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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
“The Play's the Thing."”

"UI‘TI‘LIA;:.’P me, villainl!™
44 ‘1 ‘I'

“{r by my troth "

EQ “Ti:.a{??l :r

" Hallo, 15 that you, Wharton ™
exclaimed Billy Bunter, turning
rather red, and blinking at Iarry
Wharton through his big spectacles.
“You—ryou startled me ™

YYou voung ass!” said Harry
Wharton. *“"What are vou talking
that pifle for "

Biliv Bunter had been reading
when Harry Wharton entered Study
Wo. 1 in the Remove at Greyiriars,
with his eves ﬂluad upon the book,.
end HMHarry had tapped him on the
shoulder, with the foregoing result.

“You see, Wharton.—"

“I don't see what you are driving at,”" said Harry,
" What's that you've been reading ¥’
“I'm studying up my part in the
spologetically. ~“ It rather gets hold of a chap, you know.”

Harry Wharton laughed. He understood now. TFor the
moment he had fearad that the Owl of the Romove had
teken leave of his senaes.

Of late there had been a wave of enthusiasm for amatear
theatricals passing over the Remove—the Lower Fourth
Form at GGreyiriars.

It had really boen started by an attempt of Harry
th.rt-::l-n and his friends to give a performance of an opera,
music and all. The attempt had not turned out exactly as the
Wharton Opeggatic Company had intended, tho result being
more comic than tragic:; but, in & certain sensze, it could be
regarded as a success.

The Wharton Operatic Company realised that the task of
producing an opera in a foreign fongus was one not lightly
o be undertaken, and a second repreosentation of ** Carmen ™
had beon indefinitely postponed.

Bob Chorry had suggested taking up a play instead, and

lay,”” said Billy Duntar
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had promised to securs a regular “ ripper,” to use his own
exprossion, from his cousin in Manchester, who was of a
I;Eu_a.atrical turn of mind and had u lurge store of such
tharngs

Wharton was rather inclined to patronise Shakespears
whom he justly regarded as guite worthy of the attention
the Greviriars Remove. I\?uge.nt was in favour of Poter
Pan, while Hazeldene suggested a drama in the Adelphi
style. It was agreed, however, to look at the tr{uf sent by
Iiob hﬁ:harry’s cousin in Mancheator before deciding upen
anything.

X Hnaglf.-'harrﬁr"& play come, then?" asked Harry.

Tha Owl nodded.

“ Yes, here it is, Bob Cherry opened it, and then Hazel-
dene called for him and they went out. [ thought I'd better
look at it, you know. There's a part 1n it that will just suit
me.

“What's the part?”’

“It's Yalentine, the hero. Ile has a splendid part, and as
he's supposed to be a well-built, handsome sort of chap, tha
part will suit me down to the ground.”

H.r a'nthl 1“‘!
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“Does he tallt that rot you were spouting as I tapped
yvou on tha shoulder i

" Yes, that's part of his speech. The villain grasps him
by the throat, and eayz: * Aha—gha! I have thee in my
clutch ' "

** Ha, ha'”’

" No, not ‘Ha, ha!” but * Aha, sha" ™ said_Billy Bunter.
“Then Valenting —that's me-—says: ‘Unhand me,
villagrp—t

“ Ha, ha!" .

““Or by my troth T will eleave thee to the chine!***

“*Ha, ha, ha 1"

» 1 don't see what you want to laugh at,” said Dunter,
“It's not & comedy, 1t's a tragedy, and vou are supposed
to thrill at that part. Just you hear me roll off the hero's
sneech, and you'll see how good it 15"

“ Please, don't!”

“0Oh, it's no trouble!
wWe meagh —"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo?"* execlaimed Bob Cherry, coming
o the study. ' Ia that my play vou're spouting ¥

“Yea, Cherry, I've been learning wp my poart so as to
lose no time.”

*Your part? That's the hero's parvt!”

“"Yes, I know it ia.”

''Well, Bunter for cheek!” said Boh Cherry. ' My dear
kid, you're going to be the chap who comes in an

AR, Colonel Kolfdropski, at last

BAYVE,
*My lord, the carriage waites,” " :
Bunter blinked indignantly through his spectacles.
“ I you're joking, Cherry——"
“I'm not joking, I'm in deadly earnest. I say, you

{-hn}nq, what part do you think Bunty has cast himsalf forf”
exclaimed Bob Cherry, as Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, the Nabcbh of Bhanipur, followed him into the study,
=(Oh, the hero, of courso!” grinned Nugent. ' That's
like Billy's cheek ™
I don’t see where the cheek comes (n,” zaid Billy., * My
idea ja to_cast for each character the most appropriate
person——

' The cheekfulness is terrific,” said Murrco Jamset Ram
singh, in his purring voice. **The cheekfulness of our
Bunterful friend is only equalled by the fatfulness of his
honourable and esteemed hend.”

" Look here, Inky—"

o g dear chap,” said Bob Cherry.
fact that you are n silly ass, you can’t have that part. I
had already cast myself as hero." '

"“Oh, come,” exclaimed Nugent; “don't be an ass, Bab!
There's one chap heré, at least, who's more suited to play
the Prmm al role !

*1f you're speaking of Wharton—*"

“Rats! T'm speaking of myself,’

" Joking, of coturgei™

"ﬁﬂthing gf the kind! T ihlf.‘lnk "

“ No, you don't, or you wouldn't get an idea like that in
your head * $mdti?pob E’ﬁﬂrrju a Wagash&ll have Inky saying
next that he ought to act the hero "

" And wherefore not? asked the nabob gently, “1If it is
i question of the ableness to perform the part, coxtainfully
the allotment should be to my esteemed self.”
- % 0Oh, rats, Inky!"”

" Wait a bit,” said Harry Wharton, holding up his hand.
" Before we argue about the hero's part, let us see whether
the glay will smit us.™

“Oh, it will snit us rippingly !
phatically.  * There's
point [*

“’E}ﬁ';‘h&t-l's it n-?ﬂl.l;f" i A

“Oh, lota of things! a herp, Valentine, thrashes
Colonel Koffdropski in the sccond act, Nugen .
Kﬂﬁdmpaki—n”l ganik oBn L3

“Can 1% said Nugent, looking rather wiarlike. * Than
you'll have to make & bit of an alterastion in the part, and
make Colonel Kofidropski thrash Valentine.”

“Of course, that's rot.”

"I don’t see it. I'm not going to be thrashed by any-
body if T know it.”

“Tt'a only in the play !

“'That's all very wall, but——=>"

“Then tharq in the part of Gloxiana’s brother; that will
suit Wharton,” said Bob Cherry. * Gloxiana is the sister
of Albert a.mf the heroine of the play. We may get Hazel-
dene’s sister to take that part. Albert and Valentine have
rows, hut they are great friends. In the firdt act, they
ihrash Colonel Koffdropski and his lieutenant, Bunkof,
The part of Bunkoff will do for Hurree Singh. He can
whiten his face for it."

“The thrashfulness would be a hoot on the other foot if
E_ mi;:: the part of the esteemed Bunkoff,” purred Hurree

ingh.

“Ir’a in the play!' howled Bob Cherry. * You have to
play what’s in the play, asst™

“A JOLLY QUTING.”

““ Apart from the

snid Bob Cherry em-
not the slightest doubt on that
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“There can be an alteration in the plaﬂulneaa."‘
“Rats! If I took the part, I should take the licking 1"
“Take the partfulness, thon.”

“*Oh, that's rot; it’s already settled I

“That it isn't,”” said Harry Wharton. “ We've got to
have a discussion over this before we can settle whether to
praduce this play at sll. What's the name of 1t1"

“ ' By Order of the Tyrant!” ™

“Who's the piddy tyrant?™

“The Tsar, of course.”

“Hum! It zounds to be rather blood.and-thundery,”” said
Harry Wharton, shaking his head. " And it’s a come-down
f:?r' the Wharton Operatie Company, after giving Grand

pera.

E‘h But the Grand Opera ended in a muck-up!" =aid Bob
erry.

“That wasn't our [aunlt. I don’t see any objection to
giving a Bhakespearian representation, myself.”

Bob Cherry shook his head.

Y Not up to date enough.
sugegestion, and give ' Peter Pan’
of A play !

* I have a suggesiive remark to moke, my worthy chums.”

“¥You have n what, Inky?"’

“1I have some supgesifulness to add to the discuszion,'”
sald the nabob. *'It would be a vippingful novelty to give
a Hindoo play.”

“Didn’t know there were such things—""

“I can translate you a play written by & very learned
babu in Bengal,"” said Hurree Singh. * There are fifty
leading characters, and each has a very long speaking part,
2] 1 ]

“ My hat! Hands up for Hurree Singh's Hindoo play![”

MNot a hand went up. )

"It s mtramelﬁﬂudfu],” zald the nabob, “and T could
execute the transiatefulness with the prompiness of
despotch,’”

“*Don’t bother, Inky; we couldn't give you all that
trouble.”

“The troublesomeness is nilful.”

“0h, you ses, we must support home industries!” said
Bob ﬂi‘mrrg. “Therp are lota of English playa which don't
want the trouble of translating. Thia one I've got hore iy
a regular ripper!"

“I'd rather try ‘ Peter Pan'1”

“Oh, rats, Nugent! *‘By order of the Tyrant! sounds
ripping !’

“* Well, we'll see,”” said Harr
hero, I really don’t see how
that part!”

“Why not?” demanded Bob Cherry.

“ Well, there's your face,”’ said Billy Bunter, * and—"

Bob Cherry took a gentle grip upon Bunter's ear.

‘* There's whati” he asked pleasantly.

* Your—ow—ow—loggo 1"

“There's what? What's that about my face®’

“I—=1 didn’t mean that your face wasn't very nice,
Cherry; and, besides, I know you can’t help being like that,
and I know you would if you could, and—ow!™

*Btill, Bunter's right!" said Nugent. “ The part reslly
belongs to me!" )

“ Not exactly that, either, Nugent,” said Harry Wharton

I'd rather adopt Nugent's
This 13 a regular ripper

Wharton. **But as for the
ob Cherry iz going to take

thoughtfully, '*The manager of a theatrical company has
ﬁrabt choice. The actor-mapager always takes the hero's
part,

“He always takes all he can get, I suppose,” growled
Bob Cherry. " That's all well enoug ,.Whﬂftun %
“Of course it is.”
I “* But ]:If ymi{gc gmng‘{te take Valentine's part, T shall
1ave 1o have rt's. I'm not going to he o f el
that are licked in tho first nct!"s ¢ ne of the lot
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“ Albert's, or Valentine's, I don’t cars which for me”
said Nugent. * But don't put me down for a licking in
the firat act, because I won't atand it"

“The sameful sentimonts are also mine,” sald the nabob.
“The lickfulness is not Hattering to the dignity of a Nabob
of Bhanipur, my esteemed chums."

“ MNow, look here, rou're talking rot!'

“If my esteemed chum intimates that T uatter rotful
remarks, he 13 in danger of receiving the dotfulness on his
honourable nose.’”

‘" tHalle, here, what's the row?" _

It was Hazeldene's voice at the door. The junior who
had once been known as the cad of the Remove looked in.

“What's the argument, kids¥"

“Look at that play,” said Bob Cherry warmly. * Look
at it, Vaseline, :un.I(] just tell me who ought to have the part
of Yalentine. ™

“ Lertainly I™

Hazeldene took the play, and glanced down the list of the
dramatis persons.

“That’s sccording,” he said thoughtfully,
to be in this¥'

“0Of course you are!” aaid Harry Wharton.

“Well, thon, I really think—-""

*Oh, don’t say you think Wharton ought to have it!”’
gaid Bob Chorry. * Anyway, don't say Nugent, for that's
rot, on the face of it!"”

¥ wasn't poing to say either, Bob Cherry.”

“There you are!" said Bob, heaming, “I told wou
Vascline was o chap with a jolly sound judgment, and ceuld
be relied upon to give a sensible opinion.”

“1 did not hear you say 50,” Nugent remarked.

“Well, I thought it, then. I always zaid Hazeldone was
& jolly sensible chap, anyway. Who do you think ought to
have the part of Valentine, Vaseline?” ]

“Well, I think it would about suit me,” said Hazeldene.

Boh Cherry gave & jump, and the rest chuockled.

HWhat ¥

Y1 think it would about suit me,'" repeated Hazeldone,
“You nsked for my opinion, and there it 13"

“And a jolly retten opinion 1t 13, too,” growled Bob
Cherry, in great disgust.

“Well, vou asked for it."

“0Of all the silly asses e

“Oh, come, Bob!" grinned Nugent. * Hazeldene was
one of the most sensible chaps you knew, & minute ago.”

Harry Wharton lsughed.

“Ha, ha, ha! He can always be velicd upon for a
~gensible opinion, Bob."

“(Oh, rots!” grunted Bob Cherry.

“ Here's another fathead!” remarked Nugent, as a broad
German face looked in. **I say, Hoftmann o

“1 hears te nolze, and I looks in mit meinself after,” said
Fritz Hoffmann, i i ]

“Well, look at that list, and pick out the chap in this
room that's most suitable to take the part of Valentine,”
gaid INugent.

Hoffmann obeyed. )

“Dere i3 only vun here tat s goot for fe part” he
reraarked, ““and tat vono is——"'

“Whe?!

" Moinself,"

“Well, vou conceited Dutch bounder!"

“1 punches to head of te chap who call me Tutch
pounder.”’ ) .

“Bosh! But I zav, chaps, we might worl: Hoffmann in.
aa an comie character. He's comic enourh, goodness kaows.”

“J haf zometings to tell you.”

“ Hallo, any npews?”

“Thers have been fresh arrival at te school”

“ New lkidy"” )

i Main! 0ld kid whe come pack mif himself—Adolphs
Meunier, te Freonch pov.”

# Oh, is Meunier back?" ] _

“Omi, mon garcon.”” A good-natured Gallic looked in at
the door. “*1 am back viz you wunce more, mes amis.
sea zat Hoffmann still ze same fat prize cochon.'

“You vas French peeg!™

“Vou vas Sherman rottair!™

“Ach! I gif you peans!”

“7 give vou zem back!”

“ Peegt"’

‘" Rottair !

The next moment the German and. the French b-'}v wern
stagwering in the passage in a close embrace, hissing out
“Peeg!" and * Rottair!” and pommelling frantically.
Nugent laughed as he slammed the door shut.

“ Now, both those foreign asses are back, [ suppose we'rs
going to have the Franco-German war starting again,’”' hs
remarked. “* My hat, what a row they're moking in the
passage! But to get on with the washing.”

“Wea all want to bo heroes,” said Bob Cherry. “ It can't
be fixed likn that, 2o some of vs have to sacrifice oursolves
for the good of the caunse. You can withdraw vour claims,
and—""

“Tz that what ven mean by sacrificing oneself?”

"A JOLLY OUTING.”

“Am 1 going

Ancther Tale of Har
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roespay, Ghe “ Magnet”

LIBR E‘T-

“*Yoa, you will be sacrificing—=—""

“* What about yourself:” .

