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A Splendid Complete School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
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AN UNWELGOME VISITOR FOR THE REMOVE FORM-MASTER]

“*it's orlright, young gents,’’ shouted Mr. Punter. ‘‘Hensry Qualch will be glad to see me. We're werry old pals,
my brother Henery and me. We was boys together I'" Mr, Quelch stopped dead In ﬂm doorway at the sight of the

disreputable Mr. Punter leaning against his desk, ‘‘You rascal!’’ he exolaimed. ‘‘Go out of thls room at onoel
Do vou hear ma? "™’
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A QGrand, Long, Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars,

Y

A Complete School Story Book, attractive to All Readers,

! The Editor will be obliged if yon will haod this book, when finithed with, to a friend, g

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trouble In the Form-Room,

IND your eye!”
Bob Cherry whispered the words very cautiously.
The Remove were in their Form-room at Grey-

friare School. It was a warm aftternoon, and the

Form-room windows were wide open, to let in the brecze from

the shady Close. DBut thera was very liftle breeze, and, in

spitge of the open windows, the Form-room seemed close and
sfulty.

Porhaps that was the reason why a state of “ nerves™
seemed to prevail in the Remove—the Lower Fourth Form
of Greyiriars,

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, was not in a good
temper.

As a rule, Mr. Quoleh, although a severe master, was a
i’_ust ana, and hiz temper could be relied upon. Teo quote the
amous schoolboy's deseription of his mastor, he might be a
beast, but he was a just beast.
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while he was, as all the Remove would have agreed, un.
doubtedly a beast, the justice was wanting.

Hence Bob Cherry's whispered w:l.rmn%- :

The warning was hardly necessary. The Removites were
keeping a very watchful eye upon their Form-master.

nless it was the heat, they did not know what was the

matter with Mr. Quelch. Certainly something was the
matter. The Remove were not a very orderly Form, and
they had never been distinguished for devotion to werk.
The * swots " in the Form could be counted upon the fingere
of one hand., They were a numerous Form—quite as many
ag one master mul’-;l hope to attend to, and they seldom or
never troubled themselves to make their master's work
lighter. But they knew very well when it was safe to rag,
and when it was unsafe; and this warm afternoon they all
knew by instinet, as soon as Mr. Quelch entered the Form-
room, that it was most decidedly unsafe.

And they had been as good as

Even Billy Bunter had reirained from eating the bullseyes
with which his pocket was bulging, lest s betraying scept
should boe wafted to the nose of the Remove-master.  Lord

August 3ist, 1312,
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Mauleverer, the slackér of the Remove, had refrained from

nodding off to eleep. Dolsover major, the bully of the Form

was not sticking pins into anybody, or projecting pellets of

rolled Fa.pr.vr at distant boys. The Form really was playing

up well; there were no grounds for complaint. And yet their
orm-master was decidedly ratty.

He even found fault with Wharton's mnstmin%. He told
Bunter 1o sit still, when, sz o matter of fact, Bunter was
gitting glued to his scat, almost afraid to breathe lest Mr.
Quclch's cye should single him out.

It was evident that tiere would be trouble for somebody
that afterncon.

And as nobody wanted to be that somebody, everybody was
extremely careful, even lazy and slovenly fellows like Bncop
and Stott excelling themselves as particularly good boys.

**Mind your eye !" repeated Bob Cherry, taking advantage
of the fact that Mr. 'dsuelch had turned his back to trace
weird and weary problams on the blackboard. * Quelchy is
on the warpath this afterncon 1™

“What on earth's the matter with him " growled Harry
Wharion.

“ Must be the heat ! said Nugent.

1 H“Sh 1"

Mr. Queleh swung round from the blackboard. ]

‘T will not heve 1dle chattering in this Form-room during
lessons "' he exclaimed. *“ Do you hear? Who was
speaking '

Silence. )

*The boy whoe was speaking will stand up!” said Mr.
Quelch angrily. *‘ Otherwise, I shall give the whole Form an
imposition !"

“0h!"” murmured the Remove.

Nﬂ%EIIt- stood up. ;

' Oh, it was you, Nugent?" said Mr. Quelch sharply.

' Yeg, gir,” said Frank Nugent. :

“Take a hundred lines! e next boy specking in class
will be caned !

Nugent sat down. i

““Hard cheese!”” murmured Bob Cherry sympathetically.

Bob Cherry could heve sworn that it was impossible for his
murmur to reach the cars of the Form-master. But Mr.
Quelch scemed 1o be endowed with wonderful (f-nwers of
hearing that afternoon. He turned hizs head, and fixed his
eves upon Bob Cherry.

““ Ah! You were speaking, Cherry ?”

“ Yooz sir!” stammered Bob Cherry.

*“What were you !Eﬂ'ﬂ-kin about ?"

“* J—I—I was apeaking about cheese, sir!” said Bob.

There was a faint |g__gie in the elass. It died away
immediately as Mr. Quelch’s angry eyes roved over the Form.

* Cheese ! exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

" Yes, sir—hard cheese, sir!”

“ T suppose this i1s impertinence, Cherry? Come here !

“Oh, my only respected Aunt Jemima !" murmured Bob
{iherr} to himself, &5 he rose snd came out before the
class.

Mr. Queleh took a cane from his deck. Bob Cherry held
out his hand. and a really terrific expression came over his
featurcs ns the cane descended. . He returned to his place
with his hand tucked under his arm, (.i]tunt-mg audibly.

There was no more whispering in the class just then. Mr,
Quelch seldom caned & boy in the Form-room—never, indeed,
for such a small offcncc—and it was evident that he was in
very unusual frame of mind. The Remove zat in & state
of great uneasiness. wondering who would catch it next.

hat bonour fell to Bolsover major, the bully of the
Remove. Dolsover seemed to think that it was “up™ ta
him to show that he was not afraid, and he broke the
gilence of the Form-room by a lond and prolonged sneeze.

The Removites started. Mr. Quelch tprned irritably to
Bolsover.

“Have vou a cold, Bolsover?” he soapped.

“ No, sir,"”’ said Bolsover.

“Then be quiet!” i

“ ertainly, sir! I only sneezed, sir!"
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“Then do not sneeze againl” said the Form-masier
irritably.

‘“ No, sir "

Snecze !

The sneeze this time was more prolonged, and there was a

iggle. Mr. Queleh simply glared at Bolsover. Bolsover

1shed the sneeze with a little whoop, out of sheer bravado,
and some 'of the juniors laughed uumfht-. To “rag"” the
Form-master at such s time was a reckless proceeding, even
for Bolsover major. But he had reason to regret it. .

Mr., Quelch made a raﬁid stride towards him, grasped him
by the shoulder, and jerked him out of his place. Then his
cgne lashed through the air, coming down upon Bolsover's
broad back with a sounding concyssion. e surprized
junior roared with pain.

“0w! Oh! Ow! Yowl®
Lash, lash !
“Yarooh! Oh!

Mr. Quelch threw the bully of the Remove from him,
Bolsover fell against his desk, and yelled again. He was
very much hurt, and very much surprised by the Remove-
master’s unusual violence; and disposed to make the most
of it. He leaned ageinst the desk, and groaned loudly.

“Go back to your place, Bolsover ! said Mr. Quelch,
between his set lips. Shea

HI1—T can't, sir!" said Bolsover, leaming heavily on the
desgk. “I—I think I'm injured, sir!" _

The Removites almiost held their breath. 8o well did
Bolsover act, that some of the juniors really believed he had
been injured by the collision with the deals r. Quelch
lm%lf“mdh? e Bolsovar 7 he asked et]

Wi u a me sover ¥ & Aas , more quietly.

ekt § c&.n;'fmu?e, gir 1" groaned Bolsover. 4

Mr. Quelch paused one moment. Then he tock a stride
forward, and muiht down his cane upon Bolsover as he
lcaned heavily on the desk. Boleover Faﬂ;c a sudden terrific
vell, and proved &t once that he could move, by jumping
clear of the floor.

“Yar-g-o0-0-0-0-0p !’ he roared.

““Ha, ha, ha 1" yelled Bob Cherry. * You can move, after
all, Bolsover I"*

Bolsover squirmed into his place. Mr. Quelch looked at
him with eyes scintillating under his set brows. Never had
the Bemove-master's g looked more like gimlets than at
that moment, Gimlet Eyes being one of the pet names the
Removites had for their master. .

“You have spoken faleely, Bolsover!" said Mr. Cim:lc]':.
“You will take Bve hundred Lines! Not a word! I you
make those ridiculous poises again, 1 will cane you most
severely 1"

Bolsover ceased to grosan.

He remained quite quiet, and scowling blackly, during the
remaindgr of the afterncon’s lessons; EII.I% Mr. Quelck himself
was much moro patient. Perhaps he felt that he had allowed
his temper to carry him a little too far.

The hour of dismissal came at last, welcome both to master
and pupils, and the Remove filed in grim silence out of the
Form-room.

My hat!” Bob Cherry murmured.
wrong with Q}telﬂhil_tu-day i

Bolsover gritted his teeth.

“1'll make him sit up for what I've had, somehow !" he
muttered. )

“Well, that was vour own fault!"” said Harry Wharton.
“You could see that Quelchy was out of sorts, and yon
shouldn’t have tried ragging him !

** Oh, vou would back Iislm up, of course !’ snarled Bolsover,
“I've & jolly good mind to cio and complain to the Head.
He Eﬁul rt::;t”a ow us to be chucked about and hammered.”

1] p ra -F
_Bolsover strode away. growling. He had five hundred
lines to do, and he declared to his friends in the Remove
that he had no intention of doing them. And Vernon-
Smith and Snoop and Stott and his other cronies backed him
up in that determination, partly from a miechievous desire
to sce what would come l:ri} it, and partly, perhaps, with a
scerct conviction that another licking would do the Remove
bully good,

" Bomething's very

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
A Visitor for Mr. Quelch.

a HIS “ere Greyviriars?" .
Gosling, tha school porter, was standing in the
gatoeway, looking out into the road. The question

was put to him by a somewhat peculiar-looking
individual, who had come along the road from Friardale,
and whom Gosling had not condescended to notice.
He was a somewhat stout personage, with attire that was
as dirty as it was shabby, and with a battered silk hat
cocked at & rakish angle upon his head.

“BOUGHT HONOURS | * ¥ irs s ise o *
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There was a rush, and belore Mr. Quelch could speak—even If he felt Inclined to do so—Mr. Panter was In the

grasp of the juniors,

He roared and struggied, but they crowded round him like bees and he was rushed to the
“0Ow!" shriecked Mr. Punter.

“'Eip! Leggo!" (See Chapler 10.)

sea-shore. *‘Duck him!™ the juniors roared.
His face was copper-coloured from the use of strong drink,
and his eyes had s heavy and bleared look, and his hair

escaped o towsled patches from under the shabby brim
of the silk hat.

Gosling took him for a tramp, and he was far too lofty
to notice such a person, aristocratie prejudice being a strong
point with Gosling. As the man halted and spoke to him,

g remained with his e¢yes fixed upon the distance,
apparently unconscious.

““Is this "ere Greyiriars?” repeated the stranger.

Gosling stared straight past him, apparently deafl. The
stranger reached out, and poked the haughty porter in the
riba with his thumb, a procecding which caused Geosling's
I]I_E.'ﬂi__l;ﬁﬂd attitude to collapse all of a sudden. Ile gasped.

L] 1T'CH};”

I asked you, is this "ere Groyiciars?'” said the stranger.

“¥es, 1t 15" said Gosling, “"and you can pass on your
way, if you don't want to be 'anded over to the perlice.
We put your sort into the lock-up in Friardale. Wot I says
13 thia 'ere—you clear off 1™

“T'm coming in''

“You ain't!” said Gosling, retreating into the gpateway.
“Your sort ain't allowed 'ere. ¥You low ruffian, get out!”

The stranger marched 1n.

Gosling tock & very scrutimising look at him, and then
planted himself in the new.comer’s path, Tha stranger was
evidently somewhat under : the influence of drink, and
Grosling fancied that he could handle him.

Tue Maener Lisrary.—No. 238.
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He was mistaken.

The disreputable stranger squared up to the school porter
without the slightest hesitation, and let out hia left and then
his right, and Gosling sat down in the gateway with sur
prising and painful suddenness.

“0Oh? roared Gosling. * Ow 1"

The stranger pranced round the fallen porter in a very
warlike way.

:‘ E:."lu?'il%j you get up and 'ave eome more?” he roared.

w i

“ I'm come 'ere to seo a friend. Who's going to stop me?"

(] Dw [ll

“Is Mr. Quelch at 'ome?’

* Mr. Quelch!” gasped Gosling.
Cuelch 7' '

“¥es. Where ia he?'

“ Wot you want to see him for?”

“Mind your own busincss, my man! Where is he? 1
want to sco my friend Quelch. Where's my old pal Quelch?”

Gosling stered at him dazedly. That such & man ehould
come to Greyfnars, asking to see Mr. Quelch, was amazing.
Iz was quite impossible that the master of the Remove could
have any scguaintance of that sort. i

“You'd better get hout!” lgas?ed Gosling. “ If you don't
ro, I'll telephone for tha perlice.’

“Where's my old pal Quelch?

“* Hallo, halle, hallo!" exclaimed DBob Cherry, coming up
with a2 crowd of other fellows who wore attracted by the

" You want to see Mr.

“BOUGHT HONOURS | " * ¥ s o et &
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disturbance. ' What's the row hero?
Gossy 1
*“Ha, ha, ha!"
“Faith, and ‘it's very choice ye are in selecting yere
friends, Gossy " said M:Eﬂlij Desmond.
ing groaned.
“Wot I eay is this 'ere,’” he exclaimed. “I don't know
im! He's a tramp! He says hs wants to sce Mr. Quelch.™
“ My old 'P!.I Quelch,” said the new-comer, looking round
-H-E}I‘lf. “I've come a long way to see "'1m.”’
“What rot!” exclaimed arry Wharton.
cheek. Quelchy can't know that chap!™
“Of course he can't!” said Nugent.
sut, my man.”’

" Hold on!" said Bolsover major,
[ricnd of Quelch’'g—""

" Regler ole pal,”* said the stranger.

“Let him see him,” said Bolsover. *'If Quelchy has
frirnds of this sort, 1t'e only fair they should see him if
they want to, Come on, my man! I'll show you the way.”

“* Look here, Bolsover——""

* Oh, checso it, Wharton! I'm going to take him in”

Bolsover major was grinning iﬁae[ul?. He felt that the
man's claim to sequaintance with the Remove-master must
bo founded upon some grounds, and if Mr. Quelch really had
any conncction with such & man it would be great fun, in
the amiable Bolsover's opinion, to let all Greyiriars see it

Bolsover put his arm through the new-comer’s, and led
him away to the School House,

Tho other fellows followed in & body.

Bolsover major marched his companion acrose the Close
to the House, and piloted him up the steps, and took him in,

** Boleover will ;Lﬂt s licking if ho has the nerve to take
the rotter to Quelch’a etudy,” said Bob Cherry.

*Quelehy can’ know him!" said Nugent.

Vernon-Smith chuckled.

“It's queer his claiming to know Queleh, if Quecloh doesn’t
know him,” he said. ' Looks to me as if there was zome-
thing in it. What was Quelchy so awfully ratty about this
afternoon? Looks to me as if he knew this friend of his
was coming, and didn’t like tho pma%e;:t. "

* I guess that's eo0,”’ said Fisher T. Fish

Harry Wharton frowned. Whether there wee anything
in it or not, he was very much against baiting the Remove-
master in this way. Mr Quelch's irritability that afternoon
had certainly been a hittle trying, and Wharton had been
made to emart with the rest, but he did not wish for an
revenge upon a master who wae almost always just an
kind. Bolsover & Co., however, wanted to make the most
of it: and Bolsover, with a nerve that fow other fellows in
the Eemovoe would have displaved, piloted the etranger to
the door of the Bemove-master’s study.

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, met them in the
passage, and he stopped in shecr blank amazement at the
sight of Bolsover major's companion.

2 ness gracioua!” he exclaimed. " 'Who 13 that,
Bolsover? Surely that person is no relation of yours?”

Bolsover turned red, and there was s chuckle from the
following crowd of juniors.

* No, sir,” growled Bolsover.

“Then why are vou bringing him into the House?™
demanded Mr. Prout.

“He wants to sco Mr. Quelch, eir.”

“My old pal Queleh!"” exclaimed the stranger.

* Nonsense I'" exclaimed Mr Prout sharply. ' Yon shounld
not have allowed him to cater the House, Bolsover., The
ma.n':_a ¢laim 1s shcer impudence. What is your name, my
man ¥

*¥ou ean call me Perey," said the new-comer, with much
affability. "My old pal Quelch alwavs calls me Perey.”

** Nonsense! f.cm‘e the House at once !

* Not without secing my old pal,” seaid Percy, shaking
his head. " Can't be done! I've come a long way to see
Lim. You jest tell him that Percy Punter has come to sce
him, and he'll simply rush to meet me.”

** Perhaps Mr. Qucich had better be ecalled,” eaid the Fifth
Form-master, in amazement and doubt. " He will soon
di of this man's impudent claim.”

alsover knocked at Mr. Quelch's door.

“Come in!" called out the Remove-master.

Bolsover opened the door,

*1f you pleasze, sir, there's somebody to see you,” he said
with holf-suppressed insolence. A gentleman named
Punter, sir—Fercy Punter.” )

Mr. Queleh roso from his table, turmnfz quite pale.

The sguat form of the stranger was framed 1 the door-
way, and he made a benevolent gesture of friendship towards
Mr. Quelch.

The Remove-master scemed Pﬂtriﬂed,
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“'Ow are you, old pal?” asked the new-comer. “'Ow do
you do?"

" What—what " stammered Mr. Quelch.

“ 8hall we chuck him out, sir?"" asked Harry Wharton.

“ Yes—no!"” stammered Mr. Quelch. * You—ycu boys may
o. Come into the rcom FPunter; I—I will speak to you
o away, the rest of you!”

The Removites looked at one another.

Mr. Punter entered the study with an unsteady step, and
sank down in the Form-master’s comfortable easy-chair. :
Mr. Quelch crossed over and closed the deor upon the

erowd in the passage.

Mr. Prout, of the Fifth, scemed stunned for & moment, and
he walked away slowly with an expression of utter astonish
ment frozen upon his face,

The juniors dispersed. ] _

“It—it's a giddy dream ! Bob Cherry exclaimed, rubbing
his eyes when they were in the Close again. “*It can’t be
possible, you know. We've dreamed it."”

“ Blessed if 1 know what to make of it!"" said Wharton.

“ T sy, you fellows,” chimed in Billy Bunter, * that’s why

Quelchy was so ratty this afterncon in class. TLet's let the
Head know, and he'll bo down on Quelchy like a load of
bricka. I—— Ow "

Bob Ght:nj{ gave' the Ow] of the Remove a shove with his
1

boot, and ly Bunter sat down in the Close. That was all
thoe reward he received for his valuable suggestion. The
chums of Remove walked away, very much puzzled and

perturbed. For, in spite of Mr. Quelch’s ' rattinesa® that
afterncon, most of the Form were very much attached to him,
and Harry Wharton & Co.-knew what a humiliation and
trouble this visit must be for the Remove-master. What was
this man to him, that Mr. Quelch did not dare to refuse him
admission to the school—for that was what it amounted to.

“It's jolly queer !’ said Johnny Bulll. *“It's rough on
Quelehy ! May be a brother or a eousin of his who's gone to
the dogs, and won’t let him alone.”

“ guldn't wonder. But I don’t see why Quelchy should
let him come here, even if he ia,” said Wharton. ‘*There
will be trouble for Quelchy if he comes often.”

“My hat! Yea'

Tha stranger remained shut up in the BRemove-mastor's
study with him. Fellows who passed the door heard a
murmur of voices. And with every minute that the disrepnt-
able wvisitor remained in the Hemove-mnster’s study, the
amazement of the Romovites deepened.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Little Disappointment.

[HE news of Mr. Quelch's slrange visitor was not long in
spreading through the schoel. Bolsover made as much
of it as he conld. He had been planning in his mind
some scheme for ** getting his own back,” as he called

it, upon his Form-master, for the severity of the afternoon.
And he was not likely to neglect this opportunity.

Ere long nearly all Gre,ﬁriarﬁ knew of the peculiar visitor
who was agul. up with the Remove-master in his study.

Fellows of all Forms took & deep interest in the matter.

Quite a crowd gathered in the Close, keeping an eye on the
School House door, to see the man as he came out.

Coker of the Fifth planted himself near the door, with
Potter and Greene. Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth
lounged on the Scheol House steps. Crowds of Hemovites
were under the ¢ld elms near at hand. Even Tubb and the
fags of the Third hovered round to have a lock at the stranger
when he appeared in public again.

The curosity was unbounded.

There was & buzz in the crowd when Coker of tho Fifth
announced that he could see Mr. Quelch at his study window,
locking out. .

““ He's waiting for the coast to be clear, to let his visitor
out,” chuckled Temple of the Fourth.

“ Begad, vaas,” said Lord Mauleverer, of the Remove,
“Tt's rather caddish to wait here and see the man, ian't it, if
Quelchy doean't Like it 8"

Temple snorted.

* Cut off, then, if you don't want to see him " he exelaimed.
“ You're not bound to stay.”

“ Yaas, I will """ eaid Lord Mauleverer cheerfully.

But Mauleverer’s scruples were not shared by the other
fellows. Their curiosity was too keenly cxcited.

Mr. Queleh disappeared from the study window, and there
wzs a general movement of interest in the crowd outside.

They felt that the stranger was about to appear.

The minutcs passed, however, and there. was no sign of
him. If Mr. Quelch was waiting for the crowd to disperse, he
was uncenseionsly following the example of the countryman in
the story, who sat down upon a bank and waited for the river
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to Bow past. TFor the crowd inoreased in numbers every
minute. The further the news spread of Mr. Qualch’s strange
wisitor, the more fellows cama to sec what he was hike. Even
Baniors of the Bixth Form strolled about near at band, in order
not to miss & sight of him,

Btill he did not come,

Y He's making a jolly long stay,” growled Ruesell of the

emove. *‘I'm going in to have my tea.'

# He oan't be long now,” said Bolsover. * Quelchy can't
s Boing to keop him bhers all the evening.”

¥ 1 say, you fellows—""

* Here comes Quelch !

here was a thrill in the crowd as the form of the Remove-
Inzeter was seen in the doorway of the School House.

Mr. Quelch’s face was a little paler than uwsual, but it
‘H‘g.?ipa]rfmt!y calm and composed. He came out of the house
aith his hat and coat on, and the crowd expected to see the
disreputable Mr. Punter follow him out.

But no Mr, Punier appeared. Mr. ?uﬂnﬁ glanced at the
vrowd of fellows, seniors and juniots, and some of them backed
away. If the Remove-master had asked them what they were
collected there for, they would have felt a certain amount of
awkwardness is explaining,

But Mr. Quelch sddreszed no remark to them.

He walked on calmly, and reached the gates, and went out,
and disappesred from the sight of the assembled Greyfriars
dollows. They looked after him in aurﬁriu and some of them
went down to the gates, to see whether he had really gomo
out. They saw Mr. Quelch’s form in the distance. He was
walking towards the village of Friardale at his usual guick

a,

‘"What on earth does it mean?” exclaimed Bolsover, in
pm;plqntlry. “ Ha's ganaruut, and left the chap in his study IV

“It's jolly gqueer ™ said Coker.

* What was the man like ?*' asked Potter.

* Awlul-looking bounder—half squiffy,” said Bolsover. ** He
paid his name was Punter, and he was a friend of Quelch,
And Qualch asked him into his study. You should have seen
how old Prout looked.”

** Faith, and it's quare,” said Micky Desmond. *But T'm
not waiting here any longer. I'm going M to tea.”

"“Let's go to the study and have a look at him,” suggested
Bolsover boldly, * Quelch isn’t there. It will be all right.”

