


MY TIME'S YOUR TIME ! 80—

A acToss & ouricus animal that
X would haridly have belisved

_ exmted. It waos a tiger, but
certpigly an unusual one, for not only
waa it perfectly tame, but it was also

A WRESTLING TIGER !

Ever since it was a cub, this tiger has
heon ly with its owner, and »
loves nothing botter than for him to eater
the cege end indulge in o real good
wrestling match. Despite iis great size
—it ig one of the most magoificent spec-
mens I have spen—this porticulas tiger
is a8 gentle aa & kitton when it wrestles.
It is kept in & private zoo at Chemimgton,
in Surrey, which s aboutone of the t
zoos one could find. Alt-huug£ it s
privately owned, the public are admitted.

I had u-hnbgmyﬂm with the owner of
the zoo, who me guite & lot of things
about wild animals, slthough the word
“wild " is something of & misnomer so
far as this zoo is concerned, for all the
poimals there are most tame creatures
—oven the lions, tigers and leopards!l

I wonder what my readers would have
faid hed they been able to see their

EDITOR IN THE LEOPARD'S DEN!

Yes, chums, I actuslly bearded the leopard

in its own , and o jolly ¥ leopard
it was.. menar entered ?ﬁfl‘: and

commenced g]oﬁring with the leo .
I asked if I d do the same, and the
next moment I was in the cage, with the

e e ed ot
wea a 7 atly, i a
Iwamﬁitaﬂg}ﬁmampaﬁandnmn

it, sand we got on wonderfully well fo-

gether. T am afraid I decided that the
tiger was a different tion. It might
nlﬁrhl.vﬂ taken nth me aa the

did. If any my chums who
live in Surrey want an interesting day’s
outing, 1 cam recommend a vigit to
C Zoo. It'e not dz large as the
London Zoo, or Whipsnade, but it's
equally interesting.

TAUNTON resder of mine has
written to ask me to tell him
what is

THE LABRGEST CAVE IN THE WORLD.

This distinotion belongs fo the famous
Mammoth Cave, in Kentucky, United
Btates, which containa several lakes end
rivers, atd has heen explored for a distance
of fourteen miles. The largest chamber
in this gigantic cave is 450 feet long, 130
feet wide, snd B0 foeet high. Therein
in an svenne called Cleveland™s Avenue,
which is mere thao two miles long. One
Egr the rivers, kﬂ-ﬂ;‘l& as the Echo, tgnliamcta

an un paassage wi Areon
River. Cra can be found in the rivers
and lakes, and there are also a
number of insectsa and bats to be secn
fl around. This cave was discovered
128 years ago by a hunter who stumbled
soroes it by acordent.
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FEW days ago, chums, I came |-

Your Editor it always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him: Editor of the
“ Magnot,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,
Fleetwny House, Farringdon Street, London,
EC.4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

ensure a reply.

iﬂl'.!f'her-au are, of course, ra:m?y lacge caves
Eur but none so . a3 this,
In 'r:ha%a, he-hwaan“ﬁaum and
Spain, the mountaina are honeycombed

Grotioes of Betharan. Round about the
townn of Lourdes, in France, there are
saveral saries of caves with most wonderful
stalactite and ite formations.

In Belgium there are & large number of

GIGANTIC CAVERNS,

the principal ones being & eeries which
are egituated near the village of Han, m
the Ardennes—where, you may remember,

whilst mountainesring. The largest of
the chambers 1o be found there ia the
biggest in Europe. Other caverns ara
found round sbout the towm of Dinant.

Do you moalise that there apre man
caves in Grest Britain so large that they

S THHUTR TN TR TR LT TS

Qur Cover this week,
drawn specially for the
“Magnet” by Mr. C. H.
Chapman, is one of the finest
studies of the popular
Captain of the Remove cver
published. Quite worth
framing, isn't it, Chums?

Editor.

S B R T

have not yet beon explored ! In fact,
there are many clubs whichk have been
formed recently for the purpose of

CAVE EXPLORING.

The principal cavea in this country are
found in Somerset. Two series of caves
run from the Cheddar Gorge. One series,
though amell, contain such wonderful
formations that they look like a glimpse
of fairyland. The other series extend
for & great distance. The general public
cannot  go tlhmuﬁ the whole geries,
howaover, owing to the fact that the passages
are so narrow in places, and there are
many pitfalls for the unwary., The cave
Enown o8 Wookey Hole, a few miles
away, near the city of Wells, has been
extensively ﬁ:;E;:Iar&d. But, here again,
the publ though they can see &
preat deal of the caverns—cannot pene-
trate to the most inaccessible QN
of the cavea, An und river
Aoods of the caves, and it is only
when there is a drought that the inner
eaves can be visited,

TR SR T T
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ROM a Bolton reader comes a
qUery concerning

THE SECRET OF THE SUKDIAL

My chum wanis to know if s sundial

with caves, one of the finest being thein

the previcus Kingof the Belgians was killed ]

tells the carrect time. No, it doesn't—,
a% lemat, it doeso't tell Greenwich tiume,
A sundial tells the kind of time whiclh e
called ** Apparent Time,” and which
differs coust biy from Creenwich Moean
Time. Naturally, when we aro using
British Swamer Time, the sundisl is
approximately an hour fast. But even
w we are using Greonwich time, the
sundial wvaries from it. In fact, from
Decernber 26th to April 15th, the sundial
is slow, It isthon fast from April 15th until
Christmas Day. - _

Here ia a little bit of information which
perhapa you don't know. Time varies
all over the country—that is, real time,
which ia called Apparent Time. For
instance, when it is noon in London, it ia
five minutes to twelve in Newcastle.on.
Tyne! Neaturally, it would be impossible
to reckon time if we had to take in all these
congiderationa, which ia why we have
evolved Ureenwich Mean Time, which
ia, actunally, cnly strictly correct twice
& Jear.

Talking of time reminds me of

THE TELEGRAM WHICH ARRIVED
BEFORE IT WAS BSENTI

This takes a bit of believing, docen’t it ?
But some little time ago a friond of mine
sent me a telegram from Hong-Kong.
The time of arrival in this couniry waa
m&n as some considerable poriod before

timé of handing in the tclegram atb
the -office in Hong-Kopg, This is
duoe to the fact that the time in Hong-
Eong is many hours in edvance of
Greemwich time. Although the telogram
wan dispatched in the aftermoon, 1

¥ | sctually received it on the moruing of

the same date.

ERE iz sn interesting paragraph
H which I unearthed for you
laat week, It concerns

BEETLES A3 BIG AS RATS!

Like many other strange creatures, thia
ooe hails from Brazil, and is known as the
Gisot#Titan. It ia the largeat beetle in
the world, and in sppearance (except for
gize 1} it is similar to the ordinary black-
beetle found in this country. It ranges
from six inches to nine ioches in longth.
Thizs partioular specles is also found in
Guiana. I must confess that I wouldn's
like one wandering around my house !

There's just encugh space left to tell
u about next week's programme before
bring this little chat of mine to a close.
A lﬂngmmplﬁtﬂ tale of the chumas of
i the fimt of a grand. new

Summer Holiday series, and iz onfitled :

“ FISH'S HOLIDAY STUNTI!™
By Frank Riehards.

Harry Wharton & Co. are invited by
Fisher T. Fish's popper, Hiram K.,
to epend the holiday vacation at Porter-
oliffe, & grand old Sussex mansion. As
Fish is wvery pressing, the chums of
Greyiriar ide to take advantage of
the invitetion. But there's e catch n it,
aa you will learn when reading this grand
new series of exciting holiday adventures.
A roal feast of summery ion i this
new seriea—just the t-lg.ve of yarms you'll
enjoy reading. You know 11}' now that
neither Richards nor Your Editor
ever leta you down, g0 when I tell you nob
to mies this splendid holiday series, you'll
talke my tip and order your MAGNETD
well ip advance. _

As usual, there will be further gripping
chapters of our magnificent veniura
story: “Moose Calll™, a 2pecial
“ Greyfriars Herald " supplement, an
amumng effusion from our pet Groyfriam
Bhymester, and my own littls chat,

Meot you agnin next week, chums.
YOUR EDITOR.



WAVE YOUR HATS, CHUMS, AND GIVE THREE ROUSING CHEERS !

ﬁaANK. ]
mm-mnos

A Story that will really GRIP you, featuring the CHUMS of GREYFRIARS,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Whose Toffees?

b ‘ ﬁ rH AT have you got there,
Bunter™
iE Nﬂt-hlﬂg (L)

The Famons Five of the
Greyfriars Remove grinned,

Billy Bunter's aspect at the moment
was peculisr. There was a bulge on
Bunter—a bulge that was not only
noticeablo but that leaped to the eye.

Any other fellow might have parked
an article for concealment under his
waisteont without attracting particular
attention. Not so Bunter!

Bunter's waistcoat fitted him like a

love—a rather tight glove!l  The
attest fellow at Greyfriars School, or
in the wide world, had no space fo
EQATE.

Indecd, it was rather a problem how
Willinm George Bunter had succeeded
in ocrammi au'_r.-'thmg' hel:ue:ﬁn hiz
waisteont nﬁ his circumference. But
ho had done it. The result was a bulge
which, a3 Baob Cherry remarked, a
blind man could have seen 8 mile off,

Bunter came out of the House rather
hastily., He almost ran into the chums
of the Remove in the gnadrangle. ' They
playiully blocked his way, which was
extremely annoying to Bunter, who was
evidently in _

“1 =ay, you fellows, garruul: of the
way IV Enﬂ.p ed Bunter. *I'm in rather
a hurr haven't got anything here.
I shou dn t be likely to walk about with
a tin of toffee stuck ynder my waistcoat,
I su osal"”

&y ha, hal”

“.'Eiess:: if I zee anvthing to cackls
at| Look here, Btacey may come out
any minuta! I don't want fo gee t.ha,t
beastly relation of yours, Wharton.”

Harry Wharton chuck kled.

53

“Are
asked.

“1 haven’t got any toflees! I heven't
been in Study No. & and I nover saw &
tin of toffens on the table, It's & book
I've %t here,” explained Bunter. ' A—
a—a Latin grammar ! Queleh was down
on me this morning in the Form-room,

they Stacer’s toffces®” he

and I've pot to mug up some verbs,
1—I'm looking for a quist spot to—to—
study——"

There was no doubt that Billy Bunter

SidEddisiriaTisEnnissniaiRENd S Enna s AR d RRORERER

Time and time again has Ralph
Stacey schemed to bring dis-
grace upon the shoulders of
Harry Wharion, his rival and
““double *’ in the Greyiriars
Remove, But his rascality has
not prospered. His Iatest
dasiardly scheme, however,
looks like proving a  real
winner—until Billy Bunter
butts in !

AINISEATIRANEENIEENENES S FEEEREEENENEEE FENFRERENDN

wae looking for = qlue# spot,. A
secluded spot was necessary for o fellow
who had snaffled & tin toffeds from
another fellow’s studr,

“You fat burglar ! said Boh Cherry.
“You'd better fake Stacey's tolfees back
to Na —"

“I don't suppose they're Etac&y B,
Might be Ogilvy's or Russell’s; they'ro
in the same study ! said Bunter. “ Not
that I've zot any toffees, vou know! 1
hope I'm not the fellow to bag & fellow’s

fuck. TLook here, lomme pams, Fou
beasts [ I've got to 'Took out some wordd
m thls dictionary——="
“That what? ejaculated Frank

Nugoent.

*“1 mean this Latin grammar! I've
got ta look out some nregular toffecs—I
mean, irregular verbs 1

*Bhake him I suggested Johnaoy Bull
“Bhake it out and then we'll seco
whether it's a dictionary, or & grammar,
or & tin of toffees ™

“Tha shakefulness 1is
mper"” grinned
Singh.

1.:!

tha proper
Hurrce Jamset Ram

say, vou fcllows—— Leggol”
roared DBunter, as Bob Cherry grasped
him by a fat shoulder and shook,

Tho hidden article did not drop ont.
It was too tightly packed for that. But
thera was a audtfr:n pop. A buitton bhad
parted,

“Owl  Leggo!” roared Bunter.
“‘_‘mnm making the buttons come off
my waisteoat, yon beast 1™

“Ha, ha, hal”

Pnp! :

Another button few,

“1 say, you fellows—" yellod
Bunter.

Pop!

A ﬂurd button went.

Then the waistcoat, no longer tight,
released its hidden contents. A tin of
toffees clattered on the ground.

“ Beast [ roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That doosn't look much like a
dictionary I" remarked Frank Nugent.

“Or a Latin grammar!® grinned
Johany Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunfer made a dive for the
fallen tin, He clutched it up and
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shoved it under Lis jacket, He blinked
round uneasily through Ins h:g
spectacles.  Whether that tin belonge
to Stacey, or Ogilvy, or Russell, it cer-
tainly belonged to someons in Study
MNo. § in the Remove—and Bunter was
anxions to avoid all three.

“I—1 say, you fellows, this is my tin
of toffecs!” gasped Bunter. “It came
from Bunter Court only thiz morning |
Look here, I'll whack it out with you
fellows—only let’'s get away from the
Houset I—I don't want to see Stacey,
or Oggy, or Russelll I say—"

“They may want to ses youl!”
chuckled Bob, * Come on!"

“Leggo 1™ roared Bunter.

“ Keep vour esteemed hands from the
pickfulness and the stealfulness, my
esteemned idiotic Bunter ! =zaid Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “Ionesty is the
cracked pitcher that goes longest to the
well, and saves a stitch in time, as the
English proverb remarks.”

T Laeggo 1M
Bob' Cherry did not let go the fab
shoulder. ‘The grub-raider of the

Remaove, na.ught in the act of getting
away with his plunder, had to restore
the same where 1t belonged.

“Kim on |” said Bob.

¥ Beast
* Quick march!”
But Dunter was desperate. Ha

clutched the toffee-tin and -landed it
with a sudden rap on Bob Cherry's
features, i

Bob gave a roar and relaxed his hold,
He clapped a hand to a rather damaged

nosEa,

“Ohl Owl! Why, I—I—-T'1——2

Bunter Rew, i > -

With the toffec-tin gripped in & fat
hand, the Uwl of the Remove fled across
the quad.

“ After him " chuckled Nugent.

*Tally-ho ! roared Johnny Bull,

“Ha, ha, ha!” . .

The Famousz Five rushed in pursuit,

Billy, Bunter blinked back through
hig spectacles. He gave s i)'alp of alarm
at the sight of the five juniors whooping
on his track. . -

itis fat little legs fairly twinkled as
Le raced,

But in a foot-race Billy Bunter had
little chance. He had too much weight
to carry.

He made a2 desperate rush at the gate
of the Head’s garden, which opened off
the quad., It was a case of any port in
a storml

No junior was allowed in that garden
without special leave. But Bunier did
not stop to think of that. The chance
of meeting the Head or one of his staff
in the garden was uncertain—but
capture, if he did not find a refuge, was
certain.
~He hurled open the gate, few
through,. and slammed the gate behind
him, asping and gurgling, the Owl
of ithe Remove disappeared Into the
shrubberies, and Harry Wharton & Co.
came to a halt at the gate.

Chasing Bunter up and down the for-

bidden precincts of the headmaster’s
rivate ga.rdﬂn was not to be thought of,
untar had escaped.

“The fat-villain[” said Beb Cherry,
rubbing his nose. “I'll burst him next
fime I sea him! They won't sea those
toffees again in Study No. 3.

“"Not  without X.-rays!”
Nugent.

And the Famoys Five walked off—
what time Billy Bunter, having’ found
the guiet and secluded spot he needed,
proceeded to deal with the contents of
the toffee-tin.

Tup Macner Limrary.—No. 1,433
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THE MAGNET

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Where Is Stacoy ?

. TACEY !” called out Mr. %ueleh.

S Harry Wharton barely re-

pressed & movement of irrita-

' tion. Closely as he resembled

hia double, Ralph Stacey, it was not like

the Remove master to make such an

error. Mr. Quelch, looking from his

study window intd the quad, did make

that error for once, but he saw it the
next moment.

“Oh, it is you, Wharton !

*“Yes, sirl” spid Harry, coming up to
the window.

All that term Harry Wharton had
beenn in Mr. Quelch’s black books; but
now that it was ending there had been
8 noticeable change in the Form-
master’s manner towards him. Queleh’s
voice secemed to have Jost its sharpmess;
indeed, every now and then he spoke to
Wharton very kindly, The fact was that

a doubt was creeping into the Hemove

rmaster’s mind whether Wharton really
was the black sheep he belicved him to
be. That belicf had heen shaken.

“Have you seen Stacey, Whartoni"
asked Mr. Quelch.

“ Not since class, sir.” ]

“Perhaps you will look for him,”
said Mr. Euc—]-::h, “ His father is on the
telephone, and desires fo speak to him.”

“Qh, certainly, sir|®

Looking for Stacew, or having any-
thing at all to do with him was nob
agreeable to Harry Wharton. But he
was very willing to oblige Mr. Quelch
in this new and more genial mood of the
Remove master.

8o he hurried away to look for Stacey
of the Hemaove.

* Seen Stacey 7 he called out to every
fellow he met, .

“Saw him in the guad fen minutes
ago I answered Hazeldenms. *“'Hs was
loafing along by the Head's garden.”

VWharton hurried in that direction.

But Stacey was not to be seen. It
did not seem likely that be had, like
Billy Bunter, ventured to trespass in the
saored precincts of the Head's garden.
If ha had, Wharton c¢ould not search for
him there.

He turned back tewards the House.

“Qeen Btacey!” ho called out, ss he
came on Vernon-Smith.

. ““Bother Stacey I  answered the
Bounder. *“ What the thump do you
wané: E}tacey fori GCoing to punch his
head ¥’

Harry Wharton laughed.

“No, ass! I don’t want him—Quelch

wants him. His father’'s on the phone.”
“Wall, I haven't seen him, z2nd don't
want to.” :
“Seen Stacey, Skinner?”
L] T':'

“0Oh, blow !”

Whatton went into the Touse and up,

to the Remove studies. Ile looked into
Study No. 3, which Stacey shared with
Ogilvy and Russell. The latter was
there alone. ) S

“Know where Slacey 157 fnguired
Wharton. )

Bussell shook his head.

“Out of tha House, somewhere,” he
answered. “ Haven't seen him lately.™

Wharton went down again.

Greyfriars School was an extensive
place to search for a junior who was out
of sight, and might heve gone out of
gates,  As Captain Stacey wes ap-
parently waiting on the telephdne all
this time, Wharton thought it best to go
back and report to Mr, Quelch.

He went to the Remove master’s
study, tapped on the door, and opened

The receiver was off the " tclephone.

Evidently Btacey’s fgther, at the other
end, was still waitind. Mr, Quelch was
locking irritated. Telephone calls from
the parents of boys in his Form did not
please or gratify a busy Form-master;
and Mr. Quelch, foo, had been about to
leave his study when the call came.

“Oh, Etace:i;!” he said, ns Wharton
appeared at the door. Then he bit his
lip with vexation as he saw that he had
made the same error over agsaim
“ Really, Wharton——"

“I can't find Stacey, sir,” said Harfy.
“I thought I'd better come and tell you
before looking for him further.™

“Probably he has gone out of gates,®

gaid  Mr., Quelch. “Thank vou,
Wharton [*

He croszed to tha telephone and
picked up the receiver as Wharton left

the study.

“I am sorry your son deoes net appear
to be within gafes, Captain Stacey,”
said Mr. Quelch inte the transmitter,
“ Any message1”

“Y will ring again later,” came the
answer. .

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

Really, his telephone was not intended
for the uvze of boya of his Form—not
even for Stacey, his head boy, generally
eonsidered in the Remove to be his
favourite. Mr. Quelch came very near
telling Caplain Stacey s0. However, he
refrained.

“Very well!” he rapped curtly, and
replaced the receiver on the hooks.

Mr. ?ualc.-h gathered up a sheaf of
papers front his study table. It was his
eustom on hot July afterncons to take
the examinafion paéiera which ho had te
prepare for the end of the term to the
chady little summer-house in the Head's
garden.

There he could work in peace and
quiet, JJ[‘E;];Bl'lﬂE posers to catch care-
less and unwary youths on exam day.

That call from Captain Stacey had
interrupted him just as he was about
to set E:rrl b, and wasted more than ten
minutes of his valuable time.

However, he was off at last, blinking
as he went out into the blinding sun-
ghine of the quad.

It was & hot July, the sun rather like
p furnace. Mr. Quelch was glad to get
inte the shade of the old trees that
overhung the walle and gate of the
headmaster's garden.

He passed through the gate and
walked up the path under shady trees
towards the wistaria-clad arbour at the
end.

All was guiet end peaceful in that
shady garden. But as Mr. Quelch
nearad the summer-house the silence and
peacefulness were suddenly broken by
an outbreak of wild and extraordinary
gounds.

“Urrrgh! Gurrrggh!  Yurrergghl
Wurrggh \*

Mr. %uﬂlnh jumped and dru%)ped tha
sheaf! of papers from wunder lis arm.
They scattered like smowflakes.

“Wurrrggh | Urrrggh 1™ .

T"What—" pgasped Mr. Quclch, in

startled amazement.
“Gurrgh! Oooooghl Qocooch ™

There waz a sound of running feet
and rustling shrubberies, as of someone
in rapid retreat. ,But Mr. Quelch did
not heed it. Ile heeded the wild and
spluttering gurgles and howls that came
from the arbour.

“Yurrrroooght! Grooogh! Woooch I”

Mr. Quelch did not stop to collect his
fallen papers. With a grim brow and
a glittering eyo he hurried on to see
what was happening.



THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Who Squirted the Ink?

ILLY BUNTER had been enjoy-
g life.

B ¢ had suddenly cecased to
enjoy life !

What happened, Billy Bunter hardly
knew, He wasso cﬁntpfntely end utterly
taken by surprise. ]

In that shady little arbour Rilly
Bunter had been seated for some time,
disposing of toffees. ~Whether those
tofices had belonged to Stoacey or to
Ogilvy or Rumll,gﬁunter did not know.
Really, it was immaterial. They
belonged to Bunter now, :

With the tin open on the seat beside
him, the Owl of the Remove helped him-
self to toffee after toffee, and grew
happy, and shiny and sticky.

In that guiet corner of the Head's
garden he was safe from pursuit, if the

a tin of foflees. ** Beasts [ *® roared

“ Or a Latin grammar 1’ grinned Johnny Buil.

owners of the toffees had got on to his
track. But he was in danger of being
spotted by & master, who might have
walked in the garden.

'Bo, while he masticated toffee, Bunter
listened with both fat ears, prepared to
dodge at the sound of a footstep.

.But he heard ne sound.

The arbour was merely an open frame-
work of rustic wood, covered by thick
masses of wistaria, which shut out the
sin. Thick as it was, Bunter could
have sgqueezed & way out, at the back,
had he been nlarmed by a footstep
coming along the path in froat.

But, -nafurally, 1t.was from the path
in front that {113 expected  danger, i
denger came. He never dreamed of an
attack from the rear.

And it was from behind that if catne—
suddenly, unexpectedly, taking the fat
Owl utterly by surpriee.

He heard a rustle in the thick
wistaria behind him as he sat on the

EVERY SATURDAY

benoh, but hefore he could even turn
his head a hand came through, with a
squict in ik,

Squuiiissh |

Something wet and eclammy caught
Bunter in the back of the neck. And as
he spun round, with a startled gasp,
he captured the rest of the contents of
the squirt with his fat face.

Then he knew what the wet and
clammy stuff was. Some of it went into
his open, e;l:lpmg mouth !

It was ink! ; .

The hand and the squirt vanizhed
instantly. Bunter spluttered and gurgled
wildly.

The ink in his raouth quite washed out
the delicious flavour of the toffeea,
Bunter gurgled and gasped, and splut-
tered and blew.

He had not eeen the fellow who
handled the squirt. INeither, it was

Pop, pop, pop ! Button after bulion parted, and Billy Bunﬁe’s walsicoat, no longer tight, released Its hidden conienis—

certain, could that fellow have seen
him, through the thick wistaria.
Whoever it was had crept silently
behind the arbour, and had been
uided by the merest glimpse of
unter’s back through the leaves and
tendrila.
And, whoever it was, he was gone.
Billy Bunter %urgled borribly: .
There was ink down his neck, ink
splashed over his fat features, ink in
his capacious mouth. He was of the

ink inky!
“Gurrrggh!  Wurrgghl = Oocooch !
Wooooch 1" gurgled the fat Owl. " Oh

erikey | Ow !l Beast! Wow! Grooogh !”

A minute age Bunter had been listen-
ing far a sound of footsteps on the peth,
Now he was too busy, gurgling and
spluttering, to hear or to heed.

A fall and angular figure cast a
shadow at the entrance of the arbour,
and two glinhn%. gimlet eyes fixed on
the gurgling Owl

“Bunter | hooted Mr. Quelch

Bunter's fat’ feaiures were hardly
recognisable. But his circumference was
unmistakable.

* Bunter 1

*Grosogh [ Qooch I

“ Bunter | What——"

“Wooooogh! I'm chook-chook-chok-
ing! QOoogh!” gurgled the hapless fat
Owl. *“I=I'm all inky! Groocogh!”

Mr. Quelch did not need telling that,
Bunter was drenched and dripping with
it. His fat face, thickly streaked, had a
zebra-like look.