“1t isn't necessary for us all to make sacrifices, and play
the beastly thing without a hero at all,” said Bob Cherry.

“Then we'd bettar put it to the vote,' said Harry
Wharton. ) _

“Good " said Hurree Singh.  * The sottlefulness will be
satisfactory if the votofulness of the Dramatic Society
taken on the question. But we must have all the members
present for the estecmed vofefulness.”

“ Yea,” said Bob Cherrv, * and thon——"

“1 say, you fellows—"" )

““Then we'll put it to the vote, and we'll all abide by the
decigion,” said Cherry. *'It's the only way’

“1 say, you fellows——' : o

“The four principal parts once sctiled, it will be easy
to cast the minor characters,” Harry YWharton remarked.
“ There are lots of supers to be had.™

“ Ha, ha! Rather!”

“1 say, vou fellows——" :

“ Dear me, there's Billy Bunier falking! Have yvou gotb
anvthing to sav, Billy?"" psked Bob Cherry, allowing the
Owl of the Remove a word ab last, . "

*Yes, 1 have, Cherry: and I've been trying fo speak——

“Buck up!” )

“TI've boert trying to speak—"

“(Oh, get on with the washing!"

““I'va been tryvin i

Wl rou ﬂnlnﬂgmhﬂ r“:,'[ut', or shut up?' howled Bﬂb
Cherry, seizing Billy Bunter by the shoulder and shaking
him.

“ Planse don't shake ma like that. Cherry. It disturbs my
norves, and you might make my glasses fall off; and if you
broke them you would have to pay for them, and——

“Have you got anything to say?"’

““Yes, if you'll leave off shaking me, I've got a sugges-
tion to make.”

* Make it, then, and be quick™ 1

¢ (Certainly, Cherry. There's no nead to get excited about
it. I was only going to suggest that we should postpone
Further discussion t'il% after tca, and have some grub now,
as I'm awfully hungry.”

Harry Wharton laughed. . : :

“It's a good suegestion!” he exclaimed. ‘Let’s have
tea, by.all means, and the ¢ast for ' By Order of the Tyrant”
can wait.” . ¥

“ It is a wheezv good idea, my worthy chums.

And the good idea was forthwith carried out.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Good News,

s ETTER for you, Wharton!” 2
Micky Desmond, of the Remove, came into the
study, and tossed a letter upon the tea-table. It
alighted in the butter. o .

“I saw it in the rack, and thought I'd bring it up,” ex-
plained Desmond. “I knew you were having tea, you sec
Those cream puffs leck ripping.” :

“ They arc ripping,’ said Harry, laughing. “Take a scat,
if vou can find one, and wire in."”

 0Oh, that’s all right; ['ll sit on Bunter's lr.nE:l.'l;-."

“That you won't,” said Bunter; *‘you'll be in the way.
T'm awfully hungry, and I'm very busy at the present
moment, . =

“Vary well. Sare, and I'll have half your chair, then!

“Thers tsn't room.”

“Oh, we'll ind room ! said Desmond cheerfully; and he
squeezed Bunter to one side and sat down. “ Pass the
cream-puffs, Hazoldene., Anything good in that letter,
Wharton?" ) o

“1 haven't looked at it yet,” said Harry, picking the
letter out of the batter and wiping it as clean as possible.
#0h, it's in my uncte's hand ! :

“You can read it,” said Bob Cherry. * We'll excuse you,
and I'll have your cup of tea to save you time."

Harry opencd the letter. He ran his eye over the con-
tents, and & smile broke out on his face. It was evident
that there wana good news in the letter from Colonel
Wharton. ) . _

Harry's relations had beren very strained with his uncle
till of Iate; but since Colonel Wharton's visit to Greyfriars,
uncle and nephew had been on the best of terma. With
all his wilfulness and waywardness, Harry could not help
liking the kind-hearted old soldier, when he came fo know
him, and neither could he forget that Colonel Wharton had
risked death to save him from the rushing river, _

“ood news?' asked Nugent, noting Iarry's expression.

* Yes, rather.” :

“ Uncle coming down agnin?"

i No, but—" .

“ [ say, Wharton, you ought to get him down hera ngm:'}-,

ONE H
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ezid Billy Bunter. * Ha stood us a ripping picnic last time,
you know. He iz the kind of uncle fo be encouraged.”

" Tha cncuu?dgefulnesa should be terrific.””

Hﬁr;r laughed. 5 b

“He i3 not comin own, but he wantz us fo go to
Wharton Lodge for 2 %I'Dlidﬂj.” ¥

Bob Cherry whistlad,

“The whole family#' he queried,

“Yes; he savs he's cbtained the Head’s permission for
me {0 go b0 Wharton Lodge for Whitsun, and to take my

friends.*

“Bure, we're all your chummy friends,” said Micky
Eﬂswund. “I've always loved you like a brother, Whar-

.

" The lovefulness on my part has been great,” purred the
Nabob of Bhanipur. * The csteemned Wharton has been the
lightfulness of my existence.”

“ And I worship the ground he walka on, and the grub
be stands in the tuckshop,” said Bob Cherry,

" What-ho!” said Nugent. *“You'll find yourself the
most popular fellow in the Remove scon, Harry.™

“But is the number of your fricnds speeified?” asked
Hazeldens,

““No. The colonel says he has obtained permission for

me to g0, and take my friends with me; and that's how it
stands.™

* Bure, and the whele Bemove will be round your neck
a8 soon as that gets gut!” said Micky Desmond. ™ Are you
going to ask me, Wharton? Remember how I tended you
with a mother’s care from the first moment yez came to
Gireyfriars.”

“I remember that vou were one of the lot that ra zed
me on 8 dozen occasions or more,” Wharton r-:amarkeﬁ,

'“ Sure, it awas all for your own good, alanna !”

‘T've gat rather a good idea, kids,” said Harry, looking
round. ™ We're getting up a play, and if we rehearso it
thoroughly, thore’s no reason wl];!.r we shouldn't give a

i‘fjﬂl:ﬁhﬂa at Wharton Lodge, while we'ro there for the
oltday.

_ U Dravo ! exclaimed Bob Cherry, * That will be reward-
ing the celonel for his hospitality, wen't it

" The rewardfulness will be great,”

'"Ahem!” said Nugent. *“The colonel may or may not
enjoy it. But we can't help his troubles. We ought to
give the performancs ™

1 think it's a rather good idea,” =aid Wharton thought-
fully. “Wa shail have n hettar chance of giving a really
good chow there than here, and it will be one way of killing
time, you know, We ean got into good form before we g0.”

“Ripping !

“In that case, we shall have to fake the whole caste
slang.”

“* Bure, and 't to be the heroine 1

* Noththis time, Micky.”

" DBut dido’t I play ‘Carmen® intirely, and—"'

“Yes; but this isn't ' Carmen.” ‘This is By Order of
the Tyrant, and Hazeldene's sister is going o take the
part of Gloxiana.™

“ Fuith, and it's a stunning name ™'

** But there’s a second givl in the pley,” said Bob Cherry.
*We shall want Micky for that part. It's Maria, the
gomie waiting-mand,

* Bure, and U'd rather da the heroine '™

"I daro say you would, but the lads’smaid is more vour
mark,” said Bob Cherry. * Anyway, that’s vour part.”

*Oh, I don't mind! Pass tha jam-tarts, Hazeldene.™

“1 saysDesmond, you're pushing me off this chair!™

“ Never imind, Bunter. What's the odds, so long as you're
bappy? Thank you, Vaseline. Thesa tarts are really good.”

1 think we can settle upon the lot of us going, ' saicl
Harry Wharton. “ We may want one or two other charae-
tors, too.”

" The Head will be & bit surprised when he sees how long
& list of perzonal fricnds you can make up,” pgrinned Boh
Cherry.

“ He will have to pasa it, though, as he’s promised my
oncle.  Let's see—self and Bob, and Nugent and Billy
Bunter, Hazeldene, and Desmond and In ky—that's saven,'

“We are seven,” said Bob Cherry, “and a nice little
party. Now, gentlemen of the Operatic and Dramatic
Bociety, I rise to suppest thati——""

“You're pushing mo off this ehair, Dezmond ™

“Bure, and ye're always complaining nbout something,
Bunty !

“ You've deopped some jam on my trucks.’?

“Thon don’t agqueeze so cloze to ™

* Shat up, you two—"

“"But I sav, Cherey——"

“Dry up; Im talking. I rise to suggest that as Wharton
will be our host on the auspicious occasion of this holiday
gt Wharton Lodge—-=""

*““Hear, hear!”

“A JOLLY OUTING.”
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“Wa shall thercfore waive—-""

“1 say, Desmond, will you stop pushing me? I shall be
off the chair in & minute 1™

“ Bure, and it's & nice carpet intirely to fall on, Billy "

l'lI tﬂll Fuu—'_l?

“Order! Shut up!” shouted Nugent. **Go on, Bob.
You were talking about waving something. Do you mean
that we're to arrive at Wharton Lodge waving flags?”

“No, I don't, ass! We're not going down there like a
gang of Bank Holiday bounders, T suppose.”

“Oh, I don't know; that's your usual style, you know,”
retorted Nugent.

“If you want a thick ear, Nugent—="

I say, I'm nearly off this chair, Desmond !’

Micky Desmond gave the fat boy of the Remove a push
with his elbow, and Billy Bunter rolled on the carpet.

“ Now you're gquite off,” said Desmond cheerfully, * and
now I hope vou'll be quiet.”

“hw! Ow! [—"

“ Faith, and he's not satisfind vot ™

“QOrder! I was going to suggest that we should all waive
our claims to represent the hero of ‘By Order of the
Tyrant’ in favour of our estecmed host——"

" Hear, hear!"?

“ Andd therefore T beg to propese Harry Wharfon for the
part of Valentine in the giddy drama,’ said Bob Cherry,

““ Hear, hear!"

“The hear-hearfulness is terrifie,” said Hurree Jamsot
Iam Bingh.

Harry %‘Fharlnn colourced o liitle.

I sav, I don't want it seitled like that!” he exclaimed.

Bob Cherry waved his hand.

"My dear chap, it's settled. As a matter of fact, I have
no doubt that you will perform the part almost ag well as
If i?::uulﬂ do it myself, und much better than any of the
athers,

“1 was thinking the same,” =aid MNugent. I have a
feeling that T eould handle the part better than any of you
chaps, but if T don't have it, Wharton is undoubtedly the
second hoet.™

“*Hear, hear!"

*The questionfulness is passed with unanimeous reselu-
tion,” said Hurree Singh. “The esteemed Wharton ean
only reply with the graceful acceptance.”

The esteemed Wharton grinned.

* Oh, if you fellows really want me to take the part——""

“Wa insist upon it

“The insistfulness is only equalled by the heariy appro-
bation of the honourable and esteamed company,”

“Thenr I accept,” said Harry Wharion; * I'll take Valen-
ting's part.”

“And I'll be satisfied
brother,” said DBab Cherry.

Wil yout’ gaid Mugent. *Of course, if I give up tho
hero, I take the part of the next chap”™

Y Now, really, Nugent, don’t be an ass!®

“Tt's you that are playing the giddy ox,™

“Em. going to play Albert——"

+F :I'.E!H

“You see, chaps,” snid Bob Cherry, appealing to the
company, * Gloxiana has to faint in Albert’s arme in one
seene, and so you want to have an Albert who can deal
with the situation. Nugent would let her flop on the floar.”

“Hot!” said Nugent. "I don’t sea why Gloxiana couldn't
faint in my arms as well as in anvbody else's arms™

“Don't yout"” said Hazeldene. ** Well, T do. Look here,
if Marjorie is going to take the part of Gloxiana, I"d better
take that of Albert."

* Well, of all the cheek—=""

“Hazeldene's right,” said Hocry Wharlon.  “ Gloxiana
has to faint in her brother's arms, and a real brother would
make it more realistic.”

“That's all very well, but—"

“I vote for Hazeldene,” said Iarry Wharton decidedly,
“Put it to the vole.”

“Good ¥ said Micky Desmand,
so I vote for Hazeldene™

“8o do L" said Billy Bunter. “T really ought to have
the part, but there’s a lot of selhshness shown in these
amafenr theatricals. If I'm not to have it, Hazeldene will

with the part of Gloxiana's

“T don't want the part,

do as well as anybody.”
Bob Uherry grunted. o
*Well, you've got the majority, Vaseline,” he said,

Hazeldone grinned,

"“That’s all right.
in the second act,”

“If you start licking me in the second act there will ba
roctions,” said Bob Cherry.

“(h, you'll have to play the game!™ zaid Wharton.

“That’s all vary woll—="'

YA courso it 18, Let’s go out for a stroll in the Close.™

And the discussion was postponed for a time.

I'll go lightly when I start licking you
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Billy Bunier Looks for Hidden Treasure,

g IHARTON, old chap!”
Harry Wharton startad,
ﬁpc}lwgﬁ_, and as he snoka
familiarly on the 511[1&![1:1&1‘.
be surprised.  Bulstrode had been cocli” of the Remove
before Harry Wharton came to Greyfriars, and it was he
who had caused his fall from the high cstate. There had
been very little love lost between themm sinee.

Wharton stepped quietly back.

“What is 1t, Bulstrode?"’

“I hear you are going home for a holiday.”

Wharton understoad,

“¥ea, I am.”

*And taking 2 party of friends with you. ™

1] Y-BS.”

“:‘E".rm:r uncle is going to let you take as many as you
1He

;iYEﬁIi'l

“I was thinking that I should like to take a part in the
play you're getling up,”” said Bulstrode, *I hear vou're
going fo give it at Wharton Lodge”

“That's s0."”

“Well, would you like me to join the Operatic and
Dramatic SBociaty?"

“ Not particularly.™

“I hope you're not keeping up that old quarrel,” said
hEuIstruda, with great friendliness. " Let bypones be

yEones.'”

“I'm perfectly willing to do that, but I den’t think we
ean chum up together, Bulstreds,” said Harey quictly, ** It
would bo a case of the two kings of Brentford in the story,
you know. Wae should never get on.”

“If you are going fo put en side——"

“ Nothing of the sort. But vou are a domincering bully,
and my femper isn't the gontlest in the world, so the less
we sco of one another the better.”

And Harry Wharton walked on.

Hoe loft the bully of the Remove seowling. The glint in
Bulstrode's eyes showed how little there was of genuineness
in the averture of friendship he had made.

“Hang him !"” muttered Bulsirode. * Hang him! I—*

“I say, Bulstrode!"

Ths bully of the Remove looked down at Billy Bunter,

“Whet do you want?' he growled.

"1 hear fthat thev've discovered an old vault in the
excavationa down by the river,” said Billy Bunter. 1 was
thinking of going down and looking at it. Do you koow
whoere it 137"

Bulstrode grinned.

“¥es. Would you like ta sec 1£77

“You're wery obliging, Bulstrede. I'm sorry Whartan
won't ask yom to come down to the Lodge with us for
Whitsun—""

“Who wants him to?"” growled Bulstrode.

