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A Splendid, Long,
Complete School Tale
of
Harry Wharton & Co.

at Greyfriars.

i RN e

FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
A Most Important Annlversary.

#PTE lucky it comas on a half-holiday " Billy Bunfer
remarked.
Mo one replicd.
Bunter's remark was not made to anyone in particu-
lar. and no one in particular felt bound to make any answer,

Bestdes, no one knew to what the remark reforrod. EFHILY
Bunter had been sitting quite silent and thoughtful, in the
armchair in No. 1 Btudy, for a good five minutes. He had
broken the silence with that observation, and Harry Wharton,
or Ferank Nugent, or Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, hado't the
faintest idea what he was driving at,

S0, as they wore busy in I‘I!'IE‘H(TI'TIE the * busted " handle
of a bat, and had their attention fully ceeupied, they didn't
even look at Bunter,

The fat junior blinked at them throush his big spectacles,

“1 say, you fellows—-"" he remarked.

Wharton gave a grunt.

Neo. 133.

Copyright In the Uniied Siales of America.

1 sav, you know. It's lucly it's a half-holiday.”

“Ii's not a half-heliday,” said Nugent, looking un al
Past. * Whet are you ja h%ering about ¥ To-day's Tuoesday,
and Tuesday's not a half-holidav.”

“I wasn't speaking about to-day, Nugent.”

Nugent grunted.

““1 was speaking about to-morrdw,"” said Dunier, wi'}
einprhasia, “and I said that it's lucky it comes on a hall
holiday.™

“Ass! Wednesday's eplways & hali-heliday, izt i1 #™
growled Nugent. * Aro you off your silly onion "

“ h, really e

“Oh, cheese it, Bunter!" said Harry Wharton.
you see wi're busy ¥

“0h, really, Wharton, I think you might give me a
lllil\:if_(‘.. on an important occasion, that ocenrs only onco a
e,

}e[‘Eh?|j’

"“"To-morrow baing & half-holiday, wo shall be able to

celebrate it—-'"

Yllan

Auguat ITth, 18140,
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“ Celebrate what "

“IT!" snid Bunter.

“And what is 07"

Oh, really, you can't have forpoiten ! said Bunter in-
dignantly. *T mentioned it to you yesterday.”

t‘ilt::l;- three chums of the Remove Form ot Greyiriars starcd
ot him.

“¥You mentioned what 1"

* About to-morrow,” said Buntfer, " Vou know jolly well
that LF‘E an anniversary, and ought to be celebrated—al least,
by this study.”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

** Blessed if 1 know what you're driving at,” he said. ** [
don't know of any anniversary on that date. I’z not
Founder's Day.™

“0Oh, really—"'

“And it’s not Empire Day or Christmas,” sxid Nugent.

“Or the esteemod Good VFriday,” remarked Hurrce
Jamset Ram Bingh. "1 know little of the English movable
or immovable feasts, but 1 believe that Geood Friday seldom
or never cones on o Wednesday,™

*Ha, ha, ha!" roarod Nugent. ‘*Never, I should say.”

“ Well, hardly ever ! grinuned Whartun.

"I.E“}".g““ f_l:!]-:}ws. ou might be scrious, on a serious
oceason like thig," sald Bunter. * It's a much more im-
portant date than those. It's my birthday.”

“What ?r

“It's my birthday.”

“Well, what is there
Wharton,

* Oh, really ! T suppose this study is going to get up some
little celebration,” said the fut junior indignantly, I
should think you would have the decency to stand some
sort of a feed, anyway.”

* If we stand you, I think that’s enougl,” said Nugent.

“ Look here—"'

“ What wot!™ said Wharton. “We don’t cclebrate our
own birthdays, cxcept with a fow cxtra tarts for fem, or
something of that sort. And you—"

" But it's different in my case.”

" How so?"

“Well, 1 dor’t want to blow my own trumpet,” said
Bunter. " ¥You know what a modest chap I am—never put
myself forward in any way., Dut I suppose vou’ll all admit
that thiz study would be very different if T weren™t in it.”

The three chums sdmitted it at once, cordially.

“ Well then,” said Bunter, ** as the most important member
of the siudy—""

“Ehit"

“ As the most important member of the study, I cught
to have my birthday celebrated in some way.”

“Well, of all the cheek—"

“1 don't see it. I was thinking of n hig party, with all
the best fellows in the Remove invited, and the girle from
Cliff House. I think it would be ripping, and as it for-
tunately comes on a half-holiday, it’s very conveniont.”

Harry Wharton & Co. lovked at one another, The
astounding ccolness of the Owl of the Remove took their
breath away,

Billy Bunter did not seem to see it. e blinked ai them
from the armehair with a perfectly satisficd expression.

“ But where are the funds to come from?' Wharton
asked, ot last

Bunter snorted.

“Tan"t that just like you?™ he exclaimed. 7T eall it a
low, money-grubbing mind, that's always thinking of con-
giderations of that sort. [ take a much higher view of
things. The money will come from somewhere.”

"l%‘mm sonebody, you mean,” said Nugent.

T Well, I'm expecting a postal-order this evening.” said
Bunter, ™ As a matter of faect, I'm expecting several postal-
orders to-morrow, as it's my birthday. I expect to have
auite enough funds. But in case there should be any delay
in the delivery of my postal-orders——"

“There might be, vou know,” Nugent suggested
castically.

“Well, 1in that ease, T suppese you fellows weuld be ready
to stond something, and T ﬂt_’:-uh] softle it afterwards when
my remittences arrived. Besides, I've got an idea of getting
up a Form subseription™

“A Form subscription, to celebrate your birthday [ ox-
claimed Wharton.

“¥Yez. Why not®

“Well, my hat!"

“ Money will have to be raised zomchow,’
A I've pot guesfr coming, it’s necessary.”

Y ueste—eh ¥ What puests 77

“AVell, there are the Cliff House girls—Mariorie and Mise
FClara and Wilhelmina., I've asked Hazeldene to bring his
gister and the other two, and he =aid he would., Then
there's I Arcy.”
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“ Yea, D'Arvey of 8t Jim's, you know. I wisited him once
sl St Jim's, and he stood me a decent treat, and I felt I
nu&;ht to ask him back.™

* You—you—-""

1 hope you don’t think I ouplt to accept a chap’s hos-
pitality without asking him back, Wharton,” eaid Bunter,
with dignity. " I'm: not that sort of a fellow, I hupe. That
kind of thing may do for yon, but I'm different, 1 suppose.
I never could do anvthing at all mean.™

"My word ! murmured MNugent.

“The wordinlness is  terrific ! Nabob ot
Bhanipur.

" Bo—eo you've asked the Cliff Housa girls, and IV Arey of
St Jim's, and we've pot to stand a feed to keep up apprear-
ances ' oxcloymed Wharton.

“That's a rotten way of puiting it, Wharton I—7

“"You fat young scoundrel! Do you think we're poing o
be bounced out of o fortnight’s pocket-money in this way I”
Wharton ezclaimed indignantly,

*Well, the guests are coming now—""

“1 tell you 1

“If I happern to be short of Tunds at ihe time—""

“If "' ejaculated Nugent.

““Yes, il{” said Billy Bunter firmiy. “If T happen to be
short of funds, I suppoze you won't let honoured puests go
away hungry. It'H give "am a nice opinion of Greyfrviars hos-
pitality, I must say.”

Harry Wharton & Ceo. locked at one snother, and rose,

The same thought was in every mind. Billy Bunier
bliinked at them im;||.lEring]j".

"" ‘ge”,: have you thought over 1 ?"" he said.

o5’

“And made up your minds 77

il ‘f‘:ﬁ-”

* And what have you decided upon ¥

“We've decided tg give you a joily good bumping for
your fearful cheek,” said Wharton,

Bunter Jumi}ed up in alarm.

“Here! I--I say! 1 eay, you [ellows! Ohl!™

They grasped him firmiy.

Bunter yellad and wr:g‘gﬂ:d. It was his way to yell before
he was hurt; but on this occesion he was destined to bo
hurt, too.

“Ow! Leggo! Help! Murder!

“ Bump him 1"

“ Hurrah 1"

They seized the fat junior by las fa? ankles and his fat
shoulders, and swung him in the air. Buoter’s head swam.

“Oh! Help! Yow!™

Bump !

* ¥aroch !

Bump !

“"Yoop! Help! Oh!™

Bump !

1 wa 1

And then the fat junior was swung to the doorway, and
sent along the passage with a powerful heave, which =zent
him skidding on the linoleum elmost to the head of the
slaire.

He stopped there, and sat blinking. The chums of the
Remove looked at him, grinning, from the door of the study,

Bunter blinked round at them and pasped.

“Ow! Beasts! Look hee! 1 say, yvou fellows—"

The study door slammed, and Bunter was left to address
hir cloguent discourse to the desert air.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Form-Room.

ARRY WIHARTON had a cloud upan his brow when he
entered the Hoemove Form-room that afternoon. As
a rule, Wharton's face was gquite serene, though
perhaps not so merry as Bob Cherry's or Tom Brown's.
But this afternoon it was clouded, And there was reason
for it—the Bounder was refurning to Gragfriars.
Vernon-Smith—known all over Greviriars as the Bounder
—had bean away on a long holiday. His father's influence
with the Head—an influence which the boys did not whelly
understand, but which was evidently real enough—made it
possible for Vernon-S8mith to do many things the other
fellows eould not do. Dr. Locke was the last person to he
ruilty of favouritism, asz 2 rule; but certainly Vernon-Sinith
{;m'l many relaxations.  But the boys felt no envy; they
were only too pleased when the Bounder was granted an
extra holiday., There were few who missed him.
~ He was coming back thet day Wharton had heard. and
indeed was expected before afterncon lessons. Hence the
cloud on Harry's brow.
There would be trouble when the Bounder came, he knew,

agid  the
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A Bplendid Tale of Harry Wharton & Co,
By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“If you won't make room for me, I'll lﬁl]iﬁlwe“ é-have you off the form!™ exclalmed the Bounder,

grasping 8

nper by the shoulders. |

Trouble, in an ordinary sense, Harry carod little for; he
could always face it cheerfully. But the Bounder was
canning, and he had few seruples. and an open, honest lad,
as frank as tho daylight, felt at a great disadvantage in
dealing with him.

Bunter noted the cloud on IHarry's brow as the young
captain of the Hemove toock his place in class, and leaned
over towards him.

“T say, Wharton," he whisnered.

Harry lookad at him.

“T don™ bear any malice)"” saud Bunter confidentialls
“T know that was enly your little jeke in the study to-day.
I'm zoinz to let you have a hand in the buesiness lo-morrow,
you know. Daon't be downliearied.”

Wharton stared.

“You silly voung as3 ™ he replied palitels.

“Oh, really, Wharton--—-""

“1 wasn't thinking about you or your rotten birfhdas,”
said Harry. * f—""

Have ! said Mark Linley.

Mr. Quelch, the maszter of the Remove, came v, The
lossan had just commencoed whon the door af the elassroa o
reapened, and a soinewhat weedy-looking fellow, with o face
that was half sulky amd half toselent, enrered.

There was a murmur in the class,

* The Bounder !™

Vernon-Bmith glaneed about him, and went to his placs,
But :]L:I‘il?p,‘ kiz abzence there Liad been some changes 1 ha
Form arrangements, and his wsual place was toaken by
Skinner. Skinnar did not move. '

Mr. Queleh glanced at the Bounder with a frown.

“You are late for elass, Seith,”™ he saod,

T anly arrived to-dav, sir” said the Bounder.

Tuw Maower Liswapy.—No. 133,
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Y Vory well; fake vour place.”

* Let ma 3it down, can't you¥'" growled the Boundor,

** No room on this Form,” said Skinner.

“* Make room, then.”

“ Listern to his lordship,’™ zaid Bulstrods, with a grin
“ Why don't vou slide {::-[t[ on the foor, Bkinner, and mals
room for him ™

“Make room "'

“Go and eat ¢olke ! satd Blhinner,

Tho Bounder snapped hiz tecth.

“If you don't make room for me, I'll jolly well shove yol
o the form ! he exclatmed,

Blhinner grinned,

“Go ahead with the shoving,” he sad.

SN you move 7

“ Notl nach."

The Bounder’s oyes E:’I'E":'Htll.‘l..l, and he graspad Skinper by
the shoulders. The juniors round stared in smazement.  Ti
wias an unheard-of proceeding in a classroomn, aod thay
wondered nt the narve of it, even 1n the Bounder,

SBkinner stucl fast to luis seat.

The Bounder dragead at him savagely,
the shuflling and seaffling, and looke:
e o ber,

Rmh !

Vernon-Smith looked round.

“How dara vou make that disturbance in the Forme
rowun ' deanpided Mr. l:llwh:'h nrgrily.

“Bkanper’s pot my pluce,” said the Dounder sullenly.

* Thera ars other places. Take the boltom placa—al vuce !
S take Nfty Dhinas, and bring them fe me this evenine !
'i'.":.:'i-'l!l'l'nf‘.'l H-Mr. {élll.h!f"il .'i.]l.ﬂi'ill:-'..

Mr. Queleh heard

postired] 1o mee wlint woag
Then his vodes was heard like o thanderek: .
1 ]

A Splendid Talo of Ha

YWharton
By FRANK RI & Co.
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The Bounder enllenly went to his new place. Bulstrode
gave a =off chuckle.

“HBmithy's come buck in the sawme frame of mind,” he
murmured. " He went away a nice dear fellow, and he's
come boek the saome”

* Logks like "

“He'll get into trouble again, if he gocs on like this,”
Tom Brown remarked.

" What-ho "

SI“"II"hﬂ troublefulness will be terrifie,” murmured Hurrea

LT,

" Silence !

And the muttered comments died away,

The lesson proceeded, and Mr. Quelc]{ wag very easy with
the Bounder, realising that his long absence from lessons
must have thrown him behind the others. But he did ot
neglect hlm wholly, and the Bounder found himsclf in hot
water several times through sheer slackness and inattention.

As the afterncon wore on, Mr. Quelch lost patience with
him, and called him out before the elass.

The Bounder hesitated a moment, aa if in doubi whether
he would obey the summons or not. Harry Wharton saw
the Form-master’s hand tﬁhren on the pointer, and his lips
grew hard, Perhaps the Bounder saw if, too, for he left his
place, and came aut.

Mr. Quelch eyed him sternly,

_ "I have been making allowances for you, Smith,” he said,
in his most cutting tones. *“ But you must dnderstand that
you are here to work and learn. I cannot allow laziness
or elovenliness in my class.  As this is the day of vour
return, T excuse you. To-morrow I shall expect somnething
ory different. Take that as a warning.”

12 Bounder stood biting his lipa.

He had a hard and 3:;1ﬁa=n pride; not the kind of pride
which makes a fellow strive hard for distimetion. It did not
makehim stick to his work ; but it made him fec! humiliated
when he was called over the coals before the class.

“I've done my best," he muttered,

“ You must contrive te do better to-morrow.™

i I Pml!ﬂ!‘ [!ll

id T‘J}.nl :.FF

“1 ¢an’t do better; T think it’s good encugh.”

The Remove drew a deep, deep breath. What reply was
Mr. Quelch going to make to that remark?

The Form-master grasped his pointer mare tightly.

" Hold out your hand, Smith,” he said. T shall punish
pou severely for the insolenee of that reply to me 1"

Vernon-Smith set his teeth,

Do vou hear me, Smith?"”

The Dounder put his hands behind him.
turned almost pale,

“ Smith 1"

“1 appeal to the Head, sir,” said Vernon-Bmith.

There was an sudible grunt in the Remove. They knew
that old dodge of Vernon-8mith’s; he had & right to appeal
to the Head, but it was simply a means of escaping nunish-
ment, 1 his case, for the Head either could not or would
ned punish him,

Harry Wharton's eyes flashed as he heard the Bounder
speak.  The wildest of the Hlemove felt that it was * bad
form ** to defy the authority of a Form-master, but Vernon.
Smith did not understand any idensz of that sort.

The Remove waited tensely,

But Mr. Quelch was quite a match for the Bounder. The
appeal to the Head had been worked on him before, and had
sueceeded, It did not succeed this time.

*You appeal to the Head ! he repeated

“¥Yes," said the Bounder.

“1 shall allow you to do nothing of the sort,” said Mr.
Quelch. It is not my duty to have the head-master dis.
turbed over every trivial matter that occurs in this Foarm-
room. I take the matter into mv own hands, Smith. Hold
out your hand !

Smith gasped a litile, and drew back.

“1 appeal to—-T"

“ Hold out vour hand ™

“T won't " howled Smith.

“"Yery well, then”
‘Mr, d'ueich spoke harshly through set tecth. He ctepped
suddenly forward and grasped the Bounder by the collar.
The junior made one sttempt to.wrench himeeif away, but
ke was In & grasp of iron.

Thwack ! wack ! Thwaek !

Vernon-8mith had refused to hold out hiz hand, but the
thrashing across his shoulders was much more painful. He
vrithed and velled,

Mr. Quelch released him when he deemed he had been
punished sufficiently.

“{7o back to your place, 8mith,' he said curtly. * And
remember, T shall expeet betfer work to-morrow.”

And the Bounder went without a word,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Hounder is Flattered
HFTERNGDN lessons ended, the Remove pourea out into

the wide-flagged paszsage, in a joyvous crowd. Tt wus a

fine summer's afternoon, and most of them were look-
) ing forward to cricket. There was plenty of daylight
in these days for a great deal of cricket after school.  Not
50, however, Vernon-8mith or Billy Bunter. The Bounder
went to his study with a sullen brow amd an aching back,
and Dilly Bunter did not follow the crowd to the ericket-
pitch. e had his birthday te think of. On the morrow
the celebration feed wous to take place; and the guests were
coming. And as yet there was no preparation made, and as
for getting in supplies, that was all in the air so far.
Bunter's available fund= amounted to one halfpenny., TFrue,
he wae expecting postal-orders—sevoral postal orders.  But
his postal-orders had oft-times been expected without coming,
Bunter’s postal-orders were a very rotten reed to lean upon,

The return of the Bounder, which had been far from
pleasing most of the felfows in the Lower Fourth, had a
different effect upon Bunter. That Vernon-8mith was
ralling in money, the fat junior knew. There was no
reason why the Bounder should not contribmte Liberally to
the birthday feed. He had heaps of money if he only chose
ter contribunte if. The question was—how was ho to be got
o I:Iﬂ K00,

Bunter thought the matter over, and hun
Smith's study door for some time. He
nlunge, and knocked and opened the door.

Vernon-8mith was sitting by the windew, with o scowl on
his face, and a little book in his hand. Had Bunter been
less short-sighted, he would have seen that it was a betting
book ; but he hardly noticed Vernon-8mith slip it into hia
peeket. He was thinking about other things.

The Dounder looked round with a frown.

**What do you want " he growled ungracionsly.

Bunter blinked at him with his most ingratiabing smile.

“"[—I want to speak to you, Vernon-Smith,”” he said,
taking great carc to give the Bounder his double-barrelled
name. "1 want to weleome you home, vou know.”

The Bounder sniffed.

“It’s so—so pleasant to have you back,” said Bunter,
beaming. “The place hasn't seemied like—like home with-
out you, you know. You'd be surprised if you knew how
much you'd been missed.”

“What do you want ™

Bunter coughed.

“Ahem! ] don't want anything, Smith—T mean Vernon-
Smith, except—except to tell vou that T—I want to welcome
you home.'”

The Bounder eyed Lim grimly,

“Well, you've teld me now, and you can get out,” he
remarked.

“ Ahem! There's one more little matter—we're having o
bit of a feed to-morrow afterncon, to celebrate my birth-
day, you know. If you'd care to come—""

The Bounder started,

For a moment a softer expression came into his faceo.

In spite of his hard heart and his sullen pride, there was
human feeling somewhere in the Bounder of Greyfriars,
and ke had felt in a dim way the coldness of his reception an
his return, and had half wished that there was somebody
who would be more pleased than not to have him there.

" Go on,” he said quietly,

1t won't be much of an affair,” said Bunter modestly,
" Abcut a dozen fellows coming--but really decent fellows,
you know, and——""

" You want me ¥’

:I'I'he:-e will be IV Arey, of 8t. Jim's—~2 really decent chap—
m BT a

*And vou want me to come "

“ Haven' I said so.  The other fellows aren’™ so keen about
it, but I said at once thal the party wouldn’t be complete
without Smith—witkbout Vernon-B8mith, 1 wmean—and they
zoon saw 1.’

The Bounder regarded him intenily.

“Why do vou ask me!” be said.

Bunter coughed.

“Well, T want all the fcllows [ like,” he said

“You like me?” said Bmith, in lds hard, uncompromising
wa
“}l‘fes, rather !
to Wharton, " That's a chap I'd hke to chom witl.'
really. ™

" Because T was rich

“ Oh, really v

“Well, if you want me to come to-morrow, I'l come.”™ said
tive Bounder abruptly, * but if you're asking me becavze you
think I want tc come—7"

" Br=—not at all ["™

about Vernon-
nally made the

Wlien you first came to Greyfoiars, 1 ezid
I did,

“ALONZO, THE TERRIBLE.” A Srlendid Tajo of Harry Whaston & Co



* Or because I'vo no friends in Greyiriars—="

“ Not a bit of ik!"”

“ Vory well, I'll come.” ]

“I'm so pleased ! said Bunter, with majesty of manner,
i W%'lll tlig,' to give you a good time, Smithy!"”

EL IM.I 3.” )

The Bounder took out his lLittle book again. He ovidently
regarded the interview as over. Not so Billy Bunter, From
hiz point of wiew, the most important part of the interview
was yob to come, :

He coughed a little to atbrack the attention of the Bounder,
who looked up from his book. ) . )

“ By the way, Smithy—Vernon-Bmith,”” said Bunter hesitat-
ingly, “ there's another little matter I forgot to mention.”

* Yoz

“It'a just a triﬂing matier——"'

“ Well, go ahcad.’ o |

“I'm expocting a postal-order this evening,'' cxplained
Bunter. “ It will be !‘n::-r a considerable amount, and I am
gm_n&_tn use it to ]?uy the exes to-morrow.™

“ Well, that's all right.” ]

“ Yes, but—but in case of accidents—you know how un-
certein tho post is, especially in the country—in case of
accidents, if the remittance shouldn’t arrive in time, I sappose
you wouldn't mind making me s small advanee '

The Bounder's brow darkened. He began to unﬂc-mtan'j[- !

“ You see, the postal-order’s pretty certain to come, but it it
doczn't, I should be atumped to-morrow, just when I peed the
money,” Bunter cxplained. It will come to-morrow night
for certain, but thet will be too late. My idea iz that you
should advance me a certain sum, and take the postal-order
when 1t comes.”

“¥You worm 1" ;

“0Oh, really, Bmithy e

“ Do you think I haven't heard your lies about your postal-
orders bhefore?' said Smith contemptuously, rising as he
gpoke. “ You fat rotter! You came here to cadge money
from me, that’s all " )

“ 1 hope you don’t think I'd borrow money I couldn't pay?"”
said Bunter, with a great deal of dignity.

The Bounder laughed shortly.

“ It's only in case of delay in the post,” explained Bunter.
“I don't sec that it makes any difference to you.” o

“You worm!” ropeated the Bounder, lus eyves ghoting.
* ¥ou came horo to yarn to me, and make me think—— FPah!
What 2 fool I was! Get out of my study !”

* But=—""

*Goet out !

Bunter blinked at him.

“1f you don’t mind, B8mithy, I'd rather have the money
before [ go”' 2 :

Smith made a threatening gesture. There was a dog-whip
on the table, and the Bounder's glance fell upon it.

“You cad! Outside I he snapped.

“ It would only be till to-morrow night,”" urged Bunter,

Vornon-Smith made a step towards the table.

“ 1 could do with five quid.”

“ Aro you goiagi"

“Well, make it & ¢couple of pounds—-"

The Bounder grasped the dog-whip, and ran towards Bunter.
Elu: fat junior gasped in alarm, and made a bound for the

oor.

Az he did zo, the long lash of the whip curled round his fat
lags, and he gave a jump and o wild roar.

““ Take that!” snarled the Bounder,

“Ow! Yowl!"

Bunter plunged wildly through the doorway. The lash
curled round his legs again, and he stumbled, and he reached
the passage on his hands and knees, puffing and blowing.

The Bounder ran after him, and the dog-whip lashed and
Izshed.  Bunter had caught about half a <lozen lashes
before he succecded in rolling ond scrambling out of the
Bounder's reach. He ran down the passage, and ran into
Bob Cherry, who was coming out of his study. »

* Hallo, halle, hallo!"" exclaimed Bob, throwing hiz arma
round Bunter and holding him in a- tight cmbrace which
squaczed out what little breath was left in tho junior's fat
body. °° Whither bound, my Hunta)'?”

G {E}T; Don't stop me—he's mad!™

s 1,”

“It's the Bounder!™

* What's the matter with him 2"

“J—I asked him fo come to a little party to-morrow—my
bicthday-party—and he suddenly snatched up a whip and went
for me!"” gasped Bunter.

