A LESSON FOR SKINNER!

A Grand Long Compleie School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.

— e m

=

BEING KIND TO THE BOUNDER!

Copyright in the United States of America.



=3

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

No. 494.

GHHIHFIESFDIGEHIGIEHSRITTEEEHEIHTDSIHLHHBPEOEEEORSPHHDRIY

&5

A LESSON FOR SKINNER!

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Under Suspicion !
"I I ALLO, lLalle, hallo!
Wingcale ™'
“ Laoke  like
somebody, I can
marked Johnny Bull. o
Harry Whurton & o, were chutting in
the Remove passage near the head of the
staircase when Bob Cherry sparted Win-
pato of the Sisth coming upsiairs, :
Wingate came up two steps at a thm,
ared hia brow lovked very prim,
‘The Famoue Five of the Romove eyed
him curicusly. 2
Unlesa Georse Winsate's looks belied
him, there was trouble for somobody—

Here's old

trovble
SO0 ! (53

far
Fit-

evidently somebody  in the Lemove
Uarhars.
“1g it litrle uws?® murmured Dob

Cherry reflectively.  * Any uf you fellows
done that which s»ou.oughun’t to ave
d-::m;.-. -m:l ledt Iu:ulu:m- that which you
ought to have dones™

'E'W-::rli, 'vie loft sy lines wgdone,”™
orinned  Nuzent.: " But  they're for
Quelehy, nol Wineate ™

“T knocked Coker's hat off in the
quad,” observed Jolmmy Ball. But
Wingate wouldn't pind that”

“Tvo punched Temple's nose,”  re-
marked Harry Wharton,  © Bob Winrate
ean't be bothering about Tmulp]n*s nose, ™

“Can't be because 1 was sliding down
tho banmisters ™ suied Bab: 1hougbifely,
T edid land on Coeker winor; but Coker
minor's nobody, ™

“ITa, ha, ha ™

“Have vou sinned any sine, Inky?”

Horree Jamser Ram Singh, the dosicy
Mabob of Blizndpmr, prined, and shook
hia hewd

“Mv  esteemed  conecience  is quike
clear,” ho replixd,  ™'The sinfuiness of
my honourable eclf i not tervific,”

“Plhion we're all richi” eaid Don,
“We ecan give Wingate a hearty wel-
rome, 1tz an honour for the sapiain of
the echoal (o bwle in ot our humble
guartere,”’

Wingatr of the Sixth had reached the
landing v thiz time, 2ol the Pamons
Five, foclime it it conhd vot he any
ging of 1hweesz ihat hnd  brooght  the
captain of Coeevfriars to the Remaove
passifre, were wepared te eive him g
welcomi,

Bob Cherre made a eraceful bow,

Ll P e snnd,

Wingete stoppet, and stared at lim,

FWhat 7 ho ejacitated.

“ AN hail!™

Yo checky vonng ass!” gprowled
Winagate,

“Alern! SBo goad of yvon to look in
at  our quariers,”  saud Bob Cherry

affably. " Are vou lookie for recruaile

for tho First Fleven, Wineate? 1 so,

here are five--live of the very best !
“Hepr, hear ! annd the Co. heartily,
The captnin of Oreviriars made a

movement towards the humerous Bob,
and Bob prudently retreated.

*J& Verpon-Smith  here?” Wingate
aeked abruptly, .

“Bmichy? In his study, 1 think,” said
Wharton.

* Rivcht "

11l tell him vou're coming, Win-
mate,” said Bob Cherry. And he ran up
the passamrao.

"Efnu nexdn't  trouble!™
Wingate, hurrying after him.

PBut Bob Cherrv seomed deal [or onee,
He ran on to Yernon-Smith's study, #n-d
threw the door open. As a matter af
fact, it wae ue likely me not that the
Bounder of Groviviore was emoking in
hie studv, and Bob Cherry, thoush
emphatically down on sieeh practices, fel
that it would only be good-natured Lo
give the black sheep of the Remove the
tip that a prefect wias comibg,

Fortunately, there was no aimosphere
of emoke in the study, Herbert Yernon.
Smith wag changing his necktie before
the pliss, and Skioner, his study-mate.
wias seribbling at the fable.  The two
junmiors  woere elaborately  dgnoring  cne
anothier’s presenee in the study, being on
e woret of terms personally.

The Bounder locked vound from the
alass us Bab hurst in.

“Hlalle! Dan't thar knock ab a door
i the place you o from ™ he asked
cowlbv,

“Winsoute's comine liere,

“0h 0 Tat him eome ™

“Well, T thonght—  Yarooooh I
eogrect ol Cherrv, as o Gueer amd thumi
werpped] Tis oo aned 2pun hime ronmed,

Wingnie was close heling hin.

“You ! oorea!™  roared Baly ine
dignapilv, * That's mv car, Wingate™

The Bisth-Former did ned let go. 1le
Lt the jumior into ihe presage by hie
ear, atzl released im there,

“Uar ™ he mared,
YAnvthine o chlice ™ said Bab, rab-
bavge Iis  eringon ear “1 ecan't eayx

vl e very nleagzur comipany at present,
Wineute, I rou weren't a pal Il joliy
well bilf e} .

And Dol Cherre sendded off Just i
time to o =ive Lis atler eaer,

Wincate raened haek into the sfndy.

Sk hind vieen, pen i haael,  The
Bogrpcley waz stambine bhefore the ;.;]u-EF_.
tevine on his peckide acaa,

SO e St e T rapned ont Wineate,

YT lalle

Wingate  pved e
frowning the while,  VernonBmith wae
peefectly cool. A surprise visie to his
shaedy ali ] not edizforh the nerve of the
Bonmder, theteh he pod more seerets o
keop thun ane orher fellow in the Lower
Fourth oe ar Greviriars.

“I've come here to sk
questioneg,” said Wingaie,

“Fire away !

“*Plave vou any smokes aliout you

The Bounder eaised his eyebrows,

“Bmokes?" he repeated.

junior  sharply.

FOl &0

called {:Il.ilt1

I-I:. lej

“You shock me with that question,
Wingata !” eaid the Bounder, with e
eravity. “Do I look like a fellow who
wonild have smokes about him?™

“Don't give me any of your cheek!”
snapped the prefect. “Bome time age

you  were punished several times for
smoking. [ want to know whether you've
tuken i up again. Turn out your
pockets

Vornon-Smith'a eyee glittered.

“Am 1 uwnder suspicion®”’ he psked.

“¥eg, Do ag I tell you!™

“Maven't I o rig]ll to know 'i'l.lt_'l.F I'm
alspeciod 177

Winzare hesitated a.moment.

“You wouldn't treat Wharton like
this, or Cherry, or Field, or Todd ™ saul
the Bounder, with a sncer. “ Why am [
pieked onl ¥

Y Beranse it's not quite forgotten what
youu used to be like, Vernon-Smith,™
eaid Wingate quietly, You came nour
being sacked., I don’t know why the
Hiead let vou etay, conaidering what a
young rascal you were. Your Form.
masier ig not at all satisfied with vou,
Neither am LM

it 50 S0Py 1
morkingly,

“You've been in Frianrdule this aftoer.
oot

A deitted.

“Yan wenl to the tobaeconist’s thore
and boneht corareties?”

Il T

“That's wiwmt T want te koow, In any
other junior L shonbl think such an act
was aosilly feick, bt o vou it's morn
soevioua, aind looke ws 1f you are plavine
o obl tricks over again,™

“Lhiire =o' smiled ithe Doondeor
“One chap omay sbeal a horse, while
anetier vt look over the feen,
I sieould amohe 3 cirurette, 11°s o plain
sttt thal o worng divesd fo ihe merry
bow-wows | nelessiand perfeetle, B
mivht a chup bombly doegrire low ven
Lnow anvthing about my procecdings in
e vitluee ik altornoon’ 1 you saw
s o o't vesd 1o ask quesiions.!?

1 odul wed ser vou, Someonwe in Friar-
dale has juest vune ap on Mre, Queleh’s
teleplone fo et you, ™

Mith, my bar o Musi be gomebody in
watr of ssoothing to de” eaid  the
Bounder, with o whistle, " Wha's the
johnuy ¥

“Siv ITilton Popper”

" hverfeviop old ass 1" commented tha
”.l,'|.=|||'||,||"\-|'r

“ I =i Thlton saw vor, 1w - sty
b I'll'!_.'lll"t :'-'['H:I.. I""-"'i'!]"-l_':FI"_"ul' HES !H" :'!':."5 |'||"£""!:|

the DBounder

gaid

a omoverpor of the acheal, T s rhin
vall for Mre. Quelel, az he jsowish the
leged, amd caree np here at oner,™ ead-l

Winrare,  “Now, I want 1o kpow the
rpaith, e cot yonr pockets D?

= Certainly 1

With  necheent ecarclossnpss the
Bounder turned out biz peckets, Nothing



Every Monday.

in the nature of smokea came to light,
bowever. i

“Batisfied ¥ smiled the Bounder.

“It's very odd that Sir Hiltan Popper
should report you for mothing,' said the
Ei:th-lf‘lﬂrmen “T'll leok round your
at {

“You're welcome tol”

“Unlock your Jdesk !

" With pleasure.”

Vernon-Smith stood with a sarcastie
smile on his lips while the profect looked
through his desk and about the stude.
It was not a pleasant task for Wingato,
but he went through it grimly.  Care-
fully as the black sheep of the Remove
covered up his tracks, donbtless there
had DLeen signs which had awakened sus-
picion in s diccetion, and he reslized
now that it belioved him to be very eare-
ful indeed. Dut Wingate's scarch wus
fruitless,

“I'm glad thers's nothing here,” the
prefoect said at Jast, = Sic Hilton Popper
mmay have boen mistaken, though it's odid,
That's ull 1+

And Wingate, relioved in his  miad,
perhaps, quitted the study, leaving too
Bounder smiling.

ha

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Hidnapped !

64 MYTHING wrong P’

Harry Whaston & Co, looked

ints the study when Wingate

wng gone, LThey were a trifle

concerned for the Bounder, much as they

disspproved of his shady wanners and
ciatoing.

Yernon-Smith laughed,

“Nothing. It scems that spmebedy
saw me huying cigarettes in Friacdule this
alternoon, and telephoned to Quelehy,
and Wingate took the call,  Tucky I was
only getung them for Ponsonby, of Iligh.
clifte, and handed them to him before [
camoe home "

And the Bounder laughed
5 f‘;;ﬁ"'er}r lucky—for you!" said Wharton

rily.

“Who telephoned ?"” asked Nugent.

"Sir Hilton Popper, from what Win-
gate says, That meddling old bounder
who won't let ws picnic on the izland in
the river '

“Woell, it was right cnough to report
vou, ' said Johnny Dull. “"Serve you
right if Wingate had bowled you out ™

“Thanks awfully '™

“You'll pet spottod some day,” eon-
tinued Johnuy, with-a snart, “and for
something worso than smoking, pt'rhu%m.
And the soonce it happens the better for
the Remwove!  That’'s my opinion ™

“So kind of you W give me vour
opinion !”  suid the Doonder urbanely.
“All the kinder becavse [ haven't asked
you for it!’

“0Oh, rats!" grunted Johnny Bull, turn.
Ing away.

The {'o. followed him, Wharton, at
least, relioved to know that the Bounder
had not been spotted. He deserved to
be, nundoubtedly; but the eaptain of the
Nemovo was glud that he had another
chaneeo.

Skinncer had seated hinself af the talbilo
angain, and was writing.
tapped him on the shoulder, and
looked up anllenly,

Wy hat do yoni wank ™" he snappoed,

“It's lucky for you the busybody on
the telephone pgave Lis name,” sad
Yeroon-Bmith, with & glint in his eyes.

“What do you mean?"

“Otherwiae, I should bave put it down
ta you, Bkinnor,

layed me the other day, when you got
atu:-]q:hy to como here, snd nearly canght
me napmng !

skinner snecred.

“1 suppose I couldn't telephone from
Friardale whilo I was sitting in this
atudy ! he growled,

The Hounder i

It'a like the trick you
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“No!" The Bounder laughed., *You
couldi’t very well, Bkinney. But you
might have got another fellow to do it!"

“(h, rot!

The Boungder regardad him curiously.

" Look here, Bkinner,” he asid at jast.
“"We've been on cat-and-dog terms in this
study leng enough. ¥You've got it up
against me bocause I prevented you from
ija,\'jng a rotten trick on Jimmy Vivian.
sn't it about Lime you dropped it?”

Skinner made no reply; but his hared,
thin face was full of sullen malevolence.
Skinner was not a fellow who could for-
give easify.

One Penny. 3

a clever dedger, but he can’t keep up

that pgame without suspicion ?ethn
about, Bupposs Quelchy should gv.ﬁ
word this  afternoon—suppose, when

Bmtthy's had tine to seitle fairly down
in old Cobb's parlour—"

Skinner's eyes glittered, and he re
turned to the table to finish his lines.

Meanwhile, the Bonnder had gone ouk
of gates, and was sauntering down the
leafy lane towards Frinrdele. e caught
sight of & trap on thoe road abead, with
live jumiors in it, procecding at a walk
up the rise in the road, He reeopnised
Harry Wharten & Co. Bob Cherry,
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“TI tell you what,” said the Bounder,
oyoin;: him.  *“Como with me this after-
neon, Skinnee [

“Where are you going?'”

“The Uress Keys., There's a jolly
party there—Jorry Hawke, and Cobly, and
somo others.  If you're hard up, 1'll lend
vou a guid to start.  Whet do you say?™

“ Mo, thanks!®

Tho Bounder knitted his brows,

“Well, if von choose to keep it up,
keop ik up," he saud, It docsn't hurt
nrey, s far as Lhat goes,  Thut I'm gotting
pretty sick of sccing you scowling about
the study. 1 wish you'd change ¢ut!"

“Well, I'm not going to changn ont!”
snecred Slnmer. . " And you're not ao
sick of mo as I am of you, Vernon Smith !
You gave me away over the Vivian
affair, and I got a ragging from the
Form,. When I've gobt cven, we can
talk aboat lstting bygones be bygones,
not brefore !

The Dounder laughed carclosaly, and,
having atdjusted his nocktio to hiy salis-
faction, suuntored out of the study.

Skinner cast a dark look after him.

The cad of the Iemove was nursing
his supposed njury, and . hia rosentmont
wad made all the meore bitter by Voernon-
i‘-:-;.;':th'a good-humoured contempt  for

irm.

He was bitterly doetermined that the
Nounder should yet loarn that he could
be dangorous,

Vernon-Smith crossed the quadrangle
towards the gato, and Bkinner, from the
atudy window, wotched him go.

H1he Cross Keys!" mutlered Skinher,
“Qualchy's got an oye on him alveady,
and the prefects aro suspicious. Smithy’'s

Mr, Queleh vislts the Cross Keys. (See Chapter 2))

looking back, sighted him at the samo
moment.

s Halir,-; halla, halle! Here comes
Bmithy !"' murmured Bob, "Two to one
I ¢an tell you whero he's going 7 .

“The two to oncfulness is terrific!
{.;rmnm:l Hurreo Singh, whe was driving.
*The esteemed Hmithy is going on the
merry ran-dan!”

“8uly rotter!"” growled Johnny Bull.

“It'a not our bizoney," remsrked
Mugent mildly; *and perhaps Smnithy
isn't going to do anything of the kind,

either "
Harry Wharton was silent.  Dob burst
into a swdden chuckle,
“Loet's give lnm a lift!" ho sand.
Johnny Bull snorted.
“ive him a lift to the Cross Keys!™

he exclaimed,  ** Go and cat coke!  Wo
don't want a smoky rotter n this trap!”
“FYou Jdon't savey, my son! e'll

give him o lift further than that, if he
gets into the trap!”

“I tell wou he's going te the Cross
Keys!” growled Johnoy Bull,  "As a
matier n? fuct, I lienrd him tell Bolsover
major be was going there to-duy 1"

“ He may chango Lis mind wfter ho gets
into the teap, and come to Wapshot with

1!!

" Ruts "

“Woll give Litn o chonce I

“Oh, rot!™

“ Blow down, ITnky !

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh  slowed
down, and the Bounder, with his quick,
springy strides, soon overtook the trap.
He guve the chums of the Remove s
carelesa nod.

Tag Magser Lisrary.—-No, 454,
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“Jump mn!" said Bob cheerily.

Veroon-Smith laughed.

“My destination isn't the same as
vours,” he replied.

“We're going to Wapshot Camp to sec
the soldiers,” =aid Harr;.- Wharton,

“1 bhope you'll ind *em entertsining.
I'm going to the Crosa Keys to see a sct
of lilnnzyilackguarda 1" said the Bounder
coolly.

*Pity Quelchy doesn’t come by and
hear you bragging of it!" grunted
Johnny Bull

* Yes, tan't it?" ]

"“Well, we pass the Cross Keys,” said
Bob, with undimipished cheerfulness.

“ Jump in, Smithy "

E ere—"" began Johnny Bull
wrathfully.

“Oh, ring off, Johnny! Give us a
rost,’” ur Bob, “Jump in, Smithy!

There's plenty of room!” )

“The roomfulness i3 ferrific, my
seteomed, disgusting Smithy ! cbuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

IﬂT.u.hE nabob had eaught Bob Cherry’s
. -

“8ure T ehe™n't comtaminate you?"
wthed the Bounder sarcastically.

“Not at all; but we'll chanee it 1"

“Hs, ha, ha!"

The trap had d now. The five
juniors made room for Vernon-Smith,
who elimbed in. A lift on that warm
summer’s afterncon, on 8 dusty road,
was very welcome. 'The trap crawled
on to the top of the rise.

“ Wouldn’t you care te come along to
Wapshot, Smithy?" asked Wharton.
"There's going to be some maneuvres,
and a lot of people are going.”

“Not in my line, you know,” yvawned
the Dounder. *“Thanks for the lift,
though, I've walked it once this after-
noon,”

“Vou're welcome as the Howers in
May, my son,” said Bob Cherry. " Bee
ilfk at geegee can go & little, faster,
1 ‘.Iil

The trap crossed the top of the rise.
and there was & long run downhill, past
the Cross Keys, into Friardale wvillage.
The trap gathered speed, and dashed on
at & good pace, The Bounder rosa as
the inn came in sight.