Tha fellows hesitated.

But curiosity was too strong; and a crowd of them followed
Bolsover into the house, and into the passage where Mr.
Queleh’s study was situated.

E‘#ﬁ study door was clesed, and ne sound c¢ame from
swithin.

Cutside the study, Bolsover hesitated.

“It's all right," said Vernon-8mith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars. * I've got some lines for %uefch. I'm_entitled to go
in and put them on his table, as he's out. ¥ou fellows are
enfitled to be in the passage at the time.”

*Ha, ha, ha!"

“Good I seid Coker. "o it, Smithy I

Vernon-Smith fetched his lines, anJ then boldly opened
th%{dunr i?:idhh& R-ﬁn:i}ﬂi'e-:inaatar's study.

8 wa in, and laid his lines upon the table; and then
looked round the study. :

It was empty.

The follows in the passage ¢crowded round the open doorway,
Iocking in.

There were exclamations of amazement on all sides.

The stady was empty, save for the Bounder; there was
no sign of the d;sreputn'bla stranger whom the bully of the
Eamﬁvn had Il:;mught thera to see Mr. Quelch.

“M-m-my hat!” gasped Bolsover. * Where is he? Has
he hidden l;iim&elff?":; : :

wo or threo of the juniors entered the study. But it was
clear that the stranger was not hidden there, ¢

“ Blessod if I can make it out,”’ said Vernon-8mith, puzzled.
“He can't have vanished into thin air, I suppose.”

« " Better get out of here, in case Quelchy comes in,” szid
Snoop nervously.

The juniors got out quickly enough.

*1t's o blessed mystery !" said Bolsover,

“Is it?" said Coker of the Fifth unpleasantly. ** It looks
to me more like a blessed jape. You've been pulling our leg,
you Ilmung sweep !

“I haven't!” cxclaimed Bolsover, taken aback by this un-
expected accusation. * Lots of the fellows saw him—=Smithy,
and 8nocop—and Wharton, if he were here——*

“ Well, he ian’t here,"” said Coker; * and T wouldn't beliave
8ncop or Smithy any more than I believe you. You've been
Japl?ﬁaﬂﬁk £k d Temple of the Fourth

L o it to me,”” s emple © ¢ Fourth.

“ Oh, rather " said Dabney. :

# [ Hands off I"* roared Bolaover.

Loker, Potter, and Grecne laid violent hands upon the bully
of the Remove. They bumped him down upon the Hoor of
tha pmahfn, with & concussion that made him yell.
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Coker glared down upon him wrathfully.

“You won't play any more of your little games on the
Fifth, I think,” he remarked.

And Coker, Potter, and Greene walked away.
th“ YeuI rotters!” roared Bolsover. I tell you, he was

ere, J[—

But the Fifth-Formers were gone. Bolsover scrambled up
furiously, The chuckles of the other fellows did not tend to
calm him,

Trotter, the house-page, was coming downstairs, and
Bolsover caught sight of him and called to him.

“Trotter! Come here!™

" ¥Yes, Master Boleover,” said Trottor.

** Have you secn anything of Mr. Quelch's visitor 1"

Trotter prinned.

*“*Yes, sirr He went away nearly an hour ago.”

** What I"" yelled the juniors.

TI‘:‘ Eut wao should have seen him !"' exclaimed Tubb of the
Ir -

“ He went out the back way, sir.”

“Oh 1" ped Balsover. ' The back way!”

“ Yes, gir. I showed him out the back way. Mr. Quelch
told me to, sir;” said Trotter cheorfully. * About an hour
ago, Master Bolsover.”

And Trotter walked sway, grinning.

Bolsover major wna his teath. While the crowd had

been waiting in vain for the appesrance of Mr., Punter, he
had left by the back way, an hour before Mr. Quelch appeared
in the Close,

“ You ass!” growled Temple of tho Fourth, ﬁl::ing ak
Balsover. ' Keeping us waiting in the Closs an r after
ho was pone!™

“ ¥ou fathead!”

“ You duffert”

£4 Yﬂ-h. !lﬂ'

And the juniors dispersed in groat ill-humour, most of
them with extremely uncomplimentary remarks to Bolsovor
major.

lsover ground his toeth.

*How was I to know, Snoopy?” ho said, when only Bnoo
remained with him, * It shows that Quelchy dared not le
us ges the man, smupgling him out the back way like this.”

Bnoop nodded.

“He won't beat me like this, thﬂl;%h." said Bolsaver be-
tween his testh. “ I've got five hundred lines to do, and
I'll make Quelchy sorry for every one of them. T'll find that
chap again, if he stays in the neighbourhood, and I'll spring
him on Quelch somo day before the Head. It ocught to be
enough to get Quelch the sack.”

And with that amiable remark Bolsover framped away

angrily

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter has an Idea.

R. QUELCH was not visible again that wnnin%“
Home of the jumors locked about for him, but he
was not to be seen, and they went to bed without

the Form-master having returned to the school.

Wingate of the Sixth saw the Remove to bod, and when
he came into the dormitory to put the lights out he found
the room in a buzz. The Removites wero discussing the
queer visitor of the afterncon, and their curiosity upon the
subject was unabated.

““What's all the jaw about?' demanded Wingate, looking
round the dormitory. )

" Quelch’s friend,” said Dolsover.

“ What do yon mean?’ asked the captain of Greyfriars,
puzzled. Evidently he, at least, knew nothing of the peculiar
visit of Mr. Percy Punter.

*“ Hoven't you heard?' exclaimed Bolsover.

“ No. What are you talking abaut?"”

“ It’s a relation 1::rfF our' Form-master's,” Bolsover explained ;
“an awful low bounder, and he came hersa squiffy to seo
Queleh. Quelchy let him out the back way, to prevent the
fellows from secing him."

Wingrato fmwneﬁ.

“Indecd! You will tuke ﬁftly lines, for speaking dis
respectfully of your Form-master,” he said. * Now turn in.”

“ Why. you csked me!” roared Bolsover indignantly.

“ I didn’t ask you to slander Mr. Quelch,” said Wingate:
“and if I hear you doing it again, you'll get something
worso than lines.”

W Eiald sos Vakend 4nd

‘ Hold your tongue, and turn in,” said Wingate sharply.

And there waa nothing for Bolsover to do but to uberjlij

The next morning Mr, Quelch took his usual place at the
head of the breakfast-table when the Remove came into the
dining-room.

b
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All the juniors looked at him curiously enough. .

The Hemove-muaster, of dourse, must have been conscious
of their curicsity, but showed no sign of it. His manner
was perfectly calm, as usual. )

* Brazening it out,’’ said Bolsover with a sneer, as the
Remove trooped out after breakfast.

“Oh, rats!™ said Harry Wharton, * Why can't you let
the matter drop,  Bolsover? If Quelchy has got & connection
ha:’s ashamed of, it's not for us: to meke a lot.of talk about

it.

* Mind your own business,” said Bolsover savagely. " I've
got, old scores up against Quelch, and this is wEm I come
in

* It's rottem caddizh,” said Bob Cherry.

* Oh, go and eat coke!™ .

“You'd better mind your eye, too,” said Bob Uh&l:ll‘f_;.
“ Quelchy isn't the kind *f old sport to be ﬁ]ﬂfﬂd with.
He will down on you if you try and rot with him."

“We'll jolly well see!” sa1d Dolsover

Jlﬁod many fellows in the Remove wore eager encugh to
sce Bolsover make some sttempt to rug the Form-master. It
was & reckless enterprise on the part of the Remove bully,
and his followers looked for some fun in it. But it was not
likely to bo funny for Bolsover himsell.

Mr. Quelch called Bolsover out before the class when the
Remove tock their places in the Form-room. :

“ Where are your lines, Bolsover?” ho asked

* Lines, sir?’ salid Bolsover. : ;

“Yes, I gave you five hundred lines yesterday,” said Mr.
Quelch sharply. i

“I haven't done them, sir.”

“ None of them?"

1] N H-ir"!‘ I

* Indeéd! And why bave you not done them, Bolsover?

“ I baven't had time, sir.’’ =

There was a breathless hush in the class. Bolsover did
rot even say he waa sorry, The Remove waited hreathlesalgl
to see the resdlt of this piece of pure and unadulterate
“ cheek '’ on the part of Belsover major, .

My, Quelch fixed his eyes upon the Remove bully's face.
Never had his keen, penetrating cyes reminded the junicrs so
much of gimlets.

“ Indeed ! paid the Form.master slowly. ‘' It appears to
me, Bolsover, that vou are intending to be guilty of deliberato
im‘?ertinence.”

Oh, no, sir,”™ =zaid Bolsover.
bo do the lines, sir.
socount, siv”

“*“On my account?’ repeated Mr. Quelch,

“ Yea, gir.”

*In what way, Bolsover?"

““ In showing m your friend, sir—Mr. Punten®

The Remove gasped. )

Mr. Quelch himself seemed to be t.:Llcenﬁgmtle aback by
Bolsover's astounding impudence. He turned pink, and for
s moment seemed at a loss for words. _

“ Bolsovei's an%itﬂ
chy like

* I simply haven’t had time
I spent some time yesterday on your

“ My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.
eatch 1t. The ass, to think that he can cheek Que
that! He'll pet it in ths neck!”

“ Serve him right I growled Harry Wharton.

Mr. Quelch was silent for some moments. Bolsover, feel-
mng & little nervous himself now, and wondering whether he
had gone too far, weited for him to speak. But Mr. Quelch
was quito master of himself, and his voice was perfectly calm
ug ha replied. ) .

*] cannot take that as an excuse for not having the lines
donn, Bolsover. It cannot have cocupied much of your time.
I shall cane you for not handing in your imposition, and you
will bring it to mo this evening, instead.” He took up a cano
from his desk. ** Hold out your hand, Balsover.™

EBolsover hesitated.

“Da you hear me, Bolsover?"”

Bolsover unwillingly held out his hand. He dared not carry
his impertinence so far as sctually refusing to obey. Mr.
Queleh gave him & very severe cut, and the Remove bully

“ Go back to your place, Bolsover. I shall expect tho lines
this evening."”

‘" Yes,* panted Bolsover. .

He went back to his place with a crimson countenance.
Some of the fellows gave him sympathetic looks, but most
of them wemrinp:n . Bolsover's essay at ragging the
Form-master ended ignominiously for himself. And neo
one was inclined to make the attempt on his own account.

Bolsover sat with a suilen face through the mn:-rmnsg lessons.,

“ Better do the lines, oid man,” said Vernon-Smith, as
the Remove came out after lessons. “ It's no good looking
for trouble.” ;

Bolsover ground his teeth.

* 1 sha'n't do them !” he said.

f Yau ean't stick out against the Form-master,” ;
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“71 can jolly well show him up, and make it worth his
whils to let me alene,” growled the Hemove bully. “ I'm
roing to get that - here again, somehow, before all the
school. I'll mtke Quelchy sorry for this!"

Vernon-Smith's eyes gliskened, P

“Good egg!” he said. " It would be a ripping jape on
Quelchy But you don't know where to m.

“ I expeet he's still in the neighbourhood. It's jolly clear
that he's got some hold on Quelchy, or he wouldn't coma
here,” said Bolsover, ' If we could find out what it was,
we should have Quelchy under our thumb. I'm going to find
out somehow what their connection is."

“ Good " said Vernon-S8mith, * I'll back you up. 1 suppose
the man must be ing money out of Quelch; he can't have
any other reason for coming here. In that case he's bound to
be in the neighbourhood, and we can find him.”

“ 1 sav, you fellows—"" i

Bolsover turned furinus];,f upon Billy Bunter. ;
ﬁ; '!t;d}'l fat rotter! You've becn hstening!"' he exclaimed

reely

Billy Bunter backed away in alarm. ]

“Oh, really, Bolsover, I—I haven't, you know. I didn't
heir & word ?«ou said, and I—I won't tell Quelchy you're
gorng to look for that man, and—snd—-""

Bolsover seized the fat Removite by the collar, and shock

him furiously. :

“Ow!’ gasped Bunter. “Yow! J—I—oh! Grool
D-d-don’t sheke me like that, Bolsover; you'll m-m-make my
gi-gig-glasses fall off, you know——"

" You epying cad?

“And i theg get bib-lab-broken you'll have to pip-pip-pay
for them, you know !I™ ;

Bolsover shook the Owl of the Remove until his arm ached.

= L'EE.'FJ " yelled Bunter. *Groo! I'll go and tell Quelch!
Yow! mean I won't tell him! Yah! E hare, 1 want
to help you—  Yowp i

He jerked his collar away from Belsover's powerful grip,
and gasped for breath. The Hemove bully scowled savagely

at him.
“1f you say a word—"" he began.
“"Groo! Owl I'lIl—"

Bolsover elenched his fist. Vernon-Smith caught his arm.

“Hold on!™ he said quietly., “ Lock here, Bunter, what
wora you going to sayi" :
Bunter blinked at ham through his big spectacles.

“I—I was
Quelchy sit u
splendid ventriloguist I amp—"" )

* Don't you begin any of your ventriloguist dodges on me
growled Polsover threateningly.

But Vernon-Smith's eyes gleamed. -

“My hat!” he exclaimed, in a suppressed voice.
ripPEngl Bunter isn't a splendid ventnloquist—

** Oh, really, Smithy " _

“RBut he can imitate voices a treat,” said the Bounder,
grinning, " and he can ventrilogquise more or less. uld you
repeat that awful bounder Punter's voice, Billy, after having
anll?f heard himdyesm:d&ﬂ"

Bunter sniffed. .

“Of course I could P’ he zaid.

* Let's hear you.” :

Bunter grinned, and cleared his throat.

*“I want to see me ole pal Queleh!” o

Rolsover swung round in amazement, thinking that Mr.
Percy Punter was at his elbow. But there was nobody there.

Bunter cackled. , "

“ Ha, ha, hal e, he, he! Iso't that good encugh?
hat!™” gasped Bolsover. * Was that really you,

gﬂiﬂg to tell you a wheeze for ma-making
" he gasped. *'Groo! You know what a

“In's

% ps it waa'

“ Good enough I said Vernon-Smith., * My hat! Bunter,
old man, vow're worth your weight in gold! Do as 1 tell
you, and f'll stand you the biggest feed you've ever made
yourself 1l with.”

And Bunter replied promptly

(11 Il‘m c‘n I!I

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Little Ventrilogulsm.
u ALLQ, hallo, hallo 1" said Bob Cherry, as a bell rang

across the Close. ** Lessons againl” T

He finished the ginger-beer ho was discussing in the
school tuckshop, and strolled out into the Closc.
Bolzover, Vernon-3mith, and Billy Bunter were in Mrs.
Mimhble's little , and Billy Bunter was eating tarts at
express speed. Bob  Cherry paused to glance at them
curiously. : i : :
The Bounder was paying for the fat jumior’s feed, and if
was not a common sight to see’ the Bounder payving for any-
body but himself. Vernon-Smith had plenty of meney, but
he also had the gift of taking care of 3k, lle was the least

THE TITLE OF NEXT WEEK'S STORY IS W
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likely follow at Greyiriars to
atand a big feed to the vorac-
ious Owl of the Remove, and
Bob Cherry wondered what was
O,

“Time for fourth lesson!”
he called out.

“Coming !"” said Bolsover.

“1 say, you fellows, wait a
mmute,” gaid Billy Bunter.
“I think I'll have another
E;ugnﬂ.r;--p::-p, Smuthy, or I shall

thirsts after the jam.”

“Buck up, then!” szaid the
Bounder.

* Going in for philanthropy
and fecding the poor on a large
scade, Smithy?"  asked Bob
Cherry, in wonder.

Vernon-8mith chuckled.
“I'm feeding DBunter,” he
raid.  “It's a bargain, He's
going to give us a ventriloguial
antertamnmaent.’

Bob Cherry stared.

* The young ass is generally
willing to bore us to death with
his rotten ventrilogoism with-
ot being fed up for i, he
remarkad.

“ Oh, really, Cherry—"

“This 13 something oxtra
epecial in  the entertainment
line," explained Vernon-Bmith.
“You'll see this alternoon,
Come on, Buniy "

“T think I'd better have
anothor tarf—"*

“(Oh, rats! We shall be
late.”

“I can always ventriloguise
better if I don't feel hungry,
amithy——"*

“ Well, you can't ﬁﬂ-ﬁaiblf feel
hungry now,” said the Bounder.
“Come on! We don’t want to
ba late, and give Quelshy an
excuse for jumping on us."

** One moro tart——""

o Tiﬂm his other arm, Bol-
BOver.

* Ch, really— Oh!"

Bolsover and Vernon-Smith
took an arm each of the Owl of
the Remove, and marched him
out of the tuckshop. They

ri,::!li-_'
il

i

marched him across the Close
and into the Remove Form-
room.  Most of the fellows
were an, and Mr. Quelch was
at his desk.
The Remove

cordially w

took  their

“] am very pleased with you, Whartom," sald the Head, shaking hands

?ﬂ: the captain of the Remove, “and I thank you for having acted
in a way worthy. of the great gchool you belong to, and for having well upheld
the honour. of your Form ! "

Harry Wharton flushed, and faltered, * Oh, sir 1"
(See Chapter 16,)

places.

Bolsover was sitting on one side of Billy Bunter and
Vernon-Smith on the other. ‘The fat junior loaked very shiny
wbout the face and sleepy about the eyes. He was not dis-
posed to exertion that afterneon. As it happencd, Billy

unter was one of the first called upon to display knowledge
of the geography of the Australian continent. Having con-
fided to Mr, Quelch that Melbourne and Sydnoy were towns
in Canada, Billy Bunter was rowarded with a hundred lines,

and a promise of a caning if he made such an answer again.
ﬁunter growled below i:ia breath. %

Eotten!" he murmured. “What the dickens does it

matter where Melbourne and 8ydney are? The beast will ask
me again spon. Do you know where they are, Smithy ™

“th, in Borneo " zaid the Bounder.

“Good! I'll remember.”

Ten minutes later Mr. Quelch returned to the charge.
Bu&'ltaardﬂuu]d easil ha.-\"ﬂl informed himself where Molbourne
and 3ydney were by a glanes at his geography book, but h
had not chosen to take til:?tmuh!e. REPR N LA
“ Where is Melbourne, Bunter ™ rapped out My, Queleh.
i e

. Wuelch almost jumped.

bt Shat T L hapre

** Borneo, sir—where the wild men come from, sir,” added
Billy Bunter in further explanation,

" Come out hers, Buntar!"'
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“ Stand out at once '

“ But, sir——"

“ At once, Bunter [ ; .

The fat junior rose unwillingly in his place. He did not
sen why he should be caned for stating that Melbourne was
in Bornco. He had the Bounder’s word for it, though the
Bounder’s word was rather a rotten reed to lean upon in other
mattera besides genﬁ'rapﬁh:r-

“Go i, Bunter "™ whispered Vernon-Smith.
chance " . o

The fat junior's eyves glistened behind his big spectacles.

Az he stood up, and Mr. ?iue]-:h selected o cane from his
desk, there came a rough and raucous voice seomingly from
the direction of the deorway. The Form-room door was left
wide open as well as the windows, on account of the heat of
the summer afternoon. From where the juniors sat at their
dezks they had a view of a wide section of the Bagged passage
without.

My olo pal Tere®” . .

The wvolice was very clear and very recognisable. A thrill
ran through tha Remaove.

“ My hat!"” murmured Bob Cherry,
again?"’

* Phew ™

“ Look at Quelchy !"

“ Now's your

“It's that blackguard

Planse order your copy of “The Magnst ™
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Mr. Queleh, cane in hand, swung round from his desk and
fixed his eyea upon the open doorway. There was no ona in
sight thera, but, of course, Mr. Percy Punter might have
been further down the passage inquiring for his old pal

* Whero's my ole pal Quelchy ¥

%_I:Ir. Quelch made a rapid stride to the door.

o etepped out into the passage and closed the door quickly
behind him, his face erimson. There was a chuckle from
Bolsover & Co. Mr. Quelch’s action was cvidently dictated
by his desire to prevent the junicrs from hearing what
PH.!EEI botween him and his unwelcome visitor.

" Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bolsover.
“IF T were he

“ Poor old Queleh 1" said Frank Nugent.
I'd have the rotter chucked out.” ®
* Rather difficult to chuck him out thiz time, 1 faney,'
E.:mmd Vernon-8mith. “It's Billy Bunter's voice they'd
ve to chuck out. Ha, ha, ha!”
il Ehlt 1;;! B R ]
**Was that Bunter?' exclaimed Harry Wharion,
i Yeahrathﬁrt He, ha, ha " >
*Look here, Bunter—-"'
1] EE‘FE 1ll
© juniors were silent again at oncc as the Form-room
door opened and Mr. Quclch ecame in. Mr. Quelch was look-
ing very puzzled. The juniors, now that they were awarse that
the veice from the p&:aage was & ventriloguial effort on the
part of William George Bunter, unders the perplexity of
tho Remove-master. He had sesrched along tho passage
without finding any sign thera of the disreputable Mr. Punter.
Mr. Quelch closed the door as he came in, and returned to
his desk. He had not forgotten that he had been about to
cane Bunter when he was interrupted, however.
* Bunter I ho called out.

“Yes, 8ir 1" stammered Bunter,

"LComo here "
"I

— _._I___._ll

" Come hero at once, Bunter! You will find out where
Melbourno is, and write it out fifty times, and in addition I
shall cane you now."

Bunter breathed more freely. For & moment he had feared
tht't. the Remove-mester had discovered his ventrilogquism.

“ Yeoea, sir,” he stammered. ** Dot J—

" Come here at once !

Billy Bunter came slowly forward. As he did &0, Mr.
Quelch swung round towards the door with a look of startled
mgpr upon his face. For the voice of Mr. Perey Punter was
a.u“sbhr egain, scemingly whispering through the keyhele,

Lot an ofe pal in, Quelehy, old man.”

Mr. Quelch strode to the door, and threw it open.

With a white and angry face he dashed out into the passage,
and Eﬂmhth“hnf.’,“““ there came a loud roar of Jaughter:

*Ha, ha, ha!™

L

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Caught!

4 A, ha, ha!

H The Remove simply yelled,

All tho Removites knew by this time that Billy

, Bunter, the ventriloquist, wes responsible for the
voiuro from the passage. " And oven Harry harton & Clo.,
though they were against ragging the Remove-master on tho
subject of his disreputable acquaintance, could hardly blame
Bunter for putting obstacles in the way of being caned. It
was & really interesting problem whether Bunter would be
able to put off his caning altogether by a succession of
ventriloquial interruptions when Mr. Quelch was about to
canc him.

“ Go it, Bunter!” said Bolsover major admiringly. ‘' My
hnatj } r'!fnu ought to go on the stage, you know; you ought,
really.”

Bunter chuckled.

“Didn't T tell you I was a jolly good ventriloguist?'’ he
said. ** I'm a regular deb at it. Quelehy must be waxy by
this time."

‘* Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Cave I .

Mr. Qucleh's returning inul.st-t-iu could be heard in the
Form-room passage, and they could hear hiz hard breathing.
It wes pretty clear that the Form-master was getting worked
up into & terrible tc-mg:r. And he had no just excuse for
wreaking it uwpon his boys. The cause of the trouble was
Mr. Perey Punter, whoin he imagined to be playing un-
muntuhrc tricks upon him. Mr., Punter had becn in liquor
on the occesion of his first visit to Greyfriars, and, doubtless,
the Remove-master attributed the present peculiar incidents
to some intoxiceted freak.

“ 'Ero he comes, by gosh!”

Mr. Qulech hcard those words as he came back to the
Form-reom. He quickened his paee, and rushed in, under
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the impression that the disreputable Mr. Punter had slipped
into the room during his absence.

Mr. Queleh rushed in, and looked about him. From the
direotion of one of the open windows there came a chuckle.

' Bold again, cocky I ‘

Mr. Queleh rushed to the window. His impression was
that the visitor had jumped out just as he cntered.

He looked out of the window into the Close.

