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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Rather Mysterious !

Ll ."HLL{}, ITILH:_?, halla !
H Bunter up to?”’
Harry Wharton & Co. were
chatting in the quadrangle at
Greyiriars, near the entrance of-the old
(loisters, when Bunter came along, and
Bob Cherry made that remark. :
Billy Bunter was blinking about him
through his big gpectacles with an awr
of extreme eaution.
His manner, in fact, was more than
cautious; it was stealthy.
The Famous Five grinned as they saw
Liim.
They were not very far from Bunter,

What's

in the shadow of the Cloisters; but the |

fat junior did not see them, being too
short-sighted to obscrve them against the
grey oid stones. _

To sce Bunter siinking past with such
excessiye caution, and m full view all
the time, struck the chums of the
Remove as comie,

“He's up to something,”’ grinned Bob.
“Two to one he's been raiding eome-
body’s rations, and he's geing into a
quiet corner to devour them.”

“Very likely !” grunted Johnny Bull.

“He's got a letlter in his paw,’ re-

marked Nugent. ‘““Perhaps 1t’s lhis
postal-order come at last!”

“*The perbapsfulness is terrific !’ mur-
mured Hurree Jameet Ram  Singh.
“But the likeliness is a boot on the

other foot.”

The jumiors chuckled softly as Bally
Bunter disappearcd among the old stone
pillars, evidently satisfied that he had
not been observed.

“Follow vour leader!” murmured
Bob. “If he's bagged somebody’s
rations we'll jump on him suddenly as a
warnming. Quiet!”

The five juniors, entering into #he
joke, trod softly en Billy Bunter’s trail.

Ahcad of them, the Owl of the Remove
rolled on among the stone pillars, the
letter etill elutched in his fat hand.

e blinked roomd once, still cantious;
and  Farry Wharton & Co. flattened
themiselves against the pillars near at
hand, and the short-sighted Owl did not
observe them.

Then onwazrd rolled Dunter again.

But he stopped suddenly us he almost
ran into a glim, good-looking jumor, who
was pacing in the Clowsters with © bis
hands in his pockets and a moody frown
upon his brow.

It was Dick Iilary, the new boy 1
ihe Remove,

Hilary was walking towards Bunter.

his eyes on the ground. The Owl
almost collided with him, and jumped
back. o

Hilary stopped, too, a little startled.

Bunter thrust his fat hand, holding
the letter, into his pocket at once, a
ook of alarm-on his face.

“You blessed Conechy, voax made me
jump !’ he exclaimed wrathfully. “ Why
don’t you look where you are going 7”7

L ting up bath fat hands, one of them with

| hoy gocd-natu t‘l"*(n‘}'
)
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“Sorry 1" said Hilary nuldly. ©T duld
not see you, Buntér. I was thinking.”
Bunter sniffed.

“Thinking about
pater | he sneexed.
on at Dartmoor? Jle, he, he!” -

IHilary made an angry movement; his
“conscientions” pater was a very sore
point with the new boy at Greyfriars.

Bunter jumped away in alarm. Bunter
was not at all conscientious; but cer-
taunly he was not a hero.

“Jlere, keep oft !”-he exclaimed, put-

vour  consclentious

1

the letter in its " Keep off, you beast !
“1'm not gniﬁg to touch you,” said

Ililary contemptuously, “ You're mnof
worth 1t, Bunter!”
“Yah!” was Billy Bunter's telling

and elegant reply to that.

But feeling safer as Hilary turned
away, he gave a loud and scornful spiff.
Hilary turned back, and Bunter juniped
again ; but the new junior’s intent was
not hostile.

“You've dropped a letter,” he samd,

“What ¥ :

Bunter looked meore alarmed than
ever as he observed that the letter had
shipped from s fat hand., He blinked
round 1 search of 1t almost frantically.
[t had fluttered a couple of yards from
hin, and was neaver Hilary, and the new
stooped to pick it up
for him. Before he could touch it, how-
ever, Bunter spotted i, juinped forward,
amd shoved hun back, Then Bunter
snapped wp the letter, and jammed it
into his pocket.

“You let my letter alone ! he gasped.

“Yeu fat wdiot ! exclaimed Hiqur:-
angrily? T was going to pick 1t up for
you, because you're ae blind as awn
owl!”

“Well, yvou let it alone!”™ said Bunter, |

“T don’t want Conchies i{o toueh
properiy.”’

llilary clenchied his hand, and the Owl
of the Remove rolled on hastily, disdain-
nfg to pursue the argument further.

The new boy walked moodily away,
and a dozen paces farther on came on
Harry Wharton & Co., who had been
watching the gcene with grinming faces.

* Join np, kid,” said Bob Cherry.

“What?"”

my

“We're trackimg down Bunter! e
hasn't seen ws,” chuckled Bob. e |
fancy he’s got  hold. of somebody’s

rationsg, and has skulked m here to seoff
thema. Join. up and jump on bhwm with

112

s |

ililary smiled, but he did not join the
Famous Five as they went on.
not m a mood for a rag.

The hve juniors cortinued to * track

Bunter; who halted at the iron gates at
the extremity of the old Cloisters,

There he leaned against a pillar -and
began to open the letter.

Bob Cherry gave a grunt,

It was not a case of scoffed rations
after all; Bunter had evidently retired
to that <ecluded spot merely to read his
letier,

He was®
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ITe was reading it with great interest,
too, and grinning over 1k,

“What a sell I growled Bob. *“Lei's
bump him, anyway, on spee.” .

“Good idea!” said Harry Wharion,
laughing. ~“H he hasn’t scoffed any
rafions to-day he did yesterday, and he
will to-morrow.”

“He, he, he!” camme from Billy
Bunter. *“0Oh, my hat! What a lark!
He, he, he!”

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” roared < Beb
Cherry. ““Has your posial-order come
at last, Bunter?”

Billy Bunter jumped again. .

For the first thne now he pérceived
the Famous Five, and he blinked at
them with startled uneasiness, at the
same time thrusting the letter into lus

pocket.
“I—I say, yvou Aellows——" e
stuttered. L T
“What are you so jolly mysterious
about, Bunter?” demanded Iarry
Wharton.  *“We thought you'd been

scoffing somebody’s- grub, and we ecame
along to scalp youn.”

“Oh, really, Wharton, as--as if I'd.

do such a thing ! saird Bunter. * Nothmig

of the sort, you know! There wasn't
anvthing in your study cupboard 44

“What ¥

“1—I mean, I never loocked into your
cuphoard ; I haven’t been near the study
for—for weeks !” stammered Bunter. 1

I was just retiring here, you kuow,
to—to admire the scenary,” ' "

“The scenery! 'Those old gates?”

* Ye-eg—[—1 mean no, of—of econese
unot! I—=I was going to meditate, 1
mean, m—in &olitude,” stuttered Buonter.
I‘T]‘:!m chims of the Remove stared at
LI,

Billy Bunter's wuneasinesss wre very
evident, but it was equally unacountable,
There was nothing for him to be
alarmed about, so far as they could see,
as he had not been guilty ﬂ}' one of hs
periodical raids upon other fellows™ pro-
visions. - But plamly he was alarmed.
[lis  unusoally  transparent  whoppers
were a proof of that. : :

“You came here {to meditate 'in
solitude | gasped Bob Cherry.  “ Well,
my hat ! That takes the cake! Are you
potty # " |

“Yeg—I—1I mean, no! The—the fact
15, I've had ‘a letier from my—my. uncle
at the Fromt, and I—1 want to read it
guietly. Lot a Tellow alone! He's been
killed, you know ! said Bunter reproach-
fully. :

“And he's weitien to you afterwards 7
}1'-“!3‘!..! Bob.

“I—I mecan
wounded——"’

“And you were grinning over the

wotnded -~ sevérely

lotter like a (heshire cat!”

“That—that’'s  beeause 1 was '
pleased to hear that he'd got over at
gasped Bunter. “ You zee, my courn
was——"’ - -

*Your what{” :
“Cousin, He's been in the thiek of #,

_y

!'!II'
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Every Monday.

right In
Druasels

“Brusscls ! ejaculated Wharton,

“1 mean Cologne,"” said Bunter hastily.
“That 18 to say, Berlin—I mean—or—
Awsterdamn. I say, you fellows, don't
yvou worry a chap when he's reading o
letter from his brother at the Front!”

**ifis  brother!” howled Nugent,
“Which 18 it—uncle or ]
brother *"

“1f ang.!"” grinned Bob.

“*The iser's a fool to that chap,
when it comes to lying,” said Johnny
Bull,.  “I'll bet you that’s somebody
clse's letter he’s got, and that's what he's
scared about.”

Bunter broke into a run, and vanished
among the pillars,

“Come and give up that letter, you fat
rascal I"" shouted Bob Cherry wrathfully,

But Bunter had vanished.

Ten minutes later, hidden in a dusky
corner of the old tower, Bunter sat down
breathlessly to read the letter in peace.
And the Famous Five would have been
assured that Johnny Bull's surmise was
correct if they cc-ulfhave seen the super-
scription on that letter, for it was ad-
dressed to Richard Hilary, the new boy
at Greyfriars !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Feels Justified !

R. QUELCH, the master of the
Remove, turned his esevers
glance expressively upon

Bunter several times in class

that alternoon.

The Owl was too
opserve it, however.

Billy Bunter seemed very pleased with
himself that afternoon, to judge by the
grins that wreathed his fat face—grins
which, in the Remove-master’s opinion,
wore quite out of place in the Form-
rOOd.

Onece or twice Willlam George Bunter
drew a letter from his pocket, and blinked
at it under his desk, and grinned again.

he Form-master’s disapproving
glancea drew general attention to Bunter,
#ud Tom Redwing nudged him as a warn-
ing.  DBunted blinked round at him.

“Quelchy's got his eye on you!" whis-
pered Redwing.

“ Dry up, Reddy, you asa!” whispered
Vernon-Smith., ‘““He's got his eye on
you now !

“Redwing " rumbled Mr. Quelch. -

“Ye-e-es, sar¥”’

““You were spenking to Bunter.”

“Ahem !

“Kindly refrain from talking in class,

Redwing."”

" Yes, gir!” stammered Tom, with a
red face.

“ Bunter !”’

“1..1 wasn't talking, sir,” stammered

wnter,  * Redwing spoke to me, sir—
like his cheek, I thought, too!”

“Oht”
come by that sample of Billy Bunter’s
gratitude for a good-natured tip.

““PBunter, I am aware that yvou were
not talking. DBut you are not paying
proper attention. For what rcason, sir,
are vou grinning in class like a clown n
a cirgng ¥ thllﬂgﬂl‘ﬂd Mr. Quelch.

“Oh, sir! Yes, sirl
ternd Bunter.

“DDo you rcgard the TForm.room,
Junter, as a proper place for grinning
like a clown in a circus "’

“Yes, sir—""

CWhat?

“I--I mean, mo, sir!” epluttered
Punter. * Not at all, sir. I—1 wouldn't
think of such a thing. I-—-I was as
solernn as anything, sir.” |

There was & titter in the class,

“Silence! Bunter, kindly understand

short-sighted to

the front al the attack on
!I

cousin - or |,

murmured Tom, quite over-

No, sir!” stut- |
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1 Tae slackers and the soldier ! (See Chapter 5.) |

that in the Form-room you are expected
to maintain an attitude of respectful
attention !”

"“Oh, certainly, sir!” gasped Bunter.

After that the Owl of the Remove
ceased to grin. The terror of catching
Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eye was sufficient to
reduce him to gravity. :

When the Remove were dismissed Bob
Cherry clapped Bunter on the shoulder
in the corridor,

“What's the screaming
asked.

“J-j-joke ?" stuttered Bunter.

“Yes. What were you grinning at in
class 7"

“Only your face, old chap,” answered
Bunter. * Couldn’t help 1t "

And Bunter roHed away hastily, leav-
ing Bob Cherry to digest that explana-
tion at his leisure.

“Why, I-I—-I'll—" exclaimed Bob,
in great wrath.

“You'll come down to the footer, old
gcout,” said Harry Wharton, catching
him by the arm, with a laugh; and Bo
swallowed his wrath and weut.

“C‘Dﬂﬂh]i"!"

That unpleasant word was whispered
in the passage as Dick Hilary went along
from the Form-room,

Hilary's face flushed, and he looked
round. _

Skinner, Snoop, and Stott were grin-
ning in a group near him, and they
grinned all the more as they met his
glance.

Hilary was ebout to speak, but he
checked himself, and walked on. Squiff
of the Remove gave Skiuner & Co. a
wrathful look, and joined Hilary as he
was going out. ;

“ Coming along to the footer, kid?"
asked the Australian junior cheerily.

Hilary shook his head, without speak-
ing.

%Oh, come on !"”" urged Squiff. *“Surely
you play footer?” | :

“I should like to. DBut——"

“Well, now’s your chance to get some
practice with the Form.” ;

Hilary crimsoned.

“r'd like to,” he repeated. ‘‘Buf—
well, T know I'm not welcome there,
Field, and I'll keep away."”

joke?" he

“Rot!” answered Squiff. * Welcome
as the flowers in May, my son!”

“I don’t think the son of a Conacien-
tious Objector is weicome anywhere,"”
said Hilary, with a sigh. “I wish I'd
never been sent to Greyfriars,”

“Bosh! You can’t help your father’'s
faults.”

Hilary drew himself up quickly.

**1 stand by my father!” he said
sharply.

“My mistake; of course yon do,”
agreed Bquiff good-naturedly. *‘Chap
must stand by his pater through thick
and thin. But don’t be dramatic, old
sport. Coma along to the footer. It will
do vou good.”

And the cheery Squiff took Hilary's arm
and marched him off, and Dick Hilary
went doubtfully ; but he was glad to go.
Skinner & Co. logked after them froin
the doorway with sneering faces.

“IField’s making himself jolly civil to
that outsider,” said Bkinner. *“I1 don’é
speal to him myself.”

“Except to call him a Conchy!”
grinned Snoop.

“ Pretty rotten to have such a fellow
here !” said Bkinner virtnously, “The
chap doesn't seem to know we're at war.
Suppose evervbody was a Conscientious
Objector, what would becomo of us?”

‘“ What the thump does it matter what
becomes of you, S8kinner?” Bolsover
major's growling wvoice chimed in, *If
the Tommies hadn't anything better than
yvou to fight for I'd advise "em to go on
strike "

And Bolsover majﬁ:nr glared aggres-
sively at Skinner, who backed away a
pace. He was not looking for trouble
with the bully of the Remove. .

“That chap's all right,”” went on
Bolsover, - “ His father seems to be a bit
of a worm, or a crank, but he can't help
E:]lu%t ! He didn’t bring his father up, did

et > d

“He’s a chip of the old block, ang-
how,” said Snoop. ** He says so himseli,
He doesn’t make it a secret that he backs
up his pater.”

““Yes, and he needs a lot of nerva to
do that here,” - said ‘- Bolsover major,
“You wouldn't have nerve enough.”

Tae Macxer Linrany.—No. 560.
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“1 Jon’t want that kind of nerve,”
sneered Snoop. " You were down on

him more than I was a week or two ago, |

Beolsover,”

“He’s stood up to me since then, and
taken a terrific hiding, and fought 1t out
to a finish,” said Bolsover major, *He
learned a lot of rot at home, and tried
to live up 1o it here, that's all. He's
geenn sense since then. I'd like to see
one of you chaps stand up to me for half
the rounds he did, Poof!”

“Well, T don’t hike Conchies, for one,”
saud Skinner,

“It's his i
Hilary. And if the military age were
put down to fifteen I'll bet Hilary would
-0 sgoner than you would, S8kinner,”

“Oh, rata!” grunted Skinner uneasily.

He could not help feeling the truth of
that observation. -

““ And if the war goes on long enough
for you to be called up I know you’ll he
an objector, if not a giddy eonscientious
One, *
“You let Hilary alone! His father’s a
erank, but that's not his fault, and 1t’s
plucky of him to back np his pater.”™

And Bolsover major snorted and strode
away. Since his fight with Hilary
Bolsover had had a great respect for the
#on of the objector, thouzh his opinion
of the father remaiied unchanged.
Skinner cast o bitter look after him. 1e
did not dare to quarrel with Bolsover
but he did not like being sat upon, a.,!gmi
Bolsover’s lecture only increased his bit-
{orness towards Dick Hiary.

“ Bolsover’s backing him up mnow!”
grinned Stott. “ The fcllow seems to be
making friends, after all.”

“HFe won't make a friend of me " said
Skinner, setting his teeth. “I'm down
on him. I've got some patriotism. 1
won't let him forget what his father is so
long as he stops at Greyfriara.”

““He, he, he!” _ _

Billy Bunter joined Skinner & Co. with
a2 grin on his podgy features,

“J say, you fellows—"

“Oh, go and eat coke,
growled Skinner.

Bunter was a fellow who could be told
to go and eat coke with impunity,

“1 say, Skinner, old chap——"

“ Buzz off " . =

“PBut T say, I've got something to tell
~wou!” grinned Bunter. ‘‘It's the joke of
the seasan—he, he, he!” o

“Oh, is that what yon were grinmipg

Bunter !’

aver in class?” eaid Snoop, Well,
what's the joke?” N
“* About that Conchy! He, he, he!

chortled Bunter. '

Skinner became attentive.

“Romething wp "against IHilary?” he
asked, L

“VYea, rather! T say, you fellows, his
father’s coming here!” ,

“What 1" exclaimed the three together.

Bunter nodded and grimned,

“He wouldn’t have the nerve!” ex-
claimed Stott. “Why, we’d hoot him
ont of the school if he showed up here !’

“Nat to the schaol,” explained Bun-
ter.
side—daren’t show his faco here, yom
know! He, he, he!”

