





HARRY WHARTON'S DAY
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A Complete School Tale
of
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Rival Notices.
H ARRY WHARTON came down

the stairs at Greyirviars with a

gerious expression upon his

face and o papor in hizs hand.
e stopped before the notice-board
in the hall and looked for a clear
snot to pin up his paper,

Two or three juniors mmediately
gathered round. Harry Wharton
was captain of the Remove—the
Lower Fourth Form at Greyfriars—
and any notice he pinned up on the
board naturally possessed interest for
mombers of his Form,

“* Helle, anything on!' said two or
Lhree voices,

* You'll sce in a minute.”

Harry was looking for a clear spot
on the board, holding the paper in
his hand. There were a good many
notices on the board already—two -~
signed by the Head, one from Mr. i
Capper to the Upper Fourth, another
from Mr, Quelch to tha Bemove, a First Eleven nofies
signed by Wingate, and ooe from the president of the Sixth
Form Debating Society, and several others, Wharton found
room, however, and stuck up his notice, securing it in ifs
place by a couple of pins.

Thon he stepped back, and saeveved it eritieally,

The notice was written out in Harry's clear, strong han,
and was very concise, like all the nolices written by the
Remove captain.

The numt:&r of fellows before the notice-board increased.

Hazeldens read the paper aloud for the benefit of thos:
who could not get near encugh to ses.

“WOTICE !
the Wharton Operatic and Dramalic
doacieby !

“A meeting of the above society is called for seven
o'clock precisaly, in No. 1 Study, to discuss gome important
matters in eonnection with the same.

“ Bigned, Harry WHARTONW (President),
Ronenrt CUHERRY,
Frask NUGENT,
Hurree Jawmser Bam Siwas,
(Vice-Preaidents),”

“To moembers of

The Rival Enferlainers

By
FRANK RICHARDS.
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# My hat!” said Skinner. ' Thera
must be a lot of viee in thai society,
o nesd so many presidents to look
J.i[L:ai_Iit.!;' —_—

: u, ha, ha!l

“1 E-J:u}r,"ﬁ"!mrtf:n, isn't anybody
bl a member of the Operatic Society

admitted to the moeeling®’  aslked
Stoth. . _
' No; it's a business meeting, you
LR
S0

“Oh, what rot!" said Dulstrode.
“1 don't sce why we shouldn't all
come. We're all interested in the
Operatic Sociely. We have to listen
to the porformances.”

1 don't see how you weould all get
inntor the study,” said Harry Wharton,
wughing, It will bo a close fit for
the members of the seciety.”

And he wallied away.

“Rot, I call it?" said Dulstrode,
who opposed everything Ilarry
Wharton said and did on prineiple.
“1 supposs this means that the
Amateur Operatic Society 13 going on
the warpath again? You remember some Lime back they
gave an opera in French, and a nice mucl they made of
-y 1l

‘“ We did our best,” said Hazeldene, who was a member
of the W.0.I.S., and naturally felt colled upon to stand
up for the Wharton Operatic and Dramatic Suciety.

“ Jolly gaod best, too,” said Hulstrode. * If you're going
to start something like that aguin, all I say is-———""

“ Piflie 1 snid Micky Desmond, * Faith, and ye're right,
Pulstrode darling. Afl ye say is howlin' pittla intirely I

and Desmond walked away with Hazeldene, Sema of
the Ramovites giggled, and DBulstrode scowled, and loolked
inclinod 1o follow the Irish junior with puogihstic e,
Liut just then a fat junior in an enormous pair of spectacies
came nlong the passage from the junior commaon-reom, and
proceeded to select a spot on the board to stick up a paper.

“ Halle, more notices ! said Skinnee, **'We shall be get-
ting fed up with notices soon. What 15 your rob about,
Dunter "

Billy Bunter turned his head, and blinked at the ques-
tioner through the lig glasses which had carned him tho
nigknome of the Owl in the Lower Fourth

“You're quite mistaken, Skinner. This ian't rot. It's
an awfully interssting matter., You'll see’”
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And he pinned up the notice, his paper overlapping Harry
Wharton's, and then stepped back to sdmire it

There was a general gigele among the crowd of juniors
as they rcad the notice, written out in the sprawling hand
of Billy Bunter.

“NOTICE !

“* A Grand Ventriloguial Entertainment will be given in
No. 1 Study in the Remove at o quarter past seven this
evening, Admission free to members of the Remove, also
to members of other Forms.

“William George Bunter, Faquire, the famous Greyiriars
Ventriloquist, will give o series of imitations in his well-
known style, also a Grand Ventriloguial Display on the
principles of Professor Dalmicrumpett,”

" Bigned, WiLniaM GEORGE DBUNTER, as above.”

““Ha, ha, ha " reared Bulstrode.

“1 say, you fellows—-""

“* Ha, ha, ha!” -

“Blessed f I can see anything to eackle at in thet
nctice,” said DBunter, blinking round at the Removites
" ¥ou all know that I have been practising wentriloguism
for a ll}.ﬂﬁ time, and it's about fime & gave a show, I think.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

** 1 have kept up the ventriloguial drone till T am perfect,
and I have practised throwing my veice till I can throw it
about hke—like o ericket-ball,” said Bunter. * 'This enter-
tainment will be a ripper, I can iell you.”

“YWhat about the other fellows in the study?’ grinned
Skinner. * Are they going to let you do it?"

“1 haven't asked them. I suppose I can do as I like in
my own study ¥

“Ha, ha! OF course,"

“We chall have FAunished tea, and prep. can be left till
alterwards, if they don’t do it before seven,” =zaid Bunter.
" They usually get done before seven now the evenings are
drawing in so much. I suppose they will stay to the enter
tainment 7

“*Ha, ha, ha!™

“What the dickens are you cackling about ¥

“0Oh, nothing,"” suid Bulstrode, wiping his eves. * Only
;;'lﬂ’lihcmne to the entertwinment, Billy, You can rely con

at.

" Yes, rather,” said Skinner. “If a feilow can’t give a
ventriloguial entertainment in his own study, whose study
can he give 1f in¥"

“ Exactly."”

“3We'll all come,™

“Very good,” said Bunter modestly., * It's worth it, I
can tell vou that. It's not often you get a chance to to
a really first-class ventriloguial entertainment for nothing.”

* Right-ho! We'll come! ™’

“ There's no charge for admisison; but if you fellows like
EP Etra;nd me & feed afterwards, there would be no objec-
1071

“ Mo need to tell us that, Billy."

“What I mean is, if you have & jolly good entertainment
for nothing, it's up to you to stand a good feed for the
performer,” said Dunter. " It's taken me a long time to
gﬁll}' master the famous Balmicrumpett principles, I can

o™

i g, h?-,. ha "

*I'm sincerely sorry the study won't hold the whole
Form,” eaid Bunter. * Look here, I'll tell you what I'll
do. 1f vou all want to eome, I'1l ask Quelch to let me have
the use of the Form-room for an hour.”

“Not a bit of it,”" said Bulstrode.
and hear you in No. 1 Study.”

_ “That's it,”" said Bkinner. ¢ That's the ¢ream of the
joke—I mean that's the greatest attraction—the fact that
it's given in No. 1 Study.

" Blessed if T can see why,” said Bunter, blinking in a
puzzled way at the grinning Removites, " It's roomy for
a study, but it won't hold many fellows, and some o TOU
are not on good terms with Tzhﬁ.rmn, too. It would be
better to have the Form-room."

“ Stuff ! All who can't get into the study can stand in the
passege.’’

“ Yes, certainly ; but—""

“* Mind, if it’s not given in the study nobody will come,”
said DBulstrode; *that's the grest point. If's got to be
given in No. 1 Study.”

" Certainly, that's all right, if you prefer it. . Bu 2

*"That's settled, then! can answer for the Remove
m!lllfi;g up 1o its thousands,” said Bulstrode. *“ Ha, ha, ha 1™

" Ha, ha, ha!" velled the Remove,

B]_{!}" E}u‘ﬁer [ iﬂkﬁd at ttl_'tem inhiﬁirple:xifﬁr. g

“You fellows look as if wou a joke om,’' he sal
“but I'm blessed if ] can aa?; i ! %

“LThat’s all right, Billy. Don't bother! We'll come.”

o I'?Ies, iathﬁr.'

#i A,

*We want to come

a, ha!?

“HARRY WHARTON'S DAY 0UT.

“ Mind you're ready at sharp time,” said Bulstrode, *We
shall be there.”

“Oh, certainly.”

cAnd Billy Bunter, very pleased indeed with the enthu.
siastic reception his announcement had met with, but a little
yuzeled by the merriment of the Removites, toddled away,

he juniors went off with a fresh vell of laughter.

" Oh, my only Aunt Sempronia ! gasped Bulstrode, * This
will be rich! Bunter hasn’t the faintest idea that Wharton
is holding a meeting of the Dramatic Society in the study
af the same time this evenine.™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“He was drowing up his precious notice in the comnion-
room while Wharton was drawing up his upstairs,” grinned
slkinner. -

“We're going," said Bulstrode. “We've o right to
accept Billy BDunter's invitation if we like, What 1"

“ Yes, rather,” )

“If 1t interferes with the harmony of the Amateur
Operafic Society that's not our fault.”

“Clartaninly not! Ha, ha !

“We'll 2l go; and those that ean't get in can stand in
the Fassage a1l ;;el!.”

“Ha, ha, ha?

And the Removites velled amzin over the ides. It was
protty certamn that the meeting of the Wharton Amateur
Dramatic and Operatic Society would be subject to inter-
rupticns that evening,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Cross-purposes.

ILLY BUNTER entered No. 1 Sindy, the room he
shared with the Famous Four—Wharton, Cherry,
Nugent, and Hurree Singh. The four chums of the
Remove were there, busy with their preparation. Billy

Bunter looked at them, ;-.;::dy then at the fire, which was
nearly out.

“1 say, you fellows—""

“ LDon't interrupt, Billy, we're busy 1"

“But I say, you fellows, what price tea "

“(20 and eat coke ! said Nugent,

" Yes, bui—"

“Look here,” said Harry Wharton, “we've got to get
our prep. done before tes, se we shall have to mug it up
as quickly as possible. Tea's got to be over by BOVEN, &0
as t¢ have the study clear for the fellows to come.”

" Oh, that’s all right,” said Bunter, locking very pleased.
As he was ignorant of the fact that a meeting of the
Operatic Bociety had been called for that evening in the
study, he could only imagine that Wharton was referring
to the forthcoming wventriloguial entertainment. "“I'm
glad to see you are taking an interest in the matter,”

Wharton stared at him,

“ Eh—what?®"

"1 say I'm glad to see you taking an interest in the
ma.tt&:é.' o :

- vour rocker?’ eaid Harry pleasantly. 1 suppose
I should take a3 much interest in the nmtf&r a3 an;bp{:ﬂd}r
elee? What are you driving ati"

" Oh, keep your wool on, Wharton, and don't take me up
so sharply,” said Bunter. " You never took eo much
interest in the matter before’

“0h, he's dotty,” said Mugent. " Don't jaw, old chap,
I want to get through.”

:::]Tllfe jaw&ulnem Etfu thg hu!?ﬂumhle Bunter ia terriﬁ{:i”
£ai urr<e Jamset m Singh, ™ The shutupfulness wou
be the boonful blessing.™ . . o

“ But I say, you felﬁ:w.-a—-”

* Quiet!" roared DBob Cherry,
brain you with a ruler!”

;Elih iﬁally, Qherryr" 4

; herry jumped up an rasped an ebony ruler.
B:lli Bunter dodged round the takﬁe. pe d

*“1 say, you fellows, 1 was only going to say that I've
done ml_'g prep., and I'll get tea while you're finishing yours,
if you lika '

“ Oh, then I won't brain you,” said Bob Cherry, sitting
down. “It's a good ides, but mind you don't jaw.”

“ Oh, really——"

“ Not & word ! roared Bob Cherry,
gramaphone !

And Billy Bunter dried up at last. He proceeded to get
tea, making up the fire and jamming the Lettle down .oon

“Ancther word, and I'll

“ Dry up, you Foung

it, warming the teapot, and cleaning out the fryingpan with
the fly-leat of a Latin grammar., Then he produced the
provisions from the cupboard, and eyed them rather
doubtfully.

** 1 eay, you fellows—""

' Shut up

** But, I say, this is rather important, you know. There's

TJtE0av. BY FRANK RICHARDS.



only a few sausages here, and one gammon rasher; and
that's not much between five follows—"

“Oo and eat coke, then, and leava only four.”

“Don't be a beast, Cherry. I'm not thinking about
myself. The gammon rasher and theee of the savsages will
be enough for me; but that will leave only two sausages for
you fellows, and you'll be hungry.”

“ Are you going to shut up while we get our work done!”
howled Bob %herrjn

Ok, really, Cherry! I'm only speaking for your sakes.
Il you like, I'll run down fo the tuckshop now and get 10
some more grub. There's plenty of time."”

“Silenge, villain!™

" Yes, bot—-" )

Bob Chairy felt for the ruler, and Billy Bunter hastily
bagked awaw.

“Oh, all right, it's just as you like. T wa3 only thinking
of you fellows. I'll cook these, and we'll make ’em do;
but you'll be hungry. Don't eay 1 didn’t warn you.”

And Bunter jammed the fryingpan on the fire with a
rightecus air.

The smell of eooking soon filled the study, and a very
appetising smell 6 was to Lthe chuma of the Remove, whe
wera very hungry., They had put off the usual tea-time to
gat their preparation finished Erst. The work was fnished
about the same time as the cooking, and the Famous Four
put their beoks away,

“Well, that niffs all right,”" said Nugent.
ready, Billy!”

“Yee, it's quite done,' said Bunter. “ But I warned you
that there wasn't encugh to go round, you fzllows.”

“We'll male it do. Inky doosn’t eal bacon or pork
jausages,

“ Thare's nothing for Inky but bread and jam——"

“The jamfulnessz is excellent,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Bineh, “ and the esteomed bread is the most excellent of
progfulness.””

“Glad you like i, said Bunter. “ I like something
solid myself. I'm not greedy, but [ do like o lob. Thera
you are, you fellows: 1t's done, and precious little it ia.
When I've had my whack there won't be much for you.”

“Only we're going to have our whack first,” chuckied
Bon Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherey——"

“Serye it up, you young cannibal. Why, where are the
rest of the sausages? There were five, and now there are
only three."”

Billy Bunter assumed an injured expression.

“71 suppose I was entitled to have a snack, as I was doing
tha coocking?” he said. "I have to keep up my strength.
T've got a delicate constitution, and any sort of labour
wears me down, unless I am kept up by nourishing food.
It's a foriunate thing I like sausages.’

“¥ou voung cormorant! What are you doing now?”

“derving myself first. I don't mean to be rude, but in
a cese like this, where thore isn't enough to go round, a
fellow has to be careful. You see, if I gcm't- get enough T
may breal down to-night.”