“ Better. stop a bit away from the
building,” he said, laughmg. “You
don't want to be seen landing s pas-

:enger there |

“Oh, we sha'n't be seen doing that!”
taid Bob,

I'I'Hu.t'_ﬂ

“Tt will be all right. You'll see

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh gave a
chuckle, and cracked his whip. The
horse was making the pace now. The
trap fairly whizzed along. It passed the
i.rone Koys at o rush, and the juniors
vaught a glimpse of Mr, Jerry I:}awke,
the sharper, smoking & cigar in the
rrarden. The Bounder sat down again
inveluntarily, as the trap rocked and

Lumped.

“You're taking me past!™ he
vlaimed.

“Go hon!™ murmured Boly Cherry.

* Look here—"

" Wouldn't you rather come to Wap-
chot with such distinguished and agree-
able mmliafmg 132

“No, wouldn't I rapped out the
Bounder.

*‘What e pity |”

“Why is it & pity, fathead ¥

“Because you're going, anyway!”
grinned Bob,

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

The trap was rattling down the old
High Btreet of Friardele now. Vernon-
Smith jumped up, but Bob grasped his
arm and im down sgain, Ths
Bounder gave him & fierce lﬂﬂﬂt.
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“Will you let me get down?1” he ex-
clatmed, between his teeth,

“Yes—at Wapshot.”

“You meddling idigt—="

:r"I!t‘hm‘i'!iI!H : i

LELF ) | chaump—

“ Hear, h'za.r j

“Btop that horse, yvou black duffer !"

“The stopfulness will not be terrific,
my esteemed, smoky Smithy 17

“ Ha, ha, I"* roared the juniors, in
chorus.

The Famous Five were in great spirits,
Bob’s extraordinary idea of kidnappin
the black sheep of the Remove struc
them as fuuny. Hurree Singh kept the
horse at a gallop. Vernon-3mith's brows
contracted with anger, and he made an
effort to rise, He was guite reckless
enough to leap out of the trap while it
was tearing along on the Wapshot road.

But Bob Cherry had grasped one arm,
and Johnny Bull—understanding at last
—had grasped the other, The Bounder
was powerless,

“Better take it smiling, Smithy,”
grinned Bob Cherry. {'m:*]l enjoy
iuurseli at Waﬂlglnt- seging the soldiers.
fver so much better tham smoking and
playing with dirty cards with a gang of
sharpers ™

“Can’t you mind your own business?"
howled Vernon-Smith.

“ Sorry—no 1"

* Ha, ha, he 1"

The trap was bowling slong the Wap-
shot road now, and the Cross Keys was
more than a mile behind, There would
have been & long walk before the
Bounder if he could have cscaped. But
hoe could not escape.

. His face was dark with anger for some
tume, But the Bounder had the gift of
philosophy, and his brow cleared at last,
and he burst into a Iaugh.

“You've dono me!” he sad. T
might have guessed you meant some
Jape, you grinning fatheads! Let go my
fin I'm going to Wapshot !

“Right-ho!” chuackled Bob Cherry,
and he released the Bounder. And six
juntors instead of hve arrived at Wap-
shot that sunny afterncon to eee the
eoldiers.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Nice Walk Ior Bunter?!
HARULD SKINNER finished his

impot, and yawned, and rose to

hia fept. He picked up his cap,

and left the study. It was a
good half-hour since the Bounder had
started, and he had had ample time to
pet to the Cross Keys and zettle down
to the little game planned for that alter-
noon. And now his annable study-mate
was ready for business,

Skinner walked quickly across the
quad, dodged Billy DBunter—who was
looking for somebody to cosh a postal-
order {or him in advance—and went aut
at the gates. Billy Bunter bhurried after
him. The Owl of the Remove was on his
own that afternoon, no one secining to
yearn for Dunter's company for the half
holiday.

“1 say, Skinner,

Buuter,

Skinner walked faster.

“Bkinney, old chap! Hold on, you
votter 1™ Billy Buntor broke into a tun,
and came alongside, keeping at a run to
keep pace with Bkinner's thin legs.
“ Look here, Bkinneg—->"

“Clear off V" snapped Bkinner. He
did not want anybody in the village with
him that afternoon—least of all the chat-
terbox of the Remove—for very im-
portant reasons,

But Buuter did not clear off. He had

hold

on 1

pufled

been looking for somebody to fasten him.
self upon, and he had found Skinnem
"1 say, Pl come with you, H yom
like,” said Bunter. * Those roiters—
Wherton and that gang—have o 1o
Wapshot, you know, and they've left ma
behind. That beast Cherry said they
couldn't afford an extra horse to pull ma
along, you know. 1 say, Skinner, are
you going to Uncle Clegg's 1"

“No, I'm not ! sn:l:ﬁped Bkinner,

“If you're going to the grocer's—7"

“I'm not going to the grocer’s, you
porpoige 17

“I'N tell you what

want anything, T'll do
you, and take all

Skinper. If you
the shopping for
the risk,” saird Bunter.
ose grub rules are all rot, you know!
I'll get the grub for you, and we'll go
hah]m—wha.t-?" ; b 19

“I'm not going for gru roared
Skinner, “ Shift off 1"

“Well, where are you geing, theni"
asked Bunter inquisitively.

“Find out 1™

*Oh, really, Skinner—"

Skioner hurried on, and Bunter’s littla
fat legs twinkled as he kept pace. It
was not easy to shake off William George
Bunter. The Owl of the Remove was
susplaious.  His thoughts ran always
upon grub, and he suspected Skinner of
intending to pay a surreptitious visit to
the village tuckshop—in defiance of tha
food regulations. Billy Dunter was not
shocked ; he was only keen to bhave his
whack in the plunder. If Skinner's pur-
pose in visiting the village was quite ins
nocent, why was he so anxicus to g
rid of Bunter—a charming and cntertain-
in f?f:lluw hke Bunter? Echo answered
way

Bo the fat junicr made up his mind fo
stick to Bkinner like glue. Bkinner put
on speed m the hope of shaking him off
but Bunter kept pace, though pante&
and blew like old bellows.

“1 say, old chap, don't hurry !” gasped
Bunter. “I'm coming, you Bkuuw.
Look lhicre, Skinner, if you like to cash a

ostal-order for me, I'll stand my whack
in the grab—hopour bright ! I'm expect-
ing the postal-order this evening, you
know., Of course, it's all the same to
you if you hand me fhe money now,
You can rely on me to hand over the
postal-order immediately it comes,”

Skinner gritted his teeth, and halted,

*Will you sheer off 1 le shouted,

Bunter blinked at him through his big
glasses. He was more suspicious than
ever now.  Indeed, Skinner's anxiety to
get rid of him was quite enough to make
him suspiclous,

“No, 1 won't!" he said loflily. I
pippose 1 can walk to Friardale if I like?
Have vou bought up the road 1"

“1 den't want your, you fat rotber |”

" Oh, really, Skinper!”

Skinner started off agnin, running this
time. Dunter broke into a run to keep
pace, but it was hard work.

“Stop for me, Skinner ! he howled.
“1 say, look here, Skinner, I'm net gomg
to have you breaking the grub rulea! X
comsicler 1t my Jduly to mention the
maticr to R prefect.  Btop, you rotter 1™

But Skinner didd not stop. He ran
harder. Billy Runter wus at 4 hopeless
disadvantage. e had twice Skinner’s
weight to carry.  He dacked down, Easp-
ping for breath, as rhe village came in

sight,

“Yow-ow.ow ! (M:, the raotter!”
gasped Bunter. “1 jolly well know he's
after the grub! Unpatriotic beast ! Dis-
gusting, I call it—in fact, revelting! If
there's one thing I can't stand, it's a
food-hog 1"

Billy Bunter kept on at a walk. ITe
was disgusted with Skinner’s supposcd
iniquity, but he still hoped to gng a
whack in the lect. If he found Skinner
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in possession of forbidden tuck, he was
prepared po insist upon a share, with the
threat of reporting the inquity to the
Eomove-master.

Bkinner vanished from sight in the
village strect, and when Bunter arrived
in Friardale he blinked round for him
in vain. Unele Clezg was standing in
the doorway of his little shop, and
Bunter rolled up to lum.

“Is Skinner here?" he asked.

Mr. Clege shook his heazd. ;

““Oh, dear! Have you secn him, Mr.
Clegg ¥ 5

“ Muater Skinner’s just gone into the
poat.office. ™

“Oh, my hat!®

Bunter rolled on, and stopped outside
the post-office. That establishment was
alao a grocer's shop, and Bunter's sus-
glciunla were  almost cortainties HOW,

ut if Bkinner wags buving provisicna
to eka out the frugal war-provender at-
Grayfriars, his secret purchases were not
likely to remain secret long. Bunter
paused only Lo recover his breath, and
then he rolled in.

To hia surprise Skinner was not to be
seen.  DBunier blinked round the grocery
department and raund the post-office de.
partment 11 vain. Harold Skinner was
not there,

“Well, my hat!” gasped Bunter, in
utter dmfust;

He rolled up to the counter, and ad-
drassed the young lady who handed out
ﬂhﬁnpﬂ and took In te ﬁ%—;mm:

Excuse me, mis, has my friend
pone—a Greyfriars chap, who just came
in—"

“8econd box ! said the young lady
hnt_-ﬂ:i;‘

' L

“1 have just given him his number,”

“* Hiz number ! Oh!"

Bunter understood.

There were two telephone-hoxes in the
post-office for the use of the public. One
waa occupied.

Billy Bunter blinked at the telephone-
cabinet in utter diszust,

Ekmna.:r had come there to telephone !
It wasn't an expedition in scarch of
secret tuck after all; it was .simpbl‘ a1
matter of telephoning! And Bunter had
run nearly a mile to find out that
Skintier was telephoning !

Bunter's feelings were too deep for
words a3 he tarned away., In utier dis-
gust he rolled out of the post.office, and
gruut@d and perspired his way down the

usty road to Greviriars. Nover had it
asemed to the fat junior anch a long,
long way to Groyfriars as it seemed that
warm afternoon.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Told on the Telephong !
mermured A

&4 EARE me!"
Quelch.
The Remove-master was en.

joving himsell that afternoan.
He was aitting at his typewriter in his
atudy, and liz celebrated “ History of
Greyfriars "  was growing under the
clicking leya.

A buzz of the telephone-bell was very
unweleome,  But Mre, Quelch rose to
attend it. and took up the receiver.

“Ta that Greviriars?" came a zome-
what harsh voies,

“Yea! Mr. Queleh speaking

“Ha' T rang you up earlier this after-
noon, M. Quelch, but someone else took
my messnge—a prefoet, I think,"

“Quite so; it was Wingaute of the Sixth
Form. You are Sir ILilton Popper, I
presume 7'

“That s ao."

“Thank you very much for havin
reported Vernon-Snuth, Sir Hilion ! %
am much obliged to you! The matter
has been inveatigated.” |

1ita good
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“Huh!
male,"

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips a little
at the trapsmitter. Doubtless 1t was Sic
EHilton’a duty to make such reports,
ecspeeially 28 he had been a governor of
Greyfriars. DBut it was possible to have
toe much of a good thing, As the baronet
was no longer connected with the echool
in any way, and, indeed, was not on the
moeabk friendly terms with the Head, his
exceasive sense of duty savoured a little
of erusty interference.

But Mr. Quelch could not decline to
hear the new report, and he contenled
himsell with compressing his lips.

“The boy I reported to you--Vernon-
Smith, of the Lower Fourth Form-—is
now in Friardale again.”

There is no rule against a junior
visiting Friardale on a half-holiday, Sir
Hilton, "

“Huh 1"

- %1 trust you have not scen him pay-
1I:l|: another visit to the tobacconist’s?™
added Mr., Quelch, with a slight inflec.
tion of sarcaem in his voige,

- Wingate's report of hia examination
in the Bounder's study had quite catis-
fied Mr. Quelch, He had little doubt
that Sir Hilton, who was a hasty old
gentleman, had been mistalcen,

“Wo, I have not! I have seen him
enter a much more disreputable place—
the Cross Keys Inn!" came the harsh
tonea on the telephone.

Mr. %alc.h atarted,

“8Bir Hilton ™

“I trust you do not regard this as
unwarranfed interference on my part,
Mr. Quelch, Having been o governor
of the school, I atill talie an interest in
name."”

“Quite s0, quito ao! T am much
obliged to you, Butb are you sure that
there i3 no mistalee, Sir Flilbon? Do
you ltnow Verpnon-Smith well by aight "

“ Porfectly wallt”

“You have actually scen him enter
that building "

“"With my own oyes, air!"”

“The fact is, Sir ¥ilton, that wvour
previous report this afternson turned out
to be ill-founded.”

“Huh!™

“Wingate examined Vernon-Smith at
onee, amd no cigarettes were found abount
hime or in his study.”

* Doubtless ho had cunningly disposed
of them,"”

Tt is possible, of coure. Ilowever—"

“1 presume, Mr. Queleh, that vou will
act upon the information I am now
giving you! A Greyiriars boy is at this
moment in the company of sharpers and
sporting touts at a public-house, ™

“T1 &hall certainly  inveshipate  the
matter," said Mr. Quelch., 1 trust it
will turn out to be a mistake,”

“T repent that T saw him cenler the
building, and saw him accompany the
fellow Cobb in by the back door.”

“RBless my aonl '™

T considered it my duty to report the
gircumatanes to you,'

* Quite 8o, quitey so!  Thanl vou very
much " Mr, é@uehﬂl'a brows were darkly
knitted now. 1 wil see inko the mateer
at once, Bir Hilton,”

“Yeory good 1M

Mr. Queleh roplaced the receiver on
tha hooks,

He cast a glance towards his ivpe.
writcr, but there was no more literary
work for him that afternoon, As Vernon-
Smuith'a Form-master, he was bound to
mako the [ullest investigation at onee
into the allepation against the junior,
It was not a matter he could entrust o
a8 profect,

In a state of great annorance and
exasperation, Mr. Quelch tool his coat
and hat and lsft the School House.

There was only one way in which ha

I have ancther report to

One Penny. 5

could prove the truth or otherwise of
the aceusation. He had to visit the Croas
Keys himself,

ivery nerve in his body shrank from
the idea of a personal interview with the
fat and greasy Mvr. Cobb, the landlord
of the inn, and the rowdy sporting crew
who haunted the place.

But there was evidently nothing else
to be done. If the reckless junior waa
thers, he could not leave himn there. Jla
could not wait for him to return and

uestion him. He would certainly deny
the accusatton. And Sir Hilton’a word
was not proof. The baronect was both
hasty and short-sighted, and might have
been  mistaken. Indeed, Mr. Quelch
hoped sincorely that he had been mia-
taken.

JIf the Bounder had, in truth, pushed

his reckless rascality to such an extreme,
thera was only one thing to be done—
te catech him in the act, and tuke him to
the Headmaster. And in that case the
Bounder was not likely to trouble Grey-
friars with his presence much longer. The
Head had been merciful before, on the
Bounder’s promise of reform. Vernon.
Amith was not likcly to escape cheaply
a second tome,
. Mr. Quelch whisked out of the gates
in & greab hurry and a very bad temper,
Ilis temper would not have been 'im-
proved it he had known that Skinner of
the Remove had just guitted a telephone.
box in Friardale post-office, and thm
Sir Hilton Popper was dozing in his
library at Popper Court.

The Remove-master passed  DBill
Bunter in the lane, fagging along w;tﬁ
B red, dllemim‘mg face and many grunts,
He had nearly reached the village when
he passed Skinner, who capped him very
reapectfully,

After Mr. %L!EI#'H hed passcd him,
Skinner stopped and looked round. He
was very interested in the movements of
the Greviriars Form-master,

Mr. Quelch etrode on to the Cross
Koys, on the outskirts of the village.
There he paused. His objectivn to enter
the place was almest insurmountablo,
Two or three frowsy men were holding
a warm argument outside the door on
the subject of “bloomin’ "Uns,'" The
Remove-master made up hizs mind, and
passed down the path at the side of the
inn.,  Fe had been told on the telephone
that Vernon-Bmith had been scen to
enter the inn at the back, so it was
doubtless there that he would find him,
if at all,

"By gad!” Skinner drew a decp
breath as the Remuve-master passed the
gate and disappeared from view, *“Ry
gad! It's a fair catch!™

Not the elightest doubt did Skinner
entertain that the Bounder was at that
very moment scated in the back parlour
of tho Cross Kovs smoking and playing
cards with the sporting gentlemen there,
He koew with what intention the
Bounder had left Greyiriars.

Skinner turned again, and strolled on
towards the school, with a smile on hia
face, Ilis old and bitter grudge againat
hia study-mate sermed likely to bo paid
at last, with interest. e was quite in a
good humour when he arrived at Grey-
frinra, overtaking Billy Bunter in the
gateway,

Tho Owl of the Remove gave him a
savage blmk, Bunfer was tired in
every fat limb, and damp all over with
perspiration.

Skinner srinmed at him.,

“Ilad a mice walk ! he queried,

“Yah! Dcast!”

Skinner chockled and walked on
Squiff of the Remove met him in the
quad. and lonked st him.

“Hallo! What rotten trick have you
been plaring 7" asked Scpaift,
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“Eh? What do you mean?" asked
Bkinner, taken aback.
“Well, you're looking so jolly satisfied

on Fie‘id.
FOel "r':El
b

ahout something,” egaid Sam
“That generally means that
made somebody uncomfortahle,
it

"Oh, rats!” growled Bkywmner, poss.

Or.

