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BILLY BUNTER’'S MODESTY,

] gaid all along that Mr. Quelch was in the right, sir,” said EBilly Bunter, who could not
poseibly take & virtuous role without becoming priggish, ] think it's the duty of a junioy
t3 back up constituted authorlty, we'ro saent here to learn, sir, no: to rebel against our
kind teachers. | am ashamed of Bulstrode, and | hope he will got info @ better state of
mind, and try €0 botome moro like mo and my friondsl"
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Many Thanks!

R. QUELCH, the master of the Remove at Grey-
friara, was showing signe of restivengas,

And hia Form looked restive, too.

It was not surprising. It was a het afternoon,
and although the door and windows of the Form-room were
wide opon, thera was hardly & breath of air, and the placa
spomed insuffarably stuffy. Outside, in the Close, the ground
baked under s blazing sun. In the Remove-room, the boys
‘baked at their desks, and longed for the hour of dismissal.

My 1 8.

Copyright la the Ualted States of Amearica.

A Splendid, Long, Complete

School Tale of

HARRY WHARTON & CO.

at Greyfriars.

ii— —

BY —

FRANK RICHARDS.
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Tt was a time when mastor and boys grew equally [atigued
with each other. Lessons on an afternoon like that asemed
out of ploce. All Dature seomed to boe calling to the boys
to come out of doors, and gladly encugh would they have
cheved the call. But there was an hour yat to dmmg&&al;
and already tho afterncon seemed to have lasted six or
aeven hours.

The class was rostlesa

Partly from that cause, and pactly from the hobt weather,
the master was lesa pafient than uweual; and rmpatience on
ono side reactod on the other, so that by this fime both
mastor and pupils wore in & disatisfed and irritable mood.

July 30th. 1R10,
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Mr. Quelch showed it by an unusual snappishpess in
speaking, and the juniors showed it by short, sublen answers,
and & veiled impertinence of manner,

When a clage geis wnto that mood, it 15 exceedingly &ifE-
cult to handle. Fven the best pupils, the most thoughtful
boys, are guick to emtch the prevailing tone. Unless the
master 18 véry tactfol, trouble is likely to ensue. Most of
the Remove thought there would be trouble befare lessoms
ended, and most of them would have welcomed it us 3
break in the monotony.

Hilly Bunter, the fattest junior in the Lower Fourth, sat
perspiring, and almost groaning aloud. Bulstrode was
grunting at intervals with discontent, Even Harry Wharton,
the captain of the Remove, leoked gloomy; and Nugent,
the best-tempered fellow in the Lower School, was ghum.
The big hand on the clock above the bookease scemed an un-
congcionablo long tirmme in crawling round the dial, #nd theo
juniors looked at it at freguent intervals, and marvelled at
its clow progress. Only one face was calin and semowhat
cheerful ; it was that of Alonzo Todd, the Duffer of Grey-
friars, who was never put out by anything.

To add to Mr. Quelch’s irritation, Duttan, the deaf junice,
was deafer than ever that afternoon, and his replies were
more wildly at random than Mr. Quelch had ever known
them belore.,

“My only hat!" Bob Cherry murmured te Horry
Wharton. *It's a erime to be indoors on an afterncon liko
this, you know. Thick of & bost slipping along under the
trees down by the Pool”

* Wharton %runmd,

“Don't talk of a boat and tha river, Beb, or T shall get
up and do a bolt,” he said.

“ That's what I feal like.”

“Cave!” murmured Mark Linley, in warning.

But the warning came too late.

Mr. Quelch swung round, with a red and angry face.

" Cherry "' he rapped out.

“ Ye-ees, sir!” said Bob Cherry, in dismay. He knew
that his whisper had been heard in the stillness of the class-
room, and Mr. Quelch was not in a humour to pass over
the slightest fault just then.

" You were talking.”

& ﬂi..l airE!l

" Were you ilalking, Cherry?*

“¥Yoeoes, sirl"

“Take a hundred lines™

“ Thank you, sir! zaid Bob im}pertinﬂntly,

Mr. Queleh breathed hard through his nose. The Remove
evirred a little, as if preparing for fun. They were onl
waiting -for someéonc to start, as it were, fo give as muc
trouble as they could to the Formi-maater.

U Cherry M

“Yea, sip ™
" Take a hundred and fiity Lines !

" Thank vou very much, sir!”

And the Remove gigg]erj.

Mr. Queleh looked fixedly al Bob Cherry, but he mads
no rejeinder, and turmed to Harry Wharton, the vials of
kis wrath still unexhauetad,

" Wharton !”* he gnapped.

Harry Wharton looked up.

(R} Y‘IEJ sir ]FF

“You were talking to Cherry.™

* Cortainly, sir.”

“1 am surprised at youw, Wharton. ¥ou are the head boy
in this class, and the captain of the Remove,” said Mr.
Quelch angrily. 1 might have expocted you to set the
othera a batter example in class.”™

“Yes, gir 1"

“Take a hundred lines, Wharton I

“Thank wou, sir!"”

"Take two hundred lines!*

“Thank you very much, sir

It was really very wrong of Harry, but he could not recist
the impulse to carry on the joko started by Bob Cherry.
The heat and stuffiness of the Gi&&':s-mu!n wera responsible for
it, as well as Mr. %uelnh’a unuszual sharpness.

“Wharlon,” said Mre Quelch, “ vour reply ia
pertinent,*

(b, EEI'_!”

* ¥ou will take five hundred lines.’

“ Thank ¥ou so much, sir !

Mr. Queleh turned away.

" Bulstrode,” ha rapped out, ““how dare you sit in class
u_-nllh your hands in your pockets! Take them out at ence,
sit !

Bulstrode took his hands out of his pockets.

“ And take fifty lines for elovenliness,” ssid Mr. Quelch,

' Thank you, sir!"™ zald Bulstrode.

The Remove-master turoed very: He saw that it was
B “rag,” but he did not =ee very well how to deal with
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it. Ile decided to veturn to the lesson, which happened to
be Roman history; a subject very fow of the Remove cared
anything about.

The Golden House of Nero did not interesi them so much
at the boathowse of Greyiriars, on a blazing swnmer's
alternoon.

* Bunter " snapped Mr, Quelch.

Billy Bunter started.

“Yen, air!™

“ Name the successor af Nero

“Cortainly, sir!”

" Waell ¥

Buander seratehed his head, and looked down at his desk,
and up at the ﬂ{-iilng, and round at the windows. For the
Iife of him he could 'not remembear, though he had becn
told only five minutes before. Bunter had becn day-
dreaming of iced lemonade and strawherry ices, and not
raying any atienfion to the lesson.

“Well, Bunter?” said Mr., Quelch, bringing his peinler
down upon a desk with a crash that made the whole class
jumgy.

“* It was—was——" stammered Bunter,

i ].?‘r]leu?u

“It was Tiberius, sir ! gasped out Billy.

And the Bemove grinned.

“ Bunter! |

“I=I'm sincerely sorry, sir
thot,” said Bunter, in a great hurry.
Juliug CUsear, sipl”

“ You—you meant to say
Quelch.

“* N-no,” said Bunter, seecing that he was wrong again.
"1t was—was (Constantine, sir!"

** Bunter, you will stay in an hour after lessons, and write
out a hundred times that Galba succeceded Nero in the
Roman Emlgnm,“

“(Oh, sirt?

“Dutton ¥

The deaf junior did not reply. He was fanning himself
with a leaf torn from his exercise-book, and he did not
hear Mr, Quelch.

“ Datton !

No reply.

The Hemovites exchanged looks; when Mr. Quelch started
upon Willy Dutton, there was fun to be expected.  Mr.
{huelch rapped a desk eharply with his pointer, and oven
lli'l'}lttun heard that, and looked up. Mr. Quelch signed to

.

" Datton "' he shouted.

“¥es, sir!" said Dutlon, standing up.

" New look eout for squalle,” murmured Bob Cherry.
“Willy will make Quelch az wild as a Red Indian.”

* Cherry, take two hundred lines in addition for talking.”

“My kat! I—1 mean, thanks awfully, sir !’

Mr. Quelch almost choked. He turned to Dutton agoin
with a very red face,

]

How dare you make zuch s stupid answer !
I—I didn't mean to say
“I—F meant to say

Julive Cmsar """ roarcd Me.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Dutton is a Litthe Deal,

T DUTTDH 1
[ 1] 'EFEB' IEI-iI‘ ]'.!

The deaf junicr put his hand to his ear to listen

. maore carefully. He saw thut Mr. Quelch wes not in a

palient temper. - Duotton was rather a favourite with the

Remove, being one of the most good-natured of fellowe,

though his afiliction was o little trying at times. Some of

the junrers felt concerncd for him, looking for an outburst
upon Mr. Queleh’s part before long.

“Dution! You heard my question to Bunter [

“ih, gir? Oh! No, siri®

*Very well. Name the successor of Nero in the Reman
Empire ™

“ Twice, sir,"

i t"‘rhat?”

M Twice, !

“What do you mean, Dutton

' Yes, sir. Twice”

The Remove gave a joyous chuckle. The fun was bogin-
ning. Mr., Quelch cast a glance round that stopped the
chuckle at once.

“ Dutton " he rapped out,

“¥eos, gir”

* What do you mean by replying ' Twice'?”

“ Yes, sir, it was very nice.”

Q":E"-T%IWI Boy! What are you alluding fo " shricked Mr.
ucleh.

Dutten heard him then.

“You asked me if I had been to the Empire, sir, didn's
vou "' he said.

“What "

A Splendid School Tal
By
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order to make his volce heard above the din.

The whole Remove had jeined in the hunt for Billy Bunter's ventrilogulal * buzz.'
“Go back to your places at once!

Mr, Queich had to shout in
How dare you? Go—"

“1'vio boon twice, air.
uncle onee. IL was niea”

* Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.

Ho ceased to laugh az Mr. Quelch’s eye gleamed upon him.,

. Ehurr;.r 1" almost shouted the Form-mastor,

e h !"l

*“1 see it ia uselesa to give you lines, Cherry—""

* Thank you, sir.”

“ Btand out hers, Cherry!"

Bob Cherry left his place.

*You will stand in Lthe corner,' said Mr. Quelch, pointing.
““I1f you cannot sit in clazs without behaving like an infant,
you must be punished as one, Cherry, S8tand in the corner
tiil I tell you to réesume your place.”

Bob Charry turped very raed.

He had expected to be caned; but he would rather have
had a dozen canings than one punishment like this.

* If you pleaso, sir——"" ho began.

" Another word, Cherry, and you shall wear a fool's cap
in_addition.'

Rob woent to the corner without ancther word. He stood
tiere, facing the class, looking as if all the blood in his body
had been pumped inte his face,

Mr. Queleh, with a snort, turned te Dubtion again,

* Dation, I asked you a guestion relating to Roman
hoastory.”

“Uertainly ook, sir.”

“ What 7'

“There was no mystery about 11"

“ e, he, he!" cackled Billy Bunter,

Me. %EI:‘:}: turned upon him like Lightnng,

Tue Masrver Lizrary,—No. 129,
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* PBuntor.”
“Yoa-o-t-ez, air”
“Bland in the corner with Cherry, Bunter, and be silent.”

* But—-""

“Gol

Billy Bunter ralled across the Torm-room to tiu‘:_ COTIAL.
He was very red, more with exertion than salf-consciouancas,
howevar, DBunter was the fattest and laziest junior in Grey-
frinrs, and he did not like standing up, eapecially upon a
baking summer's aftarnoon.

“ 1 say, Uherry,” he murmured, “ this ia rotten!"

“I'm not enjoying it," DBob growled., " Yow! Don't leaa
on me!t"”

“1'm tired 1™

“ 80 am L

“ (h, really

“ {zet off, you porpoise!"

Billy Bunter grunted, and leansd against the wall. M.
Quelch, meanwhile, was relurning to the charge. Ile was
a conscientious master, and he did not mean to nogloct
Dutton just because the junior happened to be deal.

* Mow, Dutton,” he said, almost shouting to maks haa
voice audible to Duotton,  * Listen to me carefully, and try
to understand what I say."”

“Dh, no, airi™

“ Duatton !

“I haven't, sir."”

“ ¥You haven't what #'"'

“] haven't been careless with my worl to-day. That was
what you said, wasn't it, sir?"

“ Bless my soul ! mubttered Mr. Quelch,

1*

1t s realiy

g Wharton & Cao.

H
By FRANK RICHARDS.
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ino bad. T shall have to speak to the boy in the deal and
dumb alphabet, really. This is becoming too great a trial
to my nerves.  Plution, we are dealing with Nero.”

“What hero, sir "

“ Nero I roared Mr. Quelch.

Oh Y said Dutton. I didn't know Naro was & here,
sit. 1 thought he wns a very bad man.”

*He was a bad man ! bawled Mr. Qutlch.

“Then how could he be a hera, six ¥

& %djd not say he was & hﬂ?:-.'% .

“You sre not saying anvthing aboot Nera?' repeated
I.:"h..l‘l"wﬂl'l, in {Lﬁtﬂniq?[gﬂng '”-.‘L"h;,r,g.-:ir, 1 heard you, sir,'”*

OU—y olt——

“Ob, yes, I know it’s true, sir. All the fellows heard
vou af well ag me '

The Remove simply roared.

They could not help it

Mr. Quelch clenched his hand. His temper had gradually
been g worse and worke, and he was very nesr losing
control of it now,

" Bilence I"* he shouted.

s i‘fa,_ﬁm, ha !‘;] i

" § will ,cane the next boy who [avghs I

The Jauzihter died a.nl.;r,l 8
. "This class 19 most unruly " aaid Mr. Quelch, greatly
ineenged. ' The whole Form will be detained half-an-hour

after laseons 1™

The Remove groaned aloud.

The big on the clock now pointed to four, and they
had been expecting only ene more balf-hour of it. To be
detained till five was terrible. There was something very
like mutiny in the looks of the Remove.

Bunter gasped in bis corner.

“I1—1 say, mir ! he exclaimed.
bere till five, am I, sir?"

*Bilence, Bunter!”

*I=—1'm tired, sir!”

“* Bilence 1M

it %ut am } to siand——""

" Yes, sir, you are $g stand ' said Mr. lch angrily.

" ,5,,:!! if you say ancther word on the mbjE‘:tmi wﬂlg{.‘ﬂgﬂ
you !
. Buuter velapsed into silence. Dut his fat face was glow-
ing with indignation. e was standisg alternately upon
one leg and then vpon ihe ether, and beth were aching hy
this tinie. They had a great deal of weight to support.

Mr. Queleh turned to DPutton ain. He opened his
mouth to ok, but clesed & again, and took hiz chalk
instead, and chalked on the blackboard.

“Who was the suecessor of Nero?™

“ Galba, sir!" said Dution.

“ Very well, you ey sit down,” said Mr. Quelch, feeli
iLat Imyhad ;fﬁﬁ his ér L r. Quelch, feeling

_ wty by Dubton. But Dutton did not
st down.

1 am sure, sir " he said.

“You may sit down"

“ But it wasn't, siz !

“Eh?* What wasn't—what i

"1t wasn't Trajan, sir. Trajan "

“I—I—T'm not to stand

4 1 wae nob speaking about Trajan. I said you might eit
oW,

“Yes, gir. I've learned that it wos Galba; but if vou
sy id was Trajen—"" )

"1 did not!” roared Mr. Queleh.

“It's in the book, sir!”

“*What iz in the book ™ shrieked the unfortunate Form-
m#ater.

* About Galba, sir. I mssure yvou——mr

Mr. Queles took the chalh again in & sort of frenzy, and
scrawled on the board: ' Sit down !”

“(h, eir, certainly " said Dutign.

And he rat down,

Mr. Queleh went to his desk and Jdrank o glass of water,
Dutton was almost too much for him on a hot. day.  Dutton
himszell was i1n a etate of astonishment, and clined to
think that the hot weather had affected Mr. Quelch's bhrain.

**He must be off his rocker,” Dutton cenfided to Alonzo
Todd, who was sitting next to him on the ferm. * Faney
his telling me thet Nero was a hero. Why, Nero was an
awiul ehap—had his mether killed, and all rhat. Not my
wdea of & hero.”

" He didn't say hers,” said Todd.

* Didn't say Nero? Oh, ves he id."

Mr. Queleh turned l.li{:EE]}' round from his desk.

“¥ou are talking, Todd !

“Yes, gir. I was ciplaining lo Dutton——"

“* Take Rfiy lines!"

;;With pleasure, sir,” said Alonzo, who was always pelite,
ut——""

14 Emugh !hl

I was explaiming to Dutton—"

Ture Macner Lisniry.—No, 128.

NExXT  “piulY BURTER. LIMITER."

WEEK:

1F

T

Y Will you held vaonr tongoe, sir?7 thaodered the Remaova
master,

*Hold my tongue?” =aid Alonzo. whe had o curious
halit of repeating whot was said te him when he was
atartled or nervous,

““ Yoz, sir. If vou are not silent I ghall cane yvou !

“Cane me, sir?"

*L'ome here, Todd !I'”

YA leeeame hero, sie it

“ Btand out here!

Micky Desmond pood-naturedly %‘n‘m the Daffer of Grey-
friars o shove, or he would probably heve pune on arguing
til} he was jerked ocut by his collar. Todd went out very
slowly and reluctantly before the cluss.

" Hold out vour hand, Todd,” said Mr. Queleh, taking =

beminesslike grip upon the pointer.
** M-m-my hand, eir
" Imarmed m‘..ei’_?l 133
" Immed !

“ Will vou do as I tell you?”

Todd gasped and put out his hand. Mr. Quelch made.n
snart cut st it—but the Duoffer of Greyfriare involuntarily
drow it back,

Chracl !

The room vang with the crack as the pointer landed upon
Mr. Quelch's own knee.

The Form-master gave » wild howl. The newt moment
be was clasping his knee, and standing on one leg hike &
stork.

“ Hla, ha, ha !’

The Removites yelled.

“Oh, =ir, I'm =0 zorry " gaid Toddd.

M. Quﬁ!ﬂh tried to calm himself.

" G-g-go back to yvour place ¥ he gaszped. “*T—1 will deal
with you presently, Todd. Ge back to vour plaece at onee I

3:15 Mr. Queleh went to his desk and sat down upon the
stool, and rubbed his knee—and for the mext five minutes
the Remeve, Like Othello, found their cccupation gone.

TREE THIRD CHAPTER.
Buster Succeeds.
BH.LY BUNTER a;mnmd s the big hand of the clock
t was h

intect to aix. zlf-past four, the usual time

or ‘the dismissl of the Remove. Bunter was tired

af standing, and tired of the classroont. He bhad

pietured to himself making a desperate bolt from the Form-

room #o the tockehep as the clock went half-past, and within

four seopnds guzaliog pingorbeer. Now there was half an
hour more to wait.

“ ¥ miraply can’t stand it ! he murmured o Bob Cherry.

Bob snorted. He found it hard to etapd, too, but he dud
ot grumhh.

- St on the Acor, then,” he growled.

* Oh, riaﬂ;,r, Cherry 2

“Tiry up !’

= I-—1I shall have to get away somehow,” micaned Bunter.
“ Pm thirsty. Do you think it would be gny good working
off some ventriloguism on old Quelch ™

Bob Cherry grinned.

“ [ don't think I should cara to, in his present temper,”™
he remarked.

“ T suppose it would be deangerous.™

“What-he ! :

Nunter sniffed. He was a very clever ventriloquist, and
he had oflen pot out of corners by the use of his ventrilo-
quial powers. Bot whenever he had tried them upon Alr,
Guelch, the result had been disastrous.

And, es Bob Cherry remarkea, Mr. Quelch was in the
worst possible humour for an experiment now, Hut Bunter
was desperate. i .

bz F_.up!maﬁ [ made the Head’s voice call him,” he snid,

“*Tn't be an ass "

“ Oh, really, Cherry! 1 must get out of thin somehow;
I'm tired )" " 3

“ Toll Quelch so,” said Bob sarcastically,

Billv Bunter took the adviee seriously. He blinked
througzh his big spectacles &t Mr, Quelch as he turned to the
blackhoard & few minutes later.

“If wou plepse, sip———""

" Bilenee 1" ;

“ I'm awfully tived, siv—"

* Bg vou hear me, Bunter?’

“ Yer sir. I've pot a delicate constitution, sir. and I'm
afrand 1k iy injure me to atand up, in—in the hot weatlior,
i ¥’

*“ T shall cane you if you speak again, Buanter.'

" Dry up, you aszs!"" murmured Bob Chereyv.

Bunter grunted angrilp. The whole Forin weve looking
mutinous, Lessons had been bad enough in the uwsual lesson
tie.  But to be detamned like this war toe bad.
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If they had been dealing with a weak master, the Remove
might have had an outbreak then. But Mr. Qualch waas not
tha kind of master to brexk oub against,

But thers was gloomy discontent in every facs,

“1'm going to try a dodge, Cherry,” murmured Billy
Bunter,

“1 advize you not."

“ But I can't stand thia.”

“ Oh, grin and bear it!"

L1 1 wl‘_}nl‘t !"I‘

Bob Cherry shrugged his shoulders. The lesson dragged
on. Mr. Quelech was as sick of it as his pulpiia wera, but he
could not retract what he had ordained. Ile was bound to
keep the Remove there till five o'clock, and {o stay with thom.

Suddanly, above the drome of the Form-master’s voies,
cama a slight sound of buzzing.

The Remove all looked up.

“ A waszp!"” murmured Tom Brown.

Mr. Quelch looked round uneasily. .

Hi: did not like wasps, and the buzz was very near his
neadd.

He waved his book in the air

' Shoo—shoo!™ ha exclaimed.

Buzz-z-z |

The **shoo ™ did not seem to frighten the wasp. Bob
Cherey looked quickly. at Billy Bunter. He saw the fat
junior's lips moving, and he knew that the Greyiriars ven-
triloquist was at work.

IE*}ut no one alse in the Form-room suspected it as yet.

ZeZagaz !

“ Dear ma!" exclaimed Mr. Qualch, starting back as the
z-z-z-z cama cloze by hia ears. ** This 1s—i3 moat annoying !’

FLogezez !

"* Thora ia either a wasp or & beo here.
any of you?"

“ It scoms to be close to vou, sir,' said Wharton.

“ Tt has stopped pow,” said Mr. Quelch, listening, *f Per-
haps it has gone the way it came, through the open window.
Wa will resume !"'

Fenezmn !

[t was the huzzilhg‘
Formm-master jumped,
wasp off.

The buzzing coased.

“Dear ma! [=T think it must have settled wpon my
gown "' exclamed Mr. Quelch. * Bulstrode, see if you can
gra the wasp—please drive it off 1"

* Cerbminly, sir!"

Bulstrode stepped from the form, book in hand.  He looked
over Mr, Quelch's gown belind, in search of the wasp.

Bulstrode could not see any wasp. But Bulstrode remem-
barcd his lines. And Dulstrode was ripe for mischisf.

* There it 15, sie!™ he exelaiined execitedly.

“ Where—knock it off, please!”

PN kil i, sict”

And Balstreoadse made a tervific swipe with his book, as if
o waoere hitting for a boundory.

Mr. Queleh pave a yoll as the heavy book erashed down
meon his baels with all the foree of Bulstrode’s powerful arm.
Ele stogroved forward. gasping,

“What--what—how dare you, Bulstrode?®
“ How dare vou?”

T was hitting ot the wasp, sie!”

* You—you utierly stupud boy !
fravful ULlow ™"

“ 1 dide’t think of that,
wasp, sir !

" Go back to vour place, Bulitrods "' pasped Mre. Quelzh,

Bulstrode went back, looking very serious and concornad :
but winking at the Remove unseen by the Form-master. The
juniors wore trying not to laugh. They koew how much
" ostupidity ' thers had been in Bulstrode’s action.

My, Quelch squirmed a Little in Iy gown: the blow had
meeds hiz shoulder ache. DBut the buzz had ceased ;. doubtless
tha wasp had heen finished with.

3ut just as the Form-master rubbed hiz shoulder the buzz
recamntenced.

f-renadan!

It was close behind Mr. Quelch, and he swung round in
alarm.

“ You did not succeed in kiling the wasp, Bulstroda!” he
axclaimed angrily.

“ Shall T have another try, sic?"

“ Certamnly not ™

Zeppez-n!

Mer. Quelch swung his book through the air several timea.
Tha wasp seemed to be keeping close to his head, for tho
z-z-#-2 remained in his ears ali the time. The Remove-master
was red and excibed,

“ T veally eannot continwe the lessan while this agnoving
inzoct i3 hers!” he exclaimed. ** Wharton—Nugent—kindly
ook Tor the wasp and drive it out!”

