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“ GOY, GUY, GUY ! * is the GREYFRIARS CRY on the cccasion of—

(- B1G BAN

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Smithy In a Rage !

“ HAT'S that game” .
Wun Lung, the Chincse

junior in  the Groeyfriars
iiemﬂve, grinned.

“Makee plenty ig bang !® he ex-
plained. ‘

“You young ass!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, “Chuck it [¥

“Likce makee plenty big bang 1™

“Chuck it, 1 telijl vou I

Wun Lung looked rebellious
Generally meek and mild, and looking
as it butter would not melt in his
mouth, the little Chinee of Greyfriars
could be ohstinate. Lake all his
countrymen of the Flowery Land, he
liked the din of fireworks, and ne fellow
in the Remove was more pleased to
remember the Fifth of Nevember |

But it was not vet the fifth by several
days, and at Greyfiriars fireworks were
not permitted till the due date. Fellows
were not supposed to have fireworks in
their possession at all until the fith—
though a good many fellows had, all the
same. Teriainly Wun Lung had.

It was a dim, foggy MNovember day.
The quad was thick with a8 heavy mist
that had rolled up from the sea. Thick
and damp and clammy, it hung over the
leafless trees, and drifted into the House
whers & door or a.window was open.
Afternoon classes were not 'f'ut doe, but
even erry was disinclined for the
open spaces in such weather. Most of
tha Remova fellows had gathered in the
Rag, where n bright fire crackled and
hlazed; and if any fellows were out of
the Houzoe, they wers few in number.

Biﬂg Bunter, frowsting over the fire,
ed

squea protest when the Chinese
junior opened the window. ‘Three or
our other voices were added to
Bunter's. MNobody wanted the yellow

mist fo drift into the Rap., Wun Lung
did not heed. Standing at the open
window, ha produced s bundle of
erackers and a matchbox; wherenpon
the captain of the Remove weighed in.
Harry Wharton had no objection to fire-
warks, but letting off crackers in the
guad meant a row—in a double sense.

“Chuck it, you young ass!” repeated
Harry., *You'll get six from Quelch if
vou're spotted letting off fireworks ("

“No spottee | said Wun Lung. " Ne
sed alon plent{ fogp! Allee hght!”

“Chuck it, all the same I

“T sav, sou fellows, shut
window ¥ sgueaked Billy
" There's a draught v )

“Nao shuttee windee!” said Wun Lung.
“Wantee makee big bang !

Qeveral of the juniors gathered at the
window. Some of thoin seemed rather
in favour of the big bang.

“Bafe as lbouses!” said Bob Cherry.
“Nobody will see where it comes from
in this fog. T it's chucked right out
into the quad—""" _

“Byerybody will hear, fathead ! said
Johnny Bull.

“The hearfulness will be terrific I re-
marked Hurrea Jamsct Ram Singh, as
he glaneed at the big bundle of crackers
in &"un Lung's hapd.

Thera was no doubt that if those

crackers all went off together, every
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unad came bang after hang, as the crackers

exploded. Then through the banging came a yelling voice:

““0Oh, gad!

inhabitant of Greyfriers Schocl would
hear the explosion.

“Well, let 'em hear, so long as they
don’t see 1 argued Bob. " Liven ‘cin up

a little on a dull day !
“Better chuek  it!”  said  Frank
MNugent.

Wun Lung glanced from face to face
of the Famous Five with his slanting
EyCS.

“You tinkee bettee chuck it?
asked.

“Yea, you young fathead !™ answered

Harry Wharton.
“Alles light ! Me chuckee 1V

%uickly Wun Lung seratched a match
and applied the same to a fuse. The
next moment, az the fuse sputtered, the
bundle of erackers was *echucked * far
out into the fogey quad. It dropped at
{i‘_{{uit«e g dictanee from the window of the
ag. |

“You young rascal! exclaimed the
captain of the Remove.

Wun Lung, apparently had misunder.
stopd the mieaning of the verb “to
chuek.” PBut Wharton was quite well
aware that he hadn't!

he

What the thump !

Oh crumbs ! ?

“Whattce mattoe ¥ asked Wun Lung
innecently. " ¥You say chuckec! Ma
chuckee, likee vou say! This li'll
Chince always do like head Loy say ¥

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ™™ exclaimed Bob
Cherry. *There 1k goea I

Bang, bang, bang |

From ihe nuosty ?na&, ‘where the

bundle of erackers had fallen, came
hang after bang as the crackers
axploaded.

Wun Lung grioved cheerfully. ITe
loved to hear & biz bang, and e was
hearing one now.

Bang, baog, bang! BANG I

Thenr through the banging of the
crackers came a yelling voice:

“Oh gad ! What the thomp—
crumbs ! What—what—— Oh gad ®

It was the voice of Herbert Vernon-
Smith, the Bownder of Greyfriars,
evidently out in Lhe quad, and cqually
evidently on the spot where the erackers
were exploding,

“Oh clikey 1" gasped Wun Lung.

“Bmithy 1 cxelaimed Bob Cherry.
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“Sounds a bit startled,” murmured
Johnny Bull.

The Bounder’s voite sounded tnoro
than startled; it sounded as if Smithy
was jumping almost out of his skin. A
l:nmtlI o of crackers crashing suddenly on
a fellow’s knee, dropping at his fect,
and going off in a sertes of terrvific
explosions, was cnougl to make any
fellow jump.

Bang, bang. bang, bang! went the
erackers merrily, unseen in the fog, but
sudible all over Greyiriars.

Harry Wharton hastily shut the
window. It was dome now, and nobody
wanted that iremendous explosion
traced to the Rag. It meant six of
the very best for Wun Lung if he were
spotted. .

“0Oh  colikey 1” repeated YWun Lung.
“Me no tinkee anvbody comey along !
Me plenty zolly makee Smithy jumip !

“¥You'll be sorrier when Smithy gefs
in!1” grinned Skinner. “ Tt sounded fo
me as if Smithy was waxy ¥

“Lucky it was only Smithy Y
Johnny Bull, “Might have
Queleh or the jolly old Head ™

“0Oh clumbz!” gasped Wun Lung,
horrified at the idea.

' said

been

“You young ass—" began Hurry
Wharton. .
“Hallo, halls, bhallo!” exclaimed
Bob. “IHere's comes Smithy 1

There was a tramp of feet in the

assage, and the door of the Rag was

urled open, evidently by a fellow in a
very bad temper.

Herbert ernon-Smith  strode—or,
rather, stamped—into the room.

Some of the fellows grinned ; some of
them shrugged their shoulders. The
Bounder was in a furious temper; and
when the Dounder was in & temper, he
never troubled to conceal the fact
CGreyiriars fellow was not supposed to
fly into a rage, but Bmithy was a law
unto himself in such matters. At any
rate, there was Iiﬂ doubt that he was in
4 rage now—and a towering one.

“#hnt silly fool chucked those
crackers at me ¥ roared the Bounder.

He ec¢lenched hiz fists, and staved
round at the crowd of faces.

“Rasy does it, old bean!” said Bob
Cherry soothingly. “Nobody chucked
the crackers at you; quite an accident
that you got Lthem.”

“Was it you, you fool 1
Bolb's eyes galmtnd, .

“Jf vou're asking for a thick eay,
Smithy-——" he began. 1 -

The Bounder came towards him, with
clenched fists. L

Harry Wharton hastily interposed.

“Don’t be an ass, Smithy ! Keep your
temper 1”7 . ) )

“ Me plenty solly, Smithy [" said Wun
Lung, “Me wantee makee big bangl
Me no savvy vou comey along in fog !”

“You, was it, you potty heatheni"
snerled the Boundar.

And he made an angry rush at the
little Chinec. .

Wun Lung promptly dodged behind
the Famous Five.

Harry Wharton & Co. barred the
‘un Lung had acted

Bounder’s Bag: W
thoughtlessly, like the young ass he was
1l cause ni‘

and the Bounder certainly
offence. But the chums of the Remave
were not going to gee him hammer the
little Chinee, all the same.

“Chuck it Smithy !
Wharton. ;

“Will you get out of the wayi”
velled the Bounder, : ;

“You can't punch that Little ass!™ said
Bob. “Keep vour temper, old bean !
Accidents will happen 2

“Cet out of the way ¥

“Hals | ]

*The ratfuloess is tereific,™

said Harry
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Vernon-Sinith made a rush to break
theough the Co.

Bob Cherry gave 2 vell as he got the
Bounder's right ; Nugent another as he
got the lefc.

But the next moment five pairs of
hands collared the Bounder, and sat him
down on the floor with a heavy bump.

“&it there till you keep cool, you
dashed hooligan ! growled Johnny Bull.

And as the Bounder zat and gasped,
the Famous Five walked out of the
Rag, taking Wun Lung with them. And
the little Chinee remamed in their com-
pany till the bell rang for class, after
whicll, it was to be hoped, the Bounder
would have recevered his temper and all
would be serene.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Foes of the Remove !

KIP of the Remove gave a jump.
After claszs the November mist
had drifted off, and most of the
fellows worg ont of the House.
But Bkip, the new boy in the Remove,
had gone up to his study, which was
also shared by Wharton and Nugent,
Skip had some hard work on hand.
His iatk would not have scemed very
hiartl to any other Remove fellow—
not even to Billy Bunter, Skip was
beginniug on the fivst book of Cesar.
But Skip. though as bright and in-
telligent as any fellow in his Form,

IRt i R LT R IRT A TA AT Rneain

““ PLEASE TO REMEMEER
THE FIFTH OF NOVEMBER
IS GUY FAWKES’ DAY !

But there’s one fellow who
won’t be pleased to remember
the great and glorious Fifth
. +« «» and that’s Vernon-Smith,
the Bounder of Greyfriars |
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was far beliind even DBilly Bunter in
most of the Form work. In his old
davs in Slummock's Alley, he had
hardle heard of the Latin innguage—
if he had heard of it at all. Lven
English presented difficulties o him.
Latin almost tied him up into & knot.

“Gallin est onms divisa in partes

tres* was o sentence on which Ski
had te concentrate all his menta
powers. with wrinkled brow and

squared chir.

“He was aware that it meant that all
Canl was divided into three parts, bub
he had to weork out exactly how and
why. 8o whilo other fellows punted a
footer about before tea, Skip swotted
at Cesar in the siudy, and he was far
from pleased when a sudden interrup.
tion oaine.

Hea jumped az the study door flew
suddenjli,; open, and a diminutive figure
bolted breathlessly into Study No. 1

“Brioky ’addocks!” exclaimed EBkip,
staring at Wun Lung. “What do
you watt ‘ere, you yvoung ass

*“Oh cliker 17 ejaculated ¥YWun Lung,
az hiz slanting eves stared round the
study.,  “Me tinkee fliends blong me
here.’’ ]

“Wharton and Nugent are down in
the quad.” said Skip. “ What—"

He did not need to finish asking the
guestion,

There was a tramp of feet in the
Remove paszage, and the angry face
of the Bounder appeared in the open
GOOTWaY.

3

He stared into the study. There waa
a cricket stump in his hand, and the
expression on his face indicated that
he intended to wse it with vigour

Wun Lung darted round the table,
eyeing Smithy apprehensively.

“You keepee ofi 1" he gasped.

“You voung rotter!’ The Dounder
Etcp‘im] in. “By gad, I'll give you such
a8 whopping for chucking your rotten
fireworks at my hea

d‘!ll

Skip rose from the table, Wun had
holted ' into the study, for protection
against the vengeful Bounder. Whar-
ton and Nugent, had they been there,
would  have handled Smithy fast
enough. Bot they were not there;
only Skip was.there. But he wos quite
ready to supply their place.

“Ands off, Bmith!"” he said.
let that kid alone!"

He stepped prompily in front of the

ounder.,

Vernon-Smith came to a halt.  His
eves flashed at the new jumoer.

Ever since.the waif of Slummock's
Alley had been at Greyviriars, Bmithy
had been his enems,

At first he had simply shared the
general  feeling in the Remove, of
being “down ™ on a fellow who had
been a pickpocket, But that had
deepened into personal animosity, and
when the rest of the Form gave up
barring the peculiar new junior, the
Bounder carried on with his feud more
Litterly than ever. And the faet that
Bkip had knocked Lim out in a scrap
added 1o his bitterness. He was Skip's
only enemy in the school. but he was
an unforgiving and wunrelenting one.

“¥ou cheeky young hooligan, get
azide ! said the Bounder, between his
teeth. “I'm going fo whop that fool
of o Chinee——"

“¥You ain't!” said Skip coollr. “He
was g fool right encugh to chuck fire-
works out of winder, but he never
knowed you was coming along”

“Me no savvy" gpasped Wun Lung.
“Me plenty solly.”

“Let it drop,” advised Bkip. “ Any
other bloke would let it drop. Can't
vou keep vour temper, like any other
covey "

“Will you let me pass!” hissed the
Bounder.

“No: I won't! You ain't touchin
im 1" said Bkip. “ You want ifo pite
into "im jest to show Wharton that he
can't stop vou. DPon't I know you?

*“Yon

Well, Wharton stepped wyou in the
Rag, and if be was "¢re, he'd stop you
again. And az he ain't ere, I'll stop

cyou—gee M

The Bounder gat:wﬂ. iz haodlin
by the Fomous Five had exasperate
him. And, as Bkip easily guessed, he
was carrying on, chiefly to show the
famous Co. that he could do ss ho
choze. Smithy had his good quelities,
and plenty of them; but he was obstin.
ate and arrogant, and mnothing would
have induced him to be dictated to, as
e regarded 3t I was a point of
honour with him now lo give YWun
Lung that whoppmng. b

1=

“Get aside!” he
husky with rapge.

“Not for you, old cover.” said Skip.
“And you better not try to shift me,
neither. I've chucked vou out of this
here study once, and I'm veady to do
il agin, if yvou ask for it."

“You rotten pincher I

“Oh, shut it 1" enid Skip contemptu-
ously. *“You know I nin't no pincher
gince I come ‘ere. The other blokes
wouldn't speak to mo if I was. P r'apr
cou'd ‘ave been a pincher, if you'd
f)e-:-n bmujht up in our alley by g
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4
bloka like Barney the Binger. Bhut

it, afore I 'it youl” .
The Bounder’s hand went up, with
the cricket gtump in it. When wWioa

enra the Bounder of Greviriara was
utterly reckless, and his rage now was
be his control. .

‘I'll knock you out of the wey, if
you don't shift!” he shouted. “ New,
then I'”” And he ran at Skip, swiping
with the stump.

was & squeal of alarm from Wun

Lung, stanng across the table, For a

moment it locked as if Skip would be

:inﬂuked spinmng by the swipe of the
urmp.

Bulz tha waif of the Remove was
wary, He had been through many a
wild rough-end<tumble in his former
days, and he was accustomed to tak-
ing care of himself. He made a swift
backward jump, and the swiping stump
missed him, and, before it could rise
again, he leaped forward as swiftly,
aid tore it from the Bounder’s hand.

His right grasped the stump, and
wrenched it away; his left, clenched
like a lump of 1ron, jolted on Smithy's
chest, and knocked him backwards.

The Bounder staggered, and went with .

& hum}: to the floor.

Skip's grasp was on his collar the
next moment. His eyes were glittering
now. He had narrowly escaped a
very unpleasant knock from the cricket
stump, and he was as angry as the
Bounder. He twisted Vernon-S8mith
over on the carpet, and the stump
came down on the Bounder's trousers
with a ringing whack.

Whack, whack, whack I

Vernon-Bmith, spluttering with fury,
struggled wildly, He had come there
to whop the little Chinee, and he was
getting the whopping from the fellow
Lhe intensely disliked and despised.

It was rather painful, but he cared
nothing for that—it was the humilia-
ticn that enraged him. He struggled
frantically.

Whack, whack, whack]

“Oh  clikey!” gasped Wun Lung,
staring on at the scens, with his slant-
ing eyes wide open and bulging.

“That's for you, blow you!" said
Skij&, panting. “P'r'apa you wen't
‘andle a stump agin in a 'urry in this
ere study.” :

He released the Bounder, stepped
across to/the fireplace, and shoved the
cricket stump into the fire, jamming
it down with his boot.

Vernon-S8mith staggered breathless
to his feet.

With burning eyes and clenched fsts
he rushed straight at Skip, hitting out,

Bkip put up his hands swiftly, and
met hum with left and right. B Wa3
itha better man in a scrap, as he had
Emved already; but so herce was the

ounder’s attack, that all he could do
now was to held his own.

Thers was & tramp of feet in the
Hemove passage.

“Hallo, ballo, hallo!" roared a
voice at the door. “*What's upt”

Harry Wharton & Co. had arrvived
for tea.

They stared at the furious fight rag-
ing in the study. In the middla of
tha room, Smithy and Bkip wepe
punching at a terrific rate, Tge sight
of Wun L aon the other side of

ung,
the study table, ppprized the Famous
4 WAE

Fiva what the tron
Harry Wharton, frowning, ran into
*hﬂa““dﬁ " .
top that!’? he ra .
“My esteemed gmithy—-" 8x
slaimed Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.
Y Btop it 1” shouted Bob.
And as the infuriated Bounder did
Tee MicXeET LiBRARY.—No. 1,551
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not heed, the five grasped him to.
gother, wrenched him away from Skip,
and whirled him to the door.

Skip, panting, dropped his hands,

The Bounder struggled madly in the
grasp of the Famous Five. .

“Will you clear off, Smithy?"”
rapped Harry Whatton.

* You rotter—mol I'I]—*

“Take him home " said Bob.

The Bounder, swung off his fect, was
whirled out into the Remove passage.

A dozen fellows there burst into a
laugh at the sight. Atill resistin
fiereely, Vernon-Smith was whirle
along the passage to the door of Study
No. 4—his own study. DBob Cherry
kicked the door open, and the Bounder
was carried bodily in.

Tom Redwing, his studymate, was
there, making toast for tea at the study
fire. He stared round in amarement
at the sight of the struggling Bounder
whirling into the study.

“What—-"" ho

i | .
“The lLittle mangs ﬁt hiz dear litila ;

temper,” grinned Boh. “We've
brought him home to keep him out of
mischief. You'd better sit on his head,
ﬁq?. and keep him quiet till he gets

Bum%‘;
The Bounder landed on his expensiva
study carggt.

Harry Wharton & Co. crowded ont
of Study No. 4, Bob slamming the door
after him. They went down the pas-
sage to Study No. l—quite ready to
deal with the Bounder if he turnes up
there again.

But Bmithy did not turn up. He did
not want to be carried home again.

B v

YHE THIRD CHAPTER.
Wun Lung is Too Funny!

HERE the dick i 5
“W P the dickens is my pen

Harry Wharton ran his
hands through his pockets.

There were eeven fellows to tea in

Study No. 1. The Famcus Five wera

all there—and 8kip, who was new an

uite friendly terms with the chums of

the Remove, and generally tea’d with
them-—and Wun Lung.

In the present state of the Bounder's
temper, little Chinee was anxious lo

tve him a wide berth, and he cheer-
ully accepted an invitation to tea in the
study. Poached eggs and toast had
been disposed of, and a jar of jam,
newly brought in from the school shop,
stood on the table and had to be epencd.
For which reason Harry Wharton felt
in his pocket for his penknife, to cut the
string that surrounded the jar. And he
did not find it

“All right—I've got one!” zaid Bob
Cherry.

“Yes—but where the dickens i
nune ?* exclaimed the captain of the
Remove., “I had it this afternoon to
sharpen a pencil—and I know I put it
back in my pocket.”

“Feel in another pocket!” suggesied
Nugent.

“1've felt in all of them.
blow it 1”

Skip gave a little start, and coloured.
And, as he did so0, the eves of tho other
fellows turned on him—except Wun
Lung’s. The littla Chince sat sedately
eating toast, his slenting eyes cast on
his plate,

The flush in Skip’s face deepened to

“Look ‘erc!” he said.

: “¥ou blokes
don’t think—->*"

“Don’t be on ees!” said Harry,
But he looked startled.

It's gone,

. orimsomn.

That penknife of his was not of the
commaon or garden variety, so to speak.
It was & present from his uncle, and had
a solid stlver handle, and was of some
value. And it had been in his jacket
pocket, which contained several other
articles that wera still thera—such as a
%em:il,_ an indiarubber, and a letter.

hat it could have fallen out seemed

im
had fallen out.
harton knew, in fact, that it had
not and could not have fallen out. But
it was gone.
wre was a deep silence in the study
for a few moments.
3kip's face was burning.
. If any article was mysteriously mise-
ing from a fellow’s pocket when the
former pincher was present, it seemed
:mp?smb @ to draw any conclusion but
one
That conclusion, however, the chums
of the Remove were extremely unwilling
to draw—in fact, they refuszed to draw

ssible—especially as nothing elee

it

Like the other fellows, they had
hardly believed at first, that H.Ffellu-w
who had once been a professional pick-
pocket, could, and would, change his
ways completely. Even when they came
to believe it, their faith had been
severely shaken by the dizcovery that
2kip had in his possession a gold locket
mnt-&m:n% a photograph which, ke
declared, had always been hiz—which it
was not casy to believe,

Yot they had, at lest, taken his word
about that—{for a rather illogical reason,
certeinly—he had risked his lifa to fish
Bessie Bunter out of the river; and they
wera not going, if they could i'ualp it, ta
mmk badly of a fellow who had dena

at

They were, in fact, irritated by the
Bounder’s declared belief that a leopard
couldn't change its spotz—and that Bki
was the esame pincher that he hm?
always been—and that his reform was
all humbug, from beginmng (o end.

But now—

Bkip's erimson face paled, as le
looked from one te another. He had
geen that silver penknife often enough
in Wharton’s hand—and he knew that it
was valuable. And it was missing from

a pocket | i ] o
“I ain’t done it 1 said Skip, in a low
volce. "“On my davy, you blokes, I

ain't! I knows what you can't “elp
thinking—but I ain’t [

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath.
\What 1t looked like, was only too clear;
but he was steadinstly yezolved to take
no heed of what it looked like.

“Wea've taken your word, Bkip!” he
said. I don't, and can't, believe that
vowve been pulling our leq all this
time. Goodness knows what's becoima
of that dashed penknife; but nobady
here believes that you've touched ik
Wash it out I¥ .

“Hear, hear [ said Bob Cherry.

“I ‘opa as you can believe in me”
muttered Skip. "I was a pincher, right
encugh, when Mister Coker picked me
up, and I stopped Jimmy the Rat from
cracking his put. But I promised 'un—
and I promized 'is aunt, when she =pnt
me 'ere—and 1 promised the 'Ead aud
Mr, Quelch—that I never would pinch
no more—and I ain't pever done it
Vou know that time voung Smith
missed hiz wallet, and a lot of the
blokes thought it was me—and it turned
up in his study arter. On my davy, 1
amn't touched that penknife.™

“Paszed unanimously 1” said Bob.
“It will turn up somewhers, Jike
Smithy's wallet did. I'll open the jam
~I've got & pocket-knife here,”



Bob groped in his pooker tor his
pocket-knife.

_As he did 20, an extracrdinary expres-
gton came over his face.

He drew from his pocket, not the ng,
bheavy, horn-handled pocket-knife ha
usually kept there, but a small, hand-
pome, silver-handled penknife.

In utter amazement, he held it up.

His friends stared at it as blankly as
Bob Cherry.

“That's wour penknife,
gasped Bob.

“That's mine™ agreed Harry.
*What the dooce 2

Wharton i
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eves dancing. “ Li'll jokee 'long moe—
makee you langh plentee too muech.”
“You bagged my penknife, and stuck
it in Bob's pocket!” roared the eaptain
of the Remove.
“What von tinkee®” grinped Wun

Lmng. “Velly funnee!”

“an& where's my pocket-knife®™
roared Bob.

“'Long pockee blong  Johnnee ™

chuckled Wun.

“What?" gasped Johnny Bull.

He pgroped in hiz pocket—and
dragged into view Bob's well-known big
pocket-knife,
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Bunter did not step out before the Form. To the

him. * Bunter,'’ sald the Remove master grimly,
letter this morning ? ™
“It—it—it was in my pocket!”

stuttered Bob. * My pocket-knife seems
to be gone—and—and your penknifo was
there instead i

“Smoky ‘addocks!” pgasped Bkip.
“Bomebody's been larking with you
blokes t"”

Bob Cherry gave a vell.

“Wun Lung!™

% hat ™

“That fatheaded Chinee!” roared
Bob. “This is one of his Chinese

jokes [V

“Oh, my hat!”

“Wun, vou ass—"

“Wun, you young razeal—"

Every eve furned on Wun Lung's litile
vellow fuce—which now wore a cheery
EELT.

They all understood now. Wun, who
was uscominonly elever at conjuring
and sleight-of-hand Lricks, could pick a
pocket almost as skilfully as Bkip him-
eolf, Ic was far {rom being the first
time that he had played such tricks, 1L
wae exactly in accord with Wun's weird
sente of bumour to puzzle fellows by
changing:the penknife and the poclet-
knife into different fellows' pockets.

He chuckled cheerfully.

“Allee light!™ he said, his slanting

The juniors stared at it—and at Wun
Lung.

Skip, whose fivst experience this was
of the Chinese junior's trickery, blinked
at him,

“My *at!” he said. “My bloomin'
*at T Why, o feller must be batehy to
play tricks like that! Blokes might set
him dewn to be g blooming piocher 1"

“Vollv  funnce—what you tinkee?"
grinned Wan Lang.

Joltiny Ball roze to his fect.  Wun,
with his peenliar sense of humour, might
think that it was very funny. Johnny,
Iaving found ancther fellow's property
surreptitiously  introduced into his
packet, did not congider it funny at all.
Hiz faee was grinn.

“I don't know what wou fellows
think,” he =aid; “but I think that o
zsilly nzs who plavs fricks like that wants
thrashing., We might have fancied thab
poor old Skip had been at it again—I
own np I jniﬁ.‘ nearly did. And it was
that blithering heathen all the time,
playing his potly practieal jokes”

Wun Taomgz gave a8 yell of alarm as
Johnny Bull grasped him by the collar,
and jerked him off his chair.

“FTou no whackee this

pool  Till

5
Chinee I he  yolled,  “2Alakee velly
funnee jokeo——*

"TI'm not img to whaek you,
mad young iwdiet!” =aid Johnny H

rimly. “But I'm jolly well going to
ﬁ::mt vou—hard 1

And, with o twist of hiz mnscular
arm, Johnny Bull whirled the Chinea
out of the study.

