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fifty thonsand earthe
quakes at a time, As
forthe * team epicit '—
don't make me laugh !
I don’t want any,
thanks. 1 prefer to
live my own Jife in the
way I think best, and
to mely on my own
braina to help me. Got
that, Moloeh ¥ **
MoLogcH: “Thon
rverst  worm, thou

Sixth Former

THIS WEEK BY
GERALD LODER,

ast no brains i "

Me: *"“"Then IR
live without ‘em. I'm
not a sheep, to he led
by the nose”™

(EpiTor = Wrong,
guess again ler—

and Prefect. T
you're » black sheep! ™)

MAY ma well tell you frankly that T don't
care twopenee ‘whether you like this
“page” or mot. T didn't want the
tmuﬁla of writing it, for I've no ambition

at all to shine in the literary game, Probably
the Editor will refuse to print it, anpway.
(Epiron’s Noth: Wroong puess, Loder. 1
shall print whatever the iellows =end e,
whether T Jike it, or whether T don’t. My
wizhi i3 to show readera the tvpe of [cllows
“m:t,‘lam"_nntl the type T wish lhey were,
See

My only reason for accepting the Tditor™s
invitation Is that it seemns to Le " the Lhing
to do ' at Greyiriars, and il one doean™t follow
the crowd, one ke looked on as an outsider,
That's what they eall tradition, andl it’a n very
great thing. Always respeet tradition, dear
lads, and you'll never %{I wrong. {Play the
game, cadi!l On the boll, honnds! Don't
jet the good old Eritish Empah down !)

Tradition says stermnly @ * No good Eriton
shonld have & mind of his own., Ewvery
thoughtful British bey should bow down to
the dusty old ruleés and fusty old ideas that
wera invented in the reign of King Cole and
are still going strong. 1 am a Dictator and
my laws are Absolute. Defy me at your
peril |

Let's sec how this works ont in ordinary
school life, Take spork, for instance. Sport
used to mean a relaxation for the lefaure hoyr—
= healthy, harmless game for athletle and
weak-minded youths, Bt sport is now part
of tradition. It i3 no longer a game, but a
government, Great are the champlons of
sport. George Wingate i3 not o mwere elod-
hepper who can kick a ball into a poal—he jz
mﬂfggty and magnifteent being, like Jove of
nldI pefore whose glanee we all turn pale and
shrivel,

To he a *footer ecaptain™ §a better than
to bhe a mere scholar, however Drilliant,
Scholars like BEdizon, Marconi, Lister, Pastonr
and others have given the world suchi brilliant
gifts that they should be acclaimed oz world
herges for all time to ecome. Yeb one i3 pre-

ared to bet they all bad to eringe before their
ooter captaing, What is Bessener compared
with Bradman? He merely nvented stecl,
while Bradman—breathe the word l—plays
cricket. | .

Moreover, spork fs no longer a " leisure
hour * occupation—iar from k. The thing
is now compulsory ; one haa to play footer
by inexorable law. It is no excuse to say that
vou “* don't like football”™ The Carthaginian
alaves didn't like being heaved into Moloch's
sgerificlal five, but they were heaved all the
samme, And tradition 13 our moders Moloch,
When he speaks we st obey.

But why ¥ We often sing ** Britons never
ghall be slaves 1™ and all the time we're the
orowt  miserable slaves In existence, Why
must I play football when I loathe the stupid
game? Js it becanse I am tod low aud
wretehed to be zilowed to boldl my own
opinions i 1f so, why bother to educate me
ab all

Moloeh sebdom troubles to answer these
nuestions, but it he did, the dinlogue might
run something like this ; )

MoLocH (in a hoarse, grafl, hinge-creaking
voice) s " 1t is for your own good, my litfle
man. It teaches you to cultivate the * tean
spirit * and to play for your side instend of
EGUHEE. That's the way I run the Dritish

AN ¥
“ME: “ Well, with all duc respect 1o you,
¥ don't think much of the way you run the
Britikh Empoah, In fact, and to be hrugn_lii;
blunt, it's a load of hooey, ‘The Dirilish
Empah manages to muddle along in spite of
you-—that's the plain fact, You and your
fatoouz gang, with their hmntin® and shootin
and * Play the pame, cads 1’ bhave done mare
to run the Empab into war and ruin than

KMOTOOH & ** ¥t
does it omatter if voa

don't  like foothall.?
You den't Mke {Greck, but  you have
to learn it. Diseipline, wy dear man,

diseiplinel Ewveryone must learn diseipline™

ME: * That's what I complaln of—it'z the
wrong sort of diseipline, Instead of teaching
us the discipline of fraedom, vou make ns
obey a lot of stufly old roles.  Your brand of
discipling doesn't lead to sell-reliance, but to
meck and unthinking obedience, A wman
ought to know his own mind, not to do exactly
as he's told, When one ol your slaves goeg
to Parliament, he haz to vote as his Party
Leader tells him—mnot as he thinks himsclf.
I e poea to Law, he has to obey a lok of
sty old dictates which he knows are wrong,
He follows tho leader who shonts the lowdest,
Becauze he's never been encouraged to think
fur himselt."
~ Mozroed @ " I fellows thought for tlemsclves
it would be far too dangerous.”

ME: " Yes, dangeronz to TOU—Necanze the
first thing they'd do wonld be to blow yon
sky hipgh with your old rulea and regulations
for company. Apd then we should enjoy
ericket and fosthall again, becanse we shoulin't
Le foreeid to play them,"

Lok tut-tut ! This will make mo very
uppopular at Greyiriars, and 1 fear also with
the readers of this jowrnal, 1 confess thia
saddens me—hut courage, dear heart. ! I can't
be more unpopular than 1 am already, That
iz very soothing, don't you know i

off gome checky young sweep, T comlort myself
by remembering that it is for his own good.

And I maintain strongly that it i3 not only
juniors who need o touch of the ash to keep
them in onder. - There ate Yiflth Formers who
would be all the hetter for jb. Coker B one,
T have often been tempted Lo give him a hiding,
though it’s not usval to interfers with the Fifth,
But—well, Cokcr's a mad ass. He woubd
almost certainly =imash me, without troubling
to think that he'd be benked for it.

I shounld like to sée Coker bnnked, Dut a2
Lroken nose oF a cotiple of black eyes is a dear
price to pay for that pleasare.

NOTHING DOING !

Says the Editor, In his letier @ * Please tell
na somet hing abont vourt home, your aeidions,
yvour friemds, etectera.”

To whicli my simple roply is—Iats !

If any reader has an overwhelming ruriosity
about y home, ambitions, fricmeds, ote, b
Ity eooee to Greytriars and I shall have great
pleasiee in kicking him for his bmpertineiee,

Lat veaders won't know thls, The Edlitor
won't put thiz in—he’ll make some oily acd
plansible exenze for not giving these ditadls.
Well, i1 give me a laugh,

(EmTor : " Stil gucssing wrong, my pot!
I've wo objection to wmy roaders dizscovering
the sort of tead voun are. They Ronow, aoy-
way ! ')

PUZZLE PICTURE
Sail Robert Burns @ " Oh, wad somo power
the giftie gi'e us to sec oursclves as otliers
sed us ! 1b may interest GEORGE WiNGaTE
(left) and CORER (right) to know exactly luw
I oo themy. That's why 1 did the above
drawine,  it'a mot at all exaggeratol.

SECOND THOUGHTS!

You muztn™ think, though, that I disagres
with diseipline entirely., 1 mean, we must
have ]1mzfuut.s to keep the juniors in ocder
Tradition’s ail fight, as for a3 that goes.
Juniora onght to be thrashed—it does them

mi, It's o kid's noture to he eheeky ani
die, and he st be somudly Bowmmed antil
he'’s enred. .

Perzonally, T belleve with Solomon that to
spare the rod §a to apoil the ehild, T have
never been pailty of thia andstake. T thrash
with reluctance, of course : ut I do it thor-
oughty. Al the while I am stripping the hide

LODER'S LATEST!

The person 1 loathe wost at Grevivinrs is
Hornee Hacker, M.A. Yoesterday be  cappe
up to me and satd @

i | u:]ﬂcmmml, Loder, that vouw have given
& boy of my Forn 319,200 lines to write.””

I pave Hoskins of your Form I line,”
I replicd, * but that was a fortnight ago, sl
he hupsn't written thenr vet”

“ il you not tell Hoskine the followine
day that becanse his lints were nob wrilien
They wiire donbled £ °°

Yo fhat's =n,"™

“he same thise oeeurred the next day P

Wy not ' L demanded wariny.

Atd you have dounhled it every dav fr a
fortnight—and it now amounts to =10 200
lines, To-morrow it will be 1835400 lie-.
I must see Dr. Locke about this,
oA he walked off.  Tu-day the wlele seligel
i3 zniggering about i,

GERALD LODER

Most fellows have thelr-goad pofnts, however
bwilly they beliave ad a mide; but it mst bhe
vonleszed that Loder of the 5ixth has sipoe-
larly few, He is eapable of rare aml une
expecteld acts of gonereity, oad he as o wtise
of Buresur of the sareastie amd ironieal Kind.
Thige thimgs apart, I s a4 bad characeter,
e disdains all ondigary decent aetions, e
loolis fur the worst, needive in evervthing, he
5 wuEpicions=, tyvrannical,  treacherous  amd
cipnning, Al skl thioees appead o Liis gafure,
ab the savode time be s Dy peseriteal epeaeeh o
pretendd to be alowns on thein, SKinoer's enr-
teon (tor which lee will probsibly Le sEinned
izl of  skinper)  shoews b Tnoseliae
thunderbolts ot a weetched eigarette-suoking
I, while froan s oo ponkets streamns af
sdundy things ave oouring—aml it sums him
np nircly.  Smoking,  muoubling,  brealing
Lonulds, horsa-vacine ==t bese 2e¢ Loder’s amuse.
menta, His palz, Walker aod Chvue, follow-
proleeds i e 2isth, are wen of the saing
Lidpesy,  IE e Head new the secrats o bhiese
e proelous  profects, ey'd b expeelload
Trp-quaeigrasy 1

{Carteon by HARQLD SKINNER.)



AWKWARD FOR SMITHY! Time and again has Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey=
friars, run risks, frusting to his luek. But for onee his luek looks like letiing him down with a

6

crash, unless he can establish—
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SENSATIONAL SUHE(}L STORY OF HARRY WHARTON & CO., OF GREYFRIARS,
STARRING VERNON-SMITH AND HiS COUSIN BERTIE.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bllly Bunter Causes Trouble !

1 HICH are vou?"
Bob Cherry asked that
question, and thers was a

laugh from some of the
Remove fellows gathered at the door of
the Form-room.

The bell was ringing for third echool
at Greyfriazs. ost of the Remove
were already on the spot, and many of
them glanced curiously at the junior
coming up the passage, to whomn Dob
addressed his rather unusual guestion.

Any fellow would have said at the
first pglance that that junior waos
Herbert Vernon-8mith, the Bounder of
Greyfriars,

But sinee Smithy’s Cousin Vernon
had come into Greyfriars Rewmove
a second glance was needed, or a third,

Rezlly and truly, s fellow muhl not
bee surs whether it was SBmith, or
Smithy's cousin and double.

When the two were together it was
fairly easy to sori them out; woen
they were apart it was nob so easy,

“Y say E u fellows, that's Smithy
aqueakeJ 11[; Bunter, “Look how
be's scowling.

And there was & chucklo, o

A black loek came over the jumior's
face ot Bob Cherry's question. It was
like gall and wormwood to the Bouuder
of Greyfriars to_be mistaken for his
cousin. He had refused at HrX fo
believe that such & mistake was po=-
sible, or that the likeness was anyihing
like so strong as fellows made our.

When he had to admit the fact it only
irvitated him all the more,

“Fool I was his answer to Bob,
Bob Cherry grinned cheearfully.

“All serene, SBmithy, old man!” he
said. “I know yo mnow, of course.
No mistaking your ha.ppy looks, or your
polished manners.

“Ha, ha, ha I”

“1 say, you fellows. I can always tell
‘'em  apart,” said Billy Bunter.
“ Vernon doesn’t scowl like Sinithy,
and he doesn't swank so much—"

“Shut up, you fat ass!” muttered
Tom Redwing.

w E-hun’t.t" retl}rtﬂd Bunier tndepend-
ently. %u can always tell
Yernon, heca.usa e isn't ahm:.s rat-
tling money in his pockets——"

“He hasn’t much to raltle!™ re-
marked Skinner.

"Yernon's civil, too!” went on
Bunter. “He can speal to a chap

without biting his head off. Ifc doesn’t
let his temper rip like Smithy ! I can’t
make out why Smithy bars him. TPer-
haps it's because he bars Smithy 1 e,
he, hel”

Vernon-Smith stood leaning against
the Form-room door, his hawds in Ias
pocketa, He affected not to heav the
remarks of the fat and faluous Owl of
the Bemove, but his ears were burning,
E-mnl.j' disliked that relation of his in-
tetisely, and a single word in praize of
Bertio Vernon was enough to make his
eves gleam unpleasantly. And the fact
was that very many fellows in the
1tcinove thought Bertie Vernon a much

more agrecable fellow than his cousin,
Braithy.

“Here he comes,” went on the cheery
fat Owl, as another fellow ap aared in
the corridor. © Huw look a you
fellows. He sin't nwaggarmg ns if the
whole school belonged to him, is he 1"

“Bhut wup, fathead!” said Harry
YWharton.

“(Oh, really, Wharton—-""

“Vou talk too much, old fat mant”
said Johnny Bull. “Pack it up 1"

“Wall, lots of fellows say the same,™
said Bunter. “He's a joliy respectable
relation for 8mithy to have, 1 think!
Not loud, like Smithy, you know "

The junior coming o the Form-room
was Smithy over agsin so far as looks
went, erbert Vernon undoubtedly
was the doubls of Herbert Vernon-
Smith. But Billy Bunter's rcemarks,
fatuous as they were, wera founded on
facts noticed by all the Bemovo.

Vernon's manner and bearing wers
quiefer then the Bounder's; thera was
nothing sbout him that leaped to the

eve; his  face, though e:tactlf like
Smithy" ¢ in features, especially the
mtlmr jutting nose, had more repose
in its expression cinner had re-
marked—not to  Bmithy—that he
lopked like a second edition of the
Bounder, but better got-up, There was
& spot of refinement _abont him that
the rather aggressive Bounder lacked.

Even Redwing, the Bounder’s chum,
had to netice it, though he wounld not
admit it even to himself. He lLiked
“mithy, and ha did not like Vernon—

Taz Maover Lisrany.—No, 1,653,

(Copyright in the Tnited Stntes of America, A1l rights reserved, and reproduction without permission striotly forbldden.y



4

though he did-not dislike him, much as
the Boupder wanted him to.

Bunter rattled on:

“8withy says that the Vernons are
his  shabby-genteel relations, and
haven't got & bean to bless themsalves
with. e's told everybody that.
Haven't you, Bmithy ! Dut I can tell
you fellows that money ain’t every-
:hinﬁ, ::hmn'h Smithy thinks 1t ia. He,
e, hel™
The Bounder made a movement.

Hitherto the fat Owl had run_on
unchecked—perhaps because Mr.
Quelch was due at the Form-room, and
Smithy did not want his Form-master
to arrive and find him booting Bunter.

If that was his reason, he forgot it
now. He stepped away from the Form-
room door and made & stride towards
Bunter, who, hiinkinﬁ at the approach.
ing junior through his big spectacles,
had ']tia. back to Smathy.

Smithy’s foot shot out and landed on
Billy Bunter's tight trousera with a
heavy thud,

“Yaroooh!” roared Bunter, as he
spun. :

Bunter did not seem to have ex.
pected that. Really, knowing Emathﬁ'-r 8
tomper as he did, he might have. But
be hadn’t, and timt. thud en his fight
trousers seemed to take the Owl of the
HRemove quite by surprise. .

He spun along the passage yelling.

Emithy havinﬁ started, followed it
up. As Bunter hurtled down the pas-
sage the Bounder hurtled after him,
siill kicking. ]

Bertia Vernon halted, starmg &t
them.

Thud, thud! -

“ Yarooh | Yaroop ! Rlﬂp[i % b
roared Bunter, “DBeast! Oh erikey!

I say, Vernon, make him stoppit!”

Hiﬁy Bunter dadged round Berbie
Vernon,

He gasped and spluttered behind the
new junior, grabbine at the back .nf
bis jacket to keep Vernon between him
and the Bounder. :

Vernon gave a shake to thake him
off, but the fat Owl was not to be
shaken off; he grabbed and clutched.

The Bounder gave Vernon a black
look.

“Gat aside !"' he snapped.

“Don't you think you've booled the
fat ass cnough *” drawled Vernon. Iis
voiee, like his looks, was the Bounder's
over again, but he spoke more slowly
and much less sharﬁly.

oot him down the

“I'm going to 2
passage and back againl” roaved the
Bounder. “If you don't get out of the

way I'll boot you, too 1™
Bertia Vernon's face becamne more
than ever like the DBounder's with the
grim expression that came gver it,
“Try it on!" he said quietly,
“You're not Emng io touch Bunter
apain [ Don’t be such a rotten bully ¥
“You checky cad ™ roaved Sunthy.

“Oh, shut up!” snapped Vernon.
“Can't you keep {:}ur_ rotien temper in
public? You make s fellow ashamed
of being connected with you”

Vernon-Smith forgot Punter at that,
1Io clenched his fists and faivly few at
the new jumor.

The new fellow’s hands came up like

hghtning, Perbaps ho was no more
averso from s combat than Suaithy
waa. All the Remove knew thab there
wus no love lost on either side.

“Cave I Looted Bob Choerry salong
the passage.

* Stop i, you duffers!®

“ Here comes Quelch [

“E8mithy! Vernonl Cave!”

A tall and angular figure hurned o
corner up the passage. e, Queleh had
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arrived ] He stared past the crowd of
juniors at the Form-room door at the
startling scene farther down the pas-
sago, then he almost flew past them.

“Vernon-Smith I he  thundered.
“Vernon! Cease this :nstantly | How
dave you! Upon my word "

The next moment he had grasped the
Bounder by the collar with one hand
aud the new junior with the other and
fairly .wrenched them apart.

Bmithy went staggering against one
wall; Bertie Vernon against the oiher,
panting, And the Remove master
gleved at them alternatively with a
terrifyving glare,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Quelech Comes Down Heavy !

ARRY WIIARTON & CO. siood
H looking on in silence.
What had happened was
what all the Remove had beon
expecting since Bertic Vernon had
come to Greyfriars School.

Vernon had only been in the school
s couple of days, but in that short time
there would have been trouble already
had not Vernon kept his temper better
than the Boundcr kept his. Bunter,
now, was the hmmediate cause of the
outbreak of hostilities. but it had been
bound to come,

Smithy, of course, was to blame.
Smithy was often in trouble, and he
was generally to blame. Bunter had
asked to be booted, but the Bounder,
as usual, was wur-dmn%‘ it. Any
member of the Famous Five would
have intéervened as Vernon had done.
Smithy's wungoverned temper was
alwavs landing him in rows, and now
it had landed him in another.

“Vernon - Smith I Mr.
scomed to have no difficulty in
out those two members of his Iorm
who were so remarkably alike,
Quelch’s gimlet eyes picked out many
minor pomnts of difference. “ Vernon-
Smith, I shall %iwa ou & detention this
afternoon for this disgraceful outbreak
of temper.” .

‘The Bounder panted with rage,

“And Vernon, too?" he snarled.
“We were both fighting 1"

“1 saw you, as I turned the corner
attack Vernon!” esaid DMr. QI.IEI{‘I’i
starnly. “I have no doubt whatever
what had occurred. Vernon was pro-
tecting 1hat foolish bey, Bunter. Is
not that the case, Bunter?"

“J—I—1 got behind Vernon, sir!”
%aspnd Billy Bunter. “I—I—1 dou't
the being kicked, ziv.” _

“Co to the Form-room [" said 3Mr.
Quelch. *You, Vernon-Smith, will go
into Monzgieur Charvpentier’s elass for
citra French this afterncon! Not a
word ! (Go to the Form-room "

The Bounder choked back his rage
with difficulty. Had he uttered whad
was on the fip of lis tongue, he would
not have had extra French that afice-
noon; ho would have been taken to the
hoeadimaster for a flogging, 1f nok for
the sack. But he had to shut his teelh
te keep the angry words back

AMre. Queleh unlecked the Form-roomn
dovr, and the Kemove wont in.

The DBounder sot in his place with a
black, sullen brow.

Bertie Vernon took no further notice
of hitn, Those strangely aszsorted re-
lationg havved one another, but
rather different ways,

Tho Dounder's way was to be aggres-
sive, veady for a row at any moment.
Veruon's way was to be quet, cool,
and disdainful, which was perhaps a
pood deal more iyritatin
As he sat in

_ Buelch
in sorting

class, gmithy’s eyes

coveral round &t hia
dauble.

Vernon seemed quite unconscious of
his existence. .

But if Bertie Vernon did not choose
to take any heed of Bmithy. Billy
Buuter did. Billy Bunter was wrig-
ghing most uneomfortably as he sat.
Emi‘tghy'_a boot had landed thrice on
Bunter, and it had landed hard every
time.

Bunter had been booted, many a
e, and oft; but, Bs he had confided
to Mr. Quelch, he did not like it. Very
mmeh indeed Bunter did not like it
‘The Bounder had been in a bad
temper, &nd he had booted hard.
Bunter wriggled, and cast a series of
hostile eand jwimical blinks through his
big epectacles at Herbert Vernon-
Suniih.

And when a litile later Mr. Quelch’s
back was momentavily turned, Biily
Bunter leaned over, and emitted =
stage wlhisper: 3

“Yah! Cadl T'H jolly well lick you
after class! Yah!”

Mr. Queleh’s gimlet eyes shot round.

“Ave you whispering 1in  class,
Bunter ¥ he inguired.

“Oh, no, =r!" ga.apali Bunter.
never spoke to Smithy, sir!
didn’t call him & cad, sirl”

“What i

"I—I—1 never opened my mouth,
sir 1” gasped Bunter. "I never spoke a
word—not a syllable, sirl You can ask
Cherry; he heard me.”

“Ha, ha, haI”

“Bilence! If you speak in clasa
again, Bunter, 1 shall give you a de-
tention 1"

times zleamed

1] I
I—I

i ﬂh’ ﬂi]‘ IH

And Fﬁij Bunter was esilent after
that. Quelch’s ears seemed to be as
sharp a8 hia eyes, which were well
known to be as sharp as gimlets,

But though he was silent, Bumar
was not done with Bmithy yet. Bunier
had & pain, and Bunter was fearfully
annoyed. Had Bunter been a fighting
man, he would have waited for Bwnly
after class, and mc}%ﬁ:d up the quad
with him. But as fat Owl could
hardly have mopped ugﬂﬂmlthy’s_h‘uta
linger, that wae a_hopeless proposition.
But ihere were other ways and means.

A quarter of an hour later, when Mr,
Quelch was looking in his l:fﬁs-k. a leaf
from an exercize-book floated over 1o
Vernou-Smwith’s desk, and landed theve.
It boie an inscriptton in a scrawling

lansd ;
“Poesily kad |
Jloo rattles his munny in his irouzis

pokhkets !
Yah!"

There was a subdued chuckle from
juniors whu saw that fearfully insult-
g messapge. Vernon-8mith’s  face
Aamed.  Bunter was out of his reach;
but he pieked up a school book from
his doxk, and whizzed it at the fat Owl, -

{razh ]

“Yoohoop 1" roared Bunter, in sur-
prise aml anguish,

The book cavght him under a {at
chin, Only the Bounder of Greyfriars
waonhd have ventured to buzz o book at
a feliow's head n clasa.  But when
Sngdihy wes in one of his fantroms, ho
wax guite reckless,

e, Quelch spun round.

“Whar—" he hooted.

“Ow 1" roared Bunter, clasping his

fat chin,  “Wowl Oh evikey! My
jaw's brokenl I can't sperak! Owl
Yo 1

“Ha, ha, ha”?

“Wiar s this®? thandered M,

Queleh, 1 will keep order in this
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I'll boot you, too !**

class! Who threw that boolt? Was it
you, Vernon-Smith?"

The Bounder snarled.

“The fat fool sent wwe thiz message,
and I let him have my f.atin grammar
back for it1” he snapped,

“Stand out before the Vorm!”

“Yow-ow-ow "

‘" Bilence, Bunter "

“ Yes sir! Yow-ow-ovw-owl”

"Yernon-Smith, beud over that
desk 1" Mr. Que:lch swishied his cane.

or & moment the Bouwder of Grey-
friars glared deliance. He stood erect,
with defiant eyes on his Form-master.

The Bemove hardly breathed. Often
and often was the reckless scapegrace
of the Formm on the verge of mutiny.
It lucked, at this moment, as if Smithy
was pothg over the verge.

“Do you hear me, YVeornon-SBmith?
Quelch's voice was not lowd, but it was
deep. “You will obey e mstanily,
or you will be expelled feom this school
within the hour! PEend over thal
doesk 1M

Almost choking, the Dounder bent
over. The cane awished. and swished,
and swizshed again. The Bonnder made
ue sound, but his face was white,

"MNow go back to your place, Yer-
non-Smath "

Fn dead silence Bmithy went back to
his place.

Mr. Quelch picked up the message
that still lay on his dezk. He glanced
over 1f, and fxed his eves on Thlly
Bunter, who was painfully rublbing his
fat chin.

“ Bunter 1"

“{h, yes, sir! I rever wrole that,
gir !” gasped Bunter.

“You will go inte derention this
afternoon, Bunter! 1 shall give your

name to Monseur Charpentier for
extra French 1"
“Oh lor'! But I—I—I—ncver——"

“And if ¥nu utter one mwore untruth,
Bunter, I shall cane you!™
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“ I'm golng to boot Bunter down ihe passage, and back again ! *" roared \fernnn-ﬁlvmlt!l.

“Oh1” gasped Bunter.

Mr. Quelch crumpled Bunter's mes-
sage to the Bounder, and tossed 1t into
the wastepaper-basket. And third
school went on to its end without any
mora Whlﬂpﬂ]‘ﬂ. or any more messa 8
from Bunter. Buntor was still fearfully
annoyed. But he had something olse
to think about now —a half-holiday
spent at extra French in Mossoo's de-
tention class. Which was such an awiul
prospect that it ban:ched even the beot-
ing from Billy Bunter's fat mind.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Who Cares For Quelch

il BAY, you fellows!("
“Scoot "
“1f it's & pionic—"
“It 't 1"

“Well, if it is, I'l come.”

“¥Fathead ! It jan't!"

“Weli, I'll come, all the same,” de-
clared Dilly Dunter. " You'll want a
fellow with you who knows how to
handle a boat."

“Oh erikoy 1"

After dinner thar afterncon the
Famoua Five of the Remove were push-

ing out their beat. It was rather an
old boat, the common property of the
five; but it was roomy. Thera was

room for Billy Bunter in 1t as well as
the crew, Bul—a- happened only too
often—Billy Dunter's room was pre-
ferred to his commpany.

Not that Billy Bunter had any keen
desire for boating. There was always a
chance, if & follow was in a boab with
other fellows, that he mi;iht be expocted
to do sormething, and Billy Bunter had
a rooted objection to doing anything
that entailed ever a spot of exertion.

