





NEXT
TUESDAY.

T—

=

; il

L e S T

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Wheezes Not Wanled,

Ll E, he, he '

It was a sudden and unmeledious cackle of
laughtor, and it preceeded from a fat junior sitting
in ithe armchair in Ne. 1 Btudy, in the Ilemove

pasange at Greyiriars,

“* He, he, ho "

It was o windy March evening, and the frees in the Clese
were rustling and greaning. But Ne. 1 SBiudy looked very
cony. The blind was <lrawn, and the fire blazing, and Harry
Wharton and Franlk Nugent and Hurree Singl, the chums
of the Remove, were at the table, cheecfully working. Billy
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a-ba-fodefa-foofen

Bunter, as usual, ﬂccu}ﬂe-:l the armchair, and he had pullad
it round to the front of the fire, and put both his f2ot on the
fender, zo that he had most of the bre, too.- But that was
Rilly Bunter's little way. It never seemed to geeur to the
Owl of the Remove thet there was anything beside hia
personal comforl to be considered.

“He, he, ha!™

Billy Bunter had been buried in thought, and he had
swidenly started oul of a reverie with that irrepressible
.::mj:_larlg. The chums of the Remove looked up from their
work,

* Anything wrong, Bunter " asked Nugent,

“Wrong? Nol”

April 2nd, 1010,
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"Oh! It sounded as if the machinery was out of order,
IIjIﬂ:t-TG gll. I've heard a bike go like that when it wanted
othing.’’

“Oh, really, Nugent-—-"

“It reminds me more of a hen with the croup,” said
Harry Wharton thoughtfully.

“Oh, really, Wharton—-—"

"The craupfalifess 12 1errific " murmured Hurree Jemset
Ram S8ingh. “If the esteemed Bunter was trying-io pro-
duce the musical sound, he has achieved & tarrific failure.
The silence of the honourable fat Bunter would be the boon-
ful blezsing.”

“Look here, Inky—--""

“You're interrupting the work,” said Nugent. “ Why
don't you do your prep., Billy, instead of Eitfiﬂ%’ there
cackling? You'll hear from Queleh in the morning.”

“Plenty of time for Frei:r,. Mugent. I'm thinking of
samething else. Do you [ellows know what to-morrow is1™'

" To-morrow I"

‘Yoz Do you know what 1 157"

“It's a day, I suppose, the same as any other,” said Harry
Wharton, looking puzzled. * What are you driving at?"
1“.[;;'_.5_. not quite the same as any other. It's the Firet of
Y

* All Fools' Day !" said Billy Bunter.

“Then you and the others ought to celebrate it,” said
Nugent kindly. * But it doesn’t matter 1o much to ua.”’

“(Oh, really, Nugent-—— I say, you fellows,” zaid Dunter,
sitting bolt-upright in the armchair, and Blinking at the
juniors—“1T say, ['ve thought of a splendid First of April
wheeze "

“Oh, rats! We know your wheezes.”’

““ But thiz iz stmply ripping. You zee, it will be a ripping
jape to take the Head in, and——""

“The Head

Li YEEJ"

“You azs! Are vou thinking of japing the Head?" ox-
claimed Wharton. ““Do you want to be sacked from the
school ¥'°

“Well, he will never find out, you know. My idea is ta
write 4 letter, making him think that fhere are a lot of new
boys coming to Greyiriars, and malke him send {o the station
to meet them,” said Bunter. * How's thai ¥

* Rotten '

“Oh, really, vou fellows, I think it's ripping ™

“You would be Aogped, you ass !

“1 showld disgmise the writingg.  Then there's ancther
wheege. I was thinking we could work off the April lst
dedge on the girls ot Chif Hense

" What !

That **what” ought to have warned Billy Bunter of
danger, but he was too deeply occupied with his brilliant
mleas lo note the tone in which it was utiered. He went
fatuously on:

“ ¥You zee, it would be awfully good fun to fool Marjorie
& Co., and make them look duffers. I've goi a JLE::.Ie
scheme—-—""

Harry Wharton rose, took the fat junior by the back of the
.collar, and jerked him out of the armchair.

“Oh!" gasped Bunter. Y Legpo!  You're chook-chook-
choak-choking me !’

Wharton shook him enevgetically,

" Now, you fat worm—--""

a4 ,Dh :1:"

“Tf yon venture to play any of your tricks on (e CHEE
House girls—"

L Gw 1!!

“I'll give you the licking of your life.”

L ?EI.-I'GI}]’I [:ﬁl

“¥ou can take thiz shaking to go on with. Yon'd hoiter
not try 1o jape the Head. But if you try to jape Marjorie
& Co., T'll make you sorry for wourzelf. Do you under-
stand 1"

“Yow !

“Then mind you keep vour #iddy senze of homour within
bounds, that’s all."'

“Groo! You're chook-chokipg me?! Leggo !

Wharton let go.

He did it g0 suddenly that Bunter waa not prepared, and
the fat junior sat down with consziderable force upon the
study floor.

Bump !

EL s Dw !!l

Billy Bunter sat gasping for breath, and blinking at the
grinnntg juntors. Wharton sat down quietly, and went on
with his work, as if nothing had happened.

. ¥ou—you beasts ! pasped Bunter.  ““This is rotten
ilenlf:m.'jy., ecause I'in the only ¢hap in this study who ever
us any elever ideas !
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“Hun, ha, ha!”

“I'll jape the CLif House girls as much as T like —

" Better not,” said Wharton, with a warning shake of the
finger. * 1 know your japes. Caddish, all of them.”

“And I'll jape the Head -

“ That your business—only I advise you not to."

“And--and I'll jape you!”

‘¢ Ea, ]:i_I-EI., hg M

“ The japefulness of the henourable Bunter is teerific!”
said the Nabob of Bhanipur. *“ But T-do not think that he
could succeed in taking in our esteemed selves upon the
firstful day of the astecmed April I

Bunter sfaggered to 4is feet. He was dusty, and he was
breathless, and he was wrathful. His fat face was very red.

“You'll gee,” he exclaimed. “I'1--T1 make you sit up.
There's too much rotten Jealousy in this study, and I'm not
golng to stand b

" 8it down, then

“I'm not going to stand it,"”

) “: Oh, you can stand anything except a feed 1" said Nugent.
‘I've never known vou to stand that ™

" I'm done with you,"” said Bunter. “I'm not appreciated
in this study. I never have encugh to eat here,”

" No wonder you're looking so thin,” said Nugent sym-
pathetically.

*“ He, ha, ha !

“Fm dope with you rotters!" ssid Bunter, opening the
door. “*You're mean beasts 1"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

" And beastly rotters "

L1 HE.-, hﬂ, hﬂ- !:1

* And howling cads!”

£a Gﬂmj 1'!

“And rotten oulsiders!' roared Bunter, exasperated at
not being able io disturb the eguanimity of the chums of the
Remove,

“Go it

“ And—and low beasts "

“ Keep it up.™

“1 decline to as:ociate with you any longer !

“ Hurray I
~ Billy Bunter besiowed one last indignant blink on the
juniors, and went out, and slammed the door with a noiso
that rang the whole length of the Remaove passage. A shout
of laughter from No. 1 Study followed him as he stamped
wrathiully away. It was said of old that "2 prophet is
wenerally without henour in his own country; and the seli-
satisfied Owl of the Remdve was certainly far from being
sppreciated in Ne. 1 Study,

S PEE—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Wun Lung Does Not Savvy.

ILLY BUNTER was looking very red and wrathful as
he stamped away. After having given the subject of
the First of April a great deal of thoupht, arnd
elaborated 2 semes of brilliant sehemes in the depths

of hiz mighiy brain, 1t was very rough to have his first
supgestions treated with so much contumaly. The fat junior
felt injured. He found some comsolation in the reflection
that great geniuzes are never fully understocd by commoner
spirifa, But he could not carry out his schemes without
some assistance, and that was a diffiealiv; for he was cer-
tainly not likely to obtain any assistance from Ne. 1 Study.

Little Wun Lung, the Chinese junicr, was in the passage,
and Billy Bunter stopped as he saw him. Wun Lung was
gliding away with his noiseless step—ha know of old what
Bunter generally wanted when he stopped to speali—but tha
fat junior caughi held of the Celestiul's loose sleeve and
detnined him.

“Wun Lung, old chap—'

“Old chap™ from Billy Bunter meant that he wanted
money. Wun Lung put on his most stupidly sfolid look.
The litHe Chinee never undersiomd a thing if he did not
choose to do so,

“Wun Lung, old chap, I want o speak 1o you.”

“ Ma velly plenty glad speakec Buntee.,”

“T wanted ro azk yon to a feed—"

“Me come.”

“"But I've been <isappointed abeut o postal order,” ex-
plained Billy Bunfer, “*so 1 sha'n’t be able to. It's a preat
disappomntment to me,"”

! El?a solly 7

“I've pot a biz jape on for tomorrow.” said Dunler
confdentially. " You know if's All Fools' Day, of course !

i Me knowee.

“1I want a little cash to carry it out— "'

* No savyy”

“"I'm willing to let you into the thing, if vou like.”

Read the Tale of Gordon Gay,
The Schaolboy Actor.
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“ Now, you fat worm,” sald Harry

B L TN T FE

Wharton, letting the fat junior down on the floor with a bump. *If vou
venture to play any of your tricks on the CHIf House Girls, I'll glve you the licking of your Ilfe 1™

“* No zavvy."

“* If vau could stand me ten shillings off my postal order—
it’s bound to come by the first or second post to-morrow—-—-—""

H NG savvy,'

H Now, look here, Wun Lung—--"

“ No savvy."'

““ My postal order iz absolutely certain to come to-morrow
morning,’’ eard Bunter patiently. * You'll sec that there's
& roglstercd Ietter for me, you know, If you like to stand
me hve shitlings off it now-—-""

H N eavvy”

“ A bob would do- —"

“MNo savvy.’

“You heathen beazt!” said Billy Bunter. “*You know
ihat you savvy perfeetly well. You're a roften Confucian
heathen waster ! Xou're not fit to live in a <decent school "'

“No savvy,” sald Wun Lung imperturbably.

“Will you lend me sixpence ¥’

Mo savvy"t

A conple of postage-stamps wounld de.'’ satd Buanter, I
simply must have them."

No eavyy”

Bunter, exasperaiod, made a swinging blow at the little
(fhinee's headh. Wun Lung <dodzed guickly, and Bunter’s
knueclkles eroshed on the wall against which he had been
standiong,  There was a terrific yell from Billy Bunter,

(M, oh, oh 17

Wingy Lung chnckled softly.  ITe doubled vp for 2 moment
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or two in a silent pavoxysm of merriment, and then glided
away, leaving Billy Bunter almost dancing, and sucking his
damayged knuckles. :

“1lallo, halle, halie!" exclavmed Bob Cherry, coming
along the passage. ** What on carth's the matter, Bunter?
Are vou practising a new breakdown ¥

Hivw ! I've hurt my nucklas.  Ow !
you lend me ten bob H

“ Retler make it ten pounds,” zaid Bob Cherry genialiy.
“It's a larger amount, you know, and you're just as likely
to pet b

“0Oh, really, Cherry —--"

Bob Cherry grinted and walked on.  Billy Bunter left off
sucling hia knuckles, and hurried after him,

- ¥ 1 say, Cherry, hokd on.a minute ! There's a jolly pood
F_:'rlst{;ul April jape I'm going to work off on the Cliff House
rirls— -

Bob Cherry turned round suddenls.

IIe did not spenk, but his #trong arm rose, amd Bally
Bunter suddenly found himself twisted round, and flattened
on the floor with o mighty bump.

Then Bob walked on, leavineg the fat jumor gasping and
breathless,

* Hepst I muttered Dunter, as he stagrered up. ' Deast !

hey're all beasts! I've a jolly pocd mind not to siay in
this school ! Yah!™

He wont on slisconsolately. It was really too bad that a
fellow, simply bursting with ripping ideas, should be treated

I say, Chorry, will

A Bplendid Tale of Har

hanp
& Co. 3 necton

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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i this way., He looked info No. 2 Study, which was shared
irv Bulstrode, Hazeldene, and Tom Brown, of New Zealand.
All three of them were there, doing their prep.—which
Fanter ought to have been doing.

1 suppose I can use zome of your postage.stamps, Bul-
«rede”” said Bunter, blinking at the burly Removite,

Bulstrodo looked up.

I suppose you can't ! he said.

*Oh, really, rou know—"

* (tet, out P said Hazeldene. 7 You're bothering me!”
_ " Look lere, I've got an idea of working off a splendid
sape on the Ch House girls on the First of A'EpriI-——- ow I'?

A cushion, hurled by Tom Brown, caught tho fat junior
o the chest, and he staggered out of the open doorway and
iell in the passage with a bump. Tom Brown kicked the
daoor shut after lam.

Bunter sat still for some moments.
“0Oh!" he gasped at last. **Ow!
cayvbody else into the scheme!

walousy I

Amd Bunter drifted away, turning over in hiz mind the
difficult problem how to borrow money where none woenld
lenddl—a problem of which he did not succeed in findinz the

soluition.

I—I won't offer to take
The beasts! It's all mean

S

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
How Bunter Sicod Treat.

M ARJORIE!"
“Yes, dear!™
“ Stop & minute ™

Three girls stopped outside the window of Uncla
(legg’s tuckshop in the village of Friardale. Marjorie Hazel-
dene and her friend Clara had just been to the villape post-
office, and Wilbelmina Limburger, the German pupil of CLHf
House, had walked thers with them. [t was TFraulein
Limburger who halted outside the shop-window and called
o the othera to stop.

Miss Limburger was very like William Georga Bunter of
Greyfriars in some respects—she had an eye for anything eat-
able, and ﬂ.‘rﬂg’ﬂﬂﬂiﬁhl'{ahmhh}* appetite. As socn as she
stopped Marjorie and Clara knew what was coming, and they
inoked resigned.

“Look ! spid Wilhelmina, peinting a fat finger at the
window, 1 tink tat toze tarts are vat you call vipping.”

“* Oh, come on ' said Miss Clarz,

*But I'm hungry, ain't it."”

" We shall get supper at Chff House,” urged Marjorie.
i IJréc{sme L Miss Primross will ba expecting us back.”

Tw !ltl'__"'

1 say, you fellows—I mean you girle—-"

The three girls looked round quickly, Billy Bunter loomed
up in the light of the shop-window.

The fat junior blinked at them through his big spectacles,
and took off his cap. Billy Bunter was under the impression
that he was what he called a terror with the girls, He hadn’t
the least doubt that Marjorie & Co. had seen- him coming,
and had stopped and pretended to look into tho shop-window
fov the purpose of giving him an opportunity of joining them,

He grinned affably at the girls,

“ Nice E\f&nul]ig ™ ha remarked,

* Very1"” said Marjorie coldly.

“I'm going to the }'J:::&t.-c-ﬂ'ice," said Bunter. * Pevhaps you
sre going that way?

** No: we have just come from there”

* And we are going home,” said Miss Claya,

1 tink tat—"

S Why pot come in and have a bit of a feed first?’ said
Hilly Bunter, in a burst of generosity. * Thosa tarts lock
vippng

*“ Thanks, no!"

“0Oh, ne, thank you!”

1 tink tat I come in,” =aid Miss Limburger. “T tink tat
I'unter is goof, and tab it i3 vat you call a goot idea.”

O, come, Wilhelmina "

“0Oh, do come in!” urged Billy Dunier. “I should like
vou to ever so much! Do come in, you know! I ean recom-
wend thesse tarts.”

Marjorio and Clara hesitated. They did not like Billy
Bunier, and they did not intend to let the fat junior buy
anyvthing for them, but with Wilhelmina 1t was different.
Tho German girl was determined not to pass the tuckshop
without enteving, and she was evidently dispozed to zecept
Billy Buater's offer,

O, come in!" zaid Bunter, with a prinecely air.

"1 tinks I comes."’

= Wilhelminag deayp—""

I tinks von come too, ain't it

* Bnt, my deay—"

Wiltiehning cut the discussion short by following Bunter

ne Magwer Lisramy.—Ne. 112
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into the shop. Mavjorie and Clara did noé feel inclined to
desert her, so they unwillingly entered after her.

Bunter was already at the counter. He rattled a bunch of
kevs in his pocket, and Uncle Clegr assamed a manner of
rreat elvility. The sound ccrl.njnﬂ,r indicated that Bunter
was flush of maney.

“What can I do for you, young ladies®” asked Uncle Clegg
hospitably.

“Tarts!” zaid Miss Limburger briefly.

** Samoe here!” said Bunter. ** And ginger-pop ™

* Certainly,”

What will you have, Miss Marjorie?”

' MNothing, thank you "

“And you, Misy Ulara ™

Y MNothing, thank you!"

“C (rh, re:ﬁk ;YOI Enﬂw——-"

1 tinks 1 {:m‘a gomo mora tavie,

"I wish you girls would have something,” said Dilly
Bunter, with a somewhat injured expression. * You like
the tarts, don’t you, Miss Limburger?”

“Ferry mooch] I tinks I have :cme more.”

* Thore you ara ! .

“You vaits for me, Marjorie, and vou Clara, ain’t 147"

" Dh, yes, we will wait!” said Marjorie.

Y Bure you won't have a cake?’ asked Bunter,

“ Qita sure, thank you !

“Or an appia‘f”

¥ No, thanks!

“Ow g bun®”

i Nﬂ E]J

Billy Bunter gave up the attempt to be hespitable, and
looked after Limself. There seemed to be a race between
the fat junior and the German girl as to which could consume
the greater munboy of tarts.

Hilly Bunter won, Ile managed four to every three of
Withelmina's, As the tarts disappeared rapidly Uncle Clegg
began to losk a little concerned. The account was running
up, amd he knew Bunter's usval state of imipecuniosity.

“* More ginger-pop, Unela C‘!ci{g-“'

“ Four sinllings,” said My, Clege,

“Eh™

" Four shillings.”

““ Oh, it's no good settling in the middle of a feed,” said
Billy Bunter. *° Move ginger-pop, atu! a dozen more tarts—
twopenny ones.”’

“Wour shillings, please.”

“Oh, really, Uncle Clegg——-—"

“You owe me an account already, Mascer Bunter.™

“1 am going to seltle that wp out of my postal-order to-
myorvow,'t  said the fat jumweor. " A dozen more tarts,
please—""

** Four slullings.”

“ Oh, really—" .

“ Vv not pay him, and den have der tarfsi" supgosted Miss
Litnburger, her jaws ceasing to work at last as the supply
ran short. *" I have hunger, ain'g 18?7

“ b, very well ™

Billy Bunter van his hands throuzh his pockets in zeavch
of money. He knew perfectly well that there was none there,
but he made an claborate process of searcling, and finally
uttered an exclunation of surprize,

“I'm ginecerely sorry, Unele Clewg, hut I've forgoiien to
hring any money with me. I shall bave to settle this to-
torrow.” .

Uncle Clege looked decidedly unplensant.

““ ¥ou had better have another look, Master Bunter”

“Oh, it's no use; I know I haven't any with me” said
Bunter. *‘I'm sincerely sorry, but, of course, an oversight
like that cannot ba helped.'

“Who is going to pay for the teres?” demanded Me, Clegg
sourly.
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*1 will settle to-morrow—

O ‘really, Unclo C1

*Oh, really, Uncle Clegg—->""

“You will not leave this shop without paving,' said Mr.
Clegg, coming out from behind the counter, with a very
angry look., "1 know you, Master Bunter. You awe a
dishonest boy."

" M. Clegeg! I hops you don't fancy for a moment that
[l shall not pay this paltry amount?’ smd Billy Dunter, with
n groat deal of dignity. “ It was an oversight not putting
any money inte my pocket."

*Are yvou going to pay me?

“1 haven't any money just at present, but—""'

“Then_you don't leave this shop!" ]

“But I must ret back to Greviriars!" said DBilly Bauntor,
alarmed by the thraatening look of My, Clegg., ' You
Heﬁ_:t

“¥ou should have thought of that before.”

Marjorie and Clara looked very uncomfortable and alarmed.
Wilhelmina stood quiet and stolid, waiting for the- dispuin
to end. Uncle Clegg crossed over to the door and closed it,
and then stood with his back to it.

“ Now, then,” he sald sourly and grimly, * who 15 going
to pay mel"

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Not Wanted.

ILLY BUNTER blinked at the irascible old gentleman
with a sickly smils. He felt himself cornered, and ha
could see from Marjorie and Clara’s looks just what
they thought of lim. Buot that did not affect the fat

junior so much as the awkward Pﬂsitiﬂn he found himself in.

“I=1 say, Uncle Clegg, don't be & cad, you know!” he
gad.  ** I—I will settle up to-morrow, hononr bright 1™

“You will settle up now, or you won't leave this shop!”
said Mr. Clegr.

Bunter turned to Miss Lunburzer.

“I'm sincerely sorry.” he said. ** You zee the old fellow's
determined to unreasonable. Wil you settle with him,
and I'll pay you to-morrow?”

Miss Limburger shook her head.

1 tinks tat [ cannot.”

* But, von spe—"

“T tinks tat T have no money, ain't it?""

P Ob, cromba!™ said the unfortungte Buntear. * This is
rotten! I--1 say, Miss Hazeldens, will you—er—ssttla up
for those tarts, you know, and I'll let you have the monoy
to-morrow ¥’

Marjorie gave him & scornful look. i
M1 will pay Mr. Clegg,” she said, ' beeaunse Wilhelmina
12 concerned in the matter, otherwisas I should not. You did
not intend to pay at all!”

* Oh, really——"

“You knew you had no monay 1™

“0h, reelly, Marjorie—--""

“Don't call me Marjorie!” said the girl, with nnusual
ispn.*rit_v. “I don't like it! You are a mean and deceitful

oy '

“*“1 tinks tot vou ara right, Marjorie."

“A little cad,” said Bliss Clara. who had picked up many
boyish expressions from the boys of Greyfriars. ™ A rank out-
sider,

(1, veally, Miss Clara—""

*Ian't call me Clara.”™

Marjorio opened her littla purse, and laid four shillings on
the connter—vory nearly all the meney it contained. Uncle
Clegg abandoned his position of guard at the door.

“Thanlk von, Misz Hazeldene,™

“ Come, Clara—~—come, Wilhelmina. ™

*1 tinks tere are no more tarty, and I come, ain't it,™

The girls left the shap. Billy Bunter followed them. Ila
walked down the strect with them, lus thick skin impervions
to the contempt in their looks.

“You'd like me to see you home, I suppose,” he remarked.

“Thank you, no."

“ Botter,” said PBunter,
and—-—"

Marjoria stopped.

“ Don’t come with ws any further” she said. " We don'd
hke vour company. I suppose that is plain enough for vou.”

Rilly Bunter blinked at her.

“ Je=I suppose yvou'ro Joking?" he stummered.

“1 am quite in earnest.’”

“Yes, rather,” said Miza Clara, with emphaals,
a toad, Bunier.”

“ (v—oh, really—"

“I tiks tat fot is 30, ain't it."

And the girls walked on, leaving Bunter standing still,
blinking after them. The fat junier's brows contracted.

“T wondor what that means,”” hse murmuored, ** OF course,
I know they really like me—girls always take to me. I sup-
pose Marjorie and Clara are jealousz of my taking so much
notirn of Wilhelmina—that musts bo it

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 112
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And, satisfied that he had found the frue explanation, Billy
Bunter trotted off towards the post-office, He swmied out-
side the building, and took two letters out pf his pocket, and
looked at thewn. Neither had a stamp on it, and the fat
junior had no money., He hesitated.

‘1 shall have to risk it,”" he murmured. * After all, thoy
will be delivered, and the party at the other end will have
to pay. Idallo! is that you, Wun Lung?"’

