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COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Editor is always pleased o
hear from his readers. Write 6
him: Editor of the MAGNET, The
Amalgamated Press, Lid.,, Fleetway
House, Farringdon 51., London, E.C.4,

N my last week's chat to yom
I fellows I mentioned that an im-
portant announcement was to be
made in this issue of the Maexer.
For several weeks now I have been
working at top pressure on a scheme
that would have ap ealed to ever
British bov and zirl. In fact, a
preparations have been made, and the
machinery was to be set in motion
this week, Unfortunately, however,
the acute paper shortage has forced
me to postpone the scheme until some
future date. To put yvou wise now
as to what it actunally was, would
only tend to spoil the pleasant sur-
prise that is in store for you—and
vou would not like me to do this,
would you? Rest assured, it will not
suffer i1 any way for the keeping.
Like all other papers—dailies and

weeklies—the Maaxer h:m_ ]1‘3.1:'[ to
foreo some of its pages. This is only
a war-time measure, of course. As

vou all know, paper has to be im-
ported into this country, and this
means shipping spacc—a very vital

factor in this war. Anyway, the jolly
old Masxer will still play its im-
portant part in the country by

appearing every week with its high.
class stories which have done so much

o r— —

CRIME DOESN'T PAY!

“ Oh, crikey ! ™ exclaims Billy Bunter.
" YWhot o spiffing homper ! ™
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to kill the blaek-out--blues. The
curtailment of some of its pages does
not mean that readers will be
deprived of reading matter. A glance
at this issue will show that. Iustead
of shortening the school stories, I
have had them set up in a more com-
pact type—a type, incidentally, that
15 more pleasing to the eyes. The
illnstrations, too, are somewhat
smaller than of late—but ther have
in no way lost their interest. Mr.
Chapman is seeing to that! During
the last Great War the MagxET was
considerably smaller in size. Did it
lose its n}]ﬂ&u]ﬂ.[‘itj’? Not the slightest
bit! WNeither will it this timec, As
our famous spokesmen have warned
us time and time again, we must go
sparingly with many things—paper
especially —and Jike the true
Britishers we are, we just take it in
our stride. Come what mayr, we can
always raise a smile, and it is this
cheerful spirit that has made Great
Britain what she is to-dax !

A most interesting and lengthy
letter comes from Mr. Gander, a
newsagent, of Manitoba, Canada, wheo
gpeaks very lLighly of the Maexer.

closed with liis letter is a copy of
the “Transcous News ™ in which is a

ragraph telling of the unique

isplay to be seen in the window of
his shop. It comsists of very early
copies of the Maexer. These include
No. 1, dated Fehruary 1oth, 1908,
six others dated at five-year intervals
throngh the years since, and omne
more, which is the enrrent issue. All
these copies are from Mr. Gander's

MNext moment Bunter—end the hamper—

vast colleetion.  An intervesting fact
about the Maexer storics—this para-
graph states—is that the chavacters
introduced in the hrst few 1ssues still
appear in the stories to-day; also
that the Old Papor has enjoved areat
popularity dewn through the vears,
having cireulated all over the world,
and that few schoolbors, or older
boys, for that matter, can be found
in Great Britain who do not know of
Harry Wharton, Bob Cheryv, Billy
Bunter, aud the manv other Grer-
friars characters,  Lhanks, M.
Gavder, for what vou have done. My
one regret is, however, that I am
unahle to pay a visit to Canada and
see vour window display myself.

From this week’s school varn won
will have learned that all is not well
with Harry Wharton. He's fallen
foul of Mr. Hacker, the acid-tempered
master of the =Shell. The happy
thonght in Hacker's mind is to pn
Wharton down so effectually that Mr.
thnelch will be unable to stand by his
head Boy. But it's easier said than
done, as the Acid Drop find=: out
to his eost in this great  Frank
Richards masterpiece, entitled:

« THE BATTLE OF THE BEAKS "

You're in for a real feast of fun
and excitement in this super storr of
Greyfriavs. Don't get left! Ask your
newsagent to deliver, or reserve for
vou, a copy of uext Saturday’s
Maeser. It's the only way to avoid

disappointment.
TOTR EDITOR.
e | i 1

Another "DICKY NUGENT"” Story in Picture Form

In hiz haoite, Buntér fallz to zes the how
Iying directly in his path.

deport ot 0 m.p.b. !
F
v

Het reads on it. Up comes the handle,
ond bong goes the hamper [

Bumpl "™ Qooh 1" Bunter drops fo
earth, almost shoking the covnty of Kent.



THE FIRST DAY

Tr. S

EwR
———

—

-
b - LT
LreeE

"~

|

| .
“?rﬁ“a y O 2i€
—

ALREADY !

ADOW o/ 7

.-}1

K
¥ _
e
ik —_— >
= . ii.
A= "L
_..-—--f:f_. =1

|
|

7

\l

i

“"-\‘\"'.":/
B
== =

i

FRAANKE
2RLICHARDS

EBILLY BUNTER CATCHES HIS
TRAIN !
i 0 room for two!” said Bob
Cherry, shaking his head.
“You silly ass!”- roarcd
Billy Bunter. *Who wants
room for two ?”‘

“You do, old fat man !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Realiy, there was not room for onc—
not, at all cvents, for onc of Billy
Bunter's ample proportions.

That -carriage was alrcady crowded.

At Uc-urtﬁclﬁ Junction, on the first day
of term, thero had been a scamper for
the local train for Friardale and the
school. Greyfriars fcllows swarmed up
and down the train,

It was & case of first come, first
served ; and Billy Bunter, wlw had more
welght to carry than most fellows,
moved to slow time. Ilc blinked
through his big spectacles into a car-
nn.%ﬂ‘e already packed. !

The railway company had provided
accommodation for eight passcngers in
that carriage. It contained a dozen.

Harry Wharton” & Co. were in it—
that made five. Vernon-Smith and Red-
wing and Peter Todd had followed them
in making the full complement. Then
Wibley and Lord Mauleverer, Hazeldenc
and Squif wedged in. Some sat, and
some stood, and all felt rather like sar-
dines in a tin. Really and truly, there
was no room for Billy Bunter—even if
he had wanied room only for onel
. Billy Bunter had inserted a fat head
into the carriage. But the remainder
of his fat person romained outside.

“1 say, you fellows, make room for a
chap!” urged Bunter. “I don't want
to lose this train.. Look here, Wharton,
1 don't mind if I sit on your knees !"

¢ SACK!

3
OF TERM—AND HARRY WHARTON'S IN HOT WATER
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Breathing hard, Wharton submitted to being walked along the
platform with Hacker’s bony paw on his shoulder !

“Oh, my hat! cjaculated Xarry
Wharton,  “I do! vy knees aren't
made of reinforced concrete, old fat
bﬂm!l‘ti:;;I | 1 14

5 along the train, old porpoise I
suid Bob Cherry.

“What about one of you fellows get-
ling outt” suggested Bunter. “I don’t
mind which—any one of you—"

“He doesn’t mind: winch 1™ grinned
Bob. -"This offer’ is open to all | Which
fn]]ﬁ is poin ip jump at iL¥”

' The whichfulness is terrific Y grinned
HMurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“No takers 1" remarked Johnny Bull.

“Beast ! roared Bunter.

Tho fat Owl of tho Remove stepped
back from the doorway, apparently
glving it uj.

Harry Wharton reached out to pull
the deor shut,

Then Bunter moved forward again.

*Hold on—"

‘'Stand clear, ass !

“ Look here, take this bag off me—I
dor:’t want to carry it, if I'm going to
walk to ithe school I squoaked Bunter.

“Oh, all rightI”

Bunter had a bag in one fat hand.
:'Hﬁ"i Wharton lct go-the door-handle
and obligingly strefehed out his hand to
take the bag.

L S S A S |- | -] AT |-

Super School Story Starring
HARRY WHARTON & CO,,
of GREYFRIARS.
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But Bunter did not advance the bag—
he advanced the other: hand, and
grabbed ' Wharton’s as it was oui-
stretched, and tugged !

That sudden tug took the captain ol
the Remove entirely by surprise.

Heo was not expecting that! He was
quite unaware that he was being trapped
by the astute fat Owl.

A fellow reaching out of a doorway,
off his guard, and suddenly tugged by
the outstretched hand, had Lo pgo!
Wharton went !

He landed on the platform on his
knces with & roar, and sprawled.
“Oh1” roared Wharton.

His face grubbed on a dusty platform.
Billy Bunter. shot past him into the
carriage. Bunter could move quickly
sometimes—and this was one of the
times! He was inside that carriage
almost in a twinkling, and jamming
down in Harry Wharton's corner scalt.

The juniors in the carriage stared at
Lim - blankly

‘Wharton, on the platform, staggered
dizzily up.

Bunter, in the corner scal, grabbed
the door and slammed it shut.

“Done it1" he gasped,

There was a shriek from the engine.

“You fat villain—" roared Bob
orpoisc I howle

Cherry.
Yoy pernicious
Frank Nugent. “I'll jolly well chu
you out on your meck [”
But the train was jaﬂf.inf; inlo moton.
Harry Wharton, breathless, and with
quite an excited face, spun round at
ToE Maicxer Lisnany.—No. 1,683,
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the carriage deor. A porter rushed
tween. ;
“Too late, sirl”
The train mo on.

Billy Bunter, in Wharton’s corner
seat, gasped with relief. Hce had caught
that train, after alll The other fellows
in tho carri looked at him with fear-
fully cxpressive looks. But Buuter did
not mind expressive looks! It was too
late to chuck him out—and that was
that |

Harry Wharton, on tho glatiu:m,
glaved after that train as it glided away
with a glare rather liko that of the
fahled basilisk. ;

But basilisk glarcs did not worry
William George ﬁuqtﬂr. Tho fat junior
had caught is train; avd Buoter, at
least, was satisfied.

———

NOT NICE !

HARTON I
“ Yan,

H |
sir 1" answered
Wharton, with a trace of a
snap in his voice—not quite
so respeetfully, perhaps, as a Lower
Fourth junior should have answered a
Form-master, though the Form-masbor
was not his own beak.
Myv. Iacker, the master of the Shell,
gave him o severe look.

“Wharton was not in the Dbest of
tCmpers.

_His knces afd his hands had estab-
lished hard contact with the platform
when Billy Bunter hooked him out of
the carriago. . Koces and palms folt sore.
li];ﬂ lhad barely saved hiz nose—but
tho
knock, it had tapped on the platform
and gathored a smudge of dust, of which
ho was, ot the mnoment, unconscious,
~He looked red, and ruffled, and a
little untidy, and a little smudgy—not
pxactly as o Greviviars fellow sliould
have looked going back to school on
the fivst day of term.

But that was no concern of Mr
Hacker. Quelch, his own beak, lad
a rvight 1o remark on it; the master
of the fhcll hade't! Xarry Wharton
was not in & mood to be bothered by
the -Acid Drop.

But Mr. Hacker, who had an irritable
desire to mmeddle, which he wistook for
a sense of duty, raised a bony linger
and stopped hun on the platforn. ':ﬁhﬂ
train havink gone, and the noxt not
being due, Wharton bad decided to
wadk across Courtficld Common to the
school,  But ho came to an sunoyed
E.a_]h bt tho behest of Hacker's bouy
g,

“You are in a disgraceful state,
Wharton,” said Mr., IHackor severcly.
“You have, I presumne, been indulging
in horscplay on the irain”

No auswer.

“Do you hear me, Wharton " asked
Mr. Hacker, raising his voico a little.

“¥es, wir ¥

“The knces of your trouscrs arve
dusty, your hands arc dirty—even your
face is divty,” said Mr. Hacker. “I
have soldom scen a Greyfeiars boy in
swch o state on the st day of termy—
even o small boy of the Second Form.”

“Is that all, sir?" asked the captain
of the Rewmove. .

“What? What? Do not be -
periinent, Wharton ! As you were going
towards the cxit, I conclude that yon
intended to walk to the achool?”

“Yes, siel”

. "I cannot allow you to walk in publie
in that divky state! You will wash
and brosh down your clothea beforo
vou leave tlwe station™

Harry Wharton's face Gamed.

Tue Magser Lisnany.—No. 1,683,

h he had saved it from & hard

This would have been bad cnough
from. :his own healk, Quelch; it was
?u:tn intolerable from a master who
rad_nothing to do with the Remove.

“I'm sorry, sir,” said Wharton, in
& silky toue. *1I never heard durin
the holidays that you had been made
waster of m orm, sir. 1 ﬂ:uuﬁht
you were still master of the Shell.’

r. Hacker's bony nose glowed pink
at the tip. That was always a sign of
l'iﬁiri?_\‘l'l'ﬂth with the Amé Drop.

“It you mean, YWharton, that you will
not obey my ovder, because I am not

master of ihe Remove—" breathed
Hacker. °

“Wes, sir,” zaid IMarry Wharton
mﬂ T imt 18 my e¢xact mecaning,
3ir

Hacker breathed hard through his
reddening nose.

“Your Form-master, Mr.. Quelch, 12 th

somewhere on the platform,” be said.
“I shall take you to him.*” .

“"I'm going out of the station, sir.”

“You will cither walk with moe
quliuthr, Wharton, or 1 shall take you
;l{’f* the collar!”™ famed Mr. Hacker.

i8 bony haud dropped on the junior's
shoulder.

For a sccond, that bony hand camo
very nesr Mh'ﬁ punched off. But the
captain of the Rewove, intonsoly an,fry
a8 ho waa, rmtmimﬁ that impulse.
Hacker, after all, was a beal.
~ Breathing hard, ho submitted to
being walked along tho platform with
a8 bony paw on. lns shoulder,

They passed a group of Fifth Form
nien—and Coker of the Fifth chuckled
Potter and  Greene grinoed, an
Hilton raised hiz oyebrows.

Wharlon's face was hurniug a3 ho
was murched past that amused grouwp.
They passed some Fourth Fowrn f;ellmw.
—and Tewple of the Fourth winked at
his pals, Dabney and Fry, whoe
sniggered, ]

A score of other follows looked round.
Harry Wharton was very near to knock-
m,gcrl that Lony paw from his shoulder,
and cutting, when, fortunatcly, My,
Queleh appeared in the offing,

Harry Wharton was glad 1o sce tho
tall, angular figure and scvero face of
the Remove wmaster. It was deeply
vxasperating to be led up to his Form-
master like a culprit, in the sight of
fifty fellows who were wailing fgr the
next train.  But Queleh, at least, would
rid him of Hacker,

“Mr. Quolch!” barked Hacker.

“What iz the matter?” asked Mr.
Quelch quietly.’ “Have you had an
accident, Wharton "

“No, sir! A follow was larking, and
mutle me fall over on the platiovm,”
ataweored Haury.

" hope you hurt,
Wharton.™

“Only a little, sirl™

“ Mr. Hacker, will you kindly remove
your hand from this boy's shouldor? I
sco 0o reason whalever, sir, why you
should lay hands on & momber of my
Form [ said Mr. Quelch sharply.
"The Acid Drop kindly=—or, rather,
unkindly—rémoved his hand from tho
junioi’s shoulder. He pointed a bony
nger at Wharton's smudgy face.

“Is that the state, sir, in which a
Greyfriats boy  should appear in

are  not

E;:bliﬂ " barked Hacker. “I have
ought this boy to you, sir, becauso ho
refised  to  wmake  himself Inoro

cleanly and tidy atk my order”

. ™I should take it as a favour, sir,
if you would not expend your valuable
time ip giving ovders to boys of my
orm,” said My. Quelch acidly.
Hacker gurgled.
“Oh, vory well, siv. IFf that i3 how
you recelve my well-meant intervention,

sir, I have no more to say. If it is
your wish (hat Remove boys should dis-
graco theiy 00 hly appeaxing in
?ubhul mtltx _uimgy_ clothes and dirte
aces, 1 cortain &va no more Lo say |

With that, the Acid Drop stalked
away, deeply offended. Mpr, ITacker
never lost a chance of taking offence,
80 1b was patural that chances often
came lis way.

“I think, Wharton, that 'you had
better make yourself a little moro pre-
sentable as soou as possible,” said Mpr.
Quelch mildly. “I am quite assuved,
my boy, that you aro not to blame in
any way, nevertheless—>"

Certainly, sir,” answered Harry.
He bhad himself realised the need for
a wash and o brush-up bofore this,

Mr., Que turned away, and the
captain of tho Remove hurried off to
e washing and brushiug-up depart-
ment, He was tho recipient, as he went,
of many smiles and many romarks.

“Ilirtﬁ little tick I said Cokeor of

th?‘ CI:lllif Tl
wsoe Heomove kids never

wash, I belicve,” remarked Potter.

:‘I'iﬂtlm the holidays, at any rate,”
said Greeno, shaking his head,” “They
mako the last wash of the terin sce them
thrm‘:&fhatthu hols.” : I

Ll ricg 0ap " cal out Tub
of tha Thigd. ons ey i

“Boap ain't rationed yet, Wharton,™
sald MNugcnt minor of the ond. *“I
say, my brother would lend you szomo
sS04 a's & pal of yours”

Those reinavks, and many more of the
same kind, followed the captain of the
Rewove, and he was glad to disappear

[rom sight.

Ho was glad, too, that the sccond
tramn had gone Ly the tie he emeorged
newly swept and garnished, He had

card enough on {he subject of washing.

The train was gone, Grreyiviars
Icllows and the Greyfriars masters woere
gone, awd he walked out of a deseried
station., As he tram across Court-
field Commeon towards. the school, his
feelings were cqually divided between
a louging to tap Hacker's sharp nose
and another longing to kick Dilly
Bunter all round the Greyfriars quad
and back again.

PRICE IN PERIL !

ARRY WHARTON looked up
nt a hurried patter of feot.
Half-way to thoe school he
had stopped to rest on one of
ithe long wooden wayside scats on the
road over the connnén.

A wall of a couple of miles was not
much to the captain of the Remove,
a3 a rule. But that bang of iz knees
on the station platform had made a
considerable difference,

Billy Buuicr, of courze, had not in-
fended to do any harm. All that
Buuter had intended was to hook the
captain of ithe Remove out of that
carriage and bag his place—quito a
masterly proceeding, in the epinion of
e fabt and fatuous Owl. Beyond that,
Bunter's powerful intelleet hind not
worked at all.

But he had done some damage with-
out mtending it. There was an ache
in those banged kuoces, and after walk-
ing over a mile, Harry Wharton was
glad to sit down and rest, and let the
other mile wait & little,

He leancd bLack in the seat, looking
over the expanse of green common in
front of hun, across the road., Tt was
from behind him that the sudden patier
of feet camne. ' -

From the diveetion of {he viver, 2ome-
Lody was coming 1n a harry. The new-



comer passed round the end of the seal
and sat down, gasping for breath—
hardly noticing the junior there till
he had eat down.

Wharton gave him a glance, It was
Price of the Fifth. Price glanced at
him at the samec moment, and scowled.

There was no love lost between the
two. Price was a black sheep in the
Fifth—the kind of fellow who always
had & smoke handy and a racing paper
hidden under a cushion. Other fellows
knew more about Stephen Price than
his Form-master or his headmaster knew
—and liked or barred him, according
to taste.

_Harry Wharton, certainly, did not
like him. But a senior had little to
do with a junior at school, gnd they
came scldom in contact, But, as it
happened, they had met in the holidays,
and there had been a spot of trouble—
which Price's instinctive scowl showed
that he had not forgotten.

Harry Wharton, having recognised
Price, turned his eyes away again, and

azed across the common. He did not
itke the m;npani}; g0 suddenly be-
stowed on him; but he was not yet
ready to resume his walk. He stayed
where he was, ignoring the bad hat
of the Fifth.

But, without looking at him, he could
not help noticing that Price sat low
on the seat, hunching himself so that
hiz head would not show over the
rather high wooden back.

That looked as if Price hoped to
escape observation by some other per-
san who had been behind him, when he
arrived so hurriedly.

Wharton’s lip curied as he noted it.

Price had cut off from Courtheld
Btation, certainly not with the inten-
tion of going direct to the school, for
here he was, more than an hour later.

He had just come from the direction
of the river, and on the towpath was
& resort that Price knew in term time
—the Three Fishers—which he liked
none the less, but rather more, because
it was out of bounds.

It was not difficult to guess that
Price had lost no time, on the hrst &af
of term, in renewing acquaintance with
some sporting pal.  But, judging by
hiz present furtive uneasin that
enterprise had not prospered. It
looked as if Price had n spotted at
hiz game. And if some Greyfriars beak
had aﬂotted him, -hts number was up.
In which case, Harry Wharton had
not much sympathy to waste on him.

He gazed steadily before him, tak-
ing no notice of Price. Dut he Tooked
round at & sudden, low whisper:

“Wharton! I say, kid—"

"Well, what?" ﬁrunma the captain
of . the ﬁmnu?a. e did not want to
speak to Price.

FPrice’s faco was uneasy and eager.
He zeemed to have forgotten mutual
dislike for the moment, at least.

“Look over the back of the seat, kid,
and see if you can spot anybody,”
whispered Price.

Harry Wharton stared at him.

