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“THE CAD'S TRIAL."

A Splendid Complete
School Tale ol Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Bounder Arrives,

L ALLO, hallo, hallo ! What the dickena is the matter
with that chap*”
Bob Cherry was standing at the window, at the

~end of the Remove passage at Greyfrines, and

looking out into the Close, when he uttered the exclamation,

Bob Cherry’s tone, and the expre<sion of sarprise upon
s face, drow several other juniors to the spot at once.

* What chap?” usked Harry Wharton,

*Where " gueried Nugent.

Bob Cherry pointed out of the window.

' Loolk at him "

The juniors glnneed out of the window, Lt gave a view
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of the old Close #f Greviriars, with its green elms, and the
cricket-field in sight in the distance. Across the Close the
juniors could see the lodge and the school gutes: and from
tho direction of the gates was npproaching the figure thut
Iind attracted Bob Cherry's attention.

And the moment the other juniors snw that figure, they.
too, uitered exclamations of surprise.

My only hat ! cjaculated \Wharton.

« Something wrong with the chap.” said Nugent.
is he? I've nover scen him before.”

o Must be a new chop ! said Marl Linley.

+ [ suppose so. DNut—""

“AVhat's the matter with him "’

““The matterfulness is terrifie,” murmured Hurree Singh.,
the Nabob of Blianipur, in his fearful and wonderlul
Lnglish,

And, indeed, there did seem to be somcthing decidedly
wrong with the strapger who was crossing the Close towards
the house.

e was a fellow of nbout Wharton's own age, and
perhaps a liule taller, but not nearly so well-built or s0 well
developed.  His weedy frame showed that he indulged litile
in nthletic exercisex, and that he was in all probability a
stennger to the foothall and ericket.fields.

Ite was dressad very elegnntly, however, in well-fitting
clothes, with a silk hat and lavender kish gloves, and carried

“Whn
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a cauo with a gold top. Ilis watch-chain was of gold, too,
and he wore a ﬁinmond tiepin, the glitter of which could be
seen from the window, though the youth was still at a good
distance. There were rings on his fingers, too, of which the
juniors caught the sparkle in the sun.

A gorgeous bird, and no mistake,”
mnrkedg. "

Bob Cherry re-
& Eut_.‘- T

But it was pot the gorgeousness of the stranger, strikin
enough as it was, that had attracted the attention an
excited the surprise of the juniors. . . :

There eeemes to be eomething wrong with him—cither he
was ill, or—— Wharlon hardly liked to admit {ke alterna-
tive to his mind. . . :

The youth wae swaying unsteadily {rom side to side as he
came on. Once he reeled, and cunly saved himself from
falling by catching at a tree-trunk.

He remained holding on to the tree for some moments,
while the juniors watched him curiously from the window,

What did it mean?

They wondered, .

Then the youth started forward again, and appronched
the house with a curious, zigzagging step. )

“ My only hat!" murmured Nugent, in great astonish-
ment. * I've scen Gosling walk like that, when he's been to
the I'ig and Whistle. But—" . .

* But this chap's a mere kid—it can’t be that.”

“ Well—" i S T .

“ Well, it's either tkat, or he's ill,” said Bob Cherry. "1
can't make it out. Let's go down and see if we can do any-
thing for him.”

“Right-hol" . .

“The right-hofulness i1 terrific.” .

And Harry Wharton & Co., with puzeled and curious
faces, turned away from the window, and descended the
stairs,

The stranger had reached the sieps of the School Tlouse
by this time, and there he halted, gazing about him stupidly.

Severnl fellows who had caught sight of him in the Close
came up, and s vound him, staring at him blankly,

Nothing quite lile this had ever been scen before in the
old Close of Greyfriara. S .

“ My hat ! said Ogilvy, of the Remove. ' What's that *°

“ 1 say, you fellows, it must be the new chap,” said Billy
Bunter, who alwnys knew everything., *1 heard Mr.
Quelch mention to §Mr. Capper that there was o new chop
coming to-day."” .

“What a lot of things you hear, Billy "

*“Oh, really, Brown—"' . .

“This can't be a new chap for Greyfriars’ said Tom
Brown, the New Zealand junior, with a eniff of disgust.
“ Look at the stats he's in.”

** Phew "

* He's ill,”" said Russell.

Tom Brown snorted. s -

“ Yes—same kind of illness that Gosling has, when he's
been at the gin and water."” ) :

It can't possible " exclaimed Hazeldene. * He's a
mere kid. I say, kid, who are you, and where did you
spring from " . .

The youth was still holding on to the balustrade of the
steps.

ITe turned a heavy glnnce upon Hazeldene.

“Ig this Greyfriars?” he ashed, in a thick veice.

" ?n!_“

“Oh! I'm Vernon-Smith:”

“ Really?" grinned Hazeldene. ‘“Serry; I've never
heard of you before. Are you coming into this school "

“Yes. I—I—I'm Vernon-Smith—Herbert Tudor Vernon
Vernon-Smith.”

o Any"more‘:"’ asked Bulstrode.

“Eh?

“You're not Arthur Berkely Adelphus as well, hy any

* Ha, ha, ha !" o _

Vernon-Smith stared stupidly at Bulstrode, evidently nct
ondersinnding the burly Removite’s pleasantry.

“ Here, Wharton, here’s a case for you ! exclaimed Hazel-
dene, a3 Harry Wharton and his comrades came out of the
house. * Here's a new kid for you to fake under your
wing."” .

“ Better put him urder the pump,” said Bulstrode.

“Ha, ha, ha!" ,

“ [t might make him sober, anyway."”

s Qober 1" aaid Wharton. L.

* Look at the cad! You can see the state he's in."”

Now that the chums of the Remove were close to the new
Yellow, there wae no mistaking, certainly, the state he was
in.

They locked at him with almost incredulous horror.

Thia was a new thing in their experience.

AMen 10 a stare of intoxication they had, unfortunately,
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seen; but a boy—aud a boy ouly old encugh io ge into &
junior form—

It was unbelievable.

But it waas the cuse, all the same. This youth, who was
certainly not more than fifteen years of age, if that, had
Been drinking.

My hat!" murmured Wharton.

He was quite nonplussed for the moment,

The stranger came slowly up the stepe of the house, the
boys giving wng for him to pass, and staring at him.

* Drunk, by Jove!” said Bulstrode.

“What! What is that?”?

It was a sharp voice, and the juniors started a little aa
Mr. Quelch, the Form-master of the Remove, came out of
the doorway.

Mr. Quelch glanced over the crowd of fellows with his
clear, keen eves, and then his glance rested upon Herbert
Tudor Vernon Vernon-Smith.

Then he started.

**Ah! You are tha new boy, I presume,” he exclaimed.
** Are you Vernon-Smith

* Yes,” said the vouth thickly.

" Very good. ut-—" Mr. Quelch scanncd the lad
closely, " ** What is the matter with you? Arec you ill?"

*1'm orrigh'."

“You do not look all right. What is tho matter with
you?"' demanded the Remove-master, in hia deepest and
sternest tones,

** N-n-n'thing.”

g .\irI Quelch gazed long and hard at Master Vernon-
Smth.

_Then, without a word more, but compressing his lips
tightly, he grasped the boy by the shoulder, and marched
him into the house.

Vernon-Smith made a slight altempt at resistance, but the
strong grns{n of the Remove-master forced him on, and ho
disappoared from the view of the astounded juniors.

They gared at one another.

* My word !" said Nugent, af last.

** Great Scort !”

= Greyfriars is coming to something, and no mistake!"

- :Elmt ]chap was dru!l?k e

* Simply staggering.

** The sia m-r%u]ncg.l was terrific.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

I can't make it out,” he said. * There may have leer
gome trick, you know; he may have had something shoved
into his ginger-beer, for a jape.”

* A protty rotten sort of jape that would be!”

* I kaew it to happen once. Wa don’t went to be hard
on him {ill we're cortain. But if he's come here in that
stata of his own accord—""

= QOrder of the boot!" said Bob Cherry.

* Yes, rather I”

* And serve him right.""

JAnd the juniors long discussed the strange occurrence.
Nothing like that, certainly, had happened before in the
lmtc'i:'ybo[ Greyfriars, and they wondered what the outcomo
wou 0.

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The New Boy Does not Go.
DR. tI.d{')(.'l(E, the Ifead of Greyfriars, was sitting in his
study.
There was a dark frown upon the usually kindly
fuce of the doctor.

As a rule, the Head looked kindly and benevolent enough,
and only nt rare intervals his face would set in an ox-
pression of severity, when his anger was provoked by somc-
thing that disturbed his screnity. )

}.But now the Grayfriars fellows would hardly have known

.

His face was dark and frowning, and under his set brows
his eyes were gleaming with a curious light, in which
wrath and desperation were mingled.

An open lctter was lying on the desk before him, and
\?-Iu]n the doctor's exes fell upon 1t his brow grew still more
dark.

He started out of a black reverie as a {ap ceame at the
door of the study.

With a hasty movement he slipped the letier into a drawer
and closed it. Then, with a slight shake in his voice, he
called out :

*“Come in!"

The door opened, and Mr. Quelch entered, marching
Master Vernon-Smith in before him, with a grasp on lus
collar which the young gentleman vainly tried to escape.

I)r. Locke looked at them, and rose to his fect.

Me. Queleh elosed the door, and marvehad the new boy up
to the Head's desk.

Yernon-Smith gurgled fainily,
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* You can't do as you i-lke .ll_cre. $0 throw that béﬁslly (hing-nway," said Harry. ¢ I'm Wharton,

Captain of the Remove.”

“What—what does this mean, Mr. Queich?" azlied the
Head, in amazement. ** Who is this boy 7"

“This is the new boy, sir,”

“Oh! Yernon-Smith.”

* Yes, sir.”

The Head adjusted his glasses, and lodvked ot the new boy.
Master Vernon-Smith returned his gaze sullenly and half-
dofiantly.

“I was expecfing yvou, Vernon-Smuih,” said the Head.
“1 have o lefter from your father——"

“This boy, I believe, 15 to come tnto my Form, sis?" said
the Remove-master,

“Quite 0.

“Will you kindly look at him, sir, and note the state ho
ix in?" said Mr, Queleh, in almost a sulphurous toue of ~up-
pressed indigoation and disgust.

The Head startad.

* I-—I do not sco

“ He has been drinking, sir”

“ Trnpoasible ! cjaculated the Head.

“ Look af! him?!

Mz Queleh released the new bov. who siaggered and
rauzht at the desk for support,  The end looked at him in
horror and amarement.,

* Vernon-Smith ! he exclaimed.

he boy stared at him

CWhad s e matter with you "

* Nenothing””

* Is it possible that you have been —Lern eonsuming intoxi-
cating liquor, #ir?” thuandered the Ilead.
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Vornon Smith looked at him sullenly without replying.
A r mo, Vernon-8mith!

erhaps vou have heen the vietim of a trick,” said the
, in a gentler tone. “ That is possible, Mr. Quelch.”

The Remosve-mastar gave a slight but expressive sniff.
He did nor think su for a moment. His opinion waa that
the new hoy was a rank outsider—a young raseal who
deservad to be flogged there and then and tuencd out of
the school.

Me. Quelch was a severe man, but not an unjust one
olv his opinion of Master Vernon-Smith was one which
orhers wauld share lafer.

“Now. Yereou-Smith,” said the Head, “explain your
self, if wou are able. Are you suflicieatly collected to
spenk "

Thoe by stared at him.

“Lomel a few frictads at the station,”” he said.
acne Champagne '

Trad abost jumped.
had champagne!” ke stamumered.

“We had

wou had

D el Exlraordivary 1
Clmoall cight said Yernon-Smith, “I'm enly a little
bl bonks ™
A lintle whias?t
© Bosky
And from the way Vernon-Smith made the announcement.
really secmed ws i he were rather proud of the
distinsrion,

t

A Splencid Tale of Harp

Whanton & C
By FRANK RIC ™

ARDS.
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“Am I to understand,” gasped the Head, *that you—a
boy of fifteen, are in the habit of drinking champagne "

**I have it at home, when I like,” said Vernon-Smith
sullenly.

Tho Head made n helpless gosture.

** Extraordinary ! he gasped.

*The boy has had a liar training apparently,” said
Mr. Quelch. ** He is certainly not fit to mix with the boys
of Greyfriars.”

* Ah—no—yes—""

. "I suppose you will send him away, «ir, as soon as he is
in a fit condition to travel?” said Mr. Quelch, with a dis-
dainful glance at Vernon-Smith.

The Head hesitated.

' Yes—er—no! Perhaps I can give him a chance.”

Mr. Quelch looked at tho Head in astonishment.

To allow .the boy to remain after tho exhibition he had
made of Himeell seemed like ono of the wildest impossi-
bilitics imaginable to the Remove-master,

Ho could only stare.

""Send mo away!” cjaculated Master Vernon-Smith.
i Mi governor wou d have somcthing o say about that, I
think.’

“ 8ilence, boy !’

“You ain't Head here,” said Smith, with a rescutful
glance at Mr. Quelch,

Tho Remove-master gasped.

* I—1 really do not understand this lmﬁ 1" lie ejaculated.
“Dr. Locke, is it possible that you think of allowing him
to remain.”

The [lead coloured.

I must think it over, Mr. %uclcln."

**Think of the example to the other boys, sir."

"I kopo I know my duty. Mr. Quelch,” said the Ilead,
with an unusunl <harpness of tone, and the Removeamaster
coloured in his turn,

*1 beg your pardon, rir,” he said quietly. * But—but [
am so astounded by this amazing oceurrence—-""

“Quite so, Mr. Quelch. You may leave Master Vernon-
Smith with me now,”

‘““Certainly, sir?

Mr. Quelch left the room in a dazed state of mind.
could uet understand the Head at all thal afternoon. Had
he been Head, Master Vernon-Smith would have been
returning to tho railway-station within ten winutes, under
the charge of the school porter.

But Dr. Locke evidently thought differently.

The study door closed, and the Head remained silent for
somo minuter, his eyes fixed thoughtfully upon the new boy.

Vernon-Smith was still holding on to the desk.

*“You have acted in n foolish way, Smith,” <aid the Head
at last. **You have disgriced yourself and the school you
have come to.”

The new-boy was sullenly silent.

**You deserve to be sont straight back to your hone,” said
the 1load. *‘I hope, however, that for your own =uke you
will have tenze enough to be careful never to let anything
of this sort occur again,”

Vernon-Smith l.liﬁ nof answer.

“You will now go to your dormilory, and lie down,”
raid the Head, ringing the bell. ** You will not leave the
dormitory till you are quite recovered from the cffects of
Ihft'ldrml'cl you have o wickedly and foolishly consumed.”

He

“ That is enough, Smith. But for cerlain considerations,
1 should be strongly tempted to take the advice of vour
future Form-master, and send you back to your father.”

A sneer eame upon the face of the new boy for a moment.

But he dropped his eyes as the Head's glance turncd
sharply upon him,

Trotter, the school page, appeared in answer to the bell.
He looked at Vernon-Smuth out of the corners of his cyes.

" Trotter,"” said the Head, *you will show Master Vernon-
Smith the way to the Remove dormitory. Pray assist him
va the way, as he is not quite well—not quite himself.”

“ Yes, sir,”

* You may go. Smith. You will not leave the dormitory
until you are quite recovered.”

And Vernon-8mith, lcaning upon the page, left the study.

The door closed.

Then the mask of caliancss that the Head had assumed
during tho interview fell, and his face grew darkly lined
anel troubled, almost haggard.

*What a ternble boy " he mutiered. * A worthy son
of his father! Oh, and [ cannot send him away from the
sthool! I dare not.”

The Head, rested his elbows on the desk before him, and
his face sank into his hands. i

For a lonﬁ time he sat there in an attitude of the deepest
dejection. Creyfriars would have beon surprised if they
could haveo scen their head-master at that woment.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Shortage In No. 1 Study.

ARRY WHARTON & Ce. went into No, 1 Study to
tea, looking and fecling perplexed. The amazing
state in which the new boy had arrived at Greyfriars
was common talk; and when Mr. Quelch marched

him off to the llcad's study, the juniors had come to the
conclusion that that would be the end of it.

But evidently it was not. .

The new boy had not departed—he was at Greyfriars—
evidently he was to remwin at Greyfriars. Word had been
given to the Removites that the new boy was not guite well,
that ho was lying down in the Remove dornutory, and was
not to be disturbed.

Whereat the juniors sniffed.

“T know the kind of illness Le's gor,” Nugent remarked,
as tho chums of No. 1 came into their study. ‘' Gosling
gets it—and he lies down for it, too; I've scen him lying
wiader the trees in the Close, once- ilirce sheets in the wind.”

Wharton nodded. .

It was pretty pluin." he said. " But suppose Smith
hns given some explanation, Some rotter might have put
soma stufl in his lemonade.'”

“1 don't think so.” . i

*“As a matter of fact, he's nol got a nice chivey.” said
Harry. ‘It looked as if he was in the habit of indulging
himself—and I shoulda’t be surprised to learn that he was
a glutton like Bunter, as well as a drinker—""

“Oh, really, Wharton 2

“And a smober like Bulstrode, too. If 0. we've got a
jolly good specimen in the Form. But this i< ju-t 1ke place
to cure him."” .

1 don’t know. There ura chaps in the Sixth with just
the same teste—Loder, und lonides, and Carne, and the
reet —and they might take him up to fag for them.”

Wharton's gruw darkened.

* Lither he'll stop that sort of thing, or the Remove will
get too hot to hold him,” he said. ** But go casy al liest—
he mayn't be to blame, and when it's a question of whether
@ hid of fifteen has been drinking, [ think the pocr rotter
is entitled ro the benefit of the doubt.”

**Well, that's right.”

*“The rightfulness is terrific!”

“1 say, you fellows——"

**Get somo coal out for the firo, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter blinked doubtfully at the chums of the
Remove.

“What are you going to havo for (ea®" he asked.

“Tea,” replicd Nugent.

“Oh, really, you know!
have to cat

* What thero is left."”

**But there isn't apnything left. Shall I cut dewn to the
tuckshop, and get-in some grub?" asked Bunter. *' I don’t
mind the trouble. I'd do anything to oblige fellows 1 like.™

** Eapecially fetching in grub,” grinned Nugent.

*“Oh, roally——" p—

“But, as a matter of fact, funds are shor1,” said Nugent.
“We're gr'ring to have a plain tea. There’s bread and
cheese —'

“Thero isn’t, T finished up the bread and
immaediately after school,” said Bunter.
peckish in afterncon lossons.” .

*You yvoung porpoise! Thero's the half of the veal pie,
then "

“There isn't! 1 finished that a quarter of an hour ago.”

“You cannibnl! Then we've got nothing left but the
seed-cnke ! exclnimed Nugoent, in disgust.

“Oh, really, Nugent, I-I—"
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“You haven't finished that, too, have you?’
Nugent.

RBilly Bunter blinked ot him indignantly.

“Of course I have! 1 took it into afterncon school with
me, and ate it in the geography lesson. I suppose you
didn'c want me to_faint from want of nouri<hment. You
know I'vo got a delicate constitution, and can only keep
going by taking plenty of grub."

Harry Wharton burst inlo a laugh.

* That means that there's nothing left. 1 suppose ™ he
oxclaimed.

Nugent threw open the cupboard ‘door, and looked into it
wrathfully. There was certainly nothing to cai there.

* Nothing here,” ho said.

“The honourable cupboard is in the same condition a-
that of tho csteemed Mcm-sahib Hubbard. remarked
Hurrec Jamset Ram Singh, * when she proceeded there tu
obtain a boneful morsel for her canine companion.”

“It’s bare, and no mistake,” said Wharton. He lovked
at his watch. ** Luckily we're in time for tea in Iall.™

‘Come on, then,"” said Nugent, making {or the door,

“I say you fellows—"

“Shut up, Bunter.”

“But I say, I'm hungry; T want my ten. you konw.
Shall I cut down to the tuckshop and get some ham and
oggs "’

“Certainly !" said Nugent, with a grin.

“Good! How much shall I get?" asked the fat junior,
rubbing his _hands with anticijation. ‘You fellows can
i'et the fire lighted and the cloth laid while I'mn gone, and

Il jolly svon have 'em cooked when I get back. How
much ¥

Oh, say a dozen eggs—"'

“ Better say two dozen, Nugent,
some, too.”

“" Ha. hB. ha !ll

“Blessed if I can sce anything to eackle at.
ham "'

+Oh, o pou;d pe ”

o pounds would be on the safe side.”

“* A_.H I'E:;;)t; two pounds, then.'”

“Good! I'll be back in a jiffy.
too? Seod or plum?”

“QOh, both!"”

“ Any larts?”

“Yes; three dozen."

You fellows will want

How much

Shall I Lring a cake,

*Good! Twopenny ones, I suppose?”

“ Cortainly.”” -

“Jolly good! Lemme sce, that's two dozen egys—I think
you said two dozen—"'

" Just as you like,"” grinned Nugent.  Wharton and Hurree
Singh were chuckling, but Bunter could mot sce any cause
for merriment.

“Two dozen eggs, two pounds of ham, a sced and a plum
cake, thrce douzen terts—twopenny ones,” said Bunter.
“Good! Hand over the cash.”

Nugent starced.

“ What oash?"”

“The cash for the grub. Mrs. Mimble won't give vou tick
for a lot like that, you know—in fact, she won't give me tick
at all. She's 8 most unbusinesslike woman.”

‘*Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 can do it all under a sovercign,' said Bunter.

“Go hon!"

“ Well, hand over the eash then, and ['ll buzz off.”

“You'll have to buzz off without that," said Nugent, with a

rin.  ‘““Of course, I understood that you were standing

reat."

[ 3] \"hat !'l

“I've simply cnumerated the things you can gt if you like.
You may as well add a dozen ercam-puffs and somo dougl:-
nuts. I like them.”

“And some bananas for my estecmed self,” said Hurree
Singh. .

*And a veal pie for me," said Wharton, laughing.

Bunter blinked at them.

“ Oh, I say, you fellows—"

But the chums of the Remove did not stay to listen to wlat
Bunter had to say. They went out of the study laughing,
and downstairs to tea. Bunter run efter them on the stuirs,
greatly excited.

“ [ way, you fellows, T suppose you're only joking! You
don't really want me to have tea in Hall, do you?"”
ou‘t. }}'ot at all," soid Wharton. * We'd rathier you stayed

““I1a, ha, ha!"”

“ Oh, rcally, Wharton! I mean, I—I can’t live on_ that
kind of grub, you know,” suid Banter, following them down.
stairs. [ want somelhmf( decent to keep up my strengtl.
Look here, suﬂ\o.sc you chups have tea in Ilall, as you can
stand it, and I'll have soine at the tuckshop?® [ could do it
on a couple of bob——""

:: f}o nlmud. tfhen." | |

'm short of monoy, you see, through Leing disappointed
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about a postal-order. If onc of you chaps will make me &
temporary loan—"" . :
* Haven't I told you that we're short of tin, asa? i
SAVell, if you wanted to raise moncy on your cricket-bat,
Wharton, 1 know a chap who would bay it at hall-price.””