The little Chines came ount of the poat-office. He had o slip
of paper in hiz hand—it wea o post-office receipt for a regis-
’i’?m% latter, He thrust it hastily into his p-:rr.:}:et az he met

unter,

*I say, Wun Lung, lend ma a couple of pence, will you®"'

“ No savey.”

“1 want to stamp these letters, you see, snd I've run shori
of cash. I shall have to post them without stamps.”

"Moo savvy."

** ¥ ou heathen beast!"

“* Na savvy.” i
. Wun Lumig chuckled and walked away, and Billy Bunter,
in despair, slipped the unstamped letters into the box. Then
he trotted after Wun Lung in the direction of Greyfriars.
The little Chines was walking much more quickly than the
fat junior, however, and Bunter did not overtake him,

Billy Bunter reached the gates of Greyiriars and rang the
bell, Gosling, the porter, came and opened the gate, and
frowned at the Owl of the Remove.

‘** Master Wingate wants te see vou,'” he said.

* Oh, really, Gosling.”

Gosling clanged the pate. Bunter had been out after hours
without a pass, and he took his way to Wingate's study in
fear and trembling. Wingate was captain of the school, and
head prefect, and it was his business te look after matters of
::-!:liﬁ Eﬂ:l“t. Bunter did not dare to disobey the summone to
1a study.

He tapped at Wingate's door and cntered, keeping only
just within the door. There were two other fellows, Courtney
and North of the Sixth, seated in Wingate's armchairs before
the fire; but the shorb-sighted junier did not notice them
there. Wingate was sitting on the table, talking athletics with
the other two seniors, when he heard Bunter’s tap. He
looked round as the fat junior came in, and his rugged face
assumed & prim exprossion,

*You weren't in to ‘call-over,” Bunter,”

Li N-H-ﬂ-ﬂ,”

“¥ou have bzen out?

“ YVe-a-0u."

* Had vou 2 pass

* Oh, yes, Wingate,”” said Bunter confidently. * Of course,
I shouldn't po out.after dark withont & prefect’z pasa. T have
too much respect for the rules of the college.™

“I'm glad to hear it,” said Wingate. "I really thought
that P-erhnps you had had the cheek to go gut without =
pass.”

(O, voally, yon know—

“Where s tho pass?'

“ Do you w-w-want to see '

J.L_Y’E___"I'”

Bunter fumbled in his pocket.

“TDear me,” ho said. “*I'm sincercly sorry, ¥I—1 must
have laft it in the post-office. I remembeor now that some-
thing dropped from my pocket.”

Wingate's faro sct grimly,

“Who gave vou the passi™ he asked.

Y Lemina ses, it—if was a prefect.”

“ Which prefect?”

“ Courtney,” soid Billy Bunter desperately.

“Td you pive him a pass, Courtnay

“ MNao,” saicl the senior.

“Gh, erumbs " gasped Billy DBunter, sesing Courtney's
head over the back of the armchair for the first time. * 0Oh,
dear ! I-—I dida't see you, Courtney—I—I mean, I made a
mistalke; it—it was MNorth who gave me the pass."

*Ihd you pive hin o pazs, North?"'

“Neo," said North,

U 0h, crumbs ! groaned Billy Bunter. ' I—I didn't know
I was walking into a blessed prefects” meeting. Oh, dear !

Wingate shipped off the table, and ]%Eckad up & Cane.

“Yon young rascal!” he saud.  *“ You've broken bounds,
and told a pack of lies abount it.™

“I=I hope vou don't think T wounld tell lies, Wingate.
I'm a very truthful chap. I'm always getting into trouble in
my own Form becauss of my strict honesty.”

“Hold out your hand ™

0h, really—""

“Io you hear mea™

' Yes, but—" o

Wingate took the fat junior by the collar, slung him round,
and .made rapid play with the cane upon his fat person,
Bidly Bunter squirmed and shrieked.

5
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“YOh! Ow! Help! Yarcoh!™

“* Parhaps you'll }-:’{:]d out your hand wpext time,” grinned
Wingate. * Now po!”

L OW |_H

“ Do you want some more™'?

Billy Bunter did not stop to answer that question. He
bolted froin the study, and fairly flew down the passage.
Wingato Inughed and closed the door.

At the end of the passage, Bunter stopped to rub his injured
person and grunt.

" Beast!” he murnivved. ' They're all beasts! T'l jolly
well jape Wingate to-morrow, as well as the Ilead and the

[i:].'-ff }-1::-:152 givls! I'll jolly well make "em all fools on the
Yarst!t

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The First of April,

HERE were other fellows at Greyfriars as well as Billy
Bunter who wers lookipg forward to the dawn of the
First, with the intention of “jﬂ.‘piuﬁ”
vigtims on that day. Many of the Remove, as they

went to bed that night, wera chuckling over secrat plans, Sc
were the Upper Fourth fellows—Temple, Dabney & Co. Even
Blundell and Bland of the Fifth were suspected of baving
soime scheme on hand, The Sixth, of course, werc too serious
and lordiy to think of anything of the kind. To those grave
and reverend seigniors the First of April was az other daye

The night was a windy March night, and the windows of
the Remove dormitory rattled and shook in the gusts that
swept over the Cloze,

Perhaps that was why Harey Whartan did not eleep
qoundly. He was generally a sound sleeper, but this night
he woke up several times.

Thera was a fuint, prey streak of dawn stealine in at the
windows of the dormitory when Harry suddenly started out
of slumber for the second or third time, and lay awake
listening to the wind.

It seemed to have fallen a little during the night, though
he could still hear the boughs of the old elm-trees groaning
with its [orce.

But as he lay awake, the captain of the Lower Fourth
became aware of a sound in the dormitory that was not
i':\gl.l-‘:ieil by the wind in the Close or the creaking of the
windows,

It was the sound of a stealthy footstep and a whispering
voice.

“ They're all asleep, Dab.”

_Whartoo started a little, and smiled. It was the voice of
uﬂﬂlpfe, the ;:sp;ta}mhnf {h_ﬂ Upper Fbciurth Eﬁ-i*:n.h ks i
arry rals us hesd wmnperceptibly, and looked throu
the dusk towards the door, S i ¢
The dormitery door was open, and three firuves stood there
staring into the room, and in spite of the gloom he recognised

Temple, Dabney, and Fry, of the Upper Fourth.

The three Fourth-Formers were fully dressed, and they
wero evidently excited, )

For a moment Wharton was puzzled. He guessed that
there was some “_ﬁ:r.pu " on, but what it was he could not
zuoess, He lay still und waited.

“Oh, rather,” said Dabney.

“ Bleoping like logs, in this wind,” said Fry, with a sniff.
“ Well, they’)l be wakened up scon encugh.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Hush 1"

“Who are vou telling to hush, Fry?"' demanded Temple,
somewhat warmly,

“Well, don’t make a row.”

“Who's making a row?"

“¥You are,”’ said Fry. *“If one of them woke up and heard
}‘nfllj, cackle, they'd know how much to believe when we yell
** Fire!™

“ Look here, Fry '

““ How -much time are you going to waste jawing?”’ asked
Fry, not very respectfully,

“You'll jolly well. get a thick eay if——-""

“ Let's get to business.”

“Oh, rather.”

“Woell, shut vp, then, and not o much of your cheel,
growled Temple. * Now, then, get ready, and you chaps
vell when I do.*’

“We'ro ready.”

“ Oh, rather ™

The three jlunim's opened their mouths together, and
Temple gave the sigeal.  Suddeniy a concerted vell rang
through the Remove dormitory.

1] Fl.rE ':.'l

That shont wa= loud enough to waken the seven sleepers;
aod it awakenad the whels of the Lower Fourlh from end
to and of the dormitory.

The Removites started up in bed in alarm and surprise.

Tiar Macxer Ligsnany.—No, 112,
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“What'z that?" exclanmed Hazeldena.

* Halle, halle, halio !

** Fire, five, fre!”

“Run for your lives!" yelled Temple excitedly,

“Euvey uwp! Fice! Fire!”

And the three Upper Fourth fellows dashed out of the
dormitory and slammed the door lowdly behind them.

Tha Removites poured oot of bed i a twinkling, with
excited and alarmed exclamations,  Wharton way the first
out. What lie had heard before the alerm warned him that
it was a First of April jape. and he was grinning; but the
rest of the Remove were wildly exeited.

“Up with you!l" shouted Bulstrode, * Fire!™

“ Help it

“1 zay, you fellows—"

“* Buck up, you chapsi”

“ The buckupfulness is {ereific.”

‘" Iire i

“Run for your lives!”

A crowd of undressed and half-drezzed Removites st reamed
doorwards. Harry Wharton tried to make his voice heard
i the din,

* Hold on!” he roared.

“Come on !

“This wav, Wharton '

© Stop 1" ]

“T'm jolly well not going to stop,’ said Skinner. * Can"t
you understand the house 1s on fire, you giddy ase?™

The Remove guarters had been burn&g to the ground once
ot Greyfriars, and most of the juniors had a vivid recollee-
tion of the fire. They did not want to experience a second
one—with themselves inside the house.

“Stop ! yelled Wharton. "It's a jape!”

** What "

“Firat of April, you asses!™

LT ﬂh !:!l

Hazeldene had opened the door. There was no sign of
alarm without, no smell of smoke or roar of flame. But in
spite of that, but for Wharton’s warning, the whole Remove
would have gone pourigg downstairs in nightshicts and
Prlamas,

“What!"” gasped Bob Cherry, “A jape!”

“¥es, ass! Stay where you are!"

The Removites stoppad, locking very sheepish. They had
forgotien for the mement that it was the First of April,

“ Who--who gave the alarm ¥ stammered Bulatrode

“Temple, Dabney & Co. 1"

“Oh! The Upper Fourth cads!"
v }”Em Get into bed, vou duffers—don't let (hem calch
you 1"

"I—I say, Wharton, ara you sure it's not a fira ¥’ aaid
Billy Dunter. *“I—I don’t waot to be burnt to death, you
know."

“ Rats "

O, really 2,

Eut the other juniors were already refurning to bed. with
many wrathiul exclamations, and Billy Bunter followed
their example. Wharton signed io Bob Cherry and Nugent
and Hurree Jamset Ram Ein;gh, to stay up.

“ What's the little game?” asked Hob, shivering i his
uight.clothez. ““It's jolly eold, and it won't be rising bell
for more than an hour yot.''

“Templea & Co. will ke conting back,” said Wharton,
tuking the water-jug from his washsiand. * Ger your jug,
and wait 1nside the g

“Ha, ha, hal”

“The ha-ha-ha-fulness 15 tecrific I”" grinned the dushy
Mabob of Bhanipur. “ It will be a jﬁyfuf surprizefulness for
the esteemed Temple.'

“ Yoo, rather ™

“T say, you feliows——""

“ St upry, Dunter."

The Famous Four fcok up their stand inside the door,
water-Jugs in hand. As the Remove had not rushed out, it
wis pretty certain that the Fourth-Formers would reformn to
renew the alarm, And then-—

The Hemove sat up in bed in the grey dawn, and waifed.

Footsteps ware already heard in the passage, and there was
a grasp on tho handle of the door. It was thrown open, and
Temple, Dabaay, and Fry rushed mn o with an air of preat
axcltanesnt.

“Fire! Fire!"

e oot T

“Rany lor your lives:!”

Oeo-ooaeoeh 17

The last exclamation was in a sort of chorus from ihie three
of thenr, us the jugs of water swept out their contents

Teinple, Dabney, and Fry staggered and yelied with the
cold varer swooping and anlashing all over thew, #:d 1here
waz a roar of laughter from the Remove,

* Ha, ha, hal”

w 1T
L
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Tﬁmph:;nd“cm staggered ﬂ_i..lt_ﬂl tha_;inrmltnr:f with the cold water swooping and spinshing all over them
followed by a roar of laughter from the Remove,

T SRR —

“ Groo-oh 1Y

“Ow! You ass—you duffer! I'm aoaked! Owl

“It's all right,” said Harry Wharfon calmly. * We're
extinguishinq the fire, you know. We thought we'd got the
water ready.”

“"1Ha, ha, hat"

:: giw ! Hﬂw El h 13

ore jugd here, you chaps!

o nghi:?hu grt

“ Lot ‘em have it.”

But the Upper Fourth fellows did not wait for any more
jugs. Gosping and drenched, they rushed from the dormi-
tory, followed by a roar of laughter from the Remove, It
waa the first of the April lst japes, and it had ended ex-
tremely uncomfortably for the jepers.

e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,

A Little Joke on the Sixth.

INGATE, of the Sixth, stopped and locked at the
notice-board in hall as the fellows came out of
the dining-room after breakfast. There was a notice
on the board that caused the captain of Cireyfriavs

some little surprize.
“The Bixth will be taken for morning lessons by Mw
Cupper, in the Upper Fourth elass-reom.”
The notice waz not signed, but it was in the zomewhal
Tue Macyer Lisrary.—No. 112,
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peculiar handwriting of the lead—or a very clever imitation
of 1t.

Wingate whstlad.

“7 wonder what that's for®”

“ RBlessad if I know,” suid Courtney. ° Parhaps ihe
ITead's itl, and isn't going to tale us this morning."

“He was all right vestarday.”

“Well, there 1t 13, ) 2

“Laucky I noticed it,"”" said Wingate,
anything about it before." : 2

That neotioe attracted a f;'ﬁ&at deal of attention, especially
from the juniors. Blundsil and Bland, of the Fifth, stopped

te read it.

“That's queer,” said Blundell.

“ Jolly queer,” said Bland.

“ Shouldn't wonder 1f 14 was a jape.”

“ A jape on the Sixth!"™ =aid Bland aghast.
Besides, it’s in the handwriting of the Head.”

Blundell chuckled.

¢ Well, I shouldn't waonday |

My hall"

“ Don't say anything, though.™

“"Rather not """ grinned Bland.

‘“ Bleased if I can maks that out,” snid Temple, looking at
the notice-board a few winutes later. “'ﬁ'h}u what 1s
Capper going lo do with the Sixth? IHe generally has hiy
hands flﬁ?l‘-'li.h us.”’

“T1 haven't haard

“Impossible |

Remembar what the day 1"

A lendld Tale of Harry Whant
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“ There won't be room for them, either,” said Scott.
II"Blcsa.e-:l if we want the Sixih in our class-room,” said
Y,

**Oh, rather ™

“Can't understand it,” said Temple,
we've gol to put up with it.
claszes,”

And the Upper Fouwrih streamed into their class-room.
They exchanged n great deal of chipping and badinaze with
tha Remove, who were going into the next rouvm. Temple,
Dabney & Co. took ther places mn the Upper Fourth room,
flling wp very nearly all the desks, and Mr. Capper came
in and bade his pupils good-morning.

* Good-morning, sir!”

Y Excure me, sir,” suid Dabrey, “hadn’t you better wipe
that smut off your nose, sir?"”

“Dear me,” said Mr. Capper, I was not aware that
there was a smut on my nese, Dabney.” He took out his
handkerchief, and rubled hie nose, which was quite innocent
of any kind of stnin. ““Is it gorne now, Dabney "'

“That hasn’t made ooy difference, sir,”

Mre, Capper rubbed harder. g

The Upper Fourth could scarcely suppress their mirkh.
The coolness of Dubrey in, japing the Form-master almosi
took their breath away.

I3 1t all right now, Dabney "

“ Just the same, sir”

Dear me " said Mr. Capper. He rushed to his desk and
took out & small pocket mirror, and loolked at his face in it.
“I—I—— Why, there is nothing on my nose, Dahne&:j”

He glared at Dabney. The unfortunate joker, who not
know till that moment that there was a looking-glass in the
room, sat dumb.

Mr. Capper came away from his desk,

‘! Dabney 1I*

“ Ye.o-es, sir."

" You stated that there was & smut on my nose,”

“Oh, n-n-n-no, wir !

“"What! You distinctly said—"*

“I—I only suggested that you should rub it off, sir: I—I
Jdida’t say there was ona there, sir, That—that would have
beey an uniruth.”

P And what is the difference 7'

“Yell, you see, sir 1
. “Dabney! Is it possible that you have been piaging a
joke upon me, your Form-master ' demanded Mr. Capper,
111 _his most- majestic fone.

HEI—I— First of April, sir,”* pleaded Dabney.

Y (Oh, you ass ™ murmured Fry.

Mr. Capper stood petrified for a moment. Then he took
a cane from his deak, and asked Dabney politely to step out
before the class. The unhappy joker oheyed reluctantly.

“‘T ohserve that you are humorons this morning, Dabney,”
eaid Mr. Capper. “ Humour i3 somewhat out of place in a
class-room, especially when coupled with impertmence fo
your Form-master. Kindly hold out your hand.”

And Dabney received two cuts on either hand, and went
Lack ta his seat fervently wishing that he had not been so
extremely funny that morning.

Dabney had just sat down, when the class-room door
ﬂp&nﬂd, and Wingate came in. Mr. Capper glanced towards

iR

“ Wingate! Do you want anything ?" g

Then atared 1n astonishment. Wingate came in, and
ithe Sixth marched in after him, in eolemn array. Mr.
Capper eould ecarcely believe his eyes.

“Wingate! What does this mean?"

““ We've come, sir.”

“You-—you have come 7"

“*Yes, air.”

“J—T sea that you have come,’” gasped Mr. Capper.
“ But—but what I should like to know is, what have you
come for 77

Wingate atared in his turn.

“Don’t you know, siri" : :

“Certainly not,” said Mr. Capper, with some asperity.
“I do not understand thiz at all, Wingate, Why are youn
here 7"

“ Hasn't the Head told you, sir '

“The Head [" : . :

“Yes,” seid Wingate, logking bewildered. * There's a
notice nnkthe board iu_: tha Hﬁ_’s writing, sir, saying that
ou'ra taking ns in this room this morning.”
T I-1 hfu'g heard nothing of it,”! said Mr, Capper dazedly.
" Burely, if such was Dr. cke’s intention, he would have
acquainted me with it. There is no sccommodation for you
here, and no preparation has been made-—and no one else
is taking my Form. Surely there must be some mistake.

“The notica iz there, sir.” ]

“Dear mo! This is most extraordinary '

‘1 thought the Head might be ill, sir,”

Tre Mascner LipRany.—-No. 112
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“Dear me! J—I must see the Head! Kindly remain
here, Wingate, till I have seen Dr. Locke " exclaimed Mr,
Capper. hastily leaving the room.

The Fourth Form-macter hurried away to the Head's
study, but he found it vacant. The Head uveuzlly fook the
Sixth Form in the morning, and Mr. Capper hastened off
to the Sixth Form-room. . .

There ha found Dr. Locke eitting at his desk, and deep in
a volume of Machylus. Dr. Locke was editing a new
edition of the plays of that great Greek tragedian. and he
gave the Bixth, incidentally, many an overdese of AHschylus.
Tho seniors, who did nos take the same interest in the
subject that the Head did, often expressed to one another—in

rivate, of course—the fact that they had had cnough of tio

uries, and that they wished the Seven had been boiled
in oil before they went ap against Thebes.

Dr. Locke, deep in his favourite volume, had not even
noticed the fact that the Sixth Form were already ten
minutes late, and had not yet put in an appearance. ’Hu
gltptiiidl ap @3 the master of the Upper Fourth rustled
Mol ;1.

”Deu“rr' mea!"” said the Head, glancing at the clazs.room
elock. ** Where are the boys? They are late, Mr. Capper !

“* You—you were expecting them, eiel™

The Head stared at him.

“What a wery curious
naturally expecting them, as
this morning.”

“ Extraordinary " .

I fail towee anything extracrdinary in that eircumstance,
Mr. Capper,” said Dr. cke, a little tartly, ** May 1 ask
if you know why the Sixth have not come 1 i

“They are in Upper Fourth class-room, sir,”

" What I

' Wingate tells me that there i 8 notice on the board, in
your hand, sir, to the effect thet I am taking the Sixth this
morning in Upper Fourth-room,” said Mr. Capper.

“ Impossible I

The two masters stared at one another. Then & flush of
colour eame nto the doctor's cheeks.

“[ did not put up the notice. at all events, Mr. Capper.
It must ba some impertinent joke.™

A lizht dawned upon Mr. Capper.
liomn,

“Ah!

i E;I ?:-I!l

“Tt is 2 First of April joke, sie”

The doctor’s brows contracted, )

“ Bless my soul ! I suppese you ave right, I shall makc a
very strict inguiry into this, and the joker shall learn that
hiz head-master js not a vroper subject for his absurd tricks !
Prav send the Sixeh here, Mr, Capper !

And Mr. Capper hurried back to hiz own elass-room fo
explain to Wingate, The Upper Fourih heard the explana-
vion, amd they could nol repress a chuckle. Not s¢ with
Wingate and the rest of the seniors. That anybedy should
dare to play such a jobe upon them was almost inconceivable
to the prandees of the Sixth. .

“ By Jove,' said Wingate, © I'll find out that joker after
lessons, and—" .

He did not finish the sentence. But his look boded no
sood to the humerous individual when the captain of Groy-
friars diccovered him.

uestion, Mr. Capper! I was
am tai:ing the Sixth, as usual,

He niterad an exclama-

The First of April i

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Success,

E. QUELCH, the master of the Remove, wore o grim
M look as the Lower Iourth came in. The Remove-
yaster was there first, and he replied very curtly to
the cheery good-morning which Bob Cherry bestowed
upon him. Something had evidently happened to disturb

the equanimity of the Form-master, _

The Remove took their places, in a somewhat uneasy mood.
When Mr. Quelch was on the warpath the Remove generally
had to look out for squalls. The juniors wondered what had
been donz, and who had done it. : ;

“ Befors we commence work this morning,” said Mr.
Queleh, in a stern voice, * I wish to deal with a matter which
ir. Locke has left in my hands, as it copcerns o member of
this Foerm." :

The Remove waited in anxious suspense while the Forme
master groped in his pecket. and took out a letter.

++ This letter was delivered by post to Dr. Locke this morn-
ing,” he went on. * It was sent herc unstamped, and the
sum of twopence was paid to the postman. The letter i3 so
utterly absurd that it is difficult to imagine that the wriler
hoped to impose upon Dr. Locke by it. and ihe only explana.
tion is that he must be s remarkably stupid boy. Listen!”

Mr. G{m;lnh read out the letter, the Lower Fourth listening
with all their ears.
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¢ Dear Dr. Locke,—~Will you kindly send & convevance for
pix new Doys who are to arrive at Friardale for Greyiriara
to-morrow morning, April 1st. They will arrive by the nine
o'clock train.—Yours sincerely,

The class gasped.

“Of course, the writer of this letter supposed that the
doctor would be deceived, and that a comnveyance would be
sent,” said Mr. Quelch, ** the whole thing being, of course, a
hoax. But only an extraordinarily stupid boy could possibly
have imagined that Dr. Locke would take this childish letter
seriously.”’

Billy Bunter shifted uncomfortably in his seat.

“*The letter was written by a boy in this Form,” said Br.
Queleh. I eall upon that boy to step out.”

No one atirrad,

“The writing is disguised, or, rather, an sttempt has boen
made fo disguise it,’" said M. Quelch. ** The identity of the
writer i3, however, perfectly obvious. I know the writing
very well—the largest number of impositions given for care-
fssréasa and &lovenliness in this class are written in this

and [™

All eves turned involuntarily on Bunter,

“ Bunter ' aaid Mr. Quelch.

The fat junior started.

“ Did you speak to me, sir "

“Yes, Btep out!"

“1f vou please, sie——

 Btop out here at enee !

Billy Bunter reluctantly left his place.