“How do your know 1’ asked Skinner
enspieioualy. '

“You eome uﬁ) to the study and T'll
tell you,” said Bunter, sinking his voice
myeteriously.

kinner & Co. promptly followed Bun-
ter to the Remove passage. Their curiosily
was keenly awakened now.
Skinner’s study, and the door was closed,

“ Now, then,” eaid Skinner, ‘' out with
it alll” |

Bunter took a letter from his pocket.

“You see,” he sa‘d, rather haltingly,
“under the circe—that chap being a

TEE MAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 560,

pater who's a Conchy, not

ursued Bolsover major surlily.

| refer to it yourself,

“He's going to meet Hilary out-

They entered

Conchy, and—and all that—T feli jusii-
fied in looking at the letter.”

“You epying worm !” said Stott,
“Oh, really, Stott—""
“8hut up, Stott!” said Skinner,

“AlVs fair i 1t’s up against a Conchy!

Let’s see the letter, Bunter!”
Bunter handed over the letter, |
¢ three juniors read it together—

Bill
and
Stott looking over Skinner’s shoulder to
read, in spite of his remark to Bunter,
They read eagerly, Billy Bunter grinning
as he watched them. The ﬂwf of the

Remove had justified his action to his

fat conscience in taking Hilary’s letter
from the rack before Lﬁe new boy had
even seen it; but Billy Bunter wae the
fortunate possesscy of a very elastic econ-
science, which was warranted to stretch
to any extent. Skinner & Co. had their
own opinion about that; but they read
the lctter, all the same.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Skinner’s Little Game !

(1) E, he, he !

That was Billy Bunter's
comment while the letter was
read,

Bkinner & Co, did not heed the
Owl. Their eyes were glued upon the

letter, which was ecvidently from Dick
Hilary’s father, It ran:

“My dear Dick,—I hope you are by

this time comfortably settled at Grey-

friars. 1 received your letter, but you
have told me very hittle. It was under-
stood that the fact that you are a
(Conscientious Objector's son was not to
be mentioned in the schoel, and 1 am sure
vou will have had the
‘hile being very
far from advising concealment on a
matter of principle, I felt very unwilling
to expose you to the sneers and taunts
which would doubtless be your lot of the
fact was generally known.”

“No doubt about that!” remarked
Stott. “The eold johnny knew. some-
thing !’ , |

“Shurrap!?!  You're interrupting,
Stott !’

The letter continued :

“1 want to see you, Dick, and have a

talk with you: I have some things to tell
yonu which may, T think, come as g sur-
prise to you. Undér the circumstances, 1
do not care to come to the school. Dr.
Locke was kind enough to take you in as
scholar, but in the present state of public
prejudice 1t would EE wiser for me not to
visit you at Greyiriars. But I must see
you; I have comething very important
to say, and to discuss with you, my dear
son,

“I can get to Friardale on Saturday,.

and will meet you in the afternoon, That
being a half-holiday at Greyiriars, you

should be able to come and meet me. T

know the aurrmmdinﬁa of the school well,
and you have probably learned your way
about the countryside by this time,
Within a few miles of the school is an
old ruined Priery,. in the midst of the
wood, a samewhat solitary spot, and
there I will wait for you At three o'clock
on SBaturday afternoon. Da not fail to
Enme, if you possibly ean, my dear, dear
oy.
2 " (Good-bye!
“Your very affectionate father,
- “Pavrn Hipapy.”

“What do you think of that 7’ chortled
Bunter, as Skinner & Co. grinned at one
another, “A corker, ain’t it? A giddy
olil Conscientious Objector hanging round

Greyfriars 1"
“My hat!” said Stott. ““We'll go and

ﬁmd gense not to

200 him’, and take a crowd and mob the
rotter !’ ' :

“We'll pin that letter up in the
Common-room, and all Greyfriars cqp go
and tell bim what they think of him!l”

exclaimed Sidney James Sncop.

“He, he, he }”

Skinner shook his head.
- “Go slow, go slow ! he said chihingly,
“This 18 too good to.be wasted! Hilary
hasn’t scen this letter yet, Bunter ?”

“No fear!” grinned Bunter. “1I took
it out of the rack, vou know. As he's a

hlessed Conchy I thought I was
justified 5
“Oh, cut that out!” said Skinner

rudely. “¥You took the letter because

you're a spying, prying fat rotter !”

" Look here, Skinner-—"

“Shurrup V'

“Youve jolly well read the letter, any-
way ! hooted DBunter,
“That's becausc

Conchieg—"

‘“* Because you're spymg, prying roiters,
if f am !” eaid Bunter. ‘1 thought I was
justified in taking it, heing patriotie, but
you ain’t patriotic, Skinner!”

“Well, if sneaking a chap’s letters is
patriotic, leave me out!” said Skinner.

“Rot! The Censor does it,” said Bun-
ter. ‘I was eimply acting as a censor—-
a school censar, in fact. I think the
correspondence of Conchies uugmm
censored, and I—1've done it o B
all! Sheer patriotism "’

“ Better put it to the Head like that, if
it comes out !” grinned Snoop. 2

“I—I dare say the Head wouldu’s
understand !’ faltered Bunter.  “ He's
not. go patriotic as me, anyway !” .
‘" Bunter's right,” remarked Skinner.
“Patriotiem is like charity; it covers a
multitude of sins. But stow chinwag;
we've all read the letter, and we're in the
same boat, as far as that goes. It's got
ta be kept dark, unless we want a thump-
ing licking all round from the Head. Iio
would look on a thing like this with @

jolly sericus eye!” . o
“He wouldn’t comprehend my high

we'rée down on

motives in the matter,” remarked Bunter,

with a shake of the head.

‘“He would mmpr&hund your motives
toa jolly well, my tat pippin " answered
Skinner. “ Don’t wag your chin, old
chap. The question before the meeting
is, are we going to make something out
of this?” _ 2 .
“Tell all the fellows,” said Bunter.
““ And half of them would kick you for

sncaking a chap's letter—Wharton would,

and Cherry would, and Brown, and
Squiff, and Toddy——"' '

“ Unpatriotic beasts!" nted Bunter:
“We'll leave the dashed thing somewhere
where the beast will find it, then..
Nothing to connect us with it in thats

cage "

Skinner shook his head again. &
“Better than that!"™ he said. ' Look
here ! ,Hilarf’s Conchy father i8 going
to wait for him at the old Priory ou

Saturday, at three. Hilary doesn’t know,
&0 he can’t go.”’ |

“But he will know when he sees th
letter,” said Snoop. ' e

“ He’s not going to sct the letter,” said
Skinner coolly, R S

“ But—but you ean’t keep back a chap’s
letter |” said Sidney James, vather scared

 at tho idea,

Skinner's reply was to strike a match
and apply it to the letter. It flared up in
his hand. SR

Bunter gave a gasp of alarm.’

“You—you ass!” he
“¥ou've done it now !” : =

“T—<T say, that's awfully serious ™ said
Snoop, wﬁn had turned quite pale;
“burning another fellow’s letter that he’s
never even seen——' |

Skinner shrugged his ehoulders,

exclaimed,
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ol Sﬂff‘ﬁ"—:t, ﬂfll"‘i' we' ve fl}"‘ﬂl_} itr” 1‘”._- a11-

ewered.  * We've guly got to keep.it
dark and it'il be aﬁmﬂ that 1t's lost
in the post. Lots of" letters arc in war-

time.”” |

“It's too jolly thick 17 muttered Stott
uneasily. [T think that was a dirty
trick, Skinner ! . ‘

“ Think again, old sport ! said Skinner
affably. “ With a brain like yours you
need to think twice at least! HKeoep 1t
dark, that's all. - Now, old Hilary will
etick at the Priory on BSaturday, and
voung Hilary won't even know. We can
wve no end of a lark with him. Wwe'll
lot some chaps into it—chaps we can
- trust—like Angel of the Fourth, and
Kenney, and onc or two more. We'll
go theve instcad of Conchy junior.’

“ And rag him?” grinned Bunter.
“We'll rag him bald-headed!” said
Qkinner. *“ Being a Conchy, he won't put

up a fight; and even if he does there'll

of us to handle him. Wwe'll

be enough
a bag of

take some of Gosling's tar and
feathers—-—""

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd Skiuner's com-
rades. |

“We'll tar and feather him, and let humn
loose to roam!” chortled Bkinner.
“'I'hat’s the way to deal with Conchies.
It’ll make a regular sensation.”

“What about the law?” asked Stott
doubtfully. “It would be called assault
and battery legally, you know.”

Skinner }la ughed contemptuously.

. “(Conchies don't get much law—they
get justice,” he answered. ‘* Not n_uuch
nse a-Conchy taking legal proceedings.
That's rot. Besides, as & non-resistin
too-wood-for this-earth johuny, he couldn’t
prosccute anybody; it would be against
his-merry principles, and you can bet that
a judge and jury wonld jolly scon point
that out to him!”

Stott and Snoop nodded assent.
Skinner's jape secmed as safe as 1t was
entertaining, considering who the des-
tined victim was; and that highly recom-
“mended it to the young rascale. -

It will be a bit of a distinction in the
Remove to have tarred and fathered
a Conchy!” said Snoop. “Jolly good
wheeze !” _

“We'll make him fairly sit up !’ said
Skinner. * After it's over, we'll tell
Hilary. We needn’t explain how we
kniew the man was there, or this letter
would come out. That's got to be kept
dark. Mind you don’t jaw about 1t,
Bunter !'"

“Oh, really, Skinner——" .

H.ro'd Skinner placed the last fragment
of the letter in the fender and highted it,
+nd watched it consume to ashes.  As the
flame flickered out there was a tap at the
study door, and Skinner jumped up with
an cxclamation of alarm.

It was Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of
Groviriare, who looked into the study.

Three red faces were turned towards
“him, Skinner & Co. feeling a sense of
guilt which was reflected piainly enough
in their looks. Billy Bunter coughed.

“ fTallo! What game's on 7" asked the
Bounder, in wonder.

“ Nothing,” answered Skinner.

“ Been burning something?” asked
Vernon-Smith, smffing. '

“(nly some old paper.”

“You needn't think it was a letter,

Smithy,” said“Bunter, to make assurance
doubly eure, as it were. * Nothing of the
kind! Yow-ow-wooop! What silly beast
iz treading on my foot ?” |

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder.
“Qn you've been burning a letter, and
Buntoer isn't to tell!” |

“ Find out !” retorted Skinner savagely.
“ Whut do you want here, anyhow,
Smithy 72"

“T ecame to bring the Latin dic you
asked me to lend you,” said the Boundor,
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laughing. ** Here it is, if you want it,
Catch!” |
Skinner sulkily caught the volime,

1 say, let's toll Bmithy,” said Bunter.

“ 8mithy's our sort, Ain’t you, old
chap?”’

“Yo pods, I hope not!” said the
Bounder. “1'd walk into the nearest

pond and stay there if T were, Bunter A
“ Look here, you cheeky rotter——"
“Bow-wow "

The Bounder turned away; but his
keen, penetrating glance swept over Lhe
flushing, uncomfortable party before he
went.  Smithy was suspicious; but it was
no business of his, so he went his way.

“You fat wliot, keep your silly mouth
clesed ! growled Skinner. * Mind, you
boned the letter, if it comes out! Don’t
jaw !

“Oh, really —- '“

“Brrr-rr!” '

Skinner left the study, followed by
Snoop and Stott. Bunter rolled after
them, in a rather disturbed frame of
mind. Clertainly he had purloined the
letter, and now that it was burnt and
could not be returned it amounted to
having stclen 1t. It was necessary to
keep that very secret, and Billy Bunter
was not a goad hand at keeping secrets.

As he rolled down the passage, with an
unusually thoughtful brow, he waa

BN AAAANANSAANAANANNAANANE]

DOES YOUR SOLDIER PAL
-WRITE TO YOU ?

Nﬂtagafer is “gome » price these
days, but none of us would grudge
Tommy all the paper he needs on
which to write those cheery letters
of his if paper were treble the price
it is to-day. 8till, it’s no use simpl

“ gassing " about it; {t's up to eac
one to do his bit to ém.y the piper.

"It costa the Y.M.C.A., who supply
Tommy with f[réc stationery, no less
than £60,000 a yeur. Sixpence will
surpi}' your own or somehody else’s
pal with enough nuteEuper to write
one letter each week for a' year,
Going to let him have it? Of course
you are!

So send sixpence along to-day to
Y.M.C.A. (Stationery Fund), Totten.
ham Court Road, London, W.C,, men-
tioning that it comes from a reader
of this paper.

N W W N W W W o W W Vo WV VAP P Ve W |

clapped suddenly on the shoulder, and he
juraped and gasped : :

“1 haven't got it, you Conchy beast !”

“Hallo! Whom are you calling a
Epnchjr ?" demanded Peter Todd, shaking

im. '

“Oh, is it you, Peter 7" said Bunter, 1n
relief.” **I thought it was that beast cfter
his letter ! '

“ What letter 7" .

“Eh? Oh, nothing !”

“Have you been pinching somebody’s

letters, you Owl?” demanded Tcdd
attr-ulﬁ.
“Oh, really, Peter, I hope you know
I'm incapable of anything of the kind!
Of course, inder certain circumstances, A
follow might feel justified 3F .

“Chuck it, and get along to the
study !’ snapped Peter. ‘Let me catch
vou pinching letters, and T'll justify you !
There's a rabbit for tea, fathead !”

“Oh, good !”

Billy Bunter rolled into Study No, T at

once, forgetting -all about Conscientious |

Objectors, and everything but the rabbit.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Dark Doubts !

(1 TAND and deliver!”

S Mr. Boggs, the Friardale post-
man, did not look alarmed, as he
received that dramatic challenge,

He grinned.
The Famous Five lined up in Mr.

Three-halfpence. 5

Boge's path,.and Bob Cherry pregenied a
fonntaiu-pen at the postiman’s head.

“Tand over the postal-orders, cheques,
currency-notes, and banknotes!” said
Bob. “Quick, or 1 fire!”

“What a merry young gent you arve,
Master Cherry !” answered Mr. Boggs.
““ Nothing to-day.”

- Nothing for me?”

“No, sir.”

“Nor for
Nugent.

“Nothing er tall!" aaid Mr. Boggs.

“Shall we bump him, or skin him, or
scalp him, or boil him in 0il " asked Bob.

any of uz 4" demanded

Mr. Boggs chuckled, and trudged on
with his bag. He¢ was stopped (he next
minute by Dick Hilary, whose faco was
clouded—a contrast to the cheery visages

[ *“* Anvthin

of the Famous Five.
3 for me*” asked Hilary.

“1 don't think I know your name, sic.”

“Hilary—Richard Hilary.”

“ Nothing for that there mame, eir.”
answered Mr. Boggs, and he went his
way. G
Hilary stood with a downcast expres-
sion on his face, and Bob Chorry gavo
him a clap on the shonlder—one of Bob's
hearty claps, which. was meant to cheer
him up, but very nearly had the effect of
knocking him down.

“Oh!” ejaculated Hilary.

“ Cheerio, kid!"” said Bob reassuringly.
“It will come by the next post, or the post
after, sure as a gun, My dear man, LU've

sometimes waited for a rewittance for a
whole week, till my hair was turnmg
grey and growing thin on the temples,”
Hilary smiled faintly.
“Tt wasn't a remittance I was looking
for,” he said, I—I thought I should have

u.lun%;” - it
Bob became grave at.once.

“ T underetand,” he said.
an uncle out there——"'

“My uncle doesn't write to me,” said
Hilary, flushing. 1 wanted a leiter
from my father.” -

“Oh, 1 seel”

Bob’s manner changed just a little,
though it was quite unconscious on his
pact. He could understand—only too
well—a fellow's anxiety about letters from
the Front; but a letter from a Conscien-
tious Objector at Dartmoor did not seem
to him a matter to worry about.

Hilary seemed to_shrink a little; his
obecrvation was very keen. He would
have moved quickly away, but the
Famous Five walked back with bim to-
wards the House. - They did not come
much into contact with Hilary, as a rule;
but on chunce occasions the Co. made it
clear that they, at least, did not think of
visiting the father's sins upon the son.

““I hope vour pater's well 7" said Har
Wharton. : i

*I—I1 hope 80,” said Hilary, in a low
voice. ““But men of his opinions are not
treated gently. They die under it some-
times. 1t makes me uneasy when T don't
hear from him.”

“ 1 suppose it would,” agreed Bob. *I
suppose they have a rather’ hard time.
Not much easier ‘than being in the
ranks?”’

“ Harder,” eaid Hilary quietly. “1'm
afratd there are some who have dodged
Serviee by professing such opinions; but
those who are sincere feel their position
very keenly.”

There was a slight grunt-from Johnny
Bull. ' s

“You mustn't think that my father i3
what they call an extremist,” said Hilary,
encouraged to speak by the civility of the
juniors on.the subject, “Ile isn’t one of
| thos=o cranks who believe in non-resistance
under all eircumstances. Of couree, that's

e
“You ve got

]

sheer lunacy——" S
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“Or hypoerisy ! gl‘unted Johnny Bull,

“One or the other,” said Hilary, But
most objectors don’d carry it to that silly
extrome, But—but they believe in meet-
ing evil with good, and in disarming an
enemy by refusing to harm him. They
believe in the brotherhood of all men, and
it’s not their fault that the world isn't
eivilised enough yet to live on that
principle. ” '

“But it isn't, all the same, and
have to deal with facts as they arve,”
Harry Wharton. “You tried that here,
yourself ; but you had to fight Bolsover
major.,  You started by letting fellows
Pusich your nose, but how long weve you
able to keep it up?”

Hilary sighed.

“Fm afraid my father will blame me
for not keeping 1t up when T tell him,”’
bo answeved. “ But—but it’s impossible—
w's really impossible! A fellow who is
determined not to fight can get on with
decent people; but all people are not
decent. He's sure to bo persecuted by
svory cad and coward he comes across,
Pve found that out.”