Wharton turnxl on the fat junior, grasped:him by the
shoulders, and slammed him against the banisters with a
suddenness that took the breath right out of Billy Duntes.

He wriggled in Wharton's grasp, blinking at him like a
codfish.

“QOw! Groo! Yah!” . .

“ Look here, you young burgler,” said Wharton sternly.
“If you play any more of your tricks in that line, youll
get squashed, Mind, il you start selling anything in the
study, we'll mako you squirm. You savvy.”

“Ow! Oh, really—"

“ Don't forgoet it, then!” L.

And Harry Wharton released the fat junior, who sank dowa
gasping on the stairs, and the chums went on to the dining-
room. Billy Bunter had sold Wharton's last bat, and there
had been trouble, but Bunter renlised that there would be
moro serious trouble this time if he sold the new onc.

11e grunted discontentedly. . .

* Beasts!” he murmured. “ I've a jolly good ind to
change into some other study. They've no right to iturvo me
in this way. Deasts, Teasts!”

And Bunter picked himself up and grunted again.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Cake for Bualer.

OB CHERRY grinned at Harry Wharton and his coins
panions s they came into the dining-room. Hob was
there, with Mark Linley and Wun Lung the Chince, lis
study-mates.

“ Same state?’ he usked. * Stony ¥

Wharton laughed. )

* Not quite so bad as that,"” he replicd, ** but very ncar i'.
Billy Bunter has been in the study. You know what that
means.’”

“ Ha, ha! Yes.”

« And as funds are low, we're coming down Lo _tea."

“Qamo here. We're busted. Jiven Wun Lung, who's
usually rolling in filthy lucre, hasn’t a solitery half-crown to
bless himsell with,” said Bob. * It's awfully reckless of Wun
Lung, because I always ul&, upon him s a last resource."

The little Chinee grinned.

** Me solly,”” he murmured.

“You sec, he's been standing feeds to the Second Form
ever since his minor came,” Bob Cherry remarked. * That's
where the money goes. Young Hop Hi is using up all Liv
cash, and hence these tears——1 mean, hence this tuking tea in
Hall with our beloved teachers.”

“There's u great deal of jaw going on at this table,”
remarked Loder, the prefect, who hud the honour of taking
the head of the Remove table when Mr. Quelch way absent.
** Some of you shut up.”

* Rotter!” murmured Bob Cherry. .

“] never had such o erowd of young hooligans in my
charge,” said Loder, with a scowl along the table.

“ My hat! And you haven't been a giddy prefect a fort-
night '’ said Nugent, under his breath. ** Rats!™

“ Keop your heads shut, you young ruffians!™
* Beast ™ murmured Bob.

* Did you speak, Cherry®"”

“RhY

" Did {ou speak 2™

nspu " ) )

“ Don't ropeat my words!"' exeluimed the Sixth:Form bully

savagely. . Did you speak or not? Yes or nol”
[ polit

“ Answer me, Cherry!"”

“1 can't.”

“What! Why can’t you?"

“ Not without repeating your words, and you've just told
=e not to,” said Bob Cherry, with cool innocence.  * 1 should
huvo to say either yes or no, you know, and if I say cither
yes or no, I reprat your words, becnuse you said yes or me,
vou know. Of course, I'll do as you like. 1 only waut e
tnow, you know—no lurks.”

A giggle ran up and down the Remove table while Bob
Cherry was making this explunation, and Loder's face grew
quite crinson,

Bob was looking perfectly innocent, but the prefeet knew
very well that the iunior was “]pullmg his leg.”

“Cherry, you will take fifty lines,” said Loder, breathing
laird through his nose.

“ What for?”

“ A hundred lines! Now answer my question. Did you
speak?”’
5
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* May I repeat your wordsi"”
“#a, ha, ha??
* Bilence! You may suswer my question, Cherry.”

. Yes, 1 spoke,” szid Bab.

" Ah! What did you say?"”

Boeb Cherry hesitated.

* Nothing particular, Loder,”

* Tell me what you suid.”

" Yau see, I'd rather not.

< You will tell me, Cherry,” said Loder, with a gleam in
his eyes. The thought occurred to him that Jie ha lighted
upoi some seerct O.F the juniors, and he wza delermined to
bave it out into the light. * Tell mo at once.”

* 1'd rather not,”

"I order you to.” .

* Oh, very well! I aaid you were a beast,” said Bob Cherry
restgnedly.

There was a joyous chuckle up and down the table.

Laoder turned purple.

He had got it now, and he realiged too Iate that ho would
have done well to leave that inguiry unmade.

* Cherry!” he gasped at last.

M

J—

" Yes."?
" ¥ou will take five hundred lines.”
* My only hat!”

" Now, silence at table!” L.

And Loder scowled savagely down the table, and the juniors
were silent, save for an occosional chuckle, which the prefect
pretended not to hear.

Billy Bunter Jooked into the dining-room, and saw the weak
tea and the bread-and-butter, and sniffed.  But there was
nothing up in the study, so he camo in. Bread and scrape
and wish-wash, as the junicrs called the school tea, was botter
than nothing,

The fellows were allowed to have ten in their own studics
if they liked, or to bring any delicacy ihey cared for info
the dining-room. When they were et of funds |!u.-|~,- did
neither—and they gencrally were ous of funds towards the
cod of the weck.

The Ilemove table wag fuller and fuller at tea-time os the
week grew older, and (o diet there was sparer and more
Sr'lﬂl'l'.

Bunter grunted discententedly as ho dropped into a scat
Lesicle Wharton,

* Niee stuff this is for chaps to eat!” he remarked.

* It’s good enough,” said Wharton.

Runter snorted. '

:* 1 want something a bit more solid than this," he growled.
“Tt’s all right for you fellows. You haven’t got o delicate
constitution to keep up.”

** Bunter ! rapped oul the prefect.

*Yeuos, Loder?®!

*“ Hold your tongue. There's too much jaw at this table.”

** Oh, really, Ledor——"'

* Tuke fifty lings?”’ ;

Bunter grunted, and relapsed into silence. Loder liad not
lsng been o prefect, and his authority was new to himi, and
he was evidently apreading himself, as Dob Clierry would
kave put it, and enjoying it like a chikld with a now toy.

The fat junior ate bread-und-butier and frowned over his
big spectacles. Ila looked up and down tho tablo. Bulstrede
was having bis tea there, und he had 2 jar of marmalade.
Bkinner had a chunk of cake. There wos nothing else on the
table but bread.and-butter, except on Loder’s plale. Loder
had ham and egps,

Bunter cast a longing glanco at the ham and cgzs, but they
were for beyond lus hopes.  Dut he had a fuint hope of
getting some of the marmalade, or the cake.

I soy, Bulstrode, pass the marmalade, will you!” he said.

‘ No,” seid Bulstrode prom!:lly.

O, really, you know—--."

“ Nothing to wasic on a fut beast,” said Bulstrode.

* Will you pass the cake, Skinner?"”

** Not much,”” said Skinner,

“ Tl st1and you some ot the tuckshop after tew, S8kinner."
“ Rats ”"

o exPccting o postal-order by the evening pest—""

' Bosh !’

Bunter gave it up. e ate bread-and-butter again, and
eyed the other fellows’ provisions hungrily. TLoder was busy
with ham and eggs. The Greyfriars' ventriloguist locked at
him, and wondered if he dared, and hunger gave kim un.
usuzl courage. Bunter cleared Lis throat, and proceeded {o
imitate Loder’s voice.

' Bkinner 1" : g T )

* Yes, Loder 1™ gaid Skinner, without a suspicion that it was
not the profect speaking,

Lodor had just turned awey to epeak to Carne, who was
passing the table going out. e did not hear a word now
that was uttered at the Remove (able. It was an excellent
opportunity for DBunter, the ventriloguist, and ho did not

noglect it.
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* Skinner, puss the cake to Bunter at once !"

Sl_t[ixlnwr gave a gasp of dismay,

- g l?'l

':}’asq 1Im‘ cake to Bunter |V

“ Bur—*

“ Tako Lfty lincs, 8kinner I

Skinner stured blankly. Loder had not turned his head,
but his voice was plain enough. Skinner, with o savage
look. nassed the cake to Bunter.

*Thank you, Skinner!” said the Owl of the Remova.

Y'Oh, rats !

Billy Bunter did not mind Skinner’s ungracious manier ;
be had the cake, and that was encugh for him. Ile wired
into the cake at express speed.

Harry Wharion, who had scen the trick, didl not know
whether to laugh ar bo angry. He tapped Bunter on thoe
arm, and the fat junior looﬁuzl up, with his mouth fuli.
*I—I'm sincerely sorry, Wharton, but Lecan’t let you
have any of the cake,” he spluttered; * there isn't cnough
for me, and—-""

“I don't want nny cake, porpoise! No moro of your
tricks, you young cad, that's all "' saicd Ilarry. in o low
voico. ' You have no right to Skinner's cake I

“Oh, really—"

' Shut up, thore!?

And there was silence at the Remove tabla again, save
for the rapid munching of the jaws of William Georgo
Bunter as he devoured the eake.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Once ton Oflten.

HERE was an unusual silence at the Remove table.
Three or four of the juniors had detected the trick
played by the Greyfriurg ventriloquist, but they did
nat feel called upon to give Bunter away.

‘The rest were simply amazed.

Loder had alwayz been n bully, Ever zince he had become
& prefcct he had also been a high-honded tyrant, 1f he hed
made Ekinner give him the eake. no ono ‘would have beon
surprised. Bat to mako Skinner give it lo Bunter wasg
inexplicable,

The Rewmavites stared al Skinner and stared at Loder aml
starcd at Bunler and stared at the cake. They did not have
much opportanity for staring at the last-named, however,
The cako was vanishing too rapidly.

Carne passed on to the door, and Loder looked round
again, and went on with his tea. Bunter finished the cake
to the last erumb.

Skinner wat scowling. Ie had lost his enke, and jained-—
as he bolioved—ffty linea It was not pleasant for Skinner.

Billy Bunter blinked up and down l}l:e toble,

He had succeeded so wall gt tho first cssay that, liko
Alexander; he sighed far fresh worlds te conquer. And his
hunger was not appeased. What would have been a good
'l'!wu to another fellow wes only a gentlo appetiser to

nnter,

There was-nothing left to raid but Bulstrode's marmalade,
and Bunter cast an entorl)rising cyo upon it.

Marnalade would make the bread-nnd-butter go down
better, anyway, and there was an unlimited
and-butter.

J‘Lodor waad intent vpon his plate, and Bunter decined it
sake,

* Bulslrade ! rapped out tho voice of the prelect..

Bulstrode looked up.

*Yos, der 1

Loder starcd at him.

*[ didn’t speak,” be said.

Bulstrode stored, too. .

* Yau—you called me,” ho said.

o ll)!ou'l- b9 an idiot! I didn't speak!"

. llt'-'_ L]

“Take fifty lines!”

Bulstrodo shut his jaws hard. IHeo was cortain that Loder
had spoken, but it was usoless to argue with the prefect.
e did not want 1o get an imposition of five hundred lincs
filie Bob Cherry.

Lunter quaked for a minute, and wuited, Wharton
grasped his arm.

“ Rilly, stop it !

** Qh, rcally, Wharton—""

“1 tell you—-=""

1 will keep order ab this table ! snid Loder.
hundred lines, Wharton 1"

Harry bit Jus lip.

* Yes, Loder,”

“ And now keep silence !"?

“* Yes, Loder,™

* Nulstrode ** : . .

Bulstrode looked up as he heurd hia name again, bub did
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l— “I'm Vemon-Smltb_! ' stuttered the new boy, slnﬁiﬁ;;}l'ug In his nge? ‘“I'ye—I've been treated lke ;

not speak. Billy Bunter, with one ove nervously blinkirz
at Loder, went on, imitating the prefect’s voice.

* Bulstrode, pass the marmalade to Bunter!”

Bulstrode bit his lip hard.

“It's my marmalade ! he said rebelliously.

r glared at him.

“Will you be quict, Bulstrode? T fell yon I will not
have this table like a crowd of hooligans on a beano! Tale
fifty Jines !

“Look hero

“ Bulstrode !

“I'm jolly well not going to give Bunter my marmalade !”
howled Bulstrode. ' I'll appeal to the Head! It'a mp
marmalade 1™

“What are you talking about **

“ Marmalade )™

“Who told you to give it to Bunter®" said Toder. “1
haard someone say so.”

“*You did!"”

“What !

“You did "

¢ Bulgtrode! Take—""

“[ don’i care ! howled Bulstrode, * You told mie 1o give
it to Bunter, and all the fellows will bear me out !

“ Yes; yvou did, Loder ! charused the whole table.

Loder i(rew scarlet with anger.

“I said nothing of the sort " he exclaimed. * Why sheull
I tell Bulstrode to give Bunter his marmalade %'t

“Well, you did!”" exclaimed Skinner. “ And you maile
me give my eake 10 the fat beast, 100! It's a jolly shame !

“Rotien ™

“ Shame
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Toder almost gasped.

“ HMave you all gone mad #"" he exclaimed.
to Skinner about his coke !

©Oh!

Y Draw it mild 2

The Removo were getting bolder, Eaclh found courage in
the noise made by the rest. Tho crowd felt their strengtin
as it were, and grew rebellious.

loder glared at the noisy tahic,

“ Hold your tongues " he excluimed fiercely,

“\Well, you told Bulstrode——"

“You told Skinner—"'

“1 tell you-—""

“You did! You did! You did "

“ You ronfounded brats .-

“Yah! You did!™

“Silence ! T——"

“You do uot seem fo be Leoping very geoci nrder al your
table, Loder,” said Wingate, of the Sivth, the captain of
(irexfriars. coming along.

T'he prefect was gnaping wirh rage.

“The brats have got some plot up ameagst them!™ e
snarled. “One of them has been imitating my voice, |
lhink.| and the rest back him ounl”

Sonr

“Rute!"

“ He told Bulsirade-—-""

< ile tald Skinner-—"'

S 8hut un ! gaid Wingato, and the Ramovites shul up.
There was never any disputing of a command from the head
of the Sixth. * Now then, what's the trouble ?  You explain,
Wharton !

“1 nover apoke

Splendid Tals of Harry Wharton & Co.
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IMarry turned red.

“If—if you don’t mind, Wingaie, I--I'd rather not!" he
Rammered, .

Wingute looked at him shar

“Why net? You know the

" Yecosl?

Wingate understood.
well, and did not waut to bo called upon to
author Tf the joke.

* Well, you explain, Skinner!" . :

“ Loder told me to give my cake fo Bunter," said Skinner.
#Then he told Bulsirode to give his marmalade to Bunter.

aw he sars he didn’t!"”

T said nothing of the sort!” snid Loder heatedly.

“Qh! Ohl ! Draw it mild!” . i

*That is not the way to speak to a prefect I' said Wingale
reprovingly. ‘* BunterI"

* Yeo.08, Wingatet™

** What have you done with the cake?”’

o [—I—I'voe eaten it, Wingute! I—I'mn awfully hungry,
vous know, and there’s no tem in the study. and—and the
Tcllows treat me very meanly there, and—and—"

“1 believe 1 have heard that vou are a veniriloquist,
Dunter——"

“Oh, no; [—" . .

“ And very clever at imitating voices®™ .

“I—I'm joliy clever, I know; but—but I ean’t imitale
voices, and—""

* Don’t tell lies, Bunter 1" L.

“I—I'm not, you know. I—-T wouldu't imitale Loder’s
wice for anything. and as for telling Skinner to give me his
vake. I never thoughe of it. Besides—"

“You young sweep!” exclaimed Skinner, “I've been
done 1"

* Ia, ha, ha!"

“It is a Irick of DBunter's, Loder,” sanid
“ Bunter. you will come into my siudy, plense |”

**1—I haven't finished my tgu, Wingato!"’

“ You've finiched the cake, though, and that's enough!
Cume ™

¢ But——

Wingate made ¢ movement towards tho fat junior, and
Bunter jumped up in a hurry. .

“Ir's nll right, Wingate; I'm coming

AndLhe went,

Five minutes later he came out of Wingato’s study, and
from the attitudes he ossumed as he went down the passage,
he appeared to be trying to tic himself into a serics of

kuots.
H He was looking very flushed and untidy; his haie
was rumpled, and his eyes wore heavy with unrefresh-
ing eleo[la.
He gla

looked.

Vernon-Smith had nwakened in o eavage temper, which
was not surprising, considering that he had been sleeping
off the effects of drink.

He grunted to himsell as he sat up.

The sunset was red in the westera sky, and the golden
Iigllt gleamed on the panes of the dormitory windows, and
fell in golden patches on the floor.

Vernon-Smith blirtked at the windows, and blinked up and
down the room.

*1 wonder how long I've been hore?"” ho muttered.

And he growled under his breath.

The offect of the champoagne had passed off as far ss the
fuddling of his head was concerned. The only effect that
vemained was in the stato of utter mental and bodily dis-
coinfort. . . .

His Liead was aching, his oyes were heavy, he felt sick and
languid, and his temper was very raw,

["?o_mething woko me up,” he growled. * Hallo! What's
that?

A fat junior had entered the dormitory.

It was doubtless the opening of the door that had awakened
Vernon-Smith from his uneasy slumber,

He blinked at the newcomer.

It was Billy Bunter, but Smith lhiad not noticed him among
tho crowd of juniors on his arrival, so the Owl of the Remove
was quito a stranger to him. .

Bunter did not look at him. Bunter was groaning, and he
wado his way to his washstand, and began to batho his fat
lands, which were vory red. Vernon-Smith could guess that
tha fat junior had just been caned.

** Hallo ! he said.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Yernon-Smith is Bad Tempered.

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH sat up on the bed in the
Remove dormitory.

red up and down the dormitory, rather than
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Billy Bunter blinked round through liis big spectacles,

*Ts that you, Nugent?"' ho said,

* 1t's me.”’

“ Who's me?"”

** My name's Vernon-Smith.”

“Oh, tho new chinp! You should say ‘Tt's I,” not ‘It's
me,” ”* said Bunter. **Where the dickens were you brought
up, Smithi"”

Vernon-Smith scowled. . .

“Don't give mo any of your cheek,” he said, sliding off
tho bed, and sitting on tho edge of it. *'I'm nut in a humour
to stand it.” .

*“Oh, rats! You're only 2 new chap,” said Bunter.
and eat coke!”

Vernou-Sinith rose from the bed, stepped toward- Bunter,
andd dealt him o sounding smack on the eide of tho head,
Billy Bunter gave a rour.

“Ow! Yowl”

“Do you want another?” asked Smith, with a scowl. “If
you do, you've r.ml{l got to say so.”

“QOh!  Yow!' Bunter turned tiercely on the new boy.
“Did you do that on purpose?’’ he demanded, in a traculent

one.

“Yes, I did!’ said Vernon-Smith., ** What about it?”

“Oh, n-nothing,” said Bunter, “I—1 only wanted to
know,"

Vernon-Smith grunted, and turned away.

Bunter blinked after him. He dried his liands on the
towel, and looked thoughtfully at the new boy. Bunter did
not very much resent the smack on the head. His mind was
full of more important things,

1 say, Smith—"" he began.

“ My name is Vernon-Simith.”

** Of course—my wistake. I'm sinoerely sorry, T was going
to say that tea’s over in Iall and I suppose yon haven't
had any*"”’

** No " said Smith, scowling.

*“ Well, I'll show you the war to the tuckshop if you like,”
sail Bunter lospitably. *I nlways believe in looking after
a new chap. I'm famous for it.”

Vernon-Smith did not. mgly

** Coming to the tuckshop?”
friendly manner.

** No; I'm not hungry.”

* Well, that's curious, as you Laven't had any tea,” eaid
Bunter, in astonishment. ‘* I always got hungry, even without
missing meals. Are you ill?"’"

*I'm feeling rather rocky."”

** Al, that's tho drink,’" said Bunter. *‘Fancy a clap of
your age gotting intoxicated! What an upbringing you must
have had1” . . .

I do as I like at home,’ said Vornon-Smith savagely:
I suppose I'vo been a fool—the fellows led me on to take
too much. But I shall do as I like. My father is a
millionaire.”

Bunter pricked up his earx.

* Oh, renll.yl A millionaire??

" Yes,” said Vernon-Smith. *'I should think you've heard
of Smith, the Cotton King?"”

*“*Yes, of course I have,”” agreced Bunter, though, as n
mattor of fact, ho hadn't, and he wes wondering what a
cotton king might bo like. * He's—he's awfully famous,
isn't het”

* Yes—in the City. anywny.”

I suppose he allows yon lois of pocket-money?” said
Bunter enviously.

** As much as I like,” i

** How riPping " sard the fat junior, with a siglh. *“1'm
kept awfully short, and the fellows in my study treat mo
meanly, too, so I have rather a rotten time, I'm a delicate
chap, too, and need &:lemy of good, nourishing food to keep
u!p my strength. Did you say you were coming to tho tuck-
shap?

*"No, T didn't!” .

**Ahem! Perhaps you wouldn't mind lending me a sove-
rveign till to-morrow morning?" said Bunter blandly. ** You
see, the caso stands like this: I'm expecting a postal-order,
and owing to some delay in the post it hasn’t arvived. It
may be hero to-night, but it's certain not to be later than to-
morrow morning. If you wouldn’t inind making me a small
lean till it comes—" .

* But I would!" said Vornon-Smith grimI{.

*0Oh! I—I don’t mean exactly a lonn; it wonld reaily he
cashing the postal-order in advance. Of course, T ¢honld hard
the postal-order over to you imwediately it arrives.™

** Oh, cheeso it!"” X

“Ten shillings would just seo me through—""

* (o and eat coke!” .

* Five hob would bo all right—""

“1'ah ¥

** Look here!
desperately.
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asked Billy Bunter, in the most

Will you lend me a bobt” sail Bunter
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*“No, I won't."” .

There wasn't anything undecided about Vernon-8mith's
tone, He evidently meant what he said. Billy Bunter blinked
at him in silenco for a few moments. Vernon-Sinith had filled
a b‘am-n with water, and began to Imt!m his forohaead.

¥ Well, of all the mean rotters, T think you take the cake!”
said Bunter, convinced zt last that there was nothing to bo
got from the new boy, and bethinking himself rather late that
it was time he asserted his dignity and independence as a
member of tho Romove Form. ‘' So you are coming into tho
Remove, are you? You'd be a disgrace to any Form in any
school! A chap who arrives at school drunk

:: Hold your tongue!”” said Vernon-Smith savagely.

£ Drunk and disorderly—""

*Get out of tho room!"

“Yes. I'in likely to get out of my own dermitory at your
o_rt!orsg" said Bunter, blinking angrily. “ You—you parvenu!
You dirty, new rich—you mean outsider! Why—"

Billy Bunter got no further.

Vernon-Smith swept the sponge he was holding through
the air, squeezing it at the same time, and a shower of cold
water splashed into Bunter's face.

‘““Groo!" roared Bunter. * Ger-rooh!”

“Now get out!”