“Why can't you?" he asked.

But there was no need for Price to
answer that question. The npext
moment Wharton guessed the answer.
Price was keeping his head below the
level of the top of the seat-back, and
he did not want to hift it to look over.
He was hugging cover.

“0h, all right!” muttered Harre.

Somebody, it was clear, was after
Price, and it could only have bedn
someone in authority at the school.
Price would not have wanted to dodge
anyone_clse, ) ]

e idea of getting mixed up in the
glightest degree in  Price's shady
scranes  was  repugnant  enough  to

Harry Wharton, But a fellow in a
scrape was a fellow in a scrape and it
was the natural instinct of & schoolbay
to help another fellow who was up
against 1t

Wharton turned his head and looked
over the back of the seat.

He started a little as he observed a
portly figure coming across the grass
directly towards the spot.

It was Mr. Prout, the Fifth Form-
master at Greyfriars—Price’s own
Form-master., And he was quite near
at hand, and evidently heading straight
for that wayside seat.

F‘fﬂan you see anyone?" breathed
e,
“Yes. Prout,” -whispered back

Harry.

“Prout! Is he coming this way "

111 TE-E-. ¥

“Oh gad!"” muttered Price. *“Then
he saw me. Oh gad! The game's up.
Firat day of term, too!"

Price had been hunched up on the
seat; but now his 4 v figure seemed
to crample. His pasty face whitened.
Harry Wharton, little as he liked him,
could not help feeling a spot of com-
Eﬂﬂslﬂn at that moment, The wretched

lack sheep of the Fifth looked as if
:!]Bhli:::li taken the knock, and taken
1t :

“What's up?” asked Harry, his
voice low.
“The old ass!” breathed Price.

“What was he barging along the tow-
path for—wandering about, the old
goat, on the first day of term? Of
course, I should have thcimﬁht. he was
in his study at Greyfriars if I'd thought
about him at sll,  Now——"

“But what—"

“Bure he's coming this way?!” mut-
tered Price huskily, “If he is, he
knows I'm here, and he must have seen
me. I—I thought he had. I mnever
dreamed he was anywhere ahout when
I— Sure he's coming here?” ]

“He's comi straight towards this
seat. He will be here in & minute,”
answered Harry. -

Price gave a mumbling groan.

“He had his eye on me last term,”
he muttered. * re were some things
And now—"  His mutter
trailed off.

Then he made a sudden movement.

“Take this, Wharton!” he whis-
pered. His hand touched Harry's on
the seat. “For the love of Mike, take
it, and keep it dark! Stand by a
chap who may be sacked on the first
day of term !’

-“But what—"

[13 u ick E 2
“% arton felt a

thrust into his hand.

What it was, what it meant, he did
not know; but he knew, at least, that
it was something of which Price had
to get rid betore hizs Form-master
nailed him, if he was to escape being
expelled from Greyfriars on thes day
he arrived there for the new term.

There was no time for talk. Prout's
portly form was already close at hand.

The captain' of the Remove put his
hand into his pocket, with the unseen
paper in it, and Price gave a gasp of
relief. That m}raterlnusmpaper WaS
safely out of sight as Mr. Prout's
portly form came barging round the
end of the seat. The Fifth Form
master stopped, his eyes fixed on
Stephen Price.

crumpled paper

A NARROW ESCAFE !

5 ICE " :
Prout's voice boomed.
Prout was nerally a
kindly and affable man. Hea

was called Old Pompous and Don

3

Pompose in his Form, but rather
affectionately than otherwise. Prout
was keen on the more a friend than a
Form-master game, and if he bored
the Fifth with it a little, they tolerated

it kindly.

Now, -however, Prout did not look
affable, and he looked much less of a
friend than & Form-master.

There was thunder in his plump
brow.

Price and Wharton rose

respectfull
o thelr fust as this Tk Fortr o ates

Form master

dawned on them. Of Wharton, a Re.
move boy, Prout took no notice what-
ever, rice, after passing the junior
the mysterious paper, %‘xad edged

quickly along to the end of the seat,
and was four or five feet away from
Wharton when Prout happened.

Harry Wharton, 3:“& ignored by the
Form-master, sat down again. Price
remained standing, trying to keep his
knees from knoecking together.

“Yes, sir,” falteted Price.

Prout stretched out a plump hand.

“Give me that letter at once,
Price I" he boomed.

“That letter? What letter, sir?”

“Do not bandy words with me,
Price. I saw you—I saw vou distinotly
—take a letter or a note that was
passed to you, hardly more than ten
minutes ago, by a disreputable person
well known to me sight. There is
not the slightest doubt on the subject,
Price. I saw you with my own eyes—
with my own eyes!” repeated Prout,
as if to make it clear that he had not
seen it with anybody else's eyes.

Harry Wharton sat very shll.

He knew now what was the mysteri-
ous paper that Price had cunningly
landed on him to keep it from his
Forin-master’'s knowl ;

There was a feeling of deep resent
ment in his breast at having been made
a party in this way to Price’s sh
trickery. But there was nothing that

he ecould do. He could hardly have
produced the hidden FHI})EI_' and be-
trayed the wretched fellow. He eat

still and silent, looking across the com-
mon, as if intently interested in the
ECENEry. .

Prout’s plump hand remained out-
stretched. But Price placed nothing
in it. His sharp face assumed a per-
plexed look. .

“I don’t understand you, sir. I have
no letter. If you are alluding to the
Emn ‘iﬂlﬂ spoke to me near the river,

“I am!” boomed Prout. A person
called Banders—a habitue of that dis-
reputable place, the Three Fishers, I
know the fE]]l}w perfectly well by sight,
He handed you a letter.”

“MNMot at all, sir.” Wharton was
astonished by Price's calmness as he
replied, falsely, as the junior knew
“f do not know the man, sir. He
spoke to me, but a fellow can’t prevent
& stranger _.Egmakmg to him,"

“What did he Eﬂ-ﬁ. Price?™

“He asked me whether I knew that
a Heinkel had been brought down, sir,
over by Green Hedges.”

“Do you deny, Price, that he passed
a letter into your hand?” exclaimed
Mr. Prout, just a trece of doubt in his
mannor now.

Price's coolness seemed to stagger
him a little. : :

“Nothing of the kind, sir,” said
Price. ; ,

“] am most unwilling,” said Mr.
Prout, “to doubt the word of a boy
in my Form, I trust my boys, I hcﬂ:,
i believe, that they trust me. It has
always been my aim to be a friend, as
well as a Form-master, to my boya,

ut—""
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Evidently thers was a “but "—and
a considerable onel

“The man brushed against my_ arm,
sir, by accident,” murmured Price.
“"fhat may have given you the impres-
sion—""

“ Do you declare, Price, that you have
no such paper on youl?”

“Certainly, sirl”

“Are you prepared to turn out your
pockets i’ . N

* At once, sir, if you wish!

“Oh!"” said Prout :

He eyed that precious member of s
Form. There was a pause.

“My aystem,” said Prouf, at last, “is
ta trust my Form! But I cannot for-
get, Price, certain circumstances last
term—oertain very suspicious circum-
?anﬁ!. I regret to say, Price, that

cannat trust yow." - :

“I"'m sorry E::. hear that, sir (" =aid

rice meskiy,

I:»“Irn & wli:nlid," said Prout, “I do not
believe that my eyes deceived me—] am
gssured that the man Banders passed
you a note, and a communication from
such & guarier is 8 very grave matter.
It is my duty to ascertsin, haa_lmld thé
shadow -of a doubt, whether that note
is in your possession, Prica! T shall
be glad—very glad— fit isnot! Butl
must ascertain the fact.”

“I've no objection, sr.” :

“Very well!” said Prout grimly.
“You will now n-:mp:ipnﬂy ma_to the
school, Price—you will walk with me
and I shall keep you under % eve unhi
we reach Greyfriars, I shall not ex-
ammjne ybur m ets here, Pricel Yom
will' be searched, in my presence, by &
Sixth Form prefect! II that note is
anywhere about you, you will be taken
to Dx. Locké, an g%wr hlendma,ﬁtar will
deal with you. me |*

 Yery well, sir!1” murmured Price.

The Form-master revolved on
his axis and started. Price went with
him. As he went, he oast a guick back:
d glance at Harry Wharton—a
besseching glance. o next moment
his back was turned as he walked away
with Frour i .

Harry Wharton did not stir.

He sat where he was, watching the
two go down the road in the direction
of the distant spire that showed over

the tree-tops. Price was going to the
school under convoy; and had that
still on him

rilous paper
E‘im’a career as & black sheep would
have come to a sudden termination.

Prout had been forced to doubt a
little—yet he knew that his majestio
eyes had not deceived him. Tf that

per was found on Price, he was done
or—and Prout believed that it would
be found on him. :

Certainly it did not occur to him
that with every step he was getting
§arther and farther away from that
ineriminating document 1

Wharton did not move till the two
of them were oub of sight. Then he
withdrew his hand from his pocket, with
Price’s paper 1o ik ‘

He did not leok at it. It was Price’s,
and he had no right to look at it, aven
if he had wanted to, which he certainly
did not. It was szome communication,

robably from Bill Lodgey or Joe
Ranks. at the Thres Fishers, which the
man Sanders had handed to Price—
gomething, most likely, about a horse.
Harry srion’s only interest i it was
the guestion what he was going to
with 1t. )

He was tempted to crumple it up and
throw it away in the grass on the
COmMMOon. ‘

But it was Price's, and he could
hardly do that. He could hardly regret
that he had taken 1it, annoying as it
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was, Price was a worm, but no fellow
wanted to see another fellow sacked,
worm or not. s wanted to get shut
of that rotten paper as soon as ha
could: Had Prout been satisfied and
left Price at the seat, it would have
heen easy enough.’ ow, so far as
Wharton could see, he could do nothing
but keep it in his pocket till he saw
Price again to ham:lp it back,

With an angr]v: grunt, he crumpled
the paper into his pocket and left it
there.

He rose to his feet at last, and walked
on slowly towards Greyiriars School.

ABOUT SOAP !
1 ALLOQ, hallo, hallo!" reared
Bob Cherry.
" Walked it " asked Frank
Nugent. )

Four fellows were waiting at the
school gate. .

Harry Wharton's face, which was a
little clouded, ~brightgned as he saw
his friends. .

With an ache in his knees, & pain in

acker’s

his ?ﬂma. the remembrance of T
unpleasantness, and last, but not least,

tting mixed up in Btephen Price's
giang;y gb]a.ukii;uurﬁ - hﬂmxgu not In &
hn‘]?g)' temper. A

es, I've.walked it|” he answered.

" You've taken your time |" remarked
Johnny Bull, "“Did that mad ass
Bunter do any damage when he hooked
vou off the train 1"

“Just & littlel But that old ass
Hacker wasted time,” said Harry.

“Not a row with the Acid Drop?”
asked Frank, rather anxiously,
had noted the cloud on Wharton's brow,

~and was feeling a little uneasy.

Before Wharton could reply, Bkinner
of the Remove came along.

Akinner gave the captain of lis Form
a sort of searching leok, to his'surprise,
and_the surprise of his chums,

“You look all right now,” he said.

“Why shouldn't I7" asked Harry,

uzzled. “What do you mean,

kinner "

“Ja it true that you never washed in
the hols?"”

“What 1" ] )

“ Bunter dm:an’t; I believe,” said
Skinner blandly. ''He was w;’l.ﬁ you in
the hols, wasn't he? Birds of a feather,
what "

Harry Wharton made & step towards
Skinner—and Frank Nugent caught his
arm. Skinner walked off laughing.
Wharton was left with a crimson face.

“What was that grinning ass getting

at 7" asked Bob, perplexed. :

»0h! I owe that to Hacker!” said
Wharton savagely, “I dare say it's
all over the shop by this time. About

fifty fellows saw the old ass r ing mne
at J"l:_'h::q.u'tE'm]nl.‘l.”' HEns
“*But, what—" .
Harry Wharton sn?pﬂd out a brief
explanation. He had hardly finished
speaking when Hobson of the Shell
came up. He, like Bkinner, stared st
the face of the capiain of the Remove.
“T gay, is it truel” he asked.
“Wallt" rapped Wharton, He
guessed what was coming. “ What?"
“Lots of fellows are saying that you
turned up so jolly dirty, that my beak
had to make aungﬁ and wash ! zaid
Hobby. “‘Did Hacker really?”
“Your beak’s as silly an idiot as you
sre I was Harry harton’s polite
reply; and he walked away, leaving
Hobson staring :
Wharton's friends followed him—sup-
pressing smiles The incident waa
absurd, but it was clear that it annoyed
Wh]a.rtun; and it was tactful not to
smile.

By the door of the House stood
’%imp]a, hmgﬂébne & Co. c:_Eltha Fﬂm;cli:.
2 i i ad’ ITININ ANCES AR 2]
Fn?l?ﬁns Fiva cfnie u 'E'ETam le had
been speaking to his friends about the
cricket prospects; but he changed the
topic as the Remove fellows camwe in
hearing.

A Fﬂﬁmﬁ' cught to wash!"™ said
Temple. - *1 mean to say, on the Arst
day of term, you know, Nobody cares
what & fellow does in the hols, and I
know the fggs hate washing; but turn-
ing up at school with three weeks'
grubbiness on a fellow’s face—thick, I
call i1

*Oh, rather !"” agreed Dabney.

“War-time econoray, .perhaps!” sug-
gested Fry. “Pricea have gome up,
vou know—some people economise oD

mﬂ:.”_
arry Wharton paused, his ears
burning. His friends, with & quick
exchatigé of glances,’ bunched round
I']IER' and moved: him on into the House,
at gentle badinege from Cecil
Reginald Temple and his friends veally
was not worth a serap.

“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter's
spectacles glimmered at the chums of
tﬂ: Remove when they cama in. “I say,
scen anything of Wharton yet? 1 say,
1.hear that Eﬂ- was whopped at Court-
Reld 1',% old Quelch for turming up so
dirty that he might have been takeu

for a chimney-sweep—— Oh 2rikey I'"
WIT]:a Owl Ef Remove discerned
hart

among the pther fellows, and
cut abru;&y_ _ﬁ!ﬂ jumped away
before a boot could réach him.

Har breathed bard. He
owed Erunter a bhooting for that astute
trick on the train at Courtfield. Bunter

did’ not wait for iti “He "disappested
promptly into space,

“ Better %51 and see uelchb:}dnld
chap I" samd Nugent. verybody's
besn 1n thid tisrgl;! We've got tea

b
ready in t{m 8 ﬂiu_-l— on don’t want to
join 3;,l:uat mob it‘::?' a.ﬂ ™

“No, that’'s all right; I'll be up 1n
a minute or two."” .

Harry Wharton proceeded to his
Form-master's study. He had to report
his arrival, and hand over his medical
certificate. He found Mr. Quelch—as
Form-masters often were found on the
first day of term—a little worried and

a little crusty. ;
“You are very late, Wharton!'
uelch,

snapped Mr.

“I've bean delayed, sir—"

“You did not come by the second
train; why not "

“1 walked, sir.”
L B e, ]
mpe rton, durl e hohidays?1"
‘Eﬁut- in the rl!anilals, l;ﬁﬂ* . iz

“Then I fail to see why walking [rom
the station should have occupied you
such a length of time." _

Wharton compressed his [i ‘

“My knees hurt me a little, sirl I
had rather & hard bang on the platiorm
when a silly fellow tumbled me over.”

“Oht  Quelch’s crusty look dis
appeared at once. “I am sorry for
that, Wharton. Really, you should
not have walked. Perhaps you.h
better tell the matron.

“It's all right, sir—only & spot of
embrocation wanted,” said Harry, A

trace of sullepness had crept inta hia
manner at Quelch's c&;]_estmnmm but it
vanished at once at hia Form-master's
look of kind concern.

“Very well, Wharton: as you think
hest, You may go, my boy!” said Mr.
Quelch benevolently.

Harry Wharton left the study. As he
turned the corner out of Masters’ Pas-
sa.ge-], he almost ran into Loder of the
2ixnth.



Loder signed to him to stop, and he
dig so mmpatiently. )
here had been trouble in the hols
with Loder as well az Price; they had
turned up together at Eastchfi Lodge,
where Harry Wharton & Co. had spent

Easter der, like Price, had not for-
gotten. As Loder was a lpmnham:,. he had
ilu lhE regarded at school, if not m the
ols,

“Dh! You've washed now!” said
Loder.

Evidently he had- heard that
story. * You g'ruhis;.' little tick, what do
ou meann by coming back to school
ooking like a guttersnipe?”

Harry Wharton did not answer that,
but he breathed very hard,

“1 shall keep an eye on vou!" said
Loder. “Mind, you can carry on as

you like in the hols, but if you don’t
wash here, look out for the ashplant!
First time I catch you with a dirty
face, you pet six! Now cut, you dirty
little tick !

“Wha-a-t "

“1 said eut, vou dirty little tick 1™
rated Loder. “ et n move on, before

make use of this ashplant! Grubby
litle ticks like you ought never to be
allowed at Greyfriars!™

Harry Wharton cut, almost at boil-
ing ﬂmnt, leaving Gerald Loder feel-
ing that he had wiped off a little of an
old scorc, y

As Wharton went up the stairs, three
or four Third Form fags below called

up :
“Who don't wash¥”
“Who can’t stand soap®”
“Ha, ha, hal Who hates soap?”

Wharton glanced down over the
banisters at the grinning faces of Tubb
and Paget and lsover minor. Bnt
the emall fry of the Third were not
worth elaying.

Wharton's feelings were deep. He
was going to hear a lot of this—it was
an amusing game to other fellows—it
might be & week before it died out.
And ke owed it to that meddling ass
Hacker. His feelings towards the
master of the Shell, as he went on his
way, were almost as acid as the Acid
Drop bimself,

SOMETHING FOR WHARTON !
i SAY, vou fellows—" '
I Billy Bunter blinked cautiously
—veory cautiously—into Study
No. 1 in the Remove.
There were five fellows in that study,
at tea.
The Famous Five preferred tea in the
gtudy to joining the mob in Hall. It
was no end of a serum in Hall on the

first day of term. The study was cosy, ¥

and all was merry and bright. Under
the influence of his friends’ cheery com-
any, and tea and tfoast- and sosses,
rry Wharten had forgotten hiz an.
noyance, and his face was as cheery as
any . in the . Tueck-boxes had been
unpacked, and the table groaned, as a

As Wharton sprawled on the ptfﬁr E Bunter shot past him. into the earriage !

novelist would say, under the goodly
viands.

That was the kind of thing that ap-
pealed to Billy Bunter, even miore than
to the chums of the Remove, though
they were late for tea.

Buntar was not late for tea. He had

joined the mob in Hall, and done fairly PR

well there. He had caught Herbert
Vernon-Smith: in the tuckshop, and the
Bounder; genial on the first day of
term, had stood him dnthnuis. He
had already botrowed half-s-crown of
Lord Mauleverer, and expended the
game. in refreshment, liquid and solid.
Any fellow but Billy Bunter might haye
felt disposed to stop at this, But
Bugter always had shipping space for
cargo—and the nose of a hunting-dog
for tuck [ So there he was, at the door
of Harry Wharton's study—hesitating,
however, to enter.

It was not diffidence, or the circum-
stance that he had not been asked, that
made Bunter hesitate, Trifles like that
never worried the fat Owl of the Re-
move, But he was rather afraid that
Wharton might be shirty.

Wharton had %iven him quite an un-
leasant look when he came in. It
ooked as if he was annoyed about that

episode at the railway station., Bunter
was prepared to forget all about it—to
dismiss it as the trifle it was—but ha
wanted to be sure that Wharton took

7

the same view before he ventured his
fat 'ﬁarmn into the study.

‘The scent of tea and toast and sosses,
the sight of a handsome cake, were
slmost irresistible. But Billy Bunter
did not want to be kicked. It was &

rocess that he had often undergone,

ut he bad never grown to like i

he had to like it

*“ Hallo, hallo, hallo | Here's Bunter 1"
said Bab Cherry. “Feel up to kicking
hima Wharton, or shall I do it for
nup!‘l
“I'll do it!"” said Harry, getting off
his chair rather slowly. Embrocation
had relieved, but not wholly dismissed,
that stiffness 1n his knees,

“1 say, old chap, you ain’t shirty, are
you?" asked Bunter, watching the cap-
tain of the Remove warily through his

= po—

Far ,,_I..... e =T -
-;I'r'.'.,'.'.' ot il R
| ' ap
il

S

big spectacles, ready to dodge. “ It was
only & lark, really, old chap! It
wouldn't have happened, either,” if
you'd given me your place—and I asked
you, didn’t "

“You fat, footling, frowsy fathead.
I've got sbout & dozen aches and
ms——"

“He, he, he!”

“So you think that funny?” roared

the captain of the Remove.

“0h! No! Not at all, old chap!
He, he, he! I—I—I mean, nothing of
the ‘sort, vou know! Just a bit of a
bump on a l:lutntfurm-—:;uu must be
rather soft, old fellowl [ say—
Yarooh! ﬁnep off, you beast !”

Billy Bunter jumped backwards into
the passage.

