


#“GIVE ME A CHANCE, AND I"'LL RUN STRAIGHT !’ vows Skip. But Harry Wharton & Co.,
of Greyfriars, are not so ready to forget the new boy’s past.

As Skip entered the Form-room, Vernon-Smith rose to his feet and faced
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Mr. Quelch. ** Are we to

sit here with a thief, sir ?** he asked.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Caught !

ILLY BUNTER
B hand balf-wa

lifted a fat
to & capacious

mouth—and lowered it again
hastily.
Mr. Quelch looked zround =&t that
moment.
The Remove-master of Greyfviars

hiad an extremely disconcerting way of
locking round just when a fellow didn’t
want him to,

Bunter had often found it annoying,
but never so annoying as now.

Second lesgon was in progress in the
Remove Form Room. Every fellow had
& Latin paper before him; and if zome
faw of the Removites wera interested 1n
those Latin papers, Billy Bunter was
not numbered among the few.

Mr. Quelch, sitting at his high desk,
was buey with a pile of excrcises he
was correcting. Divery now and then,
however, he looked wup; and Billy
Bunter wished, from the boitom of his
fat heart, that he wonldn't!

Bunter had been in luck that morn-
ing.

Just hefore colazs he had found a bag
of toffecs in Veornon-Smith’s study.

Smithy probably suppﬂmdithat thaose
toffees  were sill m his study.
Billy Bunfer conld have put him wise
an that point. That bag of toffees was
in Bunter's pockei, arnd the fat Owi's
thoughts were concoutrated, -not  on
Latin, but on convexing those toffees
surreptitiously from hiz pocket to his
month.

But it was not casy wmder Quelch's
gimlet eye.

Bunter had a pen in hi= right hand.
In his left he had a chunk of taffce—
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gll readyr for convevance mouthwards—
if only a fellow got a chance !

But every time he blinked anxiously
through his big spectacles at Quelch’s
bent head, to make sore that he wasn't
looking, Quelch glanced up—just as if
he hs.:fe;l.res in the top of his head, aund
spotted Bunter with them.

This time Bunter was nearly caught!

Heo lowered his fat hand just in timne,
with the sticky toffee concealed in the
palm, and scribbled industriously,

The gimlet eves lingered on him for
A& moment.

Then Mr. Quelch bent his head
again over that pile of exercises, and
was Dusy once more.

Bunter scribued Latin translation,
Never had Latin appearcd so weary,
stale, flat, and unprofitable to Bunter!
Toffee-less, ha might have been able to
give it some attention, DBut with a bag
of toffees in his pocket, and a slicky
chunk in hias fat hand, how ecould a

follow poszzibly give his attention to
such tosh?  PBunter, af any rale,
couldn’t !

He was getiing on with his paper
somehow. By looking over Bob
Cherry’'s shoulder, ‘he was able to copy
down what Bob wrote, and reproduce
ail his mistakes faithiully. Every now

and them he blinked at Lovd
Mauleverer's paper, and reproduced
Aauly’s mistakes instead!  But his
thoughts were concentrated on  the
toffes, -

Having allowed a foew mnutes to
clapse, he fixed his eyes and his

spectacles on Queleh onee mote.
Quelch scemed deep in those exer-

cizes. He was not looking up. Once

more  Billy Punter’s left hand roee

cauntiausly towards hizx extenzive mouth.
This tinwe he got by with it.

The chunk of toffee was jammed in,
and the fat hand dropped and leit it
there. And at that precise moment
Mr. Queleh looked wup again. His
gimlet eyes fixed on Bunter.

Bunter bent his head over his Latin
paper. He was awarve that one fat
check was I.'nt!ging with that chunk of
toffee.  He did not want Queclch to
notige 1it,

“ Bunter [ came a deep voice fram
the maszter’s desk.

Bunter trembled.

That chunk of toffee was sweet, and
sticky, and deliciens. But at that
moment the fat junior wished it wnas
anywhere bot in his mouth !

“Oh vyes, sir!” he gasped.

“Stand up, Bunter 17

“0Oh lor 1

Bunter stood up.

All the Remove looked at him as
well as Quelch.

Btanding up, Bunter had to reveal
the fact that his fat face was bulging
with toffec. There was a geneval grin
along the Hemove.

“You are eating swertstulfs in class,
Bunter ! said Mr, Quelch.

“Oh no, eirl” gasped Bunter.

“¥ou have something in your moutih,
Bunter 1”

“Oh ne, sir! I—I—— Uprrrrggh ™
The toffee slipped, in ithe way of utter-
ance, and Bunter gurgled. " I—aogh—
I—wogogh—oooooch |

* Bunter——"

" Grooodgh—"

“Stand out before  the TForin,
Bunter !

“Oh erikey!”  Bunter p&cked tha

toffee into his fat eheek again, and wap
able to speak. "I-—I haven't been cat-
ting swecte, siv=1 haven't any toftee
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=—J shouldn't think of scoffing toffee in
class, gir—"

“Btand out at once

“Oh lor ¥

Bunter rolled out before the class,

With great artfulness, he stumbled
against & desk as he went and dropped
the chunk of toffee from his mouth
under the desk. Wharton promptly
put & foot on 1it, to concesl it from
sight. That was not, rhaps,
axactly in accordance with Wharton's
duty as head boy of the Kemove, but
he did it.

Bunter rolled on and stood before has
Form-master.

“Now, Bunter——" said Ar. Quelch
sternly.
“Yes, sir!” said Bunter, quite cheer-
fu]l'f'. “I've nothing in my mouth, sir.
I—I hope you don’t think I'd eat

toffes iIn class, sirl”
“Have you any other
about you, Bunteri”
“(Oh, no, sirt*
“MTurn out your pockets on my desk.”

sweetmeats

“Eh 1"

MImmediately I said Mr.  Quelch,
picking up his cane.

“Oh jiminy ”

Blowly and reluctantly, Billr Bunter

turned out his pockets. An interesting
variety of articles eame into view.

There was a handkerchief, fearfully
in need of a wash. There was a stump
of pencil, with an ancient bullseye
adhering to it. There was a penknife
with twa broken blades and a flavour of
anizead balls. There was a French

nny—the saum total of Bunter's
wealth. But there was no toffes.

“Is that all, Bunter?"

“Yes sir!” gasped Bunter.

“Turn out the limpg of vour
pockets,”

Bunter blinked at him. This was
Quelch all over, in dealing with
Bunter. He would have taken almost
any fellow’'s word in the Remove

unguestioningly, For some reason with
which Bunter was unascquainted, he
geldom or never took  Bunter's.
FPractically making a fellow out a liav
Lbefore all the Formn, as Billy Bunter
bitterly reflected.

Howaver, thera was nothing for 1t but
to obey; and the bag of toffees came to
light, and Bunter duly laid it on the
desk.

“I=—1 {forgot that was there, sgir!”
gasped Bunter.

“Indeed |™ said Mr. Queleh. He
swished his esne. “You ean replace all
thosa articles, DBunter, except the
toffee.”

Bunter replaced all the
except tha toffee.

“You will throw the toffee into the
wastepaper-basket, Dunter.”

“0Oh crumbs ™

The bag of toffees had cost the
Bounder one-and-six. Bunter c¢er-
tainly, had got it cheaper. But he was
very unwilling to part with it. Blowly,
very slowly, his fat hand lifted the bag
to the  wastepaper-basket  under
Quelch’s  desk. He held it there for
a long moment, ms if he really could
not let it drop.

But it had to be!

It dropped—plump !—among
papers in the basket.

Bunter could have groaned as
went. It was a painful parting.

“ Now, Bunter, you will bend over
end touch your toes!” said Mr. Quelch,
with another swizsh of the cane.

In the lowest of spirits, Billy Bunter
bent over.

Whack !

ffc}ur tﬂ

Whack |
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“¥Yaraooooh 1"

“You may go back to
Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch,
the cane,

“Ow! Yow!" groaned Bunter.
he went. '

Me., Quelch glanced at his class,

“Wharton ¥

“0h, yes, sir!”

“ You will take a hundred lines!”

“Oh!” gasped the captain of the
Remove.

Mr. Quelch did not tell him why.
Neither did, his ‘head boy necd to ask,
Only too evidently Mr. Quelch’s gimlet-
eve had spotted the foot that was
placed over the chunk of toffee on the
floor.

Latin papers were resumed in the
Bemove-room.

When at last the junlors were dis-
missed for break, Billy Bunter's eyes
and spectacles lingered longingly on
the wastepaper-basket under Queleh’s
desk, as he rolled out with the Form!
The gentleman who sang so feelingly
of the girl he left behind him had
nothing on Bunter, as his fat thoughts
dwelt sadly and sorrowfiully on the
toffee he bhad left kehind him!

Iynur place,
aying down

And

- ——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Skinner Asks for If !

[T ALLO, halle, hallo ™
H “There he 151"
“ That's Skip ™
“Give him a  lss!”
whispered Skinner of the Remove,
“Shut up, you ass!”

EesaidiEsa AN AR N FEESREER RN REDERRERERDRAENRES

To Skip, ex-professional pick-

pocket, Greyfriars School

seems like a new world. But

there are many difficulties

ahead for the new hoy of the
Remove !

IRAEFR S RIS AN NSO EE N EETE,

Harry Wharton & Co., and most of
the other Remove fellows, turned their
eves on the boy crossing the quad
towards the Iouse, as they came out
in break. ) ]

In his looks there was nothing to
acgount for so much curiosity directed
towards the new junior.

He was a short, but rather sturdy
fellow, with & chubby, good-looking
face, and keen dark eyes. Dressed
like anv other Greyviriars junior, he
looked much the same as any other,
A stranger within the gates might have
been surprised by  the interest and
curiosity he excited.

But “2kip of the Remove ™ was as
all the fellows knew, the most unusual
and remarkable mew fellow that had
ever happened at Greyfriars School !

In the first place, he had no name
but Skip—if he ever had any other
nobody knew it, not even himself.

in the second place he had been a
pickpocket.

That fact was only teo well known
to the Famous Five, as t.he%v had come
on him in the swwomer holidays, and
he had picked their pockets!

All the fellows knew that he had
saved Coker of the Fifth from having
his nut eracked by a footpad, Thev
all knew that Coker's Aunt Judy had
befriended him in consequence.

But that Coker's Aunt Judy would
gver be able to talk the Head over into

3

admitting such a character inta Grey-
friars, no fellow had ever dresmed.

But it had happened.

He was going into the Hemove-—and
he was enteping that dav: and wus to
make his first appearance in the
¥orm-room 1in third school that wvery
morning |

Nobody wented him in the Remove.
It was pretty certain that Mr, Qutelch
did not want him: But the Head, for
reasons that no doubt seemed good to
hitn, had decided to give the boy a
chance at Greyfriars: and Mr, Qualch
had made up his mipd to make the best
of it. The Remove had to do thé :ame.

No doubt that very unususl new boy

would be kept under strict supervision,
No doubt the chopper was ready to
come down if he showed the cloven
hoof, =0 to speak! Btill, there it was
—he was now Bkip of the Remove, a
Greyfriars junior; and as he walked
aeross the gquad, whistling, with his
hands in his pockets, he looked as if
he liked the idea.
_ Passing the staring crowd of Remove-
ites, he glanced at them, evidently not
in the least disconcerted by the general
euriosity. Skip had plenty of nerve—
and he was likely to need all he had
in his new carcer at Greyiriars,

“I say, yon fellows, it's too jolly
thick 1 said Billy PBunter. “We all
know jolly well that that chap was a

incher! Fancy a pincher in the

move !

“Only fancy !'" agreed Bob Cherry.
“Whose were those toffees vou had in
the Form-room this morning, Bunty?"

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“He doesn’t look a bad kid!
remarked Lord Mauleverer. “I don't
sea why a fellow shouldn't be civil to
him.*

“¥on can be as civil to him as yon
like, Mauly,” said Vernon-8mith, with
a shrug of the shoulders. “I've got no
use for pickpockets.”

“Same here 1" said Skinner,

"Well,, he': landed here now!”
remarked Harry Wharton, “If the
Head's going to dg‘n'a him & chance, I
suppose we ¢can do the same.™

“The samefulness is terrific | agreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“You're welcome to him in_ your
study ! sneered Skinner. “If Quelch
planted him in mine, I'd jolly -well
boot him out !

“So would I!” exclaimed Bolsover
major, *““And I jolly well think that
woe ought to let Quelech know that we're
not going to stand it."”

“Go and tell him sol”
Frank Nugent.
Thera was
snorted. He was not likely to to
Mr. Quelch and tell him what he

thought sbout it.

“Mind wvour pockets, vou fellows!™
called out Skinner, loud enough for
Skip to hear as he passed.

#Shut up, Skioner!”
Johnny Bull,

“Rats to wvou!" answered Bkinner.
“1 suppese it's neccssary for Iellows
to mind their pockets with pinchers
about, isn't it¥”

Bkip came to a halt and looked at
Skinner. He did not colour, or look
confused, as s fellow might have been
cxpected to dol! He grinned quite
cheerfully,

“Don't you worry!" he s=aid. *“I
ain't arter vour pockets! I've-chucked
that there game, now I'm 'ere.”

“What a fine flow of English!”
remarked the DBounder, sarcastically.
“That chap will be a credit to
Greyiriarst" .

“I*ve promised the 'Ead not to pinch
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suggested

a laugh. and DBolsover

mutterad



no inore,” added Skip, “and I can tell
youa coveys, I'm o bloke of my word.”

“You're not wanted here,”” said
Skinner, “This is Greyiriars—and
your proper address, I think, is
Borstal.”

“Chuck i, Skinner,”

Wharton, sharply.

“Do you hike pickpockets in the
Form 7 sneered Skinner,

“Never mind that; Iecave the kid
alone ! said the coaptoin of the
Remove,

“Ho ought to be jolly well booted
out of the place, and you Lknow it!"
said SKinner, .

; EI.i:lp gave Harold Skinner a warlike

00

said  Jlarry

“Pryaps von'd hike to try it on !
e suggested. “I'd bung you on the
nose fast enough, and yow can lay to
that 1

“Ha, ha, ha !"?

“What you got agin a blokef”
demanded Skip resentfully. “I sin't
pinched nothing of yourn, ’ave I7 1
Fgmhed off them blokes, Wharton and
us pals, but they ain’t jumping on a
covey tihe nnnute they see im! Vou
shut up your mouth, or I'll shut it up
for you, see®"

And 8kip, coming towarda Skinner,
displayed a set of knuckles right under
his nose, B0 near that nose that
Skinner jumped back.

“Keep your distance, you low cad t”
gasped Skinner,

“¥ou ’old wyour row,
F:'-I-:i}p, “I'd 'it you in the eye asz soon
as look at you, and sooner, ugly mug !’

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I say, Skmnner, knock the checky
cad down ! squeaked Billy Bunter.

“I'm not going to touch the low
rolter I'* said Skinner loftily. As @
matter of fact Skinner did not like
the look of 8kip's knuckles at cloze
quarteys | :

HAINE you?” exclaimed Skip. * Well,
I tell yer the Jow rotter iz a-going to
touch you then, and touch you ’ard!
Caliing a° bloke names for nothing!
You take that!™

Smack |

Bkinner backed away apain, but net
fast encugh. ‘A rather grubby hand
landed on his features with a loud
ama&%! hat ! od Bob Ch

2 my hat ! gasp ob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal"”

Skinner,- red with rage, made a jump
at Skip. Ila was no fighting man, aa
a rule; but he was not going to have
his face smacked.

He went for Skip with right and left,
hard and fast,

“Btop  that, Skinner!”
Harry Wharten.

“Oo 1t!"” roared Bolsover major.
*Give hm jip, Skinner, old chap 17

The eaptain of the Remove van for-
ward to pull Skinner back. Bolsover
barged into his way at ence, Vernon-
Smith, grinning, gave him a shove, and

then "' zaid

exclaimed

he saf down in the quad.

“Leave 3kinner alone,” said the
Bounder, * Why shouldn't the cad be
lickedd for hia cheek 7

“You cheeky cad, Bmithy—"

“Rats to you !”

“T'll jolly well—""

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !
Cherry. “Man down !

“Ha, ha, hat”

It was Bkinner who was down, MHe
was down on his back, hardly knowing
how he got there. He had a fEf:lillﬁ
i:'l his chin as if & mule had kicke

10,

8kip grinned down at him.

“TAve another P'? he inguired.
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“By gum, that kid can punch |” said
Bob Cherry. "

Skinner sat up, holding his chin.
Then ho serambled to his feet, and

clenching hia fists, ran at Bkip. The
next  moment the-:; were fighting
hammer and tongs. With his™ ohin

fecling as if it had been knocked off,
Skinner forgot that hie was no fighting-
man, and put his beef into it

“Cave!” called out Hazeldene,
“Ware beaks ¥

“Here comez Quelch I

“ Look out!”

My, Queleh, with a thunderous lhrow,
came striding fram e Ilouse. IHe
had been in his study, where Skip had
instructions to present himsclf; and as
Skip had wot arrived, he had come to
the door to look out for him—in time
to sce him engaged 10 desperate combat
with Skinner.

“Boys!” thundered Mr. Quelch.
“How dare you? Cease this at once!
Skip—3kinner—do yow hear e ™

“0Oh, smoky ‘addocks!” gasped Skip.

He dropped his hands instantly.

Skinner did the same, and stepped
back, panting.

Mr. Queleh gave him a stern logk,

“Shkinner ! How dare you—-»"

“He smacked my face!™ muttered
Skinner, sullenly,

“And why 1”

Skinner did not answer that,

“You will take two lundred lines,
Skinner 1

Skinner gritted his tecth.

Mr. Quelch glanced round over the
Removites, *] expect the bBoys of my
Form,” he said, “to show. some con-
sideration to thiz lad, in view of his
unfortunate past, It is your dutr,
Wharton, as head boy, to see that such
consideration is shown him. Skip,
come with me.”

" Yessiv.”?

Skip, rubbing his nose, followed the
Remove master into the House,

Skinner breathed hard and deep.

“I'fll ga:i' the cad out for that!” he
mutterad,

“0Oh, shut up!”

cxclaimed Harry
Wharton, angrily.

: “Why can’t you let
the kid alone! You've got me a jaw
from Queleh! Fd have stopped vou,
fast cnough, if lhat cheeky fool Smithy
hadn’t barged me over. I've a jolly
eood mind to punch your head, Vernon-
Smith.”
HGet
Bounder.
Harry Wharton looked, for a moment,
like taking the Bounder at his word.
But ho vestrained his anger, and walled
Ewa? with his friends, with a roffled
LOW.

on with it!” jeered the

———,

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.
Laying the Trap!

' HERE'S Quelch #*
“That's all right—he's in

hiz study with that new
cad 1

"Right as rain!?

"“Go it, Bolsover, old bean!"

A httle group of juniors had gathered
uwneer the window of the Remove Forin
Room. That window was wide open, to
admit the sunshine and the breesze of
the bright, sunny October morning.

CAny fellow, with & *bunk” from out-

side, could have climbed iIn at that
window, and dropped into the Form-
room. Bolsover major, lifting himsclf
by the sill, locked in, to make sure that
the Form-room was vacant,

Sometimes Mr. Quelch might be
there, in break. But the 1com was
vacant now; the Remove master was in

his study with Skip. He would net be
coming to the IForm-room till tha bell
rang tor third school. Then, as usual,
his Formy would be waiting for him
outside the door, to be lot in by their
Form-master when he arrived.

“Buuk a chap up ! said Bolsover.

“What-lro I agreed Skinner.

“Perhaps you'd better como in, too,
and lend me a hand!” sugpested
Bolsaver,

“Well, safer for a fellow to stay here
arwl keep wakch, D}l'.l chap.”

“Snoop can do that, or Hazel”

“Well, I rnynred
SRinner.

Bolzover major snoricd.

" ¥You mean that you funk it? Well,
stick there, then '™
_‘The three fellows outside, * bhunked™
ihe burly Removite up,

. Bolsover major clambered clumsily
in_at the window,

Skinner, Bnoop and  Hazeldene
erinncd at one another. All three of
them were keen on this rag—especially
Skinner. But it was left to the rockless
and bull-headed Bolsover major to take
the risk,

Had Mv. Quelch happened, Dby
chance, to enter the Form-room and
discover that a fellow had climbed in 4t
the window, there wounld certainly have
been *six" of the best for the intruder.

True, there was little risk of that, ay
Quelch wus occupied with the new boy.
But such risk as there was, Bolsover's
frignds preferred to leave to Bolsover.

He was the fellow for it.

. Deeply indignant and annoyed at the
idea of a fellow like Skip being shoved
into his Form, Bolsover major was more
than ready to make himself unpleasant;
and he was rather too denze to realise
that he was acting the part of the eat
in the story, who pulled the monkey’s
chestnuts out of the fire. Happly
unaware that he was Skinner's catspaw,
the burly Belsover dropped heavily
into the ﬁem& ¢ Form Boom.

* Keep cave, you fellows ! whispered
Skivner. He pulled himself up by the
sill, to watch Bolsover's proceedings
within—ready to drop back, and scud,
at a warning of danger.

_Bolsover crossed to the door of the
Form-room.

It was not locked; and he unlatched
it, and drew it a few inches ajar. Then
he placed a chair within to siep on.

Taking the wastepaper-basket from
under Mr, Quelch’s desk, he emptied it
where he stood—DBunter's bag of toffees
rolling out with the wastepaper un-
heeded.

He carried the basket scross to the
fireplace,

skinner grinned, as he watched him
raking down soot with the shovel, to
pack intoe the basket,
~As soon as it was half-full, Bolsover
lifted it, to carry to the door.

“Zhove in some ink, old chap!®
colled out Skinner, in cautious tones,
“There's a big bottle on the shelf in the
r:ugh::-ard.“.

Oh, all right.”

Bolsover ajor extracted the big
bottle of nk from the shelf in the
Form-room cupboard, and poured its
contents on the soob 1n the wastepaper-
basket.

Then,  stepping onn the chair inside
the door, he landed the basket on the
top of the stout oak door, leaning it
against the lintel of the doorway.

=0 Il}nﬁ as ithe door remained un-
moved, that basket was gafe. As soon
ag the door was pushed open it would
dezcend, with a swoop, on the head of
the person who pushed. That person,
it was fairly certain, would be Hemry

you see—1



Samuel Quelch,
Hemove, i .
It was Mr, Quelch’s invariable custom
to let his Form into the Form-room for
lezzons, and they had to gather outside
and wait for him. i
Bkip, the obooxious new boy, might
or might not get his share of the hoo g+
trap—but there could be little doubt
that Mr. Quelch would get & full and
generous share. Which, Skinner hoped,
would make him understand that the
Remove did net want pickpockets in
the Form; and also make him sorry for

the master of the
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mortar-board hardly reached the level
of the high sill. He was, therefore,
quite invizsible to a fellow within.
That waa rather unfortunate, in the
circumstances, as Bolsover major was
just going to swing out, in the happy
belief that his friends were below.
Bolsover came out of the window
backwards, to hang on to the sill and
drop. His long legs, naturally, came
first; and Mr, Prout, a2 he stared after
skinner & Co., was astonished fo receive
s sudden clump on the back of the
head. Bolsover major had a large foof

e

having given a fellow two hundred lines
for punching & pickpocket’s head.
Bolzover major grinned round.

“All right, what?” he asked.