“Yow! I—I—"

Vernon-Smith ran towards him. Billy Bunter dodged out
of the dormitory door inte the passage. As he did so Vernon-
?r_nith kicked, and his boot caught Bunter with contiderablo
ores.

“ Yaroch !" roared Bunter.

He landed in the passago on his linnds and knees.

Vernon-Smith slammed the door after him with a slam that
rang half through tho house. .

Billy Bunter squirmed round and blinked at tho dormitory
door, but he did not venture to open it again. Ho picked
himself up slowly and painfully, and limped away downstairs,
to relate his wrongs to an unsympathetic Rerove.

——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Yernon-Smith Does Not Smoke.

SHOWER of rain had driven the cricketers indoors.
Remove fellows hung about the passages and the
common-room, staring out of tho windows, and making
uncomplimentary remarks about the weather.

Hatry Wharton had started a practice match with the
Remove team. Greyfriars were soon mesting St. Jim's on
the ericket-field, and Harry was anxious to got his side into
the finest possible form.

Even Nugent, the placid and good-tempered, growled as he
looked out of the window of the common-room, and saw the
rain beating down on the pitch.

* Rotten ! he said,

“ Beastly I"" agreed Bolb Cherry.
though.” .

‘ No more cricket to-day."

“No; but to-morrow——""

““ Blow to-morrow 1"”’-said Nugent crossly.

And Bob Cherry laughed. . .

‘“It's rotten!" said Wharton. ‘' Nevor mind! There's one
thing, wo're in jolly good form. We beat Rylcombe Grammar
School, and they were a good team.”

‘“Yes, that's 50."” . .

“And we'll beat 8t. Jim's, or give them e hard tussle,
anyway. But what are we going to do? No more cricket

“It will soon be over,

to-day.

“*Nother hour of daylight, 100," growled Tom Brown,
“ Now, in New land—""

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“In New Zealand—"'

“ Ha, ha, hat” .

Tom Brown had no chance to finish. When he said, ** Now,
in New Zealand,” the fellows always knew what was coming,
and this time they weren't taking any. Tom Brown joined
good-humouredly in the laugh.

“What do you say to leap-frog up and down the passage?”
sue'gnsto(l Skinner.

Wharton shook his head.

“Too much row."

“We'vo done it before.”

““Yes, but Quelch is in now, and Quelch isn't in tho best
of tempers. Somethitg's annoyed him."

“Tho new fellow. I suppose,” said Nugent.

“ Most likely. We had better not make too much row,”
raid Harry, *I saw Quelch go into his study, and he was
looking awfully worried and waxy. I—"

] say, you fellows—"" .

“ Let's bump Bunter,” suggested Ogilvy.

' Oh, really, Ogilvy-—"

“11e ought to be bumped, you know, for Lis rotten trick
this toa-timo.”

“I—1 say, you fellows, don’t play the goat. you know, I'm
snffaring fearfully. That beast Wingate laid it on like—like
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anything. My hands aro aching dveadfully. And then thas
new beast—-""

‘“Havo you been falling foul of the Vernon-Smith®" askod
Bob Cherry, laughing.

CWoll, ha's kicked ma out of the doem.”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“TRlessed if I can see anything to cackle at. Tv hurts, I
think you feilows ought to rag him. Fancy kicking a chap
out of his own dorm.”

“Why didn't you lick him, Buntor?' .

"\\'eﬁ. you ses, I—I was afraid I might hurt him too
much,” s=aid Bunter. *“If I got into one of mr fearfu
tempers and went for him ho might be seviowly hurt.
Now—-""

“ Ha, ha, l!" . . . . y

“T think a Form ragging is tho right thing. He's a horrid
beast, you know—drinks, and wakes up in a bad temper, like
a grown-up man. I don't think ho ought to bo allowed to
slay in the school. Ho says his fatlier is o millionaire, and
he has rs much pockot-moiiey as ho likes." . .

"?‘Imn you'd better chum up with him, Bunts: he will suit
you."” ;

" ¢ Oh, he's awfully mean. Ils eut up rusty ovor a small
loan I mentioned to him—simply cashing a postal-order in
advance. He wouldn’t do it.”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Iero ho comes."”

Vernon-Smith entered the common-room. .

Ho glanced round the room with a scowling brow, evidently
still suffering in his temper from the effects of the champagne.

The juniors loolted at him curlousl!y enough.

A lad of under fifteen who indulged in champagne, and
ventured to arrive at the school while under its influencs, was
something of a curiosity. .

Thero ‘Lnd been all sorts and conditions of new boys ot
Groyfriars, but naver one exactly like Herbort Vernon-Smith

before.

Vernon-Smith glanced round him, and walked up to the
fire. Summer as it was, there was a fire in tho common-room,
for the ovening was rainy and chillv. Vernon-Smith sat down
in the easiest chair he could find, and put his foet on the
fender. He occupied the exact centre of tho hearth,
apparently believing himself fully entitled to as much space
as _he desired. . L

The Removites saw him fumbling in hLis pockets, and
watched him curiously. .

Ho had not spoken a word to anvone in the room, and
apparently had no desire to do so. They wondered what he
was going to do. ) < .

He drow a leather case from his pocket, opened it, and dis-

closed a row of chaeroots. He took a matchbox from another

pocket.

The juniors ﬁaspec!. .

Lawless youths, with a desperate sense of wickedness and
adventure, somctimes smoked cigarettes in the privacy of
thoir studies, or behind the wood-shed, or out in the woods
But in the common-room, where a prefect or a master might
entor at any moment—and cheroots.

It was incredible.

They could only stare. : ;

“ He's rotting us!” murmured Nugent. * He doesn't mean
to smoke."

Wharton's brow darkened.

*“If he does—"

Ho broke_ off. ]

The new junior had struck a match and lighted a cheroot.

There was no furthor doubt about his intentions now. Iia
was smoking the cheroot, and a steady column of blue smoke
rose.

* My only hat!"" muttered Bob Cherry.

** The giddy bounder!"

* Smoking I"

‘: gnd heroQ!" i .

* Suppose Quelch came in!"

B Orrmnagm "

** Phew !’ L.

Some of the fellows looked at Wharton now inquiringly.
Harry Wharton was head boy of the Remove, and coptain of
the Form, a position which gave hin some of the powers
—and the duties—of a monitor.

He felt that he ouglit to interfere. .

If o master camea in and found the absurd.fellow smoking,
ho would certainly single out the Form captain for a reprimand
if he 'were present.

Wharton orossed over to the new boy, and tap him
on the shoulder. Vernon-8mith blew out a cloud of smoke,
and turned his head, with a far from pleasant look.

** Well?'"" ho =aid.

L ]gY.}m"rl must not smoke Lere," said Ilarry.

LT A '] -'I

“ You mustn't smoke here.” .

9

nm-ilWh anton & Oo.

A Splendid Tale of
By FRANK RICHARDS.



10

= Pah!™

Wharton's cheeks flushed. Tae new boy hiad & conwrniptuous
way of saving * Pali!" which would have annoyed a more
patient fellow than Ilarry. Harry could he peticat; bus Fis
temper was naturally very quick. .

1 suppore yon don't know ihe yopes yed,” e aid. " As
vou're a new kid. 1'll explain to you.  Boyr liere aie not
allowed to rnoke. Fellows who go in for sporis don’t wane
to, beeause it spoils their wind.  ‘The other fellows—the
Jdackers—aren'i allowed to. If a prefect came in and canght
voru. there would be a row.”

1 shall do as 1 like.””

“* You cap't do as you Jike heve. T'm Whasten, head of
the Remove. You helong to the Remove, don't yeu'™

* If you mean the Lower Fourth, yes.” .

“ Well, 1 sheuld get. into a vow if T allowed smokiug here.”
waid Whavton, ** I have to step anything of that sori, as
Form captain. Do you scer” )

The fellows round wondered at Wharfon's quictness aml
patienee,  llarcy wog keeping hix temper very well in I,

Buf. it was lost on Vernon-Smith. e did not even remove
the cheroot from his lips while he was <peaking.

* It's all righr,” he said. ** i used to anoking—I slways
<mwoke at home. The puter lets me do as 1 like”

* You can't smoke heve.”

“T can do as 1 hike. The Mead ix an old fuend of my
pater’s, and 1 assure you that he won't inteifeve with me,”
ol Vernon-Smith, with a grite.

= Nonseuse!  Will you put that choveot away!™

* No, I wen't!”

Harry Wharton's eyes gleamed.

“Ive acked you to do it i said.
I'ur that cheroot rway."”

I owen't!”

“ Very well, then "

Wharton steetehed out bi= hand and jerked the cheroot
fvom the new boy's Jips, and threw it izto the fire. .

Vernon Smith sprang 1o his feet with an exclumation of
go.

“Now | oeeli you te

THE EIGHTII CHAPTLR.
Wharton is Reprimanded.

ERNON-SMITIT clenclied hix hands, and his face fairly
Maninl as ho looked at Harry Whiarton.,  For o moment
it looked as if he would Aing himself upon the vaptain

) of the Remove, and the Remove fellows crowded round
i joyous anticipation of a fight,

A contest botween the athletic Wharton and the weady son
of a millionaire was likely to end in a rerrible licking for
Vernon-Smith, and every fellow there would have been
wheazed to see it.

The insolence of the new boy was intulerable. Even Bul-
«rode and hix friends, who were wsually againsg Wharte
ware with him now.  The new boy badly wanted putting into
his place.

Perhape it dnwped upou Vernon-8mith, foo, that an avack
apon the sturdy junior before him would eml very badly for
hminself.

e dropped Lis clenched hands (o his sides,

“ You * ho exclaimed.  ** How dave you?™

wound 4

* You wiil get worse than that il you start smoking again,”
said Ilarry quictly. T don’t want to be hard on you. as
I can see you re unused to decent »urroundings. But you can’t
play the blackguard here.”

Vernon-Smith was trembling with rage.

Wharton waited o moment, and then turned on his el
and rejoined his chums,  Vernou-Smith tat dowiz agam.

“ Nice specimen,” murmured Bob Cherry. * What a
horrid reek of tobaceo smoke! ‘That chap would tun the
place into a blessed bar-room if we let hin.”

** Rather!”

“*The ratherfulness is tevritic.”

1 ean't understand hiv being allowed 10 siay,™ aid Haery.
* Ilis father may be a millionaire, but that wouldn’t inflluerce
Dv. Locke in any way. He woubln’t pay more than the
ordinary fees wo all pay; amd besides, the Tead vouldn't be
influenced by that sont of thing, 1 can’t catch en””

“We shall have a handful with him, I think.”

*' Looks like it.” )

“1 snggest the plavfuluess of the esicenmcd chess «aid
Hurree Jameot Ramm Singh, producing a box and beard. 1
will take you three esteemed kids ploy fuliy.”

** Right, yon are!”

Tho nabob was a pust-master of the noble game of eless.
amd he frequently played the thiee Removites together—
Wharton, Uhewry, and Nugeni being allowed to umte their
wits against hin--seldom with suecese.  The only fellow ac
Greyfriars who could vqual Hurvee Singh at the neble gaie
was the little Chinee, Wun Lung. X .

The famous four were soon buried deep in the absorbing
intarest of chess.
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Harry Wharton forgot all about the new boy as he chased
Hurree Singh's king over the board, with the advive and
assistanca of Nugent and Hob Cherry.

Hurree Singh was hard pressed as the game grow on, but
iie extricated himsolf from a difficult position with great
skill, and bade defiance to the enemy.

Wharton wrinkled his brows.

** [ thought 1 had you then,” he romarked.

e closefulness of the esteemed shave was great,”
grinned Hurree Singh.  * The all-rightfulness is now terrifie.”

* We'll settle you yet;"” said Bob.

IHurreo Singh chuckled.

“The sottlefulness is on my honourable side, as my
e~toemed chums are now mate in four moves.”

* O, rats!”" said Bob Cherry warmly.

* It 15 the hionourable fact.”

** Blessed if T can see it ! said Nugent.

lHurreo Singh smiled gently. The three chums wrinkled
their brows over the board, trying to sce how Hurvee Singh
hiadd them wate in four. It was a problom they could not
puzzle out. Meanwhile, Vernnn-Smit‘n had lighted up a fresh
clheroot, and [larry had quito forgotten his existence.

Fellows who noticed hiz action looked over towards
Wharton, but no one felt called upon to interrupt a chess
problem. Wharton was not likely to take it kindly if his
attention was called off the game to tho new fellow.

But it was unfortunate. While the threo heads were bent
anxiously over the chess-board Mr. Quelch entered the room.

The Remove-master paused with a kindly smile to look at
1o game of chess. He liked to see his boys play that game,
which, as a recreation for n quict hour, and as a training for
tho intellect, cannot he equulled hy any other.

Tho bovs rose to their }ccb. but Mr. Quelch signed to them
to o on with the game.

* Don't stop for me,’" he said.

# most interestin l‘rosition hera.”

** Yes, sir,” said Wharton ; ** Inky-=T mean 1Turreo Singh—
«avs wo are mate in four, sir, but I cun't see it.”’

The Remove-mastor smiled.

* Yes, you cannot help yourself now."”

* How so, sir?”’

* When Hurreo Singh las moved his kaight to king’s
fouvth—="

ALY

Just then Mr. Quelch caught the scent of tobaceo smoke.
Ile started, and turned round, sniffing. Ile caught sight of
the blue sinoke rising over the back of the arnchair, and
stood petritied. Vernon-Smith was invisible from where the
Form-inaster stood, only the crown of his hiead showing over
the back of the chair.

Wharton did not notice him for the moment.

*You've won, Inky,” ho suid. ' We'll
same—-=""

** Wharton!"

J!T-r}' ular;t(:d ut tho sharpness of the Romove master’s tone,

* Yes, sir?

** Someone is smoking in this roomn !
Wharton turned from the chess-table.
1the smoke. It had
had started again.

*1—=I"m sorry, sir!

* As Form captain, Wharton, you know very well that it
is _\'uiar duty to stop anything of this kind,” said Mr. Quelch
sternly.

“ =1 know, sir. But—"

1 am surprised, Wharton —surprised and disappointed !
sitid Mr. Quelch, and without waiting for any rejoinder he
~troede across the room towards the offending junior.

Wharton stood with a flushed face and clouded brow,

Ii was not rlcusullt to bo thus reprimanded in public—and
he could see from some sly grins uear him that some of the
fellows enjoyed his discomfiture, too. But worse than that
was the thought that Mr. Quelch considered him us having
failed in his duty,

Mr. Quelch grasped the new boy by the shoulder, and jerked
him out of the chair—so suddenly that the smoker almost
swallowed his cheroot.

Vernon-Smith gasped and yelled. The cheroot had burned
short, and the end was in his mouth, and was burning him,

S Ow ! he gasped. ** Yaurooh! Yah!”

He spat it oul furiously.

Then he turned upon the Formi-master with a savage
wowl, Mr. Queleh’s grip was still on his collar, and Vernon-
Smith tried to jerk himself loose, withoul success,

“ Boy,” thundered the Remove-master, * what does this
mean? 1 find yvou smohing~-smoking cheroots—in the junior
common-roont.”

1 always smoke, sir”

“\What !

“ My pafer lets me smoke,”

1 will not give any opinion upon your {ailer’s conduct,

I
w1

“T will look on. You have

try another

Ie started as he saw
not occurred to him that Vernon-Smith

I—

Vernoa-Smith, in allowing a boy of your age to smoke
& Seoriste THE EMPIRE LIBRARY. zifsenns.
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“Do you really eat that stuft?*” sald Yernon-Smith, with a salff.

In fact, T tecl a strong doubt of the truth of
But, in any caso, you should know that
you cannot smoke here. If it wore any other boy in my
Form, I should cane him soundly. If I do mot givo you
the scverest caning, it is because you are a new boy, and
nrnarcnll_\- totally untrained. laveo you any inore tvbacco
wut you ?'’

“Ye-e-ca."”

“You will call your masrers *gir® while vou are at Grey-
friars,” said Mr. Quelch, in a tono that implied that ho did
not think Master Vernon-Smith would be at Greyfrinres
very long.

“Yes, sir.”

‘““Show me what tobacco you have."

Vernon-Smith took out his case.

“QOpen it!"”

Vernon-Smith made a8 restive movement. The Form-
master's grip tightened upon his collar.  He opened the
case sullenly.

“ Very good

“What !"

“You heard me, 8mith."

“They cost sevenpence each, sir.”

“I am sorry you should waste your money so, and that
you should have so much money to waste,” said Mr. Quelch
tartly. *“Throw those cheroots into the fire instantly.™

Vernon-Smith  hesitated a moment, then he sullenly
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obei\'ml. The valuable smokes dropped into the glowing
coals.

“Give me that case,” said Mr. Quelch: “TI will have it
.l!onl to your home. You have no use for such an article
wre"”

Y But—""

““Obey me directly !

Vernon-8Smith handed over the case.

“And now,” said Mr. Quelch sternly, “listen to mel
You have twice actod in an utterly disgraceful manner,
although you have been at Greyfriars only a fow hours.
Doz't et ‘anything of the sort happen again. Mind, if I
find you in any transgression of the rules of tho school
again, 1 shall not allow you to plead ignorance as an
excuse. I shall punish vou severely.”

And Mr. Queleh released the new boy.

Vernon-Smith scowled malignantly. The Remove-master
turned to the door. As ho pussed Wharton he paused to
speak.

“1 am sorry to sco that you cannot maintain proper
discipline, Wharton,”' he said. **It is your duly to put an
instant atop to anything of (his sort, and Jou ure aware
of it. I hope you will do better in future.’

Wharton had nothing to say. Mr. Quelch loft the room,
leaving tho captain of the Remove standing with a clouded
brow, and his hands thrust deep into his trousers pockets.

A Bplendid Tale of Harry Wh
- By FRANK RIC Aﬂaa‘on e
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bad Luck for Bllly,.

OB CHERRY drew a deep breath.
“My hat!” he murmured. ‘‘Quelch is waxy, and
no mistake!”
‘ What-ho !

“Mad as a hatter!”

“ And our immaculato paragon of a Form-captain has
been hauled over the coals at last,” said Bulstrode, with
his unpleasant sneer. I wondered how long ho would be
able to keep always cn the right side of Quelch.”

Harry did not spealk.

Bob (herry, however, turned wralhfully upon the bully
of the Remove.

“ Hold your tongue!” ho exclaimed. * You cad!"

Dulstrode shrugged his shoulders.

“Rats! 1It's anbout time ‘Wharton had a sample of
Queleh's jaw.  We've all had it in our time, and now it's
his tara.”

“Rotter! Dry up!”

Bulslrode laughed unpleasantly and walked away, still
chuckling. He had enjoyed the situntion. Wharton glanced
at Bob with a faint smilo.

“Never mind him, Bob,” he said. “I don’t. Bulstroda
docsn’'t worry me.  Only—cnly Quelch was right. I haven't
done my duty, and that's the long and the short of it.”

“Weil, you couldn’t rec_that wretched cad out of the
back of your head,” snid Nugent. *Quelch doesn't know
that you stopped him smoking once, and 1 suppose it’s no
good expluining. But I think it would be a good idea to
give the rotter a licking now, to teach him not to play any
of his beastly tricks here again."

“My hat,” said Hob Cherry, with a glare at Vernon-
Smith, “I've a jolly good mind to wipe up the Aoor with
him myself !"

“ And I'll jolly well help you!" exolaimed Tom Brown.

Vernon-Smith ‘scowled savagely, and with a quick move-
ment. picked up the heavy iron poker from the grate.

“You'd better keep off " he exclaimed. * If you touch
me I'll brain some of you!"

“You rat!” said Bob contemptuously. “If T wanted to
touch you that poker wouldn’t stop me. Look here, Whar-
ton, the cad ought to be ragged.”

Harry shook his head.

“Qualch has talked to him, and_that's enough,” he said.
" But look here, Vernon-Smith, You can see you'vo got
me into u row over your rotten smoking. It's not allowed
here, as I explained to you. You had better chuck it for
good."

Vernon-Smith gritted nis {ecth.

“I sha'n’t!"” he said.

Wharion looked at him steadily. .

“Do vou mean to say that you're going to smoke again,
after what Quelch has said ! he demanded.

ol YE.‘."

“Very well. Now, listen to me,” said Harry, hetween
his !eetﬁ. “I've given you o chance, and Quelch has given
vou a chance. If you're cad encugh to keep on after this,
you'd better look out for squalls. Mind, if I catch you
smoking again, any time or anywhere, I'll give you a lick-
ing on the spot. you understand 77

“* You'd better not touch me."”

Wharton laughed contemptuonsty. )

“1)o you think I'm afraid of you, yon weedy fool ? Mind,
I mean every word I say. The next time I find you smok-
ing, I'll give you such a dressing that you'll remember it
for weeks. And now, put that poker down.”

“Y won't!”

Wharton advanced towards him, his fists clenched and his
eves blazing. " He had had enough of the mew hoy's inso-
lence, and ﬁo did not mean to stand any moro of it.

“ Put that poker down!” he repeated. .

Vernon-Smith met his look doggedly. His grasp tightened
on the poker. He looked as if he would use it, too, if Harry
laid hands on him. Beb Cherry made a forward movement.
1Tarry waved him back. . .

“ 1]l deal with this chap ™ he said. *‘He's gomﬁ to learn
discipline. Now, then, Vernon-Smith, put that poker down,
or I'l] take it away from you, and give you the licking of
your life into the bargain.”

For & moment longer Vernon-Smith hesitated.  Then, as
larry strode towards him, the poker went down into the
grato with a resounding clang.

Wharton nodded shortly and turncd away.

Vernon-Smith looked at him with a glance of almost

pouisonous hatred .
The captain of the Remove had made a bitter enomy of

tlmfncw boy ; not that Wharton eared whether he was frieud

ar oo,

Vernon-Smith glanced round at the grinning faces of the
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Ronmovites, and flushed crimson.
door.

1 say, you fellows, why doun't you bump the cad?”’ said
Billy_Bunter, mindful of the treatment ho had reccived in
the dormitory. * He wants a lesson, you know, He's a
rank outsider, and horribly mean. Bump him !"

“ Shut up, Bunter!"”

‘ Oh, really—"
- Vernon-Smith left the roon. Bunter had a weakress for

going for"” a fellow when he was down, but he did not
carc to lead the assault on Vernon-Smith. A hiss from most
of the juniors followed the new boy, but no more active
demonstration.

Billy Bunter pulled at Wharton's sleeve.  The captain of
the” Remove glanced down at the fat junior impatiently.

“What do you want, Dunter?”

“ That rotter kicked me.”

“ Serve you right."”

*Oh, really, Wharton, I think yon ought to bump hir, t"

“We'll_bump you instead,” said Bob Cherry geniaily,
and he laid his sinewy hands upon the Owl of the Remove.

“Ow! Ow! Yow! Help!”

Bob sat the fat junior on the floor, and left him blinking
there.  Meanwhile, Vernon-8Smith had gone up to tho
Remove dormitory.

His box had been taken up there.  Vernon-Smith entered
tho room, now dusky with tho fall of evening.

Ho went straight to his box, opencd it, and groped
En;ong the contents. Then he drew out a brown wooden
10X,

It was a box of cherools.