Having no eyes in the back of his
head, Billy Bunter naturally did not see
Fisher T. Fish passing down the pas-
sage as he jumped. Fishy, for his part,
naturally did not expect a fellow stand-
ing in a study doorway to jump sud-
denly backwards. He was taken quite
by surprise. One of ;Bunt&r‘s wels
came down on one of Fisher T. Fish's
toes—and the vell that came from Fishy
woke all the echoes far and wide.

“Yurrroop! Wake snakes!” yelled
Fisher T. Fish. " Aw! Carry ms home
to die! You fat clamm—— Yurrroop!
I guess I'll sure sock you a few !”
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Bunter had escaped a boot in. Study
Neo. 1. But he did not escape & boot in
the Remove paszesge, One of Fishy's
feet was full of anguish. But he stood
on it, and used the other with tremen-
dous effect.

Thud, thud, thud!

Fisher T. Fish got in three on the
tightest trousers at Greyfriars before
the yelling fat Owl escaped up the
pasaage. .

Bunter disappeared into Study No. 7
igﬂmg, gnd Fisher T. Fish limped on

18 WaY.

Harry Wharton, laughing, shut the
door Study No. 1, and tea resumed
the even tenor of Tts way in that cele-
brated apartment.

It was about ten minutes later that
the deor opened cautiously, and a fat
face and o big pair of spectacles glim-
mered. 1.

“Bunter's come back for the boot!”
remarked Johnny Bull, with a grin.

“¥ah! I sin't coming in!” snorted
Bunter, “I've got something for
Whatren ! It's Toddy's, reslly, but you
can have it as you need it so much,
Wharton,"

Whiz |

A little packet landed on the study
table among the tea-things. Then the
door slammed, and Bunter was gone.

The Famous Five stared at tha
packet. Harry Whariton's face crim-
soned, and his Eg&ﬂ glinted. The Co.,
very carefully indeed, did not smils. It
was & tablet of spap!

_ Evidently Peter 'gndd had unpacked
it in Study No, 7, and the fat Owl had
annexed it—for Wharton.

“By gum, I'll—" Wharton haif

“ Not

rose,

“The fat ass!” said Frank.
worth bothering abowt, old chap [*

“I'm getting fed up with this!™
Wharten sat down again, however,

“It's Hacker’s fault!” said Bob
Cherry, “We ought to make the Acid
llrﬂ’Fhmt up for it somehow.”

“That meddling old goat!” grunted
Wharton.

Tea finished, the eaptain of the Re-
move rose io leave the study. He had
to find Price and hand him badk bis
precious paper, and he was anxzious
to gek it over,

*Coming down to Hall?” asked Bob.

v No—not just yet.”

1 ‘1 say, fItTn;;ll _H't .ﬂ;t@fg c{f:r of Hall
ecause of that silly joke about scap [
eaid Johony Bull, 4 F

“It's not that, ass!” Wharton's voice
was rather sharp. “I've got to =eo
man in the Fiith befors I go down,
that's all.”

“If you're going to see Coker, we'd
better all come!” grinned Bob., “0I1d
Horace is too hefty for one Remove
Marn,

“It isn't Coker.”

Harry Wharton left the study—not
explaining who it was, rather to his
friends’ surprise. The Lower Fourth
kad nothing to do with the Fifth, and

it was rather unusual for a Remove ok

man to have to see a man in the Fifth.

But Wharton had said nothing of
Price and his precious paper, and in-
tended to say nothing; it was not his
business to talk about Price's dingy
adventures, and he was only anxious to
se;t the matter over and done with, and

ismissed from lis mind.

Leaving his friends in the study, the
captain of the Remove walked down the
passage to the landing.

A fat voice and a ripple of laughter
greeted him s he rEﬂ.t:Ead it.

- *I say, you fellows, I gave him a
cake of s08p! He, he, hal Well, if he
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ﬂe'ﬁr washes, ha wants it! He, he,
E a

*Hg, ha, ha "

“But iz 1t true that Wharton came
back looking as if he hadn't washed for
weeks?” asked Russell.

“Black ds the -ace of spades!” de.
clared Bunter. The Acid Drop
nobbled him for it—I heard Coker =a
80, Quelch made him and was
before he would let him leave the
station. From what I hear, Quelch said
that he would whop him if he didn't
wash behind his ears this term.”

“And I say— Oh crikey I” ejacu-
lated Billy Bunter as the naptxﬁin of the

ve dawned on him.

Bunter did not stay to finish : his
remarks. One look at Harry Wharton's
face was enough for Bunter. Ha shot

down the Remove stairs to the study
landing, leaving a crowd of fellows

]tﬁ%mg. "
rom the stu landing Bunter
blinkéd back—to ‘E{;a Harr;rE'Whmtaﬂ
f-:-]!nmnﬁ him.
fact, had to cross that ianding to get
m_th:a Fifth Form passage, to go to
Price's study., Bunter was unawara
that. He gave a gasp of alarm and
shot on
. The fat Owl dodged into tha Fifth
Form passage and blinked back round
the corner. 5 :

ton waos coming dirvectly towards
him | ' v

“0h erikey ! gasped Bunter.

Ha rolled nup the passage to ecscape.
A henvéohlhd on & fat shoulder .atgpprrd
him. foker, Potter, and Greens were
gtanding ouwside their stud

Y. If wha

Horach er .who -grabbed Bunter,
much_ incensed to s¢e a ave fag
scuttling about in the quarters of the.
Fifth Form.

“¥ou cheeky little toad !** said Coker.
e a

2 SAY. A 1 Bunter.
“ Wharton's nﬁegrn me i '

“Wharton! That kid who doesn’t
wash 1"

“Oh! Yes I say—"

“Let him come here, that's all * said
Coker. “We'll jolly weM wash him*

Horace Coker released the fat
shoulder- and Bunter shot on. He
stared down the passage towards the
landing end.

Harry Wharton turned the corner and
came up the passage; his hand in his
pocket on the crumpled gapm: he was
anxious to hand over to Stephen Prica
in his atudj'_. :

But he did not reach Price’s study!
As he came by Coker's door, Horace
Coker, grinning, grabbed him.

—

WASHING WHARTON !

" ET ﬂ:. yvou dummy |*
grry Wharton snapped
out the words as C% er
grabbed,

He was not there for a row with
er: He was in a far from placable
frame of mind and had no patience to
waste on the fathead of the Fifth.

Coker chuckled cheerily.

“¥ou've chosen to come here,” he
grinned. “We don’t allow fellows: in
this _!lpmsaga who don’t wash ¥

“¥You cheeky fool 1#

“What

“Cheeky fool! Let go my shoulder,
before I punch your silly nose !

“By gum I;" sald Coker. © I'dk]ilaa tln
sea you puanch my nose, you ¢ little
unwashed tick-= 'i"arn-c:uh}llﬁe y

Coker saw it—or, at leask felt it—
the next moment |

Harry Wharton hit out at Coker's

Wharton, n point of ¥

rather prominent . nose
st!lilgfawd and roared, sud; Horece
+ae next moment he fairly hurled
h]ﬂmli E‘,tir htl;e ovite,
arry rion gave grasp for grasp.
Ho was nqthmgﬁlii: I;hg hlﬁ-t]? C%]:e: 8
size or weight, but he was able to give
even Coker a good deal of trouble,
But Potter and Grgene joined in at
once and grabbed him by the arms.
In the grasp of three big Fifth Form
ﬂ?‘n Wharton struggled angrily, but in
in,
“You silly dummies, let go!® ha
Pﬂ.f‘ltﬂd. i '{'a Eot to seo Prin:g—"
“You've got ta be washed I” gri
El-::l:ar.h ﬂ;‘ t.::::.}_ ha.;mft Ewaah%ﬁlm'ad
rou @ hols, an : i
tﬂr_‘hlif_’ﬂ & wash.” IRAS RNk
Ha, ha, ha!" roared Potter and
oy d
15_zeemed to appea
to,the _Fifthh;rmm_-lmﬁ. :
ring him a to the tapl”
chortled Coker. "]?:Emh naaa,a*frill

F_g*{ll, you young tick? Well, I'll wash

quite funny

“Let go!” roared Wharton, struggling

furinuig.
of _ I¥ had happened to Billy Bunter, in

his fal career, to ba washed forcibly.
But the bare idea of it happening fﬂ
himself made Wharton infuriated.  But
clearly Coker & Co. were. in earnest
They believed, or affected fo belisve,
that that junior had come back to
school without washing, and they were
fmng to wash him, just to give him a

X ¥hat the d ™ Hil

“What the dooce ia u ilton of
the Fifth looked out of d next study.
“Is :.h?t an air raid, or only your voice,

ar "

“ We're geing to wash this fag. Lend
a hand. _thla.q:s' & regular little wild-
cat | gna]lmed Coker.

Hilton laughed, and went back into
his atudl‘;: and shut the door. The dand
of the Fifth did not want to deal witﬁ
a regular little wildeat,

“Buzz hini along!” gasped Coker.

There was o tap at the upper end of
the Fifth Form passage. In that direc-
tion Wharton was hustled. But he was
not hustled easily. Little chance as a
junior had in the grasp of three men.
of the Fifth, he disputed every inch
of the way, ﬁght‘mg esperately.

Coker's nose received a second knock.
Greene was startled by a jolt right in
the eye. Potter found himself the sud-
den possessor of a cauliflower ear. Then
the IJ:Iunmr'g arms were secu again:
but he struggled and wrenched, and the
whiole E_utj' rolled over on the foor
of the Fifth Form passage,

It was quite a wild mixz-up.

Billy Buinter—at & safe dijstance—
blinked &t the scene breathlessly
through his big spectacles. Two ar
three Fifth Form men glanced out of
the games-study, at the landing end,
and grinned and went in again, There
was alwsys & spot of horseplay on the
first night of term; and it was like
Coker to be mixed up in a shindy as
soon a8 he got back to school. Thare
was no help for the hapless junior; no
Remove man was in uighg_ﬂr likely to
come in sight, except Billy Bunter,
who simply blinked at the scene.

The struggle was quite Homeric. If
Coker & . got the eaptain of the
Remove as far as that tap, for the
playful E?urpm of washing him, the
getting him there was ngt Tain to be
a playful proceeding.  All three of
them were gasping, and they got the
junior up the passagé foot by foot—
almost inch by inch.

Wharton's state by that time was
wildly dizhevelled.

15 collar and tie lay on the floor



outside Coker's deorway. His hand-
kerchief lay a yard farther up the pas-
sage. His jacket, twisted over his
tousled head, shed things from 1ts
pockets—a fountain-pen, a pencil, a
crumpled letter, a penknife—everything
that was in the keats. Five or six
buttons scattered among the other
things. 8till he resisted dugg@dly.

But overpowoering odds did it. He
wh? hustledpzt last up to the sink under
the tap.

There he rallied, putting up a last
struggle before his head was put under
water by the too-playiul er,

*Oh crikey ! breathed Billy Bunter.

Wharton had been after him, as he
fancied. Wharton, very probably, had
been going to kick him if he came
within reach of a boot. It was rather
fortunate, really, that Coker & Co.- were
japing the captain of the Remove. It
gave Billy Bunter the opportunity to
get off the t unkicked.

The fat Owl rolled away down the
ﬁmga, leavuég the captain  of the

cinove and Coker & Co. much too

busily oceupied to give him heed.
But as he passed Harry Wharton's
scattered property in the passage

Bunter paused to pick
articles. Bunter could be good-natured,
when it was not a lot of trouble.

He gathered. up fountain-pen, hand-

kerchief, genlmife, neil, & crumpled
letter, and othor ¢

r odds
took them with him, leave in
Wharton's study. It was fairly clear
that Wharton, when Coker & Co. had
done with him, would not have leisure
to bother about them.

Bunter disappeardd, leaving a terrific
struggle still going on at the sink up
the passige. ]

or was gﬂmiam give that fag &
wash—partly, perhaps, because Coker
of the Fifth thought that fags wanied
washing, chiefly {from a
elephantine sense of humour., The
junior’s fierce resistance was making
ker & Co. rather excited and wrathy.
There was a jet of red from Coker’s
nose, Greene had a pain in the eve
Potter a pain in the ear. Three Fifth
Form men did mot expect this sort of
thing from a fag, and it ruffled their
tempers. They handled that junior
harder and harder,

' tap was Howing. Wharton's
head was almost under it when he
twisted BWaY, and, shoving  Coker,
brought Coker's neck under it instead.
A stream of water down the inside of
his collar caused old Horace to roar
and splutter in quite & frantic manner.

Then, with a combined effort, .the

threo got the junior’s head under the
tap. ﬁntter and Greenp held it there,
while Coker, still_splutfering, lathered

on soap. Luckily, the junior’s foot

landed suddenly on Coker's waistcoat.
Coker sat down with startling sud-

denness, and with a suffocated gurgle.
“Urerrggh ! was Coker’s remark.

Wharton, with a desperate effort,
twisted away from Potier and Greene
now that ker's mighty grasp was
off him.

“Wurrrrggh ! said Coker.
The junior jum AWaY, dc:dée:d the

grabbing hands of Potter and Greene,
and shot down the passage, leaving a
watery trail behind him.

.Coker staﬁge-red up.

“Yurrrggh 1” said Coker. “Oooghl
Stoppim | Gurrrrggh!”

rton, as Billy Bunter had guessed,
had no time to think about the property
that had scattered from his pockets—
even if he was aware of the scattering.
Neither had he time to remember Price
of the Fifth, whom he had come to see.
He did the Fifth Form maga like the
cinder-path, and wvani round the

and ends, and %

rather gy

corner across the study landing—only
in time.

Coker & Co. did not pursue him past
the corner. Outside the Fifth Form
territory he was safe.

The captain of the Remove went up
the dormitory staircase, heading for the
Remove dormitory and a towelling and
s change—both of which he badly
needed. It was not till he had drie
and changed and was -about to transfer
various articles from the kets of &
drenched jacket to the pockets of a dry
one, that he discovered that all loose
articles were gone—among them, the
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~Hallo, halle, halle! Has Wharton
kicked wyou wet?” called out Bob
Cherry, “If he hasn't, I will! Come
here,”

*I say, licten to this !" roared Bunter.
“1 say, did wou fellows know that
Wharton wae backing & horse ¥

“What " roared Bob.

“He, he, he! I've found him out!™
chortled Bunter. “I've jolly well found
him out! He makes out tﬁat he looks
down his nose at fellows who back their
fancy, and sll the while—m"

“You howling ass, whal are wyou
burbling about now ! exclaimed Frank
Nug]'_.ent angrily. b

“P eay, you fellows, listen, snd then

ou'll know all about Wharton ! said

illy Bunter, “Ain't he t it dark,
though? Faney Quelch's face, if he
knew—his head boy, you know! That's
why he got in so late, of course—sesin
his old pals—he, he, he! First day
term—he never lost anv time, did he "

“Is that podgy porpoise mad *" asked
ED‘E; Cherry, #taring blankly at the fat

w

“Mad as a hatter, I think I
Johany Bull. 1 grunted

“The madfulness is terrific.”
“He, ha, he! |TListen to this!"
chortled Bunter. " All of you listen—

I can jolly well tell you, it will make
you open your eyes."
the Owl of the Beniove, with his

An
P/, fat face wreathed in grins, proceeded
¥, to read out from the erumpled paper in

pe#e his fat hand.

“ three to one, and I don"t mind saying

“Dear 8ir,—I got your letter .all
{{th. and you're on. I got to be at
apshott or the three o'clock, but
Boapy will give you this. You're on at

that you've picked a good orse. ho-

28 cver told ‘you about Snoodle knew what

Browney, to give him his nickname,
hailz from Naw Zealand-—and |2 Indeed
a worthy representative of that great
Dominicn. When he first joined Grey-
friars, Brown showed that he had his
head screwed on the right way, and he
wary soon Jumped into popularity with
his schoolfellows. Browney Iz a front.
ranker in the field of sport, and can be
aptly expressed in these wordy="a
rattling good fellow ™

S - CH—- - - A U= | - V-1 " -

paper he had been taking to Price of

the Fifth!
Billy Bunter came into the

1 I
Ruif. b
e came into that apartment
with so wide a grin on his fat face that
it almost looked as if it would go right
Eauﬂd his fat head and meet at the
ack.

There was a crowd of Remove fellows
in the Rag.

Four of the famous Co. were there—
having e down while Wharton was
on his visit to Price in the Fifth. They
wora exchanging news and greetings
with other Remowve men—Smithy, and
Redwing, and Lord Mauleverer, and
Bquiff and Tom Brown, Hazeldene and
Toddy and Mark Linley, and there was
a buzz of voices in whicﬁn Billy Bunter's
fat squeak wag hardly heard.

But Bunter was going to be heard.

Ha waved a crumpled paper in a fat
hand, and yelled . .

“1 say, you fellows!™

= a—

BUNTER'S BOMBSHELL !
BAY, you fellows—"

8 he was talking about.

;

J. B.”

There was silence in the Rag, save
for Bunter's fat squeak as he read out
that remarkable apistle.

But it wes followed by & buzz of
voices, _

“Kick him ! said Johnny Bull.

“You fat chum i

“¥You Peeping Tom—""

*¥ou blithering idiot—"

“Where did you get that, Bunter, you
tﬁnspaaémh]a dunderhead 1" asked Frank

n L ]
*I picked it up I* grinned Bunter,
“Nice for the fellow who dropped it

about, if & beak saw it!” giggled
Snoop.

Tom Redwing gave his chum, the
Bounder, an_ alarmed look. If any

fellow in the Remove had had a missive
like that, Tom knew which fellow it
was likeliest to be.

8mithy laughed as he caught that
alarmed look. _

“Don't be an ass, Beddy I” he said.
“If that wias mine, do you think I
should leave it about the House "

“Then who——" muttered Redwing.

The Bnundﬁr_i-a-p$hﬂd again.

“Bunter says it's Whartons!" he
grinned.

“Bunter's & fool |¥

“¥ou pernicious porpoise, what's put
it-into your wooden nut thdt that muck
belongs to Wharton?” asked Bob
Cherry. _

“He, he,_he! He dropped it!"

“Wharton dropped 1t!" yelled

Skinner. :
“He 51:-113 well did ¥
“He did not I"’ roared Frank Nugent,
his face flaming, *“Why, I'll boot you
all round the Rag for saying so [
“Hera, hold on—give Bunter a
Tuae Micxer Lmsmary.—No. 1.683.



chance 1" exclaimed Boisover major
“IE he saw Wharton drop it—"

“He didn't, you dummy!™

“I- .did 1" yelled Bunter. *“Ha
dropped 1t and a lot of other things,
when the Fifth Form chaps were roll-
ing him over in their passage—-—"

Is Wharton in a row in the Fifth 1"
exclaimed Bob. “He said he was
going to zea a man in the Fifth. What
tha—-"

“Coker said he was going to wash
him—"

“Wha-a-t 1"

“Ha, ha, hal"

."The cheeky ass!" roared Bob.
“Come on, Emu fellows—wa'll let that
Fifth Form tathead see whether he can
rag the Remove—"" :

They ain't got him now " said
Bunter. “I saw Wharton going up to
the dorm when I came down.
away all right. I tell you, he dropped
everything he had about him when
they were tussling in the Fifth Form
passage—and I picked them all up, ex-
cepting the buttons—and took them to
hig study. And this letter was one of
e a i i "

“ An u read it, you fat worm!
aaid Lﬂrgo Mauleverer.

“Eh? ¥Yas! 1 mean, nol" said
Bunter hastily. "I never looked st it
of course. I'm not the fellow to read
a fellow’s letter, I hope. I happened
te see what was in it by sheer chance.”

“Let’s ask Wharton when he comes
down !” grinned Skinner. *Hia Mag-
nificence disdaina to tell a lie, as we
all know I

“Whose it is doem’t matter so
much as booting that fat worm for
reading it!” remarked Lord Maule
Eem . “"Let's all boot him round the

‘E i¥

“Oh, really, Mauly—"

“ All together1” agreed Bob Cherry.

"1 say, you fellows—*

“ Boot_him I"

Billy Bunter made a mh for the
door.

He had—as he expected—caused a
gensation in the R—I% Bunter liked to
cause a sensation. ut after the feast
came the reckoning, The fat Owl
rabbed open the deor, with Bob

rry's boot close behind him, and shot
out of the Rag,

rushed

The whols Co. after him.
They did not believe for a moment
thet that missive halﬂnfed to Harry
Wharton, though evidently Bunter him-
gelf believed 0. Put whether it did or
not, the fellow who had read snother
fellow's letter, and shouted it from the
house-tops, required booting.

Billy Bunter flew down the pAmsage,

He would wvot have escaped the
avenging boots, but for the cireum-
stance that Mr. Hacker was in the
passage. Hacker was standing there
talking te Mr. Capper—relating, in
bitter tones, how unpleasant Quelch
had been, when he, Hacker, had drawn
attention to the disgracefully dirty
stato of a member of Quelch’s Form.

Billy Bunter was in too great haste
to see Hacker and Capper before ha
crashed into the master of the Fourth.

