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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Regardless of Expcuse,
HRISTMAS—"
C “Eh
¢ Christmas is coming,” said Billy Bunter.
He was standing in the doorway of Nou. 1 Study, in
the Remove passage, and blinking in through his big
spectacles. Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent occupicd two
dasy-chairs, on cither side of the hearth, and Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh was sitting on the table between thom, with his
feet on another chair. The chums of the Remove had simply
turned their hieads and looked at Bunter when he opeuned the
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door—merely that, and nothing more! They did not ask Lim
in to sit down; they did not cven remark that it was cold.
They stared at him.

“ Christmas——"" Buntcr recommenced.

“Ts coming,’”’ agreed Frank Nugent.
liear tho news?’

“0h, really, Nugent-—--"" . .

“You're sure you've golb it quite correct -quite sure thera
wen't be any oversight this yvear, and that Christinas won't
got missed out of the calenday?”

“ Look here—"' . .

“ell, then, Christmas is coming.”’ said Frank; ¢ admitted
unanimously. Would you mind shutting the door after you?™

" Where did you

Decembeor {0th, 1810,
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“There’s o draught,” rcmarked Harry Wharion, and
gur:g’e Singh added his opinion that the draughtfulness was

rrific.

Bunter blinked wrathfully at the three juniors.

““Look here,” he exclaimed, *I didn’t come here to be
funny, I wanted tq mention to you fellows that as Christmas

was coniin, iy

Frank Nugent ed the fire, and in the clatter of the
poker and the coals, the rest of Bunter’s speech was lost.

“Do you hear mc?’ roared Bunter angrily. “I should
think that even youn chaps might be thmking about peace and
geodwill and things,” just now.”

‘“But Christmas isn’t here yet,” said Harry Wharton,
** As a matter of fact, it’s a jolly long timo off, Buuky.”
_"“But we bredk up before Christmas,” said Bunter, “ and
if wo're going to givo that Christmas feed—"

“ What Christmas feed 7"’

“I was thinking of & big Christmas fced, to—to celebrate
Cliristmas, you know,”” 'said Billy Bunter. ‘It ought to be a
time of pfenty, and good cheer, and 80 on. I'm thinking of
standing a big feed—a real bust-up, you know—entirely: at
m{ own expenss. You ‘fcllews ncedn’t be afraid of being
asked to contribute, if that's what you're thinking of. The
shm& will be done ertirely by me, re of expense.”

“ Good !"” said Frank Nugent heartily. * Go and arrange it,
Bunter, and—and shut the door after you, will you?”

Bunter snorted.

- I"was going: to ask yoeu chaps your opinion about the

@

“ Jolly good,” said Nugent.

‘ Ripping,” said Wharton.

“The rippingfulness is terrific.”” )

. Yet Bunter sid mot seem satisfied. He, was cdging his way
into the study.' Billy Bunter was no longer-a tenant of No. 1
Btudy, and mnce he changed into No. 14, he had {elt the
fean years wet'in, so to speak. He hid been: accustomed ‘to
living on the-fat of the land, and when ho became his own
provider, the difficrence was striking.

“I—I can’t .very well discuss it standimg hcre,”” he re-
marked. ‘‘ You.might ask a fellow to it down, at =il events,”

' 8it down at all events,’ said Nugent..

“ Oh, really, you know !”

Bunter came in and closed the door. He came towards the
fire, and ooolly placed himsclf in front of Hurree Singh,
shutting all the fire off from him. Then Le blinked at
Wharton and- Nugent alterute]}y.

. * I never could bo really comfy unless I had an armchair,”

e :
“Go hon ! said Nugent, stretching out his legs lazily.
*Bame here,” said Wharton. _

Bunter blinked at them again, and then, with & grunt, sat
on the fender. There was an ominous creak from the fender
under the weight of the Ow}l of the Reiave.

" Well, speaking about that Christinas feed,” he maid.
'“You see, wo shall have to give it before wo break up, »0 we
can’t wait till Christmas. y idea is, the sooner the better.

hy shouldn’t a Christmas feed be had as early as a Christ-
mas number ? - T think the chief qucstion about it is, how to
raise the funds.”

*“Yes, rather,” said Wharton, laughing.

“ Well, I'm attending to that,”’ said Bunter grandly, “I'm
stending this feed regardless of expense.”

::T«})’ ;!,ho'm "

“ Regardless of expense to whom 7"

:.‘ Oh, nloally'@ Nugent! To mysclf, of course!”

1] u 2

“1f you are goinyg to cast doubt upon my word, T think this
whale discussion had better cease,” said Billy Bunter, with a
great dcal of digmtl-;v.

“ Much better. Shut up, then.” i

“Oh, really, you know! My idca is, to issue cards of in-
vitation to all the fellows who eught ta come to the feed,”
explainéd Bunter. * Nothing like doing the thing in style,
especially as it is possible that some of my titled fricnds may
look in. Now, I want you fellows to come.”

‘* Thanks awfully.”

“Tho thankfulress is terrific.”

“ Not at all:- I used to be in this study,”” said Bunter. *“I
wasn't very wcll treated herc; but bygones can be bygones
at a time of the year like this. I'm not the chap to bear
malice at Christmmas time.”

“ Noble Bunter }** murmured Nugent.

“Well, yes, I am rather a noble chap,” afrecd Bunter
fuiucusly, “I don’t get justice done me as a rule.”

- My fm‘.l You'd have-an awful time if you did get it !

“Oh, really, Nugent }”’

" The awfulness would be terrifie.”

“Look here,” said Bunter. ‘“To come back to bizney, I
want you chaps to come to the Christinas feed. I want to
show the whole school that bygones are bygones, and that

Tae Maover LierarY,—No. 148,

NEXT WEEK!

USUAL SIZE—USUAL PRICE.

I’'m not the chap io remember any little unpleasantnces ad
Christmas time. Will you comeé ¢’

“ Oh, we’ll conte I**- .

“ Then '} £u't your names down in the list?”’

“ Pyt ’em down.” o

“I'R send you the cards of invitation a little later,” said
Bunter, “ The wholo thing is going to be handsomely done,
T . of expense. I('lni e&ﬁt{ng'a Psﬁmﬁ:n faqt;
several postal-orders, an e in funds, and & no
have fo ask body for financial help.”

The chums of the Removo looked at Bunter. Ho spoke so
seriously that almost believed him. to this moment,
they had the Christmas feed merely an excuso for
raising money for a feed for himself.. His statement that he
didn’t want any money was generally a preliminary to bore
rowing. But o bon:ow:?]g Bunter said not a word.

*“ Well, that's about all,”* maid Bunter, -taking out a note«
book, and writing the names in it. ‘““Wharton, Nugent, Inky,
Good. I can depend on.you?”

:‘ Oh,?gos {”"said Nugent. * Look here, out with it, Billy/%

““ How much do you want "
“ How much what 1’
*“ Cash.”

Bunter blinked at him indignantly.

J“If you think I've come here to borrow
.I\u%nt—" he began. e

“You don't mean to say that yon haven't!’’ exclaimed
Frank, in astonishment.

*“Oh, really—

“ Well, wonders will never cease ™

“The wonderfulness is terrific.’?"

. "1 say, you fellows, draw it mild " said Bunter. * This
isn't a nice way to treat fellowa who are getting up Christmas
feeds, more for your sake than anything clse. I'm doing this
thm%enhrelx at my own expense.”

* Well, mﬁonnlé unt Selina I’

“1 want Bob Cherry ta come, too,” Bunter went on: “T
can’t forget that we all used to be in this study together, and.
we were very comfy, cxcept that I never had guite enough to
cat. 1 can’t see Cherry just now, as he's being ragged in
Bulstrode's stad, 7

Wharton jumped up.

t“‘qu},At'l that? Bob Cherrp’s being ragged in Bulstrode’s
ptuqy !

“I think they’ro, singeing, bis hiair. with a red-hot poker,™
said Bunter. ‘I noticed a smell of burning. I don’t suppose
thc;y’ll?.feally hurd him. I say, you fellows, where are- yow
EOl : .
But the fellows did ‘not reply. Harry Wharton, Frank
Nugent, and Hurrce Jamset Ram Bingh were teariug at top.
speed out of the study to the rescue of their chum.

Billy Bunter blinked after them with a grin on his face,
He crossed quickly to the door, and locked it, and then turned
1o the eunboard. ’

.THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Buster Captures the Pudding.
“BUGIS ;«p !”rgupe;!’ Harry Wharton,

8, 3
*The ratherfulness is terrific.’” o
With excited faces the Greyfriars chums dashied tos
wards Bulstrode’s study. Bulstrode was the bully of the
Remove, and though he was terrible to small boys, he gener-
ally let Harry Wharton & Co. alone. But there was no doubt
that he always have liked to rag the chums of the
Remove, if opportunity offered.
The juniors did not_doubt for a_moment that Bob Cherry
had beem imveigled into Bulstrode’s study, and that the
%oegmm bully and his friends were ragging the unfortunate

money,

They. did not stand upon ceremony.

If the r rs learned that rescue was.coming, they would
doubtless }ocg the door; and Harry Wharton did not mecan
to give them a chance te do that. i

He dashed up te Bulstrode’s door, threw it apen withouf
tshink]'ing of knecking, and rushed in with Nugent and Hurvee

ingh.

Sﬁ quick and fierco was the rush, that, the threc jvniore
dashed right up to the study -table, and dashed ogainst it
before they could stop themseives.

Bulstrode was seated at the table, writing. llazeldene wag
standing heside him, handing him some. blotting-paper,
There was no sign of Bob Cherry, or of either raggers or
ragging in the study. . .

T%c colhigion with the table sent it reeling.

The three chums clutched at it to save themselves, and
threw their weight upon it, and the table shot along the

ONE PENNY!
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¢ Bunter has been overcome by weakmess from hunger, Mrs. Mimble,” explained Alonzo Todd, hurrledly.

* Kindly hand over some substantlal comestible, my dear madam'™
can pay for,” sald Mrs. Mimble sourly. (See page 16.)

floor, crashing into Bulstrode and Iazeldens, and hurling
them into the fender.

Then the table reeled over towards them, shooting down
uppn them books and papers ani pens and inl, ‘

Bulstrode roared.

“You mad idiots! W.w.what are you up to?”

¢ M-m-my hat 1" gasped Hazeldene, )

Wharton let go tho table, and stond up gasping.  Ilurree
Singh hald rolled over, and was sittiug rather dazedly on the
varpet.  Nugent had stumbled upon the waste-paper baskes,
und sat down upon it. The waste-paper bagsket was tall and
uarrow, and Nugent had sat in it with considerable force;
with the result that he could not uuscak himeelf,  Ilis feed
shiot up into Lho air, and Le sat wedged in helplesly,

BRulstrode serambled out of the feuder. .

His face was red with fury, and black wich ink.
were about cqual proportions of black and red.

¢ You dangurous asses U he velled, 14 this a sty rag?

“ My hat!” gasped Wharton, “ Where's Bobt”

“Bob! What Bob, idiot?”

“3ob Cherry ! T—I thought he vas here™

< And if bo was here, do you generally come in ke
of Red Indians to look Tor a chap ¥ roarcd Bulsirod..
“N-— Ha, ho, ha ! 'uosorey [

4 Youu—you '

“plelp ! groancd Nuogent,
Land, soinebody !

ln, ha, b

“Oh, lend o hand !

Wharlion grasped Nugent's hands, anld drew hin to Lix fect.

Tue Macver Luttany.—No. 115,
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“1 can’y gt out! Lend e a

' Master Bunter can have all that he

The waste-paper baskel giitl romained stuck on to him, Nugeng
being ben! in the middly ab an obtuse angle, Hurreo' Jamset
Ram Singh obligingly kicked the basket off, and a yell from
Nugent showed that it was not only the basket that suffered
[rom the kick.

“Yarooh! You ass!”

“ The sorrowfulnusy i wreat if the esteemed kickfulness was
too terrifio.”” murmured the Nubob of Bhanipur,

“You chumps ! said Bulstrode. ** You [rabjous burbless!
Look what vou've done to my study !

“ B-b-but Bunter saitl you were ragging Bob Cherry here !
exclaimed Harry, in bevilderment.” “ We came in here to
rescue him,"

“He hasu't bees in here, idiot.”

“Then that voung rascal was teking us in. Tt's a jape™
said Tlarey racfully.  “3tll, you've only got yoursell (o
thank, Bulstrods, 1f vou weren't such a {K'us!.[y bully, you
know, I shouldn't have becn faken in”?

“(iet out of my sturdy ! roared Bulatrode. Hazeldene was
rabbing his luobs, and leoking far fromn pleasant, but he lid
vot speak.

U osorey,” ocaid IMarry
soiry. 8o loog !

And the chums of No. 1 Study cleared out.  Bulateade
rowlod furisusly aa he mopped the ink off his face, and
Hazeldene zeowled as he picked up the fallen books. Neiibr
of them was inoa sweet temper,

“What dul that youns villiein take us in like that for:"
suidd Nugent, as they west into the passage. I suppose it
was his adea of humous.”’

“Ila, ha—T mean, T'm very

Another School Tale of the Junlors of
By FRANK RICHARDS, Groviriars.
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Harry Wharton frowned.

“Then we’ll jolly well teach him not to tell Hes for fun,”
he said, as he strode to the door of Ne. 1 Study. ' Hallo,
here's Bob Cherry !’

Bob Cherry and Mark Linley were just coming dews the
Remove passage. They looked in surprise at the excited and
disheyelled juniors.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob. **What's the vow 7"

“You are I’ grunted Nugent.

113 l‘m ?’l

‘““ Have you been ragged by Bulstrode 7’

“ Bulstrode! Ragged! Certainly not.”” Lo

“ Then why haven’t you?”’ demanded Nugent indignantly.
“4We went in to rescue you, and the least you could have done
was to be rescued.”

“ What the dickens—""

Wharton explained, and Bob Cherry chuckled.

“ Bunter wanted to clear you out of your study-for some-
thing,” he said. ‘' Have you got anything in the cupboard ?™

Harry Wharton looked alarmed.

“My hat! The Christmas pudding !

f“ I-Ia,, ha, ha!” roared Bob. “ That’s what Buntcr's
after !’

‘‘ But—but he mustn't cat it; it’ll make him 1! gasped
Wharton. “It's a doctored pudding—for a jape, you know.
If ho cats it—my hat !” ) )

*“Ha, ha, ha !’ yelled Bob again. ‘‘ He’s bound te eat it.”

Wharton bastily turned the handle of the door, and tried
to open it. It was locked on the inside.

He knocked at the upper panels with his knuckles.

“ Bunter! Bunter! Billy Bunter!” .

There was no reply from within. But the juniovs, listening
outside the door, could hear the click of a knife on a plate.

“He's gorging alrcady,”” said Nugent.

‘It must be the pudding,’”’ said Harry Wharton. ‘‘ That's
what he must have come for. 1t was sent in by 3Mrs. Mimble,

who boiled it for us, a :lua.rb,c;r of an bour ago. Bunter must-

have scen it sent in, an

~“And laid this little scheme to scoff it,”" grinned Bob
Cherry. ““Well, he’s scoffing more than he bargained for,
this time. Ha, ha, hal” . .

““ What is there 1n the pudding 7"’ asked Mark Linley.

“ Liquorice powder,” said Harry Wharton. * We mixed it
in, you know, and pub in lots of «pices and things to disguize
the flavour.”

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“ If “Bunter bolts 2 lot of that pudding, he’ll have some
first-class pain® under the waistcoat, that’s all.”

“ He’ll bolt the lot!"’ roarcd Bob Cherry. * Ha, ha, ha!
He won’t leave a morsel of it, old man]”

Harry Wharton looked alarmed.

’“"‘"We must stop him somehow !” he excluimed. ‘“ He'll be
il .

He kicked at the door. There was no reply from within
the study. Billy Bunter was too busy. The noise in the
corridor drew many juniors out of their studies, and there
were inquirics as to what was on,

*‘ Faith, and phwat is tho disturbance abouti” demanded
Micky Desmond. *‘Sure, it’s interruptin® me prep. yo arc !”*
““Can’t be helped. Bunter’s locked up in my study-—"

“Well, I said a long time ago that Bunter ought to be
locked up,” said Ogilvy.

I H&, hl, hl 1

“ He’s got on the track of the Christmas pudding that Mys.
_Mlm,!;:le was boiling for us,’”” said Nugent. *1l¢’s bolting it

*Hs, ha! You'll never see it again,” grinned Morgan.
“Bu'gtm' won't leave a trace of it to stain the dish, leok
-on !

** But the pudding’s been doctored.”

“ What !

“My hat!”

‘It was for a jape on the Highcliffa fellows,”” said Wharton
ruefully. “ You see, those rotters got up a dedge the other
day to dootor some stuff for us—I needn’t go inta particulars,
but that was their game—they wauted to put us off colour
just before the foptball match, go that they eould Lek us.’

Hazeldene, who had just como out into the passage with
Bulstrode, turned:deadly pale, and drew back a little behind
the bulky form of the Removo-bully. Hazcldeno had been
the traitor who had been the instrument of the young rascals
at Highcliffc on that occasion, and his secret was known 1o
half a dozen fellows. They had promised to keap it a secret ;
but as Wharton spoke, a terror fell upon Hazcldene that he
was about to bo betrayed. But that was uot Wharion's
intention,

*“The cads I”* said Ogilvy.
you find out "’ :

‘“ One of the Courtficld chaps found it out, and warned vs,
But this Christmas pudding was & Roland for an Qliver, you
eee. We were going to send it to tho cada by post, without
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any name or address on it, and of course they would have
it at once. It was a niee pudding—jolly nice—and the
by the spices.
As they had tried to give us a dosc of stuff, we thought they
might as well have a tummy-ache themselvis, to see how they,
liked 1t.”
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” )
“ And now that young villain’s scoffing the pudding, and
spoiling the jape !’ said Nugent wrathfully, )
“He'll rope in the tummny-ache!” roared Bob Cherry,
*“ He'lt cat six times as much as any of the Highclific fellows
would.” .
* Ha, ha, ha !
“The ha-ha-ha-fulness is terrific!”
Harry Wharten knocked at the door again.
‘' Bunter !’ he shouted through the keyhole. .
Al_vgico, mufited as if it came from a mouth full of pudding,
replied :
“Hallo! Ga away !
‘“ Open the doox !
L1} Rats !:!

“ Areyou eating the pudding 1"

a Yeﬂ."
- There was a roar of laughter from the Removites.
Wharton. kicked at the door .aiam.
within the study save the chck of
low, steady murmur of chemping jaws.
very bury,

Harry

There was no sound {rom
s fork upon a plate, and a
Billy Bunter was

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Alonzo Makes a Sngdestion.

HE crowd in the Remove passage was thickening. The
banging on the door had astracted attention fro:n all
quarters. 8hell folléws and Fifth-Formers were coning
along aa well as Removites, and there was a wiisper

that a prefect would be on the scene soon to see what the row
was about. . . \

So far as the jape om Hr%h:lzlﬂfc was concorned, Ilarry
Wharton had given that u illy Bunter had wrecked the
pudding Ly this time. is concern was now for the fat
yunior. The Higheliffe fcllows woukd have caten the pudding
in normal helpings, and would have experienced a consider-

able ache inwardly, which would have been a just punishient

for their attempt npon the Greyfriars footballers, But Bunter
was never normal when it came to eating. Ha was cerfain to
stuff in the pudding til} he oould hold no more. The rerult
would be decidedly painful for Bunter.

Harry knocked at the door again,

‘ Bunter—I say, Bunter ! ]

“ Hallo !’ cante from a mouth full of pudding again. *'Tt's
all right, you fellows; I'll leave you some. I can't cat all
thig1”

“My hat! T should think not!” gasped Nugent. ‘‘ Why,
there's enough for twelve fellows to grow fat on.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Bunter, let that pudding alone!” shouted
through the keyhole. * It will make you ilL”

“Rats! It's a jolly nice pudding. I had my eye on sou
fellows all the time,”’ said Bunter, in a pause of his cating,
“1 knew you were making a Christinas puddin‘g. I knew you
had taken it to Mrs. Mimble’s to be boiled for you. \lou
mulldn”t take mc in. I had an cye on you all the time,
Yah!V

*“ Loolke here—"

** Decent. chaps would hayvo asked an old study-mate to coma
in and have a snack,” said r; “especially a chep with
a dclicate uppetite like mine, who wouldn’t be likely to eat
a lot. You know I've got a delicato constitution, and can
only keep going by taking coustant nourishment. 1 1hink
youw'ro s-.-ltis 1. Yah!"

“ Buntr-r—-—-”

“Oh, go and cat coke! T'in on this pudding. Vlesscd
if T ever thought that you feliows could make a pwdding Jike
this! It's =imply all rlght. I haven’t caten hall of i oty
Go and cat coke! Yah

** Open the doar, old man.”

Y ah

That cxpressive monosyllable seemed {o exprvss e’y
sentinents exactly,  Wharton rattled tha handle oi 1 door,
asd shouted through the keyhole again.

“Look here, Bunter, I'm speaking for your ovni saad.
Tlat uud'd’mg has been doctored.”

" afu .!

“AYe ade it for a Jape on the Iigheliffe chape, w0l werg
roing to seud it to them by the carvier, 1o pay then e for
1etion ‘t‘m-'i\ they played us.”

1

Wharton

““There's a ot of liquorioe-Pome' siixed in it
4 ?

“Be:iit 1 should taste it.
ONE PENNY!



“We put in a lot of spices ana things to hide the Havour.
31.:|‘lo?’k ‘here, Bunter, if you eat much of that pudding you'll bd
il

*You'll get some awful pains.”

S Y¥ah!” .

“ Do you mean to say that you don't believe me?" roared
Wkarton furiously.

4°0f course I don't!"

# What I e

& (Oh, go and chop chips!” said Billy Bunter.

¥ Bunter! Look here, I give you my word

“Yah!"

“You can’t doubt my word, Bunter!” .

% Oh, really, Wharton! You've often doubted mine.”.

There was a chuckle in tho passage. Harry Wharton might
bo anxious for Billy Bunter’s health, but the other fellows
were thoroughly enjoying the fun.

“That's a different matter, you young ass!” exclaimad
Wharton. ‘“Look here, Bunty, let that pudding alone or
you'll be ill, I tell youl”

“Rais !,'l

“Yah!”

¢ Bunter—"

¢ Yah!

Harry Wharton oeased. The fork was still clicking on the
dish in the study as Billy Bunter shovelled the pudding into
his capacious mouth.

“My hat!’ exclasmed Wharton. * What on earth’s to be
done? It isn’t as if the young pig would be moderate! He'll
make himself illl T—"

“Ha, ha, ha! Let him alone.”

* Dear.me!” . oxefaimed Alonzo Todd, coming on the scenc.
“Dear me! What is the matter, you fellows? Perhaps I can
be of use? My Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon me
%0 be useful and obliging whenever I could.”

“ We want somebody to crawl through the keyhole, and un-
lock the door on the inside, Todd,” said Ogilvy, with perfect

gravity.

‘Todd blinked at Ogilvy, and then at the keyhole in the
study door,

“ My dear Ogilvy, it is impossible! Surely you must have
sufficient observation to peroeive that the dimensions of the
on;io?):ano far too restricted to allow of the passage of a human

4 Good old dictionary!” murmured Bob Cherry,

$ The dictionaryfulness is terrific.”

¢ My dear Cherry——"

¢ Ha, ha, hat”

f Ah! Perhaps you are joking, Ogilvy,"” said Toedd. *I
have been told that upon some occasions [ take observations
in a more serious spirit than intended. But my Uncle
Ben’jmnin always told me to treat every individnal seriously
until I was satisfied that he was a foolish person.”

“ What?” roared Oglivy.

4 Excuse me, Ogilvy, I am sure you do not mind my con-
versing with cindour. However, that i3 not really the point:
What 13 the cause of this extremely unruly disturbance,

harton?”’

¢ Bunter’s scoffing & pudding in our study, and he won't
open the door!” growled Wharton.

“Dear me!” said Todd. “That is practically an action
amounting to dishonesty. I suppese the pudding belongs to
you, and Bunter is eating it without leave? Dear me! My

ncle Benjamin would condemn such a proceeding in the
strongest terms. Perhaps, however, by an appeal to Bunter’s
better feelings, I can prevail upon him to desist from the most
Yoprehensibla course he is now pursuing.”

And Todd leant down and put his eye to the keyvholo.

4 My word!’ murmured Nugent, *‘ Where does he geb
those wordy from?™

“ Uncle Ben!" grinned Bob Cherry,

¢ Ia, ha, hat”

Todd blinked in through the keylhole. Mo could catch a
glimpse of Billy Bunter sitting at the study table, shovelling
away pudding.

“Bunter! My dear Bunter!”

Bunter paused in the pudding-shovalling te make one re-
mark. It was monosyllabic.

“Y¥ah!”

“ My dear Bunter—"’

¢ Oh, ring off "

“ Bunter, you are acting in a dishonest way in devouring
& pudding belonging to Wharton. You secm to have lost
the distinction between meum and tuwm, Bunter. My uncle
Bgn :mu'n would be shocked—nay, disgusted !

‘ Rats !’

_* My dear Bunter, I beg of you to pause while there is yet
time. I entreat you to do so, wy dear Bunter. My Uncle
Bonjamin—"

“¥Yah!"

“Dear me,” said Todd, rising to - fest.
seom to bs in the least amenalls to reazon.
only ona suggestion, Wharton,”

¢ And what i3 that?" asked Wharton, with a grin,
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:: Tg;%?. you make him a present of the pudding.”

“Tell him immediately that you give him the puﬂdil:lg,"_
explained Alonzo. * That will make it his pmforty. and it
avill mo longer be dishonedt of him te wat it. ' I regard that
as an excellent way out of the difficulty., I am sure that miy
Uncle Benjamin would approve of it."

* Ha, ha, ba!”

Y'My dear fellows—"

“Ha, ha, ha ..

Alonzo looked at the juniors in amazement. e could nat
seo anything to lapgh at in his suggestion. He was about
to‘ylége it further, when there was an alarm from the stairs.

ave .

Loder the prefect, with 2 frown on his face and a cane in
tis hand, was coming. up the stairs three at & time. The
’n-o_igq in the Remove passage had evidently -reached the senior
studtes.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Hazeldene's Sister.

ODER looked surprised as he saw the exben’ of the crowd
in the junior passage. He had expected to find a crowd
of juniors there in the throes of a passage row, and

had meant to lay about him impartially with the cane. But
the crowd was too thick.for that, and there were Shell fellows
and some of the Fifth .in it, and Loder did not care to-take
the risk of laying the cane about big fellows like Coker.of the

fth, or Hobson of tih Shell, So he ‘““slanged’ instead of
hitting out.

* What's all this row about?’ he demanded.
s'ofi'm &% the bottom of it, as usual, Wharton?”’ i

I can’t get my study door open, pleass, Loder,” said

“1 supposo

e i’ly not "

“It’s looked.”"

“ Well, I don't zee that there’s any reason to cram half the
school in the Remove passage, on that account,” said Loder
# ?‘V_-hatndo you mean—is somebody locked wp in your study?”

e fo? es.l,

“Who gﬂ?"

A Remove chap?”

“ Name?"

There was no withholding the name from the prefect, of
oourse.

“Bunter.”

:: I-!e's”locked you out of your study

% Veory well, lick him when he opens the door,” said
Ioder. ““Don’t inake a row to alarm the whole school
Keep quiet here!" . .

“But he's bolting e Christmas-pudding—""

“ More fool you for giving him the chante.'

Harry Wharton coloured. . .

#] don’t mean I mind the pudding going," he exclaimed.
Bt it was a doclored pudding, doctored for a jape, and it
will make him ill if he eats muoh of it.""

er's frowning face melted into a grin,

¢ Serve him right!"

" But___-__ll

“That’s enough, Wharton. If Bunter chooses to steal a
pudding dnd make himself ill, that’s his own look-out. Not
another sound in this , mind, or I'll give you a
hundred lines each all round,” ]

And with that threat Loder departed, chuckling. The
juniors locked at one another. .

“Well, it’s all up now,”” eaid Wharton. **Burdter will have
to take his chance.”

““The chancefulness is terrific.” .

“Well, it's his own look-out,” said Bob Cherry. “Hoe
won't open tha door, any way, and I'm not inclined to get
& hundred lines trying to m him.”

“ Not much.” )

The juniors disporsed, most of them laughing. The reckon-
ing was coniing for Billy Bunter, and the Remove were
anxious to see it when it came. Bunter was a deadly raider
whenover he got soont of anything really tasty in another
follow’s study, and it was only fair that Nemesis should get
on his track sometimes, '

Harry Wharton & Co. went downstairs, The early winter
ovening had set in, and the Close was very dark. But the
gym. was lighted up, and the chums of the Remove crossed
to it

1.

Wogg, the local postman, was puffiog ecross the Close,
steaming at every step. Wogg was wrapped up in so many
conts that he had jost all semblance to a humau figure in
chape. He lookad soniething like an Eskimo, and something

6

Another School Tale of the Junl
T e FRANK RICHARDS Greviriars.



®  THE BEST 3" LIBRARY Bw— THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. “fi

Yike a poler bear. 1o left a trail of steam behind him from
hiz breath as ho ploughed across the Close, 'The chums of
No, 1 Study stopped hun at once.

‘* Anything for us, Woggy 7"’

“ Lotter for Master Wharton1"

% Good! Hand it over)”

Wogg extracted the-letter, and then steamed on to the
house. Harry had glanced at it in the glimmer of the post-
man's lantern, and his.fece had eot a litile. He took the
letter with him into the gym. without speaking.

Frank Nugent glanced at him inquiringly.

' What is it, arr’y?" ) )
‘ ¥rom Marjorie '’ said Wharton briefly.

Marjorie Hazeldene, Miss Primrose’s pupil, at Cliff House
School, was their best chum. ‘As a rule, a letter or a card
from Marjorie was an event, and eagerly welcomed But the
letter in the well-kmown bandwriting J.'id not bring pleased
looks 10 the faces of the Remove chums now.

*“It’s rotten|” said Harry, in a low veice. * Of course, I
haven’t said a word to Marjorie about Hazeldene's rotten
action. S8he docsn't know -that-he was in league with the
Higheliffe chaps to get our eleven beaten.”

**8he mustn’t know I’ said Bob Cherry quickly. .

! Never, of course. But—but she knows there’s sometl:;gg
up. Hazeldene has Jet out to her that he’s not on
terms with us now. I don’t well see how it could be hidden,”
Harry =aid . though.tiully. *‘* We -can’t speak to him. He
makes me sick. We've stood a lot from the fellow on
Marjoria's account. But a.chap who will join in a sche
with outsiders to play the traitor to his own ] team—
wall, that_.’s’gbe limit. I don’t think I can ever stand Hazels

ain,

"1 don't, either,” said Nugent *I think he got off pretty
?'a.sﬂy’., If it hadn’t been for Marjorie, he'd have had a warm
1018,

“Y don’t think he’s been very happy, any way; but—but
he can't expect us to overlook a thing like that,” said
Wiharton. **But—but what about Marjorie. She knows
there’s sometling up, and she knows Hazel! well enough to
guess that hes been é)laying some rotten trick. She’s fond of
him. 1 suppose she'd naturally stick to her brother, however
great a rotter ho was. But—it's awkward for us.'2

* The awkwardoess is_terrific!”

* Well, sea what Marjorie says.”

Harry cpened the letter. 1t was a very brief one.

“ Dear Harry,—I want to sec you, to speak about a matter
that is important to me. Will you come over to Chff House
after lessons to-morvow if you can, or the next day?—Yours
faithfully, Maryorie Hazenpene.”

Bob Cherry wrinkled his brows. It seemed curious to Bob
how naturally Mm;jorie wrote to. Harry, and not fo one of the
others—say himself. He had known Marjorie quite as long as
Harry bhad, and thoy were just as great frien}ls. Yet if she
wanted the help of a friend—a boy friend—in any matter,
Marﬁoria wrote to Harry. Bob Cherry stifted a sigh. After
all, he reflected that Harry was ever so much cleverer than
he was, and always seemed to know the right thing to do,
while Beb would biunder over the simplest thing where a girl
was concerned.

“It’s about Hazel, as she asks you alone,” Nugcent said.

“Yes, I'ru sure of that.”

“ What will you tell her??

Hasry looked deaply troubled.

“ T don’t know. I can’t tell her the truth; and I certainly
can’t tell her anything else. It’s rotten!”

Harry Wharton thrust the letter into his pocket. Dearly
a8 he liked to see Marjorie, he had avoided opportunifies of
meeting her during the past few days. One subject he was
certain would come up—the subject of Hazel. Marjorie was
concerned for her brother; none knew betier than she his
weak and wayward nature, and Wharton knew that it was
only his eister’s influence that had kept the bog frem going
to utter ruin long ago. But—but what answer was he to
inake to Marjorie?

“You'll go? asked Bob Cherrye

“Yes, I shall go.”

‘ And you'll sa >

“Blessad if I know."

And there the subject dropped. It would need a gread deal
of thinking out; though Harry felt thet any amount of think-
ing out would not find a solution to the problem. Hazeldene
had been so hase that it was impossible for the chums of
Greyfriars to remain on any terms with him; but if they
lost. Marjorie's friendship, it would he a blow to them, and to
her, And how could they tell tho girl that her brother was
too base for them ,to speak to? It was impossible—yet to
refuse to explain—what would sho think of that? It secmed
a hopeless position; and it was no wonder that a deep wiinkle
aé)pearcd on Harry Wharton's usually smooth brow as he
-hought it over.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER,

Remesls,

HE chums of the Remove did not return to their study
until it was tima to do their preparation, and by that
time they had almost forgotten Billy Bunter and the
Christmas pudding. When they reached the study, it

was-clear that Buater had been gone a long time. The roam
was in darkness, and the fire was nearly out.

* Well, Bunter's not here,”” grinned Nugent, as he lighted
the gas.  * I wonder how he's negotiating that pudding

Harry Wharton laughed.

I faney he must be beginning to feel the cffects of it by
this time.”

. ' Ha's getting his Christrmoas bust-up a little sooner than hq
intended, that’s all.”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!”

The chums dismissed Bunter from their minds, and sa§
down to their preparation. They finished it, and then wenf
down for & chat in the common-room beforé’ going to bed,
They looked round for Bunter when they came into the juniog
room, bui-the Owl of the Remove was not to be seen.

* My hat, T hope he isn't really ill’" Harry Wharton exs
claimed seriously. ‘1T say, Bob, have you seen Bumter}’"

** Not a sign of -him,”* said Bob Cherry,

* Where“can he be?”

* Might, be in his study.”

¢ Well, I'll go and look,"” 'said Harry.

Four or five juniors went with him to look for Buntcr, I8
was pot likely that Billy was in his study. When he was first

ut into No. 14 Study, Wun Lung the Chinee, and Alonzo
Todd had chared it with him. Bunter had made himself so
intolerable that the other two fellows had changed out of the
study, and Bunter had it all to himself. Any.of the feilows
in the Remove would have liked a study all ‘“on his own,” as
a rule; but-i% was no great benefit to Bunter.

Bunter was in a state of almost éontinuous impecuniosity,
and what was the use of having & study if you couldn’t have
tea in it? And he had been. accustomed to very cosy and
comforiable teas in No. 1 Studf with Wharton. Then, the
juniors had to buy their own coal at Greyfriars, and as Bunter
never had any money, he seldom had any coal, and a study in
November or December without a fire in it was no preag
catch. And Bunter’s raids on the other fellows' coul were
severely punished when he waa caught.

Gpon the whole, Bunter did not regard being monarch of
all he surveyed in No. 14 as being * all lavender.”” He would
have preferred to change back into No. 1. But thke fellows in
No. 1 wouldn’t hear of it.

They had had gmte enough of Billy Bunter during his resis
dence in the study, and they had told him in the plainest of
plain English that they didn’t want any more.

That Bunter was in his study without a fire was unlikely,
but Wharton thought he would look there. And as hq
approachied the study a deep groan from within warned him
that Billy was indeed there. . _

“ I can hear sweet music stealing,” murmured Bob Cherryy

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Another groan. .

The juniors entered the study. Wharton lighted the gas.
Bil!ly Bunter was sitting on the floor in a corner against the
walls. His fat face was thick with perspiration, and e had
both his large, fat hands pressed to his waistcoat.

He blinked up at the chums of the Remove over his spec-
tacles. The glasses had slid down his fat little nose, bull
Bunter had not sufficient energy left to replace thom,

The juniors crowded in the doorway staring at him.

* Ow!" groaned Bunter. “Ow/["

“ What's the matter, ‘Billy?*

Y Ow !

“ Feeling bad?”

“ Yow !’

*“Is it the pudding?”

* Groo !’

* What sort ef a pain is iti™

“ Yuwp !l}

* Does it hurt ¥’

“ Q-a-0-0-0-0h !"!

Bunier finished with a haivralsing groan. The juniors
grinned.  Bunter always made out Lis pains to Le much
greater than they were, and exactly how much pain he was
suffering at the present moment they could not tell. But it
was pretty clear that it was not all “ spoof » this time.

“ Well, T warned you about the pudding,’”’ said Harry
Wharton. * I told you exactly how it would he, Bunte:.”

“Ow!?

' If ‘youw hadn't holted so much, too "%
* Yarooh I'”

* Does it hurt very neuch

* GrooV?

* He, La, ka!” roared the juniors,

ONE PENNY!
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There was evidently nothing to be done for Bunter. Harry
Wharton & Co. departed, with his deep groans following them.
Juniors came, and juniors went; looking in at Billy Bunter,
still sitting in tho corner of the study groaning in the throes
of 9{ stomach-ache which [lurrec Singh justly describod asy
terrific,

ITalf the school came to look at Bunter, but Bunter did not
care. [Ile was past caring.

When bedtime arrived at last, Billy Bunter did not come
to the dormitory. Wingate, the captain of Groyfriars, bad to
put out tho lights for the Remove that evening, and he looked
vound for the munssing junior.

** Where's Bunter?’ ho asked.

‘1 don’t think ho's quite well, Wingate," said Wharton.

“Well, he will have to go to bed, anyway. I supposs Le
ts malingering again. Where is ho?™

*“In hiy study, i think,"”

“ Fetch him up.”

“ All right.”

Harry Wharton went down to No. 14, Billy Bunter was
not there,  But there was a Kght in No. 1 Study, and Wharton
Llnoked into his own quarters, to find the fat junior in the arm-
chair before a roaring fire,

Wharton stared at him

Bunter groancd.

“Owl!l I'insoill!"

* Well, you young spoofer!” cxclaitned Wharton indig-
pantly. “ What do you mean by burning up wmy coal like
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*Letter for Master Whirton,” sald Wogg. “Good! Hand it over!” exclaimed Harry. glancing at the hand- -
writing. The letter was from Marjorie Hazeldene, (8se page 6.)

that? T way going to make that scuttle last over to-morrow,
and now you've scoffed nearly the lot!”

“Yow, I'm ill!"

“ Well, you've got to cowne to bed now 1"

“I'm too ill to move!”

*Come on!”’

¢ Ow, these fearful pains—

“I'I help vou. Wingate's waiting to turn the light out,
and you'd botter not keep him waiting."” .

Bunter thought so, too. lle staggered from the armchair,
and, leaning heavily on Wharton's arm, left the study. Harry
BU vortod hin manfully up to the Remove dormitory.

ingate starod gt them as tln'efl came in, The twisting and

perspiring face of Billy Bunter showed that it was wot wholly
hum‘aug this time. .

‘* What's the inatier with you?"’ demanded Wingate.

“Groo! I'm ill—fearfully ill1”

“ What i it?"

“ An awful pain!” . . .
_ “ But what's the causo of it?" said Wingate. “7T suppose
it has a caus~.”

* Yo-c8! It's I,Iu-ough not—not hiving cnough to eat, )

Lhink 1"

There wa- a yell of lyuglter from the Romove. Even Win
gate grinned,

“ Out with the truth, you young spoofer!” he exclaimod
‘T guppose you've been gorging, as usual, and ealecn some
thing that docsn’t agree with yow”

Bunter groaned.

Another School Tale of the Junl v
By FRANK RICHARDS! Greyfriars.



&  THE BEST 3™ L\BRARY Pe— THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "Si2"

“ Do you chaps know?’ asked Wingate, looking round.
““ He’s a ghastly young Ip:g, I know, but if he's really ill o
doctor ought to be sent for.” ‘

‘* He's been scoffing a Christmas-pudding,” said Wharton.

“QOh, I see!”

““Yow !’ groaned Bunter.

‘It was a doctored pudding,” seid Harry.
was hquon_ce powder in it ou see, it was meant for a jape,
and—and it would have given a bit of a twist to an ¥
who ate a normal amount. ut Bunfer ted nearly the

ho at: 1 But B bolted h
whole of the pudding, so—""

Wingats burst into a roar.

“ Ha, ha, hat”

Bunter gave a deep groan.

“Get nto bed, you young porker!” =aid Wingate.
“¥You'll be all right in the morning. 1f you've got a pain,
serve you right. Bundle in!"*

Bunter bundled in, and Wingate turned the light out and
retired. But it was not easy to settle down to sleep, for from
Bunter’s bed came deep groans, all the more deep and deadly
because Bunter was determined that nobody else should sleep
if he couldn't.

*8hut up that row, Bunter I'”* roared Bob Cherry, at last.
‘“You'ro keeping me awalke,”

" Gmo !!!

(1] t1]

i g?p?p 1

“ Will you cheese it?" yelled Skinner.

. "Ow! I'm in awful pain!"’ groaned Bunter,
ing’ fearfully.”

"'Well, suffer in silence, then, can’t yout”

Apparently, Bunter couldn’t—at all events, he didn’t.
Groan after groan came from the fat jumior's bed, till the
Remove were in a state of almost ferocious exasperation.

* There was—

“T'm suffers

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Very Palnful.
ROAN!
Groen |
**My only hat,”” said Bob Cherry, sitting up in bed,
“I'm getting fed up with this! Bunter, will you stop
that rowi”

Groan!
 Stop !ltl" ghrieked Bulstrode. ‘‘ I'll get out to you soon.”

roan

“Swamp his bed with water,” suggested Vernon-Smith,
*“If the beast will'groan, give him something to groan about.”

‘** Hear, hear !’ said Skinner.

Groan |

** Bunter! Shut up!”

roan {
. “Bunter, you ass, draw it mild!"”" said Harry Wharton
impatiently. ‘'I dare say you’re in pain, but you know it's
not, necessary to keep up a row like that. Shut up. Make a
little less row, and let us go to slecp.”

But that was just what ill{ Bunter did not intend to do.
If bhe couldn’t sleep, why should anybody clse? That was the
way Bunter looked at it. And in response to Iarry’s appeal,
he delivered a more hair-reising groan than ever, "If he had
been a ghost in a melodrama, ﬁe could not have groaned
mora terribly.

Bulstrode gave a snort of rage.

“TI'1l jolly soon stop that!' ho exclaiged.

He groj beside his bed for something to tlhrow, IHis
hand encountered a boot, and he picked it up.

He knew where Bunter’s bed was, Ior the moment he
forgot that most of the fellows were sitting up in bed now.
He_hurled the boot in the direction of Bunter’s bed, and it
whizzed through tho darkness.