The Close lay sunny and green before his eycs. In the
distance Mr., Mimble’s little boy was carrying a paorcel into
the tuckshop, but there was nobedy else to be seen.

Mr. Quelch stepped awsy from the window with a dazed
expression upon his face,

He looked at the Remove. Tho Juniors were not laughing
now. They were decidedly grave. Mr. Quelch was wvery
plainly oot in & humour to encourage moerriment at his
CXPENSe. _ .

‘““ Have any of you seen anyone enter this room " ashked
Mr. Quelch.

There was no reply.

“ Has someono entered this room ¥ demanded the Form-
mastcr.

No anaswer,

“ Then it must be & trick of some sort,” paid Mr, Gueleh.

Bolsover drew a deep breath. If Mr. Quelch discovered
the ventriloguist, the ventriloquist would certainly give away
his confederates. And there would be serious trouble for
Boleover & Co.

“ I did, sir,” said Bolsover boldly.

Mr. Quelch locoked at him fixedly.

** Who was it, Bolsover 1"

 Your friend Mr. Punter, sir.”

“ Where did he go?™

“Jumped out of the window, s’

Bolsover rolled out fglsehood after folschood with the ease
that comes of long practicc. The other follows simply gasped
ot his coolness, :

“ Very well," said Mr. Quelch.
Bunter—""

The Remove waited breathlesly. Billy Bunter was equel
to the occasion. =

" Where's old Quelch? Where's my ole pal? T want 'im
to lend me a bob.”

The voice came distinetly from the passage. Mr. Quelch
swung round towsrds the door, which he had left open this
time. There was a sound of footsieps this time, and someone
wag very cvidently in the passage.

Mr. Quelch ran to the door.

“ My hat!” murmurcd DBoleover.

71 saw him."

“YWe will now rosame.

“ That's wonderful,

Bunter. How could you do the footsteps?” )
L %—-hl haven't! There must be someonc there.”
‘" [+

There was o sudden uproar in the passage.

Mr. Queleh had rushed furiously out, only thinking of tha
troublesome and persistent Mr. Punter, and he rushed right
inlo Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth,

The collision sent the Fifth Form-master recling back, and

he fell heavily to the floor,
“ YVou scoundrel I shoutad Mr. Queleh, ** How dare you!

Oh !D Iat that Myr. Prout?”
i w TN
“ My dear Mr. Proot—"
“ Yow 17

* J—Y cortainly did not know it was you, sir,"” gasped
the Remove-mester. ** Pray allow me to assist you! I am
very rorry [

“Oh!" gasped My, Prout, as the Remove-moster belped
him up. ** Really, Mr. Qucich, this is mest extraordinary.
You rushed upon ma—‘-‘—”‘

“1 am very sorry.

“ You called mo names ! . _

“ 1 apclogise most sincerely,” said the distracted Mr,
Cuelch, ** T—J am the victim of & inost absurd trick. Some-
onc is calling into the Form-room from the pessoge, and as
fast as [ come out he csrapes somoewhere, and hi until
have ponc in again.’” ‘

Mr. Prout looked sstomished. .

v aodness gracious ! he exclaimed. ' How extraordinary !
Who is it? It cannot be one of the boys. They arc all in
the Form-rooms.”

“ No; it is—is someone olse.”

“ Tt would boe wise to call Gosling, and let him search for
the person, if it is someone who docs not belong to the
school.” said Mr. Prout, looking hard at the Remove-meater's
flushed and cxcited face. ' It 13 cxtraordinary for o stranger
to gain admittance here for the purpose of playing such o
ridiculous prank.” ‘ _

* It is—1s indecd extraerdinary,” esaid Mr. %ek‘h. “ But
it is just as I say, But I will not detain you, Mr. Prout.”

“BOUGHT HONOURS I " * 5% i *



“ Not at all,” said Mr. Prout. “I will stay and help.vou
to find the rascal. Have you any idea who i ?f?" =y

M{j Q“E’fﬁh E?:iﬂiumd uncemfortably.

“ Upon the whole, I think the ra : » id.
will not detain you. scal is gone,” he said. 1

And with a ned he went back into the Remove Form-room

Mr, Prout looked after him in a most peculiar manner,
HF: ahotk hie head significantly as he walked away.

I have never suspected Mr. Quelch of drinking before,”
he murmured. ** But, really—""" And Mr, Prout shook his
head again ver sa]gmq]:,r.

Mr. Quelch found his class struggling with an attack of
hysterics. They had heard all that passed in the passapge, and
they tried in vain to calm themselves as their Form-master
came back into the room. But a freezing glance from Mr
Quelch was sufficient to restoro gravity to the Remove.

** Now, Bunter—""

Bﬂti Bunter had gone back to his place, and he was trying
to look unconscious as Mr. Quelch came in. But the Remove-
master had wnde-nﬂ!y not forgotten,

* Now then, Quelshy, ole pal—

Mr. Queloh started.

But he did not turn towards the door again as that voice
came ug arently irom the passage.

A sudden suspicion blazed into his eyea.

** Bynter ' hoe thundered.

Bunter jumped.

" Yo-cg-eg, sirt"” .

“ I think I remember hearing on’ some previous occasion
that you were an amateur ventriloguist!™ thundered the
Remove-master.

" Oh, sir! Not at all, sir. I—I—I've never even fried it,
sir. I don't know how to do it, sir, and I couldn't imitate
Percy Puntor's volce, sir, if I tried a million tirnes, sir.
Quite a mistako, sir. I assure you, sir——"

-1 did not accuse you of imitating Mr. Punter’s voice,"
said the Remove-master primly. “ It was your guilty con-
science, DBunter.'

“ Oh, sir! I don’t—I didn't—I haven't—I wouldn't-—""

‘* Come here, Bunter!"

“ Oh, sir—-""

“ Come here ! thundered Mr. Quelch.

Billy Bunter almost atag‘gcred out before the cless.  He
wished sincercly that the Hoor of the Form-room would open
and swallow him up. But the Form-room foor was not
littely to do anything of the kind, and the fat junior came
out and faced tho Remove-master, trembling under his angry
gaze. Under Mr. Quelch’s sccusing eyes sll Billy Bunter’s
nerve, such as it was, left him. .

“ Bunter,” thundered Mr. Queleh, ' you have been playing
teicks on me!™

“(Oh, no, sir!"” =zaid Bunter, in dismay. “I wouldn't do
such a thing, sir! I couldn’t! I—I respect you too much,
sir! I—I said to Bolsover that I wouldn't—1 couldn’t e

“ Bolsover ! exclaimed Mr. Quelch sharply. “Thon+ 1t
was Bolsover who induced vou to play this impertinent trick
upon your Form-master, Bunter?

“No, sir! ¥Yes, sir! =TI haven't done 1f, sir; but if I
have, it was Bolsover's fault ! 1 teld Smithy I respected you
too much, sir, really! I—I—"

“ Bolsover and Vernon-Smith, stand out here ! said Mr.
Quelch,

Bolsover and the Bounder came reluctantly forward.
They gave Billy Bunter malevolent glances as they did so.
But the scared junior was thinking too much about himself
to heed -them,

* Bo you induced Bunter to play ventriloguial tricks in the
Form-room "' demanded M:. Quelch, taking a tight grip
upon his cane.

¥ Certainly nof, sir!’ =aid Vernon-8mith. *I know
nothing about it, sic!”

“MNor I, sir!"” said Balsover.

“Indecd ! You informed me a short time ago, Bolsover,
that you had seen a stranger in the Form-room! T know
that now to be a lie, as it was all done by Bunter's
ventriloquism! You are Egﬂaking falsely 1"

Bolsover gritted his teeth.

* Hold out your hand first, Bunter ™

Billy Bunter backed away. i

“I—1 haven't done anything, =ic!” he stammered. “It
was all their fawlt, sir! You asce, I—I was hungry. I-—I
never really got cnough to ent—and they stood me a feed,
and—"" -

“ Why did they stand you a feed, Bunter "

“To make me play that trick, sir!"’

“You said just now that you had played no trick!”

“"More I haven't, sir! I[—I mean, that if I playved it, it
was their fault ! But I—I didn't, really, sir! You sce—"

‘1 see that you are speaking untruthfully, Bunter! Hald
out your hand at once "

And Billy Bunter received s cut upon cach of his fat
hands, which sent him groaning back to his place.

Bolsover and Vernon-Smith were niore severcly dealt with.
Mr. Queleh gaxve thoni three upon each hand, pnd they went
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back to their places wriggling, and mentally promising all
sorts of things to Billy Bunter after lessons. And the voica
of Mr. Percy Punter was heard no more in the Remove
Form-room that afterncon.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Sgrprising Ple.
" C OMING down to the cricket?"

Harry Wharton asked the guestion. Dolsover
shook his head. )
ot Y No," he growled: “I've pot something else to

LF I

* Bettor come!” said Harry. * We're getting u
two for practice, and we want you. You gener
at being left out !

Bolsover major sneered.

“What do you want me for?"' he asked.

“Teo bat!™ )

“Rats! You know what I'm gn,i":}g to do, and you want
to atop me ! growled Bolsover. ™ Well, you won't succoed |
o and eat coke!™

And Bolsover tramped away with Vernon-83mith. The
captain of the Remove frowned. He had a strong suspioion
af what Belsover intended to do, but there was ne way n-!
interforing, and he had to let the Remove bully have his
head, as Bob Cherry expressed it.

Bolsover and Vernon-Smith walked out of the gates of
Greyiriars, leaving Wharton frowning. Beol Cherry slipped
his arm through his chum’s.

“ No good bothering your head about those bounders!™
he remarked. *Come on!™’

“ They'vae got some rotten schemo on against Queleh ™
said Wharton. "

“ Well, Quelchy has been rather r-:-ul%h on them,' said
Bob., * Anyway, it's no bizney of curs, Come and play !
Wharton nodded, and the chumns of the Remove went down

to the cricket-field. g
s good deal about it ms he

a twenty-
y grumble

But Wharton was thinki !

laved. Although he did oot wish to emulate good little

eorgie in the story-bool, he had a great regard for his
Form-master, and he did not think ghu.t an outburst of
irritability on Mr. Quelch’s part was sufficiant excuse for
ragging him as Bolsover intended to do.

When the cricket practice was over, Harry Wharton &
Co. strolled round to the school tuckshop in search of liquid
refreshment. DBolsover and his companion had not yet come
in. The Famous Four discussed ginger-beer in the tuckshop,
and talked ericket. Hazeldene, of the Remove, came in with
a grin on his face.

¢ ordered a pie, and turned to the chums of the Remove
with a chuckle.

“What's the joke?" asked Bob Cherry.

“ Only = little game with Bunter,” said Hazeldenn. -* Ho's
been badgoering me to cash a pc:a’gai-c::{iﬂ for him, or to stand
him.ﬂlf?’-‘ —it doosa't matter which. I'm going to stand him
a pie!

azeldene drew a double cracker from his pocket. He
cut & hole in the piecrust, and put the cracker inside the pis,
with only the tip of the fuse showing, .

The Removites watched him with great interest.

‘* Bunter can eat almost anything!” Hazeldene explained.
“ But he wan't be able to digest that! It will be quite a
sur‘prisa to him when it goes off !

“Ha, ha, ha " z

There was a footstep in the doorway, and Bolsorer came in.
He looked duﬂtf from a long walk io the summer sfternoon,
and tired and ill-tempered. .

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo " cxelaimed Bob Cherry cheerfully.
“Have vou seen Percy B

“MNao, I haven't!" growled Bolsover.

“ Had your little wall for your trouble ! grinned Nugent.
Y Well, serve you joliy well right! Why can't you lot the
matter alone?"

Bolsover snorted. .

“ Mind your own business, Nugeat! Give me some ginger.
beer, Mras. Mimble! I'm as dry a3 a limekiln ! That looks
a Fmd pie, Hazel ! Give me one like it, Mra, Mimble 1"

*I'm sorry, Master Bolsover; that's the last in stock!”
said Mrs. Mimble.

“ Wever mind; I'll have that one!"

" That you jolly well won't!" said Hazeldene wrathiully.
“ That's mine ™

“T'Il have it, all the same " said Bolsover, in his moat
bullying tone. "If vou want a thick ear, Hazel, you've
ﬂn]lj.';w to say se! Hand me that pis!"

lolsover apt upon a high chair by the counter. Hazeldene
hesitated, He did not care to provoke & row with Bolsover,
the bully of the Lower Fourth; but to be deprived of his pie
in this high-handed way was a little too * thick."” 5
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“You can't have it!"” he said.

“I1f1 have td come and fefeh it, you'll get hurt [ said
Balsover.

“Let hin have it instead of Bunter!"™ grinned Bob
Chorry.

Hazeldene started, and then c¢huckled.

“Oh, good 1

* Are you going to hand me that pie®" reared Bolsover.

The bully of the Remove had come back from Friardale
in an extremely bad temper, and he was quite ready to
wreak his wrath upon Hazeldene or anybody else,

Yoz, zaid Hazelden.

“ Be quick, then 1

" Here you are !

Hazeldene turned -his back upon the bully of the Remove
for & moment, and scratched a match, and applied it to the
tip of the fuse protruding from the hole in the pie-crust.

lsever plared at him.

“ What are you striking matches for ! he demanded.

“Find out !’

“*“Will you hand mé that

“"Haven't I said [ will?"

Hazeldene handed the Eie meekly to Bolsover. The bully

of the Remove took it in his hands, and bent his head a little
to smell it.

‘" There's & queer smell about this pie I he said,
like gunpow——- Qh!"

pie?”

" Emells

Bang !

“ Y¥arooh !
Bang !

“0h! Help!”

Fragments of the pie flew in all directions.

The double cracker, as it exploded twice in quick succession,
blew it into pieces, and the juice and fragments of the crust
epattered all over Bolsover. The Remova bully Jurched back
on_the stool, and went with a cresh to the foor.

he juniors burst into a vell of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Huzeldene, choking with merriment, dashed out of the
ihudp‘h He did not want to remain near Bolsover after what

& i 8

pgeuad.
“Yow! Ah!™

“Ow " groaned Bolsover.
“Ha, ha, ha "
aon the floor, with the fragments
linked dazed at the juniors.

The Remove bully sat u
of the pie round him. He
" Wow-what wasg it 7" he gasped.

““He, ha, ha!"
* It~—1t exploded I gpluttered Bolsover.
““Ha, ha, ha!"

“ That—that beast Hazeldene—— It was o jape!™

**Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry. ' Vou athed for it,
you know. He had it ready for Boanter, bt you would have
it! Hea, ha, hal”

The' oh f the Re a

¢ chums of the move departed, still Jaughing.

Bolsover picked himeelf up, and wiped the fragments from
his face wpith his hnndkﬂmgief. ¥ 5

“Bixpence, please!"” said Mra, Mimble, as the Remove

bully turned to leave the tuckshop, to go in search of Hazel-
BITE,

.Eﬂfimﬂ;ﬂr gr;:_jntr.-d.
o you think I'm going to pay for a pic I haven't
eaten?’ he demanded. P e ’
_ "It does not meke any difference to me what you do with
it, Master Bolsover. I cannot afford to lose my pies.”

“ Ask Hazeldene, then.”

“You took the pie away from him, Master Bolsover. If
¥ou de not pay for it, I shall complain to Mr. Quelch.”

lsover, with a scowl threw down a sixpence upon the

counter, and rushed ocut of thoe tuckshop. He looked for
Hazeldene high and low, but did not succeed in finding
him. Hazeldene was o little too prudent to give him the
opportunity ; and for the rest of that evening he gave the
Hemove bully a very wide berth indeed.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Mr. Punter Catches It!

iad OOD-MORNIN', young gents !’

“My hat!™ exclaimed Bolsover.

“ What luck !” said Vernon-8mith.

It was Mr. Percy Punter. The two Removites
were standing at the gates of Greyfriars in the early
morning, looking out info the road, and discussing the pro-
bability of the disrefutable acquaintance of Mr. Quelch
being still in the neighbourhood. They had had guite a long
walk about Friardale and its vicinity the previous afternoom,
in the hope of meeting him, and they had been disappointed.
And now, as they waited for the bell to ring for chapel, the
shabby form and coppery face of Mr. Punter himseli loomed
up in the morning sunshine. :

Mr. Punter raised his battered hat to the juniors. Early
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as the hour wasz, it was evident that he had been drinking.
Inideed, it waz doubtful if My, Punter was ever in a stato of
complete sobriety, from carly morn to dewy eve.

“ Jolly glad to ace you, Mr. Punter,"” said Bolsover.

“HBame here,” said Vernon-Bmith.  °*' You went away so
suddenly the other day, we hadn't & chanee of speaking to
yvou.”’

" Mr. Punter grinned.

“ That was my old pal's doing,” he remarked.

*“You've come to see him again?"' asked Bolsover.

“1 Tave, my young friend.’

* Good,” said Boleover. “ Quelchy doesn’t scem pleased
to see you, but I don’t believe 1n & man turning his back op
his friends.”

“Cert'nly not,” said Mr. Punter indignantly.
a good friend to ’im, too. I'm goin' to see ’im 1"

‘* Relation of his?" asked Vernon-Smith,

Mr. Punter nodded.

“ Firet cousin!" he said.

““Really " said Bolsover, with a deep breath.

* Ask him! "E won't deny ib.”

“My hat! It seems impossible!” said the Bounder.
“ But what a glorious joke on Quelchy ! Look here, old son,
if you're his counsin, you've pot a right to see him. Just
¥ou come in whenever you went to, and we'll back you up.
Are you rolling in money '

MR Punter looked pathetic.

“Do I look as if T was®" he asked.

The Bounder grinned.

* No, a5 & matter of fact you don’t,” he said.

" Henery ain't gencrous ko a relation and an ole pal,”
cald Mr. Punter confidentially. ** What's o quid? Asking
& man to go out the back way, and giving him & qud? 1
put it to you, young gents, is that rig?it?”

 Quite w o enid Beolsover,

“"Unfeeling 1" said Vernon-Smith.

"“That's wot it 18, said Mr. Punter, nearly ehedding
tears. ‘' It breaks my 'art. Besides, & man must live, and
the quid’s gone. I want another quid. Ain’t that right

“%gcta right.” ~ ‘
“* Look here,”” said Vernon-Bmith. “ I think you've been
badly treated, and the best thing you can do is—ghem !"

There was & nhar‘? footstep behind, which Vernon-Smith
knew well. Mr, Quelch came down to the gates.

" How dare you talk to that man " he exclaimed angrily.

s, sir!" gaid Vernon-8mith, in surprise. **Isn't he all
right to talk to, air 1™

“ Certainly not.'

*“ Henery, old man—" began Mr. Punter.

“ But—but we thought him all right, sir, as you talk to
him yourself, sir," said the Bounder innocently.

Mr, Quelch turned crimson.

“Go mto the school at once!” ho exclaimed.

“Very well, sir.”

Bolsover and Vernon-8mith turned awsy reluctantly.
But other fellows were coming towards the spot, attracted
by the sight of Mr. Perey Punter.

Mr. Quelch fixed his eyes upon the intruder. :

“Leave this place at once!™ he said in a low voice,
trembling with passion.

“ Henery, old man—my old pal Queleh—""

“ Gogling 1" said Mr. Qucleh, turning towards the school
porter, who had come to the door -u? hiz lodge and was
standing surveying the scene in mmazement,

N ?E“]r:” - . . -

" Bet thg,dug upon this man if be does not go immediately.™

“I've beon

[ 1] 'r.
o éem‘;ry " ejaculated Mre. Punter, in surprise and indig-
nation.

Mr. Queclch did not reply. He was dressed for geing out,
and he walked through the gateway witho

' ut taking any
further notice of Mr. Punter. As Gosling stooped down by

the mastiff to release bim from the chaimn, Mr. Percy Punter
reqrniﬂl.t-u::d throngh the gateway into the country roed, very
quickly.

The crowd of fellows followed, anxious to see what would
happen. Mr. Punter was evidently in his usual stete of
sermi-intoxication, and they looked for trouble,

And trouble was coming. Mr. Quelch was walking away
guickly in the directon of Friardale. Mr. Punter started
aliter him.

* Henery 1" he shouted.

The Remove-master stroda on.

i I-'IE!"E'-'TF !n

“My hat!” chuckled SBncop. * This i3 too rich! Smithy

sava the man's hie cousin! g, he, he 1"
““Ha ha ha!"
“"Henery "' roared Mr. Punter.

He hurried his footsteps, and overtocok Mr. %ﬂlch. and
lanted himself in the Remove-master's path. Mr. Quelch
alted perforce.

Tals of Tom Marvy
MARTIN QLIFFORD, A



EVERY
TUESDAY,

The “Maagnet”™

e

“Will wvor go away?’ he
mutiered.

“"Cert'nly not!”  gaid Mr. §
Funter, with exaggeratod
dignity. *1'm surprieed ot

you, Heoery, I'm surprized at

g

d
"

sich  conduck from my own

brother."”

““ His brother!" yelled Ogilvy.
“My hat!™

* My old pal " said Mr. Punter.
“My old pal 4urns his baclk on
me! But Percy Punter is not
the man to stand that! No, sie!
Puat up your dukes, sir!"”

“ What "

Mr. Punter's reply was to
tear off his coat and throw it
into the road.

Then he doubled his fists, and
pranoad up to Mre. Quelch,

“Put up yer 'ands!" he
roared.

T M-ﬂ-!’] A

“YWho yer ealli
demanded  Mr,
dignantly. “I'll teach wyou to
call me a man! Take that!™

He delivercd a blow straight
at  Mr. Quelch’s szomewhat
prominent nose. The Remove-
master  dodged back just in
titne.

“"Go away!"  he
gripping his umbrella.

“ Put up ver 'ands!"

“Will you leave me?"

“No, I won't,” said Perev
Punter. *“ Cert'nly not! No,
gir 1"’

And he charged at Mr. Quelel:.

The Remove-mastor did not
recede any further., He loolked
glim beside the fat Mr. Punter,
and no match for him; but he

a mﬂn_'_?'“
unter in-

ghrialied,

i

did not recede. He grasped his
umbrella and met the tramp
with a elashing attack. Mr.
Punter lowered his hands and
bezked away with a yell as the

FE——T T T —— |

_Harry Wharton was mounted upon a tub, addressing the meeting which he
had called behind the chapel.
meeting to discuss an important guestion concerning our Form-master.”

“(Gentiemen,” he sald, **! have calied this
{Sce Chapter 11,)

umbrelle descended upon him,
t'Her, fair play '™ he roared.
You fight fair”

Crash !

Mr. Quelch let out his left, and Me, Punter caught it with
hia -::'I'I':lln:lur and fell into the read with a heavy bump, and
roared.

Beforo hoe could rise, Mr. Quelch seized him by the back
of the collar, and began o thrash Lim with the wiabrella.

Mr. Punter rearcd and yelled.

He struggled furiously in the geasp of the Remove-master,
but Mr. Queleh's grip scemed like iron, and he was power-
lesa, and all the time he struggled the umbrella descended
again and again, with telling force, till a final terrific blow
aplit 1t into picces.

The Greyfriara juniors simaply shrieked.

They had never seen the Remove-master so exeited before,
and, a3 Bob Cherry remarked, thev had hud no idea that
Mr. Quelch was such a fighting-man.

Mr. Queleh tossed the fragments of the wmbrella over a
fence by the read, and giving the squirming rascal one
bitter look, strode away towards the village.

The juniors roared with laughter as Mr. Punfer sat up
in the dusty road, gasping and wrigeling and squirming.

“Ow! Murder! 'Elp!" groaned Mr. Punfer. “Qw]
‘Elp

*Ha, hs, ha!”

Wingata of the Sixth looked out of the gates.

“ Do vou kids know you're late for chapel?' he shouted.

My hat ! exclaimed Wharton, * Come on, kids. Good-
bre, Punter. You'd beiter give Quelchy a wide berth after
this. ITa, ha, ha!™

And the Greyfriars fellows trooped inlo the school, leaving
the unfortunate Mr. Punter still sitting in the dust and
ETOAning.