Four pursuers came to & sudden
halt, as Billy Bunter reeled against
ena wall, Mr, Capper against the other,
and the erumple pa}:mr dropped from
E fat hand at tho feet of the Acid

rop.

PIE FOR HACKER !
ILLY BUNTER gurgled for
breath.
Me. Capper spluttered.

YQuelch's boys!” said Mr
Hacker in hiz bitter voice.

o got R

“Uh crikey [

“Dear mel” murmured Mr. Capper.
** Buntar, you foolish, clumsy boy—
dear me|” Capper righted himself,
gasping.

“I—I—it wasn't me 1” gasped Bunter.
“I—I mean, they were after me.
I never saw you, sir, J—[—"

“Go away, you stupid boy!"” said
Mr. Capper. Capper had had rather a
shock, but Capper was always mildly
benevolent.

“ Disgraceful |"™ said Mr. Hacker.

acker was nover mild and never
benevolent. Bunter had reason to be
thankful that it was not the Acid Drop
into whom he had crashed. ‘“Even on
the first night of term—psh! Bunter,
how dare you race about the passages
in_that unmannerly manner?”

Four juniors faded back inte the

though not befora Mr. Hacker
spotted them. Bunter, unfortunately,
could not fade out. + Hacker, like the
Ancient Mariner, held him with a
glittering eye.

It was Hacker all over! Capper, the
damaged party, had told Bunter to go
—-Ha.gka'r was not satisfied to leave 1t

at that. -

“They were alter me, sir!” gasped
Bunter, “I—I— Can I have that
letter, sir®"™

The lettor lay close to the toe of Mr.
Hacker's foot. He had not glanced
down, and had not noticed it so far.

“What letter 1" map}ged Mr. Hacker.
“What do you mean, Bunter?”

“I—I've dropped that letter, sir I™

Then Hacker glanced down.

Quite & startling expression came
over his face s he did so. The letter
was an & single s of notepaper. It
had fallen with the written side up.
Mr. Hacker did not sea all that was
written at a glance; but he saw enough

to make him jump.
“Upon my word!" ejaculated
Hacker.

He stm%ad and picked up the letter
himself. illy Bunter, afraid to ven-
ture near, but in & very anxious state,
blinked at him in dismay. Even
Bunter realised that it was tor for
a beak not to see that missive from
Joo Banks at the Three Fishers. But
it was tno lata now.

repeated Mr.

“Upen my word ™
Hacker. “Look at this, Capper "

s i'[daar Hacker, what—what—"
said Mr. Capper. He had na desire
whatever to look at.a schoolboy's letter.
He stared at Hacker in surprise.

“Look at it, I say!” repeated the
Acid Drop.

He held the lettar up so close under
Capper's nose that the Fourth Form
master could not help looking at it

Then Capper, in his turn, gave a jumg
“ Blegs ﬁle; soul I he Eg S
“This,” said Mr.

341

Hecker sourly,
“had better go before M!:; Quelch, Ea
Bunter is in his Form. Mr. Queleh
does not welcome the most well-meant
assistance from other members of the
staff; but & matter like this, I think,
is a little too serious for me to heed
considerations of that kind IV

s eyes gleamed.

He would hsve repudiated quite
sincerely & suggestion that he was glad
of a chance of scoring over Queich.
He did not realise it himself. But that
gleam in his cold eyes was m:pra:u.iva.

“I—I say, that ain’t mine " gasped
Bunter, in sheer terror. There was no
name on the letter of the person to
whom it was addressed. It might have
been anybody's. Billy Bunter’'s fat
knees knocked together at the bare
thought of g-nmg up to Quelch, accused
of having had a letter from a racing

marn,
“¥ou wntruthful woune rascal 1™

exclaimed Mr. Hacker. “Only a
minute ago you picked up this letter 1™

“Yes, but it ain't mine!” wailed
Bunter. “I picked it up upstairs—
‘tain’t mine, sir! I was showing it to
the fellows in. the Rag, when those

ben.-?ltjla—l mean those chaps—got after
me

“Indeed! Then whosa ia it?" de-
manded Mr. Hacker.
“I—=I—=1 don't know!™ groaned

Bunter. "I never saw a fellow drop
it, and it wasn't Wharton |
"“Wharton 1"
If Hacker's ayes had gleamed before,
they fairly scintillated now.

Wharton! Tha junior who had
answerad him so insolently at Courtfield
Station, and whose part Quelch had
taken! Wharton!

“0Oh, no,” mumbled the miserabls
Owl,” “not Wharton—not anybody |l I—
I just picked it up, that's all ¥

*“Oh gad ! ** mutiered Price, hunehing hin
“ The game's up—fis

“Thosa boys who were following you
from the junior - TOOm  Wwers
Wharton's friends, I think I said the
Acid Drop grimly. “Were they follow-
g you to recover possession of this
letter, Bunter i

“Oh. no|”

" Then why were they pursuing you
“ They—they were going to kick me
for reading it out in the Rag, that's
all1” mumbled Bunter. *They—they
got shirty about it, and—and—"

“ Because the letter was Wharton's 1"
h'"I{'::h' nol They dida't believe it was

is

“Then you said that it was?” The
Acid Drop was wringing it out word
by word.

“Oh, no! Yes! [—I mean, I-I
might have said so!" stammered the
wretched Owl  *I—I might have said
sa just for a—a—a joke I"

“Did you see Wharton drop this
letter or not?"

“Oh, no! 1 never saw him at all. I
haven't seen him since we came back—
I wasn’t in the Fifth Form passage
when Coker was ragging him, and I
never picked u the things ho
dropped 1" groaned Bunter. “ He nover
dropped anything, and I haven't put
them on his study table |

“You had better go,” said M,
Hacker. He was satisfied now that thas
lattar was not Bunter's



k™ —

“Yes, sirl C-ccan I have the
letter 1" moaned Bunter.

“Certainly not " .

“0Oh lox’ | I—I say, Wherton will be
awfully wild—I—I mean—"

“CGo!"” snapped Mr. Hacker with so
sharp a snap that Bunter jumped and
wen

He rolled away to Hall in a very
dismayed frame of mind. He realised
that with that letter in a master's hand,
its owner—Wharton, of course—was
booked for serions trouble.  Btill,
Bunter had done all he could—he
couldn't, snatch that letter from the
Acid Drep. : _

But he was worried about it as he
rolled inte Hall.

Fortunately, he encountered his
minor, Bammy of the Becond, in Hall
—and Bammy had & packet of toffee.
Helping Sammy Bunter dispose
that toffee naturally drove lesser
matters from Bunter's mind, and he

elf up on the seat, as Mr. Frout approached.
4 day of term, too ! "

_'* i ——

fc-rgut all about Wharton and Whar-
won's letter. )

That letter remained in Hacker's
keeping. On Hacker's acid face was a
grim smile when he left Mr. Capper.

Hacker was not ng to act in a
burry—there was, after all, no proof
of the ownership of that t-e:]itu.la latter,
unless Billy Bunter's incoherent
gabble was proof. Quelch was rather
& tough customer to deal with in
matters pertaining to the good name
of his Form. - =

Hacker was not going to act till he
had considered the matter very care-
fully. But he was anticipating quite
a gratifyving interview with Quelch
wefore very long, snd he smiled at
that happy anticpation. Mr. Hacker
would never have dreamed of sdmit-
ting it, even to himself—but this was
pie to himl

WHOSE LETTER ?

ARRY WHARTON came into
H the Rag, showing no traces of
the scuffla in the Fifth Form

pa3jzage. \

But there was rather a worried ex-
pression on his face; he was troubled
about that letter. He did not, for
the moment, notice the extremely
curious glances that were cast at him,

or that every fellow there left off
talking as he entered.

He glanced: round and came over to
his friends. i

“Did you fellows pick up the things
I found on my stndy tabla?” he asked.

“ No—Bunter did,” answered Bob.
“"He's told us so.™

“We never knew you wers rowin
with Coker till Bunter told us,” sai
Frank Nugent. "He said you'd gone
up to the dorm afterwards—?"

“I had to chenge,” said Wharton

briefly.
“IDnd it hurt?” asked Hazel
“Did what hurt?"
“We've heard that Coker gave you
a wash—"

“0Oh, don't be & goat, Hazel! I'va §

heard enough of that!’

| : snap ad the
captain of the Remove, :

ers's

of that fat ass Bunter? I remember he

was on the spot, though I'd forgotten
him. W is ha nﬂf'rhf" =
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“Lost anything?" asked Skinner,
with & wink at ngnmp
8noop gled.
Harry arton looked at Bkinner,

He had sensed, by this time, an

unusual atmosphers in the Rsﬁ_.
E“lllli'lrelter him 1" said Johony
ull.

“ Better tell me what?”  Harry

Wharton's tone was not very amiable.
“What's on—if anything isi"

“That fat ass, Bunter, hiked in
hera with a letter,” said Bob, “"He
spems to have picked it up zomewhere
and fancied that it waa yours®

“Oh1" gasped Harry.

“It wasn't, of course ! said Skinner
I:Ian&ly_.’ “When Bunter read it
ou

“He read it out?”

Hl.r_?',

“Yes; so we knew it couldo’t be
vours,” =aid Skinner, in tha sama
Ellgnd tone, “You don't know sny-
thing about Snoodle at thres to one.

Harry Wharton stood locking st
Skinner, breathing hard, the colour
rising in his cheeks.

He understood . now that peculisr
atmosphere in the .Rag. Ign had
found all his missing property in the
study, with the exception of that
letter—and now that he was told that
it was Bunter who had picked up the
things, he did not need telling that
Bunter had read the letter—that
being one of Bunter's ways. Ha
reslised now that Bunter had supposed
the letter to be his—and had passe
on the E:I.ad tidings, as it were, to the
rest of the Remove.

Harry Wharton did not know what
was in that letter—but it was clear
:il_lat every other fellow in the Rag

id.

The look that came over his face
caused Skinner to back away a paca or
two and leave the Bounder between
him and Wharton.

Frank touched his chum on the arm.

“Nobody here believes ihat the
letter Bunter "read out was yours, old
chap,” he zaid “He seems to have
picked it wp with the other things—
some Fifth Form man must have
dropped it—"

“And we can o288 who " grunted
Johony Bull. “Lots of fellows know
that Price was up before the beak this
afternoon, and they had a prefect
there—Wingate of the Sixth, Price
has been up to something.”

“Pricey wouldn't drop a letter of
that sort sbout!” chuckled Vernon-
Bmith. “Pricey's too jolly cute to do
that 1"

“ Where's Bunter 1" asked Harry.

“We were going to boot him, and
he cleared off,” snswered Bob. *The

exclaimed

4 been there, and had

blithering owl fancied that that
moul letter was yours—that's the
sort o hem\%hted chump he is, It was
from one of that dingy crew at the
Three Fishers—goodness knows who it
was—some swab who's heading for the
seck, anyhow. ™

“1 don't know what was in that
letter,” said Harry. “But I can guess
the sort. I hope I needn't tell you
fellows that it was not mine ™

“Of coursa you needn’t, fathead!
Smithy’s, if it's anybody's in the
Remw%: said Bob.

Tliad u}.ﬂndar lau had‘k.

E on't strew that kind of corre-
ﬁp-undnma about the House !" he said.

No more than Price does! Look
ere, Wharton, don't be an ass—if
that letter’s yours, the sooner vou get
it off Bunter the better. He may
read it out in Hell next.”

“I've said that tha letter's not mi
Vernon-8mith I said Harry, w?tﬁ
glinting eyes.

“Quite} And you've asked wus
where Bunter is| you want to eee
Bunter all of a sudden because he's
such & fascinating chap, and you feel
that ﬁmu can't beéar to miss him on
the first day of term?” msked the
Bounder sarcastically,

Some of thé juniors lauwghed. It
was perlectly clear to _everybody that

Wharton's inquiry for Bunter was con-
nected with that letter.

“8hut wup, Smithy!” said Bob
hastily.

Smithy shrugged his shoulders.

“I've  asked n fellows where

Bunter is,"” said Harry, turning his
on ?arnnﬂ-ﬂmiti- “Do you
know "

“No, but lock here—bother
Bunter [ said Bob uneasily. “You
don’t want that fat chump—he's net
worth kicking 1™

“It happens that I do want him,
you see,”™

Harry Wharton walked across to the
dRTr, opened it, and walked out of the

]:E; left his chums dumb snd the
other fellows in & buzz But he was
too angry and exasperated o care
what the fellows were thinki just
then, at all events. He hurried away
in search of Buntar—only anxiouns to
reclaim that letter and get rid-of it.

Bunter was not easy to find. Ha
learned in Hall that the fat Owl had
na. There wera
gome masters in Hall, among them
Hacker, and the Acid Drop glanced
round at Wharton, as he heard him
inquiring for Bunter, The Aecid Drop
fancied that he could guess why that
Ea.rticulnr junior was in search

unter | : :

Wharton did not even see the Acid
Drop. He went out of Hall, his irri-
tation growing as his search for the
fat Owl was prolonged. A booting for
Bunter was overdue, and the glint in
the eyes of the captain of thea Remove
indicated that he was going to get it
at last—when found!

e

TOOD LATE !
1 H " ejaculated Billy Bunter.
Bunter was found st last.
He was in his study—No. T in
tha Remove.

Pater Todd, who had the pleasure—
or otherwise—of sharing that stu
with Bunter, had left a box of cara
there. Bunter was finishing the last
caramel when an exssperated face
looked in at the doorwsy.
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‘Bunter blinked at that examsperated

in alarm.
i ik E'H:E me &“-'Ft;h ].:LEEI‘, you fat
mp 1" ana arton.
"WEL? Weat lotter?” stammered the

fat Owl, ]
ks 't burblel Give me the letter
before I kick you round this study!”
exclaimed the captain of the Remove.
*J—I haven't got it |” gasped Bunter.

“1'd give it to you with pleasure if
I had it! I was gninﬁm ut it back
on your table, with the r things,
only Hacker took it—"

#* Hacker | howled Wharton,

“Yozs! He saw it, and grabbed it!
Mind, it's all right,”’ ad ed,Eunter
hastily. “I told him it wasn't yours

—I mentioned Eﬂnur name epecially.”
:"g}{:u l.msl1 a “El}‘a l.tl:]ulﬂ‘b—"
really, srtoor—

"Yn’u spying, prying worm " ex-

claimed arton, intensely angry and
exasperated. “Why couldn’s you leave
-tl E-Jl! ) ;
: "&'l"l?:ﬁ, I like that!” said Bill
Bunter warmly, “ That's gratitude,
guppose ! I take the trouble to piuok

up all vour things, instead of leavin
ﬂEem h.ffrl all over the shop, and t.hnt.’E
how you thank a chap!™

Wharton glared at him.

It was true that Bunter had done a
rather good-natured thing in collecting
those scattered articles and taking them
to Study No. 1.  Wharton, certainly,
had had no time to collect them, or
aven to think of them. But Bunter had
found & letter among the other things.
Ho had not been able to resiat ng
that letter, and taking it down to show
other fellows. Now it was glc;nal Worst
of all, 1t had fallen into the hands of
authority. ]

“You say Hacker's got it, you fat
owl " sna rﬁed Wharton.

“Well, now he picked it up when
I dropped it, and he wouldn’t give it
back to me,” said Bunter. “He read it
—heastly, mean sort of thing to do, I
think, e it wasn't his! Some panE]e
seem to have mo principles at all

“You read it!" shricked Wharton.

“Oh! Yes! Nol I mean— Here,
I say, you keep off I"" wyelled Bunter,
as the captain of the Femove rushed
round the table. “I never read it—

arocoh | Stop kicking me, you beast |
¥hoop! I never saw it—never picked
it up—never—— Yoo-hoop ! Whooop !
Oh erikey 1"

A boot landed three times as Bunter
flew round the table. Then the cap-
tain of the Remove guitted the study,
leaving Bunter: roaring.

He went down the passage with &
clouded brow, e .
Booting Bunter for his sins was little

satisfaction. It might have done Bunter
good, but it did not- solve the problem
of Price’'s rotten letter.

It could have been t back from
Bunter. Getting it back from the
Acid Drop was impossible. Merely in-
quiring after it would be as good as
admitting ownership—and the owner
of that letter, if discovered, was booked
for a most uncomfortable interview
with the headmaster. It was in

Hacker's bony hands, and had to be h

left thera.

Wharton paused on the study landing,
wondering what he had better do.

He could only tell Price, when ho
saw him, what had happened to the
letier. But he was not disposed to
pay another visit to the Fifth Form
studies. He had had enough of Horace
Coker's playful manners and customs
on- the first day of term. He decided
to look for Price in Hall after the next
roll-call. But as he was going towards
:he stairease, Price and Hilton came
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out of the Fifth Form passage together.

“ Thera's tha kid, Steve,” sald Hilton.
From which remark, Wharton could
guess that Price had told his pal about
the episode with Prout.

Price came across eagerly to the
junior, holding out an eager hand.

“(rive it to me,” he muttered.

“1 can"t [ answered Wharton curtly.

Price's eyes glittered.

"You can't! What do you mean,
you young sweep? Give me my lefter

at once! Why, you young rotter, if
1.ru':ri.a ﬂ]mkmg of keeping that
“Don’t be a fool!” said Wharton,
unceremoniously.

M ¥es, draw 1t mild, Steve I drawled
Hilton., “The kid's got no use for

your giddy correspondence. He means
that he's lost it.’ -
* Il,

* Lost it.il"" lhr-eat.hr&dl Price.
vou young foo ou fool—" He gave
the junior a _bfwk, and bitter A
= me the truth, vou littla beast!
Have you lost that letteri”

“I'm a fool all right " said Wharton
contemptuously. *“I let you land your
rotten racing muck on me! I wgs &
fool, and no mistake! A pity I didn't

let Old Pompous nab you with the
letter on wyou."

“"Will you tell me——" Price's
nerves were in a twifter. He had

E‘:’l ed through with Prout, owing to
harton, but he had been uneasy ever
since about that wretched letter from
Joa Banks, pnd he had looked for
'I';\fhu-rtﬂn once or twice, without finding

im.

“That fool Coker and his fatheaded
pals ragged me when I was coining to
your atut\l{ te give it back to you!"
snapped Wharton. “It dropped on the
floor, and Bunter picked-it u m

“Bunter I” murmured Hilton. “0Oh

ad! Anythin’ in 1t to identify you,
Eteva?”

“I—I think not—ne, I'm sure not.
Banks isn't such a fool as that,” mut-
tered Price. "I'd only glanced at it
when I spotted Old . Pompous bearing
down on me, but I—I think——"

“Don't be frightened,” said Wharton,
with cool scorn. "There's nothing in
the lettor to give you away.”

“You've read it?"

“No, vou cur, I've not read it! I
dare say you're cur enough to think
that I would. But Bunter read it out
to the Ragp—and he thought it was
mine, 8o there can’t be anything in it
to fix it on you

Price breathed more freely.

“If Bunter's got it, why couldn’t you

t it back from Bunter " he demanded.

* Because the benighted idiot dropped
it, and Hacker picked it up and stuck
to it !" snapped Wharton.

“Hacker [ ;

Price almost staggered. :

“Brace up, old bean,” said Hilton,
with cheerfnl contempt. " If there's
nothin' in it to identify you, the Acid
Drop can't stick it on yvou. He won't
think of you at all.”

Price's paﬂtg face laocked more pasty
than ever. The bare idea of that letter
falling into a master’s hands terrified
1.

“Hacker doesn't know——" began
Hilton, ]m}king at the junior,

“Oh, no! answered Wharton
bitterly. * Hacker's more likely to
think 1t was mine—I fancy he does——"

“0Oh ! breathed Price.

“Well vou can say it's not vours,
if they ask vou—it isn't ! said Hilton.
“Don’t mention Pricey, that's all.”

“Let him ! sald Price, between his
teath. " Get this clear, you young fool
" uu;;a lost that lettﬂ:. E:;l yOU -Can
a8 ELED]WEQEIEHEH,!, l'!! II.].':H A .
I'm having nothing to deo with it. - 1E

you think you can give me away——"
Harr harton laughed scornfully.
“If I had been going to give Fou

awsy I should have done it when you
gam‘:aﬂ that letter on me, right under

Pompous’ nose,” he retorted.
“You've mnothing to get frightened
about, you putrid funk !

Price gave him a look of hatred, and
turned away. The two Fifth Form men
went down the staircase together,
Prioe still in a scared state. Wharion
followed them down more slowly.

re was another call-over in Hall
soon afterwards, and his chums joined

him, going n. ;
Harry Wharton did not fail to notice
a good many smiles and ghispers

among the Remove fellows.

His friends probably expected him
to explain the peculiar circumstances of
that letter, but he did not, He did
not utter & word on the subject, and
they were left to make the best of that.

MORE SO0APFP!

(13 HARTON I
W “Yes, sir "
“What is this®”

“What iz what, sirt"

“This |* repeated Mr. Quelch, in a
sharper tone. He t.n.}l)ped with a lean
forefinger on a parcel that lay on his
desk in the Remove Form Room.

It was a bright May morning.

On the first morning of term, work
was always a little desultory.  The
hols were only just over. Fellows
had not vet settled down to the collar.