Skinner was, as Squilf ohserved, in a
very satistied mood, 1lle was picturin
the Bounder's feclings when Mr, Quelch
come upon him. The Bounder had mnler-
vened to frustrate o miserablo trick
Bkinner had designed upon Sir Jimumy
Yivian of the Romove, with the result |
thag Jlarold Skinner had had o Form |
rapging. That old aceount was to be !

i

and in full now. Skinuner waited, in a |
mppy  state  of anticpation, for the
denoucment., !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER. i

Not Nice for Mr. Quelch ! :
R. QUELCIL looked round him |
M a3 ho entered the garden at
the back of the inn, o had :
some vague klea in his mand |
uf tapping at a back door, and being
udmgitted there. Had he entered at the |
front, any Greylfrinrs boy in the place
rould have oscaped at the back long
lefore he could have been caupht, Rut
the Form-master felt that he was upon |
delicate  ground.,  Mye, Cobb, i he |
illowed schoolboys to come to  his |
premises o gamble, deserved to be sent |
1o prison. DBut the matter was not
proven, And meanwhile, 1t was
indubitable that the Greyfriars master
was breading upon privale property, and
liable to an accusation of trespass 1 the
lapndlord of the Cross Kevs chose to cut
up rusty.
80 he paused, and considored the
situationn, 1 the weckless black sheep
was there, he did not intend to let lum
escape unseen. DBut exactly how to nail
him wna a question that had yet to be
an=wored.

The Retnove-master was bitterls angg
that such a task should be impos
upon him.  His feelings towards Vernon-
Bmith were not kind just then,

Bebind the inn, looking upon the
garden, was a low wooden veranda,
upon which soveral windows opened,
One of them was wide open on account
of the warmth of the alternoon, perhaps
also on account of the fumes of smoke
and drink within, Voiccs came floating
to the Remove-master as ho stood in the
weedy, neglevted garden,

“Your deal, Ferey 1™

“Liive us 2 match

“My ‘at, it's ‘ot "ere!”

An cxpresston of dispust crossed the
Form-master’s face, This was the kind
of person be had to interview., But it
was borne in uvpon his mind that if
Vernon-Smith was in the Luilding thus
wag the reorm in which he would find
k. And he ascended the rickety
wooden steps of the veranda.

Az he approached the open French
window of the room, a bulky form
eowrged from within, filliog 1t. There
wim a soutd of a gquickly-moved chair, |
which fell backwards, so hastily bhad it |
been  movied. That sound made M, |
Queleh’s cuzpicion g eortainty, Some- |
sne had been alarmed by his approach -
and none of the habitues of the inn had
any reaaon to fear him, .
U Arternoon ! aaid the fat gentleman |
in the doorway, who was Mr. (obb him. |
eclf, and he nodded familiarly to the |
Remove-master,

“Kindly allow me to enter ! zaid Me,
Quelch ieily.

Mr, Colib did not move,
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teaid Mr, Quelch

“This "ere iz private,” he explained.
“¥ou enter at the front for reiresh.
moenta, sir,™

The Remove-master reddened.

I have not come here for refresh-
ments, as you know very well I he ox-
claimed sharply.

“Ow should I know 1%, sir?’ asked
Are. Cobb, unmoved, “*Folks ginerally
come ‘ere for refreshments, What maght
vou be wanting, then*"

“1 win 8 master at Greyiriars School,”
with foreod calmness.
“You know me by sight, My, Cobb,”

“Now I think of it, I believe 1 de,
Mr. Bgueleh, ain’t it

My name is Quelch,”

";"ilfg.' mistake ! said  Mr.,  Cobb
blandly., *“Werry jlmlemﬁm! to meet vou,
Mr. Queleh, and if it wasn't for the
no-treatin’ order, 1'd be pleased to offer
you sonethin’ on this "ot arternoon, But
this ’era is a law-abidin® “ouse. Bless
you, sir, I shouldn't dare to break one
of the reggylations !

*I have reason to believe that a boy
belonging to Greyfriars is here, and 1
desive to enter, to ascertain whether that
ia the case.”

Mr., Cobb looked surprised.

- "Now, wot could “ave put that idea
into  your ‘ead, rir'” he exclaimed.
“Surely, sir, you kpow it's agin the law
to serve schoolboys with lickeri™

“I have no reason to believe that the
law ix  carefully obgerved in  this
establishment,” said Mr, (i!ueltlh bitterly,
“"Netther do I suppose the foolish oy
came here fo drink. That ia scarcely
possible.  But 1 believe that he is here,
and unless you allow me 1o enter and
satisfy  myself, Me, Cobb, [ ahall
munadiately  apply to the pohice for
assIstanee

My, Cobb looked injured,

“I don't know as you could make ous
o case for perlice interference,” he said,
“Hut 1 ain't no objecuion to satisfying
a reasonable man, There ain't any boys
ol my prenuses, ‘copling the pot-boy.
You don't want to see "im ¥

“[ desire to sce whether there is a
Grovlriars boy here™

Mr. Quelch’s eyes were glittering with
anger now. The fat landlord’s portly
form filled the half-open French window,
and Mr. Queleh could not pass without
vielenee, 1le suspected that Cobb was
deliberately wasting time  in order to
give his schoolboy visitor time to make
hiz cscape by another route. Dot Me
(‘obb, if that was his objeet, had
apparently  coffected W now, for he
stepped back into the voom, and made
Mr. Quelch a sign to enter.

Three frowsy and  lieery-looking
fellows rose up, grinning, as the Remove-
master  stepped  in, There was  no
schoolboy in the room.

But My, Quelch noted an empty ehair
at the table at once, and an a.sil-tra_}' el
the table befors it,

It was clear that there had Beon
snother member of the party, whe had
:_I:gu}'rp{"u:'vd while Ay, Cobl was keope
Ing D ouf,

“Batisfied, sir ™ asked Me. Cobb, with
smiling  Dlandoess.  “ Tain't  Jerry
“Awke vou want to see, ner Jin Spicer,

nor  yet Smiley Dickt Theee  ain’t
milfHHTF plse "ore, as you see for vour-
L gelf

"Vory pleased 1o moot

" the grontle-
el !

sutel Mr. Jerry Hawhe, with a

prin, *BPo you smoke, siv ¥

Me. flawhke offered his case.

“1He, he!” ecame from the pimple
young man alluded to as Smiloy I]JirT-:.

1o not smeke, thank you," satd My,
CGueleh erimly. “Mr, Cobb, has the
boy who was here left the house "

C "Roy! What bos*” askcd Mr. Cobhb,
in astonishment,
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Mr. Quelch pointed to the empty
chalr.

"There was a boy here”

" Neot at all. 1"-!],;,' brother was 'ere™
agtpk-:uned Mr, Cobl, “That's has cheer,
alr.

"Old George ‘as gone for a drink,”
sard Alr, Hawke.

It was clear that the statoments wern
false, and My, Queleh did not take heed
of them. His guick, keen eyes roved
sbout room. But the schoolboy who had
escaped had lefd no trace behind him,

The Forme-master had no doubt what-
ever that Vernon-Smith had been there.

Unless it was a Greyfriars boy, there
was no reason why he chould flee o pre-
cipitatoly at the warning of the Remove-
master s approach. And i it-was a
CGreviviars Loy, there could be no doubt
of the aceurary of Bir Hilton Popper's
statement. ;

“Like to scarch the "ouse, sir?” asked
Me, Cobb, with bland impertinence, 1
don't knew as you've any right to eome
in Cere like this, interrupting a pgentle-
man's game, but I'm an obliging man.
If vou'd like to search the "ouse, you're
weleame, T eall the barman to show
vou over the "ouse if vou ke, from the
cellar to the blooming garret ™

Me, Queleh bie has ILF_ )

He hknew that the fugitive must be
woell off the premises by that time. He
turned to the French window.

“Ratisfied, T "ope " said Mr. Cobb.

“Thank you, yes!” said My, Quelch
grimliy,

“Arternoon, =iv ! sand Jerry Hawka
affably. " ¥You won't ‘ave a lag, slr?
Fraps vou'd like to eit down and tako
a fand oa hittle game among gentle-
men, vou know, You play poker, sir ¥

Me. Queleh did net answer that
impertinent question.  He strode out on
tor the veranda with burning cheeks.
He had never felt so insalted  and
humilisted tn his life before,  1lis anger
against the Dounder, who had ¢aused it
aﬁ, war quite implacable now,

He strodde away, and reachod the road,
Ieaving  the blackguards in the inn
parloar prinnig: and cheekhing.  They
had rather enjoyed Mr.o Queleh's visit,

The Remove-master strode along the
roaed to Greviriars, hiz brow grim and
dark, Near the school gates he sighted
Ell"l}l ”f t]H' Ti{"‘lllﬂl'p, "r'ﬁlll':l WL .I'""'I“Ii]'lg
for tllu- sehanl, Sncop was tramping
along in a tived way, as if he had been
running.  He locked round at the sound
of the Form-master's rapul fcotstepes, amld
startod.

Mr. Queleh hardly noticed him. Hae
strode on to the gatiway, and passmd in,

Bwdney James Snoop looked afler hum,
his weedy foeo quite while.

“AMy hat!”" wwrmured Snoep. Y My
hat! If Le only knew s

Bneop shivered, and slunk in at the
g:’th'ﬁ—i.lllh'l' riving  Mre, Quu]i'h ]]]En{j‘
of time to get abead.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Trump Card !

i ERNON.SMITII ™
‘.." Wingate rapped ont  the
NI,
It. was cloze opn time for
evoning  eallover. and the Greyfriars

fellowa were pathering towards Hall

Wingate apparently was on the look-out

for the Bounder, amd he rapped ont his

name as eoon as he entercd the Jlouse,
Thr imlim‘ loaked at him Hrull_j.’.

“IMallo! Am T wanted 77 be asked.

MY pa”

A r!;,'thing wrong 3':1wmt-d tha
Boundoer.

M1 faney 3o !" eaid the captain of Grey-
frmr&i Hr::h‘rlp. “Youre wanted in the
P Ilead's study, st once!”
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“Before calling-ovor?” queried the
Bounder.

“Yes. At oncet"

“Oh, all serenct™

Vernon-Smith turned away to obey the
summong, with a shrug of the shouldera.
He was cool and composed ; but his cves
were glittering, Harry Wharton joined
him in the passage.

“ Not trouble '™ asked Harry.

“1 suppose so,” said Vernon-Smith,
with & sarcastic grin. “Tho IHead
docsn’t wsually send for a Lower Fourth
chap for the pleasure of his conversation,
dops he?"

“Well, no. Dut—"

“1t's all serene, I think. I have an
wezanally elear conscience to-day, -::rwing
to Bob Cherry's fatheaded i:ick,” sail
the Bounder. “Hven Quelchy can't
grumble at mly Ign:aii‘.rg to Wapshot to see

Ancy.'

the soldicra, oy

Ho nodded te Wharton, walked on
MUIH'. and tapped at the doeor of the
Heond"s atudy

“Come in!"

The Bonnder entered.

Me. Quelch was in the study with Dr.
Locke; and the Bounder perceived at
once that he had enterad a thundersus
atmosphero. MNever had the Hemove-
master's face looked so grim; never had
he reen the IHead's brow knitted in so
stern a frown, The junior drew a deop
breath. DBut he was cool as ice. He
knew that he had carned the anck from
Greyfriars a dozen times over simee he
had slipped back into his old reckless
wavs, Fl?is scerets were well kept; but
they might have come to light He
knew, too, that Skinner would have
betrayed him if he could.  That was
always o danger, since he had been on
ill terms with his study-mate.

But whatever dangor might threaten
him, it was certain to find the Nounder
ool and hardy, prepared to face the
music with iron neeve,

*You sent for me, air?” he said calmly
and quictly.

“I have aent for von, Vernon-Snuth,
to tell you that your conduet has been
discovered, and that you are to leave
Greyfriars this dag!" zaid the [lead
sternly.

The Bounder started.

“ Leave Groyfriavs '™ he exclaimed.

“You arc expelled. '

“Oh "

“Oneo before,” said the Tlead, I
came to  this  resolution. On  yaor
promise  of reform, Vernon-Bmiath, |
gave you a chance to cedeem yvour fanlta,
I obaerved you, amd it seemed (o ine that
you  worn  keeping your  wend. I
received favoueablo reports of vou frans
Mr., Queleh. But of late veur Forme-
master has had reason to Lie dissatiafied
with you. To-dny  the proaf of vour
duplivity baz como to lizht. You know
what to expeet.”

The Bounder set his lips.

“Am I oot tn be allowed to dofend
rayself, sir?” he asked, with a half sup-
pressoud aneer. C Muosti't T osavy o word 77

“ Mozt cortainly, i pou bhave anything
fo say., T eannot uoagine thak you have
any defenee tn malee, amd T warn RO
that it s useless o reaort to falselioods ™
gaid thie 1lead stornly,

I don't know yirk what T am aceoaamd
af, " sand the Bowwder, I'rlwn.nﬂj,r woticlor.
ing which of his many Jelinqueneies had
coane accidentally o ]iq}:l._
parcd to drfend himaell ta the last inch,
whatever the accnsation was.

“MNonaenar,  Vernon-S2mith e Y our
visit to a public-hasse, and consorting
with pramblera there 17

“When, sic?™

“This afternoon,” maid the [lead,
rawsing his voice o little. " What i3 the
usa of this prevarication, Yernon-S8mith ?

I wity prae-
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You are perfeetly well aware of all the
circumatances,

“This  afternoon!™ the
Bounder almost dazedly.

e could scarcely believe in hia good
luck. His shady seerets, after all, had
not come out, then!

Ho had nothing to fear!

“Iro vou deny it*" rapped out Mr
Quelch.

“Most cectainly, sir. I have certainly
not visited a public-house this alternoon
—uor at all, for that matter,™

The Head made a gesture.

“Sinee you deny what ia quite clear,
Vernon-Brnith, I will explain that it is
ugeloss bo prevaricate, Sir Hilton Popper
telephoned te Mr. Quelch this after.
NOO ="' ¥

“I proved to Wingate, sir, that he was
mistpken, and that I bad we cigaretivs
m my posscasion,”

“I am not referring ito that. Sir
Hilton telephoned again later, and in-
formed Mr, Queleh that he had seen you
enter the Crosa Keya Inn.”

“My hat!" ejaculated the Dounder
involuntarily. The Head took no notice
of that remark.

“Mr. Quelch proceeded to that dis-
reputable place, and almost caught you
there. One of wyour low  associates
delayed him while you made vour csrapa
by gnother door. You were not actually
seen.  But the proof is clear enough. 11
you have anything to say, say it!"

"I was not thore, sir!”
~ “That will do,” said the Head, frown.
ing.  ““When you stole away from Mr.
Quelch’s sight, you were unaware that
you had been scen to enter the place.
Now that you are awarn of it, cannot
you see tho wusclessness of prevarica-
tron 7'

*1 was not thoere!"

“That a Greyfriare boy was (lore ia
quite elear,” said Mr. Queleh iely. “If
he had not bﬂ]:}ﬂ?{:d to this school, there

Iy

repenbed

was no rearon why he should dread dis.
covery by me.  That fact, added to Sir
[Hilton Popper's report, mnkea the case
aquite clear, Vernon-Smitl, "

The Bouwder smiled bitterly.

He had no doubt that some Greviciurs
fellow hud beeon nearly ecaught at the
Cross Keva by Meo Queleh, It might
have bern Snoop or Skinner or Stolt, or
perhaps Bolsover major—or perhaps even
Lioder of the Sixth, or Carne.  Coerlainly,
but for Bob Cherry'a little joke, the
Bounder would have been there, andd
would hiave run the same risk.

But for tho fact that he had apent the
ufternoon in eompany with the Famons
Five, he would have been cowdemned
beyond hopoe.

The Bounder had yet a card to play;
amd 1L was a trump eard.

The ITead was pointing to tho door,
signifying that tho inlarview was over,
But the Bounder oid not go.

“I suppose. sie, that you will allow
e i prove that T was not at the Cross
Keys thas afternoon 2" he said,

Y o LRt N EETR A POy a
Voernon-Bmath I'

“1 ean eall witneaszes, air.”

“You may bhave concoctid a story in
rase of disrovery,” anid Dre. Tocke,  *1
helirve you are clever cnough for that.
I am mﬂ}r anrry Lhat your cleverncss has
bween turned to such bad onds,

“I think you would rely en my wit.
negaes, air, if you allow me to eall them,
I will give you their namege.—"

“"Yon may do 30" said the ITead im-

falseliond,

patirntly.
“ Wharton —-"'
“What!  oxelaimed Me.  Quelch

“1hd you say Wharton 2™

“Yes, air”

“1 should eertainly accopt Wharton's
ward,” said the Remove-master, in great

One Penny. 1

astonishment. “If vou are merely seek-
ing to gain time, Yernon-Smith—"

Y Not at all, sir. IF you will send for
Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, DBull, and
Hurree Singh, they will prove that I
have epoken the truth.”

There was a pause.  The Bounder had
named five jumors whose word the Re-
move-master woulit certainly take,  De,
Lorke eyed him ahurply, with a deubt
beginning to form in Iluia; Treinnel.

“Where were you  thas
Yernon-Smith"  exeladimmd
abruptly at last.

AL Wapshot, sie?™

¥ Bless my soul!”

“ What were vou doing at Wapshot ?*
pskod Mr. Queleh,

I went there to see the soldicrs, sir,
with Wharton and the rest. There wers
soune manoeuvres todday, and the publio
were allowed to see them,” said the
Bounder ealmly,

LT ] UhIFF Eﬂ.id
loas,

The Head touwched a bell and Trottor
:fipc-a.re:-d, Dr. Locke briefly insteucted
the page to call the five juniors to the
study. In a few minutes Harry Wharton
& Co. appeared, lovking cousiderably
surpeised,

“Como in, my boyve!™ said the Head
kindly. “Wharton, I desire vour
cvidencs as to where Vernon-Smith spent
this afternoon,  Was he with you?'

“Yes, sir," snid Harry.

“Ah!  Where did yon go?”

“ Wapshot Camnp, sir, in a trap,*

“ At what time did you start for Wap-
shot '

Wharton reflected, his companions re.
muining silent amd wondering.

"'We got the trap about half-past Hhreo,
sir. We picked up Vernon-Smith in tha
lane soon after that.'

“"When did you return from Wap-
shot "'

“About twenty minufea agn, s

“Wusa Vernon-Bmith with  you
whole time?" :

“Yes, sir."

“1I do not doeult von, Whartan, bt

aftornnon,

the Head

Mr. Quelch, quite at a

tho

your compamans will kindly speek. Do
vou all corroborate Wharton's  sknto-
ment?""