Harry Wharton hall-rose—Dbut he sab
down again. Nearly—very nearly—the
chums of the Remove had come to sus-
pecting Skip of reverting to pinch.
ing. If ever an unthinking practical
joker desorved to be whopped, Wum
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fat junlor’s intense annoyance and surprise, Mr. Quelch’s eye turned on
“ were you present whon Vernon-Smith took a banknote from his father’s
“ [—1 don't remember, sir ! ** stuttered the fat Removlie.

Tamg did=—and there was no doubt of
that. 8o the Co. sat tight, while Johnuy
Bull swung the sguealing little Chines
through the study doorway, Janded him
in tho passage, and planted a boot on
him there—hard and heavy.

Johnny's boot landed with what a
novelist might have ealled a dull, sicken-
ing thud—and the yell that came from
Wun Lung awoke all the echoes of tho
Hemove passage, as ho flow,

Jolirmy drew baek his foot for another
—lmt he had no time for another. Wun
Tang, velling, flew up the passage; and
Johnny Bull stepped back into Study
Noa. 1, and slammed the deor.

“That's that I he remarked.

To which his chums nadded assent,

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Whops for Wun Lung !
uTHAT cad—ibat outsider—that

rotter——"'
Herbort Vornon-8mith scemod
to bite off the words, rather
ihan ntter them. The Bounder's teanper
was olways o little unreliable, but
seldom or never had he been in so black
and batter a rage.
I'ng Macnekr Taenwny.—No. 1,551
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Tom Redwing made no reply. Tlis
face was clouded as ho s&t at tea in
Study No. 4, listening to the Bounder's
ynending tirade.

Chums as they were—and loyal chums
—Redwing and Smithy agreed in fow
matters—on most subjects their opinions
and feelings were as wide as tha poles
asunder. And in his hittér feud with
tho new juninr in the Remove, Bmithy

had neither sympathy nor support from

his studymate.

Ho had, in fact, no support in the
Nemava at all. The fact that fellows
like Harry Wharton & Co. and Lord
AMauleverer had taken up the waif of
Slummeock’s Alley was cnough for most
of the Form, Fellows who did not
epocially want his company were ready
to be civil to him, and to forget what ho
had heen before e came to the school.
Bmithy might have dona the same, but
for the bitter remembrance of perzonal
grudges. But he chose to think that he
alonn knew the fellow as ho really woas—
Lo alone was not taken in by him,

“The cad=—iha rolter—the ourl”
Smithy went on. And as Hedwing stood
vilent, ho glared at him aggressively
across the table. He was in a mood
1o guarrel with friend or foe—anyone
who camo to hand, in fact! “You
rather like that pickpocket from the
slums—what 1" )

“1 don’t dislike him,” said Redwing,
driven to specch at last, “and I don't
zng why you'ra so down non the chap,
Jmithy. Why she dickens can’t you
keep your distance from him, and leave
him alone 7

“I'm gomg to show him up, before
I'm done with him 1"

“There's nothing te show up,™ said
Redwing. * Even if the follow woa no
netter than you think, ho wouldn’t bo
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fool encugh to break out and get turfed
cut of the school. Wou mada an idiotic
mistake, accusing him that time Buntex
hid wvour wallet in the sludy—that
ought to be 2 lesson to you,”

“0h, don't be a fool 1

“The kid's eivil and paaceabls
enough, if you'll let him be. I've heard
that you got a gang of Higheliffc fellows
to help you rag him, on Courtfield
Jommon, one day last week——"

“I did 1" sneered the Bounder., * And
next time that old cat, Bullivant, from
Cliff House, won't come harging in to
help him, We were giving hiin o high
old tim?? when that old cat came along

“1If that's how you're t(,'mng* to speak
of the gamcsmistress of CLIF House,
Bmithy—>" )

“That's it, exactly! Don't you Like
it 7" snecred the Bounder., i

“No, I don’t; and I won't listen to it,
either 1" snapped Redwing, and, leaving
his tes unfinished, he rose from tho table
and walked out of the study.
h_'l‘hus:r Bounder cast o black leok after

1Mmnl.

TIndoulitedly, thera would have been
a “row?™ had not Hedwing left the
study; but perhaps a row would have
been rather a relief to the Bounder,

Smithy was, in {act, in an extremely
disgruntled state these days. Not only
hia feud with Skip, of which he had had
the worst all along the line, but other
matters combined to irritate his angry
tomper.

Owing fo Mr. Prout, tha master of
tho Fifth, picking wp o note from a
vacing man infended for Bmithy, the
black sheep of the Hemove had been
within measurable distance of the
Hapelk,” He bad pocovered that note
before it could be handed to his Form-

Dick Lancaster, idol of
Greylzinre, & erackaman |
It's & big shock for Harry
Wharton when be makes
the senaational discovery.
But the knowledge apells
danger for Wharton—
dapger from Lancaster's
geng of crooks. You will
ba thrilled throughout
this great back-

length yarn. Don't
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master, but he had been throcugh o very
anxious time Hrst. Then he had seid
out to make *0ld Pompoua * sit up for
what he was pleased to consider hia
meddling—with the result that he had
bagged & Head's ﬂﬂgﬁing.

Even that was not all, For that nota
from Bill Lodgey had contained =
“tip,” straight from the horse’s mouth
—s0 excellent a * tip™ that the Bounder
had been tempted to “put his shirk ™
on itl Like so many wonderful tips,
it had gone wrong, and Smithy had loss
hia shirt | :

He had gone in deep—with dizastrous
results.  Generally the most wealthy
fellow in the Remove, Smithy waa now

short of money.

Money bulked largely in the
Bounder’s mind. It was unusual and
extremely disagreeable to him to be

thart of that necessary article,

Not enly was money tight, but he
owed more in cortain Eluartm‘s than he
could conveniently sctile—another new
and disagrecable experience for him,

To be dunned by & shady, shifty black-

uard like Bill Lodgey was really more
than the Bounder could etand with
patience,

But he had to stand it il new funds
arrived—and he was 13 anxzious expecta-
tion of a letter from his pater, with a
special tenner in it—and if Mr. Vernon-

mith did not cough up that tenner,
praspecta were very unpleasant for the
sporting man of the Remove,

He had been tramping in the foggy
uad that day, thinking over iis
nancial diffieulties, when Wun Lung's
bundle of crackers mada him jump
almost out of his skin, And he had not
even had the satisfaction of whopping
tha Chinece junior. Harry Wharton
& Co. had stopped him, in the Rag, and
Blip had :sh:tggrzd him in Stedy Ne, 1
—vith the addition of handing him o
whopping |

Now Redwing, fed up with his evi)
teaper, had left him to himseli—and
hia temper, which was not asgreeable
COmpany.

In the blackest of moods, the Bounder
kicked aver his chair end paced up and
down the study, hiz handa thrust into his
pockets and a scow] on his face,

Skinner and Sneop passed the open
doorway and glanced in at him—but the
look on Bmithy's facea was enough for
!'!u::]'rl1 and they passed on to their own
siudy.

Tired, ot last, of his own disagreeabla
company, the Bounder stepped out of
the study, to go down to the Rag.

Unluckily, it was just then that Wun
Jung, escaping from Johnny Bull's boot,
flew up the Remove passage, coming
along at top speed. . ;

Bmithy stepped out just in time to
meet him as he flew past Study No, d.

Where was a <ora az the flening
Chinese hurtled 1nto him.

Vernon-Smith, with a gasp, staggered
two or three paces along the passage,
while Wun Luug, spinning from the sud-
ﬂt‘-n shock, stumbled over and sat on the

AOT,

“h elikey 1" pasped Wun,

“You—you—you—"  gasped
Bounder.

“Me velly sollyi” sguealed Wun
Tung. “Me no see you conmey oub of
studee——" ]

The Bounder's grasp was on him the
next moment. : :

With a single swing of his_arm_he
=ont the littla Chineso spinmng into

tha

Study Na. 4. o .
Ha followed him in. That collision
in the Remove passago waa a sheer acei-

dent, but the angry Bounder was not
in a mood to make allowsnce for
pocidents. The reckless young ass who



had piiched a bundle of fireworks al him
in. the foggy quad had rushed into him
and knocked him over, and if Smithy
had been disposed to forget the first
offence—which he was not—the second
would have been encugh for him, in
his present temper.

He grabbed a ruler from the table
with one hand, and grabbed Wuon Lung
by the neck with the other.

“Now, you checky young cad
panted.

Wun Lung, velling, was twisted over
a chair,

The ruler in the Bounder's vight hand
rose and fell with loud and heavy
swipes. )

Swipe, swipe, swipe!

Wun Lung kicked, and relled, and
struggled. But he was powerless in the
Hounder's strong grasp. )

Pinned down on the chawr in a grip
he could not resist, he had to take the
swiping, and it came down hard and
heavy. )

Swipe, swipe, swipe !

“Ow! Qooogh! Ow! Yon lettec
go " yvelled Wun Lung., * ¥You no whop
tnis pool I'ill Chinee!l Mea velly solly!
Yoo-hooop !” _

Swipe, swipe, swipe !

The Bounder laid on the ruler hard
and fast,

Wun, who was as fall of tricks a= a
monkey, had been whopped for them,
often enough. But he had never had a
whopping like this.

Swipe, swipe, swipe!l

Even Loder of the Sixth had never
laid on the ashplant as the angry
Bounder laid on the ruler.

Wun velled and howled frantically.

“What the doore 13 goin’ on here?”
Tord Mauleverer looked into the study.
“By gad! Smithy, vou brute, stop that
at once 1" ]

Without waiting for Smithy to stop,
Mauleverer caught him by the shoulders
and flung hun aside.

Wun Lung, wvelling, squirmed loose,
darted out of the study, and scuttled
pway up the passage.

“¥ou cheeky fool!” roared the
Euﬁnder. as he staggered against the
wall.

“You rotten bully!” retorted MMaule-
VETer.

For a moment the Bounder looked
like springing at his cool and con-
temptuous lordship. ' But even Smithy
realised that he had, perhaps, laid it
on a hittle tos hard, and that it was time
ke was interrupted.

“{Fet out, vou fool[” he muttered,

Lord Mauleverer stepped out into the
passage, and the DBounder savagely
slammed the door after him. More than
half-ashamed of the outburst of evil
temaper, of which the hapless little
Chince had been the victim, the Bounder
wag left alone again—as disgruntled
and dismal & fellow as eny within the
walls of Greyiniars School,

" he

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not a Treasury Note !
HI BAY, vou fellows, is there one for

LR T

me ¥
Billy Bunter asked that
question, with an anxious, fat

face, in break the following morning.
when a crowd of fellows gathered round
the rack for letters.

K% Expectmﬁ a postal order, old fat
bean T asked Rob Cherey.

“The fact iz, I am ! said Bunter. "1
think I mentioned to you fellows that
I wos expecting a postal order———"

“You did " grinned Peter Todd.

“The didfulness was  terrific [”
chuckled Hurrce Jamset Bam Singh.

EVERY SATURDAY

“I zecm to have heard something of

the  sort.”  remarked  Boeb  Cherry
thonghtfully, “It sounds sort of
familiar.”

*“Ha, bha, ha!"'
~ I say, you fellows, you might look
if there's o letter for me,” squeaked
Bonter,  “You know I'm a bit short-
sighted. T say, 13 that one for e ?”

“That's for Bmithy, fathcad!™

“Look here, are you sure it's for
Smithy ! Hand it down to me and I'll
Lo,

“Ass! It's Bmithy's Y

“You hand it down to me, Skinner,
and——" x

“My dear porpoise, I'm not going
to help you  pinch Smithy's remit-
tances.

“Beast! I say, Wun Lung, you hand
it down ol

“No tinkee! That lettee blong
Smithy.””
. "You rotten heathen! I dare say
it's for me all the time!" vapped
Bunter. “If it's for Bmithy, I'll take

it to him. I knoew he's hard up, and
he'll be glad {o get it if there's s re-
mittance 1n it. I sav, Skip, hand that
letter down to me, will you ¥

“No, nor I won't!” answered Skip.
“¥ou let another bloke's letters alone,
you fat Howl I*

“Think I'd pinch it?" hooted Bunter.
“I'm not a pincher, if you are!l”

“1f you're asking for & binge on the
boko—" began S8kip wrathfully,

“ Beast 17

“Halle, hallo, hallo! One for you,
Smithy 17 called out Bob Cherry, as the
Bounder cante along.

The Bounder nodded and took down
the leiter.

It was addressed to him in his father’s
hand, and wasz cvidently & reply to his
request for cash, There was a shade
of anxicty on the Bounder’s face as he
slit the envelope, It was rather a
serious matter for him if the expected
“tenner ¥ was not there,

But 1t was there. Mr. Samuel
Vernon-S8mith, as vsual, had played up;
it was very seldom that he failed to do
=0 in such matters~~which was not,
perhaps, wholly for Smithy's good, for
the uses to which he put his ample
supplics of cash were often far from
creditable.

A good many fellows ﬁlanced at the
Bounder as he drew a folded ten-pound
Bank of England note from the letter.

It was like the Bounder to draw it
out in the sight of anyone who might
happen to lock. He planced round first
to ascertain that no master was in sight
—such “tips *’ as ten pounds at a time
not being permitted in the junior Forms

if the beaks became aware of them.
Smithvy  would not have liked Mr.

Quelch’s eve to fall on that tenner. Bub
he was quite willing for other eyes to
fzll on 1t—in fact, ']gm kept the note In
hiz hand for & moment or two so that
it could be scen by less-fortunate
fellows,

At which some of the fellows smiled.
while Billy Bunter’s eyes and spectacles
fixed longingly on the ten-pound note,

“ 1 say, Smithy, shall I come with you
to change it?” asked the Owl of the
Remove eagerly.

Vernon-Bmith  did net frouble o
answer that question. He had no in-
tention of changing his banknote at tho
school shop: it was due to Mr. Lodgey,
at the Three Fishers. Neither would
he have desived Billy Bunter's assist-
ance 10 any ense,

With a caveless air he thrust the
banknote into hi: jacket pocket—as
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carelessle as anv oiher feliow might
have put away a halfpenny—and walked
ot infto the guad to read the letter thar
had come with it.

Wun Lung's slanting eyves ware on
him curionsly as he went; the little
Chineo followed him into the guad.

“Swank 1 grunted Billv Bunter, “1
say, vou fellows, the way that chap
gnows off his rotien money o

“Wish I had a tenner to swank
with ! sighed Bob Cherry., “ Nothing
for me, but o litile note.”

“0h ! Billy Bunter was interested at
onee. i

“A pound note’

Bob laughed.

“No fear ™

“Well, oven o fer-bol note ain't =o
bad " said Bunter. * Every little helps.
Of ecourse, vou wouldn't expect remnt-
tances like I got as your people are
poor——"'

“You fat ass!"’

“0Ol, really, Cherrs! Nothing to be
ashamed of in being poor, you know,”
sald Bunter encouragingly. “We can'c
all be wealthy., If evervbody was as
rich as my pater, where would the
money come from '™

“It wouldn't need a lot? remarked
Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Yah!” retorted DBunter elegantly.
“I say, Cherry, old chap. if you don't
happen to want that note specially at
the moment-—"

“1 don't,” said Bol.

“Well, look here™
cagerly, “1 was expeciing a2 postal
order for exaptly ten bob. I =zay, old
chap, suppose wou let me have your
note, and take the neatal order when
it comes? It's the same thing really.”

“The samefulness is not terrific,”
grinned Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“¥You shut up, Inky! I say, Cherrr,
old chap, my postal order will be hora
this afternoon, absolutely certain—"

“Bure?” asked Bob.

“Safe as houses!" declared Bunter.
“It's from one of my titled relations,
you know. I sav, vou let me have that
note, and I'll hand you the postal ordee
the minute it comes——" _

“Oh, all right!” said DBeb, putting
his hand inte his pocket.

“You blithering ass ™ gasped Johnng
Bull, staring at hum blankly., *“ Ave you
going to chuck your note away @™

“Oh, reslly, Bull—" :

“It's all right,” said Bov, “1 shan't
lose on 1f——"

“Think that postal order wili come,
vou fathead? Igum't that fat ass been
making out for whole terms that it's

coming 3

“You shut nup, Bull!” exclaimed
Billy Bunter warmly, *I say, Cherry,
old chap, don't vou mind him——"

“1 won't!” said Bob. “ You can have
niy note, old fat marn: ond don'i forget
to harnd me that postal order when 1k
comes,” N

And Bob Cherry placed a paper in
Bunter's eagerly outstretehied fal handa,

Bunter blinked at if.

“What's that*” he siaticred,

Ay note !

“That ain't a curreney note

“ Who said it was?”

“1la, ha, Lha!” velled the juniors, os
they looked at the “note ™ in Bz
Bunter’s grubby fut paw.

It was o note: there was o doubt
about that. But it bore very little re-
sornblance fo a Treasory note. Ip was
g tvpewritten note, with o printed
heading, and it van:

Tue Macxer LispipY.~2No. 1,531,
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¥ Messrs, Joneas & Co.
Bootmakers,
Courtfield.

R. Cherry, Eza.

Prear Bir,—The boots left with us for
n‘:ﬁair ara now completed, and may be
called for any time that is convenient

0 you, _
Yours faithfully, Jomes & Co™

Billy Bunter blinked at that note,
with his little 1'ﬂu*|11:l eyes almost pop-
ping through his spectacles. The

juniors howled with langhter.

“1 hopo that postal order will turn
up this afternoon!”™ said Bob Cherry
gravely. “Don't forget that it belongs
to ma when it comes, Bunter.”

“Ha, ha, hal” )

And tha Famous Five, chuckling,
walked out into the quad, leaving Billy
Bunter blinking at the note with an in-
furiated bhnk that maght almost have
cracked his spectacles.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Matchless !

i ON'T shove I snapped 8kip.
The bell was ringing for
third =chool, and the Remove
. _fellows gathered at the door
of their Form-roon,

Vernon-Smith  did not, perhaps,
Exmﬂhg intend to “shove ¥ the fellow he
waa pleased to regard with ecorn and
dislike, but Skip was in his way as he
came ap the corridor, and the Bounder's
clbow pushed him out of it .

With contemptuous indifference to
Skip’s  remonstrance, the Hounder
walked on without even looking at him,

Bkip's eyes flashed. He made a step
after the Bounder as he passed and
barged into his back, sending him rock-
ing towards the opposite wall,

“"Ow you like it1” hs jeeved.

Smithy staggered agamnst the wall;
then, with a blaze in his eyes, he
turned on Skip. Twice the Bounder
had tried it on with his fists with Skip,
and twice he had been hﬂpelESE{}y
beaten, but he was always ready to try
“Tom Redwi ht him by th

O whg caught hnn a arm
and dragged h%m back. b

“Chuck i, you fathead!’ he ex-
claimed. *“Quelch will be here in a
minutg—-="

“Let go my arm, you fool !*

“Btop it, Smithy, you ass!" ex-
claimed Horry Wharton. “Da you
waut to start a scrap under Quelch’s
nose i

“Do rou think I'm gﬂing to let that
low cad barge me over?” roared the
Bounder furiously, .

“You barged hin first——0?™"

“Oh, shat up! I'll jolly well—*

“'Ware boaks!™ called out Squiff, na
the tall, angular figure of Mr. Quelch
appeared at ihe end of the corridor.

And as the Remove master came up
fo the spet the Bounder controlled his
temper, contenting himself with giving
Skip & dark and threatening look—
which did not disturb 8kip’s equanimity.

Puring third schoeol the Bounder was
looking™ vather less disgruntled than of
late, Thot “tevmer ® from his million-
aire ‘]j::pter solved the most pressing of
his difficulties, and he was chiefly
anxigus to get it to Bill Lodgey, to liqui-
date his debt to that frowsy gentleman.

As that day was Wednesday, the after-
noon was & half-holiday at Greyiriars,
which gave Bmithy an easy opportunity
of getting out of bounds, and calling to
ses his sfm*hng friend at the Three
Fisghers. It was true that he was
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wanted for foothall, but Soccer had to
take a second place in the Boundei's
sparting affzirs,

Smithy was thinking 2 good deal more
of thosa sporting affairs than he was
thinking of the iustruction he was
recerving  from Mr, Quelch. Other
fellows 1n the Form were, perhaps, not
giving their whele and concentrated
attention to Roman history. The near
approaeh of the Fifth of November, in
fact, interested quite & lot of fellows
more than the reipns of MNero and
Clandins.

On the great and glovious Fifth there
was gomg to be a great and glorious
celebration, and preparations were
glready being made for the great date,

Wun Lung wes for from being the
only fellow in the Remove who loved a

big bang,” and despite the strict rule
laid down on the subject, fireworks were
alveady in the possession of some of the
juniors,

Bob Cherry, in fact, had a suspicious
bulge 1n his jacket pocket, which his
friends hoped wmﬂcfﬂ not catch the
glm!ﬁtrage of Mr, Quelch.  They had
?ﬂ:n}ly, ut firinly, restrained Bob from
etting off crackers and squibs in break,
and weve prepared to restrain him as
%&u}]y a3 possible, but quite firmly, from
etting them off after thivd school—at all
avents,  within

* of
Greyfriars,

When the Remove was dismissed that
morning, Harry Wharton made s sign
to his friends, and they surrounded Boh
as he went out into the quad,

“Come along to tha Cloisters, you fel-
lows,” said Bob cheorily. “Out of sight
th‘a;re, you know, to let off the crackers,”

Out of hearing, too?” asked Harry
Wharton.

“0Oh, never mind that ¥

“But we do mind, fathead! The pre-
fects are still inquiring who let off the
crackers in the fog yesterday, and if
they spot that idiotie little Chinee, he
will get six. Chuok it 1?

Wit forThe Fifth, fathead i

a1k for the Fifth, fathead ! said
Johnny Bull,

“Rats " retorted Bob. “Let's trot
out of gates, if you fellows are so fear-
fully nervous.”

“0Oh, all right !”

“Come on, Bkip! Hallo, halle, hallo |
Coming, Smithy 7" bawled Bob, as the
Baounder eame out.

“Eh, wherei™ asked Vernon-Sinith,
logking round,

“ Friardale Lane—to lot off some fire.
works."

“"Fathead !"” enapped the Bounder,
and he walked on.

With his sporting zpeculations, and
the resultant worry, on his mind, Smithy
was in no mood for fireworks.

“What 1 like about Bmithr.” said
Bob, * 13 his pohished manners. Chester-
field was a dud to him. Come on, yon
men |*?*

The Famous Five and Skip walked
out of gates together. The fog of the
previons day had cleared off, and there
was a gleam of wintry sunshine in a
grey sky. They walked in a cheery
erowd down the lane as far as the stile,
which was a safe distance from the
school.

On the stile, which gave access ta the
footpath throngh Friardale Wood, a
inan sat, with his back to the road.
Tho =moke of a cigarette curled up in
the clear air. The man did not notice
the eschoolbovs passing 1 the |ane
behind him; but they noticed him, and
as Bob was about to halt his friends
barged him onward.

the precineis

“Look here, this iz all right!"
growled Bob. He was cager to got
going,

“Do you want to make that sports-
man jump, a3 Wun did Smithy yester-
day, and fall off the stile, faihead!
Come farther on 1"

“Ch blow I’ said Bob,

But he went on with his friends, and
the stile and the man sitting on it were
left behind. Then Bob at last was
allowed to produce his fireworks.

Having produced them, Le felt in his
pocket for matches. His hand came out
i.-mp‘?‘
= ho's got a maich?” he inquired.

‘Haven't you, asai”

“MNo, fathead! Haven't youi”

Bob had not thought of matches befora
he started, and lis friends were not
suppi!_:ed "n'l-'itliil them.

“You silly asses!” hooted Bob.
. L{%{v?ﬁ gi::u &_nmti:h,‘fﬁkiq?” -

Mot a blooming lucifer [” said 8ki
shakm%- his head.g P

“Well, you fellows are = lot of silly
asses, and no mistake I exclaimed Bob,
greatly  exasperated, “Here we'va
walked half a mile, and not o mateh to
be had. How are we going to let of
crackers without & mateh
. " Fcho answers how !™ grinned Frank
N“Eicl?t‘h ful

“The howfulnecs is terrific ! chuckled

the Nabok of Bhanipur,
“Pity Smit!ﬁ didn't eome,” said
Johony Bull, ¥ He's always got matches,
and smokes, too, if you want them,
We've got neither.”

“Of all the dummies!" hooted Bob.
“0Of all the blithering fatheads——"

“I don’t think we're the fatheads,™
said Harry Wharton, langhing. “Chap
who bri the firaworks might really
think of the matches ”

_ “We could get matches easily enough
in gates. If you fatheads hadn't
mil’f: L'E out of gates, I should have
got—r-:

“A whopping from Quelch (™

““Ha, ba, hal" i

“I should have got some matches.
Now what are we going to do?” howled
Bob. “Walk half & mile with thosa
dashed fireworks, and walk back again
with them #*

““Wot about walking on to the
village ¥ asked SBkip.

“We shouldn't be back for tiffin,”
answered Harry, “Now, if nobody’s
gob & mate -

*““That chap on the stile was smoking ;
he's got matches,” zaid Bob. *“Come
back, and let’s ask him for one”

“Oh, all righg t*

Tha juniors remembered that the man
they had passed on the stile had been
smoking a cigareite. Evidently he had
matchez—or, at all events, a light of
some sort. Bo they walked back along
the lane to the stile.

The man was still sitting there, his
back to the road, and still smoking. He
did not look round as the schoolboys
cams by again. But thiz time they
halted, and Bob addreszed him politely,

“Txeuse me, sivr]l Could you let us
have a match 1

The man looked round as he waa
addressed,

At the sight of his face the Famous
Five rather regretted that they had
pddrezsed him—even keen as he
was to get & match for his crockers.

From a back view they had seen only
& jecket and & cheek cap.  The man
was respectably drezsed, but Iz face
was most unpleasant to look at. Tha
loose lips, the reddened nose, the pasty
checks, the sunken eyes with a conning
shifty glitter in them, revealed to the
most casua eye a unsspent life of evil
salf-indulgence, Indeed, as he turped
his head, he breathed a whiff of spirits
that reached the juninre and made them
feel almost sick.



“#Eh, what?”® he said, staring at them.

Now that be zaw the man’s face, Bob
rogroetted that he had spoken to him.
Howovey, it was too late now, and he
did not wish to appear uneivil, even to
s man whoe was obviously & whisky-
soaked reprobate.