With an unpleasant grin the new boy opencd the box,
tgok out a cheroot, and struck a match. .

Heo sat on the bed and smoked.

Vernon-Smith did not really want to smoke, ond his
pretence of enjoying a amoke was simply Lkumbug. Tclbacco
does not agree with the constitution at fiftecn, if at any
time; and if Vernon-Smith had told the truth, he would
far rather have had a box of chocolates than a box of
cheroots,

But Vernon-Smith was determined to smoke, and all the
more determined because the Form-master had forbidden
him to do so. That was his way. Vernon-Smith was, as a
matter of fact, tho most complete bounder Greyfriars had
over seen,

He did not venture to tnke his smokes down to the
common-room, for he knew rthere would be trauble with
Wharton at once. He sat on the bed and smoked.

He had left tho door ajer, and he did not notice that a
spectacled face blinked in at the door. Billy Bunter had
noticed the new fellow sneak off, and he had jumped to the
conclusion that Vernon-Smith had a feed in Ins box.

The fat junior blinked in at the door, expecting to sce
the new boy bolting tarts and dough-nuts and cake, and
was astoum‘fed to sco him smoking onece more. i

The gasp of surpriso ho gave reached Vernon-Smith’s
ears.

The new junior looked round, scowled at the sight
of Bunter’s fat face, and caught a pillow from the bed.
Befaroe tha Owl of the Removeo could dodge, the pillow flew
through the air, and it caught Bunter under the chin and
sent him flying backwards.

Heo crashed down in the passage with a wild vell.

But he only remained there a second. He picked himself
up, gaaping, and staggered away, fearing that Vernon-
Smith was about to follow up his attack. .

He dashed along the passage and down the stairs, and
dashed right into the avms of a prefect who was coming up.

Unfortunately for Bumnter, it was Loder, the worst-tem-
pered prefect in the school. .

Loder staggered, and caught hold of the banisters.

“You voung ass!” he roared.

“Oh, 1'm aincercly sorry, Loder!”

“Take that, you doltt"”

“Ow! Leggo? L.

Lader had caught the fal junior by the collar, and was
boxing his ears right and left with the other hand. .

“ Now, yon fat fool, what were you bolting downstairs
in that way for:” he exclaimed.

«0Ow! That new beast was after me—"'

* There is no one after you, you cowardly rat.”

Rilly Bunter blinked round as Loder released him,

“Oh! I—I thought he was! Ho chucked the pillow at
me becaure I enught kim smoking in the dorm. Of course,
1'm not going to sncak about him, but 3 . .

Loder did not allow him to finish. He shook him till his
teeth chattered,

“Ow ! S.eentop ! stammered  Bunter. “ You'll
m-m-make my #<pectacles fall off, and if they get broken
you'll_have to pay for ‘em.”

*“\Who was smoking in the dormitory " demanded Loder.

He moved towards the
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As a prefect, it was his duty to put down anything of

the sort with-o heavy hand. As a matter of fact, Loder was
one of the “amartest” of the “smarf ret” in the Sixth,
and it was an open secret that he smoked in his own study,
and that he kept o bLottle of whisky in his locker. But
Loder, like many of us, had no mercy for his own [ailings
in others.

“I—I won't sncak,” anid Bunter. ® The fellows would
have il up against me for whole terms if I told_you I
caught even such a rat as Vernon-Smith smoking. '

“That will do !

Loder theew the fat junior away from him, and Bunter
bumped down on_the stairs. The profect strode on towards
the dormitory, DBilly Bunter sut up and gesped. |

“Well, he'll get a licking now, and serve him jolly well
right,”” he exclaimed. ‘I haven’t sncaked about him,
either—he can’'t say I Lave—but Loder scems to guess!
And a jolly good thing, {oo!”

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Prize for the Prefect.

ODER opened the door of the Remove dormifory, and
looked in.
Yernon-Smith was finishing the cheroot. ITe looked
up at the prefect, with_a glance of inquiry and hali:
defiance. He had nok scen Loder before, but he guessed
that he muat belong to an upper Form.

The prefect lcoked al him curiously, and sniffed. The
scent from the chercot was vory pleasant. 1t was a good
one: Vernon-Smith at least had value for his money in
that way. Loder's expression changed a little.

. He closed the door, and camo over towards the new
junior. Vernon-Smith cyed him nneasily,

“You're Yernon-Smith?"” nsked Loder.

Yog !

“The new kid in the Remove?™

“ Yos."

“ And this, I suppose, is a little babit of yours:" asked
Loder.

“1 smoke at home.”

“Good! Hand me those cherools.”

_Vernon-Smith's hand closed on the box on the bed be-
sido_him,

“ They're mine,” he said.

“ Not at all,” said Loder, with a grin.
Kids are not allowed to smoke here,
fiscated. Do you understand "

“No, I don't.”

“ Perhaps that will make you understand ! said Loder,
dealing tho new boy a blow on the side of the head that
sent him rolling off the bed on tho floo.

Vernon-Simnith gave a roar of pain and rage.

He lcaped up, clasping his hand to his heed, and made n
movement as. if he would hurl himself upon the prefect.

But Loder gave him no time.

He struck out with_his ather hand, and the open palm
came on the other side of Vernon-Smith’s head wilh a
crack like a pistol-shot.

The new junior rocled, and crashed on the Aoor.

This time he was not in such a hurry to rise.

He got up with a groan of pain, and sat on the floor,
clasping his whirling head with both hands, and staring
stupidly at the prefect. .

Loder looked down at him grimly. Vernon-Smith was
reduced to quiescence, if not to order, by those fwo ter-
rible smacks. It was dawning upon the fag's mind that
he eould not hope 1o deal with a fellow nearly twice his
size, and one who had no scruple whatever about taking the
fullest advantage of his superior strength.

“ Well ¥’ said Loder, with a grin. ‘Do you want some
more "’

Vernon-Smith groaned.

*“You'll understand, now, that I'm a prefeet, and that
nh prcl:act's orders have to be obeyed!" said Loder. “ Got
that?'

“Oh! Oh!™

Lodor picked up the box of cheroots. He smelt them, and
gave o grin of satisfaction, and slipped the box into the
pocket of the loosa jacket he was wearing.

: (I)ll:u:-s you got any more of these?” he asked,

“ Answer me, you worm!”

“Ow! You"

#“Good! Get up and furn out your box. Tt's my duty
as a prefect to sce that you don't make a beast of your-
scll.m'l:urn out your box.”

WOt

“ Thoy’re mine.
and they're cou-

Loder grasped the box and turned it over on its side. The
contents rolled out in hoapa on the floor.
Voernon-8mith uttered en exclamation of
slnrfgored up.
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Clothes and buots, shirts and collars and tise and sackai
all sorts and conditions of arlicles, roiled over the floor o
the dormitory. .

“ You hound ! he exclaimed,

“HREL? What!”

‘ Let my box alone.” ]

Loder reached out towards him, but Vernon-Smith had
learned wisdom now. He dodged, and promptly placed s
bed between him nnd the prefect. . .

Loder did not pursue him. He turned his attention to
{he articles that had streamed out of the box.

Thero wos another box of cheroots, a box of cigars, and
several packets of cigarcites. Loder collocted anm_._ with a
rrin of satisfuction. He was going to ‘confiscate ™’ them;
tut it was extremely probable that after confiscation they
would be smoked in Joder's study by the prefect and his
chums. .

“ My hat! Champagne !’ he suddenly exclaimed.

Two bottles packed in siraw had rolled out with the rest.
Ioder could scarcely believe his cyes. "
Even the smart sot ™ in the Sixth seldom went os car as
champagne in their exceseez, and never within the precmets
of the school. . . .

For a junior o bring champagne to the school in his
box was so nstounding that Loder could only stare.

“Well, my hat!” he ejaculated, at last. ‘' You're a queer
fish. Your people must be jolly proud of you, at home, 1
should think.” = .

“That's my champagne,’” growled Vernon-Smith.

Loder laughed.

“Not ot all; your mistake.
“I'll appeal to the Head.”
“Ha, ha, ha! My dear dummy, vou'd be sacked from
the school at once if the Hoad knew you had brought _boor.o
here in your box. I'm really letting you off awfully lightly
in only confiscating the stuft.”

“ Look here—""

Loder put the boltles under his arm. e looked tl:rough
the contents of the box agnain, and found a great many
eatables, but these he left alone, . T

‘_'dNow, I'lIl give you a word of advice, Vernon-Smith," he
said. .

41 don't want it.” e WL

*You'ra going to have it all the same. Smoking it
good for kids; drinking isu’t good for nn{)l:axly. Chuck
it. If this were known to the Ilead you'd be expelled, on
your first day at Greyfriars. Mind, you'll mover see any
of this stuff again, but cut of kindness to you, as a new
boy, 1 shall—er—destroy it all, and say nothing about the
matter.” )

Loder had his own reasons for not wishing to veport the
gmufr officially, but that he did not cxplain to Vernon.
mith.

I'l"lm new boy watched him savagely as. he weot to the
door.

“You'd botter not take my things away !" he oxclaimod.
Loder did not reply.

“You hear me!” said Vernon-Smith savagely. “T'll
appeal to the Head, and—""

Loder looked round.

“You understand, kid, that you'd be sacked if the Head
knew you had intoxicating liquor in your box,' he said.

“The Heand won't sack me."

“Eh? Why shouldu't ket
=% Because he can’t,” said Vernon-Smith defiantly. ‘“Ile
doesn’t want to offend my father.”

“ You rotten young pursc-proud cad!™ said Loder. * Do
vou think the Head of Creyfriars carca a rap for your
father's millions? Made by swindling, too, and starving
poor wretches in Lancashire cotton mills, I believe. Ile's
the blessed cotton king, isn't he? And made his money out
of a corner in cotton, the dirty outsider. You young fool,
the marvel is that the son of such a rotter is admitted to
Greyfriars at all.”

“Tt isu't that. Ii's not the monoy—'
“ I supposce your pater’s an old chum of the ITend’s—eh?"
said Loder sarcastically. “ Don't bo a fool, 8mith; thui’s
my advice."”

And the prefect left the dormitory.

He hurricd down to the Sixth Form passage wilh hia
wrizes, and carried them into Carne's study. Carne and

onides, who were there, stared at him.

“What on carth have you got there " askoed Carne, in
amazement.

 (‘igars, cherools, cigarcites, and champagne.”
“Great Scott!”

“Where did you got them ?" exclaimed Tonides.
you have four of five pounds’ worth of things there.
you come into a fortune, Loder?”

The Greek senior spoke a little spitefully. Ho was the

It's confizeated.”

“Why,
Iave

i
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richest fellow in the Sixth, and liked the position. He did
uvot want to have a rival high-roller in the Form.

Loder chuckled.

**No. These are confiscalions.
found "em "

“Can't guesz,”

“In u junior's box."”

“ (Great Columbus'”

“1t's the new kid in the Remove,” grinned Loder. “ Ile’s
the =on of a giddy millionuire, you know, snd ibuse show
what his private tastes arc.”

“Jolly good taste, teo,"” said Carne. * Why, that's real
Merry Widow; and the smokes, teo, arve ripping.”

“Yes; I've looked in to usk you fellows to a litile smoke
ihis cvening,” grinned Loder.  **I've confiscated tlis stufl;
but I've promised Vernon-Smith not to report himi, as he's
a new boy and I want to let him off lightly. Of course, if
I don't report the matter I can’t deliver up these things to
the Iead.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

‘“So we've got to

“Good ! grinned
of them.”

* What-ho !" chuckled Carne. .

And the two ecniors fellowad the prefect into Lis stuliy.

Where do vou think I

et rid of them sowchow.” .
onides. ** We'll hely yeou to get rid

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Ragged.

ERNON-SMITII did not join the Foria aguin iill
supper-time. l.’?' that time he was huugry, and lhe
ceme into Hall when the juniors bad ascmbled
there. Supper at Greyfriars was a very simple mesl),

snd Vernon-Smith looked at the plain bLread snd cheese,
und aniffod in great disdain.

Harry Wharton glanced at him., He had had ruls with
ihe new fellow already; but all the same he was dispo=ed
1o help him. Harry had not forgotten his own first ferm st
(reyfriars, and how he had found a loyal ond purient
friond, whose loyalty and paticnce had been put to nany
a severe tost, too. tn those days. Wharton was disposed
1o do all he could to make a thorny path smooth for the
new Removite.

" Here's a seat, Smith,” ho suid, as cordially as he could,
when the new hoy came up to the Form table,

Smith nodded curtly, and sat down.

“ Do you really cat that stuff " he asked, with a «niff,

“Ehl What stuff "

“That!"” said Vernon-Smith, with a dispavagiig zlunce
towards the huge chunks of bread and butter and cheese,

Phain as the fare was, it was disappearing vapidly enough
bofore tho attacks of the hungry Removites,

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Yes, that's onr supper,”” he said.

“Pah! I can’t cat it.”

*I'm afraid you'll have nothing else, if you can’t.” =aid
laryy gravely. * It's jolly good, you know, though it's not
gorgeous. Plain but wholesome.”

*[ want something better.” )

Wharton fell into silence. Ho had notling to say to that.
\Wingate of the Sixth was at the head of the Remoxe table.
Vernon-Smith rose.

** Are you in charge here?’ he asked.

Wingate stared at him,

“Yes," he said.

‘ Well, T want some supper.””

** Pass Smith _the bread and cheese, Cherry."

* Certainly, Wingate."”

“T don't want any bread and cheese,” said Vernon-Smith
sullenly. :

** There is nothing else for you."”

*“Then I jolly well won't have any."” .

“You can snit yourself about that, of course,” said Win-
gate. *“8it down now, and hold your tongue, or you'll get
a licking, and you won't have any choice about that.”

Yernon-8mith. sat down,

He ate nothing. After supper, however, when the Remove
went into the junior common-room to_while away the in-
terval that remained before bedtimo, Vernon-Smith went np
to the Form dormitory. Ho had plenty to eat in lig box, and
lie intended to make his eu‘lpm- there,

* Bleszed if T can mako that fellow out,”” snid Bob Cherry.
" He seemns to think he can do as he likes here. T wonder
v.hut kind of a time his people have with him at home.”

“ A pretty lively one, 1 should think,” Nugent remarked.
"_lll."’anc}: a chap being ass enough to leave lix supper out of
stlly spite.

“* Most. likely he's got some grub somewhere,” said Bob
shrewdly. "1 don’t suppose he would go to bed lnngry.

f ho hadn't anything clso, bread and chee-o would be good
enough for his lordship, T think.”

Billy Bunter pricked up his ears.

1 say, you fellows——"

**Oh, buzz off, Bunter!”

* But, I say, if the chap’s got a feed, he cught to be made
to sharo it round—--""

‘' Rats !

* Sizppose wo go and——""

“Cheeso it)"" suid Bob, and ho walked away.

Billy Bunter blinked angrily.

“1'n jolly well going to see if tho chap’s gol a fzed on
his own,” ho muttored. **“The rotter! Ile ought to stand it
all round. I hate meanness in a L‘ih’lP. I say, Snoop, the
new chap’s got a feed on in tho dorm.”

** How do yon know?" asked Snocop.

*Well, Cherry says so, and I think so too.
nna make him sharo ont?”

“ Good egg! let's tako some of the fellows, in cnse he cuts
up rusty,” swid Snoop cautionsly. ** Ilo's a dangerons beast.
You remember how he handled that poker in the common-
room; and he wouldn't put it down for one of us as he did
for Wharton.”

** Let's ask Bulstrode and Skinner and Stoit.”

"' Good.”

Bulstrode and Skinner and Stott were asked, and they
ratered into the plan with all their hearts, The five juniors
crept up to the Remove dormitory. The door was closed, but
a light was gleaming under it. .

“ He's there,” snid Bulstrode, with a grin,

“ Yos, rather.”

Bulstrode opened the dermitory deor quietly.

The gas was alight, and it showed the figuro of the new
junior, seated on a couple of pillows beside his open box.
Vernon-Smith had packed the things back again since Loder’s
visit, and the eatables were on top.

Vernon-Smith had opened several packages, and was
eating; and tho good things that woro spread out in view
thero made Billy Bunter's mouth water.

The new junior was cvidently not limited as to cash, He
had large cakes, bags of tarts, buns and biscuits, steak-pics
and ham patties, jellies in glass and jar, jam and marmalade,
and a dozen other things.

‘The juniors stared at the sight.

_‘]' I!.!y hat!"” said Bulstrode. *‘ That chap’s people must be
1ich.

** Comno on,” muttered Bunter.

Vernon-Smith looked round abruptly at the sound of voices.

He scowled at the sight of the Removites,

Suppose we go
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Billty Bunter frowned dlscontentedly over his big spectacles. Bulstrode was having hls tea opposite, and he ‘
} had a jar of marmalade; while Skinner had a chunk of cake.

* Hallo! said Skinner affably., ** We've come.™

“Eh! What do you mean?”’

* You wanted us to cone to this little feed, didn't you?"’
usked Skinner, with an air «f great astonishinent.

““No, I didn’e.” ‘

“What nice mauner.”” said Snonp. ** No henting abont
the bush, either. Tliv chap will he a eredit to Greyfviars—I
don’t think !

“You didn't want ue 2o come, Smithy ¥ asked Skinner.

“No, and the svoner vou get ont, the better I shall like
it snapped Vegon-Swith, av he unfastencd the string of
a new packet.

“That's unfortunate,”” said Shinney, in his blandest tone.
*You see. we've come.  We Laven't como for nothing, have
wo, chaps?®”’

* Not much !

“ Wa've come to fred with you, Smithy,”

* Well, yonu can’t!”

“ Now, ask us nicely.”

“Rata!"

HPhat won't Jdo. We ean't fecd with you without being
invited,” suid Qkineer peraaasively,  * Now, yive us a grace-
ful invitation.”

“Oh, get ont !

Tur Maoxey 119.
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“Very well, then I shall have to issue the invitations.
}nu!simdo, will you do Smithy the honour of supping with
win?’

* Certainly,” grinned Bulstrode.

“ Cortainly.” Will yow, Snoopey?"

** Certainly."”

“And you, Stott?"”’

* Cortmanly.”

“Good. T needn't ask Buntor, becanso he'd feed with n
dog in n kennel rather than not feed at all,” remarked
Skinner,

* Oh, really, Skinner—'

“Wall, now we're all invited, the next thing is to feed,”
said Skinner. ‘*Como on. Sit down and make vourselves at
home.™

* What-ho!""

*“Don’t stardd on ceremony.

“1a, ha, ha!”

“ Iland out the grub, Smnith."”

“hlrly name's Vernon-Smith,” suid the new junior, with a
oWl

“ Nover mind your name now; it's the grub wo want.
Mand it over.”

“1 won't! I'm not going to give you anything,

* Will yon, Skinner?”

Sit on the floor.”

" sanl
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Vornon-Smith, ‘I don't like any of you. T den't liko this
tchool, cither.”

“That’s awfully rough on Greyfriars!" grinned Bulstrode.

* Unsay thoso cruel words, Smithy!"" implored Skinmer.

‘*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Leave my things alono, vou fat young thief!” howled
Vernon-Smith, as Billy Bunter, without wasting timo in
words, helped himself to a whole steak-pie.

*“Oh, really, Smith—""

**(iive me that back!"

“Do yon want this jelly back too?" asked Bulstrode.

*Yes, hang you!”

‘“ Here you are, then."”

.4 Ow! roared Vernon-Smith, as Bulstrode slammed the
jelly in his face,

* Ha, ha, ha!" .

‘“ llere's somo gingar-pop, too,”’ remarked Stott, powing
a bottle over Vernon-Smith's head, as he tried to scrape the
jelly off his faco, )

““And a tart,” said Skinner, slamming one upon Smith's
right car.

“Ow oh! Pah! Grooch!

Vernon-Suith staggered away, seraping himeell, scavl:t
with vexation and rage. Tho five juniors chuckled, and
started on the provisions in earnest.

Vernon-Smith looked at thom with fury in his gaze.

“ Lot my tl:ings alone!” ho shrieked.

**Hn, ha, ha!™

*“Cads! Thieves!”

Vernon-Bmith could contain himself no longer. Ile rushed
among tho feasters, hitting and kicking out on all sides.

There was a yell from tho feastera. E

They had not expected that. Bulstrods roared as Vernon-
Smith's foot c¢rashed upon his rils, and Bunter shrieked as
;ne g;iletl over under a powcrful clump om the side of the
read.

“Collar him!"* yelled Stott.

Pulstrode scrambled up savapely.

“T'll jolly soon collar the cad.”

“Iands off! I—"'

“Down him ™

Yernon-Smith was collared, and promptly downed. He was
pretty severcly pummelled, too, in the process, for the juniora
wero the roughest fellows in the Remove, and they were hurt
by Vernon-Smith's savago kicl:ing.

“*Now mg the beast!" gasped Skinner.

And Vernon-8mith was ragoed.

‘They, bumped him, they rnll‘led him over, and they plastared
him with jam and marmalade, and they poured ginger-beer
and lemonado over him. .

Yernon-Smith struggled and fought like a tiger, scratching
and biting and screaming, and the raggera handled him still
more roughly than thoyshad intended in consequence.

= Mi. hat " gasped Bulstrode, wiping a great red score
down his faco, which was bleeding freely. ** What & regular
wild beast!”

“QOw ! groaned Buntor.

“Sorve 6(;1“ right,"”

“Owl : roallg—" )

*“There, I think-he's had cnough,” said Bulstrode] spurning
the now bey away with his foot. ** Now, go and clean your-
solf, you cad; and remember that a chap who gets a big feed
to himself, and doesn't ask anybody to it, is pretty certain
to catch it Lot at Greyfrinrs. And you'll learn, too, to fight
without biting or scratching, or your life won’t be worth
iiving ot Greyfriars. Now get out.”

Vernon-Smith scrambled to his feet. . .

Ho prosented a really terribls appearance, with Lis clothes
in utter disorder, and soaked and sticky with ginger-beer,
jam, and marmalade and jelly. His hair was a sticky mop,
tis face n yhastly spectacle. ,

The juniors grinned as they looked at him.

“TIa, ha, ha!" rvoared Skinner. ‘' e ought to be looking
through a horse-collar at a fair. That's what he's suitablo

r ’

for.

“I'm going to the Head!" shrieked the new boy.

“Ha, Dia. ha! The Head will like to see you in that state.”

“I'm going—""

“0Oh, rats' We know you wouldn't dare, and you'd get a
licking if you did!" aai(r Bulstrode contemptuously. ** Get
out!"

The now boy pave the juniors a wild glare, and rushed
rom tho room, slamming the door ufter him violently.

Snoop looked uneasily at his companions.

“ Suppose he does go to the Ilead!™ he faltered.

Bulstrode sniffed.

““ He wouldn't daro!"

“ But—-""

“ Rats! Let's get on wilth the feed.”

“ Yeas, rather,” said Billy Bunter.

And thoy went on with it.
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
The Sneak.
" OODNESS gracious! Bless my soul! What is that?”

I>r. Locke uttercd the exclamations in blank ainaze-

ment.