“Ihd vou. write this letter, Dunter " said Mre. Quelch,
fixing a severe glance upon the fat junior, as Bunter came
wriggling out before him.

“{h, no, sir !

“What! ¥You did not?"

ertainly not, sir! I wouldn't do such a thing! I
respect the Head much too highly, sir! 1 hope you don't
think that I would be untruthful, sir. T am very unpopular
in my study because I am so truthful and candid !

“Be careful what vou say, Bunter! This letter is in vour
handwriting !"'

“Oh, no, sir! T disguised it—I mean, T never wrote it,

e T, Jounsor.' "

¥

sir! TI've never seen the letter before, eir, and haven't the
f&mte?_t_ ides. what's in it! Desides, 1 wouldn't write such a
ctter

“You disguised your handwriting #*

“ ¥Yes, sir—that iz to eay, no, sic!”

“You stated just now that you disguised your hand-
writing 1

“ That—that was only a figure of speech, sir!" )

Mr. Quelch looked fixedly at the unhappy Buater. Billy
Bunter waa the most inveterato and tﬂa most clumey of
dealers in fslsehood. He slways thought that o falsehood
was the casiest way out of a difficulty, and he very seldom
contrived to get his falsehoods believed.

“ Bunter !"

¥ eeas, sir 7

* You wrote this letter ! If you tell me another untruth, 1
will cane you upon the spot!”

“Dh, sir!”

“Did vou write this letter?”

“Wall, sir—"

“Why did you write it ¥

“It was a First of April joke, sir—I—I mean, I didn’t
write 1t !’

“You have dared to play a First of April joke upon vour
herd-master !" thundered Mr. Queloh.

Billy Bunter jumped.

“Oh, no, sir! I wouldn't do such a thing for worlds, air!
T respect the Head much foo highly, sir!"

“You are the most foolish and untruthful boy I have over
come across,” said Me Quelch. *1 cannot express tha
contempt I feel for you, Bunter, when I hear you lying in
this shameless way I

“Oh, really, eir! I hope you don't think I am ab all
untruthful "

“Dear me! The boy's state of intellect must he extra-
ordinary ! Bunter, I shall cane you, as & warning not ta
play impertinent jests upon your masters, and as a punish-
ment for prevaricating in this barefaced manner !"

“ {h, sir!"”

" Hold out yvour hand !

Billy Bunter obeyed in a gingerly fashion.

He was caned more soundly that Mr. Quelech had ever
cancd him before, and he was simply doubled up with pain.

“Ow " he bellowed, tucking his hands under his armpits
when the infliction was aver. “Ow! Yowl Yarcoh!”

“ Bunter '’

“Yarooh!"

HGo back to vour place !

“Yow! Yarooh!™

“If you make that ridiculous neise again, Bunter, I shall
repeat your caning ! said M, Queleh sternly.

The fat junior subsided inte silence, and went slowly bael
fo his place. There he sat, rubbing his hands and blinking.
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“You ass!" whispered Nugent, “ We warned you not to
plag such a silly trick! ¥ou ought to have known that you
would be bowled out !

“ Yow ! : 3

Mr. Quelch threw the offending letter into the fire, and
then lessens began. Billy Bunter sal disconsoiate. r.
Quelch was very easy with him at first, and allowed the Owl
of the Remove time to gebt over his punishment. ]

But Bunter was disconsolate. His absurd attempt to japo
the Hend had becn foredoomsd to failure, and the whole
Form grinned over the absurdity of it, Bunter sat in gloom,
and did not cheer up till the ‘elass left the Ferm-room at
eleven o'clock for the morning recess. Then some words he
caught from Skinner in the passage brought sunshine through
tha clouds upon his fat face. : F

“1 loft themn on my table, Btobé; tha:.:gll be safe there,
unless Bunter happens to smell them out!

Bunter paused. Skinner apparently did not see the fat
juniéur clase at hand, blinking at him and drinking in his
WOrds,

“ How many of them?" asked Stott caraleasly.

“Twelve twopenny ones! Come for a sprint round the
Close, and then we'll go in and have a feed !

“ pre they jam or marmelade ¥

ol mm—ﬂ.nclI fresl made.”

L¥ Gﬁud !Hi

Skinner aad Stott strolled out into the Close.
Bunter's eyez glistaned behind his big spectacles,

He waited till Skinner and Stott were out of sight, and
then rushed for the staircaze. e was 113 in the Hemove

agsago as fast ME?:iﬂ little h“i legs could carry him. He

airly dashed into Skinner's study. .

ng blinked at the study table, expecting to find a bag of
luscious jam tarts there. There was no bag of tarts, but o
sheat of notepaper with the simple mseription:

“ APRIL FIRST!"

1 i t the notice, and grunted. He
r&Blilﬁlgd Tgll:;l: Eﬁahiﬁ]iwl{:mﬁl done by the humorous Bkinner,
and he went out of the study and slammed the door with s

terrific alom.

Billy

——————8

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Registered Letter for Bunten

ARRY WHARTON % Co. went out info the Close

H in the bright April sunshine, glad encugh of the brief

reapita from morning claszes.” The sun was blazing,

and the Close was very green and Fresh. The chums of

the Remove were playing lecp-frog when Bill Bunterkpumﬂ

out of the house, with a very discontented brow. inner

gend Btott, who were standing near the door, greeted him
with & roar of laughter. )

“Did vou find the tarts " asked Skinner,

“Ha ha, ha!” ‘

Bunter blinked at them lngrlly.

“ Oh, really, you beasts——"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

#T—I say, Skinner, I'm awfull hungr;.:.
lond me a half-crown off my postal-order? _

““Off your what " asked Skinner, with a grin.

i al-order.”

“Winrﬂ is it?"

“Tt hasn’t come yet——"

“%Hga, ha, ha!” . .

«Jt's all right, you know,' said Bunter confidently. “Tt
will come by the second post. You know, registered letters
genorally come by the second post.™

4 Yours don't—or by any ot E:jdpt:rut. said Stott.

¢ Hare comes the postman,” said Snoop. * Let's see if he's

t a letter for Bunter.” .

Billy Bunter blinked round eagerly. Tha Friardale post-
man was coming from the direction of tha gates. illy
Bunter waited for him to come up. .

¢“ My hat!” said Skinner. ‘“He really looks as if he
thought that there might be a registered letter for him, you
know."

*I'm e:cpecting a postal-order—"’

“Ha, ha, ha! _ .

2 Anj'thing for me?®” said Billy Bunter, as the posiman
came up. “I'm expecting a registered letter.”

“ Yoa, Master Buntoer.”

Bunter started. He alwavs hoped; but he was az aur-
prised as anyone te find that his hope was not without
foundation. _

“ There is a'registerad letter for me?" he exclaimed.

“ Yoz, sir,”

HGood! Hand it over.™ g

A Splendid Tale of Harry Wharton
By FRAMNK RICHARKDS.
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The postman handed. it over. It wns a real registered
letter right enough. Skinner and Stott and Snoop looked
at one another in surprise.

Had the celebrated postal-order eomo at last?

Bunter signed for the-letter, and the postman went on, and
the fat junior blinked at the registered envelope in great
satafaction.

“ What do you fellows say now ?" he exclaimed.

“ Locks like business,” said Snoop, his manner growing
very respectful and almost affectionate. * Of course, I was
only Jﬂkinﬁ just now, Billy."

“Bame here,” said Bictt, in a very frank way. *'But
Bunter doesn’t mind a joke. Come over to the tuckshop,
Bunty. Mrs. Mimble will change it for you.,"”

Billy Bunter's foce assumed a patronising smile, and he
waa already swelling with importance. Tﬁe three juniors
were paying court to him on the strength of the registered
letter. But Bunter did not cure for that; it made him feel
anportant t0 have court pald to him at all.

“Oh, all right!” he said. " Come along.”

“Mrs. Mimble has some new jam-tarts in,”’ said Snoop.
“I shouldn’s mind trying them; I'm hungry. DBunter is
eich 2 generous chap.”

“That's what I've always said,” said Skinner solemnly.
“I'va often wanted Bunter to changa into my study,

ause he's such a liberal and generous chap.”

" I’va thought. of the same thing,” remarked Stott. *I
don’t kow how it is that we all like Bunter so much. Some
fellows dre born to be popular.”

Billy Bunter purred. He led the way towards the tuck-
shop, with his three courtiers accompanying him, with an
air of deference that was very gratifving to the fat junior.

[

He was too shortsighted to see them winging at one another
m_addition.

He tried to.open tha envelope with his fat thumb, but the
envelepe was very tough. They entored the tuckshop, and
Bunter picked up the ham-knife and slit the cnvelope.

The other juniors looked on eagerly.  Mrs, Mimble,
behind the counter, mssumed her pleasintest smile at the
SJEE!'H- of a registered letter

My postal-order’s come, Mrs. Mimble,” said Bunter, as
he opened the envelope. “I suppose you will cash it for

me ™
“Certainly, Master Bunter. With pleasnre !
Bunter drew the letter vut of the enyelope, Ile spread

it out on the counter, and blinked at it.
It was a single sheet of paper, folded in half. IHe un-
folded it; therc was no sign of a postal-order.
the paper, in large lettors, were scrawlod the words:

“APRIL FIRST!*

“ M-m-m-my only aunt!" gasped Billy Bunter.

There was o roar from Skinner.

““Ha, he, ha'! It's a jape !

A )-j-j-ape I

“Ha, ha! Somcbody’s sent that m?‘istum& letter to iake
n rise out of you, Bunty, Ha, ha, ha I

Billy Bunter h!!;nkﬂg at the letter. Mra. Mimble sniffed,
an:;_i her hl}ﬂ-FltH.biﬂl amile quite faded away.

: Beests 1" gasped Bunter, * Rotters !

‘Ha, he, ha!”

“Did you send this rotten letter, Skinner?

il
skinner, Stott, and Bnovop went laughing out of the tuck-
shop. They were disappointed about the ?a::-:i, but the joke
up n.l;.:nmﬁt. Bunter was a compensation. Billy Buntur* who
had fully counted upon unlimited taris, blinked dublously
at Mrs. Mimble.

“I=I say, Mrs. Mimble, this ian't really a jape—they've
forgotten to put the postal order in, that's a,IJi. I suppose
vou're willing to let me have a few things, to be settled for
when it really comes.™

Mrs. Mimble did net reply in words. She sniffed, or
rather snorted, and retir-an}’ inte her little parlour. Billy
Bunter sighed, and drifted out into the Close.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Prout Does not Know what to Make of [t

A ELL, what a hit of luck 1*’
It was Blundell of the Fifth who exclaimed. The
brief recess of the morning was over, and the

.. Greyiriars boys were returning to the class-rooms,
The TFifth had arrived at their room, and upon the dgor
they found a written notice staring them in the [ace:

“Owing to the indisposition of Me. Prout, the Fifth are
excused from further attendance this morning.”

“Jolly good 1" said Bland. “I noticed Prouly had a cold
this mormng.”

*Yes, he was doing a lot of sniffing.”
Tug MacxET LIBRARY.—No. 112,
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“YWell, this 13 Tuek,” said Carter. " Let's get out inio the
Closo; it's a ripping morning, and we can get some footer.”
“ Hurray !"’ :

And the Fifth-Foriners, as the good news spread, retired
from the passage, and poured out into the Close once more.

Mr. Frout, the master of the Fifth Form, was generally
at his post earlier than his pupils. The Fifth had expected
to find him in the Form-room. But aftor reading that
notice on the deor, they did net trouble to open it.

Bluudell and Bland led the way to the Middle School
footer ground. They were glad to get some extra footer,
ﬂHPﬂEIEﬁ}’ as the season was almost at its finish, and King
Crickel's reign was about to cominence.

Some of the Fifth strolled about, 'but most of them went
on the footer ground to punt a ball about, and they were
£00T en;nyansilt ernselves, .

The thought that they had timo off while the rest of
Greyiriars sn[;-ged at lessons in the class-roomns was very
gratifying. They-had the whole place to themselves now.

Meantime, while the Fifth were disporting themselves in
wausual liberty, My, Prout, the Form.master, was sitiing
in the Form-room, waiting for them to appear.

He rose from his desk, and glanced at the clock, and an
sxprestion of amazomont come over his face as he saw that
his class was five minutes late.

v Pesy me ! he exclaimed., * This i3 very unusual.”

HHa went to the door and looked ocut into the passage. Tt
did not ocenr to him to look at the outside of the door, or
the notice there would have enlightened him. As to the
daie being the First of April, Mr. Prout had no leisure to
think of such frivolous matters. It never even cceurred to
him thet therd was & jape in progress,

The passage was dezerted, .

From the T}{rimr Fourth-room came a hum of voices, but
that was all. Mr. Pront looked decidedly mystified.

Where were the Fifth?

The Fifth Form-master went down the passage, opened
the Upper Fourth door, and looked in. Mr. Capper
planced round at him; so did the Fourth-Formers.

“ Wyense me, Mr. Capper,” said the Fifth Form-master,
“Have you seen anything of my voysi"

“Th? What?" )

“ My eloss have not come ™

*“ How curious ! said Mr. Capper.

“Yes, indeed

“ Nol at all.”

““Tt is very strange.”

Alr. Prout closed the door, and then gave the Remove &
look-in.  Mr. Queich met his glance inguiringly.

“Have you seen my boys, Mr. Quelch "

“No, sir," said Mr. Quelch greatly surprised.
not in their Form-room %"

“ They have not come in.”’

“ Pear me !’

“ Tt is very curions.'

Mr. Prout went to the big deor, and glanced out into the
(loss. On the distant footer ground a number of. active
figures were running to and fro, and a sound of joyous
shouting was borne towards hia ears.

Mr. Igmut gazed, and gazed again, in blank amazement.

Tha bell had rung for c¢lasses ten minutes ago, and the
clock had struck the hour; the Fifth Form could not fail to
ba aware that it wwaz high time they were in the clazs-room,.
Vet there they were, playing football.

It was astounding.

Pink with indignation, Mr. Prout hurried away towards
the footer ground. The wind caught his gown, and 1%
fluttared out behind him as he plunged on.

{larter was the first to see him coming.

“My hat!" he ejaculated. * Here comes Prout 1"

* Prout !”

“ Look 1”7

*Put he's i1} 1" exelaimed Bland.

** Well, he's coming.”

““He's got well, 1 suppose, and he wanis us to come in to
claszes,"’ said Blundell, with a disappeinted lock. *'I must
aay, it's inconsiderate of & Form-master to get well sud-
deunly in this way.”

“ Yeg, rather !

“Ile might ws well not have been ill st all,” grumbled
Bland.

“ Loaok here, don't see him,” said Blundell abrupily. " Ha
ourht to make up his mind whether ho's going to he ill
o well, Keep on with the game™

“ Daf—"

“ O, play up "

“(hy the ball P

And the Fifth-Formers were plaving away busily when
il ndignant Form-master arvived ai the ropes, Mr.
Prout stopped, gasping for breath, and waved lus band at
the Fifth-Forniera.

11

Have you seen them?

“ Are they

Head the Tale of Gerdon Gay,
The Schoolboy Aaotor.
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v Don’t come with us n.-ﬁj‘miﬁrthen We-dﬂn’t fike your company! " sald Macjorle Hazeldene, coldly, Billy |

Bunter blinked after the three girls in perplexity. * I wonder what that means,’” he murmured,

T Rl}j’ﬁ- prs
“Bon't hear him !" muttered Blindell.
“ Rather not !
“0On the ball!” roared the Fifth-Formors lustily.
up! Pass, there! On the ball!™
“Boys "
“ Hurrah "

“"Boys!"

“HBravo! On the ball! Kiek, you duffer ¥

Mr. Prout gasped. The Fifth-Formers apparently did
not hear him, intent on their game as they were, He
ﬁathl_-re.d up his gown and stepped over the ropes, and came
astily upon the footer ifeld.

“Bovs! 1 call upon you—--"

“0On the balll™

Ar. Prout rushed at the surging crowd of [footballers,
The ball Hew from Blundell’s foot, and then thero was o
wild vell From Mr. Prout

The focter plomped upon his chin, and he flew backwards
ax if a cannm:-lmir had caught him.

Ok

“ My hat!” gasped Bland.

** Ha, ha, ha!” _ _

Mr. Drout lay flat upon his back, staring up at the blue
Aneil sy, He 'was dimdy wondering whether an carthquake
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had occurred, or whether, perkaps, the tail of Halley's
comet hed struck the earth, after all.

“J—I—T'm awfully sorry, sir!” stammered Blundell,
" We didn't know you were coming to [Snj footer, sir.”

Yy avnt!” murmured Bland, i Deaw it mild, you
ass 1™

“T think s little practice would do your cold good, sir,”
went on the audacious Blundell. “ Will you play forwa
or baclk, siri?"

“ Blundell I Mr. Prout staggered to his feet. * 1 have
received a vielent shoek,” he said. * I am willing to beliove
that it was by accident. But why arve you boys nol in your
class-room ¥

The Fifth-Formers stared st him.

“ Because you're ill, sir."”

I What do you mean?

““Butb you said so, sir*’

Y Bluodell 1™ .

“You did, sir. You said we wera excused from morning
lessons, sir,” said Blundell, as bewildered now as Me. Prout.

“ Yea, sir, you did, sir,” chorused the Fifth.

“I—I—-<¢ither you are droaming or [ am!” giaaped the
ostounded Forfn-master. * When did 1 say so, Blundell¥"

“You zpid so in the notico, sin™

“The nolice ! What notice ¥

A Splendld Tale of Harr
& Co. By FRANK RI
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“On the Form-roam door, air."
““ I did not put any notice on the Form-room door.”
"' Oh, sir!™
“Ia it possible, Blundell, that you are venturing to play
On your OETMI-IAsier o a% . T TEL AL
a joke F ter ' asked Mr. Prout Jest

nﬂ?.

0O, str! No, sir !

" Follow me!” said Mr. Frout.
_The Fifth-Formers, with looks of dismay, marched after
the Fifth Form-master as he walked baclk to tho schoolhouae.
Mr. Prout stopped at the Fifth Form door and saw the
notice. He read it through, and frowned heavily,

“Did you imagine that 1 wrote this, Blundell ¥

“Dhdn't yon, sir?”

“ Cortainly not !

“ We—wo thought you did, sir.” ,

“It 13 an impertinent joke,' said Mr. Prout. * I ghall
certainly do my best to discover the author of it Mean-

while, we will resume lessons.™
And the Fifth Form went in. Mr. Prout toolt down the
notice, and at inlervala in the lessona he examined it care-

fully, trying to obtain a clue to the author.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Is Yery Clever.
Mﬂr QUELCH was busy with the Remove when Mr.

Prout came in once more. The Remove-master
looked round mguiringly. It eeemed to him that

_the Fifth Form-master restless  that
IMOTnIng.

“You have not found your boys yet, Mr, Prout?™

“Oh, yea! said Mr. Prout. *They are in the class.
room now, at work., I came here to bring this poper to
your sttention, Mr, Quelch.”

And he laid the famous notice on Mr. Quelch’s desk. The
Lower Fourth-master read it through, and looked puzzled.

“What doce it mean " he asked.

“It was pinoed on my door,” explained Mr. Prout. *It
fed my boys to imagine that there were no more lessons
this morning; hence their absence ™

“Oh, T see!”

1t was a joke—a First of April joke, sir,” said Mr. Prout,
looking very pink. *'1 have reason to suppose that it was
played by a moember of your Form, sic”

*Indeed I

“Yes, I have examined the handwriting. Look at it
yoursel[.*

Mr. Quelch seanned the notier onee more, and then raised
hia head.

“Wun Lung!” he said quictly.

The Chinese junior did not scem to hear.

“Wun Lung!” said Mr. Quelch, more loudly.

“Ye-p.as5, pir?™

“8Step out here, please”

“ Mo steppee, sir.”

The little Celestial, with a bland and innocent expression
upon hia face, stepped cut belore the class. Mr. Quelch held
up the paper.

" ¥ou wrote this, Wun Lung 7"

“ No savvy, Massa Quelch.”

“This paper 13 writtan with some imitation of Mr. Prout's
hand, but there are traces in it which are unmistakable
said Mr. Quelch. " Your writing is not exactiy like that
of the other juniors, Wun Lung."

“ Mo savyy.’

1t is as clear to me that vou wrote this paper as that
ithe letter to the IHead this morning was written by Donter.’

*' No savvy, sir.”

“*Did you perpetrate this joke ?” asked the Remove master
impaetiently, * Anawer me truthfully, Wun Lung.”

Wun Lung shook his hoad

“ No savvy, sir.”

Mr. Quelch compressed his Lips, Wun Lung did nct
understand the plammest English unless ho chose to do so,
And his smile was so childlike and bland that it reguired
a very doubting mind to suspect him of departing from
tha truth.

“ Now, Wun Lung, answer me !V

“ Yesz, sir,”

“Thd you write this absurd notice?”

“ No savvy.”

“ You understand me well cnough, Wun Lung.”

* Mo savvy, air.”’

* 1 know perfectly well that you wrote this ™

“ No savvy.”

"My impression s that Wun Lung wrote L' said Mer.
Prout. "I should not, howevar, like anyone to ba punished
without proof. New, Wun Lung, be frank for once. Did
you or did you not write this potice "

" Na savvy, gin'
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The two masters lovked at one another. If Wun Lung
did not choose to savey, nothing on earth could make him
5:51-1:;;, that was certain. Mr. Queleh picked up & eane from
his desk. The little Chinece eyed him warily.

“Now, Wun Lung,’ said Mr., Quelch, “I am certain
that you wrote this notice. The proof of the handwriting
is unmistakable, But I think it is very probable that you
wrote it at the dictation of another boy. Is this the case?™

“No savvy,"” faltered Wun Lung,

“Yos or no, sir!"

“ No savvy.”

“Very well. Hold out your hand.”

Bob Cherry rose up in his place at onee.

“If you please, sir——"

Mr. Quelch looked nt him.

“an you throw any light on this matter, Cherry 1"’

“Yes, sir, i(f you'll allow me™

“Go on,, by a!l means.”

Y Wun Lung did write it at the dietation of another chap,
sir,” zaid Bob Cherry. ** It was really the other chap’s idea,
but his fist—ahem ! I mean his writing—was so well known,

that he thought he'd better get Wun Lung to seribble it
out.™

“ 8o I suspected, Cherry.”'

“I=I don’t want to tell tales, sir,” said Beb Cherry,
looking very embarrassed. * Perhaps—perhaps, sir, you'd
be kind enough to let the chap off, if I tell you his name.”?

Mr. Quelch hesitated for a moment.

“You may go back to your place, Wun Lung."

“Tankee, tankee, sir!”’

And Wun Lung glided away.

“¥ery well, Cherry,” said Mr. Queleh, in his severest
tone, “I will net punish the boy you mention, if you tell
e Dis name. I will only express my profound contempt
for hiwe==for this boy, who could =it silent and allow that
foreign lad to be punished in his place, as would certainly
have happened if you had not spoken, Cherry.”

“ Y oeeps, sir”

“The boy must be very cowardly and very mcan,” sahd
Mr. Quelch. "1 fruat that Wun Lung will toe wise {o
allow himself to come under that boy's influence aguin.™

Bob Cherry's foce was erimson.

“1f vou please, sir—""

“ And now, Chorry, who was the boy "

“It—it was I, sir”

Mr. Quelch stood quite still for a moment, looking duzed,
his oves fixed on Bob Cherry. Mr. Prout smiled shightly,

Froon the whole Hemove came an irresistible giggle. The
junigrs hod wondered at Bob's undertaking to give 1he
name of Wuan Lung's confederaie, for Bob was anvibing
but = sneak. Buat his statement came like 2 bombehell.

“Vou!" gasped Mr. Quelch at last.