“We've gobt some fiveworks, but no
raatches,” zaid Bol. “If you'd let me
have 8 maich—"

The man interrupted him.  Ie had

lanced carelessly enongh at the Famonus

ive, but nz he saw Skip his sunken,
shifty eves fixed on the new boy in the
Hemove with stariled amazoement,

“Skip!" he oxclaimed.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Straight from the Shoulder !

e IKIP
The man repeated the name as
he jumped off the stile and stood

in the lane, staring blankly at

the waif of Greyviriars,

Skip made a backward step, s eves
on the evil faco.

“You " he breathed.

“You!" grinned fhe siranger. “Youl
Ekip E-n

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed from one
to the other in astonishment. They had
never secn that covil-faced man before,
but elearly Bkip had. fle knew the

9

i“',“” of the Remove, and Skin krew
1LETL,
l#wet

“Barpnesy 1™
vou deing ‘ere

“SBkip I exclaimed Harrr Wiarton.
“ What—who—"

But he did not need to ask. The pame
of “Barney ” enlightened him.

All the juniors E&d heard Skip sprak
of the roascally character Lie ecalled
“Barney the Binger —the rogus who
had ftramed him from hiz earliest Jasys
jo steal. This was Skip's old mcguainul-
ance from Slummeck’s Alley, :

The chums of the Hemove exchangor

mutlered Blkip.

BaE

(Continued or next page.)
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DON'T KICK WITH YOUR TOE !

HOPE that since my talk on ball
I control last week you have all been

hard at work practising and trying

ont the little tips I pgave you,
Porhaps some of you ¢an trap a ball
alrendy. I wish I could think of & way
of finding out how vou have all got on.
Let's hopa you haven't got into trouble
for wearing the toes of your boots out.
If you have, blame me.

Ay WAy, NowW We CaAn ﬁet. on to the
question of how to kick a football.
Perhaps that sounds a bit rilly, because
any boy can kick a ball almost as soon
as he can walk., That mav be so, but
I am talking abont kicking it properlv.
That's the difference.

If you have becn lucky enough to
get o pair of football boots, you will
have noticed that the toes of them are
made hard—soe hard that you probably
can’t push them in with yeur finger.
You may thinl that those hard toes are
put there to help you kick the ball
without hurting vourself. As a2 matter
of fact, they are not there for that
reason ab all, beeause in foothball you
don't kick with your toe,

The hard toes on the boots are put
there se that your tocs don't get hurt
if they are trodden on. The kicking of
the ball is done with other partz of the
foot, the sides and the instep—that is,
the part where the laces are

That probahly puzzles yon a bit, so
let me explain. If you kick a fooiball
with your toe you will find it awinlly
difficnlt to kick it straight. Dut if yon
kick it wilh tha side of vour hoot or
the instep, 16 will e mnch casicr to send
the ball where vou want it 1o go. Trey
it atudl see.

FPerhaps ii will fenl o Lif stranoe at
firzi, ot soom von will realize that this
is troe, And il yvon are still not eon-
vineed, waich a poml footballer next
fime von have the chance You will
lind theat he very seldom touches the ball
with the 1oe of Lizs boot—alwayz with
iiwe inztep or {he side. I onee heard a
story of a famonz fookballer whoe wore
ithe sama pair of bootz for six years,
The toez dudn’t wear ont ab all, but the
Ades had fo be repaiced about onee a
S00E0T,
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‘There are several ways of kick-
ing a foothall, but only one
RIGHT WAY ... as is clearly
pointed out in this interesting
and instructive article written
specially by the MAN WHO
KNOWS!

SHOOT LOW !

0 far vou have only tried trapping
S the ball with the bottom of your

foot., When you can do that

properly. try using the side of your
boot to trap it. And the same with
dribbling. Do that in-and-out-of-the-
sticks business without letting the ball
touch that hard toe on your boot—the
inside, the outside, or the instep, but
not the toe.

And now to the guestion of how to
kick the ball for passing and hard kick-
ing. I heliove I have told you already
that in foothall the ball should be kept
on the ground as much as possible. 16
iz not good football for the ball alwaxs
to be np in the air. 8o, even when you
are paszing the Dball, or kicking 1t a
long wav, you must tre to keep 1t low,
You can only do this by using the side
of the foot and the instep. As soon as
vor use yvour toe, ibe ball will go np
inte the air. And the same wilth shoot-
ing. A hard. low shot iz mmch more
difficuls to stop than one an the atr.

I remember going to a hig foothall

ronmid  onee whore ithe plavers were
ﬁﬂing sane shooiing practice.  Acress
the front of the goal was o lomg, low
form. I thought it wasz for the players
to =it on when they got tired, 1 was
soon told, however, that the players, as
well s shanting the ball info the goal.
had to get it under this form. In this
war they ware taughlt to keep their
shols Jow; and, of course, they were
doing  thie by  shooting  with  {heir
insieps, and not with ther toes,

8o how about this for o litlle exer-
cist when vou are plating in the sirect
wilh wour hallt Deaw a chalk line on
the wall about two feet frem the

ADCOACH

/

ground. Always keeping the ball under
thie line, kick it firat with the outsida
of your foof, then with the inside, and
then with the instep. SBee how many
times you. can go thmn%h in this order
without letti the ball go over the
line. That will be practice for twe
things at once—for kicking with the
sides and instop of your foot, and for
keeping the ball low.

USE BOTH FEET!

IERE'S just one more thing
abeut kicking—perhaps the most
important thing of all. I hawe

. 2 good mind to write it &ll in
eapital letters, so that vou will realise
how important it 13. You must be able
to kick a: well with one foob as you
can with the other, If you are right-
footed, you must learn to use your left
foot; if you arve left-footed, you moust
praclise and practise until you can kick
inst as well with your right. Nearly
every big football manager will tell you
that the first thing ho locks for when
trying out a young player is whether hie
ean kick with both feet. If he can’t, the
irial 13 at an end. The mansgers know
that if a boy i5 & * one-footer,” he can't
be 2 good footballer. So you really
must {ey to be a *twofooter,™ and the
sooner you start, the ecasier you will
find it.

I heard of a first-class footballer who
felt. that he couldn’t kiek quite so well
wilh his left foot as with kas right,
What did he do? When he went ont
fo practise he wore a foobtball hoot on
hiz left foot and a carpef slipper on his
right. Ile couldn't very well kick the
hard Lall with the carpot slipper, so he
had to kick it with the boot, which was
on hiz left fook. Ho hia left foot gradu-
ally goi sironger and :tronger. Not a
bad idea, that, was 1t ?

Anvway, when vou are praciising,
remembor to ?la' with your weak foot
tnore Lhan with tle strong one. Tt won't
roane easy all at once, but gradually vou
will be able to kick equally well with
hoth feet, and then you will lLave &
Enmi chance of becoming a real foob-
aller,
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vory uncemfortable glances, They had
taken up Skip and made the best of
him, but they had not bargained for
this. It bad never ogcur to them
that any other denizen of Slummock’s
Alley would ever furn np in the neigh-
bourhood of Greoyfriars, and it was

retty cartein that nothing of the kind
ga.-:l eeenrred to the Head, ;

SQkip looked startled and dismagyed.
That evil face scemed to come to hun
like a spectre from the pastk _

It was only a matter of wecks since
('gker of the Fifth had picked him up,
and Coker’s Aunt Judy had Efﬁfrmmlled
him in gratitude for his service to her
dear Hfﬁ*ncﬂ, and persuaded I}r l.ocke
to give him & chance at Greyiriars
Sehcol. But those fow weaks in lnz new
surroundings  had  wrought a  great
change in Skip. _

He had been & dishonest young rgnrrn'l
—but that that was due to his mignifous
traiming was certain, from the fact ihat
hie had mot only reformed, butb that o
had come to look back on his former
lifa with horror and disgust. Slowly,
but sutely, the views of decent fellows
on the suzblmt of pinching had pene-
trated his mind—and onea he unde-
stood, the change was complete,

Skip of the Remove was an ulterly
Qifferent  follow from the Bkip that
Horaee Coker had found in company
with “.Jimmy the Rat.” i

Hiz feeling of repnlzsion for the grin-

ning, eovil rascal before him, was as

strong as that felt by ITarry Wharton
& Co. -
«(Glad to see an old pal, Bkip!?

grinned Barney. “You fixed np o3 2
sehoolhoy—you gone to school ngmn?
Vou alwaye hated school, Skip! What's
the game?” oo

Skip locked round at his friends. The
colour flushed into his pale face.

“Yaou blokes don’t faney I knowed
this "ere blighter was about?” ha asked.
“ Yau don't think I wanted to sce “tm 27

“Oh 1" =aid Harry. “"Nol!” )

“Of conrse not ! said Bob, “And if
he's the Barney you've told us abowi,
the lesa you seo of nim, the belter™

“Pon't I know it?” said Skip, Iis
eyes gleamed at the dingy rascal. “ You
keep your distance from e, Barney!
You 'car !V

“You ain't got & word for an old
pal * asked Barney, with a leer.

“No, I ain't.” .

“Pyraps you belier!™ =aid Barney,
with a threatening noto in his voice.
“P's’aps you belter ask  your nobby
friends to walle on, and have o word
with an old pal.”’

Skip paused a moment.

“Vou blokes mind ¥ he asked slowly.

“We'll wait for youl” said Iiarry,
rathor curtly.

The Fameous Five walked up 1he lane,
rnd stopped ot a little distance, ont of
hearing, i .

Their faees were grim.  3kip, they
could sec, had not expected to meet
Barnev, and was dismayed at meoting
him. But il he had any idea of resum-
ing tha arquaintance of the man from
his old alley— )

“Now,” said 8kip, in a low wvoice,
when they wers gone, * wot you got to
say, Darney? (ot i short—1 got {o gob
back fo my school”

“ Greyfriara 7" prinned Rarney.

“Find out I snapped Skip.

“I'vo meen Cireyfriaras boya about,
sinea  I've  hoon  rusticating linwe,”
grinned Barney., “I never guessed you
were aue of them, Skip=hut I lnow tha
~chool colowva, Thai's a Greyiriars cap
vou've gobt on—mul your friends tha
E_&.nm..ﬂ

“Well, whak abond 1£3"

“1 don't know how yan’va worked it
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ta get into a hig Publia school like that,
Hkip1” zaid Bacney tho Binger. " You
waz always smsart! I ain't scen you
ginee you took up with Jimmy the Hat,
and torned me down! I've heard that
Jimmy’s been copped, and gone into the
stone Jjug. They ain't copped you, ik
gcems,

“They ain't!” raid Skip moodily.
* Nor you, Barney—though 1 fancy they
come near it, or you wouldn't be on tha
run.  Yon never went mto thl‘.:‘ COUADLEY
when I knowed vow, ‘cept when the
cpp;imrs was arter you, and you 'ad to
lie low for a bit.” )

“You'va got & good memary, Skip ™
snid Barney, eveing him curiously.

“Put what made you come ‘cre, blow
you " growled 8kip.

Barney grinned.

“Last I heard from Jimmy, ho lost
vou in ihis part of the country,” he
pnawered, " and you never came back to
toe alley.

“¥Fou mean you lween looking for
me T

“And now I'va found vou—Dlub you
ean strike me pink, if I expected to
find yon fixed up ab o school like Grey-
friars[” said Marney, chucklimg with
great amusemaont. ¥ How'd you work
that, Skip?™

“Find out!” growled Skip.

“Making a good thing of it, what?"
asked Barney., " You ain’t there for the
i—.i:iihm}‘!ing—nﬂt vou! You geiting rvich,
Slip ¥

Skip's oyos flashed.

“I'm o Greylfriars bloke now,” he
said, "I mot ithe same as the oilhor
Iaokes. There's an old lady pavs my
fees, 'cause I stopped Jimmy eracking
hor nephew’s nut, if you want to know.
T ain't & pincher now, Barney.”

“Tell me another 1V

“Believa it or not ™ sald Skip con-
termptuonsty. There was a. time,
Barney, when you made me pincl—and
gave me your buckle belt if I coma
hack empty-‘anded! Think yon econld
dn it now? T'ry it on, if yvou hke”

“You'vo got nothing to shara with an
old pal?” asked Barpey, wilh o sneor.

NIz

“Think again! TLike me to walk up
to vour school, and mention to the head-
master what old pals we are?

“The "sadmaster knows aa mumely fa
you could tell 'im, Barney, eauze I'vo
told him myself.”

Barncy winked.

“Your don't helieve that?”

“ Hardly 1"

“Tro the other thing, then!™ said
Skip., “Now, 1t seemms that you been
lngking for me, since you 'eard from
J imm{ the Rat—and now you've found
e, And yor'd like me to go on pinch-
ing, and 'anding over the =tulf, like I
nged to 83 & nipper in dlie alley, I get
yvou, Barney. Well, I aint a little
nipper now, and I amw’t afraid of your
buckle helt like I was—1 could 'andle
vou Barney, now, as easy as you "andled
ine in them days! And I'm telling you
straight, that that's jest exnetly what
I'm going to do, if you *ang about *ore”

Tho ovil ayes ghittered at hun.

“Vouwrn gong,” said Skip, “and
vou'vre going now! Yon am't going to
sprale not one more word to me before
vou go, neither! Yeu apen that ugly
mounth ¢f sourn jest once agin, befora
3,u1:-1 go, and I'll let you "ave it, "ot and
_I-ﬂ.l I:Jl!r

“Why, yon young—" hegan DBarney
in a sputter of rago.

e got ne further, Bkip was as good
as his word. His clenched fist came
with & crash, catching Darney the
Binger fu!l on the mouth, and sending
him staggering back to the stile,

“*Ave aucther, yon blighliec?”
alkin

said

them! TI'H alter wour fentures for you,
g0 that ithe coppers will "ave to get aut
a nao description, if they want you.
*Avo another T

Barncy the Binger did not reply in
worde. With his evil face flaming with
rage, ho sprong at the Greyfriars junior
like a tiger.

Skip, grinming savagely,
with right and left.

'The days were long past, wlhen he had
crouched under the buckle belt m
Barney's hand. He had the uppor
hand now—he could have handled two
or thren of tha whisky-sonked waster.
His right crashed, like & lump of iron,
inte the rascal’s face aml, a2z Barney
staggored, his left followed it up, with
a jolt on Barney's chin that lawd lum
flat on his back in the dust of Friardsle
Lang, .

The rascal lay panting and groamng,

skip glared down at him.

“TAve some more?” he snarloed.

A grooning oath was the only answer,
Barney the Binger made no attempt to
et on his feet. Ha lay groaning end
cursing and spitting with rege.

Bkip turned his back on him, walked
down the lane, and rejoined ithe Famous

mct him

I'ive,
They had watched that rather
startling seeng from a distance. They

smiled as Skip came up.. If they had
had any doubts about Skip’s footing
with his nld acquaintance from Slum-
mock’s Alley doubits woere dizmissed
when they saw Barmey go down under
liis erashing fista.

“I dona with that brute, you hlokes!”
said Skip. “"I'va barked my b]-:-aming
knuckles on his jawl I bet ho won't
want me to de it agin, though.”

“Probably not!” grinned Bob,
must be featfullﬁ' arg;r.ﬂ,eci:l,r,
Linow that he's erlouﬁh i

And the juniors walked back fo tha
scliool—Bob's erackers, still unea‘.EIodnd,
in s pocket. Still matchless, ho had
io leave the hang over till the after-
noon. Still, the walk had not heen
wholly for nothing—it had been quite an
cntertainment to seo Bk of the
Remaove handle Barney tho %Ingﬁrl

) “Tin
if he doesn't

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Sees It All'!

ERBERT VERNON-SMITIH
came out of the llouse after
dinner, and lounged away in
the direction of the hike-shed.

H:llt*rjr Wharton called to him in tho

I,

“Hold on, Smithy."”

The Rounder looked round, mnot
amiably. He had not forgotien how the
Famons Five had carried him home ta
his study, and dumped him iliere, thn
rovions day.  Smithy did st soon
t'm-get such cpisodes.

“Well, what?" he snapped.

“Footer this ofternoon, you know,”
said the captain of the Remove, taking
no notice of the Bounder's unpleasant
mamer. “1 suppose you haven't for-
gotten that we're playing Hohhy’s lot,
and that we kick off early.”

“TIl he back in time” BSmithy's
manner was o little more civil. Ha was
a keen foothaller, aud certeinly did not
waith to be left oub of ihe match wilh
ihe Bhell, “Only a =pn on  my
Lilg—"

“There's nob & Int of {ime to spars,
Smithy! Surely you can Jeave a spin
4l after {the gpame.”

“(Gates are carly now—I mightn't get
hack for lock-up. Look here, I've got
to o™ said tha Bounder brritably.

LHavry Wharton compressed his lips a

“1 pot zomo moro if you wanl litila,



He had seen Smithy's tenner that
morning—half the Remove had seen it,
for that matter., With n tenner in his

ocket, and a half-holiday in front of
ﬁim, he was well aware of the probable
thoughts in the mind of the black shee
of the Form. It was quite on the car
that Smithy was going to see some of

bis sporting friends—and that, once
aqm{rilg' them, Soccer might slip from his
mind.

_The captain of the Remove had neo
idea of keeping & game waiting, for &
fellow whe did not choose fo be on the

round in time, At the same time he
did not want fo lose his best wingor—
in & tough geme like that with Hobson
& Co. of the Shell.

The Bounder, easily reading
thougnts in his face, sneered,

“Don't be an ass!” he said. “I've
got to see a man—straight there and
steaight back. f you really want io
know, 1've got to poy an account before
trouble turns up.”

"0, rot 1™ said Harry., "I you're
going to Courtfield to pay an account, a
dozen fellows will be going that way
thiz afternoon, as it's a half-heliday—
and any one of them would do it for
vou™

The Bounder laughed.

“A dozen fellows won't he going to
the Three Fishers,” he said sardonieally.
“ At least, I hope not—fer the credit of
the Form.”

“8o that's
temptuonsly. :
“That's 18, if you want fo know.”
“1 don't! And I tell you plainly
that if you're late for the game you'rae
left out—and left cut of the Higheliffe
mateh next week, tooci” snapped the
captain of the Remova. “I'm fed-up
svith this kind of thing! You ought to
ba jolly well ashamed of yourself, and

Tou know if1"
“Any charge for the sermon?”
“0Qh, go end eat coke!” snapped

his

1t samid Harry, con-
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Wharton, and with a rufied brow he
walked awey to rejoin the Co.

The Bounder, shrugging his shoulders,
went on his way. But he came to a
middan etop as he dropped his hand into
his jacket pocket.

He stopped dead !

Hince he had slipped the ten-pound
note into that pocket in break that
morning he had not given it a thought.
MNovr that he was going out on his bike,
however, it orcurred to him to take it
out of the pocket and elip it into his
wallet=-and it gave him a startling
shock to fesl nothing in the pocket
when he groped for the banknote.

He caught hiz broath.

He had been about to siart for iha
Three Fishers—to pay Bill Lodgey his
accouni. Had he not felt in his pocket
just then, he realised that he would have
arrived with nothing for Mr. Lodgey !
The banknote was gone.

His first feeling was one of intensze
axasperation.

What the dickens had boromoe of that
banknote? He could not possibly have
lost it. The pocket was safec enough.
Smithy rather liked to swank with n
banknote, shoving it with a careless air
into & ket like an old letter of no
value. nt his carelessness was merely
& pose—he was, in point of fact.
extremely careful with money, and he
would never have put a banknote into
H'nf‘? pocket where 1t was not perfectly
safa.

It had not dropped out—and he knew
it. Hea know that it could not. And,
knowing that, the next thought that
came into his mind was inevitable,

His pocket had been picked!

One moment's thought was enough to
make him certsmn of that! It did not,
in fapt, need thinking ount—he knew it,
23 n matter of course Only by the light
firigers of a pickpocket could that bank-
note have been removed.

“By gad!” breathed the Bounder,

Heo breathed hard, hiz cres gleaming,

Bill Lodgey would have to wait, after
all. He would have to get him on the
phone, somehow, and pacify him. That
could not be helped. And now—now he
had his enemy in the Lollow of his
hand |

He remembered, gquite clearly, that
Skip had been smong the crowd of
fellows in front of the letter-rack that
morning when he had taken the bank-
note from his father's letter. Bkip had
seen it, as well as a dozen other fellows.
And he recalled that collision in_the
Form-room

u5 going in to third
school. He lg:d aﬁ?ﬁﬁwﬁ

kip—and the
young scoundrel had made that mn
exouse for barging him—and picking his
pocket at the same moment.
Varonon-Smith had not the faintest,
shightest doubt of it. He saw it alll
kip had that ten-pound note. The
Bounder was az sure of it as if he Lad
geen it in the voung rascal’s hand.

For o full minute he stood; then he
walked back into the gnad, glanced
round for Harry Wharton and hurried
to him.

The Famous Five and several other of
the Remove footballers were chatting
togother. Bkip had gone up to Tis
study to put in a spot of swolting at
Latin—mtending to come out when the
mateh  started and join the ‘srowd
watching the game. The Remove foot-
hallers were, as & malter of fact, dis-
cussing the Bounder's action in going
onk  just before the match—when
Vernon-Smith unexpectedly reappeared
and joined the group.

“*Hallo, hallo hallo, herc’s Smithy 1
exclaimed Bob., “Washed it out, old
bean % ]

“¥os—no choice in the matter, as it
turns out [¥ said g:m(;inﬁmlth, “1 was

ing down to Courtficld, to pay &n
Egcngnt at the outfitter's,” he added, for
the general information of the group—a
statement that made Harry Wharton

(Continued on next page.)
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stare. "My pater sent me p tenner this
merning to pay that little bill®

“¥Yes—we saw the tenner I murmured
Johony Bull—and some of the juniors
grinned.

“Well, I can't pay my account with
it because the tenncr's been stolend”
said Herbert Vernon-S8mitly, in & cool,
clear, deliberate voles,

Soccer wes forgotten. The group of
Remove juniors all stared at the
Bounder. Harry Wharion was the first

to speak. .

«Yy that a joke, Vernon:Smith "

“Ja it the sort of thing to joke
shout 1" sneered Smithy.

“You don't meén to say—"

“I've said it.” : .

Harry Whartin knitted his  Lrows.
Other facer grew grim. If a banknoto
had beon ﬁtﬂlga;rr, it was hardly necessary
to name Skip. But the Remove fellows
wera nof haﬁwing it.

Harry Wharton & Co. were fed-up
with the Bounder’s feud with S8kip—and
s good many, more of tho Form felt the
same about it | .

Thiz was not hiz first accnsation—it
was the second. The ficat had proved to
be a blunder. Hardly o fellow present
doubted that tho second would prove
another blurder—the outcome, in fact,

of the Bounder's dislike; founded upon g

Eh:lt diali}%?, al,]nd not aépaun anything that
ad actua appenad.

“Well 1 gneaﬂ]d the Bounder. “ Any-
thing to say—any advice to give, Whar-
ton, a3 head boy of ihe Form 1"

*“Yea,” said Harry quietly. I advize
yvou to think again, '*?ﬂrnun-ﬁmltli. Twao
or throe weoks ago you missed your
notecase from your study snd. accused
Skip. It turned out to bo in your study
all the time. You dragged Quelch into
the matter and had a jaw from him,
I've no doubt you made him think for
a time that that poor little blighter had
taken to pinching sgain—1 know you
made a lot of the fellows think so.
You had to own ap that you'd made a
fool of yourself when your wallet was
found. You've asked for my advice as
head boy—well, my advice 13 chuck it,
and don’t talk about pinching, unless
it's & positive fact.” )

“You think I'm making o mistake?”

* Another nustake I said Iarry.

“Hame here!” said Bab.

“The samefulness is terrific. Baiter
think twicefully, my esteemed and sus-
picious Emﬂ.hly.' _

“Or even thricafully 1" grinned Pater
Todd. “Can't be too carveful, Smithy,
befora you make & fool of yourself twice
in the same way "

Tho Bounder's face grew darker and
mora bitter.

“You fellows gaw me put that bhank-

note in my et—thia pocket ! he
said, "1 haven't touched it sineal It's
gone!  It's been pinched out of my
pocket I

The junicra made no answer to that,

“Well 1* snapped the Bounder. * Iake
to feel in the pocket—or would you like
ina to fancy that it’s dropped out, and
nobody’e seon 147 That young thief
barged into me in the pamsage—after
geeing mo put it therg—-*

“¥You barged him!” said Ilar
quictly,. “He wouldn't have touche
you, if you hadn't shoved him.”

“ Anyhow, he did fouch me!” sneered
Smithy. *“ And that was chanea enouglh
—ag3 you ought to know, sa I've heard
that he picked your pocket last hols, and
rou naver knew he had dona it.” Thao

under set his teath. “It waz a mnis-
take last time—and I dare say he's
banking on that to keep mg teaner,
Hea's going to make out that I've made
another mustake—and it looks as if he's
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going fo get by with it, with some of
you. Well, I'm going to Quelch.”

Hci 15 :l.'-:au'r?d 1;:-1: making E:fi{léi:r
dunaer, you ottcr to elch,
But—* ; K

“Tell Mo how this could be a mis-
take. Last timo thot fool Bunter hid
m)r,' notecase for a fatheaded jope, and
told us afterwards whore it was, Thia
time & banknote has been pilfered from
s I was wearing the
jecket~—how ecan that be a mistake I

“ If you're sure of the pocket——" gaid
IHarry. _

“You saw mo put it there™

“But safternards——" .
f"’ I”};-a not touched it sines, or thought
of it.

Harry was silent. IIo did not, and bO

could not, and would not, beliove that
Skip had been pinching from o Grey-
friars fellow in the school, But if tho
matter wa¢ as the Bounder stated, it
was difficult to think whab else had
happensd. :
o digd not doubt Vernon-Binith's
statemiont, so far as that went—but a
fallow who had made one hasty mistake
might make another—inspired by the
same bitter dishike of the fellow Do
accused. - .
“ Anything more to say!” sneered he
cunder.
“’Hﬂ 'I” ]
“I'm going to Queleh, thenl®
And the Bounder walked across {0 the
House and went directly to his Form-
master’s study.

s

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Standing by Skip!

Y SAY, vou follows—"
“Don’t bother 1 ;
*Oh, really, Wharton——"
Billy Bunter h'linl:ed_mdlgnnntldy
st the group of Removites in the guad,
They were all logking worried and
troubled—as even the short-sighted Owl
of the RHomova could see. _
That, however, was a matier of little
moment fo Bunter. Other fellows’
worries and troubles never secmed of
much conzequence to the fat Owl of-the
Remove., Ilo had enough of his own
to fll his fat thoughts—and his own, of
course, mattercd a very great deal.