But Buntor had no doubt thet it was
a pienie,
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*“1i you don’t get out of the way,

““Try it on ! ** said his cousin, his fists clenching.

The Famouas Five were {gﬂing to pull
up the Sark that bright May afterncon
in their old boat. Pulling up the river
was quite & happy way of spending
the afternoon to fellows who liked a
little strenuous exertion tuch more
than William George Bunter did,

But it really was not easy for Billy
Bunter to believe that they were going
to pull up the river, just for the sake
of pulling up the river. Bunter would
as soon have ?ulhacl up & tree as pulled
up a river, if there was nothing else
to a1t

But pulling to some shady spot for
& picnic was sengse, A short pull and
6 long feed was Bunter's idea of &
happy half-holiday.

Bunter knew that these fellows were
not so bright es himaelf. But he was
not going to believe that they wera
such fools a8 to lug and tug that old
boat about for nothing. He was sure
it was a picnic.

“Where's the grub?” he inquired
blinking into the boat as the chums o
the Remove slid it from the raft into
the water. “I don't see the grub. Ias
it packed in the locker?™

“The grubfulness is not terrific, my
esteemed fat Bunter " said Hurree

Jamset Ram 8ingh, with & dusky grin.
“0Oh, really, Inky—"

“It ian't & pienie, you fat ass ! said

Harry Wharton, “And if it was,
vou've got detention. Have you for-
gotten that Queloh has bunged you in
extra French 17

“Tt wos all that beast Bmithy's
fault 1"

“That wen't make _&nz‘ difference if
vou cut, fathead I” said Frank Nugent.
'E'fln*u have to get in at threal uzs
off ¥

“Well, I'll chance it for the sake of
sticking to my old pals,” declared
Bunter. “I'm not the fellow to let my
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pels down on 8 half-holiday, I'm
coming, old chaps|”

“Hook it! There’s Loder of tie
Sixth coming round the boathousa!”
mid] JBob Cherry. “He may be after
you

“Blow Loder! 1 don’t suppose he
knows I've got 8 detention. I'm net
oing in_to extra French., I hate

rench| F'm not going to have Froggy
talking thmuﬁh his nose at me all the
afterncon | Besides, it's so fesrfully
unjust I exclaimed Bunter indignaxntly.
“Quelech gave me a detention for
writing that note to Smithy in class
You all heard me szay that I never
wrote 1t 1™

“¥You fat chump t*

“That's the sort of justice we ?et.
here ™ said Bunter bitterly. " Quelch
makes a fellow out to be a liar hefore
all the Form! WUngentlemanly, I call

it 1
howled

“But you
Johnny Bull.

“You keep on arguing 17 said Bunter
peevishly. “I''n not going in to deten-
tion for nothing, Very likely Mossoo
won't report me to Quelch for cutting !
He often doesn't veport a chap! Any-
how, I shan't get it 50 bad as Smithy 1
Bunter chuckled. “8mithy will get it
right n the neck 1™

did write 1t 1?

The Famous Five all staved at
Bunter. : ;

“Is Bmithy cotling?” exclaimed
Harry,

“He, he, he! T heard him tell Red-
wing he was—Reddy was arguing with
him no end!” grinned Bunter. = “He
said Smithy was certain to be_spotted
—you se¢, Quelch will jolly well make
sure he goes in for French! He's
got his koife into Swmithy | 1 shouldn’t

SO AL - G (] -0 - - )
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wonder if SBithy geta sacked. I hope
s0. Serve him jolly well right®

“The ass " muttered Harry Wharton,
“Quelch is sure to look mte No. 10 and
sec whether Bmithy’s there |”

“Bure tol” agresd Bunter. “Smithy
will be spotted all right. He don’t care
when he's got his back up. He will
jolly well eare afterwards when he's
walked in to the Head. He, he, hel
But never mind Smithy! DMake room
for a chap®

The boat was
school raft now.

Bob Cherry waz sbout to push off
when Bunter grabbed the gunwale,

“Hold on for s chap 1 he gasped.
E‘;)*Lea.ve go, you fat =ss3s!” hooted
o

“Oh, really ﬂhe-:l'g—"
“Do you want & ip in the river?”
roared Jolinny Ball,

“0Oh, really, Bull—*

“‘Here, Wharton I Loder of the
Bixth came across the raft. “Hold onl
Have you seen that new kid, Vernonm,
down here ¥

Bob Cherry gave his friends s wink,
and they all grinned. They all knew
Loder’s  interest in that new kid,
Vernon |

Loder had caught him at Lantham a
few days befors he came to Greyfriars
School, and takem him for his eousin
Smithy. He bhad caught him, as ha
suppesed, out of bounds, and grabbed
him. And the boy, grabbed by a per-
feet stranger, had hacked Loder’s shin
to get away.

Loder's mistake had been a natural
one; dozens of fellows hed made a
similar mistake. But Vernon could
havdly be blamed for having used any
means he ¢ould to get out of the

flonting beside the

The boy who did his best to be sacked from
Oakshott School—~that's young Tunstalll
But there’s an object in his madness—a
grim object, which taxes even the keen
wils of Len Lex, the schoolboy ‘tec to
{IEH?\'«ET ! Here's a gripping yarn that you
4 wont put down tll vou have read
g every word,
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clutches of a big fellow who had
collared him, he did not know why!
But Leder had mnot forgotten that
hack. MHe still bad a bruise on his
shin and a malevolent eye on Bertie
geen  hum,

Vernon,

“I  haven't Lader 1"
apnswered Harvry Wharton,

“"He doesn’t seam lo be in aight 1”
grunted Loder.

He stood for some moments, staring
u'l:; the towpath by the shining Sark
Then he turned away and went back
to the schoul,

“What the dickens 13 Loder after?”
asked Bob Cherry. “Vernon's not a
chap like Bmithy—I mean, except in
looks, At least, if he is, I've scen no
sign of it, so farl"

“He doesn’t keep smokes or racing
E‘apus in  the study, anyhow ! said

arry Wharten. “He seems a decent
enough chap to me. But Loder fancies
that he's after something—that’s plain
enough 1

“1 say, you fellowsg—*

“Hook it, you fat ass!” said Harry

Wharton. " Yow've got to get into
detention. Rell away, like & good
barrel, or you'll have Quelch on your
track ¥

“Who carce for Quelch?” retorted
Bunter.  “Bother Quelch! Blow
Quelch! I'm not going to knuckle

under to injustice | told him I never
wrote that note te Smithy—hesides,
everything 1 put in it was true—>*

“Ha, ha, ha 1" _

“Oh cackle !” snorted Bunter, “If
Quelch thinks I'm the fellow to stand
mjustiee, be's jolly well making a mis-
take, and I'm the fellow to tell him
so. I ain’t afraid of beaks like soms
f:]m[lﬂa! I've got spirit!”

“ Roll off, you frabjous fathead I"

“Shan't! 1 ain't poing in to extra
French! Who esrea for Quelch?”
hooted Bunter. *“Perhaps you dol
You can say ' Yes, sir,’ and * Oh, sir,’
and * Please, sir,’ and ‘No, sir.’
You've got no spirit] I'm standing up
e him, see®”

An angular fipure came round the
corner of ihe boathouse. Its gimlet
c¢ves Bxed on Bunter.

Quelch, ahout to take a. walk down
the riverside that sunny afterncon, was,
perhaps, eurpriced to see the fat Owl
preparing to po on bhoard a boat, when
e was due shortly for detention.
Quelch’s face set in ap expressive ex-
En::-smn as he glanced across at

unter. '

Bunter and the boat’s crew did not
netiee Quelch—they were not looking
in his dircction. ‘The Famous Five
wanted te get offi—but while Billy
Bunter was elotehing the gunwale they
could not push off without hooking the
far Owl inio the water. An extrn wash
would have dene Bunter no harm—
<till, they did not want to dip him
headlong inio the Sark,

*Now  look here, you burbling
hloater,” zaidd Bob Cherry, *theve
=0t poing to bhe any pionig—"

“Me, he, he*

*There isn't a spot of grub in ihe
boat 1

“Well, i vow're teming at & place
up the river, 1 don’t mind—just as good
as o picnie | In fact, better!” agrec
Bunier, T chall stand my whnilcﬁ::, of
course, 1 hope you fellows don't think
I'm the fellew to stick you for paying
for iy teal I think you might know
me Dbetter than that by this timel
Tve told you that I'm E}trgniing &
postal order, and if you lend me some
money till it comesg—"

"*Hand me that boat-hook. Franky,
I'll puncture him }*

“(Oh, really, Cherpg—"



* Now, if you don't want to burst all
over the raft, sheer off | hootad DBob.
“We can’t take you up the river when
yauw're booked for detention, so sheor

off 1"
1 tell you I ain’t going mto deten-
tion ¥ roared Bunter. *“I tell you 1

ain't going to stand injustice, and if
Queleh thinks I am, ITll jolly well tell
him to his face that he's pot another
guess comaing, see?”

An engular figure made a stride
across the raft.

“Who cares for Quelch?” went on
Bunter. “I can tell you—"

“ Bunter I

fi{]h lJ.I

Bunter jumped. 8o did the five
fellows in the bhoet. Queleh dawned on
all of them suddenly.

“0Oh!” gasped Bunter. *“Oh erikey 1"
He spim round, blinking at his Form-
master like a startled fat rabbit. “Oh
jtminy [

“What did you say, Bunteri®”
thundered Mpe Quelch.

“(h, nothing, sir!™ stuttered Bunter,

Bunter had asked who cared for
Queleh? The answer to that one was
quite e Bunter did! Judging by
his terrified fat countenance, Bunter
cared very much! He blinked at his
Form-master in horror. He did not
tell him that he had another guess
coming. He just goggled at him with
r.I;-n];pmg- jaw.

*It appears, Bunter, that it was your
intention to go out this afternoon,
regarcdless of the fact that you are
detained 1

“Oh, no, sir!l I—I was just telling
these fellows 1 couldn’t come, bub-bub-
bub-because I'm detained, sir, I—I
shouldn’t like to miss extra French,

51, I—I—I'm g0 fuf-fuf-fond of
I"rench M

Queleh’s  gimlet eyes bored into
DBunter,

*“You wild

go back to the Housa at
once, Bunter!

“0Oh, yes, sirl 1—1 was just guing].:
I—I was only telling those chaga I—
conldn’t come on their picnie. because

ar

“1 shall look into Monsienr Charpen-
tier’s elass-room this efternoon, Bunter,
If vou are not therg—m->="

“(h, yes, sir! No, sir! _Oh, sir!
Oh crikeyl I—1 mean, I—I'm going
in at once, sirl 'Tain't time yet, sir,
but, I=I'm going in, bib-bub-becauss
1'tit z0—s0 keen on French, sir—"

“Go " rapped Mr, Quelch.

“Oh, yes, sirl” ?ruancd Bunter.

The fat Owl rolled away; and, like
tha German river ha
rolled rapidly.

Me. Quelch frowned after him, and
turned to walk down the river. And
the IFamous Five, grinning, pushed off
the raft, and pulled up the Sark.

in the poem,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Out Of Bounds !

§H ALLD, hallo, hallo I®
“* Bmithy [
“{r his double 1™

“Which#"” grinned Dob
Cherry. “Which is it?”

The boat weas out of sight of Grey-
friars, pulling up the shining Sark,
and was almost lovel with the riverside
inm, ihe Three Fishers. T'hen the boat's
crow sighted a figure on tho towpath,
waving a hand to them.

The distance was not great.  But it
was not easy to tell whether that fellow
was Herbert Vernon-Smith or Berlio
Vernon, :

Certainly 1t ought not to have been
Smithy, s mile from the school, when
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Smithy was due for extra French in
Class-room Ne. 100 But from their
knowledge of the Bounder, and also
from what Bunter had said, the Famous
Five were not likely to be surprised at
sening Smithy kicking over the traces.

Whichever fellow it was, he was
waving to the boat, and evidently
wanted to speak to the crew; so they

ulled in o the bank, A closer view
eft:them in ne doubt that it was the
Bounder,

Now that the doubles wera seen every
day in the Remove their remarkable
resemblance was causing less confusion
than at first. At a casual glance they
were as like as two peas out of the
samo pod; but o scrutiny revealed their
identity.

“You, Smithy!” said Bob., “What
are you doing here”

“Walking up the river.”

“What about extra French "

“Blow extra French [V

41 Quﬂ!ﬂh"——“

“Who cares for Quelch 7 sncered the
Bounder. ]

That question, from Billy Bunter,
made the Famous Five smile. But from
the Bounder it did not make them
smile, It made them uneasy.

“I'd chuck it, Smithy, old man,” said
Harry Wharton, with friendly earnest-
ness. *“Look here, we heard Queleh say
he was going to look inte Clase-room
No. 10 this atternoon—he heard Bunter
talking out of his hat. You're not
taking a chanee, old fellow; you're up
against a dead certainty.”

The Bounder -shrugga§ his shoulders.

It was easy to see that he was in &
bitter temper and a mood of utter reck-

lessness.  What had happened that
morning had put the Bounder's back
up, and in that unhappy state he was

regardless of consequences.

“Quelch will spot you,” said Bob.

There's no sense in azkingf- for it like
this, 8mithy, Look here, old fellow, if
you like we'll turn back and run you
down to the raft, and you can gef in
almost in time. Mossoo isn't the man
to make & fuss about a fellow being a
spot late; he's a good little assl You'll
pull through all right.”

“What did I get extra Franch fort”
asked the Boundor hitmrhi:.’ “I was
scrapping with Vernon. id he get

extra French?"”

It was diffienlt to spswor that,
Smithy had been punished becauss he
was to blame, arnon had been un-
Bunishec’! because he was not to blame,

ut evidently & sense of injustica
rankled in the Bounder’s breast.

“I've cut!” went on Smuthy., *“I'm
not going baeclk 1"

“I wish you would,” eaid Harry.
“It's no pood backing up against a
beak even if vou think you're in the
right. You'll have to go up to the
Head, and goodness knows hiew it may
turn ont."

“1 didn't wave to you to ask for good
advice,” said Vernon-Smith. “Will yon
givo me a lift in your boat§”

“Back to the school—yes, rather(”

The IFamous Five wera by no means
keen on giving up their pull up the
river. But they would pladiy have done
50 to savo the obstinate and wilful rebel
of the Form from serious trouble.

But they were not required to make
that sacrifics |

The BDounder shook his head
patiently.

“No: up to Popper's Izland 1™ he
answered.

The boat's crew looked at  him.
Popper’s Island was oot of school
bounds. 8mithy was not only cuttin
extra French, but breaking Lounds if
ho ccluhl. He scemed bont on piling
iEonl,

1m-
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“For goodness’ sake. Smithy, dor’s
be such an ass!" exclaimed Frank
Nugent. *“You know the island’s out
of boundsg—>7"

“You never go there voursclves,
bounds or not?" sneerved Smithy.

“Well, yes; but—"

“But you're not bad hats like me,
and you're never so naughty as to cut a
detention  class!™  sneered Smithy.
“Bpeech may be taken as read| Wﬁl
you give mo & lift or not? I couldn't
get a boat ont—I should have been
stopped—but I've gob o get across to
the island; I'm meeting some friends
there this afternoon. Will you give me
a lift scross?"

Harry Wharton shook his head.
“We'ro not going to make matters
worse for you, Bmithe,” he answerad,
“¥ou'll get trouble enough without
that."

* Please yourselves ' sneered Smithy.

“I can hiro a boat at the Three
Fishers ["

“You ass!™ roared Johnny Bull
1] E-tﬂl 1”.

“Hold on, Bumithy!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton. “ Look here—"

The captein of the Remove hardly
knew what to do. Put?per‘s Island was
out of bounds. But the Three Fishars
was not merely out of bounds, it was &
disreputable place that a fellow might
be expelled for eniering, If Smithy
were seen there his number was up at
Greyfriars.

“Elh. cut the cockle!” snapped the
Bounder. “If you'll givea me a lift to
the island, say so—if not, push off, and
be blowed to youl"

Harry glanced ot his companions, It
was rather a problem, Certainly they
did not want to give the reckless fellow,
already booked for trouble, & lift out of
bounds. But that was preferable to see.
ing him walk info the disveputable pub
for a boat; and evidently he meant
what he said.

“Oh, let's " grunted Bob Cherry.

“Jump in 1" said Harry,

The Bounder stepped intoe the hm
and the chums of the Remove pus
off again. They pulled on up the river
in silence,

They wera concerned for the scape-
grace of the Hemove, but they were
angry with him, too. The Bounder had
no n%b_:tr to place fellows in & position
like this. es had to luﬁlﬁ_ him in &
reckless c¢scapade to keep him out of
worse trouble.  Certainly they could
have loft him to hiz own devices, to do
a3 he hked; but they did not want to
see Bmithy sacked.

They could guess, too. who were the
“friends " he had acranged to meot in
such a secluded epot azs Popper’s Island
that afternoon.  Ponsonhy & Co. of
Highcliffe, they had ne doubt: with
cigarettez and banker to pass the time,
for from the eves of heaks and prefects.

The Bounder sat with a sneer on hia
faes ns ithey pulled.  He could read
their thoughts casilv enough, and it
gave him a sort of surdonic amusement
to place them in this awkward position,

They pullul hand, ounly anxious to
have done  with  their unwelcome
PRas{nmer.

The Three Fishers dropped behind.
The boat pulled inte the channel be-
fween the sland and the Lande

Harry Wharton stoad up and scanned
the bank, bordered b the deep, dusky
woods of opper Chur. No one was
in sight.

“Pull in 1" Lie =il

And the boat roclked 1n to the littls
landing -place on {he 1=land,

There was ne sign of any other boat
thore or of anvone on the island, Pon &
Co.—if it were the Highcliffe fellows
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Smithy wes gomg to meet there—had
not vet arrived.

“Hop it 1" grunted Johnuy Bull.

The Bounder jumped ashore on
Popper's Island.

'fha boat pushed off at once. Smithy
stood grinning safter the Famous Five.
" Going farther up?" he called out.
“Yes; as far as Courtlield Bridge.”

“If you Jmﬁa a Highcliffe boat give
Pon word that I'm here”
Wharion locked back at him.

“1f wa Iilns: Ponzonby and his crew
we'll give them & splach if we give them
anything 1" he answered. * You ean get
somebody else to give your messages to
that rowdy gang ¥

“Go and eat coke then 1" retorted the
Bounder.

He disappeared among the trees on
the island.

Harry Wharton & Co. pulled on up
the Bark. Thef went with rather glum
faces. The bacd hat of the Remove was
booked for a Head's flogging. In his

rezent mood of bitter recklessness he

id not care—but there was no doubt
that e wonld care later!

It was a glorious May sfterncen, and
a pull IIE the river between banks
shaded by 'E'W“ipm% woods  was
thoroughly enjoyable. But the Famous
Five could not help thinking of the
row that would be on when they
returned to Gregfriars, with Herbert
Vernon-Smith the centre of it. And
they were rather inclined to regret that
they had not ducked Smithy in the
Sark instead of landing him on
Popper's Island,

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Slartling Request !

Y FERNON M
V The new junior at Grey-
friars glanced round 1n

EUI‘P[']E.'B.

He was standing at the window of
Study No. 1, which he shared with
Wharton and Nugent. He was looking
down into the quad at fellows whe
assed and re-passed, fecling, probably,
ike many mnew boys in a big school,
lonely in a crowd,

Vernon was on pood terms with his
studymates and with most fellows in the
Remove. He had cnly one enemy—his
relative and double. But he had, za
far, made no friends in his Form, and
on his first h&lf-hﬂli{]a[)' in his new
school he was doubtless feeling left. In
fact, he was thinking of taling out his
bicycle and riding across to Lantham
Chase, where his unele lived and where
he had passed a couple of weeks before
coming to Greyfriars,

But though he was thinking of it, ho
did not intend to do it f!a would
have liked to run home for the after-
noon; but he had not come to wchool
to0 run howe afler & couple of davs.
Vernon was not ouly like his cousin in
looks, but i strength of character.
Tha more he wanied to ran home, the
less he was likely to be guilly of the
weakuess of doing 0, “Biling on the
bullet " was the Bounder's way, and it
was Bertie Vernon's way also.

He logked surprised as e turned
from the window and glanced at the
junior who had stepped in at the open
door of the study.

It was Tom Redwing.

Az Redwing was Smithy’s chum, and
Smithy at daggers drawn with the new
junior, Vernon certainly had not ex-

ected to sce him in that study. Bub
a geve him & nod.

“Want anythingi” he asked.

i¥ Yna I”
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“Cough it up!™ said Vernon, more
and mors surprised. Then he smiled,
“ You haven't come here for a row,
have you, Redwing?”

B Hﬂ -EH

“1I shall have rows enough with m
sweet-tempered cousin, without his pals
joining in 1" gaid Vernon. “And I
think you're too sensible a chap to
keep up a grudge over what happened
efore I came here. When you spoke
to me that Jday in Pege Lane, I
hadn’t the foggiest idea that you were
taking me for my cousin—"

“I know! That's all right.”

“I'm sorry now that I lost my
temper and punched you. But what
was & fellow to think? A perfoct
stranger came uvp to me and fancied
that I was hanging about to sneak in
at the back door of a low pub—you'll
atlxr::l:: 1t was enough to get a fellow’s
Eﬂﬂ L}

Vernon gave a sarcastic laugh.

“1I undervstand now, of course—since
I've been here. If it had been Vernon-
Smith, no doubt he would have been
hanging about there for that very

rcason, But I'm not that sort, and 1t
put mi back up! DBut—now T under-
stand how it came about, I'm sorry!

Anyhow, you needn’t mind that punch
I gave you—you could have knocked
me off my feet if vou'd liked—I'm no

mateh for you, and I know it.”
Redwing smiled,
“That's all right,” he said. “I

haven't come here to speak about that
'd rather forget all about it. It's
something else,”
“Carry on 1" said Vernon.

" It’s about Smithy,” said Redwing,
colouring.

“Oh, all right!” Vernon pgave =&
shrug of the  shoulders that was very
like Vernoernr-S8mith. “I understand!
Where and when 1

“I don't mean that!” said Redwing
hastily,  Evidently Bertis Vernon
took 1t for granted that he had come
to arrange the preliminaries for a fight.
“I—I want yeu to do Smithy a good
turn.”

i Eh?}l

“¥You know he's in extra Fremch this
afterncon ¥

“1 heard Quelch tell him so.”

“He's gone out 1"

“Liko him, iso’t it said Vernon
contemptucusly, “Every other fellow
here has to toe the line. Not Vernon-
Smﬁthl What a bounder the fellow
is |

Redwing's face erimsoned,

“That will do!” he snapped. ™1
was o fool lo como here! E-‘.} and cut
coke, and be hanged to you!”

Ha swung round to the door.

Yernon stared at him for a moment.
Then he coloured and spoke haslily:

“Sorry! That slipped out! You
know we bar one another | 1 forgot for
a moment you were his pal. I'm real
sorry |7

Redwing paused. Vernon's tone was
sincere enough. Ile was biting lus lip
with vexation. 'The Vernou branch of
that happy family were very particular
on points of good-breeding. On all
points, Bertio prided himself on not
resembling his cousin Herbert—except
in looks, which could not be helped. In
manners he was very careful indeed
that there should be no resemblance.
And he had, for the moment, let slip
a remark that might bave been made
by Smithy | -

“If vou've got anything ito say fo
me, carry on with it,” said the new

—

junigr, I don’t want to make mysclf
unpleasant, like— There I go
again!"  He laughed. “Uet 1t off

vour chest, Redwing! I'll be fearfully
careful ™

Tom Redwing smiled.

“Well, I'll say what 1 came to say {"
he said., “If Bmithy knew, he would be
as mad as a hatter; but I don’t care
for that. I've got to pull him out of
this :f I ean. You've been here long
ehough to sce thot Quelch has a down
on Smithy—*"

“And to see that he has plenty of
reason for it1 Oh m}y} hat! Thers I
go,again | il be dumb 1"

“Never mind that,” said Redwing.
“Nobody knows Smithy like I do, ang,
in ithe main, there's not a better fallow
b‘wnthin% But mnover mind that,
either, hat I mean ie that Smithy’s
booked for more trouble than another
follow when he kicks over the traces,
Any other fellow who cut a detention
clags would get lines, or parhh_p& SIX
—but Smithy. will fo.up to tho Hcead.
He's done that kind of thing too often,
and Quelch's back is up.”

" Form-masters generally expect to
be obeved by fellows in their Forms,”
remarked Vernon. * Like their cheek,
no doubt; but there it is )™

Redwing did not answer that remark,

" A couple of wecks ago Smithy was
in detention, and Quelch told him
plainly he would be sacked if he cut,”
he went on. " He hasn’t said so now—
bit—but it might come to that. Any-
how, it will be a Head's ing—and
that will only make o fellow like
Smithy play the goat more than ever.”

Bertie Yernon opened his lips to
speak, but shut them again without

speaking.

Redwing went on slowly:

“He's asked for it now! I know
that! But you're his relation—his

cousin—you can't want the disgrace
of & near relation being expelled, if it
comes to that. It would stick to you a
good bit.," '

“Looks to me as if I've pot to face
that,” zaid Voernon, with a shrug of the
choulders. “From what I've scon of
him, I can hardly make out why he
hasn't been sacked alrcady But what
are you driving at? I den't like him
any morc than he likes me—we barred
one snother, even as small kids. We had
B scrap at ten years old. Bult I'd cer-
tainly rather he wasn't sacked—I don’t
want to be pointed ont as the féllow
whose pousin was expelled. But I can’é
do anyihing, can I1”

i '&Fﬂﬂ 1!} ]

“Well, I'll do_it, then—if you'll tell
o when 1" said Vernon, staring at him,
“Imn dashed if I can begin to guess
what veu're getting at, Redwing.”

“You know you're as hke &z two
peas——"

“0Oh den't rub that inl®

“If you went into the French class
Alossoo would toke it for granted ihat
ik was Smithy——"

“Wha-a-t ¥’ .

“Don't you sea? Bmithy's for exira
French—and it's never been known for
a fellow to go into extra French of his
own accord |  Mossoo knows that you
iwo are just alike, but he would never
dream that b wes youn—coming in to
detention of your own scecord.”

“(Oh, great pip!” gasped Vernon,

“] know it's asking a lof,' said
Redwing, colouring; “but—"

1 should jolly well say it 13]” ex.

claimed Vernon, staring at Jiim
blankly. “You're asking me to stick
in oxtra Fronch for two hours on a

hali-holiday on account of a fellow
who loathes the sight of mef”

* 8mithy would do it like s shot, fn
stinilar circumstances ! said Redwing,

“Think he wouldl” .

“1 know he would! It's just the
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Crash ! ** Yoo-hoop

" roared Bunfer.

A et

* Wow ! Oh crikey !

My jaw"s broken! Ow! Wow!"™ * What Is

this 2 ** thundered Mr. Quelch. “ I will keep order in this class ! Who threw that book ? Was it you, Vernon-Smith ¢ »*

thing he would do for o [fellow=—
friend or foe”

“That wants some getting downl I
can't sce Bmithy doing it for mel”
said Vernon deyly. * And Emithy likes
diddling beaks—not the sort of thing
that appeals to me at all. I haven's
come to Greyiriars to set up as boss
of the show. And suppose Quelch
looks in——"

“That's the point!™ said Rﬂdwin%'.
“I'm eure that he will! But he will
take you for Emithy, as a8 matter of
course.  Thiuk he'd yiuf_-sa that any
fellow went iuto extra French because
ho liked itt”

Yernon laughed,

“No; it's safe enongh if vou come
fo that. DBat if I know anxthing of
Smithy he will be as mad as a hatter
?11‘: your asking me to do anything for

™

“I don't carm about that if T steer
him clear of the Head [

Vernon laughed agamn.

