to see him off. sir! I—1
think it would buck him up, sir, if some
fellows saw him off. We're foarfully
keem on cricket, sir, and—and Lascelley
is going to play for Burrey—"

“Agamst Burrey, iuu born diph ¥
marmured Peter Todd.

“l mean eggoinst Burrcy, sir.  We
thought we ought to give him a send-off,

sir. It would ﬂeas& im, and—and——"
“That will Bunter !®
“M-mymay I go, sirf” asked Buunter
hope fully.

¥ No, Bunter, you may not gal You
may st dewn! 1 doult very mech
whether Mr, Laseelles would be pleased
at such a procceding on your part.”

“0Oh, I'm sure he would, sir ! gasped
Bunter, “And--and we're all fearfully
fond of Lascelles, sir, and—and love to
please bim,*

“Y am glad to hear it, Bunter,” said
Mr. Quelch grimly., “If yvou really de-
aire to please Mr. Lascellog——"

“h, yes, siv, awiully I

‘hen you may do so——"
“Oh, thank you, sir!™ !
“By paying a little more attention

to the instructien you receive from
him——~*"
“Ehi®
“When he takes this Form 1in
goometry,”

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter.

Thera was a chuckle in the Remave.
This was Queleh’s “sare”  ECertainly
Bunter, howsoever strong his desire to
pleaze Mr, Lascolles, was not likely tao
adopt Queleh’s suggestion.

TAnd now,” sard Mr. Quelch, “wa
will proceed,™

“Dut, zit—" gasped Bunter,

“Pa silent, Banter 1

“Bu: Lascelles will be starting soon,
ang—"

“Will you be silent§”

“Oh, eortainly, sir! But if you would
give us leave from olass to seo him off,
we should get ot of Latin grammar—I
—I mean we—wa-—wg——->"
“Ha, ha, ha [

was nok -
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“You will take fifty lines. Bunler! I

you speak again I will double it!”
reslly, sip—"
“A hundred lines, Bunter ! said Me.
ch grimly.

“Oh erikey !

“Two hundred lines, Bunter I

Bunter %ume&! But he did not speak
again. 2 closed up like an oyster.
Queloh looked as if he might have pro-
ﬁ]remd to five bundred lines, ©r =
thousand. Evidently there was nothing
doing, and Larry Lascelles was nev
going to bave the pleasure—or otherwise
—of & send-off from Willinm George
Bunter,

———

THE EIGHTH CHAPFTER.
Held by the Enemy !

HE covered ven had been stand-
ing at the corner of the lane, by
Courtheld Common, for hours
that day. The horses bhad beon

relcased from the shafts, and were feed-
m%un the grasy coramon close at hand.

_Un one of the wheels a man dressed
like a carter sat smoking a black pipe,
looking half asleep, but with a very
keen eye cceasiona I’y searching the road
i the direction of Greyfriars Bohool,
Any pasgor-by heard ne sound from
withan the wan, and would have sup-
posad that it was empty. The thick,
canvas cover effectually hrd four heity
men who lolled there on & heap of
straw, waring, and with them a rather
fat, Hushed-faced man with an unlighted
cigar skicking out of the corner of his

—~—Mir. Archie Valence.
Every now and then Mr. Valence
peered thmuﬁh & #lit in the cover, into
the brilliint June sanshine outside, and
muttered impatiently. Archia was
waiting, and he bad waited long, and
he waa feverishly impatient.

But everything comes to him who
waits,. And in the golden summer's
afternoon a tall and athletio figura
appesred in sight at last, coming up
tha road from the school with long,
springy strides. It wos Mr. Lowrence
Lagcelles, games master of Greyfriars,
with a g¢ricket bag in his hand, heading
for Courtfield and the station,

The sleepy-looking carter sitting on
the wheel gave a low whistle. Instantly
there was alertness inside the wvan.
Archie peered through the slit in the
cover again. His rather fishy eyes
gleamed at the sight of Larry in the dis-
tance, coming on without a suspicion of
the trap Iatd for him on the Courtfield

road.

“By gad! He's comin’!” hreathed
Arehme. “Luck at last! Walkin® it
teo ! I was afrald he might take o taxi,
though we'd have had him out of the

tq:i”nst ough if he had, But this is

m

Archie rubbed his plump hands.

“We've got him!” he said.
ready ™

“We're ready, boss ' grunted Bunchy.

He gave his stubbly chin & renninizcent
rub. It had not yet guite recoverod
from Larry's upper-cut,

“ Pile on him as scon as Charley pots
him talking ! said Archie, in a %nw
vaiee, " All at once, and don't give
liim a chance! Don't hurt him, if vou
can help 1t. We don't want Lhim hurt.
But if you have to hit him, it can’t be
helpod. Anyhow, get him ™

“You bet ™

They waited. .

Larry Laszcelles came swinging on,
Hia handsome face was cheery and care-
less, He had plenty of time for his train,
and wes enjoying the weall gcross tho
green common. He was thinking of the
county maich to come, an enjoyable
prospect to the young master.  And f

{3 [}Et‘
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Lascelles——* sald Quelch Irigldly.

ha had not forgotten the existonce of
Archie & Co., he certainly was not
thinking of them at that moment, He
lanced carelessly at the halted van as

e came up, and the man who locked
like & carter ross from his seat on the
wheel, and touched his hat, and spoke.

“'8hkuse me, siv! If you'll stop a
minute—"'

Mr. Lascelles stopped. The man was
s stranger to him, but his keen eves
dwelt on the stubbly face rather euri-
ously. That face looked like a “pug’s,”
though the man was dressed as & country
carter.

“Yeoz, my man. What is it?" asked
Mr. Lazcelles good-naturedly.

.“?:[E”r'a[-cs vou ecould tell me the time,
gir?"”

Mr. Lascolles smaled.

“Certainly I” ho answered; and he
glanced at his wrist-watch. “It is half-
post three! Oh !

He went backwards, faken utterly by
surprise a3 the carter inupm] at him and
ghoved. It was a hefty shove, and the
gemcs master of Greviriars sta ?&red a
couple of paces, and nearly fell,  Ho
would have recovered without falling,
however, had he had a second. But at
the game moment Bunchy leaped from
fhie van and pounced on him. DBefore
Laszeelles could recover, Bunchy was on
him, backed up by the carter, and Mr.
Lascelles, 1n  blank amazement and
nnger, was struggling with the two.
The twa of them wouold not have held
him many scconds; but the covered van
was now disgorging it occupants fast,
Three more burly men, one after
snother, dropped out and jumped into
the fray. Laost came Archie, grinning.

'h"l'

___
rpe

F

i / /
On reaching Masters® Passage, Mr. Lascelles found five Irritated beaks waitlng to see him.
“ Really, sir——** boomed Prout.

games master at onos.

“Quick ! rapped out Archie.

He stared up and down ths road
anxiously, while five men struggled
with the resisting games master,

Five to ona as they were, they did
not have it all their own way.

The odds were too heavy, even for

Larry Laseelles; but he was putting up
o terrific fight, and all the five had to
go all out.

Archic grinned as he jumped from the

van, but his grin was quickly replaced
by a look of anxiety., It was a public
highway, well frequented. A cart
ecould be seen in the distance:; motor-
cars might have passed at any moment.
It was necessary to be rapid. rchie
had had no choice about the place; he
had to eatch his man on his way to
Courtfield. But it was an anxious
moment for Archie.
“Quick I he repeated.

Scuffling, panting, gasping, the
bruisers struggled with Larry Lascelles.
They had him  down, swarming over
him.

Strong hands grasped him by srms
and legs and collar, cven by his hair,
and he was dragged to the back of the
van. WwWith & combined efort the pang
of brutsers lifted him, and flung him
bodily in. They piled in_ after him,
5ﬂrawlin§ gver him inside the van, andd
pinning him down in the straw,

Honk, honk! A car came whizzing
by. But Lascelles was already in the
van, and the motorist noted nothing.

Archie pasped with relief, and clam-
bered in, closing the cpnvas flap ot the
back. Deep in the straw, pinned by his
swarming assailants, Mre. Lascelles was

* It's continuons——"" sald Mr. Capper.
have been awakensd——'' remarked Mr. Wiggins. * You will realise——** began Twigg. The fve opened
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f

“ Your telephone, Eri
on the

still resisting.
rezistance,
“Got him!*

But it was a hopeless
o was overpowered.
paid Archie, *Btick
something in hiz mouth, and tie his
hands. re, lat me get &t him I”
Larry Lescelles’ eyes blazed up at
Archie in the dusky interior of the van.
The sudden and unexpectad attack had
utterly amazed him: but the sight of
Archie enlightened him as to the cause.
Archie had failed st Thatch End, but
this time he had taken oare not to fail.

While the bruizers held the games
master fast, Archie bent over him and
thrust & gag into his mouth, and ied
ond knotted a4 strong cord round the
sinewy wrists that were held together.

Then Lascelles was released.

Tho panting bruisera loft him hmﬁ:m
the straw, securoly bound; and they
were glad that it was over. Every man
in the gang had damagoe to show. Tho
one-time champion of the ring had not
had much chance; but he hed put 1t &
fow hefty ones. i ]

“Get going, Charley!™ said Archie
Valence.

The man dressed as a carter dropped
from the van, and went for the horses,
Lascelles lay with his chest heaving, and
his eyes gleaming. i

“1" score this time, Larry,” enid
Archie with o grin,

Lascelles made a strenuous offort to
break loose. DBut the knotted cord
round his wristz was too strong for him.

Archie chuckled. '

“You_won't get your fins loose in a
hurry, Larry,” he said. "You do too
much damage with them, old bean.

(Continued on page 10.)
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(Continuwed from page 13.)

ot till you're ready to go into training
for the Bght with the Chicken—savvy 17

A stare of scorn was Lascelles' only
answer, L e

There was a clinking of harncss as
the horses were put to the van. Then
Charle mquatedp to the driver’s seat,
end the big, heavy vehicle lumbered
AWAY.

Plenty of eves fell on that van as it
Iumbered by country road and lane
through the June afterncon. But there
was nothing suspicious in its oubtward
sppearance ; .the cover hid the kid-
napped games master, and the men who
watched him,

Not till it lumbered l;lp the rutty lana
from the Lontham road to the gate of
Thateh End did Archie remove the gag
from the prisener’s mouth.

“You can yell now if youn like, old
bean,” he grinned.

“"Loud as you Like, Larry,” chuckled
Bunchy.

Mr. Lascelles breathed hard.

“What does this foolery mean,
Archie ¥ he ssked quietly.

"¥You'll find it pretty serious foclery,
old thing,” answered Archie. *“I've got
you, and I'm keepin’ you. I told you
there was a room all ready for you at
Thatch End last week. You declined
my hospitality at that time. You won't
decline it now—what

There was a chuckle from the bruisers.

“Do you fancy, for & moment, that
ﬁm can keep me 8 prisoner 7 exclaimed

r. Lascelles contemptuously.

Bort of,” agreed Archie. “How are
you goin' to quit? You'rs some
puncher, Larry, but you can't punch a
way out with tied fine, through o barred
door, and a barred window, You won't
be missed at the school for threo days,
I know all about your county fixture
with Loamshire. Think anybody at
Greyfriars will guess what's become of
you "

Mr. Lascelles was silent. The wvan

rumbled into tho: yard, and the gato
was closed and locked. Two or thres
psirs of hands assisted the bound games
master to the ground, and he was led
into the house,” Bound as he was, two
of the bruisers held him fast, one by
cither arm. They could not be too care-
ful with such a prisoner,
“Now,” said Archie, “let's have a
little talk, Larry. You're here, where
we want you. want you as & friend,
not as an enemy. You're booked to meet
tho Game Chicken—and you're goin' to
meet him and beat him, Give me your
word to play up, and T'll trust you.
Can't say fairer than that.”

“You raseal 1"

“It will mean five hundred of the best
to rou—""

“That's enough!”

“Moro than that to me” continued
Archie calmly. “This is goin’ to set mo
on my feet again, Play up, Larry.
You owe it to me. You say I was

having moy leg pulled when I rang you
up and thought you had agreed to meet
tho Chicken. Tl take your word for
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that if you like, but can't leave me
in the soup. If you let practical jokers
lay tricks on your telephone you will
ave to stand the racket. Flay up, old
man "

“Will you release me?” _

“I fancy not!' said Archie, laughing.
“What's the good of bein’ cbstinate,
Larry?  You know I mean business,
I've got you backed, and you're goin'
to win money for me. CGive me your
word—-""

“PDon't be a fool I

Archie scowled. %

“ Keep that up as long a3 you like,”
he said. “You'll get tamed n & fow
days, I dare say.”

% You fool—you rotter [ breathed Mr.
Lascelles. “I'm to Flu:.’ for Loamshire
to-morrow! I can’t let my county
dowp—-"

“Give ma yvour word to meet the
Chigken, and you can start for Loam-
shire as soon as you like." _

“You'll go te prison for this,
Archie!" said Mr. Lascelles in a low,
conecentrated voice. *I ghall not let you
off because you're my cousin. If 1 miss
the Loamshira mateh with Surrey I
shall soe that you get all that tho law
can give you !

“T'm chancin’ that! I don’t sec how
vou're goin’ to sct the jolly old law in
motion while you're enjoyin’ my hos-

itality in_this secluded abode,” said

rchic, “You've let me down, Larry,
and you can let down a dashed ericket
mateh, toal  They may wonder at
Toamchester why you don't turn up;
but I dare say they'll hear a rumour
that you've chucked schoolmasterin’ and
cricketin’, to take up the old game in
the ring again, what?"'

Mr, Lascelles’ eves glittered.

He realised that he was absolutely in
the sporting man's hands; not only his
liberty, but his good name, at the mercy
of the scheming rascal.

“You can't got away
Archie " he said at last

Archie shrugged his shoulders.

“I'm_goin' to try,” he answered.
“Now, Larry, old bean, be a good little
man and give me your word—"

" MNever I'” ;

“Never's a long time,” said Archio.
*83tick him in his room, Bunchy.”

“This "ers way, Larry, sir [’ grinned
Bunchy.

The games master was led down &
passage inte a room. The room had &
window on the garden, but it was
thickly and strongly barred. A hundred
feet away was tﬁe high fence that en-
vloted the garden; beyond that, as Las-
celles knew, beech woods nnd pasture
land., The bruiserz pushed him into the
room, grinning, and closed the door on
him. o heard a key turn in a lock,
and twe bars placed in position outside
the door.

It did not look as if the gomes master
of Greyiriars would be playing cricket
in the county mateh, after all!

with this,

_— s

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bumps for the Bounder !

b ERNON-SMITH I”
V Wingate of the Sixth

rapp out the name, s he
came into the prefects’ room
at Greviriars, .

Tho Beunder was standing at the tele-
phone there, with the recciver to his
BAr

He started and turned. Tt was rather
& risky business for a junior to dmlfc
into the prefecls’ room and borrow the
instrument installed there for the use of
the high and mighty men of the SBixth
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Form. 8mithy had waited and watched
for half an hour or more before he

found the room empty, and dodged in.
And now he was caught! X

Wingate came across to  him,
frowning.