In tha Fourth Form Room, Temple
& Co. were able to keep Mr. Capper
talking about the books that were go-
ing. to_be used that term, through a
whole lesson, and another after it, In
the Fifth Form Room some astute
geniors pot Prout to speak about his
holidays, and Prout went on and om,
to the satisfaction of himself and his
Form—the latter not fearfully mter-
ested in Proui's hols, but happy to
postpone the evil hour when work had
to begin. .

elech was too wary a bird to be
caught with such chaff. Quelch be-
lieved in getting down to it, from the
word go, so to speak.

But even Quelch was not able to be-
gin, on the stroke of time, the haﬁp}'
task of driving undesired kuowledge
into ra&::tunt heads.

To elch’s surprise, he found a
large packet l¥ing on his désk in the
Form-room. ‘To his further surprise
ha found that it was addressed in print
lettars to his head boy. ‘Quelch was

uzzled and annoyed, and wanted to

now what it meant.

Wharton, like all the rest of the

orm, could see the packet, but he
could not sea that it was addressed to
him, or addressed at all, at the
distance,

“Did vou leam this here, Whar-
ton?" snappe Mr., Quelch.

"I Nn’ ﬁir‘- -

“Then who did®"

“1 don’t know, sir."

“It iz addressed to you!" -enapped
Mr. Quelch.

“Is it, sic?” asked Harry. “I know
nothing about it, if it is.” .

“¥You had better open it,” said Mr.
Quelch crossly. "I cannot understand
'Fl'ﬂi' it i3 here. You had beiter open

“YVery well, sir.”

Wharton left his place, crossed over
to the. Form-master's l.‘lc:aii, and picked
up the parcel. He could not begin to
guess what it contained, or who had
placed it there, or why. : :

The other fellows watched him with



interest, It was very curicus and un-
usual indecd for a parcel to be left
for any fellow on hia Form-master's
desk. Queleh was aunoyed, and the
juniors curious. Still, time was being
wasted, which was gratifying to the
Form, if not to the Form-master.

Whﬂ.rtuuhl::ut the string, and lﬁl
wrap tha wrappin paper. L
iifmdpetil an oblong cobject that was
wra in thin soft paper.

That wrapping dropped aside, and
revealed a bar of soap.

Wharton stared at it. The Remove
master stared at 1t. The whole Re-
move stared at it, and there was a
TOAT

“Ha, ha, hal”

Wharton’s face crimsoned.

Overnight, he had almost forgotten
Hacker’s meddling unpleasantness and

its result, He was reminded of 1t
tow. That jest was not going to be
allowed an carly death. Nobody at

Greyiriars seriously believed that the
captain of the Remove was a fellow
who didn't wash. But a joke was a
joke, and he, thanks to ]—imker, WAaS
the vietim of this one. .

Wharton was not grinning. His face
was ¢rimson, and his eyes gleaming.
Mr. Queolch was more puzzled and more
annoyed than before.

“What docs this mean, Whartont”
he exclaimed, “That is—is—is a bar
of soap. There is no occasion what-
ever for a"Remove boy to ordér soap.
It is ridiculoua! Soap iz provided by
the school. boy who prefers
special tablets of scap 13 at liberty to
purchase them, but a bar of soap—
really, Wharton, I fail to understand

this. ‘What do you mean ordering
this soap®"
“1 did not order it, sir!” answered

Harry, with burning cheeks.

“Do you mean that it was delivered
to you by mistake? Tt is very singular
that it should be deliver in the
Form-room, in any case,"

qu’ Equ-”

“Ts this an absurd jest on your part,
Wharton, to waste time on the first
morning of term?” exclaimed Mr.
Qualch sternly., “Tell me at once
where this soap comes from, and why
it is here?”

Wharton’s lips. set.

"“It's & silly joke from some fathesd,
sir,” he said. It was started by Mr.
Hacker not being able to mind his
own business J}'ﬁst:arday.”

“Wha-a-t1" ejaculated Quelch.
Wharton's” raplg was not exactl
reply that the head boy of a2 Form
should have made to his Form-master.
But he wers too exasperated to care
much what he said.

Mr. Quelch looked at him hard.
Then he recalled the incident at the
railway station of the day before.

“0Oh,” he said, *7 think I under-
stand! Thias is & foolish act.  But
you must not spesk of Mr. Hacker in
that tone, Wharton. You may go to
your place. You are not to blame, of
course, for this foolish jest.”

“May I take the scap, sic?” asked
Har‘?. very quietly.

“ W hat—what—why——"

“I should like to return it te the
sender, sir, and explain to him that
I do not want it.”

“YVerr well, in that case, you may
lace 1 under your desk, harton.

hera is no occasion for laughter,™
added Mr. Quelch, with a severe glance
at his Form, who seemed to think that
there was. *“This is a foolish jest in
the worst of tasie, Silence in the
clasgs |

There was silence in the class; but
there wore a good many grinning faces

the

as Wharton sat down in his place, the
bar ol soap undet his desk, .
His face was set. Quelch had given
himm permission to return ‘that gift to
the sender, but probably he did not
guess how tho captain of the Remove
was thinking of returning it. Whar-
ton's frie howdver, could guess
casily cnough, from the sct look on his
faco, Lhat the return of that bar of
soap was not going to be a peaceful
operation.
There were fellows in the Remove
who thought Wharton's tcmper alto-
thor too touchy. The fact was that
Ro roalised this himsclf, and was
always on his guard against that fault.
Yet at times it betrayed him  uncon-
aciously. . ’
Certainly he was not taking thia
absurd jest about the scap as Bob
Cherry would ‘have taken it. Bob
might have looked for the sender, and
jammed the soap down the back of his
neck; but he would not have been
rcally angry. Wharton was feoling
rather like the prophet of old—that he
was angry, and that he did well to be

angry.

‘ﬁ' wn  Mr, wleh  dismissed the
Forin in break, Wharton left the Form-
room, with the bar of scap wrap
wnder his arm, and a lock on his face
that could not possibly have been
called pleasant.

His chuma, with an excha of
glances, gathered round him. Threo
of them wero tactiully silent; one of
them was nobt. Johnny Bull, with sl
his stecling qualities, did not shine n
tact.

“What aro you going to do with
that, Wharton 1 -ho asked, with a nod
towards thio parcel under llarry’s armn,

“ Lot the fool have it hack, os I told
Quelch,” grupled Wharton. o

“I shouldn't bother about it if I
were youw,” sald Johnny, shaking lus
head, )
“¥You're not me,” Wharton pointed
out, a little acidly. i

“Well, if you're going to get shirty
about—""

“Who's shirty ?"

“ Ain't you?” asked Jolmny.

The captain of the Removo breathed
hard, and did not answer. :

“It'a only = fat.llue.gd-:d jape,” said
Johnuy. - Fellows will get tived of it
in & 3'&3 or less, if you let them rip.
If you make a fuss, they')l got keen
on 1t, atd draw you all they can.”

“Ara yon going on talking
Bull?"* snapped Wharton,

“Toh " ejaculated Johnuny, *I dou't
call that rot1” :

41 dat” 1

Jnluiu{ Bull Jooked at him and
opened his mouth to reply, He was
leisurcly dbout it—Johnny never said
anything in a hurry; he weighed lhis
words, though mnot always with the
result of producing tactful ones.
Luckily, that pause gave time for sn
interruption. :

Hobson of the Shell, in the quad
with his pal MHoskins, called out to the
captain of the Remove: i :

*T sco youw've got itl Used it yet?”

Harry Wharton spun round at Iob-
son of the Bhell o had been going
to find out, if ho could, who had sent
himn that bar of sua{.-. Hobby'a ques-
tion solvod that for him. IHobby had

rot,

hardly finished speaking, when tho
c.tr.ptn{n'c:f the Rcmlr:]:frn collared him,
WASHING-DAY |
i LERl—hold on—I mcan, leggo
H — say——"  spluttered
ITolwen. :
“"Harry, old chap—"

exclaimed Nugent.
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“Look hera—" exclaimed IToskins,

“ Wharton, old man——"

IIobby of the Shell was a bit of a
thoughtles: ass; He had cutered into
that jape on Wharton without think-
ing much. Cortainly he had 1rever
supposed that it was going to lead to &
Lattle royal in the quadrangle.

“Chuck it!" roared Bob Cherry.

He grabbed at Wharton.

“Let go, you silly ass!” spapped
Haxry. ;

“Oh, chuck it, old man !" urged Bob.
“Look here, lot's wash Hobby with his
own soap—you ain't going to scrap
with tho chap1” oe b

F'or a moment. Wharlon's angry
temper held sway, Then he burst into
a laugh, much to the reolief of his

friends,
“Good 1" o zaid, “ Let's 1Y
“"Loaok here—" bhawled IIohson.

“Vou legge, or I'll punch you, you
silly Rm:ﬁ:ﬂ tick | ou— : Oh, }I.'I'.lj"
hat! Oogoh I

Hobby was a stalwart fellow, and
cortainly would bavo given a
acoount of himself in 4 serap. But it
was not going to bo a scrap—Harry
Wharton’s loyal pals were not going to
let him make & fool of himself to that
extent. It was going to be a rag—na
good as Hobby's jape ‘with tho soap,
and a littlo more so.

Hobby, with his ayma gripped on
oither au:i-':. wan myrched to the fountain
in the quad.. He wenk resisting ; but he
went.,

Claudo Hoskins .rushed ta the rescue,
But old Claude,. wh?_ was a musical
gemus, was no prizefighter; -ho knew
all about dininizshed . sevenths and con-
secutive fifths—especially, to judge by
his compositions, -consccutive Hith:
but what he knew about scruppmﬁ
could have been packed into o putshe
without removing the nut!  Toskina
was strewn it a gusping aud breathless
state ou tho cold, unsympathetic carth,
and left there—and five fellows rushed
James Hobson o the fountain,

Bplash _

Hobson's face went into the graniic
basin—accompanied by most of Ins head
and shoulders. Ile spluttered frantic-

ally.

ﬁan-;r Wharton difpﬂd the bar of

cllow  soap mfo tho water. He
Eﬂth;:rn{l it over Hobby’s uufortunate
aca,

Ill-humour had . quite passed away.
This was Bobh Cherry's way of handing
over tit for tat; it was rather a strenu-
ous way, but infinjtcly to ba preferred
to angey or sulky temper. The captain
of the Remove grinned cheerily as he
lathored Hobby's faco with soap.

Hobby—wishing by that time that he
had novor r]m_mlmg of joking about
soap—struggled, and spluttered, and
roaved. . .

But four fellows held him with his
head over the fountain, while tha fifth
lathered; and there was no help for
Hobhy. _

lIe had sent that soap to the captain
of the Remwove for a wash, He was
getting tho wash himself ! And it was
4 most emphatic wash |

“I say, you fellows, look!” yelled
Billy Bunter, rolling up with his eyes
Fup ing through his spectacles. * He,
w, hol I say, just look!” i

Plenty of fellows were soon looking |
It was & vory unaccustomed sight, and
it drew an audicnoce,

“VYou're wasting veur soap, Whar-

toul” called out Skinuer. “Don’t you
want it "
A sudden puke, from a wet and

lathery bar of soap, landed on SBkinner’s

nose,
Tne Macwer Lismany.—No. 1,683,
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Bkinner exploded into splutiers, amid
» howl of laughter. i
Then Wharton resumcd lathering the
captain of the Shell,
It foamed

TthsnI: Ia.tt‘gmred freely. il
over Hobby's face, over his cars, :
dripping hair, nqi" down his neck. Tho
?&pl?sﬁsﬂnbby waﬁtgatti_ng' into a really
ecarfully soapy-state.:

I:'ile hn“i}:—,}d and struggled, and yelled
and gurgled.

“Urrgh! Will you leggo? Gurrggh!
I'm chook-chook-choking—— Gurrggh !
Keep that out—gv=rguggh—out of my
mum-mum-mum-mouth—gurreggh !

“Keep your mouth shut [ suggested
Wharton, still lathering.

“*Wurrrggh 1" T
“Yes, shut up Hobby, old man!
grinned Bob. “You've asked for this,
ou know ! SBat up and begged for it!

ake it smiling [¥

“Burrrrggh1”

“Ha, ha, ha!” o

“Cave ! shouted Vernon-Bmith, from
the crowd uf_{ijaungh  juniors. “Herve
comes the Aci rop |

“Oh, my ln’u‘.-!":E ciaculated Dob.
“ Chuck it 1

“Tot him come!™ answered Harry.
H¢ was not dispodcd to sit “E: amd take
notice of the Eei&l Drop, the coriginal
causc of the trouble. -

5 “I:EBul‘, T say !"” muttercd Nugent., “A

E! U]

“He's not our beak!™
lathered on. ;

Mr. Hacker was approaching. the
crowd round the fountain, an acid sneer
on his bony face.

His impression was ibat a mob of
Quelch's boys were making s disturb-
ance—he could sco o crowd of Remov-
‘ites. Quelel should have ‘put a stop to
'this, He hidt't, not being in the offing,
end Hacker was going to. It was
- Hacker's painful sense of duty again—
which was regarded Ly others as a love
of meddling 1n what was not his con-
corn, Whon he eame up, Hacker had
no idea that a 8hell fellow, of his own
Form, was mixed up in the shindy.
Hobby was too lathery for recognition.

“8top this st once!'. rapped the
Acid Drop. “I will not. allow it—you
hear me? I will not allow this dis-
turbance, Wharton! What are you
doing ¥

“Washing a diriy Loy !”
Wharton.

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“Qilence ! You, Wharton, are hardly
the boy to find fault with others for
uncleanliness, judging by tho state n
which you returncd to school yester-
day ' yapped the Acid Drop. “No
doubt therc are many boys In thé
Remove in need of washing, but you

a

Wharlon

answored

r

“Rats!” called out the Bounder,

Hacker jumped and stared round.

“Who said that?” he exclaimoed.

“T did! answered Vernon-Smith
coolly, “Who the deuce are you to say
that we don't wash in the Remove !

Myr. Hacker looked as if he were on
the point of choking.

Only the reckless Bounder would have
addressed a beak In that way; yet he

was on safc ground. IMacker's words,
repeated to Quelcl, would certainly
have roused that geotleman’s dire

wrath, Hachker had asked for this, as
he often asked for what he did not

want.

Meanwhile, Ilebson was released.
He had, efter all, had enough. He
stood drenched and spluttering lather.

Hacker—letting Smithy drop rather
like & hot potato-—turned to him,

Hobson's identity dawned on him as
Fnﬂr Hobby clawed lather from his
ace.
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“Upon my word!" gasped Mr.
Hacker. “Is that a boy of my Iorm?
Is that Hobson "

“Urerrgggh !

“Are you Hobson?” thundcred ihe
Acid Drop.

“Gurrggh! Yes! Yrrrgh!®

“Wharton! How dare vou? A Loy
of my Form! A Bhell-boy?" Hacker

foamed with rage almost as much as
Hobson with lather. * You impudent
voung rascal, you dare to play such a
trick upon a boy of my Form—"

“I thought you liked fellows to be
washed clean, sir|” said Wharton, with
cool impertinence., “I think it's done
Haobson , sir,”

“Ha, ha, ha "

Hacker made a stride at the captain
of the Remove, apparently with the
intention of taking the law into his
own hands.

Wharton backed awai. He was rather
tempted to let the Aecid Drop have
what-remained of the bar of soap; but
perhdps Bob road that thouglit in his
mind, for he jerked it away and tossed
it into tho fountain,

“Wharton!| You impertinent young
rasoa|——"

“I don't. think Mr. Quelch would like
you calling ‘his boys such names, sir|”
said Harry.

That tanswer did not pour oil pn the
troubled waters! Tt had rather the
cffect -of adding oil to flamoc !

“Xou—you—you  insolent  young
knave—"".choked Hacker,

“I am sorry, sir, but if you aro
going to use such language I don't
think I cught to stay to ‘hsten to it!™
said ‘the captain of the Remove.

And he turned on his heel
walked away,

Hacker fairly gaped after hun.

“Wharton ! he roared.

Wharton did not even look back.

“Wharton, follow me to your Form-
master at once [

Wharton walked on.

“Home nerve!” murmured Hazel

All the juniors locked breathlessly at
Hacker, wondering whether ho was ass
enough to rush after the junior. A
chase in the quad, with Hacker's long,
thin legs whisking and his gown flying

and

i the wind, would have n_enter-
taining to the young rascals. But Mr
Hacker a’fﬁp ed short of that, Ie
turned to Hobson again.

“(Go into the House at once, Hobson,
and dry yourself ! I shall deal with
that young ruffian—"

“Pip-pip-please, sir" stammeroed
Hobby, "it—it's all right, siv! It was
only & rag, and I started it—"

“"Take a hundred lines, Hobson, and
go into the House at once!”

Hobson squelched off te the House.

Mr. Hacker followed him, with a
brow of thunder. He left a chuckling,
chortling crowd round the fountain.

“ Wharton’s wp for a row!”
marked Skinner.

“"Ha's come back this tcrm hunting
for ' trouble!” jeered the Bounder.
“He won't be huppi_tlll he Ifcts it

“Well, I don’t think he'll get any
more bars of soap, at any rate!" said
Bob Cherry.

That, at all events, was probable!

re-

HACKER GETTING ON WITH IT !

1] ONSENSL I said Mr. Quelch.
Hacker’s nose-tip glowed.
“Did you say nonsense, Mr.
uclch ™ he asked very dis-
{inctly- and harshly.

“That 15 the word I used, sir!" said
the Remove master. "If you do not
like tho oxpression, I am sorry; but I
can use no other.”

- Mr.

It was after class. Hacker was in
the Remove master’s study.

On tho first day of term, when
nothing was wvery shipshape, eévery
master had plenty to do; some were
worried, BOIME Were snAPDY, NONC Was
at his wvery, very best! Mr. Quelch
was not pleased to see Mr. Hacker n
his study. He was not pleased to hear
complaints, which he regarded as un-
reasonable, about his boys.

Quelch was, in the opinion of the
Remove, rather a dry old stick; but he
had one outstanding quality that they
fully a rm:inted—%ue ch would stand
up for his Form! Probably because it
was the first day of tarm, and Quelch
had his full sharc of the worries of the
first. day of Yerm, he expressed himself
a little more emphatically than was his

wont.
“Wharton's action, nu doubt, was
thoughtlezs 1” pursied Mr. Queleh.

“The action of the boy who sent him
a bar of soap was equally unthinking.
ﬂhvmual'g_ that boy was Hobson of your
Form. Ono thoughtless jest has led to
another. A littlo wildhess is better
ignored on the first day of term."

“If you decline to take this matier
up, Mr. Quelch——"

“1 do, sir! I will go further,” said
Quelch. “The whole matier is
duo -nntiml? to yourszelf.”

“What 7’ :

“¥our own action at the railway
station Xasl:efdav, sir, is the cause of
it,” said Mr. Quelch. “Wharton met
with some little accident, which gave
him an untidy appearance. He ex-

lained it.fo me quite satisfactorily.

t concerned no Fofm-master but his
own. Your uncalled-for action, ‘siv,
led to the beginning of a foolish jest
—which hag had this result. To carry
the matter further i3 to make a moun-
tain cut of a molehill. T regard such &
progeeding as nonsense. Let it drop.”

Hacker’s thin lips set tight. i

“1 shall not let 1t drop, Mr. Quelch,”
he said.

“You may take -it before the head-
master, sir, if vou chooze to waste Dr.
Locke's time with such nonsense ! eaid
the Remove master. “Dr. Locke may
not express himself as 1 have done—but
his opinion will be the same, and he
certainly will take no action in the
matter, But you will, of course, act as
you think fit.".

Mr. Quelch strotched out his hand to
a Form list—a polite intimation that
the interview was at an end.

Mr. Hacker stood looking at him.

Hacker was not sabisfied. He was
not thinking of -going to the Head—
even Hacker dimly realised that so
ridicalous a matter was not one to be
carried into that majestic presonce.
But he was deeply cxasperated and
resentful.

“Then Wharton is to
punished1” he atked at lengih.

“ Undoubtedly—unless gcg  SQmn
cause for administering punishment,”
answered Mr. Quelch

“A boy of my Form has becn sub-
jected to utter ruffianism—-="

“He has been washed *—Mr. Quelch
repressed & smile—"with his own

soap ["

“] have been. treated with the
grossost disrespect In the presence of a
number of boys—"

“] am sorry for that! But a
master who extends his authority aver a
Form not hiz swn—" =

“Teot us be plain. sir!” .interjecled
Mr. Hacker. “You uphold this inso-
lent boy, Wharton, in whatever heo
does, or may choose to do?”

“I do not regard him_as an insolent
boy by any means, angd I utterly reject

remain  un-
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“ Yurrroop !

one of his toes.

the description|” said Mr uselch
warmly. “ And certainly I uphold the
head boy of my Form, in whom I have
every confidence and trust.”

Hacker breathed hard.
glmaost at boiling-point.

S0 far, he had not decided how to
act in the matter of that letter. Now
he decided all at once. If thers was
doubt in the matter, he disregarded it.

