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But when 1 come
back from river,
whera I hio eateh fish,

THIS WEEK BY

there was plenty
trouble. Quelchy was
very tatty, He lay into

} - this fellow with stick,
There | was bamboo-
bruise all over me,
am_ pretty well dead.
He tell mo to write:
“1 mnst not catch fish
in river " one hundred
times., DBut me write
him another ' little
letter mnext morning

Tl

before class.

WUN_ LUNG, “Mo5t- Heaven-
----- The Chinese Junior. Faced Kwel Chee—
i 1 do.not yet write

HEYFRIARS is & very mnice school.

DBut I wish ‘mow to be [n my own
vconntry. H I am there, will
spocflicate the Japdnee, Dut my

honourable grandfather, may peace walk in
his ehadow, lias writ me a lebtier.

“Not yet, my Little One, may You
defend the shrines of your ancestors. This
vou must leave in older hands, Have
patience always, your day will come.
Until then, I conjure you to indnrn every
day in silence for one’ hour, that the
strength of youl’ spirit may i}y towards
us and make us stronger in the hour of
trigl. Be faithful, Little Swallow, and
make friends for China in the great and
free country of Britain. For what says
the holy Confuciuz—' All within the fouwr
seas. are brethrgn.' “We all remember you
daily at our Jdevotions, and your name
fa on - the lips of ¥our ancestors. The
blessing of my house rest npon you.™

My honourable gramdfather write always
in English, He wish me Lo learn it plenty

well. He was in England one Lime, anmi
m:i' revered father, teo. They: like much
this country. 8o do I, too.

80 every morning I think & lat of China
an? I am sad for one hour. Then I stop
being 2ad. I plenty busy with work. No
like old Quelchy's cane. .

YWhen me frst here, afl thingas ver
funny. I nob savvy what lappen. Hand-
some old Bobh Cherry say to me: “You
must come to class this morning, kid, or
old Ewel Ches will ba rattee.” I think
at the time he say “ Kwel Chee,” 20 I write
@ little letier:

“ Most’ Venerable amd Beneficent Kwel
Chee,—This unworthy snait no want to
porme to elasz. No want to savvy Latin,
io want to savvy grammar. Mo wanh to
savvy anything. Forget hia detested
name, O Moonlike Ewel Chee, for he now
go to catch n desplcable fish in river.

" The smile of Heaven rest always npon
your pagoda.—WUrH LysG.”

.....

‘1 must nol catch
fish in rlver,” because I conld pot ealel
fish in river. 1 go opow this morning to
catels fish in giver,.- If I catch fish in
river I comée back and write ont * I must
not ecatch fish in wiver.' .

“1 now kiss your feet, O HtiFﬂEtr Hwel
Chee, aml then go catch fish in #iver.—
Wuxn Lexe."

Me no cateh fsh, but me cateh romething
else, pretty hot, ©ld Quelchy send one bad
brute named Leder down to river to fetch

me badk. He elip me wery.hard upon the

ear, He drag mié back to schiol by the

sepaif of “my pents.  He deliver me to

Quelchy and:fo away grinnime. .
Then Quelc arize as a thunderstorm

over the honourable rloe hGeld. One more
time I feel a stick. I am sick of stiek.
1 grovel for merey, but he whack-whack
still. "Boom I think I now go 1o -my
aneestors, but he stop whack-whack and
tell me to write my lines five hundred times.
Awl me po cateh. fish—that makes me very

sad.

THE WOES OF WUN!

After eluss, I go to study and take oub
big knite. Handsome old Dol Cherry say:
“Wire in, kid, snd get your lines dope.”
But 1 zay no, I not do lines until I have
kill Loder, He lay a hand around my ear.
Very well—me Kill! 7That make us sguits.

{:I}}Id Rob Cherry jump oué of chair and
graby thiz fellow’s peck. He say I ean't
Lill Loder, I say: *Allee light! You wait
and you see! Me fancy I eoan.™

There 1 & shindy. Lot more ‘Tellows come
along. Marry Wharton gasp and say: ' My
hat! Most of uz want to kill Loder, but
1 dom’t faney it can De done. Pot that
carving-knife down, wyom youmg heathent"

They bump me on the floor and take my
knife away, 0 I po down to old Quelchy
and tell lim pretey quick. I zay: ™1 wang

to kill heaztlee old Loder, and they not
lettee me. You give them stick, O mighty
Kwel Chee!™

stoppee.”

That rajee Cain right away. He give mg
stick. imstemd. Always he give me stick
first, *“My npame is not Ewel Cheel!™ he
hooted, “* And as for kill Loder—of all the
inignitous  young reseals—IF mever heard
anything like it! Take that—and, that!™
And me pretty near Killk myself time me
rawl . gut, -

Then. old.- Bob Cherry say: * Hard lines,

kid, but you must learm not o go about
killing . peaple, you know.” And 1 eay:
* Allee fight! Me savvy!  Me glad you
And I tel him I want to give
A honourable feed to al! the Form a3 a
thank-yau, )
.- We hoid feed in Rag, and I dish ont stew
first, amid they like very mugh., Then Harry
Wharten say; " What make  the queer
fBavour in-the stew, kid?" And 1 say:
“That was Jubhas Seed. I put in plentee
Jubas Beed,” They say they never hear of
it beiore, so I tell them:

* Jubas Seed is Chinee poison. Veilee had
poigon, - KIH  plebtee quick.  That allee
liﬁhti You no lettee me kill Loder, me
killee you. ' You Eet ne pain, but you die
in flve minutes. Allee Hght!"

There was awinl. riot. AN fellows rolled
on floor, grdaning and  moaning and
clutching thelr tummies. Silly old Bunter
et out welis ITke Red: Indlan. He had

caten four times more than everyone., I

The Chinese juplor of the Remove s
very pypieal ‘of his Oriental race. 1lis
mind moves In ways queer o British
boys. Hiz notions of honour are strong
ol pigid-<but  the are nobt  our
Western ileas. Thus e has heen Enown
to ecall at Popper Court and, alter Row-
towing respectiully o Hir  Hilton,
reqiest the honour of being thrashod
for trespassing on Popper’s Island. On
the other harnd, he will cheerfully play
tricks with valuablea, and often lies
wite braxenly when De is found out.
Wun Lung is a clever and lileable litile
chap, has a great admiration for Fob
Cherry, and an eg&_mﬂ:.r_ great aversion
to Hiily Ennter. is minor, Hop Hi, is
in the Second Form.

(Cartoon by
HAROLD SKINNER.)

Greyfriars play Rookwood st crichet,

atop my ears to shut out sound of sulfering.,
Then Quelchy arrive and ask what is this
lull-pf-abatoo?

They tell him about the Jubas Jeed, and
he sa¥y: “Jubas Seed! Me never heard of
it. What is Jubas Seed, Wun Lung?"

"Me no zavyy,” T said, pretty oguick., F
call it Jubas Seed because I forget its real
pname, I oremember homourable name now,
Ity ia" Callaway Sced—same as they pat in
cakes., Allee light! No poison! Just little
mistake!™

It was very funny lhow thelr pain go
away, Their pain go away. but my pain
vome along,  Quelchy hookk me off to his
study amd there iz more stick., 1 am soon
im a very sorg strpit, I leave his study
doulded-up in right position to be kicked b
the Formw, and they kick, 1 am blae
and Llue all over,

Xext day it is a hall-holiday, and in the
eveuning ofd Quelchy call me to his study
HR-LEISE

“Where are Your lines, Wun LIII'IE?"

N0 done any lires.  No could.”

“You conldn't do voor lines? Why not?”

“Went down to the liver to catchee flsh.”

I think it was soom atter that I hegan
Lo take an loterest in silly old class-work.
I plenty tan much afroid of wearing out
Quelehy™s stick!?

AND NOW-—

And now 1'm almost all ssme as Britizh
bay., I even play cricket, though me like
tennis best. [ have drawn the unworthy
pictare. above, o yan can see what it is
fike here when Grexfriars play Rookwood at
ericket, That will show you how mncl
mglizle T oam.

I nmot ay anyibing about my counlry, my
pony Chite.  Forgive me, hononrable Brivizh
feltows, o oam sery sl for Chine,  Bub
I do wol fear. Chipn will pever e
copguerad while there’s one Chinese alive.
Yo wail--voln soel

May the Gifts of BHeaven, and of (he
Epivit. e Richly Within your Fagedas, 0
Huamel come Benders amd Most enefleont
British Loys, .

WX LUNG,
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Cur Contributor for next week is

CLAUDE HOSKINS
the musical genfus.
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RELATIONS AND FOES ! * My Cousin Vernon has butted In at Greyfriars ! ** declares Vernon-

Smith.

* And the sooner he clears out agaln the better it will be for both of us!*

For the

lafest developments in this bitter feud read :—

*“You young ass, Bertie ! " said Capfain Vernom, in a low voice,

this ?

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Smithy In a Hurry !

(1 H, jiminy!” gasped Billy
fBuntar.
Bunter’s eyves almost popped
hhrwﬁil his spectacles,

Never had the fat Owl of the Grey-
friars Remove been so startled.

It was sc ulblerly unexpected.

William Gﬁurﬁi Bunter, at the
mumﬂnt, Was 1M 1] R-BHIE!T-I} bux =0,
On a sunny June afterncon, after class,
fow fellows would have sclected a box-
room aa a resort, But Billy Bunter
had a good reason for his selection
of that remote apartmeit.

The reason lay on top of Lord
Mauleverer's big trunk. It was a bag
of jam tarts.

Bunter, seated on another box, was
helping himself from that bag. He was
jammy and sticky and happy.

And it was so safe.

Bunter knew that Ilerbert Vernon-
Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, had

ne out. He had seen him go out.
arry Wharton & Co. and a crowd of
nther fellows, had gone down to the
nets after class; but Smithy had gﬂn-a
out of gates, B]lijr Bunter knew t
from the evidence of his cyes a-.nd hia
spectacles.

Not & fellow had been in the Remnva
passage when Bunter anncxed 1.'. at hn.g
of jam tarts from Smithy's stud
body had seen H’Hﬂ Bunter mli'r up tn
the bml: room with his plunder under &
fat arm.

Fven if Smithy came in, even if he

ol
g,
Al
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missed the jam tarts, even if he sus-
pected Bunter. Bunter was all right.
Yiven in the remote contingency that
Smithy might track him to the box-
roomn, he was still all right, for he had
turned the key in the door.

Never had the fat grub-raider of the
Creyiviars Remove felt so absolutely
safe,

For ten minutes Bunter had been
cnjoving life. Jam tart after jam tart
had come to a sticky end.

Then suddenly, unoxpectedly, amaz-

il - ;rll:l- d _I*rlrrl—lﬂl-llﬁh‘-liﬂ lrﬁiﬂlhl_‘ll
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Star School Story of World-
Wide Favourites—HARRY

WHARTON & CO.,, of
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inglv, the sash of the box-room window
shot up. Iromn the leads outside a Re-
move ]lmmt‘ shot 1 through the win-
dow., It was Herbert Vernon-Smith.

Bunter gasped

[le fai gogeled at the Bounder of
Greviriars.

With half a Eam tart in his capacions
mouth, the other half in a fat hand,
Bunter  sat  transfixed, gclgglmg
throwgh his spoctacles at Emﬂhr

Smithy, for the moment, did not
scem to see him.  Bunter, of course,
had no doubt that the propristor of
those jam tarts had tracked him down,

m :
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** What do you mean by

It will be very difficult if your friends stop to tea !**

gtill Smithy did not loock at him
Having landed in the box-room, he
turned to the window and shut down
the sash.

Then he stood panting for breath.

Smithy looked as if he had been in
a hurry that warm afternoon in June.
tHlis cheeks were flushed; there were
spots ol gemplratmn ont his face, and
he panted and panted. But he stood
only for a few moments to recover hix
breath, then he cut across the box
room for the door. Then, of course.
he =zaw Bunter, and stopped, staring
at the far Owl, with a fury in his face
that fairly terrified him,

Bunter jumped up. He backed round
Lord Mauleverer's big trunk. He wa-
quite alarined by the Bounder’s furious
look.

True, they were Smithy's jam tarts;
and Smithy had rather a savape tom-
per. Bunter had expected him to be
ghirty, if he tracked down the plunder,
and the plunderer, But he had not ex-
pected & glare of rage like this
I say, old chap—" stuitered
DBunioer.

“Youl What are vou deing here.
vou fat fool?"” Vervon-Smith pauted
out the words, cIcnchmg his hands,

“They—they ain’t vour tarts, old
chap I~ gaspcd Bunter, “I—1  got
these at the tuckshop. Yeu'll find
your taris in your aiuﬂj' all righi.
Smithy—that is, if you've got any. |
don't know whother you have or nol,
of course. [ haven't been near your
study.”
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“ You—vou—" panted Smithy.
1Ie loolked _f-u-r the moment ne if he
would hurl himself at the alarmed fat

Uﬂli k f beast 1"
say, yvou keep off, you beast

gasped Bunter. “I'll pay for these
tarts, 1f you like, when—when my
postal order comes. Not that they're
oure. Thoy came in a parcel to-day
fﬂ}lt} Bunter Court. Look here, you

keep off, you beast 1"

It was really awful for Bunter.

Until & minute age, when the win
dow had shot open so unexpectedly,
that box-room had seemed the safest
of safe refuges. Now it seemed about
as safe as a lion's den, with the door
locked, and the enraged Bounder be-
tween him and the door.

But, to Bunter’s relief, and greatly
to his surpriee, Vernon-8mith con-
trolled his temper. For s moment or
two he had looked aa if he would fall
on the fat Owl, and smite him hip and
thigh, as only too elearly he wished to
do. But he checked himself.

“You fat fool ] EKeep this dark 1™ he
breathed.

ﬂEh ?IJ

“If you mention thet you saw me
%Ie& in at thia window, I'll boot you u
the Remove passage, and back again|

the Bounder.

a-a-at "

“Will you keep it dark, you fat
idiat 1"

Billy Bunter could only blink at him.

SBlowly 1t dawned on his fat brain
that Smithy was not, after all, on his
track, and the track of the tarts.

Broithy had some other reason, un-
known to Bunter, for petting into the
Houge by way of the box-room window.

“0Oh 1" gasped Bunter. “I1-I say,
ain't you afrer me, Bmithy 1

(14 "Yuu fﬂrt: fWI IH

“0Oh, really, Bmith g

“Will you keep this dark?"™ The
Dounder’s volce came through his
fecth. “ You can have the tarts, you
slm-lin’rg fat ass! Will you keep this

ark, or do you want me to swash you
into little pieces?”

“Oh erikey! I say, have vou been
up to something out of gates?" asked
Bunter. His fat brain began to
gramﬁ_lt-. “Oh crikey! I say, are you
ST mg in by & back window because
vou've been up to something, and you
don’t want to be spotted

“Will you keep it dark "

The Beounder made a siep towards
Bunter, his fists clenched, and his eyes
blazing.

L Uh

b
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. es, rather!” gasped Bunter.
“Think 'd give a chap away? I won't
say & word old fellow! Not a
EE lable | I-—I thought you were after
the tarts.”

“Idwot 1

Horbert Vernon-Smith ran to the
door, Ile Lad waszted a couple of
minutes on Bunter, and it was clear
that time pressed. EHe grabbed at the
door-handle, but the door did not open,
and he gave a gasp of rage.

“It's locked !’ ueaked Dunter.

“0Oh, you iat fool—"

“I—1 thought you might come up
after me, 1-—I meap——"

Vernon-Smith  unlocked the door,
tore it open, and ran out, shutting thoe
door after him.

Bunter heard a rapid patier of feat
on the box-room stair. It died away in
& moment.

“0Oh crikey 1" gasped DBunter.

The fat Owl of the Remwove stood
blinking.

Sinithy, evidenily, had been up to
roanething out of gates, and Lhad been
in rapid retreat. flr:: ninsk have ot in
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aver a back wall, cut across the kitchen
gardens, and climbed the ramm-pipe to
the leads outside rhe hox-roow at the
back of the House, Ile was going to
mnke out, of course, that he hadn't
been out at all, He was going to be
found in_ his atudgx if wanted.

Billy Bunter chuckled.

Whatever Smithy had been up to,
and whatever was the outeome, Bunter
was 8}l right. S8mithy couldn’t possibly
make a fuss about those tarts now.
That, ro Billy Bunter, was the import-
ant point.

And, with a fat and jammy grin on
his sticky face, the Owl of the Remove
sat down again to finish the tarts.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not Smithy !

i ALLO, hallo, hallo!” ejacu-
lated Bob Gharrg. “W
up with the Aqi

Harry Wharton & Co. had
pome away from the nets, and were
heading for the school uht:;i for & little
light refreshment in the shape of ?ei[n-

r.

ﬂ@ll’_* op, when they sighted
acker.
They regarded him with interest,

Hacker, the master of the Shell,
seldom locked mervy or bright. His
temper was a trifle aciduolated. He

Fxnemﬂy loocked on the gloomy side of
ife. Hobson & Co. of the Shell de-
scribed him as a gloomy ass.

But Hacker looked more
gloomy now,

He came in at tho gates with a rapid
stride. He fairly whisked towards the
House. His brows were knitted, his
lips wore sot, and hig eyes glinted.
And the” knees of his trousers wera
covered with dust.

Something had happened to Hacker.
e locked as if he had had a fall.
Whatever -hed bhappened, it had not
impraved his temper—thet was clear,

“The old bean’'s taken a tumble,”
said Johnny Bull “By gum!| He
looks shirty.”

“The shirtiness appears to be truly
terrific,” murmured Hurres Jamset
KHam Bingh.

‘Mr. Hacker suddenly stopped in his
rapid stride as ho spotted the bunch
of {-ﬂ-uthiu] figures in Hannels; he zhot
o glance round at thein

*Wharton IV he vapped,

“Yes, sirf’

“Ilas Vernon-8milh come inf”

“ Vernon-Smith 1"  repeated Ilarry
Wharlon, *1 haven't seen iim sinco
class. I don't know whether he's been
out.”

“He has certainly been out. as [
aw him not twenty snnutes ago on
the towpath!” spapped Mr. Ilacker.
“ You have vot scon lum come in ¥

HNa, sir: we've been ot erickedi™

Mr. Hacker gave a  grunt
whisked on towurds the Flouse,

The Famous I'ive exchanged expres-
sive glances,

“He's after Smithy,” =aid Frank
Nugent. “What has that mad ass been
up to now "

“Has he been out 7' asked [Harre.

“Well, he wasno’t at the nefs
Ifacker seems to think he has,” griuned
Bob Cherry. “lle cau't have ilven
the Acid Drep a tumnble—suvely. Even
Smithy 1=n't muad evcough w give a
beak a tmnble®

“Bmithy's mad enough for anxthing,
1 think,” said the ‘caprain of the
Remove., “8till, T dan’t sce why he
should  lark  with  Hacker; we've
nathing te do with the Aecid Drop,
Bmithy's always m o cvow, but 1 don’t

than

and

sett why he should hunt tor trouble
with the beak of another Form."

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Listen!" mur-
mured Bob Cherry,

Hacker's sharp woide canie to the
cars of the Famous Five. He had
pome on Wingat~ of the Bixth, the
captain of Greyfriarg, near the door of
the House.

“Wingate, do you kmow whether
Vernon-Smith of Mr %;zlch'a Forim
has come in or not? vou know
where he iai"

“No, sir,” answered Wingdte, look-
ing astonished, Bixth Form men were
not supposed te be able to produce a
junior at any moment, litke a conjurer
producing a rabbit out of a hat.

“1 have no doubt that he has come

in, Wingate. Hae c&rminlﬁ made off in
the direction of the school. I shall he
obliged, Winga if you will find

Vernon:-Smith and send him st once to
his Form-master's study.”

" Very well, air."

Hacker disappeared into the House.

“Poor old Bmithy!” sighed Bob
Cherry. “What a chap he is to hunt
trouble | He's been rowing with that
cousin of hizs ever gince the clap came
to Greyfriars. But one row at a time
ain’t enough for 8mithy. He's as
hungry for rows as Bunter s for
doughnuts.”

“But what the dickens can have
happened 1™ asked Nugent.

“We sghall hear soon; Hacker looks
&8s if he's going to tell the world,” said
Johnny Bull.  “lI wonder—" He

aused and glanced round the quad,
! ;;.’.!;L'jl'hﬂd? know where Bertise Vernon
is

Harry Wharton gave a start.

“Yernon " he repeated. 5

“He wasn't at the nets, either,” =aid
Johnny. _ >

“T asked him if he was coming down
to the ericket, and he told me he was

iHF to Courtfield,” said Larry
slowly. “1 suppose he's out of wares
now.

“We can hardly tell t'other from
which n the Hemove,” gaid Johuny.
“1 wonder—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Red-
wing | Reddy, whera's Smithy™

roared Bob Cherry.

Torn Redwing, alse in flannels, came
up &t Bob's roar. He had been at the
nets with the Co. and a crowd of other
Remaove fellows.

“Smithy ¥ he repested. * Anvbody
want him " a
“Hacker seems fo,” grinned Bob,

“He’s just come in looking aa if be's
been collecting dust, and asking for
Smithy, Enow if Smithy's out I

"] fmow he has lines for Quelch,'
answercd Redwing  *I thought he was
sticking in the study to do them as le
cut pets.” ]

E'Lseen Smithy, Skinner” called out

o,

Skinner of the Remove had just come
out of the House.

“Yeos—in his  study,”

Skinner.

“Hure 1 asked Harry Wharton,

“Eh1” Bkinner stared. “1T supposze
t0, 88 [ spoke to him there five minufes
agn, and he snapped my head off for
interrupting him. He's got lines. You
know what Smithy's like when he's got
lines.”

“Wingate's looking for him,” mur-
mured b. “He's not locking for
him in s study.”

Tom Redwing hurried away to the
House. .

Harry Wharton & Co. followed him.

If Smithy was in his study doing
linee, it did not look as i1f he could he
the fellow Hacker had seen on the tow.

answeared
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As Vernon rushed up the stairs, Bob Cherry came sailing down the banisiers, shooting off af the curve. Crash ! If was =

terrific collision. Bob Cherry gasped, and Vernen gave a startled yell,

path twenty minutes ago—and who, it
was plain, nad roused the deepest ire
of the Acid Drop. It looked as if
Hacker night have made a mistake
between tlie doubles of the Remova,

Now thar Bertie Vernon had been
several weeks at Grevivieres, Remove
fellows seldomn made & nestake between
the two, iu spite of their remarkable
likeness, which extended even to the
tones of their volces.

But Hacker, the masier of the Shell,
had little re do with the Remove;
indeed, he might hardly have noticed
that there was & new boy in the
Remove that term at all, Such a mis-
take might easily have bLeen made by
the Acid Lwvop.

The Famous Five followed Tom Red-
wing up to the Remove passage; they
arvived in a body at the door of Study
No. 4—Vervon-Bmith's siudy.

An irritable wvolce jpreeted Lhem
there.
“Keep out, for goodness’ sake!

Can't vou let a fellow get through?”

Elerbert Yernon-Smith was seated at
the study table; he had a pen in his
hand, u sheaf of impot paper in front
of him, and & Virgd ypropped up
wgainst the inkstand. He plared at
thie little erowd in the doorway.

“Oh, you're here!” exclaimed Red-
wing in tones of relief. The Bounder's
chutn was glad to fivd him in the study
busy with lines.

“ Yoo, Cutt U've got to met this
stack dome!® gruaed the Bounder.
“If vou want tea, go and tea in some
other study! What do those chaps
want? I tell vau I've got two hundred
to do, and T've done hardly more than
hall."

“You've done half two hundraed
lines, Siithy ' aske:] Harey Wharton.

“Yes: more Cut !

The TFawon: Five lonked at the study
table. Fini=te ! heets lay there, the

total considerably more than & hundred
lines.  Bmithy was well on the way
with the second hundred.

“Thank goodness!” said Redwing.
“You're all right this time, Smithy.™

“1h, quite!” snorted the Bounder.
“IU's =0 niee to stick 1n a study grind-
ing Latin when a fellow wants ioc go
down to ericket ] I'm enjoying it.,”

“1 mean—"

“1f you've come here to jaw 1 shall
have to chuck it!"” said Vernon-Smith.
“Your fault if Queleh doubles that
LT E

“Hacker’s just come n—* said
Ilarey.

“Who?

“Hacker—the Acid Drop—"

*What the thump does it matter to
me whether Hacker's coma in or not ¥
rapped Vernon-S8mith, “Mad ¥

“Woell, it matters a  little, az he
fancies he saw you on the towpath, and
something seems to have happened to
lum there,” said the captain of the
Retove deyly.,

“What uiter rot! How could he see
me on the towpath when I've been in
my study? If you want to be funny

and bo funny in some other study.”

“He thinks—-"
Vernon-8mith’s pen was seribbling
again,

“Bhut up!” he said, without looking
WD

The Famous Five turned away from
the door, As they
Boemove passage Wingate's voice called
to them from the landing.

“Beon anything of Vernon-Smith 1"

“He's in his rtudy,” answered
Wharton.

“0Oh, ia he? All right I

Tha Sixth Form prefect passed the
juniors and went on to Study No. 4.

Harry Wharton & Co  woent down the
stairs.  Bwvidently Hacker had made a
mistake between the Jdoubles of the

wentk down the

* He, he, he ! ** chortled Bunter.