““ Why, you do, don’t you?' said Billy Bunter innocently.

[ 11 Hﬂ‘ I d{}n!t‘-ll

“I'm sorry; my mistake. I thought you were hinting fo
him to ask you—— Ow! Let go my car, please, Bulstrode!
It hurts!"

“¥ou young cad——""

H1'm smcareg sorry if I've snid anything to offend wvou,
Bulstrode,” said Bunter, rubbing his ear. ** Will you show
me whero that vault 15t

“Oh, certainly !

Bulstrode had an ill-natured grin on his face. Any boy
more wide-awake than Dilly Bunter might have suspected
that he intended to play some trick, but Bunter was not
suspicious.

The two Removites laft the schoor grounds amd skirted

the wall towards the spet marked out for the crection of
the new building, close to Groyiriars.

Many trees had been cut down, and the ground was being
cleared for the new buildings, which was to be run by
Herr Rosenblaum as a foreign academy whon it waz eopm-
pleted, in connection with Cﬁ'eyfriarﬁ College.

In clearing the ground the workmen had come upon many
traces of an ancient building which had once cccupied the
gite.

Old weapons of the Middle Ages had been turned up, and
Ietely o vault had been discovered. I was one of a series
extending for some distance under the ground, the full
extent as yet unknown.

Bunter blinked round him 2z they entered the riins. Tha
wnr!ip':en had left the place, and wheelbarrows and ladders
and}lmp!cmcnts lay about amid felied timbor and heaps of
BRI,

" Whore is the vaunlt, Bulstrode

“ Thera 1t 12"

Bulstrode stopped at a spot where a pavement of flag.
stones had been uncovered, and pointed to a dark opening
in the cenfre. -

“A JOLLY OUTING”

It was Dulstrode who
he tapped Wharton
Harry had renson to
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One of the grent stones had been raised by wmeans of an
iron ring fastened in it, and laid beside the cpemang it had
covered for probably centuries. 1f necded only a push,
howaver, to send it n:*.i{ang-;inp.{ back inio ils place

Billy Bunter adjusted his spectacles, and blinked dewn
into the dim orifice. _

The air had been foul when the opgning was first dis-
coverad, but the foulness had now cleared off, and only a
faint musty odour cane up from the vault.

“ Looks jally dark, doesn’t i6 ¥ said Bunter.

“It would be awiul fun to explore it," said Bulstrode
“[ shouldn't wonder if there were some treasure hidden
down there"

Bunter's eves plistened.
“ Do you really think so, Bulstrode ™

Bulstrode winked at the beech-trees with the cye that waa
furthest away from the Owl of the Hemove,

“Why not?" he replied. *“ You know what miserly
fellows those old monks were. This old building was &
priory, or something, in conneetion with Greyiriars.
think it's very likely that a vault like this would be used to
store treasure in'’

“But the workmen haven't =ecn anything —
“They haven't been down yet. The air was foul when
the vanlt was opened.”

“1 see. I say, Dulstrode, there are steps leading down,”
said Billy Bunter, peering into the opening. “ It would be
ripping to discover a treasure !

“Well, it would be rather good, wouldn't 162"

“1 should say so. I'm stony-broke just now,” said
Bunter. “I've been expecting a postal-order for some {ima
past, but there's been some delay, and it hasn't come yet.
It would be ripping to find a treasure, and be in funds for
the rest of ihe term.”

i .Iﬂ“:,.' ri]h]ling 1t

Y Bunpose we po Jdown there and locl, Dulstrode ¥

“Not o bad idea,’” said the bully of the Remove.
how are we to get & light ¥

“ I can [fetch Wharton's bieyele lantern.”

“ Never mind. Here zre the lanterns the workmen have
left. ¥ou can light one of them easily enough.”

“Good! Bo we can. Will you come down with me?"

" Perhaps I'd better stay up and see that nobody comos
slong and shuts down the slab,” ssid Bulstrode. 1t would
be no joke to get shut up in that vao 1t.”

Dilly Bunter shivered,

“ You're right there, Bulstrode.'

“ Look here, you o down and look round, and Y'll keep
guard,” zaid Bulstrode. * We'll go halves in the treasure.™

“Well, if 1 have the trouble of poing down, I think I
ought to take maorae than half.”

ulstrode grinned.

“Wall, vou shall have twothirds, then™

“1 may as well go. There's no danger.”

“0OF course there izn't, g0 long ns 1 keep watch, and sae
that nobody comes along and plavs tricks with the slab.'

“Then, I'll zo."

Billy Bunter soon had one of the Lig lanterns alight.
Taking it in his hand, he stepped into the opening.

The stone gtops were :trong and sceure. Billy Bunter
flazhod the light bofore him as he descended, and Bulstrode
watched him from the top, the evil zrin still upon his faco.
Bunter reached the betiom of the steps. Dark and dreary
looked the vault as he flashed the light reund him.

“Hee any treasure ¥ enlled out Balstrode.

©Nob yet”

“Have a good Jook.”

“Oh, rather ! Dlind that slab deesn’t get clozad.™

Bulstrode chuckled.

BEilly Bunter looked round the vault in the lantern-light,
From the top of the stone steps came a sudden dull thud
Bunter Jooked up in suddes alaem.

“Wh-what was that? DBulstrodo- Bulstrode I

]3}11‘- thers was no ]‘4:-|+].'.'; and Hi“}' Bunter did not nesd
telling what had happened, The square of daylight had
been Llotied ont at the top of the steps

The zlab of stone had fallen info 1ts place. e was shut
in the vault!

With a gasp of alarm, the Removite dashed up the steps,
and thrust lis hand upon the stone that closed the opening;
but it did not stir.

The strength of four or five fellows of Bunter's Luild
;\'c:iu]d have Lieen required to move that massive slab from
velow,

“0Oh, dear! Bulstrode -Bul:trode ™

But there was no reply.

The bully of the Remove had walked away, laughing: and
only the echo of his own voice replied to the vietim of the

crucl joke,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The Rescue of Billy Bunter,

g HARTON ™
“ Hallo, Hefmenn." )
The German boy stopped Harry Wharten in the
Close, poeking himn in the chest with a fat fore-
Briger.

*1 vants ta speak to you, ain't it %"

“Well, go shead 1"

“ 1 tinks to meinself tat I likes to join te Oberatic and
Dramatic Soclety pefore, ain't it, and dake brincipal barts
it te blay after.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

* Is that all you want, Hoffmann 7

“dJda, mein Knabe. Tat is all pefore. Tat French ass
Meunier dink he can act, and he dink of asking vou. 1 dells
him he 15 age !

* Did he tell you you wera another i

ad -l]-d._. jn ['l:

M Quite right, too. You were both right,”" said Harry
‘i"ki hatfum “We might possibly find you o comic part in the
May.

“ 1 dakes der hero.'

* You take the cake—for cheel, at any rate ! zaid Iarry.
“If we accepted all the herocs who have offered their
services, wa should have a cast full of heroes, and no minor
characters.”

*“Ten you picks out te pest-—-"

“The pest! What do yvou mean?"

" ¥ou picks out te pest- "

. What oa earth are you driving at? A pest is a plague,
1sn't it What do you mean by picking out the pesti”
demanded the amazed Wharton.

5 Te pest for te part.” ,

:Oh, the best!” said Harry, comprehending.  “ Ves:
we've pmked out the best already, I'm rtaking the purt
mvaelf.*

I tinks I toke it petter.”

" You can go on thinking so, Hoffy,” said Harry; snd
he put his bands into his pockets and strolled awsy., He
left the German junior shaking his head solemnly.

A dozen paces further on, a vouth with a Gallie cast of
fentures buttonholed the manager of the Wharton Operatic
and Dramatic Society.

It was Adolphe Mewnier, the French junior

“Men ami,'"” he said, in his persuasive voice, “T zink zat
I speak to you a few wards. Fhear zat you give dramatic
representation.”

] hitrﬁ.t 516 I said Wharton, with an inward proan. * Quite
right !

1 zink I act for you, mon garcon. T have had great
steeess in zé amateur theatricals, and I zink [ am ze perzon
to take 2o part of ze hero?

“Rats!"

The French junior stared.

“You say ‘Rats!” to me, Wharion, when T am offer my
services for za play viz vou®"”

U Yes. We're not looking out for any hercee [ mighs
finel yom n part a5 a comie footman,”™

“lel! Zat is ze msult !V

" Well, you can pot it in vour pine and =moke if.
ihe best offer T enn make at preseni,’’
the operatic society,

*1 am insulted, I punches nose ™

‘et on, then, I'm ready for yon to start.”

“ Ialle, halle, halla i exclaimed Bob Cherry, coming up
with Mugent, and HMurree Jemact Ram Singh,  ** What's the
row T What's that aboul punching poses?”

Meunier 15 going to punch my nose because he can't play
the here in * By Order of the Tyrant,” ™ grinned Whartou.

“Non, non! I punches noze because T am insulted.”

“ Lot's insult him some more,” said Bob Cherry. ¥ Sup-
Ppese we tzke him by the hatr and the heels and dock himy in
ihe fountain ¥

“That 1s a wheezy good idea. The cheekiulness of the
Frenchinl ktd will be washed out in the eald water )™

“*Lend & hand, then, Why, he's gone !

Adolphe Meunier had not waited for Boh Cherrs’s good
iden to be earriad ocut. He was pone: and Bob, whe had
not beon gquite in earnest, prinned.

Wa wore ju:—;t. gm'ng ta stropll dewn (o the zide of ihe
MNew House,” said Nugent. “Are vou coming along,
Harrey? The workmen have dizgovered an old vault 1n the
foundations of the building that used to be there hundreds
of voars aga.”

Harry Wharton nodded,

“Yes: I was thinking of poing down, Cowe on v

The chums of the Remove strolled down ro the zite of the
rew building. Nugent stapped at the closed <ab of stone,

“Hallo! This was open when T looked this way before,
Snmebady has shoved the stune in its place.™

“A JOLLY OUTING.”

; That'=
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HThere's an iron ring in 3, =aid Boh Cherrs. “We'll
poon have it up again. We can shove one of these poles
tiirough the ringe™

“(Good! Hallo! What on earth’s that i

“Help 1™

It was a faint, far-awav cry, and it seomed fo come from
heneath the stone. The chuwmns of the Remove stared at one
another, atartied.

My hat! There's someone in the vault I

“ Bomebody got shut up in it ! said Harry Wharton, in
2 low voice, “Good heavens! It's lucky we came out
here. Get the stona up, for poodness’ sake '™

The Removites lost no time. The pole was thrust
through the iren ring in the stone, and the juniors grasped
it and bent their strength to the task. With an effort they
wrenched the great dab out of itz place, and it rolled back.

There was a gasp from below., A whife face, with & pair
of spectacles, looked out of the darkness of the vault steps
and the chums recognized Billy Bunter,
nu‘t‘ ;};'I:ur:tf_-r 7 oexelaymed Harry, " Iere, let we help you

Hilly was white and shivering. He had not been fen
minutes in the vault, but it had seemed like centuries to
him. He had been thoroughly frightened by the darkness
and the terrible thought that perhaps the stone could not be
moved agnin,

Wharton helped him out, and he sank down helplessly
upan the stene, trembling in every limb,

The juniors gathered round him anxiouslv. Bunter had
evidently had a terrible shock, hur they could only wait for
nim {0 recover from it.

* I—I say vou fellows—"' he gasped.

“ You're all right now, Billy:"

“¥Ya-es. But—och, dear, I've had s fezriul time the last
few howrs!"

“The last what'”

** The last few hours. I've heen shut up in that vault for
houra and howrs ™

“ My dear kid, it's not half an hour since we had tea 1n
the atudy !

“¥ou must be mistaken, Wharton., 1've been in that
horrible place for hours,” said Dunter, with a shudder, *I
began to think T should never get our alive”

arry Wharton smiled.

* My dear chap, if you had been there for hours it would
be dark now.”

“H'm! I suppose it would, when vou comie to think of
i, saad Billy Bunier, recovering himself a little. 1
suppose 1t seemed longer than it really was. DBut I have
Liad a fearful tinme, all the same!”

“How on earth did you get into the waulr, Billy, and
close the stone over you?” ;

“I didn’t]  Bulstrode said there might be & treasura
there-——- i

" Ha, ha, ha!”

* 1 thought I might as well look, and Bulstrode staved at
the top to see that nobody came by and closed the stone,
Then the rotter closed it himself.”

“ Bulstrode shut vou up in the vaultt”

“Yes, Ii's his idea of a joke, I m:}}pm& I den't sec
where the joke comes m mysell,” said Billy Bunter; 1
oright have starved to death there.”

Hob Cherry grinned.

 If Bulsirode shut vou up there, Billv, he wouldn't leave
_;."l:_‘.r'l.l.“lﬂ starve to death, He'd come and let you out alter a
2t

“Ves, I suppose so. But it was & dirty trick to play,
when I trusred him; and I might have gone off my dot, Tou
bvow !7F

“Well, he was sure to let you oyt.”

* YWou wouldn™ feel so safe whout i, though, if vou were
mside the wvault instead of outside 1!" retorted Billy
Bunter.

“Wall, there’s something in that.”

“ It was beastly mean and cowardly of Buolatrode! said
Harry Wharton, knitting his brows, It was a silly and
dangerous trick to play! Suppose something had }m!ptmned
10 Bulatrode himself, for instance—nobody woubld have
Lnown that Billy was shut up in rthe vaulr. And a s=illy asg
like Bunter might really have gone off his rocker in the
dark!™

“Oh, really, Wharten—" )

“The bully ought to be punished,” said Dob Cherry.
“ Buppose we wait till he comes here to let Thilly our, and
shove him in himself and drop the stone shur*™

“aood wheeze ™" exclaimed Nugent,

“ The wheerefulness is excellent.™

ITarry Wharton shook hiz head.

“T think I'vo got & hetter plan 1han rhat, chaps; one 1hat
will really make the brute sit up!™

* Expound iv then, my son™ ]

*Look at that tree,” snid Harry Wharton, pointing to
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on¥ that had been half sawn through by the workmenm and
left in that atate by ihe call of the * hooter”™ whicn
angounced the close of the day’s work., “How much do
you think would be wanted to make it fall?”

“Not much,” said Bob Cherey. * The saw’s still there,
gnd we could give it enough in five minutes to make it
come down. But what would that do?"

“Don't you see? When it falls, it will fall directly across
this trap, as it's leamong this way.”

“The workmen will have ropes on it lo pull it the way
they want 1it."”

“T know ; but we want it Lo fall this waz."

The chums of the Remove stared. They could not under-
stand in the least what their leader was driving at.

“ What do we want & big tree to f[all on the trap for?”
aaked Nugent. “‘ Can't see anything in it, myself.”