And Billy Huntér served the whole of the bacon and ono
of the sausages upon his ;;Jxatn, and left two sausages for
the three hungry juniors, urrag Singh was already start-
ing on bread-and-jam. The others glared at Billy Bunter
with killing looks. Bob Cherry jerked his plate away just
a5 he was going to start.

“0Oh, I say, Cherry——-"

Bob Cherry calmly removed the greater part of the pro-
visions from the plate, znd pushed it back to Dunter with
s guarter of a sausage and a fragment of bacon on it

Bunter blinked at it in dismay and indignation.

“There you are, you young cannibal,”’ satd Bob Cherry.
“You've had vour whack already, as 8 matter of fact.
You want killing sometimes."

“ Ok, really, Cherry——"

“ Another word, and I'll clear the lot off " roared Bob.

Bunter ralapsed into indignant silence. Fob Cherry
servadl round the recovered provizions, and with the aid of
bread the chums of the Remove made a pretty good meal
There was more bread and jam te follow, and the indignant
Bunter cama out proeity strong in that dicection.

*“Well, that was not so bud!" said Bob Cherry, as he sct
down his tea-cup.

* 1 say, you fellows—""

* (Gotiing near time to clear up,” said Nugent.

“1 say, you fellowe, I'm hungry.”

“(o and eat tintacks, then.”

“Oh, really, Nugent—"

“Time's up!’ said Bob Cherry. “ ¥You neadn’t mind
leaving a ghost of a smell of a strawberry in the jampot,
Billy; it will keep till to-morrow. Get the table cleared,
and let's get the room tidy.”

“ There's still time to cut down to the tuckshop and
get something.”

i Well, who's preventing you?! Cut off

“HARRY WHARTON'S DAY GUT.”

“ Nearly

it
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“71 should want some money. I've been disappointed
obout a posial order, and I'm out of cash.”

“Then you'll be disappointed about a gorge, too, Take
that teapot away!" .

* Look here, you wouldn’t like me to break down to-night,
I su?pn:-:?a o

““ Can’t see that it would matter much. You won't have
much to do with the show, anyway."”

Bunter blinked in indignant amazement at the speaker.

“What do you mean? I shall be the ceniral figure, I
suppose !’

*“Then you suppose a jolly lot; and it will end in suppo-
eition,’” said Bob Cherry, ' Seems to me you're getting a
bigger ass than ever lately, Bunty.”

“If 1 were to break down owing to physical exhaustion
brought on by hunger, the results might be serious.
might have a fit-—"

““If you start having fits in this etudy, you'll go out on
your neck, I warn you of that in advance. Now shut up,
and land a hand c¢learing up the place.”

“ Clome on, there's no time to lose,”” said Harry Wharton.
“1'll open the window, too—ocan’t have a& meating-roomn
niffing of sausages and bacon.”

“(Zood!"” said Bunter. ' I'm glad--very pglad—fto see you
fellows taking such an interest in the matter. If shows
that you are improving in intelligence.”

“ Bleassed if know what he's driving at”™ remarked
MNugent. ‘It doesn’t matter, anyway. Now the place looks
a bit more tidy."

The tea-things had been cleared away into the cupboard,
and all signs of the feed put out of sight. The open
window let a cool draught of November air into the room.
The table was pushed back to the wall, and Bob Cherr
induatriously swept up the crumbs, and dropped the hand-
broom intg @ corner. Then ha glanced round the study
with considerable satisfaotion.

“ All right now, Wharton "' . i .

“Yes, rather!” said Harry, glancing at his watch.
“ And it's tima for them to ecoine.’ It was just seven.

* Not quite,"” said Bunter, looking at his watch. " Another
quarter of an hour yat, Wharton."

“Stuff | I put seven on the notice.™

“Did you?’ said Bunter, staring.
cheel:, T must say.”

* Bh—what "

“1 put a quarter-past seven--——""

Wharton starved at the fat junior in amazement.

“ Lo you mean to say that you put o guarter-past seven
on the notice calling the mesting?' he demanded.

“ Cortainly ! =

“¥You cheeky young beggar——"

“1 ihouzht 1t would give ample time to get tea over, you
gee. I didn't know there was going to be such a measly
food,” said Punter disparagingly. o

Wharton looked greatly inclined to take the fat jumior
by his fat car. But just then there came a thump at the
door.

“ Hero they are!” sxclaimed Bob Ehe-rr?'. .

The door opened, and tne ruddy [ace of Micky Desmond
presented itsclf, with Hazeldene just behind. They came
into the study, and two or thres other other fellows

followad,

“ Like your jolly

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Slight Misunderstanding.

ARRY WHARTON gave the Removites a cheery smile
H and nod. Billy Bunter stared at them In astonish-

ment. o )
“You're on time,” said Wharton.

ou punciusl. Come in, all of you!" : .
Yo Ip 3iy, you f&l[uwaj, you're early!” exclaimed Billy
Duntar. ) )

““ Faith, and it's seven,” said Deasmond.

' Ope minute past,’” remarked Hazeldene.

" Yas, bub the notice said o quarter-past—

i Rata! The notice said seven o'clock.

“ [Faith, and it did intirely.” = o

“8coven o'clock was on the notice,” eaid Morgan; “plain
ns your fape” : .

** Oh, that’s rof, you Ir;m:n;-d! I'm not ready yet.

“ Wot ready !” said Harzeldene. ) )

Mot mad;".’ ejaculated Bob Cherry. * What the dickens
do you mean, you young as3? You're taking a back seat
in this show ! ]

Billv Bunter blinked at him. .

* Oh, really, Cherry, I don’t see how you make that out.
I suppose my setvicea could hardly be dispensed with this
evoning, could they¥” .

rJi%5ky. BY FRANK RICHARDS.
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* I don't see why not.”

" Well, it would be a case of Hamlet with the Prince of
Denmark left out, I rather think, An entertainment with-
put. the entertainer——"*

" But this sn't geing fo be an entertainment,” said
Harry Wharton, in perplexity. ** What are you driving
at’ :

“0Oh, you can have your own opinion sbout that,” said
Billy Bunter, with dignity. * You may not consider it in
the light of an entertainment. Other fellows do.”

" Look here, Billy—"

“ Anyway, just wait till it's fairly going before vou pass
opinfons on it," said Billy Bunter. * Pm ooly asking for
a fair show—an fair field aod no favour.”

“Off his rocker, I suppose!” remarked Hazeldene. “Is
he often taken like that?” . .

“The effect of overfeeding, perhaps,” suggested Elhott
" You know he had to be put in the sanatoriwm last Satur-
day as the result of overfeeding——""

“Ii wasn't!* velled Bunter, **1 had a cold—a fearful
cold—and I couldn't feed it in time. If I had been able to
fecd my cold it would have been oll right.”

**I heard that it was overfeeding,” said Elliott, with a
shake of the head. A lot of the [ellows were saying so.”

1 say, you fellows——"" :

" Oh, this s where you take a back seat, Billy,”” said Bob
Cherry., Do shut up, old chap! We ought to be getting
to businees. Here come some more of the chaps!’

Trevor and Gaunt entered the study.

“MNow we're all here——"" bogan Harry Wharton.

“* Mothing of the sort!” eaid Billy Bunter. “ There's a
jolly lot more to come, and all who can't come into the study
can stand in the passage. 1 wish they hudn’t come before
time, though. I meant 1o borrow eome chairs, and ehove
them in here. Now all the audience will have to stend.”

“The--thwe sudience! ™ said Harry Wharton, looking at
Bunter.

“¥es. It would have been belter to rig up seais. That's
why 1 allowed a Jittle more time. But 1t can’t be helped
now; and perhape, after all, thore will be more reom stand-
ing. Btand close there, vou fellows, in rows, and leave tha
door clear for the rest lo come m.”

The Removites exchanged plances. DBilly DBunter had
some funny ways, but it did really seem to them that he
was " off ﬁiﬂ rocker * ot last. Ignorant of the announce-
ment he had put up of the forthcoming ventriloquial enter-
tainment, the chums of the Remove naiurally had not the
faintest wlea of what he was driving at. They ocould only
stare af him in blank wonder.

*“Ja thia a little joke!™ asked Gaunt.
it mean?”

“ (th, Bilis's gone right off at last, that’s all!” eaid Bob

herry.

' Oh, really, Charry——-""

“Then what do vou mean, you young owl?"”

“You know perfectly well what I mean. Cherry, Get
closer, vou chaps, and stand in a row, and leave the door
freo’

“Faith, and why ehould we stand in a row?”

“To teke up less room, of course.”

** And phwat for would we be taking up less room?”

“To give the other chaps a chance. Some of them will
have to stand in the passape, but we must make room for
as many as possible in the study.”

Harry Wharton dropped his hand, kindly encugh, on
Billy Bunter’s shouider.

“(h, really, Nugent—"" .

“It’'s not Nugent,” said Harry; “it's I. You had Letter

and sit down, Billy—=""

“I really wich you wouldn't bother me now I'm husy,
Wharton. We mnuet make room for some of the other
fellows.”

“There are no other fellows to come.” .

“ Ves, there are. Bulstrode tald me he was coming, and
Skinner, and BStott, and Ruseell, and, I rthink, Levison.
Mozt of the Form will be here.”’ . :

* But Bulstrode and his lot won't come. They don't
belong to the Operatic Society.” :

“What sbout that? I'm not talking about the Operatic
Societv. We're going to fill the study as full as it will hold,
anc< the rest can stand in the passoge.”

“We're going to do nothing of the sort! Look here,
Bill poe

";{J-:-w look here, Wharton—""

“T tell Fou—""

“1 tell you, I must be allowed to run my own show my
own way,” said Bunter firmly. “I'm very glad of any
assistance from you fellows, but I can't have you interfer-
ing. 1 want that understood once and for ali.,” ]

%’h&rt&n could only stare. Bob Cherry tapped his fore-
head significantly.

“ Fairly off hia onion!® murmured Nugent.

‘““HARRY WHARTON'S DAY OUT.”

" If not, what does

“The off-fulness of his honourable onion is terrific! ™

“Ah, here they come!” exclaimed Billy Bunter, as locot-
steps were heard in the passage. ' It's nearly a quarter-
past. Now, make room, you fellowse!”™

Bulstrode locked in at the open deor. Behind him were
Skinner and Stott, Russell and Levison, and a erowd of the

2move, all grinning hugely.

“Come in!” said Billy Bunier. * Crowd up there, you
feliows. I say, make room. I'm not quite ready, Bulstrude,
but vou won't mind waiting a bit?"”

“ Certainly not!' said Dalstrode.

“ Pleased 1" grinned Skinner.

“Took here.’ exelaimed Harry Wharton shearply, ' you
fellows can’t come in here! There's no room, for one
thing, and it'e a privale meeting, for another!™

“* On, really, Wharton, it's nothing of the sort!”

** Hold vour tongue, Billy, you young ass!”

“I'm not going to hold my tongue! I know there’s o lot
of jealousy in this study, but I'm not going to be influcnced
by ‘that. I can't help having more brains than any other
feilow in the Remove, and [ don’t think it's nice of you
fellows to get reatty about it."”

“Clean off 1" murimured Nugent.

“Quite right!" grinned ulstrode. “It's a case u-a:m[
jealousy, and my adviee to vou, Bunter, 1 to gg ahead.

“That's what I'm going to do, Bulstrode. Blessed if I
can ece why Wharton wants to keep fellows away from my
entertainment—-"

“ Are you absolutely dotty, Bunteri’™

“Ob, really, Wharto — .

“Vou can't come in here, Bulsirode,” said Wharton,
“ Thiz iz & private mesting of the Operatic Society, and
TI've warned you that only members were admitted.’

“ Blow your old Operatic Scciety!” said Tulstrode.
“We haven't come to your meeting. We've come (o
Bunter's ventriloguial entertainment,”

LT rrﬂ___m Whﬂ.t?ﬂ

“ Bunter's wventriloquinl entertainment.
follows! " i

And the chuckling Removites crowded in. The occupanta
of the study were too amazed to make a movement to stOp
them. P

“ Runter, do vou mean to eay that you are giving a ven-
triloguial entertainmentt” -

“(Oh, I say, Wharton, don't pretend you didn’t know!
Haven't you fellows been helping me to clear up the study
ready for the ehow?”’ .

“ My—my only hat!™ gasped Wharton.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"" roared Bob Cherry. :

Bunter blinked at the chums of the Bemove in amaze-
ment. :

“What the dickens are you cackling at now?! Nothing
surprising in my giving a ventriloguial enteriainment, is

li|-.'l:|'

“ Ha, ha, ha!” . : -

And the Famous Four, unable to restrain their merri-
ment at the ulter absurdity of the situation, yelled with
laughter, -

Came in, you

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter is Given a Chance.

ILLY BUNTER blinked round him in surprise and
indignation. He could see nothing (o laugh ad
himself. .

“ Are you fellows off your silly rockers?™ he in-
gquired.

“Ha, he, hn.r! ;;

“1 say, you fellowg——-" ;

"Dh,r:mu’ll be the death of me!™ sobbed Bob Cherry.

“ The faet iz, Billy—ha, ha, ha [—the factis," eaid Nugent—
“ihe fact is—— Ha, ha, hal" ] _

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Wharton, " The fact is. Billy,
that the Wharton Operatic Society is meeting in this study
at ﬁemn—ml-;’ G

“Oh, rea rton—""

“And I pl.f';:f a notice up on the board to thal effect, and

LE

“wWell, T can’t help that. I put a motice up to the gHeot
that I was going to give a ventriloguial entertainment at &
quarter-past seven—"

““Ha, ha, ha!” )

“ Blossed if I can see anything to euckle at! ’

““Ha, ha, ha!" .

“VYour rolten old meeting is of no coneequence ! 1
oing to give a really instructive and entertanung ventri-
oquial show. 1 am going to give imitations, and also make
my voice appear to come from various guarters, in the style
of Professor Balmicrumpett. Of couree, you fellows will be
willing to give up your meeting?”

“Yea I don't think!"” remarked Nugent.

rJi&8hy. BY FRANK RIGHARDS.

I am



“But T can’t very well put off my ventriloquial entartain-
ment!” expostulated Billy Bunter. *‘ Here's about half the
Form come to eoe it.'”'

This statement was quite correct. The study was
crammed, the passapge cutside was blocked, and fresh foot-
sbeps could be heard up and down the corridor., More than
l:ualff the Remove were backing up Bulstrode & Co. in this
joke at the expenso of the Famous Four.

1 can’t disappoint all thése fellows, now, can 17" eaid
E-lll:g Bunter. * You chapa will have to postpone your meet-

mg.""
ﬁf;}h. they can hold the meeting along wiith the ventri-
loquial entertzinment,"” said Bulstrode, grinning.

" Good wheere! " said Skinner heartily.