“Right as rain, old bean !” chuckled
Skinner, * Better ent now

Bolsover nodded, sand took away the
chair he had placed inside the door,

From behind Skinner eame a whisper,
from Haozel,

“Cave 1"

Hazeldene and Snoop cut off at once.
Skinner dropped, and cut after them.
They did not think of stopping for
Bolsover. He had token the risk of
getting into the Form-room, and he had
to take the risk of getting out sgain.

Three juniors vanished like spectres
&t cock-crow, as BMr. Prout, the master
of the Iifth, came rolling along the
path under the Form-room windows,

hr. Prout stared aftor them, rather
sugpiciously. .

They szcudded too fast for him te
recoginise  them; but  that  spdden
departure made the Fifth Yorm mester
SUEICIous.

He came to o halt, under the open
window of the Remove-room, and stared
after the vanishing three.

I'rout was o big man sideways; but
vertically he was not extensive. and his

i1

——

Billy Bunter’s hand rese mﬁ!iuusiy towards his extensive mouth, and the chunk of t&ﬂﬁ& jammed In, At
that precise moment, Mr. Quelch looked up. * Bunter!' came a de

was anywhere but in his mouth.

—tvith & large boot on it! It gave the
Fifth Form master guite an unpleasant
clump on the back of his mejestic head.
“Ooooh ' gasped Proutk " What—"'
He spun round, just in time to
receive Bolsover major's other fool—
this time in the eye!l

“Ooooop ! epluttered Prout.

He stagforn %

“Oh crikey ' gasped Bolsover major.
Hanging oun the zill, with dangling
lews, he stared round—at Prout!

“Boy Y gasped Frout.

He made o grasp at Bolsover,

Bolsover promptly dropped, to run.
He had no intention whatever of land.
ing on Prout’s foot. It was really
Prout'z fault, for putting it in the way.

But he did land on it; and his heel
ground inte Mr. Prout’s favourite corn !

The yell that came from Mr. Prout
wolie' most of the echoes of Greyfriars
School.

That corn of Prout's was no common
corn. It had been Prout's companion
for years on end. Xt had, so to speak,
grown with his growth, and strength-
ened with his strength. The slightest
tap on that corn gave Prout a scvere
twinge. Now the biggest and heaviest
follow in Grevirviars Hemove landed on
it, full weight!

5

Pront gave a yell of agony, and

hopped.

Bolsover rushed to escape.

But he had nothing to fear from
Prout. That gentleman had lost interest
in his assailants—lost interest in every-
thing but his corn.

Prout, standing on one leg like a
stork, clasped the other foot with both
hands, hopped, and moaned.

Bolsover major vanished round the
nearest corner—leaving the master of
the T'ifth hopping and moaning.

voice. The faf Junior wished the toffes

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bad Luck For Bunter !

¢ CNEEN Bunter?”
L13 ‘irﬁs-lu
¥ Where 1"
. “In  the Form-room this
morning " .
“You silly idiot!” snapped the

Bounder, snd he stalked on, leaving
William Wibley grinning,

Herbert Vernon-Smith had been u
to his study—for a bag of toffees he ha
left there. He had not found them. But
as soon as he missed them, he remem-
Lered Bunter's exploits with toffee in
second school. So he hed no doubt
whozo toffees had been conzigned to
Mr. Queleh's wastepaper-basket,

Now he was looking for Bunter, and
asking every fellow E-a met if he bhad
soen the fat Owl .

Tuck that fell into Billy Bunter's fat
hands was generally bevond reeall. It
went rapidly by a route that its owner
could not possibly follow. But on this
oceasion  Smithy's  toffees had  nob
followed the downward path in Bunter's
extensive gullet, owing to the Lkeen-
ness of Mr. Queleh's gimlet eves in the
Torm-room, Thoso tolfees were recover-
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able—and Biilsr Bunter was going to
recover them for their owner, or take
the consequences—which, ;;u:igmg by
Bmithy's look, werg going to be ex-
tremely unpleasant.

“Been Bunter 1 he oalled outl, as he

came on the Famous Five in the quad.
“Tots of times!” spsweréed Bob
Cherry.

“ Yo fool—="

“Zamo to you, old bean, with knobs
on 1" ohswered Bob sffably,

“That fat scoundrel hafgged those
toffees from my study, before class!"
an.apliled the Bounder. ‘"He's going to
get them back for me, Where——"

“I say, you fellows—""

“Talk of angels!” grinned Frank

H!.gunt-.

illy Bunter rolled np. He did not
notice the angry DBounder for the
moment. He fixed his eyes, and his
spectacles, on Harry Wharton & Co.

“¥ say, vou fellows, my postal order
hasn't come ! he said. “I'va looked
in the rack, but—it has't! It's jolly
queer, you know, as I was expecting a
postal order from one of my titled
relations. I say=—— ¥Yarooooh! Leggo
my neck, Bmithy, you cad! Wharrer
you grabbing s fellow for®"

"1 want my toffees!” esasid Bmithy,
pripping the fat Owl by the back of a
fat neck, “ And I want them now |”

“Owl Leggo! How should I know
spything about your rotten toffeeg?”
gasped Bunier. “Think I went mnto
uurtlgtudy and bagged them, you

ash !’

“I know you did "

“1 say, you fellows, make him
leggo I howled Bunter, wriggling, “I
never had his toffees! I never went
into his study before class, and the
toffees weren't on the table, or I should
have seen them."”

1H

by EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

What is the secret that Dick

Goodwin, the newcomer to St.

Frank's, is so careful to conceal
from his  school-
fellows? Astheresult
of it, Nipper & Co.
find themselves in-
volved in many
strange and thnlling
adventures—the out-
come of which is the
kidnapping of the
new boyl  Look cut
for thisgrippingstory,

No.3I5

THE MAGNET

“Ha, ha, ba |®

s bﬂgkﬁﬁilimﬂa' 3 ﬂ‘ﬂi’- e
AnYn toliees, 1 axpeot 1t was
that fﬁl%mnr Bkip—yon koow he's a pick-
pocket. T don't know anything abont
them, Smithy ] ey weren't on your
study. tzble when I Iooked—besides, 1
left them untouched when I went ous
of the study. Not that I went inta your
stady before class, you know=-I wasn't
up in the Remove passage at all, I was
in the quad—talking to Templa of the
F¥ourth., I remember I was saying—
Yaroocoooh | Leggo! Stop kieking me,
you beasi "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Are yoa going to get back my toffees
from Queleh’s wastepaper-basket 1" asked
Vernon-Smith.

“They ain’t yomr ioffees! Owl
Teggo, I tell you! Buppose Quelch
spotted me golng into the Form-room
for them, you beast! It would mean

gix 1
“I'm going to kick you till you do 1”
o say, you fellows, make him
legpo 1" wailed Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned, and
walked away, leaving the fat Owl in
Bmithy's grip.

If the grub-raider of the Removo
bagged a fellow's toffees, he had to
suffer for his sins, Even a good-
tempered fellow might have been
annoyved—and Bmith was not cxactly a
good-tempered fellow.

“I aayv, vou fellows!" welled Bunter,
in dismay, “I say. old chaps—I say.
:.Fc-:i;‘ﬁatteu beasts | Leggo, Smithy, you
ada .

The Bounder's foot landed again on
tha tightest trousers at Greyiriavs,

Bunter gave a yell of anguish,
“I'm waiting for those toffees,
Bunter,” said BSmithy grimly. “I'm

going to keep on kicking you till the

SCHOOLBOYS OWN Library

Now on rale ai all Newragenls

4d

| was standing, talkin

ball goes, if you dom’t hand them over I
“How can I hand them over, you
boast, whan they're stuck in Quelch’s

WA gaﬁur-hsmkel: in the Form-room "
waile unter. “I'd have gone in for
them already, only Quelch might spot.a
chap.”

Thud !

“Owl Wow! I—I say, Smithy, they

ain’t your toffees, old fellow—they really
aint. Most Jikely that pal of -yours,
Redwing, had them. I den't trust him.
I zay—varoop |

Thud |

Billy Bunter wriggled and rosred.

The Bounder's grip was like jron, on
the back of hiz fat neck. And the
Bounder's boot landed hard.

“Look here, you beaszt, they're not
vour toffecs, but vou can have them if
you like to cut in and get them 1 gasped
Bunter.

Thud ]

“Owl Wow! I'll go and get them,
vou beast, if you like!” shrieked
gﬁntﬂri” “ Leggo iny neck, you cad, and

L]

“I'll ecome with you, then!™ said
Smithy grimly.
*You necdn't tronble—"

“No trouble at alll® said the
Bounder, with grim sarcasm.
“Pleasure! Come onl You don's got

oui of my sight till I've got that bag of
toffecs 1"

“Beast | groaned Bunter. " Look
here, I'll stand you another beg of
toffees, just the same, as soom a3 my
postal order comes—'"

Thud ! .

“Yarcoh | Leave off kicking me, you

beast | I'm going, ain’t 17" howled
Bunter.
And ha went!

Cioing into the Form-room after thoze

toffees meant risking “six” from
Quelch's cane. But six from Quelch's
cane, though disagreeable, was not

really so bad as an unlimited number
of bootings from the Bounder. Besides,
the “six* was only a risk, and the
bootings were a certainty ! The Owl of
tha Remove dismally made up bhis fat
mind to it |

Heo rolled away to the Housc—eon-
vayed by Herbert Vernon-Bmith, Bunter
had no chance of dodging.

Ho blinked anxiously at Mr., Quelch's
study window as he passed—and was
comforted by a glimpszo of the Remove
master there ! ueleh was still in his
study, talking to Skip, so the coast was
clear so far as the Form-room was con-
cerned, It was near the end of break
now, but Bunter had a few minutes. Ho
volled mto the Form-room passage—
with Smithy elose behind,

“I—T zay, SBmithy ! he gasped. *“1
say, there's that beast Hacker at the
end of the passage—"

“*Never mind Hackor |7

“He might toll Queleh—"

“ Aro you going to geb those toffees 7"

The Bounder drew back his foot,

“Ow! Beast! Yes!”

“T'1l wait here! Buck up!™

“Rotter 1" groaned Bunter. “All this
fuss about a bob's worth of toffees, and
vou jelly well know I never had them !
I— Ilieep off, you heast 1™

Leaving Vernon-Bmith waiting at the
corner-of the passage, the fat Owl rolled
up te the Remove door,

Farther up the passage, Mr. Hacker
to My. Capper in
the deorway of the Fourth Forin Boom.
Luckily, the master of the Shell was not
looking round. Buntor had to take the
risk of that. The Bounder's bool was
overwhelmingly persuasive.

The fat junior arrived at the door of
the Remove-room. Thero he paused and



hesitated, casting an uneasy blink u
the corridor towards Mr. Hn{-ker, an
a fierce and inimical blink down the
corcidor at Vernon-Smith,

The Bounder gave him a black look.

Bunter made up his mind to . He
pushed open the Remove door, which
stood ajar, and rolled in.

What happened next, Billy Bunter
hardly knew !

Crash ! Swoosh! SBmother!

“Yurrrerggh I spluttered Bunter.

Something descended on his head from
the top of the door. It lodged on his
head like a very large hat coming down
over his ears and vesting on lhis
shoulders !

Its contents streamed over him.

SBoot, clammy with ink, smothered the
astounded fat Owl from head to foot.
Ho gasped and gurgled and guggled,
in wild horror and amazement., 4

*Urrrggh! Warrrggh | Gurreggh !

He stagpered out of the doorway,
streaming wilh soot, and with the waste-
paper-basket still jammed on his head.

“Wooooorrrergeh 1" came spluttering
from the interior of the basket.

Vernon-Smith stared at him trans.
fixed. He had no knowledge of Skinner
& Co.’s booby-trap in the Form-room.
Neither had Bunier. Now they both
loarned of it at once.

“Ha, ha, ha 1" yelled the Bounder.
“Urr{;ghl Wurrggh! Grooogh 1™
Ae. Hacker spun round, and stared.
Mr. Capper put his head out of the
Fourth Formm Room, and stared. They
stared blankly. Never had such a
remarkable’ sight been seen in the Form-
roorm FIEESBEE.

“What 7" exclaimed Mr. Hacler.

“YWhat ?* ﬁusged Mr. Capper.

“Ha, ha, ha 1" shrieked Smithy.

“Gurrrggh 1" gurgled Bunter, stag-
gering blindly, and spluttering frantic-
ally. *“1I say—gurrrggh! Cooooogh'!
I'm chook-chook-choking!  Currggh!
Wurrrggh ! Qooooch |V

The bell for third schoal began to
ring. Billy Banter did not hear ik, His
eves and cars and nose and mouth were
full of inky soot: and the hapless Owl
could only totter and splutter and
gurgle and gasp.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Man !

M R. @UELGH rose to his feetl.

You may come with me—
er—Skip [ he said.
Y ossir I
“Please do not sy
Mr. Quelch mildly, *

‘yessir,” " said
Yes and sir are

two  words, Skip, and should be
aivided,

ltYHsslrlll

“*Please say ' Yes, sirl’ "

“Yessic 1™

Mr. g!uelch gave it up, and crossed to
his study door.

He had had a last long talk with
Skip before introducing that rathey
peculiar new boy into his Form.

On the whole, Mr., Quelch, a little to
his surprise, rather liked the Loy.

Skip was bright and cheerful and in-
telligent; and evidently, tremendously
bucked at ﬁn:’ling_himsnif a Greyiriars
fellow. He promized that anything in
the mnature of pinching should be
definitely a thing of the past; and Mr.
Quelch, though dubious, had an impres-
sionn that he would Leep his word.

1f he failed to do so, he had to leave
Greyiviars immediately at the first
offence | And he was clearly anxious to
stay and make tho most of this wondor-
ful chance that had se unexpectedly
come his way,

Neither was he so backward in educa-
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tion as Mr. Quelch had feared. He
had had little of school of any kind; but
he was intelligent and quick, and
anxious to learn,

He could not take his place in Form
with the rest of the Lower Fourth,
which meant 8 great deal of separate
tmitron and extra work for a Form-
master who already had plenty to do.
But DBr. Quelch was a kind-hearted
man—and ‘prepared to take tronble for
the benefit of the Little warf, If Skip
was keen to learn, he had ready help to
expect from Br, Quelch—and he secemed
very keen indeed.

But, in the circumstances, it was
fairly certain that 8kip had a hard row
to hoe in the Grevirviars Remove, and
Mr, Quelch doubted very much the
wisdom of placing him there. 8till,
that had been decided by his chief; and
Quelch, as a loyval member of the staff,
was prepared to give his chief every
possible suppoxzt.

g kllp, grinning cheerfully,
him from the study.

To the boy whose early vears had
been passed in such places as Slum-
mock’s Alley, and among such associates
a5 Barney the Binger, and Jimmy the
Rat, Greviriars School zeemed like a
new and dazzling world, Ile could
hardly believe that he really was a
Greviriars boy now, like those well-
dressed “blokes’ he had scen in the
guadrangle,

He hoped that the blokes would be
friendly, and [give. a covey a chancel
He was far from realising the difli-
culties abead.

To poor Skip, owing to his strange
training, pinciing came almost as
naturally as breathing, He was guito
ready to promise to give it lﬂ, and to
keep that promise, as the Head and
Mr. Quelch made such a point of it
But ke was very far from understanding
the horror with which a thief was
regarded by ordinary fellows., In
Blummock’s Alley they pinched ms a
matter of course—and between Slum-
moek’s Alley and Grevfriars School was
a great gulf fixed—which was pot casy
to bridge.

. He followed Mr. Quelch with a bright

A,

The bell had begun to ring for third
school; and Mr. Quelch expected to find
his Form gathering at the Iorm-room
door. But he was very far from cxpect-
ing what greeted him as ho stepped into
the Form-room passage.

Wild, weird sounds greeted him as he
arrived.

“Wreggh! I say—gurrgggh! Ooovo-
oooch [

*What ? gasped Mr. Quelch.

The Bounder was thers, roaring with
laughter. A dozen Removites had come
in; they were roaring, tool The extra:
ordinary figure staggering and totter-
ing oufzide the Remove door seemed to
strike them as funny!

Mr. Quelch stared at it with startin
eves | Shkip stared at i, and chuckled,
There was a roar in the passage,

“Ha, ha, ha "

T3 that Bunter "

“Poor old OwlI”

“Ha, hs, hal?

“Gilence 1" exclaimed bMr. Quelch.

He strode forward, The Form-room
door was open, and in the deorway lay
soob in Leaps. It smothered the floor,
mnside and out, Most of all, it smothered
Billy DBunter,

The fat Owl had succeeded in getting
the wastepaper-basket off his head, His
head’ emerged as black as the ace of
spades, 15 fat features had disap-

cared wunder soot The blackest

ottentot in the African jungle was not
g0 black as William George Bunter.

followed
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M {s—is—is that Banter " gasped Mr,
Quelch

“Ooooogh 1™

“What has happened here?”

“ Groooogh !

" Answer me, DBunter!”
Ar. Quelch.

T Gurrrgggh ]

Bunter lﬁﬂ;]ﬂ;ed and dabbed wildly at
soot. He blinked sootily at his Form-
master through sooty spectacles,

Mr. Quelch glared at him. He glared
at ithe wastepaper-basket on the floor,
and the soot in the doorway. He under-
stood. A booby-trap had been fixed up
at the Remove door—and Bunter, butt-
ing into the Form-room without leave,
had been the fellow to bag it!

The Remove-master compressed his
lips with anger,

He could guess for whom that boobsy-
trap had been intended. Bunter, evi-
dently, had not known that it was
there; neither had the ragger knotn
that Bunter was going to barge in. But
for Bunter, 1t was Mr. Quelch, hia own
stately self, who would have pushed
GFEI'I that cimr, and bagged the basket
oL =008,

Fueleh’s eves gleamed like cold steel.

* Bunter 1

“Urrrrggh [

“1I think I can guess, Bunter, why you
went to the Form-room without leave in
break.” Quelch remembered the toffees.

thundered
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“It is, perhaps, fortunate that you did
50, BN thercforea I shall not punish
you.

“Gurrrggh 1" gurgled Bunter, He

could see nothing fortunate in it.

“{Zo away at once, Bunter, and ¢lean
vourself and change your clothes[ You
are excused this lesson ™

" Woooooggh 1"

“ Wharton I )

“Hs, ha! I mean, yes, sir!"” gasped
the captain of the Remove.

“There is no occasion for laughter,
Wharton! Take Bunter aweay at once "
“Oht! Yes, sirl Come on, Bunter "

“Urrrggeh 1"

Wharton led Billy Bunter away—
leaving a trail of soot behind him as he
went, and gurgling horribly.

Mr. Quelch scanned the juniors in the
ﬁnssa 2. Then, with compressed lips,

e welked away to summon Trotter with
mop and pail. That awful smother of
soot had to be cleancd up before the
Removites could get into their Form-
room. The look on his face as he went
rather checked the merriment of the

JUNInys,
“Henry's ratty 1 murmured Bob
Cherry. “There’s toce to coma for

somebody ] Who on earth did this?
You, Smithy " ]
“Not gui]t:.' I grinned the Bounder,
“It's rather in your line!” remarked
Lord Mauleverer.

“(h, quite! But not guilty, all the
same ! chuckled the Bounder. Do
vouu  know  anything  about  this,

Skinner?™ he added, az Harold SBkinner
came up, with Snoop, ‘and Hazeldene,
followed by Bolsover major,

“About what?" asked Blkinner
blandly.

“Boobytrap on the Form-room
door ! said Johnny Bull, " Look "

Skinner looked—and grinned.

“Poor old Quelch!” he szid. “He
must have been early—the bell hasn’t
stopped ringing yet! Well, the early
bird catches the ']nll[v,' old worm "

Bob Cherry chuckled,

“8So you meant it for Qucleh?™ he

aczked. ) :
“I7" =ald Skinner, in surprise. BI
o

Lknow nothing about it,” of course.
you, Snoopey "
Tae Maower LisrarT.—No. 1,548,



“Not a thing !’ piggled Encop. |

“Bame herel" said Hazeldene, grin-
ning. All the same, I'm not sorry that
%ﬂgﬁdl has got & iE about whet the

eniove think of his shoving piek-
pockets into the Form."

“Berve him jolly well vight 1 growled
Bolzover major,

Skinner & Co,_ ovidently were under
the impression that Quelch had “got
it,” as per programme. Bunter had
ihsappeared bofore their arrivel.

“Well, the chap who did it had betler
look out for squalls!” said Frank
Nugent, laughing. * Quelch knows jolly
well that it was mecant for him.”

“Not hard fo gucss—as he got it!”
said BSkinner.

“But he never got it!™ chertled Bob.
“Bunter got it 1

“What ¥

" Bunter |*

“What the thump "

*ia, ha, he ! yvellod the jumiors

“Bunier !” gasped Skinner. “How
on earth did guutur get it? What did
that fat idiot barge in for?”

“Ask Bwithy ! chuckled Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roired the Bounder.
“Why the thump didn’t you put me
wise, you ass, Skinger? I made that
fat rotter go 1 for my toffees—"'

“0h, vou 5i];l;r idiot I

“Ha, ha, La!”

“You blithering dummy!”® yelled
Skinmer.

“Ha, ha, ha )

“8n Queleh never got i1t—or that

young blackguard Skip, either!” ex-
claimed Bolsover major.

“He doesn't look liko it, doca hef”
vinned Bob, with a gesture towards
Skip, who was standing in the passage
where Mre. Quelch had left Inm.

Skinper & Co. had not noticed him
there hitherto.
Skip grinned at them.

“8o you meant that for e, as well
as the old gent?” he exelaimed.
Y How'd you like me to tell him you
done it 2

Skinner and Snoop and Hazel looked
alarined, but Bolsover major gave the
new junior an aggressive glare

“You can sneak to Quelch, you
rotlen cad, if you jolly well want tolV
he snavled. “Think any fcilows here
care what you do, you rotten worm 1

* 8hut up, Bolsover, you rhinoceres !
said Bob Cherry hastily. *“3kip, old
bean, you won't repeat anything you've
heard to Quelch; that sort of thing is
called sneaking here, and it's not
doneg.™

“Iain't going to tell the old bloke
nething ! said Skip. “I st 2 bloom-
ing telltale, if that's what vou mean,
vonng Cherey” ]

“That's exacily what I mean,™ said
Dol “Mum's the word I

“LI'm not asking any favours of him,"
snapped Bolsover major. “Ide can go
straight to Queleh with it, for all T
core.

“Bhut np, you ass!” muttered Hazel

“"Wara beaks!™  mwuwrmured  Tom
Brown, az Mr. Queleh came back with
Troiter.

The Bemove were rather late in for
third school ihat morning—and one
place remained wvacant in the IFerm-
vognt.  All through third echool LBill
Buntor was in a bath-room, busy with
hot water and soap elemiug ulg soot,
He was siill at it when the Form came
out again; and when he tered up for
dinner there were still many visible
iraces of soot about Billy Bunter.
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THE SIXTH CHAPIER.
The Chopper Comes Down !

N KIP camo in with the Remove that
afternoon, but his chubby face
was not guite so bright as it had
bcen in the morning,

He was with the Reomove—but not,

50 to speak, of them.

Although he had had so far only one
lesson in the Lower Fourth Forn Room,
that fact had been borne in on lis
mind.

In class he sat with a special leszon
of his own; it was likely to be some
time before he was able to join in the
ordinary Form work. That alone
marked him off from the Form,

But the looks of the Hewmove fcllows
marked him off ztill move. .

