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fool ! Who’s the eulprit?
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Smith watched him, with sinking heart

THE FIRST CHAPTER
Bad Luck for Smithy!
ERBERT VERNON-SMITH, the

Bounder of Greyfriars, scowled
blackly.

His hunda, in his pockets,
l:!q:m:.hed hard,

Smithy, at that moment, would have
liked to plant one of those clenched fists
right on the plump features of Mr.
Prout, the master of the Fifth:

His eyes gleamed at the portly Ferm-
master as he rolled into view,

It wu mhmng break at Greyfriars
old guad was crowded
wnth E-aHﬂwa of all Forms. Harry
Wharton & Co., and a numbeyr of other
Remove fellows, were punting a foater
about, Thmr cheery shouts reachéd the
Bounder's ears from & distance. But he
eould not see them; neither could they
see him, Smithy was standing in a
quiet, secluded spot, leaning on a but-
tress of the high stone wall where. it
bordered the road. Two or three ancient
olms shadowed that spot, and the
Boundex was safe from general obeerva-
tion umntil Prout rolled along.
It was like Prout to barge in exactl:,r
where and when he was not wanted !

Though real Prout, if he had
noticed the scow ng junior at all, might
have wondered w 13' his arvival on the
spot angered and alarmed Smithy.

Smithy, apparently, was doing
nothing but idling away hiz time in
break, which he had & vight to do if zo
dis I:H}Eﬁ and 1t did nob =eom to matter
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whether & Form-master saw him loafing
there or not,

But it did matter—io Biithy !

He had been there five minutes—wait-
g, Prout, certainly, was not likely to

I.':E"E that a Remove boy waas waiting

re for something to be tossed over the

schnul wall from the road.

But that, in point of fact, was exactly
what Em&tfu was walting for !

It had seemed absolutely safe to the
black sheeF of the Remove. Juniors
warg not sllowed out of gaies v break ;
but any junior could, if he liked, loaf
under the school wall, and there was
nﬂthmg to prevent Bill Ladgey [rrom

walking past on the public road outside.
and tossing a letter over the wall in a
certain definite spot.

Any minute now that messapge from
Smithy's sporting friend ouimde the
school might drop over the wall. Smithy
was waiting to pick it up when it
dropped. Nobody was at hand, and no
eye was on him. And then My, Prout,
taking his usual walk in break. chose
that direction instead of o dozen others—
by sheer chanee, hui 2 most unfortunate
and unlucky chance for Smithy.

The PBounder breathed hard as he
vwatched Prout’s stately roll. )

It wight have Leen worse. It might
have been his own Torm-master, Quelch,
who canme along—in which case a poir of
eyes as sharp as gimlets would have
hoent turned on the Bounder. Prout
funL no notics of him. Xo Joubt he AW
Iy im ihcr-ﬁ» hnt. e was net mterestdéd n
Remove jumiovs, and he gave him no
herd.

@}

| Ut
For a leng mnmant Dr Lueke stared fixedly at the hil-mu mminn on thu blotter.

Someone has dared to eall Mr. Prout, the pompeus master of the Fifth Form, a

i —— L ——

il

Vernon-

Slow and stately, Prout paced along
bysthe path under the school wall. :

The Bounder had plenty of nerve, but
he felt au inward tremor at the idea of
Bill . Lodgey's note droppiog wnder the
eyes of & Ferm-master.

If the old ass would ouly move = little
faster!

But Frout never moved fast. His
avoirdupois was agaiust it. Mr. Prout
carried his considerable weight with
low. and leisorely dignity.

The Bounder gave a start az he heard
a sound—a slight sound from the other
~icde of the wall

Somegne had stopped there on the
road 1

Bmithy did not need telling who it
wasi Lt was Ball Lodgey, with his note
in his grubby hand—that note which
cotttained hnpevtant inferimation re-
garding Black Bunny, who was to yun in
the three o'clock on Wednesday.

And Prowt, was theve !

It was coming—Smithy kuew it was
coming ! He could give the racing man
ne warning, with Prout there. All he
eould do was te affect complele 1gnor-
ance of the whole matter. His only
comfort "was that ne names would be
mentroned in that note.  Lodgey was

diseresd,  But Prout, if he saw 1t, would
surely counect 1t with rhe fact that
Vernon-Smith was waiting there. How
could he fail 1o do s0?

It was a horrid mowent for the
Bounder. Hiz heart was heaiing qpuite
unpleasantly

\Whiz |

AlzmaH object shot.over 1he wall and
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dropped. It dropped, with a light thud,
almost at the feet of Mv. Proutl

Had it dropped behind him, Smithy
might have had a chance of pouncing on
it and sequring it before the Fifth Form
master turned his head, But it did not
deop behind Frout. It dropped just in
front of him, and with another step he
would have trodden on it

rout did not take that other step.
He stopped in astonishment, and stared
at the small object on the ground.

“ Bless my goul I"" ejaculated Prout.

He stared up at the high wall, over
which it had come. Then he stared for
a momment at Yernon-Smith, who looked
in another direction. Then he stared
egain at the objeet at bLis feet. Then
slowly, for bending required rather an
effort for & gentleman of Prout’s girth,
he stooped and picked up the object.

“Blesz my =zoul ' repeated Prout.

He saw that it was a note In an
envelopo, wrapped round a stone to give
it weight for throwing.

He nnwrapped it.

There was no superseription on the
envelope., It was quite blank. More
and more astonished, Prout gazed at it
Blowly a frown aceumulated on his
portly brow.

Prout was not guick on the uptake.
He was, in fact, rather dense. But he
would have had to be » good deal densar
than he was, had he not guessed that
this was & surreptitious communication
from outside the school, intended for
some Greyiriars boy.

“Upon my word ! breathed Prout.

He jerked open the envelope and took
out the note inside. He unfolded the
note, adjusted his glasses, and locked at
it. And he read:

“1 zeen the trainer, and there ain't no
doubt about the Bunny. I wouldn't take
auvthing but odds on, now I know; but
1 Euow where to put on a fiver for you
at two to one, if you let me know by
g1x. "

That was all,
glgnature.

Ir. Prout was quite unacgquainted
with the crabbed scrawl. From whom
that note cama he had not the faintest
ideg; but that it came from a racing
man, conveying & “tip * to.a Greyfriars
boy, and offering his services to put him
“on,” was clear enough.

Thunder gathered on Prout's brow.

He qukeg at the Bounder again.

Yernon-Smith, apparently ntercsted
in watching pigeons among the elms, cid
not seem to see him.

gnd there was no

“Vernon-Smith ! gaid Prout, in a

deep voice.

“ IKh Emiihg locked round. * Did
ki

sou call me, sir

Prout held up the note.

“"Do you know anything of this,
Vernon-Bmith 1

“Of what, sir?" asked the Bounder
innocently.

“ Ot this note, which was flung over
the wall & minute age by some person
on the road,” said Mr. Prout sternly.

" Someone has thrown you a note over
the wall?” asked the Bounder, appar-
ently mizunderstanding.

"Nothing of the kind, Vernon-Smith.
This is s note from some racing man,
and it is intended for some Greviviars
EH}'I.'.”

"0k, sir! Some Fifth Form boy, do

- you think 2"

“"What!" gasped Prout. “What?
Cartainly net! Ne boy in my Form, I
am happy to say, is capable of such
.-.iaa]iug‘ with disreputable characters.”

Mr. Prout was happily unacguainted
with the manners um? customs of Hilton

and Price of the Fifth. Like many
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Form-mastera, he rogarded his own
Form as being, like Mrs. Cmsar, above
suspicion.

“ Lirdeead, the
Bounder. _

“I find you,” said Prout, “waiting
here. Why are you waiting here,
Vernon-Smith 1

“I'm watchin® the pigeons, sir.”

“The—the what "

' PiE"EﬂIﬂE 1+

Prout breathed hard.

“Do you mean to tell me, Verncn-
Smith, that you are loitering alone in
this sceluded corner, for no other pur-
pose but to wateh the pigeona?™

“I've told yvou, sir™

“In a word, Vernon-Smith, are you
the boy for whom this—this rascally and
disreputable message was thrown over
the wall 7" boomed Prout,

The Bounder gave him & c¢ool, hard
stare. Among his Form-fellows Bmithy
would have disdained to lie, but in deal-
ing with prefects and *beaks” he was
absolutely without seruple on that point.
In his view, they were natural enemies,
to circumvent whom any means were
justifiable. It was for them to catch bim
out, if they could. He answered, with
perfect coolness, and without the Ricker
of an eyelid:

“ Mot ot all, sir!” ,

“You deny it, Vernon-Smith "

“0Oh, certainly [

“Very well!™ szaid Prout. *Very
welll 1 doubt your statement, Vernon-

TR HE RO R R T UG T

Vernon-Smith is in deep
waters—the ‘‘sack ' looms
darkly over him. And the only
person who can save the
Bounder’s bacon is Skip,
ex-professional pickpocket !

STENIHHAD T E M R A D

Smith! I am sware that you have far
from a good reputation in the school. I
have not forgotten that you have been
very nearly expelled from Greyfriara on
more than one occasion, I shall keep
this note, Vernon-Smith, and when 1 see

our Form-master after class I shall

and it to him, with the information
that you were whltmi asbout, with no
apparent object, on the spot where it
fell. Mr. Quelch will deal with you as
he thinks fit.” 2

With that Mr, Prout slipped the note

sip [V murmured

inta the pocket of his gown and volled
on, scornful and majestic. ]
The Bounder looked &fter him—

breathing hard! What was Quelch
going to think when he got that note,
and Prout’s information along with it?

Bmithy knew only too well! He had a
vision of an interview with his head-
master—and of the chopper coming
down, at last, with a crash !

Qiten and often had the scapegrace of
CGreviriars sailed dangerously near the
wind—and this time could not help
feeling he had taken one chance too
many [ Slowly, with knitted brow, he
walked away from the spot—wondering
whether that golden October day was

oing to be his last at Greyiriars
%cimnl !

—————

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Billy Bunter In a Scrape !

1 UNTER I
B “Oh!l Yes sir!"

*“Have you written your
lines ¥™ .
“Ohl Yes, sir! I mean, no. sicl"

3

Third school was at an end in the
Remove room.

That lesson had been Roman history:
hut—as was often the case—many of t
Remove fellows had other matters on
their minds as well as the valuable in-
struction they were zeceiving from their
Form-master.

The Famous Five couldn’t hel i?i¥
a thought or two to the Higheliffa
match, now nearly due; Vernon-Smith
was reflecting glumly that it would not

long now before Prout interviewed
My, Quelch; his ehum, Tom Redwing,
was wondering uneasily what was the
cause of the black look on the Bounder's
brow., Bkinner was debating in his
mind whether Quelch would spot him if
he projected an ink-bell et the new
gmiar. Skip—and decided not to risk it.
illy Bunter's fat mind was deeply
oecupied-—to the almost total exelusion
of Roman history. Bunter could not
help worrving about certain lines that
were long overdue—nourishing a faint
hope that Quelch might have forgotten
them, whieh was, however, a very faint
hopo indeed.

Such as it was, that hope was dashed
to the ground when the Remove master
addressed him et the end of third
school.

Quelch had not forgotten! That was
tho worst of Quelch—he had an abso-
lutely putrid memory—he remembered
everything |

Those lines had haunted Bunter for
days and days. Again and again he had
had a shot at them, but laziness always
supervened. His excuses for their non-
delivery had been many and various.
Mr. Quelch, though obviously deubtful,
had admitted excuse after excuse—but
still he seemed to want the lines. Now
he was raising the subject again—a sub-
jex,:;.d of which Bunter was thoroughly
tired.

Really, it seemed as if Billy Bunter
would never hear the end of those
lines—unless, indecd. he wrote them and
handed them in. Dut that, of course,

was & very last and dEB]EIE-I‘ﬂ.tﬂ FEMOUTTH.
“¥on fm.‘l.'e not written the lines,
Bunter!* Mr, elch’a voice rather

resembled that of the Great Huge Bear.
It indicated that he was at the end of

his patience.

w Fh, gir] I mean, ves, sir! That is
no, sir 1 stammered the hapless Owi of
the Remove. *The fact is, sir, [—=I've
nearly finished them, sir—" '

ery well, Bunter! Bring them to

study 1n ten minutes.”
‘Oh1” gasped Bunter. *I—I haven't
quite done them, sir! Very—very
nearly, sir, but—but not quite {* :

The Bemove fellows suppressed grina

Bunter had the unusually beavy impot
of a thousand lines on hand. He had, as
it were, asked for it, and pgot it! The
fellows knew that he had had shot after
shot at it—but they doubted whether he
had done more than twenty out of the
thnusand—lew_ing s balance of nine
hundred and eighty or so.

Mr, Quelch looked us if he shared that
doubt.

1 will secept your statement, Bunter,
that you heve nearly finished your
imposition,” said Mr. Quelch grimly,
“and you may bring it to me 1n_my
study, as I have told you. The
remainder may be written out later.”

“Oh " gasped Bunter,

“ Dismiss | gaid Mr. Quelch.

Many of the Removites were grinmng
as they marched out.

Billy Bunter was not

Bunter was full of dismay.

Truth mnd Bunter had long been

It

grinning.

strangera, He had told Quelch that he
had nearly finished that impot simply to
The gxyer Lisrary.—No. 1.



4

keep him quict. By that simple deviea
he would gain time, and that vretched
impot might be finished somchow or
other. How was a fellow to guess that
Quelch would tell him to hand it in n
its unfinished state?

Bunter certainly had expected nothin
of the sort, and now he wes in a fearfu
scrape. He had about a score of lines
to show up—which by no stretch of the
imagination could be supposed to be o
“nearly finished * impot of a thou-
sand | Quelch would know that he had
told a crammer—and Quelch’s views on
crammers differed widely from Billy
Bunter’s | ]

The fat Owl wriggled as if he could
slready feel the cane!

*1 zay, you fellows Bunter hooked
ont to the Famous Five in the guad. 1
. sy, you heard what Quelch said? 1
zay, what's a chap to do?"

“ Lines ! suggested Bob Chorry.

“0h, really, Cherry! T =ay, fancy
telling & chap to take in an impot un-
fiished,”’ groaned Bunter. "It almost
looks to me as if Quelch docan’t believe
me, you fellows. ™

* Almost | gasped Harry Wharton,

"H!J., h&r hﬂr 1

“Think that's it?" groancd Bunter,
“Think he doesnt believe that I've
dona any of that rotten impot at all and
wanis to catch me out 1"

“Bort of 17 prinned Jolinny Bull.

“The ecatchfulness will be terrifie if
the ridiculous lines are not done!™
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Well, I've done twenty—=""

“Pwenty " gasped Bob. “"And vou
told Quelch you'd nearly finished 2
thousand 1"

“ Well,
Bunter,

“Better pack your bags before yon
take that twenly or twenty-one i to
Quelch ¥’ said Harry Wharten, laugh-
ing. “You fat ass, Quelch knows per-
feetly well that you wers telling
whoppers. You're going to be licked
for it—and serve you jolly well right 1

“T don't want to be licked ' wailed
Bunter, “Besides, I never ought {o
have to do those lines! Ii was all a
mistake, really! You see, I wrote up
on the blackboard *‘Bewarc of Pick-
pockets,' just as one in the aye for Skip.
It was sll your fault, really—"

“Our fault!™ ecxclaimed Frank
Nugent. "' How do you make that out,
you fat ass?"

“Well, you were down on Skip!”
argued Bunter, “I was nn!ly backin
sait up in putting it on the blackboard.

o fellows might have helped me with
the lines, as 1t was really all your fault.
I've asked you a lot of times.™

“Fathead I

“The brute told me to write that
beastly sentence out & thousand times !
groaned Bunter. *“But it ought to be
washed out now, you know, if Quelch
could only sea it! Since it came out
that Skip fished my sister Bossic out of
the Sark I'in sorry I chipped him about
having been a pickpocket before he
came here. cally and truly, you
know ! The chap did a plucky thin
just what I should have dome in his
p}H EE ¥F

““Ha, he, ha |”

“And since then I ain’t down on him

"1
1

pevhaps twenty-one!” =aid

any morel” said Bunter, “So the
whole thing ought to be washed out—
see? But I suppose it’s no good saying

that to Quelch! I've got to write out
‘Beware of Pickpockets' a thousand
times—and I've only dene twenty or so!
I wish I hadp’t told Quelch now that I
had nearly finished that impot——"

“Try sticking to the truth another
time, old fat man !* chuckled Bob.
THe Macker Lmeary.~—No. 1,350,
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“That's all very well, but that won't
seo e through now 1 said Bunler
peevishly. I say, you fellows, Queleh
will expect to see at least six or seven
hundred lines, as I teld him I'd nearl
finished the thowsand. If it was left {ill
after dinner T might get some fellows to
help. But what am I to do now 1"

“Go and take your whopping, and
never tell any more lies!"” sugpested
the captain of the Remove.

“"You &illy idiot,” hissed Bunter,
“that's just the point—I den’t want to
be whopped. That's important. I say,
vou fellows, suppose I go to Quelch and
say that some fellow has hidden my
lines for a—a joke, What do you thin
he would do?”

“{Five you a few extra

“0h lor' ! 1—1 suppose he mightn't
believe it 1"

“"The mightfulness i3 terrific!”
chuckled Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, look here, I'll tell you what 1"
sl Bunter. *I dare szavy vou knew
tlat the Head’s lunching at the vicarage
to-da 9

" Blossed if I knew 1" said Harry.

“Oh, you fellows never hear any-
thing 1™ said Bunter contemptuously, I
heard Prout mention it to Capper. You
fellows never keep your ears open.”™

“Not for what isn't intended for
them, certeinly.’

“0Oh, really, Wharten!  Well, the
Head’s gone to the viearage, Supposo
vou go to Quelch and say that the
Head spoke to you as he went—"

“Eh? He didn't1?

“For goodness’ sake, Wharton, keep
o  the E’J::-int. whenn  every  munute's
precious I exclaimed Bunter 1m-
mtiently. “You tell Quelch that the
lead spoke to you as he went, and
gnve you 8 message for him—say, =
wessage that he wanted him to go to
the vicavage to—"

““(h, iy hat 1"

“Quelch won't take my word,” said
Bunter bitterly, “You fellows would
hardly believe it, but he's doubted my
word ® lot of times. It's pretiy une-
gentlemanly, but there it is. But he
will take your word all right, Wharton
—you  being head boy and all that,
Hl"ﬂ?."

Harry Wharton gazed at the fat Owl;
I friends grinned,

Hilly Bunter, full of that bright idea,
van on cagerly.

“¥You sce, Quelch will trot off ; hes
bound to if he thinks that the Head left
word for him to go. I dare say they'll
give him zome lunch at the vicarage,
too, when he barges in, and we mayn't
sea him again till afterncen  school.
Anyhow, we shall be shut of him ull
dinner-time. See? That lets me out all
right. I can't take him my impot if
he's gone out. Catch on P’

“You fat, Frabjouws, [foozhing, [oof-
ling, frowsy frump!” gasped the cap-
tain of the Remove.

“Eh? Wharrer vou calling a fellow
names for, I'd like to know "

“Do wou think I'm gowmg to Quelch
to tell him lies ta get you out of a whop-
ping you've asked for over and over
again?"" roared Yyharton

“Well, I'd do as nmch for you anather
time, old chap. DBesides, it ain't exacily
felling ligs,  Bmithy says a fellow can
zay anything to a beak.”

“Bmithy ought to be booted!
chut up 1

“But, T say, veu go to Queleh now
and say——— Heast! Don't walk away
while a fellow’s talking to you ! yelled
Bunter.

*“Ha, ha, hat”
“1 say, you fellows!” Bunler rolled
pursuit of the Famous Five and

[!Jl

N oW

i1

grabbed Harry Wharton by the slesve
of his jacket. “I =ay, Harry, old chap,

you go to Yuelch——"

“Get outl”

“¥You go to Quelch and say to
him— VYarcocooh ! Beast! Whooo—
hoooooop 1'

Billy Buunter roared wildly as he was

suddenly grasped and sat down on tho
aquad. He sat down hard, with a bump,
He =at and roared.

“Ow! Beast! Wow! Beast! Yow!”

The Funous Five walked on and left
him to roar. Evidently there was no
help, in Bunter's sad scrape, from the
captain of the Remova,

—_

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Bunter Kpows How !

if MITINY 1@

“Lset out, vou fat fool !”

“Eh?’ gasped Bunter. * What 17

The Bounder's manners woro
never exactly polished, especially in
dealing with Billy Bonter. Still, this
was rather unusually unpleasant, even
from the Bounder, and Bunter blinked
at him in surprise.

Smithy, who was often in & bad
temper, now seemed to be in one of the
worst. He had reason to be perturbed,
Now that third school was over, he had
no doubt that Prout would rell alung
to  Mor. E?uﬁlch’s study—immediately
after "which Vernon-8mith would be
valled on the carpet.

The prospect was not a pleasant one,
Smithy bad snarled at Tom Redwing,
who had asked him what was the
trouble, and Redwing had left him to
himself, Fle was not likely to waste
more politeness on Billy Bunter than on
his own chum.

Oneca that note was placed befors
Quelch, with Prout's statement that
Vernon-Bimith had obviously been wait-
ing under the wall for it, the scape-
Fram of the Bemove was booked for
wad trouble. He had even turned over
i his mind desperate ideas of gelting
that ielitale paper back from Prour
scimchow. Buot that was hopeless, and
he knew ik,

lle teld himself savagely that had he
been a pickpocket, like that young cad
Slip, it would have been easy enough.
Blip, ihe new boy in the Remove, whose
cariy training had been so startlingly
unzlike that of any other fellow in the
echool, ecould have relieved Prout .of
that paper as casily as he could have
fallen off a formn. ;

But it was impossible to Smithy.

e could have wished just then that
he had been on mora friendly tevms
with the waif from Slummock’s Alley;
he might have asked him to filch that
paper from Prout,

But he was Skip's enemy; and the
Bounder, whe hated asking & favour
evenr from a friend, would have been
sacked a dozen times over before he
would havae asked one from a foe.

Iie was “for iL'" as =zoon as Quelch
saw that paper.

Billy Dunler, unaware of what was
on his troubled mind, could read the
danger signals in his scowling face, and
he oyed the Bounder warily through hia
big spectacles, .

But he did not depart, as bidden.
Whatever might be the trouble with
Sinithy, Bunter was in a scrape—and
Bunter's scrape was, to Bunter, tho
most  important and urgent thing
within the wide limits of the universe,
A whopping loomed gver Bunter's fat
head, and DBunter did not like whop-
pings—in fact, he hated them, _

“1 zay, Smithy, don't bo a beast!™ heo



wrged. “1 say, you heard what Quelch
satd about my linea. That beast Whar-
ton won't help me out; he makes out
that he can't tell crammers. I know
you don’t mind, old chap, so 1've come
to you. Seel”

TWill you elear off I snaried
Bounder.

“1 haven't finished yet. The Head's
one to lunch at the vicarage at Friar-
ale, and if Quelch thought he'd left a
message for him to go therc he would
have to go. See? Well, my idea is this
—vou go to Quelch and say that the
Head stopped you as he went out and

the
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Whiz | A small object shot over the wall and dropped, with a light thud, almost at the feet of Mr. Prout,
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believing sort of tnan in dealing with
Williain George Bunter.

Bunter rolled into Masters' Fassage,
but he did not—like Iser in the poem—
roll rapidly. Far from it. He rolled
slowly—and the neaver he drew to Mr.
Queleh’a study the more slowly he
rolled.

And, etill without having reached that
dresded study, he came to a halt. Ho
had to go, but it really seemed as if his
fat little logs mfuaej to ecarry him
within reach of Quelch’s cane.

Az he stood 1n dismaved indecision
Mr. Hacker, the master of the Shell,

5

forgot Bunter as his bell rang.  His
yoice came through to Bunter's fat ear.
“Hallo ™

* Er=—my dear Qucleh—" gasped
Bunter.

“Who iz speaking 7"

“Dr. Locke, from .he ,vicacage,”

breathed Bunteyr.

“Indead !  Mr. Queleh's voice was
suij)ﬁsed, but respectfully cordial,
“What ia it, sip?*'

Billy Bunter paused for s moment.
Ha hardly had the nerve to do it. But
it was clear that his Fovrm-master
lieved that it was Dr. Locke speaking,

S i T . s T -
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* Bless my soul [ ™

ejaculated the Fifth Form master, stopping in astonishment and staring at the small objeet.

said— You rotten beast, leave off
kicking me !"

There was no more help from the
Bounder than from the captain of the
Remove, that was clear. Smithy's foot
landed twice before the Owl of the
Remove could dodge out of reach, and
Billy Bunter fled, with a frantic yell.

TEB Bounder looked inclined to follow
him up and land & few more, but he left
it at that, and resumed his gloomy re-
flections on what was coming to him.

“Beast " groaned Bunter, as he
rolled into the House,

More than ten minates had elapsed
since the Remove had been dimmissed.

uelch would be ezpecting him, and

uelch was not likely to be in & better
temper for being kept waifing,

In the lowest of spirits Bunter rolled
away to Masters' Passage.

He did not go up to the Remove
sindies for the twenty lines he had
written of his imposition. Bunter had
a hopeful natore but he could not hope

that twenty lines out of a thousand
would satisfy Quelch.

e wondercd dismally whether Queleh
would belieove a statement that that
nearly finished impot had fallen acci-
dentally into the study fire. There was
little hope of it, Queleh was an un.

came out of his study and walked down
the passage,

He did not even glanco at Bunter;
but Bunter blinked at hin and noted
that Hacker had h's coat en—which
locked as if he were going out.

Bunter's eyes glesined behind his big
spectacles. A new and bright idea
flashed into his powerful braiu.

Nobody was preparcd to carry a spoof
mossage to Quelch to get rid of that
obnoxious beak till Bunter had had time
to get some linecs done. But there was
s telephone in Macker's study—and
Hacker had gone out. What price get-
ting Quelch on Hacker's phone and
handing over the spoof message himself?
He could iitate the Head's vouce--
quite near enough for the telephone,
anvhow—the beastly thing always
buzzed.