Any nterruption of the monoteny was welecomae.

Tee Maawer Liprary.—Ne, 129,

NEXT
WEEK :
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that resumed, not Mr. Quelch. The
and waved his bools to keep the unseen

he oxelaimed.

You hove s=truck me »

sive. I think I'va aquaslied the

Wharton
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and Nugoent jumped up with alacrity, and lhunted for the
wasp,

Lz-z-z-z!

“ It's on the wall—""

“On the desk—""

“ Faith, T can hear
Desmond.

' No—it"s here—""

“ Look towards the fireplace—"

““It's in the corner."

The whole Remove joined in the hunt without asking per-
mission. In a moment the rooin was & acene of confusion,
with the juniora rushing and shouting to and fro. :

Mr. Quelch shouted to make his voice heard above the din.
G” (Go back to your places at once! How dare you—-

n_ll

Lozozg-z !

The Form-master jumped, and broke off, as the z-z-22z
started close to his ears again. He gasped for breath.

“ Upon the whols, I shall not prolong the detention!” ha
exclaimed. ** The class iz diamissed !

Mz, Quelch had had eneugh of the wasf:u, and the stuffy
class-room, too. The boys grinned with delight, and made a
break for the door, and went pouring out into the broad,
flagged passage with a whoop.

Bob Cherry pave tha Owl of the Remove a slap on the
shoulder that made him stagger.

“ Rrgvo, Bunter!” ho oxclaimead.

“Ow! Yow! You apsl!”

““ Bravo, you giddy ventriloguist!”

“ My hat!" exclaimed Harry Wharton, * Was it Bunter
all tha tima?'

“Ha, ha! Ves!”

““*Ha, ha, ha!"
_ " Hore, come on, Bunter!" exclaimed Frank Nugent, soiz-
;:ll"-i;tthﬂ iat junior by the arm. ' You deserve something for

at——

“Ow! Leggol”

“Come on, I say!™

“ 0Oh, really, Nugent—ow—help—""

" You ass!” execlaimed Frank. * I'm taking you to the
tﬂc}:al;u?! Don’t you want any gingerpop "

; I

Billy Buntoer's expreasion changed at onge. Gingerpop waa
what he wanted, aIE::I plenty of i%ﬁ serpop

“ I—I didn't understand,” he mumblad. * I'll come to the
tuckshop with pleasure, Nugent. I'd do more than that for
a fellow I hke.”

“Ha, ha! Come on o

And Nugunb rushed the fat junior acress the Close ab top
apeed—an exertion at which Bunter did not grumble for once
a5 tlmrq was & troat ab the end ef it. A crowd of other juniors
wont with them. :

They filled Mrs. Mimbla's littla tuckshop to overflowing.
But Billy Dunter had a front place at tha counter, sitting on
& hugh stool, and his fat faee was beaming,

“Giogorbeer "' he exclaimed. * Large size, pleasc.
g Jamn-tarts—) think you said tarts, Nugent!”

Frank lauphed.

U WNo, T didn't 1" he exclaimed,  ** But you can have some,
all the same. Give the porpoise six tarts, BMrs. Minble!"

Bunter blinked at him.

Y Twopenny ones, [ suppose? he remarked.

" Yes, porpoise !

“0Oh, roally, Nugent—"

But the gingerbeer and the tarts were forthcoming just
then, and Bunter ceased, He furned to them, and his lat
face heamed.

* This ia somethinge like!”" he remarkeod.

_And then he started operations, and was too busy for somne
tie to make any further remarks.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bulstrode's Idea.
“ I 8AY, vou fellows!"

it over thera!' exclaimed Micky

(L

¥ nd

* Another gingerbeer for Dunter, Mrs, Mimble.™
“Thanks! I say—""
“ Jam-tart: for Bunter,™
“ Cortainly, Master Nugent.”'
** Thanks awfully, Nugent.
“ Buna for Bunter.”
“Good! But I say—
* Here, you dry up!" exclaimed Frank Nugent indignantly.
*“If gingerpop, and buns, and tarts aren't enough, you can
go and cat coke!"
Bunter blinked at him.
“ They're enough, Nugcnt.
grub.”

But T say—"

L ]

I wasn't going to speak alout

&

W
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Mot peing to speak about grub!™ exclaimed Bob Cherry,
in astenishoeent. " Are you il, Bunter™

* Gl really, Cherry 4§

FDry oup ! said Nugent, tapping the faf janior on the hoad
with fis turebler, I you're to be fed, you can't expect to be
sllowed to taik, too. It's askine too much.

The too-muchfulness is tervifie,” said Hurree Singh, the
Nakob of Bhanipur, with & solemn shake of the head,

* h, really, ini::,.-—”

" The cheesefulness would be the pood caper.’”

* Look !.t:l't‘, I've got something to say,” said Bunter,
emptying his glass. * You can have that flled aguin i voa
hike, Mugent. I woukin't ask you, enly 1 happen to be rather
short of money at the present moment, owing to s disappoint-
went about & postel-order. Look hore, wimt's goieg to be
done about the lines”

" What lines "

Eﬁj .],‘“‘-'3.:;1 :

ORY smd Wharton, I thought that Liapes you wera
ikinking of my five hundred™ = pe
“ 0k, really, Wharton, 1 think I've enough to worry about
with my own imposition. Quelch has told me to stey in the
Form-room for an hour snd write out o hendred Uines that
Nero succeeded Galba—""

“ Ha, ba, hat"

* 1 mean {hat Galba suceceded Rome—"

“Ha, ha! Go it!™

“Well, it was something or other—I forpet what,” said
Bunter.  * MNow, confinement in the Forme-reom tells on my
Bealth in this weather., ['ve pot a delicaie constitutbon, as
you krow. I only keep myself going at all by taking plenty
of nourishment,  What I need m my state is long =pelle of
rest—Iying in the prass under the trees, you know, That
would set me up.””

“Go hon! I've heard of others focling like that in the hot
weather,” said Bob Cherry., Y Bug of course, you need rost
more than anybody else™

"Of course,” agreed Bunter.  * The question iz, what's
poing to be done about those blessed lLnes?”

The junigrs laughed.  Bunter's coolness struck them as
eomieal.  Many of the other fellows had impots. ithat were
simply enormous, and would account for a gront deal of their
leisure thme for the next day or two. Buat DBunter did nos
consider that 2 matter of any moment at all.  His lines were
ithe important thing, and be calmiy expected tiwe othor {ellows
to put their heads topetber and think of some way out of
the difficelty for him,  And the curious thing was, that
Bunter's cool check often had the requived resalt, and he
succeeded in shifting his troubles off upon ather shoulders,

Bunter took an enormoas bite at o jare-tari—the Jast on
his plate—and . reswined  the subject, blinking a4 Harey
Wharton & (o. throngh lds big speetacles

“{zot any ideas about 1t, Wharten?"

* Mot enel”

“ What do vou tinek, Nuogent ¥

“I think I'll have another maermelcde-tart.”

"1 mean, what do you think about mny lines®"

" Nothing et all”™

“Oh, reallyt 1 say, Cherry, whoet do vou think Lad
bettor ke done ¥

“The hnes,” said Dob Cherry,

Bunicr granted discontentediy.

“1 really wish vou woukin™t try to be Tumny at o sevicus
tiree,” he eaid, Y Quelehy was so bothered about the wasp
that he forpot to detain me; but he'll rensember the limes,
and ask me for therr. Hoe's awluoily badtempered to-day.
MNow, 1 rescued you all frown detention by buzsine hke
LowiE] "

"8Ho you did! Have another gingoerpop ™'

“ Thanks, T will—D'Il have two M you like:; Thin pretty
dry. MNow, 1 was thirking that ¥ Wharten, as }fm-:.-:a
captain, gocs to Quelch and esplains thar I'm net in a i
atate of hewlth to be detained in the Fosreom, Guelehy
will los me do my lines in the study,”

* What rood will that doi”

Wy, then you fellows ean do them for e, you know™

“There's o treat for you!™ said Teoem Hrown, loughing.

“* 1la, hea, hat”

“Well, 1 suppose you don't want e io pxpire of avere-
exertion in this ot weather," said Billy Bunter pathedieally.
“I've ot a wenk heart, you know

“ A weak head, vou mean”

“Oh, eally, Balstrode—"" i

“Welve nearly all got bnes,? o sad Bualetrode  soalhy,
“Tion't meoke such o jaw ahoat vour imped, Bunter, 3o
make moe tired. If you fellows will wll Lack wme up, welil
dely Qucleh,™

Whartun's bhrows contracted a litthe,

Thern was no doubt that Mr. Oueleh bad boen feedtabic
mod Larsh that aftornoon, avd e bad soeited Lol offseaes
with o heavy hand. -
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2at be was upen the whole a just aod kind mcpter, and
Hurry 1ighily eonsidered that the fellows were called upon
e opur np owath o little harshoess patienily, when they were
very well trexted upon the whele

Hat that was not Bualstrode’s vicw.

I1fe was angry and irritated, and most of the others were
fecling vory sore feom My, Queleh’s treatmoent of then that
afternoon.

Tley had been deteined in the hot, stufiy class-room, they
had been snapped and enubbed, and half the Form nad lines
to Ho, and some of the impots were cnormoos. "

To ** get jevel * with My Quoeleh was therefove o burning
desmire tr mrany boesoms.

Tiare was an frmmedigte an:d eaper demand to know how
Bulstrode proposed to  defy the Remove-masier. M
Qucleh was not exaeclly the sori of man to bo defied wit
nrnunaty,

" What's the wheeze, Bualstrode®

“Get it off your chest, old man ™

“What can we do®”

idilstrode grnced trinmphbantly ar Harry Wharton, He
thought he sew here zn oppertunity of taukmg ic Form
with hitn, snd veding the captain of the Remose in the
itadie.

“Well, Qucleh wasz in a tempor this afternoon, zad when
he's cool he won't be able 10 pretend that he was just,” =aid
Bulstrode.  * He's given Wharton five hundred lines, and
that's simply absurd, He's given Nugent a huncred and
fifty, and Brown a hundred, and nearly all of us Lave fiftioy
umg hundreds, or more. What do you think ihe Head
vould say if he hinew that all those big impets had been
iaposed inoa single afternoeon®™

Huyzeldene grinned.

“ He'd szy thet Quelch had lest bis tomper owrng o the
hot weather, and chucked out lines on ell sides o conse-
gquéence,”” he said,

Bulstrode nodded,

e 'Il'l.‘:aﬂﬂj_-: o

“But I don't see how that holis we” remarlicd Cgihy,

“ Faith, and 1 don™, nayther '

“That's because vou're thick beadid duffers!” el Bul-
atrode, 1 suppose you know that we've & ornghi o appesd
ta the Hesd against the Formecaster? If we'ie o the
vight, the Forme-master gets it in v.e neck!™

By Jove!™

“We're in the right this o™

* Bite——tF

*Thia iz my idea. We'll all vefive to do our lines. Wien
Juelchy asks {or them, wo'll suy that we haven't done ‘o™

O

“When he's going to cane us, wo'll sey we peneal to the
Hepd.”

I Bl.-lt-_"”

“Iet me fmsh, The matter goes belore the Ilead. e
ibscovers that Queleh pave ws about three thouw-a:nd s
betwoen us, on & blessed hot alternoon, He'll maske us o
the lines, porhaps, to kecp up eppeorances—buot 1l bet a
gmuﬁ chend w shall not be asked {0 show them up”

bk ut_._"

" But even 1f we have to do then, it's cheap at the prieg !
Wea snall ot cven with ?ucleh! The Head 13 cortain to
Laal him over the coals for flagrant injustice. He'tl have
ten penutes with the Head thas witl make lis hair coell™

[T Gmd L-"ET-T !.'! ‘

“In fact, hell be guite likeiy to resign aftor sech a
taikine-1o a8 the Head will pgive him," waid  Hualstrode
" We may et vid of him entirely. That will be a tysmngd
fer the Remove, if you like!™

* Hear, hear !’

* Huarrali 1™

* Bravo, Bulstrode '™

“ Lo vouo all apree?! exelaimed Halstrede, looking round
upen the excie:d crowd of junicrs

There wos 4 shout of assent.

The schewe rerammended itseli ot once to the thoeeghtiess
fellows, 'i‘hq:i.r were smarting anider the treatment (hey biad
received, and the thought of sworing off so powerful o
pursemEage o & Fonnemester was drresistibly attractive,

* Hloar, 5};11&: 3

** Hurrah !

Wl back vou up, DBalstrode!™

* Faitly, and we're with ye istively?”

“Held ent’ suid Huml&vm'. " Wharlen kase’t spobon
vot, Whit doos Wharton zay ™"

Linistrode knitrod his brows,

I osappese Wharton won'y back out o welre all oapreed
41~n the welerne,” hie said. 1o will Lave to kack up i
Yo,

“ What do you sey, Wharton "

Wiharten's vyes phintedd,

b oeay ftiat ot's oo orottem wliend, and that T we:'t Jinve
anvthing e do with 017 he excluimed,

L]

demanded Hozeldene,
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limes! " +* Thauk you very much, sir,”

# Take a hundred lioes, Wharton!™ snapped Mr. Quelch. * Thank you, sirl*’ u;i:-l Harry. * Take two hundred
“* You will take flve hundred lines."”

“ Thank you so much, sir!” \

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Wharton Objects.

[IERE was a buzz among tho erowd of juniors as Harry
Wharton spoke. It was & buzz of purprise, and anger
too

Harry Wharton was Form captain, and was
gonerally acknowledgad to make an excellent one—far ahead
of what Bulstrode had beon when he held the post. :

But some of the fellows regarded Harry as s little high-
handed; and certainly he sometimes had a direct wa
putting things which was not so tactful as it might
been,

When his tomper was up, he would hit cut straight from
the shoulder, and on such cccasions he seldom meassured the
forca of his worda.

Bulstrode scowled angrily. He had halfve?wted
Wharton's refusal, and he did not understand Harry's

motives, attributing Harry's sititude to pigue, becouse the
plan had emansted from another than himsell.

“{f course, Wharton won't back wus up against the
mastors " said Bulstrode, with a sncer. * Wharton loves
his kind teacheors, like good little Georgie in the story-book.
But we can do without him, I think”

‘“ Yos, rather!” said Bkioner emphatically.

“ What-ho 1" said Snoop and Stott, and scveral others.

“Hold on a minute!” exclaim gilvy. " Let’s sec
what Wharton's objections to the plan-are. Why don't you
like the idea?"

“ Hecause it's a rotten one,

ave

said Harry,
“ That's no answer,” aaid Skinner. * You must admit that
we have & jolly gmd chanoe of scoring over Quelch.”
“*I know that.
Tur Magwer Liprany.—No. 129,
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“ And & fair chance of getting out of doing the lines, too."

“ Yes, that's true.” :

“ And there isn't very much risk about it, either.”

“1 wasn't thinking of tho risk."”

“ Then what's your objectioni”

“ Yes, what's your objeotion, Wharton?' asked & dozen
voices.

“J think it's a rotten caddish scheme, that’s sll,' said
Harry. * What do you want to score over Mr, Quelch for,
in the first place?’

“ Why, hasn't he boen raggin’g us all the afternoon

“ And hasn’t he deteined us?”

“ Faith, and loaded us up with lines ¥

Wharton nodded.

“ I know nll that,”” he said.
but B0 wera we! Queloh is pretty gmd-tem(fcradlon tha
whole. Suppose you oven made him leave Greyfriars—do
you think we should get a better Form-master in his place?”

“Oh, rats to that!” said Bulstrode. " We can take our
chance of that.” ! N

“Yeas, that i# locking a jolly long way ahead,” suid

l}l-
*

“ He was in &8 bad temper—

Russell. - :

“ Waell, never mind that, then,’” said ITarry. "1 object
to taking a rise out of Mr. Quelch in this way. Tle's rnﬁnd
us to-day, but he's generally troated us well, and he's been

really kind to some of us who needed it. I won’t have a
hand in taking him down. If the Head spoke to him as
you expect, it would cut him awfully deep!’

“That's what we want,”’ said Snoop.

' Veu mey want it,” said Harry contemptuously, “but I
don't—and I don't believe any decent fellow heare does.”

“ Oh, rats!” broke out Bulstrode, afraid that Harry would
make an impression on the Form, “ No blessed Bundey-
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school rot for me! If wou don't want to back ws up, your

can say g0, and keop out of t!mﬁame 2

" Well, I do say so, and 1 shall certainly keop out of the
game," gaid Harry. * And 1 hope every friend of mine will
do the eame.”

54 !‘IH.;'_., hear!" exelaimmed Nugent, and Beb Cherry and
Mark Linley together, and Hurres Jamset Ham Singh added
that the hear-hearfulness was terrifie.

Bulstrode's face wore a very ugly look.
" ¥ou can have your way,” he said. T stick (o my idea,
i the fellows have the pluck to bick me wp. What do you

vhiaps say '
o Wa'lf back you up, Bulstrode.”
“Good for you.”
" Good ! very chap on my side can call for what he

nkes,"" eaid Bulstrode, roing up to the counter.

That fimished it.

The crowd of juniors pave their orders right and left, and
Harry Wharton and his own chums left the tuckshop.

Wharton looked round as he went out.

Many of the juniors avoided his plance ; some did not noties
if. Only Bob Cherry, Nugent, Linley, and Tom Brown, and
ilie Nabob of Bhampur followed him out. Even Mezeldero
stayed with Euhtrocg's Fart.jr.

‘harton's lip eurled a little as he emerged into the Cloe.

“That's what 's worth te bo a Foimn capiaig’ he 1o
marked, with a shrug of the shoulders. ** As soon as I stand
against them, they all turn against me.”

“ They'lt come round,” =aid Bob Cherry.

"I don’t care whether they do or not, #s far as I'm con-
cerned, bub I'm thinking about Quelch,” =aid Harry, knittine
his brows angrily, ‘‘It's a dirty, low-down trick to play cn
him, apd Bulztrode knows it. The other fellows don't think
minch, and he's leading them by the nose. I wouldn't have
mr. Queleh’s feelings hurt for anything—certainly not becatse
he was a bit crusty for once in & way."

Nugent nodded thﬂug:ht!u]l_?.

“I'm with yon there,” he remarked ; " but the fellows dan’t
saen {o sea it in that light. They're waxy, 2nd they want to
take a yise out of Quelch.”

" Wall, I'm against it."

" 5o are we," =aid Bob Cherry.

" Yes, rather.”

" The ratherfuiness is terrific.”

Y Btill, it's no good arguing with those chaps,'. said Tom
Brown, who had & horror of doing anyvtling that looked Lke
tie conduct of a good little boy in a vvize bock.  “ Let's
mind gur own business, and let them alone.”

“ [ suppose we can't stop them,” said Harry, with a ned;
“but I'm against it, &ll the time”

" '%"hatfs vnderstood.  Bhall we get down to the cricket
w3

Wharton shook his head,

“*Not yet; no time.”

"What's on, theni"

Y Lanes,™

' But—""
U We've gob the lines to do,” said Harry Wharton deei-
zively, " If we're not going to help Bulstrode's scheme, we'd

better get dhem written at ouce, ond banded in to Mr.
Queleh. Let's go and =tart.”

The chums looked dismayed.

The sun was still shining brightly, and the cricket-feld and
the river seemed to call to them.  To shut themselves vp in
study or common-room and write out lincs, required a very
preat offort of will,

“ Hang it,"" said Nugent dolafully, “ Bulstrode’s idea isn't
so bad. after all, you know. No: don't dainolish me with a
frown, Harry. I'm pot propesing backing him up. Let's
get in."”

“ Come on, then,™

They entered the S¢hool House.

Bob Cherry and Mark Linley went to their studs, No. 13,
and Harry Wharton, Nugent, and Hurree Singh went to
No. 1. Even Linler, the mest careful boy in the Lower
Fourth in his mndur? had lines to do, Mr. Quelch having
given him a hundred frem Virgil for an imaginary offence,

But the Lancashire lnd was quite of Harry
opioton in the matter, Without being in the least priggish,
he realised quite clearly that the juniovs could afford to for-
give an outhreak of bad temper on the part of 2 man whose
temnper was often serely tried, and whe was, upon the whole,
# Wind and just man,

There were ehouts and calls of merrv juniors in the Close
at the chems settled down to their task,

Wharton, Nugent, and Hurreo Jamezet Ram Singh sat down
round the table in No. 1 SBtudy, and started.

All thres had lines to do: and Wharton's imposition—
S0 lines—was likely to keep him husy for a very long time.

. But they grinned and bore it—at least, they bore it, even
if they did not grin, .
THe MaeNET LIiBRARY.—No. 129,
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The thres chems were shill very buey when there was a
heavy [ootstep in the passage, and Billy Bunter rolled into
the study, and sank with a gasp inte the armchair.

He mopped his perspiring brow with a handkerchief, and
blinked at the chiums of theﬁlemmra through his spectacles, as
he puffed and puffed.

“0h, cheesa 1, grampus!” said Nogent, looking up from
his work.

Bunter blinked indignantly.

“Oh, really, Nugent—2"

"' Bhut up 1™

“I'm fagged ont. I can’t stand those staire. I think they
ought to have a hift put in for ue,” grunted Buntes.

** Ha, ha, ha!” ]

“Go to the Head and sugpest it,” grinned Nugent. *“I'm
sureé he would be grateful for the suggestion, and he would
aive you some substantial mark of his appreciation.”

©The markfulness would be terrific,” murmured the dusky
Nahob of Bhanpir.

“Woll, I find those stairs move trying every day. Its
rotten.’’

“Try eating a
Wiarton.

* Oh, really, vou know—="

* Detter do your lings, Bunter,” said Nugent. ** They'vo
ot to be shown up to-night. Yoo can do them here, as Mvr,
Gueleh hasn't =ent you into the elass-room.

Bunter shook Ins head.

“1 can't do them, Nugent.”

“(an't do them ) "What do you mean®”

“1 object to doing them.™

“Eh! Eodo we, but we've pot to do them, all the same,™

" Yes, but it's a matter of principle with me,” said Billy
Bunter.

And at this announcement the three chums stopped their
busy pens, and all three raised their heads to stare at Billy
[Bunter. He had succeeded in surprising them af lact,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Does His Lines,

UNTER blicked at the staring juniors, apparently snr-
prised by their steady gaze.
“Would yon mind repealing your last remarki”
asked Nugent, in very polite tones.

“*Yes, if you like. It's & matter of principle with me.”

* Principle I' .

“ Yo" said Billy Bunter emphatically. * Principle! You
chans haven't very much principle, I'm afraid, but—"

“ My only hat i

*lareat Scott P’

* The great-Beottfulness is terrific.”

O, really—"' '

“1 must say thal Bunter has struck something original at
lzst,” Harry Wharton observed. ' Had you ever noticed
that he had any principles, Nupent ?’

Nugent shook his head.

" Never.™

“ Had you, Tnky?",

“The neverfulness ig terrvifie.”

“* O, really, you fellows——""

“Youre making a mistake, Bunty,"
Y We'va never heard of iuur principles
suving that on us, you know,

little less between meals,” suggested

saitl Wharton,
1 efore.  You mustn’t
Try something a little less

sweep™ ,

imk here, Queleh was unjust, and it"s agaiost my prin-
cinles to subrit to injuetiee,” seid Bunter, * It undermines
tier independence of t]ha character.”

" Independence.” echoed Nugent faintly.

“Yes, that's the word.”
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“ But wlat havo you got to do with indapendence?”

“1 hopr I'm an independent chap,” said Hilly Buntoer.
know I'm not understood in this study. T don't expect to
be understood., Shakespeare wasn't understood in his own
time, and Plato wasn't, cither. Great men pever are. T'm
getting vsed to being under-rated. But I'm not goinp to
give up my, independence lo please anybody.'”

- Y ¥ou storted that dodge once before, snd it worked out
badly,”" said ‘Nugent. ' Look hers, don't be a lazy slacker.
Got tho ven and do your lines.”

“I'm on Bulstrode's side.’

“Oh, don't be a cad—if vou can help it!”

Bunter waved a fat hand.

“* Lot's drop the subject,” he said. * Wa gha'n't agres.
Besides, I can't do the lines. I feel too run down from wank
of nourishment. I soppose you fellows know s tea-tima?"’

“1 dare say 1t 15"

“Wall, aren't you gu&ng to hava tea?"’

“"Can't vou see we'ro busy.” : :

“ Those rotten lines! Leave them till after tea, if you will
do them. You'll do them ever so much guicker with a good
meal inside vou,’ said Billy Bunter persussively.