Billy Buntsris long-expected postal
order lﬁ.:al not arrived—and he could
make abmolutely no use of the “note
that Bob Cherry Lhod gencrously given
him, This mattered very considerahly
—indeed, at the moment, nothing else
in the universa mattered much, so far
as Buntor could see. _

“"That aza Bmithy—'" said Bob.

“That fool 8Smilhy—" grunted
Peter Todd,

*1—1 supposo thera can't be any-
thing in it!"” said Tom Brown slowly.
“From what Bmithy says, 1t looks—"

“It was a silly mistake last timel”
growled the captain of the Remove.

“Yea: but how—"

“1 say, you fellows, what are you
jawing about?”’ asked Bunter irrit-
ably. “IX sny, you might listen to a
fellow. I've got to go over to ChiE
Houso this afternoon——"

“fGo, and be blowed!™
Johnny Bull . 1

“That's all very well, but it's & d]ui[y
long walk,"” snapped Bunter, *and the
lanes are heastly muddy f[or biking—
and I dars say you'd make a fuss about
lending your bike, tool” :

“1 514;:;:]‘1:]1." said Johnny, with om-
hasis. “Let ma catch you on my
ika 1 -

“Waell, then, wio's going to lond me
a hoh for tha motor-bus " ashked Bunter,

Nobody  =eemed  anxious to  lend

grunted

Bunter & bob for the motor-bus, Indeed,
after what Smithy had said, and with
the prospect of an exceedingly unples-
sant row fo come, nobody see to
want to bother sbout Bunter at all.
Nobody answered,

“Don’t all speak &t once!"” said
Bunter sarcastically,

“Oh, get out!” said Bquiff.

®Oh, really, Field! Look here, I've
really get to go!"” urged Bunter. "I
want to see my sister Bessial I dare
ray ‘you fellows ein’t fond of your

sisters, end don't want to age §

I'm rather different, see? Bessie had &
cold, you know, after ghe fell into the
river, and I—I want to sep if she’s all
right. It ain’t YHecause she's got ten

“You fat villain {"

“It amn’t, really!” declared Bunter.
“But, all ithe sams, & would be a
rotten wasto to spend tén bob on a new
hat]l Don't you fellows think so?"

Harry Wharton & Co. did not state
what they thought on that subject.

“¥You ses,” went oit Bunter, “that's
how it is, I had & letter from my pater
yesterday, and, instead of sending me
a postal order, he said he couldn’t let mo
have nn;;t{ling over my gllowance, be-
cause he'd had to spring that ten bob
for Bessie's hat. Rot, I call it! Bhe
siouldn’s have fallen into the river—
and if she did, she shouldn’t have lost
her hat! Besides, she’s got another
hat! I don’t see wasting money on a
new hat when she's got a hat, I want
to sea her beforo she goes snd wastes
that ten hob !

“"Bhut up ™ roarod Boh.

“QOh, reslly, Cherry! What I mean {s,
she's pretfy certain to go and get that
hat this afternoon, as it's @ hsli-holiday
~—but if I can catch her in time, I may
be ably to stop her. Bhe can carry on
all rig t with one hat. Wea can have a
spraad at the Anchor instead—if she's
got any sonse. But it's all up if T don's
see her in time ! You fellows sce that?"
asked Bunter, blinking anxiously at th
juniors through his big spectacles, **
want somebody to lend me a bob for
the motor-bus, sea?’

Even thoss silly fatheads, Bunter con-
sidered, ought to have realised how
serious the matter was, now that he had
cxplained it.

ut they did not seem to, They did
not geem to realise, in the very least,
how important it was for Bunter to sea
hiz sister Beszie before she took the
rash &nd irrevocable step of expending
that ten bob on a new hat.

Instead of dismissibg the matter that
was on their own minds, and gwmg all
their attention to Bunter, as they ought
to have done, they glared at him—and
Johnny Bull not only glared, hut
grasped him by his fat shoulders, and
sat him down In the guad with a
bamp | )

“Now shut up | seid Johnny.

“Ow? pasped Bunter. " Beastl]
Woaw ™

“Tere comes Wingate ! said Harry
Wharton, setting his lips, *'That means

that the row's comung! That fat-
head Bmithy——="
“Pother his rotten banknotes!”

growled Bob.

Wingatn of the Sixth came out of the
Hougsa. He headed for the group of
juniors.  Obviously he came from

uelch.

“SWharton! The Removae are to
zzzemible in their Form-room—~Queleh’s
orders | zaid the Groyfriars captain.

“Yoz, Wingate 1" said Harry,

“I—I say, what's up, Wingate?" ox.
claimed. Bunter, m:mmh'lin% to his foet.
“I say, I can't go-into ihe Form-room—
I'va got to go over to CHf Ilouse—"

“You'd Letter tell your Form-master
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* You are Crake—swindler, thief, and worse ! ** said Miss Bullivant, her éyes gleaming at the sullen, evil-faced rascal. ** Never

"eard the name, mura ! ** sald the man,

that !" said Wingate, and he walked
away to the gates to warn Gosling fo
stop any Remove fellows going out, and
send them to the Form-room.

“J say, vau fellows, is anything up "
psked Bunter.

“Veos, ass 1™ eaid ITarry. **Cet to the
Form-room and shut ap 1"

The head bovy of the Remove pro-
ceeded to round up the Form.

A little later & good many of them
would hove been out of gates; but none
had gone so far. But there was a great
deal of grousing among the Removiics
as they heard the order from Quelch,
Nobody liked his plans for the half.
lioliday heing interrupted in  this
manner, The footballers were annoyed,
as this might mesan delay in getbting on
with the match with the Shell—and
most of the other fellows were annoyed
also. However, there was no help for
it—and the Removites proceeded 4o
assemble in the Form-room.

Harry Wharton looked inte Study
No. l—where 3kip was busy on a Latin
exercise.

His face was clouded—and his mind
troubled. Having once determined to
place faith in the onc-time pincher
of Blummaock’s Alley, Wharton was not
the fellow to “chop and change "—
morcover, 3kip had given him no canse
for doubt, apart from the rather mys-
terions affair of the gold locket. But
the: more he thought over what the
Bounder had ssid, the more the eap-
tain of the Remove was worried. He
hoped, and believed, that this waoa
another mistake—vet how could it be

one !
Skip looked up with a clieery grin.
#¥ou ain't playing yet?"” he asked.
hﬂh’ na 1"
“I'm coming down to see the {ﬁ_ﬂ.nm
- when you get going,”” said Skip. "I got
io get through this firet, if 1 can. Now
vou're Tera, suppose von 'alp ! Columba

“ Very well,”” sald the Bull, ** you will walk wilik me fo ihe police siailon and

prove your identlty !I™

est  timids — what's blooming
columba 7

“A dove!" said Harry. “But never
mind that now, Skipl We've ell got
to go into the Form-room ! Come on "

*Bomething up1" asked Skip.

“ Well=—yes,’

“ Orlright 17

3kip ﬁ-]lnwﬂd him from the study.
The unsuspicious expression on his faco
reassured Wharton o good deal. 8kip
knew that something must be up for
the Form to he ecalled into the Form-
room on & half-holiday; but he seemed
to have no idea of what it was, e
would ecertainly have had a very clear
idea, had he picked the Bounder's
pocket that morning.

“ Blooming row!” he asked, as they
went down the siairae

“Yes, o row ! Smithy—
paused. . i

“That bloke's always in a row, ain't
he " said Bkip. “Only last week he
got o 'Ead’s flogeing for p]a{mg tricks
on old Prout. Hea's the feller to ask
for it, and ne mistake! ‘What's he
been doin® now ¥

“Nothing,” answered Ilarry, "'The
—the fact 13, he's lost that banknote he
had this morning, Bkip.”’

Skip's face changed.

“0Oh!” he said, very quietly.

Wharton eoloured uncomiortably.
Tho mers mention of missing money wos
as good a3 an acensation in the peeuliar
ciroumstances,

“He thinks I've ‘ad it, like he did
afore " Skip.

&

Tl

Wharton

" asked

“J—T think he does.'

“vo you?™

“MNol” gaid Harry. . _

“Ihat's good!™ said Bkip, “0f
course, I knowed vou wonldn't think
so—yon ain't a feller to chauge your
mind in 3 'urry. That bloke Smith 13
down on me, and no mistake ! I dessay
it's part my foult.”

“Oh!"” gaid Harry, lookin
“Well, that time he lost
I thought he was telling lies, being
down on me,” gaid Bkip. “I was sorry
arter. knowed arter, that he was
making a mistake, like he iz now.
'Conrse, he dide't like me thinking he
was telling lies—I fancy that's whjrsh&'s
got it in for me g0 *ard! I ought never
to 'ave thought so; I know that now.
All the same, he shouldn't keep on
making these 'ere mistakes, Why can’t

he look arter his money¥"

Wharton made no reply, On the first
occasion, Smithy had left his notecas:
on his stuydy table—believing that the
pincher wounld take it and intend-
ing to show him up if ke did, But on
the present occasion, it was nothing of
that kind. The Bounder’s banknote
had been in his pocket, where any
fellow had a right to consider it safe.
It had been pinched from that ket,
and who was Bmithy to think of, whe
was any fellow to think of, but the pick-
pocket of Blummock’s Alley?

“Where did he leave it this time®"
acked Skip scornfully.

“It was in his pocket,” zaid Harry.

Skip started.

“MNob in his pocket " he exclaimed.

1 YEE.”

“Oh " eaid Skip, with a deep breath.

lla said no more, but his face was
dark, his laok troubled, as he went down
with the eaptain of the Form.

If HMarry Wharton folt & miserable
doubt cross his mind he resolutely drove
it away. At s sipn from him, in the
Farm-room passage, the Co. gathered
round Bkip, and they all went to the
Form-room together. Lord Mauleverer
quictly joined them, with 2 ned and a
pinttle to 8kip. That was infended to
show all whom it might concern that

(Continued on page 16.)
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they were standing by the suspected
jupior.

The Bonnder noted the action with a
All the Form knew by thas
time what the trouble was=, and the logks

bitter snecr.

on many faces showed that the
PBonnder's belief was generally shared.
Except for the Famows I'ive and Lord
Maulaverer, the juniors avoided coming
near Skip.

Mr, Queleh was alroady in the Forms.
room, with a grave and porfentous face.
His gimict-eyes lingered for & moment
on Egip as he camo in. with his friends—
only for a moment, but very keenly.

very other face was grave also, with
a single exception. There was & lurking
rin on the little vellow face of Wun
ung, the Chinese junior, as if ha found
something amusing in the present state
of affairs. If that was so, he was the
only fellow in the Remove who did. But
nobody noticed the little Chinece, |

As soon as sll the Form were in, the
door was shut,

Skip drew a dw?, deep breath, and
his lip quiverod a litile. His fato was
tremh?ing in the balance, and ho could
not help wondering, with a heavy heart,
whether that was the last time that he
was to enter the Remmove Form Boom as
a Greviviars boy.

——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery !

R. QUELCH eyed his Form—in
? f.ilenm& that might have been
elt.
When he spoke, Lis volco was
guiet. but very distinet.

“Aly bovs, you are probably aware
why vou have been called here. YVernon-
Smith informe me that a banknote has
been taken from his pocket. It appears
that his father sent him & ten-pound
note to pay an account at the school out-
fitter's in Courtfield this morning. This
note is missing.” .

Harry Wharton glanced at Smithy,
with a faint curl of the lip. He, at
lenst, knew what had been the real
destination of that ten-pound note.

But the Bounder was hardly likely to
tell his Form-mastor that he owed
money to Bill Lodger, at the Threo
Fizliers.

“Judging by appearances,” went on
the Bemove master, “there has been a
ghaft in this Form. But I hope and
¢rust that that is not the case. All of
you will remember that two or three
weeks ago a similar m{:zflininn arose
and it proved that a foolish boy had
pleyed an insensate practical joke."

Billy Bunter awarded his Form-
master an indignant blink.

He was the foolish boy referred to,
but it was not Bunter's own opinion that
e was foolish, neither did he think his
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jape insensate. He thought it, in fact
rather clever. He had that opinion all
to himself,

* Vernon-Smith states that be put the
banknote into his jacket pocket, ard

~was scen to do so by & number of the

Hemove boys,” resumed Mr. Quelch.
“All the boys who were then present
will please step out before the Form.”

Quite a number of the Remove
stepped out. Plenty of the fellows had
been present, az was only natural, as
they were accustomed to look for letters
in morning break.

The Famous Five stepped ont, and
Bkip went with them, Peter Todd fol-
lowed, and then Skinner and Snoop and
Wun Lung, Hazeldone and SBguiff and
Tom DBrown, Bolsover major, Ogilvy,
Newlond, Mark Tinley, Fisher T, Fic
Micky Desmond, and Wibley.
more than half the Form,

Billy Bunter remained in his place.
Bunter, of course, knew nothing of the
missing tenner. But when trouble was
on hand the fat Owl preferred to steer
clear of it,

Bome of the fellows glaneed at him,
awara that he had been in the erowd at
the lettor-rack; but the fat Owl heeded
nert,

To his intenze snnoyance and surprise,
Mr. Quelch’s eye turned on him.

" Bunter !

“Oh erikey ! It wasn't me, sir 1" ex-
claimed Bunter, in alarm,

“I desiro to know,” said Mr. Quelch
grimly, “whether yon were present
when Vernon-Simith took the benknote
from his father's letter this morning "
R might have been theras,
sir ¥ gasped Bunter. “I1—I—I really
d-d-don’t remember, sir |

“Unless Ecu remember immediately,
Bunter, 1 shall cane you.”

* I=—I mean, I==I remember perfectiy,
girl  I—I waa there | 'I—I'd just fuf-
fuf-forgotten for a minute.”

“You will stand out, Bunter.”

“Ch lor't I—I never é:u:ked Smithy’s
pocket, sir!” groaned Bunter. “I—I
couldn't, sirl B

*Btand out at onee |

The fat Owl dismally joined the erowd
of fellows standing cut bafora the Form.

IHow that beast Quelech had gpuessed
that he was present on the oceasion,
Bunter did not know: but it was just
like the beast. Quelch always seemed to
know things that a fellow did not want
him to know,

“ Now, Bunter—"

“It wasn't e, sir|” groancd Bunter,
“I—I give you word, sir! I=I
never saw the hanknote! I didn't ask
Smithy to come and change it at the
tnckshop, did I, Bmithyf You can ask
Wharton whether I did or not, sir, He
heard me."” .

The seriowzness of the proceedings
was interrupted by o chorns from some
of the '%iumarrn, but o glare from Mr.
GQuelch froze it ot once.

“Bunter, on the previous occasion
when Vernon-Bmith's wallet was miss-
ing, you confessed ihat you had hidden
it in his study. "

“0Oh, yes, sir! It was only o joke,
sit—just n joke on Bmithy becanse he's
always swanking with his moner.”

Mr. Queleh had 1o glare away another
chortle at thet. The Bounder gave
Bunter a black look.

“I rafer to that, Bunter, becanse I
think—I hope—that something of the
kind may have occurred again, Answer
ma at once ! IHave you played a similar
foolizh trick on Vernon-Smuath "

“Oh, nol No, sirl” gasped Bunter.
“Never, sirl e-c-ecoubdn’t! How
could I get a banknote out of a fellow’s
pocket? I ain’t a pickpocket like 8kip 17

“Bilence! Vernon-8mith, dil son

It was

remaove your jacket after break this
morning 1"

“No, sir,” said the Bounder. “I'm
wearing the same jacket that I've worn
all day. And I'm 'guite certain thst
Bunter could never have got the bank-
note out of my pocket without my
knowing. Ouly a skilful pickpocket
could have done it."™

Bkip's eyes gleamed at him. The
words were a8 good os a direct
arcusation.

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips. All the
fellows could see the line his thoughts
had followed. But it was clear to him,
and to sll, that it was not a fatheaded
trick of Billy Bunter’s this time,

HEkip 1Y said Mr. Quelch, at last.

“¥essir 1" mumbled ki%

“1 da not, and ecannot, believe that &
theft has taken place,” said Mr. Quelch.
“But what has happened points to you.
I have observed that you are not on
friendly terms with Vernon-Smith.”
There were few things in the Remove
that Quelch’s gimlet-eye did not notice.
“Have you played s foolish trick on
Vernon-Smith, ss foolish os {he trick
played by Bunter”

Mg, sir.”

The Bounder sneered bitterly. Bkip,
he was certain, had purloined that bank-
note from his pocket, and he was
equally certoin that he had not done it
for a jape. He was a rogne in the
Bounder's belief, but certainly ha was
not & fool. i

“Do von know anything of the bank-
note, Eﬁtip par ] )

“No, sir,” answered Bkip steadily.

Mr. Quelch’s lips were compressed
horder. No TForm-master liked to
believe that thers was a thief in his
Form, even if that Form contained a
reformed pickpocket. And the sffzir of
Smithy's wallet pointed to the possi-
bility of n similar preectical joke. But
he was losing that hope now. .

“Can any boy here tell me anvthing
on the subject?” he asked at last.

To the surprize of sll, Wun Lung
answered that aquestion.

“Me tinkee, str I he said. :

Mer, Queleh looked at him. 8o did
every fellow in the Form-room.

“Indead | said the FRemove master.
“If wou know anything sbout the
matter, Wun Lung, please tell me at
onee. "'

“Me tinkes banknote not pinchee,
gir,” said Wun. “Tinkee stop 'long
pockes b'long Smithy, sir.”

“Nonsense 1" exclsimed Mr. Quelch
sharply. “ Vernon-8mith, I have taken
it for granted that you have made abso-
lutely sure that the banknote is missing
from the pocket in which you placed it.

"That is the case?

“Certainly, siv?” said the Bounder,
with a black look at the little Chinee.
“J turned ouf the liming, sir.”

“TPinkens banknote stop 'long l?onkea,“

said Wun Lung obstinately. Smithy
plenty big fool, sir—"
“What " ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

“ Walkes mistakee,” sald Wun Lung.
“Ale tinkes me findee that banknote,
long me lookee ’long pockee b'long
Smithy."

“Vou cheeky litile fool—" began
tlic Bounder savagely. .

“Silenee. Vernon-Bmith 1 exclaimed
Mr, Quelch sternly. “How dare you
nse such expressions in my presence!”

Yernon-Smith bit his lip hard.

“8'posec moe lookee, mo tinkee findee.
sir !" said Wuon Lung. 5

“It is searcely possible,” said Mr.
Queleh. " However, if you really think
so, Wun Lung, you may make an
examination of the pocket, certainly.”

“1 assure wvou sir——" began the
Bounder savagelv. *I turned out the



Tiniog, and I'll turn it cut here if you
Jikgen?

“Tinkse banknoie stop ‘long
pockes|® said Wun Lung, and he
step ed towards the Bounder. .

t can do no harm, VernonSmith,
for Wun Lung to ozamine ths%zp:}ckat,”
said Mr. Quelch sternly. “You will
allow him to do so, at once.™

“Very well, sir”

under was angry and ahnoyed
—nucl!I ha hndi no dﬂubtdihz;f. Wun t*::aa
simply “ragging "—no doubt in return
for that whopping in 8tudy No. 4. Still,
II:'E i.ndx;ﬂihn# Ejha han]mfuta wha._s not .in
is and apart from hia angry
i;ritgfiﬂnn, ha ha.dp:n objection fo the
littla Chines looking for it thern.

He scowled at Wun, as the Chinese
junior stepped np to him. The little
vellow hand plided into the jacket
pocket, and groped.

It came out again—and there was a
gasp from the Remove, a howl of amaze.
ment from the Bounder—and a startled,
exasperated eoxclamation from  Mr.
Quelch, For as Wun’s hand was held
ulg, avery eye in the room saw n eris
slip of paper in the yellow fingers—an
saw that it was a Bauk of England noto
for ten pounds |

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bad for the Bounder !

UN LUNG held up the bank-
nota for all to eee.

His little yellow face was ex-

g)ressmnhaa; but there was a

gleam of amusemcnt in his slanting
€Yy 8, :

The Bounder stared in stupefaction.

Mle could hardly believe his eyes, as
ho stared at the banknote. It had not
been in his pocket—he was certain that
it had not been in his pocket—yet there
it was| .

Mr, Queleh’s brow was like thunder.

“Upon my word !” exclaimed the He-
move master, ' Upon my word! This
passes ell patience. The banknote was
not lost at all. This 1s the second time,
Vernon-S8mith, that you have cansed a
sensation. in the Form by declaring that
money had been taken from you—and

ain it proves that you are mistaken,

ow dare you delude me in this
manner 1"

# I—I—" gasped the Bounder help-
lessly, " I—I—I thought—I was certain
m—I=—I thought—"

He hardly knew what to su'ryn
nlterly averwhelmed and confou
the -ilm?ﬂm of the missing banknote,

Many of the Remove fellows gave him
expressive looks. Many, in the belief
that his pocket had been picked, had
taken i1t for granted that it was Sh
who had picked it. Evidently, ha h
not. It was only another of the
Bounder’s wild and reckless unfounded
pecusations !

“By gum!(” breathed Bob Cherry.
“This is too thick| The fellow ought
to be jolly well booted 1

“1 =ay, vou fellows, ho liad it in his

ocket all the time!” squeaked Billy
:.;"mﬂr' "“And Quelch jawing me, you

1o !

“The aillir idiot 1" gasped Poter Todd,

“The silly fathead!™ szeid Johnny
Bull, “Making out that poor old Bkip
had pinched hia rotten banknote—in his
pocket sl the time.”

Skip'a faco was bright with sudden
relief, Nothing could have been more
weleomn to his eyes then the sight of
tha banknote—evidenily not stolen at

all,

“Well, that bloke Smith iakes the
cako I mmoarmn Bkip.  "“What'll he
bo making out he's misred nexti®

Heo was
nded by
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“The fathead—"

H'Thn_ & )

" All this bother, and his rotten bank-
note 1 his pocket——"

“Hilence, please!” said Mr. Quelch.
“Wun Lung, please hand that banknote
to me. I am very much obliged to you,
my boy. Not for one moment did it
oceur to me that Vernon-Smith had
mada so foolish, ridiculous, and carcless

s mistake. For snyone Lo bring a
charge of theft so thoughtlessly, s=o
carelessty, i3 simply amazing. 1 am
Ehd. un Lung, that jyou appear to
ave understood this boy's folly better
than his Form-master.”

Wun Lung handed the note to Mr.
Quelch, and stepped back among the
juniorsa.

Tha Bounder stood with a erimson
face.

Ho could not understand how it had
happened, and he was overwhelmed
with confusion and humiliation,

Smithy was no fool—and he had not,

in fact, been careless; he had gone
through that pocket with the greatest
rare, even te the extent of turming out
the lining.

How, in such circumstances, tha hank-
note could have escaped servation,

was an utter mystery to him.
ﬁppa.rently it had—for thero it was!

e hardly dared look at his Form-
master—or at the juniors, DEvery face
cxpressed angry contempt.

statement that money was missin
was unpleasant enuuﬁh A charge o
theft was unepeakably disagreeable.
And the Bounder, to sll appesrance,
had hastily supposed that his banknote
had been taken, and had rushed in
recklessly with an accusation of theft,
inspized by his disliko of thenew fellow
in the Form. And ji was nobt the first
time—it was the second.

His former mistake had taught the
Bounder nothing,. Now he had re-
peated it, Bui for Wun ZLung, the
matter might have gone on, to what
lengths no one knew—Skip up hbefore
the Head, fellows 1n other Forms talk-
ing about pinching in the Remove—
and all the  time the banknote was not
ons at,all. Nof a fellow had drenmed,
Eﬂr'tﬂ : h t 16 was still in
mithy'z pocket,

There was hardl in the
Hemove who wounld not gladly bave
baoted Smithy round the Ferm-room at
that moment, but fer Mr. Quelch's
presence,

Grimmest of all was tho face of Mr.

a fellow

Quelch. Ife was deeply and intensely
anupﬂm;[ and angercd. Having taken
Smithy’a word that the banknota was

migsing, he felt that he had been made
a fool of.

He held out the ten-pound note to the
Bounder,

"Take this, Vernon-Smith. As it woa
gent to vou to pay an account with o
tradesman, I will allow you fo take it.
FBut thiza matter cannot end hera, You
have made & statémont that proves tao
be unfounded. Yon have practically
adensed a schoolfcllow of theft,  You
have acted with a carclessness, in a
matter of the greatest gravity, for which
no condemnation could be too severe. 1
cannot allow such an  action to pass
without punishment.”

The Bounder, in silence, put away the

tenner,

My, ngleh lanced over his Form.

“ My bovs™ said quietly, * somo of
rou may have entertained a doubt, quite
unjustiiable, of the new boy hero,
owing to Yernon-Smith's reckless and
unacrupulons  cavelessness. You  will
know hetter, on any {uturs oceasion,
than to listen to any such suggestion
from VernonSmith."

He tarned to the Bounder again,
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. "Vernon-Seith, you will remain hera
in detention for the alterncoh. I shall
report this matter to Dr. Locke when
ho returns to the Heuse. I have no
doubt that you will be flogged. This is
the second timo that you have offended
in this way—and I am determined that
it shall be the last1”

Tha Bounder did not speak,

Ho could not.

He was choking with rage and
huniliation,
* Dismiss |¥ said Mr. Qpelch.

The Remove fellows marched ont of
the Form-room, The Famous Five and
Lord Mauleverer gathered round Skip
as he went—but they were not the only
ones now. Mr, h, with a last stern
glare at the Bounder, followed them
out, and cloged the Form-rootn door,

Vernon-Smith was left alone, in de-
tention—to wait till his headmaster was
at leisure to deal with him. His re-
flections were not pleasant, as he was
loft in solitude.

. The Remove poured out of the Housa
in & buzz of excitement. Every voico
condemued the Bounder.

“It's a ﬂuggin;g, of course,” said
Hnw Wharton, “and if ever a fellow
asked for one, Emithy has!”

