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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Snoop, the Bully !
s TOT that, Bnoop!”

S It was Piet Delavey, the Re-
move junior from South Africs,
who spoke those words; and they

were spoken sharply and authovitatively.

Aidpey James Snoop cortainly stopped
twisting the arm of little Sylvester of the
Hocond Form ; but he did not release it.

Snoop ae a bully was not quite new to
tireyfriars, He could not do very much
i that line, for he was a funk, and but
little use in a serap. There were fags in
the Third, or even in the SBecond, who
would have steod up to Snoop with some
prospect of coming out of the tussle
virtorions,

tertainly Tubb or Taget, Gatiy or
Myers, Wingate nunor or Nugent minor
ur Balsover mimbr would not huve put op
with bullying from Suoop.

But Roderick 8ylvestor, the delicately-
reaved son of an American millionaire,
was 1ot as those heroes,
csiongh to be helpless in Snoop's hawls,
Aud when Snoop found enyone Itke that
b would play the bully.

Snoop usually dropped it direcily he
was observed, however,

But now he did not secin inclined to
drop 1t ot once.

“It's no affpir of yours, Delarey ™ he
pabd anllendy,

“PBut it is!" sail Diet.
hiappena to be a chum of mine,  Andif he
wash't it wouhl be all-the same! ¥ou
ean’t be allowed to Dully small kide,
snnapi”

“Pm not going to be cheocked Ly
them 1" anncled Snoop.

o L don’t believe 3ylvester cliccked
I_'||.'|::|"|_|' I "

“No, I dide't,” said the Second-
Former; “unless it's chock to——"

“Bhut up, you sneaking httle rotter!”

As Bnoop hissed those words he gave
Svivostor's arm another cruel twist,

Delarey saw red. -His temper was not
of the kind that is easily held in contral,
though he generally managed to keep a
leash on it.  Snoop’s holding on to the
fag's arm alter he had been ordered to
stop had annoved him. He had the feel-
ing which most of the promivent

“ Byiveator

members of the Remove had—that Sid-.

nev Jamea Sopoop was such a worm that
he had no right to show obstinacy., It
was not wholly justified ; yet, seeing what
Snoop was, something might be =zaid for
it.

Little Svlvester gpave o moan of pain.
Delarey’s fist shot out, and Hnoop went
down with a erash.

Hiz lecad struek the wall with a bag
thwack, and he lay where he had fallen,
breathing hard, not much more thau
half-conscious,

Deolarey looked down at lnm. Hao had
nlnt.. intended to hurt Snoop as much as
that.

But pride forbade an apologvy—pride
and the drawn look of pain on the fag's
vather delicate face,

Hao was weal |
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"k, T osay, Ddelavey )™ said Sylvester,

Lin alayna.

"Iy all vight, kid!” replied the South
Afvican junior. “It gave him a nasty
bump, 1 dave say; but he's not as much
hurt as he makes out to be. Get up.
you funk!™ _

And he sticred Bnoop with his oot

“Halle, hallo, Lalla!"” EE}nRe the voim
of Beob Cherry,  ~ What's the matter
liere ¥

Snoop gave a long and very roalistie
groan, and then closed his eyes, wnd lay
quite still,

1 say, vou know, Rebel——"

“¥ou neadn’t accnse me of bullying,
Boly,™ sail Delarer, with his half-cynical
smile, 71 got badly wrong that way
witht you onee; but vou'll be just as far
wrong if——-*"

“h, I know you're not bullyving, fat-
ead 1 sxid Bol nmpatiently,  *“And 1
don’t doubt Bpoopey deserved what he
pot—-he wostly deserves more. Bot 1
saw you put your [oot to him” :

“That was o hint to him that lLie'd
better get up,” answered Delarey.

Hol and be understood cach other very
well, and they had always been goad
friemda sicn the fight belween them
which had been Hxed up, but had nevor
come off. :

But Bol did not quite like this. 1le
knelt by Snoop’s side, and lifted his
hemd. 1fe was as much concerned for
Delarey as for Snoop—perhaps mare.
And he-felt at least as much annoyed
with Snoop as with Delarey—perhaps
more, But it was Snoop who was hurt.

Bidney Jumes considered that another
groat might pay better at this moment
than any further attempt ot appearing
unconscious. So he groaned again,

“Bounds like a sick cow ! said the
Rebel sarcastivally.

“Shurrup 1™ growled Buol.
really huet him-—"*

“YWell, T have, old scout!

“1f you've

I gave ham

ona undey tha chin, and the wall banged

his head. I've noticed that when the
wall bangs my head it usually hurts. I
dare say 1t hurt Sncop. But that's all
Ha hasn't ot concussion of the brain, or
any little luxury of that sort; and il lie
had I aiv’t sure ¥ should pity hime!”

“But it would be awkward for you,”
ropited Bohb.

“Bha'n't drag you 1n if it 151 snappad
Delarey.

“He daocsn’t ook very pale—at beast,
not much more than usual—he's always

a pasty-faced beast!” Dob returned,
grinming.
Bob did not resont the Debel's

snappish specch, for it was Bob's way to
shoulder lus own vesponstbilities, and o
know how a fellow felt when anyone elso
wasd inclined to butt in,

“If there's a bump on his napper: it's
all vight,” said the Africander. “ When
it's concussion there's a dent inside.  1f
thm'n-"f a bump there can’t be o dent, too
—s0a $It

“I never heard that before,” replied
Bob. *“But it sounds all right. I)d a
doctor fell you??
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“Na, 1 told mvself, Waocked 6 ous
with my brains, Dob--things you hava
mside your head, or doun’t have, as tho
vase may be.”

**There iz a bump, and I don’'t believe
Sooepey s got brains encugh lor concus-
ston, apyway—though 1 dare say he has
mare than I bave, Do you want to go
to sanny, Sncop? Or would you hke me
ta give you apsarm to Quelchy

Bob winked at Delarey. Snoop groanoi
again. He had hoped at first that there
might he a row between these two. DBut
there scemed no chance of that.

“1 think Quelch cught to know," s=aid
Froop, 1 a feeble and hollow vaice. "I
dont say sn much about knocking a chap
drm'l_!; but to kick him when he's down

*¥ou rotten liar 1" snapped Delarey.

“It ia a lie, Cherry,” said Sylvestor.
*Met didn't kick him. Heo only stirved
lsimt up with his toe.™

“Al the same, Quelchy ought to
know,™ said  Bob, with another wink.
“*Come along, Snoopey, my herol ()f
course you'll come, too, Rebel, . as tho
accuzed, and the kid as witneas?"

“Right-hot” said Delarey.

“There's no nead for E;zr]-.rut-zr to
come,” said Bnoop faintly. "1 suppo:o
Delarey’s not going to deny it.”

“I'm not going to deny anything
that's true, Snoop!™

“0h, Sylvester had belter como
along ! said Bob chieerily. * Quelchy's
an-ingquigitive old bird., He'll ba aure to
want to know what it waz ahout,”

“Look here, on second thoughts, I'm
revk _gamﬁ to Quelchy !” whined Snoop.
* It would be too much like sneaking !”

“1f 1t'a too mch like sneaking for you,
Snoop, it must be dead offt” said tha

Rebel. )

Snoop scowled at him as he got up. He

seemed able to stamd without diﬂﬁu!t};

and the small amount of sympathy Bob

had felt melted like snow in April.
“What was he bullving you for, kid?”

asked Boby, as Snoop shunk away.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Woes of a Wealthy Fag!

YIVESTER coloured, and locked
uncomfortable,
o Wouldi't it he sneak-

g to tell?” he said nerveusly,

“Can’t see it,” answerved Bob, “I'm
not & master, and I'm not a prefect. But
don't tell me unless vou want to.”

j:jl’d rather tell Diet.,” the youngster
23,

Bob looked rather surprised. Then he
remembered thut Delarey and Sylvester
had been among the little band whe had
spent Christmas at the school, At such a
tune the barriers of Form division are
apt to go down; and no doubt Sylvester
and the Removite had got chummier
than they could ever have done in term-
time.  Delarey, who could be as hard as
nails where a rotter like Bnonp was con-
cerned, had =oft places in his heart where
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anyone weaker than himscli was In ques-
tion, Bob knew. .

“Right-ho, kid!"” said Bob. *The
Eebel's one of the best, and I know he'll
gee that you have fair play!™

And bhe wallked away.

“Y hope I didn't offend him,” said the
i‘ug anxiously. I like Bob Cherry, and
be's always been decent to me.”

“Everybody likes Bob,” answered the
Esgbel, * Everybody that isn't & rotter,
I mean. No, he isn’t offended. Is there
really much to tell, kid?  But it wouldn't
be Sncop to bully without & purpose.
Was he trying to screw something out
ﬂf Fﬂu?”

“¥Yer, he was. But I don't want to
talk about it hers in the passage.”

And the fag looked round with rather
a frightened air. Tt occurred te Piet
ﬁe]m&; who was as keen as most fel

i

w% t he must be afraid of someone
besides Bnoop.
“Come along to my study, 1 e

Mauly will be there; bup he'a most [i l}
ep; and, anyway, you don't mind old
g 35 L

Mau
Lord Maunleverer, who had what
enius for slack.

amounted fo a positive

ing, lay stretched at full length on the
fuxurious couch in Study Neo. 12, which
he shared with Piet Delarey and Bic
Jimmy Vivian, the schoolboy baronet
from the slums. Flo was snoozing peace-
fully.

Delarey grinned.

At another time,"” he said, “I should
shake Mauly up—on principle. It
doesn’t seem any real use; bub we
haven't quite given up hope yet. But as
thm%'a are, he s weleome to enoozo on.”™

Sylvester spemed a little bit doubtful.

“Oh, if Mauly doea hear, it's no
odds I"" said the Rebel, with a touch of
mmpatience,  * What was Snoop efter,
kid—cash 7"

“Yes," breathed Sylvester,

*“1 hope you didu't let him have any ?
You'd never get it back !

“No, I didn't. I—I've gob to make &
stand, Piet—just got tol!”

“How do you mean, Rod? A stand
againat what 1"

“It's my dad. You know he's got pots
of money 1"

“F know that all serene.”

“Well, he says it will bo minc some
day. Not sure I want it. T think some-
times it's better to have enough than to
have millions. Perhaps it's better to
have to make it for onoself.”

“Bhouldy't wonder if you're tight.
‘All the same, most of us could do with a
bit raere than we get, if our paters could
spare it,” replied Piet Delarey, with
something like a sigl.

“I'm to learn to take care of it, dad
Baf):,; went on the American youngster,
# says that's only horso sense,
suppose what I've got can't bo any better
than donkoy sense, for it's a nuisance to
take care of 20 much. I've lots more this
term than I ever bad before.”

““More than you can spend, I reckon.”

“Oh, heaps! Besides, dad don’t mean
me to spend it all. He says the impulsa
to get rid of it in_a hurry is just-what
EEn s 80 many mullionaires’ sons to the

Ofs.

"Dur;a say he's right. What else did

HH / L E

“'That I ‘mithrr lend it to a friend who
veally needed it. WNugent minor and
Gatty and Myers say they really need
it; but I think it's better to atand treat
to them than to let them get into debt,
and I generally do when they ask me,
They're all right; but Sammy Bunter
takes n_lot of shaking off. It seems to
make him really miserable that I should
have such a whack when kie's always hard
up.

Y Bammy's a miserable Litile sniveller,
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anyway." said Delagey. “Don’t take
any notice of him !

“I don't take much., I can lick kim
when he gocs too far, But there gre
chapa I ean't lick, you know, Fiet. And
dad says he bars promis-something or-
other—it's not promse—though, of
course, they do promise to pay back !”

" Promiscucus 15 the word, I fancy.
Your pater bars promiscuous lending—
eh? Well, I think he's right. There's
not so much to be said agamst borrowing
from 'a chuie, though that can be over-
done; but the sort of rotter whoe suchs
up to a chap to got & loan is bad encugh,
and the sort that bullies him to get i s
u'-::uimg- That was whet Snoop was doing
_E 17 EE

“Yes”

“And vou stood cut? Do b again,
souny, and appeal to any decent fellow
who happens to bo passing to back you
up, Heo'll do it. Any of us—or Temple
and that lot—even old Coker. Never
mind who, I don't think we've got many
baudita among us,”

"I den't like telling anyane. It scoms
sneakish. Buot I couldn't lendeto Suoop,
It wasn't the money, Buot I hate Snoop.
Ho's a cad! gnn't. like Bunter, or
Bolsover; but thoy're not so bad as
Snodp. T Loow dad would Lar him, ™

#8trikes me dad would bar Bunter,
too,” said the Rebel drily.

“Well, yes. But it was only once, and
I refuied next time. He keopa on beying,
but he doosn’t get any more. 1 think he
will be choked off zoon,™

“Then you're no cnd hopeiul, young
'un! Any more besides Bunter?"

“One or two,” confesged the fag, with
evident unwillingnesa. “But nobody llke
Snaop. ™

HCouldn’t very well be. There's only
one SBidney James—thanks be!  Has
Bkinner heen at you

“WNo. I den't think he knows."

“Can't know H ho haen't,” said the
Rebel. “Don’t give in to Skinner, kid.!
Stott 1"

“¥Yes—onea. Bot I didn't mean to gell
you them all, Piet—only to ask adviee.
And T thought perhaps you wouldn’t
mind taking care of my money for me.”

TCan't ba did, Rug! I get hard up
myself sometimes, and I might be
tempted. Besides, that isn’t what your
dad meant. I's ehifting the responsi-
bility."”

“I—I supposc 1t is, really,” admitied
SByvlvester regretiully, “But if you're
ever hard up, Piet—-7"

“Tm hard up now, kid; but I can’t
see myself borrowing your cash. It
simply can’t be did. T should {ecl & mean
EWEE‘-—]] :H

“ Really, Plet? T don't see why. You
zaid I was a chum of vours” said the
small bov wistiully.

“8p you are, young ‘un!”

“And you said a fellow might borrow
from a chum, too."

“MNot when the chum’s & mere infant.”

“I'm nearly twelve.”

“It's & great age, Bod. But I don't
horrow from anyone under fourteen. A
chap has to make his own rules, and
that's one of mine.”

“1 wish you would ! But if you won't

1 cartainly won't, young fellow1”

' Well, that’s all, I'm disappointed, of
courss !’ )

“I can't help that, No end obliged to
you, my son; but there's a limit. That
1sn't quite all, though. ¥ou mentioned
Bolsover. I hope that chaﬁ hasn't been
on the borrowing lay. 1 thought betier
of him than that.”

t, He's paid it back—eat least, part of

““How much did he borrow il
“ Five dollars—I mean, s

 And how ok tiny Hs patd badk 1

it

One Penny.

T I_I_!r

“ Dut with i, kid 1"

“Well, a shilling, then. But he seys
he's going to pay the rest.”

The Rebel frowned.

“Ihd he bully vou?" he asked,

“Nun-min-no bt

“"You'ra not good at telling anything
but the truth, so don’t try it, Eicid i

”‘;}’EH, he didn't bully me, Piet, But

“Why oid you let him have it% Bol-
sover major's no pal of yours !
" Well, T was alraid. supposs I'm a
funk, but—"

The youngster's lips twilehed? It wus
easy for. Delarey to understand.
. Percy Bolsover wae the biggeat fellow
in the Hemove, and the strongest, Thure
wera plonty of fellows in the  Upper
-Fourth and Fifth and 8hell—there muglt
¢ven have been one or two 4n the Sixth,
besides Heggie Ooker—for whom he cor-

ried toe meny guns,

The Remove had put him in his proper.
place. Wharton, .Boab Cherry, the
Bounder, Peter Todd, Soquiff, Tom

Brown, Delarey himeelf, . Johany -Bull,
Bulstrode—any of thesc cauld probabis
thrash Bolsover, Bui there was none of
them he feared. And even thoss who
had licked him knew that he was always
ready to try thie issme over afresh.

Bolsover major was o hard case, [Ie
did not terrorise the Remnove in these
days. Dut it was not a thing to hlame a
small boy of nearly twelve for—that Bol:
iqvcr should have been able to terroriss

im.

Detami had not thought he would dc

it, thoug
“It's & bit thick,” he seid. I thought
better of Bolsy than that. I think 1'd

better talk to him.™

Sylvester took alarm at onoce,

“I'd rather you didn't,- Piet—mucl.
rather!” he said cacnestly. “He'll bo
put dut, you know. And }' think he will
real!g pay me back some day.”

“Yeg—about when Bunter
guess,™

“"“That will be never.,
it from Bunter.™

“Or from Stott?"”

“Well, T don’t know. T suppose not.”

“If you're going to pay aopy atteution
to what your dad said, my beoy, you
must steer clear of that set, ;{ndyn[
Fishy. There may be ono or two more,
but no one else quite as bad.”

I wish—"

S¥lvester paused.

“That your pater hadn't put this bue-
den on i,'-::ru—&h?”

“Well, yes, I do wish that. T'd 2 heap
sooner have a bob a week pocket-money,
like some of the kids in our Form. But
that wasn't what I meant. I wish vou'd
let me lend you some, Piet—I do so!"

“Can’'t be did, my eon! Look here!
I don't want to encourage you to depend
on anather chap. That wouldn't bbcﬁﬂlp-
ing your pater to make a man of you.
But tip me the wink if it gets too t{lmk
to stand. And now cut!”™

“Thank you ever sg much, Delarey!
I sha'n't im‘g?t. Bit I wish—"

“Ta-ta! o time for any more con-
verse now,"”

does, 1
I don’i expect

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Butting In !
ARDLY had the door closed
H behind the fag when Mauly sab
u

p.
f“HaI]n. n‘r!d sm;tﬁ lghnught
you were fast asleep!” said Delarey.
“I was., I'm not now, begad! Can's
Fou &g Iy €yes AIa n?"' .
“ Shouldn't have taken any notice of

| open. But

that. I believe you can snooze with
on never sit up when you

THE Maower Lisrary—No. 524,
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are asleep, and not teo jolly cften when
you'ra awake,”

“I've been awake five minutes or more.
I've been listenin’, begad!™

*(Oh, all serenc ! replied Piet.