“What are you doin
thundered Mr. Quaolch.
plaved this absurd trick

"Oooght! I don't knowl”
Bunter. “Some beast—wow—got

Dooogh |

here, Bunter *
“Who has

asped
Ee]‘ﬁnd

the arbour—groogh—and squirted ink at
I'm smothered [*

me !l QOooch

Bunter. ** That doesn't look much like a dictlonary ! ** remarked Frank Nugent.
E 1 Ha‘,l h-l:l h‘- Il'l-

“How dare you come here withood
leave IV

“I=—I didn’t—"

“ What ™

“I—=I mean—groogh—I wasn't—that
15, I-—I—I came here to—to be quiet,
to—to—to study, sir ¥ gasped Bunter.

“With the assistance of a tin of
toffec 7 asked Mre. Queleh, with almost
ferocious sarcasm.

“0Oh! I-I mean, I—I—"

“(Go to the Housa at once, Bunterl
You may leave the toffce there! The
tin will be confiscated [ o and clean
vourself immediately—"

“Groooogh I

“And then go to my study—>">

E Gﬂﬁﬁgh E:u

" And wailt for mo there until T come
in [*

“Ooogh | Wha-a-at for, sir?”

“] am pgoing to cazne you, Buntes,
when I return to the House I

Tee Masawer Lizrany.—NMNo. 1,433
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*Oh lor’ I

*“ (3o 1” thundered Mr. Queleh.

“ Urerggh 1 :

Bunter went, gurgling 1. .

Ha was willmg to go and clean him-
gelf—even DBunter realised that he
needed a wash—but he was extromnely
unwilling to wait in Queleh’s study till
his Form-master came in to cane him.

It was a dismal prospect, but thero
was no help for it. The Owl of the
Remove rolled away, gurgling and
gasping, in the lowest of spirits. The
tin, and what remained of the toffees,
had to be left behind. The hapless Owl
wished that he had never spotted that
wretched toffeetin in Study No. § at
ail I

Mr. Queleh, frowning, gathered up his
papers scattered on the path. Then he
stared into the arbour, frowning more
deeply, Thero was ink gpattered over
the cak beneh, where he had intended to
sit and con over those exam papers.

“ Atrocious I snapped Mr. Queich.

Heo walked 1':}11n::F the zrbour and
glanced over tha shrubberies behind it
with a glintingheye. He had little hope
of spotting the perpetrator of that
extraordinary jape on Bunter, but he
would have been very glad to spot him.
He would have been glad to impress
upon the festive youth, with the sid of
his cane, that the headmaster's private
garden was'no place for such pranks.
~ Ag he feared, he saw nothing of the
iapﬂr ; the fellow, whoever he was, had
ost no tima making his escape.

But his keen eye fell on & cap lying
AmMOong wistaria behind the arbour.
Ap}iarent}g the fellow had dropped it
in hiz hasty retreat after discharging
the squirt,
 Mr. Quelch smiled grimly &8s he pitked
it up. Hvery hat and eap at Greyiriars
School hed to have the owner’s name
written in it It was an infallible clue.

THE MAGNET

The Remove master turned the cap
over in his hands, and looked ab the
name in it. He was hardly surprised
to read “H. Wharton.”

The worst bay in his Form |

Of late Mr. Quelch had bepgun to
doubt whether Harry Wharton was
indeed the worst boy in his Form. All
through the term Wharton had been 1n
disgrace ; but all the timeo he had main-
tained that the fellow who had been
spotted out of bounds, in disreputable
resorts, was not himself, though mis
taken for Riun,

That meant that it was his double,
Ralph Btacey—the only fellow at Grey-
friars who could possibly have been mis-
taken for Hmﬁ Wharton. -

Mr. Quelch had believed in Stacey,
even to the oxtent of making him head
boy in Wharton's place. But two or
three littlo ineidents of late had rather
shaken that belief. :

Almost in spite of himself, he had
begun to wonder whether, after all, a
mistake might net have been made—
whether the black sheep of his Form

was not Harry  Wharton, but his
donble.

But now—

This time it did not depend on

deciding “which was which ” between
two fellows as alike as twins. This time
the culprit had left a definite and unmis-
takable clne.

Billy Bunter had got the ink. But for
whom. had it been intended? Bunter
was there only by the merest chance.
Had not Bunter been there, Mr, Quelch
would have been sitting where Bunter
sat—and would have got the ink !

Had that been intended?

He had no doubt of it1 Any fellow
larking with Bunter would certainly not
have picked the Head's Eriuts garden
as the scene of the “lark.” The squirted
ink had not been intended for him, but

when you go

-

ﬁm{'l‘ leave ME hehind E

VICTORY FOR THE REBELS!

%

* Down with the tyrant!' is the ery on the Greyfriars battlefront,

and

down he goes | But it's a ternific fight the rebels of the Remove
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for the Form-master, who nearly m‘qrg
afternoon sat in that arbour busy wit
his Form papers.

uelch was certain of it. And Whar-
ton’s namo was written in the cap he
had picked up in the wistaria.

Slowly he went back to the arbour,
taking the cap with him.

Hao zelected & epot on the beneh that
was not inky, and sat down to his exam
papers. DBut during the mext hour his
thoughts wandered a good deal from the
work in hand, snd his brows knitted
grimly.

Harry  Wharton, in  trouble &ll
through that troubled term, was bocked
for more to come |

e i ey

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Stacey Loses His Temper |

1 ALLO, halle, hallo1®
H *Is that Bunter?”
“Behald, he iz black but
comely 1

“The blackfulness of the esteemcd
Bunter is terrific ¥

i H“j h“l .’['IH. [

“I say, you fellows——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
*Where did you get thé ink?” ;

“ Beast 1” howled Bunter. “You jolly
well did it 17 )

A dozen fellows stared at Billy
Bunter as he emerged from the Head's
gate and trailed wearily and inkily
across. the quad tuwards the House.
They roared with laughter.

Bunter blinked at them wrathiully
through inky spectacles.

“Blessed 1f I ses anything to cackle
at 1" howled tha fat Owl.

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the juniors.
Evidently they, if not Bunter, saw
something to cackle at!

“It was you, Cherfy, you beast "

“Not guilty, my lord I chuckled Bob.
""E;é"here on earth did you pick up that
ink 7"

“Homao beast sguirted it over me in
the arbour in the Head's garden. If it
was you, Nugent—"

*Not little mel” chuckled Frank.

" Bull, vou beast—"

“You silly ass!” pgrunted Johnny
Bull. “JI haven't been trespassing in
the Beak's garden I

“ ’Then'it was Inky—" :

“The innocence of my absurd self is
as spotless as s ridiculous lamb ! de-
clared Hurrce Jamset Ram  Singh
solemnly.

“It was ono of you!” roared Bunter.

“Nobody else knew 1 was there! It
was Wharton, I supposel Where's
Wharton 17

“Gone to the tuckshop for grub for
tea | answered Bob. “It wasn't
Wharton, you fathead! But who the
dickens can have been playing tricks in
the Head’s garden "

“Yah |” snorted Bunter.
of you! Beasts!
there, all inky, and
e—?

It was one
uflch canght me

o's gding to lick

“Pidn't vou see who inked you, fat-
head 1 asked Vernon-Smith.

“How could I see him when he
squirted the ink through the creepers

from behind ¥ howled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, wmy hatl” exclaimed the
Bounder. “Tha jolly old japer might

have got Quelch! He often sits in that
arbour of an afternoon.”

“] wish he had!” groaned Bunter
“T’'d rather Quelch had got itl Oh
dear,l” = ] _

The fat junior rolled on, inky and dis-
coneolate, leaving the other fellows
chortling. Every fellow bé passed



stared at him and chuckled—as if therse

was something funny in a fellow being
smothered in ink ! 5%

Bunter could zee nothing funny in 1t !
He was feeling horrid! He trailed dis-
mally up tho stairs to the Remove
passage.

A junior was lounging on ihe Remove
fanding, and he stared blunkly at Billy
Bunter as the fat Owl appeared.
h-}_ﬂn&nt&r gave him an inky and furious

K.

“You beast, Wharton! VYou rotler!
Smothering a fellow with ink——"
" ¥You!" exclaimed the Removite.
“What—" He made a stride at the
fat Owl and caught him by the shouldor,
“Where did {cu got that ink?1”

“Leggo, Wharton, you beast!”

“I'm not Wharton, you fat fool !”

“Oh, It's you, SBtacey!” Bunter
blinked at Harry Wharton's double,
“Leggo! I sny, that beastly relation of
yours, Wharton—->" .

“Wherse did you get that ink?”
snapped Stacey, his eyes gleaming ab
the fat inky face, e shook Dunter
?pgrﬂ;ﬁ as i1f to shuke an answer out of
11T,

“Ow ™ roared DBunter. “Leggo!
Wow I?

“Will you answer me?”  Thooted
Stacey. )

“Owl Yes! Lﬁggﬁ] I waz mn the

Head's garden—
“In the Head's garden!” repeated
Stacey. “Not in the arbour?”™

“¥es! How did you know? Somo

beast squirted ink through the creepers

at me, and——"

“Oh 1" gasped Btacey. .

Why the head boy of the Remove was
axcited about it, indeed, why he was
interested in the matter at all, was &
mystery to Billy Bunter. ,

But there was no doubt that he was
interested and cxcited, and intensely
angry ! His lips set hard, and his cyes

littered, and he compresszed his grip on

unter's fat shoulder till the fat junior
yelped,

* You—you—you * panted Stacey.
“What were you doing in the Head's

arden at all, you fat freak?  Won
:ngw that fellows are not allowed
thicre 1

“No bizney of vours!” gasped
Bunter. “Leggo, my shoulder, you
brast! Wow!”

*You—you—you fat idiot ”

Btacey spun the Owl of the Remove
round. Anticipating what was coming,
Billy Bunter gave a yell of apprehen-
sion.

His apprehension was well founded,
Stacey’s boot landed on the tightest
trousers at Greyfriars, with what a
novelist would call a dull, sickening
thud !

“Yarooooh !” roared Bunter.

Ha tore himself away and rushed up
the passage to escape. DBulb Stacey,
apparcntly, was not satisfed yet, Ha
followed behind the fat Owl, letting out
kick after kick, dribbling Bunler up
the passage like a football.

“Wow-ow-ow-ow ! roared Dunter,
“Leave off! Wow! What's the matler
with you, wou beast? ‘Wharrer you
kicking me [or? Yaroocoop ™

The door of Study Neo. 12 opened, and
Lord Mauleverer looked out. He stared
in surprise at the execiting chase in the
%nssage. and stepped out between Billy

urfer and his purzuer,

““Nufl's nps good ns o feast®” eaid
Mauly amiably. “Chuck it. Stacey!”

“Get out of the way, yvou fool I
YOwl Keep him off, Mauly " yelled
Bunter. “E];ep the beast off, old
chap, will you?”

i f-ﬂ.ﬂﬂ- Iu

Bunter rolled on. Lord Mauleverer

EVERY SATURDAY

calmly and clicerfully blocked further
pursut. :

Stacey clenched his hands, as if with
the intention of pitching into his lord.
Ehl;la on the spot. Mauleverer eyed him
coolly.

But the head boy of the Remove
changed his mind. e swung away and
tramped down tho passage to hiz own
study. Lord Mauleverer waited till he
had gone inte Study Ne., 3, and then
lonnged back into Study No. 12.

Billy Bunter proceeded to get the
much-needed wash. ' .

He spluttered with indignation as he
did so. He could not begin to guess
why Stacey had kicked him along the
passage. A fellow smothered with ink
might have expected sympathy—mot &
savage kicking., . :

Had Billy Bunier been g fighting-
man, he would have followed up that
wash by going to look for Stacey and
givi him that for which he had
asked ! But the fat Owl waz no fighting-
man—and when he passed Staccy's
study on his way to the stairs again, he
wenk almost on tiptoe, dodging past as
quietly as he could, in case the beast
carne ouf ! ;

In the lowest of spirits, the Owl of
the Remove weni down the stairs and
headed for the Masters' Passage.

He had to wait for Queleh in Quelch’s
study till the Remove master came in—
to cane him!

Really, the tin of toffees was not
worth all these trials and tribulations!
Not for the frst time in his fat carecr,
William George Bunter realised that

IMPORTANT!

| Will readers please note {hat

owing to the August Bank Hollday
next week’s issue of the MAGNET
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after the feast came the reckoning!
The feast was over, and the reckoning
et fo come—and Billy Bunter, in Mr.
I}nglch'a study, waited for it in a dis-
Iﬂ.?].,d midanthropie, pessimistic frame of
ELRLN.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Trick on the Telephone!
UEEEI.I?.E[ It was the telephone-

Billy Bunter turned from the

windew of Mr. Quelch’s study

with o grunt. From fthat window he

had been watching for Quelch to come

back to the House for a good hali-hour.
Cielch had not come.

Perhaps Quelch thonght that the
E'Iensum of enticipation would do

unter good! Or perhaps he had for-
goiten hiz fat existence.

Anyhow, he did not come, and Bunter
watched, like Sister Anne, in vain |
Certainly. he was not anxious to sce
Quelch, But he was anxious to get ib
over. He reflected bitterly, that if
Quelch had come in at once and
whopped him, the whopping would be
wearing off by this time.

The buzz of the telephone interrupted
his dismal meditatione. He blinked
round at the instrument, stepped across
to 1f, and took the receiver off.

Quelch was not there to take the call!
Bunter was! And it was barely possible
that if he took a message for Quelch,
Quelch might feel obliged, and let him
off the licking. Moreover, by taking

7

the call, he might derive information
cohcerning matters that wera no 13!!511
ness of his—alwars an attraciive idea
to the inguisitive Owl. §

“Hallo!” squeaked Bunter, into the
transmitter,

“Hallo! Ts that AMr. Quelch?”

It was a voice Dunter had never
heord before—s rather deep voice, with
rather sharp tones. He wondered who
Wwas ?peal:m .

“Mr., Quelch 15 out—"

“Oh! Is it you, Ralph®”

Bunter jumped.

There were not many Ralphs at
Greviriars Behool. S0 far sz Bunter
knew there was only one—Ralph Stacey
of the Remaove.

Obviously Stacey was the “Ralph ™
mentioned. ¥e was certainly the only
Ralph in the Remove. The Remove
master's telephone was not likely to be
used &0 call up a fellow in another
Form.

Thizs call was for Stacey. 3

Billy Bunter's little round eves fht—
tered” hehind his big round spectacles|
The call was for the fellow who, half
an hour ago, had kicked him almost the
length of the Remove passage | X

One thing, on the spot, waa quite
cortain: Stzecey was not going to be
summoned to take that call! TFellows
who wanted fellows to oblige them
shouldn’t kick fellows along a passage !
That was Bunter’s immedizte idea.

‘ Captain Stacey speaking ! went on
the x-n?m. “Is it :.'Eu, Rflph? You
were out when I rang before, and I
told your Form-master I should ring
again, That was nearly an hour ago.

“Oh! Yes!" pasped Bunter.

“I don’'t eecm to TrTécoghiza Fourl
voice, Ralph. The telephone, T suppose.
Did Mr. Quelch tell you to wait for
my call "

“Oh! Yes!™

“I thought perhaps he wonld, I
suppose he's not in the study now 1"

1} HD !'!

" He zeemed rather shirly at my ring-
ing up, I thought, Is it against any of
your dashed nﬁus ot the school?" .

“Well, it's rather -unusual"” said
Bunter. .The fat Owl made his voice
as like Stacey’s as he could. That was
a kind of. trickery at which Bunter was
rather good, az it happened. The man
at the other end was satisfed.

“PBut it's all right,”" Bunter went on,
B %uelclx told me to wait in the study.”
unter grinned over the tclephone.
Inquisitiveness was his besetting sin,

and he was very keen to hear what
Ga?tam Stacey was going to say to
Ralph !

Btacey's father had never been seen
at the school, and Bunter was not the
only fellow who was rather onrious
about him.

Mozt of the fellows knew that
Stacey was a poor relation of the
YWhartons, taken up by Harry's uncle
and sent to Harry's zchool at the old
colonel's expenze. He scldom or never
spoko of his father, and only on very
rare oceasions did he receive a letter
from him.

Indeed, it might have been supposed
that, having lsnded hizs son on old
Colonel Wharton, the gallant captain
had ﬁeased to be intercsted in the boy
ot all.

That, of course, did not matter in the
least to Bunter; which, however, was a
resson why the inguisitive fat junior was
very curious on the suh;]trt.

“How are Yyou getting on at the
school, Ralph ™ went on the voice over
the wires. 3

“Oh, Bne!” said Bunter,

“Would you be sorry to leave?”

Bunter started. o

Tae Magugr Liprant.—No. 1,433
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thw? thers an idea of Stacey leaving,
an

He had heard that either Wharton, or
Htacey, was to be taken away at tho
end of the term. But it was supposed
in the Remove that it was Wharton who
had to go.

Dr. Locke, long }:-u:aled and perplexed
to decide which of the doubles was the
black sheep, had decided that both
should not remain at the school, and left
it to Colomel Wharton to decide which

shaould elsewhere. ;
The old colonel, strongly infiuenced by
Mr. Quelch’s opinion, had decided

against his nephew, and in favour of
Stacey,

**Did you hear me, Ralph 1"

“Oh ! gasped Bunter. “Yes|”

“I understand that you have been
doing well-at school,” went on Captain
Stacey, evidently nothing doubting that
he was speaking to his son. * But 1 have
gathered from your letters, that the
position of a poor relation, taken up
and provided for, has been rather dis-

ag'reﬂahlm” .
Oh1l ¥Yes! Rather!” said Bunter.
“Your voung relation, Wharion, has

rubbed it in, I dare say,”” said the cap-
tain. '“‘Is he that sort of a Iyr.-ung cad 1"
“Oh, no! I mean, yes! Exactly!”

“1 fancied so, from what you have

written | I've mot had a lot of tune to
write myself—I’ve been busy. I told
ad rotten

ou 1n my last lettor thet I'd
i’uek cir the gee-gees.”

*Oh erumbs 1" murmured Bunier.

“PBut thin%f are looking up, Ralph,
and that's what I wanted to speak to
vou about. If you're keen to stay at
Creyiriars, say so, and I'll let you have
your way. Are you?'

“Nol Not at slll Like to leave!”
repliad Bunter, grinning from one fat
ear to the other. Certainly he would
have liked Stacey to leave—Btacey
having kicked him alopg the Remove
passage |

“P'm ]glad to hear you say so, Ralph |
I don't hke you being dependent on old
Wharton, ‘I‘Yhu old h:i means well, no
doubt, but I never liked him, and I sup-
poss you like Lim no more than I do.”

This, it seemed, was the Stacey brand
of gratitude !

It is not a small matter for the old
colonel to take up s penniless relative,
provide for him, snd send him to a
school like Gréyfriars. But it weighed
for little or nothing with s shiftless
adventurer whose son was head boy of

the. Remove., ]
“I've got & chance,” went on Caplain
Stacey. "It means ng abroad.
Ralph—you'll like that, think. You
uaeg to like our runs on the Continent,
I've been offered the managoment of a
vacing ‘stable near Paris, Unless you're

keen to stay on at Greyfriars, 1I'd be
glad to take you with me—L fancy you'd
joy life thers more than at aol.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “Yes!"

“Ip that caze Tou can tell iﬂm rela-
tion, Wharton, what you think of him,
and old Wharton, too, if you like 1" said
Captain Stacey. “Qur position will be
a Iairly assured one, and we shall have
no further use for that old donkey 1™

“Dh crurabs 1

“ What did you say, Ralph?"”

“I—I geid good! Finel Ripping

“I'm glad! Think it over write
to me in next few days. I'll let your
headmaster know that you will not be
coming back next term, .- you finally
decide to share my luck, Ralph !

“Yen, rather! I—I've decided
a]readjr,’: gasped Bunte:;ﬂ GeLa
o re cutting us 2 od-bya,
Ral ?E

E Macxer Lisrant.—No. 1,433

!'I'l'

THE MAGNET
" Good-bye 1™

The eaplain rang off. )

Billy Bunter replaced the receiver on
the hooks.

He chucklad.

Stacey had kicked him along the Re-
mova passs for nothing, so far as
Bunter could make out! Now he had
put a sgoke in Stacoy’'s wheel |

Whether Stacey wented to stay on sk
Greyiriars or to share his father's rather
shiftless and uncertain fortupes, Bunter
had not the faintest idea—bmt he con-
sidered the former more probable,

Captazin Stacey, howcever, had cer-
tainly got the impression--over the tele-
phona—that Ralph was eager to leave!

Whether the misunderstanding would
be eleared  up bofore Captain Stacey
wirote to the headmaster Bunter could
not tell, but he hoped moet| He would
be glad if Stacey went |

Azqrhuw, he had put a spoke in the
beast’s wheel! That was a malter for
satisfaction to the Owl] of the Remove,

Bunter's: setisfaction lasted exactly
ten minutes—that being the space of
time that elapsed before Mr., Quelch
arrived in the study,

Bunter was taking a rest in his Form-
master’s armchair, thmkm%; with a
grinping face, of the trick he had played
on the telephone, when the door opened
and the Remove master cama in,

The fat Owl bounded out of the cheir.

Mr. Quelch stared at him. Deep in
examination papers, he had probably
forgotten that he had told Bunter to
wait in the study.

" Oh, Bunter I"* ho said.

"Ye-es, sir,” stammered Bunter,
“You—yon told me to wait for—

I—I—I've w-waited a—a long tima, sir!

I—=F've been here hours, sir ™

“Tt is only one hour since T sent you
hero, Bunter!” '

“Oh! I—I mean—="

Me. Quelch picked u
he laid 1t down again. Bunter syed him
hopefully. Parhaps the Remove master
considered that en hour of dismal
apprehension was sufficient punishment
for Bunter's transgressions. Anyhow,
he laid down the cane, much to the fat
Owl's relief.

*1I shall cane you severely, Bunter, if
you trespass in the headmaster’s garden
again without leave,” he said. * You
may go! Find Wharton and tell him to
comse to my stu{?qr at onca !

“0Oh, yes, sir!’

“One moment, Bunter! You do not
know who squirted the ink over you in
the headmaster’s garden {*

“N-n-no, sir 1"

“You sew nothing of him 7

“N-n-no, sir |

“Yery well! You may pgol
Wharton hera at once !”

" Yes, sir i

Bunter was gled to escape from the

hiz cana. But

Bend

study. e was alse glad to carry that
message to Harry Wharton, unter
had a stro icion that it was Whar-
ton who had squirted the ink—in which

case he hoped that Wharton would get
a jolly %aod Iicking for plaving tricks
in the Head's garden. Billy Buntor
went up to the HRemove passage in
quite & cheerful mood.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
On the Carpet!

o 00K it 1"
H “Oh, really, Wherton—*"
Slam |

The door of Study No. 1
closed almost nn Bunter's fat little nose,
He gave a sport of wrath.
Harry Wharton did not seem to be in
a good temper.

As & matter of fact, he was not! Ha
was in his study, reading a letter from
home, when Billy Bunter arrived there,

Tho letter was from Colonel Wharton,
It was not the kind of letter to make &
?:l_!c-w aither good-tempered or cheerful,

t ran:

“Dear Harry,—I have considered
the matter with the greatest care, but
I have no alternative but fo send you
to anather school next term,

“The headmaster desires that either
vou or Ralph should leave, and Ralph
appears to ba perfectly innocent of
offenca,

“Your Form-master's reportz this
term have given me great pain_and

distress, and I am aware that you have
more than opce narrowly escaped
cxpulsion.

“How am I to helieve that the
offender was Ralph, and that a mis-
take of identity was made owing to
the resemblance between yout? Mr.
Quelch iz convinced that you gre the
offender, and your headmaster hes
only refrained from &xpeli:’n%w you
because he fears that there may be the
faintest possibla shadow of doubt.

“Your nnecle,

" Tames WHaRTON. M

There was deep, intense anger Iin
HHarry Wharton's face as he read that
letter over again for the fifth or aixth
time. He was not to come back to
Creyiriara the following term, hut
Stecey was to come back. His enemy
had beaten him all along the line.

He had clung to the belief that, zome-
liow, tho truth would come out: that it
was impossibla for trickery and
ircachery to succeed in the long run.

But it looked like it mow! He was
to go—and Ralph was to stay! And
ha was innocent of wrongdoing—and
Stacey was the most thoroughs
going young rascal in the school! The
torm was near its end; and with the
last days of the termn the sands of life
at Greyfriars were running out. MHe
clenched his hands in helpless anger.

It was not against his uncle that he
felt that bitter anger and resentment.
Only tog clearly he knew what & blow
this was to the old colonel, driven te
losa hiz faith o him. It was not even
against Quelch.  Btacey, with a cun-
ning beyond his years, a cunning he
had learned in his cehiftless life with
his scapegrace father, had fooled both
of them—as easily as he had fooled
most of the fellows in the Hemove.

Was it possibla that such raczcality
could prosper? .

Wharton could net believe it. And
vet—only a few days more, and he
would he gone, not to return—leaving
his enomy in triumph.

The door opencd again.

“1 zay, Wharton——" .

“Will you get out, you fat idiot7%
roared Wharton.

“I1 say, don't be so jolly shirty, old
chap! I laven't come here to lick
you feor squirting that ik over mel”

“Wh“?”S“ ed Wharton,

“1 fancy Quelch is going, to lick you,
and serve yon Jolly well right if he
does ! said Bunter, "1 say—24

“Get out, fathead!®

“Bul, I say—"'

Wharton grasped the door end

hurled it shut again.