There was a fearful yell from Skinner. If Skinner had
been lying down, the boot would have passed over hitn. But
Skinner was sitting up. The boot crashed on his right ear,
and Skinner saw stars,

‘“Yarooh 1"

“ My hat, there’s another one beginning I exclaimed Bob
Cherry. * Have you been bolting a Christinas pudding, too,
Skinny "’ .

“Ow!" roared Skinner,
iy head, Yow!”

*Ha, ha, ha!” .

“ My hat, I'm sorry!” exclabmed Bulstrode,
for Bunter.””

“Ow! You silly ass! Ow!' )

“Well, you shouldn’t have been in the way, you hnow.”

“¥You chump ¥’

**Oh, dry up! Gimme my boot back.”

8kinner hed alrcady determined to do that. JTe grasped
the boot in the darkness, and hurled it with deadly uim in
the direction of Bulstrode's voice. DBut, as before, somchody
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* Somebody’s buzzed a boot on

“1 meant ib
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sitting ©p was in the way of the boot. Bob Cherry zave ¢
yell that rang through the dormitory.

** Gérrooh 1?

“Oh, my hat! Cherry—"

“Who ehucked that boot?” roared Bob Cherry. *“* Look
hers, Bulstrode—"’ .

*“Ha, ha, ha!’ yelled Bulstrode. }le guessed that Skinner
had flung the hoot back, and that Bob Cherry had had the

benefit of it.
It made Bob think thal

But the laugh was ill-timed.
Bulstrode had thrown the boot.

He scrambled out of bed, and rushed to Bulstrode’s, and
clawed the bedclothes off him,

“Hallo P’ roared Bulstrode. ‘‘Stop that! Oh!”

Spank I spank t .

“Yarcoh I'' roared Bulstrode, as Bob Cherry’s large-sized
hands came 3] ing on his bare limbs. “Oh! Ow! Chuclg
it! T didn’t throw that boot, you ass!”

Beb Cherry paused. . .

“Oh, didn't you!’ he exclaimed. ‘‘ Who did, then?”
m“gingner. you fool!? yelled Bulstrode. By Georgex

“Oh, Pm sorry, then,” said Bob; *‘ but it serves you righ§
for starting chueking boots about in the dark[”

“You—you frabjous asst”

“ Ha, ha, ha|™ rosred the junmiors,

Bulstrode rubbed his tingling limbs, and Bob Cherry and
Bkinner rubbed their heads. Eﬂ three of them wero hurt.

. The laughter died away, and then Bunter thought it was
time for him to appear on the scene again. There was &
de&;m groan once more,

is timo & yell of exasperation rose.
‘' Stop that row, Bunter.,”
Groan!
**'Will you shut upt”*
Groan?!

“ My dear Bunter,” said Alonzo Todd, ‘it is really_ terrible
to hear you groaning in this manner? Would it relieve you
if I were to sit by your -bedside and hold your hand?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Remove,

“My dear fellows—""

Groan't
““N; ia really terrible to hear Bunter. ﬁy Uncle Benjamin
would fecel it very much. I wish I could do something 4o
relieve you, Bunter.”

Groanl} . .

. PNl do something to relieve him!" exclsimed Bulstrodé,
jumping aut of bed.

He took his braces, and groped his way to Bunter's bed,

Swish}

Slash !

‘* Yarooh "’ roared Bunter,

Swish ! slagh ! swash ! )

“Ow! Yow! Help! Murder! Firel Yarooh!™

* Ha, ha, ha?’

“ Does ﬂ’mb relieve youi” demanded Bulstrode.

“0Ow! No! Yew!"

Slash ! swish ! slash!

**Help! Yaroop! ¥Yah!?

‘ Are you feeling better?

“¥owl! No! Yes! Whoop!”’

*Goodv Do you think you will groan any more?”

“Yes—no! No!”

““Good,” said Bulstrode. *“If you do, and I have 1> gel
out of bed again, I'll give you a rcal licking, and nct jokae
wit.hoyou'liho that.”?

. W ‘,

** Hallo! Are vou bLeginning again?

“Yow! No. I—DI'm all right.”

** Better keep all right, then.”

And Bulstrode went hack to bed. .

Billy Bunter gasped and snorted. PBut he did wvot ivoanm
any more. The juniors chuckled over the cure Bulstrade liad
adininistered, .

Alonzo Todd was astonished. He had never heard of pain
being cured hy an application of braces through the bed«
clotiies, But that application seemed to have cured Dunters

The Remove wero able to get to sleep at last.

Tn the middle of the night, however, Harry Wharton awoke,
There was a sound of a groan in tho darkness. Starlight was
giimmering_in through tho high windows of the dermitory,
nm% ]fm could «ce Billy Bunter sitting up in bed, rocking to
HR AT Ty,

* Hallo, Buntex ! he said sleepily. ‘' At it again®™

“Qw! I feel n.wfnlliy bad " groaned Billy Bunter.

“* Where’s the pain?’

“Tnside.??

“it's Nemesi, old nian.”

*“Taint ¥** groaned Bunter.

Wharton chuckled. i

I mean s Nemesis—justice—on your track,” he :aid.

EIestT LA el Il o) =

“Ivs the tununy ache.”
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¥ Nemesis was the lady of ancient times who .used to give
E:oplo ans when they got offside. knew Nemesis would
ey :ln your track when you scoffed the pudding, Bunty, Go
eep.

“I—TI c-c-can't !’

¢ Better not wake Bulstrode up.”

Billy Bunter thought so, too, for-he ceased groaning. But
Nemesis gave him very little rest that night. In the morn-
ing, Bunter was looking very ﬁalo and ill. “ He astounded the

ovo by having only a slight appetite for breakfast. And
then even Bulstrode egreed that he must-be sufferin }tlernbly.
ristmes

But "during the marninf the effects of the
pudding wore off, and Billy Bunter became himself again.
At dinner-time he more than made up for any little deficiencies
$t the breakfast-table.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Wingate's 7ontribution.

#“Y SUPPOSE you fellows aro going to help me a bit with
that Christmas feed?”

Billy Bunter made that remark as the chums of the

Remove came out of the Form-room after lessons.

Bob Cherry gave a chuckle.

““Bunter’s himgelf again,”” he remarked. “Are you
Bungry for Christmas pudding, Bunty?"’

The fat junior shuddered.

“Ow! I—I don’t think I shall ever eat any Christmas
pudding again,” he murmured. * Look here, I'm thinking
about that bust-up. You chaps agree that it's a good idea,
and—and you are going to help.”

*Certainly,” said Nugent, *‘ we’ll help. We'll promise to

eat our full share, if the feed’s to our liking. Ipcan't say
more than that.”
. “Well, you see, I—TI shall want some little help. A fellow
doesn’t give a bust-up every day,” explained Bunter. ‘ My
idea is to save up all the postal-orders I get between now
and Christmasg, and have a really stunning feed.”

“Good egg P’

§ “Only there’s a slight dilﬁculty arises,”” said Bunter.
‘You see, we break up before Christmas, and wo want
to give the bust-up some little time before the school breaks
up, because—because we—we do, you kmow, 8o if the
money isn’t saved up till Christmas, and the fead is given,
say, on Saturday this week, the money won’t be on the spot
to pay for it. ~Mrs. Mimblo won’t give me credit for the
things till Christmas. That woman has no knowicdge of
business at all.”

*“ Perhaps she has too much to trust you, Bunty."”

“0Oh, really, Nugent! Look here, you see that I'm in o
bit of a difficulty about it, don’t you?”

“ Yes, rather.”

‘* Well, what do you think about it®”’

““I think there’s nothing to be done,” said Wharton gravely.
¥ Better give up the idea of a bust-up, Billy.”

Bunter snorted,

.. “If that's ali you've got to say, Wharton, you may as well
dry up!” he exclaimed. ‘' I'm not going to be done out of &
Christmas feed that's practically arranged already. There are
really only a few details to be seen to, such as raising the
money, and—and——"'

“ Ha, ba, hat Well, come and tell us more about it when
yowve raised the money, Bunter.”

“I was thinking that you fellows might care to advance
me the moroy, and have it back out of the heap of postal
orders I'm going to save up.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'm going to devote the whole of the money

“ What monecy ?'"’

“The money I shall have by—by Christmas. I'm going to
devote the wholo of it to this bust-up—the thing is going to
be carried through regardless of expense. The only trouble is
& lack of ready money at the moinent.

“The lackfulness is_terrific.”

“TI'N tell you what I'll do,” said Bunter. “If you fellows
care to contribute say a pound cacl, I'll let you have back
twenty-five shillings for each pound, in Christmas weok.
What do you say?” .

“Well, I say rats as far as I'm concerncd,” said Bob
Cherry. ‘ What do you other chaps say?”

“ Rats !’ said the other chaps, with great unanimity,

¢ Oh, I say, you fellows—" )

“ Well, I must be off,” said Ilarry, and he went out, taking
down his cap as he went, and his chums sccompanied him to
the gates of theschool, Billy Bunter toddled on behind, with
his little fat loga going rapidly to keep pace.
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“1 say, Wharton, where are you going ?”

“QOut ! said H:_ar’ry. Fou gong

:‘I’fmy%lgtr?' calling n at the tuckshop in Friardale—"

P Look here, Wharton. I don’t object to strolling along
wn‘th ou—""

ch;ps?"} may not, but I do,” said Harry, “So long, you
. And he strode down the Friardele road. Bunter was roll-
ing out after him, when Nugent caught him by one fat ear,
Bunter squeaked shrilly,

(13 w’ OW !!l

“ Come in, Billy!”

“I'm going to spealt to Wharton. There’'s something
rathoer important that I forgot to say to him.’

““You're coming in." .

‘‘Oh, really, Nugent! Look here, I know jolly well that
Wharton's going to Cliff House, and I know the girls would
like me to go to tea. You know how disappointed Marjorie
and Clara are whenever I don’t go—— Ow, yow!"

‘Bob Cherry’s heavy boot sent Bunter in at the gates. As
the fat junior staggered, the boot came behind him again.
He broke into a run for the School House, and Bob ran after
bim, dribbling the fat junior across the Close.

Bunter bolted into the House, and dashed into the passage.
Bob Cherry halted panting in the hall. His chums overtook
him there, grinning. .

Billy Bunter fled into the Sixth-Form passage, where he did
not expect to be pursued, Junior rows in the sacred precinets
of the Sixth-Form quarters were strictly tabooed. The fat
Junior stopped, gasping outside Wingate’s study. .

Wingate’s door was open, and Bunter, as he eaned panting
against the wall, could see into the captain’s study. Wingate
was opening a letter, and Billy Bunter saw him take a postal-
order from it. The captain of Greyiriars had cvidently re-
ceived a remittance. i

Bunter rolled to the doorway and tapped, and Wingate
looked up. He grinned at the sight of Bunter.

“ Well, are you ill to-day 7" he asked. i

“ No, thank you, Wingate; I'm quite well,” said Bunter.
“T'm a bit hungry, that's all. I—I was expecting a postal
order to-day, you know, and there’s been some delay in the
post, or—or else the letter has been delivered to the wrong
person. I—IT suppose my letter hasn’'t been handed to you
by mistake?”

¢ No, it hasn’t.” L. .

“ There would be a postal-order in it, you know.

Wingate laughed.

“ Look !”” he said. . .

He held out the envelope. His name was written upon 1it.

“T suppose that's all right,”” said Bunter doubtfully. * Of
course, a chap might hastily write down the name Wingate
instend of Bunter, and——"

¥ Oh, don’t be an ass! Buazz off !” ' .

“The fact is, Wingate, I—I want to speak to you, if you
don't mind, on a rather impertant matter,’”” said Bunter. *“If
you can spare mme & minute—"

“PBuck up!” )

“I'm thinking of Mandingi a big feed, a regular bust-up.
regardless of cxpense,” said Bunter. * It's to—to take place
pefore we break up for Christmas. Mﬂ idea is to have &
really good fecd, and—and invite all tho prefeocts, and tho
captain of the school, of course. The object of the celebra-
tion is to show our—our respect and affection for the scniors.
Would you care to contribute to the idea?”

Wingate looked at him. R .

* You sce,”’ went on Bunter, cncouraged, *‘there is some-
times a little strain betweon Upper School and Lower School,
and juniors get set against scniors, and soniors against juniors,
and 80 on. Now, Christmas is a time of peace and good will,
and things, and I thought that a really good bust-up would
promote harmony and good ieelmg.”wnd so on. You, of
course, would be the guest of honour.

“ You young rascal I’

¢ Oh, really, Wingate—""

“ Got out ! ) . "

“ Byt what are you going to contribute?

Wingate chuckled.

“This!"" he suid, . .

Ho took the fat junior by the collar, twisted him round, and
planted his boot Dehind him. Billy Bunter staggered along
the passage, gasping, and Wingate slammed his door after
him.

Bunter brought up against a wall, and snorted.

“Ow! Beast!” . :

Then he rolled away in a very dissatisfied frame of mind,
He folt that he had really never i;ad a better ides than that of
a Christmas bust-up; but he was not receivin the encourage-
ment he descrved Wingate's contribution had helped himn
forward in one sense, but not in the way he wanted. 0

School Tale of the Juniors of Greyfriars.
Another Schol T RANK RICHARDS.
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Wharton’s Promise.
b ARRY! I'm so glad you've come.”
. Marjorie Hazeldene met Wharton in the lanc out-
side the gates of Clif House. Her swcet face was

: pink with tho wind from the sea, and her eyes were
bright. Very charming she looked in her little coat, with a
scarf round her neck. She shook hands with Harry with so
much pleasure that a foolish or conceited lad might have had
bhis head a littlo turned by it, and jumped to whally wrong
conclusions. But Harry Wharton, whatever his faults might

- he had a good many-—was neither foolish nor con-
ceited. He know that Marjoric was glad to see him beoause
he was a valued friend, and more than usually glad now
because she was anxious about her brother. )

** And I'm jolly glad to sce you, Marjorie,”’ said Wharton.

¢ But you might have seen we before, and you haven’t,’*
said Marjorie. ‘“You have been avoiding me.”

Harry Wharton coloured.

* It was because of Hazel,”” said Marjorie, as they walked
slowly down towards the sea in the dusk. *‘I know it, Harry.
f—I must speak about it, and I must in in five minute;
s I ’a’hall have to hurry., You ere on g:d terms with Haze
now,

Wharton was silent.

** Of course, I don’t want to interfere in any way,” Marjorie
said hastily. “I shouldn’t think of it. Qnly—only if it is
any little matter—any nonsense—that has come between ﬂg(m
and my brother, I should like to—to see you make an effort
to get over it. I know that Hlazel misses your friendship. I
wouldn’t s like this to enyone but you, Harry. But I
know you’ll understand me."

“ It isn't & light matter, Marjorie.”

““Then you have quarrelled 7"’

* Not exactly quarrelled.”

‘ But it is a scrious matter 2"’

il YEH.”

“ And dyon cannot make it up with Hazel 7"’

He did not reply.

* Not even if Hazel made the first advance, Harry 1"

Wharton stirred uneasily.

**1 wouldn’t make him do that, Marjorie. I don’t want to
sco any fellow eat humble piec. If'I could make it up with
him, I'd make the first advance mysclf. But—"

“But he has done something you cannot forgive?"”

* Well, you see——"'

‘“And you won't tell me what it is?"?

* You—you wouldn’t understand.”

“ Hazel won’t tell me anythinf, either,” said Marjoric.
* But—but it makes me very unhappy to sce you on bad
terms. You are my best friend, and he is my brother. Don’t
you think you could look over it, whatever it is?"

Harry was silent.

** I am sure the fault is on his side,” Marjorie went on. “I
know that has been the case so oficn before. I know what
happencd when you were in Switzerland, and you forgave
Imlr‘;.l Surely this cannot be so bad as that?” )

n a way, no—in another way, yes. But—but I hate to
be talking about a chap,” said Wharton. "I don’t want to
make your brothoer out to be a—a rotter. Only—only I don’t
ml;:gwe can speak again. I—I dou’t think Hazel wants it,

“T am sure he would,” said Marjorio.

:{‘I;iere w;.sda S}:Oll"t silengc. ' said

ow, on’t know the circumstances,” said the girl, ab
last, * but I know Hazel has aften been very foolish nngd reck-
‘ess, and you have been a good friend to him, Harry. If he
has worn out your paticnce at Jast, I ought not to ba sur-
prised. I know I have sometimes lost patience with himn
myself when he has been \-'erf reckless, Only—only there’s
~alwafls this to be said for Hazel—he does not mean any harm,
and he is always led into things by others. He is really no-

s encmy but his own.”

** Yes, that’s quite true, Marjorie.”

4 Th::en don’t you think you could forgive him once more?
I won’t ask what he's done. ‘But—but it is Christmastide
now, Harry, the time for forgiveness and kind feelings,” said
Maﬁone, with a little tremble in her voice. ‘' And—and you
could not do me ‘a greater kindness.”

ghartipn mﬁ at a losa for words. -

0 _refuse Marjorie seemed impossible; to tell her what
Hazeldene had done seemed impossible too. But to extend
the hand of friendship to the schoolboy traitor—to become
friendly once more with the feilow who had sold a Greyfriars
ma‘\t,ch to t.he ¢nemy—surely that was impossible ?

“I don’t know what to say |’ ho exclaimed at last. “T
wish you had never heard of the matter, Marjoric; but I
suppose you ‘hed to. I don’t want to appear an ungracious
brute, but—but—but—"

® But you can't do-as I wish?”

“Oh, yes, I can, and 1 will!” Wharton burst out suddenly.
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“ After all, wlio am I to set dp to judge anybody? I'li make
the best of it.” L

*“You will be doing right, Harry,’” said Marjoric, in 8
low voice, L i . :

*I—I suppose so,” said Harry dubiously. “I don’t bear
malice, you know. It isn't that. Only—only—well, I've said
I'll make the best of jt.”” . .

“Thank you, Harry. It is the kindest thing {'ou could
have said to me,” sai Mar{’one, with a shake i her voice,
“You don’t know how troubled I have been about Hazel?

“=1 think I do," said Harrg.

There waes a sudden shout from the dusk of the path.

*“There heial’?

“College cad !?

‘“ Collar him !"’ .

Marjorvie started, and Harry Wharton stopped, his liands.
clenching. He turned to the girl quickly. | . .

“ Qut iack to Cliff House, Marjorie; there’s going to he a
row.’

The girl did not stir. . .

Four or five forms loomed up in the winter dusk, and Harry
W harton recognised the fellows of Courtfield County Couneil
Scheol-—Tti'xmrer, and Grahame, and Solly Lazarus, and
Barney ©’Neil. -

& Eaii]th, ;nd !;w'o’\'e caught him.

* Collar him .

“ Qure, we'll chalk up the spalpeen as we did Hazcldene the.
other day |” ‘ )

“Come on} Collar him !” .

“¥You thilly asses!"” said another voice.

ou see there’s o lady, you thilly chumps ?””
y 11 Oh 173

¢ fello topped their rush. They looked
e e F‘iﬂarjori; standing by Wharton’s

“Thtop! Can't

sida. .

“'Oh 1" said Trumper. *I—I didn’t see you, Miss Hazel-
dene!™ And he raised his cap instead of rushing on.

Marjorie smiled. L e

““ All therene, Wharton,” said Solly. “Wo wouldn't thinlg
of ragging you in the presenth of Mith Hazeldene. Tho-leng,
dear boy !*’ . .

And the Courtfie!d fellows, vanished as quickly as they hud

ed.

arjorie laughed eoftly. . .

“ That was a narrow escape for me,” said Wharton, with a
smile. * Thank yon, Marjorie; I should have had a bumping
if you had not been with me.” . . ]

“ It is sime for me to get in,”’ said the girl, and they walked
back to the gates of Miss Primrose’s school. “You will'do
vour best for Hazel, Harry "

“ Yes, Marjorie.”

“ Thank you so much!” }

They parted at the gate with a handshake. ~‘Wharten
watched the graceful ﬁgi‘xra pass up the path, and behind thé
laurels, to the house. Then, with a deeply thoughtful brow,
he walked away towards Greyfriars.

He had come to Cliff House not knowing what to say to
Marjorie. That had been decided for him now. To refuse
Marjorie was impossible; but what had he undertaken? His
disgust at Hazeldene's treachery was undiminished. Had he
done well in promising to make the best of Hazel? Well or
ill, he was committed to it now, and there was only one thing
for him to do—to keep his promise to Marjorie.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Fiver,
OKER of the Fifth was sitting in his study, in the easy«
C chair, with his feet on another chair, and a cushion
behind his head.
Coker was taking it easy. .

Tt was not long sinco Horace Coker had passed into the
Fifth, but the Shell was a long way behind Coker. Coker's
Aunt Judith was still in a state of great elation at her darling
ncphew getting his step in the school, and she showced her
deliglt by keep! Coker well supplied with pocket-money.
Coker had dawned on the Fifth in a blaze of glory, so to
speak, and the Fifth had received him with open arms, bank-
notes and all. There had been trouble since then, owing to
Coker’s ambition to figure as a Fifth-Form footballer. But
that had blown over at last.

As Blundel! of the Fifth nobly said, how could they be
stand-offish with a fine fellow like Coker? Bland said it was
rotten to treat Coker in that way. Higgs was of opinion
that too much had been said about that football matter.
These observations were made shortly after Coker had been
seen to take a banknote out of a registered letter addressed
to him by his Aunt Judith. Of course, only a grovelling and
suspicious mind- would have scen any connection between the
banknote and the remarks of the forgiving Fifth-Formess,

Coker was tired of being on bad terms. He lhad even

ONE PENNY!
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thought of chumming up with Shell fellows again, but that
would have been too terrible a fall from his high estate. So
when the Fifth fellows began to grin at him in a friendly
fashion again, Coker contrived to forget that they had bunpusl
him, and bumped him bard, upon a certain footer field, and
friendship wus once more established, and wll, as the podi
suys, was calm and bright.

Hence the present comfortable attitude of [lorace Coker.
Blundell had given up to him the casy-chair, when hie came
into the study. Bland had placed the other chair for hi.
feet.  Higes had put the cushion behind his head. Coker
accepted all these kindly little attentions with placid calin-
pess. Coler was generally supposed to be o duffer. Follows
wha had known him for a long time, however, averred that
Coker knew o thing or two, and that although it inight swi
Lim to be buttered up, he was very seldom really tuken in.

The sweet stroins of Orplieus, it is said, deew iron teas
down Pluto’s chieek. The sweet flattery of the Fifth-Form
study micht have the ceffect of drawing a bauknote fromn
Horace Coker’s pocket,

“Tolly eold weather ! said Tz s,
little wove on the lire, Coker "

“Thanks ™ eaid Coker.

“Shove on some more coal, Bland.”

Therve was a knock at the door.

COh, that's Potter " <aud Tligoa,

Dat it wasn't Potter. Tt was Billy Bonter, of the Remove.
ved ot o as be came i
SWbhal is it, Bunter? A

“Would you like a

’

et said Bunter, “Tsay, you follows,
: cone uear the fire if you don't mind. Tt's cold in tho
‘I&th.t‘.‘I("‘i.
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/-w-what are you up to?” rcared Bulstrode as Harry Wharton & Co. crashed Into
the study, and sent the table and Bulstrode recling Into the feuder. (See page 3.)

¢ Kick that fag out, Higgs !’ .

* Here, hold on--1 say, it's important—Dve got something
to say to Coker! [t's awfnlly important.””

“Let him jaw ' said Coker.

Cober’s word was law in the study. The hands that were
vaired to hurl the Owl of the Rewove forth into the passage
voere dropped again.

“Certainly,” suaid Bland., (o shead, Bunter "'

Billy Bunter squirined closer to the five, and warmed his fat
heeds at it. Bunter wus very fond of naking himself
comflortable,

“L--Tsay, Caker,” e vemarked - T suy, you fellows, I've
ol a pood ides. Clivistias is coming, you know ——""

(o hon!"

“Well, you sew, at Christinas Lime we ought to have lots
of peace md proadwill and so on” kaid Bunter, “I've got

o ddea of stuncding a big feced—a regular bust-up. I want
you Fifth chaps to come.” .
The Fifth chaps thawed considerably.  IE there wes s

Christinas feed on, they might contrive to sink their dignity for
onee, and condeseend to visit the juniors.

“Well, get on,"” said Thgps quite amiably.

“My objeet,” went on Bunter, *“is to estublish more—
more friendly relations if possible between the juniors and
tivs Fifth Form. There's bern a lot of bad fecling in the
past, and I think that now Christmas is coming round, it's
time we turned over a new leaf, 1'm going to save up all
my money between now and Christmas, and stand a reguler
Lust-up, regardless of expenge””

ol wheeze " said Cloker,

AV, I Coker's satisficd, 1 am,” said Higys,
whatze 1!

Bunicr blinked at Coker

“It's a good

through his big spectacles.
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Although he was careful to Be very honeyed to the other
fellows, it was clear that Coker was really the object of his
affection. .

“ Well, I'm glad you like the wheeze,”” said Bunter. ‘“‘I’ve
written to an association for some tin, but it may not come,
and I'm determined to carry the thing through regardless of
expense. My idea is that the Fifth should figure as patrons
of the feast, and the guest of honour, of course, will be

Coker.”

 Quite right |
“ Hear, hcar !”

Cokeér grinned.

“ It will cost something,” he remarked.

“ As I gaid, it will be got up regardless—"'

‘“Got the tin?” .

““Ahem! T think I mentioned that I was going to save up
all my postal-orders from now to Christmas, to raise the
money, The only difficulty is, that I want to give the feed
now, and so I shall have to obtain an advance of ready-money
somehow. Of course, that is a mere detail.”

Coker chuckled. A

“I waa thinking,” said Bunter, “that you might care_to
advance me five pounds or so, Coker, so that I could stand
the feed at once. Of course, I should send you postal-orders
for an equal amount, without fail, at Christmas.”

“My word !” murmured Blundell, amazed.

He knew that Bunter must have hcard of Coker’s fiver.
But the coolncss of the fat jumior in coming and asking for
the whole of it was astounding. Fellows might have tried to
borrow five or ten shillings. But to calmly ask Coker to
hand over the whole of his banknote was a thing that could
be doue only by Billy Bunter.

C(;EGI‘ was a little surprised himsclf. He sat and stared at

unter.

The fat junior rattled on.

“You see, it would really be only investing your money in
& safe place, to be returned to you at Christmas, with intcrest
B T s s s B

very safc place!” grinned Higgs.

““ Oh, really, Hln)ggs—” &

“ Well, of all the cheek !” said Coker.

“ Oh, really, Coker——"

“I don’t think I ever heard anything to equal it,” Coker
remsarked.

‘“But, you sce, you'll have all my postal-orders at Christ-
mas, 80 it will be just the sume thing,” Bunter urged. * Do
bo businesslike, Coker——"*

“Ha, ha, ha! I think T shall be businesslike enough to
keep my money in my own pocket,’’ said Coker.

““But, I say, fnu know——"

“ ?lno of you fellows do me a favour ¥ asked Coker, looking
round.

“ Anything you like, old fellow,” said Higgs affectionately.

“ Kick that fat bounder out into the passage.”

‘“ Oh—oh, really—— Ow!1”

There was a rush to oblige Coker.

ree fect orashed upon Billy Bunter’s fat person at once,
and he hopped wildly to the door. Threc more kicks, same
time and same place, landed Bunter in tho passage. llc
alighted there with a mighty crash,

‘“Ow!” hé roared. “Yow! Help! Ow!"

Bland slammed the study door, laughing. Bunter slowly

ioked himself up. He blinked at the closed study door, and

id not venture to open it. He litnped away down the
passage, with a series of heartrending groans.

“Thoe rotters!” he murmured. “The beasts!
trying the Fifth—they're as caddish as the Sixth.
I must raise the money. A thing like a Christmas fced can’t
be put off indefinitely. My het! I'll walk over to Clf
House and sge Marjorie & Co. about it !”*

And Bunter, full of that idea, left off groaning, and ruehcd
away for his coat and cap.

No good
But—but

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Does Not Go.

ARRY WH&RTON came siriding through the dusky
lane towards Greyfriars; and ho almost strode into &
fat and unwieldy figure that was rolling towards him.
It was rather difficult to make out what the figure was

at first, but Harry discerned that it was a fat youth wrapped
in several coats, with two scarfs round his neck, The figure
stopped as Harry caught it by the shoulder.

‘ Where are you off to, Bunter 1"*

‘“Oh, really, Wharton—"

‘“ Where are you going ?"*

X don’t sco that that concerns you, Wharton,” said Billy
Bunter loftily. *8till, I may as well tell you that I have
found o way' of raising tho funds for the bust-up, without
asking you. " I should scorn to take anything from you now.”

Tae MaeNer L1spaRY.—No. 148,
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Harry Wharton laughed, .

* And where are you going to raisc the fundas?”

‘‘ Perhaps I’ve got friends,” said Bunter. *‘Perhaps there
are girls who willﬁ glad to sec me. It’s not your business.”

“Isn’t it?"” said Harry, grimly, his grasp tightening upon
the fat junior's shoulder. * You are not going cadging to
Cliff House, Bunter.”

“ Oh, rcany____n

“ Come back ! y

“J—I won't! I—TI suppose I can do as I like?”’ howled
Bunter,

**That's just where you make your mistake. You can’t!
Come in !

Bunter had no choice about that. Iarry Wharton's
knuckles were digging into his neck, and the fat junior was
marched into the gates again, and into the house. He went

“ My iat! What's the row how?” exclaimed Frank
Nugent, as Wharton propelled the Owl of the Removo into
the house. .

‘Bunter’'s got a new dodge,”” said Harry, frowning.
“ He's going to Cliffil House to cadge off the girls there.”

‘Oh, really, Wharton—"’

“The rotten worm!” said Nugent. “ e ought to be
ducked! Why, my hat! What are you doing in my over-
i:m‘a‘t,I yclxu young sweep

‘““And my scarf!” shouted Bob Cherry.

i &’ou hi]

Nugent and Bob Cherry seized the fat junior. Bob dragged
at the soarf, and Bunter whirled round and round like a
teetotuin as it unwound. He gasped and panted, and a
gathering crowd roared with laughter as he spun. )

** Blessed if he isn't as good as a giddy, spinning dervish
grinned Bulstrode, *‘Keep it up, Bunty !”

‘Ha, ha, ha!" )

Bunter ceased to rotate at last, and came to & halt, very
giddy and gasping. Then there was a thout from Ogilvy as
he recognised another scarf on Bunter's neck.

“ My scarf!'” shouted the Secottish junior.

¢ Oh, really, Ogilvy—"*

Ogilvy teized the end of the scarf, and Bunter rotated
again. The scarf came off, and Billy Bunter spun away to the
wall, which he clutched, and clung to, gasping.

“Ow! Ow! Oh!”

“My hat! He's got my ocoat on, too!” shouted Tom
Brown. -

*“ Oh, really Brown—'

The New Zealand junior grasped Bunter, and haunled his
coat off. There was still another coat beneath, and it was
recognised by Hazeldene.

“My ocoat! You worin!”

** Oh, really, Hazeldene—"

Hazeldene dragged his coat off the fat junior. There were
shouts of laughter ay the Owl of the Remove was stripped of
his borrowed plumes.

He blinked indignantly at the juniors.

‘I suppose you didn’t want me to catch cold?”’ hLe ex-
claimed.

“Blessed if I care!” said Hazeldene. *“If I find you in
my coat again, yon’'ll catch something worse than a ecold,
you fat’ bounder! It's a wonder you haven't burst out the
seams !

Billy Bunter rolled away with a snort. A little later Hairy
Wharton & Co., going to tneir study for their preparation.
found the fat junior curled up in their armchair. Ile blinked
at them without moving.

I say, you fellows, you don’t mind iy doing my prep. in
here, I suppose?” he remarked. **It's too jolly cold in my
study."”

*Is that how you do your prep.??

*“ Well, I'm just going to begzin.”

““ Well, don’t take all the fire; get on one side.”?

“ Oh, really, you fellows, don't be selfish——""

Wharton seized the arinchair by the back, and turned the
fat junior out upon the hearthrug, and pushed the chair
aside. Billy Bunter scrambled up, red with wrath, and «at
down on ths fender. .

“I suppose I sha'n't be in the way here?’ he snorted
sarcastically.

“ We'll jolly soon shifi you, if you are!”’ said Nugent.

And the chums of the Remove did their prep. Billy
Bunter mads no motion towards doing his. He sat and
blinked at them while they were at work, and mmade several
attempts to open a conversation on the subject of the bLust-

up.

“Shut up while we're working!” suid Wharton.
you see were busy? Dry up!”

* The drvupfulness is terrific.”

“* Oh, really, you fellows =

tH

i

“("an't

ONE PENNY!



Nugent picked up a ruler, and Bunter prom shut up.
. gl o Al e o ool Ry

III. sa{' you 5En OWS ” .

‘“Look here, Bunter, you'rs to give up that wheeze of
cadging at Clif Houte,” said Harry Wharton, frowning.
“ Mind, if I ever hear of your asking for momey hcre, I'll
givo you the lickihg of your lifa!”

“Oh, really, Wharton+—"'

“ Mind, I mean every word I say.” .

“J don't see that it's your business, Wharton. Besides,
I'm not thinking of going over now. I know you
fel‘hﬁi are going to shell out for the bust-up.”

1 tsI"

“The ratfulness is terrific.”

“1 say, you fellows, the thing's practically settled now,”
said Bunter persuasively. ‘I only need the money——"

. I-Il,i ha, ha!” .

“ Well, you see, I really haven't fully explained my object
to you. My object is to-stand a feed to the I{emme
only, and Iyon fellows, of course, would be the' gueats of
honour. want to show the whole school that I don’t bear
you any ill-will for the rotten way you treated me when I was
1 this stady. Christmas is a time to let bygones be bygones,
and I'm going to do this thi.nq regardless of expense, to prove
that I regard you es friends”

143 && !’?

. Bunter rose to his feet. There wers volumes of indignation
in the lgf he gave the chums of the Remove through his big

spectac

“ Well, under the circumstances, I shall have to think twice
about asking you to the feed,” he said. ‘‘ Of course, Marjorie
and Clara will be coming, and if you fellows get left out, it
will b& your own fault.”

L1 Rats !!)

“ Look here—""

‘“More rats!”

Bunter went io the door and opened it, =0 as to be quite
1oady to escape, and then he prooseded to give the chums of
No. 1 Study a piece of his mind.

*You rofters!” he said. *You beasts!™

Nugent picked up the inkpot.. But Bunter was too short-
sighted to notice his action.

‘You rotten bounders!”” he said. “I'm disgusted with
youL 'm sickYof you. In future, J“ trollnll_:l.a yoﬁhsn:etd t_«;.
speak to me. our meanness 18 sun appalling. 1
I know how you— Ow! 0-0-00-0(:;; L

Nugeat had jerked his hand, and the ink flew from the pot
in a stream, and impinged directly upon Bunter’s fat face.

Therc was a splash, and the fat junior was tranaformed with

startling suddenness into a very good imitation of a Christy
manstred,

Some of the ink was in his mouth, and be gasped and spat
furiously.

“Ow! Groo! Yough!”

‘““Ha, ha, La!”

““Beasts! Yah! Rotters! Yow! Yarooht”

¢ Ha, ha, ha”

‘Hand me the other inkpot!’ said Nugent.
But BiﬂtgeBunter‘did not wait for the othar inkpot. He
clammed door and fled.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Cheque !
" ETTER for Bunter!”
h . Billy Bunter was coming downstairs in the morn-
ing—last down of the Rewove, as usual—when
Ogilvy spoke. Bunter made a rush.
“ Where is 1t?7 Hand it ‘over!” y
Ogilvy tock tha letter down and tossed it to Bunter. The
fat junior caught it eagerly.
It was a large, squave envelope of thick white paper, and
on the flap at the back were three initials in gold?ein old
Elzggshntyge;‘

Buater took the letter and turned it over in his fat hands.
A good many follows locked at it, too, wondering who could
have written to Bunter in that imposing envelope.

“One of your titled friends, Billy, I suppose?” Bob Cherry
remarked, with a grin,

Buatzr blinked at him.

“T expeoct it's from Sir William,”” he said.

Bob Cherry staggered back, and caught at the wall as if to
support him—apparently quite overcome.

"Siﬂl:'\\'ﬂlia.m! My only maiden Aunt Batilda! Uncle of
yours?

“0ld friend of the family,” said Bunter indifferently.

‘“They're his initials on the baok, of course' Ogilvy reo-
mgdrked sarcastically. ““ Which of them stands for Willlam—
C, D, or A"

“QOh, really, Ogilvy—"

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“Hallo! What's the joke?’ asked Tewpls of the Upper
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Fourth, coming alom; with Dabney and Fry. * Bunter got a
postal-order at last? . .

‘“No. Letter from a titled friend,” said Bob Cherry.
“Rir William Walker."” L.

““ Hs, ha, ha!” roared the juniors. '

“Or is it 8ir William Bpoof, or Lord Knowswho, or Duka
Hunmbreg.?" h:s'k\ed Skinner, with sarcasm ¢

‘" a, , "

“Qh, really, you fellows, 1t's from 8ir William Thorne,".
said Bunter. “He’s the head of the Christmas Dinners
Association.””

““Well, that sounds like a jolly good association,'” wssid
Snoop. ‘ Have you been writing him a begging letter for a
Christmas dinner?”

Bunter disdained to reply to that question, He opened the
envelope by the simple expedient of slitting it with ks
thumb, and took out the letter. He opemed that with the
expectation of ﬂnding something inside, but there was
nothing, Tho look of disappointment on his fat face made the

ovites Toar again.

“8ir William hasn’t dubbed up!” roared Bob Cherry.
*I'm sure his name is William Walker, after all.” .

“ Mean of him,” :aid Ogilvy. *“I should sack my titled
friends, if T were you, Bunty, and get some commom eor
garden untitled ones.’’

Runter read the letter and snorted.

““ Well, of all the rot!”’ he exclaimed.

“ What's the matter?”’ . )

*“Oh, it’s rotten!” said Bunter, in great disgust. “'I wrote
to this chap, and explained my wheeze of—of standing m
bust-up for the special benefit of follows who couldn’t
to buy a Christmas dinner. That’s my real object, of course,
in standing this Christmas feed.”’

grinned Bob Cherry. "X

NEXT.
TUESDAY.

“First I've heard of that,'
thought your object was to get a ig feed yourself, rega
of expense to the chaps who found the tin.”

““Qh, really, Cherry——"" . .

* Faith, and go on with the letther ! said Micky Desmound.

“You see, this rotten association looks after poor people
at Christmas and provides them with dinner, and , o
Bunter explained, “so, of ocourse,, n 1 wrote to ¢
president of it and explained my great idea of—of feeding
the poor at Christmas, I expected he would send. a decent
contribution.” . )

“My hat! So you've started writing begging leiters, have
you?” exclaimed Nugent.

*“Oh, really, Nugent, I wish you wouldn't put a bad eom-
struction on everything I do,” said Bunter peevishly.
“ Blessed if it irn't enough to make a chap stop s d
himself for others. I never get any thanks for it, I knmow
that. Well, irstead of sending me a contribution, the beast—
I mean Sir William—" . )

“ An old friend of the family, you know,” said Ogilvy. _

“ Well, my father knew him, I mean,” said Bunter hastily.
“ That is—" . .

“0h, I know all about it!”’ said Skinner. ‘' Bunter seniot
supplies Sir William’s household with butter and eggs, and
cheats him in the quality of the eggs."

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” ]

““ As I was saying,” said Bunter hastily. * The beast—""

“ Look here, Bunter, you're not to speak of your father
that way. If he's anything like you, he may deserve it—buit
it's bad form.” I R

I was speaking of Sir William, you ass! 8ir William has
written me a rotten letter instead of sending me a contribu-
tion.|l -

‘“ Let's hear the letter,” grinned Ogilvy.

Bunter, glowering with indignation, read out the Isiter.

“ Sir,—In reply to your request claiming a contribution from
the funds of the society for charitable objects in Friardale, X
beg to inform you that our Mr. Sharpe will call upon you oa
Thursday morning to inquire into the circumstances. If the
same be found satisfactory, your request will be placed before
the Donations Committee at the next meeting.—Yours faith-
fully, {. Joxes, Secretary.”

“ Not even a letter from BSir Bill!"” exclaimed Skinner.
‘ Why, anybody could have a letter from a common or garden
secrotary. Rata!”’

“ And ‘no remittence!” said Bob Cherry sympathetically.
* Curious how these people know when you're trying to spoof
'em."”

. Nothing will draw the young folks home on winter evon-
ings, nor the family into a happier circle, than the maguet
of a “ Masterphone " talking and singing machine, with the
finest range of records in the world, sold on very easy
monthly payments, by the old and well-known advertiscrs,
Masters, Ltd., 5, 1fope Stores, Rye, who will send catalogue
and list of records free for a posteard.
13
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‘: Ha, ha, ha™

. o1 regard this letter as an insult!” seid Bunter. *“It’'s
.wllgl near expressing a doubt of my personal honour,”

The juniors gasped.

‘‘ His_personal honour !’ murmured Bob Cherry. *' Where

gl‘o"}von keep it, Bunter? You've never let us see anything of
X

‘‘ Oh, really, Cherry—"

‘‘ Well, if you succeed in spoofing ‘ our Mr. Sharpe,” you'll
be clever I” grinned Skinner., ‘‘ Why, the man will tuxn you
inside out, you duffer!” )

‘I shall treat him very sharply, I can tell youl” said
Bunter. " I'm not going to have my bona-fides doubted in
this rotten way.”

‘ Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter thrust the letter into his pocket and rolled away.
He doubted very much now whether he would succeed in
extracting anyth_m% from the Christmas Dinner Association.
They were not likely to provide a Christmas dinner for him.
Hu‘;c- would have to look elsewhere for the funds for the great

up.

But where? That was a puizle. Bunter thought it over

ile he was waiting for breakfast, but as far as he could
see, there was no cash on the horizon. He stood in the hall
outside the dining-room, with his hands in his pockets, and a
most lagubrious expression upon his face, and Mr, Quelch
noticed him when he came by.

. Mr. Quelch was in an unusually good humour that morning.

Perhaps it was the near approach of Christmas which was

baving a softening effect upon the master of the Remove. He

gave Bunter a nod, and signed to him to approach.
‘ Bunver, you are looking downcast.”

Bunter immediately Iooged a picture of misery. The
slightest sympathy was always enough to make him exag-
gerate his sufferings, whatever they were.

**Yes, sir!” he mumbled.

““What is the matter, Bunter?
eating "’

‘“ Oh, feally, sir!"

“I hope you are not ill!”

. " Oh, no, sir, ’m quite well!”” said Bunter, with a heavy
s;gtl,.’ *“I—I'm thioking of others, sir. That's what it is,
sir

““Indeed !” said Mr. Quelch, in great surprise. " That is
not & complaint you Irequer}tly suffer from, is it, Bunter

“* No, sir—I mean, yes, sir!”

“ Well, if you are thinking of others, I should be glad to
encourage you to do so, Bunter |” said Mr. Quelch. * I think
it is & most welcome change in your character.”

** Ye-es, sir. You see, sir, Christmas is coming, and—and
I like to see happy faces round me at Christmas time, sir. I
like to—to entertain m{ friends, sir, and they expect it of me,
as—as I'm a very popular fellow, sir.”