Not only ill-netured fellows like
Skinuer, or woverbearing fellows like
Bolsover major, baryed him; wmuch
better fellows took the same line,

The Famous Five were as good-
natured as any fellows in the Form,
and they felt ruther sorry for Skip in
a way and wished him well, but a
fellow who had picked their pockets
was not a fellow towards whom they
could feel cordial,

They could make all sorts of excuses
and allowaneces for him, and they did;
but they did not want to have much to
do with him.

Even Lord Aauleverer; who had the
kindest heart ever,. felt an irresistible
repugnance towards contaet with him.

n that brief morning Skip had
realised that it was not going to be
“roses, roses all the way ' at his new
school.

Having o spot of pugnacity in his

nature, he was quite prepared {o scrap’

with any fellow who made himself
unduly offensive—as he had already
shown in dealing with Skinner. 2Most
of the fellows, however, did not make
themselves offenzive like Skinner and
Bolsover; they simply wanted {o keop
clear of him—and that was not & kind
of thing* that could be improved by
punching nosca.

Mz, Quelch, of course, had forescen
thiz, and was not in the least surprised
when he observed it. Skip had not
anticipated it—being, as yet, ignorant
of how un:geal-:uhfy horrid it was to
have pinched,

The EBemove master was guite ready
to deal with any open persecution of
the new boy, as Skinner had learned;
but that was all he could do. e coulc
not make fellows associate with ham if
they did not choose to do so. Indeed,
he was not sure that he desired it, con-
sidering Bkip's extraordinary upbring-

g,

Skip, luckily, had plenty of high
spirits and plenty of cool cheek, And
in his strange young life he had como
npon harvder experiences than the dis-
dain of schoolboys. A snecr from
Skipner, & jecr from Snoop, or the turn-
ing up of Billy Bunter's litile fat noze
did not huort like the buckled belt once
wielded by Barney the Binger in
Slummock’s Alley. Bolsover major's
brawny fsts were not so disconcerting
as a policeman’s hand on a shoulder.
All things considered, the litile waif
vii_a.s i clover, and he was well awarve
of ik,

Bo, tlhwugh he was not lecking so
merry and bright, he came inte the
House quite cheerfully when the beil
rang, and strolled up the passage with
hiz hands 1o his pockets, wlﬁstling_'—a
thing, of course, that no Greyfriars
junior ever veniured to do,

“Here, young shaver!” called out
Wingate of the Sixth.

Skip looked round.

s Iilw::v:. you ! he replied. "“What's

biting you, old covey ¥
“Oh, my hat!” gasped the Greyiviars
captain. “Just & word, kid—juuiors

ggn’?t whistle in the louso. Chuek it
:E g

Skip stood staving at the head prefect
of Greylviars,

i aro you?™ he demanded,

“Eh? I'm Wingate,”

“You ain't & master *ere ! said Skip.

“Eh? Oh not”

“Then you keo
horders to yourself [’

“Wha-a-ati"

“ Bite on that, covey !” said Skip.
. Wingate looked at him, Any othes
Junior wounld have been told to bend
over at onece for answering a Sixth
Form prefect in such style, but Wingate

vour blooming

was a d-natured fellow,

; ‘Look heore, young shaver—" he
IEAT.

“"Yon look ere, old shaver!” re-

torted Skip.

“T am a prefecl,” Wingate explained
natiently. “ Lower borvs have to take
orders from  prefects. Understand

that 7"

“What's & prefeck?’”’ asked BSkip.
“Never ’edrd of it1?

“Oh dear! A prefect is a Bixth Form

man, with authority over jumiors,’ the

captain of Greyfriavs explained. *“If
vou argue with a prefeet you get
whopped.” ‘
& “I'd jolly soon "ack your shins ' seid
ip.
“Oh gad!” gasped Wingate. Ha

slipped his ashplant down into lus hand.

Un  second thoughts, however, he
tucked it under his arm agein and
walked away, langhing,

Ship stared after hiun rather belligey-
ently and walked on {o ihe Bomove-
oo,

The Remove were gaibering ab the
Form-rooin door, Some of them who
had heard his talk with Wingate were
grinning. b Cherry, alwaysz good-
natured, spoke to the new junior as ho
Came up.

“I shouldn't talk to a prefect like
that if I were you, kid,” he said.

“Well, you ain't me, arve you?"” said
Bkip, “I don’t waut any of his old
buck, and so I can tell him !

" “Wingate's a soft ass!” said Vernon-
Smith. * Loder or Walker would have
whopped him for his cheel 1™

Alr. Queleh came elong to let in his
Form,

The juniors grinned as they noted that
he glanced vather suspiciously at the
door before he opened it. Ho had not
forgotten the booby-trap.

Bo far nobody had been called to
aceount for that occurvence. Skimmer &
Co—and especially Bolsover majopr—
hoped that nothing more was going to
he heard of ik That hope proved
delusive,

When the Remove tock their places
Ay, Queleh did not begin the lesson at
onee; he stood regovding the TForn
with & haleful eye, then he rapi.ued out
fouwr names in suceession like buollets,

“Bolsover! Bkinner! Snoop! Hazel-
denc! Stand out before the Form |

“Copped 1" murmured Dob  Cherry.
“The jolly old chopper’s coming down
now 1 .

“The copfulness iz terrific,” grinned
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

The [our juniors named stepped out
of their places, looking extromely
LIeasy.

How Quelch knew ihey could not
guess,” btk it was preity clear ibat he
did krmow. They remembered—rather
tog late to be of sorviee—that Quelch



Mr. Quelch strode forward just as Bunier succeeded in geuiug
Bunter ? ** he gasped. ** Urrrggh ! ** gurgled the Iat Removite, b

was & dangerous man to jape. Such an
amusciment was rather like twisting &

tiger's tail. It was clear that since
third school Quelch had been makin

ingquirivs and wos in  possession o
information.
“Bolsover ! he rapped.

“Yen, sir 1" muttered Bolsover major.

“YWhat were you deing in the Iorm-
room during break ¥

Bolsover major breathed hard.

“You know what I was doing, sir,”
he answercd sullenly, “and know
who's told you, too!”

And he gave Skip a black and
venomous look.

Bkip gave him
return. :

“1 ain't said
faca!” he said.

“ Zilence, Skip1*

“Yossir”

“T learned from Mr. Prout, Bolsover,
that you jumped from the Form-room
window, in break this mormng, and
stepped on his foot.”

“(h1” stanunered Bolsover,

e realized that it was not Eki? who
had given him oway. e had 1-:T+:¢d
that Prout had not recognised the fellow
who had landed on his corn.  Evidently,
FProut had.

“Three olhier bovs were seen by Mr.
Prout,” went on the Remove master.
“Mr. Prout did not recognise them, buot
it i3 clear that they were concerned
with vou in this outragcous prank,
Bolsover.™

Bolsover was silent. He was an
nepreszive fellow, with an unpleasant
temper, and o good deal of & bully.
But he would have bheen whopped black
and blue before he would have given
his confedorakes away.

“Trom anothoer source—a Sixth Form

refect—I have learned that you four
wys were secn together, in brealk, on
thes path under the orm-room win-

a defiant stare in

nothing to nobody,
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dows I” said Mr. Quelch. “I have no
doubt, therefore, that all four were con-
cerned in this outrage.”

Evidently Mr. ?ueichp had been
making very careful inquiries, in all
quarters. Skinner & Co. might really
have expected that. A booby-trap in
the Form-room was not o matfer that
a master like Mr, Quelch was likely to
PieEs OVer.

“We never got into the Form-room,
sir ! muttered SBnoop.

“1 certainly never did, sir!” said
Skinner.

“MNor I, sir!” said Hazel.

“That is immaterial, if you were con-
cerned in the matter,” said Mr. Quelel.
“If you deny that you were concerncd
in it, and that you were with Bolsover
at the time, 1 shall require you fo
account for every momeut during break
this morning. ™

Skinner & Co. were silent.  Obviously,
they eould net prove that they had been

elsewhere, when they were wilh
Bolsover major 8t the TForm-room
window.

“Have vou anything to say?” asked
Me. Queleh grimly,
o answer.

“Yery well ! Take five hundred lines
exch, and remain in detention on Satur-
day afternoon to write them out 1™ said
Me. Quelch. * You may go back to your
places. You, Boelsover, will be caned
severcly, as it was you whe look the
leading part.” Dr. Quelch picked up
his cane. “Bend over that chair,
Baolsover ™

In sullen silence the bully of the
Remove bent over the chair. Ilo shut
his teeth to keep back the yells as Mr.
Queleh swiped.

The Remove looked on. with rather
grim faces, Bolsover, really, had asked
for ity but most of the frllows knew that

.

the wastepaper basket off his head. ** Is—Is—Is that
nking sootily at his Form-master,

i]nr;_'u z_fi'..ij.ﬁ:sE
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* Wooooooooooggh!®

he had been Skinner's catspaw—and
Skinner had got off with lines and &
detention.  And  the infliction was
severe enough to make any fellow
sympathise with the vietim.

Bolsover was silent under it till the
fourth swipe fell. Then he counld stand
it in silence no longer, and he yelled,
He was :.'e]!in%: and roATINg, an
squirming by the time Mr. Quelch
finished, and lawnd down the ecane,

“1 irnst, Dolsover, that that will be
a warning to you that the Form-room
is not the place for unthinking practical
;nkﬂs,” satd Mr. Quelch. “You may

Eolsover major wriggled back to his
place, mumbling. He gave Skip a hlack
and bitter look as he passed him.

Skip, in return, gave him a glance
of cool contempt. That whopping,
extremely severe from the point of view
of the schoolboys, was a miere ficking,
in Skip's eves—nothing to what he had
been through in his time. Skip's feel-
ing was one of scorn for o fellow who
counld not take such a licking without
yelling about 161

But whatever it might have been to
the tough little rascal who was now a
Bemovita of Greyfriars, it was sovere
enough for Bolsover major. He prided
himself on being hard as nails; but
that swiping had taken the stuffing out
of him, and he wriggled and mumbled
all through the class, his only conscla-
tion being the thought of what he was

oing to hand out to Skip later. As
or handing out anvthing to Mr. Quelch,
Bolsover major wos not likely to think
of that. It was likely to be a long, long
time before Bolsover ventured again
to play the dangerous game of twisting
the tiger's tail l )

As for Quelch, he led hiz Form
patiently through the intricacies of
specific gravity, d!f—:r:;'gu.rﬂmg the re-
bellious mumblings of Bolsover maié:-r.

Tue AMagxer Lmowy.--No0 L5486,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Making the Best of It!

é M !* gaid Harry Wharton,
l l “TUm 1" agreed Nugent, with

a grin.
: '%]iw wera in their study,
No. 1, in the Remove, after class. Thab
study belonged now to Skip, the new
boy, as much as to Wharton and
Nugent. =
Generally, the TFamous TFive tea'd
together in that study, though somig-
times they went along to Study No. 13,

—Bob rry's  &tu r to Stady
No. 14, Johony Bull’'a. But both Study
No. 13 and Study No. 14 had other

fellows in them, so when the Bve wanted
to tea on their own they chose Study
Mo. 1. Now, however, thers was a
diference. Nat only was there a new
fellow i the study, Eut that now fellow
was one whose society was not yearncd
after by the Famous Kive any more
than by any other members of tha
Creyfriars Remove.

"%ua]eh asked me to do what I eould
for the kid, Franky 1” said Harry, after
an uncomfortable pause. “I'mn bound to
play up, as head hoy”

“I'll help!™ said Frank,

g-ﬂ' But__”‘

“ But~—" agrced Nugont.

“The poor hittle beast must have been
through awful things,” said Harry.
“I'm sorry for him, if you come to
ihat. I'd do anythin%tn lend the poor
little roticr a hand. DBut=I can't stand
Liim, Frank!

“RBame heve ™

“He can't konow any  belter, of
course I said Wharton, **We've got to
remember-that. 1f any of the fellows
hegin ragging, 1Yl stop them, {fast
cneugh.’”

113 i L]

“¥es, but—" said Harry uncomfort-
nl:ég. “Of course, we can’t pal with
such & Dblighter, but—but—but I don't
want fo hurt him. It would be rather
marked to bar the study because he's
in it.”

“We can’t ask olher fellows in to
tea, with him here.”

“1 suppose they wouldn't like it.”

“1 know they wouldn't.”

“The kid seems decent enough, {rom
what I've scen of him,” said Harry
slowly. “Of course, I've not seen a
lof, but—but, except that ho was
brought up to pinch, which 13 awful
enough, I know, there doesn't seem
to be & lot of harm in him. He's cleaner
than Bunter, he's not maliciouns, like
Skinner, and, from lis looks, 1 dou’t
helieve ho smokes, lke Smithy. He's
had cverything agsinst him, and,
reslly, ho must have a good bit of good
in him not to have turned out worse.™

“Oh, gqiite ] DBut—"

“Well, I can’t stand him, any more
than you can; but—but look here, I
hate the idea of making him feel an
outsider. Let’'s have hin in 1o ten,
and trecat him as an owdinary chap.
After all, Lo docsn’t bite !

Frank Nugent Jaughed.

“Oh, all vight ! he =aid. “Put it to
the other fellows, and if they don't like
the idea—"

“Well, I don't sce why they ean't
sland it, 1 we coin  We'll pub it to
thew, anyhow™

Harry Wharton looked out of the
study into the Hemove passage. MMost
of the fellows wore coming up to Lea.
Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Hurees
Jamszet Ham Singh bad come up, with
]:iarc-eis under their arms fromn the school
ElD

*Tea in my study I ealled ont Daly,
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ﬁ hei saw Wharton at the door of Study
Ql ¥
“Why not here, ms usual?” asked

Harry.
“Oh! Al right!”
“Tha all rightfulness i3 ferrific ™

remarked Hurrce Jamsot Ram Singh.

“That new tick in the study 7 asked
Johnny Bull, with a grunt.

1 ’J}ht vet, but I suppose he's coming
up.

“Well, come along fo my study,
then | 1’_1:1 rather not sik down to tea
with & pickpocket, if you don't mind.”

Harry Wharton coloured.

“"Frank and I have made up our
minds to stand him,™ ke said. “1 don’t
geo why you fellows can’t do the same.
He won't pinch your watches.”

“How do you know he won'ti®

«1 ot like pind

‘I don’t like pinchers I” zaid Jehnn
Bull. “Wa've jolly well scraggeﬁ
Coker for landing him on s, the checky
ass. He oughtn t to be here. I'd rather
keep my distance from him,™

* 80 would I, but—-="

“Oh, chanea 1t1” said Bob.
up a&ll round. Come on|

Johnny Bull shook his head,

“Not for mel” he said

“Lend a hand, Inky ! prinned Dob:
and Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh lent a
hand, and Johuny DBull was barged
headlong into the study.

He gave a roar as he landed on the
carﬁ, seattering his parcels,

“Look kere—" he bawled, as he

sat up.
U Bhut up, man!™ said Bob sooth-
ingly. “This Co. always sticks togethor.
That swab's landed on Wharton, and
wo're bound to help him stand it

“ That's all very well—-*

“Of course it ja.  8hut np, old man ¥

Johony Bull gathered himself to his
fect. Johnny was leoking obstinate. He
did nof like pinchers, and he did not
trust pinchers, and he was not going,
if he could help it, to have anything
to do with pinchers. There was & very
prominent spot of obstinacy in Johuny,

“1'm not going—" he began.

* No—you're staying 1 agreed Bob,

“T1 mean H

“Never mind what you mean—that's
what I mean!  Bhut up, old man!
You've got one [anlt in vour otherwize
perfect chavacter—yon talk too much 1

“You slly ass—"

“This 'ere my study ?* asked a voice
at the door. Skip looked in.

L This "ere,” said Bob Chervy gravely,
“is your study [ ‘Op in1”

Bkip camn in.

“I've "vard that the blokes ’ero ‘ave
tea in their vooms"” he said, addressing
the study generally. “But if von don't
want to feed with me, I'll 'op itl 1
suppose I can get my lea with the
blokes downstaival Tf you don't want
my campany, T don’t want your'n, and
you can lay to that !

“1 don’t1” said Johnny Bull eurtly;
and he walked out of {he study.

Skip starved after hin.

" That bloke belovg "ere 3 he asked.

"0, no

“ Then he den’t makter, and he blowed
to ", You two blokes, Wharton and
Nugent belong  ere, from what Mr.
Quelch told me.  Am't Lhat right i+

“That's vight.”

“Well, I never wos a covey to bhutt in
where I wasn't wanted,” satd Skip, “If
you're going o pul on htes—>"

“Wha-a-at ™

“IIairs and graces” said Skip.

“Oht Awrs! Oh! Yesl Nol¥

"IF vou're going to put en Laira and
graces, I'd puneh vour 'cads, as soon ag
look at youl” swd Skip.,  “Buot AL,

“Play

Quelch “f-" don't you get into quarrels,
Le says, like you did this morning, he
says, and I'm gﬁmg to do ﬂaryghx‘?
what Mr. Quelch says, like the 'ead-
master told me to. 8o if you don't want
me ‘ere, epit ik out, and I'll "eok it 1*

The four juniors exchanged glances.
Certainly they did not want the former
associate of Jinuny the Rat and Barney
the Binger there. But zomething was
due to good mammers—and, after all,
they fclt a spot of sympathy for the boy
who was rather like a fish out of water
at Greyiriars.

“We always have tea in the study,”
said Harry. “No reason why vou
shouldn't, Bkip.”

“No reason at all1” spid Nugent
lowally.

“Your esteemed eompany will be a
boonful blessing, my cstcemed and
ridiculows  Skip I declured Hurree
Jamszct Ram Singh.

“Who's going to fill the kettle 7 asked
Bob Cherry, coming down to brass tacks,
gs 1k wore.

And 8kip of the Remove sat down {o
tea with four meumtbers of the Famous
Five,

A fow minutes later, the fifth member
of the celebrated Co. put his head into
the study,

Th eckoned lim in.

“What you want, face ™ asked Skip.

“Bhait v, you yvoung ass | said Bob.
“Roll in, Johnny !# ¢

Johnny Bull rolled 1n.  Johnny's bark
was always worse than his bite; aod if
hiz comrades were going to make the
best of it, Johnny Bull was going {o
make the best of it. And tea in Study
No. 1 passed off quite amicably,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Something Like & Surprise !

OLSOVER major kicked open

B the door of Study No. 1, and
stared aggressively in. 2

Behind Bolsover, in tha

Remove passage, were a dozen fellows op

rwore; who had apparently come along
for the entertainmoent,

The Bounder was there, smilin
castically; his chum, Tam Recﬁtring.
frowning. Bkinner was there, with a
brtter face—Bnoop and ITazel almost as
bitter as Skinner, They were thinking
of their Saturday afterncon, boaked fox
lines; and rather unreasonably put it
down to Skip's aceount—as Bolsover did
hia eaning,

The three had been nrging and ezgin
Bolsover on—not that le Igiﬂ.*{!ﬂcd nfucﬁ
urging.  He was still feeling severe
twinges from the whoppitg in the Porm-
room ; for which Bkip was going to pay
with interesh

“Oh! Thatcad’s here, 1s he 7 snorted
Bolsover major. “ Yan like thieves and
pickpockets to tea in this study, do
}.uu?!}

“That's enongh ! interrupted Harey
Wharton, *Get outside, Bolsover 1

“Take your face away and bury it {*
suggesied Skip.  “ What do you mean,
walking abont with a face like that?
*Nuff to scare a dorp

There was a chuckle in the passage.
Bkip, at all events, waa not overawed
by the size and cvident strength of the
burly Balsover. The Removites kuew
already that he had pluck, from what hie
had dona for Cnllmr of the Fifth,
Clearly, Bolzover major did not alarm
him, though his aggressive glave was
guite alarming.

“You pgot me a licking to-day, you
rotten pincher ¥ voaved Dolsover.

Bkip langhed jeeringly.

Sar-



“Call that a licking!® he sneered.
“ You blokes must be made of putty 'ere,
I'd be ashamed to 'oller like you did,
for a few whops like that theret You
made of butter?™

The Famouz Tive grinned. Bub
Harry Wharton steod ready to inter-
vene, when Bolsover major changed
from words to actions. t waz up to
him, as head boy of the Form, and he
was going to do his duly. And his
ehums were quite ready to lend a help-
ing hand, if required.

“Come out of that sindy ™ roared
Bolsaver.

“Bhan't !” retorted Skip.

“I'ln going to thrash you "

“Think again1” suggested Skip. “I
1 ’it you, vou'd 'oller and 'owl like you
did this afternoon ! You keep off while
you're safe !

Bolsover’s rugged face was erimson
with rage. Taunts from thiz young
ragamuflin, whom he despised from the
hottom of his heart, were rather too
much to stand. He stepped into the

Eh.h:l(y,
“Outside, please!” said Harry
Wharton.

“I'm going to yank that scrubby little
cur out, and thrash him!” roared
Bolsover major. “I'm going to mop up
the passage with him, see?”

“You're going to do nothing of the
kind 1" answared the captain of the
Remove coolly. “You lay a finger on
the kid, and you go out into the prssage
on your neck ! Quelch has put it to me
to see that he's not ragged or bullied—
and I'm going to stop it, first shot.”

“Mind your own business, Wharton 1"
called 8kinner, from the passage.

Harry Wharton laughed.

*You come in and whop him, Skinner,

and I won't interfere,” he said.
“ Bolsover's over his weight. You can
handle him, if you like.” )

“Ga  it, Skinper !’ grinned the
Bounder.

Skinner did not go it, He scowled,
and remained where he was. His
experience with Skip in the quad that
morning seemed enough for Skinner.

*“ All the same, there's no need for you
to butt in, Wharten [ added the
Bounder. *Leave Dolsover alone !”

“¥ou can shut up, Smithy

“Well, you lay a hand on Bolsover,
and I'm backing him up,” said Vernon-
Smith, “and other fellows here say the
same."

“Yee, rather!™” cxolaimed Iazeldene.

“Same here |” exclaimed Stott. And
five or six other voices chimed in.

“You hear that?” jecred Bolsover
*“1f you want a scrap all round, you can
barge in, Wharton. I'm going to thrash
that cheeky young cad—"

“Biand back, or I'll knock yvou spin-
ning ! was the answer of the captain of
the Remove, as he stepped botween
Bolsover and Skip. _

“do asked vou to butt in?” inguired
Skip, from behind him.

“Eh** Wharton stared round at him
in astonishment, *“ What?"”

* I ain’t asking you to protect me, that
I knows on 1" seid Skip. “ Think I can’t
'andla that lout? Bmoky "addocks! If
I couldn't, I'd 'ave 'ad a 'igh old time

#in the alley! Leave him alone, can't
von I

Harry Wharton gave him a look, com-

pressed his lips, and stepped aside.

He was far froen keen on enterin
into & Bght with the burly Bolsover, nnﬁ
a row with the Remove generally, In
defence of the .unpopular new fellow;
but he had been acting from a sense of
duty. Bkip's words, in the ecirenm-
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BT OnNGEs weraoa
neither grateful nor
comiforting.

“Yery woll,” ha

said, with closed

lips. “If that's how [

you look at it, carry
on. I'm done [

Balsover
his way open now,
towered over Bkip.
with ¢lenched fists
and jutiing jaw.

“Come ovt of this
study I he snorted.
“There's room for &
serap im the pas-
sage. Do you
hoar "™

“I min't deaf,
face!” answered
kip. “And if vem
want me out in the
passidge, all you
got to do iz to 'ook
me out !

“I'll do that fast
enoungh I said Bol-
sover major. He
glanced round at
the crowded doos-
way. “Stand clear,
you fellows, and
give him room to
drop

The juniars grin-
ning, crowded back,
to give Bkip room
to drop when Bol-
sover pitched him,
neck and crop, out
of tho study.