There was s yelp in the passage.
This time Billy Bunter’s flat nose had
not escaped.

"“Waow-oow! Owl Oh! Beastl]”

The door Jdid not open agsin.

Bunter yelled through the keyhole:

“Beast! Quelch wants you in his
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EVERY SATURDAY

Rilly Bunter was masticating toffee when he heard a rustle In the thick wistaria behind him. Next moment, 3 hand came
through with a squirt in if.- Squiiiissh ! Something wet and clammy eaught Buntar in the back of the neek. It was Ink!

ﬂtud{i If you keep him waitin
ou'll get it hotter, and I jolly we
Em vou will! ¥ahi”

‘harton jerked the door open.

“You fat 1diot! Why couldn’'t you
say s0?' ha  hooted. “TI'll jolly
wel]—"’

But Bunter was already seudding up
the passage.

Harr %‘Fharte}n crumpled his uncle's
latter inte his pocket and tramped
away to the stairs. He passed Vernon-
Smith coming up; and the Bounder
gava him a curious look.

“What's up ™ he asked.

“Quelch wants me—mora trouble, I
supposa 1” growled Wharton. *“8ome
mora of Btacer’'s dirty tricks, I dare
E-ﬁ"-.“

Y[ wouldn't go to Quelch scowling
lilke that, old chap!* said BSmithy,
with a grin. “Put on a smilat”

“ Fathead 1™

Wharton did not put on s =mile.
Hp tramped down the stairs with a
black brow.

However, as he neared Mr. Queleh’s
study, he realised that the Bounder’s
advice was pgood, and he compdsed
himself. His faco was calm, 1I not
cheerful, 23 he tapped st his Form-
master’'s doo~ and entered.

Ho fully expected to find
Iooking grmm and stern; and his
expectations were realised. The
Remove mastor was very grim indeed.

Wharton's lips sét.

0Of late, he %?a&d begun to hope that
Quelech was begineing to sce his mis-
take; “his Form-master’s manner had
certainly become kinder., Now he
could eee at a glance that the Remove
master was in his old mood again.
Something had happened fo revive his
bitter E.m_qudlcﬂ. nat it was Whar-
tonn had not the faintest idea; but he
did not need telling that his enemy
had been at werk.

ueleh

“YWharton! You were in the head-
master’s garden this afterncon.”
Harry stared at him,

Heo had expected something more
serious than this, A fellow might get
lines, or even a licking, for trespassing
in the headmasfer's private garden;
but it was ha a matter serious
enough to ecall up that portentous
frown to Quelch’s brow.

“No!” snapped Wharton. “I sup-
pose it's no good telling vou thatif I'm
supposed to have been secen there, it
was another fellow | You won't
believe me."?

He toock 1t for granted that Stacey
had been seen, and that it was the
dismal business of mistaken identity
over agein. Bo Mr. Quelch’s rejoinder
came as a surpriso to him.

“Yeou wera nut seen there, Whar-
ton.”

“Certainly I was not, as I was never
there,” answered Harry. “But I sup-
posed, from what vou said, sir, that it
was ancther mistake.”

“You deny having beea there?”
“Certainly I dol’

Mr., Quelet’s lip curled cﬁntemﬁt-
uously, Wharton's face set hard. He
was not belicved—as usuall

“You were aware, Wharton, that it
has been my custom, recently, to sit in
the arbour in the Head's garden, ‘to do
some work there i

“I've heard of 1t, sic.”

“You knew that I should be there
this afternoon ™

“1 never thought about it."”

“When you came to this study to fell
me that you could not find Btadey to
take his telephone call, you saw me
about to leave the study with- &
number of piapers. Did you immedi-
ately proceed to the Head's garden and
lie In wait for me therei”

*1 did not.”

"Did you conceal yourself behind the
arhour—with a squirt of ink——"
“Oh, my hat—— I mean, no, sir!¥

~ "And did you, hearing someones
mside the arbour, snppose that it was
I, and sguirt ink gver the person
there 7"

“Oh ecrumbs ™

“And drench Bunter with ink—in
mistake for me?” asked Mr. Quelch, in
a grinding voice.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Which ?
ARRY WHARTON  stared

H black!v at his Form-master.

He had heard about Billy

Bunter’s misadventure, with-

out giving it much heed. Hizs own
little troubles ocoupied his mind. But
now he understood that the matter was
more serious than the inking
Bunter. :

Several fellows had surmised that the
fat {dwl had got what was intended for
Queleh. Now Wharton realised at
once that 1t was so.

And who was Quelch to suspect, but
the worst boy in his Form—the boy
to whom he had bcen severs and unjust
all that term?® Wharton was a do
with a bad name now—to be suspecte
of gnything and everything!

Who had done it?

Some reckless ass—but who? In all
the Remove only the Bounder was
reckless enough to play such a irick
on his Formi-master. Was it Smithy?

Wharton coild not even  begin to
irgms'm Only he knew, of course, that he
iimself had had no hand in it

Mr. Quelch stood. waiching his face
with a hard, cold, searching atare. It
wag clear that he did not doubt.

Tue Magxer Lisrary.—No, 1,433,
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*Had you sucteeded in vour inten-
tion, Wharton, you would hava been
taken before your headmaster and
irstantly expelled from . Greyiriars!”
said Lf:r. lech. “Fortunately for
you, & foolish boy had preceded me
there, and he was your victim instead
of myself.” .

“Is it Em{t usa tel‘.mﬁ‘
never went there at all?
bitterly. j

“No—as I have proof!” said Mnr
Queleh. “I am aceustomed to your un-
scrupulous  denials,  Wharton, and
attach no importance whatever to
them. "

“Proof | repeated Harry.

“¥ou wera not aware
asked Mr. Quelch grimly.

“There caunot be any proof of what

vou that I
asked Harry

of that?"

never  happensd, sirl” answered
Harry as quietly as he could. "I was
not there.”

“You have missed your eap?”

X cap?”  repeated Wharton
blankly. "No. I've been wearing s
straw hat this afternoon. My capl

What has my cap to do with it1"

Mr., Quelch picked up a cap from a
ehair, and laid it on a table before
him. Wharton stared at it. It was
his cap, with hisz name in it

“That cap was picked up behind the
arbour, whera you pushed through the
créepers to squirt imk over the person
inside, Wharton.™

Wharton stared at the cap. Then
he burst into a harsh, angry laugh.

The mystery was a mystery to him
no  longer. He lknew who had
equirted the ink. If his cap had been
found on the zpot, it had been deliber-
stely placed thera to be found, and it
was the act of his enemy

That cap proved to Mr. Quelch that
the culprit was Wharton, To Wharton
it proved that the culprit was Stacey.

Mr. Quelch stared at him angrily.

“Waarton! If you think this a
laughing  wmatter—" hs  began.
" Bilence! Have rou anything further
tﬂ' ﬂj?"

“Only this, sir!” answered Harry.
“I lelt my ecap in the lobby after
school, and any fellow who liked could
have taken it away. I think you
ought to be able to see that it was
taken for the special purposa of
leaving it wherae you found it.”

Mr. Quelch started.

That, obvious enough to Wharton,
had certainly not occurred to the Re-
move master for a moment.

“Wharton [ he exclaimed.

“Oh, put it down to me!” exclaimed
Wharton, with savage bitterness. “I
don’t eapect you to believe a word I
eay. Last term you would have taken
my word."”

“Last term I trusted you, Wharton,”

“You would trust me now if Stacey
had not come this term,"” zaid Harry
batéerly. “That cur—"

“Wharton

“1 tell you that cur has done thiz 1
almost shouwted Wharton, “He has
worked the ' double’ business for all it
was worth all through the term. And
now he's tried a8 new game. I dare
say he thought the old game was get-
ting a bit stale. ‘This i3 & new trick, I
tell you—" .

“ Do not raise your volce in my study,
Wharton."” Mr..Quelch spoke sharply,
but not so sharply as might heve been
expected, The doubt was reviving in
his mind.

Wharton calmed himself.

“I tell you, sir, I was nobt there at

all. And as it heppens, this time, I
can prove if, if you will give ma a
chance."
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“I should be only too glad, Wharton,

if you could do so; and I shall certainly

g

uele

“You've asked me where I was after
class to-dey, sir. Ask Stacey where he
wag, ™

“ Stacey ¥

“Ha couldn't be found when ho was
wanted on the telephone, He never
knew that a phone call vas coming,
and never thought he would be looked
for, and missed. But I looked for him
everywhers, and asked a dozen fellows
where he was, and nobody knew.”

“I have no doubt that he was out of
gates,” said Mr. Qlj;:.alnh. “There was
no reason why he should not be, I sce
no reason——"

“Let him say where he was, and with
whom, then ! exclaimed Wharton, his
eyes blazing, “I know he'll tell you
he was out of gates; and he'll tell you
that he was alome, too, He can't say
any man was with him out of gates,
because I jolly well know that ho was

Eﬂu every opportimity,’” said Mr.

in tha Head’s garden, playing this
rnttc::;l trick to land me in another
oW,

“Wharton !’

“He's not satished with my unecle
taking mo away at the end of the term;
ho wants me sacked ! panted Wharton,
“He wants to dish me at home as he's
dished me hers. I ecan prove that I
never was in the Head’s garden to-day.
You saw me yourself just before you
went there, as gou happened to ask
me to look for Biacey.”

“That 1 true; but you had time——"

Oh, yes, I had time!” said Harry
hitterly. “But as it happens, I knew
that Bunter was there. Stacey never
knew. He fancied it was you, when
he heard somebody in the summer-house.
But I kpew."

“You knew I" exclaimed Mr, Quelch,

“Yes: and that fool Bunter thinks I
inked him, because I knew that he was
there I'" snapped Wharton, " Bunter
doesn’t know that the ink was meant
for you; but you know it, and I j-:}]lir
well know it, Bunter thinks thag
followed him theroggnd did it™

Mr. Quelch caught his breath.

“ Bunter must bave heen there by the
merest chanece,” he said., “How did
you know that hte was there, Wharton—
if vou did know ™

“Becavse I followed him with my
friends as far as the Head's gate,™
answered Harry, “We were ﬂhﬂ.sin’g
him, and he dodged into the Head's
gﬂ.l‘&ﬂi‘l to get away.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
“Hae scudded up that path leading to
the arbour,”” went on Wharton, “ And

if I'd thought about the maiter at all,
I zhould have known that he was sit-
ting there chewing his toffees. I knew
that he was in the garden, And if von
ask Cherry, or Nugent, or Inky, ar Bull,
they'll tell you so.

Mr. Quelch stood silent.

That the ink had been squirted over
Bunter in the arbour in mistake for
himself, he was absolutely certain. But
if Wharton had known that Bunier was
en the spot, Wharton could not have
made that mstake.

The mistake had been made by some
fellow who did not know that Bunter
was in the gardem at all, That was
cartaimn. ;

Was it possible that the whole affair
was & trick—that a scheme had been
laid, which would have succeeded with-
out.& hitch, but for the unlocked-for
presence of Dunter in the arbour?

Who had crept behind the wistaria,
and listened for a sound of someone
within? Not Wharton, for he would
have known that it was Bunter.

Thera was & long silence iz Mr

ueleh’s study. Two or three times
the Hemove master n;;;ned hiz lips, and
closed them again. g did not know
what to say; he did not know what to
think,

Wharton was cool again now.

It was borne in on his mind that his
belief was justified—that trickery and
treachery could not succeed in the long
ruan.

The most cunningly laid schemas was
at the mercy of chance. Btacey, it was
probable, had not been able to sce a
single weak spot in this scheme.

Yet the unexpected telephone call from
his father, which had delayed Mr.
Quelch, and the happy chance that
Bunter h dodged into the Head's
garden during that delay, had knocked
the scheme to pieces.

Certainly there was no proof that the
delinguent was Stacey. But thero was
proof enough that it was not Wharton.
There was proof that it was an enemy
of Wharton, since his cap had been
E'ﬁﬂ.und there to furnish evidence against

1,

Mr. Quelch spoke at last.

* Wharton, I-—-I believe what you say.
I regret that I came to a conclusion
which now appears to be Incorrect,
You may go.”

Wharton left the study.

A quarter of an hour later Mr. Quelch
was speaking to his head boy., Btacey
stood where Wharton hed stood.

“Did you go out of gates after class
thiz afternoon, Stacey?” asked Mr.
Quelch,

“Yes, sir,”” answered Stacerw.

“In company with your friends?”

“No, sir. I went for a walk alone.”

Mr. Quelch felt a chill. Wharton had
said that Stacey would have to say that
he had gone out alone. And he had
sald it!

“Please tell me where you went,
Stacey 7’ said Mr. Quelch, very quietly,

“1 walked down to Pegp, sir.”

“Did you meet anyone you knew 2"

“ Mot that I remember, sir.”

“Or speak to anydne at Pegg who
may remember youi”

“MNo, sir. 1 walked elong by the

E.” ;

‘Mr. Quelch drew a deep breath.
Stacey, it was plain, could not give
any kind of evidence that he had been
out of gates at all. That might mean
nothing, or it might mean much.

“Yeou did not enter the Head's gar-
den this efternoon, Stacey ™ .

Stacey raised his eyebrows in surprise.

“The Head's garden, sir? That is
out of bounds for jumiors.”

“Please answer my question [V

“No, sir,”

“It 15 a matter of some importance,
2tacey, for you fo prove, if possible,
where you were during the hour after
class to-day. Can you not recall a
single person who saw you during your
wuﬁc, and might remember having seen
youf

“I am sorry, sir; I cannot, as 1t
happens.” :

Mr. Quelch suppressed a sigh,

“Very well, Stacey; you may go.”

Stacev's heart was beating rather fast
as he went down the passage.

That fool, Bunter, had spoiled every-
thing, He was doubted and suspected
now; or if he was not suspected, 1t was
something very near it. DMr. guelch
sat for & long time in troubled and

afiniql thought alter the head boy had
eft him,

Had he been deceived, deluded, hood-
winked, by a boy cunning beyond his
vears? ad he condemned his former
head boy, not for having done wrahg,
but for having been the victim of a
plotting and unsecrupulous epemy? It



was borne In bn him, more and more,
that it was so.

One thing was cectain—he -had to
know the truth, Before that term came
to its end he had to know, beyond the
gshadow of & doubt, which of the
doubles of his Form was the one that
deserved to be kicked out of Greyiriars,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Fishy is Put Wise !

i EARCH mo!" murmured Fisher
§ T. Ilish.

Fishy's Lkeen, sharp eyes
~ gleamed. There was intense
curiosity in Fishy's lean face as

watched the fellow who was eoming up
the towing-path by the shinin Eagh

It was a half-holiday at (gre-.'friats
School, and Fisher T. Figh had been
ﬁpen:ﬁnpf his leisure hours in & manner

eculiarly grateful and comforting to

is businesslike nature. That morning

Fisher T. Fish had bovght & elock from
a hard-up fellow in the Shell for half-
a-crown. In the aflternoon he had
walked down to Mr, Lazarus’ second-
hand shop in Courtfield, and sold the
clock for four-and-six!

Being two shillings to the good on the
transaction, Fishy was almost tempted
to spend fourpence on a bus fare, and
save tho wallt back to tho school.

But he resisted the temptation | Four-
pence was not a large sum; but it was,
after all, fourpence. It waz a hot July
afternoon, and Fishy was not particu-
larly sctive: he would have preferrud
the bus. But, aifter all, he would
vrecover from fatigue, but he never would
recover from the loss of fourpence. 8o
ho walked.

Heo took that welk casy. Ho had lots
and lote of timo to get back before tea.

He could not, of course, tea out, like
nmany fellows did, and cut the school tea.
The school tea was patd for. Mot to
consuma what was paid for would have
seemed to Fishy an act savouring of
lunacy. He was no such gink, geck, or
bonchead !

But there was & long time before tea,
and Fishy ssuntered homeward by way
of the river, taking frequent rests. The
scenery by the river was lovely, and
though Fishy did not care much for
scenery in itself, it was something he got
for nothing, so 1t was all to the good.

At the present moment Fishy was
seated, resting his tired, bony limbs in
the pgrateful shade of the high, thick
hawthorns that grew along & fence. Tho
fenee enclosed the grounds of that dis-
reputable resort, the Three Fisher's inn.

here wers feliows who sneaked into
that disreputable place to play billiarda
on half-holidays, but Fishy was not ono
of them. Fishy was not, perhaps,
blessed with very high principles, but?ﬁa
had a good allowance of what he called
hoss-sonze, and he did not “see ' lottin
any of hie cash slip into the greasy hands
of Mr. Joe Banks.

Fishy, as he sat with his back to the
fenco in the shade, was not thinking of
tho Three Fishers or ita attractions, near
as he was to tho place. He was furning
over in his bony Ennds a pocket-knife of
which one blade was broken, '

_He bhad given Russell of the Remove
sixpence for it a few days ago, in the
hope of selling it for twice as much
later. 8¢ far he had found no pur-
chaser, he was bagmning to feel a
doubt ‘whether he would, after all, make
& gmﬁt on the transaction,

Such a doubt was very psinful to
Fishy’s business-like mind. It cast a
shadow on the happiness he had derived
from makmg two shillings profit on the
Shell fellow's clock |

scallawag !

EVERY SATURDAY

Bui Fishy forgot even profit and loss, TFisher T. Fish waved & bony hand as

as he saw a Remove fellow coming up
tho river-bank.

Ab the distance ho knew that it was
cithce Wharton or Stacey; but even his
keen, sharp eyes could not tell him
which,

When the fellow came closer, he would
know, At close range the doubles of
the Hemove could be distinguished from
oite another,

And Fishy was very curious.

For he had no doubt that the black
glieep—whichever he was—was heading
for the Three Fishers. .

Every now and then the junior, as 1he
came, stopped and glanced round, with
an air of glancing at the river or the
sky; but, in reality, to look behind nim,
and make sure that the coast was clesr—
as Hmﬁf spotted at once. And Fishy,
ecrcenod from view in the hawthorns,
carefully kept himself out of view, so
that the jumor should not spot him.

That dubious question whether 1t was
Wharton or his relative who was the
black $hﬂﬂP of the Remove, causad much
division of opinion in the Form. Harry
Wharton's own _friends- stoed by him,
but most of the Form took Stacey’s side,
as Mr. Quelch did.

The Bounder was one of Wharton's
party—but the Bounder's own reputa-

fionn was a rather *juiley ” one. Billy

uicy !
Bunter had d-e::I&réld that he had
actually seen Btacey at the Three
Fishers—but Billy Bunter’s word was
not taken by any -:rdgi It looked as if
Fisher T, Fish was, a lucky chance,
in a position to resolve that dubious
potnt—and he had ne scruple whatever
about watching a fellow and ecatching
him nupping;,

So, carefully keeping in cover, Fishy
gat and watched,

The junior came.nearer and nearer,
Ho ztopped at last, at » shert distance
from the inn gate on the towpsth, and
stood locking about him.

Fishy grinned in the hawthorns.

The fellow was making sure that no
ons was about before he went in.
Obviously he had no suspicion that a
Emlr of sharp eyes were watching him
rom the bushes near the gate.

He was not ten feet from Fishy now,
and the American junior was able to
wdentify him bevond doubt. It was
Stacey |

“Stacey ! breathed Fisher T, Fish.
“1 guess I've spotted that jay a few!
Yepl T'll say I've sure cinched that
guy! And I guess I'm going to sur-
prisa him some "

And Fishy grinned.

Satisfied at last that. no one was
asbout, the junior miade a sudden dive
at the inn gate, opencd it, and passed
1.

Tp jumped Fisher T. I'ish.

Hiacey, hurrying up the path, was a
dozon feet from the gate, when Fishy
T., Fish’s bony face looked over it,
grinning, _

“Say ™ called out Fishy.

Stacey started violently, and spun
round. He stared blankly at the bony
face Ermum_g' over the gate.

Fishy's grin widened, extending from
ear to car. Never had he been so
tickled to death, as he would have
described it.

“Sav, Stacey, vou sure are meander-
mg out of bounds 1Y chuckled Fisher T.
Fish, “I'll tell & man you are some
I puees this baby will put
gsome of the fellows wisel . ¥ou
even took me in.  Pll eay I figured
that it was Wharton who was playing
the giddy goat! Yep!”

Stacey stared at him, his face almost
pale with rage, his hands clenched.
was taken utterly aback by that sudden
and unexpected discovery,

‘was not s dozen paces

him. He turned from the gate, and
jerked away dowg the towpath.

had news for the Remove fellows
when he got back ta the school, But he
fromn the gete
when he heard pattering footsteps
behind him, and turned, grinning, to
face the black sheep of the Remove. -

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Business First !
RALPH STACEY came up, pant-

ing.
Hiz hands wera clenched, his
eyes glittering. Fisher T, Fish
watched him warily, prepared to dodge
at an outbreak of {wstihtfﬂm
_Stacey, it was certain, would have
liked nothing better than to have
mopped up the towpath with Fishy's
bony person. But he restrsined his
rage. Thrashing Fishy would have
been a satisfaction, but it would not
have kept Fishy's tongue quiet. It
would have had the opposite effect.
That Fishy intended to pass on his
discovery to all the Remove was clear.
A thrashing might have induced him to
pass it on to Mr. Queleh alsol
“IHold on!” panted Stacey. .
“Bure I”  assented Fishy amiably.
“Chuckin’ it up, and gowg back to
echool, like 8 good boy? Like to mose
along with me?” he chortled. “Say, I’ﬁ
mention that you'rs a deep scallawag,
Stacey | You've made all the guys
believe it was Wharton—even me, and I
uess I cut eye-teath early in Noo
‘ark! I'll tell 8 man, you sure are
pizen meat |
“Keep this dark I” muttered Stacey,
Fisher T. Fish laughed derisively,

‘' Not in your lifetime !" he retorted.
*I guess I ain’t got nothing agin Whar-
ton! I guess I ain’t helping vou to tell
lies and pull the wool over everybody's
optics? Why should I

“I'va seen Wharton kick wyou!®
iﬂﬁﬁﬂi Stacey. “Have you forgotten

(21 A

Fishy gave a reminiscent wriggle.

. “Mebbe 1 he mssented. ”gnd roil
sure banged my cabeza yourself in my
squgethe other day ! I ain’t forgot that,
neither.”

“Will you keep this dark

“Nope I answered Fisher T. Fish
*i':;?,ﬂ:"* *I sure will not. Why should

Stacey made a stride at him, his eyes
blazing. Fisher T, Fish hopped quickly
back. He waved the enraged scapegrace
off with a bony hand.

“ Pack it ug 1" advised Fishy. “J1 sura
couldn't handle you, Stacey-—but Quelch
could, old-timer! You lay a finger on
me, . bo, and I'll put Quelch wise, a3 well
the puvs in the Remove! DBack on
that ™

“I'm not going to touch youl”
breathed Stacey. _

“You sure are wise!” agreed Fishy,
with a grin. “ Quelch H‘ﬂ“ﬁrbﬂ glad to
know which of you gocs slong to the
Threa Fishors.”

Stacey almost choked with rage.

Common prudence should hava
restrained him from breaking bou
and 'plaving . the blackguard, when he
knew that Mr. Quelch had already
begun to doubt him. The term, too, was
so near its end | DBut the reckless urga
of blackguardism in his nature was not
to be denied.

He had long been sick of the restrainta
of a decent school. Carefully as he kﬁ?t
up appearances at Greyfriars, carefully
as he oultivated the good opinion of the
Remove fellows, he sometimes wondered
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whether the pame was worth the candla,
and longed for the old, shiftless life with
his apendthrift father. R
Only the hope of cutting his rivel cut
at home, of ousting Harr rton, and
-beconting the heir of Wharton '
kept him up to the mark., But even that
could not keep him straight.

He had had many narrow escapes
Now the gama was up if Fisher T. Fish
talked—as evidently he intended to do.

Fishy watched him with malicious
amusemneit. He had the guy just where
he wanted him.

It amused Fishy to know that Stace
longed to smash him right and left, an
dared not lay s hand on him.

But Fisher T. Fish's expression gradu-
niiﬁ changed. _ :

is acute transatlantioc brain was
working. It dawned on Fishy that this
chance discovery might be worth more
‘to him thanp the mere pleasure of chew-

ing the rag.

ﬁla roped in hia pocket for the
Ernken-%)lnded pocket-knife. Fishy had
long sought = ﬁurchmr for that bar-
gain in vain. He now that he
had found ome. T

Business ceme first with Fishy. And
he guessed, reckoned, and caleulated
that here was an opportunity of doing
a stroke of business.

“Look &t thatl” he
casually.

Stacey stared at ik

“Wheat do you mean, you fooli” he
snarled. : )

“I'm selling that pocket-knife,” ex-
plained Fisher T. Fish, in the same
casual tone. “One blade's gone, but I

ess & noo blade could be fitted, and
it's sure worth it, Like to buy it?”

Stacey, quick-witted as be was, did not
catch on for the moment.

“You dummy, I don’t want to buy
vour rubbish 1" ha snapped.

“0.K.,” eaid Fishy coolly. "I guess
I'll be beating it, then, and I've sure

ot some surprising noos for the guys at
gm school. &'long | '

“Hold on!” gasped Stacey.

“Yepl” Fisher T. Fish turned back.
“ Changed your mind ™ y

Stacey's enraged eyes searched hia
mean, cunning, bony face. He had
caught on now.

“TH buy 161" he said. .