“Oh, really, Bulsirode—’
m"a'\ﬂ;vfn:f, we're not going to miss the show we've come

aze !

“MNot much!"” roared twenty voices.
entertarnment ! '

Harry Wharion looked vexed, He knew perfectly well
that not a single member of the Remove wanbted to hear
Billy Bunter ventrilogquise, and that they waore only pulling
the fal junior's leg.

* Look here, you fellows,” he exelaimed, ' a joke's a jolke,
and you've had your fun. Now clear out, and let us hold
our i:meetmg! ”f q d p be

“I say, you fellows, don't go: I'm just gpoing to in."”’

“T ook here, Billyed =~ PEREER i

“Now, leok here, Wharton, don't you be so beastly
salfish ! ™" snid Blllir Bunter, in a tone of patient remon-
strance. " Here's haif a Form come to hear mo give an
enterlainment, and with my wonderful abilities as a ventril-
oquist I can make them happy for an hour, and you want
te apoil the whole shew just for the sake of holding a rotten
meeting, L must say, I'm surprised at you, Wharton—I am
really 17

"You young nss—'

“It's no good calling me names; that won't alter facts,
Gentlemen of the Remove, | am glad to sce you in this
study on the occasion of my first public performancs as a
ventriloguist——"

et cut, vou fellows! "

"Rats! Lot Bunter go on! Bravoe, Bunter!'™

"o 1, Bunty!"”

“{On the ball, Pﬁrl‘.l-l.'}i:?&! -

“Seick to it, Owll™

" Gentlemen of the Remove——

“Hear, hear!"'

“I will now nproceed to make my voice come from the
chinney—<""

"You will now proosed to shut up, or else yoi'll proceod
out of this etudy on your neck, vou young owl!' said Bob
Cherry, shaking the amateur ventriloguist by the shoulder.

“ Logpe, Cherry! You disturb my mnerves when you
ghake me, and vou mipht make my rlasses fall off, and of
they got broken you'll havo to pray for them."

“Are vou going to shut up?’

" Cortainly not! I'm sincerely sorry, Cherry, but, under
the circumstances, I can’t very well pive in, with twenty
fellows eagerly expocting my spleadid entartainment.-—""

Huarry Wharton laughed. The Romovites cheered Bunter.
The members of the Operatic Soclety were hall laoghing,
half vexed. The meeting and the important «<hscussion ger-
tainly could not procecd under pressnt condicions., Neither
could the ventriloquial entertainment; but nobody besides
the ventrlogquist wanted that to precesd.

“QGo i, Bunter!” said Skinner encouragingly. ' Yon
wore golng to make your voloe proc up the chimney——"

“Ha, ha, hal'

“Neo, I said from the chimner, Skinner—"

“Bunier, old man, you're inlorrupting the mm{.in'g-—”

“ Wharton, old chap, you're spoiling the show——'

“I'Il tell you what,” said Wharton. “ Go and give the
ventrilogquizl show in one of the class-rooms. There's pleaty
of room there for all your audience.”

“Well, T don't mind—""

“But I do!" exelaimed Bulstrode., * We've come here,
and here we're going to stop. Bunter, we're walting for you
to begin,’

“Faith, and sure we're waiting for him to leave off-----"

“I say, vou fellows—e—-a"

“Go at, Owl!"”

The Remove roared encouragement. Wharton began to
look worried. There esrininly wasn’t much chanece of the
pperatic meeting getbting to business. The Remove were
enjoying the rag too much to leave it off.

“1 will now proceed to make my voice proceed from——"'

“The proceedfulness 13 terrific.”

The Famous Four looked at one another. They were in.
elined to eject the intruders by main foree, and the operatic
eociety would willingly have backed them up. But half the
Form or more wern In 16, and Bulstrode & Co. would have
been glad of a chance to start wrecking the study. A
brlliant ilea flashed inta Nugent's mind, and he whispercd
guickly to Wharton

“HARRY WHARTON'S DAY OUT.”

¥ (et on with the
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“Let him go abead; that will shift 'em["” .

Wharton started. It wa: a simple plan—so aimg!_@ that it
had not ocourred to him. It was certain that nothing short
of wild horses would drag anybody in the Homove to a
ventriloquial entertainment given by Billy Bunter. Bulstrode
and his backers were only ‘‘rotting,” and Wharton im-
modiately realised that the guickest way to got rid of them
was to give Bunter his head, so to speak.

“Very well,” said Harry Wharton guietly, *the meetin
of the Uperatic Society is postponed till after the ventriloquia
entertainment.”™

“0Oh, really, Wharton, that's joliy decent of you! Of
COUrse, Four old meeting doesn’t amount to much, com-
pared with my entertainment, but I never expscted you to
sea ik in that light. Gentlemen of the Remove——"'

“ Hear, hear!”

“I will now proceed with the ventriloquial entertainment.
Wharton, if you care to act as chairman for the evening I
ghall ba glad.”

“ Certainly " said Harry, laughing. I believe a chair-
man’s duty 13 to introduce thse porformist. Gentlemen of
the Remove, this fat animal is a fathead you know well—"

* Oh, realiy, Wharton !

“ At varions times, when he i3 not eating—which ia but
soldom—he emits all sorta of curious grunts and whoeezes
from his throat, and theso curious sounds be designates as
vontriloguism—""

“I say, Wharton—"" .

“ He 13 now about to procesd to make an ass of himself,
as unauzl. Gentlermen are at liberty to laugh as much as
they like, but they must not throw things. Thia is whore
you start, Bunt’jr.”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Hear, hear!"

“[ say, you fellows, it's no good taking any notico of
what chapz in this study say. 'l.l"hrey are actuated by jealousy
of my wonderful abilities. I will now proceed to make my
voica proceed from the window. The first item is to held
a convoersation with & chap supposed to be outside the
window. MNow, then, begin, and the supposed chap
answora, IBill! T say, Rill, are yon thera?"

Bunter paused, and then squeaked ™ Yes,” which was sup-
posed to be the reply of the supposed Bill outside the
window. Dut as it was perfectly plain to everybody present
that it was Bunter who squeaked, the experiment could oot
ba called exaclly a success.

“ Having made the supposed person answer——'

“ Well, why don’t you?" asked SBkinner.

“Why dow’t T what?"

“ Make the supposed person answer.'

“1 have; I made him say ‘' Yes'"

“ But it waz you who said “Yes.'" L

“Yes, I know T said ‘ Yes," but I said it in & ventriloguial
voics, and made it appear to como from outside the window.™

“That you jolly well didn’t,"” said Stott. “Ii came from
you plain encugh.” ) .

1 say, Stott, old man, you oughtn't to be so stupid as
that. Any reasonable chap will adinit that the voice ap-
pearad to come from the window.” o

“ Tt appeared to come from a fat porpoise,” said Dulstrode.
“I've had encugh of thia giddy entertainment.'

“]1 say, Bulstrode, don't go yet. I—"

“Oh, rats!"™ zaid Bulstrodo; and he left the study, fol-
lowed by most of the ofhers, Billy Bunter blinked round
in dismav at hia fast diminishing audience.

“ Here, hold on, you fellows! I haven't started yet! I
will now proceed to continue my conversation with the sap-
posed person outside the window, Bill! I say, Iill, have
you been there long?™

“I've been ere an hour ! squeaked the reply.

“ There, I think thot was pretty good,” said Bunter, * Tha
deception was splendid! Wouldn't you have sworn that the
voice came from outside the window, Skinner?”

“ Not much?! I could see it was you squeaking.”

“0Oh, really, Skinner! I say. Wharton, wenldn’t you
have sworn it was Dill speaking outside the window ™

“No, I havdly think s0,” said Harry, laughing.

¢ Oh, really, Wharton! I say, Cherry, wouldn't you have
SW O T’

“ Cortainly not!™ said Bob Cherry. T bave been brought
up very carefully, and I never awear.’

“Oh, really, Cherry! I say, you fellows, whero are you
gotng? 1 haven't faicly started yot. DBless my boots, they're
all gone! This iz really too bad of you, Wharton!"

HOE me?" zaid Harrey, staning. i

“Yos, it was owing to the fuss you made that they
haven't stayed to listen to my ventrilogquial entertainment.
It was really too bad!™

“ You young ass!” said Nugent, ¥ Coubln’t you see ﬂ:a!.
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they woere only rotting, and they came here only to rag the

pperatic meeting?'’
** (M course, that’s all rot! It was Wharton's fault!”
said Harry Wharton,

“Well, ther're pgone, anvway,”
closing the door. * The ventriloquial enfertainment is over,
and we can get to business, '

“1 eav, hold on, Wharton. I regard you fellowa as being
much more intellectual than the rest of the Hemove—"

“Thank you! Now, to get to business——"

“0Oh, do let me finish-—"

WF Jove, I wish you would!"

~ "Well, then, I regard vou fellows as being more in-
tellectual than the rest of the Remove, and really as forming
a sclect audicnce, and upon the whole I'd rather give you a
*Fﬂli!.rglﬂrc;uial entertainment by vourselves than with all that
erowd, ™

* Wa couldn’t think of troabling you, Billy—"'

* Mo trouble at all. I was prepared to ventriloguise for
an hour, and it won't hurt me to go on. I will now procesd
to make my voice proceed from—- What are you picking
up that inkpot for, Bob Cherry®?

!‘* It's to pour down your neck if you don’t immediately
shut up.”

“Nut I'm going to give a ventriloguial—-""

* Mo féar! Ventriloguism is off 1™
“Bot 1 say, you fellows——" .

* Are you going to shut up, or will you have the ink down
the back of vour silly neck?®' roared Bob Cherry.

“Well, if vou put it like that, Cherry,” zaid Billy Bunter,
dodging away in alarm, "1 don't mind putting the ven-
triloguism off to ancther ccecasion.™

“You'd better!” gronted Bob Cherry. And the Amateur
Operatic Sociciy at last got to business.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Looking Ahead.

- ENTLEMEN of the Operatic Saciely—""
G “ Hear, hear!” sal.'hra the Operatic Society, glad lo
get to busueess at last,
1 say, vou kllows-—-

“Ehut up! Keep that inkpot ready, Bob, and pour it over
Bunter if he speaks agomn,™

* Certainly ! With great pleasure!™

“Oh, really, Cherry—ow—keep off—I'll shut up

* Gentlemen of the Operatic Bociety, sou are called to-
geiher to disousz a matter of some impertance to the Soclely
and the school in general—"

* Hear, hear!”

" The mersvy tide of Chnstmas 15 now approaching—"

“Is it¥" =mid Hazeldene, I ihoapht we were in Novem-
ber. My mastake. 1 suppose” i

;:11 suppose Christmas iz approaching in November, isn't
it?

“Well, ses. I suppose it's appreaching in January, if
you come to that ™

“Well. I don't come to that,” =aid fthe president of the
Crperatie Society,  “ What [T want to say iz, that Christmas
1z approachmgy—"

“ Faith, and you've said that before!™

* Order!”

Y Christmas is approaching,” said Harry Wharton, IE
may bz even a couple of manths or 2o to Chrstmas, bof what
of that? We haven't had anv snow wvel, bt the Christinas
numbkers are alveady beginmug to cote oul——-""

" Well, the Christrnas numbers always come ot just after
midsumimer U pranted Gaunt.

“ Anyway, Christmas iz approaching.
denied.” ;

“We'll take that for granted, look wou,” saud Morgan.
“Get on with the washing., I think the whoele meeting
agree: that Christmas is approaching.”

“ Pazzod ananimousle !’ said Teovor,

“Very well, then. The question is, with Christmas fast
approaching -—'"

* Oh, come,” said Elliott, it sn't approaching any faster
then it haz been all i'.l:t'f_mg]t Lthe WeRr, ¥ou Lmow.?

“ If the honourable member wanls to argue about Lthe specd
with which Christmas is approeching,” said the president, in
a withering tone. *' He can take my plage, and I will step
aside till he iz finished,”

“(h, gct on with the woashing ! said Elliott,

“ Christmasz being admitted to be fast approaching, it
behowvos—""

“Good word, that!" murmured Bob Cherry.

It behoves the Junior Operatic Sceiety to be up and
doing. The Bixth Form Dramatic Scctety 15 up and doing,
They've got some rot they're going to act just before break.
ing-up for the Christmas hohdays——"" :

2 E?E know them,” said Nugent. “ Same old pifie! The

‘“HARRY WHARTON'S DAY OUT.”

)
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That ecan’t he

soniors all go and see if done out of politeness, and the fage
g£o in case they should be licked for not going.”

“ Faith, and ye're right!"

““ 8till, the Sixth are up and deing,” #aid the orator, It
behoves the Operatic Soclety to be up and doing, too. If
wa E&va o better entertainment than the Sixth--—"

“ Not much doubt on that point.”

“Then all the more kudos to the Hemove"

“The huadosfulness will bhe terrifie.’™

“We have given entertainments before,” said Harry
Wharton, warming to his subject. ** We have given an enter-
tainment in a foreign lanpuage, which has never before been
done at Greviriars th

*“ Oh, back.pedal!” said Morgan. ** What about the Greek
play the seniors pive every year?’ . .

" A whaole act from Sophocles or Euripides,” =aid Elliott.

' Yes, and enough to make Sophocles and Euripides turn
in their graves,” said Wharton, “1 said entertamment.
suppose that the wildest streteh of the mmagmation conld
not regard a Greek play by the Sixth in the light of an
entertamment.”

“*Ha, ka! No!"

““ Az for the act from a French comedy, I can only say
that if Racine or Moliere saw it done, Haecine or Molicre
would have the pip.”' .

“The pipfulness would be terrifie.” e

“ Therefore, we can regard ourselves as the only individuals
who have given what can properly be ealled an entertain-
ment in o foreign tongne,” said Harry Wharton vietoriously.
“We gave a representation of * Carmen,’ the immortal opere
hy Ceorges Bizet. It was a jolly big uondertaking [or
yuniors, " S : :

“ And it was very entertaining,” said Bob Cherry.

“ Well, it is true that somnething went wrong, and we hadl
to make it a comic instead of a tragic -:*nltﬂrtulnmpnt,” ad-
mitted Wharton, ** But it was an wnbilious sehoeme, and
it reflected eredit on the Operatic Soclety.”

“ Hear, hear ! : . .

“I'm not thinking of giving anything guite so hig as that
again. Besides, what we want to give is somcthing in the
nature of & Christmas entertainment. It may be early yet
to think of it, certainly, but there will be a lot of rehearsing
;;““TFL if we're to he ready to give the show bLefore

reaking up.