He was scated in his study, talking wich Mr. Quelch
of tha Remove, and Mr. Capper, the master of the Upper
Fourth Form, when the door was suddenly flung open, and
a wild fiswee rushed into the room. .

The Iead jumped up in amazement and consturnation.

“ What--what—""

The figure halted before his desk. .

For sumo moments, as it stood there pauting. the
fuiled Lo recognise Vernon-Smith.

The new boy was in a terrible state, and his features wero
slimost hiddea under o clinging mass of jelly and juu:.

** Bless my soul!"

* Who are you, boy?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch sternly. tising
h"m} his scat.

[Tvad

“ Ah, it is the new junior.”

“I—=I'm Vernon-Smith!"' stuttered the new bow, stam-
n‘ngring in his rage. “I've been treated like this—like
this—"'

The Head adjusted his glasses. )

* Ah, I am afraid this is a case of ragging, Me, Que'ch,”™
he said. ** Most unusual, howeves, for the boy to coms Lere
in this state. Most extraordinary!™

“1 have been treated like this-—""

:: Calm yourself, Smith !”

Vernon-Smith's voice trailed off in a howl of fury.

He stood before the three masters, shaking with pasion,
Mr. Quelch fixed o siern glance upon him. Whatever had
been done to Vernon-Smith, he had no right to give t'-'l:"i
to his temiper in this manner in the presence of his Head-
master.

*Be  quict, Smith,”
g Calml_voul:s':elf at once."

said the Removemaster coldly.

‘* Silence !

‘* Dear me, this is most extraordinary!” said the Head,
with n worried look. **Who has used you in this shameful
way, Smith?"”

* The Remove cads!"

“ And—and what did you dotf"

u““Nothmg. I wouldn't share my feed with them, thatla

*“ Ah, that was injddicious, if you allowed them to sce that
vou had a treat. However, an outrago of this kind must be
punished,” said the Head. ‘*‘ You sco to that, Mr. Quelch?”

“ Certaninly, sir, as Smith has acquainted us with the
matter,” said the Remove-master, with a contemptuous
glance at the new junior.

I will leave it in your hands, Mr. Quelch.”

® Very well, sir." 4

The Remove-master signed to Vernon-Smith to follow him

from the study. The new boy did so, siill guivering with
rage.
'he doar closed behind them, and the Head, with a
worried look, resumed his conversation with Mr, Capper,
h\it his random remarks showed that his thoughts wero clse-
where.

In the passage outside, Mr. Quelch stopped and looked
directly at Vernon-Smith,

*“ Listen to me, Smith,”" he said
friend than aa a master.
your Form-fellows.

“1 speak mors as a
You scem to hava foolishly provokad
They have used you very roughly, bat

cannot think that you were not to blame, too. Before this
affair goes any further, I will give you a piece of advice.
The Formm will regard you as a tell-tale if I taks up the
matter. If you choose, I will drop it now, and they .nead
never know you came to the Head. This is a most unusual
step for me to take, but I sugiest it for your own sake—
for the sake of your future carcer in the Lower Fourth.”

Vernon-Smith ground his tecth.

“They've got to be punished!”' ho exclaimed. * I-T'il
go to the Head—"'

Mr. Queleh’s brow darkened.

“ That is cnough, Smith. Come!"

“ They're in Iﬁe Remove dormitory, sir,” said Vernon-
Sinith sullenly. .

* Very good,” said Mr. Quelch, compressing his lipa.

He strode away to tho stairs,
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Vornon-Smith followed him upstairs, scowling ravagely
under his coating of jam and other stickiness.

The fact that ho had *sneaked' to bring about the
punishment of tho raggers made no difference to him.

Mr. Quelch reached the door of the Remove dormitory.

Therc was a gleam of light under the door, and a sound
of cheerful voices from within., Bulstrode & Co. wero enjoy-
ing themselves.

‘The Remove-master opened the door

For the moment the revellers in tho raided feast did not
observe him, und the Form-master stood looking in upon
the scene with a stern brow.

Bulstrode had just filled a glass with ginger-beer, and he
held it up for a toast.

“Here's to the founder of the feast!" he exclaimed.

‘* Ha, ha, ha!

“The Bounder of Gregfriars.”

" Good!"” said Skinner. ** Of all the unspeakable bounders
ll{,x'lt ever bounded, I think Vernon-8mith is the unspeak-
ablest.”

“ Well, that’s o good word!" %rinm.-d Snoop.

* It describes the Smith animal.”

* Hear, hear!”

“\Well, here’s to the Bounder of Greyfriars, and may he
soon be kicked out «of the school,” said Bulstrode.

*“ Hear, hear?”

" 1 say, you fellows—-— Oh!”

Bunter broko off, and the glass dropped from Bulstrode’s
hand, ns the Remove-master strodo into the room, with the
sticky Vernon-Smith behind him.

* Thero they are,” said Vernon-Smith, savagely, pointing
with a jammy finger at tho dismayed revellers,

“1 havo told you," «id Mr. Quelch, addressing the new
boy, ‘“lo speak to your masters more respectfuily. You
should address me as sir.  The next time you fail to do so, I
shall eane you severely.

Vernon-Smith scowled. Mr, Queleh lurned to the {easters,
who had all risen to their feet, looking very disconcerted.
Bulstrode tried to brave it out, but the others were full of
dismay.

** This boy complains of ill-usage,’ said Mr. Quelch. * It
appears that you have placed him in this disgusting state—
you, Bulstrode, and the rest,”

“It was a j-joke, sir!” stammecred Bulstrode, with a
deadly glance at Vernon-Smith.

"It is the kind of Il()kB that eannot be allowed to pass
unpunished,” said the Form-master, but less nnuril.}' than the
i_umors expeoted, It occurred to Bulstrode that Mr. Quelch
iked Vernon-8mith no moro than they did, and only meant
to punish tho ragging becaute it was his bounden duty to do
0

‘“ We are sorry, siv,’? snid Bulstrode, with unusual humility.
““I suppose we went too far, sir; but he's such an awful
bounder, sir!”

* Awful, sir!"” said the others.

“We can’t tell you what an un:
as that would bo sneaking,” said
knew—--"'

*“ He's a rank outsider, sirl'

“] cannot onter into that,’ said Mr. Queleh. * You
have mno right to use any boy like this, and 1 have no
resource but to punish you. You will each write® out a
hundred lines of Virﬁil, and bring them to me on Saturday.”

The juniors gasped. . .

They had expected a severo caning, if not a flogging, when
they saw the sticky junior returning with a Form-master to
denounce them,

The punishment, which was no worse than sometimes fell
to their lot for carelessness in prep. was a surprise and a
relicf. It was evident that the Remove-master was dealing
with them as lightly a< he could,

Yoz, sir,” said Bulstrode, with a deep breath,

* Certainly, sir!” said Skinner, * We're_willing to sub-
mit to any rumshmont you think fit, sir. You don’t know
what an awful cad the fellow is.”

=1 shall expect the lines on Saturday,” said the Form-
master, turning towards the door.

Vernon-Smith scomed scarcely ablo to believe his ears; but
as the Form-master reached the door, he burst out:

‘“ You are going to cano them!"

*“ What did [ tell you just now, Smith?’ exclaimed Mr.
Quelch, fixing hia sternest glance upon the new boy.

Vernon-Snuth shrank back.

““I'm sorry, sir; bui—but you are going to cane them?”

“You have heard my sentence!” said the Remove-masier
{rowning.

“ But it's unfair!l” exclaimed Vernon-Smith. *They've
taken my grub, and ruined my clothes. I won't havo it!
They ovught to be flogged.”

“ Smith !

“I don't care!" yelled Smith.
father, I—7

‘! Hold your tongue, Smith, and follow me to my study.’

YT won't!”

Mr. Quelch did not say any more.
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for words, but for actions. 1lis grasp closed likc a vice
on Vernon-8mith's collar, and the new boy was jerked out
of the dormitory. The juniors heard his voice sgueaking an
ineffectual protest as he was marched n\ruir._

They looked at onc ancther with almost frightened glances.

My only hat!” murmured Skinner. ‘' Did you cver
hear of such a chap!™

** He muzt be off his rocker.”

** Well, he's gfoing to catch it hot now,” =aid Bulsirode,
;cscla,l,ing himeclf on a bolster. * Let’s get on with the
ced.

The others looked doubtful. . .

“1¢’s all right,” said Bulstrode. * Quelch sajd nothing
about the feed, and we're ot liberty to go on if we like,
I'm going on, for one.” .

And he did; and the others followed his example. And the
juniors had finithed a feast that was more plentiful than
wholecome by the time the Remove came to bed.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smith Declines to Get Up.

ERNON-SMITH came into the doymitory with ihe rest
V of the Form at bed-time. He did not speak to Bul-
strode or the others, or even look at them,

His face wa= white, and his eyes gleaming. He was
scen to rqueeze his hands in o convulsive sork of way cvery
now and then, There was no doubt that he had had e
caning in Mr. Queleh’s study that he was not bikely to forget
for a long time. . .

The Rfmo\'e grinned over that feed in the dormitory at
Yernon-Smith's expense, and without his consent. Vernon-
Smwith had come off bmillly all round, but no one zcemed to
feel any symparhy for him. e .

llnrr"\r' Whnrfnnf& Co., though they already disliked him,
tet him alone. And to somo of the Removites who pro-
posed a ragging, Harry remarked that the Bounder had
had enongh—which was generally agreed ta. .

But Billy Bunter never could let well alone. Strong in
{he knowledge of the Bounder’s unpopularity, Billy Bunter
thought it was time to crow over him, whic! he proc
to do when Vernon-Smith was undresaing himself.

1 think the beast ought to he chuckad in a blanket, or
frog's-marched,” «nid Bunter, blinking roa‘:pd through his
spectacles. - ' He's a disgrace to Crevfriars,

“ @hut up, Bunter ! snid Wharton.

“(h, really, Wharton! He's an awful bounder! TFaney
having a big feed in his box and never asking a chap if
he's got a mouth.” . —

“They needn’t ask you that gquostion, Billy,”" Tom Brown
remarked. ** Yours id big cnough to be seen.”

*“Ha, ha, ha ! . . "

«And can generally be seen in full going order, Bob
Cherry remarked. .

“Oh, really, Cherry! Look here, I think the rofter ought
to be bumped! Who's going to lend me a hand te bump
him *”

“Shut up "

“(“heese it )"

“Go to bed 1"

“ He's such o cad, and— Ow! .

Billy Buniar ceased suddenly as a pillow swept through
the air, and knocked him flat on his back.

It was hurled by Vernon-Smith, who seemed to have had
enough of the fat junior’s polite remarks by that time,

1 Oh 1 roared Bunter, as he bumped on the fAoor. “Ow!
You beast! Who threw that pillow 2

“Ha, ha, ha! It was the Bounder!"”

“(Go for ham, Billy:”

“1'1l be your second.”

* Smash him !”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” . )

Billy Bunter scrambled wrathfully to his feet. Vernon-
Smith #tood with clenched fists, and as Bunter got up, the
new bo;; promptly knocked him down again.

“Oh! Ow!™” ) .

Bunter sat up this time, instead of rising, and blinked
duzedly at the new boy,

“You—you rotter’” he gasped. *Wharton! Nugent !
Reseue !’

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Rais, Billy! You can fight your own baltles, can't
von? [t's man to man, and that's fair play.”

(Ll

*Ow! The beast hit me when I wasi't Jooking!

* Rats !

“Now I'm injured, and can’t go on, T—--""

“Ha, ka, hal"”

Vernon-Smith furned away with a sneer, and \\'ent?}c
1

A did Tale of Harry Wharton & Co
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bed, ard Billy Bunter picked himself up rucfully. Il
blinked indignantly at the juniors, who were shouting with
laughter.

' Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at!" he growled.

f you're not going to rag tho fellow, I don't care. Upon
the ’\:-hole, [ think he's had enough, and I won't touch
him.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 should very likely injure the beast if I got into one
of my fearful tempers,” said Bunter. * D'l let him off.”

a, ha, ha'"

And Bunter rolled into bed. to an accompaniment of

ho‘l"-'ls of langhter. Wingato looked into the dormitory.
Not.so much row here! Ail in? Good-night !"

And the lights were turned out.

e Remove dropped off to sleep one by one, but it was
before Herbert Vernon-Smith was asleep.

e aching in his palms was too severe. Mr. Quelch had
not spared the rod on that occasion, and Vernon-Smith was

:kely to remember the caning for some time to come.

Clang ! clang ! clang !

That was the sound that woke Vernon-Smith when, as it
seemed to him, he hed but -just closed his eyes. As a
matter of fact, he had slept cight hours.

Vernon-Smith .opoened 'his eyes, and blinked along the
darmitory.

The morning sunlight was stroaming in at the window,
and the juniors were already turning out of bed.
Vernon-Smith had no desire to do anything of the kind
h'"mﬂf. and no intention of doing it. He snugglod the bed.
clothes round him, turned his head on the pillow, and closed
his eyes again.

:I"he clang of the rising-bell died away.

say, you fellows,” came = slecpy voice from Billy

Bunter’s bed. “I think Gossy is ringing too early this
worning. His clock’s wrong.”

“Get up, Billy,”

“ Would ono of you chaps mind cutling out into the Close
and looking up at the clock-tower ?""

- It's » quarter to seven b my wateh, Billy.”

I believe your watch is fast.”
*Oh, tumble up!"
“You see— Oh!”

_Buntgr rollod out of bed with the kind assistance of Bob
Cherry's foot, and bumped on the floor in a tangle of bod-
c!o‘lhp.l. and roared.

,“Can I give you any further help?” asked Bob Cherry
cacarlully.

“Ow! Beast!”

Harry Wharton crossed over to Vernon-Smith's bed, where
the new boy was settling down to slumber again. lle
(t‘;gpcd the junior on the shoulder, and Smith opened his

““ Botter turn
“The rising-bell's

“I'm sleepy.”

:: We ln'\ve to got up at this time, you know.”

I don't at home," growled Vernon-Smith, “I get up at
what time I like.”

_Wharton wondered what kind of a honsehkold that of the
Vernon-Smith’s wight be; but from Smith's pasty complexion
and ﬁnt‘li‘ﬂ" weedy look. he could quite believe that the

y ha

}"Tc\:d been in the habit of keeping what hours ha
iked.

*“ That won't do here,” said Wharton. “We have to turn
out at rising-bell—half-past six in summer. You'l! find it
all right when you're up.”

“I'm not going to get up.”

o Bqtdyou must, Smith.’
“Mind your own business,

: Th
°h

out now,"” said Harry, kindly enough.
EOHE."

our own said Vernon-Smith savagely.

Harry bit his lip. It was certzinly hard to do the
Bounder of Greyfriars any kindness.

* Oh, kick him out, Harry!"” said Bob Cherry impatiently,

Harry shrugged his shoulders.

“Let him lie,” he replied.  *'It's not my business, as he
says. He can argue it out with the prefects.”

And Wharton dressed himsolf. The Form went down,
most of them glancing back curiously at Vernon-Smith, who
was still tucked up in bed.

“Thero are squalls in store for that chap,” Nugent
remarked.

‘“Sorve him right i

“Yes, rather ! .

And the chums of the Remove went for a run in the fresh
keen air of the Close before breakfast. When the Removeo
came into the dining-hall for breakfast, Mr. Quelch was at
the hoad of the table, and his keen oye noted at once the
absence of Vernon-Smith. .

“ Where is Smith?” he said.
in to broakfast?" . ;

he question was addressed to no ono in particular, so
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no one replied. Mr. Quelch then turned to Harey Wharton,
as captain of the Form,

“Where is Smith, Wharton ?""

“1 don't know, sir, unless he's in the dorm.”

“Do vou meann to say that he has not come down yet "
exclaimed the Remove-master, in astonishment.

“1 haven't seon him down, sir.”

““Someone should have nwakened him if he did not hear
the rising-bell,” said Mr. Quelch, with n reproving glance at
Wharton.

Harry bit hia lip, but he said nothing. But Bob Cherry
burst out :

“He was awake, sir.”

“Oh! Then he heard the rising-bell.  This iz very
curious! Go and see if he is in the dormitory now.
W‘ha‘Itun. and tell him to como down at once."

‘ Yos, sit."

Harry rose unwillingly from the table. He disliked the
duty; the post of Form-captain had itz drawbacks as well
as its ndvantages. But there was, of course, nothing to be
said when he had received nn order from his Form-master.

Ile went up to the dormitory. Vernon-Smith waz asicep,
and Harry shook him to awaken himn.

The new boy blinked up at him.

“Let me alone!” he growled.

“ Mr. Quclch has sent me—""

“Hang Mr, Quelch!"

“To 1ell you to come down at once.”

“T1 won't!"”

YWharton's brows contracted.

. “Don't be a fool, Smith!"” he said. ““Can'’t you see that
it's madness to buck against a master like this? If you
dou’t come down, Quelch will send a couple of prefects to
make you come.”

“I won't come!”

“ Very well.”

Wharton quitted the dormitory, and went downstairs.
Mr. Quelch glanced up at_him nxsha came into the dining-
room, and 50 did all the Remove, and many of the fellows
from the other tables.

* Where is Smith, Wharton?" asked the Remove-master,
and thore was a ring of deop sternness in his voice.

Wharton coloured awlwardly.

¢ e isn't coming, sir.”

Mr. Quelch stared.

“Is not coming, Wharton! What do o mean "

“He doesn't sdem to understand that he's got to get up,
sir,”” said Wharton, putting it as gently for Vernon-S8mith
as he could.

Mr. Qualch's brow darkened ominously.

“He will soon be made to understand it, then!" he
exclaimed. “ Loder, Courtney, kindly step up to the
Remove dormitor;f and bring Smith down at once.”

‘“Cortainly, sir,” said the two prefects.

And they left the dininF-rnom. and there was a hush of
expectation, and even Billy Bunter neglected to eat in the
general excitement.

—_—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Brought Down,

ODER grinned as he tramped up the stairs, and
Courtney looked perplexed. Courtney was a good-
uatured fellow, and he felt sorry for the new junior
who had placed himself in so awkward a position.

Loder did not. Loder had spent a merry hour or two the

provious evening with his friends in his study, over the

confiscated cham_?agne and smokes—wirth the result that

Loder had a villatnous headache that morning, and a

villainovs temper to match. And Loder looked quite pleased

as. he wont upstairs.  Vernon-Smith would offer him a

certain amount of relicf; Loder wanted to wreak the cffects

of the champagne and cigars upon somebody,
“The kid must be dotty,” Courlney remarkod.
“ A spoiled brat!” said Loder. *“The zon of a
millionaire who made his money suddenly, you know.
“Ie'll get himself into trouble here.”
“ llo's got,” grinned Loder. .
They entored the Remove dormitory. .
Vernon-Smith was wide awake now, and looking out. He
looked ot tha two Sixth-Formers, and felt a qualm of
unecasiness.  But he did not stir.
“ Come, kid,” said the good-natured Courtney.

got to get up. DBundlo out.” .

His good-natured tone was wasted on Vernon-Smith.
lutter ¢uito mistook it.

“1 won't,’” ho said.

“ Come, come.”

“ Out you get," said Loder.

“I'm not going to get up.’"
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Loder came up to the bed, zrasped Vernon-Smith and the
bedclothes together, and hurled them ell over the floor across
the bed.

Vernon-Smith ave a gus.pinlg vell az he humpeld down,
hurting himself considerably. e scrambled out of the bed-
clothes and stood panting.

*“ You hound!"” he gasped.

““ Get into your clothes.”

a“" l “,on!t.!l

Courtney rubbed his nosc thoughtiully.

“ We can’t dress him,'' he remarked,

" Let me alone,” snarled Vernon-Smith. * Mind your nwn
business, you beasts. 1'm not going to stay in this rvotten
school unless 1 choose.”

“1 don’t supposc you'll have much choice about staying if
you keep on as you've begun,” grinned Loder. * Get mto
your t.hmgs.”

“ Sha'n"t.”

“Then you'll come down as you are.”

“ Loder,” exclaimed Courtney, aghast, as the prefect seized
the struggling new boy; ‘““‘you can’t take him down like
that!"”

“ Liko that? was certainly a vather startling slate for any-
body to go down in.  Vernon-Smith was clad in a suit of
highly-colourcd sitk pyjamas.

“Mr. Queleh said bring him down at once,” said Taoder.
“ Wo shall get tho sharp cdge of his tongue if we go down
without the cub.”

“T know, but—"

‘: Do ygutfeel ,i,nc]incd to dress him 7 sneered Loder.

. - , but—'

“Lend a hand, then.”

“ But—="

“ Lend a hand, you ass!" roared Loder.

He nceded assistance, for Vernon-Smith was kicking and
struggling like o wild cat.

_Courtney caught hold of his wrists,
tightly.

* Will you dress yoursell, Smith?"” he asked.

“No, I won't!” yelled Smith.

“ Comu on,” said Loder.

“‘ Oh, all nght!" . L.

And  Vernon-Smith was borne, struggling and kicking, to
the door, and out into the passage, and so on down the stairs,

The noise of the scufiling reached the dining-rouin before
the prefeets did, and the boys all eraned theiv necks round to
the door.

There was @ buzz of excitement as the two seniors cuno
staggering in at the doorway with the pyjama-clud form in
their arms. . )

They rushed Vernon-Smith up to the Remove table amid a
goneral titter.

Mr. Quelch rose to his fect. )

He seemed scarcely able to believe lis eyes.

* What—what does this mean?’’ he exclaimed. . )

“ Here he is, sir!” gasped Loder. ** We'vo had a job with
him, =ir." .

“ But—in this state-—

“He refused to dress himeelf, sir.”

“ Put him down.” 5

Veenon-Smith was put upon his feet. i .

He stood gasping for breath and shuking with passien, and
an absurd figure cnough he made in his pyjamas.

Mr. Quelch turned a stern glance upon .

“Smith, go back to the dormitory ond dress yoursell at
once, and then come down here immediately.”

A refusal was on Vernon-Smith’s lips. .

But tho stern brow of the Form-master quelled him, and he
remembered, too, the caning of the previous evening, from
whiech his hands were still aching. .

“VYes, sir,”’ he muttered.  And he shuflled with his bave feel
ont of the Aining-room. .

Mr. Quelch glanced along the grinning table.

** Silence, boys!"” .

And hias Jook was enouglt to cuuse silence.

Broeukfast finished in a stato of tension.  But wlhen the Loys
were once outside in the hall, there was an excited dizcussion
of what had happencd.

« [lere he comes !’ exclaimed Temple, of the Upper Fourth.

* flere comes the bounder!™ .

Vornon-Smith was descending the staivs, dressed at lust, and
looking very savage and sullen.

1le went into t%ur dining-room with a scowling brow, and
wot Mr. Quelch at the door.  The Form-master signed to him
1o rtop.

« Vernon-8mith, I shall report your conduct to the heacd-
master,” he said. It is too serious for me to denl with.
Now, you may liave your breakfast.”