Remove. A hundred TLatin lines
could not have been written in twenty
minutes. Bertie Vernon was out of
gatea; Vernon-S8mith was in his study,
and had apparently been there guite a
considerable time. It was all right for
Bmithy, but it looked like a spot of
trouble for the Bounder's doubla.

— ——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Which?

1 ¥ dear Hacker "

M Mr. Queleh, the master of
the Remove, rose froam his
writing-table and raised his

eyebrows expressively

A bang, rvsther than a knock, had

come at the door; it flew open, and the
tnaster of the Sheli almost flew in,

Dignified repose was Quelch’s long

suit, He dizapproved of hurry, haste,
and exciternent. Hurry, haste, and ex-
citement were quite out of place in a
Forne-master at Greviriars School. All
three were visithle i: Hacker, and not
merely visible—they leaped to the eye.

“Quelch.” Hacker splutrered, *will
vou sondd for Vernon-8mith of your

Form? | have asked Wingate to find
him and send him here! T demand—-"
Mr. Quelch's brow grew grim.

The scapegrace of his Form wes in
trouble againt Smithy, the bad hat of
the Rewmove, scemed to be born to
trouble as the sparks fly vpward !

“Pray calin yourself, Mr. Hackar!™
aaid the Hemove master quietly, * What

has that troublesome boy done this
time 7
“Look at me!™ gasped Hacker.

“"Loalk at mal You can seoo tl'!al; 1 hava
fallen in the dust. 1 was tripped up,
atd——"
“My. Elacker!"
e MagNer Ligrany.—No. 1,635
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“Tripped up!” splutiered Hacker.
“Uverturned! I came dewn on my
knees! It wae very painful! My knees
are bruised ] Tripped u

“SBurely not by a boy of my Form,
Mr. Hacker!” exclaimed the Remove
master, aghast.

“By Vernon-Smith!” Hacker was
almmost feaming. “1 ask you, Mr
Quelch, whether & member of Dr.
Locke's staff is to be so used by a boy
of your Forin—a young ruflian, sir—a
young hooligan—="

“Certainly not!” said Mr. Quelch.
“Kindly tell me precisaly what has
occurred, Mr. Hacker! I can scarcel
credit that even that reckless boy——

Hacker spluttered for breath.

Mer. Quelch's face was asz grim as o
gorgon's. Tripping up & master was
not moerely a dire offence, it was un-
heard-of—it was almost unthinkable.
If there were & fellow at Greyfriars
School capable of so reckless an act it
was Herbert Vernon-8mith, But it was
unpusuaily wild and reckless even for
the scapegrace of the Bemove. 1t was
renlly hard to believe |

At the same tune, Mr. Quelch was
well aware of Ilacker's ways The Acid
Drop was an interfering gentleman.
Certainly there was no excuse for such
en offence: bur it was very likely that
Hacker had provoked the trouble.
Hacker was a man whe regarded &
fussy deszire to interfere as a sense of
duty.

1 saw the hnll,',” gasped Mr. Hacker,
“on the mwl;l:;at v by the Bark gs [ was
taking a walk after class [t was rome
distance from the school; no doubt the
oung  rascal considered himseli safe
rom  observation there I s:aw him
from a distance, smoking a cigarette—
too far off for recoguition. though I
noted that he had a Greyviviars cap, and

B T e O e O e W i
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s0 knew that he was a junior belonging
1o this achool.”

Hacker spluttered for breath agsiu.

“*He was sitting under a tree by the
towpath, smoking a cigarette and read-
ing & paper,” went on the Acid Drop.
“1 therefore approached him, and as
he did not hear me I reached him
before he was aware——"

Mre. Quoleh compressed ms lips
Hacker certainly was rvight to identify
a Creyfriars boy who was breaking the
strict rule against :moking. But %ueh:‘h
had his own opinion of tha Acikl Drop's
stealthy ways

However, he made no remark, and
Hacker spluttered on:

“The paper he was reading, sir, was
a_ tracing paper. I saw 1ts title—
‘Racing Tips.’ He was smoking, sir,
and reading a racing paper. He was
taken quite by surprise when he
suddenly saw me ™
; ”II"-F:} doubt " zaid Mr. Quelch, very

rvly,

“1 caught him, sir, by the shoulder,”
said Mr. Hacker. It was my
intenrion, sir, to bring him back to the
school with his cigaretres and his racing
paper in his possession and hand hin
over to you, sir. Imagine my amaze-
moent, zir, when the impudent boy not
merely resisted, but hooked my leg,
causting me to fall—to fall heavily. sir [

Hacker breathed wrath.

"I you had been satished, sir, with
reporting the matter to me, after ascer-
taining that he was a Remove boy, this
reckless acr would not have occurred,”
sadd Mr, Queleh. Y1 sce no reason why
vou should have taken & Bemove hoy
inte  vour personal custody, Mr.
Hacker."

Hacker spluttered.

“If that means, Mr Quelch, that you
offer any excuse, any extenuation, of
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this bov's ruffianly conduct!” Hacker
almost bawled

¥ It does not, sir,” said Mr. Quelch.
“"Maothing can cxcuse such an act, and
Vernon-Smith will be taken to his head-
master for judgment. You are, 1 pre-
sume, certain that it was Vernon-
Smith 1

“I saw hum quite plainly, sir. Hae
darted away through the wood, after
tripping me up, and I did not see him
apain. But had seen him, sir, as
plainly az I eea you now, and recog-
nised him."”

“There iz another boy in my Form,
Mr. Hacker, a near relative of Vernon-
Smith, who resembles him so closely
that errors have frequently been
made,” said Mr. Quelch. *I do not
suppose for one moment that it was this
boy whem you saw on the towpath—
Vernon is a very well-conducted boy
and quite unlikely te have been
cccupied as you have described. Never-
theless, I must ask you if you can state
pna‘iti?ﬂf;’ that it was Vernon-S8mith
you saw.” ] )

*1 have not the slightest doubt of it,
gir. 1 have heard of the boy you
mention, but I am quite sure that I
have made no mistake, I should not be
likely, sir, to mistake one hng far
another 1" snorted Mr. Hacker. “I am
not blind, sir. I have seon him fre-
quently Ennugh. I saw him only an
hour ago, beiore I went out, speaking
to you in the guadrangle—"

“It was not Vernon-8mith who was
speaking to me in the guadrangle an
hour ago, Mr. Hacker. It was his
cousin, Vernon, who was asking me for
leave to go to Courtfield after class.”

“What! 1 certainly thought it was
VYernon - 8mith——"

“It was Yernon!"

*Oh 1" said Mr. Hacker. .

The Acid Drop was rather taken
aback. Obviously it was possible for
him to have made a mistake, as he had
made that very misteke an hour agol

“1 am sure that it was Vernon-S8mith
on the towpath, however,” he said,
after a pause. I feel no doubt of that.
You say yourself that the other boy—
Vernon—was not likely to be so
occupied. '’

“1That i1s correct, to the best of my
knowledge,” said Mr. Quelch. "I have
a high opinion of Vernon. The case is
quite the reverse with his cousin,
Vernon-Smith is undoubtedly the worst
Loy in my Form. I—— Here he is [V

Horbert Vernon-8mith appeared in
the apen doorway of the study. Hea did
not look at Hacker. He looked in-
ruiringly at his Form-master.

:‘I‘h‘-'ingate says you want me, sir,” he
sl

“That 15 the boy,"” said Mr. Hacker,
his sharp eyes gleaming at the Dounder,
“T am absclutely assured of that 1"

“"Whera have you been since class,
Vernon-8mith ¥

“In ny study, sir,” answered the

Bounder, *1 have my linos—"
“Upon my word!” gaaﬁed Mr,
llacker. * Less than helf an hour ago,

Vernon-8mith, you were on the tow-
path, a unle from the school. Yo
cannot have been back in the school a
quarter of an hour.”

Tle Bounder looked at him.

“1 don't sce why you should think
=0, sir. Iz there any harm if I wers

“Any harmn " apluttered Mr. Hacker,

“"We ore allowed to walk up the
viver after class, sin,” sondl Vernon-
Smith. "1 might have done so if 1
Ladn'y had lines.™

Hacker ahinos gurgled.  Mr Quelch’s
pindet oves searched the Bounder's fueo
with & yery penetrating ook, 1le read
vothing thwre but a mild surprse, Bt
My, Quelel was well aware ol 1he ¢ool



unscrupulonsnesa of that member of his
Form in desling with o beak. He dio
not expect the scapegrace of the
Remove to follow the example ot
Ceorge Washington when he was being
called over the coals! '

“You have heard what Mr. Hacker
has said,” said Mr, Quelch quietly.

“Mr. Hacker must be mistaken, sir.
I don't see any harm in going up the
towpath if I did, but I have been doing
my lines."

‘You wuntruthful young raseall™
asped Mr. Hacker. “You ars per
sctly aware that I caught you on tha
Enwinth, reading a racing paper and
smoking cigarettes—and that you dared
to trip me up to make your escapa.”

Vernon-8mith stared at him. Then
he locked at his Form-master again.
. "I can only say, sir, that Mr.” Hacker
18 making & mistake!” heo said. “1
don’t know why he should fancy that it

was I. I've been doing links ever since
class.™

Mr Quelch's eyes glinted.

“Thiz afterncoon, Vernon-Smith, T

gave you two hundred lines for disorder
in the Form-room 1" he rapped. **You
state that you have been writing lines
ever since class "

"¥Yes, sir 1"

“In that case, as 1t is an hour or
more since class, you must have made
very considerable progress with your
lines,” zaid My, Queleh grimly.

" I—1 haven't Anished them, sir.”

“1 thought not!" said Mr. %uelch
with intensifying primness. "o to
vour study at once, Vernon-Smith, and

ring ma all the lines you have
written, '

“Vory well, sie."

The Bounder went out quietly
Quelch’s face was grim, and Mr
Haucker's eyes gleamed.

The young rascal was fairly caught |
He had stated that he had been writing
lines since class. He had to show u
the lines he had written, Obvicusly, if
he had been a mile from the school half
an hour ago he could not have written
very many since he had got back.
Twentv or bthirty at the most would bo
the sum total that he could show—if he
had been a mile from the school half an
bour ago |

“The unscrupulows young rascal 1™
spluttered Mp, Hacker. palpable
falschood—"

“Vernon-8mith is not & scrupulous
boy I" said Mr. Quelch. "“DBut he is
now condemned out of his own mouth.”

Herbert Vernon-8mith returned o the
gtudy. He laid a sheaf of impot paper
on his Form-master's table.

“Theze are the lines I have done so
far, sir!" he said meekly.

There was & very curious expression
on Mr. Qualch’s face as he examined
the lines. He counted them with
meticulous care. The total was one
hundred and forty-four.

Mr. Hacker's eyes followed Quelch’s.
A look of angry perplexity came over
the Apid Drop's face.

There was s deep silence in the study.

The Bounder waited.

Quelch looked at him. Hs looked at
Hacker. Ha looked at the lines. A
good hour’s work, at least, lay on the
fable before him. Quelch coughed.
Hacker grunted,

“You may take your lines, Vernon-
Smith. and complete them !™ said Mr.
Queleh ar last.  ® For the present you
mn:‘l gﬂ- LE)

The Bounder went.

In Quelch's study the twoe mastors
lonked at one another.

Hacker's lips shur hard.

“It was, then, the other boy 1" he
gaid, " Is 1t known whether the other
boy 15 our of gates, Mr. Quelch #"

EVERY SATURDAY

“He iz certainly out of gaies1”

“Then there is no doubt,” said the
Acid Drop. *“I leave this matter in
vour hands, Quelch [V

Mr. ?uelch, left alone in his study,
frowned thoughtfully. IHerbert Vernon.
Bmith, the scapegrace and bad hat of
his Form, had ﬂfmn clearad—clearad by
tha very test that Quelch himself had
applicd! If the offender was not
Vernon-Smith, it was his double. That
waz a very painful reflection for Mr.
Quelch.

R T

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Benefit of the Doubi !

€ DEUM "
Bertie Vernon, in the ranks
of the Bemove, answerad to

his name as it was called,

Mr. Quelch was taking the roll in
Hall, and some of the fellows noticed
that he.glanced up and fixed his eyes
on the new junior for a second as he
answerad “ adsum !

It was known i1n the Remove that the
new fellow was up for a row.

Vernon himself, who had come in
only just in time for roll-call, did not
seemn to be aware of it

Harry Wharton & Co. could not help
re-ﬁar:img him curiously. Plenty of
fellows knew, by that time, what had
happened to Hacker—and what had
happened was a matter for a Hogging,
at least, if not for the sack. But Bertie
seemed perfectly unconcerned.

Yet—if he had tri{;p-ad Hacker on the
towpath—ha must be aware that the
Acid Drop would be raging; and that
soripus trouble awaited him. And the
Famous Five, as they loocked at him in
Hall, felt a doubt creep into their mind.

It scemed clear enough that Smithy
had been in the House. Bertie had
certainly been out of gates! But they
conld not help remembering that, on at
least one occasion, Bmithy had coolly
made use of the resemblance between
him end his cousin to land Bertie in
& row. omithy's feud with the new
,L'uninr was bitter and unrelenting: and

mithy was not a scrupulous fellow
when ﬁﬂ had his back up.

Harry Wharton glanced round at the
Bounder—an wondered  whether
Smithy had wangled it somehow.
Smithy was asz deep as a well, he knew
that; and not likely to hesitate at much
to get out of a scrape. Landing his own
misdoings on his double was more likely
tti: amuse the Bounder than anything
E 5,

“"Dd vou go to Courtlicld, Vernon 17
the captain of the Remove asked in a
lmﬁ valcs, as Quelech went on with the
roll.

“Eh? Yes! Quelch gave me leave,”

“Did you come back by the tow-
path "
“WNo; I pot the motor-bus back to the

corner of Uak Lane ™
“0h " murmured Harry.

“Haven't you been ou the fowpath?”
asked Frank MNugent.

£ J-""Eﬂ prr

£d {]h !!J
turn.,

Vernon stared at them, apparently
surprised by the inguiries

“Bilence 1" called out Loder of the
Sixth.

And no more was said in the Remove.

After roll, Vernon was told {o follow
his Form-master to his study; amnd. as
he wont in the wake of Mr. Quelel,
Harry Wharton tapped the Bounder on
tlhe arm.

“Was it vou on the towpath, alicr
all, Bmirthy ' he asked guietly.

The Bounder raised his eychrows,

murmured Nugent, in  his

7

“How conld it have been when 1 was
in_my study, wnt-ingh lines?” he asked.
“Think a chap can be in two places at
once ! .

“If it was,” said Harry unheeding,
“it’s got landed on Vernen.”

“Dogar man,” said Smithy, * I should
be so sorry if Vernon pot into & rowl
I'm so fond of him."

“Then it was you?" said Harry.,

“Waan't I in my study writing
lines1” smiled the Bounder. * But sup-
pose—just for the sake of argument, and
without prejudice, as the lawyers say—
suppose a fellow was spotted by a beak,
do vou think that fellow would be ass
enough to let himself be walked in to
a ﬂug‘qing. if he had a chance of getting
clear?"

“Well no: but—-="

“(f course, mectually I was in my
study writing lines,” said the Bounder
blandly, * Quealch has seon the lines—

retty good proof, I thinkl But if 1

d been that ¢hap on the towpath, I
should have cut, just as that chap q’.q,
and tried my hardest to prove an alibn
and let Quelch think that the Acl
Drop had made & mistake—as he 80
often does."

“Yes; that's all very well, but in this
case, 1t was bound to land on Vernon,
as he's so like you o

“That'a his misfortune—net m
fault I said the Bounder coolly.
never asked him to butt into my school
amnd take all these riska, did 1? Think
I'm going te worry about him{"

“1 suppose not. But—"

“ What did he come here for?” said
the Bounder bitterly. *Ia Greyfrisrs
the only school in the kingdom? We've
loathed one another from small kide—
e wasn't ten years old when he got m
back up with his Vernon swank, and {
gave m a Smith jolt that damaged his
nose that he was turning upl He
shouldn't have come to my school I

“His uncle sent him here—he had to
come if he was sent.”

“His unele should have picked out
some other school, then! Do yon think
that if I pet landed in a eerape I'm
going to stay in it becauss the fellow
has butted into my school, who happens
to logk like me 1™

Harry Wharton was silent,

“We used to see a lot of one another
as small kids,"” went on Vernon-8mith,
“We were always being taken for one
another then. After that, I never saw
him for years, and almost forgot the
cad. But we couldn’t be together again
without mistakes of that kind cropping
up! Is it my fault?”

“No. But—"

“Captain Vernon jelly well knew it,
too, when he sent him here " added
Vernon-Smith, “ He had some reason
for it that I can’t understand., The
fellow never wanfed to come to my
school—I'll =ay that for him! Let hnn
ask his precious uncle to send him to
another school—that will put an end to

v I-,’

“Well, I suppose Captain Vernon had
gome veason,” said Harev., " He lives
i tlus neighbourhood now, at Lantham
Chase—that may be 11—"

* Redeliffe School 1= nearer Lantham,
if that's it—and Higheliffe tsn't much
farther off. St Jude's 13 quite 23 near.
Ile had his choice of two other jolly
decent sehools—both nearer Lantham.
But Ehla ’ih?-:] to tend him heve—to stir up
trouble 1”

*(3h, that's ror!” said Harry im-
patiently. “1 dare say Captain Ver-
ton B Fc:w.;;nllnn vour exiztence whon

e

he sent him re. "
Do voul®" sneercd the Bounder.
was  alk

“ M hen N tell O this—I
Lomibam Chase ane alievnooh, dodging
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Loder—and Captain Veroon came ob
-ma, &nd took me far his precious
nephew, and talked to me! I told you
that at the time. Now I’ll tell you
something he said. He said—thinkin

I was his precious Bertie—that he

a special. reason for mn&.mgnllum to the
same school as his cousin ith, so he
must. make the best of it, or words to
that effect,™

“0h I” said Harry,

“I've often wondersd what that
!Pacial reason was|” eneered Smithy.
“1 own up I can’t make it out—but I
don't trust that coffee-celoursd hbalf-
g:y’ taptain an inch. He's landed

rtie  Vernon. here, knowing there
would be trouble—if the cad doesn’t
like the trouble, let him get outi”

#It's awkward for both of you,” said
Hearry slowly. “But it’s worse for
Vernon than for you, as you kick over
the tracet and Vernon doesn’t! You
must have been up to something when
Hacker collared you on tha towpath,
and whatever it was it will be shoved
on Vernow now—unless you 2ee him
clear I

The Bounder laughed.

. “How can I see him olear when I was
in my study at the time writing lines I
be asked banreringly. _

“Oh, 'rats!” said the eaptain of the
Remove. grufHy and he turned away,
loaving the Bounder laughing.

Bertio Verinon, in the meantime, had
followed Mr. Quelch to his study.
Thera he stood under the searching gaze
of the gimlet eyes, wondering why he
was wanted,

Mr. Quelch was
moments looking at him.

last,
know

¥ Eﬂﬂ
Vernon 1"

“No, siri"” answered Bertie.

M. Quelch coughed.

“ About two hours age, Vernon, Mr.
Hacker found a Remove boy on the
towpath; smoking and reading a racin
paper. This boy tripped him up, an

silent
He spoke at

why you are here,

then escaped! It was either you or
your cousln in my Form.”
&ck and bitter look came over

Bertie Vernon's face.

“1t was pot I, sir I he anawered. “I
do not emoke, and I am not interested
in tacing. papers, and I have pot been
on. the towpath, ™

“It ﬂpﬁem‘ﬂ clear, Vernon, that Ver-
non-Smith was in the House at the time,
srd-had not left the school aince class.”

Bertie’s lips curled contemptuously,
But he made no reply. f ¥

“The matter is extremely sericus,”
said Mr. Quelch, “The junicr in ques-
tion actually tripped up & Form-
master ! Mr. Hacker had no doubt at
first that it waes Vernon-Smith—he is
satisfied now that it was not,”

It was not I, sir,”

Mr. Quelch drew a deep breath.

“T shall do my hest to believe you,
Vernon 1" he said quietly. “Your
obusin np]peara to _be cleared in this
matter: he certainly cannot he ad-
judged guilty. If he was not the hu;
concerned, you must be. And yet—="

There was a long pausa,

“1 cannot help thinkinE that: there is
a doubt in the matter,” the Remova
master went on, at last, “and I shall
give you the henefit of the doubt, It is
8 most awkward situation, for Mr.
Hacker is, n&turaﬂﬁa very much in-
cenmed, - But—" paused again.
“ But——-*"

“I can only g‘iﬂ'ﬂ- you my word, sir,
that it was not I 1™ said the new junior.
“Very well, Vernon; you may go.”
Bertie Vernon went, with set lips |
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Lost 1
bl NY for Smithy 7 asked
A Rl S
i ﬂ-'!! fﬂt AsE I:I'I-

“0h, really, Smithy=——*

ﬂ:lp.ry “p II?

Billy. Bunter, in morning break, was
blinking at the letter-rack when a Re-
move fellow came along, and teck a
letter down.

At those ourt answers, however,
Bunter ceased to blink at the letter-
rack, and blinked at the Remove fellow
instead, with a wreathful blink.

Em}l.t‘h? was never fearfully polite—
but this was unusually and gratuitously
uncivil, even for Smithy |

“Wall, gou needn’t bite a fellaw’s
head off, Smithy 1” snorted the fat Owl.
“* Any fellow would tell a fellow whether
there’s & letter for a fellow, when a
fellow’s a bit short-sighted, and a fellow
knows it! And after all I've-done for
ii:rll.l_t—kﬁépllﬁg it dark, and all that,

1

“You fat owl, T'm nct Smithy|”?
ma%péd: Bertie Vernon.

“0h ™ gasped Bunter,

He rtealized that it was Smithy'a
COUEIM.

“Well, 'tain’t my fault you're so like
the other bBeast,” he said. “ Whichever
beast. you are, you oan tell a fellow
whether there’s a letter for a fellow,
when a fellow's short-sighted! I'm
expecting & postal ordep——"

“There's no letter for you,” grunted
Vernon.
“0Oh, blow 1" eaid Bunter.

Evidently that celebrated postal
order, so long expected, had not yet
arrived. 3

“Vernon, taking no further notice of
the fat Owl, opened his letter, and
Bunter blinked st him inqguisitively.

Bunter was always deeply interested:
in what did not concern him, Likewise,
there was always the possibility that a
fellow had a tip in the letter—and if a
fellow had = tip, there was a sportin
chanee of an impecuniouz fat Ow
raising & little loanto tide him over till
hiz postal order came.

“That from vour uncle at Lantham
Chase?” he asked.

* Find out 1

“Ehf¥ That's why I asked yout"
explairied Bunter, blinking at him.

“¥You fat ass!"” gaid Vernon. “Can’t
you ever mind your own businessi"

“0Oh, really, Vernon—>"

“Dry up, for goodness' sake !

Bunter gave a snort! The fellow was
shirty, just because Bunter had taken
himm for Smithy! Bmithy always got
shirty in the same way when a fellow
took him for Vernon! Bunter was fed
up with the pair of them!

Vernon, unheeding the fot Owl, took
& letter from the envelope. From the
folded letter he took a small oblong of
eardboard, _

Bunter blinked at it!

“What's that?” he asked.

”%I;. don't bother [*

“ Beast 1"

Bertie Vernon turned away with the
letter in one hand, and the ticket in the
other, He had been going to read his
uncle’s letter, but he seemed to want to
Eﬂ to a safe distance from Billy

unter's entertaining conversation frst.

Bunter rolled after him.

Y 5aY, seon Maulyv ¥ he squeaked.

“MNol" snapped Vernon, over his
shoulder.

“Well, look here, if you're going up
to the studies, see if Mauly’s in his
gtudy, will yout? I don’t want to go u
all those blessed etairs for mothing |

want to see Mauly speocially, before
third schogl—"

“0Oh, shut up 1™

“Beast I” hooted Bunter, as Bertie
Vernon went up the staircase

Jt was very annoying to Bunter! As
his celebrated postal order had not
arrived, he wanted to see Lord Maule.
verer in break. On the other hand, he
did not want to negotiate the staircasa,

unlesa it was absolutely necessary,
Bunter did not like stairs! He had too
much weight to earcy up.

But the next moment, the frown

faded from Bunter's fat brow, and he
grinmed.

As Bertie Vernon ran up the stairs,
8 long leg appeared round the curve of
the polished oak banisters.

Some fellow was sailing down the
banisters—a performance which was
stricily and aevereli; forbidden: but in
which réokless fellows sometimes ins
dulged, all the same.

Bob Cherry was specially liable to ba
rather thoughtless in such matters

That broad, polished banister tempted
Eob very often |

Bob liked to start at the top, sitti
astride, and shoot down, and jump gﬁ
in the hall below ! But as that was
liable to. land a fellow under the eyes of
authority, it was more usual to sheoot
off at the landing, which was less open
to publie view.

“He, hey he 1 cackled Bunter, greatly
amused.

Had Vernon been walking upstairs, it
would have been all right. But he was
running up guite quickly.

The consequence was that he reached
the first landing before he observed
that & junior was sailing down the
banister; and Bob. shooting off at the
curve, saw him too late to think of
aveiding him,

{rash !