“You cheeky young sweep—" he
began. “Put up that receiver at once I
he Bounder meekly obeyed. He had
made his call before he was caught, and
was about to ring off when the Grey-
friars captain  entered. Wingate
glanced round for a cane.

“Borry, Wingate I'” said the Bounder,
with unaccustomed meeckness. “ But we
all wanted to know if Lascelles had got
to_Loamchester all right.”

Wingate, about to pick up a cane,
paused. That explanation rather dis-
armed him.

“You've been esking sbout Las.
celles " he inguired.

“Yes, I was on to the County Hotel,
at Loamchester.'

“Well, vou young ass, there was no
need to ring up to ask if Larry waa
there! Did you think he might have
fallen ont of a train window " nsked
Wingate good-humouredly. “Hae must
hava got thero hours ago; he left qguite
early in the aftornoon, 1'1 lek you off
this time, Vernon-8math, if that was all
you wanted on the phone. Bub don't
}JLJ.UJ in hero again without asking
eave,’’

“Right ! said the Bounder, and he
moved towards the door. There was a
rather curious expression on his faee,
which Wingate noted. Wingate knew
nothing of Bmithy's *“feud ™' with the
games master. The great men of the
Bixth moved in o lofty world, far from
the affairs of the juniors. He naturally
concluded that Smithy's action was
simply that of one of Larry’s innumer-
able admirers. But the eurious expres-
sion on the Bounder's face struck him,
and he called to him as he was ﬁﬂi :

“You didn't get on to Lascelles him.
self, did you "

i H’G+!I

“Whe answered you?"

“The burcan clerk at the hotel.”

“I suppoze he told you Larry waa
there.”’

it Hgil‘l

“No ! repested Wingate, in surprise.

“No. He said that Mr, Lescelles had
not yet arrivéd,” answered the Bounder,
“His room is bein' kept for him, but
he hasn't turned up yet.”

“That's queer!" gaid Wingate. "I
suppose he's gone to the county ground
first. Well, you can cut,™

The Bounder cut. . )

There was a sardonic grin on his face
a3 he went down the passage. It was
nine o'clock, and prep was over in the
Remove. Larry Lascelles was supposed
to have caught the 3.55 from Courtfield.
That should havoe landed him at Loam-
choster &t six.  Vernon-Bmith had
looked out the trains in ithe time-table.

Lazeolles, if he had earried ouwt his
programme as supposed, should have
beon in Loamehester three hours by this
time. It was likely cnough that he
might have joined up with cricketing
fricnds there—perhaps dined with one
of them. Buat it was odd, at least, that
he had not even called at the hotel
where his room was booked;, even to
leave his bag.

Was he in Loamchester at nll? Was
that crickﬂting engagement, as  the
Bounder had half suspeeted, a screen
to hide hiz real object in leaving the
school? It looked like it now.

The Bounder strolled into the Rag

with & feoling of elation. Ditter
nnimmit¥_aﬁd revenge had spurred him
on, but hiz motives were by no means
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all bad. Stern justice from a beak was
s thing a fellow had to stand, and could
stand. But stern justice from a man
who was plsying s double part, in a
morass of lying and deception, was quite
a different matter. A man who was up
to his neck in lying and deception could
very well have overlooked the much
milder offence for which Lascelles had
reported the Bounder snd caused his
flogging, That flogging was going to

paid for—if Larry Lascelles was the
unscrupulous spoofer that Vernon-Smith
believed him to be. And what elso was
he to believe now that the eall to Loam-
chester had proved that Laseelles had
oot gone thorot

“Hallo, hollo, hallo! Dropped a bob
and found a2 quid 7*" asked Cherry,
s the Bounder came into the Rag with
a smile on his face.

“What's up, Smithy !’ asked Harry
Wharton. llo could sea by the look on
the Bounder's faco and the dancing
light in his eves that there was some-
thing “on.”

“I've taken your tip, old bean, and
rung vp to see if Larry had got in
eafe,” grinned the Bounder,

“0Oh, don’t be am ass|”
Wharton.

"“Well, and has he ?" asked DBob.

“He hasn't,” drawled the Bounder,
“His train got in at six, but at nine
o'clock the County Hotel had seen
pothing of him."

“That's gueor I"" said Skinner.

“I say, you fellows, I wonder if he's
gone off for a boxing stunt, after all?”
said Billy Bunter. “That man Lascelles
ia rather a hat, you know. Ha
gave me oxtra peometry lust weel,"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“He's pgone off on a prise-fightin'
stunt, and pno rot about that!” said the
Bounder deliberately. ™1 fancied that
he had—and now I've proved it! He's
not gome to Loamchester at all”

“You =illy ass!” rosred Johony
Bull. “If he cuts the Loamshire-Burrey
match it will be in all the papers!
Think he could keep it dark 1*

- "“He's an amateur—not a pro putting
in a job for a screw!| Ha can cut if ho
likes—if he hands over a good excuse!
And a good liar like Lascelles won't
find it hard to make one up.”

“0h, can it1” growled Sqguiff. * Look
hera, Smithy, if you call Larry names
ke that you'll get your head jolly well
punched.”

T the

“Who'll
Bounder.

“1 will, if you keep on asking for
itl” ezclaimed the Australian junior
hutii]r. “I'm fed-up with {nﬂ:r rot about
na decent a man a3 any bealk at Grey-
friaral You'd know Larry was all right
—if you weren't just packed with malico
like 5 cat%With cream [*

“Hedr, hear 1” grinned Bob Cherry.

Tne Bounder crimsoned. Squiil's
words came straight from the shoulder,
as it were, and they made him winee a
little. He could not help being awars
that bitterness had eoleured his opinion
of Lascelles. Yet surely it was not all
melice—surely there was something to
“go upon ¥l If evidence was evidenes,
there was a stack of evidence up against
the man!

Smithy looked round, and read in
many faces that the fellows agreed with
Squilf. He set his lips hard.

“*You'll sing to a different tune when
Lascelles is booted out by the Head 1
he snarled. “A rotton liar and epoofer
and prizefiphter !

snapped

punch snecred

_ % 0h, rats ! spopped Sgquifl. " Bhut
it and give us a rest!” ;
“The ratfulness is terrific, my

esteemed Smithy !

~ “TFor goodness’ sake, Smithy, chuck
it I¥ eaid Harry Wharton "You can't
expect fellows who like and admire a
man like Larry to take that sort
stuff quietiy ! t it drop, old bean”

“T'l] say what I like!™ snarled the
Bounder. * And hobody hera shall shut
me upl Lascelles s a liar s2nd e
sponfer—="

“ Bhut up ™

“Sorag him 1

“ Bump him "

“Boot him 1”

A dozen angry [ellows closed round
the Bounder. It was really *too thick,”
in_the geperal opinion. .

Every cricketing fellow admired

rry—some of the more enthusiastio
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carried it to the point of hero-worship—
snd they wers thinking of him getting
centuries for his county ageinst Surrey,

of eager to read the first mews of the big

gams at Loamohester |

And in that mood they heard the
Bounder’'s spapicions and surmises, and
his detraction of their hero, with grow-
ing mmpakence and anger.

A dozen hends were laid on Herbert
Vernon-8mith, and he was lifted from
his feet, and bumped, face downwards,
on_the Hoor of the Rag.

Bump |

“You rotters!” yelled the Bounder,
mad with fury.

“Cive him another!”

(Caontinued on next page.)
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“Ha, ha, hal”

With & furious wrench, Vernon-Smith
tore himself free. He leaped to the
wall, set his back against it, and put
up his olenched fists, his eyes blazing
gver them. He was ready to fght the
whole Remove; but Har harton
stepped between as the fellows closed
in.

“Chuck it{” he said. "Look here,
Smithy, you've seen what fellows think
of your rot—that’s encugh! Now leave
him aelone, you men! Hmithy's a good
chap, though he does get a bee in his
bonnet at times.™

The Bounder pented.

“Fools! Idiotsl Fatheads]”
snarled. “To-morrow all the school
will know that Lascelles is cutting the
F’ﬂmm And I can tell the

he

Loamshire

school why - 2
“My hat! He's beginning again!”

exclaimed Sguiff. “Bump himl"

“The bumpiulness iz the proper
caper |V

‘Give him another!™

“And I'll prove itl” welled the

Bounder furiously, “If he's not at
Loamchester, 1 know where he is, and
I'll prove it to all Greyfriars! T'll
show up the rotter in his frue colours|
Irn—"

The Bounder got no farther. Whar-
ton could not hold back the angry
juniors, and the Bounder was grasped
egain and bumped once more on the
floor. After which he was dropped out-
side the door—and he was not seen in
the Bag again that evening.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mysterfous !

(1 SAY, you fellows [

I Billy Bunter rolled up to the
Famous Five, in the quad, the
following morning.

The juniors were waiting for the bell
for class: and, in the meantime, dis-
cussing what they werae going to do
with the afterncon, whie: was & half-
holiday. Bunfer rolled up with his fat
face indicating naws.

“1 say, you fellows, it'zs a jolly queer
thing !" said Bunter. * Awiully queer!”

“':Fnlking about yourself, as usual?"
inguimd Bob Cherry.

Oh, really, Cherry—»

“Well, what i it now?” asked
Herry Wharton, "1 wonder whether
Larry's batting to-day " he added, with-
out waiting for a roply. “ W#& shall see
in the evening papér, if we get one.”

“1f Loamshire go in first, Larry will

ive Burrey some |eather-hunting,” said

b. "But he's as good with the
leather a= the willow, bless ‘hiz little
heart! Bet you a doughnut that if
Burrey bat to-day, they'll be all down
by tea-time.”

“"Um [* said Wharton.

As Harry Wharton belonged to the
great county of Surrey himself, his
gympathies were a little divided.

*1 say, you fellows—"

*“Oh, ﬁ“F off, Bunter |"

“But it'a jolly queer]” persisted
Bunter. “Looks as if there’s something
in what 8mithy says——"

“What do yon mean, fasthead?”

“Well, if Lascelles is with the Loam-
ghire men, why should & telegram come
for him hera?” argued Bunter.

YHas a telegram come for him*”

“Yes, rather, I saw Trotter taking
it to the Head. It was for Lascellps—"*

“Well, fathead, Larry must know lots
of panpin who don’t happen to know
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that he’s away,” snswered Whatlon.
“Why shouldn't one of them send him s
wire, assi”

“But it's from s man named
Lester—""
“Lester] ‘That's the reme of the

Loamshire captain,” said Bob. “But
there are lots of Lesters. And how do
you know, anyhow, Paul Pry?”

“Oh, really, Cherry! I couldn’t help
hearing what the Head said to Quelch,
could 17 If they don’t want a ¢ ﬂ-]it-ﬂ
hear, they shouldn't speak while he's
tying up his shoelace——"

The chums of the Remove began to
take notice. If thers was a telegram
for Larry from the Loamshire cricket
captain, it certainly did leck, as the fat
Ow!l declared, a queer thing. Lester
of Loamshire E‘Dufg herdly be telegraph-
ing to & man who was with him at
the moment!

“¥ou sce, I was in the passago—>"
said Bunter.

“ Prying—" grunted Johany Bull.

“Beast! I was in the passage, after
Trotter took the telegram im to the
Head, and old Locke looked out, and
asked me to send Queleh to him. * Tell
Quelch I want him, end tell him to look
E]iff.:‘j’ I' was what the Haid said to me.™

Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha " )

“Not exsctly those words,” said
Bunter hastily. * But that was what he
meant. What he said was, * Kindly
request Mr. Quelch to come to my study
without delay.” BSame thing "’

“Oh, quite!” said Bob, with =
chuckle,

“Well, I told Quelch, and he hiked
along,” said Bunter. “As it happened,
my shoelacs was loose, end I stooped
:::lluwn tﬁ tia il'.i ﬂhql]i.];:ﬁ near the H_teacii;s

oor, after Que one in—quite
chance, of course—>" 3 g

“You fat, prying, spying, eavesdrop-
ping oystor 1¥ growled Jobhnny Bull

“You fellows know I wouldn®t listen,*
said Bonter, with dignity, * But, quite
by chance, I caught what the Beak
gald, through the keoyhole. As

lles was gone, he consulted Quelch
about opening the telegram and sendin
it on to him—and Quelch agreed that
he'd better. And when the DBeak
opened it he said * Great pip ' ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

1 mean he said "Good gracious?
He said it was exiraordinery—a wire
from the Loamshire captain, Lester,
asking Larry Lascelles not to be late,
ad stumps were pitched at ftem. Ain’t
that gueer 1"

" Queer enough—if trusY" said Harry
Wharton, staring blankly at the fat
Owl. “But it can’t be truel Larry’s
at Loamchester now, getting ready to
plajr..l‘]

“Well, that's what the Head said,”
asserted Bunter. “He was surprised,
and Quelch said that it beat him
hollow=—beat him to a frezsle—*

“Yes—I can hear Quelch saying
that 1™

“Well,
TMean,

gsomething of the kind, I
Old Locke was going %o
send 8 wire to Lester, sayi
Lascelles left g'est&:dar for Loam-
shire, but Quelch suggested the tele-
phone. He said he oould find the
number, and they could get through to
Lester and save time. They seem to
think that some accident m ust have hap-
pensd ¢o Lascelles on his way there
yesterday! I wonder if he's been killed
in & railway accidenti” added Bunter

i.'urii;%l&t.lllj;E '”“ 'I'hl'a.t would Eleh nwfuli_
wou i 8aY, you i
Lascolles has been Lifled fr & zailway

that d
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aocident thpt means no more maths til]
they get & pew beak—-*'

“¥You Fudgr pifiler 1" roared DBob
Cherry. “ &8hut up !

©Oh, really, Cherry—" .

" There's been no railway accident,”
said Wharton. “We should have heard
of it before this; it would have been
in the mnrmuf papers. But if Larry's
not with the Loamshire men, where on
O o ! b

4 Bay, you ftellows, you know what
E:'Illi:lﬂ‘l'.ijr Bays—"

‘Blow Bmithy! Shut up, fathead !

“Well, it jolly well looks—" said
Bunter.

“You fat owl, if Larry was cutting
the mateh ho wounld let the Loamshire
skipper know--no need for Lester to
mlemilz hera "

a as if he’s let him doyn,” said
Bunter. " He ]-:-Hiaweﬂ never went to
Loamshire yesterday; BSmithy found
that out last night, as he told us in the
Rag. I wonder what he's up to?”

“Something must have happened to
Larry, if this is true,” said Wharton,
‘But what the dickens eould have h&e-
pened? More likely that fat duffer’s
got 1t all wrong.”

. iok him " suggested Johnny Bull,

A e 4

Bi nter departed in. haste, un-
qui:pd?. He went to spread his sur-
prising mnews among other fellows—
meating with very little crodence, how-
ever. Few fellows thought it possible
that Larry Lascelles eould have gone
off on his own affairs and let his county
captsin down without warning. The
thing was simply impossible, gn‘l_;r the
Bounder believed it. And even the
Bounder was puzzled to guess why
Lascelles had not Iet his skipper know
in time, as ha might easily have done
if the nder’s surmises were right.
Smithy, at all events, was eertain that
Larry Lascelles was not at Loamchester
that day—he swallowed Bunter's story
whole, without & doubt.