'** Indeed !"

“ Yes, sir. I—I've made all the arrangements for a regular
bust-up, sir, regardless of expense, for the sake of entertain-
ing the fellows, and now at the last moment I've been dis-
appointed about a remittance.”

Mr. Quelch looked at him curiously,

‘“Indeed! That is very hard, Bunter.”

“ It is hard, sir. But—but I had an idea of making up the
lnndg, if possible, by small contributions, so as not to dis-
appoint the fellows, sir,”” said Billy Bunter eagerly. ** Perhaps,
wir, you would care to make a small contribution ?’’

‘ Quite so, Bunter.”

" You're very kind, sir. It's such a pleasure to have a
really kind and generous Form-master!” said Bunter, hig fat
face bgnmmﬁ. “You can give as much or as little as you
like, sir. There’s—there’s no limit, sir!”

Mr. Quelch felt in his waistcoat pocket. Billy Bunter
watched him eagerly, his round eyes gleaming through his
spectacles.

Was Mr. Quelch goin
gsovereign? That was
about.

Mr. Quelch extracted a coin.

** There, Bunter,” he said, extending his hand. *‘Iam very
glad to make my small contribution to so worthy an object !

He pressed the coin into Bunter’s hand, and passed on into
the dining-room. The feel of the coin showed Bunter that it
was not a sovereign—it was not large enough. 8till, a half-
sovereign——

Bunter blinked at the coin.

It was a sixpence!

“ M-m-m-my word !”’ murmured Bunter, aghast.

Sixpence !

Billy Bunter was still standing with the sixpence in his fat

alm, staring at the silver coin, when the chums of the

emove came crowding in to breakfast. Bunter seemed to
be at a loss for words to express his feelings.
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THE ‘TWELFTH CHAPTER.

A Quarrei.
a AZELDENE!"

Hazeldene paused. Morning lessons were over,
and he was going down to the gates, with his cap
on and a coat over his arm. IHarry Wharton was

coming towards him.

Hazeldene frowned as he stopped.

** Well?”’ he said shortly.

‘I want to speak to you.”

‘““I'm in rather a hurry.”

“ I'll walk with you a little of the way, then.
out?’

(1} "

‘ Very well.’” .

Wharton walked on with him. Hazeldene gave an uneasy
look round, but made no remark, going on towards the school
gates in silence. .

': §ou:re going over to Cliff IHouse?’ asked Harry.

& o‘l

‘* Which way, then?’

* Down the road—to Friardale.” .

They turned into Friardale Lane. Hazeldene opened his
lips two or three times, without speaking. At last he broke
out:

“ Well, what is it, Wharton? I don't want.you to come
with me as far as Friardale.”

Wharton coloured.

* And I don’t want to como as far as that, anyway,” he
said. ‘' I’ve got footer to attend to this afternoon. You seem
to have dropped footer entirely, Hazel.”

‘“ 1 told you I should give it up, when you dropped me frpmn
the Form team,” said Hazeldene sullenly. =

** I suppose you considered I did you an injustice——""

“1 know you did.” . .

“ The other fellows don’t think so; but never mind that.
Even if 1 was wrong in dropping you from the Form team,
Hazel, that's no reason wlry you should give up footer.
You'll get right off your form, and you'll miss the exercise,
too."”

You're going

* I've other things to fill up my time.”

Harry Wharton frowned.

** I suppose that means the rotten games that Vernon-3mith
oes in for, and that he's been trying to lead you into for a
ﬁ)ng time?”’ )

‘“'That's mi bizney.”* .

“Well, look here, Hazel,”’ said Wharton, with an effort.
“I'm going to try to look over what you did—in connection
with the Higheliffe fellows, I mean. I want to let bygones
be bygones, if you are willing.”

Hazeldene gave a shrug.

*I don't care much cither way.”

‘““ You don't care to be on good terms again®”’

“ Oh, we may as well s?eak when we meet, I suppose!”
said Hazeldene. ‘“‘I dom’t care much. No good having
scenes, anyway. But if friendship with yvou means having
interference in my private concerns, then I don’t want it.”

Wharton bit his lip. His promise to Marjorie was heavy
gn his mind ; it was not easy to be on good terms with Hazel-

ene.

““If you keep on with the footer,” went on Harry, “I'll
do my best to find you a place in the Form eleven as soon a3
vyou are decently it for it.”

‘“T don't care to play.”

“ What?'

ITazeldene grinned a little.

“T don’t know that I care to play,” he said. *‘ There’s no
great catch in fagging at footer. A fellow might easily find
something more amusing than that.”

“ You've chan&-ed our mind a great deal in a week.”

“Well, I didn't liie being dropped from the eleven, and
there was Marjorie, too—she was disappointed !’ said Hazel-
dene. ‘“ Now, it's done, I don’t care, and I'm not going to
place myeelf in your hands again. You are a little too high
and mighty to please me, Wharton, if you want plain English,
I've other friends who are a little easier to pull With.”

“ Yernon-Smith, I suppose?”

‘* Others, too, perhaps!™

Hazeldene stopped. The two juniors liad been walking
quickly, and they had reached the cross-vroads by this time.
Hazeldene faced the captain of the Remove, with a far from
agreeable expression upon his face,

* Don't you think you’ve come far enough?”’ he suggested.

‘ Perhaps. You are meeting someone in the village, I
suppose 7

“That's my affair.”

“ Yernon-Smith, of course. I remember he left Greyfriars
immediately after dinner. Look here, Hazel, don’t you think
that for your sister’s sake you might give that rotter a wider

berth?"
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“ 1 shall please myself about that.”
" Mnrjgneu-—” :
“ Oh, don't talk about Marjorie{"” said Hazeldene angrily.
“ You didn't think very much about her when you kicked
me out of the footer eleven. Besides, what have you to do
with her, anyway? Leave her name out of it.”

Wharton sf silent. In thinking of ““ making it up "' with
Hazeldene he had thought only of the great effort he would
have to make in ageakiug familiarly once more to the school-
boy traitor. It had not occurred to him that Hazeldene would
be exacting—that he would pick and choose, and force
Wharton into the position_of a humble suitor.

To press his friendship upon a fellow he despised—to forco
his company upon one who made him sick with disgust; that
was & hard task for Harry Wharton. j

““ Well,” said Hazeldeno, with a sneer, ‘‘ you're forgetting

our \H’recmus footer. Hadn't you better get back to Grey-

TIATS ! b

“1 suppuse I may as well,”” said Harry slowly.
done much good by talking to you, anyway.”

* You're not likely to, either.” g

' Look here, Hazel—""

. Wharton_broke off as an overcoated form came swinging
into sight from the direction of the village. It was Vernon-
8mith. As Whartort had guessed, the Bounder of Greyfriars
had been waiting -for Hazeldene there. Doubtless, he had
becomat impatient, and was-coming back to meet Hazeldene
en route.

He started a littls as he saw Wharton with Hazeldene,

‘' Hallo, Hazel!” he exclaimed. “I didn't know you were
bnnfmg an;body.”

“I'm not,” said Hazeldenc (Fromlytly. “* Wharton has come
with me without being asked. ve had the benefit of his
company entirely without any wish on my part.”

& h, I soe 1’ .

Wharton’s face went crimson, and, then.pale. His hands
clonched hard, and he was nearer to knocking Hazeldeno
down at that moment than he had been for some time, Hazel
started a little and wished he had not said that. But
Wharton had his temper well in hand,

He turned on his heel, and walked back towards Gre?"
friars, without a word to either Hazeldene or Vernon-8mith.
- Hazeldene starcd after him, and the Bounder broke into
& chuckle,

“That was one on the mouth for our officious friend,” he
reroarked. ““I suppose he has been kceping you in order
again, Hazel?'

“Prying to,’” zaid Hazel.

““ Well, some chaps can’t get out of the habit of intc-
fering,” said Vernon-Smith. “‘It's a way they have. Never
mind Wharton. I say, Hazel, I've got an idea for this after-
noon. I’ve had & big tip from the pater, and we can have a
really good time.” .

Hazeldene's eyes gleamed. He had long ago failen into
the habit of letting the Bounder pay his cxpenses. He had
& very moderate allowance of pocket-money, and the Bounder
was rich, and he could hardly associate with Vernon-Smith,
and: indulge in the same amusements, without sponging.

“ Right you are "’ he exclaimed. *‘1I'm on!”

“ Look here,” said the Bounder, looking away from Ilazel-
dene as he spoke, ** why shouldn't we call at. Cliff House for
your sister and Miss Clara?"”

Hazeldene shifted uneasily. =~

**We could give them a riPpmg time, and score off tliose
rotten prigs in No. 1 Study,” urged Vernon-Smith.

¢ Marjorie wouldn't come.”

“Why not?”’

“ “’eﬁ, it'’s no good beating sbout the bush, Smithy; but—
she doosn’t like you,” Hazeldeno blurted out. *“She’s asked
me more than once not to speak to you."

** Perhaps you'd hotter do as she wishes ! said the Bounder.
with an angry gleaw 1n his eyes.

“You needn't put it like that,” said Huzeldene uneasily.
“I’m sticking to you, ain't I? But you know what ideas
girls get in their head~. Marjoric doesn’t like you, and-—
and she wouldn’t come out.”

“Sle wouldn't

“ 1 haven's

“ You're her brother,” said Vernon-Smith.
refuse if you really asked her seriously.”

“1 tell you it's mno good,” snij Ilazeldene irritably.
Y Besides, a girl in the party only spoils the fun. 1 suppose
you wouldn't think of playing cards if Marjorie were with us?
S]:o‘el' get up and walk away if you began anything of that
sort.

“Of course not, idiot. I suppose a chap can be decent
sometimes !’ growled the Bounder. ' Look here, I want to
bo on friendly terms with your eister. 1 think you ought to
make it easy for me. I've done cnough for you.”

“ Yos, it’s just like you to throw that in my teeth!”" said
azeldene bitterly. * And now we're tilking plainly, I may
as well tell you that even if Marjorie were willing, I wouldn’t
let her come ont with yvon. Yow're not the sort of a chap
for a girl to talk to or go about with.
English '

The Bounder gritted his teetls.

* You talk like thut to me,”” he sid, " you :ponging cad!
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T'm not good enough to talk to the sister of a chap who sold
his own side in a footer match!’

. “You egged me on to do it, anyway,” said Hazel, turning
livid, * and I don't care what I've done, you're goihg to have
nothing -to do with Marjorie. Whatever I am, I'm no*
rotter enough for that.” )

“Then we’ll part*here!’" said the Bounder savagely.

‘1 don’t care.”

“ Very well.”

Vernon-Smith strode away towards the village. Hazeldene
remained standing alone, with o very blank expression on his
face. He felt stranded. He had repulsed” Harry Wharton’s
overtures, and now he had quarrelled with the Bounder.
had said that he did not care; but, as a matter of fact, he
did care viry much.

—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Sudden Recovery.

Ly AISED the wind yet, Billy?” asked Bulstrode, with a
grin, as he came upon the fat junior in the doorway
of the schoolhouse.

Billy Bunter blinked at him despondently.

_‘“Not yet, Bulstrode. I'm cxpecting some postal-orders

ihis evening. But just av the present moment 1'm short of

money. Did you say you were going to advance me some-
thing towards the bust-up?”

“No, I didn't1” i

“H'm! It would really belike putting your money in the
ba_l(::l'k,B }'01; know, to pa\l‘a it b:{:k wnlt;h interest at Christmas,’
sai unter persuasively. *‘ As a business chap, you ought
to see tho ad‘:-gmta o col;r that, Bulstrode.”

Bulstrade grinned, .

' Besides, the feed is really being stood in your honmour,”
Bunter explained.

“ Mine!”_ejaculated Bulstrode.

““Yes. You see, my real object is to show the Remove
that they ought to look §p to you, and not make so much
of Wharton, you know. You will, of oom'lei be the guest of
honour at the feed, and the whole thing will be intended to
mark our respect for you.” .

* Not good enough, Bunty!” grinned Bulstrode.

And he walked away. ‘

_ “Beast!” muttered Bunter. ‘‘Rotter! Mean bounder!

I wonder whether I could——"" He paused, as Hurree Jamset

Ram Singh came in.

“[I say, Inky, stop a moment.” .

The nabob was always polite. He paused, with a graceful
incliuation of his head to the fat junior,

*Certainfully, my worthy and esteemed fat chum. I am
in a somewhat hurry."

i “ I won's keep you a minute. It's about that bust-up, you

J10W,

““The knowfulness is great.”

““ My reul object in standing this feed,”” went on Bunter,
*js to show the fellows that it's all rot to talk about you
Leing a nigger, or anything of that sort. You, of courss,
will be the puest of honour, and the whole thing will be
ot up regardless of oxpense to wark our respect for gou. I
think that at Christinas time somcthing ought to be done to
promote peace and g feeling, and so on, and to show that
we're all brothers—I mean, brethren—in spite of differences
of colour. What do you think, Inky?" ’

“T thiuk tle honourable Bunter is an esteemed and terrifio
ass !’

“Oh, really, Tnky—""

¥ think also that his rottenfuluess is great."

*“ Look here, Inky, I think you might be decently grateful
when a chap gets up a celebration, regardless of expente, to
do you honourl” cxclaimed Bunter indignantly. * Some
chaps would bar a nigger. I don’t.” )

“The gracicusness of the csteemed Bunter is tervific.”

“Well, T mean to be gracious, on an occasion like this,"”
Bunter explained. I don’t sce why you’re not as good as
I am myself, for that matter, though you're darker. And
vow're not o very dark, either. If you could stand me a
fiver—""

“T fear that I cannot stund the Lonourable Bunter at allL"

“TLook here, Inky, mnake it a pound.”

“The ratfulness is terrific.'

“You blessed nigger—"’ .

“The estecined Bunter hay stated that my worthy self is
not so very dark !”" the nabub exclaimed, with a grin.

“ You—yon ace of spades!” grunted btﬂ}ter. ‘““ Look here,
T think you might make a coutribution like o decent chsp.
]__._.

“The good-bycfulness is great.” . .

“ Hald on a1ninuts, Inky, Look here, T think you nught
mako some slight coutribution. I'd take half—a-ao\'em:gni-s

of Groyfriare.
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“ Not from moi my worthy chum.”

‘“ Well, say, half:a-crown.” 3 .

““ The esteemed Bunter may say it if he wishes.”

Bunter snorted. )

“Look here, you black beast, are yon going to make a
contribution or are you not?’ he roared.

“The notfulness is terrific.”’

“You—you black bounder!” .

“There is one thing I shall have great pleasurefulness in
presenting to the esteemed and ludicrous Bunter.”

““ What’s that?"” asked Bunter eagerly.

““ The kickfulness of my aigust foot.'?

“Qw! Leggol”

Bunter was spun round, and the nabob’s foot was planted
behind. him,

- The fat junior went sprawling, and Hurree Jamset Ram.

Singh walked on his way with a soft and placid smile.
Y‘,‘,Ch:gr I” groaned Biinter. ‘“The black bLeast! Help!
ow!

Alonzo Todd rushed up to help Bunter up from the Closs,
He had seen Bunter sprawl out of the doorway, but had nof
seen the cause of it, He seized the fat junior by the shoulders,
and tried to drag him up. . ] ] )

‘““ My dear Bunter!” he exclaimed, in great distress. '‘My
dear lye_llow, what is the matter? What is the cause of this
sudden collapse?”’

**Oh !’ groaned Bunter. .

“Dear me! I hardly know what to do. I wish m
Benjamin were here. What was it made you fal
Bunter?”

“I'm hungry ! groaned Bunter.
shesr weakness. If you could helP me as far as the tuck-
shop, Toddy, I:should be all right.”

. 6h, certainly, my dear Bunter!” .

Bunter allowed hintself to be dragged up, and, leaning on
Todd's arm, he made his way_to the tuckshop across the Cloge.

“Do you feel better, my dear Bunter?’ asked Todd, with

reat solicitude, as he piloted the Owl of the Remove into

rs. Mimble’s little shop. .

“Ow| Yes.” Bunter sank upon a stool. ‘‘Something to
eat—quick, or I'm afraid it will come on again !’

-“Dear me! Mrs. Mimble! Mrs. Mimble!"”

Unele

Alonzo Todd rapped on the counter with his knuckles, and.

Mrs. Mimble came out of her littlo parlour. She did not
seorn particularly pleased at the sight of Bunter, or touched
by the expression of martyred suffering on his fat face. "

“Bunter has been overcome by weakness from hunger,
said Todd hurriedly. * He requires some nourishment to
prevent a return of the staté of collapse. Kindly hand over
some substantial comestible, my dear madam.”

‘*“ Master Bunter ma;
Mrs. Mimble sourly: Bhe knew Master Bunter of old.

““My dear Mrs. Mimble, surely you will not consider so
rordid and mercenary & detail as payment at such a time as
this?’’ expostulated Alonzo.

“ My rule is no credit, Master Todd.”

“You hear, Bunter? Are you strong enough to get your
money out of your pocket?’ asked Alonzo anxiously.

Bunter groaned deeply. .

“N-nno! You settle for it, Todd, and YI'll pay you

pmont-l{."
“¥ will get your money from your pocket for you, Bunter,
if you will indicate which pocket contains your financial
resources.'

“1—T1 forget.” . "

“J will go through each in turn, and—" |

“J—as a matter of fact, I've left my money in the study,

b2

“¥ will fetch it.” . . .

“Now, I come to think of it, I lent it to Wharton,” said
Bunter. * You settle up with Mrs. Mimble, Toddy, and I'll
make it square when my postal-order comes. I'm expecting
& postal-order this evening.”

7 should be delighted to do so, Bunter——-"

“Go ahead, then!” . ‘

«“QOnly I have no money,” explained Alonzo. *If, how-
ever, you could return me a portion of that ten shillings of
mine which you used by mistake—""

Bunter sat upright and glared at Todd.

“ You’re stony, you ass?” he howled. .

“I'm so sorry, Bunter, but I am certainly what you
characterise as stony—in a state of complete financial de-
nudation,” said Alonzo. ‘‘Otherwise, I would pay for any-
thing that was necessary to revive you, for my Uncle
Benjamin always impressed upon me that-—-"

o {(ou chump !

“ My dear Bunter——' .

“You howling ass!” roared Bunter, rolling off the stool.
“JI've o jolly good mind to give you a thick car, you
fathead " .

And the fat junior snorted and rolled out of the tuckshop.
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Alonzo Todd looked after him in blank amazement. If
was astounding to the Duffer of Greyfriars to see Bunter
recover so suddenly and without the assistance of any re-
freshment. . .

“Dear me!” said Todd. ‘' This is most surprising. My
dear Mrs. Mimble, isn’t it odd 1"’

But Mrs. Mimble had gone back to her little parlour.

Alonzo Todd left the tuckshop still in a etate of greak
astonishment.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Mr. Sharpe Calls.

ROTTER, ' the House page, put his head into the
‘ Remove Form-room the next morning during lessobs.
Mr. Quelch was guiding the Lower Fourth through
) the fl-a yrinths of deponent verbs, and in the thrilling
interest of. that pursuit he did not notice Trotter. He wad
tackling Billy Bunter, and Bunter, whose scholarship- wae
not what Hurree Singh would have called terrific, had just
given him the extraordinary information that a deponent
verb was normal in form and abnormal in meaning., Mr.
Quelch had taken up his pointer, with the idea of pomting
out to Bunter that his definition was not quite correct—
through the medium of the palm of the hand—when Trotter’s
voice was heard : .

“1f you please, sir, Master Bunter’s wanted, sir ["*

Mr. Quelch looked round,

* Mastor Bunter's wanted, sir.”

“Indeed? What is it 9"’

“ A wisitor, sir.”

Bunter blinked round,

. ““If you please, sir, I expect it's onie of my titled friends,
sir, come to give me a Christmas tip !”’ he exclaimed.

““Who is it, Trotter !’

“ A Mr. Sharpe, sir.”

**Oh!"” ejaculated Bunter.

He had forgotten the promised visit of the representative
of the Christmas Dinners Association.

* Which -the 'Ead sent me for Master Bunter, sir,” said
Trotter.

‘*“ You may go, Bunter.”

‘“ Ye-es, air.”

Billy Bunter left the Form-room. He left the Remove
grinning. They did not think that he woyld get very much
change out of the representative of the Christmas Dinners
Association.

Bunter followed Trotter down the wide, flagged passage.

‘“ Where is he?” he asked. .

“In ‘ere, sir,”” said Trotter, opening the door of the
library. “1I took in 'is card to the 'Kad, Master Bunter,
and he sent me to tell you there was a wisitor for you.”

‘“The Head's not there?” exclaimed Bunter, startled.

“ Oh, no, Master Bunter!”

Billy Bunter drew a breath of relief.

He went into' the library, and. & tall, thin gentleman
rose from a chair. The gentleman was so thin and so tall
that it seemed to Bunter as if he would never leave off
rising up, to &0 freat a height did he go. He was certainly
over six feet, and his thin form was clad in a tightly-buttoned
frock-coat, which made him look longer and thinner, and, in
fact, almost telescopic.

Bunter blinked up at him, with almost a crick in the neck,

““ Mr. S-s-sharpe "' he asked.

“ Certainly ! said the towerin{ gentleman, in a deep bass
voice. ‘I expected to sce Mr. Bunter—Mr. William
Bunter.”

“I'm Bunter, sir."”

The stranger adjusted a pair of gold-rimmed glasses upon
a prominent thin nose, and looked at Bunter in surprise,

“*You are Bunter?” he repeated.

*“ Certainly.” .

“ But—but the application which was received by our
committee,” said Mr. Sharpe. ‘“It was—er—it was sent
in for a con‘ribution to a scheme for feeding the—er—in
fact, the voor.” .

‘“ Exactly, sir. I sent it in."”

“ But you are—er—in fact, a Loy,"” said Mr. Sharpe.

“Well, I'm a bit older in most things than the other
follows,” said Bunter. '‘I'm rather a clever chap, you
know, and very experienced. And, besides, I like helping
the poor, sir. That’s really what I live for.”

Fodosd 5 e o
£ Certamg, sir. If this contribution is sent by the
Christmas Dinners Association, sir, they can rest assured

that it will be well spent—entirely on grub, sir.”

*“ Ahem 1"

“ My object in standing the bust-up—I niean the feed, is
to help the poor over Christmas, sir,”” said Bunter. “I
have already written invitations to a number of poor Board-

ONE PENNY!
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“ Dear me,” exclaimed Alonzo Todd, ¢ What Is the matter, you fellows? Perhaps I can be of use? My Uncle
Benjamin always impressed upon me to be useful and obliging whenever I could.
through the keyhole.,”

I will call to Bunter
(See page b,)

school boys in the neighbourhood, sir, and they're all
coming.” ;

“That is certainly a very worthy object,” said Mr. Sharpe,
scanning the fat junior very closely.

“Yes, sir. My real object is to promote peace and good-
feeling between the fellows here and the (‘ounty Council
School chaps,” Bunter explained.. * I'm getting up a feed,
regardless of expense, for that reason solely.”

“Very good! You are, however, very young to be en-
trusted with the spending of money,” said Mr. Sharpe,
“and I should have, of course, to be satisficd of your bona
fides before I could recoinmend your eclaimm to the coin-
mittee.”

“ I should give yonu my word of honour, Mr. Sharpe,”
sald Bunter grandly.

“Ahem! [ think I should prefer a word or two with
your head-master first,”” Mr. Sharpe observed.

“I—I hardly think it's necessary, sir. If vou hand ths
money over to me the whole thing will be quite satisfactory.”

“I am afraid I could not do so. Perhaps you will wait
while I have a few words with your head-master ?”’

“Please don’t trouble, sir. Dr. Locke is a very busy
man, and—and he gets very bad-tempered when he's inter-
rupted, especially in the mornings.””

“ Ahem Y

* He might ¢ven be violent, sir,” said Bunter desperately.
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“ There—there was a chap he nearly brained once for inter.
rupting him in the morning.”

‘“Dear moe!”

“I'm standing this Christmas bust-up entirely at my own
expense, except for any little help I get from your com-
mittee, sir. I am being perfectly lavish—the whole thing
is being got up regardless of expense.”

“T think I had better see your head-master.”

“ Quite unnecessary, sir.”

Mr. Sharpe appeared to have his own ideas about that,
He touched the bell, and Trotter reappeared, and con-
ducted him to the Head's study, leaving Billy Bunter wait-
ing, in a far from enviable frame of mind, in the library.

Bunter waited with a dismal face.

That the head-master would allow him to receive any
contribution from the Christmas Dinners Association, if
they were willing to rend one, was doubtful.

““It's rotten !’ inuttered Bunter. “I call it rotten! The
suspiciousness of some pecple is simply fearful. It's just
as if they couldn’t trust their money into my hands.”

Trotter came in, with a grin on his face, and Bunter
blinked at him.

“Is that gentleman with the Head ?"' he asked.

“Yes, Master Bunter. The ’Ead wants you to go to his
study.”

“Oh! Are you sure?”

Another School Tale of the Juniors
By F
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“Yes,"” grinned Trotter.
sir.”

*I—I suppose I'd better go,” muriured Bunter.

And he took his way to the ITead's study.

He did not like the prospect of facing Mr. Sharpe and
the Head together. He was greatly inclined to bolt instead
of obeying the sunmmons. DBuli, after all, where could he bolt
to e was in for it now, and with slow and unwilling
st(;gs he made his way to Dr. Locke’s room.

is hand trembled as he tapped at the door.

 Come inl” said the deep voice within.

e voice was familiar cnough, bat it made Buuter jump.
He pushed the door open, and went into the study.

Mr. Sharpe was sitting by the window, the Head at his
dosk. Dr. Eocke turned a severc glance upon the Owl of
the Remove as he came in.

*‘ Bunter !

“Ye-c-es, sir "’

“I hear that you have written to this gentleman for
money,” said the Head sternly. ** Will you kindly explain
yourself, Bunter ?"*

“Yeo-e-eq, sir!”

“Well 7" snapped tho Head. ‘I am waiting for an ex-
planation. I may mention that unless it is a perfeptly
satisfactory one I shall cane you severely, Bunter.,”

*“ Oh, really, sir—"

“1 am wailting, Bunter!”

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Transgressor!
BIELY BUNTER’S knees knocked together.

“Ile sent me to fetch you,

The dark frown upon the doctor’s face terrified him,
l:néi put to flight whatever little wit he might have
a

““ Well, Bunter ?”’ said the Head, in a voice that seemed
to the fat junior like the ruwmble of thunder, though it
really was not very loud. * Well?”

**If you please, sir—"’

‘ Go on, Bunter |’

“I—T—]—"

*“You have written a begging letier, Bunter.”

“Oh, no, sir! I—I hope you wouldn’t think that I should
do anything of that sort, sir! I despise a chap who wants
money. You see, sir, the idea rcally was to stand a
Christmas feed to the poor, and I was geiting it up regard-
less of expense. I thought the Christmas Dinners Associa-
tion would like to send In a bit of a contribution to so—so
noble an object, sir.” L

“Ah! And who are the poor you are thinking of feed-
ing at Christmas, Bunter?” asked the ITead grimly.

**Oh, the poor, sir!” said Bunter vaguely. *‘* There are
lots of pcor, sir.”

*“The poor of Friardale, perhaps #"*

“Yes, exactly, sir.”

“And how will you be able to feed them at Christmas,
Bunter, when you will not be here? The school breaks up
before Christmas, and you will be gone home.”

*I—I meant the bust-up to take place beforc we broke
up, sir. I—I've alrcady invited some poor Board-school
bays, sir—the Courtfield fellows.”

*‘ Have they accepted 7"

“Not_yet, sir. I’'m expecting to hear from them to-day.
I thought you might approve of my trying to—to put things
on a better footing between the two schools, sir, by means
of a Christmas bust-up, regardless of exnpense.”

“You tell Mr. Sharpe tﬁut you are providing most of the
funds yourself.” )

‘“Practically the whole, sir,” said Bunier, recovering
his confidence a little. “ Two-thirds, at least, sir, regard-
less of—"

“Indeed! You have purchased the provisions?"

““ N-n-not yet, sir."”

“ Then you still have the money in hand ?”

“In a way, sir.”

‘“Can you show it to me, Bunter?”

“" I_I__I__l

*“ Please show me the money I thundered the Head.

“I—I c.c-can’t, sir1” stammered Bunter. “ It hasn’t come
yet, sir, I—I'm axlpectmg a large number of postal-orders,
from some rich relations and from some titled friends of
mine, and—"'

“ Don’t talk nonsense, Bunter !”

“ L gip P

“You have o money, and your talking of feeding .the
poor at Christmas is all empty nonsense,” said the Head
sternly. “ You have attempted to obtain money from the
very worthy society this gentleman represents, but I fear
very much that it would not be devoted to the promised
object ifmyou succéeded in obtaining it.”
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“ Oh, reelly, sir—"" )

“T1 apologise to this gentleman,” said the Iead, with an
inclination towards Mr, Sharpe, “for the trouble he has
been put to, and assure him that you will be punished for
having given him this unnecessary journey.'

“Not at all, sir "’ said Mr. Sharpe politely.

And he took his silk hat and his leave.

Bunter remained all alone with the Head.

He blinked after the tall gentleman till he disappeared,
taking with him as it were, Bunter’s last ‘hope of a freo
contribution of funds for the Christmas bust-up. But Billy
Runter had little time fo think about that. The voice of the
Hcad called his attention back.

‘“Bunter,” said Dr. Locke siernly, “you have acted in a
disgraceful manner.”

“OQh, really, sir—"?

I fear very much that you hoped to obtain a eontribution
from this charitable sociely, for the purpose of keuping it
for your own usc:.”

“Oh, really—"

“You have not, I suppose, considercd how dishonest that
would be,” the Head continued. “ But perbass a caning
may impress that consideration upon your mind, and induce
you to reflect upon your conduct.”

“If—if you please, sir, I—X’d rather reflect without Leing
cancd, sir,”” ventured the fat jumior nervously.

“I’_robanyYyou would, Bunter, but that would not wmect
my views, ou will kindly hold out your hand,” said tha
Ilcad, rising from his seat.

Ho took up his cane. Bunter reccived two swipes on cach
lmu(iI and thcy doubled Bunter up like a pocket-knife. The

Hcad eyed him grimly.

““There, Bunter! Iythink that that will perhaps be &
lesson to you. If it fails to prove so, I must sce what a
further application of the same kind of correction will effoct.
You must learn, Buanter, that the way of the transgressor
is hard. You may go.”

He tucked his hands under his arms in the passage, and
went along groaning dismally.

The classes were being digmissed now for the morning
recess, and Bunter ran into Temple, Dabney & Co., of the
Upper Fourth, in the passage.

“ Hallo I’ said Temple. ‘ Hero’s Bunter in trouble again!
What was it for this time, Bunter 7"’

** Nothing,” groaned Bunter. *‘ All through my desire to
do good to the poor at Christmas-time, that's ail. Ow !

“Good old Bunter!” chuckled Temple. * Alwavs sonic
spanking whopper, and each onc bigger than the last.”

“ Oh, rather !’ said Dabney.

Bunter blinked at them.

“I say, you fcllows, speaking of Christmas feeds—*

** Who's speaking of Christmas feeds?” said Temple,

“I am,” sand Bunter. “Speaking of Christmas feods,
look here, supposc you chaps were to make a contribution
towards the bust-up.”

¢ What bust-up?’

“I'm standing a big Christmas bustup before the school
breaks up,” Bunter explained. *“You, of course, would be
the guests of honour, My real object is to—to promote good
feeling between the Upper and the Lower Fourth, and—and
make the two Forms get on better, by—by showing our
respeet for the Upper Fourth. Now, if you chaps cared to
make a contribution—"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘‘ Blessed if T can sce anything to cackle at.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you fellows Look here, don’t walk away while
I'm talking to you. I tell you—— Look here—— Beasts!™

Temple & Co. walked away laughing. Bunter tucked his
hands under his arms once more, and recommenced groaning.
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Marjorle’'s Reply.
" ATURDAY’S the day after to-morrow,’” Billy Bunter

s remarked, cornering Harry Wharton & Co. in the

tuckshop, where they were discussing gingerpop, and

he blinked at the chums of the Remove significantly.
_“Dear me!” said Nugent. ‘‘To-day’s Thursday, so the
day after to-morrow is really almost certain to be Saturday.
Quite right, Bunter; but did you do that in your head ?”

“Qh, really, Nugent—"

b Whj}: don't you go in for higher mathematics, Bunty?”
asked Bob Cherry. * A fellow who can work out things
like that—"'"

“Look here, you fellows, I'm talking business. Saturday’s
the day after to-morrow, and that means that the bust-up
has %ot to come off in-two days’ time, or not at all.”

. “Then I fancy it will be not at all,” said Wharton, laugh-
ing.
*“The not-at-allfulness will be tervifie.”

“Oh, very well; if you fellows want the guests to be dis-
sppointed, and Greyfriars to get a name for inhospitality, I
don’t sec why I should care,” said Bunter loftily.

“ What! hat guests?”’

“Oh, the Clif House girls.”

“What !” shouted the juniors in chorus.

“Of course, I've invited them,” said Bunter. ‘I shouldn’t
bo likely to leave Marjoric & Co. out of a Christmas feed,
I suppose.”

“You checky young ass! But they won’t come,” said
Harry. “ They know you too jolly well for that.”

Bunter snorted.

“Then therc arc the Courtfield fellows.”

“The Courtficld fellows?"” repeated Harry.

*Yes, I've asked themn.”

“You've asked Trumpoer & Co. ?”

“Yes. You see, my object is to feed the poor at Christ-
mas, and I don’'t supposc those Board-school chaps have
any Christmas dinners,” said Bunter. “ They are coming to
the fecd, and I should think you fellows would stand by me,
in case ’?nyt.hmg goes wrong and I don’t get a remillanco
in time.

The chums of tho Remove stared at Billy Bunter. They
had had some samples of the fat junior’s coolness before,
but this rcally seemed to beat all previous records.

*“ My only hat!” said Bob Cherry at last.

*You've asked them to come, Bunter?”

“ 0Of course. And I should think you fellows would—""

“ Have they accepted the invitation?” .

“I'm expecting their reply to-day. Under the circum-
atances, I should think you fellows would shell out. I sup-
posn you don’t want those Board-school chaps to go away
saying that they wero asked to a fced here, and when they
came there wasn't anything for them.”

‘“My word !

“The wordfulness is terrific.”

“You_see, they'ro ccrtain to come,” Bunter explained.
¢ put it very tactfully to them in my letter. I pointed out
that as they werc pro a.blf too poor to have a decent feed
at Christmas, this was really a good thing for them.”

“ You—you said that?”’

“I wrote it.” .

¢ And that's what you call being tactful ¥

““'Well it was just as well to speak plainly, you know. 1
told them we should treat thein well, and not take any notice
of the fact that they wcere DBoard-school bounders, and not
our class.”

“My hat!” .

“ Thewll be jolly glad to come, I should think,” said
Bunter.” “I mentioned that they would be treated just as
if they were on an cquality with me, although I am a
gentleman.”

‘“Great Scott!"

“ Prohably ‘Trumper will call in and tell me he's coming
to the bust-up ’ said Bunter. ** Anyway, I'm sure tlu-_v'ﬂ
come. They're not likely to miss a chance of a feed, espe-
cially with o chap so far above them socially. Marjoric is
sure to come, too. Of course, she wouldn't miss 3

¢ Miss what?”” asked Bob Cherry, with a dangerous gleam
in his eye.

** Misa seving us all,”” said Bunter hastily, * Hallo, there's
the postman! T expeet he’s got Marjorie's reply to me.”

And the fat junior dashed out of the tuckshop to intercept
the postinan. The chums of the Remove followed him.
crowd of juniors gathered round the postman; but he had
only onc fetter to hand out, and it was addressed to Billy
Bunter—or, to be more exact, to Master William Runter,
Greyfriars College.

Bunter grinned as he took ir. A dozen fellows olserved
that it was addressed in a girl’s hand, and some of them
knew it to be Mar{nric's.

“Jlallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. * That's
the letter, then. T']1 bet you a dozen to one in thick cara
that Marjorie has rcfused, Bunter.”

¢ (Oh. rats!” said Bunter.

“Well, let's sce.”
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“Oh, I"m not going to open the letter here.’” said Buater,
with a look of exceeding slyness. * Never show a girl’s lotter
in public, you know. A chap mustn’t kiss and tell.”

“You young cad!”

¢ Oh, really, Wharton—"" .

Harry Wharton grasped the fat junior by the collar as he
was walking away with the letter, and swung bhim back,

“Hold on!”” he said grimly.

“ Oh, really, vou know, I want to rcad my letter.”

“You'll réad it here.  You heard what the young cad
said, you fellows,” eaid Harry. looking round at the juniors,
“He’s trying to make out that Marjorie has written somo-
thing he wouldn't show to' us -something chummy. Of
course, it's his rotten lying; Marjoric can’t bear tho sight
of the beast.”

% 0h, really, Wharton

“1f Marjorie knew what a cad you were, Bunter, she
wouldn't write you a line at all,” xaid Wharton. ‘! As it is,
I'm not going to let vou wuke capital out of it. ¥You know
very wcll that that letter is quite a formal one, in answer
to your impudent invitution.  After what you've im lied,
V:llli.'ll open that lctier hore and read it out to all the

ows.'

$“0Oh, really, 1 jolly well sha'n’t. I'n not going to have
all my tender little secrcts made public, I can tell you.
Ow, ow, ow!"

Wharton slook the fat junior till his arin ached.

i yow I roared Billy Bunter. “ Yow! Cluck it! You'll
make my glasses fall off, and if they get broken you'll have
to pay for them.” .

“Open that letter! After what you've said, every chap
here 1s %oing to know what's in it, so that you will be con-
vieted of being a lying, bragging cad.”

With Wharton's knuckles grinding into the back of lms
neck, Bunter was not in a position to refuss.  Hoe sulkily
split the cnvelope with a fat thumb.

“I_T don't object to reading out the letter,” he mumbled.
$0Of course, what I just said was a—a figure of speech.”

“Rood out the letter, you worm!” .

Bunter read it out. With threc or four fellows looking at
it, too, he could not falsify it in the reading. It was short
if not sweet.

1

““ We are sorry we cannot aceapt your invitation."

“ M. HAZELDENE."”

That was all .

A more direct snub had protably never been administerod
oven to Billy Bunter who scemed to spend most of his tinde
in asking for snubs and descrving them.

Thero was & shout of laughter as the contents of the lette
were made known. After what Bunter had said and implied,
the snub dircct from the CHLff House girls was extremoly

comic.

““Well, if that's a sample of the tender little sccrets, you're
welcome to 'em ! grinned Bulstrode.

“Ha, ha. ka| )

] should think that could get through the hide of a hi
popotamus,” Mark Linley remarked. ** Fven Buntor onzg
to feel o little smaller.” . .

¢ —I—of course, this is dhly in fun!" said Bunter.

Wharton rcleased the fat junior, with a look of contempt.
At that moment there was a shout from the direction of

zates.
8o Clourtfield cads!”

“ Hap, ha, ha ! roared Bob Cherry. ‘‘ Here come Trumper
& Co. with an answer to your invitation, Bunter 1"

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Invitation Not Accepted.

RUMPER & CO. march~d into the Close with grim facee.
T They certazinly did not look as if they hed come to

accept an invitation in an amicable spirit.
- Here they aro!” said Nugent. '* Here are your guests,

unty !”

Runter grinned. .

“ T suppo=c you chaps will stand by me in getting up the
feed now,” he remarked. .

“You'll need somebody to stand by you now, to judge by
Tr.?m c;:','u cxpression,” said Wharton, laughing.

“ Ila, La, ha!” roared Tom Brown. * Trumper looks
\ﬁrntlny ! You must have worded the invitation rather crudely,

unter!”

“Oh, rot! I put it very delicately "

“ The delicateness was terrific.”

Trumper & Co. had caught sight of Bunter, and were marchs
ing straizht towards him. The fat junior was too_short-
sighted to mauke out the expressions upon their fuces till they
came very near. g
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Greyliiavs fellows were gathering vound, none too well
sleased by this invasion of the Close by the Courtficld fellows.
Trumper & Co. were in great danger of a goneral ragging.
But the Removites waited for Harry Wharton to take the
lead, and Wharton showed no sign of Hostility towards the
Council School fellows.

“Bunter! Bunter there?”’ roared Trumper, in his big,
bass voice,

‘“Yes, here T am, Trumper!”

““ You wrote me this letter?”

Trumper held out a letter, scrawled and blotted and snicared
in Bunter’s well-known style. Bunter blinked at it.

“ Yes, that looks like my letter, Trumper.”

‘“ My hat, it does!” gasped Nugent.

“Look at it!" roared Trumper. ' Listen while I read it
out, and then tell me what you think of It, you fellows "

‘“Go ahead!" said Nugent. ** Coming from Bunter, it’s
bound to be written in a really decent and gentlemanly spirit.”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

Trumper read out the letter.

“‘ Dear Trumper,—I am standing a Christmas feed, a
regular bust-up regardless of expense, and I want you and
your friends to come. Although you are all Board-scheol
chaps, and cannot as a rule expect to mix with fellows of my
class, we shall treat you quite well, just as if there were no
distinction between us socially. At Christmas time, I really
think that even fellows like you ought to be treated with
friendliness, and so I hope you will come to the bust-up. 'Of
course, you will see that your friends wash their hands and put
on clean collars, and that sort of thing, and don’t wear down-
at-heel boots, or anything of that sort, 50 as not to disgrace
me. It will be a splendid feed, and as I don’t suppose you
fellows get any Christmas dinners to speak of, it will be &
treat for you.—Yours, WirLiau G. BUNTER. ¥’

The Greyfriars fellows grinned as the letter was read aloud.
The Courtfielders were red with wrath.

‘* Well,"” roared Trumper, **is_that the sort of letter they
teach you to write here? You'd learn better manners at a
Board-school, I can tell you!l"”

Wharton flushed.

““ Look here, don’t put it down to us!"” he exclaimed. *‘ It
was that fat cad wrote the letter, and none of us knew any-
thing about it. We shouldn’t have allowed him to send it if
we'd known,”’

‘* Oh, really, Wharton—""

Trumper tore the letter into pieces.

“ Look here, I don't see anything wrong with that letter,”
said Bunter. * If a blessed Board-school bounder is coming
here to teach me, why, I think—"'

Bunter paused to dodge behind Wlarton as Trumper made
a: ¥:a.b at him.

‘Ow! Keep offI”

‘“You fat cad !”’

“ Oh, really—"" .

B 4 C:;et from in front of him, Wharton. I'm going to lick

im !’

*“ Oh, draw it mild!"” said Bulstrode aggressively. ** You
can’t come here and swank on our ground, you know!”

Trumper turned on the Remowe bully. )

“The fat little rotter isn't worth licking I'” he_exclaimed.
! But if you like to take the matter up for him, I'll lick you
instead !"” .