LT R‘Ht-s [H‘

“1 say, vou follows, we'd better have tea, I'm hungys.”

#There's nothing in the study,” satd Harry Whartan,
without looking up from the foolscap over which hia pen was
travelling at express s :

“0Oh, that's.all right TI'll po down te ths tuckshop.”

“ Will you, really?”’

“Certainly. I'H get anything vou like thoere'

“Food. Buzz off, then.”

" What zhall T get?’

“ Oh, get cakes, and ham sandwiches, and butter and ogzs
afid bacon, and cream puffs and dough nuts. Don't forget to
pay for them.”

L] Eh :ill‘l‘ F

“stll, T don't suppose Mrs. Mimble will let you bring
therm away without the money, so that is all right.”

“ Look herg——"

“Ton't talk, old chap. TI'm busy."

“But I'm short of money, Wharton. You ses. a postal-
order I was expecting dign't come by the last post in. I
expect 1t will be here by to-night's delivery, but that's no
good for tea.”

“Would yon mind shutting up a bit?" asked Nugent
pulit&l,'[:.

“What are we going to have for tea®"

“T'vo told you what we're going to have,” sauid Wharton.

“Well, what am I going to have, theal"

“Whatever vou like, We shouldn't prasume to dictale to
an independent chap like you.”

“0h, really—" : ;

“You can have your independence, you koow." said
MNugent. ““If that isn't satisiying enough, you can go and
eat coke."

“I'm hungry."

“Look here," ssid Hazry Wharton decisively. * You ecan
feed with wy, i you like; but we're not gmni;' t> have tea tull
the lines are dons. And thon you won't have any, uninsa
vou've dono your lines toco.”

Y 0h, really, Wharton=——""

“I mesn that., If you're going to back up Bulstrode, go
and back him up, snd don't bother us”™

“Well, I looked in at Bulstrode's study, and he was rudo.
ITo =aid it wasn't a sty, so it was no place for me,"" said
Bunter, suovting with indignatiom.

“*“Ha, ha, ha '’

""Bleased if I see anvthing to caclds at. It waa simply
piggish. 1 was going to back him up from the most dis-
interested motives.™

 Pecause you were too lazy to do the lines, you mean.”

* Oh, really—"" _

“"Well, vou can take your choloe=—no grib until you've done
vour lines,” said Harry Wharton inexorably.

Bunter grunted. s ’

“I-—I don't mind doing the lines to oblige a fellow I lile,"
ho rﬁmaﬂ:ad. “* But supposa wa do them after tea?'

* Rats "

" You ses, I shall feal ever 30 much stronger then, and T
ean knock them off-tiko anything after tea,” said Bunter
persuasively,

“More rats !

“0Oh, really, you konow, I don't feel strong &n-;::ug;h to da
lines now,” said Bunter pathetically. ** You koow, I've pot o
delicate constitution, and I can only keep it going at agll by
taking plenty of nourishment.”

i-'I

“ Do ving off, Eunt}y!"

ok %m wo woing to have tea Grst?™

-l.l.J' ¢[H‘

“¥ah! T supposs I'd better do the linas, I think you're
a beast !

“Thanks1"

Bunter snorted with indignation, and drew a chair up ta
the table. He made a great fuss of getting paper and ink,
Tue Magwer Linparny.—Neo. 129,
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and gave a mpan at nearly every movement, hoping to touch
tha hearta of the chums of the Remove, But aither thair
hearts wera very hard or they krew that Bunter was
humbugging—-at all events, they turned a deaf ear to the
pathetic souinds he madea.

'I_?untﬂr‘s pen crawled over the paper when he was at work
al last,

Wharton zianced at him in the interval of 2 minute's rest.

“ Bettor buck up, Billy, or vou'll be late for tea.”

And then Bunter's pen fairly Bew.

The linres wero finished at lnst—a long and tiring task. Boih
Nugoent and Hurree Singh had dono some for Wharton, thoir
own shorter impots being finished first. Bunter was done,
too, and the mass of linaﬁm'mi anita nnposing.

Harry Wharton rose awd stretched himmﬁ? with & long
FAWER,
~ “My hat!" he ejaculated. * That's done at last! T'wr
blessed if I've ever stuck at a table like that before! And all
for the sake of the man who gave us the limes! If that's not
oub-lieorgying good hittle Georgie in the storv-book I don't
know what is!"

“My dear chap, it beats Eric and the World of Schaol
hollow," grinned Nugent. *f Let's bung them in on Quelch,
and then go and get a feed. I'm famished.”

And the juniors took up the lines and made their way
to Mr, l%ueijch's study.  The Remove-master was not thers,
so they locked for him in the masters'-room, where they
found him in conversation with Mr. Capper, the master of
the Upper Fourth

Mr. Quelch seemed to be quite restored te good-humowr
in the cool of the evening, He gave the juniors a pleasant
nod, and looked in surprise at the unpositions they carcied.

* YWhat iz all thiz?" he asked.

“Onr lines, sie.”

“*Your lines?"

" Eﬁ; sir—the lines you gave us to-day.™

L 1 1 _‘F‘F bl .

Mr. Quelch coloured a little as he took the limes. Mr.
Canper looked at the great quantitv of them in surprise, and
with a slight smile. He could not help thinking that tha
Reamove-master must have come down beavy an his class
that afternoon.

** Ah, very good, Wharton,” said Mr. Queleh. *I did not
exl‘;act them guite so soon, You may place them in my
stody.™

“Yes, sir.”

The juniors went away. The lines were duly placed in Mr.
Quoeleh's study, and then the chuns made a direct line for
tha tuckshop.

[ErEE

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
The Duffer Comes Round

LONZO TODD, the junior who had the distinction of
being known as the Duffer of Grdyiriars, was aitting
in the junior common-room with o thoughtivl expros
sion upon his face. He had lalt afterncon school that

day the ricler by & hundred lines, but he hed not writben
thern vet. He was buried in thought, and did oot leok up
as o litthe erowd of juniors poured into the reom. Timwm
Harry Wharton & Co., fresh and vefreshed from a in
Mrs. Mimbhle's shop, the extent of which had satished aven
Billy Bunter.

Bob Cherry zat down in an armchair and stretched out his
lega, kicking Alonzo as he did s0. Bob's lags were long, and

fus fest wera not small. Alonze stacted out of his brown
atudy with a little gasn. _

"IH?'!I::-, halle, hallo!" exzclaimod Bob. "“Im the way
azain!

Alonzo rubbed his calf.

“T'm so sorev ! he remarked.

“0Oh, nevor mind!" said Bob. Cherry magnanimously.
“You're always in the way, but I suppose you ean’t help
!t.l‘i‘i =

Daob could afford to be magnanimous, as it was Alonzo who
was kicked. Alonzo rubbed and rubbed, and blinked at tho
sturdy Junior,

** Have you dooe your lines, Todd?' asked Harry.

Todd looked round at him.

“ Done my lines?" he repaated.

** Yeog—the lines you got this afternoon,”

“ No, I haven't done them vet, Wharton."

"You're poing to do them ¥

Todd rubbed his nose for a change.

‘I don't konow, Wharton. Bulstrode has pointed out that
it 1a my duty to help the Form to stand wup for their rights.”

““It ia vour duty to abory orders, Todd."

“¥eoa, that is certainly quite correct,' assented 'ga{ld

A Splendid School Tale of Harry Wharton
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“My Unele Benjamin always told me to obey orders and
respiect constibuted authority.'

“Good for Uncle Ben! said Nugent.
Jone, then.'

 But Bulstrode said—""

" Never mind Bulstrode! Do your lines,” said Harr
Wharton. " It's the decent thing to do.  It's rotten ba
furm to rag our own Form-master,”

 Yeas, thern is sometlong in that. Buat Bolstrode——"

" Halio, who's taking my name in vain?' demanded a
Joird voice, and the burly Hemovite came into the room.
“\Yhat's up?’

Todd blinked at him.

"1 was just explainihg to Wharton my reason for not doing
tho lines, Bulstrode, I think your reasons were very good.”

“Of course they were!” said Bulstrede. * You're bound
to back up the Form."

“ Yeu, ves, of course!™

" Btuff " exclaimed Harry Wharton.
Lack up your Form captain,

" Indeed, that is very true also.”

“Rot!” said Bulstrode. * Stand by the Form, and we'll
put Mr. Quelch in his place between us. Begides, you'll pet
out of doing the lines that way.”

" Quite s0."

“TBut you don't want to be a slacker,” said Wharton.
" Wlat's a hundred lines? I've done five hundred.”

“True; I don’t want to be a slacker.”

Nugent chuckled.

“ Blessed if Todd isn't the latest edition of Mr. Facing-
both-Ways,” he remarked. **I'm interested to see how it
works out,™

' Do your lines, there's a good chap,”' said Harry Wharton.
‘]' You ecan take my word for it that it's the best thing to
o™

““Well, I would always take your word, Whartpn. My
Uncle Benjamin told me always to take the word of a chap
1 kinow to be honourable.”

1 tell you you'd better not do "em,” exclaimed Bulstrode.
“You can take my word, too, I suppose?”

Thoe Duffer of Grexfriars shook hiz head.

““MNo, Bulstrode, am sorry to say I cannot take your
word,. My Uncle Benjamin—""

' What?" roared Bulstrode.

“My Uncle Benjamin warned me never to rely upon the
word of a fellow I knew to Lave told a lie”

“"Why, you—you—-—""

"My Unele Benjamin said that a fellow who told one lie
would tell another, and that it was never safe to trust him.”

Bulstrode pushed back his cuffa.

“¥Your Uncle Benjamin seems to have given you a lot of
good advice,” he remarked. *' Did he, among other things,
caution you not to cheek a fellow who was able to wipe up
the floor with you?"”

I'vddd shook hiz head slowly.

" No,”" he replied. *'I don’t remember Uncle Benjamin to
Lave piven me any advice to that affect, Bulstrode.”

Tha Remove bully smiled grimly.

“That's unfortunate,” he remarked, ‘' because it would
have been very useful to you. Where will you have it?”

“ Havo what?"

“ My knuckles,” said Bulstrode.

" Your knuckles

id YH,’-

“But I don’t want—""

" It’s not a question of what you want, but of what you're
gﬂmﬁ to get,'’ said Bulstrode. * You've called me 2 lipr—'"

“ But you are a Har, you know,” said Alonzo, looking dis-
tressed.  “ You remember telling Mr. Quelch a lie about
the time Wun Lung's pigtail was cut off, you know. I am
aure some of the other Iaﬁnws remember.””

" What-ho " grinned Nupent.

" 80 vou seo, Bulstrode—— Oh !

Alonzo was cut short as Bulstrode’s knuckles tapped him
on the noese,

“Oh, dear!” he gasped.
brutal manner, Bulstrode,
nosa, '’ 5

* Ha, ho. ha!"" reared the juniors,

“T'm going to considerably hurt some more of you”
grinned DBulstrode.

* Really, Bulstrode—"*

Hurry Wharton strode forward and step
Alonxzo Todd. Bulstrode paused, and glare
of the Remove. .

** Stand aside " he said,

Wharton did not stir.

“What are you interfering here for " demanded Bulstrode
between lus teeth. *' Why can't you mind your own business?”

“This 18 my business. You are not going to bully Toedd
beenure he's decided to do his lines. You can lead the rest
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“Get vour lincs

“You're bound to

“ Pray do not assgult me in that
You have considerably hurt my

d in front of
at the captain

i HEK:

of tha Form by the nose if you like, and if they c'i:m::sfa
to be lod: but if » fellow chooses to have his own way he's
not going to be bullied oul of it. Todd can’t stand up Lo
you, [ can; and if you're looking for trouble come right on.

“* Hear, hear!” said Tom Brown.

Bulstrode gritted his teeth. .

Ho did not want trouble with Harry Wharton, knowing
from of old how useless it was for him to stand up to the
sturdy Remove captain. But he could not retreat now with-
out risking his new ascendency in the Foerm, and Le put up
his fists. .

Al right!” he exclaimed,

“ Jled-tine I said & voice al the deor, o

It was Wingale, the captain of Greyfriars. The big Sixth-
Former glanced at the juniors, and all signs of battle vanished
in o second. Wharton nodded to lum, and Bulstrode dropped
his hands and turned away.

Wingate smiled slightly.

“Off to bed!” he exclaimed. :
hear any row in the dormitory to-mpght, either.
be trouble if I have to come to you.”

And the Remove went to bed. Alonzo Todd caught
Wharton's sleeve as they went upstairs,

“Thank you so much!” ha said. "I really could not stand
up to 2 big chap like Bulsirode, you know ; though; of course,
I should ﬁam done my best. My Uncle Benjamin always
told me never o shirk a row, even if I were certain of being
licked."”

“UInelo Ben's a sportsman,’ grinned Wharton.

“1 am really much ﬂbliﬁﬂ] to you,” pursued Todd. "I
shall certainly write out the lines if you think it is better
to do so, Wharton™

“1 wish you would, Toddy.” ] .

“Then I certainly sghall do so. T will write them out as
carly as possible to-morrow, and take them in to Mr. Quelch
before afternocon lessons.™

o for you!” _

And they went into the dormitory, It waa one more
recruit for Harry Wharton's side; but the major part of
the Form woes with Bulstrode.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Dutten Is Pleased.
DUTTDN gat down on hiz bed to take his bools off, and

o b |

“By the way, dor’t let me
There will

he wos go occupied when Harry Wharton t-n.pped himn

on the arm. Wharton often talked to the deaf junior

out of eheer good nature; for the fellows, os a rule, did
not yearn for the delights of conversation with Willy
Dutton. Dutton was a decent fallow, and very pleasant-
tempered ;  but his afliction was an affliction to olhers as
well as himeell.

iTe looked up with a nod to Wharton, ——

“ You have some lines to-day " asked Harry, sitting down
besidnh]}ut.tnn, and beginning to remove his boots.

14 P; ?-13

“You had lines to-day

“ Yes, it wae very fine to-day,” agreed Dutton. "' I t‘hm}ght
al one time that it might rain; buot it dido't, after all”

“* Lines!” shouted YWharton,

LK 'F:h l?""l‘

“You have lines to do.”

“Yes, and I hope it will be the same to-morrow."”

There was a chuckle from the rest of the juniors, and
Bulstrode joined in it. He did not envy Wharton the tusk
of recruiting Duatton.

Harry put his head elose to Dutton’s and bawled,

* Did you have lines to-day 7™

" Certainly ; Afty.”

“ Have you done them ™7

“ Sung them? I don’t understand.”

“ Have you written them out?”

“(th, 1 see. I"-:ﬂ-.';”

" You're going to

“ How nafaﬂIFi.hﬁw them to vou when I haven't wrilten
thom out ' spid Dutton.  “ Don't be junny. you know.”

* ¥ou'ro going to write thom out 1

T pever drink stout, I'm a teototaler.’”

“ Ha, ha, ha "

“My only hat!” groaned Wharton,

“Eh? Whose erichet bat?"”

“0h, look here! Are you going to wrile yvour lines®"
Shri{]lgﬁﬂd Wharton into the ear of the deaf junior.

“Eh

“ Are you going to write out your lines?"

“Eh? Don't Hﬁﬂut-, vou know, but speak clearly. T ran
]T:a-.rl:;c:-u without your raising your voice, if you speak
clearly.””

g A?—-_; you going to write your lines ™ yelled Wharton,

“(h, my lines. No,”

Y Why not "

Rt
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¥ [lear me!" gasped the Head, as he turned his head towards the door.
“ P—please we've come,” stammered Bulstrode.

[y A - — e ) e e e b T

Y Bulstrode sayg——"

“Hane Bulstrode! Look herge—-""

“ e, | huven't a book here. L never read in bad”

ML chack ik Harey,” zatd Nogent., " Toave it tiib io-
morrow, and weite it our for him, vou know.”

Wharion shook his heatd.

ST mnke him understand, so toog as v buaes last ) he
replied. - Look here, Dutron—-—"

# Eh#"

H Bularrade i3 trvine to malie a sot amainst Mreo Quelch,
antl it's a caddish thing ta do.” eoared Wharion,

“0n, eome ! saild Doivon, “ Yeou don’t niean te a2y vou
pat radishes in stew?  DBesides, what stew are vou ialhking
abont ¥"

“ila, b, ™ )

“ L want you to weits ouf rour Lines™
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“Whatever de ail you boys want " '

[ TR o e

“Thanks, avially, Wharten, That's very diecent of vou,'

“ Whal ¥

1 hate doing lines,”" said Duallen,  “Du! 0F ypo owaod
to write out my lines, you way, of courss, and 'l take
thoem ™

** Ha, ha, ha!" welled Nugeni.

ST didn't #ay T wanted to write oul vour hinoa,™ gheisliiod
Wharion, "I never said anyiling of The so6"

“You're not afraid of being cauehry  Oh, no, T dua’s
suppose there's any risk of that,  bre. Queleh Juas piled on
s many lines fafely, and e cav’t possibly fook over thom
alk™

“I dudn't say that, vou azs 1"

“Oh. yes, they'll pasza all right ™

Wharton rosn 1o his feet looking very wragh,

T dhinle T'H give it upt be piuvoaured.

Wharton & Co.
¥ FRANK RICHARDE.
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*“Ha, ha, ha!™

“I'll bring you the paper to your study to-morrow,” said

Dutton. “T take this as really Eind of :,'gu, Wharton.”

“0Oh dear!

“Yes, I do, really, Thanks, awlully.”

Wharton plunged into bed.

He did not feel equal to the attempt to explain mattors
to Dutton.

The juniors laughed themselves almest husky. Dutton
was cvidently persuaded that Wharton wanted to do his
lines for him, and it would not he sasy to get tha idea out
of his head.

Wingate camo in and put lights out, and the Hemove
went to sleep. Harry Wharton had forgotten his tallk with
Dutton when he rose the following morning; but the deaf
junior had not forgotten it.

He smiled cheerily at Wharton as they tumbled out of bed
at the sound of the rising-bell.

Il bring the paper to your study after breakfast,
Wharton," he said,

" You'll do what 1*

“Oh, no; it won't want a lot for fifty lines.
bring enpugh,”” said Dutton.

“You ass!"

“Oh, no, you won't have time to write them out before
going into elass; better leave it till after morning lessons.
That will be in time.”

“ Oh, suffecate him, somcbody I

Ei E']?”

“Go and eat cole !

“Borry you spoke? Oh, rats! You've undertaken to do
the lines now, and you can't get out of it. I call ‘al]l the
feflows to witness,” said Dutton warmly.

“IMear, hear!’ shouted tha Removites,

“Ila, ha, ha ™

" ¥You hear thot, Wharton 77

li'..-rlr_r::-::. here, you awful chump—"

:IEI':EF’?H said anything about writing your silly lines,”
I tell you I didn’t say I'd write anything out for voun.”

“0Oh, you were only joking? Al ri{._,r t; I don't mind a
oke, o long as you write the lines,” said Dutton good-
winouredly, ** That's the important thing.”

Wharton gasped and gave it up.

The Remove went down. After Ereakfast Dutton, as good
a8 his word, brought some sheets of blank foolscap and &
cony of the Acneid to study No. I, and left them on the
table. Harry Wharton found them there when he looked
into the study. He glanced at the Virgil, and eaw W.
Dutton written on the title-page.

' My only hat!"” he ejeculated.

Mr. Quelch -was very good-tempered that morning in the
Form-room. Perhaps he realised that he had been very harsh
with the Remave the previous day, and he wanted to make
up for it. Hia kindness of manner made Harry Wharton
incre than plad that he had refused fo be drawn into any
scheme for the discomfiture of the Form-master.

It had o very different effect on Bulstrode,

* Quelch is wenkening,” he muttered to Bhinner,

Skinner nedded,

“Looks like it,”! he agreed.

“Bee, he can see us talking, and he's pretending to look
enother way,” grinned Balstrode,

“He's in o geod femper now,' said Ogilvy,

“Rars! He knows he's given us a chance., and that we
carn make him sit uE if we like,” gsaid Bulstrode scoffingly.

*Weil, perhaps that's it.”

“Of course that's it,"”

Bulstrode was a3 carcless and impertinent that Morning
as he dared to be, but Mr. Quelch was very patient. His
patience. however, had only the offect of convincing Bul-
strode that he folt unsure of himself, and that it would be
enfe to carry out the scheme that had been planned in the
tuckshop the previons daw.

After lergons, as Harry Wharton went out inta the passoge
Dutton tapped him on the choulder with a friendly smjle.

"L put the paper and the book in vour study,” he aid,

“Oh, vou ass!"

“You have to do the first fiffy lines, that's all.”

“¥ou frabjous duffer!”

(1] I’l:l.t-.:.'-:

* ¥You blithering ass !

“¥es, they'll pass all right. I'm awfully obliged to vou,
Wharton,” -

And Dutton walked away whistling.
stared after him.

"What on earth shall T do?" he exclaimed.

“Ha, ha, ha! Yoo'd better write ount the lines."” said
Russell. " That's easier than arguing it out with Dutten.”

“ What-ho I" grinned Nugent.
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And Harry Wharton thought so himeelf on refieetion. He
wrote out the lines accordingly, and handed them to Dutton,
who tool them in to Mr. Quelch. And if the Form-master
tioticed an;r..'thingk amiss with the handwriting, be did neb
make sny remark about 1t

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Rehellion !

Mr Queleh’s veiee siopped the bully of the Remove,

as tho Form filed out aiter the last lesson that day.

It was another hot afterncon, and the juniors were

anxious to ﬁet out of doors. Bulstrode scowled a litiloe
25 he stopyeed,

“Yes, sir,” he said, L

“1 think I gave you an imposition vesterday, Bulstrode?

“Yes, gir.”

“"Ta it ready

“ Ng, sir.” ; !

“1t should have been handed tc me belore this eaid
Mr. Quoleh, * There were also a number of other jmposi-
tions. All of them should be handed to me by tea-time this
cvening, You hear me?” = g

“ Yoz, sir,” said a dozen voiees in chorus.

“Tf vou please, sir——"" began Bulstrode.

“That will do, Bulstrode. on ¢an go.'”’

The juniors left the Form-roon. y

Some of the conepirators were looking a little dubious
now. It was all very well to conspire among thomsclves,
borrowing courage of one another, but it was differcnt when
it came to feeing the cold, clear eyes of Mr. Quelch,

A-goad many of the juniors began to doubt whether they
would have nerve cnough to earry the schema through,

But Bulstrode had no doubts,

If only for the purpose of scoring off Harry Wharton, he
was determined to make a success of his scheme.

“ Looks like trouble for some of ns,”” Trever remarked.

“Not if we all stand together,” ssid Bulstrode.

“Wharton's against us,” said Hussell.

Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders. i ]

“Eet him be! Wharton isn’t the big panjandrum he
wounld like to make out. We can get along very well
without Wharton.”

“It'a risky,” said Lacy.

“Who's n%mid i

“Oh, I'm not afraid ™

“I'm game,” said 'Dgih'a;. *anly—-"" . .

“ Look here, evervbody knows we're backing up against
Quelch,” said Bulstrode.  We can’t back down now. We
can't get the lines done in time now unless wo hurry them
through, and let all the fellows see us eating our words,
Are you Et}i:a%’ io play the giddy goat in that way "

Well, ne’

“ ¥aith, and ye're right, Bulstrode.”

“ Let's stick it out,” said Skinner,

*‘Hear, hear!” .

And the conspirators determined to *stick it out.” After
all, Bulstrode was the ringleader, and in case of trouble
he would get the worst of the punishment. And if he did
not falter, the rest were bound to go on,

Alonzo Todd had written out his lines and handed them
in; but, with the exception of Harry Wharton and his
chums, Todd was the only one to do so—excepting, of coursze,
Dutton whose lines had been weitten for him,

Thare were fifteon juniors, at least, in the scheme, and
they were numerous enough to keep one another in counten-
anee, and to make an impressive show ggainst Mr. Quelch
if the matter came hefore the Head—as Dulstiode was de-
termined that it should.

At tea-time some of the fellows were looking uneasy, but
Bulstrade kept up & very bold front.

Mot o line had been written,

Mr. Quelch was in his study, whore hie somelimes had hia
Hﬁi Troticr, the page, brought in his tray and et it on the
tanle.

Mr. Quelch looked at his wateh.

1t was time some of the Removites had come in with their
lines, Mr. Quelch might regret that he had been so liberal
with those lines:; but having imposed them, he intended {o
have them written.