"Gunﬁ! pﬂﬂf}liﬂg like being early birds,” said Elliott, “1
apree with you''

“ Hoar, hear 1" ]

“ That point being settled,” said Wharton, ™ We'lve got
to discuss the matter, and degide what we're golug to give.
I think, for the present, we will Jeave grand opera alone”™

“1 don't kpow,"” said Nugent. “ 1 was thinking that
something in the Wagnorian line would be impressive, Of
contrze, 1 don’t mean to say that we could give a cycle of
the Ring, or anything quite up to that,  Bot one o
Wagner's simpl? operas—' [ohengrin’ or * Tannhauser '——"

“Good " exclaimed Trevor immediately. I eould do
the “Star of Eve, in ‘Tannhauser,’ a treat. My punt says

“ It would have to Be in German,” esaid Nugent loftily.
“No gt;::.ncl opera in Linglish for the Wharton Operatic
Society,

i mf’_ rot! We den’t know enough Gorman—--

“You learn the parts hy heart, fathead.™

“Well, then, the fellows don’t know enough German to
understand us.™ .

“Thay don't understand the Greek play by the Sixth, aa
far as that goes"

“1 suppose we wanl to be understood, thongh.”

“] ean't sec that it's absolutely essential. ITazeldene's
sisfer knows Cerman, and she could take the part of
Filizabeth, It would suit her, and I'm sure she'd come.
Wouldn’t she, Vaseline ¥

“ Oh, Marjorie would come!" said Hazeldene. * But 1
don't know about learning up & part in a German opera,
That takes time.” .

“ (h, hold on!" said Harry Wharton. “ I think we can
agree fo bar all operas in foreign tongues for the present
We'll leave thab till later. We don't want the affair to end
in another muck-up.” )

" Oh, very well P77 snid Nugent. " Perhaps it wouldn’t be
very Christmassy. Only I can do the *Grand Murch’ in
‘Tannhanser * on the mouth-orgon, you know.”

“Ha, ha! That's a jolly good reason for setling a lot of
chaps learning up difficalt parts in German.”

“Well, what's the next idea, then, anyway "

“T want to receive suggestions froin you chaps—' g

“\Well, then, I suggest a variety entertainment,” said
Trovor.

“Ratz! NWo music-hall business here—"

“ I mean an entertainment with varied items”

“QOh, I seel”
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“ Faith, and therc’s a lot of difference between a variety
entertainment and an entertainment with wvaried items,
intirely.” S

“Buppoze each of us puls up a song, or a recitation, or
an instrumental solo,” went on Trovor. “1 could do the
‘Etniiﬂf _Em’ from *Tannhauser,” My aunt says I sing that
aweetly.’

= B}?an. and I'd do a recilation " said Gaunt. * Thore’s
o short picce from Shelley, I know. I don’t quite know
what it all means, but it's vory inspressive, done in the right
tone of voice. IE gocs—"'

“ INever mind how it gocs.’

““ My name is Ozymandiaz, king of kings,
* Leok on my works, ye mighty, and despair.”

“I forget whether that's the beginning or the end,” said
Gaunt mnﬁdﬂntiall;:', “hut I can look it out, you know, and
get it off all right.’

“ What price having a econcerted pisce ¥ snggested Harry
Whartor. ** We aren’t quite up to giving grond opera, but
what price an oratorio?”

“Ripping Mexelaimed Nugent.

“You see, giving an oratorio, it's not necessary to make
up for the parts, and there’s no acting; you just stand up
and sing vour little bit,”” sald Wharton. * And I must say
that an oratorvio ie more suitable for Chrigstmas time.™

“Ripping ! repeated Nugent. “ Wo'll give Handel's
“B8aul.” I ean play the * Dead March’ on my mouth-organ.”

“ Mouth-organs will have to be barred in an oratorio,”
said Hazeldene, * 1 put it to the mesting—is a mouth-organ
a respectable thing to itroduece into an oratorio 1"

“ Faith, and ya're right.”

L

*1 say, voo fellows :
“Hallo, hallo, hallo, you want soma ink down your neck,

1 sgat”

“Oh, really, Cherry, it's all right; I'll shubt up, you
beaat !** - : : :

“My name is Osymandias, king of kings,” bagan Gaunt,
AEAin,

“0Oh, let Ozymandias rest in his grave, please snid
Morgan. “I think that we ought to have a variety enter-
tainment, as 1 should then be able to give you & song in
Welsh. *The Bells of Aberdovey,” in Welsh would go
down."”

“ YVeaz, but M

“The more variety you work in the better,” said Morgan,
“and as Welsh is the most musical language in the world

“ Yes, but I was thinking of an oratorio—"
“T say, vou fcllows, I could suggest an idea—-
“ Shut ap

" Faith, and give him a chance! OQut of the mouths of
babes and silly duffers, you know—— What iz it, Bunter "'

“I'm glad toc see that evervbody here i15n't jealous of my
abilities,”' said DBunter.
ideas. The first is, that instead of the Operatic Sociely
giving a show, I should give a ripping ventriloguial enter-
tamnmant. "’

“ Soat 1"

“You followa could be in it, in a way; you could all sit
on the platform in evening dress, you know——""

¥ 0O, ring off, Buntor ["'

“Well, if you don’t like that idea, I have another nearly
ag good. Buppose 1 gave a solo, with you fellows aa chorus.
We could pick out a thing with a lot of chorus in ik, so as
to rive you a chance. With my fine baritono—""

““Ha, ha, ha! Hia fine baritone!"”

“His froggy cronk.”

“Oh, really, Vaseline! With my fine baritone, and my
great abilities as an actor, it would go down well, and the
audience would be willing to stand anything you did.”

“ Have you any moro ripping ideas, Bunter?”

“1:117";1;:.1: just now, but I could soon think of some, if I
tried.”

“Then think of some, and ba quiel.
business again—"

'd”I ?a:s.:.r. Wharton, aren't you going to adopt either of my
idoas 1"

“ Mot this time."” said Wharton. * Pernaps some other
time; we'll think about it on the thirty-first of November,”

“ 0k, really, Wharton—""

HRing off ! Now, gentlemen—""

“My name i3 Ozymandiaz—""

“0Oh, bang Ozymandiaz! Centlemen, is it to be an
oratorio, and if so, which?"” )

And the gentlemen put their heads together ovoer the
mattor.

ANSWERS

“"HARRY WHARTON'S DAY OUT.”
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Discusslon—WIih Specimens.

ARRY WHARTON was vory much in favour of the
Christmas ocntertzinment taking the form of an
oratorio. As president of the Operatic and Dramatic
Society, he naturally wished the thing to take on as

hizh a tone as possible. Probably he had not fully counted
the difficulties. Like many an operatic society, the Grey-
friars fellows wanted to do something considerable, but did
not like hard work. To study and mug over the parts every
evening for weeks together was not exactly atiractive,

Morgan, the Welsh junior, was the only one who seermed
o favour the idea at all. Like many a Welsh lad, he had
sung sacred music since he was old enough to sing at all,
and he would have been the mainstay of the Operatic Society
in their difficult undertaking. Buf even Morgan did not
“ anthuse " over it.

“ Retter have a variety entertsinment,” I:F rcmnrkedi
“1'd give you the ‘ Bells of Aberdovey,” or the ' Ash G:_*?m.
in Welsh, and the audience weuld be bound to hike 'em.”™

“Good ! said Gaunt. “T don’t know about smging in
Walsh, but I'd give ;.-aiu a ripping recitation. * My nawe 18
Ozvmandias, king of kings——."' . ] _

‘EREK‘itatiﬂnE gE':': down well, if they're recited all right,”
said MNugent. “1t's when a chap gets up and starta moth-
ing that people begin to yawn., 1 could give you The Loy
Stond on the Barning Deck’® In a TEE.H}’FF?TGI:I:-!‘IL'Q- WAaY,
though I say it. Or a recitation from “The Song of
Hizwatha® always goes down.  Suppose I give you a
specinen now? ©And at night, Kabibonokka, To the ledge
enme wild and wailing, Heoped the snow in drifts about it,
Shouted down inte the smoke-flug——""

::'I:I'_J'h, cheese it, old chap I

m ogiving you a spocimen—— "

o We!f dmtri't giv:ii us the th{:le blessed poom, then.

“Ti's a jo rocd poem.’”

“Life's lt.m:'r‘ short,” said Trever. "Wo'll take the free
sample youw've given us, and be satisfied. I rather agres
with Morgan that a vartiety entertainment would be nearsr
our mark. 1 don't know about songs in Welsh, or any old
rocitations, bul I could give you “John Peel -

“ Not now, old man.” : A

1 don't see why I shouldn’t give you a specimen, as t
sooms to be the fashion here. *IFyo ken John Peel with
his coat =0 gay? I'ye ken John Pecl at the break of day?
I¥ye ken John Peal—'"

“ Wes, we ken John Peel

d on!” -

H?‘l‘]j?y-e- en John Peel when he's far, far away, With
hiz hounds %md his horn—""

“ Ring oft !" _

‘”Wigth hiz hounds mId his horn in the morning,”"
cluded Trevor vicloriously. i .

“ That's not such a bad song, oither,” said Bob Cherry.
“ And I could give you ®Drinking,” you know. I like
* Drinkin’ !

“ Well, you guzzler!”

“Asa! T mean [ like the song.
eithor Bnglish or German.”

“ (O both 7' suggested ITazeldene. a

% (h, den't be funny ! It scoms to ba en regle—

“Wall, that's a good word.”” .

“ [t seems to be on regle to give specimens, so I may aa
wall 2

“ You mayn't.”

“In kuhlen Keller sitz ich hier,
Auf einem Fassz voll reben,
Din guton—"

“h, hold on,” said Harry Wharton; ‘this is a dis-
eussion of the programme, not a rchearsal! If we have
everything at full length——"' .

“ The lenpthfuluess would be terrific.”

“Oh, all right!” said Bob Cherry. * I only wanted to be
in tha fashion." ) T

“You don't like the idea of an oratorio, I see?” said
Wharton, yuite good-humouredly. I myzelf think we
ought to give something ns good as possible, but it's for the
mujority to decide. We'll consider oratorio barred.”

" W_l;.!l{ I really think it would be a bit above our weltght."

* Oratorio i barred, as being above the heads of the
avdience,” said Wharlon ; “to say nothing of cur own heads.
The next serious proposal is an act from Shakespeara.”

“ Too much like work,” murmured Bob Cherry.

“ Tt spema, however, that the Operatic Socioty prefers a
variety entortainment—-"

“ Hear, hear!™

Wo ken him well encugh.

con:

I can give it you in

“Good!  Vox populi, vox Dei,' said Harry Wharton
gracefully. * I admit, I would rather have had oratorio _;‘.-1'
+Ji55Av. BY FRANK RICHARDS.
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Shaitespeare, but the voice of the majority settles it. We'll
male it a variety entertainment, and there’s no reason why
a varlety entertainment cannot be made instructive, amusing,
and elevating.”

“ Hear, hear !*

“1 sav, you fellpws——"

 Shut up ! Go on, Mr. President——*" :

But I say, vou fellows, I've got an idea. If yeu're going
fo give a variety entertainment, it would be a good wheeze
to work m a ventriloguial turn—-""*

i ?rde:i .‘l" roared hulf o dozen E‘uieus. ;

could give o ripping ventriloguial turn—'

“* Bhut upgl” b r

*“And ns for the expense of petting up the entertainment,
T should be prepared to stand my whaek," said Billy Bunier,
with dignity.

“Coing to get o
sarcastically.

I shall probably get several postal-orders between now
and breaking-up, Nugent., Dut T was not thinking of that,
I was thinking of the prize I am going to get ia * The Gem’
football eompetition.”

4L Dh .!I:

‘: I have all the answers correet, so far—"

ilow do vou know 7

“My dear chap, with my wondesful abilitiss in zuessin
the answers, I am not likely to got any of them weone.
shull gel a pound a week for thirteen weeks, and T thinl
you'll admit that that’s a jolly lot of money,”

" Only you won't get it, you ass!”

"I don't very well sec how I can fail.”

Oh, ehecso ! There's too mueh Bunter in this study,”
satd Hob Cherry.  ““Just get it into vour noddle that
veniriloquial entertainments are barred——"

“*'Ob, roally, Cherrp—""

CAvnd now don’t jaw! We ought 1o diseuss the pro-
gramme 4 littie before we adjourn the mestive, Wharton,”
s Egrtami:-r. Wa My hat! What's that fearful

u L]

A terrific din had become audible in the passage all of a
sudden, clese outside the door of Study No. 1. Tt was a
scund of trampling feet and buzzing voices, and the moem-
bers of the Operatic Soelety could not hear themselves
speak.  They locked at one ancther in amazement,

“ What on earth iz it ¥"" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton strode to the door and Rung it open. A
curicus scoene mel his gaze,

postal  order?”  asked

Nugent

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Rival Meeting,

UL3TRODE had brought a chair out of his study, and
placed it within a few feet of the door of Study No. 1,
and was mounted upon it. A seore of Hemovites
surrounded him, eramming in the passage. Bulstrode

was speaking, and his hearers cheered him at every word,
ﬂddmi to the effect by stamping their feet on the floor,

g 3 at’s all that row about?’ demanded Harry Wharton
AHErily.,

'E'H:r;rrruh ! Hip, jmp !

“* Get further along, can't you "

“Hurrah !

Btamn, stamp, stamp !

“What I say 1s zaid Bulztrode,

“Hip, hap, hurrah!™

“ What's all that row about 7' shouted Wharlon.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hurrah "

Bulstrode turned towards the caplain of the Remove with
o prin,

“Can't I address a meeting of the Form if T like?" he
demmanded.

"' Is that a meeting of the Form "

“OF course 1t 15!

* Then why can't you meet in your own study ¥

“No room ! I suppose the Remove pussage is freo 1o all
members of the Remove, fsn't it?" exeloimed Skinner, with
an apgrieved look.

SYOF course it iz !M

said Bulstrode. *Get ¢n with the
meeting. 1 have the honour of again putting the question
io the honourable meeting—""

“Heoar, hear !

" Are we downhearted 17

“Ne! Hurrah!™

“ Are we frce to make as much row asz we hike in our own

passage?"”
“*Yes, yes! Hurrah I

Stamp, stamp, stamp !

Herry Wharton looked vexed, but he could hardly hc—*lI}
laughing. The Operatic Society were decidedly wrathinl,
It was perfectly plain to all ¢f them that Bulstrode & Co.
were simply making a fearful noise in the paszage to ' muck

up ' their mecting. The pretence of a Form meeting was
evidently humbug. Dulstrode was not making a specch at
all, only ealling on his hearcrs to stamp and yell,

“Look here-—--" exclaimed Wharton,

“Hurrah! Go anhead, Bulstrode!™

“ Gentlemen of the Remove——"

“Hear, hear!” :

Stamyp, stamp, stamp !

“lfnittfl, mu’li the_"."ll! have the prefeels up if they don’t
draw it mild ! exclaimed Micksy Desmond, ** Whae price
clearin’ the passage of the zpalpeens?™ _

“We ean't hold a discussion while they'ra making that
row ! exclaimed Hazeldene,  Let's go for the rottors ™

“ Right you are!” said Wharton, **They're two to one,
but there isn't mwuch room for punching in the passage.
Shoulder to shoulder ! :

“Wea'll back you up, Wharton I

“ Al topether " exelnimed Beb Cherry.
from the shouldor, mind 07

“Come on, lkids! _

Y Gentlemen of the Remove,” repeated Bulstrode, 1 say
—what I anyv is—— Geutlemen of thie Remove P

“ Hear, hear ! .