Billy Bunter losked this way and that
way, like Mozes of old-—and, hike Moscs,
he saw no man: no eves were on him.

He whipped into Hacker's study aund
shut the door.

With hiz fat heart thumping, he rolled
across to Hacker's telephone, and with
& trembling, fat hand lifted the
TeCCIVer.

A few moments more and Mr. Quelch,
who was expecting Bunjer in hie study,

and that encouraged the fat Owl. He
made the plunge.

“Er—Mr. Quelch, I chould be glad
if vou would come to the—the vicarage !
Mr. Lambe desires you to join us at
lunch, and I should be very glad if you
came——"

*Oh, certainly, sir!”

“1 ghall expeet vou, ™r, Quelch I
g‘ﬂﬁlif&d Bunter. . .

“T will lose no time, siz” ]

Billy Bunter replaced the receiver on
Hacker's phene. He crept back to the
study door and stood there, listening
for Quelch's step. Evidently he had got
by with it, for in s minute or two he
heard the well-known step of his Form-
master passing down the corridor,

“Dh erikey !” breathed Bunter,

Not till a full minule after those
footsteps had died away, did the fat
Owl venture fo emerge from Hacker's
study. Then he bolted out, and rolled
away—grinning [

He was safe-now for an hour, at
least | No doubt the Head., and Mr.
Lambe, the vicar of Friardale, would
be surprized when Mr, Quelch arrived
for lunch—no doubt Mr, Quelch would
be suvrprised, too, and considerably per-
turbed, when he lemrned that he was
nat expeeted there | .
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HBut Billy Bunter was not worrying
avout that! Ha had too many troubles
2f his own, to have time to spare for
worrying about other people’s |

He relled away to his study in the
Remove, to slog at that impot, and get
enough linee done to satisfy Quelch,
when he could no longer postpone an
interview with his beak. And as he
seribbled, and serawled, and blotted,
and smeared, he felt—justly—that [ew
fellows at Creyfriars would have
thought of that wonderful way of got-
ting out of a scrape!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER

The Last Chance !

R, PROUT sailed majestically
M out of Common-room, and
glanced, with disapproval, at
a Remove junior who was

loafing in the passage. .

Juniors were not supposed to leaf in
that passage; and this particular junior
was Herbert Vernon-8mith, already the
object of Mr. Frout's disapproval,

he Fifth Form beak frowned at him.

Smithy was waiting for him, as a
mattor of foct. He had decided in the
rather hopeless course of asking I'rout
to let him off.

After all, Remove affairs were no con-
cern of Prout's—-and Mr. Quelch never
liked=—indeed, the reversc—assistanece
from other masters in the management
of his Form. Thers was perhaps a
sporting chance that, with the help of
a litHa “soft sawder,” Prout might be
induced to let the matter drop.

“If you please, sir——" began
Smithy, He had waited for s guarter
of an hour, at least hEtEI:ﬂlﬂ? to the
hoom of Prout's parﬂy voice from ibe
Common-room, and wondering whether
the old ass would ever shut up, and get
a move onl But nothing in Smn.l:iy’n
meek face indicated that he regarded

Mr, Prout as an old ass “May I
epk to you, sir?’
Ep"i thiuﬁ,”’aaid Prout, **that you had

better speak to me in the prezence of
FOUr Fugﬁi—master, Vernon-Smith, I am
oing to his study.”

" Ymithy breathed hard,

THE MAGNET

“I'd like to speak to you first, =ir,
if you'll permit mel I—I'm xather
afraid, sir, that—that Mr, Quelch may
fancy that that note was intended for

me, if vou mention that I was on the
spot when it was thrown over the
wal]——"

“T1 kave no doubt of it!"™ zaid Alr,

FProut dryly. “Your Ieormanaster is
probably well aequainted with your
character, Vernon-Smith.”

“Of eourse, I know nothing of It
sir 1" said the Bounder. *“ I happened
by sheer chance to be there——"

“Indced ! said Mr. Prout, still more
dryly. .

‘The Bounder had a system—which
Billy Bunter thought quite a good one—
of lying without seruple to beaks. Bt
the ccﬁd contempt in Prout’s tone
brought a Hush to his checks, all the
TRIMe,

His voice faltered a little as he went
o1 ¢

“T'va no douht, sir, that that note
ought 1o be hand&a to my Form-master,
if vou think fit. But—if you'd hand it
to the Head, sir, instead of my Form-
master—-—"

“1 should certainly do so, Vernon-
Srnith, but for the fact that you were an
the spot, plainly waiting for that note 1"
boomed grﬂu!a. "1t 1a, therefore, a
matter for your Form-master to deal
with, and shall place it in Mr.
Quelch’s hands,™ .

4 if you wouldn't mention,
that I was therg———m>=" :

“1 shall certainly mention that you
were there, Vernon-Smith; as that is
my only reason for placing the matier
in your Form-master’s hands at all.”

Bmithy shut his teeth hard. It was

i,

],

useless—and he had known that it would
bhe uselﬂe;:;i though he had thought it
worth while to fcy it on.

Az you are here,” added Mr. Prout,
“vou had better come with me, and I
will explain the matter to Mr. Quelch
in your presence."

An angr% rupl;{ trembled on the
Bounder's lips e was nobt under
Prout's orders, and he came very near
to telling him so. o

But he checked himself in time. The
more he irvitated FProut, the worse it

"
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would be for him in the circumstances,
“Very well, sir!"” he said meoekly.
And ﬁe followed the portly gentlemsan
down Masters’ Passage, It bad to be—
and he had to face the musie,

Ay, Prout knocked on the Raoinove
master's door and opened it He
rolled majestically into the study. His

hand was in the pocket of his gown, on
ithg note that was, in all likelihood, to
decide the Bounder’s fate.

"My dear Quelch—" he hepan.

‘Then he stopped.

The study was unoceupied,

Ten minutes ago Mr. é;uelf:'h had been
there. Now Mr, Queleh was not there—
he was walking down Friardale Lane,
en route to lunch at the vicarage.

Vernon-Smith caught his breath. He
knew that Quelch had gone to hus study
after ¢lass, and had had no doubt that
he was there. This was an unexpecied
yespite,

“Dear me ™ said Mr. Prout erossly.
“Do you know where your Form-master
12, Vernon-Smith 7

The Bounder did not know; and
would not have been likely to tell Prous
had he known.

Mo, =™ .

Prout rolled out of the study again.
Monsieur Charpentier was comning up
the passage, and Prout addrezzed him,

“Can you tell me where Mr. Quelch
is, monsieur?™

“Maiz oui, sare!” answered the
French master. “ Monsieur uelch
s'cn va—he go out viz himself, it iz ten
minutes that he go.'"

“QOh!"” said Prout. ““He has goue
out of gates?”

“(Oui, Monsieur Prout.”

“You may go, Vernon-3mith!" said
the Fifth Form master. “No doubt My,

elch will send for you, when 1 see
him on his return here.”

Herbert Vernon-Smith  was  glad
enough to go. I Quelch had gone out
for a walk befors dinner, it was prob.
abla that the matter would be left over
till after dinner.

With his fate at stake, a respile was
welcome to the Bounder—it gave him,
at least, time to think and plan. Some-
how—anyhow—that note from Bill
Lodgey might be ﬁut away from Prout,
before he saw Quelch.

He tramped out into  the quad,
bright and sunny on a bright Ocvtober
dav. Some of the juniors werc puntin
a footer about hefore dinner, and Bﬂg
Cherry  shouted (o the Dounder as hae
came out of the House.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Smithy! Join
up, old hean !
The Bounder did not heed. [le

tramped on s way, Tom HRHedwing
glanced at him—but he did not even
o0 hiiwn,

Redwing was hia cham, and a loyal
and ]ln.'r][pfui chuwn; but he was of no
use to him now.  Swithy was looking
for Bkinner—vwheo was no great [ricid
aof his, or of snybody’s; bt who had a
fund  of caneing and artfuliess that
wight he of use i thiz cmergeney,

“Been Skinner?' he asked, us he
came across llazeldene,

Hazel grinned.

“{io up to the studies and z=nilf for
sittoke 1 e answered,

Smithvy went back jnte the Ilguse
and up to the Hemove passage. As ho
passed the open doorway of Study No. 1
in the passage, he saw 2kip, the new
junior—zitting st the study table with
a Latin excrciie hoefore him,

“Rotten swotl™ sneered the Bounder
as he passed.

Skip glanced np, catching the wards,
““Hallo, face!” he said. “What's
biting f‘:‘m, old covey? Can't be civil
to a bloke, can you, featurcsi"



VYernon-Smith %nﬁi{'{] on  without
answering, IHis feud with the new
junior was as bitter as evey; but he
ad no leisure just then for a row with
Bkip.

The door of Study No. 7 was alsoe
gz-en, and & junior was to be scen mn

at study—a wvery fat one. )

Preoccupted as he was with his own
affairs, tﬁa Bounder could not help
staring st the wunusual sight of Billy
Bunter at work ! o .

Skip, whose education i Slummock's
Alley had been neglected, had a lot of
leeway to make up. and worked hard
to make it up, unter, it was true,
had a lot of leeway to make up, also;
but he was never known to make any
attempt to put it vight, if he could
help it. _

'.l[im fat Owl blinked up at the
Bounder, pausing in his weary labours.

“I say, Smithy, old chap, come
and lend a fellow a hand!” he said
eagerly. “I say, I've got shut of Quelch
41l dinner-time, at least, and if a fcllow
would lend me a hand-—"

“You've got shut of Quelch " re-
peated the under. “What do you
mean, vou fat aszal?”

Billy Bunter grinned. :

“T worked it all right,” he explained
complacently, “Quelch got a call on
the phone, and he's gone after the
Head! See? He nover knew that if
was a call on Hacker's phone! He, he,

he t*

gasped the Bounder. Ha
understood now why Mr. Quelch had
beenn abeent when Prout marched him

in.
“Rather deop, what?”  grinned
Bunter. I say, faney Quelch’s face

when he gets to the vicarage, and finds
that he ain’t expected there! He, he
he !"

The Boundor laughed. It was Bunter
who, quite mintentionally, had gained
him that respite.

“But I say, come in and do ffty for
mea, old chap‘.” urged Bunter. 1 say,
fAmithy, don't wall away while a chap’s
talking to vou——  Beazt!”

Bunter snorted, and resumedd lines.

Yernon-Smith walked on to Study
MNo. 11, which was Skinner's stody.
In that study Dhe  found Ilarold
Skinner, sprawlhng i the arvmchair,
with & cigarette 1 hix mourth. He
entercd, and shut the door after hine=-
B m[!er_'ding that mwoade Blinner sfore
s little.

"Want anvthing " asked Bkinner.

T ¥es: I'm in a fix.”

“Copped at last,” prinned Skinmer.
"1 noticed vou were looking as if vou
were going to be havged in third
school.”’

The Bounder pave him a scowl. He
gat on the corner of the study table,
swinging his legs  3Skinner was as
eunning as a zackinl of monkeys; and
it was possible that he might help
with some swggesiion

He regarvded the Bounder curiously.

“What's the row?” he asked. ¥ Not
up for thoe long jump ¥

“T  shouldu't  wonder!™  snavled
Sramithy.

Skimer whistled.

“Yook here, I tell vou how ik
standz!'" rrowled Vernon-S8miih.  “If

vou ¢an help me out, 1 shan't forget
w2

Skinner's cyes opencd wide as he
heard what had  happencd. He
whistled again, very expressively,

“By gum!” he said, " You're for
it ! ueleh won't have any doubt; he
enn't. If Prout haonds him that note
from Lodgey, vou can pack your box.”

“1 know that. Look here, that old
ass has stuck it in the pocket of his
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If o fellow could get it off
i}ién'—«-’ muttertgu.'}l l:heh 'E-::lumii;gn
Y Buppose  some  fellows  barge 1M
over in the quad—by accident, of
coursc—and—and——""

“Wash it out!" =aid Skinner
promptly. “You won't get me barg-
ing & beak over in the gquad, or
Snocopey, either. More in Cherry's
line: but I don't suppose he'd have a
hand in it."

“It might work.”

“It wouldw't. Don’t be an ass
Smithy ! You're no hand at picking
pockets, even if yeu could get follows
to <do such & mad thing.” RBkinner
burst into a laugh. “Oh, my bhat!
It’a funny | You've heen down on that
kid Skip ever since he came, becauso
he was a pickpocket before Coker of
the Fifth picked bhim up, and now—"
Skinner chortled.

“8hut up, vou fool!” snarled the

ounder.

“But I say, what about that voung
pincher?” exclaimed Skinner. “He
conld do it for you, if he liked, casy as
winking." ]

“Think I could ask a favour of him,
vou fool %™

“T'd azk a favour of anvbody in the
jolly old universe before I'd be booted
out of Greyfriara!" grinned Skinner.

“Wall, I wouldn't ™ snarled SBmithy.

“But lock here,” said Skinner, * you
needn’t ask it as a favour. The kid
could do it—that’'s ecasy to a fellow
like hinn, I've heard that he picked

Fown,

Ed

Wharton's pocket last holidays, and
Wharton, never |kunew it ke
fancied that that Chinee kid, Wun

Lung, had been plaving tricks on humn,
That shows what he can do.  Well,
that fool CUoker took himt up, and got
his Aunt Judy to pav his fees here;
but he can't be roling in money.
You've got lots. Stand him o hver to
get that paper back., [t's worth it."

The Donnder gave a start.

"By gum " he breathed.

He had not thought of that. To
ask a favour of a fellow he dislilked
and despised, and whose cnemy he
was, was impossible to the arregant
Bounder. But  tipping  the young
rascal to do something for him was
quite a different matter. Ide had had
a faint hope that Skinner, with his Igift
of cunning, might be able to help—
atd Blkinuer haed helped.

Smithy slippea from the study tahble.

“That's a tip,"" he said,

And he hurried oot of Study No, 11,
leaving Skinner to finish his smoke,

A5 he wont down the passage, a fat
voice squeaked from Study No. T.

“I sax, Smithy—"

Unlmerjing, the Bounder hurried on
to Study Neo. 1 o see Skip.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Nothing Doing!?

(1 [[E5 sunt  seremi U7 muwmbled
Skip. . .
He wrinkled his vouthful

brow over it.

Tt was such Laftin as Sammyr Bunter
of the Second Form could have taken
in his stride. But it worried Skip.

English—as spoken at Greyipars—
came hard to the bov from Slummock’s
Alley. French came harder. Latin
came  hardest.

But Skip wreatled manfolly  with
theso strange things. He knew that
it was a trouble to a hard-worked
Forvm-mazter {0 give hum  tuition
different from that of the rest of the
Form. He lessened that trouble all
he could, and his carnest endeaveours

7

had made a very good impression on
Mr. Quelch.

The Remove master had doubted the
wisdom of his chief in giving Skip
admittanca to Greyfriars. True, the boy
had saved Coker of the Fifth from
having his nut cracked. And Coker's
Aunt Judy, overflowing with gratitude
to the hoy who had saved her dear
Horace from damage, had been urgent
and ndeed overwhelming,

Remove fellows declared that Aunt
Judy had sat and talked to the IHead
till, worn out, he had agreed to lot
Skip into the scheool. illy Bunter
declared, ms a positive fact, that she
had threatened to scrwteh him if he
didn't. Anyhow, there he was, and it
had been quite s shock to Quelch.

But the Remove master was modi-
fyving that opinion now. That 8kip
had been a pickpocket, everybody
knew; but that he had turned over
a new leaf in that respeet, was hardly
doubted, even by the Bounder.

The Remove had barred him; but
they had come round, since he had
fished Bunter’s sister Bessie out of the
Sark, at the risk of s life. ey
agreed that a fellow who did that
must be pretty decent.

A week ago Lord Mauleverer had
been the only fellow in the Form whe
would speak to him. Now énly the
Bounder barred him. Even Skinner
was more or less civil, and Bolsover
major was slmost friendly,

It was a happy change for Skip.
In the darkest days, hé had preferred
Greyfriars to Slummock’s Alley; and
the arrogant Bounder, and the sneers
ing Skinner, to such assoviates as
Barncy the Binger, and Jimmy the
Rat. But now his dayvs were not dark
—they,were bright. Ile was happy ab
Greyfriars—well aware that he had
had a wonderful stroke of good for-
tune in getting there at all—and his
chief trouble at presont was the diffi-
culty of catching up with other fellows
in the Form work. Mr. Quelch,
pleased with his keenness, was begin-
i}Eng to have quite a high opinion
I,

Nevertheless, such a EEMEIH sentenes
as “Dics sunt sereni * bothered Skip;
and he was wrestling "with that little
exercize, while the other ” fellowa in
his Form were out in the fresh air,
punting & féoter about, or otherwise
disporting thomselves.

“Dies sunt sereni,” mumbled Skip.
“I¥es 13 a blooming doy; or it might
be days—it’s jest the same, blow itl
And "ow's s bloke to know whether
it's nominative, or acc-ace-ace—what's
it's name? Them blooming Homans
seemt to ave spelt e lot of their
words in the same blinking way, blow
'‘et, whatever the blooming words
meant!  Sereni—ihat’s  a - blessed
plural — serenng — sereni Hallo,
face! You again!”

He stared up irritably as Vernon-
Smith came into the study, and threw
the door shut.

Skip rose from the fable
wary look.

He had only enmify to expect from
the Bounder, who was implacable when
he had once taken a dishke, He took
it for granted that Smithy had come
there for a row.

with a

Skip did not want a row. He
wanted to get on with Tis  Latio
exercise, &and get through before
dinner.  8till, i? the Bounder was
hunting trouble, he was ready to
obliga him. The fellow who had
knocked out Bolsover major had

nothing to fear in a scrap with Bmithy.
Tue Magywer Lmnary.—No. 1,560
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“Can't you leave a bloke quieti”
he Jdemanded aggressively.
Y Interrupting your

snecred the Bounder.
“Bwols ¥ were not popular in the
Remaove, 8o it pleased Smithy to
designate Skip's efforts to catech up
with, the Forim as “swotting.'’
“If you've come ’ere for a row, put
up your ‘ands, and get it hover!”
id Bkip, coming round the table.

aid

“1 haven't,” said the DBounder,
coolly  and  contemptuounsly. “I've
come to ask you to do zomething for
me, and to make ik worth your while
to do it

Skip stared at him.

" *Well, you ain't a bloke I like,”
he said. * You've been preity "ard on
& covey, making out that he was still
a pincher, though I promised the "Ead
I nevei would pinch neo more, arter I
come ‘ere, and I ain’t neither. But
if you want me to do something, =all
right. Give it s name |

“I've lost a letter.”

swothing "'

“Think I've pinched it?” jeered
Skip, aggressive again ab once,
“No, you young nsg) Look here,

that letter dropped in the quad, and
that old fool Prout picked it up, and
he's got it now. Quelech has gone
out, but when he comes back, Prout
ia going to hand it to him. It will
land me in a fearful row if he does”

Skip nodded. He had been lop
cnough in the Bemove to have hear
a good desl about the Bounder's
manuers and customs, and he could
gucss at once that that lost letter was
one that a schoolboy ought never to
have veceived, and that was dangerous
for Smithy if his Form-master saw it

That was easy to understand, but he
did not understand why Emithy was
telling him about it.

“Tﬁa old goat has & pocket in his
gown, and he shoved the letter into
it went on Smithy, “I know it's
still there. He was going to take it
out ten minutes ago to give Quelch,
only luckily the old hean had gone
out. If I could get that letter back
before he sees Quelch, I'm all right*

“Well, T don't like vou, old covey:
but I 'ope vou will,” said Bkip. * But
what the smoky ’addocks are yvou tell
ing me fori

“You ecan get it for me [

ElI:\']IP jumiped.

“Me 1" ho exclaimed.

“Wes, you!" znapped the Bounder.
“I've told you the pocket he's got it in.
and you could get it off him, as easily
aa you gobt Wharton’s wallet m the
hols." . _

Skip stood looking at him, his face
growing crimson.

It was not long—only a matier of
wecks—sinea Bkip had been a profes.
sronial pickpocket, and had never given
a thought to the raszcality of it. But
H.:ere had heen a great change sinece

2. ;

Reform at first had seemed to Bkip
the price he had to pay for staying at
Greviriars: but new associations had
worked an inevitable change in his
point of view, and he looked at that
matter now, not from the Bluommock’s
Alley angle, but from the Greviriars
angle, Befween the voung rascal whe
had asseciated with Junmy the Rat and
the junior who shared a study with
Hgrry Wharton and Frank Nugent
there was a great gulf fixed. The
Bounder did not understand i%, and
would not have believed it, but there it
Waa,

"Let's *ave this elear,” said Skip in
& low voice. " You wanb me to get that

Tae Macser Lmrary.—No. 1550

THE MAGNET

letter off the old bloke—pick his Moom-
ing pocket—eh

“¥ou can do it; and nobody clse
could or would,” said Binithy. )

“You cur I said Bkip in a tense volce,

The Bounder started. Scorn from a
fellow whom he despised with his whole
heart was rather startling te MHevbert
Vernon-Smith.

“You 'ound ™ went on Skin, “That's
rour sort, 13 it? You been down on a

loke, and never let "im forget for o
blooming minute that he had bcen a
pincher !  ¥ou make out that you
couldn't touch & pincher with a barge-
pole —you couldn't, you being so
supertor ! But when it szerves your
turn, you're ready te ask a bleke to go
picking pockets!| You're a cur—that's
wot you are [V
The Bounder gritted his teeth,

“I'm not asking you to do it for
nothing,” he said, “I'll stand you &
fiver if you get that letter back for me.
It's not pinching. It's my letter, and
that old fool grabbed it before I could
pick it up. I dare sai,' vou do pretiy
well out of Coker's old sketeh of an
aunt; but a fiver must be worth some-

thing to you, and T'll stand 1t for that
letter.”

Skip looked at him in silence for a
long moment,

“You're offering ma money to go for
to do 347 he said ab last.

“Yes ™

“You wonldn't offer muney to any
other bloke here to do nﬂt-hmﬁz”

“Don’t be a fool | You're different I”

“1 s'pose T am ¥ said Skip. bitterly.
“T'm a blooming pickpocket, and arter
I've chucked that game, you want me
to take it up again to save Your neck !
And you'll pay ma for the job! I'd like
to se¢ Wharton's face if you offered him
your dirly money! Yes, I g'pose I'm
different| But p'r'aps there ain't zo
much difference as you fancy! Keep
your money in your trousis pocket, and
get out of my study afore I chuck you
out I

Skip stepped to the door and threw it

wide open. X

“You checky cur!” hissed the
Bounder.

He did not quite understand how and

why he had failed; but he could see
that he had failed. Skinner's tip was
not, after all, & winner,

“Don’t you say any more, or 1 won't
keep my ‘ands off M osabnl  Skp.

Ve .
"“{fet out afore you're Turd 1M

“Why, rvou low, cheecky, filueving
yvoung scoundrel I panted the Bounder,
almost mad with rage. ‘

“That's done it !" said Skip.

And he grasped the DBounder, and,
unheeding a fieree and savage resist-
ance, pitehed him headlong. through the
siudy doorway,

Vernon-Smith crashed in the passage.
EI:'HW keep out of ‘ere!” snapped

Gp.

The Bounder leaped to his feet. With
clenched fists and blazing eyes, he
hurled himself at the junior in the
dﬂﬁrwaf.

The lost letter, the prospect of the
“sack,” were forgotten now; all he was
thinking of was swift and savape
retalintion on the fellow who had Aung
him out of the study.

Si:ig*s jaw sguared as the Bounder
ruzhed at him. He faced the rush with
his fists up, took, without heeding, two
savage blows in the face, and hit out—
a drive that almost lifted Smithy off his
feet and sent himm staggering along the
passage, to crash dowh two or three
yards away.

8kip slammed the study door.

Ha was ready for action if 1t opened
again. But it did not open. Thet ter-

vific jolt had knocked out the Bounder,
tough as he was,

It was a full minute before Smithy
wag on his feet again, and then all he
could do was to totter into his own stad
and sink into an armchair there, hold-
g his hands to & gpinning head.

Bkip, in Study Neo. 1, zat down to
his Latin exercise. But he was ne
longer puzzling over that troublesome
sentence, ™ Dies sunt sereni” He was
thinking—not of Latin., And the deep
wrinkla in his brow showed Lhat his
thoughis were worrying him.

After o time he left the siudy and
went down to the quad, still with a
E‘ﬂrried and troubled frown knitting his
w5,
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER
Skip Asks Advice !

AHRY WHARTON & Co. cams
in to dinner when the bell
rang, and did not find their
Form-master at the head of the

Remaove table as usnal.

Billy Bunter noted that eircumstance,
with a fat grin on his podgy face.

No doubt Quelch had been surprised,
end had covsed surprize, when e
arrived at the vicarage, 8till, no doubt
the viear had persuaded him to siay to
Ilunch. This was all to the good, from
Billy Bunter’s point of view; for net
only did it give him additional time
for getting some moroe of those rotten
hnes done, but it was easier to get gixnth
or seventh helpings at dinner when the
gimlet eye was not on him.

So anvone whe had taken the trouble
to obscrve Bunter's fat visage could
have read complacent eatisfaciion
depicted thereon. .

‘There was another face on which the
expression was guite different. A good
many fellows glanced at the Bounder,
and wondered what was wrong with
Snuthy.

The Bounder noticed, without caring
much, that Queleh was still absent. The
respite was no use to him, as Skip had
refused to do what was wanted. It had
been his last chance, and it had failed.

Worse than that, he was still feeling
the impact of 8kip's knuckles. The waif
of Greyfriars, the hooligan from an
Eazt End alley, the pickpocket, the
pincher, had knocked him out with ease.

It was not to be wondered at, for
Akip had knocked cut Bolsover major,
the biggest and heaviest fellow in the
Remove, on his first day in the schosl.
He had held his own with Bob Cherry,.
with the gloves on, in the gym. He was
tough as leather, hard as nailz, and had
a punch like the kick of a mule, and
Smithy, good fighting man as bhe was,
could hardly have hoped to get the
upper hand in a scrap. But defeat
rankled bitterly with the Bounder, all
the same. .