“Confidence and trust—in a boy of

ur Form who receives letters from
disreputable bookmakers!" Hamed out
Hacker. ' _

The words escaped him almost of
their own accord.

Mr. ?Iueleh gave a liftle jump and
rose to his feet. ! i

The look on Quelch’s speaking
countenance was fearfully expressaive.
His gimlet eyes almost bored into the
master of the Shell.

“Mr. Hacker, if those words have
escaped you in mere annoyance, I call
upon you to withdraw them!” he said
in & voice of iea. “If you maintain
them, sir, I demand prool of what you
say, here and mow, and without the
loss of & moment.”

Hacker paused.

He was sure—quite sure—but, after
all, there was no proof. There was
nothing in that letter to identify the
OWNer,

But Hacker had gone ioo far for
retreat. He had hoped, by a judicious
inquiry here and there, to make assur-
ance doubly sure, before he enjoyed the
happy experience of overwhelmin
Quelch with it. But he was commntte
now.

“1 do not withdraw a single syllable
of what I have said!” he vetorted. "I
had not intended to mention the
matter on this occasien; but I am per-
fectly prepaved to do zo. Wharton did
not return to =chool with the eother
boys yesterday——""

“That, sir, is entively explained by
the incident at Courtfield Station,” said
Mr. Queleh. “I -:%u&tmned the boy on
that subject myself.” -

“How he was ocenpied,” continued
AMle. Hacker, as if the Remove master

Ha was.
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had not spoken, “is for vou, his Form-
master, to ascertain. That he had in
his possession a letter referring to
horsg-racing, that he had laid bets with
a dTSTEpﬂt-BEﬂ& character admits of no
doubt.”

“It admits of very considerable
doubt, I think,” rapped Mr. Quelch,
“and I tell you with the utmost plain.
nezs, Mr Hacker, that if you do not
substantiate what you have said, I shall
place the matter before Dr. Locke.”

“1t will be your duty to do so, sir,”
gaid Mr. Hacker, “and I have little
doubt that the boy's expulsion from
Greyiriars will be the outcome. Loock
st that, sir, and judge whether it is the
kind of letier for a Greyfriars boy to
have in his possesmion.”

Hacker threw the
Remove master's table,

t!«[{. Quelch picked it up and looked
&l it.

He read, from end to end, Jog Banks'
message to Price of the Fifth, delivered
by the hand of Socapy Sanders.

His face set like iron as he read.

“The boy to whom this letter was
addressed, sir, will no doubt bs ex-

llad, if he becomes known to the
weadmaster,” he said. “That 1t was
not Wharton_ I am assured. There is
no naime on the letter, and I demand to
know why you fancy—fancy, sir—that
it belongs to Wharton of my Form."

“Only from the fact that it was in
s possession,” said Mr. Hacker. “If
vou are of opinion that one boy carries
about lotters addressed to another, such
is not my belief.”

“In what way

“That letter, sir, was dropped at my
feet by Bunter of your Form. Seeing
its nature, I retamed npmssessmn of 1t,"
said Mr. Hacker. “Bunter explained
that he had seen Wharton drop it while
cngaged in some disgraceful shindy
with Fifth Form boys. It is for you,
the Form:master of both boys, to judge
whether Bunter was lying, or whether
tha letter was actually dropped by
Wharton,”

My, Queleh drew a deep breath.

“ Ay first impression,” continued Mr.

letter on  the

¥

Wake snakes ! ** yelled Fisher T. Fish, as Bunter, jumping backwards, stepped on
*“ You fat clam—jywurrroop ! **

Hacker, “was’ that the letter wau
Bunter's. From what he said, I judge
that it was Wharton's. In either case,
it belonga to a Remove boy. You may
judge which 18 the likslier of the two.

personally have no doubt whatever on
the subject.”

My, Queleh did not answer.

He stood staring at the letfer in his
hand. That 1t wai not Bunter's; he
did not need telling. The fat and
fatuous Owl of the Remove was not the
fellow for this kind of thing, Neither,
indeed, was Wharton; yet if it belonged
to either of them, it certainly did not
belong to Bunter. The Acid Drop was
right in that, at least.

“I shall inguire into this matter
without delay, Mr. Hacker,” said the
Remove master at last. “1 ai&al! require
the strongest proof before I believe that
this disgracetul lettér was ever in my
head boy's possession. I shall question
E:]u on the subject without & moment’s

ay.™

He touched the bell for Trotter.

Mr. Hacker left the study. A minute
later, the House page appeared, and
was sent to call Wharton to the study.

THE HALF-CROWN THAT WAS NOT!

ILLY BUNTER stcod on the
Remove landing, with an earnest
and concentrated expression on

i his fat hﬂt'h g :

e was going thtoug 18 pockets,
Em-c:kut after pocket, i the he the
aint hope—of discovering something in
the nature of coin of the realm.

Fellows did sometimes overlock a
coin or two. SBeldom, if ever, did
Bunter. 8till, there was a sporting
chance—or the ghost of a sporting
chance—and Billy Bunter went szedu-
lously through his pockets, turning out
sticky linings, with a faint hope, grow-
ing fainter as Lthe search was unre-
warded.

He was thus engaged when the
Famous Five came up to tea. The
glanced at ‘Bunter’s performance wit
smiling interest.

THE MagNET Liprany.—No. 1.683
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“Luuking for a fiver or & tenner?”
asked Bob Cherry.

“Eh?" Bunter blinked at him. %A
tenner, as it happens.”

Bunter was making that scarch in
the faint hope of discovering a six-
pence, a threepenny-bit, or cven &
penny. But Bunter was not the fellow
1o say So.

“A tenner ! Oh seissors 1™

“Y roust have left it at home,” said
Bunter, shaking his head. “My Uncle
George tipped me & tenner; he usually
does 1 the hols. But I remember now
I laid it down on the grand piano 1n
the blue drawing-room. I suppose 1
must have forgotten to pick it up
sgain,”

“Sort of thing a fellow
forget " remarked Johony Bull.

“1 say, you fellows, it's rather tough
being stony on the second day of the
terma 1 micif Billy Buntor. “I'm cxpecl-
ing a postal order—="

T 1

would

e
“0Oh, really, Cherry, it will be here
in the morning! If one of you fellows
could lend & fellow a ten-bob note—"
“What a rotten coincidence |” said
Bob. “I'd lend you a ten-bob note like
a shot, old fat man, only—"

"l‘_}n'l_v what 7"

“Only I left &ll my ten-bob notes at
home on the grand piano in the pink
boudoir I sa{rf Bob, gravely.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“0Oh, don't be an ass!” said Bunter
peevishly, 1 say, Mugent, what about
yl::u? If you had a half-crown, old
cha 3

“ Mountains of them,” sald Frank
Nugent; “only, as it happens, I oH
themn stacked .on the milt-edged radio-
gram in tho mi‘l:ﬂ'if-‘murmn -room [

“¥ou silly ass!” howled Bunter, "1
sayv, Bull—"
“Tound note any goeod?”  asked

Johnny Bull.
“Yoz, rather!” gasped Bunter.

“Then I'm jolly sorry that I left all
my pound notes in a pile on the
diamond-studded whatnot in the purple
parlour. I only hope the pile won't
;u :p;f:: over cbefore I go home nexk
wlz 1"

“You — you— you silly cuckoo !
velled Bunter. “I say, you fellows, I
was going to stand a spread if I hadn't
forgotten that fiver from my Uncle
William——"'

“That whatter "

“I—I mean, that tenner from my
Uncle George! I say, Wharton, old
chap, vou might lend a fellow half-a-
crown, after all I've done for you ™

“Myv knees wre still sore after what
vou did for me yesterday, you fat
rump .

“Well, look how I stood by you about
that letter from your pals al a pub!®
urged Bunter. “I might have told the
Acid Drop it was yours. But I never
told him, Is ecialr}- told him it wasn’t
vours, old fellow—specially mentioncd
vour name, you know——>"

“You burbling cuckoo 1

“Hallp, hallo, halle! Anybody been
dropping  half-crowns about ¥ ex-
claimed Bob Cherry, making a sudden
stride across the landing and clamping
down & heavy foot with a loud bang.
“You dropped a hslf-crown herce,
Bunter "

“¥Yes!” answered Bunfer prum{lﬂ}',
“Thanks for Gnding it, old chap ! Take
vour hoof awey, and let a fellow pick
it up, will you?t” *

“Hold on 2 minute " gaid Bob, keop-
ing his hoof firmly where he had
nlanted it. “You're such a fat old

‘er! Bure you dropped one ¥
Maoxer Lisgany.—No. 1583

“Of course T am ! I heard it drop 1V
“0h, my hat[ Well, if you heard 1t
drop, why didn't vou Pick it up "

“1—1 mean, I didn’t exactly hear it
drop! I—I mean, I should have heard
it 1f—if—if I had—had happened to
hear it, you know! I mean to say, I
was hunting through my pockets for
thalt half-crown when you fellows came
up !*

“ Not for a tenner "

“No—yes| The tenncr, too, but
:ggmally the half-crown! 1 had it in

is pocket, and it must have dropped
out when I wasz looking through the
Iﬁi*ke“ Look here, take your hoof off

But Bob did not remove his foot.

“Must make sure that nobody else
dropped it first,” he said firmly. *“ Not
one of you fellows, was it?" he asked,
glancing round at the Co.

Four heads were shaken.

“It's mine ! roared Bunter, in great
exciternent. “I tell you it dmip_ueﬁr out
of this pocket when I was looking for
the fiver—I mean, the tenner ! Gimme
my half-crown, Bob Cherry, vou beast !
"Tain't yours!™

“Not mine,” agreed Bob. “I'm not
going to pick it u;:i. But I'm not
moving my foot till I'm sure about it
If it's yours——"

“Can't you take & fellow's word?”
howled Bunter. 1 keep on telling you
I dropped it, don't I 1"

Bkinner, who was lounging against
the banisters at a little distance, came
forward.

“Have you found it, Cherry?” he
asked.
F" Found what * asked Bob, staring at
wlill.

“My hali-crown!™ said Bkinner
calmly.

“Your half-crown? Oh gum! Did
vou drop onc as well as Bunter ¥"

“No, he didn't!” yelled Bunter, in
alarm. ] |

“Yes, I did,” said S8kinner. “It seems
to have rolled, and I couldn't find it.
Take vour hoof off it I

Dob Cherry's hoof remained as firm
as if it was screwed to the landing. He
was not, it secmed, going to move that
hoof while the mattor was in doubt.
Two claimants to one half-crown cer-
tainly introduced an element of doubt.

“Zimme - my half-crown!” roared
Bunter.

“0Oh, chuck it, you spoofer!” gaid
Skinner. " Everyboedy knows you never
had a half-crown! You were trying to
hm‘r:m' a bob off Sinithy ten minutes
ago {#

“ Beast I¥

“Chuck i1t, Bunter!™ said Harry
Wharton, * h’a not yours, you fat
fraud !I*

“But is it Bkinner's?" asked Bob.
“We've got to make sure. Did you
drop hali-a-crown, Smithy 7*

A dozen fellows were gathering round
uow, the Bounder among them.

“ Not mine,” answered Vernon-8mith.
“T don't strew half-crowns about, any
more than letters from bookies!
Perhaps 1t's Wharton's.”

Harry Wharton %Iiwe the Bounder &
look as some of the fellows laughed,
but did not speak.

“Goec-whiz '  exclaimed Fisher T.
Fish, runniug his bony hands through
his pockets. I puess it's mine ! Mine's
gone 1™

“Only just thought of 1t?" asked
Skinner wunpleasantly, "“Look here,
Cherry, Iet me E’mk up my half-crown
bofore half the Form claims it !*

“"I'm telling you!” exclaimed Fisher
T. Fish. “I'll tell 8 man I've lost my
half-crown, snd I guess that that's the
identical article! Cherry, big boy, you

give a guyr room to piwck up his half-
cri:-'-im b L

"I sa vou fellow.
roared B{flr Bunter. “QE: .
whoppers, and you all know Fishy!”

‘Anyimd-ﬂ else dropped alf-a-
crown '’ chuckled Bob. “Don’t all
speak at once 1"

Nobody else claimed the half-crown.
The dispute was left among the three
—Bunter, 8kinner, and Fisher Tarleton
Fish. The three gathered rouud Bob
a3 he stood with hiz foot clamped to
the landing floor.

“Well, there secins to be o lot of
money abont in the Remove,” remarked
Bob. *8even-and-six lost, and nothing
found! You three chaps had better
start bhunting for vyour halfcrowns
before they're gone for good I”

Bob removed his foot at last,

Bunter, S8kinner, and Fisher T. Fish
made a dive all together. But thev
checked that dive suddenly.

The space from which Bob had
removed hiz foot was bara !

There was no half-erown.

They blinked at the bare spot.

“Why, there ain't a lalf-crown at
all 1 gasped Billy Bunter. “You eaid
there was-a half-crown, you beast !”

*“I certainly didn’t!” esaid Bob,
stum%. “Who said there was a half-
crown? I asked vou if yvou'd dropped
ona, that'zs all.”

* Beast ! roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha[*

«T—f thought you'd put vour foot on
it when you banged it down! What
did yon bang your foot down fori"
yelled Bunter,

" Juzt to pull your leg, old fat man.”

“Ha, ha, ha %

“1 fancied you'd claim the half-crown
that wasn't t{mrn. You'll have to look
for vour half-crown somewhere else,
Bkinner,” said Bob affably. "So will
you, Fishy.”

g i:-h,_ha, ha !" yvelled the juniors.

Bkinner, with a very red face, backed
out of the crowd. Fisher T. Fish, also

inker than usual, disappeared up
Eemnva passage. Billy Bunter shook a
fat fist at Bob. :

“Come on, you men,” said Bob
Cherry. “Time we got in fo tea—now
we've settled about that half-crown.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“1 say, vou fellows—"

“Buzz off, old fat man, and look for
that half-crown youw've lost.”

““ Beast 1"

The Famous Five went up thc passage
to Biudy Neo. 1. leaving & laughing
crowd on the landing. They had hardly
gat down to tea, however, 'whc:} there
was o tap at the door, and it was
aopened.

“ Buzz off, vou blithering bluebottle [®
exclaimed Bnih .

*0Oh, Master Chorry-——" said Trotter.

“0Oh ¥ Bob had supposed that it was
Bunter. * Sorry, kid! What's wanted ¥

“ Master Wharton wanted in My
Queleh’s study, sir | said Trotter,

“Rotten !” said Bob. “This is what
comes of having a washing-day in the
quad ! We'd better all go!™

“Mr. - Quelch said only
Wharton, sir.”

“Leave 1t to me!™ said Harry; and
he j{}"ﬂﬁ'&ﬂ the House page from the
etuay.

_it's  mine I
inner's telling

Master

— —

THE ONLY WAY !

ARRY WHARTON entered his
Form-master's study withou
feeling unduly uneasy.

If the Acid Drop had been
complaining about the washing of
Hobson of the Shell, as he supposed, it
was not a tremendously serious matter.



Bul as zoon as he enlered, he zaw tlat
there was trouble in the air—something
a- great deal mwre serious than the
forcible washing of James Hobzon.

ALy, Queleh was sranding up, and his
face was sct in an cxpreossion that was
rather alarming, though it secenred more
anxtous than angry. ol 3

Harry Wharton set bis lips a little.
He had, so far as he knew, done nothing
whatever, beyond a schoolboy Jurk,
whiel, after all, was only tit for tat.
A faintly sullew expression came over
his face. ‘ :

“You sent for me, siv ¥ he asked, in
a very quick tone.

* ¥eu, Wharton. Look al that letter 1%
said Ay, Quelch, indieating tho
crimnpled missive on his table with a
lean forefinger. i

Wharton, in wonder, gliunced at il
then e gave a violent start.

Tho letter lay with the writing upper-
most, and ho conld =eo what was
written. He had never seen it before
but he kuew 1hiz muzi be the L:rl.uuplcci
paper that Priee of the Fifth had
planted on him o cscape the cagle oye
of Prout. RBunter had told him that
Hacker had it. He knew at onco that
the Avid Drop must have passed it on
o Guelel.

Ho caught his Lreath. )

Quelch’s face, a3 lLe waiched Linm,
hardencd. He liad hoped, and believel,
that that letter was quite vnkoown lo
his head bov: bubk Le could zco at o
zlance that Wharton Enew it.

*You know that leiier, Wharlon ¥ he
demanded stevnly,

“I=—[ think =o,
Harrvy:

“You thmk so? Answer mwe yex oF
o on e instaunt!? exelanwed M
Quelch. . i

“I1 can only ray that I ilink =0, sie,”
atswered Havey Wharton steadily, ™1
have wever read ibo letier il this
minube, amd “did not Enow what was
in it. But I think it is a letter 1 have
azen.” .

“Has it been in your posscssion, o
ok T

“If it is the =zame letler, yes”

“This letter is written by a disceput-
able map, from a disreputable place,”
sgid Mr. Queleh, breathing hard., I
refera to racing lransactionz. Do you
admit Jwving had such a leiter in your
possession ¥

Wharton's heart beat unpleasanily.
But ho answercd in a sleady voice:

“¥Yea, s

“Then this is the leller??

“1 suppeose it s s

“I have been informed ilhat you
dropped this letter, and {bat it wus
picked up by Bunter.”

1 did drop & letter, and Bunter did
pick it up; and I've no Jdoubt that this
18 the sume leiter,” answered IHarry, m
the saue atca.df.r voive.

Alr, Queleh looked at lum.

I harvdly wnderstand this, Wharton,”
o zaid, after a long pauvse. “There
was an occazion, once, when I lost my
trust in you, partly owing o an un.
fortunate  misuindevetanding, I!Em-ﬂy lo
vour own stubborn temper, "This mis-
understunding was cleered up, and I
resolved at that time never to be misted
in the same way again. Yet now-—what
am I 1o think? You adwat associations
for which, as you kuow, any Groyfriars
boy must be sent away Irom this

LR

whool” - _

“*Nolhing of the kind, sir!™ zaid
Harry. *That letler does not belong
. to me, and I had not read 11"

“You had it in your possession ¥

“I'vo said 0, sir.”

“Do you mean that you can cxplain
vhis matter? T'm'only too anxious that

you should do so. You can surely

air 1" sammered

wnderstand, Wharton, that T am apxious
that this torm should wot cqmmonce
with tho expulsion of a boy 1 my
Form in,whomy I have had every con-
tidence,™

The trace of sallennesd vanished from
Wharton's face. -He made o step uearver
o the Remove master,

“I give you my word, sy, thal that
letier has nothing whatever to do with
me,” he zaid carpestly, I uever
wanted to touch it, I never read 1f, and
when I had it !'f oly wanted (o guet
ried of it,”

“ It belongs Lo anoiher boy 1

* Yus, sir,”

* His name

Wharton did not answer that.

“If you mean, Wharton, that you,
acting as head boy, tock this letter
from zome boy in the Remove—"

Mr. Quelch pauszed, and Wharton
cottld zee that the name of Herbert
Vernon-Bmith was in his mind.

*I Jdon't mean that, sir,” he answered,
“1 Jdon't think 1tz n head boy's duly
to go so far as that, Ive certainly never
done so. I can’t tell you whose letter
it iz, but 1w bound to tell you this
meh, that it does not belong (o any
fellow in the Remove.?

“ A boy in another Form 7+

Gueleh, it was clear, was glad to hear
that,

= Wea, sin™ , ; |

“You aro aware, Wharlon, that if the
ownership of thas letter 18 traced with
certainty, the owner will be expelled
by the headmaster 1% ]

I know that, of course, siv.
why I can’t give hia name™

My, Queleh gave him a long, doubt-
ful look. His faith in his head boy
had been shaken once, and he had
learned that it wasz a mustake. It was
nok to be casily shaken again. Bul—

" Explain how this leiter came mito
vour keeping, Wharton, if ib 15 not
yours,® he said at last

Wharion punsed before e answered.
He vould not give Price pway, (hat was
certain. 1o digliked and despised him,
but e could not lhand him over to the
chopper.  But he had to cleax him-
self—if e eould! Mo was in danger
of thy fate ho coyld nev bring upon
Htephen Price. _

“I will tell you, siv,” he said. *1I
only hwopoe ihat you will belicve me—
it's the truith, anyhow. That letter was
passed to mo by another fellow, who
was afraid of being caught with it on
him. He would have been caught if
I }u.w:-:in‘t put it in my pocket. That is

Thal's

*You helped the young rascal, who
deserves to be cxpelled from the school,
fo cseapa detection ? Is that your
defence ¥

Wharton colaured. : -

“We don't look at it like that, sir,”
he apswered, “ A fellow lLelps another
fellow out of a scrape, even if it's a
t'h?p_jim woulin'i touch with o barge-

ole.’

B “"The boy in question i3 no.friend of
yours? '

Wharlon almost laughed.

“No, sir; Remove men don't have
friends in the Upper Forme, If he were
in the Remove I'd boot Lim !

“A  senior boy!? exclaimed My
Queleh. LI e

Harry Wharton bit his [ip. He had
et that much out, without thinking.