“Berve him jolly well right!™ said
Johnuy Bulls “To make o fatheaded
mistake like that o second time—as if
ﬂn;?aww%mft"nnaug!]i [ bio it ich

e'd jolly well rag him i ele
lot him ::d'} 1" zaid Bob, e

“Yen, rather|”

“He ought to be booted!” growled
Tolsover major. “He can’t have looked
for his mouldy banknote at‘all—ho just
fancied it was gome, and jumped to it
that that kid Ek'i? had ping i

“I say, you fellows, in his pocket all
the time, and Quelch trying to make
out that I knew something sbout it
squeaked Billy Bunter indignantly,

“Blessed 1if T can make it out 1™
Harry Wharton, * Bmithy’'a no fool, as
a rule—but he's scted like an sbsolute
idiot. Well, he will ba a bit more
careful gfter he's seon the Head 1¥

“The silly mss (™

“The hlit:gmrin g fathead I

Nobody had & word to say for the
Bounder. Indeed, Smithy, as he moved
about the Form-room like & tiger in a
cage, reslised that he had nothing to
say for himeelf. How he had come to
make such & ghestly mistake, he could
not begin to understand. Everyone had
been astonished to see the banknote pro-
duced from his &"fﬂﬂkﬂt. but no one so
utterly astonished as 8mithy himself.

Ten minutes later Mr. I?UElth re-
turned to the Formeroom. Ha-brought
a Latin paper in his hand; it was &
detention task to keep Vernon-Smith
busy till he was taken before tho Head,
Egt?ﬁ Bounder sat down sullonly at his
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“I shall sec Dr. Locke in his study st
five o'clock, Vernon-Smith,"”” said the
Remove master coldly. “I shall then
report your conduct to him, and he will
deal with youw. You will remain in
detention nntil then, and I shell expect
this vaper to be completed when I
come for you to take yvou to Dr. Locke”

With that Mr., Quclch left Smithy to
himself again—and Latin irregular
vorba, A littlo later distant shouts from
ihe dircction of ihe football field told
the Bounder that the Soccer match had
rtarted-—=hiz place in the Remove team
taken by another fellow. He was out
of the football match; ncither was his
visit to the Threo Fishers likely to be
paid that day. Beveral hours of dismal
detention, a diffienlt Laiin task, to be
followed by en intervigw with his head-
master—and undoubtedly & ing,

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. fﬁﬁ;

said
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That +wos ithe prospect before the
Bounder, and it was no wonder that his
face was black and bitter as that weary,
dreary afternoon wore on.

b e e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Blow lor Barney!

ILLY BEUNTER grunted.

While Harry Wharton & Co.
were playing football and the
Bounder was:chafing savagely in

detention Billy Bunter was oceupied in
a way that he disliked extremecly—he
was walking.

Nobody had lent Bunter the necessary
“hoh ¥ for the motor-bus.

After the scene in the Form-room
Harry Wharton & Co., sad to relate,
had been thinking about BSBoccer, and
not about Bunter at all; they had even
gone to the length of forgetting his fat
oxistence. ]

Lord Mauleverer, often and often his
TEsOUTce in?L financial @;{lﬁ.mg;iem h?d

ne ouf of getos-—possinly ause e
E;utted Bunter l{mking for him. The
fat Owl had tried to *touch ™ Skinner
for a bob—sending Skinner into s fit of
laughter. Heo had even tried Fisher T.
Fish—and Fishy, at the bare idea of
parting with money for nothing, had
only stared &t him, potrified with
sztonishment. :

It was Shanks' peny or nothing; so
Bunter set out for Chiff House with no
mesna of transport, but his lazy fat legs.

Only in a case of extreme urgencﬁ
would Billy Bunter have started to wal
a mile and a half. But the case wa?
urgent.

ssie Bunter had ten bob—which re-
presented quite a dazaling supply of
tuck if sensibly expended. Bunter did
not expect a girl to_have much sense,
however—and Eiua had little deubt that
Bassie, left to herself, would expend
that ten bob on a new hat to replace
the one she had lost in the river.
Still, Bessie had a tasto for tuck vers
like his own, and he hoped that if he
caught her in time sho would be
amenable to reasoning on this im-
portant subject. .

S0 there was Bunter plugging elong
Pegg Lane, tired and lazy and irritable,
but hopeful, his ultimate destination
Clif House School, but hiz immediate
object the wayside seat in the lane
where he was going to rest his fat and
lazy limbs l:aa?-:-ra he completed his

tri

& he grunted expressively as, com-
ing along to that wayside bench, he
found it already occnpied.

A man wa3s sprawling on il—not
merely seated, which would have given
a fallow room to sit down beside him—
but sprawling at full length, taking up
the whole bench. ‘

Bunter came to a hali, grunting.

He was tived; he was lazy; ho was
going to sit down. That beast was
going to shift to make room for him.

“T say, make room for a fellow, will
vou?” said Bunter, “I want to sit
down.”

The man lifted his head and glanced
at him. He had an uwnpleasent face—
even the shortsighted Owl of tha
Bemove noticed that. A half-smoked
cigarette hung loosely to a loose lip.

e scowled at the fat junlor, and
was obviously about to -ma{) ont a rude
refusel, but as his eyes fell on the cap
that adorned Bunter's fat head he
changed his mind He_ recognised tho
Greyfriars colours—and Darney the
Binger was ioterested in_ schoolfellows
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of the l:r-uf he had trained in Slum-
mock's Alley. He sat up and shifted
hiz lags from the bench.

“Certa inly, eirl”
civilly. )

Bunter plumped down wiih & gasp bi
reliaf,

He was only o short distance from
Cliff House now; its roofs could be seen
over the leafless trees, After five
minutes’ rest he would be able to con-
tinue and complete that tiresome
journey. He took mo further notice of
the man on the bench: but Barney, cul
of tha corner of his ave, took o good
deal of notico of Bunter., He addressed
the fat junior at last. :

“Wou belong to Greylriars Bechool,

gir "
£ E}l ?!!

he answered

; Bunter blinked round at
him, *“Oh, yea ™

“P'r'aps you know
Hkip 7?

Bunter started and turned his spee-
tacles full on the face beside him,

“8kip " he repeated. #Oh, wes!
You know him ™ i .

“Oh, I know him all right!” said
Barney. He rubbed a bruised chin.
“I know him; old friend of mine.”

“Oh1” said Bunter, blinking inquisi-
fively at Barney. “He's in my Form
at Greyfriars—the Remove., What do
you know sbout him®”

“1 know a lot,” grinned Barmer;
“ moroe than they know at his school, I
fancy I'll lay he hasn't told them that
ha lived by picking pockets before he
got into that echool.”

“"He jolly well has!” said Bunter.

Barney stared at him.

How Skip had obtained an entranco
inte Greyiriara School woz a mystery
to him, but Ek:ip’ﬂ object war no
mystery. He had no doubt whatever
that E{i was on what he would have
called “the pinching lay.” Willingly
the rascal would have resumad his old
footing with the young pickpocket, but
Skip's reception of him had made if
clear that there was no hope of that

Akip, aa he believed, was on to a

d thing and meant fo keep it to
g?:?rsalf, and had no use for an old
acquaintance from the alley. For which
reason Barney was glad of a chance of

tting into talk with any Greyfriars
?gllmv who would listen fo him to
“gueer the pitch ' for Skip,

That Skip was known in the school in
his true colours he would have supposed
impossible. 8o Bunter's answer made
him stare blankly.

“You know he was o pickpocket 7V
hf-.“i:nspnd,

n boy named

verybody at Grevfciars knows it,"

enswored Bunter.

“Btrike me pink!” gasped Barner.
“Your headmaster lot a pickpocket into
his school, knowing what he was

“He jolly well did!" said Bunter.
“You seo, it was like this—some hooli-
gan was going to crack Coker’'s nut—
Coker of the TFifth—and that kid
butted in and stopped him. Coker's
apnt took him up and got the Head to
let him in. Bhe pays his fees and all
that, He ain’t a bad chap.”

ANt he?" gasped Berney. ‘

“Well, we barred him st first,” said
Bunter. *“But, you see, he pulled my
sister Bessie oubk of the river swhen she
fell off a boat, I wasn't going to bar
him after that.™

“I'll lay there's been things missing
since he was in the school ! said Barney
venomously,

“(h, no, nothing of the sort!"’ =aid
Bunter cheerfully. “IHe's chucked that
up. No : thinks he would Pmch NOW,
oxcept Smithy—and Bmithy's an_ ass
Of course,’’ added Bunter loftily, “he's

not in my class, and I don't have much
ke do with him. 8till, I dor’t bar him
—and nobody else does now, except one
chap.”

“And—eand you know all about him,
headmaster and all?”  exclaimed
Barney, as if he could not believe it.

“Oh, ves!" assented Bunter.

The evileyed rascel sat silent,
savagely chewing the butt of his
clﬁamtte.

t had seemed fo him an easy rovenge
for the handling 8kip had given him
to betray the waif's sceret st his new
school. Teo discover that it was no
secret there took all the wind out of
his sails.

“ And—and he ain’t

i the school

“ No feart”

“Waiting for a chance, I &'pose,” said
Barney. “He can’t be sfter anything
else. Waiting for something worth
while.”

Billy Bunter edged farther along the
geat. Obiusa as he was, he could gee the
evil in the face of the bad-hearted man
at his gide, and he was feeling uneasy
in his presence.

He decided to eut short his rest on
that bench. He was about to heave up
his weight, when his eycs fell on &
numerous party coming deoewn Pegg
Lane from the direction of Chiff House
School.

It was a schoeclgirl “crocodile *—ihe
Fourth Form of Cliff House, walkin
two and two, ir charge of Miss Bulli-

inched since he's
e asked ot last,

vanf, the ames-misims.
Bunter blinked at the CHIf ITouse
crovodile, A pair of sprotacles that

gleamed back the rays of the wintry
sun  teld himm  that Miss Elizabath
Bunter was thers with the rest. Hea
sat down ngein. The crocodile would
Lie passing that bench in & fow minutes,
and Bunter was saved the remainder of
hiz weary walk to Cliff House.

Miss Bullivant, it was true, had a
very sharp eve on the schoolgirls in her
charge—and sho was rather a fearsome
lady. 8till, even the fierce Bull
could not object to o girl’'s brother
apn&kiu%}m her.

But Dunter cyoed Miss Buollivant
rathor uneasily.

The games-mistress of Clif House
wae & hefty lady, in thick boots and o
hat that was useful, but not ornamental.
Bunter had not forgotten that on a
certeln oceasion be had banged that hat
from behind & bush, thinking that 1t was
worn by Hazel of the Remove, Miss
Bullivant had smacked him seversly—
pnd she had large and heavy hands!

He hoped that Miss Bullivant had
forgotten—or, at least, forgiven—that
incident. But he did wish that some
other Cliff Flowso misiresa had been in
charge of the c¢rocodile that after-
noon. He quaked under the stern,
eteady eve of the Bull, Stll, he had
to speak to Bessie—if that ten bob was
not to be wasted in reckless extrava-
gance on & new hat.

So he sat tight—and waited for the
crocodile to arrive.

The man beside him lighted a fresh
cigarelte, scowling over it. He did not
evon notice the erocodile coming up the
lane. Schoolgirls on an afterncon walk
had no interest for Barney the Binger.

Ho remained where be was, slumping
on the bench and smoking, while Billy
Bunter, a3 soon as the crocodile was
near at hand, heaved himself up, end
stepped to meet it—raising his cap with
great politeness to Miss Bullivant, and
receiving, as a reward, a cold stare from
s pair of steady. steely eves, which
made him realise that the old cat had
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“ Come on ! ** said Wibley, swiping at the infuriated Bounder with the fomahawk.

your head !

no  appreciation  whatover for  nice

manners amd gpood looks,

[

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Too Late!

] GOOODAFTERNOQOOXN !

G- stammered Buntes,

“Do yon want anythingi’”
. asked Miss Bullivant.

“Thl ¥Yeal You zee—I—

“Well, what?”

That was just lika the Bull—short and
shrarp—never wasting & word or a
minute.  Sha had a stick under her
arm.  She was the sort of strenuous
lady who carried a stick instead of an
umbrella,  Bunter would have pre-
ferredd her to carry an umbrella. e
had an uncasy eya on that stick.

“I—J—1 want to speak to my sns-sis-
sister Hessio ¥ gasped Bunter.  “"I'vo
walked over specially—it’s important.™

“ Begsie 1" rapped the Ball,

“¥eas, DMMizs Bullivant 2
Rnssie,

“¥Your hrother wishes to speak 1o you.
T.ose no tima, Bunter.”

The crocodile, at a sign from the Bull,
Lalted,  Mira Bullivant stood like a
rock, in her Ilen\';’ boots, waiting.

Soma of the girls smiled.

Billy Dunter blinked at JMMiss Dulli-
vant-——and  blinked at Beossie—wlo
blinked back at him mearigly.

Bunnter wantnd tno speak to Bossie -
vory nrgently. Iing he did not want o
epeak in the heaving of two dozen givls
—egpocially not fn the heaving of AMi-s
Bullivant.

Excellent schemn as it was, fo axpond
fhat ton bob on tack, instead of wast-
ing it on a now hat, Buntor felt that
that suggestion had britor reach Bossin's
epr prvately—it was not ithe zovt of
selrema that eculd be diseus=ed in the
hearing «f a rehaolmistrezs,

sepiied fped
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It that fixing-gum dries on it, you'l never get it off In a month I**

Vernon-Smith, dashing away.

“l=I—I =say, DBessio, old girl!”
rasped Bunter, “I say, it's rather im.
portant—I =ay, just step out & minute
ur bwo——"

"I haven't anything te lend youl”
said Bessie suspiciously.

“1 say, don't he a cat, Bessia! Jaook

time, DBunter!™

rapped Mizs Bullivant.  “ I yon wish
te g te yonr sister, do s0 at onco,
and do =o here 1

Bunier breathed hard. The crocedils
was going to wait whila he szpoke to
Besgie—and Miss Bullivant was going
to wait with the eroegdile.

Clara Traviyn winked at Marjoria
IMazelderne, who amiled. Mabel Lisnn
pigeled. All the girls scomed rathor
amusad by Bunter's evident confusion,

Only Mizs Bullivant was not ammsed.
Bhe was a stern and severe lady, and
not easily amused.

Bt just then, ta Tanter's relief, as
wall as to hia great surprise, (here camae
a most mnexpected diversion,

Fira Ballivant’a sfern, keen oyvos fell
on the man who waa shioping on the

LEre——
“Ploase lose no

waysule  bench,.  seowling  over  his
cigarniln,
e wes not loaking at hee. Bab she

lanked at lum—and her oyes, ol firsi
glancing casually, hecame fixed.

For a long moment Mizs Buallivant
atared  hawd at DBarney  the Ringer,
Then she strade tawards him.  Iler oyes
wera like cold steel, fixed an the man's
evil face, and seeming to hora inkto it

W ou Ut st egelnimed,

Allentton waa transferernd from TBune-
tor to Aliss Bullivant and the strangor.
In great sueprise, the C1iff House givi:
lagked on al that wnexpeeled and sur-
prising soenne,

Barney  the Bingor glanced up,
muwling—nnd Favo o sbavk, as he starnd
inte Miss Bullivant’s face. But if hLe

** My advice to you is {o go and wash
“ You—you—you——'" gasped

recognised her, he affacted not to do eay

“Yon i* repeated the Bull grimly. ~I
know you ¥

“I don't know you, ma'am1” majd
Barney, though his furtive, unecasy eyes
helied the words. " You're taking .me
for somebody elze ™

“Y think not!” said Misaz Bullivant.
“It ia ten years since I have seen you,
but I think I know yom apgain. Tguur
name is Crale.”

“Bmith, muom,"
“Cleorgn Smith.”

“1 last saw you at Brighion.”

“Ain't never heen near Beighton,
wnnt.  Hford's where I live”

Miss Bulhivant's steely cyes scemed to
bore and bore into him. The stick
under her arm slipped down inte her
hand.

The CHf ITonze girls pazed breath-

said Darmney.

lessly,  Bunter Llinked, with popping
?y?r:. For the monpent he forgot tha ten
MY,

“Stand up ! rapped Misa Bellivant.

“Whot for?” granted Bornoy,

*Ro that I ecan take a good lesk at
o 1

“Taonk Toro, TR m—

“Btand up !’ rappod Aizs Bullivant
slineply ; and the raseal rose to los fant,
andd  stond seowling under the steady
slare of her oyes,

“T am nob mistaken ! said Mizs Bual-
Hvank, her ayes gleaming at the sallen,
evil face, “You are CUrake—swindler,
fhief, and warse ! If vou deny it——%

“Mever 'eard the name, mmm.**

“Vory wellT If yon arn not ihe man
I tnke yon for, it i3 nseloss for ne to
quesilon you-—hut I believe that yon ave
the man; and vou shall prove your
identity fo the police, Yo will walk
with me io the poline station.”

“Oh, iy hat 1" muemoeed Clava,

“F pol to kelch my train, moam ®

Wnp Magner Lienanry,—XNo, 1,651,



20

mumbled Barnev. ™I ain®t the man
votl talke me for—I've never seen you
afore, mum——m>="

“You will enme with me ! said Miss
Bullivant deecisively, “1 am certnin
thﬂt I am making no mistake. 1 shall
ta kg —="

Zhe broke off, as Barney made a sgud-
don, hackward jump.

In an instant, he tnrned and ran.

“Btop I Miss Bullivant fairly roared.

Barney flow.
Miss  Bullivanr,

After lim  rashed
brandishing the strek.

“Oh erikev!” gasped Billy Bunter.
“I sav, ain't she a terror! Oh
arumbs

The crocodile stood where it was—
starng.

Barney, evidently ferrified, ran like o
hare—but Aizs Bullivant was an active
and etrenmonz lady—she was after him
like o shot.

The stick came down—with a crack
lilke o pistol-shol—across the shouldevs
of the running razcal.

Barney's yell rang along the lane.

But he did not stop. That crack from
the stick scemed to urge him to grestor
speed. e frirly flow.

Leaping up the grassy bank beside the
lane, he darvted into the wood. Miss
Bullivant darted after him,  Another
loud crack, and another yell, floated
back.

“I =sav., Bessie!” Billy Bunter
remembered his urgent mission.  The
Buil for the moment was gone—this was
a chance for Bunter, “I say-—-"

“Gor any toffee?” asked Bessie.

“Eh? No.™

“Got any butterscotch?™

TE Eﬁ! I Ea}__._?l
7 ponld eat it while the Bull's
gone [*  eaid Bessie discontentedly.

* Bure you haven't got any ™

“Ne! I say, you've got ten bob!”
ssid Bunter eagerly. “That's why I
came over. I sav, don't waste it on
buving a hat. ¥You can make one hat
do. say, when wyou get away from
that old eat, after this walk, come along
to the Anchor in Pe son? I'l wait
for zon there. Wc'll have a fecd
instead of buying the hat!”

Bunter blirked eagerly at Bessie.
There was a Ii]ipic of merriment along
the crocodile. Bunter did noft head it
Hea watted on tenterhooks for DBessie's
reply. _
“Can't 1 zaid Bossie.

TNow, don’t you be a o silly idiot,
Bessic 1™ urged Bunier.  “ 'What's the
good of o hat, when wou've pgot ono
already?  Those cream cakes at the
Anchor-<just think of them, old gicl!
Wouldn't you like some "

Bezaie sighed.

“Wounldr't I just!™ she saud,

“Well, then, keop that fen bob. and
don’t wozte 18! urged Bunter, “1 cut
over hiere fo tell you. I should have
been eavlier, bnt Er-r fhat fool Bmithy !
I soy. vou keop that ten hob—and—-"

“Here comes the Ball!” murmuared
Barbara Redfern.

Misz Bullivant cmerged [rom  the
wood into the lane. Bhe came alone.
Barncy, apparently, had succecded in
making hiz cscapo,

“] sav, Boessie—"
anxious!y.

“Can’i. " said Bessic.

“Took fherel Why noft 77

“I've bought the hai !

“Wha-a-at ¥ stuotlored Bunter.

#* Bofore we started on this walk,” said
!%;Ess'm. “I vou'd beon an hour sponoy

I ¥
“Oh! That idiet Smithr!" groaned
I're Maoxer LIBRARY. —No. 1,551

urged Bunier

THE MAGNET

Bunter. “That fathead! That beazé!
Oh erikey 1

Miss Bullivant rejoined the erocodile.
She was frowning, evidently very much
annoyed.

The Chif House evocadile marched on.
Billy Bunter stoed by the roadside,
blinking after it dismally through his
big spectacles,

He was too late |

It was all that idiot, that fathead,
that beast, Bomthy's fault!  But for
Smithy and his rot about lLis mouldy
banknote, Bunter might have bheen 1n
time. Hoe felt the full force of the poet's
sad reflection :

“0Of all sad words of tongue and pen,

The saddest are these: ‘It mught
- have been! "™

The only consolation was that Smithy
was booked for a flogging. That was
some comfort.  Bot the ten bob was
gone—wasted on & silly hat for Bessie
—and Bunter had had & long walk for
nothing; and had another %{mg‘ walk
befare him back to Greviriars, also for
nothing. It was a sad, wearlv,-, and
dreary fat Owl that set out, at last, to
tnidgi'? 1thmt endlesa distance—n mile and
8 half |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
What Skip Suspected !

({3 ITAT ase!”
“That dommy ¥
“That fathead ™

“That silly chump ¥
“Blow him 1™ ¥ e
“He wants booting 1"

“The bootfulness ought to be
terrifie 1Y
“The silly swab!”

Herbert Verncn-Smith, the Bounder
of Greyfriars, had been slanged many
a time and oft. But never had he been
s¢ thoroughly slanged ss on that par-
ticular November afternoon.

Billy Bunter, trudging wearily back
from Cliff House, was calling him =all
the names he could think of. Harry
Wharton & Co., in the changing-room
st Greviriars, were doing the same,

The game on Lattle Side had been
touch and go. But Hobby of the 3heil
had walked off with itf.

The Shell was a rather older and
heavier team than the Femove, and
they playved good Boccer. But the
Remove, at their best, could beat them
~—and would have beaten them, at full
strength. Bot to beat Hobby & Co.
Harry Wharton had io select his very
best men, and every man had to put
hiz best foot foremoszt.  And, owing
to the Bounder's fatheadedness, one of
the best men in the team had had fo
he left out—sitting in the Form-room in
detention, whilo the Hemove wero
beatenn by the Shell. Tt was cnoogh fo
dizgruntle any footballer.

Frank Nugent had taken ihe
Bounder's plaee. e had playved =
gond game: but Frank limself knew
%u.i'l.cr. well thaf 18 was not up fo the

punder’s game, He had shown good
form at Boceer that term, and he was as
good as some men in the team; but he
was not a5 good as Smithy., There were
few jJunior foolbatlers at Grexfrinrs as
good az Smithy.

In apile of a good many disagronments
with the Bounder, Harry Wharion
would abmost as seon have left himself
out as Smithy; and he had had to leave
him out because Smithy had madn n
faol of himself, for no bolter reazon than
his fend with o fellow who had never
really given lom any serions couse of
offence.

The Bemove men liked to win a mateh
—still, they were good losers, if for

tune went against (hemw, Byt dhiz was
not a case of the luek; or illluck, of the
gare; ib was a ¢ase of & man wha oughe
to have plaved, not playing, when there
was no reason why he should not have
gluyr_d, except his own fatheadedness,
0 every fellow in the changing-room
slanged the Bounder. whose ears ought
really to have been burning as he sat
in the Form-room.

“We ought to have pulled it off !
rowled Johony Bull, as the Famous
five Jeft the changing-room.

“We should have pulled it off with
Smithy I grunted Bob Cherry.

“Bother the silly ass!” said Ilarrs.
“I'd rather have Frank in the team,
any dar, but—"

*“ 80 would anybedy, I should think !
said Bob. “DBut—"

“But the butfulness iz terrifict™
remarked Hurree Jamset Fam Singh.

“Terrific and preposterous ! grinned
Frank Noagent. "I know I'm not in
the same street with Smithy, vou fellows
—and I feel like booting him az much
as yon do. ‘The eilly ass—with his
mouldy banknotae 1"

The Famous Five went wp to the
Remove passage to tea. Skip had pre-
ceded them there, to get tea going in
Btudy No. 1

He had it ready by the fime they
arrived; and after n football match on
a cold November day, they were all
quite ready for it.

They talked football over tea, while
Skip sat silent. There was a thought-
ful and rather worried expression an
Skip's face which the other fellows did
not natice, their interest being concen
trated in the discussion of that game
which ought to have ended guile
differently.

“Look ‘ere, wou blokes—" said
Skip at laet, breaking into Socrer

“jaw.”  “Look ‘ere, that bloke,
Smithy—-"

“Blow him!” said Bals

“Bother him!" =zaid Johnny Ball,

“I'd jolly woll boot him, only I sup-
pse he'll be up for hiz flogging soon !
Ir can't say he hasn't bhegged for 11"

“IHe ‘ad a flogging last week '™ said
skip.

“liTr-. asked for that, too—he's alwarys
asking for something ! said Harrr., He
glanced at Skip. “ What ahout it$"

“Well,” said 8kip slowly, “I don't
like the bloke, and he don’t ltke me.
Bui foir's fair! 1 been worriting.™

“About Smathy 77 asked Wharton, in
astonishment.

“Well, ves,” said Bkip. I don't sen
n bloke geting a 'lad’s flogging for
nothing—specially arter e had one a
fow days ago.”

“T don't call it nothing—and 1
shonldn’'s expect von 10" szaid Harry.
“A fellow whoe fancied 1hat his pocket
had been picked, and yelled it ont to all
the school without making sore.-—"

“MHe must ‘ave maede sure ! saud
Skip.

“1 should have ifhought =o0; but he
didn't, fathead—le ¢couldn't have, as the
banknate was in s pocket all the time,
What the dickens are vou gethmg ak?”

“Rut was i7" asked Skip,

1R Dido'd ren see Wun pull it
ont in the Form-room "

“Yez, T did,” =zaid Bkip, with a nod,
#and in this heve sindy, vesiordpy. 1
see him play some tricks, foo IV

“Wha-a-a-17"

The Famonus TFive forgoet fea--and
even forgot the lost foothall maiel.
T'hey all siared at Skip,

“Chat's what's been worriling me ™
said Skip, ““¥You fellerz ain’i thought
of it, I s'pose; but | eonldn’s “olp think-
ing of 1. You know 3mifhy waz arber
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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL.

(1}
You will find it on the wall
Just insida the entrance-hall;
It's a placa of great excitement to the

clhaps;
Wihen tﬂﬂ letters are put out
here aye lots of men about
Who are walting for remittances—
perhaps !
Then tha letter-rack i3 very zoon
surrounded

By those whoe fnd their rosy hopes
unfounded |

LLTTER RAGHK [§

i

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Hare and Hounds
53 S
Tt's an sutumn dary, with the hares
away
And the hounds et off to find "em;
We'll race along with a merry song
On the trail they lefi behind *em [
Tally-ho, tally-ho, tally-hal
We're putting on plenty of paca to-day
As we go on our paper-chase to-day,
For we're keeping the trail
Over hill and through dale
And we Enow we shan't fail—tally-ho !