“Yeoo sir,” said Bob meckly.

“Cherry! I—I fail to guite understand rou. Do yon
mean to eay that it was at yvour dictation that Wun Lung
wrote this absurd paper?”

“Yes, sair

“Siand out here, Cherry !

“You—you said, sir——"

“{*owne here at onco !

Bob Cherry obeyed. Mr. Quelch grasped his cane in o
business-like way. His look was very grim and busines:.
like too. )

“] dare say vou regard this matter as extromely conne,
Cherry," he remarked. T see by your Form-fellows' looks
that they regard it in that light. I fail to see the comig
sicde myveelf, however, and 1 trust that you will aven view
the metter seriously, Held out vour hand.”

“ Put, sir—"

“ [Told out your hand ! thundered Mr. Quelch. .

Bal Cherry obeyed in dismay. The cane came down with
a mighty swipe, and the junior fairly jumped.

(1 {_}'I.‘.' lhl

“ The other hand, Cherry " .

“Ohw " pasped Bob. " You—vyou said, sir——"

“The other hand—at once [ i i

Tich held out the other hand, and received a second swipe.

‘“ Now the other ™ .

“OLh! Ow! You—you said that I shouldn't be Licked,
sir!"” gasped Bob Cherry indignantly. “I—=I think you
ouzht fo keep yvour word, sir!l”

ir. Quelch staried.

“ What did you suy, Cherry 1™ ; N

“Ow! You-—you Pru::mised not to punish the chap if I
told you his name!" groaned DBob Cherry. "“Ow! Ow!
Then I told you, and Ow I

Me. Queleh pursed hia lips. : .

“Pear me! I guite forgot! T must admit that T allowed
the circumstance to entirely zlip my mewory, Cherry. I
must remark, however, that your confession was in the
nature of a trick.”

THE “EMPIRE” LIBRARY, Fordiiedlsis.sisactaser
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“However, as T gave you my word that you should not be
Punished, L will keep it,” said Mr. Quelch magnanimously.
f¥ou should have reminded me earlier.”

“Ow! You didn't give mo time.”

“1t ig certainly unfortunate,” zaid Mr. Quelch. * How-
aver, you may gonsider that the whole matter is wiped out,
and you may looked upon yourself as not caned. Go to
your place.”

And Bob Cherry grunted and went. He might look upon
himself as not having been caned, no doubt, but that did
not remove the smart from his palms. Mr., Prout smiled,
and loft the room; and the morning's work proceeded—in-
terrupted now and then by o painful gasp from Bob Cherry.

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
EBluadell is a Little Hasty.

OBRNING lessons were over at last, and the Remove
poured out. Bob Cherry and Billy Bunter were
both rubbing their hands painfully as they came
out. Bob was still feeling the smart of the cane.

Billy Bunter was guite all right in that respect; but he
wanted to gain sympathy., He drew the longest of long
faces, and groaned andibly in Harry Wharton's ear. Harry
gtopped and leoked at hine
“ What's the matter with you, Bunter " he asked. ]
“I'm in fearful pain,”’ groaned Bunter. **Queich laid
it on s¢ hard, yvou know.”

“That was hours age,” said Harry. * You're all right

now. ' ) .
Buuter blinked at him, :
“71 suppoze I ought to know whether I'm all right or

not?” he said peevishly, “1 tell you T'm not all ‘right.
I'm suffering fearful pain, not to say agony. It's thrown
me into o very low stafe. You know I'm a delicate chap,
anyway, and can only keep iy strength up by taking con-
stant nourishment. Tf you could lend me a couple of
boli-— I say, Wharton, don't walk away while I'm
spoaling.”

But Harry Wharton had walked away.

“{herry! Nugent! I say, you fellows——

“ Bror-rer 7 said Bob Cherry, * Don’t bother!™

“(Oh, really, Cherey——"

“ Rata ! i

Billy Bunter blinked ot the retreating forms of the
juniors, and grunted. He left off rubbing his fat hands;
there was evidently mo sympathy te be had. A sturdy
junior passed him in the passage, and Billy Bunter grabbed
gt his sleeve.

“ 1 aay, Linley B

“Wall ¥ said Mark Linley, the Ilad from ZLancashire,
looking down at him cheerfully. * What do you want,
Dunter #" . .

“]—I'm expecting a postal-order,” said Bunter, * If—7

Iianley shook his head.

“ Rats ! he said teraely.

“ (Oh, really, Linley—" ]

But Linley was gone, too. Billy Bunter drifted discon-
solately out into the Close. He glanced at the gates, and
a faint grin came over his faf face.

“Wharton! T say, Wharton—""

“0Oh, don't bother ! aaid Iarry.
footer, Frank. We sha'n't have much more of it.
Bunier ! :

“Vary well, If the girls come——"

bk

“ Let's go down fo the
Buzz off,

Harry stared at him. .
“Th? What are you talking about!”

“I—I— was only saving that the girls might come™
stemmercd Bunter. ) .

“Do you mean the Chit House girls?

“f course."”

“They're not coming here to-day,” said Harry, in wondaor,
“YWhat are you talking sbout? Are you off your rocker "

“Well, I—I thought they might come, you know,"” said
Bunter, stammering. “* You never know, do you? What I
was thinking, i3, that if they thought they were invited to
a feed, and caome over, it would be a disappointment to find
there wasn't anything, yvou know., My idea is that we ought
to pet up & decent feed of sorme sort.”

Harry stared at him blankly.

“Weail, of all l:hfr_dn::-dglef: you've ever thought of for getiing
a feed, Billy, I think this is about the rottenest,” he said.
“There's not the faintest reason to suppoze that the Clff
House girls will come over.”

“Woell, vou sre -

“They can’t come over,” sald Nugent. * They'd have to
miss dinner at Cliif Ilouse if they came over here fo feed,
and they'd have to ask special permission of Miss
Primraose.'”

“Well, they may kave done that, you know ™

“Why should they?"

AWl you see——"

SO0, you're soft,” said Tom Brown.

“Tis o dodge 1o
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get & feed, of course. Run away and play, You feliows
coming to the footer.”

“Yes, rather! DBuzz off, Bunter.” . ]

“I—1 say, you fellows, I think it's quite Iikely they'll
come, you know,'” exclaimed Bunter, trotting after the
juniors. “ I've reason to think so. You just see if I'm not
right. If vou like, I'll make all the arrangements for the
feed. I'll get in the stuffi—"

* And eat it ?"

“" 3h, reelly, Brown—'

“* Buzz off "' '

% ".’i::uu"v{! only got to place the money in my hands, and

CrSLUCAREE

“ And never see it apain® grinued Nugent. Do get
off | You're too numerous. There's too much of you.
Blide out!”

“* But, really—"'

Nugent exchanged a glance with Tom Brown, and they
:‘;nisz the fat junior and sat him down upon the ground.
Then they walked on, leaving DB:illy Bunier hlm'l::lnfg afler
them. %[3 did not attempt to [ollow them any further,
however.

Harry Wharton & Co. were soon busy on the fonter field,
Tt was o fine April day, warm, but not too warm for feoter.
The juniors enjoved the game cxceedingly, and they scon
forgot all about Billy Bunter and his eurious idea that the
CIiff House girls might be coming over to lunch.

Temple, Dabney & Co. came down to waich the geme.
They were grinning, a8 if they had some comic idea 1n their
minds. Temple turned towards Blundell and Bland, who
were strolling by, and ealled to them.

“Blundell ! I aay, Blundell " :

The captain of the Fifth stopped and looked at him. It
did not exactly comport with his dignity to be hailed like
this in the Close by a junior, and he gave the Fourth-
Former a very majestic glance,

“ Did vou call me, Temple i

“Yes, I did.” i

“Then it's like your beastly check!” said Blundell.
“ What do you mean by yelling at me as if I were a Fourth
Form fag, you young sweep "' )

“Oh, sll right!” said Temple. “If you don't mind the
fags playing with your new footer, I'm sure I don't care.

Blundell jumped. * A fellow who had expended fifteen-and.-
six on a fooiball might be excused for feeling m little excité-
ment on hearing that it was being used bﬁr fags in & practice
game. He eame over towards the Fourth-Formers qu:rrh{;:.

““ What's that, Templa? What are you talking about?”

“ Oh, nothing ! said Temple loftily. *‘I don’t see that
it's my business, anyway. You can argue it out with the
Remove.™ . -

Blundell stared at the Removifes, who were pursuing the
ball with great energy. It was of course impossible to sec
much of the ball, 1

“ Do you mean to say they've got my balli” demanded
Blundell furiously,

Temple shrugged his shoulders. o

“Tt's pot my business,” he said. * Den't ask me.

Blundell jumped ou to the footer ground, and ran towarda
the players. .

“ Ztop that " he roaved. * Hand over that ball’

Some of the juniors stared at him,

“Mad " said Nugent checriully.
nc}f‘iﬁ!”l e

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

« Hand over that ball!” yelled Blundell, “T'I—I'N skin
you, you cheeky young rascals! Stop kicking that ball
about 1"

He rushod right into the mob of players. Wharton stared
at him for a sccond, and then made a gign to his fol-
lowers, which thoy understood at once.

The Removites made a charge, and Hiled over fho big
Fifth-Former like so many cats. Blundell gasped, and went
down with a heavy bump, with innumerable juniors swart-
ing all over him. : :

““Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Temple. * First of April " .

And Tomple, Dabnoy & Co. walked off, not wishing to in-
terview Blundell again when he escaped from the Romovites,

Blundell struggled pod gasped under the sprawling mass
of juniors.

“TLemme gerrup ! he mombled. *I'm squ-squ-sguasied |
Yow! Lemme gerrup! Il brain you! Yaroch! Groo!”

Y He, ha, ha ™

“Gerroff I )

“ WNow then,” said Bob Cherry, eitting on Blundell’s chest,
“just explain yourself, you bounder! What do your mmean
by poking yourself in hiere and nterrapting your hotters?

::]';:fn;:;n} got my fooler.”

Ly

|

“Don't take any
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"That’'s my looter ! gasped Blundell
gorrup i
_ “¥Your footer 1" said Nugoent, pickin
mg it elose to Blundell's face.
good look !

" Grovorororooh [

“(h, have 2 good leok!™

Nugent was fairly rubbing the footer in Blundell's [nce,
and as it was smothered with mud, it wasn't nice for
Blundell. He gasped and choked.

“Grooh! Yow! Grook!”

“Is it your footer?"

“Yow! No! Yah!™

“Ha, ha!. He's un April fool!’ exclaimed Linley.
“Temple was pulling his h:?;! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha! Kick him out "

Blundell staggerad to his fect as the juniors released him.
He realised that Templa had been making a fool of him.
He staggered off the footer ground, and [ooked round for
Temple. But the Fourth-Former had wisely disappeared,
and Blundell sought him in vain.

HU1—T— Lomme

it up and thrust-
“Look at 1t! Have a

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Unexpecied Visitors.
4 ALLO, halle, hallg '™
H “OUn the ball!™
“Hold on !
“ What's the matter ?*
Bob Gherry &
ob Cherry hud suddenly stopped himszelf in a run u
the field, an&? Wharton hmiybumﬂemui into him with mmuideﬂ
aitle foros. But Bob did not seeny to mind, He was staring
away blankly towards the gates of Greyfriars

Harcy followed his glance, and then he echoed Bob's ex-
clamation of astonishment,

“ My hat!"

M'The hatfulness is terrific " exclaimed Hurreoe Jamset Ram
Singh. “ What is the causefulness of this:”

The juniors had reosean to be nstonished.

In at the gates of Greyfriars came three well-known
figures. They were Marjoric Hazeldeno, Clara Treviyn, and

ilkelmina Lamburger, from CL{f Housze.

In view of Dunter's mysterious words, the appearance of
the CLiff House girls was certainly surprising. It was really
as if Buntor wers entitled to a place among the prophets.

The juniors stopped footer at once. They ran off the ficld,
and towards the new arrivals, to meet them, but they were
fealing puezled,

“1 don’t quite make it out,” Iazeldene remarked.
" Marjorie saw mo Jy-asterday, and she never said anything
abont mmmig over.'

And Hazeldene, who perhaps was not quite so keen to ece
his sister as the other fellows were, went on punting the
footer about, with a few of the Remove. Harry Wharton &
Co. hurried down to the gates.

* Marjoria !"

The girl nodded, with a bright smile.

“ Well, we've come,” che snid sweetly,

“ How jJolly good " said Bob Cherry.

“ We couldn't all come.™

(1] Eh ??r

“But Miss Primrose gave us three permission,” eaid Miss
Clara. * Wa had to 'h-eg EVET S0 hurdfjthnugh.”

* Iod-did you

“Yos; and she gave in at last,” said Marjorie. “Of
L::::ﬁ she felt Lhow disappointed -you would be if we didn't
Coine,

i E’e-es,” stammered Wharton, wondering whether he was
awake,

“ Especially after preparing such a beautiful lunch," said
Mizg Clara.

* Yes, certainly,” murmured Harry.
‘I tinks tat te lunch is goot, oin't 149" said Miss Lim-

burger. T tinks tat I am ferry glad to gome, after.”
“ How—how good of you!™ '

“It was very good of you to invite us,’’ said Marjorie.

“0Oh, net at all!” stammered Wharton.

“Yes, 1t was; but why to-day " wpsked Marjorie. *' To-
moreow 13 Saturday—a ']'mif-h-:}fidn.yﬂ—and we zhould have
thought you would have selected that."”

“Just 501" said Miss Clara.

““1 tinks tat {2 sconer we have te feed, te petter,” said

Miss Limburger. *To.day is effer as much petter as to-
morrow, pefore.’™

“You—you sce—"" stammered Harry.

“atall, ait’s all right,” said Miss Clara.  We were very
pleased to coma.”

“Yery pleased indeed,” said Marjorie.

" We—we're pwially pleased,” said Harry. “It-—it was
g0 kind of you to come.’

. M Wall, after your kind letter, we couldn’t think of refus-
ing,"” sard Marjorie. *' It only depended upon whether Miss
Primrose gave us leave."”

U My—iny latter I

“¥es. I3ul how careless of vou to post it without &
stamp "'

“ With—withou! n stamp "

“ Yes, Miss Primrose had to pay twopence upon it

Harry Wharton remembered the letier to the Head, un-
stumped, which be had heard of that moring in the Remnove-
room, and he thought at onoe of Ihily Dunter. This, ther,
was Lhe intended jape of the fol juoior upon Chff House,
This, then, was heow DBunter gues:ed that the girls were
coming over ta lunch.

Wharton's eyes gleamed for a moment. He would have
f.w&u a term's pocket-morey to he in a quiet corner with

itlly Bunter at that moment. Tha fat junior hiad got the
Greyiriars chums into an extremiely awkward position.

It was hot only that they ware not prepared in the least
for a visit—it was not only that thore was nothing ready in
the study for anvihing in the shape of a lunch—hul the
Greyfriars chums were short of money, too.

How thfq’ were to gat out of the difficaity was o mystery,
Wharton did not care to tell the visitors, naturelly, that they
had not been invited at afl, but wore the victims of a First
of April joke.

“That's too bad,” said Bob Cherry.
been careless, Harry."

“Yages” stammerod Harry,

“ Awfully careless,” said Nugent.

“Oh, it's nothing " ssid Marcjorie.
letter, that's the chief thing."”

“Veooes," eald Harry, " that's the chiaf thing."

“Ts vour hand any better 7' gshed Miss Hazeldene, with
solicitude.

Wharton starbed.

“ My hand "

£f 'Erﬂ.'l:r

“My—my hand!"

" Yeas," soid Marjorie wonderingly., *f You hurt it playing
leapfrog, vou know, and so yeu had to ask Dunter to write
tha letter for you.”

“Dd-d-d-ddid TP

“ Well, you-said-so 1n the letior.” _

" Vezes; of coursa,” sail Harry, recognising at once
gnothar trick of the fat jumqr, E._l-l'if.‘ll':, of eourss, to account
to tha girls for the letter bBoing 1n his handwriting, “'I--1
had forgotten for the moment.”

“Then voeur hand isn't very much hari 7"

“Oh, no! Not at all—I—]I nwean not very much '™

“7 tinks tat te lunch——" hezan Miss Limburger, who
evidently hed an eve to business, and had not walked over
from Chif House nrerely for exorcise or for the purpose of
holding a conversalion 1n the Close of Greyfriars,

Y J:g-just g0, sard Wharton readily. " The lunch—"

“In the open alr, perhaps,” sald Miss Clara, leokin
round. *Thoe weather 15 getling so mild now that it is
really worm eaough for pienicking.”

“ Yoz, coertatnly, in the open a1, said Iarry.

" Good!" smid Miss Clara, " Where shall we have lunch,
then ¥

“In—in the study.”

“Weou must have

" We roceived the
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There was a terrific yell from Billy Bunter, as his knuckles biffed agalost the wall Instead of ageinst Wun

Long's head.

vOw! Oh! Yow!" yelled the fat junlor wildly ; while the little Chinee doubled up In a paroxysm

J of silent mirch.

]

L4 Eh :I-"”

“In the study, vou know.”

Y1 thoughi your soid in the open arr,” said Miss Clara,
loeking very cariously at the capiain of the Greyfrioers
Romove.

Harry torned red:

“ Yeos, veee3, of oowse,” he agresd at once.  * Tn the open
air.  I—I mean you mizht coine and wait in the study whila
—while it's getting ready.”

** Then vou're late 7"

H o ate ?h

“Yes. You said exretly half-pazt twelve in your leter,
and wow leok at the clock,” said- Misa Clara, friumphantly
pommting with her parasol at the Greyirars clock-tower,
“It's five minuies past the half-hour™

R A )

“0Of course, 1t deasa’™ mstter,” said Marjerie. " We will
walt i the study, with pleasure.”

“Good 1" seid Hoarey., *There's a jolly good fire thero,
and it's awlally cold to-day, jsn't 8%

“ T waos juslk saving that if was warm,"” saul Mus Clara.

Y Yaeeees, that's what [ meanr—oawiully wanin

Mizz Clare did vo! deign any reply (6 that ramarl. She
thouerht that Harey Whartouw was very strange indeed. As a
nesttar of fact, Wharipn was =0 confosed and dismaved by
thke result of Duntev’s tricksry, that e hardly koew what Le
was saying or doing. [ did not speak again as he led the
wav to o,  Study in the Remove passage

Ting Maocxer Linvriayv.---No, 112

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Hot Chase.

ARJORIE & C0O. came into the study. They could

M not help glancing at the grate. Whorton had said,

in the hurry of the moment, that there was a good

fire there; but, as & matter of fact, the grate was

cold and black. The girls did not guite understand

Wharton, and neither did his chums, for that matter. Bob

Cherry and Nugent were both glancing at him  very
curionaly. i

“ Vou'li—you'll sit by the fre, won't you?” spid Harry,
palling out the armchair. * You see—-"

“Thare 1sn't any blessed fire,” said Bob Cherry. * But
wa'll jolly soon have one going.™

“*(3h, don't trouble,” said Marjone,

* No trouble at all.™

“ Bub raall jH

YO, that's all right ! Brown, old chap, buzz off and get
some eoal. There's none 1in the locker.”

" Rewllv- " sanl Marjorie.

Toi Brown buzzed off. e buzzed to his own study, and
broaght a supply of his own coal. The New Zealand junior
was prepared to make sacrifices in the common eause. Fob
Charry raked out the grata with a orickst stuep, sendin
up 2 eloud of dusl and ashes that made the giels scurry bac
in great hasto,

S0 P ogrid Migs Clara.
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"1 tink——"

Bob Cherry looked cound,

“ Anything up ™

“Only dust,” said Nugent. * You'd better lot me do that,
Bob, You'll be making the room into & muck.”

“Oh, bosh !

(1] ]_H:Jl:lk ITE:'E_!'
::Eﬂf hu?.i off and pet some wood.”

u ——

“ Loole here, 1f vou don't Eet some wood, how am I lo light
tha fire?” demanded Bob Cherry. “Go off and get somse,
and don’t falk. If you can't find any wood, get a chair cut
of one of the studies and chop it up."”’

“0Oh, all vighti™

Bob Cherry raked away industriously. The clond of dust
and blacks floated about the study, and the girls exchanged
glances of dismay. They were thipking of their nice bright
spring frocks, but politeness forbade them to say anvihing,

Tom Brown came in with the coal, and Nugent with the
wood. Harry Wharton had placed chairs for the girls, and
they sat down in a row. arjorie and Clara lt::r::ﬁ:-&d very
politely prim, but there was a oertain amount of impatiance
visible in the plump face of Miss Wilhelmina Limburger.
E;nei was thinking of the lunch, and wondering when it was to
arrive.

Bob Cherry soon had & fire going. Tt roared up the
chimney, and Bob piled on more wood and more coal with »
llberia.l -3.:}]:':.}

** You will have the chimney on fire,”” said Miss Clara.

. *Oh, that’s all right!” sgid Dob confidently. “Ii’s a
3&1%3 g‘{:-?d chimney. It's only been on fire twice this term."

I—I'll go and see how the lunch is getting on,” said
Herry, at last.

:: ¥ou must not hurry," said Marjorie.

Oh, no, not at all—T mean yes, certainly.”

Harry roddened, and hurried out of the study.

and Tom Brown followed him.
grate.

H Now, that's all right,” he remarked, “That fire will

burn. I think I'll go and wash some of the black off my
hands.™

And he left the stady, too. Marjorie and Clars exchanged
glances,

M;;Elﬁﬁsﬁ something the matber, Marjorie,” whizpered
PiIInli;mrm nodded,
‘They must have expected us.”
:' h, ves, Clara 1™
‘ Yot they scom to be taken by surprise.’””
It 15 very olrange.”
“Harry is talking at random all the time. If he were a
nliﬂl'l, I should suspect that he had been drinking,” said Miss
ara.
“0h, Clarg 1™

“I should, really! Marjorie, they must have forgotten
that we were coming, and nover thought of it till they saw
ua at the gates.”™

:'{}13, imposaible "

"L jolly well think eo !" declared Miss Clara, in her boyish
way. ‘It would be a good idea to walk away now, and
not stay for lunch.”

* We couldn’t, Clara.”

“Well, T supposo not; but it would serve them right. I
am certain that they had forgotten that we were eogning.

Nugent
Bob Cherry rose from the

It was awfully rude of them. What do you think, Wil-
belmina "

“I tink tat T am rotty for tat lunch, ain't it?"

Miss Clara laughed. Wilhelmina Limburger had no

thoughts to spare for anything but the lunch. She was a
good rival to Billy Bunter in that respeet.

Meanwhile, the Greyfriars chums had followed Ilarry
Wharton down the passage, and as soon as they were out
of hearing of No. 1 Study, they had commeneed to make
remarks, They surrounded the uofortunate captain of the
Remove, and spoke their minds in painfully plain English.

“You burbling ass!” said Nugent. “Why didn't wvoa
tell us you had invited Marjorie & Co. over to lunch #*

* Fancy never even referring to it!" said Bob Cherry.
“ Had you forgotten?"

[ 4] 1_______!?

“The frabjous lunatic!” szaid Tom Brown.
must be off his rocker.”

“1 tell you &

“The off-fulness of his esteemed rocker is terrific.”

“Of all the burbling duffers, T think he takes the cake,'™
Bob Chorry went on,  ** If thire was time we'd bump him.”

“"Lot's bump him, anyway."

“1 tell you—="

Y Bump him

“Hold on, vou duffers!"” exclaimed IHarry.

THE MaGrer LiBrany.~—INo. 112,

JUST OUT.