“Yea, sie!"” aaid four voices togother.
And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh added
that the corroboratefulbess was terrifie- -
a remark whicly Dy, Locke did not seem
to hear,

He looked nt Me, Queleh,

The Remove-master pursed hia lipa,

“There appears to Ea a mistake,” ha
saiel slowly,  “Bic Hilton Popper was
evidently wrong in supposing that he saw
Vernon-Smith enter the Cross Koys.
Evidently, also, the boy T almost crught
there conld net have been Vernon-Smith,
Some other Grevfeiars boy, 1 fear, but
certainly not Vernon-Smith 1"

e, Tawke nodded.

“ I shull communicate with 8ie Hilton
Popper,” he said.  * He bas made a rock.
less  statemnent, which bas very nearly
conard serious injustice.  Vernon-Smith
I am sorry that you have boen suspeotes
of o disgraceful action, aml you may R0,
aquite cleared of nny kind of suspician !

fThunk you, sir ™" said the Bounder,

_He left the study with the Famous
Five.  In the passage he indulged in s
:an:rl't]-.-llmrklo.

P Blessed if T quite ses what it's all
about 1" said Nugent, “ But vou ssoom
to have had a narrow escape, Smithy 1"

“Owing to that gichly genina  Noh
Cherey ! anid the Bounder, with a grin,
“Cheery. you hawling ass, 1"l LIVe YOIt &
tenner, if yon like, for yanking me off to
Wapshot this afternooan '

“Blow your tenners ™ spid Rob, * But
Fm glad T did i, as it sermms te hava
saved you from getting the chopper. I
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Jyou've got any scnse, you'll keep clear of

that kind of rot in the future!™

The Bounder laughed, and walked
away 1n a very cheery mood. He was
smiling when he went in fo call-over with

the other fellows, and Skinner of the
Remove watehed his smiling face in a
state of angry mystification.

The denowement Harold Skinner had

been waiting for had not materialised
after all?

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Defeated !

b ATLLO, hallo, halloa! You're
looking pretty sick, Snoopey 1™
Bob Cherry preoted Sidney
James Snoop with a thuinp on

the shoulders which made Snoop howl.
fnoop was mooching in the Remove
passage, with his hands in his pockets,
and a deeidedly scedy expression cn his
face, after calling-over. Bob greeted
him with his usual heavy-handed good-

nature.

“Don’t break my back, yeu assl”
mapped Snoop.

“But iz unything the matter?”’ asked
Bubﬁ

(1] Nﬂ' Ejl

“ You look quite ill:"

“Obh, rats!” ]

Bob Cherry laughed, and went on to his
study. Sooop evidently dido’t want his
syinpathy.

Snoop scowled after him, and mooched
uhout restlessly. Skinner came upstairs,
und Snoop fﬂﬁﬂ‘ﬁ-‘ﬂd him inte his stucdy.
Skinner was looking, as he [elt, puzzled
and annoyed and worried. . The chopper
had not come down upon the Bounder,
and Skinner could not understand it
‘'rue, the Bounder's luck had always been
wonderful, but how could his luck have
saved him this time?

Even if Mr. Quelch had not aetually
eaught him red-handed at the Cross Keys,
spurely be had at least ascertained that
the Bounder had been there? How
could he have [ailed?

“I—1 say; T've had an awiul shock,
Rkinney ' mumbled Enm‘f_* HI—=1'm
still feeling jolly queer about it! You'd
hetter give the Cross Keys a wide berth
for & nt, Skinney 1"

“What de you mean? pgrowled
Skinner crosaly.

“Queclch jolly nearly spotted me
thtf;:t-{e!” i

Skinner jumped.

o What?"! :

“I thought it was safe enongh this
alterncon,”  said plaintively.

Epc-u;;l_

*Quelchy was busy with his typer, and
nothing short of an ecarthquake would
take hm away from that pifle he
reribblea,  What on earth put it into his
hoad to come down fo the Cross Keys [
can't guess !’ ;

Skinner stared at Snoop with wide-open

04
R You were there?” he breathed.

-1 just dropped in, you know, I
had a remittance from my uncle the
other day, and I was Hush., I never
really meant to go; but I was passing,
and old Hawke spoke to me, and I went
in. We were playing poker when 1T
sighted Quelchy in the garden at the
hack, coming up on the veranda, I—1
thought T should faint!” Sneop’s face
was quite white. " If he'd found me—
my word! Luckily, old Cobb kept him
back while T got clear. I could hear his
woice. 1 sloped by the side docr into the
alley, and scooted round behind Tncle
Clepg's shop, and ran for Greylriars!
Oh, rrumbs ™ :

* You?? muttered Skinner, " You—
Lnu would have been sacked—fogged, at

ast I

“Don't T knew it?”  Snoop shivercd.
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“I'd nearly got to Greyfriars, when
uelchy came tramping on behind, I—
I thought he was after me for a minnte,
and my heart stopped beating, I'm sure.
But bhe pasmed on, and hardly locked at
me. He didn’t guess I'd been at the
Urosa Koys. He was after somebody
elzo, T suppose!™

“ Was Emith there?”

“Smithy? No !
 “He wasn't there?'' said Skinner, grit-
ting his teeth. *“He left Greyfriars
specially to go to the Cross Keys. He
told me. ¢ asked me to go with him,
and I refused. He wasn't there?"

“Mot while I was there, anyway.
Lucky for him, too! Wingate called
him up before the Head just before call-
over. Do yon think Quelchy was there
after Vernon-Smith ¥

Skinner nodded.

“Well, he ean’t suspeet me,”  said
Snoop, relieved, * But—but Ym joll
well going to give the place a wide hm‘tf‘;
after this! T'a not pood cnough, I
advise you to do the same, Skinner !

“Thanks! It's quecr the Bounder
wasn't there, though ' said Skinner.

“You look as if vou wish ho had
been !’ said Snoop, staring at him, ' It's
no joke to be caught pub-haunting by a
mastar! It would mean the push for
Smithy, 1 know you've rowed with
him, but vou don’t want that 1 suppose?
Look here, Skinner, what did Quelchy go
there for?”

“Ask me another!"
shrugging his shoulders,

“1t looks to me as if somchody’s let
something  out,” said Snoop uneastly.
“T've spoken to Stott; he doesn’t know.
I suppose you haven't been jawing, have
you, Skinner, wHere a prefect could hear
you

“0Of course T haven't!”

b 1t couldn’t have come from the High-
-eliffe chaps. Naobodv here would know,
even if Ponsonby or Gaddy jawed. How
chid 1t pet out, then? Quelchy was there
after sownrbody, and he knew somebody
was thepe !

“ Blessed if I know!™
! with a yawn,

“1 shouldn’t wonder
been snoaking !
breath,
ohat

14
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said  Skinner,

said Shinner,

if somebody’s
Snoop «drew a decp
“1f thal's i, I wish I knew the

r‘.l{. w'd lick him?' sneered Skinner.

“1'd try to,” szaud Snoop. setting his
teeth. 1 ain’t much of a fighting-man.
but T’d iry to smash any ead that had
given me away for nothing 1M

Vernon-Smith camie into the study as
ho was speaking. He grinned as he
heard Snoop's words,

“Hallo, 8nooney, on the war-path?”
he exclaimed.

“"Yea, if 1 ean Lind the cad who sent
Quelehy to the Cross Koys this after-
noon ' said  Buoop, "1 was nearly
lagped 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!'” roared the Bonnder.

“ Nice, amusing  incwdent, asn't it}
sald Snoop savagely. You came jolly
near 1k yourself, from what Skinuer
s I

Vernon-2mith pave his stady-mute o
gharp sl curions look.

“t’!uim g0 he azeeed, T chanesd
my mindd at the bet momeni. amd wenst
to Wapshot with Wharten & Cu. Lucky
for me!™

0
teeth,”

HQuelehy would  Tave  epetted 1o
otiierwizse,” gprinned the Bouneder. 12
seents that he jolly newly spotted vom
inatead,  Ranopev He went there
sprdcinlly for me,*

“How didd he knew vou wore poing
there, then® asgked Snoop. “There woe
i a encall ab work eomewhore ™
" What rot ! said Shinner nncasily.

1 The Bounder smiled grimly. )

said  Skinner,  throush b=

D wauhl he da?

T
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*Quelchy pot o telephone-call from
Friardale, telling him I'd been eecn
woing in,” he repiied. “Ths namo

given wae Sir Hilton Popper'a. That
old fool had already reported me once
thiz afterncon. But as [ never went to
the Crosa ove, 1 couldn't have been

BEETL E’Qiﬂg in; and so it's prett? certain
that the second call on Quelchy’s 'phone
never came from old Popper.”

“Who could it have come from,
then?"

“ Somebody who kuew that Popper

had made a report already, and thought
of using his name to give me away!"”
sard the Hounder, with a steely look at
Skinner. * Somebody whe knew that I'd
started for the Cross Keye!"

“And whe knew all thati”

“8kiner did.”

“8kinner!” shouted Snoop. ' Skinner,
you cad, you ncarly got me nailed by
giving Smithy away! You sneak, you

Mothing of the sort!” eald Skinner
“Don’t he snch an ass, Snoopey! I did
nothing of the kind, II Smithy can
prove it, he's welcomo to!™

“1 can't,” said the Bounder. *1I sue-
pect it, that'a all. But I {feel pretty suro
of it, all the same, and I'm pgowng to
knew the truth, Shinner. And whon I
know it, I'm going to draw your teoth,
my bov! Yeon are rather too dangerous
as a etudyamate, if what I suspect ia
trie—-—"

“1t dsn’t!”

“We shall sce! The Head will know
thiz evenine whethier old Popper really
telephoned the second time to Quelchy.
And then——" -

The PRoender did not finteh.  He
shr!:uﬂ.rm] his ehoulders, and eat down
to' hia prep.

Hidnﬁv r!Jﬂ.munsl Snoop gave Skinner a
‘Wlow,” bitter lonk.,  Ie had shared the
Duunder's suspivions, and he was still
palpitatine with the terror of Lia narrow
cscape. e left the study without a
word, howover, 1

Einner, pale new, loaked at his stady-
mate, Vernon-Smith did not heed him,
Ho had plunged into his work quictly
and eteadilv,  Bul there was a prowing
fear in the breast of the encale of the
Hemovoe,

He had struck his revengeful blow,
which wae 1o have ruined the Bounder,
and ho had missed the mark ! And when
the Bounder's suspiclon became o esp-
tainiy—whai then G e i

e knew well the grim implacabihiy
of the Boumders nature-<=he know that
the Houmler would not endure  Hin
meereant meaner of tt‘ﬂft:f‘hc'rj. What
That evening: was nol a
hapoy one to Harold Skinner,

—— —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Knows Somethlng 1

BE following merning, when Mr
uelel camie into the Remove
Torn-room.  his' hrowa  wera
knitted.  The Removitea saw at
that eaoethine was to happen

TRy
b fore losgoma cornmopaeed, .
O Vorpon-Smith ! said  the Torn-

master guisthy

“You pir?”

] haye 2 etatenunt to make coneern-
e von which T wish tha whale eloe 10
lear,  Loaw eorry that yen fisll under
uninst suspicion yesterday. T was mis
Wal in the matter by some ntterly Hits
serupulons person at present unknnwn.
WMr. Ouelel’s lips tiglitensd expressivery,
“Tire. Taeedic h::ﬂ’ cemtnunieated with Sir

: o, !"'T-'l r
”:Fﬁrr{:] 1.-;!11.: a mnvement of intereet n
the Temove, Al the juntors knew now
of the happeniica of the previous after.
noen, and how narrow an fecapo the

Bounder had had.
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“Siv Hilton denica that he made a
second call on my telephone yesterday
aftarnoon,” continued Mr. Queleh. * He
maimriaing  that saw  vou, Vernot-
Smith, and that incident is closed, as you
havg satisficd the head prefect om the
subject, But Sir Hilton did not make
a &econd eall. The pereon who ramg e
u]p. and used his name, was an innpostor,
though this T did not think of suspeeting
at the time. It wae, perhaps, a practical
joke of some boy of this school.” Here
Mr. Quelch swept a stecly planee over
the silent class.  * At all events, the
message waeg given by an impostor, and
if I had beon aware of that, of course, I
should not have attached the sliphtest
importanee to 6. As there seoma nwo
reagen why a steanger shonid play such
a trick, 1 conclude that it wae done b
some Greyiriare boy, and inquirice will
be made into the motter.”

“h, crumbs!" murmured  Bally

Bunter.

The ot jumior bhnked at IHarold
Skinner throupgh his biyr glasses,
had not forgotten that run vo Friardale.
and his disappointment at dseovering
that tho evpposrd food-hor had onls
gone to the post.office to make a tele
phone-call.

Billy Bunter was not particalarly keen:
bat he did not need much further on
lishtenment than Mr. Queleb'es  words
gave him,

AMr. E.:gue'lth’s eves, seanning the faoes

in s class, rested vpon the Owl of the

ILemove. The excilement in Banteoes
fat face did not paes unnoticed

“Bunter ! he rapped ot

Bunter startel,

“Yo.ea, gir®"

“Nou were m the village yesterda:
aftornoon?™

“0h, no, ar!
themay,

“1 paesed you in the lane. Bunter™

“Oh! I--1 mean yes, &ir! I oean
to say yes, grl”

“Bid you ielephone to me, Buaoter?™

“ O, nio, sip !

“Are yvou aware wha did?”?

“Munnn, eir! 1T haven’t the faintes
wlea, air!™ gasped Buanter, wondoring in
fdismay why T'r{:“ Gueleh had picked on
himt. " Not at all sic!®

“YVeory woll, Bunter,” eaid the Re-
meve-master quaet]ly, with another keen
et at Hunter, I hope you are telling
the truth.™

“{h, certainly, /ir! T alwavs de, &ir!
T -1 sometimes pet disliked for being ao
trnthiful, s ! stammored the Ohal,

“*That will o, Buntor! Vernon-Smith,
I repeat that T regret that injustice was
done yon, an the word of enme faler and
vowardly schemer! The matter ia now
iilesd, ™

There wia o mamanlary paner, and
then Mr OQueleh reeumed :

“T wvisited the Cross Keys public honse
meler a nusapprehension, owine to fhis
ivick.  Bat altheneh Vernoo-Bmith eep.
tamly was not there, some boy helong:-
iy b CireyTriars wae there, T canclided
at the time that itk was Vernan-Smith.
Tt waa a mostake. [ hope Y—=Ar
UQueleh's voiee deoepened—=T hope that
it wim not a hoy belongine to mv Fapm,
TE, however, 1 waa a hay now preecnt
1 Hhis Forme-raomm, T invite him to standd
forward and make o full confession of his
frawdt, amd wnlertake that he will be Jeah
with ne mereifully ng posable.”

Rulney Jumea Bnoop's cyee wern fixodld
e Dois sl

e chvd not move.

“If ne boy present has ansthine (o
zav, the matler closes, ' addod the Forn.
misber, " Bab 1 may add that atriet
imgaiiry will he made, and that the facts
will dosnnbstless L ddigea cred,

Snoop &et his thin lips,

Ailenre followed the Remove mastor's

Foatutbored Bunlor, in

Banter
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wordes am:d, afier waiting a minute or
s, Mr. Quelch dismissed thoe matter, sl
the juniora plunged into first losson.

Buat they wero thinking quite as much
about Mr. Quelcli’s stalement as about
his instrnetions that morninge.

When the Form was dismissed after
morning lessons, most of the fellows were
discussing il aflter they left the Formn-
TOOn.

Many of them knew of Snoop’s narrow
cscape, aml most of them reparded hiz
dingy blackruardism with contempt and
aversion.  But there was only one
opimon on the eubject of the fellow win
had so nearfy betrayed him to severe
punishment,

“There's a sncak somewherc!™ Bob
Cherry sand.

A mean, sncaking sneak ! said Il
sover major. A deep rotter, too, or Lie

wouldn't have thougbs of using the tele-
phone to hide Lehind 1

“Ar anful  rotter!”  said  Fraok
Muvenl. UEnoop’s a shady cad, right
enangh s but informing ia more caddich
than blacenig. What do yon think,
Harry®

ey Wharion nodded,

“Whooever pave nformation Lo
uoelehy duln't do it beeaiues ha was
dawy on blageinge "™ e gand, " Clingpa
dont alo mean,  sneaking things  from
Ligh mietivea, If o sneak informa, he
dues L hecpuse hie's a crawline, mean
imnformer I

“Hear, hear?™ sud ol

“No oreason Lo enpoose (hatl b woa o
echap in the Baequove, thoneh, ™ remarkegd
Yhinmer casually., Mgl luve boen
anybody, even if it was a Greyiniars chap
ar allL”

“Tler, b, D!

“Flalle, hallo, halle!
il e wt, Baonter:™

Bally Booter chiort]ed,

ebiinner thinkas b wisn't a chap in
the Remove, e, I‘I-l."1 he 177

“Well, very likely 1 wosnE ™ sl
Beole warmly., " Wao don't bave sneabkis
e Phes Blagmess s F7Y

“1lnless it"s Snoop ™ grinned Johnny
Bl " And Snoop wouldn'L give in-
fopmation againat hinself.”

“11a, ha, ha ™

What are yow

One Penny. 9

“Whoreer informed Quelchy mcant
the Hounder to be canght,” sad Hurry
Wharton. **It was soreone who knev
the Bounder intended Lo be there.”

“ He, he, he !

“Did you know, you cackling ass®”
demanded Bob Cherry.

“Hoe, he! No! Somchady id !

“Well, we konow sowmcbody did, fate
head !

“The kuowlilness s terrific,
estoemed, chortling Bunter 17

“Tt would have served Smithy right if
ho'd been nailed thore, and it would have
served Bopoop right,” said Johuny Buall
stolidly. “It's a pity they weren't both
caught on the hep! Al the same, thn
sneak ought to be made an example of, of
he's found out ?

“let's hope he will be,™ remarked
Skmner, At whiweh there was anothee
ecxplosive  epchinnation from Willlam
George Bunter.

ny

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
The Amateur Blackmailer !]