“1Ha, ha, ha!" .

Y Tilessed if I can see anything to cackle at!"

“Ha, hal I'm afraid you haven't told the exact truth,
Bunty! Ha, ha!"

* Lemme go!"

“ I'm holding you up."

“Yow! I'm all right! Liggo!™ _

“You can’t stand alone—you're out of hreatl,” =aid Bob
Cherry, compressing his grasp round the fat tubby body,
sommet ig{g im the manner of a boa-conatrictor. “* You'd better

A
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let me support you. WNo good gasping there without any
visible means of support.”

iL U“I_ !1|

“ Bhall 1 hald you tightert" . )

“Ow!"” pasped Bunter, in an expiring voice.
Taogro ™ _

““ Not till you've got your breath back,” seid Bob firmly.
Lk I’IS mr:nf going to desert you at a moment like this, Bunter.’

(13 “' ‘.'l

“ What on earth's the matier?” asked Mark Linley, E-"-'."l!'lil:lF
out of Study No. 13. * What on carth are you up to, Bob?"

i Hc-ipiug Bunter.”

“ What ' :

“ Fla's out of breath, and I'm supporting him till he gets his
sceond wind,” said Bob.

" O |

“*Ha, ha, ha!™

“Leggo! Yow! Yoop!™
“ Feeling better, Bunter
“"Yow! Murdpr!™

" Iz it coming?”

Y Owp!™

Bunter collapsed in Bob Cherry’s arms, and ht}ﬂ%‘_ 8 dead
weight upen him.  Bob wasn't built to stand a strain like that,
and he promptly let the fat junior slide to the fleor. ilo
winked at rﬁ Linley, and walked on with the Lancashire
lad, leaving Billy Bunter sitting on the lincleum, trying by
slow and painful degrees to recover his wind.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bulstrode Has an 1dea.

ULSTRODE, Hazeldene, and Tom BRrown the New
Zealander were in their study when the door opened,
and & pair of large spectacles glimmered in. chind
them came the fat face of Billy Bunter. The threae

juniors locked round at Buntér, and Bulstrode's hand strayed
1dly towards the inkpot. Bunter was too short-sighted to see
Ehﬁt., or to notice Bulstrode’s expression, and he camc cheer-
ully in.

"1 say, you fellows, you haven't forgoticn about to-
morrow?!" he sad, . :

“ No,'" said Hazeldene, “ that's all right."

“ Your sister is coming—and Misa Clara "'

Hazcldene laughed, .

*Yes; if there's 2 feed T'll brin
word to them about it until the {

“ Oh, really——="

* We know you, you sce, Bunty." o

“ (th, that's all right! ['ve written to Marjorie, and told
hgrrh;mu’r& coming over to fetch her,” said Bunter, blinking
at him.

Hazeldene jumped.

“* The dickens, you have!” he cried.
beggur ! ) .

“Well, I thought I'd better give Marjorie plenty of
notice,”" said Bunter. ‘' Bhe might want to wear something
spu:{:iaf, you know, on the occaston of my birthday. But I
really came here to speak to Dulstrode. I you fellows wouldn't
mind giving me & mmute—" .

Tom Brown rose, with a grin, and Hazeldene looked at
Dulstrode. The burly Removite shook his head.

“Dan't frouble to go,” he said. * Bunter may want a

rivate interview with me, but I don’t want one with him. 1
Ermw hiz game."”

“h, really, Bulstrode L

“ And I'm not going to give him any money."

“ 1 hope you don’t think I came here to ask you for money,
Bulstrode,” zaid Bunter, with dignity.

SANDOW'S BOOK
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perfect development by exercise.
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will be sent free.
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The hurli}; Removite stared at him in pstonishment.

Well, didn't you?"" he exclaimed.

“ Certainly not.™

“ What do you want, then
"G ﬂ.h-ﬂ;d,” rs.a-.B]'d Huzeldene,

way. -Fancy Bunter not wanting money 1"

" D!l. really, Hazel—" 2 o

" What do you want?’ said Bulstrode. * If you don't want
moncy, I suppose the age of miracles has come again, and so
1t's possible that you want to pay some of what you owe me—
& good many pounds by this time, 1 think.”

I keep cereful mecount of any little sums I borrow,” said
Bunter, “I'm not the kind of fellow to be under monetary
obligations to anybody, I hope.”

* Ha, ha, hat"

o Hfﬂﬁ;&ﬂ{f if I can see anything to cackle at, Look here, the
trouble is that the eountry post is so unreliable, and I may not
get & remittance I'm expecting.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

8o if you liked to advance me Bve pousde, I'd give you
my written promise to pay B

"' Better make it five hundred,' said Tom Brown sarcastic-
ally, " then 1°d contribute s haifpenny.'”

a !WEII, I could make & pound do.”

. Don't stint yourself,” said Bulstrode.
likely to get five pounds out of me ae one.”

" Wall, you see, I must have the money, and I don't think
my guests f::dght to go away hungry because my postal-order
hasn't arrived. D'Arcy of Bt. Jim's is coming, too.”

*“ Have yeu done ¥

* Yes,' said Bunter, blinking.

“Well, there's the door”

“Eh? The doori”

“"Yes. A door's an artiéle used for keeping silly asses
out of a room,” explained Bulstrede patiently. “ You
out into the passage, close the door behind you, latch it,
and then it's all right. Sawvy "

“Oh, really—

“You've got all you're likely to get hore,” said Hazle-
dene. " You may as well cut®

Bulstrode's hand closed on the inkpob new,

"* But, I say, you fellows—""

‘: %{: }-mi wutﬂ: anything more " asked Bulstrode.

gs. I—

:'é"r;r'ﬁll.dhﬂrﬁhit. .:i!”

ulstrode’s hand jerked, and a skilfully-projected stream
of ik caught Billy Bunter fairly upon iil; t':]nt little nose,
and scattered over his fat face.

The Owl of the Remove gave a wild yell,

“ It must be something odd,

“You're quite as

"k
“ Ha, ha, ha "
*“ Beast! —"

“ Want anythin
some gum here,

“Here you are.”

Hut Billy Bunter was already cutside the study.

The three juniors roared with laughter a5 the door closed.

Bunter went down the passage, dripping with ink, greeted
with loud laughter by all he passed on hie way to the nearest
bath-reom. In Bulstrode's study there was no sound but
laughter for severzl minutes.

*"The cheeky ass!” said Hazeldene at lust.
way—to ask fellows to a feed, ond then expect them to
stand the exes. It's Bunter all over.”

Bulstrode grinned.

“I've got an_idea !’ he exclaimed. “ Bunter's cxpecting
pmt;]!-crrdera. Why shouldn't he have some "

an ; _. IE"F:I‘

“Well, you ean get 'em for a shilling each,” said Bul-
strode; “and a lot of fun could be got for ten bob that
WX, E_!.? Jove, I'll do 1it! There's time to et down to the
|:-::5II;_|-F§|L:E bfi[u:rﬁ the next collection.”

(1] u __1

“"Keep it dark ! exclaimed Bulstrode,
taking hiz cap. " I'll explain when I get
to lose.”

ai Eut-_”

Eut Bulstrode was gone.

more " asked Bulstrode kindly., " I've

un_r.i over the gu_m-buule, Brown.™

“That's his

etting up, and
ck, Mg time

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Dutton Misunderstands.

L ETTER for you, Bunter!”

h Mark Linley called it out, a9 he glanced up at the
letter-rack in the hall. Billy Bunter was comine
downstairs. He had cleaned off the ink, though

there were stresks of it on his collar, and a sinudge round
hizg ears. He came eagerly towards Linley, as the Lanca-
shire lad called to him.

* Letter for me, Linlev. "

“Yes. Here you gre™
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Bunter took the letter. The postraark was * Ryleombe,™
and he knew by that who it was from. A shade of dis-
appointment came aver his face. IFor a moment he had
entertained a wild hope that it might be & remittance.

He opened the letter.

¥ D’&_rc{'s coming, you fellows,” he said, turning to Harry
Wharton & Co., who were coming downstaire. * This iz his
answep,’”

" Uh, 18 he®"

“You ean read it
_ Burnter passed the letter to Wharton, who glanced through
it. He reinembered well the small, elegant hand of Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, of the Fourth Form at St. Jim's,

“ Bchool House, 3t. Jim's, Supssex.

“ Dear Bunter,~Thanks very nuch for yvour kind invita.
) It will be a great pleasure to me to come to Grey-
friars oh the oceasion of your birthday, and I trust it will
prove a most joyous occasion. It is very decent of you teo
thjnlk of me, and I assure you that I appreciate it very
TIELICE).

" With kindest regards to yourselfl and all the fellows,

“ARTHUR Avcrarus D'Arcy."

Harry Wharton siniled,

The latter was very like I Agey of 8t Jim's.

"' He's eoming, you see,” sayd Bunter. I suppose you
fellows realize now the iu:_Emrtun{'ﬂ of making an effort 7’

Wharton's amile changed to o frown.

“¥ou worm ! he said. *' You've got uz inte a Ax, as vou
usually do. We shall have to look after D*Arcy, of course,
and the girls.”

“Why not get shoulder te shoulder, and malke a big
effort, and have & really ripping birthday celebration?”
urged Bunter. " After all, it isn't every fellow that has &
friend like me."

** No; some chaps are more lucky.”

*Oh, really—"

* We shall have to do something I suppose,” said Nugent.

YOI course!” agread Bunter, with a nod. * The best
thing vou can do 13 toiraise a decent subscription in the
Form, and place it in my hands, and—""

* Ch, scat " i

“ But, 1 sayv, vou fellows——"

(2o and eat coke ]

And Harry Wharten & Co. walked indignantly en, They
felt that Buoter had them cornered, as usual, and it really
Ipoked as f the young rascal was to score all alone the
bine, because he had placed them in an awkward =ituntion.
Either there had Lo be a big birthday feed, in whicih Bunter
would score, or the visitors to Greviriars would be badly
treated—which was impossible tfo contemplate. Al the
fellows liked IV Arcy, of 8t. Jim's; and the Cliff Houso girls
were still mare naportant fo consider. There must be ne
question of want of hospitality.

But the idea of Bunter's succeeding in ecrewing a big
fcast out of therm in this manner made the chums of the

¥

-Hemove very angry; and their very helplessness in the

matter added to their annoyance.

Bunter was not whaolly easy in his mind either. Whatever
the Famous Four decided upon, certainly their manner was
meost unpromising. Bunter would not have eared very much
fer the hurt feelings of guests; he never had any feelings
to hurt himeelf, and he didn't understand that sort of
thinzg. DBut he cared very much whether he missed the feed,
He turned over in his mind a list of the f{ellows who had
Money.

“ There's Brown, but he's no pood; and Bualstrode, he's
an insulting beast. Tedd, but he never keeps any money;
and Dution, he's as deaf as a post, but e has a good allow-
ance, and I could let him come—I shouldn't be bound to
talk to him. I thagk T'll try Dutton,™

Eiliy Bunter looked out for Dutton, the deaf junior.
Dutton wis a good-natured fellow, and wsually had money.

Bunter found him in the common-room, reading. Duiton
wis o gréeal reader. As a mafier of fact, his affliction pre-
cluded much conversation. It was foo great an effort for
the fellows to talk te him; and Dutton was very touchy,
and he would get ratty if he imagined a fellow was speaking
te kim from kindness,  Alse, he usually misunderstood what
was said ta him, owing to his deatness, and there was
celdomn any telling what meaning he would attach to any
riven sentence, and whether he would take offence at it or
nek.

Ttunter tapped him on the shoulder az he came up to lam,
annd thot was o bad start,

Datton lcoked up at him with & frown.

“What do you want to poke me for? he demanded.
“on't you speak T

Bunfor nodded, with hiz pleasantest smile.

A Bplendid Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
By FRANK RICHARDS.
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nioney on i,  * Rats !" sald
chap, your coolhess is oo good! {See Page 8.}

“Well, speal, then " zaid Dutlton “U'm a trifle deaf;
but I can hear you if you raise your voice just o little. Mo
necd to shout. What 13 1t ¥

““Could you lend me a bittle money *"'

“Funny, 13 1t?" said Dutton. “* My deafaess, do »ou
niean it

“I didn't zay it was funny ! exelaimed Bunter hastily,
alarmed hy Dutton’s expression. "I said eould you lend
me a little money ? I'm expecting a postal-order——"

“OF course it's a disorder; but it's nothing to he ashamed
ol,’”” said Dutton. “ It's no worse to be deaf than blind,
anyway.”

“ 1 didn’t mean to say that, 1

" Oh, yes, you are! You're az blind as a mole; vou're
hi:nder than I om deaf ! said Dutton. ** You're a sponging
soung humbug, too, for that matter !''

**1 say, [utton, yvou know—"

"Go? Go yourself !

4 ﬂ-llt—”

" (Oh, get out 1"

“ But I want you to lend me a little tin until my postal-
crder comes: and then I'll settle up, honest Injun '™ said
Bunter persunsively. " I'm standing a birthday feed to-
:rmr;qt;*;,ﬁyuu know, and I want you to come.”

4

“1t's my birthday to-morrow,” shrieked Dunter.

“Borrow i Who's zorry ¥

“Mvy birthday to-morrow!
Iunter,

" Lock here, you're talking rot, and voun know it!" said
1}ut#tﬂﬂ warmly, “ Btanding to feed? Horses stand to feed,
wWt——

* Standing a feed !
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Atanding n feed!" velled

i . s . ‘e e

“I say, Bulstrode,” sald Btilg Bunter, ** will you ¢cash this postal-order for me? YoR kmow you can get the
Bulstrode with a grin, * You weren't golng to let me have a single tart!

y dear

e o e g o e e e e i

e CFEL

: " Oh, etanding n feed! Why couldn’t you say thal at
rst ¥

“Ho T did; but you conldn’t hear !"

“Wasn't here? I was here all the time!
that vou're going off your rocker, Bunter,”

*Oh dear I

Y Mo fear? Rats! Yoo are, and I warn you of it."

“ Will you come to the feed " yelled Bunter in Dutton's
car; and the deaf junior heard that.

* Certainly,” he said, “T'll come! When is it?"”

“To-morrow,” shricled Buntor.

“ALE right! B

It's my belief

Clount me in ! .

“It's my birthday. If vou could lend me o little cash—-

LL .E':h l_,ll!

“Could you lend me a little money, in ¢ase my postal-
arder doesn't come in time "

“In time "

“Yes, my postal-order, you know." .

“ Nonsense! I sha'n't be slow. Tl come in time, if you
let me know just the time you're standing the feed.”

“Tt's all right! You can rely upon me,"” said Dutton,
taking up hia hook again. “ No need to jaw any more ahout
it. And, loak here, it makes me tired talking to you. It's
my belief that you're deaf.”

“ Eht"

“You don't seem to understand anvthing I say, or to talk
canze, anyway,” said Dutton. * Lots of people arc deaf
without knowing it. I should advise vou to havo it seen
to.""

“1 say, Dutton—-""

“It%a all right! I'N ecome. Cheese if now

And Billy Bunler gave it up in deszpair.

fLl

1
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter -Récelves a Postal-Order,

% ETTERS ! said Harry Wharton. “ Anybody expect-
In% a letter? Here's the evening post.”
unter came quickly forward.

I'm expectizg & postal-order,” he remarked.
“ Any for me, my man? Name of Bunier,”

" Yes, sir "

“ Oh, good !

Rilly Bunter fook the letter. He opeoed i at ones, and
uttered an exclamption of satigfaction.

“It'e come !

A dozen pairs of eves were upon him at once

“Whot's comme %'

* Not the postal-order 1'°

“"Great Scott!” ;

“The great Scottfulness ie terrific '

Billy Bunter smiled serencly.

The envelope addressed to him had contained & posial-
order, There wns po letter with it; but Buoater did not
miod that. The letter had dmibtleas been forgofien; but
Bunter did not mind the letter being forgotien, so long as
his correspondent did not forget the postal-order.

An interested ring of juniors gathered round Bunter. The
Owl of the Remove had talked so much about his expected
postal-orders, and he received them so very seldom, that the
event was & really interesting one.

“ Itz a real postal-order;” said Ogilvy, as DBunter un-
folded it. " Waerranted genuine !

“ Faith, and ye're right,” said  Micky
HWanders will.never cease, intirely.”

“ How miuch s 1t for " asked Hazeldene.

Bunter blinked nt it in the Light.

“H’m! It's not & very hig one,’”” he confessed. ™ But

“:It-'g' a bﬂh‘ Er'l

“ A shilling I

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Weil, & shilling’s.a shilling 1" =aid Bunter; blinkin
round at the juniors, **This isn't really the postal-order
was expecting—Ihis is another. I'm expecting & much bigger
one, you know."

“Ha, ha, ha !

“ PBut I can get a snack with this, anyway,” sard Bunier;
gnd he crossed over to the tuchkshop at once through the
dusky Clozo.

Bualstrode and Skinner and several maore juniors followed
him. Bunter rapped on the counter in & most important
manner, and Mrs. Mimble came out of her little parlour
with a grim frown, Only half an hour before, Billy Bunter
had atriven to get her to give him a peony tart for a hall-
penny, and relstions haxl become very strained on her
refusal. Bunter had expended his last halfpenny on nuts
instead ; but the nuts had not lasted him long. Mrs. Mimble
had no doubt that the fat junior had returned to make
another desperate attempt to got credit from her.

Bunter blinked at her as she came in grimly.

“1 want vou to cash a postal-order for me, Mrs. Mimble,”
he sad.

“Oh!" ejaculated Mrs. Mimble.

* Hare it is."

“Near me! You really have a postal-order, then ' ox-
claimed Mrs. Mimbla, in astonishment, which was really
not very complimentary to Bunter.

The fat jumiar glared.

“You just cash it, and hand out zome tarts!" he ex-
claimed.

" Good "' said Bulstrode.
liunter's standing treat.”

“I'm sincerely sorry, Bulstrede, but the money won't
run to it You sce, I've only got a bob, and that's not really
cnough for myself. I'm not greedy, vou know, but I have
to kecp up & delicate constifution by taking constant
nourishinent. That's how it 18"

Mrs. Mimble was looking at the postal-order dubiously.
She put on her glagses and blinked at it through them, and
Bunfer blinked at her.

*Well, what's the matter?"” said Bunter sareastically.
“Do you think it's not & good one? Think I wrote it out
myvzelf in my study "’

Mrs. Mimble shook her head.

“I'm afreid T ecan't cash this, Master Bunter,” she said.
*I don't think T could get the money for it myself.,”

“What ret! I—

“¥ou =oe, it's made payable to you by name, and the
post-office where payment 15 to be made 13 filled in’ ex-
plained Mres. Mimble. * It’s all right, but you’ll have to
o down to Friardale yourzelf to cash it at the post-office.”

Runter snorted,

“It's teo far, and the gatos are locked now, (oo™
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“I'm sorry, Master Bunter; T can't help it

“Let me have the tarts, and take the postal-order as
security 7' spgrested Bunter. “ I} go down to the village
to-morrow and cash it™ ,

Mrs. Mimble replied with a shake of the head. The dis-
consolate junior turned to Bulstrode, who was grinning with
enjoyment.

“§ say, Bulstrode, will you cash this for me? ¥ou know
you ean get the money on 1t.'=

2 E‘.?ts 5 g

L 1] .’ rpa- :;' IT_

“ And you weren't going to let me have a single tart
said Bulstrede, with & grin. ““ Mj dear chap, your coolness
is too good. The best thing you can do is to write to the
chap who sent you that postal-order, and blow htm up for
his carelessness.”’ :

“0h, I couldn't do that,” said Bunter.
rich ungle——"

“What!"

e Jt's from one of my rich uncles, vou know, and I
shouldn’t care to offend him. I expect to get about ten
thousand pounds .in his will,”

“IHa, ha, hal"

Bunter Blinked at him,

“ Blossed if T ean sen anything to cackle at, Bulstrode,
T've got several rich uncles, and & good many titled rela-
tions, and I get my postal-orders from them.”

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

“h, really, Bulstrode—=" . .

“But 1 thought there wasn't a Jetter with this postal-
order,”” suggested Bulstrode.  How do you kuow which
uncle it's from ¥

“Oh, I resopnised the writing, of course.”

“#Phe writing I'* shrieked Bulstrode. .

“Yes, certainly. I suppose [ ought to know my rich
uncle's writing.”

““Ha, ha, ha "’

“What's the matter "

“Ha, ha, ha ™ ; \

And Bulstrode stapeered out of the tuckshop, roaring with
laughter. Billy Bunter blinked after him in astonishment:
he didn't know why his recognition of the handwriting of
his rich uncle should afford Bulstrode so much merriment.

He took up the postal-arder. .

1” ‘gﬂu’m sure you can't cash this, Mrs. Mimble?” heo
nsked,

“T'm sorry, Master Bunter, but I'm fguite sure.”

“If T have to tale it Sown to the village, I ehall spend
it at Uncle Clegg's shop, you know," said Bunter warningly.

“Very well, Master Bunter.”

Bunter grunted.

“71 think you're a most unreasonable woman, Mra.
Mimble. You'll lose one of vour best customers, one of thesa
days, from vour lack of business ability."”

Mrs. Mimble smiled, and returned fo her little pariour,
and Billy Bunter disconsolately left the tuckshop.

i

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
More Postal-Orders.
THERE was & weight upon the mind of William George

LL]

“It's from my

Bunter for the remainder of that evening., His face
was clonded when he went up to bed with the
rest of the Bemove. It was not only that he had no
prospect of raising the promised feast for the morrow, unless
his %rinnds came to his aid -it was not enly that he had
been very roughly treated in his cforts to raise o sub-
seription for the noble and benevolent purpose of eolebrating
his own birthdav, lut he had a postal-order upon him
which was uncashable. He had neéver been in such a situa-
tion before, and he found it most unpleazant,
He had iried to palm the postal-order off on other fellows,

in vain. He had offered it to Gatty of the Sccond Form for
ninepence, but Gatty wasn't toking any. Even Snoop
wouldn't give him sixpence for it. Snoop knew very well
that the postal-order could only be cashed by Bunter

himself, "and s0 he would have to trust it into the fat junior’s
hands for that purpese. And once it was in his hands again,
by Bunter's peculiar mental processes, he would certainly
regard it as his own, and would keep the shilling.

unter was not to be trusted, and so, although he ex-
plained almost with tears in his eves that the postal.order
was as good as solid money, and had Government security
for its goodness, he couldn’t persuade anybody to give him
solid money for it. )

In his mind, Bunter had spent t’hathahilling a dozen times
already. Mentally, he had devoured it in the form of tarts,
in the form of cakes, of doughnuts and table ]E"ﬁ, of cream
puffz and ginger-bread. BSovereigns would not have really
purchased the delicacies Dunter felt he could have had if
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he could only have turned that piece of printed paper into
monby.

But he couldn't.

“GFot rid of the postal-arder " asked Bulstrode, when the
fat junior came into the Remeove dormitory.

Buntar blinked at him reproachfully.

“ No, I haven't,” he zaid. ““If yon like to take it— ™

* Why not send a’wire to your rich uncla?"

¥ Oh, really—""

H¥ou know which one it 135, by the handwriting, yon
know,' asaid Balstrode,

And there was a roar of laughter. Bulstrode had donfided
his little plot to a good many of the Remove, and most of
the others gucased that Bunter was being japed in some
way. But the fat junior naver thought of that himself. Hoe
could never have understood anybody parting with bhard
cash for a jape: and if Bulstreds had confassed to him,
Buntar would probably not have believed a word of 1t

Bunter went to bed in & sulky temper. He was hungry
as usual, and all the more so because he had, as it werg,
six kwopenny tarts, or twelve penny ones, or a dozen buns,
in the form of paper money, which he could not eat. Bob
Cherry's suggestion that he should cat the postal-ordor was
recoived with lavghter by all the juniors excepting Bunter,
who preserved a sulky silence,

Billy Bunter went to sleep after lights ount; few things,
short of sarthquake: and tornadoes, would have kept him
awake, But his sleep was troubled; ho could not help
dreaming of the peostal-order which: he could not turn into
satables. He woke up several times in imaginary efforts to
gonvince Mrs. Mimble that, as a business woman, gshe was
bound to take the postal-order, snd immediately hand out
the required jam-tarcts. Onece he dreamed that he actually
had the tarts, and was ¢nting them; and from this blisaful
vision be was aroused by the clang of the rising-ball

Bunter blinked, and sat up in bed.

No wne looked at him in particular, and a frown gathered
on the brow of the fat junior. He felt that his natal day
ouzht to bo taken some more notice of than that.

i say, you fellows,' he began.

* Itizsing-bell's stopped,” said Bob Cherry. * You'd better

b oup.”’

it | i;ay, it's my birthday, you know."

“Well, you have to got up on a birthday, same as any
other day.” : :

“Well, I think you might wish a chap many ha?py
returns of the day, at all events,”™ said Bunter indignantly.