Good i:mn 1’; said fmhe;m‘% I.:F‘?h
approvingly. "I gueseit'zsa mife,
Rl _yuu’?] sure be glad you gave fve
shillings for k"

“ Five shillings I” repeated Stacey. He
knew that the bueiness man of the
Remove had been hawking that dam-
aged pocket-knife, in vain, at the price
nfﬂna shilling 1

“ Jest that I amiled Fisher T. Fish.

Btacey looked at him Igi:g and hard,
Then, without another word, he placed
t-wudha!i-erﬂwns in the American’s bony

and,

He mede no motion to tfake the
pocket-knife, which he certainly did not
want; but Fishy held it out to him,

"fnurn 1" said Fishy cheerfully.

"I don't want it 1" snarled Btacey.

“MTake it, bo, as it's yourn! You
figure that I’'m teking spondulics off you
for nixesi” said Fisher T. Fish. * What
are yom getting ati®

Figher T. Fish could hardly have had
any doubt s to the real nature of that
peculiar transaction. But he was not
going to admit it, even to himself.

He guessed, reckoned, snd calculated
that he was selling Stacey a pocket-
knife. If Btacey had particular ressons
for piving a long price for it, that was
the guy's own funeral, Fishy guessed,
and no pesky concern of his.

Stacey slipped the Lknile into his
. pocket with a contemptuons sneer, The
Tue MicyErT LisrarY.—No. 1,433
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two half-crowns disappeared into Fishy's
pocket, ;B

“¥ou're keeping it dark!” breathed
Stacey.,

*1 guese T ain’t in any hurry to chew
the rag,” remarked Fisher T. Fish.
“'Tain’t my funeral what you do on &
half-holiday, big boy! Say, you come
along to my study some time, and I
guess I can show you a few things that
will intevest you & whole lot. 1 guess
I'd like to clear some of them hefore
the end of the term.” _

Stacey repressed his desire to plant a
clenched fist in the bony, sharp face. He
nodded.

“T'll look in I he said.

“0.K. 1" said Figher T. Fish, cheerily,
and he walked awsy with his jerky steps
down the towpath.

Stacey stood looking affer him with
gleaming eyes.

He was under Fishy's bony thumb;
and th% was not going to let him off
hghtl{;ﬁ_ ut_he was safe, at all events,
from ;I;ﬁ‘ shown up in his true colours
st the aol, and that was what he
wanted.

- Having watched Fish's bony figure
jerk out of sight, ha turned back to-
wards the Three Fishers. :But he did
not enjoy hiz game of billiards with Mr.
Joe Banks that afternoon. -

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
No Pie For Bunter!

L ODDY, old chap!”
! - "Bhut upl” said Toddy old

chap. :
“I'm going down to
supper.”
“Good ! Gol”?
“But I want you to come, old

fellow,” said Billy Bunter affectionately.
“I shouldn't care for Bupper without
vour com'?un{'lv, old thing.”

Poter Todd stared at his fat study-
mate in astotighment. This affectionate
desire for his company was rather new
on Bunter’s part.

Poter 'was sitting in Study Ne. 7 after
prep, reading a letter from his cousin,
Alonzo Todd., He had had that letter in
his pockaet all day, and after prep he
found time to read it.

It needed time, for the good Alonzo
WAS ﬁxt.re:mu|¥ ong-winded, and his
letter covered four closely written pages.

Peter was ploughing thr:::gh 1t
patiently when ﬁunter interru him.

He looked up from Alonzo’s letter and
stared at Bunter. Bunter, for his part,
was looking at a little parcel on the
study table. Xven whila speaking so
afectionately to Toddy, Bunter's ayes

and spectacies were glued on that
parcel.

And Toddy, {ollowing his ﬂanue,
understood. Therse was a steak-and-

kidney pie in that parcel.

The school supper was, in the opinion
of the =mchool authorities, and
healthy and ample. Thera was bread
and chaesa and a slab of cake for every
man who came. Plonty of fallaws, how-
ever, preferred to vary that diet, good
and healthy as it was, and they were
allowed to take in extraa to supper. On
this oceasion Peter was taking a pie.

Evidently Bunter had spotted the pie,
which was why he was so affectionately
anxious for Peter's company.

“You fat chump I said Peter, and he
returned to the leiter,

“Oh, really, Peater——"

“Cheese it 1"

“1 say, chueck that letter away; you
don’t want to read Alonzo's zilly gabbla
now I urged Bunter., " You'll be lafe
for supper.”

¥Give us a rest.™

“Well, look here, shall T earry down
that parcel for you?” asked Bunter. “I
don't know what's in it. I never heard
you tell Bob Cherry that you were going
te have a stesk-and-kidney pie for
supper.”

‘Oh, my hat 1 said Poter.
upf carry it down for you,"” said
Bunter, and he reached out a fat hand
to the parcel,

he next moment s fearful yell rang
through Etudgv No. 7, and the fat paw
was snatched away. Pater, always
prompt in action, had picked up a ruler
and rs.ppad.

“Owl” roared Bunter.  Wow |
Beast] Wow! I won't carry it down
for you now! Yow-ow-ow!”

“You won't.” agreed Peter. *“Now

shut up !l I say, Alonzo mentions you in
thizs letter. He hasn't forgotten you,
Buntar. He says ho hopes you have

grown less greedy and untruthful—"

“Beast!” .

“Borry I can't give him any good
news [ said Peler.

“Yah |”

Bunter rolled out of the study, rub-
bing his fat knuckles,

e was not interested in Alonzo
Todd’s inquiries aftex him, His designs
on the pie had been frustrated, and he
was anxious not to be late for supper.

Peter Todd put the letter into his
pocket—to finish reading it at s=ome
other tima. He often had lengthy
epistles from Alonzo, and he generally
read them on the instalment system.

He picked up hia parcel and followed
the Owl of the Remove downstairs.

At the supper table, Billy Bunter was
ne%uhatmg bread and checse, with o fat
and gloomy brow.

Ho hed no doubt that Peter would
let him have & whack in that pie; but
Peter was going to let other fellowa
have a whack in it also, and one whack
was not enough ‘for Bunter. The whole
pie would have been hardly enough.

Unwrapped, the steak-and-kidney pie
looked nice—very nico! Several fellows
were interested 1n it as well as Bunter.
Billy Bunter eyed it hungrily as Peter
plunged a knife into the erust,

“I say, Peter!” gasped Bunter, gs a
brilliant ides shot into his fat brainm.
Bunter's podgy intellect did not usually
work swiftly; but if anything could
make it work it waa the prospect of
tuckf" “1 say, old chap, Quelch wanis
you

** Quelch I repeated deﬂif.

Yes; he called to me a3 I came down,
and said he wanted you in his study.”

“Oh, blow ! grunted Peter.

He rose from his chair to leave Hall
Az he did so, & sharp voice made Billy
Bunter jump out of his seat, and almost
out of his skin,

“Bunter |7

“Oh e¢rikey 1™ gasped Bunter, staring
round in alarm. e had not hed the
faintest idea that Mr, Quelch had come
inte Hall.

But he had! There he was, only six
feet from Bunter, glaring at him with

imlet eves that seemed to bore into the
at Owl of the Remove,

Poter looked at him, and looked at
Bunter. Then he understood, and sat
down agaln, grinning.

“Bunter |” execlaimed Mr. Quelch.
“What do you mean by making that
utterly untruthiul statement to Todd 1

“1 didn't, sir ! gasped Bunter.

“Whatt" L
_ ¥ I=I mean it—it was ony a jig-jig-
ml-{.a, sic 1" stottered Bunter. “1 was
only pip-pip-pip—"

"xlggu were what?"ﬂ_ Todds's 1

“1 was pip-plip-pulling Toddy's leg,
sir I” stutlered the hapless Owl, "I—I
wasn't going to touch that pie while ke
was gone, sir =
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“ I say, old chap,"” sald Bunter, as Pefer Todd pl
Peter could leave Hall, however, a sharp velce m

Mr. Quelch.

“'That pie |” ejaculated Mr. Quelch.
There was & chortle along the supper

table.

“Yez sirl mean, no, sl I—I
never naw T-nddy had a pie at all!
Toddy will tell you so, slrl offered to

carry it down for him.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Bunter | You utterly untruthful and
unserupulous  boy ¥ thundered Mr.
Quelch.

“Is it Fﬂsalblﬁ that you in-
tended to send

supper-table in order to appropriate a
comestible belonging to him 1

“Yas, sir—I mean, no, sirl
of the sort | I—I don't like steak-an
kidney pies, sir]| DBesides, I didn’t know
it was s steak-and-kidney piel
didn't see it at all, sir "

“You will take fifty lines, Bunter!
And leave Ha.ll at once I”

“Oh erikey [

“At once " rapped Mr. Quelch.

“1 haven't had my supp-ar
gas d Bunter.
have no doubt tha.t youl haw: had
sufficient, Bunter; but, if not, you will
lose your supper, as a punlbfllnent for
vour unfruthfulness I"t
“'Dh lor” I*

odd away from the

sgir |*

“"Go ¥
“Oh crikey !
I—IBIIIHF Bunter rolled dismally out of
A
Nob only was he not geing to get a
whack in Toddy's pie, but even read
and cheese and cake wera denied him.

Gm:;nmg glances followed him as he
wen

But Bunter did not grin. Bunter did
not feel like grinning!

If Quelch hm:l gwEn hml hundreds of
lines, if he had ? h:m. Bunter
could have hﬂl‘ﬂﬂ it! But mmamg- 8
meal was too terrible a Emm shment! Tt
was awful! Tt was fearful! There was
no help for it—and Bunter went; grosn-

N:}thltl{_:; |

AL 2
ll“]lb':::::::ll'klh ' L

the fat Removlte,

f as he went. Like Cain of old, he
t hm punishment was groater thun ha
bear ]

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Done in the Dark!

ALPH STACEY sat up in bed.
R Midnight had chimed from the
cloek tower.

He zat, dim in the glimmer of
the summer stars at the windows, and
listened.

IFrom the row of white beds alon
BRemove dormitory, camo the deep,
steady breathing of sound sleepers.
Desper came the snore of Billy Bunter.

That snore was not so continuous as
usnel, however. No doubt the fat Owl's
slumber was a littla disturbed by tha
fact that he had missed his supper, and

tha

that there was an aching cavity in his %

wide ecircumisrence.

Every now and then Bunter's snore
died into a low, whirring rumbla,

Stacey sat for two or three minutes,
listening with keen, intent ears, befora
he stepped out of bed.

He slipped on trousers and slippers in
tﬁa dﬂark and on tiptoe moved scross to
thno

At the door he stopped, and stood
hst.en:mﬁ- again, 'WhlIE one lﬂ-ng minute
followed another. Stacey had not for-
gotten the night when he had gone out
of bounds snd Vernon-8mith had shut
him out of the House,

That was not going to happen again;
this night he was not going out of
bounds. His business was within the
House. But he wanted to be very sure
that no fellow was awake—especially
Harry Wharton or the wary Boundar.

Satisfied st last, he o fpened the door
silently and erept out of the dormitory.

Imal zﬂ

E N

'.;t

a knife into the ple-crust, * Quelch wanis you In his study !** Belors
¢ Bunter jump almost out of his skin.
“* What do you mean by making that uiterly untruthful statement to Todd ¢ **

** Bunter ! ** It was the volce of

“ Oh ertkey | ** gasped

With silent steps he trod down the
possage.

All was dark and silent below. The
latest master had gone to bed st mid-
night 1In all the great building of
Greyfriars School no one was awake at
thet hour. Had snyone been up, he
could not heve seen the figure fitti
in the deep darkness, or heard & soun
of the lightly creeping feet.

More cautiously than ever, if possible,
the midni hijpt‘uw er crept along when
he reache asters’ Paaﬁaﬁ

He reached the door of Mr. Quelch’s
study, opened it softly, end passed into

o room, c¢losing the door after him
without a sound.

The blackness 1n the room was
intenss. Btacey groped to the window
and pulled back the blinds.

The glimmer of starlight from the
open quad gave him light enough for
urpose. The glimmer, falling on
h:s ace, showed it white and set. It
was the face of a hard, ruthless, Jdea-
perate rascal.

Btacey was, in fact, desperate.

Hardly more than a week remained of
the tarm. And after that term he and
his rival would no longer be at the same
school.

Hard as it would be for Wharton to
leave his old school, his old friends, he
would, at least, be safe from the
machinations of his enemy when he wsaa
gone,

Stacey had not, perhaps, expected that
outcome of his long trickery and
treachery. But that was the nutmmar-»tl
was, .1l one way, & victory, but in
another a defeat. -

For if he was to succeed in the plan
he had marked out, if he waa to oust his
rival in the old colonel’s favour, he ha.d

Continued on page 16.)
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nut done enough yet, and when Wharton -

was gone he could do no mnore.

And at & new school Wharton would
soan prove he was not the hlack sheep
that i':e had been supposed to be at
Greoyiriars, and hs would inevitably
rogain his uncle's good opinion.

nless, in the ?ﬂ-ﬂ- few days that
remained, Stacey succesded in striking
a finishing blow, all that he had done
would go for nothing ! : :

That was why ho had played the trick
in the . Heed's garden. Had it gone
according - to plan, Harry Wharton
would have been oxpelled for a revenge-
ful attack on the Form-master who had
been unjust to him. But it had failed.

Several days had elapsed since then,
and the schemer’s active brain had been
busy. Stacey had a conscience of sorts;
but he etifled it. The stake was too
great for him to listen to the voice of
conscionce. He told himself savagely
that he was not going to remain & poor
relation, while the fellow he loathed had
evarything that he wanted !

During *hat term Wharton had been
suspected, distrusted, treated with in-
justice. He had repaid it with sullen-
ness, disrespect, sometimes insolence.
Matters had gone from bad to worse—
disrespect on one side, increasing
severity on the other. It was likely
enough that such a state of affairz might
lead to a rockless act of vengeance. ‘But
it had to be eclear, beyond the shadow
of & doubt, that that act was Wharton's.
It would have seemed clear enough had
the affeir in the Head's garden gone
according to plan.

That had failed. This time 3Btacey
was not going to fail |

This time the act would take place
while the whole school slept, and only
the schemer was wakeful !

Yet now that he stood in the Remove
master's study, the plan eut and dried,
the wretched schemer hesitated.

Ha stood in the glimmer of the stars
motionless for long minutes. Hard and
ruthless as he lookad, he hesitataed.

He wae tompted to throw up the whole
thing, to return guietly to the dormi-
tory, and let matters take their own
course !

If he had had an
If his father could
for him—

Billy Bunter little dreamed of the con-
sequences of his trick on the telephone.
(Of that telephone call Stacey knew
nothing. Bunter had no intention of
telling him, and, in fact, had almost
forgpotten it before this.

That Captein Btacey had new pro-
spectz, that he need not continue the
irksome life of & “poor relation”
unless he chose, the schemer waz quite
unaware. Ho knew, from Mr. Quelch,
that the captsin had rung up, and
proniised to ring up again; but thav
the second call had eome, nobody knew
but Billy Bunfer.

Had Btacey known it would have
made a difference.

At the bottom of his heart he would

Tre MicNeT LImRary.—No. 1,433.
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heve been glad to steer clear of un-
serupulous rascality. He disliked Whar-
ton—he liked to score over him, to
thwart him and defeat him; but he
shrank from actual villainy.

Had he only known what Bunter could
have told him, he would have gone back
to bed, and his latest dastardly scheme
would never have n carriad out; and
he would have been glad snd relieved.

But he did not know ! :

The last he had heard from his father,
the captain had been in difficulties,
owing to his ususl spendthrift reckless-
ness. He had no hope from that
guarter. :

He had to depend on himself, and
content himself with & poor relstion’s

lace, or oust his rival!l And it was the
P&H.ﬂl‘ that he determined on. His hesi-
tation was long, but it left him at last
determined, ruthless.

In the starry glimmer from the
window he r:zmm'ug the cork froin a
large bottle of indelible ink’ he had
brought with him.

That ink he proceeded to smear over
all iLher papers and books on the study
table.

Then he opened the drawers of the
writing-table, and dripped ink into each
of them in turn.

Ona of the drawers was locked. It
was that in which Mr. Quelch kept the
manuseripts of his celebrated * Histor
of Greyfriara "—a len h;’; literary work
that had occupied Quelen’s leisure hours
for many years.

There was & sharp crack as the lock
parted and the drawer was forced

open.

The indelible ink streamed over the
pile of manuscripts in the drawer.

Stacey’s work was done.

Some ink yet remained in the bottle.
He had a use for that, Quietly he left
the Bemove master's study.

In the morning, there would be a
terrific uprosr when the outrage 1in
that study was discoversad. Suspicion,
it was fairly certain, would turn on
the hlack sheep of the HRemove—the
fellow who had been on the bitterest
terms with his Form-master,

There would be & rigorous search
for the reckless ragger. And a stamn
of the indelible ink on a fellow’s clothes
would be considered an infallible clue.
How could it fail to bef

Yet what could be easier?

All were asleep in the Remove dor-
mitory—Wharton as fast asleep as the
rest. A sprinkle of the ink eon his
trousers—folded on a chair beside his
bed—a spot or two on his pyjamas, if
it could be done without awakenin
him. Then the bottle could be {
from the dormitory window! -

What could be ecasier, simpler?
Stacey had taken the greatest care to
get none of the ink on himself.

Thiz time, how could his cunnin
scheme fail? TUhnless; as was said o
old, great is truth, and it must pre-
vatl! Tnless it was true that ever
rascally scheme carried, within itself,
the seeds of its own defeatl Unless it
was true that & man Ieavmgl the path
of honesty was like a locomotive
leaving the metals—bound to run into
dizaster | ) ]

Stacey’s own experience m_lfh{' have
told him that that was so, if he had
been wise enough to learn from it.
But cnnninﬁ wag not wisdom !

Hilently, he crept up the stairs.

On tiptoe he approached the door of
the Remove dormitory, groplng alon
in the dark, the boftle in his hand.
And suddenly, in the dark, he felt the
touch of sn outstreteched hand, snd a
shudder of horror and terror ran
through him, and the bottla dropped
with & crash—and broka,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Is Hungry !

ILLY BUNTER ceased to snore.

B Several times that snore had

nlnimst ceased, but had rumbled

on
rumble.

Bunter sat up in bed.

Bunter was hungry !

Missing supper might have eecmed
to Mre. Quﬂiﬂl’r guite & light punish-
ment for the unveracious Owl! It waa
not light to Bunter | .

He had been slower than usual in
going to sleep that night. He had got
to sleep at last, but his slumber was
troubled. There was an aching weoid
in Bunter. FHe dreamed of steak-and-
kidney pies, and awoke at last so fear-
fully hungry that further slumber was
impossibla ! Missing supper, like
Machoth, had murdered slecp|;

“Oh lor' ! groancd Bunter.

He blinked along the sleeping dor-
mitory.

Evervbody else was fast asleap, as
was natural at s guarter past twelvo.
That ona bed was unoccupled Bunter
did not observe in the gleom. The

Mow it ceased atbt last to

beds wers dim shapes in the shadows
of night.

“] &ay, you fellows!” moaned
Bunter.

.INo anawer.

“1 gay, any of you fellows awake?"

Steady breathing was the only reply!
Nebody but William George Bunter
was awake in the Remove dormitory.

“ Beasts ! groaned Bunter. _

Heo settled down again., He laid his
fat head on the pillow and closed his
By s,

But it was in vain that he wooed
slumber !  Slumber would not come.
Instead of the rumble of Bunter’s

.snore, there was & gurgling rumble of

empty spaces inside Eunter.

He sat up again.

1 say, Toddy, old chap!™

Peter Todd slept soundly.

“1 say, Wharton |

No raply from Wharton.

Bunter breathed hard! It was
exactly like all these selfish beasts to
sleep when he was too hungry to sleep 1
Yet all the time, some of them might
have had a packet of toffee, or a ba
of bullseyes in a pocket t’I'ua.t.r woul
have relioved the pangs of faminel

Consideration for others had never
been & weakness of Billy Bunter's. If
ha could nat sleep, he saw no reason
why anybody clse should.

“1 say, Teddy!”

Receiving no reply, Bunter crawled
out of bed. Peter Todd awoke, as a
fut hend clawed over hiz slumbering
ace,

“0Oh!” gasped Teoddy., He awoka
guite suddenly. * What—who—oh—ow
—what—-="

“1 say, Toddy, old chap!
toffea 1" ;

Poter Todd did not reply to that
question. He sat up in bed with fury
in hiz face and grasped his pillow.

Bwipe |

Bump !

Billy PBunler sat down suddenly
beside Toddy's bed. He gurgled as he
sab.

“Ooogh! Beast! Wooogh!” .

“Get up, you fat scoundrell” said
Pater i I;r:issinug; tones. “I want to
give ‘you another! TI'll teach you to
wake me up in the middle of the night
and talk about toffeel I'll jolly well
burst youw"

“ Urrrggh 1"

Bunter serambled out of reach of the

illow before he got up from the floor.

ne swipe was enough for Bunter,

Cot any



“Ow!l Beast!' ho gasped. * Roiter!
I'm hungry! VYou know that brute
Quelch made me eut supper! I eay,
ihave you got any toffes?”

“Come a2 hittla nearver!’? zaid Peater,

laring st him. “I can’t reach you
rom there,™

“ Beast 1"

Bunter did not come a litile nearer!
He got away a little farther,

“Halla, hallo, halla!™ c¢ame B
EIE'E]I)}-‘ voice. “Yhat's that chindy 1"

“1 say, Bob, old chap—"

“"Is that Bunteri”

“Yes, old fellow! Got any toffee
in your pockets? I'm fearfully hungry,
old fellow—famishing! 'T'hat brute
Quelch——'7

“Go and eat coke!” sugpesicd Bob
Cherry.

“ Beast |

" Goaod gnd " came Lovd Mauleverer's
drowsy drawl, *““Is that that idiot
Bunter? Can't you let a fellow go to
tleep, Bunter?” ;

‘t"I say, olauly, got anything fo
Eﬂ- = 3P

“Oh, gad! Nol”
“1 zay. Wharton——" :
“¥ou blithering, blethering., footling

faihead 1” came Harry Wharton's
voiee. “Fou frabjous, [fatheaded
freak—- '

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Go to bed, and shut up!” came
Jobnny Bull's deep growl, “If 1 get
up to you, I'll smash you !™

* Beast I'”

“Bunter’'s hungry!” said Frank
Nugent, Hali the Remove were awake
by thiz time. *“Nothing else matters,

of course., Somebody get up and kick
him.?” . ]

“The kickfulness iz the proper
capar.’”

“1 say, vou fellows—*

T guess,” sald Fisher T. Fish,
“that if you don't let a guy sleep, you
fat clam, I'll sure get up and give you
e sockdolager, and then some.”

“1 say—"

" Shut up ' howled Ogilvy.

uBE‘II.St II‘ ;

“I'll get up and kick him ¥ said
Russell.  “He won't shut up till he’s
kicked.' .

“I—I—1 zay don't
said Bunter hurriedly. "I—1 didn't
mean to wake all you {fellows upl
I—I'm gommg down for szome grub!
I'm too fearfully hungry o sleep.
s.ay& Ermtth:.r, is there anything in your
study’

“*Yes,” answered the Bounder, “and
if I don’t find it there to-morrow, I'll
kEick you the length of the Remove

poF

t up, old chap 17

passage.

“If vou think I want vour mouldy
tuck, Bmithy, you're mistaken, I say,
Wharton, is there anything in Study

No. 11"
“Go to bed, you fat owl[”
"I say, Cherry, old chap—"

“There’'s a cake in my study cup-
hoard," said Bob.

“Obh, good! Can I have it, old
n’.har%?” '

“Certainly: I think it may do you
rood. It's & cake of soap.”

“PBeast I gasped Bunter;

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“YWhere's those dJdashed matches?”
came Dgilvy's voice. *I've got zome
matches somewhere, I1'll get a light in
a tick and then we'll turn out and
serag that fat villain bald-headed—"

“Good egg ¥

“I—I say. you fellows, d-d-don’t
gerrup I'* gasped Bunter., "I—I ain't
saving any more—I'm going down.”
‘Bunter groped for his trousers,
Tig fat voice was silent at last. He
did not want to give the Remove
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fellows the trouble of getiing up and
serageing Lim. ;

He half-dreszed in the dark, while the
Removites scitled dewn to slumber
again, Sowme of them were still awake,
and some had fallen asleep by the timo
Bunter crept to the dormitory door.

The fat Owl did not relish going down
in the dark. Dark passages and stair-
cases were-peopled with burglars to his
podgy imagination. But he had to have
something to cat, and it was certain
that there was tuck to be found in some
of the Remove studies.

Leaving the Remove to repose, the
fat junior opened the door softly, crept
out and closed it, Hungry as he was
Bunter was cautious, & penalty of
gettimg out of a dormitory at night was
a cﬂnmﬁi and Bunter had had enough
of Quelch’s cane to last him the rest of
t]’l-ﬂE ferm.

inking through his big speciacles,
Billy Bunter proped down the dark

7

suge towards the stalng with ouf-
stretchod hands, fecling his way.

He was half-way to the stairs wien
hiz' ocutstretched - hands eame suddenly
into contact with an unscen figure in tha
dark, ;

Bunter thrilled with terror at the
contact,

Burglars! 'That was his instan®
terrified thought, i
Crash!