KINNER of the Remove went into
S his study at tea-timo with a mowly
§ brow. lle was not feeling satis.
fired with himself or things gener-
ally. e knew that Vernon Smith sus-
peeted hin,, 1o feared that Bunter did,
And L dreaded what wonlid foliow if his
treachery camo to light,
The terms he was npon with his studs-
mate, {on, made a :iil'}ﬂrmim ta Bkinoer.
Vernon-Sinith was wealthy, and Skinner

hatd bern aecnstomed to sharing  the
erinnbs that fell fromi the rich mwan's
table, so to spesk, In a time of war

rations that was rather an important
matter to Skinner. 1l sat down diseon-
kenkodly to his frugal ten. But before ha
conth}d begin on it the «daor was openml,
aned o pair of big glarses glimmered (nto
1T ﬁ':ui}r,

“Oh. here yoo oare, Skinmey [ eud
Willy Punter. v ! g

et out 1”?

“Bmithy not esae in? 0 Qoad! 1
want o little jaw with you, Skinney.”

U Ulear off, you shug ™

" Rulions ore getting awfully short,™
snild Buutee, unheeding the conmplimont,
“What T miss s;m-:'n.lﬁr 9 the sugar. I
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like sugar. I don't think you care for it
much, Bkinner, so I'm goihg to make o
position. 1 sce you've got your two
mps. allowance there. Can I hoave
thoem 7" )
Ekinn&r stared at hm}. c %
o, you can't, you Iat porpoise ™
“And those oateakes,” said Bunter
ealmly. I like them better than war
bread, but I don't get enough—mnot
nearly enough,  1%d you say 1 could
have them, Skinner ¥
“You cheeky ass! What do
mean T

“If vou want an¥, you ¢can buy some,
you know, instead of spending your
moeney on telephonc-calls at the post-
office,” grinned Bunter.

Skinner closed his thin lips hard. e
undersiood now,

“ Lot my grub alone, you fat rotter !
he said, through his tecth.

“Oh, really, Skinnep-—-"

% And get out of my atuds!”

“Tl wait for Smithy to come in. if
you don't mind,” smiled DBunter,
“Zmithy will be interested to know about
your gong down to Friardale te tele-
phone yesterday afternoon,”™

“J—1I didn't!" hissed Skinner,

“He, he, he! I followed you to the

t-office, and you were shut up in the
telephone-box,” chuckled Bunter, “Wha
was it you were telephoning to,
Skinner? Old Quelchy—what? He, he,
he M

Skinner breathed hard.

His hands itched to be upon Bunter,
but he restrained himaelf. e dared not
risk the Owl's betraying what he knew.

“Can I have the sugar, old chap?”
asked Bunter affably.

Skinner nodded.  Fle could not trust
himself to speak.

# And the catcakes 1"

Another nod.

“Thanks awlully!  Sure you don't
want them, old fellow ?"” asked Bunter,
very considerately,

Skinner did not reply. He nearly
choked, Bunter gothered up the itwo
‘waps of sugar, which he transferred to
his capacious mouth at once, and then
colleeted the oatcakes, and the slice of
currant cake, and a jar of honey.
Bkinner watched him speechlessly. This
was tho price of Bunter's silence !

“You don't mind if T take the lat, old
chap, as vou're mnobt lwmgry?" said
illy Bunter, blinking at him,

(et ont!" muttered Blkinner in a
enffocating voice.

“Well, as vou're so pressing, I'll take
tha lot,” said Bunter. “I'll give you a
Lﬂﬂh}in pgain to-morrow, Skinner. ke,

c!

Skinner immediately resolved o have
his tea in Hall the next daw. Buunter
moved to the door, but  pauvsced and
looked back.

“Dy the way, could von cash a postal-
order for me, Skinner @™

“MWo!" gagped Skinner,

“You had a remittance to-day "

‘II_I______:H‘

“I saw you take it out of the envelope,
Skinner,” said Bunter calmly.  “You
haven't :‘:ha.ni;:-:l it yet? Well, we'll say
to-morrow, Perhaps you eould ecash a
postal-order for me to-morrow "

Skinner clenched his hands.

“lan you, or can't vou?" demanded
Bunter.

“Yeu" panted Skinner, “if=—if vou
bikee 1"

“ Right-ho, old chap! T knew you'd

FOu

oblige me, as wo're such pals,” said
Bunter, affable again. “Don't forget.
In fact, I'll remind you tomorrow

mﬂningﬁ Ta-ta '™
And Bunter opened the door
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and

rolled oub of the study, leaving Harold
Skinner pale with rage.

A moment later there was o roar in
the passage,

“Yarooh! Leggo!"
“You fat bounder!” came Dob
Cherry's stentorian  voice.  * Burgling

again—what? Kim on!"

“Yarooh ! You beast!
mine ! Leggo!™

“Kim on "'

Bob Cherry kicked open the door of
the study, and swung Bunter in hy the
collar, and marched after him. Bunter's
fat hands were full of his plunder, and
Bob had not unnaturslly supposed that
the Owl had been performing a raid on
the Bounder's study—a practice to which
Bunter was much given in lean times,

With Bob's iron grip on hia collar,
Bunter had no choice about coming back
into the study.

“Now shoeve that grub back where
ﬁﬂu got it!” said Bob. *“Hallo, hallo,

alla! You here, Skinner "

Bob stared at Skinner. Ha had sup-
posed that Bunter had been raiding an
unoccupied study.

They're

T YVah! Lemme  alone!™ roared
Bunter.  “Bkinner gave them to me!
%‘{]w-uwr! Didn't  you, Skinner?
L&) 1
“E_Eumer ave wou his own tea?”
exclaimed 3. in astonishment,

“Yea, he did! Ask him! ¥ah!"
Skinner's eyes fell before Bob's stare
of astonishment. 8kinner was about the

last fellow in the school to give away his
own rabioms. Fle had 6t back up!
Bunter's statement or take the conse-!
quences.  But how was he to explain the !
astounding circumstance to Bob Cherry ? :

“*Did vou give your grob to Dunter ¥ :
asked Dob b?anl;ly. “I thought the fat |
bounder was picking and stealing, as
uatal '

L=l —J—u"

“Toll the silly idict you gave me vour
rations, Skinner!" howled Bunter, with
a threatening *blink at the wretched
junior.

“I—I gave them to him, Cherry,"” said
Skinner, in & halting voice. *I-—I
wasn't hungry, and—and Buntor was,
so—ao I gave him my-—my rations,™

“Dy gad! That was generous of you,
Skinner ' sanl a soreastic voice in the
doorway, “Dashed generous, by gad!™

The Bounder sanntered in.

Skinner's jaw dropped.

“Well, if you gave him your grub,
that’s all right,” said Bob, puszled, and
he released Dunter. My mistake! I
thoucht he'd Leen burgling.”

YO0, really, Cherey——"'

Bob Cherry quitted  the  stody,  still
quiia ]'-F.-r‘]'ﬂi‘xl.':l, Hllily sunter  would
gladly  have followed him, but  the
Bounder stomd in the way.,

“l—=I sav, lemme  pass,

Smuithy !
mumbted  Thanter. s

tan’t  vour

grub.  It's Bkinner's. e pgave it 1o
mo "

Y Are vou i a hurry " amitlod Vernon-
=mith.

“Yeors, The fact 5 ' rather in a
hurey.”

HBorry, becanae vou're nnt going just
vor,” remarked Vernon-Bmitle Awed e
elosed the door and leansd on it 3o
Rkinner’s been giving you Lis rations,
Bunter ™

B W L T

“Why P oaskod the Bonoder.

HRBeeauseheoiuse T--1 0 asked  him.
vou know, " stamnmerod Bunkber,  © We—
we—wo're great pals, you know, me and
old Skinner. Bo—so——""

* You shouldn’t be az gencrons ps this,
Skinner," aaid the I':‘-uumi:i.-r, with a shalo
of the head, “It's not just to yourself,
It might lead a fellow to suspect that old

Quelchy was right this morning in sup-
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posing  that Bonter kneow Emhel:hin&
abous the chap whe telephoned to him.

Skinner's face was [ivid

“It might lead & suspicious chap te
auppose that that prying fat rascal had
spicd out your little trick, Skinner, and
was blackmailing you to keep it dack,”
amiled the Bounder,

“Oh, really, Smithy,” said Bunier
fecbly, “Skinner gave me his grub out
of-—of pure iriendship, you know !

“¥ou didn't threaten him—sh?”

“Nunno! Of—of course not!”

“¥You want me to believe that the
meanest rotter in the Remove gave away
his grub out of sheer gencrosity 1"’

“Ye-o3, exactly !

“You fat duffer! You knew that
Skinner telephoncd yesterday, and used
old Popper’s name."

“N-n-not at all, Smithy! I—I didn't
follow him to Friardale!" stammered
Bunter in confusion. *“I—I didn't find
him in the telephone-box at the poat
office. 1 didn't really, S8mithy! As for
threatening him, I wouldn't throaten an
old pal like 3kinner, YWhy, he's going to
cash a postal-order for me to-morrow!
Ain't you, Bkinney, old chap®"

Skinner did not reply, but us look-was
like a dagger.

“Put that grub on the table!™ eaid
Vernon-S8mith.

“I—1 say, it's mine, you koow !" atam-
mered Bunter. * Wha-a-at are you going
to do with that stump, Smithy "

“I'm going to thrash you,”

“I—I say——  Yarcoeoh!" roared
Bunter. "I—I say, Bouthy, I don't want
the grub! ¥You can have it. Yarooop!
I—I1 say, keep off ! 1 meant to tell you
all along, you know, to put you on your
guard! Yow-ow-wooop!” Billy Bunter
dodged wildly, but he could not escapo
the stump, *I-I say, Smithy, I knew
it was Blkianer whe telephoned, and I
was poing to tell you. 1 was poing to
eome to you and say—— Yarooooop!™

Bunter made a wild rush at the Jdoor
and tore it open, with the stump lashing
bahind him, and Aed, roaring.

Yernon-Simith kicked the door shut
alter him. and tossed the stump nto a
corner. He smiled ot Skinner acroas the
table.

“I've aaved your tea for you," he re-
marked

Blanner licked his dry lips. His hands
elenched, and he stiffened wp,  He ex-

ected an atback, amd he knew he would

o licked., Dot the Bounder was quite
pomd-humoured.

“1 Lnew it was you, vy remarked, O [
only wanted rimﬂﬁl and now I've gpob it
It was playing it rather low-down, wasa'g
it, Blinner ™

“L'm ready to come into the gym, if
vou hike,” sand Shinner sullenly.

The Bounder laughed.

“What's the good of licking you "
he said,  * You'd only wakeh for another
chanoe of plaving me a dirty trick., I
ran't alford to rmin these risks, Skinner,
Tt'a the second time you've nearly gatg
me lageed, Theee wn't going to be any
third time, dear boy !

YOWhat are you going to do about it
snrered Skinuer.

“Tin going 0 draw vonr teeth ! said
the DBounder quictly, ™ You're dangor-
ous, Skinner.  Your merry tecth ars
gni:u: i be drawn !

Skinner gave him a sellen look, and
epiittesd the ntidy. The Dounder langhed,
and lighted a cigaretie,

H‘I

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
After Lights-Out !
HH{R? WIIARTON atirred, and

awnoka,
There was a movement in the
Remove dormitory.  The captain
of the Remove looked round him sleepily
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in the dim moonlight that streamed in
at the hirsh windows.

Fromt the ploom came the soft sound
of a footetep cauntion:ly moving towards
the door,

Wharton sut up in bed.

e thought of the Dounder at once.
His brow darkened, Ile was fully awake
now.  Many a time, he knew, Vernon-
Smiuth had stolen out of the dormitory
after lights-out on forbidden excurzione.
[t was now threc days sinec Mr, Queleh’s
visit to the Cross Keys, and during those
three daye the Boander had been quite
a new fellow., He had realized the risk
he had ren from his Forne-master's
watchfuliess aud from the treachery of
his study-mate, and he had given Skinner
no apening.,

Much as Harry despised Elinner’s act,
he was plad te think that it miglt mean
the beginning of a new path for the
Bounder,

But this did not seem like it. Whar-
ton, peering through the gloom, spoke in
a low vaice,

“ Smithy 17

There was no reply,

“Emithy ! Don't play the eilly goat!
Giet beek to bed!  What are you euch
A confounded blackruard for? Get back
tr bad, you silly ass!™

The door closed softly,

Harry Wharten laid his head upen the
pillow again, angry and annoyed. It
was no business of his, perhaps. [He had
ne eufficient right 4o interfere.  He had
tried that eort of thing before, and it
had done mno good. But it was not
pleasant to think that a fellow was risk-
g beinging dls[irl'am upaon his Form and
hiz achool—a fellow for wlom he could
not help, in the depths of his heart, focl-
ing something like friendship.

A soft chuckle in the gloom made him
start.

He sat up again. He kpnew the ironieal
chuckle of Herbert Vernon-Smith, the
Bonnder of Greviriars,

“Bmithy !” he ejaculated,

Another chuckle,

“I—I thought you were gone out, 1
heard somebody—""

“You're catching dear old Quelchy's
habit of jumping to conclusions,” said
the I;immci&r. “I thought I'd enlighten

I'D'Lt-r

“Bomebady'e gone out ! said IHarry.
“Is it Snoop!t"

“No, it isn't ! enapped Snoop's veice
from his bed.

“Dear old SBkinner!” chuckled the
Bounder. “Good old Skinner! We must
zll he dops sometimes, you koow !
Charming oid Harold! And hoe never
mentioned to mo that he was gFoing—-
docan™t trast an old pal! 1 shouwldn't
have known it if 8noop hadn’t heen lind
encugh to meution it, and I shonld have
Leen asleep and known nothing  aboyt
it till T saw Bkinney locking pasty-faced
in the morning, Ila, ha!"

“T don't sec why you stayed awake,”
said [larry.

“I wanted to see dear old Skinner
off.  Bo did Bnoop,  Bneep Jidn't go
with him, on my advice. T'm going to
take Spoop on my next wicked breali, as
a compeusation for missing this happy
little run with Bkionner, ¥You never ox-
pected to see me in the role of keeping
thoughtlces youthe back from the merry
road to rain, did von, Wharton 19

A pity you couldn’t keep that fool
Skinner back, too ! said Wharton deily,

The Bounder langhed softle, i

“That wonldn't have done,” he said

“Wihy not ¥

“By pnd!
Wharton !*?

“Good-night 1" said Harry shortly,

e setrled down to sleep again, ™ ITe
was plad that 1 was not Vernon-Smith
wii had pone out; but he was puzeled, !

Unr sleepy.  Clood-night,

latnpped.
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and a little uneagy, There was eome-
thing im the Hounder’s tone that dis-
quieted him,

He had neticed that for a day or two
Vernon-Smith had been quite friendly
with Sidney James Snoop,

Why had he troubled to Leep that
shady youth from joining in Skinner’s
reciless excorsion out of bounds? Thoe
Bounder cared nothing whether Snoop
woent to the doga or not.  Fvidently he
had vsed Bnoop to obtain information as
to Skinner's intentions, Snoop betug very
chummy with Skinmer., Chaommy as they
were, however, Snoop had netther for-
wotten nor forgiven his fright at the Cross
Keys, due to Skinner's trickery, now
known to all the Remove. 1F the Bounder
intended any retaliation upon Skinmer,
Snoop waz lilely to be a willing tool in
his hauwds,

Wharton felt that there was something
up, but he dropped to aloop again while
e wag thinking of it. Silence and slum-
ber reigned in the Remove dormitory.

It was half an hour later that Vernon-
Bmith slipped gnietly from his bed and
drew on his clothes. A low '.'l.‘hi:-‘-pt‘ri: AT
from the sloom,

“Getting ap, Santhy

It was Suvop who spole.

*You awnke ! muttered the Dounder.

“Yesx., Whatl are vou up to?”

“Don't aek questions, and you'll get
no lie, Saoepey 17
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“Is it a trick on
Snoop, unheeding,

The Bounder fuughed softly.

Y Bkinner's dangerous, Sucopey [ he
said, *“He's given me awav twice,
That's barred, you know! You cnne
near being sached the other day through
him. Do you want to chance it again ¥

“Ne. Dot what are you geing to
do "

“I'm going to draw his teeth for
good !V

The Bounder went silenily to the door.
_ Bnoop, shivering, remained in silence
in hie bed. Ile remembered only too
keenly the terror he had gone through
on Wednesday afterncon, when Mr,
Queleh had so nearly canght him among
Mre, Cobb & Co.  Bkinper had to be
His malicious betrayal of the
Buonnder might be fatal to any other of
the blades of the school,  Skinser had
uct ecared who might suffer from Lis
treachery =o long as the Bounder auf-
fered; and Buoop, his own pal, bad had
a nurrow cecape, Snoop had no objection
to the e¢ad of the Hemave being taught
e deason, and the severer the belter. But
the cold, grim unserupulousness of the
Bounder ecared him,” He waited in
shivering silence till Vernon-Smith came
quictly back into the dormitory. The

vunder had not been gone five minutes,

A mithy

“Ga to sleep, vou ass!™

“What have yvou done?™”

“Shkinner ™

“What?"

“U've done Skinner!™
chuckled,  “Go to sleep!™

“Tell me what you've done !

azhed

the Bounder

“Tve fustened the box-room window 1
The Bounder’s voice was a chockling |
1\-histp]1_'_.~r, " Bkinner’s out for the night 1™

L1} 1'.} ]F]

“1 hope he'll have a good tine at the
pub, amd win lots of wmoney.  It's his
last flutter while he's ab Greyfriaes 17

Snoop caught bis beenth,

“ He's shut out for thie niglt, Smithy 7

LT ‘.I.r!"!S.” |

“He'll=Le'll  be
spedpeed 17 |

“Exactly.,  Then we shall hoth be sofe !
from his tricks, Bnoopey. Do you want
to e eanght out next time you go on

the Autter ™
“ ;:[__ It's too thick, Smithy!