“And by all balties,” said Bob. “And
the ITuns are builies: and the onl way
to deal with them is to hit them arder
than they hit!”

“Surely your pater would
tha Hilary 7" said Wharton.
. 1 don’t think s0. You—you see, this
im’t the first war we've boen mn; auad
some of the others were wrong. Father
lamps them all together, and says they
are all wrong. When I was at home T
quite agreed; he put it so clearly, and I
mever had any doubts, Since therr——."

Hilary broke off abruptly,

juniors understood,

It was pretty cloar that poor Iilary’s
opinions were changing, though loyalty
to his father made him strive hard to
keep them unchanged, ;

" Blessed if T ean see it gll ' sail Bob.

Your pater must knaw that the Huns
started the war, and the beasts were all
ready for it, and nobady else was. It’s
¥ol to say that this war is like the silly
old wars n the history-books; this is a
war of defence. By Jnv#f, I'd hke to ask
your pater a question ! I'd ask him what
would happen to us if we laid down our
arms, and trusted to Hun good-nature to

us alona !”

Hilary could not help smiling.

“1 suppose they’d como over and mop
Bas up!” he saad.

"1 rather think s0'” granied Johnny
Bull '

“Of eourse they would!” said Whar-
ton. “But we were willi

_ g to let the
Huns alone if they hadn't started. Lots

you
gatd

agree with

of Germans believe that war is a good .
@hmn itself ; and no in this country
m enough to think

wt. I don’t see
how any reasonable man can doubt that
Justioe 1s on our side. I suppose, in the
old French wars, it was six of one and

i a dozen of the other, But it'a hf-
ferent, mow. ™

H-i]ﬂrjl’ nﬂdeELL

“My father would have an answer to
all that,” he said. “But I don’t know
what he would say. But—but when I see
him again I'm going to ask him s0Ime
questions I never thought of before. T
hope ”—he erimsoncd as he spoke—"'T
hope jgﬂu fellows won’t think he's l
coward. Ile has the Humane Socicty’s
Medal for saving life at sea. And it necds
somae pluck, T can tell you, to do as he
m doing; it’s not an easy life,”

ilary left the juniors at the doop-
way, and Harry Wharton & Co. went
their way in rather a thoughtful mood.
Smce knowing Hilary they had tried
hard to understand the point of view of
the Conscientious Objector: but they
always came to the conclusion that the
atirtude could only be oxplained by
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“crankism.” It looked as if the samao
opmion wuas creeping into Hilary’s own
mind, and the Co. felt for him in the
extreme discomfort it must cause him.
Skinner & Co. were in the ‘doorway,
and they had watched Hilary ?fnen.king
to the postman, and exchange rins.
Hilary was anxious about the letter
which had, in point of fact, arrived the
previous day, and had been hurnt n
Skinner’s study. '

“Poor old Conchy ! chuckled Bunter.
“He doesn’t know where that letter is!
He, he, he !

“Shut up !” muttered Skinner, with an
uneasy glance at the Co. as they passed.

“Oh, really, 8kinner, I'm not letting
anything out!” said Bunter. “Funny
Hilary doesn’t know his pater’s coming
along on Saturday, ain't it?”

“ Dry up, you fat burbler !

Billy Bunter sniffed, and rolled along
after Hilary, who had stopped at the
letter-rack, and was glancing over it.
Perbaps he hoped to find a letter that
had been overlooked,

" Looking for a letter —what 7" grunted
Bunter. “Nothing there for you,
Conchy! He, he, he !” .

Hilary turned away without replying.

*“ Perhaps you think it's come already 7"
continued Bunter. )

" What 7" Hilary lookéed ronnd quickly.
“Have you seen anything of a lettoer for
me, Bunter?”

“Oh, no; certainly not!” said Bunter,
in alarm, %] 't think of taking
your letter, Hilary! Nothing of the
 sort ! Bkinner, you beast, let go my car,
will you? Wharrer at?”

“¥You're coming out for a walk,” an-
swered Skinner.

And he led Bunter awzy by one fat
ear.

“Leggo !” howled Bunter,

SBkinner shifted his grasp to Buntor's
arm_as a master eame in sight in the
corridor, He led Bunier out into the
aquad.

“Now, you fat idiot,” he said savagely,
“you're not to jaw about that letter!

nderstand 7"’

“The letter you burnt in your study ?”
snorted Buntor.

“The letter yon stole from the rack !"
hissed Skinner. *‘It means a fogging for
you i it comes out !”

- “T don’t know anything about a letter
being taken from the rack,” answered the
Owl of the Remove. “ All T know about
Hilary’s letter is that I saw you burning
a letter in your study, Skinner.”

“What 7" howled Skinner.

“And, in fact, I really think I ought
to mention it to a p i
Bunter. “ It was a dirty trick

“You—you fat villain, you boned the
letter !

*“Nothing of the sort! T simply took it
to—to hend to Hilary, and it got open
by accident. You took it from me and
burnt it !”

“Why, you—you—- "’

“I begged you not to,” said Bunter,
pursuing his advantage, and blinking at
Skinner triumphantly through his big
“I entreated you, in fact. But
you burnt it. I really think I ought to
tell Wingate !

iiI___I_'_I_-_'_‘I-l

“The fact is, Skinner, you’re
beast !” said Bunter. “I don't approve
of Conchies; but burning their corre-
spondence is too thick, You did a dirty
trick, Skinner, and you know it—taking
that letter from me by force !

“ By forca !” stuttered Skinner.

"“By force,”” rcpeated Bunter :firmly,
“and burning it in the presence of wit-
nesses. 1 think the Head would expel
you if he knew that, Skinner—especially
for your brutality in taking it from me

jar
L ]

a tncky

1said Bunter, dodgi

ect,” said Billy.

' hy foree, when 1 was just carrying it to-

Hilary, You'd better be careful, Skinnes !
Don’t you touch my ear again!”

Skinner clenched his hands hard.

" Not that I mean to round on you,”
aaid Bunter magnanimously, “Not at
all! T rather despise you, Skinner, but
’m not going to round on you. 1 say,
ﬂh]lgr ;cftil_u:.p, can you lend me sixpence 77

1 H

Skinner smote the Owl of the Remove
with a mighty smite, and Billy Banter
sat down with a roar. Harold Skinner
stalked away, leaving him roaring,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Putting the Case !
B4 SAY, you fellows ! i
I It was Saturday afternocn, and
Harry Wharton & Co. were on
their way to the football-ground
when Biilly Bunter rolled “ﬁ‘
Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing were
with the Famous Five, both being in the
Remove Eleven that afternocon.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Do you waut to

{ be rolled alongi” asked Bob Cherry.

“Take his other ear, Franky !”

“Don’t play the goat, you duffers!”
ng. *“1 say, you
fellows, I want to ask vour advice,”

“Go ahead!” gaid Harry Whartol:.
“Lots of advice on tap, Bunter! Give
up grubbing after other fellows’ rations !
That's my advice !”

“Give np telling whoppers!”
Nugent. ‘'That’s mine !"

“Give up food-hogging!"” said Bob

Cherry.
tubber ! saidd

“Give up
Johnny Bull. 1.

“Give up all yowr esteemed manners
and custome, my excellent and disgust-
Eugﬁﬂuntﬂr !’ said Hurree Singh.

Jilly Bunter blinked at the bumorous
juniors wrathfully, t was not the
adv}i}:ﬂ he wanted, though it was certainly
e ood,

“Look here, you fellows,
won’t lend me a bob!” he raid.

* Duffer if he did ! said Vernon-Smith.

“Well, considering what T know abous
him, I think it would be cheap at a -
bob,” said Bunter, in an injured tone.
“ Suppose I was taking a letter to a chap,
out of sheer good-nature—-—"

“Off-side !” said the Bounder. * You
wouldn’t ! s -

* But suppose T wag—~—""

" What’s the geod of supposing the im-
possible 7’

“Look here, let a echap speak, can't
you " -howled Bunter. “Suppose T was
taking a Jetter to a chap, out ef pure
kindness of heari, and Skinner took it
away from me by sheer force, like a—-
like & Hun, you know; and suppose he .
burnt it in his study—-—" -

“Did he?” asked Harry Wharton,
frowning.

galed

dodging

Skinner

“Of course, I'm only supposing !"” said
" Well, suppose it was

Bunter hastily.
f0, you know, then, Skinner
flogged, wouldn’t he " :

“Yes, rather!”

“Well then, oughtn't he to lend me
a bob when I ask m, especially as I'm
going to return it when my postal-order
comes !’ said the Owl, in an aggrieved
tone. * Don't you think so?”

“BSo that's what Skinner was burning
in_his study !” exclaimed Vernon-Smith,
with a stare at the aggrieved Owl.

“My bat!” cexelaimed Redwing.
“ Bunter, yon've taken somebody else’s

-

hgﬁr, and Skinner has burnt it! "Is that
it ?

“Certainly not!” gasped Bunter,
realising his danger. “ Nothing of the
sort. Just like you to suggest such a
thing, Redwing ! You've got low ideas.”

“You silly ass! You've as good as

satd g0 1" exelaimed the Pounder,

wotdd get
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“Not at all! I-—T1 was only supposing,
you know,” said Bunter feebly. “A
chap can suppose anything he likes, can’t
he? What I mean s this. Suppose
Wharton speaks to Skinner about it?”

“I'll speak to him fast enough if he's
done as you say!" exclaimed the captain
of the Remove.

“I don't mean that! But—you see,
he'll take notice of you, Wharton,” said
the Owl. “ You point out to him that,
if I let on, he'll get into a fearful row.
Put it to him plainly, you know. He
punches me when I mention it; but he
won't punch you; he’s afraid to. And,
look here, mako it half-a-crown,” added
Bunter, as if inspired by a brilliant
thought. ** Make him shell out half-a-
ecrown, Wharton, and I'll let you keep a
bob out of it!"

The juniors simply biinked at Bunter.

William George was not famous for
brains, but his present obtuseneas was
really a corker.

Y

Apparcotly he wanted Wharton to help
him in a scheme of blackmail agninst
Skinner, at the same time without re-
vealing the facts of the case

“Well, my hat!” gasped Wharton,
almost overcome. * You horrid, sneak-
ing, fat-headed fat beast——"'
~ “Oh, really, Wharton—-"

“8g yvon want to screw money out of
Skinner because you stole a letter and
lie burned it!” growled Johnny Bull.
 # Nothing of the sort! I was taking-it
to the chap out of sheer good-nature, and
Skinner collared it. 1 put up a termhbe
tight,” said Bunter. * Simply terrific!”

By that time Billy Bunter almost be-
lieved that Skinner had taken Hilary's
letter from him by force.

**Whose letter was
Vernon-Smith.

“Wh? Nobody’s! T'm only suppos-
ing, you know,” gasped Bunter. “ Don’t
vou fellows run away with the idea that
there really was a letter! There wasn't!
Nothing of the kind. I—I—I'm puting
a case, you know!"”

“You fat idiot! Whose letter was
it—Hilary's " asked Wharton, remem-
bering the new junior’s auxiety about a
belated letter from his father.

“Oh, no! Certainly not! Of course,
a chap might feel justibfed in opeming a
Conchy’s letter !” said Bunter. “1It's
simply doing the censor's work for him,
von're not very patriotic. I'ma patriotic
fellow—more than some chaps 1 conld
name !’

it 7" demanded

¢ You fellows coming along?” called |

Squiff, from the direction of Little Side,
“ St, Jude’s will be here in a minuie.”

“We’'ll see about that bizney after the
mateh,” said Wharton. And the foot-
ballers hurried on to Little Side.

Bunter trotted after them.

“1 say, Wharton!” he howled. *'Are
yon going to speak to Skinmer for me?”

Wharton-did not reply, and the Owl of
the Remove caught hold of his sleeve.
The - next moment he found himself
sitting on the hard, unsympathetic earth
in a breathless state.

““ Beasts ! gasped Bunter.

Evidently the captain of the Remove
was not going to be of any use to him.
The fat junior shook a podgy fist after
the footballers, and went to look for
Harold Skinner Bunter was feeling
very injured. Ile felt that his knowledge
of what Skinner had done ought to be
of some value to him; and it was really
cxasperating that Skinner could not see
it, too.

Skinner, Snoop, and Stott were head-
ing for the gates when Bunter found
them. Angel and Kenney of the Fourth
were with them. The two Fourth-
I'ormers had joined willingly in the
scheme of ragging the “Conchy.”
Skinner carried a bag, and Snoop had a
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recel.  These contained the tar and

' feathors destined for Hilary senior.

“I say, you fellows!” yelled Bunter,
a?ottmg them at the gates, and scuttling
after them. “I say! Stop a minute!”

Skinner & Co. did not stop, and Bunter

‘breathlessly pursued them into the road.

There he overtook the merry [;arty.

“8o you're coming, Fatty?” grunted
Stott.

“T want to speak to Skinner! About

“What bob?" asked Skinner, with a
dangerous look.

“J've spoken to Wharton about if,”
said Bunter loftily. * As captain of the
Remove, he thinks you ought to make
it half-a-crown !”

Skinner’s face was a study.

“ You—you—you've told
he stuttered. e

“Not exactly! I simply put a case,”
explained Bunter, “and under the ecircs
Wharton thinks a half-crown would be
the fair thing. He's going to speak to
you about it after the footer match. So
vou'd better shell out, Skinner, or you'll
have Wharton to deal with!”

Skinner stood speechless for some
moments. Snoop and Stott gave the
obtuse Owl furious looks. The captain of
the Remove was the last fellow they
would have wished to know about the
purloining of Hilary’s letter.

“You—you—you fat idiot!” gasped
Skinner at last.

“Well, of all the crass fools!"” said
Angel of the Fourth. “I'd jolly well
alnu,p'ﬂ:’lter the chatterin’ idiot if 1 were
you!'

“ Here, hands off I"" yelled Bunter, as
the enraged Skinner advanced on him.
“T—1 say, old fellow, I—I'll make it a
bob, after all— Oh, erikey !”

The next few minutes were like several
earthquakes in one to the unfortunate
Owl. When Skinner & Co. went on their
way they left William George Bunter
strewn in the dusty road, mnaking frantic
efforts to get his second wind. And he
was still minus his bob,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Little Disappointing.
OW for the Conchy!” grinned

S100p.

that bob, 8kinner e

Wharton !”

N
thro

arrived at the

h the woods, had
riory.

The ruins lay in the midst of the wood,
most of the fragments of walls and
windows overgrown with bushes and
croepors.  The shattered old gateway
was thick with ivy in greal elusters.
Outside the gateway the juniors halted
to look round for a sign of the Conchy.

The ruined Priory seemed deserted,
however.

“It's past three,” said Ange! of the
Fourth, looking at his gold watch. *I1
suppose you had the right time,

Skinner " ;

“It said three in the letter.”

“Then he ought to be here.”™

“Let’s go in,” said Stott, * We can
have a smoke while we're waiting.”

“And a game of nap,” remarked
Angel, _ '

The five juniors went into the ruins
looking about them, but the place was
deserted.

There was little danger of being ob-
served there by anyone eonnected with
Greyfriars, unless it was some rambling
junior. Skinner & Co. sat down round
a big, flat-topped stone, and smokes and
cards were produced.

In a few minutes the young rascals
were deep in nap, and they had almnost
forgotten what they had come for.

A footstep on the stones startled them
at last, .

Skinner & Co., after a tramp

"Three-halfpence. 1

Skinner -looked round, a cigaretbe in

“his moutl, and five cards in his thin

fingers.

A man in khaki had come into the
ruing, and stopped as he caught sight of
the juniors,

He stood looking at thom with sae-

| prise in his face, and something more

than surprise, too. The juniors hastily
thrust the cards out of sight.

“Neodn’t chuck the game!” said
Angel, staring towards the soldier,
“Never mind him! Only one of the
men from Wapshot Camp, wandering
round, I suppose.”

“Might ask him to bave a hand
said Snocop.

“ A dashed private!"” said Angel, with
a shrug of the shoulders.

Bnoop looked rather annoyed.  Llis
father was 2 private; and it was oné of
the few things Sidney James Sncop had
to be proud of, that his father was in
khaki. s

*Oh, don't be a dashed snob, Angel I”
said étmup tartly, “1 suppose. you
haven’t any relations in the ranks?’

““None !" yawned Angel.

“ All indispensable, 1 suppose, and
hiding behind something or other?”
asked Snoop  disagraeably. “M
father's a private, Angel, and he’s worth
all your nobby relations in the Diplo-
matic Service, I can‘tell you! He doesn’t
get paid so much,” added Snoop sar-
castically, * You don't get paid so muoh
for killing Germans as for sending notes

tied up in red tape !’
Dou't begin

fm

“Order!” said Skinner,
to rag, dear boys!”

“Y'1l rag fast enough if Angel can'$
be decent,” said Bnoop. “I'll bet you
he wouldn't call that fellow yonder a
dashed private in his hearing.”

" Ange! shrugged his shoulders con-
temptuously, Sidney . James Snoop’s
outburst was unusually spivited for him,
and came rather as a surprise to the
dandy of the Fourth. |

“Bhurrup!” said Skinner pacifically.
“T_l;eh man’s comin B%ei:damwy. Looks
as if he's going to spx us."”

“What the dickens can he want?"
said Kennay. * Keep the cards out of
sight while he's here, Angel, old chap.
He might know gomcbedy at Grey-
friars.”

“1 daro say!” sneered Angel. “May
be a chum of Bnoop’s father.”

* And suppose he is 7" exclaimed Snoop
fiercely, “If you don’t want a dot in the
eye, Angel, you'd better take care.
Where would you and yeur nobby rela-
tions be if my father wasn’t defending

u, with the rest? Hang your cheek!
've a jolly good mind to dot you in
the eyo as it 1s!"

Sidney James Snoop jumped up.