" N Yetl':; rather " said Solly Lezarus. * Lick the thilly ass,
rumpy !’
Bulstrode looked warlike at once. It was not so long ago
since he had stood up to Trumper and had been soundly licked.
But Bulstrode had heaps of dogged courage, and he was quite
Nnd% to fight-again. .
‘ Come on, then!"” he exclaimed.
Wharton interposed.
‘* Hold on, Bulstrode——" ]
“ Oh, keep out of it, Wharton! What will you always be
shovi?g your oar in for?’ the burly Removite exclaimed
angrily.
* Do you wardt the Head to sce you?’ said Harry angrily.
“Do you think you can fight here almost under his study
windows?”’
Bulstrode paused. L.
‘‘ Well, there’s something in that !’ he admitted.
*‘ The somethingfulness is terrific,” remarked the Nabob
of Bhanipur, “T also think that the causefulness of the fight
is terrifically small.”
M T'm going to lick that fat bounder!” eai? Trumper dog-
gedly. “If you think I'm too big for himn, the smallest chq,r

ere will take him on. He's bigger than Solly—and Solly will
take him in hand.”

* Yoth, rather!” said Sally.

*“ Oh, Bunter can’t fight "' said Harry.
glasses, and he can’t sec without them.”’

“ Well, I'm jolly well going to lick somcbody!” roared
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Trumper. “ Do you think I'm joliy well going to Le insulted
for nothing?”

“ CCome nto the gym.,” said Bulsirode.

“Tin read?-! i

“Stop it!” said Wharton. “‘If you don’t shut up, Bul-
strode, you'll fight me instead ¢f Trumper. Bunier las acted
in a disgracefu;f way, and I'm as ashamed of it as anyhody
could be—"*

“Oh, rcally, Wharton—""

“ Anybody who stands up for Bunter now, and takes hLis
part, is as bad as he is,"”” said Harry. *“ I suppose nobody hero
will say that letter ought to have been written, or that any
decent chap could' huve written it?"’ '

* Rather not!"’

** The notfulness is terrific.”

“ Well, I don’t uphold that letter, of course," said Bulstrode.
* But I'm not going to Lave fellows swanking about here.”
£ If{thero's any swanking to be done, Bulstrode is quite

eqnal to it himself,” Nugent remarked, and there was a laugh.
“ Wo didn’t come here to swank,” said Trumper. * But if
ouie of yvou fellows got a letter like that——"'

““We're not Board-school chaps!" said & voice in the crowd,
which sounded very like Snoop’s.

Trumpm' turned round with blazing cyes,

** No,” he said, * you'vre not! But if what they say is true,
there are some chaps herc who go down to the inns in Friar.
dale of a night, and that’s a thing we don't do in Courtfiekl.
And if I wrote you a letter of invitation, and said you mnustn’t
come drunk, or with packs of cards in your pockets, how
would you like it?”’

“ Oh, draw it mild!"

“ Cheese it, you bounder !

“ Chuck them out!”

“Stop that!” said Harry Wharton. “ Look here, Bunter
Lag insulted these chaps, and lie’s such a booby that he can't
fight. He'll have to apologise, or take a licking!”

* We're not going to let anybody stallc in here and livk a
Greyfriars chap, whatever he's done 1" said Bulstrode.

“ Tl lick Lim myself, as far as that goes!”

“ Oh, really, Wharton—"'

*“ You hear that, Bunter? Youw'll spologise humbly to thesa
fellows, or you'll tuke the licking of your life, so you can
choose I exclaimed Wharton.

“ [—I-— Oh, really—"

‘* Take your choice—and quick about it."”

Billy Bunter blinked round. But there was no sympathy in
any of the faces he blinked at. No one was likely to uphold
his action. And Harry Wharton was in a mood few of tho
fellows caved to cross. llis teeth wern sef, and hLis hrows
darkly contracted, and when Wharton Lad that expression on
Lis fuce, he was in a dangerous temper.

St I—=I—— Of course, I haven’t the least objection to apolo-
gising,” said Bunter. * I—I didn’t mean that letter as wn
insult. I intended it to be delicate and tactful.”

Even the Courtfield fellows could not hLelp grinning at
Bunter's idea of delicacy and tact,

“I—=1 apologise " weut on Bunter. ** I'in awfully soriy—
sincerely sorry—and I take it all back. Is that all right ¥’

* Yeu,” said Trumper, with a snoit, © that's all right, you
worm! And now look out, you Greyfriars bounders: afier
this, whenever we meet you, anywhere, there'll be trouble,”

** Yeth, rather!”

* Oh,"” said Bulstrode, *“then it may as well begin now !
Rush the hounders "'

There was u _threatening movement on the part of the
Remove. But IHarry Wharlon stepped in front of the Court-
fielders.

* Btop that!” he ruid curtly.  * These chaps will go with-
out being tonched. Buuter's to blame all throvgl, und they're
not going 1o be ragged while I can stop it!”

Trumper & Co. turncd towards the gates. Tle juniors
looked very unwilling to let them go, but Flarry Wharton had
his way. Wharton walked with them to the gates

** Look here,”” he exclaimed. ** I'mi sorry this has happened
—DBunter is a howling cad, and we'ie all ashamed of lLim—I1
should think you chaps could look over it.”

Trumper's face melted a little.

“ Well, if you don't stand by him——"" Le hegan.

* Of course, we don't,” said Ifarry. ** Bunter's a rank oute
sider—the limit, in fact. Ho hasn’t the faintest idea of
decency.”’

* Well, it’s all right 1" said Truzmper.

*“ All therene, dear boy!"”

* Certainly " said Grahame. T ruppose it was rilly (o get
ratty about what a worm like that wrote, only i

“ Well, let's shake hands ou it,” said 1arry cordially,

The Courtficld fellows could not vesist that.  Wharton's
licartiness was infoctious.

They shook Lands with him in turn, aml went down the

voad from Greyfriars in cheerful spirite,
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THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Only Way.

# g SAY, you fellows—""
Harry Wharton & Co. were going into the tuckshop
after lessons on Friday. It was the day before the day
. . Bunter had fixed for his celebrated bust-up; but the fat
junior was no ‘‘ forrarder.”

It lm%an to look as if the bust-up would rcally never come
off at all.

. The chums of the Remove looked at Bunter, and walked
into the shop. Billy Bunter followed them in at once.

The juniors stopped at the counter, and Mrs. Mimble looked
at them all smiles. Mrs. Mimble had more smiles for Harry
Wharton than for Bunter. Wharton was a paying custoiner.
Billy Bunter never paid anybody for anything if he could help
it. His maxim was apparently that of our old Shakespearian
{riend—** Basc is the slave that pays.”

“1 say, you fellows——"’

No one replied. The Famous Four seemed to have made
up their minds to ignore Bunter.

Harry Wharton opened his pocket-book, and took out a
rustling banknote. Billy Bunter’s cyes almost started from
his head at the sight of it. It was a generous Christmas tip
sent to Harry by his uncle, Colonel Wharton, and Harry was
intending to ““ blow " it in a feed to the whole Form as a way
of celebrating the approachinz break-up for the Christinas
holidays. It was to be a bust-up, regardless of expinse, as
Bunter would have put it, but it was not to bc a bust-up for
Billy Bunter. The Owl of the Remove was barred.

“T want a really good feed for to-morrow afternoon, Muis.
Mimble,” said Harry. *““DI’m going to order the things
now.”

¢ Yes Master Wharton.”

“T’m going to stand a bust-up, you know, regardless of
expense,”’ Marry explained, still addressing his remarks to
Mrs. Mimble, and taking no notice of Bunter.

“ Certainly.”

“T say, vou fellows—'

“ Get out the list, Nugent.” .

Frank Nugent produced a pencilled list frem his pocket.

It was a very long list, and a single blink at it made

Bunter’s mouth water. The articles mentioned in that list
were certainly enough to feed the whole Remove, and a
couple of other Removes as well.
“Wharton laid the five-pound-note on the counter, and
Hurree Singh laid a couplo of sovereigns on it, and Bob
Cherry 'and Nugent half-a-sovereign each. Each was con-
tributing to the bust-up according to his means.

“M-m-my hat !’ gasped Bunter. * Are you chaps really
going to spend all that money on a feed 7" .

There was no reply. The ¥Famous Four secmed to be quite
unconscious of Billy Bunter’s presence in the tuckshop.

Bunter watched Mrs. Mimble hungrily as she looked over
tho list. The good dame rcad out the items, and Bunter
almost wept with emotion. There were cold fowls, and ham
and tongue, cold beef and game-ptes, rabbit-pies, and meat-
pies—all sorts and conditions of pivs, to say nothing of pud-
dings. There were cakes and biscuits and fruits, fresh fruits
and prescrved fruits, and candied fruits, in great variety.
There were catables of all sorts, in fact, galore.

There was no doubt that the Greyfriars Christmas bust-up
would be ‘“regardless.”” Mrs. Mimble opened her cyes in
surprise behind her spectacles as she went on with the list.
Bunter watched her with his mouth open.

** 15 that all, Master Wharton?” asked Mrs. Mimble.

“That's all, I think,” said Harry. ** We're getting a good
many guests here, you know, as well as the Remove chaps—
nearly all the Remove; but I think there will be enough to
go round.”

“Dear me! I should think so.”

“We want the lot delivered in the Remove Form-room for
teatime to-morrow,” said Harry Wharton, “and they’re not
to be given to anybody who may come for them.”

“1 quite understand, Mastcr Wharton.”

“There’ll be some change out of this cash,” said Harry.
“You can let me have it when you've made out the bill, Mrs.
Mimble.”

“Certainly.”

“T say, you fellows—'

The Famous Four walked out of the shop.
spoken a word to the fat jumior all the time.
after them excitedly.

“1 say, vou fellows—"

They walked on.

Bunter grasped Wharton desperately by the coat, and
stopped him. Then the captain of the Remove appeared to
seo him for the first time.

“ Hallo, is that you, Bunter " he said.

“Yuu"jol]y well know it is!" roared Bunter. “ Look

here——
“Wall, I'm looking—""
“ Tho lookfulness is terrific.”
“Well,” said Bunter, in a mollified tone, “it’s all vight. I
want to thank you fellows—to thank you most sincerely.”
They stared at him,
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* You want to thank us?” cchoed Harry Wharton.
““Yes, rather. It's jolly decent of you.”

“What is?’ demanded Harry.

“Ordering those things for me, for my bust-up,” said
Bunter, blinking at him. “OQf course, you were ordering
them for me?”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“0h, really, vou fellows—"'

“There’s a slight mistake somewhere,” said Harry. “We
weren’t ordering them for you, Bunty; we were ordering
them for ourselves,”

“Oh, really—"'

“ Good-bye !

“1 say, you fellows, it was my idea, you know, to atand
a bust-up for Christmas,” said Billy Bunter, in an aggrieved
tone. “] don't think you ought to take the matter out of
my hands in this way. 8till, I don’t mind, so long as ¥
come.”

“ But you're not coming !

“What ?"’

¢ Porpoises are barred,” said Bob Cherry sweetly. *“ Piga
not admitted! No ontrance for porkers! Fat foads need
not apply I :

“QOh, really, Cherry—"

“My dear chap, you said that you wouldn’t accept the
hospitality of No. 1 Study any more,"” said Wharton.
** 8tick to it. It’s lucky, too, because there isn't any hos-
pitality for you to accept. The fact is we're having the
Cliff House girls, and we can’t inflict you upon them.”

Bunter glared through his spectacles.

“ Well, you blessed rotters—""

“ Thank you!”

Bunter stood regarding them with silent wrath and indig:
nation for a minute, and then rushed after them - again,
and caught them up in the doorway of the School House.

“I say, you fellows, I suppose you’'re joking?” he ex
claimed.

“ Not a bit of it "

“You're going to ask me to the feed?"”

“ Rats !’

“Well, T shall jolly well come, anyway!”

“You'll be jolly well kicked out if you do!”

«1—7 say, you fellows, I want to help you, you know,”
said Bunter feebly. ‘‘ What I said the other daf was only
a—a figure of speech. Look here, I don't really want to
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come to the feed for my own sake at all, you know. My
real object is to help you, and—and wait on the others,
and show my friendship for you.” ’

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“You see, the Courtficld fellows are coming, to0,” said
Harry. * You've pointed out that there’s a great difference
between you and them, so you can’t very well come to the
same feed.”’

‘T should be willing to waive that, you know.”

“Yes; but the’y mightn’t.”

“Ha, ha, ha !’

* By Jove, I've got a wheeze !I”” said Bob Cherry. * Bunter
says that what he wants to do is to come and look after the
other fellows, and help, and s0 on——"

*Of course!” said Bunter eagerly. * That—that's just
what I've been looking forward to, you know. I want that
morse than anything else.”

“Good !” said Bob. ‘““ And I suppose it's admilied that
we can't very well ask the Courtfield chaps to sit down to
a feed with a chap like Bunter in the company ——"

*“Oh, no! They’'d feel so insulted.”

“Well, then, let Bunter coiné as a waiter.”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—I—P’ll come as a waiter, or—or——"

** Or anything else, so long as you come!" grinned Nugent,
‘“ All serenz, then! Bunter can be waiter, and perhaps we
mey let him finish up some of the grub afterwards—if there's
any left ovor. Of course, we shall expect our waiter to be
in evening-dress.”

“ Of course !”

“ The -evening-dressfulness should be terrific!”

*“Oh, really, you know »”

' Well, that’s settled !” said Harry Wharton, laughing.
*“If you like to come as a waiter in evening-dress, Bunfer,
you can come. If not, not. Isita go?”

*“Yes,”” grunted Bunter, ** it’s a go.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Walter.

HERE was one yell of laughter in the Lower School
when it became generally known that the Remove
were standing a Christmas feed and that Billy Bunter
was to officiate as a waiter in evening-dress,

Bunter had talked so much about the bust-up, that what
was really to happen was screamingly funny. After so
many extensive plans for bust-ups regardless of expense, to
officiate as a waiter at somebody else’s bust-up was a fall
for the fat junior.

But Bunter did not seem to care, so long as he got to the
feed somehow.

Wharton's invitations were promptly sent out, and were
couched a little more tactfully than Bunter's. )

The Cliff Xouse girls promised to come, and s0 did
Trumper & Co., of Courtfield Council School. All the
Remove fellows who were asked agreed willimgly enough,
and those who weren’t asked declared that they weren't

ing to stand on ceremony with old Wharton, aid that
t should come all the same.

Upper Fourth fellows heard of it, and condescendingly
remarked that they would drop in, to which some of the

vites retorted, that if they did they would very
promptly be dropped out again. Hobson, of the Shell, told
Wharton that he was coming, and Wharton promized to
lHave his football-boots on ready, at which Hobson smiled
ins aicklg way and dropped the subject Even Cgker—the
great Coker—of the Fifth, mentioned to Harry that he
would be ﬁad to come to the Remove Form-room on
Saturday afternoon. And Wharton heartily replied that
he had no doubt of it, and he had no doubt that Coker
would be still more glad to get out of the Form-room again.
And Coker gave up the idea of coming.

When, after school on Saturday, Mrs. Mimble’s supplies
were delivered in the Form-room the juniors’ eyes opened
at the extent of, them.

“My only hat!” Bulstrode ejaculated. “It wiil be a
bust-up, and no mistake! I’'m glad I’m coming. After all,
it’s rotten to keep up bad-feeling at Christmas-time.”

Hazeldene, to whom he made the remark, nodded.

“I was just thinking the same,” he assented. “I don’t
believe in bearing malice and carrying ill-feeling into the

Year.”

At which Bulstrode grinned.

As a matter of fact, Hazeldene was feeling very much
stranded lately. He had known all along that Vernon-
8mith’ was chumming up with him because he wanted a
chance of tuiting out the chums of the Remove with
Marjorie. His refusal to help the Bounder in his object
had resulted in a quarrel, and that quarrel was not made
up. The Bounder believed that if he held out Hazeldene
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was bound to give in, Hazeldene owed him money, and
had fallen into the habit of borrowing of him, and would
miss that source of supply. Hazel, too, was on the worst
of terms with his old friends, and had nobody to chum with
now that he had quarrelled with both parties.

Consequently, Hazeldene was thinking very seriomsly of
accepting the olive-branch Harry Wharton had held out.
Wharton, too, was thinking about the matter.

Marjorie would hope, if not expect to see her hrother
at the feed; and Wharton felt that he ought to put his
pride in his pocket, if necessary, in order to relieve the
girl's mind of a worry, It went against the grain for him
to risk a further insulting rebuff from a fellow he despised;
but, for Marjorie’s sake, he made up his mind to it.

Ie locked for Hazeldene on Saturday afterncon, shortly
before the Cliff House girls were expected. He found him
in the Close, hanging about alone. Vernon-Smith, keeping
up his policy of leaving Hazeldene to come to his senses,
as he termed it, had gone out with Snoop and Skinner,
without speaking to Hazel at all. IHazeldene was walking
under the leafless trees, his hands thrust deep into his
pockets, and a frown of discontent on his face, when Harry
Wharton came up. There had been an early fall of snow,
and the Greyfriars Close was powdered with white.

**Hazel, old man, will you come to the feed?’ Harry
asked, plunging directly into the subject. *‘ Nearly all the
Form will be there, and your sister has promised to come."

Hazeldene hesitated.

1 suppose you're asking me because you know Smith
}l".\:% gone out and left me in the lurch?” he said, biting his
ip.

*I didn’t know 8mith had gone out; and I don’t care a
rap whether he’s in or out. I as you because 1 want you
to come.” ™

ITazeldene grinned faintly.

** Well, I’ll be glad to come,’” he said.

“ Good! Marjorie will be glad.”

1lazeldene walked to the School House wilh \Wharton,
and several times he opened his mouth to speak, and said
nothing.

Finally, he broke out, with a scarlet face:

** I'in sorry about—about that Highcliffe affair, Wharton,”
he said, dropping his eyes ‘' It was horribly caddish, I
know, Those Highcliffe cads got me into it, and—and there
was another chap egging me on all the time. Of coursze, I
know I was the worst; but—but I was furious about vour
dropping me from the team, and those cads took advantage
of it. I'm sorry.”

Wharton’s face lighted - up.

“It’s all right,” he said. “I'm jolly glad to hear you
say thot, Hazel. I thought at the time that the proposal
must have come from the Higheliffe fellows, and that vou
wouldn't have carried it through if Vernon-Smith hadn’t
egged you on. He was the cause of all the trouble between
us.  Well, never mind! Let bygones be bygones; and
neither of us need mention the thing again.”

* Thanks!” said Hazeldene, in a low voice.

And the subject dropped.

There was a powdery snow falling when the fellows from
Courtlield arrived, tramping up the lane in their overcoats.
They were given a hearty welcome. Even fellows who were
inclined to indulge in a snobbish sniff or two felt that they
could not do otherwise than be civil to Wharton’s guesfs
when they themselves were at the feed. '

Trumper & Co. had nothing to complain of in the way
of lack of courtesy. In fact, Solly remarked, with great
satisfaction, that it was *‘ all therene.”

‘“ Look here,” said Trumper, tapping Wharton on the
arm in the Ferm-room, ‘ you said that Bunter wasn't
coming ; but—but if you're leaving him out on our account,
don't do it. We don’t mind him.”

“It'th all therene !’ assured Solly.

Harry Wharton laughed.

*“1It’s jolly decent of you to say s0,” he said; “ bhul it's
too late now. He can't come to the feed.”

“Why not 2™

‘“He's engaged as waiter.”

“ Ag—as what?”

¢ Waiter !’

The Courtfield fellows roared.

‘“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he
Cherry.

Billy Bunter rolled into the Form-room.

Ever since the compact had been made Billy Bunler had
tried to squirm out of it, and to get an assurance that he
would be tolerated at the feed in the capacity of guest.
Ie had failed. It was made quite clear that he could come
as a waiter, or not at all; and so he had lept to the agree-
ment, He entered the Form-room now in evening-dress,
looking, as a matter of fact, extremely like a real waiter,
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is!" exclaimed Bob



H: blinked at the juniors through his spectacles, and a
roar of laughter greeted him.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

‘“ Here's Bunter!”

“ Here's the waiter !

“ Waiter! Waiter!"

“Carcon! G Ik

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“1I say, you fellows—~

“Now then, none of your beastly familiarity, waiter!”
exclaimed Nugent. “What the dooce do you mean by
addressing us o3 ‘fellows'? Kindly remember that there’s
a social distinction between you and Master Trumper.”™

‘“Ha, ha, ha I”

“ Look here, you know, 1 jolly well don’t look like a reul
waiter!” roared the fat junior.

Bob Cirerry looked at him critically.

“No, you don’t,” he agreed: ‘your figure’s mot good
enough.”

“ Oh, really, Cherry——"

“ And your manners are too crude.”

* Look here—"

“Silence, waiter! Get the things out for the feed, and
lay the cloths.”’ said Harry Wharton. “Some of you
fellows keop an eye on that waiter. I had him without a
character, and he may try to pinch some of the grub.”

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

*Oh, I'll watch him 1" said Ogilvy. ‘ Ie won’t pinch any
grub while I've got my eye on lum.”

*Oh, yeally, Ogilvy—"

“ Mister Ogilvy, please, you clecky, low-class bounde: !”

‘“Get on with your work, waiter. There’s plenty to do.”

Bunter, simmering with rage and indignation, was set to
work. There was, indeed, plenty to do, and the Removites
made him do it. And sharp eyes saw to it that he did not
purloin any of the eatables he handled in the course of his
duty. The early dusk was closing in over the Close, and the
lights weve going in the Form-room, and a huge fire blazed
and roared away in the grate. Two or threc juniors were
on the look-out for the girls from CLff Ilouse, and presently
there was a shout:

* Hevre's Marjorie!”

And the chums of the Remove rushed to greet tlie guest
of honour,

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Bust-Up!

ARJORIF came in with her pretty face pink under Ler
bonnet, and her eyes dancing.
Hazeldene had n with the chums when they
grected her at the School House door, and that showed
the girl that matters were on a t‘riendli footing once move.
She gave Harry Wharton a grateful look as she shook hands
with him, and Harry felt that, after all, he had done very
little to oblige so sweet a girl as Marjorie. The juniors
received the Cliff House girls with cnthusiasin. Miss Claca
and Wilhelmina and Grace were with Marjorie, and all of
them looked cheerful and brighc. They had smiles for evory-
body, Trumper & Co. getting as many as anybody elwe.
Indeed, Mwss Clara seemed to be so taken with Troumper's
rugged, good-natured ways that she showed a disposition to
allow him to become her cavalier for the afternoon—a posi-
tion which half the fellows there would gladly have taken up.
Billy Bunter came forward to greet the CLff Ilouw-e mirls.
and they looked at him in surprise. They knew Bunter of
otd, and that he was always showy and flashy whenever heo

i, Che “Magnet” one

PENNY,

could borrow ancther fellow's clothes or money. But they
had not expected even Billy Bunter to turn up to a feed in
tho afternoon in evening clotles.

But they were soon apprised of the facts. As Bunter came
fornard, wriggling his unwieldly person in what he imagined
‘ﬂ:ns a graceful and insinuating way, Bob Clierry pushed him

ack.

“* Get on with vour work, waiter,”” he said.

“QOh, rcally, Cherry——"

‘“ Mister Cherry, you impudent dog!”

** Look here—""

“ Wharton, I'm not satisfied with your wailer. I think
he'd better bo kicked out. and we'll wait on ourselves.”

“I—I—it's all right!” stammered Bunter, as le scuttled
away.

“ What does this mean’”’ said Mavjorie, with a smile.

“Oh, only a cheeky waiter,” said Bob Cherry carelessly.
“ His name’s Bunter, or something, I think. 1lc has to bo
ke'f‘t in kis place, that's all.”

he girls laughed. They understood, without its being
explained, that the Owl of the Remove had been offending
again, and that this was his punishment.

The girls weie given scats near the fire, and the tables—
made of boards laid across desks, and covered with cloths
lent by Mrs. Mimble—werc already groaning, as the novelists
¢ay, under the viands. Round the walils of the Form-room
were coloured peper chains and bunches ol holli. tg)on which
the light sparkled and gleminced. — Marjorie 0. looked
round in great admiration. The juniors had certainly dono
very well in the way of adornment, considering, as Miss Clara
rqn-lmrked. that they had dome it without the assistance of
irls,

As the seats were token, there was an uproar from the
improvised sidebonrd, where Bunter, the waiter, was in
Ch"rfe of the provisions not yet set out on the tables. :

“The thafe of the world!" rang out the indignant voice
of Micky Desmond—* the unholy thafe!™

“ What's the matter there?”

“Tt’s the waither.”

“Oh, that fcllow Bunter again! What has he been doing?”

* Faith, and I caught Lim eating a raisin!”

There was a roer of laughter.

“ Kick him out ! called out Bulstrode. .

“T—T «ay, you fellows, I won't eat any more!” gaspad Billy
Bunter. * I—I felt that I ought to have a snack, you know,
to keep up my strength.”

 Silence, waitert”

“I—I'm of a delicate constitution, you know, and I can
only keep going at all by taking constant nourishment,”” said
Bunter feebly. L. )

“ Nonsense. Waiters don't hiove constitutions. What the
dooce do you mean hy uccepting an engugement as waiter if
yo're not up to the work. Kick him out!”

“ Oh, ruall‘;r ”

“Well, we'll
Wharton severely.
again, waiter.”

*(Oh, ceally——"

¢ Bilence !

Billy Bunter was silencad, Iut the other fellows were
making noise enongh. ‘There was a cheery steamn of tea and

give you another chance.” said Harry
*“But, mind nothing of that sort occurs
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coffee, and at the same time corks were poppin , and ginger-
beer and lemonade flowed in nbundam‘o? FRIRE ok

Outside, darkness was settling on the landecape, and the
snow was drifting against the windows and’ blurring them.

But what mattered that, when within the fire gleamed upon
holly berries and kind faces, and crackled and roared in
concert with cheozsrxI voices and merry laughter?

The cloud that ad long rested on Hazeldene's face was
goune now, and Marjorie was'glad to see her brother look so
cheerful. Even Bulstrode forgot to swank, and was as kind
and merry as the best of them. Mark Linley lost his usual

ravily, and came out wonderfully ss a merry dog, as Bob

herry put it. As for the Courtfield fellows, they enjoyed
themselves, and showed it. They chummed up with the
Removites in the most amicable manner, and some of the
ordly ve were quite surprised to  find that ‘' those
Board-scbool chaps” were very nice fellows, whgse manners
left nothing to be desired.
only person who wasn’t quite happy was William George
Baunter., .

Bunter was suﬂeﬁigg the woes of Tantalus. Ho was in the
midst of plenty,.  which he could not touch.

e chums of the Remoye meant to let him have a feed
when the rest were finished ; but Buntér was not sure of it,
and the doubt was quite sufficient to keep him on tenter-
hooks all the time.

And he was kept busy, too.

Through all the laughter and talking, there was a*continual

ery:
g Waiter ! waiter I’

“Garcon! Garcon !"

And if Bunter did not reply to the calling quickly enough,
he was assailed with all sorts of personal remarks, and all %is
defects were discussed and commented upon with Lower-
Fourth freedom,

* Waiter | waiter 1"

* Where’s that blessed waiter?”

t Wharton, I'm not satisfied with that man of yours,”

“T conthider him a thilly ass.”

‘“Look here, you waiter, run a bit faster.
at down, and make your next job easicr.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

d Bunter ran, and rushed to and fro till his fot face was
streaming with perspiration, and his fat legs seemied to bend
under him. _ Only Alonzo Todd took pity upon him. As
Bunter carried up a big pie in a dish from the sideboard,
Alonzo rose to help him. There was a shout,

' 8it down, Todd!”

Let that waiter alone I

Todd, I'm surprised at you,” said Nugent. ' You know
perfectly well what a social distinction there is between you
and that man Bunter.” =~ -

*“My dear Nugent, my Uncle Benjamin—""

“Order!” yelled Micky Desmond.” * Silence for Todd's
Uncle. Benjamin,” .
' My dear Desmond, my Uncle Benjamin always impressed
upon nfe to be useful and obliging. All;houizh I candidly
wledge that the incessant reprchensible actions of
Bunter have fully merited the punishment meted out to him,
et, on the other hand, it appears to me that it would only
considerate, - and, according to the precepts of my Uncle
Bon{:min. -to accord him a slight assistance in dealing with
the heavier portion of his multifarious dutics.” )
, ' How does he do it?’ said Bob Cherry, in great admira-
tion. ‘““ Why, he beats'a gramophone hollow.’

“Qo it, ’lyodd'l Go on talking !’

But even Todd had done talking. He was assisting Bunter.
He had hold of one end of the pie, and was assisting Bunter
tg‘rlnm it on the table, renching over the shoulders of Stott
and Lacy. It was unfortunate that Alonzo’s best-intended
efforts ended in disaster. Somchow, his hand slipped on the
dish—perhaps becaure it was hot.

“Dear me|" he gasped. ‘" Look out!"

‘‘The look-outfulness is terrific.”

But the warning was too late!

The pie had crashed down, and the dish broke on the edge
of the. table, and .the contents shot fairly over Lacy
and Bulstrode. Several other fellows were splashed, but Lacy
and Bulstrode-were simply smothered. .

*Yow!" roared Bulstrode, jumping up. “I'll—I'll kill
that duffer I’

" The waiter's to blame,” shouted Ogilvy. *“Kick the
waiter out. Wharton—Bulstrode's not satisficd with the man
you've engaged to wait !’

“Oh, dear!” gasped Alopzo “I'm sorry—so sorry !”

Bulstrode scized hold ot Bunter. The fat junior yelled,
and two or three follows dragged the furious Bulstrode off.

“Hang it all, not with the eirls here!" said Morgan.
‘“Behave yourself, Bulstrode!"”

“ Look at. what he's done.”

“ Well, go and change.”

Bulstrode coloured under the giance of Marjorie. Ile
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stamped from the room to change his clothes, snorting wit
wrath, and Lacy followed him,

‘‘ Bo more careful, please, waitor,” said Wharton. ** Todx
don’t you help him again.”

“I'm so sorry.”

“¥Yes, I dare say you are, but that won't mend the pi
8it down !

““But my Uncle Benjamin——"

:‘ Ell']' up I-“ d 1]

‘ Always impressed upon mo——

“Cheese it !’? po

* Always to be obliging and—- Ooch I"

A jam-tart caught Alonzo in the mouth, and his remark
ccased quite suddenly. Uncle Benjamin was not mentione
again.

A gleam had come into Bunter’s eyes, as if a now though
had dawned upon him. Perhaps the accident with Bulstrode
and his escape from pynishment -because .the girls were prc
sent, had put it .into his mind. ’

The crics for the waiter wore still as inccasant as ever

unter was being kept very busy. :

“ Ginger.pop here, waiter !’ sgouted Russell.
you chump !

Pop ! .

Russell gave a roar as the cork smote him behind the car
and the ginger-beer bubbled out and poured down the bacl
of his neck. ‘He jumped up, kicking his chair over back
v::.rds. .and ‘it caught Bunter on the shins and sent hin
staggering. .

The fat junior fell with a bar p. and the infuriated Russcl
seized a water-jug and emptied it over him, and added jam
tarts and fruit-pies with a reckless hand. Bunter, "ane
Bunter’s evening clothes, were reduced to a shocking stats
inside a minute. '

*“Order !"” roared the juniors.

But Russell was too wrathy to listen. Bunter yelled anc
squirmed.

“Hold on!’ he shrieked. “It was an accident. I won’
do it ngain.’ Yow! It was an accident, and— Yow
Gerrooh ! i

*“There!” panted Russell. “I'll guarantee you won't d
it again now.” :

Bunter didn’t. He sat on.the floor, a gasping and sticky
mass, and it was a long time before ho movod.

By tho time Billy Bunter had recovered the feast was
over, ‘the juniors waiting on thomseclves and ugon the girls
for the rest of the time. Then Wharton proposed an adjourn.
ment to the drawix;ﬁ-room, & proposal that caused somo sur-

rise, till it turen out that the drawing-room was the

ourth Form classroom, which the chums had obtamed per
mission to use for a couple of hours in the evening.

The Clif House girls and the Courtfield fellows and the
whole Romove crowded into the next room, where Trotter
had kept a bright fire blazing, and where the walls were
decorated with Eolly and mistletoe in a really charming way.
Mr. Quelch’s piano-had been lent for the occasion, and soon
the cheerful strains of music were heard, mingled with voices
in song. The girls sang, and the juniors snnf). andthere was
part singing, and & comic danco by Micky Desmond, and a
clog-dance r Mark Linley, and the fun waxed fast and
furious. Bolly Lazarus brought down the house with a song
delivered in his peculiar eccents, the juniors almost weeping
with laughter when he sang that he would ‘ lothe himself
with Luthy at Lutherne.” All too soon the time caine for
the Cliff House girls to depart.

Then_there was a putting on of coats and scarves, and
Harry Wharton & Co., and Trumper and his friends, walked
home with Marjorie to CLff House.

“ It's been an awfully jolly time !" said Miss Clara, when
they parted at the gate. ‘“‘Hasn't it, Marjorie?"

** Very jolly !" said Marjorie. ** Thank you so much !”

She was thanking Wharton for more than the entertain-
ment, and he knew it. Trumper & Co. and the Greyfriars
juniors walked back to Greyfriars in the best of spirits, and
on the best possible terms. They parted at the gates of the
school, Trumper & Co. going on to Courtficld.

Harry Wharton looked in at the Remove Form-room when
he returned. A light was still burning there, and there was
a sound of a knife and 2 fork upon a plate. )

** My hat!” said Bob Cherry. * He's still at it !"

“ Bunter! Ha, ha, ha!” .

Bunter blinked up at them through his spectacles. The
fat junior was bugy. Hc had not troubled to change or clean
down after his little affair with Russcll. With sticky and
draggled evening clothes, and his face smeared with jom,
his hair matted with gingcr-beer, the fat junior sat at the
table, very buesy.- Pugdmgs and pies, catables of all sorts,
were going the same way. Billy Bunter just glanced up at
the juniors, and then dropped his eyes upon his plate again,
He did not speak. He was tco busy for words,

Billy Bunter was having his bust-up after all!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Strange Cry—The M{)sitderly of a Barred Room—Who
t.

the one patch of light that really broke through the

dense fog. True, from the windows cf other houses

lights shone, but they hed not the brilliancy of those
in Sir John Hansard’s. As a matter of fact, the awning that
stretched from the door to the kerb, and the line of carriages
and motors that had been arriving for an hour back, showed
that an entertainment was in progress therc.

It was not a nice night for the ball that was being held in
celebration of Jack Hansard’s return to England after spend-
ing some years abroad. Always of a roving nature, the
restraint of London had always -bean irksome to him, and
it was only now that his father was getting on in years that
be had consented to return and take his place in socicty.

With him had arrived-a collection of curios large enough
to stock. o small museam,

In the ball-room that Sir John had built vut at the back of
the house, dancing was already in progress, though the
majority of the guests were content to }oungc about and talk
when they could make themeelves heard above the strains of
the string band.

Sir John, a stately old man, was standing near the doorway,
and from time to time he glanced towards the staircase, a
little frown showing between his eyes.

“ And where is the hero of the “evening, Sir John?"” an
elderiy lady inquired ag she entered.

*‘ Probably smoking in his own room, Lady Sellarg,” Sir
John answered, with a gesture of despaiv. **I am afraid
that this sort of thing does not amuse him, and he even
threatened that he would go out, and—"

*“ Oh, I was not talking of Jack,”” Lady Scllars interrupted,
“but of London’s new lion—Prince Rani Singra, rajah «f
somewhere or other. He is staying here, isn't he?”

“ Yes,” SBir John admitted ; and someliow the expression of
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his face did not show any great plegsure at the fact.
met him abroad somewhere, and so asked him here.”

A tall man, wearing a diplomat’s order, paused for a momens
as he'was about to pass.

“Is the prince herc?”’ he asked, with a carelossness that
appeared to be a trifle overdone.

**¥Yes,” Sir John answered. “ I expect he will be down
shortly, but he has been taking a meal in his own room—
custom of the race, you know, not to eat with white men.
Do you know him?”’

The diplomat’s hands went up in a curious little gosture

‘1 have that pleasure,” be answered slowly, and moved ‘on.

“ This is really getting quito exciiing, Sir John,” Lady
Sellars =aid, with a leugh. *“ Do the prince’s attendants do
conjuring tricks or anything—you know what I mean? Mango
trees growing out of a little heap of mud, and telling
fortunes?’

Sir John frowned, his eyes still on the staircase.

“ It has boen quite the rage for the prince to tell fortunes,”
he answered; ¢ but I absolutely refuse to have that sort of
nonsense in my house. I consider it harmful.” .

The orchestra broke out into a dreamy valse, but above its
straing rang out a cry that stopped tho dancers as if they
had suddenly been turned to stone. The faces of the women
went white, and the men glanced round nervously.

A second time it rang out, a shriek of absolute terror, then
broke off as if it had been choked back. ;

Mechanically the orchestra had stopped playing it.

“ Tt came from upstairs,” Laay Sellars said, in a shaking
voice. *‘ It ‘sounded like—murder!”

Sir John, despite his ycars, syuared his great shoulders and
stepped out into the hall.  As hz did so a white-faced footman
came hurrying down the broad staircase.

“The prince's room!” he gasped.

Followed by a dozen or more of the men guests, SBir John
hurried upstairs, and along the corridor Ieadinflto the rooms
occupied by Prince Rani Singra. Who the Iatter was the
fashionable world of London would have found it kierd to'say.

‘“ ka
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S8omehow or other he had suddenly appeared in their midst,
and probably no one had ever tried to fathom the mystery.

Everything was quiet now as Sir John made straight for
the door that gave entrance to the prince’s rooms. Ho
gripped the l_w.ngle, but only to find that the door was locked.

¢ Is anything wrong " he cried hoarsely.

o answer, and the guests looked meaningly at each other.
It was George Bigham, the diplomat, who broke the silence

** The ery may not have come from here,’” he said. ]
p Sir John, looking dazed, passed a shaking hand across his
ace,
I think I Lad better send for the pulice,” he said huskily.
o ot Why not break the daor in first?”’ u quiet voice suggested,

There may not be very much the matter.”

.The man who spoke was a tall young fellow of twenty-five,

s face tanned by much exposure, his figure lithe but well-
developed liy exercise. This was Jack Hansard, Sir John’s
son.

“Jack is right,” the diplomat agreed quickly. “ The
police are so fond of making a fuss about things.”

As if at o signal, the guests drew back, and Jack Hansard
flung himself bodily at the door. It was stout, however, and
flung him back. FHis second attempt proved more successful,

e door creaking ominously, and a kick at the lock finished
the work.

Hesitating, yct anxious to see what lay inside, the men
crowded forward, and. more than one caught his breath in
sharply as something met his gaze. . .

Theé rpom was brilliantly lighted, showing the costly furni-
ture and the few Orie-ntrzlY nickpacks that Prince Rani Singra
had added to tho decorations.

Ay, and it showed more than that, for it revealed an over-
turned chair, and, by the window, a figure, clad in an
Indian gown, that lay terribly still.

“Dead I’ & man whispered in awestruck tones.

_Jack Hansard pushed his way forward, a look of determina-
tion on his face.

** It may not be as bad as that,” he said quietly, and knelt
beside the figure,

It lay curiously close to the window, huddled right up
egeinst the wall, as if it had been trying to escape from
something® in the room.

After a moment’s hesitation, Jack Hansard turncd the
prince over on to his back and felt for his heart.

‘ He is alive,” he announced in tones of evident relief. “ It
must be a seizure of some kind. Isn’t Dr. Mellor one of the
guests here to-night?”’

**Ves. D1l fetch him,’’ the diplomat answered.

The group of white-faced guests stood looking dewn at the
still form of the Indian }r)rince. He was a handsome man, his
face clean-shaven save for a sli%ht moustache, but just now
it was positively repellent to look upon. The jaw was
slightly dropped, and the face, though rigid, held a terrible
expression of fear. . A man of forty or more, with lines here
and there in his face that suggested trouble at some time or
another. .

A little man, possessed of a very big manner, came quickly
into the room, and withoui comment kmnelt beside the rigid
figure. In quick, professional manner he made his examina-

on.

‘ 8hock,” he said, with decision.

‘“ Are the consequences likely to be serious?” Sir John asked
anxiously.

Dr. Mellor shook his head non-committally.

““ It is impossible te say,” he answered. * I would be well
to put him to bed at once.” He started to loosen the robe
from- the prince’s throat, and as he did so a sharp cry broke
fl:;kn him. ‘¢ Foul play !’ he gasped, and pointed to the man’s
neck.

Round it was a thin, red line, such as might have Leen made

a rope

“ Impossible ! 8ir John put in sharply. * There was no
one in the room, and the door was locked on the inside.”

*“ There is the window,” Dr. Mellor persisted, frowning at
the idea that he could be wrong.

8ir John crossed to the window, drew the blind up, and
revealed the fact that there werc steel bars across it.

“TI had that done after we were burgled last vear,” he an-
nounced. *‘ No one could possibly enter or escape that way.”

The guests looked at one another in astonishment, or else
stared down at the red maik round the prince’s throat.

““ It may be old,” Jack Hensard suggested.

‘“ It is not,” the doctor answered doggedly.

Jack Hansard shrugged his shoulders, and looked round the

room.

** Then who did it,” he inquired, “if the Jdoor was locked
o_zllﬂ t];g inside, and to enter or lcave by the window is impos-
sible

The prince’s two Indian servants had entered the room,
and they stood staring with frichtened eyes at the body of
their master.
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“ Put him to bed,” Dr. Mellor ordered, and Prince Rani
Singra was carried across the corridor into the bed-room
opposite. : .

ir John wiEed the perspiration from his face and his hand
was shaki a.dliy.

“1 ha_l'l!%e obliged if all of you will go downstaiss,” he
caid huskily, “* and tell the others that there is really nothing
lsjenﬁx?xg_ the matter. Will you please stop, Bigham, and you,

ac|

In a few seconds the three men were left alone, and of the
three it was only Jack Hansard who did not appear to be
nervous or shaken. But then, his life had been an adven-
turous one sometimes held in the hollow of his hand.

* I must send for the police,” Sir John said slowly.+ * There
can be no doubt that Mellor is right—there has been foul
play. Yet I hate the idea of publicity—some of the mud
always sticks to the wrong people.”

Bigham caressed the upturned ends of his white moustache
and looked thoughtful.

“ Why not send for John Smith?’ he suggested.

“ John 8mith?” Sir John cchoed blankly. .

“0Of Daring & Co.,” the diplomat explained. ‘ Tha
firm that has the reputation of never having failed in anything
it has undertaken. As a matter of fact, it is one man only—
John Smith himself,

An cager look came into 8ir Jobn [lansard’s cyes.

““Is ho the sort of man to trust,”” he asked guickly—*‘ who
can keep a secret?”

George Bigham shrugged his shoulders with the gesture of
a man who objects to answering.foolish questions.

““When I tell you that he has been employed by most of
the Courts'of Europe, including our own, is that enough?” he

answered. ‘‘I know him personally, and will telephone to
l1-;1m, if you like. I am certain that he will come if he is at
ome."”

“It will be & favour,” 8ir John agreed; and the diplomat
hurried from the room. -

Jack IHansard stroked his moustache, and smiled slightly.

“1I fancy that even John Smith has found a mystery too,
deep for ym at last,”” he remarked.