" Bulstrode will come along later to let Bunter out, or
else sond somebody else to do it. If the tree’s down, he'll
think it fell of s own accord. ‘The opening will he
blocked up for good and sll; it would take iwenty men to
move that tree when it 13 once down. ulstrode won't be
abls to open the vault, and he'll think Billy 13 in it.
Bunter will have to keep oukb of sight, of course,’”

“ Hurrah!” shouted Bob Cherry. **It will give the bruta
the fright of his life!"

“RBy Jove,” exclaimed Nugent; *it's a ripping idea! I
faney Bulstrode will be in the bluest funk of all his
natural.”

“1 fancy s0,”" said Wharton. * It will be a punishment
for his bullying, and we ean let him know the truth when
we fecl inclined, mfter he has been put through it a bat,
You will have to keep dark a bit, Dunter.”

Bunter irm'md glesfully.

“1'1] take jolly good care of that, Wharton.
to the school now and get into the stud M

Harry Wharton Frippﬁd kim by the arm. :

“That you won't, you young asid. DBulsirode will very
likely meet you on the wa{;”

“Dear ma; never thought of that! I should be
pingerely sorry to give the game away!”

“Vou'll stay with us. Don’t Iet him out of your sight,
kids. Now, then, some of yen lend a hand with this saw.™

The huge, two-handed saw was under a tarpaulin, The
juniors soon had it out, and they put it into the deep cut
already made in tha tree. .

“Now, then, saw away!" said Harry cheerfully.

“T say, this 15 a jolly lot like work!” grunted Bob Cherry,
as he slaved away with the heavy, slow-moving saw.

“Never mind; it will do you good.”

“The goodfulness of the exarcise is great.”

“Tond a hand, then, Inky, and get some. of the goodful-
fiers yoursolf.” e

“Not at all, my worthy chum. T would net willingly
de?rim vou of the beneficiality of the esteemed cxercise.””

“ Wouldn't you?” exclaimed Bob Cherry, grasping him
by the collar and jerking him fo the saw. “ Now you
take hold, or T’ll knock your inky head against tho tree!™

“Please do not promote the excitedness,” said Hurree
Singh. “I am willing to take my sharefulness of the
konourahle Iabour at the reguest of my worthy chum.™

“(io it, then, vou lazy boundar!”

“ All together ! said Nugent. * We'll soon be through.
Mind you keep out of the way of the tree when it falls. It
would crush you as flat as a pancake!™

“Hy Jove, it would! XKeop your peepera open!™

“ Whero are you going, Bunter!” roared Harry Wharton,
saddenly perceiving that the Owl of the Remove was stroll-
ing away.

nnter looked back. :

“I'm rather peclish, Wharton; I'm going to get zome
rub.”’

G Stop where you are.”

 But, really, Wharten—'""

it Feteh him back, Inky: quick!™

The nobob darted after Bunter and dragged him back.
The Owl protested vigorously, but the nabob wasz not to be
denied.

* Really, Wharton, I should have taken great care not to
let Bulstrode see me. If I had seen him coming, I should
have dodged very gquickly.”

“If vou had seen him, you Owl!
thing '

# gut, renlly, I'm expecting a postal-erder by every past
now : and the post is in, and I want to go and see if it has
areived.”

Y Oh, rata!"”

“If my postal-order has come, I should like to stand a
ford to all vou chaps for getiing me cut of the vault,” said
Bunter, ““Wa'll have o feed, anyway, and if my remittanes
hasn’t come vou chaps can have a whip-round to acitle.
Suppose we Iet Dulsirode off, and leave him to his con-
scinnce? It's a good idea to leave a villain to his conscience ;
and I'm awiylly huogry.”

“Mind he docsn’t go, Inky!"

*Ila will not be able to take the deparifulness without

" A JOLLY OUTING.”

I'll go up

o you sver see any-
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Ieaving a goodly Fl:ﬂ'l-iﬂll of his ear to me, fingor and
thumbfully,” said the nabob.

“You are hurting my ear, Inky _

“I offer the pruguund and sincera apologies, my worthy
chum."”

“ Yey, but lek go!”

“ That is impossible, my esteemed Bunter. I have got the
right pig by the ear this time, vou know, and the let-goful-
ness 18 impossible.”’

“0w! J—"

“ Look out; she’s coming over!™

“ Buck up!?" ;

The tres way sagging. The juntors scutiled back. They
were all on the safe side of the slant of the trunk, but it
was as well to get to a safo distance. The tres was going
at last, the slant eausing it to fall directly upon the slab
which elosed the entrance to the vault.

Crash !

With a terrific coneussion the tree-trunk crashed upon the
fAngatones. The juninrs ran forward. s

“My hat; the vault is safo enough now!" exclaimed
Harry Wharton. *" The workmen won't be able to remove
that trunk without sawing it ucll] inte piecea. And, now,
shova that saw out of sight; and let’'s get out of sight our-
solves and wait for Bulstrode.” .

There was plenty of cover close at hand, among the im:
pedimenta of the clearing. The juniors took shelter behind
a heap of displaced esrth, among ladders and wheelbarrows,
whence they could look out without much rislk of revealing
themselves. And there thoy waited for the bully of the
Remove.

L]

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Shock or Balsirode.

ULSTRODE came through the trees from the direction
of the school with a grin on his face. He had littla
regard for the feelings of thoe victim of his practical
joke, but he felt that it would not do to leave the Owl

too long in the vault.

Li M.}._mr hﬁ.t [:H' ; "

The bully of the Remove gave a violent start at the sight
of the tree stretched across the slab of stone which closed
the vault. He broke into a run, and arrived on the spot
panting.

“ Great—great Scott [ .

He gasped out the words, DBy thrusting a pole through
the iron ring he could have raised the slab of stone to
release Dunter, but he could not have shifted that huge
trunk if he had had the strength of half the Remove i his
OWN PETS0T. FP—

He stood staring down at the tree in dismay. Then he
knelt beside it aud tapped on the stone slab, 1n & part whera
it was not under the trunk, with a fragment of stons. The
slab pave a doll ring back to the blow,

““ Bunter !" ] i

Bulstrode called out the word in shaking tones.

* Bunter! Billy Bunter!™

Mo sound came from below,

The bully bent his head to listen, and his face grew pale
as tho silence continued, He tapped again with the frag-
ment of stone.

“ Bunter! Billy Bunter!"

Still no reply. * Dead stienee hung over the spot.  Bul.
strode rose with a frightened look, What was the matter
with Bunter? Why did he not reply?

Flad ho fainted? Had he wandered away in an attempd
to escape from his prison, and lost himszelf in an under-
ground labyrinth of vaulis? ] ]

The bully realised at last that his cruel jest might have
ita serious side. Ho stood staring in dismay at the slab and
listening with painful intensity.

Mot o sound ! o

Behind the sover of the thrown-up earth, five juniors were
watching and stifling their laughter.

The terror and diamay of the bully wers evident to the
watching Removites, but not a hint did they give Bulstroda
of their proximity.

e Gumli heavens! Bunier! Bunter!"

Bulstrode fairly shouted out the name: but only the
echoea from the trees around answered his frantic call.

“ What shall T do? I can't move the tree. 1 shall have
to get help: but then, they'll know I shut him up here. Buot
ho must be lot out. Oh, heavens! I wish I hadn't done it
If he hadn’t been such a fool., he wouldn't have gone into
the vault at all. The younp idiot might have puessed I was
only fooling him ™

The stammering words were audible to the hidden juniors
in the quiet of the summer evening. Billy Bunter knittoed
his brows with anger.  Bulstrode's reference to him was not
comilimentory.

1 say, you fellows-—-."'

Ly,

K RICHARDS.
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Bob Cherry clapped a hand over his month in time.

“8hut up I whispered Harry Wharton savagely,

Billy gurgled, ancllj wns silent. Fortunately, Bulstrode had
heard nothing. He was still staring blankly at the slab
and the treo that pinned it down.

ha chums were curious to sce what he would do. If ha
called for help, the tree might be moved and the slab raised.
But then, he would have to own up to having shut Bunter
in the vault—a trick that might be regarded very seriously
by the Head of Greyfriars, Yet, it was surely impossible
for him to leave Bunter in the'vanlt. To do o might ead
seriously for the junior=—that is, of course, if he had really
been there, as Bulstrode believed.

True, if, when Anally released, Bunter accused him of
!‘lﬂ‘-‘mﬁ #hut the stone down upon him, Bulstrode could deny
it. There had besn no witnesses; and he could say that he
had gone away, leaving Billy in the vault, and that the
rtone had toppled down by itsclf; or, perhaps, had been
knocked into its place by the falling tree.

The fellow who got himself into trouble by bullying was
not likely to hesitate at getting out of it by lying. But Bul-
strode was not all bad, and he was really anxious for Bunter,
apart from his uneasiness as to himself,

Harry Wharton pressed Billy Bunter's arm.

“Keep out of sight,” he whispered. “ Don’t you show
yourself when we leave you, or I'll skin you presently !

“All right, Wharton. I really—"*

“ Bhut ap 1"

" But—2"" _

" You remain with him, Nugent, and bash his head
against the stones if he utters a sound ! Will you 1™

“Cortainly,” sald Nugent; “ with pleasure!”

“You others, come alorig. We'll come on Bulstrode by
surprise, and see what he has to say for himself,™

“Good wheeze 1" chuckled Bob Cherry.

" The wheezefulness is ripping!” purred the nabob,

“ Mind he doesn’t see you. Keep in cover,” whispered
Wharton, as he led the way from the place of concealment,
leaving Nugent mounting guard over Billy Bunter.

" Right-ho! Iead on, Maeduff !"*

The juniors skirted the heaps of old masonry and earth
turned up by the excavations, and entered the trees, and
gained the rear of Bulstrode without being seen by the bully
of tha Remove. Then they walked carelessly on, as if they
had i:ust come from the scheol. Bulstrode was still standing
at the slab, ﬂtarjr:{;r at it in dismay and indecizion. He
turnad at the sound of footsteps, and gave a guilty start at
the sight of the chums of the Remove.

“Halla, hallo, hallo ! exclaimed DBab,
wmr{_g, Bulstrode 7*

“Wrong? No!" stammered Bulstrode,

“You're looking rather queer about the gills™

‘““Am T What rot !’

. “ Haven't seen & ghost, have you?’ asked Bob Cherry.

You look as if you had: or as if you had commitied a
murder, and couldn’t get rid of the hody 1"

Bulstrode gave o start,

:' Don't talk rot ! he said savagely.

"The rotfulness of the esteomed Charry's remarks is only
equalled by the politefulness of the worthy Bulstrode!”
remarked the nabob,

“Look here, what are you badgering me sbout? I.—"

* Have you scen Billy Bunter #° asked Harry Wharton.

Bulstrade's lip trembled.

" No; not lately.”

I"“”I"Iﬂ- walked out of the gates with you a while back, that's

“Oh, yes! We separated then.”

“I wonder where he is%" said Bob Cherry gravely, "1
say, do vou fellows sec that there's a tree fallen over this
slab? We sha'nm't be able to explers the vault.”

“Thoe explorefulness will have to bs postponed,” said
flurree Singh. “ 1 am afraid we shall not find our Bunter-
ful chum here, my esteemed friends. Are you quite sureful
that you have not beheld the aurust Buntor, Bulstrode ¥?

The bully of the Remove seowled savagely.

“Of course I am, confound you I

“There is no cause to get out the ragfulness,’ said the
nabob. *“We do not suspect you of having murdered the
esteemed Bunier.”

Bulstrode started again, and then gritted his teoth and
walked away. Tha next moment he could have sworn that
ha heard a yell of laughter. He looked quickly back, but
the Hemovites had faces as solemn as Bpyptian mammies.

The bully of the Remove strode on towards Greyfrinrs
He dizappeared nmong the trees, and then Nugent and Billy
Bunier came out of the pluce of eoncealment.

**Ha, ha, ha " laurhed MNugent. " 1f ever there was a
chap in a blue funk, ir's Bulstrode at this moment.”

“ The bluefuluess of the funk is terrific!”

“ Bet you he won't say & word about it at Greyfriars[”

" Anything

grinned Bob Cherry, * But when Bunter’s missod at calling-
over—""'

“But I sha’'n't bo missed at calling-over, Cherry,"” said
Bunter. * I shall have to show up by then; in fact, before
then, ag I'm getting fearfully hungry.”

. "My dear Billy, you can't be pllowed to spoil & good
joke on mceount of your unearthly appetite!” said Mugent,
shaking his head.

* Look hers, I can't starve to death "' =aid Bunler wrath-
fully. *It's more than an hour now since a moreel has
passodd my lips !

“¥You wouldn’'t be missed if you did, except st mesl-
times,”’ =aid Boly Cherry comfortingly, “ You chaps got
any cbjection to Bunter starving to death ¥

* Not at all,”” seid Harry.

* Not the least in the world, as far as I am concerned,”
gaidd Mugent. T

“*You see, Billy, the majority's against youn, so this is
where vou shut up."”

* Look here, Bob Cherry—" .

“We'd better not kegp it up after calling-over,” said
Harry Wharton thoughtfully, * If Billy doesn't answer the
roll, there will be an inguiry, and we don’t want to brin
the matter before the masters. We've punished Bulstrode
ourselves, DBut Bunter will have to lie low until roll-eall,
and then dodge into the hall without Bulstrode sesing him.
It will give him o start when he hears Bunter unswer to his
name, when he thinks the young porker is in the voult all
the time.”

“ Really, Wharton—-"

80 you can hide voursell again, Billy.”

“1 can't possibly de so until calling-ever. TE T go hungry
for any length of time, it hus a bod effect on my conshitu-
tion.'"

“* You can hide yoursell in o

“1 ean't, Wharton—-I ean’t, really I

*“You can he low in—--"

“1 really can't! I'd do anything to oblige you, Wharton,
but I e¢an't risk wrecking my constitution even for your
sake! -1 really-—"

“¥ou can liz low in the school shop.'

“Eh? Whatt"

“You can lie low in the tuckshop, and treat yourself to a
iced there till calling-over,” said liarry, laughing.

Bunter's expression changed at onco.

“ Now you're talking I" he exclaimed emphatically.

“Ha, ha! Bunter will lie low In the tuckshop as long as
vou like " grinned Bob Cherry.

“I always like to be obliging,” said Billy Bunter. " I'd
do anything in reason for you fellows, As for the feed, I'll
let you stand 1t, but I shall make it up to you when my

ostal-order cames. I m‘é’e‘.ﬁt it to-morrow morning by the
irst post, 1f it isn't alrea 9&? waiting for me in the rack.”

The Removites grinned. They knew all about Billy
RBunter's postal-order.

“We'll get In aver the old wall, and through the dootor’s
garden,” said Harry Wharton; '"*then we shall be sure to
keep out of Bulstrode’s way. Once in the tuckshop, Bunter
will be safe. Bulstrode won't feel much like feeding in his
present state of mind. Cofme on I

The chums of the Remove were soon within the schosl
walls, and they reached the shop kept within bounds by
Mra, Mimble, the gardener's wife, wie;:?mut. seeing anything
of Bulstrode. Billy Bunter was ensconced in the tuck
with a plateful of provisions, and a pile more at his elbow,
um_il the chums left him with his fat tace wreathed in happy
Srrlied,

B ey

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,

A Surprise for Bulsirode-—* The Play's the Thing!"