The juniors who heard the words wlanced at Vernon-8mith,
axpecting to sec him blench.  The threwt of being teken before
the Head was generally enough to unnerve the mast
impudent—and after Vernon-Smith’s conduct there could Lo
little doubt that ho would be expelled from the school.

But Vernon-Smith did not scom ut all seared. The sullen
cloud on his face gave way for the moment into a grin,
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Then he went on to the breakfast-table, and Mr. Quelch
looking very puzzled, lefs the room.  The juniors iooked
puzzled too.

“Well, he's clothed, hut he's not in his right mind,” grinned
Bob Cherry. "L suppose ho doesn't caro whether he's
expelled or not.”™”

And the others agreed that that must be it.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Flogged.

R. LOCKE was looking very clouded during prayers that
morning, and many of the fellows noticed it. — Sume of
thom remarked upon it as they left chapel, and
wondered what was *up ' with tho Iead. .

The Greyfriars follows were all very much attached to their
head-master, and most of them felt concerned at the idea that
Lo might be sendy, as they put it.

Me. Quelel joined the llead as e re-catered the School
touse.

1 have a vather important matter to speak to you aboui,
«ir,”” he remarked.

The Head's foce clouded moie deeply. )

** I hope it is not about Smith of the Remove?” he said.

*“T am sorry -~it is, sir.”

** In it imperative to mention it to me

* (‘ertainly, sir.”’

The Heacl’pnuscd. .

“1 leave the boy in your hands, Mr. Queleh,” he said
flowly. 1 do not desire to_come into contact with him
wyself.  Surely you cun deal with the matter, whatever it is,
without calling me into it.”

Mr. Quelch flushed a little. .

It is a case of direct disobedivnce,” ho said.

i YL‘S‘!"

“The boy has refused to obey iy direct commands.”

“Well, you have the power in your hauds to maintain
discipline in_your own Form, Mr. Quelel,” said the Head,
a little calmly.

* Yes, but—"" . i

. I‘Iense"do so without appealing to me unless absolutely

f‘ll

necexsary. . . .
“1 think the hoy unfit to remain at Greylviars,” suid) the

Remove-master abruptly. * He is utterly undisciplined.”
 Give him discipline, then.”

' You intend that he shall remain?”

** Most decidedly."” . L.

 Vory well, sir,” said the Remove-master, biting his lip.

The doctor’s face was very worried.

“ I wish to—to give the boy a chanee,” he snid. *1lo has
had no training—or, rather, he has had a very bud training.
1o has been wllowed to run wild and do exmctlf as he pleased
at home. His father hus sent him here.  Surely we ought to
wiake some effort before sending him away ngain.”

 (‘crtainly, sir. But I fail to see any ﬁuod in the boy.”

“Mhere is good in every boy, Mr., Quelch.”

« Pprhaps you are right, sir—in any case, it is for you lo
order,” said the Remove-master. ' If I um at liberty to send
him to you to be flogged, I may be able to denl with him, 1
cancd him most severely last night, and this morning he was
auilty of the most outrageous dizobedience.”

* ITe is a strunge lad."”

“He haus a bad heart, I think, and continual severity to o
hoy is not pleasant to me, even if he deserves it, sir.  His own
poople have allowed him to grow into_this stale, and it is hard
thut others should have to cure lim,” suid the Remove-
waster, with some warnith.  ** But we will leave it ot thet.
I will at Jeust be patient and do 1y best with him."”

* Thank you, My. Quelch. 1 may -ay,” went on the Head,
with some hesitation, “that 1 have reasons—very partienlnr
reasons—for wishing 1o nake the best of this boy, and to
make it possible for him to vonain at Greyfriars.”

“Very wall, #sir.”  And Mr. Quelch left the Head.

The Remove-master's respect for the Head wes very deep
indeed, but he could not help feeling puzzled and annoyed.
In his opinion Vernon-Smith wus nore suitable for a reforma.
tory than o public school, but the will of the Head was law.,

When the Remove assembled in their class-room they did
not. expect to see Vernon-Smith take his place in the Forn.

But lie cnme in a few minutes after the rest, lovking sullen,
but without ml{ sign of having been punished.

Bob Cherry drew a deep breath.

*“ 1Me's still here,” he murmured.

** And late,” said Nugent.

* Queleh will squash him !

But Mr. ?uo]ch did nod " squash him."” Ilo glanced from
hix desk at the new boy as he cnme into the Form-room.

* Pake your place,” ho said, ** b?njde Snoop,”

Vernon-Smith went to the resr Form and sat down.

Whhorton & Cex

A Splendid Tale of Harr
By ARDS,

FRANK RIC



20

Tie moreing's work commenced.

Mr. Quelch, as was natuvil, devotad move atiention to the
pew boy than to the others. Ile wanted to seo what kind
of knowledge he had, to give him a suitablo place in the
Form. The boy had been put into the Remove by the Head
without consultation with the Form-master, and from that
Mr. Quelch naturally supposed thal he was litted for the
rank lie was given in the school.

The Remove-master had a surprise in store for him.

The ignorance of Master Yernon-Smith was ou a par with
his impudence.

e wes older than the average lad in the Lower Fourth or
Remove: but his attainments scemed more snitable for the
Second Form, if not the First,

It was not only that he could not construe the simplest
sontonco, but in such matters os spelling and simple arith-
metic he was exocedingly deficient.

Some_ of the Remove giggled at lis blundors, and others
looked indignant. There were duffers in the Remove, such as
Billy Bunter. But even Bunter could get througl: the Form's
work in some fashion or other.

Vernon-Smith could not tackle it at all.

And more than that, ho had no desire to do so.

It was evident that he took no interest in his own education
whatever, and regarded the work of the cluss-room as an
unmitigated bore and nuisance.

Mr. Quelch wore a worried look after an lour of Herbert

ernon-Smith.

‘It is extraordinary that the boy should have been put in
the Remove,” he murmured. ** I should hardly have placed
him as high as the Third. Yet he is certainly too big to be
put in the Second. Greyfriars is no place for him.”

Vernon-8mith looked more and more sullen as lessons pro-

. Ho felt that he was looking ridiculous in the oyes
of the other follows, but this did not make him buck up; it
simply irritated him.

“Dear mo!" ejaculated Mr. Quelch, when Vernon-Smith
confided to him that ho ** believod ** Lishon was the capital
of -“.'hmm. . " Have you been to school before, Smith?"

*“ No, sir; I've had a tutor.”

. ‘A curious tutor, I must say, who allowed vou to remain
in a state of such dense ignorance " oxclaimed the Remove-
mastor.

‘I only worked when I chose,” said Vernon-Smith sulkily.
“T don't want to do lessons every day !

e gon't_be ridiculous, boy '’ said Mr. Quelch sharply.

“I'm sick of it!" said Vernon-Smith. *‘I never thought
school would be like this, or I wouldn't have come.”

Mr. Quelch gasped.

** Bilence, Smith!"

¥ Pah!”

a“ BO}' [

¥ I've had enough of it!" growled VernonSmith.

r. Quelch took ug his pointer.

! Stand out here, Smith."

V%mon-Sm‘th eyed the pointer, and eved DMr. Quelch
warily.

“ What for?” he demanded.

“ Stand out here!” almost shouted tio Form-master.

The new boy slowly wont out Lefore the clas:.

‘' Now hold out your kand!"

Veornon-Smith put both his hands behind hita and clasped
them there deliberately.

The Form-master could scarcely belicve his eyes, and the
Form could scarcely believe theirs, either.
“ My only hat!"" murmured Wharton.

merchant !"

¢ The queerfulness is terrific,’” muttered Huarree Singh.

M. (%uolch found his voice at last.

¢ Will you oboy me, boy?"’

“I'm not going to be caned!"

“ Will you hold out your hand, or shall I send you into tha
head-master to be ﬂoﬂqed?” said Mr. Quelch.

“I won't be caned|"

Mr. Quelch went to his desk and wrote a note, folded it,
and Landed it to the new boy, who took it in a rather uncer-
tain way.

“ Take that to the head-master,” said Mr. Quolch.

The now hoy grinned,

“ Vary well, mr.”

He lott the class-room.

The lessons went on; Mr. Queleh wearing a very harassed
fook, and a flush in his face. Tho boys were very careful;
both because the Remove-mastor was in no humour to be
trifled with, and becanso they were sorry for the awkwardness
of his position. Thoy knew that he wanted Vernon-Smitl:
to be sont away from the school, and he had evidently been
over-ruled in that matter by the Head's authority. i

They waited curiously, too, for the return of Vernon-Smitl.
They had no doubt that he would come back squirming and
wriggling, and no one felt sorry for him. A jape was all
.ﬁ“ E{auxsr LiprarY.—No. 119.
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very well in its way, but deliberate disrespect to a master
was considered ** rotten bad formn,” and rightly, too.

Five minutes later Vorncn-Smith re-entered the Forin-room
and went to his place,

The boys conld have gasped as theyv looked at him. For
tie lurking grin was still on his faee, znd he showed no signs
whatever of having been punished.

Mr. Quelch looked at him long and hard. Then ho com-
pressed his lips, but said nothingz. What his thoughts were
the Remove could not guess. But he let Vernon-Smith
severely alone for the rest of that morning.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Does Not Play Cricket.

T was Wednosday afterncon, a half-holiday, and a glorious

I May day. he Groyfriars fellows looked cheerful
enough when they turned out after dinner.

Vernon-Smith turned out into tho Close by himsell.

He was glad enough to escape the clasy-room for the after-

noon, but ho did not quite know what to do with himself.

As he stood on the stclz: locking out Frank Nugent came up
to him, with a notebook and pencil in his hand.

Vornon-Smith looked at him inquiringly.

“ Are you in the cricket club?” asked Nugent

‘“ The what?" L.

“ The Form cricket club. If so, T'll take your subscription
now—I'm treasurer.”

“No, I'm not,” growled Vernon-Smith.
cricket.”

Frank sniffed. _

* You look as if you don't,” he said, closing the notebook
with a snap. ** Well, you can’t please us hotter than by keop-
ing outside the club; but we thought we ought to give you
the chance.”

* Thank vou for nothing " )

*“But you'll have to play cricket here,” said Frank.
¢ Physical exerciso hore is as compulsory as Latin and Frencir.
You can keep outside the jumior clubs if you like, but you’ll
have to put in.a couplo of hours at the nets every half-holida s,
and half an hour o day in addition.”

1 jolly well won't!”

Nugont laughed.

“ You'll have to, you ass!" he said.

He walked away. Vernon-Smith lounged on the steps.
Most of the Roemove were going out in flannels, only too glad
of tho glorious weather, after the rain of the previous evening,
and the chance of a dry wicket. .

Vornon-Smith felt no envy as he watched them; his lip
i:‘t_lrled in & snoer. Exercise of any sort did not appeal lo

im,

He folt a tap on the shoulder as he stood there. Harry
Wharton & Co., resplendent in white flannols, with their bat+
under their arms, wero coming out. .

** Coming down to tho nots?" asked Wharton cheerily.

Vornon-Smith shook his hoad. .
It will do you good. and it's

“J don't play

“ You'd better come, Smith. 0
a glorious day. llave you ever played cricket?
% No."

¢ Then I'll give you some coaching at the start.”

1 don't want it.”"

“ But you must play,’ explained Wharton. ‘‘ Now, be a
rea'sgnnblo chap, and come down before you're forced to."

“1 won't."”

“You can't got out of it. Loder is looking after ths
practico to-day, and he's not a good-tempered chap.”

* I don't care.”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders and left him. Loder was
cortainly not a *' gond-tempered chap " at any time: and les
than cver this afternoon. Loder's idca of passing a half
holiday was to visit a distant racecourse, or to smoke arnd

lay cards at an inn up the river. Iis duty as a prefect held
Eim in this afternoon, and he was savage in consequencs.

He was the last fellow it wus =afe to triflo with under the
circumstances. : . .

“ Coming out, Loder?" asked Carne, passing the profect in
tho hall, as he came downstairs with Ionides of the Sixth.

Loder shook his head angrily.

“ Can't he said.

Carne laughed.

“ Well, it isn’t all lavender to be a prefect,’” he remarke:l
** Come on, JTonidea! You'll find us up the river whon you're
through with tho cubs, Leder!"

* Oh, all right1”

Carne and Jonides wolked away laughing. Loder ean.e
striding out of the House, and almost ran into Vernon-Smith.
He stopped to look at him.

:: :([}et down to the cricket-field !” ho snapped.

‘“I've got to dry-nurse those brats."

** Don't make me tell you twice!"”
And Loder strode on.
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*“The third man from the hend,” bellowed Sergeant-major Benians, '‘draw back them feet!™
“1-1 can’t, sir!” [altered Jimmy Preston, ‘‘they~they’'rc not mine!®

I (An qnusing fncident fron the long complete school tale of Gordon Gay J: Co., entitled ** The Ryleonbe Cadet Corps,” in*! The Kngire
| Librarp.” Now on sale. Price One Helfpenay).

Most of the juniors were already at practice—Remove and
Upper Fourth. Bowling, batting, and fielding comprised the
practice, and most of the Remove were in very efficient form.
Wingate strolled up as Loder sat outside the pavilion, with
only one eyo on the practice.

*“How are the youngsters getting on, Loder:” asked the
captain of Greyfriars cheerily.

* O, so-so!" said Loder.

* There's a new kid in the Remove, who looks as if he'd
be all the better for a turn at tho stumps,” said Wingate.
L Sn;it]l.“I think his name is. Is he here?”

' Yes

I don’t sce him,” said the Greyfriars captain, with his
eye scanning the groups of white-clad figures,

*1 told lim to come.”

“ Well, he hasn’t come,” saidl Wingate, with some em-
rhal.«.is.‘ ** T should recommend you to sce that he does come,
woder.

And Wingate walked away. Loder enapped his teath. Tt
Lad hardly been a reprimand; but several feilows were
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grinning, and Loder could not answer the head prefect and
coptain with the angry words ho would have liked to utter.
lle had forgotten all about Vernon-Smith; but now he deter-
mined to let the new boy feel the weight of his wrath for
having been the cause of that telking-to from the school
captain.

R Where's the new cub, Wharton?' he called out. ** That
fellow Smith?"

1 don't know, Loder!”

** Go and find him, then !’

*‘T'here ho is ! exclaimed Bulsirode suddenly, as a figure
in o straw hat passed within view.

It was that of Herbert Vernon-Smiih,

Laoder callod to him:

*Smith! Come here !

Vernon-Smith locked round, and came up unwillingly.
The prefect greeted him with an angry scowl.

“Didn't I te)l you to come down to the cricket?"" lio
demanded.

“Yes; veu didi”?

Wharton & Co.
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“ Then why didn't vou come?"

I didn't want to!”

Loder gasped at this reply.

“You—vou didn't want to!" hLe exclaimed, hardly alle
to believe his ears. “[ told you 16 come. sml von didn’t
come because yeu didn’t wani {o?”

CThat's it.!"”

“ Are you mad ?”’

“I'mi not going to play cricket 17

Loder did not say any mare. Ile reached oul. and gave
fitie new boy n tremendous hox on the ear. ard Vernon-Smith
staggered and fell in the grass,

Some of the boyz murmured. Vernon-Smilh deserved «
licking, if anybody ever did, but Loder’s blow was brutal.
The profects were allowed to cane the juniors, within it
but a blow on the ear was quite forbidden.

The murmur made the prefect glanco round savagely.

** Da you cubs wanl gome of the same?” he demanded.

The juniors made no reply. Harry Wharton ran to ielp
Vernon-Smitl to his feet.  The new boy pushed him rudely
away, and stoggered up.

“Now get on to the pitch. yau whelp!” said Loder, ¢ Do
vou think I've got time fo he bathered with yon? Give him
some bowling, \Wharton !”

“Righe!™

“1 won't—"" .

“Come on, kid!™ mmitered Wharion, putiing hiz arm
through Vernon-Smith's, and almosi dragging him {o the
wickets. ‘' Don’t play fhe goat!”

Vernon-Smith jerked himszelf loote.

“1 won't play!”’

“You must ! Wharlon thrasl the ball inio his land.
“ Now, bowl here—""

YT won'ti"

Toder strade upon ihe field.

“ Will vou do as I tell you?™ he roared.

“No; I won't!”

Toder ¢aught & stump from the ground. and advanced
savogely upon the junior. Vernon-Smith grilled his teeth.
and raising the hand that held the crickot-ball, he hurled
it with all kis force at Loder, and took to his heels.

—_—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
‘ Looking for Smith.

ODER gave a sharp ery, and fell forward upon. his face
as if go had been shot. It had happened so 2uddenly

. that no one had time to stretch out a hand to eatel:
him. ‘The prefect. fell into the grass like « log.

Vernon-8mith dashed away at top speed.

He vonished among 1he elms.

¢ (iood Heavens !"” mutlered Harry Wharion.

He dropped on his knces in the grass beside the prefect.
Toder groaned, and tried to rise, and eank into the grass
again. Wharton raised him to a sitting posture.

hore was a big bruice, rapidly darkening, on Loder’s
foreheed, where the missilo had struck him. )

The prefect wns dezed and stupid for some minntes.
Wharton caolled out to Bob Cherry. who dashed off, and
returned with a straw hat full of water from the fountain.

Harry dashed the cold water into Loder's face, und bathed
his forehead with it. The prefect gasped for breath.

“Thanks, Wharton I"’ he muttered. ** Did—did that young
8weap throw the ball at me?®"

“Yes"

“The mad young rascal! Ile might have brained me!”

Lotler staggered to his feet, and wiped his face with his
hnndkerohiei Ho was doadly pale now, save where the
bruise showed up dark and blue.

“ Where is the kid?"'

“ Bunked I'"" said Bob Cherry. .

Loder nodded, and walked away, calling back to Harry
Wharton to tell Wingate what had impponed. to explain hi~
absonce from the cricket-field. As he went into the.8chool
Houss he met Mr. Quelch, and the Remove-master stared- at
him in astonishment.

“Good heavens, Loder, what has happencd? he ¢x-
claimed.

“It's that cub, sir—I—I beg your pardon—it's the new
Remove kid !" )

“Ho has not caused you that injury, surcly "

“ Yos, air.”

“In what way?”

“ Throwing a cricket-ball al my head, eir. becanse I was
making him practise. He says he doesn’t want to play
crickef,' said Loder.

Mr. Quelch’s jaw set hard. .

“T oan scarcely credit the actions of that boy!" he ex-
claimed. *I assurc_you, Loder, that he shall be adegunately
punished for this, You had better go in and lio down.”

Y Yes, sir.”

Tar Maovrr LiBrary.—No. 119.

Mr. Quelch slrode down to the crickel-field. e found
Wingate there, looking very graove and worried. The captain
of the school came up to meet the Remove-master.

.‘”I'ha_t. young beggar's broken out again, sir,' he aaid.
“He's just downed Loder with a_cricket-ball.”

:‘ Yes; I have ‘rm epoken to Loder. Where is Smith #?

‘: He scems to have vanishod.”

He will vanish for good shortly, I think,” said Alr.
Quolch grimly.  * [Te must be found and brought baclk at
once! any of you boys know where he is gone?”

"I;‘lu_'re was it general shuking of heads.

. &Ir.
£t ‘Hn nust be found at once ! Wharton, I leave it to yeu.
az Form captain, to find him and bring him to me I”

*Ye-es, sir.

And Mr. ?uolrh walked away. ITarry Wharton exchanged
a far from happy look with hiz chums. The task imposed
upon him was far from agreeable.

“L shall have to cut the crickel,”” Le remarked. “ The
_\-o?r’n.g ass bolted towards the gates! He must have gone
ol

¢ Looks like it."

“ Any of you coming with me?”

“Yes. rather ! said Bob Cherpy. * ITe won't come back
1o be licked, if he can help it, and vou'll want assistance.”

Harry Wharton smiled grimly.

#1 think I could manage ihat weedy waster alone,” he
sn:td;ﬂ:".lllut I'll be glad to have you chaps with me. ILet's
et off !

Bob Cherry and Nugent, Hurree Singh and Mark Linley
went with the Remove captuin as he left the cricket-field.
Still in their crickeling garb, they hunted round the quad.
and the &ym. for Yernon-Smith, and found him not,

Then Wharion inquired of Gosling, the porter, and learned
that he had seen Vernon-Smith leave the school, run-
ning. The new boy had evidently gone out, thinking it best
to give Loder a_wide berth after what he had done.

“He mayn'l intend coming back at all,”” Bob Cherry sug-
geiled. as the chums of the Remove turned out of the
gates.

Wharton shook his head.

“I don't believe he intends to run away, kid. He's jusl
bolted to keep clear of Loder. Biit, anyway, we've got to
fetch him back."

And the Removites slurted in pursuit of the bounder of
Greyfriors. The task was not particularly congenial to any
of them, but they had no choice but to obey the Form-
master's order—at all events, in Whatton's case. And hia
::]hums naturally wanied 1o help him, as the tliing had to be

one,

Wharton stopped in the lane to took up and down.

“ Where is the rotter likely to make for, I wonder?'" he
muttered.

* Anywhere to get out of Lodér's way,"” grinned Bob
Cherry. * Leot's tey the village. If we draw that blank, we
m"’:lgg‘o:ih'?' ields and the wood.”

Tcl::dGreyfrinrs juniors strode away towards the village at
AR 8 ¥

As they passed the bend in the Jane, Bob Cherry uttered an
exclamation, and pointed ahegd.

‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! There Le is!"”

“ Yes, rather!”

“ Buck up, kids, and we've got him!”

Vernon-Smith was about a hundred yards ahead, tramping
on. The juniors broke into a run, and aes they did so
Vernon-Smith looked round.

He scowled at the sight of ihe running juniora. Their pace
and their looks left. him in no doubt as to what they wanted.
He broke infto a run himself.

*“Stop !" shouted \Wharton.

“Belay!” yelled Bob Cherry. ‘‘We've come to sce you

home, you ass!

Vernon-Smith increased hia a)|‘wed. What the juniors
meant to do with him he did not know. and he evidently did
not want to find out by coming to close ﬂuurters.

He ran headlong into the village, and the juniors lost sight

im.
Bob Cherry chuckled.
“1Weo'll have him in a minute !"* he panted.
“ What-ho!" .
The juniors came sweeping down into the irregular villaga
street, past the big, old elm outside the Golden Fleece Inn.
But Vernon-8mith was not in sight.
:' In thol tni:k’ahop. most likely I'" said Nugent.
‘ 's look !"

of

They looked into Uncle Clegg's fuckshop. The old man
was behind the counter, and he looked at them with a grin
of welcome.

“(‘ome in, young gents!”

‘' No pop to-day,” said Bob Chlerry.

“We're looking for
romebody. Ilas n chap just dodged in here?”
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“No, Master Cherry.”

* Sure—n. wecedy chap, with o face like o haichet and a
nose like a turnip?"' explained Bob Cherry.

“No one_ain’t been in, Master Cherry.’

*That settles it.”

The juniors trooped out again. .

“He can’t have gone in there,” snid Mark Linley, with
a nod of the head towards the Golden Fleece.

Wharton's brow grew grave.

“ Well, ns o matter of fact, considering his personal habits,
W's a more likely piace than the tuckshop,” he remarked.