“And you're the old sobersidea, tho
fellow scrious as & judge, who never
Lkicks over the traces, and always toes
the line, and wouldn't be found dead in
n rag on a beak—plotting to diddie two
beals at onee 1Y

“YTm thinking of Smithy—"

“Well, I've never envied Vernon-
Smith anything else, not even his
woney, but I think T dao envy hin las
ral a little 1" said Beortie, still laughing,
“Ib will be a bit of a lark, anyhow!
But lock here, it's & quarter-past
three—MMoszoo’s class is at three”

“dlossoo mlways poes casy with a
feliow who's late.” _

“QOh, all rigltt 1 dare sny Smithy
will punch my head for this—though I
think he's more likely to punch yours.
I'll get my French books—"

“I'va got Smithy's here—his name's
in thew, seo ™

The Bounder glared,

“S0 yoa took it for granted?™
Vernon chuckled. “You knew I'd do
it How the dooce did you know "

“I don't think you're s bad sort”
said Redwing, *1 wish you'd try to
be better frnends with Smithy I

“So encouraging, isn't he?” said
Vernon, **Never mind that! Give me
i{mse f."ll'?ll(:ll books, and I'll bop n on
TroEEY.

“Ti's jolly deeent of you, Vernon——"

“Rot 1™ 1

Bertie Vernon cut down the stairs,
with Bmithy's Urench eluss-books under
his arm. )

Tom Redwing watched him go, with
a lhighter heart.

Likely enough there wonld be a row
with Smithiy foe what he had done. Tle
cared nothnur for that; so long as he
suved iz scapegrace chuwm from the
dire trouble he was begging for, A
row in Study Neo. 4, even a scrap In
that study, was Dbetter than the long
jump for Smnthy !

— — ——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Smithy’s Other Self !

1LLY BUNTER groaned.

A quarter of an hour had

elapsed out of the two hours that

Bunter was booked for extra
French.

In a quarter of an hour thers werc
only fifteen minutes ! But every ons of
thowe mingtes seemed inerdinately long
to Bunter. Thoy scewed to crawl by
like tired snails.

Looking at the elock in Class-room
MNo. 10, the fat Owl could hardly believe
that only fifteen minutes had passed. Tt
seomed more like fifteen lhours, :f not
ffteen daysl :

Other follows were in extra I'rench

as well as Bunter. They did not mattor.
Bunter did !

Monsieur Charpentier had quite a
numerous detention olass that after.
noon,. He had Bunter, Skinner,
Bolsover major, Wibley, 8noop, Hazel-
dene, and Ogilvy, of the Bemove; and
Fry, Dabney, Wilkinson, and three or
four more of the Fourth: and FHobson
of the Shell, and five other fellows of
that Form.

Probably Blossoo was not enjoying

life |
Nobody eould rteally like being
detention master. And a detention

olass was more troublesomoe than an
ordinary  class—especially te  an
irresolute little gentleman like Henri
Adolphe Charpentier. Only too often
were there rags in such o class: and
Mossoo was constitutionally incapable
of handling a rag.

Elamminﬁ desk-lids was rather the
rule than the excoption in extra French.
And the law of gravitation secmed to
pxercise unnsual wfluencs over fuﬁm}'s’
books—te judge by the frequency with
which they dropped on the foor.

But Bunter found no consolation in
ragring | Bunier grosned wnder exira
French, and could not be comforted.

L'hose beasts Harry Wharton & Co.
were, Bunter had no doubt, enjoying
a picnic up the river. Bunter might
havs been sharing in that picnic—but
for extra French |

Lord Manleverer was somewhere
about:; and Bunter might have raised
a little loan from Mauly, and expended
the same in Jam tarts—Dbut for exira
French 1 ) 1

Bunter might have been reposing his
fat person under & shady tree—but for
extra French! He might have been
curled up in & decp armchair in the
Rag—but for extra I'rench | He might

Tue MacgHerT Lisrary.—Na, 1H°°
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heve been exploring the Remove studies
while a1l the fellows were out, like a
lion szeeking what he might devour—
but for extra French| .

In fact there was no end to the list
of delightful things that Bunter might
have beén doing—but for extra French |
And extra French, in itself, was awful
—absolutel ﬂlmllfij' and putrid |

It was ai'! that beast Smithy's fault |
Bunter had a grain of comfort—Smithy
had not turned up for extra French!
Bmithy was booked for awful trouble—
after extra French! Serve him right!

And even that grain of comfort was
wrested from the sad and suffering Owl
when the class-room clock indieated
twenty minutes past threel For then,
the door of Clase-room No. 10 opened
and a Bemove junior came in; at whom
the detention master and the whole class

glanced. ; .
Elsewhere, perhaps, it might have

been discerned that the newcomer was

Bértie Vermon. But Bertie was not

dawn for exira French—and Bmithy
Was—30 every eye in the room took the
newcomer for Smithy—arriving late !
Billy Bunter gave him an inimical
blink1 Skinner sneercd. Smithy had
mada out that he was n-utting extra
French; but it was all swank; ftor hers
he was, with his books under his arm |
Bkinner winked at Snoop. Other fellows
thought it was very sensible of 8mithy
to have decided, after sll, not to pla

the giddy ox! But they gll supp
that the newcomer was Smithy. i
“"Bmeet | Monsieur Charpentier

tapped at him. He had already marked
Vernon-8mith on his list as absent.
“SBmeet] C'est vous! You are late [
“Sorry, =ir!” said the neweomer,
with unusual respect and meekness,

#But you are verrea late, Smeet,”
persisted the Freneh master. “Zis is
not to treat your master viz respect.”

“I really did not mean to be dis-
respectful, sir! T hope you will excuse
me this once I” :

Monsieur Charpentier blinked at him.
He had expected, as a matter of course,
cheask from the Bounder. e was quite
disarmed by this unusual respect.

“Verrea well, BSmeet!” he said

aciously. "I excuse you zis vunes;

gay no more about himy, Smeet] You
may to your place.”

“Thank vou, sir?

I had made one note of your name,
S8meet, for report to Monsieur Quelch I
gaid the French master. * But zat is
to fimish—I mark him out.”

‘You are very good, sir |?

“Pu tout !’ saiwd Messoo graciously.
“Not at alll Zat is all leit.” By
which, perhaps, Mossoo meant that it
was all rightjl} .

Fellows glanced curiously at the
newcomer as he sat down, Nobady
dreamed that he was not Swmithy—in
the detention elass! But they wondered
what his gpame was—with his respectful
air to that little ase Frogey| Skinner
concladed that the Bounder was lying
low, as a preliminavy to a rag.

All the detention class livened up
after his entrance. A rag would be a
delightful break in the monciony.
Smithy was the man for a rag—and the
mant fo carry a rag to a wilder and
more utterly reckless extent than any
other fellow in the Lower School at
Greyfriars, TFellows sat up, with new
life, as it were, and waited for the
Bounder to begin.

But the Bounder did not begin |

In all that class nobody was giving
Mossoo much attention befors the late-

gomer came in; and Mossoo, who only
wanted to get through quietly, did not
elaim verr much attention. But after
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that late avrival, he had one attentive
pupil. The fellow who was expected
to rag gave him his best attention.

Bertie Vernom was playing the
Bounder's part. But he had po inten.
tion of pinﬁmg it in the style of the
Bounder. His tastes were not the same
as Smithy's :

After about ten minutes & note was
passec tlong to him. In Mossoo's class,
notes might be passed along almost
under the master's nose—23ilossoo Tever
noticed any infraction of discipline 1f he
could help it.

Vernon stared at the note as it was
dropped on his desk, It was wriiten in
Skinner's hand, and van:

“Lost your nerve 1"

For a moment he did not understand,
He Jooked round, and met Harold
Skinner's mocking grin.

Then he understood! Smathy was
expected to rag, and Skinner wanted to
kpwow whether Smithy had lost his
nerve! Vernon laughed,

Hoe soribbled an answer on the back of
the note, and it was passed along to
Skinner, who had the pleasure of
reading ;

“gilly asal”?

A few minutes later Billy Bunter
dropped a book, and, in picking it up,
l:'.'l:l:llfl‘l‘-:ﬂﬂ to get near enough to whisper
te Smithy's double:

“*Beast 1" hissed Bunter,

Vernon started,

“¥ou fat ass, what's the matter with
voul"” he asked.

“Cad 1”

“You blithering owl—"

“You landed me in this, you swab 1"
hissed Bunter. “I hope that cousin of
-ofras will lick you!l You ain’t so much
ike him_as you make outl You're
nglier ! Yah ™

After which deadly insult, Bunter
rolled back to his place, leaving Vernon
grinning.

Bang

It was Bolsover major's desk-lid 1 As
Smithy was not beginning, Bolsover
thought he would give him a little
encouragement | That was how he did
itl That terrific bang rang through
Class-rommn No. 10 like a shot ! AMonsieur
Charpentier jumped like a kangaroo,

“Mon Dien! Vat i3 zat?™ he
exelaimed. “Who go to do zat? Is
zaf vou, Skimmair 1

“{h, no, sir 1™

“Is zat you, Vibley i™

“0Oh, no, sir!"

“Ta zat yvou, Smeet?™

“No, =ir1?

“1 demand to know squealed
Maonsienr Charpentier. After an hour of
that detention class Mozsoo was petting
exeited arxl ivrvitable T vill not have
zia class torn into ane garden of =zo
heart Ze noise is tos much, also he i
too often] Bmeer, I demand ane nora
time if ven <o ziz zing IV

Bertin Yernon coloured wpncomfort-
ably. Tle dishiked extremely answering
to the npame of Smith, bur he had
fanded himscelf in that. All the fellows
were grinning as Massoo  picked on
him. That mwember of the detention
class had done nothing, but Smithy'a
reputation was well known, Mossoo
snspocted that member of the class as
a matler of course,

“It was not I, sir,” =a1d Vernon,

“Zen do not do him again, S&meett
[ demand zat you do not do him vun
more bime " enapped Monsieur Char-

penticr, evidently sceptical of that
denial. * ¥You are one verree bad boy,
Bmect] Keep ze ovder viz vou.”

Bertie Vernon =at with fushed
cheeks, mhahi{edregretﬂng that he
had ‘acceded to Wing's request

He had intended to keep perfect
order—a rare thing in extra French,
He was not going to act like the rowidy

ounder iz a single respect, But the
reputation of the fellow whose pince
he had taken was rather too strong for
him. He had to have, so to speak, tha

ame as well as the name. If other
ellows ragged he was going to get the
benefit of 1t.

However, there was peace for a
while. But behind the spectacles of
William George Bunter there was a
vengeiul gleam,

DBunter knew what he was going to
do. In the firm belief that this was
Smithy, who was the cause of extra
French for him, the fat Owl was going
to make Smithy sit up for his sins
And if there was a row, who but the
hardened ragger of the Remove would
get the butt-end of the trouble?

As soon as Moasoo’s back was turned
—Mossoo was alwayes mislaying sone-
thing and having to leok for —ile
vengeful fat Owl weighed in.

A pellet composed of blotting-paper

kneaded uﬁain ink landed on the jut-
tnig] nosa that was Smithy's over again,
op |

Vernon jumped,

Ink spattered his face, and the inky
peilet dropped on his waistcoar. lle
gave a startled, angry exclamation,

“Who did that? Who——" Hae ro=e
in his place, staring round.

“Smeet ¥ Monsieur Charpenticr
spun round at him, with almost a raur.
“¥ill you be quiet, zen? Vill vou =i
down viz vourself and make not ze
noiza? Mon Diexl Vat iz zat on ze
figure? You make a game viz ink,
isn't T You werree bad bary, tres
Mauvals gareon, you &are e veries
baddest boy in 21z clazs, or in any
ozzor clasa]l Woila, done I

Rap |

Vernon gave a howl as Mosson's

ainter rapped sharply on his knvelles

I Elava the French master o glave
worthy of the Bounder at his best—or
his worst |

“1 did nothing I he reared.

“&ilence, donel™

“1 toll you—" shouted Vernon.

“Alais, je. vous. dis, silencel You
speak vun more time, and I make you
to ga to ze headmaster !” hooted Mon-
sientt Charpentier,

Bervtie Vernon sat breathing rage.

e —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Dog With A Bad Name !
HS MITIIY'S woking up!”

ITILET -
anved Skinner,
He wasl
i IL was not Smithy, but Le was
waking up!

If anyone had doubted that that
member of the detention cluss was
Smithy, he could not have doubied it
naow. The sullen, sulky resentinend in
the face was Bmithy all ever.

The truth was that Vernon's temper
was litle beiter than Vernon-Sminh's,

though E:Glmrallf.' much better  con-
irolled. Now that he was angry and
irritated the Bounder’s double was

more than ever the Bounder’s double.
Skinner’s whisper was caused by a
copy of the ™ Henriade " whizzing across
the class-room. Mansienr Charpentier
wasa looking tn his desk for some paper
he wanted—and of which, of course, he
had forpotten the Freuisu whereabouts.
The “Henriade ' landed on Mossoo's
coat-tails, and Mossoo bhounded alnmost
clear of the floor in his astonishment.



He spun round at his class,. He
glared at the book on the fHoor, and
then he glared at the class.

“Who zrow a book " he squezled.

Only & .general grin answered that
guestion. Kvery fﬂﬁ.ﬂw knew who had
thrown the book, but nobody was likely
to inform Mosaoo.

“Allons! I demand to know who
zrow 8 book 1" shricked Monsieur Char-
pentier. “3meet, 18 it zet you zrow &
book ¥

It was a natural suspicion. Most
fellows ragged, more or less, in exira
French, but the Bounder af Greyfriars
wag the only fellow who had the
tenerity to buzz a book at a master,
evenn & French master—at least, until
nis cousin had come to the school. It
was Smnithy or nobody |

“He, he, he!" gurgled Billy Bunter.
The beast was for it now!

“Bmeet! Vil you answer
vourzelf T

No answer,

A black and sullen stare was all that
Monsieur Charpentier got from the
Bounder’s double.

Breathing wrath, the French master
picked up the book and looked at the
name on the fly-leaf. To his surprise,
the name weas not H. Vernon-SBmith;

vi%

it was R. D. Ogilvy.

“Mon Dien! Zen it iz you zab zrow
n book, you Ogilvee!” exclaimed
Mossoo.

“0Oh, no, sir!” answered Ogilvy
promptly.

“ Ze pamo iz in ze livre—ze book 1*

“Same fellow took it off my desk,
ST,

“Maizs je comprendsl”  DMossoo
realised that the ragger would not
Lurl & book with his own name 1in 1t
“Smeet, you take a book from
Ogilvea 1" -

“JI don't see why you should pick ¢n
me, sirl” angwered Bertie Vernon in
quite the cheeky manner of the
Bounder. :

“T zink zat I know he 13 you zat
zrow & book! You are one verree
boy, Smeet! I excuse you for zat you
come late to ze class, and zen you make
one riot| You zrow & book ! J'en suis
sur, mais bien surl I keep vun eye on
you after zis, Smeet | cat{:h oL,
and you are beaten viz a cane.

Vernon shrugged his shoulders.

Mossoo's eves gleamed at him, but
he let it go at that. He had not seen
the hurler of the book, and moral cer-
tainty was not proof. PBut, as he had
said, he kep$ an aye on “ Smeet ¥ after
that.

Bang ! -

A desk lid elammed a few minutea
later.

“Bmeat 1 shrieked Monsieur Char--

pentier. *Zis time I see you. Viz my
own eya I see vou, Smeet|”

“Quite an accidemt, sirl” drawled
Vernon.

“J1 believe it not | Stand out, Smcot !
Monsieur grabbed the seldom-used

cane from his desk snd bgre down on

Eilr!ithﬁ"u double. “Hold you out =e
hand !¥ Mossoo caned on the palm,

inatead of making a fellow bend over.
“You hear mo? Hold you out ze
hand !

Vernon set hia lips. By this time he
was a8 angry, sullen, and aggressive as
the genuine Bounder could have been.
All his good intentions had been flung
to the winds. Blowly he held out his
bhaud for the ent.

Mossoo swished the cane. IHe was
fearfully exasperated, and he put great
force inta that swish. A weak man
purting his foot down is always liable
1o err on the side of eoverity. There
was po doubt that that cut would have
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hurt severely had it landed on the out
spread palm.

But 1t did not.
jerked back in time.

The next moment there was a feariul
yell in the class-room. The desc_:anding
cane, meeting with no resistance,
whacked on Mossoo’s own knee with a
crack like a pistol shot.

“ Wooooooooh !" roared Mossoo.

He dropped the cane, yelling with
anguish. 'There was a howl of merri-
i:mnt ;]‘Emm the I_dﬂtentinn class as he
0 on one leg.

'?f-leu. ha, ha t"’ .

But that rear of laughter died sud-
denly. The class-room deor opened,
and 8 terrifving visage looked in.

Mr. Quelch had made it a point to
glance inte Class-room No. 10 that
afterncon during the detention class to
make sure that Bunter and Vernon-
Sniith were there. He glanced in at an
unfortutiate moment for Bmithy's
double.

At a glance the Remove master saw
what had happened. He strode in with
a brow of thunder,

“Vernon-Bmith !” It was the first
time that Mr. Quelch had made a ms-
take in dealing with the doubles. DBut
he eould, of courzo, have no doubt
now—finding Vernon in Vernon-Bmith's
place in extra French, and engaged in
a veckless rag on the IFrench master,
“Vornon-8mith, how dare you [

Bertie Vernon breathed hard.  He
was for it now !

“Ow!”  wailed Mossoo. “Wowl
Helas! I am damage! Le genou he is
vorree painfull I have & verree large

ain in ze genou ! Emenr,l, Fou Verree

ad boy—== Mon Dieu How zat
genou he suffair ™ J

“1 am sorry, Monsieur Charpentier,
that this boy of my Form should give
vou so much trouble;” said the Remove
master, “Pray allow me to deal with
him. May I borrow your cane? Thank

&

That palm was

Otl.

Mr. Quelch gripped the cana.
*Vernon-8mith, bend over
desk 1

In silence Bertie Vernom bent over
the desk. He had not foraseen any-
thing like this when he had taken the
Bounder's place. It was SBmithy’s bad
reputation that had landed him in it—
he had taken the place of a dog with &
bad name !

Swish, swish, swish!

Quelch laid it on. He put plenty of
beof Iintﬂ those swishes. They fairly
ran

B?‘:ﬂ::[c had te shut his teeth hard to
keep back a yell. But even in that he
was like the Buunder—huhwmﬂd nat,
the

that

make & sound wunder severest
infliction. )

Swish, swish, swish!

It was a full six, and every one of
them a swipel :

Bortie Vernon's face was quite pale
when Queolch had finished,

Mr. Queleh loid down the cane.

Vornon almost tottered to lhis ploce.
Ha sat with pale face and compressed
lips. Elis eves were burning.

“Monsieny Charpenticr, pray inforin
me if you have any further trouble with
this boy of my Form!” said Mr.
Quelch quietly. “If there iz any
further insubordination on his part,
will take him to Dr. Locke to be dealt

with " _ . .
“Mais oui, monsicur!” mumbled
Monsienr Charpentier, carcssing s

painful knee,
Mr. Quelch left the elass-room.
Thera was no more trouble in exira
TFrench, Bertie Vernon lhad  had
cnough, if not a little too muelh; and
the warning had been euough for the

i

others, Extra French went on quietly
and dismally to its welcolae end.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Where Is Vernon ¢

114 HARTON 1™
“0Oh, my hat]
apain i

“ Blow Lodor '™

The Remove boat was a pood distance
past Popper's Island when that call
came from the towpath.

The TFamous Five all looked ronnd—
at Loder of the Bixth. Loder was
riding & bike—which was not perinitted
on the towpath. No doubt he was in
& hurry.

He jumped down, amd waved his
hand to the juniors in the boat, TUp-
willingly, they pulled in to the shore
Loder was & Saxth Form prefect, and
as such had to be regarvded.

Loder stood with one hand on his
machine seanning the boat as it pulled
m. He zeemed to be searching it with
hiz eyves, as if to ascertain that there
was no one on board with the Famous
Five.

That was easy enough to, ascertain;
though what was in Gerald Loder’s
mind tho jumiors could not guess.

“What do_you want, Loder?” asked
Harry, standin u{:: and holding on to
& bush on the bank.

“Where 1s Vernon " rapped Loder.

"Who 1"

“"The new kid—Vernon ™

“How the dickens should I know?i”
asked Harey, in astonishment. “He
was in the study, I believe, when we
came out; I haven’t seen him since,”

“I want the truth from gou,
Wharton [ said Loder, in bis most
disagreesble tone.

he captain of the Remove checked
the reply that rose to his lips. Remove
juniors could mot tell Bixth Form
prefects what they thought of theml

“You'll get nothing else, Loder,” he
said gquietly. .

“Vernon was in vour boat.”

“He certainly was not 1Y

“He was seen to enter yonr hoat”

“MNobody here saw him, then "

Loder

Loder glared at the five. They
understood that there was o mistake
—szomecbody had  seen  Vernon-8mith

entor that boat. HBuat they were not
oftig  to mention that te Loder.
gmith_‘.‘ had been left on a spot that
was strictly out of bounds, so the less
suid about Smilhy, the better.

“I want to knew where you left him,”
said Loder, breathing havd, *He was
scen to enter that boat. Prico of the
Fifth saw him”

“ Price must haove wonderful evesight
to see what never happened [ reinarked
Bob Chevry.  “1riceless, in fact1”

“Where did you leave himf”
demanded Loder. .

“In myv study  at  CGrevfriars|?
answered Harry., “That's the last I've
seen of him, Blay be there vet, for all
I know.™

“He was in that baat ! roared
Loder. “When I asked you at tho
raft, you said yvou hadn’t sccn him,
kpow whe now. You'tl fived it up to
pick him up favilher up the river, and
you did " , :

"1f we wanted Verowon in the boat,
aund  be wanted o conie. hee  wauld
have stepped in at the raft ! said
Wharton.  *Why the dickens o you
fauey wo should muke a scerer of wd
He could eome with us if e liked ™

“Yes, if he was going anvwhere he
dared let his. Formemaster hear of I
said Loder, with a smeer. "B he
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hasn’t covered up his tracks like thia
for nothing. I waut to know where
vou: left him ™

“In the study.”

Loder eet his lips. Price of the
Fifth, vonoticed by the juniors, had
evidently seem Vernon-Smth step mnfo
the boat, of spotted him as it pulled
on. Loder had got that from Price.

Price, probably, did not know which
of the doubles he had seen. PBut Loder
did—or thought he did! He knew
that Herbert Vernon-Smith was 1n
extra French that afterncon, 8o if a
follow exactly like Vernon-Smith had
been seen on the river, it was Bertie
Vernon |

Loder ecanned Wharton’s face and
the other faces in the boak

“Ave yvou telling the truth?® he
snapped at last. * Do you mean to eay
that Price was mistakent”

“He certainly was if he thought he
saw the new kid in this at [
answercd the captair of the Remave,

“Well, I can't make that outt”
runted Loder. “There's only one
ellow at Greyviriars like him to look
at—his cousin in his Form, It couldn’t
lmvei been Vernon-Smith that Price
BAW 1h

Harry Wharton & Co. made no
rejoinder to that. Loder was getting
on dangerous ground | )

“That youn rascal’s  in extra
French, ” aj&ed in;:lar—-"?[ know that I"
The Famous Five could not hel
wondering how Loder knew that—as 1t

certainly was not the case.
“PThere’'s no doubt about that!”
growled Loder. “I can’t tell one of the
young e¢ads from the nﬂ:.te-r;. but I saw
Vernon-8mith going m to extra
Frenclh, so that seitles that 1™
“Vou saw him ¥ ejaculsted Wharton.

“I saw lim—I made sure about
that! The young sweep went in late
but he went—he's with Mossoo now ¥

“Oh 1™

The TFamous Five wondered, rather
dizzily, how Loder could have seen
Vernon-Smith going in to extra French
when they had landed him on Popper's
¥sland, and knew that he was there
now | :

“I've got to kiow where Vernon is*
went on Loder. *'I know exactly how
he's likely to be occupied on a half-
holiday out of sight. know what he
was up to when I caught him at
Lantham, last week and took him for
Vernon-8mith! He was coming out of
a tobacconist’s then 1"

“Vernon's exlz..:.‘lp?ined that, Loder”
said Harry. “We know the place—
it's a swectstuff shop as well as a
tobacconist's. He went in there for
chocalates. There's two divisions in
the shop, and—-"

“You can pack all that up I” snapped
Loder. "I'm not exactly a fooll
Wingate saw a fellow at the Three
Fishers that he toock for Vernon-
Smith, and the young sweep nearly got
landed for it, but it caome out that he
was somewhere else, Bo 1 know who
was at the Three Fishers.”

They

The Famous Five were silent,
knew that it had been SBmithy at the
Three Fishers on that occasion, though
they had not known at the time,

"Now he disappears on a hall-
holidey 1" said Loder. “Well, I want
to know where he is, and what he's up

to, I've got my duty to do as a
prefect.”
“Does vour shin atill hurt, Loder?”

asked Bob Cherry demurely.

Loder gave him a glare. His duty
as & prefect was chiefly founded on
that hack on his shin, as &ll the
Famous Five were aware,
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“"Look here, Loder,” said Harry
Wharton, " Vernon's not that kind of
chap at all! He's been at the school
only a few days, but he’2 in my study;
and I know a decent chap when I see
ong, VYernonr 1sn't at all the fellow to
play the goat!”

“Not in the 1east.” said Frank
Nugent, with a nod. “Not s spot of
that sort of thing about him, Loder|"

“When I want advice from fags, T'll
ask for it!” smarled Loder. "“'What 1
want to know now 18 where did you
leave that young sweep Vernon "

“In my study at the school,” anzwered
Harry coolly.

“"You lying young raseal!” roared
Lader, his temper breaking out. “You
know where be is, and yow're keepi
it dark, bevause you know that he’s
out of bounds. You lznded him some-
where to help him cover up his tracks "

“We never landed him at all 1”

“He's not in the boat now I*

“He hasn't been in the boat!”

A wvoice floated over the water from
a boat commning down on the current.

“(Greyiriars cads—hickin’ up a row
as ususl I

The Famous Five hnew that voice—
the drawling voice of Cecil Ponsonby,
of the Fourth Form at Higheliffe
Schaol,

They glanced round. A handsome
boat—expensive, like all the possessions
of the dandy of Higheliffe—was passin

uite close to them. Gadsby an

onson were pulling lazily, Ponsonby
reclining elegantly in the stern. He
gave the Greyfriars fellows a super-
ﬁ]']mm smile as their eyes turned on

1.

Gadsby and Monson glnnced round
at the Remove boat as Pon spoke,

“What a crew!”

“What a erowd |”

Those two polite remarks
201035, .