But Mauly saw him fush.

“You don't mind, do voun, dear old
boy?’ he said. *'1 liked to hear you talk
fo the kid. Regular dashed Dutch uncle!
An' he's a deceut sort, begad!™

“Hather more thap decent, 1 think.
He'll make a fine man if he only hardens
a bit. Don't do to be too zoft in this
warld, you kanow, MnuI};_"

“Meanin® that I am, Piet?”

“Well, you are abt times. Dut you
aren't a fool.”

“Tha-a-unks, dear boy! Alost of the
chaps think I am, begad! DBut I say,

Piet, if vou are hard up, why in the
world don't you borrow a trifle from
me?"

[Iili[elaruj ‘s face tock on & very resclute

ok.

“1 borrowed a fiver from you the other
da;r,. Mauly.”

‘Bo you did, old top!
ain't much, begnd!”

“I1t's something to me. I told you
then that it might be three meanths be-
fore I could repay you,"”

“Yags. An' 1 said I didn’t care if it
was threa giddy centuries!”

“I don't take gifts, Mauly 1"

“No, dear boy! I've noticed you're
& bit of an ass about that!”

*Put yourself in my I!vm:muif you can !
You wouldn't then. or all your easy-
g‘mng ways, vou're proud as Lucifes [V

“"50 are you, Piet. An’' 1 know I'm
buttin’ in. I don’t want to butt in any
further than need ba, I'm not askin’

uestions—it's a fag doin’ that, anyway.

ut if you need any of the rhino—an’
whatever you may need it for—I'm not
askin’, begad—you ean have all I've
got, an’ more when it comes.”

Heal feeling ran through Mauly's
drawling speech, Delarey felt it, and
hiz face softened. But hiz resolution
did not.

“Can't take it, old fellow ! he said.

“"¥You can™t take it from E}’]UE&tEI‘,
because he's 1::rr|-'l%r a kid. That's right.
I'm not blamin' youn. But you can
take it from me. I'm not a kid, exactly,
an’ I'm a chum, I think. Would you
take it from Squiff or Browney? I know
vou think more of them than you do of
me—they're g0 much more alive than I
am—but—"

“T'm not sure, Mauly, that I think
mora of anyone—except my father—than
Y do of you! You're s lazy old slacker,
but %uu*re the best of good chums.™

“Tha-a-anks, Piet, dear bor! But you
haven't anawered.”

“1 wouldn't, then, because I don't
know a bit when T could pay back. And
I can't see that a fellow has a right to
borrow, not knowing that.”

Vivian came in at this momaent.
Dalarey gave him an irritable lock. He
had not wanted Sir Jimmy to hear that,

The face of tha echoolboy barenet fell
at once. It waa quite o good-lookine
face, with something of the street arab’s
sharpness in it still, perhaps, but with
better things, too.

Sir-Jimmy had not yet shaken off fully
all the defeets of his enrly training—or
want of training.. He still dropped an
aspirate now and then. But that was a
very small matter; eoven members of
FParliament have bLeen known to drop
papirates. And there had certainly been
8 marked appearance in hizs manners
gince ho Orst turned up at Greyfriars,
and astonished Mauly and the Rchel by
bis table customs.

1 say, Piet—"

“Don’t bother me just now, Jimmy
hn';," aaid Delavey, smiling, for he hud
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repented on the instant of his irritation.
He wenk out,

i Tlmt.'s my style all over, It's me for
buttin® in!" said Sir Jimmy, with =
touch of bitterness,

“MNo, dear boy, you didn't butt in. I've
just been doin’ that, I fanc , begad!”

Sic Jimmy shook his head.

“"You couldn't,” he szaid, Iiet
thinks a "eap of you,”

“So he does of you, old chap ™

“"Nifferent way,” Sir Jimmy sald, still
shaking his head, “¥ou an' 'im—-"

Lk 'E-‘,1 Jl.mnlj' pae

*“Oh, don't bother! What does dashed

rammar matter? You and he "—8ir

immy articulated the words very slowly
and clearly—""are the zame sort. T know
you're a hearl—""

“1'm not, Jimmy—only au earl!"

“But so might he be. He's fit for
anybody's company, I've got a 'andle tu
my name; but what am I, after all®”

*“A dashed decent chap, dear boy, an
our very good friend!™

“It's all very well, Mauly; but T ain't
in the same class, an’ 1 hegin to think
I never shall be. T lLike you. VYou've
been a real pal to me—s'lar as you knew
'ow, Dut we're kinder relations, an' 1
s'pose it was up to you. I another kid
outer the gutter, same’s me, turned up
‘ere, =ame's me, [ should t_‘ee-'l as I'd got
to stand by ‘im, bein’ his relation,
same’s you stopod 1I::n;l' me, row taught
me that.”

Mauly shuddered at the mental picture.
Hea did not yearn for another relative re-
covered from the slums of London, And

et, as he looked at thea eapger, bright
ace of Bir Jimmy, he mulﬁ net help
thinking that half a dozen of hia sort
woitld be a welcome exchange for Ekin
ner, Snoop, Stott, and the rest of the
cads’ briga&«e—-ye&, even if the half-dozen
Air Jimmies had to be taupght the very
radiments of civilised manners!

* Sir Jimmy went on, keeping more to
his old slipshod speech than he had done
for months past.

“It wes up to you, bein’ my cousin,
But it wasn't up to 'im. Yet Piet stood
my friend from the first. 'E taught me
things without sniggerin’ at me—-7"

“1 trust I didn't snigger, begad.

Jimmy? 1 should hate to think that I
sniggered,” put 1n Mauly. *“Sniggerin’
at & chap for not knowin’ any bettor

wf!fie:ir'l he hasn't had the chance i3 dead
n "l

“0Of course you never! But it was up
ta you, in a4 way; an’ it wasn't up to
Piet.”

“Far be it from ma to make light of
what Piet did, dear boy, though I knaw
he would say it was also up to him; bhut
after all, he did no more than Whartan
an’ a numhber of others.

“¥or a liar! T mean—oh, I beg par-
don, Mouly; that slipped out! Carker's
Hents, you know! We wasn't polite
thera ! mean, you're wrong. I'm not
saying & word against Harry Wharton
an’ Tlob Cherry an' the rest of them—
they’'re as good as any that was ever
made. DBut they didn't 'ave to put u
with me day arter day, as Piet dinf
See?"

*1 zoe, Jimmy.
hort Piet. I know it didn't hurt me.”

*That's all very well.” said Sir Jimmy
shrewdly. “ ¥ou dida't faney it much,
neither of you—I know that! T've eern
you both lookin’ kind of horriffied—Ilike
as if vour teeth was on edze.”

“Oh, rot!® said Mauly, shifting un-
comfortably.

HMYou're feeling like that now,” eaid
Sir Jimmy, %omt:ing an accusing finver
at him.  “You real swells don't like
tnlkin® about your feelin's, T know that.
My sort dom’t mind so much—when
we've got any, which ain’t orften,
accardin’ to some folka?™

But T don’t think 7

“Rot again, begad!™
Mauly was uneasily conscious that he
had been talll:ing about his feelings only
just before SBir Jimmy entered. But ha
knew that the shrewd youngster was
gy:tﬂr right when he said that ‘" his sort’

1id not like doing that.

“It ain't rot! I'm goin' to apeak out
now. Thera aii't anythink—not anythinlk
i all the world—T wouldn’t do for Piet!
But yon gin't to tell "im I said so.
Muatter of fact, there ain’t a lot I
wouldn't do for you, Mauly. But Piet
comen first. You don't mind i:l'tm!:5 do
youl! Not as I can help it if vou do.

“T don’t mind a bit, Junmy boy,"
answered Mauly, in & volce that shook a
little, for there was something about tha
intense earnestness of Sir Jimmy that

ipped him. *I'm glad to hear it?

egad! You can't think too much o
Piet for my likin®!”

“Well, then, what's the matter with
'im now "

Mauly shook his head,

“Dron't know, Jimmy boy.
much, I think.”

“Why was 'e talkin' about borrowin’,
theni"

“1 don't know. I didn't ask.”

“But you ought to ‘ave asked,
Mauly 1™

" Can’t agree with you, dear boy. One
of the things a fellow doesn't do, begad !
Buttin’ in, y'know.”

“I'm the sort that does the things 3
feller don't do,” replied Bir Jimmy. “So
I dun’t care. Was it that chap Sorrell
again—you know the chap I mean, 'im
wot deserted "

“1 don't know, begad! Piet hasn's
mentioned hia name, an’ I'd clean for-
gotten all about him. Might be, too.”

“Ihelieveitis. Well, I've got a couple
of quid. Do you think old Piet would let
me lend "im thatf ”

“1 don't think 20. DBut I wouldn't bo
sure, begad! He might not like to re-
fuse—'fraid of hurtin® your feelin's.”

“Huh! Fat lot feelin's matter! But
you'd caell it buttin' in??

“¥nas, a bit. Ne, dashed if I would,
Jl.mm}i:; 1 cﬂuldn'% knowin’ hew wvou
feel. But you said Piet's not to be told,
yknow ™

“Of course 'e ain'g to be told! Think
T want im to feel o fool? It pleases &
gal to be told someone loves 'er, even if
ft..:;fjn’t true; but it makes a feller feel a

]FF

“(th, begad, yans!"

“Well, I'm goin’ to butt in an’ offer
‘im my two quid. If 'e gives me a wipa
of the 'ead for cheek, it don't matter a
‘eap. Where i3 he?”

“I fancy he went to the Common-
room, dear boy.’

Bir Jimmy went off, Mauly put him-
sell back into a reeumbent position, bug
for once did not find 1% easy to snoozo off.

Meanwhile Piet Delarey, not .to be
behind his two study-mates, was doing a
little butting in on his own =acesunt,
though possibly he did not lock upon hia
action in that light.

Not very

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover Brooght to Book!

ELAREY found quite & crowd in
D the Common-reom. But he did
not mind that.
Bolsover major was not exactl
a sensitive person. It was just as well
to thresh thizs matter out before plenty
of witnesses, Bolsover might have more
regard to public feeling than he was at
all likely to have for any appeal to his
own feelings, :
There was no enmity between thesa
two. The bully of the Remove always
had a kind of respectful balf-liking for
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any fellow whao had licked him fairly and
squarely, It did not amount to friend-
ship; but as far aa it went it was real
enough.

It was not likely, however, to go as
far as to make him take what Piet had to
say to him in an amicable spicit.

“1 want o word with you, Dolsover,*
said Plet.

“A hundred, if you like!™ growled

olsover.

“Well, it may run to that! Look here,
1 don’t want to make a fuss about a
maotter that isn't exactly my affair—"

“Bhouldn't, if T were you!” Belsover
growled, beginning to look hostile, “If
it win't your affsir, why need von worry
ahout it ?"

“Don't!” chipped in Harold Skinner.
“Youw're not Wharton, you know,
Rebel 17

Harvy Wharkon flushed at that sneer,
and Bob Cherry advanced his hand to
within an inch or so of Skinner's rather

prominent nose.
and Hareld's

" ITarold's nose is ]mni;,
nosd 15 strong. Tt would be a pitr é{:
Lt

make it lenger: but I'll jolly wel
it if Harald ain't careful ! said Bob.

*I thought it was pootry you were
lading us out," remarked Fry of the
Upper Fourth. *It started in rhyme,
puvway. ™

*No, itian't poetry,” said Bob, “Bub

it's a facti”

“Bkinner’s  right. Better  leave
meddling to Wharton!™ snorted Bol-
SOVEL,

“1 den't doubt Wharton could do this
better than I can. Dut he ought nat to
br  bothered about evervthing,” said
elarey.

“Oh, it doesn't bother Wharton, Tt
mikes him |mfﬁ!" Hkinner sneered,
having retraake hind Temple & Co.

“Get on with the washing, old sport'™
sand Johnny Bull,

“Well, what I've got to g1y to Bol-
sover 1s that borrowing from kids in the
Second is dead off.” said Piet quietly.

“Oh, rather!” said Temple.

“1I don’t seéd it,” put*in Trover. “De.

ends upon whether the kid is on o
end. e can't borrow from tha Sixth,
you “kns:-w; they ain’t exactly taking
any.

“You're talking about young Sylves-
ter,, I suppose, Delarey?” said Balsover.

“(Oh, really! If it's Sylvester, T'm
jolly well aure he can take cave of him-
gelf 1" burbled Billy Bunter. *“'He's a
robten little miser !

“He wouldn't cash & second postal-
order for you, would he, Bunter?™ said
the Hebel sardonically, *“Ves, I'm talk-
ing nbout Sylvester, Bolsover.”

“Are vou making aut that T hullied
the kid?" snarled the hurig Remaovite.

* Quastion hardly arises,” said Temple.
* I conzider that the way Bolsover would
glare ot & fag he proposed to honcur by
borrowin® from might be said to amount
to moral, if not physical bullyin'.”

“0Oh, you go to Jeriche!™ said Bal-
sover politely.

“Temple's about right, though,” said
Johnny Bull, in his decided way. * And
we all know Boleover! If hie wanted it,
awd couldi’'t get it by looking ugly, he'd
go on to behaving likewise.”

“That's my notion,” Delarey said,

“T don't ses it,” answored Bolsover.
“T asked the kid to lend me a quid one
day when I was short. He had no end
of tin. 'Well, ha lent it to me. Ha didn't
say he had any objection: and I can’t see
why he need have. He'll get it back all
rerene.  Ho's had part of it already.

“He's had & boly," replied Piet. “I
don't know why you paid him that. It
geeing 8 prefly ningy instelment on a
guid, to me!”

“What bizney is it of voura at all? Do
you want to keep Sylvester as o preserve
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for wyourself?” demanded
fiereely.

“I haven't borrowed from him, and
I'm not likely to. Keep your wool ou,
Golsover!”

Stott, who had lLad nothing to say,
made & coutious move towards the door.

“Hallo, halls, hallo!™ szaid Boeb
Cherry, * Btott's conacience iz working !
He's off to cash up to Bylvester before
anything move is sajd.”

“Aren't you going,
asked the Bounder.

“1 haven't had any of the kid's cof I
replied Bkinner promptly.

“Really? Must be an awful grief to
fru.:ru to know that there was a chance
like that going, and you failed to take
11" gibed Vernon-S8mith, " Queer, too.
There jan't much going on that you
don't know about, as a ruls ™™

“* Btott_was ancther of them,” Delarey
sajd. ' Blinner wasn't, so I can't see
that there's anything against him,
Smithy."

“Beats me why vou atick up for that
worm, Raobel!™ said Bulstrode.

“I don’t know that I do. But I reckon
most of us have enough to shoulder in
the way of thing’s we've done, without
heing got at for things wa might have
done if we'd happened to think of them.™

“Hear, hear!™ said Harry Wharton.
“Leave Skinney out of it!"

Skinner might or might not have been
grateful for Delarey’s speaking np for
him. He did not dislike the Hebel aa he
disliked most decent fellows. But ho cee-
teinly wos not grateful to Wharton,

“Well, what are vou going to do ahout
it, Hebel?” rumbled Bolsover.

“1 don't know that it's neccasary for
me to do anything, ia it 7" veturned Piet.

“You're not going to force ma to cash
up ak once ¥’

“Don't be an idiot! T can’t foree you
to—you know that az well aa I do! uk
I think that you'll pay the kid back
pretty soon i you have a spark of
decency in you. And till now I've
thought you tolevably decent; though
our manners aren’t much in your
avonr."

Stott had halted at the door.

the bully

too, Skinner!?™

Temple arose from

“I'm not gninF to swindle the kid,"”
he said sourly, *“I shall be having a ve-

mittance In & few days; I'll settle up
then.  If anyone likes to lend me half-a-
guid I'll da 1t now.™

No one caught at tlus very liberal
offer,

Bolsover glowered at Delaves.

“ I shall pay when I jolly well cliogse 1™
he snavled.

“That'a all rvight—as long as
cheose soon,” Piet answered coolly.

“And if I don't choose T eha'n’t pay
at all ™

“I think vou will find vou sre making
a mistake there, ™

“ Wha's going to force me fo pay?”

“The Form will,” said Johnny Bull.
“It's a <isgrace to the Remove, this
gponging on infante ™

i gpﬂuging, do you eall it, Bull?”
roared Bolsover,

" Bponging’s what I call it, Rolsover—
unless yvou prefer to have it called high-
way robbery !

“The Form can't make me do anything
I don’t chooze to do!"

" Bolsover is labouring under two. de-
lusions,” remarked Peter Todd blandly,
“He thinks we're all deaf—and he thinks
we're all incompetent duffers.”

“You're a set of silly, meddling asees,
anyway 1"

“(o on, Bolay I” said Squiff. * That's
the stvle, Wea shall know what you think
of us soon, Then we may turn in our
opinions on you.''

“I don't mind stating mine now,"
Temple said, ** If we had Dolsover in the
Upper Fourth——"

" He'd probably be skipper,” struck in
skinner. I don't know the chap in
vour Form that he can't lick, Tomple!”

“I'll tpnke on the whole giddy Form,
one down, t'other come on!" hooted the
burtly Removite,

The elim and elegant Cecil Reginald

hiz acat in languid
fashion, and made os if {o pull off his
jacket.

“ Btart with me, please, Bolsover !" he
snid.

“Right-ho!”
BOYVEr,

*Oh, cheess that!” said Wharton,
‘The question is not whether Bolsover
eant lick Temple or anyone else in the
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U Fourth, but when he's going to
lm!ﬁ:r up with SBylvester.” _

* There's something in that,” admitted
Tomple. *“On the whole, I think he'd
better clear himself of the charge made

ainst him before he has the dashed
ﬁﬂ&k to think of fightin® with a gentl-
man 11!