A bottle fell and smashed. Bunter's
bare fecet tramped in something wets
Then his fat toes found broken glasy
and ho yelled,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Who ?
3'1‘.:&CEY stood in the dark pnssagﬂ

shaking from head to foot. |

With all his nerve that touch

of unzeen hand in the darkne:ss

atartled and terrifled him. The crash
(Continued on néxt page.)

Mow that the Sau
are with ua, ou
Rhymester thinks
to interview

From ihickly wooded Jungle slopes,
Where llons fead on anielopes.
From waterfalls and cannibals,
From kopje, kraal and wveldt;
From Africa's dark eontinent,
Delarey came to Greyirlars, Kent,
With gun and pack and haversack,
Apd ammunition bell.

(3)

Abandoning his carirldge case,
He took up Virgil in its place :
And spent his powers in weary
hours
With Aeneas” deathless drama.
And as he cons those thrilllng lines,
He eyes his sporting gun, and ploes
For forest wide and mountain slde,
For kaffirboom and Kaama.

Euncemlgi his
which
It seemed to

(8)
* 0ne morning, with my gun, 1 shot

A hefty leopard on the spolt——m™
Baid I: ** 0ld bean, whick spot d'ye
mean ? :
A leocpard has a million 1™
The spoi he meant, I undersiand,
Was somewhere in Basutoland.
{The leopard’s skin is bhanging In
ihe crieket ¢luh pavilion.)

(8)

Heo glared and eried 2. ** You babbling
freak ]
If you don't want fo hear me speak,
Tha door you'll find is just behind 3
{ Pleases shot It as you gol™
** Enough, my dear, hol-headed youih I
I know your storfes are the truth,
But, none the less, 1 must confess
They're rather slec¢p, you know |}

PIET DELAREY,

the South African junior of the Remove,

He told me hailr-uplifling {ales
Of savage beasts and jungle {rails.
I filled my notes with anecdotes
The stily ass related.
His storles were extremaly rish,

A bit exaggerated.

th Alrican ericketers

r clever, Greylrisrs
it & Atting moment

He found po lions ai ithe school
{Thera are noue, a5 a geéneral rule)
He did not shoot a single brute
In all the countryside.
No savage beast he came across,
Ngl even a rhinoceros :
Though ones at night he had a [right
When Bunter he espied.

(#)

I called on him the olher night.
My visii Blled him with delight.
o Enmi-l:-." sald be, *' and have some !

Don't mind old Manly snoring 1 **
So in I went 2nd ook a seat.
Sald I: ** Now i{all me while I eat,

A yarn or two {(and mind they're true)
0! how you went exploring.’

5)

great prowess—

me was probably

{7)
Said I: * Your anecedoles are fige,
Now listen to a few of mine.
I'll tell you how I killed a cow,
And many s fearsome rabbif :
And once I shot & farmer's colt,
And shorily after shot my bolt.

I've killed 8 heap of savage
shaep.
In fact, it's gulie a Beblt 1™
(9)

" And in a week' or iwo, mo doubt,
I'll have an iniervlew with Prout,
And even If he bores me silff
With tales of slanghiered bears,
I'll have to stlck If, 30 you see
Your yarns are not moeh good to me——'?
Buf hers (he gump went off Ris
chump
And rolled me down the sialrs]

=
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of the breaking bottle scemed like the
wound of thunder to his startled ears.
Who—what—

'The next moment the yell of Rilly
Bunter enlightened him.

0wl oogh! I say, vou fellows
help ! Burglarst Oooogh!” howle
Bunter. *I eay, I'm all wet—I say,

I've trodden on something—I say
Qoh! Wow !"ed , .
Stacey gritt is teeth.
' His E&:E:cfr passed in & flash—leav-
mg him almost mad with ragel
Bunter—that fat and fatuous fool—
what was he doing out of the dormi-
tory at mnearly” inlf-pnst midnight?
Who-could have foreseen such a tlu_ﬂ%?

His plan had been knocked sky-high.
The ink that was to have been daubed
dn Wharton's clothes was streaming on
the passage floor from the broken
bottle. Bunter was trampling in it

That was not the worst! ;

The fat fool's howling would awaken
the dermitory—he might be seen,
spotted, as he got back., He did not
know that halt the dorontory was
already awake. )

For one terrible instant Stacey stood,
then he acted swiftly. To get back to
bed—to kecp it secret that he had been
out of the dormitory at all—that was all
that was left to him, :

He struck out in the dark, sending
the yelping Owl spinning. Bunter, with
another howl, rolled on the Boor.

Stacey bounded past him. He knew
that the chances were that his slippers
had dabbled in the spilt ink. He was
carrying back with him the clue that
was to have been planted on Wharton.

He reached the dormitory door and
tore off his slippers.  Barefooted, he
opencd the door and whipped in.

Bunter was spluttering and g-urgilmg
in the passage. But it had all hap-

ned in seconds—he had time! In
act, he would have had ample time
had all the Remove dormitory been
aslcep, as he supposed. But he knew
nothing - of what had ocourred there
during his abzence downstairs,

As-he whipped in at the door he
learned that the Retnove, so far from
being oll asleep, were many of them
very wide awake. There was a general
buzz of volces.

“That fab idiot—""

“He'll weke the House—"

“What the thump—"

“The frabjl-}:-uua freak—"

“Can’t be burglars—"

“Better go and sea what's up—"

"Wha's goin

" game Harry Wharton's
ﬁﬁm blithering fat idiot may
break his neck in the dark.”

“I'll come, too!” said Bob Cherry.
" Anvbody got a matehl”

“T've got & matchbox here, some-
where I eame Ogilvy's voice.

Stacey’s heart almost ccased to beat.

It was dark—fortunately for him, it
was wvery dark! Dutbt the moment a
match was struck—

Two or three follows were out of bed.
Others were sitting up—a dozen were
speaking all at once,

Taking chances in the dark, for there
was not a second to waste Hf he was not
to be discovered, Stacey ran for his
bed, the slippers dangling in his hand,

Bumi}!
“Hallo, halle, hallo!  What the
thump——" ¢ame & surprised ejacula-
tion me Bob Cherrvy, as the running
junior bumped into him in the dark.
Stacey leaped away,
“Who the dickens—" gasped Bob.
“Who's barging about in the dark?
Buck up with s match, somebody 1™
Stacey reeched his bed. He slung the
slippers underncath it. Later, when all
HE Macxgr LipeiArt.—INo. 1,333
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vowe, .*

of spilt ink,
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waz quict, he would have time to ex-
amine thern, to ascertain whether they
were stained, and if so, got rid of them.
Now he had not a split second to waste.
Ogilvy, in the next bed, was fumblin

for the matchbox., The merest gleam o
light would betray him, ;

@ had no time fo slip off his clothes.
He plunged into bed, just as he was,
only thankful that he had been able to
reach it before there was a light.

He drew the blankets over him, as
the match scratehed, and a fickering
flame glimmered in the gloom.

_ Panting, Stacey lay under the bed-
clothes which concealed the fack that he
was partly dressed,

Ogilvy, sitting up, held the match.

Peter Todd was out of bed, He sorted

out & candle-end and lighted it at
Oggy's mateh, ) ¥

= éﬂ-m'ﬂ on " exelaimed Harry Whar-
ton. *‘That howling ass will wake tho
House at this rate.” _

Cherry stared in the
candle-light, )

“Somebody barged into me!” he ex-
claimed, ]

“ Mot Bunter—he hasn't come in,
Come on!” .

Harry Wharton hurried to the door,
It stood wide open as Stacey had left it
when he whippad in. _

Billy Bunter's voies was audible—
very audible—irom the 'paﬁssnﬁe.‘

cip!

round

“I say, you fellows! i |
83 :

“ahut up, idiott” .

“I sav, I've cut my toe—there's

broken glass!™ squeaked Bunter. *“1
sav, somebody crashed into me—I say,
is it burglars 4

“Look out!” Peter Todd held up the
candle, as three or four juniors came
out of the dormitory doorway. :

hat! What on earth’s happened?”’

With bare feet the juniors stepped out
cautionsly, on the news that there was
broken glass about,

Toddy's candle revealad a startling
sight. Billy Bunter in his amazement
and terror, was almost gibbering. His
fect were smothered with purple ink,
and from one toe, cut by the glass,
crimson oozed.

In the middle of the %ns-*sngq lay the
fragments of the broken bottle in a pool

“What the dickens—"
Wharton,

“Owl I say, you fellows—"

“It's marking-ink!” stuttered Bob
Cherry. “ What the thump was the silly
owl doing with a bottle of ink?”

o8 | dign’t‘-—l wasn't—1
gasped Bunter, p— -

“You fat'ass, there it is where you've
dropped it1" snapped Toddy.

“1 didn't!” howled Bunter. “The
beast who ran inte me dropped i, and
I've cut my toe——"

“YWho ran inte
YWharton. ‘
C“1 don't know—somebody ecoming
along in the dark—" gasped Buutler.
:&"Iﬁ thought it was a burglar—— 0L

car 1? :

“What ntter rot!” said Peter.

“1 teli you-——="

“ Hallo,  halle, halle! Took here,
though!”  exclaimed Bob  Cherry,
“Ehow the light here, Toddy !

He pointed to daubs of ink on tha
Hoor, leading away from the spot where
Bunter st to the dormitory door.

. Homeone, with inky shoes, had passed
Bunter, and left those traces; thabt was
evident, o

The juniors gazed at the trail in
amazement.

“Zomebody’s been out of the dorm—
somebody beside Bunter!” exelaimed
Bob, *The sportsman who barged into

gaspod

T 2]

vou?" exclaimed

out of the dorm beside

me in the dark-—somebody did!  YWhe
tha dickens, and why-—"

“Goodnesa knows!" said Harry
YWharton, in blank astonishment.

“I say, you fellows—"

T Bhut i, Bunter 1™

“ Beast 1™

“Follow the jolly old trail!” zaid
Bob. "Keon behind, Bunter, you're

F1E

leaving ink all aver tho shop!

Toddy showed the light, and the inky
“sign” was followed to the door of the
Remove dormitory.

There it ceased! It was evident that
the fellow with inky shoes had gone in;
but that he had removed his feotgear
before entering. Otherwise the nky
trail would have led direct to him or fo
hiz bad '

"'ﬁ"uill, my hat!™ said Harry
Wharton, “Who the deues was it?
Wheoever it was, he dodged in alter

Bunter staried to howl and before Ozgy
struck s light——"

“Hardly a minute! said Bob.
“Omick work! But who—"

“And why?" said Peter. . i

“Bomebody's been playing tricks with
a bottle of marking-ink, that's plain,™
said Harry. “Goodness knows who—
but a fellow from this derm—that's a
cerd 1

“T saw, vou fellows—"

“Quiet, von fat msa! Get into the
dorm—you’ll have Quelch after you at
this rate."

Bunter rolled in, and the door was
shut. The fat junior left an inkv trail—
much more distinetly marked than the
other, for his feot were wet and clammy
with ink.

o sat cn the edge of hiz bed,
spluttering.

“I sav, yvou fellows, I've cut my toel
Ow! I say, I'm fearfully injured! 1
say, I'm smothered with filthy inkl
Look at my feet! All inky—— Qw1
. Bunter had gone ont with bare feet,
They were smothered with purple ink
and there were stains of ink on his
trousers and his fat paws, DPeter Todd
brought him a basin of water to wash
off the ink and a handkerchief to tie
round his out woe, .

Luckily the eut was very slight,
though to judge by the fuss Bunter
made it might have been as deep as &
well and as wide as a church door!

Half the Remove were out of bed, tho
rest  sitting up—w}th one  exception.
Stacey dared not sib up, lest it should
be revealed that he was partly dressed.

far no one seemed to have a
suspicion that he had been out of the
dormitory. If only he kept that dark!

His plot had failed! But he was
hardly thinking of that now—lo was
only thinking of escaping detection.

Downstairs Mr. Quelch's study was in
a fearful state—someone was going to
be expelled for that, if discovered ! 2
tainly it would not be Harry Wharton
now | It would be Btacey, if anybody !
In all his rascally career at Groyfriars
he had geldem been in such danger.

He would have, sffected to boe asleep,
but that was hardly possible with such
an excited buzz going on. But he dared
not sit up. He lifted his head from the
pillow and looked round, with a yawn,

“What's up, Ogilvy " he asked. Hia
voice was cool end calm. He had pulled
himself together by this time.

“Blessed if I kmow!” answered
Ogilvy. “Somebody seems to have been
walking about in the dark with a bottla
of ink, nnd Bunter barged into him.”

“The fat 1diot "

* Deast | yapped Bunler.

“It was & move man, that’s a
cert ! said Bob Ghe:‘r% “Who's been

nnter X
There was no snswer to that question,
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Peler Todd sat up In bed, with fury in his face, and grasped his pillow. Swipe! Bump ! The pillow eaught Bunier well

and truly, and the fat junior sat down suddenly and gurgled : ** Ocoogh ! Beast!
scoundrel | ** sald Todd, In hissing tones.

“You Smithy i
Skinner,

“ No, fathead " snapped the Bounder.

“ Somebody’s been up to something !
eaid Peter Todd. “Goodness knows
what! I'm going back to bed.”

* I say, Pater, gimme a towel! I say,
will you cut down to the studies and get
me some greb? I dan't go with this
imjured foot.”

- 5till thinking of grub?” acked Peter.
" Mot satisfied with wakin% us all up n
iha middle of the night! Want ancther
pillowing i

* Beast [

The juniors went back to bed.

What bad happened was a mystery;
Lt it had to remain a mystery. Even
Billy Bunter, hungry as he was, was not
disposed to make another venture in
¢carch of provender. :

*With the selfishness to which Bunfer
was sadly accustomed, the other fellows
turnod 1n, indifferent to the aclung voud
inside William George Bunter. And
Bunter at last turned in also, and forgot
his woes ia sleep.

L

been  out, asked

THE FDDRTEEETHIEH&PTEE.
Not Bunter!
=y, UFLCH !”

“ Ol 17

The rising-bell had elanged
in ths =uony July morning,
and the Remove fellows had turned out
of bed--with the exception of Billy
Bunter! That fat youth, as usual, was
snatching o munute more.

The door opened, and BAr. Quelch
eiepped in. - 3

Every fellow pglanced round at him,
wondering why he had come, and every
face hecams grave on the spot.

The look on Queleh’s countenance was
alarming. _ .

His face was slmost white, and his
eyes pleamed end glinted, He was

calm, but it was the calmness of intense
anger. All the Remove knew, after one
?:lam:e, that something very gericus had
appened,

They noted, too, that his gimlet eves
sought out Wharton first of all.
Wharton «tid not fail to note 1t, and he
emiled a bitter smile. Something had
happened—and he, of course, was going
to be suspected, .

“Boma boy left this dormitory last
night | said Mr. Quelch in a low, quiet,
distinet voice, "I am here to ascertain
wio 18 was”

No answer.

“Some boy went down {o my study 1
satd Mr. GQuelch. " A dastavdly outrage
has been perpetrated! My papers--
many of them valuable and inportant
papers—have been drenched with purple
marking-ink I

There was a gasp from the Remove,

1 am sure,” went on Mr.  Quelch,
“that there are few, very few, boys in
my Form capable of such an act.
Almost all my Form I hald guiltless,
But the guilty ona is here”

“0Oh, my hat!” breathed Bob Cherry,
He exchanged a startled look with his
comrades,

It was clear now what had happened
in the mgﬁut and what had been done
by the unkbnown fellow with the Lottle
of marking-ink. Alany of the jumiora
looked at Wharton.

The act was, as Quelch stated, =2
dastardly cutrage: It was no jape—no
foolish practical jeke—it was a rascally
action, and unless it was dictated by
revenge it was_difficult to imagine a
metive., Some fellow who was Ditterly
incensed against Quelch—

- Wharton drew a deep biwath, = |

“Mr. Quelch and some of the juniors
plainly suspected him. TIf he had done
it. it was the sack. But he felt no
alarm! It was ecasy 1o clear himself.

*Wharton 1

L3 ﬂlr EJJ

Woogh 1" *“Get up, you [at

** I'I] teach you o wake me up in the middle of the night and talk about toffee | **

“Did you go dewastaivs during the
night 1"

“No, eir 1™

“I have found,” said Mr., Quelch, “a
ol of ink, and the fragments of a
ottle, in the passage st a short distance
from this door. There are stains on the
floor leading to this dermitory. That
places it beyond doubt that the per-
etrator of thiz ouirage bhelongs to the

emove.”

Nobody in the Form doubted that!
They knew that much already, better
than Mr. Quelch did!

“I don’t see why you should question
me cspecially, siv,” said Harry Wharton
ﬁuieﬂ}n “1 don't think I have ever
one anvibing 50 mean and rotten as
what you've deseribed, sir.”

The gimlet eyes searched his face.

“I trust not, Wharton!” said Afr.
Quelch, “I desire fo bo just—I intend
to ba just! The boy who has done this
will be taken befors Dr. Locke and ex
pelled from the school this morning.
He will leave Greyfriars at once. Thal
boy belongs to my Ferm 1"

Dead silence,

“1 hava no doubt” continued Mr,
Quelch, "“that as the boy in guestion
seems to have dropped and broken the
hottle on his return here affer commit-
ting the outrage in my study he will
have some traces of the ink about him,
I shall investigate—"

Mr. Queleh broke off.

His gimlet eyes picked up dried inky
stains on the floor leading {rom the door
to_Bunter’'s bed. .

Ha started, stared, and whisked
towards the bed, still cccupied by the
fat Owll Bunter, not yet aware that
his Form-master wag in the room, was
snatehing his extra minute and snoving 1

“ Bunter ! oxclaimed Mr. Quelch.

Bunter's eves opened. S

“QOh!” he gasped, at the sight of the
tall, angular figure at Ms bedside. " Oh

Tee MacreT Lisrany—~No. 1,435
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crikey ! I—I wasn't asleen, siv] I—I
was Just golng to get up [

“{zet out of bad, Bunter [

“Oh, yes, airl*

i 'ﬁ'!m Owl of the Remove rolled out of
ed.

Queleh’s cyes seemed slmost to pene-
trate him. Instanily, the Remove
master detected inky stains on Bunter's
feet, Bunter's wash, like most of his
wasimg, had not been very thorough.
There ware stains on his pyjamas also,
a few spots on his sleeves, and one or
two on his fat face.

If inky stains were & clue to the
eulprit, Mr. Quelch did not neced -to
lmﬁ any further.

“You!” said Mr. Quelch,

IFEh?"‘

“You left this dormitory last night,
Bunter '

“Qh, no, sir!] 1 never got out of
bed at alll¥ gaid Bunter in alarm.
“It wasn't me that chap ran into, sir,

h i}

e —

“You went down to my studr,
Bunter !
“Eh! Oh! Neo!” gasped DBunter,

“I was going to a Nemove study, sir—
there sin't any grub in your study, sir!
Besides, I never went at all.”

“ Dress yourself at once, Bunter, and
follow me!"" said Mr. L{uelch. “You
will bo expelled from the school for
what you have done.” ]

Bunter blinked at him wildly.

# Pat—but I haven't done anything,
sir | he stuttered. *I—I never went
down for the §ruh after all, sir—ask
any of thess fellows-——they know——"

“You committed the outrage in my
study, Bunter !

“I—I didn't !” gasped the bewildercd
Owl. I never—" i

“You arg stained with the eame ink
that was used to drench the papers in
my study, Bunter !

“Oh erikey [*
.~ *Bay no more! I shall take you to
Dr. Locke! You will be dealt with
immediately ! Dress yourself gquickly.”

“0Oh lor' 1™

Tnstead of obeying that command, the
fat Owl collapsed on the bed, and sat
there, blinking wildly at his Form-
master.
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Tha Remove fellows exchanged
glances. )
On the evidence, Mr. Quelch had

found Bunter guilty on the spot! DBut
all the Remove knew that Duntor was
not guilty., They knew where, and how,
ho had collected thoss telltals stains.

“ Buntor——-="*

“1 say, voun fellows!” aquenked tho
terrified Owl, I say, you tell him I
didn't—1 wasn't—I never—ch lor’ [

Wharton looked at Stacey! 1t was
for the head boy of the Remove to
speak. But Stacey, evidently, did not
intend to speak, so Wharton took the
malter in hand himsclf.

* It was not Bunter, sir " sald Harry,

quictly. _
Mr. Quelch epun round at him.
“What! And how do you know,
Wharton? If you were guﬂt}' of this
outra :

“I'm bound to tell you what we all
know, sir ¥ answered Harry, “1 don’t
know who did it, but I know that it
was not Bunter! Ho went out of the
dorm last night-—— ]

“Beast " yelled Bunter. *1 didn't !

“Shut up, you aws!"” breathed Peter

Todd,
“1 never—I wasn't——" howled
DBunter,
“Ba quict, Bunter|” snapped Mr.

(lljuelch. “If vou know anything of
this matler, Wharton, tell me at once.”

“I only know what every fellow here
knows, sir !” answered Harry. * Bunicr
woke us all up scon aiter midnight,

gob more than half-way to the stairs—
and he ceriainly never went down to
our study, sir. After what happened
12 went back to bed.”

“I never went out at all!” watled
Bunter. “And 1 never had any ink—
the fellow I ran into had it, and I
cut my toe on the broken glass—ow IV

“ Most of us were awake when Bunter
left the dorm, sir,” said Harry. " He
woke us up. He wouldn't have done
that if he'd been going down to rag
in your study., He ran into the [ellow
who did the ragging. Every [fellow
here knows it.”

“The knowfulness is terrific.”

My, Quelch stood silent for & moment
or two.

“Then some other boy was out of the
room,” he szaid. “The traces of the
ink make it perfectly plain that the
perpetrator of the outrage came back
to this dormitory, Who was it??

Mo reply.

“Was it you, Wharton "’

Wharton's lip curled.

“It was not I, any more than it was
I who squirted the ink in the Hocad's
garden the other day, sir ! he answered
‘r'i.‘:{i' distinetly.

Mr. Quelch gave a violent start,

For a second his glance shot at
Btacey ! But it returned to Wharton
the next moment.

“I can prove that it was not I, sir!”
sald Wharton disdainfully. It might
have been put down to me, if Bunter
hadn’t been playing the fool last night—

and he went out of the dorm, to E® 7 gu..0nv it would have been. But—"
down to get soms food—he Was ™« oqot Wharton, sir!” exclaimed
hu‘l"lg':."yi” o Bob Cherry hotly. “He was here, in
! Nonsense | L. follo bed, all the time. A lot of us were
Oh, you beast, giving a el0W oo0be Bunter woke up half the dorm.

away ! wailed Bunter.

“¥ou fat chump !’ roared Wharton,
“(an't vou gee I'm saving your bacon,
vou blithering idiot?"

"t Beast I

it Zilence !”  hooted Mr.

“MNow, Wharton—=-=" ;
 Bunter went slong the passage, sir,
end ran into somebody in the derk,”
said Harry. " Whoever it was, dropped
that bottle of ink and broke i, and
Bunter trod in the ink. Some of us
went out and fetched him in. He never

Quelelh,

From Form-Room to Footlights!

Monty Lowther of St. Jim's was
a happy and care-free schoolboy
when the romarnce and glamour of
the stage got into his head—and
50 it happened that when the roll
was calléd at the school one
evening & junior was missing—
Lowther had answered the call
of the stage! Here's a great
varn featuring a schoolboy’s ad-
venturez with a travelling show.
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Whartén was speaking to him just be-
fora he went out.” .

“Bunter may remember my calling
him a blithering fathead, just before he
started " enid %:iarrr dryly,

“ Beast |7 ;

“Bomeone was out of the dormitory ™
barked Mr. Queleh., “One bed must
have been empty at the time.”

“Nobody noticed it in the dark)”
said Wharton. *“Whoever the fellow
was, ho got back, before there was a
light. cbody would have known a
fellow had been out, but for Bunter
running into him in the passage, But
it was oot Bunter who went down to
your study—wa all know how he gob
the ick on him." i

Mr. Quelch stood silent again.

He was satisfied now that the culprit
was not Bunter. He could hardly help
being satisfied that it was not Wharton |

But who was it? .

Hiz first angry suspicion had been
that the eculprit was the Remove fellow
whe was in disgrace—that it was a
reckless act of revenge! Then the inky
clue had led him to Bunter! And it
was neither of them!

It was some, utterly unknown {fellow
who Lad been out of the dormifory
before Bunter had starfed on  his
expedition. But whot

‘I shall investigate I said Alr. Queleh
at last, )

He procceded to investigate. :

It was probable that the ragger in

the study had taken care not to get
the purple ink on himself Eh“'ﬂhﬁ
n

might have done so, by secident,
as %m had evidently arqppad and broken
the bottle on his way back to the dormi-
tory, 1t seemed almost cortain that he
must have picked up some stains—that
hoa had trodden in the spilt ink, as
Bunter had done.

But Mr. Qusloh’s inypstigation, kcen
as it was, revealed notling. :

Long after the Remove had fallen
asleep again, in the night, Stacey had
¢rept from hizs bed and taken the stained



elippers out of the dormitery and hidden
them in a safe place. That evidence,
which would have convieted him beyond
the shadow of a doubt, was never to
come to light,

Nothing waa revealed, except that
no fellow in the dormitory save Bunter,
had any stain of purple marking-ink
on him, or on his clothes.

Mr. Quelch left the dormitory at last
~bafiled, for the niomcnt, bubt in a
rtate of grim anger, determined to irack
down the e¢ulprit. The Remove, in a
buzz of excitement, were rather lale
down that morning.

—_— =

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
A Surprise For Guelch !