“ Gentlemen of the Remove—— Oh! Ger-reroreoh [

Buaistrode tambled headlong off the ehair as the Operatic
Sneicty made a sndden rush,  The Study No.o 1 phalanx
broke right through the yelling and stamping crowd, and
sent them Aving.  Half the rioters were knocked down, nnd
the other half went recling and ranning.

The vietory was swdden, but, unfortunately, it was not
complete.  Bulstrode stupgered to his feet, and yelled to lis
backers to rally. . .

And they ralligd—they rallied and came back with a
furioua rush, hitting out right and lefi,

“ Bhoulder to shoulder ' shouted Wharton.

And his followers backed him up manfully, showing that
thew could cazily have become as diﬁfir:g]lishmf A% A ]]ugilistic
and punching society as they eould in the eperatic and
dramatic line. _

Bt the odds were against them !

Fighting desperately, they were swept back to Btudy No. 1,
and hurled in, sprawling acress ene another on the flooe.

Wharton was the Iast, and he stood his ground in the
doorway alone for a full minute, holding hix own against
the erowd. but finally o rush hurled him in. though he left
many swelling and streaming noses behing him,

Round the doorway the Removites howled with glee.

The Operatic Soclety staggered up, locking decidedly the
worse for wear. ‘They lined up to resist an invasion of the
study if 1 should be attempted, but the vietorious rioters
were not disposed to vepture into the liong’ den. They con-
iented themselves with erowding outside the door and hoot-
ing and :::Lt-t:a,lling. :

“My only hat!” murmured Nugent, “I suppese this
would he called an operatic meeting with variations."”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Come out!? roared Bulstrode.
out and c¢clear the passage! ¥ah!"

“Yah! Come out!™

“ What iz all this dreadful noise ™

Tt was the voice of Mr. Guelch, the masier of the Remove,
an the stairs. The shewiing meb outside the door of Study
MNo. 1 melted away like snow in the summer sun.  Mr, Quelch
reached the top of the stairs, and found the passage guite
untenanied, ¢ Jooked round him in surprise, and tapped
at the door of Study Wo. 1 and looked m.

“Ah!" said Mr. Quelch grimly, ns ho noted the signe of
combat in the faces of 1the Operatic Bociety. ' 1 suppose
this terrible din is due to you juniors? Yon have been
fighting among yourselves ¥’

“ (Obh, no, sir ! said Harry Wharton,

Mr. Queleh looked at him searchingly. _

“¥ou ecrtninly look as if you had been fighting,
Wharton."

“ Not among oursclves, sir.” ;

“Ah! You have been ﬁgh’rinﬁg gome other party in the
Lower School, I suppoze? Well, don’t jet me hear any
more noise this evening, my boys.” .

And Mr. Quelch went away. The juniors felt considerably
relieved, They would not have beon surprised at getting a
hundred lines each. But the Remove master, though usually
sovere, wag just. He knew that it would be impossible ever
t1f: gct at the rights of the matter, and so he allowed it fo
drop.

TFha members of the Operatic Society looked of ono
another. Thero was not much likelihood of Bulstrode & Co.
coming back, but they did not feel in much trim for an
operatic disoussion. Eyes and noses werg swelling visibly.

“'The mecting bad better be adjourned, I think, sl the
president, looking round. : i

And, as every member of the Operatio and Dramatie
Scciety assented, adjourned the meeting was forthwith,

oA nd straight

“"Why don't you come
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|i “My name is Ozymandias, king of kings—" began Gaunf. “Rats!" The mysterious volce agalo lnierruplea_ lh&—[

reciter, and there was a buzz of indignation in the room. |

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Plotting a Plot.

HE Greyfriars Remove looked somewhat the warse for
bard usage when they appeared in the elass-room the
next morming. Almost every member of the Operatie
and Dramatic Society had a bruise or a cuf, some of

them black eves and swollen noses.  Bulstrode and his friends
were quite as plainly marked, and when Mr. Quelch came
in, and saw half his class displaying the signs of recent
combat, his expression grew erim for o moment. DBut he
masle no remark, and the lessons proceeded as vsual,

Billy Bunter was not damaged, having earclully kept out
of the seriminage of the previous evening., The fat junior
was wearing o thoughtful and apgrieved expression that
merning.  Why the chums of the Hemove should refuse to
admit a ventriloguial display among the items of their pro-
granume was a myzstery to hun, only explicable on the ground
of jealonsy. Bu! Bunter could be obstinate when he liked.
He was o meomber of the {J;mratiﬂ: society himself, and he
didn't soe why he should be loft out of the entertainment.

Bulstrode didn't sce if, either. Bulstrode was alwavs
willing to back up anybody in anyihing, so long as it was
agrungt Harry Wharfaon. And most of the Removites,
though they liked W}mrt::m better than Bulstrode, were
ﬁmcly”mmugh for any noschicf, and alwavs ripe for o

rag.

Rj]ulstmdc- tapped FEJIE Bunter on the shoulder az the
move eame out afler mornin hool. at juni
blinked round at him. s R RE I Riop

“Hallo, 8kinner '™

“It ian't Bkinncr, Qwl!™

' Oh, is that you, Bulstrode? Are you hungry 7

“T'm getting roady for dinner. Why ¢ )

"I thought you might feel inclined to come along with me
and have a snack af the sehool shop,” said Dunter. " IT'in
feeling rather pockish myself.”

“1 don’t mind if I do” said Bualstrode,
funds for onee 1o your life, then i

“Oh, really, Bulstrode——"

“Are you in

* Has that celebrated postal-order come at last "

" Wall, as a matter of fact, it hasn't, and I'm rathor short
of money, Bulstrode., T thought you wouldn't mind lending
me half-a-crown till it came. fcan promise it back for
to-morrow morning for certain,”

“T1 darae say you con promise iL," assented Bulstrode, in
g tone that implied that he had considerable doubts about
the performance of the promise.

**Oh, it's all right, I assure you! I hope you don't think
I'm the kind of fellow to run inte debts Eﬂﬂll‘t pay "

Bulstrode grinned.

* Nobody who knowe you would think that of you, Billy——
I don’t think !

“Oh, really, Bulstrode! YTou knew, ecven if the postal
order didn't come, I shall shortly be in funds, as T shall be
refiing that pound a week for thirteen weeks in * The Gem*’
gotball competition,’™

*“(h, cheese it, Billy ! You make me tired !

“(h. very well, if you den't want to lend, I'm sure I
don't want to borrow "' said Billy DBunter, with great
eignity. I think I'Hl run along and speak to i
Lunge.™

“(th, leave the Chinee alone!”

“He lent me a soversign the other day,” said Bunter
impressively.,  “ There are some [ellows who can trust me,
and Wuan Lung iz one of thom.’™

“id vou pay it back 7 ashed Bulstrode =arcastically.

“ 1 am letting it stand over till T get " The Uem * prizo.
wou like {o lemd me a sovereign, Bulstrode—"

* Yes, I'm likely to stand you a forinight’s pocket-money,”
said Dulstrode. “ I'll tell you what I'll do. Come along to
Mrs. Mimble's, and 1'l) stand vou some cream-puffs."

Y Thanks, awfully, Bulsirode! Bome cream-puffs now
wonld just give me an appetite for my dimner!t I's very
thoughtful of you!

I say, Bkinner, come this way——-""

* No need to ask Skinner,” muttered Bunter anxiously.

s Idf:-uu }ju with all the cream-pufls you can stand, Bulstrode,
and-—-
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“Shut up!
puffa !

“Well, rather!” said Skinner, joining them. The three
juniors walked over to the tuckshop, which Mra. Mimble,
the gardener's wife, kept within the precincts of Grey-
friara.  Bulstrode was in funds, as he 1_.:3uu.|1y was. Ee
ordered & dozen cream puffs with the air of an emperer.
Billy Bunter's eyes glistened behind his spectucles. Skinner
knew that Bulstrode must have some object in feeding up
the cormorant of the Romove, and he wondered what i was.

“I say, you fellows, these puffs are ripping!” said Billy
Bunter.  * Are you going to have any giager-pop, DBul-
strode "’

“Three gingera, Mrs. Mimble, pleasa )
_ “Won't you want any for yourselfi"” asked Billy Bunter
innocently. L

Skinner chuckled, and Bulstrode glared at the fat junior.

* That's one each,” said Bulstrode.

““Oh, I sea! I can always manage three myself 1"

*You'll manage one now.” .

“Oh, very well! 1 say, don't those jam-tarts look
r-pmr:f?" o
“1 dare say they do! Now, abeut that ventriloguial en-
tertainment, BDilly—"

* Yes, wasn't that a sell?” said Bunter, *'If you follows
h;.dq’r. burzad .;:F'f as you did, I should have glvenm you &
ripping entertainment !

“Wall, of course, that was due to Whartons interrap-
tions,” said Bulstrode, with & wink at Skinner. * We felt
we conldn’t very well sce it through.” c

“Did you really, Bulstrode? Bob Cherry was trymng to
make out that the fellows couldn't stand my ventriloguial
entertninments at any price—"’ .

“That's all rot on the face of 11! Now, I put it to you,
Bunter?"

“You're right there! With my wonderful abilities as a
ventriloguist, [ don't zee how my cntertainment could fail
to be—be—"

“Enmrtaini;]g.“ suggested Skinner.

“ Appreciated,’” said Billy Bunter: “ that’s what I meant
to say. 1 don’t see, under the circumsiances, how my enter-
tainment could fail to be appreciated. DMy idea 13, that it
would give their show a leg-up if they included it in their
programme.”’

“Oh, they're making up & programmne, are they?"’

“¥es, Wharton suggested an oratorio, but I didn’t think
much of that, 3o the dea was dropped. Then he brought
forward an act from Shakespeare, but I had to bar that tod.
I felt that it wouldn't do, you know. A variety entertain-
ment is the thing. Now, my idea would be to have a few
songs, and then about an hour’s ventrilorguism, and then a
few songs to finish up.”

“And a jolly good idea, too!" sald Bulstrode heartily,
while Skinner giggled into his glass of ginger-bear.

“ But the othors don't care for it. I supnose it's jealousy
at bottom. They don't care aboub me getting the bull of
the show, vou know."

“Then the ventriloguism is going Lo be left out¥"

“8Bo they say. But 1 don't see why they should have
their way about it. I don't want to be hard on them, but a
fellow must think of himsell sometimes. v came into my
;‘nmd to bust up their show for them, just to give them o
330701,

Come on, Skinny, and bave soma cream-

|H'

“Could you do it?" exclaimed Bulstrode eagerly.
“ How?"

“Oh, easily emough! I say, I'm jolly thirsty "

“ Another ginger, Mr3. Mimble, please! INow, than,

Billy, how could you bust up the ghow?™

“Why, I was thinking that I would put up a notice on tha
board, annﬁuncing a wvontriloguial entertainment for tho
samo ovening,” said Billy Bunter medestly. ** That would
draw all their audience away, and they would bo left to sing
to an emply room.”

Bulstrode and Skinner exchanged plances. The fat junicr
was in danger at that momont of having his pinger-heor
poured down the back of his neck, but Bulstrode restrained
kimself.

* 1 suppose they're going to have some rehearsals?™ he
remarked.

. ¥ Oh, yes, they were talking about that thiz morning!”

¥ Last time, when they wers doing an opera or something,
they had a rehearsal in publie, the Form being admitted,”
Bulstrode remarked careleasly. * Anything of that sort on
this time?"”

““Ves, that's the idea! They're going to rehearzo in
private at fivat, and when they are up to form, they're going
to have a rehearsal in public—a sort of preliminary perfiorm-
ance, just to o few select friends. Then if it goes all right,
you sez, they'll fsel fit for the public performance on the
day before breaking-up.’

““HARRY WHARTON'S DAY OUT.”

“ A fow solect friends, eh?”? said Bulstrode, “I suppose

that means anybody in the Remove, Billy?” o

“Well, I don’t know. I don’t suppose thev'il ask you.

“ Why shouldn't they ask me?’ eaid Bulstrode, rather
savagely. ] !

“ You might make a row, and mtcrrulit.. Of course, 1t
wouldn’t matter much if a roiten show like that was inter-
rupted. Without my ventriloguism to give it a tone, 1 don't
see how the Operatic Seciety’s entertainment can amount to
much." .

“ Certainly not. Now, where is the thing to be given,
Billy; I suppose you know?"

“%.r . Wharton has decided on the box-room—tho old
one, you know, at the top of the house. There's plenty of
room thera if the lumber is cleaved back, and nol much
ghance of being interrupted.”

Balstrods's eyes glimmered.

And wheni'

“ Oh, that isn't scttled yet! Soon, d think—any evening.”

“ Of course you'll know in time to let us know?”

“(Oh, yes! I say, those jam-tarts do look ripping !

“ Give Bunter a couple of tarts, Mrs. Mimblal” ]

“ And not stale ones," said Billy Bunter. *I'm pa.ﬁng
roady cash for these, Mrs. Mimble—or Bulstrode is, whic
amounts to the same thing—and I want "em fresh.”

“(f course, you'll let me know?" said Bulstrode. *1
should like to be there.™

“Oh, I'il let you know, never fear! It's not a secret.
Wharton says that if there are any interruplions, tho inter-
rupters will go out on their neeks.”

‘ Now, Billy, I've thought of an idea for you to get your
own back on those rotters—"'

“0Oh, I don’t eall tham rotters, Bulstrode, though they do
keep me rather short of grub, and show a lot of small
jealousy over my ventrilogquism !

“What [ mean 13—

“And I don't know that T exactly want to get my own
back, cither. All T want to do is to show them sad all Grey-
friura that I can give a jolly good entertaimment, and that I
cunt't be loft off the programme without disadvantaga to all
concerned.”

“ That’s exactly what I was thinking. O course, you'll be
at the show?''

“ ¥es, unless I'm giving & rival entertainment.

“Good! But why not give a rival cniertainment on the
spot?'’ :
“Eh? Wharton says that all interrupters will go out on

their necks. I shouldn’t like to gquarrel with Wharton; he's
bigger than I am!”

1 was thinking of yvour ventriloguism. Suppose you
mimic all the singers, and if you do it well, of course, they
won't know that you are deing it.  Wharton won't throw
¥ou out on your neck if he doesn't know what you're at.”

n " Oh, 7 really, Dulstrode, there's something in  that!
ut——

“ You see, you would be able fo tell them afterwards, and
prove to thom what a ripping ventriloguist you were, and
that they couldn’t afford to leave you out of the show on
December 18th," said Bulstrode blandly.