“ T trust net, Jack,’’ the old man answered. It is terrible
that such a thing should happen in my housc—terrible! Why,
violenee to such a man might even cause trouble with India {”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
John Smith Arrlves—A Straight Question—The Blackmaller.
LARGE motor whirred up to the door of the house in
Berkeley 8quarc, and a man of medium height,
wrapped up in a fur coat, stepped out.

.. . ‘“Will you tell 8ir John that I have arrived,” he
said, in a quiet voice to the frightencd-looking footman at
the door. I am John Smith.”

*“ Then will you please come upstairs at once, sir?’ the man
answered, hastily loading the way.

Up in the room where Prince Rani Singra had been dis-
covercd Sir John Hansard, Jack, and George Bigham were
still waiting.

. Thank Heaven you haven't failed me, Mr. Smith!” the
dnymlomz_‘t cried. .

‘Is it 2 custom of mine!” the represerxative of Daring
& Co. answered coolly, as he took off his heavy coat.
He was in evening-dress, without an order of any kind, and
vet there was something striking about him. True he was
only medium build, though well put together, but it was the
face that attracted and held the attention. It was clean-
shaven, and would almost have been wooden in expression had
it not been for the grey eyes. They were hard, and
cold, hand grey—a fitting match to the rather thin-lipped
mouth.

It was scldom that a man had seon John Smith smile.

“It is very good of you to come, Mr. Smith,” Sir John
put ,in quickly, “though I fear that the mystery will remain
one.”

John Smith shrugged his shoulders.

“ Hardly a compliment to Daring & Co.,"” he suggested.

1 did not mean that,” Sir John said hurriedly.

John Simnith bowed, looked to 8ir John for permission, and
lit a cigar. |

“ A roputation for success is not easily made,”’ he said,
‘“but easy to lose. May I have the details of this affair ?”

Very concisely Eoriettmg nothing of importance, Sir John
related all that had appened, and as he spoke the eyes of
John Smith were moving continually about the room, so that
it almost scemed as if he were not paying attention.

“And you found him here?” he asked, crossing to the
window. ‘“The chair has not been moved, I presume ™

“‘ Nothing has been touched,” Sir John assured him,

John Smith looked from the window, across the chair that

ONE PENNY!



lay on the figor, to the table at which the prince must have
been sitting. ; . .

“ And the door was locked on'the inside and the window is
barred,” he' mused.

“Tt is quite a mystery,” Jack Hansard remarked.

_John Smith turned towards the window, glanced
sills, and dropped the blind again. .

“1.should like to see this prince,” he said. ]

“There is only the red mark round the throat,” Jack said.

John Smith flicked the ash from his cigar,.and his face was
particularly expressionless.

o | see it,”” he said.

In the bed-room the men found Dr. Mellor, who had as yet
failed to bring the prince round, while the latter’s two
attendants hovered round hel&&ssly.

John Smith bent over the bed, turned the clothes back, and
glanoed for & moment at the red mark. Whatever it told

im his face did not express his thoughts.

at tfte

“Thank you!” he said simply. .

¢« And what will you do now " Sir John asked eagerly.

«“1f Mr. Hansard oan spare time I should like to discuss
the affair with him,” John Smith answered quictly. “He
has 'Peen much abroad, I beliéve, and his exporience may help

e

“J doubt it,” the
sharply at John Smit
room 18 just along herc.” "

As a matter of fact, the room cf'rowred to be next to that
in which Prince Rani Singra had been found unconscious.
Its walls were covered with weapons and other curios; in
fact, there was pruoticalli only one small space on the wall
not covered. That thore had been something there was plain,
for the nail still showed, and thoe pafper was darker where tho
sun had not been able to reach and fade it. ; .

“You have certainly travelled a great deal,”” John Smith
remarked quictly. * You have been Texas way, I sce.” Ho
nodded at a great pair of silver spurs that hung close to the
emp? patch on the wall” = . .

“Yes,” Jack Hansard admitted, dropping rather impatiently
into a chair. . .

“Don't you think we had better discuss the affair in hand ?”
he added. L. .

John 8mith looked at the young mam in mild surprise, and
lit a fresh cigar. .

“Wo are discussing it,”” he answered between puffs. Then
he took the cigar from between his toeth, and his jaw set

ard.

“ Why did you do it?" he asked slowly. )

Jack Hansard started in his chair, and his face was a little
pale under its tan. -

“ Do what?'’ he asked. . .

“ Lasso this Indian through the window,” John Smith
replied, and there was no doubt in his voice.

For a moment Jack Hansard sat still, his cyes on the other’s
face, then he crossed to a cupboard, took a lasso from it, and
threw it at John Smith’s feet. The latter picked it up and
glanced at it. .

# Clotton,” he muttered. ‘I knew it could have been no
other sort of rope when I saw a few shreds of it on tho
window-sill, where it had rubbed. Such things are not
common in England. Besides, how .clsc but by the window
could this prince have been reached 2™ . .

Jack Hansard eyed the represcntative of Daring & Co. with
eyes that were very wide, but there was no fright in them.

“ How did you gueas that I did it?"” he demanded.

41 did not guess,” John Smith answered, with a touch of
impatience; ** I knew. Few men in England can use a rope.
You have becn a co'gvbo{): apart from which, you have
gkinned your wrist a trifio by turning the rope round it.”

Jack Hansard glanced down at his wrist, and saw the red
mark right cnough.

“ What arc you going to do””’ he asked doggedly.

“ Learn why you did it,” John Smith answered coolly,
taking a chair.

Jack Hunsard rose and paced up and down the room, a
doubtful cxpression in his eyes, but when he did stop that
doubt had left his face and it was very determined.

“ Listen to me, Mr. Smith,” he said, in a hard voice, * and
T will tell you why I did this thing to-night; why, with that
brown beast at the end of my rope, I tried to frighten him
into leaving this country.”

“Go on,” John Smith said, without emotion.

43}t iy some years back that I met this ,:rince—lm bore a
humbler title then,” Jack Hansard began—**out in India. At
first he was a poor man, but by degrees he grew rich and
bought a large bungalow at—well, the place does not matter.
1 had many friends there, and onc of them, an Army man,
at the same time grew proportionately poor. First his horscs
went, then it beeame whispered that he was in debt. Lastly,
he shot himself.” .

Jock Harsard looked quickly across at John Smith, but
the latter's fuce showed no cinotion.

¢ He left a letter, and Willoughby's fate was no longer a
mystery. Years back, under great temptation, he had done
& certain dishonourable thing, but had since tried his best
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iouhg man said iinpatiently, looking
. “But I am at your service. My

ez, Che “IMagnet™  our,

to live it down. This Indian had learnt of it; and had black-
mailed him mercilessly, threatening exposure, until he could
bear it no longer.” ‘ ‘

'I.‘heh y:iung man squared his shoulders, and his cyes were
very hard.

“It would have been bad for the cur if Willoughby's
friends had got hold of him,” he oontinued, ‘‘ but he left the
day that Willoughby shot himseclf, Since then I have
travelled in many countries, but imagine my smazement when
I ran across this man, calling himself Prince Rani Singre,
in one of London’s most fashionable houses. He did not
recognise me, and that gave me my chance. I know the man,
and that he is here for no good, and so I asked him to this

He nodded in the direction where

house, with the result—""
the man lay.

John Smith’s cyes were curiously bright, and for once a
slight smile curled his lips.

“ This explains much,” he said. ‘

“In what way "’ Jack Hansard asked, in surprise.

John Smith throw away the end of his cigar, crossed the
room, and hung the lasso up in its old place.

% This is strictly in confidepce,” he said.

‘“You can trust me.”

“Only three woeks agd,” John Smith cx})lained, “a
cortain ioung- man of amily was arrested for pawnin
jewels that were not his property, although it svas impossiblo
to prove that he needed money. Prince Rani Singra was
staying in the house at the time.” "

ack Hansard caught his breath sharply, for he understood.

“There is a skeleton in many a cupboard,” John Smith
continued. . .

“ Ay, and this cur of an Indian is the man to n the
doors and let them out,”” he said between his teoth. It was
always belicved that it was by hypnotism that he obtained

oor WIlloughby’a secret, for ho had more than once shown

is skill in that way.”

John Smith thought of the*women who went so e;serly to
the prince to have their fortunés told, of the darkened roomps
in which these affairs always took place, and he wondered
how muﬁr scerets wero in tho. man’s mind, stored ready for

fit. More than once John Smith had heard of this now
ndon lion, for it was his business to learn and—remembor.

He rose to his feet now, and llilpped into his coat.

“What arc you going to do?” Jack Hansard asked
huskily.

“ Finish your work—force this man out of England,” John
Smith answered.

“ No one will dare to givo him away,” Jack Hansard said

doubtingly. .
“.Dnrmﬁ & Co. have accomplished harder things,” John
Smith replied, with a shrug of his shoulders.

The two men passed into the corridor, and down into the
hall. To their amazement they saw the prince, helped by his
two native servants, going towards tho doorway.

““But, my dear prince,” Sir John was protesting, * you
really are not in a fit state to be moved.” .

Under the brilliant lights of the hall the Indian's face
showed a dirty, muddy brown, but there was an ovil grin on
hia lips as he turned towards a lady of forty or so who
ren.diadmmd to leave.

“[.ady Minter has been 8o kind as to say that I may stay
at her house,” Prince Rani Singra answered, in exeelleqt
English, and with very little trace of an accent. *‘8he’is
proving herself a friend.”

The cyes of cveryone present were on the prinee, or thef
would have secn something very like a shudder run through
Lady Minter Her face was curiously pale, too. Considering
that she had only met the prince a ‘week ago at a friend's
house—she had gone to the little room set asido for him,
as others had donc, though she had always laughed at fortunc-

_telling, yet she had come out with a whito face and.a look

of fright in her eyes. |

And now Princo Rani Singra was to stay at her house.

John Smith moved quictly forward, and solicitously helped
the Indian forward.

“ You must allow me to call on you,” he said quictly, ‘as
I shall not reat until this matter is cleared up.”

A startled look came into the prince’s cyes.

'* What do you mcan?”

“I am John Smith, of Daring & Co,” John Smith
answered, in a low voice. “ Some people call me u detective,
possibly because T have never failed—by the aid of Providenco
—to clear up any mystery that I have attempted to solve.” -

““What has that to do with me?"” the prince demaonded,
and there was something of a snarl in his voice.

“You have been roughly handled to-night,” John Smith
explained.  ** 8ir John Hansard has asked me to bring the
culprit to justice.”

The hands of Prince Rani Singra hovered round his
bruised throat.
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“T4 is foolish,” ho said hastily. I was in the room alone,

the door locked, and—fainted.” .
John Smith nodded in assent, and appeared to be quite

satisfied. . "
“Perhips the olimate does mot agrce with you,”" he

puggested.
i‘ie Indian looked round quickly, and the eyes of the two
men met. . B -
] should try India,” 'John 8mith added. * Good-night!
 Yes, the change of air might benefit you !” Lady Minter
put in eagerly. . . . .
A ocruel little smile came back to the lips of Princo Rani
Bingra, and he took the lady's hand and raised it to his lips.
Bhe flinched as if a snake had bitten her. . .
“ ', no,” he said, “it is the atmosphere of friendship
that will make me rccover quickly. I shall remain in
England.”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Prince's Terms Refused—The Blackmailer at Work,

OHN SMITH, having just finished breakfast, was mark-

ing with blue- penci! the -paper that lay before him,

but he looked up as a knock came at the door. His
. housekeeper entered, with a doubtful expression on her
ace.

“ Prince Rani Singra, sir,”” sha announced.

John Smith ticked off another item in the paper, and
nodded.

“I will see him,” he said. i

A few seconds later the Indian stepped into the room.
He was dressed in European clothes, save for his turban, and
his face was still a muJ:ly colour. Behind him followed his
two attendants. . .

“I am glad you have come so early,” John Smith said
coolly; ““I feared that I might kave to wait in for you.”

A startled expression came into the Indian’s eyes.

“You expeoted me?"” .

‘“ After our conversation last night—yes,”” John B8mith
assured him.

. The_ two attendants would have followed their master
into the room; but John Smith motioned them back, and
closed the door upon them. .

Prince Rahi Singra evidently wished to ."'EP“" at his
easo, but his efforts were not crowned with any great
success.

It is about that affeir last night,”” he said quickly. “I
do not wish the.-matter to be carried farther, for the sake
of 8ir John-Hansard. I admit that there was foul play,
but I forgive the man who did it.”

*1 wonder if -he forgives you for causing Willoughby to
shoot himself 7"’ John Szmitli said musingly. .

The Indian gave vent to a choking cry, and his eyes were
ugly with fright.

“1 don’t know a Willoughby,” he managed to stammer.

But John 8mith shook his head reproachfully, much as
one does at a child.

‘“ Why lie about it?” he asked, and a sudden gleam of
anger came into his eyes.

e thrust the newspaper towards the Indian, and peinted
at & certain part that he had marked

i “ It is your work again.”

1

{ Read it!” he ordered.
This was the paragraph:
*It is rumoured that a certain young man well-known in

socicty is shortly to ?o abroad to start ranching, owing to

recent heavy financial losses. It is not revealing too much
to say that only a few weeks ago he entertained a distin-
guished Indian prince who is now on a visit to this country.”

Mechanically Prince Rani 8ingra passed his eyes over the
type, and slowly his expression changed. An evil grin
curled his lips, and a defiant look was in his eyes.

““ And-if it is?"’ he sneered. * Suppose he is going abroad
because of something I know 7” .

John Smith answered nothing, but on his face was the
expression that was always there when his mind was fully
made up. Possibly the Indian saw this, for his manner
changed. .

“1 admit it—everything,” he said coolly. *“I tell you
that because of my powers I am winning a great fortune
from these fools who are frightened I will tell their secrets.
But”—he bent forward towards John Smith—* there is
money enough for two in it—for two!”

John 8mith did not move, though he could guess what
the other meant. .

*“ Very soon,” the Indian went on eagerly, I shall bring
off three great coups. Nothing can stop them, but your
interference may mako my work more difhcult.

*1 will pay well for you to leave me alone, though I need
pa%:othmg. For who of them all dare act against mo "
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John Smith rose slowly from his chair, and his eyes were
like points of steel. .

‘“ Out of here—before I kick you!" he thundered.

So threatening was his attitude ‘that the princo started
back and snatched a revolver from the bosom of his coat.

He might as well have sayed himself the trouble, for John
Smith was too quick for him, His right fist swung upwards,
caught the Indian’s wrist clean on the bone, and the weapon
fell to the floor. .

John 8mith'-flung the door open, then his arms went
round. the Indian, and he fairly flung him out into the
passage. .

The man scrambled to his feet and made a bolt for the
door. where his attendants werc waiting. With his hand
on the handle he paused and looked back, and his dark face
was terribly evil 1n expression.

‘“ You will be sorry for that!'’ he snarled.

“I am sorry now,” John Smilh answered coldly—*for
soiling my hands with you.”

Lady Minter's pretty drawing-room was moro crowded
than usual, and for the excellent reason that it was known
that Prince Rani S8ingra had honoured her by consenting
to stay at her house. The Berkeley Square incident had-
already travelled widely, and it .13 more than a little
probable that more than one man or woman, good-hearted
enough in the ordinary way, wished that there had been no
rescue. Naturally, the story had taken many forms, the
versions ranging from an attack by one of his own at-
tendants,- who ‘had suddenly -gone mad, to an attempted
theft of his valuable jewels by an armed swell cracksman
who had contrived to get in to the ball.

One curious thing might have been noticed at Lady
Minter’s, and that was that there was not one woman
present who had ever had her fortune told by the Indian
prince. As a matter of fact, it almost seemed that once
was_cnough for most men or women, for they never went
to him again unless-actually picked out by him. Then,
with something of the air of doves going into the cage of
a snake, thcy obeyed without demur.

Lady Minter's face was white, despite the bright way in
which she gossiped with the women who were presont, and
her eyes never left the corner where, seated on a pile of
cushions, was Prince Rani Singra.

His dark face still looked a trifle pale—if that is possible
—and there was a certain restlessness in his eyes which was
not usually to bé noticed there.

Lady Minter crossed the room, and it was curious to notice
that her manner was almost humble as she addressed the
man she was befriending.

“I have told my friends that you are not mnearly well
enough to tell their fortunes to-day,”” she said rather quickly,
with & forced laugh. ‘* What would Dr. Mellor say for
allowing me to let you work your brain so soon 7’

The smile that curled the prince’s lips was not pleasant to
look upon, and his eyes held Lady Minter’s with a curious
intentness.

" They shall not be disappointed,” he answered quickly.
‘* Already my servants have arranged the little room across
the nnsage."

* But the fatigue?”” Lady Minter protested, though feebly.

Prince Rani Singra rose from his pile of cushions, and,
with his hand lightly on her arm led Lady Minter from tho
There was a smile on his face; but as the door
closed behind them it vanished, and his mouth snarled like
that of a wild beast. ‘

“You fool !I" he whispered. ** What would you do?"

**Oh, this cannot go on!” the woman answered shakily.
“I cannot see you in this house forcing my triends’ secrels
from them."”

** They should have no secrets,” the Indian sneered.

“Burely you have had envugh moncy!” Lady Minter
ventured. *“ This blackmail—"

Tho man thrust a hand brutally over her mouth, aud his
eves blazed. )

“ Bay that again, and, by Krishna, your husband knows
that the jewcls you wear are false, and that the real vnes
have been pawned to pay your debts at bridge.” The man
laughed mirthlessly, almost noiselessly, * It would pleaso
him, wouldn't it, to think that the historical gemns——-

A servant came along the passage, and Prince Rani Singra
drew hastily back and moved towards a room opposite.

** May I suzgest that you send Mrs. Beemish in first 27

“Yes,” Lady Minter answered, but her lips formed the
word rather than gave utterance to it.

Prince Rani Singra pushed open the dvor of the room
and entered. The blinds had been drawn over the windows,
the heavy curtains had been pulled close, o that there was
little light. On a small Oriental table in the centre of the
room burned a little fire in a brass bowl, a curiously pungent
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smell arising from it. DBeside this stood a saucer coulaining
some dark liquid, and pens, ink, and paper.

* Vashti!” the prince said in Hindustani.

The taller of the two native rzervants, n man with wild
cyes and a thin, cadaverous face, bowed low.

** My lord 7"’ he asked humbly.

“ To.day there must be no failure!” the Indian went on
sharply. ' Many rupces have I paid you, 5o that when you
return to India you will be a great man among your people.
Yet the other day you failed to lcarn that which T desired.”

* The brain 1s not a horse, my lord,” Vushti answered,
with a touch of spirit; " flugging will not make it work the
faster.”’

There was a foolstep outside the door, and Prince Rani
Singra dropped hastily upon a pile of cushions, just hefore
the door opened to admit a tall, handsome woman of about
{ifty years of age. She rtood hesitating ou the threshold,
evidently more than half inclined to retreat.

“ Oh, don't bo silly !’ a girl's voice said.
just lovely! Do go in!”,

THE Macxer Liprary.—No, 148,

1 told it

“ Tt is well that you have come early, Mres. Beemish,” the
Indian said in a soft voice. * Yesterday I was much shaken,
so that to-day my power is not great. What would you
have?”’

“Then perhaps I had better not trouble you 7" Mrs.
Beemish said hastily. .

Avasha, the shorter of the two attendants, _steppcd noise-
lessiv forward, picked up the saucer of dark liquid from the
table, and held it out to the woman. . .

She took it mcchanically, looking inta it wonderingly,
something of 1he fascinntion of the unknown taking posses-
~ion of her. .

In the gloom Prince Rani Singra watched her with eager
eyes, whilo Vushiti's cyes fairly glowed as they never left
her face. .

“ What would you have?” the prince asked agsin, and
softly drew towurds him one of the sheets of paper that lay
un tﬁc tuble.

“Tell me if there is happiness in the future?” the woman
azked, with a touch of eagerness.
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* Then look into the bowl.” _ .

The woman’s eyes were fixed intently on the dark liquid,
bat she saw nothing there, _

Vashti moved slightly, but his eyes never -left het face,

which began to change carigusly in expression. All the life °

seemed to go out of it, and it became fixed and rigid..

J*What 18 it that is troubling you?” It was thé prince
who asked the question. }

‘‘ There is hothing—'" Mrs. Beemish began, but stopped
abruptly. .

For a few secondls she was silent; and when she continued
she spoke slowly and haltingly, so that the Indian bad no
difficulty in taking her words down on paper.

.““Why has Dick done it?” she said. ‘“He knows that'I
would have got the money for him somehow. But to have

t his father’s name to that bill. I know he meant no

arm, thinking\that he would be able to meet it. His.father
will never forgive him—never !" .

;*How much is it?"” Prince Rani Singra asked, and his
vOice was ahqking with excitement.

“Two thousah unde.”’

Beftly as a cat Prince Rani Singra stepped forward and
laid the paper on the table. Then he took the saucer of
fluid froin the woman, and placed a pen in her hand.

“Bign it !” he ordered. .

Just for a moment Mra. Beemish seemed to hesitate, then
th%vpen moved across the paper. .
N “‘;ta%llug!l of triumph the Indian turned and waved his

t1.

Imstantly the light died out of the man’s eyes, and at the
8ame moment the woman looked up and passed a hand
nervously across her eyes. . t

“Why, I—I saw nothing,” she said, with a hysterical
laugh. _ o

“Yet you have written it down,” Prince -Rani Singra
answered her softly, and at the same time drew the blinds
from the window, so that the light came into the room,
¥ Read what you have written.” : o

. Mrs. Beemish Hieked ltlﬁ the sheat of pnr:;* on which her
signature was still wet; then & m-iy of fear broke from her.

* No, no!” she m. h"IVs a io-—n‘bofut Dicli: »r .

.,.Ihe prince snat the paper awasy from ‘the woman, as
if fearing that she might destrf)); it. J
“In that case, it doesn’t matter if F show it to the others,”

faid_carelessly. ‘‘I don't supposé they would tell your
[ oil:Eh news has a way of travelling.”
Mrs, ‘Beemish swayed as though she.would have fallen, but
steadied herself by gripping'\the ¢ of the table.
2 Give me that r,’ 'he said harshly.
The Indiaii "oontents of it with great care, then

up and met the woman’s eyes.

< What a wickéd world!” he sneered.

Mrs, Beemish sbepped forward, as if in her desperation she
L g e - R

s ave heard n of yom, said huskilys
“and I hive noticed thﬁ where you have been unha ine{s
t" fol_lowgdé No*l I know whby, yokt‘znléllckmil:tl' h ou live

y prying into people’s secrets, Dy taking into the light—"

Ly 1?6.!’5“ Prince E?am Bingra interrupted, with a ﬁugh. “1
can always keep secrete—at a price.”

Mrs. Boemish raised her head proudly, though there was
& despairing expression in her eyes.

o price?"” she asked.

i “Two thousand pounds,”’ the Indian answered readily.

You see, mg{_ consultnt}cm; are not expensive—no more, in
fact, than the little—er—indiscretion of your son,”

:'I hn.ven’t‘ao much,” Mrs. Beemish sobbed.

‘I can wait,” the Indian assured her blandly. *1I think
you had better return to the others.”

Like a woman in a dream Mrs. Beemish moved towards
the door, opened it, and stepped out into the passage. As
she did so a man brushed past hor and entered the room,
clolgll_:g- thﬁdo_ors behind him. i %

rince Rani Bingra swung round from the window, where
he had been standing reading the paper again, and tried to
thrust it under his robe. At sight of his visitor Lie gave vent
to a ory of fear, for it was John Smith, dressed in conventional

morning-coat, & silk hat in one hand and & malacca cane i
tho other. "

o You‘do not often have men visitors,”” John Smith said
coolly. ‘It must be quite a change to you.”

The Indian stood with thefpaper crushed in his hand, niaking
& great effort to pull himself together.

Nordo I want them,” he answered harshly.

He made a motion as if to pull the heavy curtnin across
the window, but John Smith gripped it and tore it down, so
that the room was flooded with light. Then he stood with
his back to the wall, so that neither of the Indian attendants,
wh? looked ugly, could come at him from behind,

. “I will not trouble you to tell my fortune,” he said coolly.
“All I want is to see that paper.”
Tax MaereT Llsnmt.—ﬁeo. 148
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“It is private,” the Indian snarled.

John Smith shrugged his shoulders. L

“I,have no.wish to read it, only to give it back to Mus.
Beemish,” he said coolly. :

The Indian’s eyes searched the man’s face, but he could
read nothing there. "

** How much do you know?!" he demanded.

“That, des; you are still at the same

pite my warning, 1 af r
game,” John S'IJ;it.h amwoms, without hesitation. * Give

.me that Y
“No !”p:grm snap)

. With a sudden movemel::lotdho bounded forward and thrust
the paper into the embers of the fire that burned in the
brass bowl, but the next second John Smith had dashed the
whigle thing over with his stick, and snatched the paper up
the embers burbed away on the parquet floor, .
Mad with rage, his eyes shining like‘a r's, Prince Rani
Singra gave an order to his men. Knives flashed from their
robes, and they started forward. )
As they came a thin blade of steel flashed out from the
malscca cate, and John Smith, his knees bent like a fencer’s,

.. *“It woul foolish,” John 3mith said quietly. * I should
almoat ocertainly have to injure both of these men, and if you
join im, I kill you I’ g

There was a-note of deadly earnest in the voice of the
representative of Daring & Co., and though Prince Rani
Bingrs laughed, there was no mirth in the sound.

“Tg woufd.'bo murder,” he said. . .

. Is killing a snake murder?’ John Smith answered him.
** Besides, unfortunately for you, I stand rather well with the
police, and“I fancy that they would believe my tale when

they saw those men’s knives. I should really order them to

put them away, in case anyone enters.”’ . .

Even in his rage ian knew that this quiet-faced man
was speaking the truth, and he motioned his men to put up
their knives, -

‘ What will you do with the baper?’) he snarled.

“ Return it—unread,”’ John Smith ‘a and backed
towards the door, As he opened it he sheathed the thin blade
of stedl in his cane again, for all da of attack was passed.

‘“By tho by,” he said, *“I will Lady Minter that you
are far too unwell to do more to-day.” . )

John Smith closed the door, and, as coolly as if nothing had
happened, entered the room opposite. Lady Minter greeted
him with surprise. .

"I must really apologise for my call,” nhe said quietly:
“but I thought it only riil';f. to inquire after the prince.
have just seen him, and ssked me to say that he does
not, feel strong enough to do-more to-day.” .

Exclamations of regret broke from many present, e:pecially
from the younger women.

I am afraid I must ask ﬁ): another favour, Lady Minter,"”
John Smith continued. *‘May I be allowed an introduction
to Mrs. Beemish?”’ .

Lady Minter murmured the formal words, and John Smith
crhoaes_ over to where the lady sat by the fire, her face very
white.

‘‘The princs asked me to give you this,’ he said. holding

“I have no idea what it is, but
imagine it is your fortune.” .
ith an exclamation of relief Mrs. Beeinish almost snatched
the paper from John Smith’s hand.

“ Oh, do let me see?”’ a dozen voices cried. But the words

h¥d scarcely left their lips before the paper was in the fire.

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Prince Rani Singra Takes Action — John Smith has an
Escape.

N his own room at Ladﬁ Minter’s sat Prince Rani Singra,
and the expression of his dark face suggested that he wax
none too d with himself. Despite his caste, he wax
drinking brandy-and-sods, and a distinctly expensive cigar

was between his teoth. The man Vashti squatted close to the
fire that burned in the grate, but Ayasha was absent.

As a matter of fact, Prince Rani Singra had cvery reason
from his point of view, to be discontented with the way in
which matters were shaping. Since his failure of vesterday
he had had a secor isappointmnent. He had been fully
expecting to have a certain foolish young man call on him,
and he had failed to do so. The explanation had not been
far to seek, for without difficulty he learned that John Smith
had taken him out early in the day, and that only a few
hours later, provided with a kit, supplied also by the repre-
sentative of Daring & Co., the young man had left for
abroad. .

“ Vashti"" Prince Rani Singra spoke sharply in Hindu
stani, and the man by the fire ruse and salaamed low.

My lord?” he queried.
ONE PENNY!



“If a pig rooted uF your garden what would you do?”
the prince asked, in a low voice.

“Kill it, lord!” Vashti answered promptly.

‘ And if a snake was in your path?”

“ Crush its head with my heel !’ .

“ And if a man were your enemy ""—the prince’s voice. was
very low now—*' so that you were not able to pay your faith-
ful servants the rupees you had promised them, what then?"

Vashti’s hand went into his ng) and when he withdrew it
there was a knife between his fingers.

“Kill]” he hissed. “Is it the smooth-faced dog who never
smiles who stands in my lord’s path "’

Prince Rani Singra nodded, and his eyes were murderous
as they looked at the knife. He knew that at a word from
him the man would not hesitate, and that John Smith would
trouble him no longer. But that would mean murder—the
man shuddered—and already— )

“No, there must be some other way,’”” he said slowly.
“True, he must die, but it must not seem to be by your hand
or mine,”’

Vashti crouched over the fire again, his eyes staring into it.

“In India I have seen a man die by his own hand,” the
prince said meaningly; ‘“and yet he was murdered by a man
who sat alone—perhaps miles away—and willed that he should
do it. Have you that power, Vashtil”

The native servant turned, and his eyes glowed as if they
had taken a fresh fire from the coals.

"1 have much power, my lord,” he answered.

Prince Rani Singra drew money from his pocket, gold that
made the servant’s eyes glint with greed, and flung it towards

m.
“There is the river,” the ;{rinoo muttered; “ but some fool
might save him. There is always——""_His hand touched a
revolver that lay in his own ket. *That is the way.”

He took the weapon from his pocket, clicked the cartridges
from it, and tossed it to Vashti. The man caught it, an
there was a _meaning look in his eyes as he raised it, pressed
it against his temple, and pulled the tri;;ger.

“He is most probably at home now,’’ the prince went on.
“It would be better for him to do it in some park, however.
There is not so much chance of intexruption.”

“ And to such a place one might follow, my lord,” Vashti
answered ; *“ and then there would be no mistake.”

“Oh, Vashti, you have the wisdom of the serpent!”’ Prince
Rani Singra said, with an evil laugh.

From a brass bowl that stood in the corner of the room
Vashti took a handful of powder and cast it on to the flames
of the fire, the room at once being filled with a pungent scent.
Then he drew his knees up, and, with his chin resting on
them, stared into the Aames.

An hour passed, and during that time the man never
moved. The prince watched him eagerly, smoking furiously
all the time—watched him as a fanatic might wait to see a
tiger spring at his victim and drag him down to death.

Buddenly Vashti rose, took from a cupboard a coat and hat
of European make, and slip] them on. All the time his
eyes were vacant, and when his master spoke to him he left

room without answering.

_John Smith had just finished dinner, and, with his usual
cigar burning steadily, sat down to think of all that had
ha since he had been called in by Sir John Hansard.
80 far he had succeeded in twice thwarting Prince Rani
Singra, but much had yet to be done. ’

It was only too true that the blackmailer’s victims dared
not take ection, and it seemed likely that this man would
go on making a fortune out of weak Peo le who, inad-
vertently or not, had done. something ol wEich they were
now ashamcd.

With a gesture of unrest, uncommon in himy John 8mith
rose and siarted to pace up and down the room. Then he
flung himself into a chair and tried to read, but the rest-
less fit was on him, and he started to once more pace up
and down. .

“1'd better go out and think in the fresh air,”” he mut-
tered. “Ah, I forgot! Jack Hansard is coming heréd
to-day for news, and he ought to be here soon.”

Knowing this, however, John Smith still could not scttle
down, and at last he wrote a note to Hansard, telling him
that he had gone into the neighbouring park, and that ho

would find him under the group of old trees, where there
are scats, near the smaller lake. That done, he pulled on
his hat and coat and moved towards the door.

With his fingers on the handle he hesitated, returned
into the room, and took from a drawer in his desk a heavy
revolver. He clicked the cylinder open to make sure that
it was loaded, and dropped the weapon into his pocket.

Out of the house he went, through the quiet streets that
led out into Westminster, and so along towards the park. It
was a dark night, with & nastgobite_ of rain _in the air, but
John Smith did not trouble about it, though it seemed an
absurd thing for him to be going out to think in the rain
when he could do so much more comfortably at home.
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A policeman standing by the entrance to the park looked
curiously at the man walking through the rain, but touched

his helmet as he yecoinisec_l John Smith.

“ Dirty night, sir,” he said.

“Jg it? Oh, yes!” John Smith answered absently.

Inside the park the rain was dripping down disconso-
lately from the leafless boughs of the trces, making the
night more wretched than ever, but John 8mith took mno
heed of it. 3 .

Neither did a tall, thin man, who, waiting until the
policeman’s back was turned, followed into the park. Ho
moved with a curiously stealthy motion that was not
English.

At a rapid pace, John Smith made along one of the
paths, stepped over the wire fence, and walked across the
sodden gruss to where a seat stood under a clump of trees.
Behind fay the water of the lake. This particular spot was
dark, for it was some distance from tho path, and anyone

assing along the latter would nover have scen the solitary
Eg‘uro that seated itsclf on the damp wood.

Neither would they have seen the other man as he stood
hidden-behind a tree only n few fect away—tho same man
who had slipped so stealthily into the park. .

In a dim sort of way it occurred to John Smith that ho
could not be particulerly well. His hoad felt heavy, and
he seomed to be unable to think. He tried to turn his
thoughts to Prince Rani Singra, but all that he could con-
jure up was the evil face of Vashti, as he had last seen

im with a knife in his hand. . .

Would they beat him? Would Daring & Co. fail?

Never before had John Smith sllowed such an idea to
enter his brain, but now it forced its way somewhere from
a back cell until it became almost a certainty, try though
he would to shake it off. . .

What was thero to prevent him succeeding, as he had
done in far harder cases? But the only answer that would
come into his brain was the face of Vashti.

Then the disgrace of a failure came in full forco to John
Smith, and he felt desperate. No, whatever happened, he
would not live to see Daring & Co. fail. Sooner than
that——— . 3 I3

John Smith's hand was in his pocket, his fingers on the
butt of the heavy revolver. There was an easy way out
of it all. Surely he had had successes enough, and he might
as well die while his name was still honoured. .

Slowly he drew the weapon out, and once more examined
it to make sure that it was loaded. He raised the barrel,
and the cold rim touched his temple. .

Possibly it was the cold touch of the steel, but John Smith
dropped the weapon from its dangerous position. T

-Again the impulse to end all his doubts, all his risks. of
failure, possessed him, and the barrel touched his forchead.
Ay, the grinning face of Vashti might be in his brain now,
but very soon— . :

John Smith’s finger squeezed on the trigger, then a hand
snatched the weapon away from him. As it fell something
in his brain seemed to snap, and he stared in amazement
at the man before him. .

“What the dickens arc you playing at, man?"” the angry
voice of Jack Hansard demanded.” ‘“ You gave me the most
awful fright.” )

John Smith’s brain was clear enough, and he stared at
the revolver that lay in the mud at his feet,

] can’t understand it,”’ he answered slowly. “I've
never wanted to do a thing like that, but to-night I felt
that I had got to, that some will stronger than my own
was urging me on, so that—""

There was the squelch of a foot in mud, and Jack Han-
sard swung round just in time to make out a thin figure
starting from among tho trees. Acting on the spur of the
moment, not in the least knowing why he did it, he leapt
in pursuit, fiinging his arms round the figure before it had
gone a scoro of yards.

The man struggled hard to loose himself, but Jack Han-
sard was strong, and he managed to turn.him round 8o
that he could sce into his face. Then a cry of horror broke
from him, oand he called out to John Smith, who came
hurcying up.

For once in his lifc the latter’s coolness deserted him,

“Vashti I’ he gasped.

“ Ay, the will that was stronger than yours!” Jack
Hansard answered meaningly.

“You can't mean,” John Smith began, *that he could
hypnotisc me into doing away—"'

“1 do,” Jack Hansard said with a shudder, still keeping
his grip on the native. ‘' Something of the kind was sug-
gested when poor Willoughby shot himsclf, for men who
have lived long in India cxpect to see atrnnﬁo things
happen. I laughed at the idea then, but now I know thai
it was right. What can we do with this cur?” a1

Another Schoql Tale of the Junl of ;
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_“Wo can do nothing,” Join Smith answered with con-
viction. *“Our hands are tied.” . .

““Not much,” Jack Hansard admitted, *‘but something
to cool this beast’s blood down.” . ]

Lifting the man bodily in his arms, Jack carried him
towards the lake. Then, with a mighty heave, he flung him
into the water, yolling as he went under. There was only
a depth of about three fcet, however, so that the man soon
cama wading towards the bank. Dripping from head to
foot clhe started to run away, but of a sudden he swung
round. ’

. With a regular trip John Smith sent Jack Ilansard flying
into the mud.

“*What the dickens did you do that for?” he demanded
nba.rﬁly, as he scrambled to his feet.

John Smith nodded at the trunk of the nearest tree. A
thin-bladed knife was quivering in it. ]

B “I 9&!1 not the only one who has had an escape to-aight,”

e said.

The figure of Vashti had already disappeared in the dark-
ness, sad John Smith and Hansard turned towards the
ﬁn_te. Both woro silent, realising the escapes they had had.

alfway there they mot the policeman, who was advancing
at a run.

“Thought I heard a cry!” he panted.

“Then you have better hearing than we have,”” John
8mith answered quictly, and passed on.

Ten minutes later the two men ontered John Smith’s
house, and Jack Hansard at once took off his coat and hat.

“I tell you one thing, old man,” he said, “I am going
to stop with you until that black beast is, efther in prison
or on his~way back to India.” )

John Smith smiled, and lit a cigar with a hand that was
as steady as a rock despite all that he had been through
that night.

“1 have alwa.

ve g boasted that I work alone,” he answered,
““but this time

aring & Co. is going to take a partner.”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Néw Developnient—A Supposed Theft,

ACK HANSARD dropped the newspaper that he had
been glancing through at breakfast, and whistled
shrilly.  True to his word, he had stopped that night at
John Smith’s, and the representative of Daring & Co.

sat opposite to him now.

“What is the trouble?” John 8mith asked casually, his
mind on thoe curious case that he had in hand.

‘* Listen,” Hansard answered. _“‘The police were in-
formed this morning, by telephone, that the house of Sir
Charles Minter was broken into last night by burglars,
and that tho famous Minter diamonds, worth many thou-
sands of pounds, are missing. When the police arrived on
the scene the{{ were informed that it had been discovered
that Prince Rani Singra, the distinguished Indian guest
staying in the house, had also lost valuable jewels.

“ ‘The precise value of his loss is not yet known, and as
he is a very rich man, it is only the historical value of the
gems, whic| are reported to be very ancient, that will come
as a blow to him. There is at present, it is stated, no clue
to the identity of the thief or thicves, though Scotland
Yard is hard at work on the case.’”

John Smith rose from his chair, methodically lit a cigar,
ur}&llsmllod. i i

t seems to me that this is our chance,” he said quietly.

“ How ?” Jack Hansard asked in amazement. 9 g
l_Johm Smith shook his head, and the smile had left his
ips.

“My dear Hansard,” he answered, “when I accepted
fou,ta,s'a a partner it was o slecping one—for the present, at
cast.

‘“ But surely' you can tell me what you suspect?’’ Jack
Hansard persisted. “If it is that Singra has commitied
thﬁ rghbery, you are wrong. Me hasn’t the pluck to do it.”

“Yet the fact remains that 1 shall certainly call there
this morning,” John Smith assured him.

“To sce Sir Charles?™”

““No; Lady Minter.”

Jack Hansard looked hard at John Smith; but he, like
many nnothe’r, failed to learn anything from the quiet face.

= You don't mean to suggest—"" he bog:\n.

o + I suggest nothing, my friend,”” John Smith interrupted.

And T will only tell you one thing—I fancy we have our
chance to lay the prince by the heels, anyway for a time.’
_ Five minutes later John Smith, seated in his car, was
being whirled away to the West ¥nd, and it was not long
before he knocked at the door of Sir Charles Minter’s house.
A white-faced footman opened the door to him.

“Are you another of the detectives, sir?’ he asked
eagerly.
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“No,” John Smith answered. N

“Then you can’t come in,”" the footman said shortly,
making as if to shut the door. X

“Give that card to Sir Charles,” Jokn Smith ordered.

The footman hesitated, but there was something in the
manner of this quiet-faced ecaller that commanded
obedience, and he tock it in. The next minute he returned
and requested John Smith to follow him to the library.

Sir Cﬁmrles Minter, & little, old man, with a head far out
of proportion to his body, eagerly grected his visitor.

“It is more than good of you to come, Mr. Smith,” he
seid shakily. ‘‘I havé not forgotten what you did for
the Government when I was in the Cabinct.” He threw
his hands up distractedly. ““I would not lose thosc stoncs
for twice their actual value, for they have been in my
family hundreds of years. ) )

“The police are upstairs now, but 1 fancy this case is
beyond them. They admit that there is absolutely no clue,
and their only hope is to get them back when the thieves try
and sell them.” .

John Smith nodded soothingly.

“ May I see Lady Minter?”’ he asked. .

“ I fear not,” Sir Charles answered. ‘‘ She is naturally very
upset, and already the police have nearly worried the life out
SFS her.  Besides, I can give you all the information you

lesire.”’

“ A woman’s memory is better for such things,’”” John Smith
persisted. ‘I shall really be very much obliged if I may see
your wife.” .

“Well, I will try,” 8ir Charles conceded, and bustled from
the room, adding over his shoulder: ‘* Of course, you know
that the prince has lost some property, t00?”

Ten minutes later Lady Minter entcred with her husband.
There were dark marks under her eyes, and the hand she held
out to John Smith trembled badly. . .

“Thank you for coming,” she said, in a voice that was little
above a whisper.

John Smith pulled a chair forward for her, then turned to
her husband.

‘I would rather be alone, Sir Charles,” he said firmly.
“« :I}‘lig memory acts better when there is nothing to distract the
mind.

Sir Charles hesitated, glancing at his wife, but she sat list-
lessly, and made ne sign. ®

“ Very well,”” he agreed, and went out.

John Smith stood by the window, so that he could see every
changing cxpression of Lady Minter's face,

“ Lady Minter,” he 'said quietly, *“ I want you not to be
offended at anything I am going to say.”

A slight flush crossed the woman’s face as she looked up,
but only to dro&) her head again the next moment.

““ Why should I be?”’ she said nervously.

“ Were the jewels really stolen ?” John Smith asked.

Something betwecen a gasp snd a ory of fear broke from
Lady Minter, and there was terror in her eyes as she looked at
John Bmith:

‘ Yes,” she whispered.

John Smith shrugged his shoulders, and there was a stern
look in his eyes.

“ And yet I heard a rumour, not so very long ago,” he said,
* that the last time you were seen to be wearing the diamonds
that they scemed to have lost their lustre. Isuggested that you
were wearing an imitation set for safety, and, as a matter of
facl:ct, I casually asked your husband if that precaution had been
taken.”

“You asked my husband ?” the woman almost sobked.

“ Naturally, he laughed at the idea,”” John Smith continued
calmly. “ There was another rumour,’”” he added.

“ And that?” Lady Minter’s lips merely formed the words.

‘‘ That you had lost at bridge more than you could afford to
pay.” John Smith held up his hand as the woman was about
to speak. “1I asked you not to be offended.”