It was a really terrifie collision:

Bob Cherry gave a spluttering gasp,
and tumbled over on the landing.

Bertie Vernon gave a startled yvell,
and rolled off the landing, rolling down
the lower stairs,

Which amused Billy Bunter fearfully.

“He, ha, he !” chortled Bunter.

This, in Bunter’s opinion, just served
the besst right.

‘Bump. bump, bump!

“Oh evikey I” gasped Bob Cherry.
He sat up, on the landing, gasping for
breath, and stared down at the rolling

juntor. “0Oh, mwy bhat! SBorry—oh,
crinnbs [
Bump, bump!

Bertte Vernon, hardly knowing what
had happened to him, sprawled at the
foot of the stairs. A letter flew in one
direction—a eardboard ticket in an-
other—unheeded!  Vernon sprawled
and gazped.

“He. he, he 1™ cachinnated Bunter.

“Jh 1 gasped Vernon. “Ow ! Ha
zat up dizzily, " What silly fathead—
ow | What g!ithering idigt—oooogh 1

Billy Bunter's .eves gleamed hehind
his spectacles! The [Mittle cardboard
ticket had fallen almost at his feet. The
fat Owl promptly put & foot on it !

Vernon would be hunting for that
ticket, as scon &z he got his breathl
Let him hunt! This struck Bunter as

funny 1

Bob Cherry scrambled
running down the stairs
breatiiless Vernon a hand up.

“ Sorey, Smithy—" he gasped.

*You fool!”

“Oh! I mean Vernon! Sorry, old
bean—awfully sorry I bowled you over—
I never saw you——" )

Vernon stood on hia feet, gasping and
panting. He was bumped and breath-

u]‘::i and came
e gave the
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** Get out ! "’ ordered Tom Redwing, throwing the study door wide open.
tea-ing with Smithy, not with you ! "

less, and had rather a collection of
aches and pains,

“You utter idiot 1™ he gasped. * You
blithering chump [*

“(io it ! said Bob.
feel bettor—"*

“You howling ass! I've dropped a
lotter, and a theatre ticket ! snapped
Vernon, * Help me look for them ™

“YWhat-ho ! said BDob. " Hallo, hallo,
halle! Here's a letter [ He pici;ed up
the lerter, and handed 1t to the new
junior, “Seen a ticket lying about,

untee ? " .

“Eh¥ What sort of a ticket 7" asked
Euanter,

“A theatrs ticket, Vernon saya!
dropped somewhere about

“I can't see it1"” said Bunter, blink-
ing round him earefully through lus
big spectacles. Which was perfecily
true. The keenest vision could not have
detocted  that  theatre  ticket  while
Bunter's font was planted on it.

Bertie Vernon leaned on the bip
ecarved oaken newel-post at the four of
the banister, panting for breath, while
Bob Nhunted for the lost ticket.

Loder of the Sixth came along—for-
tunaiely too late to witness the start-
ling happening on the statrs.  Perhaps
he suspected something, however, for
he gave Bertie a very sharp loolk.

“What's up here?" he snapped,

1 shippad on the staireaze™ answered
Bertie, “1 twobled down 1

Which was guite a truthfal answer,
though 1t savoured, perbaps, more of
the wisdomw of the serpent than of the
inneserl dove.

*Clumsy young ass 1™ grunted Loder,
amd he walked on.

“He. he. he 1" chuckled Bunter. “If
Loder konew you'd been shding down
the hamsters, Cherry vou'd ger six ™

“Ehur oap pes ! Much ﬂhlig‘ml

“If it makes you

It's
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Vernon, old bean!” said Bob., "I'm
r&ull;;' fearfully sorry 1 bowled you
over.”

"1 suppose you can’t help being a
blitheriug 1diot [ gruuted Vernon.

Boby laughed, and resumed his search
for the lost ticket.

Billy Bauter watched him with cheer-
ful interese through his big spectacles.
As Bumter did not move the foet that
covered rhat lost ticket Bob did not
look like having much luck in his
search.

“Blossed H I can see it!"” said DBab
at last. " SBuve you dropped it, 1
suppose

“1 had it in my hand ! It must he
soanewhere 1 said Bertie.  “ What the
dickens has become of 119

Having rvecovered his breath a litile.
he Joined Bob in the search.

“Can’'t you belp, Bunter, yon fat
thffer ¥ glemamded Bob., “Thisle wou
look ornminental standing there like a
stalue of a prize porker¥”

{0, veally, Chepry—"

Dilly Dhoater duld ot lend assistanee
in the search. Ele couldn’t, wilhout
revealing the tteket bidden under hia
font ! He looked on with a2 fo grin.

Two or thiree other fellows, however,
canw along and helped.  Then the bell
for thivd <chonl rang, and they all
started for 1he Form-room.

“You'll huvee to look for it
Vernon” saul  Baob,
for Forn.”

Bertie guve an irvrifated groot,

II was mivsierions, where that ticker
bach pot to! The letier had been found
easily enoungh.  The theatre  tickot
socined  to have vanished inlo space.
b i was impossilde 1o cavey on after
the hell rang for sehool. e gave it
upp for 1he prezent, and followed Bob.

Lo o Bonter 17 Boly Cherey

later,
“Can't be lale

**Shan't ! " saild Bunter, independentl
** Do you wanl that fat Trog here, Smithy ¥ ' asked Redwing.
alone ! ** snapped the Bounder Irritably.

L1} [‘I‘m

“ Oh, fie him

callad back to the fai Owl., “Can’t you
hear the bell?! Deaf, as well aa lazy ¥
“I'm coming 1" called back Bunter.
Dut the fat Owl Logered, grinning,
tll the others were gone. lThen he
stooped and picked up the ticker! He
blinked at it and sead:

“COURTIIELD THEATRE ROYAL.

“ Matinee, Wuedneasday,
"No. 10, Row B.¥
[t was a ticket for the theatre at
Courfield, the  following daoy.
Evidently, Captain  Vernon  had

abtained it for his nephew and sent it
in that lener,

filly Booter, grinning, slipped it inte
bis waisteoat pochet.

After third sechool Vernon woulidl he

i ing For that ticket again,.  He was
le=s likely than ever to hind it!
Billy  Bapter prinoed as he rolled

away 1o the Remove Form Room! If s
fellow conkidn't be etvil to o fellow, a
feliow conld hant for his theatre ticket,
arel L blowed to him! That was how
Billy Draner looked ar 10l T'hat ticket
war nol going to e found in a hurery |

o —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Awkward for Quelch !

(2 ENEY'S for 1! murmueed
Bob Cherry.
Bomwe of 1the Reniose

fellows grinned.

Henry—otherwise,  Hoory  Samnel
Quelch, master of the Remove—-was
late.

The Rewove were golliered &t their
Form-room door, ready for the Forme
master 10 et them in for thied echood.

Tue Magwer Lipnapy.—No. 1635,
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But Henry had not arrived—though
be was not far away. The juniors
could hear hia wvolice—just round the
corner, up the ﬂurri{i}ﬂh—-—allernﬂ.t.ing
with the acid tones of Mr. Hacker.

The Acid Drop had caught Quelch on
Ih-uiz way to the Form-room and stopped
1.

Henry was, as Bob expressed it,
for it!

Most of the Remove fellows knew

what the trouhle was. Hacker, the day
befora. had come in dusty and dis-
gruntled, demanding justice on & dire
offender. Justice had not been done.
Heacker was about the last man in the
wide world to furget or forgive such a
griavanco, When the Acid Drop had a
grievance he was more prone to norse
it, and brood over it, and make the most
of it. than to forget or forgive it.

And, really and truly, the matter was
serious;, A Form-master had been
tripped up! It was & dire offence; and
in Commeon-room the dther beaks all
agread that it was dire! [n Hacker's
opinion, it was not merely dire—it was
a thing to make the skies fall | It was
calculated to upset the stars in their
courses ! That such an offender should
escape punishment—the direst punish-
ment—was  unthinkable, to Hacker.
And so0 far, the offender had escaped !

“Listen to the band!” murmured
Skinner.

The sharp, acia tones of the Acid
Drop floated clearly down the corridor.

“1 fail to understand you, Quelch 1
I entirely fail to understand your
attitnda!  Aw T to understand thaet it
is your view that boys of your Form
may be guilty of the most unexampled
outrages with impunity i

“Certainly not, Hacker! Most cor
tainly not!™ came Quelch's wvoice.
“But we will diseusa this another
time! At the present moment my Form
ie wuaiting—and deubtless your own
Are——

“We will di=cuss the matter here and
now. Quelch! I have expected to hear
from you that that young ruffan—that
youn hooligan—was  adequatel
putished! [ have hesard no suc
thing 1"

e 'ﬁhem is a doubt in the matier——"

“I sea no room for doubt! The bo
of your Form who attacked me—
repoat, attacked me—is known. His
name is Veryon 1™

* Meverthelose——*

* [ sdmit that, at the time, I supposed
the boy to be Vernon-8mith, who
resembles him very closely! Your own
investigations proved that Vernon-
Bmith svas in the Housge at the time])
The other boy, therefore, was Vernon |7

"It would seem eo. But——"

“1 demand that this boy ba taken
to the headmaster and reported to him
for an assault upon a memhber of the
ataff ! If you desire to rerain the
matter in your ewn hands 1 will consent
to that, on condition that the punish-
ment be adequale, But it must be
adequate I

M Another time, Hacker——"

“There iz no time like the presont,
Quelch ! Understand me—pray under-
stand ma clearly, I will not =ubinit
te acts of rullianisim on the part of
Remove boys. 1 desire you 1o under-
stand that with the utmost clearness,

Mr. Quelch 1*

“1 mp-eaﬁ Mr. Hacker, that an
elament of donbt existsl Jusiice shall
ba done:; but ¥ can run no risk of in-

justice, © And now, eir, I must go to
my Form.™

‘1 repest, Quelch——*

“And I repeat; Mr Hacker, that |
must go to my Form.”

With that, Msr. Queleh whizked round
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the corner and appeared in sight, leav-
ing Hacker to make the best of it

Remove fellows who bhad been grin-
ning carefully ceaszed to grin as Henry
Samuel Quelch appeared.

WQoeleh had a heightened colour and
& glint in his eyes. It was no time for
grinning en the part of hia Form.

The maove weot into their Form-
room with very serious fates.

The Diounder’s eyes had s mocking

Iumer in them. Bertie Vernon's

rows were knitted. The rest of the
Remove regaided the doubles of the
Farm curigusly.

Cune ot them had tripped the Acid
Drop! Which?

Sinithy was the likely man for such
an exploit. DBut Smithy had proved—
or zeemed 1o have proved—that he had
been within gates at the time. Vernon
wat less hikely; but Vernon had been
out of gates at the time, snd might
ﬂasil& have besn on the spot. It was,
as Hob Cherry had remarked, .a case
of paying your money and t.ak}ng your
choice,

It. wae a most unsatisfactory state of
affarrs for Mr. Quelch. With all the
evidence against the fellow he helieved
innovent, and in favour of the fellow
he believed guilty. he was in a very
difficult position.

Third lesson did not immediately
begin. Mr Quelch stood regarding his
Form with gleaming gimlet ayes,

" Before we conunence,” he said, *1
have & question to put to my Form |
Can any hoy present tell me, of his
own knowledge, that Vernon-Snuth did
Em lesve the school afrer class yester

aF-:”

Billy Bunter gave a little jump.

Nobuody else seemed to have taken
any inrerest in the Bounder's proceed-
Ii'\%s after e¢lass on  Monday.,  But
Billy Bunter, for reacons of hi:z own,
had been interested. He had waiched
Simithy go hefore he ventured to raid
the jain tarts in Study No. 4. Bunter,
at all evvents, kpew that Smithy had
gone out—likewise. Bunter knew the
secret  aud surreplitious manner in
which Bmithy had returned.

o one answered Mr., Quelch!

He had hot asked whether any follow
knew thar Vernon-Smith had gone out.
Notling  would  have induced Mr.
Qilunh:h to place a boy of his Form m
the position of & sneak ! He had only
ashed for evidencoe in  favour of
Smithy! If any fellow knew that
Smirthy had nor gona out there was no
reason why bhe should not say so.

But nobody, evidently, knaw.

“Redwing ¥

*Yes, sir ™

“You share Study No, 4 in the
Remove with Vernon-Smith, Were you
not in your study after class?”

“ Yen, sir, for a few minutes. Vernon-
Smith was there then|” said Tom.
“Then I went down to the cricket nets
with 1he other fellows, sir]! But I know
that Swmithy—I mean Vernon-8mith—
did his lines, sir! A lot of fellows saw
them—we went to the study after Mr.
Hacker came in."

“Lan you tell me, of your own know-
ledge, that Vernon-Bmmith remained in
hiz study 7% )

“Not of my own knowledge, sr!”
rdmitted Redwing reluctantly.

“0h erikey P murmured Billy Bunter.

* Bunter 1 :

“Nht 1 didn't speak, sirl” ex-
vlaimed the fat Owl in alarm.

Quelch’s gimlet eves, which bad been
searching face after face. fixed onm
Bumier's far ceuntenance. Never had

they sepemen so much like gimlets.

“Do vou know anything of this
maiter, Buntar
“Oh, no, e 1™

“Did vou see Vernon-BSmith in his
s{.udrq after Redwing had left him
there®

“No fear ™ &ﬂﬁeﬂ Bunter.

Only too well, the fat Owl knew that
Smithy had not been in that study when
he had annexed the jam tarts

The gimlet eyes lingerad on Bunter|
Then, to the fat Owl's relief, they
passed to other faces.

There was a brief silence.

“Wery well; we shall proceed ! said
Mr. Qualch at last,

And the Remove proceeded.

The matter had to be left whers it
was |

But 1t wag ﬂl‘lg too certain that the
Acid Drop would not consent to let it
be left where it was! Really, 1t was a
most awkward position for Quelch.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Tea for One !

LY BUNTER rolled inta Study
No. 4 in the Remove after class
that das with a cheery grin on
his tat- face ’
Tt was 710t yer tea-time and Smithy
atid Redwing had not come up!
Bunter had!

The fat Owi ensconced himself in
Smithy's comfortuble armehair,
stretehed out hiz (a1 little legs, and

waited-—and grinned.

Bunter hau come to tea

Many & wme and oft wonld Bunter
have hiked to tea in rhat study, whieh
was like unto a land flowing wirh milk
and honey  But there was alwavs, o to
speak, a hon i the path—in the shape
of Smithy's hoor

Other RHemove men might tolerate the
fat Owl with more or less chenrrful
resignation—perhaps remembering  the
ancient text that one shonld aulfer fools

ladly. But Smirhy was too hard a nut
or Bunter to crack!

Now however, the fat Owl ensconend
himavlf 10 the study, really as if 1t be-
longed to him. He seamed no longer in
unedsy dread of the Lounder’s boot,
Exen when footsteps in the passape
annouticed that the owners of the study
were coming up. Bunler did not stir
from the armchair  He waited cheer-
furll

erhert Vernon-Smith came in with
Tom Redwing Doth of them stared af
the far Owi o the avmchair,

Bunter gave them a cheery nod.

“YWhar rhe thwnp do you want?®
asked Vernon-8mith., * Never mind
whtat you wanr—get out ™

“Ind you say get out P asked Bunter,

" YVeg—and sharp ™

“(th, all nght!” Bunter sat up and

blinked at Smithy through his big
spectacles.  * All right, if you don't
want me here, Smithy! I'm wot the

chap te butt in where I'm not wanted 1"

Tom Redwing laughed.

“Well, roll away like a good barrel 1
hre zaid.

“'ve got something to say to Smithy
first 1" explained Bunter.

“Cut it short I grunted the Bounder.

“Don’t be shirty, old chaf) 1 I only
want to tell you that it's all right.”

“What's all right, you hlithering
owl 1" i ]

“1 mean, I'm keeping it davk 1™ :aid
Bunter, with a fat wink, "You arked
me to, aod I said I would: and I'm a
man of :ny word, T hopel Of course,
if Vernon was up for a row, it would he
different. But that's all right! I'm
keeping it absolutely dark, as you asked
me, ofd chap.”

Vernon-Smith eanght his breath. e
stood looking at the fat Owl with
ghittering eyes.
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Tom Redwing looked from one to the other. What
Bunter was driving at was a complete mystery to him, It
was no mystery to Smithy.

-Billy Bunter's fat brain was net quick on the uptakel
Ho had slmost forgotten Smithy's startling and unexpected
ingress by the box-room window, and had not connected
it with the affair of Hacker in his fat mind till Quelch
mentioned the matter in Form.

Bunter had guessed at the time that Bmithy had
been up to something out of gates; it was not really hard
for even the obtuse fat Owl to guess that, in the
circumstances. )

Nuwl he had quite a clear idea of what Smithy had been
up to

PEmith;.r, he realised, had been making out that he hadno’t
left that study. Certainly he had not been there when
the fat grub-rzider of the Remove annexed his tartal

As the Bounder stood silant Bunter favoured him with
anather fat winl.

“Relv on me, old chap ! he said.
I sav, does Redwing know?"

“VWhat is that fat nss talking about, Smithy " asked
Tom Redwing, ;

*Oh, really, RBedwing——" _

Verncn-Smith breathed hard and deep. Billy Bunter,
at that moment, was in danger of being hooked out of
the armchair and booted round the study. But the Bounder
restrained that natural impulse, )

“Well, what about tea?” asked Bumier breezily. “1i
voui fellows want anything cooked, I'm syour inanl! I never
was a fellow to slack ! Lake me to help®”

Tom Redwing gave him a fixed look and then set the
study door wide open.

“(iet out!” he said hrieﬂd}' : _

“8Bhan't 1" said Bunter independently. " I'm tea-ing with
Swuthy, not with you! If you don't like my company, gel
out yourself”

Redwing looked at his chum again.

“Do you want that fat frog in here, Smithy " he asked
gquetly.

“You know I don't!" snarled the Bounder.

“Well, out he goes, then!”

“1 zay, Bmithy——"" squeaked Bunter. o

“Oh, leave him alone!” snapped the Bounder irritably.

“Smithy can have a pal to tes, Redwing, without asking

“1 san keep secratsl

h
vou.” said Billy Bunter defiantly, “You mind ryour
Ewn t:::t&iﬂfss! %.’hat are you butting in for, I'd like to
(RGO W, _
Tomw Redwing looked from one to the other again; then,

without & word, he left the study.

Billy Bunter grinned.

“Good riddance to bad company,” he remarked
“ Blessed if 1 know how you stand that chap, 8mithy! No
manners—no manners whatever.”

“You fat fool I”

*“(h, really, Smithy—" ] .

“Bhut up 1™ said the Bounder between his zet lips.

Billy Bunter blinked at him,

“1f you want me to astay to tea, Smithy, you'd better be
civil ¥ he said with dignity. *Otherwise [ shan't stay |
I haven't told anybody that I saw you go out yesterday—-"

“You saw me?” )

“He, he, he! I had an eye on you!" grinned Bunter
“1 ain’t going to mention it. Why should I? You can
tell Quelch that you were sticking in this study—you jolly
well weren't here when I ecame in—he, he, he! If vou
were, | didn't see you—he, he, hel PBut don't worry,
Smithy! I ain’t going to tell anvbody that you got in at
the box-room window ! Why should I?”

The Bounder stood looking at him in silence.

“Quelch might like to know 1™ grinned Bunier, " But
don't vou worry—ID'm no sneak, Somthe! The Acid Drop
would like to know! He, he, bel [ say. old chap, it’s
jolly useful to have a double entry in the Form, ain’t it?
Nobody knows which of you 1t was that tripped up the Acid
Drop! They can’t whop the two of you—and they can't
find out which it was! He, he, he!”

Bunter was greatly amused. =

“1 suppose you'd own up if ther gat Vernon for it !" he
went on " Any decent fellow would—1 know 1 should!
But they can't get anybody—so long as ther don't know
vou were out of gates! T'm keecping that dark. Smnithy,
old chap—rely on me! 1 say, shall 1 get tea?”

The Bounder did not answer; and DBunter, apparontly
taking sitlence for conzent, rolled to the study cupboard.

That study eupboard was, as nsual, well supplied !

Bunter's aves beamed through his spectacles at the array
ool things.

zav. Smithy, are we having the jam for tea?” he

of

ashked.
Receiving no answer the happy fat Owl again took
stlence for consent and lifted aut the jam-pot,

(Cantinued on next page.)
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“Marmalade, too, Smithy 1"

No reply!

Q%'[:t tame the .I'pnm]‘;n].u:d&. i :

1] Ba we re Daving this calke,
Emirh; ?P'Pﬂ

The Bounder was still dumb.

But silence was taken for consent
again, and the cake was landed on the
study table.

oy soe you've got doughnuts I” went

on Hunter, “T always like & few
doyghopts at teal What asbout it
Bmithy 1"

Bunter did not seem to need answers.
He lifted out the bag of doughnuts:

“Shall 1 open the sardines, gmil:hj F i

Bunter opened the sardines.

“What about the cream puffs,
Benethy 1

The cream pufls joined the other
good things on the table,

“Like some biscuits, Smithy "

QOut came the hiscuits.

At that point, Billy Bunter ceased
his operations on the study cupboard.
E? had come to the end of the supplies.

*Not s bad spread I he remarked,
bhinking at the piled table. “PlI
stand you one, Bmithy, when I get a

hamper from Bunter Court! I say,
where are you going, Smithy "

Slam !

The Bounder was gone.

Billy Bunter was left alone in hie

glory, as it were. He blinked n sur-
prise at the door that had slammed
after Herbert Vernon-Smith.
i Well, my hat!” ssid Bunter
*Talk about manners! Asking a
fellow to tea, and then stamping off
and slamming the doorl mithy’s
manners are the limit, I must say—
the ebeolute limit! Pig!”

Bunter, it scemed, was going to have

no company to tea in Smithy's study
But really;, he preferred the spread o
the company. BSmithy's mdnners, an
doubtedly, were deplorable; but the
spread was good, and Billy Bunter aat
down ti:l it with ﬁﬂn&id&tﬂb]ﬂ satisfac
tion. It waa a happy, sticky, shin
fat Owl that tea'd in Study Na. -I—E
sll on his ownt
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Asks For It !
1 HAT'S upit”
Herbert  Vernon Smith
asked that question as he
_ came down the stairs.

Something like a search was going
on.

Three or four fellowz on the stairs,
and three or four more in the hall
below, were hunting up end down and
round ahout.

Vernon-Bmith did not notice, for tha
moment, that Bertie Vernon was
among them, as Vernon was stooping
to scan a corner by the stairease.

All the Famouz Five were there.
They had come down after tea to find
Vernon and Peter Todd and one or
two other fellows in search, and had
good-naturedly joined in.

Bob glan up at the Beounder, as
the latter paused on the stairs, looking
at the search-party.

“A jolly old theatre ticket, lost,
stolen, or strayed!” explained Boh.
“Lost in  break this moring, and
can't be found ™

" Queer where it ecan have got tol*
seid Harry Wharton. It can hardly
have blown awayl But where the
dickens 15 1"

“The ﬂuaerl‘ulnﬂm is terrific! re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Bomebody must have picked it wp,”
paid Frank Nugent.

“Well. anybhoddy who found it would
THe MaGRET LiBRARY.~No. 1,635.
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stick it on the board for the owner to
teke, I suppase,” serd Bob, “'Tain't
there Join up. Bmithy, and lend a
harmd the meore, the merrier!”

“Oh, afl rght [

St_mit'hj h not come down in &
?‘Oﬂd temper.
rom assault and battery on the fat
Uwl of the Remove before he left
Study No. 4. B8till, he did not mind
lending a2 hand in & search for a lost
article.

" Where was it dropped ! he asked.

“Either on the stairs. or close by,
for a cert,” answered Beb. “Vou
see, Vernon had it in hia hand, eoming
up in. break, when I biffed inte him|”

“Yernon 1

“Yes. I was sliding down the
banisters. and sent him %j‘iﬂg‘-ﬂﬁﬂ- it's
up to me to find the dashed thing, if

I ean 1
“Is it Vernon’s?™ sneerad the
Bounder. “1 shouldn't have thought

that he could afford theatre tickets

Bertie Vernon rose to his feet, and
looked up over the banisters at his
relative, his eyes gleaming.

Harry Wharton & Co. gave the
Bounder expressive looks,

Everybody knew that the Vernons
werg poor and the Vernon-Bmitha rich,
but even the Bounder was not bounder
anu:n-u?h to sllude to that circumstance,
but for the fact” that he was on terms
of bitter feud with Vernon.

“Oh, shut that, 8mithy |¥ exclaimed
Harry Wharton; "Can’t you he decens,
even if you don't like a fellow 7

“Let him run on!”® said Vernon,
with bitter contempt. “The fellow
can’t help being a purse-proud out
gider [

The Bounder's face flamed. He was
belf-ashamed of the teint as soon as it
was uitered. Bui Bertie's reply roused
all the rancour in hs nature,

You vaerty-strir:ken cad " he
snarled * You—*

“Vernon-Bmith 1”

The Bounder broke -off suddenly at
the sound of his Form-master’s voice

Mr. Queleh was coming towards the
spot, doubtless to inguihe what was
going on there, He came at a rather
unfortunate moment for Smithy.

“(Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry.