T think he

“1 tell

vou I dido't know anything about the matbior, any more
than you do. 1 hadn't the faintest iden they were coming."
“¥ou wrote the letter.”
“1 didn't 1"
“ What 1"
“1 never wrote ik, T haduo't the fainlest idea that il was

written,” said Harr savagely, “Can't you see what it isf
It's a Firat of April joke.™

“* Phew !

LI M:F !.'I.-ﬂ.t !:Il'

“By gum!” said Tom Brown.

" The gumfulness is terrific ™

“1t's a joke of that silly young ass Bunter. Don't you
gea?  That was the jape he mentioned yesterday—to fool
the CLff House girls,” said Wharton, “ He's sent them a
apoof invitation to lunch here.”

Y Tha=—the voung rotter ™

“He wrote the letter in my name, and pul in & varn
about writing it for mo because I had hurt my hand. Mar-
jorie never kad a suspicion.”

“The deep beast!” said Bob Cherry. * That fat dufier
will finich his career in prison if he's not jolly careful.”

“We can’t tell the girls it’s a jape.” said Tom Brown
th‘f;‘gh.”“”«"" “ Thoy'd never forgive us. 1t would be too
rotten,'’

Harry Wharton shook his head,

*“ Tmpossible. We must play up now, and_keep up appear-
ances. We ahall have to turn to and raize a jolly good
lunch semehow.”

HThew! YWhere's tha tin?

“That's the question. We've got to—""

“I say, vou fellows——""

“ Mallo, halle, halla! Hera’s Bunter !

Billy Bunter was coming ap  There was a curions ex-
pression upon tho fat junior's face—a combination of nervous
uneasinesa and an ingratinting smirk. He ovidently did
nod Lnow what kind of a reception he would geb from Havry
Wharton & Co.

“T—I say, you fellows,” he zaid neevously, * I—I seo the
ClLff Houso girls have come. I—I rather thought they
would, you know™

“You voung rother

“0Oh, reaily. Wharton——" . ]

“1 supposo this is your idea of a jape,” =zaid Wharton
angrily. * L told vou vou were not to play off any of your
silly tricks on the girls.”

“T—I-—it was a jape, you know. Awlully funny, don't
you think sc? IHe, he, ha!”

“*You—you—"

 Bosides, we can stand them a lunch now they're here”
went on Bunter hurriedly, * I'm willing to do all the shop-
ping and cooking, and anything in that line, I'm really
willing to be obhiging in every way., I can't say fairee
than that.™

“ Jollar him 1"

‘“ (Oh—oh, really, J—I—"" o

Rilly Bunter dodged aleng the passage ns the juniors
rushed upon lum.  However they got out of the present
difficulty, or failed to get out of it, fhere would be somn
satisfaction in inflicting condign punishment upon the Qwl
of the Remove for getting them into if, ‘

Billy Bunter dodged and ran. He knew that the girls
were in No. 1 8tudy, and he ran desperately for that apart-
ment,

The juniors rushed after him like a pack in full ¢ry, for-
gotting in the excitement of the moment that Marjorie &
(o, were in the ztady, and that the deor was open.

The erash of footsteps in the pussoge could herdly fail to
reach the cars of the girls

Billy Bunter had almost resched the door of the study,
when Bob Cherry overtook him and graspoed his shoulder,
Bunter mave a terrified whimper, and rolled on the foor,
?‘Hdl Bob Cherry fell over him and sprawled wpon the
inoloun.

At the same moment Marjoric and Clara appeared in the
doorway, and looked out upon the scene in great surprise,

17
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the lavalid,

OB CIERRY sat up, gpasping, and looked dazediy at
Marjorie. | Billy 1f]’zund:m' gma.nclr.l and pgasped for
breath.  The rest of the juniors came to a sudden
halt, looking decidedly sheopish,

Marjorie and Clara looked ab them, and they looked at
Marjoric and Clara, and their {seces grew very red.

Marjorie was looking amazed, but a gleam of fun wes
dancing in Clara's eyes. She saw more than Marvjorie did.

“You are having s foot-race?"” ane asked innocently.

Harry Wharton jumped at the explanation with pgreat
relief.
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“Yeeoes" he exclaimed,  We—we were racing along
the passage, you know, B.-b-bob Cherry won. "

“*Ye-o-05," said Bob, staggering up; “I1—I fell
Bunter.”

1) D..w. EH

“ et up, Bunter I

i 0“, !]I

“We—we've got to soe about lunch,” said Nugent.
“Cpme on, Bunter; we shall need you to help us”

[ .:}.,“, pra

“"He ig hurt!" said Marjorie, with a2 look of conecern.
" ¥You must have fallen on him very heavily, Bob.”

Bob Cherry glared at the faf junior. Ile knew pﬂrfectg
well that the fat junior was ondy malingering, and pretend-
lr.!g'] to be hurt, for the sake of extorting sympathy from the
girls.

If Marjorie and Clara had not been there, Bob Cherry
would have brought his boots into play, and Dunter would
have ;}u:_n[‘red up with record celerity, Dut such a course
was obviously mpossible under the circumstances.

“ He—he's all right ! muttered Bob Cherry.

*I--I'm not all right,” said Bunter, with & moan. “ My
spini] column iz twizted, and I've got a sprain in my—my
voea!l chords™

“You anss!?

“Twgo of my ribs zre broken, too, I think.”

“0Oh, get up I said Harry contemptuousiy.

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Wao shall want you to help with the lunch, Billy,” said
Nugent, thinking that such an appen! was certain to restore
the fal junior at onee,

But Billy Bunter was not to be caught. He did not intend
tor trust himself with the jumiors agamm, vwoless Marjorie was
present; and he knew that there must be 2 feed now, and
thit he would get his share of 1# without exerting himself.

“I—I can't move,” he sard fwintly. * Perhaps if you
were to help me into the study I—=I might be able to lie
i the armchair, and ezt o little."

“Oh, do help him!” zaid Marjorie.

Marjorie evidenily believed that the fat junior was hurf,
thourh of course not so badly as he stated. And as for
(lara, she did not allow her facs to show what she thought.
But perhaps she was quite willing te enter inle a little joko
against the juniors, for thelr supposed forpetfulness of thair
VWit invitation.

Wharton exchanged a look with DBoeb Cherry, and Bob
f;runtnd, They stooped and picked Bunter up, and earried
vim into the study. They placed him in the armchair, and
a3 they did so Billy Bunfer uttered a most tremendous vell.

“Yar.ro-g-0-00h !

“Goodoess gracious!" exclaimed Marjorie,
“What—what 15 the matter*"

“* Oy I

“Have vou a

!
Crwe 1™

Bob's face was erimeson.

*0Oh, shut ap, Bunier ! he muttered.

“Ow! I've been pinched! I'm hurt! Ow!"

Bob rushed from the study, not daring to mect Marjorie's
accusing eyes. He had not been able to avoid giving the
malingerer that pinch, on the spur of the moment. But
Bunter was not the fellow to take an attention of that sort
in silenee. e made his woes known at the top of his voice.

He lay in the chaie and moaned.

“ Do you feel much pain now 7" asked Miss Clara sympa-
thetically.

“Ow! Yes Ow!"

“VWhere is 157

"It s—it's cvervehere,” said Bunter feebly., “T—T have
a gencral feeling all over of being hurt, you sce. Perhaps
something to est would revive me”

1M bet 1t would 1" growled Nugont, as he huorried from
the siudy. *If T keep near that fat bounder any longer
[ shall jump on him!™

“ The jumpfulness would be terrific in my esteemed case
also,” murmured the dusky Nabob of Bhanipuar.

Wharton breathed hard through his nose as they went
down the Famag‘e.

“Tt's all humbug, of course!” he said. “Ile's not hurt.
But he's impozing on the girla, He means to be petted
and made much of, and fed. Pahl!"”

“1t's just one of Bunter's tricks,” said Nugent.
mind, after the girls have gone—"

"What-ho '™ said Bob Cherry, with great emphasiz. And
that ** What-ljo " mweant troublous timez in ztore for the Qwl
of the RHemove,

“ Now, about the blessed fecd!" said Harry Whartan,
with n vontrected brow. *"How nre we guing to muanage
i? I'm stomy.”

“*And 17 said Nugent. :

“I've gat a bob,” said Bob Cherry, turning that coin ont
with a grimy finger *“ 1 contribute it to the funds with

over

in alarm.

iy

pain ¥

Somebody pinched me. Ow! It was Bob Cherry.
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“A: much as I generally have on a Friday,” grinned
Ton Brown. ** Twopenee.”

“ Phew !

“What's your little lot, Inky " .

“¥ have the honour of possessing the estesmed sixponee,”
said tho Nabob of Bhanipur ruefuily. =

Wharton gathered the contributions in his palm, and
loocked ot them with extrenie dissstisfaction.

“ One-and-cightpenes 1™ he zaid. My hat!?

“It's no good." )

“ The no-goodfnlness is terrific ' R

“We shall have to raise the wind somehow,” said
Wharton desperately. *Let's get round and borrow of the
fellows. The worst of it is, that the time's passing, and the
girla will be wondering why the lunch docsn’t arrive.

“ Fepecially Wilhelmina.™

“Ha, ha, gn " ,

“It's no blessed laughing matter, though,” said Harry,
with o worried look. “You soe, the gll‘lﬂ- !1[“'1‘- {J:hlﬂ-lﬂﬂ-'i
permission from Miss Penelope Primrose to miss their Iunch
at Cliff House, o lunch with us over here. We shail have
to provide something—and something decent, too. — And
they mustn't be allowed to have any suspicion that they've
beon done, either.”

““ GGreat Scott—no I g "

““Then it's jolly well not safe to leave Bunter with them,
said Nugent.,

Wharton noddad.

“J'll go and tell them lunch is coming,” he remarked.
“ You fﬂﬁi{-ws raise all the tin vou ean, and I'll come back
hera in a few minutes.”

“Right you are "

The juniors scattered, in quest of lenders, and Harry
Wharton returned to No.o 1 Study.

Billy Bunter's voice could he heard,

“7 ‘never got enough to eat in this study, you know,
The feliows keep me awiully short. T}ua;}-’ra en selfish.
Now Hallo! Is that you, Bob Cherry ¥

"It is I said HHarry, entering.

*“Oh, is lunch nearly ready®” i ;

“1t's coming along,” eaid Wharton, emiling at the girls
with one side of his face, and trying to frown at Billy,
Bunter with the other—an attempt which cansged his fonfures
to assume a most remarkable expression.

“Good ™ zaid Billy Bunter. " I'm fecling very bad, but
I've no doubt & gu&d fead will set me up = bit. You are
going fo have cold chicken ¥

“*Ye-e-as"

“ And ham patties, I think you said #"

*Yes,” said Wharton, with one-sided plare, which bad no
effect whatever upon the Owl of the Remove.

“*And jam roll and taris®"

“Yo-es."

“T tinks tat tet is nice,”” snid Wilhelmina Limburger,
“1 tinks tat I am retty too, ain’t it. I tinks tat I have
hungar.”

“The lunch won't be long,” said Wharton, *The fellows
are—ara bucking up, you kuow, like unyt.hin_g;i:"

“T supposa I can have some cream puffs)” said Bunter,
in g foint voice. " Cream puffs always seem to strengthen
me when I’'m fesling very low.”

Wharton did nol seem to hear.

“You girls ke eream-pueffs 2" zaid Bunter.

e ga,” sadd Miss Famburger. ** Ve likes dem mooch,
tey are ferry goot. Ach, jal”

“You sgaid cream puffs, 1 think, Wharton 1

U ¥ es," murmured Wharton.

“T1 say, you know, you ought to hurry up with the lunch,”
gald DBunter. * The girls are feeling awfully pecloish I

# Nonsense !'' said %Anr'crriﬂ,

“I have hunger,” said Wilhelmina simply.

“It—it won’t be a few minutes now,” snid Harrey
desperately.

And he left the study, giving Billy Bunter a look out of
the corner of his eye as he went, which ought to have
annihilated the fat junior on the spot. But Billy Bunter
was in the seventh heaven, confemplating the coming fead
in hizs mind's eye, and Harry could have glared and glared
without bothering him 2 bit then.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Gnly Way.

- HAT luck ¥
w Harry Wharfon asked the guestion ragerly as

he met hia chums at the end of the Remove
DaSSATEe,

¥

Their expressions did not look very
hopeiul. . . . ,
As mosk of the Greyfriars juniors received their pocket-

pleasure. ITow muech have you %’ﬂh Brown?" money on a Saturday, Friday was not a good day for
THF MACXET mei.mm—ﬂf:u 112. i
NEXT & 1 A Splendld Tale of Harry Whartan
WEEHK: FRIENDS OR FOES ? & Co. By FRANK RICHAERDS,



18 THE BEST 3" LIBRARY P®¥~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3> LIBRARY.

borrowing. Money was generally “ tight ' by the middle of
the week, and in a state of great scarcity by Friday, And
50 1 was now,

Bob Cherry opened two empty hands to show that he had
nothing. Frank Nugent held out a shilling. Mark Linley
had a sixpence, Tom Brown had a c¢ollection of pennies
and halfpennies. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh showed two
zl*_:illings. Harry Wharton looked at the collection n

Ismay.

The junicors might have stood a little feed on that sum,
but a really ripping lunch was required; a first-class feed,
of course. Marjorie and Clara had been led to expect that
thers wns something out of the common to come, and Billy
Bunier had seen to it that details were not neglected.

Where was the feed to come from? ;

The worst of it was, that minutes were precions. There
was not much time to think, and not much time to act.
What was to be done? .

To tell the girls that they had been made April fools was
impossible—harder than ever now. [f they had to be un-
deceived, it ought te have been done at fiest; delay only
made maltérs worse.

The juniors leoked at one anoiher in dismay. They all
longod o be within hitting distance of Billy Bunter, who
hmig caused all the trouble. It was particularly galling to
think that the fat junior was quite at his ease, lolling in
the arowhair, playing the invalid, in serene anticipation of
& good feed.

‘l"u".-'c] |, what on carth are we going to do " said Nugeng
b lest.

“ The whatfulne®s is terrific !

Harey Wharton gave a shrug of tho shoulders,

“We ean't raise the wind,'” he aaid, * We ecan't tall ihe

irls that they've been taken in, and there’s no lunch.

esides, thev've missed lunch at Chiff Iouse; they wouldn't
get any when they went in, anyway. It would be rather

m"%}._’]; !
“My hat ! I should say so!”

" Yes, rather I

“Thon we've got to manage it somehow,
one thing to do."”

“We'll do it, whatever 1t i5" said Beb Cherry.
what is it 7 Blessed if I can see any way out.”

“Well, it's the only way I can think of,” sawd Wharton,
“It will be risky, but it's the only thing o be done.”

“ MNever mind the risk. What is it ¥

““We shall have to raid the grub.”

“ Raid it 1"

Wharion nodded eoolly.

“¥ez.  We ghall have to raid it—we ecan make it up
afterwards to the owners—but it's the only thing to be done.
In time: of stress, you know, you have to commandeer

There's only
“Tuk

mmg’s. We've been raided often enough, if you come to
Ak
“Good! But who are we to raid 7' said Nugent. * All

the Renwove studies are like ours on a Friday—as bare as
Mother ITubbard’s cupboard.”

:* I wasn't thinking of the Remove.”

" Well, the Upper Fourth are not much better off," said
Mark Linley, with a shake of the head. * Temple might
have something, but most of the chaps are at low water, the
pame az we are,”

1 wasn't thinking of the Upper Fourth.”

Holy Cherey whistled softly.

“The Fifth! Well, it would be risky, but & good joke—
pn the First of April, tooe!™

L wasn't thinking of the Fifth.”

“Eh ™

“What price tha Sixth?" said Wharton coolly. "$Mavy
as well be hung for a sheep rs n lamb, The Sixth are living
tn clover, while we're down to our uppers—speaking grub-
fully, as Inky would put it. We could raise enough pro-
vender in the Sixth Form passage to stand a dozen fecds—
all first-class stuff, too.”

The juniors stared silently at their leader,

Study raids were common ocnough st Greyfrinrs, and
nobody ever felt guite sure that his provisions were his own
¢l he had eaten them; but for fellows in the Lower Fourth
ko raid the Sixth, that was a little out of the common.

If they were caught, they knew what the punishmoent
would ba—especially if they were caught by such fellows as
Loder and Carno and Ionides. But even good-natured
fellows like Wingate and Unortney would eut up rough at
finding fags raiding their stadies.

It was a risky business, there was no mistake about that.

But it was the only way.

TWell, it's the First of April, and we might as well dis-
tinguish ourselves on such a date,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“If we're canght, we shall look the g’mla. but if it comes
uff all right, it will be a big joke on the Sixth.”

*Yes, rathar 1"
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“ Tive ratherfulness is teryific !

“It's the only way,"” said Wharton resolutely. **In case
of trouble, we won't have the feed in No. 1 Study, though.
They would track us there too easily.”

“What-ho! But where?"

“Well, it's warm enough out of doors.
in the old fower !

“ ood

¥ Now, get to business; every chap eollar all he can, and
bunk with it to the old tower,” said Wharton. *“If any-
body's caught, ha must take his medicine without making
a row, or giving the other: away.”

“ Right-ho 1"

HI' take the girls to the tower,” said Wharton, *f May
as well get them out of hearing of any shindy. I'll fill up
a5 much time as I posaibly can in getting them there, so
ns to allow you chaps time to get the grub in. Mind, when
you get to the tower, yvou're to look as calm as if nothing
had happened.  Den't come bolting in with yvour collars
tarn out, or anything of that sort. It might make the girls

suspieious.”

“Ha, hal So it might.”

“ Then I'll buzz off. Don't lose any time.”

Wharton returned to the study. Dilly Duntar was looking
very impatient. He groaned as the captain of the Remove
CaIma-in,

“0Ok! I3 lunch ready, Wharton 5™

“ Just on.”

“T'm_feeling very faint."”

“ Perhaps you'd hetter go down to the school dinner,” sugs
gosted Wharton, Tt will be ready soon.”

“¥ah! Boiled beel, as tough as hide, and precious littla
of it," said Bunter, with a sniff.  * Not much. I'm
Iunching with you.”

“We're poing—-—-—~

“I hope you're going to have it soon,™ suid Bunter,
*The girls are fecling quite faint.™

*“Why don’ you cut off and get a snack at the tuck-
shop ¥ suggested Wharton,

“1—I ean't move."”

“Why not 3"

“T'm too weak; T've bean severely hurt™ )

“Wa shall lunch in the old tower,” said Wharton, looking
at Marjorie. " It's such jolly nice weather, you know.
There will be more roomn there, as we've arranged for a
rather large party. Do you like the idea?”

“(h, ves, indead ' said Marjorie, with a bright smile.

* Ripping ' said Miss (lara.

“Te lunch is te ting,” remarked Miss VWilhelmina. *To
1‘.1"‘?:‘ ji':ic:_as not madder, I tinks tat I am retty for te lunch,
ain't it.

“Then please come,” said YWharton,

“1---1 say, Wharton—-""

““We may as well go at once. Come on.”'

““Oh, really, Wharton, I-L can’t move—""

' 8tay where you are, old chap,” smid Harey kindly,
“¥ou'd better take a bit of a rest, if you're hurt. Don’t
move, for goodness’ sake, in case you might make matters
WOrse.

Bunter blinked at him wrathfully.

“If you think you're going to leave me out of the feed,
Wharton——""

“Well, 1f you can’t move, vou know——"

“I—I think perhaps I could get up,” said Dunter, with a
groan. " Perhaps Miss Marjorie would like to give me her
arm s far as the tower."

Miss Marjorie did not appear Lo hear the remark,

“Did you say vou would like to help me, Mizs Clara®”
wenl on Dunter, who was guite incapable of being snubbed.

Miss Clara was following Marjorie from the atudy, and
she, too, seemed to be afflicted with o suwdden deafnesa.

“T—I say, Wilhelmina, you might lend me a hapd.”

“ 1 tinks tet T vill do so," said Miss Limburger,

And she mave her arm to Bunter. The fat junior leaned
upon 1t heavily as they left the study.

A pood many of the Remove gathered round when they
emerged into the Close. Hazeldene came up, and greeted
Marjorie with a brotherly kiss on the cheek. Tt was a
marvel to the other fellows how uninterestedly Hazeldens
went through that performance.

“Hallo, kid ! said Hazeldene, * I—="'

Wharton gave him a look which Hazeldene did nob under-
stand, but he realised that it was a warning to be cautious,
atel he hroke off and stared blankly at Ilarey.

“ Marjoria has come over to the lunch,” zamd Harrey,

“ The—the Junch !

“Yea; the lunch we've arranged in the old tower, ron
lnow. It's a bit late. Will you buzz off and help the chaps
to fet iE ready ¥

“ What-ho ! said IHazeldene. about
Ifall, though, It's just on peads.™

Supposs we sy

]

“ How dinner in
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“Oh, we shall have permission to ol that! Nugent's
going to ask Quelch.”

“HiGood I

And Hazeldens * buzzed ' off,

“Faith, and I'll be willing to help, too, if ye like!" eaid
meg Dasmond. * Buore, and I'm alweys willing to lend a
friendly hand at a feed.”

“ Do, said Harry., " Nugent wants more help. ¥You'll
find him indoors.  You buiz off, too, Ogilvy—and you,
Morgan. All of you come to the feed.”

“ Right you are!”

And Harry Wharton walked on to the old tower of Grey-
friara with his fair companions, Billy Bunter following.
The sight of the fat junior leaning on the arm of the plump
German gir]l attracted & geod many grinning glances, but
Bunter did not notice them, Ha was thinking only of thao
lunch. How it was to be provided was a matter of small
meinent t¢ Billy Bunter, o long as it was provided.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,

The Raiders.
# OOK out !™
h “ What-ho "
“Careful I'?
.. "“The carefulness is terrific 1"

With the coution of scouts on the prairie, or Red Indians
oin the warpath, the Hemovites- erept into the Sixth-Form
passage. There were eight or nine of them-.in the party
now, for Hazeldene an<d the rest had learred, ns soon as
they j;ﬂiﬂﬂ-& Nugent, what “ helping to get the lunch ready *’
meant,

The dinner-bell had gone, and it was a particularly eafe
moment for the juniors to raid the Eixth-L‘c-rm studies, as
all, or nearly all, the seniors would naturally be in the
dining-room.

_The juniors, of course, ought to have been there, too, but
Nugent had obtained permission from Mr. Quelch to “cut ™
mitdday «dinner. The Removeanaster was very good-natured,
and he saw ne harm in allowing the juniors to feed them-
selves for onee in a way, sz Nugent had explained that it
was a gort of celebration, '

JIi Mr. Quelch had known what were the intended pre-
liminaries to that * celebration,’” he would probibly not
have given his permission go readily; but Nugent was, of
course, very careful to keep the intended raid quite dark.
As soon as the rest of the fellows had streammed into the
dining-room, the raiders took their woy to the Sixth-Form
Péssage.

The passage was deserted.

“Careful, now!" repeated Nugent, * Some of the fellows
nmay be hanging sbout here, ydu know. Ionides is generally
late for <inner, and, I didn*t see him downstairs"

“ Keep your eyes open, then.”

“Coma on, and don't make a row ™

“Who's making a row "

1 mean, ehut op "

“ Buppose you set the example,” suggested Bob Cherry.
It seems to me that you're doing most of tho jawing.”
4 Ifavﬂu’re going to begin to argue now, Bek Cherry-——
“Who's arguing 1"

“ Look here, just ring off, and—-"

{1 Oh, don't jaw, old chiap! T really belicve vou'd jaw the
hind leg off & mule, oy a wheel off a mowrear!  You
sea——""

“ Will you dry up #"”?

“ Look here—-"

" You ass !