Cocil .Rﬁ%innlﬁ wea not given to for-

ting that he was the son of a bavonci.

ut he did not funk Bolsover. Temple

might be a bit of & anob, but he certainly
vas not & coward.

“Charge?” hooted Bolsover. ™ What
charge 1 there against me? I owe a
fellow—"

“Bay a kid--a mere infant,” said-Bob

“I gwa g fellow nineteen bob, Is that
e crime? Now, then, Todd! ¥You know
a lot aboug that kind of thing, with your
rotten law-bocks. Te it a crime(”

“Nao, Bolsover—not quite, T sheuld
say it's about ninety-five per cent. of a
Erhmar—nut mora,” replied Peter thought-

ully,

“You're & long-nosed idiot!  Look
hers, you fellows are making this & Form
mgtter, 1 take i£7" ]

“Yes, vou can take it we are,” saind
Har?

“Well,

arton,
then, I defy the Form to make
me pay! T tell the blessed Form that I
won't pay tilk I chooso, and that it
doesn’t suit me I won't é}ay at all] Now,
what are you going 1o do¥™
“1 suppesa you've enough on you o
paf at t ﬁﬂment?“ said the Bounder.
t was a trap, and Bolsover fell into it
“Yeaa, I have, then 1" "he roared.
“That's encugh for me,” said Herbert
Vernon-3mith “deliberately. “I vote we
tury out your pockets, take suflicient to
settle the debt, and bump you. What

do yoi say, Temple?™

“"Dashed go idea, Smithy!" was
what Temple said. Ceell Reginald was
gl.u:a pleased to have his opinion aeked

rt.

“What do you say, Wharton¥"

“1 think it's gquite a good notion,
Smithy. Bolsover hog no mora right
than anyone elee to fancy he can go dead
against the Form.”

“Has anyone any objection 7 inquired
the Bounder.

“7 have!” howled Bolsover,

*“Oh, that's -wunderstood.
elae 7"

No one spoke up—not even Skinner
who was Isover’s best chum, if
Bolsover could be said to have a chum.

“Bome of you will get hurt!™ fumed
Bolsover, &s they closed in upon him.

Twa or three of them did. The bully's
thoulder-of-mutton hst gave Dabney one
m the right eye, and caused Kipps to
nbagrer gm::k_ capessing hia chin. But
then Bolsover found himself on his back,
in no condition to attempt further re-
sistance,

“Vooop!” he velled, '“Gerroff moe,
you cade! About forty to ene! I sup-
posé_that’'s what you c¢all pluck 7"

“This is not a combat, ﬁul&umr," said
Peter Todd blandly., **It is merely an
exedution without legal warrant., May I
trouble you to shift a little? 1 want to
fﬂl'- at your right-hand trousers-pockot.

f you refuse to be troubled, I shall have

Anyone

to ask someone eles to shift you. Oh,
1:?‘!31.!:‘:1-:5ﬁ Fry! That does the ftrick
nieely I

It ag[:aalred that Percy Bolsover had
boasted vainly when he ssid that he had
enough to settle his debt at once. All
his pocketa wera examined nrost carcfully
Ly Peter Todd, who handed over each
coin retvieved to Beott of the Upper
Fourth, whom he addressed as ** Mr,
l?m:aﬁlli?,” Th; U tnta!haﬁﬂuntm_] to
vix chillings and ninepence-halfpenny, in-
THE Mfgm Lmn.ﬁv—-ﬂa p&Eﬂ i

cluding five penny stemps and a half.
PeRny one,

“A dividend of thirty-three and one-
third per cent. is declarvéd vpon the cstate
of the bankropt Bolzover,” said Peter, in
his best official manoer. “ One-third of
nineteen shillinga iz six-and-foprpence.
Mr. Receiver will sec ihat this sum
reaches the sole—as far az known at pro-
gent—debtor.  The stamps will be re
turned to the bankrupt, 25 no doubt he
will wish to write home abont it, obtam
enough to pay up b debts in full, and
have the adjudication annulled. Gentle-
men, the proceedings of the court arc
gyer 1M i

“Not set!” said the Bounder grimly.
“He hasn’t beenr bumped.™

Percy Bolzover was not ofren bumped.
That may have becn becauvae he was not
casily bumped, rather thau because he
did not often deserve i, )

But there were plenly o pat him
through it now; Elllé they did so with
heartigess,  Dabney aud Kipps being
specially zealous.

He got up in a perfvci paroxyem of

rage.

d I'va vou to thank for this!"” he
hawleéd, shaking his fiet in Piet Delarey’s
facc, “But I'll pay von for it, you Boer
blackguard I

“Wow, i rvou like,” replied Piet
coolly. )
“No. I'll chosse my own time!”

" Boleover would naturally wish to
have the annulment of the decree of
bankruptey against him announced be-
fore he fights anvone, Delarey,” Peter
Todd said.

What Bolsover said is belter not re-
peated.

b

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Missing Note!

QUIFF ard Tom Brown looked in at

Study No. 12 on the Remove pas-

sage next day  aller morning
clagses,

Mauly and Sir Jimmy Vivian were
there. Piet Delarey was not.

“Going in for a merfrfy spring clean-
what 7" asked Squiff, with r grin.
or the study waa turned almost up
side-down, and Mauly sat in the arm-
chair among all the muddle, like Mariusg

among the ruins of Carthage,

8ir Jimmy was doing the work, of
course. And Sir Jimmy loocked worried
—far more o than Mauly.

“No. This gilly asz haz lost a ten-
pound note. He's always losing them '
snapped Bir Jimmy.

“Oh, beged, Jimmy, that's too bad!
Why, it's weeks an’ weeks—terms an’

it

terms, I might say—since I lost one
last.™

“Tt ain't o fortnight.”

“But that cne wasn't really lost,

Jimmy. I found it myszelf.”
“Couldn’t have been really lost if
Mauly found it,” said Tom Brown, with

a grin. *‘Must have been framed and
hung over the mantelpiece. 1 should
BAT.

“ And there was another at the begin-
ning of the term. You know there was,
you fathead!” anapped Sir Jimmy,
going on with his search.

“l%ut that was in my pocket all the
time "

“Well, this one ain't. 'm sure of
that much. I've turned his poclketa out.
He's got a fifty and two fivers; but this
ida a tenner, and I saw 1t uniy yester-

ay.”

“Yaaz; but it really ain’t worth all

this trouble, dear boy,” vawned hiaz lazy

lnrdsl‘ﬂp. “¥You chaps want Piet, I sup-
ae ?

“We do,"” said Squiff, " Also your
noble self, We're poing to footer, and
wa intended to take you two along.”
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“(Oh, begad, but you can't, you know,
Fgmff ! I™ve got a job on here. You-can
see that for yourself™

“I sea tnat Vivian hes,"”  replied
Hgquif, “But I can't see wheve you
come 1n. However, we'll leave you to
vour labours, if you'll only have the ex-
ceerding gracious gondness to tell ua
wlhers 0 find Piet,”

“PDon’t tell us in words,
to [atizgue you too mueh, old scout,”™
saicl Tom Brown kindly. "Put your
foot up over vour head, nnd waggle 1t, if
vou don't know. If you do know, tell
us by some mmple eign where we must
siaren,”

_ “"Which foot, dear hoy?" asked Mauly
mnocently.

‘Piet’s gone to Friardale,” said Sir
Jimmy. ‘T don’t think he meansz to
plav footer to-daw.”

“ Maul¥"s infeeting him,” Bquiff said.
“This makes the third day he’s cut it.”

" ¥ou coming, Jimmy " inquired Tom
Brown.

“"Don't you see I ean’t? snapped
Vivian,

“ Mo peed to Lother about the blessed

note, begad, Jimmy!"” drawled Mauly.
“Wae shall find it sooner or later,”
C “You'd betber!” said Squiff warn-
ingly, '"You know what was promised
%uuj’]‘f vou lost any more notes, my
oy

“Oh, begad! Why can’t fellows mind
their own business™ meaned the noble
slacker. “1 hate bLeing bumped! I
can't sleap for hours after it! Just vou
chaps clear out, an’ give Jimmy an' me
a chance, an' we'll wire in lookin' for
that nota like anythin'!"

Sr Jimmy snorvted, Syuilf and Tom

Brown went. .
up with the Hebel

if it's goin

“There's somethin
again, Squifi,” said Tom, as they made
their way to Little Side together,

“I'va noticed it myself,” replied the
Aunstralian junior, “But we'd bettor
give him his head, He doesn’t like being
interfered with, you know, Browney—
net even when it's us.”

The search continued till close on
dinner-time.  Bir Jimmy continued it
Mauly grew tired of watching such
streniious exertion, and sought refresh-
ment in a nap on the couch.

Sir Jimmy looked at lis watch, and
then went off to wash himself, a dis-
contentad look on his bright face,

When he returned, Roderick Sylvester
was just corning out of No, 12

“Want me, kid?"’ asked Vivian,

" No. really wanted Delarey—at
least—yes, I wanted him. DBut it dogsn't
maotter. I say, Bolsover's setiled up
with me. He had a remitiance to-day.
And Btott came and paid ma five bob.
I don’t care about the money, though;
and I wish Piet hadn't aaid anythmg.
Bolsover says he's going for him."

“Bolsover will get all he hos any use
for if he tries that game on,” replied Sir
Jimmy.

“But he's such a big, solid brute,”
said Sylvester,

“Don't vou worry! Piet's Licked him
onee, and he can lick bim any time he
likes, Mauly still snoozing, I suppose?”

“¥Yes, Whyi”

“I'd have brought a wet sponge from
the bath-reom if I'd theught of it!”
growled Sir Jimmy.

“ 11 fetch one, if you hike.”

Little Sylvester's responmbalities  in
the way of money hed not made him in-
different to japes. He trotted off,

Sir Jimmy looked doubtiully after
him. Hs would not have admitted it
for a good deal, but Sir Jimmy wos
jealons. ) )

Delares’s friendzhip for Mauly did not
trouble him. He had grown used to it,
and it scemed quite natural. He did
not mind Z2quiff and Tom Brown, either,
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They spent a good deal of time in
Ne. 12, and were, to some extent, mem-
bers of the family.

But Bir Jimmy could not quite see
why Delarey should worry about a mere
kid in the Second, like Sylvester.

That did not mean that he disliked
the youngater, however,

The fag camo back with a dripping

sponge. % _

He closed the door behind him. The
ears of Sir Jimmy were mors than
commonly keen. Dirvectly the door had
shut to ‘he heard footsteps slong the
pPassage stop at it

*Gimmine “old of that!™ he said.

To Sylvestor’s amazement, he sgqueezed
all tha water out of the sponge at once.
_ Then he poured half a hottle of ink
}i‘riﬂ- s zaucer, and dipped the sponge in
it.

*“1 say, though, you're not goin
wake him with ';Enli, are you?” aske
fn%i “J1 shouldn't do that, Vivian.
a uéhl‘-ﬂq th%r}k!" i

urrup ! snapped Sir Jimmy.

He stole on tiptoes to the door, the
sponge dripping black drops on the ex-
pensiva carpet,

‘The door ecame open with a suddeness
that took the follow outside most com-
plate 1}? surprise. He fell forward,
aad Hir Jimmy dashed the sponge down
E: '&h& back of his head, and squeezed it

r L]

" (zof you, Bunter, you cad 1" he cried.
“Why—— Dh,-crr.:m{m! “Lain't Bunter
at all, It's that votter Snoop!”

“You guttersnipe! VYou low cad!”
}mﬂcd Snoop, * What did you do that
or! You knew very well 1 wasn't
Bunter, you beastly street arabi”

Sir Jimmy contemplated him calmly.

“*]1 can _sea now that you ain't,” he
raid.  “Uglier, but not so fat. But
Bunter ain’t the only chap who can listen

at kﬁyhf}lea."

“No, he's not, 1 dare say 7you
wouldn't be above that sort of thing
yourself, you low-down——"’

T
the
It's

“Go easy, Sncop! I ain't much of a
Eg‘ht;r:n'—man, maybe, but I ecan lick
ou 1" '

“Try it, that's all!”

Sidney James Snoop, iwith his hair and
face and collar all hberally
ink, really seemed inclined to try it. Ha
puk up his fists.

But discretion prevailed. The dinner-
bell zounded at that momcntkam;l Snoop
made an gxeusa to draw back,

“I'll gee you later on!" he snarled,

“What's the matier, Jimmy, dear
boy?" asked the voice of Mauly from
within, *“Sounds like someons bein'
unplepsant—doocid unpleasant, begad!”

" Oh it's only Snoop being himself1”
repliad ¥ivian. “It's jolly hard to
satisfy some peopla! T pave him what 1
meant for you—well, more or leas, any-
way. You're a pal of mine. Sncop
?ull'j!.;-. But he doesn’t seem a bit grate-
ul.

With a sigh, Maulf' atose and moved
to the door. The bell had disturbed his
dreams,

‘He locked down at the hiack sponge
Bir Jimmy held.. He locked at the re-
ireating Snoop, who showed signs of
having been in contact with it.

“Meant it for me, did you, Jimmy?"
he said. “¥You're presumin’ on what
yvou wrengfully take to be my laziness,
3Gunﬁ&i§uah! If I'd got that you'd have
just the best hidm’ of your life!”

“There was only water in it for you,”
explained Sylvesfer. “The ink was for

Snoop. .
“Dry up, kid!" said Sir Jimmy,
*Wish you would give me a hidin’,

Mmjltllya?r_ tr;rBt-u. don't he]iei"lra o
con it. But you're too jolly lazy
and slack to try!™

“Wrong, dear boy! Some day you'll

dosed with'
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seo me veally roused. When I'm really
roused, you know, I'm rather & terrible
follah, begad! But I should be dashed
sorry to have to hurt you.”

“Bhould you be dashed sorry to be
late for dinner?” inquired Sir Jimmy,
with a cheerful grin.

Sylvester had already ont off.

“Yaas—I mean, no. What's the odda?
Better not to be, p'r'apa, all things con-
sidered. Masters are such troublezome
folk. They ask o heap of silly questions,
which boro me hn-rrih{y!"'

“Well, you will be late if you don't
bunk. 1 shell, gnyway. Can't. go in
with my hands like this,”

“Havs vou found that dashed note,
Jimmy "

“"No, I haven’t.  After dinnér you
may ook for it youvself, cocky!"”

Sir Jimmy found Snoop mmdustriously
laving his head, Snoop did not speak;
e ounly scowled.  Sir Jimmy shrilly
whistled *Keep the Home Fires Burn:

ing !” a8 ho etiénded to his hands. He'

:.'fmtmura cheerful after that little inci-
ent,

He was ready before Empoﬂ had half-
finished. But, in anvy case, he did not
yearn for Booop's company to Hall. le
alipped into his place with only a word
of rev'ismnf for his lateness from Mr.
Queleh,

suoop did not hurry, even after he had
gone. BSnoop was bound to be late, -any
way ; and an exeuss that would carry oft
a delay of {ive minutes would be good
enough for one of fifteen.

There was zomething Snoop wanted Lo
do. He had gone to No. 12 to do it, and
had listened outside to make sure that
apartment was unoccupicd, as the silence
within bad led him to suppose.

MNow he slunk off there again.

He had a bunch of twelve or more
small keys, and he found one amang
them which would open Piet Delarey's
desk. He put something inside: But
when he had done that he could not lock
the desk ageain. The key was not a per-
fect fit; it had forced the wards, but
would not work the reverse way.

That did not suit Snoop at all.

He glanced round. His cyes fell upon
a jacket hanging against the wall, A
marked bandkerchiaf in one pocket
proved ® to be Delarey’s.

In ancther pocket was something that
made Snoop's eyves gleam.  He took it
out. It was a leather pocket-book, which
had evidently seen a fair amount of
TLDVICa,

He opened it without hesitation. With
everybody at dinner, he felt quite safe.

Then he gave a gasp of astonishment
ag his eyes fell upon something inside.

2 had been going to insert the thing
he hold in his hand. But he paused now,
teking thought.:

What he had szeen in Piet’s pockat-
book complicated matters considerably. .

For the momeuf it ‘was as though the

bottom was knocked completely out of
his plan.
Eut as he made hizs way to Hall, care-
fully stowing away the fimsy paper he
had bheen going to leave in Delarey’s
dozk, & new idea came to him,

“Crikey! It may work, after all!" he
muttered, * And there ain’t o serap of
rigk in it for me. There was in the other
dodge. But I must think this over before
I make & move.”

Arrived in Hall he told Mr. Quelch
that he had had an accident with some
ink, and had thus been delayed.  8ir
Jimmy grinned as he saw Snoop stand
theve o demurely, with eyes cast down,
and tell the truth—or part of it—becauss
for once the truth’ did as well as a lie,

But 8ir Jimmy would not have grinned
had ha guessed what was in the atgiaming
Eaailn behind those modestly-lowered eyeo-

3

One Penny, |

THE SIATH CHAPTER.
| aying the Train !

EINNER looked in at Study No. 11,
where ha was a frequent visitor.
“*1 soy, you fellows, I think you
yed it rather low down on mel
he said, in a grumbling tone.

Ancop and Stott were surprised,

It was not at all -out of their way fo
“play it low down " on somepne or any-
one.  And-—in spite of the grossly untrue
adage & to honour among thieves—they
wera quoite capable of “playing it low
down" eon Skanner if it c%anaa to suit
their beok.

But they were nob conscious of having
done so.

" What's the matter with you now,
Skinney!"” asked Btott.

“This Bylvester bizney. I'd no idea
that the kid was rolling in it like that.
I thought, for a giddy millionaire, his
pater kept him rather short.”

“Well, T don't ses what change yvou'd
lé?v& got out of knowing,” observed

L,

“‘f_t;:::z made wyour market of it, old
k!