“Well, that's true enought!"

“ I'T"I:nly keep it dark till it comes off, Bunty, or they'll scalp
YL

“0Of course, I shouldn't tell them what I was going o do.
I shall certainly think it over, Bulstrode.™

And the tarts and ginger-bezr being finished, and no more
forthecoming, Billy Bunter walked out of the tuckshop, his
brows Lnitted in thought, showing that he was deaply
pondering over the waluable suggestion he had received.
Skinner looked at ths Hemove bully in amazement.

“ Blessed if I can see what you're getting at, Bulstroda!”
he remarked. * ¥You know as well as [ do that the young
ass can't ventriloguise for toffes!”

“ I know he can’t!” grinned Bulstrode. “*DBut I don't ses
why mysterions ventriloguial voices shouldn't interrupt tha
show, all tho same!™

“How? I don’t catch oni™

“ The box-rocm i3 just the place—'

© Just the place for Wharton's purpose, hut—""

“ Just the place for us, too. The walls are all wooden,
and it's casy encugh to bore holes through them from the
lumber-room on one aids, and the stairgase on the other,
Then it would be quite easy, Loo, for fellows to bs hidden
in some of those old packing-casea that are stacked up
there—"'

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Skinner went off into a roar as the possibilities of the
schema dawned upon him, Bulatrode grlnnﬁd with satis-
faction.

* [ rather fanecy we shall be shle to muck up the rehearsal
a treat,” he remarked. " We sha'n't be inviiod, so if wa're
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not visible there, that won't make ’em suspect anything.
It will be the joke of the season.”

“Ha, ha, hat"

And the two practical jokers of the Femove strolled out
of the tuckshop quite satisfied with their idea, and chuck-
ling over its possibilities as they discussed it,

THE XNINTH CHAPTER.
The Pregramme,

2 OW are you fellows ge:tin%- along with your show?®”
Billy Bunier inguired, a few days later, as he camae
into Study MNo. 1 and found the Famous Four there,
with several other members of the Wharton

COperatic and Dramatic Society, )

““None the better for being interrupted by a silly ass!”
saicdd Trevor crossly.  Trevor was just asking the genernl
opinion upon hie rendering of “ Btar of Eve” from “ Tann-
hauser,” and Bunter had stopped him on a bigh note,

“ {h, really, Trevor——-"" i :

“Shut up, ass! I'Il try that little bit over again, you
ghaps."'

" Clertainlty,” said the chaps politely.

“1 say, vou fellows—-="

“Kilt him, somebady " _

Bob Cherry picked up an ebony ruler. Billy Bunter
dodged away, and remained quiet for g little bit, with an
indignant blink round the study to show that it was under
proteLt.

“E Ok, star of eve, thy tender beam
Shines o’er my spirit's troubled dream——"

" How's that?’ asked Trevor.
“Out ! said Nugent.
i Eh-l:l! : =
“1 mean vou were off your stroke on the 'star” Try it
again, and don’t get so fat.”

“(Oh, star of eve, thy tender beam

“Good! That hit it fairly in the centre!”

" Think i1t will do?" .

“Quite! We can consider the ‘Star of Eve’ passed!
said Harry Wharton, * It's a rather ambitions song for a
kid, but all the better if it's done well. Only, if you get
nervoug before an andience and muck 1t ap, 11'13‘5}1.9." look
bigger asses than if we had contented ourseives with smaller
fry

awall there's the rehearsal in the box-room hefore a
select audiencs,” sard Trevor. “If you can stand an
audience of personal friends, you can stand anything ¥

“Well, ves, that’s quite true.”

':ﬂNc:l.-.r, what about that bass song that Elliatt was poing
to dol

“IThe People that Walked—--""

“0h, no! We're leaving sacred muste out of i, and the
fellows wouldn't understand——"

" They would 1n Wales,” said Morgan,

HWell, we're not in Wales now, old chap. Leave Handel
alone for a bit, Wo may bring him up agein some other
time—say at Laster. You were thinking of doing an
operaticc song, Elliotl—ore of the songs from Wagner's
' i_n}u_mgrin," I think.”

“Goed. 'The King'a praver,” " said Elliott. ** It suitz me
down to the ground.’”

“You have to gebt nearly downp to the ground to get the
bottom noies,” prinned Dob Cherry,

“ b, 1 don’t krow that! I can manape F, you know, I
wizh T could get up to the E flat as caszily,” gaid Elliott.
" Now, just see how T manage the F.?

The Operatic Society prenared to listen.  MNuogent held
on to the table, but as he was standing behind Elliott, the
bass did not see that nlaviul action.

“Dasz Trog und Wahrheit klar erweist,” sang Elliptt,
On “klar” he seemed to be on the point of expiring, that
being the F. He brought it oot with & crogk like z frog,
and thare was a general gasp.

“How was thaty? he asled.

*Qut,” replicd the Operatic Soclety, with one voiee.

“(h, I say!™

Elliott tried agnin, and the result was a2 more ghastly
eroalk than the first. Nugent stopped his ears.

1 ey, that waen® flot, was 117 zaid Elliott anxiously.

"Ha, ha! No, it wasn’t Hat, certainly, old man, It wss
sharp, though, and it wos a ghasily row.”

** Look here, Mugent--—"

“You'll have to transpose the song a bit higher if you're
going to sing 1t sabd Nugent, " Yoeu ean’ go on tho stage
croaking like a giddy [eghorn,®

“Can't ke did.)” saad Elliott reefully. " That’s the werst
of Wagner—the bounder eatches you at the top as well as at
the hottom. T can only just do the E flat now, and i we
shoved it any higher, I should bust there™

" Then you'd better lot Wagner alone for a bif, ¢ld man,
and take something a bit more simple,”” eaid Harry Whar-
ton. T must sav I ean't etand your F.'7
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“Tl try it onco more,’”’ gaid Ellictt, 1 can do if, you
know." ‘

“Worse than ever,” said Nugent, as Elliott, gathering all
hiz powors, bmuighr. out a croalk frem the depths of his
chest that would have done eredit to a raven with & severe
cold in the throat. ‘ Better chuck it. D'l tell you what—
vou can sing a Border sung—something they zing in Taviot-
dale, or wﬁﬂruvw it is you come from, That will give
variety to the show."
& “"* E}-:-:ndl. I'll ]ml-:j out for ene,

though, presently.’ ]

8o E.:.rr, [:!.'e"\'c wzjly ot the ‘Star of Eve’ settled.” said
Trevor. I really think r{mt.’will go down all right. My
aunt says I sing that sweetly’

"Bi{:s?s :.r-r:ﬂ.l:rg aunt! Stiek that down, Harry. What's
next?’ :

“What price my recitation?’ said Gaunt. " ‘' Mly nome is
Ozymandizs, king of kings! Look on my works, ye
mighty oMt

“Well, I don't know—---"

““ 4 Look on my works '——"" ]

“(h, blow your works! What works are you talking
abont?"”’ . '

' Azg! I mean Qzymandias’s works !’ _,

“Then what do you mean by SR ITE YOUT works ¥

“Dummy ! This is how it goes--—-

““ Oh, never mind how it goes!?” gaid Bob Cherry. )

“1'm explaining to thet denee ass, Nugent. * My name I3
Ozymeandias, king of kings "=—-"

“Ring off 1" 5 ; i

5 Took on my works '—Ozymandiass works—"ye mighty,
and despair?’ " e

“That doesn’t explain what the works were,” said Hazel-
dene, ' If you mean the works of & watch——""

+1 don'"t mean anyvthing of the sort.™ .

“The fellgws wiil want to know what you are talking
shout—I mean, thevy will expect even a regitation to have
smne sonse it You ought to make it clear what works
vou inean.’

“Of all the idiots—--" _ ) )

“(Oh, we'll pasz Ozymandizs!” said Ilarry Wharlen, in.
tereupting the argument, which wes Hrﬂh]:lf WATTIL. It's
short, anyway, and that is a recommendation. Tf the
swdionce don’t make out what it's abouf, they'll think it's
somnething awfully deep, and the name of Shelley on the
programme will bear i€ out.” 1

ﬁ "oll, there's something in that.”
Mow, are veo ready to put down

I'll have another go at that

** Feith, and ye're right.
my item, darling?”

* What's vour item?”’

 Sure, I thinkin' of doin’ ¢ The Widow Malope’”

“Whao's she? asked Gaunt.

“* Have ve heard of the Widow MMalone

“ Mo, I haven't.” . -

“ Have you heard of the Widew Malone, ochone?

“Pon’t I keep telling yvou I haven't!™” ;

* ¥e howiing gosscon, that's the recitation | "!

“Oh, Tsee! Why couldn’t yvou say so at first?™

“ Have vou hoard of the Widow Mulone, ochone,
Whe lived in the town of Athlone, all alone

“(iood,” said Harry Wharton, ** That's corsic, and it
muits Micky., But vou can’t have two recifations noxt to
one another—something eise must go beiween.”

** What price an instrumental solo?”’ asked Nugent.

“{ieod! That would malke varieiy.” :

“ Then shove down the ‘Prelude to the Third :"ng:? of
Lohengrin.' Evarybody knows that by beart, and it's a
ripping lively thing® .

My dear chap, we haven't an orchestra. You want
flutes, ohoes, clarionets, bassoons, horns, trumpets, trom-
hones, tuba, drums, triangle, and the dickens knows whaut
eles, for that, and we have my ﬂ_ut{: to represent the wm::i
inctruments, and Hazeldene's violin for the strings. I dou’t
go how o flute and a violin

“My dear ass, I wasn’t thinking of an orchesira. I was
ihii“Fi"E, of playing it on my mouth-organ.”

il

“Rats 1" said Hazeldene. * You were thinking of playing
a Wagner March on 2 mouth-organ.  Why don't you try the
* Moonlight Sonata’ op o tin whistle?"

“Tla, ha, hat” )

“1 moean what I sav,” said Nugent obstinately. “ 1 can
do ik, Of course, vou have to pick up the dominant mebedy,
and shove that in etrong. Il give you a specimen ——-"

YOO, vou wou t Y

“Wes, I will,”™ said Nuapent, taking out his mouth-organ,
“You've got to Lnagine that my moutl-organ 15 tha
truampets, bassoons, and tubg—""

“Ha, ha! You waut a big imagination for that.”

Well, anyway, an crchesira would make too much row
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And Nugent blew away. As a matter of fact, his perform-
ance was a4 very craditable one, and the juniors listened to
it with plossure, Harry Wharton nodded as Nugent finished
blowing out his faint reproduction of the blare of that
famous prelude.

] * That will do,” he said. “* We'll shove it in. I'll put

Organ solo’ on the programme—that will sound botter
than ‘mouth-orgzan sole,' ™

““Ila, ha! Right!"

“1 say, you fellows—"

" Don't interrupt, Dilly. Now, about Hazeldena,”

‘Il was thinking of d-uin% s dust with Marjorie,” said
Hazeldene. “ Thers's a good one we know pretiy well, and
I'll write to Matjorie to look out her part fresh. It's the
duet between Elsie and Point in the * Yeomen of the Guard,’

ou know. I know it's & jolly hackneyed thing, but it will
fresh enough to the Greyfriars fellows. And it's simple,
and musical, too—real musie."

Y Good,” said Harry Wharton, “1 shouldn't wonder if
that goea down the best of the lot. Anything from Gilbert
and Bullivan is bound to be appreciated.™

“ It groes like thia——""

“1 aay, you fellows—"

“Shut up! ‘1 have 3 Seng to Sing, oh '—-"

I dare say you have, Vaseline, but—""

YT have g Sunﬁ to Sing, oh!’ Then Marjorie savs, * Sing
me Your Bong, oh!” And then—-"

“I aay, vou fellows—""

* Chaolee thalb porpeise, somebody 1"

“Yes; but I eay-—"

“Will you ring off?"" bawled Bob Cherry, “ We don't
want any ventriloquism. We don’t want you to imnrove
the show by giving an hour’s entortainment in the middie of
it. We don't want snything. Bhut up!”

“ Yes; bug—"

“ My only Aunt Maria! Isn't that plain enough? Then 1
shall have to uao the ruler”

- “"Held on, Cherey! I—I say, vou fellows, I don't want to
interrupt, but——"’

“ Quick, then, what is it?"

“It's—it's tea-time !"

£s Dh !n

“It's tea-time,” said Billy Dunter. I don't think we
l}ﬂghﬂt to keop toa late. ['ve got a rather delicate consiitution,
and if T have my meals late, it has a vory bad effect upon it.
As a matter of fact, [ only keep myself going by taking
plenty of nourishing food, though owing to the moeanness of
somo people, I can't always have as much as I really noed.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

"1 don’t see anything to ecackle at in that.
(T v —

Harry Wharlon laughed.

“8o it s, he apread. " We'd better have tea, and leave
tho rest of tho discussion till after. Will all you fallows
stay to tea? Wa've gobt rathor & decent feed on.™

“ Faith, and it's a pleasure it will be.”

" Yoa, rather.”

And the whole Operalic Boeiety accepted cordially. Thera
was a crowded tea-table in Study Ne. 1 that evening.

Now just you listen fo

It's ten-

THE TENTH CHAPTER,

Billy Bunter Talks.
[ 2AY, Balstrode ™

1]
The Remove bully stopped as Bunter spoke to him.
It was a few days later, and the Owl of the Remove
was looking as i had something to communicate.
“ Wall, what i3 it?'" said Bulstrode. “ Any nowa about
the Operatic Bociety "
“I—I'm feeling rather faint, Dulsirode.”
" Have you ﬁtu[med me to tell me that?" asked Bulstrode,
with a rather ngiy look upon his face.
“0h, no!” said Billy Bunter hastily. *“T1—1 haven't
cxactly stopped you to tell you that, Dulstrode, you know.
I've gob soina news about the Operatic Society, but—but
ieel so faint, that I don’t know whether I shall be abla to toll

you'
“0Oh, don't be o young pig, if you ¢an help 1" said
Bulstrode. “* Havs they fixed the time for the rehearsal to a

tew seleot frienda?”’

" Yea, that's it.”

Bulstrode's eyes glimmored with satisfaction.

“Lood! When ia it?"

“J—=I'm feoling so faint .—

“Is it to-night?

“I'm zo0 jolly hungry that—-—-"

“Oh, como to Mra. Mimble's,"” said Bulstrede, with a
growl, It waa p I"Elﬂj'_(}‘]]:-'tlru. that he would get nothing out
of Billy Bunter unpatd for, and he could not try his usual
resouree of bullying, as in that caso Bunter would be certain
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to tell the whole matter to Harry Wharton, and the scheme
would be spoiled. ' Blessed if you're not & regular shark,
Bunter.”

* Uh, reslly, Bulstrode—""

“Oh, coma and be fed!"