“ VYo, #iv 17 e answered reluctantly,
“A fellow I don't like, and have had
pows  with whénever we've come in
vontact, wouldn't breatho "the samo
air with” hitn if I could lelp it
But——"

“But what " ;

“But I couldn't let him down when
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he was for 141" said Harry #eadily.
“No fellow would have.”

LThere was a lohg pauge.

Mr. Quelch more than half-belioved
all this, and wanted wholly to belicve
it. But he knew very well that if such
» defence was taken on trust, no
culprit would ever be pinned down.

“I have my duty to do, Wharton,”
he said, aftor & long, long pause. “The
facts, as they stand, condemn you,

hie letter was admittedly in your
ﬁﬂﬂkﬂt_—lt has come to my knowledge

y accident. What you have told me
wight be said by any boy in your
position—by the senior boy of whom
you speak—if a master had found himn
with this letter on him.”

“I know that, sir,” said Harry, in
a low voice.

Another lung pause.

“Obviously,” said Mr. Quelch, “this
tnatter cannot remain where it is. You
say that this letter belongs to a_senior
boy. With the senior Forms I have
nothing to. do. Certainly it would be
my duty to report such & boy to his
headmaster if I knew of his conduct.
But——" He paused again. “But in
the very peculiar eircumstances, Whay-
ton, and in the interests of justice, I
will say this—if this szenior boy will
come to me, and bear.out your state-
ment, I will let the matter rest in
oblivion; you can tell him that he has
uothing to fear from telling me the
iruth.”

Wharton'’s face brightened.

Mr., Quelch, as_he noted it, felt o
sense of deep relicf. He realised that it
was not a non-existent senior boy, in-
vented to get out of a bad scrape.

“I'm sure he will do that, if he has
nothing to be afraid of, sir,” said
Harry. “He's as frightened as =
chicken; but if I can tell him that you
111}53 your word not to report him to
1s Form-master or the Head, of course
he will come to g_uu at once and tell
you how it was, Any fellow would.”

“Then lose no time, Wharton I said
Mr. Quelch, quite genially. * Assure
this boy that, in the circumstances, my
object is only to clear & member of
my own Form.from suspicion; and
when that is done I shall dismiss the
whole matter immediately from wmy
mind.*

“Yes, sir!” said Harry.

He left the study with & weight off
his mind. And he {eﬂ his Form-master
also with a weight off his mind.

A FIGHT IN THE FIFTH !

o ET out I '
G— Stephen Price snapped those
words as if he had bitten them

off His eyes, which had a
reenish gleam in them, fixed .on Harry
Eﬂmrtun, half uneasily, half threaten-
ingly.

% on’'t be a goat, Steve!™ Hilton
was always cool and placable. “If the
kid's found that letter——" _

“Oh!” said Price. “Is that it?*

There was a scent of cigarette smoke
in Hilton's study in the Fifth as Harry
Wharton entered. Smokes, clearly, had
beon whipped out of sight at the tap
on the door.

Price, the day before, had been
saved from the sack h{n this junior play-
ing up and secin im through—re-
luctantly, resentfully, but feeling that
he could do nothing else.  But grati-
tude for serviges rendered did not worry
'vice a great deal.

He was bitterly annoved, and a little
alarmed, by the loss of the letier, and
decply imtensed by the wnﬁ Wharton
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Rad talked to him on the subject. It
was not pleasant for a scnior man, who

vided himself on being a bad hat, fo
fomd himself treated with coel scorn and
contempt by & jumior in the Lower
Fourth.

“Is that it " he snapped.
got the letter ¥

“"No,” answered Hapry.

“"Then what do you want here? 1
suppose you know that you're nok
wanted in this study?"

“I'd as soon step inlo a tap-room, as
a matter of choice I retoried the cap-
tain of the Remove. “But I've got to
speak to you—and it's about that putrid
letter. Hacker's handed it to Quelch.
‘The old goat seems to have thought it
was mine; and I've got to prove to
Quelch that it wasn't.”

“Oh 1" Price roso to hie feel, his oyes
littering. *So that's it? You've
anded yourself in & row by shecr care-
lessness—by dropping & letter about

the House—and you fancy you can pass
it on to mel”

“Let the kid speak, Bteve!1” drawled
Hilton,

“*Do you think I dor't know whatl's
coming ¥ muttered Price, between his
teeth. “He's given me away, and he
faneies I will stand for itl I'll let
him see | d

“Have you mentioned Price’s name,

“Have you

kid

“Dén’t be a fool, Hilton!” was
Harry Wharton's answer.

“Wha-at 7"

“I seid don't be a fool!"

Hilton stared at Lim. Then he
grinned.

“That means that the. answer’s in
the negative, suppose ¥ he said.
“Keep a stiff upper lip, Pricey.  The

oes he want here?"

kid's said nothin
“Then what

suapped Price, his stare at Wharlon
full of suspicion and hostility.

“I'll tell you, if you'll listen instead
of squealing before you're hurt!” said
Harry Wharton. “Fve: told Quelch
the facts, without roentioning names. I
can’t expeet him to get it down with-
out any proof.”

“Gad, 1 should think not!” said
Hilton. * Even [}apfnr wouldn't take
it down—it sounds altogether too thin.
It happens to be true, but it doesn't
sound true. Any man in & scrape could
spin such a yarp."

“That's what Quelch said. But he
said that if the sepior would come to
him, and t¢ll him how it was—"

“What?" velled Price. ]
Do let me finish ! Queleh promiscs
to let the mutler gu no further. If you
own up to him, you're in no danger,
He's not your beak, and for the sake
of clearing ul";: the matter he will under-
take 1o put 1t right out of his mind as
soon &3 he knows how it stands—as
soon &5 be knows that I've told him
the truth.”

“Looks as if he more than half
believes it already, from ihat,” said
Hilton. “He's an  old sportzman !
You're all right, Pricey 1™

“And do you think hLe would kﬁﬁp
iz  word?" sneered Price: “He
wouldn't drop & syllable to Irout or
the Head "

Wharton stared at him. .

“Quelch keep his word?” he re-
wated. “You know that he would

cop his word, if you're not mad !

“I know I'm not chancing ii!”
snoered Price. " Quelch may mean _it,
or he mav not; but if I told a béak
that Joe Banks sent me letlers by wa
of Ecru.[ay Sanders, I know that I shoul
never be safe. I can't sfford 1o con-
fide that kind of thing to a beak !™

........

for Hippﬂ‘,’_j: ‘* i
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“Queleh only wants to know the
fucts, so that he can know whether I'm
Eul]mg his leg or not,™ said Harry,

reathing hard., “He told mc to tell
you that you had nothing to fear. You
sitaply lrjl him it was your lelter, and
that you passed it on to me. That will
be tho.end of it You kuow that you
can trust a man like Quelch.,”

“1 can sce myself doing it !"”

“Pricey, cld man—" murmured
Hilton.
“Don’t you jaw, Cedric! Do you

!.lj:Illl'l: I'm fool enough to put my head
:Itl;l the liin‘u JAWE liknht.hat':” lsrmrlli;-t]

rice. ““I'mn saying nothing—unless I'm
asked. And z:i' 'f’m- asked, I kuow
nothing about that letter—never saw
it, never heard of it, never dreamed -of
it! If that kid's fool enough to drop
it about the House, he can take what's
coming to him 1" '

Harry Wharlon
Price.

He was taken by surprise. Ho knew
that Price was a rotter, and that he
had not the courage of his miserable -
blackguardisin, _ but  mecanncss  and
cowardice to this extent surprised hiw.
It had mever even crossed his mind
that Price would refuse,

“¥You cur!” broke out Wharton,
“Can’'t you ece what you're doing®
You're not asked to own up to Prout.
That would be the sack. I know you've
not got the pluck for that, and don't
expect it (iuclch is making a big con-
cossion sunply to got ab the truth about
a fellow in his Form. You've nothing
whatever to -be afraid of—he's passed
his word—"

“Bhut  the  door affer you!" sald
Price.

“Arc you going o Queleh?” roared
Wharton. '

“No! And don't shout here, unless

stood staring  mt

you want to be kicked out of the
study "

“Bleve, old nmn—" murmured
Hilton.

“¥You shut up, Cedric '™

“You're asking the kid to give your
name-—-"

“Let hun!” said Price, gritting his
iceth. “ It wou't do him any good. If
ho gives my name, he will have to
prove it. I'd like to know how I*

“Oh gad ! said Hilton.

“Will you go 1o Queleh and see mn
clear, after landing me in this, and
withvat running any risk?" pantcd
Wharton z

“Nol! Get out!”

“You cur——"

“That's enough!” Price stepped lo
ili: door and threw it open., “Get oul
—before I throw you iuto the passage ™

Harry Wharton did not stir. He
stood with his fists clenched, his oyes
blazing at DPrice.

He was to be Jeft to it. FHe had
helped the wretched black sheep of
the Fifth out of a scrape, and he wus
left in _the EI:I‘DE.PL'. BrYe WaEs no
danger in what Price was askod to do,
but his mean soul saw danger whero
it did not exist, and he would do
nothing. There was not even the lan
resource, of giving him  away—he
could not be given away, as Wharton
now realised, if he was prepared to
deny the whole transaction—as evidintly

WS,

“¥You cur !" breathed Wharton. * You

unspeakable cur! You rceptile !

“That will do!” Price grasped the
junior by the shoulder, %o swing him
through the doorway.

The next instant, Wharton's fist was
crashing in his face.

Prico staggmered back against the
table, which rocked under the impact.



He recled there, panting for a moment,
andd then fairly Hew ab the junior:
Wharton did not budge an ioch.
He was a junior, against s senioy;
but e was a stovdy junioy, and Price
was a very weedy senior., But in his
rage aud indignation he would have

stood ug) to Price if ihe weedy black
sheep had been as hefty as Horace
Coker, .
He gave out left and right as Price
rushed at him. He rocked under a
savage punch m the face, but he gave
it back hard, and Price got as good as

he gave, and a little over.

Hilton sat and stared as, for two ar
three minutes, that bHerce scrap went
on. His lip curled as Drice backed
away from it.

“Lend me a hand here, Cedrie, you
fool ™ panted Priee, backing away
from lashing fists.

“I'd rather lend the kid a hand,
in the ecires!” sneered Hilton., " But
he doesn't scem to need it™

“Oh ! gaspod Price, as o hard set
of knwekles came home on his ihin
nose, He hurled himszelf at the junior,
awd was met by a jolt on the chin
that sent him stapgering, followed u
by another jolt that laid him on his
vack on rhe study carpet.

Whavrton stoed looking down at him.

*That's something for rou, you rat,
at puy rate )™ he said, panting. ' Get
up and I'll knock you down again
hefore I ]gn:”

Price lay gasping for hreath, his
eves glogming sheer evil. The captain
of the Remove turned bis back on him,
and walked out of the study.

FOR IT !
(14 MY halle, balle ™
“Don't you want any tea ?”
*“ What the dickens 15 up "
The Co. were look for

Havey Wharron, Ther found him 1n the
guad, tramping under the elms, his
hands driven deep inro his pockets, and
his krows blackly knirted. Thera was
& bruise on his face, and a streak of
red, which he did not heed, and of
whielt he seemed unconseious,
}'Ha came to a halt az they joined
1.

“Been serapping T asked Bob un-
ﬂasi%y.
YEL? Wharton passed his hand aver
nis face, “Yesal!™

“Who's the happy man?

“That cad Price!”

“Coker vesterday, and Price to-dav,”
said Johuny Bull, ~You zeems keen on

vowa in the Fifth, old man, Did he
whop you "

"£'-:J; I whopped him!™ spapped
Wharton.

“Oh, my hat! A Fifth Form
map—"

“A sneaking rati" raid Harry.

“Well, Pricey ain't a nice chap,™
seid Bob uncomfortably. *“We had a
row with him in the hols, teo. Look
here, we've waited tea—" -

“ Better go and get on with it,” said
Harry.

“Well, come on” ]

“T've got to see Queleh again.”

“What for?" asked Frank Nugent.

“The sack, I expeet,” answered
Harry bitterly.

“AMy esteemed fatheaded Wharton,”
neirmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“It may come to that—I don't
know! I'm b}ee.md if I know 1;;1_1&& to
do—or say. was frying to think it
out! I've got to go hﬁ to Quelch,
and if he hikes me off to the Head, I
shan't surprised.”

“You've done nothing to be sacked

shout it all over the

for,” said Bob. "Oh" he added—
“that letter ! Has Quelch—"
“Yes"

“That_letter wasn't yours,” said
Bob, *You've made half the Remove
believe that it was—but it wasn't!

Hacker passed it on to Quelch!”

“ Vs 1M
‘:“AD;::I Queleh thinks—" gasped
xNu z

“What is he going to think?" said
Harry savagely. “1've told him how
it was, without mentioning names—not

that it would have done any to
mention names, as I ses now. That
cf:y’a ready to deny the whole
thin =

“Suppose wvou tell us how it was”
said b quietly. “Two heads are
better than one—and five better than
Lwo,™

“I don’t mind idlingxiuuwnlr don't

move. I was
hound to sary uuthims about it. But
now-——  Oh, listen !’

Wharton told his f{riends how it
was, briefly, and they listened with
lengrhening facesa,

“You shouldu’c have let that sweep
Jand his_rot on yon yesterday,” said

n Johnuy Bull, when he had finished.

“Fat lot of good telling me that
now " snapped Wharton. “If it hap-
ned over again I'd_chuck his putnid
otter n his face. But I did 18"

“Can't quite n;ﬁgct a beak to get
that Jown,” said b slowly. “Price
could have told the same story if you'd
et Prout nab Tim! 0ld Pompous

wouldn’t have believed a word of it!
\Whr should Qualeh#®?
“Yes, why?" szaid Harry. “He

trusts e, and Old Pompous doesn't
H-ust Prico an mch—that's a difference.

Ht—""

“Ts Quelch waiting for you now?*
asked Frank.

Harry Wharton gave a bitter laugh.

“XNo; he's waiting for Price. He sup-
poses, as I did, that a fellow would
do that much, after landing another
chap like thiz! Price won't!”

“By gum!” said Bob.

s t to go back to him and
fell him the chap won't play up=—thongh
he's been told there’s no risk, If I
give him Price's name, Price is ready
10 deny the whole thing from start
ro finish, But I'm not going to give
him Price's name—I've got a limit, if
that cur hasn't. Bni—second day of
teym, and “ﬁ before the Head for pub-
crawling! Precious news for my uncle
and aunt at home, even if I'm not
kicked out. Oh, that rotter ' YWharton
clenched hiz hands.

“Well. you're for it, old chap,” said
Johnny Bull. *“If you hadn't let that
rat land that leiter on you—="

“I've had that

“Yes; but if vou hadn't—"

"H{r esteemed Jobony,” murmured
the Nabob of Bhanipur. "A still
tongue 18 the stitch in time that saves

a or itcher from going to a bird
i the bush.”
“0Oh, let Johnny rTun on!™

Wharton sarcastically. “ I¥’s jolly useful
to get good advice a day too late.™

Johnny Bull opened his lips—and
shut them again.

“No good hanging -1t out,” said
Harry, “TI've got to go to Quelch and
tell him. Goodness knows how it will

turn out. I'm glad I left Price on his
back in hia st i_:r:-t'-f:ia.t-’s something.”

The Famous Five walked across to
the House with glum faces, Five heads
might, as Bob said, be better than one,
but none of the five could think of a
way out of this

“T say, you fellows!” Bunter's fat

weak greetad them as they went in,
“J say—— Oh eriker! Been pushing
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our face against somebody’'s fist,

harton? He, he, he ™

“It's that fat chemp's faultt™
rowled Bob., “If he hadn't played

at mad trick at the station yester-
ﬁgr l11: wouldn't bhave happened. Boot

1M -Tl L]
Bll{f Bunter did not linger to be
booted—if that would have been of any
use. He departed on his highest gear.

The worried five went along to
Masters' Passage. Four members of
the Co. waited at the cormer, whila
Harry Wharton went on to his Form-
master’s study. He had to see Quelch,
and, whatever the result was going to
be, he wanted to get it over.

He tapped and entered.

_ Mr. Quelch looked up quickly, expect-
mg, no doubt, to see -that senior boy
who was to toll him how the matter
stood. He stared at Wharton.

His head boy faced him, with erimson
cheeks. The feeling that what he
W& going to say was not going to be
believed gave confusion to hiz looks.
and a falter to his tongue.

“I—I've come to tell you, sir—"
Wharton stammered. _

“The senior ha{ i,;ou mentioned has
not been here, Wharton ! said the
Remove master coldly. “Have you
told him?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then why has he not come?”

“He won't ™

“Indeed! And why not?”
“Because he's a frightened rat.
that's why! I can’t help it! If wvou

can't take my word shout that letter,
sir—and I suppose I can't expect you
to—I shall have to go to the Head.
That's all, sir.”

It came out in a burst, and then there
was silence.

Mr, Quelch did not speak: he sat
looking at Harrv Wharton, his gimlet
eyes fixed on the Aushed face.

Those gimlet eyes were very keen.
Hacker probably would have read guilt
in that flushed face. But enry
Samuel Quelch was a wiser man than
Hacker.

Likewise, he counld see the very visible
signs of recent combat in Harry Whar-
ton's face. He could guess how and
wh‘y they were there.

“Have you been fighting, Wharton **
he asked, breaki
rather nnex

“Eh? Oh!
Wharton,

“With a8 Remove boy 1"

“©Ohl No, sir.”

“ A semior boy?¥

“I=J—— VYes! I—=I—" Whar-
ton’s cheeks were burhing, and he was
mora confused than ever. With so
serions. 2 matter 1n hand, he conld not
understand tguelnh referring to such a
erifle, Bpt Alr. Quelch h his own
reasons.

The grimness of his countenance re-
laxed mnte the faintest of smiles.

“Take up that letter, Wharton'” ha
said. His lean _fureﬁn?r indicated the
missive from Joe Banks, lying on the
table,

“"That lotter, sir?” Harry Wharton
picked up the letter from the table.

“You may drop it into the five,
Wharton.”

“Dht Yes, sir!” stammered Harry.

The letter vanished in a spurt of
Bawe. -

Harry Wharton turned back to his
Form-master. The gimlet eyes were
fixed on him keenly, but with a
glhimmer of a smile in them. .

“In this matter, Wharton,” said Mr.
Quelch, “I am in a somewhat difficult
position. Buot I have trusted vou, and
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sliall continue to trust w3, I accept
vour word about that leiier, and . the

atter is at an end. “You may leave my
studi.: : -
Wharton still stood looking at him,
hardly realising. that that spot. of
trouble, which had looked like turnin
out s0 terribly serious, was over. Quelch
was alréady bending over a Latin paper
—for “the dalmtngim:i of his -]Furm--l;l:ue
following day—and dipping his pen in
rlm‘ink,g Wharton stared at the top of
his head.

Heé found his voice nt last.

“Thank you,” sir!"” he stammercd.

He left the study.

ﬂweu ?.u

Four voices shot that monosyllable at
Harry Wharton as hé reached the
corner of the pa_.sm%'e. - Four faces re-
garded him anxiously

He laughed.

“0.K. 1” he said.

“But what—" o
“It’s all right. . That puirid leiter’s
gono 1n the ﬁg_re-and Queleh takes my
word about it, By gum, the old bean
15 a brick ! gaid Hagry, with a decp
breath. “If it had Dbeen the "Acid
hm u . B F L]

" (Eunl}:hjr always was & downy bird !l
said Bob, “Quelchy knows whats
what! Thank gooduess it's sl rightl”

“Vou're well out of it, 'old man !
said Johnny Bull, :
well stretched a point—lots of beaks
wouldn’t. You can jolly well ses now
that you were an ass to get mmxed up
in’it at all—" .

3 may be taken-as read!”

“Tf you hadn't let thar sweep land 1t
on you in the first place—"

" \What sbout tea?” asked Harry.
“T1 was saying if you hadn't- —

% A:;EIE Ihﬁrns sqjying what about teat?
Anybody hungey?”
b Tes, ra,lt-imr I"” grinned Bob Cherry.
E I}I'I -:II
'But if you hadn't—="
“Come on|” roared -Bob,
grabbed Johriny -apd rushed him off,
The other thres followed, laughing.
It was a cheery party that went up
to Study No. 1 in the Remove fo tea.
That spot of trouble had blown over,
and all was calm and bright—for the

present, at -least;. though, had the

chums of the Remove only known it
they were at thé beginning of what was
going to be a rather exciting term.

TIE EXD.

(Don'l miee the exciting seguel to this

story: “THE BATTLE OF THE
BEARS!" - You'll find 41 in next
Saturday's AAGKET,)

“Queleh has jolly.

and he
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Miss D. Britten, 107, Avondale Road,
Darwen, Lanes; 13-16; dancing, drawing,
and sports; Gt. Britain ‘and America.