Tue Maguer Livnary.—No. 238,

A Grand, Long, Completa School Tale
of Harry Wharten & 0o, noxt Tussday :

“WNone of your tricks!

“THE HIDDEN HORROR!™

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Punter Looks 1n.

R. QUELCH was not present at morning lessons, Mr,
Prout faking the Remove in his place, and the Head
taking the %‘im.. Some of the Removites wondered
where Mr. Quelch was. He had gone out at the time

of the “row’™ with 3r. Percy Punter, and had not yet
returned ; but they learned that he would take the class as
ustal in the afterncon. Some of the fellows surmised that
he was pone to secure police protection agamnst his das-
reputalil: relative. That Mr. Puntier was a relative of the
Remove-master most of the Remove believed by this time.
True, he had variously claimed to be his cousin and to be
hizs brother, and he could not very well be both: but that he
was a rolation was the only explanation of his persecution of
the Remove-master. Bolsover & Co. rejoiced. Mr. Percy
Punter was a handle they could use with great effect agaiast
%n:li }F:}rm-ma,stm', and they did not intend to spare Mr.
uelch,

Bolsover had not written his five hundred lines, and he had
been caned for the omission, and the lines had been doubled.
A thousand lines was enough to keep Bolsover busily
occcupried for a whole hali-hohiday, but he still declared his
intention of not deinz them. After third lesson, Bolsover
and Vernon-Smith strolled out of the school, in the hope of
encountering Mr, Punter

They were not disappointed.

As they walked down towards Friardale tl;-i]'; caught sighk
of Mr. Punter sitting in the shade of 2 heystack, and refresh-
in‘gr himself with the contents of a black bottle.

hoy crossed the fence which separated the field from the
road, and grected the tramp with effusien. DMr. Punter
nodded to them affably.

“ Arternoon ™ he said,

“ Good-afternoon ! zaid Vernon-Bmith. “T'm rorry vou
had such a rough time this morning, Mr. Punter.”

Plaase order your copy of " The Magnet"”
Library In Advance.
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Mr. Punter sighed.

** Henery was werry wiolent,” he remarked—** never knew
he had such a temper. It was ’ard on an old pal”

* Not like a cousin ™ suid Vernon-Smith,

Y No, it wasn't,"” gaid Mr. Punter. " But he'll be sorry
for it."
“ He

“ Why not make him sorry for 1t?"' gaid the Bounder.
hadn't any right to treat a relation like that."

“ Quite right, he 'edn’t,”’ zaid Mr. Punter, toking ancther
draught from the black bottle. Then he sighed. * Hempty,”
he explained.

“If you're hard up, I wouldn't mind standing something,

seeing that you're a relation of my Form-master,” said
vmm.sm?ﬁ.

“'Ear, 'enr[' said Myr Punter. " You're & pgentleman,
you are !

“It's too bad for himn to treat you like this,"" the Bounder
continued, as he dm&p;:d a half-crown inte the dirty hand
of Perey Punter. " k here, how would you hike & quud?"

“ Not 'arf!"” said Mr. Punter; by which he evidently meant
to imply that he would like it very mu<h indeed.

*I can show you how to earn one,' said the Bounder.

Mr. Punter made & hurried gesture of repudiation.

“ Never mind—never mind!?' he smd.  ““Don’t you
trouble,

The Bounder grinn

**1 don't mean by working,"” he said “*I only want you
fo comeo to Greyiriars again, that’s all, and give Quelchy a
showing vp before all the school.”

“Oh, I see!’ said Mr. Punter.

“ Bupposoe you get into the Form-room and wait for him
tthur::i and talk to him before the whole clasa?" suggested the
&r.

“ He'll bo wiolent again,' said Mr. Punter doubtfully.

“He's not there now,” explained Vernon-Bmith. * He's
been out all the morning, and he's not come back yet. If
ﬁnu come in, nobody else will interfere with you, ms you're

nown to be a friend of Mr. Quelch’s. You can get into
the Form-room quite easily, and if there's & rew it will bring
the Head on the scene.”

Mr. Punter chuckled.

“ Where's the quid?"" he asked.

“I'll give it to you afterwards; I'll meet you hero this
evening and hand it over.”

* If I don't get it, there'll be trouble for somebody besides
Henery Quelch!” said Mr. Punter warningly,

“You can trust me.”

“ QOrleight. I'm on!"

* I'll wait here a bit, and take you in,' said Vernon-Bmith.
“If you sneak in when the fellows are at dinner, you can
get into the Form-room without being seen.”

* Orlright "

A quarter of an hour later Mr. Punter entered the schoel

ates, Vernon-Smith had caleulated well. Greyfriars was at

mner, and the Close and the passages were deserted.

Vernon-Smith showed the rascal into the Remove Form-
room, and therc left him, and hurried awsy towards the
dining-hall with Bolsover major.

* There'll be a fearful row sbout this,” said Boleover, with
a decp broath, _

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

"I don't eare. It will make Quelchy sit up, anyway.”

“ My hat, it will!  Blessed if I s{muld care to stay at
Greviviars, if I were Quelch, alter such an awful showing
up!" said Bolsover.

“ That’s what I'm thinking of,” said Vernon-Smith coclly
** especially if the Head’s brought into tho matter. It wnu?-ci
be rather a success to get Quelchy the order of the push,
wouldn't 63"

" By Jove, yes!"

The two Removites went into the dining-hall. They were
late for dinner, and they found that Mr. Quelch had returned,
#nd wes in his usual place at the hend of the table. Vernon-
3mith drew & quick breath as he saw the Remove-master;
he realised that he had had a narrow escape of encountering
him whi Eﬂ!‘l\'ﬂ}"i!’l? the tramp to the ﬁrm-rﬂmn. But
Mr. %&ﬂch evidently did not know how he had been
eng :

“You are late! he exclaimed sharply.

“Horry, sir!” said Bolsover meckly. ** We walked rather
too far, sir’’

* Do not lat it ocour agsin.’”

“ Certainly not, sirl"

And the two young rascals sat down to dinner.

After dinner the two plotters waited impatiently for fourth
lezeon. Before the time for the afternoon’™s lessons to begin
they made their way to the Form-room. A whisper had gone
round among the Removites, and a good many of the Remove
iollowed Belsever and the Bounder.

Tue Magwer Lisrany.—No. 238,

A Orand, Long, Gomplate School Tals

of Harry Wharton & Co. next Tuseday :

I ain't stmt:% enough to work, young gen'eiman.”

“THE HIDDEN HORROR!”

" My hat!" exclaimed Harry Wharton, as ho entercd Lhe
Remova-room. ** Who's that?

** Hallo, hallo, halle! Punter!”

* Great Bcott!”

"' Faith, and he's here ihtimli‘!"

Mr. Punter stood sgainsgt the Form-master’s desk, and sur-
veyed the juniors with a benevolent smile,

o was evidently a. little hazy from over-refreshment, but
lis was in & very pood temper, and disposed to beam amiably
upen all

He waved hia fat dirty hand to the juniors.

't Arternoon, my &:Q?un% fniends!"" he said.

** What are you deing here?” demanddd Harry Wharton.

* What do you want here, you bounder?' exclaimed Bob

erry.

“I've kim to see my ole pal Henery !

“ You'd better get out before Mr. Quelch comces,” said
Johnny Bull. ** He'll be along here in & minute.”

** Buzz off, you rotter!” said Wharton

1 ain't g@gﬁfﬁf said Mr. Punter, with a look of offended
dliﬁﬂ-ﬁu “TArd lines if & man can't come end see his cle
p‘ﬂ _!!

* Hats 1"

* Cloar out!"

“ Buzz off I"

“ ¥ou jest tell Henery I'm here,”” said Mr. Punter. * He'll
bo delighted to sec me. I'm one of Henery's oldest pals!”

“ Let’s chuck him out,” said Bob Cherry.

‘" Hear, heart"

“ Hold on!" murmured Nugent. * Here's Quelehy 1"

Mzr. Quelch entered the Form-room.

He started, and stopped dead at the sight of the affable
Mr. Punter leaning against the desk, and as yet unaware of
his coming.

" It's orlright, young gents,” said Mr. Punter. ** Henery
will be glad to see me. We're werry old pals, my brother
Henery and me. Weo was boys together, We—"

“You rascal I

Mr. Punter started viclently.

He turned round and locked st the angry Remove-master,
The Removites held their breath. Some of them cxpected
to see the indignant Form-master *“ go for ' the disreputable
rascal on the spot. But Mr. Quelch restrained himself. He
did not went to let himself go before a vrowd of juniors,

* Go out of this room at once,” he said, in & low voice,
coming towards the unweloome visitor. ** Do you hear me?"”

"1 ‘ear you,” eaid Mr, Punter, with dignity., *“But I
think that my ears must deceive me, Henery., Are you telling
your old pal te Eu?"

“ (o at once!l

* I declines!” said Mr. Punter firmly. “I declines to go.
I will not leave the roof of my old pal Henery 1"

The Form-master clenched his hand.

M 8hall I call the Head, sir?' asked Vernon-Smith, in his
silkiest voioe.

Mr. Quelch gave him & look.

* No, Smith 1"

"We object to this man coming here, sir,” said the
Bounder, with a dangerous gleam in his eyes. * You told
us yourself he wasn't & fit man to be talking to. I think it's
hard, i, that such men should bo admitted to the Form-
room.””

E"I"lm. Remove gasped at the colossal impudence of the
ounacr.

Mr. Quelch took one step towards him and boxed his ears,
The Bounder stag%emd away with a gasp of amazement. Mr.
Quelch had never been known to box a boy's ears before.

The Bounder's hand few to his ear, and he stared dazedly
at the Remove-master. Then he started for the door.

*“ Come back, Vernon-8mith !’ exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“I'm going to the Head "

“* YWhat 1"

“I'm going to the Head " said the Bounder, with blazing
eyes.  You've no right to strike us, and you know it, sir,
I*m going to appeal to the Head for protection.'

And the Bounder hurried from the Form-room.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Little Run,

R. QUELCH stood as if petrified.

1 anger had certainly carried him beyond roper
boeunds, and he had, to a certain extent, pllwa-s him-
sclf in the power of Vornon-Bmith.

If the Bounder chose to appeal to the Head he could not
be prevented, and all the Remove realised that it meant
trouble for their Form-master, &

Bolsover, Bnoop & Co. grinned with anticipation. They
had no pity for the man who, with some faults of temper,
perhaps, was, upon the whole, a kind and just master.

But most of the Remove felt for Mr. Quelch, and thera
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wore some of them who wers ready to back him up to any
extent. Harry Wharton stepped forward.

"' 8hall wo show that man out, sir?" he asked.

‘“ No," said Mr. Quelch, with a deep breath. * Thank vou,
Wharton, but, no. I—I1 hardly know what to do under tho
circumstances.”’ ;

It was & strange confession of weakness from Mr. Quelch,
whom the Removites had always looked upon as a man of
iron determination and firmness. It went straight to Harry
Wharton's heart.

* We'll deal with him if you like, sir,” he said. ** Wa could
carry him out quite casily. Only give the word, sir."

““Begad, yass ! said Mauleverer, * We'll all help, sir.”

“* Let’s kick him out, sir.”

Mr. Quelch shook his head. -

Thers was a step in the passage, and tho awe-inspiring
figure of Dr. Locke appeared in the doorway. Behind him.
was Vernon-Smith, TE[E Bounder had intercepted the Head
on his way to the Sixth Form-room.

“What is all thia?' tho Head coxclaimed. ** Who is this
man, Mr, Quelch "

Mre. Punter nodded affably.

“I'm Henery’s old pal!” he said.

"%’i’haﬁ!" ld pal—his broth f d Mr. Punte

“"T'm his o —his brother, in fact,'' szl r. Punter.
“Ain't I, Henerﬁ"

Hoe grinned at the pale-faced Form-master.

g; ou know thiz man, Mr. Quelch?* asked the Head.
Mr. G{ue’lch bit his lip.
"“¥es, sir,” he said, in & low voice.

* Did he come here with your permission?”

“ Certainly not, sir.” ;

“You will kindly go,” said the Head, frowning upon the
unabashed Mr. Punter. “If you do not immediately take

uut;* -:leq.?rtura I shall ring for my porter to put you out

¥ force,

“ Henery won't let him,"" said Mr. Punter cheerfully. * You
wouldn’t let an old pal be put out, would you, Hencry, "cause
I should go to the perlice-station fust thing, and that would
be rather *ard on you, Henery, wouldn't 167"

A flush came into Mr. Quoleh's palo choeks.

“ Let me deal with this man, sir,”" ho said.

The Head nodded coldly.

" Certainly,” he said, “ 5o 1 a8 vou get him away from

reyiriars at once, I shall be glad if you will come into my
study immediately afterwards, Mr, Quelch.”

Y ¥ os, siv,” faltered tho Form-master.

And the Head strode majestically from the room.

Mr. Quelch fastened an iren grip upon the arm of the
disreputabla visitor, and turned him by sheer force towards
the door. Mr. Punter did not resist. Perhaps the lesson he
had had in the lane that morning was enough for him. [o
nodded his head affably to the juniors, and allowed himself
to be led out of the Form-room.

Mr. Quelch guided him out of the house, into the Close,
and then piloted him across to the gates. Mr. Punfer was
in need of piloting, for his footsteps were by no means steady.

At tho gates Mr. Quelch released him, and pointed down
tha voad. .

“Gol" he said, in & concentrated voice.

Mr. Punter blinked at him. : _

* Go away from my ole pal? he 3a1ddput]mtmall r.

“You have disgraced me here," said Mr. Que “You
have done me all the harm you can. Now go!””

Mr. Punter chuckled. _

“Not all the 'arm I can,’” he remarked—" not quite all,

Henery. I could go to the perlice-station in Friardale, you
know, and tell Tem—""

“ Hold your tongue!”

“ Cartainly, .Henery, but don't ba *ard on an old pal, then,”
said Mr. Punter agreeably. “1'm thirsty. Is it right to let
me go thirsty on a "ot alterncon, arter I've done you a lot
of favours?™ : :

Mr. Quealch's hand went into s pocket.

“ Five bob!" said Mr. Punter, as his dirty fingors closed
on the coins. “'1 was expecting & sovereign, Iencry.”

“ You will get nothing mora from me,” said Mr. Quelch.
“ Now gol” ] )

Therc was a cough, and he turned his head, to sce Gosling.
Ho Bushed: it was only too clear that tho school-porter had
seon him hend money to tho ruffian,

“ Gosling I'"" ho rapped out. o o

“ Yosair,” said Gosling, with a visible diminution of respec:
in his manner towards the Remove-master. DBubt Mr. Quelch
did not seem to notice it.

““ Bring tho mastiff here.

“ Yesur.

“Tako his chain off first.”

“ Yegsir," . .

“Vaou ain't going to sot that dorg on to an ole pal?’ said
Mr. Punter pathetically. ** And you dursn't, neither! If I

go to the perlice——"' ] s
“You will not do that for your own intercsts,’” said Mr,

Quelch eoldly. ‘I you do you will get no further money
Tue Magwer Lisrary.—No.
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from me, and vdu know 15, But I will not suffer you to coma
nesr this uﬁhunl. Goshing, set the dog vpon that man"
essir.

“r0ld on!" roarcd Mr. “T'il go!
I'l— Yarooch!™ ;

Hea started down the road at top speed.

" Fetch 'im, Jim—[etch "im!" said Gosling.

The mastiff bounded out into the road.

Fear lent Mr. Punter wings, and he tore away at top speod,
with the big dog racing after him open-mouthed.

Mz, Quelch stood watching the chaso with a grim brow.

Thore was a wild yell from the distance. Jim, the mastiff,
was seen hanging on to the tails of Mr, Punter's ras%-:d coak
a3 the rascal disappeared at racing speed round a bend in
the lane.

Mr. Quelch smiled grimly.

“Haw, haw, haw!" roared Gosling. **He's got himl!
Wot I saya is this 'ere—Jim'll meke -rags of his {-ags-, Jir.
Haw, haw, haw I"

“If that man comes back here at any time set the dog
upon him at once, Gosling," said Mr. Quelch,

1 ?WMT-H

Me. Quelch strode back to the School House,

But he did not return to the Remove Form-room at onea,
Ho made his way to the Head's study.

In the Remove-room the juniors waited in tense anxiety.
They know that their Form-master was with the Head, and
they wondered what would come of it. There were mnany
surmiges among the juniors as they waited,

“1t means the boot!™ said Vernon-S8mith. * He'll jolly
well find out that he's not allowed to punch the [ellows’
heads.™

* ¥es, rather!” said Bolsover,

Bob Cherry snorted.

“*1f ever there was a fellow who wanted his head punched
it's y]?u. Smithy,"” he said; *"and for two pins I'd punch ik
myself.”

*Faith, and ye're right!” said Micky Deamond.
it's rotten to be down on poor ould Quelchy simply
he's down on his luck."

““ Hear, hear """ exclaimed Tom Brown. ' Look here, I'm
standing up for Quelch, whether that rotter’s his relation or_
not. It's time we put our foot down on thia rotten japing.
know it was one ﬂFthﬂsE ¢ads who brought the man 1n_here.
Ho cggldn't have found his way to this Form-reom withouk
a guide.”

g:‘Tha.t‘s. why Smith was late for dinner,” said Bulatrode,
“and Bolsover, ton."

“ Bogad. yaas!” - )

“I don't deny it,”" said the Bounder coolly. *I'm going
to make the school too hot to hold Quelchy, and I don't make
a sceret of ik"

EVERY
TURSDAY,

Punter, in dismay.

“ Jure,
because

“ Hats "
£l Uad !1‘]
4 %ﬂttcr 20
uwmp him! ;
And b[:lm d the Bounder certninly would have been if
Mr. Quelch had not entered the Form-room at that moment.

The uwproar died away at once, .

“ Go to your places, boys!" said Mr. Quelch very quictly.

The Romovites oboyed in silence. .

What had passed in the Head's study they did not know;
but it was quite clear that it had not meant, after all, the
“arder of the sick' for the Remove-master. Mr. Quelch
was perfectly calm and composed; but there was a leam in
his eves that warned the cads of the Remove that it would
bo wise o vory carcful. And even the Bounder was
extremely circumspect that afternoon.

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
Back Up.
e GENT‘LEMEH, and chaps generally—""

““ Hear, hear!” ) .
“I'yo called this mecting—"
* Hear, hear!” ] .

The Remove cheered the speaker, without waiting to hear
what he had to say. The speaker was Harry Wharton, an
he was mounted wpon a tub. After last lesson, the captain
of the Remove hadp called a meeting of the Form behind the
chapel, and most of the Remove had turned up. o

“ Gontlemen,” resumed Wharton, waving s hand, I've
called this mesting for & moat important purpose.

“ Hurrah "

“ Dur respected Form-master—-""

< T G on his Tuck—"

“ Is down on hig luck—'

“ Borve him jolly well right!” came from Bolsover.

“ Order "

& - [i#
Shut up, Bolsover! 13
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# Kick him out I' o . :

Harry Wharton’s eyes fashed as he glanced at the bully of
the Remove,

- *Heold your tﬂn%ue, Bolsover " he exclaimed. * This is a
meeting of sympathy with Mr. Quelch. If you don’t shut up,
vou'll jolly socon get shut up.”

“0Oh, rats!™

“Order ! roared Bob Cherry.

“ o ik, Wharton 1

1] P“E iﬂ [:r:r

“ Gentlemen of the Remove—""

* Hoar, hear!"” _

“I want to address just a few words to the Form. We've
been ragped a it lately by our Form-master, but we don't
owe him z grudge for that. Quelchy is 2 jolly good sort, and
if he geta a bit ratty when he's worried, we don’t want to be
hard on him.”

“ No fear!”

“Good old Queleh 1"

** Bravo ["

It was evident that the fooling of the Form meeting was
with Harry Wharton. There were only a few of the Remove
who were inelined to " back up’ against the Form.master.
l—'FhIIr. Gueleh was very popular with almost the whole of his

o,

" And Quelchy has been bothered lately, as you all know,”
said Wharton. * An awful rascal has been badgering him—
calling himself & relation of Quelohy's—""

"%o he iz & relation,” eald Vernon-Smith.

o guelﬂh dorsn’t say so.” ;

“ But Punter says so, and Quelch hasn't denied it," said the
Bounder.

“ Perhaps he doesn’t feel called upon to explain things to
you, Smithy,” Frank Nugent suggested sarcastically.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Helation or not, ha's got some hold over Quelch,” said

l;.]{:-im‘i'm major. “Quelch gives him money; 1 know
that.”

“ How do you know it " demanded Wharton.

L HE MEE ”.’,

“ Rats! What’s that worth ¥’

“1 had it from Gdsling, too,”” said Snoop. * Gosling saw
Quelch give him money to go away to-day. He told me so
himself."

“It's plain enough,” said Ogilvy.
relation of Quelch’s, and I dere sz
him to keep away up till now. I
Quelch's fault, though.”

“0Of course it isn't " "

““Faith, and ye're right! I'm sorry for Quelch intirely.”

* Hear, hear I o .

“ Gontlemen of the Remove, my point is that Quelch is &

d old sort, anrd we're bound to back

im up " exclaimed Wharton.

“Hurrah i’ ) i

“ 1 therefore put it to the meeting,
that this Form backs up Quelchy, and
is down on everybody who doesn’t stand
by him "

“ Hurrah !" .

“ITands up for the motion 1" ghouted
Bob Cherry.,

A forest of hands went up. It was
protty certain that the Remove agreed
with Harry Wharton. Not half a dozen
fellows kept their hands down.

“Good 1" sakd Wharton, with much
satisfaction. ‘* Mow, hands up against
the motion.

Bolsover, Vernon-Smith, and Snoop
put their hands up, and last of all came
the fat hand of Iilly Bunter. There
Wore g morao.

“ Four!” said Nugent—** four agninst
the rest of the Form. The motion is
carried.”

“ Hear, hear!™

“He's some rotten
Quelch has been payin
n't see that it"s poor ol
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““ Hurrah "

“ Good wheeze ™"

* Bravo I

“ And any member of this Form found helping the rotter in
any way, or trying te bring him to Greyiriars to bother
Quelchy, i3 to be given a Form licking.”

“* Hear, hear 1"

“Rats ' roared Bolsover.

“That's all,”’ said Harry Wharten, **The man was brought
here to.day. Somebody who-knew the place must have
brought him into the Remove room. 1 sugjcst that Bolsover
and Smithy did it, as they were late for dinner, and as it's
exactly the rotten caddish kind of thing they would do.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Y call upon themn to answer the acensation, before tha
whole Form."”

“ Hear, hear [

All eyes were turned at once upon Bolsover and the
Bounder. The latter made a motion to walk away; but Bob
Cherry and Bulstrode interposcd.

“MNo, you don't,” said Bob Cherry. ¥ You'va pot to
answer up for vour sins before you buzz off, Bmithy, my
infant."

“ Let me paszs !’ said the Bounder fiercely.

“ Bosgh !

Bob Cherry and Bulstrode seized the Bounder by the arms,

and forced him back into the midst of the crowd before the
Form-captain on the tub.

Vernon-Brmith scowled round savagely at them all
but he made no further resistance. As for Bolsover, he did
not attempt to- retreat. He had too much bulldog courage
to think of giving way.

“Mow, answer up!” said Harry Wharton. “ Was it vou
two rotters who brought that blackguard Punter into the
Form-room 7'

Veornon-8mith did not reply;
savagely:

" Yes, it was!™

“What did you do it for?”

“ To show Quelch up before the school and the Head,"
was the answer.

* And what did you want to damage old Quelch for 1"

* Because he's a beast, and he's been ragging ua 1™

“That won't de! We don't allow that! Gentlemen, the
prisoners at the bar have pleaded guilty, and I for ofle can't
sec any extenuating circumstances. But I propose that we

but Bolsover burst out

let them off, on condition that they promise not to do it
-ﬂgﬂln."