AngB{Ej’Ed him with cold contempt.

“My own fault for comin’ out with
Remove fags!” he remarked.

“Stow it, Snoopey!" satd Bkinner.
“ What the thump are you gettin’ your
rag out like this for? Angel didn't mean
anythin’. Keep quiet, you ass! You'vo
not a fightin’ man, and Angel could make
rings round you. I say, we'll ask that
soldier chap whether he's seen the
Conchy hangin' about. I dare say he'll
lend us a hand raggin’ the cad. le's
bound to be down on Conchies!”

¢ Soldiers ain't so much down on them
as civilians, as a rule,” said Stott
“ Better not talk too much.”

“Rot! Fe's bound to be down on
the fellow!” said Skinner. “ Tommies

have to do the fighting for the Conchies,

don’t they?"
“They have to do it for a lot of chaps

. as- well as the- Congchies,” Igruntﬁd Snoop.

* Angel’s brother in the
vice, f'rinstance !”
Tae MaasEr LiprarY.-—No. 560.
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_ ::I:'.Hmt- up, 1 tell yon, Sncop! Here he
T3 ik -

The man in khaki was coming slowly
towards the group of juniors.” He was a
tall, well-set~-up man, with a rather hand-
eonie face, of a thoughtful cast, There
wag something shat struck them as fami-
liar in his features, though they did not
remember having seen hinr befdte, He
was not a young man, although the khaki
made him look young, as it generally

dors, but on a close serutiny it ‘could be

secn that he was well over forty.
-*“0One of the Methusiliers " grinned
Stott.

The soldier halted near the Priory, and
Skinper raised his -cap, -halfcivilly and
half-impertinently,

“Good-afteruoon, Tommy ! lLe said.

“trood-afternoon !” said the soldier
curtly.

“Looking round the
gnid Shinner,

" Yee.’

“Would wvou mind leokin’ round
some other yuins 7™ asked Aubrey Angel,
with polite jnsolence, **We weren't ex-
pectin’ visitors,” -

The soldier looked at him.

“I believe this place is open to the
public,” - he said quietly.

- Angel, you cad, shut up ! broke out
snoop angrily.  “The man has as much
right here as you have, or moic !”

“Dry up, the pair of you!' said Skin-
ner, “I say, Tommy, Lhuve you seen a
fellow hangmg about here-—a sneaking,
cringing-looking sort of worm? We're
Iookimg for a Conchy.”

The man in khaki etaved at him.

“A what " he ejaculated.

A sneaking Conchy ! said Skinner
with a grin, " We've got some tar and
leathers for himm.  You can hold him
while we tar and feather him, if you like,
when he comes along.”

“Thank yon! Have you ever heard
of such a thing as fair play, my boy?”
usked the soldicr. * Rix to one is not my
idea of fair play,”

“Oh, rot} He’s only a Conchy—a
sneaking coward ! said Skinner. * But
~uit yourself. Have you seen a cowardly-
looking ead hanging about?”

“ Not until I came inside the ruins,”
sald the man in khaki; “since then I
have seen several !

“Why, you-—you checky sweep !" stut-
tered Skinner, ‘*What do vou meant”
“Ho you are waiting here for

Conchy ¥ asked the man in khaki.

“Yes,” said Stott, as Skinner did not
epeak, “A relation of a chap at our
school—his father, in fact! We're going
to make an example of him !”

“Yes, rather!” said Snoop, with em-
phasis.  “That’s what we're here for,
Tommy. My father's a soldier, and he's
wot to do old Hilary's work as well as
s own, and I don’t see it.”

*“ Hilary 1" repeated the eoldier.

“That’s the name of the sweep.”

“You know the mani" asked Skin-
ner, speaking at last,

“I know him.”

“Isn’t he a sneaking worm, then?"

I tlunk not,” said the scldier quieily.
“I hope not. He is & man who has
been very much mistaken.”

“Jolly easy to make mistakes that
keep a man out of the trenches!” said
Suoop. *“1 call him a rotter !
~**So you are here to tar and feather a
Conscientious Objector 2 said the man
i khaki, eveing the juniors,

“That's it 1" said LeNNY.
~ “And whiling away the time by smok-
g and gambling 7

“That's not your business!” said
Angel. “Will you be good enough to
take & walk in another direction "

Te Macxer Lisrany.— No. 560,
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“I am sorry I cannot oblige you, my
boy,” answered the soldier quictly, He
scemed about to speak again, but checked
himseelf, and walked away, kecping with-
in the walls of the ruins, however,

“Let’s get on with the game,” said |

Angel.
- Skinner shook his head.

“It's not safe, with people around,”
he said. ' After all, we’re here for the
Conehy, not to play nap.” -

“What's the good of wastin' time?”’

“Well, I'm not goin’ to risk it. That
Tommy is waitin’ for somebody, too.
There may be a crowd coming along.”™
“Confound the man! Why doean’t he
clear 77 exclaimed Angel angrily. ““Con.

founded cheek -to shove himeself in
among his betters!” :
“He hasn’t any hetters here,” said

Snoop.

“Look here, let’s run him ont !’ sug-
gested Angel, unheedmg Snoop. “ There's
five of us, and we could elear him out
casily enough,”
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ARE YOU ONE ?

Now is the time to show what
stuff you are made of. Don’'t slack
about the streets in ‘civvies” if
you can join a Cadet Corps.

HELP TO WIN THE WAR BY

applying to "“C.A.V.R., Judges’
Quadrangle, Royal Courts of Jus-
tice, W.C, 2,”” who will send you
particulars as to your nearest
Cadet Corps. You can do your
bit by

BECOMING A CADET TO-DAY!

“Quite easily,” agreed Kenney.

“He can go to seome pub,” continued
Aubrey Angel. ““That’s his place. Let’s
go and tell him so, and hustle him out
if he don’t clear.”

“Well, I agree,” said Skinner, rather
glowly.,

“1 don’t!” said Snoop.
man alone !"

“You can keep off, if you're a funk!”
sald Angel scornfully, *“ Four of us ean
rutn him out if he won't go.”

“TI'll show you whether I'm a funk!”
said Snoop; and he ran at Angel with
his hands up.,

- Kenney put his foot in the way, and
Snoop stumbled over it, and fell head-
Inn%, with a crash, on the loose stones,

He lay dazed there, and Angel walked
away with Kenney, leaving the Re-
movites alone. The two Fourth-Formers
quitted the Priory as Snoop sat up,
bhinking dizzily.

“Oh! The rotters1” he gasped. “T've
bumped my head!”

“Let the

War-time

|

a

1id. Order Now.

“Serve you right!” growled Skinner.
“What do you want to rag with Angel
for? He's worth keeping in with,”
“He’s a sneaking cad!” said Snoop.
-“ Well, so are you, for that matter |™
The soldier was pacing to and fro at
_distance, unheeding the juniors.
Skinner &  Co. waited about aimlessly
for a time, wondering why Mr. Hilar
did not arrive. Angel and Kenney h
loug been gone, when Skinner announced
at last that he was fed u
- ““It’s half-past four |”

Price,

E;! said zav ugr_ly'.:

““The Conchy can’t be coming. No good

|

walting an{ longer.™

“Well, 'm getting a bit sick of it,"”
agreed Stott. “Perﬁapa the fellow exs
pected an answer to that letter to Hilary,
Anyway, he's not coming.”

“Doesn’t look like it,” gaid Snoop.
lul}. etay a bit longer, if you fellows
will. " :

“Oh, rot! I'm fed up!” :aid Skinner
sulkily.  “T.et’'s get home.”

And the disappointed raggers left
Priory. As they disappeared into
wood they saw the soldicr still there,
pacing steadily to and fro.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Form Inquiry !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. came
in after the football mateh in
cheery spirits, having beaten 8¢,
Jude's by three to one, Tie

Famous Five gathered for tea in Study
No. 1, and after the topic of the St
Jude's match was finished with they dis-
cussed the affair of Bunter and the burnt
letter. It was agreed that that matter
conld not be left wherc it was.

“1t's pretty clear that Bunter bagged
& letter belonging to Hilary,” said Whag-
ton, “and Bkinner burnt it. Now,
Conchy or no Conchy, the chap can’t
have his letters stolen and destroved, and
it’s time for a foot to be put down hard.”

“Hear, hear !” said Beb Cherry.

And after tea word was passed in the
Remove for a Form meeting in the Rag.
Billy Bunter was brought along by
Peter Todd, and Skinner & Ca. were
escorted to the Rag hy several juniors.
Having an idea of what the proccedings
were about, Skinner & Co, wers very
reluctant to come; but they were given
no choice in the matter, so they eame.

Most of the Remove were gathered in
the Rag. Lord Mauleverer was seated
in a_chair placed on the big table, cvi-
dently to act as judge. Skinner & Co.
were marched up to the table. Dick
Hilary was there with the rest of the
juniors, looking rather perplexed. ob
Cherry had told him that he would he
wanted, so he had come, without knowing
what waa on. ; '

‘““* All here?” said the captain of the Re-
move, ‘ Gentlemen, this meeting has
been called——"

‘“ About time we knew what it's been
called for!” said Bolsover major.
““What's the row, anyhow 1"

“1f you'll shut up for a minute you'll
hear! It appears that a letter has beon
taken from the rack by a fellow it did not
belong to, and destroyed by another
fellow. The owner has not seen it at
all. That is a matter for the Remove to
inquire into.”

“T should jolly well say so!"” exclaimed
Ogilvy. *“Go ahead!”

“Hold on a minute!” interposed Lord
Mauleverer, -

“8ilence for the judge!” said Bob
Cherry. ‘“*What is it, Mauly?”

“ Anybody got a cushion?”

“What1"” &=

“I want a cushion for my
plained his lordship.

- *You silly asa!” roared Bob.

head!” ex-



Every Monday.

“My dear man—-"

“Here's a cushion for his head,” said |

Russell, and thero was a whiz as the
article was delivered.

It reached Mauly’'s head, and then
there was a wild howl. Lord Mauleverer's
toble eranium was bumped against the
high back of the chair as the cushion
smote him on the nose.

“Yarooh !” roared Mauleverer.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You asked for it!” grinned Bob.
" Now you've got it! Are you satisfied?”

“Yow-ow-ow!” said his Jordship, rue-
fully rubbing his bead.

“The Lirst witness will come forward!”
said Wharton. ‘ Bunter!”

““Oh, really, Wharton =

“Stand forward!”

“The—the fact is, I've gol an engage-
ment, you fellows!” stuttered Bunter.
“The—the Head's asked me to dinner,
and-—--"

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'll look in another timo——
Yaroogh! Leggo my ear, Toddy, you
beast.!” wailed Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove was led foe-
ward.

“Go it, counsel for the prosecation!”
said Bob. * On the ball, Wharton '

“Look at me, witness!” thundered
the captain of the Remove.

[ ] lr]"i.\-" :!!‘

“Iid yon purloin a letter from the
rack 7 .

“Certainly not!” gasped Buntoer.

“Was it addreaseg to Hilary?”

“ Yes—1 mean, no!” ;

“Did you give it to Skinner?”

“No; the beast took il from me by
force. 1 put up a tervilic tight——"

“You admit having taken the letter?”

“*No! Certainly not! Nothing of the
kind!" said Bunter promptly, “ The fact
is, I haver’t been near the letter-rack for
days—I mean. weeks—and 1'd really for-
gotten there was one!”

““Ha, ha, ha!™

“Blessed if T see anything to cackle
at! Lock here, I'm missing my engage
ment to tea with Mr. Quelch—0u>"

“How could Skinner Lave taken it
from you, you crass dutfer, if you hadn't
got 1t"" demanded Wharton.

Bunter blinked at him, rather at a loss.

“You—you'd better ask Skinner!” he
gasped at last. “I'm not responsible for
what Skinner does, am 17"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" Mr. Hacker will be waiting for me!”
gaid Bunter, “1'm going for a walk with
him, you know! 1 think I'll za now.
Yow! Leggo my car!” )

“It is established that Bunter tock the
letter,” said Wharton, “I appeal to the
learned judge.”

" Yaas! said Lord Mauleverer. “ Yaas,
begad !”

“I say, you fellows 2

“Have you any defence to offer for
having taken the letter?”’ demanded
Wharton. .

“Yes, rather !” retorted Bunter. “ You
give me a chance, you know! I can ex-
plain  everything—every single thing.
Give a chap a chance!”

“Go ahead!” iy

“Well, in the first place, T never took
the letter,” said Bunter cautiously, *I
want that clearly understood: I never
took the letter at all, and in fact didn't
know there was a letter. 1In the—tho
second place, T thought T was justified in
taking a Conchy’s letter from patriotic
motives., It was simply acting as censor.
The Censor opens people’s letters and
reads them. It may be mean, but they
do those things in war-time. It's really
the fault of the Huns for going to war
at all! T hope I've made that clear.”

“You burbling idiot!” gasped Peter
Todd. oy
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[ ~Mr, Justice Mauleverer ! (See¢ Chapter 9.) _—'

“Well, my only hat!” said Wharton.

| "* S0 you never took the letter at all, and

you took 1t from patriotic motives! Is
that it?” .

* Exactly ! gasped Bunter. *“You've
got 1t! T think I'd better go now! I've
promized to call on Mr, Capper for a chat
in his study.”

“The withess can stand down!™" said
Wharton. ' Bilence in court, please!
This really msn't a laughing matter "

“Ha, ha, ha !’ roaved the court.

Buitor's evidence had been toeo much
foc the pravity of the court, and even
the learned judge was grinning.

“T say, you fellows, I've got to go!”
exclaimed Bunter. 1 really must, you
know ; I've got an engagement to—to see
Mrs, Locke, and advise her about the gas
ration——=>"

" Keep hold of hLis ear, Toddy !

“Yarooh !”

“Rkinner, Snoop, and Sott stand for-
ward!”

“Oh, rals!” said Skinner,

“Help them this way!”

“Yoooop !”

Skinner & Co. came bounding forward
breathlessly, With 1ed and angry faces
they stood facing the counsel for the
prosecution.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Evidence !

(d ILENCE in court!”
“Accused, look me in the

face!” thundered the counsel for
the prosecution,

“Can’t!” said Skinner,

“What? Why not?”

“Your face worries me!”

“Ha, ba, ha!"

“Silence 1n court! DPrisoner, yvou will
not improve your position by imperti-
nence in this court! You are accused, on
the evidence of Willlam-George Bunter,
of taking a letter belonging to your
Form-fellow, Richard Hilary., Did you
or did you not take that letter?”

Wi Nﬂ!-l ~|-

“Do you all say the same$”

“Yes, we do!” growled Snocp and
Stott uneasily.

“I say, you fellows, they're telling |

crams! They are, you know! Smithy
knows they were burning a letter in the
study——* _

*Shut up, Bunter! Vernou Smith will
stand forward!”

The Bounder lounged out of the crowd.
, “Vernon-Smith, kindly tell the court
what you know of this affair ",

“1 dropped into Skinner’s sfudy the
other day to lend him a dic he'd asked
me for,” said the Bounder, *‘Those jcur
blighters were there, looking as guilty as
a gang of politicians drawing up a secrct
treaty. Something had just been burnt
in the grate. That's all!™

“You did niot see the letier?”’

““Noj; but Buuter as good as hlabbed
out that a letter had been burnt, and
that it was a dirty trick of some kind., I
thought——" _

“What the withess thinks isn't eovi-
dence!” said Lord Mauleverer, suddenly
waking up, ms it were, to make that
remark,.

“Quite so!
duu‘ﬁ!”

The Bounder stood down, _

“Do you still deny having taken the

Smithy, vou ecan stand

letter from Bunter and burned i,
Skmmner?”?

“Yes, I dat™ -

“Bunter|” : '

“Ow! Yes?"?

“Describe the circumstances nnder
which Skinner deprived you of 1the
lettor,”

e | l:iidu’t notice any circumstances

at——
i ,ﬁ-hﬂ.t?”

“There weren't any cireumstances
there, thhit I can remember.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tell us how the letter wos tuken,
Owl!” said Wharton.

“Oh, I see! Well, it was like this!"
said Bunter. “Being a kind-hearted and
good-natured chap, abwvays thinking of
others——-" '

“Oh, erumbs!” :

“I took the letter from the rack fo
take it up to Hilary’s study. I thought
pEl‘hﬂi‘#ﬂ his pater I)md been hanged, or
something, and he would like to kunow
at once!” i

“"You silly Owl! Go on!”

THE MaGxXET Lisrary.— No. 560,
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¢ As I was passing Bkinner’s door, he
suddenly rushed out on me like a wild
beast—in fact, like a lion from his lair,”
said Bunter. * Exactly like a lion from
his lair, in fact. 1 remembering noticing,
at the vory time, that he rushed on me
like a lion from his lair. Beizing me
by the throat, he hissed—"

“Wha-a-at?”

“8pizing me by the throat, he hissed
¢ Give up the letter, or you die? " said
Dunter, his fertile 1magination growin
more and more brilliant as he procesded.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the jumiors.

“¥ felled him to the earth—" oon-
tinuad Bunter.

“Oh, my hat! Where did ths
happen?”

“In the Remove Fwa.ge .
orty feet from the

“That's a good
carth.”

¢ [—I mean, T folled him to the floor.
The floar, of course. It couldn’t have
been the earth, in the Remove passage,
could it?" '

“Not quite. Go on with your lies!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“(Oh, really, you fellows! Of course,
I'm stating the exact truth. There ave
some fellows who scorn to tell a lie.
That's me, all over] Well, I Boored him
to the fell—I mean, I felled him to the
floor, and then Snoop and Stott rushad
on me like—like—"

“TLike lions from their lairs?”

“Yes, just like liars—I1 mean, lions
from their lair. Seizing me, they hurled

me into the study, and I fell with a

sickening thud.”

“Did the floor give way?”