“ats! I borrowed 2 measly half.quid,
and had no end of bother to get that.
And I've paid it back."

“You've what?"

Harold Skinner locked as if he could
not believe his ears,

Stott grinned. But it was not & very
cheery grin.

“I've paid it back, T'm not pretendin

that I can stand up to Dela'rE:.r. te%ulsg
may be sble to; but I'm not so blessed
sure of that. He was licked when they
fought before, T sha'n't put my money
on Percy, anyhow.”
. "You were an idiot to cagh up! It
1sn't as though that kid would miss the
money, His pater's as rich as merry old
Croeeus.”

“That wasn't what I thought about,”
admitted Stott. *If he did miss it—waell,
that would have been mora his troubls
than mine, *wouldn't it7 But I'm not
visking anything with the Rebel. I'd
sooner have & row with Wharton or
Cherry or Sguiff or Toddy—almost eny
of the crowd but Smithy. The beastly
Bﬁﬂ'l"—"

“Oth, chuck that!"” snapped Bkirmer.

“Don't you know Skinney’s rather par-
tail to the Rebel? aneered. Snoop,

“I'd forgotten, if-1 aver knew, Ha
do#an’t seem over an' above partial to
Skinney, I muat pay.”

Skinner's sallow fnce Aushed.

““He's always eivil to me, and thals
more than some of them are!™ he said.

“I1'm hanged if it's much td be,grate-
ful for, though!" replied Sioft.

“Who saya I'm grateful, you fat-
headed asa? enarled Skinner. * But
when a chap's decent to me, I hope I
can be decent to him."

“Oht" said Stott.

He had never before had any idea thut
Harold 8kinner guided his -actions in
aceordance with & rule of that kind, And
he did not believe it now.

. “You think Delarey has a soft apot for
you, Skinner,” eaid Snoop. I don't
it goes far, myself. I know -he

foane
stom:{ up for you onee against Bolsover,
But then, he ain't exactly fond of Percy.”

“He's got nothing against Belsover—
nok . in an  ordinary  way,” repled
Skinner.

“The Rabel's drawn the wool nicely
over Bkinner's eyes, hasn't he, Btott!™
said Snoop.

Stott nodded; and turned to the fire-
place. He did not find the conversation
gartmularh interesting. Cashing up to
ylvester had brought Stott inte finan-
vial low water, and he was regretiing
that he had done it.
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“That's rot!” Skinner said sharply.
“We're not pals; there's no pretence of
that. - But he's one of the few fellows
here I'd do & good tarm to—# it hap-
pened to come my way and wesn't too
much fag—and I know he wouldn't kick
at doing me a good turn. That's all.”

“Wou needn't bother about having
missed & chance with that Becond Form
kid,” said Snoop. o .ﬁsk-;‘ruur friend
Defaresr to lend you & trifle !’

“He might want it back 1" gibed Btott,
without turning his head.

“Well, Bylvester seems to have had
his back I remarked Bkinner.

To anyone who did not know these
three well it might not have appeared

that there was anything for Stott to |

ﬁhéq:lt-'tﬂ in that remark,
ut he did not seem to like. it.

‘* Rata to you!" he growled.

“Delarey hasn't a lot of oof to spare,”
said Rkinner.

“He has some, I suppose. If Squiff
orf that boundar Brown aehed him for a
loan he wouldn’t say no.”

“I suppose not,” said Skinner.

“1 don’t mind betting you a quid to
a crown that he won't E.*n:d you & quid,
Hu_ﬁd'mer much you press him to,” Enooap
BaId, .

He nmade a ve fairly successful
attempt to sesm indifferent, and as- if
merely a?%uirﬁl for argument’s sake.
After all, this dodge was not vital to his
plot. But if Skinner fell inic the trap
1t would help it.

“ Take him on, Skinney |” urged Stott.
“If you win, you're two quill m; if you
laze, you're only & dollar out.™

“1 don't see how you make it two
quid, ” a%id Skinner. 5

suppose’ you mean you'd pay
the Rebel back?”

“Of course I should!"

“Well, yes, I fancy you would. He'd
#e0 to it yow did. If he takes so much
trouble 1o ﬁ;ﬂt in Sylvester's accounts,
he'd naturally be pretiy sheyp about his
own;’

* You mean it, Snoop?” agked Skinner,

“1 mean it serene, "

“"Show us your quid?”’

“I can show something more than
that,” answered Snoop.

Siott turned. He was really interested
now,

Bnoop uced from a_ waisteoat-

ket a doublad-up slip of Aimay" paper.

aunfolded it, and displayed to the

dn?ﬂ::d eyes of his two.pals a ten-pound
note |

“No good asking me to lend you any-
thing, Skinney,” he said hastily. * Nea
all of 'this is to go for a very special
Pu . But you can see I've got the
quid to pay with if I lose™

wy Hﬂhﬂﬂpﬂf; how would a little

ame of banker go” asked Btott eagerly,

ip heavy face lighted up. There were
net many things William Stott cared
about; but he had the gambling fever,

“ Not at all,” rap]i&g 8noop.  “"I'm
not going to risk this! I Enuw Just
about how you fellows stand—stony, or
jolly near it! Waste-paper's & good price
now, but I'm not collecting it!™

“There's a good deal of the born hog

sbout you ! said Stott sulkily,

" Ask the Rebe] in the Common-room,
when there are plenty of fellows there,
"i‘?%‘“ﬂﬁ‘ d ded Bki

; y! 2man INpRT, ayei
Bidney James with some puugicinii—whi];ﬁ
wasg no means unjustified,

Il, if he re
, e cap't waﬁ
I-HWHT jm:;::tha?" e oilcugiat
on want me to win, don’t you,
B ot st mhek 8 liy
) : w Taa
&'H-WHIT L:mu'—ﬂo%.

does feel at all

refuse you before |-

wanted was to see him snubbed by
Delarey in publie.

But that wes not Snoop’s geme. His
game was far deeper. Skinner—the wily
and astute Bkinner—was a mere pawn in
it; though Bkinner did mot suspect that.
His brains were better than Bnoop's, but

possibly - not so much better as
thought them.
“Oh, no. Only I think that's a fair

test,” Bnoop said. )

“All right; I'll do it," answered Skin-
ner.

8noop had begun to lay the train for
the explosion that he hoped would Lft
Piet Delarey sky-high. He had changed
his original plan in consequence of what
he had seen in No. 12,

The change meant taking more chances
in ore gense; fewer in uﬁr.:ri‘her_ The plat
might more casily go wrong, but if it
went wrong thero would be less danger
of detection and exposure for Sidney
~James Snoop; in fact, he could see no
danger at all now. : i

€ might have felt differently about it
if ho had heard Harold Skinner's mut-
teted words when he left the studs.

“Where did he get that nate? Not
honestly, I guess, Lucky I've got a
good memory for ﬁfumm but I don't
trust it too far. I'll put that number
down now. It isn't a bad notion to have
the whip-hand of a rotter like Sncop!”

= e L TP ————
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Sylvester’s Confession !
L1 O that's an American millionaire,
i 1t?" paid Dick Russell to
Dondld Ogiley, they saw
before them on the road to Friar-
dale the figures of a tall, gaunt man, and
g slim youngster of twelve or so.

“Eh? Oh, 12 that Sylvester’s pater?
1 heard he'd come slong, and was taking
the kid off for a few daya. Owver heore
on no end important business, they say.
Well, milhonaires have their uses when
thore's & big war on, and as far as I can
make out the Amegicap sort have shown
up a bit better than ours this side.”

Ogilvy, who had six brothers in khaki,
-wag never tired of talking about the war.
As o rule, his chum Russell listened

tiently enough. But just now Dick
E‘I’Jﬂ&", himself none too well off, felt
more interested in the subject of Sylves-
ter’s “dad " than in that of the war.

“Looks very much like any other
chap,"” he said.

““Well, chump, how would you expect
him mh look " returned Ogilvy, “He
aAve

a4

Ay gold-sto teeth—moat
Americans have. But he isn't Kkely to
have his nose plastered over with gold-

leaf just to advertise that he can roll in
it if he wants to.”
“Ass! 1 hike the look of him’ better
than I did the look of Fishy's father.”
“Well, if Fishy had had any sort of a
decent father I suppose he'd have been

different from what he is. And Bylves-
ter's quite a nice kid, so youn'd expect his
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father to be a better sort than Hiram K,
Fish. I say, Ronsld's been having & hot
time of it in Palestine, Dick. Those lut-gi
gu&ra of Turks may be getting fed ui}

nno. But, anyway, they can still put
up & hot fight. You listen to this,”

Ogilvy }ereded to read Dick Russell
extracts from a 'letter from the Ogilvy
representative on the Palesting front.

No more was said about the Sylvesters

ther and gon, and when onee they had
rounded & bend, and were out of sight,
both the Removites forgot them. E}?;ﬂ?r_
talked about his clan afgﬁ hting brothers,
and speculated as to whether the war was
going to last long enough to give him a
chance ; and Russell listened, and mu%ht
the thrill of his chum's enthusiasm, for
there wis good combative stuff in Dick
Bussell.

Meanwhile, there was talk between
father and son as they walked to Friar-
dale Station. Nothing of the plutorrat
betrayed itself in this millionaire.  He
was quictly dressed, and he scenfed quite
content to walk, having learned that the
only vehicle available was an excecd-
ingly musty old fly, which Sjylvester
junior epoke of in terms of gcontempt.

“You've settled down sll right now,
Rod ¥ said Mr. Bylvester.

“Oh, rathér, dad! . I did almost from
the first. But I like it even better now.”

“Boys all right to you *”

“Oh, yes. ost of them are no cnd
decent.” )

“Not much bullying—that sort of
thmg—ah?"

““Oh, hardly ary, dad. You sec, the
fellows themselves etop most of that.”

*‘ Police themselves—ch? I take it you
meoan prefoctst’

“MNa. It's the other cham—y{:u::ger
than the prefects. There are a few fel-
lowa in Eﬁ:; Remove whe would bully,
but Wharton—he's skipper u know—
but, of course, you know all sbout Whar-
ton and those fellows, but you don's

know Delarey.”

“Who's he? One of the bullies—ch 1"

“Crumbe, no! T think he's the niccst
chap of the lot. He was ope of thosa
who stayed here at Christmas, you know,
and they were all all right to me, but
Delarey was specially all nght.”

“Young Fish was one l:vig them, wasn't
he? Hiram K.'s son.”

“Yes; but I didn't see 80 much of
]'Ii.'l'.!'l.”

“ Just as well, too, sonny, if he's any-
thing like Hiram K."”

“Then I ehould think he's very lika
him, dad,” anewercd the youngeter. And
the man smiled. ' .

The character of Fisher Tarleton Fish
had no very ~high imonial in that
innocent & .

“This Delarey—a South African, I
reckon "

“Wes, His mother was an English
lady, though. They <all him the Rebel
beenuse when he firet came he owne
that his father had fought against the
British, and they t-h:mgﬁt he meant at
the start of the war. I suppose-they'd
forgotten the other one. But Piet's
lutﬁer is fighting on our side now. It 18
our side, i1sn't it, dad "

“It is, my son—it 18, ‘for all we have
and are,” as one of their English poets
says. We're in it now, and bound to sco
it through, and I'm glad of it, for one.
But I'm glad, too, that my boy still re-
members he's American.”

“Y shquldn’'t be likely to forget ihat,
dad!" And the hﬂ{; drew his slight
form up proudly. * But—well, I didn't
fecl very happy abdut it at one time."

“Lots more of us had the same com-
plaint, Rod. But never mingd that now.
We'll- have more yarns sbout the war.
How's the financial question stand 3"

“Oh, I've got plenty. But you mean
have [ been keeping up my end "



Every Monday.

* That's about the size of it."

" Not ver )
badly, I think, for a kid, you know.
Some of the fellows—bigger than me—
did bother me, and T lot one or two of
them have somej But I hdad-to kick.”

“Yeoung Fish one of themn 1"

“Oh, no! Fishy doesn’t often borrow ;
he lends. Only he wanta five cant.
per week, and the fellows think that's
rather a lot. I reckon it is, too, dad,
ign’t it 1"

“Twa hindred amd sixty peor cont, per
annum! Tt certainly is some money!”
murmured the nulliopamwe.  ** You baven’t
tried ol

“Not hkely! I don’t want interest.
But T did lend some to {fellows T didn’t
like, beeause—well, because they bothered
me for it, and I got fed up. And then
Priet—Delarey, I mean—took it in hand.”

“What, the money #"’

“No. I-I'm afraid I did ask him to
teske care of 1§, but he said that wasn’t
whit you ‘meant—that I'd got to go on
doing it mysclf.,”

“He was quite right.

When I come

hack with vou 1 want to meet young
Delarey, Eod. Just frecwe on to that.™
“But he did-more than that. He made

the fellows whe had borvowed from me
IM{ up, and he stopred one who was
bullying me for it—knocked him down
when he wouldn't let go of my arm."

“Bounds like quite a hefty young
Afrikander !

“He's all that,” said Roderick, his face
shining.

“8Bo yvou've got most of the money in
hand #*

“Well, no, dad. I've stood treat in
our Form a good deal, and—TI don't
know whether you'll like this—I've uscd
some in & way I'd rather not tell you
about."

“ Wothing underhand, Rod, I'm sure?”

“ Mo, dad. It was scerct, but it wosn't
underhand.” .

“Dio yau think I"d approve if T knew "

“Yes: I’'m sure you would if you knew
all about it. But I don't want to tell
vou, all the same.”

“11l sk no more, souny, I trost youo
You talk straight. and you look straight,
and it's my opinion Greylriars is guite a
good place for a smull Amevican, taking
it on the whele.”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
What Sir Jimmy Saw !
" ALYD!  What have you got
there, Snoopt"” s
It was Bir Jimmy Vivian
who spoke, coming nlong the
Remove pazsage. :

Sidney James Snoop had just stooped
io pick up something {rom the floor. No
one who saw him could possibly have

usssed that he had dropped that pocket

ook a moment before, TR

Thers waz every sign of surprise in
hia face as he turned.

Eut that was not wholly acting. It had
heen a real ﬂut‘El-risﬂ to Snoop 40 recog-
nise Sir Jimmy's voice. Ile had heard
footeteps before he saw anyone, and had
folt sure they were the footsteps of
Traluce.

Traluce was the sort of fellow Bnoo
wanted asa witness to his pretended find-
ing of the pocket-boock, which he hatl
sneaked from Study No. 12 two or three
minutes earlier, liett or Trever would
have served his purpose—or Dolsover
major, for that matter. Not Skinner or
Stott—they knew Bnoop too well !

Bolsover knew him pretiy well, too;
but it was easy to gull Bolsover. Trevor,
Treluce, and Elliott, without being
thorough-paced rotters, were mors or less
members of the maleontent brigade.
They were not fond of the Famons Five,
or of any of their friends, and they were

well at first, but not 8o very:

p—
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the kind who spread rumours on any
slight foundation.’

ut it was none of these., It was Bir
Jimmy Vivian, with whomn Bnoop was on
the worst of terms,

“It's a- pocket-book that somebody's
dr::-efé " saild Buoop.

“Well, I reckon you'd better come
along with me and band it over to some-
body who can be trusted,” answered Sir
Jdimmy, who was painfully outspoken at
times,

“Do vou mean that I'm not?” snarled
2naop.

“¥ou jolly well know you're not! 1
believe you'd pick pockets if you had a
chaneca to do it safely!™

That was going pretty far. Dut thero
waa excuse for it in what the rotters
of the Remove had done—or tried to do—
to the schoolboy baronet in the past.
Some of their tricks had been overy bit
as mean as picking pockets.

“You'ra. an impudent
Vivian—"

“1 ain’t co little Lot what T can give
E-rgu a wipe of the ecar’ole 1™ retorted SBir

unmy, going back ito the speech of
Carker’s Renta in his weath, “ But T
take that thing. T b'lieve it's Piet's”

“T don't sec how you can know whose
it iz! DT've seen a doren pocket-books
like that one !

“Did you get much out of them?”
gibred 8ir Jimmy,

“Lonk  here, Vivian,
missed a tenner lately 1

littla ead,

Stott  haan't

*“ 1 should say not! Stot: never *ad a
tenner to lose!  Wotcher mean, any-
way

“Mauly has tenners fo lose, and I

hear he's lost one 1#

Sir Jimmy's hands ¢lenched. For a
few szeconds anger almost choked Jum.
Then he burat out:

“D'ye mean to make pretence a3 you
think I took it, you 'owling ead ? "Cos 1t
would be a pretence—you know better!
1 didn't "ave much of a chanst till I come
*are: but I ain’t done nothink ‘ere that
any faller need ba ashamed of 1"

“You don't seam to have made the
most of vour chances now,”" aneered
Snoop. * You talle like any guttorssipe.
But 1 didn't mean to make out that yon
bagged Manly's tenners, What 1 meant

was that the chap who shares my study
hasn't lost  anything, but one of -those
you dig with has, That's all.  ¥Yon
nee-dlu’h put the cap on unless it fts
you 1™

“Ona of the chaps in onr study may
loae more, you rotter, if I don't keep
my blessed eye on that pocket-book!™
mag;;ted- Bir Jimmy, with am-ugly gleam
in bdth his “blessed eyes.” “And I
don't see ‘ow you know about Mauly's
loat tenner unless you've been listenin’,
you cad [

“1 have been listening—but only to
ordinayy talk that was no secret,” Bnogp
answered coolly, * Fellows will talk, you

know 17

And fellows would listen—some fel-
lowa! Ennn% knew that, and Sir Junmy
knew it. ut neither knew that just
round the corner nesr which they stood
lurked Billy Bunter, his face screwed up
into an expression of Intense interest, his
cars strained to let no word escape him.

*1And aver that pocket-book ! rapped
out Sir Jimmy.