[le was not the kind of master fo forget an jmposition—
that waz only & way to make the boys regard :uch punish-
ments with indifference, and to malke it necessary ta have
recourse 10 the cane.

Mr. Queleh finished his tea, and rang for Trotter.

It was now half-pust six, and most of the Romovites must
have had their tea by that time.

It was clear that the lines had been forgotlen, or
neglected.

i BULSTR,{}DE B

Talo of H harton
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Trotter mads his appearance, and gathered up the tea-
things on dlie tray. )

Y Kindly send Blaster Bulstrodo to me, Trotter,” sard Ar.
Qucleh,

“ Yes, sir™

The page relired. .

It a few minutes dhere was a sound of foolsteps 1n the
passace. . My, Queleh looked up from hiz book and listencd.

Buisirode was, evidently, not coming alond.

There was a lnock at the door—not a timid rap, but a
loud kneck. Mr. Quelch compressed his Lipa,

“ Clome in,”' ho satd,

The door opened, o

Bulstrode came into the study, and a ¢rowd of juniors
were al his heels.  Some of them hung back in the passage,
and dome lesitated in the doorwav. But five or six followed
the burly Removite beldly into the study.

Mr. Quelch raised his cyebrows.

*1 sent for you, Bulstrode,” he said. :

“ You, i, suppose il is about the lioes, sir?"

Y it Tight."”

“ Az the others are in the same boat—I mean, as ther all
hed lines to do, they all came with me, sir,” said Bulstrode.

“Vory welll ¥ou have done the lines, 1 suppose?”

“ No, sir"’

Mr. Quclelh's brow confracted.

“¥You have not done them *"

“No, gir.”

“ And you have come in a body to tell me s0?”

“Yoes, sir.” _

“1 do not understand this, Bulstrode. Did I not dis-
tinetly order you to have the lines ready to present te me by
tea-time ¥

* You did, siv.”

“ And yet you have not dons them?"

“Wa have not done them, sic”

“All of vou?"

“ All of us, sir.”

Mr. Quelch's eves glinted.

“May T ask you to explain why, Bulstrode?"

Bulstrode's heart beat faster for a moment, DBub he toolk
his courage in both hands, as it were, and replied:

“ Certainly, sir. We have talked the maticr aver, and wo
think that you were very hard on uws, air."”

““ What 1" ‘

“Woe appeal to the Head, sir™

Mr. Quelch started from his chair. i

The look upon his face made the juniors wish themaclves
well sut of the study. But it was ioo late to retreat now,

“You appeal to tha Head, Bulstrode?"

* Yeq, sir,” snid Bulstrode, as firmly as he could.

“ Arainst me?”

“It is our right, sir.  Vernon-Smith “was nl‘]and“h}
appeal to the Head—it's an ofd custom of the school, sir.

“T pm gquite aware of that. Are all the cthers here of the
same mind ¥

“ All, sir.” 1

“ Lot them reply for themaelves.” Mr. Quslch’s
eves awept over the assembled juniors. “ Lo you al
to appesl to the Head?™ 3 ;

% Yes, sir,” said the crowd with one voice.

“ Very well. 1t is your right. You know your way to the
Heod's study,” said Mr. Quelch grimly. '~ He i3 there now.
Go there, and kindly explain to him."

“ Pigte—""

“ Mot a word more, Bulstrode. Go to the [Head, and ex-
plain to him that you have not done the lines imposed by
me, and give him yoeur reaspns. You have elocted to appaal
to the Head., ¥ou shall do sao. Close the deor, please.'

And Mr. Guelch waved hie hand imperatively to the daor.

The juniors crowdad out,

Bulstrode closed the door. % 3

Tho crowd stopped in the passage., And il i3 safe to soy
that 2 more dismaved and uneasy crowd uever filled a
passage at Greyfriars before.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
The Appeal io the Head.

BELETRD[}E was silent. He did nol exactly koow what

imlet-
wish

tu de, or what to say. He had led the rebellious
Removites into this pass; but how o lead them out
ngain ke did oot quite know. e stood with a puzzled
frown on his face. The weaker apirits among the rebeis
wero already expressing regret and alarm.
HThis is oa ripping position, I don't think " Laecy re-
marked,  “ What's the noxt move in the game, Bulatrode?"
i Looks to me like a licking all round,'" said noop.
“ Mozt ikely.™ i
“ otter dave taken Wharlon's advice." .
“ Cherry, and Nugent, and Brown have hepl out of i,
oo ! growled Morgan. * We'd have shown more sonse (o
do the same, look rou.”
“ Yoa. rather!™
Tur Maswer Licnapt.—No, 120,
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Bulstrode looked round with a bitter simile,

“ Getting frightened already ¥ he sacered.

“Yeu're frightened voursell,” said Stofl.

“It's a liel™

“Well, vou look it."” : :

“We're sl right,” said Bulstrode, recovering his courngs,
sofiewhat, as he saw the signs of falling sway on ail sides
of him. * You remember that fellow, Verpon-Smith, ap
pealed to the Head against Quelch, and he seored.®

“One swallow doean't make a summoer,”” retorted Ogilvy.
“ Begides, there was cecret influence at work 1 ¥ernon
Smith's case." .

T Rats?! YWe're in the right. ain't we?"

“Wall, you say we are.’

“ Don't you thenk so yourself, ass?" ’

“ Blessed if T know. I know I dan't want to do the lincs,
if that's what you mean, snd I suppose that's really whal's
the matter with all of s .

“ Nothing's happened that I don't expect,” said Dl
strode. *1—"

“* {Oh, draw it mild "

“ Come off 1"

" Checse that I"

“¥ tell you I expocted Quelch to cut up rough. Perhaps I
thought ha'd take ws inte the Head's study and accuse us,
and give us a chance of squashing him.”" . A

“ He's too jolly cute for that,” said Ogilvy. * He's left it
to us to breuk it to the IMead. We've got to march in nud
complain of our Forip-master, That's very different from
answering up to him if he took us in thera.”

“Yes, rather!" said Hagzvldens. *“It's a bit rotien e
eomplain of one’s Form-inaster, apyway.”

“What-ho " .

“I1e's only trying to put us in the wrong,” said Bulslrodr,
dosperately. "It will work out all right if you stick Lo

ether."’ )
e Well, we'll do that,” said IHazeldens. " We're in loo
deep to wriggle out now, and either Quelch has got to gel
it in the neck, or we've got {o.”

A A0 e

aith, and ye're rignt ! o

“ Well, then, ni'rn::-p whining, and let’s buck up,” said Bulstrode
scornfully. ““We've got to cpen the ball, that's all. We've
got no choice now, anyway, so Jet's get on.

“0h, all right!" ]

And Bulstrode marched off towerds the Head's study, and
the juniors followed hiwi, fecling a great deal like 3o many
lamba going to the slaughter.

Bulstrode's promisze that they should score over the Form.
master seemed oxtremely doubtful of fulfilment pow; bul,
as Hazeldene said, they were in tpo deep for retreat. The
foolish game had to be played out to the end,

Rulstrode tried to keep up an appearance of perfoct non
chalance, but he could not quite hide his uneasiness as le
koocked at the door of the Head's study.

W (Came in ! ealled out the deep voice of the Head.

The juniors went in. o . )

Dr. Locke looked considerably surprised al finding his
study invaded by fourteen or filteen members of the Lower
Fourth Form. :

He gazod inguiringly at the juniors.

“Df&r II!'IE!F'[ ho ﬂtlaimcd. “ Whatever do you boy:
want "

Somo of thoe juniors nudged Bulstrode. He was the spolias-
man, and ne ono had any intention of relieving him of Lis
task.

Bulstrode cleared his throat.

“ We've come, sir—"" he began.

Thore Le stopped.

Dr. Locke nodded.

“Yes" he said good-humouredly, I can see Ehal son
have come, DBulstrode. That is really self-evident. What
I wish to know is, what you have come for.” .

Bulstrode turned vory red. The unhappy rebels all Juok i
at the floor, and wished that it would open and awallow
them ujp.

“qfj—if yon please, 3ir——'" stammered Bulstrode.

“Well ?

“ W ea—wo've come——'

il ?L"‘ﬁ.”

“ B.Mr. Quelch s-s-sent us, sir." y

“Tess my soul!™ exclaimed Dr. Locke, in astonmbmen!
“Whatever have you bocn doing, to make Mr. Queleh sond
ED‘I'HIH.'I'I 3 ﬂ% you to me to be caned !

The Iead rose, and took a came fram his desk,

“ Very wall,” he said. * You frat, Bulstrode.™

Bulstrode nearly cholied.

=]l didn't—""

r

1t
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The Head's mistake was natural. Mr. Quelch never sent
boys in to him except to be caned, and though he was sur-
prised at the number of the delinguents, he had no doubts
on the subject. He signed to Bulstrode to stand forward.

* Come, come, Bulstrode. It is useless for vou to say that
you did not do whatever it 13 Mr. Quelch desires me to
punish you for. 1 cannot listen to you.”

* But, ]--J—"

* Hold out your hand, Bulstrode.”

" But, sjp—"

" Lome, come, you are wasting my time,” said the Head,
frownming.

* But, siv, Mr. Quelch dido™ send us here to be caned !
li:i:l'.:?]ilii:]ﬂ'd Eulstrode, jerking out the words in a breathless

BITY,

“YWhat 1"

L] 115'&_;“,& s e "

“1 fail to understand you, Bulstrode.™

" We—we came of our own uccord, sir—"

" You stated just now that Mr. Queleh had sent you—""

" 2o he did, gir"”?

The Head looked decidedly impatient,

“ Bulstrode, try to bo lucid. ou say 1in one breath that
¥ou canme of your own record, and in the next that Mr.
Q'::'i{:h sent vou. Both statements cannot be correct.”

ca, Eir.

* Will you explain to me at onee i’

“ ¥ ou=-you soo, sir——"" gtpinmered Bulstrode.

I do not see in the least”

“ We—we caunic to appoal Lo you, sir—"

" To appeal to me?’

“¥es, mir To appeal—""

“I' you mean to say
exont '’ said De. Locke. ¥
wiesier in the first place. ™ _

Bulstrode's face was erimson, and the other fellows stood
shifting and fidgeting uneasily. It seemed as if the Head
waolld never understand.

" No, eir, it's not that, We—wea're appealing to wyou
wraingt Mr. Queleh,” Bulstrode burst out desperately. * An
sppeal to the Head, sir.  It's our right.”

Dir. Locke's fare hardened.

“You are E-%!}Eu]ill'lﬁ' to me a.ggafn.st your Form-master 1"
" Yo sir, Vernon-Smith did when hs was hers.”
“¥ou are within your rights, Bulstrode, in doing so; and
1 trust your nefion will be justified,” said the Head grimly.
“ Kindly acquaint me with the facts of the case, and as
brieliy ‘ze possible.”
“Very well, sir. It was yesterdav afternoon. Mr.
Quedch lost his temper owing ta the hot weather, and—"
*¥ou must not make such & statément as that, Bulstrode.

It you are impertinent I shall cene you, and dismiss the
maiter.”

“ Well, gir, he gave us three thousand lines ™

“He gave you what?”

“ Three thousand lines among ws in one afternoon, sir.”

Timﬁ Head pursed his lips. ,

“H'm! That may only mean that vou wers unruly, and
that Mr. Quelch was obliged to ddal out extraordinary
punishments, Bulstrade., In fact, I have very little doubt
that such was the eaze™

Bulsirode wag decidedly dises d. ;
he had Hoped for. F < uragc This was not what

But ha stuck to his guns. As a matter of fact, thers was
no help for it now. The rebels realised that they had either
to make their tale good, or face the consequences. And the
expression on the doctor™ fuce seomed to hint that the
consequences would not be pleasant.

" All the fellows will back me up in saving that we—we
played up—I meoan, we behaved ourselves well, sir,”® said
Balstrode. ''We're not the only fellows who were punished

rou want leave, or an oxtra
ou should apply to your Form-

*.-i'--l"--'l—-'i'- o e e e i o i i et et e, B i i i il i A ol A i it i il e g ol el

¥

for nothing. There were a lot of others—nearly all the
Form, sir, in fael”
“ But. the others, apparently, have not chosen to com-

plain.”
:“ gi:m were afraid fo, siv,”’ said Bulstrode boldly.
& i -E ¥
Y They were aniraid Mr. Quelch would be down on them,
sir, 1f they claimed the right of an appeal to the Head.”
. Locke pursed his lips.

“You have chosen te appeal to me,” he zaid at last. I
have no choice but to look into the matter; but if this iz an
idle mm’plamh Bulstrode, wou will be sorry for having
mads it?

“I know you will do us justice, =ir."”

“ Perhaps that will not be agrecable to you, however”
said the Head caustically. * Bul fo resume. Give me the

ngmes of all the boys who were punished by Mr. Quelch the
aanto afterncon.'

Bulstrode started.

“ But, sir—"

“"¥You heard me, Bulstrode—*

“But, sir, the—the others have not complained, and—""

““And I wish to know why.”

““It was because they were afrnid to, sir”?

“1 am afraid I cannot gecept your opinion on that as
final, Bulstrade. Kindly give me the nomes.'

““I—I don’t think I ean remember them gl), sie.”

“Very well, Give me what you remembeor.”

Bulstrode bit his lip.

”':l:he-rﬂ—thera wae Brown, sir, and—and Mark Linley

The Head looked a little surprised. He knew that Linley,
at all events, very seldom had an imposition to do.

::%ﬁwgﬂmra was Dutton—and Todd—and Dunter—7"

ell ?
E‘“.ﬁﬁud Eherry and MNugent and Inky—~I mean Hurrea
1Ty ot -

"E:*’m:.r more "

" And Wharton, sir,” said Bulstrode.

The Head mada a note of the names on a slip of paper.
He rang the bell, gave the paper to Trotter, and told him to
bring the juniore at ance to the study.

Then he turned to his desk again: and the juniors waited.
The Head's look was very grave. Bulstrode had given him
o list of the top boys in the Remove; if Harry Wharton &
Co. had been punished, az well ap Bulstrode and his
set, 1t certainly showed that.Mr. Queleh had beon on the
war-path that afternacn, at all events.

There was silence in the study till & tap was heard at the
door, and Harry Wharton & Cn}.' cLme imp

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Something Llke a Fiasco.

ARRY WHARTON glanced at PBulstrode and his
H followers, as they stood crowded together before the
Head's desk. sorrier-looking band of rebels had

.. certainly never been seen under the sun. All the
Juniors except Bulstrode wished themselves well out of it:
and aven the Remove bully was extremely doubtful now. If
Harry Wharton backed him up, things would probebly take
a favourable turn. But Wharton had alrcady declared his
intention of standing by his Form-master, 'l-farry had left
no doubts upon that point; his warning had been plain
enough, and Bulstrode & Co. knew what to expect.
The Head raised his eyes and looked over the juniors as

they came in.

“ You sent for us, sir,” said Wharton,

“Yes, Wharton. Buiafrt}de has appealed to me, against
a certain punishment inflicted by his Form-master vester-
day afterncon. I understand that you end the rest shared
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Bulstrode made a terrific blow at the imaginary wasp with his book. It Tell oo Mr. Queich's back with a force

that made him stagger.

 What—what—how dare you ? " gasped the Form-master, .

thiz punishment, which PBulstrode declares was un-
dererved.”

“Veas, sir.”

“ Do vou declare that it was undesorved, Wharton "

Y Certainly not, sir.”

“Did you have a large imposition 1"

“ The i,a.rges!: of all, sir—five hundred lines.”

Dr. Locke started.

“ That was very heavy, Wharton."

" Yas, pir.’”"

“ For what fault did Mr. Quelch impose this imposition 1"

“ Tmpertinence, sir."

The Head locked very hard at Harry Wharton. The
captain of the Remove made the reply with perfect calm-
ness,

“That 13 certeinly very frank of you, Wharton,” said
Dr. Locke, after a pauvse. " Bo vou were mpertinent to
Mr. Queleh "

“Yes, sir. I did not really mean to be disrespectful, but
iI' z:"! nfm;d we were all feeling out of sorts, and we had a
ittle rag.’

“Ahl A rag, I believe, 13 & i::rkﬂ woried in concert by
# number of persons, for the sake of—of what you would
call tuking & risc out of someone,”

* Exactly, sir”

(M what nature was this rag 7"

*We pretanded to thank Mr. Quelch very gratefully wheu
ke gave us lines, sir.™

The Head eould not help smiling.

" And you found that very amusing, did you?”

** Well, sir, I'm afraid we meant to make Mr. Quelch

Tre Maiaver Lisrany.—No, 129.

waxy—ahem !'—I mean, in & bad temper, sir. I donr’t
excuse it, sir. I suppose we got what we desarved.”

“1 em glad you are able to see it in that light, Wharton.
You think, then, that you deserved the punishment Mr.
Quelch imposed " L

T think. sir, that T should be willing to lesve that to
Mr. Quelch to decide. He has always been just.'

“Very good, Wharton. And you, Cherry,
gatisfied with the justice of your punishment "

“Yes, sir.”

“ And you, Nugent ¥’ ]

“1 suppose Mr. Quelch knows best, sir."”

“ Quite 0. And you, Bunter I

Billy Bunter blinked reprovingly at Bulstrode & Co
through his big glasses HE:: saw that the tide was going
against Bulstrode, and he was very pleased to be on the
winning side,

By this time the fat junior had persuaded himself that
he had been backing Mr. Quelch up all the time, and he
was focling vory yirtuously scornful towards Bulstrode.

“ Certainly, sir,” he majd. *'I snid sll along that Mr
Cueleh was in the right, sir, and I used all my influence in
tiie Form to stop this, sir."

** Ahem

“ I think it's the duty of a junior to back up constituted
authority,” said Bunter, who could not possibly take a vir-
tuous role without becoming priggish. °° We're sent hoie to
lenrn, sir, not to rebel against our kind teschers. 1 am
azhamed of Bulstrode, and I hope he will get into o hetter
fIrJl-:l.tl't; of mind, and try to become more like me and ¥
riends. "

Brée you
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Bulstroda glured, and the Head coushsd.
* That will do, Bunter. Brown, are vou sabished®™
“Quito, s’
““And vou, Linloy?™
© I have no coloplaint to male, sip.”
2 What do you say, Hurree Singl?"
The punishfulness was for the talkfulness in tho honour-

able class, sir,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur. ** The talkful- .

ness wai thoe accomplished fact, and the punishfulness
fﬂ{lm\'&d. There is no complainfulness,”

y ‘E’Br{ good! And you, Todd?
T;ééh'b’al, gir, T did not like doing the lines,” said Alenzoe

" But Wharton explained to me that T cught to do
them, to back Mr. Quelch ujp, sir”

* Bhut #’:. you ass ! whispered Wharton fercely.

The Duifer of Greyfriars looked at him in wonder.

“ But you said, Wharton—""

The Head intarruptnd.

" 8o Wharton told you you oughi to back up vour Forw-
master, Todd "

U Yes, sir. I am afraid if is too late now, Wharken. You
%r'i ﬂ{?;ﬂktﬂll ﬂiﬁ that T'il; 1;; 3 mnt.i or I would n:ili have told

. & ¥ uncle jarsin always impressed wpon me
to keep a sooret faithfully, ﬂ in this case, vou did not teil
ma it was one,'

“ YTou as!"

*You frabjous chump!” murmured MNnugent.

- Reully —* :

“ Clome, come, silence!” said the Head. * You took thia

excellont advice, Todd, and decided to support your Form-
mastar."

“ Yes, sir,” said Alonzo. “ Bulatrode thought the punish-
ment was unjust, and Wharton thought I had better do it,
and, as he protected me from Bulstrode's violence, I thought
I would take his advice.”

The doctor’s aye gleamed upon Bulstroda for a moment.

“ So Bulstrode threatened you with violance, did Le?”

* If you please, sir—"" began Bulstrode.

“ Bilenos, Bulstrode, I think I am begioping to see lhow
this matter really lies,” said .the Head. * Go on, Todd!"

“ I really have no more to say, sit. 1 am sorry to fail o back
up Bulstrode, but it is impossible to take two sides at onca. T
hope Bulstrod: will seé thet, and will not bear malice.
Besides, T think that it is very probuble that if Mr. Quelch
were induced to resign his position hers, we might get a
worse Form-mastor, so upon the whola—"

* Whoe has been talking about Mr. Quelch resigning his
posthion here!” asked Dr. Looke, very quietly.

* You sea, sir, we discussod it, and——— Oh '

* What *"'

(44 ﬂﬁ. !ll

* What are you making those ridienlons noiscs for, Todd *"

“Ow! Bomshody kicked ma, sir—quits by accidenl, 1 am
sure, but it hurt me considerably.”

* Did you kick Todd, Bulstrode."

* N-no, sir."

' Are you sure?"

*I—I might have pushed against him, sie!” stmomered
Bulstrode.

* Btand further. back, Bulstrode."

T Yes, mri{" _

" Now go on, Todd. 8o it was suggested that Mr. Quelch
might resign his position hers in conssquence of this?"
. "1 hope I am not latting any secrets out,”™ said Todd, look-
ing round norvously, * ¥You did not wish me to keep this
mocrat did vou, Bulstrode®"

The Romove bully gritted his teeth,

Thora was no stopping the innocent babbling of the Duffor

of Greyfriars, and the wholo scheme was sure to comne to light
now.

“{o on, Todd!"
Y Yes, sir. We discussed i, sir, and Wharton was against
it. I only wanied to do what was right, -and T am surn
Bulstrode underatands that. My uncle Benjamin always told
me fo do what was right and risk misunderstanding, sie—-""

“ Kindly keep to the point. Am I to underatand that tiis
whole affair iz a schomne for cansing trouble to Mr. Quelsh—a
st made againgt o Form-master by certain mombors of Lis
Form¥"

Tordd rubbed his nose.

" Bulstrode can reply to that gquestion better than T can,
sir,” Do said. T am surn Bulstrods knows better, as ke wa:
tha oriminator of the whole schame.

Tiha Head looked at Dulstrode,

“ Pleasa answar, Bulstrode,” ha said.

*The Removo bully locked sullen.

“T1 only wanted fair play,” lin said.

“You sha!l have that,'" snid the Head guietly. " 1 havo
yuostioned all these bove, who were alse punished, and—stavy,
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I._ﬂt'lﬂl{ I did not guostion ¥oul, Dotkon, You wers purl;i:;lti}r]
with the rest vesterday aftornoon '™

1 had no tino for o rest, sie," said Dutton.  ** You soo,
we wore dotained in the Formeroom until ivs o'clocle”

" ¥You wera punished by Mre Quelch?”

" MNo, sir”

“ Bulstrode zave me vour name as ono who was punished.
Ara you sure tahatl you wero not given gn imposibion by br,
Quelch ™

Mo, sir

“ What ™'

“And I do not like shellfish, anywax."

* Bhellfish 1" said the [Head faintly. ** What is tho matter
with _the boy™

* Quite so, sir: T nover touch them."

* You—you. never touch what?"

* Whetks, sir"

* Whelks "' gasped the Head.

" Yas, sir '?dﬂn't. lika them."

" Boy, I did not apeak to you about whelks.
You are doaf ™ ha Head raised his voice
Qualch punish vou yesterday afterncon?”

“Oh, yes, sizl”

“* Have you any complaint to make?"'

“ I have never tried it, sir.”

Y VWhat?

* But I like currant coke, and Clenoa cake—""

“ Cake—cake! I did not ssy anything about cake. Upon
the whole, [ think it i3 unnecessary to quastion Dutton,™ said
the Hond. * Mow, Bulstrods, your complaint has not been
supported by the rest. The boys who were least likely to
deserve the punishment have scknowledged that the punish-
ment was just. Todd has fortunately admitted that the whols
complaint and appeal to me 13 & acheme for revenge upon
Idr. Cuelsh—for that 13 what it amounts to.”

*If you please, sir—"'

“ You have said quite emough, Bulstrods. T can seo the
vicle matter very clearly now. You hava been Lrying to
taka an unfair advantago of your Form-master. Thess other
brays who have supported vou I will excuss, because I fesl
convinead that they were lad inte this by you. You, how-
ovar, I cannot excuse.* The punishments imposed by M.
Queleh are confirmed by me—you hear?! All of vou may go
but Bulstroda. I have a fow worda to spoak to Bulstrode.”

Tha jumiors left the study.

Bulstrode stayed behind.

The ' faw words " the Haed had to speak to him wera
spparently emphatic ones, for when Bulatrods came out of
tne study he was wriggling in a most expressive way, and
rubbing his hands h&ﬁf togethor, and ho roplied oniv with
surly grunts to the comforting remarks his friends tried to
makca.