JAs it happened, Bunter had pgot it
right; and that fact was made clear to
the Removo by Sthithy himself. When
the Lower Fourth went into the Form-
room it was noticed that Mr. Quelch

€ had & grave look, and plenty of the

fellows wondered whether it was caused
by some jot or tittle of fact in Bunter’s
strange tale.

Twice during the morning Mr. Quelch
was called out of the Form-room; the
second time just before the Remove was
dismissed for break. Each time he
cama back leoking very grave,

The Remove fellows could not help
wondering whether this wes in con-
neotion with Bunter’s tale of s telegram
from Loamshire. Only the Bounder had
nerve encugh to ask him. PBut the
Bounder had nerve enough for anything.
When the bell rang for break Vernon-
Smith coolly addressed the Remove
ms;at-er a5 the Form were about to march
LT grs

“Excuse me, sir ! said Smithy, in his
meekest and silkiost tones. “We're all
vory keen to hear about Mr. Lascelles,
sir| Would you mind telling us whather
he's been heard from? Woe should like
to know, sir, whether he’s batting to-

ay.

Mr, Quelch pursed his lips.

The whole Form hung on his reply.
They were all dﬁ&p}f interested in
Larry, though from differont motives
from Vernon-Smith’s.

“I believe the match began st ten,
sir,” went on Smithy, while Mr. Quelch
paused before r&pl}’lﬂ%- “We should
like to know whether Surrey or Loam-
shire is takin’ the first knock.”

“There has been communication on
the telephone,” answered Mr. Quelch.
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As Mr. Quelch came away from his desk with a Latin grammar in
1*d like leave this afternoon,’* he sald, *‘ not because 1 want to get

his hand, Bunier rose from his seat,
out of class, of course—bhut Larry, I mean Laspell
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*‘ If you please, sir,
es, sir,

is going to eateh a train, and we thought we ought to give him & good send-off.’ ** Wha-a-at 1

" understand that Burrey are batting
first, Vornon-Smith., The match is now
in progress.”

“And Mr. Lascelles, sir—"

“1 have no news of Mr. Lascelles.”

“PBut he’s such a topping bowler, sir,”
said the Boupder, with the innocence of
a cooing dove, “They'ro certain to
have put him on to bowl! We're all
expectin’ to hear that he's put up ihe
hat trick, sirl” _

Mr. Quelch pauwsed again.

He had no suspicion of the Bounder’'s
motives in asking him these questions,
He put it down to the kcen enthusiasm
of & junior cricketer, proud of a games
master who was playing for his county.
But, in the peculiar circumstances, tho

questions weore a little difficult to
ANSWwer.

Unaware that the Peeping Tom of
Grayiriars had alread sprea§ the story

of the telegram from Loamshire all over
the Lower School, Mr. Quelch was un-
willing to lot the extracrdinary comduct
of the games master become the tall of
the juniors. Yet he could hardly refuse
to reply. ]

* Nothing has been heard with regas.d
to Mr. Lascelles having bowled for his
side, Vernon-Smith,” ho said at last,

“Perhaps ho's mads some ecatches in
tha fGeld, sir?” sald the DBounder.
“Wa'ro all very kecn to know how lwe's
gotling on, sir.

Mr. Quelch
patiencas.

“Quite so, quite =0, Vernon-Smith,”
he said. **But thero bas heen no news
of Mr. Lascolles at all sinee he leit Grey-
friars yesterday, so 1 cannot answer
your questions. Dismiss!™

But the Bounder was not finished vet.
He wanted to make clear to all the
Itemove what was q.mtu clear to himself.

showed  signs of  ime

+

“1 hope nothing's happened to AMr.
La=celles, sir 1" he said.
; hli:r' Quelch gave him a very sharp
m +

“Why should you suppose anything of
the kind, Vernon-Smith?* he asked,
quite snappishly.

" ¥ou said there had been telephoning
%r{:m Loamshire,” answered the

sunder. “I suppose it would be about
Mr. Lascclles.”

That was & natural enough supposi-
tion, &8 My, Laszcelles formed the only
contiection between Greyfriars and the
Loamshire county match. Indeod, it
was hard to gucss why anyone should
have telephoned from Loamshire, ex-
copt to let Larry's friends at the school
know what ho was doing there, or to
inquire why he hadn’t turned up.
Obviously it was not for the former
reason. I[b was growing clear ihat ic
was for the latter.

Oueleh, however, did not intend to say
50,

“Wo have no nows of Mr. Lascelles at
all, so far,” he satd. * Disinies

Even the Dounder “chueked it™ at
that., But he had done cnough. The
Iemove went out of their Form-room
with the knowledge that Iilly Bunter
had “got it vight,” and that Larry
Laseelles was not m Loamshire pl:u:i;lm{
for his coumnty, as he eortainly should
have been that morning. Smithy went
out with a grin on his face.

e tapped Harry Wharion on the arm
inn tho passago.

“What do vou think now ¥ he asked.

“0h, rats!™ spnapped the captain of
tho Remove.

Ifa simply did not know what (o
think; but he was less inclined than
ever to agree wilh the Dounder's sus
picious surmises,

“Do you believe now that Lascelles is
in Loamshire " sncered Smilhy,

“Looks as if he isn't 1

“Whera 13 he, then?” ]

“That's hig business, not mine! Or
yours, either.” ! .

“Til tell you where he is,” grinned
the Bounder. “Nobt many miles from

Greyfriars, I fancy—forgettin’ all about
r;rmiet, and doin' sparrin’ with bruisers
in trainin' for a fight.”

‘' 0Oh, shut up1”

Wherton turned his back and walked
away, lcaving the Bounder leughing.
The captain of the Remove could not,
and would not, believe that the Bounder
was right: but how to secount for the

fact that La Lascelles had not
ﬁ;rwed st his destination was beyond
im,

Any accident to the games master on
his g’nurncr was not m]li,' unlikely in
itself, but would certainly havo n
heard of by now if it had happened,
Yet Larry, whe had left the school the
day beforo to travel to Loamshire, had
evidently not arrived there, and the
county game had started without him
—doubtless with a substitute in the fheld
in his place. Soma unasccountable delay
had taken place—how and why was o
mystery !

t waz no myvstery to the Bounder!
Ho knew, or fancied that hoe knewl
And he told himself that he had tha
man now in the hollow of his hand ! He
kuew—at least ho {felt sure—where tho
games maoster was, and how he was
engaged [ And he wuas going to prove
it! And the Bounder gloated,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Bid for Liberiy |

. LAWRENCE LASCELLES
rosn from his scat on the edgo
of a bed ga the bars at his door

~ were removed, and stood, with
gleaming eyes, looking at the door as it
opened,

‘I'ie prison-room at Thatch End was
hot and stuffy in the warmih of the
sunny June afternoon. The little window
wos open, and a faint breath of fresh

d Magser LienaRy.—No, 1,322,
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alr came through the strong iron bars.
The games master of Greyfriars was
pale with anger; and it was well for
the bruisers at Thatch End that his
hands were seoure when the door
opened eand Bunchy sand Charley
grinned in at him.

Archie. Valence was behind them,
with a cigar in his mouth.

“Gettin' fed-up, old bean?? asked
Archie amiably.

Mr. Lascelles did not answer. He
made & wrench at the cords on his
wrists, that was all. But it was
unavailing.

Archie ﬁl-ﬂﬁ_d’lﬂd.

“We've got you safe, old bean!
You're not gettin® & chance of knockin’
my teeth down the back of my neck!”

“MNot ‘arfl” dgrmned Bunchy.

“You scoundrel I szaid Larry Las-
celles. “How long do you fancy vou
can _keep mo here "

*“Only till you give your word to meet
the Game Chicken.”

“That will be never.”

“Bleep well last night 7 asked Archis

blandly. “Bit restless with your fins
tied—what? Can't be helped in the
cires, old bean.”

Larry Lascelles breathed hard.

i '!E;uu rascal |” he said, “You rotter!
They're missing me at Loamchester—
the county maich must have started—
without me——"

“Quite | agreed Archie,
lock-out1 Bay the word and you're a
iree man—and I'll rush vou acrosz to
Lantham Station in the car, and you can
get tha next train for Loamshire,”

“¥You know that I cannot de what
you ask.

‘Not at all! You can do it on your
head, if you likel You can meet the
Chicken—and beat the Chicken—"

“Not without resigning my position

“Your own

at Greyiriars,” said Mr. Lascelles,
forcing himself to speak calmly and
patiently. “Can’t you see that?”

“¥You can keep it dark!l The old
schoolmaster doesn't read the boxing
news, I suppose F*

“ Do you think I can deceive him, you
rascal 1

“ Easily,” answered Archie, ocoolly;
and Bunchy chuckled. *Think it over,
Layry—make the best of it. You're not

too late to play againet Surrey in Loam-
shire, if you like—"

" That's too late now—the stumps were
piiched at ten—it's now two!”

Larry gritted his teoth.

“I've had the latest news from Loam-
shire by phone, becanse I thought it
would interest you,” =aid Archie.
“Don't gay I'm not treatin® vou kindly.
I've been on to & newspaper men I koow
there. Burrey went in to bat first, and
at lunch they were one down for twenty.
Looks as if their innings will last all
day. Loamshire are putting & substitute
in the field in your place—expectin' you
ta turn up any minute. They can't make
out why you haven't come.”

“*0Oh, you villain I breathed Lascelles.

“"That means that they're keeping
i'-:ur place for you if you turn up—at
esst, a3 long as the Burrey knock
lasts,” pmid Archie, *and so long as
you're in time for last man in the Loam-
shira inni you'll be able to play.
Thoey're losin® your bowlin’, of course.
Lots of time for you to make up wyoutr
mind to do the sensible thing, and iiim
off to Loamshire to play bat an' ball1”
Hea chuckled.

“ Lot me out of this, even now, Archie,
and I'll forgive you everything!” said
Larry Lascelles earnestly.

“Give me your word to meet the
Chicken——" *
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“Oh, hold your tongue!” roared Las-
celles, his rage breaking out. “ By gad,
if 1 had my hands loose—""

“You haven't—and won’t!” grinned
Archie, *“Well, if you want longer to
think it over, take your time. I'm im
no hurry if you're not. Bring in my
dear cousin’s lunch, Ted | 2're not
starvin’ him."

The man Ted came in with a well-
spread tray, grinning, He placed it on
the table,

“¥ou'll have to manage to eat with
your hands tied, old thing,” said
Archie. *“Can't trust you with them
loose, laddie”

*¥You cur—"

“Hee that his fins are safe, Ted.”

Ted stepped towards the games master
of Greyfriars, Nes' eyes glittered
at him. The man exami hiz bonds—
they were safe enough. There wera
marks of teeth on the thick, strong
cord, but that attempt during the night
to get loose had been quite in vain, Cord
on cord, hard and strong, was knotted
round the sinewy wrists, holding the
hands like menacles, and leaving the
Erlsnn&r little more than the use of hia

ngers.

“He's been a-bitin’ of 'em!™ said
Ted. _

“Let him bite!” said Archie good-
humouredly. * Bite all you like, ﬁnrr,r
—chew awayl If you begin to make
any progress I'll get a pair of steel
handouffs for you! But I think you're

all {éghtr—whnt?*’
“Will you let me lovse, you
scoundrel 7 exclaimed Mr. Lascelles.

“There's still time to get to Loamshirs
and play! What will they think of me
if I let them down without & word 1

“Any old thing tney like,” drawled
Archie. *You're mighty particular
about lettin® down a ericket match
You've made no bones shout lettin® me
down——"

“I've never let you down! I've never
consented-—"'

“Well, you're goin' to consent—I'm
keepin’ you here nll vou do! 1l lock
in this evenin’ and let you know how
the Loamshire match 15 gettin’ on—
latest news at close of the day's play [
grinned Archie. “I dare say by that
time you'll be glad even of my com-
pany—what? Sure you won't change-
your mind before I lock you in againt™

“‘Ave a little sense, Larry, sirl”?
urged DBunchy. “Wastin® your time
school-masterin’ when it's in your "ands
to be the champion of England] 'Ave
a little 'pss-sense [

Larry did not heed him. There were
three bruisers in the narrow passage
cutside his room, as well as Archie.
Likely enough there are othors in
the old farmhouse. And his hands were
bound. But he was desperste. The door
was open—it was about to be shut and
barred again, to remain shut and barred
till might. Blim as the chance was, it
was a&il the chance he had—and the
games master of Greviriars made up
his mind to it

Buddenly, with a tiger-like spring,
he leaped from where he stood into the
doorway. Llis shoulder struck Ted and
sent him sprawling. He crashed into
Bunchy and laid that gontleman on his
back. Ilis bound hands crashed together
at Archie, ecnding him staggering
ncross the passage. It all heppened
almost in the twinkling of an eve, and
only one man stood between Lascelles
and liberty. And the man Cherley
jumped away as Lascelles came at him
with blazing eyes.

Archie gave a panting, cnraged, gasp-
inE yell. .

Stop him! Oh, stop him [
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Charley went over with o bump as
as rushed right into bim. But

be grabbed the games master as he went
down and held on tenaciously. Las-
celles tore franticsally to loosen his grip,
dashing his bound hands in the bruiser'a
faca. Charley roared and let go—but
as ha did so Ted and Bunchy were up,

jumpi on the games mastor. They
Jgrﬂ.bb_:f himm by the shoulders and
dragged him back. ]

“Get him I screamed Archie. “"Get
him! Hald him!”

“We've got 'im!" panted Bunchy.

Laxry Lascelles went down with a
crash. Archie’s fat hands fastened m
his collar. Archie's grinning amiability
was gone now—hiz fat face was dis-
torted with rage. He dragged the
sprawling games master savagely back
towards the room he had escaped from.
The three bruisers piled on him like
dogs on a stag. Had his hands been
free, oven then, with four to one against
him, Larry Lascelles would have fought
his way cut. But his hands were hound
—and he had no chanca. Btill he
resisted desperately as he was dragged
back into the prison-room.

They hurled him in, sprawling across
the floor. He lay panting, his CyEs
blazing with rage. Archie glared in
at him from the docrway.

Hopelese as the desperate attempt had
seemed, it had comea near success. Bub
for Charley's grab at him as he rushed
down the passage Larry would have got
clear. No ¢one else had been drawn to
the spot by the struggle, so he
that no one elsa was m the house. It
had been a elose thing. It had been
80 close that Archie Valence spluttered
with rage as he glored in at the panting
prisoner.