“71f it'a Delarey's—Dbut I've no proof of
that at present—I 4hink it would be
Letter if I handed it over to him."

“Right-he! Come along and ‘and it
over !’ ;

“T'm going to make sure it is his first.
I T don't, and it happens to belong to
someone else, I may get into trouble for
giving it to the wrong chap.”

“You speerin’ ‘ound!” breathed Sir
Jimmy, As i Piet——"

“I'monot saying anything at 2ll againet
Delarey, though the fellovw’s ne friend of
mine. But I mean to make myself safe,”
zpid Snoop.
~ ¥You can Jook inside as long as you do
it while I'm ’ere,” replied Sir Jimmy.

“Comeé inte my study, then.”

o }Vh&ﬁm i -

“I'm not geoing to seen opening
anocther chap%ﬂ pocket-book in the pas-
sago! - I've got a character to lose, if
vou haven't, Vivian 1"

“M? 'at! You've got a charikber to
lose ! gasped Bir Jimmy. “"'Why, it
would pay fﬂu to shell out ’eavy to any:
one as would take your blessed tkter
away an’ bury it! PBut I'H come. X
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needn’t -stay long, an’ I dare soy a few
mﬁda in there wu%;:a pé::acrn;r;i -
oy passed in. 00T a

closed when the fat form of Bunter
navigated the corner, and the fnt right
eat of Bunter was applied to the keyhole
of No. 11. S ;

“There's no name in it,"” said Em-rm%

“There's, initinls, though—'P. D.;
wrote faint in ink on the leather," an-
awered  Bir Jimmy.,  “That’'s good
enough 1"

“Where? ‘T can't see them 1"

Bunter heard that. But he was mysti-
fisd as to what happened next.

Snoop cpened the flap at the side of the
pmlm?tﬁmﬁn and revealed a ten-pound
= :

It weas not the note he had ﬂwn'n'l

Skinner and Stotf, for that was still in his
ket. But the note in his pocket would
ve beem where this one now was hut
for hia e of plan. "And that change
of plan had ooly been made when he had
vimted No. 12 whila the other fellows
warp at dinper the day before.
Bir Jirnmy staggered, and his face went
ta,

On the evil countenance of 8noop there
war & gloating grin,
“Look at that!" he said.

J_“WE!L w!]ili“ ﬂg_ﬂut Iin" raeﬁﬁrtad ?1%
unmy, pu imeslf together, ;
3'pose be’iu.ra?ﬁ got as good a right w
have s tenner as another chap, ain't he $7”

“I don't say he hasn’t!” muttered

Sooop. “But it's queer—it's dashed
queer! I don’t kmow that I've a right 1o
hand this back to the fallow without—
while Mauly's tenner—-— Oh, hang it
all, T don't want to chuck mud at an
enemy-: but you must sea for yourself
how it in, Vivian!"”
- But Bir Jimmy could not quite see how
1k was, He was shaken, but he was not
80 easily to be convinced that the ehum
he held dearg.r than. all was a thisf.

Mauly had lost a tenner—thete was a
tenner in Piet's pocket-book; but Piet
had more than once lately admitted being
bard up, Tt was all utterly puzeling!

C it be cfgo&ihle that Snoo But,
for all his dislike and suspicion of the
fellow, Sir Jimmy did his best to dismniss
that _ti:n:rught at once. It was scarcely a
definite thought, indeed, for he could not
at the moment se¢ any way in which
Bnoop.oould have wﬂrkeng this thing, even
if ha wanted to.

“1 don’t sce that there’s anythink at
all in it 1" muttered Sir Jimmy. “That's
Fiet's money, I know ¥

 tOh, if you know, then that's all
right!” said Smoop. And his face
seemed to clear.

It 18 not likelv that Bir Jimmy Vivian

ad come’ to Grayfriars with any very
Bigh regard for the truth. But during
bz few months there he had learn
many thinga: - He could not tell a iic now
without feeliﬂf; uncomfortable. Ierhaps
his natural telents in that direction had
been inferior to those of Sncop and
S8kmner.

“I don't mean that I knew "e 'ad it,”
hp-;tfiﬂnﬂad. “0On'y that I know it's all
Ti

‘Ob, that don't help us much! What
are we to dot"

“Put the thing in the jacket that

rally” hangs up in oir etudy,” said
thugr Jimmy, Bl think e left it
re

h‘;gulf that doesn’t settle things, you
“'Thers isn't anythink needs settlin’
£ I see, Th:g;t Piet's tnhwt? 1r|1t:n|1-:_"r_E‘r
oop & ar o guwre that sugrestion
sreful tﬁﬁlghta. Qutside, Bunter
strained his ears to catch more,
“T'll do that,"” said Bnoop, at the end
. & long psuse, during which Sir
immy's white face began to resums its
Macrner Linpaxy—No. 524
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" 'What's that "

“Tf there'a trouble—if I call upon vou
to say what you S8W—you muzt tell the
truth, and back me up "

“I ain't s liar, bke yoo, Snoop!”

“I'll promise all right.”

“Take your cath on it!”

“1 take my ocath—there!”
“Then you can put this thing in the
jacket wourself, what you like with
it! T'm no friend of Delarey’s, and I'm
no flEEﬂd of UﬂurE dunl"lt \}ant E{'j,]n be
mixa i the affair at all. wash m
hande of it !" !

Bir Jimmy wade & move towards the
ggft:édﬂlumhlng the pocket-book. Bunter

“ But only on one con-

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
No Loan to Skinner !
“Y T'3 o jolly queer thing,”
Bunter mysteridusly,
About | half the Remove had
athered together in the Common-
room alter tea., The Famoua Five were
there, and Bolsover major and Ogilvy
and Russell and Kipps and Wibley and
Mark Linley and Snoop and Stott, But
among ihe absentees were the Three
cnigls— as the Form often called
Squiff, Tom Brown, and Delarey—
Mauly, Bir Jimmy Vivian, Peter Todd,
the Bounder, and Skinner.

“Shut up!” snapped Wibley. “I'm
talking about the next play for the Re-
move Amateur Dramatic BSociety, and
I'm not going to be interrupted by Owl-
hoots 1"

“*Hoot-toot I remarked Bob Cherry,
grinning. ‘

“That's Scotch,” caid Frank Nugent.
"“The owl language is * Tu-whit-tu-whit-
tu-whoo!' *

“It's not Beotch,” reterted Ogilvy.
“And nobody but an ignorant ass saye
§ E-Cﬂt-{..’-h L
 “There must be lots of ignorant asses
in pubs and other places where they
sm,F—I mean: sip,” Bob seid.

. “'Well, i¥'s a very likely place for find-
g them,” Wharton put in. *“What
ought we to eay, Ogilvy? We're willing

said

to have it your way.”
_ % Bcots, or Heottish,” answered the
junior from the Highlands,

*Oh, really, yoo chaps! You can't

listen to me when I've something im-

portant and interesting to tell you, and

5&; you'll stand thers and listen to
qllﬁ.r s piffla !'"" complained Bunter.

‘My what ¥ roared the sturdy Scot.

“ They're not going to listen te Ogilvy,
and they're not going to listen to you,
fatty 1" howled Wibley. “1 tell you
I'm talking !"

“Glad you mentioned it," remarked
Johnn Bu{:. “If you hadn't we might
hava thought you were yelling."”

“The yelliullness of the ludicrous and
honourable Wibley jg—--"

“Bhocking ! said Bob Cherry gravely.

Everybody looked surprisad,

“I waa about to observelully re-
mark—"

“It's all right,” said Bob.
change ! * Shocking ” is as good a word
g ‘tevrific’ any day.  And when I
looked at old * terrific * last it seemed to
ma he was coming through at the toes.”

“Really, Bob Cherry, you do talk
rot! I waa going te tell vou about the
Rebel-—-*"

At this moment Piet Delarey came in,
with Peter Todd and Vernon-Smith.

o Wha‘t:ﬂ that about the Rebel 7" asked

“Try a

Peter. “You were m,vl'ng!. Bunty—-""
“0Oh, nothing at all!” said Bunter,

looking confused. “Only that—that—

that—Delarey’s & jolly clever chap, you

know 1"

Before Piet could say anything Skinner
entered, and marched up to him. S:ott
nudged Snoop.

Behind Skinner there had entered
Vivian and Newland,

“1 say, Delarey—" .

Piet turned, wondering what Skinner
wanted, Tt sounded as though he wanted
scrmcthing, —

“Well, 8kinney, what is it ?* asked the
South African junior,

His tone was not unfriendly. He did
not much like 8kinner ; but once or twice
he had thought he saw bebter things in
him than most peonle saw. And Harold
Bkinner took eome little trouble to keep
on his right side,

“I'm jolly hard up, and vou're about
the only chap I can think of who would
be likely to lend me a guid,” Skinner
said, in quite a natural and easy way.
“Thoe rest either haven't got it-!, ar eles
won't believe I'd pay it back.'

“Knowing yon,” murmured the
Bounder.

“I'm sorry, Skinper. “I'd lend it yon
if T could. But I simply haven't got it.
I'm jolly hard up myaelf.”

Bnoop looked across ot Vivian. The
schoolboy baronet was staring at Delarey
in a curious, fixed way. Thero was rea
trouble in his face. Snoop grinned as ho
Eaw 1,

uite necidentally, he acemed to have
killed two birds "with cone stone. He
hated Jimmy Vivian as much as he did
Piet Delarey. Already he had hit Vivian
hurd ; and now he would soon be hitting

Delarey.
Bunter was also loocking at the
f;}.lfriln:and&r. But Snoop did not obscrve
at.

“Oh, all right! I suppose you're the
same as the rest—can't trust a fellow !”
said Bkinner, glaring at Snoop.

“It isn't that, Bkinner. I'd trust you.
I don’t go so much by what other people
think as you seem to fancy,” esaid Piet
gﬁuuﬂr- “But I szimply haven't the

inke—upon my honour, I haven't I

“There's a nicer testimonial than you
are at all likely to get from anyone else
hers, 8kinner,” said the Bounder, in hia
most sardonia tones. ' Delaroy would
lend it to you if he had it I ﬁn‘re th;
but I won't lend it to you. I've had
gome, you ees. Mauly—"'

“Yes, it's jolly queer about Mauly,
ain't iL*" sgtruck in the shrill notes of

William George Bunter's voice. ‘AL
least, not so much about Mauly. He's
lost & ten-pound note, you know. DBut

it's queerer——""

“Who says Mauly's lost a teomer?™
velled Bob Cherry. *“Where ia the slack
old duffer? Ile's got to be bumped if

he's lost any more notes, you koow. He
was promised that."

“Is it true, Delarey?” asked Harry
Wharton.

= Ma.?' have miela:d it,” said Pict. *But
Jimmy's looked everywherce.”

“So you couldn't find 1t, Vivian? Did
Mauly help you to look?” inguired
Frank Nugent.

“Of course he dido't! Mauly had to
have his morning nap, or his afternoon
nap, or his evening sncoze,” said Peter
Todd, “And why should Mauly ba
bothered locking for a single note when
he could get 'em to paper the walls of
his study with for asking 7 All the same,
I guite agree that he must be bumped.
It.lia. our duty te bump, and bump we
will 1"

Jimmy Vivian had been in no hurry
to angwer Frank Nogent's queries. It
was not much in Jimmys way to look
disconcerted and troubled; and several
who noticed his face just then wondered
what was amiss.

Ele faltered in his answer, too.

Y JemI—no, Mauly didn't really help,”
he gaid. " And-——no, I couldn’t find R.‘*
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Every eye in the room wes on him
now. {t fmay be too much to say that
anyone actuelly suspected him; but all
thought his manner queer,

“HBut he knows-—" 2

“Qh, shut up, tubby! Vou will heeg
shoving your silly oar in,” -said Beb
Cherry irritebly. " If it's to make out
that you're innocent, all T have to say is
that you're only calling attention to
vourself. You've made some eilly mis-
takes about other pceople's property
before now !

“Wa call them mistakes,” said the
Bounder,

“Is polite; but I don’t know whether
it's the right word,” sdid Bulstrode,

“Oh, very well—very welll Have it
our own way—go suspecting me, if you

ike! I'm clear, anyway—

'“Pleasant change for you.  But
nothing much to brag about,” said
Delarey,  ““Will it alarm you at all if T

say that T have the number of that note,
Bunter ?"

“MNo, it wouldn't, then! And it
wouldn't surprise me if it was found out
that you had the number—and the rest of
the note as well! Yah!"

Bunter had rolled very near the door
before he ventured to make that speech.
Ho dodged out now.

Delarey did not pursaue. The face
showed no sign that he attached an
importance to what the Owl had said,
Sir Jimmy would have sworn that it
oxpressed nothing but what it seemed
to—that Piet Delarey was as atraight
and a4 -honourable as any fellow at Grey-
friars—that he was incapable of treachery
Or mMmeanness !

But it was gqueer!

Ha had tulﬂ Skinnce, on his honour,
thet he had not 2 sovereign; and Sir
Jimmy knew that he had ten pounds!
o conld not have parted with it; he
had not even gone to the jacket in which
the pocket-book was, .

And he had had no necd to lie like
that. He could have - refused Skinner
the loan. It was impossible that he
should care much about Skinner. Yet
he had lied—pn s honour—rather than
offend him !

Sir Jimmy's world scemed erumblin
into ashes around him. If Piet was suc
a rotter as that, then nothing was worth
while |

The wyoungster from the slums had
taken i‘..'lelnre_v as his model and ex-
emplar. He had loocked up to him almost

with worship. Mauly was a good sort,
but not to ‘be compared: with Delarey in
thoe eyas of Bir Jimmy. Wharton,

generous and straight as a die—breesy,
%md-tﬂmﬁfrud Squiff—gay-hearted Bob

herry—the crafty Bounder, who had
done him & rare good turn once—down-
right Johnny Bull—Tom Brown, Frank
MNugent, Inke, Mark Linley, Peter Todd
= fellows all, they were, and Sir
Jimmy liked and respected them all,
though he might not make much show
of respect outwardly.

Good fellows all—and there were
others—but none to compare with Piet!

And now 1t was as though his idol had
been shattered completely., If Sir Jimmy
had been less loyal, his affection would
have been killed there and then.

It was not. If he could have ceased to
care he would have been less badly hurt.

There was Delarey, looking the same
as ever. He was the same, in 2 gueer
way—the same, and yet different,  His
kindness to 8ir Jimmy must have been
real. Everything about him could not
be false, nd it was for that the waif
of past days had come to care sp much
for him. That was etill left; and because
of it 8ir Jimmy was loyal still.

But how much had gone!

“You've the number, Delarey 9 said
the Bounder,
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Bome of them left off looking at Bir
Jimmy, and he was glad of it. If that
had gone on he might have betrayed

Piet.

“Yes, When Mauly had his Iast bi
remmittance I took them down., Squi
and Browney were there at the time."

“Well, that gives a better chance of
getting it back, anyway,” said Wharton,

“ A bit,"” replied Delarey, with a shrug
of his shoulders, *“But that sort of
thing's more useful when vou can make
it publio. It isn't a great safeguard
in & case like thiz where, if there's talk,
there will no end of a row, and so the
whole bizney has a chance of being
smethered up.”

Had he been banking on that? Jimmy
wondered.

No one seemed to be looking at the
miserable junior now, He stole softly
out of the room, and only Bnoop noticed
hiz departure.

"Eumahud;
fetch Mauly,'

had better cut off and
said HarryWharton., " He's
a elack G]iump; and he will have to be
bumped now !’

“’f',ﬁe note moight be found between

One Penny, 11

told them yet it lonks to me ae if you
didn’'t mean to but for me forcing your
hand ! Wheree wie ttevel? Has he gone
to fetch his pocket-book ! I.I:m;.\a acme-
one's gone with him if he has.'

“What in the world do you mean, you
fat as2 7" snapped the Bounder,

“Oh, you dry up, Smithy !" sald the
Owl. *¥You don't know everything I*

“You do, tubby, of course!™ put in
Bob Cherry.

“I know eomething, ANy way—eome:
thing about the Rebel, and—'

"1f you do know, it's only because you
listened at my study door, you sneaking
fat cad ! said 8noo huti?,

“Halle, hallo, hallo!” snid Boh.
“Bunty and Snoop both know eome-
thing! Is this & competition for the
Ananias Stakes?"

“I¥ they're going to say anythin
againat Delarey, all T have 10 88 -—nnd%
don’t mind making it clear in advance—
ig that T shall want a lot more_ evidence
than 8noop’s word, or Bunter's, before I
believe 1t,"” said Harry Wharlon de-
liberately.

“ Hear,

hear, Wharton!” growled

now and to-morrow morning, you mean, ¥ Johnny Bull

and then Mauly will get off his bump-
ing 7'" said Bob. *“Quite right to think
of that! Hsa, ha, ha 1"

“T'11 tell him he's wanted, but T won't
guarantes his coming,” asid Delarey.
“I'm going up now.”

“Brng the old slacker down ! growled
Johnny Bull,

“Don't know that I'm ecoming down,™

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for the RHemove !

ELAREY went, A buxz of
D excited voices sounded in the

{Clonmumen-reom.
Bunter aim Vivian had both

gone.  Snoop was the only fellow there
whoe could throw eny light upon the
mystery.

And Snoop hesitated, He knew that
Vivian would not speak out of his own
accord. He was not even sure that Sar
Jimmy would redeem his promise to
apeak out if he wos called wpon,

It might be safer to say nothing—to
trust to the chapter of mccidents. The
note in Delarey's pocket-book would very
likely never be found if he kept silence;
but, on the other hand, he himself would
be safe.

Would he, though? Bkinner and Stott
had seen the note he had; and if either
of them said a word the fellows would
be far readier to suzpect him of theft
than to suspect Delarey. Ile did not eredit
the Afrikander’s statement that he had
taken the number; that might be true,
but Bnoop, alwayas ready to lic himeslf,
did not think it was, DBut if it was—
well, even then he was safe enough frem
tha babbling tongues of those two, Nea
one oould End the note where he had
hidden it.