The bully of the
Remove jumped at
Skip.

Harry Wharton &
Co. s'tood back,
without intervening,
Skip had scornfully
refused friendly
rotection, and he
ad to take this
chanee now.

He did not look
like having. much
chance, against &
fellow twice as
heavy a3  himself,
and inches taller.
But appcarances
were deceptive.

Bolsover major
grasped him 1n &
bear-like hug, and
swung him 'tmh';lﬂr.‘]s
the door. But Skip
pwisted in his gmas
like an cely an
suddenly, Bolsover
never knew how, he
was hooked over the
new boy's back, his
feet left the floor,
and he flew.

Trash !

There waz & TOAT
f}l;um the jtmi::-ixi‘?.l in
the passage. ey
had ‘given Bkip
room fo fall when
he was pitched ouk.
Buat it wons Dolsover
major who
pitched ont on his
neck, and he fell
with a terrifie crash,
and, lay gasping
and spluttering on
the old oak planks.

“Oh, wy hatl]”
gazped Dol Cherry.

fell,

(4]

major, |
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"“Oreut ¥ ejaculeted Nugebnb
Bkip nhg? g'ri:l;:ing. o

The srowid in tha Lﬁmame stared &t
him, and stared at the sprawhng -
sover, w8 if they oould hardly believe

tbﬁl& eyes—and, indecd, they hardly

3 a} by s

“ Oh " momured the Bounder.
“That 8 got beei in him, sad mus-
tard, tooi”

“Ha doosn't seem te want protect-
ing ¥* grinned Feter Todd.

“Ha, ha! No}” .

Bkinner gave Bolsover major a hand
up. The hully of the Remove stag-
gored to his feet, hadly shaken,

He had hit the ocaken floor hard,
and. be hed more aches.and pains dis-
tributed over him than he could have
caunted. But be was gamp. He stood
panting for breath for a fow moments;
ther, with set teeth, he rushed into
glkg gtudy again and hurled himself at

1P

. Thig time he did not think of pitch-
ing him out of the study. He had had
enough wrestling. He attacked with
both brawny fists  hitting out like
flails. Bolsover had little science; but

his size and weight seemed overwhelm-

ing.
But thoy did not overwhelm Bkip.

He dodged like an ccl, aud a ham-like
fist swept by his ear sund snother
misszed his cheek. Before Bolsover

could punch again, & seét of knuckles
that seemed made of iron jammed
under his jaw and ahnost lifted Ium
from his feet

He went backwards and crashed.

“Oh ™ gasped & dozen fellows, as
Bolzover mn‘jﬂg ugrawled on his back in
the doorway of Htudy No. 1.

“Phew |” breathed Bob Cherry.

“Ow | growled _Elﬂji; o

He rubbad the knuckles of his right
band, barked on Bolsover's jaw.

For several g moments Bolsover
major lay where ho had fallen, all eyes
nn“him. ‘Then he sat up dizzily.

Both his bands went to his jaw. A
dark bruise was already forming on his
chin. He blinked gt Skip dazedly.

Bolsover major was often in scraps,
and he had aunp{:&d with Fifth Form
men, and had collected a good many
hard knocks in his.time. But even in
combat with Bob Cherry, he had never
collected such & left as that before. He
felt as it cvery tooth in his head had
been loosened, and his jaw ached
horribly.

He had to held on to the doorpost to
get on his feeh

&kip gave him & mﬂcking grin.
“Pack that wp, kid! said Bob
“A Qreviriara man

Cherr'y- quietly.
doesn’t crow over a follow.”

8kip gove lum a look. But he said
no "‘more.

Bolsover major stood leaning on the
doorposk, panting, his hand to his jaw.
He had come there to thrash the new
junior, and it had been going to be a
record thrashing. He was no longer
thinking of that. He was tough and
he was obstinate, but he shivered at
the thought of standing up to another
such jolt. Slowly he turned away.

“Chucking it?7”" asked Skinner,
deeply disappointed.

"g“r:sr him again!” urged Snoop.

Bolzgver major did dot answer, His
jaw wes too painful for speech, He
turned in silence and tramped away to
his own study.

Harry Wharton threw the door shut.
He was far from pleased with 3kip;
but he almost smiled at the thought of
having intervened to pretect him. In
the punching lize, it was clear, Skip of
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the Bemove wan pot in need of pro-
tacticn. Néither was a [fellow whao
packed such & punch likely to be much
trombled n  the fistical line sgain,
There wers fow fellows in the Remove
who could stand up to Bolsover major;
and Bolsover, it was clear, could nok
stand up to Bkip for a single round.
“Yon've got & pretty good punch for
a kid of your sze, 8kip!” Bob Cherry
remarked “1’d like to have the gloves
on with you in the gym some time.”
“You'd better ’ave them on, that's &
cert 1" said 8kip. “You'd get Turt if
you didn’t, and you can lay to that!”
To which remark there was no reply
in Btudy No. 1. Even Bob Cherry's
ggod nature +waa chilled; and tea
ing over, the Famons Five went
down, and Skip was left on his own.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Coker Chips In 1.

ORACE COREER frowned.
It was the fellowing day, and
Coker of the Fifth waa in the
quad with his friends, Potter
and Greene, after morning school.

It was the sight of Bkip that called
the frown to Coker's brow.

Bkip was walking in the quad by
himself, with hiz hands in his pockeis,
and a slignt cloud on his ususlly
cheary, chubby face.

Harry Wharton & Co. were punting
a footer about before dinner. A
dozen fellows joined the Famous Five
in lpunt.ing tie kall, Bkip, certaiuly,
O

d have joined in, hed he liked—
but he did not. Eertuinl]_ir, he wanted
to. But under the rough, cheeky ex-

terior of the peculiar new fellow in
the Remove there was a spot of sensi-
tiveness that few of the fellows thought
of suspecting.

He was not wanted, and he knew
that he was not wanted. So he kept
ﬂhﬁ.r. He “mooched ” about by him-
selif.

Skip had & sociable naiure, Ife did
not enjoy hia own company. But ha
hed found out, by this time, that his
own company was all he had to expect
inn the Greytriara Remove.

In his own study he was tolerated
civilly, Wharton and Nugent, indeed,
were more than eivil; they were ready
to help bhim in any way. The other
members of the famous Co. were civil
enough. But that waa all. They did
not want his company; and politences
in the Remove wes not carvied to the
length of pretending to wont a fellow’s
company if they did not want it

Bolsover major was grimly un-
friendly; but he let the new juiior
severgly alone. Boelsover had a pamn
in his chin that was likely to last him
quite a long time, and he did not want
ANy more

Nobody else had shown any desire fo
tackle Slop in  the fistical line.
Skinner's animosity was mora bitter
than ever; but tha thought of stand-
ing up to the punch that had knocked
out B?:Ismrer major made him {icel an
inward sinking.

Only Fisher T. Fish had sought out
the new junior—and it was only for the

purpose of selling him a penknife for
two shillings, which he bad bouoght
from a hard-up fag for threepence,

But having mada that sale, Fishy had
no further use for the unpopular new
fellow. )
Strolling in the quad, on his own,
Skip was not feeling very bright. He
would have been glad to speak even to
Billy Bunter; but Bunter, passing him,

tumed up 1is fat littlo nose ns fat as
:_t "wmud go, and rpelled on disdain-
ully.

Coker, observing all this, frowned.

It was through Coker that Skip was
pt Gregfriars at all,  Coker regerded
himm as his protege—uonder his E
tion. Coker was not pleased to seo him
thus isolated in his Farm—though
really, Coker might have foreseen. if,
had Coker ever foréseen anything.

“Thia won't do!™ eaid Coker.

“Eht* said Potter.

o had not notiped SBkip, and ‘was
not in the slightest degreo interested in
that rother forlorn youth.

“Look ab that!” said Cokeér, with a
nod towards Skip. *“Looks to me as if
those scrubby young sweeps in the
Bemove ore barring the kid.”

Potter winked at Greene, who
emiled.

“You didn't expect that, pld manit”
asked- Potter.

“Eht? No! Certaiug not 1

“You fancied they'd like a pick-

pocket in their Form 1" asked Greene.

HDon’t be » silly ags, Greene! That
13, 1f you can help it!” said Coker
crossly, “The kid 't a pickpocket
now.  I've told him to chuck that
entirely.”

" And he doos exactly what you tell
him §¥

“Of coursel™

“You don’t think he'll break out
again, sooner or later i asked Potter.

“I've told him not to.”

“Oh! Does that settle it
“Ceartainly 1V
“0Oh!* said Potter again, with

another wink at Greeno.

The opinion of Coker’s chums was,
that of all the idiotic things old Horace
had ever done, planting Bkip at Grey-
frinrs was tho most absolutely idictic.
However, it was no use telling Coler
so  Coker was satisfied with hia own
supreme wisdom, if nobody else was,

“I'm not letting this go onl” eaid
Coker, knitting his brows. “ Come this
way, and let's see.”

koer walked acroza to Skip.

FPotter and Greene prﬂmﬁlj walked
in the apposite divection. ey had no
desire whatever to be seen talking in
the quad with Coker's pet pick-
packet |

“Here, kid 1” said Coker, as he came
up to Skip. “All en your own, whati”

Skip coloured uncomfortably,

He was grateful to Coker, and to
Coker’'s Aunt Judy. PBut that had not
alteved his first impression of old
Horace—that he was the biggest fat-
head ever. ;

Coker’s present proceedings were o
choice sample of his tactless fathead-
edness. Skip’s one desire at the
moment was that nobody should netice
that he was lonely. Coker charged into
th..:h middle of his sensitiveness like a
bull.

“I'm orlright 1” muttered Skip.

“Pon't they speak to you in your
Form ™ asked Coker. *““Have they got
the cheek to give you the cold
shoulder ¥

“1 don’t want to ba always a-jawing
to the blokes, do I grunted 8kip.
“71 fall you I'm orlright ™

“ Rot ! said Coker. “This won't do,
and I'll jolly soon put a stop to i, too.
I can’t .zco much of you myself, of
conrse—I'm a Fifth Form man, and 2
senior, and I've not much time to waste
on fags. Bub I'm going to keep an eye
on you, and I’ll see that this sort of
thing doesn’t go on, by Jovel”

He looked round at the Removites
punting the hall 5

Skip took advantage of his back belng
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Skip was strolling: along with his hands in his pockets, whistli
capiain,

shaver, called out the Greyfriars
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“* juniors don"t whisile In the Hause !

when Wingate eame along the passage.

“ Here, young
* You ain"t a master

Chuck it, see ? **

‘ere | ** said Skip. ** Keep your horders {o yoursell [ **

turned, 1o seuttle away under the elms,
Lonely as he was, he had had enough of
Coker's tactless conversation.

Horace Coker did not heed him. He
strode away towards the Remove punt-
about. His brows were knitted in a
wrathful frown.

“Here, Wharton ! he rapped.

“Don’'t bother, fathead ™ ecalled the
ecaptain of the Remove, owver bhis
shoulder, as he went after the ball.

“Hold on, T tell you !’ roared Coker.

“T've got something to say to you. Do
yvou want me lo boot you across the
quad "
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! TIs that old
Horace asking for it again '™ exelaimed
Bob Cherry. *Hold on, you men—let
Coker have what he's asl‘.ing for ™

The juniors grinned, eceased to punt
the ball, and gathered round Horaco
Coker. They were quite ready to punt
Coker of the Fifth, instead of the footer,
if that was what Coker wanted.

“WNow, look here, you cheeky little
serubby scoundrels [ began Coker, a3 the
Removites gave him their atfention.
“ It looks to me as if you're barring that
kid” Akip in your fag Form. Is that

¥

* Bort of I said the Bounder,

“More or less!” agreed Squiff.

“¥You can pal with him, if von like,”
suggested Johnny Bull. *“We're not
fearfully keen on pinchers, ourselves.”

“Bo that's it, 15 it ¥ said Coker hotly.
“Well, I'm telling you that it won't
do, and that I'm not allowing it, sce?
That kid's going to be treated decently
in the Remove; and if there's any more
of this, look out for squalls. Precious
set of scrubby little rotters you are, to
be so jolly particular, I must say !

“Is that all ' asked Harry Wharton,
“Let’s have it clear, Coker. You're
giving us ovders to chum up with your

pet pincher, and we're to do as you tell
us. JIs that it

“That’s it1" assehted Coker. *And
look ‘out for my boot if you put on an
more airs to that kid, that’s all! Thin
I've got him put in your Form for you
checky young swaba to turn up your
cheeky noses at him!? I've a jolly good
mind to whop the lot of you, all round !
And T'll jﬂllg well do it, too, if there's

any more of your cheeky rot! Bear
that in mind !
“That all " asked Harry.
*Yes, that's all ¥
“Quite enough, too!” agreed the
“MNow, you

ealptain of the Remove.
fellows, collar that cheeky fathead, and
give him what he's asking for [

“Eear, hear !

“Bag him!”

Fifteen or sixteen Removiles, grinning
cheerily, rushed oo Coker together,

; {oker rolled over under invumerable
eet.

He roared wildly as he rolled. Fifteen
or sixteen fellows all trod on Coker—
a few of the more exuberant spivits
stamaped.,  For two or three minutes
Coker had a wild impression that he
was mixed up in earthguakes and air-
raids.

Then the merry Removites passed on
—pver Coker—and chased the footer
again. They left Horasce Coker in a
winded and dilapidated state. hatless,
collarless, and tieless, muddy from head
to foot, and gurgling for breath,

Cloker sat up spluttering—and he was
still  splutterimg  spasmodically  when
Potter and Greene, who had watched the
scene with grinning faces from a dis-
tance, came along and kindly picked
him up.

They led a gurgling Coker mway—
grinning at one ancther behind 1oz
rumpled head as they led Lim.

It was very doubtful whether Coker's
intervention would produce much in the
way of good results for S8kip. But thers
was no doubt at all that it had produced
very painful results for Cokerl|

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
“ Boware of Pickpockets ! "

AZELDENE barged into Skinuer
in the Form-room poassoge, as

the Remove ware coming out, &
_ day or two later.

Skinner, stumbling, staggered against
Skip. and bumped into his back, He
grabbed Skip and held on for & momeunt,
and Skip looked round at him, not
pleasantly, :

Of all the Remove follows, Skip liked
Skinner the least; and certainly of all
tire BRemove Skinner had made himself
the most disagreeable to the now junior.

However, that bump in the hack was,
apparcntly, an accident, and Skip walked
on out of the House, and thought ne
more about 1t,

He was quife unaware that in that
brief contact, Bkinner had pinned & card
to the back of his jacket. But the
fellows behind him were aware of it—
and there was a general chuckle as lie
went.

Skip, wunconscious  of  Skinner's
trickery, walked into the quad, with the
card on his back, bearing the inscription
in capital letters:

NOTICE !
EEWARE OF PICKFPOCEETS!

Skinner & Co. grinned after him from
lthe doorway. There was a fat caclile
from Billy Bunter,

(Continued on pape 16.)
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(Continued from puge 13.)

“Ile, he, he !”

“That’'s a tip for all Greyfrviars!”
grinned Hazel, *The young ass hasu’t
the faintest idea he's got it on.”

“Good for you, Bkmner!” clortled
Bolsover major. He rubbed his ohin,
where "there was still a bruise and an
ache. “The Head's in the quad ! If he
sees that, he will know what we think
about that cad 1™

" Better keep it dark who did it !™
saidl Vernon-8mith laughing. *“You
don’t want a jolt on the jaw like
Bolsover, Skinner”

“I say, you fellows, come on!”
squeaked Billy Bunter. * All the fellows
are staring at him. He, he, he !”

Skip was waikin%mmss the quad—hy
himself, as usual. He was nol unused to
curious glances being cast at him; for his
extraordinary history was known to all
tha school, and was discussed in all the
Forms, from the Second to the Sixth,
But he was conscions now of receivin
rather more than-usual attention—anc
he could not help observing that follews
wers loughing:

His brow darkened .

“Look, you fellows!" velled Tubb of
the Third, as 8kip passed a group of
fags of that Form; and they ]ﬂﬂﬁ(ﬂ'd. and
roared with loughtoer.

Skip swung round on them—with so
BAVARC AN expression on his face, that
Tubb & Co. promptly cut. Thev had
heard of the new follow's fishical exploits
in his own Form, and did not waer any
samples in the Thicd,

Skip walked on wilth a red face.

He was by nature a cheery, good-
tempered fellow, and though thore was
undoubtedly a spot of pugneciiy iu him,
he was not guarrelsome. Bad he wasg in
a mood now to quarrel with anv fellow
he met—and he glared rouund for the
next fellow who laughed.

“Ha. ha, hal” came a vell fromn
Temple of the I'ourth, as Bkip passed in

is view, and he sighted the notice on
his back. And Dabney and Frv, of the
Fourth, echacd Temple's vell of merri-
ment. :

Skip, wih gleaming eves, walked up
to the three. Belund him, fhere was a
loud laugh from dozens of fellows whe
saw tha notice on hjs back. But he
fxed lis attention on Temple & Co.

Coell Reginald  Temple anmnd iz
friendz, being Fourth men, were far too
dignified to “eut ™ like Tubh & Co.
But they did not gquite hke 8kip's look
as he mavched belligerontly np 1o them,
. “Whatcher larling at?" demanced
Skip.

“RTh, what ™ gasped Temple.

*Larfing at a bloke. what ¥ said 8kip
resentfully, “Don’t Lilke the vay T does
my Caiv, p'raps! Well, I'll give you
something to lavf at1”

“Keep vour distance,
C'ecil Reginald houghtily,

“Bheor off, young Sikes 1™ said ry,

“Oh, rather I said Daliney.

Skip did not lkeep his distance. or
gheor off. Unaware of Skinner's jape,
I coukid only suppose that Tenple & Co,
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were making themselves offensive for
nothing, and his temper was beginning
to_boil.

He made & rush at the three, grabbed
Temple with one hand, and Fry with
the other, and brought their heads
together with a resoonding crack,

“Ow " roaved Temple

“Wow I'" velled Fry,

With a swing of Lis mmscular arms,
Skip sent the two of them spravwling n
the gquad.

Dabney, rushing to their aid,ywas met
by o tap on the nose, which laid him
beside Coeil Reginald, splutteres.

Skip gave them a glave -and stouched
O,
“Bewars of pickpockets 1™ ryelled
Hobzon of the 8hell, “Ha. ka, ha !

“Ha, hna, ha ! ¢ome a roar.

“1 say, vou fellows” squeaked Tl
Bunter, *“ Beware of pickpoclels, you
know ! He, he, bic !

Skip gave a glare round. ¥e was
very much inclined to vun amuck
amang the erowd of laughing fellows.
But he tramped sullenly on.

It was clear, to all the fellows, thai
he was unconscious of the card on lis
back, and to most of them 1t seciaed
no end of a joke. Loud laughter fol-
lowed him, wherever he moved.

Hilton and Price, of the Fifih, were
standing vwnder one of the old ehns, and
they glanced at- Skip as he passed—and,
at the sight of the card, buist inlo a
laugh,

“That's the
remarked Price.

“They've labelled him ! said Tlilion,
!auihing:.
8

1p turned on them.

“What's the blooming ngly
mug * he demanded. :

“Cut off " eaid Price, stariag at him,
“ Don't be checky '™ .

“It's too bad (" said Hilton, who was
a geod-patured fellow. “look heve,
kid, somebody's been pulling vounr leg,
and—"

“ Bhut up, Cedric I interrupted Price,
“Leave him alone !

“Oh, rot ]l Why not tell him? You've
got & card pinned on your back, kid !
said Hilton, “I'd advise rou to take if
oft "

Bkip gave a stark, :

“ Buthing on my blooming back 7 he
cjaculated. 2 :

It dawned on him that this wa= the
eause of the ontbursts of werriment that
had grected him in the guad,

“Toh — what?” ejacalated Xlilten.
“Oh, yes! Sowmething on yvour Dlooming
back! Ha, ha!”

Skip twisted round, bif he could not
spot the card. He whipped off lis
jacket, and stood in his shivlsleeves to
examine it.

Then he discovered the cavd.

e stared at it, with a critmson lacce,
He understood now. ‘

“ Oh, smoky *addocks '™ he ejaculated,
“Sa that's the blooming joke, is 17

ad

2ticking of that on o Moke's bnelc!
prE

“Alight as well have left him alope !
grunted Price. ¥ What the dickens did
vou want to butt in for, Cedrie?™

“Oh, rott Tt's rough on the kid!
That fool Coker's landed b i this!
He cught to have had more sense

Skip replaced his jacket, keeping (e
eard 1 his hand. Ile looked at the {wo
Fifrh Formers.

“Thank vou kindly, sir " he zald io
Hilton.

Then e walked back (o the Ilousze,
keeping the card in his hand. And the
expression on his face wade Skinuee, ns
e saw him coming, disappear discrectly
up the stairs o the Bemove studies.

voungz pickpockel !

joke,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
Skip on the Warpath !

&i O Smith "
Herbert Vernon - Bmith
stared round in angry sur-

prise,

The Bounder was on the Eemove lamd-
ing, with Harry Wharton & Co. and
some olher Remove fellows, when Skip
canie up the stairs.

They were talking football, the 1m-
portant topic being the match with
Ligheliffe; and Bmithy, deep in that
topic, had already forgotten the jape on
the vew junior, e gave Bkip a dark
loak, Vernon-Smith did not like being
addressel as  “HSmwith”; having «
daoubile-Lareelled name, he praferred, as
it were, to use bhoth harrels, Least of
all cid he like it in an angry, contemy-
tudus, and aggressive tone.

i 1 Are you speaking to me ™ he asked
peale,

“Yes, I said  Skip,
emphusis

“‘I'nen don't 1

"1r'aps you don't think a bloke's
g?::lul cnough to speak to you ! wapped
=k,

“Exactly 1”  assented the DBounder
coodly. ™ As vou ask me, I don't I

“Well, T'mn going to speak, all the
samee,” said Skip; *and you're going Lo
ansver, too, if vou don't want a binge
on the beezer | 1 want to know whether
it was you stuck this 'ere on a covey's
back #7

Ile held up the card.

I'he Bounder grinned. Iarry Wharton
frowned: The IFamous Yive had bheen
up in the studies, and had seon nothing
of Bkip in the guad.

* Lok here, that's preily rotten ! ex-
clatmed the captain of the Remove.
*Waus that stuck on vour back, kid ¥

“Yes, it blooming well was I growied
Bkip. “And.I'm looking for the bhlok.
what stuck it there, and I'm going to
find ‘hin, toop!" He glated at the
Bounder. "“You was there, von, Smitk
—iany anil five or six ather blokea! 1
know when it was stuck on—afore 1
went out of the 'Ouse! Was it you**

“¥ind out ! said the Bounder coolly.

He had lad pothing 1o do wilh
Skinner's jape, except that be had wit-
tessed 1f, ke half g deren other fellows,
Bt he was not the fellow to be ralked
to in a dictatorial tone.

“You're going to say *‘ Yes' or * No."
and I'm going to punch your ’ead (il
vou o, and the same with the olher
blolces what was there | gaid Skip.

And he advanced on the Bounder,
with clenched fists and gleaming eyes.

Vernon-Smith put up lus hands at
1L,

“Lold  on!  exclaimed  IHarry
Wharton, “Why can’t vou fell the
kid, Swithy 1 1 don’t believe youw'd play
a ratten trick like that. Tell him so.”