But the look on Lady Minter’s face was one of fear rather
than anger.

* The prince has been robbed, tvo,” she said, with her eyes
averted.

“The prince?’ For once John Smith allcwed himself o
laugh. * Suppose I have heard rumours about him, too#”
“Well 2 There was a touch of defiance in the woman's
YOoICe now.

“ Buppose I have heard rumours that I have confirmed, and
that I know him to be nothing better than a blackmailer? s
it not natural, then, that I should wonder why he is in this
house?”

Bg o mighty effort Lady Minter was kecping hersclf in
}fuu} . She wanted to scream out—do anything to relieve her
eelings.

“You mezan that you don’t believe that there has really
been a robbery?” slie asked, in & dead voice.

John 8mith nodded in silence.

With a sudden sob Lady Minter dropped lier face into her
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hands. But soon she looked up again. Somehow the fear
secemed to have gone otit of her eyés, )

“There has been none,” she said slowly. “ The real jewels
were pawned by mo months ago, after I {md had an imitation
set made, to pay my debts.”

John 8mith’s face betrayed no triumph. He drew nearer to
the woman, and laid a hand upon her shoulder.

“ And this Prince Rani Singra learnt of this, and has black-
mallcd" you since,” he said.  “ Well, you are only one of

ny.

“I know,” Lady Minter groaned; * but what could I do?"

John Smuth was silent, for ho was thinking rapidly, and the
woman never took eyes from his face.

“I wish to stand your friend, Lady Minter,” he said at
last, “and ¥ can do it—possibly save you from all tho conse-
(uences of your rash act—if you will‘help me.”

“Help you?” The woman laughed hysterically. * ¥ou
don’t know what it hes meant to me! Morc than onee I have
been an the point of confessing everything to my husband 1’

;egery good. Where are the imitation stones 1’ John Smith
as

*The prince has them,"” -

John Smith was silent again, and when he spoke lLis plans
were completed.

“ As soon as the icwellers who have the real stones sce the
snnouncement in the papers they will naturally communicate
with the police,” he said. * How much will get them out?”

" Somet-hu_ui over _two thousand pounds,”” Lady Minter
answered quickly.

“Good!"” John Smith said. * My car is waiting, and I will
fetch them at once. While I am away, gct Prince Singra out
of the house if possible.”

A look of hope had come into Lady Minter's cyes, but it
quickly died out again.

“ Why should you do it?"

“ Becausa it will give Daring & Co. a chance to do
that which they have undertaken,” John Smith answered
simply. ‘' If you take my adviec, however, you will tell every-
thx'ns to your husband.”

“Oh, no!” the woman gasped.

“Think,” John Smith answered, as he left the yvoom.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. .
The Missing Jewels—The Arrest and the Triai

ETECTIVE-INSPECTOR BLAKELAND locked with
soime annoyance at the card that one of his subordinates
brought in to him. .

** John Smith,” he read ,and his expression changed.
“8how him in.”
h_J?hn Smith entered the office, his usual calm e¢xpression on

is face. .

** What can I do for you, Mr. Smith?” the inspector asked

olitely ; for more than once in the past the representative of

aring & Co. had been of considerable service to him.

“ It was somcthinf that [ thought of doing for you,” John
Smith answered coolly, ' provided that you consent to act in
the way I tell you.” .
belnﬂ)cctor Blukeland looked indignant, and pulled at his short

ard.

“ I ‘can't promise that,” he said, *“ but I will do my hest.”

John 8imith rose from the chair in which he had :cated
himself, and took up his hat.

* Then we will waste no more time,”” he remarked. “T¢
woulg have saved you a lot of time over that Minter jewel
case.

The expression of the inspeetor’s face changed.

“ 1 think, perhapz, [T might promise,” he said hastily. 1
am sure that you have tov wuch sense, Mr. Bmith, (o make
ubsurd suggoestions.”’ o

John 8mith bowed, and there was a little smile on lis lipe,

“You have heard of a certuin Prinee Rani Singra?” he
inquired. ** He is reported to also have lost jewels.”

* Yes,"” Inspector Blakeland answered cagerly, 1 have
somctimes thought there was something fishy about 1the man---
and yet he has been entertained by good people.”

- * He took tho jewels,” Jolhn Smith said quictly. .

Inspector Blakeland was on his fect in a second, and hutten-
ing up his coat.

“You are sure of this?” he eried. It woulld not <o w0
make a mistake. How can you prove it*"

* That is one of the things I do not wish {0 explain,” John
Smith replied. *' It is naturel that you might wish to search
tho rooms again—it is cqually nutural that you would notice a
loose board.  And.I can assure you that beneath it you will
find the missing jewcls—the imitation ones.”

* Limitation ones!™ the detective gasped in amazement,

* Precisely,” John Smith explained.  * In the excitement of
the discovery, it was not noticed which set had been {aken.
Fortunately it was the wrong one.”

Inspector Blakeland whistled, 1then looked questioningly into
John Smith's face.

* How did you come to take the ease up?”’ he inquived.

" I have not taken it up, ny friend,” John Smith answered.
“1 was after the prince on a different charge—blackmnail
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—and I shall be only too pleased to see him out of the way
or a time.”

Actually, John Smith was afraid that Prince Rani Singra
would give away the part that Lady Minter had played, but
yet he might fear to do it, knowing that it would make his
sentcnce heavier.

* Well, the jowels are the things for me to see to,” Inspector
Blakeland said. '* Shall I take any men with me?”

*“ It might be wise,”” John Smith assured him, " as he always

has two native attendants with him.”

A few minutes later John 8mith’s powerful car wos whizzing
westwards, with Detective Blakcland and his two assistants
aboard, and upon arriving at Sir Charles Minter’s house they
were at once admitted, Sir Charles himself mccting them in
the hall. He took John 8mith aside for a momnent,

* My wife has told me all,”” he said huskily. * Do you think
we can hush jt up?”’

“1 am gom%to," John Smith answered; but <ven he did
nloI;egduess in what a strango way the prince’s lips were to be
closed.

" Is the prince upstairs, Sir Charles " Inspector Blakcland
put in bluntly., *1 wish to search his room again.”

** Yes,” Sir Charles answered, and led the ws‘?- upstairs.

On the way they passed Lady Minter, and John Smith
noticed that, although she was very pale, there was no longer
any fear in her eyes.

" Everything is arranged?”’ John Smith whispered.

'‘ Yes,” she answered, in the same tone.

The door of Prince Rani Singra's room proved to be locked,
but at a request from 8ir Charles it was opened by Ayasha.
The prince sat by the window, o nervous expression in his dark
eyes, while Vashti crouched in his usual ettitud® over the
blazing fire,

** Inspector Blakeland is sorry to disturb you, prince,” Sir
Charles said quictly, * but he wishes to examine the room.”

The prince scarcely scemed to hear the words. His eyes
were upon John 8mith, and the look of fear in them had
increased, Bgean cffort, he roused himself.

*“ What is there to learn here?” he asked harshly.

! No knowing, sir,” the detective answered bluntly.

Remembering his promise to John 8mith, Inspectur Blakes
land went poking round the room until Lo hiad examined every
#pot save that covered by the cushions on which Prince Rani
Singra sat. .

‘“May I trouble you, sirt”’ he said quictly.

A sudden pallor turned the Indian’s face {o a particularly
ugly colour, and he shifted uncasily.

* It is absurd,” he said, in a low voice,

“ Duty'” Inspector Blakeland snapped. “ Got to be done!”

Slowly Prince Rani Singra rose from tlic cushions, and his
eyes were turnced towards the docrway. If he had any in-
tention of trying a dash for liberty, however, he must have
seen the hopelessness of his chance, for one of the detectives
stood there with & carclessness that was distinetly assumed.

With quick hands Inspector Blakeland jerked the cushiona
away, and an ecjaculetion broke from him as e saw that
meveral of the parquet blocks were loose.

E:shtl, squatting by the fire, buried Lis right hand in Lis

robe.

Taking a knifo froin his pocket, the detecrive quickly
wrenched the blocks up, and thrust ina hand through the holo
formed. The next moment he had bronght iuto the light
several jewel-caves. Ile snapped one open, rhowing a great
neckluco of diamonds within, but the fi:f!:t that came from
them was not particnlarly dazzling.

With o wild cry, Prinoe Rani Singra leapt for the door, but
]tlmkdetecti\'e standing there met the charge and hurled him
ack.

Then Vashti jumping from his erouching attitide, was at
the ofticor, who fell back with a knife wound in Lis shoulder.

All this happened so quickly that there was no time to
prevent it, not stop the prince's leap over the bLody of
the prostrate man. But cfc.aso behind him followed John
Sinith, and at the top of the hroad flight of stairs lie collared
Lbim. In his desperation the Indian was not giving in easily,
and with a trip he brought John Smith down. For a moment
they struggled at the head of the staira, then they went rollin
and bumping to the botton:, John Smith with lis head b'..'rieﬁ
well into the other's bady for safety.

Doywn the stairs Inspgetor Blakeland came lunrying, and
he gave a sigh of relief as John 8mith strugirled clear and
wcated himself on the prince’s back.

* You'd better get the bracclots on him, inspector,’” John
Smith =aid coolly, **as I fancy he's suffered no more duinage
than having the wind knocked out of lLim.”

As o matter of fact he proved to be stunnald, apart from

Jbaving a nasty cut acvoss the head, and it was xome minutes

before lie was able to stagger to hiy fect. Wlen Le did do so
he stood gazing down foolishly at the -teel manacles on his
wrizts, as if not understanding what they were doing thseal'e.
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A)‘Mhp, looking !)arfectly stolil, had already been brought

dqy; into ﬂm liml - B : i

You will charge them at Bow Street, I suppose?”’ John
Sinith asked casu:ﬁly. ' ppe

Before the inspector oould answer there was a disturbance
outside, then the door was opened, and Vashti was fairly
draggad_ in by two policemen, oue of whom held the man's
b tained knife in his hand.

Perhaps it was the entry of the man that roused Prince
Rani Singra; but, anyway, the dazed look vanished from his
eyes and an expression of utter hate took its place. With a
frgﬁntxc effort he made as if to try and snap the manacles.

I should advise you to coms quietly,” Inspector Blake-
land said pompously. “TI must also warn you that anything
gr'gg JSay may be taken down and used in evidence against

Ermoe Rani Singra uttered a hoarse laugh.

Warn me?”’ he cried. “*Bah! You had better warn
otbers about what I will say !”

The detective laid a hand forcibly on the man’s arm and
pulled him towards the doorway. Outside, a cab was already
walting.

“Be in court, John Smith, of Daring & Co.!” the
prince cried wildly. “Be there when I'm tried—it will
mterest you !’ ’

The door closed bohind the detectives and their prisoners,
:::11(11] Sir Charles Minter laid a shaking hand on John Smith’s

“I fear that he will carry out his threat!” he zaid, in a
voice that trembled. ** What has he to lose?"

. There was a hard line between John Smith's eyes, and his

jaw had become curiously prominent.

i “You have my promise, Sir Charles,” he said quietly,
and you have no reason to think that I shall not keep it.”
But as he lay back in bis car, after ordering his man to

drive him home, John Smith could not help wondering how
he was to kecp it. Sir Charles had spoken truly when he
said that the arrested man had nothing to lose, and it was
more than likely that he would risk a longer sentence by
f:iehb]erately stating in court all he knew about the imitation
jewels.

John S8mith raised his head sharply. Daring & Co.
had never failed before, he told himself, and it was too late
for them to begin now.

Back in the house Jack Hansard was waiting impatiently,
and he received the news of the arrest with glee.

“By Jove! But there'll be a mighty lot of people glad to
learn the news!"” he cried.

John Smith shrugged his shoulders as he paused in the act
of !lfhtmg a cigar, and for once his face expressed doubt.

‘“It depends what the man says when lhe is on trial,”” ha
answered.

Jack Hansard whistled softly. his expression changing.

“Ntisjv'gi’r thought of that,” he admitted. *‘Can’t ho Le

‘‘ How?” John Smith answered simply.

** There must be some way,”” Jack persisted.

For the second time John Smith shrugged his shioulders.

“Don’t you think I have trird to find it?” he asked, a
trifle bitterly. ‘‘Don’t you realise what it means to we? 1
swore to stop this man’s infamous work——"’

‘‘ You have dons it,'"" Jack Hansard put in.

“ Yes, but without keeping his tongue quiet,” John Swith

a . .

The bell of the teleplione rang sharply, and le picked the
receiver up from his desk.

““Hallo! Yes, I'm John &mith. Obh, it’s vou, Blakeland!”
John Smith’s face set, as if lie feared bad news, ' Will I
come round at onoe? Yes, with you in five minutas.”

John Smith dropped the receiver back into its place and
turned to Jack Hansard.

“Jt means that the prince has spoken,” he suid bicterly,
* and that Daring & Co. has failed at last.”

He touched the bell on his desk that summoned his car
:mu_nd,I and within a minute or so a hooter announced ity
arrival.

* Coming, Hansard?" he inquired.

* Yes.”

The two men descended to the car, and John Smith gava
his man the order to proceed to Bow Street, for it was from
there that Blakeland had telephoned. Five minutes sufficed
to take them there, and they were promptly shown through
to the office where Inspector DBlakeland was talking eagerly
to the officer in charge. . )

“Most remarkable thing!” the detective cried. *'We've
laid our hands on a man we have wanted for five years."”

Johin Smith shrugged his shoulders, und his face showed no_

interest. .
“Jurely you could have telephoned that news to me?’ he

asked, with a touch of impaticnce. . .
“But it's the prince,” the detective explained. '*When
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NEXT WEEK!

USUAL SIZE—USUAL PRICE.

NOW ON
SALE.

ha was brought here, we naturally had to search him, and
then e found that he is not an Indian at all, but a white

man,

““Well, I'll be hanged I’ Hansard ejaculated.

‘ More likely he will be,” Inspector Blakeland continued
grimly. ‘“‘There are eertain curious tattoo marks on this
man's body that seemed familiar to me, and a glance at our
list of men wanted soon told me who thewman really is.”

_**Who is he?” John Smith demanded, just a trace of ex-
citement on his face. .

‘“John Lorimer,” Inspector Blakeland answeved triumph-
antly, '‘the man wanted for the Littlehampton murder of
nineteen-five,. We had proof enough against him to convict
him a dozen timmes over, but he just dodged us at the last
moment.”’ .

There was a little smile on John Smith’s lips, and the look
of anxiety had left his face.

“ There is no doubt?”’ he asked.

*“We are not in the habit of making that sort of mistake,”
Inspector Blakeland answered stiffly.

“Of course there will be no objection to my seeing the
prisoner for a minute alone?’ John Smith asked.

“ Against the regulations,”” the officer in charge answered
shortly. )

John Smith shrugged his shoulders, and turned to Inspesctor
Blakeland.

“Don’t you think that an exception might be made in my
case,”” ho said, *‘considering that I gave the infor—"'

Inspector Blakeland coughed o0 loudly that the rest of John
Smith’s words were quite inaudible.

“Y think we might, Saunderzon,”” he said gruffly. *‘ Mr,
Smith gave me some information over this case that I admit
helped me a little.” .

Inspector Saunderson looked doubtful, buteventually con-
sented, and John Smith was shown through to the cell in
which Prince Rani Singra—to use his old title—sat.

But what a different man! Most of his finery had been
striﬂ:ed from KHim, and where his vest still remained open
could be seen the place where the dark skin ended and the
white skin ocommenced. The handecuffs were still on his
wrists,

He locked up with a cry of fear as John Smith entered and
the door was closed behind him, Beads of sweat were on his
face, and altogether he was a pitiable object to look upon.

‘ I—didn't do it!” he stammered.

John Smith looked down at the man contemptuously, vet
found it in his heart to pity him for the state of terror he
was in.

“That remains to be proved,” he answered, ‘" though the
police tell me there is no doubt about it."”

The man shuddered, so that his teeth clsitered, and he
looked a guilty man if anyone ever did.

< And if they do prove it,” John Smith continuved, ' they
will hang you!”

“No!" the man shrieked. ) .

¢ Unless "—John Smith paused to give emphasis to his
words—*‘* unless powerful influence is brought to bear to get
the sentence commuted to one of penal servitude for life.”

A ray of hope came into the man's eyes, and Lo lield his
manacled -hand‘;QOut imploringly.

*Will it be brought?”’ he cried chokingly.

“On one condition,” John Smith answered him, “I will
bring to bear the influence that I possess in high quarters.”

“*What-is it? I'll do it!”’ the man cried.

“ You will stand your trial,”” John Smith explained. * Well,
vou have threatencd to tell of certain things you know.
Should you kecp that threat the law will take its vourse, but
if you keep silent 1 think I may promise you that, anyway,
your life will bs s{:aﬂ.‘d."

*1 promise!” the man gasped.

- . . . - - - . .

The sensational trial of Jolm Lorimer, alins Prince Rani
Singra, had been over a week, and the man had bean
sentenced to be hanged. That a commutation of sentance
was probable few people believed, and yet ou the seventl day
it was announced in the papers )

Johu Smith saw it as he glaneed at the news while
lha\'ing Lis breakfast, and the ghost of a smile curled his
1PA.

“Well, even a murderer caunot say that Daring & Uo
has failed,” he muttered.

There were others, in high places. who read the news, and
wondered, men and women who had trembled right _t-hmugh
the trial, little knowing how it wa» that this blackmailer kept
so silent. They did not know that it way John Smith, of

Daring & Co., who had saved them: and as for John
Smith—why, it was encugh for him that he had kept his
word.

THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Jerry Gains and Loses.

HERE is plenty of heroism in the world apart from tle
weaevements of the battlefield, the warship, or those
encounters with the deadly forces of nature, such as
the ccal-ininer, the sailor, or the fireman—to select but

a few instances—engage in. There is heroism in the living
of a quiet life, in the constant battling against surrounding
cirenmstances, the doing one’s bhest amid conditions that
tempt to the veverse. ~ Such heroism as this was that of
Pegry and Jerry Oswald when, deserted by their father, they
set bravely to work to maintain themselves respectably and
]1;)“9‘;1]5', and not only themselves, but the smaller children
Als,

Jerry remained in the berth he had obtained through the
kindness of his old wrestling tutor. He provided the moncy
for keeping the home together, and his sister spent it, with
a wisdom and carefulness such as a woman twice her years
might have equalled, but could not have surpassed.

From time to time they heard from their father. Some-
times he remitted them money, and this Peggy, like 2
prudent liousewife, would lay aside against the coming of a
possible rainy day.

Within six months of the memorable conversation with the
Canadian agent of the firm where he was employed, Jerry's
wages were raised three shillings a.week. This was an event,
a matter of considerable importance, and Peggy was in high
glee when lier brother came home with the news.

“You are getting on, Jerry, and no mistake,”” che said
proudly. “ You're a brother to be proud of.”

“ Nonsense, sis,”” the boy said; but his cheeks flushed with
pteasurc for all that. ‘‘ And I tell you—-"

“A\Well#? lLis sister said, for he stopped suddenly.

*Why,” he blurted out hurriedly, **if it hadn’t have been
tor you and the children, I shouldn’'t have done it.”

“PBut why not?’  And Peggy Oswald’s pretty eyes
opened widely. ' Don't tell such stories, Jerry; you'd have
done all just the same as you have, even if our father hadn’t
—had bLeen lhere,”” she corrected.

“No, I wouldn't,”” Jerry said. and it wasn’t the flush of
pleasure on his face this time, **It was just because 1 saw
vou so brave and hard-working that 1 f’vlt I ought to do
lomething, even if the something was what 1 didn’t like
doing. L felt ashamed to see you working to try to pa for
the rent and our foad, and all that, while 1 was doing
nothing.”

“But that wasn't vour fault, old fellow,” interrnpted
Pewey quickly. ** You tried, too, just as hard as 1 did, and
barder. 1 dare «av. You couldn’t help it."”
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«But T ought to have helped feeling that I didn’t wang
to do it,” the bay said doggedly. ‘I didn’t, but I couldn’t
help it. I hated wandering about trying to get odd jobs,
holding horses, running errands, and “things like that. 1
hated having to give up entering for that wrestling compe-
tition, for I was quite sure I'd have won it, and I did want
the medal so much. And I hated going on the music-hall
stage that time, and so losing my status as an amateur by
competing against a_professional, although 1 did get the
ten pounds for doing it. I hated it all, ang was sick of it.”

“And yet you did it,”” Peggy said softly. “* Jerry, old
fellow, 1f only you could see it, you're a greater hero—""

“Bosii!” was the rude interruption. ‘ Don’t tell such
fibs, Peggy. 1 was a beast. I know I was.”

“To do sometling that you didn’t want to do? I shouldn’t
call anyone who did that a beast, Jerry? And I'm quite sure
if f‘ailier knew what you'd done he'd say the same as I do.”

“Ah!

Jerry’s thoughts weve always on his father and the land
he had gone to. He wanted to be there, too, to gct
away from England to the glorious land of his imagination,
where work would be different; somehow—where he wouldn t
have to do the work he was doing and didn’t like, but some-
thing more to his taste. 1Te hated England, he hated London,
the dirty, mean street in which he bad to live, the stuffiness,
the confinement, the rushing and striving; he wanted to be
out of doors all day, to be a cowboy, a hunter—even a
farmer’s life would be better than lis.

Poor Jerry, He was learning the lesson that everyone has
to learn some time or other; he was going through that
period of revolt against the circumstances circumscribing him
whicl at some time or other comes to every one of us. The
things that others do are always better than we do our-
solves, Others always secmn more fortunate than ourselves.
Where we are and what we do are invariably different from
where we want to be, and feel ourselves best qualified to do.

But as his sister said, he was doing the distasteful things,
nome the less; he was learning the value of controlling and
disciplining himself, and the lesson would bear good fruit
in after vears, unpleasant to go through at the time though
it might be.

Jerry had a pleasant dey with his sister, and the two
voungeyr children on the Sunday following the receipt of the
news of his advance in wage:, und on tho Monday he went
back to work in a better and more contented frame of mind.

This was sowmewhat influenced by a letter received from
liis father while they were at breakfast that morning. One
passage in the script sang itself over and over again in
Jorry's ears; lie could not forget it, and, strange though it
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may seem, it relieved instead of inflaming the longing in
his heart.
““I am getting good wages now,” wrote James Oswald,
for I have got a job with the Canadian Pacific Railway,
the biggest thing of its kind out here, and I hope to got still
tter before long. I am sending you twenty dollars, which
hope you'll spend wisely. But at present I can't see my
way to_having you all out here with me, for I'm moving
about all the time, going from place to place, and not above
three days in the same spot, And that wouldn't do for you
and 'Jerrﬁ "—James Oswald’s letters were always written to
his daughter, though now and then there’d be a note for
Joerry himself enclosed—*‘and the other youngsters, for I
couldn’t take you along with me. But T think there's a
chance in six months' time, or round and abont that, of my
getting a berth that will let me settle down in one place,
and then I'll be glad. Ah, my dear daughter, I can’t tell
you how glad I shall be to have all of you with me again. I
oughtn’t to have left you; but that’s all done now, and it
can’t be undone. Belore the year’s out, I'm hoping I'll be
able to send over and tell you to join me.”

This was the ﬁassago that remained in Jerry’s mind; he
thought of it as he walked down to the timber-yard to begin
his day’s work; he thought of it during the morning ; and he
went over it again word by word during the dinner-hour.
At last, it seemed, there was hope of his dream being soon
realised. Before the year was out! Perhaps he and the
others would be spending Christmas with their father in his
Canadian home. The thought was consolation to Jerry.
.The thought came to him later, but with a different
significance.

@ had scarcely resumed work after the hooting of the
steam-horn, which signified the termination of the dinner-
hour, when a dal;‘)iper young clerk entered the yard.

“Young Oswald here!” he sung out, as he reached the
cleared space where Jerry and two or three of the other
workers wore engaged.

‘*Yes," he called out shortly in answer,

He didn't like that clerk, Charley Marchant, by name.
There was a superciliousness in his method of addressing
the workmen which grated on Jerry’s nerves, and irritated his
somewhat easily aroused temper.” A slim, always sprucely-
dressed young fellow of two or three-and-twenty years of
age, who parted his hair in the middle, was never without a
flower in his coat, sported a light cane, wore brilliantly-
coloured neckties and socks, and put a cigarette between his
ll.gs at every conceivablo opporturity, he was most objection-
able to Jerry’s mind, and nothing would have given the lad
greater pleasure than to have told Mr. Marchant his opinion
of him first, and knocked him down afterwards. any a
time Jerry had figured u(}) what sort of show the dapper.
ﬂﬁart-'-lookmg clerk would cut on the wrestling mat, and
whether hie would be able to stop a cross-buttock throw if
he, Jerry, got the proper hold on him.

dJerry doubted it, but would have been highly delizhted
could he have contrived to bring about a practical and con-
-vincing establishment of his belief.

“¥You there, Oswald?” inquired Marchant, again, affecting
not to have heard Jerry's reply.

“Y S.”

“ Where?” And Marchant looked ostentatiously every-
where.

“ Here.”

“Oh, there you are! You didn’t say *sir,’ so I didn’t see
you. You ought always té say ‘sir’ when you answer a
superior, Oswald. Just remember it another time.”

“*Ves!” Oswald answered very deliberately and signi-
ficantly, looking the clerk straight in the face.

““ Impudert young beggar!” muttered Marchant under his
breath, and he coloured sl igl:tl;r.

“The governor wants you!” he went on peremptorily.
‘‘ Wants you at once, so hurry up and come. You know he
doesn’t like to bo kept waiting when he sends for any of the
workmen. He's in his private room. It’s Mister George.’

*Thank yon.” Then, for the temptation was too great to
be withstood: ‘““Doesn’t he mind being kept waiting when
it’s one of the gentlemanly clerks he sends for?”

There was a snigger, quitd audible to Mr. Marchant, from
the other workmen at hand, and the clerk fAlushed rediy.

“I don’t want any impudence from you,” he said rudely.
*Just remember who it is you're talking to or you'll get
into_trouble,”” and with that he went off quickly.

‘' Don’t like yom, Jerry,” observed one of the hands as
Jerrg put on tus jacket.

**No, and I don't like him, vulgar little tyke!”
lad made hasts to the junior partner’s room.

Having knocked, and bidden to come in, Jerry waited until
his master and erstwhile wrestling instructor, who had plea-
santly greeted him, and told him to sit down, had finished

.addressing of a letter. He wondered vaguely why he had
been sent for; the last time he had been into the room, it
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was to hedir what the Canadian agent of the firm had to say
concerning his father,

“ Well, Jerry "—and Mr. Warren swung round—‘‘I've got
iome!;ping to say to you that maybe you'll be pleased to

ear.

“ Ves, sir.”

“You're getting ou all right here, aren’t you?”

““ Yes, sir; thank you.” .

““I hear the foreman recommended you for a rise.,”
““ YES, s

“Do you like the work?"” .

Jerry hesitated. To say that he didn't would be to show
ingratitude to one who had proved a rcal friend and bene-
factor to him, but at the same time he hated to say that
which was not true.

eorge Warren smiled. .

‘“ Not so much but that you’d be willing to change it for
something you liked better—eh?” .

The flush that came to Jerry’s cheeks was sufficient answer
to the correctness of the surmise, but Mr. Warren did not
seem displeased.

**Of course you would,” he went on; “so would every-
body else, and I don’t blame them. Well, I think there’s a
chance of the opportunity coming to you, Jerry; and if you
accept the change, I think you'll like it. Mr. McDonald, our
Canadian representative, is over here for a short spell; he
goes back in three days’ time, and he wants to take back with
him "—Mr. Warren didn’t say the suggestion had emanated
from himself, and his kindly desire to benefit Jerry—** some-
one from our works who knows something of the trade, and
would be able to assist him in the clerical work. It's a
working clerk or assistant_that lie wants, and I thought I'd
offer the berth to you. You're a trifla young, but you're
strong, and we know you're to be thoroughly trusted, and
I dare say you'd like the work.

“It won't be all pen-work you'll have to do, Mr.
McDonald has to get about a deal—in fact, he's always, more
or less, on the move; oonsequent{;. a large part of your timo
would be spent out of doors. You'd get about; you'd see
over a large part of Canada; meet decent people. I think
you'd find the work very interesting. As for the salary, they

ay in dollars out in the Dominion, and living may be a bit
Eigher, so we'd say that—— Let me see, what are you
getting now, Jerry?” ] .

“Twenty-one shillings a week, sir, now that I've got the
rise,”” Jerry answered, in a strained sort of voice that caused
his master to look at him a trifle curicusly. .

“Very well, if you'll go to Canada, we'll say thirty
shillings—no, thirty-two, eight dollars, that's a .tn"c more
than two-and-thirty shillings. How would that suit?

But Jerry could not answer; his tongue seemed tied to the
inside of his teeth, and thers was something in his throat
that prevented him from the power of articulation.

fHE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Tantalising Offer.

T scemed to be quite a lon%l while after his last words
l that Jerry Oswald again heard his employer’s voice,
though in reality not ten scconds had elapsed.  But
they were ten seconds of bitter conflict in the lad’s

LET. =

K ‘gf'ell, Jerry,” Mr. Wagren was saying, and ttlere was a
distinctly disappointed mote in his voice, ' doesn’t the idea
seem an agreeable one to you? Wouldn't you like to go to
Canada? I thought you told me your father is there. You
way not actually be able to go where he is, but you'll be a
lot nearer to him than if in England.” )

**Want to go, sir!” The words fairly leaped from Jerry's
lips; he half raised himself in his chair, and his eyes literally
flashod fire. * Want to go! Oh, why, I'd——" .

Warren cyed him steadily, then he broke into a smile.

1 thought you'd like 1t, Jerry,” he said. * And morc-
over, I belicve you'll get on very well; that the work will
suit you, and you the work. I may say it's a most
advantageous offer for you.” . . .

“Yes, sir,” Jerry rcjoined, his voice toneless, and his
tongue licking his dry lips.

“"And that being so, you'll accept—eh?”

Try as he would Jerry could not force his lips to frame the
vefusal; he nodded his head negatively., Never in hia life
had he felt quite so wretched.

Mr. Warren stared incredulously.

¢ You won't go, Jorry?" he asked.
that is what you mean?’

“Yes, siv.”” The words were spoken so low they scarcely
reached his employer’s cars.

“Isn't it good enough for you?”

Again the miserable shaking of the lad's head.

ONE PENNY!

“Do I understand



“T don’t understand you. Jerry,” Mr. Warren said, after
8 short pause. MHe looked puzzled and a little hurt. ** The
offer is a good one; it is one that scems thoroughly well
suited to your likings and capabilitics, and yet you say you
don’t want to go?”

This time Joerry left his chair completely; he sprang
forward cxcitcdly, and the hand he laid on the junior partner’s
desk was trembling.

“No, sir!” he cricd tremulously, “TI didn’t say that 1
don’t want to go. I didn’t mcan that, indeed I didu’t. 1'd
love to go. It’s what I want; to get away fromm Fngland
to go to some other country, and where my fathoer is. And
T’d love tho ywork, sir. I'd like nothing better. And I'd do
it well, sir; I’m sure 1 would. And the wages are grand;
better than ever I could expeet. It’s good of you, siv—uoh,
ever so good—and I can’t ever thank you cnough! It'd be
splendid ! But——""

The lad’s high voice sank, his flushed checks suddenly
paled, and a very suspicious looking moisture clouded his
sparkling c¢yes. In the * But——" was a volumc of mmsecry
and disuppointment beyond written expression.

“Well,” observed Mr. Warren kindiy, ““but what, Jerry?
What is it that prevents you
would so much like to do? What keeps you here?
any tie?”’

“ My sisters.”

Jerry had found his chair, and sat down again, his chin
sunk upon his breast, his whole aititude one of thc most
complete dejection.  Mr. Warren surveyed him for a minute
or two in silence. Then he rose from his chair and came to
the lad, placing one hand on his shoulder.

“Jeorry,” he said, and there was o great gravity in his
voice—** Jerry, I'm sorry—I'm sorry that I tempted you with
an offer that you arc unable to accept. I had forgotten. 1
was thinking that when your father—that you were left
alone here. I should have remembered, and then I wouldn't
have mocked you with the suggestion. I recollect your
family now, and ihat it would be impossible for them to go
with you, and still more impossible for you to have left them
behind, My boy, you're an upright and honourable young
man. You're a hero quite as much as the man who risks his
life by trying to save another from drowuing. Aund I may
tell you that T respect you the more for being able to with-
atand the temptation. Everyone could not.  And I can
undersiand that the temptation is a great one. It would
have heen a wicked thing for you to have loft your sisters
behind ' —-Jerry wineed at the allusion, entirely unintentional,
to his absent father—*“ but none the less you are to be comi-
mended, though I'm sorry that Mr. McDonald won't be able
to take you buck with hin.”

Mr. Warren said no more, and Jerry went back to his work
in the timber-yard. DBut he worked spiritlessly; he was
entirely miscrable, and the hope that lus father's letter of
the morning had awakened in him was dulled and shadowed
by the regret ke felt for the lost, or rather, declined, oppor-
tunity to cdo that which he wanted to do.  1ie could think of
nothing clse.  He pictared the life he would have had—the
gotng ubout, tl:e change of seene, the importence and respon-
sible character of his position, the fine wages he would have
been receiving, nnd in spirit he groaned. lle felt sick and
sorry ; more than ever discontented ; angry with the sense of
the injustice under which he was suffering.  I'be men spoke
to him, but he would not, could uot, answer. Ho hugged his
inisery, cating it over and over again, and blindly wishing for
sotue physical outburst to relieve his feclings.

When the time came for leaving off work, he hurried away
without the customary good-night to his mates. Tle wanted
to be alone, and shunned and evaded the half-dozen with
whom he customarily, for a part of the way, went home,  Ile
fclt hurt, and angry with everything and everybody., Even
the last and commendutory words of %Iiﬂ employer brought no
healing balin to his \\'oun(fv(l spivit.

“Injustice! Injustice!” rang in his heart, amnd vace or
twice he caught hiself uttering the word aloud.

So it is with persons older and wiser than Jerry Oswahd
when they find themselves prevented from getting or taking
something they want very badly.

Waulking hurricdly, almost blindly along the pavement,
he suddenly collided with an individual moving in the same
direction as himseif. The shock was of some violenee, and
the person involved was all but thirown off his balance.

“ Steady on there! You elumsy fool I he shouted angrily,
recovering hiniself.  “ Can't you sce where you are going.
Blind young fool!”

The vepetition of the epithet cansed Jerry to halt; he
turned  to mect the angry conntenanee of Mr. Charles
Marchant. But though the latter recognised him, Jeery did
not for the meoment. know hin.

* What d'you mean walking along——  Oh, it's you, is it,”
cried the clerk.  © Cluinsy fool ™ he said again.

*What's thar ¥

S Clumsy fool T called you, and so yeu are, banging into
anyone like that. 'l osay it ggain!”

* Better not 1M

Tre Macxer Linnany.—No, 143,

“THE HAUNTED ISLAND.”

fro:n doing this which you
Ig there

NEXT
TUESDAY:

ONRE
PENNY.

The “Magner”

NEXT
TUESDAY, LIBRARY.

“Oh, why not, Qswald? Who're you, pray? Clumsy [uol ™

“T told you not to say that again,” Jerry said thickly,

“Well, 1 shall, You deserve 1o be kicked, walking along
the voad like that,” and Mirchant, whom the accident had
filled with a wrath cqual to Jerry's own dull ml;i:-r, raised
Lis light canc and struck Jerey sharply across the leg.

The next mowent the cane was wrenched from his grasp,
twisted, andd broken, and flung into the roadway. Marchant
in his anger struck savagely at Jorry, and, scized by tho
shoulder, lie was the next instant, flung forcibly against a
lamp-post. .

Heedless of what the hurt one might next do Juerry- stvode
on. The incident—in the wrong though he was—hud done
hin good; it had stivred the dull and muddy depths of hia
thoughts on the injustice he had suffered. Suddenly ho
stopped and went back again, He had done wrong, and ho
meant to find the depper- vk and apologise for his own
rudeness ond violence. But Marchant lad retired, and &
fecling of shaune scized Jerry. )

Walking slowly homeward Tie began fo vealise the selfishness
of his anger and regret. e had been thinking too much for
bimsclf, and of himself. Whet of Peggy and the little ones?
J1ad not his mates shown him a good example of self sacrifice
and unselfishness?  And how lLidtle he had profited by it. 1t
was in a chastened mood he veached home; and so quict was
he that Peggy noticed the fnet and inguired of him if
anything were the matter. But he assured her that he was
quite well, nor did he say anything of the offer that had been
made to him that afternoon by Mr. Warren, Not until long
afterwardy was it thut Peggy learned of it, and then not
through her brother.  But more than once in after years—
for the girl never said anything to him to let him know that
she was aware of the temptation that he had been through—
Jerry was puzzled hy some remark or demonstration of hia
sister, somcthing that seemed to show that the opinion sha
held of him was a curiously high one, and he wondered
exceedingly. i

But Jerry’s slight altercation with Charles Marchant did
not end with the apology which he tendered to that insulted
young gentleman !]hu next, morning, and was reccived in w
fashion that made the lad feel half sorry that he had mado
the overture, and required a stern restraint to be laid on his
temnper and his tongue.

“II'm! Glad to sce that the common herd do sometimes
realise when they have acted badly,” was Mr. Marchant’s
comment. I aceept your apology, Oswald, but I shall not
forget the outrageousness of your eonduct.” A reply that
sent Jerry Oswald away filled with a burning desire (o pull
Mr. Murchant's nose, or aotherwise let him sce in what con-
terapt his inferior (1) held him,

It was about a fortnight afterwards that Jerry aguin raw
Marchant, and, somewhat to his surprise, in the strect in
which the Oswalds lived. The clevk affected not to licar
Joerry's “ Good-night” as he passed, in fact, he mnost ostenta-
tionsly ignored him, and Jerry passcd on with burning checka
and hot thoaght<, s old feeling towards the ill-manunered
young man was considerably sirengthened.

So much did he take it to heart—thougrh really Marchant
was not worth it —that when his sister, who had been on some
housewifely errand, returned, he felt compelled to unburden
his il He did ol notice, so full was he of the matter,
thet Pegey hersell seomied a teifle upset and annoyed.  If he
noticed the unusual fluch on Lier cheeks at ally he aseribed it to
hurrying o her part,

Scveral tiea aflter this he eame upon Marchant, u]“‘ﬂ.}'l
most. sproecly dressed, and always in the same place; but
when they passed one another Jerry gave the clirk no oppox-
tuaity for indalging in Lis petty snubs.  But he did wonder
what had suddenly brought Marchant into his neighbourhood,
and in his youthful self-conscicusuess presumed that the latter
“had his knife in him ™" and was sceking for some oppor-
tunity of dumaging Jerry in the eyes of their employer.

Ove evening, however, his cyes were opened. Quite by
chaner he ld learned during the day that Marchant was
domiciled in o rather superior street to his own in the same
neighbourhood ; he saw the clerk as & matter of fact as ho
went hone, ard Marchant, whose oftice hours terminated an
hour before Jerry left the works, was idling along the strect
pulling a cigarctic.

Peggy went out later in the ¢vening to purchase some
houschokl necessitios, und when she returned Jerry, who was
laying the talle-cloth for supper, noticed her face was very
ved indeed; her usnally peaceful grey eyes were bright and
unyry, and the simple, tasteful Jace gcarf she wore round her
throat was very much disurranged.

She seemed extraordinarily ngitated; there were tears in
Lier eyes, altogether so different was she from her usual self
that Jerry, witih brotherly concern, asked her what had
happened.

37

Another School Tale of the Junlors ;
BY FRANK RICHARDS, CFoyiriave.




% YHE BEST 3™ LIBRARY 2@~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY, “§io

“I'vo been insulted ! the girl cried passionately.

“Insulted! Iow? Who by ¥’ demanded Jerry quickly,
though with a good deal of surprise. He spoke angrily too;
for, as his sister’s protector, such a matter affected him
greatly.

“That man!” Peggy replied. “ Man'!

“Who is it?"”

“ How should I know his name? But this isn’t the first
or the sccond or the third time, and I will not endure it sny
longer !

“ When and where, sis, was it?” the lad asked cag-rly.

is was a matter for him to take up. No onc was going to
offer insult to his sister if he could prevent it; and he could.
_“In the strcet here. No, no,” she eried, as Jerry made for
tho door. *“It’s no usc you going down. He isn’t there now.
Perhaps he won't attempt it again. Stay here Jerry.”

And Jerry stayed, and contrived to extract from her how,
during tho past week or two, she had been greatly annoyed
by the undcsirable attention of a young fellow™ who, no
matter what time in the cvening she went out, was always
w_mt:mi somowhero in or near their street. He had addressed
himself to her; offered to carry her parecls, to accompany
hor, and had begged of her to go for a walk with him. He
hg.f.f been proof against snubbings—her obvious distaste of
him—refused to discontinuc his unwelcome courtcsics, and
Iaug‘hcd at her attemptas to intimidate him.

His blood almost boeiling, Jerry listened, outwardly ealm,
and when he asked for a description of the cad, he received
such information as caused a suspicion that was almost a
certainty to form in his mind. ~ He said little, however,
beyond cndeavouring to comfort and reassure Peggy, but he
registecred with himself a vow that the insulter—who had
gone so far as to attempt to snatch a kiss that evening—
should speedily be brought to book.

The next evening, persuading Peggy to wait until the two
youngcr children were asleep, he saw her leave the house ;
and, after waiting a minute or two, went after her. It was
8 quiet street, not very well lighted, and very little travelled.
From behind he saw a masculine figure come from under a
lamp-post as Peggy neared it, advance towards the girl, stop
her, and then, as some pedestrians came towards them from
the other end, draw back again.

Peggy continued on her way, and he who had accosted
her‘rutqrned to the lamp-post. Two or three persons were
coming into the strect, and the blackguard did not desire to
attract their notice.

When his sister had disappeared, Jerry strolled towards
the lamp-post. He was fecling hot insido and cold out, and
his hands within his trousers pockets were twitching. Slowly
he nearcd the waiting figure on the kerbstone, came parallel
with it, stopped, laid one hand on his shoulder, and as the
man turned round came face to face with Mr. Charles
Marchant.

#1 thought 501" the lad exclaimed between gritted tecth.

Oswald " eriod Marchant in astonishment.

“Yes, Oswald. Now, you blackguard, you cowardly cad,
I want to talk to you.” )

:: But I don’t want to talk to you,” Marchant retorted.

Then you’ll have to put up with me.” And Jerry
laughed harshly. ' You'rc not going away until I've—er—
talkc.t’l to you. You spoke to a young lady who passed just

w

“:Go to Jericho! Who the dickens do you think you're
talking to, I'd like to know, Oswald? Humph! Finc thing
this! Bo off and mind your own business.”

Marchant spoke in an aggressive voice; he was trving to
tako the high hand. But it didn’t work with Jerry. ying

! cen carrying th’m on a long time,” the lad pur-

Boy rather!”