“ But we don't,” said Nugent  “If you're as much
trouble on all other birthdays as on this one, the fewer you
I:m‘vnD ﬂ:ha i::?lttqr."

*Oh, really—"

% ﬂn}rway,y}'ﬂu'd better turn out,' said Harry Wharton,
# otherwise some prefect will come up and celebrate your
birthday for you with a licking." ]

Bunter drew thre bedclothes round him. :

“1 think I should like an extra little snooze this morn-
ing,” he remarked. **It's protty hard checse if a chap can’t
have an extra enocoze on hiz birthday., Suppose you went to
tha Head and mentioned it, Wharton 1"

Wharton launghed. .

“Got up, Billy, and don't be an ass

Bunter unwillingly turned out of bed.

Ho was the last down of the Remove, as wsual; though
he did the lesst washing in the morning. But as o
roached the bottom of the stairs, Bkinner called out to him.

“ Expecting a lctter this morning, Bunter?”

Yaa rather!” said Bunter, quickening his footsteps.
¥ 15 there one for me?”

Y Y es" :

Bunter came up with a rolling run. .

The lettsr was there, sure enough. It felt very thin, and
when he opencd it, he found that there was nothing insde
but o postal-order. But Bunter would have preferrad a
postal-order to any numbor of letters.

“ My hat " zaid Bulstrede. “It's raining postal-orders.”

Bunter blinked at him. ] _ _ ;

“ That's the beost of having rich relations and hitied
friends,” he remarked. **A fellow is bound to get decent
t-i l‘il:- I
“1s that from your rich uncle?” asked Bulstrode, with
intercst.

" Yea—another rich uncle.” p .

“How ripping, to have a bagful of rich uncles,"” said
Bulstrede. “I suppose you know which unele it is, by the
handwriting."

¥ Yag," said Bunier, blinking at the postal-arder. *It's
gnly for a bob, but that's a mistake; he meant to put in a
pound ons as wall, and make it a guinea. However, this
will do for a snack before breakfast.”

“Mra. Mimble hasn't opemed yeot,” said Trevor, as the
fat junior hurried off to the door.

““ghe'll jolly wall have to open, then.”

And in two minutes Billy Bunter was pounding at the door
of the schonl shor. Mrs. Mimble opened it after some
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minutes elay, displaying the curl-papers which she had
not yet rEmn?ﬁd. aE rwh?[:h were only partly concealed by
B shawl. 8he did not look very pleasad at sesing Bunter.

“ Really, Master Bunter, you should not coma hers befora
the shop i3 opened " she oxclaimed, with asperity.

“I've got a postal-order——"

“I've already told you I cannot cash it." :

“PBut this 13 another ons, from another uncle,” said
Bunter. ‘‘ You must cash this one, Mra. Mimble. The
name of the office ian't filled in." . )

“ Well, give it to me,”" said Mrs. Mimble ungraciously.

Bunter handed her the postal-order.

“I'll have tarts,” he said. " Jam tarts—'

Mra, Mimble uttered an exclamation.

“ T gannot take this, Master Bunter.”

“What! Why?"

“It'a crossed."”

“Crossed I’ ejsculated Bunter.

“ Lock at it ! -

Bunter blinked at the two pen-strokes crossi
ordar from top to bottom, and then blinked at

“Well 7" ha said. .

“Wall,” said Mrs. Mimble impatiently. * When a poatal.
order's crossed, it can_only be paid through a banker. You
ought to know that. It is of no use to me.

“0Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble—-"

Thae dame closed the deor with & slam, .

Bunter stood with the postal-order in hia hand, his fat face
full of dismay. : . .

“Well, of all the rotten things, T think this is about the
rottenest I he exclaimed. * Fancy a chap being loaded up
with postal-orders, and not being able to get any grub.
It’s rotten—it's awful 1" )

Bunter toddled back to the school-houss. Snoop steod in
the doorway waving a letter,

“ That for me " asked Bunter.

 Yes; you overlooked this one.”

“ Oh, good 1™ :

Bunter took the letter—another very thin one. Thare was
a postal-order inside when he slit the envelope. 1t was for
a shilling, and to his great relief it was not croased. )

 Mra. Mimble will take this,"" he remarked, with salis-
faction.

Snoop chuckled as he looked over his shoulder.

“She won't,”” he remarked.

“ Why not 7"’ _

“JTt's payvable to yon at the postoffice in Courtficld.
You'll have to walk to Courtfield to ¢ash it.”

Bunter gave & gasp.

“ Oh, really—" ) ] .

“ Caraless of your uncles,” said Bulstrode, with a grin.
# Another uncle, I suppose?™

“ Ye-es,” stammered Bunter. .

“ Naver knew s chap with sp many careless uncles,” mid
Bulstrode. *You must have brought them up very badly,
Bunter. Ha, ha, ha "

Bunter did not laugh. He had thres postal-orders, and
not one of them was werth a twopenny tart to him at the

regent moment.  Billy Bunter looked at them, and his
eolings were too deep for words.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Todd in Trouble.

LONZO TODD smiled across the table fo Bunter as tha
Remove sat at breakfast, Bunter did not see him, as
his vision was not so extensive, and Todd smiled and
nodded several times in vain. d was overflowing

with benevolence. Todd was called the Duffer of Greyfriars,
and with good recason; but thers wus not & more good-
natured chap in the school, or in the world, for that matter.
Alonze's attemnpts to make himsslf useful, and to do obliging
things, frequently led te disaster, but no one could deny that
his intentions wera all right. ; :

Having failed to attract Bunter's attention l}?ly nodding
and smiling, Todd cast round for othar meana, & had just
realized that it was Bunter's birthday, and Todd felt that
it waa a time to be very friendly. Ha wanted to wish
Bunter many happy returns, and assure him that one fellow
in the Remova, at loaat, was interested in the anniversary.
Mr. Quelch was at the head of the tuble, and in the Form.
master’s presence conversation was not allowed among the
juniors at meals, excepting for such remarks as * Please
pass the salt,” or * Will you have somo bread ™

Todd tossed a bread pill scross the table to Bunter, and
ecanght him on_the nose. It aftracted Bunter's attention,
but. uﬁfﬂ.rtunut.ﬂ]y made him ulter a sharp exclamation.

Mr. Quelch looked down_the table, .
“What i3 the matter with you, Bunter 7" he exclaimed.

0
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" N-nothing, sir.”

“Then why did yon cry out in that absurd way "

“ B-s-something hit me on the nose, sir.”

" Nongense |

“It did, sir. Somebody chucked something at me, sir,”

“hd anyone throw anything at Dunter?” asked Mr.
fucleh, frewning.

Todd blushed,

“1 did, =ir,” he said. ¥*T—Y wished to atiract his
:l.HE.‘_tI:tmn, sir. I was far from desiring to causc him any
bodily hurt or inconvenience, sir. It was not a practical
jokie. My Unecle Benjamin always warned me against the
perpetration of practical jolkes, sir.”

"El'-rum_l old dictionary ! murmured Bob Cherry.

i E:.;lt 15 enough, Todd,” said Mr. Quelch. "%ﬁn’t do it
again,’

“Uertainly not, sir.

*That will do.”

“ But 1 should like to explain—"" .

“ Bilence 1"

“Lertainly, sir, H you desire it, but—""

If you speak again I shall punish you, Todd 1™ exclaimed
Mr. Queleh angrily.

" Punith me, sir!” exclaimed Alonzo, repeating the words,
o curious habit of his when he was startled or confused.

Yo, you absurd bhoy I

" Absurd, sir !

“WWill you hold your tongue, Todd 7™

* Memeany tongue, sir.”

“Teke hfty lines"

“Lines, sair?”

The Remove chucklied, nnd the fellows at the Upper
szrllln 'rg:l::f:ﬂ, next to them, were grinning, teo.  Mr. Quelch
turned pank.

“Todd, be silent at once.

“Hear you, sir?”

“How dare you repeat my words?

"It r-repeat vour words, sie?’

Mr, Quelch rose to his feet, and pointed to the door.

" Leave the room at once, Tﬂddi. You are incorrigible !'?

“TIncorrigible, sir ™

Ld {.-:'D !!l!l
- Todd blinked at him—and went. He took a cup of tea
in one hand, and a doubled slice of bread-anddwutter in the
other. He was willing lo go, but he saw no réason why
he should leave his breakfast behind.

“IPoor old Teddy,” murmured Nugent: ** zlwavs in the
wars! And 1t's all Bunter's fault, of course, as usual.”

"“{th, really, Nugeni——""

* Halle, hallo, hallo !'"" ejaculated Bob Cherry.  “f Look 1™

"“"Ha, ha, ha "

Todd was progressing towards the door, ond he had to
pass the end of the Fifth-Form table.  Blundell, of tha
Fifth, thought it would be very funny fo put out hiz foof
and trip up the Duffer of Greyiriars, and bring him to grief
with his cup of tea.

~ Tuedd did not see the foot; Todd seldom zaw anything till
it was too late, He walked right on to it and =tumbled
helplesely.

Buot the result was not so funny te Blundell a: he had
el et el

“{h " gasped Todd—*' oh, dear ™

He made a wild effort to save his balanee.

He threw out both arms, and the contents of the tea-cup
were flung fairly into Blundell’s face, while the bread-and-
butter sailed through the air and alighted upon the Upper
Fourth table.

Blundeall jumped up with a yell,

The hob tea was streaming down hiz face, and for the
montent Blundell was blinded, and hardly knew what had

happoned,
“Ow! Yow!

“Oh!" he roared.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Tho biter bit,"” grinned Bob Cherry.,

And the Remove roared.

Blundell dashed the tea from his feee with his hande. The
Duffer of Greyfriars had fallen upon his knecs after wildly
stirnbling and staggering to and fro. He slowly regained
his feet, and stared dumnﬁy at Blundell.

“¥ou chump ! reared the Fifth-Former.
ous ase "

“h, dear!™

“ Bee what you've done.”

“(Jh, dear! ness gracious !

“You fathead [

Uneder the circumstanoos—""

Do you hear me I

Yarcop I

“You danger-

How very odd "

“I—I'm so sorry,” stammered the Duffer. “I fell over
omething, you know—there was something in the way.”
He bBlinked round him in search of it. "I cannot sce it now,
bt it was cartainly there, for I stumbled aver it."

Rlundell gasped, and mopped his face with his handker-
chiel. The other Fifth-Formers were grinning at him, s

Tue Magrer LiorAry.—No. 133,

NEXT
WEEK:

attempt to trip up, the Duffer might have been funny, but
Blundell's geiting the tew in his face was funnier.

2 Im so sorry,” said Tedd. *I really think that some
silly and inconsiderate porson must have deliberately tripped
me up with his foot, you know."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

And Todd walked on to the door, leaving Blundell very
wet and very angry and very crimson. Even Mr. Qualeh’s
irmms could not quite suppress the chuckling at the Remove

AL,

Alonzo Todd waited in the hall for the Remove to come
out. Ilec had had only half a breakfast, but he was as good-
tempered and cheerful as ever.

The boys came out of the dining-room, and Bob Cherry
brouglt a folded slice of bread-and-Lutter, with a lmnp of
jam in the middle of it, concealed under his jacket, and he
passed 1t inte Todd's hand.

The Duffer gave him a grateful look.

“That is really very kind and thoughtful of you, Cherry 1"
he exclaimed,

“Oh, rats!” said Bob,

“ But it is, really, you know, and you must allow me to
acknowledge it. My Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon
ne to acknowledge any bencfit 1 received,” said thoe Duffer
carnestly. My Unele Benjamin——="

“ Goeod old Benny ! said Dob.,

“Really, Cherry—--."

" But give him a rest,” zoid Bob kindly.
that 1'nele Rendigo-—-"

" Benjanin,” Todd corrected, mildly.

" My mistake! .H‘mll“m"“ is an estitnable old sport, but onao,
f-'d.nt get fed up with him, you know. Give him a five-bav

vst,

And Dob walked away, leaving Alonzo looking somewhat
perplexed,

“T've no doubt

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Pleasant Prospect for Bunter.

ABRRY WHARTON wore a worried look.

- He signed to his chums to join him as ho went ont

into the Ulose after breakfast for the brief interval till
Morning Praycrs.

“We've got to eettle about this afternoon ! he exelainted.
“ Bunter has invited IY Arcy, and D' Arev'e coming.  We shall
be pled to see him, of course, but it's a difficult pesition, That
young cad has no right to invite people he ean't entertain.
"r'n't:sq?lzi!ght all be cecupred this afternoon, for all he know or
cared.

“ The mightfulness is great.”

“ Fortunately, we are not. We've the time fo look after
guests, but not the tin. I'm in a pretty nearly stony stote™

* Same here,' said Bob Charry.

“The semefulness is terrifie””

“ What about you, Nugent?”

Mugent turned his trousers-pockets inside-cuf.
was eloquent enaugh, without words.

* And Wun Lung’s low down, too,” said Bob Cherry, ' He's
gencrally :i';crt tin, but he's in a low state now, I know, or I'd
Lorraw of him,"”

“*There’s only one chap in the Remove rolling in money,”
MNugent remarked.

“Who's that ¥’ asked Harry quickly. “ If it’s a friend of
purs—"’

“It 1sn'"t."

*'(3h, you mean the Bounder ™

" Yes; Vernon-Smith has come back richer than ever, to
judze by the way he flashes his sovereigns about,”
** 1 wizh he hadn't come back at all,” said Harry, frowning.
He will soon be at his old caddish tricks again, I know that,
But never mind him now. Bunter has asked D'Arey, and he's
coming. He's asked the girls, and they ought to come—
though they wan't, 'm pretty sure, unless they hear from us.
But we ought to manage it."”

* Certainly.”

“To stand a decent fead eosts money, but wo can raise it
if neeessary.  Shall we deeido to do it?"

* Don't see any choico about the matter, if it ean possibly bo
done,” said Nugenot. ** But how are you going to manago
g7

Wharton eoloured a little.

“ 1 shall ask Mr. Quelch to advanee me some of my pocket-
weney,’” he replied,  ** He has said that he would do so ii I
ever needed i€

The chums were silent.

Such a resource was not unknown at Greviriars, but to
Marry Wharton, who had a strong feceling against getting
inta debt, it was peculiarly repugnant. But Bunter’s action
had left him no alternative, .

“Well, it seems the only way,' =uid Bob et last.

“ Looks like it."”

The action
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"4 Vell,” said Dr. Locke, in a portentous, volce, as the four postal orders fluttered from Bunter's pockets.

“ Well, Buofer?”

# ]——1 don’t understand it, sir,”” stammered Hilly Bunter.

“l——I1 gave them to

Bulstrode, and——and he wouldn't give them back!”

et o e p—— - ——

H The onlyfulness is terrifie”
Wharton nodded abruptly.
“Then 'l do it,"" he said.  * That's settled.”

* Bat hane it all,™ satd Noeent, ' it's a bit thick if Bunier
is to score ail alone the line like this, after acting the pgoat in
that way. It will cncourage him to do tt again, tons, when.
ever he wants a feed. He'll only have to ask somebody whose
feclines we don't want to hurt, and ther ha'll get what he
wanis. '

Wharton smiled grimly.

“He'll got more than he wants," he said.  ** Bunter Las
mck his mateh this tima. We're going to stand the fecd
beeruse he's let us in for 1t, but Billy Bunter’s not goiag to ba
there”

“What "'

“ Bunter won't be there ™

“Ila, ha! Not at his own birthday feed ¥

“ [t's not gc}:’u§ to be bis birthday foed.  We'll have the
little party, and DBilly won't be there—and it will be a lasson
to him."’

“ ila. o, ha!”

“ But how will you keep him away " askeds Nagont.  ©“Wild
horses wonldn't d)ra{_; Banter away from a fead, of he once got
on the scent of i£17

" Wo'll have the feed n the open air, as the weather's so
fine,”" said Harry., “We can manage it al frosen. We'll
have 1t ukder the tfees noar the old lower.”’

*Lood ™

“And we'll shove Dunter in the tower, and lock him ap
there so that ho can't get out, and he can have the pleasure
of watching us from the window.'

Bob (Cherry burst into a roar.
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“ Ia, ha, ha!”

Ard the juniors yelled at the idea.

The mere thought of Bunter watehing his own birthday feast
without being able to join in it was excruciating, and there
wis no doubt that it would be a mueh-neede:] lesson to the fat
junior. 1Iis habit of causing an awkward situation, and
leaving it to others to straivhten out, wias one that called for
correction—and if his present scheme had proved o success,
there was not the shightest doubt that he would have repreated
ir offen enough.

Before prayers, Harry Wharton went in to see Mr. Queleh,
and, with unusual colour in bis cheeks, asked him if he could
have an advance on his pocket-moncy. The Form-master
asked hin no guestions, to his great relief, and handed oul
thirty shillings at once, and Wharton thanked him and
cloparted. ;

Bunter was looking for Harry, but lis did not sec hirmy
il prayers. Then ho captured him on the way to the Form-
Lo,

1 sy, Wharton," he exclaimed, tugging at Harry's slecve
—* 1 say?! Have you fellows made any arrangoments about
ihis afternoon yet 7"

“ Yes, said Harry curtly.

“ Thert's poing to be a feed?”

(1} 1".“";.1‘

A e one?

Y H_FLI'-E-I_I.I
S Bunter rubbed his fat hands, and blinked with satlisfac
fion.

“That's the tuna!™
" sutd Wharton.

“Good " ho exclatned,
“ But vou won't be there,
Bunter stared.

A Bplendid Tale of Harry Whartan & Co.
By FRANK RICHARDS. & = ©°



12 THE BEST 3" LIBRARY @ THE “BOYS' FRIEND" 3> LIBRARY.

“Eht

" ¥ou heard what I saul™

*You gakd I shouldn't be thera," said Bunter, in wonder,
“I don't know what you mean, I suppose a fellow ia going
to be at his own birtluday feed ?°

Wharton shrugged his shoulders, and made no further reply.
e had warned Bunter what {o expect, and that was enﬂu}:ﬁ.

The Remove went into the Form-room. My, Quelch was a
few minutes late that morning, Todd leaned over his desk
and called to Bunter.

* Bunter! 1 say, Bunier!"”

Bunter blinked round at lim.

N Lid you call ma, Todd ©'*

i Y-‘:F:.” I understand that it iz vour hivthday to-day?"

" Yes," said Bunter. ** I'm staneing a big foed.”

* Many happ:}.r returns of the day, Buntev! I am so pleased
w be able to felicitate you ! said Todd, beaming. It was
that I wished to do at breakfast this morning. I veally should
ke to help vou to celebrate the occasion in some way.,  1f you
will allow me to give you o word of advice, 1 should not
recommend a feed.  Yon see, you eat too much, and the
preedy habits vou are cultivating may grow on you in later
life, and eause injury to vour health.”

Todd beamed az he gave this good advice. DBunter did not

receive it in & like spirvit. e scowled.
It would be better,” resumed Todd, * to celebeate the date
m o more moderate and temperate manner—say by taking a
long walk—anid the money vou were going to expend on the
ferd you could put in the pooe-box ot church, or towards the
Lifehoat Fund.”

Bunter grunted,

" Don't you think that is n good zeheme, TBunter 7 asked
Todd. **T'm: sure that if wy Uncle Denjamin woers here Do
wonld give you exactly the same counsel.™

* Blow vour Unecle Benjamin 1™

* Really, Bunter——"

¥ And you cun take a long walk thiz afternoon, if vou like,”
amfilpunter; " Yoo jolly well won't come to my feed!™

B | 173 S

“1'm wasting away as it is through want of sufficient
noorishment,” saicdd Bunder. ' If old Queleh id his proper

duty as a Form-master, he'd see that 1 was fed better. Dut
i doesn't care—-"’
TCave, you young ass!”  whispered Harry  Wharton

harricdiy, as the Fornemaster same in.

But Bunter hud his buck turned to Mr, Queleh, and he went
LU

“{Hd Queleli—"

V Bunter [ exclaimed My, Guelels, in o voice of thuncder.

The fat junior jumped as if he lad been shot. 1le swung
round hastily, and stared at the Howoveanaster,

* Wewews, e e rasped.

*Bunter! How dare you?™

* Ye.coos, sir"

“ 8o that j& how you allude te me behind my back !
exclaimed the Form-master, very naturally angry.

Bunter trembled. i

" No, sir! Le exclaimed.

“What! T heard vou!™

" Yoes, ar, but——"

* You alladed to nie as *0ld Queleh,” Bunter 1*

" Oh, no, sir! 1 wouldn't do such a thing!™ gasped Banter,
alarmed by the expression upon Mr. Quelch's face.

* Boy! I heard you!'™

“ Wet ab all, sir!™

“What '

"1t was an—an—an optical delusion, =r® stammered
Bunter. ' 1—I mean a mistaks, sir—a sort of delusion of the
ear, zsir!  You—-you thought—"

'I' l,drsqnct-l_v heard you, Dunter.™

"I'm osincevely sorry, sir, but—hut T couldn't think of such
o thing!™ stammered Bupter, who had a way of floundering
from falsehood to falschood when he was alarmed, [ may
hava remarked that vou were—were clderly, sir—""

" Bunter!™'

" But I conldn’t eall you * Old Queleh,” sir—it wouldn't be
respectfal

It certainly was not respectful’

“There, siv, you oo T was right! I'in so glad you apree
with me, siv!” said Billy Bunter, in a tone of great relief,

“ What! DBunter! | do not believe you are as stupid as you
pretend to be ! exclaimed the Form-master angrily,

* No, siv. I=1I am rather clever, I think, sir.”

" You spoke in o most disrcspectinl wa &

“Oh, no, sir!  I—T wouldn’t, siv! ﬁd soomer speak dis-
respectinlly of my own grandfather, sir! I respect you very
highly, sir. I was only =aying to Todd, as you came in, that
Mr. Queleh might be elderly, but he was a splendid Form-
waater, sie "

* My only hat ! murmured Bob Cherry.

Mr. Quelch looked at Bunter in a very peculiar manner.
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“T wa: poing to excuse your dizvespectful allusion, as I
overheard 1t by accident, Bonter——"" he began.

* Oh, thank vou, siv! You're very pood, sir!” .

“But vour absurd falschoods cannot pass unpunished,
said Mr. Quelch. “Come out herve, Bunier. I shall cana
il A
’ * Cane mo, gir "

“ Yes, Stand out here at once,™

e hL el plmmﬂ, Fiir, 1ty iy hirﬂ'ul:‘r_":l.”

W]l T

“I—I'd rather not be caned on my birthday, sir, if you
don’t mind,” said Billy Bunter diffidently.

Mr. Queleh suppressed a smile 1t was a novel appeal,
atid the coolness of it was guite worthy of Billy Bunter,
But Mr., Quelch was a gpood-hearted man, with a sense of
humour.,

* You may 2it down, Bunter,” he sand curily.

“Thank you, sir!”

And Bunter was very glad to sit down,

i

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Gets Rid of the Postal-Orders.

o ETTER for you, Bunter!™

h Y What 7

“There's ancther letter for vou"
My word i

Letters for Bunter scemed to be raining. The Remove
had left the Forme-room for the morning recess at Joven
u'vlock, and as they went out Bnoop pointed ouat the lotiee
to Flunter in the rack.

BPunter annexed it at onee, and opened 11 on the spot.

“ Postal-order ¥ ashed Nugenr,

“¥es, rather !

“ 1ow muach ™

“Ha, ha ! Another bob I =aid Tam Brown. .

“Well, the bobs mouni g Y eael Bunter. It 1511:1.‘
every chap who gets a repular rain of postulorders on his
birthday., T think my relations are rallving uap PELoveTY
good styla, This makes four bob altogether; asd II.T'["IHIP.'
doubt [ shall get another by every post to-day. 1 think ic's
very decent of my relations gad oy titled Trends 1o thing
of me like this.™

= Avothor unela, T suppose ?'? said Dulstrode, with a gron,

Dauter blinked at the postal-order.

** No; this s from my cousin, Major Bunter,'’
“He's an officer in the—the Lidian army, you Koow,
mnch in society.”

“ And he can only spare you a boli %" said Frank Nagenl,
“Ile should really huave left off bridge one eveming and
gaved another shilling, and——"

* Ha, ha, hal”

“YWhere does he live 77 asked Qgilvy.

“(h, he has chambers in Piceadilly, and a big country
house in—in Shropshire,” said Bunter, in bis airiest way.

** Ilow curioua '’

“What's curtons ¥

“That a chap who lives in Piceadilly and Shropshire
should come to a litide village like Friardale, in this part of
the country, to buy a shilling postal-order,” said the Scot{is=h
Junior blandly.

an EI.. lf!}

**That postal-order was bought in I'riardale Jast night,
as vou can sce by the stamp oo 14,77 saud Opalvy.

Le =airl,

¥oery

(1
“ The major must he staying there,” sawd Ogilve
maliciously, It would be a goad idea for a ot aof us to go

and =e2 him this afternoon, as he's there, and it's o half-
holiday. ™

Bunter Aushed. The major was a figment of hes fertile
imagination=—as the other fellows knew, in point of fact,

T don't think Ee'd like to be disturbed, you know™
etanumered Bunter.  I—1 thionk I'd better cut off to DMrs
Aimble with this postal-order. 1 feel that T ought 10 have
a snack to keep up my strength.”