T

M=l

found, and—and

One Penny. 11

“"Rals! Go to sleep!™

The Bounder turnefll— m quictly. Bat
there waa no sleep for Snoop. e could
not help thinking of Skmner—olf his
tevror when he should find the window
fastened against him—of his anguish of
nnnd as he waited outside for the inevit-
alla diseavery in the morning,

He had asked for it; he had provoked
tho bitter, morciloss retaliation of the

Dounder. 11 was on a level with what
!‘:E hae planned for Vernen-Smith;
Hil——

DBiut Bnoop could not sleep, and he mar-
velled to  hear the steady, regular
breathing from  the Bounder's bod,

criron-Hmith was slecping ealmly,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,

IDNIGHT had long passed when

i shnlang,  shulking figure

dodged among the shadows

of Geeylriars.  Bkinner of the Remove
WaE THTLRRINE,

He had nat; as the Bounder had chayie-
smaoked cigarettes and played poker, and
felt ne end of a dog, ecertatnly,  But his
late remnittznee had  vanished,  Jerry

Shut Out 1
M
wrross tho moonlit quadrangle
ably hoped, had a good time, He had
Hawke and Smiley Dick played poker

-much better than Harold Skinner” did;

and e¢ven the consciousness of being no
enil of a dog did not quite console Skinner
for losing every coin he possesscid in the
wide world.

He was ticed, irritable, and in a bad
temper. 1t was awlully doggish to smoke
hall & dozen cigarettes, one after another,
pug it gave him a quabiny feoling inside,
He felt more Jike 8 Channel passenger
than a gay dog just mow. Aml bhe was
sieepy and heavy and disappointed. He
climbed savagely on to the leade of the
onthouse, feeling inclined to kick himself
for his folly in being out of bed at all,

The window of the box-room Jid not
open to his hand.

“Hang it!"”
savagely. ]

His idea was that the window had
stk somehow. It was not 83l he had
been pressing at the sash for  some
mumtes that bhe realised it must  be
faztened on the inside.

A cold chill ran down Shinner's back,

He stood guite still on the leads, his
face growing white, and his eyes full “of
fear,

The window was fastened !

Someone had fastoned it after him, A
prefect, perhaps, had found it unfastened,
andd slipped the eateh, or—or someone
had played ths frick on bhim.  Skinner
had once played just such a tvick on &
Junior out of bounds.

“Broop " he muttered breathlessly,

Why should Snoop do it?  Beeause of
his own narrow esoape the other day, due
to hiz chum’s trickery! (v was it the
Boundoer?

At the thought of the Bounder, Skinner
understeod at once.  Smathy had bheen
bving low [or «days, waiting Tor thia
Snoop hwd told him, and he had stroel !
He had tald Skinner that he would draw
his tecth!

The wieleled jantor stood on the leads
i utler dismay and fear,

Ho was shot gut for the night!

What would be suid when he was found
ontsicde the Tlowse in the morning ¥ What
defence conkd he make?

Tleere was clespair in hiis Leart,

For =ome time he stood motionless,

muttered the junior

P leaning on the cold stone window-sill, at

a dend Ioss,  He roonsed himself ot last,
weed opened his penknifo, amd made en
atbemnpt to foree back the eateh through
the sashes,  There wos a sharp snap as
the hladi broke,

THE Micyer Lmnany, No. 494,
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Skinner's lips trembled. He
known the attempt would bo useloss, but
he had tried 1t.  He dmpged the broken
knife into hia pocket, and slipped from
the loads to the ground sgain.

For half an hour the hapless black
sheep skulked about the Houso, scanning
windows and «loors, in a miserable ho
that one might have been Jeit careless
unfsstoned. :

But every door and window wasz fast,
as he might have known it would be, He
stopped at last umder the windows of the
Remove dormitory, where thick massos
of ivy covered the old, grey stone walls.

There was his last chance!

He know that Harry Wharton and DBob
Cherey and a few other bold spirits had
made that dangerous ascent once of
twice. It required boundless pluck and
an iron nerve,

Skinner was incapable of it, He knew
that he could not do it. The dizzy
height made him tremble to look at 1t
but it was his only hope, and he stoad
I_}ml_ll'ﬁ looking wpward in the dim moon-
1ght.

He thought of throwing uip stoncs to
the window. Some Remove follow might
awaken, and take pity on hia plight.
But Mr. Quelch's window was not distant,
and the Remove-master was a light
sleepor. If he awakened him—

But the alternative—to shulk round the
House till morning, and then to be dia-
covered out of doors! He koew what
that moeant. It meant for him what-he
had planned for Vernon-8mith, The
Bounder would be safe from him when
he was sent away from Greyfriars in dis-
graco. His teeth would be drawn with a

v&nﬁanm then! ]

Should he attempt the climb, or throw
up pebbles? If he awakened the others,
the Bounder would awaken, too; and if
any fellow chose to come out of the
dormitory and let him in, was the
Bounder likely to allow it?

He knew that Vernon-Smith would
not. It would be sasy for him to con-
trive that Mr. Quelch should ba

awakoned, az if accidentally, so that it
would be impossible for any Remove
fellow to leave the dormitory. .

Skinner groanvd in bitternoss of spirit.

He had no right to complain, It was
oxactly the trick he might have played on
the Boundor, given tho opportunity.

He tramped round the Houso again,
looking at the lower windows. But he
came back to tho wall under the dormi-
tory. His only hope was there. He
knew it must bo cloze on two o'clock by
this time. In a short time the zummer
dawn would break; then any carly riser
might see him by glancing from a
window, .

Skinner made up his mind at last
With a white, set face, his teeth clenched,
ha gripped the old, heavy tendrils of the
ivy, and climbed. Only desperation could
have deiven him to the attempt, but he
was desperate now,

The ivy awayced and rustled, Hep knew
it would bear his weight; it bad borno
the weight of hoaviep fellows. But as
the ground receded further and further
below him, Skinnorc's heart beat harder.
Ho felt and gropod for stouk tendrila fo
cling to. He found oeccasional foothold
amid gnarled and knotted old roots, but
the strain told terribly wpon him,  Ha
had not anything ke Wharton's or Bob
Cherry’s fitnesa of body

But he was spurred on now by a new
fear. To ascend was easier
descend, now that he was twelve or
fifteon feot up. He knew that if he lost
heart he could never reach the ground in
safety. It was not only disgrace and
expulsion he had to dread now; it was
peril to life and limb!

Ho climbed on with savage despera-
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than to |

tion, the 1vy swaying and rusthng and
ereaking.

The wide, ashd sill of the window was
above him now, It glimmered 1n the
moonlight, only a foot above his hLead.
Hiz hand touched 1t; he got a grip on
the edge. _

His brain nearly swam as he realised
that he could not drag himself wpon it
Ho made a fearful effort, and his hand
alipped from the sill, and he fastencd a
mad cluteh on the ivy again  His whole
body was throbbing with fear and horror.
For acveral minutes he did not move, only
holding on to tho swaying ivy with the
clutch” of a frightened ammal.

Fool he had n to climb at all!  He
could climb no further, and his weed
strength was going, He realiscd it wik
H ;Elang of anguish. ]

he fear of discovery was nothing now.
A more torrible fear had swallowed it up
—the fear of death!

Aa he clung to the ivy he called for
help; but his voice came out husky and
hoarse, with a harsh croak that frightencd
himm.

EEHEIPIJ]‘

It waa rather a groan than a ery.

“Help! Help!”

That strangled, sobbing cry would not
have reached o sleoping ear; but there
was one, at least, wakeful in the Reomove
dormitory.

Ed

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
In Perll of His Life!

ARRY WHARTON & CO, were
sleeping soundly, little dreaming
of their Form-fellow's deadly
poril so close at hand. The

Bounder slept peacefully, a smile on his
unconscious face. But Sidney James
Snoop was awake, and troubled. And
to Bnoop's wakeful ears came that husky,
jarring cry from the silence of the night.

Smufi started and sat up.

dil HE [:I !ll

Heo trembled.

“ The fool—the mad fool!™

He understood at once, and slipped out
of bed, and scrambled blindly to the
Bounder’s bed.

* Bmithy !

He shook Vernon-Bmith fiercely,

The Bounder started into wakefulnoess.

“Halle! What—" ) .

“Wako up! Wake up! It's Skinner!

“Hang Skinner!"

“He's at the window—calling for
help "
“By gad!"”

The Bounder sat up in bed, wide awake
now. He peered through the darkness
at the glimmering sguare of the high
window.

There was no sign of anyone without—
only the shadows of moving tendrils of
ivy waving on the pglaza in the dim
moonlight.

“ What do you mean, Snoop, you fool?
Nobody's there—-="

The Bounder broke off suddenly. From
the dircction of the window came that
hoarse, harsh voice, in sobbing tones of

deadly fear.

“Holp "

“ He—he's there! He can't get in!
IHe'll be killed!™ stommered Snoop,
through hia chattering testh. * He'll be
kallod 1

The Bouvoder was out of bed in a
twinkling.

He had never dremmed of this, That

Skinner would bave the nerve to attempt
auch & climb had not even entered hia
thoughts., Ile knew that Skinner could
not do it. The wretched junior's plight
at this moment was proot enough that
ha was not cqual to it He had not
counted upon desperation driving tho
junior to attempt what was beyond his
atrength,
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muttercd the PBoonder

i B? Had [l'l
softly, \

He dragged a chair under the window,
sprang upon it, and opencd the window,
leaning out over the broad sill.

Two feet below him a dead-white face
looked upward.

“Skinner! It's youi”

13 I'].Elp [H

“*QOh, my hat!" '

There was a murmur of vojoes in the
dormitory now. Saevernl of the Re-
movites were awalke.

“Halle, hallo, hallo! What's going
on " came Bob Cherry's drowsy tones.

“There is someone at the esteemed
window, my worthy

3 Emith&:_

chums——""

by Jove!" said Squiff.
Harry Wharton leaped from his bed.
“Smithy ! What the dickens——"'

“ Bkinner's outside ! mumbled Snoop,
with almost palsied lips. * He can't get
in. He'll ha killed I’

“Goaod heavens!®

Wharton ran to the window. Half the
Remove were out of bed now,. with faces
pale with consternation.

Vernon-Smith did not heed the buzz
in the dormitory behind him.

With ecool, steady eyes he locked down
at Skinner. The wretched junior was
clinging like a cat to the ivy, unable to
advance or receds, With failing strength,
he was holding on. And he could not
be reached from the window-sill,

A bitter, sardonic emile crossed the
Bounder's iips.

In fve minutes, ten &t the most,
Skinner would lose his hold, and go
whirling down to death—unless ho was
gaved ! And he could only be saved by
someone else venturing out upon the IH
in deadly peril of his life. 'The ivy held
one—would it hold two?

The Bounder did not know.

But at that terrible moment all that
was best in Vernon-83mith's strange and
tortuous nature came to the top.

He did not heaitate.

It was only for a few soconds that he
looked down at Skinner's colourless,
tortured face.

Then he swung himself over the aill,
and held by his hands, and lowered him-
self into the thiclk masses of the vy that
elung and curled round the great
window,

In & fow seconds more he was close
by Skinner.

“Buck up!” whispered the Bounder,

Skinner could not epeak. His teeth
were tightly clenched to help him keep
his scli-control—to  keep hack  the
sereams of terror he would have uttered
—the beginning of hyaleria.

“ Buck up, %I{inner, old chap! Safe
now 1"

There was no enmity in the Bounder's
heart then, Skinner was a schoolfellow
i deadly peril, and he wae there to help
him-—that waa all.

His strong arm had slready grasped
the weedy jupior. :

His left hand was holding to a thick
tendril just below the window, His right
held Skinner like o vicea, And by sheer
strength he drogged the helplees junior
np.

Skinner's clutching hands closed on the
window-s1ll.

The relief of his weight came only Jusk
m  timo. The tendrit to which the
Bounder waa holding, strong as it was,
was giving.

“Hold on, Bkinner!" he breathed.

Harry Whartonr was at the window
now. He grusped Skinner by his arm
and hia eollar, and dragged him bodily
in. Head first. Skinner serambled blindly
through the window, and two or three
foellows inside received hi

“4E&mithy " .

The Dounder was climbing now. His
left hand was loose for n moment. but he
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had secured & grip with his rjght-. Far
&n wstant he swung over terrible death,
and then his left was on the window-sill,
clutching. Then Harry Wharton's
strong grasp was on his arm, and he
climbed in, he from above by the
captsin of the Remeove.

Vernon-Smith dropped lightly to the
Boor within. He was breathing hard,
and his face was pale, His pyjamas were
torn and dusty,

Wharton closed the window, and
atepf’ad down from the chair.
“You might have been killed

Smithy I he said, with a catch in his
vouoe,
The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
He was quite himself again nosw.
“Bkinner, wvou fool!” said Jahung
Bull. ** You dashed fool ! Oh, you fool !
Bkinner Jdid not speak.

He was hanging on to Bob Cherry,
trembling in every limb, and breathin
in sharp jerks—wrung to the very so
by the fearful peril he had escaped,

Becb hellped him to hia bed gently
enough. 1t was likely to be some time
before Skinner m over that fright. He
lay eilent in his his eyes gtill starin
fixedly, and Bob L‘Le:rjr threw the
clothes over him.

“Thank goodness it's no worse,” said
llarry Wharton., He had been more
elraken by Bkinner's peril than he would
huve been by peril to himself. “The
utter fool might have broken his neck !"

“He would have broken it, if Smithy
hadn't fetched him in,” maid Bolsover
majer. “ Blessed if I'd have liked to go
out for him—like that!™

The Bemovites turned in, glad encugh
that there had been no alarm ocutside
the dormitory. But it was not for long
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houre that ITarcld Skinner clored his
eyes,
~ Bhinner was last down of the Remove
in the morning. He had slept till the
latest minute. He was still feeling *seody
and shaken, but more himself, when he
went out into the sunshine of the guad-
rangle. The Bounder was there, chatting
with Harry Wharton & Co. The Famous
Five regarded SBkinner grimly.

“ What ruade you idiot enough to climb
ugytﬂ the windew 7" asked Bob Cherry.
"“"¥You couldn't do it !

“The box-roomm window was [astened
after me,"” said Skinner, with a side-
long loock at the Bounder. * Somebody
encaked out of the dorm and did it."

“A dirty trick !" commented Johuny
Bull. ' 8erved you righi, all the same!
What were yon out of hounds for "

“I think I know who did it,” said
Skinner,

“If you don't, T can enlighten you,”
grinned the Bounder. ' W ig! Che
good turn deserves ancther, dear boy !

Skinner looked nt him, not with the
look he ex He was very guict
amd subdued.

“1 knew it, 8mithy,” he said. " 1-=I
deserved 1t, too. It was no worse than
I'd done to you. But—but why did von
come out of the window for me "

“Because I'm a silly asz sometimmes ™
yvawned the Bounder. * Everyvbody uleye
tha ox at times, vou know. 1 did it
then."”

“You saved my hial”

“Wasu't worth it, was it?" pgrinned
the Bounder.

“1 did a bit of thinking last night,”
saicdd Bkinner quietly. “1-0U'm sorry T
glu_‘!’Ed you that dirty trick the other day,
wmithy, I'm sorry [ played the fool lust
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night. T—I'm not goinge to keep on with
that shady rot, 11 van see now that it's
not pood enonch, If you bke to let by-
gones be bygones, 'm willing —and-—and
I'm poing to play the game after this,
straight as a string. I wish you'd do the
sams, Smithy.”

The Bounder locked at him keenly—
the Mamous Five in surprise.  Skinner
wad in carnest.  Ile had puseed through
the Valley of the Shadow of Death, and
it had opencd hisg mind to mauy thinge.
Whether 1t wonld last was a question—
but he was quiet and cnrnest now.

“By gad!” said the Bounder,
;"h!':":l-r.iulr_:f:r preaching ! That beats every-

g b

“I'm not preaching !" Skinner flushed,
* But—but——"

“He's talkiog sense for once,” aand
Bob  Cherry.  “Give hin your fist
Smithy, and let bygones he b}'gt}nﬁ—ami
take his advice into the bargain.”

The Bounder laughed, amfh&ld cut his
hand to hie study.mate,

“There’s my fin, Skinpey, if you like.
Avdl--d I'M think over what you've
supreated.  Might bo somiething i it.'”

“There's a lot in it Bmithy !™ said
Hurry Wharton.

*Who knowst"

Aud the Bounder gl hizs hands in his
pockets and  etrolled nway, whistling,
But, carelessly as he whiatled, there was
@ unusually scrious shade of thought
upeni his face.  That moment of peril had
not heen withont its lesson for tho
Bounder of Greyfeiars, ae well an for
Skinner,

(Don't miss ' ON THE WRONG
TRACK !"—next Monday's grand
story of Harry Wharton & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)
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For Next Monday :
“ON THE WRONG TRACK !"
By Frank Richards,

Tha Nounder plays no part in next week's
siory. Perhaps, after thls week's yarn, those
«f my readers who have been worrying ahout
hiim will he eusier In their minda. Nothing
ir much mote unlikely than that the fellow
wlio could rizk hiz own lfe to save that of
sSkinner, his mean-apirited enemy, will fail
to turn up trumps in the end.

As for skioner, I have noe belief at all in
thui promized reformation of his, He does
nul show up well in “On the Wrong Track »
—thoegh his part is a small ope—and he
shiowa wp still worse in a later story which
[ have just read.

Skinner's remorsé was just zheer funk;
that's all about jt,

The Famoos Five and Wikley are the chief
figires in next week’s yarn, Ferrers Locke,
the detective, alsg comes prominently into
ity and there s a mystery which -hould
interest you all, Most of you are keen on
Wihley's Impetsonations, 1 know, and all of
you  admire the manner in which  Harrey
Wharton & Co. alwiys stamd by a friend
daown on his luck., S0 you should like this

slory,
SUGGESTIONS,
Shoals of leiters have come along In

respunse Lo my request to my readers to et
niv knoew what they would like to follow the
serial lately concluded,

Two hoy: want blstorieal stories. Bul 1
feur they cannot he sutisfled. The taste for
stories of this type seems to have vanirhed
alinost completely. I cdn remiember the day
when no hoy's paper was reckened complete
without at least ome historical yarn. Home.
times there were twb, But how Some
lay, I fancy, bhere. may he a revival of the
yarn of old days; but that time is not yet.