Ten to one, he was booked ; and if he
had to go, he would have fo leave that
rotter, that pincher, that pickpocket
with the memory of having knocked him
ont before he went. That reflection was
as hitter to the Bounder as the thought
of leaving Greyfriars in disgrace. He
even felt that he could have pone con-
tented, could he have seen Skip kicked
out of the school before he went.

Skip was very silent at dinner. e
glanced once or twiece at the Bounder,
and winced at the deadly rancour that
gleamed from Smithy’s E:{ES at him.

Bkip, with all hizs fauits, was not a
fellow to nurse & grudge or nourirh
hittérness, and he hardly underitood
Yernon-Smith's unrelenting animosity.

When the Remove went out of Hall,
Harry Wharton touched the Bounder on



the sleeve. He was not exactly pally
with 8mithy, and he was irritated by his
persistent feud with Skip: but he could
discern that there was something very
much amiss, and he was a little con-
cerned,

TAnvihing up, old chap ¥ he azked.

"Find out!™ snarled the Bounder.

Awrd ke tramped away,  leaving
Wharton staring, with & red face,

"By Jove!™ breathed the captain of
;Im Remove. “The checky swab!
J —

“Bomething’s up with Smithy,” =aid
Bob Cherry quiut[;ﬂ. “Better give him
a miss, old man! He looks as if he's
got it 1 the nmeck 1”

Harry Wharton nodded.

EVERY SATURDAY

“Can't have Leen rowing with Prout,
can he ! asked Johory Bull. @ Leok at
iy now P He has nothitng to do with
Prout 1"

Mr. Prout was taking a stately walk
after a substantial meal. e rolled,
slowly and wajestically, like a Spanish
gallean.

The Bounder, pns;inpl: near lrim, gave
his pnri-lgf; back a look=-—which the
Famons Five and other fellows saw, It

was such a bitter. savage, rancorous
" look that it made fellows stare at
Smithy,

“What the dickensz has he 51::-!'. up
aguinst Prout *” asked Fraunk Nygent,
puzzled.

9

Iarry Wharton hiis
shoulders,

“Lioodness knaws ™ he said, " Smithy's
alwavs gob something up against sonug-
body ! Prout’s the happy man  this
time, I suppose 1™

“Ere, vou blokes ™

It was Bkip's voice—and 8kip's mode
of address,

The Famous Five looked round, with
smiling faces,

Several weeks in the school had
changed Bkip a good deal in many
ways, but he had not vet unlearned his
native language—English as spoken by
the denizens of Blummock’s Alley,

““Allo! ‘Ere we are, old covey !

(Continued on nexl page.)
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The Second of a SERIES of INTERESTING AND INSTRUCTIVE ARTICLES written specially for
the young “* Magnetite ** who wants {o— ~

OUR(INTERNA

PRACTICE MAKES PERFECT !
OW, then, lads, let's pet down
N to the real business of learning
to play this game of Ipotball.
Before you start, you've got to
know what iz the most important thing
about the game. I can tell you, without
any trouble. You will never make any-
thing like a good footballer until vou
can control the ball perfectly. What-
evar you are doing vou must be able to
do it with the ball under absolute con-
trol. Wateh o good footballer on the
field. He will look as though he has got
the ball tied to his toe. That iz what 1
mean by ball control. Never let the
ball go anywhere but where yvou mean 1t
to go.

That sounds a tnt hard, doesn't 1t? 1t
is not asz though you can guide the ball
sbout with wvour hands. That would
make it easv, bocause vou are always
doing fussy little things with your hands,
and they become usueg to it. Na, every-

thing has to be done with vour feet, and
1 edmit, when you're beginning, it
seems & bit difficult, But it has to be
done, so let's get down to it guickly.

The only way to learn ball control is
Ly continual practice, Please don't
groan,, beeause unless you are prepared
to practise at football you might as well
not bother to learn.  Practice iz the
thing which has put wyour favouriic
plavers where they are, and you must
practise, too—all the time. It hasn't got
to be proper practice, of course. I am
not suggcsting that cvery spare minute
vou should be playing a proper game, or
putting 1n zerious practice on the foot-
ball field. I know that some of you
wouldn't be able to do that, even if you
wanted to.  But every chance you got to
kick a ball about, do so.

Find a wall in a guet back-street, and
kick a ball—any old ball will de, or
even 4 rell of paper, if vou can't find
anything better—apgainst 16, round the
lamp-post, np the lpm'mnm':t, and baclk
arain on to the wall. Perhaps yvou will

IONAL

The thing that matters most
in foothall s BALL CON-
TROL. Read what “ Inter-
national Coach”™ has to say on
this all-important subject.

get ticked off now and again for wear-
ing vour boots out. If the rows get too
bad, get the shoe-mender to ft one ov
two iron studs on to the toes of your
boots. That's what I used to do,

TRAPPING THE BALL!
THEE business of elwavs kicking

something about is roally wvory

important. Many a star will

agree that he owes his success to
this sort of training when he was &
young lad just learning the came.

I remember Ceorge Cumsell, the
Middlesbrough centre-forward, telling
me the story of how he used to pet intu
trouble for hreaking windows,
Although he didn't always do 1t, he says
be had the hardest  kick of all his
friends, so they used to blame the win-
dow-breaking on to him. I know for a
fact that NEddie Hapgood, Arsenal's
captain., was hned half-a-crown when he
was a lad for breaking the glass of a
street-lamp. You see, they've all done
this sort of thing. You, too, must try to
be plaving about with some sort of a
ball all the time.

First of all you must learn to trap o
ball, That means that when a ball
comes through the air vou must be able
to bring it down to your fooi withoul
letting 1t bounce all over the place.
I*ractise by throwing the ball into the
air. As it reaches the ground, put your
foob on it. At first 1t will bounce away
again, I expect, but vou’ll zoon find that,
however quickly. or al whatever angle,

I

the ball comes, you will be able to trap
it with your foot. That's the first part
of ball control.

DRIBELING !
N EXT you must learn to dribble

the ball. This means, you must

be able to run with it, fast or

. slow, keeping it at your fect all

the time, not letting it get too far in
Il‘lil{lt. G'EF. you.

r. W. H. Walker, the manager of
Bheflield Wednesday, says that ﬁ his
epinion there is no player in Brat-class
foothall to-dey who could dribble a ball
from one end of the field to the other,
keeping it under absolute control all the
time. ¢ may be right, but don't lot
that worry you. Tell yourself that you
are going to be the first person to do it

Dribbling a tennis ball aleng the
street will help you.  First-class foot-
ballers have various ways of improving
their ball-conirel. ‘Watch Stan Mat-
thews, the Stoke outside-right, if you get
the chance. He's one of the best drib.
blers in football to-day. I helieve he
practises by puatting a line of sticks in
the ground a yerd or two apart and
dribbling the ball in and out and round
about them, keeping it close to his toe
all the time. £-:pt & bad idea. Why
not try 1t some time, and see how many
sticks ]yau can go round without losing
eonntrol of the ball,

Let me give you a little dodge about
this first, th-}u?}a. If you are doing it
with a football, let some of the wind
out of it before you start. A ball which
15 & bit soft is vot so hard to contrel,
When you feel you are improving vou
can put a little more wind in.

Of course, you will never be able to
control a foothall, for dribbling, or any-
thing clse, unless vou know how to kick
it in the right way., Next week I will
tell! you some more about ball coutrol
from the kicking point of view,

Tur Macker Lisrary.—No. 1.550.
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answered Bob Cherry, in playful innta-
t1om.

*The ‘erefulness iz terrifie ! smiled
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

Tha chums of the Remove grinned
checrfully, but 2kip did not grin. His
usnally cheery, chubby foce was dark
with worry and doubt,

“What's the row, kid 7" asked Harry.

“Homething uwp with you as well as
Snuthy ¥
“IEh? Oh, no!” eaid Bkip. “I'delike

tn speak to you blokes, specially you,
Wharton, you being in my study, and
'ead bov, and all that 1™

“Go it 1 said Harry, smiling. “ No
charge ! Get it off vour chest!”

Skip opened his lips—but closed them
again. He scemed to have some diffi-
eulty 1in getting 1t off his chest.

“Took 'ere!™ he zald at last. "1
know I ain't ke you blokes "eve—bhbut
I've been trying 'ard to pick up your
ways, but 1 tcﬁ vou straight, it am't
walb I was uszed to in our alley.”

MO gasped Harry, “Nunno!
Perhaps not! But what—"

“You blokes trust e now, I know
went on Skip. “You don’t think I'm &

1ncher, like I was with Jimmy the Eat.
%t‘ﬁ'ﬂ the pold locket wob I got, with &
photograph in it, what I've "ad since I
was a little nipper—yon believe what
I told vou about that, and you don't
figger that I've pinched it since I como
rem“_fl

“No; that's all right!” said Harry,
“We take your word about that, Bkip.
You're not worrying ahout that now #*

“WNo—but that bloke Bmith thinks
the same as he did, and he don’t make
no secret of it,” said Skip. “He ain't
like you blokes

“1 wouldn't bother about Smithi,r e
said Bob rather uncomfortably, “When
he gots his back up, he's a bit of a
mule. ‘

“Well, he don’t go casy with & covey,”
said 8lip. "I dessay yow've ad rows
with. 'im, in your time.”

“A good many!” said Harry, with a
laugh, “There's hardiy a man in the
Form that Smithy basn't rowed with at
one time or another. IHe had & serap
once even with old Mauly®

“Well, s'pose when you was rowing
with him, and I dessay he was makiog
hisself unpleasant, s'pose you could "ave
done him a good turn, and saved him
from a lot of trouble, would you ‘avo
dona 167"

“ETh? Of course, fathead !”

“hi* sadd Skip rather blankly.
“¥an would ‘ave?”

“Yeou asal Any fellow would I

“Well, Barney thoe Binger wouldn't
'ave, nor vet Jimmy the Rat!™ said
Skip. “If they was up agin a bloke,
and saw 'im down on his luck, they'd
jest 'ave crowed.”

“I've never had the happiness of
meeting Barvey the Bimger, or Jimmy
the Rat,” remarked Bob Cherry., ™ But
if I hed, I shouldn't take them as
models,”

“You'd get a feller out of a "ole, even
if vou was rowin' with "im, and he was
down om you I asked Bkip.

“Weoll, I suppose =o0,” said Harry,
puzzled. * Blessed if I understand what
yow're driving at, kid.  Smithy's
dropped into some trouble now, that's
pretty plain—he's not taking much
trouble to hide it. I'd help him out if I
could.”

“Arter he was a-biting 8 your ‘ead
off, like I ‘eard him only a few minules
ago?” said Skip,

arry Wharton laughed.

“Yes, fathead ! Smithy puts a chap’s
back up at times—but he’s a good sort,
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im iz ewn wey. You've seen the worst
of him, but he's got a lot of good
aualities.”™

“I ain’t zeed much of them,” said
Ship. "'Well, that's all T wanted lo azk
vou., I'm a Greylriars bloke now, and
I'm picking up your ways as fast as 1
can.  Weot's good cnough for you is good
cnough for ne”

With that, Skip walked away—leav-
ing the Famous Five staring, The waif
nlf the Rermove had completely puzeled
Liaenn,

“Wihat the dickens was the kid drive
ing ati” asked Nugent, in wonder,
*Smithy's in zome sort of a hole—but
that young ass can't help him.”

“Beats me hoilow ! said Bob.

But just then William Wibley ecame
up—full of & mow phy boe was planning
for the Bemove Dramatie Society, ond
claimed attention, Bkip, and his mys-
tegii_!tm remarks, were dismissed {romn
I,

Wibhley dragged the Famous Five off
to his study for a “jaw ™ on sanateur
theatriculs; and they forgot Skip, and
cerfainly never drecamed how he was
aceupled.

The peculiar new boy in the Remove
was sauntering, with a careless air, after
Mr. Prout, who was rolling on the path
under the elms.

=kip’s mind was made up now,

It was not, as the PBoumler had
declarcd, pinching—the letier belonged
to Smithyl FBut it was picking a

ocket—and Bkip, once o checerfully
ight-fingered, jibbed at the idea of
it DBut his talk with Harry Wharkan
had settled that for him, The Bounder
was in deep waters—the “=zack ” from
CGroevfriars 2chonl loomwed darkly over
hini——atuel the only way o save him was
to prevent that telltale letter reaching
hia Form-master’s eyes.

It was easy enongh to Skip, attor what
Smithy bad told him, Doing an enemy
a good torn was not the sort of thng
they did in Slumumock’s Alley—but the
Famous Five, clearly, wonld not have
thonght twice about it. It was in SBkip's
power to de Swithy a good turn-—and
he was gpoing to do it

My, Prout, pacing majestically, gave
a grunt, when a juoier, runmng past
him, stumbled an:d collided.

But when that juntor cut off, he cer-
tainly had not the {aintest suspicion of
wlhat bad oecurred during the second
that Bkip was in contaet with him.

He did not even notice that the junior
was Shkin!

Heo rolled on, majestic.

Skip walked away, with the letter in
his pocket that had heen in Prout’s
pocket,

Smithy was safe now—though he did
not know it. Neither had ﬁlr. Frout
the fuintest idea that that crushing piece
of evidenes was no longer in lis posses-
gion when he saw Mre. Queleh come in,
and rolled after him to iz study, to
have this matter scttled without further
delay.

e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Evidence !

R. QUELCH compressed his lips
M at the sight of the pﬂrt?}r
Fraut.
The Remove master was not
in a good tcmper.
He was deeply and infensely angry.
They bad piven him quite a good
lunch at the vicarage. But the peculiar
epizode bhad caused Quelch great die-
contfork.
Naturally, the Head and Mr. Lambe

had been surprised to ses him there.
Their surprise head  surprised Me
Quelch.

But he was not long, of course, in
learning that Dr. Locke had not tele-
pooned—and that his leg had been
pulled by some audacions young raszeal,

It was almost unbelievable that any
fellow could have had the nerve to do
it=hut it had happened,

Mr. Lambe, all hoespitality, had
insisted on hiz staying to lunch,  During
thot function Mr. Queleh had had to
suppress his wrath. Ile had even con-
trived to work up a frosty smile.

But it was an awkward and annoying
experience; and he got away as soon
as he could, and walked back to Groy-
friars, inwardly in a boiling staia,

To discover who had spoofed him on
the phone, and make an example of him,
was now Mr, Queleh’s chief thought.
With that urgent problem on his wund,
hie was not glad to see Prout. One of
Prout’s lengthy chats was the very last
thing he desired just then. Incdeed, ha
barely suppressed an impatieut saart, as
the IMifth Forin master rolled iuto his
study,

“ My dear Quelch—" boomed Prout.

“You will excuse me, Prouwt,” saud
Mr. Queleh, “T am, at the moment,
busy—in fact, pressed for time——->"

Prout became immensely digeified at
oCe.

“In that case, Quelch, T will not inter-
rupt vou,” he said. “ Yet, in a :naster
affecting your own Formm—a matter =o
serious that it may lead to the expulsion
of & Womove boy—"

Queleh jumped, almost like a kan-
Earan.

“What " he ejaculated, ™ Alsurd !*

Prout blinked at him.

“Did you say absurd, Queleh?!” Le
askod,
1 did 1 rapped Mr. Quelch acidly.
*And I repeat, absurd! No bioy in my
Foro, I hope, i3 in the remotest
danger of expulsion. I refuse to enter-
tainr the possibility for one moment.”

“Really, Quelch——"

“And I am bound to add,” =aid M
Quelch,  with  intensifyving  acerbity,
“that I am in noe need--absolulely no
need—ofl assiztance from gther monbers
of tha staff, in the managemont of my
Form."

Prout
difficulty.

Ha did not often get plain Enghith
Tike this, often as he asked for 1. Dt
Quelch, under the influenes of his state
of annoyanee, let him have it for ooce.

“Very well "™ gasped Prout. “ Very
well ]l If you take that view, Quelch—
if you take the view that Hemovo boya
may be permitted to receive communica-
tions from disreputable racing charse-
ters outside the school—yery welll Ng
doubt Vernon-Bmith will be pleased to
heor it

“Vornen-Smith
Qualeh.

“That is the boy's name, Mr. Queleh—
a boy who has been before his head-
master mora than onee I

Mr. Queleh’s face grew grimmer. Ha
had decp doubts of that particular mem-
ber of his Form.

“If you have n charge to make
against Vernon-8mith, Mr. Prout——-—>"

*1 make no charge, sir,” said Prout,
with overwhelming dignity. "It is not
my business fo do so. I bring this
matter o your notice as the boy’s Form-
master, that i3 all. But if you desive 1o
hear nothing——"

“On the other hand, Mr. Prout, T am
bound to hear the whaole of it, now that
you have mentioned the matter !

ery

seemed to breaahe with

ol

repeated Mr
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snapped Mr. Quelch.
proceaeded, .
; The Remove master listened with grimmer and grimmer

e,

Prout’s meddlesomeness was well known on the Greyiviars
staff. There was not a master at the school who had not
bean favoured with Prout's unrequested advice. FProut was
always willing—indeed, eager—to place his ripe wisdom at
the disposal of less gifted men. Beldomn, or never, did he
receive any gratitode for the saine

Quelch hoped that this was only some more of Prout's
fatuous meddling. But the name of Vernon-8mith dismayed
him. And the description of what had oceurred that moru-
ing, in the corner behind the elms, was eonvineing, unwilling
88 he was to be convinced.

" Prav hand me the note, Mr., Proat ™ he said, when the
Fifth Form master had explained.

It is here, sir " said Prout

He fumbled for the note in the pocket of his gown, Up ta
ﬂi:u.t, moment he had not the slightest doubt that it was still
there.

But s perplexed expression camne over his face as he
fumbled. He fumbled and fumbled and fumbled.

* Bless my zoul 1" he e¢jaculated at last.

Mr, C%uﬂich eyed him icily.

“Well 7" he snapped.

**The—the note appears—appears to be gone 1" gasped By,
Prout.

“What

“It was certainly here when I came to vour study after
third school,” said Mr. Prout. “ Had vou beon here——"

“In a matter so serious as the possible expulsion of a boy
in my Form, Mr Prout, I should have expected you to

reserve ihat note carefully for my inspection!” said Mr.
am:-le]t, with a touch of sarcasm.

“1 eertainly did so!” said Mr. Prout, *I had not the
faintest idea that it was gone—it must, I presume, have
dropped from my pocket while I was walking in the guad-
rangle—most extraordinary 1"

“¥ery extraordinary indeed|™ said the Remove master.
“You have made s most serious sccusation against a boy
of my Form, but it appesrs that you have lost the evidence
in support of that secuzation, Obviously, I can take no
action in the matter unless 1 zee the note in gquestion.”

Mr. Prout was crimson with vexation.

Queleh, naturally, was far from keen to take & boy of his
Form hefore the MHead to be expelled. He wanted definite
proof Lefore he did anything of the kind, The proof had
disappeared.

"“1 can remember the purport of the letter, sic!” pgaszped
Mr. Prout.

" No doulbt, no doubt [ said Mr. Quelch acidly. * But you
will not, I preswme, expect me to rely on the accuraey of
your mewmory to the extent of causing a boy of my Form to
be expelled in diggrace.”

“The letter shall be found, sir—"

“I shall ba glad to see it, when found 1" said Mr. Quelch.
“Certainly I can, and shall, take no aciion whatever in the
matter, unless that letter 12 placed before my eves”

Mr. Prout faded ont of the siudy.

He had an impression that Queleh regarded lim as a
meddlezome old ass, who had probably made _EONIE [re-
postorous mistake., That waz a8 very unpleazant impression.

He rolled out into the quad and headed for ile walk under
the clins, having no doubt that the letter had dropped there,
and determined to recover it.

A few minules later some dozens of Greviriars fellows had
a8 view, which zeemed to smuse them considerably, of a
portly figure, bent donble, scanning the path under the elms.

Harry Wharton & Co., having escaped from Wibley's studx
gt last, were in the quod, and their eyes turned curiously on
Pront, Bo did Skip's |

En- did the Bounder's,

Vernon-Smith had been on tenterhooks ever since I[E'Ylm!fh
had come i, and Pront Fad followed him into the Houze.
Every moment he had expected to be called on the carpet.
But the cail had not come, and he wondered why.

The sight of I'rout zcarching along the paith under the
elins cnlightened him. It scemed too good to be true; but
it looked as if the old ass had dropped that lefter and was
hunting for it !

Smithy cou'd only hope that he would not find it, if that
was the ease, He watched, [rom a distanece, with anzious
eyes,

JWhen the bell rang for classes, Prout waz still rooting
about. But he pove it up then, and rolled off to the House,
red and breathless, and intensely irritated and annoyed.

The Bounder had no doubt new, and as he went in with
the Remove he resolved to go out immediately the Form was
dizmissed and hunt for that letter himself.

“ Kindly proceed.” M. Prout kindly
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Bmithy's Juck had always been
phenomeunal—and he hoped that it was
gumgl to stand him o good stead once
more

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Luck for Smithy—and Bunter !

KIP grinned.

When the word was given to
diznijes  that  efterncon,  the
Bounder pushed ahcad of the

other fellows, and was f1st out of the

OXIn-room.

Once in the corridor, he seudded.

He was out of the House, ahcad of
ang other man in the Remaove,

kip grinned as he watched him gn.

He had seen Smithy’s eves on Prout,
a8 Prout rooted on the path under the
elms before class. So he had no doubt
why Smithy was in such a hurrv. He
wanted to hunt for that letter before
Prout pot on the scene again—if Praut
thought of resuming the vain search.

Mobody was likely to find that letter
under the elms at present—as it was
in Skip's pocket |

Bkip had been rather puzzled what
fo do with it It had to get back to
the Bounder, to whom it belonged; but
after the scenc in Stady Neo. 1, Ship
did not want to speak to Bmathy, or
upﬁma{-h him in any waw.

e liked Bmithy no more than
Smithy liked htm, and he wanted tao
keep clear of him, Neither did he
wish to make the fellow who loathed
him feel under an obligation, which
would have been irksome enough to the
arrogant bounder.

SBmithy hed s=aved his pride., or
fancied that he had saved it, by offer-
ing the pincher a tip for getting
that letter hack for him. 1Ic had been
pitched neck and crop out of Bkip's
study, In consequence. Clortainly, he
would never have asked a friendly
favour of Ekgr.

Littla aas Sauthy would have suop-
pased, or Dbelieved, that the waif of
Slummock’s Alley had any delicacy of
foeling, Skip did not want to humiliate
him, and he had been Enleing* how ta
get. that letter into the Dounder's hands
withaoit revealing the foct that he had
doire him that service unasked,

Now he saw the way, as, locking
from the doorway of 1he IHow=r. he
saw the DBounder eunt rapidly across 1o
the path under the clms.

He glanced round ac the Famous Five
as they came out.

"Race vou blekes ™ he zaid.

TEh, what? DBob Cherry was an at
once. “Go it—after you, old man '

Bkip cut away at a rapid run, and
the Famous Five chased cheevily after
him, quite ready for a scud in the
quad after two hours in the Formn-
room. Skip led the way and dazhed
past the Bounder as he was beginning
to hunt on the path where Prout had
walked before class,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Tocking for
something, Smithy ¥ cxclanned  DBob
Cherry, =3 ho saw fthe DBounder's goou-
patiomn.

Vernon-Smith glanced up.

“Yes—a Jotter! T say, i}m!p me find
1t, vou fellows, will voun, now you're
here? I believe it's along thiz pah
soinewhere.”

“Oh, all right '

I'ie Famous Five came to a hald.

Skip, a little abead, glaneed back.

“"Hold an, old bean ! called cur Bob.
“8mithy's lost a letter—come and kelp
us logi for it!™

*I don’t want any help fram that
cad ™ snapped YVernon-Smith.

“Dh, don’t he 2 swrly ass, Smithy 1

Tue MMaicxer Lierapy.—XNo. 1,530,

THE MAGNET

remonstrated Bob, “Why the dickens
can't you be civil ta a chap #

The Bounder scowled and
veply.

However, 1the chums of the Romove
helped him to hunt for tha lotter, and
they all moved up the path togather.

Skip walked on ahead, with a grin
o his face which the juniors behind
did mot see,

His hand was in his pocket, en the
leiter he had taken from Pront—and it
came out with the letler in it. He
moved round one of the eold elins,
dropped the letter, and walked on and
disappeared.

He knew that, in a minute more, the
seatchers would pasa the spol—and thot
letter assuredly would not escape the
Bounder's anxious eve,

He was right !

Hardly a minute after he was wone,
Vernon-Bmith spotted the glimmer of
the paper, in the dusk under the olms,
and pounced wpon it with a gasp of
relief,

One glanee at it revealed the crabbed
“fist ' of Bill Lodgey. It was ihe
Ieteer e wanted, and which he had no
doubt that old ass Prout had dropped
while pacing on the path.

He clutched it up eagerly.

“Lzot 1t*" ecalled out Dob,

1] Y‘.—'H !JJ

“Tood ! Come o, you men—we'll
race Skip all round the gquad, if he
likes,™

Dok Cherry trotted on with his com-
rades, leaving the Bounder grinning
with satisfaction over the letter, and
little dreaming how it had reached the
shat where he had picked it up,

Dt Smithy did nat hinger there,

Already, from the direction of the
Heouse, he had spotied o partly figure,
relling . towards the spot with slow and
stately motion.

He thrust the letier inte s packet
and walked guickly away; well off the
seerse before the slow and stalcly Prout
arrived rhere.

By the time Prout vesumed his futile
search on the elm path, Vernon-Snnth
was tramping up the Bomove statroase
with the letter in his pocket and a zrin
on his face,

Tom Redwing. on the Romave land-
ing, %]m:ced at him. e did not spealk,
Tihe Bounder had been in so suvage and
surly o temper all day that hizs chun
had left him alone, But Swmithy's mood
had changed now,

He gave Bedwing o nod and & =rin.

did  nok

“Fealing  better?”  azked Redwing
sarvcastically.
“Lots 1™ chuekled Sithy. “Sorry

I've been shirty, old chap—s0o would vou
tave been if a beak had picked up a
letter to you from Bill Lodgey.”

* Bmithy " gazped Redwing.