It was best to speak out, he thought.
To plot so slaborately, and then to leave
things to chanca, would be ahsurd., And
to keep eilence now meant to be facad
with the risk of blackmail by his dear
chums i the near future.

Just as he had made up his mind
Bunter cama in apgain.

The Owl gave a long look round. He
could not sea the Robel; but the crowd
WaE hlgf:er than ever now, and he stood

1

there blinking about for him. Dunter
had a atmn%: preference for telling his
story in the Rebel's absence.

1 k hera, you fellows——""

Snoon’s  high-pitched voice sounded
above the hum. He wanted to get ahead
of Bunter.

“Oh, really, Bnoopey, if you haven't

;;1513 sentiments exactly ' said Peter

“Bame herea "’ came from the Bounder.

A good many others cvidently agrecd
with them.

But not all agreed. PBalsover major
was one whe did not. The burly
movite was pever too slow to lend ear
to a etory which reflected vpon another
fellow; and just now he was up against

i the Afrikender,

|

“That's all very well,” he said. “I
don't fake much netice what Bunter says.
He's a liar. But 8noop——"

“Halla, hallo, lallo! Are we going to
be told that Snoop ain't? It will strain
my believery a bit, Bolsy !

“Hnoop is & liar. But he's n rotben
funk, too——"

“While Buntaer's o hero, of course!™
put in the Bounder.

* Nothing of the sort! He's as big a
funk as Bnoop, Ha couldn’t be bigger!
But Broop ain't such a fool as the por-
poisa. 1f Snoop is going to say anythin
about anyone, he has some proof,
guess, He wouldn’t dare to try it on
without !V

There was some reason in that.

8kinner, eyeing Snoop in a very
cnru:_;rus wiy,h;atj :ﬂ % .

“¥eosz; I think Bnoop ought to spea
out. I've my ressone for thinking he
has something to teit.”

Snoop did not like that. Stott was
grinning. What did those two think?
It had been a mistake to show them
that note, especially if Delaray really
had taken down the number of it

“0Oh. really, vou fellows! I san tell
ag much as Snoopeay. I hrard all that he
and Vivian zaid in No. 11, whila T was
tying my bootlace, which happened to
come undone in the "

“*1 vote that the tlace and avery-
thing connected with it be ruled out of
the evidence." said Mark Linley, inter-
runting DBunter. " We've had a Emd
deal too much of Buntar's bootlacs !

S Hear, hear |” cried a scote of voices,

Wil vou let me speak 7" said Sncop.
“T didn"t mean to say anvthing, and T'm
nok rnﬂltinp_i'wan? charges now. Buot I
think T'm botind to tell what I know.
T picked up a podket.hook in the passaga
a few hours ago. Vivian saw me. . He
aatc] ho thoueht it was Delarev's. But
he didn't seem sure, so T looked inside.
He was there. too. Well, thera was a
tenner inside!"

Sroop paused. Every face was turned
towards him now, A thrill of excitement
ran through the crowd, Temple & Co,,

Tre Maaxer Lierarr—No, 524,
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entering at that moment, sow at once
that something out of the ovdinary was
up.
“I'm wmaking no charge against
Dolarey,” went on Snoop. A chap may
have & tenner witheut there being any
real caunse for suspicion in it.™

“Depends wupon the chap Eaid
Sliner meaningly.

Dut Bnoop would not look at Skinner.

“But Mauly's lost & tenner, and o
ehap 1 his study has one. And thaf
sume chap teld Skinner, on lua honour,
not twenty minutes ago, that he hadn't
a quid! AN I can say is that it looks
worse than suspicious !™

Many wers of Bolsover's way of thinlk-
iy, If Snoop's story were true, there
was certainly something for the Hebel
to axplain. Even the Famous Five and
their circle felt that.

“Where's Vivian " asked Marvk Lin-
lev. “If what 8noop sawe 1s true—"

“The kid looked jolly queer when
something was said a little whilg ago,”
Temerk Elliott. “1 should think
everyone noticed it, for everyome wae
staving at him. But he secms fo have
givnk ont mow, Halle! Herse's Mauly '™

“Yaas! I'm here!” said Mauly.
“Heams to me that a lot of dazhed silly
fusa 13 bein' made about & mera trifle,
bogad! The note will turm up all
right-ho! An’, even it doesn’t, what's
the odds?"

“"You'ra an ess, Mauly!" snapped
Harry Wharton. “ It ian't so mueh your
Josiug the chink that matters. But when
ene of your silly notes goes there's bound
to be trouble about it, And now—m->"

“Where's vyoung Viviant” demanded
Bolsover, breaking in on IHarry ruth-
tessly, “ We've got td hear——"

- Bht" gaid Mauleverer, as if he had
not heard aright. *Begad, Bolsy, if
you're meanin’ to infer that Jimmy-—-"

“I'n not inferring anything, you
alacking '+ chump ("  roared the bully.
“RBut Vivian's wanted. Another chap’s
nzme has been brought into this bimey,
and Vivian must give evidence, whether
he likes it or not ™ )

Mauly locked round him in a puzzled
way. Buot his brains worked aa well as
most at a pinch, and something in I{arry
Wharton's face flashed o message to ham,

Instantly Mauly was changed. The
slackness fell from him. He drew him-
gelf up haughtily, and s voice rang as
he asked Bolsover:

“ Avother chap, you say—who!”

HDelerey ! unat’:rp-ad Baslover.

_ “You say that?"” hiseed Mauly, clench-
ing his hands and stenping towards the
Lurly bully.

“[ don’t say absolutely that it's so. T
ouly say that it looks s0. Yes, 1 do,
tidugh, F say move than that! I believe
it was Delarey!” : :

“¥ou believe that Delarey 15 o thaef,
begad, Bolsover?”

“Yeas, I dot Don't glare st me, you
silly fool! I could hick you with one hand
tied behind me!"

“You are a liar, a braggart, an' the
most abselute howlin® ass in creation!”
rotorted Mauly.

Iis lazy lordship was transfovmed.
Blim though he was, and looking slimmer
beside the burly Dolsover, one might
have thought him the fghting-man all
over then. He was obvjously ready to
back his words to the last ounce of his
strength.

“ g:.r hat!  Who'd have thought he
had 1% in him " mnrmured Bob Cherey.

Bolsover's face was furiona; hut he did
not lift Lis heavy hand. Ie had no
doubt that he could lick Manly, but he
ko no searning to be forced to do it.

“Hera's Squiffi and Browney,"” said

rank Nugent.
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“My word! Mauly on the war-path!"
exclaimed Squilf. )

“This rotten cad says he believes Plet
Delarey is a thief, Squiff!” said Mauly,
almost choking with indignatien,

Squiff's reply was characteristic. There
was no betier-tempered fellow at Grey-
frinrs than Bam Field, but when be
was roused he did not potter aboul,

Ho stepped straight up te Bolsover,
and caught him a ringing slap of the face,

“Good for you, Squiff!’ cried Tom
Brown. “lI anyone else backs up Bol-
sover, let him stand out, and I'l! give him

the same!”
HI
first, you _ fellows!"  growled
Jobnny Bull.

Bguiff and Bolsover faced one pnother,
The bully had not struck back. His faca
had gone white, save where the rod mark
of Bquiff's hand showed.,  But he held
himaelf . A reckoning would come
later.

Tom DBrown crossed over to Johony
Bull.

“You're
“but if-—o

“0h, you silly fathiead, can't a fellow
say & reasonable thing without you want-
ing to alog him for it? I no more believe
that the %hhel's a thief than I believe
vou are. You can hit me for that, i Tmu
like! But it's no use being in such a
rotten hurry 17 ]

“Johnny's right,” said IInrry Whar-
ton. “It's a yaru ol BSnoop’s, and he
says Vivien ecan prove it. Bunter's
mixed up in it somehow.”

“Buaoter!" spid the New Zeslander,
with infinite contampt.

“SBnoop ! said Sgquilf, with scorn as
deep.

“ But Vivian's another matler," went
on Wharton, who seemed fully to under.
stand how the other two fclt about any
story based on the testimony of William
George Bunter-and Sidney James Snoop,
and to sympathise with their feeling.
“We know Vivian is no end fond of the
Rebel. If he says that he saw what
Snoop says he saw, there’s nothing for it
but to ask Delarey to explain. You'll all
gee that, 1I'my sure.”

“I eee no necessity for a straight chap
te be bothered to deny lies told by Bnoop
and Bunter!” snapped Tom Brown.

“Hear, hoar!"” said Byuiff heartily.

“Right, begad, Drowner:!” chimed in
Lord Mauvloverer,

gL gi_]tl "Tivia."__\_r' :

“0h, go end find Bir Jimmy, Tom,"”
satd Squiff, as i wearied. CDon't
bother to fateh Piet, though, We'll keep
up his end for him.” ;

“1f Jimmy denies it, begad—and
Jimmy will deny it, I'm sure—that settles
it !" said Mauly.

“(Oh, does 167" ejaculated Snoop.

“Of course it docsn't! Snooopey will
have to explain further. T fancy there
are two or thres things Snoopey might
explain,” paid Bkinner significantly.

noop felt dvead creeping over him.
Skinner’s tone was hostile,  Skinner
raight yet wreck the whole plot.

There was Stott, too: but he would
take his cue from BSkivner. It was
searcely in Stott's line to decide anvthing
for himaself.

A strained silence fell upon the Com-
mon-room. It was the voice of Temple,
from near the door, that broke it. Quite
g cluster of the Upper Fourth had

atheved there, They scemed to be pro-

elareyites to & man, None of them
had anything a%ﬂinst Piet, while some of
the Remove had.
Drelavey,”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Sir Jimmy Missing !
BAY, though, it would be just as
well to hear what it's all abouk

an old pal, Johnur,” he said,

“Iere's said  Temple,

“Good man! I wasg sure he'd come the
meoment he heard about it; an’ it's the
right thing for him to do, too.”

ieb smiled. " He aid not look in tie
least alarmed: but, though he smiled in
friondly fashion at Temple, he looked
angry.

“Where's Vivian?” demanded a score
of voices,

“Can't find him anywhere,” answered
Tom Brown., * Bat here's the man who
really matters."

“Tell wyour wyarn
sneered Skinner,

“No; Tl tell Delavey,” said IMavey
Wharton.

And in a few words he did so.

“T needn't say we don't believe that
ihere’s anything in it, Piet," he said
quietly. * But Suoop sticks to the yarn,
and we're bound to thresh it ount.”

“Thanka, Wharton! T dan't know
that T can clear it up. But here's the
number of the lost note, together with
the other numbera I took down at the
time. T'll hand the paper to yom,
Smithy, Anybody who hkes can go and
fetch the pocket-book from the jacket in
my study. T haven't used the thing since
nuite two months ago, as I happehed to
have a new one as a Chrisimas present.

f there’s a tenner in it I shall be sur-

rised—I won't say agresably, for I know
it fan't mine. I haven't had as much in
a lump to call my own since I came here.
But how it got there i a thing [ can’t
explain, and sha'n't fry to!"

The Rebsl seemed as cool as ever. I
lie were a scoundrelly thief, he must also
be & fellow of nerve far bevond the
ordinary.

“T'll go for the pocket-book, begad!™
said Mauly.

“ Another shock for us!™ murmuved
Pater Todd, * Faney old Mauly offering
ta go on an errand ™ o ok

noop looked far more disquicted than
Delarey during the brief nbsence

Wharton. .
Bkinner had stepped

again, Snoopey,”

And no wonder!
up to the Bounder.

“Will you lot me ses the numbers of
thoso notes, Smithy?" he asked.

“What for$"

“Oh, nothing much! 1'd hke Lo see
them, that’s ulf”

s ‘b’:"ell, vou won't! T don't know what
wangle you are up to; but I know you -
that's encugh for me!"

Skinner aid not &riue the matter, He
had not made up his mind what his
courae al be. But if he spaved
Snoop it would not be for Bnoop's sake

Mauly returned with the pocket-book,

“ Give it to Wharton,” snid Delarey.

“No: I'd rather not,"” eaid Harry,
fushing.

“*Bmithy, then.” 2

“¥You're not on your trial in my eres,
Dalarey,"” said the Dounder.

“Nor in mine,” Peter Todd said, as

Mauly handed the book to him. * But
there's no use in wasting time. Here
goes 1M

" e opened the Book amid a sudden
silenice. Ileads were craned forward to
aee.

“There's a tenner here!' said DPeter,
and hia voice shook.

“What's the number?”
Vernon-Smith.

“Pwo theees, two fours. & seven, and
an eight.'

“Right-ho! Nuo. 334478; bot the
tenner on this ligt is No. 407655 ™

Anoop saw Skinner glance at & paper
taken from his pocket. The sight made
hiz hlood run cold, for he knew now that
he wae at Bkinner’s merey.  Till then he
had hoped that Skinner had no note of
the number. Certalnly he had not taleen
one at the moment of seeing it.

“Yt's a moat complete mystery to me,"
said Delarev. “That note is not mine,

rapped out
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and I haven't the ghost of an idea how it
ever came there. Perhaps Snoop can
exﬁlain?"

a swung round on the plotter. Snoop
managed with difficulty to disguise the
funk ﬁa felt,

“1 can’t,” he said sullenly. “I've told
all T know ; and I said from the first that
I wasn’| tei]ing it out of any spite against

on,”

e If Snoop had o tenner he wouldn™
use it to make trouble for anyone like
that,” said the Bounder slowly. ' Bnoop’s
anything but straight, and he's a spiteful
rotter, gnt he's too mean for that. H‘La
might lose the note through t-l'jh;g i 8 )

t was rather a brutal speech. DBut the
Boundey was not in the way of I'ﬂlnﬁ.:ll'lﬂ
his words; and, after all, Bnoop degerve
no mercy, though the speaker knew
nothing of his last offence.

The great majonty felt sure that, what-
ever might have happened, Delarey had
not stolen Mauly's note, But when_an
idea once took reot in the slow mind of
Percy Bolsover it was very hard to dis
lodge it _ ‘

“T can't quite see that this clears it up
myself,” suid Bolsover sulkily, * There's
the note—a note, anvway., Fow do we
know it ain't Mauly's? e've no one's
word but Delarey’a that those are the
real numbers, if a fellow would steal, he
might falie them in advance!™

“You utter cad ! roared Squiff.

But Bolsover's argument was not so far
out. If Skinner or Suoop hed stood in
the Hebel's place, no one would have
thought it strange.

It shook more than one there. But
they were ouly shakei, not convineed.
Defarey’s coolness bad itz-own effect. It
might  be the coolness of a clever
criminal ; but that theory was o posed to
all that Greyfriars knew of the South
African junior. )

YTl meet yvou to-morrow morning,
Bolsover 1 said Squiff, as the Commeon-
yoom began to empty. It was time for
prop—rather past tine, indeed.”

“That's for me " said Delarey quickly.

“No, old chap! ¥You've got pals, you
know,” Squmff replied. “It's me or
Browney, and I was first 1™ .

“They say Mauly was first,” said Tom
Brown, smilhng. i

“ Oh, begad, vass! DBut I don’t mind.
Fightin's a bit of a fag, though 1'm ready
if wanted. Wonder where the dooce
young Vivian ia?”

¢ Wa ghall find him in No. 12, old top,”
sgpid Piet. _

But Sic Jimmy was not in No. 12, apd
he did not appear there.

When prep was over an exhaustive
seavch was made for him. DNowhere was
be to be found, Tt was Tom DBrown who
discovered that his overcoat and cap had
gone, and that he had taken a few of his
things from the dormitory,

Thon it heeome plain what had hap-
pened.

Sir Jimmy had bolred !

Follows locked at one another now, and
said that there could he no doubt as to
who was the thief. Vivian must have
vielded to a sudden temptation. Why,
having etolen the note, he should have
put it where it was found, was a mystery.
But it must have been he who stole it.
Even the Famous Five, who liked him,
beligved that.

But three fcllows doubted - Piet
Delarey, Sampson  Field, and Tom
Rrawn.

Aud one was coviain of Siv Jimmy's in-
nocence,  That one was Herbert Lord
Mauleverer.

“I can't f"-..]l:ulﬂit], begad ! he said.
“An T can't tell you why Jimmy went—
not yet, anywavy., No; he dido't tell me
he was goin'—he didn't tell me anythin',
Bat T know 17?

Mr, Queleh and the Head were told,
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and search was made at once. In Friar-
dale and in Courefiald inguiries were car-
ried out most thoroughly. But no frace
of Sir Jimmy gould be found.

He had gone out from smong them
inta thoe darkness of the night, and the
darkness had swallowed him up.

Well, if he was a thief it HHIiE-Bl'Ed
little; and most people thought him a
thief. But Mauly knew better. He re-
membered what Sir Jimmy had said, and
he knew that Sir Jimmy had socrificed
himseif to clear Piet Delarey—whether
believing Piet guilty or not he was n
doubt. And beeause of that doubt he
wonld not tell his chums.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Cleared Up !

L H, 1 say, Delarey, I don't expect
O you'll ever forgive me!™ X
the

It was Bylvester of
Second who spoke, entering No.
12 without any rap &t the deoor. 5

Piet locked up. e had been aithing
in  deep thﬂuﬁnt—th{:ught about Sir
Jimmy. Four days had passed since the
schoolboy baronet's dissppearance, qnd
no news nad come—na word from him,
none about him. It was enough to worry
the two who cared most ebout the cheery,
layal little chap. It kept Mauly awake,
iﬂd it ﬁas_makmg Delarey look positively

aggard.

For he had begun to suspect the truth
r.a:-irv, and the truth was almost unbear-
aule.

Ag for Sylvester, who had been away
with his fatﬁer during these last few days,
Piet had z2lmost forgotten the youngater's
existence, .

o Mj;.r hat! What have you been deing,
Rod " he asked, with a2 wry smile.