And the fat junier hurried off, leaving the other fellows
grinning. They hed noticed something about the postal-
order which had cacaped the attention of the short-sighted
0wl of the Remove.

Mrs. Mimble did not loek any too aminble as Bunter pre-
sented himsell with a postal-order in his hand. Bhe was
getting *fed up™ as it were, with Dilly Bunter and his
postal-orders.

T want vou to cash this, Mrs, Mimble," said Bunter, with
econziderable dignitv, “It's a new one. I'm gefting guite
a lot."

Mre. Mimble planced at the erder,

“ I ean't!" <he said curlly,

“Why not?”

Wharton & Co.
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* The name of the post-office at Lavevoci is filled in. You
will have to go there to cash it."

Bunter blinked at the order.

Sure encugh, there was the name of a town five miles at
least from Greviciars, and Bunter knew that the return fars
by railway would be at least a shilling.

“0h, dear ! he munmured.

He loft the tuckshop disconsolately.

* Well,” exclaimed Bulstrode, meeting him, “had a good
feed '™

“No!" grunted Bunter. * Mra Mimble is so unbusi
nesalilee. gh?'ﬂ afraid to take paper money, you see. BShe
won't cash my postal-orders. | suppose you woulda't mind
taking them, Bulstrode **

* Certainly not.”

Bunter brightened up:

* There are four now, and they'te for a bob cach,” he
said. * Here they are."”

“ Bure vou don’t want them !

iE Dh’ :p"ﬁE-H

“*“You want me to take them 7"

¥ Certainly I"" said Bunter, wondering why the jumara
standing round Bulstrode were grinning. * 1 shall be very
much obliged.”

“Oh, all right, then."

Bulstrode tool the postal-orders that Banter held out, put
thom in his pocket, and walked away.

The fat junior blinked after him, and then ren and caught
him by the sleeve,

“ 1 say, Bulstrode, you haven't given me the monay!"" ho
exclaimad.

ic Eh. -?-!'l

* The money "' )

“What money """ demanded the burly Hemovite, with an
expression of surprise. "1 don't owe you any monoy,
Bunter !”

“ The postal-orders, yoa know—it's fbur bob."

 Nonsense !

“ They're a shilling each, vou know,"

“Stuff ! Yon gave them to me!”

‘“ What )

“ And all the fellows heard you say that vou dida't want
them, and that you wanted me to take them!" exclaimed
Bulstrade.  ** Didn't he, you chaps?”’

“Yes, rather I suid Skinner. T heard him !

* And he never said a word about my haoding him any
money, did he?”

“He certainly didn't !

“PBut I—I say—"'

“1t doean't matter what you say now,"” said Bulstrode
loftily., ““lt's too late. You shouid have said what vou
moant at the time."”

“ But—""

“It's settled now."

Bulstrode walked away again, DBunter siared at him in
speeuhl«es& amapzeinent and rage fnr_u moment, and then
bounded in pursuit. Bulstrode guickened his pace, and
Bunter followed, the juniors crowding affer them in great

lae.

E The (wl of the Remove cauzht Bulstrode by the slsave
and stopped him.

“ Are vou going to give me four bob "' he shoutad.

Bulstrode shook his head.

“Will you give me three for them, then?'

¥ Cortainly not !

“ What will you offer for the foar?"

% Nothiog.”

“Then give them to me buck, vou blessad thief I' ex.
claimed Bunter. * Give me my postal-orders! Hand then
over ! Do you hear?' .

“ They're not yours=—they're mine !

“ Loolk hare o

“ Didn't he give them to me, vou fellows "

“ Yes, rather " came the chorua,

Y Give them to me!” shrieked Bunter, clinging to Bul-
strode az he made a moetion to walk away again. | “ Gimme
my postal-orders !

Bulstrode grinned, and grasped the fat jumor to throw
him off. As he throw his arms round Banter, he ezaly
centrived to slip the four postal-orders in o bunch into the
fat jumior’s 1acket poclket, without Luouater boing i the
least aware of the action.

Then he twisted Buoter over and sat him on the ground,
and walked away.

Bunter sat dazed for a moment, and then he leaped up
like a jack-in-the-box, and dashed after Bulstrode, velling:

“ Btop thief !
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THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER
A Little Too Hasty.

w Y poodness ! exclaimed Dr. Locke.
The Head of Greyfriars was stepping out of the
Bchool House, and he stopped o astonishment
aa he heard a shout of * Stop thief!” Bulstroda
was striding towards the house, grinning, and Billy Bunter
Was pn-lalltinEl after him as fast as his fat little legs could o,
and the others crowded after Bunter,

Dr. Locke logked at them in surprise.

M Dear me!" he exclaimed. “ Bless my soul! Dulstrode,
stop ! What is the matter? Dunter, what do you mean?”’

“The Head 1"

1 Ph“w !ll

“ My hat !’

Bulstrode stopped.  Bunter ecame up panfing, and the
other juniors quieted dawn, It was all fun, but there was
never any telling how a matter might end when the Head
got mixed up in it Bulstrode was quite cool, however.

“ Bunter,” said the Head aternly, *‘how dare you call
out such a thing after Bulstroda ™

Bunter panted,

“Let him give me my postal-orders, sic!”

“ What I"'

“ He's got my money !

“* Your money !*

““ Yes, sir.”

Dr. Locke turned his alern glance upon the Bully of the
Romove, Bulstrode met it without flinching.

“ Have you any of Bunter's money, Bulstrode ¥’ asked the
Head.

) Nﬂ-_, E-ir."

 Liar!" ejaculated Bunter.

“¥ou must not use thet word, Dunter."” )

“But he's got 1t, sir—postal-orders.  It's the same thing.”

Dir. Locke frowned.

“ 1 hope you are not merely prevaricating, Bulstrode® ha
satd severelr.  Have vou either monsy or postal-orders
belonging o Bunter?™

“ No, sir”

“It's a lie!" shricked Bunter.

" Bunter !™

“ He's got four postal-ordars, sir. I gave them to him bo
eash, and he didn’t give me any money, and he won't give
them back!”

The Head looked worried. :

“1 cannot understand this,’”” he said. I cannot think
that Bulstrode would keep any moncy belonging fo you,
Bunter." .

"He's got it, sic 1™

“ But——" _

“Have him scarched, sir! .
orders crumpled up in his hand, sic.

“ Open your hands, Bulstrode I"

The Removite obeyed. They were certainly empty.

“Well, he's got them in his pocket, sir,” said Dunter.
# [{e ought to be scarched! He's gol my postal-orders.”

“ I haven't,” said Bulstrode. *It's my belief that you've
got them in your own pocket all the time.™

* Liar !"

“ Bunter !

“Woll, sir, make him give me mg postal-orders 1™

“He's got them himself," said Bulstrode

“T haven'tI"™ _

“Turn out your pockets, and Jet's see” exciaimed
Skinner, who had witnessed Bulstrode™s trick on the fat
junior.

‘* Rubbish I'"" zaid Bunter.
Bulstrode has them [

“Turn out your pockets, Bunter,' said Dr. Locke, * We
inust first make certain that you have not made a mistake’

* But, sir

“Tio as T tell you"

“ Ok, all right, sir!™ )

Bunter discontentedly turned out his jachkel pocketls, Four
postal-orders fluttercd to the ground.

“M-m-my hat!” gasped Bunter,

He picked up the postal-orders,

“Well ?" said Dr. Locke, in a portentous voice, as the
fat junior blinked at cach order in dismay. * Well Buater 1"

“1t's—it's all right, siv!" stammered Buoter.

“ They are your postal-orders?"”

“Ya-g-05 sir." :

“They wera in your pocket all the tume ™

“ Yoor-08, SiC. fsuppﬁw ag,"”

“ And you accused Bulstrode——"

“I—T1 don't understand it, sir. [—T gave ikem ta Bul-
strode, and he wouldn't give them back, and—and—-="

T
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i1

" Tet this be a lesson to you, Bunter, not to make hasty

sccusations,” said the Head severely.

“Ye-e-eoes, sir.’

“And in ¢rder to impress it upon &aur
take a hundred lines," said the Head.
majestically away.

{1 sald Bunter.

. He stood blinking at the postal-orders. The amazement
lm I.-Eis face was so absurd that the juniors yelled with

g hler,

I-1 don’t quite understand ! gasped Bunter. * How
did the blessed things come into my pocket? Bulstrode
knows he wouldn't give them to me.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

" You yoang ass!” roared Bulstrode.
you chump !

L] (Rt

" Ha, ha, ha !

“It—it was a rotten joke,” said Bunter. * You ought to
have owned up to the Head, and got me out of the row,
i it was a jape.”

“ By George, so he ought ! said Qgilvy.

Bulstrode grunted,

“It's all right; T'll do the lines,” he said. Tt comes fo
the same thing, It was teo good a jape to spoil.”

He walked away, laughing. A hundred lines was not a
very heavy price to pay for having made a fool of Bunter
g0 completely, and he chuckled over it. The fat junier
blinked round at the laughing juniors.

“1 say, you fellows, i? you'd like to cash thess postal-
orderg—-""

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I'd lex you have 'em at a tanner each,” said Bunter
generously.

*Thank you for nothing,” eaid Ogilvy.

“Faith, and I'll spring threepence for the lot
Micky Desmond. “Is it a thrade, Bunter, darling 77

“(Oh, really, Desmond——""

“ Four a penny,” suggested Snoop.
thet price

“Oh, reaily—""

Bunter was left alone with his postal-orders.
waunted them, even at the low price 'of sixpence cach,

The juniors went in to resume lessons, and the postal-
orders were still in Bunter’s pocket, and Mrs. Mimble's
tarts and doughouts were still in her shop. And in the
Iw:.-:,:t'!i;_1 of Willlam George Bunter there was discontent and
wrath.

mind, you will
And he walked

“T put thom there,

sa1d
“I'll have them at

Nobody

]

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Vernon-Smith Comes Down Handsomely.

QORNING school wasz over at last, and the juniors were
M frec for the remainder of the dayv; at least, untl
evening preparation, It was a fine summer's afrer-
, noon, and most of the Greyfriars fellows prepared
fo enjoy themselves. Among the rest, Harry Wharton &
Un. were very cheerful. They had made up their minds to
aceept the situation Bunter had thrust upon them, and make
the best of it; and having so decided. there was no reason
why they should not have an enjoyable time. %o long as
Hiunter was not allowed to seore, all would be well, But
uirem that point the juniors were determined. Bunter shoulid
nol be allowed to get into the habit of springing surprises of
thiz sort upon thom.
~ Wharton had plainly warned Bunter what to expect, and
if the fai junior did not choose to take warning, that wos
tis own look out. He cowld not complain that he had nct
been told.

Immediately after dinner, the juniors were busy., A
1zlect party had been invited to the feed, including the
Famous Four, Mark Linley, Tom Brown, Alonzo
Todd and little Wun Lung the Chinee. There were one or
iwo other fellows as well. Theén there wasz to be D’Arcy of
i Jum's, and, of course, the girla- fram ChHf Houre.
Heozeldene was to bring his sister and Miws Clara to the
party. The junior wheeled his bieyele round from the shed
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soon after <inner, and IHarry Wharton gave him his in-
structions.

“Wou'll pssure Marjorie that it's all right, and that it's
not Bunter's pariy,” said Harry., “I know what she thinks
of Bunter.”

Hazeldene nodded with & grin.

“That's all right,”” he said. " I'Il make it ¢lear.”

“And if your sister and Miss Clara come on their bikes,
we can have a spin round and ride home with them after-
wards,” Bob Cherry remarked,

' Good 1
""And mind you den't come back without them,” said
MNugent.

“"What-ho [

“ Perhaps one of us cupht to go and—and help,”’ sug-
pested Bob Cherry, his face suddeniy becoming the colour
of a beetroot.

Mugent grinned.

“Do you wani any help, Hazel?" he asked.

'* Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, I~I only thought 'd—I'd help,” growled Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha!
}.irmelf useful " prinned Nugent.
be obliging."

“Oh, shut up

“Ha, ha, ha!'*’

“ Stop that potien cackling,
hoad " roared Bob Cherry.

Nugent backed away, still laughing. Bob followed him
wrathfully, looking very much as if he would carry out his
threat. Hazeldene laughed, snd jumped on his machine,
and rode away to Chif House. -

Vernon-Bmith had been standing near, and he heard the
talk. A peculiar expression came over his face,

I-L]Eﬂ Miss Marjorie is coming to the feed, Wharton " he
said.

Wharton nodded without speaking.

" You've made up the party, I suppose 7"

" Yes'

“¥You don't want an extra guesti” asked the Bounder,
half-wistfully and half-mockingly.

Wharton looked at him directly.

“ No," he said.  “You're not a nice chan to meet
Marjorie, Bmith, and that's the plain Englhsh of it.  You'll
heéve to change a preat deal before you become friendly
with a girl like Marjorio Hazeldeno ™

“ Bocome more like her brother, I suppose,” said the
Bounder, with a snoor.

Wharton ¢compressed hig lips,

** Hazeldene has his faults,” he said. "' But you can't deny
that you have made him worse since you came to Grey-
friars, and while you were away he's become his old self
You can't expect Marjorie to stand a chap who's
¢xercising a rotien bad influence over her brother.”

The Bounder shrogged his shoulders, and walked away.

Wharton and his chums proceeded to make the arrange-
ments for the tea under the trees.  Vernon-Bmith went
awny in search of DBunter. He found the fat junior in the
tuckshop, trying in vain te induce Mrs. Mimble to advance
hitn anything at all on the seeurity of the postal-orders.

“ Hallo, Bunter !" said the Bounder. in a friendly way
that quite astonished the Owl of the Remove, after the
incident in Vernon-Bmith's study the previeus day.

“ Halle?  grunted Bunter. *“lsn't 1t extracrdinary,
Smithy, that women can't ever get to understand business?
Here's Mra. Mimble won't let a chap have any eredit,
though I've explained to her time and again that the whele
svstom of doing business in modern times i3 built up on
credit, 8he can't see at”

Vornon-Sinith sniffed,

“ And here I've got four postal-orders for a bob each,”
said Bunter, “ and she won't take them as seeurity,”

*T should have to irust them to you to be cashed, Master
Bunter,” said the dame.

“Well, I'd be enly toeo happy to do it, lo oblige you,
WMra, Mimble™

He's understudying Todd, and wants to make
“Ro it, Bob. Go and
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Thwack! Thﬁ_ra-m;r.! Thwack! Yernon-Smith had -;Efuse_u:lu to hold out his hand, but the thrashing across

hls shoulders was much more painful,

== .
i

“ Tut you wouldn't give me the money.”
| “Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble, if you doubt my personal
YUY | ome—

* All the school knows you, Masier Bunter!” _

“It's enough to shake onc’s fah in human neture," said
Dunter pathetically. ' Womnen ought to be gentle, trusting
croalires, oughtn't they, Smith#

“T1 don't know how they would get on in 1he world, if
they were,” said Mrs, Mimble acidly. “ I am afraid they
would be very much swindled by men

“ 0y, really e

" And you owe me a long account already™

Y l3nt that's the old account,” explained Bunter paliently.

“1 know you owe me the money.” ]

“Isn't it extracrdinary, Smithy ¥ said Bunter, appealing
i¢ the DBounder. A woman dJdoesn't understand that
separaie  accounts ought to be kept separate, An old
zecount i5—ig an old account, of course, I want to start
fresh now, on a cash basis, with postal-orders as security.”

“You can talk as much as you like, Master Bunter, but
I know you want to obtain goods without paying for them.”

“Teok here, Mra, Mimble," said Dunter sternly, “1'm
afraid you're a Suffragist. You'll be wanting a vote next.”

b | mll:,' wank my due,”” sapd Mes, Mimile,

“ 17 take those postal-orders off yvour hands, if vou like”™
seid the Bounder suddenly.

“How much will you give me for them ¥ asked DBunter
suspiciously, thinking of the trick Balstrode had played him.
“Face value” .
“0h, really, $mith, that's very decent of you,” said

Bunter. " Hand over !
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Mr. Quelch oniy released him when he deemed he had been
sufficiently punished,

e

Vernon-Smith threw four shillings upon the counter. To
tucked the postal-orders corelessly into his II.'M'_'II{EI-{M‘_. To the
Bounder of Greyfriars, the son of the millionaire cotton
king, four shillings more or less made no differcnce,

Bunicr's eves plistened at the sight of the hard cash.

He Emmediutf:ﬁa proeceded to pive orders, :

* 1 suppose you're laying in things for the feed tlis after-
nnon " supgested Vernon-Smitd,

Bunter hesitated. ) _

“ Well, no," he said, ** I'm just going to have a snack now,
=0 that I ean keep ap my strength, 1o g{:t.---_:.'r—rl::m]:.-' for th.l?.
feed, vou know. You know, I'm jolly delicate, and I can't
excrt myself without taking some nourishment.” 1

“ Wharton was saying something about it's not being your
foed this afternoon,” the Dounder went on.

(b, that's all rot, of course,” said Bunter, through o
mouthful of turt. * It's only the jealousy | always get in iny
own =tudy.”” ) o

** Marjori¢ Hazeldene is coming ™ . )

“What-ho! She wouldn't ba Likely to miss anything where
I was present "' said Billy Bunter, with a smirk.

“ (h, wouldn't she?" )

" No, fear! Bhe likes me, though she keeps it very !I:tr:f::
from the other follows.  Just io Ioak on, vou'd think she didn’t
care o bit about me.  But 1 know em ! ]

“ (O, you know ‘em, do you?’ said the Doinder con-
temprtuously. . .

Bunter erammed another tart into his mouth,

Y Yeg, rathor,”” he satd, * I know "em! Groo!”

He choked a little over the tert,  Such cextremely large
mouthfuls did not apree with conversation,
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The Bounder watehed him with a contemptuous smile, but
Bunter was too shorb-sighted and too cceupied with cating to
obserse that, so it did not trouble him.

“¥hen it really is your party, and Miss Hazeldenc is
poming """ asked the Bounder of Greyfriars slowly.

i "
Yes, of course.  These tarts are prime!™

[t did not oceur to Billy Bunter to offer Vernon-Smith one.
Ha bolted them as fast as e could cram tham into his mouth.

“You wers suying something yesterday about wanting wme
$o come,” Vernon-S3mith said, after a pause.

. 4 ]ﬂfb well don't want you to come ' 2uid Bunter. ¥ You
rofused to make me a small loan, though I told you that I
had a poetal-order coming. Yeu've seen some of the postal
orders for yourself now. You may believe me another time.”

* Lock here, I'll come !’ said the Bounder. “ And I'll stand
B soveraign towards the feed 1" y

Burter®s eyves opened wide behind his spectacles.

“Wall, that's coming down protty handsome, Smithy ! he
remarkod. “OF couree, I should only rogard it as a lnan.”
i ¥om ean regard it as you like' said the Bounder.

Thore's a soveroign for you, if you hke, if I am one of the

“ You can arrange it? What about Wharton ™
"I sappose Wharton's not going to dictate to me who [
mmvito to my own party !’ said Bunter contemptuously.  ** Nice
state of things that would bel  I'm poing to have who I
like, of course. [ shall take you as a particular friend of
o,

;'I suppose it will be all right?"

‘ Of course it will bo all right! Where's the sovereign?

Vornon-8mith laid a sovereign on the counter.

Ba:;:.ﬂr'a n;;fi-: g‘lm:imed.l e

* Tharks," he said. “ I'll ordor the things now. Wharton
snd the others are 'nq to stand some gruﬁpmd batween ns
wo'll make a good show.*”

* Where 1s the fead to be Licld ¥

“I haven't decided wet,” 3aid Bunter, with an air of dee
considaration. ** Ag it looks like kecping fine, I may T
to have it al fresco—cither that, or in the wood-shed—hbut T'lI
let you know.™

“* At what time?"*

W ell, four o'clock. That's carly far tea, T know, but
U'm sure I shall ba hungry."

h“ All nght,* said the Bounder; and he quitted the tuck-
shop.

nter picked up the sovorcign, and bit it, and rang it on
the counter. He blinked at it, and lis cyes gloamed ot 3t It
was very acidom that Biily Bunter had & piece of gold.

“My word!” mugmored DRunter.  *That chap muost be
rolling in money! Of course, he's the son of a millionuire. [
wish-ray father was a mitlionairc—1 don't sce why he can't bo.
It's o dufy iathers owe their sons to got rich, 1 think., I'd
swap paters with Smithy if T could. Now, [ wonder what I'd
batter expend his sovereign ont™"

Bunter’s ¢ye roamed over the tuckshop.

He waa gotting to the end of four shillings’ worth of rofresh-
ments, but there were many things thore to tempt hime
Bunter's appetite was like the little brovk of which the poot
tells us—it went on for evor.

“ Ferhaps ['d bettar have a snack first," he murmuared.
“ Mrs. Mimble, I'il try the pincapples now.”

“ Certainly, Master Bunter!” said the dame, with much
moro cordiality in her manncr when she saw the glimmer of
gold in Bunter's fat fingers.

Bunter tried the pineapples, and he tried somothing elze,
and something else, and so on—and so on—and su on—till
Vernoo-Smith's sovereign melted away like snow in the sun.
Bunter was feeling very fat and full—and, in fact, a Lttle
uneomfortable—when he stageored from the tuckshop at last;
and then it ocourred to him that he had not, after all, faid in
any supprlies [or the afterncon's celebration.

“ But I suppose Wharton's seeing to it,” he murmured,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Arthur Augustus Arrives.

HARTON was, as a matter of fact, sceinr to it.

Wharton, Nogent, and Bob Cherry woro making all

the arrangements for the fecd—arrangements that did

o not include William George Bunter, or his particelar
friend Herbert Vernon-Smith,

Meanwhile Inky was, howoever, muking an arrancoment for
Bunter. In a room of tha old tower, overlooking at 2 distance
tho spot selected for the piende, Hurree Jamact Ram Singh
examined the old barred window, and fitted a key in the lock,
leaving it in the outside of the door when he quitted the
old towor.

He rojoined his chums with 2 grin upon his dushky fo 5.

“ Al iﬂﬂm:&?" asked Whurhmg o shy features

“ The screnefulneas is terrific, my worthy chum " murmured
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the Nabob of Bhanipur. ° Wheon the estecmed pig is in the
ronm, and the door is lockfully sceured on the outiul side, Lo
will ba as helpless os the estecined fy in Lthe alegant and
honourable we{; of the industrious spuder.”’

Wharton lauglued.

“ What about the window ™

* The barfulness of the window 15 terrific.

“ Glass thore?™

“Yes. In the honourable room I have selected there is
erlags, too far outside the esteamed bars for the honourable
rotbor to reach 1t to break i8."

“Good! Then if he yells we sha'n't be able to hear ¥

* Exactially.™

“We don't want the girls alarmed by his yasuping—or
D’Arcy cither, for that matter,” Harry Wharten remarcked.
“ We'll excuse Bunter to themr—say he can't possithly come,
and he's very sorry—ihat will be the cxact truth.”

“ Ha, ha, Lg!"

** The ha-ha-fulpess is torcific.™

““ Halle, hallo, hallo ! exclaimed Bol Cherey.
Bunier!'

* 1 say, you fellows——""

“You look as if you had been celobrating your birthday
already,”” said Harry, eyeing the junior’s shiny fat face with
extreme disfavour. .

Bunter's cyca were rolling a littls, and his specch was slow
—oven he was showing and feeling some of the cifects of
over-aating for once.

“I—I've had 8 snack” murmurved Donter. [ shall be
guite ready for the feed at four o'cloclk, though."

“When?" ashed £,

“ At four o'clock. Yre fixed four o'ciock for the facd.”

“My word! Have you, really

:: Yes. We'll have it in the woodshed.™

Indeod ™

“1 hope you fellows ore laying in nlenty of grub? said
DBunter, eycing them dubiously. " [—1 don't feel \'n.‘.-rgil
hungry &t proseot, but I shall at four o'clock. ut, o
course, I'm not thinking of myself. It won’ do to lat the
gueats zo away hungry.™

“If you want a feed, you can lay in the grub yossself,”
surd MNupent.

“Oh, really—""

“We're going to give a feed bo the guests you'va invited,
but only because you won't, or can't,” zaid Harry Wharton.
“You won't be there.”

T Of course, 1 shall be at wy own birthday fced.
bringing & friond, too. "

* Didn't know you had onc. Who is g7

“ Bmithy.”’

Wharton frowned.

 YWoernon-Smith
exelaimed.

* 1 suppose I can invite who I please to my own party *'"
said Bunter, with dignity. * You're taking zltogether too
much on yoursalf, Wharton! You fellows are assisting me
in o small way in providing provisions and that sort of thing,
you know, but I ecan’t have you tzhing the whole matter out
aof my hands.”

“ O, chocse 161"

“ But I say, you fellows—— Well, of all the rulde bersts—
walking away while I'm talking! [ say, you fellows—""

But the fellows ware pone.