* Hear, hear 1

“ ¥ou hear;, you rotters?” continued
Harry Wharton. “Give your word,
honour bright, that you won't play up
againet old Quelchy any more, and you
can buzz off at onece.™

“1 won't " roared Bolsover,

“ You had better !

“Rats! I won't!"

“Then you'll get & Form licking,"™
said FHarry Wharten dete:mine«:ﬁy.
“We're not going to stand any rot from
you, Bolsover. ¥You'll give your word,
honour bright, not to play that rotten

game again, or Er-ou’]] made to feel
eorry for yoursell.”

Bolsover put his hands up at once, and
hit out as the juniors rushed upon him.
Frank Nugent etoggered back with a
spurt of red from his nose. But the
next moment Bolsover was rolling on
the ground, with Cherry and
Johnny Bull and Tom Brown sprawling
over him.

““ Now, mentlemen,” went on Harry TRt ; '
Wharmn;uhwing agﬂ-_eed on backing By FRANK RICHARDS. t.uu}.m"--!rﬁ s E}ﬁ:ﬁ: " rasred the
up Quelchy through thick and thml, to G Wiy 1
the last shot in the giddy locker——" —_— 2it on him "' commanded Wharton

“ Hear, hear "

“The next question is waye and
means. I suggest that we shall all keep
an eve open for that awful rotter
Punter, and if he comes near the school,
we collar him and duck bim in the river,
and bump him hard.”
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“Yes, rather 1™

“* We've got him 1

* Now, Smithy,” said Harry Wharton
grimly, ** we'll deal with you first. Will

¥ou give your word to stop all your
rotten tricks against Mr. Queleh 1**



&

L L
(Rt
L

M

Wl

o]

=

Mr. Punter tore off his coat and threw it in the road. Then he doubled up his fists and pranced up to Mr. Quelch.
“Go away!" shricked the Remove Form-master, gripping his umbrelia,
461 am gprprised at you Henery ! I'm surprised at sich copduct from my brother!™ (See

# Certaln'y not,” Ieg'i'f:i:t:!ri ;’unur.
r s

The Bounder bit his lip.  He had courage encugh in his
own way, but he did not intend to defy a crowd of angry
junicrs as*Bolsover was doing. :

* 1 will, if the Form wishes it,”” he said sullenly. " I think
that this is a jolly good chance for getting our own back on
tigr.leic]w.h but I don't went to set myself up against the rest.
I'm willing to follow the Form."

‘“* Honour bright?"’

“* ¥es; honour bright.”

“ You're all witnesses,”’ seid Harry Wharton.
buzz off, Smithv, Bolsover's
or we'll know reason why

The Bounder walked away, glad enough to get off without
further trouble, Bolsover was still en the ground, with Bob
Cherry and Bull and Tom Brown sitting on him to keep him
there, Wharton waved his hand,

“ Btand him up,” he ssid.

Bolsover was aragfed to hiz feet. The burly Removite
stood panting and breathless, and red with rage, with the
grasp of the three juniors still upon him.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Order of the Form.
H ARRY WHARTON fixed hus eyes grimly upon the bully

“ You can
ot to make the same promise,

of the Remove.
Bolsover stood panting, and not struggling as yet,
but it was evident that he was only waiting to get his
breath back. The bully of the Form, accustomed to carrying
matters with & high hand, was not likely to yield without &
!.t-mg le. He glared furiously at the captain of the Remove,
& til make you sorry for this!" he hissed.
Tuz MAGNET_ BY,—No, 208,

Wharton shru;gnﬂ his shoulders.
“ I fancy vou're going to Ls made pretty sorry for your-
self,”” he said, * unless you make up your mind to do what's

decent.””

“ Let me go!"” roared Bolsover.

" Rats!"

# I'l—I' smash you !

" Bmash away!’ sasid Tom Brown coolly. * Wo'll zee
who geta the best of the smashing, my son. As eoon as you
begin, we'll bump you.”

But the New Zealand junior's warning was wasted on the
furioue bully of the Remove. He made a sudden effort to
break logse, and eo great was hie strength that he almost
succeeded in tearing himself away from the grasp of the
thres Removites who were holding him.

But that was only for a moment. They dragged at him
again, and he was whirled over. Harry Wharton jumped
down from the tub and lent a hand,

One fellow scizgd an arm_and another & leg, and Bolsover
was raised above the ground, and bumped down agsin with »
considerablo concussion.

“ Yarooh!"

“ Give him another["

Bump!

“ Yowp! Oh! _ +

““* Now stand him on his feet again,' said Wharton grimly.

The Remove bully was placed upright once more. He was
trembling with rage and breathlessnesa.

“ Mow, then,” said Harry Wharton, * you can sec that
we mean business. You can see that the wholo Remove bas
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mado up its mind. Whether Quelchy has been ratEEr' with us
or not, he's a gpood sort, and we're going to stand by ham.
We're not g;:ring te have any cad in the Form backing up
against him." _

* Hear, hour!" )

‘* Bmithy has given his word, and ﬁu'ra going to do the
saume, Bolsover. You're not going to back up against Quelch
in any way."”

“_w If.nd eat WI‘P!:

‘Wi romise "

T Nﬂ !?Tyﬂ“ P

“* For the last timei"

* Nol!" roared Bolsover, i

“ Then wa shall have to persuade you,' said Harry Whar-
ton. ** Any chap refusing to obey the order of the Form
Eﬁm a Form licking—-that’s a rule as old aa Greyiriars. You

ow what you've got to expect.”

“Hang you!" ;

“1 leave it to the fellows,' said Harry Wharton, looking
round. * Bolsover refuses to obey the order of the Form.
What's the sentence!”’

“ A Form licking " said Bob Cherry promptly.

“ Hurray !"

““ The verdict is nnanimous,’ said Frank Nugent.
wo'll make sure. Hands up for the seutence of a
licking on Bolsover."

Every
and Stott had follow . and every other fellow there waa
heart and hand with Harry Wharton & Co.

* ¥ou ses that, Bolsover?"

L1} But
Form

“ Hang youl"

“ Will you o the order of the Formi"

““ Not" yelled Bolsover.

“Then you get the licking! One of you fellows go and
get & cricket-stump."

“* Right-ho!"

Penfold fetched a ecricket-stump. Meanwhile, Bolsover
major was spread-cagled om the grass, face l.intn:lir;t‘:'l.faul'l:_feshII
struggling furiously in the gra enemies, but in vain.
A junior grasped each wrist and each ankle, and he was held

there spread-eagled without the possibility of escaping. Had
the Remove been in their dormitory the bully would have
been tied down upon a bed, but as it was the grip of four
sturdy juniors was just as effective, ]

Dick Penfold came back with the stump, which ha handed
;::3 Harry Wharton. Bolsover twisted his head to plare at

im.

Y Dan't you dare to touch me!™ he gasped in a choking

voloe.
* Will you obey the order of the Form?®"
" No! Not ol

" That settles it, Gentlemen of the Remove, you know the
tules—every member of the Form gives the mutineer one
welt with. a cricket-stump. As captain of the Form, I give
tha first one.”

Vharton raised the stump.

“ Let mo alone !’ mare{ip Bolsover, “ I'll fight any fellow
here—or any two!l"

* Rats 1"

“¥You can fight a:gbﬂdjiuyuu like afterwards,” said Whar-
F?{ cheerfully. * But this isn't a fght—this is & Form
ieking.” -

"1 tell you—  Yowp!'"

Whack ! ]

The ericket-stump eame lashing down, and Bolsover howled
turicusly. He struggled, but the grasp of the quartette who
were holding him kept him a prisoner. HMarry Wharton
hinded the stump to the next fellow, who happened to bo
Bulsirode.

Whaok !

“* ¥arooh !"

Bulstrode handed the stump to Russell, and retired, Rusaell
moasured his distance carefully, and brought down the stump
with a sharp lash. upon the burly Removite.

There was another wild vell from Bolsover major.

The stump was passed from hand to hand and each of the
juniors took his turn with it, cach doughty lash eliciting a
fiendish yell from the bully of the Remova,

When a dozen lashes had been administered, Wharion
am;}%@ tha punishment.

"Ll you toa the line now, Bolsover!"

“No!" yelled Bolsover

" (3o ahead, then."

Whack !

Whack |

Whack!

Again and apain tho ericket-stump lashed down upon tho
bully of the Remove, and the lashes were not light ones.
Bolsover was squirming with pain and rage, and hia struggles
werg simply terrific,
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hand went up. Vernon-Smith was gone, and Bnoop-
egl him

Every fellow present contributed his lash, and then the
Form captain addressed the wriggling, gasping bully.

! H’ill Jyou abey the order of the Form, Bolsover?'
ol
“ Very well; you'll take your gruel until you do" said

L]
Wharton., ¥ Give mo the stump, Inky. Wa'IJI' begin again
at the beginning. '

Then Bolsover faltered. He had stood the punishment with
a nerve and strength that surprized the Remove, but at tho
thought of going through tha infliction again he failed.

“ Hold on!" he gasped.

Harry Wharton paused.

“ Well, Bolsaover?'?

“TewI give in! I can't stand it!"

(4 Gwd [J‘?‘

Bolsover was roloased. He staggered to his feet, white
with rage, and aching from his punishment. His eyes wore
burning with rage.

“ You promise not to back up against Quelch any more—
ber q;dar of the Form?" asked Harry Wharton quictly.

+ uﬂu?l‘

* Honour bright?™
“ Yes!"” hissed Bolsover.
“ Good! Gentlemen, the mesting is over.”

“ I'll make you smart for this!” said Bolsover between his
teeth, as the Ramovites dlaﬁgrm-:l, rinning.

Harry Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“ Any lellow you feel dissatisfied with is quite willing to
meet you in the gym., with or without gloves," ho said.

Bolsover did not reply.

. He was not feeling exactly in a mood for fighting anybody
just then. He strode away with a black scowl unon his face,
still gasping.

Thoe Bounder met him as he entered the School Haouse.
Vernon-Smith looked over the breathless, scowling bully with
a cynical grin.

* You've been through 1t?" he asked.

* ¥es," snarled Bolsover.

“ Better have given in at first. You had to do it. A
fellow can't stand up against the whole Form," said the
Bounder.

“ Oh, rata! You're a funk!”

Vernon-8mith laughed.

“Well, I suppose you toed the line in the long run, didn't
you *'" ho demandad.

“1 hod to, I've had a Form licking,’ said Bolaover,
between his teath., * But I'll make some of them smart for
it. We've got to let Quelch alone now.”

1] me !ll

“ I've promised, honour bright 1" growled Bolsover.

The Bounder grinned.

““ B0 hava I1" he replied.

“ Do you mean to say you're going back on your word,
when you've eaid honour bright?” demanded Bel:over,
staring abk him.

“T'm going to do as I please.”

“Then wou're a rotten cad!™ growled Bolsover,
going to keep my word !"

“ Look heve !

“ Oh, don't talk to me!"*

'3 Eut 1' E&:’r____ﬂ

L1 Ilm

‘““ Bah!"
Bolsover pushed the Bounder roughly aside, and strode
pask him. @ went up to his study, where he shut himself

in, and for a long time he remained there, full of aches from
his punishment, and fury agoinst bhis enemica. But, furious
a3 ho was, he had given his word to obey the order of the
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Vernon-Smith on the Track.

URING the next two or three days nothing wos scen at
Greyiriars of the strange visitor whoe had caused so
much surprizec there. But the Removites knew that
he remained in the village, He had taken up his

quarters at the Cross Keys, a disreputable public-house near
the river, and waa not infrequently to be seen in Friardale,
gencrally in a state of intoxication, As he did not work, it
was evident that he received money from somewhere to
live upon, and most of the Removites guessed where it came
froin,  Mr. Quelch had not zeid a word upon the subject.
During the past week he hed become more cold and reserved
in his manner than ever, and Haorry Wharten & Co. could
uczs how he felt the humiliation that his late experience
ad brought upen him. They were protty cevtain, too, that
Punter was receiving money from him, and vet the man’s
claim to be a velation of the Remove-mastor did not convinee
them. It was evident, however, that the man had some hold
upon Mr. Quelch, and that he was determined not to quit
the neighbourhood. His reception at Greyfriars kept him
away from sthool, and Bolsover, at least, had- given up
the scheme of bringing him thers again, and the Boundor,
po far, lay low, like Drer Fox, and said nothing.

But the Bounder was not idle, all the same. As much from
a epirit of pure ill-natured mischief, as from dislike of the
Form-mastor, Vernon-Smith had determined to  make the
most of the matter. That the Form-master hed & scerst,
and that Punter might be the means of making it known at
the school, the Bounder was certain. And it certainly seemed
that the Remove-master could have no ereditable reasons for
allowing the disreputeble ruffian to keep a hold upon him.
He had succeeded, apparently, in satisfying the Head. But
Vernon-83mith was not satisfied, :

EBolsover had dropped the matter. He had even done hia
five hundred lines, and Mr. Quelch had overlooked the rest,
on Bolsover making submission. The bully of the Remove
knew when he had gone far enough; and he did not want
any more Form reggings. But Vernon-Smith, to whose

eculisar nature treachery was a pastime, had not changed

iz plans in the least, though he did not confide them any
longer to Bolsover.

To dizscover the Form-master's secret, and to show it up to
the wholo achool, was the Bounder's object: and aftor that
it seemed to him that there could be nothing less than the
“ prder of the sack " for Mr. Quelch. And the mere idea
of succeeding in eacking p Form-master appesled to the
Bounder's arrogant nature. Heo would prebably have entered
into the schemo with zest, even if he had not lately felt the
heaty hand of Mr. Queleh

Un Wednesday afterncon, when the rest of the Form were
at ericket, Vernon-8mith strolled out of the school gates ana
gsauntercd down the road to Friardale. He had reached the
Croes Keys, and was glancing up and down tho roed to make
surc that he was not observed before entering, when Rilly
Bunter hailed him. :

Yernon-B3mith's brows contracted with anger st the sight of
the fat junior. RBilly Bunter came up breathlcasly,

+

‘"I zay, Bmithy, man—" he began.
Vernan-Smith Erit.t-ed his teeth.
“You fat cad '™ he muttered. * You've followed me 1™

Lunter blinked at him through his big spectacles,

““ Oh, reaily, Bmithy—>"

The Bounder made a step towards him. Bunter boacked
away in alarm,

‘““ T say, Bmithy, hands off, you know !’ he exclaimed indig-
nantly. ** I suppose I can walk down the road if T like,
can’t I? Have you bought up the blessed highway "

* What are you spying on me for "

“ Oh, really—"

Vernon-Smith strode towards him with clenched hands.
The fat junior backed further away, net noticing, in his
alarm, that he was backing towards the deep diteh st the side
of the lang.

1 say, Smithy, - [— Yow!"

Splash |

Billy Bunter had backed awa

With s mighty aplash he
wide ditch,

Vernon-Smith burst into a rear.

“ Ha, ha, ha "
Oh! Help "

“Yow! Groo!

“* Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter went right under the muddy, slimy water, and came
up acain with festoons of green ocoze over his head and
shoulders, and n]iniing to hig spectacles. He puffed and hlew
wildly, tryini to keep a footing in the ditch. The woter
came up to his fat aﬁnuldnm, and the bottomm of the ditch
was soft mud, in which his feet clung. The water ran
swiftly, for the ditch communicated with the Sark close at
hu,ltif.l.l Bunter waved hizs hands wildly above the water, and
yelled : -

“Ow! Help me out! Smithy! Grool”
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** Ha, ha, ha "

“ I—I—I'm drowning! Yow! Help!"

The Bounder watched him from the bank, grinning with
enjoyment. Fe did not make tho least motion to help the
Owl of the Remove.

*“* Help " roared Bunter, “Oh! Ow " -

“ ¥ou can help yourself,” said the Bounder coolly. * Only
don't come out on this eide of the ditch, or I shall pitch you

in again!'
Bunter spluttered.
“Ow! Oh! Help! Beast! Pull me out! Yowpl”
* ¥ou shouldn't spy on me !" gaid Vernon-Bmith. ** You've
followed me all the way from Greyfriars, you fat cad [™
“Ow! T haven't! Yow! 1 only wanted to see where you

wero going ! I won't tell anybody you were going to the
Crozsa Keys! Ow!"

‘** Ha, ha, ha I'

Billy Bunter plunged towards the side of the ditch, and
strove to pull himself out into the réad. But his boots were
deeply embedded in the thick mud at the bottom, and as fast
as he dragged one foot out, the other pank deeper. Hae
suceceded at lagt in detac:hinﬁ both of them, and scrambled up
the bonk, and planted both knees in the herbage, preparatory
to crawling cut into the road.

Vernon-Smith raised his boot, and pushed it against
Bunter's chest.  The unfortunate Owl of the Remove rolled
haché.] !:#ithaa vell.

5 I Groooooooop

Bplash ! _ _ ‘

The muddy waters of the diteh received the fat junior once
more.

VYernon-Smith yelled with laughter.

‘* Better orawl out on the other side,
suggested. ** You're not coming out into the road |
you won't follow me again!l™

+t ?ﬂw !!'

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Oh, really, Bmithy—"

“ He, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder.

Bunter succepded at last in forcing & way through the
There was a thick and thorny hedge, with no opéning in i,
and the fat junior yelled and gasped as ho strove force
a passage through it. On the other side of the go was
the garden belonging to the” Cross Keys, which extended
down to the river. i

“ Go it!” snid Vernon-8mith encouragingly.

“QOw! Benst! Yow!”

Bunter succeeded at last in forcing a way through the
hedge. He eank down in the grass on the side, com-
pletely exhausted, and exuding mud sand green ooze on
sides, His puffing and gssping could be heard at guite a
distance. :

Vernon-Smith chuckled, and went on his way. Billy Bunter
could not see him through the hedge, and the fat junior was
in ne state just now to spy upon him. The Bounder turned
into the narrow lane beside the inn, and went along the
building to the garden at the back, where there were benchea
facing the river for patrong of the Cross Keys under the shade
of the trees,

On one of the benches Mr. Percy Punter was seated. He
had s pipe in his mouth and a mug of beer upon the little
roid table beside him. He locked up, and nodded affably,
a3 the Bounder came up. Mr. Punter was in his usual state
of exhilaration, a proof that be was being kept in funds from
HOIG BOULCE, ]

1 Aternoon I he said cheorfully. g g

Vernon-Smith dropped into the seat beside him

“ How are you getting on1'" he asked.

“Stony I’ said Mr. Punter pathetically, “ My old pal
Quelchy 1s 'ard—wery 'ard, he is, on a hold pall”

& Wﬁat about the quid I gave you the other day 1"

“Gorn!" gaid Mr. Punter. “'It's 8'prisin’ how money
goes—most s'prisin’ | " Feller pgets wery thirsty this ‘of
weather 1"

The Bdunder nodded. s .

“1 suppose vou're hard ug., and Quelch isn't keeping you
any too Hush?' he remarked,

“ Jost so, my young friend !"' said Mr. Punter.

“Why don’t you come up o the school, and make him
shell out ¥ )

Mr. Punter sheok his head. ]

““ They set the dorg on me,” he paid. 1 was tore—tore
something cruel! 1 ain'L coming 1o the school apsin—not
me ! o, no!"

“t Not for & quid !"*

" Not for nothing !" said Mr. Puntér ungrammatically but
emphatically. * It ain't good enocugh, young gentleman!
No fear M

* Look here,” said Vernon-8mith, sinkiog his voice, * I've

(L)
L]

Bunty !” ke
erhapa

“BOUGHT HONOURS | " *toigud, \ars; compiets Taie ot Tommase *
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got plenty of money | My pater’s o millionaire, and T bave
us much money as I hike”

Mre. Punter’s oyes glistoned.

“ All right for you!"™ he remarked.
spare & 'arf-quid for an ole pal—"'

* I could spare & fiver, if [ liked!” s :

“Ho!" said Mr. Punter, half-closing his ¢yes in ravished
contomplation of the amount of strong drink that could be
obtained for five pounds. ' Ho !V ) .

“ I could, end would," said the Bounder, ™ 1}

Mr. Punter shook his head agnin disconsolately. .

“I can't come up to the school,” he suid. * Henery is too
'‘sard I That dorg—="" L

“ T don’t want you to come to the school,” said the Bounder
eoolly. "I want the sccret!” ]

Mr. Punter blinked at him blearily.

“The secret?" ho repesated.

“Yea"

* Wot secret ! demanded Mr. Punter.

“1 want to know what you've got against
the Bounder, in & low, determined wvoice.
meiling him—" :

“rOld on! That's & narsty word !"' said Mr. Punter.

“ Tt's the right word !"* said the Bounder. * You're black-
mailing Queleh! T don't believe for a moment that you're a
relation of his. or an old friend—it's impossible! Some of
the fellows think so, but you can't pull the weel over my
cyea! I know that's all gas!"” .

Mr. Punter looked at him in a very peculiar way.

“You'ro wery sharp, young gentleman,” he said—'f wery
sharp indead! P'r'aps too sharp !

o ]‘,‘m no fool!” said the Bounder coolly., * ¥ou've got
gome hold on Queleh, snd the only possible explanation is
that he has done something, and you know it—scinething
disgraceful—and it's in your power to give him away ! Isn't
that it ?"

Mr, Punter grinned.

“Wot if it 157" he asked.

“ 1 want to koow what it 13, aaid the Bounder, * and I'll
give vou & five-pound note for telling mme. That's fair and
square !

Mr. Puriter hesitated.

* Money talks!™ he said at last. 2

Vernon-Smith took out his pocket-book, jerked a erisp and
rustling banknote from it, and laid it upon the beer-stained
wooden table. Mr. Punter's ¢ves gleamed, and he made a
motion to tako tho banknote, Vernon-Binith placed his hand
upon it.
‘:iNn_t till you've kept your part of the bargain!™ he
said.

“Orlright !"" said Mr. Punter.
afore—you paid the q:.ud. I'll trust you. It's o po!”

“Go ahend, then!" zaid the Bounder, unable to conceal
his cagorness. “I'm waiting " *

I don't see why I shouldn't,” said Mr. Punter thought-
fully. He seemed to be seeking some salve to apply Lo his
conscience, much to the surprise of the Bounder, who had not
suspected him of having one. ** Why shouldn't I—hey "

‘‘MNo reason why you shouldn't,' said the Bounder im-
patiently. “ Go ahead I

“ Henory docen't treat me well,” said Mr. Puntor pathetic-
ally. “Wot's a pound a weck to a feller like me—born
thirsty *"

“"Oh! He gives vou o pound 2 week, does he?' soad
Yernon-3mith.

“"Tain't much,” said Mr. Punter, * and he won't make it
more. If T says I'll go to the perlice, he says T won't get
even the quid if I do, and he's right. And I dursn’t come
up to the school and give him a doing, "cause he sets the dorg
an me! He's a 'ard man, 13 Hevery Quelch ™

The Bounder grinned. Even under the thumb of the
blackmailer, it was evident that Mre. Quelch was a very toupgh
gustomoer,

“"Bides, it'll be hover scon—mebbe afore five weeks 1= up,
snd then I sha'n’t tetch five quid, and you ofters me five now,"”
said Mr. Punter. *° As a business man, I'm bound to lzke
your hoffer—ain't 17"

“Of course you are "' said the Bounder. ' Go ahead, for
goodness' sake. and don't keep me all the afternoon !™

“Wory well!” said Mr. Punter. “It's all my eye about
my bein' his cousin or his brother! I put it lilte that
becauso—hecanse—-""

“ Because you hed to say somoething, and you couldn't
explain that you were only his blackmailer ¥ sugprested
the Bounder.

“¥You can put it like that.” said Mr. Punter. * Well, this
12 "ow it is. I'm a pal of Mr. Quelch's brother "Erbert, and
"Erbert’s got into trouble=—=—""

“ Not surprising, with a friend like you!™ murmured the
Bounder.