Johnny Bull lifted his oar and landed
it on the surface of the Sark with a
terrific whack |

Splash |

Quite a waterspout flew up!

Three yoalls blended into one from the
Highcliffe boat, as Pon & Co. were
splazhed right and left.

Supercilions loftiness vanished from
their faces on the spot! They glared
and yelled.

“Have another?” demanded Johnny,
with a glare rather like that of a war-
like bulldog. *You've only got to be
checky agam, vou Higheliffe cads 17

“Bplash the ecad back!™ panted
Gadzby.

“0Oh, get on! snapped Ponsonhy.
The dandy of Highelifie did not want
to enter into a splazhing contest. “ Keep
clear of that crew ™ !

And tha Hirholiffe boat pulled on.

floated

Johnny put the oay to the bank, and
usé!md oft. IHe had had enough of
Goelr.

“Look herg——" hooted Loder.

Unheeding further, the Famous Tive
pulled out from the bank and eontinued
on their way up the river. Prefect or
not, they were fed up with Loder.

The bully of the 3ixth glaved after
them as they went—but he was feeling
g little uncertain nosw.

If Bertie¢ Vernon had been picked up
by that boat, and they were making a
secret of it, Loder conld draw his own
conclusions. But if Price of the Fifth
had made a mistake he was on a false
scent. And perhaps, at the bottom of
hiz heart, Loder realised that it was
that bruise on his shin that made him
feel so certain that Bertie Vernon was a
bad hat like his consin in the Remove,

Angry and uncertain, he turned his
bike to wheel it away down the river

He had mounted that bike to.overtaks
the Remove boat, after getting that
?nt of information from Price of the

ifth. He had, it seemed, had his ride
for rmﬂil%g.

Harry Wharton & Co, pulled on, glad
to get away from Loder without further
Juestromng. ]

It was a fact that Bertie Vernon had
not been in the boat, as they had told
Loder. But it was also a fact that
Herbert Vernon-8mith had beén in it;
a fact they were anxious should not
come to lig

“Lucky the dear man never asked us
about Smithy |” grinned Bob Cherry,

*“The lucklulness is torrifio,”

“Blessed if T meke him out!” said

Harry Wharton. *He seems to fancy
that he saw Bmithy go into extra
French—and we ljuﬂ;r well know that
Smithy dido't] I hope he won't pinch
Bmithy in after Bmithy's
cousin.
. . Yhat Highclife crew are going te
join up with Bmithy on Popper's Island,
now Emw'led Johnny Bull. “Berve
him right if Loder eops him I

“True, O king I'" said Bob. “ But we
don't want old Bmtﬂ:£ copped all the
samne, He's got enough coming to him
without being cop out an bounds
over and shove. If Loder’s so jolly
keen to m]?_ & man playing the goat, he
can cop himself some time when he
drops in ot the Cross Eeys for
cigarettes ¥

“Ha, ha, hal”

And the Co. chuckled as they pulled
on.

rooting

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Loder In Luck ]

i H dgsu:l 1" ajaculated Loder
suddenly.
He was sfill at a distance
from Popper's Island, wheel-
ing his bike down the towpath on his
way back te school. But he was near
enough to see the Highcliffe boat pull
in to the landing place fecing the
P:ﬂmr Court shore. )
der was not interested in the High-
giiﬂ‘e crew. DBut he was very keenly
interested in the figure that stood there,
meeting them as they landed.
. There was a fellow slready on the
istand. It was either Vernon-Smith or
his eousin Vernon.

Loder had seen Vernon-Smith going
into Classsrooin No. 10—or had, at least
no doubt that he had! So the fellow on
the istand was the [ellow he wanted—
Bertite Vernon !

He came to a halt, his eyes fixed
staringly, gloatingly, on that fallow |
Ha had caught the young rascal at last,
His suspicions were well founded, That
young rascal wasz of the same kidney as
his cousin in the Remove—Loder hacl
been as good as sure of it, and now he
had proof. '

He was out of bounds. He was tres-
Ilassmgi on Sir Hilton Popper’s island.
Both these offences were serious. But
these were not all. It was not merely
to ramble on an island in the river that
Bearile Vernon was there—with such a
crew as those Higheliffe sweeps! Loder
could guess pretty accurately why tho
black sheep of iwo schools had met at
that remota spot.

Loder wheeled his bike on down the
towpath his eyes on the island.

Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson had
landed and joined the Greyfriars
junior; the four of them pulled the
Highcliffe boat out of sight among the
thick eclustering willows, Then they
disappeared autong the frees on the
:'s!aucE



As Mossoo swished with his cane, Vernon jerked back his hand.
on the French master’s own knee, with a crack like a pistol shot.

They were out of sight before Loder,
reaching the spot on the bank opposite
the 1sland, came to a halt again.

Leaning his bike against a tree at the
back of the towpath, the prefect stood
srtaring across at Popper's Island—sce-
ing nothing but willows, and the trees
behind. T%lul'u was no sign or sound to
indicate that anvone was there--the
yvoung rascals were keeping carefully in
cover. Had not Loder spotted them as
he caime down the towpath, hs would
never have guoessed that they were
there. But he knew now.

He looked up end dewn the river,
But there was no boat in sight by which
e could have obtained a Lift across to
the izsland. It was likely enough how-
ever that a Creyiriars boat would
appear on the Sark, on a hali-holiday,
as fur up as Popper's Island—or that
some other boat might come along.

Loder walted.

All he wanted was a lift across, The
Crevirtars junior there evidentily had
landed from Wharton's beat, and in-
tended to leave in the Higheliffe eraft,
Loder could do the smne—with hiz hand
on the voung vaseal's collar ! He leaned
odt @ free by the towpath, and kept hos
eves on the river,

[t was about o quarter of an haor
larer ihat lie sighted a Grevfriars boat
polling up the river, Three Fifth Form

men were in il—Coker, Potver, and
Lrreene,
Motter and Greene wore  rowing.

Cloker was felling them how {o do !

Loder wavad his hand to them.

PRl in beee, vou  fellowz ' he
ealled : nat very loadly, for he did nee
wint s voiee o reach the yvoung
rasrals on 1he sland, and Pl i on
{hear groard,

Coker siaved ronnd at hin.

“What does (hat Sixth Form oa=s
want 7 e gprovled. “We've gl no
Pitee 1o wasie on Sixth Form Diieanls !
We =han't oet to Courtfield il to-

EVERY SATURDAY

on one leg.

morrow as it is, the way you fcllows
pull ! Keop her steady ™

Potter and Greene, however, were not
so regardless of a Sixth Form proefeet
az waas Horace Coker.

Talking no heed of that great man,
they swerved in to the bank,

"1 sz2id keep her steadyv ! hooted
Coker. “DMy hat! Is that how you
fellows row! Trying to dig up the
bank, or what #¥

“ive me a lift across to the island,
will vou?” called out Loder.

“ Liook here—"" began Coker.

"Ves, f you like!™ said Greene.
“Jump in!"

“ Look heve, Greene—"

“Here you are, Loder ™
holding on 1o a bush.

“Look here, Potter—""

Loder stepped in.

“This bappenz to be wmy boat.
Loder ' snorted Coker of the Fifih., “1
haveu't come ont this afternoon picking
Ly paszenpers !

“Don't be a fool 1" said Loder. *DPull
acros3, yvou chaps ™

Horace Coker stared at him,

“Dnd you say doen't be a foul?™ he
asked, breathing havd.

“Yes: shut op ™

“You checky ass * honted Coker.

“ L osaid shut up! Any move lip, and
T'H]nr-:it:r you back Lo schoul ! snapped
Lislee,

Colier of the Fifth gazed st him. He
was slrongly h}mEfn to dip Loder's
head in the Sark! Tortunately, he
vesisted that temptation, He satb breath-
i nchignation,  while DPoller  and
E:I'I"[‘!Il" ]|1|]]I."{i ACT0ss ‘lﬂ T‘ﬂ{}li“riﬁ '[Hlﬂlll:,l.
Reaclung the bank, Loder jumped out
of ithe boat.

Then the Fifth Form boat pulled on
up the viver—Coker so breathless wirh
inedignation that for a live
minetes he forgot to tell Polter and
Greene how to row,

Loder, landed on the sland, stood

saul Cotter,

The descending cane, meeting

S

o

with no resistance, whacked

“* Woooooooooh ! roared Mossoo, as he hopped

looking around him.  The isdand was
thickly wooded; a lig onli-tree in the
centre, Lopping the smaller growths
There was a path throngh the thickets,
winding towards the hig 1eee in the
centre of the wsland., Taoder Lad Leen
there before, and koew his way about
He had no donbt thal tho young raseals
were wnder the shady branelws of (hat
vig ouk, sereened there from view Tram
either bank.

Quictly, Loder trod np that path. He
had his bird now fairly in the net
There was no escape for Bertie Vernon !
But he gave wo warning of his
approsch.  The voung raseal was not
going to have a chanve of dodging,

In a few minutes, Loder stopping
softly, reached the end of the path in a
glade in the middie of the e islumel

A prim smile catne over his fuce at

what he saw there,
. Four juniors were seated on logs or
in the grass, round another log tlai
served the purpose of & card-table.
Fivery one of them had a cigarette in
Lis momth.

Herbert  Vernon-8mith, Ponsonby,
Gadshy, and Monson weve playing
banker, and go intent on their game,
and feeling so secure in that remote
spot, that they did nol look up when
Lioder appeared.

FFor a full minote Loder stood staring
at them grimly.

Had Bertic Vernon never come to
Cireyfriars he would have known at once
that the Remove fellow tlhiera was
Herbert Vernon-Smith, But now he did
not suppose for a moment that it was
Vernon-2mith.

Vernon-Smith—to  Loder's  certain
knowledge—was in Class.-roomn Neo. 10
al the school, suffering under extra
French with Mansieur Eﬁtm'm‘n’r[rr. So
this fellow, who looked so exacily like
hiu. waz, of course, his cousin, Bertie

(Confinned on page 16.)
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: — . him back to the school.

THE MAGNET

Thae Bounder’s thoughts raced as
L}G?ﬂﬁr came towards him across the
glade,

There was no chance if Loder took
1 He would then
be identified beyond doubt.

But if he escaped Loder and
to the school alope, Loder woul

ot back
be left

3‘ ¥ in hiz mistake,

0 impossible,

{Continued from page 13.)

Vernon—the fellow who lLiad hacked
l.oder’s shin at Lantham !

Loder had got his man 1

He stepped out inta the glade at last,
Then at length the young raseals saw
lim, and there was a general jump.

The Bounder's cigarette dropped into
the grass as he leaped to his gac:t. His
cves blazed at Loder,

“Oh gad!” murmured Pon, at the
~ight of a Greyfriars prefect. Gadsby
and Monson stared.

Greyfriars prefects had no terrors for
the Higheliffians, But it was a different
matter with the black sheep of Grey-
friars!  Herbert Vernon-Smith was
fairly caught.

Ho had expected trouble for cutting
extra French, That was not to ba
avoided, and he faced the prospect with
reckless hardihood, But he had not
looked for this| Caught out of bounds
hy a prefect, smoking and gambling
with a disreputable set from another
school—3mithy knew what that meant I
Utter dismay mingled with rage in his
face.

Iiiéa eyes burned at Loder.

“ 8o I've got you, you young sweep ™
said Loder pleasantly.

The Bounder did not speak. He only

glared.
" You won't hack my shin this time,”
=aid Loder. “I'll take care of that!

You won't spin & yarn about getting
chocolates at a bm:c{r shop! I've got
vou fair and square, ¥Yernon, you young
sweep, and you're coming back ta Grey-
friars with me now 1"

m—— ey

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Stranded !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
canght his breath.

His heart gave a jump,

For one moment of ntter dis-
may he had seen himself caught, pinned
down, marched in to his headmaster to
be sacked. He was absolutely cornered
—ocaught in the very act. Dodging was
useless; whether Loder took him back
to Greyiriars or not mattered nothing—
Loder had only to report what he had
Seen.

Again and again had the Bounder
run such rechless risks, trusting to his
Iuck—&rfﬂ this time his uck had let him
down with a e¢rash!

But Loder's words gave him a fash of
hope,

or some reason, utterly incompre-
hengible to Bmithy, Loder took him for
his Cousin Vernon. Tha hikeness alone
did not aceount for il. On his looks he
might have been one or the other, but
Loder spoke with absolute certainty,

He had some reason—unknown to
Smithy—for believing that Vernon was
on Popper's Island—not Smithy |

What that reason was Smithy neither
knew nor cared. He saw in it a chance
of escape,
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After that it would be difficult, if not
to prove which of the
doubles had been spotted gambling with
Pon & Co. ;

It was a sporting chance, at least.
That resemblance to Bertie Vernon had
been nothing but an angry irritation to
Smithy so far. Now it locked like
coming in useful.

Loder dropped a8 hand on his
shoulder. He was making sure of his
man—and making sure that he did not
get another hack like that at Lantham
& week ago. )

The Bounder did not resist. He was
watching for an opportunity. For the
moment meek submission was his game.
Already & scheme was working 1 his
mind. Smithy was rapid on the uptake.

" Come along " smiled Loder. “I'va
got you, my beauty! I don’t know
whether the Head will sack a man
that's been only a few days in the
schurfl, but I fanoy the chances are that
w&}' ¥

Pon & Co. blinked at Loder, They
knew nothing of Bertie Vernon, and
Loder’s word: had ne meaning to their
CATS.

“¥ou needn'’t stick your knuckles in
my neck, er,” sald the Bounder
coolly. “I'm coming. Neo good hacking

our shins this time—I can’t cut on an
island, yon know! This isn't Lantham
High Street.”

With e¢ool presence of mind Bmithy
was playing up to Loder’s mistake,

“Quite [” grinned Loeder. *“But I'l]
take care of you, all the same, Vernon.
If vou, young Higheliffe cads want to
get off this island you'd better come in
the boat, I'm teking it.”

“It's our boat,” grunted Monson,

“T'in taking it all the same,” said

Loder. “You can please yourselves
ahout rowing it across—or staying
here.”

“I don't see letting you use our
boat !" said Ponsenby defiantly,

“Don't youl” szaid Loder. *Well,
stop me if you can{”

Pon & Co. were not prepared to make
the attempt to stop a big Sixth Form
man from taking the boat, Loder was
going to take it, and he did not care

very much whether he koocked the
three spinning first.

The Bounder broke in.

“Come on, you fsllows!" he said.
“I'm copped. The best thing I can do
15 to go quietly.”

“That's sense,” agreed Loder.

“Quictly or not, you're coming; and
vou start the hacking game again, my
beauty, and I'll give you the hiding of
your life before I chuck you into the
boat.™

“¥You'll only make things worse for
me, you fellows, if you make & fuss™
said Vernon-Smith. * Come on ™

“Oh, all right 1” grunted Pon,

“¥You fellows get the boat out of the
willows,” said the Bounder. “I've got
io face it now, and the sooner i1t's
throngh the better |

Fon & Co. nodded, and went down
the path through the thickets to the
landing-place.

Loder followed them, with his grip on
the Bounder's collar.

The three Highelillians sullenly sorted
the boat out of the willows, As it was

ulled to the landing-place they got
imte  it, and Loder, releasing the
Bounder's eollar, grasped it by the gun-

wale, He did not mean to give Pon &

. & chance of pushing off without
him and hia prisouer.

“Get in, Vernon!"” he snapped.

“Yes, Loder!” said the DBounder
meekly.

He stepped towards the boat as if
with the intention of stepping in. His
manner up to that moment was so sub-
misgive—like that of a fellow who,
having been fairly canght, Enew that he
had ne chance—that Loder was quite
taken in. But at that moment the
Bounder acted suddenly, unexpectedly,
and efficiently.

Instead of stepping into the boat he
turned, and with the swiftness of a
lightning flash charged at Loder,

Crash |

That sydden charge sent Loder of the
Sixth spinning. EHe lost his grasp on
the boat's gunwale, stumbled over, and
fell on his elbow in the grass,

Before he had quite touched the

round the Bounder was leaping into
the boat.

He crashed into it, the impetus of hia
Lalnp sending it spinning away from the

are.

Bmithy sprawled headlong among the
legz of the startled an atumgling
iphelifians,

e boat rocked half-way across to
the bank of the river,

“QOh gad!” gasped Ponsonby, as he
atqp#}m and hiemth et
t ot UTA P owle

Gadsh

1Haaglasa of the f-f‘iutterin High-
cliffians, Vernon-8mith scrambled up.
He gmaped at an oar, staring back at
the tsland,

Loder had leaped to hia feet. He was
shouting with fury from the island.

“8Btop! Come back! Vernon, you
{ﬂung scoundrel, come back st ancel
¥hat good do Euu think this will do
you, you fool? Come back, I tell you 1™

The Bounder lsughed breathlessly.
He grabbed another oar and started to
row. While Pon & Co. still nﬂluttared
and stumbled the Bounder pulled, and
the beat glided farther from the island.
Between the current and the Bounder's
desperate pull it went down the river,
slanting across #o the bank.

Loder, left on the island, fairly raved.

Hea brandished his fist, roared, yelled,
and threatened.

The Bounder, as he pulled, looked
back at him and grinned. Loder,
stronded on Popper's Islend, was left
almost dancing with rage,

In a few minutes the thickets on the
1sland hid him from sight.

The Bounder laughﬂdg as he pullad on
io the bank lower down the river.

gad!” stuttered Ponsonby.
“¥ou mad ass, Smithy| What good
do you think this will do you? You've
made that man Loder as mad as a
hatter | He will make it all the worze
for you with your bealk !”

“Will he 7" grinned the Bounder.

" Well, won's hel"

“ Not gquite 1" Bmithy chuckled., “I'm
not p]avmdg the fool for nothing! No
fear | Dido’t you hear that fool call
me¢ Vernoni Vernon's s relation of
mine who's just come to the school—
he's a bit like me, and that fool Loder
has taken me for him! See now”

“Oh gad ! He must be & lot like you,
I should think, if & man of your own
school could take wou for him.”

“He thinks I'm WVernon, anyhowl
Didn’t you hear him? Vernon hacked
his shin for him last week! He's pot
hia knife inte Vernon!l He'd rather
catch Vernon than me!” Smnithy
chuckled again. *“He wouldn't think
that I was Vernon any more if he
walked me into Greyfriars with Vernon
standling there! Got it now "



“Oh crumbs!” gasped Gadsby.
“Mean to say you're going to put this
on your relation?”

“No such luck!” sneered the

Bounder. *Onee I get clear, they can’t

prove which chap it was on the island
—and they can't sack twol XYoder
thinks it was Vernom—now |l Ha may
think differently later! But I don’t see
how they're going to prove which it
was—unless Vernon can prove . jolly
etrong slibil 1 don't suppose he can—
s new kid's most likely on his own, on
his first half-holiday at the school. It's
a chance, anyhow—owing to that fool
making such a mistake,”

Ponsonby whistled.

“Well, you're not the man to lose a
chance, for a cert!" he said. " Going
back now "

“Yeal” The Bounder pushed the
boat in, laid down the oars, and jumped
on the bank., “I'm going to be at the
nets when they -want me—harmless
oecupation for a hall-holiday.”

He cut across the towpath to take the
shortest cut through the woods back to
Greyfriars.

Ponsonby & Co. pushed off in the
boat and pulled up the river again,
A yell gmeted them as they ﬂij-ed past
Popper's Island, There stood Loder, of
the Eru_yfﬂ&rs Sixth, almost raving.

“Pull in1" he roared. *Do you hear
me? You young scoundrels, pull in and
take me off this island I 2

Pon & Co. were not likely to oblige
Loder! Had they been i;\é)med to
oblige him, they would hardly have
trusted themselves within reach of the
enraged prefect]l But they were not in
the least dJsEumd to oblige the prefect
who had broken up the cheery party on
the island! They laughed as they
pulled by, keeping a wide distance from
tha island

Loder roared and raved, and shook
an infuriated fist,

Pon & Co. locked back at him,
faughing, till the boat disappeared up
the river.

Gerald Loder was left stranded on
Popper's Island; in the worst temper
ever |

| —

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER,
Amazing News |

14 ALLQ, helle, hallo 1"
“Is that Loderi"
“Bmithy's game's up,

then ' =aid Harry Wharton,

It was a couple of hours later that
the Romove beat eame flown the river,
A waving, shouting hgure on Popper's

Island caught the eyes of the Famous

Five as they approached the channel

between the 1sland and the bank.

. Loder of the Sixth, by that time, was

in a state of fury te which no words

could possibly have done justice. For

two long, long hours he had been a

Cruszoe on Popper's Island.

During that {ime no boat had passed.
But he knew that Coler's boat, and the
Remove hoat, were up the river, and he
watched for their return. It was the
Remove boat that came in sight, and
'.!'Jnder waved and shouted and howled to
1t.

The Famous Five pulled in te the
landing place. Loder was glad enough
to see them, but his angry glare
expressed anything but gratitade,

“"Stranded there, Loder?” asked
Harry Wharton, puzzled. It was clear
that the bully of the Sixth was stranded,
hl;lt- the juuniors could not guess how or
why.

"Fﬂring that boat in, you young fool I
was Loder's reply; and as the boat
edged closer in, Loder jumped into it.
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8 ‘Lﬁnybndy else on the island 1" asked
ob.

“Nol You can take me down to the
boathousa. Get going ¥

“Quite a pleasure, Loder 1" said Bob
politely. nd the chuma o B MOV

litely. And the chu f the Re
pulled on down the river, puzzled, and
very curious to know what had
hafopaned on Popper’s Island.

der scowled af a8 they went.

“You told me wou bad not landed
young Vernon there !™ snarled Loder.

“We hadn't1”
“I caught him there, playing cards
and smoking with a gang from High-
cliffe 1" hooted Loder. “What do you
say now | L

‘You caught Vernon thereli”
exclaimed Harry Wharton blankly.

“Yes, I did, and the young scoundrel
barged me over and left me stranded,
He will pay for that, along with the
rest |” said Loder viciously, “ He's got
it coming, when 1 pget back to the
school,™ :

The Famous Five axchunimd lances,
The thought occurred to all of them at
once that Loder had mistaken SBmithy
for his doabls. ©n the other hand, it
was saveral hours since they had landed
Smithy there, and in that time he might
have dgnna and Vernon might have
arrived thare for all they knew. They
looked at one snother, and rowed on
in silenca,

"You knew
island 1" snappad Loder.

“We never knew that Vernon was on
the island—if he was " answered Harry
Wharton, “I've told you that I haven't
seen him siuce we came out this after-
noon. You can believe it or not, as
you choosze,”

“ Oh, shut up!” snapped Loder.

He eat scowling, while the juniors
pulled down to the school boathouse.
They were tiLad enough to be rid of
him when they bumped on the raft,
and Loder jumped uwp. He went off to
the school at onece with long strides—
evidently keen and eager to make his
belated report.

“Well, this iz B gol"” said Bob with
a whistle, as the Co. put away the
hoat. " He's copped somebody on that
island—but which

“@mithy I” said Johnny Bull.

"He thinks it was Vernon,” szaid
Bob, “But if the chap was playing
carde and smoking with that Highcliffe
crew, that sounds like Smithy ! T don't
believe Varnon i1s that sovt.”

“T'm sure he isn't1” said Nugent.
“No sign of it in the study, anvhow.”

“Then it must have been Smithy [

“Must have been !" said Harrv.

"1 suppose there's no doubt that it
really was Sonthy we landed there, and
not ihat dashed cousin of his!" said
Bahb

“Oh, my hat ™
H""I'm sure of that!” grunted Johnny

ull.

“Well, ves, s0 am Il Bat it’s jolly
queer | Loder said that he saw Simithy
going 1n to extra French—and he thinks
e copped Vernon| 'Nuff to make a
iellow's brain turn round, belween the
two of them.”

The Tamouz TFive left

that he was on the

the lLioat-

houss in a_ thoughtful and rather
warried mood. .
Billy Bunter met them in the guad,

hesmwinf_ml_lhmu a reproachful blink
1]:1'm3gl1 1is big spectacles.
“I"ve boen waiting for you fellows to

eome 1" he zaid. " I've waited tea

for yon 1**
“Standing us a rea, old fat man 7
grinned Bob. T i invilntion

Mwegmd with many thanks 1"
"Eh? Oh, nel You see. my postal
order never came, aflter all! You're
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standing me one—it comes to the sama

thin‘ﬁ reallyp®
“Not quite! Tan't you wait tea for
somabody elug

“Ob really, Cherry! I aay, you
fellows, Smithy's been raggi ke
bill thin sfternoon|” nm_ﬁ unter
with & fat chuckle. *“He Massoo
'lnlvlthha. Ibﬂ?dk in Elgss-room No. 10! Ha,
g, ha!

“Smithy didI” yelled the Famous

Five in charus.

“Yes. In extra French, you know. ™

“Bmithy. wasn't in extra French this
afterrioon, you fat ass | roared Bob.

“Eh? Ha jolly well was ¥ answered
Bunter * He came in late, and Mossoo
let him off for that; but Smithy wasn't
long in getting going1 He, he, ha!
:saf% Quelch came in and gave him =ix |”

he Famous Five gazed at Billy
Bunter. They had landed Bmithy on
Popper’s Island, while extra French
waz going on in Class-room No. 10!
Now Bunter stated that Quelch had
come In and given Smithy six, in extira
French. They gazed at tho fat Owl,
dumbfounded.

Bunter blinked at them in surprise,
I'EE could see nothing to be astonished
at.

“1 say, you fellows, you know
Smithy 1" he said. “ He always rags in
tite French elass! But he did go over
the limit thrs time! ITe, he, he 1" .

“He wasn’t in éxtra French, because
he couldn’s have been I* hooted Bob.

“1 don’t zee what you fellows know
about it, as you've out all the
afternoon. T was in extra French, and
saw him."

“¥You want some new spees, old fat
man ! Smithy was miles away |

“He, he, ha| Mauossoo didn’t think so
when Smithy got him on ihe coat tails

8

with Oggy's ‘Henriade' " giggled
Bunter,

" Smithy got Mossoo on the coat tails
with ﬂg%:as ‘ Henriade ' ' repeated
Harry Wharton, like a fellow in s
dream.

"“Yes, rather! And I say, he pulled
his hand away when Froggy was going
to cane him, and Froggy got it on his
own knee—he, he, ho | g’nu should have
seen him_dance! Like a hen on hot
bricks | He, he, he I” Bunier chortléd.
“That was why Quelch came in and
gava him six !”

“Is that fat chump dreaming, or
tiying to pull our leg, or what 1" asked
Bob Cherry. “Unless we've been
dreaming ourselves, Sinithy wasn’t

cwithin miles of extre French.”

“Eh? Lote of fellows saw him[?
said  Bunter. “There wore about
twenty in extra French this afternoon.
Ask Hazel. 1 eay, Hazel, wasn't
Smithy in exire French this after-
noon " ;

“Was he 1" exclaimed Bob, ax Hazel-
dene looked round.

“YWasn't he, rather?”" paid Hazel,
laughing. * Never =aw even Bmithy
carry on & rag ke that before, He
went right over the odds thie fnme.”

“ Bmithy did?” gasped Nugent.

“Yes. Queleh gave him six.”

“Ile gave Sunihy six 7"

“Yes. He barged in, just when
E-nlii,l]ljl' made Froggy cane his own
kuee.’ .

Bolsover major camo up.