“Eh? No." :
¢ Then yvou couldn’t have fallen on it
Go on!” '

“Then they seized me,” continued
Bunter eloquently. *1 begged and en-
treated Skinner not to tnucE the letter.
Skinner will bear mo out in that.”

“ You lying worm!” growled Skinner.

“1 begged him, with tears In my ¢yes,
not to touch the letter or to burn it”
went on the fat junior. “‘In fact, I
beseoched him—beseeched is really the
word. 1t would have moved a heart of
stone. But, with mocking laughte: .

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the Removites.

Even Skinner & Co. were grinning.

Billy Bunter appeared to be drawing
upon hiz recollections of the latest
thrilling melodrama at the Courtfield
Theatre.

“ With a mocking laugh,” said Bunter
firmly, ““he seized the letter, and hurled
it into the blazing coals—"

“ Mf-side!” said Bob Cherry. * Fires
ain't allowed in the studies yet!”

_ “I—I mean, he sct a match to it. Just

ther: Smithy Jooked in, and I'm sure he
heard me beseeching Skinner to spare
the letter.”

“1 didn’t'" said the Bounder briefly.

% Well, I'tn not answerable for Smithy
being deaf. That's all, you fellows: the
truth. the whole truth, and nothing but
the truth. I—I say, I'd beiter go now,
or I shall be late for my appointment
with Loder of the Sixth.”

* ¢« Begad!" said Lord Mauleverer. “I
find the prisoner guilty of perjury in the
first degree, and sentence him to be
Langed. drawn, and quartered!”
- % (Gentlemen of the jury!” said Whar-
ton. “ Bunter's lying beats the Kaiser
into a cocked hat: but it’s clear that the
letter was burnt in Skinner's study.
Whether he gave it to 8kinner, or Skin-
nor took it, isn't clear——"

howled

“Haven't I just told you?”
Punter.

“ Keop that Owl gniet! Hilary, stand
forward!”

Dick Hilary came forward with a

groubled brow. He understood now why
Tar Macyer Lisrary.—No. 560.

he had not received the expected letter)
from his father.

“You were expecting a letter from
your pater, Hilary?”

“Yes,” said the new junior, in a low
VOLC€.

{ “You didn't get one?”
i NL‘.T‘ L
“ Are you satisfied that the letter re-
| ferred to was the ene yvou were expecting
and didn't receive?” ’
1 “It looks like it.”

““No doubt nbout that,” said
Cherry. “The facts have come out right
enough! This is where the learned judge
hops int"

*Go i, Mauly!
him up, somebody 1™ J
“0Oh!” ejaculated the jndge, openin
his eyes. ‘JI wain't a.a’leef. 1 hoard a.ﬁ

s it overt”

1

Judgment ! Wakeo

| you fellows were saying.
*Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Judgment, voun ass!”
“All of 'om sentenced to be bum
*e-marched !
s eyes. -

| and

said the judge,
| rubbing
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E

for a patriotic
n't you try it?

“You
listening !” _
Squiff pulled away a leg of his lord-

sillv - ass, haven't been

-

you

ship’s chair, and Lord Mauleverer sat on
the table, He sat there and yelled.

“Leave it to the jury,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. * Now, then, you
fellows, guilty or not guilty?”

“Guiley t”

& &nytﬁing to say, Skinner?’

Skinner scowled Ir_niai:tk!;;. 1

“T] didn't take the letter from
Bunter,” he said. *He gave it to me.
We all burnt it together. 1 don’t see
why we shouldn’t, as 1t was a letter from
a Conchy to a Conchy. I'm down on
Conchies.”

“ Hear, hear!” came several voices.

“A chap can be_ down on (onchies
without stealing their letters,” said

A

all the world over. If Hilary complained
to the Head you'd get a flogging, and
vou know 1t!” '

Bob{

roaks

Wharton, * A dirty trick is a dirty trick, |

| a whiz, and

i * “Hilary can sneak if he likes!”

¢ T must know what was in the letler!”
exclaimed Hilary. “1I shall not coruplain
about it, but 1 must know what was in
the letter!”

Skinner shrugged his shoulders.

“I'l tell you fast ennugﬁr, if it comes
to that. Your pater said he was coming
to see you. He hadn’t the nerve to show
up hers, so he asked you to meet him at
the old Priory. We went there this after-
noon to tar and feather him.”

“You dared touch my futher!” ex-
claimed Hilary, striding towards Skinner
with his hands clenched.

~ “We'd have touched him fast enough
if he'd been there!” sneered Bkinner.
“PBut for zome reazon he didn't come.
There was nobody there but a soldiar, all
the time I waited there. Otherwise ke'd
have got the tar and feathers, and you
can bet on that!”

“And serve him jolly well wight!”
said Hazeldene.

”I-w, you fellows, I really must go.
now ; :_nguta will be waiting for met”
squeaked Billy Bunter. * He's asked me
to tea, you know!”

“I'm sorry you've lost your letter,
Hilury.” said the captain of the Remove.
“ You are entitled to take the matter be-
fore the Head, if you choose.”

“1 shall not do that.”

“That's a3 you please.
fore the Head

“ No, no!”

“Very well; then it's for the Remove
to deal with,” said Wharton. * Gentle-
men of the Remove, here are four
fellows who have sneaked another chap's
letter, opened it, and read it, and then
destroyed it. That kind of thing i=n't

1f it goes be-
, we leave it to him.”

good enough for the Remove. What's
the verdict?”
gaid Db

“Twenty of the best!”

| Cherry.

“ Hear, hear!”

“That's a Form licking!” said Whar-
ton. *“You hear, you sneaking wortns’
You can take it, or go before the Head,
which you please.”

“ All for being down on a Conchy!”
sneered Skinner.

“ Nothing of the sort! DMost people
are down on Conchies; but decent people
don’t spy into letters. That’s what you re
going to be punished for, and you know
it! You're at liberty to take your

urusl:ﬁlant here or to go before the

Skinner & Co. were not likely to choose
to go before the beaks. They elected to
take their punishment there, fully con-
scious that they deserved it.

Aund they took it!

- For quite a long time the Rag rang o
the sound of thwack, thwack, thwack?
1t rang also to a series of fiondish yells
from the wvictims,

When it was over the Form meeling
broke up. Skinner & Co. limped away
to their study gritting their teeth. Billy
Bunter followed them in_ with a grin en
his fat face. DBunter's yells had been the
loudest in the Rag; but the Owl was not
looking severely hurt now.

“I say, you fellows, you look bluel”
grinned Bunter, * * You haven't any
sense, you know! I put a couple of
oxercise books in my bags ready, in case
it furned out to be a licking. He, he
et .

Skinner & Co. gave hun deadly looks.

“And now,” continued Bunter, *' what
about that bob, Skinner? Under the
cires, T think you'll admit that you cught
to band over that bob.”

Skinner did not hand over the bob.
He handed over a Latin grammar, with
followed it up with Eaclid,
and thern Virgil; and Billy Bunter fled,
roaring ! '
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THE NINTH CHAPTER,
News of the Conchy !

‘s OW does my tie look 7 '
Bob Cherry asked that im-

portant «question, with be-

coming solemnity, on the fol-
lowing morning after service. Tt was
Sunday morning, and the Famous Five
wera gomg out for the usual Sunday
walk.

Bob’s chums looked at
cniled,

“Well, how does it look 7’ demanded
Bob, who never was suceessful with neck-
ties, ,

As the chums expected to meet the
Chif House girls during that morning’s
walle, the question of the tie was an im-
portant one,

“My dear man, it looks much the same
ax nsual,” said Frank Nugent, .

the tie and

“The esamefulness is terrific, my
esteamed Bob,” remarked the Nabob of
Bampur.

“ And how’s that "

‘*“ As if you'd been trying to hang your-
self, old chap!™ said Nupgent affably.

Bob Cherry snorted.

“It's a bit too far to the left,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. “Give it a
bit of a pull to starboard.”

Bob tugged at the tic,

. "*That all right?”

“"Ha, ha! Now 1t's going up round
vour right ear !”

“Oh, crumbs!” growled Bob. “I
don’t see anything to grin at. I can't tie
a tie like Angel of the Fourth, and T
don’t want to, There! Is that right?”

"“Too much of a list to port,” grinned

Johnny Ball,
“Blow it! I'll get the dashed thing
right somehow ! 'There!”

Baoh gave another tug, and there was a
rending sound.

** Now you've done it "

‘“Ha, ha, ha "

“Come on!” said Nugent. “Weo shall
miss Marjorie if we're late.”

“Can I coma out’ with a tie In two
nts ¥ howled Bob. “ Wait till T change
H-_.ﬂ:::an't you? What are you cackling
al ! .

Bob rushed into the House in search
of another tie, and his grinning chums
watted for him at the door, Dick Hilary
came out by himself, with a moody ex-
nression on his face.

Wharton glanced quickly at his chums,
nid they nodded, guessing his thought,
The Conchy’s son was lonely, and feeling
dawn, and the Co, nobly came to the
reseRe,

" Ye-cs,’

“Like to come along to the ¢iiffs?
We're going for a ramble.”

Hilary hesitated, and flushed. He un-
derstood the kind thought, but his sensi-
nfvgfna’turﬂ shrank from taking advantage
T Y. - L
“ Thanks, I—I don't think I'll come,”

he said. *‘I'm feeling rather rotten, to
tell the truth, and I shouldn’t be cheer-
ful company.” -

" About that letter?” - said Nugent.
“You'll pet another letter from your
pater, old scout,”

“ I ean't understand it,” said Hilary, in
vieep perpelxity.  “I haven't heard from
him, you see, for some time now, and—
and T supposed he was still at Dartmoor,
I can’t understand how he’s got leave to
vome here. T don’t think they're given
much leave, if any. Something must be
wrong., It's a shame that I was pre-
vented from going out to meet him yes-
terday.”

' According fo Skinner, though, he
Jida’t turn up, after all,” said Nugent,
"X know, and that worries me, too.
l've asked Sneop about it, and he says

they saw @ soldier there who said he
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!'mev:v my father, Tt looks as if the
soldier may have been there instead of
him, and may have had some message
for me. T can’t understand what's hap-
pened. I—I'm afraid there's something
wrong, somehow. But no need to hother
you fellows abeut it,” added Hilary,
flushing. And he nodded to the juniors
and walked away to the gates.

“Poor beast!” commented Johnny
Bull.  “TIt must be a worry to have
Conchies in the family., Looks as if old
Hilary has bolted from the Conchy
camp, and that means bad trouble for
him when he’s caught.”

I hope not,” said Wharton uneasily.
It does look like it, thongh. Those
rotters ought to be boiled for stealing his
leiter ] Hallo! Here’s Bob !

Bob Cherry came ont with 2 resplend-
ent new necktie, 1t wae the property of
Lord Mauleverer, the d&ﬂ&_‘f of the
Remove, evidently borrowed for the im-
portant occasion.

“That all right?” asked Boh, plainly
pleased with his appearance.

“Gorgeous, old chap!”’ said Nugent
solemnly, ‘' SBunflowers and orchids ain’t
in it with that tie. That will dazzle the

‘Guing_gut, Hilary ?”° asked Wharton. .

4 coursae !

ladies, if anything will.”
“Look here, you ass——"

I “Come on!" said Wharton; and the

Famous Five started,

As they turned out at the gates Hilary
was disappearing in the direction of
Courtfield. He was walking slowly, his
eyes on the ground, evidently dispirited.
The juniors turned in the other direction,
towards Friardale,

“{*ut through the wood,” said
Wharton. *““We're late already, owing
to Bob being such a dandy.”

“Rats !’ grunted Bob.

.They crossed the fields, and turned o
the footpath through the wood, tramping
-over thickly-fallen leaves.

Ahead of them on thie footpath they
caught sight of a figure in khaki A
man in private’s uniform was
along slowly, He turned, and came
pacing back towards them, his eyes on
the fallen leaves, without sceing the
juniors. He was about to turn aguin
when he caught sight of them, being
close upon them, and stopped.

The juniore glanced at him,
could see that he wished to speak.

“"Excuse me,’” said the soldier, salut-
ing. ‘“You belong to Greyfriars School,
I think, young gentlemen %"

"“Yes,” said Harry.

“The belongfulness is terrifie. my
 esteemead and ridiculous Tommy ! said
the Nabob of Bhanipur politely.

The soldier stared for a moment, and
then smiled. THurree Jamset, Singh’s
weird English was often of
 smiles among those who were not uséd
to it.

I you belong to Greyiriars, very
 hkely you know a lad named Hilary ?”
said the man in khaki,

“Yes, certainly,” said Wharton, re-
membering Hilary’s mention of a soldier
at the Priory the previous day. *“‘He'sin
our Form.”

“I wanted to see him. Perhaps—-7"
The scldier hesitated. “I've no right to
ask you, of course; but—but would you
be kind enough to take him a message—
when you return to the

iy

They

“We'll give him a message, certainly,”
said Harry at once. *We <ha
at dinner.’

“Thank you very much !
tell him that "—the soldier hesitated
bourhood, and wishes ta gee him 77

Harry, with a smile.
On this footpath, thizs afternoon,”

saidk the soldier, * J—J mean, his father

pacing |

for brmging the

achool, of |

Il sce him
Will you
agaitr—'' that his father is in this neigh-

“I'd better tell him where, then,” said |

' rowed

Three-halfpence, 11

will wait here for him. IJe Is [ree this
afternoon, I sup e
“Yes, till ealling-over. He'll come at

once, of course,” eaid Harry. ** He's

rather anxious about his father, He
missed aEEmi; him vesterday, I think,
owing to a letter being destroved, s

Mr. Hilary well "’

“Quite well—better than he has ever
heﬁn in his life before,” said the soklier.
He'll be glad to hear that.”

“I am very much obliged to you, sir.”

“ Not at all,” answereg Wharton.

The soldier saluted and stepped back,
and the Famons Five went on their way.
They left the soldier pacing on the leaf-
strewn path.

* One of the old johnnies who've joined
up lately,” said Johnny Bull. “I rather
like that chap’s looks. Relation of
Hilary's, 1 oxpect.”

“He locks a bit like Hilary,” said
Wharton.  “‘1 know Hilary’s got an
uncle in khaki., He may be back on
leave.  Rather queer that he doesn’t
come up to the school to see him,
though,?”

“*Hallo, hallo, hallo!
are !” epaculated Bob.

There was a glimpse of pietty hats at
the end of the path, and the juniors

There they

| hurried their steps to join Marjorie & Co.

_ In the ramble over the cliffs that morn-
ing the Co, speedily forgot all about the
soldter in the wood, But when they

| came in to dinner at Greyfriars Wharton

looked for Dick Hilary at once.

He found him in the quadrangle. ITe
had come in from a long walk, and
looked rather tired, and was going to the
House, unheeding the sneering grins that
were turned upon him by Skinner & Co,
lounging in the doorway. Wharten
tapped the Conchy’s son on the arm, and
Hilary etarted and looked up.

" News for you, kid,” said the captain
of the Remove, with a smile,

I'lﬂ ]tt't‘“ ?Il

“Oh, no; a message | |

Wharton explained, and Hilary’s ex-
pression bri}ghteﬁ«l, though he looked
very ed.

“I'm glad to hear my father’s well,”
he =said. “I ecan’t understand how he
comes to be in this quarter, though. It
beats me how he’s on such good terms
with a soldier, too.”

I theught he might be your unele,”
said Harry. * You told us once you had
an uncle in khaki., He looked rather
like you in features, toeo."

Hi shook his head. |

“My uncle’s at the Front,”” he said,
“and—and he’s not on very good terms«-
with my father; their '_?'&iniﬂﬂ& about the
war are so different. Thank you no end
ssage, Wharton, T'H
cut out immediately aftér dinner.”

They went into the together,
and Skmner & Co. exchanged looks,
They had stretched their ears to hear
what was said,

“S8o old Conchy is really hangin
about somewhere to see young Conehy !”’
remarked Skinner. '“So he’s geoing to
cut out immediately after dinner, is he?
I fa,nﬂ? we are gomg to cut out, too—
what #"

“ Good wheeze ! agreed Stott.

“We've got a Form licking to pay that
cad for ! said Skinner viciously, *“We'll
take it out of him and his precious
pater ! :

“Tar and feathers?”” grinned Stot,

“Yes, rather 1"’ '
~ ‘“Hold on, though!™ said Bucap.
“Conchies are queer cattle, and he may
put up a fight, e don’t want to get the
tar and feathers ourselves,”

“ Angel would have come if vou hadn’t
with him yesterday !” growled
Tie MaoxNET LiBrary.—Na. 560,
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Slinner.  “Now he's keeping lus dis
tance."’ _ : o

“Hang him!  Let him keep it 17

¢ Ak Bolsover major,” said Stott
“Ile's backing uwp Ihlary, for some
reason, the ass; but he's potty on Cou-
chies.  Jle'll enjny "l i

“Good! We'll ece!”

Bolsover major, as goon as ho was ap-
proached on the subject, entered heartily
into the acheme. Ile had rather a regard
for Hilary, since the latter had stood up
to him; but for Hilary's father he had
only fierce contempt. And with the burly
bully of the Remove
Co. had no doubt of being able to handle
the Conchy with case.

After dinner Dick Hilary left the
School House as quickly as possible, and
atarted at a good pace for the wood. And
after him, with subdued chuckles, went
Skinner & Co., feeling suve of thewr game
at last.”

o T = = e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
(L ALLO, hallo, hallo !
The Famons Five wore saun-
the lane when Bob Cherry
ﬂummd and stared through a gap in the
“ Anything up?" asked Nugcnt.
“Taok 17
view of the green fields towards the
woods, Heading for the wood wae Dick

Something Like a Surprise !
{ering in a leisurely way down
edgr,
Through the gap the juniors had a wide
Y{ilary, walking fast, and on his track,

koeping pace with him, a couple of dozen |

yards behind, wore Skinner & Co.