“IEh, wot did you say?!" said Mr. Punter suzpiciously.

“71 said get on with the washing !"”
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“ Mebbe you could

uelch," said
“You'ro black-

“You kep' your bargain

Mr., Purnter «dratned hiz mug.
*'Lrbert’s in trouble,” he said.
chreque. He was in a banlk,
‘aving an over and above goo
bolted. I know where he is."
*0h 1" eqid tho Bounder.
“1 should have stood by him, and looked arter him, like
an old pal,” said Mr. Punter, **only he's got no money! Ha
ain't no use to me. Dut would ive him away to the
perlice? No! That sin't my sort. Hame time, o man must
tive. B30 why shouldn'st Henery hand out a little to kecp his
hmther‘su vld pal from starving-—eh? Why should I go

mngr :
iy Er thirsty ¥"' said the Boumder.
Mr. Punter chuckled.
“Yes, or thirsty,” he said. “Well, that's the whele
varn."

“Not at all!” said the Bounder. “ Where is Quelch’s
hrother hiding ?'"

Mr. Punter shook his head.

“ Matter of fact, he's give me the slip,” he said. “1 did
Lnow, but last tims 1 went to see him he had gone, and 1
found him not, as they say in the novels. Looks to me as if
he didn't trost his ol {Perc—y," said Mr. Punter, with a
sorrowful shake of the E; d. :

The DBounder looked at him keenly. He was inclined to
think that Mr. Punter had told him the truth, or something
near it. He was disappointed that the story furned out to
be nothing againat the Remove-master—nothing, at all
events, but & very deep concern for his brother, who had done
wrm’ag. or was suspected of wrong-doing.

“Then if you don't know where Herbert Quelch iz, you
are screwing money out of old Quelch on false pretences '
said tho Bounder.

Mr. Punter closed one ecye.

“Feller must live ! he said.
B?El‘}ft-hing- He's very ‘ard on an old p.ﬂr- -hus brother's old
pal, I mean! Lot him go and eat cole '™

Vernon-8mith laughed.

“1 don't want you Lo let Queleh alone,” he =aid. * Stick
to him like o lrech, and ,E:ct all you can out of him, my man.
There's your fiver; vou've carned it. DBut if I And that
vou've told me any lics, I'll make you squirm. If I claim
that fiver, and put the police on your track for picking it
out of my pocket, you'll go to prison! You urcderstand *"

Mr. Punter stared blankly 2t Vernon-8mith. He was a

rotty thorough rascal himself, but he bad never experienced

afore such Eup!iciw ns he saw now in the Boundef of
Greyfriars. Ilis jaw dropped.

“ My word " he gasped. .

“It's all serene, if you've told me the truth!" zaid the
Bounder.

“1 "ave!” asserted Mr. Punicr. “1 ave! Not a word
huat the truth, except that young "Erbert zays that he's
innocent of the charge agin him, and Honery he says so,
ton, That's why he's standing by him."”

“And i he inneeent " askod Viernon-Bmith

“RBlest tf I know!" szaid Mr. Puntor.
netther ™'

Vernon-Binith rose.  Mre, Punter lounped into the inn, to
change the fliver and proceed immediately to expend a
considerable portion of it in liquid refreshment.

The Boundrr walked back to Greviviars with a gleam of
trimmnph in his eyes. He felt that he held the trwmp card
ﬁt ldastéthe Remove-master’s fate was in the hallow of his

and !

It wes a matter of a
ou know; and "Erbert not
reputation, got scared and

“T ain't bound to toll him

“Don't care,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Knew,

i Y hat!™
M “ Great Beott!™
“Ha, ha, ha!™

Loud exclamations and a wild yell of laughtor
rrected the Owl of the Remove, as he rolled in at the gates
of Grevirars, . .

Billy Bunter was in a sorry plight,

He was wet through, smothered with mud and slime and
onze, and gasping with fatigue. He blinked indignantly at
the jumiors as they crowded round bim, langhing., Billy
Bunter could see nothing whatever to laugh at,

“ I say yvou fellows——"

““Ha, ha, ha !

““ Blessed if T can sce anything to cackle at," growled the
fat junior. " I'm wet—"

ANSWER
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“VYou look wet I velled Bob Cherry, “ Ha, ha, ha! And
muddy ™

“ And slimy” grinned Tom Brown.

“ And cozy ! chuckled Morgan.

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“ Faith, and it's a dirthy object ye are,” said Micky

I?:mﬁ_nd. “Is it scraping out a ditch wid yersell ye've
I !

“0h, really, vou fellows—""

“Ha, ha, im!”

“I've got something to itoll you chaps. It was Smithy—

he pitched me into the ditch,” gasped Bunter. * He was
g'bm:%' into the Cross Keys—-"
“Just like Smithy,” said Nugent, with a sniff. *“ That’s

enc of his favourite places on a half-holiday !

“What did he pitch you into the ditch for, Bunter?”
asked Harry Wharton, who had just come from the ericket-
field, with his bat under his arm.

" Because I—1 tried to stop him,” said Bunter.
he was gong in to see that man Punter, and I regarded it
as my duty to stop him."

“Hsa, he, hg!"

. Bunter blinked angrily at the laughing Removites. Tha
wea of the fat junior attempting to etop the muscular
Bounder seemed funny to the Removites. cy know very
well that Bunter would as scon have tackled Wingate of tho
Sixth as the Bounder of the Remove.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Oh, draw it mild,” said Johnny Bull
so thick, Bunter.”

“The thickfulness of Bunter's estcemed whoppers is
torrific,” murmured Flurree Jamsei Ram Singh.

M m teling you the exact truth,” said Bunter, with
digml:;r. * I stopped him, and gave him & thrashing—"

“And left him for dead # suggested Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ When he suddenly took me from behind, and pitched me
backwards into the ditch,” said Billy Bunter.

The juniors shrieked.

" How could ho pitch you backwards into the ditch, if he
was_behind you?"' demanded Harry Wharton.

i }'I-Inll’hn’ ha !" 1 how b

“I—I'm not explaining how he did it—I'm only statin
the fact " said Bul:iter- 4 J ¥

“The fact! My hat!"’

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

"All right, 1 won't tell you any more,” said Bunter
angrily. " Bmathy's been getting up to his tricks sgain,
and I know all about it.
word.”

And Billy Bunter relled on his wey indignantly, and
went up to the Remove dormitory, where he began to serape
off the mud and slime. Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glances.

‘““ Think therc’s anything in it ?*' asked Johnny Bull.

‘I shouldn’t wonder; wvery likely the Bounder pitched
him into the ditch because he'd found out something,” Harry
Wharton remarked thoughtfully.

“Let's go and ask him.”

“He says he won't tell us!” said Johnny Bull,

“I'l take him some jam-tarta !

“Ha, ha, ha "

The Famous Four followed Billy Bunter up to the Remove
dormitory. They found the Owl of the Hemove cleaning
himself, and grunting very much over the process. He
scowled at the chums as they entered.

' Billy, old man—"" began Harry Wharton affably.
Y ¥ou can go ond cat colke,” growled Billy Bunter,
jolly well not going to tell you ﬂﬂ?’thiﬂg+ Yah!”

‘: ‘EE'E"]::’r:.;u brought you some tarts[™

" Look 7"

Billy Bunter's eyes glistencd at the sight of the bog of
tarts. He grabbed them suddenly, ag if afraid that Wharton
might change his mind, and sat down on the bed, hali-
dressed and wet as he was, to make sure of them by stowing
them away immediately.

' Now, what's that about Smithy ¥’ asked Nugent.

“ He pitched me into the diteh,” said Bunler, with his
mouth full. * He's plotting against Quelech. Of course, I
don’t care twopence sbout that. But I think vou fellows
ought to rag him for spoiling m§ clothes,”

"I knew

“ Don't pile it on

But I jolly well won't tell you &

“1'm

“1f he's plotting againet Quelchy, we'll rag him for
gpoiling your clothes,” promised Harry Wharton.

“ After I got out of the ditch, I crawled up tothe garden,”
Bunter explainedy starting on the second tart. I knew he
was going to sec Punter, and I'd seen Punter in the garden,
boozing. I lay low behind the hedge, and heard every word
they said.”

* Hotier 1"

BE Eh ?l!

“I mean go on!”

“1I know the whole story, now,” said Billy Bunter. “I
don’'t mnd tellmgt_;,'-:-u fellows, Somithy gave the villain five
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guid to tell him all about it. Quelch’s got a brother, who's
been robbing a bank or something, ang he's bunked. The
police are looking for him, und%unt-ar is getting money
out of Queleh, by pretending to know where he is, &and to
ahh!ﬂ‘:'tF give him up to the bobbies. What do you think of
that '

"“The ead "

“1 don't know what Smithy is gong to do, but he gove
the man a five-pound note; I saw him,” said Bunter. ** He's
an awiul rotter, you know; my clothes are spoiled—""

“We'll see Bmithy ns gsoon as he comes in,” said Harry
Wharton abruptly. “I don’t know what use he thinks of
making of this; bat we'll jolly well muzzle him."

“¥es, rather!"

And the Famous Four quitted the dormitery, and Bill
Bunter was left alone to finish the tarts, and then to fini
the process of cleaning himself and his clothes. It was »
long and troublesome process; and Billy Bunter derived
much satisfaction from the reflection that, at all events, he
had succceded in preparing a very warm reception for the
Bounder when he came back.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Tar and Feathers,
HJ‘tRR’? WHARTON & Co. were waiting at the school

gates when Vernon-8mith came home. The Bounder

glanced at them, and was not very long in cbeerving

the look of the Famous Four. e paused as they
closed up to meet him.

* Anything up!" he asked.

“"Yes," said Harry Wharton grimly.

**What's the matter 7"

"Wa've just seen Bunler,"

Vernon-B3mith grinned. o i

“Did he tell vou I pushed him into the ditch? Well
the spying cad was following me, and I wasn’t having any.'

" He told us more than that !’ said Frank Nugent.

The Bounder locked puzzled.

“1 don't see anything more he could have told you," he
sald, retreating a ate;la. " What do you mean?"

* Bunter heard- all you eaid te that scoundrel ai the
Cross Keys!”

Vernon-Smith started back. He was utterly taken by
surprize, and the colour wevered in his cheeks,

" Bunter—hcard " he c¢jaculated.

L1 HEE“TJ

' And—he's-told you 1M

“ FEvery word.™

“Well,” enid the Bounder, recovering hin coolness. *1
was going to tell the fellows, anyway; you've only gob it
from Dunter a little sooner. I know about Quelch now—all
nbout him. His brother's a thief, and the police are hunting
for him. Qucleh is conmiving at keeping him out of their
{'mmla. That's & punishable offence. ﬁa’: breaking the
Ewlll

“You cad!™

" You rotter

Vernon-8mith shrugged his ghoulders.

“You can slang mo a3 much as you like,” he said. * Bub
vou can't make ma hold my tongue. LI'm going to show
Quelchy up to all Greyfriars. That must be where he went
the other day, when he waa gone all the morning—io #en
his brother. Ie's helping him te keep out of thoe polico-
men’'s hands, and he ought to be ehown up.”

“"¥You paid Punier to tell you all that ! said Harry
Wharton.

** That’s my business.” 3

“It's our }buamaaa_, too,” said Harry Wharton. *'Yon
promiscd honour bright to do nothing against Quelch, by
order of the Form.”

“Circumstances alter cades. I'm not bound to stand up
for Quelchy when I know that he’s helping a thief to cscape
fram the outhorities.’

“¥ou don’t know that; you've only got the word of a
drunken blackguard for it,” said Harry Wharton. * You've
broken your word of honour.'"

“Oh, rats!”

" Well, if & promise won't bind you, there's nothing for it
buf to make it worth your while to keep your word,” said
Harry Wharton, * and the only way to do that is to make
it too painful for you 1o break your word. Mind, you're
gulilnié] to say nothing against Quclch in the school—not &
syllable."

‘““ Whe's going to stop me "'

£ Wﬁ AT 1:!

id Bﬂ&h ll!‘

“ Collar him ! said Harry Wharton.

Vernon-8mith sprang back: but the Famous Four wers
upon him with a sudden rush, He was grasped in their
strong hands and whirled off his fect. i
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“Hands off " he yelled. *Let me alone!
o Brmi him along!” said Harry Wharton.
And the squirmipg, struggling, twisting Bounder was
tushed slong the lane and across the plank bridge over the
g;ﬂ;, into the wood, There he was bumped down in the

'He was still struggling furiously, in dire apprehension of
what was to happen to him. ‘And he had reason to be
apprehensive.

¢ Famous Four were all rea for hia punishment.
Nugent prodyced a whipoord from his pocket, and tied the
Bounder's wrists securely bohind his back. Then the raseal
of. the Remove was allowed to rise to his fest.

'll.il'f staggered up, his brows dark and his eyes scintillating
with r

“I'll make you suffer for this!” he muttered.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“I fancy you're going to do all the suffering at present,”
he remarked. “Now, I'll hold the cad while you fellows
pile in."”

“Right-ho "

The Bounder watched the juniors with apprehensive eyes.
Nugent produced a bag from under his jacket, and opened
it, and the Bounder saw with surprise that it contained a

aantity of feathers, evidently taken from a mattress,

harton produced a tin can, and, on being opened, a
quantity d-:-f tar was r:]ve}:]ed. kJe:nihnny hBuli nl::arel"ull
Unwrap & DApET Dpare e took from his pocket, an
djmleﬁegea large hrusli"u. 53

“You—you're not going to put that stuff on me!” panted
the Bounder. _

“That's exaoctly what we're Emg to do,"” said Wharton
coolly, “ Tar and feathers is the proper punishment for a
fellow who breaks hia word.”

“ Hear, heoar!”

The Bounder trembled with rage and indignation.

“ You—you dare not!" he shrieked,

“You'll soon see!”

Halp 1™

Wharton dipped the brush inte the can of tar and
advanced towards the Bounder. Vernon-Bmith strove to
back away, but the Et.mn%)graap of Bob Cherry held him fast.

Wharton dabbed the tar-brush upon his face, and he uttered
& fiendish yoll.

‘:EDW! kﬂrﬂn!” h shut " said Wh I
“ Better keep your mouth shut " sai arton warningly.
“Heolp! Ow! Gr-r-r-rr-r-rughl” 8

“There! I warned you.'"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Br-r-r-r-rr!”

Vernon-8mith did not open hizs mouth again. The taste
of the tar was not pleasant. The hrush dabbed over his [ace
and hair till he was a mass of tar and stickiness.

“ Now the feathers!” said Harry Wharton,

" Here you are!"

Nugl:nnt. emptied the bag of fcathers over the Bounder's
tar ead.

They stuck to him in tufts and clumps, giving him the
strange appearance of a hen after a fipht in & barnyard.
Nugent and Johnny Bull picked up the feathers that fell
to the ground, and stuck them on.

“ Groo-o-oo-0-0h!" came in & muffled murmur from ths
Bounder.

Tha Removites grinned.

Vernon-Smith's features had wholly disappeared under the
mass of tar and feathers, and his hair was a sticky, fluffy
T 588,

He was breathing stertorously under the sticky infliction
But the chums of the Remove were not finished yet. Harry
Wharton drew 2 card from his pooket and pinned it upon
the Bounder's breast. . The card bore the inscription in
large letters:

“PUNISHED FOR BREAEKING HIS WORD OF
HONOUR.
“ By Order of the Form."

*“That's done!” seid Harry Wharton. * Leave his hands
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tied, or he'll get that card off. All the fellows have got to
know what he's punished for. Take him back|™

The Bounder paated.

h:‘?'il!"nu—rnu’ra not going to take me to the school like
thia

“Wo are, All Greyfriars has got to see how a cadls
punished in the Remove breaking his word of honour.”

“I—I'l complain to the Head !

“ All serena! If you like to tell him about your dealings
with & man like Punter, st & place like the Cross Keys, you're
et liberty to do it.”

The Bounder ground his teeth with rage. He was caught
at every point. The Keys public-house was most
strictly out of bou end with good reason, The Bounder
sould not tell part of the story without the whole coming
out; and he knew that he would be expelled from Greyfriare
if the Head came to know of his proceedings that afternoon.

“H March!” said Harry Wharton.

The tarry and feathery Bounder was marched out into the
road, and 1 8l cheo
there, but an application from a pin in
drove him forward with a yell

Ho dashed acrces towards the School House, to escape
from the open quadrangle and the glare of the sunlight as
quickly as he could.

But his etrange aspeot caused the fellows to flock round
from all sides

A yell of langhter greeted him.

The sppearance of Bunter after his ducking had hardly
been eo ridieulons, and certainly not eo humiliating for the
sufferer.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Let me loosa!' ghrieked the Bounder.

“"Rata!"” sgid Bolsover. “ You've broken your word,
honour bright! Serve you right!”

**Ha, ha, ha!"

The Famous Four left Vernon-Smith to etruggle through
the yelling crowd, and strolled out into the lane again.

“I think that will be a lesson to Smithy!” said Harry
Wharton grimly. “ And if he saye a word against Quelch,
we'll give him & second dose.”

“What-ho!"

From the Close came = roar of voicea

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

b Cherry's hand

— e —

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
The End of the Secret,

ALLO, hallo, hallot™
“ What'as the matter now?"
“QOur friend Punter, [ wish we had some more
tar and feathers.”

The chums of the Remove had sauntered down to the bay.
They were walking slong tho sands of Pegp when they
canght eight of the ubiquitous Mr. Punter. Apparently he
had cxpended a great part of Vernon-Smith's bribe in a
liquid form, for he was walking very unsteadily. Mr
Quelch was coming from tha direction of the village of Pegg,
walli with his eyes on the ground, and he had not vet
wen the ruffian.  Mr. Punier cavght sight of him, and
waited for him to come up.

The juniors halted. There were a good many Remove
iellows on the beach, and ther gathered round. The Remove
had solemnly agreed to stand by Mr. Quelch and back him
up, and they meant to keep their compact. If the black-
mailer molested the Remove-master, Harry Wharton & Co.
were ready for him.

" Hallo, ola pal, Henery "

Mr. Quelch started, and raised his eyea

Punter stood in his path, with a grin on his coppery face,
and his battered hat cocked on one side of his head.

“ Ain't going to speak to an ole pal, hey!” he demanded
threateningly.

The Remove-master looked at him steadily.

“Listen to me!™ he eaid. '*1 have something to say to
you, you scoundrel!” The Remove-master turned to the
juniors, ‘' Wharton, Nugent—all of you, come here!

*Ves, airt"
“I want you all to hear!”
The Removites gathered round curiously.

YA week or two ago,” eaid Mr. Quelch quictly, * there
was & robbery at the bank where my younger brother held
a responsible post.  Buspicion mmmf to fall upon him, and
he very foolishly ran away, instead of facing it out, and
thus caused the police to believe that he was guilty. He
had previgusly been guilty of reckless conduet, chiefly
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through knowing rascals like this man and others of his
eort.’”

“Ho!"' said Mr, Punter indignantly,

“This man knew, or pretended to know, where Herbert
was, '’ went on the Remove-master, in the same quiet tone.
*“ He therefore came to me and threatened me with betraying
my brother, unless I gave him money. On the day he came
to Greyfriars I had first heard of my brother's misfortune,
and I was very much ygset, If, in my worried state of mind,
1 was unduly sharp with any of you boys, I am sorry for it.”

“0h, thet's all right, sir!” eaid Harry Wharton. *“We
didn’t mind it & bit, sir. You've always been a jolly good
master to uas, sir”

" Hear, hear!" said Mark Linley.

“Yes, rather, eir!"

: “Thank éou 1" said Mr. Quelch, his face softening & little.
‘1 am glad to hear you say e0. Well, I was quite sssured
that Herbert waa innocent, and had only soted fooliehly in
drawing suspicion upon himeclf, and I consented to pay this
scoundrel for a time, while the matter was being investigated.
1 employed & detective you have scen at Greyfriars—Dalton
Hawke, the schoolboy detective—and he has succeeded i

placing the guilt upon the right shoulders, The cashier ::E
the bank has confessed, and mg brother in cleared from all
suoepicion. He has returned to his home,”

Mr. Punter's face fell.

:‘ My 'st!” he murmured.

‘I have explained this to you, in order that you may
know the circumstances under which I snbmitted to the visits
of this wretch,” continued Mr. Quelch, ** Alter the scene in
the Form-room the other day, 1 explained to the Head.
Now I have explained to you. The matter is cleared up, and
my brother is reinstated, and this man's power is T | 4
hae does not immediately leave the neighbourhood I ehall
have him arrested upon a charge of blackmail,”

*Oh, lor! groaned Mr. Punter.

“That is all!’ said Mr. Quelch.

“ Not guite sll, sir!” said Beb Cherry. ** This follow ia
a dirty rascal, sir, and we think he ought to have a wash—
end the sea ia quite handy—and 2

“ Hoar, hear!” roared the jumiors.

There was & rush, and before Mr. Quelch could speak—
even if he felt inclined to do so—Mr. Punter was in the
grasp of the juniors.

_He roared and struggled; but they crowded round him
l:hﬂhﬁes, and he was rushed away bodily towards the
sea-shore.

Mr. Quelch smiled grimly. Turning his back upon the
unhappy blackmailer, ?‘m walked away in the direction of
Greyiriars.

"Ow!" roared Mr. Punter.

“Duek him **

“ Hurray 1"

Down to the water's edge the ﬁniurs rushed their prisoner.

There was a mighty splash as Mr. Punter was hurled into
the water,
Ugh!"

" Varoop!

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Mr. Punter struggled wildly in the shallow water. He
crawled out of the sea, wet all over, and gasping. He did
not like water, zalt or fresh, outside or inside, The juniors
ntade another rush at him, as he crawled out; and Mr.
Punter, with & gasp of affright, tock to his heels and fled,

“ After him !"" roared Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha "’

Morg to scare the rascal than with the intention of ducking
him again, the Remaovites dashed in pursuit.

But fear lent Mr. Punter wings.

Heo tore away at top speed, and vanished along the cliffs,
and the juniors, laughing heartily, ceased the pursuit. '

“T don’t think we shall ses any more of Punter,”
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha! Not likely!"”

And Bob Cherry was right. Mr. Punter disappeared
forthwith from the necighbourhood of Greyfriars, and was
not seen there again.

Harry Wherton and Co. returned to Groyfriare in a8 very
cheerful mood. The Form-mastor’s sccret was a sccret no

“Elp! Leggol!”

(Conlinued on page 206.)
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OUR THRILLING NEW SERIAL STORY. START THIS WEEK!

TWKCE ROUND THE GLOBE?

a

#
I’r .
I.?

Ferrers Lord, milllonalre. and owner
of the Lord of the Deep.

THE FIRST

Priace Ching-Luog, ndventurer, conjurer and
Yentrilogulst.

THE STORY:OF:-THE
GREAT MAN-HUNT

> SIDNEY DREW

Nathan Gore, Jewel collecior
and multi-millionalre,
Feerers Lord's tereitle rival.

CHAPTERS.

“BY FOUL MEANS OR FAIR, I'LL WIN."
Nalhan Gore, millionairs aod jewsl-pollector, clenched his hands foricusly and raved like & madmsanh on the deck of the liner Coronation.

He had started spacially fro
wis to be pat up tor auckion.
ke listens :
Wonder ' privately. No biddars. Price nnknown.!