“No end of larks in extva French
this afterncon, you fcllows," he said.
“You should ava seen Smithyl
Smithy was in tremendous form I

The Famous Five could only blink,
Smithy had been iv extra French; he
had ragged in ithe detention class, and
Quelch had come in {o deal with him.
Then who was tho fellow they had
landed on Popper's 1<land ?
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They went intg % « House in slmost
s dazed. state. in the doorwsy they
came oh Vernon-8mith He was in

T ‘bad apparently only
rogeiitly dome in from cricket, They
loaked at him, twice and thrice, hefore
they deoided that he was Smithy. He
gave them & nod and a grin.

“Bean at the netsa?” asked Harry.

“Yes. I've been pu}tmg in a lot of
[)unt_:m, while you fellows. have been
oafing about a river," answered the
Bounder. “Had a good timp1"”

“When did you get Popper’s
Island 1" asked Bob Cherry.

" E}hnh gimd | b :

“FPopper's, you ass!”

"]Iae that a joke?” asked Bmithy
L0 i

“You know it isn't. Are you going
to make out that we never gave you
a lift to Popper’s Island this after-
noon P demanded Bob hotly.

“ Ara you going to make out that yon
did " eneered t.ge Bounder. *If you
landed any fellow oni Popper’s Island,
voit'd better forget all about it.”

And the Bounder walked away before
any of the Famous Five could answer.
Tha; went up to the study, with their
brains rather in a whirl.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
All Serene For Smithy !

OM REDWING looked round as
Smithy came into Study No. 4.
Tea was ready in that study—
a dish of toast kesping warm in
the fender. N _

Tom had been waiting for Smithy—
not in a very happy mood, for he had
o doubt that there would be a row
when Smithy learned what had been
done for him.

The Bounder kicked the door shu
threw himself into the armchair, an
strefched out his legs, his hands deep
in the pockets of his flanmel bags.
}'hem waa & discontented scowl on his
age,

“I can't make 1t out !’ he grunted,

“You've been at cricketi” asked
Tom, with a glanooe at the Hannels.

“Yes: more than an hour."

“1 never knew you'd come in."

The Bounder grinned sourly.

“I hiked straight down to the nets
when I got back,” he answered, * Nice
harmless occupation, in oase a fellow
was suspected of anything else, But I
can't make out why I've not been called
up. Extra Fronch was over long ago,
and Mossoo must have reported that I
cut. Why hasn't Quelch weighed in1*

“Oh 1™ said Tom.
~ “It beats me! I passed Quelch com-
ing to the House, and he never even
looked st me,” said Vernon-S8mith,
“ Think Mossoo hasn't reported me for
being absent? He lets it slip some-
times, He hates rows. But I was abso.
lutely certain that Quelch would look
in abt Class-room No. 10 while the class
was on, You said you were sure that
ha would.”

1 was guite sure."

“Well, if he did, he knows I cut.
Why hasn’t he nailed me?'" snarled
the Bounder. “Is he playing cat-and-

mouse ! He knows I'm in gates. Hae
knows he's got me booked for a Head's
Rogging, if he chooses—and he will

jolly well choosa you can bank on that |
I've asked for it, haven't LT It might
even be the sack, if Quelch made a
point of it. What's he leaving it hnn;u
g over my head like this ?m*? It's
like Quelch to come down like & top of
brigks, but it's not like him to play
eat-and-mouse.”
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“He doesn't know you cut”™
“ How {’nu know, fathead?”
“Because Vernor took your place in
extra French, and Mossoo and every-
body else thought you were there.”

e Bounder sat bolt upright as if
ha had been electrified

“What " he yelled.

“I asked him, and he did it,™ said
Tom quietly. “I asked him to save
you from getting the chopper for your
gilly, fatheaded, che impudencs,
Smithy—for. that's what it was, what-
ever you like to call it yourself, He
was willing to do it He doesn’t want
his relation sscked—that's where he

“¥ou asked that our——" stuttered
the Bounder. His face flamed with
rage. “ You had the cheek to ask that
cur to do me a favour? Are you mad,
Tom Redwing? I'd be sscked a dozen
times over before I'd take anything
at his hands, You knew that.”

“Yes, 1 know that.” :

“And still you had the neok—"
“Yes, I had the neck, if you like to
call it that, 3mithy. You're not going
to get yourself sacked, if T can help it.
I was thinking of your father, whom
you had forgotten—as well as of you.”
The Bounder's eves Hashed,
You

“You fool! You cheeky fool!l
dared fo ask that cur to do me a
favour! You dared——" He choked
with rage.

“I'd ask him again,” said Tom
coolly. * Whether it would have been
a flogging, or the sack, I can’t say.
You deserved a fogging. But you're
not gaing homa in disgrace, if I can
stop you,™

The Bounder sat silent, glmring at
him, He was too enraged to speak for
some moments, The bare idea of being

laced under an obligation to
ellow he disliked and barred roused

him to fury.

* You—you ssked=——" he muttered,
at last

“I've said so.” FI:-Gu:l*i'iﬂ',mg.‘;F lifted the
fiﬂ% of toast to the tsble. " Ready for
oat?”

“Hang tea !” snarled the Bounder,

“Ara you Eo;niem row before tea,
or after tea?” asked Redwing, with a
touch of contempt. “I1 suppose there's
a row coming. I've saved you from
getting kic out of the school: and
I know the kind of thanka to expeot.”

The Bounder gave him a bitter look.

“You're a fool,” ho said, " A fool—
s fool! I'd rather have been sack
than put under an obligation to that
cad t"

“Would your father rather?”

*0Oh, shut up 1"

Redwing shrugged hia shoulders.

There was & silence for some time in
the study. Very obviou :
found it very hard to hold in his rage
at what Redwing had done. At the
samne time, Tom’s words had put him
in mind of his father, whom he had, as
Redwing said, forgotten in his head-
strong proceedings of that afternoon.

“It wouldn't have been the sack”
he muttered at last. “A man isn't
bunked for cutting extra French., Lots
of fellows have done it. I can stand
a fogging.”

“It might bhave been—for you.
You've piled it on rather too thick. 1
wasn't taking the chance.”

“You're a fool |

“Very likely,” said Redwing, with

another shrug.
“And that cad jumped at it,” said
the Bounder batterly. “It would

amuss hirm to put me under an obliga-
tion. By gum, I'll show him what 1
think of it when I see him againl I'll

the Bounder h

make it plain that I never wanted him
mﬂdﬁ anything for tmﬁg.“ fitocs 1o
e can- guess withou I

told,* ﬂ.nmgrgd ﬂl:r'i . "And hg
never jumped at it. He did it, and it
was pretty decent. Two hours of extra
French on a half-holiday is no great
mmh‘ﬂ'

“Then Quelch thinks I was in Mos-
goo’s class " gaid the Bounder, *That's
why I haven’t been called up."”

“That'a why."

you w whether he look
3 ‘;Pn kno hether he looked
mri-fﬂaln

" And saw that ¢ad there, and fancied
it was me.”

“He saw Vernon, and fancied he was

. No wonder, from what I've hea
you. N der, f hat I've heard
of what went on, too,” said Redwing.
“ Vernon seems to have taken & leaf out

ur b and ragged Froggy right
& lefe.™

“I never thought he was that sort.™

" Neither did I. But that's what I've
heard, And Skinner’s told me that
Quelch came in and gave him six.”

_ “Oh, my hat!” Bounder burst
inte a laugh. “That's rich! He's got
gix for mel He's welcoms to them I

The Bounder eams to the tea-table.
The news that his double had got six
seomed to have consoled him, and
cheered him up. He laughed again as
he helped himself to toast.

“Ha won't be likely to play such a
game again in a hurry,” he said, “I'm
glad he got siz, It may teach him to
mind his own business.” Then, as
anothar thought eame into his mind, he
whistled. “Oh gad! Great gad!
understand now. Loder must have
known that he—that is, I—was in extra
French. That's why he was so certain
that I was Vernon,”

Redwing started,

“What's that, Smithy? . Have you
been getting into n row with Loderi*
he aﬁc!aimad. '

“Ha, ha, hal™ roarsd the Bounder,
“Oh, oy hat1 Pf;hfa_ is riﬁl!&nd La:;]er
copped me on Popper's this
afterncon with that Y—fighuiiﬂ'a gang."

“Bmithy 1" exzclaimed Redwing, in

dismay,

“0O.K. 1" grinned the Bounder. *All
sorene] Ha, ha, hal! I wondered
why tho fool toock me for Vernono.
He might have gucssed who I was—
with that gang, playing banker. Bub
ho tihw ht I was err;gnlia I see it
now was supposed mn extrs
French, Perhaps he saw Vernon going
mm. Ha, ha, hkal Anyhow, he was
quite certain that I was Vernon—I laft

im thinking sol”

“Oh I* gasped Redwin

Smithy rubbed his hangﬁ with gles,

“By gum! That cad's_asked for i
and he will get it now! I never ask
ira to palm himself off as me. He cen

take what he's asked for!”

Redwing sat staring at him, Not for
a moment had he dreamed of an I;hmﬁ
Hk& this,. He was mrarwh&]matf wit

ismay.

“ You—you fool 1” he gasped. *You
not only cut—you had to get mixed
up in something shady and to geb
caught! Oh, you fool I

The Bounder chuckled.

“Loder was after that cad. He got a
hack from him at Lantham, And
Loder izn't the man to forget s thin%
like that! He was after him—and go
mel! But he thought he'd got himi
I don't know how he spotted me—but he
did—jumped right on me on the island |
But as soon as he called me Vernonm,
you can bet I played upl”

“Smithy 1 .

“I thought it would be left in tha
sir—both of us denying that we'd ever
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With the swifiness of a lightning flash, Vernon-Smith charged at Loder, Crash ! The sudden charge sent Loder spinning
on the grassy bank. Next momeni, ihe Bounder had leapt inic the boat, sending it spinning away from the shore |

been near the island, =ee? They
couldn’'t sack two for what one had
done—they'd have io give both the
benefit of the dowbt! 'That's how 1
thought it wonld work, But this lets
rre out1®  The Bounder reared, “It's
fixed pnow that 1 was in extra French—
and that ecad must be 1the chap on the
island, as Loder thought he was! Ha,
ha, ha !

" Butithy I gpasped Redwing, Y You
can't let that go on ¥

“Ca't I grineed the BRounder.
“T never asked hiny 10 take iny name,
did I? If he does i without being
usked, he can take he consequences|
1 thought Loder's bunghng gave me a
sporting chance—IDun 11 turns out to be
a cead cert—through that cad buthing
in without being aslod! I ha takes
Lhe name, he can take the pamo along
with 1t! Ha, ha! He wanted to put
J1E: l_I'IHt!:"i' an ﬂ]ﬂigﬂ'il’}jl"‘“'!"", hﬁ h{l'zi!
IHe can take the whole bag of tricks 1

Tlhe study door opened, and Skinner
fooked in,

“Vernon's not here, 1 suppese i ho
sk,

“ls he likely lo be n this study IV
sneered Soetliv,

“Well, he can't be found, 1 suppose
he's still out of gate<!" sand Skinner.
“ Queleh iz setding Tellrws to look for
i, Looks 10 e s~ f thal cousin of
yours 15 in 4 row, Smailiy 1Y

“That's fearfully painful news to
me M ozaid Smathy, griwng. P What
ever ean the dear fellow have done?™

" Loderts wih Qul,-lf_:l'l.,"

“Locler? a, ha, ha!”

“Well, I suppose vou'd be glad, aas
vou bar  the fellow,” =aid Skinner,
*But il leoks pretty serions,  There's
a rumeonr that Leder eappod um out
af bounds—eards and smalkes, and that
sort of thing! Loder secins to have
told zome fellows hefore he saw Quelch
—thui’s what I've heard ™

“Shocking, ain’t it1” said the
Bounder, * Bit reugh on a respectable
fellow like me to have a relation coms
here and play that eort of gamel™

Skimner chuckled, 2

“Jolly lueky for you vyou were in
extra French ¥ he zaid. " You might
have gpot landed in this—it sounds more
like you than Vernon |

“Yes, izn't it Iucky? A lot of fellows
saw me in Mossoo's elass, though—so
that's O.K. [ chuckled S8mithy., ¥ Quelch
himself, too—what 7

“Well, Queleh won™ have forgoiten
that he came in and gave you six for
ragging IFroggy |¥ said SBkinner.

“Ha, ha, ha! A fellow couldn’t hava
a better alibi! No good Vernon saying
that it was I, and not him, that Loder
gpatied 1™

“Jlardly! By gum, though, a chap
so ke vou might get by on that, if
evorybody didn't know that you were
in Class-room No. 10 this afternoon 1

“Tverybody’s evidence will be good
cuough,” grinned Smithy. " Even Jolly
old Queleh himsel ns a wiiness.  All
right {or me 1” .

Smithy went out of the study with
Skinner. He geemed in the greatest of
spirita pow,

Tom Redwing was left overwhelmed
with dismay.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Called To Acconnt !

ERTIE VERNON came in at the
schoal pates

It was close on lock-up, and

Go:zling was coming out of his
lodge with lus keya,

The new juntor noliced that Gosling
gave him raihér a curious look, and
wondered why,

“Ha,” said

“you've got
hack, then?®

Gosling,

Vernon looked at him,

“Yes, just in time™ he answored
“I'va had rvather a long walk, But '
in time. What do you mean, Gosling 7

“"¥You go to wyour Form-master's
study, Master arnon 1" answare
Gosling, “Wot Y sava is this *ere—
that's Mr. Queleh’s orders|”

“All right,” said Bertie, and he
walked on, wondering what his Formn-
master specially wanted him for, with
a fainbk uncasiness,

He had as he had ssid had & long
walk, having gone for a ramble to geb
«ome fresh air after two hours in
Moszoo’s  detention class.  Gosling's
significant look, and the order to go at
once to his Form-master’s study, locked
like trouble of some sort; and the
doult gecurred to his mind that Queleh
might somechow have discovercd the
irick that had been playved in the
French class.

But that was improbable. Quelch had
certainly taken Jum for S8muthy when
he had given him six in Class-room No.
10. All the fellows there Liad taken him
for Hmithy. It seemed hardly possible
that anyihing could have come out.
¥ven the fact that he hud ragged the
French master, and had been caned for
it, added to his security, so far as that
woeut.

But tlat something was up he could
soa very cloarly ng hie walked acrozs to
the Tlouze. Dozens of fellows turnod
to look at him.

“I say, you fellows, heve he
equeaked Tilly Bunter.

“Sa you've got back ™ exclaimed
Rolsover major. ]

“Loder got in an hour ago,” said
Teler Toddd. _

“T.oder 1” repeated Bertie, staving at
Peter. "T'm not intevested in Loder
ihat I konow of I

“Aren't youl" grinned Peter, "]
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can tell yom that he's fearfully inter-
=1ee] in you I

“1 puess sol” chortled Fisher T,
Fish.  “Say, big boy, Loder’s been
telling the world! I'm telling you,

1's all over the shop|*

“What is?" asked Bertie Vernon
hlankly.

Whatever was udp. he could sec thal
it had nothing to do with the deception
in the French class. Loder of the
Sixth eould have nothing to do with
that—but Loder was mixed up in this|

“Oh, come offI” gaid Bkinner,
“Loder’s let it out all over the school
that he copped wyou! You've becn
wwked for all over Greyfriars!”

"“1 haven't the faintest idea what

voi're  drivi at 1" said Bertie im-
patiently, % I up for & row, or
w it ¥

“Bort of 1" ohuckled Skinner

“Ididn't Loder cop you on Popper’s
I<land 1 exclaimed %IEEEI{]EIIE-
“Hardlyl I haven’t bheen near
Papper's Island! I went the other way
wiven I went out,”
The juniors stared at him,

“Well, you'd better tell Quelch
that!”  gasped Bkinner. “He may
believa 16 [

“Hold on, Vernon ! said Peter

Toedd kindly, " VYou're new here, and
vt don’t  know Quelchy! He's a
downy bird! It's simply uscless to try
to stuff Queleh 1"

*Who's thinking of stufling Limt"
.tuaq ed Bertia,

* Well, F’t‘ru seem to bo from what
von said! Besides, it's rot! Loder
.-in'r ; you, snd you can't get out of
tlat 1

“If Loder’s seen me anvwhore, 1
never saw Loder I said Bertie, puzzled
and getting engry.  “Has ho copped
thal eousin of mine and taken him for
we ¥ He copped me at Lantham last
wick and took me for 8mith [

“That chicken won't fight|” said
“kiuner contemptuously. *You see,
H=mthy was in Mossoo’s class  this
wfternoon ab the time, ragping Frogey,
and getting six from Queleh ! If you
Faney you can stick it on Smithy, wash
o onb, oy pippin |®

“0Oh 1 gasped Vernon.

lie pushed through the juniors and
went into the House. His bhrow was
tlielk as he made his way to his Forin-
rastor's gtudy.

He bad an inkling now of what must
“ave happened. He had never thoughs
f anything of the kind any wore than
Tom Redwing had. Smithy had cut
evtra French from sheer ohstinacy and
- fliy defiance. That was all that he
had known, or that Redwing had
wtiown, But it dawned on him now
that. the had hat of the Remove had
Imnted othor trouble as well, and had
busery gpotted in it. He had let himaself
inte more than he had dreamed of.

He tapped at Quelel’s door and
eofered.

Quelch waa in the study, putting
wway papers; it was near thme for
ratling-over,

“ Gosling says—" bepan Bertia.

Thoe gimlet eyes fixed on him,

“S86 you are here at last, Vernon!”
snitdl Mr. Queleh, in a deep voice, “Na
daubt you were reluctant to return, in
vire circumstanees; but you have come
wm at last, But for the fact that you
are & new boy here, and have hesn
anly & few days in the schaool, I should
1ake you to your headmaster to ba
dealt with 1

Bertio Vernon hreathed hard.

“Have I done anything, sir?” he
ssked, very quietly. though his heart
wis bheating unpleasantly. He could
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see that his cousin Smithy must have
done something, and something prett
serious, No one’s doings but gmith;r 3
could have been put on him.

“Have you done anything?” ro.
peated DMr. ‘Qualch “1 hardly under-
stand you, Vernon Perhaps you ara
not aware that Loder has returned
from Popper's Island, where you had
the audacity to leave him stranded,
and has made hia report to me."

_“1I have not been on Popper's Island,
Bit, or anywhere near it.”

Mr. Quelch stared at him.

“Have you the impudence, Vernon,
to attempt to cast doubt on & report
made to me by a Sixth Form prefect §”
he exclaimed.

“I do not know what Loder has re.
ported yet, sir,” muttered Bortio,

“1 will tell you, then,” gaid Mr

uelch grimly. ~“Loder has reported

at he tound you on an island outside
school bounds, smoking and card-play-
ing with a set of young blackguards
from another schdol, With boyvs of
another school I have nothing to do;
but with you, Vernon, I shall deal—
and very E“E'.‘l-'l:':rﬂ-lﬂ I am surprised as
well as shocked by this; hitherto you
hove given me the impression of bein
a self-respecting and  well-conducte

boy. Unfortunately, there is no doubt
in the matter as a Sixth Form prefect
actually saw you, and would have

brought you back to the school with
him had l}‘ﬂu not audaciously contrived
to leave hun stranded on the island.”

“Loder did not see mo there, sir,
&s I have been nowhere near the place,”
said Bertie steadily. “Je must have
taken another fellow for me.”

Mr. Quelch started for a momoent,

“Are you alluding to your cousin—
Vernon-8mith ! he exclaimed,

“I have nothing to say about my
cousin, #ir. I have only to say that
Loder certainly did not sce me on
Poppoer's Island, as I was not there

“There is no boy at Greyfriars, ex-
ecpting your cousin, who could possibly
be mistaken for you, Vernon. Your
cousin, as 1t happens, was in extra
French at the time; I am aware of
that, of my own knowledego, as I caned
hitn in Cluss-room Ne. 10 for insolence
to the French master.”

Bertie was silent.

“From a comparison of times,’ said
Mr. Quelch, “it would scom that Loder
landed on Popper’s Island almost in
the very moments when I was punish-
ing Vernon-8mith in  the deiention
class. He found you therel I trust,
Vernon "—3Mr. Queleh's voice deepened
—"“that =0 base a thought did not enter
your mind as that of attermpting to

place  your guilt on your cousin’s
shoulders, had i1t been possible to de
§0."

The now junior erimsoned.

“1 was not on Popper's Island this
afternoon " he said. “ Loder made a
mistake,™

“That 15 impossible, in the eircum-
stances,” satd Mr. Quelch. “ Had vour
cousin been out of pates at the tine,
doubt certainly would have existed.
To my own knowledge he was in &
class-room. Nm’&rtheﬁem, I will ask
you where you were at four o'clock
this afternoon, the {ime approzimately
when Loder stazles that he saw vou on
Pngpc-r’s Island. Where were you,
and what were you deing at that
haur ¥

Bertie made no reply.

He could easily have answered. At
that hour he was getting six from the
cane of the Form-master who was now
addressing him |

But he could not tell Mr. Quelch
that., e stood silent,

“¥ou have nothing to say ?* rapped
the Romove master,

“I have mnot becn on  Popper's
Island |

S That will do!” A bell was begin.
ning to ning in the distance. “ Leave
my study now; I will deu] with you
after calling-over,”

An_silenco the Bounder's double left
his Form-masler's study.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.,
Coming To Blows !

& OU rotten blackguard [

Harry  Wharton & Co
glanced round as they heard
thoso words uticred n low,

tense tones,

. It was in break the following morn-
mg.du.nd the Famous Five weve in the
quad.

At a little distance Bertie Vernon
stood under one of the old elins, lia
hands in_ his pockets, a moody frown
on his face—which was so like the
Bounder's froquent expression that tlo
Co. took him for the moment for
Bmithy.

But the next moment  they  saw
Smithy, When the two were wogeher
there was no doubt which was which

Smithy was not frowning like wwe
ecousing  he was smiling—a mocking,
gardonic snile—and it was that snnls
that had drawn the words from Bertic,

“Pass on, old beanz!’ murmurcd
Bob Cherry.  * Punnldy rows ain’t our
bizney 1™

And the Famous Five aceelerated
They did not want to hear the com-
pliments that the relations paid one
another,

But Vernon-Smith came
Ilis malicious grin widened,

“What's bitin® you, my dear rela
tive?” he asked. “I bhaveu't zaid a
word to vou about disgracie’ me”

“What ¢’

“It's preity thicl,” said Briithy, “A
near relation of mine caught sipokin!
pnﬁ gamblin® ! But I'tm ot cubbie it
1n,

Bertie's fuce flamed.

“You rotter!™ Le said. “You've
landed ihiz on we!l You've made me
out to be a shady blackguard like
yourself 17

“Did I land it on you?" grinned the
Bounder. “Did 1 wsk you to butt in
and borrow my name aud do me a
favour? You jolly well knew thas I'd
have stopped yeu fusl enough if 1'd
been on the spot aml kuown what you
were doing.  Dul sou caxpect thanks
for it "

“From you—no!"
temptuous v,

“You meddled of vour own accord—
and T wish yvou joy of vour meddlin®
said Bmithy laugling,

“I never knew vou'd be canght blag-
ging out of bonnds! You couldn't
keep decent just for one afternoon] I
might have goessed what you'd be up

i ———

to, knowing yun as I «

“You've gpot vour own remedy if you
don’t like it! o to Queleh and tell
him you spoofid lim and  spoofed
I'roggy. Uo and tell him what you did
of your own accord and bhaven't the
pluck to stand for now it's furned out
Lough 1Y sneered the Bonnder,

“I've gaid nothing to Queleh: I'm
not ‘going to say anylhing. You know
thet! 1 wus a fool to do what T did,
but I did Ll Dven if T let it ouk
vou'd lie like a trooper abeut it! Don't
[ know wout”

The Bounder chuckled,

“1 can't sce myself owning up fo

to 8 halt

suid Bertie cons



being the chap Loder copped,” he said.
“Thai’s not up to me. It would have
been a case of doubt, owing to that
fool’s bungling, and both of us safe—if

{ﬂu hado’t barged in unasked! Am I
o ‘blame auze you took my name
without asking my leave? You've

asked for this, my pippin, snd now you
can atand for jcl” i
*You rvotter '’ breathed Bertie,

®What have you got?" grinned
Bmithy. *“I haven't heard anything
about a-Beak’s flogping on the eards]
Are gnu let off lightly as & new kid
]:?hn’ oesn’t know any betterT Ha, ba,

al

“¥Yoa,"” said Bertie Vernon, between
his teeth, “I'm let off lightly as a new
kid—for what von did! I've got de-
tentiva for four half-holidaye and five
hundred lineal For what vou ded 1'°

Bmithy laughed with shecr amuse-
neng,

“You won't butt into
again in & hurry 1 he said, i

“It's not that I care for!” said the
new junior bitterly., “ 1 can stand that,
But making me out a shady black-
guard—a fellow like you—"

“Is that wlere sun feel the pain?
gaid 1he Bounder bameringly, " Quelch
thinks you're o navnghty bad hat 1ia,
ha, ha 1™

“That makes vou laugh, does i0i”

“Yeou, rather! Ha, ha, ha!” roared
the Dounder. " Best joke Pve heard
this term ! 1la, ha, ha '™

Sinack !

Smithy's loud langh eepsed suddenly
a3 the new junmine’'s hapd shol out and
landed across his face wirh o loud,
ringing smack, ;

“That will stop your laughing, any-
how, 3ou cad!’ wexclanmed DBertio
Vernon,

It ehicl |

Smithy stagpered wmder that Tefty
smack, 'l'iimi _m-.:':]!; xljmumln; he was
springming at his double, lntnng  oub
r%}rlt and left, E

ernon’s hands flew up to weet him,
In a split second they were fightin
furiousty—in full sight of a lhundre
feilowe, of two or tlpee masters, and
of thoe windows of the Touse,

“1lallo, halle, hallo!” Bob Cherry
glared round from a disianee. " Oh,
my ot Look ot thoem 17

*I say, you frllows, they're going
it! squeaked Dhlly PBunter in great
exciterment, 1 saw, was it Smichy
smncked  Vernon's clavey, or was it
Vernon smacked Somithy’s chivey ™

“Thore's Queleh I breathed avry
‘h‘h'hasrtﬂm | ] Quelel

"Herapping—right  ander aclelh's
jully QF;P I".'.}E!”E satel Jelhnoy  Bull,
“But it was Vernon sarted it this
frino | I saw him =mgck Swithy's
fuce 1™

“8Bix of nne and half 2 dosen of the
other,” zaid Frank Nupent, "It wuas
buund to come.  They poapht have
picked a quieler spot for theie family
rows, though.

Dazens of followe erowded ol he
spot where Verpon-Santh avd Veronen
were geapphing s ficree  consbal - -po-
gardlosa of countlezss atarving cves, and
cvon of the appreach of tlwir Farm-
huater.

My, Quelch had heon wallituge i the
quad with Prout when that lowd sinack
on Bihy's fave rvaup like o pastol
shobt, YWith a brew of thander (he
Beinove masier swept Jown on e
combatants,

Berapping was= nol & vary unconnnon
orcurrence aimmong the Jwpers,  Thd a
ficree fight v the muddle of the Guad,
in sight of all 1he scheol, wWas very une
cormnen: el bt romeed Qruavlel'=
ﬂm‘puat ire. Fre osaw Mro Froat and

my bizey

EVERY SATURDAY

Me. Capper exchange a glance cxpros
siva of their opinion of Queleh’s Form,
Quelch came down on the fighting
juniors like a wolf on the {old.