Hilary was ovidently unaware that he
was pursued ; he was thinking only of the
coming meeting with his father, and did
not glance behind once. But the pursuit
was very evident to the eyes of the
Iamous Five, P

Harvy Wharton knitted his brows.

“What's their game ?” he eaid. ' Is it
A rag on Hilary 2" :

s gim‘n likely on his pater,” said Bob.
“ He'a going to meet his pater, you know,
You see that bag in 8kinner’s paw ?—and
Snoap’s got a bundle. “That’s the tar and
fenthers [V |

“Let ’em rip!” said Johuny Bull
“Tar and feathers ain't a bad thing for
Conchies, " : :

““Pash it all, it's too bad, when the
man’s come here to sec his son!” ex-
claimed Iarry Wharton, *Rags are
barred on Sundays, too. _

oing to rag the man wiale he's with

tary. It's too rotten!"

“Well, perhaps that is rather rotten,”
admitted  Johnny Bull reflectively.
“Wo'll chip in, if you hike!”

“{ome on, then!”

The five juniors clambered through the
hedge, and cut across the field to intercept
tha pursuers of Hilary.

They covered the ground at a good rate,
and Skinner & Co. soon sighted them.
Skinner gave them a savage look, and
Bolsover major a glare of defiance, The
fiva came panting mto the footpath ahead
of the raggers, still at a little distance
from the wood. -

“Well, what
enapped Skinner.

“The guestion 18, what do yvou want?”

said Wharton. -

- " (an't we go for a walk if we hike?”
‘“If you're only going for a walk—-"
“Well, we are! Get out of the way!"
“Don't tell lies, Skinner!” boomed

Bolsover major, *“I'm not afraid to tell

them, or anvbody else, what I'm going to

do! I'm going to mop up-a Conchy !"

“J_thought so0,” said Wharton drily.
“Wall, Conchy or not, you're not going
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do you want here?”

to help, Skinner & |

They’'re not
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to mop up Mr. Iilary just now ! Let the
man alone!”

*Rats!”

“Line up!"” sad Harry.

The Famous Vive lined up across the
path. Skinner, Snoop, and Stott halted
irresolutely.  Dut Bolsover major was
made of sterner stuff,

“ Let us pass ! he roared.

Dick Hilary heard the shout behind,
and he looked round. His face changed
as he saw what was happening. After a
momnent's hesitation he turned back, and
camoe running towards the group.

“What's the row?’ he exclaimed
breathlessly.

“Dou't vou bother !” said Bob Cherry.
“You run on and look for your pater,

Hilary. We'll look afier these cads!”
 “We're after the Conechy !” said Snoop
| bitterly, “ We're going to nail him ths
| tine !

“My father "

i “Yes, vyour precious pater!
rotrors won't stop us!”

Hilary's eyves blazed.

These

“I'll giop you fast enough!™ he ex-
claimed.

“We'll back vou up, kid!"  =aid
Wharten, ** Now, then, chuck that rub-

| bish down, Skiuner, und elear !

“I won't!”

“I won't let him!” rvoared Bolsover
major furtously., “I'm going on! Any-
body who gets in the way wiﬁ get hurg !”

Bolsover major strode forward, and the
next moment was holly engaged with
BHarey Wharton.

Hilary started on Skinner, and, in spite
of his professed contempt for the Conchy,
it was Skinner who gave ground. I‘iu
dropped the bag of feathers, and backed
away in haste,

Hilary kicked the bag into the grass,
and it burst with the kick, the featliers
fiving on the wind.

v **Now, then; Stott, I'm your man!"
grinned Bob Cherry; but Stott, too, had
a faney for backing away instead of com-
g on,

“The esteemed Snoop will oblige me,”
?Iaid Hurree Singh, putting up his dusky

18fa, :

To the surprizse of the Co., Sidney
James Snoop did not back out. Lie
dropped the bundle containing the can of
tar, and put up his hands.

{ “Youre not gomg to stop me!” he

said.

“Come onfully, my esteemed Spoop!”

Nugent and Johnny Bull locked on
with their hands in their pockets. It was
one to one, and only Wharton had any-
thing ke a handful to deal with. But
Wharton had enough to do, for Bolsover
major was in savage carnest, and he had
plenty of pluck.

On the edge of the wood a figure in
khak: appeared in sight, looking across
the field towards the scrimmage.

It was the soldier who had waited at the
old Priory the previous day, and who had
met the Co. in the wood that morning.

He stared at the exciting scene for some
minutes, evidently in great surprise, and
then starttd along the footpath towards
the juniors.

By that time Stott had quite backed
out, having had enough of Bob Cherry's
hard hitting, and he was in full retreat
across the fields.

Skinner would have followed his
example gladly, but hie head was in
chancery, and he could not. Hilary was
pommelling Skinner’s features, and the
cad of tha Remove was kicking and
geratching hike a wild animal.

Bolsover major had gone down on his
back, but he was up again at once like a
jack-an-the-box, and coming on furiously.

All the juniors had forgotten what day
it was by that time. It was a rigid rule
| at Grevfriars that scraps-and rags were
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barred on Sunday; but they were not
thinking of that now, _

Bolsover major closed with Wharton,
aud they struggled hard, both of them
angry and excited. .

Sidney James Snoop was putiing up a
losing iight, but he was- sticking to it
Sidney James had shown much more
character, in many ways, since his father
had become a soldier. IMurree Jamset
Ram Singh, always a considerate youth,
dealt lightly with him, contenting himself
with keeping 8noop at arm’s-length, with
an occastonal gp to remind him that a
fight was on. )

Meanwhile, the man in khaki wae strid-
ing towarda the scene, *
'%IHH‘}" Wharton and Bolsover major
went rolling over in the grassy path, still
pommelling.

The soldier stopped in time to avoid
stumbling over them as they rolled
almost at his feet.

He stooped, and grasped both the
juniors, and lifted them up, dragging
them apart at the same moment, which

required a considerable exertion of
strength.
The two breathless and  astonished

juniors blinked at him.

“Stop this!” said the soldier quietly,

“Let go!” said Wharton. “It's all
rizht, Tommy ! .

= Liegro ! roaved Bolsover major, “ I'll
jolly wcﬁl punch you if you hold me, vou
cheeky psa!”

The soldier smiled, and, lifting Bolsover
major clear of the ground, weighty as the

burly Removite was, he sat him down in
the grass, |

Bolsover major sat there gasping.
After that exbibition of physical strength
he wisely decided not to punch the man in
khaki, :

Hurree Singh and Snoop ceased their
combat; but -Hilary and Skinner were
still hghting. Skinnér was yelling to
lis adversary to let him go, but Hilary's
temper was up, and he was still pommel-
ling. The soldier strode towards them,
and caught Dick Hilary by the shoulder.

“Stop that, Dick!” he said politely.
“Have you forgotten that it is Sunday?
Stop it, I say!”

Hilary let go Skinner as if the latter
had suddenly become red-hot. Skinner
staggered away, dabbing at his nose, and
blinking.

Hilary did not look at him. His eyes
were fixed upon the soldier in blauk
amazement,

Hizs amarzement, almost stupefaction,
struck the other fellows, and they all
stared at him. A slight smile was on the
soldier’s face. For some moments Dick
Hilary could not find his voice as he
stared at the man in khaki.

Then he gasped:

“Father!”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Call of His Country !

{3 ATHER!”
F Hilary repeated the word in
tones of wondcr.

He had at last seen his father
taken away by the police, a determined
and unrepentant Conscientious (bjector.
He saw him now in the King's khaki, as
soldierly-looking a man as one could wish
to ece. It was no wonder that Dick
Hilary could scarcely believe his eyes.

Bolsover major. staggered up.

“Is that your father, Hilary?” he
stuttered. '

“Yes!" pasped Hilary. _

“You said he was a Conchy!"

“The Conchifulness does not seam to
be terrific!”’ remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur. *The excellent and ridiculous
gentleman has heard his country’s call,
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atid joined upiully. The congratulation is
terrific !

“Well, my hat'” said Bob Choerry,

“Father!™ rvepeated Hilary dazedly.
“Then you--you—you—-"

“Yes, my boy,” said Ar, Hilary
quietly. “1 am a soldier now, I have
found, my dear lad, that I was mustaken
on gome points, and I could not allow a
false pride to keep me from admitting it.
I was afraid that this would be a shock
to you, Dick: but to judge by what I
have seen you also have undergone some
change of view.”

Hilary erimsoned,

“J—]———" he stanunered,

“Don't blame him, sir,” said Bolsaver
major, quite respectiully now. ‘*Hilary
was standing up for you.”

“For me?”’
~“We—wo thought his pater waz a
LConchy, and we were going to rag him, ”’
anic olsover, flushing. “Hilary was
trying to stop us.”

“J see!l” caid the soldier quietly, 1
don't think you would have found the
raggmng very casy, my boy.”’

“I—1 don’t think .so, either,” said
Bolsover major, whose shoulder was still

~aching from the soldier’s iron grasp.
“8till, H you'd been a Caonchy you
couldn’t have put up a fight, could you?
You'd have been bound to lel us tar and
feather you, if we wanted to, without re-
sisting. according to your giddy prin-
ciples,”

“I—1 suppose so!” said Mr. Hilary,
with a start, 1 am not sure, however,
that I should have followed out my recent
principles to that extent, It would not
have been quite safe for you to put it to
the test, I think. However, I presume
you have now abandoned that kindly
intention *”

“Oh, of course!” said Bolsover major
shamefacedly. *“F—T'm sorry, sir!”

And with that Belsover major walked
away, followed by Skinner and Snoop.
The ragging was off—very much ofl !

“This ia where we elear!”” murmured
Bob Cherry. ‘' Jolly glad to have met
vou, Mr, Hilary, espcvially under these
vires.”’

“The gladfulness

s terrifie, my
esteemed Tommy !”

satd the Nabeb of
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For Next Monday : .
“COKER’S LATEST!*
By Frank Riehards.

“«(Ope man in his time plays many parts”®
says Shakespeare. Seven, Shakespeare gives
the man on the stage of human life, DBut
Horace James Coker has played many more
i1han that on the stage of Greyfriars.

The {mraﬂel is not exact, for Shakespeare
was telling us-of the various ages of man, from
buabyhood— the infant, mewling and puking »
—to decrepit old age—*sans teeth, sans eycs,
sans everything.” Amd Coker's many parts
have been compressed into one age. If he goes
on as he has Lhegun his seven ages will pro-
vide seveniy times seven parta,

Coker has been captain of Greyfriars—a
prefest—a hypnotist—a epecial constable—a
detective—a kind of professional optimist,
with carefully-prepared jokes—an organiser of
National fervice—an amateur recruiting agent
—and lots of other things—bhut always an ass,
and always, in cpite of his folly, a good fellow
at heart.,

What is Coker's latest? That you will learn
next week., But I will give you a clue, Rilly
Bunter plava quite an important part in con-
nection with it, Can you think that out?

ANOTHER LITTLE SERMON.

Thinking things out is not half a had exer-
cise, You know-even little things,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
Bhanipur. "It is a day worthy to be
marked with a white stone!”

“Thank you very much!” said the
soldier gravely. ‘' Come, Dick !”

Hilary gave the juniors a happy smile
as ho walked away with his father.

It was easy to see that the junior was
aoverjoyed at the change that had come
over the Conchy. |

The doubts aund misgivings that had
grown up in his own mind had evidently
taken root in his father’s mind also, and
produced the same change of view,

At Greyfriars Hilary had discovered

that the turning of the other cheek was

not a practical policy in a world not yet
sufficiently civilised; and the same Sis-
covery had dawned upon Mr. Hilary n
the lgunch'j camp—where probably his
surroundings had helped to modify his
opinions,

It had amazed Hilary at the first
glance; but it was not so very surprising,
after all,

Harry Wharton & Co, glanced after the
well-set-up figure in khaki and the junior

walking j\mudly by his father's side with
very kindly looks. _
‘““Well, this is jolly good!” said Bob

Cherry. * Hilary’s as proud as Punch of
his pater now! Blessed if, I'd have
puessed that Tommy was Hilary’s
and we noticed he looked like Hilary in
the phiz, too. But who'd have expected
to see a Conchy turn up in khaki?”’

““¢«He was an absent-minded beggar,
but he heard his country’s call!l’ " sang
Nugent, and the juniors laughed.

And the Co. were feeling quite elated
as they went on their way. Hilary’s
troubles were over, and they had ended
in a way that could not fail to please
all concerned—unless it was Mr. Hilary’s
lank and long-haired former friends.

Father and son walked on in silence
for some time. In the footpath in the
wood Mr. Hilary stopped and glanced
down at Dick’s bright face.

“You're glad, Dick?” he asked.

Hilary coloured. '

“I'm sure you've done right, father,”
e answered.

“What T have done 1z very different
from what I have taught you, Dick,” said
the soldier. *‘I was right, in a way: but
—but the real world is very difierent,

of us do enough of it. To look all round every-
thing is not easy, of course; it calls for more
knowledge and more judgment than the
average man or hoy possesses, But it 18
always worth while to remember that there
are two gides to everything. In some cases
only a glance at the other side is needed—it
may be not ¢ven a ?Iunc:e. When you are up
against a question of absolute right or wrong,
or one of fair play—which comes to much the
same thing--you need not bother yourseli
about the other side. There is somethin

in you—ecall it conscience, call it instinct, cal
it what vou like—whatever you call it, it's
there—which speaks to you then.

But there are so many other matters in
which looking at both sides—thinking a thing
out—pays. We used to be accused before the
war by some people of being a nation of
slackers. It was not true, or, at worst, it
was not wholly true. T don’t think the
average Briton is a slacker as regards bodily
work, though, of course, we have Eﬂent: of
hone-lazy people among us, But I think the
average Briton is rather inclined to avoid
hard thinking, He fancies it is going to make
hiz head ache. So it may when the head is
unaccustomed to tt. But you can get your
head accustomed to thinking; and that’s
partly what it"s for, you know.

What is the commonest excuge of all among
boys and girla in schools and offices? ol |
didn't think.” There are others; but 1 fancy
that i2 the most frequent. - -

It really is not a good one, is it? 1 wom's
say you are paid to think at school; but it's
hardty worth while that you should attead if
you don't think, And to put your brains into
your work makes the work wore interesting.
But when you have got a joh you are being

Very few | pald to think. You may not be paid much;

Three-halfpence. 13

Dick, from the world of thinkers and
dreamers. 1 still believe that the timo
will come when all men will hve in
brotherhood, and war will be as forgotten
and regarded with as much horror as can-
nibalism. But—but that time is not yet.
And if universal peace is to come, it can
only come by breaking the power of tho
war-mongers—the Prussian ballies who
would set the world on fire for their own

| to—and 1 tried

ter— |

Idid not realise how heavy it had

base ends. And—and when that was clear
to me, Dick, 1 knew there was only ono
place for me—in the tremches witﬁ the
rest.’”’

He paused a moment,

“ And—and you agree with me, Dick 7"
he asked. | '

“Yee, father! I—I tried at school to
do as you’d always taught me—I meant
ard. But—but T was
afraid you would be angry with me when
I told you it couldn’t be done.”

The soldier smiled.

“Wea've both been rather mistaken,
Dick,” ho said. * Both mistaken, and
both very much misunderstood. That's
all over now,”

L L] [] -

Dick Hilary’s face was very cheerful
when he came back to Greyfriars.

He found all the Remove-in possession
of the news, and everybody very friendly
and cordial, with the exception of Skin.
ner, who did not matter. :

A weight had gone from the junior's
mind : and, indeed, until it was o he
en.

Doubts and misgivings were things of
the past: the Conchy camp was an un-
pleasant picture that Fd’ded_ rom his mind.
The one-time Conscientious Objector was

forming fours now, no longer turning a

Ide&f car to his conntry’s call—preparing
td take his part in the great struggle that
was to mark the end, perhaps for ever,

of brutal militariem.
Hilary wae happy, and his friends wero

! easily he carrvied too far.

g[&d; and, indeed, as Hurree Jamset Ram
ingh remarked, the happy gladfuliess
was térrific |

(Don't miss ** COKER'S LATEST !"*

—next Monday’s grand complete story

of Harry Wharton & Coe., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)
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hut remember the less
your wages are Hkely to |

Some of you may imagine that what you
are getting now is a standard of value, 16
is not; It is a mere matter of price. 1 did
what I could to explain this to you last week.

A business man must liave—or imagines be
must have—an office-toy. Three years ago
he could have got one easy enough for under
fifteen shillings a week.  Now he will have io
pay twice or thrice as much, :

Part of that increase is due to the greater
cost of living, but most of it mméj to a
shortage of hoys. Even if the cost of lving
keeps up, the standard of wages will fall
directly there are more boys available than
are needed. ;

Think ahout that! 1 don't mean WOITY
about it. There is no need to worry-if you
will only think on proper lines. For, presum-
ing that {au have even average brains,
thinking will it you for better things. ¢

Argument is & good thing, too, if it is oniy
reasonable and civil. 1 don't mean hickering,
taking a ecertain attitude and maintaining
that your attitude must be right; I mean
finding out what the other fellow thinks—if
he can and does think—and whether thero
fan't. alter all, something in his ideas, even
if tiue;.' differ from yours. Argument can
I have known men
who would argue at any time on éither sido
of apy question.” That's pretty useles: .