“You'vo !
sued. ¢ Last night you—'

* What the dickens are you getting at?” interrnpted Mar-
chant furiously.  ‘*Just you leave my affuirs alone, and
mt‘l‘tc}tygur Owlil) l:qmma's;z;.’lﬂ'L y

is usiness. Anyway, I'm going to prevent it.
E‘",Youl "{{r‘m’ this beats—— Hero,ggetgout cl:f it! Be
off I”
“Tt's my business, inasmuch as that young lady is m
sister, and I'm not going to have——""  ° g ey ¥

Jerry, in a sudden uprising of uncontrollable anger, broke
off; he could restrain himself no longer. Grabbing Mar-
chant by the arm, he got a good hold of his neck with the
other hand, ruining an cxccedingly high eollar, and dis-
arranging a most gorgeous necktic, and proved that his
abstention of Iate from tho wrestling-mat hadn’t impaired
his ability to make a most satisfactory cross-buttock.

Marchant came heavily to the iround, and he yelled
lustily, for he found the pavement hard to fall upon. He
yelled still louder a second after, for wrenching from his
fingers the cane he held, Jerry laid it on his baek and
shoulders with the force and industry of an encrgetic and
robust woman beating carpets.

Jerry kept on until the yells died away to a serics of
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whimpering moans. While the thrashing was in progress
Peggy passed. 8he saw the commotion, went into the road-
way to avoid it, and hurried by; but she had a plain view
of her brother’s face, and was at no trouble to guess who ib
was lay on the ground.

Five minutes afterwards, Jerry Oswald was back in the
kitchen of his home, where Peggy was preparing supper.
Brother and sister looked at each other, but suid nothing,
nor did they cver refer afterwards to the incident of that
night. But no more was Peggv ever troubled by the insult-
ing impertinences of her caddish admirer; and when Jerry
returned from work on future evenings, he saw no morc of
Mzr. Charles Marchant. Morcover, during the rest of Jerry's
stay at the timber-yard, the well-troanced roung clerk never
spoke another word to him; he avoided him, and if Jerry
or any other workman were summonsad, it was some other
clerk who carried the message.

R

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Leaving Home.

T last the day came which brought the letter from
James Oswald, telling his children that they were to
join him in his home in the new world. he letter

. was bricf, and contained a money-order for sixty

pounds, this for the payment of the family’s passage over
to British Columbia. Their father wonld try to mect them
at Winnipeg; further east he could not go, tor he eculd not
spare the time, but he trusted that Peggy and Jerry between
thm would manage all right. He named the steamer by
which they were to travel, gave them the date of its sailing,
and the name and .whcreaﬁouls of the emigrant official at
Halifax, Nova Scotia, to whon to apply for dircetions for
their further procedure.

With the letter was a note enclosed for Jerry, and it was
with great pride the lad read what his father had writien.

* Pear Jerry (ran the note),—From what your sister has
told me in her letters, I gather you have already proved
roursclf so much of & man that I have no hesitation in
eaving vour sisters in your carc during the journey out here
to meet me. I am sorry I cannot come over myself to fetch
you. I am sorry for a good many things, but I gucss I'll
be better able to talk to you and Peggy when I see you than
I can in a lctter, 50 we’d better let 1t wait until then.

* As for the trip, I've told you all I can. The rest T feel
confident I can leave to your own good scnse and intelli-
gence.  Don't hesitate about accepting the adviee of Mr.
Gilbert, the emigration agent, to the letter. Do just as he
tells you. Don’t make too many or close acquaintances on
the journey, for there are plenty of sharks hervabouts who'd
be only too willing to relieve you of your mones.

“I don't know what you've learnt while I'm awav—if
you've got any trade in your hands, but I guess a lad like
Tou wilF be able to strike some good paid jobh before you're
over here long. It's a grand country for anvonce who can
and will worlk, and you may be sure I'll do my best, if only
to make up for these last months, and the harin I've done
you and the others.

“ Giood-bye for a while. Youvr FaTnen.”

Of course, the letter was discussed over breakfast. The
two youngsters very quickly became almost frantic at the
news of going to a strangc country, of sailing on a big
steamer, at the prospect of a seven or eight days’ railway
journey, and, above all, with the meeting with their fathoer
at the end of it.

Peggy didn't show such cextravagant jov: she was not
particularly demonstrative, and the idea of leaving her own
country saddened her somewhat. Womanlike, she had tha
natural shrinking from, the natural apprehension of, some-
thing so tremendous as this transportation to another
country, the beginning of an eutirely new life, the losing of
all her present associations, and making acquaintance with
fresh ones.

As for Jerry, he could have jumped and yelled for jov,
have stood on his head, or done something otherwize extra-
vagant in his delight: but a newly-born sense of importance
held him quiet, and bade him keep up his digeity as the
man in charge.

“You'll tell Mr. Warren, of course, Jerry #™" asked Pegey,
as hor brother hurriedly despatched the remainder of his
breakfast and prepared to leave.

“Of course I will, old girl; I'll ~how him the letter this
morning.""

“He'll let vou go, though I dare say he'll be sorry.”

“1°11 bet die will,” Jerey said decidedly.  “Tle didn’t
think, though, when, five months ago, he offered me
that—"" Jerry caught his sister’s eyes fixed guestioningly
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upon him, and he saddenly pulled up, and hurriedly got on
to another tack—*‘ that I’(f be leaving him so soon.”

“1 expeet he will be sorry,” Peggy said thoughtfully.
“Ie seems to think very well of you, Jerry, and he has been
good to ua.”’
“He las!"” was the cmphatic agreement. “ Hels a jolly
good sort is George Warren. And all because I was <o quick
to learn wien he came down to the gymnasium to tcach the
fellows wrestling.”

" And you'll be sorry, too, won't you, old boy

“T will. But I'll be jolly glad also.”

Peggy sighed softly, staed rather vacantly at the narrow
thougﬁ clean and bright curtained little window for a few
seconds, ihen jumped hurriedly to her feet, and told her
brother he'd have to be off. He mustn’t be late that morn-
ing, even though he was in a position to give his master
notice of his intention to leave his employ.

During the afternoon Jerry applied at the officss to sce
the junior partner, and a little li‘aofor,e four o’clock he was
sent word that Mr, George was disengaged, and would be
glad to see him

“Well, Jerry, what is it? Sit down and tell me,” was
the kindly greeting he had; and Jerry sat down,

Now that the timc had come, Jerry was decidedly con-
scious of some little diffidence, hesitation, even rezret that
he was going to leave his employer, who had proved himsclf
a true friend in need.

* I—I—I want, sir—I was zoing to tell you—
or other the words wouldn’t come.

Mr. Warren came to his assistance with a joke.

“IWhat? That your sister is going to be marricd, and that
if I've another berth in Canada to offer you you’'ll be glad
to take it ¥

“Nb, sir.” Mention of the word Canada seemed to give
the lad a lead. ' Not that; but that my father’s written 'to
tell us to go out there to him, and we're to start in a fort-
night's tirae,”

Ok 1

There was silence for a few seconds. Mr. Warren sat
looking at the papers on his desk, and Jerry was beginning
to feel somehow that he was hurt, when the junior partner
suddenly looked up.

“Here’s the letter, sir”” And Jerry held out his hand.

“Thank you. Well, Jerry, let me tell you that I'm glad
to hear_of such good news for you, for otycourse it is good
news. It would be a funny thing, a most unnatural thing,
too, if you weren’t glad at the prospect of sceing your father
agaim, and after such a long time. I'm pleased to hear that
he is doing so well. It'll be zll right your leaving here. I
can’t detain you; I wouldn’t if I could, for it is to your own
benefit. But 1 won’t stop now. I'll come round and give
you a call, perhaps to-night, and then we can talk it over.
Let me congratulate yoa, my boy.”

George Warren did call that cvening, and so carly that
when Jerry got home he found the junior partner already
there, sitting in the kitchen in conversation with Peggy.
That his sister seemed a trifle flusbed and excited Jerry did
not observe.

I have been hearing of your good news, Jerry, from your
sister,” Warren said, as he rose. “ She’s been telling me of
the arrangements your father has made for you. Feel a bit
inporiant, don’t you, having to take care of her, not to
speak of the younl%sters, for, here, a journey of nearly six
thousand miles? Feel eaual to it?"’

“Yes, sir; I reckon I'll pull through all right.” And tho
boy looked at his sister,

So did Mr. Warren, and Peggy smiled ; and George Warren
smiled too. Except in a purcly physical sense, he probably
thought Miss Margaret Oswald to be a young lady who could
take care of herself pretiy well. She had proved herself
equal to it since the defection of their father—and more
be,s&'des. Still, he sighed somewhat even as he smiled.

Mr. Warren stayed to have someo supper, and when he
left it was with the understanding that t}:e Oswalds, all four
of them, should come up to his fathcr’s house to tea on the
Sunday following.

“You'd better knock off work on the Saturday before,
Jerry,” he said. *“Oh, don’t worry about the notice! It’s
a biggish thing you’re undertaking. There’s a lot to do,
and you'll want some time to do it in before starting.”

The visit proved a decidedly successful event. Peggy and
her brother were well received by Mr. Warren and his
father, and the lady who acted as housckeeper made things
very pleasant indeed for the two little girls.

T have to thank you very much, Mr. Warren,” Jerry
said soberly when the party left; and he added naively:
“I'm glad I wanted to learn wrestling.”

*“And so am L” his earlier tutor answered, with sincere
emphasiz. ** You may find it useful to you.”

have, sir,” replied Jerry, thinking of Mr. Charles
Marchant.

“Yos, ves, of course !”” laughed Mr. Warren. “ 8o have I.
I was forgetting it was when you challenged that professional
the night at the music-hall that I came upon you, after
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having lost sight of you for so long. Yes, it was decidedly
useful and lucky that vou had a taste for the game.”

Peggy was very quiet on the homeward journcy, but Jerr
was so full of talk himself, the decidedly slizht share his
clcder sister took in the conversation didn’t worry him at all.

The next week was a busy one; the youngsters' impatience
grew into a perfect fever, and Peggy and her brother had
their hands full in making arrengoments for their leaving.

The less they had to take with them the better; furniture
and such cannot be transported six thousand miles, and though
their father had said nothing about it, they decided to sell
all the belongings they had except their clothes, and a few
small articles they desired to keep 2s mementoes. Foertunately,
this }:rnscnl.ed no difficulty, the Jandlady being quite willing to
purchase everything as it stocd, as she had the idea of
letting their vacoted rooms furnished.

The tickets were purchased, and on the Friday morning
Jerry convoyed his charges to Fusten Station.  lle ?\ml charge
of the money left of the sixty pounds their father had sent
over, while in Peggy’'s possession was that which she had
contrived to save—rather more than the total of the sums
James Oswald had from time to time remitted.

On the platform they were surprised to find Mr. George
Warren, He had come, he said, to see the last of them,
and impressing on Jerry his desive for a letier now and again
to hear how all would be getting on, he made the lad a small
present, a souvenir of their acquaintance, in the form of a
silver English lever hunter watch. The lad took it with
expressions of gratitude, heartfelt, though few.

He was feeling all at once that Providence was being very
good to him. There were also a couple of small presents for
the little girls, but though there was nothing in evidence for
Peggy, that young lady did not look as if she were feeling
very hurt by the omission. Not that she showed such excited
delight as the little ones, or the important, self-conscious joy
of her brother; indeed, she secemed for a while a trifle un-
happy. When the train steamed out of the station on its
way she was actually in tears.

“ Sorry, Pegay?' asked her brother.

“Yes, I am!”

“T’'m not; though it does hurt a bit parting frem a chap
rou know and like as much as Mr. Warren. I say, Peggy,
1e’s a ripping gocd sort, he is: a really fine fellow, I like
him. Though not because of the watch,” he added hastily,
as if fearful of being misundcistood. **It's a beauty, thougi:.
But we may sce him again. What d'you think he told me,
Peggy, just before we came awayi"”

Miss Oswald shook her head.

*Lan't guess, Jerry.”

“Why, that he might see us next spring. He has to go
over to Canada on business occasionally, so he said—though
he hasn’t been this year, I know; and, perhaps, if he has
time, li¢’ll come and give us a look up. I'm to let him know
where our home is to be.”

* Yes,”' Peggy said fainily, not apimnringegrcatly interested
in the news, a fact which her brother noticed.

“Well, wouldn't you want to see him?' he demanded,
somewhat indignantly. * I'm jolly well sure I will. I tell
you he's a realfy splendid chap |”

“ Think so?”

“Yesg, I do,” was the emphatic answer.

“ Well, as he's said he’ll come, I expeet he will,” Peggy
replied; and there was a queer glance in her moist, pretty
eyes, **I should think he’s a man who sticks to his word;
and, of course, I'll be glad to see him.”

Jérry, engaged in looking at something beyond the window
that had caught his attention, heard the words, but he under-
gtood no special significance in them, nor did he see Peggy's
face. It wouldn't have mattered if he had.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Off to Canada.

ERRY rcalised that there’s work to do in convoying
three members of the feminine sex, and more than once
before all were zafely settled in the steerage of the
steamer, his forchead grew moist with porspiration,

and ‘his mind worried. ‘There were plenty of other
passengers in the steerage; all were as forceful and in-
sistent as himself, and some a good deal bigger; all wanted
attending to first; and all worked on *‘ the devil-take-the-
hindmost ** principle. Two incipient fights were only just
nipped in the bud by Peggy’s intervention, and Jerry ulti-
mately got ou board, and found quarters for his charges, very
much out of temper, and feclihg that of all the places in the
world he'd least like to be, the steerage of an Ameorican liner
was the very onc.

Of course, if he’d been by himself, he’d have been all riég;it,
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80 he told himacll—to take caro of a ]Jig gir]l and two littlo
ones was a very differant sort of proposition.  But lis {it of ill-
temper vanished once things had shakon down pretty well;
he found his companions were not nearly so butll as he had
thought, and he was surprised later by the finding out of
what a number of things his sister had contrived to do.

While he was worrying aboul the safe stowaze of such Inz-
gage as they had, and mauking himself more than a bit of a
nuisance to various officials, Peggy found out where they
were to be berthed, made friends with one of the stewardesses,
and put tho lictle sisters comfortably away in a corner where
they'd be no trouble to themseives or anybody clse, and got
for them somecthing to cat and a drink of milk.

When Jerry did find her. his mouth full of complaints, she
eommended him for what hie had done, soothed hini, told
him that he had managed things splendidly, that everything
was very nice and comfortable, and asked him to get her a
oup of tea.

€thn supper-time came Jerry shock himself, found that,
after all, things had gone very well, felt quite satisfied with
what he had done, and ate an exceedingly good meal.

That trip across the Atlantic was, to Jerry, after the
&irst twelve hours, the beginning of the entry into a new life—
of the life of which he had dreamed. Of the first twelve

ours the less said the hotter, for Jerry was violently sick.
He did not carc to say anything Ilimseff abiout it, cither at
the time or afterwards. He found, during tlose twelve hor-
rible hours, that life could bo more wretched than ever he
had suspected. Even in the wretched davs when he could

et no work to do he had never believed life was less worth
uving than during that period of sea-sickness. It was the
first time that cver he had been at sea, and his stomach paid
the price of the new expericnce.

But by dinner-time the next day, for the steamor left port
about seven in the cvening, Jerry was quite a dilterent being ;
the scasickness had left him, and with it his miserable outlook
on existence. His stoinach, having recovered, clamoured for
something wherowith to satisfy its emptiness, and his inquiries
es to when the next meal would bo served were so frequent
that the steward at last lost his temper.

Jerry went to find the others. He admitted it, and to his
shame and remorse, that ha had forgotten about cverything
but himsclf and sufferings during his period of illness. Ile had
1ain in his berth, groaning and heaving, and sisters and father
had been as nothing compared with the violent sense of nausea
that filled himn.

Two turns along the dech sufficed for the finding of his
misters. Ho had not scen them since the previous evening
when supper had been parvaken of, and in the steamer the
womenfolk were kerthed apart from the men.

Playing or the deck, he found tho two little ones, ‘with
Peggy near at hand, sitting in a chair, and taking care of one
of two small babies a fellow-cmigrant was burdened with.

‘ What ever's the matter, Jerry?” the girl asked as he camo
into view.

It was no wonder she asked, for the lad was of a villainously-
livid colour, and his eycs were bloodshot. Though he was
feeling perfectly sound egain, the traces of his sickness had
not yet vanished.

¢ Nothing.”

* But you— Oh, what?”

“ Been sick," Jerry answered shortly, * haven't you?’

¥ No; we've been gotting on famously,” Peggy answered
brightly. * None of us have been ill.”

““ Well, I was bad for a bit: right as a trivet now, and facl-
ing I could eat a horse. It didn’t last long, thack goodness,
but it was bad while it did last.”

Jerry sat himself down on the deck and commenced to join
in the play of the little ones, but suddenly he turned on Peggy
with the remark:

“1 say, sist”

“ Well, Jerry?”

“Why did you say you expect Georgc Warren will come
over to Canada next spring?’’

Peggy flushed, and bent down over the infunt she was
nursing.

* Why, you said he told you so yourself,” she replied.

8o he did; but I've been thinking, why should he come?
He's never been to Canada beforc?”

“ On business, I suppose.”

“ Yes, but he's never done it Lefore,”

“Well, it's not out of the way if he skould, is it?
shouldn't he go if he wants to, or has to?"

*“No reason at all; but if he's in Ontario and wo're in
British Columbia or Vancouver Island, it'll be a good long
stretch for him to come just to sce us. Oh-h-h!”

Jerry suddenly broke into a long-drawn-out coxclamation
which became a whistle; he was looking steadily at his sister,
and Pegs;y was blushing.

* Oh1” the lad said again, and the wonder in lis eyes gavo
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place to a twinkle of amusement, ** That’s it, is it?" he mut-
tered, and he looked seawards.

‘‘ Well,) I'm blessed!"”” was his next remark.

Suddenly getting up, he walked alongside Pexgy's chair.

““So that's it, Peggy, ia it?”" he exclaimed.

“That is what, Jerry?’

“ That's why you said you were sorry you were going to
leave England. “That's why you cried when we were in the
train. That's why he was at our house the night I came home
to tell you I'd told him of my leaving!” He spoke in quite
a low voice, smilingly, but I’eggy’s pretty face was blushing
crimson. ** That's why you're sure he wili come to see us
next vear.”

But Peggy said nothing. Then his eyes fell upon her left
hand, resting upon the infant’s shoulder,

* But where's the ring, Peggy?”’

* There isn't a ring, Jerry,” the girl said very soberly. “I
told him I couldn't Elz::ave it until I was sure—in six montiy’
time, perhaps—until after he'd seen my fatlier; I couldn’t let
him give it until I had spoken to our father. Do you see?”

* Well,” Jerry replied, * this is an eyc-opener; and [ never
guessed it.  Well, I'm blessed ! But I say, I am glad, and he's
a jolly lucky fellow. No wonder he told me I'd got to take
jolly good care of you, and see that nothing happened. Now
I know. Well, I wish you luck, old girl, for he's a real zood
sort. Did you—"

“ What?’

** Tell him about that chap Marchant, T was going to say "

* Yes, and he thought you'd done splendidly ; done so well
ke thought there was no need for him to take any notice."’

Y Well, well, well ' But Jerry’s astonishment at so start-
ling a discovery as that he had made didn't prevent him from
eating a good dinner when the time came.

Uneventful journoys are best, and the trip across from Liver-
pool to Halifax was made without any incident of note arising.
At Halifax Jerry found the emigration agent whom his futher
had mentioned, and ho advised the waiting of tho Oswalds
;mn]l the day after landing before taking the train for Mon-

real.

This meant the delay of a day as an emigrant train was
due to go out four hours after the arrival of the stcamer, and
delay Jarriy; did not wish.

* We'd better go on to-day, sis,” lie said, as he entered the
long waiting-room wherein the majority of the women and
children were scated.

“ But father said wo werc to do as Mr. Gilbert directed,”
objected Peggy.

**¥Yes, but I'll bet ke didn’t know that he'd tell us to wait.
What's the advantage?”’

* Well, you heard what Mr. Gilbert said, Jerry, that soma
of the emigrants are rather a rough lot, and T think on accoun;
of the little ones herc we’d better wait if we’'re to get greatee
comfort of travelling. Still, if you—""

* Oh, I think we’d better go on; I'm here with you all, an |
I don't see how any harm’ll come to us.’

“* All right, then.”

. Jerry went out of the house; and outside the door was
joined by a thin-faced, light-haired, grey-eyed young man,
who had evidently been waiting for him.

 Well,” he said, ** yer coming?”’

“ Well, my sister doesn’t want to,” began Jerry ; * but—""
. ““ Oh, rats.on that!” was the rude interruption.  * What
in thunder doos a man want to be talked to by a bit of a
woman? If you've got any horse sense——"

* Ilere, pull up!” Jerry exclaimed. *‘ I'm not going to
have my sister spoken of like that, Merriman !”

“ Well, well!” the man called Merriman altered his note.
“ T didn’t mean to say anything against her, sure: but women
do git fancies, and a man oughtn't to pgive way to ‘em.
What's the matter with this train, anyway?"”

“ Well, Mr. Gilbert says—-"

** Oh, shucks on him I” Merriman =aid impatiently. “ Why
do yer listen to his chin music? Don't yer sce his little
game? Ob, he’s spry, he is]  Wants all of you to stay ovor.
night, so’s he can board and lodge yer. Got a place here,
and take yer in at a dollar apicce. That’s twenty in hig
pocket. Oh, yes, sirce, Tony Gilbert’s no fool; and that’s
what he’s on to! Wonder a cute young chap like you don't
see through his little game.”

Jerry stood irresoluie. He and this fellow Merriman had
chummed up while on the steamer, Merriman making him-
self extremely agreeable to the young Knglishman, who, o
ho ascertained, had something like thirty pounds in ready
money in his possession.

Now, Merriman was a chevalier d'industrie—which is a
classical name for one who lives by his wits—was, not to
put too fine a point on it, a thief, and he contrived to make
a fairly lucrative living out of persons travelling across the
Herring Pond. Where he did not dircetly steal he swindled,
and more than one emigrant had found himself landed on
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Canadian soil with empty pockets, thanks to Mr. Hiram G.
Merriman, American citizen.

Gifted with a pleasing manner, and able o make himself
extremely agrecable, Mr. Merriman counted as victims
somne scores vearly, and it is small wonder that Jerry was
iimposed upon. . )

The lad's anxicty 1o travel by the cmigraut train was
due to Myr. Merriman’s prompting.  The croek, having
failed to ' persuade' Jerry out of his money during the
voyage, llill} decided to possess himself of it during the
long railway journey betwecen Halifax and Qucbec or
Montreal. Hlence his annoyance when Jerry scemed to be
in favour of abiding by his sister’s advice. B .

“Wal, my huck, are yor going to let his Nibs relieva
you of yer dollars just beeause you can’t make up yer mind
fo say ‘no’ to a femalet” asked Merriman's dranling,
sneering voice. .

“Yes, I am,” Jerry said, with sudden decision.

Why, in that Lrief moment, he so decided lie could not
eay. )

*Wal, moro fool you!” snarled Mr. Merriman. o “ Say,
kid, how d’yer know yer've got yer nmoncy, anyway I
Tz MagNET LiprarY.—No. 148,
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, Jerry seized Marchant by the shoulder, and flung him fo:

cibly against the lamp-post, (See page 87.)

“Of course I have!” Jerry answered, considerably sar-
prised by the question. * It’s here!"

He placed his right hand on his jacket-pocket, and the
next second he felt himself tripped and felled to the earth.

Merriman, finding his villainous project likely to fail,
meant—1he space in front of the building was empty—to
resort to force.

Even as the lad fell Merriman was upon him; his hand
went into Jerry’s pocket, the wallet in which was the lad’s
money was abstracted, aud, as fast as he could lay foot
to ground, he ran ofl in the direction of the railway
~station.

But for onece fortune was against the American swindler.
Jerry was very quickly upon his feet; he could run like a
greyhound, and Merriman’s thirty yards' load was reduced
to ten ere a further hundred and twenty were coverod. The
lad was at his heels when the buildings of the station were
in sight, and Merriman, conscious that the game was up,
had to resort {o a most desperate means. Ile spurted,
gained a few yards, took out the stolen wallet, and hurled
it buckwards across his shoulder in his pursuor’s face.

t School Tale of the Juniors of Greyfriars.
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Involuntarily, Jerry pulled up; the wallet was of more
corcern to him than_catching Merriman. He stopped, re-
ggmed his property, and before he was read¥ to continue

is pursuit the Yankee had gained the fenced way along-
side the goods’ yard.. Vaulting it, the rascal disappeared
‘between t e-wa‘ggons drawn up on the sidings. ) .

. Very thoughtfully Jerry made his way back to the build-
mi,w re were his sisters,

eggy was standing at the doog, -and as her brother
approached she called out:

“ We're ready, Jerry.”

But Jerry shook his head. .

““ We’'ll wait until to-morrow, sis, after all,” he said.

They left by the morrow’s train, and on the ?latform_they
heard the railway officials discussing mews of an accident
on the line, that had just come in by telegraph. Théir train
started, but, eight hours out, they were hung up and side-
tracked. There had been an accident—a severe one—to the
emigrant train that had gone off the previous day.

At their stopping-place seven or eight hours were spent—
the line was still blocked, and they could not go on. .

While waiting, Jerry got some news from one of the
railway men. Twelve unhappy passengers had been killed
outright, and it was feared nearly 2 hundred were injured.
Of the names of the former some were known, and in the
list Jerry réad that of Hiram G. Merriman.

—— —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Set-Back.

IVE or six hours’ railway travelling is sufficient to more
than satisfy most persons, and when that time comes
to be multiplied by ten-a train becomes somewhat of
a wearisome place to_be in. At firat the novelty was

decidedly attractive, and the long, compartmentless cars—
like mammoth tramcars, except that the seats were cross-
ways, with an aisle down the centre—did permit of more
extensive freedom of movement than the English failway-
carriages, which was greatly to the taste of the little
children, but after half a-day the monotony of continuous
travelling began to pall. . .

Consequently, it was with a feeling of great relief the
Oswalds found themselves running into the station at
Montreal. Here they would have to wait two or three hours
before boarding the train-which was to take them on the
still longer journey.right across the Dominion. But they
did not leave the station, much as Jerry desired to see all
there was to be seen. .

By midday they were again on,board and sli)eedmg west-
ward through country that, as many of the folks near to
them declared, was * quite like England.”

Fourteen hundred miles they had .to run before reachin
Winnipeg, and they had plent.i: of time wherein to say all
that they found need to say. The youngsters got tired and
fretful, but their elder sister kept thom in hand. Apparently
proof against the weariness and monotony of travel, she kept
the little onés amused with tales and games, the while
Jerry stared out of the window with untiring eves or chatted
with fellow-travellers.

‘‘Quite a lot of people,”” Le observed to a inan, against
whom he had sat down.

He was a man of middle-age, quiet-eyed and grey-bearded,
with & tanned and weatherbeaten face, quiet of demeanour
and silent, and he looked at his companion gravely.

“Fair,”” he answered. ‘‘But we're too late for a big

load.”
“Too late?” ]
“Yes; ye oughter see "em just before harvest-time out

west; trains can't run fast enough, or take enough at a
time.”

“You know the line, pir?"

““Oughter; have been over it before.
Old Country "’

.. Yes~London. Father is going to meet us at Winnipeg
if he can find the time. He's in Dritish Columbia.”

“ Ah, fine country! Farmin'?”

‘“No; with the railway—the Canadiun Pacific.”

“Ah! ghter see the line about July or August:
everybody’s goin’ west to help in harvestin'. %rom all along
the line we picks 'em up—all classes an' sll ages an’ sizes.
Hard work, harvestin’; but the pay's good. You goin' on
th’ railway 7"’

““Don’t know yet."” ‘

And then the elderly man fell to talking, and Jerry heard
such tales as made his eyes to flash and sparkle—tales of
solitary rides over the lonely prairie, of rounds up at the
big cattle ranches of Alberta, of months of hard work in
clearing and breaking new land in Manitoba and Saskatche-
wan, of fights with the winter cold and swow, with wolves,
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with bad men and desperate characters in the lonely parts
of the oguntri. and tussles with the rough hands engaged
in c¢learing the ground and laying the metals for new
branches of the great railway system. “So interesting was
the old settler’s conversation Jerry forgot all about the
passing of time.

Even journeys of a thousand miles and more come to an
end; and at last the train ran into the station at Winnipeg..

Almost before it came to a standstill Jerry had dropped
off the latfo:_'m at the end of the car and ran his eyes
up and dowa in search .of his father. But he failed to see
him, and in a moment was back at the train again, to catch
the youngsters in his arms and assist Peggy to alight.

Puttivg’ them all in a place where they would not be
knocked down, Jerry busied himself about getéing the
luggage he owned sorted out from the pile which the brake-
men tumbled out of the goods' cars. Having recovered it
he went off to Peggy.

““8een him " he shouted.

But Peggy shook her head. 4

“I kaven'f seen father I” ghrilled Helen excitedly, running
up to her brother. * Where’s daddy? Where's daddy

‘“We'll have a look for him in a bit,” the lad said cheer-
fully. “T expect he can’t find us because wo've all altered
go. It’s a long time since he saw us, I'll have a look,
Stop with Peggy.”

In haste Jerry went up and down the long platform; bub
there was no sign of him, and slowly, keen disappointment
in his heart, he went back to the waiting, expectant group.

. Don't see him, sis.”

‘The faces of tho two little girls fell; they looked as if
they . were about to cry;

**Go and make sure, Jerry,” Peggy said, and she turned
to her sisters.

Jerry did go. He inquired of everybody likely to give
him information, he went outside the station, he asked if
there wera an east-bound train overdue, and was told that
the last had passed five hours before, quite up to time, and
the next would come in late that night.

“Is i% likely my father’s addressed any letter or wire or
message -to ma. here?"” asked Jerry desperately. My
name’s Oswald.”

But the clerk to whom he was turned over informed him
that no such message was waiting; and Jerry had to carry
the disappointing news to his sisters.

*We'll have to wait until this time to-morrow before we
can go on,” he announced; ‘““so I'll see about finding some
place where we can spend the night.”

** But where’s daddy " cried Helen pitifully.

The children had been building on this meeting for daya
past; now that it had failed them they seemed desolate.
Both were in tears. ;

‘*“ What can'we do, Jerry ?*

. ‘* Must stay here, sis. There's an east-bound train coming
in to-night; I'll come down and meet it; father may have
been delayed. 1If he don’t we'll go on to-morrow; but
perhaps we'll get a message before that.”

“ But can’t you send him a wire?”

“ By Jove, I'd forgotten that! So we will!” .

Jerry put his hand into his pocket, as he turned off,
stopped suddenly, and uttered an exclamation of dismay.

Igia wallet was gone! .

A hurried search was made in his pockets; but the leather
case failed to materialise. Either it had dropped from his
pocket or someone had stolen it. All the money he had was
a little loose change—a dollar or 8o, three or four quarters,
and a few cents in copper money.

‘It is lucky we did agree to divide the money,” Peggy
said, when the loss was realised.

‘“ But however——" began Jerry blankly,
think me a fool, sis, to go and-—= " Hallo!
cut " . .

And examination proved_that this was so. The outside
flap of the pocket had been ingeniously slit, making rentoval
of the contents an easy matter, but when and by whom no
one could say.

“ Hev t' look mighty sharp hereabouts,” observed a rail-
way man who had witnessed the scene, and thus offered
condolence. *‘There's some mighty slick erooks an' sharps
comes over on these trains. One of 'em’s had yer all right,”
which was poor consolation for the victims.

Then Jerry did tho right thing; he went to one of the
Governinent officials, and from him learned of a good board-
ing-house not far from the station where his sisters could
stay over night, and forthwith carried them off there.

Having seen them safely located, he went back to the
station, got the luggage disposed of for the time being, sent
off his telegram—though by no means sure that it would
reach its destination—and went back to the boarding-house
for a meal.

Things might be worse.

_ ““You most
Why, my coat’y

Thelr father hadn’t positively
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stated he would meet them, so thare was as yet no
need to feel any anxiety upon that acoount ; ‘while the.money
—some eight or nine pounds—Peggy had would see them
through afl right.

-Anyway, as much had been done for the present as might
be done, and, with as much cheerfulness as if things had
not fallen out otherwise than had been expected, Jerry went
back to the boarding-house. .

A good meal revived the spirits of the children, and, as
notpmg could be done until the expected wire arrived or
their father himself came, Jerry took his charges for a
leok round the city. This passed away the afterncon; tea
was taken at a creamery, and, after a further look round,
all returned to the boarding-house.

The children in bed, and supper eaten, Jerry left the
house to go down to the station to see if the incoming east-
bound train carried his father. No reply bad been received
to the wire despatched; but Jerry did not look upon this
as a bad sign. .

At the station, however, he was disappointed. Of the
thirty or forty persons who alighted James Oswald was not
one, and it was with slow steps the lad turned away from
the station. . .

Deep in thought, ha went along the sidewalk, his head
bent down, so that he gave no heed to a commotion that
filled the street, late as was the hour. He heard men run-
ning and shouting, but without attention, and not until he
turned into the road wherein was the boarding-house did he
arouse himself.

The road was half full of people, and suddenly he saw &
long, lame-coloured tongue shoot upward to the starlit sky.
Another and another followed. A house was on fire; an
for a moment the lad’s heart seemed to stand still. The fire
was a hundred yands ahead, in about the spot where was the
lodging-house. Great heavens! It might be the very one!

And so it proved. When, with fierce efforts, the lad suc-
ceeded in penetrating the crowd gathered about the burning
structure, he saw that it was in truth the house in which
were his sisters. Ho had been gone no more than half an
hour; but then, half an hour is quite sufficient when a house
is built mainly of wood. .

It wee the upper part of the building that was aflame.
Police and fire-brigade were already there, and the most
strenuous cxcrtions were being made to rescue the occupants
and such of the furniture as might be. Bursting through
those who gathered outside, Jerry dashed into the house.
A woman was coming down the staircase holding a little
girl—in her night-gear, and ecreaming with terror—in her
arms.

The woman was Peggy, the little girl Heleny and.as her
eyes fell upon the lad's figure, Peggy uttered a cry of joy.
Not five minutes had the blaze been in progress, and she, in
the drawing-room below, had been alarmed, rushed upetairs,
and brought down the child. ,

*“Save— ' she gasped, as brother and sister drew near.

But though the roaring of the flames drowned her voice,
Jerry guessed instinctively what they were. His other sister
was stil] in the bed-room. .

The boarding-house held & score or more inmates, all
grown-up persons, and these, some in night attire, were
pressing down the staircase, carrying such articles of pro-
perty as they had been able to smatch up. All were
desperate, the majority being women, and they gave no
heed to the lad as he strove to force himself past them.

“ Get away-—get away !” some shouted.

A dozen were blocked on the staircase, one woman
struggling with a huge trunk, which impeded her, and so
kept others behind. But, heedless of the danger she was
occasioning those behind, and their frantic cries to her to go
forward, ehe refused to abandon the cumbrous pieco of
luggage.

“Out of the way !’ the lad shouted. But the woman—
she was a middle-aged, light-headed Teuton—wae mnot
affected a jot.

And then the lad made a sudden leap at the banisier-rails
of the stairs above him, where the staircase turned round
to the right up to the first landing. Quickly he drew him-
self up, got one foot on the banister, and then stepped to the
narrow outside edge of the stairs above.

The stairs themselves were packed, but Jerry drew himself
up on the outside until the underncath part of the flight
above struck his head and he could go no further. And
then he threw his left leg over the banister, found room to
force himself after, and rushed into the first of the wide-
open doors giving on to the landing.

He had no idea in which room was his little sister - there
had been no time to ask of Peggy—and chamber after
chamber he rushéd into and out again, meeting no sign of
the little girl. The roaring of the fames almost deafened
him; the smoke was suffocating and blinding; and though
he had been cold when he left the station, the heat within
the house was so great that the sweat was streaming down
his forehead.

He began to mount the second flight of stairs to the floor
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where the fire wae burning most fiercely. Up the stairs he
bounded, four at a time. A woman met him midway.

“Go back—go back !” she shrieked. ‘ You will be burnt
to death ! There's no one here !”

The light dress she was wearing was smouldering where
the flames had caught it and been beaten out. There was
senze in what ehe said, but at such a juncture as this
commonsense stands for naught. It is overridden and
swept aside by the human feeling of love, which is so strong
that it becomes a part of divinity. His sisier was above—
ehe must be; so much was certain—and it was Jerry's duty
to szn';e her. Was not she in his charge until their father
came?

Stuffing his handkerchief in his mouth, Jerry pushedns_ut
the descending woman. The flames swept over the landing
as he gained it, but he rushed through them. ’.l‘hez 800
and licked him, but in his delirium of daring he felt no
pain. Into one roon he forced his way, scarce able to eee
anything by reason of the thick smoke. Out again, for the
room was empty. - .

A closed door was facing him, the flames just licking .its
surface. Without staying to try the handle, he drove at it
with his foot, and so fierce was the blow that the door flew
open. The heat was as that of a furnace, though until the
opening of the door there was but little smoke in the room.

Half leaning out of the opened window etood the figure
of a little girl, and Jerry knew her io be his sister. He
shouted, but-she did not hear. Terrified by the fire,
awakened by Peggy's entry to remove the other girl, Mary
had fled from her own room to this one, and shut the door.

A bed stood against the wall, and- as Jerry rushed by it
he grabbed at the topmost covering. From behind Mary he
flung the counterpane over her, pulling her backward,
enveloping her entirely, and suﬂ'ocntinE her sudden shriek
of terror. Rolling her into a bundle, he picked her up in
his arms and made for the door. .

_ How the boy fought his way down that flight of stairs he
never knew. His hair was singed, and his clothes and fleeh
burned. He went blindly, Providence saving him from a
stumble or misstep. The stairs creaked and shook beneath
him, but he gained the landing and the lower flight of
stairs, And tﬁen the landing above fell in, the burning
debris covering the bottommost etairs by the entrance-hall,
and blocking his progress. .

He saw, but he «:lig-r not stop. Holding his burden to his
breast with one hand, he gripped the banister with the
other and steadied himseH as he stepped over to find a foot-
hold on the outer edge of the stair.. The hot wood burned
his palm, but he found the foothold he socught. He was
dizzy and blind; his senses were reeling; he knew he must
drop, but feared, not knowing on to what he might fall.

And then he heard, though it seemed to him as if he must
be miles away, so faint was the voice, hie sister Peggy
speaking, though what ghe said he could not determme.
For hours he seemed to hang in this insecure position, and
then the stairway collapsed, and he dropped with it.

That was all he knew, for his senses left him entirely.
When they came back, he was sitting with a blanket roui
him on a man’s knee in_tho road, and another was pouring
gomething like liquid fire between his scorched lips. So
fierce was the pain that he leaped upright.

“Mary, Mary!’ he shouted. And would have broken
away, but strong arme seized him and restrained him.

‘¢ She's all right, eonny !’ cried a rough voice. “A gal—
God bless her, for she’s a gritty gne !—ran an’ took her away
from, yer just as yer was hauled out. Guess she ain't any
worse for it. Steady, up there! Yer ain't goin’ to fall te
pieces now, mate, surely.”

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Togelher at Last.

ERRY didn't fall to pieces, though if all those who
wanted to had been allowed to grip his burned hands
he would have stood a fair chancc of having his arm
shaken to bits. He was a peach, a bit of the old_stiiff,

real grit, and many other things beside, for everyone in the
crowd ‘'knew how he had entered the burning house, and
brought down his sister from the blazing top floor.

And what was to Jerry of more importance than the fact
that, though he was pretty extensively burned, and three-
parte of his hair had gone, none of his hurts were serious,
wias the news that Peggy came to give him. He had not
risked his life for nothing.

When little Mary was unwrapped from the quilt her
brother had covered her with, she was found to be insensible
indeed, but untouched by the fire. Save for the shock, she
was unhurt. Peggy, too, had escaped with little worse '-til:l’an
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superficial burns; and Helen was without injury at all
thanks to her sister.

The houss had been burned to the ground, thougih efforts
to prevent the fire sproading had proved succeseful, but no
lives had been sacrificed. .

It was in a neighbouring hotel that Jerry found himself,
smd it was there Peggy came to him. He was lying in bed,
and little of him that she could see but was enveloped in
oil-and-flour bandages. In a few words she told him of the
z.mﬂdentinl escape of all, and then fell on her knees beside

im.

¢ Jerry, my poor old chap,” she said, you're a hero. I
you so onocg before, and you wouldn't believe me; per-
haps you will now. I can’t kies you—I mustn’t, the doctor
won't let me—but when I can I will. I'm proud of you,
old fellow; and so is everyone; and ’
““Where's father? Has he come!?
thing ?”

The lad's voics, though weak, was anxioue, and Peggy
turned away her head.

“ Not yet,” she said. ‘‘ We haven't had time to see about
anything. Do you know, it’s only twelve hours ago since

 fire took place? And you’re not to move or gét excited—
the doctor says eo.”

* Put where are we, sia?”’

And shé told him.

“ How long’ll we have to stay here? When can I get up—
to-day?” he asked feebly. )

“I don’t know; perhaps not,” ghe replied evasively.
"*But you're not to worry yourself. I expect you'll get up
before very long.”

“Well, it’s a good job you've Fot that money, sis,” he
observed, after a short pauep; *‘for if father don’t come,
and we've got to stay here, it'll require money, and——"

But Peggy turned away. S8he hadn’t the heart to tell her
brother yet that the money on which they had depended
was gone; that, for safety’s sake, she had placed her purse
in one of two small handbags taken up to the boarding-
bouse, and these had been lost in the fire. She and the
others had been taken straight into the hotel, and there they
musat stay until Jerry was able to move, but how they were
to make payment for the cost of their food and lcdging she
did not know.

No news came to the Oswalds of their [ather during the
next three days, though of would-be visitors to the lad there
were plenty. But Peggy wouldn't have her brother dis-
tur and the newspaper men and others had to make
what they could out of her.  And this was not a little, see-
ing that they learned form other sources of the part
she had played at the fire. The girl would have been ex-
tremely surprised could she have read all that was written
about her. But she had quite encugh to do without that in
ﬁelng after her brother, and taking care of Helen and

ary.

On the second day she was greatly surprised to be told by
the waiter that a gentleman was waiting to seo her in one

Have you heard any-

of the downstaire rooms. With thoughts of her father, ehe.

ron down; but what actually took place at that interview
was something for which she had not bargained.

A quarter of an hour later she was beside Jerry, her eyes

arkling and mouth twitc xg with amusement. And what
she hed to say to Jerry pro a better tonic than anything
}:he gocbor gave him, for it brought from him laugh upon
augh.

‘“ He actually wanted to marry me, Jerry,” the girl cried
between sobs of mirth. “Said he'd réad of me in the
papers, and had come in from twenty miles out to ask me
to be his wife. Was sure, after what he'd read, that there
ocouldn’t be a beiter wife in the world for him, though
whether by that he meant to say that he was always having
fires at his farm I don’t quite know. Think of it, Jerry!
I can see I shall have to keep & strict watch over you when
youw're well enough to get about, for it's possible the Canadian
damsels are as impetuous as the men, and I may find two
er ﬂ'mle coming here wanting to take you and marry you
straightaway ause you're eo useful when fires are
going !" she added mischievously.

On the third day the better.part of the bandages were
removed, and the dootor tald Jerry that he might go out of
doors the day after, though he was to take precautions
againat the cold setting up inflammation. Able to speak
ir:opa_r!y now that his jaws were released, Jerry had with

is sister the talk, the coming of which she had so long
depaded. .