“Boys 1” he thundeved,

Even with their exaspersted Form-
mesier's angry woice thundering in
their ears it seemed that the two were
going to caerry o, ;

But Harry Wharton grasped Smilthy
by the ghoulders, Bob Cherry got a grip
on Vernon, and they were dragged
away from ons another.

ow dare youl"” exclaimed Mr.
Qua‘lnh, his voice trembling with anger.
“"Under my very cyesl ernon, you
are to blame for this! 1 saw you strike
Vernon-Smith—I saw your action! Go
into the House at once ! Remain there
till third schooll Gol”

Vernon gave him 8 look, an evil look
that was very like the Bounder. Then,
in silence, Iym tramped away to the
Housze, )

Mr. Quelch stalked away in great
wrath.

The Boundor rubbed a flushed and
burning face. But he grinned as he
vubbed it. Bertie Vernon had butted
into his school, s BSmithy regarded it,
and Smithy had rezolved to make Grey-
friars as unplessant as he could for
Bertie. Butf, really, the new junior
seemned to be playing the Bounder's
game for him.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
After Pride Comes A Fall!

i H 1” ejaculated Harry Wharton.
He was surprised—not agree-
ably, perhapa.
After class that day some of
the Remove fellows wers at junior nets.

Bertim Vernon had ecome with the
othevs—looking, in flannels, more like
the Bounder than ever. The capiain of
the Remove, willing to see wl?mt- the
new fellow conld do at ericket, asked
him io send dovwn a few, Berlie had
sant down one—and Wharton's wicket
wolkk b ?'J-i{'(."E‘E.

“Oh 1" repeated Harry,

"Good man 1 sand Beb Cherry.

“Fluke 1" =aid asnoher voice—ihe
Bounder's.

Bertie gave him a glance.

“Phink 201" ho drawlod.

“T don’t think=I know "' reforted
the Bonnder, ™ Yow can’t Lowl '

1§ Bmiathy don't like a fellow that
fellovw can't bowl " vespached Johuny
Bull sarcastieally. * Ulear as Koelid 17

“Fle elearfulneszs 2 not tervifie, my
pstoemed  Smathy 1* grinned  Llarree
Jamset Bam Singh.

The Bonnder granted. Ile was a keen
ericketor himself awd a very good one.
Az his couzin was o like himn i aiher
respects i was really to be expeciad
iling he would be s gond evicketer, fon.
But Smithy did not wanl to adoest any-
thiinge of the kind.

*“Well, if the fellow can take ny
wicket like that I ecat my ban ™ he
suapped.

“Pana ! =2aid Bertie at once.

Flavey Wharlon laaghed.

“Well, I thought it was a protiv ol
anie,™  he  said. ke 1l}:u 1,.1'1“1“'-.,
Sonithy, and see il you can cop the
nexl ™

* P slop five bundred ke thai with
H: rt'l-l-lll',il..ill—l.cl] !:”‘ :"‘-lrl.""rf"'l 'l:-l.' ]%U”lﬂ.tl'!'.

ey ik with the willow.”

b, rats1

The Baunder slouched 4o the wickets
i Whariton's plice,

Bob Cherry tos<mlt the ball hack to
Vernon, lle gave hun a willicolt eateh
ta s w hether be woubd ol b, Boere
Rernon caught the ball wnb & careless

2]

left hand—looking, at least, careless,
Bat. he canght it,

“Good man 1” zaid Bab.

“Rot " said Bmithy.

Bob chuckled.

“Daon’t, be a goatt”? he said. “ Yoy
look out for that man, Smithy, unless
you want o eat that batl It's tough,
you know 1"

“Silly pme i

Buc the Bounder did leok ocut. Ha
siopd at the wicket as watchful as a
cat. Whether Bertie could bowl or not,
Bmithy was not ig:aing‘ to give him a
chance, if he could help it, of spread-
eagling the wicket as he Had sproad-
eagled Wharton's, His boastful words
would have been rather ridiculous if
Bertie had taken his wicket.

All the juniors %‘a.thamd round to =co
that contest. The Bounder was a
mighty man with tha willow, a iower
of strength in tha Bemeove cleven, Bul
a fellow who had Lowled Wharton was
equal to bowling the Bounder—unless,
as Smithy had declored, it was a fluke,

Smithy was all wetchful care.

Bertie did not seem to be going all
out.  There was, indeed, an air of
casualness sbout him as he took a litile
run and szent the ball down. But the
ball went like & bullet, and, watchful as
;i]ua Bounder wag, it seemed to suwrpriso
m,

Clack |

“Xan down I” yelled Bol Cherry.

“ How’s that "

Vernon-Smith stood amrin% ot his
wicket. The leg stump bed been up-
rooted—the bails were down. Heow, the
Bounder bhardly knew=—unless he ivas
dealing with & bowler of very unusual
skill, far and away sbove the average
of junior ericket.

Smithy was a good oricketer; but he
was, at the best of times, a bad loser.
Smithy Joved the limelight. He liked
to succeed ab cverything, Smithy had
Leen seen to scowl when his wickeb went
down in a match. But losing hia wicket
to the fellow he barred, a mere “new
kid,” and after the boastful words he
had uttered, waa like iﬂ_ll and worm-
wood to the Bounder. His face flushed
with rage as he stared at his wiecked
wicket.

“Another Auke, Smithy?" ecalled out
;ﬁui:-.?wr major., And there was o
gl

“1f that chap can't bowl, Bmithy
can’t bat ! remarked Ruosszell. ™ Think
vo ol luve done better with a fonndam-
pon, Sestly T

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Tlhe Bownder sot hia lips savagely.
Swantk  teeeded 1o e backed up by
sipaness, Swank followed by defeat was
ridivulous. Smithy Jdid net like making
a [ool aof hinsclf.

“Wihe's woing o eat lig bat 1" asked
Tsleover toajur. Awd there was another
laugh.

ey almost chalied.

"Ten thar again!™ he snarled.

e, nll righe ) drawled Bertio,

The new junior waz enjoying this, if
Sreithy was not, e econght the ball as
ety Wharen tossedd ir back,

"The wlhele crowd watched him cogorly
a= he howlal again.  All the Remove
Felliows could =ee that Vernon was o
rice packet in the bowling line—as
sonel ws Hurrea Jameet Ham Single
thely the Boeomder could not, or wonld
ok, see what even 1hily Bonter coulsd
|:|;.I'¢r' AR T :

Tl ball came down like a bullet
e, Yoery nearly e eanght  the
Bouneder napping, but not quile. Smack
rihig thi “ji!uw, and the bell went back
bike o shor, and Sinithy breathed again,
e knew that he had had a narrow
cecapne. bt he had saved his sticks,
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But had het Thers was another
sinack like an echo, and a roar:

“Caught |"

* {h, well caught 1™

*“Caught and bowled, Vernon! Good
man M

Smithy stared at the bowler with
almost unhelievin% eyes. Vernon had
made & sudden leap, with swesping
hend, as the ball whizzed beck, and the
round red ball was in his palm! He
held it up to general view, with a grin
on his face that maddened the Bounder.

“ Another Buke!” roared Bolsover
major. ‘' Flukes are cheap to-day "

“Ha, ha, hat”

“By gum, that new kid can play
cricket ™ said Peter Todd. “That's a
man for the eleven, Wharton."

¥ Looks like it 1" agreed Harry.

Veornon-83mith stood at the wicke
with a crimson face. He was a goo
batsman, but it did not lock as if his
batting waa as good as Bertie's bowling,
Smithy had come down to practice that
afternoon intending to show, as usual,
that he was &8 man who could not be
spared from the Remove eleven. He
had succeeded in showing that the
fellow he barred was a valuable recruit
for that eleven—which was not Smithy's
wish st all 3

“hTrying sgain, Smithy!"” grinned

oh.

The Bounder nodded; he was too
enraged to apeak. In that mood no
fellow could hope to put in good bat-
" ting; a bad temper iz about the worst
thing a batsman can take to the wickes
with himn, What -8mithy neceded now
more than anything else was a ¢alm
temper and & cool head—and he had
neither ! He waa simply asking for it
10T,

What he maked for came promptly.
iz middle stump flew away, and there
was & shout and & laugh.

“Bowled I"

*“The jolly old hat trick t”

“What price that for a fiuke,
Smithy 1"

“Ha, ha, hat" .

The Bounder flung his bat on the
pitch. It was an exhibition of passion.
ate temper that was not likely to check
il derision of tho Remove fellows. He
was stalking away, with a scarlet face,
when Bertis Vernon called out coolly:

“I'm waiting 1"

Smithy gave him & savage glare,

“Yon can wait!” he snarled.
want nothing more from you [

“But I'm waiting to ses you eat your
bat " said Vernon, o

“Ha, ha, ha I" yelled the juniors.

Vernon-Smith stared at Bertie, too
furious to speak. His boastful words
had come home to roost, as it were:
ho could hardly have made them good |
For & moment or two he looked as if
he would rush at his double, hitting out
right and left, and three or four fellows

nickly interposed between them, If
gmith let his temper rip &t the neis
the ericketers were guite ready to show
Smithy in the plainest possible manner
tliat his temper was not wanted there,

But the Bounder restrained himsoel,
and stalked away, breathing rage.

III

r—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,.
Bunter Gets The News |

[ ON'T come in ™
[} Bll.t L4
“1 said don’t ecome n 1M

Billy Bunter, in the door-
way of Btudy No. 7 in the Remove,
blinked ouriopusly along the passage
through his big spectacles.

Tem Redwin ad stopped ot the
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door of Btudy No. 1, and pushed it
open, with the evident intention of
entering.

The sharp woico within the Bt.l:ldfjr
stopped him; and it reached Bunter's
ears, a3 well zs Redwing's.

But Redwing halted only for a
moment, Then he went into the study,
regardless of the inhospitable words,

Billy Bunter grinned, and stepped
out of Siudy Neo T He knew who
wag in Study No, 1; not Wharton or
Nugent, It was Bertie Vernon's voice
that had snapped at Redwing,.

Bunter was curious. Redwing was so
uiet, good-natured, and inoffensive a
ellow that no one ever rowed with
him, except sometimes his own chum,
the Bonnder. But this locked like a
row and the fat, inquisitive Qwl wanted
to know.

When Billy Bunter wanted to know
snything, he had no soruples what-
ever about the method of acguiring
knowledge | The Peoping Tom of the
Remove stepped quictly along the
asgage, to hear what was golng on
n_Wharton's study. )

Redwing's volce came clearly to his
fat cars

“I'm sorey, Vernon! I feel bound
to speak to you about it 1 feel
rotten about it, as 1 think you might
guess,”

“ Lot of use that is now "

“1 rpever dreamed that it would
turn out anything like this when I
asked you to take Bmithy's place in
extra French yesterday!” said Tom
Redwing earncstly. I only thought
of keeping Emith{y out of a roweIl
never f:rma.med of landing you in one.”

Billy Bunter jumped|

“*You might have known!” sai
Bortie bitterly., *You kpoow Smi
better than any other fallow heral
You might have guessed that he'd be
mixed up i something blackpuardly
on a half-holiday. Isn't that his usual
style 7"

“I thought he had cut, from sheer
temper—and so he did, reallyl 1
naver thought of anything else.”™

“Well, it can't be helped now! I'm
not whining about it, am L1" snapped
Bertie. “Just keep your distance and
leave me alone! That's all I want!
You're that cad’s pal, and I want to
have nothing to do with you.”

“I only want to tell you I'm sorry
bhow it turned out! You might remem-
ber, too, that it was partly your own
fault.”

“ For taking that rotter’s place 7"

“1 don’t mean that; I asked you to
do that, and it was jolly decent of youn

to play up. I mean, Loder was after
ou yesterdn{—not mmithy ! It was
ause you hacked his shin at Lan-

tham one day before you came fo this

school. He caught Smithy by acei-
dent—petting aftor you. Smithy would
never have been spotted at all, if you

hadn't put Loder's back up.”

50 it"s my fault that Loder is a fool
and Smithy & blackguard 1" sneered
Bertie. *Well, now you've said your
piece, ot out of my study and lot me
gce the last of youl™

“That's not alll 1
this can go on,” said Redwing. *“It's
worrying me & lot. I asked you to do
what you did—and if you like I'm
ready to go to Quelch and lot him
know. It'a not fair that he should
think you a gambling rotter, becsuse
I asked you to do a fellow a good turn,
n.mii rnu}::liﬂ it ™

“I've told Smithy eo!” goid Red-
wing. “You've a right to be seen
clear, and Smithy's not the man to
hide behind another chapl You'd pet

I don't see how

it pretty stift for nﬂ]ajing that trick in
extra French, =a so should I, for
putting you up to it; but it would ses
you clear so far as der's report is
coneerned. That's your right; and if
you olaim it, Bmithy must take his
chance,"

“Well, I don’t elaim it!” anapped
Bertio. “I was 8 fool to do what I
did—but I'm 'not going to howl now
it's turned out as I might have ex
it to do I'm saying nu!nhmﬁ abouf
it, and you're sarving nothing.

“Well, I thought I ought to say
that much I snid Redwing,

“Now wyou've said it, get out !

“That's that, then!” said Redwing
quietly And he turned and left the
atudy, without another word,

He almost ren into Billy Bunter in
the passage,

Bunter gave him & cheery grin!

“I say, R-adwin% was it Vernon,
after all, in extra Hrench yesterdayi™
he asked. *I zay, we all thought it
was 3mithy! He carried on just like
Bmithy | 1 say, I buzzed an ink-ball
at him, thinking he was Smithy, you
know! I say—— Leggo, you beast!l
Yarooooh 1"

Bang |

Billy Bunter's fat head fapped on
the wall of the passage,

“Ow! DBeast] Wow! Beast]! I
gay-——  Boast!” rosred the fat
Removita.

Bﬂﬂgl

“ Whooop 1"

Redwing went back to his own study,
leaving the fat Owl roaring.

Eilly Bunter's methods of acquiring
information often led to wvesults like
th t Bunter never enjoyed such
rosults, when they ocourred, He rubbed
hia fat head and roared.

“*Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came another
roar 83 the Famows Five came up to
tea. "Enjoying life, Bunteri”

“Ow! That beast Redwing—wow !

BAY, {gu fellows—yow-ow-ow |V
Bunter rubbed his suffering nut.
BOY—-OW at beas wing hang

| That beast Redwing hanged
my bed=I mean, he banged my hoad-—=
wowl But I say, you fellows, did you
know mbout Bmithyi"”

" 8Bmithy 1" repeated Bob. " What's
the latest. Bmithy in a row again 1"

“He was the fellow that Loder
copped 17 pasped Bunter, *1 say, it
wasn't Smithy 1n exira French vyesters
day—it was Vernon! TFanoy that]"

“Wha-a-t 1"

“Redwing put him up to it, just to
save Smithy's bacon ™ gﬂasppd ntor,
in great excitement at having such &
startling item of news to impart
“And then Bmithy goes and geta
copped—and they think it was Vernon
—becanse Bmithy—1 mesn Vernon—was

in extra French at the time! Seal"
“Oh!"™ pasped the Famous Five
togather.,

hey had been utterly perplexed by
the strange and mysterious happenings
of the proevious day. I'ecling quite
sure that 1t was Snuthy whom they
had landed on Popper’s Island, the
irrefragable evidence that Bmithy had
been in extra French at the fime simply
fabbergasted them. Billy DBunter’s
startling information let in light.

“How do you know?" demanded

ob.

“I just heard Redwing and Vernon
saying so—Il happened to stop to tie
my shoo lace, uggula they were talkin
about it," exgimncd Bunter, “I hear
it entirely by acoctdent, of coursel
That beast Redwing thought I was
listening, and banged my hoad—never
gave & chap time to explain that he was
only efopping to pick up e pencilw



i :
F ety lﬂj 'i‘.": ‘-:,

o it
III:I.,I:J-
.k

L |

lemyy g0
"Ywgior .

“* I’ve come here to say that I’'m disgusted with you, Smithy ! ** said Bunter, valiantly standing

with contempt and scorn, too !

I mean, to pick up a shoe lace—that
18, to tie a pencil—I mean—="

“But why the thump should Vernon
have done that for Smithy, when
they're at deggeras drawni” exclaimed

0

“Goodness  knows I said Harry
Wharton. " If they'd been friends, we
might have pguessed! But it's clear
cnough—I dju]]y well know that it was
Smithy and not his cousin that we gave
a lift to Popper's Island—"

*Queleh would be pretty mad if he
knew 1" said Nugentjnlf] a whistle,
“You'd better not jaw about this,

Bunter, you fat ass|”

“I'm not tho fellow to jaw, I hope !
said Bunter with dignity, “Have you
ever known me repeat anything 1
heard just by chancei™

“0Oh erikey I

“l1 shan't say a word, of course!
It was entirely by accident that I
stopped to get & bullseye out of m

cket amd heard what (hey  said,

sides, fellows chouldn’t jaw with a
study door open if they don't want to
he heard ! 5till, I shall keep it davk!
I might mention it to a friend or two,
in confidence. Thai's all”

Billy Bunter rolled away 1o the
stairs ! Kunlenily it was nob going to
bhe fong helore the fas Owl mentioned
it to a friend or twoe in confidence |
Billy DBunjer's Lzt of friends, in the
cireumstances, was likely to  include
every f{ellow who would listen to hnn.

“Well, 1t won't be long hefore 1's all
aver 1le Hemove now,” said Bobh, 1
wornlir we  never  puessed,  really—
knowing jolly well (hat 16 was Buanihy
we landed on the island. Of course,
he might have cleaved amd ihe other
fellow tarved up, before Loder camae
—but—"

“But ho dido't1” zaid Harry, *Wa
know what happened now—and half
Cireyfriars will know it before roll.”

Got that ? **

EVERY SATURDAY

s

- e I F A
P a gy mir . :
ML EETE

The Bounder
behind him, Bunter felt sale.

HT]IB Famous Five went into Study
o L

Bartie Vernon gave them a rather
peculiar look as they eame in. Plamlﬂ
he had heard Bunter's excited squen
from the passaga.

“Bo it was you, and not Smithy, in
extra Irench westerday 1™ said Harry
Wharton. * What the thump did you
do it fort"

“Dnd I do it?" drawled Bertia.

“Bunter says ho heard you and
Redwing saying eo.”

“I'm not responsible for DBunter’s

gabble.”

Havry Wharton lasghed.

L Wcﬂ, the cat's out of the bag now,”
he said. “Tf you wanted to Ei;nap it

dark, you shouldn't have talked with
Iunter in the offing. DBPunter's telling
ihe world at the present moment. I
supposc that's what you were rowing
willy Smithy about in break this
marning.™

“¥ou can suppose anything you like,
of conrse.™

“3h, ratg !

Bertia Vernon left the study with a
knitted brow. Az he went down the
passage, the TFamous Five heard Bols-
over major's loud wveice from the
landing,

*“Ierve, Vernonl Was it really you
in extra French yesterday?  Bunter
EII:,"E—""'"

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged a
grin. Evidently Billy Bunter had lost
no time in mentioning it to a friend
or Lwa.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Bunter Hitling Back !

1 OB, old fellow—"
B " Btony 1" said Bob Cherry

sadly.
“Eht I didn't ask ou
|

whaether you were stony, you fathe

gazed af the fat Removite. With a figh

his ground, **I regard you

man like Bob Cherry

said DBilly DBunter, blinking at DBoh
through his big spectacles, ™ Wharrer
you reant

“Ohl You called mo old follow, so I

thought I'd mention 1it," eaid Bob
affably.
“Oh, really, Cherry! Look hore,

come with me, will you, old chapi”
asked DBunter., "1 want to speak to
Smithy. I've got sormothing epecial to
say to him."

“You don’t want my help to speak
to Smithy, do you?" ssked Bob, in
astonishment.
~“Well, ves. ¥You see, ho's such an
ifl-tempered beast I explained Bunier,

“I want you 1o keep him off, see? lle
might jump at a fellow.”

i ﬂ‘h* my h-ﬁt. lu

"'Tain’t fur to his study,” urged
Bunter. *Stamd by a pal, you know.
You could whop Smith, old fellow! [
could, if you comme to that, but I—I

bt ]

don't want fo—

“IFa, ha, lal” roared Bob. * Dolier
keep to that, Bunty., Don't ever want
io. If you begin w opping Smithy, we
shall lose our Bunter.

“Well, look here, 1 want to =peak
to hiw,” explained Bunter. " But vou
know Smithy. Look how ha pitched
into me on Wednesday morning, simpl
because [ was mentmmnl;‘, in B Casun
way, that he was po class comparcd
with that cousin of hia”

“Ho tactful,” agreed Bob,

“Well, I'm a tactful chap, really,”
said Bunter. *Some fellows have tact,
soane haven't. I happen to have, sco?
But you saw how shirty Bmiihy goi—

itching into & chap for nothing. Then
ook how he scrapped in the quad with
Vernon in break yesterday!"”

“The chap smacked his chivvy.”

1 dare eay he asked for it. Look
how he got his rag out at the nets
I've licard that he chucked hiz bat ab

Tue Macrer LisRay —DNo, 1,633
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Vernon’s  head  vosterday,
taking his wicket.”

“He chucked it on the geound.”

"Wall, I daro say he meant it for
Vernon's head. And to-day he was
punching Bolsover major. Dolsover
never did anything that I know of, ex-
cept ask him if he was mean enough to
leave 8 row on another follow'a
shoulders. Buat Smithy flew out in a
temper at once.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“ Altogether he's a fearfully savage
beast, and it ain't really safo to go near
him,"” said DBunter. “But I'va gob
something special to say. It's really
impoviant, say, old fellow, do come
along while 1 speak to lum! I know
he'll fly out at a chap.”

*“Oh, all oght!” said Dob, good-
naturedly.

Billy Bunter had caughi Dob on fhe
Remova landing after class on Friday.
Bunter had been hanging about for
some time; but it was all right now.
He rolled up the passage io Study
No. 4 quite briskly., In company with
the champion fighting man of the Re-
move, he felt safe in bearding the hion
in his den—Smithy in his study.

Bob, considerably puzeled, bul alwaya
obliging, wont with him. It was true
that Smithy was far from amiabla that

just  for

day. Hince the true story of Wednes
day's happenings had been tatiled and
talked up and down the HRoemove,

Smithy had not eRactly enjoved life.

It was sll very weli for Smithy to
take the wiew that Bertic Vernon*had
barged nto his affairs onasked and
could take what was comning to him,
and serve him jolly well right. Smithy
did not find that view gencerally shared.

Most of the fnllows (hought that
Vernon had done an exiremely good-
natured thing—ecapecially as it was for
a fellow he was not fricndly with, and
that, as it had turncd oab, Smithy
onght to have sot him right with
Quelch,

Smithy had no intention of deing
anything of the kind., Quelch's grim
manner towards the new junior amused

him.
Mr. Quelch had hal a very good im-

THE MAGNET

prossion of the new boy to begin with.
That good impression had been coms
pletely destroyed.

He regarded him now as a young
rascal, like hiz cousin in the Remove,
and as unscropulously untruthful.

It was impossible for Quelch to take
any other view, unless he learned that
it was not Bertie whom Loder of the
Sixth had caught on Pupfer'a Island.
And Bertio’s own asct had placed the
Bounder's blame firmly on his own
shoulders.

Which amused the sardonic Bounder.
There was no help for Dertie, unless he
told Quelch the faects, which he could
not do. Heo was net going fo figure in
the public eye as a fellow who had
done & thing of his own accord, and
was afraid to stand for what he had
done.

The cat was out of the bag now, so
far as the Remove were concerned.
Bunter's friend or two had multiplied,
till all the Form had heard the story.
And plenty of fellows took the view
that Bmithy was acting like a rotter in
leaving hiz blame on another fellow,
which irritated and exasperated the
Bounder to the limit,

That day he had had several rows,
and at least one scrap, and he was so
savage in the study that Redwing had
left him to himself,

It was not, thoerefore, a propitious
iimoe for Bunter to pay a call. And not
iill he was able to do so under convoy
of the hardest hitter in the Lower
Behool did the fat QOwl make the
venture.

Now, however, it was all right, and
Bunter banged the door of Study No. 4
open, in gquite & brisk and cheeriul
Way.

Smithy was sprawling in the study
armchair, .smr:-kmi a cigarette. He
glared round at the two faces in the
doorway.

“Aet out 1™ he snapped.

“1 say, 8mithy—" hogan Bunter.

“Bhut up, and get outl You, too,
Cherry 1™

“Keep your wool on, old bean!”
said Bob cheerfully. “1'm not coming
in. Bunter asked me to comoe hero
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WHERE THE CARS ROAR . . .

t Paut over the shuddering steering wheel, Bill Martyn, driving
with all the reckless daring handed down fo kim from his family's
generations of fighting men, knew that the Italians were creeping
closer—thal somehow he must find more speed !

The paddock flashed prst .
ahead . . .

. Sarkey's straight siretched

Bill wedged his foot down on the throitle and

held on—and then he heard the first trace of roughness in the
M.G.'s war-song. It was hordly deteclable ai first but in a flash

the tusty how! grew into a broken, discordant nole,

¢ Gosh,

she's packing up ! Bill groaned.”

Want to know what happens next 7 Then read the great
new motor racing yarn, “SCHOOL FOR SPEEDMEN,"

in today's issue of

MODERN BOY

Now oo sale at all Newsagents 2O
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while he spoke to you, in case you fly
out at him.”

Zmithy stared at him furiously, but
he controlled his temper. Even the
Bounder did not want o get the reputa-
tion of a fellow whom it was not eafe
fo ﬂ.ﬁpr-:m-::hi :

"“If the fat fool has anything to say,
he can say it, I suppose!” he snapped.
}‘Gatpi.t off your chest and cut, you fat
rog

“Boast |" retorted Bunter independ-

l:*-l'li‘-]{.
“1s that what you came here to say;
you pedgy piffery”

“If you call me names, I'll jolly well
call you nemes, seci™ Bi y Bunter
blinked round at Bob. “Don't gm} Enr,
old chap. I ain't afraid of Bmithy.
But don’t you go!”

“Cut it short, then,” said Bob., *“I
ean't stick here for ever [

“Oh, all right! Look here, Smithy,
yvou listen to this. Evervbody knows
now that it was you that Loder copped
on Popper's Island the other day. All
the fellows think Quelch cught to know,
It's pretty thick for a decent chap like
Vernon to be tarred with your brush.”

The Bounder sat up, breathing hard.
The baleful look he gave Bunter would
have caused the fat Owl to scuttle like
a& fat rabbit, but for the sustaining
presence of Bob Cherry.

As it was, Bunter valiantly stood his

ground.

“You kicked me on Wednesday,”
went on Bunter., “'That ain't why L've
come here to speak to you now. I've
como hers to say I'in disgusted with
you, smithy"”

“What 1" yelled the Bounder.

“I regard you,” continued Dunter,
“with contempt. Geot that? K-o-n-
t-e-m-p-t—contempt ! And scorn, tool
Got that? B-k-o-r-n—scornl That's
how I lock at you, S8mithy. You'rs a
rotten sucak! Got that? S-n-e-e-k—
sncak! And I've jolly well come here
to tell i;ml s0 to vour face "

The Bounder gazed at him.