HE boys crowded into the hall at Greyiriars for calling-
over as the dusk of the May evening grew thicker on
tha old Close.
Femove,

e came in with 2 elow step and a pale faca. As vef, he
had not said a wokd of the mishap st the old vauljt',. He
dared not face the *music,”” if he owned up that he had
shut Dilly Bunter in the vault; and yei he was tormented
it his mund as to what might have happened to Bunter in
that dark end drcary recess

Bulsirode took hiz place with the Remove. Mr. Quelch
was taking the roll-call, rapping out the names in his ususl
guick, stoceato manner.

“ Bulsgtrode I

H# Adsum "' eald Bulstrade.

Y Bunter !’

“* Adsum I’

[t was Billy Dunter’s piping voice,

Bulstrode rave a violent start, and looked alorg the ranks
ﬁl the Remove. He could scarcely believe his eyes at what

8 S0W.

Bulstrode was almost the last in of the



EVERY
‘ TUESDAY,

The “ Maquer™

—_—— _—

ONE 0
HALFPENMNY,

i LIBRARYT.

There was Billy Bunter, in his usual place, his fat face
looking a little more plumf& and well-fed than when the
Hamove imll;ir hed sean him last '

“ Bunter I"' gasped Bulstrode.

Hazeldens, who was standing next to the bully of the
Remove, looked at lnm curiﬂuzl%.

“What's the matter with vou, Bulstrode ¥’ he asked.

““ N-nothing ! But did you see Bunter come in?"’

“Bunter? Yes He came in s few minutes before you,
with Wharton and Cherry and the Indian.” _

" Wharton ¥ Eﬂ]ﬂtl‘ﬂdyﬂ gritted his teeth, ‘' Ah, I might
have guessed that he was at the bottom of 1t!™

“ At the bottom of what ¥’

“ Nothing.”

*“ But you said—" :

“Never mind what I said! It's no business of yours,
Vaseline, anyway I'* said Bulstrode rudely.

“ Bilence in the Remove I"" ] ] ] :

Bulstrode wos greatly relieved in his mind. He could
pot help puesting now that Billy Bunter had left the vault
before the great tree had fallem upon the slab.  After
calling-over, he found the first opportunity he could of
speaking to the Owl. He met Billy Bunter in the hall, ahd
grasped him by the shoulder. o

Billy Bunter blinked at him. Wharton was within call,
and Bunter felt safe, though the bully of the Remove had a
dangerous gleam in his eves. :

“Ho you have been playing a_ trick on me, you young
imp ?'' said Bulstrode between his teeth, shaking Billy by
the shoulder. ) :

“ Please don't shake me like that, Bulstrcde. You mught
make my glasses -fall off. And if you break them, you'll
have to pay for them, so [ warn yow."”

“You young rotter! You played—'*

The next moment the Ger-
man and the French boy were
staggering in the passade in
a close embrace, hissing ont
i Peeg " and * Rottair,” and
pommelling frantically.

“T1 dide't. You played a trick on me, Bulsirode; and
Wharton says it was a mean and dirty trick, and I really
think it was"

“You rat, why didn’t you let me know you had got out
of the vault?”’ )

“ Wharton thought he'd give you a lesson,” chuckled Billy
Bunter, ““He, he! It was really a good joke, wasn't it,
Bulstrode "’

The Remove bully shook him agnm. ]

Y You little fat rotter, I've a great mind to wipe up the
fAoor with you!”

“ If you make my glasses fall off, and break them, you'll
e S b

T [[——

“No, you won't! Wharton won't let wyou,” prinnod
Bunter, “I'm to tell Wharton if you bully me over this,
and he has promised to give you n licking if you do. You
remember he gpave yvou a licking onee, Bulstrode, and you
had an awfully rough time. Ow! Don’t shake me like
that: you'll make my glasses fall off ! Wharton! I say,
Wharton !

Harry Wharton came quietly up.

* Let Bunter alone, Bulstrode”

“"Mind your own busipesa™ 3

“* This is my business. Billy did as T told him. T thnu%ht
vou ought ko have a lesson for being & cad and a brute.’

“ Wharton '

“That's plain English,” said Harry Wharton disdain-
fully. “If you don’t like it, come over to the gym., and
I'll back up my words in & way you can understand. DBut
you are not going to bully this kid. Lot him alene!”

Bulstrode, quivering with passion, released Bunter.

I will settle with vou for thiz another time, Wharton,”
he seid thickly.
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Harry shrugged his shoulders.

“Whenever vou lilke.”

Bulstrode muttered something and strode awary.

“The great man i5 angryful,” murmured Hucree Singh.
a3 Wharton rejoined him. * His terrible frownfulness iz
no longer terrific since he has received the lickfulness, but
he will get used to it. Shall we go up to the study for a
rchearsal, my worthy chums?”

“*Just what I was thinking,” said Bob Cherry.

The chums of the Remove were soon in the study. Harer
Wharton, whe was always methodical in his work, sugzested
getting prep. done first, and done it was. Then, books
being cleared away, the play sent so0 kindly by Bob Cherry's
cousin in Manchester was produced, and the juniors read
through it.

Bob Cherry pronounced the play absolutely ripping, but
each of the other juniors kept to his own opinion that some-
thing else would have been better. Harry Wharton =till
favoured ** Hamlet,” Nugent * Peter Pan,”" and the nabob
a werrd composition which he had a manuseript copy of,
anil which he averred was frequently performed in princes’
pilaces in Yndia. But there was no chancoe of the juniors
agreeing in their opinions, and as it was acknowledged that
Bob Cherry's play was easier than the others, they came
to 8 compromize, ** By Order of the Tyrant”’ being adopted
as the work that was to receive the attention of the Wharton
Amateur Operatic and Dramatic Society, Further argument
on the subject being vetoed by genersl eonsent, mnd the
play being read through, the next guestion was to form
the caste,

Wharton had already been selected as Valentine, the
hero, and Hazeldene was to take the part of Albart, the
hieroine's brother. Bob Cherry jibbed a littla at the part
of f_'-l:-iunnl_ Koffdropski, the willain of the picce, but ho
preferred it to 8 minor character, so his name woent down
on the list as Colonel Keffdropski., Nugent was cast as
Ii:_geujce:mnt- Bunkoff, the colonel’s factotum and secondary
Viliuin.

Billy Bunter blinked dizapproval the whele time. Tailly
wanfod the hero’s part, first of all, and had indced learncd
up some of the hines Then he would have compromized
on the part of Gloxiana’s brother., After that, he was
willing to take either of the villninous parts. When he
was cast as a comic page he smiffed.

“Tf the whole thing falls through, and we gef grinned at,
;!?n't. blame me,"” he said. **I ecould save it for you if you
ilzad.”

“We'd rather not be saved,” said Bob Cherry. * You'll
do rippingly as a comic page. You haven't much to zav,
and you only have to look funny; and dness knows you
lonk funny enough, without making ub for the part.”

" Really., Cherry—=""

“ Then there’s Inky 4

“But 1 say, vou fellowsg——"

“ No time for yvou to zay anything.”

“But I want to speak a minute.”

“Lio and do it in Skinner’s study, then, Fle won't mind.
Mow, there's Inky. Whar part iz he going to take?™

* Russian police ?]p}', I suppose,” said Wharton.

The naboh nedded.

1 shall have terriic pleasure in plaving the part of the
Russian spyful person,” he said. "I hope I have a con-
siderable amount of speakfulness.’”

Harry Wharton lookad thoughtful,

“Well, I don't know, Inky. Fopoff, the police apy, has a
lot to say. but T was thinking of cutting .

IHT;;WH where would my spealiulness come in, my worthy
chum*"'

“The fact i3, the loss vou say on the stage the better,
Inky, 23 you would give the thing away with your—-your
uniguo way of cxpressing yourself.”

“¥ou mean that my varicty of the noble English languagoe
12 not oxactly samefully similar to the manner of wyour
honourable stvle.”

“Yos, that's it.

“Tut T studicd the English under the rippingest native
mastor in Bengal,” said Harree Sinf’h. “The eaunsofulness
of the differentintion is that the English tonpgue has degene-
rated, and the English I spealk is the old original ripping
good English.™

“ My dear Inky——1~

“T am quite certain of this, as my master in Bengal told
me 50,0 said the nabob. ™ Dut the little difficnlty of the
difforentiation can bo easily extirpated. I shall learn the
lings heartfully in the memory, and speak them with exact
thusness, and s> there will not be any signfulness displayed
of this aslightful differentiation.’’

“You might make a ship.”

“I shall take the extreme coare to avoid the pitiall of the
slipfulness."”

“Very well, we'll see,” satd Wharten, * Anvhow, you go
dowwn az the police spy, Popoff. Young Desmond is o be

"A JOLLY QUTING.”
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the waiting-maid, Mara, and Hazeldens's sister, Gloxiang,
That's the whole caste, excepting police, servants, soldiers,
and 50 on."”

“1 say, vou fellows—"" i o

“ MNow, lot's zee about going through the lines" said
Wharton. ' We shall have to carefully rohearse the great
seone in the second act, where Hazeldens and I thrash
Colonel Koffdropski and Lieutenant Bunkoff.”

Bobh Cherry and Nugent exchangsd f]ﬂl:lﬂﬂa.

“Shall we?" snid Bob. “I really think that scens ought
to be cut out, Wharton."'

“ My dear chap, it’s the mosi telling scene in the play.”

“*Yeas, but—"

4 Colone] Eoefdropski inzalis Gloxiana——""

“Look here, ' not going to insult Marjorie Hazel-
deng—""

“Azg! Tt's all in the play.™

“It may be in the play. Bui I tell
be rude to & girl, whatever Colonel
done.'

“Tt'a in the boek!™

It can stop there"

“But if you don't insult Gloxiana, T can’t tush on and
seize you by the throat, and dash you to the ground.”

“You'd better not do that, anyway, unless you particu-
larly want a thick ear.”

“* MNow, look here, Cherry --"*

“7I tell you I'ms not going to speak rudely to a girl, play
or no play. You can cut !:int part out.”

“Might be done,” said Hazeldene. * Instead of youn
rusking on when the colonel insults Gloxiana, you could
rash on a little earclier, Wharton."

“It would spuil the offect
VU Btaff 7 said Bob Cherry.  “ SBuppose you come on &
little earlier, #s Vaselina sugpests, and I'll gquarrel with
vou on gome ofher aceount. Instead of insulting Gloxiana,
I'll gay something about I can’t understend why such a nico
girl could possibly look twice at a furny-faced bounder like
},nu'J!

Harry YWharton turned red.

*You can’t turn a drama into opera-bouffe like that,
Cherry."'

“¥rell, I'll insult yeun instead of Giuxiana‘, and wou can
choose your own insult,” said Bob Cherry. " Anyway, I'm
not going to insult Marjorie IHazeldene.”

Wharton rubbed his chin timughtt‘uit}*,

“Wall, perhaps we cain fix it,” he said. “"You can eay
soinething about driving the British fHag from India, and
then I'll jump on you."

“No, T can’t! I'Il call you o liar, if vou like'

“That weuldn't work in.™

“YWall, a thiel, then.”

“ Ass! It wouldn't do.”

“Oh, leave it over,” said Nugent pacifically. * We ecan
think of some insult afferwrrds that will suit both parties,
Lot's pet on with the washing now.”

“*The impatience with which I await_the proceeding of
the washfulness 13 terrific,” purred the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“Yeory well,"” said Harry; “that can be easily arranged,
with a little thought. Now to get on to tho scene. Gloxizna
iz standing ander the tree when Colonel Koflfdropski comes
up with Bunkoff and insults hee'

“ And deesn't insult her.”

“I mean, and deesn't insult her,” amended XHarry.
“Then I rush on———= But look herve, if Koldropsk: doesn't
insult Gloxiana, there's no reason why I should rush on. 1
might as well walk.™

“Well, walk, then,” said Bob Cherry.

“It's a good scene spoiled! Well, T walk on, then, and
the colonel insulta me. Then I go for him. Oh, I say, it's
rotten! If he insulted Gloxiana, I could go for him all
vight, but an insult fo me wouldn't be s sufficient excuse
fmiﬁush:!g.'.'iulenm before o lady. I should be acting like a
ruinan.

““ Perhaps vou're right there,” said Bob Cherry thought-
fully. ** Perhaps I'd better dot you on the nose instead.'

“That'a all right," said Nugent. " You'd have to hit
back, und then the dust-up could proceed as per book.”

“YWell, yes, that might do. 1 thrash Colonel Koffdrapski
without mercy i

“Oh, draw it mild!"”

“Tio you want to spoil that scene, too, Cherry?"”

“No: but I think I ought to have & look in somewhere.
We might arrange it that we have a fearful fight, and ;%;.hﬁ
on equal terms. The audience will be just as pleased. a
fight is what they want. aad they don't care who wins.”

Y Impossible! Liewtenant Bunkoff has to rush te your
aid as vou're gpetiing the worst of if, and I am attacked by
the two seoundrels——"

“The two what?”

“ Beoundrels ! I'm not referring to you and Nugont, ass,
but to Colanel Kofftdropski and Laeutenant Bunkoff.''
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*“ And then I dash in,”’ exclaimed Hazcldene—' I dash on
the seene, exclaiming : “My friend! My sister! My sister!
My frrend !

“And we give the colonel and his myrmidon a fearful
hiding,” said YWharton.

Bob Cherry looked grim.

*I know that's in the play—'

“It will have to be in the ropresentefion, too. Wa can't
have a good scene mucked up and ruined 1o save your feel-
mngs. Ye've already cut out your insulting remarks to
Gloxiana. You'll want the whole play cut cut next.”

“MNugent agrecs with me——""

“* What-ho!" zaid Nugent. "'I don't see why I should
bo bumped about the stage by Vaseline, a chap I could lick
with one hand."”

“Rats?”’ said IMazeldene,

“If you think I coulda't—=—- ]

“That's not the gquestion,” said Harry Wharton, inter-
rupting, " This 1sn’t a real Aght, but a dramaiic represen-
fation. I must say that 1 think you chaps are unreason-
able. You will =poil the whele thing.””

“How would you like to be licked with Marjorie Hazel-
dene locking ont?™”

“There's no alternafive.” .

“0h, let’s get on!” said Bob Cherry. " This play isn't
such a really ripping one as I thought at first. Uf course,
I intended to have %-ckan the hero, and then it would have
worked out more satisfactorily. But let's get on with the
washing !

“1 am waiting for the washfulness, my worthy chums.”

*“Right you are, Inky has some lines in the beginmng of
that scene as Popoff, the police spy. He explains to
Gloxiana, under the tree, that she 13 doomed to Siberia,
unless she consents to marry Uolonel Koffdropsla.™

“*Then I suggest that he should hand her a note instead,
supposed to contain all that explanation,” said Bob Cherry.
" He's bound to come out with some of his beautiful Tnglish
in & moment of absent-mindedness."”