I consider them unhealthy.'’

Ah. T foreok!
" Did M.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bulstrode Means Mischief,

HAT cvening there was a rush to get the lines done,
: In hali the studies in the Remove passage, and in
the common-room, juniors weta husg.* with their lines.
The plot had fallen {hrough, and the impots had to
ba written out aftar all They had to be handed in that
avening, and tha work was pressing.  Doleful juniors wont up
and down borrowing foolscap, and sat at tablas scribbling
away for deae life. Ay for Bulstrode, he had fallen from hiu
high eatate as leader of the rebels. The rebels—rebels oo
longar-—seoffed ak him. Harry Wharton came in for somn
black looks, but e was much move popular than Dulstrode.
The latter hed a rather trying tuna that ovening.
When he cama inte tha junior common-room with a packet
of foclscep andar his arm, there was o howl of derision,
Yo ers g isi
“ Hors's the conquering hero 1"
Y Hara's tha guddy rebel !
“ Tacked. Bulstrode?”
H Berve Rime jelly well vight!™
“ Afight have all beon lickad ™
Hulstrode scowled round upon his davisive fallawars,
** Oh, ahut up! he oexclavmed. * It would have lLesn all
riglilrt if Wharton had backed us up, instead of turning against

g,

“ Ha dadn't turn against ws' said Ocilvy. ™ Ha {old you
all along that Le wouldn't have a hand in tha Dusiness 1

“0OF covrss he did™

“ Fah, and wa all heard b intirely 1™

Y e vaght Lo have stood by ous, and then it would have
Loan ali rig}li,” sad Balstrode, between fus feath,

Well, vou know what ho told you, and if his aupport was
necessary, you should have eriad off i time, when you Luew
vOu cou Et*lta't pob i growled Lacy

¥ os, rathor

“You chump, Balstrode”

Wnarton & Ca.

By FRANK D3

RICHA



" ¥ou ass "

* ¥ou fathead "

“Go and eat cokel™

" Pah—jal

Bulstrode clenched his fists, as if half-inclined to run amock
among the Kemovites, But he restrained himself, and eat
down at o corner of the hig table, and began ta do his lines,
The sight of Bulstrode doing the lines he had loudly declared
he would not do excited further derisive remarks, which he
pretended not to hear.

When Havry Wharton came in, Bulstrode gave him a fierce
stowl. The captain of the Remove grinned at the sight of
the juniors scribbling away.

“"Go it!" he said. ** You might have taken your time
over 1t if you had started earlier.”

“ We depended on that fathead Bulstrade,’” said Qgilvy.

" More ass youl"

“The ass-fulness is terrifiet”

" ¥ou ought to have backed us up, Wharton 1

“In ragging the best master in the school 1** said Wharton.
' Not much] You were a set of asses to think of such a
thing, and you deserved worse than you've got.”

“T say, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter, ** Bulstrode has
got you into & hole, you know, and it would be anly fair to
make him stand a feed, in compensation. I would help with
the Bhﬁpgtﬂg’, and the cooking, too, if you like.”

* Ha, ha, hat”

“¥ou hear that, Bulstrode—— Ol 1"

A book flew through the air, well simed by Bulstrede, and
it :‘y]:ght the Owl of the Remove on his faf chin, He gave
& voil

t ﬂw} Who threw that book?!

“I did! said Bulstrode.

" Lid you chuck it at me on purpose?” roared Bunter.

:‘ Yeos, T di-rl.l..”

g Oh, all right,” said Bunter, in & more subdued tone.

I—1 only wanted to know, vou know.”

Hu!s_tmdn grumted, and returned to his waork., Alonzo Todd
came i, and looked round, then ambled over to Bulstrode,
and tapped him on the shoulder. The burly Removite looked
up from his work with a growl,

“What do you want, confound wou "’

“I'm g0 gorry, Bulstrode,”

The Bemove bully looked at him grimly. He knew how
much he owed te the Duffer's indiscreet revelations in the
Heuad's study.

:‘{.'lh, you're sorry, are you?' he said.

‘Yes, very sorry,” said Todd., * Upon reflection, it has
oceurred to me that perhaps I was a little too confidential
ta the Head. He may have picked up from me that you were
the ringleader in the set against Mr, Quelch.”

* Oh, he may, may he?”

“¥es. I think it is sible.”

“Ha, he, ha!™ ruaragl}uﬂﬁﬂh Cherry.

oddy. ™

Todd locked distressed.

“I'"'m so sorry,” he said. **I reallv had no intention of
cavsing trouble for you, Bulstroda. I hear you have been
caned. It is very unfortunate,”

14 will be unfortunate for somebody,” sald Bulstrode.

“1 trust you do not harbour feelings of revenge,' said
Tedd. “My TUncle Benjamin always told me that it was
wrong fo harbour feelings of revenge,”

“Oh, get out.”

* But I assure you—""

" Buzz off,™

“That I am sorpy—=->="

" Leave me alone.”

" Bo sorry——
rgtﬁr:[fmdﬁ clutched up the inkpot, and Alonzo beat o hasty

at.

The Remove bully went on with his work., The word had
gone forth that the impositions were all to be handed in
before bed-time, or there would be trouble. One by one, as
they completed their lines, the delinguent juniors téok them
in to Mr. Quelch in his study.

RBulstrodo was the last.

The Remove bed-time was half-past nine, and at twenty-
five minutes past nine Bulstrode had not taken in his impot.

Mr. Quelch was waiting for it

The Form-master glanced at his watch, when it indicated
twenty-nine minutes past. Ho rose and took down a cane.

Thera was a tap at his door.

“Come in,” rapped out the Remove master,

Bulstrode entered, and laid his task on the table,
held out as long as he dared. Mr. @
and looked hard at Bulstrode.

“Tt's barely possible,

He had
ueleh laid down the cane,

My imposition, sir,” said Bulstrode,
“ Very well, Bulstrode.”
The Hemove bully left the study., Bkinner was waiting for
him in the passage. The school clock was striking half-past,
and the Remove were going up to bed.

" Just saved vour bacon," said Skinner.

Bulstrode scowled.
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“ ¥es, that's all mght.” ] )
‘' Blessed fiasco, the whele business,” said Skinner con-
solingly. "1 had my doubts from the first, you remember.

. gnn"'!, remember anything of the sort,” said Bulstrode
savagely, **and you don’t, either. ¥You were hand in glove
with me from the start.” :

“Well, it's ended rottenly enoogh, and the worst of it wea
that ass Todd gi-.ring you away as he did. That was what
got vou the lcking.'
. Bulstrode ground his teeth.

1 know it was. I owe all this to Todd, and Wharton—
and Quelch! I'll make them gorry for it, too, all of them.

“1 don’t see how you'll manage it. You could lick 'ijgi
and perhaps Wharton; but 1 suppose you're not thinking
n.}skirii Eﬁh‘. Quelch to have it out in the gym. " And Skinner
chue ;

“Don't be an ass!” growled Bulstrode. ‘' There are more
ways than one of killing a cat, 1'm not going to take this
Iv¥ing down, anyway,'”

And ‘he tramped up the stairs.

In the dovmitory there were some gloomy faces. Alonzo
Todd looked most concerned of all,  When the Dufier 53
Greyfriars put his foot in it very badly, he generally reali
the fact when it was too late to amend it, and then nobody
could he sorrier for the damage done.

Unfortunately, belated regrets could not undo the caning
Bulstrode had had. But, quite contrary te his usual custom,
Bulstrode appeared now to have forgotten an injury. Ha
cleared his face as he entered the dormitery, and gave Todd
a cheerful ned.

Alonzo looked greatly relieved., s

“T'in so sorry, Bulstrode,’” he said, once more. 1 trust
you have come to regard my share in the transection as quite
inveluntary, as indeed it was.'

“Good old dictionary,” murmured MNugent.

Bulstrode nodded, y

*It's all zight, Todd,” he said. * Don't worry. It's all in
The schems was a rotten failure, and there's

an end.” _

“I am truly delighted to see you take that view of it, my
dear Bulstrode,”” eaid Alonzo. "It really shows pgreat
nobility of character on your part.’’

Bulstrode grunted and went to bed. .

“ What’s the matter with Bulstrode?” murmured Nugent.
“ Ho's feeling as waxy ag & bhear with a sore head, &
hasn't forgiven Toddy, not ]'Ey long chalks." :

' Ho means mischief,”” said Harry Wharton quietly.

And Wharton was right. Bulstrode did mean mischiof !

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A New Dodge.

ILLY BUNTER sat up in bed and yawned.

The rising-bell had clanged, and clanged, and
stopped, andgmuﬁt. of the Remove were busy with their
dressing ; but the fat junior was not yet ont of bed.

Bob Cherry kindly scattered a few drops from a sponge
upon him. :

“ Get out, you fat slacker I he exclaimed.

[ 1] YBW -!I':l

“You'll be late down.”"

* Brr-rr!” . g

* Lend me & hand to help him out, Nugent,” said Bob.

* Certainly.” ’ ;

Bunter whipped out of the bed on the other side so quickly
‘hhat, he caught his foot in the bedclothes, and rolled on the

oY,

Thers was a lond bomp!

“ Yahooh "' roared Dunter.

*“*Ha, ha, hal"

“frroo!l I'm hurt?”

“ Het vou can’t do that again, Bunter,™

a4k HE.-\.' ha1 'I,.I-a [!l‘ ] I

Billy Bunter picked himself up, grunting and %mwlmg. He
rubbed his legs, and blinked at Bob Cherry and Nugent,

“ Beasts!" he remarked.

““ Ha, ha, hal"

“ Rotters [

T 'ED j't-‘:”

“ Cadsi”

“RKeep it up "

And Bunter sulkily took to his clothes, Having perforined
Eiﬂ us{.}ul ablutions, which did not delay him long, he dressed

imself.

I zav, you fellows,"™ ho remarked, ns the juniors left the
dormitory. ' 've got a tired feeling this morning. 1 think
I oupht to be cxcused classes,”

* Bettar toll Queleh so.™

““He's so jolly unreasponable. T feel iil'?

" Well, he would send you into sanatorium."

i7

A Bplendid School Tals of Harry Wharton
By FRANK RICHARDER .
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“1 don't want to go into sanatorium and feed on slops*
satd Bopter :-:4|l-ai|3.r, What I want 1 plﬂnt}r of nowrvisliment
and a good rest,  There's that chap Dutton doean’t geb half
52 botheved in ¢lass as we do, because he's deaf”

“Weall, vou'd better po deaf, or Llind, or silly, and wou'll
b lot off too,” aaid If:l_r_uldmm_ “ O, rathor, vor'vo blind
aml siliy alveady.” :

9 Oh, really, Hapzel—""'

You really feol socdy, Buuter® asked Bal Cherry syviipa-
thetically.

Bunter groaned. At the loast sign of sympathy, Lis symp
tu!r.:_."llﬁ'uj;a redogbled,

“ Weu, awfully,” he maurmered.

" Where have you pot the pain?

! It_ isn't exactly a pain'”

" Woll, the ache, then?”

Itk a0t oxactly un oache”

i7 What tho dickons is it. then®"

A sork of tired feeling—a fecling as if T don't want to
"';UI‘[:I»‘. Bt ought to have rest and plonty to cal,” cxplained

RIS AT,

PBab Clerry shook s hinad,

*That's the worst possilile remedy,”” ho oxrlaioned
You want is a gond shiaking up.
good cure”

"M, na, that's no good.™
U My dear chap, its splemdid, ITT were to give vou o good
slapprag on the back, you'd got an astonizshing activity all
at ones, apd—"

- Idan™t think anything of tha sort.” said Bunter poevishly.

Well, T give yone tax word for if, and m not the clap
to let a fellow soffer 1o save weself a litile exortion, sai
Bals Cherry.

* Look here, Cherry——"'

“Ba bero pona !

" Honda off —keop  ofF —yvow —varonh "

YThs proinr to curs vou”

Swmarl ! smack ! smack !

Bol'’s open palma desonded e Thamter's  Tack
powoerful smacks,

His prediction was verified.

Etlly Bunter developed & sudden and astonishing activity.

Ho simply flew along the passage, with Bob Cherry aftes
lim, smacking away bke a machine, every smmack drawing a
frash yall frowm DBilly Dunter.

Bunter's pace tneveased, and he reachied (Lo staics, and went
down them ns if for a waser.

Bob stopped at the top, roaring with langhter,

But Bunter fed on, reached the lower pussage, and dashod
beadlong out into the Clese, still velline.

“There!" exclaimed Bob beeathlassly, as his clusns come
uin YD vou ever see a quicker core than ot

“Ila. L. I 1™

“Is really not a laughing matter—it's a miraculons coro;
gird T think wa ought to \\'um ik on Bunter again.”’

Al tho chums yelled with laughtor.

_Thoay did not see anything of Bunter again till broalfast-
tima, when he came in blinking indiguantiv, and kept sl a
safe distanes from Bob Chierry,

“Focling betior, Bunter® Bob called oot to hun,

"Moo arunted Bunter

“Bhall [ riva YOI BOIO nors medicing P

“ Benst !

And Bob chuclled.

There wasz  thoughtful frown oo Billy Bester's face dortnes
Lreakfazt. and he dud not appear to hoar some remarks that
warg sildreased to him.  Hareldene's careless words had mada
an popeession on bis mind 7 and a glovious prozoect of shivked
word ree hafora tha evos of tha fat junior,

fuistrods asked him fo pass the bread, and ho did not
N Rl T i

" Beead, you ass P osand Bolsivode acain,

E’-:!!ntglr put has hand to his ear.

R

** I"aas the bread"

“Mind my head., My head’s all pipght™

Philstroeda starad at bine Blankls,

“What now rot iz this? he demanded,

“0h, veally, Bulstrods, [T mean, I can’t bear vou”

aotting denf?

s T 1k st

Wil that's all vou peeded” antd Bollrods.

SO0, really-—"

“Oh, von beard tleat, did you?"” grinned Skinnor,

Buntor colotred.

b | Na, You see—"

“[a, Ik, Lint"”

M renlly, Blkinnor

“ What are vou humbugging about, you fat frand ™

Bunior i not see 6t to lear that guestion.  He ratacned
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{0 his breakiast, and made na reply to any fuether remark
addressed to himn, i

Thoee who noticad his new departure wore distinctly puzzled
be ik, Bunter wmight as well ba deaf ay short-aighted and
stopid, but it was clear to tho least observant that the fat
junior was “ spoofing.”  Punter prided himsoll a preat deal
upon boing an t:w[uﬁy doep fellow ; but, as a matter of fack,
nothing ever was mora tranzpavent than his attemplz af
tlrcontion.

After breakfast, when the [ellows went oul, Bonfer was
Loeping up s noew role. Harey Wharton spoks to him o
the passaee, and DBonter put his hand to his ear.

“*Kh?" ha said.

“What's tleo matier, Dille ™

“Who's nmd as o hattor?®”

" What!'"

* o't say rob to me, von know"”

Horry Wharton stared at him.

O your rocker?" Lo asked.

“ b really, Wharton=—— [=1 mean, I can't quita hoar.
Would vou mind repeatine what you said a [little louder ¥

“ Are vou off vour silly rocker®” roared Wharton.

“Eht Whoe's got a job as a doeker ¥

Wharton laughed.

“ I ape—yvou're understudying Dution,
camed

FEhY

[arry Wharton gave tt up. Tle was as surpresed as tha rost
bv tlhis new departure of Billy Duoter's, and ho wondered
what 1t porlended,

But whual’s {he

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
BHly Dunter is Deaf.

IIE Remove went into their class-roon oilar prayors, as
T paual, bub tho mormine’s bessons wore not destined to
proceed as usual. Bunter had a new idea in iz Lead —
a dodgo to avoid work—and a dodgoe liko that way ono

that appealed to every fibya o William George Bunlor.

As it happened, it was soina tima bafors Mro Quolelr acd-
dressed Billy Banter. When bo did, the “dedea®™ becaino
apparent to tho Homove, and ther know what DBunter was
at.

“ Won will consivue, Duntor'” caid Mr. Queleh.

The fat junior did not stie

Y Bunter 1

™o renly,

“ Bunter ! said B Ceeclel, wora losd!y,

Sl no answer

Mr. Quelel’s brows contracted. Thewn waz a penoral eraning
af necks to look at 13y Bunier. Whye ho hiﬂ LAV AT TR R 4T 5
wWis 0 [’.t_".'!“'t'l.’l.l"";.

Tiol Cherry veached over and pokod him.  Fven that faled
to draw the fat junior. Ho sat like o slons lmaga

* Bunter ! shonted Mo Quelch,

Tha fat junior losked up at last,

“Did you call me, 3iv?"" ho saud.

** Yoz, 1 did, Bunter.”

R, sie?t

* Buntor— . .

Tho fat junior put his hand to s ey,

“Eh?'

Ay, Queleh looked at lum Guedly. Lo was only psionished
aa yel.

*sr"n.\-'h:_-,t 15 the matter with you, Buanter?™

Holgh, s

* What i3 the mattoer?”

“Wo, st

“ What "

** | have not changed my hatler, siv.

“What? What, Bunter 1

iG EF'E‘:';-. ﬂ-il’-"

*1ow dare-yon wake theso ridiculous roplies to me?™

1 haven't brought any pies, sir.”

S T

“ Wow, sir”

 Ponter, are you il

“1 haven't for weoks, siv,

% on haven't what¥"

“Taken a pill, sir.”

Mr. Quelele gasped.

The Remove gasped, foo. They staved ab Dunter an Bank
amazemant.  Inconceivable a3 1t scewed, the {at junior was
= jamng "' the Forme-master. .

JBr.:_T-_tc~r did nolb exactly interd it as a jape, howeves, T
tle Rewovites put it down fo that, and they wondered ot s
astounding nerve.

“Tipgnter ! rappod out Mr. Guelch at lask,
understand this. Ara you deaf?'

“ Eh, sir¥”

Lk

L

I oeannok

Wharton
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“ & Little out of breath, sir. ¥ think 1 over-exerted myself
in getting up this norming,' said Bunter.

My hat ! mumeured Bob Cherry.  *Did you ever hear
of such o nerve? Queleh will fry him 7

“The fryfulness wiil be tervifie !

Mr, Quelch came nenver to the class, and his eyes
moro like gimlets than ever as he fixed a penctrating
wpon Dunter.

" I&;:;.m seemt to be deaf this morning, Bunter,” he observed.

“ Eh, six T

“ You cannot hear what T sap.”

Y Voo sir, i looks like being a fine day.”

“71 did not eay anything about the day, Bunter.
that vou do not seem to bo able to hear what 1 say.”

* 1 beg your pardon, sir.”

“ YVou thd not hear me?”’

v Ok, we don't fear you, sir—we all admire and respect
you very much,”

T'he Hemove listened in silent amazement. Dilly Bunter's
nerve in keeping the game up like this simply took the breat h
out of them

Mr. Quelch drew o deep, hard breath.

“Ihis s very peculiar,” he said. ‘ Bunter seems to be
deaf. Have you noticed any deafness in him before, WhartonT
Heo zhares your study.™

“ Mot befora tn-day, sir,” said Harey.

“ Have yvou, Nugont ¥

# N‘“ﬂ‘* zir, .

“ The -attack seems to be quite sudden,” said Mr. Quelch,

ursing his lips. ‘' If it is at all serious a medical man must

¥ COnSU at onoe. But it is really very strange. Is thend
suy deafness in your family, Bunter?”

Jiut Dunter was not to be so easily caught.

He put his hand up to his ear, and bent his head a little.

“ Eh, sir?’

“ You did not hear what I said #'*

“ Nono at all, sir”

*fWhat?'

“] have no pains in the head, sir®

“{'an you hear me speak?"’

“* Eh®

“Can you kear me mow!” said Mr. Quelch, raising his
YOLOE.

| bep vour pardon.’

*(Can you hear me!"’

Mr. Quelch elmost shouted.

* Yes, sir,”” caid Bunter. '

The Form-master was growing red with his unusoal vocal
exvertions. He was growing angry, too, but that he kept
under at present. .

1t is very unfortunate, for it will interfere with your
Jessons, Bunter.”

“Eht

“ You do not seem in o fit state to attend to your lessons.”

v Yes, gir, 1 hope it will lessen in time.”

“ Iisten to me, Bunter—-""

45 EE.I:' Sil"'i”

‘“If you are as deaf as appears I shall excute you lessons

this Elqr;mrnuu:-g. and you can retire from the ¢lass-room.™

*Eh, sir?’

Mr. Quelch repeated his words in a londer tone.

vophank you, siv " said Bunier.

‘ Leave tho class-room, Bunter”

“ Cartainly, sir.”

" Perhaps you will find & complete rest beneficia

“ Very likely, sir.”

And Billy Bunter crossed to the door of the classroom,
M. Quelch’s eves following him, more gimlet-like than ever.

The Hemove eould only stare.

To see the usually keen-siphted Remove-master inken in
Ly this transparent dodge of Billy Bunter's astounded them.

Bunter had almost reached the door, his fat face glowing
with glee. In the prospect before him he saw uncounted
Jyors of leisure and ing it the sun instead of working in
the stuffv elags-room,

Ty the way, perhaps you had better have something to
cat. Dunter” gaid Mr. Quelch, in an ordinary tone of voice,
gx the fat junior reached the door.

“ Thank you, sir " gaid Bunter.

}"E"Im: next moment he could have bitten his tongue in his
[ HERES il

Piut he had betraved himsali.

Mr. Quelch rapped out words like pistol-shots now.

“ (‘ome back, Bunter!"

‘“* Eh, sic?”

“ What ! exclaimed the Remove-master angrily, ' Do vou
Jive to keep up that deception when you have just given me

n11

proot iri'lﬂft- 1!-' 15 all pretence?

locked
look

I said

| Rt

* C'ome here at once—-"" *

““I—]I ecan hear sometimes and not others” sald Bunter
nervously, as he approached the Form-master. * You—jyou
g, sip—=""

" You had better make it a point to hear in the class
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room. at all events,” said Mr. Quelch grimly, picking up his
pointer.  ** Hold out your hand, Bunter.”

B, air?"?

“ okl out your hand.”

“ Where am 1 to stand, sir?”? .

Mr. Quelch gave him one look, and then grasped him by
the shoulder, and the pointer,sang about the plump limbs of
Billy Bunter. The fat junior roared and squirmed.

“(hw ! Yow—vow! I—— Oh! Gerrooh!”

“Ha, he, ha ! roared the Remove,

Mr. Queleh releascd Bunter at last.

“ Now go back to your place!” he exclaimed.

Bunter heard that. Ilis deafness had vanished ns s
denly as it had come on, He lost no time in getting back to
his place: but, arrived there, he showed a curioues dism-
clination to gitting down on the form.

It was Billy Bunter’s first and last attack of dealness.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mischiel !

ULSTRODE tapped Billy Bunter on the shoulder when
E the Remove came out after lessonas.
The fat junior blinked up at him. <
“That was & ripping geod dodge of yours, Bunter,’
said Bulstrode.

““ Oh, really—"

“ 'm guite serious. It was awfully clever !” :

@ Well, 1 thought it was rather clever, you know,” said
Bunter, who always purred when he wos stroked. 1 Of
pourse, 1 never expected Quelch to play such a mean trick to
howl fne out. One expects a Form-master to play the
game.”’

Bulstrode grinned.

' Exactly,” he agreed.
gore 7'

“Yow! ¥esg!”

“ And hungey 7"

Bunter’s face became eager at once. ]

“Thn pretty nearly famished ! he said. ' It's some time
to dinner, vet, you know, and 1 don't know how I shall Mold
out. I've got a delicate constitution, and—""

“Coame to Mrs. Mimble's.”

“Oh really, Bulstrode—""

" (‘ome on—I mean it !

Bunter did not need bidding, ofter he had once seen that
the Remove bully wag in carnest. He trotted off towards
the school shop, his little fat legs going like clockwork 1o
kecp pace with Dulstrode’s long stride,

Bunter was a little puzzled. He knew that Bulstrode had
comething to get out of him—hence the offer of a treat; but
he could not guess what it was,

Bulstrode soon enlightoned him.

Billy Bunter was seated upon a ktool in the tuckshop,
with a glass of gingerbeer snd a plate of tarts, snd then
Iulstrode approached the subject.

“You remember that jolly clever dodge of yours to clear
the elass-room the other day, Billy 7" he remarked.

“ Yes rather! said Bunter. “1f I hadn't worked that
wasp dodge, you would all have had some more of it."