“Ju=I put that note in your pocket-
book 1™

“ Wha-a-at 1"

“1 put it there! 1 can see now what
an ass I was; but I never thought it
eould turn out like this, and you be
accused—"

“What on carth made wou do itt?”

“You wouldn't let mo lend you any-
thing, and you owned you wore fright.
fully hard up. And I kpew that dad
wouldn't mind me giving it to & chum,
and you've been so jolly good to me, Fiet,
that 1 reckon you are my best chum, if I
am only a kid. But I've told dad now,
and he said it was all wrong. You were
welcome to it, all serene, but he missed
his guess if you'debe willing to take it.”

“Well, you didn't get the streak of
lunacy in you from your pater, Rod—I'm

ad to know that,” said Delarey quietly,

‘My good kid, you have let yourself in
for & fino thing, and me, too! You'l
have to explain the whole thing, and we
shall both look pretty aesea! Don't know
that I"ve been specially kind to vou be-
fore; but you may expect me to bully
you tike anything after this!”

“1 don't mind much about the ex-
planation, Piet; and I know you don't
mean what you say. I don't mind any-
thing if you're not cross, end I don't
believe you are, really.”

“ ot on my own account. I can stand
it," Piet seid. “But it's rough on

Vivian.” o
“But what has ho to ﬂu withit? They
T never believed

gay he stole Mauly g—

“He didn't, then!
he did: and 2 quarter of an hour ago
Mauly found that note behind the mirror.
Gan’t think what pozsessed the ass to put
it there; and he'd never have found it if
tho thing hadu't tumbled down und
smashed.’

“Pat—8r Jimmy—"

“¥le ran away so that the fellows
should believe he'd done what I was ace-
cused of, e didn't know how easmly I
could clear myself, Probably he thought

QOne Penny. 13

I was
Rad? )
“I know whera he iz, Plet—I know
where he is!” cried. littie BSylvester,
almoat delirious with excitement.

%yi'lty. Why, whai's the gamo,
ou logk-——"

It was the alightest of chances that had
led to the detection of Sir Jimmy's place
of refuge. The train which brought Syl-
vester back to Friardale had been pulled
up by signala close to a big munitions
works situated by the line. And, looking
out of the window, the fag had seen somoe-
one 30 cxtraordinarily like YVivian that he
had shouted in surprise. When the train
went on he told himself that it could
have been a wonderful accidental resem-
biance. DBut the story of Sir Jimmy's
ﬂ}fEhL made it clear that it was more than
that.

“Flave you told anyona clse, Rod1"
asked Delarey.

“No. I didn’t want to give lum away.
1 like Vivian 1" ]

“Well, don’t say anything. Talk as
much as you like about Mauly’s finding
his note—but all the school knows that by
this time. Bui don't say anything sbout
Sir Jimmy till—well, til you see him
agam! And then there'll be no need."

“Are you going to fetch luim back,
Pict?"” asked the fag esgerly.

“Rather! What do yon think, my
son? It's & halfer to-day. I'll look the
trains up at once. Cut, now! 1 say, no
more presents, though ™

“ Not likely, Piot ! I've learned better.™

And the fag scuttled off. .

That afterncon the three Cotonials and
Mauly travelled together to the munition
works at Eennﬁrﬁgy, snd found thers
one “S. James,” earning quits od
wages in & boy's job, as he aﬂnﬁeﬂ
afterwards. e Incked at the idea of
going back at firet, but they would take
no denial, and ¥ saw the manager,
and czplained the position to him, atter
whicH 5. James was told that he was dis-
missed—though with & good character.

Sir Jiinmy wouldn't talk muoh om the
way back, and nngr reference to the sacri-
fice he had made for Piet plainly angered
him. 8o they did'not rub it in, Bir
Jimmy might have been foolish nnd
hasty, but he had shown loyalty of the
maost sterling quality, and none of the
three would ever forget.

a Do 3'{:11 knm-; ﬂn:rt]‘:i;‘ig al:-m:tt & ha::l:-
note for ten unds, No. 407655,
Snoop?!” asked Harcld Blkinner mock-

1“%131. - -
noop turned pele, and trembled like
oné in an ague.

“You can't prove anythingl” he
whined. ) ]
“Can’t T? T think I can, if I like.

But I'm not inclined to. I'm desperatel
hard-up, though, and i'nu‘v-ﬁ had a remit
tance this morning, I hear. 1 suppose
you can lend me & quid?”

Snoop lent, with a very ill grace. It
was nob_reslly a loan, and he knew it
It was simply blackmail, '

“You bungled that bizney fright-
fully,” sneered Skinner. ' Don't you
see, yvou idiot, that the only note f-_au
could use to moke gure of trapping him
was just the one you were fool enough to
show me and Stott? If the bel
couldi’t explain  the other someone
eould.” .

“He told you, on e honour—*

“(h, that waa why you worked off the
bet dodpe on me, was it? My hat,
Snaoop, '[EH make you sit up for that 1™

And for once, no doubt, Skinner meant
to keep his word !

¥

(Don't miss * SKINNER, THE
SPY | "—next Monday’s grand ¢ome=
plete story of Harry Wharton &

Co., by FRANK RICHARDS,)
Terx Macuer LiBpary—Mo, D24,
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THE INDISCRETION

I.
1] Y gad! What o chance!” ;
Major Cherry stopped, hiz eyes
gliatening.
The

II.::E“mP' genial major was at
Greyiriars, visiting the old school during a
ghort leave from the Fromt. .

Hs hail come chiefly to see his son, Bob
Cherry of the Remove. But as an Old Boy,
every grey old stons of Oreyfriars was dear
to bim, and full of tntereat for him,

In Study No. 1 the Famouws Five of the
Bemove were prepating a "spread " in bonour
of the distingulshed visitor, as plentiful as
the “grub rules " permitted.

And 1the major was taking a walk about the
aschool on his own, visiting the old places
known o him in his far-0f boyhood, and feel-
l_n% & boy again as ne did so. :

here wad thick snow on the ground in the
Head's -garden, where the major was pacing
now, An old incident—forty years old—came
into the gallant major's mind as he walked
there: how a certnin reckless fag of the Third
Form bad taken cover in that same garden,
ind: kneaded a big snowhall there, and hurled
that snowball over the samc old gate, and
kpocked off the cap of an unpopular Form-
master. That reckless fag of the Third was
pow & major in the British Army, and he was
chickling softly over the remembrance of his
old boeyish exploit when Mre. Queleh appeared
in the distance. ;

Mr. Quelch was walking along with his
hands behind him, his eyes on che ground, in
& mood of deap thought. Hiz way lay past
the gate of the Head's garden. Mr. éuﬁlch
was doubtleas reflecting uwpon the valuable
literary work that occupled moat of his spare
time. Certainly be was blind and deaf to his
surroundings. . o

And, rs the major's {winkling eyes Fell u[mn
him, the major was aseniled by a terrlble
temptation.

His atroll round the ofd school had brought
back the past o vividly to bis mind that he
wat feeling a schoolboy apgmin. Like most
Army men, he had remained young in spirit,
while the passing yeara had thimmed his hair
and enlarged his - circunerence. Por the
moment, Major Cherry was Cherry of the
Third once maore ; and the temptation to catch
ibe onsuspicious master with a swowhall was
alr}r;gljf irresistihle.

regiated it.

But, in apite of himself, he stooped. and his
orown old hand gathered up snow fortively,
while his eyes watehed the thougbtful Form-
master pacing past the gate

Unseeing, dr. Quelch passed the gate, and

ck was to the major. Major Cherry

rose upright, the snowbhall in hiz hami He

?r:M:i ahgumlr. guilty glance round. No one wasz
gat.

‘%hﬁir.l .tht temptation became too strong.

r

Before he Iairly realised what he was doing,
the mi.]lﬂl"ﬂ. trong arm shot out, and the
gnowball flew.

The moment it had left his band he stood
peteiied with bhe consciousnesa of what ho
had done.

Before it reached its mark, the awlul
seriousness of his getion was oply oo clear
to his mind, and—like a schoolboy more than
ever—-he turned and raced up the garden to
cacape ob@ervation.

Crash!

"Oh !

He heard it as he ran—and he beard a soft
plump as Mr, Quelch, taken utterly by sur-
prisé, sat down in the quoad,

“0h, gad!" gasped the dismayed major as
he ran.

He fairly bolted through the trees,

Bump!

Thare was A collision as he ran into & jonior
:*rhtcé was enterlag the garden by the upper

Elb"a!:ih: An'™

By MARK LINLEY.

“Hally, hallp, hallo, dad!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, gering back from the collision.
*“1 eame to fetch you—tea's ready ™

“0h, by gad!” .

"Anything up? exclaimsd Bob, in wonder.

The gight of hia father, £ plump and ‘semi-
hald officer in khaki, racing op the garden like
a fag, bad fairly dazed Bob Cherry,

The major's sun-tanned face was ¢TIMSON.

" Bah,™ stubtered, ™ YOU=—FOL SoW=—"

AEh? Saw what, dadi™ .

"Nothing 1™ stammered the FINA J6OT,

that I've been in the

“D-d-d-don't mention
explanation, the

garden, Bob!

Without any further _
major strode on through the gateway, and
disgppeared, stridiog so [ast that he was
almoat running.

Boh Cherry stood
ataring after him.

“0h, crumba!™ murmured Bob.,

He was too astounded to move. And as he
atood there came a sound of hasty footateps
in the garden, atd an angry voices.

*Zo it was you. Cherry ™™

Bob spun round. Fi:

. Mr. Quelch was whisking up the garden,
bareheaded, gmothered with anow, and with
& [aece like & particularly savage Hun,

Hia glance was like that of a basilisk as il
fixed upon Bob's surprised and startted face.

rooted In the soow,

“You, Choerry! You have dared—n
choked Mr. Quelch.

"I gir§" stammered Bob.

“Yea, youl”

" 1 I.:.’I:-n.aa!. have 1 done, sir?" babbled Cherry
elp .

“¥ou have knocked me down with a enow-
ball—me, your Forme-moaster!" thundered Mr,
Queleh. “ You bhave dared, Cherry, t0 commit

‘an assault upon the person of a master. You

have kuwocked off oy cap, and causzed me to
foll down ™

“Oh, ajr!™ casped Bob.

] ;ﬁl'af I.i not you, Cherry 1"

“Nooona ele is in the garden—the snowhall
came from the garden, and [ came to find out
the definguent-—I might say the criminal—as
soant as T eould recover miy brealh. 1 find you
herc! Do you deny, Cherry, that you hurled
that snowhull at me ™ thundered the Remove-
master.

Bohb Cherry only gasped. .

He reculled the figure of the old malor,
bolting from the garden like a frightened fag,
running into him without seeing him—and he
underaEmul: Hia father hnd snowhalled Mr.
Quelel!

It was incredible—but 1t was evidently the
case ! No wonder the major had told him not
to mention that he bad been in the garden.

Bob stood dumb,

Not for worlds, not for whole solar aystems.
wonld he have hetraved thoat extraordinary
indiscretion of the gallant ofld major.

How Major Cherry had come fo do it waa
an gmazing mystery. Dut certaioly he could
not let Mr. Quelch know ihat he had done it!
A major, just bome from the Fromt, snow-
halling a grave Form-magter like a cheeky
fag! In spite of his dismay, Hob could not
quite keep a grin back from his face,

Mr. Quelel's eyes fairly blazed.

“So you are laughing over your imperti-
nence—you  unexampled inzeleace, Cherry [
he exclaimed.

Nunne, eirl"

"Coma with me, you wicked, disreapectful,
rufftanly boy! 1 shall report you to the Head
for a flogeing "

“Oh, my hat!"

“Come I"

‘LI_[‘_-_.‘_II'

“1 have asked E'p-c-u. Cherry, whether you
threw the snowball, If you deny it, I will
inveatigate further! Answer me!”

“I—I"m very sorry, sir:” stammered Boh.

He did not want Mr. Queleh to Investigate
further. Even at the cost of 3 fogging, he
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OF THE MAJOR.

wanted to keep it dark that the major had
been in the garden.

“You admit i, thent” thundered the
Bemove-mastet.

“1 think it must bave been A Audiden
impualse, sit!” faltered Bob, guite truthlully,
but very diplomatically.

" Come with me!™ )
A ﬁrip of iron dropped on Boh's shoulder,
and

e was marched away.
M Honse, and- endeavoured to colléct
himeelf as he marched on.

"He had escaped discovery, smd that was a

1L,
AJDR CHERRY dropped fnto & walk
a3 be came in sight of the School

Fgreat relief to him.

His sunburnt cheeks glowed at the bare [dea
of his indiscretion hecoming kKnown.

“By gad!" be murmured, & dozen timea
"What d I do it for? How did I come to
do it? Oh, gad! Oh, dear!”

AL least, i was a dead secrel that he had
done it; there was comfort in that.

He was looking quite his usunl sclf as he
entered the School House—the zrave, midedle-
aged major. Nobody looking at him could
waribly  have puessed that - that grave,
{umnzed, military gentlemen had just becn
fuilty of a prank only suited to a recEless

fag.

Zﬁurrr Whatton & Co, wore waiting In the
hall to ezcort him in state to Study No. 1,
whera the  festive hoard was spread-—some-

what thinly. :
% Teg ready—what®* said the major
genially,

“Yez, sir! Where's Bob?"*

"HBoh? Oh, Bob!
Major Chorry.

Wharton looked out of the doorway.

"Oh, my hat!” he ejacutated suddendy.

“What's the row?" asked Nugent.

“Bob's in 4 row!l"

Mr. Quelch was marching Bol Cherry
rapidly to the School Houwse, with a grip on
hig showlder.,

The major stepped back to Lhe doorway -and

looked out. .
“By pad! Dob seem3a to be o trouble!l”

he muttered, tugging at his grey mouostache,
Mr. Quelch started a little at the sight of

ihe major as e marched the delingquent in.

He released Bob's shoulder, but his frown
dild not relax,

“1 trust my som has not—phem !=hoen
guilty of any fault, Mr. Quelch!” said the
major, with concern.

The Eemeove-master breathed bard fhrough
his node. .

“I am sorry to sny, Major Cherry. that he
has been guilty of & very seriowa fault, I am
extremely sorry that thiz should have oe-
curred while you are here, slr. But I bave
no resource but to report Cherey to the head-
master for severe punishment."

“I—I'me  remdy, Eir!® said Dob  hastily.
“"Take me to the Head, sirl”

*Rindly L silent, Cherry!
speaking 1”

EI"It-iE oul wouldn't mind getting it over,
r__hl-

“*8ilencn

“May I nsk what the boy haa dene, sic?”
inquired the major, with an inward sinking
of the heart, ]

“¥eou are enfitled to know, Major Cherry.
He has bad the. aodacity—the unparalleled
unducjt.l:.f—tn hurl a snowball at me, his Form-
maater

*“0h, gad!®

The major gaspod.

“My cap, sir, was knocked off, and T foll
in the anew ™ spluttered Mr. Qucelch, *“ Suoch
an outrage is unheard-of at Greyiriars—un-
procedonted ™

Bol's eyes involantarily met his father's.

lan't hc coming?” asked

Your father is

Lid.,
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U oo g—rdacs the boy admit 7 stulicred
Ul majors

N

=L didn't deny it.7 sald Bab hastiy.

“That cowmcs to the saoe: thiog, 1
emppe " snapped Mr, Queleh.

Bob wie stlept. 1t did not come to the
seinie: thimg af atl, but he was [ar Trom
desiting to.opoint that out.

."-{il.p:!l‘ Cherry stood tugging ab s pems-
R TS

“Mr. Qucich,” he gasped at last, “I—I
think I can et some light in on this matier.”

“You, girir

“I was in the HMead's gapden a Tew minutes
nan.  J—=J—I think you said it happcned in
dhwe Head's garden?”

I did not say =0, bot i was the raze”

“I=I wag there, Mr. Qucleh, and—and zaw
the whole incident.”

“ Tangenpgd !

“ And—and the poerson whe Lhrew tho anow-
Bzl sir, was nod my son,” sairl the major.

“Bleas my -soul!” said Mr. Quelch in
setonishment. - " You surprize B very mteh,
Mojor Cherry. Your evidener, of couras, i3
nrgueationable, But why did not the boy
deny it i bho is pot guilty

‘=l Tear that my son, with a4 mistaken
senge of chivaley, refraiped from donyine it,
#ir, with the ntention of seréening the really
witilty party.” :

“n ! maid Xr. Queteh. * Ie that the eaee,
Cherry .

* ¥o-e8, air,” stammerced Bob,

" You acted viry wrongly, then, Cherry.”.

“¥e-p-es, sir."

"I shalt have to search further for the
vabprit, then!” satd Ar. Quelch, frowning.
Do you Enow him by namo, negoaer?

Llr:_-
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-1 eertainly du.”

"IMlease tell e the name, Lhen”

Major Choerry hesitated.

"E—T ehiall be pleased to Jdo go, Mr. Qucleh.”
he said haltingly. “I—=I wonld rathor spoak
in the privacy of your own study, bowever.”

“Certainly ! Please eome this way.”

Mr. Quelel politely ahowed the major into
his study, followod him in, amt closed the
dagr,

Major Cherry clicked his heels together, and
stood in 2 state of hapleas miscry. The
chapges in the cxpression on his sun-tanned
face astonislied the Form-master.

“Il you have any objoeetion to telling we
the name, Major Cherry, of course T owbth-
draw my reguest,” sanl Mr. Quclels

"N-n-p, Bote—"

“Yepe™t .

“I==l really Ao not quitc know liow to
acquaint rou with the facts, sie!” stammered
the majar.

“ Really. Major Clerrye—" .

“Tho—-the fact i3, iU was nol a Greyiriacs
boy at all b

"Indecd!  Some impertinent frespaszsee!”™
oxelaimed Mr. Quelely sharply.