*“1 should declinefully refuse to hand the honourable
note,’”” said the nabob, shaking his head. 1 am willing to
heartfully learn the lines, and deliver them rotefully by
word of mouth, to insure their correctfulness.”

“We'll give Inky a trial,” said Wharten. “If he has
the lines pat by the time we are roady for the final full-dress
rehearsal, he shall speak; and if not he shall deliver a note
to (Gloxiana, who shall read it aloud, and so let the audience
know what 1a going on.” :

“That is fairful, and I agree with the great alaerity.”

“Then tou'd better start learning your lines, Inky,” said
Bob Cherry.

“I will start at oneefully .

A good idea is to copy them out, and carry the copy
always about with you,"” said Wharten. * Then you can
whisk it out and have a look at any time—in the passages,
or tha fields, or in the intervals in the class-room.”

“T1t is a wheezy good 1dea. [ think that I shall soon have
the lineful words of the esteemed Popofl quite heartfully,
iny worthy chums.”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hurree Singh Studies his Parf.

HE Wharton Operatic and Dramatic Company had
entered upon the thing m good enrnest, amtfthe:.r did
not waste time. During the next few days little was
heard in No. 1 Study save lines from *° By Order of

the Tyrant!™ In and out of season the juniors studied and
spouted their lines, and gradually got their parts by heart,
though it is safe to say that none was letter-perfect,

The colonel’s kind invitation had been accepted, of course,
and Harry had written a very grateful letter to his
guardian. Arrapgements were made for the dramatic com-
pany to accompany Harry on his holiday to Wharton Lodge.
There was little difficulty about that, but about the destined
heroing of the play there was more. Harry wrote to the
eolonel, asking hiz counsel, and the result was a loetter from
Misz Wharton, the colonel’s sister, to Marjorie Hazeldene,
Mizss Wharton was the aunt who had spoiled Harery in his
earlier days, nndd she was as devoted to her favourite as
ever. Her letter to Marjorie was so kind that the pgirl
eould have no hesitation in accepting her invitation to spend
Whitsun wesk at Wharton Lodge. When the juniors heard
that the matter had been arranged, they were jubilant,

*The difficuley is that Marjorie won't be able to come
here for rehearsals,” Hazeldene remarked. * But she has a
gift for this sort of thing, you know, and she will pick up
her part in next to no time. We sha'n’t be giving the play
the first day at the Lodge, I suppose?”

“(Oh, no!” said Wharton. * Miss Hazeldene will have &
couple of days nt least to rehearse with wus, ond then I've
sert her a copy of the play already.”

“ Marjorie will be \'.'pl? upt in it; beiter than most of us, T
expoct,” Hareldene said confidently.

“I'm sure of it! T wish she could come hera for the
early rehearsals, though,” Bob Cherry remarked.
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Hazeldene grinned.

“ Well, if you are going fo cut up rusty in the second act,
11:}}3:1 Wharton wallops you, perhaps it's better not,”’ he
said,

** Wharton isn’t going to wallop me.”

“Yes, I am,"” suad Harry. * Don't be an ass, Boh! You're
not going to muek up thoe whele thing out of sheer
obstinacy, are you?"”’

* Of course not."

1 shall be caveful not to really hurt you. You can
have some red ink, if you like, on vour handkerchief, and
I won't realiy make your nose bleed !

“ ¥ou'd better not, that’s all,” grunted Cherry.

“Of course, it's no good grumbﬁing at trifles.
a knock or two——"

“ Bomebody else would get three or four,” said Bob
Cherry.

“0h, don't be an ass!™

“Then don't you be a donker.”

My dear friends and chumful comrades,” said Hurree
Singh, coming up with a manuseript in his hand, [ have
learned the greater portion of my part heartfully. Would
you care to hear me say a few lines?"”

* Oh, go ahead!"” said Wharton.

Hurree Singh twisted up his features into a really fero-
clous expression, and began:

“Aha! I see you here beneath the tree——"

Bob Cherry looked alarmed.

** What the dickens are you leoking like that for, Inksyi"
he exclaimed.

" Like what?"’ asked the nabob, breaking off.

“ Like o giddy burglar, or a fearful assassin!"'

“I'm putting on the honourable expression suitable to the

If you got

esteemed Popoff. He is a police-spy, and chocked full with
villainousness.”

h'_‘ i see. I thought perhaps you were having o fit or some-
thing.

“* Not at all. I will continue the lineful declamation.

“*Ann; 1 see you here beneath the tree!
'"Tia now the hour when Bunkoff should b -nigh,
And stern Koffdropski, Trembling BEnglish maid,
I tell you that unless you wed Koffdropski,
The drearyful pliinfulness of Siberia will—""

“Ha, ha, hat" _ .

“You are interrupting my honourable declamation with
vour esteemed snigger, Bob Cherry,"” said the nabob re-
proachiully.

“You're off the line, Inky. I knew vou'd drop into your
own beautiful idiom sconer or later,” grinned Bo
* Batter leave oud the drearyiul plainfulness’

*“*That was only a little slipfulness.”

“Well, 1 told you s0.™

“ An asinina person can sey ‘I told you se,’” said the
nabob. *“ I will continue with a more terrific carefulness,

“¢1 tell you that unless you wed Kofidropski,
The dreary plains of cold Siberia
Will greet you ere the weekful time has passed—""

“ Ha, ha! There he goes again!”

“ It was only a little slipfulness.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Yeou'll have to learn them up o bit more carefully,
Inky,” he remarked. * But there’s plenty of time, and you
only want to stick to it.”

*“The stickfuiness will be terrific.”

And to do Hurree Jamset Eam Singh Justice, he did stick
at his task with untiring energy and determination.

Whensever the Indian junior was scen, he had that well-
thumbed copy in his hand and was studying his part. At
mtervals in the class-room, when the keen eye of Mr. Quelch
was not upon him, Hurree S8ingh devoted his attention to
the lines of Popoff, with curious results sometimes to his
leasons, ; :

His absent renlies had more than once excited the sus-
picions of Mr. Quelch. The Hemove master was o very
liean man in school hours, as Hurree Bingh learped in time.

“Hurree Singh!"” exclaimed Mr. Quelch suddenly, on
Saturday morning. * You will go on from where Wharton
left off I"*

Hurree Singh gave o start.

Wharton had %’JEHI‘J construing the J/Encid, and Hyrree
Singh had been studying a folded paper hidden in the palm
of his du hand, .

The Indian lad looked up, hastily concealing the paper.
The lines from **By Order of the Tyrant!” were fresh
enough in his memory, but the lesson might have been goin
on in Japan for all Harree Eing!]l had heard of it. He i
not even lknow his place 1in the book,

** Hurree Singh.”

" Yes sir.”

3
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“You will go on conatruing.”

“ Certamnfully, sir."”

“Well,” exclaimed Mr., Queleh, ® why do you not go on®”
** I—I have lost the place, honourable sahib.”’

“Bhow him the place, Nugent.”

Nugent showed Hurree Singh the place.
Rom Singh stood up, in a great state of confusion.
Quelch’s eye was on him like a gimlet.

“Go on, Hurres Singh.”

“Certainfuliy, sir. I shall have great pleasurefulness in
going on,™

“Then do so at once !’ rapped out the Remove-master.

“And JEneas began——"" whispered Nugent, giving the
naboh the clue.

“ Nugent, vou are speaking to Hurrce Singh; you will
take twenty [ines!”

“If you please, sir—""

“ Bilence! (Go on, Hurreo Singh. If you keep me wait-
ing any longer 1 shall know that you were not paying atten-
tion to the lesson, and shall punish you nccordingly.”

“Certainly, sir—I mean, certpnfully,. And Eneas
hegan 2

“ Well, what did Mneas begini”

“And Aneas began—""

“{zo on.”’

* Tho honourable and esteemed Aneas began—""

“YWhat did he say?’

£ 1] ]'_I_I_'_F‘I‘

" Nothing of the sort,” said Mr. Quelch sarcestically. *1
don’t think you will find that in the /Eneid, Hurree Singh.”

And the whole class giggled, as in duty bound when a
Form-master condescended to make o joke., Hurree Singh
grow more confuscd.

“And /Eneas began—aha !

““ What "’

“*Aha; I see you now beneath the treo!

"Tis now the hour when Bunkoff should be nigh,
And stern Koffdropski—"

“What!" shouted Mr. Quelch.

But the bewildered nabob was deaf to him now; he had
quite lost his presence of mind; and he went plunging on,
while the class shrieked and rocked with laughter.

“f And stern Kolidropski. Tr-amhlirﬁ‘ English maid,

I tell you that unless you wed Koffdropski marryfolly,
The drearyful plainfulness of Sibaria
Will greot you ere the honourable week has passed—-""'

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

The class were in convulsions, Mr. Quelch’s amazement
was as funny as Hurrce SBingh's blundering. The Form-
master stamped his foot.

“ Hurrea Singh; silence!™

The nabob broke off, because he had forgotten what came
next. Mr. Queleh glared at him with an expression that
a basilisk might have envied.

1 will

¥ Leave the class-room instantly!" he thundered.
deal with you presently, Hurree Singh. Leave the class-
room "

Harry Wharton was on his feet in o moment.

“If vou pleass, Mr. Quelech——"

“What have you to say, Whazion?" rapped out the in-
censed Form-master. -

“ Hurres Singh did not mean to be chesk—impertinent,
sir. He has been studying a part in a play, and it was

absent-mindedness——"’

“He's an absent-minded beggar,” murmured Nugent.
Mr. Quelch’s brow cleared a little.
“Indeed! Is that the case, Hurree Singh?

“Certainfully, sir,” gasped the nabob. “I have terrifie
sorrowiulness at my great mistakefulness. I beg a thou-
sand pardons of my honourable and esteemed instructor
gahib, and I assure him .4

“*Bo that is why vou have been so inabtfentive in class of
late " said Mr. Quelch. ** Well, a3 you are =0 fond of lines,
vou shall write out two hundred from the ‘/Eneid’ this
afterncon.  You will find them much superior to those wou
have been learning by heart. Now, we will continue,
please !

Hurree Jamsot
Mr.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Dress Rehearsal.
“ WIIAT time the dress rehearsal, Wharton "

“ Beven precizely.”
“In the Remove-room ™
£ YEHE‘,.. .
“ Anybody coming "
“ Anvbody that likes.*
Bob Cherry chuckled.
“I'fancy most of the Form will be thers to see how we
figure, Harry."
“ Well, let them ecoame,” snid Harry Wharton, * It will
get us used to facing an audience, and that's an advantage.”
“Yes; rather,” said Nugent. “ A Remove audience isn't
the easiost in the world to face. We managed them all right
with our version of ‘Cartmen,’ becausse we decided at tha
last minute to make it mostly comic. But sorious busi-

IIBEGm——"

“ Well, really, wo ought to aim at improving their minds
as much a3 anything, Nugent. The aim of the stage is not
whelly to amuse, or to make money. The true actor has a
mession in life. His mission, like that of the author, is to
educate and elevate through the medium of amusement.”

“Yes; but I'd rather try to educate and elevats any
otber crowd than a Remove one,” said Nugent. **Still, I'm
game. They can't do worse than throw things at us.™

“Oh, that will bo all right " said Harry, laughing. “ It
won't be as bad as that. Anyway, this 15 only s rehoarsal,
Even if it iso’'t wholly a suocess, that's no reason why the
show at Wharton Lodge shouldn’t be a success.”

" Well, we shall have a gentler audience there."

“¥Yes; and it will come as a bit of a rest after facing the
Romoye, ™

Bob Charry was right in thinking that most of the Remove
would turn up for the dress rehearsal of “ By Order of
the Tyrant.”

When the notice was put up on the board, it was read with

reat interest by the Remove, and many fellows of the

';}par Fourth, too.

emple, Dabney, & Co., of the Upper Fourth, made up
their minds to come and see the youngsters make asses of
themselves, as Temple kindly expressed it.

During the afterncon, while Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh
was working off the lines he had carnod by inattentdon in
cluss, Harry Wharton and the rest of tho party paid a visit
to the village of Friardale, and had a satisfactory interview
with the costumier, who had several times supplied their

"wanis,

The clothes for “ By Order of the Tyrant™ were not at
all unique, and they were easily to be obtained, and it was
chiefly a question of fitting.

This difficulty was overcome, and the costumier promised
that the goods should be delivered at the school without fail
by half-past six.

Mindiul of the raid of the Upper Fourth fellows on a
Frevmus oceasion, #he chums of the Remove were on the
onk-out when the earrier was due.

The bulky parcels were duly delivered, and borne up in
triumph to No. 1 Btudy, where the Removites examined them
with great antisfaction.

Harry Wharton loeked very handsome as Valentine, the
young British officer who was the hero of the play, whan he
donned the gark; and Hazeldene made a passable Albert.

Bob Cherry, in a Russian uniform, with immense mous-
taches, looked terrible as Colonel Koffdropeki; and Nugent
was unrecognisable as Lieutenant Bunkoff.

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh required most making up as
Popoff, the lice spy, his dusky complexion requiring
obliteration; but the grease-paint was not spared, and the
make-up was a great success.

Billy Bunter gave a great deal of attention to his met-up
as Bnipski, the comic page. The page's parb had to %3 let
out considerably to suit his ample proportions: snd Dob
Cherry, in making him up, left a great dab of red on his
nose, by way of n joke, which Bunter did not notice at the
time.  The question of the spectacles was a difficult one
with Buntar.

T think T ought to have the glasses off, he remarked,
* It leaks out of place in a sericus drama to wear plasses.”
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“But you're & comic character,” said Nugent.

“"VYea: but even a comio character can bho rendered
digﬂiﬁeé by tha quality of the acting' ¢ Ilfiﬂd Billy. "X
intend to make a jolly pood thing of Bnipski's part, and I
shouldn’t be surpriged if it attracted more attention than
any of the stuff you fellows go in for.”

% Ha, ha, ha 1"

“You can laugh as much as you like, Nupent; but T know
jolly well I was born to be an actor ! I never po to a theatre
without feeling that I could do the thing hetter than any of
the fellows that I see upon the stage.’

“Put every conccited ass thinks that !

“Ieally, Nugent—--"

_ “Look here, if you have your glasses off, you'll blunder
inte people, and make a bother,” said Ita.rr_v.r Wharten.
" Better keep them on, Billy.”

_MI'l have them in my pocket, Wharton, ready to slip on
i case of necessity.'”

“0h, very well I”

HBure, and we're ready now ! said Micky Desmond,
giving the final touches to his face, which glowed with tha
ruddy complexion of Maria, the waiting-maid. "“It's a
great pity ye're sister can’t come to the rehearsal, Vaseline”

“Can't be helped.”

“Neo; but how are we poing to work the scens withoud
her in the second act? There must be somebody there for
Colonel Koffdropski te 1insule.”