Two or three more want & detective serial,
But the majority of my readers don't care

for this type of yarn. And those who dn
are aplendidly eatleecd for in the * Union
Jack ® and the * Nelson Lece Litirary.™

Some vote for ancther wilvenlure scrial
Not many, however,

A pood wmany ask for a school =erial, This
moy come later. For the present, 1T think,
I am wmeeting the desire of the majority by

l;h;im; cach week some exiracts from the
“GUrevfriars Herald.® There is no Jdoubt
and they

abouy the popolarity of these:
have the .‘H?TI]l-il}ﬂﬂE advartage that when.
ever the thme geemz ripe for o change Lhey
ean be held up and somcihing  else sube
stituted,

| S T Y

AMATEUR AUTHORS.

One correspomident asks for an amateur
sebirh. Hoe wanbe prives offcoed Tor phe Gest
storieg and versea, amd he thinks that the
two pages or so 1 have Lo play wilth mieht
be filled to the sabesfaction of all by the
tesulting contribaution.,

Hul there pnoever was o Ligger miztake Lhan
this !

If § had a dozen pages to spare, T might
Rive up o couple of them to this sork of
thing, Dutl [ know that it wonkl inferest
Fiew  hespele  1he compelitors -amd  most of
themy would asndy cepdl Lheirr own efforts!

Thiz sarl. of thing has beew tricd Lofore—
never with mipeh sueegss

bLois o cormmees dlelnsion that e reoders
¢t n paper can burn in stofl that will be
retel aa eagerly as thal of 1he esighlishod
canteibntors,  1ub b is a delusjon,
~ Buch attempts betray the ‘prentice hand
in every line. I have from® Lisne to thoe
Hneead o few rowders' effoets. [ uearly overy
case [ have bl to ddo =0 much in the aay
of improvement to them that when they
appearcd in print little wmore than the bare
ldea—and that haa s=eliboin beon of markel
arfginality—hns remained of the M4, fs it
stood when rexcling me, A all who have
tried only one shows such promise as justi.
fiea me in encouraging him te think of
writing for his Living. FEven with his stull,
Lhough it has real merll, I have to wee the
blue pencil very freely,

But cvery anlhor was a heginner once,
YOU mnay =ay.
True! DBut It s wnlikely that, as a,

beglnmer, he got bis stuff published,

What a heginner needs, if he s ever to
make good, is drastic eriticiem, But he does
noet want it, as a rule; wanting s not one
with needing, What be wants |s butter,
Iaid on thick, and to see his immoature
rffortz in print, awd to go ahout with bis
head in the air imagining Limself another
Frank Richards, If he onve gels phid for a
contribution he fecls certum Lhat be 1 o0
Lhe high-road to making a fortune: and he
Ands it impossible Lo underatand why an
cditor whn has aceepted one of his efforts
thould ever turn down anything he chooses
to =end along.

i have hy me two or three arilelés of
afdviee Lo would-be writers. 1 have not used
thein yet beeanse I dembled whether the
subject was of enough general nterest. But
I ey flnel & colnmn or two for Lhem sodi—
it ber Mere or n the © Gom,®

e ———

NOTICES.

Correaonudence Cliuh, hoth sexes; monthle
Magazine. Stamped and addressed envelope,
pleanse, —Robert  Bacon, 79, Westhill Drive,
Manstield, Nolis,

Fraomk Fdmundz, T, Whinham Street, Fitzs
ro¥,  Adelalde, Houth  Anstealia, wants to
corriapolil with a Canadian boy of ahout 18,

Resibers wanted Tor good aaialenr mage-
gine, Possed rotnd in torn. Stamped and
asbilres~cd  epyelope for full particulars 10
W, MeNally, Glenwview, Glenluce, Wigtowns
shiire,

Angienr magazine on rale.  First 20 cdples
to lw given away. Price after that, 1§d.
Contribulions  wunted,—T. Mann, Winslow,
Tearford B, Bakbey, Went,

H. W, Hreown, 2, Arthur Skreet, Anlaby

Fecul, Huoll, would he glad to hear from
refdrrs wha want to joln a photographic
club,  Btamped  amdl  addressed  envelope,
please,
L ]
AN R

Taxr Micxner Lisnary.—No. 404,
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ET us say first what good can he said
I of Snoop.
It took only one line, you see,
What! That line iz blank, you say? O,
yes! Rutb tbat is ooly because therg really
was nothing to go Into it?
On the other side.— Well, it would not
be worth while to glve more space than

usual In order to chromicle all of Snoop's{ -7

iniquities,

There fs pothing dashing or attractive
ahout them. Hkinner is 2z sordid enough
figure, but there are times when he would
shine out by the side of Snoop. He has
done things worse, maybe, than Snoop ever
dld; there i3 little good in him, but there
i# more than In Snoop. Skinner is mean
enough, cowardly emnough; but Snoop is
meanet than he, and far more craven.

To Bkinner has sometimes, though bul
rarely, come a gleam of better things.
For a lew moments—if only for a few
moments-—he has felt a glow of gratitude or
of shame, has taken courage, haa shown him.
self not wholly vile.

The gleam has never fallen upon Snoop.

In some fellows there is a yellow sbreak.
Skinner's is a wide yvellow streak. Stott's ia
agt much narrower, Fish has it, and Bunter
—pretty wide, too, in bhoth cases., Tt i3 in
Huzeldenw, and in the Bounder, and in Bul-
strode—or, if It iz not now, 06 waa, PFor it
may be practically eradicated.

_Sncop Is dyed yellow. ‘Thore i3 not an
Inch of him outside the streak.

f he were bolder he might do more harm
than he does, but he would be a less repul-
sive object. He does all that he dares to
do, It iz far easier bo forgive the hold
ﬂi!ain, far easier to belleve in the possi-
bility of kls putting bis villainy from him
and startlng In to play the game, than it
is in the case of the coward.

The snake 1s the beast that one thinks of
in connection with Snoop. though perhaps
that i3 scarcely falr to the snake, which
teally s not consplowously lacking in
nourage, But the epake Is seeret and erawl.
Ing in its methods, and the snake is poison.
ous; and Jnoop's methods are like those of
e anake.

It Bnoop has friends at Greyfriars,
friends are Skinner apd Stott. The
are closely anllied. Could Skinner or
depend on Sneop In an emergency? The
thad better depend on any fellow they coutr
an enemy! Such ns Sncop will do nothiog
tor a friend.

thoss
three
Stott

Why, Snoop will do nothing even for his
ownh [ather!
It i3 true that Smoop may be accounted

urducky in haviog such a father. Probably
his home.life helped to make him what he
is. Muk, after all, one's father is one’s Tather,
and 5 i3 the wery limit in selfishness and
cowardice to lexve It to othera to help him
in his desperate meed—or let him go under
for want of help. And that is what Snoop
did, as told in ®Sharing the Risk,” the fine
story which appeared a weck or two ago.

Moreover, it is what one would expect him
to do. Nothing in hiz career would justify
the expectation that he might rise to such
an emergency. He owes the fact that he is
able to stay on abt Greylriars to his rich
uncle, yet his spobbishness came out when
Uncle Huggina visited him at the achool.
He wag rﬁniet toady to Bulstrode inm Bul-
strode’'s bad daya, but that did not prevent
him from letting Dulstrode get into the
hlackest trouble for what he himsell had
done, in the matter of the ancnymocus letter
tn Mr., Quelch,

He was one of Vernon-S3mith's followers,

1upon him—noe one c¢an count upon

never count
him, He
walks in Bolsover's trnin now, ready to do
hiz will in anything that does not mean too
much risk, or to betray bim in order to
save hiz own wretched skin, should mabbers
come to such a pass as to make it Decessary.

Many of you will remember the story
entitled “Shunned Ly the Form," in which
the bad “time through which Arthur Brand.
tcth  lived at Greyfriars was recounted,
lirandreth’s father was believed guilty of
the crime Sncop's [ather hud commitled.
Snoop taunted him with it before be was
well inside the gates, and was prompbly
Knocked down.

He did nobt fight. Snoop never docs. He
would rup from Luonter or Fish, More than
that 1t wonld be hard to say, Dot in every
possible mean way he mude things uncoin-
fortable for Brandreth, and it was Lhrough
Snoop that the boy's hunted father fell into
the hands of the police.

And then came the exposure of the truth.
Lrandreth’'s father waz innocent.  Josinh
snoop wing the guilty man! HBrandreth for-
ftave Snoop, and stocd by him lo his trouble.
And the other fellows were mwore thun
decent.  After all, they argued, 3noop could
not help having a scoundesl for a father. 1t
was rough on him. He Fad been rough on
Brandreth—worse than rough—but Brandreth
had lorgiven. That was a time when Sidoey
James snoop stood at the cross-roads. U
tock the wromyg turn, and be bas xept <n
hia way ever since.

He waz cne of Mark Linley'a cnemies, of
course, It was he who made up as Mark's
father, representing him as a quite unspeak-
ghle cad, &t a time whea the Luancashire lad
was broken down by trouble at home. And
Snoop was one of “The Four Heroes,™ the
fellows who elaimed the handsome reward
offered by a fetitious Coloniel stranger [or
a quite imaginary rescue.

It was all an audecious trick of tha
Bounder's to get revenge for the treachery of
those who had toadled to him when he was
top-dog, and tumed upon him in his dark
days, Skinner and Snoop were certain victims
to such a device. 8Stott came in only as ao
accoszory to Skinmer's false claim, Bunter's
atupid vanity and disgusting greed made him
an easy prey. Dolsover major was the
fourth., One thinks the Bounder must bhuve
been & bit wrgr!&ed at bagging him.,

Enough of Snoop! One need only reler
in passing to his gay dog proclivities—a very
dingy, hangdog, gay dog thiz one!

ton; bub the Bounder could
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& ILLY BUNTER, by all that's hoan-
tful

B "By jingn: What a state

in!" eried Harry.

A more forlorn wreck thon Buanter as he
erawled from Wharton's study can scarcely
be imuagined. Strawberry jam was streaming
down one slde of his face, and apricot jam
down the other. A number of eggs had burst
on the top of his bullet head, and thi yolks
were streaming down his face and clothes,
blending  pleturesquely with the jam. A
number of merry little sardines wore peeping
inquisitively out of the back of his neck, and
the scent of sardine oll pervaded everything.

"What's the matter, Bunty, old boyi”

he's
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Extracts from *The Greyf

-

By BOB CHERRY.

naked Nugent, slzpping him affectionately on
t e 5hmnﬁer, and drawing hiz hand away @
aticky mixture of jam and cggs and ofl.

" B-b-booby-trap ™ spluttercd Lunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“"You rottera!  Yon've done thif—"

“You fat chump! Do yon Lhink we'd erect
a booby-trap over our own study donrf”
exclaimed Harry. “Look at the mesa there
i3 on the Hoor!™

“ What were you coming to our study for,
anyway?" demanded Nugent, whose affection

for Bonter bad sglumped sinee he had seen

the atate of his own hand.
“{irpoalt!  [—I came to aet the table for
tea—-:>="
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TABLIES.

T seoll the tea, yon mean!”
f;‘i;t-rﬂ:l-a}r:h: I'm going to clean thia stuff
off 1™

“Couldn’t do better!™ commented Jolinny.

The Owl rolled off to the hath-room,

“Thiz concoctlon was evidently meant for
us," eaid Harry, as we regarded the meas
ruefully. = Lot mo catch the rotters who-—"

"We game hera for tea,” said Johndy Itutl
hriskly. “Let's have £

Laughing nt Bunter’s misfortune, although
the mess bad spoiled the carpet, Harrey
opened the copboard deor. His laughter
ceased abruptly, and he stared with opeo
eyus at the empty shelves,

(Continged on paoge 15,)
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"Great Seott! Where's the strawberry?”

" And the apricot?” yelled Nugent.

“And the esteemed eggs and the ludicrous
eardinesi" added the nahob. i

*Ha, ha, ba!" rowred Johnny. "That'e
what wus m the booby-trap!”

*The cheeky rotters!™ yelled Wharton.
“The awial cada!”

“&till, you must admit it's fonny!” 1
cliuckled, "' Using a chap’s grub tnT—r-
“How i3 Bt funmy, you idiet?" roared

Wharton, poesitively ferocious. ™ Nabody hut
a raving fupatic would s¢x anything funny
in this!™

“But you laughed at it younrseli,
Enow—""

" Beper-ri”

The ijoke was quwite beyond Wharton.
Nugent waz almost ps bad, and Inky not
much better.

As for Johnny and mysell, we were quite
tickied by it: bot onr merriment failed to
have & cheering ¢ffcet upon Wharton and
Nugent and Inky. : :

“I'm going to soe into this!™ said Wharton,
making lor the door. N
“Just o minute; no need to get cxeited,
[ zaid. “Wg can bave tea in our study;
I've gol some gruli. Half a loal and a jar

of treacle, as o matter of [act!”

I mever knew such a chap ns Wharton for
looking at the black side of things. He
growled like an angry dog, and strode out of
the study., Nugent did likewise, and the
naheol followed, with a dusky, dolelul face.

Jolmny and [ sauntered in thelr train o
gce what would happen.

Wharton hurried along  the passage, and
gtopped the dismal Owl at the door of the
batli-room. -

T you know who made that booby-trap,
Bunter?”

“f eourse 1 do!” groaned the Owl,

*Who'" said Harry quickly.

“It wag you, yeu rottors!”

“It waso't us, you fat chump!™
Wharton. 3

~1t must have heen Skinner and Snoop,
then. I aaw them pottering about the passage,
and the beasts cackled when the horrid stoff
fell on me! Go and eat coke! I'm pgoing Lo
have a bath ™

With gleaming cye: Wharton turned from
the Owl and aped along the passage.

“Next stop. Skipner's study!” I remarked,
a3 Whoarton, with Nogent and Inky at his
Lieghs, dashcd past we,  “Come on, Joehnoy!
A little chat with Bkloner & Co. will give us
st appetite for bread-and-treacle ™

We rushed into the study like five Red
Indians on the wartrail.  Aopd then we
wishoid we hadn't.

“{pw! My napper!"

s yaroooh!  Help!
my eye!”

hese weres but a few of the remarks we
nttered,  The eads had tied a rope across the
doorway, and we hd come a terrific cropper.,

Tlien, a8 we sortod ourseives out, the most
kideous cackles imaginable floated along the

Fou

betlowed

Take vour fist out of
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passage. Skinner & Co. were smiling audibly.
“He, he, he!  Is thot how you like it
dope? Mow for a quict smoke in the box-

room! Come along, you chaps!™

And we heard the sound of footsteps
geampering along the passage.

“I°1E pive them what-Tor!” hooted Johnny
Bull sulphurously, asa he bolled along the
passage before os. :

We were just in time to see Skinner's hoof
vanlash round the corner,

Smoke wats issuing from the cracks round
the deor when we reached the box-room. We
dashed in, and glared round uws wrathfully.
The room was full of thick wvolumes of
tobaceo-smoke, but Skinner & Co. were

The slamming of the door behind us, and
the turaing of the key in the lock, told us
where Skinner & Co. were. They were on
the other side of the door, and we were
jHriBOners ! _ ]

The sounds of their unmelodions cackling
and receding footsteps did not tend to spothe
our ruffed feelings.

“What a  shabby trick!™ eaid Wharton
angrily.

“What's thelr game? prowled Jobinny.
“Are they trying fo suflocate us, or what?
They must have been smoking for—well, ever
since they rigged up the booby-trap, to make

a haze like this!™

T {:'Lg:t.rat.tunﬂtu‘ls all over the plage!
growléd Nugent. “['d like to know what
the giddy game 3!

The return of the japers scon conlightened
ns a5 to that. .

“1 was sure somehody must have gone into
the box-roem for a smoke on the qulet, sir”
came Skinner's voice from the passage with-
out, “so I locked the door on them when
they got inl”

*Look, sir, the asmokc's simply pouring
throigh the cracks ! added Stott,

“S0 1 perceive!” sounded the stern tones
of Mr. Quelch.

We stared ot each other wildly.

“"The awful rotters!” gasped
“What—why—" : .

We afterwards learned that their objeet
was to get ue gated for the next half-holiday,
when we were to play Bt. Jim's, I suppose
they had been betting on the match-—-backing
their own side to loze, you know!

“The utter cads!” mutttercd Johmny Bull.
“We must do somethine, awmd iolly sharp
abaut It!  What about the winfow ™

UM They've gerewed iboup, the cads!”

“1've got o scheme!” said Nugent laor-
ricdly. *“That box with the tramp’s clobbor
In "

Without explaining further. he rushed to
the box, and drew forth an old suit. It was
the eostume which Wibley had n=edl in onc of
his recent impersonations.

The clobber had been stowed away with
the notiom of making wae of it when the
Fifth of November eame round agaim, end o
mask and elay pipe bad been daced o Lhe
box along with the ragmed soit,

High up in the hox-room wall was a gtount

Harry.
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hook. 'With deft fingers Nugent threaded a
length of cord through the mendicant’s
elohber, and suspended it from the hook,

He buttoned oup the jecket, and stuck the
maask in the neck, laat of all jamming the
slay pipe in the grinning mouth,

Then he tore a page from bis notebook, and
wrote across it in big hlack letters the wopd
“SFOOFED ! This he pinned to the coal.
The dummy was a bit thin, bul you can't
have everybhing.

All was done in about two minules

“Hide hehind the door!™ whispered Nugent.

With bated breath we hid.

*“Hemain whoere you are!” said AMr, Quelch
to Skinper & Co. 1 will Investigate thisl®

Mr. Quelch turned the key, and entered the
box-room quickly.

But he was ool prepoared
sraoke.

“Geg-goodnesa gracions!  Mnooch!” )

Mr. Queleh placed his liandkerchief to his
Tace, and coughed violently.

It was an easy matter for us to slip oub
unnoticed behind him,  We darted on tip-
toes round the mearcst corner.

Bkinner & Co. woere gathered in o grinning
group  further along  the passape.  They
ouked surprised se we made our escape, bt
showed no plensure,

¥r. Quelch recovercd from hiz it of congh-
ing and choking, ami looked round the hagy
room in bewilderment.

“ Extraordinary! There s no one here!
Stay! Who=—who i3 banging by the wall?™

Mr. Quelch approached the dummy, and
peered at it through the boge of smoke.
“RBP-O00-F-E-D I b resd noeef " E el

for the denss

Spoofed!  Pear me!  less my somwl?!  The
pnprecedented audaciky!  The pgross ouot-
rage "

He swept out of the stwdy, and fairly
dashed along the passage.