GREYFRIARS GUIDE

= e - o r——

The Letter-Rack.
(2)

The most regular of these
Is the Bunter-bird, for he's
Been expecting a remittance every day
Since he got here, and we're sure
Disappointment will not cure
His conviction that iv's still upon the
way.
And we hope to see his famous postal
order, )
When it comes with whiskers growing
on 1ts border.

(3}
Fishy also comes & cropper
When the letter from lus " popper "
Has no deollars, but & lot of good
advice |
Like a lot of sinful schelars,
Fishy needs this more than dollars,
But he doesn’t seemn to think it very
nice

And other fellows, likewize feeling
rotten,

Call ihe letter-rack a—well, it's best
forgotten |

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

SAMSON QUINCEY JFFLEY FIELD,

otherwise * Squiff *'—the Australian
junior in the Remove

iz for FIELD—f{rom New South
Wales, .
A sportsman true and as hard as nails
His Christian names are rather stiff,
And that 13 why he's known as " Squiff,”

(2}
Through by-ways pgreen, if your eyes
ara keen, }
You may sea the paper blowing,
At the en-&{ of a mile we come to a stila 3
And we don't know where we're
gomng |

Tally-ha, tally-ho, tally-ho!l
But we merrily keep upon our way
And we've hoping the hares have pone
Our way,

As wao're racnu{_ mtent

Upen finding the scent
Uftha way they went—tally-ho!
. F— :
And o cheer vings ouf with s joyous

shout
As the distant hares ave sighted,
We ean ;ﬁa e chill as they cross the
L.
And by now we ara all excited,
Tally-ho, tally-ho, tally-hol
For we know we've golug to catch ‘e
now,
We are sure wa can :o0on ouimateh ‘em
naw,
And wa've had a
With a
But we

|-—

ood run
;a]lﬁu of fun,
re glad it is done—ially-ho!

Suggested by the word revealed

In Samson Quinecey ey Field,

A name enough to break your jaw!
Of course, theve ought to be o law

To stop the parents’ little games

Who give their sons these fancy names,

With zuch a load of names to bear

Sguiff ought to be bowed down with
care, _

But ha is nothing of the kind,

In fact, he doesn't seem to mind ]

How much you laugh, he’ll simply grin

And try to bash your boko in!
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A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GROANS!

Ow-wow! I've just had a stiff dose of
Quelehy's cane, ac this week I've got to
make this column " Greyfriars Groans ™
instead of “ Greylriars Grins,”

This is what comes of trying to do &
Rixth Former a good turn, ow-wow! 1
slid down the banisters and landed on
Carpne’'s face. My boots have altered
Carne's faca considerably, ow-wow !
And, of course, any alteration is bound
to be for the better, because there's no
other way Carne's face can be altered,.

Instead of being thankful for the
lucky accident which made his features
a little less repulsive to the pubhc eye,
Carne jerked me into Quelchy’s study,
and pretended he wasz snnoved about at.
Personally, I cannot see that Quelch
could do an}rihinf for Carne. Giving me
a whacking would hardly mend Cfarne's
face: it would merely maks iwo of us
hurt instead of one, ow-wow !

B0 Quelch bent me over and laid
into me with a new cane which was
surprisingly fiexible, and gave me con-
siderable angeish, which was wvery
gratifying to Cerne, ow-wow !

I cannot guite understand what sort
of monster makes and sells these canes.
It is sad to think there is & man who

=l-!liiIIIllIII‘IIIlIIIIIIII

- makes his living from the suffering and

tortura of tender schoolboys, ow-wowl
I should like to know what sort of life
this wretch is leading, and if any reader
knowa hizs name, I ghould be interested
to hear it for future reference.

Perzonally, I think such a man will
not be very easy to hurf, or otherwise
the food he eats would choke him, since
cvery mouthful is wrung from the
agony of others: but it would he inter
cating to call uwpon him in his lair,
where there will be plenty of canes for
the purpose which I heve 1n wview.
Ow-wow

I do not think X can write any movre
just now, because it is difficult to write
standing up, and for private end per-
sonal reasons I prefer not to sit down
just at this moment, o 1 will now cease,

P. 8. —0w-wow-wow |

DON'T BE LATE FOR NEXT SATURDAY'S PARADE, CHUMS

L]
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that Chink westerday for bunging the
fireworks at ’im, and I've 'card that
he gave him an awful 'iding, and I:-Inul:r
hmiq to step in and stop 'tim. Well, I
don’t ‘old with ‘im pitching inte the
hittle idjit, but—"

“My only summer bonnet!™ gaspe;:?
Bob Cherry. *You don't imagine—

“Wun!"” eaid Harry Wharton
blankly. | I

“Lock at the tricks he played in this
‘ere study ! said Skip. “That Chink
can pick a pocket as easy as I could.”

“Ves, we know that!"” said Harry
slowly. “ But o )

“*Conrse, he wouldn't pinch,” said
Skip. “I never thought of 'im while
the blooming banknote was missing.
But when he found it——"

Harry Wharton & Co,
startled looks.

Not for a moment had they thought
of Wun Lung in connection with the
hanknote. They had been only too glad
to see him fnd it—in Smithy's pocket,
apparently—and thus wash out the sus-
pleion of a theft. .

“Tt looks to me,” seid 8kip, “like
one of his blooming tricks! If it 'ad
been any other bloke what found it in
Smithy's” pocket 1t would be different.”
% 0Oh!™ gasped Harry. _

“You could ses that SBmithy believed
that the note was gone,' said Skip,
“and he ain't no fool; he must have
gone through that pocket pretty carcful.
And, it being the Chink what found it
in his pocket—what do vou fellers think
that that looks hike?” ‘

T ghould think,” said Harry quietly,
“that we'd better sce Wun Lung at
goce and ask him about it, before
Smithy goes up fo the Head ™

He had been sstonished, like every
fellow in the Form, by the Bounder's
apparent carelessness in overlooking the
banknote in his pocket. Such careless.
ness was utterly unlike the Bounder.
No doubt he had been eaﬁnr to accuse
Skip—still, he was the fellow to make
sbsolutely certain before he took so
terribly seriouz a step.

That sapposcd carclessness, so  at
variance with Smithy's character, was
explained—if the banknote really had
been miszzin%—if the whele affair was
one of Wun Lung's weird japes.

And now that the idea was once put
into his mind, Wharton could not help
thinking that that was the explanation,
Ho rose from the table.

#1711 eut along and see Wun, at
once 1™ he said. "This has got to be
cleared up before Smithy goes to the
Head."

His friends followed him from Study
No. 1.

Ther nrrived at Btudy No. 13. Wun
shared that study with Beob Cherry,
FHlurres Singh, and Mark Lmie% The
{atter's voice was heard as the Famous
Five came up to the door.

exchanged

T v — L T T —

JOLLY HOME PASTIMES

All the family will be thrilled to join in
a game of billiards at home. The Riley
" Memo " Billiard Tables cover a rarge that
gives a model for every homs, large or amall,
at a prica for every pooket. Either cash or
easy terms can he paid, and a modest sum
as deposit brings immediata delivery of 3
first-olass hilliard table on T days’ Tree trial.
Anybody interested in thiz delightful homa
pastime Is invited to write for a free Ilus-
trated art list of Riley Billiard Tables to
E. 4. Riley, Ltd., Belmont Works, Act inglon,
or Dept. 30, 147, Aldersgate Street, London,
E.C.1.
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THE MAGNET

“What the dickens is the joke, Wun?
What are you grinning and cackling
about, veu voung assi”

“Plenty big jokee!” answered the
voice of the little Chinee. * Makee this
I'l} Chinee laugh plenty too much.”

“But what "'

“No tellee!™ chockled Wun Lung.
* Plent big jokee, keepee dark, what
you tinkee ™

Bob Cherry kicked open the door of
the study, apd the TFamous Five
marched in.

Wun Lung turned a little vellow [ace,
wreathed with grins, towards them as
they entered—evidently in enjoyment of
some great jest that was a secret of his
gwn,

Harry Wharton & Co. had litile doubt
what 1t was!

e mam——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
East and West !

6 UN, rou young rascal—"
began Harry. 3
Wun Lung's slanting eyes

glanced from face to face.

“Whattee matiee?”  he  asked.
“Nicey ole Wharton no pet waxee along
this pool 11’1l Chinee 1"

*Look here—" zaid Bob.

“Me lookee!” said Wun. " Likee
lookee along handsome facee blong ole
Boh Chelly.”

“Have you been playing tricks on
Bmithy " demanded Harry Wharton,
coming to the peoint at once.

The grin faded off the wvellow face,
and the slanting eves became keen and
gearching. Wun was on his guard im-
mediately.

“Tlicks ! he repeated.
tlick ] Me no zavvy® ;

“You were playir;lg Jpcrtt;r tricks in my
study yesterday, and Johnny booted you
for 1t,” said Harry. ""Now look here,
Wun, that fool Smithy thought that
Skip had picked his pocket thiz morn-
ing. 8kip ecould have done it, easily
gnough, but we know that he didn't
You could have done it az easily as
Bkip—did you?" )

“Oh!™  exelaimed Mark Linley.
“That potty little ass 5

“nd you?" demanded the captain of
the Hemove. * Evervbody in the Form-
room thought you'd found that bank-
nate 1 Smithy’s pocket | Was it in vour
hand , all the time, you tricky wxoung
rascal ¥ ] )

“Cough it up, Wun," said Bob, “and
for goodness’ szake don't tell us any
Lieg 1"

“MNo tell lie 'long nicey old Bob
Chelly 1" said Wun., " Allee light!
You keepen dark! Pullee leg blong
Smithy—what vou tinkee?”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Nugent.

Wun Lung grinned again,

“Allee hLight!” he =aid. “Smithy
whackee thiz pool li'll Chinee, ‘long
luler, welly hard! Chinee no ean
whackee Smithy ! Headmasier whackee
Smithy, 'long birch ! Allee light !™

“Oh erumbs ! said Bob.

The Famous Five and Mark Linley

azed at the little Chinee, rather at a
oss for words. Tt was a full confession
—and Wun, in his gqueer litile Oriental
mind, evidently saw no harm in what he
had done.

S8mithy had thrashed him, He could
not thrash S8mithy in his turn. So he
had coolly schemed for the headmaster
to thrash him. And ever since, he had
been in a state of great amusement, at
ithe success of his scheme,

“You awful little villain!" gasped
Johuny Bull.

“ Allee light!” said Wun Lung. “Me
no likee whackee “long luler! Smithy

" No playee

no likee whackee ‘long Liren! You
fellee kecpeo dark.” o

“¥ou got that banknote off Smirhy 2V
exclaimed Harey Wharton,

“Pickee pockee !V assented Won
cheerfully, “Rasece! No pmchee—
pickee pockee ‘long pulice leg blong
Smithy. ™

“Then the banknote was rcally gone,
as Bmithy thought it was =aid Frank
E‘Tﬁtﬁ'unt, Yand that voung villuin bad
it .

“You jolly well knew he would think
that 8kip had it"” exclaimod Harrr.

“Me savey ! assented W “ile
savvy Bmithy makee plenty fuss—liim
tinkee notee pinchee! Then me makee
findee. Ole Quelchy plenty waxee—
whackee Smithy 1 ﬂjl Lhight "

“¥You had the banknote all the fime,
and pretended to find it in Smithy's
pocket in the Form-roam—"

Wun Lung chuckled,

"What you tinkee ?” ]

“And you did 1t becanse Bmithy
whopped you, for c-huckmg’ thore fire-

works at him in the guad!™ exclainied
Harry. ) )
“Whoppee this poel 1i'll Chinees

lenky too much, 'long luler ! said Wun

ung. *‘Me tinkee Quelchy whoppee
Smithy | Headmaster whoppee Bmithy,
allea hettee! Me likee him floggee!
You no teHee.”

“Well, 1t serves Bmithr right, in a
way, for whopping the little ass,” aaid
Bob. “8mithy ean thank his own rotten
temper for this. But, thank goodnesa
Skip put us on to it in time, un, you
blessed little heathen, can’t yon see what
a dashed little rascal you are "

“No sce !" said Wun Lung. ** Whattee
mattec? B'pose me big fellee, likes
handsome Bob Chelly, me whoppee
Smithy. Neo can! Headmaster whop-
peel  Alee samee.”

“Wot quite " said Bob, *If you can't
=ee that vou can't do this =ort of thing,
Wun, you must take our word for it
You've got to stop 1t !

“No can ™

“You must!” said Harry. “If the
beaks spotted this trick, most likely
yvou'd be sacked for 16, ¥You'd jolly
well deserve it, too, if you weren't a
blithering Oriental. You must go to
Gueleh before he takes Bmithy to the
Head—-"

“No goey!” said Wun Lung obstin-
ately.

“You can't let Smithy go up for a
ﬂc-g%inlg. ;ou young rascal 1" exclaimed
Mlark Linley.

“Likee Smithy foggee!™

“That's not the point,"” said Harry.
“Emithy ought to be booted for pitching
into you—Dbut vou can't play treacherous
tricks like this, Can’'t you understand
that?”

“No savvy !”

“If you go to Quelch, and tell lnm
FOuU pulled mithy's leg. vou will get a
caning, most likelr., You deserve it
m‘u:% more. Anyhow, you've goi to own
‘1p T5 )

“Me no tinkce.”

“"We can’'t let 11 go on
Johnny Bull,

“Allee light! You no sneakee 'long
this 1"l Chinea!” said Wun  coolly.
“You keepee dark! Bmithy whackeeo
"long Hﬂﬂ-ﬁ Me likee”

“It's no good talking fo him ! said
Bob. ""He's got to go and tell Queleh
hefore Smithy goes up to the Big Beak.
Wo can't go and give him away—the
blithering little idiot might be sacked.
Quelch will let him off lightly 1if he owns
up. Hand me that cricket stump,
Marky !

Wun Lung dodged ronnd the table.

“¥You no whackee this pool Ti'll
Chinee ! he exclaimed in  alarm,

pre
s

roared
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erackers jumping after them, exploding as they jumped. Bang, bang! Fizz! Vernon-Smith, jumping away from the
grate that] had suddenly turned Into a small voleano, stared at it hlankly. ¢ Ha, ha, ha 1 * roared ‘the feliows in the passage.

“Whattee mattee? Me tinkes nicey cle
Bob Chelly likee this li'll Chinee.”

Bob burst into a langh. It was really
difficult to be seriouns, with the gueor
little rascal from the Flowery Land.

“20 1 do, you young ass!" he said.
“But you've got to get Bmithy oubk of
this! Do you think gl‘-.:l ever speak to
you again, tf you left him to it—or any
decent fellow, either? I'd boot you oug
of the study [V ;

Wun Luug blinked at him aeross the
table ‘ _

Clearly, his own Oviental conscience
was quite easy. Cunnming  was the
waapon of the weak against the strong—
and he bhad nsed his cunning, to retali-
ate on the Bounder with ruthless un-
scrupulousness, He simply did net
understand ths Lnglish point of view
on the subject of treacherous trickery.

But he could ses what Harry Whar-
ton & Co. thought of it, though he did
not underatand. o

“{a Bob Chelly angly "Icm]g thig I'll
Chinee 1™ he asked sorvowfully. “You
no speakes 'long Wun Lung? ‘

*Not unless you do the right thing,
you young ass! Not & man in the
Remove would ever speak to you again.
Do you want_to be barred by the whole
Form, and locked on as a wormi"
dJdemanded Boh.

“Mo no savvy ! said Wun, " BSmithy
whackee this pool [i’ll Chinee—me
grottea Smithy whackee—mo tinkea all

iight ] But if ole Bob {Jhelifr angly
long me, me gooy ’!unﬁ Quelchy,  Me
10 ﬁik&e cle Bob Chelly angly ‘long
i 1"

Bob grinned.

“*Woll, if that raakes any difference, I
hall ba jolly angry along you, if you
don't Jdo tha right thing ! he eaid,
“Ho to Quelch and own up that 1t was
a joke on Smithy. Caun't you oo you're
ponnd to do 13"
AMe

“No seel ido likee wou =zaw,

a'posee yvou no angly ‘long me
maore,'” said Wus.

“Well, never mind wyour reason, so
long as you do it,” said Bob. “Get a
move on—you've gob to catch Quelch
hefm;ﬂ he {]mks mithy off to exccu-
tion.”

* Alloa light 1" said Wun submissively.

And he left the study with the Famous
Fiva.

They marched him down the stairs to
Masters’ Passage, and DJr. Queleh’s
study. But they found that study
vacant, Mr. Quelch had already gone
to the Form-room for Bmithy. Whether
he had yet taken the Bounder to the
IIcad, the juniors did not lnow—but
they were very anxious.

*“Cut along to the Form-room guick !
zaid Harry. *There may be e to
catch Quelch yet.”

Wun pausad.

“Buck up, kid ! said Boh.

A ward from Bob Cherry was snough
for the little Qriental. He cut away at
a run for the Remove Form Room.

any

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Just in Time !

ERBERT VERNON-ZMITH
H rose to his feet with a black
brow, as Mr. Quelch entered

thea Hemwove Formm  Reom
prompt at five o'elock.
Hia task—uunhinished—lay on  his

dezsk. The Bounder waz in his blackest
tempar.

It had been a weary afterncon. Latin
irregular verbs were a poor substitute
for & football malch.

That Mr. Queleh weould be ircitated
afroah by ﬁndinﬁ' the detention task
nneampleted, he knew very well,  DBut
he did not care. A litile moro troubls
mattered nothing to a fellow who was

in it s¢ deep already, and who was in a
savage and rcbellious mood.

“You may hand me
Vernon-3mith 1*  said
master, with icy coldness.

In sullen silence Sinithy handed over
the paper.

FOUr papce,
tﬁe Bemove

Mr. Quelch’s brows kunitted as he
looked at it
The Latin paper was half-done. And

that half was done badly and carelesly.
It was smeared and blotted—which, as
g rle, were not faults of Smathy's. It
might have been done by Billy Bunter
Really it looked as if the recklesa
Bounder wanted lo get his Form-
master’s “rag out.”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips harl.
He was already deeply incensed, and
this was the fnishing touch. He laid
the paper on the desk.

”Ipwi].l speak to you later about this,
Vernon-8mith ! ho said. “You will
now come with me to your head
master’s study.”

“1'm ready ! grunted the Bounder.

Afr. Quelch turned to the door and
the scowling junior followed him,

At the same moment there was a
patter of feet in the corridor, and Wun
Lung appeared in the doorway.

The %ﬂunder scowled at him., Al
Queleh glanced at him in surprise,

“Pleazee me wantee speakee, siyp!”
gosped Wun Lung.

“ Another time, my boy,” said Mr.
Quelech. 1 am gceupred now.,.  Yon
mway awnit me in my study.”

“Wanteo speakee now, sir ! spud
Wun,  "“Wantes speakee 'long takes
Smithy ’long Head, sir! 'Long bank-
note, ™

My Quolch raised his oyebrows,

“I do not understand youw, Wun
Lung! Kindly explein what you maan
gt once ' ho rapped.

Tne Macwxr Lisrart.—No. 1,551
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“Me playee tlick ‘long Smithy, sir!
Me takee banknote flom pockee blong
nim, 'long blesk this morning, sir.”

“What [

“Me pletendee findee 'long  pockee,
sir] No findee! DBanknote hum step
long kand blong e when me findee.
H%. puttee "long pockee, when me takee
o1l

fGoodness gracions ¥ gasped My
Qualch.

He stood as 1if rooted to the floor of
the Form-reom, staring st Wun
Lung, his eres almost popping from his
face.

The Bounder, equally astonished,

glared at the little Chinee.

“¥ou roung scoundrel!” he roared.
“You! I knew my pocket had been
picked—and you—you——"

He choked with rage.

“Silence, Vernon-Smith " exclaimed
Mr. Quelch, * Wun Lung, do you tell
me, eeriously, that you tock the bank-
note from Yernon-Smith's pocket——="

* Me takoe, sic.”

“Then Vernon-Smith was stating
correctly that it had been taken,” ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch, “and—and—and
you pretended to find it in his pocket
afterwards—you dare confess that you
deluded me, yvour Form-master—"

Mr. Quelch gasped for breath.

*“Me wvelly solly, s=ir!” said Wun
meekly.

“Why did vou do this, Wun Lung?®¥”
gasped Mr. Quelch. )

“Li'l1 jokee on Smithy, sir—pulles
leg blong Smithy.”

“Upon my word! And why have
vour come fo tell me vow, after allow-
ing fthe deception ta go on so long?”
demanded Mr. Quelch.

“Tinkee ztoppee Bmithy floggee, sir!
(e Bob {.‘heIE* tellee me comey, tellee
tluth, 'long wyou, sir, so e comey!”
satd YWun simply.

“Tponn my  word repeated Mr,
Quﬂlcﬂ. “1 am glad to hear that you
have sufficiont intelligence, Wun Lung,
to take good advice from an honourable
boy. You may be thankful that Cherry
gave you this advice, and that you
acted uvpon 1t Had the matier come
to my knowledge by any other means,
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you 1{?}!]& have been expelled from the

BLC. .

“Oh clikey I gasped Wun.

Do you think that such an action as
this is a joke—a practical joke?" thun-
dered Mr, Quelch.

“Me tinkee, sir.”

“1 shall encieavﬂur, then, to make you
see such things in a better light,” said
BMr. Queleh. “I must take into
account the fact that you have made
this confession of your own accord;
otherwise, I should take you to your
headmaster! Go to my study and
await me there?®

Wun Lung faded out of the Form-
TOOTI.

Mr. Queleh turned to the Bounder.
His manner was o little uncertain. He
was in & state of more intense annoy-
ance than ever; but it was cleat that
Smithy had not been to blame for
reporting that his pocket had been
picked, when, as s matter of actual
fact, it had been picked.

“In the eircumstances, Vernon-
Smith, I shall not take you to the head-
master,” he said.

“Indeed, sir!™ said the DBounder
sarcastically.

“It appears,” said Mr. Quelch, * that
the banknote actually was missing from
vour pocket as you stated—owing ta
the extraordinary trick plaved by the
Chinese boy.”

“1 said so, sir.”

“This, however, does nob excuse your
accusation against the boy Skip " said
Mr. Quelch sternly. *“Suoch a suspicion

was utterly unfounded—as you muost
acknowledge, Vernon-Smith. The
whole thing, it now appears, was a

foolish prank of the Chinese boy, and
Skip was guite unconcerned in the
matter.” .

The Bounder was silent. TFrom what-
ever angle the matter was locked at, it
had to he admitted that Skip had
nothing to do with it. But the Bounder
found no satisfaction in realising that,

“You must beware, Vernon-S8mith, of
hasty and unjust suspicions!” said Mr.
Queleh.  “For the second time you
have accused this boy, and 1t transpires

that nothing oceurred but a foolish
practical joke, with which he was
O - | -
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entirely unconnected. Let this he a
Warnl to you not to entertaln un-
charitable thoughts, You may go,
Vernon-3mith.”

The Esunder went—scowling.

He had had & narrow escape—the
Hogging had been wvery nest And
Mr. Quelch, in the peculiar ecircum-
stances, evidently intended to make no
further mentiion of the unfinished deten-
tion task. The Bounder had reason to
feel glad—but he was not feeling glad
—he waz feeling savage and resentful
B2 he slouched away from the Form-
FOOML. :

Mr, Quelch went direc:t'i’y to  his
study, where he found Wun Lung
waiting for him. There was an expres-
sion of sorrowful penitence on the little
vellow face that rather dizsarmed the
Remove master,

He sat down and talked to Wun.
For a pood ten minutes he pointed out
to himm the error of his ways.

Wun listened with meek respect,
looking as if butter would not have
melted in his mouth.

In point of fact, the young rascal was
hoping that Qaelch would teke it out
in “jaw,” and leave his cane lying on
the table, unused.

Poasibly Quelch was aware of that.
At all events, he did nct leave the cane
unused. Having pointed out to Wun
how very wrong it was to be %Im]ty of
duplicity, trickery, and untruthfulness,
he picked up s cane, to drive his
arguments home, as it weve, like nails.

Whether Quelch’s jaw had any effect
on Wun, or not, his cane hadl Loud
yvells rang from the Hemove master's
study, as Quelch laid it on.

en he was dismissed, after the
inflictions, Wun went down the passage,
wriggling like an eel.

Harry Wharton & Co. were woitin
for hiun at the corner. They gathere
round him and marched him up to the
Bemove passage—wriggling.

“Had it bad?” asked Bob.

“Ow! Velly badl Wow " mumbled
Wun.

“Berve  vou right 1" remarked
Johnny Bull.

“Ow!l Ole Johonea eillea ass!

Wow ' moaned Wun Lang.

On the Remove landing the Bounder
was waiting. Heo made s stride to-
wards them, his oves gleaming under
Enitted brows.

“That voung scoundrel—" he
began.

* Bland back |* rapped Harry
Wharton.

“Do you know what he did ?* roared
the Bounder.

“h, ves, we know—as we made him
go to Quelch and own up. He's been
whopped for it, and you're not going
to touch him !™ said the captain of the
Bemove scocnfully. “You asked for it
—1f any of us had been there when you
wera licking him yesterday, we'd have
stopped you ‘mst enough. And we'll
gtop you if you try it on again—and
give you & hiding into the bargain.”

“Hear, hear!™ grinned Bob.

added

“And listen to this, too!”
Wharton, with angry contempt. “We
had ne idea of what had happencd (till
Bkip told us—"

“Bkip 1"

“¥Yes, Bkip! He pucssed that it was
a trick of that yvoung ass, and that'a
why we looked into it and made him
go to Queleh  But for Skip, you'd be
gotting o Head's flogging this  very
minute ! That's the fellow you're down
on—Ehe fellow vou'd like to make out &
pincher—he only had to hold his
tongue, and you'd be getting that Aog-
ging! What do you think of that?"



The Bounder, for & moment, stared
ank

3!

“If that's the truth—"

“Oh, don’t be a fooll”
YWharton, :

“If it's the truth, he might have
minded hiz own business! I'm aszking
no favours of the cad, or of you either”

“What youw're asking for iz a hoot-
ing,"” remarked Johnny Bull, “and if
you_don't shut vp, you'll get it1?