* o vou think I'm going to be bullied
by thot low cad from a slum 7 said the

weunder, belween his testh,

“Fhat -:-imr wasn't brought up by
Lovd Chesterfield, old bean,” said Bob
Cherry,  “It's only hisa way., But don't
voi think, Skip, that you might manage
soincliow to ask n fellow a question
givilly ™

Skip pansed. ITe had been only a
fFew davs at Greviriars, but he had
already realised fhat the manners and
custoins of Bhunmeock’s Alley added to
his unpopularity in the Remove.

“{Mi, orlright ! he said. “A bloke
wanls to know, that's all. I'm  jes
asking the covey if he stuel that theee
on my back.™

“Well, if vou want to know, I
wouldn't touch you with a bargepole
spid the Bounder eontoiupiuousiy,

ham 17 wilh



And e turned his back on Skip.

“The anawer 18 in.the abzurd nega-
tive, my esteemed and infuriated Bkip 17
explained Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
urpanely. ‘

“And that's that!” said Bob,
on, friend, and all’s well I*

And football ™ jaw * was reamned on
the Remove landing, no fellow there
taking any further notice of Skip.

Ha stood for some moments staring
gitllenly at tha group. Then he turned
and went . poross the landing info the
Remove passage. )

As it was not 8mith who had pinned
the card on Lis jacket, he had no further
pecagion for quarrel with the Bounder,
hut he was strongly. inclined (o quarrel
with him, all the same. :

Hawever, he restrained that impulse,
and went into the Remove passage and
kicked open the door of Study Ne. 2.

Tom Brown and Hazeldene were there
getting their tea, They stared round at
the sullen face in the doorway.

“Hallo ¥ exclaimed Browney, “Is

that the way Bﬁau usually come o a
study, young shaveri”
“1 amn't come ‘era to talk to youl”
retorted Skip. “I want a word with
that there bloke!” He held up the card.
“Was it you stuck this 'erc on my bacl
—you, 'Azeldena?”

“No 1 snapped Hazel, ~ .

“Orlright I said 8kip. “I'm gum§
to find the bloke! If it wasn't you,
ain't got no row with yout”

He tramped up the passage. ]

“ Precious sort of rulfian to have in
our Form, isn't it 7" sneered Hazel,

“Well, it was a rotten trick, stickug
s thing like that on his back!” said Tom
Brown. *“I1'd jolly well punch the chap’s
head 1*

Skip's next visit was to Study No. 10,
Rolsover major's study. He had made
g note of the fellows whoe had been
preéént when the eard had been stuck
on his back, and Bolsover was one of
them, : .

The bully of the Remove gave him &
savage stare a3 he looked . Gladly
enough he would have knocked him out
of the doorway and landed him on his
back in the passage. But 2 renuniscent
twinge in his chin warned him off.

“What the thump do youw want here 1"
ha growled. " Do ﬁ-nu fancy that you're
wanted in this study I

Skip held up the card.

“I'm looking for the bloke what stucl
this on my back,” ha said. “T lnow
when it 'appened, and T know you was
there. Was it you?™ .

“Find out ! snapped Bolsover major.

“I'm going to!” said Bkip %rim!y;
and he came into the study. “1f it was
you, you're going to get it ot and
strong | You can furn wp your nose at
a covey, if you like, but you ain’t get-
tlﬁ away with this 'ere |” He paused.
“Mind, I'm asking you civil, jest like
oung Cherry said, You jest tell a
Elike, please, whether it was you did
at.

“No!” yapped Bolzaver.

“Qrlrig I;F’ eaid Skip.

And he left the study and walked on
to the next, where Skinner, Snoop, and
Stott were at tea :

Thers was a sound of chuekling fram
that study as Skip rveached the door. It
censed as he pitched the door open with
& ¢rash, .

Skinner & Co. jumped up and stared
gt him. Bkip held up the card.

“VYou geen this 1 he said. “You thres
blolkes was there when it was stuck on

“FPass

mal I remember you bumped into me,
Skinner. Was it you pinned it on my
jacket 1

Skinner breathed hard. A moment
ago he had been chuckling with his
friends over the jape on the new junior.
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But he was not feeling like chuckling
now,

“Mind, I'm asking you civilI” said

ip. Bob Cherry’s injunction had
evidently made an impression on_ his
mind. “I oughter thought of you frst,
a3 I remember you bumped into my
back in the passage. But i'm asking
vou civil. ‘-.gns it you pinned this

Dblooming card on pie i

Snoop and Stott steod silent. Skinner
did not speak. Ho had not expected to
be brought to book, and he was
quite at & loss, A lie direct was too
humiliating, as both his friends knew
what he had done. Bubt the look on
Skip's face, and the recollection of the
jolt on Euiqnve-r’a jaw, made him ex-
tremely willing to own up. .

“T'm a-waitmg !” said Bkip ominously.

“ et out of my study I said Bkinner.

“Will you answer & bloke 1

“Y don’'t want to speak to you at a!n'ij
Get out, and shut the door, after you IJ

“1 might have knowed it was youl
gard Bkip. “Well, I know it now!
You're the sort of rat to play a rotten
trick be'ind a bloke's back, an’t you?”
e threw thée card on tho fable. “That's
vourn, and you can ‘ave it back! Now
put up your ‘ands1”

Skinner did not put up his hands
His face was quite pale a3 he locked at
Skip across the study table. It was not
the first time that Skinner’s malice had
landed him in troubls with which he
had not the courage to deal. .

* Yan coming round that there table?
asked Bkip. . .

“No!” said Bkinner, between his
teeth. “Get out of my study, ¥ou
hooligan, I want to have nothing te do
with youl” ] ,

“'(Clept sticking suthing on a bloke’s
hack when he ain’t looking, what¥’
eered Skip. © Well, if Fou ain’t coming,
}*ll come for you!”

_&'Ip cut round the study talle on one
s,

Skinner promptly eut round it on the
other, and jumped for the doorway.

But Skip wasz after him like a shot,
angd grabbed his collar as he dodged
wito the passage. ]

“ Gotcher1” !;Eﬂmd Skip.

“ Let go, you rolten hooligan ! yelled

Skinner. “I'll eall up & preiect, if you
lay hands on me, you yulhan!"
HSkip laughed. , ]
“ Well, won't Yitcher!™ he eaid.

“You'd fall down dead if I did, I fancy!
You're a soft ot 'efe, and no mistake.

i1 lgina you the boot instead.” ,
“1 say, you fellows!” yelled Billy
Buntor, from the doorway of Btody

No. 7. “I say, that pickpocket’s scrap-
ping with Skinner "

“Let go!™ yelled Skinner, struggling. f

“*Hallo, hallo, halla! That sounds as
if 3kip's got his man ™ chuckled Bob
Cherry, and the juniors on the landing
came into the passage.

A dozen other fellows looked out of
ihe studies. ) .

Skinner bad a big sudicence, if he
wanted one—which he certainly did not.

His face was crimson with rage and
humiliation. But he dared not tackle
the fellow who had lnocked out Bolsover
major, and that was that! )

Skip swung him into the middle of
the poassage, and followed him up, land.
ing out with his foof.

EII:jnner stapgored as the boot landed
Gl 1.

“Now 'op it!* jecred Skip. “If you
ain't got the pluck to put up your 'ands,
I'm going to kick you azlong the pas-
sage. 'Op it1™

for a moment Skinner turned on him
with blazing eyes and. clenched . fista.
But as 8kip came at him, his courage
failed, and he turned and fairly bolted.
Under the eyes of nearly all the Remove,
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Skinner tore down the passage, with
Skip in pursuit,

Bome of the fellows laughed. Others
looked very grim. But- nobody inger-
veged, and Skip followed the wretched
Skinner the length of the passage, land.
g kick after kick ag he Hed.

kinner dodged down the Hemove
staircare and escaped, lesving SBkip
riining after him derisively over the
anisters.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Seive Smithy Right !
e 11, crumbs|” murmured Billy
%untﬂr. .
The Owl of the Bemove hid
opened the door of Siudy
Mo. 4, an ste?pad in, quickly closing
the door alfter him. .
That study belonged to Vernou-

Smith and Redwing; but both of them,
at the moment, were at football prac-
tice, so the coast wae clear,

Billy Bunter hed watched thom go,
with a cmowd of other ove fellows,
after class, and had been glad to see the
last of them. Football had no attractiom
for Dunter, but Smithy’s study, on the
other hand, had much,

Herbert Vernon-Smith was going to
stond one of his lavish spreads, after
the fellows came in from footer, and
Buuter's eyes, and spectacles, had been
ﬁil: the Bounder when bhe did his
shopping.

Bunter was not asked to the spread.
Had lie been on the list of invited

uests, the fat Owl might have possessed
ﬁia podgy soul in patience till the due
time came round. But Smithy had no
use for Billy Bunter's fascinating com-
pany; and {‘-ad Bunter presented him-
self when the feast was on, he was likely
to reecive nothing mote gratefu]l eor
comforting than the end of Bmithy’s
hoot.

For which reason, Bunter had come
carly to avoid the crush, as it were,

He kuew Smithy's spreads, though he
seldom hed the pleasure of sharing
therein,

Smithy's study cupbeard, at the
moment, was like unto a land flowihg
with mitk and hotey., Smithy, it whs
true, was the fellow to cut up fearfully
rusty if any b-raider bagged tuck in
hig study—and Bunter had reason to re-
member, from the affsir of the bag of

loffees. But a grub-raider had to iun
risks—bhesides, Bunter was gomng to
leave no clue. He waz going to make

an extensive selection from the supply
in the study cupboard, and disappear
before the fellows came in from the
potball ground.

But az Buonter blinked round ihe
study, ha for for a moment, the
tuek in the cupboard, as he stared at an

article that lay on the table,
It was & note-case!

All the Remove fellows knew the
Bounder’s expensive ruossia  leather
notc-oase, worth several guineas in
itself, apart from what 1t contained.
And itz valuable contents were often
soen, for Smithy had a way of letiing
them catch the eye, He rather likéd to
pick a pound note from a wad of others
and throw it carclessly on the eounter
in the tuck-shop under the eyes of
fellows whose  pocket-money  was
comted in half-crowns or shillings. Tt
was not without resson that Smithy had
been nickunamed the “ Eounder.

Olten and often had Bunter scen
ihat well-filled note-case, but he had
never before seen it lying about in this
carcless way, .

He blinked at it in great surprise.

THE Magner Lipnary.—No. 1,548,
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Smithy had pots of money, but he was
[E:nerally Jaquite  careful with it
eaving his note-case lying on the
study table, when ho and nearly m'cri,'-
body else had gone out, was extremely
careless, and quito unlike the Bonnder.

But there it was—lyving in full view
of anyone who locked into the study.
Not, of course, that anybody was sup-
posed to come into Study Neo. 4 while
the owners were out.  Still, considering
that there was a-fellow in the Remove
who had been a pickpocket, it was very
careless of Bmithy.

Billy Dunter ﬂl;ked up the note-case,
opened it, and blinked into 1t, through
s big spectaclos.
besetting sin.

His eyps popped behind his spectacles
al the sight-of SBmithy's wealth—half a
dozen pound notes, and several ten.
shilling notes. Bunter gazed at them
with a longing eye!

Only that day Smithy had refused to
ecash, in advance, a postal order that
Bunter was expeciing from a titled rela-
tiom, And the mean beast had all this
money., More than ten poundi—and he
was too jolly mean to cash a postal

Curilosity was has

crder for ten shillings, which Bunter
was expecting hourly !
“PBeast!” murmured Bonter. ¥ Serve

Lim jolly well right if that fellow Skip
pinched it! Beast!”

Bunter laid down the note-case again,
and turned to the study cupboard.

He was there for tuck—and to
Bunter's fat and obtuse mind, the dis-
tinction between " meurn ™ and * tuum ™
Was Qguilzm lost, where tuck was con-
CoTned.

Wild horses could not have dragged
Bunter into touching money that ‘did

not belong to him—he did not even
drcam of it for a single moment. But
in the matter of foodstuffs, he was
ruthless and utterly unserupulous.

He grabbed the door-handle of :ihe
study cupboard and jerked atit.

The doer did not open.

Bunter blinked at it.

“Dh crikey!” he gasped. * Boeast!
Suspicious  roiter! ad ! Swab!
Pxétrid tick! Wall, of all the rotion
CRO§——"

The cupboard door was locked.

THE MAGNET

Fossiblr Smithy had noted the eves,
and the spectacles, on him, when' he
made his extenszive purchases in the
school shop after elass. Or perhaps he
had teken a tip from the affair of the
toffees.  Anvhow, the study cupboard
was locked, and that was that!

Bunter glared at it, with a glare that
almost cracked his spectacles, Words
could not have expressed his indignant
grorn for & fellow who locked up his
grub, just as if he fancied thot some
tellow might be after it. Buch sus-
.}Iizmmusneas seemed simply caddish to

unter! -
Rotter ! Cad !  hissed

“ Beast |
Bunter,

Within that locked cuplboard door
was o feast of the pods. Without, was
a hungry fat Owl! Buat the locke:l
deor was between; and that feast, so
near, yet so far, was safe from the grub-
raider of the Remove,

Almost was Bunter lempled to knock
open the lock with the study poker.
But cven the fat Owl of the Remove
stu}-ﬁcd short of that.

“ Rotten, low, suspicions beast I hissed
Bunter. “I'd jolly well lilkke to boot
the beast! I've a jolly good mind to
rag hiz study, the cad ™

A fellow who locked up his tuck. when

Bunter was hungry, deserved that, and
more—indecd, something Lingeving, with
botling oil 1n it, was rveally what such
a fellow desarved.

Bunter bLlinked round Study No. 4,
more than half-inclined to stuff Bmiihy's
books and papers up the chimney, or
gratter ink over them:

Then his eyes fell on the nofe-case
again, which he had momentarily for-
gottoen.

They gleamed behind his spectacles.

Smithy, for onece, had been careless—
strangely careless—with his moned. It
gave Bunter the chance he wanted, of
making the beast sit up. Hiding (hat
ngte-case, and letting the beast think
he had lost it, was a better idea than
ragging the study—as well as being less
risky, which was important!

Buonter picked up the note-.case, and
blinked round for a hiding-place, for it.

Jlhat was easy enongh to find, On
the mantelpicce was o Jar which Raoed-
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wing kept filled with dried ferns,
ﬂ'B-'ithE:-rE'd from the cliffs along Pegg

Y.

Bunter lifted the ferns, dro ped the
note-case into the jar, and l'ainfam:d tlve
ferns.

He chuckled., When that beast missed
his note-case; he could have a hunt for
ii—and it was likely to be a long time
before: he thought of looking i the
jar on the mantelpicce,

Then the fat Owl rolled out of Study
Q:u. ]-!? and down the passage to Study
No. 1. .

He had a faint hope of better luck in
that study, for Wharton and Nugent
were both at the footer. He had for-
gotten Skip, the new junior in that
study, for the moment.

But he wasy reminded of himi as he
opened the door and blinked in.

Skip was seated at the study table,
with a Latin exercise before him.

It was n simple exorcise, more suited
to the Second Form than the Remove:
bt it was tough enuu%h to Skip, and
he was putting in some hard work at it.

He looked up, a3 Bunter blinked in.

“What do you want, facc?” he in-

guired.
“0Oh, I—I didn't know you were
here I gasped Bunter. *'I—I mean,

I—I knew you were here, and I—1 came
to sprak to youg=—"

“Well, don't!” said 8kip. *Take
vour ugly mug away and bury itt"

“You cheeky beast!™

Skip took up his Latin dictionary, and
took amu.  The study door slammed,
and Bonter hastily retired.

Sadly and sorrowfully, he took his
way cown to Hall for tea at the common
table—~—the last resource of the stony !

Yie had only one consoclation—and
that was the thought of the Bounder's
annovance and alarm when he found
that his note-case was lost.

That happy anticipation brought a
prin to Bunter's fat face as he sat and
ihisposed of what the juniors callod
“coorsteps and dishwater ™ at  the
junior table in Hall.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Clear Case!

ERBERT VERNON BMITH
smiled—z bitter, sardonic smile,
" *“Gone " he remarked!

His study-mate, Tom Red-
wing, looked at hum as he stood 1n the
doorway of Study No, 4.

Redwing was  fresh and cheery,
coming up from the changing-roomw,
after football practice in a keen Uctober

wind. He had lingered,” speaking . to
some fellows in the passage,  while
Sumuthy went on to the study. But he

hurricd on now and rejoined his chum,

“What ?"” he asked.

He did not like ihe look on Vernon-
Smith's face. He ¢ould see that the
Bounder was in the wnod that he liked
least — vet- only a foew minuies ago
Smithy bad been chatting  cheerfully
and carelessly with the junior foot-
ballers in the changing-rooh.

“Auvthing up, Smithy 37

“Yee!” Tho Bounder laughed with
sardonie grimpess. T My note-case s
gane, that's alit”

“Your mnote-ease!”  repeated  Toin.
“IHave wou left it in the changing-
lﬁﬁ:”'l r. b

“TI left it in this study belore we
changed.” )

“*That was jolly eareless, 3mithy."”

“Notan the leastl I lefr it lving in
the middie of the table! Caun yon see
anvihing of ‘it now ¥ .

“No!" said Redwing, very quietly.
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“Quess who's had it17 zaid  the
Bounder, with bitter banter.

Redwing did not answer that. If a
notecase had been stelen in the Remove,
it was obvious enought who had had it;
with a fellow in the Form wheo had been
a professional pickpocket a fow weelks

oAl H

His face becamo very grave. _

Redwing - had had little or npothing
to do with Skip, but he did not share
his chum's dislike for the waif of the
Romove. 'Lhe sailonnaw’s son, who had
been throngh hard experiences himself,
ecould feel more than maost Greyiriars
fallows for the strange lad, whose lines
had been east in such unpleazant places.

“Look heve, Bmithy, you'd better
mako sure,’”” he said uncasily. " You'd
look a pretty fool if you made an aceusa-
tion against (hat kid and it turned out
te he all moonshine.”

“Can you zce the nolecaze therel™
sneercd the Bounder.

“Noj butk——"

“wWell, I left it theret It lias Lieen
taken whila we were at the foolcr—as 1
fancied it would be”

“You fancied so?” exclaimed TRed-
wing, *° Sinithy, you're vol such a votter
ga to seb a trap for a fellow i

The Bounder shrugeed his shoulders.

“Has any fellow a vight ta bult into
our study whilo we're not there?t™ he
geered,  FAnd what would he Lult in
fori I've no nze for a thief in the
Form! You can look round the siudy
if you like—but you know ag well as
do that thot young scoundrel has been

rowling the sludies " while all the
&HQWE were ont, Inoking for something
to pinch, aud thot he hod "

“1 know it looks like it But—
but—" Redwing shook his  head.
“He couldu’t be mad enough, Smithy |
He's been given a chanee hore—lbmp the
very livst thing of that Lind mecang the
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Skip, unconscious of Skinner’s trickery, walked Into the quad, with the card on his
from theldoorway, and there was a fat ehuekle from Bunter.
the Head sees that, he will know what we

boot on the spot. Think the 1lead would
let him stay another ioute if he

started that game herei”
“No! But onco a thief, alwayz a
thief—and you know it, R&dci’;r | What's

the good of jaw, when you know as well
as 1 do that that notccase is in the
young scoundrel’s pocket thizs very
minufe i

“I'll look round, anyhow,™

“Oh, dol”? sneered Smithy.

Tom Redwing went into Btudy No. 4
and looked round. DPerhaps he had a
faint hope_that the notecase might have
glipped, somehow, from the table, oy
under some paper or book. Ile did not,
of course, think of the possibility that
it was hidden in the study. Such an
idea was not likely te enter his head,
or any other fellow’s. )

f the noteease were pone, Bkip was
the fellow to be suspected—and it Skip
hind taken it from the sludy table, 1t
certainly and most decidedly was not to
put 1t somewhero else in the same room |

Suithy watched lim from the deor-
way, with the samwe sarcastic grin on
Lis rather hatrd face,

Two ov Ehrege fellows cameo up, secing
that smmething was on. .

“ Lost something 77 n-hed Skinner.

“Oh, nol Momething scems to ke
miszing, that’s all ™ aveawered Smithy.
“If it’s not there, il's not Jost—it's been
talken. ™

Skioner’s eves [aiely blazed.

“Pioched 1 he gasped,. ** Aoney I

1] "5__‘._.,5 11:

! “Oh said Skinner, between his seb
ipe,

Fit was a few Javs sinee Skinner had
been booted down the Remove passage
by the angry Skip. 1le had not for-
potton it—neither had the other [ellows.
Many of the Remaovites weorve far from
inclined o ey Shinuer fovget it

“Funk ™ was ot popular in the

back.
* Good for you, Skinner ! ** chortled Bolsover major,
about the cad [

Skinner & Co. grinned after him

Remove, A fellow was not bound to
scrap, if he did not choose—but w go
out. of his way to ask for trouble, and
funk it when it came along, was
altogether too thick, in the gencral
opinion. A fellow who allowed himiself
to be booted down the passage was no$
likely to be allowed to forget it in a
hurry.

Skinner had left Skip severcly aloue
gince then. But his bitterucss  had
intensified, and there were few tlungs
at which hoe would have stopped to
gratify his grudge. So this came a5 a
sort, of windfall to Skinner. If that
young villain had brelen out again, and
started pinching in the Feémove, Lhere
was Skinner's vengeanco for him—ready-
made, as it werel

1le stared cagerly into the study.

Tom Redwing stood by the table, with
a worried and distressed look on his

“Found it?” jeered the Bounder.

“NWol” said Tom. "“It's not here”

“I knew it was not—and so did you!
I've left it there three times the last
fow days! This time it's been tecn—
and taken |

“[—1 wouldn't bo in a hurry——""

“Oh, I'm not going to accuse any-
body 1" said SBmithy arily, “I'm going
to inquire for my notecase. Fellows will
draw their own coneclusions, I dare sary.
If it deesn't turn up, it will come hefore
Quelch, of course. That's not my fanlt!
I never asked anyone to pinch my note-
case, did I1"”

“Wour nolocase?™ said Skinner
breathlessly, “ Much in it§"

“ Ahout ten pounda®

“0Oh!” pasped Bkinner.

“Only currency notes,” eaid the
Bounder. * But, as it h&{sp&n% 'vo got
the numbers; I'm careful sometimes.™

‘I're Magrer LiBrary.—No. 1.548.
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Skinner gave him & guick look.

* ¥ou mean——"" he began. ‘

“Exactly 1" snswered Verron-Smith,
without waiting for the guestion to
put into words,

“By gum ! You'vo got him on toast 17
breathed Skinner.

“What on earth’s up along there?”
called out Peter Todd, from the deor-
way of Study No. T. ]

“Pinching !” called back Skinner.

“Oh, my hat 1"

Peter came up the passage. More
and more follows were gathering now.

For once, however, Billy Bunter was
abeent when something was going on
That fat and fatuous youth was still
scoling * doorsteps and dishwater™ in
Hall. _

The Famous Five were talking in a
group outside Study No. 1, when they
saw & comimotion up the passage. They
were on the list of Smithy's invited
guests for the spread in Study No. 4, s0
chat they were nob going into Study
Mo, 1 to tea, as usual.

As the study door was partly open,
however, they noticed that Skip was in
the study — bending over his Latin
exercise with a worried, intent face,
fn-r‘gnt.ful of tea-time.

“Anything up, Smithy 1"
Wharton.