“Bome fellows ask
mured Johnny Bull

Mr. Quelch vustled up. and stared
&t the jumor on the staircase with
thunder in hiz brow,

“Yornon Bmith!*  be
“How dare yout"”

The Bounder gave him a sullen look.

“How dare you utter so malicious, so
mean and cowardly a taunt, addressed
te another Remove boy?” exclaimed
Mr. Quelech, “Have you no self
respect, Vernen-Smith "

The Bounder's echeeks burned. He
did not reply, and the other fellows
looked on in silence, Bertie with a
Hushed face.

Mr. Quelch raised his hand.

“Go back to wyour study, Vernon-
Smith, and write one hundred lines of
'\F]r%ﬂ!” ke said, “Bring them to
me before you leave the House |V

Vernon - 8mith, breathing  hard,
turned and went slowly up the stairs,

Mr. Quelch's ﬁzrim and angry glance
followed him till he disappeared.

Then the Remove master turned to
the erowd of juniors.

“What ia all this?” he asked. “Why
are all you boys gathered here?”
Vernon's lost a theatre ticket,”
ex?laimd Harry Wharton, *“We're
heping him look for it, sirl”
“Very well; lose no time in finding

for 1t1* mur

exclaimed.

e had barely refrained

it,” =aid AMr. Queleh. “You must nok
gather here in a ecrowd 1™

“Better chuck it,” zaid Bertie, as
the Remove master rustled away.
“1t'’s not here. Somebody. must have
picked it up. I suppose 1 shall hear
of it sooner. or later.”

YSorry, old bean,™ said Bob. *All
myg fault, really!”

“It's all right. Whoever's found it

won't stick to it suppose,” said
Vernon. *“ What ' about pg spot  of
cricket 7™

“Good egg!®

And the juniors cleared offi—much
keener on a spot of cricket then on
continuing the vain search for thsat
elusive ticket

Herbert Vernon-Smith went slowly
wp the stairs with, & black and bitter
E'x-greg;smn on his facs,

Smithy bad intended to eross over to
the tuckshop for tea—not caring for the
Faseinating society of William George
Bunter in his study—with practice at
the nets to follow. Mow he had to go
u and write linea— all through

ernon !

Vernon-8mith ecould hardly blame
Mr. Queleh for. having  come down
heavy. But be did not think of blaming
himsell.

The fauit was. Verton's—and
Vernon’s unele’s] The lellow was a
thorn in his side And why had he
come to Bmithy's school at all?

Of all the scheol: in the kingdom,

why should Captain Vernon have
spm:al!ﬁ selected Smithy's school for
his nephew t

That old femily feud would never
have heen revived, and would have
been forgotten in the course of time,
if Bertie Vernon had not come to
Greyiriars,. Why had he come?

He¢ had barged in where he was not
wanted--where he had no right, in
Smithy's opinien Now he had landed
Smithy in another row!

With a black brow. the Bounder

went -back to the Remove passage,
But he paused as he was passing
Study No. L

He had a hundred lines to write,
and Bunter was in Btudy No. 4, guzz-
ling. He wes strongly tempted to go
along to Study No. 4, pitch the fat Ow]
out on his neck and hoot him down the
assage. DBut Bunter’s knowledge of
15 procecdings on  Monday was the
weak spot in his defence—the chink in
his armour  Buster. at present. was
not to be booted |

He tramped into Study No. 1, and
snt down at the table to write his lines
there.

Wharton, Nugent, and Vernon had
one down to the nels with the other
ellows, and he had plenty of time to
get through his hundred lines before
they came in.

His brow was dark as he sat and
seribbled Latin, with Harry Wharton’s
Virgil pmp%n::d up agaiust a  Latin
grammar before humn.

Smithy, to do him justice., had had
no intention of landing that row with
Hacker on his doonble. He had simply
done the best he conld for himeself -
the monent of danger. withost think-
ing, or caring, what might happen to
his double if he got clear himself, [If
a fellow whe looked exactle Tike him
choze to barge 1nto his sehool, he could
take hiz chance!

Now. however—now that Berhie had,
as he regarded it, landed him in
another row--he rather hoped that

Hacker would push the matter further,
A whopping for Vernon would be a
sprt of makeweight for the lines for
Veornon-Smith !

And the Acid Drop was the man to
push it further. He was not the man



Hacker swung the struggling Vernon-Smith over, twisting him face down on the chair,
fron on the back of his neck, he laid on the cane.

to let such & nu!iaril; escape unpun-
ished, if he could help it

Swiithy was safe enough, Had he
not proved, by the production of his
lines, that he had. not left his study
on that oceasion? Ouly Bunter knew
different.

Quelch was well koown in the Re-
move to be a downy bLird. But downy
as he was, Quelch -iid not suspect that
the Bounder kept a stock of lines by
him, ready for emergencies.

No suspicion had crossed Quelch’a
mind that Smithy had drawn on that
sceret stock for the occasion. It had
not aceurred to any of the Remove
fellows—even to Redwing

Nevertheless, [:tlia:m.{k of fellows sus
pected that Smithy had wangled the
matier  semehow.  Quelch, he knew,
suzpected it—that was why Becrtie was
ler off.

Sinithy wanted his tea. He wanted
te get down to the cricket. He had
1o stick in a study and write lines ino
the polden June sunshine. It was &
eomfort to him, in his prezent mood,
ta think that Hacker would not let the
maner drop; though, if Quelch refused
ta carcy the matier further, he could
not guess what the Acid Drop would
dn, or what he could do, unless he took
the nratler into his own hands. ‘

The Bounder grinned at that idea.
Ele was plad to think, in his present
pwoad, that Haeker mirght.  Lle was
destingd to foel less glad shortly.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Justice on the Offender !
masfer of

DRACE [TACKELR,
]" the Bhell, tapped ab  Mr,

Queleh’s study door, opened
it, and looked in.
e Acid Drop's face was grim.
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Swipe, swipe, Swipe !
Kieking.

He had not spoken to the Remove
master sinee the morning,  He had
been waiting to hear from Quelch.

He had heard nothing. Now he was
coning to inguire. And he had cowe
in his most acidulated tewnper.

Mr. Quelech glanced up at him with
& rather worried and troubled brow.

“Pray eome in, my dear Hacker!"
he said.

Flis dear Hacker did not como in.
He only stared in.

“I am here, Queleh, to ask a oies-
tion,” said Ar. lacker ieily. *“Ias
the bov who wssaulied mwe on the tow:
path yesterday been punishoed ¥

“I have said, Hacker, that there ts a
doubt i the water™

Y [How long, ™ asked Mr. Ilacker sar-
casticatly, 15 this doubt to continue "

“It iy diflicult to say,”™ answered Al
Queleh. ™1 quite realise, Hacker, how
vou feel abom this maetier. 1 share
your feelings,  Bog——"

“13v the west which vou vourself
apphied, Me, Quelch, it was demon-
strated that the boy YVernon-Smith had
not left the House.™

“MNo doubt. But—"

“It was, thercfore, the boy who re-
sembles him s¢ closely who attacked
me on the towpath.™

“1 am not wholly eonvinced——"

“It appears, Mr. Queleh, that you
are very diflicult to convinee, when it
15 a question of administering justice
in your Lorm,” said DMr. EHacker
L terly.

“ My, ITacker ™

“In a word, sir, is the boy to be
punizhed, or not?"

“1 must lake time o

WMe, Tlacker waved a bony hand.

“1 texive 1o hear no more, sir.”

And Hacker sicoped back, shutiing

““ Let go ! " roared the Haund’er,
* Have you gone mad, or whai ¢ "

13
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Holding him there, with a grip of
yelling and

the door after him, leaving Mr. Qualch
the most worried and troubled master
on the Greyiriars staff.

The Acid Drop went to his study.
There he selected a slont cans,

His lips were bitterly set, his eyes
glinted. [le gridppcd that cane.

Quelch refused to punish the delin.
guent. It was futile to appeal o the
headmaster.  In matiers of Form dis-
cipline, Dr. Locke left each Form to
its Forp-master, If Quelch said there
was cdoubt in the matter, the Head
would take it as a matter of course
that the Remove master knew what he
was falking about in a matter eon-
nected with the Remove.

Hacker still had aches and pains in
his bony knees. lle had been tripped
up by a cheeky and reckless junior,
and that jumor was lo escaps with
ity —ilhint  was what it  boiled
down bo. )

He was not going to escape with
teprun il v,

Hacler waz going to see to that.

If Quelch refused to punish the eul-

rit—whose guilt was demonstrated by
auﬂlch'n own test—Hacker was going
ta take the law into his own hands,
Quelch could make the best of that.

With the cane under his arm, Hacker
quitted his study and went to the
stairs. Ile went up the stairs.

About tea-timme & good many of the
Remove were likely o be in their
gtudies. If Bertie Vernon was, Hacker
had him. _

If not, he had to postpone the casti-
gation until & move favourable oppor-
tunity. But that that castigarion
should be administered, the Acid Drop
was bitierly and acidly determined.

(Canrinued on page 16.)
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Vernon-8mith dodged, and jumped
on mis Ravar ! ...:
r .| -.".1

Lasde, =%
w

(Continned Iﬁ‘EiPm page 13.)

Ha
did not want to ecastigate one fellow

He had to be ecareful, of course.

in mistake for another. Having
already made such a mistake with the
doubles of the Remove, Hacker in-
tended to be very carveful, |

He kuew which was Vernon's study.
The new junior shored Study Neo. 1
with Wharton and Nugent. But to
make sssurance doubly sure, he called
tc a Bemove boy on the Remove
landing.

“ Bolsover 1"

Bolsover major stared round, won-
dering what the Shell beak wanted in
the Remwmove guariers.

“*Yes, sir,"” he answered,

“Kindly tell me the number of Ver-
non's study ™

“* Vernon's, sir?! Btudy No. 1—frst
study in the passage,” answered Bols-
over major, staring )

“Do you know whether Vernon is
there now, Bolsover?"

“1 don't know, sir.”

“Very welll"

Mr. Hacker walked on into the Re-
IMove passage.

The door of Study No, 1 was partly
o,

A junior sat at the table within,
writing lines,

He did not look up as Hacker
reached the door. He did not hear
Hacker coming.  Hacker was seldom
heard coming. Ile had a stealthy step.

‘The master of the Shell stood look-
ing i, ﬁrurily. This was the [ellow
b wanted.

{0 his looks Hacker could not have
undertaken to say whether he was
Vernon or Vernon-Bmith., But as he
was silling at his lines in Vernon’s
study, there was no doubt in the
loairer, .

llacker, paturally, knew nothing of
Billy Bunter's feast of the gods in
Brathy's  siudy. He coul have
wnagined no reason why a fellow who
had a study of his own should =it in
anather fellow's stuwdy to write lines.
No such thought crossed his mind.

Hé pushed the door farther open,
antl stopped into the study.

Then ‘-Iernun-smilh locked np.

ITe started at the sight of the master
of the HBhell. He jumped to his feet
ard =tarcd al him.

Hacker lhrew the door shut.  The
cane slipped dowy inte his hand,  He
stepped towards tho startled Removite,

“You young raseall™ said Mr
Hacker. “Bend over that chair this
instant, or I will take you by the
collar "

*What the thump do you meani™
roared the Bounder. “Do you think
you can cane me? What—"

“T am going to cane you, and with
the greatest severity—ior your ruffianly
gciion on the towpath yesterday,” said
Me. Hacker grimly

And he grabbed at the junicr's
eollar with bhis left, swishing the cane
in hiz right.

Tue Macker Tarnary.—No. 1,635

Hacker
go ‘i gripped his collar.

THE MAGNET

followed him and

up,
yelled the PBounder.
ave you gons mad, or what?"
Flacker did not answer that question.
He swung the struggling Bounder

L8 t Eﬂtll

s over, twisting him face down on the

chair from which he had risen,

Holding him there, with a grip of
iren o 1%9 back of his neck, he%aid on
the cane. 3

Swipe, swipe, swipe! -

The Bounder rcared and yelled and
struggled and kicked He was as
much amazed as angry at this extra-
ordinary ouibreak on the part of the
master of the Shell. It did not occur
to him for the moment that Facker
was taking him for Vernon. He was
too srartled to think of that, or any-
thing olse. )

Bwipe, swipe, awipe |

The cane fairly rang. Hacker had
& bony arm, but thera seemed to be
gorne tnuscle in it

“ Leave off, you old fool 1" yelled the
Bounder.

Swipe, swipe, swipe !

The study door was RAung open, and
Bolsover major stared in.

He jumped at the sight of the master
of the Shell whopping 2 Bemove man,

“Oh crikey " gasped Bolsover,

“What's up?" shouted three or four
voices along the passage, 1

“I'he Amd Drop's whopping Ver
non 1" yelled Bolsover major.

As it was happening 1 Vernon's
study, Bolsoyer naturaliy fell into the
same mistake as Mr. Hacker.

“Oh, me hat "

“The Aecid Drop!™

“Cheeky ass !

“ Somebody ought to call Quelch 1™

“{h erumbs ¥

Swipe, swipe, swipe! rang from the
study. .

A dozen startled faces stared in at
the doorway.

Vernon-Smnith, writhing and strug-
gling on the chair, yelled and howled
and roared frantically.

But Hacker's left piuned him there,
and Hacker's right wielded the cane
with tercific vim! There was no escape
for the Bounder.

Swipe, swipe, swipe |

It was & .ull dozen. [Iven then
IHacker did no! stop. FHe was getting
raticr  Dreathless with hizs exertions,
but he laid on & couple more—perhaps
for luck !

Hwips swipe |

Thern, panting, [Hacker relcazed the
Bounder and stepped hacle

Vernon-Smith rolled off the chair,
velling  He serambled up, frantic with
rage.

“That,” gasped Mr. Hacker, ™ will

be a warning to you, you )I'uun rascal i
You descrved to be expelled for trip-
ing a [orm-master!  Buot that, ab

east, will ba a warming to vou ™

“1 wish I'd tipped yon info the river,
vou old fool 1" velled the Bounder,
beside himself with rage.

“What 1" gasped Mr. Hacker. He
was breathless, but he waz not taking
that! Up went the cane again.

Swipe, swipe!

Smithy got two across the shoulders.
He got a third as he leaped for the door,
A fourth just missed hun as he barged
aut—but 1t was not wasted; DBolsover
major gob 1t and uttered & yell that
woke aﬁ the echoes.

Hacker, tired but satisfied, tucked
the cane under his arm and walked awajy
to the stairs,

A hiss foliowad hitn from some of the
Remaovites,  which  the  Acid Drop
alfeciod not 1o hear.  Ile went down

the stairs, satisfied that justice had been
dotie-~as ingeed, owing to the Acid
Drop's mistake, 1t had !

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for the Acid Drop |

6 ERNON I
‘,ﬂ' “Yes, siri”
Mr Quelch coughed.

Bertie Vernon watted.

He had been called into his Form-
master’s study. and he was in flannels,
as he had come away from the cricket,
There was a faintly sullen expression on
the face thav was so like the Bounder’s.

Trouble wa: coming—and it could
only be on account of his double. He
had nu other troubles at Greyfriara.

From the bottom of his heart Bertie
Vernon wished that his uncle had not
sent hitn to Smithy’s school. He wished
that even tmure fervently than the
Bounder did. He had foreseen that
there wouls be trouble and strife—and
it nad not been long in coming. ]

He could not understand why Captain
Vernon had been adamant on that
point. In all other matters, his uncle
studied his wishes carefully and affee-
tionately. Only on that one point he
had refused to listen to argument.

Quelch coughed again—and yet again.
Obviously he had sent for WVernon
hecanse he had something to say to him.
But he seemed 10 find considerable diifi-
culty in saying it.

“Veruon,” he went on at lask, “Mr.
Haoker has just spoken to me again—
concerning the occcurrence on the tow-
path yesterday afterncon. The inatter
cannot rest where it is. Mr. Hacker,
very naturally, 15 not satisfied to allow
it to rest where it is. And yet M

Another cougrh.

“I am bound to say, Vernon, that I
take wyour word,” said BMr. Quelch.
“The position 1s & very extraordinary
one, for, to all appearance, Vernon-
Sputh  has  cleared himsell in  the
matter. And yet——"

Onece more Quelch coughed.  Un-
doubtedly the peosition was a very
peculiar and a very dillicult one,

“I have decided,” said Mr. Quelch at
length, “to place the matter before the
beadmaster, amnd leave it to his judg-
ment. I cavnot do less, in view of Mr,
Hack:ar‘a attitude. At the same time,

Knock !

The door epe.asd.

Mr. Quelch ‘broke off, frowning, a8
Mr. Hacker stepped into the study,

The waster of the Shell had a cane
arm,

nnder his atd was breathing
rather hard

“I have come here to tell you,
Queleh-—""he Legan, without for the
motent ooticing the junior in the
study.

“I have alveady decided what steps
o tuke in this troublezone matter,
Hucker,” tnterrupted Mr. Queleh. * Oune
af the bovs coucerned 13 present here,

oud I will send for the other e

My, Ilacker '‘glanced at Bertie. Ile
had ne doubt that 1hiz was Vernon-
Sinith, as be had—so he believed—just
come down eier caning VYernon in
Vernon's study.

“There 13 no need to take any further
steps in the matter, Mr. Quelch,” said
the Acid Drop grimly. "1 have already
taken steps. A:s you declinegd to deal
with the offender. I considered myself
entitled, and jus ified, to deal with him
myself.”

“What "

“This hoy "=Hacker made 8 pesture
towards the staring junior—"js not
poncerned i the matter, as he hLas




proved to my satisfaction, and, I should
imagine, yours, that he was a mile away
from the spot when the attack—the
assault—the act of ruffianism—was per-
petrated [ ]

Me Queleh blinked at him.

“I1 fail_to understand you, Mr.
Hacker! Do {.Ou mean to say that you
are satisfied that this boy is innocent
in the matter 1*

“Certainly 1 do.”

“I am .grm:l to hear it!” said Mr,
Quelch, *“In spite of the evidence, such
is, my bhelief. I am glad that you
agree with mel"

It was Hacker's turn to blink.

“1 do pot fellow you, Mr, Quelch,”
he said *“1 wes eatisfied yesterday,
as vou appeared to be, that Vernon-
Smith had nothing to do with it—"

"*E&mutlﬁ-ﬂnglth a4

“ Ves—this D}L—-—-—-—”‘

“My dear Hacker, this boy ia
ﬂﬂt_'_‘”

“Pray allow me to complete my re-
marka{ Quelch! I repeat that I felt
myself justified in dealing with the
culprit as you refu to do 0. I
have caned him.”

“Mr. Hacker |"

“1 have caned him,™ said Mz, Hacker
deliberately, * with the greatest severity.

have just returned from his study, Mr.

nelch, where I caned him! I take
the first opportunity of telli ¥ou
frankly what I have done~—what gon-
sidered mfvaeli fully justified in doing,
in view of your extraordinary attitude
in the matter.™

" You—you—yon have—"  Quelch
peemed afflie with a stutter.

Bertie Vernon could only stare.

“If you choose,” said Mr. Hacker,
“to lay the matter before our chief,
am prepared to meet you in .Dr
e's presence and justify my action,

I am prepared to state that, as you

refused to punish Vernen, in uhplta of
his {rllllt being as clear as daylig :
“V-V-V-V-Vernon I stuttered Mz,

Quelch.

“1 took the matter mto my own
hands,” went on Mr. Hacker, heedless
of stuttering. “I ghall justify my
action to the headmaster if you care to
lay the matter before him. I have
caned Vernon with my own hands——*

“Mr Hacker—*

"Wil you allow me to Bnish? And
I may tell you this, sir—as I shall cer-
tainly tell the Head if the matter is
laid before him—that so far from there
being any doubt in the matter, the
offender confessed—"

* He—he—he confessed ¥

“1In very insulting terms——but he con-
fessed, sir! The words he actuall
used were that he wished he had tippeg
me intc the river! I pave him some
extra strokes for such insolenece, sirl
Mevertheless, his words, insolent as the
were, placed the matter beyond all
doubt.*

“Bless my soull” said Mr. Quelch
faintly.

“"You may take,” said Mr. Hacker,
“any steps you please, Mr. Quelch|
Justice has been done! Let us, if you
choose, proceed at once to Dr. Locke.
I repeat that I am prepared to justify
to our chief m* action in caning Vernon
of the Remove—=>"

“You have not
shricked Mr Quelch.

“I have certdinly done go, and with
the greatest severity =

“‘T'hiz boy is Vernon 1"

caned ¥Yernon ™

”Eh ?.u

“This is Vernon |"™

L2 "“rh,'ha*?h

“If wvou bhave caned anyone, you
havi caned Vernon-8mith” gasped
Mr Quelen " You bhave made a8 mis-
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take; sir. I dell you this boy is
Yerson |
* J—=[—1-~—— Ahsard! I[mpossiblel!

The boy was in Vernon's study.
Vernon's study is No. 1 in the Remove
made sure of that. T found him
thera [ It was Mr., Hacker's turn to
stutter now ™ You—you—you say
Nonsensal ‘This boy s Vernon-
Smith—*"

“This boy is Vernon I*

" But—but I—J—*

“1 assure yco, sir, that I am
Vernon 1" said Bertie meekly. “I
can't imagme what my relation was
doing “in my study. but if you caned
anyone there. it certainly was not 1

I ?_Im Eernﬂn. ;il;l.” 1
acker goggled.at him! He goggled
at Quelch! He goggled at P'iTﬂe.rm:rn
again., The Acid Drop’s head eeemed
to be turning round.
“But—if this bo

established thar he was rhe guilty
party [" he sturrered. "It was—was—
was established that Vernon-8mith was
nat tha guilty i)ur:tyl But-—hut—but
the boy whom caned in s Remove
study has admitted his guilt. 1 repeat,
sir, that he said, or rather shouted, that
he wished he had tipped me iuto the
river ! In his insolence, sir, he let out
the facts. But if—if he was not
Vernoy—""

“He cm-taini;r was not Vernon !*' said
Mr. Quelch. “Vernon is here! This
132 not a ia-.ulfhing matter, Vernon 1" he
added sharply.

Vernon was grinning |
ta suppress the grinl

“On! Yes sir—I mean, no airl”

Mr. ?uelnh vose to his feet. Hacker
was still goggling. Never had the Acid
Drop been se utterly taken aback and
fabbergasted. He had.caned the wrong
follow ! On the other hand, the wrong
tellow’s gwn words proved that he was

s

is Vernon—it was

Bur he tried

the right fellow! It was vather
bewildering.
“Mr. Hacker,” szaid the Reomove

master, ‘I should certainly lay o very
serigus complaint before Dir. Locke for
vour unwarrantable intervention in my
‘ormy !  But it appears that by vour
blundering—""

S

“ By yvour bungling, Mr. Hacker——"

My, Queleh 1™ v

“By your utterly inexcusable bun-
gh]:g_ Im a mattor tfmt was out of your
province, yoit  have  accidentally
brought the facts to light in this very
?m'p exXing matter, and punishment has
allen on the right shoulders. Tor this
veason, I zhall averlook the matter—"

“I am fully prepared to ju-tify——"

“I ropear, Mr. Hacker——"

“And I repeat, Alr. Queloh——"

“Vernonl How dare vou laugh!
Leave my study immmediately ! Shot
the door afrer you! 1 repeat, My
Hacker—" '

Bertie Vernon, grinning, faded away
down the passage, %eavi:rg the two heaks
gtill going strong.

E——T

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Begs For It !

i SAY. vou fellows! Is
Sinrithy *V
“Don't you know him by his
swoet smile 1 asked Bob Cherry.

“Ha. ha. ha!l"

The Houunder's look as he came into
the Hag was far from sweet., Never
had the Bounder of Greyfriars looked
s0 black and hitter.

Every fellow in the Rag was langhing
—ainl there was more laughter as the
scowling Bounder came in.

The news of the Acid Drop's qucer

that
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mistake, and itz 211l queprer outcome,
was all over the Hemobe,

FPlenty of fellows had suspected that
Smithy was the man who had tripped
Hacker; but so carefully had he covered
up his tracks, that nobedy expected it
to be brought home to himn.

HNow it had come out| Hacker, in the
belief that he was whopping Vernon for
that dire offence, had whopped Bmithy
-—and 1n his rage, Bmithy had blurted
out the truth, The right man, after all,
hed paid the pipor—owing toé Hacker's
hung:lfe. And the Remove fellows voared
over it | It struck them all as fearfully
funny. ]

Queleh had sent for Bmithy; but only
for a jaw. Bmithy bad had his gruel—
quite a severe dose] Quelch only added
jaw—but it was a long and scarifying
jaw. SBmithy, as he came into the Rag,
did not look as if he had enjoyed that
conversation with his Form-master |

Laughter was heard on all sides. It
made the Bounder's scowl blacker, if
possible,

Billy Bunter blinked st him, and
blinked round at the laughing Remov-
itee.  Bunter had just reolled down to
the Rag and, for once, did not know
the news |

After that gargantuan feast in the
Bounder’s study, the fat Owl had rolled
away to his own to take a rest—which
e really needed | When at length the
fat junior came down to the Rag, he
found a crowd of Remove fellows thers,
discussing  the extroordinary episode
in Study No. 1, and chuckling over the
24 me,

Then Smithy came in,

What the merriment was ahout,
Bunter did not yet know. Some
tremendous joke zeemed to bo an, which
he had missed.