Billy Bunter rolled down to the gates, and rested wpoa a
beneh under the elm-tree there.  After his great oxertions in
the tuckshopn, he felt inchimed for a rest. He wanted to eest
D"Arcy os soon as he came, too.  That the chums of (he
Bemove had an idea for exeluding him from the feast b
now knew, but i he were earciul to stk close to DYarsy,
they could hardly do anything openly. Appearances woild
have to be kept up before the fallow ?mm St. Jim'y

But the afternoon was warm, the hum of the insects drowsy,
and the corner wheve the bench steod was quiet and
secluded.  Billy Buater soon fell asleep as he sat there, and
his head dropped forward, and ke became quite oblivious to
all that was nassing round him.

Alonzo Todd came down to the gates a Little later.  Hae
knew that the ChFf House girla were coming, and he wanted
to greet them when they areived.  Huarry Wharten & Co, wore
busy, but Todd wag at iberty, and, as usual, only too ready to
be oblizing—besides, politeness to the superior aex wus o
strong point with Todd; his Uncle Benjamin had always
mnpressed upon him the necessity of it.

A youth of about Todd's own age came down the shady
tapne froin Friardale, walking on the belt of grass beside tho
road. Todd glanced at him with inkorest. Ho was a2 mioat
clopant youth to look at. From the top of his silk hat to the
tips of his gleaming boots, from his fancy waisteoat to lis
oyeglass, he was a picture of clegunce. Ho had an oayy,
graceful wallk, too, and exeellently as he waa dressed, thors
was nothing ** dressy "' about him=—nothiog to indicate that e
wore things because they were expensive. Todd locked at

“itera's

I'm

won't ecome—1've told him 80! he
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him as he came along, and the stranger jammed the eyeglass
tighter into his eye, and looked at Todd, and stopred. )

“Bai Jove! said the stranger. “ Heah'es Gweyiwiahs
apain !’

“* Yee, this is Groviriass” said Todd.
hﬂ:ﬁr?::

“ Bai Jove! [Ta, ha, ha!"™ : X

“ Really, T do not seo anything to laugh at in that remark,”
gaid Tedd, puseled.  * If you are » new boy, I should be ver
happy to bul you weleome, and to show wou over the school,
amn<l befriend you in every way., My Uncle Benjann a]w&:;a.
told me that | should be veory considerate towards a new hoy.’

“Tai Jova! Your Uncle Benjamin is a bhwick, I should
eay '™ remarked the stranger. ' And you arc anothah bwick
ddeali boy! Dut 1 am not a new hoy, I am an old hu}r—sm‘f
That iz why [ weparded your wamark ss funnay.™

“Oh, 1 sea!™

“My name is D'Arvey,” cxplained the eclegant yﬂqt-'h—
“ Arthur Augustus I¥Arey, you know, I'm fwom St Jim's.
My twain’s just come in, and 1 thought I would walk fwom
the station, you know. There scems to I:.'ﬂ only one cub n
Fwighdale, you know, and I looked into i, bui bai Jove, L
was afwaid it would soil my beastly clothes, don't you koow,
eo T wallked ! O eourse, it was a wotten fag, but it’s wathah
a fag to cxist at all, isn't it¥" .

* Tlow very ndd,” saidd Alonzo. ¥ It never Ft[‘luc]-r._mel:ln that
ligitt. before. My Unecle Denjamin says that hife is i:_'irf‘t‘t to
:::tl Lo 31_1&!-::: ourselves usclul, and to do obliging things to
athers,

“Pal o Jove! T should
Benjanin——"

My Llmgles ﬂq-nj.'uuil'l-”

“ Yoans, of eour=e —vour Uncle Benjamin,” apreed TV Arey.
“ As [ wornarkod before, he is o bwick, 1 wegaed his wemarks
as amaringly sorsible, Bal Jove, here comes a lot of wolten
evelizse kickin® wp o dust ! Flow beastly !

Tlhroes ridars ﬂlh'ﬁ-!h"— eame sweepning down the lane.  There
wis cortainly a considerable amount of dust kicked up by
the tvres.  Thoy were coming along ot o good speed, too,
IV Arey stepped towards the gatewany of Greyfriars to get
cud of the dust.

g e Y exelnimed Todd.

“Eh? Fwiends of vours?

“ Certainly.”

*Then T witiddwaw my wemark abont wotten evelists, and
apidori=e, " sald Arvtlne Anguztuz, "' L2 all wight.”

“They're Haweldepe and his sister and Mizs Clara,” ex.
pravinel “Fodd.

“1ial Jove! Aro they weally??

P Arey turned back imto the road again.
camo up with a whiz, and put on their beakes. Todd raw
Forwianed to greet them as they stopped, and, of course, huniped
arainst [P Arcy it wouldn't have been Todd if he hade's
o] someahdy, At the same moment Hazeldene jumped
oil Niis meneehine, just as Todd bamped TP Arcy tﬂ“‘-‘il‘dﬁ liirne,
The two met with a bump, and both utteved startled vells,
amd stumbled over. [hoeeldone's machine weni down with
clatter, and Flareldene and Arvthue Augustus IV Arvey sprawled
aevoss 11, and Marjorie and Clara just jumped clear in time,
or they would have added thenselves to the heap.

e —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nugent's Things are Useful,

Y Are you 4 new

lika to meet your Consin

LE

“They'ro coming !

e Al Jove 1™
“{h, dear!”
“{iood pracious!” exclamed Marjorie, giving ler
maching to Clara, and running 4o the aid of the two
jumivrs, ** Lot mo bhelp you up”
“0Oh " eroancd Todd,
Ile was embracing the front wheel of Hazeldene's machine,
Hyralodone was eanbraeineg the back whoeal, Arthor Angusies
LV Aoeey was eiving hbowesclf up with the chain and a twisted

precla L ¢ —
* Gweat Seott !’ he exclanped, sitting up dazedly, ** What

has lappoened, deal boys??

LE] {}“r ::I!'

i E'-ﬂ"."r' !":

* Weaily, you know—1

Marjorte took one of the elegant junior's delicately-gloved
hands and helped him to Iz feet. With the other hoand
I Avey groped for his eyoplass, and janmned it into his eve.

“1ai Jove! Ifow vewy kind of you to azssist me, Mics
Marjowie I’

"j] hopa vore are nod buoet”’

“Yans [ feah I am a little bit injahed, but it 15 nathin’'
pasped 17 Avey. 1t was worth while for the plessush of
bein’ helped up by you. deah gal.”

Marjorio emiled. * ¥ Arey was nothing if not gallant. Tf
he could hove seen hireself in the glass ob that moment, how-
ever, even Arthur Augrustus [}‘Eru}' might have doulbited
whether it was worth while to take such a tumble for the salin
of being helped up by Marjorie,

Y Avey's handsome silk topper was on the ground, and the
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bike-was on the topper. One of the pedals was through the
crown of it. [ Arey's elegant jacket was a mass of dusk
and rents. The light coat he had been carrying gracefully on
his arm was a sight to see, His trousers were crumpled and
dusty, his waistcoat raompled, his boots scratched. It seemed
amaxing that so much damage could be done in a single
tumble. But Todd and Hazeldene and the bicycle had all
dono their share. ) .

Hazeldene serambled vp, His face was black with wrath,
Todd was still embracing t]"u!‘:u biko wheel as if it were a friend
ha had not seen for o lone tune.

“{hw 1" he groaned. M Tleip ! X .

101 help vou, vou clumsy ass!" said Mazeldene grimly.

“T'mi—I'm 20 zorry—"' )

Hazeldene prasped the Duffer of Grayfriars by the back of
the collar, digging his knuekles well into Todd's neck, and
dvnoreod him off the bike. * Todd clung confusedly to the
mackine, and dragged it hall up, and then let go, and it fell
to tho ground with a clang and a clatter. =i

“ Ow " pasped Todd, * T=—=T'm chok-chok-choking [

Hazeldene thook him zavagely.

“What did von upset us all for®”" he roared.

* Upzet you?’ panted Todd. .

“ Yes, you ass! What do you mean by 14?9

“Mean by it?™

“I¥d you do it on purpoze?”

“0n purpose?” . )

*Vou blessed parrot!” roared Hareldene, shaking him.
“ Iy Georpe—"" )

“Huarel " exclaimed Marjorie, 1n alarm.
please I

* Ben what the giddy ass has done

“Yes, but—"' . .

“I"'m sure 1 only meant to be obliging,” exclaimed Todd,
jerking himself away from the furious [lazeldene at last. "1
ranlly do not know how it happened, T'm so sorey 1

MTazellens znorted o

“Well, perbaps vou’ll oblize next by wheeling my bike in,
and then mending it,”" he exclaimed. " The ecrank’s bent and
the pedal twisted, You utter ass!”

* Reallv. Hazeldene—="

* Yaas, wathah! T must say T weeard {he chap as an uttah
axs ! sppd I Avey, jommiog his eyeglass into his eve and
surveying the dusty and remorseful Alemzo, 1 weally
do not know why he shoved me into the jizzah in that absurd
tanmnah.”’

Tt was an accident,”” said Marjorie,

“1t's 2 way Todd has,” said Clara.
sonehody he would feel that he had wasted a day.
v, Todd®?

“Oh, really, Miss Clara, I—" ]

“ Nevuh mind,” said 1Avey. 1 certainly feel wathah
dustay and wag ed, amnd T g weally ashamed o ﬁ]’;:]haﬂh 1
vour pwesence, deah gals, in sueh a shockin® state, sheould
e vewy ploased if Hazeldene would take me in and bwush
hie'’ _

“Coma on!’ sawl Hareldena.
Todd, It will have to be earvied in.
amed wen't go vound™

* Oh, certainly, Hazeldene, I shall be very pleased to do
anvthing T can. I'm zo sorry —-"'

“h, rats!"

Hazeldene walked in with the girls and IV Arev. There was
e orosh of footsteps, and Harry Wharten & Ceo. came to meet
TR Iiiﬂl.' Bunter, u:}mp]etﬂ irnorance of the fact that
the puestz who were supposed to be hiz had serived, slept
on on tha beneh onder the shade of tho hiz elm.

“Eo glad to see you, Marjorie, nnd Clara,”” excluimed
Whavton, " Anmd vou, too, DFArey. You've ull arrived at
the =ameo time, I see. No acoidents, T hope.”

Ho slanced at I"Arvev's battered silk hat, which the swell
ef 81, Jiw's was carrving in his hand.

“ Oaly the Duffer ™ growled Hazeldena, ' Ile "Il“""*"'-t us all
a4 thae gate. D'Avey wants o clean up, and if anvbady's got
a topper to At him he'd like the loan of one ™

*“*¥aas, wathah! It's too bad te give =o mnch twoubls,
Lut, vou soo——""

“ ['m sorrw,” zaid Harry., * The Duffer is awfully dangerous
when he gets loose,  We always keepr an eye open for Alonzo
Tedd., Ceome this way, DFArey.”

Hareldene took his sister and Miss Clara inte the housa.
Wharton marched IPArcy off to the Remove dormitory to
ot him cleaned up, and stayed thera to help him. The swell
af Bt Jim's washed himself carvefully, and Harry Urashed
iy down, but the signa of thoe disaster were not easily
ramovad from his elegant attive.

IYArey took it cheerfully, but it was evident that the
catastrophe weirhed wpon his mind a little,

“Try one of Nugent's etlk hats,” £aid Wharton generously.
“1lo hios o new Bunday one—he's just taken the other inio
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?j-:l?{:rda{ use. I remembor that he takes just vour sirze,
rey. "

Tho swell of 3t. Jim's looked relisved.

H ?hank you vewy much, deah boy !’ he exclaimed. I
should have been quite willin’ to go awound in a eap if you
would have lent me one, but I must eonfess that I should feal
more &t home in a t-:npimh on an important occasion like this,
and in the pwesence of two charmin’ ladies.”

Wharton smiled, and opened Nugent's best hat-box. D' Arey
tricd the hat on before & glass, und looked satisfiéd.

*It's weally vewy nice,”” he remarked. ' Not exactly thae
lateat thing in bwims, pewwaps, but vewy pood indead. I
shull bo able to wear this hat with & gweat deal of pleasuah,
deali boys." ,

VS0 glad,” caid Harey, “Will you have some collars, too

-—I—-Iﬂmfrun & collar, of eoturse. T sow a speck of dust on
ot

D’ Arcy looked alarmed,

“Did you weally, deah hoy?”

" Yes, it's there, right enough,” said Wharten, with per-
tect ﬁr.@wty. * A whole speck—no mistake abour ig1”

"Bui Jove! I wegard it as awfully good-natured of vou
to point it out, old fellow. Yaas, I shall be vewy pleased
indeed to bowwow a clean collah if you have one mv siza.
Yaas, E]u..:f-m arg all wight. :

“ They're Nugent's," said Harry. * Use themn as FOIL Own,
my dear fellow.  Everything's at your disposal. Try Nugent's
Enmln:.: tacket—he's mueh about vour size, you know, and
yum‘ﬁ i3 J’m-:rrn at- the elbow and the side.”

U Bal Jove, so ibis! T will twy Nuovent's jackat with rwent
pleasuah, dean boy. Pway hold it for me.” =

'I;H&rn l}-qﬁi are!"

arry held tho jacket ready, and D'Arcy sli inta if,
gid he looked at the result in the rrlass withp-:?ggaiderub!a
satizsfaction,

“ Bal Jove! This is weally vewy zood of Wi !

:‘ Mot at a1l oy dese R_ng‘” ¥ B you, WWinarton.

I anp os0 Nugent won't mind his things bein® used up in
ATIE wa%'-’ *

* He'll enjoy it."

H Vewy well, then”

And Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. elothed, and in his right
mind, 30 to speak, descended with Harry Wharton.

e ——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Guests,
“ AW.AW-Aw
That was the first remark of Willinmm George Bunter
a3 sleep rolled from his eves, and ha opened them
. and blinked. He put his hand to his glasses, which
had slid down his nose during his nap, and put them into
tlaeilr1|:-lam. Tlen he blinked again.

'Ii;“i leen us]iag&p,l” hei;emtmmrmd. “I wonder if m
guests havo come? I'm inning to feel |
h'{;:;der -.\h?i: t}?ﬁit]'mﬂ is?* BIRIETS HRET bom.

e rose trom the bench, yvawned apain and sirot irn-
self, and rolled away. He blinked %rm at th;[ﬁuiﬁﬁl:::
but Le ¢ould not see the times, even with the aid of his

E*J;EQ]M' Ho culled to one of the juniors passing in the

“I say, Russell—"'
::El.laﬂp."l' replied Bulstrode, =to Difge

“ Wha.l’t.:';r:tht; iﬁ?:é?ﬁujﬂrﬂdﬂ- said Bunter, blinking at him.
* Quarter-past four,””

The Owl of the Remove jumped.

“ What!"" he roared.

Bl{{?i;‘;}t’lf n;:ggsuﬂ‘ed his watch.

Y Well, to be oxact, sixleen minutes pas " L

" Are you expecting another letter? past four,” he replied.
: Yos, l3nt it 1sn't that—""

“T.'Itum 5 one for you iT_l the rack "'

i m]:r:;-?}wl. i5 there? I'm expecting a postal-order from my
" Oh, an aunt is_it, this time?” asked Bulstrods. soinnin
“¥Yes, but— Han? it all, T've no time to n:mtff: talkiﬁfv.

My birthday feed's at four, und I'm late. Ob. dear!™ i
And Buntet cut off. He looked round and up and down

tor Harry Wharton & Co., but hoe could not see them, Ha

toddled round to the wood-shed, but thero was vertainly no
feast on there. Save for Trotter, the page, chopping wood
the shed was empty. Bunter rolled bach to the howtss, and
as he went in he stopped to take his lettsr from the racgl:,

Several fellows wanted to know what was in it.

“ih, only wnother postal.order,” said Bunter Oponing
tha letter, '

G"_lFur a hundred pounds this time, T supposs ¥ suggesiod
rilvy,

“Oh, really, you know! It's only a bob, but bobs mount
un. Thia s the fifth."”
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 But you can't eash ‘em ! grinned Bulstrede.

Bunter biinked ar him.

“Can't I, though " he retorted.
He blinked at the postalorder. “H'im! This is mado
payable to me at Stapleton, Whare's Stapleton 1

“ Five mile wall,” grinnad Skinner.

“IH'm! I suppose one could go by rail 7

¥ Eighteen-ponce return.”™

“H'm! I shall have to get Smith to cask it, then

Bulsteode laughod.

' Yes, [ can gee Bmith taking your worthless bits of paper
w1 don't think " he remarcked. ]

* That's where you're mistaken ! said Bunter, “TIt's a Lit
careless of my rich aunt to make this postal-order pavable
in 3taplaton; but I can manage it through Smith. le's
cashed iy other orders.”

Bulstrode gave a sort of jump,

“What "' he exclaimed.

I dun’t see anything to be surprised at in ithat, Bulstrode.
The posial-orders were worth good money, as soon as they
could be cashed.”

* But—hut ——"*

¥ 30 Hmith cashed them, and he'll cash this——  Ilaro he sl
Ernit'p}'. old man, will rou cash another postai-order for
me ¥

“ I've heen looking for you, Tunter ! exclaimed Smith, ns
he cama up, a Lttle out of temper. “ It's long past four
o cloel,™

*That's 2]l right! Will you cash—

“IWhat about the feacg?'"

“That's all right, I teil you! Will vou cash this postal-
order? My aunt's made it payshle to me at the post
office in Stapleton, so——"'

“Oh, give it to me!"” said Vernon-Smith impatiently,
talkeing out a shilling, '

Bulstrode uttered an angry exclamation.

“¥You utter ass, Smith ! he exclaimed.
cashing Buntar’s postal orders for him "

“¥es. Why not? said the Bounder.

“ You as5!” roared Bulstrode. * You've been spoiling a
gond jape, that’s all 1"

*What de you mean "

"I was planting those postal-orders on Bunter for a
Japa, you chunp ! Now yvou've mucked it all up

‘:‘]Dh,”really, Bulstroce, they came from my rich unclos
an

“¥ou fat chump! They came from Friardale post-
office, and I bought them all last evening, and addressed
them to you!" retorted Bulstrode. * Mr. Coots promised to
pu-_stDIi!ilrall:n to catch different posts for me.”

“ And to hear the young ass roll out lies about his uncles
and aunts ' execlaimed Ogilvy., “ And he Lknew which uncle
and which aunt by the handwriting, too !

“Ha, ha. ha!™

Bunter’s face was a shudy.

Vernon 3mith smiled as he tossed over the shilling to the
fat junior.

*Well, if may have been funny, but it szems to me that
Bunter scores—he’s had the money !"" he exclaimed. * Comae
on, Buniy ™

* Ramember me to your rich uncle,’” said QOgilvy, as the
fat junior walked away with Vernon-Bmith.

“And me to the major, begorra!” exclaimed Micky Des-
mond.

* fa, ha, ha!"

Bunter’s fat face was erimeon. He did not speak till he
was out in the Clese with his companion. Then he stole a
glance sideways at the Bounder.

“ (M coume, that's all rot " he remarked.

The Bounder pnodded carelessly.

*“What about the [eed?” he asked.

" Bulstrode was only rotting,  OFf course, T know the hand-
writing of my own uncles and aunts, Smithy*

“Blow your uncles and auntz ™™ said Smith.  * What
about the feed? Did you lay in the grub with the TOvereig:
I gave you?"’

“Yeaoeens, [ did

“ Whora i3 it, then?"

“It"s in a-a safe place.” said Banter, hesitalingly.  But
the feed is-——1a a diffcrent anatter. Wharton's getting that
up. I—i've really given him a free hand in the matter.”

“Well, where i3 t?  You said four o'clock, and it's get.
ting near half-past now.”

“I'in not quite aure

“Wasn't it to be in the wood-shed 2™

“ Ve-gopa,  But—buat we changed the plan afterwards,”
said Bunter. * We—we dacided to have it somewhere slaa
instead. You- you see, the wood-shed 1z -is rather draughty,
and—and besidea, Chopper iz trotting wood there—I—1 moan,

“ That's all you know 1"

T

* Have you been

A Splendid Tale of Harry Wharton
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Trotter is chopping wood there, and—and it wouldn™t be fair
to interrupt him.™

Vernon-3mith stared blankly at DBunter.

“ What arc you talking about?” he demanded.

o I—-I—;}fﬂu seg——""

“1 don't see! Is the fecd put off 7' demanded the
Bounder angrily.

" Weil, not exactly put off,'' wpid Bunter, cautiously.
“You—you wouldn't say exsctly put off, you know,”

Vernon-Bmith stopped and stared direc:t%,' at Bunter. The
fat Jlmlm-r showed a decided disinclination te meet his eyes.

“ Look here,” said the Dounder, * whai do you mean?
If ihe feed’s put off, say so in plain English, and hand back
that sovercign.  You can have it apain when the feed's
coming off. I'm not parficular as to the date, so long as
it does come off, and U'm there to meet vour other guests.”

Bunter wriggled.

g ”f you're going fo make a fuss about a sovereign,

rmth 5

Y Well, whera iz 1t47

“I—I've put it in a safe place, Smithy. I—T conldn’t
very well earry it about with me, vou know, under—under
the circumstances,” said Bunter. “It wouldn’t have hesn—
been peossible, You see, Mrs, Mimbie i

** What has Mrs. Mimble to do with it 7

" Nothing,” said Bunter promptly,

* But you said——"

“Well, you see, I just—just zaid—ahem---well, in fact,
you know, I—I think the feed’s coming off in the study.
T've lost sight of Wharton for the moment, yvou see, and I’'m
rather out of touch with the arrangements,” said Bunter
desperately.

*The feed's not coming off in the stady ! said Vernon-
Smith geimly., "I looked inte the study %ﬂr you just now,
ani there was nobody there.”

* Oh, no, of course there—there wouldn't be "' said Bunter.
“I was referring to Bob Cherry’s study—No, 1I3—vou know.”

“There’s no one there, either.™

“No, I—T suppose not-——  Halle, here’s Todd!" ex-
claimed Bunter, in relief.  ** Let's ask hitn if he's seen
Wharton. Tadd! I sav, Todd ™

The Duffer of Greyfriars stopped obligingly.

" Yes, Bunter?” he said, with lis cheertul ned., © Yes?
What can I do for you? I have just been trying to mend
Hrzeldene's bicyele, but the result seems to be hardly satis-
factory. ¥ou see, I know very little about bicycles, and
even good intentions, 1 am afraid, do not wholly make up
for lack of knowledge in matters of delicate mechanismn.
But 1 will have another try presently.”

" Have vou seen Wharton 777

" Yes, certainly.”

" Where did you see him #*

“In the gym."

" In the gym. " repeated Billy Bunter, in surprise. * You
don’t mean to say that they're giving the feed in the gym. ¥

O no! I think net.  It's some time since | saw him,
you sce, explaimed Todd., * About an hour, I think.”

" growled Bunter.

“ You ass!

" Really, Bunter——"

*1 want to know where Wharton is now,” cried Bunter.

“Oh, 1 see! VYou didn't say o, you know. I am sorry
I can't give you any information on that point,” said Todd
recretfully.

Bunter snorted and walked on with the Bounder. The latter
was growing very impatient. It-looked as if Dunter was
net going to be present at his own birthday feed, and if he
was not present, his particular friend could not be present,
either. And Vernon-Bmith had o shrewd suspicion that in
any case, he would never see his eovereign apgain.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter's Quest,

ERNON-SMITH was gm'-*.-'inﬁ maore and more 1m-

atient, That the guests of the fca-party had arrived,

e knew, and he felt that the party was probably in pre-

gress at that very moment, 1f only he knew whera to find

the feast. Bunter was equally anxious, He had wolke up from

his nap hungry—in spite of the enormous feed that had pre-

eoded it—and he was keen on that birthday feed. Besides,

il owas hiz own hirlhﬂn}f, andd ik n:!ﬂﬂ:,r would have becn

decidedly rotten to be left out of his own birthday celebra-
trons. But where were Harry Wharton & Co?

" Let's go and inquire at the tuckshop,” Bunter suggested.
'i' Tlil?y must have got the things from Mrs, Munble for the
el

Vernon-Smith gprunted assent.

They reached the school shop, and inquired of Mrs. Mimble.
The geod dame gave them information readily sbout the
purchases made by Harry Wharton & Co.

* So they've had the things here I”” said Bunter,

" Yok, certalnl;.' & pood deal.”

* How much ¥’

“ Thirty shithings worth altogether,”

Tae Macxer LiBrary.—No.
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Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind his spectacles.

* Thirty bob! IHear that, Smithy ! That shows that the
feed 1sn’t put off, doesn't 17"

Vernon-Smith aniffed.

“It do2sn’t show that we're going to it,” he said.