£ ?HE !'l:l
. "0h, my hat! Bunter been after the
spread P exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Bmithy laughed.

“No, that's all right! Something a
bit more serious than that ! You'd better
come along here, Wharton.”

The TFamous Five came up the
passage.,  Morp than half the Remove
were gathered outside Study No. 4 now,

“Well, what—" asked Harry.

“My note-caze i3 gone from the
study.”

“Do you keep your note-case in your
study?” asked the captain of the
Remove, with a stare. “ What do you
mean, Smithy ¥

“ Exactly what I say—nothing more
and nothing less!" &answered the
Bounder coolly, “1 left my note-case
lying on the middle of the study table
before we went down to footer, It's
gone. It had sbout ten pounds in it in
currency notes, It may have walked off,
of course, or flown out of the window 17
added the Bounder sarcastically. *If
not, it's been taken,”

“* Impossible |”

“Think s0?"” sneered the Bounder.

“1 don’t beheve—-"

“You don't believe that the fellow
whe picked your pockets in the holidays
would pinch & nole-case ¥

Wharton did not answer that, He
looked into the study, his face as
clonded as Redwing'a,

“You been looking for it ¥ he asked.
“Sure it's gone.”

“It's gone ! eaid Tom.

The caplain of the Hemove turned
back to Vernon-Smith,

“Better put this plain,” he said
curtly. “You've gobt pots of monev,
Vernon-SBmith, but vou're the last fellow
at Greyfriars to leave it lyving about to
be pinched | Before there's a row abont
thiz vou'd better explain why vou left o
lot of money on your study table—a
thing youw've never done before that I
know of. "

“T'H explain ! said Vernon-Smith,
with a sneer, “We've got a thief in the
Form, and the sconer he's booted ont of
Groyiriars the better. That's why!
This is the third time 've left that note-
casg on the tablo when I've gone out.
This time it has been pinched—as I
knew it would be sooner or later. Cot
it now 7™
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“You mean to say.” said Harry, with
B deep breath, "that you left money
about, thinking that that poor little
beast Skip would pinch it.”

“ Knowing that -he would 1" corrected
the Bounder coolly,

“Dash it all, Smithy, that's ?retty
thick [" exelaimed Bob Cherry hotly.
“You needn’t have put temptation in
tho kid's way.”

“You can cut ell that out!” said
VYernon-Smith, *Temptation can’t be
put in o fellow’s way unless he's a thief.
If a fellow can’t let another fellow's
moticy alone the proper place for him js
Borstal, If that young scoundrel had
chueleed up pinehing, o thousand pounds
eomld have been left lving about,. and
he wouldn’t have touched it., T knew
that he hadn't—every fellow heve knows
that as well as T do. My ides is that
the sooner he's shown up and turfed out
the better |

*Quite  right ! declared Bolsover
major.

*Hear, hear 1™ said Skinner,

“You shouldn't have done it

Smithy 1" said Irank Nugent, shaking
hiz head.

“I did it intentionally, and I would
do it again,” said the Bounder. 1
kuew that that young willain would
prowl the studies, sconer ar later, to
pinch—and 1 think it's better sconer
than later. He onght never to have
come here, and we shall get zshut of him
now, I mever asked him to come prowl
g in my study, did I7 What do you
thinl he cane for except to pinch #¥

‘I'he juniors looked at one ancther.

If Bkip had prowled the studies while
the fellows were at footer practice his
objeet was plain enough,

¢ could not even have seen Smithy's
note-caze there wunless he had entered
the study. Why had he entered it?
Laving s trap for a thicf was not an
idea that appealed to many of the
fellows—still, rnost of them agreed that
the sooner the young rascal was shown
up and booted out the better,

“What are you going to do?" asked
Harry Wharton at last.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,

“Oh, I'm not accusing snyhody I he
said. * Queleh seems to belietve that that
young tick has chucked up pinching—
and perhaps he's right! I'm not going
to teil my dear, kind master that ho's
wrong ! I'm simply going to report the
loss—and Quelch can do what he likes
about it."”

* Better speak to the kid first,” said
Harey uneasily, *If he wants to stay
lwre he must be mad te break ont like
tlus. Look here, come along to my
sticly and let’s see what he has to say
before yvou start a fearful row in the

school. It can't be stopped once it's
started. ™ )

“Any  eld thing 1" drawled the
Bounder,

Al the whole erowd of Removites
followed the captain of the Form to
Study No. 1—wheve SBkip staved ot them
in surprize as they cvowded in at the
toorwaz,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Up to Queleh !
HARR'&" WHABTON was red and

nucomfortable as he stepped
into his study,

The whole thing wos utterly
repugnant to him. The Iact that Skip
had lLieen a thief made him feel that he
could mot stand the fellow near him:
but the idea that he was still & thief,
walching for opportunities fo  steal,
fairlv made his flesh eroep.

His friends shaved his feelings to the
full, They had made allowances for the

wretched waif; they had trled hard to
treat him as a normal fellow. But if he
had done this, if he were the same dis-
honest young scoundrel as in his daya
with Jimmy the Rat, they were only
enxious to see the last of ham.

Scornful  and  contemptuous  faces
looked in at the doorway at tho sur-
prised Skip. Nobody was surprised that
the associate of Jimmy the Rat had
broken out like this, but all were dis-

usted, Even Skinner had the satia.
action of feeling contempt for the
fellow he feared and disliked,

“Look here, 3kip—" began Ilarry,
and panszed,

“Looking ! answered 8kip. “ What's
the blooming row?™

“Something's happencd in Vernon.
Bmith's study ! gaid the caplain of the
Remove slowly,

S Nothin te do with me, I s'posel I
an't a4 visitor i that there study, am
[?" jeered Bkip. “I ain't good encugh
for Smith.”

“Never mind that! Did vou go inte
Study No. 4 while we were down at the
footer *"

U Ne, 1 dido't!" gronted Skip. “1
been sitting in this 'ere study, worriting
over this "ere blooming Latm. What'd
I want in the bloke's study ¥

“You did noet "

TAin't I said s0?" snapped Skip.
“You calling u Lloke a liar? Young
Cherry he says to me the other day,
says he, ean’t vou be eivil to a cover, heo

savs, Well, 15 that what you call eivil,
voung Wharton 1V

larry Wharton looked at Lim
stendily,

Bkip looked surprised and was grow-
ing angry; but there was nothing clze to
be read in his face,

“Look here,” said Harry abraptls.
“I'll put it plain! There's a .nole-cazo
missing from Smithy's study, with
money in it. Did vou take it?"

“Oh, that's the tune, i3 it?" sncered
Skip. “Well, if you asked any other
feller 'ere that ouestion he'd ’it you in
the eye, and you know it !"

“And I should deserve it, too, if 1
asked anv Greviriarz mon whether he
was a thief!" said Iarry Wharton
quetly, “But it's no good beating
about the bush, Skip! ¥You can’t expect
mwe to forget that only two or three
weeks ago vou picked my pocket."

“That was afore I come 'ere.”

“1I know ihat. ¥f coming here has
made a differcuce I'm jolly glad. But—
thero's money missing from Bmithy'a
study., It can't have walked away,
somehody has faken 1it.®

“Who =avs s0?" sneered Bkip.

“1 do!” said the Bounder.

“And vou can't take a bloke's word
that I ain't Leen in your bloomiug
study #?

“Hardly "

“Then you can do the other thing '™
sauid Bkip. “1 ain't been ‘ere long, Ei’mt.
T've 'eard vou telling lies to My, Quelch,
P'riaps youwre telling another now.
P'r'aps you'd like to make out that I
Leen pinching to get shut of me”

The Bounder erimsoned.

“ Shut up, you young asz!" exclaimed
Bob Cheryy hastily.

“Bhan't ' retorted Skip.

“That does 6! said the Bounder
between his teeth, “This goes Lefare
Quelel now I If that rolien rascal stays
at Creyfrigrs I'im going. to wirite to my
father to take me away. won't
bregthe the same niv as that voung.
crook,”

Herbert YVernon-Smith strode away
down the passage to the stairs,

His face wos set with bitter anger.
He had leid a trap for the pincher, and

[Continued on page 22.)
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All Present and Correct? Goodl Then Off We Go Again with—

GREYFRIARS GUIDE o1
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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL.

. )
It's seen in the tower, the old schaol

clock,
With ifs deep and mellow chiime,
For yeors, with & solemn and slow
tick-tocl,

It has cavefully told the time.
At night we Lear it when lving in bed,
Coming, it seems, from the elouds
averhead,
Echoing faintly through the dorm,
Sounding its nole above the storm—
Tinre 18 fiying,
Hours are dying,
l{ours are growing,
Time is going—
On—on——gn—on—an !

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Doorsteps and Dishwater

i | |

i f].'u._ |

Ill- b

You can tell the folk who are stony-
broke,
For they go to tea in Hall.
With mournful face they enter the
nlace,
Those penniless paupers nll ! 1
And their sad eyes ‘gleam as they sit
and dream .
Of the tuckshop's joyful dim,
And the study den where wealthier men
Ave steadily tucking in,

(2)
No doughvuls are here,
beer,
No kippers or ham are zoon,
But lumps of bread on which iz spread
A vestige of marmarine.
The tea’s so weak 1t's quoite unique !
Just water discoloured and hot,
And no ong can think what gives this
drnl
The strengils to get out of the pot!

o ginger

(3}
You're bound to feel that this work-
haouze meal
Is hardly a place of glee,
For life at its warst is seen when flrst
You go inte Hall for teal
You're eager to pet outside—and yet
It's useful at times—aund how !
For I'm broke, you =zee, and it's {ime
for tea,
And—and—and ' gaing along there
now |

-

e ]

= ——

(2]

It races like mad, the eld school clock,
Whenever we're out for * break™
We look at the tune and receive a
shack, .

And think there must be a mistake.

For fifteen minontes to pass along
In the wink of an eyelid is surely

wrong | X
“Time is fiying 1"’ the elock veplies,
And there's no denyving the brute is

wise |
. (3)
But doesnt it drag, the old echool
clock

¥ -

Whenever wa've been detained?

We scribble our dreary ' Hie, haee,
hoo 17

And no one has ever explained
Why every second’s a mmnute or more,
And every minute’s as long as a score,

“Hours are dying!” the clock may

CIY,
Butr,d ?’Fﬁsh, what o jolly long death to
el _

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

MICKY DESMOND
The Irish Junier of the Remove

D ig for DESMOND—Iveland’s where
he

Comea from—good old Tip
Always cheerful, always Ciﬁ 1
Always full of beans an king
Tun et grave and solemn fellows;
When bhe meets them, Micky bellaws,
“Sure now, can't yez smile, begorrah?
Life’s too short for care and sorrerl”
In the class-reomn Micky semetimes
Has some very grim and glum times,

Crary !

Quelchy has no taste for trickses
But delights to hand out *sives®
Then poor Micky, more’s the pity,

Sings a diffcvent sort of ditty!
Btill, good luck to eur yeung smiler,
He's a proper Emecrald Ieler]

ANSWER TO PUZZLE

Tha bear could elimb a tree bettor
than Prout.

(The Old School Clock.)
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A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

GREYFRIARS GRINS

Sensational News

Quelchy has just spotted Lord
Mauleverer ambling out of the Friar-
dale tobacconigt's shop. In reply to
Quelchy's :&uﬂa:-hn. what he was buyh
there, euly turned red a
stammered; “ Nothin®, gir!”
cratic howla are wow coming
Quelch’™ study.

sepsiiddaspiiFaa s pA R ERSaRdn R
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Aristo-
from
We sympathise with

Mauly, because, min u, she's quite
a nice girl, even though she scrves in
& shop |

~ Bkinner’s latest hobby iz to saunter
into any telephone-box he's paminq,
pit twopence in the slot, rin%Que]chy 8

number, then press hutton and geb
hiz {wopence back. Judginig by the
lock on Quelchy’s face, Skinncy is
getting sample vengeance for the

hickings he gets in class,

LLE

PUZZLE PAR

A short while ago we heard
Mr. Prout say he was oneo
“treed ™ by a bear, and sat in
the trea 13 hours, from 8 in the
morning Ul 9 at night, whilo
the bear squatted underneatly
walting for him. What's wrong
with this story?

Answer at foot of column 2.

A SSE FEEFESFEFFEFTESE NEEESAEdERREREREEET-AEE

LEARERE

After Temple had spent two fearful
days writing 500 lines, ha took them to
Capper, whe seid abzent-mindedly:
“ Lot mne see, did I give you any lines?
T've quite forgoiten!” Temple has
nearly dislocated his right leg trying
to kick himself.

 Why is shedding tears at the pictures
like Bunter's tummy !—Because it's a
“wasta ' of Y pood sighs’

Why does Fisher T. Tish like londing
money '—Because he finds 1t full of
wnberest,

"DON'T BE LATE ON PARADE NEXT SATURDAY, BOYS!
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he frmlr believed that he had caught
him in it. The suggestion that he had
made a false accusation was too much,

Skip looked round at the fellows who
remained.  He hardly onderstood the
scornful disgust 1n every face,

“Well, that tearzat," said Bob, “It's
up to Quelch now,”

“1'm blessed if I half beliove that he
dhid it ! muttered Havry Wharton,

“Then where's the money? asked
Hazeldene from the passage.

“What's the good of asking mas,
fathead 7"

“Arc you going to back up what that
voung - rotter has suggested about
Smithy 1" asked Skinner, with a sncer.

“"Don't be & fool ! snapped Wharton,

"You're a lot of fools, that's what you
are ™ said Skip. *Think I'd for to
get turned out of this "ere zchool and
‘1ka back to Blummock’s Alley if I could
'elp it? You ain't a nice lot "ere, and I
can't say I think much of you—but
vou've better nor Barney the Binger and
his erew. 'Think I'm a blooming 1diit i"

“¥ou don't want to
friara " asked Harry.

Skip Iwgﬁm&

“If you knowed what I been through
afore I come 'ere you wouldn't be fool
enough to ask that there 1" he answered.
“1 don't see all the 'arm in pinching
that you covevs scem to: but I ain't -
blinking idjit, I ope. The 'Ead says to
me, says he, you've got a chance ’ere,
he aays, owing to the kindness of BMiss
Coker—do your best, he says; and
understand, he says, if you was to steal
volr would ‘ave to go the same day,
Never steal, he savs, and nover toll
untruths, he Eﬁ-}'&—ﬁ'i'ii-ﬂ'h be meant lies—
and I promises ss I wouldn't; and I
ain'y, neither, not since I been & Grey-
friars bloke ! And you can believe it or
not, jest as you like, and be blowed to
the lot of you!”

With which Skip turned to his Latin
exercize again, and bent bis brows over
it, as if dismissing the matter frowm
further discussion,

The juniors locked at him, and =at
one another. ‘There was & sort of
!‘ﬂ;lgl'l' sincerity in Skip's words that
made an appeal to some of them. But
the unanswered question remained—
what had become of Smithy's note-
case? 1f 8Bkip had not taken it, whe
had ¥

Tha Memove fellows steod in silence,
while Skip, with his head bent over the
Latin' exercise, puzzled with such sen-

leave Grey-

tences a3 “Britannia est insula "—
gli:]ch presented difficulties to poor
10,

Byt it was not many minutes before
the step of Mr. Quelch was heard o
the passage.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Guilty or Not Guilty !

R. QUELCH rustled up the
assage to the door of Btudy

0. I—the erowd of juniors
making way for him as he
P8 TTEEE,
Herbert Vernon-Bmith followed him.
Livery face was grimly zerious. The
matter was in the hands of authoritx
now, and there was no doubt that it
would be sifted with the greatest
thoroughness: and the truth, whatever
it was, established. And few of the
juniors doubted what the fruth was,
Skinner's eves were gleaming with
bappy satisfaction. He had not the
slightost doubt of Skip's guilt. He did
not want to have any doubt. He
wanted the fellow whe had bodted him
down the passape turned out of the
Trg Macxer Lismasy. ~INO. 1,548,
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school in  dizgrace. Nothing could
have happened more satisfactorily for
Akinner. And he winked at Suoop os
Mr. Queleh arrived on the scene with
a thunderous brow.

The Remove-master stopped in the
doorway of Study No. 1. His eves
turned first on 8kip, who rose te his
foet at the sight of his Form-master.
Then_he fixed them on lis head boy.

“Wharton !

“Yes, sir!” said Harry.

“Vernon-S8mith informs me thit a

" notecase, containing & swn of money,

has boeen obstracted from  his  study.
Such an occourrence must be investi-
gated withont the slightest delay. You
should have ml}m-iuﬁ this to e, as
head boy, immediately.”

Harry Wharton bit his lip and gave
the Dounder a far from pleasant

glance. But he szaid nothing.

“1 am here to _invesiigate the
matter,” continuned Mr, Quelch, “So
far, I have lieard nothing but Vernon-
Smith's statement that the notecase 13
mizsing. Dwoes any boy here know any-
thing of the sceurrence

“Only what Vernou-Bmith has  told
Y sald Havry.

us, sir.

“YWe know there's a8 thief in the
Form !” blurted out Bolsover major.

BMr. Quelch looked at him.

“Aro vou speaking of the new boy,
Bkip, Bolsover?” he asked.

“Yee gir, I am ! answered Boelsover
sullenly.

“Have yon any reason for connect-
ing him with what bhas oceurred®™

“Only that we kunow be's a thief,
air.”

Me. Quelen eompressed hiz lips.

“It iz unjust and ungenerous, Hol-
sover, to regard this box's unfortunate
past as evidence sgainst him,” he said.
“If vou epeak again, 1 shall cane you !”

“T  ain't done it, sir!” muttered
Skip. “I wouwldn't, sir, arvter what X
promised the 'Ead, sir”

“1 trust not, Skip ! zaid Me. Quelch
kindly., “Yeu may, at all events
depend on recoiving sirictk justice at
the hands of your Form-master,”

“Thank vou kindly, sic!”

The juniors locked at one another.
Alr. duel-:h. apparently, had not
{«:uupud to the same conclusion as his
TOrn.

At any rate, the peculiar new boy in
the Remove was peing to have far
play, whatever might be the private
opinion at the back of Quelch's mind.

“YVornon-Smith!?  rapped the
BEemove-master.

“YWes, sirl”

“At what time did you leave your
notecaze in vour sbudy?”

“ Just befora I went down to change
for footer, sir—about five o'clock.”
“Where did vou leave it?"

“On the study table”

“You left a notecase containing
notes lying on the table in your study,
Vernon-Smith ¥

“Yes, csirl”?  eaid the Bounder
coollv.

He did not add that he had done
so intentionally, as & trap for the
Remove pincher.

“Yon should not have been so care-
less, Vernon-Smith., You will take
five hindred lines for having been so
careless.”

*Vory well, sir!” =zaid the Bounder

uictly. Even that heavy “impot®
gid not geem 1o Smithy toa high a price
to pay for showing up the pincher
and getting rid of him from Grey-
friars.

“When did you discover the loss "
“About ten wmwinutes ago, sir”

“You have no doubi that the note-
case 15 gone T

“It was left in the middle of tle
Study table.  It's net there now. Red-
wing has looked rouud the stydy for it
It has been taken”

“It appears, then, that someonc
must have cutered the study betweon
fire and gix o'clock, and taken away
the  notecase,” szaid Mr. Quelch.
“Where were you at the time®

“On Little Side, sir.”

“It was football practice, sir!” ox-
plained Harry Wharton,  “Most of
the  fellows were there. Havdly auy-
body would he ll{’_llt*m ot the time.”

Quite so! Vas Skip at football
practice with the others

“No, sir.”

“Where have vou been
o'clock, Skip "

“In this "ere study, sir!™ answered

Sip.
“Oh!  Mr. Queleh’s  exprossion
changed a littlee  “Have you been
alone in the study all that time, Skip "
“Yessir!  That fat bloke Bunter
looked in for a minnte, that's all”

“Why did you neot join the other boys
at games practice i

“lause I wasw't asked”

“Oh!” said Mpe  Queloh  again.
“How have you been occupied in this
study, Skip?”

“I been doing this *era Latin, sir,”
mumbled Bkip. " You told me to Tet
you ‘ave this ‘¢re exercise to-morrow,
sir, and 1 been tryving to got (hronzgh
with it.”

Mr. Queleh stood silent,

Whether Skip had, or had not, been
deveting hmmself to that TLatin exer
cise, hiz own statement made it clear
that he haed been on the spot when
Smithy's  notecase had  disappearcd
from Btuoy No. 4.

“Did you leave the study before {lo
other boys came np ¥ asked Mr. Quelch
at last.

“No, sir”

“You did not enter Vernon-Smith'a
study for any reason whatsoever 7"

“No, zir. Never been in that study
at 8ll since I Leen 'ere.”

“¥ou know nothing of what has hap-
pened, Bkipi”

“1 don't know nothing at all, sir,
‘cept that 1 ai’i such a fool as to go
pinching ‘ero, and getting turned out,
which I dow't want to 'appen!”

Thers was a pause.

Mr. Quelch tnrned to the Bounder
REAIn.

“You have no knowledge, Vernon-
Smith, of what bas become of your
notecase

“No koowledge, certainly, siv, as I
was out of the House when it was
taken. But I've no doubt,” said the
Bounder coolly. *There was no thief
at Groyfriars before that fellow came.”
A miirmur from the evowd of juniors
in the passage gave assent to the
Bounder’s words. What all 1he
Removiles thought was wvery clearly
indicated in their faces.

Ar. Quelch's eves gleamed round, and
the murmur died away.

“You have heavrd me say, Vernon-
Smith, that it is unjust and un-
generous to take this bey’s wnhappy
past as evidence against him 1™ hLe said
sternly.  “T1 will allow nothing of the
Lkind.”

The Bounder looked obstinate, but
he was silent.

“Someone has taken i, sie,” ven-
tnred Skinner. “There isn’t e fellow
in the Remove who would touch it."

ginee five

“TIt  appears,” said Mr.  Quelch,
“that some qizhonest person has taken
the notocase; but af the presens
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“ J—1 say, you fellows ! ** squeaked Eilly Bunier,

3

¢

“ Get aside, you fellows ! ** said Vernon-Smith, between his teeih, as the Famous Five lined up together. ** We don't want
a row with you—but we're baving thai pineher ouf | **

** Skip never

had that notecase, it’s In the jar on your study mantelplece this very minute ! **

moment there appears to be no
evidence whatever against any particu-
lar person. I advise you all, my bovs,
not to draw hasty conelusions. The
matter will now go before the head-
master, and the faets will andoubt-
edly be brought to light. Until then,
I advise my Form very strongly to keep

apen minds ou the subject. Skip,
please come with me™
+=1£" e

Skip followed his Form-master from
the ztudy and down the Hemeove stair-
caze,

The Bounder sneered bitterly as ihey
went,

“Quelch knows who it was as woell as
wao do i he zaid, “The Head will get it
out of the young raseal, tool”

“Bafe as houses!” agrecd Bkinner.

“There's no proof, =0 far,” raid
Harry Wharton guietly. “We'd better
take Quelch’s fip, and  keep open
ntinds on the subject.” 3

“*¥ou know that that young rvoticr s
gobt my notecase in his pocket at this
very  moment ! jeered the Bounder.
“1f they search him, they’ll find it!"

“1 kuow nelhing of the kind, and you
dor’t, cither, Smithy I answered the
captain of the Roemove. .

“Are yvou backing up that pincher,
Wharton ¥ roared Bolsover major.