AN eerene ! sajd  Vernon-Smith,
lavghing, " That iat ass, Bunter, pulled
Queleh’s leg and cleared him off, and
lofora he came back that old fool Prout
dropped the letter in the quad, and I've
found 1t, Some luck—what 1™

Redwing stared af b,

wlling my leg?” he azked.

“Honest Injun, old hean!
hiear of such luck 29

T eevtainly never did!? said Red-
nitg, “¥You bave more lock than you
dezerve, Bmithy; but luck like 1hat 15 a
it extraordinary.”

*It's happencd, all the same.” The
Founder drew  the letter from  his
yocket, twisted it into o spill, struek a
maich, and lighted 1t. It burned down
to hia Hnger-tips, and he threw the
charred fragment out of the landing
window, " Prout’s welecome 1o {hat
pow=-what? The old a5 wan't get mnch
change out of Quelch now 17

Jevver

Redwing was silent. He wae glad of
the Boonder's cecape, now that he
undersiood what the trouble was; buat his
expression  revealed plainly  enough
what he thought of Emithy's dealings
with Bill Lodgey.

That did not worry the Bounder in the
very least. He was sccustomned to his
chum’s disapproval of his sporiing pro-
clivities,

* Luck—tremendous Iuck ™ he eaid
chearfuily. “And all through that fat
fool Bunter!”

1 say, vou fellows—"

“Talk of pigs, and yon hear them
grunt 1" remarked ihe Bounder, looking
reund as Billy Bunter came wp ihe
Ermove stairease.

“(th, really, Bmithy——"

“How are yvon pebling om with vour
ez, DBunfer ¥ asked the Bounder
gemially, He was in the best of tempers
now, in his relief and satisfaction.

The fact that Queleh had not sent for
him, or told him to stay behind aftes
class, was proof that his Form-master
had no ptention af acting on Prout’s
report, unless the letter was produced,
and assuredly it never would be pro-
duced now,

It was to the fat Ow] that he owed the
vezpite that had saved him, and he was
in & mood to acknowledge that inad-
vertent good turn.

“Well, I got half of them donc,’ zawl
Bunter doloronsly. " Queleh zave I'm
te hand in the rest before ten. He
coildn't whop me, vou koow, when 1
showed up half. That was all righi.
But there’s the other half o

** Like a fellow to help ¥

“Eht Bunler bioked at him in
astomzhment.  “ ¥Yes, rather! 1 say,
smithy, if yon mean it =

*Come on, Reddy, and lend Banter &
hand 1™ said the Bounder,

“All vight,”

They followed the astonizhed QOul inie
Sfudy No. T

Ianter did not quite helieve thar the
DBounder waz serious il ha zaw hin,
pen in hand, turning ouvt lines. Red-
wing followed his example.  The It
junior heamed on them.

“{a0 1t, you chaps !

P he sand, "1 say,
make vour fistz lile mine, yvou kngw!
1 d Queleh always looks at a iellow’s
lines,”

“Don't forget plenfy cof blois aud
sments, Reddy. ™

It waz casy enough to help Baoier
with Jines. So long as ihe fist was
sprawling and serawling, looking as if
g spider had dipped himeelf in the ink
ninl erawled over the paper, the haal
wriling would pass as Bunter’s.  An
ablowance of smears and blots added a
convineing touch,

With three hands at work, that impet
was finizhed 1 record {ime. The lincs
that had haunted Billy Buater for dovs
aml days were <done at last,

Bunter beamed.

Why Herbert Vernon-Smith was in
iis geniol and obliging mood, he Jdid
not know, cspecially as Bmithy had boen
so tll-tempered all day, Bat he wae,
aind Bunter was the fcllow (o made the
mest of it

“Tsav, 3ontliy " he exclaimed, o0 the
two Juintors, having feshed the Hnes,
were zhout to leave the stody.

The Dounder glanced haclk,

“T eay, I was expecting a postal oraor
to-cfay,™ saud Dunter hopefully, “lreen
one of my titled relations, yon Lkuew.™

“And the mnobility have i seu
dawn 1" aszked the Bounder, while Red-
wing srinned.

“Well, there's hoen tome delay in the
past,” explaincd Donter. ® The fact i-,
it hasn't ecome. D=1 wonder wheth v
ion could let me have the fun bl
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Mr. Prout was pacing majestically on the path under the elms, when a junior came racing along, stumbled, and collided with
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him. It was Skip, the ex-professional pickpocket. ** Urgh ! * grunted the Fifth Form master, as he staggered backward.

Smithy, and—and take the postal order
when it comes.”

“Piry it wasn't for fve!™ said the
Bounder regretfully.

“Eh? Why!”

"1 mean, I could ict vou have the
fve.”

“Oh ! gasped DBuoter. I mean,

now I come to think of it, Bwithy, it--
it was for five. Just five bob. I—-I
wonder what made me sav ten®"

0O, aill right! Here you are!™

Billy Bunter gazed at the two half-
crowns 1 his fat hand, almost lilke o
fellow in a dream, as Smithy and Red-
wing went out of Study No. T,
grinning.

Bunter's gelebrated postal order had
beenn eashed before, though it failed to
arrive, and he alwavs lived in hope of

thing 1t cazhed apain. But the

under had never advanced cazh on
that long-expected postal order, and he
was almost the last fellow in the Remove
whom the fat Owl would have expecied
to do so. But now he had done it!

“Oh erikey !" gasped Dunter.

It was astonishing to Bunter—-guite a
mystery, in fact,

ut he did not wazte time trying to
elucidate the mystery. With five shil.
ki in hiz possession, the tuckszhop
celled to Dunter, and he promptly
obeved the eall.

Hiz lines for Quelch at Jong last were
donie, but they were not handed in to
his Form-master until Billy Bunter had
ﬂiE-pDH'd of refreshmentz, lignid and
golid, to the exact value of five shillings

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Six for Smithy !
armsred

5 FNRY'S eross!”
Bobh Cherry.
Bolr was carveful not fo let

thiat remark reach the enrs of
Henry — otherwisze  Henry  Samuel

master  of the (Greylrviars

L-{l:-:ﬂlch,
Hemove,

Chueleh, probably, would not have
liked to hear huunself referred to as
Henry by 8 member of his Form.

Bob's comrades smiled at the remark.
It was a fact that Henry looked cross.
(azing from his study window into the
quad, Quelch undoubtedly did look wun-
cotnmonly cross.

Afl the Remove knew why, of course.
There had been an inquiry abvout o spoof
catl on the telephone that day, and
nothing had been discovered.

A good many Removites knew that
Billy Bunter was the dulinq‘uent, and
why, But they were not likely 1o men-
tennt what they koew to Me, Quelel.

Certainly he did not, for a moment,
dream of the fat and fatuous Owl.

Bunter had geot by, in the matter of
his hines, by plaving that trick. He bad
hod sufiicient written to satisfy Quelch
by the time ﬁuel{-h was back at Grey-
friars, and had leisure to deal with him.
But Bunter was not the fellow to he
snzpected of a wild and reckless prank,
with a severe punishment attached in
case of discovery.

If Alr. Quelch had remembered the
old proverbh, that fools rush in where
angels fear to tread, he might have
thought of Bunter.

Az it was, he did not. He thought of
the Bounder. That andacious trick wns
exactly in Emitly’: line. He was the
fellow te do, from delihevate *cheelk,”
what Dunter had done from shoer une
reflecting fathicadedness,

Sl Quelch was & just wan, ITe was
not goitg to jump on Bmithy simply
hecause Smithy was capable of such a
jape.  Inguicr had revealed nothing,
but Quelch still hoped to make o dis-
coverr, In the meantime. a: Bob ex.
pressed it, Henry was ¢cvoss. and looked
crosg |

The Famouz I'ivr, smiling. ttrolled on,

but they stopped as Vernon-Smith came

Wharton locked &t him rather grimly,
but the Bounder was cheery and genial,
and secemed fto have forgotten his
offensiveness earlier in the day.

“Beon Prout?™ ha asked. “I've heard
that he's gone out.”

“¥es; he went out a quarier of an
hour age,” answercd Bob. * What the
dickens do you want Prout for §”

“I don’t; I want his phone.”

“0h, I'd give Quelch n rest if 1 were
voul I've got an idea that he's fed-up
on spoof phone ealls.”

The Bounder laughed and walked
away to the Houze. It wos not a jape
on the phone he was thinking of. oW
that he had read Bill Lodgey's note, he
hiad to get word to Lodgey stk the Thres
Fishers—on the important subject of
Black Bunny.

After hiz narrow cscape that day it
might have becn supposed that theo
Bounder would walk warily for a time,
apd at any time it was an extremely
risky business to borrow & maoster's
phone to ring up such an establishment
as the Three Fishers.

But the Bounder was going to do it,
all the zame. Fe had to get word to
Lodgey by six, and he was going to
telephone thet word. All he wanted to
make sure of was that the Fifth Form
boak had gono out before he borrowed
hiz phone.

aving ascorlained that fact, Vernon-
Bmith lest ne time . getting to Mr.
Prout's study—tipiocing past Quelch's
door as he went up Maosters' Passage,

Me Queleh, in the meantime, con-
tinucd to stand at his study window
snd stare out crossly into the guad-
rangle.

Many members of his Form, and of

(Continwed an pase 16.)
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(Cantinued from page 13.)

other Forms,
among them,
fellow who had pulled his leg on the

asscd under his eyes,
in all probahbility, the

telephone. But which fellow was it?

He beheld Billy Bunter, rolling
happy and sticky from the tuckshop,
without a suspicion in his mind, Hs

lance rested rather suspiciously on

kinner for a moment or two. But he
shook his head. The culprit was, move
likely than net, Vernon-Bmith, in My
Quelch’s opinion; but he could take no
action without evidence, in this matter,
sny more than in the matter of Prout's
accusation. As he recalled that accusa-
tion Mr. Queleh frowned. He had not
had o word fromm Prout since the mter-
view in the study. . 1

If Pront had been right, it was a
serious—a most serious—matter! Un-
pleasant as it was, to tolerate Prout's
meddling, it was =o serious a matter
that Mr. Queleh had to take it up—if
there was anything in it!

But was there? Prout was the man
to male mistakes—absurd wmistakes—
and his memory was as unreliable ns his
judgment. Unless that telltale letter
was produced Quelch epuld do nothing-~
and %’mut had not produced the letier.

He had stated that he was going 1o
find it—and DMy Qlthrh. naturally,
wanted to kuow whether he had found
it or not—indeed, whether it had o real
existence or not!

He crossed the study to the door,

Prout. certainly, should have come to
him. with a defimite statement one way
or the other! As Prout had not come,
he was going to Pront.

If that letter really existed he must
act on it. If Prout could not produce
it, a few sarcastic words would make 1t
clear to Prout that his assistance in fhe
management of the Bemove was neither
required nor desired, . N

Mr. Queleh did not realise that in his
erose and itrritated frame of mind, it
wauld e o relief to utter a8 few
sarepstic words to Prout! Dut that, as
& matter of fact, was the case, _

He walked vp the passage to Prout s
study, tapped at the door, and opencd
it. As he did so a voice in the study
fell on his ecars—eertainly not Prout's
VOLCe.

* Right-ho, then! Good-bye I

transfixed, af

Mr. Quelch gazed, i
Herbert  Vernon-SBmith, standing . at

Prout’s telephone, in the nct of replac-
mng the recciver.

The DBounder, thus ecaught,
acrozs the study ab Mr. Quelch.

For n second there was silence.

Smithy was thankiul, from the bottom
af his heart, that his talk with Bill
Lodger had been over before that un-
expected arrival. Quelch could know
nothing of that. But there he was—
canght in the very act of using a tele-
phone belonging to & master who had
gone ont !

“Vornon-Smith ! said Mr. Quelch, in

stared

8 deop voice.

“Oh!" stammered the Bounder.
"YES‘. sir ‘!H‘
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“Have you asked Mr. Prout's leave
ter e his telephone

“MN-neno, IR

“1 thought not!" said Mr.
“Follow me to my study,
Smith " :

T{te Bounder followed him bock to his
sluciy.

Tu that study, Mr. Quelch picked up
a cane from his table, and his eves
glinted at Bmithy.

Vernon-Smith breathed very hard
He had expected lines or a detention—
or, at most, o couple of flicks with the
cane. But Quelch’s cxpression intlicated
very cleacdly that more than that was
coming to him,

*YVernon-Smith! This morning, a
trick was plaved on me, on the tele-
shone, causing e to believe that Dr,

ocke had reguested me to join him in
Friardale. 8¢ far, inguiry has fatled to
reves) the culprit, 1 think, however,
that that eulprit is now revealed.”

“Oh " gasped Smithy.

“My susgicinna turned on von, Yernon-
Smithl Now I have proof—in finding
vou in the very act of playing such a
trick over agein on a master's tele.
phone.” :

“I—I was playing no trick, sicl”
stammered Smithy.

“YVery well I said Mr, Quelch grimiy.
“I desire to be just, Veruon-Smith. 1f
vou werve not using Mr. Prout’'s tele-
phone for the purpose of playving some
such disrespectful practical joke, why
were vou using it at all?”

No answer. )

“I s prepared to hear anything that
vou have to zay, Vernon-Smith. If you
used Mr. Prout's telephoue for some
harmless call, such as an order to &
tradesman, or & message to some rela-
tive, ik wasz merely a thoughtlesa act, to
be lightly punished. Cive me the name
of the person you rang up, gnﬂ I will
ring up that person to ascertain whether
vonur siatement iz corveet.’

The Bounder was dumb 1

He was not likely to fife his Farm-
master the name of Bill Lodgey. the
racing tipster at the Three Iishers.
That would Lhave led to something much
mere disagrecable than a caning from
(Juelch,

“ 1 am waiting, Vernon-Smiih '™ said
AMre Queleh, in a grinding voice,

Sraithy did not speak. Unless he ex-
plained, ehviously, Quelch was going to
conclude that he was that practical
juker on the phone, and that he had
born caught at it this time.  But lLe
conld not explain, 1o the peculiar cir-
cutistanees. -

“You cannot give me the name of
the person to whom vou were speak-
ing ! said Ar Quelelr grimly, *I
thought not, Vernon-Smith! My only
;m:-;:ail:-]v comclusion s that you have
wen plaving such a prank az was
Vaved this morning—and I think I need
ook no farther for the euwlprit,  For
the last time, Vernon-Smith, have von
anvihing to say?

Vernon-Bmith had nothing to say.
Hiz Form-masier pointed to a chair
with the cane.

“Bend  over that
Smith.”

Silenlly, doggediv, the Bounder bent
ovir, He slmt his teeth hard as the
swipes came down., Mr Queleh handed
out six of the very best, and though the
Bounder went through it in silence, he
had to keep his teeth clamped to keep
back vells of anguish,

The fool's errand on which he had
been sent that muminai'{ hiz confuzion
and aonovance when he arrived un-
expectedly with Mr. Lambe, were vers
frezh in Mr. Quelch’s mind. FHe put
becf into every swipe |

ueleh.
‘ﬂnm f=

ehair, Vernoan-

Smithy was quite pale when he had
finished.

“If there should be & recurrence of
this trickery, Vernon-SBwmith, 1 shall
report vou to wvour headmaster for o
floggiog ! said Mr. Quelch, as he laid
down the canc. “ You may go !”

The Bounder went.

@ gasped and wriggled as he
tramped savagely down the passage.

At the corner he met Billy Bunter.
Happy and sticky, after the expendi-
fure of the fve shillings, Bunier was
arviving, at last, with his lines for
Cueleh 1

He gave the Bounder s friendly, fat
grin, He was fecling ctlita pally towards
the Bounder, who had been so genial and
generous that afterncon. He was un-
aware that Smithy had had "six * since
then, and that his unaccustomed
gﬂngﬂ,l:t:j- bad completely diseppeared.

mithy had had that six, as & matter
of fact, for the trick Bunter had played
on the telephone, He was glad to ece

Bunter. :
“Hallo, Bmithy, old chap!* said
Bunter. 1 say—varoooh! 'W‘thr, what

—gone mad, you beast? Wharrer you
kicking me for, vou rotter? Yaroooh |V

Sinithy landed three, nll good ones,
before the astonished fat Owl bolted up
the passage and escaped.

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
Beauty In Distress !

CREAM!
Skip stared.
On Wednesday afternoon,

after football practice, Harry
Wharton & Co. had gone over to High-
cliffe, to see their friends, Courtenay
and the Caterpillar, there.

Bkip had put in an hour at “swot-
ting ™ in his study, after they were gone,
After which, he loitered about for o
time, in the hope of secing Lord Maule.
verer, who sometimes bestowed his noble
company on the waif of the Hemove.

Mauly was not to be seen, however,
and Skip went out on & ramble on his
oW,

He was quite happy_ond checry as he
strolled across Courtfield Common, in

i

the bright autumn afternoou, his
hands in his pockets, snd whistling
shrillv,

Hinee the Remove fellows had " come
rownd,” and he was no longer an out-
caszt in his 'orm, life at Greyfriars had
been: very bright for Ekip.

True, his generous friend and pro-
tector, Coker of the Fifth, often forgot
hiz existence, and never found wnuch
time to see him, or speak to him. But
that, if Coker of the 1Mifih had onl
known it, was no hardship to his
protege. Coker had intervencd once ar
twice on Skip’s behalf, ond made
matters worse, so the less the pgreat
Hovace barged in, the better 8kip liked

1f.

Indeed. Skip contributed to IHorace
Coker's forgetfulness by keeping out of
his way az much az he could.

Notb, of course, that he could have had
Coker's company in that half-holiday
ramble. Coker of the Fifth would not
have been found dead walking with
a fag on a-half-holiday, even if that fag
had saved him from having his “putg *
cracked !

In his clonded early daxys nt Greviviars
Skip had had many a solitery walk,
and had not enjored his own company.
Now, however, lhe was merry and
Iswright, and hiz chubby face beamed as
he  strolled over the wide common,
"Blokes " would he friendly when he
got hack, czpecinlly that mest admir



able of all BLlokes Tard Mauleverer
That change was due to  his ag of
cowrage in rescuing Heszie Bunter from
the Sarle—which wasz not, {wrllapa.
logical. But it was very agrecable; and
Skip was enjeving life these days

But he stopped and stared, and eeased
to whistle, as a loud scream fell on his
startled cars.

Ahead of him, standing under a fall
tree, was a plumnp schoolgicl, whom he
recognized at once as the sister of Billy
Bunter—2Miss Elizabeth Bunier, of CLf
House Schoal,

This was the plomp young lady
whom he had saved from the river
“he was sereaming—why, =kip did not
know, )

Had she been an danger, Skip would
willingly have ruzhed te the rescue, as
he had done that day on the river. But
hie looked rouwnd in vain for a sign of
danger,

Seream !

Except that Bessie was hatless, she
presented her usual aspect, and nothing
=eemed to have happencd to her, But
e was sercanming on a iop note that
u Erinm donna might have envied,

mereann |

Skip huvried on. He cocld see uno
causo for scrcaming: sull, 1t was -
probuble that Miss Bunter was screaimn-
g merely for amuzement, and he was
ready  to render any  assistance  that
might be required. o

“Anvthing up, mizs? azked 3kip, as
I arrived.

Aizs Bunter turned on him the spee-
{ieles that were =0 like Billy's,

“Yes,” she snepped. My hat ™

*Youyr “at ¥ said Skip. " Dide’t yon
prech e frand i!, nijzs ¥

[T Lnew thas Mise Banter had lost
ber bat thet dav in the river. Indeed,
she had attached morve importaoce to
ihe loza of her hat than to the zaving of
ber lifel

“LEh? Don't be sillv ™ said Miss
Banter evos:lv. " 1'm not speaking of
1hat hat! Yeou lot thar Aeat away.
ot it.™

“Foosorey T
misd, but——-"

“0Of course vou didp'i—boy: are o
sillx, and g0 clumesy,” tand Miss Bunter.
“1 never expect any senze from a boy”

SOt osand Skipe. “I Tape you Tad
npother "at, mpss”

" cowrse I had! Think 2liss
Buallivant wonld have {aken me out for
u wall this afternoon withont ope?™

“ia's Mi=a Bullivant, miss

O games oustress ' osand  Besze.
“Rhe's a cat !

00 said Bhkap.

“ A regular cat ! caid Dessie,
javin  likes lher—but  Marjorie likes
parnes, I don't! At least, T good ot
camoes, of courze, but I don't zee slog-
ping at them, The Bull makes us slog.”

“"Oo’s the DBull, mizz?" asked 1iho
puzzled Skip.

“EhLE M}ics Bullivant, of CONTEe—we
vull her the Bull! She wears hig boots,
and a horrid hat like a man’s straw hat
~ reglar skelehr 1Y zand Dessie, 1
=iy, my brother Billy Langed in her hat
ot dday, thinking ir was MHazel's, He,
B! He didn't 2ee who was wearing it
1121 he had bauged it in. She smacked
Biny, Dot I zaw, I want my hat™

“You lost ancther "at, miss

*No, silly]l Look!”  Alies Banter
peiuted to a branch far above her head.
“an't you see thar hat @™

slkip looked up. DPervched on the tivigs
on ihat branch was a schaolzivl’s lat,
exvidently Bessic's,

Haow it had got there, Skip conld not
brgine, Bul he wmder=tood now why
Hesaa had been sereaming,  She wanted
that hat—and Der scveams had been in-
teided to summon assistance.

never sol "old of e Tut,

""Aar-

EVERY SATURDAY

“Yes I ozee it sz 1™ zabd Skip.

“Well, eliinh up and get it for we '™
caid Bessie, ™ That ead Ponzonby threw
it up there! I'm peoing fo azk my
brather Bally ta thrazh lam ¥

*'Do's Ponsonby, mizs?

*A Hirhelilfe boy ! snapped Do,
“A beast! T wouldn't bave dodged
Mizs Bullivant if I'd known thosze beasts
woere on the common.  The Bull would
have smacked hiz head, like she did
Billy's. Bhe's got & fist like a leg-of-
mubion! What do vou think? T was in
. hammneek, eating toffee, wlhen  she
eane onit—and she made me get out of
the hammock and come for a walk!
She eaid it wonld do me gpood”

2lip made no veply to that, e had
nol scent the games nustress of Ul
Houze, but from what he had heawd of
her, she was rather a fearsome lady.
But he could not help thinking that
perhaps she was right in considering o
valle betior for this plump schoolgirl,

tiian  sitting Iin a hammock cating
tolfee, _ , .
“0Of course, T wasn't standing 18!”

zaid Bessie, with deep indignation. *1I
dodged her, sec? Elm went marching
on, like—lilke s rhinoeceros—she’s awfully
like a rhinoceros—and I sat down to
rest, But I wished I hadn't, when thozo
Higheliffe cads came along—DPonzonby
and Gadsby and Monson, Yon grabbed
my hat and threw it up there. More
ihan half an hour ago. I've been wait-
ing ever since for somcbody to come
=.'uJ1nnngI and get it down for me. That's
why I sereamed when I saw you. Can
vou climb "

“Jest a hit, mise!" zald Skip, with a
recollection of many a difficult climb to
high windows st midnight, when he
11!{1{1 Leen the associate of Jimuny the

at.

“Well, elimb up and get that hat
down for me ! said Bessie, “Mind vou
Jdon’t erush it! It's my best hat! You
#oe, 1 had to take my best hat for cvery
day, since you lost that one in the river,
[ had Barbara's at first, but she made
a fuss=—and then AMabel made n  fuss
heeanse I took hers! They're eats! A
ot of the girla at Chiff House are cals!?
lara rapped my fingers, at dinnes
to-day, hecause ¥ took her helping of
jam pudding. Marjorie never said any-
iking when I toolk hers! I like sitting
next to Marjorie at dinner ! But lock
here, don’t stand here talking—boys
kecp on {:h:lttﬂl‘il‘l? and chattering, amd
never doing anything! Just climb up
and gek that hat, and mind you deon't
sepiasi it i

Slkip, grioning, eclambered up  the
five. He was active smd pimble, and it
was quite easy for him.

e clambered out on the branch wheve
the hat was perched, a dozen feet over
Bessio Bunter’s head, She starved v at
Iim threugh her big speetacles,

“AMind you dou't fall?” she ex-
claimed, )
“T"'m orl right, miss.”

“1 mean, you'd come right whop
dJown on my head, if yvou did.”

“ORh ™ pasped  Skip.  “Oeleiglt,
mizz! I won't drop on vour ’n:qul =

“Mind vou don't ! said Bessie,

Skip reached the hat, and greazped 1l
There was a seream from Az Dunter,
below, that made him jemp.

“Tron't crush it! Don't grab it like
that! DBe carcful with that hact! ]
iold you it waz my best hat 1"

“Oh, unoky "addocks 1™ gasped Blan.
“1 got to got “old of it, mizs! [ got ii
now ! Shall T drop it down e xen:”

“MWol Buppose it fell inoa puhile!
Curry it ecovefully 1 AMind you don’t
eri=h k! It's my best hag ™

*Orleight i gasped Bkip.

With great cave, holding {hat hat as
if it were a treasure far ahove rubies
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SLip worked his way back along the
branch to the trunk. DMiss Bunter
watched him with great anxwety | If
Ship fell off that branch, there was
little deubt that ihe hat would get
ciushed—so  Bessie had  cause  for
anxiety.

But he reached the teank quite safely
ad  slithered down., A lirile breath-
bess, he hawded the hat to Alizs Bunier.

“Theve ven are, mizs!” gasped 3kip.

“Look how you've ¢rushed it——"

TAve TP mumbled Skip.

" Blind ¥ asked Nessie evosslv. “Clan't
vou see? Blind as well as clumsy! 1
witink vou meght have been nore careful
viitly That hat—afier losing the other one
for me! 1 suppose you can't help being
chiney ! Boys are all elumsy! T told
Mavjorie T would kizs vou, when I saw
sort again, for getting me out of the

river.  Now ] wou't—-now  vou've
crushed my bat !

Up to that moment Skip Lad been
=orry Lhat the hat waes crushed, DBut as

Aliss Bunder made that statement, he
could not help fecling a sneoaking sazis-
faction that 16 was o little erushod.