" Oh, that's gl right! It's my birthday feed, you know.
I say, Mrs. Mimble, did they have pork piesi”

* No,"” said Mimble. “’%here was ham, and cold beef,
and hard-boiled eggs, and cuke—"

is GL'I-L'I'I'.]. E”

"‘gl{jr-lli”pinenppie, and doughnuts, and mixed biscuits——""

" Fresh butter and rolls, and e

“Oh, dear! Do you know where they nre gone "

Mrs. Mimble shook her head.

“You see,' exclaimed Bunter, ' it’s my birthday feed, you
know, and by some oversight they haven't told me just
where it’s to be held. Of course, it's an sbsurd thing for
them to overlook a thing like that—very careless, indeeq,
of Wharton! BSmith's going, too. suppose you can't tell
me where they are? %u}u didn't hear them say anything
zhout it?"”

Mrs. Mimble smiled. She had & shrewd suspicion that
Bunter was not wanted at the fedd. She shook her head
again. _ ‘
] ** No, Master Bunter, they didn't say anything about if
ere"”

The two juniors left the tuckshop. WVernon-Smith looked
grimiy at the Owl of the Hemove.

“Well 7" he said.

“ Well,” said Bunter, * we’ll find them, I suppose. The
worst of it is that they may have started the feed already,
and EH the time we're looking for them the grub may be
going.

And at that dreadful thought, Bunter almost wept.

“Well, somebody must have seen them ! snid the Bounder
savagely., *‘Let's inquire of every confounded fellow we
mieet.”

“Here's Dutton,” -

The deaf junior was coming by with a book under his arm.
e stopped as Vernon-Smith signed to him.

‘“* Halle, what is it?"" he aszked.

“ Have you scen Whartoni™

(1] Eh l:.:-:ll‘

“ Have you seen Harry Wharton ¥

“ No," gaid Dutton, locking surprised.
way, and I've mothing to go there for, that I know

“ What do you mean?”’ roared the Bounder,

“Nea, 1 haven't been!”

il EPE“ !.'Hl \

“ Yes. Didn't you ask me if I'd been to Courtfield?” asked
Dutton, innccently.

The Bounder growled,

*(h, let’s pet on,” he said.
of him." ‘

They walked on, leaving Dutton looking very wmuch sur-
priscd.  He didn't know why Bunter and Vernon-Smith
should want to know whether ho had been to Courtfield.

Two or three jumiors were inguircd of, but they knew
nothing of the movements of Harry Wharton & Co. Micky
Desmend, however, was able to give information at last.

“ Faith, and [ know where they are, if they haven’t come
in,”" ho said.

* Come n?" repcated Bunter.
then ¥

“ Faith, and they have!" ] .

“ But—but thers was a feed this afternoon, and—and it'e
more than time——=" L

“ Sure, I heard Wharton tell D*Arey he would show him
some of tho scenery along the river towards Frisrdale,” said
tke Irish junior. * They went cut some time ago, and the
rirls with them."

Bunter snorted.

“ Then they haven't had the feed yeti™

* Bure, I don't know ™" ] .

“ Let's go and look aleng the river,”” said Bunier.

The DBounder shook his hcad. He was conscious of the
absurdity of this hunt for fellows who did not want him to
food with them, and he did not want to appear ridiculous
in the eyes of Marjoriec Hazeldene, DBunter was quite imper-
vipus to such fechngs.

1 won't go,” said the Bounder sullenly, * You tan come
and tell me when the feed’s on, Bunter.™

“ Oh, all mght!" ) i

The Bounder strode away with & scowling brow.
Bunter lost no time in getting down te the Sark. .

There was no sign of the juniors there; but Bunter hurried
down the towing-path towards the village.,

At last, half-way to Friardale, he caught sight of a grc;up

Y
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of figures on the bank. As he came nearer the fat junioz
recogniaed thom.
They were Harry Wharton & Co., with Marjoris and Clara

and Arthur Augustus D’Arey of St. Jim's. He had found

t-h%%t at last.
A he party commenced to walk on again as Bunter recoz-
nisod thom. Perhaps some of them bad seen him. 3
Bunter pauwsed, panting for breath, and shouted.
I say, you fellows——""
ml;h nn:dtumn;ihea head, [I-.Lt they quickened their pace,
went down towimg-path at & rapid walk.
* Hallo, Wharton 1" e e
I:l o reply.
" I say, you fellows——*'
Still thers was no sign of the juniors having heard. Bun-
;:1"1 Jbroke into & run.” He rolled and panted on after the
1LOCF.
"1 say, Wharton,” he exclaimed, when he was only six

E‘r_"ﬁ;“l:!nﬁhmd the captain of the Remove, “ 1 say, stop, you

Wharton did not look round,

Buntor put on a spurt, and overtook him, and saught him
by the slcove. Wharton shook off his grusp as if it had heen
N Wharton! I Wh I A

1arton | 24y, arton! Are vou deaf?”
No reply; and the party walked cn.}
Bunter ran on desperately, and seized Wharton’s arm with

both his hands. Wharton shook it, but Bunter was not t
be shaken off thiz time, s N

.h::l ,I:E“‘Id on, Wharton," he cxclaimed, “ I want to speak to

'::-fharmn looked round at last

& I—Iailc:, Bunter ! he exclaimed.  * [s that you?"

Yos," said Billy Bunter indignantly. *“ Yon jolly well
km‘;.ﬂ’ ia! What do you mean trying to dodge me in this
we

o

t do you mean, trying to dodge me in thi 2l
howled the Owl of tha Rarnycwe-. = fis way

¥i w%:at'?"

bt at do you mean—— Laook here, you jolly well heard
what I =zaid ™ gasped Bunter.. * I've - been  cettin ul
anxious about thg fi!:ﬂd g . g quite
“ What feed?"'

: What feed? The birthday feed, of oourse, you ass!”

Oh, T zee, ™
Euntﬁr took off his capy to the girls.

How do you do, Miss Marjoric and Miss Clara?"” ho said.
30 rlad you were able to come to my birthday fecd.”

The girls smiled. )
* Bai Jove, it's Buntah !" said D" Arcy, shaking hands with
the fat junior.

“ How de you do, D'Arey. [ say, didn't you really know
I was running after Ir:ru?” demanded the 0w|y-:-f the Remove,
blicking at Arthur ugustus,

The swoll of 5t. Jim's looked embarrassed.

“ Woll, you see—-"" he began,

As & matter of fact, the whole party had taken their nue
from Whearton. Harry cams to the regeuc.

“ Hare you been looking for us Bunhter?"

* Looking for you 1" axﬁaimaﬂ Bunter indignantly. © Ves,
[ should say I have. T've been looking for you for—for hours,
I think. hen is the feed coming oft 7'°

“Oh, half-past fivo!™

“ And where!"

“* Under the trees near the. old tower.”

" Well, that's all right,"”" said Bunter.
gong nowi?’

“ Btrolling along, the river to show D'Arcy the scenery.
¥Weo shall go back through the village.”

“It's & Gul].f long walk!"

“ ¥os, that's what we'ra out for!™

“ Wouldn't it bo better to cut streight back to Greyfriavs?”
suggested Bunter. ' You sec, we could have the feed at
onte, then."”

Y Go hon 1

“DVArcy 1 hungry. and

“ Not at all, deah boy," said the 5t. Jim's junior.
alwe explained to \{’
twain.’ )

“H'm! Marjorio and Clara aro hungry, and

“ Mot at all,” said Marjorie.

“ Mot in the least ™ sawd Clara.

“ Well, look here, I'm hungry,” said Bunter, coming out
into the open at last. I think it would be a jolly good
idea to back te Greyiriavs at once” _

H Be it would,” exclaimed Wupgent heartily, ¥ There's a
short eut through the weod from here, too Buze off,
Bunter !

“Oh, really, Nugent—""

“"on't lose any time. You can get back to the school

Tar Maguer Lusrary.—No. 133,
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“ Where are you

¥E

~“1 huve
harton that I had & sandwich in tho

*3

in a Q.uarter of an hour through the wood if you put it on"
said Nugent.

*E Hub___il

“ Buzz off I

* Not unlesa you fellows come, too!™

* Oh, we're not coming 1"

* Look hore—"'

* Let's get on," said Harry Wharton,

* Yans, wathah,” assented D'Arcyx. I wegard this wivah
ﬁ;‘lﬁﬁ‘f_‘f as weally wippin’, you know. Let's get on, desh

And they got on.

—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Little Strol.

ARRY WHARTON & Co, ware very zood walkers, and

50 were the girls, and Arthur Augustus D'Arey had

won walking matehes at 8t Jim's., The stroll down

the river, and home through the village, was nothing to

them. But to Billy Bunter it was an affliction and a sorraw.

It was the fat junior’s own fault, certainly, for attaching him-

self to a party that obviously did not want him. unter

never cared for considerations of that sort; but he cared if

he had to exert himself, and he certainly had to make exer-

tions now. Bob Cherry proposed lsaving the river and

making & cut through the wood, perhaps with a mischievoua

knowledge that the way was rugged and broken.  Billy
Bunter panted over the rough ground with many a grunt.

¥ L=l say, you fellows,” he said at last, as they camce into
& glade rich with long grazs. * Wouldn’t it be a pood idea to
have o rest,”

“ Ceortainly,” said Nugsnt.

“ But i;cru—"

“We'll keep on”'

“I'm tired!”

* Poor old Bunter. BStop here an hour or two; vou'll have
plenty of time to got in before calling ovor.™

Bunter glared at him. '

“I'll keap on,™ he said.

Th&‘;l.r came mto the village at lzsk.  As they passed Uncla
Clogg’s tuckshop, Billy Bunter tapped D"Arey on tho arm.

“* 5it down !

“ Feeling nretty dry?”' he asked. " Come in and have
soma gmger-beer?’

Y Bai Jove! I don’t mind if I do,”' said D"Arey.

Bunter gave Wharton a triumphant look. There was no
stopping thoe ginger-beer now, But Wharton did not want
Eg $tu{;_ it; he had been about to propose liquid refreshments

15211,

They entered the twckshop sad were acon discussing thoe
Zin llrr-bemr. Billy Bunter cast a longing eye upon the com-
catibles,

“ Would you like some tarts, Marjorie?"” he asked.

Marjorie shook her head,

' Mo thank you!"

“ Miss Clara—--"'

“ Oh, no, thanks!”

“You'd like to try Lhe dough-nuts, D"Arcy, wouldn't
vou?!" asaid Billy Bunter, persmesively, ** I can recommend
Unecle Clegg's dough-nuts; they're I‘ﬁﬂh pood."'”

“ Thank you vewy much, deah boy, but I won't have any-
thin' now."

“ Tho jam-tarta are fresh to-day--——""

(11 “re El-”

“ And the chocolato-cakes are really ripping,"’ urged Bunter.

“ Mono for mo, thanks!"'

“Well, I think I'll have some,” zaid Bunicr, taking a
chooolate-cake off the glass-stand, and forthwith jamming
tk 1nto hiz mouth.

Unole Clege gave a sort of yelp. He knew Buntor, as
well as Mra, Mimble at Greyiriars knew him,

“ Master Bunter, thet's twopence !"

“ That's all right.," said Punter, with his mouth fall
“ ¥ou can put it down to the account, Mr. Clegg."

Mr. Clezg rapped on the counter with a ham-knifa
emphatically.

“I don't run any account with you, Master Dunter. You
3“- e ten shillings from last term, and you never pay your

chts”

* Oh, really, Uncle Clegg—-"'

‘ Twopence, please.”™

Pay him, Wharton, will you?" =aid Bunter, with dignity.
T setele with you when wa get back to Greyiriars. ['vo
left my money in the study.™

Wharton paid the twopanee., DBunter was already helping
himaelf to dlﬂughnuts, and Harry paid for them, too. hon
the party left the shop, and Bunter had to follow, for Uncla
Clegg would not have trusted him with a2 hazel-nut after
Wharfon was gone,

The fat junior dragged behind all the way to Greyiriars.
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He was gasping when they reached the schiol. e was
Lired and perspiring, but not nearly so tired a5 ha affected to
be. Bunter was wgnt Bob Cherry called a pathos merchant
—he was alwayzs looking out for Eympatl'i}', and saidom
getting any.

He staggered in the pateway of Greyiriars, and caught at
Bob Charry for support.

Bob stared at him as Bunter leanad heavily on his
phoulder.

';;Il]ailﬂ, hallo, hallo ™ he exelazimed.
to ¥

“T'm exhausted I” said Bunter feebly. " I've not been
very well for some time, and I—1 feel very bad now [

* Poor old chap ! said Beb. * Lean on my arm.”

" Thank you !

Bunter leaned on Beb's arm. Bob withdrew it suddendy,
and the fai junior, unable to save himself in time, fell upon
the ground in a heap. _

Bob Cherry stared at liim.

= E;:h*l]?t; are vou doing that for, Bunter "' he demanded.

L

“Ts that a new frick of Bunier’s*" asked Bob Cherry,
looking round innocentiy. ‘1 don't see anything in If,
myself.”’

“He, ha, ha!"

" Yow 1

Bunter scrambled up and followed the juniors in.  He did
net attempt to guin the support of apy other arm, ap-
parently being f&l..l]"[i! able to wall alone now. The girls went
into Mra. Locke’'s House, and ID*Arey into the School House
v-'it-hthrr:; Wharton & Co. Billy Bunter blinked at his
walch.

“It's a quarter-past five,” he said. g

“1 was quite aware of that,” Harry Wharion replied,
carelessly,

“ What aboul the feed I

“That’s at half-past.”

“Then hadn’t wa hetter be getling ready 1Y

“ Evervthing's ready.”

“What about making the tea?”

“Welve got a spirit-stove,™

“Locd ! There will be some cooking-——

© Mo, there won't ! Your services won't be required.”

" Now, look here, Wharton—-" '

“ Rats [V ;

“Is that you, Wharfon "' asked Alonzo Todd, coming
slong. “CGoud! I hope there is something I can do to help
with the fead, as you've been so kind as to invite me.”’

Y Blessed if vou're not tzking a lot on yourself, Wharton
grunted Billy Boonter, discontentedly.

Wharton stared at him.

"What <o you mean, Bunter "

“Toviting people to my hirl.!'!uln.;l.' party. OF couree, T
don’t mind if Todd comes; but I really think the mvitations
ought to be left {o e’

Wharlon compressed his lips.

* Look here, Bunter——"

“¥ou're toking too much on yourself. You fellows are
doing mothing but standing the grub, and——"

“Well, that's a considerable part in getting up a feed,”
Todd remarked. I must observe that that i reslly a con-
ailerable part, Banter™

“3h, really, Todd 4

*1 hope there is zomething I can do,” added Todd,
earnestly, I think I have told vou before, Wharton, that
I have a great desire to make mysclf useful. My Unele
Benjamin always impressed that upon me.'”

“Yoz, T think you have,” agreed Wharton, with a grim.
“But there's renlly nothing you can do, Todd. oid man.
Come along at hall-past five, and you'll find it all ready.”

*Very good. Thank you so much. But at the snme time,
do let me carry out the erockery, or someihing,” urged
Alonzo.

Wharton gave Bob Cherry a comieal look of diztress. He
wauld az soon have trusted the crockery to a wild bell as fo
Alonzo Todd.

Bob winked at the caplain aof the Remaove,

He stepped into his study, and then suddenly came out and
rushed down the passage, with a face expressive of the
greatest alarm.

“ Todd ! Todd !

“Oh, dear! What s 187" exclaimed Todd.

" There's & fire in my study !

UMy goodness!™

“ Rush for help at once—qguick—there's a fire there !

Ylertainly ! ls;ns ed Todd,

And he dashed off at top speed, yelling the alarm,
junji}rﬁ stored iﬂn.nkl}‘ at Bob Cherrv.

" What on earth do you mean, Bob " demanded Nugent.
" There's no fire in your study [™

“There i’

"A fire ! exclaimed Harry.

Y VYes—in the prafe
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“ Toddy will be

“Yon—you ass! Ha, ha, hal"’

“ Let’s et out,” said Dob, with a grin.
busy for some time now."

“*Ha, ha, hal’

And the junicrs loaded themselves with the baskels of
provizions and other necessaries, and hurriedly departed for
the scene of the picnic.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Todd Loses No Time,

with the wild alarm. ]
“Fire! Help! Fire! Where's the hose? Quick I"

The common-room was crowded with fellows fresh in from
the playing-fields. They crowded round Todd at once. A
whole wing of Greyfriars hud once been destroyed by fire,
and the matter was still fresh in the memory of the juniwora.
Naturally, they were alarmed at once. What Fad happened
puce might happen again

“ Fire!” exclaimed DBulstrode. * Where?”

“ Whaere i i, Toddy ?"

“ Where's the hire, you ass?"”

Todd gasped for breath.

“In Bob Cherry’s study—the end study ! Ielp I

“My hat!" exclaimed Ogilvy. "%‘TE shall have the
Remove passage burned down again, as it was before, through
that careless ass Cherry.”

" Let's get some water,”

“ Back up!™

“ Call the prefects ™

" Bomebody tell Quelch 1™ ) .

The juniors tore cut of the common-room in various direc-
tions. Some rushed off to ind Mr. Quelch, others to alarm
the prefects, sull more to get the fire-bucketa that were
kept in a row at the end of every passage in Greyiriars.

Todd was excitegd, und gquite 1n his element.  There was no
denving that he was making hirmself uzeful now. )

His Uncle Benjamin, who appeared to be so careful of his
nephew in the matter of instilling profound precepts into hwe
miind, would certainly have been proud of Alonze Tadd
if he could have seen him nmow,

Todd certzinly did not let the grass grow under his feet.

Mr. Queleh had just come in from the garden, apd he hod
a bock and a packet of manuseripts under hiz arm, as Todd
met him close by the door of his study. Todd grasped him
by the arm in his excitement.

A e Queleh qguick

“Bless my soul! What s the matter?”’ exclaimed the
Remove-maater.

“ Fire !’

“ What I

“ Fire—in the Remove passage-—DBob Cherry's study !”

* Good hezvens 1™

Book and papers dropped to the floor, and the Form-
master doshed off. e remembered only too clearly the last
fire at Greviriars. He joined the crowd of juniors and
soniors who were swarming up the staircase. Todd looked
reund for a fire-bucket, but could not remember where they
were kept.  But he was not to be baffled by that, He
dasked into the nearest study ir zearch of something that
would serve. It wes Mr, (Queleh’s study, and as it happened,
Mr. Quelch’s hat-box was on the table. To throw the ailk
hat out of it, to dash out of the study with the hat-box, and
fill 11 with water at the tap at the end of the passage,
occupied Todd only scconds. Then he tore upstaire

The crowd had reached the end siudy already. There was
no sineke, no (lames, and they ventured right up to the door.
a1dd epened it, and looked in;

Then there was o howl.

“There's no hre!"” . .

 Waith, and there's ¢ five in the grate,” =aud Micky Des.
mond.  ** Perhaps that's what the silly gostoon means,”

“It's a Jape ! roared three or four fellows.

“Todd's been fooling us!™

s Make way, there '™ exclaimed Mr. Queleh.

“Btand back. vou fellows!”

“Ti's all right, sir. There's no fire.”

“Whal !

“It's afl serene, sir."”

Mr. Quelch lecked into the study
embers in the grate, there was certanly no fire.
master’'s brow grew as black as thunder.

“ What does thizs mean?” he exclaimed.

The fellows were szilent. No one knew what it meant,
unless it was a jape of Alonzo Todd's. Bob Cherey could
have explained, but Tlob wes far away. [He had certainly
not imagined for a moment that his little joke on Alonezo

21
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Alonzo Todd dashed into the junior common-room

Save for the dying
The Form-
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would pan out like this.
jape the Duifer of Greyiriars—there was no t
would lead to.

“Who first gave the alarm of Are?"” demanded the Re-
maova-mnaster.

There was silence.

No one wanted te give Tedd away., But at that moment
the Duffer of Greyfriars come panting along the passage,
with the hat-box brimming with water. [t was a very geood
and handsome Iéathar hat-box, made to hald two =ilk hate,
and it held o great quantity of water without leakage. IL
was, really, a very useful tﬂing for the purpoze Todd had
put it g,

“Let me pass " pasped Todd.

“It's all night, Toddy-—-"'

“There's no fire ™

“What! I—"

“Todd, did you give the alarm of fire "

“Certainly,. sir. I—I understood that Bob Cherry's study
was on fire,” said Todd, blinking into the study in amazs-
ment, and helding the dripping hat-box in his hands
“Dear me! There appears to have been some mistake !

“ Boy, i3 this a joke?”

“Joke, sir?”

“Ind you give the alarm of fire with tha intention of
causing a great furore for nothing 7" thundered Mr. Quzlch.

* N-nothing, sir?”

‘““ Answer me at once !

“f Answer you, sir?"" stammered Todd.

“What is it you have there " exclaimed the Form-master
angrily.

* Water, air, for—for the fire.”

“Water! Is that a hat-box "

* Xes, sir.”

“ You stupid boy! You must have ruined it!"

“I—I thought it was best to waste no time, sir,” stam-
mered Alonzo. *In a case of Hre it's best to get water on
the scene at once, at any damage to private property. It's
cheaper than letting the fire get out of hand, sir.”

“I think you are the most stupid boy in Greyfriars " ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch. “Is that hat-box your own propecty 1"

“Oh, no, air!"

“Then whose ig it?"

“I don't know."

*You don't know! Where did you get it from "

“ ¥t was on the table in your study, sir.”

Mr. Quelch seemed petrified for & moment.

But it was never t!qita safe to
elling what it

“I've got zome water !

"“In my study "' he gasped.

“Yes, sic!"

" Then—then—then it is my hat-box!" shouted Mr.
Quelch.

“ Yes, air, as it waa in your study, it is very prohable,”
said Alonzo. " Of course, it is not certain, Somebody elsc's
hat-box might have been put into your study by mistake.
bBDut upon the whole, the probahility is that it is your hat-

.

¥ Roy— "

*“I'm so sorry, air, that it's wetted, but in case of fire

" Todd !"

“In case of fire, sir, my Uncle Benjamin has alwavs
told me to lose no time, and —" i

“Follow me to my study,” said Mr. Quelch, in a choking
voice. * This is too much. Throw that water away, and
come to my study at once,”

“¥Yo.o.ps, sir!™

Mr. Queleh stalked off with a black brow, and the Duffor
of Greyfriars unwillingly followed. He seldom recoived
thanks for hiz incessant efforts to oblige people, but in this
case Mr. Quelch seamed likely to be worae than thankless,
The fellows in the passage drew deep breaths as he went.
“Poor old Todd!" said Ogilvy. * He'll cateh it this
time!™

£ H’hﬁt-iim I!t" i}:aiﬂ ]‘1":1lit:d:i:.]:'{:I

Y Wall, I think this was about the limit,"” grinned Skinner,
“1 really think Toddy has surpassed himaﬁl% thiz time." ;

“Quelch'’s hat-box, too !

“Ha, ha, hal"

““ But Toddy will catch it.”

And the juniors were right,

——

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Birthday.

Lt

i EA!" said Bob Chorry. “ Spirit stove. Kettle of
water, and extra jug of same. Bugar, milk, and a
tin of condensed milk to fall back on. That's my

little jot!™
And he set down his burdens on the spot chosen for the

Ili::'n‘li'nﬂ& curlousfulness is terrific,” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur.
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“Eh? What's curious, Inky?"”

“1 do not understand{ully cateh an," expleined the nabah.
“Why should my worthy chum fall back upon the bin of
esteemed mille?  Ta it not likely te burst the tin, and porhaps
to hurt my dear chum's honourable and elegant back !

“Ha, ha, ha!l"

“"The langhfulness is terrific, but perhaps it 15 because 1
do not wholly understand the beautiful Enghsk tongue.”
~ "Ta be used in case of pecessity," seid Dob Cherry, hold-
ing up the tin of condepnzed milk, * See?"

“'The sco-fulness s terrifie,” agreed the nabelh gracefully.
“The English as spolien in this country 5 not samefully
sinular io that I learned of the best native ipstructor in
Bhanipur. 1 thinkt perhapz it is old-fazhioned here.”

“Very likely,” grinned Beb Cherry. * ¥ou've cerlainly
gof a vartety that's now to us. The best nakive instructer 1n
the Stzte of Bhanipur must bave been a giddy genias™

*¥aas, wathah !"' nssented Arihur Augustus DVArcy. ' By
the way, where is Buntah ™

“* Bunter?”

“Y¥aas: [ haven't scen him.™

“*(Oh, Nugent's looking after him,'" saitd Harry Wharton.
“"Weo've got camp stools here, if you fellows like them, and
iwo ¢ane garden chairs for the ladies, and cushions galore."

“Jollay good 1"

Harry Wharton looked back :n the direction of the schoaol
The old tower blocked up the view, with the green trees
round and near it. He wondered how Nugent was geiting
on with Bunter.

He need not have been anxious. Frank Nugend was gquita
equal to thoe task that had heen assigned to him.  Billy
DBunter was following the chums of the Remove to the scenes
of the picnic when Mugent alippad hiza arm into hia.

* This way, Bunter,”

Bunter blinked at him.

"Th? What for?"

“This way, my sonl!"