{::II think thf lowar

1 Unless you are expressing your own thought:

But your own thoughts
are not necessarily right; and so the other
fellow may teach you something. And even
if he is wholly wreng, what he has to fay

you had better dry up.

may not_be without ita uses for you.
" YOUR EDITOR.
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THE SCAPEGOAT.
i |
By ERNEST LEVISON.
I. lordly miembers of the Fifth are not often | much. But it's a licker {o me whal’s become

£ ATHEAD! geen in the Third Form-room. When they | of the kid!” _ 4

F “Chump " do go there it is seldom upon anything Wally was evidently anxions. So was 1. I%

“Silly cuckoo ™

“Look here, young Frayne 2
“Oh, rats. Wally!”
That's the way they were talking. How do

1 know when I wasn't there? Do your sup-
pose I don't know how the Third talk?
Frank wasn't thore, either, so he did not
tell me; he had gone out for the afterncon
with Clive and Cardew and me.

“My only aunt! If you chaps don't shut
up I'll give you a licking a¥l round—the lick-
ing of your livesi” unapped Wally D'Arcy.
S § say kippers, 86 what's the use of anyone
else saying bloaters?" '

“Well, I like that!" gasped Reggie Man-
ners. “Do you jolly well think that you're
;:ﬂing to settle what we shall eat?”

“I'm going to settle what I shall eat, any-
way; and any silly ass who wants something
different can go somewhere else to cook it!”
paid Wally,

“It's my cash, an" I suppose I've got a
rtight to say what's jolly well goin' to he
donc with it, ain't 17" yelled Joe Frayne.

“Oh, you! You're sure to say the same
a3 Wally; yon always do. So does young

Levison,” said the exasperated Reggie.
“Where is fnungl Levison?" asked Hobbs.
“Gone out with his major, so never you

mind ‘about voung Levison!” growled Wally.
“Don’t get your shirt out, old sport! I

say kippers, tool”
howled Curly

" But Bay
Gihson.

“What do you say, Jimmy?" asked Frayne.

“Oh, bloaters!” answered Jameson.

The Wt!nf wias even. The fact that Frayne
was providing the cash for the fsh really
made no difference to Third Form feeling.
‘Those seven, thongh there are lots of ways
in which they don't resemble the Early
Christians, are n bit like them about the
community of good bizney. The oof might
be admitted to Frayne's, but all the rest
wolld consider that they had as big a right
as Frayne in the disposal of it.

“Three to three!” sald Reggie exultantly.
“Wa shall have to toss for it."”

“Not likely! It'a four to three,
replicd Wally confidently.

eggie stared at him.

“How do yon make that out?” he yelled.

“Franky's vote will have to be counted—
that's how.”

“But he ain't here! How do we know
which way he would vote?"

“Why, you said yourself that he would be |
sure to say the same as T did, ass!”

“8o you did, Reggie, an’ you can't deny
it,” put in Joe Frayne. "

“Levison's vote wlll have to count,” said
Hobhs.

“It jolly well won't, and we jolly well
won't have kippers!” howled Reggie furiously.

“All right, my son, don't have kippers!
That's what we're golng to get, and if
you chaps stick to bloaters. you can gn and
get them yourselves, that’s all about it,”
gald Wally.

Curly Gibson and Jameson looked at one
annther.

“I don't mind much, really,” said Curly.
“After all, there are points about a kipper.”

bloaters!™

really,”

“I'd as spoon have a kipper as a bloater,
anif'}{ they don't take so long te cook,” Jameson
safd.

“You rofters!” howled Reggie.
have known you'd give in!"

But Reggle bad to give in, too, or go with-
out. And as kippers re-all{ suited Reggle
nuite as well as blpaterd, he gave in. gle
Is a eontrary young ranscal, bhut ho does not
carry hig contrariness to the length of stand-
in% out of a feed, :

ha[{ had started operations when Cutts
looked In.

I dmﬁ, know what Cutis was ﬂf’f:r:*:'L The

S

“1 might

in the way of a friendly mission. 1 should
guess that something in the ragging line
had happened to Cutts, and that he was
seeking vepgeance, I cannot 2ay for certain,
because I conld not find out, and T rather
think that if one is to tell a story about
the Third Form without any gaps of this sort
in it one has to be a member of that dis-
tinguished band. They bar letting outsiders
know everything; there are things that even
Frank won't tell me.

But I am sure that, whatever had chanced
to Cutts, Frank had not been in it. Oh, no;
not becanse he is too good and gentle for
that sort of thing, but simply hecause he
says he wasn't, and young Frunk's word is
good enough for me,

The ecooking was going on cheerily when
Cutts appearcd, Wally had a kipper on two
pens, and Frayne had another on a knife,
and Hobbs was cutting up a loaf of bread,
and Yameson and Curly Gibson were sniffing
at something that was alleged to be butter,
and Reggie was snitling at things in general—
he's rather a sniffing young beast at times.

There ecertainly was some smell, and it
was not of the most odorous, I dare aay.
Third Form cookery seems to me to run
chiefly to smells—not very nice ones, either.

But the smell was not Cutts’ affair.

“Whew!” asaid Cutts. “You nasty little
hounders! Who's going to be poisoned with
that muck?"

“You're not, anyway, Cutta!” snapped
Wally.

“I shonld say not!” added Reggie. “We
don't ask Fifth Form louts to our kipper
feeds '™

“Firth Form Lot ¥ was off. It was not
likely that Cutts would stand that. On the
nther hand, if he had wanted anything in
the Third Form-room e should have said
go; it was not for him to criticise the
manners anda cnstoms of the fag tribe, Of
course, it's different when a fellow like myself,
or D'Arcy major or Manners major, with a
young brother in the Third, put In a word
in scason. 4

And, anyway, it was Reggic had
cheeked Cutts, not Wally, :

But Cutts at best never was a discriminat-
ing chap. He grabbed Wally roughly by the
collar. Reggic had skipped behind a form,
and Wally was handier for vengeance, 1 sup-
pose.

“Want a kipper, do vou, Cults? Here you
are!” yelled Wally. ]

And he smotc Cutts full in the facc with
the hot and odorous kipper. ;

Then there was a mix-up. I cannot give
exact details, but 1 understand that when
all was over, and Cutts, recognising the fact
that he had bitten off more than he could
chew, beat a retreat, the only thing in the
way of kippers leit was the smell, 'The rest,
according to Wally & Co., had been rammed

down the back of Cutts’ neck.
It was Wally who asked that

‘H
question, sticking his head into’

No, 0. Cardew and Clive and I were all there,
just fAnishing prep. _ :

“Yes. Saw bim this alternoon,”
swered. “ Do you mean to say——"

“ Nobody in onr Form's aeen anything of
him since just after dinnér!™

“My hat! He came In with us soon after
tea-time all serena,” sald Clive.  “Didn't he

And he

who

— s

II.
AVE vyou seem your minor, Levi-
son 7"

I an-

1 anawer to his name at catling-over?”

“No, I answered for him, though,
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was very unlike Frank to do anything mys.
terious.

“ Franky's eloped,” said Cardew, who doesn’t
always know the right time for being funny.
“0Oh, shut up!” I growled. - :

“ Let's go and look for the kid,” said Clive.

“ Right-ho! Oh don't you bother to come,
Cardew !” I said. ’

“Am I not also Franky's uncle?” zaid that
sitly chump rolemnly,

In the passage we ran against Trimble,

“He, he, he!™ chortled the fat rolter,
“ Are you looking for young Levison?"

“ Do you know where he is?” snapped Clive,

Clive can't stand Trimble at any price—
none of us can, for that matter; but Clive
bars him especially, just as Kangaroo does.
Sometimes I fancy that they never get that
sort out in the Colonies, and don't know what
to make of them when they find them here,
But I don't know.

“1 might know, and I might not!” replied
Baggy, in that silly, fat, smirking way he

as. _

Clive caught him by the collar, and shook
him hard. X

% You do know, vou fat sweep, and you're
jolly well going to tell!™ he said.

“Yow-ow! (Gurrrg! Lemme be, Clivel
He's in Cutts’ study. 'Tain’'t my fault! I
didn’t "

Wally bolted off at once. We did not guess
at the moment what for; but we knew later.

Clive released Baggy.

“I can't make this out,” I said, puzzled.
“Frank wouldn't have anything to do with
Cutts.” :

Cutts has taken up kids before and done
his hest to make young rotters of them. He
did Rezgie Manners no good. But Frank isn't
that sort of kid,

“Tgh! You've choked e, Clive, you
rotter !” mumbled Baggy. “If you want to
know, the kid's in the cupboard—been there
ever so long! I heard him calling when 1
went in to see if Cutts had any jam—I mean,
of course, I wasn't after Cutts’ jam. 1 should
scorn such an action, I hope; but—»

“And youn didn't let him out?” I snorted
in disgust.

“ An'—you—didn't—let—him—out ! echoed
Cardew, with a kick after each word by way
eof punectuation.

“Yarooooonh! Btoppit, Cardew! Of course
I diidn't! Nice thing it would bave been it
Cutts bhad caught me there! Besides, what
bizney was it of mink? Yow-ow! That
hurts !

Clive and I had darted off. Durrance joined
s with Cardew a moment later, Pretty hefty
chap, Durrance, and always on the spot when
wanted. ¥

We could have turned out the Fourth and
the Shell, too, for a job like this. Everybody
likes young Frank, and no one is keen on
Cutts. But we did not wait for any more.
Four would be enough, we fancied, "even if
Gilmore and 8%. Leger were with him.

But Cutts wasz not in his study. Directly
we opened the door, however, we could hea-
Frank.

He was making a sort of moaning poi=e,
and the kid looked really queer when we gt
him out. He had been tied up for bours;
and you know how a rope tied tightly sfects
you—stops the clrculation of the blood, znd
all that, He h&uﬁl been #agged, too; but the
gag had worked partly out, so0 that he had
heen able to speak to Baggy whes that honest
youth looked into Cutts’ cupboard just to seo
~whether there was jam there. He would not
have touched it if there had bhean, of course;
anyway, he didn't touch Frank. Not sure
that that proves the point about the jam,

wash't mizded at prep. Old Selhy’s away, you | though. _
know, and that chap Smith doesn't n&tice’:! The L;hf conld hardly speak at first, T tell

at The Flestway House, Farringdon Street, Londo

n
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you we were mad, all of ve—Clive and Cardew
and Durrance as much as myself.

“ What did be do it fory® I asked hotly.
=1 don't know—I don’t know a bit!® an-
swered Frank hoarsely. <1 told hia I hadn’t
(lone anything, and he said I was a young
liar. I hadn't a chance. 1 wish now I'd
kivked the brute’s shine; but 1T bar Kicking.
He told me he wanted me to take a note some-
where, and got me up here, and then——">

“Hallo! I wasn't expectin’  visitors,
Jaye !

Tt was Cutts who spoke, and we faced round.

tiilmore and St. Leger yere with him, and
it looked for a moment as if we should have
our work cut out,

Hut next moment there was a rush of Teel
up the stairs, The Third war-cry zounded, and
the wolf-pack was upon Cutts!

He went down under them, with a howl for
help,  Gilmore stepped forward, and next
instant was swung over on to the coueh,
where Cardew and Durrance =at upon him teo
keep him quiet,

TAKING

by
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Clive and T dealt with 8t. Leger,

The kids did not need our help. They were
seven—the usual crowd—a bit heftier than
Billy Wordsworth's seven, I should say.

1 have seen some raggings in my time. 1
may say I have aszisted at quite a few, and
put some through on my own. DBut I never
gaw a more complete and thorough ragging
than that. : : : :

They didn't pommel or kick Cutts. They
had him helpless, and they worked their own
sweet will with him without brutality.

Cutts had some jam, Reggie found it. They
did not take it away: Cutts still had it when
they had finizhed. The ink was bis—or St
Leger's or Gilmore's ; that was no odds—Cutls
had that, too. He had the =oot from the

chimney, and the vinegar and oil, and some- |

thing that smelt rather like whisky, though
it was labelled otherwisze, and-—wcll, ha had
everything they could find that was pourable,
They ripped open a  sofa-cushion, and
smothered his face with feathers, They did
lote of other things, but all im a fair way;
I must say that for then,

A VAV ~

VA Ta VAV

'

|
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My hat! I shouldn't think Cutts would be
wanting a third Third ragging—yesz, “ibird
Third's ™ quite correct; that was his sccond
of the afterncon—for quite some time,

We enjoyed it all. The bullying rotter had
deserved it. Even if Frank had been among
the kipper party, it would have heen too
 thick, the way Cutts had treated him,

. Dut he hadn't heen one of the H[':-'per
raggers, No doubt Cutts thonght he had : bhut

that’s not guite geod enough. The kid wasn't
to be made a scapegoat of in that rotten way.

We sat it out to the epd, and neither =t.
Leger nor Gilmore eut up roughly when we
got. off their waistcoats and legs, T am npob
dead sure that they hadn’t got a certain
amount of enjoyment out of the ragging.

But I"'m dead sure Cutts had not. He was
done to the wide ut the finish. He only gasped -
when we went. = .

When he wants a scapegoat again I fancy
he will think twice before he jumps on one of

those seven!
- THE EXND,

UP MUSIC!

By ROBERT DONALD OGILVY.

ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER, the Owl
of the UNemove, cautiously and
quietly opeuned the door of Study

No,  § in the Shell passage—that

shared by Hoskins and Hobson.

It was Hoskins, the musical genins
tireyfriars, whom DBunter sought. The
junior first put his snub nose and one eye
ronnd the edge of the slightly-open door to
ascertain if the youthful musician was alone,

He was, Seated at the table, proppifig up
his head with his left hand and grasping a
pen im his right, he was poring over a sheet
of music-paper.

of

Bunter immediately straightened himﬁelr.,!

and, trying to look at onee cordial and digni-
Bed, advanced into the study, He made more
noise than usual to give the impression, in
ease it were necessary, that bhe had eome
straight to the door and entered without any
preliminary manceuvring,

He needn’t have trounbled, however, for even
now Hoskins was quite unaware of his pre-
;mnrii. so engrossed was he on the work in
and,

“ ood-afternoon, Hoskins,
hegai Bunter affably.

Hoskins turned his head, and looked upon
the fat junior with an expression which could
not by any streteh of hmagination have been
mistaken for one of welcome.

Bunter was not dismayed, however, With
his most winning smile he continued :

“ Br—I just dropped im io see how you're
getting on with that--cr—mpow, what ever did
yau calt it? Something like tomato, only I
can't think of the exact word.”

-+ 1 suppose you mean Iy sonata, you fat
dufler ! replied Hoskins contemptnonsiy.

“ Ah, ves, that's it!” replied Bunter agree-
ably. ¢[Mow's it getting on?"

“ Don't eome im here inguiring after my

ald fellow!”

composition in that absurd fashion ™ snapped |

Hoszkins. “ Anybody'd think it was a corn or
a hoil, or something !

Hoskina was not disposed {6 he agrceable
to the Owl, for he knew that these unusnally
friendly visits generally foreshadowed a
request for a small loan pending the arrival
of .a postal-order, which, as a rule, didn't
materialise.

“ Oh,, really, Hoskins, I'm awfully sorry!”
Bunter hasteneil to apologise, “Hut you
must put it down to my—er—total lack of
knowledge of—er—musical subjects.” ~

“ Humph! That's what we have Lo do with
mast suhjects where you're concerned |7 mut-
fered the musician drily.
" Bunter ignored this
tinmued pleasantly :

- *“When doryou expoct i
£

He hroke off, {aliering and frowning. e
had forgoiten the form of the composition
- again already.

wRonata !” roared Hoskins impatiently.

* Ah, ves, sonata !” repeated Bunter, making
n oesture -of anneyance at having forgotten.
“ When do you thiuk it will Le finished?™

« Well, at the present rate, I should say it
will be a jolly long time yet !™ replied Hoskins,
not concealing his irritation at the Owl's per-
fiatenoe.., - .+ - .- -

Bunter didn't =ce the hint, however; or, i
he did, he ignored it, for he leaned forward
slightly to glance over the sheet of music-
paper upon which Hogkins was working, as

comment, and con-

o finish your—er-—

fat |

E

though he were most interested in the pro-
gress of the composition,

« It's no earthly guod your looking at that 1™
snapped Hoskins, * A fellow with a mind like
yours can't grasp the idea of a work of art
like my sonata!”

“ But really, Hozkins, old pal, I'm maost keen
to get an insight into this sort of thiug,” per-
gisted Bunter, not to bhe put off.

“Well, F'mn writing the second movement
now, which is adagio,” explained Hoskins., It
was easy to get him talking aboit his great
works., g "

“A whati” e

“Not ‘a’ anything, fathead! * Adagio’ is
one word, and it means ‘slow.”  An adago
movement is a slow movement.™

“0Oh, 1 see!™ exclaimed Bunter, as though

the sudden light of great knowledgze had hurst
upon him. “ Well, you know, that's a funny
thing you should just happen to be doing
that, because ' awlully heen on slow move-
ments.™

“ Are you really?" =aid iloskins, “Then
perhaps you'd like to make a stow movement
towards the door?”

“0Oh, recally!™ groaned the Owl, with an
injured look. = It's rather o bit off to take
aidvantage of a fellow’s enlhusiasm to make a
rotten joke like that! And hesides, I haven't
got to what 1 really eame in to usk you.”
“ Yaon'd better get to it pretty quickly, then,
you fat ass,” said Hoskins threateningly, “or
you won't get the chance! The time 1've
wasted on you already is cqunivalent 1o about
half a page of what is guing to turn oul an
immortat work.” i

“«Fm jolly sure it will!™® =aid Bunter, with
conviction. -“ I know what a jolly elever chan
you are, Hosky. And-—and I =ay, MHosky, wiil
you play over to me what you've already
done of it7" '

At thiz request all =ign of impatience im-

mediately disappeared from Hoskins' coun-
tenance. He spent all the time whieb was not
ogeupied in writing his compositions in vainly
endeavouring to get fellows to histen to his
rendering of them on the piano. The average
Greyiriars fellow conld not have heen dragged
to the music-room for 1hat purpose by wild
haorses,

Therefare this aien of the dawn of interest
even in such a duffer as the Owl was welcomed
by H;‘rskma with delight, and Le pulled out his
wateh. R

“ The music-room will he free for abount a
quarter of an hour* he said eagerly, “so we’'ll
go along there at once.”