]“Jumf- eal” The fellows all agree that it was awfully
clever,"

Y Well, as & matter of fact, 'm a jolly good ventrilo-
quist,” said Bunter. “I'm e good hypnotist, too; but 1
think I'm best as a ventriloguist.”

“0f gourse,”’ said Dulstrode, who had scea some of Billy
Bunter's hypnotism, and grinned at it, *‘ you ought to go on
thie halls, Bully.”

“ Perhaps T shall when T grow up, if T gel offered a good
contract. I don't think I could accept less than a hundred
pounds a weel”

“Two hundred would be more like,” said Bulstrode.
“ Stick out for what you're weorth while you're about it
When we've all left Groviriars, and we're all pegging away
in odd carners, we shall read in the papers about the great
William G. Bunier, the idol of the publie, and the cynosure
of all cyes”

“Vos, I shouldo’t wonder ! agreed Bunter,

“ [ut, to come to business, I've thought of another clever
vemtriloguial dodue vou could work,” said Bulstrode. * It's
up apainst Queleh, too, and would give him a little back for
licking you this morning.”

Billy Bunter looked alarmed.

“If—if you don't mind, I won’t work any more dadges on
CQueleh,” ho said hurriedly.,  * He's such a jolly sharp beast,
you lnow."

“ Tt this cne is gquite safe. Tt ean be worked through
Todd, and if anvthing comes out, the Duffer will get the
benefit of it

*(h, that's betterI™

1 guppose you're feeling prelty
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“ Well, liston, then, and eses what wou think of it said
Bulstroda. ““Lf it works out well, you can come in hero
afterwards and order what you like at my expense.”

Billy Bunter beamed.

“Gio ahead ! he said torsely.

And Bulstrode went ahead, explaining his scheme in a low
tone. Billy Bunter divided his attention betwoen the tarts
HH'EI_ Bulstrode's explanation.

*Well, what do you think 7'* said Bulstrode, when he had
concluded.

“1 think 1'll have ancthar tart, Bulstrode.”

Bulstrode looked impatient, and signed to Mrs. Mimblo
te add another of the jammy delicacies to Bunter's plate.

‘:: Bul what do you think of the idea?'" he said.

"G.h, 1it's good enough."”

am sure & clevor chap. like you will manage it all

;‘igh;.:: said Bulstrode. “You imitate people’'s voices a
rea

: Yes, I know I do. But—"'

Oh. there are no ‘buts " in the case. It's simply bound to
suceped, if you jubt exert your genius a little," said Bul-
strode, laying it on thick.

'.‘?111.5' Bunter liked his flattery in large chunks.

Well, perhaps you're right," agréed Bunter.

And they were still discussing the scheme when they loft
the tuckshop.

Alonzo Todd met them in the Closs.

Heo gave them a friendly smile.

“I was looking fo¢ you, Bulstrode,” he said. *T wanted

te tell you bow pleased I am that you have forgiven my in-
advertont offence yesterday, It was certainly against my
own wish, you know, that [—"
i .“ ¥es, we've had all that,” said Bulstrode. “I—I mean,
1t’s all right. You didn't mean any harm, and—and I think
you're a ﬂ:lIF decent chap. I nover saw & chap I'd rather
chum with, except—oxeept Bugter.”

“That's very nice of you,"” beamed Alonzo. My unels
Benjamin always said——"

: f'm in a hurry-—excuse me.”'

Oh, certainly; but I've had o remittance this morning,
and I should have liked to stand something—a sort of feed
of Ri:mumal:_mg.*’ beamed Alonzo.

A—I've just fed,"” said Bulstrode hurricdly. *Thanks,
all the same.”

And he walkad gquickly away. Bulstrode had not fallen
low enough to feed in a friendly way with a follew he was
scheming to injure. But Billy Bunter was not troubled with
any much a:cru'flu. 3 .

a twitched the Duffec’s cleeve.

“Come on,” he said.
i Eh 91
4 Como on™
“ Whera 1™
“To the tuckshop.”
€5 “rh}" Py

* Didn't you just say that you'd had a2 remittance " aaid
Bunter. “I'm ready %o ocome with you. ['m mot in a

hur?." y

1 was mnhngﬁtﬂ Bulstrode.”

* Never mind. come instead. ™

“ Roally, Bun 2

* Look hnroi_:' asid Bunter, “Y was ex ti'n.g a postal
aorder myself this morning. I suppoms you haven’ got hold
of raine by mistake ™

“Oh, no!"

* How much waa yours for#** asked Bunter suspiciously.

“Five shillings.”

“I was expecting a postal order for exactly five shillings.
You'd better let me look at it, in case there’s a mistake.’

* Thore it is."

The Duffer prodoced a crumpled postal order from his
rovket. The rame of Alonzo Todd was written upon it as
irlainly as possible.

Bunter shook his head.

“That looks like my name,” he said, blinking at i
“That's more like a B than & T, to my mind."”

“Dh, nonsense ' anid Tedd.

*“ Waell, look hers, suppose you let ma have this, as you
don't want {p—"" '

“But I do want {t!"

“H'm! Well, suppose you let me have it, and you tuke
rmy pestal order when it comes?” suggested Bunter. ““That
will ba all vight, T supposs ¥*

11 'Bu:t_}j

“Mina will be hera this afternoon, or this evening at the
lateat.™

* But some of the fallows say——""

“Nover mind the fellows. Can I have it

*They say that you never do get these postal orders that
you're always talking nbout, Bunter, and that you——"

“(h, very well, if you doubt my word, this discumion had
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better ccase,”™ said DBilly Bunter, with a great deasl of
dyrniky, :

“Oh, no!" exclaimed Todd, looking greatly distressed.
“ It fan't that, I assure you: but tho followa do say—""

“ I suppose you can take my I © U," said Bunter, wilth an
air o8 if his T O U were worth millions. © I'1] writa it out,
and you can give it me back when wmy postal order comnes,
and | hand it aver.”

7] Hu.t'—-”

“Oh, rery well, if you can't trust me—*

“T'in 20 zorry, Bunler, but——""

“Ohy, all right ! &

“1'm %o sorry you should think I wouldn® trust you”
said Todd, pressing the postal order into Bunter’'s hand.
I can do without it (il] this evaning.”

“Thanks!” said Bunter. And having taken one glance at
the order to see that it was fillad en, he scuttlod off to tho
tuckshop.

Alonzo Todd said thdt he would wait $ill the evenine for
Bunter’s postal order. The probability was that he would
wait al _1}4:*3.1: deal iung:gr—pmbahlf or the term of hia
natural life.

i b

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Todd is Obliging.

I: ﬂnn I
T Atonzo Todd tooked up.
He was alone in his study, his brows bent over hia
work, when his name was called through the half-
gpen door of the passage.
It was Horry Wharton's voice—at all events, it sounded
like it, and Todd had no suspicion that it was not the
real articlo.

“Yest" said Todd, in his obliging way. “Cowme in!”

“All right—I'm in & hurry ! Have you a bit of Lime to
spare, Toddy?™

“ Carfainly 1"

“Will you do Mr. Quelch a favour?®"

“With pleasure. My unele Banjamin always teld me o
do any little favour I could, and I have tried to beuefit by
hiz inatructions.”

“Good! I supposc you know Quelch's chimmney wants
awaeping 7"

“71 did not koow it, Wharton."

*Well, it does. He dosan’t want to send for a sweep, and
he thinks that one of tho [ellows might do it, His ides is to
fasten & broom on the ced of a long stick, and to swoop the
chimney from the study that way."

“ Dear ma !

“Heao'd rather one of the Tellows did ft, you know. Ho

dwaﬁ’ttwunt to be bothered with sending for a sweep."
1] u Fr

“If you care to take the trouble—"
¥ Cortainly, Wharton I

“ Then you'd better begin at once, and get ik Bnighed hy
;1-;.? time Mr. Quelch comes in. Ho's gone down to I'riar-
E!.'!‘I

“ Oh, very well.”

* Buck up, then!"

“ Cortainly, Wharbon; but como iz & minuts,” said To:dd,
rising from the table.

Y morry—I'm m a burry.'’

And thers was a scund of retrsating footsteps in the

WIFALO,
5 Todd stepped to the door, and leoked out in & somewhat
puzzled frame of mind, but there was no sign of Wharton in
the passage. Bulstrods was standing at his study door,
chatting with Billy Bunter. Thera was no one else in sight.

* Did you geo Whartont" asked Todd, locking at them.

“ Ha's gono downstairs,” said Bulstrode.

“ Oh, you heard what he sard.”

EL E‘Il?iv 5

“T'in to aweep Mr, Queleh's study chimney,' said Todd.

“ My hat!"

:: ﬁl{lﬂ‘{. you hear Wharton tell me?"

Y Well, he did, anyway. It's very remarkable, ian't 14?
Mr. Quelch wants me to sweep his study chimney, because ho
doesn’t want to send for a aweep.”

“ ¥ou'd better buck up, then," snid Bulstrode, going into
his study.

Alonzo Todd stood and reflected [or a few moments.

Frnormous a3 his gullibility was, he would have doublted
tha truth of what had becn said to him, had it not been
gaid in Harry Whartion's voice,

But he could not doubt Wharton.

If it had been a jape Wharton was not tho feliow to play
iuch a ti]upa wpon the innocent Duffer of Groyiriars, and Todud

new that.

A Bplendid School Tale of Harry Wharton & C
ICHARDS. >
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S0 he bad no doubts. As for Bunter’s ventriloqui=m, if he
bad heard about it, he had forgolten if.

Alter a few minutes’ reflection, the Duffer of Greyfriars
took Bulstrode's advice, and ' bucked up.”

He went m quest of the necessary implements for sweening
the Form-master's chimney.

* Have you scen Wharton®' he asked, 29 he wmet Bob
Chorry in the passage.

*Lrone ouf, [ think,” said Beb.

0, dear! Cun youa lend e & broom?

A what?” demanded Bob, with wide open cyes,

* A brogm 1

“ What sort of broom®”

“ A broou with & long handle, f possible.”

Bob Chervy starcd at hon, and then began deliberately
to turn out his pockets. The Duffer of GGreyfviars wutche?’.
himy in wonder.

Bob turned out a bunch of keye, 2 [rapment of sealing-
wax stuck to another fregment of toffee, a bit of string, and
i penknife, and several copper eoins. Then he shook his
head wolemnly,

* Horry," he said.

“ Why, what "

* 1 haven't one.”

“¥ou haven't one what!™

“ Broom with a long handle,”” said Bob, with perfeck
sertousnesa. ' Weit @& tick, though, 'l go through my
walsteoat pockets.”’

* Really, Cherry——"

Bab Cherry went through hiz walsteost pockets, and puve
another serious shake of the head a3 & vesult.

' Borry I can't Bind one,’” he said.

“I think vou wust be joking," sanl Tedd. “I scinr-
timesz think you fellows are making fun ef me, you know.”

“ Oh, my gnnr chap " said Bob, looking shocked. ** What-
vver pot such an idea as that into your head.”

“I should bo truly sorry to do you an injastiee,” caid
Todd, ** But really that has sometimes occurred fo me, you
kaow, But really, Cherry, you know, I was far from ex-
nmtinf; you to have & broom m your pockets. It was my
idex that you mizht have one in your study.”

“Oh, 1 see. I'm sorry 1 don't steck lii& acticle,” smd
Bob., ' Ask the houscleeper.”

“ Yo, that’'s a rood idea.’t

And Todd ambled away to the honsckeeper's room.

Mes. Kebble heard his veguest in some surprize.  Juniovs,
a5 & rule, did not want brooms; they were content to leave
the sweeping to the maids, and if coough wasn't done, they
{' t up with it very cheerfully. But tidy instinets ought to
we vnoourapged, Mrs Kebble thought, and she willingly lent
tivee Duffer of Greviviars a broom.

Todd carried it off under his arm,

The sight of the jumor carrying a broom naturally excited
n great deal of attention. Twe or three fellopws ashed him
what he was going to do with if.

Todd explatned. His explanation was reecived with a yell
of laughter.

“You're going Lo sweep a chimney I gasped Ogilvy.

“ Certainky i

“* Whose?""

* Mr. Quelch's.”

“ My only hat!” .

“You giddy japer!” exeleimed Huszeell, " YVou'd better
not et Mz, Queleh eateh you dong if, that’s alll”’

" You are under a misapprehenszion,” explained Todd, * It
15 by Mr. Queleh'’s own request that [ am about to sweep his
clamney.”

ak ‘vhatd{”

“ Quelch asked you??

] R&t:i- !H-

atd E a:ﬁu?‘:ﬁ Wll_,’

““ Did Queleh ask you himself$™

“ Wo, it was through Wharton,™'

" He's pulling your leg,™ said Ogilvy.

“ Really, Ogilvy——" X

“ Wharton weuldn't do that, T think,"" said Tom Brown.
** But thero must be some mistake. IMid Wherton actually
gl you himsclf, Todd."”

“ ¥opg, certainly.”

“ Well, I don't understand i

“ T am quite willing to oblige Mr. Queleh,” sald Todd. ‘' In
fact, my Uncle Benjamio always told me to be obliging, and
to mako myself useful. Do you fellows think thiz broom is
leng enough to sweep the chimney??

Mot ob all.,” said Shinner, entering mto the joke at ance.
Hle was sure thore wes a Jape on, and he was ready to hielp
it forward. * Better get somncthing to fasten it to, or you
won't bring down any soof,”

" Yer, I thought zo; but—-"

* Home umbreilas and encket stumps, bed to one ancther,
would do,” said Skinner, You could zhove the top end
uz: the chimney, and add the sticks to one another from
bodow, ke a sweop fitting hig brush.”

“ That 1= & really valvable sugeeztion, Skinney'
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o “ Better make 8
collection of the masters’ umbrellas, you know.™

** Ha, ha, hal”

“Pon’t be an aze," said Tem Brown. " You'll be scalped
if you do. Toddy.**

“* Oh, let Toddy alone,” said Bul<trode, coming up. * Let
Todd be obliging. He was born to make himself waefol

“ He, ha. ﬁa!”

*lro it, Poddy !

“1 think 1 will take some cricket stompe” aaid Todd.
*“ Az 1 am doing this for Mr. Quelch, he will not object to
my using his umbrelin, if necessary, and his waiking-stick.
You fellows might et me some stumps, and some string to
tie them together.”

" What-ha "

** ¥ea, rather!! -

Half-a-dozen of the Removites entered into the spirit of
tho thing at once. They were only too glad to supply the
Duffer of Greylriars with what he required. The spectacle
of Alonze Tadd sweeping Mr. Queleh’s chimney was too
good to ho mised, S|khinner snid it would be worth a2 week's
pocket-money, )

Alonzo wias soon in possession of the articles he required.
He hore them off to Mr. Quelch’s study, and a8 crowd ef
grinning juniocrs followed to watch.

“ No extra charze,” grinned Skinner

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Todd Excels Himsell,

LONZOQ TODD entered Mr, Quelch’s study, and laid
down his implements on the hearthrug. He took off
hia jacket, and rolled up his sleeves. IHe folded his

jacket very neatly, and laid it upon o chair, Alonzo was vory
neat and tidy in wll his ways, dosbtless owing to the Rindly
in!lg.‘mﬂ’rjnns of Unecle 3enjamin. )

he juniors erowded at the open doorway, watehing.

“This will be better than a civeus,” murmured Shinoer.

And the others grinned and assented.

Todd knelt before the prate. There was, of course. no
fire. The fire was lakd, in case Mr, Queleh should need it.
Todd serewed his head under the chimney, and looked up.

A fragment of soor came down, and Todd drew his head
quickly back, and elapped s hand to his cyve.

O, ow ! he ojeculated,

“ What's the matter?” asked Stott.

“Ow! A fragment of scot has lodged in my eye, and s
t‘:.':luﬁinj'__,-' mie considerablo 1-.|.:ﬁn,"’ said Alonzo,

** Ha, ha, ha?”

* Really, you know, 1t is not a laughme matter," sand Todd
reproachfally. " [ am being cauvsed considerable pam.”™

* {rood old dicfionary ™

Todd rubbed his cye,

He rubbed the sool oul, leaving o in a black mark reand
his eye, for all the world as if he had heen engaped in fisti-
cults, and had reecived a block cve. The juniors chuckled
a8 they watched him.

“ Better buck up,” “ Mr. Queleh may be
back soon,”

TPodd blinked at bim,

e ‘.Hirlly should that matter?™' he sard. 1 AN ICREC Mr.
Gucleh will be pleased to see me obliging hun o thas way.™

“H'm] ¥Yes! Bat—buat he mupht want to use the study,
yvou know, so it would bo botter for you to be finished.™

* Dear me! That 2 very frue”™

* Buck up !’ said the juniors in chorus.

Todd turmed to the grate ggain. He did not leck up the
chimney any mare. He took the broom, inserted it in the
chimney, and puched it up as far as the length of the handle
allowed,

A little shower of soot came down. The chimney cer
tujn_I% was in nesd of a gweep. Todd coughed a little,

said Opilvy.

A, ]:1; word!"  murmur Russell. ** He haen't even
f};pug t of covering up the papers or the furniture, or any-
thing.™

“Oh, et him alone,” sald Skinner. * Let him make a
complete job ol it. Quelchy will he pleased.'’

““* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Bulstrode didn't manage to score off Quelch, but Todd
will pet there all right, I think,” grinned Skinoer.

il ﬂ-. hﬂ-. hulli

Todd blinked round at the juniors

“You might hand me & stump, will you?? ho said. “ If
I let po this broom it will como down again.™

“ Right you are!™ satd Skinncr obligingly.

He handed Todd a cricket stomp. The E;uﬂ'er carcfully
laid it to the cnd of the broom handle, and tied the two
tagether firmly with cord.

hen he pushed the clongated breom up the chinmey,
* Another, please,” he sasd. 4

A Splendld School Tale of H Wharton
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A frezh shower of scot fell. Blacks seitled all over the
stady. Mr. Queleh had left his table covered with papers,
soma of them being papers he was drawing up for an
examination. He had left paper-weizhts apon them to pre-
vent them being blown away; but he had not anficipated
any visit of o chimmey-sweep during his absence,. The papers
woere now coversd with a fine black sprinkling, which was
growing thicker every moment.

Chairs and ecarpet and euriaing were rapidiy getting in
{the enina stale. nt Todd was oblivious to that; besidos,
il could not have been helped. He wag there to eweep the
chimney, and any little trifles besides that e had no time far.

He added a second stump, and then a third, Then Skinacr
handed him Me. (fl.mlch'ﬂ umbrella, and that was added to
the handle of the lengthened broom.

The oot was falling in showers now.

Todd's face and hands were growing biacker and blacker,
and there was o laver of soot on the hearthrug round him.
The juniors at the door weore courhing and sueezing.

Todd began 4o teen the broom in his bhands, and now the
soob foll in earnest, Jt came down in lumps and chonks
and showers. It flled the grafe and the hearth and the

fender, and smothered the Aoor and the furniture azad the
curtains and the walls.

Soob was everywhere !

The juniors at the door roircatod fo the opposite side of
the passage, sneezing viclently, They were sneczing now
as much as they were laughing.

Shkinner scuttled out of the study at last,

" Pray give me another stump,”” said Todd, blinking round
in the darkening showers of seot.

“Can't stand the atmosphere,” grionned Bkinner,

“ Really, vou know--—"

“That's all right, if you put vour beef into it,"” said Btote,

“Oh, very well"

Todd put hig beef into it.

Ha worked the broom up and down the chimney, and roand
and round, while the scot fell in clouds.

Tha broom was corfainly not so afective as a real aweop’s
brush would have beon. l,rﬁ.ut- it was cfective enough. Tha
chimney was badly in want of a sweeping, and Todd's
sweeping was energetic encugh to dislodge henps and heaps
of soot, The hﬁartg and the grate wera piled with it.

Todd could hardly breathe.

The juniors in the passage could hardly laugh.

“Dear me! gasped Todd at last. **I really think that
will do. Deon't yvou follows think so?™

“71 fancy Mr. Quelch will,"” yelled Skinner. “ Ha, ha, ha !

“ Well, it was by his own wishe—""

“Ha, ha, ha ™™

Tadd relegzed the broom.

“1 think I had better get the soot away now," he
romarked. *1 am afraid thers will be some stains of it
left on the carpet.”

“My hat! I think thera will.”

“Ha, ha, ha

" Really—"

“Cave!" came 2 hurried warning from the passage.

"Who 13 it?" exclaimed Skinner.

*Quelch !

“My only Aunt Matilda !

Thore was & rush of Aying footsteps at once. 3

Mr. Quelch, coming down the passage, heard it, ana
glanced along, in time to see flying feet vanish round the
COrner.

He looked surprised.

“ Dear me!” murmured the Removemaster. 1 wonder
what that means—and what a smell of soot, too! Keally,
the smell i very strong, It i3 as if a chimney had becn
lately gwept here, [—=""

Ho broke off as he reached the door of his study.

He looked in, and stood petrified.

Alonze Todd had rizen from his knees before the hearth,
black as the ace of spades. The study was very nearly as
black as Todd.

Mr. Queleh gazed at his blackened study, and gazed at the
birck, atrange, unrecognizable figure facing him. It was a
full minute before the Remove-master found his voice.

Thon he simply shouted :

“Who are your? What does this mean?”

Alonzo Todd gave a gasp of dismny., He could ses the
Form-master was angry, though he did not know why.

“* Po vou hear me ' roared Mr. Quelch. * Who are you?
What have you done?”’

ANSWERS
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stammerasd Alonze. If you

“Tf wou p-p-pleass, sic,” s r
i % sir, and I've a&sswept your

pip-pip-please, I'm Todd,
chimney I*'

A ——

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Todd in Trouble,
= MH. QUELCIE gazed at Tedd.

Then he gazed round the study. .
Ile gazed at the paper= on the talle, which had
coskt him hours of worl. now blackened beyond all
hope—at the chairs, covered witin sool—at thoe curtains,
heavy with it, Then at Todd agam, black 23 o migger
minstrel.

“Todd! You are Todd ! gasped Mr. Quelch.

“*Yes, sir”

“You have swept my chimney 1"

Yoz osir.”

“Are you mad, Todd®"”

“ Mad, sir? :

“ You bheard my guestion?” shouted the Form-masier.

* Question, gir !

“Are you mimicking me, Todd ™

“ M-m-mimicking you, 3ir?#" stammered Todd, thoroughly
frightened, and repeating what was said Lo him, as he always
.;T'lfwhun he was scared, " Oh, sic !

“Bov! Why have you done this?”

“* Done this, sirf” i

*You have ruined everything in my stody

“ Ruined everything, air?"

“ You=—vyou wretched boy !
astounding impudence.

“ J.i-inghne, sir?” \

“ How dare you play such o prank in my study 1" rosred
Mr. Quelch,

“Pop-prank, sie?'”

“ Wroteched bey! I—I-—"

Words failed l\&r. Queleh, . o

He rushed at Todd, and canght him by the coilar, picking
up & cane with the obher 1mn5. The cane sang in the aire.

Thwack! Thwack! Thwaek!

Todd velled and danced.

Thwacl ! Thwack! Thwack!

The soot rose from his clothes in clouds, and Mr. Quelch
coughed and sneezed. Tho soot saved Alonzo from a more
sovera licking. ]

Mr. ﬁ!uaich could not get his breath.

“ 0wl roared Alonzo. *‘ Leggo, sir! You asked me to
aweep your chimney, siz! I think you must be out of your
mi:?h' mi:" D%ﬁ;; k!

WAGK L ACK ] "

S Gr—"" gasped Mr. Quelch. * Groo! Ooob!

“Vow! Leggo! Help!” i

Mr. Quelch released the junior, and rushed to the win-
dow mﬂtihmw itlapﬁn. Alonzo did not lese the opportunity.
He dashed to the door.

 Clome back ! shouted Mr. Quelch.

Dut Alonzo was not *taking any "' just then, He turned
a deaf ear to the master, and sped down tha_Faﬁz}ga.

oot few from him as he ran. He left a trail of it on the
flooe, and a cloud of it in the air wherever he passed. The
eound of footsteps in the rear warned him that he was
pursued, and ho put on a desperate spurt, frightened into
axtraordinary oxertions.

“Qtop 1" shouted Mr. Quelch. :

But Todd did not even hear him now. He dodged into the
hall, and made a break for the stairs. Wingate, the captain
of Groyfriaes was thera. Mr. Quelch shouted to the Sixth-
Former frem the distance.

“ Wingate ! Stop him!” o

Wingate stared in surptise at the blackenad junior, whom
he could not recognize under the covering of soot. But he
obeved Mr. Quelch's call, and steppod to intercept Todd.
Alonzo ran right into him, and a thick cloud of soot ross
from the impact. i

“ Atchoo—alchoo ' sneezed Wingale.