“My eyel!” gasped Bunchy. “He's
game—he is that ] My eye | He'd make
rings round thoe Chickent He's & game
bird, is Larry|”

“You rovter!”™ screamed Archie.
“YFou'd give me the slip, would you?
Try that on again and I’ll get steel
hondeatfs and leg-irons for you, yon
hound ! MNow stick whers you are,
hang youl” :

He slammed the deor, and lecked it
on the outside. The bara rattled into
the sockets. Larry Lascelles was a
prisoner again., He dragged himself,

anting to his feet. With a set, savage
ace he stared through the bars of the
little window. Outside, the unkept,
weedy garden, thick with weeds, furze,
end ragged shrubberies
hundred fect to o higi‘z fence—that,
and blue sky was all he could see.

There was no chance—no hope—of
help—not the remotest chance that his
hiding-place would be found, even if he
was searched for. Even when they
began to wonder why he had not turned
up in Loamshire, and later why he did
not return to Greyiriars, who was to
guesu that he was a prizoner in the
srmhouse eight or nine miles from the
school?! No one!  SBomething lke
despair began to nvade the games
master's heart.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Means Business!
m ALLL, hallo, hallol That's
H Smithy

Fiva juniors were pedal-

ling cheerily along the sunny

road for Lantham,  Ahead of them,
going in the sama direction, the
sighted a single cyclist—and Bob Cherry
spotted that it was the Bounder of Grey-
friara.
*Let’s ask him to jein up,™ said

kpnew

oxtended a B

Frank Nugent, "I dare say he's head-
inﬁ for the same show.”
Tot's 1™ agreed EargeWhmm.

The Famous Five of Remove were
bound for Lantham, to look im at a
cricket match an the Famblers ground
there, and at the Pagoda later ifor tea.
They had had some rather warm words
of late on the subject of Larry. |
nobody wanted a “row ™ with Smithy
on that subject, or any other, and this
geemed a good upgnrtunit? of ﬂﬁﬂrmﬁ
the olive-branch. 5o they put on spee
to avertake the Dounder.

Herbert Vernon-Smith rode on at a
leisurely pace, without looking back.
He I1ad! laid his plans for that afternoon
—plans guite unsuspected by the cheer
chums of the Bemove. A pair of field-

lasges wore slung in a leather case over
fiia shobldor, and the jumiors behind,
when they observed it, supposed that
Bmithy was taking his glasses for the
ericket, He remained unawaro of their
woximity till Bob's powerful voice
: Ekl:%ﬂd him, as the quintette camne within
wail,

H“ﬁHalln, hallo, hallo, Bmwithy !** roared

G L]

Vernon-2mith  started, and glanced
round. He stared a moment at the
Famoud Five, and then slowed down io
let them draw level.

“Here wo are again, old bean,”
Bob affably. " All bound for the same
jolly old port!”

“The ridefulness in your esteemed and
ridiculous company will be a terrific

leaszure, my iqfiatm Smithy ! declared
Elurrmz- Jamset Ram Bingh.

“As we're going to the same show——"
zaid Harry,

“You are!” exclaimed the Bouuder,
with a starc.

"“Yes, I suppose you're bound for the
same Flaca, on this road,” said the cap-
tain of tha Remove. :

" Like our company ?” grinned DBob,
“TIt's rather mnice—much sought after,
and zll that "

“I'd be jolly glad if you'd join up, if
i{'ﬂu mean gt,”rsagid "Fer::!:mlaﬂmiﬂr., “Id
imve asked yow, if I'd thought vou'd
come. I asked Bedwing, snd he told
me 1o go and eat coke™

“Eh—why ! asked Johnny Bull. “ It
will bo worth seeing.™

“Quite 1" agreed the Bounder. “ And
if yvou fellows see it along with me, so
much the better. We shall have to be a
bit careful.”

“Careful 7 repeated Wharton.
“Yes. We don't want to get spotted

said

“That's all right—we have leave as
far as Lantham on half-holidays™

“I'm not talking of the beaks, fat-
head—I'm talking about the bruigers,”
answered tha Bounder impatiently.

“ The—the—the what{”

“Bruisers! Thersa are three of them
at least, there!”

“Bruisers—on the Ramblers' cricket
%mund at Lantham ! exclaimed EHarry
Yharton, in utter wonder. “What on
earth ere vou talking about "

Yernon-Smith stared at him,

“You silly ass!™ he hooted.
vou poing to cricket at Lantham 7

“Yes. Aren't you??

“Fathead I

Evidently tho chums of the Remove
had made & little mistake. Vernon-
Smith was on the same road; but ha
was not, after all, bound for the same
destination.

“Where the dickens are you going,
then ¥ asked Bob., “This road leads to
Lantham, and nowhare elso—unless

“Are

¥ you're putting in another twenty miles

or 50 to sco the jolly old eathedral at
Canterbury,”

“Oh, don’t ba an ass!" snapped the
Bounder, “TLook hero! I'd be glad if

But h
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on'd comal Vou're reliabla witnemsos.
f‘m turning off when we get to tha lane
to Thatch End.”

“Thatch End!" repeated Hob,

“Thet's the farm where they ducked
tha auctioneer who came to sell them
up for tithes. But there's nobody there
nﬂw;dﬂmithywthﬂ place is to let, I've
E& +JI‘
“It's let—to a party of boxing men—
and Larry Lascelles is there with them,
txaitlizin’ for o fight1” said the Bounder
coolly.

Harry Wharton's brow darkened.
Johnny Bull gave a snork, and a jam
at his pedals, and rode on ahead. He
had heard enough on that subject from
the Bounder. The other fellows shared
his feelings. Nugent and Hurree Singh
rode siter Johnny, and Bob followed
ilvem, without answering,

The Bounder sneered.

“ Wot comin® " he asked.

Har Wharton had followed his
comrades. But ho slowed down again,
and rode beside the Bounder. His faco
Was Erﬂ-"ﬂ:?..

oy here, Smithy™ he said.
“YWhy don’t you take a friend's advice,
and chuck that =illy ret? You've had
irouble with ZTascelles—but he's as
straight o man as ever breathed. He
would no mora tell lies than he would
pinch watches.”

“He’s told a good many,” jeered the
Bounder, *“He's taken in the Head,
and told lies right and left, and I'm
goin’ to prove it!” i

“You're a silly assl” exclaimed
Wharton angrily. “The truth js that
vou c¢an't get over that ng.
You've been reported to the Head be-
fore, ]Jir beaks and prefects, toco, and
Hogged Why the dickens can't you
get over 1t and wash 1t out of your
mind )

“So I would—if Lascelles was the
straight man you fancy! If I get it in
the neck from Queleh, or Wingate of
the Sixth, or Gwsynne, it's all in the
game—and a fellow can stand i8] But
a strict sense of duty from a man uf io
his neck in lies and trickery is rather
too thick

“Larry’s nothing of the kind.”

“1T'm goin' to prove that he js!*

“ And how " Eemunded Whartan.

“Where i3 he now?” sneered the
Bounder. “He was expected in Loam-
shire o pIa:ft cricket for his county—ha
never turned up thers, He never took
any train at Courtfield yesterday. 1've
been to the station and asked. He
would ba remembered—eovery man theérs
knows Lascelles, the man whosa name
hgures in the big oricket news! He
wasn't seen at Courtfeld Station yester-
Jday, and he never took a train ”

" i:l':.r hat 1" breathed Wharton,

He had no doubt that the Bounder
had found out the facts, so far as that
went, And that pieco information
was rather stoggering, Certainly it
seemed to bear out the Bounder's belief.

“1 told you that a few days ago I
watched hun going into s place near
Lentham, where a gang of bruisers met
him,” continued the Bounder. ¥ Well,
that place was Thatch End.  Tt's per-
fectly plain that he left Greyfriars yes-
terday pretendin’ that he was catchin’ a
irain for Loamshire—never went any-
where near the station, but walked
neross to Thateh End to put up with
Archie Valence and the bruiscrs there!
What does it look like "

Wharton did not answer.

Heo knew what it looked like. Never-
theless, his loyal faith in Larry did not
falter. There waa a catch in it some-
whore !

“I know he's th&r&mﬂﬂnmﬂini with a
party of bruisers in trainin’ for his fight
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with the Gnmn Chicken |” sneered the
Bounder ke isn’t there, where is
ha? Dissolved into thin air?”

“Goodoess knows; but—7"

“Ha's thare-—and I'm goin’ to =zpot
himm thereI™ mm! the Bounder deliber-
ately. “And when I've seen him there
with m: -:mrn e%}s, ell Greyfriars is

m-. ere he is, and what

s up tu' He crawled out of it last
time, when I thought I had him fized.
He won't crawl ocut of it this time!
QOnee I've seen him there, I'll et— a
crowd of fellows to go ﬂvcr a:u
him, tu-n-—-I’i! mak-:: tua acu
place of the meighbourhood I‘!lﬂ—-—

“0Oh, chuck it!” e:cclalmmi Wharton.

“1 cap't make it all out—but I know
‘I:hlsi Larry is square as & die, and
you ve got it all wrongl Anyhow,
you've ho rig 1; to spy nn a man [

“I don't call it that | 2

“That's what 1t 1s, whethi_r you call
it that or not! Look here, Bmithy,
Chuek it, and come on with us to
Lantham.”

1] RH—H Iy

“Well, yow're a rotter—"

“And you're a fool 1™

Wharton compressed his lips. But he
controlled his anger, and rode on after
his friends. The Bounder shrugged his
shwoulders contemptuously. To his keen,
auaplmwa mind, the thing was as clear

ilg t..l_ and he could not under-
ntami ﬂya! aith, firm in the face of the
clearest evidence, That faith was going
to be shaken, however, if the Bounder
made the discovery he expected to make
at Thatch End that afternoon.

Famous Five were disappearing
in the direction of Lantham, when
Vernon-Smith reached the corner of
the lanc that led off to Thateh End.
Thera he dismounted, and wheeled his

icycle into the beeches Harry Whar-

glancing back, had a last glim &
n im as he did go, and knitted
brows.

But the Bounder was his own master,
and had to be left to it, and Wharton
was assured, at least, 'I.'.hﬂt he would
make no discovery to the diseredit of
Larry Lascellea. And the Famous FH--E
rode on to Lantham, and soon forgot all
about the Bounder and his peculiar
cecupation,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Al Last ]

IGH in & thick heech troe,
astride of a braneh, the
Bounder of Greyfriars ci‘appa
the field-glasses to his eyes.

Besm& the edge of the beech wood,
oper und extended to the fences of

Thatch End, with here and there haw-
thorn hedges, and patches of bush and
bramble, There was plenty of cover
for approach up to the fence; but the
Pounder was taking s survey from a
safe distance.
From the ht;ﬁ_lll beech, he ovorlooked
the fence and the low-built farmhouse;
and the field-glasses brought it all so
near that he could make out every
slightest detail—thoe little old windows
with untended creepers clambering
over them, the ragged furze and ahruba
in thé neg gardens,, with
tables run to seed—the 'h"i"l:lﬂ en
porch in front, where two men sat
smuim pipes. He had seen both of
ge fore—they were Bunchy and
Ted Ancther man came cut past them,
and. strolled in the garden, idly, his
hemrla in his pockets, a cigarette in_his
mouth, Smithy had never seen him
before; but he was clearly of the same
type a3 the others—some sort of a
r.n%lllst Hut he could see no more.

der remained patiently n
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his perch, the glasses fixed on Thatch
Em:i watﬂhmg’;w If Lﬁrr La.wellaa was
there, he had ' balf expected,
to see him outside the housa. on & WAarm
Juns aftm'nﬂl:m-— rhaps even engage
1o sparring in the open air. Nothing
was to be seen of him, bowever.
Lascalles was not & man to st m-
doors, especially in fine weather, 1f he
could help it.  But it wes unlikely,
S8mithy considered, that he would leave
tha preoinets of Thateh End—his oc-
cupation there was to be kept & secret.
Within the bigh surrcunding fence, he
was safe from observation—outside 1if,
he might have been geen and recog-
nised ; which would hardly have suited
the * bm-:mg boak,” as he was stpposed
to ba nowhers near Greyfriars. Bmithy
could sco past the house on either side
—but nnf,}iof euurse-, the back of it, as
it faced the lans where ung o
beech: trece. Possibly Lascelles was in
the garden at the back—a waste space
of neglected land, uncared for since
Thatch End had m.-n*ed to be farmed.
Or perhaps he was in ‘house and
Img‘hl.' emerge at soy moment by the

The Bounder watched—but bhe was
growing impstient. Inection did not
suit his neture—and he grew more and
more impsatient. He might watch all

the afternoon, at this rate, and see
nothing—and all the time Lascelles
might be in the back garden. With cool,
keen, searching eyes, Vernon-Smith
picked up all t u attula the place
that he could after & vain
half-hour of wat:uhm e closed the

glasses and replaced t &m in the caso.
He clambered down the tree, and stand-
ing in cover of the beeches, scanned the
approaches to the farmhousa. e high
fenca now hid the c{)ln-.::ﬂ from h1rn—
but he was also hidden from the men

within. He bent low, and keeping under
cover of ram:ed bawthorns and
brambles, crept closer till he touched

tha fence.

Silently, as ocsutiously as & Red
Indian almost, Smithy erept round the
fonce, till he wes at the back of the
ennlosure,

Had the fence been of open pnliniu,
he could now have seem all that he

needed. But it was a close wooden
fence, com plet-al!j' shutting off the view.
He scarched slong it for some inter-
stice, and finding & orevice in the old
wood, opened his t-knife to en-
l&rgﬁ it for & spy- He gave a
oautious glance over hm shoulder before
beginning—behind him was open
pasture land, with eattle grazing in the
distance; haynnd them, a siretch of
waods, and than the smoke of Lantham,
He was quite safe from observation,
unless from within the enclosure,
Quietly, with a steady hand, he sliced
splinters from the little crevice, and
when it was large emough, applied his
cye to it

Now ha had a view of the back of ﬂ:m
low farmbouse. He saw an l:-pen
evidently used as o garage, for a smaii
car stood in it here was 2 kitchen
door, and kitchen windows; and & large
window, probably of a dmmg TGO §
and beyond that, s little window sur-
rounded by thick Virginia creeper,
which had bars across it. It was the
only barred window he had sean, and
he wondered idly for a moment, why
it was barred. Certainly the reasom
did not cross his mind for 8 moment.

But tha;a Was 1o EIE‘.I'.I of Lascelles—
no sign o 5parr|n ing on—no Bl
of lifa at all. %afoa twinge of dﬁf
appnintment, ‘in'raa it
Lascelles had gone out for the after-
noon? Vet it wes unlikely—ha was
sure to keep close, so near to Greyiriars,
with such & secret to keep. dling
indoors on a hot June day—it was not

ossible that

THE MAGNET

!:I-'.e the keen, encrgetic games master
Greyirinrs. 'Taking & rest, ::larhlﬁ

'h.ftﬁr 8 boxing bout with one of t

brulsers—that seemed likelv|

Smithy gave a sudden start; a man
ca.ma in sight et last, e knew the
Eump. flushed-faced Archie, with hia

st on the side of his head, and his
cigar sticking out of his mcru.t-h The
aportin man came strolling round the
house, his hands in his pockets; and
Smithy, his eye to the apy-hole in the
fence, watched him curiously.