H OLD on a minute
H
“I'm %hﬂ.ﬂﬂﬂ, fathead !”

“Then vou can sheer off,
and be Llowed !

Mr. Quelch smiled faintly,

It was after class that day; a day
of stress and worry to Henry Samuel
Queleh and to his Form.

Nothing had been discovered of the
ragger over night. Mr. Quelch was
after that ragger, as Skinner described
it, like a dog after a bone! Bui he
had not got his teeth into the bone yeb.

It began to look s if he never would !
But Quelch was determined to leave
no stene unturned. The unscrupulous
young rascal who had damaged his
precious papers had to be found, Ab
the present moment, Mr, Quelch was
sitting on one of the old oaken benches
under the shady elms, thinking 1t out.
Ife concentrated his brain on the
thtnm—hut he could see no light
I'hers was no clue. ..

But at the back of his mind was o
dark suspicion. He had suspected
Wharton—and it had been proved that
Wharton had nothing to do with 1k

Had he heen intended to suspect
Wharton, a3 in the affair in the Head’s
garden? Was this another detestable
irick of the same kind, intended to
throw suspicion on the * jack sheep ¥ of
the Form? Was it one of a series of
such trickeries, by which lLe had been
deluded all through the term? .
| E&s it had turned out, it looked terribly
1ke at.

That was the thought in the Remove
master’s mind ag he sat under the dusky
branches, thinking. The voices of the
juniors, coming to his ears through the
rrees, interrupted his meditations. Ho
knew Ogilvy's voice; and the other
speaker was Harry Wharton. Evidently,
in the dusky shade under the thick
elms, even Uggy, who knew Stacey so
well, had taken Wharton for him, for
a mornent. .

“Hook 1t!* went on Ogilvy’s voice.
“T thought you wera BStacey, for a
minute ! Rotten luck for the chap to
be so like vou” T

“ Rotten lock for me, I think.”

“{h, rats i

*Look here, Cggy—""

“Oh, chuck 11" snapped Ogilvy.
“T'in Stacey’s pal, snd you know it, and
I don’t want anything from you. You
haven't spoken fo me for weeks, and
you needn't begin now.” .

“Same from mel!” came Dick
Russell's voice. “ Buzz off, Wharfon 1V

Mr. Quelch had no desire to hear what
was not intended for his ears. But
neither had he any intention of leaving
hiz ecat on the beneh, and walking away
because juniors came along telking.

“0Oh, zhut up & minute!l™ came
Wharton's impatient wvoice. * Look
here, vou fellows have the beds on either
gide of Btacey's, in our dorm. ] want
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to know whether you saw him get back
to bed last might*

“Ho wasn't out of bed,” snapped
Russell.

“Well, T believe he was.” .

"¥ou silly ass!” said Ogilvy, In
measured tones. “Are vou going o
make out that Stm:eg playved that vile
trick in Quelch's stu ¥ simply because
vou dislike the chap1” :

“Not because of that, certainly,” said
Harry quietly. “But no fellow in the
Form had any motive for deoing such a
foul thing, except Stacey.”

“And why should Btacey, you silly
fathead 7 exclaimed Russell, in szcorn-
fnl astonishment. * Ife's Quelch's head
boy, and Quelch ireats him well
cnough.™

“That wouldn't make any differenca
to him, if he had a turn lo serve,”
answered Wharton bhitterly. “The other
day he played a foul trick in the Head’s
garden, and I should have got landed
with it, only it happened that Bunter
got squirted in mistake.”

“Stacey never did that M

“Well, I helieve he did, and left my
cap there, for Quelch to find. And
now I've thought it over I believe that
ha regged Quelch’s study last night, and
did it for the same reason—to put it on
me. And if that idiot, Bunter, hadn’t
been barging about in the dark he wonld
have got away with it, too 1"

“What utter rot 1™

“YWhat was the fellow, whoever he
wae, bringing Lhe ink-hottle back with
him to the doem for 7 demanded Whar-
ton. “He moepped the stuff all over

ueleh's papers. He was done with
then. Hea could have left 15 there, or
thrown it away. But he was bringin
it back with him, with some ink stil
in it. Why®”

“Bleagsed if I know—or care.”

“Well, T'll tell you,” said Wharton
sevagely. " He was going to put a daub
of ik on something belonging to me.
That's why he wanted it in the dorm,
I've been thinking it over all day, and
I'm sure of it. And if that aszs, Bunter,
hadn't turned out in the night Quelch
would have found purple ink stains on
some of my things, instead of on
Bunter.”

Mr. Quelch, in full hearing of every
word, sat as if petrified,

“And youw'd have believed it, like
Quelch and the rest, if the rotter had
got by with it,"” went on Wharton.
“And now I want 1o know about
Stacey! I'm not going to be sacked
from the school to pleasa that pletting
I'm going to spot him.”

“ Rubbish 1™

“You fellows were next to him, and
he had hardly & mament or two to get
back into bed before a light was on. If
you saw hirm—-—"

“Well, we didn't " 3|1ﬂplpl:r.1 Ogilvy.
“Btacey was in bed when struﬂﬁ tho
match—and fast asleep, too”

“1 noticed that hie eyes were cloged,”
enid Russell, “He woke up after-
wards.”

“1 remember that he never. sat up,”
said Harry. “ He must heve put some
clothes on teo go down, and if he had
gat np-—"'

“0h, rats! Chuck 1%

“Come on, Oggy. I've had encugh of
this 1" snad Russel{ e

Mr. Quelch heard the two juniors
walking away., He was silent, What he
had heard ccincided strangely with the
vague, half-formed suspicion that had
lurked at the back of his own mmd.

“Bay, bol” ) s

It was the sharp, nasal voice of Fisher

P, Fish. The American junior joined

Wharton as he stood where Ogilvy and
Russell had left him,

il

“Say, T fue.-:a T want Lo speak to you,”
wentk on Fisher 1. Fish. “I've sure
waited for them guys to clear off first.”

“What do you meani” enapped
Wharton. !

“Aw, I guess you don’t went Ogilvy
and Russsﬁ? to hear all about 1t,"
chuckled Fisher T. Fish. " Look hyer,
don't go off on your ear, Btacey, old
}:f;ﬂ,n. I ain’t said a word yet, have

“Idiot 1" snapped . Wharton.

Evidently Fisher T. Fish was making
s mistake of identity, deceived by the
dusky shade under tha trees and by
the fact that Wharton had been in con-
verzafion with Russell and Ogilvy—
Stacey’s pals, to whom Wharton never
spoke now. Coming on him in Stacey's
useal company, Fishy rather naturally
took him for his double,

“Aw, don’t you get stuffy!” said
Fisher T. Fish. “I puess Pve asked you
to drop in at my study. I got g erickes
bat you'd sure be interested . I'm
selling 1t for & guines.”

“Is it the one you bought from Hazel-
dene for seven-snd-six?” asked Whar-
ton sarcastically. : '

“B'pose I did?"” said Ficher T. Fish,
with a threatening tone in his voice, I
guess it would pay you to buy it for o
guinea, all the same.”

“What the thump do you mean?”

“I guess I mean business,” reforted
Fisher T. Fish. “I ain't told a single
guy about seeing you st the Three
Fishers on Wednesday sfternoon. I
ain’t going te, neither. You can %1]1:11
Gluelch’a leg as much as you like. B
old piecan fairly asks to have his leg
pulled, I allow. But I'll mention that
it will pay yeu to buy that bat for a
guinea.” '

Mr. Quelch sat very still.

Hearry Wharton, on the other side of
the big elm hehind the bench, stared at
Fisher T. Fish in dumb amazement for
a moment or two. Then he understood.

“¥ou unspeakable rotter " he gasped.

“You saw_ Stacey out of bounds, and
you're trading on it to make him buy,
vour rubbish at double prices—yoy
rotten rascal 1

Fisher T. Fish jumped.

“Bay, what are you getting at? Ob,
Jerusalem crickets, I figured you was
Stacey [ Seeing you talking with Oggy
nrﬁdt luuﬂell*——- Oh, jumping Jehosoe
pha

“ ¥You rotter I” roared Wharton.

“Aw, can it!” gasped Fisher T, Fish.
“"No harm done, old bean! Say, don't

ou jaw about it! Don't you get chew-
ing the rag | 1 guess I was only joking !
And you néedn't mind sbous Stacey,
neither. He sure has done you in the
evae all this term. Hasn't ha made
Quelch believe it's you that goes blag-
ging out of bounds? Ain’t you nearly
got sacked for it? I guess You néedn't
worry what comes to Stacey | I'll say—

varrroop! Leggo my neck, you piecan
.ﬂ‘uﬁ wake snakes |V
ang, bang, bangl
O a’mr other oceasion BMr, Quelch

certainly would have intervened had he
found one member of his Form banging
another's head on & tree-trunk.

On this oceasion he did not intervena.

Bang, bang |

“Aw, lot up ™ shricked Fisher T.
Fish. “Let up, you goleot! Aw, Tl
say. you're cracking my cabezs]l Tl
sure make potato scrapings of you, you
all-fired piecan! Yarvooh |”

Bang |

“* Yooo—whoooop

“There I" gasped Wharton. *I dare
gay Stacey would like to give you that,
only he doesn’t dare.”

Yow-ow-ow-woop [
Tae MAcNET TIBRARY,—No. 1,433,
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There wajy # crash as Wharton pitched
Fisher 'T. Msh sprawling on the ground.
He walked away, leaving the business-
man of the Remove _gellmg frantically.
And on the other side of the big elm
Mr. Quelch sat, hearing those frantic
yells, with quite an extrsordinary ex-
pression on his face.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Something on!
o SAY, you fellows ”
l “Run for it 1” said Bob Cherry.
“Hsa, hd, ha!”
“The runfulness ia the proper
gaper "

#7 say, hold on!I” howled Bunter, “1I
sin't going to speak about the holidays,
you beasts ¥ 3

The Famous Five chuckled. -

Billy Buntoer's company was never
sought after to any great extent in the
Form which he honoured by belomging
to it. But towards the end-of the term
it was less sought after than ever.

Bunter had only to come up to a group
and begin, “I say, you fellows, about
the hols—" for that group to scatier.

“Bure it isn’t about the hels?” msked
Frank Nugent, laughing.

“Dh, realls, Nuymt—"

“Well, if it isn't, you can run on!”
said Harry Wharton. *What's the
latest keyhole news?"

“The fact is, I shouldn't care to come
to your place for the hols, Wharton [V
sa.icf Bunter disdainfully. “That fellow
Btacey will be thers, and I con tell you,
I'm not standing Stacey in the hols as
well as at school, Your unclo must have
been a silly ass to take him up and send
hint here. Buk he was always rather an
old -donkey, wasn't hot¥ -

“Where will you have it?" inguired
YWharton.

Bunter jumped bacle ]

“ Here, no larks I” he exclaimed. ¥1
zay, vou fellows, thore’s something up!
I say, do you think old Quelch is spot-
ting that cad Stacey of last®”

“Time ha did I” said Johnny Bull

#The timefulness is terrifie " agreed

Hurreo Jamset Bam Singh.
- #Well, it looks like it,” said Bunter,
“Quelch came in from’ the guad—and
passed Stacey, who was going out. He
glared at him.” 3 s

% Ha generally gives him the smilin
eve,”  said B::i.‘ “Bure he glared,
fatty?  Quelch's natural expression

might be easily mistaken for a glare.”
Ha, ha, ha [¥

“Looked absolutely force P  maid
Bunter impressively.  *Btacey piit on
can

his usual ls'pnﬂritlcnl grin—and
tell you, &)l the wind was taken out of
his sails when Quelch glared at him. I
saw it all—=o did some other fellows! 1
say, do vou think Quelch suspects that it
was Stacey ragged his study last might?”

Haorry Wharton whistled.

“1 say, Stacey went up to speak to
him,” continued Bunter, “and Quelch
turned his back on him.”

“Rot 1” said Bob.

“Ho jolly well did I” howled Bunter,
“ And } can tell wou, Stacay locked
absolutely flummoxed. I say, you fel-
lows, do you believe that it was Btacey
Inst night, and Quelch has found him
out T,

“] believe it was Stacey last night,”
said Harry Wharton quictly, “But I
don't sec how Quelch could have found
him out all of a sudden. He was all
right with Stacey in class to-day.”

1" Wall, he's got his back fearfully
with him,” said Bunter, * Stace +1ﬂok$
guits gsick. Something's up, and it's got
something to do with. you, Wharton.”
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TWith me?"” said Harry.

“Yes, rather I said Bunter. ¢ Quelch
went to his study. 1 was jolly curious
to know what was the matter with the
old bean—I mean, I happened to look in
nt his study window by the merest
chance—and ho was telephoning——"

“Why shouldn't he, ass?"”

“To your uncle——"

“To my uncle?” exclaimed Wharton,

“ Yes, rather! I distinetly heard him
say ‘ Colonel Wharton ' on the phonal
Uily course, I wasn't listening under his
windoy ) .

“¥ou hear things without listerung 3%
asked Bob. .

# YVee—I moan, no—you silly assl I
meant 1 happened to stop under his
window by sheer chance, to tia my boot-
lace. 1 happened to be quite close under
the sill, you know, and so I happencd
i %f“ h” these things h t

“Queer how thesza things happen to
Bunter and to nobody ﬂ-!g [ remarked

‘Nugent.

“%ell, I thought you'd like te know,"
paid the fat Owl. * Etnpping under
%uulch‘a witidow to pick up my handker-
chief—I mean to tie my bootlace—]
heard what he said on the phone, the
window being wide 1::1;{:“, You know,
He's asked the old fossi ;

“The what " snapped Wharton,

“F meoan your uncle a4

“If you mean my uncle, you'd betlor
say my unecle, if you don’t want to bs
kicked across the quad.”

“Oh, really, Wharton! I say, he's
asked the old—I mean, vour uncle—to
come down to the school at once.  And
Le's jolly well coming, becouse I heard
Quelch say very well he'd expect him,”

“Well, my hat 1" said Bob Cherry.

“ Something must have happened,”
said Harry, rzlad. " Blessed if I
know what! It can't bo tha rag last
night. If Quelch found the fellow out,
it would be all over the school, and the
fellow up for the sack.™ .

Vernon-Bmith came scross and joined
the Famous Five,

“ Heard about Stacay 1™ he asked.

# Tust heard - from Bunter,”
Harry. “Did you see?®

“ A good many fellows did,” enswored
the Boonder, with & grin. *Quelch
fairly cut him in quad! Something's
happened since class. Looks to me ag if
he's spotted the spoofar at last]l You
fellows know anything 17

“ Not & thing ! answered Bob, *Per-
haps some of his pala nt tha Three
Fishers have given him gway.” g

L] r-

e

gaid

“0h " exclaimed Wharton.
haps Fishy—"

“ Fishy 7" repeated Bob.

" Fishy zeems to have spotted him out
of bounds on Wednesday,” said Harry.
“He's been trading on it. He tried to
sell me Hazel's ald%za.t half an hour ago,
toking me for Stacey. I banged hia
head on a tree”

“But Fishy wouldn't give him away
to & beak” sald Smithy, shaking hia
head. " Ho would moke money out of
him: but even Fishy's got his limit.”

wf gay, you fellows, Quelch has found
out something | declared Billy Bunter,
“1 say, if he's spotted Btacey, Wharton,
vou mayn't have to leave at the end of
tha term, after all. I should have
missed you, old chap! We've slways
boon pals, haven't we, old fellow? Now,
aLout the holideys—"

*{zood-bye, Bunter ™

“Ha, ha, hal"

“1 sav, vou fellows, don't walk nwa
while a fellow’s talking to you " ba.wi-as
Bunter. “1I aay easta |

The junioras did not seem to want to
kear anything from Billy Bunter on the
subject of the holidavs., They walked
awey, leaving tha Owl of the Remove to
waste his sweetness on the desert air.

i Hpila, halla, hallo!l The old bean

wantz vou, Wharton [ whispered Bob,
as he spotted Br. Quelch at his sindy
wipdow,
uelch was beckoning to Wharton.

Tha juniors eyed their Form-master
vory curiously. From what they had
heard it scemed that Stecey was in hia
black books. If that was the case, it
should have followed that Wharton was
restored to favour, for if he had found
Stacey out, it could hardly be doubted
that he would know now how the matior
really loy. :

They noted that, although Queleh’s
countenance wore a rather grim exprés-
sion, his manner was very kind as Whar-
ton went up to the study window.

More than once of late Mr. Quelch
had shown & relaxation of severity
towards the *“worst boy in his Form.
It had been caused by the doubfs that
had crept info his mind regar8ing

. Bltacey. .

Now he scemed to have taken the
plunge, as it were. Iia manner was
absolutely gracious, t%lmte his old way of
treatin {ns former head boy. It was
¢loar that scinething must have hap-
pened | ;

“Your uncle, Colonel Wharton, will
be here about half-past six,” said Mr.
Quelch. %I desire you to ba present,
my boy.”

“ Certainly, sie ™ 1 _

“Thers have been many diflienlties
this term,” said Mr. Quelch. “But I
am in hopes that the whols matter will
be cleaved up, Wharton. Please tell
your relative, Stacey, that he will be
required at the samo time”

4 Yag, gir " .

And Wharten, wondering what was
“on,” went to look for Btacey to tell
him. He found his “double™ in tha
Rag, reading a letter with a Emzlud
expression on his face. He looked up
from it to give Wharton a black look.

“ Message from Quelch,” said Wharton
bricfly. “ You'ra wanted in his study at
half-past six; my uncle will be there.’

He turned away. .

“FHold on o minute!” said Btacey,
®YWhat's the matter with the old ool
to-day "

Wharton turncd back and looked ot
him fixedly,

“Ara you speaking of Quelch?” ko
asked icily.

“You know L am1™

“Well, don't speak of him like that to

ol

“ (Jh, don’t be a goat I snarled Stacey
jrritably. “Tho old ass glared at mo
like a tiger and twrned his back on me
in the gquad—a dozen fellows saw him.
Have you been up to some trick!”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Not in my line,” he answered.
“We're alike in looks, but not in
trickery, Stacey., Perhaps he's found
you out, 1 hope s0.” I

“Why is Colonel Wharton coming?

“I don't know.”

#T% take you away before the ent of
the term?” 2 »

“1 fancy not!” said Harry. U1
rather fancy that I may not be taken
away after all, Stacey—it begins to lool
as if things are ¢oming ontl I never
could quite believe that you would get
away in the long run with your roften
treachery. You may ba the fellow to

Stacey shrugged his shoulders.

“Tittle enough I eare!” he retorted.
He tapped the letter on his knee. *This
is from my father! I've gob some new
prospects! T'm not at all sure I want
to come back to this show after the
hols. But I dare say you know as much
gbout it as I do.” )

“How should I know anything abont
your affairs?” asked Earry, in angry
surprise.
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# ¥ guess I mean business ! ** sald Fisher T. Fish, mistaking Wharton fnrrS%ME?. “7T aln't told a single guy about seeing
you at the Three Fishers. I ain't going mmhm You can pull Quelch’s Jeg as much as you like. But I’)] mention that

It will pay you te buy the bat I'm offe

“ My father mentions phoning me the
other day. I never got the call! Some-
body did, and pretended to bo me on
the phone, to spy out my aHlairs, I
suppose. Was it you?”

Wharton reddened with anger.

“You rofter! You dare to suggest
that——" Ho clenched his hands. S

But e restrained himself, and turned
his back on Stacey and walked out of
the Hog. |

Htacery, with another shru
ghoulders, resumed reading the lotter
from Captain Stacey, and wrinkled his
brow thoughtfully over 1t

As he had said, he was not sure that
he wanted to come back to Greyiriars
next term, in view of the captain’s new

rospects, He was not yet aware that

a was going to have no cholce in the
makler,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Righted at Last!

OLONEL WHARTON sat in Mr.

Queleh's study with a grim ex-

ression on his old bronzed

gce, and listened to what the
Remove master had to say. ;

His look grew grimmer and grimmer
as he listened, He did not speak till
Mr. Quelch paused, and when he did,
his voice was deep.

“Really, Mr., Queleh! I- must =ay
I-—'" He <checked himself. *All
through this term I have received from
vou the very worst reports of my
nephew. In spite of my affection for
him, my faith and trust in him, I have
been driven to believe that he has acted
badly, very badly; that he has not only
dono wrong, but has sought to place the
burden on innocent shoulders! And now
you tell me that there is a doubi—a
strong doubt—in the matter! Iaeally,
Bl P’

Mr. Quelch coloured.

He did not expect this interview to

of the W

strong

be a pleazant one. Only a ver
him to

sense of duty could have urge
face it.

But he had to face it. If injustice had

Leen done, it had to be undone so far
as possible; the truth had to be
cstablished.

“Y can only say, sir, that I have been
deluded, 1 greatly fear, by & boy
cunning and astute beyond hia yedrs”
ho said, *“The resemblance between
harton and Stacey was the cause, Of
this, I was led to believe that your
nephew took unscrupulous sdvantage.
I have now reason to believe that it
wase, in peoint of fact, Stacey who was
the delinguent, and who took advan-
tage of that most unlortunate
resemblance,”

“It is rather late in the day—"

“I acknowledge it, sir! But I desire
you, B3 being responsible for both the
boys, to judge! One of them must leave
Greyiriars—and if your nephew has had
injustice, sir, you wc-ul:f not  desire
further iniuatice to be added.”

“1 should say not!" growled the old
colonel. "X ghould certainly say not,
sir! But I must saiy that T have had a

3]

high opinion of Ra

“As I have had alsn,” eaid Mr
Queleh, with a sigh. *I fear that he
has deceived us bhoth—"

“Youw, an experienced schoolmaster |

“You must remember, sid, that the
boy came herq recommended and
snswered for by yourself I zaid Mr.
Quelch, with some tariness |
naturally supposed, from that circum-
stance, that he was s Bt boy to be
placed in this echool and to ba trusted.
1f he has deceived me, as I fear, he
could not possibly have done so had
he n-}::t deceived you in the first

Colonel Wharton's brow darkened.

“Really, Mr, Quelch I”

“Really, Colonel Wharton 1™

“Aftor all, it is useless to discuss
aquestions of blame,” szaid the old

for sale.”” Mr. Quelch, on the other side of the big elm, heard every word.

colonel. " We both desire to arrive ai
the facts.” i )

“Quite so!” assemted Mr. Quelch.
“"Apd my intention is to send for both
the boys and question them in youz
presence,’’

“Very well ¥

Mr. Quelch touched the bhell, and
Trotter was sent to summon Whartor
and Stacey to the study.

The two juniors arrived together,

Colonel Wharton zcanned the two
“doubles ” in silence, with a grim
brow. He gave a greeting to neither.
He was intensely angry with one of
them=but he did not yet know which.
It was rather a perplexing position
for any old gentleman to be in,

They stood silent, Wharton quiet and
respecifal, with a hope in his heart that
the leng treuble and misunderstanding
was coming to an end; Stacey with an
expression on his face that was hard
to read.

To Stacey, as well ds to his relative
and rival, it seemed that something
must be known—that o blow was about
to fall! But, with his father's letter in
his pocket, he was not going to be
erushed by the blow. Now that he knew
that he had other resources, now that
ha knew he could, if he liked, throw
over Greyfriars and his benefacior, too,
he was prepared to face any cxposure
with cynical indifference.

“Wharton, Stacey, I have to questim}
you in_the presence of your guardian,’
said Mr. Quelch quietlv. "You,
Wharton, have already denied that you
were the boy seen, on many occasions,
out of bounds, in disreputable resorts.
You adhere to that deniall?”

“Certainly, sir,™

“And you, Stacey?™

" Certainly, sir 1" gaid Stacey calmly.

“One  of w," said Mr., Quelch
grimly, “entered that disreputable
place <alled the Three

Fizshers last
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Wednesda & place strietly out of
bounds, .'Y?uu dig not, Wharton?"

“ Mo, sir.”

SAnd you, Stacey?”

“ No, sir.”

“Ts it certain that one of them did,
Mr. Quelch?" rapped the colonel,

“Quate I’ sour b

“ Phen one of them is lying I growled
the colonel.

¥ Undoubtedly so, sir, and the one
who is lying now, 15, I judge, the one
who has been lying all through tlns
term [ said Mr. Quelch,

“ Naturally !  But which——" ;

Mr Quelch toushed the bell again
for Trotter.

“TFetch Master fish here, Trotter !”
he said, when the page oppearad.

" Yessir.” .

Harry Wharton ecaught his breath,
and Stacey gave o violent start. There
was & dead silence till Fisher T. Fish
arrived. r

Fishy wriggled uneasily
study.

Ha hsd no iden why he had been
sent for; but he dreaded to hear that
his Form-imaster had pgot wind of
certain maoney-lending transactions in
the lower Forms. Ifishy's conscience
was not clear. He blinked in surprise
at Wharton and Btacey and tho old
colonel.

asked

“You
Fish.

Which of these two
boys did you sco breaking bounds at the

inte  the

gonit  for mo, sir?

“1 did, Fish!

Threa Fishers on Wednesday after-
noon 7

Fisher T. Fish almost fell down in
his sarprize.

“Waal, I swow!” he ejaculated. T
—I—1 guess——="'

“¥ou will answer that question
directly and truthfully, Fish!™ said
Mr. Quelch gternly. I warn you -to
tell the exaot truth. I understand that
the boy you saw hae purchased certain
articlez from you &t an enhanced

rice, as an inducement to you to kceF
1s secret. These articles can, and will,
be traced to his possession.”