“ A telegram for Mr.' G

. (ors,’* & volce rang out throngh the darkness.
hls face cama pver deathly pale, and he gava vent to a terrible oath, The message was: °° Parrers Lord parchased * The World's
“I'l win yel,"" shrisked the man. E

m Amarioa in order to be présent at the sale-room in London where the costly diamond,  The World’'s Wonder,”

The American was fold the messags. and, as

*¢ By toul means or Iair, I'U win [ *

“THE WORLD'S WOKDER."™

In the magnificent drawing-room of Perrers Lord’s houss in Park Lans was assembled s vatied collection of individuals.
was the celsbrated millionaire himsell, and close {o him sat Ching-Lung, & Chinaman, busily en
¢ nesr, was i nin:ht.n. and :E'.uput Thurston yawned in & chair,

mﬂflm: amited, *

tha
asked the Intiee. The

The pricelsgs im paazed trom hand iﬁ-‘htnﬂ.
overy at,

Money and Iair words, Ropert,” he replied,

Firat of all thera

:flgnd in making paper butterfiss, Hal Honout,
* How muph you pay for that great diamond F'* presently
' By the way, vou have not seen it yot £

A thousand fires burned in itz orpstal hoart ; a thousasnd colours, ever changiog, leaped Irom
guess it wounld have been mors money and less fair wozds it old Gore had turned up,' remarked Ching-Lung sagsly.

“TLL TAEE TEE CHALLENGE |

u;nf rﬂﬁﬁﬁuﬂhﬂm hnmhu- '“'“l:;“tﬂ iﬂdlﬂlm‘.!h = u
oI k. man RCE dowaowmarids on & O00F.
 Ching—ths diamond ! " eame in & hoarse voica,

[ 1 mﬂl-lfl had bes
worst. dely yoo. The stoos it mine.—Nathan Gore,”
bunt bim down and win back my diamond.**

A Iaint light shona from the deawing-room.
Thers was a ghastly
*h Ching opened the drawer w
t lstt bahind : ** To Perrars Lord,—EKnowing that you wonld pot sell ¢
The millionaire roge to his fest.
He begins the chags after the damond thiel, and rush

Ching-Luog pushed open the door, then &
crimson stain on his collar, man was Ferrers Lot
e¢h Lord indicated, but thers was no diamond thers. Bo
The World's Wonder,' I bave {aken if. Do yonr
“1 take the challengs, Ching' he seid. D'l
8% seross Germany into Russin in a special

iraip, faking with him & pomber of the craw ¢! the Lord of tha Deesp, which vasse! has been destroyed by Nathan Gore.
They are not able to ovsrtake Gore, however, sud when they reach the estate of Prince Miguel Ollsporf, the prince invites them to stay at the

mansion. Ferrers Lord, thinking that Nathan Gore i3 in hiding thers, acoapts,
k. and Prouot ties Ching-Luog by his pigtail to & {res, 30 that he hangs inko t

thar's glothes into g

of netties, he dresges up a3 an elderly Iady and returny as they ace looking lor their clothes,
% very bad quarter of an hoar belore they discover {hit they have besn hoaxed again. e

Thomay Frout & Co. go ont for the afterpoon on the lake in the
water, Ching-Luoog is freed by Gan Waga, and, atter thro ming tis
Prodt & Co. go through

{Now go on with the story.)

A Traitor's Offer—The Sweet and Gentle Crew—Pront
Becomes Absent-minded for a Short Time, takes a Long
Bath, and Gives two other Baths away for Nothing.

Perhaps the pockef-book found by Ching-Lung made
Ferrers Lord alter his decision to push on. Word was
passed that the journey would not be resumed that day.
Alter their experience in the forest and in the lske, Prout
and Company were not very sorry. Prince Miguel was
the very soul of politeness and hospitality. Though he
had discovered the loss of the notes, and had fifty men
semrching the forest, he was affable, quiet, and whelly
attentive to his guests.

Just before dinner he suggested a stroll in the great
underground palmhouse, built by his extraccdinary uncle,
Michael Scarcff. Secaroff had uvsed it as a laboratory and
workshop, where he jpould labour securely. Miguel had
r-qir:fi:d it with glass, and Elled it with palms and exotic
plants.

“ Excellency." said the Russian, as they descended the
tt?ﬂ “you will find the place rather neglecied. I am
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unable te keep up my estates as well as T could wish. I
have not the meana.
““* And you have squecezed your tenmnts dey, I presume ™

“Well," said the prince, I cannct deny it. Your tone
scems to suggest that to you the squeezing of a tenant
13 the blackest of crimes. Of course, you are an English.
man. Your habite. of life are ifferent, your i1deas are
different. Tha fathers of these people have been the slaves
of my fathers for hundreds of years. We look upon them
as our property, and ranlk them with our cattle, Burely
a man may. do what the chooses with his own ¥

Ferrers Lord picked an orapge from a tree laden with
the golden fruit.

“The bull somctimes kille the bull-fighters, prinee,” ha
answered. “*Even Russia is awakening—even the poor
peasant is learning that liberty is sweet. Toke care that
they do not pull down this ecastle about your cars, and
teor you to pieces.”

“ Come with me, Excellency.”

He turned aside, between rows of lime-trecs. There wag
an arbour at the end, clad with vines covered with daneling

' “BOUGHT HONOURS " * "t esrtrainiimi



burmches of lusgious .grapes: The prince sat down  at =«
rustic table, and the millicnaire senk lazly into another
gent, !

* Excellency,” began thd Russian, “jou deny. that you
I:E!Ied m uncllila il i

‘ Emphsatically, prince |’

“But you do not deny that, in a fashion, you were the
causs of s death !

“J will not refute that,”” said Ferrers Lord coldly.

. Prince Miguel hesitated, and locked thoughtful.

“] am aware that you are not mti&ﬁeg with me,” he
went on, “and I do not insist that I have any claim upon
ou. Your present gave me an idea that I had a cleaim.
ou can understand how much I lost by my uncle’s death.

The submarine which he invented, and you destroyed, was

worth & vast aum. I céme into @ poor estate, instead of
a rich one. The secret should have bean mine. You have
taken that from me. Put it to yourself.
me scmething for that ¥’

_ Thurston and-Hal Honour were sauntering up and down.
A smile crossed the millionaire’s face.

“ Prince,” he said lazily, “ let me put my argument. The
French Government, for instance, possesses the secret of 2
gun of tremendous power. The secret belongs to the nation.

know that the pun is intended to be used against my eoun-
try. I seize that gun. Aecording to your argument,
the secret is worth a million pounds, and there are ffty
million people in France, I owe every one of them about
fivepence, It is absurd!” S I

“T fail to follow you,” ssid the Russian, biting his lip.
“This was not a national affair—it was between man and
man."

“You are mistaken, prince.
boat, and intended to use it, against my country. I happened
to have a submearine of my own, which he several times
attempted to destrey, I was the stronger. It was a duel,
and T'wen—a fair ficht. and no favour. ] would have helped,
but vour own conduct has made it impossible. Let me
g¢e & change in you, and I may reconsider my verdict.”

Again there was & pause. The prince rapped the table
with his knuckles. Ferrers Lord guessed what was coming.

“Da you think,” sasid Prince Miguel, * that it dishonours
& nobleman to earn money 1’

“To earn money honestly would honour an emperor.”

* But ideas of honesty are so varied, Excellency.”

“ Prince,”” said Ferrers Lord, “I wish to admire your
palnis. Tell me no more, for I know what you are gomng to
say. I will not purchase Nathan Gore from you.”

he Russian’s jaw dropped, and he stared at the millionaire
with plassy eyes

“ [—-I—what madness are you talking " he spluttered.

“ Common-senze,” laughed the millionaire. “ We will not
discuss the matter further.”

Ho rose, and joined his comrades, leaving the Russian to
curse and glower, ]

“Hal," said Ferrers Lord, ¥ I do not think wo are quite
as welcome here aa the flowers in May. 1 should advise
you to be on your guard.”

“You don't fear treachery, old chap? asked Rupert.

“ Treachery seema impessible, Rupert ; there are too many
of ua. I told you zbout the ket-book. I shall keep my
eye on tho prince. I think he will do something to warn

ore. '}‘hﬁ blackguard actually hinted at selling the Yankee
to me!’

“Paid by both sides, the brute!” said Rupert, with con-
tempt. ' The dirty cad! ere is he??
h.“I’!ﬂ.*h* arbour there, no doubt feeling very proud of

Lmsn ‘!‘I

They did not wait for their host, but left the palmhouse and
strolled up and down the terrace.

“Wo shall go by the midday train to Moscow, unless wo-

hear nows,” satid Fervers Lord.

“ News of -Gorel”

i ?'EH-I"

“ But how can te get news, old chap?”

“Have you forgotten our gipsy friends™ szaid the mil-
lienaire, smiling. " They have sharp eyes, and are watching
the roads. Depend vpon it, we shall hear something.”

U T expoet you will, my sweet sons, unless vou all go deaf !”
cried the voice of Ching-Lung from & window above. " And
E:-u’lhsec something, 100, Here 1b 15! Yo-heave-ho! Gently,

amn.

Two huge feet appeared over the marble edge of the
hsaleony, followed by a shapeless form. They gues:ed, rather
than knew, that it was Gan-Wapga, Ho slowly desconded b
means of a rope-ladder. A fencing-helmeot covered his head,
and he wore a pair of boxing-gloves. Hie body and legs
vwere 8o padded that he bore a reinarkable msemﬂ'lunne to &
sack of flour. There was o hatchet in hia belt, and a blunder-
buss strapped over his shoulder. Two labels were attached to
hia chest and baclk. The first read:

“ Stuffed with dynamite. Do not touch.”
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Your uncle was using his
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The second imparted the cheerful knowledge:

“This iz Iyddite. Keep off.” .

Ching-Lung slid down after the Eskimo, and rolled a
cigorette. :

“ What's this extraordinary ides, Ching?" asked Thurston.

“Well, my boy,” grinned his Highness, ‘' Gen has got
inte trouble. He has foes who fiercely thirst for his blood.
His life was not safe until I ng him up in that patent
lightning-proof suit. I borrowed the blunderbuss from a
keeper. In a land swarming with foes it i= as well to go
armed. The savage Prout, the remorseless Maddock, the
fiery Joe, and the reckless é'Rﬂﬂ-ﬂﬂj’ are on th%‘;pmﬂ, with
murderous intent. How likest thou the Gan-Wagai™

1 think you are getting a bigger idiot than ever, Ching I”

“An insult, by my halibut! Hal, you call yourself my
friend, and yet stend by without striking him low. I defy
you to strike him an %ﬂwﬂr than he is by nature. What
thinkest thou of yon doughty Eskimo?’

“I1 think you make an excellent pair!" answered the
engineer.
w“DeF nots montlekempary, Chingy, hunk?®' growled Gan-

aAra.

““ Complimentary ? They are rude ! Qut with your chopper,

and smite!” ] ) i ]
‘ Really, old chaps," said Rupert, " it’s not quite the thing
to play the game in snother fellow's house. ¥You ought to

be more dignified." ) :

“Oh, pip! Listen to that!” cried Ching-Lung, standing
on hia head. **Dignified! Gan, tell me, sre my boots on
stroight? We've got to be dignified, I'll come cut in a
tall hat, white choker, and black-kid gloves to-morrow. This
company ia too aristocratic for us t us hide ourselves.
Lct us find a rat-hole and crawl down it. Give me your
arm, my undignified Gan, and we will go."”

CGan chuckled, and put his arm round Ching-Lung's ich
knee, They walked nwaﬁtnge’chur in that fashion, the prince
upside down. Hal and Rupert la.u_shﬂd,

“ Quite mad, both of them,” said Thurston. : ;

“Leave them alone,” said Ferrers Lord. “It 1s quiie
nscless to attempt to keep them out of mischiel. Bometimea
1 wish Ching-Lung would steady and sober down, but he
would not be the old Ching-Lung if he did.” , :

“ Why dorsn’t he marry the fat princess in Chinai™ said
Rupert. ** That would sober him." _

“Or make him teke to drink,” put in the engineer.

It was close upon dinnertime, and they went to their
rooms to make themsclves aa presentable as they could under
the circumstances. The men were alroady at their cvening
meal, but it was not quite such 2 riotous feast as lunch. They
did not speak to each other, e:gﬂpt when they wanted a
dish passed, and then they snapped out the request rudely.

They were finding it hard to digest the adventure of the
lady and the umbrella. It was one of their greatest defeats.
And a crushing defeat, when it follows a glorious victory,
iz cdoubly hard to bear. :

However, when a bowl of steaming punch was brought
they began to cheer up a little.

“ Gintlemin,”™ said Barry, “‘lit the dead past pay for uts
own coffins and bury uts own dead. We have suffered; but
liko the phenix—which same was & koind of birrd—lit ua
roise agin from our own ashes. Lit us dhrame of rivinge,
and think how best we can accomplish ut. Yer very good
heaitha P?

The gloomy faces brightened somewhat. .
h" By I-E?I:e:,-,” growled Prout gloomily, * it was a smack
tho evel

“ 7’1l smack Julius in both eyes!” said Joe.

“ And I'll be thers with both boots,” added Maddock.
hThem was ancther gloomy silence, and then they lighted
their pipes. )

“ 0 wondher where that Eskimo is, bad luck to him!”
gaid Barry.

““You bet he won't come Blﬂn%‘]iﬂr a bit,'" said Joe. "He
know's what’s waitin' for him. ing just twists him round
his little finger. T don't berlieve he could ‘eip lettin’ the
prince out o’ the rat-trap. 8Htill, he's goin’ to get it warm—
mirhty torrid, that's what!"

“ Blazin® 'ot,” added Maddock. “Look "ow ho turned
round hon us! Spiteful wasn't the word "

They drained the bowl
h'u By ﬂimﬁeg 1" sugpested Maddock, “what about ‘untin'

i arp B

“T1 was going to say that, Tom,"” said Joe.

“ Come on, then.” .

The sun was sinking in & furnace of gold. Upstairs
dinner had only just commenced. Prout took out his
knife to cut a switch. i

Plaass order of “The Magmt™
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#0i_think we'd better lave the timber alone in front of
the winders,” said Barry. ““They moight not loike ut.”

“ All right,” growled Maddock, who had also opened his
knifs, “we go to the back!”

Someons shouted a3 they passed behind the stables, but
they took no notice. They came to & fence of hurdles,
and looked across the meadow. In the centrs was a cir-
cular pond, and on the o of the pond grew a willow,

“ A willow switch will do,” said Prout.

“'Olly's tougher, and stings "arder,” remarked Joa, * only
I don’t see none.”

There was a solitary cow in the meadow, and the animal
kept up an incessant lowing. Crossing the fence, they
gained the pond and willow.

“Give me a leg-up,” said Barry, ‘“and, bedad, O{'ll cut
four ticklers for Misther Gan that he won't forgit the taste
of for & month of Baturrday afthernoons. Raise me gintly,
Thomas, until T git howld of that bough. That's noice,
and, troth, there's encugh switches hers to supply foive
hundred schools for as many yvears!"

Barry got his IEF over & branch.

“Cut "em thick,” advised Joe.

“ As thick as Fiue, me bhoy."”

* And choose "em with koobs on," said Maddock.

‘*As nobby as broken bricks, me frind. Bedad, Oi'll
watch thet. Here's firrst cut at Jooliua!"

The Irishman began to hack at a branch,

“Wob s funny row that old cow makes!” said Joe,

‘: Kinder weary of life,” said Maddock. :

“By hokey!” said Maddock, *she seems to be singin'
tha song the old cow died of.”

“0i don't wondher it doied," remarked Barry from the
tree. Y Catch, Tom;: that's number wan !

He tossed down a stick, and Prout began to trim the
branches from it.

“ Look 1" said Maddock.

A fgure was siiling on the distant fence. They recog-
nized Gan-Waga, snd they also recognised the fact that he
was putting his fingers to his snub nose.

“Wob cheek!” snapped Joe. “Oh, wot cheek!™

“Wait a bit. Take no notice. Eveythin' comes to Mim
what waits,”

“ Even the brokers!” sighed Barry.

Barry happened to look towards the cow. Tt was fulfilling
Prout's wise remark, and coming while they waited. Ik
was the cow whose calf Prince Miguel had shot, and it
came with its horns down and its tail in the air. Barr
shrieked out & warning, and they saw their danger. It
would have been the height of folly to have run for the
fence. The distance was too great,

“Go away! Shoo! Bhoo! Go away!" they screamed,
waving their arms.

The cow, maddened by the loss of its calf, flung up the
turf with its hoofs, uttered a ferocious bellow, and dashed
on.

** By hokey, I'm leaving at once ! gaspoed Prout.

He fled round the pond, and Maddock followed him.

Jo# took refuge behind the trunk of the willow. The cow,
unable to check itself, went headlong into the ooze,
Houndered out, stood for a moment glaring, and then

started ic run madly along the bank.

thPmutI?nd Maddock darted away, and the cow came after
arm;
advice that they did not hear., They did not even know that
they were gaini on the cow, until, at the tenth lap,
Prout almost ran into the animal's tail.

Of course he stopped. Maddock did not expect him to
put on the brakes so suddenly, and Maddock was on the
same line. His front buffer—his head, that is—collided
with the small of Prout’s back. In such a case it has often
been noticed that the stationary engine receives the most
damage. The collision completely derailed Prout, and
flung him down the embankmert.

There was a pond st the bottom. Prout found that!

1t was a green, smelly, and muddy pond.

Prout also found out that it possessed these peculiarities.
He rose upon his hands and knees, his classic brow wearing
a wreath of delicate greon duckweed, and his beard beautifully
dyed with black mud. A frog was burrowing cheerfully down
the back of his neck, and a few others were trying to get
into his pocketa.

The cow walked away
Maddock sat down and felt
and they hurt.

“ Did—did i butt me?’ murmured Maddock.

Proub still knelt in the ooze, gazinngammtl}' at ths sky.

A watersnail crawled down his nose. Barry descended from

the tree, and took a seat on the bank. He was joined by Joe,
Tax Maiower Ligrary.—No. 238,
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uite satisfied, and the astoupded
15 head. Prout wore hard braces,

gave them no time for breath. Barry shrieked,

“THE HIDDEN HORROR!”

and both men looked extremely solomn and thoughtful, They
shook their heads sadly, and stared at Frout,
d'::li ”%.d“*"“ it butt mo?" said Maddeck wearily. *fDid—

id it

“ Wud yez think, now,” asked Barry, * that ut sthaya there
on purpose?’

“I would,” said Joe. *1I think he's a natcheralist arter
apecimens.'”

* Bedad, ian’t ut wondharfol what & man’ll do ont of lur
for scoience!” said Barry, * Faith, ut’s amazin™!"

(i He's experimentin’ to find out if snails bite,” said Joe.

# Beq that ona on his nose?”’

** And whether duckweedll cure headache,” added Barry.
1g the decorations on his larnad brow "

“* And if wet rwd gives theumatism, Pouf! Doesn’t that

pond hum, eh?*

“* Did—did it butt me?" lisped the woary tones of Maddock.
_ " Faith, but isn't ut a handsome, larmed face he’s got
intoiraly I' said Barry. * Luk at the janing thero!”

“{fgu mean the black stuff on his whiskers? Is that genmus
or sludge ¥

“Let's ax him,"” suggested Barry. *'Plaze,

Jupiter, how ut smells 1"’
. Prout took tho snail off hia nose, examined it, and threw
1t away.

“ Plaze, purfessor,’”” cried Barry, in a louder tone, **0i
wish to inquoire—""

* Did—did it butt me?’ moaned Maddock.

“ 01 wish to inquoire, at the requist of my frind,” went uvn
Barry, “av the stuff on yer whiskers iz janius or mud?™”

hera was no reply. Prout removed the f from his
collar, held up the wriggling reptilo by one le-g'foﬁ;ﬂked at it
with vacanf eyos, and ghrﬂw it aftor the snail.

" He's goin’ to write a about 'em,” said Joe. *Did
wyou ever smell anything like it?”

Prout scooped off the duckwead, held it in his open palm
for & moment, and replaced it over his left eye.

“ Did—did 1t butt me?”’ asked Maddock again, still mourn-
fully rubbing his head. * Tell me, did it butt me?’

At Jast Prout crawled up the bank, He fook off his coaf,
watsteoat, and ﬁnaﬂg his mudstained shirt. Then he felt ns
back cautiously with two great miry hands. After that he
logked at his breastbone,

L1 t‘.!ﬂ'ﬂ t"‘?‘

His voice was weak snd far away. Heo might have been
speaking through a drain-pipe.

“Tom! Ok, go away! You smell! What is it!"

“ How big are the holes?'"

** Faith, which holes is thim?" asked Barry,

* The holea where his horns went in."

“Only about two inches," said Joe.

D¥ya think I'll die?' said the steersman, pulling on his
wai shirt.

“ Bartin, av yez lives long enough," grinned Barry. * But
go away, and wash the niff out, for marcy's sake 1"

Prout picked up hiz coat and waistcoat, and made sullenly
for the castle, leaving a wet wake behind him. They manazod
to shake some sense into Maddock after a timo. They told
him that they had never seen such a viclent case of buttin
in their lives, but they fancied ho would live if he recovered.
If he did not reccver, theroe was little hopa for him. ]

Then Barry cut the rest of the sticks, and, with Benjamin
between them, they set oulb in Prout’'s wake. It was growing
dark. The door of the toachyard was closed, but it way not
locked. They could have followed Prout with their eves shut,
so0 strong was the odour he left bohind. g o

“ There'll be a thunderin' row if Tom goes in like that,"
remarked Joe, ' He'd lift the roof ofl.”

Barry snified the perfumed air.

"' Troth, vielets ain’t in ut, Jos ™

“1 wish they was!”" said Joe. * How I wish they waz!”

Prout was not on the terrace. They could not imagine
hirm mad enough to enter the castle in his highly-scented con-
dition. It was barely twilight, and the twilight lasted long.
They looked for him among the carved yew, and found him
not,

** He went down here,” said Barry, sniffing the air again.

“ A dead man could have told that,” said Joe. * We'd
better go after him." o

The path waz lined with junipers and statues, and smoothly
gravelled. There was a summer-house at the end, with a tall
ornamental basin before 1t. Buddenly the smell becamo
extremely poweriul.

“ Bay, Tom, whero ara you?®’

“ 'Ere," said a weary voice.

The hapless Prout was huddled in a seat. : g

“*What are vou doing here?" asked Joe, holding hia nose.

* Diyin' 1" sobbed Prout. : .

“Why dod’t yez go add wash 7" esid Barry, also holding
his nose.

“I can't find no water.”

i
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" &k, -uib :'wug -tub awsy!” moaded the bo'sun. * By
sbeller niebber sbelled such ad abobidablo sbell I”

“ (Ged indo the founted,"” said Joe. ''There's sure do be
wader id dhad.” : s

Prout sighed, and step up to the basin, peisoning the
air a8 he moved. It stood on a pedestal, and was about eight
feot haigh. At each corner was & carved dragon with ap-
raised wings, The luckless steersman tested .one aof the
dragons cguf-i::-uall_i.' with his weight. The head bore, and so
did the wings. He clutched the rim, and pulled himself up.

' In there any wader?”

“It*a full.”

“Thed ged id add wash,” said Joo.

Prout put one leg over the side.

" Whisht I'"' muttered Barry.
~ There was a sound of footsteps and voices. They fell back
into the shadow. A footman struck a match and began to
light the lamps on the verandah of the summer-housa.
Another followed him, carrying a tray with coffee-cups. The
light streamed full on the fountain. Prout had disappeared
inside, and was eitting neck deep in the water. More foot-
steps crunched on the gravel. )

“Tare and ‘ounds,” grinned Barry, “ut's the chief.
Tom’s in for ut!” )

It was not only Ferrers Lord. Iio was walking ahesd
chatiing with Prince Miguel. Behind cama Rupert and
Hal Honour. They sat down at the table, and the footman
handed round coffee, cigars, and liqueurs. Prout raised his
eycs over the edgo of the basin, and groaned. There was a
hissing, squirting eound, and Prout choked back a sob of
misery.