“1 say, you fellows. what's the joke 1

asked Bunter.
“Bmithy 1" answered Bob.
“Ha, ha, hal"”
“The jokefulness ia  terrificl™

chuckled Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.
“Had & nee talk with Queleh,
Bmithy 1" asked Bolsover major.

“"Go and eat coke!"” snarled the
Bounder. ;
“You jolly well asked for it

Bmithy,” chuckled Skinner. “What the
E!iulég’ns did you stick in Vernon's study
or

“1 thought it was Wernon that the
Acid Drop was whopping when I saw
him there 1" said Bolsover major. ' So
dicdd Hacker! Ha, hal”

“I say, Smithy, have you been
whopped ¥ asked Bunter,

The Bounder looked round at him
and gave the fat Owl an absolutely
deadly look. It was through DBunter
that he had gone invo Wharton's study
to write s lines—and as Wharton’s
siudy happened to be Vernon's also,
that disastrous mistake had arisen,
Billy Bunter was really the cause of the
whole disaster !

“¥eos, you fat worm, I've been
whopped 1™ said Vernon-8mith, bis eyes
glinting at the Owl of the Remove,

“Weil, you're the fellow to ask for
it, ain't you?" said Bunter cheerfully.
“You're &always up to eomething,
Smithy | Did it hurt? You look asf
it did. He, he, he!"”

Herbert Vernon-Bmith glanced round
the Rag. A ruler lay on the table—a
rather thick chony ruler. He picked it

U
Bok Cherrly moved between him and
the fat Owll Smithy evidently was in
a mood to take it out of somebody, but
if he had s[:}lected Bunter, Bob was
quite prepared to put o stopper on.
“Chuck that, Smithy !" said Bob.
“Mind vyour own business, von fool |#
Tae Maagner LiBrary.—No. 1,635,
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“Don't be an ass, Bmithy!” said
Bob sharply. * Leave Bunter alone!™

“He, be, ha! Don't you worry!"”
grinned Bunter. "I ain't afraig ol
smithy I I'd dot hi» nose as soon as

look at him 1™
“Bhur up, you ass|"

“Bhan't! Think I'm afraid of
Smithy " sneered Bunter.  “ You may
be! I'm _not!l Fat lot I care for

Bmithy ! You can mind your own busi-
uess, Bob Cherry I

“*What 1"

“Think I want a fellow to look after
ie?"” sneered Bunter. *Hardly ! You
fellows may soared by his rotten
iemiper | I'm not! Yah ("

Bob gave him an expressive look and

stepped awayl If Bunter wanted it,
he could hava it. ‘

Bunter blinked cheerl at the
Bounder. Bunter was full of beans!

Quite unaware at present that the whole
affair had come to light, and that it did
not matter & straw to Smithy now
whether ha told all he knew or not,
Dunter was still in the happy belief
that he had the upper hand!

“You ean scowl!"” he went on.
addressing the Bounder. "Fat lot I
care for your scowling! ¥ah! I'm not
going to give you away! I said I
wouldn't, and I won't! But you know
what you'd jolly well gat if I did! I
ean tell you, you'd better be civil,
Smithy %f you fancy you can cheek
me, I can jolly well say—Yarooop !

Smithy's left hand gripped Bunter’s

collar | His right brandished the ruler,

Whop t

“¥arooh! Leggo! Beast! 1 =ay,
vou fellows=—"

Whop !

“0Oh crikey] Leave off 1" roared
Bunter. “¥ou whop me agam, you
beast, and I'll go straight to %e!ch
and say—— Oh crikey! Ow! Yow!
Yow 1"

Whop 1 :

“Yooo-hoop! Make him leggo!™

yelled Bunter, squirming frantically
under the whops of the ruler on his
tight trousers. “Yarooh! I say, Bob,
old chap— Cherry—-="

“T'm minding my own business!”
remarked Bob.

Whop 1

“Yarooh | Legg;u! Chuck it ! Beast |
I say. if you don’t stoppit, I'll tell all
these fellows that it waszs you who

tripped Hacker—""
Whop 1
“Wowl Yow!l I'll tell them 1 saw

you getting in &t the box-room window
vesterday, if vou don't stop it " yelled
Bunter.  “I'll tell them you weren'
in your study when I went there——
Yaroop! I'll say out plain—— Wow I
Yowl Owl”

Whop 1

“¥urroop! Oh crikey | Dragg;inmﬁ' i
shrieked Bunter. “ Oh jiminy [

Whop 1
] ;I’il go to Quelch if you don't stop
1 iy

* ¥oooooop |

Vernon-Bmith threw the ruler on the
table, and pitched Bunter on the foor.
Then he stamped out of the Rag,
leaving Bunter yelling.

The fat Owl sat up.

“Ow, ow! Wow!” he roared. *“I
say, you fellows, it was Smithy that
hipped Tracker—I mean, that tripped
Hacker! "1 jolly well knowl “Enwl

Yow! It was Smithy all the time—
Yow-ow-ow | Wow|”

“Ancient history I” chuckled Bob
Cherry. ;

“Ha, he, hal”
Trae MaoNer Lmnary.—No. 1,636
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"Eh?”. Bunter blinked, ‘1 say, 1
was keeping it dark for Smithy—-"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Now I'm jolly well going to tell
evervbod "

“Fla, ha, ha 1" vellod the Removites,

“1 mean it 1" gasped Bunter. * Catch
me Keeping 16 dark for him atber this

k g it dark for hi fter thisl

I'l jolly well tell evervbody that it
was Tracker hipped Bmithy—I mean,
it was Hipper smithed Tracker—I
mean, Smithy trapped Hicker—*~

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 mean, Smithy tripped Hacker!
I'll jolly well tell all Greyfriars—"

“All Greyfriars knows already!”
roared Bob Cherry, “You're late with
the news. old fat man! 8o you knew

all the time, you fat fraud, and von
were keeping it dark | Boot him round
the Rag, vou fellows I¥

* Hear, hear "

“Go it

¥ :!.‘.I.ﬂ.,_ ha-.. hﬂ-l”
_ Billy Bunter departed from the Rag
in haste.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Ticket for Sale |
HY OU fellows like Sh?kespeam b

“Bhakespeare t’
“Yes. Great poet, you
know—Swan of Avon—im-
mortal bard—and all that!” said Billy
Bunter.
Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at
Bunter.
Tt was io break the next morning
that the fat Owl made these surprising
and extraordinary rematks.

Hitherto Billy Bunter had displayed
no appreciation whatever of the genins
of that pgreat man William Shake-
speare,  In the hiterature elass, indeed,
he was fearfully hored when Shake-
gpeare was on the bill of fare. Onlv a
gimiet eye kept Bunter awake at such
times.

Now, for the first time in history,
Billy Bunter was full of enthuszstasm on
the aubiect of William Shakespeare,

“Wonderful man, you know!” went
on DBunter, blinking at the astonished
Co. through his big spectacles. * Look
at his lovely poem, the Elegy in a
Country Churchyard—"

“Ia, ha, hat"

': Flessed if I see aoything to cackle
at !’

“The Elegy in a Country Church-
yard happens to be Gray,” said Harrvy

harton.

“Oh, 1 dide’t mean the Blegy in a
Country Churchyard! I—1 meant the
Wreck of the Hesperus,” said Bunter
hastily.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And—and other great works,” went
on Bunter. “Such as the Merchant of
Hamlet—"

“The whatter?"

“And DMuch Ade about Julius
Cmgapr——-"

“Oh ¢orikey I

“And the Midsummer Night's

Winter's Tale, and all that—"
L 1] H'Elp -[H

“Shakespeare iz an education in
himself,” said Bunter *Every fellow
ought to know all about Shakespesre,
Beeing a Shakespearce play uplifts the
mind-—at least Quelch says so, and 1
suppose he knows——"'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That's why I'm offering you fellows
the chanece,” explained  Bunter,
“Thera's a Elmll:esﬁear@ play on at the
Courtfield Theatre Royal this afternoon
—I forget whether it's the Merchant of
Hamle: or King Henry the Tenth—

one of them, anyhow Which of you
fellows would like to got'"”

“Well, we'd all like to go, more or
less,” said Harry Wharton, staring at
the fat Owl. *“What are you driving
at, fathead 1"

“I mean, I've got a ticket for the
matinee,” explained Bunter.

“ Wha-a-at 1"

The Famous Five gazed harder at
Bunter. They had not heard whethar
Bertie Vernon had found his fost ticked
vet or not; but, from Bunter's state-
ment, they rather pguessed that he
hadn't—but that Bunter had.

“It's the sort of thing wou fellows
would like,” said Bunter persuasively.
“Highbrow and aplifling and intel-
lectual and all that, You're fearfully
intellectnal, Wharton"

“Thanks ™

“Sort of thing sou would like, with
your enormous intellect,” said Bunter.
*“1 don't eare so much for Shakespears
myself; but, then, I haven't got your
immense intellect, old chap."

*Pile it on |” gasped Harry Wharton,

“I'm not flattering wou, old fellow,
because I want vou to bur that thestra
ticket. Nothing of ihe kind!" ex-
plained Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha{”
~ *The fact is, I want to give you an
intellectual treat, you being such an
intellecinal fellow. I've seen you read-
ing Shakespeare without having to. I
dido’t think you were =2 silly fool
wasting your time.™

“Oh erumbs

“Nothing of the kind! I—=I admired
vour intellect,” said Bunter. “As
aoon as I got this theatre ticket [
thought, * Wharton's the man; he's 5o
%I?“y intellectual he's bound to lika it.*

hose very words.”

*And where did vou get the theatra
ficker 7" gasped Bob Cherry.

“Oh, I never found 1p—"

“Ha, ha, ha ™ .

“Of course I never found i1 It
came in & letter—my Uncle (George
sent it to me speciallv! It's a five-bob
ticket, but you being a pal, Wharton,
old chap, I'll let you have it for half-a-
crown,” said Bunter. “Nothing mean
about me, I hope! What about it, old
fellow?” -

:Huthing about it, thanks!”

mean, You being so  intel-
lectual *  urged Bunter. " Look
here, what about two bob?”
* Mothing about two bob 1™
“"Well, what abous you, Nugent!?
SBhakespeare, vou know! You're an

intellectual chap; not a fathead, like
YWharton e

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Try Vernon with that ticket ! sug-
geated Bob Cherry. “He might like
it! In fact, I'm prette sure he would I

“Oh! Um! No, I—I—I don't like
the chap; I'm not geing to give him a
treat. Naturallr, f think of my own
pals first. 1 say, you fellowa, T nant
one of vou to have it. 1 could sell i6
easily enough if it wasn"t Bhakespeare,
If it waa the pictures. I'd go myself.
YWhat about you, Bull#**

“¥You fat frump ™

“1 s=ay, what ebont you, Inky?
Thera's 2 wgger in one of Shake.
speara's plays; i.'-::u'cl like that!” said

unter temptingiy.

“¥ou terrific fathead "

“The fact 13, I think thia is the play
with the nigger ir it: think it's
Othello the ﬁarchant of Hamlet—"

“No takera!” said DBob Cherry.
“¥ou'd really better try Vernon ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous
Five in some exasperation, A live-bob
ticket for the afterncon performance at
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**Cad ! ** sald Billy Bunier. ** What #id you ask fellows home for, if you couldn'i afford a tea P ** Bertie Vernon made a
movement towards the fat Removite, and Bunter dodged behind the Famous Five.

the Thrarre Roval, Uourtheld, was
rather o cawh. True e play was
Bhakespeare . but, on the other hand,
he was willing to ecll the ticket at
hali-price !

As Vernon's uwnele had  sent  that
ticket 10 Vernon it appeared that
Boevte was a follow with 4 taste for the
claszic drana.  But there were difficul-
tiez in the way of offering that ticket
to Bertie. The fact that it belonged
to him would have caused awkward
ness |

That ticket had now reposed for
ghout  twenty-four heurs 1n DBilly
Bunrer’s waisteoat pocket.

Apparently it had by the process of
titne beeomne his,

Bumter's" first jdea in epaffling ihat
ticket had been ta let that  beast
Vernon hunt for ii-——aul be blowed to
hiny!  After that he had, naturally,
forgotten all about it .

iHe night net have rememhbered it
but for the fact that he had been once
more disappointed ahout a  postal
order. A -pot of refreshment in break
waz-a neec==ity of hife to Booter. That
ticker bad o cash value.

That was a rea-on for selling it
Theve were alzo <one pood reasons for
not sclling ir, no «doubi; but Bunier,
at the moanent, was aol thinking of
them, A fellow conld not think  of
eveirything, Dowler wie thimbling of
diwighouts at 1he school shop—which
was (uide enough for a fvllow to think
abont !

“1 sav. von fellows, 1 think one of
vou nught iake thia ficket off my
hands vrged Bunler. “The truih s
I don’t core for Shakespeare. If 1
want lo o0 10 tleep, 1 ean go to sleep
i the .'-n'rud'l'r, withont g.:ﬂill.f: £
thoat pp————

“ B, ha, bha ™

*1 don't want to hawk it up and
down the Formn. 1f that chap Vernon
heard about it he might make out that
it was his ticket; some fellows avre un-
serupulous, you know. Look here,
what about eightecnpence T

“No trade,” said Bob Cherry, shak-

ing his head. *“But I'll find you a
chap to take that ticket off your
handa.” )

“Oh 1" DBunter brighteped up. “All

right, then. Where is he? Thae tuck-
shop will be shut in ten minutes.™
“"This way 1" said Bob, cheerily.
He glanced round, and spotted Bertie
Vernon at a distanee, It was in that
direction that he walked the fat Owl

aill.

The Co. followed on, with gprinning
[aresa.

There was no douht that Bertie would
take that ticket off Bunter’s hands, as
soon as he saw it ! But it was not hikely
to be a sale!

The slmrt-sijl;htcd Owl did not s=pot
Vernon, 5o he rolled off cheerfully.
But as they drew near the new junier,
hie blinked 2t him, and came to a
cindelen halt,

“T saw, 15 that Spdhy 7 he azked.

“No! Vernon [

“1—I say, I den't want
Yoernon—"

“My drar old poerpoize, Vernon will
{ake that teket off vour haneds "

U I=1"dd rather not enll it to hing=—"

“That's all right you're not zomg to
sedl it to hin ™

“lla, ha, hal"

“Lock here, you beast. I'm not
going—— Leggo my arms, will you?”
roared Bunter. “T'm jolly well not
going to mention it to ¥Vernop—*"

Bob Cherry tonk a2 fat arm, and
Johnny Boll took the other fat arm
They walked on in po-sessinge of 1lnse

to seo

fat arma. The rest of Bunter had to
go also, There was no help for it.

“Halle, halle, halla! Vernon!"
roarcd Bob Cherry,

The new junior glanced round.

“Found yeur ticket yeti"”

[T Nﬂ lJl

“ Bunter's got dno just as good 1™

“What?"

“1 haven't!”™ wyelled Bunter,
wriggling. “ Nothing of the kind! 1
haven't got & ticket at all, and it's not
in my waistcoat pocket IV

“Ha, ha, hal”

A finger and a thumb jerked 1he
ticket from the waistcoat pocket.

Vernon staring, took it, and locked
at it.

“No. 10, Row B,” he said, “That's
my ticket! Did you find it,Bunteri”

“Oh! No! I—I mean, yes! I—I—]
fuf-fuf-found it, and—and T was—was
just bringing it to you, old chap!”
garped Bunter, "I—I wasn't gaing to
sell it—"

“Sell 1t ejaculated Vernon,

“Nothing of the kind | Nover thought
of such a thing, of course! You ecan axk
thesa fellows=—they know, as T alfersd
it fo them! I—I say. Vernon, old chap,
I—1 =pecially looked for that ticket to
ind it for you, and—and now you've
got it back, you might lend a chap a
bab——*

“Tanud you a hob! I'I give you a
thick ear, if that's what you want!™
exclaimd Vernon.

BTl mean I'll give it to yom, old
-::h{:.yp 1" said Buauter, *Here it is 1"
¥Yernon langhed. and elipped
ticket into hia pocket,

“TU lend vou something.” he =aid,
“T'H lend yoir myv hoot ! ﬂm raumnd 1

Billy Bunter turnod—but he did not
wait 1n he lenk anvthing.

Tne Macuer {aprarny.—No. 1.635,
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rather Mysterious !

# OMING up to Hawkscliff,
Smithy
Tom Redwing asked that
uestion, after dinner that

day. The Bounder was standing at the
window of Etudg No. 4, looking out.
His eyes followad the figure of a junior
who was going down to the gates. He
did not answer Redwing's gquestion:
snd Tom joined him at the window,

wondering what was the cause of the

serdomic grin on his chum’s face,
Hizs own face clouded, as he glanced
down, sand saw Bertie ernon.

Apparently it was the sight of his
double that had called that unpleasant
expression up on the face of the
Bounder.
“The dear man's mfoing out for tha
afterncon | remarked Vernon-Smith,
“Wall, never mind him !” said Tom.

“That theatre ticket turned up, after
all, I've heard,” went on the Bounder,
unheeding. “Ho’s off to the matinee—
high-minded lad, you know—keen on
Shakespeare and such things! Quite a
eut above common persons.” ‘

“Well, let him rip !” said Redwing.

* He's changed his clothes,” went on
the Bounder, 1n the same snecring tone.
“ Notice that?”

“] hadn't noticed——"

“Well, look! His dark grey suit is
very nice and quiet—nothing loud about
him. like some of his relations—but it's
a bit shabby, what? He's changed to
go to the theatre. It seems that he's

ot two suits of clothes! I should

ardly have thought it would rum to 1t."

Redwing stood silent. He was a
loyal chuim, and he hated to =ee faults
in the fellow to whom he was strongly
attached. But he always had a sense of
discomfort when the Bounder talked
about money: and Smithy's sneers at
the poverty of his relations, the Ver-
novs, got on his nerves.

“Bepgers on horseback ! went on
Vernan-smith, his lLip curling. “ He
had to pick out my school—that pre-
gious captain—for his precious nephew.
He can't afford the fees! I wonder if
the Head's seen his cheque yet§”

“0Oh, drop it, Smithy ! muttered
Tom. ;

“Tha Head's a simple old duck—and
that Army man's as sharp as a razor,”™
went on  Vernon-Smith, unheeding.
“He may be diddling the Head [

“Oh, don't be an ass, Smithy 1*

“He always disliked me® said the
Bounder. 1 knew that, as a small kid.
I saw a ot of the Vernon crew at one
time—and was glad to see the last of
them! I used to sce in the captain's
face that he loathed me to have heotter
things than his precious Bertie! The
fellow himself never scemed to care
much—I'1] 2ay that for him! But hia
uncle did '™

“Well, 1t might give him a jolt, f
he was fond of the kid,"” said Tom. It
wasn't a pleasant state of affairs.™

“Was it my fault?

“Of gourse not ] I don't suppose the
man disltked you, really! VYoo take
offence rather quickly sometimes, ol

chap.” |
“I know! But I wasn't mistaken
about that! I'm not mistaken now!

You know he took me for his precious
Bertie, that day at Lantham Chase.
He put it phuin enough then. T suppose
that's why he sent the dear boy here—
Bertie's going to have what I have—
even if he leaves the fees unpaid.”
“(th, do chuck it, old man!”
“HBeggars on horseback ! repeatod
the Dounder! “He's taken Lautham
Tie MagNer Lisnany —No. 1,635
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Chasze on a lease from ald Squire Lus.
combe ! He can't afford to pay the
rent! I can tell vou, it made me jump
when I saw him there! A bungalow on
the Pepg road at fifty pounds a year is
his mark—if he must live near hiz pre-
cious Bertie's school. Lantham Chas=e
must run him inte hundreds. He can't
pav |t ik

“1 expect Mr. Luseombe’s solicitors
will aee to that,” said Bedwing.

“¥Yez! [ can't make it out! If he's
paying the fees here and paying the
rent of Lantham Chase, he must be
spending capital—using up all he's got,
and leaving himself without a bean
when it runs cut! His income wouldn’t
run to half of it—or & quarter! I3 he
mad enough to do that, just te pub on
a spot of swank so long as the fellow's
at Greviriarst”

“It's his business, Smithy, not yours.”

“0h. quite ! sneered Smithy. *1I
gshould think he intended to stick my
father for a fat cheque—most of the
Yernons do, when they're in a hole.
But that’s one thing about this lot—
they waon't touch our money. They're
the only relations I've got who are not
after the Vernon-8mith -miltlions”

“Well, that's rather a point in their
favour, at least,” said Tom.

“0h, they take it out in Vernon
swank, and eneering et the money !
jeered the Bounder. * Well, at the rate
the precious eaptain's going on, he will
have nothing but his lﬁlm blood to live
on before he's much older.”

“What about Hawkscliff?” asked
Tom. anxiouz fo change the snbject
“I'm going up to see my father—"

“I'll walk as far as Pegg Lane, if you
like! I've got something elze on, for
thiz afternoon [¥ The Bounder laughed,
as he spoke, but it was not & pleazant
laugh., and Tom gave him a rather
wneasy ook,

“0Oh not Pon & Co., or billiards at
the Three Fishera!” grinned Smithy.
“Jusr & spat of fun—a ?ifﬂe. jape! You
saw how Wharton and his gang enjoyed
the joke yesterday—and Vernon, too—
no end of a joke, wasn't 1477

Tom smiled.

“Well, it had its funny side, Smithe,
if vou covld zea iL"™ he said. " That old
azs Hacker taking you for Vernon—and
vou letting ont that you were the right
man, when he'd got the wrong one—="

“Tunny as  anvthing ' agreed
Smithy. " Well, as they're so fond of
fun, I'm going to give them a littla
more—with that cad safely off the
seene 1

“T'd forget all about it. Smithy if I
Were you—""

“If vou were me Reddy, vou'd do
exactly gz [ do—and that’s give them
something to laugh abont, on the other
stde of their mouths! Come on—let's
et out. ™

The two juniors went down, and left
the House topether. Buot though Tom
was ready ko start, the Bounder loitered
in the quad. It was a long walk up to
Hawkseliff, and Tom wanted to get
going : but, as nsual, he pave in to his
chum,. and as Smithy lingered, he lin-
gered.

“(h, here they are '™ said Vernon-
Smith, as Harey Wharton & Co. came
out of the school shop.

Apparcotly the Bounder wanted to
speak to the Famouz Five before he
gtarted. He moved off towards them.

“Hallo. halle, halla ' called out Bals
Cherry.  “Uoming down to ericket,
Smithy? We're going 1o put in an
hour at the nets.”

“No: I'm going up to Hawkselifi
with Redwing '™ answered Smirhy
“We shant be back munh before lock.

ITas that fellow Vernon gone
}'E:t?”

“¥es, he went some time ago.” an-
swared Harry Wharton, rather surprised
by the Bounder's interest in kis rela-
tive's movemeants.

“He didn't know thera'd been a
change in the programine ab the theatre
w Courthicld ¥ asked Vervon-3mih

“No, I suppose not—has there®™

“Ounly the matines put off il Satue-
day, that's all,” said the Bounder,
laughing. ;

“Well, dash it all, Smithy, if you
knew that, you might have tald the
chap!" exclaimed Bob. “He's on the
motor-bus by this time—he will have
the journey to Courtbeld for nothing uf
they've postponed the matines. "

“Why shouldn't he®" said Bmithy,
shrugging his shoulders.

And he torned away, leaving the
Famous Five looking after him rather
grimld}'.

Redwing had a Aush in hiz chesks as
he weni out of the gares with his chum.

The Bounder gave him a sarcastic look
as they walked in silence up Frardale
Lane.

“You think 1 ought to have tipped
Yernon asbout that matinee being put
off " he asked.

“Well, [ think you wmight, Smuhy,”
said Tom, *“if you knew. ™

“Only it hasn’t been put off ™

“What" Tom stared at him. " You
told those fellows it had--—"
“Only pulling their leg=!" said the

Bounder cheerfully. **Part of a deap-
laid plot, Reddy, that I'm telling vou
nothing about.”

“* Blessed if I malke you out!”

The Bounder laughed, and did not
ANSWer.

They walked on, and took the wood-
land tootpath through [Friardale Wood
as far as Pepr Lane.

There the Boundar came to s halt.

“Aren't you coming on?" asked Tom.

“No; didn’t I say I'd come as far as
Peg;f Lane " _

“1 thought you'd changed your mind,
a3 youn tolkd those fellows you were
coming up to Hawkzcliffe, and wouldn't
be back much before lock-up.™

"SBheer gammon, old man—a bit more
of that deepdaid plot!"” erinned the
Bounder. “Didn't I say I'd got & ja
on? They're so fond of a joke that I'm
going to amuse them this afternoon.™

“Look here, Smithy, what are you up
to!" asked Redwing uneamily. "I don't
EEB""—-“

“ And wou're not going to! Ta-tat™

Redwing had rather a troubled ook as
he went on his way by the cliffs to
Hawkscliff.

But the Bounder was grinning sar.
donically as he walked back to Grey-
friars. :

Harry Wharton & Co., at the nets,
did not see him come in—and certainly
they wounld never have dreamed of
guessing that the Bounder, when he
came back into the House, cut up to the
Remove dormitory and sorted out the
suit of clothes that Yernon had changed
before he started for the theatre.