" You chump "

“Couldn’t you chaps leave this till afierwards?' sug-
gested Tom Brown gently. “It's awfully interesting io
lizten to, of course, but it strikes me as a waste of time.”

Both Nugent and Bob Cherry glared at the New
Zewlander,  They might have their litile <differences of
opinion, but they were quite agreed that they weren’t going
to be called to order by a new boy.

“Well, of all the cheeky young eweeps ! caid Bob,

“0Of all the impertinent worms——"" began Nugent.

“ Oh, chuek it """ said Tom. * Can't you get to business?"?

“Why, you——"

M Brown'a right,’” said Ogilvy.,  We didn't come here to
listen to o Nugent-Cherry duet. Chuck it, bath of you !’

* Look here, Ogilvy-—*

“ Faith, and Ogilvy's right ! If they're going to jaw, let's
el on without them,” zaid Miely Desmond.

“Oh, roms on ! said Bob proffly,

And he led the way down the passapge.
followed on tiptoe, with bated breath. Although all the
feilows cught 10 have been at dinner downstairs, it was quite
pussible that some bLelated senior might be lingering in his
study, and if so, they didn't want to run into that par-
ticular senior,

Wingate's study was the first they entered. The door was
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ajar, and they could see that it was empty; and, besides,
they had seen the captain of Greyiriars go in to dinner.
““This way !"" grinned Bob Cherry, opening the cupboard

door. * Stand ready to take the things, Nugent, and don’t
forget the T O TL"

* Right you are)” o

Bob handed the provisions out of the cupboard. The

I O U was an idea of Harry Wharton's. Although o raid
on such fellows as Ioniles or Loder was quite all right, as
they wore the natural ensmics of the juniors, the Relnﬂ}fltfi{;
had to adinit that a raid on Wingate was a Jittle * thiek.”
But the I O U set all matters right. By leaving the I O L5,
they showed that they regarded the raided provieions simply
as a loan, and that they intended 1o maks fhe loss good
afterwards. It was a really goed idea, though whether it
would satisfy the seniors was another guesticn.

“One pot of strawberry-jemn, half gone,’ said Bob Cherry,
handing out the article to Morgan, who put it under his
AR,

“ One-pot of strawberry-jam, half gone,” r{'ﬁt?@ Nugent,
jotting it down on a blank leaf of his pocket-book in pencil.
“ Next

“ One loaf, with half the top off.”

“ One loaf, with half the top off. . Good I

““ Half a pound or so of ham, best quality.”

“ Half o pound of ham, best quality. .

“ One tin pineappls.”

“One tin pineapple. Next 9

“ Two pats of butter.”

“ Two pats butter, Next i
“Tin condensed milk,”

‘: gna tin Eu{:densed”mllk. Noxt 7

“* Une packet cocoa.

“‘n.‘v'hatpﬂﬂn earth do we want cocoa for?' smid Ogilve.
Blessed if I've ever heard of having cocoa at luneh [
“Fnith, and ye're right " .

“ Oh, we may as well make a clean sweep!" =aid Boh
cheerfully. “ It will come in at tea-time, snyway. One tin
cf bloater-paste.”

“1'6!1!? hat 1" b iy

“One tin of blonter-paste. oxl

“That's the lot,” au% Bob Cherry. **Now, shove I O U
at the top, and =ign " .

“T've shoved I O U at the top,” said Nugent thought-
fully. * But w}mt imd 1 bﬂj‘l:er aign it?"

“ Your initials, of course,.™

“Thanks: I think Il keep my own initials off these
blessed ' I O s’ said Nugent, with some emphasis.
“There's no-telling -how the Sixth will tulE? them. We
ought to sign something for the whele Form.

*That's 20.""

3

“ Sien ‘R.,’ then, for the Remove,” euggested Mark
Linley.
“Good! That will do firet-rate.”

And Frank Nugent signed the paper “R.,” for the
Rentove, and tore the leaf out of hiz book, It was pinned
to the inside of the cupboard door, where Wingate could not
fnil to see it when he opened the cupboard. It would
acgount for the disappearance of his provisions—satisfac-
torily in one sense, but perhaps not satis{octorily in another.

“Carry this blessed lot off to the old tower, Morgan, old
son 1" said Bob., “ Tell them that the rest are coming.

“Gaod V' said Morgan. .

And he walked away with the first consignment. The
juniors, cheered by the success of the first attempt, left Win-

ate's study, and went along to the next rcom, which
gﬂlﬂnged to Wingate's chum Courtney.

Bob Cherry tapped on the door, to make gure that the
study was unocccupied. There was no re.]i;ly,_a.nd Bob opened
tle door, The study was empty, and the juniors streanied
in.

Rob Cherry opencd the cupboard door, and Nugent stood
with peneil and paper, making the inventory, as Bob handed
out artiele after article into the waiting hands of the

uniors. o
: Then the leaf from the pockot-book was pinned up inside
the cupboard door, and the following statement was ready
ta preet Courtney’s eves when he returned:

T 3 T7.—One loaf, a pat of butter, a chunk of cheese, ono
pound of sugar, part of o ham, o bag of tarts, a chunk of
soedl na-'f-re.uﬁ.,” .

And the raiders went cheerfally on their way.

ANSWERS

Wharton

A Splendid Tale of Haprn
& Co. HARDS.

By FRANK KRl
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Present for lonides.

TODY after study was visited, and each time a capboard
was cleared an I O U was keft, and one of the raiders
carried off the plunder to the old tower. The passages
weore degerted, and it was quite easy for them to escape

undetected. The party was re-&u:}ed to three in number by
the time they came to Ionides’s study—Bob Cherry, Frank
Nugent, and Tom Brown. L

Bob was perhaps getting a little careless by this time, after
s much success, ﬁ all events, he opened Ionides's door
without tapping first to make sure that the Greek senior
wasan't thore. Km:l, as it happened, he was there.

The juniors came quickly in as Bob opened the door, and
then they stopped dead. Tonides rose from his chair, and
glared at them. He was on the worst of terms with the
chums of No. 1 Study, and this unceremonious entrance into
his study was not likely to gratify him., He scowled at the
juniors.

“What do vou want here?" he exclaimed harshly.

“*Ahem! We—"

“ How dare you enter my room without knocking 2™

“I-I forgot ! said Bob Cherry. “ I would certainly have
kknocked if I had known that you were here, Tonides [

Which was true enough.

“What do you wanti"

“Well, you spo—er——"'

" Dinner’s ready!” said Nugent, coming to fthe rescue.
“You'll be awfully late for dinner, Ionides. I! must be
more than half over by this time”

“T do not cara I

 Well, they mayn't save any for you,"” sald Tom Brown,
*Tho best thing vou can do is to cut off at once before it's
all gone ! ‘

*That is ne business of yours!"” .

“Oh, yes, it 1a: I feal very much eoncerned about it i

“Fool!”

“* Thanla !

 Get out of my stady "

“ But it's dinner-time—"

“Go !

“ You'll miss your dinner——"

“Will you goi" bowled the Greek.

He would have hurled himself upon the three juniors, but
the three of them locked rethor an awkward handiul to
tackle. The Remove fellows had & way of cutting up very
ruat{:;l' a senior’ laid haads upon them, as s rule.

M Certainly ! snid Bob Cherry. “ As vou don't ask us to
sit down, we'll go—with pleasure! But you'll really miss
your dinnet !’

“ et out of my study !

""It's boiled beef and carrots,”’ said Nugent.
fond of boiled beef and carrots, Ionides

“ Leave the room!”

“(Carrots! Rather |" said Bob. “ Ionides dotes on them.
He prefers them to anything else, unless he can get thistles,
which are his natural food, of course!"

Tonides gritted his teeth, and made a dive for the grate.
He enatched up the long brass shovel, and rushed at the
Removites.

They were out of the study in a twinkling.

Ionides slammed the door furiously behind them, with a
slam that rang half through Greyfriars, and hurled the shovel
into the grate again. The noxt moment the door reopened,
snd Beb rr ked in, with a cheerful grin,

“ Mind you don't mies dinner, Tonides !"

Then he closed the door quickly, in time to save himseli
baing struck by a heavy ixﬂ:pﬂt, hurled with all the force
of the Greek's arm. The inkpot erashed upon the door, and
Bl ted there, and a stream of ink splashed over Tomides's
Carpét.

B%h whistled softly .as he retreated.

“What a blessed wild beast I"" he murmured.
bave brained me with that inkpot I"'

“ Impoesible I" said Nugent.

“Eh? It'ae jolly heavy inkpot, and if it had bilfed me on
the nappor it might heve knocked my brains out I'* said Bob
warmly.

* Impossible !" ropeated Nugent solemnly,

“I.rl:‘:-gk |1«1E|r-\‘i!—"FHE 8 g

“You can't get something out of nothing ¥ said Nugent
argumentatively. “You see——"

* You nss—"" .

T Are you two beginning again?" exclaimed Tom Brown,
D shut up till we've finished the raid! The other Fellows
wiHl be begioning without us!”’

*“Phew! Comeon!" )

i o I"IEI.'{!"‘E Loder's study * There's bound to be sormething
1ere !

T hope it won't be Loder, thea !

TrE Macxer Liszary.—Na. 112,
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“Ha, ha! Well, he's not here ! said Nugent, locking into
the studv. o

The cad of the Bixth was absent. The juniors were soon
at work upon the cupboard. They found a box of cigarctios
there, a pretty plain proof of Loder's sort of amusement in
his leisure hours: but they did not raid that.

Loder had a good supply of provisions. Beb had heard
that Loder was giving a tea that afterncon in his study to
two or three fellows in the Sixth, and Loder had evidently
made the preparations for it already.

Nugent's pencil was busy with the items.

“One tin pineapple, a bag jam tarts, one dozen cream

uffs—jolly good!—s large plum ecake, half-pound fresh

utter, and two pounds ham, a whole tongue, pot of jam,
pot of marmalade, bunch of muscatels—""

“Ripping !

”Juh:r good " said Bob Cherry. * Loder couldn't have
done better, if he had known that we were standing a feed
to CLiff House to-day !

“*Ha, ha, ha "

“Pin the I O U on the door, Nugent "

“Thet's done I %

“1 think this will be enough,” said Beb. “We shall T::H
meeting the fellows coming oot from dinner if we don't
buck up!”

“* Let’s get out, then!” :

Tt was indeed high time to be moving. Bob Cherry eyed
& bag of ¢ doubtfully. Loder had evidently laid them in
ieets came; but
in the old tower were no facilities for cooking, The lunch
was to be what Bunter would have called a cold collation.

Yet Bob was loth to leave them behind. They were sioo
lﬁge eggs, evidently new laid, and there were a dozen of
them.

““ Battar have 'em!” he said. * We can work 'em up in
the shape of egg-and-milk, or cook 'em on a epirit-stove. I
told Linley to take his little stove to warm the coffee.

“Good! Come along!™

Nugent added eggs to the list on the door of Loder's cup-
board. Then the juniors, carrying the loot between them,
loft the study. .

Bob Cherry uttered an exclamation of dismay as they went
down the passage towards the stairs. The juniors had oud
the time a little too fine. Dinoner was over, and the fellows
were streaming out of the dining-rcom, and ope of the Sixth
was coming upstairs. As luck would have it, it wos Loder,

“ Ay only hat!" ejaculated Bob.

“ He mustn't see us!"

““Can't be helped now!"

“ Dodge in hore! Quick "

There was not a moment to be lost. Nugent caught the
handle of the nearest study door to open 1. \

“Stop " gasped Tom Brown. “That's Yonides's study !

But it was too late. The door was open, and Ionides

fared at the juniors as they came in. ugent closed the

‘door. Bob Cherry beld out the bunch of muscatels with an

iugratia.tin smile, 3 s ;

‘I say, Johides, would you like some of thesa?'"' he amid
pleagantly. “*They're awiully nice, and I know you're fond
of them.  Will you have the bunch?" l

As he spoke he was listening intently for Leder's footsteps
in the passage.

Tonides aimply stared at Bob., . )

That the junior should come in with such 8 gift was
astounding. The muscatels locked very nice, and the bunch
was large, and must have cost at least two ehillings. The
(iresl: was nonplussed for the moment.

“ Yes,' he said; I will have them, but—"

“ You're very kind,” said Bob, laying the bunch on the
tablo. ** You're auclh a nice chap that 1t's quite & pleasure

show vou any little attention.™
1:":'1’1',1_-“3. {qiotatapa}.[msaed the study door and died away. Loder
was gone; the coast avas clear.

“ Come on, you chaps "' said Nugent. o s

And the three juniors left the study, leaving Tonides in a
atate of the most profound astonishment. They scuttled away
down the passage, anxious to get clear before there was o
chance of Loder discovering his loss.

Ionides stood looking et the bunch of muscatels. He could
only imagine that Beb Cherry had beon ver{ much fright-
onad b;tﬁhi.a anger, and that he had brought the bunch as a

ance-offering.

i The door ﬂ%ﬂﬂﬂd. and Carne, of the Bixth, came in. Carne
had been the chum of Carberey, the prefeet, who had been
lately expelled from Grevfriars, and since Carberry had gonoe
Carne had chummed up very much with Ionides, who was &
fellow of much the eame stamp.
¥ YVou weren't in to dinner," he said.

The Greek shook his head. :

““Wo: I am all right! I have lunched in my study.
Boiled beef and carrols are not much to my taste,” he eaid.
in his arrogant way, Lonides could vever forget that he was

“ Anything wrong "

Read the Tale of Gordon G
The Schoolboy Actor. Ll
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tha son of & very rich man, and that his home was luxurious.
I am not accuslomed to diet of that sort at home.”

Carne laughed. ) _

‘**The Head's very easy with you,” he zanl, “‘[lallo! I
54:3 y?u‘vﬂ got & decent dessert, anyway. 1'll help you get
rid of it.”

And he reached out his hand towards the bunch en the
table. Then the door was thrown open, and an excited face
was thrust in. 1t belonged to Loder,

“ Eiﬁlf: vou seen anvbody in my study I howled Loder.

“ My study’s been raided !

Y What !

“ All the graub I had laid in for tea I'* velled Loder. ¥ It's
all in&l}ll Somebody’s been and collared the whole sheot I

bR hy Elr &-tl !I!

“*You weren't down to dinner, Ionides. BMd vou see any-
body in the passage, or hear—— Great Scoft "

Trae Magyer LiBRARY.—No. 112

NEXT

WEEK:

“FRIENDS OR FOES?”

Loder broke off as he saw the bunch of musecatels on ihe
liah{;]?. His eves seemed {o be about to etart from his
read.

“ Great Beott! My muscatels!”

“4Eh? ejaculated Carne, ** What do you mean?"

“* My muscatels I'' roared Loder.

“ What ! exclaimed Ionides. “* You—"'

My muscatels! There's the ticket still on them !” roared
Toder. *No wonder vou missed dinner downstairs, you
Llessed foreign thief! Where's my grub§™

“Th? What! I—

':%ﬁ'hﬂﬁ?’a my grubI"

“Hand it over!" roared Loder.  Hand it over af onece,
vou alien roiter, or I'll wipe up the study with roul”

1 tell vou P

But Loder did not wait for Tonides to tell bim anything

.

A Bplendid Tale of Hnrrg Wharton
&% Co. By FPRANK RICHARDS.
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Ie rushed al the Greek, and go! his head into chancery.
Lontdes strogeled desperately, kitcking and scratching: bue
Lodor was tog strong for hun, )

“T'll teach vou fo raid my studr !’ roared Loder, pounding
awny, " You thwi! Where's my grub!’

S0hY Ow! Help!™

“ Take that, that, and that "

Oh !

**And thatI'”

“h! Fury! Ow!”

“ And that—and that "

—

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Parthian Flight.

OB C1ITRRY and his comrades hurried downstaivs with
B their loat; but they were not destined to escape ao
easily. Hali-way down the staics Walker met thom, and
Walker, of the BSixth, at once signed to them to

stop, Walker noled how they were laden—he could hardly -

help noticing it—and Walker was ono of those seniors who
vegarded thetnselves as having a natural right to any of the
posseszions of the juniors, if they could lay hands on them.
Walker was a humorous fellow, though his hwmour was not
u:nf! th1I3 kind that waa likely to be appreciated by the lower
echool,

“Good ! exclaimed Walker, as he met the three. “Thia
13 very lucky! I suppose you guessed. that T hadn't had
encugh dinner, and were bringing these things to offer me.”

The juniors exchanged a perate glance. They knew
that this was Walker's pleasant little preliminary to depriv-
ing them of their treasures. :

“* Nothing «of the sort,” said Bob bluntly. * We're going
to have a feed—" ) "

“Quite & mistalie on your part,” said Walker genially.
“T'm going to have a feed. Right about face, and walk
back to my study !

‘ﬁ'“ut__”

“T1f you lika, T will guide you with a finger on your ear.
1 don’t .mind. Perhaps my boot might assist you; too. 1
like to be obliging."

* Look here, Walker——"

Walker took hold of Bob Cherry's ear between his fingor
and thumb, Bob Cherry gave a wild gasp ae the srmor
comprassed the grip hke a vice.

“w ! Ow! f[ﬁggﬂ!"

“ Are you goeing to my studﬁ'

“Ow! You beast!"” gasped Dob Cherry.

He could not very well offer resistance, for he had two
jumpots under one arm, and a bag of eggs under the other.
The other juniors were equally heavily laden,

“ Look here, Walker, just chuck it!"” said Tom hotly.
;‘Thia_ isn't your grub, and you're jolly well not going to
1ave 1t."

 Quite a mistake,” said Walker, taking hold of the New
Zealender's ear with his disengaged hand, and giving 1t an
agonising twisf., * Kindly get along to Ty atudy."

The three juniors, with guasps of helpless rage, obeyed.
Walker followed them with a aweet smile. He had no doubt
that he had guelled all resistance, and that he was about to
?njﬂ}‘ a really ripping little feed, with something left over
or tea,

Never was a senior more misteken. The junicrs were
going quietly, but it vas the calm before the hurricane.

1hb%hﬂrry passed hie jamjars to Tem Brown and MNugent,
whe took them quietly, Without a word being said, it was
understood that they were to seattle off, and that Bob Cherry
was to cover their retreat. Bob kept hold of the bag.of eggs.
It oeccurred to him that they might come in useful in a
tusale with Walker. :

The juniors reached Walker's study. There were wild
eounds of strife proceeding from [onides' room, but they did
not pay that any attention. ] _ .

Waller opened the door of his study, with a grin,

“ Rindly step in,”" he remarked. )

He was standing to cut off a retreat to the stairs, but the
juniors did not attempt that. They suddenly guickened their
pace, and ran up the Sixth-Form passage. A roundabout
way from the otker end offered themn a chance of escape-—if
they could shake off Walker's pursuit. Dat that was just
what Walker did not mean them to 4o, Laden as they were,
he had only to guicken his stride to overtake them.

“ Come back ! he shouted.

“Tun far it!" gasped Bob Cherry. “* You chaps dodge
through the Remove passage, and get awny. Il keep this
giddy h-!'urjiee off 1 3

‘% Came back ! Very well, I'll fetch vou !’

Walker broke inte & run. Bob Cherey turned round
desperately, snatching an egz from the bap. It flew from
his hand as true as a cricket-ball to the wicket, and smashed
on Walker's chast. i
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Squash !

Walker gave a wild gasp, amd stopped and staggered back,
He wasn't hiurt, but e was very sra.rtl&dj and very splashed.
Bob turned acd ran after his chims. At the further end of
the passage a narrow staircase led up to the box-rooms, and
thencs aceess could be gained to the Remove passage.
Nugent and Drown were already up the stairs,

Waller staggored for a moment; then, with an exclama-
tion of rage, ke broke into a run and dashed after the
Removites, :

Bob heard him close Behind as b2 reached the stairs. He
turned, and another egg faw, this time smashing on Welkar's
nose. The contzuts of the egz strzamed over his face, and
Walker stopped, half-blinded.

“Oh! Ooch!™

Bob dashed dEEiperafeI:.‘ up the stairs. Walker came plung-
ing after him., 1f he ones overtook the junior, Bob knew
very well- what would follow, Boh was not afraid of a
licking, but he shivered at the idea of the heling Walker
would give him in his present mood. Ha stopped at the toy
of the stnirs, datermined that Wallier ahould never reach the
top. The Sixth-Former was already a third of the way up.

**Cet back 1™ walled Bob.

“You young cub !

“1 warn you——"

“I'll— Oo-00-och !

There was no time to argue. Bob Cherry had recourse fo
the eggs. Ome after another he hurled them with deadly

aim.
Crash! Smash! Splash?
“ Oooch !

Walker staggered backwards, fairly dazed and bewi{derad,
by the volleying of eggs from above. Hie ayes and nose and
mouth were straaming with the broken yolks, and his collar
antd waisteoat were in a shocking state. ' ]

Baoab was past caring now. He could naver be licked worse
than Walker would lick: him now, if he caught him, so he
hnd nothing to be afraid of. Ha pelted egg after egg with
deadly aim, and ot one missed itz mark.

Hali chokad, and wholly blinded, Walker lost his footing on
the stairs, and rolled to the bottom, and sat there, gasping
and spluttering. )

Bob had expended his last EE'E He dropped the bag, and
ran, exgvlmimf with laughter. Brown and Nugent were long
clear of the place. Hob ran into the Remove passage, and as
ke passed No. I S8tndy, a brilliant thought oocurred to him.
He took the key out, locked the door on the outside, and
slipped the key into his pocket.

Then he ran on, and in 8 minute more he was out of the
School House, and sprinting towards the old tower,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Lunch at Last,

HE feast had commenced.
Bob Cherry slackened pace as ho neared the old
tower, and walked in at the ancient doorway with a
calm and unconcerned air, .

The lowest apartment of the ruined tower of Greyfriers
was very large, and highted by large windows—with 1ron bars
across them, set in the stone, in place of glass. It was a very
shady and eool place in the summer months, and quite
pleasant now, in the warm spring afterncon.

The lunch-party was very morry. Girls and boys ware
seated upon benches or upon blocks of stone or camp-stools,
and a cloth was spread upon the ground tor the Iunc:iu. .

That there was a time of reckoning coming was certaln,
but the Removites did not allow 1t to frouble them. Suff-
cient for the hour is the evil thereof. And there was no
doubt that the lunch was a auccess, after all the trouble it
had cost.

8o far, neither Murjorie nor Clare had a suspicion that it
was o “apoof " invitation that had reached them at Chl
House. Appearances had been wonderfully well kept up
Clortoainly the lunch had been somewhat delayed. But it wasz
so good and plentiful when it cams, that the delay was quite
excusable. ;

The juniors had not waited for Dob Cherry. Lunch was
already too late. The feast was procseding merrily., Harry
Wharton looksd up as Bob Cherry came in, and made room
for him on a wooden bench.

“ You're late, Bob," he satd casuanlly.

“ Horry,” said Bob, equally easually. *1I had to stop and
zottla something with Walker—he couldn't waif.”

“Is'it all rignt now 7

“ Oh, guite all right !

“Good. 5it down and wire in."

And Bob did. He had missed dinner, as the others had,
and it was well past dinper-time. He was quite ready for
lunch, therefore,

BRoad thoe Tale of Gordon Ga
" The Schoolboy Actor. i



Marjorie amd Clarg were hungry, foo.  As for Miss
Limburger, che was only tu be compared with Billy Bunter.

She was sitting heside the fat junior, and she was a noble
wocond in the efforts he made to pet the hospitable board
cleared in the shortest possible space of time. Thlly Bunter
had forgotten that he was an invalid. The way he travelled
through that cold cotlation was marvellous. But Fraulemn
Liraburger quite upheld the honour of Germany m the con-
tezt. She was hardly anything behind Bunter in the.race.