Archie walked along to the barred
window, and stopped there. His back
was towards Smithy, as he stood at the
window. It seetned to the Bounder that
he was gpeaking to somecne within
through the bars, He was too far off
to hear; but he fancied that & murmur
of a voice came to him. Then, to hia
surprise, he saw Archm take hiz hands
from his pockets and rum them over
the bars—as if to make sure that they
wera socure. Then the sporting man
walked on, and strolled round the other
side of tha house, and disappeared—
apparently going to join the throe men
in the front garden.

The place was deserted again.

Yernon-Smith grunted with
patience.

All he had leerned, so far, was that
the boxing men were still thers; he
had seen Archie and the three bruisers,
in none of whom was be particularly
interested. Where was Lascelles? Waa
it Lascelles that Archie had been spenk:
ing to through the barred window?
Was he there at all? If he was there
it was odd enough that he remained
invisible, when the other occupants of
the place obviously preferred the open
air. The bare idea thaet he might be
mistaken; that he was on the wrong
}rm:k u.a.atmg his time and making a
ool of himself was intensely irritating
to the Bounder of Greyfriars. Ho was
not likely to ad:mt that possibility till
he was driven to it.

He resclved to take a chance at last
No one was in sight at the back of the
house—and there was ample cover in
the bushy, brambly garden. Unless
was sgen from = window, it was
easy enough—and there was no sign o
lifo at any window, When he a
acted promptly. With o spring, he
caught the top of the fence in his
hs nd it was the work of a split
smn;d to swing himself over and drop
inside

Close at hand was a bank of laurels;
and in a moment the Bounder was
erouching in cover of them, his heart
beating rather hard, though his bead
was &5 cool as ever.

He was trespassing now: and the
bruisers wera not likely to stand on
ceremony with a trespasser if they
spotted him.

For full five minutes he waited there,
crouching in cover, till it was clear

that he had not been seen from a win-
dow; no one looked out or came into
the garden.

Then he crept forward on hands and
knees, using the cover of the wild
growths in the neglected garden, with
all the skill of a first-class scout.

He reached the building Close to
the walls, the cover failed him, and he
had to risk it. But the plece appea
desarted. There was no sound, save
every now and then  somé faint echo
of a voice sperking in the garden in
front of the house. The kitchen door
stood balf cpen—and the Bounder ven-
tured to peer in—and saw that the
rc:nm was Ell'ﬂﬁt-j He stood beside the

doorway, thinking hard.

Whatever happened to him, whatever
the consequences, he was gmnp; to find
out if the games master of Greyiriars
was there—or rather, he was going to
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“ 1'll say what I like ! ** snarled the Bounder.
“ Bump him !** *“‘Boot him 1" A dozen hands were Inid on Vernon-Smith, and he was lified from his feet

faee downwards, on the Boor of the Rag. Bump !

ﬁru\ra that he was there. II necessary,
o was ready to take the risk of enter-
ing, and the chance of meeting with
Archis or the bruisers within. But that
risk was rather too great to be taken
if 1t could be avorded. Ha moved away
from the kitchen door, and crept along
the creeper-clad wall, towards the litile
barred window where Archie had stood
half an hour ago. Looking in at the
downstairs windows was safer than en-
tering the building—and Bmithy was
almost certain that Archie had been
speaking to somebody through those

BIS.

Ha reached the barred window. Ile
stood beside it, his heart thumping. To
look in, he had to show bis face at the
window—and if anyone was within, he
would bo seen at once. If 1t was
Lascelles, he did not care—he cared
not a straw if the Ezmn-:a master knew
that he had found him out. Bub if 3t
was soma other party, his Ea-ma would
be up. Onco he was spotted, he would
have no chance of continuing his mves-
tigations. He hesitated long.

A sound from the room reached him.
The window within the bars was wule
open.  Ile heard the sound of fect
pacing the foor—irregular, uncasy
pacing. The room was certmnlly LR
pind. If it was Larry Lascelles one

limpsa would be enough—was 1t

aseclles?  Why should he be pacing
the reom hike a tiger in a cage?  And
then, suddenly, unexpectedly, all the
Bounder's doubts and hesitationa wera
resolved for him, by the sound of a
voice within—a sharp ejaculation, n

tones of angry nnpationce, : :
“Good gad! How long's this going
to lasti"

The Bounder started, and then he
grinned. It was the voice of the games

* Lascolles Is a liarand a s

master of Greyfriars! He st:ep?ed be-
forea the windows, pressed his face to
e opeming between two bars, a
stared in, The man who was pacing
the room turned towards him, as
Bmithy's shadow darkencd the sunshine
—and the Bounder of Grevyiriars was
faco to face with Larry Lascelles]

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
From Friend to Foel

R. LAWRENUCE LASCELLES
M stared blankly at the fzee at
tha window.
Ho was utterly amazed.

Hulf an hour or more ago Archie had
vqood thero speaking to him, ond had
sxvamined the bars, When the Bounder’'s
shadow fell into the room he had turned
to the window, expecting to sco the
spovking man again., In dumbiounded
amazement  he  stared  at  IHerbert
Vernon-Smith of tha  Greyfriars
Hemwove,

Snuthy grinned.

e was gloatine now,

It had worked like & charmm [ e had
tha proof he wanted! Lascelles was
there—under his eyes! He had heard
his voier, and now he saw his face ! It
was all that Smithy wanted—and this
was the moment of his triumpl.

“Vernon-Smith ' gasped Mr, Las-
coelles,

Tl Bounder’s eyes danced. .

“ Little me” he answered, *Liitlo
me, Mr. Lascelles—and I've run wyou
Jown at last] You beat me last time,
Mr. Lavry Prize-Fighter Lascelles—but
your won't spoof the Head againt Fve
ot you 't

“ You rotters [ *’ yelled the Bounder, mad with fury.

“Shutup!” him 1
bumped,

Lascelles stared.

“Are vyou mad?”’ he said. * How

dare you speak to a master in such
terms, Vernon-Smith ! How dare youl”

Tho Bounder chuckled.

“ Do vou think you can come the beak
over nie now " he encered. * Porget it,
Mister Bruiser Lascelles! I'm going
straight back o Greyiriars, to tell the
whols school whera you are and what
you're up to. You'll find that the Head
knows when you get back, Do you
think you'll be a master at Greyfriars
aftoer to-day? You went to catch a train
for Loamshire yesterday, did you? You
spoofed the Head into givin' you leave
to play in a county cricket match—so
that you could trot across hore for
sparrin’  practice with the brutsers,
pettin® ready for a prizefight! And
the Head's goin’ to know | It was vour
jolly old duty to report mo for a
floggin’. It's my Paiﬂfu! duty io report
vou for the sack !

And the Bounder laughed in sheer
enjovment.

Larry Lascelles staved at him hard—
and harder, It scomed a little diffienlt
for him to grasp the Bounder's words.
But a3 ho understood s flush of deep
anger calne over his handsomo face,

“ You young rascal " ho said,

“I don’t think I'm the rascal herel”
grinned Smithy. “I don't think Dr,
Locke will think so, either, when bhe
knows I* .

“H8o you have been spying, Vernon-
Smith 1™ said the games master coldly
and contemptuously. .

“Call it that if you like. T've
spotted you and found you outl' ssid
the Bounder exultantly. "“It's wp to
vou to explain to the Head what you're
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doin' here with a gang of bruisers, when
he i:;w you three days’ leave to fo over
to Loamshire to play cricket. fancy
you won't find it casy to stuff him this
time, as you did befere.’

" Lower your wvoice, or you will be
heard—"

“What do T care!” jeered the
Bounder. “Call your bruiser psls as
soon'as vou like; I shall got clear before
they can lay their paws on me. Any-
how, you can't prevent me from telling
all Greyfriars what 1've found out 1"

To the Bounder's surprise, a faint
smile dawned on the handsome face of
the games mastoer,

“You secm to be & young fool as well
A3 B Y rasgal,” gaid Mr, Laszcelles
quietly, “But I will forgive you your
absurd suspicions and the ridiculous
ruistake you have made and your foolish
ingolence if you will—" )

“If T'll keep it dark?’ grinved the
Bounder. “No fear! Did you keep it
dark when vou spotted me out of
bounds 1"’ )

“1 did my duty then as & Greyfriars
master, Verpon-Smith.”

“And I'm ?‘oin* to do my duty now '’
grinned Bmithy., “I'm e whale on duty
when it suits me !”

“You young rascal !’ gaid Mr. Las-
celles. *Cannot you see that you have
made an absurd mistake—though it may
turn out a fortunate one for me? Can-
not you see that I am a prisoner here?"

[} h“t!}i

“A prisoner 1" sna ﬁed Mr. Lascelles,
He held up his b:-:.:.ndp ands as he spoke,
aud the nder stared at them dumb-
founded, “Why do you think the bars
are gt that window, you stupid boy "

The Bounder could only stare, hig
eyes wide open in amazement. That
cxg}anatinn of Larry Lascelles' presence
at Thateh End had never even remotely
erozsed his mind. In almost bemuzed
astonisbiment he stared at the bonds on
the man within. )

Mr. Lascelles smiled—he could net
help it, so utterly fabbergasted was the
Bounder’s look. IHe fairly gaped. But
the games master’s faco became serious
sgain at once. The unexpected appear-
ance of tha Bounder at the gnrmd
window meant_hopo, when all hope
seemed gone. It mattered little what
motive—mistaken and malicious—had
brought him therc: ho was there, and it
mcant freedom for the prisoner in the
barred room, if there was time to act
before Archie & Co. took the alarm.

Stepping close to the window, tho
games maoster pushed hizs bound wrists
through the bars.

“Have you &8 pocket-knife?”” he

ragped.

ernon-Smith was still staring, dumhb,
He a:imglj" tould not get this inte his
head. From step to step he had gone
on, accumulating. more and more
evidence that he was right—till at the
finish he found that he was utterly and
absurdly wrong! It was a “facer " for
Smithy, and it fairly knocked him out,
Still eilent, ha fumbled in his pocket
for & knife; he seemed unable to E’pcuk;

“Cut that cord, Vernon-Smith I said
We. Lascclles quietly., “Lose no time!
If you should be seen here the chance
will be gone. Quick, my boy 1"

With fumnbling fingers the Bounder
opened his Em]csf-knit‘e. He was blink-
ing quite daze at the prisoncr of
Thatoh Bnd. 2

#I1—J—"  He found his voice at
last, “I=—I never dreamed— 1—I
can't get 1t yet | You a prisoner—""

“These rogues kidnapped me on my
wayr to Courtfield Btation vesterday,”
answered Mr. Lascelles. “As you have
preed into so much of my nffairs,
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Vernon-8mith, you are aware that the
man Valence desires me to enter into &
love-fight he has arranged; and if you
ad been a little less suspicious and
malicious you would be aware that 1
had refused. And this kidnapping is
the outcome.,'”

“Oh crumbs I gaszped the Bounder.

. “Quick with that knife! We may be
interrupted | '

Mechanically Smithy sawed at the
hard, tight, knotted cords round tho
games master’s wrists. His brain was
still in & whirl. He had come there to

spot ' the boxing beak—to find him
out—te show him u And he found
himself setting him free! He had come
as an enemy—and he found himself act-
ing as & friend in need! It was rather
hard to assimilate.

. Cord after cord parted under the saw-
ing knife. Larry Lascelles’ eyes were
leaming. Once his hands were free—

t was not yot too late to get to Loam-
shire; Surrey would not be out yet; he
might yet be in time to bowl a few overs
for his side. 'His heart was beating.

The eut cords fell away., Larry Las-
celles chafed his stiffened, numbed
wrists, The Bounder stared at him
through the bars.

There was no alarm go far. Archie
and his bruisers, in front of the farm-
house, had not the faintest suspicion of
what was going on behind the Euildin :
They had never heard of the Bounder's
existence, and little dreamed how that
gﬂ-uth. totally unknown te them, was

utting in and marring their plans.

Smithy was pulling himself together
now,

“You're locked in, I suppose, sir 1°*
he gaid. Mr, Lascelles was “sir *" again
now |  Smithy had got it down at last
that he had been utterly mistaken and
self-deluded—that Larry Lascelles was
not going to be “sacked " from his post
at Greylfriars—that, on the other hand,
it was Bmithy who was likely to be
sacked, if Lascelles chose to report his
insolence to the headmaster.

“Yes, locked and barred.”

“I gan get into the house at the back.

i)

I'll chance it!"” gaid Smithy. “If I get
your door open—"

* By egad If you could do that———"
breathed Larry Lascelles,

The Bounder grinned.

“I've made a fool of myself, sir, I
sce that now ! But it's a bit of lnck for
¥ou, as it turns out, Are vou goin’ to
wash it out 7"

Larry Lascelles looked at him steadily,

“I shall make no terms with you,
Vernon-3mith, if that is what you
mean, But you have done—and nre
doing—me a great serviee—""

“1 did you a service that night I was
out of hounds, when you'd have had
your head cracked but for me—hut you
reported me to the Kead, all the same I
sneered Smithy.

“That was my duty, Vernon-Smith,
as you were breaking the rules of the
schml*. But it is net my duty to report
your insolence to me, as that iz a per-
gonal offenco that I can overlook.”

“Oh1” spid Smithy, rather taken
aback,. “I—I see. I—=I—T've heen
rather & cheeky ass, sir. I'd be glad
if you'd forget all sbout it. But, what-
ever you do, I'm standin® by you now,
I'll say nothing more, sir. ave it to
me to get you put of that—"

“One moment | If they see vou 1
Mr. Laseclles’ face was anxious. * Per-
haps it would be better for you to sli
away in safety, and I will wait here till
they visit the room. Once they open the
door I ecan deal with thom., T cannot
allow wou to risk violonea—m?*="

“I'm not afraid! That's all right|”

“ELII.'. »
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“No time to lase, sir!” gaid the
Beunder coolly; and without waiting for
the pames master €0 say more, he eut
away from the window.

Mr. Lascelles was left waiting very
anxiously in the prison-room.

Vernon-Smith cut back to the kitchen
door, The room was still empty, and he
crept muietly in. On the farther side
was & door on s passage, He crept
ecross to it and lopked out.

The passage led through the farm-
house to the door at the fromt, which
wae open on the porch. He saw the
sunny front garden and the back of a
man’s h who sat in the porch,
smoking, He had a glimpse of Archie
strolling in the garden, As soon as he
stepped into the passege he would risk
being seen.

Standing where he was, he scanned
the several doors thet opened on the
passage. One, near at hand, was shut,
and there were two bars across it, and
a key in the outside of the lock. Bmithy

did not need telling that that was the
prison-room,

He drew e decp, hard breath, If tha
man in the porch turned his head he
would be seen. But he had to risk it.

On tiptoe he crept into the passape.
Cautious as he was, the nldpbmﬁ
creaked under his feet.

He reached the barred door—and, at
the same moment, Bunchy in the porch,

turned his head and glanced into the
house.

There was a
Bunchy.