THE FOURTEENTH GHAPTER.
Quite a Party !

e EEN Vernou-Smith?"
H{wne up to Hawkscliff,™
anf-.'t:'ﬁir:-r! [Larry VWharton.
o & 1 R
That the fellow who asked] them that
guestion was DBertte Vernon no memhar
of the Famouws Five thonrht of doubt-
ing for a moment.
Like a2z the dounbies of i Bomove
ware to obe Aol b, Hoeooov Whartan &



Oo. never mistock them, except at a dis-
tance—in ordinary circumstances. But
the present circumstances were not quite

ordinary.
The guu'hha dressed rather differently
as & rule. Vernon was alwaye quiet in

his garb, keeping well within the school
rule on that subject. E:mth{ generally
stretched it as far aa he could.

S0 when the fellow i the dark grey
puit, in which Vernon had been seen
scores of times, came along, they natur-
ally supposed that he was Vernon—es-

scially as they koew that Vernon-
gﬁlith had gone up to Hawkseliff for the
whole afterncon, and that ertie Vernon
waouid be coming bach, finding that
there was no matinee after all at the
Theatre Royal at Courtheld!

The question, too, seemmed to settle
the matter, if there had been any doubt!
A fellow would ]nar{i]Y ask them whether
they had seen himself! i

“Bure ha's gonet"” asked the junior in
the grey suit. ;

“Yes, aver an hour afn " said Harry.
“We gaw him start wit iledwingf'

“YWell, it will keep!” grunted the
jyuior in the grey suil

“Oh, my hat! Another row oni@”
asked Bob.

“I've heard, since I came in, that
Yernou-Somth kwew that the matinee
had heen postponed at the theatrel I
don't see why he ¢ouldu’t have told me,
if he knew.”

“0Oh!” said Harvy, *Well, he might
have, perhaps—— 3till, you're not very
chummy, you know! I wouldn't bother
about it.”

“I've had a trip. to Courtfeld for
nothing! Any decent fellow would have
told me before I started! I never saw
it .in the paper—never thought about it !
Byt 1 suppose the brute can’t help being
malicions.™ ]

“Bmithy hasn't quite. got over the
friendly call the Acid Drop paid him
¥i lea'iyﬁ." said Bob Cherry soothingly.
“le can't see what a howling joke 1t
was, like everybody else! It made us
all yell= not Smithy ™

“ No—I don’t think Vernon-Smith saw
the joke! You fellows duing anything
special  this  alternoun¥”  add the
jumor i grey.

“VWe wera thinking of pushing out
the jiggers for a spin now we've had
a spot of pammes practice,” answered
Harry * Like to join upi”

Y was just going to ask ],-guu that]! As
there’'s no theatre after all, this after-
noon, I'm pgoing home,” explained the
junier in the grey suit.  “ You know
my uuncle, Captain Vernon, has taken
Lantham Chase—"

“¥Yes, rather — that's where we
eollaved you once, taking you for
Smitly, before you came hers!” said

Bal,, with a chackle.

“Ti's rather a nippinge place,” said the
junior in Vernon's grey swmb. My
uneie would be jolly glad to see you—
he'd like to meet some of the fellows I
kuow hera! He will stand us tea, and
we can gob back for lock up.”

The Famous Five exchanged glances.
As rhey were thinking of a spin, a ride
out to Lantham Chase, with tea at the
end, rather appealed to them. They
were all on friendly terms with Bertie
Vernon; but he bad never. so far, asked
any fellow home. Bo Lhis was rather
Hattering.

“Sore your uncle won't mind five
fellows in a bunch barging in on him "
asked Harry, with a smile.

4 Quite! T you'll comie, I'll go in and
ﬁhmie, and let him know. At present

@ fancies I've pone to the theatre, as
he sent me the ticket. 1 say, I'd be
iﬂ"j]'Jg‘lﬂd if you’ll come.™

“Donel” said Dob
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“The donefulness is terrific, my
estoamed Vernon."

“"Right-ho, then! T'll cut in and
phone.™

“Right as raini"”

The junior i grey went iato
House, doubtless to borrow a phone.
"He did not grin till he was out of
sight of the Famous Five. .

TChen his grin was so ssrdonic and so
mocking that the chums of the Remove,
hud they seen it, might have smelt &
rat.

As it was, they wera left in the bliss.
ful belief that it was Bertie Vernon who
had been speaking to them—and cer-
tainly never dreamed for one moment
that it was Herbert Vernon-Smith in
Vermon's clothes| :

“I say, you fellows!” DBilly Bunter
rolled up to the Famous Five. *'1 say,
was that Smithy, or the other beast®”

“The other beast!” said Bob Cherry,
laugiing, _

“1 thought the other beast was going
Lo Courthield Theatre—-—-="

“ Performance pﬂ&l&)ﬂg&d! There waa
ne hurry for you to find the ticket after
all, old fat man!’

“Ha, ha, hal®

“0h, really, Cherry! 1 think the cad
might have lent me a bob whon I took
the trouble to find his mouldy ticket for
him!” @mid Bunter. ** Rotten mgrati-
tude, I call it! 1 say, you fellows, if
you're gompg to the tuckshop——"

“wﬂFm warting for Vernon."”

“What about wa.:iting for him in the
tuckshop " suggested Bunter hopefully.
“Blessed if T see anything to cackle at!
I say, what are you waiting for Vernon
for ¢’

“A few minutes|”

“You slly ass, I mean why " howled
Bunter. “ls he standing a spread? If
he is, I shoulde’t mind coming.”

by *'cf‘ernm'._t might " g

“The mightiulness 15 tervific.”

The junior in the grey suit came out
of the House again

Billy Bunier %Jit:kad at him through
his big spectacles.

Vernton was, in Buanter's opimon, &
beast only a little less beastly than the
other beast. Buat if he was standing a
spread, Billy Bunter was prepared to

ing closer than a brother Bunter was
ne tellow to nurge grudges-—not if thera
was tuck about!

“I say, Vernon, old chap!” sgqueaked
the fat Owl. “1'mw awinlly glad I found
that ticket for you! 1 lovked for it a
jolly long time, all over the shop! You'd
hardly believe the amount of trouble I
took, finding that ticket! T say—"

“Like ten miles on & bike, Bunter?"
inquired Bob Cherry.

“FTh? No jolly fear

“Then don't wasto any more chin.
wag on Vernon [ We're going ten miles
en the jiggers and the same back.”

the

“0Oh! Silly assea!” said Bunter. His
interezt in Vernon evaporeted on the
spo

t‘l‘

“The fact is, you fellows, I've phoned
for a car!” said the junmior in grey.
“You'd like to run across in & car?™

“Oh! We'd like it, all right,” said
Harry Wherton, “but—-"

He broke off. The Famous Five liked
the idea of a run in a car on a fine
summer’'s afternoon, That was all right!
But a car to Lanthem Chasze and back,
with waiting there, costl money; and
they certaimly did not want Bertie
Vernon to spend money on them. It
was not & matter of a [ew shillinga. It
was more likely to run info pounds

*“Oh, it's all right,” said the junior in
groy coolly  “I'm not quite a0 hard up
as you may have heard from myv dear
cousin Smithy. "

Harry Wharton calovred o Hitle

“1 wasn’t thinking of that,” he said.
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“But——=_ Oh, all right! If you've
ordered the car that seitles i  We'd
like it all right, of course.” .
“They say the car will be here in ten
minutes | Iﬂkﬁ o come, Bunter?™

8 “IUh! Yes, rather!” bleated the fat
wl.

_ “¥You fellows don’t mind if Bunter
joins up 2"

“1t's your party. old bean,” said Bob
Cherry. " Ask the whole jolly Remove
if you like; the move the merrier,”

“Well,. that's not a bad idea=-I've
asked for a roomy car! Might pack.in
a8 «few more,” said the junior in the

grey suit.  “I'll ask & few fellows
Mhm- A9 well make a tea party of it—
what "

The junior in grey cut acrose to speak
te Bolsover major and SBkipner, who
wera lounging in the quad,

“1 541,1;; you fellows, Vernon can't be
50 jolly hard up as Smithy makes out,”
said Billy Bunter. " Cars caost money.
I say, where are we Fcrmgi'"

* Lantham Chase 1" answered Bob.
hope they'll have something
decent for tea,” said Buntor. “'Smithy
sBy8 t-_hei‘re #s poor as church mice,”

"Oh, bother Smithy 1

“I've heard him say they can’t afford
te keep up Lantham Chase.™

" Blow Sinithy 1"

“I heard him tell Skinner that
Vernon wouldn't be allowod to ask a
fellow home, because it would give the

show away. "
fathead ! Bless

“Oh, ring off.
SBmithy 1"

*“8ull, this doesn't look like it.” eaid
Bunter. “But I hope thera’ll be soma.
thing decent for tea. Btill, we got the
car, anyhow. T sav, you fellows, how
did you manage to stick on ta Vernon?
He's jolly stand-ollish &8 a rule.”

“What 1" roared the Famous Five.

“Don't yell at & fellow! How did
you wangle iﬁ—-—g’utting asked home to
tew ot Lantham Chase?” inquired
Buhter,

“Kill him 1” said Bob.

“1)h, really, Cherpy—"

The Famous Five walked down o the
gaLes, _

[n the distance a large snd rather
handzome car was scen coming down
the road towards rthe school 'l‘he;
woudered whether it waz Vernou's
car. Apparently it was, as it stopped as
the gates.

“Master Vervon?” ashed
chauffeur, touching his cap.

“Just coming I answered Bob.

The jumor in Vernon's clothes, whom
nobody doubted to be Vernon, came
dewn to the gstes, sccompanied by
Baolsover major, Harold Skinner, and
Peter Todd, with Billy Bumoer rvelling
on hehind.

It was & large car. DBut with ten
fellows in it, it was gong to be rather
packed.

However, thoy packed in—with
gruats of rrrntcst from Bille Bunter,
who wanted ream for two and had less
than room for one- -and the Coartfield
chaulfeur drove away for Laatham
Chase,

£

the

— —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surpr:se Party for Captain Vernon !

APFTAIN VERNON saised bhis
r cyes, and then raized hiz eye-

brows.
Hoe secined astonished, and
didd noet seem pleased.
The Army man was pacing on a little
stone terrace, a thoughtful shade on

his darvk fzee burnt brown by Lropieal
BLEEES.
That stane terrace Iny hefore He door
Tue Macser Lisuany.—XNo. 1,635,
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and windows of a wing of the great
mansion of Lantham Chase. It was at
sothrr distance from the mam door of
the manxion—a vast door opening on an
imminense porch. A ear that came up
the eurving drive, through the park,
headed for the main door—which, since
the captain had been the tenant of the
greal wiansion, had never once been
opcned.

In the old days—the dear, dead days
bevond recall—Lantham Chase had
been & show place of the county, and
Shuire Luscornbe had held high stata
there  Thirty or forty servants indoors,
and & dozen or more keepers out of
doors, had made up the magnificent
houschold.

But, like most of the “stately homes
of England,” it had fallen on evil
times Income falling, and income tax
rising. had put an end to the high state
of the Luscombes. So that the time had
come, in the latter days, when Sguire
Luscombe, like so many descendants of
old families, could not afford to live in

hiz own house.
He had, indeed, only one way of
keeping the old family mansion in the

possession of the family at all—and that
was by living somewhere else on a
smaller scale and letting the old
mansion.

But if Squire Luscombe could not
afford to keep up the Chase in the old
stately style, still less could Captain
Vernon

It might have puzzled others, as well
as Bmithy, why the captain had taken
such a place at all ough it had to
be let at a rental far below its real
value, that rental was, nevertheless, a
considerable sum.

And Captain Vernon's houschold, so
far from keeping up the mansion, did
not even occupy it. Part of the west
wing was the captain’s residence; and
even in that single wing most of the
rOOMms were am'ft}' and locked up. The
other wing and the vast central build-
ing were unoccupled, and seldom or
never entered. Dustsheets covered end-
less arrays of ancient furniture,

In the vast stables was accommodation
tor forty horses, But the stables were
deserted and unused. Bix or seven cars
could have been parked in the garage.
But the garage was locked up and
never unlocked.

Property, used or unused, was rated
and [.BIB(T if it were occupied at all
And why Captain Vernon, whose means
were strietly limited, paid a high rent
for a vast place he did not want, and
mountainous rates on an almost empty
inension, might have pearplexed anvone.

No doubt the eaptain knew what he
was about. FHliz keen, thoughtful face
loaked as if he did!

Round ahout the mansion lay the
wonds of the Chase—oak and beach, ash
and chostnut, for miles. £
mansion was, it could not be seen from
the roads. save a tall chunncy-pot here
and thara.

Perhaps the captain had a taste for
solitude. [If so, he was able to gratily
that taste to the lumit. Tradesmen's
cars never came to the Chase these
davs. What the household required was
brought - in from Lantham by the
captain’s servant—who constituted his
entire houschold staff.

No crack of & keeper's
heard in the wide woods. INot a keeper
ramained on the estate. But it was
krnown in the neighbourhood thar tha
eaptain was very sovere on poachers
and trespassers.  More than once his
Malaees cane had been laid across the
shoulders of some thooghtless urchin of
Lantham who had wandered into the
wonds, He even lonked with an un-
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pleasant eye on people who used the
public right-of-way on the path through
the Chasa.

On thiz particular afterncon the
captain was pacing the stons terrace
when the big car came booming up the
drive,

He stared across ab it

He seemed =20 astonished that he
could scarcely beliove his eyes at the
Eight of a big car packed with school-

aya.

Among them he picked out a familiar
face, which he had no doubt was his
ne:&:hew’&,

raptain Vernon knew-—none better—
the extracrdinary resemblance between
his nephew and his nephew's cousin,
Hevbert Vernon-8inith, He had him-
scli taken one for the other. )

But it was not likely to occur to has
mind that his nephew's cousin had
thought of such an  extraordinary
escapade as coming to the Chasa in his
nephew’s name,

e had had a telephone call from
Greyfriars.  The voice on the phone
was his nephew's, tone for tone. Bertie
~—a3 he supposed—had told him that the
matines at the Theatre Royal, Court-
ficld. had been postponed till Saturday,
and that ho was, therefore, coming
over that aftlernoon.

There was nothing surgrising in that,
and the captain was, undoubtedly, glad
to see his nephew al any time. He was
a bachelor, a Jonely man, and all his
affections, all his hopes, were bound u
in the son of his younger and only
brother, who had been killed on thz
Indian frontier,

But though he expected to see Bertie
that afternoon—and had no doubt that
he zaw him now—heo certainly had not
cxpecied to zee him in a car with &
crowd of other schoolboys.

Bertie's  cousin Vernon-Bmith—or
Smith, as the captain preferred to call
him—swanked about 1n expensive cars |
Beartie could not afford to do so—and,
indeed, had no great desire to do so.
This was rather an extraordinary out-
break on Bertie’s part.

It was hard for the captain fo under-
stand, uwnless, perhaps, one of his
friends had = car at his disposal that
afterncon and had let him have the use
of it. But that was not & pleasing idea,
either; he did not like to think of
Bertie accepting favours fromn richer
follows.

Anvhow, there they were!

The car roarved up the avenus and
stopped in front of the great door of
the mansion.

Captain Yernon descended the steps
from the stone terrace and walked
across the drive.

He composed his features as he went.

This was utterly thoughtless of
Ilevtie.  The captain was too fond of
the bov to think <hat it was inecon-
siderate as well as thoughtless, but that
was how he could not help feeling.

Ho did not want Bertie to bring
Greyirviars boys to the Chase. [His
nephew understood that perfectly well.
Captain Vernon had perhaps other
reasons; bubt one reason was that he
was sensitive on the subject of his want
of mmeans. There was something a trifle
ridiculous in renting a huge, magnifi-
r:{-i._n_r. mansion and living in ome corner
of 1t

(reviriars fellows who heard that
Vernon's unole hed taken Lantham
Chase would probably think it rather
posh  They were not likely to think
so when they had visited the place,
and seen in what style Vernon’s uncla

lived i1hera,
“1 say, vou fellows!" The Army
man  heard =&  fat  squeak as  he

approached the car. *1 say, why don’t

they open the door? Where are the
sorvants? Don't your uncle keep any
servants, Yernon?”

* Shut up, Bunter "

“Bhan't! [ say, Vernon, 1 aupposa
there's somebody here, ain't there?
Looks to me as if we've got to Robin-
son Crusoe’s island.”

“Ja vour uncle at home, Vernoni®

“Yes: here he comes.™

All the fellows in the car looked
round as the tropical-complexioned
Army man came up.

Herbert Vernon-Smith felt his heart
beat & little fasier. ) i

What would happen if the captain
spotted his trickery he hardly knew.
But it was not a pleasant prospect,
anyhow. )

But he knew there waa little danger
—or rather, nons.

Once before, at that very place, Cep-
tain Vernon had mistaken him for
Bertie, and gat in the summer-house
talking to him, thinking he was
Bertie. This afternoon he was sxpect
ing Bertie, and prabably not thinking
of Vernon-Smath at all,

And he knew the dark groy suit the
Bounder was wearing. I:%ﬂ had seen
Bertie in it often enough. By mno
stretch of the imagination could he
have guessed, or supposed, that the
miilionaire’s son was wearing the
clothes of his poor relation. It was safa
a3 houses—absolutely safel ‘

And Bmithy played his part with per-
fact coolness, e stood up in the car,
and waved his hand.

“Here I am, uncle!” he called out.
“"¥ou didn't mind my bringing & few
friends with me, did you?"”

If Captain Vernon minded, it was
scarcaly possible for him to say so in
the hearing of that large party.

But Harry Wharton & Co  had
rather a twinge of discomfort. They
had taken it for granted when Vernon
said that he would phone that he was
coming, that he would mention that he
was bringing companions,

They did not want to take the tenant
of Lantham Chase by surprize. And
they did not guess that that was pre-
cizely what the malicious Bounder did
want.

“MNot at all, Bertie,” said Captain
Vernon evenly. “Your friends are
very welcome."”

Tji'la chauffeur had got down to open
the door of the car. The Greyiriars

crowd poured out.

Skinner winked at Bolsover major,
unseen, as he believed, by the caprain,
making a pesture towards the vasg
door, which obviously was npever
opened. .

But Captain Vernon's oyes were of
the wery sharpest, and he noted both
tha wink and the gesture, though he
gave no Bign.

“I am glad to see you here, my
boys,"” said the captain, a stateinant
prompted by politeness, and most cer
tainly not by wveracity.

“1 say, you fellows, where do we
go nf’” ; ]

“Your friends may like a ramble in

the woods 1o this beautiful June
weather, DBertie,” cemarked  the
captain.
“¥es, rather!™ said Dob Cherry
pt‘ﬂmpl!fj".

Bob was not specially observant, but
he could not help sensing a certain
awkwardness in the atmosphere.

“Just what we should like, sir,” said
Harry Wharton, playing up. _

“Thoe likefulness would be terrific,
esteamned  szhib,” declared Hurves
Jamset Ram Singh, a remark that
made the captain start a litkle.

“We've heard such a lot about the
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Five exasperated fellows dealt with Vernon-Smith, and they dealt with him vigorously. The Eﬂuer was bumped, rolled,

pillowed, bolstered and slippered.

woods here, sir,” eaid Frank Nugent.
“We thought it ripping of Vernon to

ask us over to—to have a look at
th'Ema”
“Bome jolly fine old oaks, I've

beard,” said Johony Bull

“But [ say, you fellows, what about
tea! I'm hungry. What are you
whis erm% about, Toddyi Can't you
Bpeak outl"™

“ Please ramble abont wherever you
like, my lads,” said the ecaptain.
“*Stay one moment, Bertie. I wish to
ask you Emn-.:t.hmﬁ.*’

“71 say, you fcllows—"

“Come on, Bunter [

“Bhan't] 1 say, where are we going
to have tea? I say—varcoh! Who's
that stamping on my toe? Wow "

“Well, my hat ["" said Skinner.

“1 say, vou fellows——  ligpo my
arm, Bob Cherry, you beast[ I tell
vou 1 don’t want to see any beastly

gl I wane my tea! DBeast]”

The whole parly moved down the
avenue—Billy Bunler going very un-
willingly; 3kinner and Bolsover major
exchanging sncering glances.

Caplain Vernon had not asked the
party into the housn, and apparenily
was not thinking of doing so, Ho
seemed to have taken it for pranted
that they had run over o ramble about
the Chass,

“PRBertie, you young ass!”  The ecap-
tain’s voice was low, unheard as the
crowd moved o,  “What do you

nean by this?”

“ Don't you hilke ey friends, unela?™
asked the Bounder mmpocenly,

“"Bome of them seemn very iecent
lada. PBut, my dear boy, this is very
thoughtless.  Such a crowd, too. 1L
will be dillicalt to fercunee up any-

I]iing for tea of they stay Lo tea. :'l.]_}'
dear boy "
Captain  VYernon  glaneed  at  the

chauffeur as the Dounder did vot speak,

breathlessly.

“Does this car belong to one of your
friends, Bertie ™

“{h;, nol It'a a hired car.™

" Bertia 1"

“Other fellows hire cars sometimes
on & half-holiday.”

Captain Vernon compressed his lips.

“Pay the man and let him go”
added the Bounder. *We're not going
back by car.”

*E I:ih [J!‘

“I'd better join my friends. They’ll
think it pretty queer if 1 stay confab-

bing here.”

tnﬁaj;abn o ﬁﬂ:{dfﬂ withm:;
speaking. ¢ proceeded to pay an
dﬁmiﬂ the Courtheld chaullenr,

Herbort Vernon-8mith walked down
the avenue after the other fellows, and
winked at the sunny (ree-tops s lie
Wl

VYernon

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Awkward !

i SAY, you fellows——"
l (0, shut up, Bunter, do!”
grunted Johnny Ball
“Pretly sort of show 1o ask a

[e-low to,” said Skinner.

“Iine I" sneered Bolsover major.

“Vernon's a hit of an ass,™  re-
marked Peter Todd.  “He ought (o
have asked his unecle before he marched
an army like this into the place.”

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged un-
comforiable glances

That big bunch of schoalboys wan-
deved rather aimlessly down the wide,
leafy avenuo.

llad Vernon aosked them to run
across for a rvamble in the woods, it
would have been all right, The
Famnous Five wonld have liked it well
enough, though certainly Bunter would
net have joined up for such an unexeit

** You ¢an leave us out of your family feuds after this, Vernon-Smith ! ** said Wharton

ing excursion, or Skinner or Bolsuver
major.

But the fellow hed asked them to
visit the place, to eall on his uncle, and

stay to tes. ]

a Q‘{ultﬂj as Cagf;nm Vernon had taken
iIt, every mciuber of the party waa
quite conscious of the faet that the
Army man was disconcerted, and did
not want to see them there.

Indead, now that they had looked at
the place, they could sce st & glance
that their arrival had placed the cap-
tain in an extromely awkward position,

Obviously, only a small portion of ihe
great house was oecupied, and Lhere
were no ecrvants to bo secn at all,

Almost &ll the windows were shut-
tered, or had the blindas drawn. No
snoke rose from the chimneye Tlo
whole place was silent sngd deserted.

“That chap i2 nn oss, and no mis-
tnke,” murmnrad Boh,

ilarry Wharton’s lips tightened a
litthe,  He was about the lnst fellow
in the wide world to butt in where he
was not wanted. He had dona so now,
fuite unconsciouzsly, and not by his
own fault, That did not make it any
mare agreeable te bo placed in the
position of a barging, thick-skinned ass
like Billy Bunter.

“1 thought he'd let his uncle know
we were coming,'” remarked Nugent.
“He must have bean an awful ass not
t[l‘ T

“1 fancy the old bean would have
barred him off fast enough if he had,”
preunted Johnny DBull. “Wea're not
wanted here ™

“ That's plain encugh,” said Ilarry.

“The plainfulness is terrifie.”

* Mico ond hospitable——what 1" said
Skinner, with & sneer. “ A fellow ashka
us hame to tea, and his uncle asks ua
if we'd like to ramble in the wonds, |
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don’t want to rample 1n any old woods,
for one 1™

“There's woods encugh round the
school, if we want to ramble in dashed
woods ' growled Boleover major. “The
place doecen't seem to be lived in at all,
There’s no servanta here.”

* Perhaps Vernon's uncle is going to
gret tea for us," jeored Skinner. * Move
likely there isn't anthing for tea.”

“Oh crikey I” Billy Bunter gave a
gasp of horror at the suggestion. *
gay, you fellows, we've got to have tea.
Vernon asked us to tes, didn't het
I''v hungry already. Oh crikey I

*Oh, rfry up, you fat frop ! growled
Bob.

“ Beast ™

“ Halle, the car's poing I execlaimed
Bolsover major. “ Ain't we poing back
by var?Y What does that mean?”

The juntors stared at the Courtfield
car as it buzzed by down the avenue
It tushed on and disappeared in the
direction of the gateway and the Lan-
tham road.

They watched it out of sight rather
blankly.

“Coming back for us, 1 expect!”
said Peter,

“It was going to wait,” said Skinner.
“By zum! There’s no car here—you
can see thatl The jolly old captain
tloesu't keep a ear. He doesn’t keep
any servants. He doesn't keep any
thing, that I can seal What a show |"

“"Well, that chap Vernon is the
limit 1" ssid Petor. “But play up
vou feflows! He's made it pretty un-
coittfortable for his unele, landing s
traop like this on him all of a sndden
—no need to make it worse for the

old bean ¥

“Blow the old bhean!” snorted
Bolsover major. “And blow the young
bean, tool hat did he want to land
us in this for, I'd like to know!"
B"bWeII. they’'re jolly woods—" saaid

r} " .