But there was plenty for all, and plenty of variety. As
Nugent remarked, many individual tastes had had play n
the selection of the eatables, .

It was the first piente of the season, and it had to be
voted a great success. Tom Brown made coffee on the spirit-
stove, and the coffeec was superh. It washed down a meal
that offered every variety to the palate,

The juntors were in high spirits, 1o

They had got out of the difficult position created by
Bunter's trick, and got out of it well. The girls would have
to leave imm@din,tu:fr,' after lunch, for afterncon school at
Cliff Housze, and the inevitable trouble with the Sixth would
come later. )

B0 long as Marjorie & Co. had a good time, and departed
without being made awara of tha trick thoet had been played
upon them, Harry Wharton & Co. would be satisfied.

And there seemed to be httle to fear now,

* Another slice of ham, Clara ¥

** No, thank youwn.”’ ]

“Try the jam-puffs,” said Bunter, looking up.
prime. [Hd you get the jam.puffs at Mrs,
Harry ™

“They came from there,” said Harry.

“They're jolly good. Where did you get the marmalade-

“ Thev're
Mimble's,

tarts '
T Bama place.™ - . .
“Good ! Mrs. Mimble cen make these things,”’ said Billy

Buuter. * She's an awlully intelligent woman in cooking,
you know, only she's very stupid 1n business. Bhe can't
undersiand thot the whole modern commercial system is
built up on credit. Except {or that, she's a most intelligant
woman.'

“ Another scone, Marjorie?',

“ MNo, thank vouw.™
g “”I vill den,”™ said Miss Limbureoss. ©1 likes tem, ain't
1t ?

“ Another cup of coffoe®"

“I think not, thanka”’

“ 1 tinks tat T viil, after.”

Murjorie and Clara smiled, They hind finished, but Miss
Limburger was liely to leep on as long as Billy Dunter.
Marjorie Tooked at per liitle watch.

“We shall have 1o leave in ten minntes,” she said,

“(Oh, come, it won't be time then!' excloimed Daob
Cherry warmly.

“Oh, yes, we shell have just time io walk home to (L
House for afterncon school, 1hat's all,” soid Marjorie, with
a amile.

"By Jove! How the time Hlieg!™

Marjorie laughed,

“ ¥Yes, docen't it We must thank vou {or a very pleasant
lunch. It was such a good idea of yours to celebrate the
Firat of April in this way; so difierent [rome the usual way
of celebrating i."

Harry turned red.

“Yea; it—it wasn't a bad idea, was it ¥ he said.

* Jolly. good,” said Mizz Clara. “ Do you know, when the
note first came, and I saw it was in Bunter's writing, I half-
suspacted for a moment that it might be 2 joke.™

“(Oh, really——"'

“Thd you *" satd Harry, with a sickly simmle,

“Yes, indeed; but when I found %uuter had simply
written it for you, because you bad hurt your hand, of epurse
I knew it was all right."”

“(f—of course.”

Bunter fintshed fhe last tard, and chuckled.

“That was awiully funny,” he remarked.
know—"

Harry turned upon him in alarm. He saw that the [at
junior, in his fatuous way, was abont to blurt out the facts.
* Have another cream puff, Dunty ?” he asked hastily.

Y Thank you, I will, Wharton,” said Bunter blinking at
him, “I didn't know there were any loft.”

“ There—there aren’'t,”” said Harry, plancing round.
“I'tn sorry.™

“Well, you are an ass!

“Have & {art, Bunier "

“{h, all right! Where is 16"

“J—1 haven't any. DBut—"

“Look here, Wharton, if this i3 your idea of a First of
April !J::ll-:e, you're keeping it up too long,” said Bunter.
“ Think of something new. [ say, Miss Clara—"

“There's some ham left,” said Boeb Cherry,
are, Buntor.™

“ I don't want any more ham.”

“Do you

I say, Miss Marjoric——""

“"Here you

you
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“ What 1M

“1 don't want any more.” ]

“{(h, ym're wandering,” said Bob. © You always want
soine more, 5o long as there's any left.  But it, and shuat ap.

“"{Oh, really, Cherry—-"

“There you are " .

“Oh, all right, if you insist 1" : !

Billy Bunfer bol the ham. If cccuwicd him abont len
seconds, Then he blinked at the girls, and sturied again,
Billy Bunter felt that he was a successful joker, and did
not intend to be deprived of the credit of his auccess.

He had succeeded in utterly taking in the Cliff Houso
girlz, and making April fools of them; and the joke would
be nothing if they went away unconscious of the fact that
they had been ' spoofed.” . _ .

The chums could ull zee Bunter's intention by this time,
and they shared Harry Wharton's alarm. If Bunter biurted
out the truth now, the game was up. The girls would bo
naturally hurt and offended, after being kept in the dark
so long.

Butghnw to keep Bunter guiet, without giving the whole

malter away to Marjorie & Co?  Thet was a difficult
problem. . )

“Phat ham’s all right,” said Bunicr. "1 say, Mies
Marjorig=—="

¥ Yas," said Marjorie. _ ’

‘" He, he, he! What would you think if I fold you—m-
Ow I

Bunier broke. off with a vell of anguish as Beb (herry
stamped on his feot. Bob put, Eerhnpa. unneceszary foreo
into that stamp. Bunter jumped up, and danced un one
foot, nursing the other in his hands, and yelling.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Yow! o ok

“ Good gracious!” exclaimed Marjorie. “What's the
matter 7"’

: ?w I }"'fa.mnh 1¥ i

5 it the pain again?'

“ Y ow ! B!:ah Dﬁgrry'a stanped on my fool ! Yahi™

“ Oh, it's all right "’ said Bob, turning red. 11 '~1._'P1ﬂeﬂ
to sco whether I could make you jump up, you know.

“Ow! You ass! Yow!™

" MNever mind—" -

“But I do mind ' shricked Bunter. *T'm hurt?

“Oh, dry up,” said Ogilvy., * We hear nothing but ol
you and your blessed damages, Bunter] Why don't you
fake a back seat?”

“Oh, really, Ogilve—-" -

Marjorie and Clara looked curiously st Bob Cherry, as
Bunter sat down groaning. They wondercd why he had
stamped on the fat junior's foot. Bunter was silent for a
few minutes, but as the pain abated he started agam.

“1 say, vou fellows! I think we ought to tell them—-

M, serey P ooxclaimed Tem Brown.

There weys a wild yell froim Bunter. Toms had h'_EFﬂ
reaching across a cup of coffee, and he had dropped it fairly
upon Bunier's head. The fat junior leaped up, startl
almost out of his wiis, and streaming with coffee.

iE )

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Bunter Te Is,

“ YW velled Bunter. " Yah! Greo! Oochi”
e %ﬂfr Ml |
“Ha, ha, Lia!"
hroo! I'm wel! You ass! Ow ™

Y Never mind,” said Tom Brown consclingly.  ** Lucky
for vou the coffec’s eonl. It might have beon scalding hot,
know, "
0w Yow !

“Ha, ha, ha !

“You elumsy ass!  Ow!
Wharton! I'in wet! Oh!”

“Bozh " zaid Harry. Y Go in and get a towel !’

“I—1'm too iired to walk to the School Housa— -7

“ Haty "'

“You know I'm all=——"

el ATE | A

“Oh, really, Wharton 7™ You might lend e a haodker.
chief, Bob Cherry.””

“*No fear!” said Bob promptly.

Bunter mopped away at the coffee with his own handker-
chief, That handkerchief was speedily reduced to 2 Hmp
brown rag. Bunter grunted wrathfully as he mopped i)lk!
tha coffce. The other juniors grinue nnsympadbetically,
anid even the girls could not help smiling. But while they
smiled, they were looking very curious, too. Tha offorts the
juniors wore making to keep Bunter quiet couhl wot escapa
their notice. They realised thal the fat junior had some.
thing to icll thom, which the othera wished to keep sceret,
They could not hélp wondering what it was.

Lid jpe your Laodbhecchicf,
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Bunter mopped and mopped. Harry Wharton inwardly
icnged for the last minutes to nass le_lllﬂk]}'. When Marjorie
paid the juniors & wisit at Gueyfriars, they were always
glad for her to stay as long as possible. DBut on the present
occasion, they would ‘have felt a great sense of relief in
saying good-Dye. What Bunbter might say if the girls re-
mained much longer was too great o dangoer.

Bunter mopped, and grunted. When he had mopped away
the coffee, a3 well as he could, he crammed the soaking
hendkerchief into his poclet.

“I'm still wet,"” he growled,
handkerchicf, Nugent?”’

“*Thoere's one of mine i the study that you ean have,”
said Wugent, * You'll find it—" i

nr i'iaﬁ; well sha'n't find 1it. I'mn not going to the study.”

“Then go without, ey son.""

“1 say, Marjorig—-"" ]

“We may as well stroll down to the gate,” satd Wharton
hurriedly. * You'd better stay here, Bunter; you're tired.”

Bunter stood up.

“T'm not so tired now, Wharton; and, anyway, T want
ioc sco Marjorie and Clare off at the pates. Besides, I've
got something to tell them.”

“Would you like some toffec, Bunter?' asked Mark
Linloy.

“ Yoe, rathor !

“Here you are.”

Bunter took the toffee. He selected o chunk, and crammed
it into his moath. Marjorie, Clara, and Wilhelmina rosc
to their feet. It was time to go; and the three girls walked
out of the tower with the Removites, Wilhelmina casting o
last rogretful glance at the few remnoants of the feed.

Billy Bunter poked the toffes into one side of his mouth,
whera it made his cheek bulge out in a lump, and hurried
out with Marjorie and Clara. In the presence of the girls
the juniors could not use any violenes, and the fat junior
hag to be given *"his head,” as Bob Cherry would have
put 1t.

There was plenty of time for an casy stroll to the gate, and
Wharton could not guicken his pace without being guilty
of the discourtesy of -appearing to be caver to get rid of s
visitors. And so thers was no dodging Bunter,

“I say, you fellows—I mean you girls, it was awfully
funny,’”” he began. "Ow! Btop shoving me, Bob Cherry!
I'm going to tell Marjorio if T lika.™

Marjorie looked round, and Bob turned the colour of a
beetroot, and dropped behind. He felt that it was gll up
now.

“It was a jolly good jape, anyway,” snid Bunter, with his
fat chuckle. ** He, he, he !

““What was a good japa®"” asked Misz Clara,

“I'iest of April, you know. He, ho, Le!”

“I don't understand."”

* He, he, he! You see——="

“ Well, here wo are at the gate,”” said Wharton hurriedly.
“Ye'll walk s little way down the road with you, if vou
don’t mind. Bunter had better not come, as he's not well”

“ 0Oh, 1"4:3.11%r Wharton—-""

“ Come on !

“ Look here, Wharton, I'm geing to tell them,” said
Bunter. "It was a good jape, and I took them in, too!
He, he, he !”

“ {h, shut up, Billy 1™

“I'm not going to shut up.
He, he, he! (O course—'"

*I don't quite understand,” said Marjorie, looking from
Bunter to Wharten, and back apgain to the fat junior, and a
very ¢old look came over her face., " What do you mean,
Buntoer¥'

“He, he, he! You see—0-"

“It's nothing,"" said Harry quickly., “Bunter is alwavs
tn]k:llg rot, a3 you know, Iion’t take any notice of him. I

“0Oh, really—"

“Come on, Bunty, old man,” said Nugent, in a hearty
lone, slipping his arm in Bunter's. *I've got somecthing to
show you,”

“Ow! Leggo! I won’t go!” reared Dunter,

“ But—but—"

£ 11 I.:‘HEE{! :FF

Nugent turned very red, and let go. Tt was impossible to
drag the [at junior away by main forece., Marjorio and Clara
were looking very cold and gquiet. The juniors were at a
Ioza. They felt that the;.f could do nothing more.

“You lemme alene!" said Bunter wrathfully.

arjoria g

¥ Weall

" Shut up, DBunter !

““He, he, he! Firat of April, you know. Tt was a jolly
ﬁnui Jape inviting you over here to lunch, vou know. IHe,

£ .
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“Will you lend me your

We've done them brown !

“1 say,

Wharton doesn™t want me to tell you, but I'm not

NOW
SALE.

“T do not see the joke," zaid Marjorie.

“It's only Bunter's faney,"” began Wharton dezperately,

‘*He, he, he! I wrote the letter, vou see, to take vou in.

ing to
let him spoil a good joko, It was a spoof invitation, you
sen, and you wore taken in. He, he, he!”

“Oh Y snid Mur}iarie.

The colour flushed into the girl's cheek. She looked direetly
at Harry, and his glanea fell before hers.

HJolly pood joke, wasn't it,” went on Bunter fatuously.
““T did it, you know, ¥You can't deny that you wers taken
in. And when Wharton saw you coming over—he, he, he!”

Wharton was crimegon and dumb,

“*And vou never tald me, Harry?' said Marjorie, her
checks and her ears burning, and her eyes fastened upen
Wharton's face.

“Well, you sce——"" said Wharton haltingly.

Y It=it was cruel,” munrmared Marjorie. It was mean
and cowardly of Bunter, but you, Harry, you might have
told us.™

HlI=I'm sorey

* We—we'ra all sorry,” stammered Bob Cherry.

" Good-byve,” said Marjorie quistly.

The girls walked down the road. Harry Wharton & Co,
did not dare to offer to accompany them. Thev only stood
im dismayad silence, while the graceful forms disappeared
down the lane, and wera lost to sicht.

The silence was broken by the fat chuckle of Billy
Runter.

‘*He, he, he!"

Then tha junicvs torned vpon him. A ecrowd of red and
wrathful faces-glared upon the self-zatisfied Owl of the
Remove. '

“You worm ! said Wharton, between his clozed lips,

“*You cad1!”

' You rotter!”

“You waster!”

“You crawling apology for a worm !"

Bunter atared and blinked at the angry juniors in astonisn-
ment. Apparantly he was not aware that he hiad dons any-
thing to excite wrathful feslings.

“Oh, T say, you fallows, ﬁa remonstrated
mild, you know, I—— OhI"

They did not wasts any more tima in words,

They laid hands upon the great joker of the Remova,
There was a deep ditch flowing on the other side of the road.
\:r’h;lrtnn made o gesture towards it, and the others undar-
stood.

Billy Bunter, struggling vainly, was whisked across the
road-1n a twinkling. He yelled and roared at the sight of
the ditch, as he realised the intention of the avengers,

“ Diraw it

“Ohl Ow! Stop! I didn't doit! T won't do it again!
Hold on! Leggol Oh! Ow! Qoch!™
Splash !

Right into the muddy ditch went Billy DBunter,

The water closed over him, and he came up the next second
soaked, and gasping, and spattering and spluttering,

Wrathful faces watehed him from the bank, ¥le struggled
te get out of the water, but not o hand was extended to
help him.

“Ow! Help! Rescua! T'm drowning! I'm wet! Ow ™
. Ha scrambled painfully ashore. His feot weve stuck deep
in the mud of the bottom of the diteh, and for soms time
ho could not drag them out, When he crawled out at last
through the grass and weeds and reeds, lie was o pitiable
looking obyjact,

Ha was soaked from head to foot, and coked with mmd,
His trousers weve in a terriblo state, and his boots wers quite
hidden.

. Ha stood pgasping in the road, with a pool of water and
liquid mud forming roeund him, and his face adorned with
tangled teails of preen ooze,

“Oh!" he gasped. * You beasts! Ow! Oh! J—"

The juniors turned and wolked away, leaving lim standing
there. They did not give him a word, Bunter blinked aftor
them Furiously through his dimmed glausses,

“ Beasts!" ha said, once more.

And then he crawled in at the gates of Greyfriars, fecling
as if life wers not worth living.

————

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.

The Sixth are Sold.
NOCK !
Buemp !
Crash !

Wingzate of the Sixth came along to the Remove
passage with a puzgled expression on lhis face, Ile Leld a
shp of paper in his hand, evidently a leaf torn from a pocket-
book, and seribbled on ia peneil.

In the Remove poassags there were no junier:s {o Le scen,



but plenty of seniors. Walker, of the Sixth-—washed, but
still of a decidedly eggy flavour—Ionides, Carne, Loder, and
several other fellows were there.

They were angfﬁed in saying things, and in hammering
upsn the door of No. 1 Study in the Remove—Harry Whar-
ton’s study,

Tonides and Loder both bore very plain traces of their
fistic encounter. They had done one another considerable
damage, before Carne had succeeded in separating them, and
with a black eye and a swollen nose apiece, they had come
to understand how matters stood. When mutual explanation
revealed the fact that Loder’s study had been raided by the

move, and nobt by Tonides, their wrath was transferred to

a now quarter, The discovery of an I Q0 U in Loder’s study
removed all doubt. Then they set out to look for vengeance.
H&\'Ergtl more of the Sixth, who had discovered those precious
I0 U's joined them, and quite z little crowd gathered out-
side Xlarry Wharton's door,

. Bob Cherry's simple devies in Jocking the deer on the out-
side and taking away the key had proved very effective. Tha
seniors did not doubt for a moment that the Removites had
lovked themselves in, and were even then enjoying the feed
in the security of the study.

And they hammered on the study door instead of locking
further for the marauders, which was precisely what Bob
(*herry had intended they should do.

“* Open this door, you sweeps I" shouted Carne, rattling the
handle fuviously.

Bang |

Kick! Crash!

““ Here, hold that row!” exclaimed Wingate. “ You've
biren making nose enomgh to raise the dead for the last
guarter of an hour, My, Quelch has spoken to me about it,”

“NRlow Quelch ™

* But what's the matter?”’

* The young rotters won't open the door!™ roared Loder.

“Well, why should they?' said Wingate, “TIf I found a
vrowd like you outside my study, T shouldn’t be in o hurry
i open the deor.”

0, dan't be funny ! prowled Walker.
with oees™

My study's been raided.™

“ And mine too!"

* And mine M

“* Bame here,” said Wingale, holding up the T O U. ** What
do you think of this?™ He read the precious paper aloud.
“Ilocs anybody know who 'R’ stands for 77

* Reniove, of conrse,” said Tonides. ** All the Sixth Form
stinlies sermn to have becn raided, and the Hemove certainly
vaided Loder's study.  Bob Cherry brought some of the
pl:mde; E1}1t-:r iy study, and led Loder to suppose that I had
facen 1t.’

' Hence, fireworks, T suppose,” said Wingate, with a zlance
at Tonides's dnnm.gmi countenance. " You loock az if yon had
been buiting aganst a lawn-mower. Then you think it was
the young rascals in this study?”

"1 know it was."

M What are they locked n for?' Jemanded Walker.
** Besides, I found some of them carrying off the things, and
tried to stop them, and they pelted me with eggs™

“Wall, T don’t mind a joke on All Fools' Day,”” said Win-
pate; ' bot this s going o little too far. They will have to
bo licked.”™

Tomides ground his teeth in his savage, Qriental wav.

“Ah, T will beat them P’ he exclaimed. 1 will thrash
then, I will break BVary bone in their wretched bodies !

" No oyou won't,” saud Wingate cooliy., " You'll leave them
alone, 1 will take charge of the matter, and give them
snfhcient heking. ™

“T ghall do s T please. T "

“You'll mimd your own business,” said Wingate curtly.
“And yon can shut wp, now, for a gstart, I'll make those
sonng seamps open e dooe ™

[Te rapped on the upper ponels with his knockles,

“Wharton! Nugenl! Open this door!”’

There was no replv. That was not surprising, as the niors
werns ot in the si.::;[}' at nfl, although t.ﬁ-e. Bixth did not sus-
pect that fact, so far. They imagined that Havry Wharton &
Co. were Iying very low.

Wineate vapped again shaeply,

“"Wharlon ! You hear moi™

No reply.

**They cannol be here,”

lonides sneavedd,

Y They ecare as hitle for vow as for us!” he exclaimed,
They are there, bt they will net open the deor.™

U Nothing of the sorl.  The juniors would not venture to
disobey me,” said the captuin of Geeyfrinrs, with a frown,
“ Tl try once more, though.” He rapped shavply, ** Who-
ever is i here. open (he door.”

But there was no voice from within, and the deor was net
oprned.  Wingste stepped baelk.

“They are not theve,” e wnid.

“ Nonsense I'' snarvled the Greek.

*1've been pelted

7

said Wingate, looking puzzled,

“I say that they are
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T glzﬂfng_‘_net ?

Wingate's eyo glezmed. He sl;e.iped up to Jonudes,

"VYou said nonsense,” he remarked.

I+Y%. I didq”

“I'm not in the habit of baving my remarks called non-
zense.' said the Greyviriars captain quietly., “ I'll trouble you
to take it back.”

Ionides looked at him savagely; but Jug fierce, black eyes
quailed befora the steady look n¥ the English lad.

“0Oh, T did not mean to offend you!" he exclaimed. 1
spoke hastily. Buot—""

“That will do,” said Wingate, with a curl of the lip
“¥You'd better pick your words s hit more carefully, Ionides.
Leavo making that ghastly row, you fellows. éllﬂlﬁh has
complained of the noise; and, besides, the kida ars not there.”’

And Wingate walked away. The other fellows looked at
ano another, and North and ancther followed Wingate,
Ionides and Loder, Carne and Walker, remained.

““The rats are in the study right emough,’’ said Walker.
“ They're only keeping guiet to induce us to clear off and
leave the coast clear for them.”

“* Yoz, rather™

" Welll jolly well wait,™

“1 do not ses why we should not knock on the door!” ex-
claimed Ionides, bolder now that the Greyimars captain was
gone,

Loder shook his head. )

“ It wouldn't do. But we can wait."

And the seniors waited.

They wonited with dogged patience. They knew that when
the bell rang for afternoon classes, the jumiors must go to
the Romove room, and if they were in the study, they could
not avoid coming out. And when they came out——

And so the avengers of the Sixth waited. The hell bogan
to ring at last, and there was a sound of hurrying feet in the
passagcs of the schoolhouse.

The waiting seniors in the Remove passage exchanged
looks. They could not have meny minutes to wait now.
Harry Wharton & Co, would hardly venture to be late for

class,

But still the door of No. 1 Btudy did not open. The bell
ceased to ring, but there was no sound of a movement from
within the study. The seniors looked tpuzzl&d- It waa borne
in upon their minds that the locking of the door was'a trick;
that ‘_l."-’éngata had been right, and that the study was un-
QRCTRER0,

‘¢ Sold,” =aid Walker, with & feeble grin.

Ton:des gritted his teeth. 3 ]

"1 suppose they ave noi there,” he satd. ** We mav be in
time to catch them pgoing to the ¢lass-room, after all,”

“Good, Hurry uwp!” .

The four seniors hurried to the stairs, and descended
gquickly. The junior Forms were in the class-rooms now, how-
aver, and they wers svidently too late. As a matter of fact,
thay wers alroady late for class thomselves.

ut Tonides could not resist looking into the Remove clase-
room as he went towards the Sixth Form-room. The Hemove
door was open, and the Greek put hiz head in. and glanced
ronnd, Harry Wharton & Co. were sitting in their places
with the rest of the Form; even Billy Bunter was there,
newly washed after hia ducking. Bunter had spent the last
gquarter of an hour cleaning himself in a bath-room, and he
was looking red and wrathful. Harry Wharton glanced wp
as Tonides looked in. e could not help grinning at the
furious face of the bully of tha Bixth.

Boh Cherry canght lonides’s glanes, and half clozed one
eyn in a perceptible wink., The Greek, alinost choking with
raga, withdrew,

fehey are there!™ he said.

Toder shrugped his shoulders,

“We'rs too late!”

“ But afterwards!” said the Greelk, between his teeth, Tt
is only postponed, We ghall meet the Remove after school,
and then——-"

And that was just what tho Removites, too, were thinking
at that moment, and the thought was not a comfortable one,

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER
After the Feast—the Reckoning.