¥ Who's that? My eye! Wot—*

The bruiser leaped to his feet.

ernon-Smith’s hand was on the door-

key| He turned it back, in hot haste,
uelocking the door. He grabbed one
bar and dragged it from its sockets.
With a roar, Bunchy came speeding up
the passage towards him. Behind him,
in the porch, appeared Archie Valence,
and Ted and Charley, drawn by his
stariled roar.

Smithy grabbed at the second bar.
But Dunchy was upon him before he
could touch it.

bbed at him,

The bruiser

_ The bar he had alrcady removed was
in the Bounder’s hand. Ha did not hegi-
tate for @ sccond. As Bunchy grabbed
at his shoulder, the Bounder crashed
the bar at him, and Bunchy, with a fear-
ful yell, staggerad back as ho caught it
across his face,

In another second he would have been
at the Bounder again. But in that
gecond Wernon-Smith tore the second bar
from its place.

“Larry—quick ¥ ho yelled.

Bunchg was on him, The Bounder
crumpled in the grasp of the bruiser.
The three men in the porch came racing
up the passage. At the same moment
the deor of the prison-room flew open,
and Larry Lascelles bounded out.

startled gasp from

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
All’s Well That Ends Well ]

ARRY LASCELLES, his hands

E free, end hiz fists clenched,

leaped into the midst of the

bruisers., His face was hard-set

—his eyes glinted like steel. He came
on Archie & Co. like & thunderclap.

Smithy went sprawling, as Bunchy

hurled him away. Ile crashed on the

floor and lay breataless and dezed, He

could not have helped the games master
in the fight that followed il he had been
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needed. But he was not needed, Larry
was equal to his job.

Archie, almost gibbering in his amaze-
ment a3 his prisoner leaped through the
doorway, met a clenched fist with his
chin, and was lifted feirly off his feet
and dropped at quite a distance—
knocked out and nearly senseless.

Bunohy, Ted, and Charley piled on
the gemes master despzrately—and the
one-time champion of the ring met them
with left and right. Now thabt he could
use his hands, the fighting-schoolmaster
needed no aid.

They grasped at him, they grabbed at
him, they struck at him—he hardly
heedad. His right came like a lump of
load between Bunchy's eyes, and Bunchy
went down like an ox, end stayed down.
Then the es mester of Greyfriars
was struggling, with the other two cling-
ing to him like cata.

But the struggle was brief. A body-
blow laid Cherlie on the floor, gurgling.
And Ted found himself whirling along
the passage, to sprawl hﬂadluni aver
Archie, and collapse on that hapless
sporting pentlemaen, What breath waa
left in Archie was completely knocked
out of him,

The Bounder zat up, panting.

“Oh gad 17 he gasped.

Mr. Laszcelles gave himm a hand up.

“ITurt, my boy1”

His voice was anxious.

“Only & bump or two—nothin’. Bat
my hat!"" The Bounder gave a breath-
less chuckle. “You ean punch, sir!
No wonder they wanted to get you back
into the ring=—I should be sorry for the
Crama Chicken if you went for him.™

Mr. Lascelles laughed.

“1 think it's all clear now,” he said.

It was all clear ] Two of the bruisers
were half-senzeless; Archie was groaning
for wind; and the other man was
s-nutt]ins; out of the howse, eaper to gob
to & safe distance. No hand was likely
te be lifted again against the games
master of Greviriars, now that his fista
were fres.

the Bounder was, as a matter of [act,
rather damaged by Bunchy's grip, end
his erash on the floor. But he did not
care. He had thoroughly enjoyed the
sight of that brief and strenuous serap,
At that moment Bmithy was as keen an
admirer of Larry Lascelles as Harry
Wharton or any other fellow at Grey-
frinrs,

“All elear 1™ he chuckled, “Nothin'
to do but walk out. These spartsmen
won't give any more trouble. They're
tﬁyﬂiiy busy proanin’ !*

Mr. Lascelles glanced at his watch.

My bag's hera somewhers,” he said.
“1 shall have to cut inte Lantham and
get the first train—"

“There's a car in tho shed, sir,” zaid
the Bounder. “Why not borrow it and
save time "

Mr. Lascelles pglanced at him and

srl::liied.. od den ™ B
go suggestion, a  said.
* Archio owes me %E: loan of his ear, at
loast, after wasting so much of my time,
With the car, I can pet the four o'eleck
express at Courtfield,”
I know how to handle a car. sir—I'll
b it goin’, while you hunt for vour

ax
gﬂﬂ’ﬁd 1!-]-

The Bounder ran oub of the house,
Mr. Lascelles searched for his belong-
ings, and was not long in finding them.
Archie & Co., groaning in the passage,
hardly looked at him,

By the time Mr. Lascelles emerged,
bag in hand, the Bounder had the car
started, and had run it round the house,
and had the gates open.

* Good man 1 said Mr. Lascelles,

Ha gave a last glance back into the
farmhouse.

“Good-bye, Archie! T'Il leave your
car at Courtfeld Garage. Call for if
there, and get away in it If ycu’:e
here to-morrow, expect the police”

He jumped into the driving seat, The
E-:-umier sat beside him, The car
rocked out of the gateway, and down
the rutty lane for the Lantham road.

“Drop mo at the corner, sir,” said
Smithy, “My bike's in the trees
there”

Mr. Lascelles nodded. He stopped,
and Smithy jumped out. BEefore start-

ing again the games master held out his
hand to the Bounder with a smile on
his face,

*“Thank you, Vernon-Smith ! he eaid.
“You are rather s young rascal, but
vou've done me no end of 2 good turn.
Of course, I shall forget everything but
that, and I hope we shall be better
fricuds.”

Ha shook hands with the Bounder,
atid the ecar flew en again.  Herbert
Vernon-Smith watched 1t disappear up
the Lantham road in a cloud of dust,

“Well, my hat!” said Smithy.

He went into the trees for his bike,
atid wheeled it ont.  He mounted if, and
roda in tho direction of Lantham. His
face was thoughiful as e rode. His
adventure that afternoon had turncd gut

i an witerly unexpected manner, And
hie was g]ﬂd of it,
£ . % i L
" Hailo, hallo, halla!” boomed Dob
Cherry, -
* Smithy—"

Harry Wharton & Co. were coming
out of the Ramblers’ ground at Lan-
tham, to head for the Pagoda and tes,
when thoy met the Bounder, He seenned
to bo jooking for them.

“Oh, here you are!” said Smithy. “If
vou're teaing I'll join up. I've got
some newa for vou”

“If it's about Lavery——" #aid Whar-
ton, frowning.

“* Just that,”

“Then chuek it! We dou’t want any
mora of it,”

_ "The moarefulness would be infuriat-
ing, my csteemed and idiotie Sinithy,”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Fhe Bounder laughed.

“But it’s{ rather good news,” ho
unsvff-mﬂ. ‘I fancy 15 would interest
vou.’

Wharton looked at i Jeculr,

“¥on never found Larey at Thaich
Fad,” he =aid.

“I did!”

“You did I exclaimed all the Famous
Fiva together,

“ Exactly !*

"1 don’t believe it,” erowled Johnny
Bull. “‘What was he doing theve if vou
found him there 7 ;

a in’ up and down a room with a
barred window, with his hands tied !
said the Dounder, with a grin.

Now Look Ot For :—

“THE WORST BOY IN THE SCHOOL!”
By Frank Richards
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“YWha-a-a-t i

*“And I got him cut—" _

* Your—you—you got him out|™ stut-
tered Nugent. .

“And he's gone; lit out for Courtfield
and the ii}u:f old express, and he's half-
way to amshire by this time.”

“Are you trying to pull our leg, or
what 1" gasped Bob Cherry, :

Y Not at all. Bober faet,” said Smithy.
“I was right—and wrong. Larry was
there, as 1 thought. But he was a jol
old kidnapped prisoner—as I certainly -
never dreamed of thinkin’, They'd
bagged him to keep him in clink till he
ecame round to their game—fightin’ the
Aame Chicken. That's where he dis-

appeared to yesterday.”
'PEH!, my onoly hat!” said Harry
blankly.

*And i you'd seen him when he got

P* said the Bounder, with glisten-

ing eyes. “Therea were four of them to
handle—and Larry handled them.”

The chums of tha Remove gazed at
Smithy. The fellow who had had =
feud on with Larry Lascelles scemed to
have changed into au enthusisstio ad-
mirer of the games master,

“He's rome lad !” said Smithy, *I
wish you'd seen him. But come alon
and have a bun with me, and I'll te
you all about it,™

* Well, this beats it,” said Beb Cherry.

“The beatfulnesa iz terrifio.”

(hver tea at the Pagoda the Bounder
told the tale. Harry Wharton & Co.
listened to ik with the keenest interest.
After tea they rode back together to
Greyfriars—the  Bounder and  the
Famous Five on the best of terms. Billy
Bunter met them when they came in—
with the important air of a fellow who
had exclusive news,

“I szay, you fellows, there's mews of
Laseelles i exclaimed Bunter,
“You don't say seol”

Bounder, with a chuckle.

“0Oh, really, Bmithy! You fellows
never hear anything,” said Bunter. “I
can jolly well tell you that Quelch was
in Courtfield this afternoon, end met
Lascelles. Tlo como in & car to cateh

gaid the

the four_o'clock irain. He's plavi
cricket in Loamshire, after all, BF‘:JI&E:;
impt back somehow. I don't know
row——""

“But we do,” chuckled Bob Cherry.

* Ancient hismr{, old fat bean ¥ said
IMarry Wharton, laughing.

And the juniors went in, leaving Billy
Bunter blinking.

L L |

That evening thern was news on the
telophone from Loamshire. Greyiriars
fellows made ihe rafters ring with
cheers, when fhe news was given out
that Larry Laseclles hod performed the
“hat trick " against Surrey, and that
that famous side wers unexpectadly
“out ™ before the close of the day’s
play. And tha next day came news of
Larry’s big innings, That day Archio
& Lo, were secking the %Efm spaces, glad

io disappear, And atch End was
once  mora  deserted.  But  nobody
hothered about Archie & o.  When

Mr, Lasgelles came back to Grevfriars
ot the Friday cvening the guad was
packed with fellows who cheared him
as he came in, and as loud a voico na
any was that of the Boundor,

THE END,

T e e e ey
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OUR VIVID STORY OF KING CRICKET!

“ Well done, Bill ! "

T was no use, however. Even as Bill
I repared to bowl his first ball, he
Enaw it was going to be a dud—
b knﬂr it, and could do nothing to
ptier 1
Tt was just his luck, too, that Forbes,
of all the Avonshire batsmen, should be
his frst opponent. ;
Usually, when Bill meant business,
he took four quick, springy steps up to
the crease, and then his arm swung over
with the easa and grace of & mnatural
bowler. Now, however, his feet seemed
leaden, his arm felt as dead as a stick
of firowood, while, as for that first
ball—
Bill gronned as it left his hand.
Horrors! Instead of pitching on the
treacherous bare spot, as intended, 1t
was & simple half-volloy—almost a full
tose—on the leg side. Even Forbes, who
had been ared for something hotter
from Biiﬁm ooked surprised ss he
watched . No need for him to jump
out and emother any dangerous breslk,
All he had to do was to gling his left
leg forward and clump the gilt hard.
The morest glimpse of the ball was all
Bill saw as it left the bat and came
streaking back towards him, a few
inches above the turf., Then ail at onoo
he found himself falling, pitehing over
sidewars, as though someone had given
him & rty shove. Cricketing instinet
made him szhoot out his right arm.
Bomething hit against his hand, st
like fury, but stuck there. As he rolle
aver, eyes tight shut and legs in the
air, a confused rosring beat upon his
ears like an explosion.

“Well held, kid! Oh, weoll held 1"

Amid frantio uproar Bill turned a
half-somersault, then sat up snd stared
owlishly at the ball—fast fn his grip!
Somehow or other s miracle bhad hap-

od, for he had eaught it—caught and
Eﬁi’l&d Forbes, Avondale's steadiest
bat! Ha had taken his first “pro®”

wicket with his first ball!

Honestly bewildered, he continued to
it on the grass and frown at the ball
until eager team-mates came clustering
round him, shouting congratulations.
Joyful hands helped him up, others
gmote him lustily on the back,

“My giddy sunt! Some esteh, Eill!
I never even saw the ball go, myself !”

“You cunning blighter! Poor old
Forbes fell into that trap like & lamb !”’

“Trap?” Btartled, Bill blinked at the
last speaker. *I—I—that was the
rottenest ball I’ve ever bowled,” he con-
feazed slowly. **How the dickens Forbes
cama to lift it, instead of driving it
along the carpet poodness only knows.
It was just blind luckl™ - 1

But the others only smiled, thinking
ha was pulling their leps, as ususl

Torry clapped him hard on the back
again.

“Luck or not, old bean, you keep it
up. DBMaybe it's an owmen, BilllZ he
chuckled meaningly.

And, abruptly, Bill laughed, too.

Tarry was right; it must be an omen !
He had tossed up an awful kall, made
the jammicst of catches, and dismissed
the best batsman in Avonshire ! Beyond
all doubt, his luck must be in!

The thought acted on the volatile Bill
like a spur. .

It was as though a great weight had
lifted suddenly from his shoulders, The
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Simon Allison, anos part-owner of the great
Allison Motor Works, invents a powerful
superoharger, but 1ails through lack of fund;
1o put it on the market. An attempi on the
part of his rascally nephew, Len Allison—
" boss "' of the works xnd a ** big noise ' in
the ocounty oricket team-—to terrify the old
man Inte parting with his supsrcharger at a
low price fails. Shortly aftér this, Bill
Allison, Simon's son, iz playing for his schoaol
againgt Avonshire Club and Ground when he
is knooked out by one of his vengalul cousin's
Bxpréss deliveries, Regaining consciousness,
he raturna to the fray, datermined to giva of
his best betors asking to ha {aken on as an
Avonshire county prafessional.

{How réad on.)
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T >AYONSHIRE]

By JOHN BRLARLEY e

attack of nervous funk vanished in ®
socond, leaving him cool, alert—ready
to bowl for has life.

Why thiz should be he could not say,
he*only knew that it was so. As Con-
way, the next Avonshire batsman, came
in, Bill spun the ball blithely with his
long, supple fingers, making it spin
like & top. Then he grinned, beamed
broadly with sudden exuberance, and
returned to hiz mark. _

Almost impatiently he waited for the
county man to take guard. Conway was
another of Avonshire’s old stagers—a
dour, stolid batsman, whose rock-like
defence had broken many a bowler’s
heart. : ]

“But you ain't breaking mine,
Connie, old boy!” vowed BRill, and
sprang forward at the word “Play!"
William Allison was himself again.

There was no clumsy uhuﬂimf this
tima, no waak control or lack of spin.
Three bouncy strides, & hop, and Bill's
arm swished over cleanly, wrist well
arched, ball practically hidden from the
batsman by the back of his hand,

Straight for Conway's off-stump it
started, in a slow, guileless curve; and
then, as the *heart-breaker” step
across confidently to play it, the ball
togk & sudden, uncannily sharp awerve
to leg. Landing plumb on the worn
patch, it broke back inte the wicket
like lightning.