Misa Elizabeth Bunter jammed
hat on her head and wallied
evidently very cross,

=kip stared after her for 8 moment
o iwo. He could not help being struck
iy the remarkable likenesz betweon
Bessic Bunter and her brother Billv—
vot ouly in looks, but in mammers and
viEi g |

When he staried again on his ramble,
he (ool the opposite direction from thiat
tuken by Miss Bunter! Perhaps he was
a litle uneasy tliat she might change
her mand, and bestow on him, after atl,
thiat ll'mrm'd for getting her out of the
river

the
Eway—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Backing Up the Bounder !

‘4 IHAT'S the ead!™ said Vernon-
Smath, with a seowl.
Pon and Caddy and Monson,

of the Highcliffe Lourth, all
glaneed up. They were seated on &
fallen trunk, under a clump of trees in
the heart of the extensive common, It
was rather a solitary spot—which was
ihe reazon why the Bounder had selected
it for his meeting with s friends from
Highelifte. i .

Lven at a sluck school like Tigheliffe,
Pon & Co. would not have caved to have
it reported that they were smoking
vizaretles over a game of banker.  As
for the DBounder, e had to be move
careful than Pon & Co.~—for his present
oeeipation would have earned hun the
order of the “boot,” short and sharp,
had it become known to Quelch or the
Heacl,

IFew pedestrians paszed that spot—
bt one was coming along now, strollin
with his hands in  his pm:lz'.elﬂ, am
whistling shrilly. The Bounder's eves
fixed malevolemtly on Bkip, as he
vointed him out to his fricuds.

=kip did not see them for the monwent
i1 the donsky shadow of the trees. Qe
LA s‘u.'inging on, whistling.

“That the jolly old pickpocket you've
Leenn tellin® us about, Smithy ¥ asked
LPutr, with a curious stare at Bkip.

“Yes—that's the rotten cad!™

“Floy lot in all sorts at Geovfriars,
don't they?” grinned Gadsby. " DBut a
pichpovket 13 cather the limit!"

“n, ne limit's too wide for your
show, is it, Swmithy *”  asked Mlonson,
agrecalbly. ] )

The Dounder coloured with vwexatgn.
Hi= friends hiad hin there, =0 to sprak;
atnd Pon & Co, were the kind of fviends
who liked to give a fellow a dig.

Tnre AMicxer Lasmapy.—3>No. L3530
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Eiﬂt?‘p scowl was transferred from

ip te the Higheliffians,

“Oh, we've got our limit!” said
3mithy, savagely. "“If you fellows were
at Greyfriars, instead of Higheliff
you'd be turfed out so guick it wou
make jnur heads swim 1"

Gad % snd Monson made no reply to
that. They did not wint & row with
Bmithy—not, at least, till they had made
& deeper inroad upon his well-filled
wallet,

“Don't they bar the fellow in your
Form, Smithy?" asked Pongonby.

“They did—till he pot by with a
dramatic stunt of pulling a fool of a
schoolgirl out of the river!”™ grunted
the Bounder. "It was plucky enongh—
but it made no difference to his hein
& pincher and a slum rotter,  that
can see. But -a-.'e?ﬁ' silly ass scems to
think it makes a lot of difference.”

He stared at the approaching junior
again, and then l'aunc{}ﬂ.tj hiz friends,

“Look here, that cad

e ; 's walkin' right
into it 1" he said.

“You fellows back

me up in hendlin’ him. No good
startin’ a rag at Greyfriars now—not a
man i the Form will stand for 1ty as

they did &t first. But you—-"

* Pleased I yawned Ponsonby. *“Any
fellow here could handle him easily
enough, I fancy! I know I could!”

“Better nol try it on!” grunted the

under. " can scrap & bit
myself, but, he knocked me out—and
he's knocked out Bolsover major!”

" Some serapper 1" grinned Ponsonby.
“Well, he doesn’t look like & Tommy
Farr—and I don't fancy he ¢could handle
the four of us. If he's knocked out
that lout Bolsover, I shouldn’t care to
handle him on my own—but we'll back
you up, Smithy, if you like.”

“Any old thing!” said Gadsby.

e four juniors rose from the log,
and stood watching S8kip az he came.

The Bounder's eves gleamed with
rancour—Fon & Co. were adly inter-
estoed, ey were always ready for
a rag, if the odds were safely on their

THE MAGNET

side—and good fHghting-man as Bkip
was, he had no chance agsinst four
fellows.

He had sgen them now—but he came
on indifferently. The Bounder's black
looks ‘did not disturb him—he was used
to Smithy's scowling. As for Pon & Co.
they ‘were strangers to him, and he had
no anticipation of trouble with fellows
ho had never seen before.

But as he came by, the whole party
Eg.n suddenly fnrward, and surrounded

im.

Skip halted.

“Well, what's this ‘ere gamc?” he
EBh gad d Ponsonb

» gad,” gaspe onsonby,
that how he talks at Greyfriars?”

Bkip gave him a dark look.

“T dor't know you, 'ooever you are 1V
he said. “But I don't want any li
from you. If you don’t like the wa
tall, you ain't bound to ‘ear it. ot
out of the way, and let s bloke move I

“BMind your pockets, Pon!” grinned
Monson, "as Skip made a move to pass
the dandy of Higheliffe,

Skip pesused—struck by the name.
Bessie Bunter bad mentioned Ponsonby,
agd had spoken of him as Pon. Bkip

uessed that this was the fellow who

ad flung her hat into the tree.

“(Oh, vou're Pon, are you!"' he said,
with a glarc of contempt at the dandy
of I%Iighellﬂ'e. “You're Ponsonby, are
you i

“¥es, but I don’t remember making
your a.@?uamtan_cn before,” said Pon.
‘Dnd 8ver COIe  Across  you,
slumming #"’

“You ain't never ocome ACTOsS: me,
thaet J konow of, but I'm glad to come
ROTOSE you, end tell you what I think
of youl” seid Skip, contempiucusly.
“You chucked a gxr'!'s 'at up into a
teee, & hower ago, on this "ere common,
you did, and I got it down for ’er. And
if I'd been there when you did it, I'd
have knocked your face in for wyou,
foo. You're a sneaking coward, yon
are ™
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Ponsonby’a grin
changed to & sav-
age scowl.

“Collar the cadt™
he snapped.

Porn was as Leen
an the rag now, as
Smithy !

Skip jumped back
as the four rushed
him.

"OFFER

“rAnds o™ he
rogred. “Smith,
vou rofter — oh

e was

gum L

o TO| fighting fiercely the
AR next  moment, glm]
had no more time

for words.

The Bounder had
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friends that Skip
waz a tough propo-
sitton, but they
had not quite he-
lieved it. They had
convincing proof o
it now, however.

Four to one as
they were, and ane
of them so good a
fighting-man as the
Bounder, they were
far from having it
all their own way.

Hkip hit out, and
he hit hard and he
hit often. Ponsenby
went over with a
crash, the clares
spurtm% from his
nose. r the time

Lizt of meodels with
41 heyn,

Bnap,;
AG.48H).

(Dapt.

¢ that coused

he was up again, Gadsbhy was down,
with bis jaw feeling as if a alﬂddg&
hammer had hit it. And when Gaddy
dragged himself into the combat again,
Monson was on his back, sceing more
stara by davlight than any astionomer
ever saw by night. Bui the Bounder
kept his feet, heedless of hard knocks,
aad attacking all the time.

For three or four minutes, Skip held
his own, against the four. Bub it could
not last—though every one of the four
had damages, by the time the waif of
Greyfriarse was collared, at last, and
dragged down.

Onee he was down, they were very
careful not to let him get up again.
‘Fhe four of them pioned him in the
grass under the treeés.

“Now, you rotter ' breathed
Smithy.

* We've got the cad |¥ gasped Gadsby,

“Oh, my jaw! Ow!l?
“Look at my mose!™ spluttered
Ponsouby. “By gad, I'll give the cad

somethin’ to make him sorry for it.”
“This way " snarled the Bounder,

Close by the clump of trees, was a
hollow, swamped by recent rain. Thera
were a couple of inches of water, and
twice as many of clammy mud.

skip, panting and struggling, was

dragged towards the spot, and rolled
headlong in.
His

Ile splashed in mud and water.
head disappeared in sticky mud—and
rose  agan  to wview, covered and
gmothered with it Hea struggled
bhindly out of the swamp, only to be
hurlec ba.ﬂkagg' Smithy and his allies,
and to spl mgain, in a ses of
clammy mud.
“Urrrreggh 7 gurgled Skip.

He sat up, in ihe deep, thick mud,
and spluttered., The raggers on the
bank, grinned at him—ready to hurl
birm in again if he struggled out.

El{ip} caked and blinded by mud, sat
ﬁizﬁily in clammy coze, and blinked at
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Bull to the Rescue !
IS5 BULLIVANT halted.
She stared.
The Bull was looling for
Bessie Bunter, Sowchow she
had lost Bessie, in that walk—aiter
covering hardly (wo mifes !

Two miles lo the Bull were less than
two yvards to Bessie. She did not even
know that Dessie had dodged. Neithey
did she guess that Bessic was etill
dodging. Miss Bullivant enjoved a
long walk—she thought little of* ten
miles. Bessie preferred sitting it out.

Miss Bullivant had been looking for
Bessie for quite o long fime. Bhe had
eoverad & great deal of Courtheld
Commmon, in the search. She had not
found Bessie. Butb now, tramping in her
heavy shoes near a clump of trees in the
middle of the common, she saw a sight

her to forget, for the
moment, the fat existence of Elizabeth
Bunter. :

What she saw was a schoolboy in &
Greyiriars cap, struggling in the grasp
of four others—one it a Greyfirars cap,
three in Highelife colours. )

She saw the four hurl the struggling
atie headlong into B muddy  hollow—
and she sow them piteh him in again
as he struggled out.

Wrath gathered in the brow of the
Bull of ClLiff House.

She advanced with long strides
towards the clump of trees and the
grinning young rascals who were
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Skip, panting and struggling, was dragged towards the swampy hollow and rolled headlong In.
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* Urrrrrggh 1" he spluttered,

He sat up in the deep, thick mud. The raggers, on the bank, grinned at him-—ready to hurl him back again il he struggled out,

ragging Skip. As she advanced she
gr?ged her stick.

Miss Bullivant waz a hefty lady,
in the vigorous thirties. She wore
heavy shocs, and a hat that Billy Bunter
had, on an unfortunaic occasion, mis-
taken for o man’s hat, and she carried
a walking-stick—a thick one, too!l Shea
was ctrang, and ﬂmrnuglhl:.r healthy and
fit, with a rather tanned face whicly was
not beautiful. Feminine grace was,
perhaps a  little  laeking—Dbut  Alizs
Buyllivant, a thoroughly practical young
woman, with her way to make iu the

world, had absolutely no wuse for
feminine graces. . .
She would not have shricked if a

tramp had stopped her on one of her
long walks., She would lLiave knocked
the tramp down, and probally thrashed
him with her walking-sitck. From a
voery carly  age AMiss Buollivant had
looked after hersclf—and never had any-
ong been more thoroughly eapable of

doing so.
llad Smithy & Co. leoked ronnd and
secnt that  formidable  young lady

advancing on ihem, they might have
been alarimed. Her expression was really
terrtfying, as she hasiened to intervene
between the raggers and theiy vietiun,

Sho was not coming to tell them thal
they were naughty boys!  She' was
coming to handie that thick stick !

But, grinning at 2kip as he splashed
and wallowed in the nutd, 1he raggers
did not look round—and the first
intimation they had of Miza Bullivant's
approach was o swipe from the e
stick, which landed across Fmithy's
shonlders and made him stagger and
o,

“Oh zad —what — splullered
Panzonby, spinning round—jnst in time
to get the sccond lick. He yelled
frantically as he got it

Gad:by and Meongon jumped away, in
alavrm.

But it booted Mies

ik

net., Buallivant

strode after them, her keen, hard blue
eves glinting from her tanned face.

“You cowardly young rascals!™ she
exclaimed. " Four to one—is that what
you call fair play? Take that!”

*Yow-wooop ! shricked Gadsby as he
took it.

“And that!¥

“Y¥aroooh 1" raved Monson.

They tovk to their hecls, and ran for
it. One lick each, from that thick stick
wiclded in a hefty hand, woas cuough
for them. They raced.

Aliss Bullivant turned back to Smithy
and Ponzonby., The Dounder glared
at her in rage=-Pon in terror. Smithy
would not run—and Pon, who miade .an
aitempt lo do so, was stopped by a
flonwi=h of the stick,

Both  of them backed away from
Miss Bullivant ull they were on the
vory edze of the muddy swamp 1n the
hollow, and could go no farther, will
out going 1nto the mud.  There they
stoppod.

“Look here, whab are vou up tof”
velled Vernon-S8mith ficrcely, " Ieep
that stick awav, blow vonl If you
wera a anan, U'd jolly well fiaek your
shing 1™

“You young
Diallivant,  * (et
voend at onge '

“Yook lherp=——"
“Look here, Mizz Ballivant—

“Go in and help hin oul!™ com.
manded AMizs Bullivant.

“Think we're going
miiek ¥ welled. Smiiliy.

YQuite I sand Aes Buallivast calmly,
“T am going lo ithrow you o, uuless
vou go of your own accord, Jf you are
1‘11“':'|rc":,' ﬂ:ﬂngh ity atiack  anpather
boy, four o one, you will take the con.
seqhenees, .

2 Oh, my eye!” gasped Bkip, wallow.
g in muad,

The Bounder flushed erimszon. e

wasg, 1 point of fact, anyithing but a

Fazeals 17 =aid Mise
that bl out of the

anded  Ponsonby.

Fl

o {hat

coward, and the word cama unpleas-
antly 1o his cara

“It's a rag " he said sullenly. ™ That
cad's been ragged—a rotten outsider
who's barged in where he's not wanted,
Will vou mind your own business, Miss
Bullivant 7"

“Are you going in for him?"

“Na!™ yelled Smithy.

“1 sax, niss, 1 can get out orlright 1”
fa:q'mtl Skip. Ile had struggled to his
cet now, ¢lothed in elammy mud as in
a garment. " You keep them blokes
off, and I can got out orlright.”

Migs DBullivant did not heed. IEvi-
dently she had reselved that Smithy
ol Pon chould have some of the mud,

Bho threw down the walking-stick,
advanced on them, and gripped them
by their collarva

Punching Miss Bullivant was hardly
o be thought of.  MNeither would it
have helped the wnhappy ragrers—for
the Buall eould have handled half a
dozen of them with case. With a swing
of ner sinewy arms, she swept thom ol
their feet, and  landed them in e
mad.

Sidaszh ! Squash ]

Sunthy and DPonsonby zat in slimy
acee. Uhe Bounder panicd with rage—
Pog<earhy groanmld. 1le was thinking
clietly  of his beantifol Arouscrs—now
caked wil horvid mad.

3.4 Buollivant  eved
from e Lank,

“Take hold of Lhat boy's arms andd
help him out,' she said, “odherwise 1
will Tay my stick round wou "

“0Oh gad ! gproancd DPon.

Ali=z Pallivant picked up the walking-
stick, "Where was no help for it. The
two hapless ragegers could not get much
muddier ihan they were alveady—and
muwd, b owas clear, was nol going io
deter the Bull from getting at them
with that stick, if they refuzed lo obey.

Toe Maszer Lispamy.—Mo. 1.560.
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They strupgled to their feet, spiash_p.d
and s’mmh!cg to 8kip, and tool him
by the arms to help himn out

Skip grinned at them through the
mud that ceked his face. This unex-
pected turn of affairs amused Skip—
though it guite failed to have that
effect on Smithy or the dandy of High-
cliffe.

“*Ow do you like the mud yourselves,
you coveys?' grinned Skip.

Neither of them answered. Under
the grim eye of Miss Bullivant, they
helped 8kip out, and landed him.

Skip stood mrapinﬁ: off mud. The
Bounder glared at BMiss Bullivant in
speechless rage. Pon looked down at
his trousers—no longer beautiful--and
groaned. ] .

“¥You had better go!” said Miss
Bullivant contemptuously.

SQmithy and Ponsonby tramped away,
shedding mwd as they went, Gadsby
and Monson hed already disappearcd
over the horizon; and the other two
were glad enough to disappear in their
tarn.

Miss Bullivant cast a stern glance
after them. Then she turned her eyes
on Skip as he scraped mud. His cap
lay on the ground—a Greyfriars cap.
She looked at it, and looked at Skip,
rather puzzled. She had heard him
speak, and his mode of speech was
hardly in the Greyiriars siyle.

“Thank you kindly, miss!"” mumbled
Skip through the mud. * Them blokes
'‘ad me orlright! T'd ‘ave ‘andled
any one of them—but they was too
many for me, four to ona! My eye!
Ain't I 8 sketch!™

“You are a Greviviars boy
Mizs Bullivant.

“Yes, mum !

“What is your name?"”

“Skip, mum !’ 2

“Skip ! repeated Miss
“0Ok! I remember now! I have
heard of you! ¥You are the boy who
gaved Bossie Bunter from the river,”

“T got 'er out, miss!” said Bkip. "
gnt..:er out orlright, though I lost ‘er
"at | _

“One of those boys was a Greylriars
boy,” said Miss Bullivant, eyeing him
very curiously. *The others belonged
to Highelifie, I think. Why have they
done this, Skip " ) _

“That bloke Smith don't like me in
his school, miss! The huthers are all
right, most of 'em—but Smith don’t
like & covey like me at Greyfriars!
Fat Jot I ecare for 'im and wol he
likes ! added Skip independently.

“I have heard of you, Skip!"” said
Miszs DBullivant; and Skip coloured
under the mud.

He conld guess that more had been
heard of him than he liked people to
hear. The rescue of Bessie Bunter had
brought him inte a good deal of

rominence; and as his history was
Em}wn to all Greyfriars, no doubt it
had been passed on at CLff House.

“'Ave you, miss?"” said Bkip. "Well,
if vou've 'eard that I was a pincher
afore Mr. Coker took me wup, and his
aunt sent me to Greyinars, you've
tenrd right=—but 1 ain't a pincher now,
and all the coveys knows it! A bloke
what's a lord, has made friends with
me in my Form., There ain't nobod
agin me now, ‘cept Smith—and he’s
only agin me because he’d like to make
out that I'm a pincher, and I blooming
well ain’t!”

Miss Bullivant’s eyes were fixed on
him very attentively as he rubbed and
scraped mud from hiy features,

“Have I ever met you before?" she
asked.

“Not as I knows on, miss!"
Bkip, in astonishment,
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“Where did

Greyiriarg?
“Hlummock’s Allev chiefiy.”

“Oh! You have pever lived ag
Brightoan "

“Brighton! That's a place by the
sea, ain't 47" asked Skip., "Ne, 1
been to a good many 1!:]3.:;&33, when I
waa along of Jimmy the Rat; but I
ain't never been to Brighton as I knows
ﬂ“‘:r

“It 13 odd,”™ said Miss Bullivant, "1
have an impression that I have seen you
hefore, somewhere—but I suppose it is
impossible.  You had better burey in
now, Skip, and change your clothes—or
vou will cateh cold. I will walk with
vou as far as your school, in caze those
young rascals turn up again.”

“Mo in this "ere state!' said Skip.
“You won't want to be seen with the
likes of me, miss!™

" Nonsense 1" said Miss Dullivant.

“Oh 1" gasped Skip. “ Ovlnight 1

He tramped away, squelching mud,
in company with Miss Bullivant. He
knew who she was, from Pon’s mention
of her name—the games mistress of
ClLiff House, whom the plump schoolgirl
had been dodging. Dut he was far
from sharing Bessie Bunier's opinion
that she was a “ecat’ Bhkip had a
rateful heart—and he was grateful to
the Buall for the timely assistance she
had renderad.

When they reached the road, and
passad other pedestrians, many curious
eyes turned on the drenched and
draggled boy who tramped by her side
—not in the least to the discomfort of
Miss Bullivant, who was utterly in-
different to glances, stares, and smiles.
MNear the school gates she left him—
to resume her search for the elusive
Bessie,

“Thank you Lkindly, miss!” said
8kip; and Miss Bullivant gave him a
nod and a smile that made her tanned
face seem guite good-logking for &
IMoTent.

Skip stood looking after her as she
tramped away in her heavy shoes.

you live before you cama
to

“8he's & good sort, she is!" mor-
mured Skip. " A blooming d sort—
and that fat girl whe called her a eat

is & blooming idjit!”
And Bkip went in ab the gates—siill
squelehing mud!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Pally!

i LD asses!” remarked Coker of
the Tifth.
“Bhurrup ! gasped Potter
of that Form, " Do vou want
them to hear vou, vou fathead "

Coker'a voice was a powerful one.
It did not seem to occur to him to
subdue ir, as he made that remark—
characterising his own majestic beak,
Prout, and the Remove master, as “'old
asses’

Cloker's opinion of them, of course,
might be guite well-founded. But 1t
was certain that, if ther heard it,
they would be offended. Potter and
Greene were quite alarmed.

The three men of the Fifth were in
the quad in break the day after Skip's
adventure on Courtfield Common. Prout
came rolling along in his usual majestic
wav—under full sail, as it were. As it
happened, Quelch came from the oppo-
site direction, with his vigorous brisk
strides,

Under the eves of Coker & Co., they
passed one another—with the very
stiffast and most distant of salutations.

Prout, as he rolled on, had a Awnshed
look. Quelch, as he walked on, wore a
frown.

Obviously, there wns a rift between
the masters of the Filth Forn and the
Lower Tourth., They were, 1n factk,
mutually offended.

Open disagreement, of course, was
impossible, between two members of Dr.
Locke’s staff. DBut icy coldness was pos-
sible—and there it was.  Which led
Coker of the Fifth, in his supreme wis-
dom, te deseribe the pair as “ old asses.”

Fortunately, neither heard him.

With great relief, Potier and Greens
saw them pass on, in different directions,
taking no heed of Horace Coker.

“(Old assea ! repeated Coker—a littla
maore loudly, to show Potter that he did
not want, or need, any adviep from him,
However, he watted till Prout and
Quelch were out of hearing, before he
spoke. “ Those beaks in Common-room
are like & 1ot of old cats—always scratch-
ing one another. Look at old Prout
now—he's after that letter he lost.”

Potter and Gresne grinned at their
Form-master’'s portly back, in the dis-
tanee—bent a little, as Prout scanued
the earth, every now and then kicking
aside fallent leaves, as if rootin 1nfter
something that might have been hidden
among them. :

“ From what T'vo heard,” said Greene,
“he lost that letter on Tuesday. If he
thinks it's still lying about on Thure-
day—"" Greene laughed.

“RBlown awav long apo, of course!l”
satd Potter. “Just az well for one of
those Remove kids that it hes, from
what I hear.” ‘

Quite a considerable portion of Grey-
friarz had heard about that lost letter.
Frout had discussed it among tho
masters—and words had been dropped
here and there, where they were caught
by other ears.

Prout, indeed, had asked the members
of his Form to keep their eves open for
a lost lotter lying about the school some-
where.  So everybody knew, officially,
that & letter had been lost. And the
nature of that letter had leaked out,
though Prout had not mentioned that
except to other heaks.

The coldness between Prout and
Quelch caught most eyes, and caused
more attention to be concentrated on the
matter, .

Every fellow, in fact, who was
interested at all, knew that Prout had
made some charge against a Remove
hoy, but had, rather unfortunately, lost
the document that would have proved it

Quelch, of course, was not going fo
listen to unproved charges against his
boys—and when Prout gave the other
boaks in Common-ropm his view of the
matter, Quelch had naturally followed
on with his version—which was that
Prout had made some ogregious mistake,
led into the same by his ineradicable
propensity to interfcre in the affairs of
other members of the staff!

As every beak of Greyiriars had
enffered under DProut's meddling,
Queleh’s version was the popular one.

Which annoyed Prout intensely—and
made it a personal matter with hin.
He was going, if he could, to prove that
charge. For wiich reason there he
was, rooting ameong fullen leaves, with o
lingering hope that that lost letter might
turn up, at long last—even after the
lapse of days. Which, as the Bounder
had burned it on Tuesday, was cxceed-
ingly improbable.

Polter and Greene, and a dozen other
fellowa, grinned as they glanced at
Prout. “0ld Pompous " rather amused
them. But Coker had s thoughtiul and
worried frown on his brow. L

There was a troublesome suspicion in

{Continued on page 22.)
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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL  The Imposing Edifice.

(1)
All the time we've been exploving
Uvele-sheds and things like this
We've been steadily ignoring
One amporian: odifice,
Ii"s the sehool we have our cyes on,
And it's easy to be seen,
Sinee it fills the whele horizen
With its stones and ivy green,

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS

Bunter Pays a Bill
i1l
When Wingate owed a simall account
OF six-and-four to Chunkley's Stoce,
1le handed Bunter this amount,
Al asleed him if he'd take 1t down
To pay the bill in Courtficld wwn,
And gave the Owl a bob
In pavoient for the job,

{2)
So Bunter started, fit to drop,
In breathless style to walk a mtle;
Iiut pans=ed at Mre, Alimble's shon
To fortify hiz onerg
With just a shilling’s-worth of {ca,
I3ut found. to his dismay,
1ie'd one-and-nine to pay !

(3)

Now, giving Chunkley’s ninepence short
Was not an act approved by tact,
For Bunter knew that Chunkley’s sont

Would poszsibly be very crosa
About this mean and trifling loss,
And so, o get it clear,
e had a ginger-beer ]
4]
This merely made & fourpence worse,
And Bunter knew not what to do,
Beeauso hie'd nothing in his purse,
Fxrept the cash to pay the hall
Witich very soon grow shorier sull
As Bunter took a snack
Befove e journeded back.
i5)
When Bunier lell the tuck:bhop door
He'd Fortified his fat insida
With grab which totalled seves-and-
four.
Aud, meeting Winzate near at hond,
He tried to make hion understand;
But by ihe way he wailed
I rather think he failed.

()

Now, I haven't space to lecture
O the history and plan

Of its Norman architecture,
Standing much as it began:

But the l}uildin?' WAas monastic
In the days of long apo,

Till old Henry, being drastie,
ICicked the friarvs Lo Jericho.