HE Apnl afternoon wors away, “[here was sunshine in
T tha Close, and a soft breeze rustled the branches of
the old elms, growing preen now under the genial
influence of spring. The lonpgthening of the days mads
ontdoor games after gchool onee more possible.  As & rule,
an afternoon breathing with the new energy of spring would
have nade the Remove loog to eseapa from the dusky class-
voom and pour out into the sunshive, and lessons would have
seemed endless,
Bt te-day b was different. Harvey Wharten & [:‘E}.'—‘?éﬂr
A Splendld Tale of Harry Wha
&'Co. By FRANK RICHARDS. ™
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anee,  of
dhisrniased. e ke

']-11-"1E'_r thiey {0lf no more interested than uswal in the E.'m-lﬂit:-‘.
of Julivs Umear in Gaul, and they felt anpnoyed with that
grent Ronwmn for going to war with tribes that had such
difficult names, Mathematies had no unusonl charm for them.
Latin hexameters were still Latin hosameters~moerely that,
and nothing more.  Buot all the same, they did not want the
class to ba dismissed in o hurre.

Thew had their rapsons, *

After tho feazt comes the reckoning. Nemesis, in the form
of 2 crowd of angry Bixth-Formers, waited for the Remove.

Huarry Wharton & Co. had raided the senior studies with
their eyos oven,  They ked left I O U's announcing their
honourable intention ol replueing or paying for all that they
vaided. Dot 1he Sixih were u'ra'r_zl;y.

It was_very; donbiful if even Wingate's good temper could

rolisd wpen 1o stand suell 2 strain as the Remove had
put upon 1t. As for the others e

Harry Wlharton & Co. were quito ready to face the music.
They had called the tune, and they did net sbhrink from
paving the piper, bot they were notb easer for it

ho worst. of it was that, owing bo Bunter’s fatuons folly,
all the tronbla had been taken for nothing. They might as
well have told Maviorie and Ciava the trudl at once whon
they arrvived at Greyfmars, They could scarcely havo hean
mora offended than they were now. Now they wero certainly
offended, and how to make it L H witht them was a I}II?,EIH.
Vyharton had no doubt that & would blow over in timpe—
that he would be oble to make his peace; but meanwhile ha
felt very nnm:.-mfnrmhlm about it. And it was too bad to have
to‘ims tho piper with the Sixth as well,

nd tho Boamovites who had been concerned in that fanous
lunely in the old tower did not, therefore, look forward to
the hour of disinissal with the usnal eagerness.

Mr. Queleh, ignovant of tho feelings of his pupils on this
siubjoect, closed the afterncon’s altendance at the usial hoar.
Az tho school elock chimed out tho half-hour after four, the
Form-master closed his hool.

_As Mr. Queleh had other matiers to attend to, he did not
linger in tho class-room, but lail almost immediately, while
the Remove wero still Aling out.

Some of them did not file oot, ITarry Wharton and the
rest of the ratders remaimned in the FPorm-room to diseuss the
situation. DVilly Bunter blinked at them, and went to the
door. IHe put lizs head out, and popped back quickly inoto
the class-room.

“1 sav, yvou fellows—""

“Don't talk to us!"" said Harry, frownmp.
encugh of you!
punched '

“ But I say—"'

“I've warned vou!"

“ Yes, but I say—""

Bob Cherry swung & large hand reund and caught Rilly
Bunter a smack on the ear. The fat junior gave a vell,

“Ow! Ow! Ow!"

* Shut 111; " said Bob, * You've got us into the worst fix
of the whole bleased team, and we'ra not gomng to have you
worrying us in addition. Shut up!”

“Ow! I was only going to say that the Sixth—-""

“Drr up!” roarad %—oh.

And Billy Bunter dried up at last. Ogilvy went to the door
and locked out into the passage, and popped back sz gquickly
as Billy Bunter had done,

“ Phew I"" he said.

“ What's the row ™

“We're in for it! The Sixth are on the warpath!" said
the Bcottish junior, with a dismayed look. * There's o chap
watching each end of the passare—Loder at one end and
Carno gt tho othor !

7] h’i:l' lla't- |**

“They don’t mean to let us geot away.” said Harnry, forcing
& laugh. " We're in for it, and we shall have to faco the
muaie. "’

““I zay, you fellows—""

“Bhut up " rosred half a dozan voiceas,

“We've pot to go through the mill”™ said Morgan, 1
suppose it's no good thinking of putting up a fight®”

“It's really according to how many there are of them 2f

M We ean't fight of Wingate's among them,” said Haivy
nuistly, * or Conrtnay; but if there are only seniors who are
nat prefects we'll do our hittle hest.”

“ Huyrht-ho

“ As for Ionides and Loder and Curne, we'rs vp against
thom wll the time, and if they lay o finger on us we'll give
the et wa eon in exchanee, ™

:" E‘]nur. ih::m 1:' - T

N caEre v r  RET E'Tﬂ!in_‘rr ﬁﬂii _":i \'}'.,

¥ Line up,”" suid H:er;:, “1f Wingate's thers wa'll tey
argument ; if o sse't, we'll fight, and try o get through.”
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* What-hot

Thero was a tramp of feet in the passage. The Removites,
fechng ludicvouzly like rets in a trap with a dogp about to
boe lot lovso on them, waited in painful anxiety. They had
raided the Sixth, and they were ready to foce the musje, but
tho nearvev it came the less pleasant it seemed to face.

“ Hero they are '

It was Loder’s voice. He looked into the Form-room, and
then entered.,  lonides and Carue followed him, and then
Walker and North and Courtney. There ware six of the
seniors, anmd the odds, at least, were on the side of the
Hemove. But a moment later Wingate enteved, The hardiest
of the juniors never dreamed of resisting the eaptain of
Greyiriavs, who was not only armed with authority by the
Head, but was the most pn[mi’ar fellow 1o the achool.

Wingate had a cane in his hand, and the junjors looked at
that cane with painful interest. He glanced grimly at the
silant group,

Y50 vours heare!” he said.

*“Yes, we'ro here ! said Wharton cheerfully—as cheerfully
as he could. " Glad to sea you, Wingate.”

S ¥or’ll bo gludder to see the last of me, I expect,” said
Wingate, " Ii seems that you have been raiding the Sixth-
Form sindies.”

“Well, not exactly raiding,” said Harey cavtionsly. " You
see, we werd hard up—in particwlarly hoard eircumstances—
and wo wantad a loan of somoe grub. It was & raid in ona
sense, as wo forgot to ask pernussion to borrow the grub, but
we really regarded it as a borrowin expaditton.  We left
IO U's in every study, with a list of the r.;ruh tuken, mnd,
of course, wo intend to make the lozz good.”

“Cheeky vonng sweep ! zaid Loder.

“Onb ! zaid Jonides.

Wharton's cyer gleamed,

*I'm net speaking to you!” he exclaimed, ** I'm speaking
to Wingate! As for vou, I don't cave whai vou think, and
I'm nnt afrvid of von!"'

* Hear, hear!" said Bob Cherey, in his stentorian tones.

“You younzg hound——"" began Ionide: furiously, but
Wingatz cut him short.

* EBnongh of that!™ he sand, * We didn’t come here for a
slanging matel,.  Now, yvou kids, | don't object to a little
fun, especizlly on the First of April, it you know az well
ns I do that raiding the Bixth iz overstepping the hne. It
wonld serve vou right to report you to tue %1&&11. and get
yoio a Hogging all round. 1'm not geing to do that, but Pm
jolly well going to rive you the licking von dezarve.”

“Oh. all right!” said Harry resignedly. ** Youw're a decent
chap, Wingate, end T dare say vou're night.  Anyway, if vou
think we ought to be licked we'rs ready to take our
medicing,

“Quite ready,’” said Hazeldens; *f ouly do lay it oo gently,
there's a rood chap.™

“But don't forget the I O TMs" :aid Nogent quickly.
“If you accept the I O ', and we moke the loss good,
that's agreemng to the loan, vou knew, and yon've no right
to Hﬂh us. If you lick ws, it's a raid, and the F O U's beconio
Yl

“Hear, hegr ™

“You ought to be a lawyor,"” saii! Wingate, with = grin.
“What do you fellows say? It wouldn't be playinge the pame
to have it both ways, 8o shall they be licked fzu- thoir cheel
or allowsd to make up tho loss1™

“ Licked 1" said the Sixth-Formers with one voice.

The Removites exchangoed a feehle grin.

“Of course, i's just as you like.'" said Wharion. * But
a3 basiness chaps, you know, you'd find it better to let us
make up the loge '
HThis way, Wharton,'
like grip on the eanc.

“You see—-"

1o waitimg !

Harry Wharton satd no more. Argumendt was evidenily
wsaless.  He stepoed up to take kis * gracl ™ first, cnd held
oul hig hand.

Wingate could generally be relied upon to lay it on
Lightty. As coptain of the school, he frequently had to bick
tho juniors, but he usually iecmpered justice with merey.
But Wingate was very much in carnest. on the present oceas
cion. Lhe :lignitj.r uf the Bixth Form had been oulroeed,
As Bob Cliersy remarked alterwardz:, the giddy palladium
of the school had been touched with profane hands. All
the seniors ware indignant, and Winguete folt that the insult
to the top Form conld only be wiped oul in canings.

And so Wingate put inlo the punishment a great deal of
the muscalar foree e had gained on the parallel-bars and
with tho Todien-clubs,

He took the juniors in furn, giving thew six suts—thres
on each hand-—eand each cot was hard cnovgh fo make Ehe
recipient gasp and wriggle.

The Remove went through it bravely, Round the door
wers elustered o crowd of their Form-fellows, lookine in,

¥

said Wingate, taking a [usiness.
“Your turn first."”

Read tho Tale of Gordon Gay,
The Schiooclbhoy Actor.



rome of them grinning, but most sympathetic. They had no
reaton to be ashamed of the,way the leaders of the Form
took their punishment, All of them took it with grim
fortitude, and if they could not aveid expressing their feol-
m%.ﬂ: in occasional gasps and grunts, that was all.
illy Bunter was trying to keep eut of sight behind the
master’s desk. The fot junior watched the punishment with
a sort of fascinated stare through his big spectacles. Like
Ulysses in the Cyelops® cave, he was reserved fill the last.
ut when Wingate hed finished with Harry Wharton &
(0., he showed that the fat junior had not succesded in
escaping his 51,10;ht, He beckoned to Bunier.
“Come here!"
The Owl of the Remove tried to efface himself behind the
desk. Wingate raised his voice,
“ Bunter "
“*Ye-g.es]"
“{Lome hera!”
“Oh, 1 say, Wingate—"
“ Do vyou want me to come and fetch
Billy Bunter came out from behind the desk reluctantly.
He blinked nervously at Wingate and at the cane as he
approached,
arry Wharton looked on grimly. They were not sorry
to see the Uwl of the Hemove share the punishment. He
had been the cause of zll the trouble. He had made the
raid necessary, and had rendered it nseless afterwards by
betraying the facts of the case to the Clif House girls. Hea
had caused that severe punishment, and he had caused the
added fﬁalling eonsciousness that it was all for nothing., It

on 1

was only fair that Bunter should tasie the same medicine.
; “Hold out your hand, Bunter ! said the Greyfriars cap-
BN

“Oh, T say, you know--—1"

&k QII[EI{ !:I:I

“I—1I gay, T wasn't in the roid [ gasped Bunter, backing
eway again. “JI—ask any of the fellows; they'll sey I
wasn't with them.”

Wingate glanced at the juniora.

“1s that true?’

* Oh, really, Wingate, I hope you don't doubt my word !

“ Bhut up, Bunter! Ig he telling the truth, vou kids?

“"He wasn't in the raid,”” said Wharton. “ 1 wasn't my-
self, for that matter, if that makes any difference. T was
only my ides, and Bunter was the cause of the whole affaic.”

** Oh, really, Wharton—-7"

“The fat worm ! gaid Bob Cherry, in disgust. * After
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eausing the whole trouble, to try and sneak out of the lick-
mgf ou fat porpoise IV

YOh, really, Cherry——"'

“Held out your hand, Bunter!"

“I-—1 wasn't in the raid !

“Did vou eat any of the grub " demanded Wingate.

[ I_'_I_'_'_'I_'I‘J‘

“¥Yes: or no 't

“Well, I—I—perhaps I had a snack,” stammered Bunter.
;;IEI" couldn’t very well refuse when they pressod me so

ard.’

“"Yea, T can guess how much pressing you needed,” eaid
Wingata. “I suppose, as a matter of fact, you scoffed about
half the lot. Hold out your hand. Evar{ﬁo-dy who was in
the feed is entitled to a licking, and I'm not going fo
deprive you of vour due.™

“ Oh, really—"

Wingate made a threatening gesture, and Bunter held
out his hand. He received exactly the same punishment
as the others, but he made more noise about it than sll the
rest put together. He wriggled and sguirmed, and roared
and howled.

*“Oh, stop that row, you cowardl :
putting the cane under his arm. ™ Now, you kids, I hope
that will be a lesson to you. 1 won't say it has hurt me
as much as it has hurt you, like the good teacher in the
story-book, because it hasn't. But I don’t like the trmible
of licking vou, so I hope you'll keep off the grass a little
more carefully in fufure.”

“ Thanks " said Harry, with a faint grin. * We'll try.”

And Wingate and the other seniora went out, most of
them grinning. The heroes of the Remove looked at omo
another with ghastly smiles. )

“Well, thiz i3 a jolly ending to All Fools’ Day!” said
Bob Cherry. grinning at last. **I rather think the happen:
ings of tg-ga,y have been quite appropriate to the date, and
we can consider purzelves all fools

And the smarting juniors agreed that they could.

THE EBFD.

(Another splendid, long, complete schoeol tale of
Hoarry Wharton & Co. next Tuesday. Please order
your copy of " The Magrnet” Library In advanoe,
Price One Penny.)

waorm " said Wingate,
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The First Chapters of a New Serial.

Doy

A Sinister Message — Watoonga's Repori— In Search of
Slias Warner.,

“ What is the meaning of that smoke?

Stanley Dare gripped the profsssar’s arm and pointed
over the lops of the giant gum-trees to,where thick wreaths
of smoke were curling upwards. They were within half a
mile of Dastaple’s camp, and the densz smoke appeared to
be ascending brom the clearing.

Watoonga had been left to watch the guartetie of mie-
creants—porhaps Jim the Tracker did not deserve the
epithet—who had Winfield in their clutches, while Stanley
Dare made his way to the pilace where the native told him
MpcAndrew was awaiting him., It was daybreak when he
reachod the profeszor’s halting-place, and, after a wash and
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INTRODUCTION,

Stanley Dare, the Boy Detactive, having rescued a lad named Tom
Winfield from the Thames, into which he had been Sung by would-be
assansing, becomes intercated in the case., He journeys from London
to Launceston. Tasmania, where Tom Winfield Hves, and there mests
hig old friend, Professor MacAndrew, who offere to assist him to trace
young Winfield's unknown assallants. The three are travelling In the
bush together when Tom Winfleld is kidnapped, and Etanley Dare traces
him and his four captors to &2 hut in a clesring. Leaving a black lellow
to wateh the hut, the young detective makes his way to whera Professor

MacAndrew is awalting bim,

a hasty breakfast, they started back for Whirlpool Reach.
More than twenty-four hours had passed since the young
detective had had a wink of sleep, and even then it was
only the uneasy and fitful slumber that he had obtained
when he was bound and helpless. But ho showed no sign
of giving in notwithstanding all he had undergone since that
event{ul night at the International Hotel.

“ A bush fire, mebbe," said MacAndrew in answer to
Dare’s guery.

“WNa, no!™ exclaimed Dare. "It is all coming up from
the one fpot. A bush fire is not stetionary.”

“ T ean hear the crackling of wood,” pursued MacAndrew.

They hurried on, a grim foreboding at Dare’s heart. Pre-
sently they came in sight of the clearing. The hut was in
flames. Stanley Dare made a dosh forward, petting as nﬁu
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to it as possible, and peered with straining cves inte the
burning mass. He knew full well the ernel nature of Luke
Bastaple, and ke feared the worsi

That evil-zoulcd miscreant would not have hesitated to sct
fire to the lmt, leaving Tom Winficld to & dreadful fate,
bound and helpless within it. It ig true that Jim tho
Tracker, from interested motives, was doing all he could
to provent Tom Winfield's life being taken; but he was only
one against three, and would not be likely to risk his own
ife on the voung Tasmantan’s account.

But, to Stanley Dare's relief, he could distinguish no sign
of that which he had dreaded to see. Morcover, the  fact
that Wotconga was nowhere about was an indication that
Winfield waa still alive. The black fellow had evidently
followed on the trail of the kidoappers, which he would
hardly have done had Tom Winfield beon killed,

An exclammation from Professor MacAndrew cansed Dare
fo turn away from the hut and ecresz over to the sido of the
clearing st which he was standing. He had a half shect of
note paper in his hand, and there was a look of frerco in-
dignation in his eyes as ho read whai was written upon it

“1 foond this bit paper nailed fac. a tree,” he said as
Dare joined him. * Read what the scoondril hes written.””

The words serawled upon the paper bore no signatura,
but they did not necd any, They ran as follows:

“Whirlpool Reach Camp.

HIE you sttompt to follow, or to again interfere in a
matter that does not concern you, the worst that -can poa-
sibly happen will happen to your *friend.” But thore will
be no proof that anything has happencd te him, except from

the fact that he will disappeer, without leaving & frace
bshind him."

Diare folded the paper up and placed it carefully in his
pocket-book.

“* Tho most astute ertminels make mistakes sometimes,” ha
said.  “This nbte is in Bilas Warner's handwriting, in-
differently disguised. e has been instructed to write it
by Luke Bastaple, but it is o bit surprising that be should
have r:s!md putting a pon to paper. If Tom Winfield m;,.*smr't-
ously disappears, Siles Warner will have to explain the
moeaning of the words he has wriiten in a court of justice
And he i3 not the sort of man to suffer for others™

“ He would betray his associsies."” said MuacAndrow,

“To a certainty,” replied Dare. *1 am glad he wrofa
this note; it will give me 2 hold upon him that T will not
relax. And if any harm come: fo Tom Winfield, T'll oot
rest unti]l T have hunted down those scoundrels and the
hangman's rope 15 ready for them !

“¥e snid that Jim the Tracker had & knowledge of some
transaction which guve him a hold ower the lawyer. Mebbe
he'd soll the seorel to pge—""

“T'm not at all sere about that," szaid Dare; “oand I
don’t alfogether care about doing business on these lines
It is foolish, I dare say, for a detective to have seruples:
but I suppose it is the sporting instinet ingrained in me.
Aa tor the *Tracker '—'.'L'[“'.l}k, } mnst confess I've taken almost
a lilkking to that casy-going scoundrel, and I have greal hopes
that he may bo persuaded in due course to give up hia
present mode of life, and try to cdrn his living by honest
means as an agrecable ehange.™

“I'm opglad tae hear yoe tallk like that, laddie,” said the
professor;  “lor, after
all, it's a puir thing tae
hae tae be behalden to
=R ¥ i“EH!'IHI"l".” .

As Watoonga had ovi-
dently pone alter Bas.
taple and his assoctares,
tney decided fo comp
dﬂ'ﬁ"p'ﬂ Eﬂlnl:"\'-"i':f_’l'l"'l."! i.H 1Irﬂ
neighbourhood until his
return, which  would
probably be some time
that evening.

A suitable spot was
found near the river
bank—for neither of
them fancicd fthe clear-
ing where the hut was
by thiz time reduced to
s heap of charred and
glowing embers— and
hera Btanley Dara laid

himself down on  the
grass, and in a few
minutez  was  soundiy
asleep.

At sunzcl they had
the meal which in the
bush 13 generally
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ealled “ supper,” and which is simply a meat tea, as towns-
follke undorstand it. At its conclusion the professor stuffed a
huge briar pipe with. strong Navy-cut™ tobacco, and
puffed away contentedly. Dare was nol a smoker.

Night hnd fallen when MacAndrew cuught sight of &
ramshackle old bost being paddled seross the river, It was
run. into the bank under the shadow of some ovarhanging
bushes. Threo minutes later Watoonga was standing by
the eamp-fire.

“ What news¥” asked Dare.

“ This black fellow,” said Watoonga, as he helped himself
to foed en the professor’s invitztion, * followed the bad
men’s tracks for twenty miles, when they had to camp, for
the man with the dewil's eyes could go no further.” In
this simile ‘Watoonga was thinking of the Tasmanian devil,
a Ilﬂﬂuflgr}y vicious and udtamable animal. * The man with
the pale._ ace, shaped like o rat’s; left them béfore they
campad.”’

MacAndrew smiled grimly at the deseription.

Y He'll mean -8ilgs Warner,” he said. **A face shaped -
like 8 rat’s'! Ma conscience; it's a guid deseription !

“What about my friend 1" asked Dara. * You know wha
I mean—the one they were carrying away a captive'

o This. black fellow. is a goed tracker,” pursved Watoonga.

They had a pény acroea the river, and nput your friend on
his back. That I saw with my eyes. After that I followed
the tracks only, and did not see them until they camped.

There were three men and the pony. MNo more, our
friend had gone.”

“* But he must have left a trail——"'

“A man who cannot walk does not
he erawls," said Watoonga.
was the one trail only.”

This was startling nowa indeed—startling and incompro-
hensible. * Dare was utterly at a loss to know what to male
of it. ke did not doubt that Watoonga had brought a
corroct  report, for Auwatraliam  natives  are uenrivalled
tracliers.  Bul what could have become of Tom Winfield?

The sinister words in the note recurred to his mind

“ There will ‘be no preel that anything has kRappened to
him, except that he will disabpear without leaving o truco
behind him. "

He *had disappeared, and no trace was loft !

Far into tho night they sat discussing (he sttustion. To
tha end it was decided that MacAndrew -and Dare should
rebirn to Launceston, - whither they believed Silas Warner
had gone, and wring the truth from that erafty lawver.
Watconga was again to follow on the trail of the three men
and report in two days' time.

“ They will be making for some hiding-place," said Dare.
““Find out everything you can, Watoonga, and when the
work is finished you shall have fifty of these™

He hold up n sovercign. Whatoonga's eyes ghistenwsl.
Fifty pounds would ba a fortune to him.

“This black follow,” he said, **will carn the monevy,™

Then picking up the only weapon he earricd—a waddy, or
sort of ¢lub made of hard, heavy wood—he glided osway o
rotsclessty =os o shadow, and was soon lost to view., Ap.
parently ho was capable of going without sleep for o great
langth of time.

The professor and Stanloy Thare arrived back in Launceston
abeut midday on the following day, but they did not
go to the holel al once.
A gquiet jun on Lhe anl-
shiris of the town served
their purpose for the
time being, as if Silas
Warner had returned it
was possible he  would
be on ihe look-ocut fur
them,

Dare wantod first of
all to find out where the

_ ave & trail unless
U No one had ecrawled, Theve

& §6 villainous old Jawyer's
= ““FRIENDS OR FOES.” offices  were _situated,
ut he was nol able to

The Chums of Greyiriats learn  anything about
- ara thrown into a state of theim. If he had &n

~~ excitement, aud the diff-

culty of settling &2 vexed

question is not made easgier

by the intrusion of Billy
Bunter.

office -in the town, ax
Jim (e Tracker had
stated, 1t was evident
that le did ned practise
openly ot his  business
tharn,

{Another long ina (2l
ment of ihls thrilliog
detective  story next
Tuesday. Pleass order
your " Myggaet” in od-
vapce. Price Ooe Penny.)
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