In the nick of time only, Conway got
his bat to i, edged it on to his pads,
smothering the spin. As he did zo, his
underlip shot out in 2 comical expression
of disgust.

“Hoi1! That's cnough of that stuff,
voung Bill!” he said severely, though
his eyes twinkled. :

Walking out, he patted the tricky
patch with some care. [Ile'd have to
watch that—and the bowler, toe, The
kid was good !

Also, *the kid " was wise—too wise
to put down the same ball again.

Having just failed to surprizse Con-
way with 1f, Bill, for the rest of the
over, concentcated on tting his
length and the *feel” of the pitch.
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Angther burst of clapping rewarded
him in the end when he hed bowled an
securate maiden.

One for eight! The School's prospects
were looking up!

Off Bromley's second over, Jerry
Tempest, playing very cautiously after
the early Ecuss of Forbes, scored three—
& late cut for two and & single off the
last ball, which toock him to the other
wicket, to face Bill, And there the
vateran County ecaptain also  paid
thoughtful atiention to that worn pateh.
He hadn’t liked the lock of Bill's bowl-
mﬁ to Conway the least bit.

e liked it even Jess when the young-
ster staried his accurate and wily attack
again. For this time Bill opened his
box of tricks in real earnest.

The Grammarian star was no longer
smiling—no longer troubled by the ache
in his bruised head, either. Excite-
ment and rigid determination scemed
suddenly to have dulled the pain. All
hiz energies were concentrated now on
beating  the  experienced  batsmen
arrayed against him. He had no time
to feel anything else,

Lightly, gracefully, the tall left-
hander danced up to the crease, his arm
whirling over in a perfect circle. Jerry
Tempest played the first ball gingerly—
and was ell at sea to the next, which,
humming with finger-spin, nipped
across and missed the bails by a hairs-
breadth, The veteran elicked his tongne
reprovingly, then lunged well forward to
“Lill * the third! And that was fatal

It was Bill's uncanny swerve in the
air again that baffled his opponent. At
the very last second the ball wobbled
sharply and curled past the swinging
bat. There followed the faintest of
clicka, and then:

“Bowled him ! exploded the tense
onlookers as Jerry Tempest's leg stump

wivered, and Cooper, the wicket-

eaper, -::s.u%ht bail and ball together.

Up rose the joyous school supporters
then, yelling their heads off with glee,
what time Mr., Tompest came slowly
down the piteh, pullitg off hiz gloves
and pursing his lips thoughtfully.

“By gad!” he mused. “This young-
steér's better than last year! If he keeps
improving like thiz—— «Good ball, Bill !
Too good for an old "un!® cried the
genial sportsman aloud.

Bill =miled his thanks, and then,
dodging a playful poke from the bats-
man, he glanced at the scoreboard.

“Twea for eight! And his own
analysis—two for none! OF course, that
was much too good to last for long.
And yet— :

“Keep it going, Bill Y shrilled some
Grammarian Fourth-Formers.

Bill nodded as if in answer.

The C. & G.'s next man in was

ther amateur, a hard-hitting per-

ormer who had made a name in local
elub ericket, but had vei to play for the
County.

To test him, Bill tossed “F a curly
off-break, end smiled placidly as the
newconter stepped back right in fronk
of hiz sticks, and slashed the leather

wsb cover-point for & epanking four.
‘E’wenty seconds later, however, the elub
man, too, was wending his way sadly
back to the pavilion, plumb lbw. to a
top-spinner which did not eurl an inch,
but fizzed straight through end hit him
alap on the pads.

Three for twelve!
and Ground!

By now the celebrated visitors were
beginning to look serious. With 133
still to get, three good men ot already,
snd a real, first-rate left-hander spin-

ning the ball at ‘the top of his form,

Against the Club
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their apparentlyv.ecasy task had gone dis-
tinctly sour.

On the other hand, the Grammarian
players eould searcely contain  them-
gelves as they gathered in a bunch round
Bill, the ::mTr cool one amongst them.
The amazing run of swift successes set
his chuwms alight; while the delighted
clapping of the crowd--waiting eagerly
for batsman XNo. 5 to gppear—was
almost deafening in its enthusiasm.

Thus, the abropt hush that fefl when
the next man did appear was all the
more marked by contrasl.

For the next man in was Len Allison.
And from the way he strode on to the
feld it was obvious to all that Len was
out for hiz cousin’s scelp once more !

Amid stony silenee, no arrived at the
crease, passing Bill without a glanee.
As ever, his pads were a3 snowy-white
ag the rest c-fphia gear, and the gleam-
ing, well-oiled bat he earried wes only
one of the half-dozen he had ordered
that season from one of the most famous
and expensive makers in England.

A dark blue Avonshire cap covered
his sleek hair, and be had knotted &
handkerchief round his neck—ea sure
sign that he felt eonfident of pIa.:;inﬁea
long knock. All told, Len Allison looked
an athlete to admire—had it not been
for the slight curl of his lips and the
sneer lurking in his dark eyes.

In any <ase, the only thing Bill
admired about his cousin was Len's
powerful and pretty batting once he
was set.  Hieelowristed, quick on his
feat, and a dashing hitter all round the
wicket, Len was capable of rattling up a
century in dangerously quick time—and
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“COME INTO THE
OFFICE, BOYS!”

Y this tine, chums, your “ Marvels
of Modern Engineering ™ Album
will be lookimg real swell—
especially after you have added

the handsome photogravure plate which
1 am presenting with thia issue of the old

r. You shomld have eight photo-
plates towards your collection now, which
leave four more atill to come. The subject
of next week's grand plate is

** LINKING UP TWO OCEANS,"

and shows how this truly remarkable feat
was accomplished by the ingenuity of man.
If you haven't already placed a regular
order for the MagNWET, don't delay ! Do
it now—7for you'll be terribly disappointed
gshould you not be able to complete this
series of Free Photo-plates showing
* Marvels of Modern Engineering.”

About our acroplane offer! Are you
going to take advantage of it ¥ You'll be
sorry if you don't! Start eollacting the
tokeng now—you only want three—then
follow out the instructions given on
page 9 of this issue, and the plene will be
yvours |

Ready now for next week's programme 1
Good!  First comes Frank Richards'
topping yarn,

“ THE WORST BOY IN THE SCHOOL!™

And I can promise you that it's tip-top.
These yarns get better and better, and I
can tel i;,u:m that I've got some real treats
in atore for you in the near future. There'll
be further thrilling chapters of our gréat
ericket story and more interesting tit-bits
of information eoneerning H harton
& Co. in the * Greyfriara Herald," not
forgetting ** Umpire's *' interesting answers
tao madﬁ’ eriaki;?qmiaa. Make sure of
vour copy by ordering it NOW 1

¥YOUR EDITOR.
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of knocking asuny bowler off his length

“while he was doing so.

Bill eyed hiz eousin narrewly, taking
a frmer grip on himself than even
Somehow, too, the atmosphere seemed o
have become suddenly charged with
clactricity,

All erves weore on the two Alhisons,
the spectators walfing with bated breath
for the duel to begin afresh, Tomi
Janes' crigp voiwe, as he gave Len
“middle and leg,” sounded weirdly loud
in the silence.

Tapping the blockhole. Len  hitched
up his Aannels, pave his bat a twirl, and
took a long, leisurely look round the

ficld. So langnid were his actions,
indeed, that the locals grew reshive at
ance,

“What are you lookin' for, ducky?
Place to lie down in when you're out?
inguired  one  sardonie  humorist—ak
which Len secowled aml the feldsmen
stared woodenly at their feet, Then:

“Play ! barked TImpire Janes.

Next instant the Allison duel was on
sgain.

M

A Sad Downfall!

DVED by a common impulse,
the crowd leaned forward in

their places, then became very
guiet onee more. " Stiffy 7
Cooper, the Grammarian stumper,

tugged nervously at hiz gloves.

E}uite calmiy, however, Bill dJdanced
forward te bowl the last of thab over,
Len watching his left hand as & cat
watches & mouze. The ball, cunningly
flighted, swerved to leg agamm, just
missed the fatal patch, but broke
viciously, nevertheless. .

Len Allison made not the slightest
attempt to play it. Instead, he half
turned, Jaid his bat carelessly over his
shoulder, and then, deliberately bending
his knees, met the spinning ball with his
pads. At that the local barrackers gavo
vent to their feclings.

To their idea, mtentional ped-play
might be all vight in first-class cricket,

but in club or school games it was
definitely ‘'not done.”

“Gioal I roared the haworist. * Jully
well kicked, sir!"

“ Hey, what's your bat for? ‘Fraid

o' spothin’ 16" )

Len Allison touched his cap to them
mockingly.

“Charming Jot of sportzmen at this
sehrool 17 he said loudly, for tha benefit
of the fieldemen as they erossed.

Terry Mason reddened with quiet
anger. He knew guite well thet none
of the school had jeined in the harrack-
ing, but that only made Len's sarcasm

“Nice little pet! Bundle the rotter
out quickly, Bill, for the love of Pete!”
he begged. when he joined his chum in

“sting the more.

‘the slips.

Bill only grinned soberly.

Alee Bromley's next ever was a good
'un; so steady that Conway, a helpless
spectator all this while, was forced to
play every warily, Anxious to
break his dJduck, however, the pro-
fessional drove the last one for an essy
single. and promptly ran. To his own
chagrin, and evervone's surprise, Len
just as promptly sent hum back.

“Ma!l Btay there!” he called pon-
chalantly; and Conway, after hesn-

‘tating, halted, and, finaily turning back,

scramabled Itome harely in time

eseape being mn out.

o h! What's the matter with
him ? Blifhtm' wante to 'h]g the kid's
bowling, guess I grow tha dis-
gruntled pro to Tom Janes, while the

Tee Micuer Liprery.—No, 1,323

to
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arowd awatded Lea anotber pound of
“applasso”

Bub Len, sullen aned defiunt,  enpid
nothing for their derision now. All he
want was the chance to flog Bill's

slow tripe,” na ho called . To the
first of his cousin’s third over he came
shipping out of his creaso in a flash,
caughl the ball befora it pitched. and
{:;IIM it beautifully pyver mid-on for a

urdury,

Staling bleakly, he did e samo to
the next one, only this fime 1 was a
rousing carpet-drive which coverpoint
fivlded maguificently, Undetereed, Len
hnd another “po™; and then, as ithe
third ball went like o Dbullet 1o the
bowling-sereen, the Grammarvians ex-
changed uneasy glances.

“Golly ! Wake up, Bill, the beggar's
gol you Aaped!” proaned Terry in-
wardiy, and gave- hiz star bowler an
mnploring grimace.

Len was openly laughing now. DBut
Eill's rugged, brown face remained
paszive.

mperturbably the young left-hander

started his guick, short run again, and,
without any change of action, flicked
vp his fourth ball, It looked oxactly
the sime; same pace, sume length—if
auﬁﬂllpg, a little higher.
_ Again Lon came jumping out to mect
M, his bat HAashing in_the sun a3z he
swung b back, On twinkling feet he
pattered down the pitch, steadied him-
eelf, and tossed the Bat higher. Then,
grunting with tho effort, he put all Lis
weight and impetus into ong terniic
drive.

What happened after that only Bill--
who had Ipmwi-.!pd thet stmple “dolly ¥
i rom six inches behind the crease—roally
oW,

Cortainly Lon did not.  All he realised
in the next brief, all-dismaying instant
wis that thoe ball was dipping, droppin
ghiort, with bewildering abruptness—anc
that Bill, tricking him all ends up, had
lured Liin out to his downfall,

Desperaiely Len tried to check his
forward lunge then—but too late ! Miss-
ing the fighty ball completely, Le lost
fiiz bat and footing at the swme tunc,
and then, unable to stop himself, toppled
over helplessly, and sprawled face down
on the (urf,

Simultaneously " Btiffy ¥ Cooper

ﬁuth&rc-cl the ball, whipped both bails
igh into the alr, and flung back his
head in 2 rauncous, triwmphant appeal.
“Hano-zatt
Hiding a furtive grin, the squarve-leg
uwinpirg solemnly m?&e:! his linger.
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Lot woe ont- onn b o vard ;) shatped
Crosorpuer, bowlod Allison, 81!

LThe nproar of cheers and elapping
that  pgreeted Bill's  successful  bowl-
mg-trap showed only ten clearly which
of the Allison’s was the favourtc with
Ll crowd.

The eoblee onlookers shouted  nnd
slamped, the Grammarians forgot their
mavners for oneo and beemine  such
rabul  partisans  that "Lerry Mason
frowped amd waved his arnm sternly,
Tlieay, i the midst of the excitement,
Yill, who was hali-way up the pitel
already, picked bp Lew's bat and held
i ont gravely,

That tore 1t!

The action was a perfectly natural
one,  Ball did- i¢ without thinking--
certainly withont any intention of * rub-
bing it in.” But, coming on top of his
ingloriens fall and ihe cheering, that
little act of courtesy fmade Len sce red.

“¥ou—you swaggering young ape !

Bavagely ho snatched at the bat and

awighed 1t so suggestively, that Bill's
eyes hardoned instantly and narrowed to
slits, For a moment he honestly thoughi
that lis raging cousin, would hit lam,
and mechanically he braced himself for
. sidestep.
- Just in time, however, Len succeeded
in controlling his temper; brought to his
genses as much by Bill's warlike glare as
by ths sudden shocked hush that fell
upon - the ground. A muttered oath
bursting from his lips, he stalked away,
earing off his gloves, Not even the
ocals made another sound until he had
vanished into the pavilion,

Onee in the dressing-room on his own,
Len Allison gave free rein to all the
rage and dizappointment seething in his
heart.

Craszh |

Hiz bat flew acrosz the room, the
gloves followed, With fingers that
trembled violently, he wrenched off his
pads, slammed them to the floor, and
then stampead on them. In that momenk
of weak, blind passion, Len Allison
quuIﬂ willingly have trampled on Bill
Bis0,

“ Thea-cunmng, tricky young heund |#
_ Flinging himsclf down on o bonch, he
Towored his faco between his  hands,
rocking to and fro in an agony of morti-
fication end spite.

Pampered from boyhood, placed in
charge of a huge motor firm whilst still
g3 ‘mere vouth, Len Allison had had
things all hiz own way too long. IHe
was not thoe sort to take a licking with
a grin. The faect that DBill, whom he

despized oven more than he did ol
Simon Allison, should have been the ona
to administer tha licking, only rnbbed
salt in the wound to his pride. .
Whichevey way  his  overweeniug
ambition turned lately, cither at ervicket
or business, his uncle and cousin seemed
to loom up as stumbling-blocks. A deel,

_rasping breath, almost a sob, shook his

athletic frame at last. There was &
Laleful, resolute glitter in his eyes when
ha suddenly jumped up ogain and made
a grab for lus blazer,

Io had had enongh of ericket, and the
Avonport Grammar erowd for one day.
Something else—a cortain decision he
had just formed—had to he scen to al
i ith his strect

Five  reinudes  later; with Jus  stred
clothes and gear jammed hapbazerd into
his bag, he stamped out of the pavilie
paying no heed to the cool glances o
his team-mates _lcmungi on the rail
Only at the corner of the building did
he halt briefly to watch Bill, who was
still pegging Conway down with his
perfect-length spinners. )

Len smiled then—a slow, queer smilo
that puckered the corners of his mouth,
vet Init his eyes cold es granite

But, as he strode away to whera he
parked his long, speedy car beside Mr.
the emild

Tompest's little two-seater, T HS
changed suddenly to an equelly bitter
scowl,

Lolling in :
Straight-Eight, with his ta
lidded eyes half-closed, and the
table Turkish cigarette drooping from
sardonic lulips. sat “Corsica ™ Fhil
Valetti, his new partner,

The swarthy foreigner, it seemed, had
been waiting end wumlunﬁ the play for
come time. He was utterly bored, too,
and looked it.