He gnthered up the shects of mannscript,.

while Bunter, hehind his hack, contorted his
face into a
tion. Then together they made their way to
the music-room,

Needless to” say, there was a very strong
motive for Bunter's noble celf-sacrifice; but
he had not vet playved his trump card,

He had a proposition to make to Hosking,
as a result of which he hoped to raize-an
unlimited numheér of amall loans,

He had grown tired of going round the
Remove for assistance when he was suffering
from financial stringency, and he had visions of
being able to appeal to Hoskinsg when heces-
sary, and having his wante sapplied.. |

He was completely lost in a contemplation of
thiz delightful prospect when Hosking struck
the opening chord of bis sonata,

It so startled the Owl that he jumped as
though a pin had been stuck into bim, and
only just choked back an exelamation.

There was now .a dead silence, for a few
heats’ rest followed.

Bunter stared at HosKing,
something had gone awrong.

“ Er-—is anything the _muttﬂj'?“ he ﬁ'lﬁ%ﬁ

anxiously, SRR A
« Jssh I hissed Hoskins, “JIt'& only two bars™ =
rest, fathead ! 3 -

And before Bunter had time to make any
further comment the musician’s two hands
fell upon the piano with a heavy crash, When,
with a suddenness which guite frightened the
Owl, they comunenced rmnning up and down the
keyboard, a most extraordinary medley of
sounds pouring forth from the-instrument,

A darzed expression crept over Runter's
countenance, and he felt as though he were
going olf his head. He put his hand to bhis
forehead and stared about him. Then he
glanced at Hozking” wilil face.

I nderstanding broke upon him immediately.
It was not he who was going off hiz head. It
was Hoskins!

He stood up, but his legs shook in a most
alarming manner. Whether it was the effects
of the =onata or the shock of discovering
Hoskins had gone potty he did not know,

He hegan to stagger over Lo the door to in-

hefallen the musician: but when he had got
about half-way the performance ceased as
suddenly as it had begun.

Hoskina swune round, and beheld Bunter in
the aet of taking his departure,

“ Here, where are you off to, you Iat young
azs?® demanded Hoskins fiercely. =1 domn't
helieve you've been listening at all1”

“« Oh, really I have!” declared Bunter, walk-
ing back to the piano again, now that the
seeming paroxysm was over. “The fact is, 1
suddenly camme over very dizzay, and I felt—oh,
really something awful for a minute! 1 was
just going out quietly =zo as not to interrupt
your heautiful playing.” i,

Hoskins looked doubtfully at the Owl of the
Remove ; but he accepted the explamation.

lfurm someone of the catastrophe that had

e

| «1 faney this is about the higgest thing

I've ever done,” he said enthusiastieally. -

“ Yes—er—I should say it was!" agreed
Bunter,

“ 1 partieularly like that bit just here,” went
on Hoekins, pointing to a line of the manu-
script. : : '

« Yes, T specially noticed that,” interposed

weird expression of resigna-

Bunter nervously, fearing that it was going
to be played over again. “That bit moved
me very much.” . ,

Hoskins glanced at Bunter with an expres-
sion almost of admiration. He had never
imagined before- that there was so much M
the Owl., - L

“Well, T think there'll he just ahout time
to play it through again,” be said, glancing at
his watch. ; ' :

« Haf a minute!” szaid Bunter quickly.
“There's something else 1 want to ask you
and there won't be time if you play that again,
becanse 1've got my prep to do.”
© “If you want to borrow any money, il's no
good, old son ! remarked Hoskins.
~« Ok, really, you know, I had no ddea of
doing such a {hing 1» deelared Bunter, as
Ehmrah he'd never asked anyone for a loan n

is life,

- o
b

thiwking tHat ™ =
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L And T haven't got any "I'l_ﬂ_'r' 'It'fh.*" adibed 1-

H mkmu “ 8o that's off £
I owasn't grub,” sadid the l"lh] ¢ Though, |

a: a matler of fact, I'm feeling decide !Ih
peckish at the moment. - The thing is, I w mi !
o ask you if you will give me some musi
lossong,” ‘

= Eh?" ejacrulated Ho=kinsz,
in amazeinent.
~ “(ive me somé music lessons,” repeated |
Bunter. «1t's suildenly dewned on me what a |
Lt‘E:ltr I:!nn" mnsieis; and.l shounld awfnlly like |

Lo be able to pliay some of youor vmnpu-ul;mnﬁ

'l give you kssons with pleasare,” said |
Hoskins ; and he meant it, too.

€ But, of COUrse,” ¥ou .mn: w." he f-l‘H’liIml i,
¢ you'll learn a lot Through listening to me:”

% Oh, vesz; exactiy ™ re-ipnndui Bunter, “I've
learnt qut 4 1ot alre: g e

“Well, T'll give you thu first losson LG-1n0TrOW .
watween classes and dinner- timie,”™ sand Hoskins, |
“And for a start-off I'll piay you the first
wvement of my sonata again,’

Bunter groaned quite luudh
“What's the matiery” dﬂ'n.aﬂa-.L'd H:.:.=M|u~‘i
guspicicusly.

% 0h, nothing, really ™ replied the Owi, with
B falnt smile. “ I've gol a bit of a pain threugh
being so empty, that's all,”

“If it's as bad as all that I rllu_..hf. be able to
do something for you,” said Hoskins., ©.Jush |
come along hl the =tudy with e , and I'll 5o
il Ecan borrow a slab of Hobson's cake.™ .- -

Bunter's eves gleamed with u light that the
music had failed to kindle; and it dawned on
Hoskins, for the first time, that he had other
mutn es than the desire to become n mugician.

oweyer, be kept-his suspicions to himself,

Bunter '.nth n grin on his fat face and a
Ehl;llk of {‘:ﬂ‘{ﬂ in his fat right hand, left him
with the understanding that his musical
lt'ud;ea were 1o commence the next day.

staring at Bunter

ring the next morning's lessons Bunter |

~turned-over in hiz mind the qmwllun of aban-
doning-his scheme for the prospeet of having |
to listen to Hoskins' compositions whenever |
that worlthy felt inclined to remter them to |
bim fairly made him shndder,

He had practically decided fo - disappear
after classes: but whenn that time come he |
didn't have the chance, for Hoskins sought
him out at once, and carted him ofi to the

music-room. . -

.He tried to palm him off wilh the excuse
that he was feeling rather seedy, but that
wasn't good enough. Hoskins said he'd be sure
tn beall right by the time Le had listened |
to the first movement of his sonafa.

JLunter didn’t think so, bt he could see that |
he had.go to go t-lhuu"']a with it.
+He tried to minimise the deterioraling effect
of the- performahce by thinking of all- tl:ui1
n:tltmlul feeds he would have when the m*ari
was over, and that cértainly did helyp. |

Then jfn&kms started Bunter on the five-
finger exercises, nmt hefore 1i,u miniti ea had
passed the fat junior cawie to the definite
concluzion that it would be impossible to go
on with such a business, even if he could have
h:s wekets replenished afresh each worning,

e _!-:*::snn, which was about as painful a
mvnta! ordea? as any through which DBunter
Im ~ever passed, was only brought to an end

he bell for {llnnEt‘, and the Ow!l was more
Lmtﬂfu! for the sound of that Lell than he
had ever been before.

“Then I'll see you again the day after to-
morrow,” said Hoskina. : :

“Kr—yes, all being well!'” replied Dunier:
though he determinced that all weuld not be
will.

However, when the time came he was |
collared by lMoskins, And thi:z sort of thing |
continued till at last the Owl was driven almost
to desperation. He hiad raised a few loans and
had -a few snacks; but music had no charms |
for his breast, and Le feit that the game was '
pot worth the candle.

o ——

“Oh,-dear!” ho groaned one evening, when: !
he was alone in the study with Alonzo.. “It 8 |
- really semething awfuol ! . '

He passed his hand “wedrily across his fnrr*
head as he spoke, amd Alonzo looked at him
In-alarm,

S What can Le the nmt!r*r my dear Dunter?™ |

he inquired anxiously. “Doy ou f[‘t’.] 1‘1 5l tll
I get you some water?”- - -

“ Water !” moaned Bunter, “’I‘h d S o good |
—1ot tmh =2 you get nu. encugh to drown |
mHEII’ i

“ But, Im dear fellow,” ﬂp{-d .JI.Iu] Alongo,
«what can have Emppw 2d Lo drive you to sueh |
a terrible state of dejection®”

“On, dry up vour rotten. drivel!” spapped |

Runtér lmFufl ‘ully, “IUs (Lis rotten music,

of course! ;
TOh, your music lessons!" caid Alonzo, ©7
sec Dut if they ups r-l vou like this, surely
_¥ou can give them up o fs

N R

' b'iil_'li

| him that I was surc

, sald it.
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“Easier TICE Hnm done !
hopelessly.  “ And be *-I.vrii.“-
“ Besides what 9

I want to ask
on Friday

"l"l' r'“ as & matter “'{ fﬂ[l
- Moskins for the loan of five 'HtlE“III"
until . my  postal-order .arrives,™ l_"‘ul]l!l”lf’d
- Bunter; “and if | g0 and ghwek up this heastly
music now =Ir|. n't st :|H1 an earthiy LIthLl
of getting it

“Oh, but 1'm zure if Hoskin: kncw that the
msical study wa- mlermining vour health he
would agree that it must bhe belier for you
to give it up!™ satd Alowze,  “* Anpd, further-
more, [M'm osure e wouldn't let that stapd in
the way of ziving vou a little—er—financial
nssistance.” v

“Oh, wouldn't he?” growled Bunter,
shows what a 1ot you kuow abont it!”

S0 Alonzo dropped the subject for the time
Feing, but he thought a great deal about (G
after Bunter had ambled out of the study,

“If the poor fellow goes on’like that,” he
mitttered to himself, “ he will soon be break-
ing down altogether. 1 think 1 ought to go
aurl see Hoskins mysclf upon the matter.”

"He zat for zome time thinking this project
pver, and then he rose and wade his Wil - to the
asspge in =earch of the musician,

He found Hoskinsg ard Iobzon in their study,
the former at work laboriously on his sohata,

“0Dh, Hoszkins,” he began, = I've-just come o
see you for a moment hhﬂllt Bunter! He scems
tr*r bé in a very lm-.;' rtate,

“Inalow state P repe d'lt (] Hu-Lnn-. W lmt g
up with him? [ suppose he's been filling you
up with yarns about not being able to grL
L:muﬂh to ent !

“ Oh, no, it'smot that at all 1™ Alonzo hastily
vxpini:m:L “But  these -er—music leszons
seeny o be havivg @ very detrimental effect
upc;u daian,”

“What do you mean

“ T hiat

azked HﬂEI;in-s

sharply.,
“ Well, ¥ ow, he Lﬁep putting his hands
to his hea ’q-u'mﬂ “1t's awfall’ and all

' that sort of thing; and it really looks to 'me

as though he's been working too hard at it.”.
“ Well, there's no sign of it in ‘the rr.e-,ult-,.
anyway,” growled Hoskins, “bécausze  he

| doesn’t scem 1o kiuw which is his first ﬂngu

yet l»

S I've advised him, if he finds it too much, to
tell you =0 frankly and chuck it up at once,”
went on Alonzo, * But—this iz just between
ourselves, of courze—he wantz to -borrow 3
triling sura from yon at the end of the week,

| and he scems to think that if Le gives up the |

muste now you won't o it for him. DBut'l told
you would understand,
and wouldn't let such a thing staml in the way
of helping him if you could.”

“ Exactly ! muttered Hn.aiiin:;
didn't note ihe exproszion on his .
Alonzo—quite  nnintentionally,
confirmed the suepiuiﬂns

mt Alonzo
[ace as he
of
eourse — il of
HosKins,

“If he wants to turn it up, let him comie ond
tell me =o !nn:wlf " he went, o,

“ Yery well,” said Alonzo; 1 will perzuaile
him to do s0. Don't let l‘um Enow 1've secen
you ahout it, tl:mn,h please.’ ;

“Dh, no; f]lll'.t‘ 2017 agreed I[na]:m- :

Bunter, howe ver, didn’t go to Hoskinz about
the matter, but turned up at the music-room
next day for his lesson.

He was surprised when he Entnred the room
to see Hobson slip out from behind the door
and turn the key in the lock. But his surprise
turned to alarm when Hoskins advanced
acros: the room with an angry scowl. and
seized him by the lapels of his coat,

“You're a beastly, deceitful, fat  young
worm !” hissed Hozkins mto hizs face. “ You've
been filling me up with yarns about your kean-

ness for music just because yvou thought voun'd

he able to sponge on me for cash and grub!”
“Oh, really, Hoskinz, T am quite incapable
of such conduet !” retorted Bunter, in injured
toncz. . “1t licks me how you.ecan lmﬂyn{:
that I'd do such o thinge as that'®
“0h, it licks you, does it 27
Hoskins.
You've been wasting my valuable time and
grinning at me belhind my back, you rotter!
Just cateh Lold of him a I]lll‘lllti’* old man!™
Hohson, qmllmg broadly, complied.
“Yarroooh! Ow- yow! Stoppit!”
Dunter, as the sharp mhm of ihe folio in which
Hoskins kiept his U}mpt} zitionz smote lnm agmtl
and again,
But,-in spite of all,
thmun out of the room, he Lnllldn i help fecl-
img a sense of relicf let Lis muszical studies

* had come to a concluzion, But,how- Hoskins

had come tp zee through his scheme he could

not imagine.  And perhaps it was juc-t HE ‘m:I]

for Alonzo that he conld-not !
THE LND
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Tem arled Bunier

} arked Alonzo, his auup:-utFw.
: -'JHIIF: out to Bunter in bis diffic uity.

; ‘ snnppml'
“Well, I'm going to lick you, too!

howled

when ‘lm was finally

-

- That suited him.

Manor Park, E. L.

sea.,
mrrespﬂmlenta living in distriet willin
join & bhand,
please.
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A BALLAD OF BUNTER

B}f Tom Brown.

A chiup stood on his study. floor,
And none but hiw was there,
The table graaned beneath the weight
‘OF hegpediup goodly fare,
His postal-order had arrived D
(Can you believe that tale?)
And he had hought up E“iil".thil}f:
Ilu-r tuckshop-had for sale! -

The youth (hi¢ name 1 need nm slate -
You surely esneprovide it!)
No dallying made, went at the grub,
Started to get out side it
Stopped not at all to think “ What next 9%
But stretched his greedy hand R
Lo what came first, and hurled it down-——
taw, baked, or boiled, or canned!
L1
Hiz checks grew shiny, Jammy
Appeared upon his Tace.
Fierce gleamed his eyes hehind his specs
* But never slacked his pacc! '
Tighter and tighter pressed his vest:
- A button shot away. -
He paid no heed, He kept right on
= Az though he'd eat all day.

Alas! Hé could not stick Lhe pace ;
He slackened down perforee.

“Yea!” zaid the spirit, Flesh suid “H:t.'. i
The flesh had it, of course. :

A bero’s soul the btruggler had ;
He took another tart, =

DBut that last straw—I'm mixine ‘cm—
Upset the apple-cari!

E|T'[1Eﬂl'f'~.

His throat felt really jolly gqueer,
As though 'twas stufied with cake:
.1.nd-ithﬂn. some distance lower down,
‘He did begin to ache. ;
But, worst of all, he could not. ut-;mp
To éage his awinl pain.

© If be'd have stopped he'd have gone bust—

& ncar[r ﬁenl, insane |

His faec was of a pea-green hue.
Az, glow, he turned away,

He went up to his little bed;
And on that bed he lay.

His eyes he closed. A groan be gave
Of anguish, sore and decp.

And then, at last, the yvouth lay stilt—
A podgy, 1:-11.1111111 hmp

The hours pacund Rnll{-all he rm«-weﬂ
Anfl Elch'{)a brow Wwas grim, :
. till his Form. trooped up to heﬂ
Hul they discover him, -
He went. to sanny for {ihe tughl
He stayed next day as well,
He had no need
the rising-bell!

To heed

That solace lasted bhut =hort:
- Perhaps an hour or two. :
Tlm nauseous dosze he had to neck
Made him vow he'd eschew
Gorging—for all that term, at least.
Temptation sheuld be vain,
He swore, . What matters wh’lhlu swore?
He’s just the same again!

{Ho—
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NOTICES.

C{]RRE‘:PI_}\UEHLP WANTED BY:

C. G. Mughes, 26, Shakespeare Crezcent,
with rﬂaders, 14-17.

Miss Florence {;nmt 10, ;‘h]efaide PI&GE.

Dundee, with girl .r.mdpra—lﬁ 17—in Eugland
Scotland, or America.

Miss (:Lu]}us Cooper, 12, Culmere Rﬂad Bal-

ham, 8.W., wunis move metbers Iur her
‘Gem » and MAGNET club—any age.
E. L. humttt =4, Wycliffe Road, Battcr-

"W, 11, wonld he glad to hear from
to

Stamped addressed Eme ope,

¢f0.5 Eemp 67, .'LdtIE'r-
d, Port Elizabeth, Sotth
readers anywhere. -

Holmside, Williams A."EEHIIE,
- Porset, «with any
“{em ” reader in Lhe uumm intEnﬂLD{l in

21, Mlltﬂn Rﬂali Crﬂjdﬂn
readers for stuff of

Mizs Muriel Rﬁmlp
I

R. L. Pape,

Aying-machines,

Edgar Pollington,

Douglas MeWalters, Woodstock Road, Too-
ﬂﬁeenaland Australia, Wants -
ted K ngdam
Members wanted for Hobby Cluh—10-15,
Id. stamp to Secy 15-3 Uﬂmmereml Rﬂad,

2-11-18
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