D. R. Dance, The Laurels, Sandhurst
Kent: 14-156; stamps, réading, and gencrai
topics; Australia, New Zealand, and &

J. M'Caig, 5. Queen’s Road, Urnston, nr.
Mancheéster; 15-16; -dancing, awEn$ musie,
and outdoor sports; Canada and LU.B.A,

F. Monk, 151, Pool Lane, Langley, Bir-
mingham; outdoor sports.

E. J. ‘Burton, 6, Thorpe Road, Forest Gate,
E.T; gencral topics; Canada.

K. Williamson, 69, Camphell Street, Dun-
fermline, .Fifej. 11-12; swimming, rcading,
and cigarette cards; Canada aml Australia,

. Rees, 30, Ty-wern Avenue, Dhiwhina,
Gardiff; 14-16; stamps and general topies;
Britizsh: West' Indies.

&. Farrant, 3, Church Road, Parkstone,
Dorset; 14-15; general toples.

R. Maltby, 21, Cliff Road Gardens, Leedls,
Yorks; 15-15; 'stnmci}s. [Imwiug. cand topics
of interest;  England, except Yorkshire.

J. B. 'Taft, 28, Bt, George's Terrace,
Kidderminster, Wores; 14-16; mathematics
and’ " general topies;  Eoglish-speaking
countries apd France,

I, J. Walters,, 138, Whirlowdale Rood,
\illhouses, Sheffeld, T3 14.16; naval topics,
‘kﬁ'ench, and art.

N. C. Campbell, 138, Nansen Road, Alum
Hock, Birmingham, 87 16-17; general topics,

J. Wilkins, 20, Pettits load, Dagenham,
Essexj 11-15; general topics; Canada, Aus.
tralia, and " Africa. :
 G. Stead, 119, Telby Road, Halton Hill,
Leeds, 9, Yorks; 12-15; hoy correspondents;
stamps, sports, and films; anywhere cxeept
London and Ireland.

 Afrien.

L. Hillman, 35, Clarence Stroet, Liverpool,
3; stamps, realding, and tabie tennis; France
and Belgium.

D. Gllchrist, 29, Logaplea Drive, Edin-
h‘“ﬁf’ 73 15-17; films, stamps, and cyeling;

L

Miss E. Wallis, 19, EKashmir Load,
Charlton, 8.E.7; 16-19; flms, swimming,
pod - cycling.

K. Mc¢Kears, 26, Lloyd Read, Handsworth
Wood,  Birmin : general topics; apy-
where except England.

P. A. Brett, 91, Faringdon Road, Swindon,
Wilts; 14-16; sgtamps, pels, and cyching.

Mizs D. PFitzpatrick, 59, Romer Hoad

Kensington, Liverpool, 83 16-1B; sporls
daneing, ﬁims. and art.
J. Silver, 107, Btanhope Goardens, Har

ringay, MN.4; 12-14; films, jazz, drawing,
a0 ﬂﬂncjng.

J.” Robertson, 15, Beoechwood ViHas, Sals
fords, nr. Redhill, Surréy: music, football,
swimming, and acting. ;

¢. Newtom, 116, Mill Road, Kettering,
Northants; 10-13; swimming, stamps, and
aviation; France, Canada, New Zealind,
Australia, and India;

F. Roberts, 180, Alhert Road
SheMeld; boy correspondents; 13-14; srt,
reading, and general EPma: Canadn, Aus-
tralia,” New Zealand, and India,

Miss P. Peath, 17, Parsons Place, South
Park Estate, Oxford; 18-21; lilm stars aund
dance music; U.S.A.

. Whit:einlﬁ, Saxon Street, Northampton;

Heeley,

films, - cycling, hiking, and general topics;
{it. Britain.

N. Bridgewater, 6, Tawney Strect, South
Fark Estate, - Oxford; 17-81, any topic;

U.8.A. and Conada.

J. Edwards, VYalballa, Darenth Road,
.llili?,rtfurd, Ként; 15-20; sports and outdoou

[

Miss T. Tuorner, 209, Kitts Green Road,
South” Yardley, . Birmingham; 18-21; films,
danceé music,” and stamps.

J, Haselden, 435, Cruwford Btrect, Nclzon,
I.anu} 12-15; books, Alms, and boxing.

H. J. Eey, 1. Regan- scent, Erding-
ton, Birmingham; 15-1¢; Merchoant apd
Royal Kaval topics and scouting; anywhere
except British Isles.

. oBtxles, 34, Denebank Doad, Anfleld.
Liverpool; 43 13-15; stamps, Hims, amd
cigarette cards. .

+ NWicolson, 12, Friun Street, Possilpark,
Glasgow, N, Scotiand; stamp collecting.

J.. Pooley, B, Carew - Road, Thornton
Heath, Surrey; stamp: and cigorette cards.

Miss J, Everist, 8t. John's Nursing Home,
Rawnhams, nr. Bouthampton, Hants; girl
readers; 14-16; general Lopics,

. Kewman, 158, King Cbharlez Road,
Burbiton, Surrey; 13—16; engineering films
and hooks.

J. DBurke, 54, Kipg's Road, Bootle, Livers

pool, Eﬂé 17 and wpwards; cricket, [oot-
ball, reading, and films.
Mizs . fllinms, 962, London Road,

Thornton Heath, Surrey; 15 and upwirds;
stomps, films, stkut]ug. ond general topies.
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chance 1" exclaimed Bolsover major.
“IE he saw Wharton drop it—"

“He didn't, you dummy ™

“I- -did 1" yelled Bunter. *Ha
dropped 1, and a lot of other things,
when the Fifth Form chaps were roll-
ing him over in their —

Is W

harton in a row in the Fifth1" 1

ox¢leimed Bob. “He said he was
going to zea a man in the Fifth. What
tha—-"

“Coker said he was going to wash
hipy—="

“Wha-a-t 1"

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

."The cheeky ass!" roared Bob.
“Come on, you fellows—wa'll let that
Fifth Forn fathead see whether he can
rag the Remove—""" _

They ain't got him now!" said

Bunter., “I saw Wharton going up to
the dorm when I ceme down. He got
away all right. I tell you, he dropped
everything he had about him wﬁsh
they were tussling in the Fifth Form
passage—and I picked them all up, ex-
cepting the buttons—and tock them to
hie stH&j'. And this letter was one of

“And you read it, you fat worm "
aaid Lord Mauleverar.

“Eh? Yas! 1 mean, naol” said
Bunter hastily. “I never looked st i
of course. I'm not the fellow to ruﬁ
a fellow’s letter, I hope. I happened
to see what was in it by sheer chance.”

Let's ask Wharton when he comes
down !” grinned Skinner. *“Hia Mag-
nificence disdains to tell & lie, as we
all iknnw i

“"Whosa it is doeam’t matter so
much as booting that fat worm for
reading it1” remarked Lord Maule-

verer. “Let's all boot kim round the had f

R"E i#
“0Oh, really, Mauly—"
“ All together I” agreed Bob Cherry.
1 say, you fellows—"
* Boot_him I"
Billy Bunter made a rmsh for the

door,

Heo had—as he expected—caused a
sensation in the R-lg Bunter liked to
cause a senzation. ut after the feast
came the reckoning., The fat Owl
gfehhed open the deoor, with RBab

rry's boot close behind in'm, and shot
out of the Rag.

The whola Co. rushed after him.
They did not beliave for a moment
that that missive belonged to Harry
Wharton, though evidently Bunter him-
self believed s0. But whether it did or
not, the fellow who had read snother
fellow's letter, and shouted it from the
house-tops, required booting.

Billy Bunter flew down the passage,

He would not have escaped the
avenging boots, hut for thapcirr:'um-
stance that Mr. Hacker was in the
passage. Hacker was standing there
talking to Mr. Capper—relating, in
bitter tones, how unpleasant Quelch
had been, when he, Hacker, had drawn
attention te the disgracefully dirty
state of & member of Quelch’s Form.

Billy Bunter was in too great haste
to see Hacker and Capper before he
crashed into the master of the Fourth,

Four pursuers came to & sudden
halt, as Billy Bunter reeled against
ene wall, Mr. Capper against the other,
and the crumpled paper dropped from
E‘ fat hand at thoe feet of the Acid

rop.

PIE FOR HACKER !
ILLY BUNTER gurgled for
breath.
Mre. Capper spluttered.

1% leh's boys!" said Mr
Hacker in his bitter i'ﬁiru.

“Uh crikey [

“Dear mel” murmured Mr. Capper.
* Bunter, you foolish, clumsy F—
dear me!” Capper righted himself,
gasping,

" I—I—it wasn't me 1" gasped Bunter.
“I—I mean, they wera ai:i?: me. 11—
naver saw youw, sir, J—J—"

Go away, you shipid boy 1" gaid
Mr. ﬂlﬂpﬂh apper had had rather a
shock, but Capper was always mildly
benevolent.

“Disgraceful 1™ said Mr. Hacker.
Hacker was nover mild and never
benevolent. Bunter had reason to be
thankful that it was not the Acid Drop
into whom he had crashed. "“Even on
the Arst night of term—psh! Bunter,
how dare you race about the passages
in_that unmannerly manner 1"

Four juniors faded back inte the
R though not befora Mr. Hacker
spotted them. Bunter, unfortunately,
could not_fade out. -+ Hacker, like the
Ancient Mariner, held him with a
glittering eye.

It was Hacker all over! Capper, the
damaged party, had told Bunter te go
—éch*a.gtar was not satisfied to leave it
& t.

“They were alter me, sir!” gasped
Bunter. “I—I—— Can I have that
letter, sir®"™ '

The letter lay close to the toe of Mr.
Hacker's foot. He had not glanced
down andI had?m:-t nat.imdﬁt ‘50 far.

“ What letter 1 snapped Mr. Hacker,
" Wlhutl do :ﬁuu ;—.:dan,hﬁeunhmr C b

“I—I've drop that letter, sir!™

Then Hacker glanced ‘down.

Quite a startling expression came
over his face ds he did so. The letter
was on a single sheet of notepaper. It
allen with the written side up.
Mr. Hacker did not see all that was
wrnitlen at a glance; but he saw enough
to nﬁlkﬁ bim jump. e l

“Upon my word!”™ ejaculated
Hﬂﬂﬂkﬂr. 5 ;

‘He stooped and picked up the letter
himself. %e::cltlj Bunter, afraid to ven-
ture near, but in & very anxious state,
blinked at him in dismay. Even
Bunter realised that it was better for
& beak not to see that missive from
Joe Banks at the Three Fishers. But
it %u tno late now,

“Upon my word!” repeated Mr,
Hacker. “Look at this, EE;pa:r i

: dear Hacker, what—what—"
said Mr. Capper. He had na desice
whatever to lock at a schoolboy's letter.
He stared at Hacker in surprise.

“Look at it, I say|” repeated the
Acid Drop.

He held the lettar up so close under
Capper’s nose that the Fourth Ferm
%ﬂﬂtﬂrﬂaﬂuulﬂ Pﬂ}i _help looking at it

en Capper, in his turn, gave a jumg

.. Bless ﬁle; soul I he uﬁ, S
‘ This,” ‘said Mr. Iil?clr.t: sourly,
“had better go before Mr, Quelch, as
Bunter is in his Form. Mr. Quelch
doea not welcome the most well-meant
asaistance from other members of the
staff; but a matter like this, I think,
is a_little too serious for me to heed
considerations of thst kind I”

ackar's eyes gleamed.

_He would have repudiated quite
sincerely & suggestion that he was glad
of a chance of scoring over Quaglch.

He did not realise it himself. But that |

gleam in his cold eyes was expressive.

“I—1 say, that m{ft mine I’Pgm::l&d
Bunter, in sheer terror. There was no
name on the letter of the person to
whom it was addressed. It might have
been anybhody's. Billy Bunter's fat

knees knocked together at the bare d

thought of gﬂing up to Quelch, accused
of having had & letter from a racing
man.

“¥ou untruthful voune rascali”

Cecan I have the
letter 1" moancd Bunter.
“Certainly not " ;
“Oh lor’ | I—I say, Wherton will be
awfully wild—I—] mean—" )
“Go!” snapped Mr. Hacker with so
a snap that Bunter jumped and

excleimed Mr.
minute ago you picked up this letter 1™

“¥es, but it ain't mine!” wailed
I J E:u:k&d it u
"tain’t mine, sirl
the fellows in. the R

ts—I mean thoss chaps—got after
Then whoso is

upstairg—
I was showing it to
when thosa

He rolled away to Hall in & very
dismayed frame of mind.
that with that letter in & master's hand,
awner—Wharton,

Bunter had done all he could—he
couldn't, snatch that letter from the
Acid Drep. : :

But he was worried about it as he
rolled inte Hall.
Fortunately,
mingor, SBammy of the
—and 3ammy had & packet of toffee,
Helping Sammy Bunter dispose
naturally drove
matters from Bunter's mind, and he

“Indeed |
manded Mr. Hacker.
“I—I—I don't
] . "1 never saw a
it, and it wasn't
" Wharton 1"

If Hacker's ayes had gleamed before,
they fairly scintillated now,

Wharton |

foll - of course—was
ow dro
Wharton I”? p

| junior who had
answered him so insolently at Courthield
Station, and whose part
Wharton |

Oh, no,” mumbled
Owl, “not Wharton—not anybody
I just picked it up, that’s all ¥

encountered has

Queleh had Second, in Hall

the miserable

iy —

.
e
&

n the seat, as Mr. Frout approached.
term, too ! ™

t all about Wharton and Whar-

““ Oh gad ! ** mutiered Price, hunehing himelf up

““ The game’s up—

“Thosa boys who w%ra following you

- roOm  were
Wharton's [riends, IE tha:e;:::k 1" eaid the
“Were they follow-
mg you to recover possession of
letter, Bunter "

in Hacker's
face was a

remained
Hacker's acid
grim smils when he left Mr. Capper.
3 Hmkei was not
urry—there was,
of the ownership of that tel
unless  Billy
gabble was proof. Quelch was rather
& tough customer to deal
matters pertaining to the good name
of his Form. - :

Hacker was not going to act till he
had considered the matter very care-
fully. But he was anticipating
interview with
vefore very long, snd he smiled at
that happy anticipation. !
would never have dreamed of admit-
ting it, even to himself—but this was
pie to himl

That lotter

Drop grimly, keeping. On

ng to act In a
r all, no

- - _..—l—*‘l | —

" Then why were they pursuing you

y were going to kick
it cut in the Rag, that's
“They—they

. incoherent
for readin

all 1" mumbled B
got shirty about it, and—and——*"
" Because the letter was Wharton's 1"
‘Oh, nol They dido't believe it was

“Then you said that it was?"
Acid Drop was wringing it out word

Lt a gretifying
“Oh, nol

o

: . I—I mean, I—I
might have said so!” stammered the
I might have said

wretched Owl
so just for a—a—a joke ™
“Did you ses
etter or not "
“Oh, no! 1 never saw him at all. I
in him since we came back—
I wasn’t in the Fifth Form passage
when Coker was ragging him, and I

harton drop this

WHOSE LETTER ?

ARRY WHARTON came into

the Rag, showing no traces of
the scufla in the Fifth Form

haven't sean

dropped 1" groaned Bunter. “ He never
ropped anything, and I haven't put
them on his study table |

had bettar
He was satisfied now that thaj
lettar was not Bunter's

But there was rather a worried ex-
pression on his face; he was troubled
about that letter.
the moment,

He did not, for
the extremely
ocurious wlances that were cast at him,

said M,

or that every fellow there left off
talking as he entered.

He glanced: round and came over to
his friends. i
“Did you Fellows pick up the things
I found on my study table i he asked.

“No—Bunter did,” answered Bob.
“He's told us so.™

“We never knew you wers rowin
with Coker till Bunter told us,” sai
Frank Nugent. "“He said you'd gone
up to the dorm afterwards—"

“1 had to chenge,” said Wharton
briefly.

“Dnd it bhurt?” asked Hazel,
"Did what hurt?"

“We've heard that Coker gave you
a wash—"

“0Oh, don't be & goat, Hazel! I'va j

heard enough of that!’

snap ad the
captain of the Ramove, :

ere's

of that fat ass Bunter? I remember he

was on_ the spot, though I'd forgotten
him. W is he nowi"

“Lost anything?" asked Skinner,
with a. wink at ngnmp

fnoop gled,

Harry arton looked at Bkinner.
Hoe had sensed, by this time, an

unusual atmosphere in thu_Rs&.
E“lllﬂrelter him!™ said Johnny
ull.

“ Better tell me what?” Harry
Wharton's tone was not very amiable.
“What's on—if anything ist"

“That fat ass, Bunter, hiked in
hers with a letter,” said Bob., “He
spems to have picked it up zomewhere
and fancied that it was yours™

“0Oh1" gasped Harry.

“It wasn't, of course!” said Skinner
I:Iam&ly_.’ “When Bunter read it
ou

“He read it out?” oxclaimed

le_&r,;,

“Yes; so0 we knew it couldn’t be
vours,"” =za1d Skinner, in the sama
Elgnd tone, “You don't know any-
thing about Snoodle at three 1o one.

Harry Wharton stood looking st
Skinner, breathing hard, the colour
rising in his cheeks.

He understood . now that peculiar
atmosphere in the .Rag. Iga had
found all his missing property in the
study, with the exception of that
letter—and now that he was told that
it was Bunter who had picked up the
things, he did not need telling that
Bunter had read the letter—that
being one of Bunter's ways. Ha
realised now that Bunter had supposed
the letter to be his—and had passed
on the Etllad tidings, as it were, to the
rest of the Remove.

Harry Wharton did not know what
was in that letter—but it was clear
:il_lEt every other fellow in the Rag

id.

The look that came over his face
caused Skinner to back away a paca or
two and leave the Bounder between
him and Wharton.

Frank touched his chum on the arm.

“Nobody here believes that the
letter Bunter "read out was yours, old
chap,” he said “He seems to have
picked it wp with the other things—
some Fifth Form man must have

dropped it—"
“And we can guess who!™ grunted
Johnny Bull. “Lots of fellows know

that Price was up before the beak this
afternoon, and they had a prefect
there—Wingate of the Sixth, Price
has been up to something.™

“Pricey wouldn't drop a leiter of
that sort sbout!” chuckled Vernon-
Bmith. “Pricey's too jolly cute to do
that 1"

“ Where's Bunter " asked Harry.

“We were going to boot him, and
he cleared off.” snswered Bob. " The

blithering owl fancied that that
moul letter was yours—that's the
sort of benighted chump he is. It was
from one of that dingy crew at the
Threa Fishers—goodness knowa who it
was—some swab who's heading for the
sack, anyhow.'™

“1 don't know what was in that
letter,” said Harry. “But I can guess
the sort. I hope I needn't tell you
fellows that it was not mine,™

“Of coursa you needn’t, fathead !
Smithy’s, if it's anybody's in the
Remm%: said Bob.

Tliad lil:ﬁﬂﬂl!r lau hed‘k.

E on't strew that kind of corre-
spondence about the House ! he said.
No more than Prica does! Look
ere, Wharton, don't be an mass—if
that letter’s yours, the sooner you get
it off Bunter the better. He may
read it out in Hell next.”

“"I've said that tha letter's not mi
Vernon-8mith I said  Harry, wli}t%

glinting eyes.
“Quite} And you've asked wus
where Bunter is | you want to ses

Bunter all of & sudden because he's
such & fascinating chap, and you feel
that ﬁyuu can't bear to miss him on
the first day of term?” amsked the
Bounder sarcastically,

Some of ths juniors laughed. It
was per{e-ci_:l;- clear to_everybody that
Wharton's inquiry for Bunter was con-
nected with that letter.

“Bhut wuvp, Smithy!” said Bob
hastily.

SBmithy shrugged his shoulders.

“I've  asked n [fellows where

Bunter is,” said Harry, turning his
on 1‘.i"u:nrn::sx::l-E!-'.u::it.{;. “Do  sou

know ™

“No, but lock here—bother
Bunter [ said Bob uneasily. “You
don’'t want that fat chump—he's net
worth kicking 1"

“It happens that I do want him,
you see,™

Harry Wharton walked across to the
dRTr, opened it, and walked out of the

]:E; left his chums dumb snd the
other fellows in a buzz But he was
too angry and exasperated fto care
what the fellows were thinki Jugk
then, at all events. He hurried away
in search of Bunter—only anxious to
reclaim that letter and get rid-of it

Bunter was not easy to find. He
loarned im Hall that the fat Owl had
been there, and had gona. There wers
gome masters in Hall, among them
Hacker, and the Acid Drop glanced
round at Wharton, as he heard him
inquiring for Bunter. The Acid Dvop
fancied that he could guess why that
Ea.rticulur junior was in search

unter | 3 :

Wharton did not even see the Acid
Drop. He went out of Hall, his irri-
tation growing as his search for the
fat Owl was prolonged. A booting for
Bunter was overdue, and the glint in
tha eyes of the captain of the Remove
indicated that he was going to get it
at last—when found!

g

TOOD LATE!
1 H!" ejaculated Billy Bunter.
Bunter was found et last.
He was in his study—No. T in
tha Bemove.

Pater Todd, who had the pleasure—
or otherwise—of sharing that stu
with Bunter, had left & box of cara
there. Bunter was finishing the last
caramel when an exssperated face
looked in at the doorwsay.
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