{3)

Then the place became a college
*For the sons of gentlemen:”
Though we really must acknowledge
It hasz changed & bit since then,
For they now let eurvions creatures

Such as Bunter join the tide.
But enough of outside features,
Climb the steps—we'll po inside!

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET,
TOM DUTTON,

the deaf Jjunior of the Remove,

I} iz for DUTTON—wmnd also for DEAL,

Hoo o von wounld talk to lim, take a
eleep breaf,

Suout (i1l your face iz the colour of ink,

Hawl {ill you're Garmy, and sill he
wan't hlink [

I jsan't pood manners, we froely canfess,

To laugh and make fon of arother's
elisTrnes ;

T1's jolly hard luek 1o Le deaf, and we

iry

svinpathize

knows why,

Dualton’s
RETTE T

ey

L

1o with  hin—lbe  aever

conteniion 13 rather

ar

That cevervone mumbles whenever {ley
=nenk,

Aund 1hat is the reason (Lo Dution qguile
¢hear)

e aliviowsty ccan’t be sxpecied fo hear !

Te's quite a good chap, apd can light
Ml o chamy

That's rather wlucky in ong of
famn:,

For when you say something you think
is proliin

1le may hear an msalt—and sive wem bios
b !

lii=

ANSWER TO PUZZLE

Tieazs nuunber-plates for heoawecs, praee
. por hpore,

Another Tour

Next &’H‘H?"{f{;j’; Don't Be Laie

A WEEKLY BUDGCET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

EENCFAA NN AN NN AR TR L PR

GREYFRIARS GRINS

Quelchy said the other day thet there
Hre Now vel}}' few spots on carth where
no heman foob has ever trod.  Soon
Bunter Court will be the only onet

After Skinner had finished smoking
st of Prout’s slrong cigara yesterday
e know what it felt like to be a giddy
goat.

CREPORT OF YERTERDAY'S LEC-
FUREK IM THE HALL.—The lecturer,
AMre. Panl Pontifex Prout, gave a talk
vn Big Game, which the andience, Mr.
Paul  ontifex  Prout, thoreughly
enjoyed.

-"'iﬂ'-I-l-l.ttiiiII*llIItllll'IIIlllillIlHlilq||.|.|.
EEET ENFESE I FEARE Y FRPANANE ENET

~ What does Gosling do when he has
Dmshed sweeping (he leaves? e leaves
the sweopings !

EEESAF PRI EANE i FEdNAdENERE SE RS RS PR e nnEd
PUZZLE PAR
At the sixpenny  sloves  in

Courifield there are some articles
for zale, of which vou can buy
¥ {or 3., 50 for 6d., and 100 for
. What ave +he articles?

Anewer at foot of column 2.

SEEENERFREE RS ERRERFRRER
R EEAENANENENAE RN RN

SRS RN FANERRA AR FN RTINS RREAARARTANEEES
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The Berond Form fags have started
Leeping guinea-piga in their desks, O
ventvsey the smell is rather bad, but the
painea-pigs have 1o out ap with that.

Loder ian't wvery good-natnred, buot
Laiely hie's been doing the school a
favonr, thwing to o footor accident, he's
converod hia face with handages,

Whye a3 the AMagxer lLike Gaosling's
nr-‘vr'—ﬂu*-:_-uu.-:-rr ihois Yred P 1o the very
LR S

Oliver Kipps, the Remove conjnver,
lated in & spread, Dot when T went 4o
hiz cupboard it had  vanished,  He
wavedl his magie wand over the cup-
Leard: Tt as that was ne good he is
peew waving 16 over Bunber=hard !

——— 2o

on Parade, Chums!
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Unker;nh mifr;t;i—whin}'g turni:lm on t!aisﬂ'l pro-
lege—Lng TINer pie ¢ 0 um-
mock’s Alley. AR

Prout, in speaking of the lost letter
had said again and again, how very odd
it waa that it should have fallen from a
pocket in which he often carried papers,
never lost before. It was odd—there
was no doubt about that—it was, in fact,
s odd, that Coker could not help
remaml:erihﬁ the light-fingered skill of
the waif he had brought to Greyiriars.

From. what he had heard, that letter
meant as good as the “sack ¥ for a
Remove kid, young Vernon-Bmith, if
Prout had it right. Bkip was in the
Hemove, Coker was not good at arith-
metic, but even Coker was capable of
putting two and two together, Tt wor-
ried him. Coker himself had experi-
enced 3kip's skill in the pocket-picking
line—s0 it was really inevitable for him
to think of 8kip, when something was
mgrﬂteriausiy missing from a pockat,

‘Have you fellows noticed whether
that kid 8kip is friendly with that
young sweep Vernon-Smith?’ he asked
suddenly.

“Ehi" said Potter.

“ What 7 said Greene,

They looked at Coker. Coker, of
course, was every known kind of an ass.
But was he really ass enough to suppose
that Fifth Form men had noticed
whether two fags were friendly or not?

It seemed so. He gazed at them with
serious inquiry in his paze.

“Well,” he asked, ® have vou?”

“T'm afraid,” said DIPPotter, with
elaborate sarcasm, “that I havern’t
noticed the Lowoer Fourth at all, Colier.
I'm not frightfully intercsted in fags”

“"Who's Vernon-Smith?® asked
Greene, still more sarcastie. “ I seem io
have heard the name, Bome fag ¥

“8Bkip ! went on Patter. “Isn't that
the mame of the kid you found in a
stum, or somewhere, or something? I
remember now—you got vour aunt to
stick him in the Remove here. Iz he
still here 7™

Coker had no use for sarcasm. e
gave his friends a glave, and turned
lis back on them, walking away—or,
rather, stalking.

Not unheppy at losing Colier’s com-
pany, Potter and Greene smiled at one
anpther, and strolled on.

Coker, frowning, marched nbout look-
ing for Skip, He could not help feehag
worried about that episode of the 1ost
letter—lost from a pocket from which
nothing had ever been lost before or
since.

He was sure, of course, that Skip had
reformed since he had come to Grey-
friars. Cloker had ordered him to do so
—-and that was sufficient—in Coker's
estimation, at lenst |

Seill, if he were friendly with that
voung rotter, Vernon-8mith, he might
iave done this thoughtlessly., In which
caze, Coker, az hia gwide, philesopher,
and friend, was going to thrash bun
with & cricket stump. as a warning for
the future. That, Coker felt, was Lis
duty; and he was not the fellow io
peglect @ duty-—cespecially when it took
the shape of thrashing a fag.

Looking about the aquad for Skip, be
sighted that young gc';ll]=;~1urut:~u::ﬂ the
Bounder at the =ame time.

He had an opportunity of noting how
fricndly they were,

Vernon-Smith was talking to Skinner
and Snoop. He was talking about the
disasirous vag on the common of the pre-
vious affernoon.

“That old cat, Bullivant=—"" he was
saying when Skip passed the group;
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and 8kip, with & gleam in his eyes,
ﬂul;:g:ed at once,

“Bhut that, Bmith [ he rapped.

The Bounder stared round at him.
Bkinner and Snoop stared. Coker of
the Fifth stared also.

“Did you speak to me, you low ~ad?”
asked the Bounder, between his teeth,
his ;’YGB burning at Ski}?.

““Yeu, I jolly well did 1" retorted Skip.
“¥ou ain’t calling that lady names, not
where I can 'ear you. ’Dl{i your row,
see t"

“Hoity-toity I grinmed Skinner
“ Are you setting up to teach us manners
in the Kemove-—the polished manners of
Slummock’s Alley 1"

“T'1l teaeh yoii manners fast enough,
if you ecall that there lady names where
I can 'ear you!” said Skip. “She’s a
good sort, she is! I won't *ave it, sen?”

“¥You won't have it, you slum
pincher #* breathed the Bounder, almost
choking with rage. “Well, that old
ca‘t_”

Smack ! ]

The back of 8kip's hand, coming
across his face, stopped him.

Vernon-Smith staggered under the
smack. ‘

“ Mow shut it!” said Skip. g 4

The Bounder was springing at him in
a second.

Skip faced him grimly, hitting out.
He was not sorry to give Smithy some-
thing back for that rough handling on
Courtfield Commoan.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! A scrap’”
roared Bob Cherry, and there was &
rush of Remove fellows to the spot.

“Bmithy I exclaimed Tom Redwing.

“Go it, Smithy | yapped Skinner.

A crowd circled round the combatants,

Qver their heads, Coker of the Fiith
watched the combat. He grinned as he
watehed. Ide had wanted to ascoertain
whether 8kip was on friendly terms with
Vernon-Smith—on such pally ferms that
he might have pinched the letter for
him from Prouti He was able now to
sea oxactly how friendly they were,

“"Ware beaks ! shouted Hazeldeoe,
across the quad. .

The sight of Mr. Queleh approaching
the spot caused the combat to break off
suddenly.  Swmithy and Skip, with a
mutual fierce glare, separated=—and the
erowd of juniors broke up.

Horace Coker walked away satisfied.
He had suspected, and dreaded, that
Skip had been “at it ” again, to oblige a
pal in the Remove. Dut he was cpuike
satished now that Bkip hadn't.

D ——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Pulling Prout's Leg !

i QOKIN® for something, air?”
Herbert Vernon-Smith asked
that question, with a lurking
grinn on his face that Mr.
Prout could only consider impertinent.
Frout was, in fact, looking for some-

thing.  After class, Prout was on the
hunt again. ) )
Little hope remained that {nat

wrelched letter would ever be found—
Prout realized that. But he was going
to find it if it conld be found. He was
going to overwhelm Queleh with that
letter, if he could, and change the
Remove master's cold, sarcastic look
inte one of dismav and consternation.

It was up to Prout—if it could be
done. All Common-room was going to
know that he was right and Quelch was
wrong—if onlv—only he could discover
that miserable letter.

Ho thore was Prout, rooting snong
fallen leaves with a walking-stick, still

feeling a spot of the hope that springs
eternal in the human breast,

Fellows, from s distance, smiled &t
one another when they saw Prout. The
Bounder, with his usual cool hardihooed,
ventured to join him under the elns
and ask him if he was looking for some-

ing,

Prout paused, fixed his eyes on
Smithy, and frowned pmrtenmu&y. He
dﬁl not like Bmithy's lurking grin at
all.

“XYou are aware that I am looking for
8 letter, Vernon-Bmith,” he said in a
deep voice; “and if I fail to find it, I
shall have little doubt that vou have
done so already 1V

“1f I found a letter belonging to you,
gir, 1 should certainly return it to you
at once,” said Vernon-Smith meekly.

“¥ou are perfectly well aware,
Vernon-8mith, that the letier to which
I allude to i3 the one that was thrown
over the wall to you by some racing
man,®

*Oh, that " said the Dounder. “ You
mean the letter that vou fancied was
thrown over the wall to me, sir?”

*1 have no doubt whatever on the
subject, Vernon-8mith P boomed Pront,

" Lucky for me my Form-master has,
iEn't it, sivr? murmured the Bounder.
“I don't think Mr. Quelch would ever
find a fellow pguilty on no better
evidenee than an imaginary Jetter 1™

“"A what?® gasped Prout. “How
dare you, Vernon-Smith! Go away at
once ! Do you hear me? Go ¥

“Can't I help you leok for that letter,
sir ¥

“Go ! boomed Prout.

And he gripped his stick, obviously
very much melined to lay it round that
member of Mr. Quelch's Form.

The Bounder, with a checry grin,
walked on the path under the clins,

Hardly three or four yards from
Prout, and under that gentleman's
wrathy eves, he snddenly stopped annd
grabbed at the fallen leaves at Iiﬁs foor,

Something white showed in his hand
as it came ont of the leaves,

Prout fairly jumped.

“ Vornon-Smith, give me that letter !
he roared.

It was a folded paper that was visible
for a moment in the Bounder's hand,
Lbut only for o moment. The next he
had dropped it, and put his foot on it.

“ Eh—whal letter ¥* he stammered.

“Yain picked up a letter from among
those fal][c'u leaves I boomed Prout, 1
saw you, Yernon-Smith! You have vour
foot on it at this very moment !

‘““Nothing of the kind, sip!”

“What ¥ asped  Prout. “You
uiterly untrut fui} and impudent Loy !
Do you dare to deny what 1T have soen
with my own eyes? Romove your foot
ab onee IV

“1 never picked up a letter,” said the
Rounder coolly, “and T haven't got my
foot on oneg !

“Upon my word!” Prout could
searcely believe his ecars at this state-

ment. Ie rolled down on the Bounder.
“Stand aside this instant, Vernon-
Smith! 1 will remove vou by foree if

you do net move at once! You have
found that letter, and are endcavouring
te keop it hidden | Stand aside I

“Very well, sir, if you insist,” said the
Bounder. , : .-

And he stood azide, just m time to
avoid being shoved out of the way by
the angry and indignant Prout,

Az his foot was taken away, the paper
was revealed. It was a folded sheet, the
zize of ordinary notepaper. Prout had
na doubis. He hent his portly form and
grabbed up that folded paper.

“ Tneerupulous yvoung raseal ' gasped
Prout. “You dared to deny that vou
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Mr. Prout crossed the study and picked up the strip of cardboard that had been slipped under the door from without. Thunder

gathered in his brow as bhe gazed af the inseription on the card.

Upon my word !

were ﬂﬂl}ﬂeallni this letter, and I have
it here in my handl [ shall take this
Jetter to your Form-master at once, and
vou will follow me |

“Certainly, sir, if you like !” said the
Bounder. "1 don’t suppose Mr. Quelch
will be interested in that paper, but I've
no objection.”

Mr. Frout unfolded the pﬁ.}per, o
make sure that it was the right one,
before he carried it off to Quelch. It
was just as well that he did so. His
oyes almost bulged from his portly
countenance as he read what was
written on the paper—nothing in the
pature of a tip from & racing man.

It was written in BSmithy’s hand,
and it began: " Audio, audis, audit,
audimus, auditus, audiuvnt——""and con-
tinued on the same linea. It was, in fact,
a Latin verb of the fourth conjugation,
active voice, which Bmithy had written
out—perhaps to refresh hia memory
more probably te pull Mr. Prout’s
nmajestic leg. )

Prout gazed at that Latin conjuga-
tion, dumbfounded. )

e had had no doubt that Vernon-
Smith had seen the lost letfer among
the fallen leaves, and grabbed it up and
tried to conceal it. Certainly it looked
like that.

It dawned
Bounder had
that.

The voung rascal had dropped that
paper n pretending to pick 1t up—a
harmless Latin exercise. It was not
el uze taking that paper to Quelch.

It would not have proved any connee-
tion between Vernon-Smith and racing
men outside the school. It would only
have demonstrated what an industrions
fellow he was—writing out Latin eon-
jugations over and above his Form
work |

Prout gazed at the paper, and gazed
at Bmithy. Ile burled tha paper to the
carth.

“Go!"” he gesped, ;

“May I take my Latin exercise, sir
asked the Bounder demurely.

“"Go ! gasped Prout.

_now  that the
it o leck like

oin him
wanted

Incredible ! Unthinkable !

Smithy picked up the paper, and went
—grinning.

That grin did it. Up to that moment
Prout had restrained his just wrath, but
that cheeky grin was too much for hun.

His stick went up—and eame down,

Bmithy ceased to grin on the instant
as it landed on his shoulders.

“ Qaac-hooop 1" he roared.

Ile gave Prout a glare, but only onc.
The stick was rising again. e bolted.

Prout, breathing hard, resumed root-
ing among the fallen leaves. But he
had no Juck. He did not find & lost
letter, not even a Latin exercize. Ji was
a very disgruntled Frout that rolled in
at last to tea i Common-rogm.

— —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mysierions !

i UNTER ¥
B "I dide’t 7 said Dally Bunter
proanply.

The Bounder stared at hun,

“You didn't what, you fat a=s* he
snapped.

“Oh, nothing ™ stammered Bunter.
“IE you haven't missed the bullseyes,
all rght—I wmean, 8 wasn't  ne,
anyway I

‘here was a chuckle in the Rag.
Some of the Bemove fellowa were there
before tea, among them Billy Bunler.

Bunter was rather busy at the
moment. He was transferring bullseyes
from a bag in his pocket, one by one,
to his capacious mouth, But ho ceased
that happy cccupation immediately as
the Bounder came into the room and
called to himt. He tried to look as if
he had no bullzseyes about him, and had,
indeed, never heard of such things as
pullseyes. ) ]

“You fat brigand ! said Vernon-
Smith. “You've ghmm bagging bullgeyes
from my study—is that it

“I've just said I haven't ! answered
Bunter, with dignity. “A chap in the
Fourth gave me these I've been cating.
Besides, 1 haven't beon eating any [ I

“ An old feol ! ** breathed the Fifth Form master,
Unparalieled !

“I!

Amazing 1

laven't tasted a bullseve for weeks! 1f
vou lefb any bullseyes in your study,
Sipithy—="

“ O, shut up, you fat owl!” grunted
the Bounder., *"You can have the bulls
eyes, if you like, you bloated bhloster |

“Oh1” gasped Bunter, in surprize and
relief. This was quite unusval with the
Bounder, who was far less patient than
unf( other fellow in the Remove, as a
rube, 1 such circumstances. O,
thanks, old chap! I say, you have
sompng

Bunter drew a sticky bag from a
sticky pocket, and held it out generously,
It did not look fearifully enticing to any
eye but Bunter's,

“Fathead ! said  Vernon - Smith.
“Look here, would you like a feed in
the tuckshap i

TEh

“*Yes' or ' No," apa?

“ Eh—ch, yos I gasped Bunter., “ Yes!
O, yesl Yes, rather! Yesl”

Hisz eyes almost popped through lis
spectacles at Herbert Vernon- l:l'.tiﬂ'l.
Already the Bounder had astonished
him onece that week, Now he astounded
him—amazed bun, Instead of booling
him for snaffling the bullszeyes, Bmithy
was atking ham te a spread in the school
shap. It was dumbfounding |

It astonished other fellows as well as
Dunter. Harry Wharton & Co. looked
quite euriouzly at the Bounder. 8o did
a dozen other Removites,

“What's the goame, Smithy " asked
Poeter Todd.

“{ame i” repeated the Bounder, 1
don't catch on! Buanter’s coming to a
spread, that's all. You fellows ﬁke i
comr ¥ The fact is, I'd Jike to make a
little party of it. 1 epecially want
Bunter, but all are welcome.™

*You spﬂfiall}l{ want Bunter? re-
prated Harry Wharton.

*¥ee. Bunter's indispensable.”

Skinner and Snoop, who had come
inte the Rag with Smithy, chortled, It
was clear that there was some jest on
in eonnection with standing Bunter that
spread in the tuckshop, Skinner amd

Tie Macxer Liprany.—No. 1.550.



24

Snoop plainly knew, but it was quite
a myatery to the other fellows.

“First. time I've ever heard of
Bunter being indispensable ! remarked
Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bulll I suppose Smithy
can ask me to a spread if ne likes.
We're rather pals, ain’t we, Smithy ¥

“Not that T know of.™

“Beast! 1 mean, it's all right, old
chap—Y'll eome! I :aw, though, no
larks!™ added Bunter suspiciously.

e unexpectedness of the invitation,
and the obvious amuscinent of Skinper
snd Sncop, made him a little doubtful.

“No larks1!” assured the Bounder.
“Come on!l You chaps come—von
haven’t had your tea—and I want some
good wilnesses !™

“Witnesses ! repeated Harry
VWharton.
“¥es. Bone of the beaks don't take

my word' as they ought—and Skinner
wouldn’t be believed, ns a witness, at
any price. Now, you five fellows have
Eut]e&a reputations—evervbody Luoows

at vou'd never tell a he, if you did
it with i.'::rnr little hatchet——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, don't be a cheeky aszs, Smithy !™
gaid Hany Wharton geuffly. “If this
iz o lark, I don’t zee where it comes
in! You don't want witnesses to watch
Bunter feeding in the tuckshop.™

“But I do!” declared the Bounder.

“And good witnessos, too! Buanter
may have to prove that he was
there—"
“Eh?  WYWhy?" exclaimed Frank
MNugent.

“Otherwise, he might be supposcd to
be somewhere else at the time. He
might get whopped.  First-class wit-
nesses like you fellows will be able to
prove an alibi for Lim.”

The Famous Five staved at Vernon-
Smith. Billy Bunter blinked at him in
blank astonishment. The Bounder's
words were utterly perplexing.

“1 suppose vow're ftryving lo pull
somebody's leg P eald the captain of
the Rewove at last

“Giressed it Y said  the Bounder.
“What a brain! No wonder the fel-
lows elected you captain of the Forw,
with an infclleet like that 1™

“Ha, ka, hal"

“Look here, you silly ass, you're not
pulling my leg, at any rate!” grunted
the captain of the Hemove.

“MNot at all! A much more im-
portant leg than yours, old bean—im-
ortant as it is, of course. Yhat about
rout's T

“Oh, Prout's! And bow the thump

are you going to pull Prout's leg—by
stanﬂiﬂg unter a feed in the school
ghop "

*“Well, look at the way Bunter
gpells 1”7

“The way he whats®”

“ Spells.”

“What on carth kas (hatl got to do
with it 7" velled Whartou:

“ Lots ! Don't you remember, last
veok, he chalked some rot on the ack-
board in the Formeroom!  Quelch
apotted him by the tpeHnuf."

The Remove fellows could only gase
at the Bounder. Nobady could make
head or tail of this.

*Are yvou talking out of yvour hat, or
out of the back of vour neck, Smithy *”
inquired Bol Cherry.

“Naither, old bean! Prout’s had his
tea, and gone to his study. While he's
there, Buntur's got to prove an alibi.
want & dozen lellows to rally round
him. Wiilnesses will be wanted—especi-
ally witnesses with first-class unspotted
veputations, who cannot tell a lie——"
*Oh, gc and eat coke!”
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“1 say, Smithy, you're talking rot,
you know,” said Bunter, “and you're
wasting fime! I say, I'm ready, old
chap |’

“Do eome, you fellows!” urged the
Bounder. " Quite a nice spread—and it
will save Buuter from a fearful row, if
he can prove that he was in the school
aha}a, with a erowd of fellows, between
halt-past five and six! You don't want
Bunter to be lagged for something he
hasn't done, do youi”

“I say, you fellows, do come, if
Smithy makes a point of it !” exclaimed
Billy Bunter.

He was anxionz io start.

“¥You five, and Toddy, and Bussell,
and Ogilvy, and Hazel, and Newland 1”
said the Bounder, glancing round.
#Come on=—the whole happy family!
Every geatleman present is begged and
requested to line up for the spread.”

“0h, all right!™ said Wharton,
guite myslified, Tt willing to play up.

It was clear that the Bounder had
some “rag” on, of which Bunter might
be suspected—and in  those circumn.
stances the Famous Five were certainly
%mlu prepared to rally roonnd the fat

wl sud prove an “alibi ¥ for him.

The whole party of juniors marched
out of the Rag—Skinner and Sooop
grinming as they went, The Bounder
was grinning, too—evidently bticked by
his  scheme—whatever 1t was—ifor
scoring over Proutf.

As they marched, in a nomerous
body, towards the scheol shop, Harry
Wharton tapped the Bounder on the
orr.

“ Look here, Bmithy, what the dickens
do you mean? he asked.

The Bounder laughed.

“1 mean lo make that old ass, Pront,
look a fool, and make him sorry for
barging nte my affairs, and giving me
& lick with his stick 1" he answered.

“Blessed if 1 see how!”

“Lot of things you don't see, old
seout 1

They arrived at the echool shop.
Outside that establishinent Smithy
pauzed to speak aside with Kenney of
the Fourth.

The Famou: }Five were not on
friendly terms with that  particular
member of the Fourth Form—who was
rather a shady voung sweep, sometimes
pally with the Beounder.

Kennev, however, dicd not join the
;Jartyv-a.i'r.ar Smithy had spoken to um,
e stood and watched them go into the
tuckshop, and then walked away fo the
House

Harry Wharton had no  doubt that
Kenney of the Fourth was mixed up.
somehow, in the Bounder's wmysterious
rag. But he asked no more guestions.
Bozides, the spredd that followed in the
tuckshap was worth attention.

Smithy, who had bheaps of maney,
often stood & lavish spread-—and on this
occasion he was more lavish than usual.
deveral Ezmove fellows who happened
to be in the shop were invited to join
in—which they cheerfully did. Nearly
two dozen fellows were soon enjoving
the Bounder's hospitality. Prominent
among them was Billy Bunter—perched
on & high stoo! at BMrs. Mimble's
counter, and parking eatables and
drinkables at a terriflic vate,

There was a buzz of conversalion—

but Billy DBunler did not join in it
Bunfer-was too busy for that!
Why the Bounder wasz doing this

Buntier_had not the faintest, remotest
ides.  Bur the Bounder was doing it—
and Bunter was the man to mako hay
while the sun ghone. Happy and
sticky, jammy and ereamy, Bunler ate,
and “ate awd ate, in the midst of a

convivia! crowd—and had Bunter aver
had any doubt whether lifo was worth

hving, tie would have dismissed it
now

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand?

B. PROUT sat uwp in the arm-
chair in his study and blinked,
He bad net heard anyone
come up the passage. But a

slight sound at the door drew his atten-
tion. Bomeona was there—and expect-

ing & tap, he glanced at the door.
Thus he beheld & thin strip of card-
board slipped under the door from
without,

Thiz was so surprising that Prout
zat and blinked at it for a long minute.
The cardboard lay ou the floor glim-
mering white, just inside the door.
Staving at it, Prout discerned that it
was  written wpon. He made out
capital Jetters. He vrose at last,
heaving his weight out of the arm-
chair, crossed to the door—bent, and
picked up the card.

He gazed at that card.

Frout was slready in a cross temper,
His vain search for that lost lefter ﬁd
an irritating eifect on him. He had
abandoned &ll hope now of ever findi
that letter and confronting Quelch wit
it. Ths left Prout in & very awkward
position

That young rascal,
was already referrin
“imaginary ¥ letter.

Vernen-3mith,
to it as an
ertataly, nobod

was likely to suppose that Prout h
made an accusation with abeolutely
nething to “go™ upeon. E&till, the fact

that he could not preduce the slleged
letter was E.wf-:warl:r and disconcerting.