Hold tho boy!”

“ Atchoo—atchoo—-atchoo ! ]

Wingate was fairly doubled up with sneezing. Todd tore
himself away, leaving a considerable guantity of his soot
upon Wingate, and pelted up the atairs, 1

Wingate gasped for breath. Mr. Quelch fialied angrily at
the foot GF the staircase. He could not compromisc his
dignity by a further chase of the fugitive. :

“ Wingate! I nsked you to stop him " he exclaimed.

# Alehoo—atchoo !

AW ingate—"" \

 Atehoo—choo—atchoo—oo—ooooo !

i m“r e ‘!‘1‘1 ’

“1 tried to—atchoo—but—choo—he alchoo—got away—
atchoo—choo [

ny

I have never heard of such
[ think you must be insane!”

A Splendid School Tale of Harr
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By FRANK RICHA



Todd did not know that Mr. Quelch had stopped. He
dashed on at top speed, and in the bend of the staircase
he cucoutercd Monsieur Charpentier, who was coming down.

They met on the corner landing.

Monsieur Charpentier started back in affright at the sight
of the wild and blackened figure charging upon him.
“Ciel!” he exclaimed., " Cicl!  WVal is zat!

Oh!”

Biff !

Rirht into the little Frenchman Todd charged blindly.

“ah!l Mon Diew!” .

Meonzieur Charpentier elutched wildly at Todd fo save
himsclf, as he rolled over. e elawed the Duffer down with
hini, and they rolled on the landing together.

L11] Ei.]i I!'j

“Yow T

Y Help! A moal

Y Legeo It

"l 17

Tedd tricd te tear hime=elf awaoy.
volco was ringing up the staireaze now.

“ Btop that junior!”

“ Ah " gasped the French-master.
I have him "

“ [Told him Y

Moo BT

“Ciel! I have ze garcon !’

Mr. Quelch amndcfi' the slairs. . )

Monsieur Charpentier staggered to his foet, draggings up
Tadd. Alonzo sirove to tear himself away. )

S Tadd 17 oxelzimed Mr. Quelch sternly. Do guictl”

* Quiet, sir.”

“ [low dare you strugele!”

Qg strupgle, sird”

“ | think the boy must
Mr. (Juelch.

“Werorong in m-my head, sir?”

“(el! 1 aink zat von arc right, monsieur!” graspod
Monsieur Charpentier. ' Look at z¢ siale he 18 in!  Look
iz state he have made me in! [ am all black viz myself,
My vaisteoat is vat you esll done in 1™

1 oso sorry, sir 1" gasped Todd.

“riel! But—"

“ 1w so sorry, Monsicur Charpentier.
miuch. 1 van into vou quite by accident, gir.
Quelch wus out of his mind.’

“Val you say T

“iWhat do you mean, Todd?" demanded Me.
£4OTHIY.

“AWall sie, you—you went for me, you know——

“ Bid vou think such an outrageous prank would pass
unpunished ¥ demandosd the Remove-master. ™ You cannot
e so stupid, Todd.”

S wewhat prank, wip

 Filling my study  with  soot  from the chimney !
exclaitaed the Rewove-master angrily. )

“1-bebut, sie, I w-w-was sweeping the chimney, sie 1"

i [ dared you ¥

Y -bebut, sir, you asked me”

“ What 1"

“ you asked ma to sweep the chimney, sir.”

w11 gepoated Mr, Quelch dazedly. Unless you are
insanc. Todd, explain yourself., You say I asked you 1o
eween the chimney 77

© You, sir,  Wharton lold me——"

*“Wharton 1"’

“ Yo gir. Ile fold me you wanied me to do it
vl remeniber, gic??

M, Quelch’s brows coniracted.

] believe you are the stupidest boy in the school, Todd,™
Le exclatmed,

My, mir DY

“ it is clear that your extraordinary simplieity has been
practized on again,”

(i, eir, U'm sure Wharton wouldn t——""

“1 did not tell Wharton I wanted my chimaey swept.”’

“ Oh M

Y on are suee it was Wharton {old you T sand s0.”

“ O, quite sure, sic !

W emmmed pncerst angd Wharton ﬂﬂj‘ir‘lg‘ such o :.:'ll]]]ﬂl.ﬂl’_"
trick,” snid Mr. Queleh angrily.  * The damage done to wy
study will cost pounds to set right, to say nothing of mny
praapery boing ruwined.”

“I'm so sorey, gire—"

“Iold your tongue !V

“*1 only wanted Lo Lo useful, gir

“Won had better restrain your desive to be useful in
fture, Tadd, In order fo Bmpress upan your mind the
rocessity of doing so, i;.'ﬂu will stay in the next half-holiday,
sl write lines. As for Wharton, 1 shall investigate very
carelully his part in  this maetier, and i he is really
st 135 il e
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Mr. Queleh did not finish the zentence,
Hut his look, as he strode away in_ eearch of larty
Wharton, boded il to the captain of the Remave

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER-
Wharton Proves an Allbl.

o ROTTER I
T “Yes, sir,” said the page, very softly, for there
were thunder-clouds upon Mr, Queleh’s Lrow,
“ Find Master Wharton, and send him to oy = udy
at gnee—or-—or, rather, send him to the masters oo,

“ Yes, sir.”

And Trotler went on his errand. Mr. Quelch went to the
houseliceper's-room to explain what had befallon his study,
and to give instruclions for the room to be cleascd np a3
quickly as possible. Mrs. Kebble wrung her hands wlhea
she saw the state of the study. Bhe u::SET-.LumI paw what
Alopzo had wanted the broom for.

Mr. Queleh procecded to the masters’-room, where he
found Trotter.

“ywell 17 he said.

* Master Wharton's gone out, sir.” .

“H'm! %Send him to me as soon as he eomes in, then”

" Yes, sir.” i

Tt was half an hour later when Ilarry Wharlon came in.
13e had been down to the village to arrange for the purchase
of some things for the junior cricket olub, and it had taken
him some time. He cama in at last without a suspicion that
all was not nxz it should be.

Trotter met him at the doorway, with a long face,
Trotter liked the Hemove captain, and he felt cuncerned
for him.

“ Mr. Quelch wants you, Master Ilarry,” he said,

“Yes. In his study?”

Troller prinned,

U Ny, His study chimney's been swep', Master Tlarry,
and there's o row nboud it. Fle wants to see you in ihe
masters’ -raom.  1le’s simply biling.”

“iie’y what? asked Ilarry, In surprise,

“ Diling,” said Trotter impressively—'* simply biling.™

“ Do you mean that he's in o bad temper?”

*Hawful”

“What's the matter?"

“ His stedy chimney’s been swen'”

i Well, what difference does that make T ashed Wharton,
puzaled.  “ Why should that put Mr. Quelch into & bad
temper

 You should sce his stody.”

“ Something gone wrong with the sweeping ?7

“1 should say so,” said Tiotter. ™ Master Todd swep’
- ¥1
tt'nTﬂdd?n

[T T’l}ﬁl,"

“ipent Scott! Was it a japet”

“J s'pose so, Master Hurcy"

“ Plessed if T see what it hes o Jdo with me, though,” said
Wharton. I suppose I'd better go and see Quelch.”

And ho made hiz way to the masters’-room, wondering
what was wanted of him, True, he was eaptain of the
Hemove; but e was not respousible for pranks played Ly
the Removites: and he could not be supposed to have lix
eve on the Duffer of Greyfriars when he was down in the
village, and the Duffer was in the school.

Mr. Quelch was in the masters” room, talking to Mengicar
Charpentier, The French-master had cleaned off the scot
Todd had imparted to him, and was
and garnished, but his usually-smiblin
He was not pleased: and one glance at Meo Quelch’s
countenance revealed the fact that he had not yet retovered
from the shock he had received when he anw his study.

“ Ah! Yeou ara here, Wharton [ execlaimed Mr. ({}:GI-::}-..

“Wag gir,? said Harry. * I've just come in, rofter
tald me that you wished to sea me, sir.”

“1 do wish to soe vou,” said Mr. Quelch grimly.

el ! T should zay ra”

" Yes, sir”

# A most outregeous pronk has been played during ey
absenes,” said Mr. Queleh. ** Todd hzs swept my chimney,
and smgthered 1y study in soot.”

“ You, sir: Trotter has just teld me.”

“ Yoo did pot keow anyibing about 1t belore?"

“ [ have been out for nocoupls of hoars, sirl™

“Then you did not tell Todd te sweep my chiunney, and
well hime that T wished hin to do s0l™ exclaimed Mr.
Lacleh.

“Fal s zo gquestion,” said Monsicur Charpenticr, rubhing
his Lands.

1, wir® ewelnimemt Farry Wharton, in astonsshunent.
S Certaindy ned, sie. Why sheuld I el fim such o tiang ¥

rLi
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“You are sure, Wharton ¥

“Of course I am sure, Mr. Qualch. Surely you don't
think I would play such a rotten trick as that on a duffer
like Todd."”

“Tedd is certainly a very foolish boy, and I am sure he
has been victimised, as usual, in this instance,’’ said Mr.
CEuﬂFch. “Even so stupid a boy is not likely to have
thought of aweeping my chimney himself.”

“I am sure not, sir. He must have been put up to it by
somabady.”

“ By you, he aays.”

“That is not correct, sir.™

“ You deny it?"

“Cartainly 1"

“Thon Todd has told an untruth.”

Harry Wharton looked troubled.

“1 ean’t quite understand it, sir,"” he said. *“Todd isn't
}Ir‘?nfshﬁp to tell & lie, though ha is the biggest fool in Groey-

" He declares that you told him T had requested him to
wweepn my chimney.”

“If I could ask Todd myself, sir—"

“I will 2end for him, Trotter !’

Trotter was hanging about outside the door.
with a rather pinﬁ
hia name.

:‘"!{ea, sir. Did you ring, sir?"

‘No, I did not ring,” said Mr. Quelch severely,
know perfectly well that I did not ring, Trotter.
ingquisitive. Go and send Master Tod
voursalf off 1"

 Buttingly, sir."

Trotter vanished, In a few minutss Alonzo Todd made
his appesrance. He had been newly bathed, and had
changed his clothes, but thera were still ample traces of the
soot clinging to his fingera, his hair, and his ears. It was
not all to be got rid of so easily.

“Todd," said Mr. Quelch, “repeat before Wharton what
you told me."

* What I told you, sir?”

“Don't repeat my words, boy 1"

* R-repeat your words, sir?"”

o Will you do as T tell you?" ,

Ye-es, sir. I told Mr. Quelch I had swept his chimney,
Wharton."

“What elaa "

“That you had requested me to do so, in Mr. Queleh's
name, Wharton, Mr. Quelch having asked vou to see about
it. I am truly sorry if it turns out ko be a mistake, and I
hope it will not %‘Bt you into any trouble. I had no idea that
it was a djapa when I told Mr. Quelch,” said Todd, looking
distressed. “I suppose now, as it turns out, that it was
:ﬂjﬂwg; The fellows are all laughing over it in the common-

:: Oh, indeed 1" said Mr, Quelch, frowning.

Yes, sir.  Skinner says it is simply great, and the others
all agree with him. I am afraid they mean it in a spirit
of mockery. Bulstrode has proposed calling me Alonzo the
Great, and they were putting it to the vote when Trotter
callod me, sir. I couldn’t help suspecting that they were
making fun of me.”

Mr. Quelch passed his hand over his mouth to hide a
smile, angd Monsieur Charpentier turned to the window nnd
grinned out inte the dusk. Alonze was really irresistible.

Well, Wharton, what do you say ¥ asked the Remove-
maskeor,

d':i' Thﬁ ;Il‘ci_a;id ia miie.lt:al-:cn, sir," said Harry,
td not tell him anything of the sort.™

Todd atarad. e § A

“ Really, Wharton—™

:: You've made a mistake, you duffer,”

FOh, come! I am sorry if this will cause you trouble,
Wharton, but I trust you will not be guilty of untruthiul-
ness, My Uncls Benjamin says—"

Never mind your Uncle Benjamin now.”
Queleh. * Wa must investizats this matter,
truf'}f Ef Tn:ﬁ‘d's statement, ‘lfn‘fhnrmn 4L

“I deny the correctness of it, air," sai ‘.
think Todd would tell a lia. el
to tell you this, Todd ¥

“ About an hour ago, in the Remove passage,
cannot have forgotten, Wharton”

EHlarry drew a breath of relief.

‘: An hour ago!™ he exclaimed.
“ Yes, about that.”

4 "I!-;'nu MI? ﬂixre it was not mnr}} 3
“ It might have been an lwfur and a half" szaid Todd
thnuglttfuﬁy. * It could not have been more than that, for

I want to my study at half-pest five, and it is only seven
now.
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He came in
countenance as Mr. Quelch rapped out

“You
Ol Were
to me, and thon take

“I certainly

samd Mr.
You deny tho

“I do not
When was it you supposed me

You sur:ly

“ And I spoke to yon after you went to your study at half-

Fait?ﬁrﬁ::;"
Bs.

Y Then it's clear enough, sir,”" zaid Harry, turning to Me
Cualch. “ 1 asked Wingate for a pass out of the gates at
five o'clock, and went out as he gave 1t mo. DBob Cherry
cama down to the gates with me, and saw mo go."

* ¥ou have been out ever since?”

* Yes, until five minutes ago."

Mr. Quelch turned a very severe glance upon Todd.

“ ¥You hear that, Todd?"

“ Yos, sir. Wharton must lave made some mistaks. Ha
curta;{f!:.r .:E.puka- to me in the Romove passage soon after hali-
past nve.

“* 1 can easily prove that I was in the village, su,” said
'}Ihr.;:i}':" " ¥ou say that you actually saw me in the passags,

odd?

“Oh, no! exclaimed Alonzo.
said you spoke to me”

* But how could I speak to you without your seeing mef"

“ ¥ou ealled intoe my study.™

“¥ou are sura ik wan my voice?’

“0QF courso: 1 know your voice"

“ But you didn't geo me?”

“* No. I called to you to come in, but you said yvou wers in
& hurry.”

Wharton smiled.

* 1 suppose someone imitated my voice, well enough to take
vou in,” he said. *° 1 certainly was in the village. and woas
i Mr. Tuckers shep when hal%'-paut five struck., Mr. Tucker
would tell you so, sir—""

Mr. Quelch interrupted him.

“Tt 15 not necossary; I gquite believe you, Wharton
Todd !"* he rapped out.

* Ye-e-ps, surl”

“Ind it not occur to you that someone might be imitating
Wharton's voice ™

“ Wen-no, sir. Burely it would be very difficult.
tainly naver thought of it

* Ind you not think it odd that Wharton should =speak from
the pnssage, and mot enter your study*"

“ Yes, sir. I looked ont for him, but he was gone—T mncan
Lhe was not there.™

“ Ah! Was there anyone alse in the passage?"’

“ Only two Remove fellows.”

* Their names?"

“ They hadn't—"'

“* Their nomes?"

“ Bualstrode and Bunter, sir.”

* Ah, Dolstrode ! said Mr. Quelch. with a gleam of ia.
telligence in his cye. “ Is Bulstrode capable of imitatine a
voloe, YWlharton !

“I den't think so, sir”

“ Then Bunter—aha "' exelaimed My, Quelch, a lght Lreak-
ing in upon him, * Is not Bunter a ventriloguist*"

Y Ye-as, air "

“And has he not a power of umiteting voices—I think I
mmfmher a trick of his of that sort,”” said the Remavo-
master.

Harry Wharton was silent. e guessed the truth cazily
enough now, but he did not cara te sny o oword pepinst
Bunter. The fat junior had served him and Todd o very
rotten trick, which might casily have ended in 2 sovorn
punishment for each of them. But Wharton knew very well
that DBulstrode was at the bottom of it all. Bunter coull
noever have thought of it for himself.

Mr. Qualch looked sharply at Wharton, and then at Todd.
But he did not repeat his guestion. He rang—and Trotter
appearad with remarkableo guickness, Porhaps he Lad not
boen very far from the doorway all the tine.

* Bend Masters Bulztrode and Bunter to me at once,” =aid
Mr. Qualeh.

* Yes, sir.”

And Mre. Quelch, with a grim expression upon hiz Face,
waited for the arrival of the delinquonts,

“ I didn't say I saw vou. I

I cor-

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Hardly a Trlumph.
ULSTRODE & CO. were rejoicing.

B All the juniors chuckled over the absurd adventura of
Alonzo as a clumpu}'-swnep; but Balstrode had spocial
roason to bo satislied, for he had not the slightest doubs

that the affair would end in a sovere punishment for hoth

Wharton and Todd, agosinat both of whom he bore a hitter

grudge. )

The Remove bully had covered up his tracks so well in the
rmatter that dizscovery seomed tinpossible, and the thought of
having served Mr. Quelch & trick that would maka him ** ait
up,” and of having succeeded in making the punishment fall
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upon the two éu:_ufinrs who had offended bim, made Bulstrode
feel very matished with himeelf and hiz powers as a schemer,
31'"3 Bunter was already elaiming his reward in the tuck-

W

I say, Bulstrede, I'm awfully peckish,” he said, nudging
the bully of the Remove in the ribs, * Would you eare to
corno to Mre, Mimble's now.”

* Oh, ratet”

“ Look here, you promised—-

“Oh, I'm coming, porpoise ™ gaid Bulstrode, getting off
the table whern lie was sitting, ' Get & move on you ™

" Right-ho! 2]

Diunter was interrupted. T8 was at this moment that
Trotter came breathlesely into the room.

" Al Queleh wants Master Dulstrode and Master Buonter
in the masters-voom 1" he exclaimed, as he put his head o2t
the door.

Halstrode pave a jump.

“Wards me " he exclaimed.

" And me?’ echoed Bunter.

bR |

| [

" Yo" prinned Trotter. * You're to go at ence.”
* Anybody with him now?"" asked Bulsirode, with assumed
corelessnose,

™ Mastors Wharton and Todd. They're talking about the
chinuey-sweepin' business,” eaid Trotier. ' You're io go
al, onee,

Al he vanished before Buletrode could ask any moro
questions. The other jumiors were locking very curicusly at
tlhn Remove bully.

*Did oyou have anythng asked
Opilyy.

*Woell, we all looked on,” spid Bulctrode.

* ¥eu; but somcbody must have put the Dulfer up to it
Was that youd”’

Bulstrode did not reply. Ile left the common room, fol-
lowed at a trensbling pace by Billy Bunter. Bunter had for-
rotien all about the promised feed ju his alavm.

=1 say, Bulstrode, do you think Mr, Queleh knows about
tire dodge?’ he ashed.

“1le ean't,” raid Dulstrode uneasly.

“ Bub-=but be's zent for us” )

“He ean’t know angthing. Keep a shiffl apper Lip, and it
will be all right,' said Bulstrode desperately. * Deny cvery-
thing ;. that's yoor cue "

And Buldivode kept a ' etiff upper lip " himself asx e
entered the masters’-room ; but Bunter's attempt at the sume
wis not much of a suecess, Mr. Queleh met them with o
planee that cevtainly jJustified the asserticn of the Hemovites
that his eves bove a strong vesenblance to gunlets.

" Bunter " he rapped out, in a veoice that reade the fat
jEnRlor  jump,

* Yog, mlv.

* Indeed !
Bunter '

* W-w-what matter, sir?

Eomeons has initated Wharton’s voreo, in crder to Induce
Todd to sweep my chimney,” said Mr. Quelch.

“* Pepeperhaps 1t was Wharton, sir,'’

*Wharton was absent from the schocl at the time.
heve wou are very elever gb imuteting veices, Bunler?”

" Yeu, sir: I'm rather a dab at it I—I mean, no, sir,
1—1 can't imitate voices. I've never Jdene such a thung in my
lifeI”?

“ Clan vou imitate Wharton's veice 7

¥ Oh, no, sair!"

“ Did anyone suggest to you that you should de so, for the
rake of playing this trick uwpon Todd, or did you think of
it vourself!"

 Oh, I didn't, sir; the idea never came into my head till
Bulstrode sajd=——"" Hare Bunter canght Bulsirode's eye,
and broke off tn confuston, * I—I nwean that it never came
inta my head at all, sir”

T am afieid 1% 15 too lete for vou to moke that statement,
Bunter,” said BMr. Quelch grimly. ** You have admitted
ton mueh already. What was it Bulstrode soid?”

* tle said it would be o poed dodpe to——  I=—1 mean, he
never sid anything, sir &T don't remember baving spoken
te Hulstrade tﬂrtfﬂ;ﬂ at all, and he certainly wawn't in the
tackshop with me”

* You are sare, Bunter?”

“ Quite surve, sir,” =nid Billy eheerfully.

*You da not ni‘;jcnf. fo uty endbng Mra, Mimble as o owit-
ness, I presume? said Mer. Quelch, in 2 biting tone.

Ponter almost eollapeed.

“I—=f—no—yer eir! You—you see, eir, Mrs. Mimble is
getting pretty old., and she might—ought imagine that she
saw me there with Hulstrode, sir. You know, ven can't
depend on 4 woman to be strictly truthiol, sic™

" Hunter ! You were in Mrs. Mimbles' with Bulstrode te-
dav. and he proposed to veu that this trick should be
plhayed ' exelatmed Mr. Queleh, in a voice of thunder.

Baeler cast a hopeless look ot the sallen, furicus face of
thie Remaove Bually,

e knows all about 11, Bulstrode,” pasped the fat junicr.
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“T auppose ho was standing outside the door all the time,
or else Mra, Mimble beard what we were Eﬂl‘ﬂ!&1 and told
him. I've & pood mind not to deal with Mrs. Mimble any
more, 1'll pay up the fou-tesn and threepence ha'penny I
owe her, and transfer my cusiom to the village shop.”

“ Mra. Mimble haa told me nothing, you stupsd boy," said
Me, @ueleh. I know nothing but what you bave just
revealed vourself.™

* But—but I haven't said anything, sir I gasped Bunter.

“You have said quite enough. Bulstrode, wili you ven
tare to deny that you saggested this trick to Bunter?™

Bulstrode scowled,

“1 don't deny it, ir,” he snid,
less. to deny anvthing, after Billy
revelations, and Bulstrode knew it
gr.’”’

Mr. Queleh Jooked at him st-ernllfr._ "

“Ti was only a jape, as vou call it, Dul-trode?

“ Yo sir, that’s all™

“1f the truth had not come out, Wharton would have
been punizhed very seversly. a-dbd i# punished already.
Had you any intention of owning up, Dulsirode, 28 soon as
vou knew that the punishment was {alling upon an innocent
pereon ¥

“ Yo, e )

'."lrll:‘;‘_ I alch looked dircctly at him. The Remove bully's
nre g0l
3 “ T da nat belisve you, Bulstrode,” said Mr. Queleh, very
guietlv., “1 believe you planned this more for the purposo
of getting Wharton inte trouble than for any other rearon.
In any ease, the punishment will fall now upon the right
shonlders. Von may go; Dulstrode will reman.

Mr. Queleh took up & cane. :

Wharton and Todd and Bunter left the masters’-room.
Ar thoy wont down the paseage they could hesar the swish
of the cane. Dalstrede was finding out onet more that the
way of the transgressor is hard. i

“I'm so sorry, Wharton,” murmured Alomzo Todd. "1
am afraid that I very nearly got vou into sericus trouble
by that natural mistake™ .

O, lw.-nu ::.Ha*t help being & duffer,”” said Herry.

HTt'n tﬁi.ﬂ- fat rotter who's to blame, and Bulstrode,™ said
}}IR;‘I:}', gi:gisping the Owl of the Remove by the collar, and
shaling him,

“'Dwgl" roarcd Bunter. *Yaroch! D-d-don’t shoke mo
like that, Wharton; it unsettles my digestion.”

Bunter wrenched himsclf away and ran. Wharton walked
away, followed by Todd, stil] expresming his regrets, till
Harry gently pushed him over, and left him mitting on the
floor 1n o state of great sstonishmont.

Billy Bunter warted for Bulstrade to come ouwt. Bunter
waa thinking of the promised feed in the tvchkshop, and he
saw no renson why it should not eome off all the same, in
spite of the untoward turn of events. Bunter conld think
of only one thing at a time, and that thing was generally
provender. He hung about the passage waiting for Dul-
strode, though o little more wisdom would have warned him
that the Remove bully war not likely to bo in_a chummy
teinper when he eseapod from the hande of Mr. Quelch.

The door of the masters'-room opened et last, and Bul-
strode came ou:. i .