“I'm going to give lim fair play
aum'-m'ei ].I%.r]:r “YWhatever he s,
he's no fool, and If bhe wanis to stay
here, and you c¢an seo that he does, he's
acted like an utter fool in breaking out
mlo pinching again” :

“He can't help it1” sneered Skinner.
“QOnce a pinchey, always a pincher ! He
went prowling along the studies when
nohody was ngﬂut, and spotted Smithy's
notecase, and just grabbed it”

“Of course he did 1™ zaid Bnoop.

“Aund Wharten jolly well knows i,
too 1" wecred thoe Bounder,

“If they let that voung swal stay
here, after this, we'll jolly well boot
him out of the school ourselves ™ de-
clared Bolsover major.

“Hear, hear!™

“Qh, they've got hLim all right!”
grinned Skinner. ““They’ll find the note-
case on him when they go through his

ockets 1" =

And that was the goneral oplmon.

Harry Wharton could not help having
& lingering doubt, but he was almost
tha only fellow who had.

Tho thing seemed absolutely clear to
most of the fellows—Bkip was the thief,
and Skip had to go; and a good vid-
dance to him!

And that was that!

TEE SIXTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Quite a Surprise for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER grinned serenely

B as he rolled out after Jea n
IIall. :

Tea in Hall was more solid

{han =atizfactory; Bunler preferred tea

in a study—any fellow's study, so long
as there was a good spread thevein.

Still, if he was left out of the spread
in Study No. 4, ho had sther cansea for
satisfaction. By that time, he had no
doubt, the Dounder was in a fearful
state of angry annoyance oveyr the loss
of his notecase |

Bunter had no doubt ithat he would
migs 1t as sgon as ha went to his study.
1Is would be frightfully annoyed and
waxy | Though he had plenty of moeney,
the Bounder was not the fellow to like
losing any of it; and there was more
than ten pounds in that notecaze, which
was 8 heavy logs, even to a wealthy
follow like Vernon-Smith.

Tt was not, of course, lost. Tt weuld

turn up in time. But, in the meantime,
Smithy would supposa that it was lest,
and he would be raging.

Ho was the fellow to indulge had
ieraper and snnoyance, and it was very
probable that the harmony of the fea.
party in Study No. 4 would be very con.
riderably impaired thereby. Which, in
Bunter’s opinion, would serve the beasis
right for leaving him out,

Thera was nothing to conncel Bunier
with tho matter. HMad the study cup-
board been wunlocked, certainly, he
would have left plenty of clues Lehind
him. But as the matter stood, there
was no clue. Smithy would be abso-
lutely puzeled and unable to imaging
what had become of his notecase | And
all the time it was stuck in the jar on
hia mentelpicce! Billy Bunter chuckled
us he thought of it. To his fat and
fatuous brein this was no end of o joke
—a real shrick |

Somewhat to his surprize, hie spoticd
ihe Famous Five in the quad. He had
supposed that they were at Smilhy's
spread.

“1 =ay, you fellows, ain’t you teaing
with Smithy 7 inguired Bunter,
“No,” said Wharton curtly.

“ Bmithy in one of his ratty tempersil
grinned Bunter. “He's the chap to cnt
up wuety, fzn't he? I wouldn't accept
an invitation to tes 1o his study, His
manners arcn’'t quite good enough for
me,”

“Fathead I grunted DBob Chovry,
“Don't you know what's happened,
ass? That foel, Smithy, left his nole.
rase in his study, and it's gone ™

“ e, he, he!™

“Think that's a laughing matter, vou

%!i%mring bloater ™  hooted  Julmny
E Ho, he, he!” cackled Bunter,

Tue Magner LIBRARY.—NG, 1,548,
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LEvidently, he did! I say, vou fellows,
i= SBmithy in a bait about it?”

“Of course he i3, ass|” said Frank
Nugent. " Blow Bmithy—and blow his
beastly money 1

“He, he, ha! Smithy will be shouting
it out all over the Remove!™ choriled
Bunter. “He will be glad to let every-
body know that he had as much as ten
pounds in his notecase. He likes splash-
ing ik about! He, he, he "

“If vou don't leave off gurgling I'll
jolly well give you something to gurgle
iur, you gurghng gargoylet” growled
Johnny Bull,

“ Beast 1™

Billy Bunter rolled away, still
gurghng. He gathered that Smithy's
gutburst of angry annoyaucoe at ﬁnd_:mﬁ
his notecase missing had quite spoile
the tea-party in Study DNo. 4, as the
Famous Five, after all, had not stayed
for the spread. This was very amusing
to Billy Bunter. ;

He spotted Vernon-Bmith a few
minutes later, and relled up to him,
with & fat grin on his face.

“1 sav, mithi, I hear you've lost
your nétecase | he remarked.

“Then vou'va heard wrong, fathead !
enapped the Bounder. “I've not lost
it; it's been pinched from iny study !”

The grin faded off Billy Bunter's fatb
faee as if wiped off with a duster.

“ Pip-pip-pinched ! he stuttered.

* Yes, idiot—pinched t” vappetl
Smithy, a3 he walked away, leaving
Billy Bunter blinking after him, his
eves alinost popping  through bis
spectacles, .

“(h 1" gasped Bunter. “0Oh crikex !

The fat Owl stood for some minufes
where. Smithy had left him. The
Bounder's words had given him rather
a startling shock.

Then, as some Remove fellows came
by, Bunter Llinked round at them. They
were Russell, Ogilvy, Hazeldene, and
Peter Todd—and they were all discuss.
ing the recent happening in the Remove
studies. '

Billy Bunter caught the words “That
pincher,” and “They'll find it, all
right 1"

“1 say, Toddy!” he called ount. *I
sav, old chap—"

Peter glanced round.

“1 sav, Toddy, that cad Smithy malies
out that his notecase has been pinched
out of his study " gasped Bunter,

“No making out sbout it, fathead !”
snswered Toddy, staring. “It's been
pinched.  Smithy left it there to be
pinched—and it's been pinched !

“He—he=ha left it there to be
pinched 1 stutiered Bunter.

“Yes—na_trap to catch a rat!™ said
Peter., “Ile's cau?hy him all right.
The yvoung scoundrel will have to cough
it up before he goes™

“Ith—who " gasped Bunter,

“Haven't you heard, fathead?” asked
Russell,  “That kid, Skip, of course!
Hea pinched 8mithy's tin while we were
all ot footer.”

“Bkip did !” gurgled Bunter,

“And he'll be jolly well booted out
for it1" said Ogilvy. “He cught never
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to have come here, and the sooner he
gocs the better,

“ But " gosped Bunter, “I-I say,
I—I don't believe Sinithy’s notecase has
been pinched, you fellows, I say-—-%

“ Fathead ¥ said Hazeldene, " Think
it walked away 1"

And the juniors walked on, leaving
Billy Bunter blinking in amazement and
dismay.

“Oh erikey ¥ gasped the fat Owl.

Buriter did not EI{E Skip. He dis-
liked him, in fact, and despised him
from the bottom of hizs podpy heart.
&kip, in DBunter’s opinion, was not
worthy to breathe the same atmosphere
83 William George Bunter. IHe was not
fit to subsist in the same universe. But
the idea of letting Skip be suspected
of having pinched the article that he
had hidden m Bmithy's stndy never
occurred to Bunter. Hather than tha
he would have ¢wned up to Smithy an
taken the mevitable booting that would
have been his reward.

There was an easier way., Now that
the affair had taken this turn—utterly
unexnected by the fatuous Owl—Bunter
realised that his jape on SBmithy had
to come to a sudden end—and the sooner
the better.  If that beast was going to
make out that his- putrid money had
Leen pinched, the ludden notecase could
not turn up too soon |

Having come to that conclusion, the
fat Owl rolled into the House and went
up to the Remove passage. Bmithy was
in the quad, and he hoped that Redwing
was wlzo out of the studr.

If the coast was clear it would be easy
to whip into Study Ne. 4, turn the note-
case out of the jar on to the table, and
whip out again. Nobedy would khow
that Bunter had hidden it, or that he
had turned it up again!  Which was
rather urgent, considering the way the
Bounder was likelyr to cut up rusty if he
discovered how his leg had been pulled
—all tho rustier, it was certain, sinco
he had made a fool of himself by talk-
m%‘_ about pinching !

obody, happily, was in the passage
at the moment. Bunter rolled along to
Btudy INo, 4, and, like Iser in the poem,
ke rolled rapidly.
. He opened the study door and stepped
in quickly. A junior who was stand-
ing at the window locked round at him.

“Well ¥ rapped Tom Redwing.
“What do vou want, Bunter?”

“Oh 17 gasped Bunter. * N-n-nothing,
old chap !

* Buzz off, fathead !™

“I—I sav, Redwing, Smithy wants
vou. He—heo asked me to tell you, as
—as I came up ™ stammered Bunter.

Tom Redwing laughed. The spread
in Btudy No. 4 having been a frost,
there was o lavish supply in the study
cupboard: and Redwing lhad no doubt
what Buanter was after.

“Did het” ho asked. “Where's
Smithy now #7

“He—he's in the sehool shop”

“Sure?” grinned Redwing.

“Oh! Quite! I—I loft lum there”

“That's add, isn't it ¥ =aid Redwing,
Ianghing. “Becanse I can sce him from
thisﬂwndﬂw taliing to Wibley in the
guad,

“OhL gasped Bunter. “I—T mean,

T
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“Never mind what you mean—what I
mean i, buzz off ! said Tom, and he
slammed the door of Study No. 4—and
Bunter jumped baecl just in time to save
s fat little nose.

“Beast I hooted Bunter, through the
kevhole.

And he rolled away, dizeonsolate—to
wait up the passage till Redwing left the
study.

Having waited tenn minutes or so. he

saw, not Redwing leaving the study, but

Herbert Vernon-Smith going inte it.
The fat Owl shook a podgy fist at the

door, a3 it closed behind the Bounder.

—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Evil Counsellor !

L KINNER, old ¢hap!®
Shkinner pgrinned, and shook
his head.

“Btony ! he answered regre:-
fulls.
, “¥ou silly ass!” hooted Bunter, glar-
ing in at the doorway of Study No. 1L
“Do you think I want to borrow any-
thing ™

“Don't you!"” grinned Skinner.

“INo, you beast "

*Then why did you call me old
chap ™

“ Beast I

Skinner chuckled,

He was fecling i a happy and satis-
fied mood, os be sprawled in the arm-
chair in hiz shudy and smoled a cipar-
ette. The happening in Smithy's study.
which disgusted and hovrified meost of
the Remove, did not produce that effoct
on Skinner.

Certainly, he felt as much scorn and
aversion for a pincher as the other
fellows., DBul the oceurrence suited hirne
too well for him to be sorry that it had
oecurred.

Ever since that beoting down the
Roemove passage, Skinner had been tury-
fng over in his malicious mind, ways
and means of “pgetting even ” with
Blkip. Neéither wav: nor means had
turned up—and now Skip had done fur
himself; and the worst that Skinner
eould have wished for him, had come to
pass,

That Skip was guilty ke had not the
shighlest doubt. FEven if 1t could not be
actually proved, it wns as pood =3
proved: and it was impossible for the
voung rascal to Le given another chanee
at Greviriars

Bo Bkinner was in a very checry mood
when Billy Bunter's anxious fat face
looked indo Study No. 11, As it hap-
pened, his cheery satisfaction was-going
to be very severely dashed.

“I say, old chap, I want you to dao
something for me ! said Bunter, coming
1to the study,

“Call after
shinner.

“'Tain't much!” urged Bunter.
“Look here! I wantyou to go along to
Btudy No. 4, and tell Smithy and Red-
wing that—fthat Wingate wants them in
his stucdr. Seel”

“Can’t vou tell your own whoppera®”
grinned Skinner. “Arve you mu}fll;r asl;-
mg a nice, teuthiul ehap like me to tell
fibs? Co and ask Wharton I

“Well, I ean't ask Wharton,” =aid
Bunter. “He's down in the quad, for
one thing, and he wouldn't t.el? lics, for
another. You don't mind, do yon ¥

“Eh¥ ejaculated SBkinper, * What?"

“I mean, vou're alwayrs telling lies Lo
ona fellow or ancther. so one more won't
hurt vou, old ehap !” explained Bunter.
blinking at b,

Skinner gazed at him. He was not on
obliging fellow, and not at all inelined
to oblige Bunter, or anvhody else. Dut
had he been, Buuter's tactful way of
putting it would hardly have put bLim
into an obliging mood.

“You fat chump I he said. “Qet ont
before I buzz a cushion at you I

“But, I sav. it's important!” urged
Bunter. *1 zay, I've simply pot o got

Christmas 1" sugpesicd



inte Smithy's study, Lelore 1t goos any
farther [V

“ Bofore what goes farther, fathead ¥

“ 0O, nothing ! I don't know anything
about it, of course " said Bunter haﬂtﬂy.
“But it can’'t go on, of course. I don't
like the chap, any mwore than au}hoig'
else does; bub thi= can’t go onl
heard a fellow fay he was with the
Head now,™ :

“Are vou talking about Skip®" asked
skinner, staring.

“Tht Nol Yes! I say, cub along
and get those cads out of that study for
& few minuics, old chap! Tell them
anything you like—after all, you can tell
whoppers betier than I can!” said
Bunter. “You've had more prachice.
Buppoze you tell Bmithy that the Head
wants him, and that Redwing's to go
with lam? What about that?

“While you bag the tuck from
Smithy’s study ?* grinned Skinper, *1
can e myself doing it—I den’t think 17

“"Tain't thai {* gasped E‘r unter,

“Think I'm thmkmg about tuck, you
{l‘-‘i'””

“ Do you ever think of anything else?”

“ Beast 17

Billy Bunter Llinked along ths pas-
sage. Thore was no sign of Sinithy or
Hedwing leaving Study No. 4. He
furned back to Skinner.

“Look here! You keep it dark, and
il jolly m‘-i] tell you ! he breathed.
“Mind, you're not to tell Smithy, You
know what an ill-tempered beast he is.

I say, old chap, that notecase, you know.
Bkip never had it."
44

ts 1"

“He didn't 1 said Bunter. 1 jolly
well know, because I hid it”

“YWha-a-at 7"

Bkinner bounded out of the armchair,
it his astonishment. :

“ Honest Injun!” said Bunter.
“Aind, you're not to tell Smithy. Tae
beast would cut up rusty, =ame as he did
over those ioffees the other day. I'm
not. going to have a row with | muthn;-,r
I say, that notecase 1s 1n his study all
the time.™

“In bis study 7 gasped Skinner.

*Yes, and I know where”

Skinner looked at him, His expres-
sion of blank astonishiment changed to
one of savage anger. Ilis eyes fairly
plittered at Bunter.

“Yon fat fool ! he said, between his
teeth. “ What do you meanf Tell me
at once what you mean, vou idiot!
That young thief Skip had Bwmithy's
notecase, and all the fellows know it.”

“He hadn’t! I tell you I went into
Bnithy’s study while the fellows were
at the footer, and saw it there, and hid
1t‘-”

“What for, you fat lunatici”

"Well, 1t gerved him right! =aid
Bunter warmly, * Locking up lus tuck,
as if he suspected that a fellow was after
it, the suspicious cad! Look how he
shoved me into that booby-trap the other
day, too. Of course, I vever thought
he would faney it had becn pinched.”

“ You—you—-=" gasped Skinner.

“Y might have, though ! gaid Bunter.
“It's just the sort of thing that Smithy
wynld think—he's an awful bounder.
And I've heard tha fellows saying that
he left it on the lable, just to sce

whether Bkip would pinch it. Divty
trick, I call it!*
“You mean Lo say that it's not

pinched at all¥” hizzed Skinner. He
could harvdly conivel his rage and dis-
appointiment,

It was an ulievly wexpected blow to
Skinner.

Mo other fellow in the Hemove would
have regarded such a discovery as a
blow. But it was a heavy blow io
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E!ummr, as e saw Nis veougeance on
Hkip elipping away.

““OF course, it wasn't ' zaid Buanter
irvitably, "Think I'd pinch it, vou
fathead ? I just shoved it whers k:-m:th:.r
would take a long iime to ﬁnd it, that's
all, But, of coUrse, e won'k hunt for
it if Ire thinks that it’s pinched, and that
Skip's got 1t. So-—sz0 he won't find it
unless I put it where he can see it
Peat?

Skinner stgod In silence for a long
moment. Then he crossed the study to
{he door and shut it. His face was sct
and savage,

The fat Owl of the Remove blinked at
him in sovprise. He could ses thak
Skinner woas savagely angry, but he did
not guess why. ]

“Now, look here, Bunter!” emid
Skipner, in 8 low voiee. “1f vou want
my advice, vou'll held your tmague about
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turned out for this, or for pinching
sorpething else? It comes to the seme
Lthing.”

“Dial-doea iL? stammered Buanter.

“0Of course it does! It'a bound tfo
come, sooner or later, and the sconer ho
goes, the beiter for everybady !”

“But he never—**

“PThink e wouldn't have pinched that
notecase, if he'd seen it there?” mecred
Skinner.

“I suppose he would. Bug—"

“Well, leave it at that then. We
do’t want the ::Ja.il hore,*

“No; but

“Do as you like, of course,’® said

Skinner, throwing himself into his arm-
chair again. **It's your bizney. You' ]l
get & Hesd's flogging for causmﬁ
this rumpus. 1 suppose you |~nw
fhat?™

(Continued on the next page.)

this, You down't
want that pick-
fmrl..pt 3 at (.-I'Ej?
TIREE, supposc !
“I - jolly well
don't I said Bunter.
“If he hasn't
pinched  Smithy's
notecase, ten  to
ona  he's pinched
other things—or he
would, if he had a

chaneca ™ arguned
2kinner.

“1 suppose he
would 1 agreed

Bunter, with a nod,

“"He's that sortl
But, look 'h-are !
You go along
Smithy's 5tudj x
and—"

“Listen to me,
vou 855! Thoe

fellow’s a pincher,
and we all want to
et shut of him!

ave it where it is,
spo T

Billy Bunter
blinked at him and
jumped.

“Oh crikey! Buf
—but 1 can’t!” he
asped. **'Why, the
ellow’s with the
Head now, and he'll
be kicked oub!™

“That's what we
all want, 150t -1t 1"
“Oht Yes!
But gusped
the fat Owl.

“Just say noth-
ing ! said Skinner
H "‘lImn:'l I'm ad-
vising you for your
own good. Smithy's
fatrly put hiz foot
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and what does it
matter whether he's
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“0Oh orumbsl® gasped Bunter.
“Think soi"

“I duon't think so—I Lknow! Think

you cen start & row like thiz and
nothing said? VYou'll get a Head’s
ﬂﬂﬁ]ﬂ% for a cert—even if you're not
saciced.

“0Oh crikey!”

“And I shouldn't like to be in your
shoes when Smithy finds out  that
vou've pulled his leg and made him
ook a suspicious fool to all Greviriars.
The lesa you say, the better! Beiter
suib yourself ! )

Billy. Bunter blinked at him in
terrified silence, Then, without another
word, he turned and left Skinner's
study.

The look on his face was enough for
Skinner—he knew that Bumder was
goitg to say nothing. And he grinned
sourly as bunter weng,

Bkinner, to deo him justict, wwas very
far from realising his own rascality.
He was quite convinced that Skip
was still exactly what he had slways
been, and that sooner or later he would
be caught pinching and kicked out.
If he was not ﬁullt}r thiz time, he
would be guiléy the next. time!

Heo did not quite realise how much
that booting down the passage had to
do with confirmiog him in this belicf,
The sooner the rotter went, the better;
and any stick was good enough to beat
him with. That was how BSkinner
looked at it—and if he felt a twinge of
conscienee, he etifled it, Skinner's
conscience was rather tough, anyhow.

———

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Means Business !
unusvual sound was

IS8
heerd in the Remove Form-

room the [ollowing morning.

It caused Mr, Quelch to glance round
with & glint in his gimlet-eyes, that
would have had a icrrifyving effect on
his Form at any other time,

Now it seemed to produce none.

It was the sight of Skip that caused
the demonstration, from almost every
fellow in the Form.

Skip was a minute or two late for
class. Perhaps the Removites had con-
cluded that he was not coming in at
all. The fact was that Skip, with all his
nerve and indeed imgudenno, hesitated
to face the Form in the present state of
feeling in the Remove. But he had
to come—and camne. And a loud
and gruiungﬂd outburst of hissing
greated him as he entercd,

Many of the fellows had expected
that would be sent away the
previous day, after his interview with
the headmaster. But he had turned up
for dormm—going quietly to bed, without
a word to the other fellows, and with-
out receiving a word from any of them,
They concluded that he was leaving in
the mumm%

&0 when he presented himself in the
Form-room to take his place in class,
tha Remove expressed their feelings
cmphatically.

He had not gone—and’ it seemed
that he was not poing,

It was altogether too much for the
Remove. They hissed—and continued
to hiss, in spite of Mr, Quelel’s almost
ferocious glare,

“Bilence I" thunderced the Removs
master,

His3s-s-z-5-3 |
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“The next boy who utters a sound will
be caned!” i

The hisaang died away at that, az the
Remove master grabbed his cane from
hiz desk,

But faces in the Form were fipshed
and angry.

Herbert Vernon-Smith
feet,

“If you please, sir, is that fellow
coming into the eclass?™ he asked,

“Bkip is coming juto the class as
usual, Yernon-Bmith! Sit down !

roze to his

1';31‘& we to sit here with a thief,
gir?”
“Silence ! Bkip ta your place!"

“ Yessir Y mllmﬁitﬁ; Slip.

He went to his place; and Mr.
*%ueieh stood facing the Form, his eyes
gleaming with anger.

““ Now listen to me, my bors!” he
said quictly. “What occurred yester-
day in the Remove study 1s still under
investigation. Mothing has been dis-
covered, so far. Skip denies any
knowledge of the oceurrence; and to
find any Woy guilty ithout clear
evidence would be the height of
injustice, Dr. Locke has considered
the matter very carefully, and he has
decided that, for the present, at least,
no one can justly be adjudged guilty,
The boys of my Form are expected to
place absolute reliance on the judg-
ment of their headmaster.’”

That statement was reeeived in grim
silence by the Remove.

“That the facts will be fully eluci-
dated before long, I am quite assured.”
went on Mr, Quelch., “ Until then, the
mafter remains in abevance. Thera
must be no further demonstration of
hostility towards any bov in this Form
till the facts are konown”

“Aren't ther known already, sir?®"
asked the Bounder.

“I have said that they
Vernon-8mith 1"

“The Bounder shrugged his shounlders,

“We will now commence ! added
Mr. Quelchi; and he turned to his desk
for a book.

I GRAND DOUBLE GIFT

NUMBER of the “GEM ™!

PACKET OF SPECIALLY
SELECTED FOREIGN

STAMPS

and

1060 STAMP HINGES

Presented FREE
Every Reader!

are not,

to

Order Your Copy of the

GEM

On Sale Next Wednesday

2D.

As if the remoral of his
had broken a
forth 1a the
turned.

Hiasgssdsssassa !

Blr. Queélch revolved on his axis, as
it were, with great rapidity, and
glared at his insubordinste Form.

The hissing died sway again—except
for the Bounder, who steadily kept it
np under his Form-master's angry eye.
Smithy was the man to show off his
nerve before all the fellows.

“Vernon-Smith 1V gazped Mo
Quelch. "I have ordercd you to be
silent! X will not have my authority
disregarded in this Form-room! Stand
cut before the class!”