It really was very odd that he had
not taken move care of that letter, if
ihe matter was so awiully scricus as
he had fancied it to he! It was all the
more awkward because Prout, never
reticent, had talked about it so much,
and nearly evervhody knew.

In this icritated frame of mind,
Prout's suppressed wrath was rcady to
go off like a cracker when a match 1
applied. 8o it was not surprising that
terrific thunder gathered on his brow
as he gazed at that card.

On 1t was written, n large capital
letiers—which, of course, gave no clus
to the writer:

“PROWT IS AN OLD PHOOL!
FROM THE REMOOVE™

“An old fool 1" breathed Mr. Prout,
“I1! WUpon my word! Incredibled
Unthinkable | Unparalleled | Amazing 1"

Never in his life had ihe Fifth
Form master been so insulted. If any
fellow at Greyiriars regarded him as an
old fool—which was possible—tertainly
no fellow had ever ventured to tell him
80 before.

Thiz was from the Remove—Vearnon-
Smith's Forin—Mr. Queleh's Form !
That, at all events, was not surprising |
The Remove was an unruly Form--a
disrespectful Form—e Form of which
Pront hac the lowest opinionl This
was retaliation frem the Hemove for
Prout’s accusation against one of their

numher. which he had not been able
to  prove—iront's medﬂling as the
Bemovites would have called it

This was from that young scoundrel
Vernon-Bmith. The spelling, certainly,
would have disgraced a hackward fag
in tha Seeond Form. But Prout was
not surprised at that--he wonld not
have been surprised at anything at all
in a Hemove boy.
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Gripping that offensive eard in one hand, Prout opened
the study door wilh the other. Tha fellow whe had surrep-
titiously slipped 16 under his door was, of course, long poue,
Prout had no hope of spotting him. But it was, of convee,
a Remove hoy—Vernon-Smith most likely—and thiz was
matter for the Remove master to investigate and deal with.

Pront rveflected bitterly that Mr. Quelch would not be
able to take the view that ihis was some egregious mistako
on the prrt of an over-officions colleague. He was not going
to lose thiz card, as he had lost the letter. He gripped it
in a grip of steel az he rolled pondevously down the passage
to Mr. Quelch’s study.

He knocked sharply on that door—very shavply—throw it
opent, and rolled in—a majestic figuve of indignant wrath,

My, Queleh looked at him, and started a httle at the :ight
of something in Prout's hand. His impression at the mament
was that Prout had found that lost letter, and had come to
lay it before him.

Which would have been very disconcerting after the view
AMr. Queleh had taken and emphatically expressed.

“8ir,” boomed Prout, "I have comie here to :show you
thi ™

“¥ou have found it " exclaimed Alr. Qualch.

1 picked it up in my study, sir, & minute ago."”

“Really, My, igmu!:, it iz extracrdinary that you should
have dropped it in your own study, and i has remained
there for :1{)&-:5—-”

“What? 1 do not nnderstand you, Mr. Quelech. It was
pushed under my door by some bov—a Remove hoy—Vernon-
Swmith, I have no doubt, although L did not see him——"

“Tt is still more extraordinary if that is the caze,™ caid
Mr. Quelch, “If that letter compromises Vernon-Simith, 1
cannot understand why he should bring it to your nobtice—"

“"Tetter! What Jetter? I am nat speaking of a letter I

Mr. Quelch stared.

“Then will you have the goodness to tell me what vou arve
speaking of ¥ he inguired seidly.

1 am speaking of this card, =ir |® boomed Prout.

He stepped to Mr. Quelch’s writing-table, and laid—or,
rather, hurled—the card down in front of him,

Mr, Quelch looked at it

He started. .

* Disgraceful I he exclaimed. -

“1 am glad you acknowledge that, six !" zaid Prout, with
heavy sarcasm. I am glad you do not take the view that
& Romove boy may deseribe o member of Dr. Locke’s staff
as an old fool, sir. That insolent boy, Vernon-Smith——"

“This is not the work of Vernon-Smith, Mr. Prout. There
15 only one boy 1 my Form who spells in this way. That
boy 1= Bunter.”

“*PBunter 1 repeated Mr. Prout.

“J have no doubt that that foolish boy Bunter is the
anthar of this,” said Mr. Quelch.

Quelch really could have no doubt of 1. Culy a week
ago Bunter had had a thousand lines for chalking on ilie
bﬁ?ckhmrd in the Remove Room the remarkable senience:
“BEEWAIR OF PIEPOEEETSI™ Tha author of this
impertinent message to Prout was Bunter, or nobody.

“Iuspired, T have no doubt, by Vornon-Bmith '™ said M.
Prout bitterly,

“Thera iz no evidence of that,” said Mre. Quelch ecoldly.
“I have little doubt that the boys of m{ Form, all of whom
have heard of your accusation against Vernon-Smith, resent
b strongly, in the ebsence of proof. That, of course, s no
exeuse for this ouwtrageons insolence, and you mav rest
assured, Mr. Prout. that Bunter will be severely punished.
I shall cane him——"

“You consider, sir, that & caning 15 an adequate punizh-
ment for this insult to & miember of D, Locke's staff? It
13 ot your intention to toke him before his headmaster ™

“A severe caning—"

T do not agree, sir 1" boomed Prout. "TFar he it frem
meo to intervete between a colleagune and members of his
Form. I have no intention of doing so—vzpecially afier your
very unexpected reception of my  statement concerning
Vernon-Bmith. DBut this matter affects e personally, s
I ipsist upen it being placed before the Head™

“ Really, Mr. Prout——"

"You may place 1t before Dr. Locke rourself, Mr. Quelch
—I give vou the opportunity by placing it in vour hande—
but # you do not de so, I mwost certamnly shall ™ boomed
Prout. "I shall demand the expulsion of the boy who has
so msulted me.”

Mr. Queleh mmgi‘essed his lips havd. TTo was propared
io be very sovere, but he did not like teking members of his
Form before the Head—still less did he like the idea of a
Remove man being *sacked.”™ 3Bt4ill, Prout was within his
rights.

“If you insist, sip

“T do insist ! T insist most emphatically | Dr. Tocke, sin,
shall judge whether & boy in a8 junior Form may be allowud
Lo insult a4 senior master of this zchool 17

Quelch breathed hard.
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“1 will send for Bunter!” he said.

Ho touched a bell and Trotter arvived.

“Kindly find Master Bunter, of my
Form, and tell himn to come to the head-
russter's study imamediately [ said Mr.
Quelch.

The Hous: page departed on that
fHLEsY0MM.

Mr. Prout, breathing indignant wrath,
snd Mr. Quelch, with set lips, proceeded
tn Dr. Liocke’s study, where the offensive
card was laid before the Head—and the
three of themn awaited the arrival of
Billy Bunicer.

—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Belpore the Beak !

(11 LEASE, Maszier DBuntep———"

P “ Don't bother 1" said Bunter.

“But Mr. Quelch says—"
“Dh, rot "

"Trotter found the junior he sought in
the school shop—enjoying life, in the
midst of a erowd of the Remove. Bun-
ter was busy—and did not want to be
interrupted—even by & message from his
Forin-master.

Harry Wharton gave the Bounder a
quick look Thiz summons for Bunter
was, 03 he discerved at onee, a part of
the Bounder's mysterious game. Emithﬂ
had known that it was coming; &n
that was why he had worked up this
umnistakable  “alibi®  for  Bunter,
Smithy, meeting ithe glance of the cap-
tain of the Remove, gave hum a cheery
wink in response,

“*Mr, Quelch says you're to go to the
Hoad's study at ooce, sir !" smid Trotter,
addresgsing the back of Bunter's fat

head.

“0Oh erikey! Tell 4im he's a beast!”
hissed Bunter.

Trotter grinned—and departed; cor-
tainly not with the intention of laking
that reply back to Mr. Quelch.

“1 gay, vou fellows, what the dickens
can the Head waut me for I"" exclaimed
Bunter, almost forgetting jam tarta and
cream puffs in his alarm. "It can’'t be
about that telephone call the other day--
Smithy's been whopped for that——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

# Something nussing from the paniry,
perhaps ' suggested Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry! 1 haven’t been
down to the pantry this week—T meau,
I“lmven't been down te the pantry at
-B- __!J

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Betier go, old fat bean,” said the
Bounder. “1 fancy it's all right. Tf it's
something that's just happencd, you can
prove where vou were at the time. "

“Sp that's the game, 1z 1t?" gaid
Johnny Bull

Tlhe Bounder laughed, and made no
POy,

illy Bunter rolled away, alarmed aud
dispontented. It wae alarming to be
called to the headmaster’s study; and
frightfully annoying to be interrupted
in the middle of the biggest spread of
the term. However, there was no help
for it—Bupter had (¢ go, and he went,

With visible traces of the fedd on his
fat face, he tapped at the Head's door
aud entored the dreaded apartment.

His alarm intensified at the sight of
three portentous facea.

Why Prout was there, he did not
kpow, and he did net worry about
Prout. DBut the frown on hizs Form-
master's face, and the Head's grim look,
cansed him to quake like a fat jelly.

THE MAGNET

“Yon—ryou—yon sent for me, sir!”
staminered Bunter.

* Come here, Bunter ! said Dr. Locke.
He pointed to & card that Jay on his
table. “Did you write this?"

Bunter blinked at the card! He read,
in amazement, the startling message:
*PROWT I8 AN OLD PHOOL.
FROM THE REMOOVE.”

It was not the spelling that startled
Bunter. That, so far as he could sec,
was all right. But the message tself
was startling and terrifying! A fellow
mrght be sacked for this—Hogged, at the
very least!

“Oh crikey " gasped Bunter, “0Obh,
no, sir! I—=1 never did! TI=-I
wouldn't! I—I've never ealled Mr.
Pront an old fosl, in my life, sie! [—1'm
much too respactful to tell a master what
I think about him, siv.””

*What ! ejaculated the Head.

“1 am, remlly, sir! Besides, I—I
don't think Mr., Prout is an old fool, sir!
Tots of the fellows do, but I—I don't,
sir! Never!”

Bunter was not making matters much
better, to judge by Mr. Prout’s ex-
PreRSION.

“Mr. Quelch! You have no doubt
that this insulting message was written
by this boy of vour Form!™

“Tf it was written by a8 Remove boy
at all, sir, it was undoubtedly written
by Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch. “Neo
other boy in my Form spells in such
& manner.”’

“It ain't my writing, sir!” gasped
Bunter.

“It is nobody's writing,” said Mr
Guelch, “Dut it is certainly your spell-
ing, Bunter.”

“Oh, really, sir! I spell }ust the
same as the ofher fellowa, Tlow can
it be my spelling?” groanced Bunter,

The Head looked at him.

“Do you see no fault in the =pell.
ing of that message, Bunter??® he
asked grimly.

Bunter blinked at the card again.

“It's—it's all right, =n't i, sie?”
he asked. “0Of course, I spell just
the same as oiher Remove fellows.
But I never wrote that, sir.”

The three masters exchanged glances.

That, to all three minds, secmed to
sottle it. Certainly there was no other
fellow in the Remove who could have
fancied that that zpelling was *all
righ]?.”
“1 demand," said Prout, in a deep
voice, “the expulsion of this boy ! Buch
an insult to & member of your staff,
Si ik

“I do mot excuse this boy's out-
rageons conduct for one moment, sir,”
said Mr., Quelch; “but I would point
out that he is an extremecly stupid and
unrefleeting boy, and that a seveve
fogging might well meet the case”

There was a horrified squeak from
Bunter.

He did not want to be eacked. He
did not want to be Hogged,  More-
over, he was, as it happened. innocent,
Scldoin or never was DBilly DBuanter
innocent when he was called on the
carpet on any charge whatsoever. DBut
this time he was absolutely spotless.
11e had never even scen thalb carvd
before, much less written it

“But I never did it, sir! yelled
Bunter, in terror. “1 ain’t going to
he saeked for nothing ! YWheoe =zavs I
did it*"

“Thiz card, Bunter, waa slipped
undgr Mr. Prout’s door a short time
BZ0.

“ Precizely ten minutes ago,’' =nid

M. Prout, locking mt hia wateh "I
did not sce vou, Bunter, but un-
doubted[y—-"

“Obviously the ecard was slipped

under the door by the boy who wrote
it,"” said Dr. Locke, “and as that boy
was Bunter—"

“T never ! shrieked Bunter.

“There ean be no doubt—""

“f—I didn't! I—I wasn't! Oh
erikey 1"

“Is it your opimon, Mr. Quelch as
this boy's Form-master, that his word
may be taken in a doubtful case?"

“I"am bound to say, sir, that Bunter
ia the most untruthful boy 1n my
Form—indeed, in all my experience as
a schoolmaster,” said Mr. elch

“In that case, his stalements can
carry no weight whatever, The matter
vests  solely  on  evidence, and the
evidence—"'

I think, Mr. Prout, sir, on reflee-
tion, will agree that a flogging—"

“Not at all, sr!” boomed I'rout
“Buch an insnlt—"

“You yoursclf, sir, expressed the be-
lief in my sludy that Bunter's action
was inspired by nnother boy.”

“If that iz the case, Mr. Quelch.
he can say s0.”

“ PBunter,” said the Head, * you had
better speak out, guite frankly. Did
any other boy in vour lorn suggest
vour action in slipping this ouiragecus
card ander Me. Prow's deor?”

“(h, no, sir; certainly not!"

“Then you acted entirely on your
own initiative?™

“Oh, nol I didn't do it1"” wailed
Bunter. “How could I, when I
wasn't there 7%

Mr. Queleh gave him a sharp look.

It was, as he had said, impossible to

lace faith in & single word uttered

y that member of his Form. Billy
Buntor's statemehts on  any subject
went for absolotely nothing., Indeed.
they said in the HRemove that if
Bunter remarlked that it was raining,
a fellow had te look out of the win.
daw before he believed him. Newver
theless, the fot Owl's terrified earnest-
ness made some impression on e
Form-master.

“1 think you eaid that it was ten
minutes ago, Mr. Prout, that this card
was slipped under your door?”

“Now eleven minutes,” said Prout,
logking at his watch again.

“Where have you been, Bunter, for
the last quarter of an hour?”

“In the tuckshop, eir”

“ Alone 7"

“(Oh, no, sir! A—a lot of the fel-
lows—Wharton, and Bob Cherry, and
a whole crowd of fellows!” gasped
Bunter. '

“ At what timoe did you go into the
school shop, Bunter?”

“ About half-past five, sir." Bunter
remembered  that the Bounder had
mentioned the time in the Rag.

“7Tt is now ton minutes to =ix,” eaid
Me. Quelch,. “If Bunter has becn in
the school shop since half-past five.
Mr. Prout, it appcars that he cannot
have been the bhoy who slipped that
card under your deor.™

Snort from - Prout,

“Om your own words, sir, Dunter's
statenents are not to be believed, in
any circumstances ! he retorted.

“Perfectly so, sir; but he has men-
tioned the names of boye whose word
I would unhesitatingly take in all oir-
cumstances,”” said Mr, Quelch. *Dr.
Locke, before this matter goes further,
may 1 ask vou to send for Wharton and
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Cherry, to contirmm Bunter's statement
— T _ﬂt’hizrwi&e?" *

“ Most certainly 1" said the Head.

Trotter was summoned again, and
dispatched onece move, this time to seek
Havry Wharten and Bob Cherry. And
the gasp of relief that came from
Billy Banter shook even 3Mr. Prout's
belief in s guilt.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

Not Guilty !

ARBRY WIARTON entered the
Head's study, followed by Bob
Cherry. )
Both of them were b a wou-
L'Im'ing state of mind, They koew that
all this was part of the Bounder’s rag.
They were, so to spesk, pawns in lus
?mne. But that was all they know, o
ar,
“1 say, you fellows " gasped Buuter
ufa i.h-.w:lmll-eru:n:?. “yon tell the Head
that——" :

“ Bilence, Bunter ! exclaiined Dr
Laowcke. .

“Oh, yes, sir! Bat—"

“Silence! Wharton, Cherry, give
e atteption ! LUan you state, with

certainty where, Bunter has been sinee
¥ r
I lf-past five 7

Cerlainly, sir!” said Harry, at
omees UTu the tuckshop 1Y

“We were theee with him"  zaid
Bob Cherry. “A crowed of uz, too.
LT

“You are sure of the 1une,

Wharton *"

"It chimed fhe balf-hour, sir, as we
wera going acros: the quad.’’ said the
u::a._};ta.in of the Remove. * Bunter was
with us, and he went into the shop
with uws, and never left till Trotter
cawe and called him awey.”™

“T told wou so, sre!™

nnter,

“You say that other boys were pre-
aent?”’ asked fhe Head.

“Nugent and Hurree EiJ]Fh, pcd
Bull and Newland and Ogilvy, and
Todd. They will all say the same,
sir,” aniwered the captain of the Re-
oV, He was careful to mention
only the npmes of good and credible
W HtNess0s,

“It appears, then, that it cannot pos-
sibly have been Bunter whe slipped
this card under your doar, My, Pront,”
said the Head. _

Wharton and Beb Cherry glanced at
the caerd om the Hwvead's table. They
jumiped simultancously as they saw it
%he liogan te understand now.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob,

“As il was not Bunter who placed
ihe card in your siudy, Mr. Frout”
went on the Head, “we must aceept
his statement that he knows nolthmg
of it. It would be quite easy for
anothey to imitate his. peeulisr spell-
ing, in order to turn suspicion on a
wrong divection.”

aqueaked

“Oh!” said Mr, Quelch. He had
hat thowght of that.
“Uh ! eaid Mr. Prout. He hadnt,

vither,

Wharton and Bob Cherry had. They
kuew pevfectly well who had wyitten
that  card in  Bunter's remarkable
arthogeaphy,  and  they  could  goess
what it was The Bounder had said to
Konney of the Wourth before going
i, the tnekshop,  They  wera
ikolv, however, - to state what they
know, or guezsed, ju the Head'z study.

“Thank you, my hoys!” said the
Head gractously, ** Your evidence has
cleared  Bunler of  grave  sospdeion.
Buntey, it iz forinuate for von that
fave of womd and vemhind cloeates

not
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bave been able to bear witness in your
favour  Let thes be o warning to you,
Bunter, that habitual wntruthinlne:s is
pot only wrong, but may be very dan-
gerous, I trust that this lesson will
ot be forgotten.’”

“Oh, yeos, sir!
gazped Buntey.

“You may go, Bouter"

Billy Bunter faivly bolted out of the
stindy. Heo flew dawn the passage.
Had the Head's study been a lion’s
den, the far Owl could not have dis
played greater Lkeenmesa n getfing
clear of if. Wharton and Bob Uherry
followed him.

[n the Head's siudy there was deep

C.ccecan 1 go now®”

siJence after the deor had clozed on
the juniors. - )
Mr. Queleh was siniling faintly. He

was deeply relieved by the fact that
ihere was to be no expulsion, or aven
0 Hogging, in his Porin.

Ar. Prout was nob smiling—far from
il !

Prout assuredly did not want io be
wijust, or to punish the innocent.  But
he Jid want, z2nd was determined to
have. the punishinent of the goilty.

“This matter, sir, cannol end heye 1
b gaid in a deep voice. " Bunter, it
nppears, was uot rhe guilty perty! But
I have not the slightest donbt, siv. of the
nmine of the guilty party—and that
name is Vernon-Smith,”™

L I =i T}l Firaso —? ﬁa-i l_] hl 1.
Quelch.

“Allaw me to speak to Dr. Locke,
szir. D, Locke, Vernoo-Snnth, of Alr,

Queleh’s Form, i3 a boy 1 have head to
repart (o his Fornemaster—"

“On no grounds, zir, so far as I could
ascertain 7 interjected Mr. Qualch.

“That. siv, .is immaterial—the boy
has, sinece then, been indescribably
insolent to me! said Mr. Prout,
breathing havd. “I have no doubt what-
ever that this is a new sxample of his
insolence—added to which 1s his base-
ness in throwing suspicion on Bunter by
imitating hia  absurd spelling. D,
Locke, 1t was Vernon-Smith, of Mr.
Qualeh's Form, who slipped that card
under my door,™

“{n what grounds—
Head, X

“1 have not the slightest doubt of it,
air 1" hoomed Pront. 1 am as positive
of it, sir. as rhat T atand heve. T think
that AMr. Queleh himself has little doubt
of it. T demand, siv, that that boy he
sent for and ‘questioned.  And if he
vannot.  sir, explain, bevond doubt,
where he was, and how he was occupied,
at the moment that that card was
slipped wnder my door I demand that
he be adjudged guiliy and expelled
froen Greyfriara,™

My, Queleh stood zilent.  This affair
wak =g 11 aceordance with what he knew
of the Bounder that he could not help
feeling that Prout was probably right.

“1 will send for Vernon-Smith 1" said
the Head.

Once move the bell was touched, and
'Tyotter set in motion—this time to call
Herbert WVernon-Smith to his  head-
maesier's study.

The Bounder was not long in coming.
He was, in fact, expecting the smimmons.
Hia cunningly Jaid scheme for making a
fool of Prout was working ount cexactly
pecording: to plen, He was, in truth,

P

hegan the

playing Mr. Prout like a fish. He
vinmed  cheeriby on his way io the

Ioad's study.

Bul his face was very prave as he
ontered. It gave no sign of Ins soward
anIEeenk,

“You sent for me, sir?™ he asked

toeckly, - i
*TLaek at this card. Vernon-Smith !
Frowas ddippel soder AMe. Pront’s deay
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at about Lwenty minutes to six. M.
Prout believes that it was by your
hand. ™

“Oh, sl exclamed the Bounder.
o Eurel:g Ay, Pront does not think that
I spell like that, e !

“I helieve, Vernon-Snnth,"” boomned
Prout, “that you have dehberately
imitated & foolish boy’s spelling in order
io divert suspicion frem yourself.” -

Y Bomeone  certainly has done 301"
satd the Head, I require you to prove
whera you were at twenty minutes to
si¥, Vernon-Braith,”

“I was in the school shop, s, with
some of the other fellows.™

“Give me their names, in that case
zail the Head. .

" Wharton was one, sir—"

*Wharton !

*Zherry was another—

“LCherey

“And Nugent aud Bull and Inky—1
mean, Hurvreo Singh ! And Peter Todd
and Ogilvy and—-"

“That will do, Vernon-Bumth, if you
ore speaking the itruth, You assert
that tll?la boys you have named were in
vour company—prectsely the same state-
ment that was made by Bunter—-="

“You see, sir, I was standing & bt af
s spread in the school shop,” explained
the Bounder softly and sweetly.
“Bunter was one of the party—and the
other fellows I have named were all
there. I've been in their company ever
since half-past fve—till now, f you
will send for any of them, sir, I am sure
the% will tell you s0.” )

There was a deep silence i the study |
Unless the Bounder was gambling on
the Head taking his wovrd without
further inguiry, his alibi was complete !
The Head touched the bell
= The situsbtion was growing a little
ridiculous—as all the masters were
aware—but it had to go on to the hnish.
Trotter, looking guite surprised at these
incessant ervands, was sent for the
captzin of the Remove,

Harry Wharton came back te the
study. The Bounder, unseen by the
masters, winked at him as he entered—
and Wharton changed a laugh into a
cuu%]ﬁ]' just in time. )

“Wharton, was Vernon-SBmith a
member of a parly in the schaol shop, at
which you were present, from half-past
five onwards 1" asked the Head,

Y ertaindy, sir!™ .

Y Answer carefully, Whavton!"
boomed Prout, *Was Vernou-Smith
out of your sight for a single minuta
?ftf;};} haif-past five till Bunier was sent
or

“Nobt for a single second, sirl™
answered Harry., "“"He was standing
the spread in the shap, so, of course, he
was present all the fime, ™

Prout gurgled.

“"That i3 all, Wharton ' said the
Head, “You may go—and you also,
Vernon-Smith.”

“Thank you, sir!” satd the Bounder
meckly. And he went, and grinned at
the vaptain of the Remove as they went
down the passage.

In the Head’s study. Dr. Locke locked
mquiringly at Mr. Prout.

My, Quelch regarded him with open
SHICRAIT,

“This matter must, of course, be in-
vestigated ! said the Head, “But if
yau have pothing feetler to tell me,
Mr. Prout—" Even the kind old
ITead was a little savcastic.

Prout's face was purple.

#T—" he stapumered, Y J—"

“TI= there no other boy m my Fawn,
sir, whom vou would lhike to accuse with-
gut the faintest shadow of evidenes
asked My, Oueleh sanlnnimﬂ;:.

“Tne Macser Eagrarv.—2XNo, 1.550.
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Y Il=I—"" stapunered Prout, At
the moment I—I—I can say nothiug
further, That this was the act of a
Bemove boy I have no doubt, but
which—-"

The IIcad took np his pen.

Ab that very plain lnnt My, Prout
faded out of the stady!  Mr, Quelch
followed lom, smiling sarcastically.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Safe as Houses !

i A, ha, ha!"
It was a roar of laughter on
ithe Remove landing. Thae

Bounder was the centro of a
erowd of Removoe fellows there—all
laughing.

Smithy was greatly elated. Ho liked
to “show off ' to the other fellows as &
wild and reckless ragger, who dreaded
neither mesters nor prefects—a fellow
whose nerve was egual to anything.
And this time he had scorcd, thore was
no doubt about that, and he rejoiced
aceordingly,

By the simple device of establishin
that alibi fisst, and then getting o pa
in the Fourth to slip the card under
Prout’s door, Smithy had earried out his
1ape with perfect suceéss and security,
The headmaster had been disturbed and
perturbed, the Remove inaster annoyed
and irvitated, and Prout fearfully, aw-
fully enraged mud exasperated.  And
here was the Bounder, laughing at all
thiee of them in the mdast n%‘a laughing
crowd.  Which was like meat and drink
to fhe Bounder, who was in very high
feather,

“1f vou fellows had scen Proud's
face 1" chuckled Smithy, “And I'm not
done with the old futhead yet!™

"Shuat up, for gooduess” sake " came
a lasty vowe.

Skip came quickly wp the Remove
staircase.

The DBounder angyy
vtare.

“Arve you felling me to shut up, you
low vottor¥” he snapped.

" The "Ead’s coming up !