“The insults to Gloxiana have been cut out,” said Bob
Cherry hastily.

“"But there must be a hereine for Wharton fo defend
againal the Ruesian spalpeen.”

“Bhe won't need defending.”

“Anyway, there must be a girl in the scens,” said Micky.

“That's all right.” said Harry Wharton. * We can’t have
anybody to speak the lines; but, of course, one of the com-
pany 1% someilmes missing from s rehearsal. Frite Hoff-
manmn s poing on 1n & cloak to stand under the tree, and
have the speeches made at ham, and he won't say anything.
Wa must have somebody standing there to be talked at, or
the nudience will think it's a solilogquy.”™

““1f Hoffinann begins to talk—""

“That's all right; he's agreed not to. Later, we can put
him inte the play as a police spy without a speaking part,
as I should ii!:‘.e him to come down to the lodge. This
evening he's Gloxiana in a cloalk.”

“Well, I'm about finished,” said Bob Cherry. “1It's
pretty near time we wers in the Hemove-room, s we fixed
seven o clock.”

““ Better have a snack to eat first,” said Bunter.

“Well, I'd really forgotten tea,’” said Harry; * but really,
we had better have something to eat. Don't inthﬁr to make
tea. Anything will do.”

“1 say, Wharton, that's not very sensible, you know. A
nhmqvncfs 50 much better after a square meal.”

“Well, you ean stay here and have a square meal if you
like, Billy, while we get ont with the rehearsal’

“Oh, no; only I think———"'

“Cold ham and brown bread,” said Nupgent, opening the
cupboard. ““ What ecould be nicer? There's enough milk
for a swig 21l round, and it's been boiled. Now, then.”

Curions enough looked the cast of “ Dy Order of fhe
Tyrant,” in their various costumes, eating bread and ham,
and drinking milk from teacups.

Billy Bunter started first, and left off last, and then he
-was far from satisfied. But he did not wish to be left ouf
of the rehearsal, and g0 he accompanied the others when
they left the study.

An interested and admiring crowd followed the amateur
dramatists to the Remove-roon, passing free and nct wholly
complimentary remarks upon their personal appearance.

“Pid you ever see stich guys?’ Bulstrode asked Russell.

“"¥Yes, old chap. I ecen see one now,” said Russell,
looking at him.

And Bulstrode growled.

“My hat!" said Skiuner. * Inky has changed colour, and
no mistake. What have wou done with the ink, Hurree
Jampot 7

Y The inkfulness "

“And Mugent, too. What pgiddes moustaches " said
Jameszon. *‘Hallo! Where are you running te, young
shaver I

Y I'm sincerely sorry 1" said Bunter, who had taken off his
plasses. “ 1 didn’t mean to run into you, Skinner. I didn’t
seg you.'

“1t's not Skinner, ass! Where are your barnacles "7

“1 have taken my ﬂp&{:bﬂ.ﬂ:lﬁa off for the part, you :=ec.
Halle! What 1s that?

" You've trodden on my toe, you voung villain 1" howled
Russell.

“"1I'm sincerely sorry. T didn’t zee vou.”

“Here, comea alang!” execlaimed Baob Cherry,
Bunter by the arm. **
loosza. "

“Dan’t jerk me so much, please, Cherry. Yeou might
muake my glasses fall off ; and 1f you broke them, you would
have to pay—"

“A JOLLY OUTING.”
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" Cheesse it, and buck up "

And Buntor was jerked into the Remove-room. That
apartment was pretty well filled. A cheer, somewhat
ironical in its tone, grected the appearance of the amateur
dramatists,

'"* Hore they are!™

“My hat! What s sight!"

“ More guys!”

Taking no notice of these comments, which came chiefly
from fellows belonging to the Upper Fourth Form, the
Wharton Operatic and Dramatic Bociety muarched up the
PO,

The railsed dais at the end was to serve them as o stape,
and a curtain had been put up to bar off the green-room.
There was no scenery. That had to be understood. Dut
as Bob Cherry remarked. the acting was the thing. Give
an audience good acting, and they don't care for anything
else. And the Wharton Operatic and Dramatic Society res
solved to give them good acting.

“QGao it!*?

The andience shouted esneouragement. Harry Wharton
had cautioned his company to take no notice of remarks
from before the footlights, and consequently the juniors woro
expressions of sublime indiffcrence. R

“Ach! I am here pefore you after, ain't it !’

It was Fritz Hoffman who spoke, as the company passed
Lehind the curtain into the green-room. The German junior
had on the long cloak and shady hat he was to wear as
Gloxiana.

Bol Cherry locked at him rather diﬁpa{&ginglp s

* Don't let the audience see your feet, if you can help it
ho said.

“ I keeps te cloak over my feet, ain’t it?" said Hoffmann,

“And your face, too—"

“Ach! 1 kesps pack to te audience."

“Good! You may pass, so long as you don’t open your
mouth., Are you chaps ready

Y Quite ready ! ]

“ Bunter's got a red {;mtch on his nose,” said Wharton.

“ ¥ou retter, Cherry !” breathed Bunter.

Bob Cherry grinned. )

“By Jove! 1 meant to rub it off, and I forgot. Hero
oes!’’  And Bob commenced to rub away with his hand-
erchief at Bunter's nose. Billy wriggled. "

“ 0wl You'll have my nose off in a minute, Cherry.

“There vou are!™ said Boh. ’ y

“ Now we're all right 1" said Harey, with an anxious glance
found. *“They're calling to us to come on, and it's turned
seven., Ready !

“‘ Rathex 1"

“ Ratherfully, my esteemed chum!”

“ Then ring up the giddy curtainl”

Hurree Singh looked round. )

“Where is the curtain that is to be upped ringfully, my
waorthy friend®

Harry Wharton laughed. .

“That's a fAgure of speech, Inky. ¥ou just walk on—
or rather, I just wolk on, as 1 open the ball with a
soliloguy.™ .

* Go it, Harry !

And Harry Wharton appeared on the stage, to be greeted
by & mingled uproar of checrs and groana.

e e

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Something Like a Row.
HAERY WHARTON had plenty of nerve, and any sign

of hostility from an audicnce only made him obsti-

naiely determined 1o brave out their disapproval.

He knew that Temple, Dabney & Co. wanted to
“muck up?" the dress rehearsal if they could, and he wag
resolved that they should nol have o chanco. _i'Ia knew that
he could depend upon the Remove to back him up against
tho rival Form. )

Harry delivered his lines with perfect clocution and great
gpirit. The play was, of course, melodramatic stuff, but
the audience were not artistically eritical. The Remove
applauded the soliloquy, and the Upper Fourth groaned
it, which was exactly what was to be expected.

ITarry having brolken the ice the rest of the company
folt more assured: and they, too, faced the audience as
their ecues came, with pood composure, Hurree Btnﬁh
had only a fow lines to speak in the first act, and he
managed to leave out any of his peeuliar English. Gloxi-
zna, when she np{mared, kept silent. The first act went
off pretty well, and the company retired behind the curtamn
for a brief and well-earned rest. )

“1t's jolly good!” said Nugent. **We might as well havo
called it a performance as a dress rehearsal, as it's going
down so well” ] :

“The performfulness is excellent!” said Hurree E-Jri:gll-

rton and his Chumsms,
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“If wo keep up to the sameful mark for the rest of the
play, the sucecssfulness will be terrifie.” ; :

"'i'-ea. I really think we are doing well,” said Harry
Wharton. * But, of courze, the fighting scene in the sccond
act is the pices de resistance. That 13 what will fetch the
sudience every time.” :

“ Rather I said Hazeldene. ** The fellows will chear when
we lick the two Russian officers. Weo shall have to give
them a knock or two to make the thing realistic.”

""Rats!” said Bob Cherry. " You'd better not.
they're calling us=, so lot's get on™

The second ast commenced.

i say,

The scene was Gloxiana standing under o tree, waiting

for her lover to appear.” Fritzs Hoffmann stood there in the
long cloak, his back to the audience. Enter, instead of
g"‘alcﬁtinﬂ, Popoff, the police spy, .alias Hurree Jamszet Ram
ingh.
;ﬂ“‘ﬂ,hn ! I ges you here beneath the tree,” began Hurree
ingh.
“Ja, I am here pefore!” said Hoffman.
thglha' audience pave a yelll A ficrce whisper came from
wings.
“* 3hut up, Hoffmanh, you ass!” :
““ Ach! I pegs your pardons I forget mit meinzelf "
“ Bhut up !
1 shuts up pefore.”
* Aha, I see you here beneath the tree, ]
"Tis now the hour when Bunkeff should be nigh,
And stern Koffdropski. Trembling English maid.
1 ""Fl.l you that unless you wedfully marry Koffdrop-
E { ‘q_l“‘
 Asg ™ 1
“1 mean, ‘unless vou wed Koffdropski,
The dreary plainfulness of cold Siberia—'

**Ha, ha, ha!" roared the audience. )

“You go on, Bob,” muttered Harey., “I might have
guessed he'd do it. Fortunately it’s only a rehearsal. But
g0 cn and stop him.” -

And Bob Cherry entered as Colonel Keoffdropski, fol-
lowed by Nugent, his faithful Buakeoff.

““Ah, my good Popoff, you may leave me now,

“And T will talk to this proud English maid.”
Hurree SBingh stared at hine.

“I have not yet concluded my speechfulness, my worthy
chum,”" he remarked.

The audience shricked.

“Get off, you villain!" muttered Bob Cherry,

“Oh, very well! But I regardiunlly consider-——""

“Qet off I

And the nabob disappeared:

*Let him come back! Let him finish his epeechfulness I
roared Temple.

“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

“ Encore, Inky !

But Harry Wharton was elutching Hurree Singh behind
the curtain, and he could not reappear in answer to his
oall. Bob Cherry went on with his lines,

My lovely Gloxiana, you are hera,
And I am here to talk awhile with you,

Your lover Yalentine is far away,
And [ and Bunkoff only—'""

“Palse Russian! 'Tis & lie, for I am here!" " shouted
Harr_y Wharton, rushing upon the stage. * "Fear not, my
Gloxiana, I am here?™™

“Ach! I dinke—="

# This Russian traitor, sweet, shall harm thee not,

While I am here to die in your defence.’ "

“* Bunkoff, to me, and we will give this yvouth a stern
chastizoment *fore the lady's oyes ! exclaimed the villainous
Koffdropsaki.

i g noble master, I am at your call!’ " said Lieutenaut
Bunkoff.

And the colonel and the lieutenant aftacked the English
officer. Valentine gallantly faced the two, drawing his
aword, and there was a clazh and clang of -steel. The
audience were keenly enough intercsted now.

I#Gﬂ it !?‘:"

“Chop him, Cough-drop I*

“Blice him, Wharton !”

“Hurrah!"”

“My friend! My stster! My sister and my friend " ex-
claimed Hazeldene, rushing upen the scene,

H""Aid me, brave Albert, "gainst these coward foes!" cried
arry.

The combat now grew really terrific.

fparks flew from the steel, and the juniors trampled to
and fro over the stage, in terrific excitement.

“You ass. Cherry!” murrered Wharton, * It's time for
you to be disarmed. I.et your sword go, you howling ass !

- That's all very well!™

“Play the game, idiot!"
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Boh Cherry let his sword ﬁﬂ, and it clanged to the floor.
Then Lieutenant Bunkof followed his example. The twe
Russians were disarmed, and at the merey of the justly-
incensed champions of insulted beauty. - ;

Then Harry Wharton delivered the most telling lines
of the piece. _ .

“f Away with these unnecessary arms!'” he cried, throw-
ing down his sword. *‘Bwords are pot needed in this
ecombat, friend! An Englishman needs but an English fist
to bring the foreign forman to his knees!™ "

“ What-ho!" shouted the Hemove.

And Valentine and Albert rushed upon Colonel Koff-
dropski and his myrmidon Bunkoff.

The foreign foe should then have received a severe thrash-
ing, but it did not.work out exactly like that, for Bob
Cherry and Nugent were both getting excited.

The Remove were shouting to them, too, urging them to
put up & good fght, with utter disregard for the fact thal
the scons was supposed to bo o dramatic representation.

“ o 1t, Nugent!"

“ Go it, Cherry "

“You're not half Eghting ™

*Don't let them wipe you up lilke that!"

“ Go it

And Colonel Koffdropslki and Licutenant Bunkoff did go
it. Nugent elosed with Hazeldene, and got his head into
chancery ; and Hazeldene struggled and reared and hit ount
Bob. Cherry landed a right-hander on Harry's nose. Harry
was getting excited too, and he replied in kind, and the
two juniors were soon at it hammer and tongs.

Hurreo Singh rushed on the stage to separate them, and
he received a drive in the chest that sent him staggering.
e bumped against Hoffmann, and knocked him over, and
the German promptly retaliated with & thump on the chest,
The blood of all the Nabohs of Bhanipur boiled up in wrath,
and in a second more Hurree Singh and Hoffmann were
fighting desperately.

HTha g;u:lielzlm wéi'& all on their fect now, shricking with
laughter, They roared and shricked, and urged on the
combatants.  Wingate and twoe or three other prefects
rushed. into the room with canes in their hands. The uproar
was terrifie, and it had not been long in bringing the pre
feets upon tho scene.

“ Qtop that row [ roared Wingate.

And as no notice was teken bv the excited combatants,
he ran on the stage, and brought the cane into play. They
stopped then. Billy Bunter, who blundered into Wingate's
way, received most of the punishment. The combatants,
locking rather sheepish, zeparated. ;

““What the dickens are you up to, you young rascals?
demanded Wingate a-.ngjri!j': .

“It's only a rehearsal ' stammered Harry Wharton.

“ 4 what! My hat! If that’s how you rehearse, what
would the play be like, I wonder? Clear out!”

“ But—""

* Clear out!™ g 3 2

And the Wharton Operatic and Dramatic Society had no
choies in the matter. They cleared out. Dusty and dis-
hovelled, they returned to the study, followed by roars of
1aughtar from the Remove and the Upper Fourth. ;

¢ 0f all the asses—"' bogan Harry Wharton, locking at
Bob Cherry. ; . _

“OF all the assos—'" said Bob Cherry, returning his
lonk.

Harry burst into a langh. . oy

o ‘:‘r'ﬂf, it’s been a muck-up, and no mistake; but it's no

ood ragging one ancther. But one thing's settled, we
sal?la'u't play * By Order of the Tyrant." It leads a little too
much to tuctions. Y¥hen we play ai:.“Wha.rtml Lodge In
Whitsun week, we'll play f Peter Pan, g i

And the rest of the company, as they rubbed their bruisses,
agreed that that was a good rdea.
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GLANCE OVER THIS FIiRST,

Frank Dennis and Bob Lomax, two Ciry clerks, are thrown
ont of employment. Having no prospects they decide to
make the detective business their profession, and assume
the name of ** Maxennis,”

Grip, their dog, in a strance manner is instrumental in
getting their first client—a Mrs. Brewer—whe is continually
receiving threatening picture posteards from Leigh-on-Sea
from a man evidently sware that his vietim i3 coming
into a legacy. Lomax visits Leigh, and pursues his lnves-
tinations among the regular senders of pleture posteards
in the district. Meanwhile, Dennis haying strong sus-
piclons of one of Mrs. Brewcr's lodgers—'*Sleeping”™
MeDonald, a pugllist—visits Wonderland, McDonald loses
bis fight, and, in a fit of temper, savagely attacks Dennis
on leaving the building. However, Dennis eventually
reaches home, and is awnkened the next morning by Bob
Lomax, who reports that the first of the posteards were
sent to Mrs. Brewer as a malicions Joke by a schoolboy at
Leigh named Martin, Dennis reminds Lomax that the post-
cards were not all sent by the same person, and then tells of
his visit to Wonderland., “Did Maedonald Knock you

out ? " chuckles Lomax,

A New Theory.