Bob Cherry gasped. This was what
Bunter had two =ay to Bmithy. No
wonder he bad wanted o fighting man
at hand when he said it.

Smithy had booted Bunter. He had
booted him hard. DBooting Smithy back
was not practical politics for Bunter.
2o this was how the fat Owl was pet-
ting his own back. This peculiar affair
of Smithy and his double gave Bunter

his c¢hance. It eame, indeed, like &
windfall.  Dunter was going to rub
this in. Se here he was, bearding the

lion in his den, with Bob Cherry at
hand to stop the lion's leap, s it wern.

Bunter's eyes and spectacles gleamed
scorn at the astonished oand enraged
Bounder.

“Yah!” he continued! “Sncak!
Hiding behind anotler chap! Dirty
sneak ! Worm ! Swab 1V

“"You blithering fat frump " roared
Iob Cherey.  “Shut up and mizzle!
Get out of it before Bwmithy eats you
up abive!"

“0Oh, really, Chorry——'

“ (ot going, vou fat ass ™

“Shan't! You stop there, Bob—you
said you would, you know! I've come
liere  t¢  say to Smithy, to his
face——7%Yarooooop !

-The Bounder sprang!
like & tiger's spring !

Billy Bunter, with a yell of affright,

rlh

¥

It was really

jumped , and dodged behind Bob
Cherey.

“Yaroooh! [Keep him off 1" he
roared.

“Chuck it, Smithy ! gazped Bob. He
shaoved the infurinted Booocer baele.
“1 never konew what chat far wliot was



going to say, I wouldn't have
come—e="

“I'll smash him [ roared the Boun-
dﬂrh;' Gé;t uﬂa g %

s ear chap—

2 W{Ii vou stand aszide?”

“No! You geg——"

T shllbgl}u then !*

The Bounder came on, hitting out
with right and left.

Bob Cherry’s hands went up, and they
went it hammer and tongs.

Billy Bunter in the possage blinked
at_the scrap in Study No, 4,

Bob wae holding the Bounder back,
but it was evidently not a safe spot for

lingering |

“¥Yah! Cad! Sneak!” squeaked
Bunter. * Landing it on another chap!
Yah! I despise you, Smithy! Hear
that! D-e-s-p-i-z-e, despize! VYah ™

And with that, Billy Buntey departed
for safer spots, leaving Bob to deal
with the infuriated PBounder: which,
fortunately, Bob was quite able to do.

or

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Who Cares For Smithy ?

4 TICK to me, Toddy [ said Billy
Bunter after prep that evening.
“ No thanks !" answered Peter.
“0Oh, really, Toddy—"
“You're too sticky for my taste]"
satd Peter, shaking hia head. “What
about & wash? I know you've washed
once Gthis term: but what about an-
OB Bunter duri th
ully Bunter during ptrep that even-
g had been devoting as much atten-
tion to bullseyes as to prep—perhaps a
little more. There was no doubt that
Bunter was considerably sticky.

S0 Peter misunderstood him—per-
ha]I:-a[
“"You silly ass}” hooted Bunter. “I

mean, stick to me when we go down to
the Rag | That beast Smithy may jlump
at a fellow! Hea was fearfully wild at
my telling him what I thought of him.
You keep near me—-="

“1f 1 keep near vou, 1 shall atick to
you!” agreed Peter. "I'd rather give
vou & wide offing, old fat bean, anless
you have your second wash this term.”

“Beast! I mean, be a pal!® urged
Bunter, "“Look at what that cad
Smithy’s done! Pit-:hingi into a chap,
booting bhm all over the shop: and then
letting another chap take his gruel for
him. I'm ,j-:.-!!y well going to rub it in,
Toddy. I'm not letting Swmithy off !
Booting 8 chap, and landing him in
extra %‘rene.hl But vou stick to me
when we go down, Toddy! You can't
bhandle SEmith !

13 I:H.H’t.. {?JJ

“No! But you could give him a bt
of a tussle!™ enid Bunter. “Smithy
cauld knock you out, old chap, but you
could do him a lot of damage first. 8o
that's all right! What I don't want is
Smithy to piteh into me.”

“Oh !* gasped Toddy.

“I1f he kicks up a row, vou stand up
to him I said Bunter. “I'll hold your
jocket, Toddy! T'll etand by you! I
never was the ehap to let down a pall
1 zay, Toddy, where ave you going?"

“T'in going down to the Rag ¥

"Wait for me ! howled Bunter, hea-

ving himself out of his chair, " Didn’t
I a<k you to stick to me, you heast—I
mean, dear old fellow!  Wait a

gt 1™
But Peter Todd did not wait a
minmie. He did not wait a second ! He
drgarta{] down the Remove passage,
unter  rolled owt hurriedly  from
Study Neo. 7, enly in time to see Poter
gispppear down the Remove staircase.

EVERY SATURDAY

“Beast ! hissed Bunter.

There were certain drawbacks in
hitting back at & fellow like the
Bounder. Bunter had scored in his visit
to Btudy No. 4 before prep. He had
told Smithy what he thought of him:
and lived to tell the tale, aa it werel
But he had led rather & hunted life
sinoe.

He blinked uneasily up and down the
}{_a.magc. He had to pess the door of
No. 4 to go down—and he had planned
to pass it in company with Peter! But
Peter had vanished: and Bunter tip-
toed cautiously past that door!

But his caution booted not, for as the
fat Owl tiptoed past, the study door
opened and Smithy and Redwing cames
out.

; “Qoooococh [ gasped Bunter, and he
ew,

. Bunter did neot wait for Smithy to go

mto action | He went down the passage

like a runaway locomotive, fore apen

the door of Study Neo. 1, and careerad

in.

Wharton, Nugent, and Bertis Vernon
had finished Erep there. They had rizen
from the table, and were sorting out

their books to put away, when Bunter
happened.
rash |
The fat Owl was going too fast to
stop.
I‘?q_g‘ent. unfortunately, was directly
in his path.

What seemed rather like a ten-ton
lorvy hit Nugent, and sent him spin-
ning. He threw out his arms to save
himself, grabbed Harry Wharton, and
they both went over togather, =
_Bertie Vernon jumped away, just in
time to escape being added to the heap.

“Oh crikey 1 ai‘aaplad Bunter.

He staggered Irom the shook! He
gurgled for breath! But & red and
angry face ﬁglarmg in the study docr-
way electrified lhim into action. He
hounded round the study table,

“¥ say, vou fellows, Lkeep him off I
he roared.

“Bimithy 1" ealled Redwing from the
passage. )

Smithy did not heed. Ide stamped in-
to the study.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent sat
up, splitteving for breath. Bertio Ver-
non quietly stepped in the Bounder's
way, _

" Biop 1Y he said curtly.

The Bounder's eves glittered at him,

“I want Bunter! Get out of ihe way,
von eur M

“Get out of my study, you pub-crawl-
ing blackguard !™

“Here, stop that ! roared Harry
Wharton, seramnhling to his feet as the
Bounder hurled hinmself at Vernon.

“Chuck 1t exclaimed Frank Nu-

nt. * Do vou think you can come and
ick up vour shindies in this study,
Vernon-Smith?™

The Bounder did not heed. Buat he
had to lwnd, when the twe juniors
grasped him by the arms and whirled
Lim round te the door.

“Let go!” velled the Bounder.

“Outsile, you hooligan!” snapped
Wharton.

And the Bounder went out, spinning,

Tom Itﬂdwm?' caught him as he spun,
or he would have crashed headlong.
Redwing faivly dragged him away.
“He, he, ba!” came a breathless
ﬂgglu from DBunter. “1 say, you
cllows, that's the styla! 1 sav, Whar-
ton, go aiter him and whop him !”

“You fat chnmp 1™

(. really, Wharton! I say, Vernon,
you go after him and whop him "

“Yon fat idiet ™

“I say, Nugent, you go after him and
whop him 1
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*You fat foczler!™

“Well, you're a lot of funks in thi:
study, and po mistake |” said Bunter,
contemptuouely. “I'm about the only
man 10 the Form that astands up to
Smithy, and tells him what we all think
of himo. I'm not afraid of Bmithy, if
you fellows are |*

“You pﬁ{]ﬁy pifffier, what did you
bolt into this study for?" hooted
Wharton,

“That beast Smithy was after me—"

“QOh, my hat 1’

“I mean to EEE,’ I just stepped in ta
5:.}5&[.: to you ejlle:-w*s_ after pre?l. 1

idn't know that Bmithy was there]
He never came out of his study as I
was passing, and I shouldn’t have cared
if he had! Who’s afraid of Smithy?”

“ ¥You howling chump !™ said Harry.
“You'd better steer clear of Smithy!
Smithy bites !

“Fat lot T eara for Smithy ¥ =aid
Bunter valorously. “I'd knock the cad
down as soon as look at him ! T despise
him ! I've told him so! TI'll tell him
so again! Look what he did—booting
a chap, and lending him in extira
French—I mean, h!nggInF with those
Highcliffe cads on Popper's Ysland, and
putting it on that new chap ! I’'m stand-
ing up for you, Vernaon old fallow.”

*You blithering ass1” was Vernon's
ungrateful rep]%.

“Oh, really, Vernon—"*"

“Roll out, you fat chump, before I
help voun out with my boot!” said
I']'nril'y W]qumn,h

"1 =ay, Bmithy may be hangin
about—" L

“Well. who's afraid of Spoithy 1

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Beasl! 1'm not afraid of Smithy!
But I'm not poing down to the Rag—1I
want to read your ‘Holiday
Annual,’ old chap, and I—I'H sit here
and read it! Smithy might look in my
study. I mean, I rather like this arm-
chaiv—it’s more comfy than Toddy’s.”

“ Apg !

The three juniors went down, leaving
Billy Bunter in the armchair. Whether
he wanted to ruse that delightivl
volume, the 'Holiday Annual,’ or nat,
Billy Bunter certainly wanted to keep
out, of the Bounder’s way.

Fortunately, he had some bullseves
left. So he sat down and happily
chewed hullseyes,

Ten winutes later, the study door re-
opened and a well-known face lockedl
i

Billy Bunter gave the noweomer a
cheery blink.

“Hallo, Vernon!” he eaid. “Look
liere, like zome bullseyea] I've pot a
lot—there was a whole pound in
Russell’s study: I mean, I had them
from home in a parcel to-day. I got
lots of pareels from home, old chap 1"

The gtulmr stepped into the study,
On his looks he nnﬁgl:l; have been either
of the doubles of the Remove—at lcast,
to the shcrrt-uqhted Owl—but as he
came to Vernon's study Bunter took it
for Fﬁ.“tﬂd thet he was Vernon. So he
rattled on cheerfully:

“Staving -in the study, aold fellow?
ITave some bull:eyes? T say, why don't
you lick (hat cad cousin of yours? You
conuld do it] Smithy can't scrap! He's
nat got much pluck really !

“Hasn't el gasped the newcomer,

“Mot a spot!” sald Bunter. ‘All
round cad and worm. I licked him
myself lask term—1I did really, Yernon,
oll chap! He begged for meyey before
I let hun off, ractically crawled at
my feet 1V

“Did he ¥

*Yes, rotten funk1 1 eould lick him
with one hand tied behind back. I
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hardly carg to soil my hands on the
fellow thou He's lowl Your side
of the family may be all right, Vernon,
but the Smiths are & low lot! I say,
what do you want that cricket stump
for, Vernoni"

Bunter did not get an anawer to that
uestion. But he did not need one,
ernon-Smith came towards him with «
stride and grasped the back of his fal
neck, hooking him out of the armchair,

Billy Bunter gave a wild vell of
apprehension. The awful truth dawned
on his fat brain. It was not Vernon
coming back to the study! It was
Vernon-Smith—looking for him !

“0Oh crikey! I say, Bmithy, leggo!”
roared Bunter. “I eay, old chap, L was
only jij-jij-jog-joking, old fellow! I

ﬂﬂ%—- argoop 1" ]
lump! went DBunter back inio the
armchair, fage down this time!

Whack | came the cricket stump on the
tightest trousers at Greyfriars,

Bunter's frantic ycll woke the echoes
of the Remove passage,.

Whack, whack, whack, whacl !

“0Oh crikey! Yow-ow-ow! Boast--]
mean, dear old cha Yarooh !
Dear old beast—- ono-hooop | Oh
crikey | Ow "

Whack, whack, whack, whack]

* Yow-ow-ow-ow |

*“That's a tip!"” said the Bounder
grimly, And he pitched the crickel
stump into & corner and strode out of
the study, leaving Billy Bunter waking
the echoes on his top notes!

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Going Strong !

ARRY WHARTON frowned.
H “It's rotten I he said.
;;E'ﬂ- d:.t‘!” sneered the
under,
“Yes, it i2]” enapped tho captain of
the Remove, “I'd have liked to put

Vernon in the Form matoh this after-
noon. I went to Eut the chap through
his paces and size him up for the eleven,
We want bowlers—and he looks like
turning out as good e bowler as Inky."

“I dare say he could play the
Fourth|" sneered BSmithy. *That's
about his mark."”

“Tf he shapea anything like he looks
he will play Rookwood and Higheliffe
and St, Jim's," said the captain of the
Bemove. “I've pot to try him out first,
and he's got four detentions—all your
fault.”

“Go to Quelch and toll him who was
really on Popper’s Island last Wednes-
day 1"’ said the Bounder jeeringly. “He
would be glad to hear it! He started
making & favourite of Vernon—he'd
like to cerry on with the good work 1"

“0Oh, chuck it | "said Harry, * I shall
tell Queleh nothing—but you ought to
tall him, and every man in the Form
gaya the same."

“Hear, hear|” gaid Bob Cherry.

“I can see myself doing it!" said the
Bounder bitterly. *1f that cad borrows
my neme he can stand for what ho did.
He can go and sneak to Quelch if he
likea!l I shouldn't wonder if he did.™

“You'd like him to, I dara say!”

runted J“hri“f Bull, “Look here,
mithy, you jolly woll know that you
ought to have had those detentions,
not Vernon, I you owned up now

Quelch could hardly take it to the Head
—he would have to deal with vou as he
did with Vernon; he can't have two
weights and two measures. So you'd bae
retty safe from what you jolly well
eserve.’’
“True, O king 1" said Bob. “And it
would be the decent thing, Emlﬂg.“
Tee Maoysr Lispagy.—No. 1,653,
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Yearnon-S8mith breathed hard.

“ Put it Eiain, " he said savagely.
“You'd rather leave me out of the
cricket than that cad—becauss ho took
one or two wickets at the nets,”

" That's not so, and you know it
said Harry Wharton, * But fair play's
a jewel ernon would have to stand
for what he did-—spoofing Froggy in
extra French—and you ought to stand
for what you did! Vernon can't speal
uulﬁhut you can, and yon oughe.”

“I'll watch it!” sneered WVernon-
Smith. And he turned his back on the
Famous Five and stalked away, with a
black brow.

It was Saturday morning in break.
That afterncon the Remove were play-
ing the Fourth. Biuce Bertie Vernon's
exploits in games practice the captain
of the Remove was very keen to tey him
out in a game. But the pew junior's
sentence — for his  kinsman’s  sins—
knocked that on the head.

: Billy Bunter

‘1 say, you fellows!™
rolled up—the Bounder being safely
gone. I say, I wish you wouldn't jaw
to that“{:ad when I want to speak to
you—

“Roll away;, barrel I

" Oh, really, Wharton! I think vou
might tell a fellow how to spell 2 word !
ifnlu Ew.ke out that you spell better than

(0.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, what's the word, fathead?”
lie asked.

“Consequences,” said Bunter. “How
J"I'Iﬂﬂ r Eklar?lj

“HMow many whatter ™

“iK's.” Do you put in one or two "

“0Oh crumbs! I dow't put in any, as
B rule "

“Well, that's rot, of course,” said
Bunter Pe&‘h‘lahly. “I know it begins
with & ‘k’ I'm not sure whether it's
& 'k’ or a'ng’ in the middle. Which
do vou think it is®”

“A ‘q,' fathead, and a ‘¢’ at the
begmmn% I :

“He, he, he! ¥You can't pull my
leg, old chap! I know it's a *k’ at the
start, of course ! Any fool knows that ™

“You ovught to know, then!” agreed
Wharton,

*“But look here, do you think it's a
‘g’ in the middle "

*Yes, assl”

*"Then I expect it's a *k,’ aflar all 1"
decided Bunter. * You don't know how
to spell, Wharton. I've seen you spell
blug with an ‘e’ instead of a double
‘0. But I say, you fellows, I'm going
to make that cad Smithy sit up 1"

“¥ou pifling porpoise!” said Bob.
“Let Smuthy rip ! He's dangerous.”

“I'm jolly well going to rub it inl”
said Bunter emphatically. “He can's
punch & chap in the Form-room. I can
dodge him afterwards. Besides, I shall
expect you fellows to stand by a pal
You wait till he I_feta my next note in
the Form-room. He, he, ho ™

“Quelch put you in extre French last
time, fathead !’

“He won't cop
grinned Bunter. "I
1t in print letters in ecaze Quelch spots
it—then he won't know my Hst 1"

“You don't think he may know the
spalling 1" esked Bob.

“That’s why I'm geing te be jolly
careful about the spelling,"” explained
Bunter. “Quelch makes out I can't
spell, and i ere was & mistake he
pell d if th ; take h
might make out that it was me."

“*You're going to be jolly careful
with the spelling, with two ‘k's’ in
consequences [ ;Erojlad Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha ‘

*“That's it, old chap—no mistakes this
time | I den't think Wharton ought o
fry to pull my leg, making ocut thers 1s

ull my 1 nakis there
A “q' in it when it's important like

rll

me this time,”
m going to wrile

this I" said Bunter. "I don’t want
extra French again. I can tell you,
Emzthirl will be fearfully wild when he
gets that note in class, and can’t do
Bﬂj’iiiling, you know, under Quelch's
eye.

" Batter chuck it, you fat ass; Smithy
will bito 1™

“Who cares for the cad?” retorted
Bunter. * Look what he did last nighs.
I thought it was Vernon coming back to
his study, and I was just saying that
the Smiths were 2 low lot, and it turned
out to be Boathy—'"

““Ha, ha, hal"™ yelled the Famous
Eive,

“You can cackle!” hooted Bunter.
“T'Hl jolly well show him whether he
can whop a man on his bags like a pre-
feet ! You wait till we go into tll:ir{l
school! I can tell you Smithy will ba
green with rage !

And Eiljy Bunter rolled away,
evidently with some crushing scheme in
hiz fat brain for making the Bounder
st up for his sins.

Harry Whavton & Co. resumed dis-
cussing cricket matiers, and dismissed
Billy Bunter and his fatuous schemes of
vengeance from their minds, till the bell
rang for third school.
~ The fat Owl was grinning as he rolled
into the Hemove Room with the FForm.
He whispered to Peter Todd when the
Remove were in their places,

“1 say, Tadd o

“Bhurrup 1"

“But, I say, old chap, I've got a note
ready for Smithy; you watch his face
when he gets it 1" griuned Bunter.

- “Are you m]!:in%-I in class, Bunter?"”
wnquired Mr, Queleh.

“LEh? Oh, no, sir! I didn’t speakl
I was only saying to Toddy—"
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Third lesson was geography. Mr.
Quelch had & large map of Europe out-
spread over the blackboard, pointing
out the latest fashion in frontiers in
Central Europe,

The gimlet eye being off Bunter, the
fat Ow! nudged Toddy.

“I say, old chap, pass this note
along, and say it's for Smithy, will
you? he whispered.

_“No, you assl Do you want extra
French again "

“Quelech won’t know this time, if he
seeg 1k, That’'s all right. I sey, shove
it along to Russe]h and tell him to pass
it on to Bmithy !

Mr. Quelch’s head turned.

“Are you talking again, Bunter?” he
asked, in an ominous tone.

“Oh, no, sir! I never said & word,
gic! I never asked Toddy to do any-
thing, did I, Toddy 1"

Mr. Quelch turned from the map on
the blackboard. He took & grip on his
pointer in such & businesslike manner
that it seemed to hint that he intended
to usze it for other purposzes than meraly
pointing out things on a map.

“What did you ask Todd to de,

Bunter
“ Nothing, sirl

It's nothing to do
with a note or anything of that kind,
sir 1 snid Bunter hurriedly., “I haven’t
got a note for Bmithy here, sir, and I
never wrote it in the Rag beforo we
came into Form.”

“ Bloss my soul!”

“I—I only asked Toddy how to pro-
nounce Prague, sir. 1 mean, I never

ke to Toddy at all. I never said
‘n]re it along to Russell for Bmithy,
mr | F

Mr. Quelch came along the desks with
the pointer in his hand and a grim
look on his speaking countenance.

“You utterly obtuse and sbsurd
boy I" he said, ' Give me that note a§
onoa "



“I—I haven't got any note, sir!”
gnsned Bunter, in great alarm.

There's nothing ot all in my hand,
sir ¥

Bunter's fat paw was tightly elenched,
and ohviously contained something.

Mr. Queleh did not azsk him to open
it. He gave o swipe with the -pointer
which landed on fat knuckles, and then
the fat paw came open quite suddenly.

B0 did Bunter's mouth at the zame

moment. From the mouth came an ear-
aplitting yell. From the paw came a
crumplec paper.

Mr. Queleh picked up the paper.

Billy Bunter sucked his fat knuackles
in anpuish. The Remove master looked
at the paper.

TE sweas written in r.rt'it‘li'. Ti‘:l.‘tvl::'..‘h, which
Bunter had fondly hoped would conceal
the authorship. It was very probable,
however, that had it passed along the
desks and then reached Queleh’s eye,
he would have traced its author by the
spelling.  Bunter had put altogether too
many “kK's* in “consequences,”

AMre. Queleh stared at the paper.

His glance became fixed.

He gave a violent start.

All oves in the Remove were on him.
The juniors wondered what on carth
rhe fatuows fat Owl could have put in
hiz note this time to caunse that extra-
ordinary expression on the face of
Ieney Samue]l Quelch.

FFar a long, long meoment there was
a Dreathless silence, Then Mre Queleh
epacailated @

“Upan my word! 1Is
Upan my word 1

flis cves shot aver the elass.  They
fixed fivst upon the face of Bertie
Vernon, and then vpon the faece so like
it of Horbert Vernou-SBmith. Then his
vvey hxed on the paper again.

The Remove zat hreeathless. What on
earth had that fat ass put on that
paper?  Excitement and curlosity were
at hming peint. In the midst of a
hreaihless silence, Mr. Queleh read that
nole over again.

it pozsibie?

“Beestiy ead Smith! Who went
tlugsing on Popper's Island and got
anuthey  fellow - o a to  okstra
French? Who's nfraul to own up?
Wha's ead enoff 1o let anuther fellow
take the konsekwencoz? Whe's a rotton
worm®  Whe's o beestly  blaggard?
Whe's too phunky 1o own up? ¥Yah!®

Tt was no wonder ihat that extra-
ordinary missive brought an  extra-
ordinary expression 1o the fage of the
masler of the Remove !

rr——

THE TWENTIETH CHAFPTER.
The Cai Out Of The Bag !

[T ERNON-SMITLH "
‘,ﬂ' The Beounder looked sullen.

“Stand  ouwe  before  the

Form 1™
Vornon-Smith rose awd stepped ont
He was angry, sullew, and  puzzled.
This time he had Jdone nothing
Bunter's note, whatover it was, ladl

not even reached himm,

“* Veornon 1

Bevtie Vernon started a litt]e

“Yes, sir ™ he answered.

“You will stand out hefore the Form
alsn 1" :

The new junior siepped out after s
relative.

Qomething in Buntev’s note elearly
hadl eoncentrated Queleh’s attention on
the doubles of the Reinove. S0 a goail
many fellows could now sunmise 1o
what Bunter had reforred.

That nole had been intended {for
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Smithy. It had rcached Queleht The
fat waz in the fire now!

“Tt appears,” ssid Mr., Queleh, in a
a very gquiet, but very dangerous tone,
“ that '} have been  deceived and
deluded, and that apother master has
heen deeceived and deluded, by two
bovs of my Form.”

‘Therse was & tense pause,

“1t appears,” went on Mr. Queclch,
“that you two boys, taking advaniago
of the singular resemblance n your
looks, "have played = disrespeetful
irick, deceiving me and degeiving
Monsicur Charpentier ¥ ,

The Bounder understood now, and his
face set doggedly. _

Bertin Vernon understood also, and
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he flushed erimson. The word “ decep-
tion * etnng him move deeply ihan it
stung the Bounder.

“Yernon-Smith 1" Quelel’s voice was
decp.  “Am I to understand that you
induced ihis new boy—almost a stranger
here—to practize this deception—to take
vour place in a detention class, while

¥

you——
The Bounder’s eyes Hashed,

“WNo, sir, vou're not to understand
anything of the kind,” he said, very
distinetly. “If I'd known that the
checky rotter was using my name and
:afkil:g my place, I'd - have Dhooted
1"

(Continued on next page.)

| mouth open.

Tesily f dl oF

OWDO, cverybody?
By way of a change this

week, I lhave to settle an
argument. " How many Irish boys
are there at Greyfriars®?” inguizes a
loyal reader from Dublin. The
answer is: five. In the Third Form

there's Thomas O'Rourke; in the
Remove, the redoubtalble Micky
Desmond; in  the Upper Fourth,

Patyick Fitzgerald; in the Fifth
Form we find Terrence Fitagerald,
and in the Sixth, Patrick Gwynue.
%0 my correspondent, who Tas
been arpuing with some of his eliums
that there are only four “Fats ™ at
Greyfriars, i3 wrong.

J. P. WANTS TO STOP GROWING !

This iz an extraordinary confession,
you will admit, for most of us—
capeeially in the boyhood stage—
can’'t prow guickly enough or hig
enongli.
that he's growing too tall. It's
alarming him, he declares, although
he feels perfeetly fit.  If my chum
feels fit, I eertainly advise him not
to worry about growing.  There's
nathing he can do to prevent himself
wetting taller, anyway. Let Nature
take ils own course, and my corve-
spondent will doubtless bLe thankful
one day that he is tall.

A reader chnm, whe lives in
Plymouth, writes to say that le
suffers from a very common com-
plaint—snoring —and he asks me :f I
can guggest o cure. I believe the
cause of snoring is sleeping with one’s
A handkerehief passed
unler the ehin and tied on the top of
one’s head,” if not comfortalle, may
perhiaps be the means of crcating the
habit of keeping the mouth shus
while asleep. 1 have also heard it
auid that a snoving person can be
stopped by whistling. If my clium
can get a scli-sacrificing friend of his
to sit by his bedside and whistle some

But J. P., of Reading, says

W(Come Ivro . ()rric,

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his' readers.
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

YWrite to him : Editor of the

E.C.4.

ditiy every time he starts to snore,
perhaps lie will find this a pleasanter
and more effective enre! T am afraid,
however, the difficulty will be to find
an individual to do the whistling.

There is such an intercst in Mr.
Frank Hichards' varns that corres-
ﬂmldqnh; ~want all the characters
epl 1 view,

“What has become of Wun Lung,
thae Chinese junior in the Hemove?
Can't we lhave a etory about himr”
Also: “Is anything wrong with
William Wibley, the japer? We
don't seem to have heard of him for
some time.”