“Blow the woodsl’

“1 say, you fellows, I'm hungry t"
wailed Bunter. “Vernon said there
was poing fo be tea. We've got to
have something—at least, 1 haval®

Six of the party félt very uncomfort-
able, and wished themselves anywhere

THE MAGNET

nlsa! DBolsover and BSkinner sneered,
and Bunter concentrated on tea—the
tea that now appeared rather problem-
atie,

“Hallo, hallo, halla! Here comes
Vernon IY murmured Bob Cherry. “I
—[—1 suppose we can’t just hike off,
a3z he's brought us herel

I don't see how we can!™ said
Harry, fmwnmi. * But—>"

“Cut it as short as we can!” mur-
murad Nugent.

“¥Yes, rather!” .

The Famous Five composed their
facea into as cheerful an expression as
possible as Vernon came up. Peter
Todd looked at him rather oddly.
Bolsover and Skinner did not take the
trouble to disguise their sneers. Billy
Funter blinked at him in deep indig-
natbon.

“Come and have a look round the
placal” said the Bounder -cheerily.
I'he young raseal who was playing ‘the
part of Vernon was enjoying the
peeuliar situation, if nohody else was.
“Never mind about the woods—they
can wait! Come and have a look at
the house I”

“How are we getting back? asked
Bolsover major. v

“My dear chap, you're not thinking
of getting back yet, when we've only
iust arrived "

“The car's gona™

“Plenty of trains from Lantham 1

“Trains 1” repeated Bolsover major.

“Yes, lots!” )

“Are we pgoing back by tramnl”
nreathed Bolsover.

“Why not?”

Bolsover major’s manners were not

very polished at the best of times.
Such as they were, they completely
failed bim now. He gave the cheery.
smiling junior & stare, or rather a
glare, ) ]
' “8o0 we're going back by traini” he
said. Al right! If I'm going back
by train, I'll go now. You coming,
skinner .

“Ves, I jolly well am 1" said Skinner.
*Thank you for your kind invitation
home, Vernon! Thanks for your hespi-
tality, -and your unclae's hospitality !
Next time you want to ask s fellow

1]."
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home, ask somebody else, will you'”

And Bolsover major and Bkiuner
walked off down the avenue. They
had well over 8 mile to walk into
Lantham to gﬁal; a train, and their
fares to pay when they got it. In the
cireumstances, perhaps it was not sur-
prieing that they had little politeness
to waste on Vernon,

Petor Todd suppreszed a grin. He
would have been rather glad to follow
the example of Bolsgver and Skinner,
but he felt, like the Famous Five, that
it waz up to him te stick it ook
Bunter, of course, was thinking whaolly
and solely of tea—and certainly not of
walking a mile to any station.

“1 say, Vernon—" he sgueaked.

“This  way.,” said Vernon-Bmith
cheerily, “Come and have a look at
the house, you [ellows!™

He led tj;g way back to the house,
The juniers, with an exchange
glanees, followed him,

They all had an impression that
Vernon's unele did not want them in
the house. But they could hardly dis.
regard their host,

Captain Vernon had gone in by way
of the stone terruce. It was up the
old stone ategﬁ. to that terrace that the
tnischievous Bounder led his flock.

Ele was fully aware of what Captain
Vernon wanted, and did not want.
He was poing to give him as much
a5 he could of what he did not wantl

Thera was an open doorway on the
little terrace, flavked by windows,
Sinithy led the way cheerily across to
that door, The defection of Bolsover
major apd Bkinner dJdid not seem to

have disconcerted “ Vernon" in the
least=though the other fellowa had
expected that it weuld, He did not

geem to mind at all.

A voice was heard as they crossed
the stone terrace to the doorway. It
was the captain’s, spesking to some-
body within.

"H_Llﬂf- !u

“8ir!"” eame a rather wheezy roply,

“8ee what you can do in the way
of scrounging tea for those schoolboys,
ffunt, You can manage something !”

“If Master Dertie had sent word,

sir i

“That cannot be helped now, Hunt.
Do wour hest "

“1 don't know what I'm gomng to
do, sir, with little in the place—but if
¥ou give me time to ship down to
Lantham———-—"

Bob Cherry gave & loud eough, and
the wvaolees died away., That peculiar
dizlogue within was heard by every
fcllow on the terrace. It gave the
finishing touch to their discomfort.

“By gum!” exclaimed Peter Todd,
s if struck by a sudden thought.
“Blessed if I hadn't forgotten my lines
for Quelchl Vernon, old man, do you
mind if I eut off? I really must do
those lines for Quelch I

“Please yourself, of course!”

“Well, I—1 think I'd better not keap
Quelch waiting for those lines | Really
I shouldn’t have come! 7Ta, ta, old
bean |”

Peter Tadd faded down the steps of
the terrace.

Gladly encugh would the Famous
Five had faded after him. But they
felt that they could hardly sbandon
their host to nobody but Billy Buntee,
It was getting rather awful, but they
had to etick it out for & time, at
least.

“Follow on, old beans!” said the
Bounder cheerily; and he went in,
with the others following.

Captain Vernon and Hunt were not
to be seen. Possibly they had retired
to some other spot to ecarry on that



eeniabaktion about ways and means.
Havey Whavton & Co.  followed

Vernon in, feeline  inclined ta  kick

themselves for being there at sl |}

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Mysterlous Turret-Room |
b (MLEY view from  here!™ said
Biob' Cherry.
; If the wisitors at Lantham
Chase had come thers for a
view, the view was all rvight. )

They stood in & reom at the summat
of o turret at the corner of the west
wing. From the windows, there was
& wide view over the sweeping wood-
lands of Lantham Chase,

Vernon-Bmith wos looking about him
mwueh more curiously ihan the Famous
Five. He was interested, and a little
puzzled, by what he saw.

Billy Bunter bad not ascended the
turret stair at all. Buuter had no use
for stuirs. Even a feed at the top
would hardly have tempted the fat
Owl up that narrow steep stairway.
Asconding it for the sake of a view was
an idea that simply made Bunter snort.

The fat Owl was sitting down below.
He was sitting thére in a state of
indignation to  which words  could
hardly bave done justice, Bunter was
hungry. There was nothing to eat!
Ha had been asked to tea—and ot
looked as if there was going to be oo
teal

Bunter’s feelings were not specially
hurt by o lack of hospitality. He
could bear that. It was the lack of
fondstuffe that worried Bunter.

The Famous Five, ag a matter of
fuct, would have been [ﬂﬂ.d‘ of tea, as
it was past tea-time, ut meals did
not bulk so large on their horizon as
on Bunter's, and they were thinking
more of the unfortunate captain’s per-
plexities than of themselves, hey
were rather glad to get ocut of the woy
for a time,

“Quecr, isn't it?* said the Bounder.
rather forgetting for a moment that
he was Bertie Vernon, * What the
dickens is all this for?”

It was really queer.

The door on the stone terrace opened
on a flagged hall, from which several
rooms opened. There was a passage
at the back, leading probably to
Hunt's quarters, From the flagged
kall a narrow stairway led up to the
lurret.

The turret-room, at the top, was
large and light and aivy. It was such
# pleasant room that it might have
heen expected to be oceupied. But it
was ovident that it had no accupant.

It was furnished, but there were
dusticovera over tha furniture and the
bed., A five was laid in the grale, but
had clearly not been lighted for some
time. Bub the curious thing was
about the windows,

There were two, both large. The
stone walls were old and very thick;
the window embrasures two fect deep.

Each window was fitted with a
wooden shutter ‘inside. These shutters
were entively new.

They were not salid shutters They
woere made of fhwek, strong  wooden
barss. When they were elosed, and
locked, it was still possible to sro
through them eastly, awd gel the wide
view afll round Lanthaim Chase,

The locks on them were pol canimon
foeks.  Thevy were amnall potent focks,
which would have  hien f"."-:!ﬂ‘1m'“!3.l'
ditlicult for even a crackzman to crack.

The way in which Captain Vernon
lived. or. rather, camped, at Lantham
Chazo ndicated that there was [|itfle

EVERY SATURDAY

cash available for cxpenditure. "I'ne
Famous Five ecould not nelp noticing
that, though oot with the cynical
derision felt by the Bounder

But money had been :pent on the
turret-rootn, and it was not easy to seo
for what purpose. ]

Why two strong shutters, with their
vneommanly eilicient locks, were re-
quired in tha roomm lgh up at the
top of the turret was hard to 5%5&-.

artainiy they could bhardly have
heen put in ns & precaution against
burﬁlﬂ.ryl.

The windows were at least forty feet
from the ground, the walls below sheer.
There were at least & hundred windows
on the ground ficor, all ensy of access
to an enterprising burglar. No sane
burglar could have picked the turret
windows for ingress. .

Harry Wharton & Co. were surprised
st what they saw; fnough on the sup-
position that Captain Vernon knew his
own business best, they did not give
much fhought to the matter,

But the Bounder was keenly zurious.
He was surprised, and he was puzzled,
and his intense dislike of the Arm;
man made him prone to suspicion an
distrust.

“Don’t you think this pretty queer,
you fellows?” he asked, in his interest
in the strange matter forgetting the
part he wa: playing. “What the
dickens have the windows been guarded
like this for P

“Wasn't 1 done when you were
here 7' asked Bob.

I Eh?ﬂ

“Weren't you here for a couple of
weeks before you ecame to the school

“0Oh! Yes!” The Bounder re-
membered, and Ia.ughed. “Oh! Yes!
Quite ! No, I haven't seen these altera-
tions before ™

“This wasn't your room, Vernon?”
asked Harr;r

“On, no ™

Bunithy  was guite unaware which
room had been his cousin’s when Bertie
Varnon was -2t Lantham Chase. But
there was no sign about the room that
it had ever bern ocecupied by Vernon;
and if it had been Bertie's room it was
probable that +ome of his possessions
would have been visible.

* 1 should jolly well bag this room if
I coule, if 1 lived here!” remarked
Frank Nugent. “Joll¥ room |

“Bafe from burglars, ab any
with those shutters locked over
windows ! said Johony Ball.

“Safe enough from burglars without
them,” said the Bounder. “Those
shutters look more like preventing some-
body from getting out than preventing
anybody from getting in ("

The Famous Five staved at him.

The same thought, doubtless, would
have scearred to their own minds, but
for the sheer impossibility of the jdea

The Bounder went from one window
to the other. examining Lhe shutters and
the locks on ihem, .

Harry Wharton & Co. watched him
in silenee, puzzled as much by the
fellow they believed to be Vernon as
by the mysterious barred shutters.

The Bounder's eyve were g!lntln}g.

“Whar i rhat man up to?” the
juniors heard him mutter. * What—"
He hroke off sharply as he vealised
tha* he was betraving himself.

A moment later there was an infer-
ruption  The captain’s voice was heard
from below, speaking in sharp tones,
giul evidently addressing Bunier: .

“YWhere are vour friends? Where 13
my nephew #

“'I'hey've gone up those stairs—"

There was a voapid step on the turvet
gtair, Captain Vernon had not waited
for the far Owl to Luish. The stair

rate,
the
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was rather a long one and very sicep,
but the eaptain ascended it almost in o
moment

Hi: face was flushed and angry as he
looked inte the turret-room.

“What sre yow doing heref  You
should not have come here?” he ox-
clivimed.

The jumors reddened. They  hadl
I't}llm'-'eé Vernon's lead up to the
turret, mnaturally thinking no horo
The fellow sureﬂr had a right to show

them over bis own house if he wanted
1o ?

“Bertie!" Captein Vernon made 2
very obvious effort to conceal his angry
annovance. “ You should not have
brought your friends up herel”

“Mustn’'t I show them over the

house, wuncle?' asked the Bounder

meekly.

"Oh! Yes! Yes—certainly! Bu
this is private—" The captain
checked himself.  If there was any
harm in the Greyfriars fellows cummﬁ
thera, that harm was done, and ecoul
not be helped. He reslised that; and
he was not blind to the surprise,
mingled with the discomfort in their
looks. " However, it does not matter
—not in the least! A splendid view
from here, my bays "

The change in his manner was guite
:dfartling

“Yes; we were. just looking at it—
vou can sea for.miles,” said Harry *1

clieve I pan pick out the tower at
Greyfriars from® here.”

“On & «clear day, Canterbury
Cathedral can be secn,” said Captain
Vernon, “1 think T can point it out
to you,™ :

e stood at s window, his manmer

pleazant and hie tone agreeable, point-
ing out to the juniors various landwarks
that could be seen from that high alti-
tude. It waa hard to believe that he
was the angry man who had hurried up
the turret stair a few minutes ago.
_ Harry Wharton & Co, played up, as
it were, only too willing to help him
bridge over an awkward moment. They
did not sliow their faces to indicate
that they wished from the bottom of
their hearis j:-hﬁti were anywhere
but in Captain Vernon's house [

But the Bounder, standing back a
little, had hie ayes on the captain, with
distrust and suspizion in them.

Wha: wasx the man up to at Lantham
Chase ?—was the thought in the
Bounder's mind. What game was he
playing there? What was the secret of
that turret-room that made it necessary
to fit the windowe with strong shuliers
and patent locks, and made the man
angry and alarmed when a handful of
schonlboys wandered inte the room?

The Bounder c¢ould not even b‘E:E;l;ﬂ
to guess what it all meant, But he
had always distvusted that dark, satur-
nine man—and now his distrust was
deep and shnrlgim The man was up to
spinething. What ¥ _

Having pointed out various objects
af interesit for ten minutes or so, Cap-
tain Vernon turned to the door.

Harry Wharton & were glad
enough to leave the spot.  They went
down' the turret stair with Vernon,
the captan !ingﬂnng behind as they
woend, and then tellowing them down.

Uillv Bunter groeted themm with a
daolorous blink as they appearsd in the
flageed hall below.

“{ say, you fellows, what abouf
tea " he asked, in an expiring voice,
“1 say, I'm fearfully hungry! I say,
Vernon i

The Bounder walked out on the
terrace, without heeding the fat Owl
Ile glanced back.

Lo ’{'ait # few wminutes, you fellows,

Tine Macrer Lisrany,—No. 1,635




28

will yout"” he asked. “8tick on this
terrace till T come back.™
“Right-ho, Veraon I

The ‘Bounder went down the steps
from the terrace.

Harry Wharton & Co., in some sur-
prise, noticed that he walked acros: the
avenue and disappeared into the park.

They waited for him to reappear.

He did not reappear !

Smithy waa through with his dupes
now | aving fooled and discombited
the captain—and to a much greater ex-
tent than he could have aﬂticiai‘pated——
end having landed the Famous Five and
Bunter in the most awkward sosll;mn
imaginable, the malicious Bounder was
done with them.

While Harry Wharton waited for him
to reappear, the Bounder was walking
to Lantham to take his train there
back to the sghool—and he laughed as
Le went!

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

Left in the Lurch !

L SAY, you fellows—"

l “Do dry t{;m Bunter I
“Where's Vernon, you beast
“Blessed if 1 kuow "

“Aun't we going to have any teal?”

groaned Bunter,

“Hlow tea, you fat cormoranti”

“Bur where's Vernon gone ¥

“Don't know—and don’t care very
much

“Oh eriker I .

Harry Wharton & Co. were still on
the terrace. ]

It waz half an hour since the fellow
they believed to bo Bertie Vernon had
;}eﬂ: themn there, and he had not come

ack.

Bunter rolled out at last and joined
them, in the faint hope of hearing some
news of tea. :

Thevy had not seen Capiain Vernon
singe leaving the turret-room, The
captain, no doubt, supposed that his
I1IEphﬁw was with them, and left it at
that.

Neither had
the man Hunt.
that Hunt had

they ssen anvthing of

'ﬁmg rather surmisad

ona to the town for

gupplies for teal If he had, he had
not yet returoed.

Harry Wharton & Co. wanted to be
polite Captain Vernon had, on the
whole, pla EE up pretty well, consider-
ing that that invasion of an army of
schoolboys had taken him entirely by
surprize, and that his diminutive house-
hold was neither staffed nor supplied to
deal with such an invasion.

They could, 1n fact, feel for the dis
concerted Army man, placed in such a

osition by the inconmiderate Lhought-
- lesaness of his naphew.

But they were getting fed-up.

They had been brought where thew
were not wanted ; their unwilling host’s
good manners were scarcely equal
to the strain; and now, to put the hd
on, the fellow who had brought them
there had walked off, and apparently
left them to their own devices!

“Enjoying life, you fellows?” asked
Bob Cherry, with a faint grin.

“Look here, let's cut1” said Johnny
Bull, 1 thought Bolsover and Skinner
rather Fi 3 to march off as they did-
but I jolly well wish I'd gone with
them now [*

“Same here!” murmured Nugenrt.

“The samefulness is terrific!™

“That chap, Vernon, must be a
blithering idiot, I think!"” said Harry,
his face pink with vexation. “If we'd
only known—" -

“1 say, you fellows—"
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goodness’
Bunter I

“I'm hungry I

“Well, we can't stick here for sver,”
saaid Bob, “Vernon seems to have
waiked off and forgotten us. But we
cah’t ¢lear without & word to the cap-
tain | He'd be glad enough if we did,
1 dare sav, but s

“We'd better go,” said Harry. "Ij
seems that we've got to get back by
train, and that means that we've
precious little time left to get in for
calling-over. Vernon doesn’'t seem to
be coming back. and we can’t wait here
for ever. =

“It's simply weird, bringing us here
by car and sending the car away! We
wanted to come on the bikes—— Wish
[ had my jigger hers now——*

“"The fellow must be cracked, I think !
|l suppose he must mean well—but, well,
I'm ted up with this! For poodness’
sake, let's got going |” said the captain
of the Remove. *“ We've waited here
lcm%‘rannugh for Vernon.”

“We can’t go without tea!” gasped
B 4 1

L3 ; r}. up £l ]

“Vernon asked us
Bunter,

“Well, go and find Vernon, if yom
o, ané tell him you want that tes I
snorted Johnny Bull. “We're hooking

sake, shut

up,

to tea!” hooted

il

“I'm not going ! roared Bunter in-
dignantly. “Why, I'm starving!
ﬂhsuiuujy famished! I'm not goin
without tea! I tell you I'm famished 1"

“I_ suppose you couldn't famish
quietly 1

" Boast [™ )

“Let's see if we can find that jolly
old captain and say good-bye!” said
Bok. “{an’t leave without & word "

* Hardly 1

“Hallo, hallo, hallal There he iz—
here's a chanece ! breathed Bob, as,
looking round, he spotted & darl, sun-
browned face at one of the windows
overlooking the terrace.

“1 say, you fellows, tell him I'm
hungry——" wailed Bunter.

Unheeding the suffering fat Owl, the
Famous Five all turn towards the
window. :

The man within threw up the sash.

“Whera i3 my nephew ™ he ashed.
*1= he not with you ¥

“Ho's gone off for something,” said
Bob. "Igil don't think we can wait
for him, as we have to get in for
+alling-over.”

* But my nephow has to return to tha
school alsa!™ said Captain Vernon,
staring. I hardly understand—"

The Famous Five hardly understood
either; in fact, they did not understan
at all. But they had made up their
minds that they were waitm%nu ionger
for Vernon to come back! They could
not cut calling-over on account of a
fellow who had walked off and did
not choose to return. What Vernon
meant by it they did net know; but
they knew that they had had enough.

“The fact is, sir, that we've hardly
time to get back before lock-up,” said
Hurry. s

“But you had better wait for teal”
said the ecaptain, with as uch hos-
pitality as he could infuse into his
manner—which was not, perhaps, very
ivuch [ ]

“Thank wou, sir, but we really
haven't & minute, if we are to catch our
rrain!l Thank you g0 much for letting
us look over Lantham Chase . It's been
vipping | Good-bye, sir [

“My nephew seems to be somewhat
remiss I said the captain. “T st
apologise for his thoughtlessness. Well,
Ir}lp yc;?; really must go, good-bye, my
o¥s

From the open window the captain
shook hands with the juniors wvery
pleasantly, and they turned awsy.

“Come on, Bunter!” said BITY
Wharton, before leaving the terrace.

1F?‘.}ian"l’11} f

"We're going, you fat ass!™

“1 don't ¢amfﬁ1’m jolly well not

going without my tea! I'm not fgﬂiug

to walk to the station, either! If they
haven't got a car they can stand me &
taxi! They asked me here, didn'é
they

“Are you coming?¥ hooted Johnny
Bull,

“No, I jolly well ain’t! If that man
Hunt has gone to Lantham for grub he
can’t be much longer—"

*Calling-over—="

“ Blow calling-over [

“"You fat ass—"

“Beast] Where's Vernon?  What
has he left us in the lurch like this for?
Asking fellows hers and leaving thein
in the lurch=—"

“Well, we're going!” said Harry.
“You'd better come——"

“Bhan't! Not without my tea!”

“We'll get 8 snack at the station
before we catch our traein, old fat man,*
snid Harry. "“There will be time, if
we hurry up I

“Oh, now you're talking sense!”
sald Bunter. “I don't want to be late
for calling-over, of course. But that
bn:eadat, Vernon—bringing a fellow here
angd——"

“¥Ycs, come on!” i

“T'll jolly well tell him what I think
of himi when 1 see him again M

“Hurry upt”

“I've a good mind to tell that uncle
of his, too——"

“Shut up, you fat chump, and come
on! We're going, anyhow |

I'he Famous Five went down the steps
from the terrace.

Billy Bunter rolled dismally afier
them. Only the prospect of a snack
at the station spurred the fat Owl on.
He grunted andpgrn&na& a8 he went.

It was not & happy walk to Lantham.

Bunter, between grunts and groans,
was fearfully eloguent on the subject
of Vernon snd the way he let the
follows down. :

But they got to the station at last,
and ham sandwiches silenced the fat
Owl! An extra supply, under a fat
arm, kept him busy most of the way
home. And the happy party arrived
at Greviriars Schoo ree minutes
before Gosling locked the gatesl

THE NINETEENTH CHAFPTER,
Bewildering to Bertle |

(1 ADI™
‘ : Herbert Vernon-8mith
grinned.

That remark of Billy
Bunter's was not addressed to him—
though, pmsurl:,r, it ought to have been |

It was addressed to Bertie Vernon,
who stared round in surprise, no doubt
wondering what was biting the fat Owl.

The Greyiriars fellows were gaihered
in Hall for calling-over. Mr. Hacker
was aboat to call the roll. The Fainous
Five and Billy Bunter were the last
Removites to come in.  And as Bunter’s
eyos—and spoctacles—fell om Bertie

ernon, ha gave him a second blink,
to make sure that he was Vernon and
not Sithy, and hissed mm his car:
L1 E-ﬂ.d !”

Which, naturally, 5u;§)rise¢ Bertie,
as he was not conscious of havin g!wnn
any special offence to the fat Owl.

I{m-iert Vernon-Smith had been back
at Greyfriars some time befora Dertie
came in from Counrthield. He had



chenged back into his own clothes at

once.  Bertie, when ho came in, had

found his dark. grey suit on his bed in,
the Remove dormitory, and changed
hack inte i, never dreaming for a
moment ihat anyone had worn 1t 1n
his absence. :

He was wearing it now, which
identificd him, so Bunter knew that
he was Bertie, and sclected his ear in
which to whisper—or, rather, hiss—
“Cad !” in tones of the fiercest con-
tempt amnd scorn.

Hitherto, Bunter had rvegarded Bertie
23 rather a lesser beast than his cousing

Smithyv. Now he regarded him as
E::t‘elhn% Smithy and ail other beasts
in beastly beastliness! He had asked

Bunter to tea—and Bunter had missed

tea in consequence ! A dozen or o ham
surdwiches did not console Bunter. He
fairly throbbed with seorn.

Smithy was quite amused.

He noticed that the Famous Five,
though they did not hurl scorn at
Bertie, like the fat Owl, secmed stand-
oflish to him. Peter Todd gave him a
rather droll look. Bolsover major and
Skinner gave him snecring glances, A
good many other fellows eyed him
rather curionsly.

Bolsover and SBkinner had told the
tale, aftor their return, of iheir extra-
ordinary reception at a place’ where
& fellow had asked them to tea, causing
8 good denl of surprise and amusemerit
in the Remove.

The Acid Drop began to call the roll

“Adsum ¥ came from fellow after
fellow. " In the midst of the adsumas
camie a stage whisper from Billy
Bunter, which was heard by most of
ihe Remove.

“ Rotten -worm [* _ .

Vornop Jooked rvound at him agam.

“ Did vou speek to me, you fat fool #
ha as]{eg quietly.
“8hut up, Bunter, old bean!”
whizspeved Peter Todd.

“Shan't! If a fellow lets me down
T'm going te tell him what I think of
him, Teoddy!”  Buntcr’s spectacles
gleamed with wrath and scorn  at
Vernon again. “Yah! Cad! Worm.!
Swab ! ceping a fellow hungry !

Bunter's voice fairly thrilled with
indignation as he levelled that awlul
accusation at Bertie. Keeping &
fellow hungry was the deadliest sin any
fellow could possibly commit—in Bun-
ter's opinion, at least! It was, so lo
speak, the seven deadly sing all rolled
inte one, and some over! :

But Bertie, unconscious of having
kept the fat Owl hungry, was only
astonizhed.