“You're a bit nearer the truth than you fancy,” Dennis
answered s and ho gave a recital of the cvents resultiug
from hiz visit to the boxing-hall,

“Well, all this is interesting,”” observed Lomax; *but
how does it help ust™ :

“ That's whkat I haven’t guite determined; perhaps you
can sssist,  Didn’t you tell me of a chap named Abrams—
Salgmon Abrams,”

"hYes, ,th-a picture posteard chap I met in the train. What
of him?

#Weall, T learned that he knows McDonald; that he’s the
man's principal backer in his fights, He was with him lask
night.”

'E:Phew-w-w-w!“ Lomax whistled to himself for quite a
long while. * This is something, lad, Now, what does it
mean? How d'vou know it was he?”

‘“Thia fellow who came to my assistance told me, Ie
koows them well."

Dennia sketched a short deseription of the individual in
guestion, and Lomax nodded.

“That's the man,” he agresd. * Mow, what— Oh,
confound this, Frank: wa're geiting worse and worsel The
further we go on the more complicated things become,
What ia your i1deat?”’

“1 ean't make it out at all,” Dennis confessed. Do vou
goe how this man Abrams could be connecied in any way
with the sending of the cards?”

“Why, what on earth has put that idea— Hallo! Stop
—why, man ailive, is it posasible? Have you stumbled on the
anawer to it7"".  And Lomax, for once in his life really
excited, got up and stamped about the room.

“What is it, Bob?' his partner called out; and Lomax
game and sat down, again,

“1t seems a mad-headed ides, but—well, truth’s siranger
than fiction, and it might be so. Ilere, the cards come from
Leigh—Leigh's one of the places this Abrams s always
going to."-

" Just so!" :

“He knows the school where thia liid Bartin i3 ; probably
knows the boy: anyway, he's been warned away [!rﬂil‘.l the
school. SBuppose he’d happened on, quite by chance, what
silly trick that kid was ﬁl&}-ing. and £

“McDonald knows him, he lodges in Mrs Brewer's
house, and must have known of the cards; the lorged oncs
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were all amongst the last received; AcDoacld might have
told him,” interposed Dennis.

“*Yes; and Abrams conceived the idea of turning it 1o
his own prefit—he and McDonald between themn. By Jove,
it might b2! And yet The coincidences are alarmingly
clese. The Jew's o sharp beggar; gpiven a confcderate, the
game wouldn’t be so hard to carry out. Between them, the
precious pair might reckon on terrifying our client inwe
parting with her money. Is that your iden, Frank?”’

“7 tell you I didnt have any clear sort of idea; but
those several things seemed to hang together In some way,
:}1!]{] 4 connection between them was not unlikely,  But
!{'.'I'ﬁ"-'—”

“Iere, lot's tackle the job in a logical fashion,” inter-
rupted Lomax. * Now, this is where wo stand—Abrams and
McDlonald are pals, tho latter lives in the house of the
woman who has rceeived the threatening neetcnrds. Some
of the paosteards are detected to bz forgerics, the rest were
written by a schoolboy at Leigh, and Leigh iz one of the
places Abrams  visits pretty frequently. MecDonald it
found in posscssion of o posteard exactly similar to,the
forged ones his landlady has received. Query—how did he
get hold of it? Probability is that he wrote it, if not, some-
ene he koew did, Why? To send to Mrs. Brewer arnd
frighten lher inte paying meney. Query Noo 2—Is
MeDonald the class of man who would be likely te hit upon
cuch an idea as forging postcards sent by a silly kid of &
boy for no other purpose than annoyance?  Maybe yes
mavke no; McDonald's pal is & sharp chap, a Jow, Query
No, 3, suggested.—Could the Jew have evolved the idea and
left. the werking of it to the boxing-man, so that if anything
went wrong he wouldn’t get himself into trouble? It is
understosd that the Jew is aequainted with the kid at Leigh,
How does that sum up the situation, Frankt”

“That's about it,”" Dennis answered slowly,
sceepting all this, what are we going to do?”

“ Fix the connection, if any, between the Jew and the
picture posteards,” Lomax replied, with brisk confidence,
* That's our ticket!”

“ I wa can do it Dennis added.

“ Precisely,” assented Lomax., “ Now, I've an idea.”

“ Ot with it!”

“ Well, we've shown MeDonald his lost posteard, and tlLe
sight of it don’t do him a bit of good—he’s scared o el
furious. Why not show that same card to Mr. Solly Abraws,
and sce what effect it Lias on himi”

“ Well, that’s not so bad. If he's a sharp chap, he'll act
as if he'd never zeen it before—knows nothing about it.”

“He may: or he may come to the conclusion McDonald
has been playing him tricks and give himsell away. He
might, granting there's anything in cur ides, want to get
hold of that card.”

“He probably would,” Lomax said. * And, needless to
sav, he wouldn't got it; and, by the way, if one of us could
wee Mrs, Brewer, 1 reckon it wouldn't be lost time to go and
have a chat with her. What d'vou say? Will you goi”

“ And you?” asked Dennis.

“ I go and sez our friend Abrams at his Houndeditch
address,

i %:?mf&e I were to go to ste him,"” suggested Dennis,

i T 1 Il...”‘

o We;l, if McDonnald were st Mrs. Breower's house when 1
arrived, and he saw me, there might be trouble, Abrams
doa't know me."

“Im—nporhaps! He saw you last night, though, &0 you
sav., outside Wonderland,” Lomax objeected.

““Yeos: but he probably wouldn't recognise me again.’

" And you mean me to interview our clienti”

“If you wouldn't mindg.”

—

“ Now, after
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“ But McDonald knows me also; didn’t he sse me hore
when he ealled in answer to our letter”

* Confound it] 8o be did! I'd forgotten that.”

Ultimately it wns agreed that Dennis's suggostion should
ba carried into effect. If MeDonald were at %-!In. Brewer's
house thora was less likelihood of trouble if he saw Lomax
rathor than Dennis, against whom, under the circumstances
of the previous eveuing, he would be likely to bear the
stronger antmus,

While this conversation was going on there was taking
plzee in a dark, little room, hal p':iﬁmlr, half office, on the
ground fleor of No. 142, Houndsditeh, a dialogue, the report
of which would have been an agreeable confirmation io
" Maxennis 7 that their theory of the posteard mystery was
not so wild and far-fetched as it appeared when discussed
in cold blood.

In this room were seated two men, one of whom, despite
the temporarily-altered condition of his features, would have
been recognized by anyone who had seen him once before
as Sleeping Bandy, while his companion was the black-eyed,
black-hzired, cunning-leoking Hebrew gentleman who was,a
picture posteard maker by profession, a professional backer
of horszs, fighting men, and whippets, by way of amusement
—and profit—and one or two other things besides strictly
for the latter consideration.

, The conversation was not proceeding on the most aminble

hines. The professional boxer’s expression was one-of sulky,
angry sullennsss, that of the Jew of keen annovance and dis-
appointment, le eyed the pugilist with something of ths
air with which a gamekeeper or hunter regards a hound
which, by the committal of some egregious error, hss
occasioned his master a serious loss.

“ Vat the dickenth d’ve mean by that thow of vourth latht

night?” Mr. Abrams demanded. He was mora than a littla

excited, and his style of speech and manner were not az
cargful and correct as when he conversed with Bobert Lomax
on the journey towards Leigh,

::I couldn’t help 1£1"” growled the pugilist.

Couldn’t help it? D'ye know that you've lotht me clothe
on & hundred quid? Ninety-five golden overeignth ! Fight-
ing worth than a kid at theool, nnd then telling me you
A:DE]'IdlftLIlriml[: 1it! Vat EZE]"E me:;ni'“

yor couldn't he it, guv'nor!™
McDonald sullenly. * Etrnig;'ht, ?nnuldf’t! I c'd’?lﬂ:egﬁﬁﬁg
that chap into the middle o’ next week, and I ¢’dn’t!”

You didn’t, you mean. Vat'’h the meaning of it—ch?
Here, I've put dewn my money for vou to lick him, and
thﬁii J'i:hgn an’ lqlt!.lf me & trick like thith !

r. rams hittle cyes sparkl ng '
positively wicked. o T cod dangerously; ho locked

If it's a :::r-:nth," he began—*" If vou thold that fight—"
: ﬁc]’}nnalds fist clenched, and he banged it hard on the
LD
= ';I ain't never sold a fight in my life!” he eried loudly.

Uve allus fought straight an' square; an’ no man’s over
said a5 1 ain't—it wonldn’t pay him to! Don’t yer say that
about me, guv'nor, or—="

He leoked threateningly seross the table whereat tho
Procious pasr worg ﬁ&ﬂ.teg

* Bocos' I eouldn’t!” prowled the men, with a quick return
to his former sullenness. ~ An' now L've lost th’ mateh;
put up 2 blessed fight like a fifth-rater—s blessed mug; an'
what's people goin’ to say about me now? It mekes
me fair wild! = I o'd've killed 'im--killed 'im! And
s'elp me, I will kill 'im nex’ tima! Wot did yer want to
interfere fori™’

*Vat ith it vou're tfalkin® about?’ cried the Jew.
“ Thramth to me you're crathy. Kill who? Vhy didn™t
you kill Mm vhen you had h#n in the ring? Vath the good
o' ta.kin® about it now? You've lotht!” ]

“I know it; don’t yer keep on-tellin’ me!” And again
th: man’s anger blazed out.

Brute az he may have beén, MeDonald had a certain
pride in himself, pride in his strength, the ferocious skill
and courage that had won him the reputation he valued so
graatly, and which had been so blackened, almost wi aut
altogethar as he believed, by his last 1:1?’1-:?1‘11}115 display,

IIi had spoken the truth; he was a fair fighter: fair n
that he alwava did his bzst, though he would cmploy every
trick and shady artifice that the conditions goverming his
means of livelihood would permit, to get the better of his
adversariez. He hod never fought a " crcss™ or faked fight.
He was strictly honest according to his lights; and to have
it suggesbed to him—and he knew there were othera who
would make the same insinuation behind s back—by the
mati at the table, the man whose money had been lost by his
defeat, that he had tricked him by selling the fight, by
permitting himself to be beaten, aroused all the wounded
vanity in the man’s heart—and he had 8 more than average
share of it—and turned his sullen anger to white-hot passion.

“Vell, vhy didn't you lick him?" demanded Abrams
again. -

“I tell yer I couldn’t. I ought to, I could, but I didn't!"

“Tho it appeared ; but why?" snecred the Jew.

* Becos'—becog'—— 'Ere, blow me! Becos' "-and again
his keavy fist smote the table—' becos' of werself! Yer've
only got yeraslf to blame becos’ 1 lost. If it hadn't been
for you an’ that game yer let me into, ['d ha' beat that bloke
last night; beat ‘im ‘ollow, an’ then yer wouldn't ha' lost
ver momey, an’ I'd still 'ave the championship.

Zolomon Abrams losked surprised; he didn't understand
tho pugilist’s outhurst in the least.

“Yat ith it you're talking about?" he asked. * Hath
lothing th’ fight made yer lothe yer thentheth

MeDonald's little eyes gleamed furiously at the reminder,

“No, it ain't,” he retorted. “ An' it's the truth. Yer
knows very well wot I'm talkin’ about, though yer does
seam 32 blessed innogent!™

“I don't!™

“ Why, then, that blessed business o' old Mrs. Brewer'st
It was that, yer an’ that, wot lost me last night's fight!"

“Who're you gotting at? You're drunk!™ rejeined the

Jow,

“No, I ain't; it's truth. I it "adn’t a-been for that, I'd
ha' been as right as rain. I wouldn't've been lockin’ all
round th’ blessed "all, wonderin’ where was the coppers that

wasz goin to nab me. 'Ow can a man fight when 'e's ex-

Jures - - o' to be lagoed at the
I thall thay jutht vat T | Eﬂd of 8! o

think,” retorted Abrams, in “¥ou're crathy!” re-
no way dismayed by this : pented Abrams, with wea
siow of viclenca. ol 1 5 - Impatience, “How va
yowve fought a croth—and voeu going to be lagged?
I'll thoon find out if you - | Vat'd the polithe got to do
have or not—why—why— ﬁ"} The Editer, "' MAGNET  Library, 2, Car-{| Wwith you? Why thould they
blow me! T'll have you in o melitc House, Carmelite Street, London, | interfere?
gaol ath thoon ath lool: ot pRk R will be glad o hear from you. “ Becos' that feller was
you. I don’t lothe my : F —

monevy for nothin', I can tell
you !

“Don't yer talk to me
about gacl; I knows a lot i
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there,” McDonald retorted.
“1Isaw "am in the ’oll, an’ 's
saw me. An' after wot 'ad
taken place, 'ow o'd I fight 1"

“YVat fellow?' demanded

o

vl el s S ee S MBS BN el s T e Yo
Erifﬁﬂightﬂr said  darkly. | special holiday, and the flme they g{;‘plnnmimﬁ_ which were to
know, but Bos Tt el spend at Harry's home may fitty be L i b ndciant
Yer can go an' make some described as *the time of their lives!" l that McDonald had been
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but what's goin’ to happen
to me now? An'all becausze J
o' that— Slelp me! I'd
ha' licked that blessed
Adrican chap with one "and,
I'd ha" wiped "im out in one
hI{:a-rsEd round, I'd ha' killed
*im !

“Vell, vhy didn't ye?"
doemanded the Jew.

iz one of Frank Richards's best!
P.5.—Read THE GEM Library.

talken place which had pre-
ventad the man from fight-
ing as he always did, and so
doing himsoIf justice. What-
over it was. it had coused
him to ke Leaten and his
backer to lcse his money.
Abrams's infarost and
curipsity were awakened.

{Another inetalment net week. |

S i

Frinted uhd_.]d};;ihliﬂhﬁl weekly by the Pro riemr;. the AMataaMaten Frmss, Lrn., of 1, Carmelite Hm;:-_. Carmelite Street, London, Eugme
Agents lor Australosia and New Zealand, Gordon & Gotch, Lid., Melbourne ; for Sonth Africa, Central News Agency, Capc Town,
Bubscription, 4& 4d. per annum.  Saturday, May 30¢h, 1908,