That is just the problem, chums,
Don’t think for one moment that
these charvacters have been left in the
background—they are waiting in the
wings, as it were, ready for when Mr,
Frank Richards gives them a call. It
is" absolutely impossible to keep all
the characters in the foreground.
But, of course, when I get a special
reminder that some }:artmular Juniox
ig in great demand, I try to meet the
need.  Don’t, for oiie moment, think
that if your favourite character has
not been mentioned for a while he is
totally forgotien. It's guite likely
that he will be taking the leading
role in o forthecoming yaru,

Well, T cortainly haven't room o
gy o Jot about next week's pro-
eramme, cliums, But that it's some-
'?hing good, you may be sure. First
there is:

“THE KIDNAPPED CRICKETER !"*

the next varn in our present sevies
featuring  Vernon-8mith  and  his
cousin and double. You will read of
the Bounder’s amazing scheme for
“hitting back * at his rival, and the
result of it,  The smaller features
follow as usual. A final word—place
a standing order with your newsagent
for the MAGNET right away,
YOUR EDITOR.
Tur Macxer Lasmary.—No, 1,633,
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Tom Dedwing jumped up, erimson.

“Pleaze let me speak, sirl Smithy
never knew—never know o word of- it
till afierwards! It was I who asked
Yernon to do 181"

“You, Redwing!' exelaimed Mr.
Quelcl

“Yes, sir!” said Tom, liz cheeks
burning. “It was my idea, and I
asked Vernon to do 18! I—I never
meant it as a deception, sir. It was

just- to keep Bmithy out of a row!
But Smithy never knew—he would have
hated if if he'd known!”

“ Vornon-Smith koew nothing of it

zir.¥ zaid Bertie Vernon calmly. “Hae
would not have agreed had he known.”

FOh1” sand Mr. Quelch.

The _Bounder sneered savagely.
Evidentlr,; Quelch had been faking it
for granted that he was at the bottom
of the whole thing. He waz a dog with
a bad name: the blame was his, as a
matter of course. DBut what Tom Red-
wing and Bertie Vernon had to say seb
that right, at all events,

There "was another pause. In the
silence, n fab whisper was heard.

“0Oh crikey ! sar, vou fellows,
Quelch h#s found it out! I wonder
how he found it out®”

“Bilence, Bunter |

Mr. Quelch fizxed his exves on Bertie;
he scemed puzzled.

“1t seems, Vernon, tliat you played
this extraordinary trick on your rela-
tive's acconnt. It was vou 1 saw and
caned in Class-room No. 10 on Wednes-
day, supposing you to be Vernon-Smith,
a5 vou had tnfceu his ploce 1w the
French class?”

oo i e Y :

“Upon my word " =aid Mr. Quelch,
and he paused again; then he went on:
“Tt was nof, then, wou on Popper's
Island that afternoon®”

“I told you I was noi there, sir.”

“7 am glad, at all eveniz, that a
boy of wﬁﬂm I hac formed a good
ppinion was guiliy -only of a foolish
trick of impersonation, and not of the
conduct for whielhh you have been
punished, Vernon, BBut o decepiion
praciised on A master 13 o VOry scrious
matler. You ara exonecrated, Vernon,
so far us Loder's rvepovt iz concerned.
But vour punishment will stand. It is
not toe sovere a punishment for what
vou have done™

“Yery well, sy, said  Vernon
quietly,

S ¥ou may go back to your place,
Yernon.””

Beriie went back to lus place.

“Tt was more my fanlit than Vernon's,
gir,” stammered Tom Redwing, ©I—I
asked him; and—and——"

“Quite so!1” said My, Quelch grimly.
“You will take the same punishment
as  Vernon, Redwiig—deiention for
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four half-helidays and five hundred
lines.”

“Vea, sir,” said Tom in a low voice.

The Bounder stood wiih a sullen,
sneering face undér the stave of his
Form-master's gimlet eyes.

It was all out now. Tt was known
that it was he—Vernon-Smith—who
had been on Popper's Island, whe had
been caught smoking and card-playing
willi the Higheliffe fellows. Now he
had to face the consequenees.  YWhat
thoze consequences were going fo be
he did not ktow, but he had the Liardi-
hood to face the music. EHis face was
zullen,  sneering, with a touch of
defiance in itk

Harry Wharton & Co. looked on
anxiously as Quelch stood silent, as if
mndecided. They ° Lknew “that the
Boonder's fate was trembling in the
balance. Beriie, as a nu:-w'liil:l.f, only o
fow days in the school, had been lei off
lightly for his supposed offence, but
the DBounder was an old offender. On
the other hand, az Johnny Bull had
sapiently romarked, a beak conld not
have two weights and iwo measures
1'he silence was long.

BIr. Quelch spoke at last.

“Had I been aware of the facts when
Loder of the Sixth Form made his
veport on Wednesday, Vernon-Bmith,
I should have taken vou fo vour head-
mastor,. to be expelled from  tins
schoal,” he said slowly, * bot—"

The Bounder stood silent; his heart
was beating painfully

“But,”” went on Mr. Quelch, "o cex-
iain punizhment was given to Vernon,
on the supposition that he was the
agutlty partv. I shall, therefore, award
the =ame punishmeot to vou, Vernon-
=Smith.”

Smithy breathed again.

“You will take four detentionz and
five hundred lines,” said 4. Quelch.
“But —he paused again—"1 advisc
vour, Vernon-Smith, to male ‘the mosk
of this chanee and amend your conduct,
I warn you that vou are very unlilely
to reman at Grevfriers unless you do
0. Now go to yvour place.”

The Bounder, 1n silence, went fo hiz

place. The tension in the Remove
rolaxed,

Billy: Bunter blinked at his TForm-
mastor  with  uneasy  apprehension

through his big spectacles, but, to his
great relicf, Quelel took ne further
notice of him.
Greography
Lemove.

& r L L L]

i< SAY, wou . fellows, how did
Queleh find ont "’ asked Billy
Bunter, whoen the Remove came
out after thivd schanl,

“FYou howling ass Baoh

Cherry,

was resmmed in the

said

—— ey

“Did you fellows tell him?” azkad
Bunter.

“ You blithering Owl, he pol it from
that fatheaded note I hooted Bob.

“(Oh ! Think he did?"’ gasped Bunter.
“Well, e might have; Quelch 15 fear-
fully sharp—sharp as a razor! ¥es,
come to think of it, I dare say he did—
being so foarfully sharp! 1 say, you

follows *—Bunter  blinked round 1n
alarm—“is that beast Vernon, or
Vernon-Smith? If it's Smiihy, keep

him off 1”

It was Smiihy, ;

He prabbed Bunler by a fai neck
slewed him round, and kicked.

Bunter roared, .

Smithy walked away and left hin fo
TOAT,

“Oh! Ow!” roarcd Bunter, “Wosw!
You beasts, that waz Smithy! Why
didn’t you keep him off, you Leasgts ™

“Didn't you want him to boot you®”
asked Horrey Wharton. :

“Eh? No, of conrse T didn’t!”

“Why ask him, then?

“Owl Deast!  Wow!”  Ancther
junior eame across towards DBunier,
and the fat Owl blinked at him.
say, wou fellows, if that’s Bmiiby
coming back—"" :

“Ti's Vernon this time!” said Bob,
laughing. J

“0h, all right, then!” said Dunter.
“Tf 1t was Smithy I'd jolly well Lknock
him spinning | I =ay, Vernon, ‘old
chap— Why, what— Leggo, rou
beast! Yavoop!™

Bertic Vernon grabbed a fat neck:
just as Smithy had done, and slewed
the fat Owl round, roaring. He landed
his boot, and Bunter bellowed: then
he, too, walked away, leaving Bunter
to bellow,

“Yoo-hoop ! bellowed Bunter. ™1
zav, you fellows . Whoop! What
did that beast kick me for, I'd like to
know? He's as boasily o beast as the
othier beast! What are you cackling
at, vou beasis?"’

Ha: ha, haol:

“Plecsod if I sce anything to cackle

at! T've a jolly good mind to bang
their checky heads togéther!” roared
DBunter. :

“(lood cppl” said Bob Cherry
heartily. © We'll see you do i, and
stand round and cheer! Hallo, iallo.

This wav!

hallo! Bmithy! WVernon! 1
Hurey up!

Bunter wants vou both!

. Hallo! Where ‘are syou going, Bunter?”

Billy Bunter did not stop fo explain
where he was going.
He just went!
THE EXD.

(The next yarn in fhis splend il sirics
iv engtled: “THE  KIDNAPPED
CRICHETERS You'll enjoy erérw
Titee of #H, cluins’)
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HEADMASTER and HERO!

Uproariously Funny School Story of
& Co., the Cheery

Jack  Jolly
Chums of St. Sam’s

“ Lock who's here

Jack Jolly, of the St. Sam’s Fourth,
gasped out those words in tones of
shesr amazerent, &8 he swam through
the swirling waters of the River Ripple.

Fearlesa and Merry and Brght,
who were with him, turned their eyes
towards the diving.board. They
farely blinked at what they saw,

Stalking down to the ewimming

| frem the changing-huts was &

arded figger in a bathing costume
meny sizes too large for him. It was
Dr. Alfred Birchemall—the revered
and majestick headmaster of St.
Bam’s !

“The Head:!:™ gasped Fearless.
“ The Head in a bathing ecosturne!
What next ;

“ Perhaps he's going to have his
annual,’” grinned Merry, “ I's
probably a good deal overdue ! ™

“ Ha, ha! Yes, rather!™

Further epeckulation on the subject
was stopped by the Head armving at
the edge of the swimming peol and
giving a hail to the lellows in the water.

* Attention, everybody ! 3 he
yelled, * Owvez ! Oyez! Be it known
to all and sundry that the guvvernors
of St. Sam's have decreed that life-
saving shall be taught at the swimming
pool IV

“ Grate pip ;

“ Who's going to teach ua life-
saving, sir 17

“ Me, of couwrse ! "

it H-H_. l:'l-ﬂ.-, ha! ¥

The fellows in the swaler simply
roared. The idea of Dr. Birchemall,
who could awim as well as a buick,
teaching othera the art of life-saving
struck them as rather comical. The
Head, however, did not a.f- ar to see

o

the Minny side of it. jrowned
fearcely. ;

“ There will have to be a dickens of
an improvement in your swinming il
you boys are to do any good at life-
paving,” he remarked, grimly. * Now
I want you to gather round underneeth
the diving-board and catch the pearls
of wisdom as they fall from my lips.”

¥ Oh, erums!" gesped Fearless.
“* You don't mean your false ieeth,
sir, by any chance, do you f -

“ Ha, ha, ha!®

“ Bilence ! " roared the Head. " The
lesson will begin.  Now, the first
thing you must remember in saving life
in the water iz to grab the person
you are saving by the boko ! ™

“ Don't you mean the ears, siv 1"
asked Merry.

Dr. Birchemall plared.

“ Now, wheo's giving this lesson—
you or me " he inquired. I said

boko '—or, to put it vulgarly,
pazal organ! And when you get it
from me, you are getting it irom one
who nosa 1"

“ Go hon, sir! ™

“ Fact | " saicl the Head. ™ You can
take it from me 1'm a simply spiffing
ewirnmer and a dabster at diving ! "’

§ "

“ Bai Jove! You serprize wme,
Birchemall! You do really, what,
what 1

All eyes were turned to the towpath,
from the direction of which came the
refined voice of the newcomer. It
was Sir Frederick Funguss who stood
there, The chairman of the 5t. Bam's
guvvernors waa leaning elegantly on
hie gold.nobbed cane and tugging
thoughtiully at his mistash.

' Abso.baily-lutely serprizin’, Birche-
mall, that you should be so gowl as

r”t"‘ iy BE :
’ I
[ : i*
B

il

= I | )

all that =at
divin'an'
swimmin'
and life-sav-
in'1"heeried.
“Tet's see
you do it

e

- ] -5

EDITED BY HA RRY ,J_.F HARTON.

June 3rd, 1939,

I'm surprised

m deah
fellow 1 ™

[ £ E_h T LR

“ Dive in an’ swim round an’ rescue
one of the boys, my pood chap!”
grinned Sir Frederick. " 1 insist !

* But—but I haven't brought my
water-wings with me ! ™ phaltered the
Head.

*“ Wha-a-at ¥ " _

“* T—1 mean, I'm too tired ! * gasped
the Head, who looked as if he would

have done anything in the world rather
than dive into the River Ripple.
“ The-—the fact is, I've been doing too
much ewimming this afternoon for an
old 'un. Ahem | You must reember.
Sir Frederick, that T was ninety-mine
last birthday '™

“ Tutt-tutt, what of it 1" retorfed
Sir Frederick lightly. “ A man s
ag old as he feels. Judgin’ by what
you were sayin' just now, you are
fit to curry on for the rest of the alter-
noen. Dive in, my good fellow | ™

Dr. Birchemall gazed down into the
rippling waters of the River Ripple
and lurely shuddered, The fact was
that he couldn't swim for toffy and
couldn't dive for nutts, and didon’t
know the first thing about life-saving.

“ A fine how-do-you.do this is, and
ne mistake ! he mmttered. * If I
don’t dive in, ho'll think I can’t—and
on the other hand, if I do dive in, he'll
see Tor himeelf that I'm no good at it !

* 1t would be a pity to lose the extra
pay I'm getting for teaching life.
saving,” he went on, muttering the
words into his beard. ' But it looks
as il I shall do so if I show that 1'm
not up to snuff—and that extra pay
18 not to be speexed at 1"

He stood hesitating, And then the
problem was suddenly selved for hnm.
Hir Frederick Funguss, with a roguish
grin on his face, tiptoed up behind
him, and gave him a sudden prod in the
hack with hia gold-nobbed eane.

“ Woooooop ! Yarooooo !

A feendish vell sounded acrosa the
rippling water. "The next moment
ithere was & tremendous splasli.

Plomk ! Swoooonsh !

* Man overboard ! sang out rank
Fearlesa.

* Ha, ha, h=

“The Head ~A  from  sight

leaving the fellows in the water farely
yelling, Jack Jolly swam across to
the spot where he had disappeared,
and dived under te rescue him. He
soon brought the Head to .the surfiss.
Dr. Birchemall was puffing and blow.-
ing like a grampus and his frantick
struggles churned the water around
him into foam ; but Jolly, who was
an eggspert at life-saving, soon towed
him to satety.

Amid loud cheers, rescuer sand
rescued waded out of the water. And
then the onlookers had a big serprize.

While thie Head was ot of hiz depth,
he had been in a proper pannick, But
the moment his leel touched terra
firmen apain, he became as brave as &
lion.

With a erafty gleem in his eyes, he
suddenly seezed Jolly by the neck just
as though he was doing the rescuing
instead of Joliy.

“ Don’t be frightened, JoMy ! ™ he
eried loudly. ** You're in no danger
now.”

* Wha.a-at 1 gasped Jacrk Jolly.

“ I huve saved you from a walery
orave, my hoy, but don’t trubble to
thank me, It's all in the day's work
to an epgepert life-saver like meo !’
said the Heond, speaking loudly lor
Siv Frederick’s benefit.  And then, 1n
a aupPreﬂE-t:d whisper, he sdded:
* Muwm's the word, Jolly ! T'll treat
vou to doughnuts aflerwards, if you'll
keep quiet!™ . _

While Jolly gasped, Sir Fredeviek
joined the Head, He looked as though
he eould hardly beleeve his ears.

“ Bui Jove ! " he eried. T thougzht
it was the buoy reseuin’ you, bBuche-
mall : but it 2eems T was mistaken.
You. then, vescued the boy '™

“Why, of course, Sir Frederick
said 1he Head, with a simpering smile,

“ ‘l'oppin’ brave deed, I eall 17
declared Sir Frederick. I am glad,
indeed, that we appointed jyou as
life-suvin’ teachah., Prey get dressed,
Birchemall, an’ 'l take you to the
village bunshop an’ stand yon & feed !
You sre & hero asmong headmasiahs,
what, what t"

And the chairman of the guvvernors
was s good aa his word. He supplied
free tuck at the village buushop till
Dr. Birchemall came near to busting.
Uncquestionably, Sir Fpederick  had
come to the conclusion that the Head
was & hero of Lhe lirst water,

What the St. Sam’s swimmers
thought about hitn was a very different
matter. DBut Dr. Bichemall didn't
hothier hia hiead about thern, XNor, lor
that muatter. did they trubblo ang
more about him,

They wore only too pleased to reinur
to the plessures of the swimming-
wol—no longer disturbed by the old
Luﬂ'e:"s unwelcome prescnes !

1 ¥

PARTICULAR

Temple of the Fourth s jusl as
particular abhoul ericke! piches a8 fe
i3 ahoub trousera

Iin both caser e iusi=ts on w perkect
“ erease,’”

o

‘“HAT TRIC.."” SAVED REMOVE
FROM DEFEAT!
Says H. VERNON-SMITH

The mateh  between
the Remove and the
Shell on Satvredsy pro-
vided the most escting
gpot of cricket seen on
Little Side lor gy a
long dayv.

The Shell are older
and  bigeor than ua,

Their venerable suge
gives them the adran-
tage of longer expenineo
than we have beennbleo
to crowd into our yaung
livea, and their Ieltier
build enablea them to

Brown, and yvour huinble
shared the same fate.

We finished with =
total ol 78, ‘The Shell
had to be disioissed for
T7 i we wore to win.

An  mmpossible 1ask !
So it seemed at fivst. It
geemned =20l o am-
possibile Inter wien, with
throo wiclews to Tall, 1he
shell hoad actually scored
Tioruns ! !

I lave already ox-
pressed the opinion this
geason that Hurree

HARRY WHARTON
CALLING ALL FANS

Somebudy whe signs  himselfl
“ Anti-Naoise " has  written  fo
express  nis  sympathy for me
because | have to do iny editorial
waork in Study No. 1 in the Remove
EHH‘L‘EHHL’,

= Az one who detests noige, I

deeply commiserate with you,” he
| SIS,

it ronust be like to write articles and !
Cvesed MES 10 an accompaniment ol
cetnnbenaed-paper
Fericket,
rramophones 17

“ 1 ecan Just owagine what

music, passage
study  bumpings, and

Welt, 'm greatelul to my corre-
spomdent 'or his eympathy ; but
| haslen to add that in this instance
I realiy dun’t think I deserve it !

whistling the tunes of the day
rather piercingly 3 but he deoesn't
usunlly come to Study No. 1 {o
do it, LThere ig alzo a comb-and-
paper band that comes to hle

under Bolsover major's lendership |

at  spasmodic iutervals ; but
ractice nighta are few and lar
E‘I‘.‘iwﬂﬂll, and T don't find Bolsy
and his Boys much ol a menace.
Nobody in the HRemove—for-
tunately—-lollows Hozking' example
of praciming {he pianoe in his
atudy. The one or two anateur
anigtg 0 our midst use the school
mnsic-romn lor this purpese. o
fuet, The only muosicinn who s ot
all troublegome is Skinner. Skinner
has @ fute which he plays only
when  he wants to annoy  los
perchbours 3 el aceasionally 1 do
findd him » voisance.  Shinner's
thite, however., 15 a miner delal
which 1 can bear with fortitode,

TELEPHONE THOUGHT-
READINGE How It's Done!

By PETER HAZELDENE

The explanation of that thought.reading act I
staged last week is quite a simple one.
that nobody in
seen through it !

You will remember that Toem Brown selected a
card out of & pack and rang up my sister lo ask if
the new* thought-reading " mistress at Cliff House
could tell him what card it was.
I hai given Browny the name—promptly came to
the phone and told him quite rightl

In lact,
the Remove has

* Miss Jones "'—

that it was
the ten of diamonds.

How was it dyne ¥
ANSWer

In actual fact, there Is no now
* thought-reading " nistress  at
Cl House, The young lady whe
tvok over the phone from my
sister was & friend ol Marjorie's—
Clara Previyo., 1 had previously
sreanged with Marjorie for Clara
to play the part of the imuaginary
mistress, And 1 led DBrowny up
the gawden in getling him to phono
Marjorie  fimst.

* But how did Clara Treviyn
know the ecand, anyway 1" you'll
ask., That's easy!

1 had previonsly rupplicd Marjorie
with a ecode fur all the cards in the
pack. ‘The ace of epades wos
= Miss Smith,” the kg ™ Mise
Koberts,” the fwo of clubs, * Miss
Cortwright,” aod so on,  The ten
of dinmonda, which Browny chose,
* Miss  Jones,”

Hera's the

alogr the holl harder and
bowl with more dendly
speed,

What counted on
Balurday was thew bvwl.
ine,. Hobson and
sStewart, both  in Sril-
liant ferm, found chinls
in our anmour with dis-

ta the

riously. In

Singh's bowling is the
Remove's best nsset, Am
I a prophet ¥
liked vou ail to be there
to see for vourselves !
The dusky nabobh rose
veeasion  glo-

he took those remaining

I'd niwve
not o bad as
gecms to tlhnnk.

gramophones,
threa balls
{imes ;

The Remove passage, I admit,
. is not a place of sr.-pulﬂhral calm.
| On the other hand, it's certainly
“ Anti-Noiga ™

In the first place, there are no
Tom Brown has a
radio which rattles the windows at
but his ztudy 18 at the

at  Lines, nutur:l]'l_':,'; TN IT+ |

the lamiding  talking

school news,

al the npoisex ot

Bappring goes o o tha passage
{re-
quently you get o noi=y erowd  on
ericket  and

On the whale, hwowever, 1 find
|||t1_1|:'. case for r'q_‘:r:l]j:r!:,-tll:!. Most
peneirate ithe

Natuvally, 1 diudn’t mention the
name of the aupnposed new mistress
til 1 lLnew Browny's card, I
eouldn’t ! Buat as =oon oz I saw
it wag the fen of diamonds, all
I hed {0 do was to tell him o ask
my sisfer for ** Miss  Jones”
* Miss Jones ™ in Marjoric’s copy

concertiug  reguws y. {hree wickets—and that | other end of the passage, and I |Stout door of No. | are normalgf the rode was, of courso, the ten
Wharten  waa  dean {lovels * hat trick " gave | don’t hear it much, domesiie sounds that simply lorm } of giamonds ; and it only remained
bowled Lelore e reseaed |us the victory that had There are, of courss. other the CHRTALY background 10 my | fop her to call Clurg and tell her
double tigwres, and axch Jaeemed quite bevond our @ noizes, ‘ editorial work. . i to inform Browny that he had
stalwarta oz Cheey, §grasp | Bob Cherry has u habit of HARRY WHARTON, | gelected that card !
rr— Lt TE———— — p—— Arr
| the Remtove anglers. @ stoola nmd angling odds el opile — But Smithy wouldn't have that. Xo
BUNTER FHE ANGLER! “*He, ha, he! You ! that was all ! rolls-and-butter without fish was his
don’t fool me! L've Lunter gared wb il gl sagrgeded, idea !  Reluctantly Bunbter zathopred

Fishing No Sdation to Tuck Shortage

ot & pretty good idea
of what's in that luueh
hasket., But don't let it

When Bunter spated Vernon-Fmith | worry vou. Ul earry it for youif you

and Redwing wolk out of gales lust
Wednerlay allernrgn, loaded with
fishing tackle and a™ig luneh busket,
e swooped dows on them hke a
hawlk,

“ 1 gay. vou fellywy, going fshing 7
he yapped, '

“ wWo., buntine” answerad Smithy
Littmorously.

* Then what me peu earvying fishing.
roda for ¥ ¥

* To whip up or horses with, «l
conrse,  Any mor questiona P77 oasked
the Bounder cheerili, DBunter blinked
at him suspiciously,!

“You're poing %’iahing, Bmithy
that's the fact of fie matter.  Well,
fook here, T'H tell )pu what.” he said.
with o sudden st of gencrosity,
* I eome with vorpnd help vou with
the tucl™ -

“Thanks, Tad wi shan't necd any
help, old Fat wman’ sl Redwing.
YEWelre  puiny fishing—n ot
fecding 'Y

“ Alh, veally, Bafving, don’lt he zo

beastly yoean I Ydoll need someone
We

to set ont the teaalngs for vou'”
Y Your mistake: old  chap.

ghant nevd anvere'ike that, as we're

not havieg tea !}

Banter leetewal o fat wink on

like, and do the neediol st the other

end."”
* Let the fat idiot ecarry it, then,
Brobdy,”  grunted  YVernon-Smith.
" We've told him there's -
o fuck in it, awil 1 he
still wanis to carey il
it's his own legkout,™
[ Thanks,  =mithv,
fold chap!”  prinned
P Bunter, as e took (e
luneh basket and trotted
heside the anglers.
“* You way be jolhv glad
of me betore the alter-
noon'a  oub,  anvway.
Apart from the fea. I'ma
L tipatop fisherman. 1 may
; be nbile to belp you with
P ane or two expert hinta.”’
b 2o Bunter went lshing with Smithy
paned Hedwing, He found it tiring work
- eareving the heavy Iuneh basket down
ito the Sark. But his excrtions, he
hoped. wonld be amply rewarded on
arrival at the seene of operations,
Alas for the OUwls fond hopes!
When thev vearhed the river at last
Land Bunter fell on thet lunch bagket
anel epenyed it e had the shock ol his
P hie.

Pany kind did it containl Only fishing

Neot a solitary eatable object ol

* I—T say. you lellows' Where's
the fuck ¥ 7

“In my mackintosh porket—all thera
g of it!" said Redwing, grinoing.
* I've pot two rolls and some butter.
Nothing more ' "

“ Beasts ! " roared Bunter. Y How

the diclens do you expect me to sur-

vive oo two hlessed rofts.and-butter £

" We  den't—iheyre for us!™
snappued the Bounder, * But Ull make
vou an offer, Fatty, Light a fire and
vou cun eook whatever we cateh ; and
vou can have ihe rollg-and-butier io
go with them as a gilt 19

Bunter groaned. He was hungry-—
very hungre afler his tiving work.

“ Ginee the rolls-and-buaiter to go
on with,” e woaned. * Ul have Lhe
figh alter=—when you cateh it ]2

brushwoml and ht a firo;
helped with the fishing.

Strange os it may serm, Buuter was
the only one 1o get a bite.

Both Smithy and Redwing were oub
of luck ; they landed nothing. DBut
Bunter had threa separate catehes.
The first was an old boot. the secund
on empiy petrol tin, and the Lthird o
real live tish !

It was the only fish ihey caught
that alternoon, snd Buanter had to
cook it before ho had the rells-and-
butter, It wasn't & very inviting.
locking fish, either—a sort of stickle-
batk, all ins and knobs, Bunier, wilh
a  aniff, removed its  intervior and
roasted it on the end ol u stick,

He opened his moulh and shui his
eyes and took a big, big bite.

That bite did 6! Buuoter gasped,
spluttered, yelled, and clawed the fsh
from his month, .

There is very little in the way of
turk that Bunter cannot est, but that
fish beat bim !

Medwing  offered him  the rolla.
Believe it or nof, he declined them !
He eouldn’'t touch a thing till he got
the taste of that fieh {rom his mouth.

Bunter fled, And ihat's all there s
to tell of the fat Owl's fishing ex-
pedition. Ife had been more successful
than his hostg st the game—but he
retired, uil the sameo, a very " in-
complent ’_angler }

then, ho