O "

The crowd on the Remove landing fell
silent as the headmaster was seen, %‘he}‘
wondered why on carth he was coming,
aned everybody rvealised that it incant
frouble for somebody,

Dy, Locke stepped on the Remove
landing.

" Vernon-Smith
~ “Yes, gir?” If the Bounder fell an
imward tremor, he did not show it.

“ Please come with me to your study.”

" Vory well, sir1”

The Bounder followed the headmaster
up the Remove passage, leaving the
other fellows Jooking at one avothor aiul
whispering. Tt was not, apparcntly, the
affair of the card slipped under Prout’s
door that had brought tho headmaster
there, Dot evidently the Dounder was
under suspicion of svine sort.

Dr. Locke cnteved Sludy No, 4.

Otler

Yernou-Bouth followed lam in.
fellows came along to the door.

In the study Dr, Locke fixed his eyes
on Yoernou-Smith,  The Bounder met
ithem with calm assurance.

“Vernon-Smith,”  said  the Head
gutelly, “AMre. Prout hias made a. state-

gave him an

1“-
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ment to me, COnCCIrRiNg cortain lotiow
which, o believes, was thrown over the
school wall a few daye agoe for you to
! m
pick np. o _
ALy Fovme-masier, s, 15 salisfiod that

Mr. Prout was npsteken!™ said the
Bonuder coclly.
“WNo doubt, Vernon-Simnith. As Mr.

Fuelch has not considercd it lus duty to
take the matfor up, it iz certdinly not
my iutention io do so. I mention the
mabier merely to explain why I am
heve, I am sorry to say that yon have
been under suspicion, on soveral ovca
sionz, of conduct unbecoming a Grey-
friavs Dbox. .My attention having becn
directed to you again, it is my intentiou
to malic an examination of your stwdly.
¥You understand me ¥

“(h, quite, sir!” The Bounder
smiled. “I have uo abjection, of course
gir., Here are my keys Jle handed

u bunch of keys 1o the Head.

Dy. Locke had paid that vieil withont
warning, It was a “surprise ™ inspec-
tion. It did not occar to him that
Smithy, two days ago, had gone care-
fully through -the study, rooting out
cvervthing that could possibly do him
havm if scen by the eye of anthority.

He proceeded with a careful searvch.
The result was nil,

That was a relief {o Dr. Locke, llo
had folt it his duily to make that in-
spection, but undoubtedly he was glad
that it revesled nothing discreditable
to a Groviviars boy.

“T am glad, Vernon Sunith, that I
Liave found nothing here of a dubious or
iins{:m-]ilabh- nature,” said the Head, at
ast.

“Thank you, su!"
Bounder demurely.

“You may have your keys.™

Dv. Locke laid the keys on the study
table.. As he did so, he gave o sudden
sharp start.

“Bless my soul I e ejaculated.

Fellows in the passage who heard him

ressed  nearer the doorway. The

ounder stared at him blankly., "Then
he saw that the Xead was looking
fixedly at 8 Mlotter on the table. It was
there that the Bounder had sat that
aftertioon to write the card that Eenney
Lad slipped under Prout's dogr.

For a2 moment Vernon-Smilth won-
gdered blankly what the Head was look-
ing at with such fixed attention. Then
his heatrt gave an unpleasant jump.

There was an  impression on the
Llotting-paper where something wrillen
in capital letters hnd been blotied.

What the Iead was looking at was
this, tmpressed on the blotter:

LOOIT DLO XA 8T TWORT
LEVOOMER EIN MORY

mrmnred  the

For u long moment Dr. Loeke stared
fixedly at that telltale immpression on the
Irlatter.

The Bounder watehed him, with sink-
ing heart. Then the headmaster picked
np the bloiter, earried it across to the
lookin -g'l{ms. and held it up to look at
the reflection.

The letters that were backwards on the
IMotter could now be seon in their propery
orvder in the reflection in the glass. And,
of course, thoy ran:

IROWT Is AN OLD PHOOL.
FROM THE REMOQOVE.

The expression on the Head's faco was
positively  tervific as he  turned to
Vornon-Smith with the blotter in s
hand. He had come to that study half
expecting to make ome discovery; he
had, quite unexpectedly, made quite &
different one. The Bounder, with all his
neeve, guailed under the headmaster's
10U EhEC.

“ Vernon-Smith,” said Dr. Locke, in &
deep, deep voice, * what is the meaning
of this? What have yvou to say now "

ilarry Wharton & %ﬁ.‘u., from the pas-
Euf_n, looked on in dismayed silonee,

fellows who approved least of the
Bounder's proceedings, were dismayed
to see poor old Smithy caught out
like this. With all his keenncss, all
hiz cunning, all his resource, he had
heen given away by an set of sheer
thbuglilﬂeas carelessness, and given away
complotely.

He stood dumb,

For a moment a pin might have beon
heard to drop. The silence waz quite
p;ainfn.!. The Head's elern voiee broke
1

“Vernon-Bimilly, T held in my hand in-
dubitable proof that yvou wrote the card
iliat was slipped under My, Prout's door
fhiz afternoon.”

Silence !

“Na doubt 1t was (daced ihera Ly
another hand, but it was you whe wroto
this insult to a member of my staff.”

The Bounder did not speak. There
wasg nothing for lhim to say, Either he
or hiz studvmate Redwing had written
those words, and it certainly did not
ooour ta Smithy to shift it on to 1nnocent
shoulders, He was caught—he was “ {or
it "—and that was that! Balting the
beaks was not quite as “safe as houses,"
as he had declared, :

“1 sghall take into consideralion,” sald
the Head, “the fact that you appear to
have . had some cause of resentment
against the muster of the Fifth Form.
But for that consideration, Vernon-
4mith, I should expel you from -the
selgel hove and now !

The Bounder breathed hard.

“1 shall, however, administer a severe
flogging,” said the Head. “I shall
endeavour 1o impress upon vour twind,
Vernon-Smith, that members of my stalf
must be treated with respect.  Follow
me 1

The Head swept fromn the study, the
juniors in the Bemove passage making
way for him. With a gpt face the
Bouwader followed.

L + L

Tt was some time before the Bounder
was seon again, . When he came back to
the Remove passage his face was wluie,
hiz eves bawning. and only too clearly

he had Dbeen thvough it, and very
severely. .

Fellows were sympathetic, Int the
Bounder had no use for sympathy. He

went straight to his study and slannued

the door after him.
THE EXD.

{18 the Bounder's narrow sgueal
feach lime o lesson? Time will fellf
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BIRCHEMALL’S BRIGHT
IDEA!

Fun Galore in This Week's Instalment of
Dicky Nugent's Spiffing Serial :
“THE ST. SAM'S AMBULANCE 1"

THE HEADM'S
LECTURE !

* Squad—'shun ! "

The Hesad's commaeand
rang oub across the guad
like thunder,
ambulance corps obeyed
like litening.

Doctor Birchemall
eved his first.aid sguad
with eomething like
pride. His lips were
twisted into something
like & trinmfant leer.
As hs turned to Mr
Lickham, there was
something like a chortle
in his volica,

“This 18 romething
like ! " he cried. *“ You
see belore vou, Lickham,
on ambulance corps that
is trainod fo the finger-
lij}a 1 i3

“ Indeed, air! "

“ Yeas, indeed, Lick-
ham! There are no
slackers in my first-aid
squed, I can tell you!
Every man is worth his
salt—and even if you

per him with
gquestions you will find

and the |

AFY.

“ Me, of corga | ™
‘“Ha, ha, ha!"™

Doctor Birchemall eul-
the
master of the Fourth burst

tered  fewriously &s

into & roar of larfter.

* Dashed if I gee any-
thi to  cackle at,
Lickham ! " he snorted.
* It's troo, anyway, In
the theory and praktiss
of first-nid, I'm & proper
crack ! ¥

“You me ain
VOU re Proper
cracked, Pduﬁ] ’Ft
vou, air ¥ ' snig.

red Mr. Lick-

am. " Nobody
but & loony
would have
thought of run.
ning & motor am-
bulance at §t.
HMam'a, It will
never be peeded!™

“That's all
vyou know!”
growled the Head.
" Accidents will
happen even In
the best-regulated
skools, and the
motter of the 5t. Sam’s

I::;umsmi:il-l b e Ambulance is ‘ Be Pre-
M Ynu' seem to be|pared.”’ But enuff of
payving them p]entﬁr this futile tallk. I am

of condiments, airl”
grinned Mr. Lickham.
* Mite T ask who trainoad
them to this pitch of

just about to deliver a
lecture to

Lickham."
The master of

my Ccormps,

the
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running-board of the
second - hand  motor -
ambulance which the
| Head had presented to
the corpa to lisson to the

lecture.

Doctor Birchemall
turned s attenshun to
the Fourth Formers whao
conetituted the 5t, Sam's
Ambulance Corpa,

‘*Btand at ease ! he
bellowed, in & voice that
would bhave done eredit

Then he beckoned to
Jack Jolly.

“ Mind stepping for-
ward, Jolly 1 ** he asked,
“ Thia afterncon’s lec-
ture is to be on the
subject of * Common Ac-
cidents to the Yewman
Body." Yl use vyour
body as my model 1 ™

Jack Jolly glared.

" Logk here, sir, it's
a bit thick "

“ Poesibly it iz, Jolly,
but it i3 not so thick
as Tubby Barrell’s, and,
anyway, it will suit my
purpuss |

“1 mean
thick to use &3 a mneer
model the chap who was
the kaptin of tho corps
till you stepped in and
tock hie job!" {flashed
back Jolly, * Until you
put yvour spoke in, sir, 1
was the leader of the
corps —and &  good
leader, too, I fansy !

“Hear, hear '

The Head's eyes rollad
savvidpely ss 4 simper-
thettick mermer ran
vaound the ranks.

" Hilenee, vou yung

perfection ¥ Fourth sat down on the [to any sarjent-major. 'welps1™  he  roared.
ipriaﬂnera are all hand- Amid loud Tthooings

cuffed and chained at | the Judge said that even

present, officer T a silly chump like Coker

Det.-Insp.  Penfold : | was entitled to justice

AUNT SALLY!

Forty Forgers Defy Court

Riotous scenes in the
Femove Court following
the conviction of forty
forgers ended 1o a-gerious
assault on His Honour,
Judge Brown.

Hpace in Court wous 50
severcly crampedl {writes
the * Greviriars Herald "
Tolice.court  reporter)
that the Judge was un-
allle to sit at his desk,
and bad to be lifted up
to o perch on top of a
cupboard.

The prosecntor, Mr.
Horace J. Coker, con-
ducted hiz own case
agamst the prizoners.

Mr. Coker said that he
had Eut up with a lot of
cheek from fags in the
past without retaliation
{cries of ** Great Fip 1™
and ** Draw it mild, old

ort 1"} but this wos
the lagt straw. On the
previous night he had
EI‘F-EI':I. a lecture on foot-

all, (A voite: “ Why

not hopscotch 1 and
laughter.) He  had
isened eards of invita-
tion to sclected sports-
mens and laid in supplies
of tuck for the refresh-
ment of his guests, He
had anticipated an audi-
ence of fifty. .To his
utter amazement nearly
& hondred turned up.
They were practically all
fags and mostly gamed
admission on forged in.
vitation eards. Having
got in, they ealmly ate
up all the tuck and then
marched ont again with-
out waiting to hear o
word of the lecture. (A
voice : I don't blame
‘ern ! amnd  more
langhter.}

et -Insp. Fenlold,
giving evidence of arrest,
said 1hat it was the
higaest joh the Hemove
C.LDD. had ever tackled.

Judge Brown (in
alarm}: "I heope the

“ Well, not exactly, your
honour, but we've got
them all tied fogether
with rope—they can't
possibly escape.”

Mr. Peter Todd, K.C.,
defending tha prisonecra,
convulged the Court with
hiz deseriplion of the
prosecutor, Referving to
Mr. Coker aa a blunder-
ing booby with the brain
of a jollyfish, he went on
to saay that this so-called
lecture of his was &
typicel product of his
inlantile mentality.

Wasn't it asking for
troubls to 1zsue hand.
written  invites and
broadeast the informa.
tion that there was to
be free tuck ¥ Coker
deserved all he had got
and o good deal mors !
Mr. Todd eoneluded with
2 contident plea for the
acouittal of all his clients.

Ar. Toddl's confidence,
hqwm'er, proved to be
misplaced,

Judge Brown, alter a
brief deliberntion, de-
livered judgment Ifrom
his improvised seab and
pronounced all the

prisoners ** Cuilty.”!

and in the Remove Court
he wanld be sure of get.
ting it. Yrizoncrs would
be fined one shilling each
and tho proceeds would
be handed to Mr. Coker.

Immediately his hon.
our had asnnounnecd the
sentence there was aAn
amazing  seene, The
forty convicted forgers,
who had heen secrétly
freed from their honcds
during the trial by
friends in court, pro.
duced pea-shooteys aned

at o word of command |

from DBelsover major
openedd rapid-fire on the
judge 1

Diet.-Tnsp. Penflold was
bumpml and made to
run tho gauntlet.
rest  of the Remove
Police Foree escaped hy
swarming down a drain-
pipe outside the court.
oI,

We hear that Judge
Brown is ecntomplating
barring Mr. Coker from
acting s prosecutor in
any caso under his juris-
diction, Dut he'll never
ke able to atop him from
acling the giddy goat !

1

it's a bit|¥

The |

“T'1 have dissiplin in
thia corps if I have to
birch you all black and
blue to get it! Jolly!
You'll stund here at onee
—or else you won't be
able to stand af all 1 ™

* Anything to oblige,
sir | "' sighed the kaptin
of tha Fourth.

He stepped to the
four, and then the Head
picked up a long pointer
that lay on the ground
snd started his lecture.

“Now, bovs,”  he
eried, “ here we have a
COMMGn or  garden
‘ewman being 17

“ Yarvoooo ! " yelped
Jolly, as the Heaed
prodded him  vieiously
wilh his pointer.

“1T propose to deul
with the wvarious parvis
of thia yewman being's
body, pointing out which
parts are most liable to
axxidental  dammidee,”
woend on Dector Birchen-
all, with a leer.  ** irst
wr have the sealp. Fore-
chunitly, this part of the
vewman body i1 mot
easily injured. Yon can
hit & man quite hard on
the zealp withoub injur-
ing him. Look ot this,
for instance ! ™

Bonk ! went the Head's
pointer on Jack Jolly's
napper, and the kaptin

of tho Founth gave
anothor yelp.
“ There ! Mo sign

whatever of dammidge ! ?

{ said the Head, trinm-

fantly, a8 he epgsamined
Jolly's head throngh s
macnilving-rlass. “Now,
boya, descending o Jittle,
we find ot the side of 1he
foce the cars. Tho ears
are gqumte phahle and
ean be twisted all over
the place without any ill
effects, Like so !

He dropped the pointer
and  magnilying - olass,
seezed Jolly's cars, and
then proseeded to do his
biat to twist them off.
The unforchunit kaplin
of the TFourth pave
anothor roar of pane;
but the only result was
that the Head redubbled
hig cfforta.

“From {the enrz, we
oo to the Lulo—or, as
the wulgar mite put i,
to the naszal orpan ™
went on Doctor Birche-
padl eheerlully, when at
Inzt hn had finizhed with
Jolly's esra, * This or-
gin, too, can be pulled
and lwisted freely with-
out risk of serions in-

po
jury, styou can see {or
yourscies 1

* Yoraw ! " ghrecked
Jack J®. * Leggo by
doso 1 "

*But on the other
hand, qate a light punch
on this partikalar spot is
liable t» draw bilud,
Let meshow You what
I mcan!'

The Head released
Jolly'agose and simed
a trejnmjous blow ot it.
But Jeg Jolby had no
intensley of being uscd
as o dodel for nose.
P hing eggEPerimcntb‘.
He dwkzd. The result
was svully eommiecal.
Instewiof hitting Jolly,
Doctor Birchemall  hit
ithe o, and a momont
later k& the earth will
his owr nose.  The St
san's Yobulanee Corps
farely maved, as ihey
saw tht he had tapped
the eluut !

“Ma, ha, ha ™

“Yuve proved
F.'JT !- 1] '

Prowrly speaking, the
Head soulkl have boeen
delifed with the resnlt
of his P;Eltperimt-ntr. But,
for s=mwe  reason, he

it,

gecined tlhe prevorso af

delited,

Y Yavwooo ! Owoow-
ow ! Fetch a doctor!
Turn od the ambulance !
Bandag me up!"™ he
roared, farely howling
with ppre and rapge,

That ast sppeal was
too muh for the yungs
tivst-aidistudenta to -
nuore. Mers was a rush
for thembulanee carand
an crae crowd  enrgnd
[OTers 1f‘1 he Head with
epull Modsgwg for an
armey.

“latme de this, yvou
fellowss”  cried  Juck
Jollv, |

It wisa glorions climee
for the kaptin of the
Fourthio ret o hitle af
hig own paek e seeeed
the lkad with both
hands thed started wind.
ing bat - ring round his
face & o epced  (hud
made tie anlookers quute
dizzy, |

“leko, you yung
uljut! That's enuff! "
{:-l.‘-‘x]']h:ﬂ Doctor Birche-
miall,

Bt ek Jolly had by
no mos finished yet.
MNob witent wilth ban-
daging the Head’s face,
he hanliged his neck—
and iz’ that his shoul.
ders ml armsa snd legs !
Doctohirchemall strue-

gled fewriously : but a
crowd of willing helpers
held him down, and it
was nob long before he
was changed into an
eggsellent imitation of an
Egvptinn mummy !

Next, they rushed the
injured Head on a
stretcher mto the am.
bulance car.

Jolly then drove it
across Lo the  s=kool
gannvtorium  mwul  ran ig

the bell, And after that
{he S5t Saan's Ambulance
Corps eat a hurvied re.
treak=—happy in the nol-
Lidge  that  the  Tiead
wotthd give no more Best-
wid lectures that day !

WITAT TUBBY SAW !
“Anything Lo report,

Joily 7 ¥

Daociaor Bichemall
polied  his  ostrich-like
neele into the skeol
carmere and  es=ked that

cpestion.

1t was two davs wller
the Head's  disustrous
feeture in the gusad.-
two days eniteely Dec
from the aceidenty which
Ul Hesed so boelly wonded
fo show &6 Sam’s Lhe
troo worth of his ainbu-
lanre corps,

The oll {ogey was
getting  somewhat  fine
il

Mmnine,  noon,  anmd

nike he kepl someone o
chitty ot ithe ambulunee
cur ready for any cmer-
vency.  DBuab emergencics
obstinmitly refused Ao
arise !

“Anvihing te yeport.

Jully *7 vepeeted  the
Head, az  Jack Jelly
clicked  his  heels  aud

salnded.

Y Nob A snssidee, sie 1
replied the kaptin of the
Fouwrth, with a shake of
(TER [T TR

Dhoctor Livehemall
tugged btz bBeard  un-
ecelly.

* I3less miy 2ole ! When
ATt we ;.;uin:: o et
sonwy mislaps ¥

“Well, you're o fine
one, =ir!" Jarled Jack
Jolly, * You zound ag it
you really want  acgr-
dents to happen 1"

“Of eorse 1 do, you
vung ass ! " snapped the
Head., * How can T =end
in wacking grate bills Lo
patients treated by our
Corpa unless tho acci.
dents happen first 12

Jack Joliy's eyes op-
cncil widle.

“My hat! So that's
vour hittle gams, sir, is
:'_t ? i1

The IHead bit his lip-
Unintentionaily he had
blurted out his scerct.

“ Nunno, Jolly ! Not
at oli ! ™" he =aid, with a
coff. ' My only wish ia
e help suffering W
manity., I'd skorn to
prophet out of others’
mialfortunes !

*“Oh, eruns | ™

branewave and the cpg-
sitement  had  coauvsed
zome of the ginger-pop
to go down the wrong
way. DBut he soon forgot
it as he turned over the
newly-hatehed wheeze in
his minel.

Y Grate pip ! T've got
i ! ™ Tubby heand him
say to buwmsell,  ** Why
ever didn't T think of it
belore 1 If accidents
don’t happen by themn.
selvea, then the only

Doctor Birchemall
pldged off before the
kaptin of the Fourth

conbld ask any awkward
questions. e left Jolly
glaring alier him with a
deciledly suspishus look

thing to do iz to MARKLE
them hoppen ! 7

A moment  ater,
Doctor Dirchemall rose
fremn iz stool at the

comnter and stalked out

in'Jtis eyes, amd tramped
wlf Lo the tuckshop to

himseill with
class of ginger.pop,

refrosh 1

Tubby Borrell, the
attest fellow  in the
Fourth, waa sitling ot a
table skofting docnutts
when 1he MHead aerived,
Nortor Lire-bermall
wits huried too decply in
thought 1o notiss Tubby.
But  Tubby  notissed
Daotor Bivehenall,

The Fat jurior blinked

when e snw that 1he
Head was talking 1o
hanexell,  Pricking up his

tat eara, be hssonel,

“How 1o improve
Lrade joe the Ambualence
Lorps ¥ Vhat's the all-
imporiant  guestion !
Doctor Ihrehemall was
saying, " 1 thangs go on
na they aro at present, |
shall never even got back
the fiver I pail for the
ambulance - car — et
alone make s prophet on
tha deal 11!

loctor Birchemall
pawsed to gulp down
soane of his ginger-pop
ol Tubby gobbled away
st hia docnutte,

Vhe next thing Tubby
heard waa a  aodden
violent spluttering, The

Foad had had o sadden

without cven a glanee at
Tubby.
The fat junior rolled

oul ol ‘the {uckshop, too,
His curiosity lLad been
arovscd and Tuldsy had
made up his mind to find
out eopsactly what e
Head wag coing to do.

Wlhat Tobby saw in
the corse of {he next
five minnits favely made
Bim rub his eyes |

st the Heaud
sncabked round ta the
shool dusibins and fished
o=t them Lill he
bl brought  to light
hall - o - duzeen hangna-
=lins. Fhen he prosceded

to  place the banannr.
skins  in places  where
fellows  wore Dlely tao

slip up en them.

“Ala Y Tubby hened
him wulter, with o in-
nister  larl. IF this
durzent brimger uws 0 ocasoe
or lwo, I'il eat any
moriar-board 1 ¥

The Head'a next move
wias to go vound lilbing
the eovers off the coal-
holes,

When he Iiuwl comn-
pleted that taslk, he oh-
tained a jar of dripping
[roan the skool Kitehen

and wont o ronmnd
stelthily  pressing  the
slans,

SCHOOL BOOKS SHOULD

BE SCRAPPED!

Declares H, VERNON-SMITH

Books, books, books, books !

That's how Bolsover major described the life of
a Greyfoius man in the course of & Remova debate
last wecke—und Bolsy's just about right!

Thera are far too many beoks in the life of tho
schoolboy of to-day—particularly the schoslboy who
happens to be at Greylriars !

I'm not going to deny that bocks can be usefulr
_ SOmMCTIInes,

A mnice heavy Lobtin die., fo
instance, i3 just the thing to buzz at
Bunter’s head when he rolls into the study to
“ borrow "’ a bob.

But the idea that books are all-important in
a chap’s education i3 quite discradited now.
a-days. It's time the ruling powcers at Groy-
frinrs woke up to thot fwet !

Modern education experts are ell agreed
that on ounce of pructicd is worth o ton of
theory, Send your boys on a top Lo the
Arctie circle, they argue, and they'll learn
mnere about ﬂmgm?hp than they'd learn by
rexdiing boulis on the subject for the rest of
their lives, 1'm all in favour!

I'd like to start learning geography in the
new way right now.,  And the same yoca for
other subjecta,

How van wo ever hope to learn French
properiy in o stuffy classaroom 7 Give us o
irip 1o Fronco and we'll pick it up in o teuth
of the timo ! Same upphus to othor modern
Iingoes. 1t can't be done, of course, with
dead lunguages like Latin and Greek ; but
that's mercly an arpgument in fuvour of
abolihing Latin and Grecl !

shalespeare should be neqguired in s theatre,
Pve always thought that, and if the Head ever
thinks the simo way, you won't find e
agitating to po buek to Quelehy's - dreary
Shalespearian leetures, 1 can tell you.

Fughizh prose amd poectry ought to be read
1o - not mugeed up during prop. You'd
fined it would develop our t:ril,icﬂrfwultiﬂ!& tar
Better than present mothods—partienlarly if
wi woere piven ink-pellets to shy at the reader
cvery Lo o read out somelhing we didn’t
il !

Itistory is another subjeet that could be
lenpned admivably without books,  Films and
frips to historical spoia would make it far
wiere vivid and real,  If therg happened to be
w owar on within a reasonuble distance from
FEnglaml, why not a visit to the battle front §
That wonld give you a thrill, leds, with o
venEeanes |

When I was expounding this idea in the
B last night, someone objected thob thers
wis one subjeet, anyway, that couldn's be
icarned  withent  books—maths, Ileo  was
wrong,  Proctieal maths, in my opinion,
shonld start with nonghis and crosaes and pgo

o by vasy stages o dranghts and chese.  Ho
that’s that !

Fdueation  without
{through, ns 1 see it
Lo serapped !

(Or wlternatively they should be put to o
really sensible use—oa missilea 1o chuck ot
infrders or makewelghts in boghyv-traps |

(Fdon’t il Smeithy. o chaps [ L'y Tiable
fo go aff Like (fos suinedimes.— Tul.)

books 18 sound all
School bools should all

e

regd mexrt week's
hilariows instalment )

“That'll da for the
prescak, L fansy ! he
arinned, when he haald
come to the end of the o

dripping. * Now 11l « ALIMENTARY.”
o mul wait for the 1
accidenta to happen. MY DEAR WATSON!
Ihelit won't belenyg ™ Dick  Nake, who

played on the wing in
it trind e last Sat.
urday, was Llold thas
ho must always feed
hia ingide-right,
Bunter mays ha
wonldn't need telling
a aimple thing like

The Head trotted off
chuckling, anl Tubby
rolicd  away,  fechinge
quite  izzy over his
amaing discovery !

(Wellihe Head's
Yginunizter" acheme

steeverd 7 Por il answer | Lhat !