“I'm going to throash that Iying
Chinee—" said the Bounder hetween

snapped

his teeth, “I'm goin g
“That's enough!” said  Harry.
“You're going to be booted! Collar

him 1* ;

And, sz Vernon-Smith made a grab
st Wun Lung, the Famous Five all
made & grab at Smithy. i

Wun eut up the passage—leaving the
Bounder 5trug‘guimg furiously in the
Erasp of tho ( ont the landing. But

¢ struggled in vain, He was swung
round, and five boots crashed on him,
sending himy reeling and staggering
across tha landing, to bump into the
farther wall. ]

“Look inte my study, if you want
gome miore | said the captain of the
Remove, and the Famous Five went up
the Remove PEEE?EE. ;

But Bmithy did not look inte the
study for more.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Tit for Tat!l

ILLIAM WIBLEY mada.rather
& grimace when Herbert
Vernon-Smith came into his
study the following day after
clasa, ] :

Wib was bending over his properiy-
box, which was open; and the study
tnhl'e, and a good part of the foor, weve
covered with thestrical gadgets—heards
and wigs and moustaches, masks and
costumes—all sorts and conditions of
“props " belonging to the Remove
Dramatic iety.

Wibley wag full of & new play that
the Remove Dramatio Society were
going to produce—and willing, indeed
vager, to talk to onybody about it. He
had talked to Micky Desmond and
David Mﬂrﬁm about 1t, till his study-
mates had fled from Study Ne. 6. His
supply of chin-wag on that entrancing
gubject being unexhausted, and in fact
mexhaustible, Wib would have been
yather glad for any fellow to drop in—
or almost any fellow.

Atill, be mode a grimace at the sight
of the Bounder, SBmithy, of late, had
been 3o extremely disgruntled, and so
ready to row, that Wik wondered
whether his turn had come, Wib did
not want to row with anybody. Ha just
wanted to talk theatricals, with the
ather fellow saying * Oh!"—"Yog!"—
“How clever 1" and so on—and not too
much of that, .

“Busy i asked the Bounder, coming
mn_and shutting the door,

Y Welll” said Wib undecidedly. Ile
was not busy, if Smithy had come in
for a jaw—but if he had come in to
row, he was fearfully busy, and hado’t
& minute to spare! * Well—"

“I've got an idea—about theatrieals 1”

“Oh P Wibley's face cleared at once.
TAU right! Bquat down—no, not on
that trank-hose, fathead—and not en
that mask—and_look ount—not on that
plumed hat! What the dickens would
(harles the Second leook like in that
hat, after vou'd szat on it! Sit on the
table—no, the tabla’s pretty full—hetter
stand | Lean on the door, if you like—
but don’t lean on that eloak—m:nd that
cloak, you assl®

Hospitality was unbounded, but space
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was limited when Wib was sorting over

his pro The Bounder stood |

b ve just on  the fifth of
November,” he said.

*Ta-morrow,” agreed Wib, “Rit too

late, old chap.”

“Eht How too late?™”

“1 mean, we ecouldn’t possibly get up
& G{I'qﬁ? Fawkes’ play in the time—"

“Who the t'l:sumF’s talking about a
Gu{y Fawkes' play i .

“Eh? Aren't youl!” asked Wib.
“¥ou said you had an idea for theatri-
cals, and then mentioned the fifth of
November—-="

“Fathead! My ides is to work in
something in the theatrical line, in tha
bonfire celebrationa to-morrow. We're
going to have a guy, of course—but I'm
thinking of something a bit more
artistic than &n old hat on 2 stick and
an old coat stuffed with straw. You

could make up an effigy that would be
absolutely lifelike—?

“Oh!” said Wibley thoughtiully.
“Not a bad ideal do 1t on my

head, of course! But I say, you want
to be ecareful how you guy a besk, if
thai's the wheeze! anﬁ-‘: what hap-
pened last term for guying Mossoo—"

“T'm not thinking of guying & beak
—or anybody in this school. Somcbody
in another school.”

“Well, that cught to be safe! BSome
}Ilghchii'a cad—Pon 1* asked Wib, with
interest. 1 thought you'd got t'nemliliy
with Ponzonby sgain this term—still,
you're never friends with anybody long,
are you? If you want to guy that High-
cliffe cad—

Mo, sou ass ¥

“Well, give it & name !” said Wibley.
8 B | heip if I can. Who's the happy
man
“Not a man at all! Vou've seen that
old sketch, Migs Bullivant, the games-
mistresa at Chiff House™

Wibley's face became grave. Wib,
who fattered himself that he was no
end of an artist, was not a respecter of
persons—a genuine artist couldn’t be, in
Wibk's opinion. Last term he had
landed in fearful trouble for guying the
Fronch master. But Wib had his limit.
He weas not going to puy & woman.

“Bhe simply asks to be guyed,” went
on tha Bounder. “She's got a face like
a hatchet, a fist like a prizefighter, a
voice like a megaphone—hig feet in big
boote—a hat like 8 man's—you could
toke her off to a T,

“1 could I assented Wik, “But—

"It would get no end of a laugh,”
gaid the Bounder. “The fellows would
just yell, if they saw the Bull sitting
i as guy in the procession”

“The,g might—but—->"

“You've got all the things you want—
and if you want any more, just order
them, and leave it to me. I'm keen on
this, Wih.™ -

a it:a‘i}rrj te hear it,"” =aid Wibley dryly.
“Why, old Bullivant might get to hear
of it, and what would she think

“All the better,” zaid the Bounder
hitterly,

“"ihfe:r stared at him.

“3What have you got sapgainst a
mistresz at a girls' school, for the love
of Mike?” he exclaimed. ™ ¥ou've been
vowing right and Jeft this term, hore—
but I suppose even you haven't gone
over to Clitf House and rowed with the
cames-mistross there I”

“The old cat laid a stick about me

Inst week, I'd have punched her fnee,
if she'd lbeen o mant™ mmarled the
Bounder.

" Lucky for you you dida't1” grinned
Wibley. “Bullivant could pick you up
i one hand, and chuck you away.
She's some athlete. Bub what did zhe
}uhﬂp you far? VYou muszt have ashked
ar 1’
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“I was with some Higheliffe follows,
and weragged that ead Skip on Court
field Commen!” spapped the Bounder,
“That old cat happened along, and
pitched into us with a stick—and pushed
us nto the mud, too, along with that
outsider wa ware ragging.”

“Berve you right I” said Wibley, “Ti's
8 bit thick to join up with Highelifie
eafdg to rag 8 Greyfriars man.”

‘Perhaps you like pickpockets!”
sneered Smithy.

“I've hardly spoken to the chap—and
don’t care & bean about him; but it was
a dirty trick, snd I'm jelly glad the
Buyll butted in. If you want to hear my
cpinion, that's it1”

“I dom’t! I want to fix up & guy to
caricature the old catt”

I get youl” sssented Wih, “You'd
like to guy Bullivant—but you're think-

ing of young Skip chiefly. It would
make him wild to see her guyed for
having lent him a hand. I heard that

he smacked your head the other day for
calling her a cat—and now I'know why.
I'd emack it, too, in his place.”

The Bounder gave Wibley = dan-
gerous lopk, This was not what he had
come to Wib's study for.

“"Does thet mean that you won'i
help #* he demandad anﬁriljn

It means just that!” said Wibley.
“You won't get me guying & woman—
especially to help you score over a
Remova man. Forget all about it.”

“I can manage without vour help, if

[ have the run of the things,” said the
Bounder, ]
“¥You won't touch & single thing that's

in my charge as president of the Re-
move Drematic Society, for such a stunt
gs that!” said Wibley. *It's a rotten,
caddish idea—and you wouldn't think
of it, if you weren't in & roiten temper
with that kid 8kip. Wash it out”

“You cheeky fool—" :

“There's the door ! said Wibley.

The Bounder eger.l him bitterly.

He had counted on Wihley's keenmess
for ani.;thmg in the theatrieal line to
back him uwp n this stunt. Wibh's
artistic skill could have produced an
eftfigy of Misa Bullivant that might have
been mistaken for her twin sister ]

That was what Smithy wanted. FHe
was well aware how it would exasperato
Skip, who was not only grateful to Miss
Bullivant for having rescued him from
the raggers, hut who had taken a liking
to the Bull—formaidable as szhe was.
But evidently there was “nothing
doing.”

“Look here, rvou silly fathead—"
said Vernon-Smith, at lazt,

“Shut the door after von!" seid
Wibley, and he turned back to his box |
of propz, and resumed sorting over the
contents. .

Vornon-Smith gave the back of his
head o glare,

“You stlly, clheeky duonmy—" ha

e was sorting

hooted.

Wib did not head,
oul a hottle of Axing-gum—the adhesiva
fluld with which he was accustomed to
sticking on wigs, beards, and mous-
taches, when he made up in & play. He
found the bottle, and was about to lift
it aut of tha box, whon thera was a
sudden grasp on the hack of hia neck.

" (oogh | gasped Wibley, as his heard
was foreed down into the midst of tha
theatrical gadeets in the hox. “Owl
Leggo ! Oooghl”

Instnad of letling pgo, the Pounder
crammaed his head down into the box
and banged down the lid on tha back
of it.

“There, take that, vou checky foal [
snarled Bmithy; and he stepped back,
Inaving the unfortunate Wib wriggling
wildly in the box,
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“Ow! CUooogh! Owl”
muffied yall from Wibley,

He hurled back the hid and siruggled
up, his face crimson with breathless
wrath, and two or three beasrds and
moustaches hooking on to him. The
Bounder nirag?:‘d open the door and
tramped out of the study.

Wibley inade a flving leap after him,

The botile of fixing guin was in his
vight hand. With hiz left he jerked
out the corl as he jumped. The contents
of the bottle shot over the Bounder's
head.

Yernon-Smith gave a startled yell,
and spun round.

Fixing gum—ever sg much more
sticky and adhesive than ordinary gum
—streamed over his hair! He grabbed
at his hair, and his fingers came away
streaming and sticky.

“Why, vou—you—vou——" he gasped.

He jumped at Wibley. Wib, grinning,
dodged round the table and grabbed up
a stage tomahawk.

The Bounder, pursuing him, stoppcd
just in time to escape a swipe from the
tomahawlk. >

“Come on!” grinned Wibley. He
swiped again, and the infuriated
Bounder jumped back., * My advice to
you is to go and wash your head—
ha, ha! If that stuff dries on it you'll
nevar got it off in a month! Ha, ha!l”

“You—you—— I—I—I'll—"" gasped
the Bounder.

He backed away again from the reck-
less swipes of the tomahawk.

Wibley drove him out of the study
and slammed the door after him.

In the passage, the Bounder clawed
at his sticky hair again. Stiffened by
the gumn, it stuck out like guills on a
porcupine as he clawed at it

There was a vell in the Remove
passage,

“Ha, ha, ha'” ] )

“1 say, you fellows, look at Bmithy !”
shrieked Billy Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Vernon-B8mith  panted with rage.
There were five or six juniors in the
passage, all staring and laughing—and
a crowd of others locked out of study
doorways, staring and laughing, too.

His aspect was comic enough, with his
hair, in tufts, sticking out like quills
from his head.

came A

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. "Iz that S8mithy, or has a jolly
old poreupine got loose in  our
passage "

“Ha, ha, hat" .

"What's that game, Bmithy " gasped
Peter Todd. ‘Getting  yourself ap
readyr for to-morrow ¥

“'Ere’s another guy " chortled Skip
from the doorway of Study No. 1. "“Hi!
Hil 'Ere's another guy 1"

“Ha, ha, ha !

Red with rage, the Bounder rushed
down the passage.

What he wanted—and wanted guick—
was hot water, to get that horrid stulf
off before it dried hard. Howls of
launghter accompanied him down the

zssage, and followed hiin as he tore

own the Remove staircase. The
Bounder's tuftad head disappeared,
leaving the Removites yelling.

S8mithy was not seen againf till tea;
he spent the tine in & bath-room, rub-
bing and scrublang, and serubbing and
rubbing, and he looked quite tireﬁ ancd
breathﬁesa when he came up to the
Remove studies again.  And his hair
was still sticky !

h
wi

THE MAGNET

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Found !

6 EN Redwing [
Harry Wharton smiled—and

the Bounder scowled.

There was nothing in the
question to make & fellow smile. Tt
was his recollection of his last view
of the Bounder that brought the smile
to Wharton's face. SBmithy had come
up rather late for tea—he had had =
lot of rubbing and scrubbing to do.

“¥ou grinning ass!” snapped the
Bounder. *I asked you if you'd seen
Redwing.”

“Yes; he's gone to tea with Mauly,”
answered Harry, from the docrway of
Study No, 1.

Bmithy gave an angry grunt, and
walked on up the passage, several
fellows smiling at him as he

passed. Smithy was not smiling—or 1n
& mood for smiling. Indeed, he rather
seemed to have taken a leaf out of the
book of that ancient monarch who never
siiled again,

He pitched open the door of Study
No. 4, znd tramped in. It did not really
matter a bean to him whether his study-
mate was teaing out that day or not,
but he was in a mood to be ennoyed by
anything and everything.

Moreover, 1t wasz a cold, clammy
November day, and there waz no fire mn
the study. It was laid ready for light-
ing—but it was not lighted. The early
Novemnber dusk had already set in, and
the Bounder switched on the light and
scowled round the room.

He threw open the cupboard door.
But he did not lift out any of the ample
supplies for tea, He stood staring inio
thie cupboard.

His eves gleamed, and his teeth
gritted.

In that cupboard, early in the day, he
had left a large Fackag‘e, containing
fireworks, laid in tor the morrow. It
was like the Bounder io disregard the
strict rule that fireworks should not be
kept in the studies.

The package was gone |

Had the tuck been gone, Smithy
would have had no doubt that Billy
Bunter had paid his study a visit during
iz absence. PBut the tuck was there,
safe and sound—proof that the visiior
was not Bunier; for cven had Bunter
come for fireworks. he would cortainly
have staved for a feed! Someone had
coolly “lifted ¥ the Bounder’s package
of crackers and squibs while he was 1n
the bath-voom, cleaning off gum!

With a set face Vernon-3mith left the
study and walked down to Study No. 1,

The Famous Five and K Skip had
finished tea there. They all looked at
smithy as he uppeamg in the door-
way.

“Want anything ' asked Bob Cherry
politelv.  “I think we've got some
um—"

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Bomething’s been pinched from my
study 1" sgaid Vernon-Smith., “I've
come here, as the only pincher in the
Remaove, that I know of, is here.”

“E_-:-mcriiy ‘addocks I" ejaculated Skip.
“Is he at it aginf Ain't it time you
put_onh & noo recorvd, Smith?"

“High time, I think!” said Harry
Wharton, lus li%cui'lirﬁg- “Don’t be an
aes, Smithy ! o you think anybody's
going to tuke notice of that rot, after
vou've made a fool of yourself twice in
the same wayi”

“Thinl of something new, old man [*
advised Johnny Bull.

“Or go to Quelch!” said Frank
Nugent lmughing. “Quelch will be
leased to hear of pinching again—I

on't think 1"

“It was rathor a mistake to get you
off that flogging, Smithy!” eaid the
captain of the Remove. “But I'm
blessed if I thought you would start
AgAIn =0 S000. What's missing this
time—the study table®”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“1 can't go to Quelch, as we're nob
allowed to have fireworks in the study,”
said the Bounder hitterlé-. “I'vea no
doubt the pincher banked on that.
paid a pound for those fAreworks
the * big bang,'! and they're gone!™

'] Dhr I.‘-D't.!u

“Not in your pocket?” suggested
Bob, with & grin.

“Don't be o fool! It was a large
package—and I left it in my study cup-
board. It's been taken!”

*And you think I've took it!" jeered

for

Skip.

‘“g know you have!” retoried the
Bounder coolly, " Nobody else in the
Remove would pinch it—and 'it's been
pinched! And you've got it!™

Skip clenched his hands,

“Hold on!"™ said Harrvy Wharton
quietly. “I don't believe for a single
moment that anyvthing’s been pinched;
but it's quite likely thab someone's been
pulling your silly leg, to start you p]aif-
ing the fool again. I darve say your silly
fireworks are under vour table, or
behind your bookcase.™

The Bounder started a little.

In his haste he had not thought of
that possibility. But it was probable
enuug]i; that some playful fellow thonght
it amusing to
playing the
expressed ik

“We'll come and look in the study,
anyhow,” said Harry, “and uniil we'va
made sure that the things are not thera
you'd better say nothing about pinch-
ing, Vernon-Bmith. I can tell you that
fellows are getting fed up with 1t.”

“The fed-upfulness is terrific,
estecrned suspicious Smithy !

“You can come and look if you like
snarled the Bounder, and he tramped
back up the passage, followed by tho
Famous Five.

“What's up ¥ called out Peter Todd
from Study No. T. :

“Oh, pinching again!” said Bob,
“Bmithy's got pincling on the brainl
Halle, hallo, hallo! The study table’s
still there, Smithy| Nobody pinched
yvour study table !

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“And the carpet!” continued Bob.
“The carpet's still in the same old spot !
Did you think it had been pinched,
Bmithy 1 ) .

“Oh, shut up, yvou silly owl ! snapped
Smithy, and he stalked angrily into the
gtudy, followed by the grinning juniors,
while a dozen more fellows gathered
round the doorway—also grinming.

MNobody, it was clear, was taking the
matter seriously. Rather too much had
been heard from Bmithy on the subject
of pinching. )

Wun Lung’s little vellow face grinned
among. the others reund the door.
The little Chinee seemed greatly amused

ull his leg and start him
ool again, as Wharton

my

as he watched the juniors rooting
through Study No. 4.
But Harry Wharton & Co., con-

temptucusly amused at first, became a
little grave as they searched through the
study. Bmithy had left a large packa
in the cupboard—that was not to
doubted. It was no longer there, as a
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lance showed. It was big cnough to

be seen—if it was slill in the room. Dut
it was not to be seen. ]
Possibly, of course, it had been

oponed, and the fireworks in it taken out

and seattered, in which caszo they could

have been hidden in small recesses. As

the package was not to bo seen, the

ﬁmim's hunted for separate fircworks
nt noma was to be found.

Herbert Vernon-3mith watched thom,
with a sardonic grin.

Wharton's suggestion had rather
startled him, but it locked nmow as if
there was nothing in it. Neither in
ik, nor sr:pm‘atc? . eould the fireworks
be found in Study No. 4.

“Keep it up '™ snecred the Bounder.,

*Look az long as you like. VYon dow't
mind if T have my tea while you're pre-
fending to make out that the fireworks
are still here? You know where they
arg ag well as T do”

(b, cheese 1617 snapped Bob.

The Boumnder shragged his shonlders.
He lifted his supplies for tea from the
study cupboard, while the Famous Five
etill lkept up the guest. Then he put a
wateh to the fire, to jam the ketilo
on it, ]

“Well, the dashed things don’t seem
to be here!” said Bob Clierry at last.
* But—--»""

Bang |

“What the thump—m—-="

Bang, bang !

*Look out! What—"

Bang, bang! BANGI

Ths Bounder staggered back from the
fircplace, yelling, The Eettle pitched
over, streaiming water in the fender,
Hticks and knobs of coal shot gut of the
grate—with junping erackers jumping
after them, exploding as they jumped.

Crackers cracked and «}ui 5 squnbbed,
scaltering fuel right and left, and blling
the study with the smell pof gunpowder.

Bang, hun% ! Fizzzzzzz! Dang!
Fizzz! Baug, bang, bang |
“l, my hat " yelled Dol “In the

grate———"

“Parked in the grate——"

“Ha, hz, ha ™

Bang, bang, bung !

The Bounder, jumping away I'rqm the
grato that had :‘-udc;unl}' turned into &
small voleano, stared at it blankly.
From the fellows in the paszage came
a roar of merrnuent.

Everyhady knew where the Bounder's
fireworks were now.  They were ]pa-:‘k{:d
in the grate bebind the sticks and coal—
packed there, wailing for Bmithy 1o pub
a mateh 1o tha fire. Now he had put
the match=-with the jwevitable vesult !

Bang, bang, bang, bangl

“Jla, ha, I t®

“Oht” pasped the Douwder. 0L Y

Proen Smithy realised (hat it was not,
after all, pinching, but a jape. “Oh!
What rotter —what swab—— Ot

“1Ta, ha, ha !

“Yon've foumd  yowr
Suuthy " pasped Harrey
“There they are—going off !
ha 1™

“You cackling logls——+

“1la, ha, ha ™

he Famous Five crowded ouk of the
gtudy, almost weeping with merriment.

e

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Guying the Bull!
SI{[I‘ of the Remove had a hastiie

eve on e Bownder the following

day—the mreat aod glorious INifth

of Nevember; the day for ihe
“hig bang ™ ab Greyiviars,

Most of the juniors that day were
ihinking of bonfires and guys, of
erackers amd s~quihs amd big bangs
Bkip-was as " pleased o romember the

liveworks,
Wharion.
La, ha,

EVERY SATURDAY

Fifth of November, the gunpowder
treason and plot,” as any other fellow;
but he was thinking mmore particnlarly
of Smithy and Emiti *s stunt.

The Bounder had not intended to have
that stunt generally known till his
effigy  In mockery of the Bull was
displayed on Bonfire Night. But, owing
to his “ row * with Wibley, it was known
all-.over the Remove. Fellows had asked
what the row was about, and most of
the Form agreed emphatically with Wib
that it was a rvotten idea, and chat
Smithy ought to be booted if he carried
it out.

Bkip was determined that he should be

not carry it out,

That day he had e hostile and watehful
ove on the Bounder. Genevally, it was
Swmithy who was hostile, and 3kip gave
hig hostility little beed. Now the boot
was, so to speak, on the other fool; it
was Skip who was on the warpath.

After third school the Bounder walked
away in company with Skinner., Skip'a
eve waz on them as they went. Snovop
1oined thein,

Plenty of fellows, when they came out
of the Form-room, headed for the school
field, wherve the oig hang waa to take

lace in the cvening, Already a huge
wnfite was in course of construction,
and fellows wers m::-timl:; for anything
and everything that eould be added to
it. Bkip juoined the crowd thove, but
witly an eye on the Bounder & Co.

They disappeared nto  the maost
remote corner of the field, where threo
or four old gaka growing close together
screcened them from the gencral view.
No oue but Skip paid them any leed,
but Skip's watchful eye followed theom
till they disappeared.

Thoey were grinning when they left
the spot later and went back to the
fouse, after which Skip strolled round
to that corner behind the oaks to sce
what was to be seen.

There were soveral things to be seen.
Sinithy & Co. had been getting on with
the manufacture of a “guy.” A =ack
Bad been stuffed with straw, and an old
football fastened on it to represent a
Tiead., An old cont was hulfoned on it
the sleeves stuffed with straw  and
crumpled wewspapers. An old straw

liat, left over from the sunener, was
perched on the head.
Beside 18 stood an  won  wheel-

barrow, on which, apparently, the guy
was to be trundled when the timlu CAING,
A rewmant of an old cane chair stood
in the barvow.

Skip glanced over those preparations,
The guy so far bore no resemblance o
Miss Bullivant or to anything lnonan.
Tndeed, without skilful aid sach a3
Wibley could Lave rendered, it scomed
unlikely that the Bounder would be able
to produce an efligy beaving any rescm-
hlance to anything but a stufied sack—
in which ecase, he was weleome to get
on with it, so far as Bkip was concerned.

1f Sieithy had given up the ides, and
was merely entertaining himself with a
vornmoty or garden guy, Skip had ne
desire to butt in. Awyhow, there was
nothing so far to worry about, aud he
lofk it at that.

But in the Form-room it afterncon
e noted that the Bounder’s pals gave
himy grinning glanees once or  twice,
thougl Smithy lifmself took no notice of
him,

After sehwel bz eye was on the
Pounder again. A nomber of the
jumines went down lo the field, but
smithy did ot join them. IHe went
up to the studies, where he had Skioner
and Bnoop in Stwdy Noo 4 1o tea, Tom
Redwing, who did not Lhike their com-
pauy, going down to Hall. _

The eclebration was to begm after tea,
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when the Novemwhber duzsk wonld he
deapening inte darkness.  The Famous
Tive went down with Skip ns soon as
tea was over, and most of tha Hemove
followed: but the Bounder & Co. did
nabk go with then.

Smiuthy was, in fact, rather busy just
then—up in the Remove, XNot till after
the rost of the Form had gone down, did
he emerge from his study. Then he did
not lead for the stairs—he headed for
Study XNo. 6, followed by his grinning
pals,

Regardless of Wibley's abjections, the
Hmuﬁu}dur had desizos on the " property-

X

Had Wib been there, Smithy was pre-
pared (o handle him—indecd, to tie him
to the leg of hia study table, if veces-
sarv. Buat Wibley had gone down with
Aicky Desmond and Morgan, and was
now o1 the field with the rest of the
Hewmove, The “props " of the Hemove
Drramatic Soviety were at the Boundei's
ICITY.

Seattering  Wibk's  theatrical props
vight and ﬁ':i:'t, the threo made a selen-
tion of the articles required from the
extensive stock, and & bundle was made,
to be cairied down to the field, Then
the Bounder & Co. left Wibley's study
—leaving it in & slate that was abso-
lutely  cortain  to  infariate Willilam
Wibley when he saw it agatin  For thas
ithe Bounder caved nothing.

Crackers woere ervacking mrerrily wlhen
iher arrived on the Aeld—dim and davk
in_the November dusk.

But, dim as it was, a sharp eyc spotted
the Bounder & Co., ne they beaded for
tho corner of tha ficld, with the bundle
under Smithy's arn.

Bkip stared after them as they went,

Smithy & Co. loat no time,

In the corner, belhind the oaks, the
Bounder turned on a flash-lamp, and
stuck it on the fence, to zhow light fox
{he proceedings. Then the bundle was
nnpacked.

Akivner held up the stuffed sack,

while the Bounder procceded fo dress it
with tha props borrowed from Wibley's
siudy.
_An old zkirt was pinned round, and a
jumper slipped on. Then, on tha front
of the foothall that irepresented the
head, the Bounder fixed a fullsize
Hexible face-mask. That mask was uscd
hy Wibley when e got up i & “dame ™
character.