“DBut &

“Hore you aral"

They had fallen behind the others, and the troea hid them
from view., Nugent calmly walked the fat junior offin
the direction of the towsr. Bunter stared at him in amaze-
ment, but with a strong grip on his arm, he was unable to
help himasalf,

“I—I =ay, Nugent!" he exclaimed, as they entored tha
tower. “ What—what's the little game, you know "

“Como on !

* But—but I say—"

“ This way !

They went upstairs to tHe first foor. Bunter hung back,
and sat on the steps. Nugent took a needle from his cuff. He
had come provided for cmergencics.

* Thiz way, Bunter!” he szaid.

“T'm not coming., I=—— Ow!"”

Bunter yelled before the needle touched him.  Nugent
gave him the slightest prick with it, and Bunter wrigeled
and yelled.

“ Come on, chappie !

Y Jemel won't | ];—T mean, I will!

* Buek up, then!"

Bunter rolled into the room that had beoen preparcod for
him. He stared about it, and stared at Nuogoent.

Thers was a chair in the room, a roll of bread aod a jug
of water. The room was quite bare of anything olsa.

“1—1I don't undersiamd this,”" said Bunter.

Nugent pointed to the window,

“Look ! he said.

Bunter went to tha windew, and blinked out into the
Close. In the distance he could sce the trees surrounding
the spot selected for the picnie, and through an opening in
the foliage, ho saw the place itself, with a white cloth spraad
on the grass, and the junicrs and the girls round It

He turned back to MNugent.

“Well, what do you mean?" he asled.

“That’s all the feed you're going to have,” said Frauk,
pointing to the bread and wafer., ' Savvy "

“(Oh, really, Nugent T

“You've acted Like a worm,” went on Nugent, holding
up hia finger magisterially. ** Yow’ve got us into standing a
feed ihia afterncon without our having intended anything of
the sort. You thought you could blackmail ws—that’s the
word into feeding you, because we shouldn't want te look
hos :trahlr;htcr m_t_slda peaple. You thought you had us™

1, really—

“Well, we're atanding the feed, and we're going to stand

it for ourselves, not for you,” said Nugent. “You won't

| -0}

have a bite !
e I___._H

¥ You can celebrate i
hirthday—hers, on bread and water,” said Nogont.

bye ™

All right ™

onr birthday—if it really i3 your
1] E:L'Hld*

A Splendld Tals of Harn
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“I won't stay here!” yelled Billy Bunter. * You rotter!

“ Biand back !

“J—1 won't! I—"

Nugent laughed, and pushed the fat junior back as be ran
to the door. Billy Bunter sat on the floar.

“Ow ! he pasped.

“ Gaod-bye T
ﬂ]“ .i;]:}:, realty, Nugent! Don’t be a beast, yvou know.

il

Slam !

The door closed, and Nugent turned the key on the out-
eide. He removed the key, in case anyone should chanee o
enter the tower; he did not mean to leave Bunter a logphole
of escape. With ihe key in his pocket he left the old tower.

Bunter hammered on the deor of the room.

“Nuogent! I say, Nugent!”

Only the ocho of his own voice answered him.

“ Nugent! Come back! I—I say, you know, I'm sorry
—tincerely sorey ! I won't do it again! Do come and open
the door! Help! Fire!”

The echoes answered.

Nugent waa evidently gone. Bunter wrenched at the
door withoui being able to open it. The lock was too strong
for any efforts the fat junior could possibly make. Bunter
gave that up, and wont to the window,

Beyond the sunny Close, through the green trees, he sow
the shady scene of the picnie, and there he saw bright and
merry facas,

The feed was beginning.

Bunter yelled and shouted, in the hepe of making his
voice heard. But the distance wae too great, eapecially as
plass covered the narrow windew, and could not bo
opened. The bars set in the stonework prevented Bunter
from reaching the dusty, cobwebby glass outside them.

He saw Nugent cross at a lazy stroll towards the pic
nickers.

Bunter waz red with rage.

He had hoped against hope that it was a joke, that the
chums of the Remove did not mean to inflict this well-
desorved punizhment upen him: but he realised now that
the juniors were in deadly carnest.

As he watched the pienic through the barred window, it
was borne in upon him that there was no hope!

At the sight of eating and drinking, Bunter felt & wolfish
hunger rise within him. He turned to the rvoll of bread.

He had caten encugh that day for any two fellows; but
he was quite ready to begin again. He stood at the window,
blinking at the lpmma:, and munching the roll,

That was Billy Dunter's birthday feed!

—

THE TWENTIETH CHAPIER,
Todd Makes the Tea,
HLE}NE{I TODD came slowly down towarde the pic-

I—-=

nickers. There was a somewhat straived and pained
expression upon his face, and at intervals he rubbed
his hands together in a curious way., DBob Cherry
looked ot him with a grin.

" Did you put the fire out "' he asked,

Todd blinked at him.

t‘l{?q:: woere mistaken, Cherry. There was no fire in the
study.

*Rata! I ieft one there."

”ﬂnli'f a little bit of a fire in the grate,” explained Todd.

“ Well, that's what I meant.”

“What you meant ¥’ stammered Todd,

“ Exactly.”

“ Really, Cherry—"

“ Ha, ha, ha?"’

“I--1 did not understand it,"” said Todd, blinking. " You
sce, I thought you meant that there war a fire I did nos
know wou were joking. I raised an alarm to have the fre
put cut. T have heard about a fire at Greyiriars before
destroying the whole Remove passape, and I did m y best,"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you haven’t been licked, have you i
Wharton, obgerving the curicus way Todd
his palms. _

The Duffer of Greyfriare nodded.

Y Well, yes, Mr (Eimlch was angry.”

asked Harry
kepd rubbing

“ You didn’t eall Quelchy, did you?! roared Bob Cherry.
* Certainly. And [ filled his hat-box with water to quench
thie Rames. '

" Quelch’s hat-hox 1

“ Yes It seemed to annoy him.™

“Go ol Ha, ha, ha!™

" Well, of course, there was no tisie to lose: my Unecle
Benjumin has always impressed upon me to lose no tirme in
case of fire,”” said Todd, "I felt that T waos doing my hest,
and making myself useful. I expected some little aiknow.
:lti-faﬁlnglﬂut; but Mr. Queleh appeared to take a different

" Ha, ha, ha "'

Tue Miecner Linrary.— No. 133,

NEXT

WEEK:

" ALONZO, THE TERRIBLE.”

EYERY
TUEGDAY,

"It appears to strike you in a comical senee,’’ said Todd.

do not see the comic element in the maitor myself. T amn
feeling considerable pain in the palms of my hands, and a
sense of generazl discomfort.”

“1'mrsorry I said Bob. ** I'm—ha, ha, ha '—awfully sorrg !
I never imagined you would be quite such an ass! I[la, im}
'm really sorry you've been licked !

“ It was too bad,”” said Marjorie softly, ** It iz wrong of
you to play jokes of that sort on Todd, Bob!"

Beh looked very repentant,

“* Of gourse it is, Miss Marjorie, if you say so,"" he assented.
“1 dido't know JT'odd was getting into a row, or I'd have
been off like a shot to exploin to Quelch. 1I'm really sorrvy,
Toddy, old son ™

It 15 all pight,” said Alonzo. * The expression of sintera
regret is a complete indemnification for any in{'urjr inflicted,
s¢ my¥ Uncle Benjainin has always told me. Unfortunately,
it does net remove the pain caused by the caning I have
received ; but doubtless that will pass i Meanwhile,

The “IRagnet” ome ]
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in time.
1 will endure it with as much equanimity as I can muster for
the ocrasion.’ )

“ My hat! I knew that chap fed on lexicons and diction-
aries,”” murmured Nugent, wh> had just joined them.

* Cheese it " murmured Bob Cherry.  * Tt's Todd's innings
now—he's had a licking through a little joke of mine, and
he's entitled to have his head !

*“Ha, ha, hai" N

““In spite of the pain I am still suffering in my digits, 1
should be glad to make myself useful in any way possible,”
said Todd, looking round.

The chums of the Hemove grosned in spirit. After what
Tuoidd had sulfered, it seemed cruel to refuse him, but—s

The Bemove chums were in the same position as the gen-
tlemen of old, who feared the Greeks when they came with
rifts in their haods. They dreaded Alonzo Todd when he
wanited to be useful and obliging.

‘But they felt that, gz Bob Chearry put it, they ocught to
give him his head now, alfter what he had gone through.

“ Certainly "' zaid Harry Wharten, with & m'ckﬁr smile.
“Will you make the—the tea?

Alonzo beamed at cnee at the sruspeﬂt of being useful

' Oh, certainly " he exclaimed. ** With grent pleasure,
Wharton.'”

And he set to work. The kettle was alveady bubbling on
the spirit-stove. Todd touk the teapot, and dropped it. For-
tunately it was a metal one—a metal tea id not make
such nice tea as an earthenware one, but it was safer for a
picnie, the juniors thought; and with Todd in the party, it

certainly was so.

‘“ Bai Jove, don't sea Buptah!” rvemarked Arthur
Augrustus D'Arcy. He adjusted his monocle earefully, and
looked round, as if he thought that with the assistance of
tiie eyeglase, he might discover the fat jurior.

Nugent grinned slightly.

Mo, he's not here,” he said.

** But he's coming,” said D'Arey,

“T rather think not™

* No. But'l undahstood that it woa his birthday partay !
axclaimed the swell of 8t. Jim's in surprise.

* Exaetly, and you muey be sure he'll come if he can”
said Harry Wharton, ** He wen’t fail to turn up unless he's
;_,";'-"HEJ,F prevented, dnd in that case, I'm sure vou'll excuse

1,

D’Arey nodded unsuspiciously.

“ Oh, yass, wathah ™ he exclaimed. * Tt would be vewy
wuff on Buntah not to be able to come to his own hirt}t{la;.r
inmi'.;but{r certainly would exeuse him if he were pwevented.”

Y Good 1

Marjorie Hazeldene pave Wharton a quick glance.

Bhe was not suspicious, hut she could not help feeling that
there was something a little odd about Bunter's not coming.

But Wharton's face was quite expressionless,

He was cutting ham, and he went on cutting it witheut
maving a musele, as i were, and Marjorie was half satisficd.

Anyway, there was no ignoring the undoubted fact that
the party was rbeit:er without Bunter. The fact that Burter
was to be in it had made the girls very doubtful aliout
coming.  Girls never liked Bunter; if they were digtant to
him, he would pester them with his unwelcoms attentions:
i they took pity on him, and were kind, he immediately
thought in his valgar littic soul that he had medo what he
called a * mash.” A pidl had to be very patient indeed to
get, on with Bunter, and the reward of her patience was ver
likely to be that the fat junior would speak of her in & cad-
dish way.  Wiich, to use o slang expression, was “ not good

*

enaugi."? .
ey There,” caid T qr!-:]. pouring in the boiling water carefull ¥,
I think you will find the ten a success. T was very carveful
to warm the pot thorewshly, and to make surd that the water
wre Guite at botling point,™
A By
Splendid Tale of Harpy rton
Ey FRANEK Hlﬂﬂfﬂaﬂ- "o
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I am sure it will be very nice,” said Marjorl
i ; ¥ 3 b JOlLé.
:1 R!pﬁjnig " said Miss Clara.
Well, lot's have soma,” said Hazeldene.

Todd
* Certainly! But perhaps:
ain strength.

“ Pour it out,

it had better stand a few
¥ Unele Benjamin thinks that
for exactly two minutes, and be timed

minutos to
tea should always stan
v the wateh ™
“ Good old Benny!™
** Really, Chorry—""
L¥Arey locked round.
Fwom what Todd has said of his avunculah welative,”
he remarked, I have a gweatb foclin’ of wespoet for him,
and I must wemark that I wegard him as a vewy estimable
old gentlaman. T twust Todd las no objection to my makin'

the wemark "
“ My Uncle Benjamin is

“ Certainly not!" said Todd,
:‘ﬁ:tll;r: a gplendid charnoter—he can always give you splendid

5

“* Bai Jove, that's wippin'! My governsh gives me pwetky
good tips,” =said D'Arcy. *“ It's '-Eippin' to gha*.na an ﬂunul&:
too. EhDI;:_lgs he evah spwing fivahs?"

* You were sayin' he gave you splendid tips—"

" I:I&+ ha, ha!"” roared Dob Cherry, and ti‘!}en he turned red
aa':T.} Arcy’s eyeglass was directed upon him.

It's o mistake!” grinned Nugent. **Todd means tips in
the way of moral instruction—such as * Early to bed, early to
::;-Ei;n and ‘Jt's the early bird that catches the stone,’ and

“Oh, T see!” said D'Arcy. ““It was a_slight misundah-
standin’. Bai Jove, Todd, 1 should imagine that that tea
is weady to pour out by now I

Good gracious, I forgoet to time it " said Todd.

must be quite done—I mean, quite drawn. Cups this way ™
And Todd commenced to fill Marjorie’s cup.
Tha girl looked at the tea in surprise.
She had remarked that she did not like her tea strong, but

ahs had not expected it to come out the col
watar, as it did. ; PIORE o P

Todd blinked at it.

“ Dear ma!" he said.

* Yany, wathah 1™

** Shake it up,” said Harry Wharton.

Alonzo Todd shook up the pot. Then ho started on Miss
Clara's cup. The tes was just the same colour. 'He took off
the lid of the pot and blinked into it, and uttered an exclama-
tion of surprise.

* Good gracious!"

** What's the matter?"”

** Oh, it's all right, only I—I forpot to put the tea in!"

* Yes, it

“ It seams very weak, does it not™”

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Todd s Useful.

HE Duffer of Grayfriars looked very vonfused as he made
the eonfession. It was grested by a roar of laughter.
Wharton pushed the tea across to him.
_ Bhove the kottle on, and try again!” he said en-
mumimgly.

““ Oh, certainly!

** Not at all I

“1'm keeping you waiting—""

“ It's all right "

“ But I am really sorry.

“ Go ahead!” ;

Y It's all right,” said Bob Cherry. * My dear chap, you've
let us off easy. You might have apilt the :i’mt. walter on us, or
poured the tea over Miss Marjorie, or——0->"

“ Bhut up, Bob!™

Todd procceded to remake the ten. He put the tea in
this time, and, as if to make sure, spilt most of the packet
in the teapot, so it was pretty certain not to err upon the
side of being weak.

He was fhus engaged when there was a new arvival npon
the scone. It was Vernon-Smith. He ecame up with a
clouded brow, and looked round as if in search of Bunter.

The juniors glanead at him grimly.

They did not intend to have tho ﬁﬂundur in the party, and
not a word of welcome was said to him. If they wanted
more guests, they could have found pleasantar fellows than
Vornon-Smith to invite.

The Bounder looked puzzled.

“ Have you seen Bunter?' he said, addressing no one in
particular.

** He's not here,” said Nugont,

" Where 13 he?"'

" Somowhere else, T suppose®

“Is he giving this party

* Does it look like 167
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The Bounder bit his h
_But there was evidently nothing to be dons. I set his
lips and walked away, the cloud deepening on his brow. Up
and down Greyiriars he went, locking for Bunter, to see
an explanation.

But he did nob find the Owl of the Remove.

Bunter was in the last place that Yernon-8mith would have
thought of looking for him in, and the Bounder did not once
ap{)muph the old tower in his quest.

‘he juniors were all relioved to see him go.

Todd poured ont the tea, and it certainly was strong; but
by dint of having little tea and much water it was reduced
to a satisfactory state.

As for the solid portion of the feed, thet waos quite satis-
factory. The boys and the pirls diseussed the eatables with
bright and cheerful faces. And the viands made a rapid dis-
appearance from the white cloth.

" Bai Jove!" remarked Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. " If ia
wathah singular that Buntah does not come, you know."

Y1 thought he would be pweovented,” said Nupgent, with a
shale of the head. *' Poor old Bunter! Nobody will be
sorrier about it than he will."”

“ Yaas, wathah! It is vewy wulf!”

* Ham this way, pleass,” said Bob Cherry.
you, ['Arey!™
m“Thnnka, deah boy, I have fnished I will have anothah

-

“Jam-tarts, please I

" Another cup of tea, Miss Marjorie?"

* Thank you "

“ Shove in some more hot water, Toddy 1"

“ Oh, certainly 1™

“ And shake the pot!"

Alenzo added the hot water and shook the pot. If Bob
Cherry had been a little more thoughtful at the moment, he
would have hesitated to give such a direction to the Duffer of
Greyfriars.

Todd shook-—and shook—and the lid came off the pot, and
dropped upon the head of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, end the
swaell of 8t Jim's gave a startled yell,

* Lat ma help

i Dw -[”
Taodd awung round in great confusion,
“0Oh, dear! D'Arey—"

“ Bail Jove!™

“ Did it fall on you "

““Bomethin® fell on me-——"

" Look ocut!"' roared Bob Cherry

“ GZoodness gracious !"*

In his anxiety about D'Arey, Todd had forgotten the fea-
pot o his hundb.' He was holding it at a slant now, and tha
tea was pouting from the spout upon the tablecloth, stream-
ing down upon the cake and the tarts.

Az Bob velled hiz warning, Todd swung round towards
him in confusion, and changed the direction of the stream,
It poured wpon the chost of Hazeldene, whe had the mia-
fortune to be sitting next to the Duffer of Greyfriars.

Hazeldene jumped up with a wild yell.

“Btop ik! Ol 1™

¢ Oh, dear!"

*You ass! Stop it—oh!"

Todd awunﬁ away in wild dismay, and sent a stream of tea
over Mark Linley's legs. The tea was hoil, and the Laun-
cashire lad gasped as he sprang up.

“Tlold on ! he welled.

“ Oh, dear!"

** Drop the teapot, you ass " shrieked Nugent.
down 1™

0O, certainly !

In his confusion of mind the Duffer of Greyiriars cbheyed
lirerally. He threw the teapot down, and the fea poured
out, with the tea.leaves, over the cloth, and there was u
aplasning of hot drops on every side.

The pienickers retreated hastily. Marjorie and Clara had
received o spattering on their pretty frocks, and they wero
frowning. Marjorie recovered her good humour in o
moment, but Clara wore a clouded brow.

“ (roodness gracious " gosped Todd

“ You ass!” roared Bob Cherry.

“ You champ !

" You fathead 1"’

“I'm so sorry— ="

“Rata! Bosh! Sit down!"

“Ish?  8it down?"

“Ypz, ass! You're dangerous.”

“ Dangerous.”’

“ Blessed if he 1sn't beginning his parrot dodge again!™
exclaimad Hazeldens, mopping his chest with hiza handker-
chief, which was soon reduced to o goppy slalo.

“TParrot dodge," mumbled the Duffer.

“ (Oh, cheose it, Todd ! Back-podal, old man

“ Back-nedal "

“ Chuck it

!.l'l
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In spite of the peneral disaster caused by Alonzo. the
juniors could not help barsting inte & laugh.

“Oh, it's all vight 7" 2atd Haery. * Don't worry !

* Worry IV

* Ha, ha, ha 12

“ Bar Jove!” gaid Arthur Auvpustue D'Arey, rublbing his
head. * Bai Jove! I feel a considewable pain in vy head,
you knoew. Howevah, it is all wight.”'

*Oh, dear? sard Todd., *I'm so sorry. And I am afraid
you arg nffecting not Lo be wmuch hurt from politeness; I
rea}#fhtmnk that vour head 1g not night.”

“I am convineed thef your head is not pight,” said the
Duffer of Greviriars, 1n great distross.

Bioh Cherry roared, and then suddenly checked himself.

“ Bai Jove " said IV Arev,

“Your head sn't jolly well all right, anyway, Teoddy,”
gaid Nogent. ' Da sit down and shut up, old man !

“I—=1 will retire,’ said Todd, in distress. I feel that I
have spoiled the picnic. I will go away at once.”

But that' the juniors would not allow, or the girls ecither.
All voires were anited to assare the wuli-mﬂmning but unfor-
tupaie Duffer of Greviviars that it was all right, and that
he sheuwldn't go away 1 any case.

" Yo are very good,” sand Alonzo grotefolly. 1t ie very
odd, you know, that these things happen when 1 try to make
mivself useful. Dut I will never give up—I shall alwaye try
to iead a uszeful life.”’

MNugent made a grimace.

“1 trust I have not splashed vour dresses,” said Todd,
with & distreszed plance at the two girls.

*{th, it 18 nothing " said Marjorie.

M8t down, Todd ; 178 all right.™

Avnd Alonzo saf down, and allowed himseif to be comforted.

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER.
Todd's Master-stroke.

u H! Ahem ™
That well-known cough caused the chums of the
Remove to look up suddenly. The fegst was almost
over, only & few biscuits being consumed now with
the ginger-beer, and the lemonade. Fizzy soda-water and
ginger-beer had followed the tea, Todd's offer to make mora
tea being unanimously declined.

The juniors and their guests were chattiong cheerfully, when
that sudden couph fell upon their ears, :

“* The Head '

Harry Wharton & Co. nttered the words involuntarily.

True, they were doing no harm, and were having o happy
and btlonicless little entertainment ; bu® the Head was a
dreaded person, and o seriousness fell upon them when they
found him looking down at them.

They jumped up af once and saluted their head-master.

Lir. Logke was smiling.

" Ahem I he said. " Quite a liltle entertainment, on my
word ! 1 hope you youngsters are enjoying yourselves.?

" Yes, thank you, sir,”’ said Harry Wharton, cap in hand.

The Head was evidently in a good humour, and the junicrs

were comiforted. [le shook hends with Marjorie and Clara,
and regarded DY Arey,
_ Arthur Augustus could not raise his hae, which was hang-
mmg oo a forked low branch of a tree. He did the next best
thing ; he bowed so low that only the parting on the fop of
hiz hend was visible to Dr. Locke.

* Vewy glad to meet you, sir,” he remarked. 1 have
had the pleasure of seeing you before, sir; but T dare say
VML don’t wemembah me,”

* Ahom 1™

"My name is D'Arey, and 1 belong to 2t Jim's,” ex-
plained Arthur Augosius.

“Ah! How do you do??

And the Head shook handas with I¥ Ares.

“1 am glad to see vou entertaining one another in this
innocent aad very kimhy fushion,” said the Hewd, * I hepe
yvou have had a2 good pienic.”

**(}h, yes, sir, *hank you 1"

“ ¥Yaas, wathah”

Alonzo Todd made a hesitaling step fowards the Head.

“ It's a hot efternoon, sir,” he remarked.

Pir. Locke nodded.

“¥You are quite right; it is,” he snid.

“ dMaght we ventore to—to——"1

The Head looked a little puzzled.

“ (3o on, Todd '

ad Tﬂ_rIﬂ_rt{._!ll

Yo

"To offer you a little refreshment, sir,"” zaid Tedd per-
vously, “ We have ginger-beer and lemonade  sir —=""

* Leaconade’s all gone.” murmured Bob Cherry, sotto voos,

“H'm! We have ginger-beer and soda-water—--"*

The Head smiled,

"1 hardly think—--"'

"It would be a preal honour to us, sir.”
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“Well, then,™ said the Head- gonially, “I will take a

Iittle_ E{an-wﬁt'&r, Todd, and thank you for your thoughtiul-
ness.”’

I always try to be thoughtful, sir,” snid Todd modestly.
“My Uncle Benjamin always impressed that upon me.  ah,
here is the syphon ™

Harry Wharton locked alarmed. When Alanzo Todd had
a soda svyphon in his hand, he was dangerous; but it was im-
possible to warn the Head of that. ) _

* Let me do it, Todd,” seid Harry, in a hurried whisper.

** Eh ¥

Tl do it T tell you.”

* Not nt ail, Wharton! Don’t trouble,
glass, if you like.™

a Bl.lt.—-—”

*“* MNow; here you are”

Harry Wharton held the glasa,

Sizz-z-z!

* Bo eareful " he whispered, . :

“Eh! I did not quite catch what you said," exclaimed
Todd, looking up.

That looking up was disastrous.

The stream of soda-water missed the

Yeou may hold the

lares, and shot up

Wharton's sleeve, and he was  startled —naturally—and
dropped the glass.
Crash !

* Oh, dear!” gasped Todd. i

He staod with the soda-water sireaming out.

* Btop it!"” yelled Nugent.

it E}I?J!

“ Jtop it, you ass——— Ok 2

Todd jerked the syphon round, with the ecda still etreams
ing out. There was a yell of horror frém the juniors

“ My hat ™

_.:: D_h r!‘l-

' Good heavens ! .

Dr. Locke seid nothing. He couldn't—for the stream of
soda-water had caught him full in the face, and his breath
was cut off for the moment.

(waly for the moment!

Then he spluttered wildly.

** Grororerorororocoh I

“ Gireas Seott !

* Goodness gracious ! gasped Todd,

He¢ was =0 horrified and dumbfounded thet he .could not
move a finger, and he stood therce with the syphﬂndplﬂ.ym
on the doctor, till Harcy Wharton rushed forward and struc
it from his hand. It went with a crash to the ground, and
lay in ¢ dozen mecea

* Oh, sie! exclaimed Harry.