He was looking very pale, with a red spot glowing in
either cheek, and his hrows were darkly bent.  FHe had his
hands tucked under his orms, and was squeczing them to
allay the pain as he came down the passage.

Bunter rolled forward, blinking at him.

"1 say, Bulstrode—"'

Bulstrode gave a growl a great deal like a bear.

“* Leave me alone, vou fat fool !

“Oh, really, Bulatrode, I suppose you haven't forgotien
the foed, vou know. I'm feeling awlully hangry, and—
Oh! Oh! Yah! Yaroohi” i )

Bulstrode had graeped the fot junior and ewung him
round, DBulstrode was in & hamour to wreak hiz rage upon
somebody, and Bunter really came along in tho nick of
time. The Remove bully kicked the fﬁi{guniﬁr along the
paseage, and Bunter staggered and roared,

“Ow! Oh! Yarooh! Tlelp P’

And he ran for hiz life.

Bulstrode ran, too, after Bunter, kicking at nearly every
step, and he dribbled the fat junior along the passage all
the way to the door, where Bunter whipped out into tho
{lose and escaped.

And that was all the reward Billy Bunter sver reccived
for his sharo aof the jape upon Alonzo thoe Great.

THE ExD.

{(Ancther aplendfd, fong. complete school tale of Harre Wharton & Co,
mext Tuesdioy, entitied: " Billy Bunter, Limited by Frark Richards,
Fleaze order your copy of " The Magnet ™ Library 1o advance. Frice Td.}
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Tt would havo been use-
Bunter's unintentjonal
“It was only 8 Jap,
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The Cellar of the Royal George Inn—Professor macAndrew's
Peril—A Search-Warrant.

The writor nad evidently beon short of notepaper, for soina
pencil-marks had been carefully rubbed out with ink-
araser, ns could bo seen by the rough and crumpled state
of onc cnd of the lstter.

The words that had been rubbed out anpeared to refer
to an account due to the landlord of the Royal George Inn.
On making enquiries, Dare found that the loyal George was
an inn on the Doncaster road, about a mile outatde Cam.
bridge, and that it did not bBear & very good reputation,

Fl¢ made up his mind in an instant how to act. ‘Enlisting
the aid of Blount, Paget and Geaham, and disguising himseli
ns 3 rather disreputible-looking tramp, ho sct off as soon as
it wns dark with his three companions, to reconnoitro this
shady hostelry.

Dare had taken the preeaution to have the mark of the
gang cleverly painted on the middle hngor of his righe
’hang. te lock as though it had been tattoced into the flosh.

On arriving in sight of the inn, which was an ordinary-
looking country public-house, the three undergraduates con-
cealed themselves amid a elump of trees, while Dare went
forward, and entered the inn. The landlord, a bloated and
surly individual, asked him what he wanted.

“Falf a pint of ale,” said Dare, flinging down three
helf-pence, and taking care that the mark on his fnger
should be scen as hoe did so.

On catching sight of the crpsa within the diamond the
landlord became civil at once, and exhibited a similar mark
on his own finger.

“Got any news!" he asked.

“Yea," replied Dare. *“ Where are the others?'

“ Down in the cellar along with the old cove they brought
bore. Are you dodging the cops®" )

“[ mean to olear out of the neighbourhood,” Dare said.

“ Wisest plan,” snawered the landlord. "I wish they'd
take that professor chap away from here. It ain't safe now
the cops are on the alert.”

“That's my idea,” said Dare, "and I've como hare to

tell them so." i

“Wall, vou know the way down. You'll find 'em all
thore."

Tho young detective did not know the way down, but he
had found out what he wanted, and he was glad that an
‘influx of ordinary customers now engaged the landlord’s
sltention. In any case, the way down te tha collar would
not bo difficult to discover. eanwhile, ha had to bring
his thred comrodes on the scene as quistly and unobirusively
ss possible. Five minutes later they were in the iun vard,
a dirty and dilapidated place, which appeared to be seldom
used. Dare explained thoe situation. .

“%Wea have to rescue the professor.,” ho said. *f at all coats,
for his life ia in danger. We can't do any police worli—I
mean we can't bother to arrosk theso miscreants; bat tf they
show fight we must go for them hammer and tongs. You
underatand "' . .

* I think wo understand that part of the business,” replied
Blount wifh a grim smilo.

“(Come along then, Move as poiselessly as

The landlord was still at the bar, and there
to e anybody at the back of the house,

The stairs leading to the cellar were goon found, and the

uartatte descended., Ab the end of a short passage at the
oot of tho atairs a door faced them. It was fastened on
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An undergraduate namad Douglas Cla
Cambridge, iz accused
Stanley
much periouns worlk, tha young detective cauzes the arrest of a man who
had posed as Latimer atthe college, and who was the leader of a notorious
‘ai#ng of criminals, named Jim
this sucocass, however, before he receives notice from the gang that thay
have captored Professor MacAndrew, and demand, as the price of his safety,
that the young detective shall

paper on which the notice is written through a powerful lens, and to his
oy discovers a clus.

A Splendid Sohool Tals of Harm

TANLEY |JARE
§ Del’ectivpe

INTRODUCTION.

n, of St. Martin's Collags,
of the murder a fellow-undergraduate, and
are, assisted by Professor MacAndrew, takes up his case. After

argrave. Dare has scarcely achievid

give up the case, Dare examines t:e

{(Mow go on with the Siory)

the inside, and from bevond it came the low growl of men's
voices., Dare knocked sharply on the panels.

" Who's thero 7" demandod » man with 3 hoarse voice,

“Open the door, guick I'" whispered Dare. * No time te
bo lost! I've got & message from Jim Bargrave !

“YWhat & i‘%’le sign "'

“A ecross within a diamond,” replied Dare, at a venture.

“I‘*-'-:}thmg of the zort, youn thundering apy " snapped the
volen, “JIf you're not oui of this in—"

The report of Dare's rovalver drowned the reat of (ho
sontenes. Ho had blown in the lock, and the door swung
slowly open. Rushing into the cellar, followed by the wid oo
graduates, ho saw the professor at the opposite ond of tho
room, handeuffod to & staple in the wall, There were four
of the gang there. From above, the voice of the landlord
could be heard demeanding to know what was the wmaier
But no one heeded him. One of the gang yelled out:

: by :..::.ples! Down 'em! College chaps! Let 'cm have it
wt 17

In two minutes a terrific fight was in progress. but Dare
and his companiona wero not to be denied. They fought
with an energy that carried all before them: bwo of the
gang were quickly hors-de-combat, and the other two, con-
cluding thal diserotion was the better part of vatour, made
lf.tﬂ-ud Fi:;‘ air escape, fearing, no doubt, that the police wore not
ar off.

“" Mon, tae think that I should have been teapped like
this 1" exelgimed MacAndrew., ' It's galling, an’ I feel
richt doon ashamed. Ay, but they're cunnin Emnﬂ LR

“ Wever mund, professor,’” said Dare. “It's the fortuna
of war. Thesa [ellows have over-reached themselvea this tiqe.
Hold vour weists steaady. That's right.”

The handeuffs, attached to a chain, swung against ths
wall with a clatter, and MacAndrew waa free.

“'The sooner we are out of this the better,” continged
Dare. *There may be soms more of the gang not far off.
and I don't know exactly how strong they may be in point
of numbara.'

Blount led the weay, Dare and the profeesor came nex,
and Paget and Graham brought up the rear. Ths two
thisves who had fallen were left in the cellas, the vouas
detoctive meaning to send the police down to the inn as
goon as possible.

A few yokels, who had been drinking at the bar, stared
open-mouthed abk Stanley Dare and his comrades as ther
passed out of the house. The landlord had dizappeared,
but Dare did not trouble about him. The polics would have
no. d:fficulty in tracking him down.

" How did these [ellows teap you?" asked Dare of tha
professor, as they returned towards the town.

“Wi' a forged note, pretending tao come frac you,”
replied MacAndrew, “iaddiﬁ, your handwriting was
imitated exactly, It ran: * What made you leave collego
without secing me? Want to seo vou argently. Meot mo
at the Royal George Inn. Fresh dovelopmonts!” The man
who deliversd it looked like one of the college porters. Ho
rot a cab for me, and T jumped in. Hali-way to the inn tho
driver dropped his whip, and jumped down for it. 1t was all
part of the trick,. He put his head in at the window of the
cab to apologise for stopping, and before T knew whore 1 waa
he had clapped a chloroform pad over my mouth, T loal my
sonaca, When I recovered I was handeuffed to the wall in
that cellar.*

*“An old dodpe worked very emartly,” said Dare.

“Thay
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sre up to every move on the boerd, and must have been
watching you protty closely.  Well, here we are at dheo
college gates, i think that a therough night’s rest wall do
us n]? goewd, To morrow :

Y es, to-morraw 7

“ To-morrow I shall strilse,” sard Dare, * for I have canght
the murderer in the toils, and he cannet eseape now,  And
the foal doe: not even dream thei I suspect hiwl™

“You have all the neceseary proofs i

“Yes, my cnge is complete”

To-moreow !

Wall, it was ta bo a day big with surpriees for mony
within tha college, Dare being probably the only onc who
was fully preparved for all that was going to happen.

The firet curprige came just after morning chapel. A ser-
goant and two police officers presented themsclves, armod
with o search-warrant., Information had been lodged that
the escaped prisoner, Donglas Clayton, awaiting trial on a
charge of murder, was in hiding in the ccllege.

Dr. Gelightly at once sent for Dare, asking him if the
warrant waes rogular.

** Perfoctly regular,” said Dare.

hen he turned fo the sergeant.

“Who lodged the information 7' he demandaod.

“T am wpet at liberty to give vou the man's nante,'”
replied the oflicer.

“ It 18 of no consequence,” said Dare.
do you propose to search freed'’

“In ihe rooms formerly gccupied by the prisoner,” tho
sorgeant answered. ' We know that vou are acting for
iy, Mr. Dare:; but T .must warn TOu that if oLl attomnt
1o interfere. or encourage others to interfere with us in tho
exceution of our duty, the eonsequenecs will be very serious.’

“1 have no intention of interfering with yon in the
execution of your duty,” said Deare. “In faci, | intend to
aid you.™

“Tn what way ¥*

“That will be mada elear when vou have finislicd yvour
senrch.  Here comes the man who lodged the information,
1le mcans fo aid you, too. I suppose. Let me advise vouw,
scrpeant, not to allew him out of your sight; bis informa-
Lion, you koow, may, after all, be weorrect.)”

The sergeant glanced at Dare doubtiully, then at the man
who was crossing the court towards them., This man was
Senoitd, the pyp!

¥

“ ¥ know it. Where

A Startling Denouement—The Shadow of Guilt is Lifted.

The door of Clayion's rooms was unlocked in the presenco
of the sergeant of police. He and the comstables entercd,
The rooms were empty eo far as o human being was eon-
cerned.  The polico even searched the euphboards, which,
huving many shelves, would have been inconvenient quarters
for a fullprown eat; but not only was Douglas Clavton
yvisible, thera were no eigns of the rooms having been
cecupied since his arrest.

The sergeant furned for en explanation to Sennitt, whe

wiz not only bewildered, but showed traces on kis zallow
fnce of absolute fear. What was it that he fearced?
" IHe wos here last night,” said the fellow hoarsely. *“ 1%l
ewear to that! That precious young deiective was the one
who hid him here, aiding and abetting a prisoner to cscape,
and the chances are that he is the one whe smoggled him
pway again.”

“Well, Mr. Inforraer,” observed Paget, regarding tho
£vp with contempl and disgust, " the young detective that
you refler to is waiting down in the quadrangle for you and
the police.officers when you have done vour search, and I
have no doubt, will be very happy to explain his conduct.”

*I'll search the roome on thiz staircase first,” said the
aﬁrgeﬂ;t, *and then go and have a word or twoe with Mr.

are.

He drew blank in the other rooms, for the very sinmple
reason that the man he was searching for—Douglas Clayton
—was at that moment ieisurely walking up and down by
the college greem, leaning on Wilfred Blount’s arm, and
chatting as carelessly with him, apparently, as though the
police could have no possible concern with him.

I: 18, perhaps, needless to say that, as far as his cutward
sppearance was concernad, he did not now bear the slightest
rescinblance to Douglasg Crlajvtﬂ-n, of &t. Martin's,

At an early hour that morning, Stanley Dare had
suggled him down into Blount's rooms, and there dise
guised him so cleverly that the keenest-eved police-officer in
the world could net have recognised r“:im. He now hed
the appearance of a man well past middle age, with grey
hair, beard, and moustache, and a deeply-bronzed face, as
though he had lived much abroad. He was supposed to be

i relative of Wilfred Blount, who had come up to (am-
bridge to ses him.

“ Look here, Mr, Dare,” said the sergeant, when he ro-
eprearcd in the quadrangle after his imenceessful search, T

dor’t quite understand this business. This man, Sennitf,
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states that it was you whe brought the prizoner into the

R e : T3 ;
w‘l‘lﬁﬂ;c moment, sergeant,”’ interposed Dare, This ex-
¢ollent servant—my gyp, by the way, so long as 1 am of
{he college books—may be able to suggest some other hiding
place where Clayton may be concealed, )

“Yes, 1 can! snarled Sennitt, * There ie a small cell
in that underground menastery which was discovered the
other day——" . )

He stopped ﬂl.lﬂdf?t‘:!ﬂi, mah?:n%lt.hut he was =zaying too
much. DBut Dare gquickly caught by up.

“When, and in what manner, duE ou learn about the
cells of the underground monastery 2" he demanded.

“1 wenl down out of curicsity,’ stammezed the fellow,
“and when-?” -

“That i3 a le! .

Sennitt’s face became bloodless, The young detective had
taken & pace forward, and stood in Iront of him with flash-
ing eyes. A small crowd of undargraduatga had already
gathered, and were gazing from the dgtective to the gyp
with wonder and expectancy, That they wera on the eve of
hearing some startling and dramatic revelation, they felt
gurc; nor were they to be disappointed. ;

“ (ome, Mr. Dare,” interposed the sergeant, ' we shall
gain nothing by abuse. This man has mede a statement

oy

" Which, I repeat, is & lie!” reiterated Dare. * There
is no question of abuse, The men who know the most
about the underground monastery are the meu};t-ers of the
gang of thicves who made it their heq.du;.uurterg. .

1 hope you don’t mean to assert, sir, exclaimed Bennitt,
*“that I know anything about this gangpf thieves which you
rofer to, or have had any connoction with them 1o any way T

He had thrown out hiz hands in en attitude of appeel,

assuming the rola of an injured man. ‘The professor wss
standing eloss behind him, and at a glance from Stanley
Lrare he seized the fellow’s right wrist in 2 vice-like grip,
while, with a single deft movement, ho snatched off the

leather finger-stall from Sennitt's middle finger.

“ Sarpeant,” cried the young deteetive, “"you know the
secret mark of the gang of thieves and murderers, of which
Jim Bargrave was the head 77

“ T know 1t,"" replied the sergoant.

“Took here, on that fellow’s middle finger !’ pursucd
Btanley Dare. “ The e¢rcss enclosed by the diamend! I any
that this scoundre!, who obtained a position az o college
servant with forged reforences, is o member of thet
noloricus gang—or, perhaps, I gught to say, was a m_emlzfr,
for the gang, a= & criminal brotherhood, no 'Iﬂrrg-er exists.

“ An unusua! place for a tattoo mark,” obeerved the ser-
goant, himself vieibly impressed by the skilful manner in
which the young detective was turning the tables on the
informer, and clearing the tangled net of crimo which had,
alike, caught innocent and guilty in its meshes.

 Ave, there iz nao doot about that”” said Professor
MacAndrew. 1 have puid cause to know that mark, and
to remember it !

1t was plainly visible, tattoced between the Gret and sccond
joiud of the middle finger.

Sonnitt elored his khand, as though to hide it; but he
Jaughed scornfully, meaning to brazen the matter out to the
]I:."'if.

“ A tattoo mark that, eomewhat foolishly, I hed done cne
evening,” he said. ** It goes for nothing.’

“ An upusual place for a tattoo mark,’” observed tho sor-
geant drily. "]}111 view of the fact that Bargave and three
other members of the gang, who were captured last night,
have a similar mark in the sama position, it is at least cue-
picious. But, Mr. Dare™—he turned to the young dete-:tsta
—** this does not help os in the matter of Douglas Clayton.’

“ It will help us to prove his inmocence,” replied Dare.
““(n the first aight that I slept in this college I heard sone-
body moving about the- rooms which had been occupied by
Clarcnoe Latimer. I crept up the stairs. A man dashed
out of the room, seized me by the throat, and fung me back,
1 knew the mean, although I did not see his face in the
darkness. T felt the leather finger-stall that he wore on L
roiddle finger pressed against my throat, The man was
Sennitt."

“Yeu are trying hard to build up a case!” eneerad
Sennitt.”?

“ I discovered that o Aoorboard in Latimer’s badiroom had
been lifted,” pursacd Dare, digregarding the interruption,
“and in the space bencath theré were the marks where a
cashbox had been concesled—Latimer’s cashbox, containing
the fifty pounds in gold which Clayton was faleely accueed of
heving stolen, Sennitt had hidden the box there, and had

rone to fetch it when I overheard him in the rcom. The
woney was afterwards shered among the gang. 'Ié}%ﬂl
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diamond ring, which also had becn stelen, Sennitt kept for

himself."

“You continue to make these sssertions!" cried Sennitt
“Where are your proofs?"”

*You shall have them,” said Dare.

The man was standing with his arms hanging loosely by
his sides and hia hands clenched. Dare made a sudden leap
forward, and befors Sennitt could prevent him, had snatched
a loather wallet from the inner broast-pockaet of his jacket.

“8eec what this wallet contains, sergeant!” exclaimed
Trare, handing it to the officer.

. Tha sergeant opened it quickly, and the first thing that he
oxtracted was a dismond ring. A cry of anger and amaze-
ment broke from the students.

“ Latimer’s ring!" they oried.
stolen from him '

“That 13 my proof that this man, and not Douglas
Clayton is guilty of the theft " cried Dare triumphantly.

A chear wont up from the undergraduates at this an-
nouncement; but it was quickly hushed as Sennitt, with
bloodless face and ashen lips, gasped out:

“ Have you finished "

“No!". said Dare, and his voics rang out like a clarion.
I charge you with murder! [ charge you with having
poisoned Clarence Latimer by administering a drug known
a3 curaring in the cup of mgm which bhe drank before re-
tiring to rest on the night of his death!”

Seqnitt reeled like a drunken man, and no ono thero
could doubt his guilt when they saw the look in his eyea. He
knew the game was up at last. BSuddenly his hand, which
he h:}::l slipped into his coat pockot, moved swiftly up to hia
mouth.

““ Hold his wrist—quick !"" cried Dara.

The professor had gripped it even before Dare spoke, and
I:I;ﬁ t;rcatud s amall, cut-glass phial from the wretched man's

and.

“It is the remainder of the curarina ! he said.

At a word from the sergeant, the conatables caught hold
of Sennitt. There was the sharp click of handcuffs.

" He meant to poison himsalf!” gasped Dr. Golightly.

Dare nodded.

The sergeant touched Sennitt on the shoulder.

“You are my prisoner ! he said,

_On the evening of that eventful day Stanley Dare, Paget,

izraham, Clayton—still disguised, although he meant to sur-

rendoer to the police next day, a3 his irnocence would soon be
lezally proved—and Wilfred Blount, had assembled in the
latter’s room for supper, at the conclusion of which jovous
meal Dare gave an account of the manncer tn which he had
rolved the mystory of Clarence Latimer's murder, and so
litted the shadow of guilt for ever from Clayton's shoulders.

The greater part of this the reader already knows: but
a [ew words of e:?lanatiun may still be necessary.

“From the first § regarded Latimer's gyp with suspicion,”
said Dare, “especially when I discovered, from unmistal-
able evidence, that he had been wearing a pair of your old
shoes, Clayton, to obtain which he must have entered your
rapm.  The fact that Sennitt always kept the nuddie finger
of his right hand covered, appeared to me to be suspicious
—especially when 1 found that his statement to me that he
had cut his finger badly was a liec. Of courae, when I dis.
covered the secret mark of the gang, I understood the
reason of it

“HSennitt was a
member of that clever

ang of thieves, and,

aving obtained the
position of gyp in the
college, thers wers
plenty of epportunitios
of making big hauls of
money, Jewellery, or
college plate, by work.
ing in mn{junct{nn with
his confederates. The
fact that Bargrave was
so exactly like Latimer

—not only m appear-

anca, but in voica also

—paved the way for

some big coups. It i

not  pesaible, now, to
rove it, but thers can

e no doubt that he
was in and about the
collegs  very often
during the evenings,
when anyons, on  sse-
ing him, would have
mistaken him for
Latimer.

“The onoe that was

“The real Latimer made the discovery that it was lias
gyp, Sennitt, who had robbed him; but he meant that the
suspicion should rest on you Clayton, as, for reaspns with
which I am unncqmu'ntmi Clarenee Latimer bore you tho
most intense hatred,

“ But Sennitt tnought that the accasation againiabk you
was only a ruse on Labtimer's part, and that he meoant Lo
hand him over to the police on the following day. To aave
himself, and transfer the suspicion of murder, a3 well a3
theft, to Clayton, he obfsined the curarine and pourcd
anough peison to kill iwe men into his master’s cofiee, Tha
coolness and diabolical cunning of the act served to avert
suspicton from him at first.™

““What an utter villain!" exclaimed Blount.

“You may say that,” replied Dare. * Well, he will pay
the price of hia erimes.”

He did. In due course he was tried, convicted, and
sentenced to death. Bargrave received a long term of penal
servitude, and the other members of the gang varying tecims
according to the evidenca that was brought agsinst them.

Doaglas Clayion iz still one of the most popular men ak
5t. Martin's; but 8tanley Dare is the hero of the undze.
graduates, and whenover he goca to Cambridgoe he 13 auro
of & hearty and joyous welcome.

However, he could spare no time to holiday with them
just then, for, no sconer hiad he returned to his rcoms, than
a visitor called upon bim on urgent busines.

- [ 3 - - - B L)

A Strange Story.

*I have heard of you, Mr. Dare, a3 being the youngost
and smartest detective in London, official and private. 1
believe in young men. They strike out new methods of ther
own, and, as a rule, they are more daring than men who ara
past their prime. It is for these reasons that I have coma
to consult ﬁu in a case of mysterious murder and robbery.™

Stanloy Dare stood with his back to the window, and his
face in deep shadow-—a favourite posmtion of his when inter-
viewing a new client. It posaessed thizs advantage, that he
could note the varying expressions on his client's featuros,
while his own could only be observed with difficulty.

In the present instance he notod that his visitor was blind
of one eye—the left—but that his svund eye was a piercing
ong, with a somewhat sinister gleam in it. He was rouglhly
olad, and had the outward appcarance of a merchant se:.
mman, His voice was soft and polizhed, and hia genoral atyls
of speaking showed him to i!;c a man of education. Hia
card, which Dare still held between a finger and thumb, bors
the name * Martin Gilbert.”

“I am cortainly the younzest detective in London,’
Dare, with a slight smile. ** Now, will

repliad
vou pleasa state your

case?  Was the murdered person a friend or relative of
vours®"
 Neither," anawered Martin Gilbert—** not even an

acquaintance. But I was interested in the man from a puresly
personal reason,

“The man's name was John Fleming,” went on Gilbort ;
*he was a common seaman, and he hag in his possessian, o4
the time when he was murdercd, a leather pocket-Doalk
which belonged to me.”

“Indeed! How did it get into his posscssion "

"l am coming Eo
that. The pocket-boolk,
which contained papers
of some valus to me,
had been entrustod to
his care by a {riend af
mine, who 18 a ship-
ping agent at T.agos,
on the West Coast ol
Africa. Fleming had
been in my Iriend's
employ, and was a
trustworthy fellow, I
beliave.,  As ho was
coming home to
England, my friend
dectded to send the
papera which I have
raferrad to by him. The

LIMITED.”

A great ides strikes the anterprising
Billy, sud be doss his Ievel beat 4o
maks It catch on.  Moadlesy to eny, the
rdan " meAE SO GAEY WAT Oof maklag
cath for Bantsr. I¥a & very langh-

aHs whorT| pocket-book in which
By the way, Alonzo wants ta know they were laced 13 of
no value of itself, but
if the can  bo
traced we shall no
doubt ba on the track
of the murderar.™
(Anothar Fi ol
inztaoliment of this

splendid detoctive
story next Yuesday. )
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