. Nenenot oxactiy.”

“But you Enow the name of the rufMan ¥

*The—the whatt™”"

“The raffian, sir'

“{M, dear! The—the fack i=" groaned the
major, it wasn't cxactly & ruffign. It was
1] _I;{!;;I B?n;'n:.r ol Greviriarg—"

(L] I“.tl Lt

“YWho—who was thinking of his schoobdays
forty years oo, amd—pnd forgol that he
was o fonger & Third-Form fag!” gaepod the
miajor, crimssn gs n beetroob pow under the

hm*ﬁ--mmtﬁ;mmm:Mlﬂ e o g ¥ S 1 Fi § B o
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Hesdguarkera,
December Lst, 1917,
Tao OMeer Commmanding 1st Royul Napghacks.

[ am commanded to inguire from you &
detailed statement of the exact movemnents
ol Private William (eorge Hunter, of your
regiment, on the 22pd ultimeo. ‘U'his return
shoubd be rendered as guickly az possilde, as
it Is urgently required.

(=d.) H. M. GooDENATOH
i {Colonel}.

Z2nd Lientenant Wingute.

[ helieve that the men In question—
Private Bunter—is in your charge. Please
eanze him to forward the detailz required os
sgon as possible. I don't want :mill.1 detay,
g this muy mean seme decoratiop Far him.

(58d.) 3. R. SLOGGITT
(0.0, 15t Koyal Baoghacks).

LIl
Officer Commanding Ist Hoyal Bangbacks

British Army

[ enclose herewith a statememt frgm

Private Bunter. Ik appears bhat bhe' boas been
responsible for a wvery brave act, [ trust
that he will meet wilh the recognitiom ho

eseryved.
(3d.) G, Winaire
(2rrd Liewtenant).

{Enclosure.

fir,—1 have to repport thattk ono the day
in kwestion I wass _alean in the trenches
wen a bremmendus lobt of HTunns come charg-
ging ofer. I wass the onnly suport of the
lievg, but T was reddy. T mett them wilkh
homs and scatered them first, then jumped
tiver Lhe trench and bayonneted them  wielifl
i of them was Jeft,

1 ddid not repport thia erlier becos T didd
nobt wish to hlow my oan trommpett,

[ shall be pleazed to kegp openn a dait to
roseve Lhe Vietora Cros,

{Sdg WiLLaM UroRGE BUNTER

{Private, 1st Koyuzl Bangbuaecks),

Iv.
iZolonel Goodenougl,
Brltish Arwmy Meadoguarters.

The report is forwarded berewith., 1 wns
nol aware that any attacks were mude on
our trenches on the duy in guestion, ns H
was rapimug very bard all the time.  But
Private Duntor seems to bave been quite n
g,

vy G, . SpoGaltt
(.C 15 RBoval Banghbacka).

GREYFRIARS AT THE FRONT!

X]l.—Extracts from Corvespondence.
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By Peter Hazeldene.

Y.

British Army Headquarters.
OMeer Commanding 15t Royol Ranghnoka.

The report re Bunter has been handed to
the \’ittuullin% Department, as ik wuas from
thiz guarter that [ received the tequest to
asgertain bis movementa,

It is definitely Enown that no tronel ralda
were carried out on your sector hy the Ger-
mans o Ehe day in gnestion, Bunter must
therefore have been mistaken.

(3d.y ., M, Goopelorce
(Colonel),

L
Offcer Commanding lst Royal Bangbacks.

I bave to forward herewith a further report
fromi Runter. He appears to Lave remcm:
bered somelliing else,

(5d.) G. WIKcATE
2l Licutepant),

{ Enclosure.)

Sir--8ince larst writting wou 1 have
remmaembered more details oy my fite wilh
the ity Hunns,

I no that I kiled forty-sevven ov them, nnd
the other duzzen reatired in grate confusion,
faking their ded with tlem,

Flase let me no wenn 1 am going Lo getl
the Vielora Cros,

134y WY GRORGE DEKTRR
{Private, 1st Moval Banghpeks).

L
2nd Lieuténant Wingate,

In reply to your lask lebter, il has bLeen
delinitely  gascertained  from  Headnuarters
that no attack took place on the trench in
whicll Bunter wps stationed on the day In
question. This man seems either to he an
unprineipled liar or suffering from the efects
of liguor.

Should any further reports be recelved
from him, he had bhetter be delained, wnd
sent Lo boapital for brain best,

The report was reqoired to  ascertain
whether he was in Lthe trepeh from which 10
pots of jam are missing—and this he has
admitted. Will ¥ou please acquaint him
that jam, raspberry, pobts, 10, bhaz Leen
charged to his account?

(5.) . W, BLoGGITT
(0.0, 1st Tioval Bangbacks),

-
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Forme-masicr's ppomlel  eyes,
major was fecling vxactly like o fag callad up
for jodgment. He wonhd bardly have been
surpriscd if Mr. Quelelh had ordered. him
hold ort his  land. “It=—it wia a sudden
temptation, sir, ande—pnd inexcusable—gquit
incxeazalile, However, il vou require thc
nami ¢f the delinguent, =iv, 1 witl give [t te
you.™”

Alr. aclel gave him o Lok,

“Upon the whole, Major Chorey, I {lidpk
fhe matter Dol Botter Be allowel to deop,
he said  drly.  “Mease do not  {roubld:
further.”

He Liedd the door ope.

Mujor Cherry crept oul like n caned fap
He was intensely glid wlen be had esenapel
Trgain {he Irenwve-masters T0M ovos,

The nuhappy

—

A1l
IVE pretcenatarally grave Taces geeclod
Major Chierry in Stady No. 1 when he
arpived tleere Easping.
Their gravity rvelioved Lo,

Tea in ®uady Noo L pasaed o guite choer-
fudly after all,

It was not il the major was pgone that
the Fumows Five mave venb to the meorriment
that bubhbled within them.

Then they roared, amd howled, and roared
nEain,

Fellows came along the Remove passage to
demand what Ele P)w was about, and what
wai the erry joke. But tha Cos did not
explain,  I'n S3tudy No, 1 the seereh was buried
deep of Phe Indizgerction of the Major.

THLE EXD-
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NOT SO CLEVER AFTER ALL!

BY Frank Mugani.
S B 3 i i e e o gy, 4 . i

Loder stopped oulside a door

In the Fourth Form corridor,
Voives could be heurd within;
Laoder listened with a grin.

“* Your deal, Wharton!® « Right-lho, Bol !
1'm a new "hand at the job!®

* Pass those cigarettes, old chap!
Rather good, this game of nup!™
*Just o see. I want o drink—
This champagne ia great, I think !
Loder gasped, ny well he inlght,
Fellows flocked from left and right.
Loder frowned, abd mullored # Clepr!
Whartan and the rest will hear!
Keep them there; Jon't make a row,
' bz off to Quelehy now !

All those fellows’ holts are shot;

I shall nab the merry lot i

Loder went. He soon came back,
iringing Quelchy on the truck!

= Listen here, sir!™ -Loder cried,
~Wharton's erowd are all inside!
Whartow's ringleader, that's plain,
Listen! There they go againi»

» Have another peg, old man?
“Qover that, Ilob, If you eant»

= lees my soul! Cen it Le true?
Wharton! <Cherry! TIa that youi»
Mr. Unelch finng wide the door,
Then he nearly toppled o'er.

Void, the study was, ond hare ;
Mot n living socul wos there!

Then we heard a * He, he, hel®
Mr. Quelch spun round, to sec
Buuter chuekling like a hen!

Mr. Quelch rememhered then,
“Ah!™ he said, “I think I sce!
This is—er—a jape oo me!

Fallgw I*  Bunter had to. go.
Quelehy’s rather wide, you Know!

- [ ] £ ]

Bunter's made a new resolvée—
No more wheezes to evolve!

TO THE BOYS AT THE
FRONT!

If you are unable to obtoin thiz publi-
cation regularly, plegas fell any news.
. pendar to get it from
Messageries HACHETTE ot Cie.,
111, Rue Reamur,
PAR1S.
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. 60.—Mr. MOBBS.

THE GREYF RIARS GALLERY.
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RMOBAS G2 the master of the
Hizbehtte

It.
M Fourth Form, aml, os
auch, Bz nel o veey great deal to
do with the Grevieiars juniors—for
wilich the Grevicars juniers bave couze {0
L thinhful

For Mr, Alhert Hicks Molhs is iy no means
8 (Hep=ant peraen, ond b would D board o
find anything good to <ay oliont him,

He iz o snob, o tuft-hanter, o petty [yrant,
ami dishonest.  Not ' dishonest in the =enae
that be will stenl—he hos no speeial tempta-
tion to do that—hut izkonest g his dealings
as between tle fellows be toadies to and
Lhoge he dislikes, He has no sense of [air
play at all, and faar play is at the root of
botesty,

Tronzonty
fhe rest of Lhe

niml Vavasour amd God=by, amd
“hizhly counecled ¥ nuets,
may do pretty well what they plesse with-
ot Iwing interfered with by = Mobby,* as
they eall Dim.  He may now anid then give
them: lines; Lut he never ¢xpects those lines
to be done, and the nuts do not disappoint
hia i.".".}‘E'Llrl.tIDH:i. He winkz at their gam-
bling, =0 long s @b i pot (oo open and
unpashamed. He makes no cifort Lo stop Lthem
from smoking. He regards &l their nutty
Ways ns I]IIHTL!HI"II.IL._*. in sprigs of the oris-
toveacy.  Mobby would give o good deul even
to be Licked by a duke!

The Caterpillar iz no loneer a member. of
ihe zociely of nuts. Ior good amlb adl he has
done with IPon and the myrmidon: of DPon.
Hut, thouzhi ne one desplzes Moliby more
thaw the Caterpillar does, amd no one takes
les:  trouble. to dispuise his feclings, the
master of the Fourth leoks up to Rupert de
-I-;mrn with awe. Why, be may he an earl
some ay ! o think of it gives Mobbhy a
alebiahtful thriil.

But fo the fellows who pre not “hislily
conmtected "—aons o strugpgling professional
mien, mepybe, or of soceczedul Dusinezz men
who have not yet heen turned into titled
perstnases-—2r, Mohbs iy severe. He gives
st hson and Deti=en and Yates and the ezt
cf them fhe caping: that Peo & 00, do nob
gef, It i guite pice for Pon & Co., atwd
Mr. AMaobbs ey be able to balanee up in his
congcicnce—if any—to his own salisfretion.
But it reslly 5 a0 HEtle bid rough on the
Bigarar ot wotter hall of the Fourth.

It i fikely that Mr, Mobbs dislikes Frank
Courtenay almost a2 muach a3z Ponzonhy does,
Hix feclings may lack some of the depth
which that of Frank’s schoming cousin baz,
Bt it lacks none ef the mean =pite.  Even
before  Conurtenay came  to Higheliffo—as
Arthur Chire-— "rh:hh}f waz reasly to ohject fo
him.  He tobl Ton that o scholarship hoy
was ecopiing, o low fellow who teol been to
A touncil sehool. Amd the nalz: wenl to
Mobby, and wanted him to go to the Head
and protest.  But Mobby was pol on, He
iz no hero: and, thouph e, Vovsey, the el
of Wighelitfe, iz a thiwek and «c0f-indulzent
an, Ar. Mobis is afrawl of him, 5o Mr
Mobbs counselled the nuts that they should

treat the new boy with “the contempt he
deserved.” For himself, he intended to treat
Ly with *justice—DLare justice™ As Mr.
Mobbs has pever had any notion of the

meaning of juostive, Clare’s chances looked

small, It wad something far short of bare
justice to tatk about a fellow deserving ocon-
tempt because he had besn at o Council
Sehool, : '

There i3 no need to tell over again the
story of Courtenay's stroggies. Mr. Mohbbs
wits against him from the first, and did all in
his power to make him feel any thing but at
home at Highelife. He did what was in him
to prejudice Major Courtenay—who had then
no suspicion that the boy talked about was
hiz own long-lost soen—apgainst Clare.  He
described him as unfit Lo gassociate with the

=]

=
]
o
]
3

P
-3

abiwer juniorz, Anything more grossly untrue
coulil mot have heen spaken; amd, for-
tupately, the major waz not the man Lo let
a lying tongue set him against the boy who
bl =avesd bz life.

It was little wonder that when Ponsonhiy's
foul plot secmed Lo have  sweeceeded, and
Conrtenny wias zentenced to cxpulsion, the
Loy should turn lercely upon BMr, Mobbs,
“Ton't come with me, or T shall do yon a
mischief !* he said fBercely when the snobhbish
mazter wanted (o sce hirm out of the gpates
And the coward hlenched from Courtenay's
clenched fists and blazing eyes, but followed
him - 1o the pgates in vile enjoyment of his

Lo fa b,
Mr, Mobbs bas a

When
pleasant time of it one feels

warm aml un-
an  unholy

inclination Lo chortle. He had such a Lim
when Squiff,. then a new boy ot Greyfrisrs,
and unknown to Highelitfe, transferred him-
self for a hrie! spauee to the other school,
threw -in his lot with Smith:on & E'c.,—'t,his-:.
was before the doavs of FPrank Courtenay—
bueked hard sgainst Pon and the rest of the
nuts,- and aetunlly caned Mr, Mobhs! Squill
wis zacked for that; but a sacking Irom
Highelitfe did not worey Houiff,

Then there was Wibley's fArst awdacious
mms*rv:rnatmu of Mr. Mohbs, The- sccond
mnpersonation was even more audaeious; but
we will not po too closely into that, for it
was mib =0 big o succeess as the firsk. By the
loyal -nid of others Wibley was saved; hut
it [ooked very nmeh at onc time as 1.hmu‘.:h
he were booked for the greatest of trouble,
He amd his fellow-plotiers -had not counted
on Wibley-Mohilz mu.et.l:ng the real Mobbs in
the wood, you see,

But when the first hpm}f wias  praclised
Highelife knew less about Wilblkey., Pon &
Co., however, had not let lack of acquaintancye
stand in Lhe way of their ragging him when
they chunced to caich him alone, And when
Wib, in the puise of the Fonrth Form-master,
took 1Mighclitfe in most completely, he Jdid
not forget to get hizs own back on Pon & CUo,
While Mr. Mobhs, kKidnapped by the snpposed
ruffians of the © Black Gang,” was imprisonedd
under the Priory ruins, Wibley got him inlo
temporary bad odour with hizs polty pupils
by what looked like o change of face as
curions a3z ik waz  thorongh., The nnts
thought Mobby must have gone mad when be

dlealt out eanings and line: with n libernl

bhand to them, and waszs guite civil Lo sl
nonentitics as the other section of the Form,
Well, Mr, dMobha was not far from madness
when the meddling of Bunter brought him
release,” Wibh bad to do a very hasiy oxid
when that happened; bhut Courtegay and the
Uaterpillar =aved him From capture, Ehoush
they luul known dothing abont the plot Lill
after Wih hod put off bis Mobby dispuise aml
hnd calmly taken up his quarters in their
stucdy, Marry Wharton & Coo were caming (o
ten; and they come, and the amatenr acior
left with them unsuspected,

More than once has Mr. Mobbsz taken enmi
plaints to the Head of Greyfriars, T, Eocke
has no liking for him: but there have heen
times when he could not hely acting on {he
information Lwid., On the whoie, however, the
master of the  Higholife Fourth has  pot
small change ot of the Greyfriara Head;
and mincng the obther mosters at ihe older
aghool he cerlainly has no friends,

Nobody  really  like: him, nol even the
highly-conneeted yonthz to whom he toadies,
and of whose high prineiples amil temder
sensitivenczs he Iz alwayz =0 nz:ured. He
hacks them up, rvight or wrong—they oare
seldom right—and gets for it all—what? The
hadf-promize of an invitation at gome futire
time to zome swell bouse—their conltempi—-
amd the reputation of heing  “a worm,™
Whielh repulation he Lhoroughly dezerves!
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For Next Monday :
“SKINNER, THE SPY "™
By Fran< Richards.

Some of our readers profesz to be able to
see o lob of good in SKkiumer. Ie will reform
gome day, they are sure.

Porsonully, I don't a hit helieve it. Skinner
is mol wholly had. From {he story this week
it may Le pathered that he doez not actwally
hoate everybody, Ie has a Kind of liking for
Delarey.  He onee showed  some manood
when he omd Nolsover major were in 1E1|.rtmr
together, Amd he jumped in to Boh Cherry's
resene when Itoh, through an sccident, might
have drowned. He was  geateful to the
Bounder for g very liktle time; bub what
came ©of hiz rezolve for amendment then?
He is not wheily bad; but the good in him

N

i= little more than a few sbreaks of grey in
a mass of blnek.,

In mext week's story you will find him up
to hiz old tricks. o man of German nation-
ality iz wery popular in England to-day; bt
if there is such o thine as o harmless Gorman,
surely Herr Gans—the Gander, az Greyiriars
irreverently calls him—might rank as such.
There iz no reaszon at all  to lelieve the
Gander a =py; but Skinner, who hasz always

digliked him, chooses to think him one, and

sels to w::-rki to spy on him—with a surprising
and dramatic: result pot at all plenzant to
2kinmer!

THANKS !

Thanks to the renders, one and alf,
wire 50 generons a3 to send me subzeriptiens
for the funds for providing a couple of foot-
hallz for some of our fine fellowsz languishing
it captivity in Honland, With the contribu-
tiona [ collected here, and a few more
shillings from my own pocket—which I can
assure you I did not grudpge—the amount was
suffivient to let the prizoners have two first.

who
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etazs halls; and az T specinlly asked ihnt no
one showld sepd more thang 6&d., T think fhe
result very satisfactory. 1 do not citen levy
a tax of thiz soft on your good nature, bt
it pleases me to know that 1 can count upon
you at peed—and I have that Kuowledge,

NOTICES.
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