At sight of Len, however, he _mcked
an evebrow, them gave his firiend &
ealirical leer. .

“Hallo, pard!” he drawled lanmly.
“Saw your li'l acrobatic stunt just
now. Looked like that gay cousim o
vours made a monkey outa you again,

huh ¥
Len’s face was as black es thunder

a3 he tossed his bag into the car and
then jumped in himself.

the back of the Allison
: hﬁeav::-
INavi-

(Len Alligon's dander o ,Fm’t.!g.r yP RO,
and Bill will need to keep hiz weather-
eye open! Don't misa the follow-up :rf
thiz thedling atory in next Sofurday's
MAGHET, which will also contain anothed
Tundsome Free Photogravure Plafe)
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YOUR POCKET MONEY!

Why risk losing it to gangsters, hold-
up men, and confidence tricksters ?
Come to me instead! [I'll look after it
for you! Whoopee! FISH'S BANK
OF HONESTY, Strong Room Dept.,
mﬁ.nww No. 14, Remove.

P.S.—Any m.lnu.s_mn says my bank's bust is

._m. ; qw.m gufl. Thal was the last bank I ran |

ey s they we |

: ; el ;

Hﬂﬂ !..n_._m W
- vmmer Tims ™ is their

slogan, and they don't intend to sheath the

eward mtil Daylight Baving and the annnal

nlfﬂuﬂﬁmtmﬁm_ﬁﬁ#u. g the Clock Forward are
At a ssoret : ;

oy s meeting of blaggers, held behind

miﬁnﬁﬁﬂmﬂ;

%n:ﬂﬁﬁ. f Codrio m_.....ﬁ“u ._..__.m t!.

o Fifth,
who arg frenzied enthoeiasm among his
listecners by his soathing dehupciation of
Summer Time.

In an inspired spesch, Hilton declared that
Daylight Saving was obvicualy an invention
of their enemics, the Pecksnifis and Grundya,
who were always trying to stop fellows from
going out on tiles. When it didn't
dark till eleven at night, how the thump .unm_m.%
a chap pet oot of his dorm end acrose the
quad without being seen ? The thing was
impossible, and that very fact made it self-
evident that Summer Time was the result
of & sinistor plot on the part of the beaks |
{Crieg of “ Down with 'em ") Of course,
Hﬂn could .._.%E tall Eﬁzmmwr but where the

ump could one go after midnight in thi
g Ry ——

Angel o e Fo suggeastod that the
should deliver an mﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁﬂﬂu ultimatum .,..w
the Heed, demanding an immediate reversion
te Groeenwich Time, Failing acceptance,
Angol suggested that they took it upon
themselves to put back all the cloeks in the
school and to keep on putting them back
until complete chaos reigned.

The idea was hatled with enthusigsm and
lnaw_h_u unanimonaly.

There’s only ons drawhbask to it. No
member of the Bad Lads’ Brigade has cnough
pluck to draw up the wltimatwm, let alons
start om the school clocks !

The chanees pre thet Summer Time will
Eo onm, despite their opposition !

{

EWH

Dicky Nugent's Weekly Wisdom

Fellows are arsking me why I was grinding
» barrell-organ for a street mewsician in
Courtfield ene day last week.

The eggaplanation is simple,

I have just joined the Wolf Kubs, and I
was domg my © good turm ** for thoe day !

i

Rumour Denied

The rumour that Fitzgerald of the Fifth
walked off the ericket piteh to complain
about some lage who wero barracking him i
mdignantly denied by Fitzgerald.

He says that,on the contrary, as a ericketer,
he leaves no ™ grounds !! for complaint |

Doge and Bold Bad Blades ame

contrary, it ended i o erm
, m complete
disgster ! "
m—ﬁ_ﬁ. up to the last event
on programme everything
in the garden was lovaly., The
display was held on the dawns
between the Head's house and
the school huildings, and as a
large pumber of ontrica had
bean made, and the weather
was perfect for flying, quite a

big crowd assembled to watch
the sport.
The last’ item on the pro-

gramme was a distance test for
planes of all elaszes, and com.

petitors had to atart their
machines from the hedge that |
borders the Heads garden.

On the word “ Go!l™ a dozen
trim-looking  models  were
launched on the air, and started
humming off towards the Schonl
House according to pfan. But
there waa also a thirteenth
belonging to Tom Brown.
Browny's model, owing to a
technical fault, went off on o
circular trip and vanished over
the hedge into the Head's
garden.

¢ When it returned, the
spectators gaspad.

Hanging to the undercarriage,

WOULD YOU BELIEVE

EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON.

= W

STOP BLUSHING !

Young gents wishing te cure their-
selves of the mbarrassing ‘sbit of

blushing should paint their clocks with
Mimble's Lilywhite Paint. Sold m
konventent tins for carrying about in

the weskit pocket, price sixpence each.
—Apply, Mr. MIMBLE, The Wood-

June 17th, 1933.

shed.

FEARFUL SHOCK
FOR GOVERNOR

..amnsn_u-.vﬂn. in the world, was

a man's i

We won d how on earth
it had got there at first, But we
didn’t. wonder long. Just as
Browny's model descended to
earth, a’' bald-headed jobnny,
with & complexion reminiscent
of & ripe tomato, looked over
tie ¢ and gave a blood-

. | curdling howl.

“My wig! Whisked off my
head, by ged! Give it ma
before I thrash the hides off
yon, you young scoundrelat

It was Calonal Blazenheas, a
digtant relative of the Head, o
retired Indian officer, and a
Governor of the School—and,
to make matters worse, the
accident had happened just as
Mra. Locks came out of the
house and walked down the
arden towards the pguest!

he plane, by a freakish piece
of bad lack, must have skimmed
just over the old colonel’s head
and jerked his wig neatly off
the ld pate on which it
reposed |

We leave you to guess the
reat. All we can sgy is that
moré sprinting records wers
broken Kk to the House than
any man would have thought
possibls i one afterncon!

The Junior Model Aeroplana
Club has temporarily dissolved !

r i G e

To go and apologise on our

behalf for calling Coker o
“eilly ass,” Payment by
resulta.—Apply, POTTER &

GREENE, Termporary aidross ;
The Priory, Friardale Wonds.

1T 1

' AS OTHERS
SEE THIM

What I Think of
Monty Newlind

By Donald Og. a.-

AW this period of histuy, when,
in pome parts of the world, “erecu.
tion apaimat the Jows broken
out on a fearful ecale, I'm jolly
pleased to have the danee of

singing the proise of o Few 1
knaow very well—Monty 1lewland.
Az Mr. leh has oftensszoarked

im the Form-room, it hat.oeen the

{ Jews' unheppy lot fam  time
| inesemorial to be treated harshly
and unjustly ; and ;Yewland

reeeived more than his vhare of
that troatment in his esly days
at Greyfriors. Nobody eguld have
gone throogh it more dweerfully
and bravely than he; and the
fact that he has now silinced hie
ong-time encrnies and ofhed the
gootiwill and friendship of the
majority of the Remove, canplotely
justifies the high opinion 've always
had of him.

Ias jealouvsy at the bottam of the
anli-Jewish feeling ¥ In thinking
of & chap like Newland, gne can’t
help wondering. Monty has the
brillignt and etrating hrain and
roady wit that so may Jows
posgess, and one can hipdly be
surprised at less gifted, fellows
freling & bit resentful *ower it
sometimes,

Lot me say, by the way, se that
vou're left with no wrong improea.
siona, that his intelligence fas nover
been used to gain & mean wivantage
over lpss intelligent felliws, nor
his wit to score at the emiemss of
on- who ean't anewa back.
Monty's wverbal arrows are ugod
avainet those who am strong
enough to bear the brunt «f thom :
to the weak he would sewer be
other than a helper and cefender.

A roal good follow ia Morty.

Ceeil Repinald Temple i8 always

t—ewven when reliring to the Bizth met ** Joey " Banks in
bed. His pyiamas when beheld Friardale Lane to place a * little
by & Hemove rading party, bel,’ a fagin the ¢ shot ink

edoced the raiders to bysterics |

The last time Gerald Loder of

over bim Iom & robber sguixt

SENSATIONAL SPY TRIAL

That truth is often stranger
than fictioh wns never more
clearly shown than lust Tuesday
when a spy drama was enacted
in the Remove.

The eentral figure im the
mﬂnmnﬂwwﬁﬂﬁﬁ was William
George Bunter, whosa outwaord
appearance of honesty and
respectability was torm aside
Lo reveal s treacherous viper
beneath |

{Here we will pause for o
moment to enable the gallery
ta hisa 1)

The Publin Prosecutor., out-
tining his cess before the
Suprente Conrt of the Remove,
said that hia taek had been mada
easy by the prisoner's confessing
mﬂmM.éEHm. He then produced
a document mgnad by the
prisoner, im which Buontar
confessed to being guilty of
sabotage, espionage, and counter
ravalution,

Judpe Wharton ;. What {he
dickens doea all that mean 1
Mr. Vernon.-8mith, the IMablic

FProsecutor, admitted ithoat hbe
wiesn't gquite sure himsell, Ile
aaid,  howevcr, Lhat the

priscnet’s crime, briefly, was

Stern Lesson for Traitor

information he picked up to
the - Upper Fourth, As a
rosulk the betrayal, Temple
and Co. of the Fourth made
specinl  preparations for the

.__.w.wm...w that bad been plaoned on
]
i

beir dormitory, and routed
thoe Remove when the raid
eame off.
Judge Wharton: My hat!
If that's E_._—.._m.ﬁ. Wﬁw&n. thea m__..m_h
rolter ought to Db ecragged !
What's .E.m_. defenes T

Buntsy, whe conducted his
own defence, rose amid loud

joined  heartily. When the
natse had disd down, Bunter
anid that he donied having
signed the alleged confession.
Alternatively, if he had signed
it, he had done jt bocanse of the
Third Degres moethoda that had
been used to extort it from him,
The Becret Polica bad put him
to unendnorakble torture, and as
s result of his visit to their
headguarters he had sustsined
a broken collar-bone, a dislo-
cated spine, o frocturcd knee,
and n sprainod ankle.

Public Prosecutor : He's
talking out of tho back of his
neck, your Lordship., All we
did wae to offer hun a bag of
jam-tarts, and he signed tho

confession immediately., (Loud
luughter).
udge Wharton: I don't

thinlt we need trouble to hear
anything more for the defence,
Sit down, Bunter! Have vou
anything more to aay, Smithy 1

ublie Proseeutor : Only that
I demand the extreme panaliy,
your  Lordship. Let the
prisoner be beiled in oil, flayed
alive, and hung, drawn, snd
quartered, as a4 warning to
others who may bo inclined to
follow his exemple1 (Fronziod

thot he listoned.in to a Remove

War Council and =sold the

vpplauae).
Judge Wharton, summing up,

booing, in whieh the Judge}

soid that nobody could deny
that the prisoner had been
given a fmr trial aceording to
the codo of justice wusuall
obeerved in erimes of this kind,
He proncunced ihe prisoner
Guilty and sentenced him to
 twenty years imprisonment
in all.

The sontence was aftorwards
commuted to one of five
minutes imprisonment in the
woodshed, and three wallops
with o cricket stump.

each count, making sixty years |

White Underneath,
BUT—

A visitor to the School this
weale remarked that he was

on j@stonished to see 80 many

negroes among the lower
Faorma.
Their number haa been greatly

reduced since he left, several
fags, for tha first time in history,
have been cempolled to wash

their faceat

Dear

[ S—
ﬁ.......
7"
¥
__ .

. .__..br.: o .

magnitude

with which m
civilisation

eludes my commprehension !

{"Lonzy's lateat grouch is a
ericket instead of politite. ._rm

Editor,—During
economic upheeval of such unprecedented

one would have anticipated
repercussions in the shape of the universality of a tendeney to
acoretions of gravity of demennour among juvenility. Dut such
is not the cage, On the contrary, dear Editer, the enl :
juvenile asquaintances concern themsalves, while
ects chaotio rotative motion in e mesistrom of
cataclysmio incidents, are problerns connected with a roereative
activity primarily concerned with the propuleies ef a spherical
object shrough the ntmosphere by an instruraend designed of
wood oxpressly for that purpose and generslly known as ericket.

The psychological incongruity ¢6f the phenomenon utterly

Rirrie fexvees

the politicos

ag the contempeorary example,
inevitable

problerns

Unapprociatively yours,

Aroxze Topn,

parently ovar our preferemca for

we can gay, 'Lonzy, is that to

blame us for such a natural choice is hardly cricket !—ED.)

M

FREE! FREE!

Battling Bolzover, having become o philanthropist in his old
invites all and sundry to como to the Gym every Saturday
ovening, when he will make & Grand Free Distribution of Thick
Fars and Black Eyes to all who ask for them.,

FREE!

Why be content to look up

yvou how to tower above the rest?
with the problem. Write to ua

RISE ABOVE YOUR FELLOWS

to others whon we can show
No pood moankeying about
or tha

solution instead !—The Kinz Kong Kollego

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

of Konfidence. Study Ne. LI

—

TUCKSHOP

Casnal visitors to the School one day last

RIOT

tabia, It bd
L .
by Cokoe ! i

The story that Coker was only put  When Inspector Sharp, of tha
up into ths Fifth bacanss bis Anot Coorifield police, called at Gre

Jady threatened the Head with an {rigrs, Bunter
umbrells is sirenuoosly denpied== study

ander 1

tranzpired that he
bad ‘“bagged ' & oake from ihs

pantry. scd fearsd arrest |

&

Dick Russell has a remarkabla
koowledgze of the babils ol wild
birdy Eum_pn small aoimals Hka

woods 100

stoats, and ho is
tor & rambls in the
up their bauats

Ficher T. Fish claimed to be able

to writs ** lines " iasiee than any

other fellow. and did impositions

gt & fes. When Mr. Quelch

fpund oné, Bowsver, Fish waa paid
in a differsnt currency.

weele reccived the impression that thore was
a tire or o rebellion or an earthqualke when
two hundred fellows tore out of the Behool
House, raced aeross the quad, and started
strugiling furiously to zet into a little doorway
in the eomer building under the elms.

But there wos no weed to worty. Mrs.
Mimble's firat bateh of strawborvies and
cream  waa just in, and the news bad
leaked outl