Itr. Locke blinked snd winked throwgh streaming sodas
watcr.

* Bless my soul!™ he pasped. ™ What is it—what has hap-
pened! Todd! Toedd! Boy! ‘ s it possible that you have
—that you have played this trick on me?™

* Oh, sir!"

* That you bhave done this on purpose ! gasped the Head,

* Oh, sir! No, sir! 'm 10 sorry, sir!”

ad Bl}y __1'1'

“I'm so sorry. [t was
do not know how it happened ! groaned Tedd.
e this sort s always

ris

uites an pocident, sir -1 really
“ Bomething
appening when I try 4o be useful or

obliging. I think it is fate
" (Jh. you utter ass!” groaned Wharton.
Thoe Head stood quite still for 2 moment. Then Wharton,

thought he saw something lke a smile glimmer through the
sola-water.

“You are a most extraordinary boy,” eaid the Head, and
ho turned and walked away,

The junwors leoked at Todd, They were undecided whether
to lauph or to massacre him. His distrassed expression de-
cided then, and they laughed.

“It's no laughing wmatter,” said Todd. * It’s very unfor-
tunate. Do vou think [ bad better po after the Head, Whar-
ton. and tell him again how sorry I am?®”

1 think you'd better let well alone, you ass!™

“ Bl my :{:ﬂ:{‘:lﬂ Bernjamin always sasd-—-"'

“Oh, blow your Unele Benjamin ™

" Really e

“ 1 think the picnic’s over, now,” said Bob Cherry,  ** Wo
couldn’t have & better curtain than Todd has provided., Lot's
go for a walk.”

"I will clear away the things’ sawd Todd,
are very kind, but 1 will not come,
thinga, Yoes, 1 mest!™

Teodd had his way. But the juniors, as thev strolied dewn
fo the waates, were not surprized to hear a sevies of crashes
‘l'n-:-'-cg {-ﬁﬂi taliing away the crockery; and he wae Laving his
uszual [ueck,

j ‘*INo, vou
I will take away the

<5
Wharton & Co.
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THE TWENTY-THIRD CHAPTER.

The Captive Releaszed.

HE whole party suw Arthur Augustus IV Arcy oft at the
station. Wharton aﬁmin apologised for the absence of
Bunter. IYAroy apologised for tho neccssity of poing
away in Nugent's hat. He promised to return it by tho

first parcel t the next day; a promise which he duly kept.
Then the CLT House girls rode ]wrm: on their bioycles, with
an escort of si1x or seven juniors,

Bunter’s name was not mentioned till the chums of the
Remove were on the homeward ron. Then Bob Cherry broke
into & sudden chuckle.

*It's about time we let Bunter out, I think,” he remarked.

* Ha, ha, ha!!’

The juniors put up their bicyeles, and strolled to the old
tower. It was getting dark, and the rocom was very dusky
as they threw open the door and looked for Bunter, There
was a fat form curled up in tho chair, and the first sounc
thut greeted the juniors was a deep, prolonged, and decidedly
unmusical snoro.

Boby Cherry shook the fat junior by the shoulder. Bunter
started and awoke.

_ " Hallo! I-I :ay, you fellows, what's the row? Why,
it's not light yet, and—and I can® hear the rising-bell 1"

Bob Cherry roared.

“Ha, ha, ha! He thinks he's in the dorm. [

“ Wake up, Bunter!"

Bunter rubbed his cyes, and adjusted his spectacles on his
fat little nose, He stood up and blinked at the juniore. Hae
remcimbered all now,

“Youge-you Lirosts !

*“ Ha, ha, hat"

he zaid.

S

(A
1)Oo

Stanle
the West
bearer of & pocket-book containing valuable papers wanted
has been murdered. Stanley Dare, disguised as a4 merchant seaman, visits
the lodgin
pocket-boo i
after druggling him absconds with the pecket-book
sciousness Stanley Dare questions the proprietor of the lodging
concerning Peters'—the Chinese half-caste—movements and learns that
ha haa travelled to Southampten.
of Peters, but later on he traces him to a yacht, the Amazon, which is
anchored off Cowes.

“1 might have perished with hunger hare—"'
* Ila, ha, ha!” .
“On my btrt-lnialy, too! OF all the rotten tricks—"'
a
u

“* The one you played on us was about the rottenest,” said
Bobh Cherry, © ve been cauwght in your own trap this
time, and serve you jolly well right. Don't you think so¥”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"'

The chums of the Remove left the tower. Bunter toddled
after them, and caught hold of Harry Wharton's sleeve,

** I—I say, Wharton, I suppose the feed's all over?”

“ Of course!'

“ Everything gnﬂe?“

' Everything t

Bunter groanod.

FOw! 'm hungey!™

Wharton TE]Dntl}ﬁ.

“ Well, you fut young fraud, if you like to admit that you
deserved all you pot, %mm‘s a two-bob pice, and you can
cut over to the tuckshop,” he said.
hﬁﬁnt{-r blinked at the silver-piece glistening in Harry's

and.

* Oh, really, Wharten, I—I—of course, I admit it. You're
gquite right. Gimme the two bob., I'll put it down to the
account.”

- Three seconds later Billy Bunter was in tho tuckshop, solac-
g bimself to the exact extent of two shillings. And so
ended Dunter's birthdey.

THE EXT.

(Another splendid, Tong, complets sefiool tale of Marry Wharton
d Co. siext Tuesday, entitled: “"ALONZIO THE TERRIBLE
by Frank Richords. Please ovder wour copy of Tus MaoxET Lisnany
th advdnce, Deice One* Fening)

9P OY

TANLEY DA
T Del‘ecﬁvDe E

INTRODUCTION.

Dare, the boy detective, is investigatin
ndia Docks, on behalfl of & man named

a slranyre case near
ilbert, Fleming, the
by Giibert,

house where the deed was committed. He finds the missing
: butis surprised and overpowered by a Chinese half-caste, whao,
Oo recovering con-
ouse
At Southampton, Dare loses all trace

Dare and the Professor are trapped and carried owut

to sea, where they are set adrift in a boat without sails or oars,

A *Sen-Anchor "—Rescued—Martin Gllbert Turas Nasty—
The Professor's Adventure,

The half-caste cut tle bonds from MacAndrew's wrists,

““If T had my way,” he said,, * you would be lashed back
to back and set adrift like that!"

“1t i3 murder, in any way," replied Dare.

_ " ¥ou are still harping on murder,” said Custance, with a
jeering laugh. *'SBorry I can’t stretch my hospitality to
pntertain you any longer. I wish you a pleasant vovapge to
wherever you ave going. It may ba to the noxt world ™

The professor stood up in the stern of the beat.

“Wa shall meet again in this world, Harper Custanca.”
he said solemimly, “ I have such great faith in a Providence
that mights a" wrongs that 1 wouldna change places wi' vo
noo, safe as you appear toe be on the yacht, and doomed as
you think we are in this frad craft.”

The words and tle Beotsman's almost prophetic mann-r
froze the mocking laughter vwpon the jeering villain's lips.
e cursed the professor as the boat was cast off and sent
adrift.  His lips were grey. 1le lhad the appearance of a
man who was sinitben with a swildden Foar,

His curses were the last words they ever heard him ulier,
but the-i wora fated to see Lim onos again—only onee.

Tha Amazon steamed away, leaving the boat tossing help.
lossly on the rough sea, in imminent danger, as it wus swepl
on tho erest of each succeeding wave, of being eapsized.

Their caso seemed hopeless, for if the boakb was swampoed
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lan<d was 50 far off that the strongrest swunmer would pot be
able to awim to safety through so wild a sea.

“ Thore's a chanco %m' us vot " cried Stanley Daro oxeitedly,
“ Look here, profeisor !

There was a locker in the stern sheetzs of the boat, and on
opering it Dare had found a roll of canvas, some spun yoru,
and a few other odds and ends of things which would be
uzaful in keeping a boat's sail and other gear in repair.

These things had evidently been overlocked by tho men
on tho yacht, or thoy certainly would not have been left there,

“Wa might make a bit of 2 snil wi' that canvas,” said the
professor; Y but as we've no mast to set it on tae, 1t wouldn:
be muckle guid ™

“ 1 wasn’t thinking of a sail,” replied Dave, ' but with (his
I balicve T ecould rip a ses-anchor. I once saw one plogod
by tho captoin of o ship by way of an experiment, i [
romeinlbar how it was made.”

cOeid, luddie ! eried MucAndrew, Y T've leard o sueh
thines, but thera are few men, even among sailors, who havo
over had tae 1:e them nowadays. It is an age o' floating
hotelz, and the real art of =eamanship s almost lost,”

It was necessary to have a wooden frame to lash the canvas
to, and for this they had to break up the gratings that wera
laid aeross along the bottom of the boat,

Threa of the stoutest pieces of wood thus obtained wers
lashed firmly together in the shapo of a triangle. To this
framewnrk the caovas was fastened, the base of the triancle
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Ih:e'iilg weighied with a piece of iron that had been used as
aliast.

To the three points of the triangle span yarn, many thnes
doubled, was fastened, forming o bridle, io which was secured
the end of the bout’s painter.

AL ready ! cvied Dare, when, alter about helf an hour's
totl, the workk was completed.

" Ready it 12" gaid MacAndreew,

" Then over she goes!?

The sea-anchor was dropped over the bows., Tt floated in
the watcr perfectly wpright, with the weighted basze about
two feet below the surface,

Rounghly, it might be deseribed az a sort of Y water-kate,”
whick bore this difference to an ordinary kite in that the
pointed park was uppermost when 1t was in s right position.

The rope-painter tautened, and then the boat rode head
to sea as easmily as a gull in the water. She drifted very little,
and the fuam-ﬂms.tﬂg waves, breaking against the sea-anchor
without in any way damapging it—for it gave to the impact—
passed on each side of the t without pouring into 15, Thus
the danger of being swamped was removed.

There was neither fcod nor water in the boa althm:gh.
for tho matter of that, they were not likely to tronhled
with thirst for some time. Ib s well-koown {o shipwreched
men that a good preventive of the pangs of thirst is to
satuvate the clothes with salt weter.

The garments of the professor and Stanley Dare were by
this time saturated enough in all conscience, for the waves
had been constantly aiﬂppitﬂg over them during the whole
time they had been making the seca-anchor.

The long, fdreary hours-passed slowly, and there seemed to
be ro signs of the pale ab.utmig. Dare believed they were
neaver to the coast of France than England. Occasionally a
vessel was sigrhted, but slways a Jong way off. The nearest
one that was fully two mides away., The professor stood
up and frantically waved his coat, but the signal was not
SEET,

Indeed, in such weather, with tho atmosphere rendered haz
by the fying seud, it would be very difficult to see a small
bost at 8 distance of twb miles.

“We mann wait wi' patience, laddie,' eaid the good old
Seotziman, as he sat down again. ' Nae doot thewe'll be a
ship passing near encugh tae ns to sight before long.™

“We are both fortunately prm’ideﬁ with & good store of
patience,” replied Dare, with a brave attempt to appear
cheerful,

Well, the time came when their patience was rewarded.
The afterncon was drawing to a close when a steamer was
sighted right ahead. ]

“ Hurrab ! At last? cried Darve. " Rouse up, Mac! There's
a steamer bearing down on us, We are bound to be seen.*

Professaor MacAndrew scrambled unsteadily to his feet. Ho
had been sitting in the stern in a half doze, for the long
exposure wos telling on him, tough as he was.

“ A steamer! Laddie, aro yve—— Ay, av! There she is!™
Ho pulted off his cont. " We'll no pie them a chance to poss
by."” he continoed.  * When she comes within hail we maun
yell till oor throats crack ! ;

It wasn't negessary to go to this extreme. The people on
the steamer saw thewr signal. The vessel wasz stopped, a rope
waz thrown 1o them, and thée beat was hauled np alonpzide.

She nroved to be the French cossting-steamer Ville de
Paris, bound for Cherbourg. It is perhaps needless to say
that when they landed at Cherbourg in the early hours of the
following morning they had fully recovered from the effectis
of their recent unpleasant expericnee.

Shovtly after reaching hiz office the voung detectjve sent
a comrnunication to his client, Martin Gilbert, which broupht
ihat individoal post-huaste to Essex Street. His face was dark
with 5;:{3_ptie-ssedpgngﬁr, and his solitary eye gleamed with a
eavage hight,

i E%hatgmn I to understand from this tetter, Mr, Dare??
he demanded, Hourishing the mistive in question. *'That you
have failed in your task, after having the pocket-book actually
in your possession®’ .

““ That, latter is simply a brief report of what T have done
in tho cese and what kas happened since I last saw you,” re-
plied Dare coldly, ™ I don’t choose Lo consider that s check
s o failure.”

“Well, T do, so that 1s where we differ ' snarled the other.
" The chanees are that we shall never sce that pocket-boolk
again or ita contents.” _

1 have not yet seen its contents,” said Dave: * but you
may taka my word for it that I mean to hunt down both
Custance and the half-caste—"

“ T rare nothing about either of them,” intervupted Martin
Gilbert. ' They are nothing to ne, and their erimes am
nothing to me. I engaged you to recover the pocket-book,
and il you have been wasting {ime in doing ordinary police
work T cay that you have ot {uifilled your part of the con-
tract. From this moment 1 will carry on the case myself,
without your assistance’

“1 am very glad to lear it,” reterted Dare, for T ean
agsuve you that you are not the sort of client that I cwe to
work for.’”
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“And my opeenion,” said MacAndrow, who happened teo

present, **is that you are—" )

1 dew’t want to hear vour opinion!” snarled Martin
Gilbert.

*Weel, ye'll hear it, whether ye like it or not,” pursued
the Scotaman calmly. ** Ye're an ill-bred, cantankerous loon,
and Mr. Dare is weel advised in washing his hands of ye!"

* Washing his hands of me! I wash my hands of him "
cried (Gilbert. ' Iemember, thiz business 15 entirely my
affair now. Take hieed that neither of you interfere with it.”’

There was 2 dark and evil scowl on lhis {ace as he turped
on his heel and strode from the room.

“"1I'm not the sort of mon tae take mucklo hiead of threats,”
said MacAndrew, " but I dinne Like yoo fellow who has just
gone, He isdangerons, laddie—he is dangerous.™

I wish him joy of his search for thoe pocket-hook," langhed
Stanley Pare. " And, dangerous though ho may be, I fancy
he will find his match if ever ho comes in contact with Harper
Custance and the half-caste.™

aybe,"” replied the professor guardedly, " ond maybe
not. We dinna keo the mon’s resources,”

However, they soon dismissed Martin Gilbert from their
ﬂ'mughtr-i, far t.]le__f.' both ]’lu{]_ o considernble amonnt of husiness
te transack in London, which kept them [uwlly employed the
whole day.

It was nine o'clock in the evening when MacAndrew bade
good-night to the young detective at the door of the West
End restaurant where they had been dining.

**Bhall I hail a cob for you?? asked Dare.

“No, no! I've been riding in cabs half the day, and & walk
will dae me guid. It is not far from here to Chelsea. Guid-
nicht, laddie !

“ Good-night 1"

The professor strode away, making for the Thames Embank-
ment by way of Vauxhall Bridge lioad. Then he proceeded
slong the Embankment at an casy pace, smoking a favourite
ald briar, for he was a thorough Dohemian in his habits.
Moreover, 16 was a little bit fogey, both on and near the
r;‘-‘er,tn.nd smoking prevented the fog from getting down his
throat.

He had passed the corner by the Chelsea Hospital gardens,
which was not more than a quarter of o mile from hiz house,
when he heard a8 cry of distress in a gicl's vodee, and looking
i the divection whence it came, dimly saw three figures, who
appeared to be struggling together,

ng of them ho made out wes 8 woman,

“Oh, help me! Please protect me from these men!”

It was a sweet, rofined, girlish voxee that thus made & direct
oppeal to the professor for help. Evidently the girl had
caught sight of him as: he strode along. 'There was no one
elzo I sight

Such an appeal was one that would not be addressed to
MacAndrew In vain, Elippirg his pipoe into his pocket, he
rushed across the road. One of the men had the gl by the
wrist, and she was endeavouring, though ineflectvally, to
wrest horezell free from his grasp,

f ‘" Release this lady at once, you seoundrel ' cried the pro-
ESS0T.

" Mind your own business,” retorted the fellow, “and take
vourself off, before you get hurt !

* 1l commense w1* the hurting business myself " exclaimed
MacAndrew, as he hit out straight from the shoulder with his
right, and, catching the fellow under the jew, sent Lim reeling
backwards against some garden railings,

oth the man who was struck and his companion were =6
amazed at this unexpected attack by the gquiet-looking, middle-
eged Scotsman that for & few moments they could not do any-
thing but stare at him.

He 'was & hard hitter, was MacAndrew, for in his younger
days he had been a famous sthlete, and he was still tough
and sinewy.

“ Get behind me, lassie,” he zaid to the girl,
anyibhing of thess men?”

“1 know nothing of them,"” replied the girl, whoze voice
trembled with fear and anger. "1 was walking along the
Embunkment towards my lodgings, when they made insuliing
remarks to me, and then caught hold of me with the inten-
tion, I am certain, of robbing me. I don't know how 1 can
thank vou, sir, [or—""

** Bide o wee, lassie,'"" whispered the professor.

The two men were making a rush at lin, one of tlens
loudly expressing his intention of " onting the interfering old
Lufler ™ there and then. It seented as thougl the Scotsman
must o down before that rush; but, with marvellous ngility,
he dodged between them, hitting out right and left
simultaneously.

Doth blows told, but Lis assailants closed on him, end a
rovgh-and-tumble struggle ensved, in which thers seemned
ovory likelihood of MacAndrew faring badly.

How it-would have ended, it is difficult to say; Lut as luck
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would have it, a soldier appeared on the scene just then. and
promptly came to the professor's assistance. The pair of
rifians, concluding that diseretion was the better part of
EE]UM' proniptly took to their heels and disappeared in the

.

“Mony thanks, my bonnie laddie, for vour timely assist-
ance, ' said MacAndrew to bis military friend, who was a
cavalryman.,

* Don't mention it!" was the brisk reply. T hope that
you are not hurt.  You must excuse mo for hurrying off, but
1 have only just time to catch my train to get back to
barracks.”

The next minute he, too, had vanished in the fog.

“Weel, lassio,” said the professor, “ I'll just sea ve safely
to the door of your house. I'm thinking that ye said noo
that ye are on your way tae your lodgings. But stay, then,
yo are not wi' relatives or freends?™

The girl shook her head rather sadly.

“I am alone in London,” she replied,

“Ay, ay, is that 507" returned MacAndrew. * Tt izna puid
for a young and pretty lassie like you tae be alone in this big,
wicked city. Ye maun just let me your freend and
adviser. Ilere's my card. Come tas my house to-morrow
morning, and just confide in me as you would tas your ain
father. I've a guid auld housekecper who will look after yo."
" Ah, if my dear father wers only alive,” murmured the
girl, with a catch in her voice, * it would be so different! I
should not be poor and Eriendless,”

“ Not friendless?"" interrupted the professer. ‘' Look upon
me now as a freend. Ye may do that without fear, for I'm
auld enough tae be your father.”

Five minutes later they parted, and MacAndrew walked
home in a thoughtful meod,

“A queer little adventurs,” he muttered. * Puir lassie!
Wesl educated, refined, but peoor, and alenc in London, I
maun halp her somehow.™

But the “queer, little adventurs,’” as he tormed it, was
only in its initial stage as yet; and it was after to develop in
a manner so remarkable that not even the canny Scat, with

nll his foresight and mental acuteness, could have predicted
tha sequel to it.

Stanley Dare's New Clieni—The Case Takes a New Turn—
Oif Again

Shortly after noon on the following day, Stanley Dare was
rather surprised to see Professor MacAndrew enter his office,
acepmpanied by an extremely pretty and modest-looking girl
of about nineteen vears of nge.

The young detective at oncve jumped to his feet, and plared
a chair for the lady, at tho same tims looking to the professor
for an explanation of the visit, or, rather, for enligliteniment
as lo who his companion was,

MacAndrew formally introduced the two to eacl: othar.

““Mr. Stanley Dare—>Miss Ethel Selwyn,”” he said. ** Miss
Selwyn will be a new client on an old case.

“ An old ecase ! echoed Dare.

“Weel, not so very auld,” replied MacAndrew, * for it is
the case that we have just been engaged in—tha Missing
Pocket Book,” as I have labelled it in my diary.”

“I knew we weren't done with that affair,® zaid the vanne
detactive, * although T hardly cxpected to gain Eﬂﬂthm“wlierﬁ.
over it."'

“If it hadna’ been
for two ruffiang=— Rut
T tell ve the story frae
tha bazinning."

The professor then re-
lated his adventurs of
the previous evoning,
onding up with the visit
of Miss Selwyn to his
house that morning.

“I've taken a fatherly
intarest in tlo  lassie,
and I've porsuaded lier
tag tell me something of
her lonstory.” He burned

to the 1.!{ir|. “ Noo, if
yve'll allow me, Miss
Selwyn,”  he  added,

I just give Mr. Dare
an outline of all the in-
porlant poinfs o your
case.'”

“T am wvary rrateful
to vou [or all your kind-
ness and the trouble
wiluch vou are taking on
my behalf,"” replied

—rr—ar——

NOW OR
SALE.

Ethel SBalwyn., T am sure you will explain all the facts more
clearly than I could hope to do.”

The story which the professor told nead not be given in
his own words, for there were many interruptions and devia-
tions, Briefly, 1t ran as follows:

It appeared that Ethel Sclwyn's father hiad been a ship's
capiain, and he had died of fever while on his last veyawe.
To one of the seamen—a man who had sailed with him ?nr
many years—ho had entrusted a leather pocket-book to bring
home and give to his daughter. It was Captain Selwyn's solas
legacy to his only child, for he had not made a will, and, as
far as could be discovered, the only money that he could have
bequeathed to her was the amount of his pay whicl: happened
to be due when he died. This was rather under fifty pounds.

Mizs Selwyn belisved that the pocket-hook only contained
letters and papors which had belonged to her mother, and
which she would naturally treasure.  But  Profeszor
MacAndrew was of opinion, as Dars had been from the first,
tlullt the pocket-book contained something of great pecuniary
value.

“The initials on tho pocket-book are ‘R. 8.'" concluded
MacAndrew, ““so there can be nae shadow of doot that it is
tite same one that we have been aftar. Mairover, the mon
John Fleming iz the unfortunate fellow who was murdered.'

Btanley Dare nodded, but he did not reply. He was stand-
ing at the window, looking down into the street, as though
something interested him out there. But it was the thoughis
which were moving rapidly through his brain which only
interested him just then. Presently he turned round sharply.

“Weo must find the vacht Amazon again, Mac,”” he said.
“That is tha first thing to be done. Thers is no doubt that
Custance is still on board of her. And he is the man who
haz the pocket-book."

“Ti he haspa' gob 1,
MacAndrew,
furst."

] “It is not possible that those two can bave met yet,” said
Jara.

“No, not yet,” admitted the professor.
mect, mark my words.™

1 am going down to Lleyd's to find ant if the Amazon
has been signalled anywhere,” pursued Stanley Dare. **Wo
may have to leave London suddenly. Would a quarter of an
hour's notice give you time to pack up?”

“Five minutes would suffice,” replied MacAndrew. ' My
emargency kit-bap is packed, the same as yours., I'll escors
Miss Selwyn home the noo, an' then I'll wait by ‘my ain
fireside,’ "—he laughed checrtly —""until I hear from yeo."

“ood 1" said Dare.

He bade good-bye to MacAndrew and the ziel at the corner
of Essex Btreet, and then jumped into a hansom and drove
off 1n the direction of the City.

Twenty-four hours passed, however, before MacAndrow
hicard from the young detective. The telegraphic messape
was brief.

“ Amazon reported ab Drest yesterday evening,” it ran.
“We must leave London by 3 pun. train for Southampton.
Then cro:s over by mail steamer.—DARE."”

It was necessary for them to eross over to Cherlbounre, whers
they ElTITI‘r'E':l carly on the following morning, and then toolk
the train on to Brest

Martin Gilbert has,” replied
“But we maun go on the track of Custance

“But they will

But on reachine thaot

naval pork thﬂ:.: learnt,
to their disappointioent.
that the vacht lad
sailed an hour befora
they arrtved there, Her
fdestination was belisved
tn he Bordeaux,
: From  caveful in
el aquiries  which  Stanley
Dare made among the
harhour officials, he
learnt that both IMarper
Custance and the half-
caste—whe did tha
tduties of steward—wero
still on board.

And he alse gathered
a vory important ittem of
information from the
pilob who had taken the
Amazon out of the
harhour.

ALONZO, THE
TERRIBLE,”

Truly, Todd has many cerlous
sldes to his character, and In
our next issue you will laagh
even more than usueal.
M.B.—""The Gem " Library
iz also very popular,

Another longy Instal-
maont of thias thril-
ng detective story
naxt Twuasday.)
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