“If you put it like that, Bulatrode, I shall have to refuse
to accept o treat from you," said Bunter, without slackening
pace, howaver. 1 don't want you to imagine that ['m
telling you Wharton's affairs for tho sake of petting a feed
out ot you"

“h, come on !V

“I should regard such a line of action as utterly mean,
and I hope you don’t think me capuble of it, Bulstrode,”

Butstrodo grunted.

M I'm telling you these things as a friend,” said Bunter,
with dignity, as they entered the tuck-shop. ** If you like to
stand me a feed as o frienld, too, there's nothing to be
objected to in thet. Jam-tarts, please!™

“ Give this young pig half a dozer tarts, please, Mra.
Mimbla,”

* Oh, really, Balstrode!

**Wire in, and fcll us the news."

“IF you put it like that, I shall refuse the feed, so 1 warn
you,”" said Bunter, with his mouth full. ** If you think I'm
eager for o fow tortg-——""

“* What'a tho news?"”

“1I really don't know whether I can tell you,” said Bunter,
ag ho was travelling through the tarts. ** You have such a
bratal, mercenary way of putting things——"

" Have some lemonade?” said Bulstrode more graciousiy.
* And somo more tarts, - [ like lo see vou feed, Bunter. It's
a3 good as paying for admission at the Zoo!™

" Oh, really, Bulstroda— —"'

“Go ahead! Tuck in! Now, what's the news from Study
No. 1, old chap?*” :

* They're mving the rehearsal to a sclect cirele this evon-
ing, after tea,” said Billy Bunter. * They've asked about
a dogzen follows in the Remove.”

“ They've forgotten me, somchow,” saikl Bulstrode, with
o grin.

* They think you'd make a row——

*Quite right; I probably should, Now, Billy, it's settled
about the programme, isn't iti"

“Yer; they've drawn it up—="

*Azal I mean about our programme. You are poing to
o the ventriloguist business, and make your volece appear
to come from the bLoxes, and the walls and the roof, and
20 ont"

“ Yea, rather!”

“It will be a splendid praof to them that you can really
do as you say, and thatb it’s not all gas.”

“ That's what I was thinking, Bulstrode. I'm sorry you
can’'t bo there to zee it,"” said Bunter, ' Perhapa if you
asked Wharton——"

*I'm not going to osk Wharton for anything 1

“ But you'd hke to be there?"

. U Never mind me; I've got an engagement for this even-
mmg, as it happens, Don't forget the ventriloquist busincss,
Billv. You're such a marvel, you know, So-long!”

“ I sny, I'm still hungry— ="

But Buolsirode was pone. Billy Bunter blinked after him,
and then blinked at Mrs. Mimble. He eved the jam-tarts
lovingly.

“1 say, M, Mimble—-—"

YWell, Master Buntar?®”

* 1 suppose you wouldn't care to trust me with a few jam-
tarts till Bararday?”

“ You are quite right, Master Bunter; I should not!"

*“0Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble! I don't want you to put it
to the old account, you know. This is to be an entirely
frosh account, to ba sottled up in eash on Saturday.”

Mrz. Mimble walled into ker little parlour without reply-
ing, and Billy Bunter siched deeply, and drifted cut of thes
tuckshop. A youth with a quaint face and a piglail waa
passing, and Billy Bunter poked him in the ribs.  Wun Lung
the Chinee gasped, and turned round.

“¥aay, Wun Lung, if rou're having tea in your study——

‘Ao havee tea allee hght.””

“ 1 don't mind coming to ez with you,’

LL .V{J":.I' ﬂh.“..'l'.I pes

“* What have you got for tea?

“ Niceenicee lats!™

“Lats! Do you mean rats?”

The Chinese junior rodded.

“ Micee-nicoe stow, Lata!”

Hilly Bunter mads o grimace of disgust.

“ Then you can keep 16!" he sgid

The Chinese junior walked away grinning. Bunter blinloed
at him doubtfully. He knew that cat soups and dog
stows were rogarded 23 appetising by the Celestial, but he
had imagined that even Wun Lung would draw o line at
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rats. He could not help suspecting that the heathen had
been ' pulling hiz leg.’® It was quite probable that Wun
Lung was not particularly anxious to entertzin the cor-
mworant of the Remove to tea. But Bunter felt that he could
not risk it. He had not forgotten the Fido stew yeif.

He found the Famous Four busy when he came into Study
No. 1. Bunter set gbout getting tea with an air of sup-
pressed but superior knowledge that drew attention to him
at laat, Cherry gave him a playful dig in the ribs,

“ Oh, really, Wharton——"

“ What's the matter with you®’ asked Bob Cherry.
“Have you discovered a new wheeze instead of ventrilo-
guism, or found some vnexpected grub in the cupbosard, or
are you simply looking forward to the show to-night?"

* Oh, I'm looking forward to the show ! zaid Bunter, with
awgrin. ‘1 have no doubt that it will be very entertaining.’”

" What is the image Eriuning ahbout 7"

" Oh, nothing! We ghall 2ee what we shall see

“Did you work that out in vour head, Bills¥”

“Oh, really, Nugent——""

“ We shall probably see¢ what we shall see,” apresd Bob
Cherry, * We often do. But thai isn’t sueh an astounding
dizcovery, you know, Billy, that it's worth while bursting
with suppressed glee over it.”

“Well, that's all right, then,"” said Bunter. " We shall
see what we shall gee!”

“Go hon! What's all right?’”

“ Never mind,” said Dunter mysteriously. “ Ha, ha!

Never mind !

The Famous Four at-arci st him rather anxiously.

“ Not off your rocker, I hope?¥' said Bob Cherry, with
solicltude.

*Oh, really, Cherryg——""

“Then what's the matter with you?"

“0Oh, nothing !

“ The matterfulness ia great, and is only equalled by the
asininefulnesa of the esteemeod rotten Bunter.™

“Well,” znid Bunter, ' we ahall 2ee what we shal] see!”

“ We're -ettiuq; to hnow that. Hand over the eggs, and
don't jaw, Billy.’

“Why, you were asking me—""

“Oh, don’t argue! Let's have somo tea”

And they had tea,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Inierrupied Entertainment,

ARRY WHARTON rose from the tea-table in Study
Mo, 1, glancing at his watch., It was a quarter to
seven, and the enterlainment in the box-room had been
Bxed for seven. It was high time for the chums to

be on the ground, as Bob Cherry expressed it.

“ You fellows all ready?”’ asked Wharton,

“¥Yeg, rather!”

Y Then eome on!™

And Harry Wharton led the way 1o the narrow staircose
at the end of the passage, and up to the disuzed box-room.
They overtook several juniors on the way, some of them
belonging to the Operatic and Dramatic Society, and others
being memboers of the select andience invited {o witness
the final rehearsal of the variaty show.

The box-room was & large apartment. It was a room in
the old building of Greyiriars, end had heen disused since
additiona had been madi to the echool. The norrow stair-
ease made it very inconvenient to approach, and it was very
suttuble for the purpose of the operatie juniore.

Thare was a gas jet in the room. Thia had been provided
with an ineandescent burner for the occasion, and the light
was ¢xcellent, and penetrated every corner of the room.
The box-room had been swept tnd garnished, so to speak.
Although it was disused, a good deal of lumber was packed
in it, ineluding & number of old packing-cases. Bome of the
old boxes had been arranged as seats for the audience. Of
the latter there were only a dozen. The audience was eelect.

The box-room looked very cleen and cheerful. There was
no stare, but a ribbon was tied ncross the floor from two
nails to mark off the supposed line of the footlights. In
front of thiz were ranged the more or less comlortable secats
for the salect audience.

Before seven atruck from the school tower, the awdience
were all in their places. Whether they were looking forward
joyfully to the entcrtainment we cannot say, but they cer-
tainly appreciated the compliment of being regarded as
select, %‘E&y were on their best behaviour, and some of them
had put on clean collars. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who
was not on the list of performers on this oveasion, took his
seat among the sudiemce, next to Wun Lung the Chinee,
There was & [riendship betwesn the two Orientals, and they
frequently talked to one another ‘n an Asiatic jargon in-
comprehensible to the Remove fellows.

The Operatic Bociety were seated In & row on a long form
on the siage—tha stage being the portion of the foor marked
off by a nibbon, There were no scenes for them to get
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behind, They were to eit there and rise in turn to Y do
their little bit,"” as Dob Chercy put it. Harcy Wharton, as
President of the Socicty, spolie a few words to the select
audience,

“ Gentiemen of the Remova ——'

* Hear, heur!” said the seleet andienec, )

“ Gentlemen, we are about to eubmut bo you the momn
features of an entertaimment arranged by the Wharton
Dramatic and Opecratie Society, to be given the day before
the school breaks up for the Christmas holidays.”

“* Hear, hear " _

“You are all aware that on that day the upper Forms

iveé B comeert, and it has ncsurred to us that the jumor

orms ought not to ba left out, cspecially the Remove,
which may be regarded as the most important of the junior
Forms."

* Good old Remaove 1™ .

“This present show iz merely & rchearsal of what will be
given on the data I have imentioned.  As the Operatic
Qociety is wholly compoesd of amateurs, we solicit your
kind indulgence.”

* Hear, hear!"

“ (o ahead 1

“ On the bawl!"’ .

Billy Bunter roee in his place in the audience. There
WasS 0 roar.

“ Bit down ! !

1 want o speak one word to the President of the
Dperatic Society.”

Bt down !

“1 want to epealk—" -

“I¢ iz not in order,” said the President of the Operatic
Society. ' But you maoy say it. Buck up, though.

* Waould the Society care for me to improve the programme
by introducing a splendid veniriloguist turn?”

** No; certainly not!"

“ Put it to the audienze.” : :

¢ Centlemen, would vom care for a ventriloguiel turn by
Bunter to be introduced into the programmei” asked
Wharton, with & smile,

‘There was 2 roar.

“No! Turn him out!" "

“JIs that plain enough for you, Dunter?

* Oh, mak}ly, Wharton——"

“ Shut up and sit down.” ’ ,

“ Very well! I think this show will not be a success, that's
all,” said Bunter; and he sat down- ] =

Trevor was first on the proprimme with the * Star of
Eve,” from ** Tannhauser.” The song suited Trevor very
well, and he expected to make a hit. He coughed o little,
It was a dizadvantage to sing without any accompaniment,
and, of course, getting o piany into the box-room had been
out of the question. Nugent's kind offer to accompany tha
SiAEers on ?Iiﬁ mouth-organ had been unanimously refused.
However, there would be a planc when the great p riorm-
ance wae given on the 18th, and thiz was only & preliminary
canter, 5o to speak, Trevor started.

He sang pretty well, though not in the correct key, but
all of a sudden there was an interruption, .
He had just reached * Oh, star of cve, 1hy tender beam,
when a curiously strained and painful voies proceeded from

the aundience.

* Draw it mild "™ i
Trevor started, and stopped. Harry Wharton roes to hig

feat. Of course, he had immediately recognised Bunter’s
ventriloquial voice, though peor Billy imagined that he had
made the words proceed from Ruasell.

SANDOW’S BOOK
FREE!

Just published, a new book showing how Sandew won

Health and Fame, beautifully illustrated, and explainiog
how every man and woman can obtain robust health ana

perfect development by exercise.

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at once a copy of this book
will be sent free.
Address: No, 18, SANDOW HALL, BURLEIGH STREET,
STRAND, LONDON, W.C.
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* Bunter I™

““Tht Did you speak to mie, Wharton?"

“¥Yes, I Jdid; got out!l”

“Th?Y What am I to get cut ford"

:‘ :Fmi' inf&rri.lp't.ing the singer.”

“Y¥ou young ass! Do you think anybedy would imagina
that squeak came from anybedy but you?” exclaimed Bob
Uh&rr}r.I '; {iot out ot oncel"

L3 I_ o _._'___"F

“Do you want mo to como and chuck you out?!' roored
Trevor.

Bunter made a rush for the door. IHis ventriloquial
efforts were aver for the evening., The voice-throwing had
not been such 8 howling success as he had anticipated. He
could not make it out, but finally came to the conclusion
that there was something wrong with the acocustics of the
bux-reom, which rendered that apartment unfavourable for
the exercise of the vendriloguial art.

He darted out of the door, just escaping a cushion hurled
after him by Bob Cherry, and Trevor woas requested to * get
on with the washing™

He did so, and the song was finished to great applause.

Then cama (raunt with his recitation. All went well unty
he came to—
“ My name is Ozymandias, king of kings——-"

* Rats 1"

The voice interrupted the reciter, and there was a buzz
of indignation in the room.

“ It's that asz Duonter!™

Y No, it isn’t; he's gone™

“*Then who ia it?™

‘' Blessed if I kpow.”
o Rﬂall‘}', gentlamen,'

: gaid the president of ithe Operatic
Hocioty,

‘I appeal to you to keep ailence for the reciter.”
“My name is Ozymandiag, king of kings.

Look on my works—-"

" More rats !

Wharton rose to his feet, searlet with anger.

“I oall upon the intercrupter to clear out.™

" Clear out yourself!"

“ Whe said that?"

*Yah!"

* Waa that you, Russell?”

“Ne, it wasn't!” said Russell, looking amazed. “The
voice seemed to come from thie box bahind me, but of sourse
that's imposaible. There 1sn't a piddy ventriloguist in the

room."'

“Well, get on with the recit., Gaunt, old man.”
“My name is Ozymandias, king of kinga.
k on my wor "
" Cheese 151"
“Who said that?
" Chuck the rotter out!™
“Tt was Russell!™
Tt waan't!

[ al
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“My mame 13 Ozymandias, king of kings.
Lock on my works, ye mighty——-"

“Oh, ring cff!"

“ It wae Russell that time,' yelled Bob Cherry; "1 saw
hia lips move,"

“1 was sucking a lozenge."

“Chuck him out!”

“Heold on! I—"

“ Chuck him out!”

Harry Wharten and two or three other members of the
Operatic Society rushed at Bussell. The latter, amazod and
indignant, struggied fercely. Three or four pairs of hands

rasped him, and he went recling against a packing-case
ﬁehind hiz seaf.

“Hold ont! I tell you T—— O )

Crash! Rusaell and his assailants erashed on the packing-
oaze, and it went over.

Then thers was a startled yell, and a roar.

“* Bulstrode !"' . )

It waz Bulstrode who had given that startled yell, a4 his
hiding-place was knocked over. The andience roared his
name in amazement. DBut in a moment they understood.

“The sad! He was hidden hore all tha tima!"

. g E"mirr:r, Russell,” muttered Harry Wharton. “Lesd a
and hero.’

“Oh, it's all right!” grinned Ruseell. “I almost thﬁug&lg«t
it was myself, the voloe was so near me. Chuck him out|

"L&g o!" roared Dulstrode, as a dozen hands grasped
him. ‘EI—]!‘_!-{{ o=hold on i

*“Open the door”

The door was quicklv opened. Dulstrode went out of tha
box-room “on ha neck.”” He came charging back, blind
with [ury, and was hurled forth again, and this time he
rolled down the stairs. Then the Removites looked through
the packing-cases for more. They found Skinner and Stotk;
and the iweo jokers, in spite of their struggles and Hllim‘
tulations, were dragged to the door and hurled ferth. They
rolled down the stairs after Bulstrode, and the victorious
Operatic Society and their sudience re-entercd ihe box-
room, closed the door, and rested from their labours.