Tl'n'iIr footman had turmed on the water, which rose in a
handsome column. It slso fell, most of it, on Prout’s bald
head. Prout was an admirer of fountains, but he did not
like this one. He hated it, loathed it, cursed it, abhorred it.
Yet he dare not betray himself. He squatted with his hands
fllrla.spﬂd over his hairlees brow, and glared horridly through
the spray. o

“ Bodad,” said Barry, 01 think that cught to wash the

rfume out of him 1"’

"It 'ud wash the inside out of a hiron bar,” said Joe, ' or
a granite houlder wi' hemstitched corners.” ;

“ Coolin’, too, Oi fancy,” remarked Barry; * soothin’ to
tha bram.*

"* Rayther damp, thnyg‘-h,*’ addéd Maddock thoughtiully.
" Inclined to rust anythin’ '

“ Whisht 1" ) ]

Rupert was leamng over the rail of the preity summer-

ouse, )

“ Thess lights have a pretty effeet on the water, Hal.”

“Very pretty,’” answered the engineer.

“Troth, 0i’'d give a dollar,” chuckled Barry, “to know
what koind of an effict tht‘ﬂr*re havin on Misther Frout this
very minute. A dollar! Whoy, 0i'd give me linded estates
and the patint throuser-stritchers mo uncle Phelim Moriarty
mmfinds to lave mao in his will. Arrah, but he'll bo sweeter
nor lavinder afther this 1" ) )

“(Clean enough to kiss,” added Maddock. * Pity he hadn’t
gome soap.’’ T i .

Prout bore it gamely for a time, but it was too horrible.
By manceuvring round the basin he managed to aveid the
full weicht of the falling torrent, but it was wet and weary
work.  If it had been only Honour or Rupert, or both of them
tozother, he would have faced them. But the chief, ithe
Russian noble, and the gorgeous footman—he could not faca
them: he could not mr.;ﬁarin. The prince would hardly like
& man washing himself in a basin that was & gem of carving,
and had cost hundreds of pounds. _

“0i give him foive minutes longer,” said Barry.

“ Makn it six for a shilling.”

“0i tako ut. Can yes seo yer watch?” '

The pressurc of water was not constant, and the falling
water varied considerably in its descent. Prout had lost hie
con, and, feeling round for it, his hand came in contact with
n heavy, round stone. That gave Prout a glorious idea.
Cold sz it was—oh, how cold'—he could have borne the
immersion. It was the water falling on his head that drove
him to despair. If be could only check it even a little, it
would be o glorious relief. :

The pipe came up through the pillar, and passed through
the basin intc the air. And it was & lead pipe, with a brass
ar copper nezzle. Lead is a soft motal, and Prout decided
to hammer up the pipe a little.  Clutching the stone, he
began to hammer the pipe just below the nozzle.

f]e found it slow and unpleasant werk. FPausing for a
moment, he heard the millionaire say:

" {‘ome and have a stroll, Rupert.”

“ Ry hokey, they're going !" muttcred Prout thankfully,

The four men lclt the summer-house, but the two footmen
remeined,  Prout was still afraid to stir.  He groancd again
as they sat down, helped themselves to liqueurs and cigars,
and began to talk velubly in Russian. o

“ Ay hokey, I'l be a corpse if 1 don't do something !I™
wailed Prout. “*They might stop hours!  Where's that
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He had dropped the stone. Aw he fumbled for it, he
slipped, and, to save his nose from being flattencd against
the rim of the basin, he made a clutch ntr%‘;o pipe just below
the nozzle. ;

Prout did not remember that lead piping bends easily, and
that he was not a light weight. He remembered both these
facts later on. i

Anyhow, that pipe bent until the nozzle was pointing
straight at the table. The next instant & magnificent jet was
playing on the summer-house, and two howling and gasping
footmen had been washed away by the deluge amid the
wreckage of the table, chairs, cups, saucers, decanters, and
CiIgars.

hé fountain continued to sguirt with fiendish joy. Tom
did not remain to wateh the beantiful digplay. He rolled
out of the busin like & man who had sat down on n packet
of pins, and made & bea-line for Paris across the park

“Be jabers,” gasped Barry, " O1 think we'd betther go!l
Tt luks very much loike bemn' & wet avepin.’ Let's toddle.”

They did.

The Pursult—No Rest—Bound for Constantizople— Hal
Honour Obeys Orders.

‘ Good-bye, prince, and thanks for your hespitality 1"

Prince Miguel stood up in his four-horse carringe, hiting
his hat. There was no hand-shaking. Barry and the others,
who did not know the nobleman’s real character, raised a
cheer. Joy and grief had been pretty well mingled during
their briei visit; but they had been well treated. Even
Prout, who had had a double share of grief, was not behind-
hand with his lusty * hurrah 1"

They crowded into the Little wooden station.

“0h, Pip!" said Ching-Lung, surveying the interior of &
compartment, ' just peep! This 18 a first-class 1"

“Hor pigs, Oi reckon!" sniffed Barry. * A bastely ould
cattle-trugl !’

“In you get, then, Barry!” cried Meddock, Prout, and
Joe.
Forrers Lord was the last to leave the platform. He had
learned that Gore had left, presumably, for Moscow the
previous night. There was a smile on the millionaire’s lips.
He knew he was playing the game fairly in retaining the

ozket-book picked up by Ching-Lu the pocket-book whose
czs had maddened the prince. t was an odd state of
affairs. Nathan Gore, while paying for his flight, was also
paying for the pursuit.

The trein was o slow one. They reached Moscow in the
early hours of the following morning, after a miserable and
tirezsome journey. Evidently the millionaire had his spies in
the old capital of Holy Russia, for he had further nows.
Nothan Gore had booked for the junction at Tula. His
diestgnatiun was evidently Slavonsoo—the very edge of the
Urals.

“Freat Scott!” said Rupert.
Siberia 7'

L:ﬁ hardly think he will turn back now,"” answered Ferrers
rd.

“But if he crosses the Urals there,” said Hal Hnnmtri
“how will he get across? He is [ar from the new railway.'

“{f what use would the railway be to him? The trains
erc so infrequent, slow, and unrcliable, and the officiale are go
ENS iﬂiﬂus.eql would not say for certain that he will risk
such a journey. DMy idea i3 that he will sail down the
Caspian to Baku, c¢ross again into the Black Bea, reach
Constantinople, and go to Egypt. He can pick up a ship st
Suoz, and dash for Australia or 'Frisco.”’

“ Pouf " gaid Ching-Lung. * What a round I

They were weary and miserable when they reached the
wretched Tula Junction; but there wds no rest. Gore had
gone that way. They had nearly 'nine hundred miles %o
cover—a journey of forty-two hours. At Bamara they found
that Nathan Gore had turned south-east to Orepburg. And
Orenburg is a river-port on the Ural
& Farrers Lord was right. The fugitive was making for the

aspian.

They arrived st last, jaded and bad-tempered. Thew
found the town sweltering in heat, and thronged with hungry-
mosquitces. The old paddle-wheel steamer had sailed on the
previous day, and there was not another until Baturday.

“Thank goodness for that !’ gighed Barry. ** Niver show
ne the soight av s thrain agen, es a Russian wan |
0i'd prefer & thrain o' gunpowdher, wid o barrel o' that sems
at the ind! Rayther than thavel hohoind an injine Oi'd sit
on the barrel and bo blowed up !

They had had their fill of railway-travelling, and even the
dirty gctel seemned a paradise after the eramped and jolting
compartments. They strolled out to look at the river. It
was & glorious stream ; but they were not in & mood to -:rz%m-
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g}imum it. There were & good many fishing-boats and
hormen, and Barry descri the latter as the ©° Ugliest lot
of thrumEa he’'d iver seon—barrin’, in corse, Prout and
Maddock !

They went back to the apology for an hotel, made a good
meal, and in five minutes they were all asleep. Even Ching-
Lung rvielded to the tomptation.

hoy were roughly roused. Ferrara Lord scemed to need
no rest. They had not seen him since the train came in.

It was from the landlord that Ching-Lung had heard
sbout the boat. There were two droskies at the door, and
the millionaire was scated in one of them.

Prout, Maddock, GGan, and Joe yawned and groaned. They
gathered uﬁ theic belongings, and clambered into the
vahicles. There was still no peace for the weary.

The boat was anchored in the stream—an old single-mast
tub, of no build in particular. It was decked fore and aft.

They rowed out to ber. She had o crew of four, and they
were not handsomo mnen, by any means. The luggage was
tossed on board. Barry, Joe, and Prout were quickly asleep
again; but even in the land of dreams they could feel the
attentions of the numerous mosquitees, and kept elapping
their faces.

Ferrcrs Lord looked at his tired followers, and then at
Honour and Rupert, who were blinking like owls. It puzzled
them to know why the millionaire was in such feverish haste,
A day or two before he had not scemed in any hurry; now
ho was straining cvery nerve in the pursuit.

The sails were apread, and amid a pandemonium of shouts
from tha shore the ugly boat began to move down stream.

It was a monotonous voyage through a monotonoua
mqntri: The focd was bad, and progress was siow. Ewven
Ching-Lung seemed to bz downhearted and subdued. For
the first time on record he did not attempt to
Tho steamer completed the journey in sixty
the old boat just one hundred and sixty.

Onward sl:.ﬂ!l !

At Gurziev they had a stroke of luck. A small steamer
was leaving for Baku, some three hundred and cighty miles.
It was dead calm on the treacherous Caspian. The steamer
made & good pasmsage, and brought them into port in
thirteen hours. They took train—a horrible train !'—to Polio,
End at down they saw the shimmering waters of the Black

€8,

The boat for Binope and Constantinople had left on the
g(ﬂ.“-’lﬂuﬂ evening. There would ba another in a fortnmight.

aerrera Lord laughed, and left them to sleep. His energy
was wonderful. At seven ¢'clock & man was hommering at

lay any tricks.
ours. It took

their doors.
Thdi unconquerable millionaire had  procured snother
Veheo

The pace was getling killing. Rubbing their ayes, they
dressed, and enatched a hasty meal. Gan-Wagas was quite
thin and woebegone. The vessel was a small tramp-steamer,
dirty, and almost paintless. All the same, slow as she looked,
she ¥:M:! every chaneo of reaching Constantinople first, for the
;nckﬂ touched at Sinope, and
ar the City of the Golden Horn,

“ Honour,” said Lord, “ we are pretty short of coal”
““And heavy laden,” answered Honour., * What is the

cargo?"”

" Hides and caviare. It is Jike this: We havoe just a
chance—wcll, a gi]ﬂrl:;rd chance—of reaching Constantinople
first. Gore is on the packet.  If we get there first, our chase
will be over. I shall bo ready to board the vessel'

“Then wo must burn the hides and caviare.”

* Precisely,” ‘said the millionaire.

The engincer took the pipe from his mouth and felt his
bristly ehin. He had been unable to shave for days.

“ Hidea give a good heat, Lord.” '

id YH ?IF

Tha millionaire looked at him guickly. He knew by
Honour's tono that something was wrong.

““ The boilers are like tissue-paper, and the engines are
sorap-iron,’

“ Put on every ounce !” sald Ferrers Lord.

" Orders are orders,” laughed Hal Honour.

Tha engines, and gspecially the boilers, reminded Honour
of & patchwork quilt. They had beon repaired again and
again, until hoardly any of the original material remained.
It struck him that if he attempted to travel a vard over
eight knots the rods would tie themselves into knots, and the
flywheels eplinter to fragments. In spita of doubts, he kept
the stokers busy, and used plenty of oil, and all went well.

Dawn gave place to dark, and dark to dawn. A long
sleep worked wonders. Prout and MMaddeck rolled up as
frosh as paint, and Barry, Joe, and Gan quickly followed,
A sharp brecze was blowing over the sunlit waters, but it
died away towards mid-day.

(To be continued mext week.)
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longer; but the mystery had been cleared up without any
discredit to Mr.ngualch. Their faith in their Form-master
waz jJustified, and Vernon-8mith's power of doing harm
was at an end.

When the Remove went up to bed, Vernon-S8mith was
with them, showing very plain treces of tho tarring and
feathering. The feathers, certainly, wero gone, but the tar
was clinging in patches, lovingly round his ears and hair.
Much washing and zerubbing had failed to remove it all
The Bounder scowled savagely at tha Famoue Four, but
ho did not speak. His claws, as Bob Cherry had expr
it, had been cut. He had extracted the story from Mr.
Punter too lato to be of any use apainst his Form-master;
and the punishment he received, too, was enough to cow
the Bounder.

“The Haad knows about the tarring and festhering,"
Mark Linley remarked. *1 heard Wingate say that he
wants to see you chaps.”

“Wao're ready to see him," said Harry Wharton.
deserved all he got—it waa by order of the Form.

“I hope the Head will sce it in that light!” grinned
Bob Cherry.

“Here he comes!" murmured Nugent.

The dormitory door openod, and Dr. Locke appeared.
There was a hush in the dormuitory, and the Bounder's
eyes gleamed. Harry Wharton faced the Head. If punish
mant was corming he could stand 16, and he did not falter.

“Wharton 1. said the Head.

Harry Wharton came forward.

" Yes, airl"

“I have a few words to say to you, and I wish all thae
Removo to hear them,” said tho Head ﬁﬁﬁtly. “ There
have been somo unhappy happenings lately, which have
caused much distress to your Form-master, Mre. Quelch.
Someo of the boys in his Form, as T am given to understand,
have taken advantagoe of theso circumstancos to cause Mr.
Quelch  trouble, angg to spread unpleasant reports about
him.""

There was dead silence in the dormitory. Vernon-Smith
turned his eves away, and Snoop made himsell sz rmali o
possible. Bolsover major turned erimson.

“ Thera wers other boys who have acted in & mors manly
and generpus way,” went on the Head. ** When they kpew
that there was soma trouble upon their Form-mastor's mind,
instead of taking advantage of it to relax discipline, they
did their best to show that they respected their master
as much as ever. ‘Thoss boys I wish to thank for their
exemplary conduct.

“0Oh, sic!"

“And you wore the leader in that, Wharton,” said the
Head. I am very pleased with you, and I thank you for
having acted in & way worthy of the great school you
%ﬂlﬂngwm. and for having well upheld the honour of your

orim i

And with those words, the Doctor held out his hand,
and shoolt hands cordially with the captain of the Remove.

Harry Wharton flushed and faltercd.

“Wo'll always back up Mr, Quelch, sir,” he stammered.

“ Hear, hear!™”

“You will always do your duty," said the Head, “I am
sure of that! Good-night, my boys!"”

“ Good-night, sir!”

And the Head quitted the Remove dormitory,

“ Bure, and it's g brick he s, intirely ! oxclaimed Micky
Desmond.  * Thres chocrs for the Head!™

And they were given with & will.

“ Hurray ! Hip, hip, hurray !

And the Head and Mr. Quelch, in the passage below,
heard tho ringing choer. And when Wingate came to put
lights out, he found the juniors still cheering.

“ Bmithy

THE END.

(Next Tuesday's splendid, long., compliete talfo of
Narry Wharton & Co., at Greyfriares, /s ontliled
Y THE HIDDEN HORROR! " by Frank Richards, Order
g copy in advance, price 1d,.)
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by Frank Richards. This story is, without exception, ihe
most powerful and thrilling piece of writing that Frank
Richards’ gifted pen has ever produced. Harry Wharton &
Co. come scross a mysterious derelict steamer, evidently but
recently deserted for no apparent reason. To make g

their claim to the salvage, the juniors board the mysterious
craft and spend a night there—a night of horror and deadly
peril] The mystery of that uncanny derelict which harbours

“ THE HIDDEN HORROR!™

iz maintained all through the story, and the reader feels the
thrill of breathless excitement from the first line to the last.

ﬁ

TWO MESSAGES FROM THE WEST COUNTRY

This week I am granting space for two more E‘ﬂ]. m&dﬂﬁ
of * The Magnet ' Library to air their opinions, Pansy,
of Swindon, writes as follows:

“ Dear Sir,—As you have told us to write and let you know
how we like the new three-page comie supplement to ' The
Magnet ' Library, I thought I would write to let you know
that I think it is & very good idea, for it seems to fnish 1t
off, for, after reading such interesting tales as Mr. Frank
Richards gives us week by week—for which I thank him;
it seems to give us & sensc of humour to finish the book with,
and I trust that you will find your new enterprise successful.

o1 think that Miss ‘ Molly Malone’s’ letter is very in-
teresting, for I for one would much rather read a good boys’
paper than al] the nonsense put inte girls' papers; in fact, 1
very often take my brother's books before he has a chance
of looking for them, especially ‘The Magnet’ and 'The
Gem.’ vou know if there is o ' Magnet League’ in
Bwindon, as I have not heard of one, and I thought that if
there was I should very much like te join, and several of
my friends, both male and female, have expressed a desire
to join, for we are all interested in the welfare of our favourite
papers. Perhaps vou will let me know through the column
of the Reader’s Page in * The Magnet.” Wishing your papers
every success, and Mr. Frank Richards a long life to write us
some more interesting yarns. Tell him not to forget the little
Chinese boy. We have not heard of him this week.

“7T am one of your oldest readers, for I have taken it in
ever since it started. “ Paxwar.”

Many thanks for your appreciative letter, * Pansy.”” I do
not know of a ** Magnet League " in existence in Swindon
as yet, but I have a large number of readers in that famous
citv, who, I have no doubt, have no intention of being out-
done by fellow-readers in any part of the country. How
would vou like to take the first step in forming a * Swindon
Magnet League " yoursell, *' Pansy "'?

A very lively letter comes from a young lady living in
another great Western town.

“ Bristol.

“ Dear Editor,—Halle, hallo, halle! Here we are again !
Forward, ‘ Bristol Magnet Leaguel” It's starting, Editor—
it's starting ! : )

“1 believe our tﬂm?aiﬁn against * The Anti-Mapnet
League * will be successful, of we all keep to business,

** A)l our members, who number & good many alreadsy,
have been readers for some years, and we are not going to
have our papers run down without taking up the nuggals, S0
to speak. And so say all of us!

“ Well, Editor, I thought you might like to know that
¢ld Bristel is not going te remain mum—oh, dear, nol
T Maoner Lisrary.—No. 238,
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“T'll say good-bye mnow, Editor, wishing z_LIl the other
* Magnet Leagues ' the success we hopo to gain ﬂﬂ}'ﬂﬂlfﬂf;—
I remain, your staunch reader, “ Josepnixe W.

Good for you, Miss Josephine W.! That's the way to do
it. 1 feel sure your ** Magnet League' will be one of the
most successful in the country, seeing the kind of enthusiastio
spirit that animates it.

TRAINING FOR THE AUTUMN SPORTS.
Part 1iIl.—High Jump.

To successfully perform the high jump practically all that
15 needed is natural agility and lightness on the feet. Kwvery
oung person hes these natural qualifications more or less,
but few know how to use them to the best advantage when
jumping.

he most common style of clearing the bar, known as the
“*eoissors ' style consists in runmoyg at it from -trhe one side, and
throwing first one leg over, and then following it with the
other. Big heights cannot be jumped in this style, and it
is seldom, if ever, used by expert jumpers.

The kind of jump practised by experts may scem, at first
gi[ght, rather compheated, but it may be fairly easily mastered
if the following directions are carefully carried out.

First, the bar must be approached from the front. Then a
glight turn is made before the jump, and, the hecl being dug
hard into the ground, the leap is taken. At the same time
the whole rising motion must bo aided by swinging up the
right arm. Then the body must be turned while on 1ts up-
ward journcy, so that the right-hand side i3 nearest the
crossbar. When the greatest height in the jump is reached
the right lep must be thrown over the other side of the bar.
At the same time as this is done the left leg haz to be raised.
The swinging of this leg i3 aided in the same manner as the
right—i.e., by raising the left arm. Now, however, further
B may’ be given by swinging the body bckwards. Of

the tu

COurae, rn that is given to the body in the first place
will naturelly continue, =0 that when the jumper alights on
the other side it will be with his face towards the bar ke has

just cleared. :

It will be as well for the beginner bo commit the following
directions to memory. When rising for the jump make a
half-turn with the body #0 as to bring the nght-hand side
facing the bar. Bwing right arm and leg upwards over the
bar, and then downwards. At the same time as the right
leg is swung down, bring.the left up, ond throw the body
backwards. These directions are for jumpers who take-o
with the right foot. With the cxception that the left foot
and arm are swung first they are the same for left-focted
people, whoe will, naturally, when they turn have their left-
hand side facing the bar.

By adopting thiz style of jumping all the muscles of the
leg are used in the take-off a t?uo preliminary ruﬂnini;‘.
thus obtaining & much higher jump; whereas, in the old
* seissors ' style, this was not possmible. The parts for the
beginner to practise frequently are first the turm just before
the jump, starting with the bar low, until it iz mastered, and
then the swinging motions of the hga end arms and bedy,
for in the actions of these parts of the body the- height is
increased.  When thei have hegnrthmgilr learnt, the
pupil will find that the height of his jump is far greater than
any he reached while using the old style.

The high jump at sports’ meetings usually takes place upon
the grass, and the starting height 18 mutuaﬁy agrecd upon by
the competitors. Each competitor is allowed three tries at
a jump, if it should be needed. The measurements are made
from the centre of the bar to the ground. Lastly, neither
diving nor somersanlting over the bar is allowed. This rulo
was introdu in consequence of the peculiar method adepted
by some jumpers ‘who used to dive over the bar, alighting on
the other side on their handas.

THE EDITOR.

Please crder your copy of “ The Magnet™
Library In advanog.
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OUR SPLENDID NEW 3-PAGE FEATURE!
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1. Ma's got a cross-patch fit on, 'cos we have the hirdlet 2. We try to please her by taking out the littls canary
and cat in the best parlour at the same time. birdlet instead, to teach it to like cats.

3. We liring it back later on, with a hit of string iied 4. Ma is veading the old paper, when we pulls the
says wo!l string, and the bottom of the cage falls out!

to the eage. **Canary likes cata now,’
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5. And out jumpe old Rough-on-Cats, the pet bull- 6. ““ Gee-up, ma! Last Lap! No stop till next week!
terrier from noxt door. Tha bull-terrier i3 gaining on us hand-over-hand, Throw
the cat overboard!”

Frinted and publhed by the Propristors st 23, Bourverie Strest, London, England, Agents for Aunstralin : Gardon & Goteh, Led., Melbourne,
Bydney, Adelnide, Erisbans, and Wellin H.E ; for Bouth Africa: Central News Agency, Ltd., Caps Town and Jobannesburg,
Eu vtion, Te. per aonum. Baturdsy, August 3lst, 112
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1. Here's a good idea, if you like. When a new play is to
be produced, you can make sure of getting a good place by
patronising the peony-in-the-slot bedstead—
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2. Where vou simply glamber peaczefully all night, thus
making sure of being there when the doors are ppensd,
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The “ Magnet” Library Special Comic

Supplement, iiie
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1. The aytist was making a study of some havstacks, and
the conceited peacock thought he was painting his portrsit.
it eurgled.

o B “Won 't the olbhers be jealons ¥

2. Well, when the artist turned his bacl for a sioment to
reach some more paint, all ihe other inhabitanis of the {arms-
vard tornecd np.

3. © Why shouldn’t we have our poriraits painted too,”
they thought. so they posed themselves as above. And the
artist did get a surprize, that's a fact.

L Well, well!™ remarked the shipwrecked mariner.
“If it wasn't for this here barrel I should be in a nice hole,
that I should! But with me trusty carving-knife and a little
brain exercise—

2. “ 1 can fix meself up with a fine bievele—like so !
the brainy old merchant scorched back to civilisution in fine
style,

TAnd

(More Comlic Pictures on the next page.)
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i “ By Jore! I cansmell dinner. I I'm not guick [ shall

be late,” cried the touriak,

Supplement, Mo, 238,
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2. But just then he had a slight side-slip, and was wvery
quick indeed. i

3. In fact, he broke all records, to say nothing of the roof
and a collar-stud,
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4, And was a little before time, if anything. Anyhow,
people were awfuﬁy surprized to see him drop in, doncherknow,

1. Bidney the Scout was captured by the Bold Bad Brigand
all right, but was he downhearted ¥ No. He just slippeat he
end of the B, B. B.'s lazso over the bough of the tree—thusly—
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2, And when the gee-gee moved on, the Bold Bad ope got
laft badly. And it was young Sidney's turn to smile !

A1/4/13