The effigy now looked a goed deal like
a pantomune dame; but it certainly
did not Jook anything like the games
mistress of Clif Houze. But Smith
proceeded to touch np the face-m
with grease-paintz—and when he had
finished, there was, perhaps, some Beet-
ing resemblance to Miss Bullivant. But
Smithy was uot relying on that for
identification, He pinned o card on
the jumper, on which w» e inseribed, in
large capital letters:

“BEWARE OF THE BULL ™

Bkinner and Snoop chuckled. That
ilscription left no doubt on the subject,

“1 faney that will do!™ grinned the
Bounder. * Now stick it in the barrow,
They're Lghting the bonfire ™

But it wns at that moment that there
catne  an  interruption!  Smithy was
tving kuets in the cord, te keep the
ofligy 18 position, when S8kip of the
Remove arrived on the seene.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Not According to Plan !

o QDK out!™ pasped Skinner,
Verpon-S3mith stared round,

1lis eyes blazed at 3kip as

ho came -round the oaks, Ik

had net occurped to him that the waif
Tue Magxer Lispany.—No. 1.551.
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of the Remove had been I-:eepinﬁ an &858
en his proccedings—and he had not
Eﬁgeﬂed inkerruption.
Get out, vou cadil” he snapped.

“¥ou're not wanted hero{"”

“Hez you l” retorted Blap.

The barrow went over with & crash.

Vernon-3mith, with a gasp of rage,
rushed at Skip, hitting out with right
and left.

Skip's bands flew up. In a spli

zecond, they were fighting ﬁﬁrcnlim
“Skinper! Snoop! DBack up ' yelled
the Bounder,

He could not hold his own agsainst
Skip—already he was being driven
back. 8Skinner and Sooop—rnot very
cagorly—came to his sid. They disliked
hard hitting at close quarters—and Bkip
was a fearfully hard hitter,

However, they came to the Bounder's
belp. It did not benefic him much.

A jolt from Skip's right landed on
SBkinner's jaw, and he went over back-
wards as if & mule had kicked him,
Apother moment, and Skip's left weas in
Snooep's eve, and he joined Skinner.

The Bounder, attacking fieveely, got
in two savage drives which mede Skip
blink! bubt "did net make him retreat.

Heo turnéd on Bmithy again, snd drove |

him back’ with blow on blow,

M Bkinner ¥ elled the Bounder
desperately. " SBnoopl Back up, you
fonks 1™

But thers waz no more backing from
tha Bounder's ‘pals.

Bkinner waa tottering away, gurgling,
with a hand to an aching jaw, Buoop
tottered ‘after him, with a hand to an
eyé ‘fast zrowing black, They disap-
peared across the field—only anxious te
get out of reach of more hard hitting,.

Vernon-8mith was leit alone to deal
with the waif of Greyiriars
“"But he was in hends too strong for
hitn.  Skip swept him off his feet and
whirlad hirm bodily back to ' the spot
where thesbarrow lay overtursed,

‘A cord had fallen from the barrow.
The waif of the Remove caught it up,
gnd, pinning the Bounder dowwr under
his, knee, dragged his wrists together
and tied them; then, a3 the Bounder
wrig&i&d helplossly, he tied his ankles
together. i

“¥Your turn now!’ pgrinned BSkip.
“If you're eo bleoming keen on guy-
ing, youre going to be the blooming

guy |l Heet”
“You rotter! You hooligan!" The
Bounder choked with ra as  he

wrenched et the cords. ©Je=l—I'llm—="
He wrenched snd wrenched i van,
panting with fury. * You vottor, what
are vou going to do?”

‘”i"uu'IF son in & minnit 1" chuekled
Bkip.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

He righted the barrow and cut the
cord that fastened the effigy in it
Jumper mnd skirt were jerked off it
and Skip proceeded to pull the © -
ko fragmonts, which he Eﬂﬂttﬂrﬂar
and wide. The Bounder, still wrench-
ing and stropgling, watched him in
ﬂpgrjuhlﬂsa rage,

You—you—you—" he pasped, &8
Bkip, grazping him, heaved him to his
feet. * You—you dare—"

*You'll maeke o guy all right, old
govey I” grinned Skip. “You've asked
for it, and now you're a-getting of it!
See 17 5

ITo draped the old skirt  round
Vernon-8mith and slipped the jumper
on over his head; then, picking T';ﬁ
Wib's box ol grease-paints, whi
Smithy had droppad, he daubed-various
colours over the Bounder's erimsen,
furious face: thon, to Bmithy's further
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fury," he heaved nim inlo the barrow
and sat Bim there on the old cane
chair.
o ¥ [=I=T"ll—"" tha DBounder gurgled.
“Smoky 'addocks! You do look a
gketch, and no blooming errori”
chuckled Skip. “Ir'aps you'll be
fed-up with guying after this 'ere!l
You're going to get 8 big laugh, old
covay—and you.ckfr lay to thatl™”
Vernon Snitth etill attempted to re-
rist as Skip, with the fragmenta of the
cord, tied him fo the canc chair, "which
was already secured ‘in 'its place in tho
bavrrow. He tied plenty of knots, and
he tisd them tight, and the hapless
ilr:‘:mi‘ndar was hardly able to stir &
ik, -
Then, taking the card which bore the
inscription “ Beware of the Bull,” 3kip
pinncd it on the Bounder's chest with
the blank side outward., On that blank
side hi scrawled with a stick of charcoal
from the box:

“HERE'S ANOTHER GUY "

Tha Bounder gritted his teeth with
helpless rage as 8kip took up the
handles of the barrow.

* You—you dare 1” he gasped.

“‘Hre goes, old covey ! griuned Bkip.

Ho trundled the, barrow, with Jhe

Bounder sitting in-it, round the oaks
inta the open feld. Grinning, he
trundled 16 on towards the bonfire,

The light of the bonfire gleamed far
and wide; it fell on tho strange, atart-
litng figure sested in the barrow and
lighted up the Bounder's decorated
face. There was & yell as he was seen,

“Hallo, halio, hallu 1™

“Who on earth’s that?'

“What the thomp——"'

“ Here's another guy 1”

“1 say, you fcllows, it's Smithy!
He, he, hel™

“Bmithy 1 Oh, my hat "

Crowds of fellows stared at the
doecorated, infuriated face of the

Bounder. The yell of laughter [rom
the Greviviars crowd almost drowned
the banging of the fireworks.

“Ha, %r‘w., ha 1"

“Smithy | Oh crumbs! Ha, ha, hal®

“'Ero’s enother guy |” ehouted 8Skip
s he trundled the barrow on through
the staring, yelling crowd. “What
price thig?"”

* Priceless 1" gasped Bob Cherry.

“The pricelessness is terrific 17

“Ha, ba, hal’®

“Will you rotters let me loose?
yelled the Bounder, husky with fury.

There was nc rescue for Smithy. ‘A
crowd of fellowa yelling with laughter,
formed in procession round the barrow
as 8kip trundled it on, rr.ushlm:t?'1 the
circuit of the feld.” Right round the
field, in uproarious procession, samid
vells of laughter and banging of
crackers, went the ~nrsged Bounder,
trundled in the barrow.

When the barrow came to s halt at
last Smithy was left sitting 1w 1t
wriggling with rage, while the juniors
gathered round the benfire. He had a
prominent front seat 'at the celebration
—which afforded him no satisfaction
whatéver, It was soms time before Tom
Redwing found an opportunity of cut-
ting him loose—which, however, ho did
at lost: and the Bounder scuttled off
f-hﬂi field, only snxious to get out of
sight.

mithy took no further part in the
pvroceedings: he was foed-up with Guy
Fawkes' colebrations. Fireworks banged
afid cracked and fizzed and merry voices
shouted unheeded by the Bounder—the
only fellow in the Remove who was not
pleased to remember the Fifth of
November, the *“hig bang®
Greviriars,

ak

TUE END. .

{Lonk out for next Sgturday’s MioxEr
and another exciting yarn of Harry
Wharten & €2, -entitled: "THE
SCHOOELEQY SLEUTHI You'll vole
it absolutely tip-top, chums!)
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CASH FOR CRASHES!

The wily Doctor Bivchemall ¢

own in this week's spasm of Dicky Nugent's
rib-tickling masterpiece :
“ THE ST. SAM'S AMBULANCE 1"

ACCIDENTS GALORE !

“ Coming for & trot round the
quad, old chap 1" asked Tallboy
of the Sixth, as he looked into
Burleigh’s study.

Burleigh flung aside hia comio
paper and jumped to his feet with
alacrity. The kaptin of the Bixth
was always in the mood for a spot
of fizzical eggosercise—egpocially, as
at present, when he had just
finished & harty tea of shrimps and
doenutts.

“ Yes, rathor, old fellow !" he

eried. *“ We can diskuss the team
for next Saturday's match with St.
Bill's at the same time."
. The two brawny seniora went
downstairs together, grinning all
" owver their faces, When they
reached the quad, they broke into a
run.

“ What are your ideas then about
next Saturday's team, Burleigh ¢t
asked Tallboy, as he pounded along
I:remi“‘r&‘e hia shipper acrcss the dusky
* “I'll tell you,” answerad Bur-
leigh. ** What I think is this—"

What Burleigh thought, however,
was never known., HBelore he could
gay any more, a most eggsiTo-
ordinary thing happenod.

He vannished !

When Tallboy loocked round to
sse why his chum had stopped
speaking, he receeved the shock
of hia nateheral. Of tho fellow who
had been running beside him only
a moment before, thero waa not a
trace ! He had vannished just as
though the earth bad opened and
swallowed him ug;

Tallboy's hair tarely stoad on end
g he gazed et the spot where
Burleigh had been.

* Burleigh ! ™ he said horsely.

omes inlo his

turned  vourself
into the Inviasible
Mant Has some
garstly supor.
natcheral power

I* _.1 _'l
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. WHEN IS

A GUY NOT A
GUY?

were faced by a somewhat

n the past wo'd used

apirited you

aWay 1

" Help | " eame o dim and distant
voice at that moment, puiting a
gtop to Tallboy’s %rnm questions.
Tallboy u:im;plfv blinked.
“ That's Burleigh's voice ! " he
mermered. " I'd reckernise those
gruff tenea anywhers! But the
sound seems to come from under
my feet and—"

* Help ! Reskew, 5t. Sam’s 1"

Tallboy stared down at hia feet,
and then he gave o yell of serprize.

*“The coal-halel’ he cried.
“ Burleigh's fallen down the colo-
hola | ™

The mis wos solved! Just
near where Tallboy stocd was a cole-
hole from which some person un.
known had removed the lid.
Burleigh had slipped down the cole-
hole, not notissing it in the semi-
darkness, and had just mennidged
to hold on to the sides bhefore he
crashed on to the floor of the
callar heneeth ! Tallboy could see
hia fingera prcrjmt-in% over the top.

“ Hold tight, old chap!™ he
cried. *1'Il reskew wyou!™

He dived en to the open cole-hole
and reached down for Burleigh’s
hair. One gum tug and Burlsigh’s
head was showing above the level
of the path again. Burleigh bel-
lowed in aggerny, a3 Tallboy yanked
him out of the cole-heole.

“Yarooooo! I'm injured! A
doctor—on ambulanes! Quick 1

Tallboy carried on with the good
work. As he did ro, o bearded
figgee saddenly appeared on the

“ W.w-where are yout Have you l

Skool House eteps and started

blowing o scries of shrill blasts on
8 ;i'imlm i ;
v oeeoe !

The w'ﬁe shrilled u:::'pﬁ-t. Sam’s,
It projooced an immejate effect.
From studies, Common-rooma and

idges, juniors pored down to the
ront door of the Skool House.
Meanwhile, from the skool garage,
the famus esmbulance-car which
Doctor Birchemall had presented
to the 8t. Sem's Ambulance Corps.
came roaring along, its hell elanging
fewriously to clear the way.

Jack Jolly, who was driving,
pulled op at the foot of the steps
and salooted the Head of St. Sam's.

“ Where's tha aceident, sir?"
he cried.

“ Just over there, Jolly!'* re-
plied the Head. * Bur]eié;'ﬂ been
and fallen dowao a cole-hole by the
gound of it. I'll jump in with you
and we'll drive on to the seen of
the accident. Tearless ! Assembull
the equed and march them eover
atoncel ™

“1, 1, gir!™

And Fearless tool charge of the
first-aid squad while the Head
drove off with Jolly. Fearleas, who
was one of the smarteat fellows in
the 8t. Sam’s Ambulance Corps,
soon had the fellows lined up and
dubbhing across to the seen of the
pocident.

They arrived to find Doctor
Birchemall and Jolly eggsamining
Burleigh to find out what dam-
midga hoe had suffered. The Head

wag {arely beeming.

FORM-MASTER F

FIREWORKS!

But Fourth Still Enjoyed the

“Fifth”

Haits off to Temple & Co., of Lhe
Tpper Fourth, lada! It's a rare
and unexpectod pleasure for ua to
do such a thing, but we really think
they're worth 1t this week !

ot many Forms would have
taken a han on fireworka with the
checrful resignation of Temple &
Co. And fewer atill wonld have
overcome their handicap as thoy did.

They did, of course, {esl a pang
when Mr. Capper gave it out that
ng Upper Fourth men would be
allowed to light a firework this

ear. But they could hardly have
glt surprised. After all, if you put
a lighted Jack-in-the-box uncler
vour Form-maostor's stool just bho-
fore he sits down on it, you must
expeet trouble of some kind,
mustn't you 7 And the whole Form

had agreed beforeahand that what-
ever they got it would be worth it !
After the Form-room lark,

T&mglﬂ put on his thinking-cap.
The Fourth had been forliidden fo

ORBADE

light frewoiks,
ot thera was
nothing to stop
them buying lires
works and letiing
others do Lhe
tighting.

Temple decided
to receait a body
of “lighting
assistants " from
among the fags to IEhtr the Upper
Fourth’s fireworks. He also decided
to make the Upper Fourth display
ono that wonld go down in history.

Nobody con say he didn't sue-
cred |

It wos not that he lavished money
on the implernenta of war., Where
he seorod teas in his choico of sites.

He had ono fag on the roof of the
tuckehop, one on top of the old
tower, & couple in the topmoat
branches of one of the elms m the
quad, and thrco on the flat roef
under the Fourth deim windows

detailed off for
firing rockets
only.

When they all
let it rip smuls
taneously, five
minutes  before
the officiol display
began, thers was
the dickens - to
pay | Thecrowds
cheered, beaks
gnashod their
teeth, amd pre.
feeta van about
like etartlod
rabbits !

The oflicial dis-
play was delayed
for quite o time
while they hunted
out the intruders
and bronght them down fo earth.

Tompla obligingly took all the
resp unﬁibiliti{ on hia own shoulders ;
but we're glad to be ahble to add
that the responsibility proved a
light one. The Head was in the
mood to wink at hregularities, and
Cecil Reginald got away with it
completely.

Gratters, Tomple, ¢ld hean ! Tt's
not very often you score, and we're
all the mora ready on that account
to %i'{a vou full marks when youn do.

his time we've got to hand it
te you |

The long-hoapad-for had "{up-

pened at last—an aceident ‘ling
for the services of the Bt. 218
Ambulance Corpa! Doctor Bivh-

ermall was simply dolited |

“ Keop cnlm, Burleiph—don't
get pannioky | ™ he eried. * Leave
everything to the B5t. Bam's lim-
%:;?!anﬁa Corps and they’ll saveyour
- ﬂ I 1%

Burleigh, who was stroggling to
get up, gave & growl of disgus

“ Lemma alone!” he snored.
“ I'ma all right and I don’t wenl an
ambulance and—yarogoo | [w-
ow " '

Burleigh's rermoarkes ended 1 a
wild yell, as Doctor Birchemall
gave his arm a sly twist. The Head
shrugged eggspreasively. ¥

“ He says he's all right and yot
he is shreeking in aggerny 1" he
cried. “ Obviously the lad is
delirious. Put him in the ombulywe,
bayal™

Fearlesa and hia marry men
assisted, and Burleigh waa pased
in the ambulance-car, deapts his
strugglea, A few minmits latw ho
was rushed into the sunnytoram
and tucked up snugly in

“Well, that’s that, bepd"”
grinned the Head, as he led thr way
down to the motor-ambulmes
again. “ The St. SBam’s Ambulgncs
has started in ermest now and if
I'm anything of a Hmplmt itwm't
be long before—

“ There's another accident, iirl”’
yelled Mr. Lickham, dashing g at
that instant. * The Honnmble
Guy de Vere has slipped upca a
banana-skin ! "

* And Lirrick has fallon down the
stairs ! " gasped Loyle of the
Fourth, looming up ocut of the
Dthor foll |

ther fellowa began to ar
from all direetions with ETEE:*
talos of mishaps, The Heed firely
chortled.

“ Trubbles never eoma singy’ ™
he criod. ' Wa will attend to fhese
dire misfortunes In o menmer
worthy of the best {raditions of the
Et} Sﬁlmiﬂ Ambulance Corps ! Squad
—fall in [ 22

PAY UP !

Next morning, Doctor Birchem-
all was up with the lark. Themwvaa
& hawk-like lock on his face, &1 he
disposcd of a cnp of tea v one
swallow, r

* Now to rook my viktims!l” he
muttered gloatingly, as he went
downstairs. * This 1a where Lbegin
to crow—even if I do get the[ird
in the procesa |

LEverything was geoing mim-
mingly with the Head's mumny.
making skeem.

The 5f. Sam’s Ambulancy had
attended to half-a-duzzen accidimts
before bedtime the nite befom gnd
the viktima were all lying i the
alkool smnnytorium.

Forchunitly, their injuries were
slite. But it was a lucky thirg for

the Head all the same that none of
them puessed how desply he waa
involved in the mishaps that had
befallen thom. If they had known
that the cunning old fogey had gone
round the slool lifting ig!’s off colo.
holes and strewing banans-sking
about and greasing the stairs, th
wonld have been awfully  wild.
But none of thein had the leaat ides
that this hod
ha.gpanﬂﬂ.
till less did

they imagine
that it was all
part of a plot to
eggatract  am-
bulance fecs
from thom;
but on this
point they were
goon to be
enlitenad.

Humming &
%a.;.r tuuno,

octor  Birche
ernall went out
into the quad.
gnd tramped across to ithe sanny-
torimm. As hoe drew near that
building, he hoard sounds of
banging and rattling, accompaniad
hy yewman shouts.

Bang ! Crash! Wallop! Thud!

“ Open the doors ! ™

“Let ua out 1

Jack Jolly and several other
Fourth Formers were atanding out-
sido the sanny, lissening to the din
in wonderment, as Doctor Birchem-
all arrived on the secen. They
blinked when they saw that the
Head was holding o key in his hand.

* Grate pip ! You don't mean to
eay you locked those fellows up in
the eanny all nito, sir 1’ epgs-
cloimed the kaptin of tho Fourth.

Doctor Birchemall coiled.

“ Ahem | I did it for the bennyfit
of their health, Jolly, if you really
muet know,”” he eggsclaimed. *' 1t
struck mno thot they mite stert
walking in their =l after the
eggaitoment of their aecidenda ; and
I thovght I would make sure Lhet
t.hngr couldn’t wander too far away!”

* My hat 1 "

“1 em just ebout to unlock tne
door now, and I tmat that I shall
find ihe potients very much im-
proved in helth.”

“ We hoap 80 too, sir,'" anid Jack
Jolly. ' It happens to he Novem-
her the Fifth ta-day, and Burleigh
iz the secrctary of tho skool fire-
worka club. I he's not better, we
may have 1o go without our {ire-
works |

“I haven't tho elitest doubt
that he'll be aa fit as o fiddle,
Jolly ! ¥ declared the Head. * Wait
here and you'll soon knowi*

Ho left the erowd waiting at the
foot of the steps and walked up to
tha front door of the asnnytorium.
Ho ineerted the key in the lock and
opencid the door, and the fellowsa
who had been hammeriog and yell.
ing on the other eido hurriedly

stopped it when they reckernizod
the now arrival.

“ G-g-good morning, sir! 2! they
astarnmerad.

The Head frowned.

* Blesa my sole! What do you
boys think you'rs doing of, all up
and fully dressed without my per-

misgion 7 Got back into the ward
You too, Burleigh | 2

at onece |

"“But thero's nothing wrong
with me, #ir|" yelled Burleigh.
* Apart from the bruises I got
whoen I fell down that cole-hole,
I’'m as right as a trivet | ™

'"That is not for you te say,
Burleigh | * snapped the Head.
“ ¥ou had better got back into the
ward like the rest ore——*"

He tapped his birch meaningly,
and Burleigh, with a face the enller
of a ripe tomarto, followed tho rest
into the ward again.

From the doorway the Head
looked his patients up and down
with a critickal eye.

" How aore you all fecling, my

boya? Fully recovered ¥  ho
ashod.

*“ ¥eg, rather, gic | "

* sellent ! Then wou  can

congider yourselves all discharged
at ones,” grinned Doctor Birchem-
all. * Thoro is only ono formality
to be observed before you loave tho
eanmytorium, boys™

“ What's that, sir 7 "

“A meer trifle. You hove to
sattle your accounts with the St
Sam’s Ambulance [ "

* Wha.n.at 7 "

The follows gazed at the Tead
i gheer amazement, They could
hardly healeove their ears.

“ Meaxn to say you're going to
charge na for being brought here
in that old croek of an ambulance-
car 1 ¥ cried Burleigh.

Doctor Birtchemall frowned.

“1 should advise you to moder-
ate  your lanpgwidge, Burleigh !
Far from being an old crock, that
ambulance-car is one of the very
latest modela—it'a not & day
more than twenty years old, any-
way ! Most docidedly the Bt
Sam’s Ambulance Corpa will eggs-
pect you to mseet their charges, I
will collect the diba here and now
ond eave further trubble. Swotter
minor | ¥

.II'IIL'I'_‘].E it vory awkward [or hin,

Conundrum Solved By Bolsover

When Mr. Quelch announced in the Form-room
that no guys represanting living persons were to be
allowed in this yoar's celebrations, we in the

Remove
knotty problem.

How on carth were we to make guys that didn't
“puy " somebody or other ¥

Mr. Prout, Sir Hilton
FPopper, Loder, Coker,

“0Ohl Yeoas, gaspod
Swotter minor.

“ You owe the 3t. Bam's Ambu.
lonece Corpa five shillings,” said the
Fload, ealmly holding out his hand,
* Bhell out !

“B-b-but I've only got five
shillings, sir, and I'm reserving
that for fireworks to.nite | ¥

* Bleaa my solo! Fireworks he-
foro the Ambulapen, eh " said
the Head, grimly. * Do you want
to be birched black and blue,
Swotter minor ¥

“ Nunno, sirl Hore you are,
gir ! " gasped yung Swottor, pass.
ing over two half-crowns,

“Ta! Lot me tell yon that yvou
have acted very wisely ! *' growlad
Doctor Birchemall, as he pushed
the silver into his trowsis pocket.
“De Vera! Your bill is for an
amount of one ginny 1"

The Honnerable Guy do Vero
gazed blankly at the Head through
his monocla,

“Bai Jove! What's the ideah
of chargin® all that, sir 1 " he oriad.

“ Bocawes vou happen to be
welthy and the St. Sam's Ambu-
lance Corps eggapect their customers
to pay according to their meanal ™
was the Head’s bland reply. ' Pay
up and look plezzant, do Vere!™

There was nothing else for it;
de Vere paid up—though he locked
the opposite of plezzant, ashe didaol

One by one the Head's viktims
parted up with their welth till it
came to Burleigh's turn. Bur-
lnigh proved the tuffest nut of the
Iot to crack.

“It's a awindle|
“1 rofuse to pa

But tho Hﬂmf
SIArEency,

* Eithor you pay or you atay on
in the saonytorium!™ he said.
“* If vou stay on in the sannytorinm,
then you won't bo able to supervise
the Guy Forks’ Nite scllybrations
to-nito. Buroly, Burlmgh, you
won't let the skool down for a
paltry fes of a ginny "

Burleigh frowned feercely. It

EiI‘i"

he ecried.

L
was aqual to thia

Doctor Birchemall putting it like
thia. He was on the horns of a
dilemmer—and it waa a toss-up
which way he deeided.

Then he glanced out of the winder
and caught & glimpas of the eagor
yungsters waiting for him below in
the quad, That ste decided Bur-
leigh.

“ ¥ou win, sir ! " he growled. " 1
can't disappoint the kids who are
looking forward to Guy Forks'
Nite. l?-‘Iieu'e:s'm your ginny ! "

“ Thanka awfully, Burleigh!™
grinned the Head.

And he galloped off with his ill-
gotten gaing chinking in hia pocket
and a look of soopreem triumph on
his face.

{Birchy seems to be gelting away with
it in fine style now. Iut Nemysts iz
on [its track—as you'll read in next
weel's long, langhable {nzfalyient )

and othera, with the ut-
most freedom. It was
going to be pretty diffi-
cult to steer clear of all
features that might con.
nect the guy with one op
other of our old favour.
itoa?

Bome of the follows
felt that tté-ha' only safa
way was to riz up gu
in the shape of &Pnh!;}ii:
instead of human beings,

But Bolsover pointad
out that, even if you
wont to workk on thesa
linee, wou couldn't bLe
altogether aure of not
offending somobody. If
you made a guy in tho
ehape of a walrus, for
instance, as likely as not
Gdualchy would eay it
waa intended to bs Herr
Gang !

‘* Botter to take the
bold line while you're
abhout it,"” Bolsover said,
“ Model your guy as
you'va always done it,
and trust to luck that
the beak won't ses who
it's meant ta bhe.”
Most of the chaps de-
cided that this was a bit
too risky. The result
was that the Remove
guys on the whole were
an anemic and non.
descript lot.

But there was one
startling exception. Bol.
sover made & guy that
varicatured Q uaﬁw him-
polf—and did it with
such deadly acouras
that nobody could loo
at it with half an aye
without seeing who it
was meant to be!

Whent Quelchy came
down to the eycle ghed
ta seo what we wore up
to our hair eimply stood
on end. But Bolsover
was a8 cool &8 & cucums-
Ler.

“Nothing wron
about thiﬂ, Hiﬂ'p 4 fma_?:-
he said cheerfully. * I
don't think you'll be abla
to identify this with any
living person.'

And, bolieve it or not,
Qnuelchy didn't |

“If ii is ii‘iltﬂ_-ndﬂli ta
repregent a living per-
aor, Bolsover, it n?uat-
ke somebody with whom
T am not acquainted,” he
aaid, with a noed. And
Bolsover’s guy passed
muator |

Gwynnas of the Bixth
has n detailed to
reforee a faga' football

mateh. Not a very nice
job, but the popular Irish
penior wil ave to

“ Gwynne X and bear it !