“Aw, waks snakes!" gasped Fisher
T. Fish. “I—I -guess Btacey needn’t
have done business with me 1f he
liadn't wanted, sir! 1 guess—*

“Htacer 1" roared the old colonel.

“I—I—I guess—"

“ Answer !” thundered the colonel.

Fishe: T. Fish gasped helplessly.

How Queleh knew he could not begin
to guess. But it was clear that he
knew. -

Fishy had te answer—and he had to
answer truthfully, lest worse should
befall him. Since that aflernoon at the
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Three Fishers he had sold Stacey half
a dozen thmﬁsﬁand only an hour ago
he had sold hirm Hazel’s old bat! Not
for the first timve Fisher T. Fish had
reason to regret that he was such an
extremely businecsslike youth.

“I am wailting for wyour answer,
Fish!" said Mr Efur:lch, in a grinding
voice. I am already aware that it
was SBtacey you saw out of bounds; but
I desive you to give your own
evidence.™

“I guess I never knew you was wise
to it, sir " gasped IMisher 1. Fish. * 1t
was Staccy, sir.”

“And since that day you have
obtained money from Stacey!" eaid
BMr. Queleh, in terrifying tones.

“"I'vo sure seld him a few things, sir
—I guoss he pot his money's worth M
mumbled Fisher T. Fish.

“"You young rascall” thundered
Colonel Wharton,

# [—I—I—guess—"

"You will refurn to Stacey whatever

he may have given you, Iish,” said
Mr. Quelch, “and you will come to this
study after preparation this evening,
and I shall cane you with the utmost

severity | Now go!”
Fisher T. Fish almost erawled from
the study. .

Mr. Quelch looked at Colonel Whar-
ton when the door had closed.

“The facts have now been placed
heforo you, sir!" he said. *You are in
g ;mf;ihmn to judge between these two

OYs.

“I am !’ said the colonel grimly.

Harry Wharton's face was bright.

He realised very elearly all that this
meant to him. o was cleared-=his
enciny’s cunning had  over-rcached
itsclf, and Stacey’s game was up. The
clouds had rolled by at last=——and he was
not to leave Greyiziarg under a cloud
—hno - waz not to leave Greviriars at
all! Next term things would be as
of old—he would no longer hava a
“double” in the Remove! Ha had
been right in believing that rascality
could not prosper in the long run.

“I'm  sorry, Harry 1™ said the old
colonel. “I've been  misled—your
Form-master has been misled—"

admit 180" eaid Mr. Quelch.
“If 1 have been wvnjust, Wharton, it
was unintentionally, and you must try
to forget it.”
"1 shall only remember, sir, that it
15 you wha have set matters right™
said Harry.

“Apd you, Ralph——" rumbled the
colonel.

Stacey shrugged his shoulders.

Wharion wondered how he would
take it—but certainly he did not
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expeet him to take it like this! The
young rascal was perfectly eool.

“Cut out tha pi-jaw, please!’ seid
Stacey, with iey calmness.

TF hﬂlt‘??ﬂ‘

Colonel Wharton fairly gasped.

“The game's up here, CRNL ECB
that 1" said Stacey. “1'm not sorry—
I was fed-up i the back teeth! I'm
sick of Groeyfriars, and I shall be glad
to gol”

The old cclonel gazed at him dumb-
founded.

“You will certainly go
gaid Mr. Quelch. *“1 shall speak to
the headmaster immediately, and you
will leave to-day. You will be able to
make immediate arrangements,
Colonel Wharten, far this boy—"

“He shall not enter my house
again!” pasped the colonel. "I shall
provide for him, but he shall never
gleep under my roof again, I would
rather welcome a snake-in-the-grass,
by gad |*

"'%3'-0-.1 need noi trouble te provide
for me, thanks!” said Stacey, with a
cool sneer. “ Neither need wyou worry
about my coming to Wharton Lodge!
My father’s able te provide for mae
now, ard I'm sick of being a or
relation. E\ren if this hadn't hap-
pened, I think I should have thrown
it up—now I've no choice, and I'm
glad of it. I'm going to my father.
And I'm glaz to go!’

Ho walked to tﬁa door and walked
out of the study.

ITIa left & dumbfounded
behind him.

But a moment later Ralph Stacey
Etszﬁped back inte the room.

g came towards Harry Wharton,
who looked at him in  silence, and
Lhield out his hand.

“I'm going!™® he said. “It's all
over now, and I've been rather a
rotten brute to vou; and I'm more or
lt‘:ss_- gorry | You'll never ses me
again—give me your fist pefore 1 go!™

For a moment Wharton hesitated.
Then he took Stacey’s hand.

“Good luek ™ he said.

“Thanks !

Stacey shook hands with him, for
the first, and the last time, and
taking no notics of the grim stares of
tha colonel and My Queleh, walked
out of the study again. An hour later
he was gone from Grevfriars.

Stacey [ "

silence

It was quite a sensation to wind up
the term.

Everybody kuew, and
buzzed with the news.
gone—and Stacey had owned up
before he wen*. That long-disputed
%::iﬂstmg: which of the “doubles™ of

reyiriars was the black sheep, was
sct at rest nt long last.

“Borry, old man!"” said Ogilvy and
Russell together the next time they
saw Harry Wharton.

“All gerene ™ said Harry.

There were plenty of other fellows
who said the same. Quelch’s opinion
was made clear by the announcement
that . Wharton was head boy of the
Eemove again.

And Billy Bunter told Wharton
tfiat, as that beast Staccy was not to
ba there after all, he would come to

everybody
Stacey was

Wharton Lodgs for the holidays. To
which  Wharton's ungrateful reply
was “Rats1”  gpg pup,

(A grand wind-up to a populer seriss
—athatd® Next week Harry Wharton &£
Co. break up jor the summer vae, and,
believe me, they're in for an exeiling
time, DBe sere you join up with them
in: “"FISH'S HOLIDAY STUNTM
the opening wern in thiz grand new
series.—ED. )
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WHAT'S GONE DEFORE.

Selweyn Gore and his hrother; Colin,
gel aut for Moose Call to avenge the
murder of thelir Uncle Amyas, a gold
prospector.  En voule, they meet
Mountoin FLdon, a Siowx Indian and
fricnd of Ampas CGore, whoe leads
them to a great nalural amphitheatre
in the Sunrise JMounfains where they
Iearn that a gang of foughs lcd by
Majoe and Musty hove already regis-
tered the claimt. The two Britishkers
sncceed In trapping the goang in the
amphitheatre, and then, leaving
Mountain Lion ard his Slowx hraves on
guard, ride inte Tomahawl o enlist
the services of Sergeant Threfall and
his Mounties. On the way back 1o
Moose Call, they meet a lone rider
tcho informes them that Isaac Snugger,
a sollcitor whom they thought 1o have
been wmurdered by the gang, has
arrived al kis ranch amd 1z Row in
bed half delivious.

{ Now read on.)

R ——

A Tip Worth Taking]

N the wav to the ranch, Selwyn

O asked Jake Magloon how it was
Izanc Snugger got to the Bull
Elk ranch.

“Kem on a painted Injun pony,”
answered the hearded rancher. t was
night with a moon up, and t]‘tﬂ spring
havmg hml-:u at last, the fam'ly was
sittin’ up, playin® a game of rammy.
All of o sudden we henrd hoofbeals
comin’ up to tha ranch, an' then came
a ratlhn® of the door latch, The missus
looked out of the window and caught
sight of a pinte pony. My neighbour,
Ben Frecland, ain't got & pinto on his
ranch. SBo I got me a gun and o ened
the door like, and there was the un
pony up on the stoop. Ile'd bin rattlin’
tha latch with his nose, clever like.
And hanfm over his neck, all crumpled
up, was lsaac Snugger. He was uncon-
soiows, and for the next two davys we
thought he would die; bhut the auvrsin’
did it.”

“Bullets wern never mado to  kill
that hoary old eagle!" chuckled the
delighted sergeant. “We'll have him

Moo

Mountics did nothing olse but chant
snugger’s praises throughout the ride.
‘F'hen HF rasoe the ranch and its adjoin-
ing buildings and barn on the horizon
i front of them. Bome more riding,
:md tllE} reached fhoir destination.
“Don’t elump ! said Jake TbIaginnn,
as ho led them to the reom in which
Isaag Snugger lay.
Tha rancher qumﬂy opened the door,
stuclk his bearded face in, hali-cxpect
ing a_warning from his "-"i'le, who was

sttending  the patient. Instead, came
a bull-like roar in Snugger’s rasping
volea :

“IHey! That you, Joake? Where

you hin? I've felt ]m"ﬂ.Flﬁll lonesomo
without you. Wanted to smoke a P:pc
nf baeca, but the missus says no.

“And what the inissus says goes at
the Bull Elk 1" vetorted Jake, squaring
his broad shoulders as he strode boldly
into the room. “Isanc, hore's some
Loys to sea you=—"

Sergeant ‘Threfall, hat in hand,
clanked inta the room on Jake's heals,
and after him came Belwyn  and
La:ihn. %

sagge Snugger lay prop
bed which I-..aﬁB been moved close to the
curtained window to ecateh  the sun-
shine. His face was tanned and in no
way changed,

Ag he caught sight of the sergeant of
the Mounties he smmled. Then, as hae
saw Selwwyn and Colin approaching the
bed, he stuck his chin right out so that
it ncﬂr]é:,r met his long nose, his keen
eyes blinking ineredulously

“Lands sakes, the boys!”®  he
bellowed, and would have slipped out
of bed had not Mrs. Magloon, a
hefty, healthy, capable-looking woman,
not foreibly held him down.

Selwyn and Colin bent over ‘E‘snugg{:r.
and Mrs. Magloon, with a nod ‘and a
EIﬂlIr-, steppea  aside to make room.

“The boys—" laughed Snugger.

len his face screwed in pain.

d up in a

“Herves you right,” said  the
rancher's wife. “"'hem wounds  will
never heal if you don't lia quiet.

buttin® around aond worrying vy at
Tomahawk Fmp before we  know
whera we arel

He zang 03 he rode, and the

SE (Al.l.
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H’f

Wanted to gﬂ- out ridin’ yosterday, he
did,” she added, turning in dngust to
Selwsn. “And him as weak a
babe 1"

Thus scolded. Izaze took it niara
r[umti]r

‘Never tHﬂught io see you again,
hoys,” he  sai shalkiing his  head.
“That was why I sent Jake Magloon
vidin’ fo put the Mounties on the

track of the murderers. Last I knew,
vou wers all tied up and rid off by
Major and hiz gang of killers. What

]m(?pfmed? Whera are they? How
you get away T
"You kee qu:eb, and Tl tell you,?

answerad lwyn,” and thereupon he
told Snugeer all that had happened.

Ag he listened. the old Tomahawk
solicitor’s rugged face smoothed out in
an expression of deep content.

" ¥ou did wonders, boys," ha ﬁEI.I-I']

“Might have knowed it, geein’ you're
nevvies of Amyas Gore. Movntain
Lion in it, too? o Nfﬂu werg forced
to show Majoa and Musty the claim?
But, crikey, that was smart wark at
the slide-hole. Got ona of the gang
killed, foo, ¢hf And Red Bull ringin”
m tha rest. That's news to make me
fit to ride inside a week. And sure
now may smoke a pipe, Mrs
Ma loon 7

1, smoka if you like, though I
hate the sight and emell of pipes,”
answered Mrs. Aagloon. " And opa
it kills yexr 1™

Isano  Snugger was ver
smoking a 'bcrrrcmed pipe, and, as hea

puffed the fragrant lobacco
:r.m:'i sent dense clouds crf gmoke curling
to the low ¢eiling, he smiled con-
tentedls.

The next morning when, after an
early breakfast, the Mounbies, together
with Selwyn arld Colin, started on the
last stage of their ride, they leit
Snugger eating s huge gammon
rasher and egges, washed dewn with
strgng camp colfee, and pinging n a
cracked voice a smatch of a fune
beiween the hites, :

“Hey, Sel,” he bellowed, just aiter
the boys had left the bed-room. ""Goi
eny dynamite?'’
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“No,” - Belwyn . answared.  ®DMajoe
and his gang took the sticks we had
when they shared out our baggage.”

“Then’ get gomo ! ghouted Snupger. .

* Jake ‘Magloon's sure to have some.”

“What . fort” asked Colin, hulting
out in the passage.

“To ‘blow  them snakes out of
Amyes Gore's claim. Maybe yonu
won't -be able to do it any other
“'33"-"

Well Done, Selwyn !

T was, at any rate, an ides, and
I sure enough Jake Magloon had
in hiz miscellanecus stors somae
aticks of dynamite fitted with

fuse. - The party took some of the
dynamite witE them. .
- Bergeant

the

inchh of ground in and around

‘Moose Call, and without hesitation led

them wp the way Majoe and Musty
had taken BSelwyn and Colin when
they «<limbed the foothills ‘and the
mountaing with tho murder gang. -

HSoon they camo to the Sioux camp,
where they surrendered: their borrowed
ponies, s ) :

The Mounties left their own hard-
working beasts ab the camp in charge of
two of the men, and, taking provizions
with them, began at once to climb the
mountains. 3 _

They slept thet night on the ridge
where Amyas
dered, and in the morning star
climb again.

“to

Hi
the Indians zoon picked up the scarlet
coats of the advanecing troopers, and
Bolwyn gaw one plumed head safter
another rize from behind a rock or
boulder, until the cliffs were fairly
lined with Indians.

Boon Mountain Lion came running
forward to meet them, springing
from rock to rtock, racing down
the narrow, dangerdus trail, his copper
body shining in the  sun, his face
hideons with war-paint, his ecagle's
feathers shaking in the breeze.

He stopped in front of the boys, and
saluted the scrgeant,

“Ugh! Good!” he said, as he eved
the red-coated Mounties.

“We've coms fo get that gang,
Mountain Lion,” said Sergeant Paul
“ﬁi“ got ‘em hemmed in up there,
B A

The Sioux nodded and gave n grunt.

“Bad white men still there,' he said.
“Not once have they tried to come
down the waterfall. Too busy digging
and finding gold.”

The sergeant nodded.

“Tha yvellow dust makes most men
mad when they find it,” he said. " What
say 1f wvou. show us the shide-hole I've
heard eo much abeut, Injun, and we'll
all go sliding through it. One of the

ang cashed in chasin® the boys down
the waterfall, so there are only seven
of 'em left There are twenty of us
Mighty big odds on our side if if comes
to & show-down.,” . :

“Bad men post guard. Shoot sol-
diers a3 they go down slide-hole, ™ said
Mountain Lion.

“I think that, too,” said Selwyn
eagerly. “If a punman stood guarding
the hole ha eould pick off a dozen men
a3 they came through before he need
reload. The othera would rally at the
first shot, and we'd lose a lot of
lives.™ :

“Nothing doing that wav, then,™ said
the sergeant, “for the only lives we're

aul Threfall koew overy’

Gore had been mur- |

igh up near the Great Chief's Head
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gonna Iose over this battle are those
of Majoe, Musty, and his gang. Injun,
do you mean &g say the gang haven't
made & sign all the while you've been
hera on the mountain?” :
“Nobody come by the waterfall,™
replied the Sioux. “Bad men don't
know the way ™ :
"But if it's the only way out of the
claim, as you say, they're bound to
make a move sooner or later,” the
ecrgeant said. “You take ws round
there, Sioux, and let's have a look at
the climb. Can wo get in that way g
“Much easier by the slide-hole, " said
the. Indian.. “Bad men see scldiers
come, soon kill if they climb the fall.”
“It's & hard elimb up, but 4n céasy
one down,” said Selwyn. “But I tell
ou what—we could dynamite the slide-
wle, blow the rock to smithereens, and
clear the way. If Majoe and the gang
tried to fight their way out this side
we could goickly shoot thiem down or
take them prisoners. If they got
scared and tried to get away by the
fell, we or the Indians could easily

tako them there.” .
tha hole,” said tha

“Let's blow u
sergeant. “We don’t want to sit down
on thiz job for a month.””

Selwyn and Mountain Lion led the
way up to the rocky chiff through which
the glido-hole  was bored. Some
;.'n!ugnt:es and Colin followed at their
weels.

Tha party climbed up to the narrow
edge or footheli end edged their way
along it until they passed the hole,
Sergeant Paul following in the rear.
Tho burly, red-coated figure clung to
the rock face like & fly. When they
stngfcd, he stopped, staring incredu-
lonaly down into the slide-hole.

“Crumbs! You must have had a
nerve, Injun, to shoot through there
first time, not Ehowing what was wait-
ing for you on the other side.”

Mountain Lion running for his life,”
explained the Bioux. ¥ Get no worse
than killed 1f go through, so—"

“8o  you went through? OK."
Threfall thought for a moment. * Boys,
I'm for dynamiting that hole. Why,
the cxplosion ought to blow off the
whole top of the rock, leaving an easy
way in. You'll need it if, later on, you
want toe properly work the gold that's
ovor there.”

“All right; get under cover, all of
vou, and I'll set and light the stick,”
said Selwyn., “We'll scare Majoe and
hiz bullies, at any rate.] .

Sorgeant Paul hated going back, but
he did it. -

Helwyn waited until they pzined the
platean below.

" Take cover, all of you!” he shouted.
“Half the mountain may come tumbling
down when tle dynamite explodes,
Mountain Lion, warn the Sioux. I'm
going to fix the d;','naml._tm”

Stooping and thrusting most of his
length down the elide-hole, Belwyn
fixed the dynamite stick in & fissure in
the wall, jamming it in until he was
sure it would not fall out. Then he
hung, listeniny to & drumming echo
which ¢ame from the amphitheatre hea
knew as Amyas Gore's cloim.

He thought he heard voices, shouting,
guarrelling, but was not guite sure. At
gll events, it searied ms if the rasecals
ware still there.

He struck s mateh, shielded the
flame, and then held it to the fuse
paper.

There was a splotter, and a moving
rim of golden aparks ate the blue
paper preedily.

Selwyn edged  back out of the hole,
walted o second to make sure that the
fuse would not blow out, then, elingin
with toes and nails to the cliff, he ﬂgge
back along the ledge and scrambled as
fast ms he could down to the plateau.

“Light it, kid 1 Bergeant Paul asked
hoarsely, from where he lay flat behind
o solid wall of rock.

L4 G‘KF !:H-

"Then drop down, for Pete's sake!”

Selwyn hurried, bent double, pastthe
ﬁlaﬂe where the saneant. lay sprawled.

a saw Colin safe q:ll.u"lﬁméir behind a
huge boulder, and Mountain Lion peer-
ing cautiously out from behind s rocks

spur. Here and there an eagle’s feather
gshowed. The Bioux scemed to be all
safely housed.

Belwyn gained a place where & solid
wall of rock stood between him and the
cliff, where the slide-hole ran through to
thé claim. He waited there, watching.
. A thin coil of blue smoke was cuxﬁ*
mg upward, till, caught by the wind,
it dissolved into nothing. o

Belwyn felt the seme thrill that nsed
to delight him when, on the Fifth of
November, he, a8 & bay, had lit up a
few fireworks in the little back garden
at home, and his only regret was that
he could not stand by and watch this
bl% banger go off. :

he lest time they had used a stick
of dynamite, Majoe's cabin had known
all abouf it. But what would happen

hera? Perha the explosion would
only sear and deepen the slide-hole,
IE;?lnt it all rough. But if it dido’t—
W ¥ en——

T-a-d-angl

A blinding flash streaked outwards,
and a deafening roar rolled with deep-
ening booms across the mountains.
Smoka spread cutwards and upwards,
and with 1t went mighty rocks and fly-
ing boulders, hurtling high info the air
till they seemed no larger than ericket-
balls. At the seme time, etriking
Elf_;l“'.'llﬁ'ﬂrd* the explosion blew half the
cliff away and sent thousands of tons of
split and loosened rock hurtling down to
the plateav on which the Mountiez and
the Sioux Indians had lately stood.

Giant cartloads of loosened rabble
and shale followed, and the air was
darkened with a for of flying debris. *

The force ot tEe explosion hurled
SBelwyn down flat, and he lay gesping,
wondering whether he would be buried
by the filving debris. -

And as he lay, stunned and breath-
less, he saw the slide of loosened rock
go crashing down the steep trail, bound-
ing and leaping and relling, to finally
disappear from view.

Then those mjght.y rocks which had
beon sent skywards, hurtled downwards,
landing with a thundering crash and
breaking away other peintz and pieces
of the rocky cliff as they struck home.

“Gosh ['Y gasped Selwyn.

As his stunned ears began to function
ngain, he heard the roar die in diminish-
ing booms among the towering peaks of
the Sunrise Mountains.

When at last he had blinked the grit
and dust out of his eyes, and dared
look up azain, Selwyn lay amazed. at
what he saw.. ; ;

The slide-hole :ad vanished, and with
it the whole mighty mass of rock
through which it had been bored. A
groat space, curved like the underpart
of an orange. had been scooped out of
tha clif on the level of the ridge,
extending for a space of thirty yarda
or more. :

There was nothing above it but. the
clear blue sky. Tons of rock had been
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tore away by the cxploding dynamite,
and the way into the amphitheatre had
been left clear. L

It was a full two or three minutes
before & figure wearing & scarlet jacket
with threa yellow chavrons on Arm
omerged from  behind &  boulder,
Sergeant Throfall took off his hat and
ran his fingers through his tumbled,
{:uri’% hair.
_ " Suffering snakes!” he roared: “Is
that the best you can do, kid? I
thought the whole mountain wes comin’
down. Now let's go and look for
casualties.” £

One by one the red-coated Mounties
put in an appearance, and the roll-call
showed none missing,

Mountsin Licn emerged from his hole,
and, with = shxi}.ﬁug war-whoop,
rallied the Sioux. :

Again the roll was called, and ounce
again was found correct.

o Sioux and the Mounties were all
bunched up ameng the rocks, staring up
at tho gap the dynamito had made.

“The explosion has sure Jeft an easy
way in,” ssid Seclwyn. '

“Yeah!|” growled the sergeant of
the Mounties. “But an eas wug in
also makes an easy way out. How long
are we going to wailt before we storm
tha usiﬁan%” :
Selwyn was about to answer when the
sharp crack of & rifle up sbove was
unswered by & ringlﬂig report below,

Selwyn had seen Mountain Lion dart
away on silent moccasing s momient ago
and disappear. He had thought
nothing of it But the BSioux’s
-:ag(;lia oyes had secen what none other
had noted, and he had gone to fetch his
Winchester. i

It was just as well, too, for as
Sergeant Threfall’s hat was blown
clean off his head and carried into space
by a bullet which bored clean through
its crown, Mountain ILdon replied with-
& slug of lpad which hit the rifieman
who wes half-hidden on the rocky place
above, :

The men reeled into view, his arms
ocutgprend. Then, from relaxing
right hand, a gun dmﬁod snd came
r&ttﬁni; down, quickly followed by the
ceumpled diving form of the men him-
self, whe aimed to get the
soTgeant. .

“{Gosh [ gaid Paul Threfall, gaping
after his vanishing hat.

“That’'s another gunman gone,” said
Selwyn, ss the erumpled figure thudded’
on the recks, bounced off, and then
plunged deap into the abyss below.

Mountain Lion’s Blufl!

HE shooting warned the ambush-
l ing Sioux and Mounties to be

careful about storming that
: @, It -was plein that the
dynamite which had blown an easy way

in had alse done much damage on the
amphitheatre side. Masses of rock had
hurtled down into the arena below and
was lying in heaped-up masses, afford-
ing an ecasy ¢limb up. Before, the slide
hﬁe had been unclimbable, now a gun-
man could get to the ledge tha explosion
had made almost as scom =s the dis-
lodged rock had settled,

cuntain Lion watched the place
above like an eagle. J

“Ugh!” he said. “Bad white men
may there. Mountain Lion go and
EE’B."

“1f you're going scouting, don’t got
lead-drilled, Hioux,” eaid Sergeant
Threfall who was peering
.:a.utinuai:r from behind a rock.
_ The day was drawing in, and as
#d Belwyn watohed Mountain Lion flit from

cover to cover and finally disappenr, he
marvelled at the skill with which the
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“Quiet !>’ sald Mountaln Llon, “°There’s someone eoming !* The next

T, L

" moment, the black shadows of two men with packs on their backs and carrying
guns showed against the star-spangled sky.

Indian hid himself and the silence with
which he moved. ) .

The whele mountain was steeped in
silence now. sun sank down, &
ball of blazing red, and blue shadows
deepened everywhere.

Selwyn kept his agaa ui-:rh the eagle’s
plumes, which poked up here and theras
as far &s he could see, ehowing where
Bed Bull’s braves were hiding: It was
sz much as he could do to stay still,

“Colin,” he whispored, “we all ocught
to climbing up there,  They'd
har see us in the dark. We would
be on them before they knew it, and
there ara :&nﬁ six of them.”

From the shadows near by, the deep
voice of Bergeant Paul came booming.

‘“ Better wait till- the Bioux reports.
If I lost a hat we'd soon lose a few
lives if wo started c-iml.bu'i%‘ blind. Pe-
sides, them guys know they're cornered.
Think of it, sll the ﬁﬂ]d in the world
at their feet, and maybe already cached,
and hemmed in on all sides by an
enemy. That geng'll ight. It wouldn't
bo olever of me to lese you, Selwym,
and your brother, and half a dozen
good men.” ) )

It was certainly good advice, but it
was galling to Selwyn to have to wait
there in the dark.