“ Gentlemen,” said the president—"gontlemen of the
Ramove——""

““ Heoar, heoar!"

“The Wharton Operatic Socist 7
seemly interrupition. The intrudera having
the proceedings will now procesd.”

* Hear, hear!”

And the proceedings proceeded; and as there wers no
maora interruptions, they proceeded without a hitch. And
when the ontertainment came to a olose, the applause was
hearty and unanimous, and the Wharton Oporatic and
Dramatic Socciety felt justly that they had scored a suocess.
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READ THIS FIRST,

On the death of his father, Jack Dashweood finds to his
astonishment that he has been practieally disinherited in
favounr of his Uncle Domini¢ and Cousin Leonard. He con-
sequently enlists in the 25th Hussars, under ihe name of
Tom Howard, and spon becomes a corporal. Unfortunately
for Jack, however, his Cousin Leonard is attached to the
25th as second licutcnant, and, with the aid of a bullyint
trooper named Sligo, succeeds in t-;;s:tfnm} ack deprived o
his strlﬁes. By the death of his father (Dominie), Lienten-
ant Dashwood is at first prevented from accompanying the
25th to India; but he subsegucently joins the troopship at
Port Said, and he then hears that he has been transferred
to the Ploughshires—an infantry regiment. Jack is soon
reinstated favourite, and becomes once more Tull corporal.
A frontier war breaks out, and the 28th receive orders to
mobilize for the front, On their way to the scene of war the
25th are contirinally “"sniped”™ by the rebels, and Tom has
many ¢xeiting adventures, in one of which he hecomes

pastused of & ring. Sligo is bribed by Dashwood to drug

om Howard one night while the young corporal is on

iequet duty. Tom falls nsleep at his post and is carricd off

¥ the enemy during a skirmish, With a fellow, captive--
a'sikh of the 45th Regiment, named Sundar Singh, Tom
is about to be put to death by the tribesmen when the
chief, Jamra HKhan, recognises Tom's ring gnd guestions
him about it. Tom says that he Killed the tribesman it
belonged to, whereopon the chief hails him as a friend,
saylog that the former owner of the ring was his bitterest
enemy. Through Tom's Intervention Sundar Singh's life
is alsp spared. (Now go on with the story.)

““ About the Setting of the Moon !*#

The tribesmen were quick to recognise bravery, even in a
foe; and the whole tribe being now under great personal
obligations to our hero, according to their particular code of
honour, their admiration was all the more sincere,

Bundar Singh put sside the bowl of broken meats which
one of the men handed to himy, and, with a quick glance
from his intellipent eyes at Tom, the Sikh went away down
the valley, looking neither to the right nor to the left, but
walking swiftly, as a man who has made up his mind what
ke is poing to do, and intends to do it.

He had not gone very far, whan Jamra Khan raized his
hand to his mouth and sent a wild ery after him, and Sundar
Singh, looking round, the chief beclkkoned him back again.

“Tell my brother,” said Jamra Khan, pointing to the
corporal—" tell him in his own tongue—that he must stay
with us a while. The path te ilis valley from the plain
below is a secret, and o secret it must remain.’”

" Why, then, do they let you go?” queried Tom. “ Do
they mean treachery?’

“I know not, neither doTeare,” said Sundar Singh. ** But
to-nighi, about the setting of the moon, be awalke, and be
watehiul. hen you hear the mewing of a cat thrice re-
peated, you will know that T am close at hand.™

Then Sundar 8ingh went away again, and Tom was alone
with the wild tribeamen of the Swat. A strange feeling of
solitude and hopelessness came over our hero when the lithe
form of the Sikkh had dieappeared for the last time. Hao
could make nothing of the strange jarpon of the tribesmen,
who sat cross-legped, regarding him with glittering eyes.

Wild, handeome fellowe were some &f them, with shaven
crowne® others as ugly as monkeys; and in every waist-
shawl glittered a perfect areenal of weapons.

“1 don't know what Bundar Singh's little game is,"
thought Tom, ' but the sconer I am out of thie the better.
In spite of their ancestral feud, which I seemn to have
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settled for them, I would not trust one of the beggare furthet
than 1 could eee him.'”’

The night had come—the wonderful, silent night of these
high altitudes. The moon, just at its full, rese in indescrib-
abie grandeur over the mountain-peaks and lit up every
blade of grass and every boulder that strewed the valley's
sidee. Tom lay on a heap of rupe in the chief’s house.

“1f 1 get back alive,” he thought, * what on earth am I
going to eay to the colonel? I must have-slept at my post,
and Heaven only knows what that'll mean to mel I am
afraid Leonard is going to score this time.”

Then, in spite of all his efforts, hs eyes closed, and [or
gevorai houwrse he slept soundly. When he awoke, 1t was to
find Sundar Singh bending over him.

“ Quick, salib, put on these things!
moment to lose!

; There 8 not a
Aszk no gquestions until we are out of ear-

shot. It is sufficient for you to know that two men are lying
dead vonder. We must be far away belore they are dis-
covered |

With hands trembling with excitement, Tom muffled him-
self in a ragped robe, the breast of which was discoloured
by a dark stain, which was still wet. There was no disguie-
myg its origin, but it was no time for sentiment, and scon
the corporal was disguised as a very presentable tribesman—
turban on head, and hia breeches and puttics concealed h}j;
the loose linen trousers. When he wae ready, Sundar Bing
placed his lipe to his ear.

“I will return to the well for a little space,” he said.
*Go you down the valley until you reach an opening on
the lelt, inte which you must turm. The road lies from
thence straight up the miountainside for a long way, and
then winds down into the plain, where the river flows.
Before you are at the top I will join you.” )

And, stepping back with extreme caution, the B&ikh
seated himself on the parapet of well again, Stealing
along on tip-toe until he was clear of the village, Tom strode
out, and soon reached the little pass which the 8Sikh had
indieated. As he turned fo look back, he saw a white speck
behind him, and konew that it was Sundar Singh followin
in his wake. Tom had examined the weapons in the sas
round his waist, and found them to consist of a murderous-
looking knife and an old flint-lock pietol, the grip of which
was handsomely chased with silver. Ho waited, and in a few
minutes the Sikh joined him, a delighted smile on his face.

“Bo far we are safe, sahib,'" said Sundar Singh. * But
the dogs will socon awake, and then they will pursue us.
Now we must climb like cats!™ L

And away they went, clambering up the eteep, winding

ulleys in the hillside, higher up and higher, until they
ﬁrew out of the shadow and came out into the moonlight,

For two milez they toiled, eutting their hands against the
gharp boulders, and more than once conzing to a halt to take
hreath; but Sundar Singh alwavs ur expedition, and
eeamed ineapoble of fatigue, in spite of the fact that be had
eaten nothing for forty-eight hours.

He plucked a handful of grass and chewed it as he went
along; and then they gained the summit of the mountain
as the moon sank, and their way was shrouded in gloom.

The irack became very difficult, and at every step they
sent stones rolling down, .

There might be other tribeemen afoot, and Sundar Bingh
proeceeded, with his head eet forward and his sharp ears
very wide open. After a time they beard the brawling of

risoav. BY FRANK RICHARDS.
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8 mountain stream, and knew that they must be approach-
mg the foot of the mountain.

Stumbling on 2 slab of rock, Tom fell, and alippad several
yords, and so tired was he by that time that he lay for a
moment stretched full length, with Sundar Singh erouching
beside him.

“The sahib is not hurt?" inguired the Sikh anxiously.
“Wa have yot far to go!"

h_:j am not hurt, old man,"” said Tom, * but I must rest a

i

And there they stayed, Tom, with his hands under his
head, looking out into the darkness, and listening to the
gu::;gle of the wates as it flowed in ite rocky bed.

“Hark!"” said Sundar Singh, placing hiﬁiand on his com-
panion's shoulder. * Do you hear that? ™

Away up the mountain above them, a boulder, dislodped
they knew not how, came thundering down, bounding and
splitting in its descent, and landing with a mighty thud in
the valley at their foet.

" If that had come our way, oh, S8undar Singh," said Tom,
“our troubles must have been over”

U Hush ! eaid the 3ikh, still listening.
time of the avalanches.
down the path.”

Tom EF]‘&I’IE to his feet, and far away overhead in the
silence of the morning he heard the ratile of more slones,
and knew that Sundar Singh was right. The tribesmen
ware on their track.

VU What is to be dene?™ gaid Tom. “If those chaps were
North American. Indians, I would not give a dog-biseuit for
our chances, Can they eee in the dark?”

"Wait!'' said Sundar Singh. * Come this way, and tread
the grass down with your feet” He loed Tom in a direct
line from the foot of the track to the bank of the streamn.
and, stooping down, took off his right shoe, whish he placed
on the bank, with its tow in the water. * Now, like as n
bird!" he whispered, and stole away along the bank to a
great limestone rock. behind which he cowered and waited.

The stones came rolling thick and fast, and they could
henr woices calling. It was so dark tha! nothing could be
seon.  They knew by the sound that snany men were coming
down the path they had just left, and that ther were now
in the valley. They could hear the swish of their feet in
the tangled herbage, and then thers was a cry of dalight.

“They have found it!" whispored Sundar Singh. “In
& moment we shall hear them ford the stream! ™

Jamra Khan, g_m;laing with his hands, had dizcovered the
Sikh's shoe, precisely gs Sundar Singh had intended he
should, and there waa a great splashing as the tribesmen
struggled knee-deep in the roaring terrent.

For half an hour the two fugtives lay listening with all
th-g;'r ¢ars, and then Sundar Singh, rising from Eflis kness,
BaLaL ]

“Come, we bave lad them on a false scent,
end of .1111-3 valley there is

) ““This is not the
I think the tribesmen are coming

At the other

A little further, sahib. We are almost at the top!”
said the Sikh. “I have been this way with my company
when we came to fa_ur-i.sh tho tribes."

And Tom struggling manfully on, they reached the head
of the gorge, to find themselves on a species of razor-ed
crest, beyond which the track plunged down into the Khor
Plain at their feef.

The light was still very faint, for the dawn was long in
coming; but they thought they were safe now, and Sundar
El‘?ﬁh laughed aloud with delight.

e lanrhter died away on hia lips, and he pointed down-
wards. Round an angle in the track, not fifty yards
beneath them, there eame a turbaned figure, followed by
a dozen more.

Both partics snw oach other simultanecusly, and a wild
yell of triumph rose from the throats of the tribesmen.

“Allah is good!” said Jamra Khan, pointing upwards
with his lean, brown hand.

And, plucking hiz sword from his gindle, he leapt towards
them with the agility of a wild cat.

. " We have got to die, Bundar Singh!"” said Tom, draw
ing out the TPathan knife and squaring his jaw.

True, oh, eahib!" said the Bilch, with a glitter in his
eyas U But we shall die shoulder to shoulder, like soldiors
of the great white King!"

A Desperate Fight.

As Tom Howard looked down ab the climbing tribesmen,
and saw lhe lust of slanghler in their eves, he realised that
ﬁ well-nigh hopeless struggle for their lives was helore

B,

A few short hours before he had been the honourcd puest
of Jamra Khan, and now that amiable gertleman had ne
wish but to carve the life out of him, and possibly after-
wards to mutilate his corpse in the dreadful fashion of theso
mMountalnesrs,

" We shall make a pood fight of it, Sundar Singh!” said
the corporal through his set teoth. “ For every thrust a
lifa, and for overy life a better chance for us. Take you
that litte man with the shaven crown, and leave the chief
Lo el ™’

And the Sikh, ftossing the long hair out of his evoa,
nodded and bent forward, with hiﬁ' matehlock at the {:hu;‘gﬂ.

As Tom settled himself firmly en the rozor-boacked ridge,
ha dislod a pebble. which rolled down, and Jamra Khan,
setting his foot upon it inadvertently, fell heavily forward
upon all-fours.

The litils tribeeman with the shaven erown, his round
shield on his arm, and a glittering sword in his hand, sprang
over the prostrate body of hiz leader with a wild shout, and
received the muzele of the Bikh's moatehlock full in his right
oye.

He utiered 8 piercing scream, and rollod backwards,
Jamra Khan pushing him away with his olbow as ha rose

an opening in the hills, and
there we shull be safe.’’
The dawn was breaking

to his feet. Then Tom's long
knife and the tulwar of
Jamra Khan met, and for o

| “BRITAIN INVADED I /s 2k iz, |

momaent ths chief fillad the

greyly .as they forded the — {rack from sida to  si
3 . sidz  to  side,
stream a mils below the preventing his  followera

spot  were the tribeamen
had erossed, and as Tom
leoked round he could zee
nothing but precipitous
mountain-sides, rising on

75t NextWeok.

from ecoming to the front,
“1I don't suppose you
ever heard of the Passy of
Thermopyle, Sundar
Singh,” lnughed Tom; ** but

aither hand.

“Wao have Jost our way!”
he said guickly,

“Lot the  sahib  have
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n5.29 Bouverle Strest, Fleet Street,
London,will b¢ £lad lo hear from you.

it seems o Mmoo we are

going to have a marvellous
imttation of it heral'

atience,””  said  Sundar
ingh. *' Follow me!™
ving torn a greatstrip
from hiz upper pgarmaont,
he wrapped it round his
naked foot, and tool Tom
by the hand. Hidden
aWAY 1n one corner, the
Sikh Ewinmd to a goat
track leading up the face
of the rock, and elamber.

ing almost on hands and of attention.

kneea, they had scon
laced several hundred fcet
ween them and  the
valley below.

The track led them into
a little gorge, where there
was barely room for two
men to walk abreast, and
the clinb had been sostesp,
Tom began to lose his wind.
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Our next tale of Greyiriars will deal
with the chums' adventures at Aldershof,

the famous military camp.
match is the real attractiom, but Billy
Bunter unwillinglv becomes the centre

P.5.—Note the contents of the
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Tom drew hiz right leg
back hastily as ho spoke,
for the chicf, discngaging
his weapon, mode o cut at
the oorporal’'s knea, and
Tom relalicted by bringing
his knife down on the
tribesman, and sovering his
third finger.

The active Sikh eprang
forward, and, lunging out
with hiz matehlock, sot
dJamra Khan rolling scvoral
ya cdown the decliviky,
where bofore he could re-
cover hiz baloance four of
his. men shpped past him
with a loud chorus of yaolls.
(o fe contfnued naxt Tuesday.)
(A Fn:mﬂ" trar sfory starts in this
waek's number of the “@em Lib=
rarg,” antitfed " Britain Invaded™

Bon't mizs it ).
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