The Bounder lounged out before the
clasa, Conscions of the support of all
the Form, and always keen on the
limelight, it was like Stnithy to ask
for trouble in this reckless war. DBuk
Henry Samuel Quelch was the man to
deal with bim,

“Bend over that
Smith ** he rapped.

The DBounder paused s moment or
two, as if considering  whether to
{-'!isc:be;r that order.

The Removites waiched him breath-
lesslv, But even the Bounder's
inselence had its limit; and he bent
over the desk.

Swipe, swipe, swipe !

It sounded like beating carpet.

Swipe, swipe, swipe !

The Bounder shyt his teeth hard, to
keep himself silent. But his face was
quite pale, and perspiration came out
an  hia forehead. ldem had Mr.
Queleh administered so severe a “six”
111 ﬂ.ll} R[“JHU\'E‘ OO,

| gimlet-eva
sﬁg]l, the hissing burst
move again as he

desls, Vernon-

“Bhame !” came a voice from tha
back of the class, ]
Clearly the Remove were in a

muktinous mood that morning.

Mr, Quelch’s face flushed erime=on.

“Go to vour place, Vernon-Smith !
Bolsgver, it was you who sl;uki-,
think! Stand out before the class!”

Bolsover major, perhaps, had hoped
that his voice wowd not be recognised.
Certainly he wished from the bottom
of his heart, that he had not spoken,

a2 he came oubk toe take "six” n
his twrm, He did not take them
silontly like the Bounder. He velled,

Br. Quelch looked over the Remove
as Bolsover limped back to his place,
Sullen faces met his eye; but there was
silehee.

“1f there is any furiher insubordina-
fion in fhis class,” said the Remove
master, very distinetly, *all holidays
for the remainder of the term will be
cancelled, and extra lesson: will be
given on Wednesdav: and Saturdavs.
Now wo will proceed 1"

And they proceeded—without a trace
of any further insubordination in the
class,

Every fellow there knew that Quelch
would be as good as his word; and
the prospect of the washing-out of all
the half-g:}liﬂu}'ﬁ of the term, was more
than enough t6 call the Remove to
order. )

Demonstrations in the Form-room
were already a thing of the past. Dut
outside the Form-room, it was likely
to be a different matier.

Dark looks were cast at Skip as hHe
sat with downecast face, Vernon-Smith,
wriggling painfully on his form, was
alrcn%y planning action to follow the
dizmissal of the Bemove.

Probably Me. Queleh was quite
aware of what was in the minds of
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the Removites, When the Form was
dismissed, at last, in break, he called
to his head boy.

*YWharton !

1] YE'9| H.i.].' [J.l

“You have heard me state the head-
master's decision with regard to the
new junior, I expect you, as my head
boy, to afford him any protection he
may need, when he is out of class”

“Oh!* Harry Wharton breathed
rather hard. *“";Fer:.r welly sir(” :

The Remove marched slently out of
the Form-room.

In the corrider Illarr%f Wharton
exchanged a glance with his friends,
and they gathered round Bkip as he
went out into the quadrangle.

From the looks of the gther fellows,
it was elear that Mr, Quelch was right
in supposing that he mught be in need
of some protection. Whether the task
was palatable or not, the captain of
the Hemove had his duty to do, and
hiz comrades were ready to back him
up loyally,

Skip was in an urusually subdued
mood that morning. "The ntter scorn
with which he was regavded on all
siddes could not fail to affect him.
Probably it was borne in on his hapless
mind, that pinching was a tnuch
mare serious matter than he had ever
believed it 1o be,

He glanced from face to face of the
Famous Five as they walked inte the
guad with him,

“You blokes believe I done it?" he
azked in a low wvoice.

The Co. were uncomfortably silent.

YT never did ! sard Skip in the samo
low voice. “I own up I don't lock at
Einching like vou coves 'ere seein to do,

ut- that there ain’t the peoint: it ain’t
'‘ow I lock at if, but what I done.”

"That's s0, of course,” said DBob,

“Well, then, T ain't done it!"7 said
Skip, “The 'Ead don't believe I donn
if; I see in his face that he don't know
what to believe, and 1t's jest the same
with Ay, Quelech. DBut they're giving a
blake & chance, T ain’t such a fool as
fo po for to do it=—and I never did.
That bloke Smith laid that there {rap
for me, -but he caught somebody else in
it—and vou can lay to that.”

#I1—I suppose s poszible,”
Havry slowly, " bnt—"

He was intervupicd.

Hevbert Vernou-Smith came up with
a dozen Bemove fellgwsz ar s heels,

The Vamous Tive closed round Skip

B Oncee.

“No  opaps, Smithy P o<aid  Ilarry
Whavrtonr mquicl]y, “You lweard whart
Cuelch sard bt che Forng-raom,™

“Quelch ran po aud var
mmapped the Bonnder,

“Cio and tell hing so; ne goad iclling
me

2]

[ ]
come T

Y Look here--=="" yoarcel  DBal=over
Na jor. : fe ;

“T've got this 1o s=av!® =akd 1w
Bonpder, hotween his tecth, “Lhat

pincher 15 going to be kicked cui!  If
ithe Iearld won't =ack him alier what
he's done we're taking it inlo onr own
hands. Do vou hear, yon votier®” Tlis
eves pleamed at Skip, * You've got till
after class to-day to ger ot of ihis
school—that vou enght never io have
entered.  Tf xon’re =]l ere i fea-time
we'll eollar vou aved ron you out of
pates and kick you o goosd nile on 1hie
road.”

“Tron't e a mad ass, Smanhy ™ said
Eob.

“T mean overy ward of 11, and =za do
the other fellows ! zaud Vernan-Bmiih,
“You'll see if that voticr is <nil] here

“TN b srill Cere ™ said Skip ode-
flantly, “T ain't goivg, uet spless the
‘Bad savs 0l

asked

I mecan—er—

hasn't

EVERY SATURDAY

“Then you know what to expect I

With that the Bounder and the other
Removites walked off.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
At the Last Moment !
L BAY, vou fellows——"
“What's up, fatty?"”
Bob Cherry.
“0Oh, nothing 1"

“You've got a face as long as a Bddle
—for nothing !

“FEh? ©Oh, no! TYes!
nothing, you know.”

Billy Bunter' rolled away, leaving the
chums of the Remove staring. It was
just before afterncon school when
Bunter surprised the Famous Five 1in
that remarkable manner.

*What's up with that fof ass?™ said
Boby wonderingly. “He's been looking
all day as if he's going to his own
funeral,”

“DPerhaps ks postal ovder
come,” suggested Johony Bull

“Ha, ha, ha "’

Several fellows had noticed that Billy
Bunter was unusually =ilent that day.
When Bunter was silent it was a cir-
cumstance that leaped to the oye, as it
were. (Generally he had enough to say
—if not toa moch.

The bell rvang for class, and ihe
Remove went in.

Skip went in with the rest of the
Hemove, bat this time there was no
demonsztration. Hardly a fellow locked
at him; there was no hissing, or other
sign of hostility.

Almost every fellow in the Remove
was backing up the Bounder—and if
Slkip was =till 1 the school at tea-time
he was going to be kicked out by the

move, on their own responstality.
They leit it at that, and for the timo
being he was ignored in the Form,

Wihen  the Remove wore dismissed
Billy Bunter hooked on to Skinner in
the corvidor, while the other fellows
went o,

“I sav, SBkinonor, old chap—" he
mmbled.  [-=I =nv, it’s rather thick.
vou know., I=1 sav, do you think I
should got a flogging if-if—=""

“1 ddon’t think: I Eknow,” =aid
Skinner coolly,  *Don’t be an age
Bunter! I it came onl ikat all thes

pother was ecavsed by vou plaving a
potty trick vou'd he up for a foggmg;
very hikelv the sack.”

“Oh lor ™ ogroancd Duonder,

ANl vou've gol 1o ado s
nothing. ™

“1—1n not poing foo=av anyiloog,
of —of course.  Huat---—" ,

“Siwk ta that, and vonw're all wpht.”
said Bkinner, and he walked out of 1he
Honae, leaving Bunter bBlinking fogabri-
unis] v,

Havey Whavlon was feeling as worried
as IDunter, thongh {rem a  different
canse,  In spite of a hngering  doubt
i his mind, his belief was much the
e a5 that af the rest of the Remove,
and he waz more concerned. for the
crowrd of fellows who were following
the Bounder’s [ead than for Skip.

His friend: gathered with him in
Stude No, I—with 8kip. The Co. were
standing by theie leader, little as they
liked ihe prospeck of a vow with the
whole Form in sueh o catse,

Vost of the Bemove collecied in ihe
passage, outzide the Hounder's study,
Lond voieers reached the Famous Five
i Stwly Noo L

“There's going fo be o row, and no
miztake "' said Bob Cheery,
hat-headed a2 Sapehy s gaing o sl
all the Remove ink*

0 RN

“Thar.

27

"And we're on the wrong side!”
grimted Johnny Buell,

“Oh rot!” said Hary. “We can't
let Smithy earry on—I can't, at any
rate, Besides, the fathead can't get
away with it. Do you think Quelch will
let ithy dictate to hun? .

“ But—

“Hardly 1¥ grinned MNugent.
but—"

“YLoock 'ere, you Llokes,” said Skip,
“this 'ere is my study, and I'm stick-
ing 'eral If they try to get me out,
somchody is going to get 'urt—and you
can lay to that! But I asin't “Ek'gﬁ

you blokes to take a ‘and! You 'o
it and leave me to it. Bee?”

“You think dyuu can handle twenty
f‘ﬂ]mﬁ?” asked Johnny Bull sarcastic-
ally.

“1 ain't asking for your ‘elp, any-
'ow 1" retoried Skip. “%I’ they start on
me, I'm going to 'if out and it ‘ard,
and you can lay to that. You blokes
ain't got no call to get mixed up 1n it
‘aok it 1”

The Famous Five made no reply to
that.

“T say, you fellows——"* A fat face
looked in, *1I say, they—they—they're
coming 1" .

“Hep in, Bunter!” said Bob Cherry

encouragingly. “Just the man we
want |"

“Eh? Arvre you going to have tea
now ¥

“0Oh, no! We're

oing to hava a
serap—tremendaus | ﬁm‘ﬂn’t FOU COome
herve to back us up? You take Bolsover
off our hands—that will be a help [V

“Ha, lha, ha!”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

Bunter, clearly, had not coma thera
as a fighting-man? Tea was not on the
progravne, 318 the execiting circum-
stances. So it was rather a puzzle why
Bunter had come there at all, Stll,
there he was |

Y Hallo, hallo, halle, heve they come IV

There was a tramp of footsteps in the
Remove passage. The Bounder appeared
in the doorway of Btudy Neo. 1, with a
erawd behind him. 1195 face was grim
andl determined.

“Here he is!" he =aid,
out ! ,

“atand back, Swmithy 1Y said Harvy
Wharton quictly.

“Are you sticking up
pincher B Y !

“ You're not going to touch him [

Vernon-Smith gritted has teeth,

“You hear that, vou fellows?" Le
cai. “Whe's following me, to have
that pincher oot and boot him out of
tie school 70

¥ Every man here ! roared Bolsover
major. **And if those cads stand in the
way, we'll rap them baldheaded |”

*Hear, hear!”

“Get on with it !

“We're in with yon, Smithy 1™

The Bomwwder made a step inio the
sindv, Behind him the erowd surged on,

“Get aside, vou fellowa!™ zaid the
Dounder, between bis teeth. “ We don't
want a row with you—but we're hm'lng
ihar pincher ont. Last time of askin%.’

“o and cat coke!” retorted Bob
Cheres,

*I—1 sav, you fellows!™ =gueaked
Rilly Buanter, *“I—I say, hold on!
sav its—it's all a miislake! I zay Skt
wever had that mnotecase, and—and
jollv well know he nmever.”

“Shut up, vou fat fool ! snaPped the
Broonder. " Now, vou men——>"

“1 tell vou he never ' yelled Bunter,
“J—I don't carve if I do pet a flogging,
e there ! I know where that nofecase
iz. It wasn't pinched at all, you beast,

“Have him

for that

and it's in the jar on yowr stwdy mantel-

picee this very minute I
1o Aagxer Liprany.—XNo. 1,548,
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THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Bumps for the Bounder !

HERLE was a sudden silence in
Study No. L
Every fellow in the

study,
every fellow erowded

at the

doorway, starcd at Willinm George
Bunter.
Bunter had the house, so to speak !

Skinner, who was with the meb in
the possage, gritbed his deeth as he
heard the fat Uwl's words, and stepped
guietly away. Skinner, like many un-
serupulous fellows, counted on others
being as unscrupulous as himself. Tt
was not the firse time that the cad of
the Hemova had mado a mistake in
measuring other fellows by hiz own
standard.

Harry Wharton broke the silence in
the study.

“What do you mean, Bunter? What
do you know about it }”
“(h, nothing! I—I mean, I'd have

told, you yesterday, only Skinner said
I zshonld be flogged.”

“Shkimer "

“1 don't care 1" gasped Bunter. *f It
was only a jape—and how was 1 to know
that that suspicious beast would think
that his mouldy notecase had heen
pinehed? 1 never kpew: he had left it
there to be pinched, did I?"

The Removites stared blaokly

Bunter.
© "“"¥ou say ihat that nolecase hasn't
been pinched at all?” said the eaptain
of the Remove at last. “You say you
know where 1t js "

“{h, smaoky Taddocks !
Skip.

The Bounder's face wes a pieture.
He glared at Billy Buoter g if he conld
have eaten hin:.

“Vou!™ ho stattered. “ You—""

“Yheve's  that noteecase, DBunter?™
asked Bob Cherry,

“I'uzs told wosi—it’s in the jar on
‘imﬁh:p s wmantelpieco—under the feoins
in the jar?” garped Dunter,

Yo purt 1t thore T

i‘]’-‘.:[uf_'_"._ )

“Redwing, old man ™ Iarry called
ta Tom Retlwing in the ]3;1'5-:':1"'1: o
to your study and see if Bmikhy’s note-
case 13 there, will vou ¥

“You bet 1

Redwmg ran up the passage, and
darted into Btudy No. 4

IHe carie hack in less than a minule,
with the well-known russia leather note-
cazo in his hand, lle pushed through
the =illent erowd and handed it to
Vernon-Smith.

“Yours!” he said, with a touch of
SATCALIN,

The Boundder tock it mechanically.
Hae stood with it in hiz hand, starving at
1t, utterly at o loss.

at

fmurmured
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Skip gave him.n sareastic grin.

“Better look in it1" he jeercd.
“P'r'aps you think your spondulics is
pinched out of it ™

The Bounder u;Hd npt heed him.

“Better look in if, Bmithy 1" said
Harry Wharton, his I!p curling. "“We
want to wind tlus up now—we don’t
want any more accusations of theft in
the Remove. You may find that sort
of thing amusing—other fellows don’t 1"

The Bounder flushed crimson. He
opened the notecase, gave the contents a
careless  glance, and put it in his
pockot.

“All right?"! demanded Bob Cherry.

“Yes [ muttered the Bounder.

“Then you'd betber po and tell
Quelch it's found " said Whn‘rlnﬂ. “1
don't envy you the interview,”

The Bounder fixed his eves on Bunter
with a leck that made the Ow! of the
Remove cringo.

“Foul!™ he breathed. “You fat
foo]l—.
“1 say, yvou fellows, vou Leep him

off 1 execlaimed DBunter, in alarim. I
E-"l:!."—”

“Don’t you worry 1” said Bob Cherrr.
“Rmithy 1sn't riding the high horse any
more after this. We'll jolly well sce
that he doesn't!”

“If that blithering idiot had had sense
enough to tell us this before—" said
Peter Todd.

":{E-u I _]r:rll;,.r well would, only Skinner
said—"

“Did 8kinncr know?” asked Harry
Wharton quieily.

“You see, I told him, and he said
1 should be ﬂn red for eausing all thﬁ
row, and Emithy would be after me—*
gasped Bunter.

“We'll talk to Bkinner uhﬂul. this 1"
said Harry Wharton. “You fat ass, you
ought to be jolly well hooted for playing
such a silly trick ! Thank goodness, you
had sense cnough io own up! Youll
have to tell Quelch—

“*I—]1 zay, I—I'd rather not mention
it to Queich!” gaspod DBunter. " I—1"d
much rather not be flogged, you know 7

“¥You howling ass! Bkinner was only
pulling your leg to make use of voul
You'd have known that if you had the
brains of a bunny rabbit! Queleh will
be jolly g]ﬂd to hear that Smithy's
rubbish wasn't pinched, after all ¥

“0h 1™ gasped Bunter. “Think so?”

"“Yes, azsl”

“Well, T don't mind mllmﬂ
ihen,” said Bunter. ™If T ain’t mnsi
hc flogged, I'm ready to tell Queleh that

ut Smith's nobtecase In that :ur to

1-.1] his leg. Dut—but if it's going: to

e a fogging, I—I don't know anvthing
about it 1™
“What
i I-"'T “'!E-ﬂ-n—""‘”
“What do you mean, you fat idiet

him,

“I—I—F mean, I don't want to be
flogged 1 gasped Bunter. “ That's what
I mean, you know | That's important |

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Bounder gave him a black and

bitter look.
" Bunter may get off with Quelch.™ ho
said, between his teeth, “but he won't

get off with mae ! I'll amash the fat fool

to a jelly i

“I say, you fellows—" yelled
Bunier, in alarm. He duﬂg{-d hehmd
the Famous Five. “1 say—"

But DBunter was in no danger. The
Famouz Five collared the Bounder like
one man as he made a stride at the fat
Remc-uh::

“Bump him " said Bob Cherry.

The B:::m?r:r yelled as he siote the
floor of Study No. 1 in the grasp of five
pairs of hantis

Bump, bump, bump, bump t

Hﬂt hawd was raized for his assizt-
anca, "1‘he crowd that had followed him
to Btudy No. 1 looked on, many of them
Erinning. '

Smithy had made a fool of himeslf,
and had very nearly made fools of
the whole Formn, The Removiles were
fed-up with Bmithy.

“That's a {iip, Bmithy1® said the
captain of the Remove grimly. “Don't
lay any more of your traps for
pinchers! And if you do, don't catch
the wrong man in them! You'd have
landed the whole Form in a fearful row
if Bunter hadn't owned up, and your
rotten notecase would have turned up
in vour own sludy, after all. Give him
one more, and chuck him out 1”

Bump 1

Then the Bounder hurtled through
the deorway and landed in the passage.

He picked himself up there, breathless
and enraged. With a savage glare
round at a crowd of grinning faces, he
tramped away up the passage, and the
door of Study No. 4 slammed afier him.

“And now,” =aid Harry Wharton,
“ o'l _and tell 8kinner what we
think of him 1

" Hear, hear "

Skinner was feoling very uncasy in
his study. He had cause to feel
uneasy., Nearly all the Remove came
along to tell him what they thought of
him. When they had told him—with
emphasis—Skinner was left lying in &
breathless, dusty, and dishevelled state,
and recalising, not for the first time, that

the way of the transgressor was hard.

THE EXND.

Skip 13 eleared—Dut the majority of
!.’w Kemore are afill jar from accept-
tng him asz one of themaelves, Dot
mrss fhe rexf of this grond  series.
There's ancther long  cover-lo-cover
yorn perd week,
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FOILED AT THE FINISH! «

A Screamingly-Funny Story of Jack b
fﬂﬂy & Co., ﬂf SL s

By DICKY NUGENT

]
—
-
-

¥

5 POET SUES
% “GREYFRIARS HERALD"’!

Libel Action Over Rejected

4

=
L]

FRIARS HERARL

i delay. He opened o Mﬂﬂull‘:ﬂpt
Féecocoeep } the door of the a = 2 i o, t L
* Hooray | cupboard just — s =_ b — - AL LT

When is & poet not & poet * Judge Brown's ver-
diet in the Remove Civil Court this week indicates
ong porsible answer: WHEN HIS NAME 18
HORACE COKER. |

The £inel wisale shrilled out |soffishantly to
across the Junior footbawl ficld at | equeeze out of
St. Bam’s snd, amid loud cheers|it; and then he

No. 262, EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON. October 16th, 1937,

from the crowd, Jack Jolly and]wentdown on his - ——— — : Tha famous Fifth Former was plaintiff in an action
his merry men ceased play and|hands and neeze . . fer libel against the
streemed off the pitch—victors|and crawled stelthily towards the " What about yourself, sir ' Iie | chair to make it sound real, gnd , rell § * thundered Doctor Birchem- | all started lashing away at the arm- Thers was Doctor Birchemall | Editor of thia paper,
against 8t. Pete’s by 10 goals tonil ! | side door. asked pointedly. Il do some yelling. And then | all, giving the fat Jjunior ancther aly | chair for oll he was worth, raisi flogging away as hard as he could { alleged to be contained
A cheering erowd of homs sup. Doctor Birchemsll's luck seemed The Heod cullered, wa'll share the feed betweengsa!l | wink while the others were not|such clouds of dust that you cgﬁ at his armchair, while Tubby Bar. | in o letter to his literary
Fona_ra swarmed out to groeet their [to be fairly in this bright and| ™ Don’t be dispertinent, Barrell ! | What do you think sbous it, a1 1" | locking., ** I am going to birch yon | hardly see scross the study. Just | rell sat on the winder-seat grinning | agents, Messrs, Potter &
averites, as they retwrned. They | breezy afternoon. In spite of hia [ I just cama up wrg—ahem t—for| Doctor Birchemall scratched his | black and blew for this heinous|to complete the illusion, Tubby jall over his dial and shreeking as if | Greene. In rejecting the
surrounded Jack Jolly, whoe had |fishy behaviour, he didn't meet aa atroll | - nose and pondered deeply fic & | crime! ™ Barrell started yeolling and shreek- | in aggerny ! poem, the Editor said :
distingwished himself by scoring|eole—and in & brace of shakes he| '‘He, he, hel I don't think1” |few moments, and then he grimeid: “All sereem, sir!"™ prinned .'in\%' as if he were undergoing a fear. It mite have been thought that | * We regret that we are
all ten goals, and lifted him sholder- | was out of the plaice. spigpered Tubby Barrell, * You “Very well, Barrell! st | Tubby, taking that dredded een- | ful flogging. that 'site would have made Jolly | #nable to use Mr. Coker's
high. oy gave him & really When he I‘E-E.-E:hﬂd the open air [ mean you c¢ame u here for the | say t-lm\‘.j I apfpruvﬁ antiral;r of. the | tence with remarkable chearfulness. Thwack! Thwackt! Thwack!? | and his pals awiully wild, But, | poems at present. We
warm welcome—to the tune of [he made etraight for the Skool | same thing that brought me— | moral side of it, but seeing that | And ho followed Doctor Birchemall | Thwack! Thwack ! strangely enull, it didn't. Instead | shall be glad if vou will
“Freeze a Jolly Good TFellow!™ | House. His mouth waa farel namely, Jolly's trunk of tuci-i! o I'm in need of & good fuck-mn, XTE | to hia study, while the curious “Wooop! Yooop! Ow-wow-|of nashing their teeth with rage, |send us his MSS., howe
It was dew to Jack Jolly that 5t. | watering at the thought of the fe " Really, Barrell, I haven't the { drop my principuls for onos and | brought up in the rear. ow!" thoy had to stuff their hankies into | ever, when the paper.
Pete's had been licked all hands } which Jolly had deposited in the | phoggiest notion of what youjldoitt"™ ; The Head and Tubby EBarrell Tubby Barrell's * flogging " could | their mouths to stop themselves | chesing season beging.*
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