The blue turned to black, and the
party could ecarcely see around them,

‘Stars hupg hke great illuminated
diamonds overhead, intensifying the
gloom. Then the moon rose up, gainio
power, until the mountainside .too
shape agsain, ; :

Presently Selwyn espied a moving

figure upon the silvered rocks, He
gripped his-gun and stood ready. But
a waving headdress of cagle’s feathers
reassured him. ]

“ Mountain Lion’s coming [" he said
to Colin. i e o .

“Yesh!" growled Sergeant Paul's

deep voice from close by, “Ii's the

Injun 1™

The Sioux came down like a cat,
mostly bent double, mever rising until
he had to. But just below the place
where the slide hole had been, he had
to stand erect. As he reared himself
up, & spit of fire seamed the derkness,

Braang !

Mountain Lion crumpled, fell, seem-
ing to go down head-foremost.

“They've got him! He's killed ™
eaid lwyn, rising to his feet and
taking aim with s gun at the spot
whera tha fHash was seen.

Brasng | .

He sent a bullet crashing there, but
Lknew only too well that he had missed

Then he smiled as he saw a bounding
figure h‘:api:? from boulder to spur
and tearing down the trail with giant
eprings and leaps. The figure was that -
of Mountain Lion. .

Selwyn grabbed st the Sioux Indian
a2 he came panting up.

“Did_they get you, Lion?” he asked
anxiously. :

The Indian grimned from ear to ear.

“No,”” he answered, “the bullet
missed by & yard., But I shammed hit.
I could see tﬁa way. The man did not
firs - again.” ,

“Well, how are things up there?"
acked the sergeant.

“Ugh ! replied the Sioux, “Bad!”

“Bad?” roared the sergeant im-
Ea&:mﬁ]y “What do you mean by
ad 74

“It is easy climbing and easy wa
down this zide since the explosion,”
said the Sioux. " But ovor on the other
gide there iz only & narrow way up,
and the bad white men are guarding it
They have set & sniper at the top, and
ancther man i3 watching from below.”

“We might storm the position!™
growled Threfall.

“They would all come to shoot if the
watchers gave the alarm. They kill
g2 we climb. Lose many braves, many

Tre MacgreT Liprary.—No, 1,433
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Mounties, parhap! Bad whlta men

scared. They ig
“1 don't hlm mthu

um_m& liko
dumb sheep,” said Threfsll “Upﬁatl
the nerves.
“Wo've got the brutes ringed in,’

anid Ee!wi “Thnr can't get away,
can they, Lion?

“Bad white men can't got away,”
lgra-:d the Hmut. “We shoot them as

'?hmf;]l frowned nt ﬂalwsn.

“Kid,”” he said, piymin‘ we gO
round to the wnterfall and work a way
up there, the Injuh showing us the way 1
Onoce we are in position we could shoot
as a signal to the Injuns over there and
make a_double drive. Then over goes
Black John Msjoe’s spplecar
want to waste more time than I can help
around here. My place is in
Tomahawk."

It was ug:aﬁd that this should be
tried, and soon after Mountain Lion lod
them by moonlight to the fall, They
bugan to climb steadily and ﬂﬂlth:ly
! though the Ju’n was far harder
;li:m Bergeant Paul had anticipated.

In two hours.they were nowhers near
the u:z:- In four h-:- . after more t]un

“_h angoTous np ey Wwere nearly
at the

The Eﬂm pointed to a plm whora
the water came purling smoothly over
the led

“¥ .00 n-

said Balw;rn,, address
Earre-nut Paul, who came just’
him. “We're there I”

"I% was then that the Bioux, with a
wrrnmg hiss, motioned to them to
silent,

# There's someone coming down,” he
said.

The next moment the black shadows

of two men with packs on their bicks,
am-:l ﬂlrl‘j’m{&' tgnam, showed against the
*.'.-ap blue star-spangled sky.

When Thieves Fall Out!

HE shadows of ths two men at

l the head of the fall wssumed

iant size in tho veiled mdon-

ight, black and evil looking in

silhouette.

Threfall touched Eﬂiw n's arm.

“What & target,” he whispared.

“You conld nover miss from. down

kera. Plug "em plumb centre and

!erg am own like shot rabbital’”

all that Black “John

Majoe u:u:l lfmty and the gsng ‘had
done, the Mountic's l'ing‘ar itched

. shadows

Lo the path.

tu =
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pull the trigger. But he did nok puﬂ

k.
i “They're two of the 13
ha Idﬂaﬂ and 'I:l:mla.j,.r %
I can't let loose in cold
Belwyn felt ]uﬂ!‘. the sathe EbUGL it

Eve bering Bouggen d
not k:?l Tﬁaﬁmﬁ * - nqﬂ

H-mmt.ﬂn Lion eyed theri Wuestion-

in

'Eﬂghl“ he grunted. ’"El.'-ﬁ
thers; them down here, t ﬂh%
They kill, Let Mountain

Winchester,"
“ No, Lion,"” said Eﬂw_m, f‘hﬂ- tinless
it comes to a ﬂght.

two of them against ihﬂ ]ut :ﬁr (8 D%:’ :
» must give them a chance.”

“The Sioux grounded his iy and

soowlad,

White man’s fair play _ an
be manship wad to bo. é L bnth
sidea obeorved it, but in 'I'IIB- casd of a
poison . rat . one killed lt . and thm
white men, 'th.la!rﬂl AN miuy
weore human poison rats. - There.;

no sense in it
For .a Jong tense two mmutﬂs tha
ceouched at the top of the
path leading downwards.
lo-ok'

The men wers watching,

back the way they had come,
soemed seared. One of -them suddénly
dropped behind. a boulder. Thoy hes
him cry out hoarsely and the other
joined him. -But nothing happened,
Aftor 8 long strained. pause, they ross
again and, mmmg begen to descend

Only the head and shoulders of one
mian oould be seem now. ‘The other
kept close behind him.

Buddenly . a rifle . eracked, the shot
echoing in peals across the mountain-
side, and the msan behind, throwing up
his arms, pitched forward and came
slith nrm own the fail, to land at

Threfall’s feet.
mh 1" ejaculated the ser

He bent over the crump
set his arms under it and lifted it up.
Ther he %runtad az he saw the hesd
drop loosely on the shoulder and the
arms and legs sag.

“He's “dead I growled the sergeant
of the Mountics. " “ Pretty good shot
E‘:qi_ 0 bhim, too. He was dead before

H : ﬁ L]

-.Era-iwrn snd Colin stared at tEe man
in horror. But Mountain Lion showed
unlsr a stmuii interest

"Know him, Bioux1” asked the ser-
goant.

ant.
figure,

. been

%RmmammmMﬂm

gronted.

“Wall, T do,” said t of
t the Mounties, * Tl:m ui! Blll{
the Hne:l: w‘mn ha am t-:n 'l'mm.
in:the fall:" We m:l

oalabooss onco for knifing n mm in :
drunken brawl, but they were both to
blame and he only stayed a month.
Used to sneak around the saloons,
Billy dtd l:u:i did a bit of stesling on
the sly. bad egg. He's no loss |
Tha lmrnannt gwu locked upward

_ for sharp oracking shots -reng
ly in ﬂm night. Epits of fire
ﬁ:ﬂ ke scen darting from the cover

-t ke up there where Billy the

1cak - hidden with his mate, and
ADSWOI shiota ocould be heard ring-
ing wm & little distance away.

A battla yas going on, one man fight-
ing ngu.:hi‘;hrg:l or four.

Bel tried to count, but the shols
mmew{? irtpgular - intervals and he
could not be sure. . There wore throe

~anen at least alxwtmg at one.

After ‘a while, the firing. mmd but
the man hld.mg' up at the to of the
fall: stayed in ambush, Tha party
Wlmhud to seoe him move, but he was
lying: fAat behind the rock and they
could not soe him,

After some minutes, & fash lit- the
darkness, ind the man at the top began
to fire again, and this time they could
soé his bent figure moving slowly round
behind the boulder screen.

Ho was aiming in & differcné dunu-

- tion and loosed two or three shots in

swift suocession as if ho wern rutt!-ml’
His asssilants wore working round
him, drawing £, 800T ﬁﬁr
wﬂl:l]d attack him fmm twa.sides. a.
did not attempt to come down the
rock  strewn trail, Belwyn wmup
fui-
- tho

hal:lum of the dnn[ar mov.
in- the dark. The moon show

tuml:-lmg watars, bui hui %ﬁl dangers
BEe,

in the sh depthas. .
?lm:-. step w ‘m mean & dive to -m:t-u.l;'

The two men had made for the fall
trying to. eseapo that way, and
ollowed. That was the ex
tion,. They had started the ﬁg‘nt
because .they had to, and the sarvivor
was battling on because it was his only
chance.

(Hemmed in on both sides, the #ur-
sivar doesn’t stand much chance of
ting away with his ill-gotien paine, ﬂ'ﬂl
hef Don't miss next week's chapters of
this thrilling adventure yarn, boye!)
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KRACK KRICKETER

Has a few open dates for country
Houges of titled jentry and
nobility preferred, but new rich eon-
sidered so long as the beasts keep their
place. No fee apart from eggspenses, g ¥
but hospitality must be liberal.—Wire e Wt |

house
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CAR FOR HIRE |

First prize in a recent vafle,
thing for your holiday. Two-seater (takea 12
at a piuch), well sprung
new elastic), capable of great downhill speed,
Cornplete with chauffeur to drive it and donkey
F to pull it uphill, 2a, 6d. & day., Owner will i

dJust the

(juat fHited with

. | sell outright for 4s. 9d., spot cash.—H,
W. G. B., Bunter Court, ¢/o GREY- 2N SHINNER, Box Xo. 39, GREYFRIARS
FRIAERS HERALD. paEs 5% HERALD,
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No. 148 (New Series). EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON. August 3rd, 1935. —
Bright minor, of the Second FOR THE S A Snarler & Co., didn™t intend | eapn find it. Fﬁ instance, if | twoe undersized  jentlemen [the Fourth  had dived " Oh, it was nothing!” By the time the dinner-bell

Form at St. Sam’s, bust into K_E to tell the Head the truth |he had cawse .Y feel tremen- | wearing mistoshes and glasses | off the bank to the reskew![said DBright, with tippical | went, all Bright's tiubbles

Jack Jolly's study in the under any circumatances. The | jously gmiefuubliright——“ who were standing talking | Bright, like the hero he was, | modesty. "I only did what | were over. 8 Head had

Fourth Form Passidgé like a
minitcher cyclone.

“ Jolly and Morry in 7" he
squeaked, in his piping trebble
voice, “fI've got somo good
nows to itell you—something
that will make you jolly jolly,
Jolly | ¥ou know you haven't
been on speaking terms with
my major lately "

% Yes,” replied Jolly, help-
ing himaelf to a chocklit from
the box on the table.

* And that it's all beeawse
Dr. Birchemall caught him
glﬂ.;?ing nap with Snarler &

i

i YE'E, FES-”

“And becawse he'd let
down the kricket team to-see
Snarlor §

*Yes, yes, yesl1® _

* And {:aca,wse he seemed
to be a eadd and a rotter ¥ "

*Yea, yes, yes, yeal"

* Well, you've been wrong,"
piped Bright minor. * He's
not 4 cadd and a rotter at all !
The real culprit is me | "

13 Yﬂ'l]. 7 ¥

* Yes, rather! I've docided
to konfess—tio msake a clean
breast  of everything,"
equeaked the fagg, wiping
some food etaine from his
“I—I tried to tell
tha Head, but I couldn't
pluck up enuil curridge. So
now I've eome to tell you!l™

Jack Jolly eved the yungstor

weskit,

OF THEIR

with gleeming eyes. There
was something in the jyung-
ster’'s words that suddenly
made him feel all keyed up.
He bolted the reat of his
chocklit and locked his hands
togother. Whon he spoke,
there waa a ¢ateh in hig voice,

“Ta it Fﬂsaibul,” he oried,
“that we've dons old Bright
an injustiss over this bizzi-
ness ¥ I didn't think there
was any room for a mistake,
and yet——""

* There was ! " piped Bright
minor. * You see, the fakt
is, my major only went to
meet Snarler & Co. for one
purpuss—to reskew me from
their kiutches!™

“ My hat!”

“Imannidged to get away,”
eggsplained Bright minor,
brothlessly, ** Then the Head
turned up and Snarler & Co.
turned round and turned on
my major and the Head
turned down the defence my
major turned in and turned on
the viles of his wrath, I hoap
you follow my meaning §

* Every turn of it ! " said

and no
Merry.

head.

HAROLD SKINNER asks—

What’s Wrong
With My Health!

I can’t make out what has happened to me

in the last few days. I've
slayming symptomms.

In the first place, I've got an extraordinary
3 It's a sort of ache,
combined with a feeling that they want to

!'ereiing about the evea.

keep on closing.

Secondly, there’s a kind of numbness in my
drag me along
there’s none of that spring in them that there

limba. My le

ghould bhe.

By Dicky Nugent

“ My hat, yea! We've got
to right this wrong, old chap,
mistake ! "
“ Let's see Bught
and apollogise, first | *?

But Jack Jolly shook his

“ No,"” he saud.
we do that, we must make

meer sujjestion of such =&
thing made them faroly bust
themselves larfing 1

Jolly snd Merry tried all
the argewments they could
think of. They tried punching
and head-banging and arm-
twisting. But it was all o
no avale. In the end they
had to Lkonfess themselves
beaton, ;

“It's going to be no light
tagk,” sard Merry darkly, as
they quitted the cadds’ study.
“Dr. Birchemall will never
beleeve Eright minor unless
someone supports his story—
and how to make Snarler
EuEpn}rt- it i8 & puzzle. He's
& hard nut |

dJack Jolly looked thought.

ful.
“ Troe,” he said. * But
be a way of

thore may
anfteni him. I beleave

ﬂ;era'a a8 spot of hewman
kindness in him, if only we

i L e e RN

Answers to

Correspondents

“DisausteEn " (BRemowve).
~—“ Do you know tho Upper
Fourth drink their ginger.
pop out of bottles ¢ "

PAL!

eriod

‘ Before

Jack Jelly, rising grimly to his | amends by clearing his namo | We can go bhetter. Lately,
feet. ** Merry, old chap, it |-—by proving to Dr. Birch- | we've been drinking ours out
looks aa if we've been in|emall and to St. Sam’s that | of doors!
the wrong all | Bill Bright was innerzent.” “ InguisiTIvE '  (Fifth).—
along ! Fansy| ™ How are we going to do|“ How did you learn that
sending poor | that, though ¥ " Frout has o setof false teeth 1™

old Bright to
Coveniry
when he was
only looking
after his yung
brother’s
morrala! It's
a bit thiek,
when vou
come to think
of it 1"

Jolly.

got the most

Y Thera's only one way that
it can be done!” said Jack
*We've got to make
Boarler & Co. go to the Head
and tell the truth!" .

But that was more easily
gaid than done, as the kaptin
of the Fourth soon found out.
When Jolly and Merry ar-
nved at Snarler
study, it was only to find that

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

It camma out while he was
talking to ua one day, old
sport |

“PrrEr's PAL " (Remove).
‘Lonzy ond Peter have
both been awfully sad since
they found that their new
navy serge sulis don’t fit
them."

They must he suffering
from n bad fit of the blues !

& CoJs

Merry stared at bis leader.
“Why the @_:kens should
he feel grateful o Bright ¥ *
“If he had awse to feel
grateful,” weir on Jolly,
unheeding, “ton I heleove
he'd dﬂngzq right thing even
though he is th: biggest cadd
in the skool. ‘Iie problem is,
to make hin: grateful to
Bright for somelling or other,”

“It sonnds inipassibul.”

“ All the sawe I think it
can be done,” &.d the kaptin
of the Fourth,'Bbeginnming to

in, “Ive git an idea.

ou know that Bright always
takes a slrolle’ v fhe river
every midday ¥ Well, lissen.”

He gank=: hit: wvoice f0o a
wigper. Merry lissemed—and
wheén hiz lead:r had eppgs.
plained the id:as, he laried
aloud.

“ My hat ! 1’3 the idea of
tho t%eu:m [* he m;ide}. “Thay
iz, if it we

“It will hai‘.ﬁu work 1 ™
grinned Juck .olly. " Let's
get bizgy!™

Jolly and 3" wry pob bizey
ab once. Tra resglt was that
five minnita laifr Sooarler of

the Fourth rﬂrﬂg;le:l a criptie |

note saying : feot me on
the bridge owr the River
Ripple at ome, or you'll
regret 1t,” Tk eniptio note
was signed * Pill Betts,” It
made Snarlor du]ah off at onecs,
for Bill Betfs w:s the name of
the local bookmaaker to whom
he owed munny nnd he didn't
want such a 1otorious car-
Tickter as Betts turning “ﬁ:b
St. Sam's, waiatever -
pened.,

When Snarker arrived at
the bridgs, hewover, there
wos no eign - of Bill Betta.
The only peoph. in site were
Bright of the Feurth, who
was making his umal middey
atrell oo the river bank, and

‘The two jentlemen who had

had decided to sink his
differcnces with Snarler and
plunge into the broiling
waters to the aid of his enemy.
Aa zoon as the two jentle-
men saw that Bnparler was
being towed to the shove, the
dodged behind a hedge an
dizcarded their mistoshes and
glagses and coats.  Then they
emerged again in the familiar
uys of Jolly and Merry !
rinning all over their dials,
thoy rushed to the river bank
gnd helped reskewsr and
reskewed on to terra ferma.
“ Gratters, Bright, old
chap | ** eried Jolly. * It was
& brave deed, and no misg-

half-way across the bridge.

Snarler leaned over the
bridge and gazed reflecktively
into the rippling waters of
the River Hipple,

Half-a-minnit later, he had
the ghock of his natcheral,

been talking together, stopped
talking and walked past him
—and a8 they did g0 one of
themn stumbled against him
pnd nocked him right off tho
bridge into the water ! - :

Splash !

Snarler dropped into the
water, with a feendish yell.

An instant Iater, there was

- content—so long
faag
hinterfors
me !

HUrREE SINGH.
¥ —Hero ia hope-
fulness that the
gleefulnesa of the
holidaye of all gur
esteemed and
ludicrous readers
may be terrifiol

Horace J. CokER.—~Have a
good time, all you Lkids—and
if the young sweeps who run
this papor say anythin
libellons about me, write ang
tick them off about it}

Lorp MAULEVERER. — I
sincerely trust that all you
sportsmen (ladies included,
begad 1) will have & jolly
good snoccze—that is to say,
of course, holiday !

Fisrer T, F1sB.—Cuess I'm
real glad to have all you bozos
koow I wish you one grand
swent song of & v&gua.tinn and

soma. Attaboy !

Whoopes |

another ﬂpia'sil. Br_ight. of taket™ )
Hurrah for the Holidays!

they don't
with

Messnges to our readers

from leading—and lesser—
lighta at Greyiriars on Break-
ing-up Day.

Harey VWHARTON. May
you all have as good & holiday
a3 we're going to have|

H. 8. QueLcn, Esg., M.A.—
My best wishea for a quiet,
restful holiday preparing iynur
selves bodily and mentally for
the work which 1 presume
awaits you all on your return.

WirLiax Gosoivg.—Wot I
says is this “ere: May all
young rips everywhere ﬂ-ﬂiﬂ;ﬂ'
themselves to their ‘eart’s
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reluetantly ;

Thirdly, at frequent intervals, my mouth
gapes open snd a gort of sigh comes out of
wt—what 13 commonly known as a vawn,
I beliave,

Fourthly, I've got & splitting headache
that nothing seeme bo shift, .

The most alarming feature about this
illness is that I haven't the faintest idea what's
brought it about.

Apart from the fact that I broke bounds
every night for a week, there's no explanation

whatever.

The whole thing’s & mystery. I shall be
jolly glad when I feel hetter again, I can tell
you, But how to get better, I don’t know.

{(No prizes offered for smuggeslions [—EDp.}

Dick Russell is very lond of peta.
He found a raven with an in-
jured wing#, cared for it, and now

eeps it as a pet. It alighis on
his ghounlder snd wandersiands
his commands. Mr. Quelch

congratulated HRussell the other

mornlog on iraining the Taven

but poiated ocut that he musk

irain it not to Iollow itz master
into the Form-room |

_ Bob lor .bis prompt, buf risky,

Coming unexpectedly on an
adder under the hedga in Friar-
dala Lane, Billy Buoter gava a

uesl and ran for his hle. Bob
Cherzy,
coat and smothered it, handing
over his capiure to P.-¢c, Tozer
and & snake expert, The Head
complimented and algo cantioned
The barmon

action |

any other herd would have
done in my plage. Ars you

all right, Soparler § "

Snarler, who was streeming
with water, nodded; and
Jack Jolly's lkeen eyes saw
that there was a different
cggapreasion in hia faco now.

he aneering, leering look
had vanished, to be repleced
by an e %fpressiun of gratti-
tude and hewman simperthy.

“*Yes, DBright,” he said.
“ Thanks to you, I'm all right
now. ohake!™

Bright shook some of the
water off himself, then grasped
the eggstended hand.

“We baven't heen very
ally in the past, Sparler,’”?
Eﬂ aaid, with a faint samile.

“I kunow,” said Snarler.
“ But I hoap we shall be in
futnre—and I'm going to do
gomething now that may help.
I'm going to tell Dr. Birch.-
emall the truth about that
game of nap—and bust the
consckwences ¥

“Hooray !’ yelled Jolly
and Merry, and, unseen by
Snarler and Bright, they
eggschanged
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apollogised, Bright's old pals
had made it up with him, and
Bright was the horo of the
gkool |

It was the happiest ending
possibul. But nobody ever
knew how it had really come
about. Jolly and Merry da-
cided it wauf::l be best to keep
their sceret fo themselves ;
80 not’ even DBright himself
ever lerned what they had
done Ifor the Sake of Their Palt

HEARD IN THE QUAD.

Hazern: Lend me a chopper.”
Buntcr®s ran off with the cake
my sistor made for me,

Browx : Steady, old bean !
You're not thinking of chop-
pinig the fat thiel's head off,
are you 1 '

Hazern: Oh,no; Iwasonly
thinking of lending Lim some.
thing to cut the eake with !

HIS KNOTTY PROBLEM!
Coker has elaimed so many
different s;peeda for his nevw.
motor-boat that he now finda
himself quite tied wup In

“ knots ™ about it!?

knowing winks.
They were
simply delited
to konow that
their skeem had
turned out so

suxxessiull.
Bnarler swas
as good as his
word. Haeo
seomed a
c¢hanged 1nan,
and, without

trubbling to]
change his wet
elothes, he went

Head and told

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

distance.

him everything.

Any chap can take a spap. B
every chup that can take a dyed.in-the.wool
Holiday Snap of the kind your frienda show
you after they've been to the scaside. Here
aro & faw tips that may help :

When {aking
camera for taking nesr-view portraita. This
creatca that &ﬁiﬂtiﬂl ‘;iﬁgma&a * that is so

3 highly esteemed in holiday snapa,
Slraight to. the ‘hem taking a close.up, focus for long
Samo ]

Always hold the eamera slightly on the
slant, 80 a8 to give the finighed
effect of being taken from the dee
in the middle of a bad roll.

Tilt the camera sliﬁlaﬂy skywards, 50 88 to
get in a few clonds an

Don’t change the film for every fresh enap.

WILLIAM GREENE on—

HOW TO TAKE
HOLIDAY SNAPS

But it's not

a distant view, focus the

reason as above.

ictura the
of & ship

tres Lopa.

Rake, Morgan, Wibley
Deamond formed themselves into
a harmony quartette, with dreams -
ol stage, film, and B.B.C. o¢n-
however, seized a rain- ﬁag&ménis. Their wvocal efforis

i uring the prep. hour, however,
go disturbed their neighbours
that a crowd ol wrathiol Ee-
* movites descended wopon them,

Horave Coker, of the Fifth Form,
hes a lsrge hand, and he can
hold seven cricket balls in it at
once, with his fingers spread out.
Cbker is guite dangerous enough
however, bowling with one ba
only. The other day he ** canght
ont ! ihe umpire, who stop
Obker’s delivery with his chin !
Ooker’s bowling didn’t *° appeal.”

aml

quartette waa

broken np amid great dizharmonyl

Mr. Frout's desrest ambition i3
to win an ‘spen gol? tournament,
and to that end he practises in all
kinde of weather, Mr, Proui’s
style of play, however, is ** open
to cribicism-—though the Fiith
Form magter labours ander the
impression that he s a folore
open champion. All he * opens *?
15 the turk !

Shootipg al = ‘landscape’
targot on the echool shooli
range, Harry Wharton prove
himsel! the best BEemove marks-
man, with a score of £95 oat of a
possible 600, Vernon-Smith,
with 490, and Bob Cherry with
487 ecame next. Bunter com-
letely missad the farget with all
is shots—~they went into (he
real [andscape beyond it |

Two exposures on each illm will save you
money and often create someo delightfully
unexpected pictures, :

When taking snaps of fellows reclining on
the grass, or the beach, be sure to get the
feet in.  So long as the fect comoe out nice and
large, the rest of the picture doesn’t matter.

]:'inﬂlli','. when you get the finished snaps,
spend all your spare time showing thom to
other fellows—and be sure nobody gets away
without saying “Jolly good!® to each
snd every snap |

I ought to say in concluszion that I'm notan
expert photographer myself, But - Coker
claims to be one, so 1've based these hints on
what he does |