“Mad?? he asked.

* Doast ! Cad !
Reptile !

“ Silence, there ! called out Wingate
of the Sixth, ; 2

“0Oh! I wasn't speaking, Wingate!
I was only calling Vernon a ced and o
swal and g reptile—="

“*Ha, ha, ha "

“* Bilenee 1V X )

Bunter was silent again—Dbut his leok
spoke volumes. His fat little nose
turned up at Bertioc Vernon, with over-
whelming  contempt ! Nature had
started it well in that direction—Dbut
Bunter carried Nature's work farthey—
he turned up lis nose £ill he really
seemed to e irving to repch his spec-
tacles with it. At the same time his
podgy lip curled with ineffable scorn!

Bortie looked at him, looked at him
again, and knitted his brows, He could
sea that something was omiss some:-
where; that he was supposed to have
done something or other,

“Anxvthing up, Wharton ' he whis-
pered to the captain of the Remove,

Tick ! Swal !

EVERY SATURDAY

“Ohl Not at all!™” answered Harry
politely.

“What's the matter with that fat
Ow] 27 _

“I think he got rather hungry this
afiernoon,”

Vernon stared.

“Did he? WNothing to do with e if
he did, 1z it? I'm not supposed to [ced
the pigs, am 17"

“Oh! Nol!” gasped Wharton, “Not
at all 1"

Wingate of the Sixth looked .round,
and there was silence again as the Aecid
Drop Wwent on with the roll.- But in a
minute of two a whisper was heard from
Harold S8kinner.

,“0Oh, we had a good time—a fine
time ! Asked to tea, you know, but
there wasn't any tea!  Asked to frip
in a car—but they couldn’t afford the
car both ways! The old bean inever
asked vz into the house—may have had
the bailiffs in, perhaps.”

Thore was a subdued chuckle.

Bertie Vernon 4id not heed Bkinner's
whisper—heing quite unawarc that it
was directed at him. So far, he had
not the slightest knowledge or suspicion
of the afternoon’s expedition to
Lantham Chaseo. :

“Not_a sonl about the place.” This
was a whisper from Belsover  major.
“They don't keeop any servants
Nobody, to open the deor, even! We
had to come back by train, and pay our
own fares! TFaney asking a fellow to

do that 1"

The Bounder winked at Tom Red-
wing.

Redwing waz  looking  puzzled.

Having been up at Hawkschiff all the
aftgrnoon, he had heard nothing.

“You fellows been ont visiting this
afternoon 1™ whispeved Smithy.

“Yes—eome visit!™”  breathed Bol-
sover,  “That swab ‘of o cousin of
yours—"

Bertie Vernon heard that and started,
He stared round at Bolsover major.
Wingate of the Bixth stepped across to
the move.

“ Silonce horo i roll 1 he =aid., “I'N]
whop the next fellow that chaifers ™

_And there was silence in the Remove
till Hacker finishod the roll, and the
sehnol was dismissed,

Bﬁ'tiﬁ Vernon touched BRalsover
maojor on the arm as the Remove wore
going ouk,

Bolsever stared round at him grimh—.

“I1 lheard what vou said to Vernon-

Smith,” said Beriic.

ik

“You're woleome ! grunted Boliover.

“What did ven mean ¥

“I meant what I said—and if xon
cver ask me home again, guavd with
vaur left, that’s all ! snorted Bolsover,
“I've had enough of it, and of vou 1™

“Who asked you home®” exelaimed
Vernon blankle.

“hdn't you?" sncered Bolsover.

“* Not that I know of !"

“Oh. chuek it!” Bolsover
snorted, and stamped away.

Bertio Vernon starved after him; and
then spun round as a fat voice squeaked
Leliind him :

“Cad! Coulkdn't vou afford a tea?
What did you ask fellows for, if you
couldn’t afford a tea "

Dertie Vernon made a movement
towards Billy Bunter with compressed
lipe. His look was rather alapming:
and Bi“{' Bunier dedged round the
Famous I'ive, and rolled off 1n liaste.

“Has that fat idiot gone mad, or
what " asked Bertie, glancing at the
chums of the Remove,

“0Oh, much the same as nsual ! zaid
Bolb, *I say, you scem to have got in
in plenty of time for roll, Vernon,”

“¥es, I had lots of time.”

major

squeak was heard.

27

“We didu't have much,’ said Bob
rather deyly. “1 suppose vou didn't
expect us to wait for you®"

“Eh? ‘-.'-':%;; should 3on wait for
me?” asked Vernon, staring, “What
do you mean "’

“Oh, nothing! It's all right, old
bean IV

“The all-vightfulness is tevvifie, iy
csteerned Vernon !

And ihe Famous Five moved on
rather hastily, leaving Bertic Vernon
staring, puzzled and writated.

When the Remove went up to pre
Bertie” Vernon fixed hia eﬁs i'u]_:}:el:'
unpleasantly  on Wharton and Nugent
in Study No. 1. '

Wharton and Nugent sorted out,
T.]I-E'III_‘I baﬂ]-:l:t, !nffectinghﬂuli to sce it,

“Have 1 done anything to upsct y
fellows ¥ asked "i.?m-numg Pk

“Oh, no, net at all!™ said Tarry,

“Not in the least,” said Nugent,
with great politeness.

Vernon stared at ithem, frowning,
then e got hiz hooks and sat down to
prep an gloomy silence.

. Hardly o word was spoken at prep
mn Study No. 1 that evening.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Paying the Piper !

INGATE of the Sixth saw
lights out for the Remove that
night,

When the prefect was gone
and the door shut one of the Remove
fellows sat up in bed.

A match was heard to seratch, and
a candle-end was lighted, and the glim-
meving light revealed the face of Bertio
Vernon, pale and set with bitter anger,

Fellows in other.beds looked at Inm,
wundermg‘ what was up.

Only Vernon-Bmith knew. It was
cvident to the Bounder that talk
among some of the feHows who had
ﬁgna to Lantham Chase that afternoon

d enlightened Bertie, Sinde prep hoe
had been put wise on the subject.

The Bounder grinned, IIe had got
away successfully and completely with
his malicious jape, and he Eid not Care
a bean for the consequences—if any.
He was more than ready for a scrap
in the dovmitory if his double ealled
him to account.

“I sav, yvou fallows!"” Bunter's fat
“I . was starving!
What do vou think of a cad asking a
fellow to tea, and then niea.rinﬁ' off
and leaving him without any fea ¥

“Bhut up, old fat man !’ said Peter
Todd.

“Shan't!  Letting a fellow down!
I never asked him te ask me home,

died I Takihg us over in a car and
leaving us (o pay onr own feres
home [

“ Somebody may have been short of
casty,” said Skinwer.

Bertic Vernon stepped out of bed;
his eves fixed on the grinning face of
the Bounder.

“Get ont of bed, Herbert Vernon-
smith I he said. “I'm going to thrash
von for ihe votten trick you've played
thia afternoon, you cad ™

“Dear mo!” yawned tho Bounder.
“Have I dono anything t"

“Hallo, hallo, hallel What's the
row "’ asked Bob Cherry, sitting wup.
* Bmithy's been up at Hawkascliff this
afternoon, Vernon—:"

“To hasn't, you fool t”

41 Eh?!‘l

“I've heard what has happened, vou
¢illy dummy! MWoare you veally fool
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BIRCHEMALL

DETECTIVE!

Have a good laugh over this comic

Co., of St. Sam's.
By DICKY NUGENT

tale of Jack Jolly

“ Blow me tight ! 2

It was Mr. I. Jolliwell Lickham, the
Form-master of the Fourth at B5t,
Bam’s, who uttered that refined
epgeolamation.

t wea a balf-hollerday at 3t. S8am’s,
and Mr. Lickham had just looked into
the Head’s study to see if Dr. Birch-
emall would join him in a game of
crcalty. But the site that d him
when he the door put croaky
completely out of Mr. Lickham's head.

Dr. Birchemall was standing in front
of the mirrer on the mantelpiece. In
one hand he held a large magnifying.
giass, and in the other held a pair
of handeuffs ; while on his classical
face he wore a skowl so alarming that
it made Mr. Lickham’s bair fairly
stand on end !

While the master of the Fourth
stood blinking in the
doorway the Head, who
had not yet notissed
him, spoke to his own
reflection in the mirror.

ik Thﬂ ﬁ‘:ﬂ 1 .
Blim Sam 1" he barked.
* Better com's quistly,
ur ¥

Mr. Lickham could
stand it no longer,

“Dr.Birchemall!
Bir ! he gasped.” What-
aver are you doing of 7

The inte tion came
like & bomb-shell to the
Head. He looked round -
Like a startled fawn., A feint snile
replaced his feerce skowl as he recker-
nissd Mr. Lickham.

‘“ Ah, Mr. Lickham !

ized—what "'

“ I must konfeas, sir, that I am
muttered the Fourth Form-master as
he mopped his perspiring brow. * Why
are you standing in front of the mirror
pulling ugly faces at yourself and

¥You are ser-

waving handeuffs and a magnifying-
glasa ebout ! "
“Ahl Now youre asking!”

chuokled the Head. * The foct is, I
am training to be s private detective,
I have been studying a book called
¢ Buxxessful Sloothing,’ Lickham."”

" But what about li_hﬂsah I‘aﬂIﬂs you
weare ing at reelf in the glass 1 ™
damaﬁgdniir ickham. * What was
the idea of those, sir 1 "

“ That's easily anewered, my dear
Lickham. When you came in I was
iouoat practising the piercing, hipnottick

k that alooths give their viktima—
aleo the words they use whoen they
get their men ! Simply spiffing, the

way I did it, don’t you think ? "

The arrival of Binding, the page, at
that mioment saved Mr, Lickhem the
trubble of answering that embarrasaing
question.

" Mr. Ferdinand Fearless to see you,
#ir,” annoonced Binding.

“ Why, that's the father ol Frank
Fearless of Form, sirl" eggs-
claimed l&.m{iﬂhm. “A grate

r. in the industrial world, I
belesve. I wonder what be wants 7"

A keen, hawk-like look camo into

et 10 B0 Botnatty, ti ooked
i it did. ctually, ooke
more like a boiled owl than a hawk !

* I think I have a shrewd idea what
has bro bim here,” ho said ' He
haoa to sev his son 1™
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ham, with =—— e t— - — it
erushing
sarkasm, * Hallo, ater 1™  ered Frank, | the trailed your son to the gates and I'll It was & roar of larfter,

“ 8hall I show the gent up, sir 1"
agsked Binding, and the having
nodded, the pege cut off, to return
& minnit later with Mr. Fearlesa,

Mr. Ferdinand Fearless, who was
usnally a bluff and harty pentieman,
wore a worried look on his face
when he entered Dr. Birchemall's
study. He started slitely., on seeing
t.}]m ﬁﬂﬁdiﬂ handoufls and magnifying-
glass,

“ Blesa my =sole, Dr. Birchemasll !
Are you rehearsing a drama for the
skool stege society 7" he asked.

P

*“ Not sgesactiy, Mr. Fearless,”
plied the Head with a amirk.
tell vou the truth, I have become a
detective. Got any misteriee to
solve 77

“ No, thanke!" grinned Mr. Fear-
lesa, *' 1 meerly called to transact
some bizziness with my son. Can he
be found easily at present, do you
think 1"

“ Easy a3 winking!"™ eaid the
Hend, cheerfully. 1 will bring my
detective ability to bear on the prob-
lem, my dear sir, and ran him to earth
in & brace of shakes. Seen anvthing
of Fearleas lately, Binding ¥ "

“ ¥essir. Which 1 saw the young
pent a-walking out of the "Ouse five
minnita apo, s

“Ha'! A eclus struight mway, you
see, Mr. Fearless ! Come this way !

[ir. Birchemall threw aside his hand-

cuffe and led the way downstairs,
followed by Mr. Fearless and Mr,
Lickham.

When he reached the front door the
Head went down on his hands eand
neeze and eggsamined the top step
enperly through his mapgnilying-glass,

" We are on the trail, gentlemen ! ™
ho cried, jubilantly, *“I could pick
out r son's footprints anywhere,
Mr. Fearless. Follow me!™

The Head bounded down the stope
and started crawling on hands and

neeza across the quad, with Mr,
Lickham in close attendonce behind
hirn,

Mr. Fearless, howeover, did not

follow the nmatcur detective far.
Before he had reached the bottom step
Frank Fearless, who had been playing
leap-frog round the corner with his
chums Jolly and Merry and Bright,
happened to spot him. He came
running up to meet hiz pater at once,

cheerily. * What brings you to Bt.
Sam’s to-day ! I suppose it's some-
thing to do with one of your numerous
bizzinéss stunts 7"

Mr. Ferdinand Fearless nodded.

“¥Youve hit it!" he said, in a
tense, thrilling whisper. “ 1t’s a secrst
new invention, —an invention

for removing the shells of hard-boiled
egge at ton times the speed at which
it can be done-at present. My scient-
iats have been working on it for vears
in my laboratorica. nﬁ];h}w* they have
trinmfed ! ™

* Good aﬁg, dad 1 "' grinned Frank

* 8o

Fearless, unds rather a cracked
idea. to me: but I'm glad you've
_suxxeaded,”

“ Unfortunately suxxess has ita

drawbacks,” went on DBr. Fearless,
with ancother nervuss glance over his
shoulder, “To come to the point,
Frank, my biggest bizziness rival, an
unmruémlﬂua scoundrel namesd Hymer
Kerr, has learned of this grate inven-
tion and is trying to pineh the plans !

“ My hat ! hat a cd 1 ™

“ Hymer Kerr,”" eaid Mr. Fearloss,
grimly, * will stop at nothing to obtain

In the last few df¥ he has broken
into the house und the offics and even
ntc my bank in his efforts to find
them. For that mwson, my boy, it
18 necessary for melo put them some-
where where he w| mever think of
iooking. Alter mwa consideration I
have decided to gim them to you !

He drew a bulky snvelope from his
pocket- and handd it over to. his
voung hoaplul,

‘These are e plans, Frank.
Giunard them jeligy ! Take pgrate
care to keep them mt of site of prying
aves and ont ol mach of purloining
pawsg ! " ;

" Rely on me, dat  grinned Frank
Feurless. * Ii Hyier Kerr comes
prowling round 8t 3am’s, he'll get &
dot on the boko-—sni he won't get the
plans ' Yarooooo!'

Frank’s final yd was caused by
Dr. Birchomall treading on his foot as
e arrived buck w the scene, The
Head, who hod ges only for Mr.
Fearless, entirely led to notiss the
Fourth-Former.

“Hurry up, Mr Fearless!" cried
Dr. Birchemall,  aperly. “T've

lans of this n?'!ant.imi ol mine.

HARRY WHARTON
CALLING ALL CHUMS

* Fair play to artiets ! * ig going to
be the battle-ery of a great new move-
ment at Greyfriars — if Sampson
Quineey ey Field of the Remowve
has his way !

Squiff is waxy about the reception
siven to n water-colour he has juat
completed,

He has spent. quite a lot of hia apare
time this term on that Wat.ur-cul}:::un
Far long hours he has sat on a atool
on the river bank, painting patiently—
enduring the humorous remoarks of
Greyfriars passera-by with f{ortitude.
The finiehed work of art, he thought,
would . silence the wvoices of the leg-
pullers.

This week, his task completed, ho
proudly displayed the canvas in the
Rag. Ho was satisfied with it himnssll’
and he had an idea his satisluction
would be shared by the rest of the
Eemove. He confidently expected a
chorus of delight from his {rionds and
an eloquent lack of leg-pulling from the
reat.

Instead of which, his picture was
greeted with howls of laughter from
the rest and a lot of embarrassed
coughing from hia friends !

Bolsover major suggested it was a
new kind of camouflage for painting
on tanks. Hazeldene asked whether
ha had not hung it upside down by
mistake,

Bquifi’s friends’ lame attempts at
praising it were a complete fop.

Almost bl.ll‘ﬂtin% with indignation,
Squiff took down his masterpiece and
removed it to Study No. 14, where he
deposited it in the cupboard, eafe from

e e = ST PR e - —

the wvulpar raze. later, he coms to
#20 me about it. fis complaint was
that Greyiriars in gensral s too apt
to look on fellows who paint pictures
as freaks. The only thing the school
over admires. Squdd’ said, is prowess
N sport.

Well, chums, | have given that
char revionis  ansideration.  The
conclumon I have wrrived at is that
Squiff is miatnken,

Leading fipures i1 aport at Gray.
frinrs come in for thajr fair share of
wdmivation, [ adnr; and that's just
#% it should be. * © i/ himaelf was
cheered on Lictie fiue this week for
<o brilliant wicks-leoping ') But
s o leading figur pén other spheres.
Wibley for his wetmg, for instance ;
Linley for his knowlbige of the clussics;
the amateurs who contribute to the
" Herald  for their literory elkill,

I am ¢uite sure that our amateur
artists sre just n foirly treatod as
anyong else. Skinmr'a cenrtoons aro
certainly popular. Frank Nugent hus
earned praise fo  his paintings.
Ogilvy's  plon-draw n and archi-
tectural desicn work attract a lot of
interest., .

In Squiff'a easoaguite frankly, I
suepeet that his weler colour was not
quite 80 good as he mapgined it to be ;
and hia rather sslbconscions efforts
to get the fellows th enthuso over it
brought sbout the leg-pulling that
ensued. If Bmquifjlyoka at it fairly
and squarcly, 1 thin fie will soon see
that thers iz no Jrejudice against
artista ot Oroyitars; he's just
imagining it |

aving done which, he may =it
down at his eassl anl try again—with
better resulis |

Meet you all gain next week,

chums !
HAR. 8EWHARTON.

soon nab for him you if you'll come
with me. Probably be is down at
the village bunshop, skoffing tuck.”

“Ow!l Are you talking about mn,
sir 1 "' gasped %:E-H.I‘]H-HH. *If 8o, I'm
here—and if you want to know, sir,
I haven't been anywhere near the
gates this aflterncon | M

The Head gave a viclent, spasmod.
dick start.

“ B-b-bless my sole | ** he stuttered.
* It’a Fearless himneelf |  ‘This is simply
eggatraordinary—amazing ! My dedue-
tions were flawless—ny clues infallible!
And yet it seerms that something muat
have gone wrong with the works ! ™

“Ha, ha, ha !

Mr. Fearless
and Mr. Lickham couldn't help it

Dr. Birchemall skowled.

“ Look here——"" he sanorted.

“ Ha, ha, ha! "

“ What a slooth ! ™

“ What a defective detective !

**Ha, ha, ha!™

“Oh, rattal’” said the Head
erossly ; and he went back into the
Skool House looking fearfully annoyed.

But 3t. SBam's had not heard the
lagt of Birchemall the detective. Nor,
if he had only known it, had Frank
Fearless heard the last of Hymer Kerr !

(Look out for the rib-tickling sequel
to this story, entitled » ‘' His Sinaster
Viailor 1" tn next week's " Herald ' )

BUNTER'S “BLINDER” WON FORM

Says VERNON-SMITH.

GAME

The odd thing shout our prize
gu-rp-:iw, Bunter, is that you can’t

eep him out of the limelight.

When I etarted writing sports notes
for the " Greylviars Herald,"” it
certainly never oceurred to me that I
should ever have oecasion to mention
his name. Yet, locking back on my
files, I find that he haa eropped up at
least three times !

This week, it's quite impossible to
leave him out, anyway. For, helieve
it or not, the fathead actuslly won n
game for the Remove Eleven on
Wednesday.

The circumstances, admittedly, were
a little unusnal
Wingate had given
orders that we were

to 6Gx up a e
with the Third to
give them a little
experience of the

uame a8 it should be
ploayed. And Whar-
ton. in wview of the
winkness of the oppo-
eition. hamd seleoted
his team {rom thiose
fellowsin the Remuove
who were most in
need of practice.
Willinm Cioanrge
Buuter was ineluded
— naturally — and
Bunter duly played.

It wea & sinvle
innings match. The
Third batted First

anid seored Lhe im.
preesive total of 145, runs befom
they were disinissed.

Againgt Third Form howling the
regnlur Remove tenm wonld have pone
oue better withont anv diffieulty. But
it was not the regular Remove teain—
vory far from it, in fact ! Out of the
whole eleven, only two men mada any
sort of a show—IKi and Trevor.
These two moderntely good batmmen
between themn =cord 90 mang—nearly
double the score ol all the rest
topetlr.

Kippa' dismissal
wes followed by
quite a procession

of duck's eggs.
Eventually, with
2 runs to po for & tie and 3 for a
win, it was a case of last man in. And

lnst man in was William George Bunter.

Trevor warned him when he came
down to bat not to try to scoro.
Bunter's reply to that was an emphatic
“Rats ! ™ and a loud sniff.

He crouched at his wicket, holding
his bat- at an alarming angle, and
cheerfully t?mparcd to swipe the ball
right over the pavilion roof. Bpectators
grogned. I actually saw several
Remove men avert their eyee—unable
to bear the sight of his stumps being

spreadeagled.

Tubb howird a fast ball. Bunter
whirledd roond s
bat as though he
was  handling &
haseball «<nb and

swiped at 1t for all
he was worth.

I  suppose thera
i3 no reason  why
miracles =should not
happen on  the
ericket  ficil. One
just daesu’t  expeet
them :  that’s  all
A woivoch: appened
all  right  on Lidle
Side the next mstant,
HNYWILY. Bunter's
bat  actually hit
the ball, and the
hell  went  sailing
across to the bound-
ary for four! And
Bunter won the rame
lfor the Remove !

Play fimshed with that hit, so we had
ne  lurther opportunity of seeing
Hunter the batsman. The probability
i8 that he wonld have been bowled out
by the next ball.

But we won't detract fromn his feat.
That ** blinder ' of his woa the huckiest
hit 1 have ever seen in a ericket mateh ;
but it won the game, and Bunter is
entitled to all the kudos he can collect
out of it.

Neadlesa to =zay. ha ia not at all
backward in collecting the same !

FAGS’ NATIONAL SERVICE
MUST BE STOPPED!

Declares TOM BROWN

Two nights ago. after prep.. I was doing a littls
extra ewot in readiness for the yearly exams., when
& disecordant shrieking and whistling fell on my ears.
It was accompanied by a nerve-racking beating of
tom-toms or something remarkably like tom-toms.
Whatever it wasa, it soon put a stop to iy swot.
I shut up my books and went out to see what was
the matter.

I traced the awiul din to the Third Forn-room.

Opening the door, 1 was canfronted by
the sight of a dozen or so fugs blowing
away at tin wihstles, while thres others
played deefeningly on kettledroma. ‘Tubb,
who was conducting the feariul concert,
obligingly rapped on & desk to stop them,

“ Want anything ¢ he agked in-
nocantly.

“ T want you to stop that lorrible
racket before you drive me off my rocker
—that's all,” T replied. * What the
dickens do you think you're doing,
anyway "

Y National Serviesl™ was Tuobb’s
unexpected answer.

I blinked at liim.

“ Nationul Service § What the
thum i

“ We're too voung for the echool eadet
corps; 80 we're doing the next beat
thing by starting & drum.and-fife band.”
Tubb explained. * Jolly good wheeze,
don't yvou think? When we've had
enough practice we shall get permission
to march in front of the corps.”

Words failed me. [ tottered awny to
the Rag and decided to give up swot for
one uiight.

The following morning, 1 went dovwn
lo my garden plot to sve what progress
my seed potatoes were making. You can
unagine my emotiona when I found a
aquad of Third Form kids blithely
engu;im] in digging & deep hole in the
middle of my poteto-patoh.

* ¥You—you awlful young vanduls !
What on earth do you think you've
deing ™ 1 shrieked. * My potatocs !
My garden plot I ™

"%ﬂrr};. old bean. Didn't know thera
was uanything planted there," said
Tubb caimiy. * I took it to be waste
land. We're on National Service, you see.”

“Wha-a-at ¥ "

“ Getting our hand in et digging
trenches,” expluined Tubb. * May be
uselul one duy, you know. Btill, I'm
sorry we've messed up your plot. We'll
fill it in Again now ! "

IP'or & second time, I found myselD
epoechless, My leslings, I can tell you,
were (ar too deep for words.

This morning, the limit was reached.
Crossing the quad., I happened to tri
over o tree root. DBefore I could piclg
myszclf up, a horde of grubby fags
swartned over me, grabbed me hy the
enrs, hoir, legs and arms and rushed me
away to the Iags' Bports Ground.
‘There, they dropped me on the grasa
and started scragging me baeld-headed |

After fighting desperately for about
five minutes, I managed to get free.

* What the dickens are you young
manigea up to thie time 7" I gasped.

“No need to get your rag out, old
chap,” Tubb seid, quite warmly. * It's
National Service."”

* N-n-nationnl Service 1 "

* Wo're traening in First Aid yon see :
go. of conrse, we like to try out owr
:il-r.ili n:h any :-.Iu.slmll:inﬂ. we {:Il;rmﬁ acroes,

Foyon’tl just lie down quietly—""

T didn’t. T fed inﬂ.lzaa&lt Y

And the only thing I want to say ahont
the whole business is that the fage’
contribution to National Servics must
be stopped.

IBither that. or I won't be responsible
tor whnt happong !