“Ig it Wharton you want. sir?"  sald
Bkinner cheerfully. “"He and hiz palge—
Yooop!  Yah!  Yarooh!"

Whack, whack, whack!

“Ow! Htoppit, eir!  Yah!”

“How dare you!" ropred Mr. Queleh, lay-
ing about him furipusly with his cane. " Play
jokes * — whack ! =" upLom your  magter "—
whack '—" [ndeed ™

Whaek, whaek, whaek!

Yelling like Huns, the unlueky japers fled
down Lhe passage; amd, forgettiog his dignity
fur the foment, Mreo Queelch r-|1llr'.'d-ll.l..'-1'l A TTETH |
hotly, wreaking bovoe mmong them with hiz
cane. ! :

As the whole contingent vanished  cotuml
the corner, Bre smiling faces peeped Senipnly
alter them, and thelr owners stepped inbe the
[rsRure,

“Let's o down and partake of tea out of
Shinney's cupbourd I said L.

Liater in the day, when the aching hlades
vigited Lhe hox-room. and oheerved the diveet
canse of their chastisemoent, they sail—

But 1 minst desw o veil here, for the things
they zubd were really—

THE ERD.
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I.
g 5AaY. yom Tellows——" _
Thoaky O*herry sl Bipaf? owees comng
along the pastage at top speed  when
WRilly Bunter @0t in the way.

The two Hemove felbaws did not atop.

saquitd prshed Bonter hard, and Bunter siag-
gereel, wind the Twa juniors vanisbhed round the
P (T

Ay hatl " gasped Bunter,

e straieldene] up agoin just aa Nugent
eaite Lesarine hown the passage, which  led
Froomm tlee Sisili-Foree quarivsrs,

Sl gav, Nugente—"

At oot ol Llee way, '!':I‘HZ}'!"'l

went, 1 osay., what are you up tnf”  asked
Bunter inguiditively, eatchiveg Nugent by the
ghive, " You've been up to something in the
Eixth parssagye ™

Nierent shoved Bapter, and he sat dewn,
Al e PPeter Todd cane dfasling along, and
gfuniided over him,

s Yarouh P repred Thenter.

cupy ! ungped Teter, sitting up dazcdly.

el

Yo fat dafTert”™

“T guy. Petdr, whal's up?®” gazped Dunter.
“Huve vop boen jpgise Lodert”

*Find ot fathead !

Puoter Tonld picked himzeld up, anpd bolted.
Bunter rose p gool deal more stowly., e
had more weight to litt.  He blinked alung

By DICK RUSSELL.

thie passape thronoh his big elosees, Lo gee i

uny more tellows were coming ;. but there
wiren'h any kere.
Hilly Bupber was cariouz. L was  preldy

elene that swmcibiing was o, Whes ancer
wias curions, b never theweht of anyihing bt
satisfying s cnriosity,

He rolled spway sdown B the Siskh-Form
passage to Inok imtn Lidders study. It was
prefiy cerbuin Lhat if Sgoilf & Coo had Been
japing the ixth, Lader was the victime e
was the pet enciy of @] the Juniors,

Lavler hiad bheen makineg himsell meore than
nsualiy obnoxious of Eate, amd the Nomaove
were ont the war-path,  Bonter. indeed, hoed
offered to make Gerabl fodder =0 up by
means of kis wenderfnd vendriloquisne—exaeily
how he did pot specify. nder coplainky
iz o mond wventribmpeist o bul o tlee ey
follivws are Tod-up with his woeelerial g
When Banter dmitaled Heh Cherry's voiee,

pndd eaBled Bolsover majer nanes, 1500 el
Balzavor ek proedine ooe apolbes, [l
they found rmt dhat it was fhe veolrilie

quigt, and then Ehey bedle Degam psaggebeipes
Bunber.  Vertrilogwizm was at o discouit, -
Smithy pni. it

Bunter blinked
prinmed,

He eonld zen that the Bemove fellows bl
heen thore.

All Loder’s ehairs were stackod up on thie

into Lowdio's  slady, amed

atudy fable, and the fender and fircirons had
Beent acddedd, and the oboels amd ihe Beartihe-
i ansd the bedelothes. 19 was guite a
preamid,  Even the study carpet Tuead Dech
drazocd ap, amd drapesd rooend Uhe pyeamid of
urnituee on Ghe tabile.

There was a surpriec waitine far Leoder af
1he Sisth whees Lie eante o Boanwter cliortle:d
as e hlingked ot the peenbiar seen.

“He, hp, ho! Buy whot were Ehe duiTers
Dolting i #ucl a lurery fGerd™ L mecrmuored.
“lanler ain't Bere!™

1t adidn™t oeerwae to Bonter for e wionient
that the stndyerameers huiad =een Loder Tram
Ll witedow  eomime into $he Mense, aml #n
B webesongd of oul of his guarfers in o greng
larrrry.

Tt 1hat wos Lhe rase, amd az Danfer s omd
pied  efsnekbed i AR qboorway e subslenky
Dok or sdape Brebiipned Tnjem,

SO had ape o vear up o bere? grow ded Loler’s
L TN FRTE

Boaeder spin romed i oo, Lewler say”
fhe- in=icle od Diis sluedy af b snmae owesent.

IVia [oeaves Boogrsgeenic Sabipbersd |r'||:|;"|:||.-_

S A TR A UL FEL e S VTP L Bl PP LI T TR

B S-S 1) O o™t b it Fawmder '™ ea-ned
P, i alaru. “1 owosn't Tere—E- 1
qiaf here o Lo Fomedinee loe—- Yiraneh!™

Lewibeosr vpmsrant B by ANe eollar and senng
i infa ' wreckesd stady. Lanlui's w¥es

(el foretand ot pergre 180
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(Continued from page 15.)
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were [airly Aaming. He hadn't the slightest
doubt that he had eanght the ragger red-
hamnded. as it were, and Bunter's denials were
not of muchk wee.  In fact, cven if Lodec hiad
belicved him, he would haye licked him all
the same.  Loder is not parbicular as: to his
vietim when he wanta somebody to fick,

Billy Bunter was yanked headlong into the
atidy, squirming apd yelling. Loder pitched
him on the flgor, and glared round {or a cane.
But his cane lay on the floor in small [rag-
Taents, cut to picces by Squilt’s pocket-Enife.
‘- He made a dive for o cricket-stump in &
COTOET.

Bunter honnded up, and made a dive for
the door at the satme moment. Leder was
after him tike a ahnt.  He swong the Owl of
the Kemove back, and slammed the door amd
lovked it.

“MNow, you young
hetween hia fecth.
like an cel ™

“Yarooh!
Yooap 1™

Loder 2o fo work with the cricket-stump.

Whuek, whack, whick!

Billy Bunter  yelled and roared and
wriggled, Loder was in o towering rage, and
e fairly swiped Bunter with the stamp.

“Yarpoh! [elp!  Yoop!” roared Bunter.

Whack, whack, whack!

It was then that Bunter thought of Tis
womderful  ventriloguwism, and he bragged
afterwards in the Commow-ronm about his
prosence of mimd.  Loder really might lave
skipged bim. for he was in too grent A rage
to care how hard b Wt 1t was really luckr
for Bunter that he thought of his véntrilo-
quism just: then, He stopped yelling,

Whaek, whack, whack!

“You fat young raseal! 11 thrash vouw
tili you can't crawl!” hissed Loder,

Whack, whack?

a L'l:ll!'f"r !h

The Hixth-Former jumped,

It was the Head's volce—or hie thousht it
was—and it came from outside the lovked
door.

He relepsed Bunter quite swddeniy.

“Loder!”

“Yes, sir?” stammered Taler.

* Loder, how dare Yon treat 2 hoy hke that!
Fplliow me to my =tudy of onee!  You lvear
me? T shall wait Tor you there!™

“0Oh, by zad ! gasped Loder.

He dropped the stump, and  glaced  at
Bunter. Loder knew that the whacking of
the cricket-stump could have heen heand in
the passage, and Bunber’s yells conld have
Breen heard balf o mile off. 1t waz eroel ok
that Dr. Locke should have heen passing
along just then—or so it scemed to Loder,

But bhe had mo chioice ahout obeyving the
Head's order, ond e unloeked  fhee sbady
door, and went out slowly inte the passase.
Dr. Locke wasa't in sizght, and Foder, with
i palpitating heart, made his way to the
Head's atudy.

Rilly Hunter wriggled ount into the phssaoe,
and fAcd. He did oot intemwl to e an e
ey when Loder coime bhack,

enid  Loder,
L' skin wyou

yvillain *
“Ay hat!

I never—1 wasn't—I dide't—

il.
K. LOCKE laid down hia pon az Lader
tni:pml at iz stndy door  and
htered.

Loder was very red. amd e waz in
o state of apprélwasion,

The Heagd was wory sevore wpon anyvihipe
Hke bullying: and thoueh a prefect was
allowed to cane & junior, thrsdbing him witly
A cricket-stump wag guite a dillerent matter.

Loder had reasen €o hoe nneasy. He was
relieved, however, Lo God thet the Hewd was
not lookiog angey.

The Head, In
inquirimely.

“I—T"ve eome, sie!" slammoered” Loder, sope-
prized as woell gz refieced,

The Hemd rised hia oyehrowa,

“I ran sce that you have come, Loder,™ Lo
repliod.

“I—I—il you will allow me Lo explain, sir”
gl Lowler lrriedly,  “The faect is, . Bupter
wiz mot moeh hwoeg-—-"

W et

“1 canght Lim ragging oy study, sfe——""

“You canght Bunter ragging your stwldy,
oder? repeated the Head, staring at Bim.

fact, enly looked at him
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“Yes, sle.  As he had cut wp my cane, T—
[ thought I had better administer punish-
ment st once, and go—po [ used a crivket-
gbump ™

“You have chastised a junior with a ericket-
stump, Loder!” exelaimed the Head, hardly
able to believe his enrs.

“Ye-¢-03, sir; but—but he wasn't much
Burt I stammered Loder. *Me—he was yell-
ing like that te make out he was hurt,
s r—="?

“ Like what?™

* You—you heard  him, sie—=I  supposcd
you'tt heard him, and—and misunderstoond,
when yon told me to follew you to your
sty i

“What do yoi mean, Loder? T was quile
Ilmm:fr'ﬂ Illu:fl.l u:;th.ad“rlmstis&d Buntfr: and

Certain id not (e o to com A

CWha H::'Ht?" ¥ O fOome pere.

Loder's  jaw  droppel, He wondered
wheller the Head wus dreaming, or whether
he was olf his rocker,

“ When did I tell yous” snapped the Head,

“A—a few minutes ago, sir, whea—when
¥ou paszsed my study door!™ stottered Loder,
in bowilderment.

Br, Locke trowned severely,

“How dare you jest with me, Loder! |1
have wot been out of my study for hall an
hour !~

“ Wha-a-ot ¥

Loder fairly stuliered,

“I fear, Loeder, that you have exceeded
your duty, and that your guilty conscience
caused yowm to fency that you heard me
speak Y spid the Hegd stecply.

“J—=I eertainly heard you, sir,” mumbled
Loder, wondering whether he was on his
bead or bis heels,

“¥ou did not! Hot T am glad the matter
lias been brought to my notice,™ said Dr.
Liwke, frowning. <1 shall inguire into it.”

“But—but [emfe=yoit=—you—" said Lodyor
dazedly,

“I was tolally unaware of (he matter
upitl you just mentioned it to me, Loder.”

“0Oh, erumnlalt gasped Loder,

He felt like kicking himself.

“You will feleh Bunter bere ot once, amd
I will guesteon bim,™ zaid the Head.

Sl T—T—"

“*Do asz T Lell you, Loder!™

ITT.

ILLY BONTER was groaning in No. 7
Sldy when Loder caine for him. He
pmave o yell us he sighted the prefect,

“Yaronh ! Keep o, von heast 0
“The Head wants vou, Benter,” said Loder,

sipptessing hiz tage,  “Look lwere, 1—[
#orey ! handied @ow Bie {hal, T—T1 el miy
L per. ™

It cosl Tauber an effort to zay 1hnt, but he
realized that Bonter couds eat=e him Lrouble
with the Hesl.

Thmiker wmler:tomd ot onee, amd be awelled
witly imporiamee.

“You're oa roflen bl he said, ¥ Yoo e
8 rotten Hen, Leber?™ 1L wa- fguite o
startlimg chouge of Lone, =T alespiae yom,
Lovtler !

Bgtomre will me,” sl Laeder, auite civilly,
TR Hesl st Sonr, vou kKopow, Lyl
here, ¥ou needo’t tell Lo abont The 0o,
abde=gmd——and U =bwsed ven bl f-o-erow,
Wirndir.”

=Wl Bave fo sipelaviec oas o well,”  smid
Bunter, who was auile ou Wie high horse
oW,

Loaler gusped.

[N (- |_'|',__ =Tl

S T you apaloxize?” Jdemanded Bunter, in
il |hllll]l"ll'lg' Lone,

“ Yes!" gulped Loder

“ibh, good ! Where's the half-ecrnwn

Loder handed aver the half-crown.

“Well, I'l1 let yon off as lightly as I can,
Loder,” said Rilly Dubnbér, in a patronisine
tone. * Lead on, you rotter! I'm coming!
All the same, you're o sneaking, cowardly,
bullying rotter, Loder, and T deapize you!”

Loder awallowed that as hest he could,
Bunter followed him from the study amd
down the stairs, They passed Harrey h‘lanr-

ton & Co. on the Innding, and Bunter raized |

his voice.

# Lodder, don't walk =0 fast, you silly cad!®

The jnnilors fairly jumped as they heard
Bunter addresz the bully of the Bixth like
that. To their amazement, Loder did nal
say A word in reply. He only gritted his
teeth and stalked on.

“Do you hear me. you fool?? snapped
Bunter. “I you want a ihick ear, Loder
you've only got to gay sol®

And gtill Loder didn't answer,

“Well, my hat!" gasped Boh Cherry whea
they were gone. “Thal bests everything!
Is it a giddy miracle®n

Loder was almost boiling as he tram
on.  But he was al Bunter’s mecoy, pﬁ'ﬂ
knew that the stump must bave Jeft marks
on Bunber, and if the fat junior showed
them to the Head it meant serionz trouide.
He depended on Bunter holding his tongue.
He had gone too far, and he kuew it, amd
he wag scared,

fn the lower paszage they passcidl Wingale
of the Sixth, and DBunter rr::ppmi uuts?m
Wingate to hear:

“I've told you not to walk so fask, Loder!
Stop it, or I'll clout you!®

And Loder stackencd down,

Wingute stared after them like a fellow in
a deeam. He had never heard a junior taik
to a prefect like that before,

Loder was almost hoiling over when they
arrived at the Head's study. Dilly Dubter
stopped, there,

“Iiy the way, Loder—n

“Yes?? muttered Lodor.

“You're a bullying cud! Upon the whole,
I think 1 ought to show the Head the marks
yowwve made on my Lack. They herl1”

Loder writhed,

“ However, if you freat me as a pal, |
may overiook it,” aaid Bunter generously,
=The ftact s, Loder, I'm expecting a postal-
order, ®

“Wha-ati"

“For tem .bobh,” said TDunter cabmiy.
“Would yom mind letting me have the ten
hab now, Loder, and 'l hand vou the postal-
arder when it comes?”

Loder nearly chokod,

. “ddherwise—" began  Bunter threaten-
ingly,

Loder groped in his pockel, amil hamded
the Owl & ten-shilling nole.  He  dido't
speak. e couldn’,

“Thanks!" zaid Duntcr carclessly,  “0f

vourse, UL let you have the postal-order as
#00n 3z it comes. There may be sone delay

—owing Lo Lhe war, you koow. flo you
TTITT e

“N-n-n-id 1Y stulbered Loder,

T AN gerene, then, ol chap!™

Loder, at  explosive  point, opened (b

Heal’s door and showed Bundee in.

e, Locke turned his spectacles upon him,

“Ah, it 15 you, Bunter? [ wizh to Know
whelher you bhave any complainl to make
of your usage ot Loder's hands” sadd the
Head kindly, = You may speak quite froely,
my hoy.™

Hunter [ell a twinge whoere the  erickest.
Attty il been laid o o Bot Tee b Loders
twelveaand-six in his pocket, amd he played
W[

“xoboat all, sir!™ he sail,
wepnd,  Laeder didn't wmican to hine
has agologized, toa™

*Very well T that ea-o, The malter s
eloved ™ sald the Fead, -~ Youn will, Jiovw.
ever, b more jmbicious 1 Falure, Lisder,”

= Yes, SiF mnliered Lauler.

The Wend made g vestvae of @il

Eoder Tollowed  Bunter ot of bl oLy,
atl cloaed the door, JTo the pas-age e gave

I don't
mie.  He

b (v ] eof Fhee Plormove o Hionei=-b toak, His
Dot ebennesuecd, haaml,
= Now,  yomo vt villwin ! b waspeed

= Now mive me back that tenhioh e ——>

= amler 1

Towas Ues Heal s voiee Trion Lhe slindy.

Tavder spun vormed ool opemed the  dogws,
Lilly Bunter =cuttled ofl at tog speold, ams
it was pretty  cortam  that  Gerabl Taaler
woulbd not see thal currency-node again,

Loder entered the study, fecling cold ali
aver gt the thowght that Dr. Locke had
heard what he sajd in the phssage,

“ ¥es, zir?” he said, in o falterbig voice,

The Head glaneed wp mmpatientiy,

“You agnin, Loder%™

“You—you called me back, zir!®

“What ¥ e, Looke rose Lo bis feel, wikh
a hrow like thunder. “0 did not call yow
hack, Loder! It appears, Lodder, that yow
are taking the liherty of jeating with your
headmaster! 'Take five hundred lines, and
leawe my stuwdy at onee! Any repetition of
thiz tmpertinence, and I shall deprive you
of vour rank as prefect [

I e e P

“Go! thandered fhe Tread,

And Loder went, like a fellow i a dream
—aor, rathes, in a nightmpre,  And il was
lurky for RBilly Bunter that Loder did mok
learn that the mysterions voiee  Bad

weeded fram the Greyfriars ventriloguist.
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