“ Shall we locok ¥

“Well, we'd better, 1 think,” said Harry, after a few
momenlts’ hesitation, “The placo is out of bounds, of
course ; but Mr. Queleh said Vernon-Smith was to be brought
back. Come cn!”

And Harry entered the inn, followed by his comrades.

He found himself in a bar, partitioned off from a similar
one next fo it, and in the next one he caught sight of n
school cap.

**'Fhere he is!”

There was a sound of a hurriedly-slammed deor, and the
next moment the juniors were out of the inn, and tearing
after Vernon-Smith, who had dashed down the path beside
the inn inlo the long garden at the back.

A man in shirt-sleeves yelled 1o them as they rushed
through the garden, but they paid no heed. They ran oun,
after the Jmnt.ing figure of the Bounder.

The end of the garden gavo upon the towing-path beside
the Sark. The Bounder scrambled over the gate, and rollod
upon the towing-path, and stopped in the reeds beside the
waler, narrowly escaping rolling into the river itself.

“ My hat!” gasped Bob Cherry. “This is as good as
hare-and-hounds! After him "

* Hurrah !

The juniors came whooping out on the towing-path as
Vernon-Smith serambled frem the reods, dishc\'c!llct.l and
furious.

“ Here he is!”

“Collar him 7

And five pairs of hande grasped the panting Bounder
Lefore he could mnake an effort to flee,

—_—

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

Taken Back.
"h E"l‘I l{nﬂ g!uz‘ You hounds! Let me go!”
“ Ratal’
' Chuck it, you pas!”

“Cheese it, 1 tell you!"

“‘Let go!” shrieked Vernon-Sn:ith, struggling violently.

His clenched fist came violently in contact with Harry
Wharton’s face, gnd the captain of the Remove .staggered
back. Vernon-Smith strove to wrench himself loose from
the grasp of the others.

“Don’t let him get away ! gasped larry, os he reeled
against a tree. his head singing.

“ Not much!” said Bob Cherry grimly,

“Down with the cad !

" Let go—— O!” ;

Vernon-Smith rolled on the towing-path with the juniors
sprewling over him .

He was pinned down by their weight.

He struggled feebly :till, gasping for breath. His faco
was dark with rage.

tlarry Wharton recovered himsellf.

“*You cad !’ ho said. n a concontrated voice. “ Stap that
fooling! We've got orders to take you back to Greyfriars.”

“[ won'l go!"

*Won't you? We'll see,” said Harry. between his tecth,
“You're coming back with us. You'll either walk quietly,
or we'll give you the frog’s-march. You can take your
choice.”

* Hang you, I won't go!"

Y Yank the sulky brute ur."

Vernon-S8mith was jerked upon his feet. He began to
struggle again, gritting his_teerh with rage.

* Now, will you come (jlll_ell_}' ™

** No,” }'ellcs Vernon-Smith; T won't come at all unlers
1 choose. I'll nnke my pater speak to tha lead, tvo, and
get you all sacked.”

** Don't a fool. Come on!”

“1 won't stir a step.” .

“ Then you'll get stirred,” said Nugent.

And Bob Cherry chuckled. .
“In fact, there will be stirring times, Smithy,” he
remarked.

“Let me go, you cads!"

IHNM this ovening: some other evening,” hummed Dob
Cherry.

"Fl?’uﬂ‘s'llllﬂ.'h him |” said Harry shortly.

‘“ What-ho !”

*“The what -ho-fulncss is terrific.”

With a junior grasping each an arm or a leg, Vernon-
Smith was frog’s-marched along the towing-path. The
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juniors did not care to go back through the irn arden, but

ack to the lane across the ficlds.

and tho juniors
from wrenching

there was another way g

Vernon-Smith still struggled furiously.
had all their work cut out to keep him
loose. .

“ Bump him ! said Harry grimly.

He had wasted encugh kindness an the Bounder. It was
a time for drastic measures now. And they wern drastic,

Tho frog’s-march, with the bumping thrown in, was a
new experience to Vernon-Swmith, and to judge by hie wild
roars not a delightful one. .

Every time ho struggled with his captors he was allowed

to bump heavily upon the ground, and after half a dozen
bumps ho was breathless, blown, and willing to come to
terms.

“Stop it!" ho panted. *Step it, you fiends!"

“Nice flow of languago he has, hasn’t he 7" grinned Bob
Cherry.

“11a, ha, hal?

“ Stop it!"”

“Will you walk quictly if wo let you get up?” said Harry.

“Yes,"” gasped the prisoner.

“ Put tho brute on his legs.” . i s

'1‘ Better keep hold of him, though,” said Nugent, di=dain-
fully. )

“Yes, rather! You and Bob keop hold of his arms, and
tho others walk behind and keep an eye on him,” snid
Harry.

*“Right you are!” . .

With Bog Cherry and Frank Nugent grasping either arm,
tho Dounder of Greyfrinrs was marched on, with a sailen
and savage brow. . .

The juniors crossed the fierd into Friardale Lezne, and
tramped on towards tho scnool, the captured junior tramp-
ing sullenly in their midst. . .

Vernon-Smith cast angey and anxious glances from eido
io side as ho walked, as if still looking for a chcrce to
eseape.

*'Is the fellow hurt?”’ he exclaimed at last.

" Whom do you mean?”

*“ The fellow I thre:w the beil at?"

‘“Loder? Yes,” said Harry. . ) “

*T mean, is ho much hurt?” asked Vernon-Smith. "1
didn't mean to injure him, only I wasn't going to have him
lirk mo.”

“1t would have served you 'right." said Nugent hotly.
“Lodoer is o bit caraless how and where ho hits, but you
wanted a licking badly. And only a :homugh‘f?'mg rotten
cad would fling & crickot-ball at a fellow’s head.

“Only yourself, in fact, Smithy,"” suid Bob (.‘horr{.

“[lo is hurt?" asked the ncwd)umor. and the shade of
anxicty deepened on hia brow, and tho juniors saw that the
fear was in his mind that he had inflicted a scrious injury
upon_the prefect. . . .

“ Nothing serious,” said Harry, willing to relieve his
mind at onco. ‘‘It's a bad bruise, and Loder will have a
bad headache, I expect, for somo timo. That is all. Only
it won't be safc for you to go near him.”

Veornon-Smith grinned slightly.

“1 thought so,” he replied. *Only if he touches me I
shall call in the Head.” , .

“Haven't you oven a rag of decency 1’ asked Bob Cherry
wonderingly. *Don't you know that a fellow isn't supposed
1o sneak to the mastora?’

“T shall Plense myself.” .

“Then it's prettv safo to s? that you won't please any-
body clse,” snid Nugent. " You ought to be achamed of
vourself. I never camo up against such o rotten rank owt-
sider. Omo thing’s jolly certain, though—you'll ba expelled
from Greyfriars for this, end it'll bo a good riddance.”

Vernon-Smith sncered. .

71 shall not bo expeiled,” he snid.
the Head himself could do.”

Nugent stared at hum.

“Off your rocker?” he asked pleasantly.

“You'll sce.”

“0Oh, come on!’ said Bob Cherry. * Don’t talk to the
brute. IHe makes me sick.” . )

“ Il make you sicker before I've done with you, if you
don’t lot mo go,”" said Vernon-Smith, with a snarl.

s We'll risk it,” said Nugent, with o grin,

And the prisoner was marched on, .

The juniors came in sight of Greyfriars, and as they
marched Vernon-Smith in at the gates, & crowd of fellows
gathered round to stare at them. Vernon-Smith's sction
was known by this time all over the school, and the general

“ That's more than

commentary passed upon him as he came in showed what
the view was of il.
“(Cad 1"
‘“Coward I"
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* Outsider !

Vernon-Smith heard thoso remarks, and many other: of
the same sort, and ho cast round a glare of defiance.

“The cad will he expelled, that's one comfort' saud
Hazeldene

“Yes, he'll be sacked after this.”

“It's a dead cert.”

“Jolly goud riddance."”

* Never saw such a waster.”

* Bump him, you chaps!"

“That's all right,” said Wharton. * The Head will give
him what he's been asking for, I expect, without our giving
him any more.”

Y Faith, and it's right yo are!"” grinned Micky Desmond.
“I wouldn’t be the rotten bounder for a great deal when he
gots before the Head.”

“ What-ho |"

The juniors marched Vernon-Smith into the School Housa.
The prisoner mado no resistance now. In the doorway the
Remove-mastor was waiting.

His face sct grimly at tho sight of the Bounder.

‘ Ah, you have fouud him, Wharton!"” he said.

“Yes, sir.”

“ Where was ho?"

“In the—the village, sir.”

* Very good. Vernon-Smith, follow me,"” said Mr. Quelch.
“ You may rclease him, boys.”

“ Yes, sir.”

The Form-master strodo away towards the Head's study,
Vernon-Smith did not move. Mr. Quelch turned his head
in_astonishment.

“8mith, I told you to follow me !’

Smith’s brow set doggedly, and ho did not move. Mr.
Quelch strode back, and grasped him by the collar. The
temper of the Remove-master was perilously near entirely
giving way at that moment.

“Come !”" said Mr. Quelch angrily.

And he jerked the new junior along the passage.

“Let mo go!” growled Vernon-Smith,

¢ Come, you wretched boy !

Mr. Quelch put pressure on, and Vernon-Bmith was
marched away. He resisted savagely, his evil temper in u
flame now. For a moment there was an unscomly struggle
between the amazed Form-master and the reculoitrant
junior, and then Mr Quelch reeled againgt the wall with
a cry of pain. The new bog had kicked his shins,

**Oh!" gasped Mr. Queich.

Vernon-8Smith had time for nothing more. With a single
bound IHarry Wharton was upon him, and he rolled on the
floor under a swinging right-hander.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch Reslgns.

ARRY WHARTON put his foot upun Vernon-Smith's
al, 1nne m daown. T. el n nrae
chest, and pinned h Mr. Quelech had turacd
quite rule with pain, and he was gasping for breath
as he lcaned against the wall.

“Oh!" he murmured again, )

I hopo you're not much hurt, sir,” said Harry. "I
g;dn:t sce what the cad meant to do, or 1I'd have collured

im."”
. * Thank you, Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch, with quivering
lips, controlling any other outward exprcasion of the pain
he felt. ‘It is—is notnmﬁ. Please kecp hold of that—that
extraordinary boy, and bring him to the Head's study.
Lend Wharton your assistance, Cherry.”

“ Certainly, sir.”

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry grasped Vernon-Smith's
arms, and jerked him to hix feot.

Vernon-Smith mado no resistance mow. [Ilarry’s heavy
blow had made his head reel und ring, and he was too dazed
to do anything but blink et the juniora.

Mr. Quelch limped on towards the Head's study.

The Form-master’s face was pale and set.

He had stood all that he meant to stand from Tlerber!
Vernon-Smith, and he thought that the Head could not
possibly say him nay when he suggested that the new Loy
should be sent away, after what had happened.

Heo tupped at the Head's door and entered.

r. Locke was scated at his desk, and his brow was
clouded. He had a pen in his hand, but he was not writing.

He glanced with a troubled expression at the Remove-
master.

“ What is it, Mr. Quelch?"”

“Y am sorry to trouble you again, Dr. Locke, on the snme
troublcsome subject,” said Mr. Queleh firaly, It is
Vernon-Smith.”

The Ilead’s brow grew darker

“ Really, Mr. Quelch—""
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“Reully, sir, I have no slternative but to bring the matter
to you. The wretched boy has assaulted a prefect in o
brutal and dangerous way, and now has kicked we, sir—
kicked me, his Form-master!"” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, his
voice rising as he spoke. .

Mr. Quelch was usually the most quict and scli-contained
of men, but what had happened might have excited any-
one. His voice was almost shrill now

The Head looked aghast.

“Mr, Quelch! Ts it possiblo?” .

‘It is not only possible, but true, sir. Dring that boy in,
Wharton. Thank you; you may go.” )

Wharton and Bob Cherry marched the Bounder in, stood
him in front of the Head's desk, and quietly left the study,
shutting the door after them.

There was no doubt in their minds as to what would be
the result of his interview with the Head. Dr. Locke had
been utrungol{ lenient with the young ruffian so far. But
the greatest leniency must have an end.  Vernon-Smith
was booked for the sack, as Bob Cherry put it; there could
be no possible doubt about it, in the minds of the juniors.

But in Mr. Quelch’s mind there crept a doubt, as le
looked at the troubled and harassed face of the doctor.

Dr. Locke glanced at the sullen-faced boy, then at Mr.
Quclch, and then back again at Herbert Vernon-Smith.

“ What have you fo say, Smith "’ he asked, at last.,

“1 won't bo bullied,” said Vernon-Smith sulkily.

“Boy! That ia not the way to answer!"

Vernon-Smith was silent.

“You—you have nssaulied your Form-master,” suid the
Hoad slowly. **Such an action is almost incredible. I
begin to think that you must be weak in your head, Smith.
Can you realise the enormity of what you have donet”

Vernon-Smith did not reply.

“In the first place, you will beg Mr.
once,” said Dr. Locke, * otherwise I sha
tive but to expel you.”

Mr. Quelch started.

The Head's words hinted of a possibility that Vernon-
Smith would not be expelled after all, and such a possibility
the Removo-master very naturally regarded as somncthing
very like an insult to himsell.

Heo made a step forward.

# Is it possible, Dr. Locke——"" he began,

The Head made a gesture almost beseeching.

“ Pray do not say anything further yet, Mr. Quelch,” ho
said. "I desiro to spoak to this wretched boy. ~Vernon-
Smith, do you not realise that you have acted in a per-
fectly outrageous and wicked manner?”

The boy made a sullen movement.

Dr. Locke waited for him to reply, but no word came from
the sullen, sncering lips of the Bounder of Greyfriars.

“Smith! I command you to answer me! Beg Mr.
%uelch's pardon at once for what you havo done,” said the
Head, but his voice was more persuasive than commanding.

Vernon-Smith broko his sullen silence at last.

““I beg your pardon, sir,” ho said sulkily.

“You sce, Mr. Quelch, he is sorry.” .

‘“Ho docs not look sorry," said Mr. Quelch grimly,

“J am sure ho will realise what his conduct is like,” said
the Head, *I shall talk further to him on the subject, too.
For the present you may go, Smith.”

Vernon-Smith left the study without another word.

Mr. Quelch stood silent as the door closed.  1lis shins
were still aching painfully, and his temper, naturally
enough, was in its most acid state. .

Dr. Locke looked at him almost appealingly.

“ After what has happened, Mr. Quelch, T hardly like
to ask you to have patiencoe still with that wretched boy,”
he said, in a low voice.

Tho Remove-master was silent.

# It seems like asking too much,” said tho Head, * bul—
but I want to give him a chance, Mr. Quclch. I know it is
asking a great deal of you."

?uclch's pardon at
Il have no alterna-

#Jt.is asking too much,” said the Remove-master stiffly.
“You are muster here, and have every right to admit any-
body you choosa to the school. But I have a right to retire
from the post I hold if it is not compatible with my J:or-
sonal dignity to retain it. I shall have the painful duty
of placing my resignation in your hands, sir.”

r. Locke amrtoqi

“Mr. Quelch!" he execlaimed, as the Remove-master
turned towards the door. * You—you are not in carnest?”

“ Quite in carncst, sir.” i

“We have been together many years,” satd Dr. Locke,
in an agitated voico. * You nre my right-hand man in the
management of {the school. I have never contemplated your
leaving me, Mr. Quclch, and it has nlways been my desiro
that when I retired from Greyfriars, you should succced
e here as head-master.”

The Remove-master bowed.
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* Thank you, sir!”

‘* But—but now—"

“ Please don’t imagine that I desire to dictate in any
way,” said the Remove-masier, Iookmf very much dis-
fressed. " But you sce how impossible my position is
Unless my authority is backed up by tho head-master, how
am I to keep order in my Form??"”

“I know it. But-—"

“The Remove are the most unruly Form in Greyfriars,
but I have them well in hand. The harm the example -of
o boy like Smith may do is incalculable. The wilder spirits
in the Form will follow- his example, there will ba in
subcrdination and insolenco from one end of the Remove
to the other,” said Mr. Quelch. * How is it to be kept in
check? By expelling some offender who has been led astray
by this wretched boy—by visiting Smith’s sins upon the
head of one less guilty, sir 7"

The Head almost groaned. .

“The boy may not be so bad as you think, Mr. Quelch.
The cxample of tho other boys may improve him. ke may
learn better ways—" )

** He iz more likely to teach evil oncs.”

“Yet there is a chance—"" .

“You forget, sir, that he has assaulted me, his master,
and before half a dozen of the boys of my Form.'

“1 know; it is unpardonable.”

“ Either he must go, sir, or I must,” said Mr. Quelch
firmly. T da not desire to place you in any difficulties.
1 will remain till I am replaced. I will do anything to
meey your wishes, except remain in charge permanently of
a Form of which Vernon-Smith is allowed to be a member.”

Tho Head bowed his face into his hands. | |

“1 cannot v.nderstand your reasons for wishing to keep
ti:is savage—this hooligan—at Greyfriars, sir,” said Mr.
Queleh. “But I cannot remain il he does. That is all,
*Ir.

*“¥You den't understand,” groaned the Head. “No! Do
vou think I want him to stay? Don’t you sce that I would
gladly bo rid of the wretch—if I could?”

Mr. Quclch looked astounded.

“J—I—— DPardon me, sir, I don't quite follow,"” he
said. "I fuppose you. as head-master, are al liberty to
expel a refractory pupil if you wish. The governing body
weuld certainly never interfere in such a matter.”

“The governors of the school would not interfere, Mr.
Quelch—certainly. But—"

“There could be no other interforence, sir, I suppose?”
eaid the Remove-naster wonderingly.

*“The boy's father—"

* His fatheei”

.t Y(‘-I‘-:’

T cannet see thut his father deserves much consideration,
after the way he has cvidently trained the boy; or, rather,
fuiled to train him,” said Mr. Quelch hotly. “Ie had no
right to tend such an unmitignted young blackguard io a
decent school, in the first place. I should certainly nct
trouble mi‘: head in the least about Mr. Vernon-8mith's
virws in_the matter,”

A Put I must.”

“AMust ! repeated Mr. Qucleh, looking at the Head of
Greylrines as though he suspected he had taken leave of
bis senses. *' Did you say must?”

*“Yoes. I cannot send this boy away.'

“(annot, siri”

LI 'O."

“Why not?"”

“ Because I dare not!”

And Dr. Locke, as he uttered the words, allowed his head
tc sink inte his hunds again, with a groan.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Head's Secret,
o BFA’.‘AL‘SE I dare not!?

It seemed to Mr. Quelch that it could not have

been the doctor who uttered those words; that they

_ were the ulterance of some mechanism cunningly

contrived fo imitate the haman voice, so broken and unreal

was the tone, and o utterly unexpected was such a state.
ment from the lipy of the Head of Greyfriars,

Rut it was the ITead who had spoken.

He had uttered the words; and that he only too seriously
and mmeruhlg meant them was shown by his attitude.

Mr. Quelch gazed at the bowed head, and a pang shot
fhrough him ae he did 0. Ho realised that hero was some-
thing he had not guessed—had never fathomed—some secret
he had not suspected the exizienco of.

“Geod heavens, sir!” he exclaimed, starting forward.
* What do you mean®”’

Dr. Locke raised a haggard face to the view of the Form-
master.  Ilis face scemed to have grown yours older.

“1 mean what 1 #ay,” he said, in a broken voice. “I
dare not send Vernon-Smith away from Greyfriars without
hi< father’s consent.”
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“Why not, in tho name of wonder?”

““Because I dare not offiend his father.”

“But why—why?"

“Samuel Vernon-Smith could ruin me if he choze.

Again Mr. Quelch could not believe his ears.

e R,.uir}'!" he repeated dazedly. * Ruin you!™

"Is it possible?”

' It is truc.” .

The IHead spoke in_a tonc of concentraled misery that
wont straight to the Form-master's heart, and he realised
that it must be true.

*“This is terrible, sir,” he said, aufter an awkward pause.

“I have found i s0.” .

“T will not ask you to tell me any of the circumstances,
sir, but—but is it as bad as you imagine?” asked Mre
Quelch incredulously.

Dr. Locke nodded. .

“I am in_ his hands, Mr. Quelch. I ne¢ed not explain
how. 'That does not matter, and the story is not o pleasans
on¢ to me. I think you know me well enough,” went on
the doctor, raising his head very erect,b proudly—' I thinl
you know me well enough, Quelch, to be surc that I have
not done anything that should have placed me in the power
of a scoundrel—nothing, 1 mean, to tarnish m personal
honour, or to render me unfit for the post I hold as Head-
mazter of Greyfriars College.” :

‘1 am sure of that, sir,” said the Remove-musler qulellfr.

“Thank you, Quelch. Mr. Vernon-Smith has a hold
upon me—one I cannot escape, at preseni af Ieast.—and
ke demands that I should receive his son at Greyfriare,"”
said the Head, in an agitated voice. * I should not have
taken the boy—or, having taken him, T should have cent
him away immediately he showed what an utter young
blackguard he was—but—but for the fact that I am not
free in the matter.”

“Mr. Vernon-Smith insists, then, that he thail remain "

“ He is adamant on that point. His wishes his son to be
brou&zht up in what he considers o swell manner,” said the
Head. *“That is the very elegant expression he used to nio
in speaking of it. He is a vulgar and coarse man, but a
very clever man, Mr. Quelch. With all his weaith, he could
not get an uiterly unlicked cub like his son into Eton or
Harrow or Winchester. But ho has a hold upon me, and
li¢c has compelled me to receive him.”

** But—but——"

*“TIt is infamous, I know——""

‘It is blacdkmail,” said the Remove-master,

Dr. Locke bowed his head.

It amounts to that,” he said. ‘'I cannot help mysel. I
received the boy, but though I knew something of him, I
nover expected such an utter young rascal as lie has turned
out to be. But what am I to do?”

* If matters are really as serious as you thinvk—"

*Thero is no doubt on that point.”

* Then I do not know what to say.” .

“If it comes about that the exnmgle of this boy really
causes harm in the school, thero will be only one course for
mo to take,” said Dr. Locke. ' I shall expel him, and re«ign
my position as Head of Greyiriars immediately "

** Resign, sirl”

“] should have no alternative. I do not want the name
of the school to be mixed with mine in the disgrace Mr. Smith
would bring upon me. I should save Greyfriars as much as
I could. But you will understand that I wish to try every
resource before resorting to so deeperate a step.”

* Undoubtedly.” .

*That is why I have asked you, Mr. Quelch, to be as patient
as possible with the boy,” said the Head.

“Does he—does the boy know of this hold his father has
over you, sir?"’

“Yes,” said tho Head quietly. * When you gent him in
to me for a flogging this morning, he threw it in my face,
and I did not touch him.”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

It is a terrible position, sir.” .

*You see, Mr. Quelch, that I must not come into contact
with the boy. IIo i3 reckless and wicked enough to defy me,
and I am helpless, unless I resign my position and make an
open quarrel with the Smiths. s!mfl stave that off as long
as I can, Mr. Quelch. I have m% wife to think of, and m,
sister, and my littlo daughter.” The Head drew a deep an
bitter breath.

Thers was o short silence.

The Head broko it. .

“Now you know the position, Mr. Quelel, and you cgn
decide what vou will do. I would have confided this to no
one but you.” You, I know, I can trust with my secret. 1f
you wizh to go, I will not say aunother word agaunst lt&sll
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ou care to remain and help me, for the sake of our old
riend=hip, I ehall bo grateful.”

** My decision is_already made, sir,” said the Remove
master quietly. *‘I shall remain.”

“Thapk you, Quelch.”

“1 will do the best I can with the boy, sir; and, at all

events, I will deal with him alone, without calling you into
tho matter,”” said the Form-master. *I will do my best,
and if there is a grain of good in the young ruffian, I will
try to bring it to iﬁhk.“

Mr. Quelch quitted the study.

His brow was pained and very thoughtful as he walked
slowly away. The position in which the FHead had confessed
himself to be. was a terrible one, and Mr. Quelch’s heart had
gone out to his chief.

But was the position so serious os the Head believed?
Whether it was or not, ono thing was certain. Vernon-Smith
was to remain at Greyfriars, and Mr, Quelch had to make up
his mind to make the best of it.

The new junior was in the hall as the Remove-master came
by on his way to his study. There wore sevoral of the
Removites near at hand, and they caught their breath, pre-
pared for a burst of thunder.

That Mr. Queleli was about to tell the Bounder that he was
expellod, that he had better get his box packed, no one
doubted for a moment.

The only doubt was whether the Bounder would be expelled
in public beforo the assembled school, or whethor he would
be allowed to leave Greyfriars quietly.

That was a point upon which there was some speculation;
but as to the expulsion itself, no one doubted for a moment.

But Mr. Quelch did not speak to the new follow; did not
even pglance at him, in fuct. Ile went straight into his study
and closed the door.

Tho fellows staved at one another.

“What on earth does that mean?"” muitered Bob Cherry.
* Quelch hasn't said o word.” .

*“Cun't catch on,” said Tom Brown. * One thing's certain,
the Bounder is going to got tho order of the push.”

“Tho certainfuluess is terrvifie.” . .

Vernon-Smith looked at the juniors with a bitter sneer.

I sha'n't be expelled,” he said, ““and I shall do o5 I like
hoere. Dr. Locke won’t send mo away.”

“ Why won't ke?' demanded half n dozen voices.

“ Becausoe lio can't!”

“Oh, don't talk rot!”

Tho Bounder sneered.

“Well, you'll see.”

And ho walked away with a shrug of the shoulders—a shru
that very nearly made. Bob Cherry stride after him and knoc|
him fiying. The Removites looked at one another with
curious expressions. . .

“There can't be anything in it,"” said Nugent, at last.

“Of course there can’t,” snid Mark Linley.

“But why isn’t ho gone, then?”

*Oh, he's going!”

‘“ He’s going, right enouﬁh." .

And so they all agresd. nd yet there was a cortain amount
of anxicty and unpasiness in their tones. The juniors folt by
a kind of instinct that there was moro in the matter than was
allowed to reach their eyes.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
The Bounder Stays.

HE Rentove were in a strango state of uncertainty, Tho
T conduct of the Bounder, and the question, whether ha
would be expelled or not, dominated every other in-
terest.  Even the prospect of the ericket match with St.
Jim's paled in comparison. Tom Merry & Co., of St. Jim's,
might or might not be defeated, but was the Bounder to be
expelled, or was he to remain at Groyfriars?

The Remove took the matter very much to heart.

T'he Bounder was in that Form—a Tact +.. which the follows
in other Forms were not slow to remind the:n,  Nugent mainor,
of tho Second Form, openly declared that they wouldn't have
such an unspeakablo cad in the Sccond. Temple, Dabney &
Co., of the Upper Fourth, snitfed loftily over the matter, and
wondered—aloud—what Greyfriurs was coming to, when
Remove kids chucked cricket-bulls at prefects, and kicked the
shins of their Form-masters—deliberately identifying the
Bounder with the Form which repuciated him, for the cheer.
ful purpose of exasperating Wharton & Co., a purpose which
thoy duly achieved. . =

There were mors Form scrimmages on that question in a
single evening than there had beea during a fortnight pre-
viously, which is saying a great deal.

Was the Bounder to stay or yo?

As Nugent put it, in poctical language, was the scutcheon
of the Removo to be smirched and its glorious folds to be
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Or, as Bob Cherry romarked, was the Forai to be disgraced
y n rank rotter? -

‘: One thing's jolly ecertain,” snid Tor: Brown, **if ho stays,
we'll take lis education in hand ourselves, nnd ses that he
improves,”

* Good cgg!”

¥ But he won't stay ! said o dozen voices.

But the most assertive of the assevters were beginning to
have their doubts as the evening wore on, and nothing was
said about Vernon-Smith's departuro.

The Bounder knew how eagerly and earnsstly hiz departure
was desired, and the disagreeablo ard sncering swile intensi-
fied on his unprapossessing face az the evening wore on.

Nugont remarked that he lookad like a chap who held the
trumps, and Nugont was quite right.

The juniors were mystified.

Vernon-Smith had done enough to be expolled a half-
dozen times, and yet—here he wos, sncering and triumphant.

Waus it true—as he had bonsted—that for some unknown
reason the flead could not send bhim away fvom Groyiriars.

The juniors frowned wrathfully at ths thought.

If he wore a rolation of an influentinl governor. or some-
thing of that sort, it might bo very awkwavd for the Head to
got rid of him, and Vernon-Smith was quits cnd enough to
tuko the fullest advantage of anvthing like that.

Bedtimo came. and Vernon-Smith went t. bed with the
Remove.

“ He's going to bo expelled Lefore thia whola schiool in the
morning,” was the confident prediction of several fellows.

Vornon-8mith heard them, and grinned.

The next morning Vernon-Smith turned out with the rest
at rising-bell. Tt might be in his powar to vemain al Grey-
friars against the Head's will, but thara waz nothing to pre-
vent a prefect from theashing Lim if bo remainad in bed late,
as he had learned.

And so Vernon-Smith showed the fiest sign of grace; he
turned out with the rvost. and was at his place at the break-
fast-table with the rest at tho usual time. The boys wonderved
how M. (?unluil would treat Liu.

Mr. Quelch did not even look at bim. The coffee-urn could
not havo been moro unconscious of the Bounder’s presence
than Mr. Quelch scoemed to De.

. After breeklast, the juniors discussed il natter in groups
in the passages and ths (lose,

“The Bounder’s not gana yat," said Skinner.

‘' He'll be expelled after prayars,” said Bob Cherry con-
fidontly. ** That's the most convarient tirae for anvthing of
that sort.”

" ﬁoilfs to mo as if tho beast’s right, and he's not going.”

Rot '

But Bob Cherry spoke with lass omphasis than he had used
the night before.

After prayers there was no call to tl:s school to witness an
expulsion. The boys went into tha ciass-rooms as usual, and
Vernon-Smith took his place in tl:e Remave with the rest of
the Form.

Thera could ba no furthar doubt about it,

Ho was not to bo oxpolled.

The juniors could not biink tha disagresabls (ruth any
lopger. The Bounder was not to be expelled—he was to
remain ot Greyfriavs—aund, apparantly, ha was not te be even
flogzed. Tha juniors conld not underrand it. It was a deep
mystery to them; but thera was no doubting tho fact any
longer. Vernon-Smith, after his outrageous actions, was to
remain a member of the Remove,

Thero was a great deal of suppressed indignation in the
Form. It was bottlad up during. wiorning lessons. but when
the boys were dismissed, it found o froe vent,

“Then the cad’s staying,' suid Nugent,

“The unspeakable votter®"

“It's a disgrace to the Foru.'

“And to the sclool.”

“The disgracefulness i tacrific.”

**There ought to bo o protest.”’

* Somebody ought to spruk to the Hoead™

' Shame I

The Bounder stood with a di:agresabla giin on his [ace,
locking at the indignant juniors. ar from fricndly glances
were turned npon lim.

But for the fact that thora wate wasters close at hand, he
would probably have been seized unil ;agged at that moment.

* Well.” he snid, with a sueer. T was vight. you see. I'm
staying.”

O Ratter !

“Worm !I”

And Il jolly well stay as long as T Lke!™ <aid the

Bounder, between his testl. * And [N inake 20me of you
sorey for yvourselvea before I've dane wiri. yon!"

“Listen to the cad!” said Bob Ubersy. "My ounly hat!
I'vo a jolly good mind to put it straight te Quelch, and tell
him it’s a shawe to let the cad stivh hars.”
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*Yes, rather'”

** Quelch can’t do anything more than the Head can!" said
Vernen-&imith, with a sncer.

Wharton sat Lis teeth, and strode straight up to the new

20y,

Vevnon-Smith made a backward siep, but Wharton did not
{ouch hitn, That was not his intention, as yet, at all events.

*1 don't know Low it is you're not expelled, you miserabls
cad,” said Wharton quictly. * You ought to be, and you
kaow it. The Head has his own reasons, I suppose, and it’s
no business of ours. But this is our business.  You sha'n’t
speak in that caddish way of either the Head or Mr, Quelch.”

“1'll do ax 1 like.”

"“You won't. You'll q{?ak res?oct(ully of the Head, who's
a good old sport, and of Mr. Quelch, who's our Forin-master.
The other masters you can slang as much as you like. Mind,
Pm not joking with you. Speak of either cf them again in
the way vou've done, and I'll knock you flying!"

‘“ Hear, hear!"”

Wharton meant every word he said, as his gleaming and
angry eyes told even more plainly than his voice.

The Hounder was silent and scowling.

‘* And more than that,”” went on the captain of the Remove.
“T wmay as well finish while I'm on the subject. We sha'n’t
allow any more of your rotting. For some reason, the Head
chooses not to sack you. But yow're not going to disgrace
Greyfriars, and you're not going to give the other Forms an
excuso for turning up their noses at the Remove. Do you
understand me?”

I shall please myself.”

“You will please us,” said Wharton coolly.

Bt
Th

“If you start

. A
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pleasing yourself in these matters. you won't be pleased with
tho result, I can tell you. Mind. =t tho fiest sign of kicking
over tho traces, we'll rag it out of vou; and when the Remove
start ragging, it's something not easy or gentle, I can tell
you. That's a fair warning. Ii you choose to fry to play
tho game, we'll' try to get used to vou and give you a chance.
If you bezin any more of your caddish tricks, we'll rag you
till you'll be as glad to get out of Greyfriars as if it were o
Giery furnace. That's all.”

And Wharten strode away without snothier word or look to
the cad of tho Remove.

“And wo all back Wharton up,” added Dob Cheiry.
“ Romember thut. Try to play the game, and we'll give you
a chance.”

The Bounder did not reply.

Ho remained standing sullenly cilent as the Remave trooped
rl_:tfintu the sunny Close, and there wos a dark scow! upen
s lace.

Ho had plenty of food for thought as he slouched away at
last with a dark brow, and his hands thrust deep into his
pocketsz,

The Hend could not sack him. Mr. Quelch was boynd to
tolerato him in tho Form. But he had to deal now with the
Remove itself, and unless he mended his ways things were
likely to go hard with the Bounder of Greylriars.

THB: END,

(Another Long Complete Tale of MHarry Wharton
& Co. next Tuesday, entitled: ¥ The Cad’s Trial."
Please order your copy of The *“ Magnet™ Library
iIn advance. rice One Penny.)
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A Strange Adventure—A Grip of Irom.

* 1 dinna like it,” Professor MacAndrew muttered. * Tae
be sure he has often onouﬁh boen awa' for days at m time
when c¢ngaged on a case, and I havena kenned whaur he was.
Dut this case is different frae ithers, and—wecll, 1 canna
expluin my feelings even tac mysel', but I hae forebodings.”

'he result f the professor’s *‘ forebodings,’ and his deter-
niinution to try and find out what had Eecoma of Stanloy
Dare, was that he dotermined to pay another visit to Thorn-
dyke Lodge, where he thon'glut it possible that the young
detective may have gone on the previous night.

He did nct intend, howover, to call in the ordinary way,
as ho foresaw that if Dare had come to eny harm he would
ocertainly not lcarn anything by such plain tactics. The liouse-
keeper was an honest, simple soul, and if any suspicious cir-
cumstances had come within hor knowledge she would
probably De ready enough to talk about it.

On reaching the neighbourhood of tho lodgo he found that
the wall which enclosed the gronnds was bounded on two
sides by a narrow lane. Thero was an old wooden garden
gate let into the wall about a couplo of hundred yards up
this lane, but it was very evidently seldom used, for the
wood was zreen and the rusty latck could scarcely bo lifted.

It was not lacked, an oversight to bo accounted for by the
fact that a disused gaie is usnally forgotten, pud in this case
thero was the more reason for such forgetfulness in that tho
inner side was completely ovorgrown with ivy.
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Dare, having just rcturned from a trip to Australia, is ataying at an

cal, when a maua comes to him, zﬂevomiﬁ wounded, with & story of a
irl being in danger of her life. : !

Ee[ure he has time to go into details, and the young detective is lelt with no clue
to the mystery except the torn scrap of a note written on the back of an envelope.
He investigates the case, however, and almost loses his life in the process, being
left to drown on the Goodwin Sands by some ruffians whose enmity he has in-
cutred, he knows not how, v

while Professor MacAndrew, a great fricnd of the young detective’s, becomes
alarmed at his absence and makes inquiries at the hotel.

The stranger collapses into unconscionsness

He manages to reach the shore, however. Mean-

MacAndrew forced his way through the ivy, taking care to
disturb it as littlo as possible during the process. He was
facing tho buck of the liouse. The whole of the gorden was
in a neglected condition, and overgrown with rank weeds.

Ho walked boldly towards the house—for nuthing was to be
gained by any attempt at conocalment now—an mpged ut
tho garden door, hoping that it would be the lousckeeper

who would answer the summcns.

But, unfortunately, it was the mantervant Finlay who
opened tho door ta him, and, on seeing who it was, bestowed
a look on him that was the reverse of agrecable.

“Well, and what do you waut?’ he began. Then, pre-
tending that he had not at first recognised the visitor. he
checked himsclf, and continued: *'1 really beg your pardon.
Professor MacAndrew, I believe? 1 was under the impres-
sion that it must bo tome tradesman’s boy or insurance tout,
as you knocked at the back door. It is custonary,” ho added,
with & covert sneer, ' for visitors to Mr. Thorndyke to come
to the front door.”

Thoe professor Aushed anguily at the sarcasm, but under the
cirenmstances he could not resent it.

T didna wish tae trouble your master if it could be
avoided.” he said. "I want just to leave a messoge wi' my
friend, Mr. Dare—"" )

“ Your friend is not here. sir.”

“ Indeed, is that zae,” replied the Svotstian calinly. *' Weel,
weel, T thoclit I'd bo sure tae find Lim Leve, for he wants tae
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son Mr. Thorndyke on particulor business. But I'll leave the
message wi' Mr. Thorndyke, and he can give it tas him, for
T'm thinking that Mr. Dare will sure tae call here—in time.”

“1f you will write the message down I will see that Mr.
Dare gets it—when he comes.”

“I'll no write it,"”" said MacAndrow,
tae Mr. Thorndyke in porson."

* Mr. Thorndyke will not see anybody this morning,”
replied Finlay.

** Mebbe he'd see me," persisted MucAndrew. * Just tak’
my name up tuo him.”

“1 have reccived my orders, eir,”” was Finlay's answer,
still delivered in his smooth, oily tonos, **umd 1 cannot ven-
ture to disobey them. Mr. Thorndyke will net see anybody.’

* Vorrn woel,"” said the professor. " I'll need tae wait
hers l‘u'r,:til Mr. Dare arrives, and give him the message
mysel’.

*“I'm really very sorry.” Finlay rubbed his hands together
softly, and his voice was wore oily than ever. ‘‘But it ia
strictly against my master's orders that unyono whom he is
unable to seo in person should remain oither in the house or
grounds. I very much fear that you will bave to wait for
your friond outside our gatos, sir.’

*“Ye needna fear on iy account,” retoriéd Professor
MacAndrew. “I'm going to wait in the grounds. Tliere's
an interesting auld bit o' wall built in the mair modern one,
I obsairved, and I'll just pass a pleasant hour or twa in
examining it."”

Thero was a glint in Finlay's beady eves which showed
that he had reached the limits of his patience, and that his
servilo manner was now all a sham. But his tones were still
quite siooth when he spoke again.

*“1 regret, sir, that what you propose is impossible. I
must request that you quit these grounds at once.”

“Not at the word of a servant,’” replied MacAndrew, facin
the other in a manner that cnused the fellow to draw bm:ﬁ
very suddenly. **Go up to your master and inform him that
T am here. Tf ho hes a will of his own "'—tho professor paused
to give full effect to thesa words—* he wiil not refuse to seo
mo."”

Thero was a look of fear and hate in tho manservant's
eyes as ho reised them for a moment to the professor’s face.
But he dropped them again alinost instantly, and without a
word turned and made his way to the inlerior of the house.

No sooner was ho out of sight than MacAndrew darted (o
a sido window at which ho had cuught a glimpse of the house.
keeper, and tapped softly on the pane. The woman opencd
the window. )

“ Do you wish to see me, sir?” shoe asked.

“1 wish to ask if my friend, Mr. Dare—the young gentle-
man who was with me whon I last called-—came here at any
time last nicht or early this morning®"

“1 have not seen him, sir,” was the reply; ‘“but surely
Finlay would have told you."” )

* Finlay didna seem owre anxious to gie information,”
said the professor, **and lio informed me that us Mr. Thorn-
dvko hiad refused to see anybody, 1 waus tao quit the grounds
instantly. I have refused tac duo so until I am told by M.
Thorndyke himsel’.” )

*1 can't understand what has come cver my master during
the past twenty-four hours,” pursted the housekeeper, who
wppeared to be very mnuch troubled. **Finlay is very much
worried a%out him, too.” )

* Indeed!” interposed MacAndrew drily.

“Yes, sir. Mr.
Thorndyke had arranged
to go away to-day, so
Fiulay told me, on one
of those journeys that
he  often  takes w0
sudden  like, but this
morning he shut him.
self up in his room and
refusoedd  to see  any-
body."

“Indeed !
tho professor.

A rough-looking man
came here this morning
carly, wanting to sce
him™ particularly,” went
on the hourekceper,
*but after a long talk
with Finlay bhe had to

“I'll just give it

o

replied
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that’'s boen going on here lately. I can’t explain, but it
scems to me there’s soine mystery—"

She did not finish, but shook her head in a sad and troubled
way. The professor took ono of his cards from its caze, and
teribbling the name of the hotel upon it, handed it to the
woman.

**If you seo or hear anything that you think is suspicious
going on in this hooso,” he sniﬁ. ‘““or if yvou think that your
master or anybody elso that happens tao be ou the prewmnises
is in any sort o' danger, come at onco tae me at the South-
down Hotel. Yo'll duo that noo?"

* Yes, sir; 1 oertainly will."” .

' Finlay is a lang time gone, so when he comes down again
toll him that I've decided not tee wait. I'm gunging oot by
the sma’ gate, tho same way that 1 came in,"

The next moment he wos striding through the tangled
undorgrowth that covered the u'ruunﬁs. and having reached
the small gate, o{mned it and possed qut. But he cameo in
again a couple of minutes later, and, screened by tho ivy,
made his way to a thick clump of Persian lilacs, behind which
he ensconced himsoll, completely hidden from view.

A quarter of an hour passed, and then ho saw the man-
servant crosamg tho grounds from the house He was ex-
pocting him. Finlay paused in front of the gate, and then
shot one of the rusty bolts into its xocket.

“I'll have this gato blocked up,’” he snarled, *so that no
cursed interfering busybodies can como spying sbout here
when they'ro not wanted. That fool of a Scotsman seems
to bo suspicious. What made him come back here with that
cock-and-bull story about leaving a message for his friend
Dare? Mo huasn’t seon his ‘freend' Dare''—he mimicked
the Scotsman's pronunciation of the word—" this morning,
I know, and he is not likely ever to see him again.” .

Thoe words, uttered so callously, yet evidently mcaning
that the young detective was no longer alive, struck n chill
into the listen2r's heart. The professor would have liked to
spring out upon the fellow, grip him by the throat, and force
him to tell what he knew.

But ho vestrained himself. The time for that had not come
yvet.  Besides, Professor MacAndrew had such a strong bolief
in Stanloy Dare’s skill, and his ability to get himself ont of a
“tight place,” that ho required more proof than the bare
statement of a man like Finlay—whom Ln believed to ho an
unprincipled scoundrol—beforo ho could teel certain that the
young dotective was really no longer in the lund of the living.

That he had fallen into somo trap, and that he was 'Imrlmps
at that moment in extremo peril, ho did believe, and some-
how he conld not shake off the fesling that s was shut up
in some room of Thorndyke Lodge. [t was quite possible for
him to have come there, or baen bronght there, dming the
night without tho housckeeper seeing him. These were
MacAndrow's veflections; but, as we know, they were very
wide of tho mark. .

Suddenly from the Louse thera came a succession of tho
most appalling cries that MacAndrew had ever heard in lis
life. They wero human cries in n man’s deep, harsh tonas,
but there was something animal-like about them, too. The
professor had had some grim oxperiance: in tho course of his
life, but it struck him that he was in touch with one now thut
was going to put all others in the shade.

“Thank guidness it wasna Stanloy's voice,” he said to
Iimself. ** But, all the sume, if he's come tue harmn 1'1l not
rest till I've brocht his murderers tas the gallows!”

When Finlay heard the cries he hud turned with a white
and startled face, aml
stared at one of the
upper windows of the
house. Then, with an
oath upon his livid lipe.
he hntP dashed off at u
van, and presenily dis.
uppeared  from  view
through the doorway at

‘\" - S, which MacAndrew had
i i presented  himself,
= “1'Il hae to see thix
~ ¢ THE CAD'S TRIAL.” business throwgh,” wui.
e tered the  professor,
How do you ik Vernoncsmitn: | TE 1 7,00 e
ere s not much of the Br r iy ¥ ety
. avoutl VeS.oal least, the Re- };;g}_ngn. Ab, this'll die

movites do not think so, and

thelr opinion counts for much ut

Greylriars, as you will sec when
you read

“THE CAD'S TRIAL.”

vay without seeing - S that  was left  would
:?m‘}":n! without g = ; <= scarcely  have  sufficed
“ g : o s S = to make a respectable
Ah, he had a len L1
ik wi'  Finlay, did - i ~ U hoe. But it would make
i::."—‘" b ¥e F ﬁ . G al formidable weapon at
. ; : close quarters.
*Yes, sir. I can't s (Another ling instalutent of
quite understand  all this story wcxl Tuesday.)

He picked up an old,
rusty, long-handled
gardener’s spade, worn
down until the ironwork

Agents for Australia: Gonlon & Gotch, I, td., Melbournc,

satunlay, Mav 2ist, 1910,
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