“I reckon we'd best be getting on, " the lad said.
“ Father's evidently not coming, as he said; can't get away,
I suppose; but it does seem a  bit queer that he shouldn’t
have written.”

“Expect he's away from home, and that's why he didn’t
got the wire you sent,” Peggy said nervously.
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i Reckon that is so; but I don't see that we need wait
any longer. I can go out now; so we'd better settle up here,
and get the next day's midday train west."

Peggy faid nothing; and, after waiting a while, Jerry
looked at her curiously.

“ Don’t you want to get on, Peggy?!”’ he asked,

“T wish we could.”

“ Well, why not?”

“ Wa've_got to pay the people here first, Jerry.”

‘“ Well, there’s the money you have.”

And then she told her brother the news of its loss.

Jerry listened, and scon the horror in his face gave way
to resignation.

““ Seems as if we’'re not to meet father,” he said deiectedly.

“ Don't say that, Jerry dear,” the girl sa.idlguick ¥.

‘' But the people here won't let us go. Have youd ex-
plained thinga to them?" :

“No; but I will, and I'll tell them the money—"

“ Will be paid? From where! Get it from father? We
can’'t get any otherwise.”

“Yes, wo will,” Peggy said quietly. *“I've writien to
tell father all; but if he’s far away—and yot kaow he has
said he's sometimes away for months at a time—"'

‘“ That was bofore he settled down.” i

“ Well, dear, tlilm int is—we've gobb to gay;t and, now
you're pretty right, I'm going to get the money to pay our
debt, ‘l,’ve arranged. how.”

She explained. And, though Jerry declared it shouldn’s
be so—that his sister was not going to take a servant's
place in the city if he knew it, that he wouldn't have it—
Peggy oarried her point. She wouldn’t be in debt, she
wasn't nﬁging to trade upon the kindness of people, and
while had health and strength she wouldn’t be the
rocipient of charity.

This was a reference to something else, of which Jerry
knew nothing—the opening of & subscription list in the city
—Canadians are genercus to a fault in sach ciroumstances—
for those who had suffered by the fire. ]

Peggy had declined. It was not as if they were aestitute,
she argued, sinca somewhere in the country was their father,
who was able and would be eager to provide for them; let
the subscription be for the benefit of the man and his wife
whose house had been burned and their all lost. .

And Peggy, who was s very masterful young lady, if
quietly so, when she chose, had her own way, though, as
she her brother, it wes only because he was unable to
work that she was taking the responsibility upon heraself.

And she did, inding work without a great deal of trouble
as parlourmaid in the house of a prominent storekeeper of
the city, who did not disguise the fact that Peggy’s reputa-
tion as the heroine of the fire was no small part of her
suitability for his service. He was a Yankee, as are many
of the shopkeepers in Winnipeg, and he knew it couldn't
hurt him to have her in his employ. He would have pre-
ferred her—and given her higher wages—as cashier in his
store, but she refused. Such popularity she hard}iv enjoyed ;
though, had she cared for it, she could hawe had it, as the
Yankeo’s offer was'but one of a score.

But her period of service—and Jerry's term of self-
reproach—was short. Before the week was out a strapping,
bronzed, bearded man walked up to the hotel where Jerry
and the vounger children were living, and it didn't take
long for the three of them to recognise him as their father.
Peggy's surmise had been correct—his work had taken him
away from his home, and, strong as were the desires fo
disregard it, this might not be. The work completed, how-
oever, he had gone home, and thore Peggy’s letter awaited
him; and, it scarcely needs telling, that James Oswald lost
little time in travelling to Winnipeg to find the family from
whom for so long he had cut himself adrift.

The day but one after his arrival the whole of the family
sat in the train en ronte for British Columbia, and it is safs
to say Canada did not hold five persons more happy.

What ceme after may be told in a few words. Jerry,
thanke to his father and his own knowledge gained in Mr,
Warren’s timber-{.ard, found a berth with the C.P.R.,
which, if it took him away for weeks at a time from the
patent from whom he had been so long separated, put good
money into his pbcket.

As for Peggy, she proved herself as good a housekeeper
in British Columbia as in London, though not for long.
¥or, keeping his promise, George Warren errived in the
town where was the Oswalds’ home during the next spring;
and, though he was condemned to wait a twelvemonth before
he might claim her, he went away with the knowledge that
the year following i’eggy Oswald was to return to England
with him as his wife.

THE END.
(Order your MAGNET In advance for next weeok.
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A Capital Tale of the Ring.

By a New Author.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Boss of the Circus.
“ y DON'T care wot anybody says, I'm boss o’ the earth,
so far as circus shows is concerned!” .
“I'm very glad to hear it,” said the fair young girl,
tapping with her riding-whip the high heel of her
boot. *‘ All the same, I’ve never had the pleasure of hearing
your name.’’

Amusement at the other’s pomposity danced in ler clear,
blue eyes.

**Wot! Never heard o’ me?”

The squat figure, in the shabby frock-coat, and, contrasting
curiously with silk hat of irreproachable gloss, puffed out his
capacious ‘chest, ran a fat, greusy hand over a festoon of gold
that formed a chain, and regarded the girl almost con-
temptuously.

**Wot! Never heard o° me—Captain Barnum—cap. for
short, missie—the inventor, controller, superviser, organiser,
and sole proprietor of the one and only top-dog circus in the
world—Barnumn’s Colossal Conglomeration of Miraculous
Marvels. There, missie, wot d’yer think o' that?”’

** It sounds rather airy, Captain Barnum, and 1'mm sure I'm
proud to have met you. But you'll excuse me.”

* Not at all, miss—not at all. You're not kceping me,
although, as you know, I'm a very busy man. You sce, I
had laid myself out purposely to accord you soma of my
valuablo time, and—er—well, the fact ix Te

*“ Captain Barnumn, being a circus-rider, I'm very interested
in all you'voe told mme about your show, but my time iy not
my own, Signor Barnetto—-"'

** Barnetto—uh, e don't count!
I'm speaking big money to you.”

* Big money. What do you mean?”

The slim figure in the neat riding-habit, stiffened, and
comprehension flashed across her sweet young face. She
gathered her skirts in her free hand. and her fingers
tightened over thong and haft of the riding-whip.

“To cut matters short—""

*You're doing anything but that, Caplain Barnwn!" re-
torted Claire Forster. ' Pray finish what you have to suy,
and let me wish you good-mqrning !

Tho circus proprietor stared. This—this from a girl of
fifteen or sixteen.

** My dear young lady, you don’t know your business. You
don’t know the game; you don’t know a good thing wlen
you see it; you don't know when the chance of your life's
como your way.”’

** And I’'m not likely to while you beat about the hush so.
Is that all?”

“All! T haven't begun yet. Think of it. Fiftecrn pounds
a weck and star position on ihe posters; name in typo nine
inches deep. Two-colomr printing. red and blue on a yellow
background—* Mam'selle Claire, the most Daring, Dashing,
and Dauntless Horsowoman of the Century, late of Burnetto’s
Travelling Circus, now appearing exclusively, at a IFabulous
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I'm not talkin’ guff, iuiss.

Figure, in Barnum’s Marvellous Melange and Medley of
Mysteries.” Fiftecn quid—pounds, miss, a week, an »

* Do 1 understand you are doing me the honour of offering
me a position in your circus?" ’ﬁmre was a warning note in
the {:irl's voice that a lcss conceited man than the showman
would have recognised.

" That’s it, Miss Forster—that’s your name, isn't it? I'm
givin' you a chanoe that’ll never como your way again.”

* Thank you very much, but—"'

** No, don’'t thank me !"—airily. I want you—I want all
the stars from the best circuses.”

“But I thought you regarded the Signor Barnetto's show
as rather second rate?’ said the girl cuttingly.

‘““Well, miss, it ain’t wot it might be—now, is it? An'
fifteen pounds a week—""

** Fifteen pounds a week, or fifty pounds a weck wouldn't
take me from it!"” retorted the ﬁoung Liorsewoman, a flush of
rudden anger crimsoning her cheeks. ‘‘I have the satisfac-
tion of working with & man—a gentleman, I should say—
who respects himself more than to attempt to bribe a rival
showman’s hands!”

* Barnetto—your boss—a gentleman? Ha, ha! 1 like
that! Why, I rec’lect when Barnetio's father kept a ham-and-
beef shop in the Old Kent Road.”

*“¥Yes, that wmay be true or not, but a ham shop owner
can alvo be a gentleinan, which is more than you are, or ever
will be, Captain Barnun !’

‘“80 you refuse my offer?”’

“1 have never entertained it.”

* Not so fast, missie—not so fast; we 'aven't done yet,”
laying a heavy paw on the girl’s arm.

Claire drew back, her lips tightening. .

*How daro you touch met I'm omly a girl, Captain
Barnum, but lay your finger again on me and you'll
regret it!”

ghe seemed to grow before his very eyes. In a moment
the timid girl vanished, and in her pluce stood one who
loocked more than capable of holding her own.

Yet the man had one nore card to play.

* Perhaps when you knows as much as I do about yerself,
you'll listen to me!” he said, an evil grin expanding his
flubby checks, .

Claire started. Ier checks paled visibly.

* What do you mean?’

The usually sweet voice trembled, and her eyes narrowed
with fear.

* I wean—I know more about you, and the mystery of your
birth thnnrgou and Barnetto put together.”

'T'he words sounded like a threat to the girl. For an
instant the light went out of the sky: all was dark. She
stretched out hey hands, groping blindly towards the man,
who stood regarding her triumphantly.

‘“Oh, tell me! What is it you know?
tell me!”

Her riding-crop fell at Barnum’s feet.
and fingered the thong thoughtfully.

} Tale of the Juniors of
Another Bchoo T N RICHARDS, reviriars.
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“Ah, I thought that'd move you! Now, p'r'aps, you're
willing to give me an ’earing?"’

Claire stared at him mistily, Who was the man, and what
was the power he held? ) .

“Now, what do you sey?’ went on the rival eircus-
proprietor. * Fifieen—pounds—a—week—and—star—position
—in—my—show. There!” .

‘* Never! Signor Barnetto is my friend—my best friend.”
Claire paused, as recollection of someone  else—of Dick
Rivers, her circus-chum—surged ‘over her. ** Barnetto is my
friend, and nothing you can say or do would make ma leave
him. Now, go—please, go!"”

‘“Is that your decision?’ y

“My last word. Go, Isay!” 8he stamped her dainty foot
in uncontrollable anger.

Yes, I'll go, young madam,” he said evilly; ““but re-
member, breathe a word of what I've told you, and the
secret I hold shall be published everywhera!” .

““The world can know what it likes!"' cried Claire wildly.
““ Tell it—tell everybody your precious secret, but get out of

mg sight 1"
he ste0 and picked up the whip which Barnum had
dropped. Ho leo) at it uneasily, and then at the straight

1chnmg form in front of him. Without another word, he stuck
is hands imto his pockets, and walked jauntily away. .

As his bulky ﬂgure dizappeared among the trees Claire
burst into tears. “The man frightened her; he was so coarse
and brutal. And he wanted her to leave hoer present
employer—to desert Barnetto's circus, and to join his own.
And the bait—money—money. How rshe loathed the very
snght of the man!

‘Oh, I'm a baby to cry over nothing!" she murmured,
drying her eyos. ‘* What would Dick say of his chum, if he
saw her nowt”

She. smiled through her tears, and made lLer way back to
the circus.

* Watto, watto, watto! e, i, o, u! The most daring and
dangerous horsewoman in all the Antipodeans. Mam’sells
CHdire, queen o' the ring, who ’as performed before all tho
unshaved 'eads o' Europe, Arup, Irup, Jacob, and Svrup,
mekes ‘er first a[{peurnnce in tho grounds at eleven o¢’clock
in the mornin’. Watto, watto, watto! This must be looked
into, as the boy said when ’is mother sent 'im a ’amper o'
tuck from ’ome.”” And William Branshy Piddicombe dropped
the pail he was carrying, and turned a double somersault,
landing right-end-up at the gt:'ri‘s feet.

“You seem very ha.pp{ this morning. Mr. Piddicombe,”
said Claire, smiling brave y at the clown.

‘'Appy! Why shouldn’t I be? The ole woman’s gono
an’ left me. Better than an ole age pension, says I. Eh!what!
Oh, it’s you, sossidge, is it?"”

“I don' tink why you's callums me zossidge!' grunted
Herr Schmidt, ewerging from the nearest tent. * An’, too,
T’ll rader efr. zosudge, dan ein pie-can!’ grunted the
German, “Goor mornin’, Mees Claire. A nizo mornin’,
ain'd it? Your friendt Tick, ’e looks mit you.”

“Dick wants me? Now?”

. Nein, not now it ain’d,” said the German kindly. “‘Ere,
pie-can, hop id, you zilly feller. Der ain'd no room vor sdale
veez merchands here. Yez, mees, der goot poy, Tick, he'm
look vor you, and goes mit himselfs into the voods.”

‘“ What, after me?”

The German nodded.

Dick had gone into the woods to seek her. Claire thought
of Dick’s direct way of dealing with things—especially such
things as Barnum.

*The captain might not have been so happy if Dick bad
turned up,” she reflected:

. “‘ Thank you, Herr,”” she went on slowly.
if Patsey has got Nigger ready!”

. Patsey was l(_:Ilem;un‘ der pig plag 'orse just now, I
tinks,”’ replied Herr Schmidt. * At least, zomepody's vas
prushin’ im down.”

The young horsewoman thanked the genial lion-tarer, and
walked towards the temporary stable.

The sound of a rich young voice singing softly caught her
ears. Tt was Dick, not Patsey, the new stable hand, who
had left his own work to superintend the cleaning of her
beloved horse. Yet her heart sank. When Dick sang like
that he was usually very serious, and now, as he looked up
at her entry, she saw by the grave light in his eyes that
something was amiss. At his first words the colour faded
from her cheek.

**Claires I want to speak to you,” he said, with a troubled

k on his serious, boyish face.

‘“Yes, Dick. What 1s it? Nothing amiss, I hope? You
haven’t been in trouble with Mr. Burton againt'

Burton was the acrobat, and one of Barnetto’s best hands.

“No. It's nothing to do with me,” repliod Dick fugu-
briously. “It's you I'm worrying about."”
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‘“ Worrying about me? Whatever for?"” .

For a second she had forgotten her ~ncounter with Barnum,
the rival circus-proprietor. .

But the boy saw too much to be deceived.

“Yes, Claire—yow. Something is troubling you. You are
worrying. I know it. I saw you with my own eyes. In tie
woods, as you were coming back to the circus, I saw you
through the trees, and you were crying.” .

He gave Nigger a final brush down, and faced the girl
squarely, . . : )

““Of course, I didn't want to intrude; but 1 can’t bear to
think of anything or anyone making you cry. Claire, isn't
there anything I can do to help you?”

“Rea]n{y, Dick, nothing I assure you. You are a good
chum, thinking of me, and looking after Nigger, too. Well,
now, that is mice of you. But where is Patsey 7 e should
have done this." .

“ Out for Mr. Burton, I think—at least, Piddy says ho saw
Burton apeaking to the youngster.some while back, so I
suppose he’s sent him on an errand.” . .

‘““And as you didn’t want me to be disappointed in my
wmorning ride, you leit your own work to see to Nigger®”

As she spoke she caressed the beautiful horse affectionately,
running her dainty hand down his glossy coat, and, as hee
glowing eyes plainly showed, appreciating “Dick's kindness
and tho thoroughness of his work.

“Hallo!"” she said suddenly, deftly turning the conversa-
tion. * There goes Herr 8chmidt, and Mr. Piddicombe, and
Hercules, and Mr. Burton, and all the other turns!{ This
isn’t treasury day, is it?”?

“I'm afraid not,”” laughed Dick, “or you would find me
with them Now that I've left the stable and show on the
bills as the Young Tiger-Tamer, the signor has put me on
the pay-roll,” said the boy simply. “It's very nice to think
vou're carning something, isn't it?"’

“It is when you can put your money to some good use,”
returned the girl gravely. “Buat I'm afraid a good many of
them here wast¢ most of what they get. 1 do wish some of
thom would try to save, if ever so little. Why, I heard the
dear old Herr tellifg Hercules he hadn't ‘o ark in der
vorld,” but he was quite clhieerful, as Mr. DBuston had pro-
misad to lend him some,”

“ Burton I echoed Dick, his eyes narrowing. The arrobat
was Dick’s special aversion. **I hope neither he nor anyom:
else will lend the Herr a shilling. Poor old fellow !  As sooa
as he gets it, he spends it at the bar.”

“It dovs seem a shaiue; and he's so good and kind. I
wish something could be done to save him from himsclf.””

“ And from others, too,” added Dick, thinking of Liurton.
“1 wonder what's up ?”"—as the last of the little procession
disappeared into the circus proprictor's tent.

At that moizent the odd figure of William Bransby Piddi-
commbe waddled into view, and as he drew near he laid one
fat finger knowingly alongside his nose, aund gave cxpression
to a most prodigious wink,

By his mnanner, usually so plecid and undisturbed, but now
indicative of excitement, ill-suppressed, it was clear something
unusual was in the ajr. Claire and Dick stared at cach other
in surprise, wondering what it could mcan.

The Two Chuins were not left long in doubt.

“Miss Claire, and Dick, William Bransby Piddicombe,
Hesquire, begs to announce that ‘the old mar’ is off 'is
rocker 1" said the clown, regarding the two solemnly.

“ Who—the signor ¥’ they asked, in chorus,

“The selfsane ‘scen-your-funny-face,’ alias Barnetto, and
a dozen other aliascs known only to Scotlund Yard in pertikler
and the police-force generally. E's got a bolt loose, sure.
Listen to the latest. "I thinks we're all sich a brainy lot, an’
'is own pate is so addled that all us stars—""

“I'm not a star,” interposed Dick.

“If vou ain't a star, you nerdn’t try to comet with me,*
retorted William soleinnly, dodging to avoid the brush whick
Dick heavod at him, * But to resoom. The old 'an is calling u
weekly meekin®, once a fortnight—bring yer own drinks aml
bacey, which doezn’t apply to you, mizs—in ’is tent ami
everybody like us "as got to attend on pauin of *avin' their
gerewa rizzed.”

“ What's the idea, Mr. Piddicombe 2 asked the girl.

“Tho idea! That’s just it—the ‘dea! Doun’t you sec?
That’s it. It's the idca—to get an idea from each of ws, in
fac’ it's all ideas, The sigror ain’t got any, =o ’o’s relying on
us brainy 'uns to give ‘o to 'im.  You'd befter cone alons
siick, or any ideas you've got’ll be stale before you get there.”

Somewhere in tha back of his mind Rillv wns conscinus of
having made some sort of a joke, though cxuetly what it was
he didn’t quite know. Anybow, he had succeeded in his
mission, for Dick and Cliire followed him into the tent whers
the rest of the circus performers were lounging about a
wooden platform on which, in a capaecions armchair, reclined
John Barnctt—otherwise Signor Barnctto, sole proprietor of

Darnetto’s Royaul Circus,
ONE PENNY'!




Who started the scheme no ome knew; hut evideatly the
signor was much struck- with it.

*“¥You see, the wheeze is this,” he was sdying as the circus
comrades entered. ‘I feel it's perhaps hardly fair for me to
keep the show runnin’ as X have done, cntirely on the
products of my own brain.”

A loud ' I don’t think,” from the irrepressible Billy broke
the oratorical flow.

“¥m bringing in a speakin’ tortoise, Billy, five ’undred
years old, to tell you some new jokes,” Barnetto said, ere he
resumed. Mr. Piddicombe murmured something about “ the
onkinderest cut of all,”” when the speechmaker resumed.

“I feel you would all take a greater interest in the show if
only some of yer own ideas and suggestions was taken up.”

“What about the Modern Military ’Ercules stunt for the
strong man?’’ cried Dawson, the erack shot. ‘ Worn’t that
my wheeze?”’

“Yeg; pinched after a bob’s worth at the Tiveli, London,
wherce Conchas was showin’ it,”’ piped Mr. Piddicombe.

“You shut up, Billy,” eried Barnetto, “or I'll show the
company the old pre'istoric records you learn your jokes from.
No; what I want is this—every man and every lady here—""

* Shentleman,” wuttered the lion-tamer, in a loud aside.
*“In der Faderland we always put der fraus firdst—aind’t it 7"’

“T’ll put you first outside if I hear any more from ;’ou,"
said Barnetto warmly. “This meetin’ ain’t meetin'—"*

“ The meetin’ ain’t meetin’ wiv any success, becausc it ain't
a meetin’,”’ chirped Bi}ly, at which Heroules, at a nod from
Barnetto, seizedd the clown by the hind parts of his nethor
garments and collar and took him outside the tent at a run.

“Billy’s gono to lock for a new wheeze,* the eircus pro-
prietor continmed. * Until he digs it up, we can go on in
peace. I hope I’ve made my meanin’ clear to &ll.”

“What you want us 4o do, signor, is to suggest new ideas
for the show "’ interposed Claire.

“That’s it, my dear. Times are not so good as they might
be. Seriously, I know you all work very hard, but the public
is eskin’ for something fresh—at lcast, old stunts dressed up
in & new form, and when you think of ’em, I want you just
to tell “emr to me. We'll have a littlo gathering every fort-
night in iny tent, and discuss ideas. Other shows are goin’
ahead, so must we.”

“Now, there's Captain Barnum’s; he’s doin’ well, or ho
wants to. I’ve Licard he’s made up his mind to be the
shownian of this country; but unfortunately for him, I've got
nearly all the stars.”

“'Bar, 'ear!” came from the tent-flap, and the wrinkled
visage of the clown showed in the opening. “If I were to
g({)l ot\;’(::'- to Barnum's, this concern would bust in a week—eh,
winat

“"h{ he did so he could not tell, but at that moment Dick
Jooked across to where Jim Burten, the acrobat, the man
who had been his sworn enemy ever since he entered the
circus as a stable-lad, the man who had plotted his downfall,
the man who resented his comiradeship with Claire, sat idly
swinging his legs from the edge of the platform,

Burton was watching Mr. Piddicombe, and at the elown’s
words & queer light flashed across his face. He wmade a
mental noie of something—a fact which was not altogether
lost on the astute Dick.

Barnetto broko the silence.

** Now, is there anyone got anything to say ?"?

“ There ain’t no one goin’ to say nothink, because there’s
n!obodj-' wot ain't got nothink to say to no one,” chirped the
ciovn.

A movement [rom Hercules again dispersed him, and Dick
spoke up.

“ You said, sir, that even cld ideas dressed in a new form
might be accepiabla.”

“1 did, my boy—in fact. they're the best, because the
public puts itsclf on the back when it half knows what to
expect.”’

“Well, sir, might I suggest reviving the ‘ Turpin’s Ride to
York’ idea? 1've heard my father say that was a greas
circus {avourite when he was a lad.”

“Your father! Who wants to know anything about your
father ¥"

The remark came, not from Barnetto, but from Jim Burton,
the acrebat. who regarded tho boy spitefully. “If he ever
entered a circus, it was with paper money or by creeping in
under the tent.”

Dick's face flanted, but Barnetto quelled the threatening
storm.

“The boy’s ilea’s a good onc.
ha eried, rubbing his hands.

“The thing conld be mounted in a modern form, sir,” con-
tinued Dick. “ Instead of the old mail coach, you could have
a motor; instead of the old-time footpad, a modern highway-
man en g motur-bicyele. .The motor-car has a break-down;
it is loaded with specie being taken from one bank to another
—or, bettor still, make it a Royal Mail van loaded with
bullion—the modern Dick Turpin comes flashing up on his
motor-bike, holdy up the driver of the car at the point of his
pistol, and is zbout to ride away with a box of the specio,
when the queen of the ring arrives on the scene on Nigger;
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an exciting race follows, in which the horse wins, the motor:
cyclist falls from his machine, is pounced upon and captured
by the horsewoman, and kept a prisoner under the nuzzle of
his own piste} until the arrival of Heroulos, the strong insm,
when he is carried off amid the cheers of the crowd.”

“ Bravo, Dick!” cried the -signor. ‘ That's the sort of
“ihoez?eul want! And it shall be done! .Any more coming
along

Several other schemes followed, but undoubtedly that of
the new hand, who already. had risen ta be assistant higer-
tamer, was the pick of the bunch. He was young, 'and
brought freshness into the company, which was jusi what
Barnetto waned.

‘* Rather a smack in the eye for you, funny phiz,” remarked
My. Piddicombe to the acrobat, when the meeting broke up.
“ You'll have to think of puttin’ a little novelty into r
turn, or the signor’il be advertising for a new tumbler. hey
don’t reckernise the old ones in the bar since the Budget,”
with which remark Billy walked away whistling, leaving
Burton fuming with hatred sgeinst the boy who secemed to
foil him at every turn.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Silemt Watchers.

ICK RIVERS hadn’t been with the signor long. Véry
few months had elapsed sintve ill-fortune had come
upon him by the death of his father, and he was face to
face with the problem of finding work.

Then, one morning, as the boy left home on the now ever-
pressing guest for a job, the ovolﬂusxghb of a fair you}:‘g
maid riding a coal-black horse had burst upon him; he ha
raised his cap in courtesy as he moved aside, never dreamin
that he would ever gct to know so fair a vision of youthfy
grace and loveliness. But Fate was kind to Dick that morn-
ing. He was able to render servics to Miss Claire Forster, the
accomplished girl rider, and as a consequence he began an
acquaintance with the signor, which ended in his becoraing
stable-lad in Barnetto’s Ro’yal Circus. Thenceforward his rise
waa rapid. Hexr Schmidt’s growing addiction to aleohol  in-
duced Barnetto to place the tigers under the boy's care. One
day, if all went well, he might be sole animal-trainer to #
circus, l

The boy’s disagreements with Jim Burton, the acrobat,
followed naturally after his promotion, secing that
represented the ve:-iy opposite qualitios possessed by the over-

ring, crafty, and vengeful gymnast. )

However, even the hatred of Burlon had not prevented the
new a:.]a.hlgl;u.nd rising to the position of assistant to Herr
Schmidt tiger-tamer.

The rosult wass inevitable. One success breeds another, and
Dick recognised this from the very start of his career in the
circus. The werm reception which the signor accorded his
suggestion gave him a tangible stake in show, and he
resolved to do. his very best for the company of which he
was. now a.recognised member. .

He was busy all the rest of that day, but at nightfall, when
the last naptha Bare was extinguished and hauled down, &
all the props made hard and fast for the night, he sought B!ﬂy
the clown, whom he found engaged in earnest conversdtion
in the tiny caravan of Hercules, the strong man.

Hercules looked anything but a model of physical besuty
now. His great, good-natured face was stresked with dirt
and grease-paint, and as he sat in his shirtsleeves contentadly
pulling at an ancient clay, he offered a strong contrast to the
tighs-bespangled figure who had snapped chains and performed
Uﬁler superhuman feats in the arena an hour or so befo

‘“ Come in, lad—caome in !’ called Billy, as Dick agproaed.'
“You're as welcome as if the place’s my own. Only don’t
rub your feet too hard on the doormat, as it forms Mr.
Dobson’s waistcoat during the day.” .

The boy took the proferred seat, and, as he anticipated, the
talk soon veered round to Captain Barnum—the rival show-
man.

“They do say 'e's makin' desprit efforts to git * draws’ I
grunted the strong man, . .

‘“ So the signor says; but without the originel one and enly
Piddicombe ’e won't git much of a look in—eh, Dick?’ This
from the clown, who, in private life had no small opinion of his
abilities and worth. N

‘“ 1 hopa not,” replied the boy. ‘* But who is this Barnum 1"

Hercu{:.‘.s swerved round and faced Dick steadily.

* Cap. Barnum, as he calls hisself, is a bit o' the frayed
edge of humanity,” he said slowly. ‘A dago sort of chap
who would rob a pal of ’is ticker while ha slept. Bug, like
g}any another, he’s got on, lad—and now the world won't ’old

im.?
‘ Thoroughly unscroopilous, so I've heared,” interjected the
clown, *“an’ it ain’t a good sign fer the old man that 'e's
knockin’ about, these parts.” .

Another Sehool Tale of the Junio G ‘
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“*E's comin’ it pretty close,” agreed Hercules. '’E'll be
showing at Warminster ncxt week with us not six miles away.
It ain't playing the game, you know. Say, Dick, if you

ever run across him, don’t let him come any of his ole
buck with you—zee, lad?"

Dick didn't quite see, but he thought he understood what
Hercules meant.

. " Rivets, boss wants you, sharp!” Dick turned. Framed
in the doorway was the dark, evil foce of Burton.

Dick said nothing, but went straight to the signor's caravan,

1 was veg much struck with that idea of yours,” said
Barneto, es the boy stood cap in hand before him. ‘‘ Now,
lad, sit down, and Iet's hear more about it. There's nothin’
hfh; working out these things quick, or someone else gits hold
of "em.’

For quite an hour tic:f remained together—the proprietor
and his youngest hand—disoussing the great spectacular effect
which the signor * opined would i%tch 'em in their thousands.”

At last the boy rose to go. - A slight shadow falling athwart
a tiny atr.1|p of glass in the farther end of the caravan
monentarily atitracted his_attention. Over and beyond the
signor’s shoulder he stared—stared at the image of a dark,
handsome face with black flashing eyes. He looked again, but
this time caught the glass at an angle, and the reflected image
was distorted out of all recognition.

With a muttered * Good-night 1" he turned to the door, and
went down the steps two at a time. All was silent as the
grave. No sign of life or of human form met his gaze. He
stood for & moment listening. Yes! Faintly on the still night
air, his quicl ear detected the rustling of leaves and the snap-
ping of dried twigs at the edge of the clearing.

« :W%ot:!?body wes watching—and listening,”” he. thought.
o

Cautiously he went forward, plunging noiselessly through
the underirowt,h.

The night was dark, with promise of a late moon. Again
he halted and lay flat with his ear to the earth. This time the
sounid was quite distinct—the soft pad of footsteps over the
leaf-strewn turf.

 Whoever it is, he’s coming this way," the boy conjectured.

A moment or so later his prediction was verified. A tall
form passed him in the gloom, so close that he could have
touched it with his hand, yet so intense was the blacknoss that
regognition, even at that distance, was out of the question.

Dick's pulses beat madly. Every nerve in his y tingled.
The su se was almost unnerving, yet he kept his prescnce
of mind, hun, :longti the lea:-{ch, angl chi hwhen thg
.mysterious night visitant was lost to sight did he rise an
track l|-'|im by the soft noise of his footsteps.

por_and_deeper into the wood plunged man and boy,
at:th halting simultaneously as a low whistle trembled through

0 :
The man in front of him answered it, and a second form
stole from the shadows.
“ Hist! Is that you!”
% Jt's me right enough!" answered a_deep voice.
earer and nearer crept the boy until he came to shelter a
yard or so from swhere the two men stood.

e low rumble of voices reached him in a confused murmur.
Quick though his ears, he could make out nothing. Was his
oourage to go unrewardcd? It looked like it. ¥Yet, just-when
bg was despairing most the roward came.

‘qu?it you are, Barnum. Thursday right in your caravan

sl g :

*Ten o'clook it is, then, in my caravan on ‘Lhursday night,

and don't fail.”

The voice of the ploiter was low, but quite distinct to the
ing Dick.

“ D ,‘} on me; I sha’n’t fail you. I'll be there. I daren't

th.{hh er.
e listening boy turned the words over in his mind. Oh
that the spesker had said just a little more! As it was, he
could only guess at the identity of the man he had followed.
Just then the plotters parted, and Dick’s fate hung in the
balance, for agein his man almost kicked over him as he
tunfd. Then_the darkness and the forest swallowed him up,
is footsteps died suddenly away, and the boy was left alonc
with his thoughts. Too dazed to move, the quarry had slipped
from him; he had missed the chance of his life!
¥or a time he hung about darting from tree-trunk to tree-
trunk in the hope of sighting one or other, but the qucst was
vRin, Hq gave it up at length, and returned to the camp, noiw
L in sleep.
The next mornin
His first care was
hands were astir he had cleaned out their cage, watered and
feg"':ham. and then, his work done till midday, he snatched
8 hasty breakfast of a cup of cocon and bread-and-biter and
lett the camp.
- Out on the high-road, a quarter of & mile away, he swung,
his face towards Warminster. The clock in the church
E Maaner LiBpaRY.—No. 148.
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near by struck seven as he turned on to the heath, and, taking
in full, deep breaths of the fresh morning air, settled down to
enjoyment of his walk.

e had gone perhaps a couple of miles when the regular
thud of hoof-beats caused him o turn. Towards him, at a
brisk canter, came horse and rider, at sight of whom' u glad
light legst to his eyes. .

“ (tood-morning, Miss Claire!’ he called, doffing his cap as
the young horsewoman reined up, and looked smilingly down
on him top exchange greetings.

Her fair, rounded face was pink with the flush of perfect
health and the vigour of her ride. . R

“ You're afoot very early!" she laughed ﬁ:ﬂly. “ Isn't it

lorions out here—tasting the day ut its birth? Why, they
gon’h know half the enjoyment. of life who don't get up ill
the dast minute!” .

“J quitc agree with you!”’ laughed Dick. *' But, you see,
most of them down there "—indicating the now-awskening
camp in the distance—'* are pretty tired and done up when the
day’s work is finished, And they have to turn out early, too.
I don’t suppose they feel very inclined to take exercise before
breakfast—except what they get from their work.” .

“T'm afraid I'm very thonghtless, Dickt’ Claire said
gravely. * They don’t all have such an easy time as I. Why,
sometimes I feel 1 could run away. I'm such a shocking
example—the signor spoils me!” . ..

“ Who wouldn't?” thought Dick, glancing admiringly ab
the delicately-formed face, with its most bewitching ¢mile
and dancing eyes. Aloud he added:

* Y¥ou're the signor's ward, Miss Claire, and—well, he coul‘d
hardly treat you as one of the hands. You know, you're such
a ‘busy little woman, that once you got to work there'd be
nothing left for the rest of us to do—and then we'd all have
to look for new jobs.” .

«*Qh, Dick, Dick, thy name is flatterer! But wlere are
you off to so early?”’ ]

“* Just for a walk. X wanted to think, so came out here.
T'm not going to keep you from your ride any longer. Good-
bye!” He took off his cap once more, and started oft briskly
across the heath. )

“That's rather sudden. I wonder where he's going?®”
rofleoted the girl, as, flicking Nigger with her gloved hand,
she urged him forward at a brisk canter. She did not know
that Warminster was the ypung tiger-tamer's destination,
that he had some set purpose in thus being so early afoot.

8o she rode away on into the morning, thinking deeply of
the recent changes that had come into her young life—of that
thing she prized so much, the newly-formed friendship with
the boy—of that unhappy incident a few days back with
Barnum, which now was fast fading into the regions of un-
reality, and of what the future held for her.

Meanwhile Dick held on his course. It was market day
in the little town, and by the time he arrived the narrow
roads were thronged with people. Through the busy streets
he went at o swinging pace, noting the gorgeously-coloured

lacards that everywhere announced the presence of Barnum's
Jirous,

No need to inquire its whereabouts, for even at that time
idle erowds were flocking to the fenced-in field at the back
of the town, now filled with a mixed collection of small tents,
booths, and richly-painted caravans.

In the centre of the field a score of sleepy hands were at
work on the task of erecting the great tent. Jack wanted to
know more of Barnum’s show, what it was like, and who wus
the man that owned it. . .

1 don't much like the look of friend Barnum being so
elose to our show after what Hercules said, and my adventuro
of last night in the wood,” he reflected, as, passing among the
groups of idle sightseers and loafers, he passed from one part
of the grounds to another, gazing at the putting up of the
booths, the erection of side-shows, and the gradual comple-
tion of the big tent with as much fascination and interest as
Barnetto's Royal Circus had for him on the memorable day
of its coming to the little town of his birth.

They were a coarse, foul-mouthed, dirty crew, these men
omployed by Barnum; sp different from the crowd amongst
which he now passed his life., .

Dick could not help making one or two mental comparisons
botween the two circuses, and what he saw made hun very
thankful that he was with a man like Mr. Barnetto rather than
with Captain Barnum.

Yet what was it that made lifc so pleasant to him just

then? He was working hard, perhaps too hard, doing as
much as any two men, and not getting much for it cither.
Evory day had a sweetness of its own.

Then in a flash he realised what lay behind it all—what
was the sustaining and ennobling influence in his life. It
was his friendship with Claire, the queen of the circus, who,
although she was but a girl, was enshrined in his heart as the
model of womanly goodness and perfection.

Dick was not a mooney, love-sick youth, but a lad blessed
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with tho capacity for getting all that was good out of his
friendship with Claire. @nd in return he was willing to give
her all that was best in’hins,

Suddenly his thoughts of Claire were turned aside by the
sound of a hoarse voice almost at his elbow.

**Now, then, you lazy whelp, where’s that trap?”

. Dick swung round to sce a well-attired man of ample pro-
purtions, with a coazse, flabby face, in_which wero sct a pair
of beady blue eyes, scowling heavily at a sullen-looking
negro- Jad, who edged nervously away from his inquisitor, in
evident fear of the long curling whip carried by the mam

“Ready, sar, ready! By-em-by—soon!’ he whined.

. “By-and-by! Why the blazes ain’t it ready now? Hop
it, quick, you black brute |”—making a dexterous cut at the
Jad with the whip.

The sharp thong whistled through the air, and curled
round the negro’s shoulders venomously.

“If that pony ain’t in the shafts within threc minutes
I'l} have the skin off your back I shouted the man, making
another, but this time ineffectual, slash at the boy.

ar nght. Cap’n_Barnum; dat haws he be thar, sah, for
euah I’ replied the mgger, rolling his dark eyea fearfully.
¢ Zﬁhrnum swung round, and saw Diek watching him scorn-
ully.

“What do you want?” he leered vindictively.
¥ give 'im#"?

It wouldn't pay you,” retorted Dick coolly, fixing the
man with a steady eye in which there was no trace of fear.

Barnum regarded tho lad thoughtfully. One glance at
the upright, well-knit figure proclaimed the lad as able to
render & good accouni of himsclf. ¥

“Well, you'd better be gitting out o' this,” he roplied.
“'Tain’t no good hanging round ’crc. =~ Show don't start
afore eight to-npight. Come then, but bring yer money with
yer. No sneakin’ in.” |

Dick turned away without a word, his mission accom-
plished. He had seem the jan he songht, and the little
incident he had judt thne?ed gave him a far deeper insight
into the real character of Captain Barnum than cver he
could have gained from the reports of others. The man was
o bad ’un, a rank outsider. .

“The signor’l! have to kecp his eye on that gentleman,”

he reflected as, fmshmg his way through the jostling throng,
he sed rapidly through the fields, down the Warminster
High Street, and made for the open country beyond.
_ Soon he heard behind him the rattle of wheels, and, glanc-
ing round, recognised the captain overhsuling him fast in
his trap. Dick stepped aside as tho vehicle flashed past, but
not fast enough, for with a brutal laugh the captain ieaqt
mggways, and aimed a dastardly blow at the boy with his
whip,

So unexpected was the action that Dick could not even

raise his hands to shield his face. The thong leapt across his
cheek, raising an angry blood-red weal.
_ “You cur !’ shouted Dick, smarting under the pain and
injustice of the blow. *You shall pay for that!™  But
Barnum, whipping up his horse, aimll)]y retorted with o
brutal laugh, and was soon out of carshot. .

“ What a revengeful brute!” the boy muttered. * Simply
hecause he didn’t like being seen knocking that black kid
about. “Bcforc he’s gona much further he’ll run across the
wignor,

Indecd it looked like it, for a few miles ou Barnetto’s
Rayal Circus was encamped.

Hoon Dick left the high-road, and cut across the fields into
the woods, o way that lessened his journcy conuidcmbliy.

Alrcady he could hear faint voices—the rough cries of the
trnt-men, hoarso commands to the animals being led to
water at the spring ncar by, Another quarter of a mile,
und ho would be giving the tigers their midday meal

Suddenly a low cry brought him up with a start. He
lovked about Lim. ‘Trees on every side; nol a vestige of a
liuman being. He listened intently.

Someone wad crying. It was a girl or a woman, and she
wae sobbing as if her heart would break.

Now, if there was one thing more than another that upset
and unnerved Dick, it was tho sight of & woman’s tears.
Gladly would he have passed on, but someont was in evident
distress.

He pusied through the undergrowth noiselessly, his foot-
falls waking no rouwl on the carpet of dead leaves, A littlo
c:y of astonishinend, burst from him at sight of a slin form
lezning agaimzt a tree-trunk, her fair head pitlowed on her
wrm, anck her frail form shaking from convulsive sobbing.

b l:aimll heavens, it's Claire]” be muttered, burrying
Lunanls har,

“ Rane as

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
For Love of the Fatherland.

e LAIRE, Claire!  What i3 i67  What's the matter?
Has somenne heen upseiting you!? "You mastin’t cry
like that!”
*Oh, Pivoa baby, T know ! she erixd, looking o
Yo through Ber strcaming eyes, 1 made an effast to keep
Liok the tears, but they would come, Aren’t 1 a silly gir[.
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Dick? There, I knew you would be ashamed of ine!”—
noting the frown that gathered on the boy’s face.

‘“ Ashamed of you, little comrade? I'd mever be that:
but I’d like to get my hends er the one who made you cxy.
Who was it "

‘It was nothing, Dick, really nothing; only he was such
a perfect beast.,”

he words were out almost beforo sho knew it. Dick
flashed with angor.

“He? Who's he? Somcono haa been unkind to you.
Who is it?"” he asked quictly. .

There was a determined ring in the clear young voice that
brooked no compromise. Dick would find out, if it took
him a week. Ever since he had come to the circus it scemed
natural he should constitute himself the protector and chau-
pion of this beautiful and lovable girl.

“You didn't see him, then?” Claire asked.
relief in her eyes as Dick. shook his head.

“No, I didn’t; I only wish I had come & minute sooner.”
He laid his hand gently on the girl’s arm, and their eyes met.
‘ Claire,” he_sai§ slowly, 1 wouldn’t ask you to tell me
if I didn’t think I could help you. But only the other day
someone met you here in the wood and caused you pam.
Oh, I’'m only a bey, ] know, but you're my chum, and chums
should share each other’s secrcts. Won’t you tcll me what
and who is troubling you?" )

“'She lecoked straight into the depths of his earnest, trustful
eyes, and there read trust and sympathy.

“You can’t help me in any way, thank you, chuin,” sho
said, smiling at him in sisterly affection, ** All the same,
you sha'n't worry for my seke. Tho troubla is of my awn
'I"aki“?"', I have it in my power to cnd it in"a moment, but

won't.

“Of course, you don’t understand,” went on Claire. “It’s
simply that Captain Barnum, of Barnum’s Circus, wants me
to leave the signor and join his show. Now you know all.”

The two chums walked on in silence for a while, both much
occupied with their thoughte. Curiously enough, the same
idea was in the mind of each.

It was (laire who put it into words.

“How I wish I had a mother !’ she said, with a far.away,
dreamy look in her eyes. * You know, & mother mvcans so
much to a girl.” . .

“Ves, and to a boy, too,” answered Dick. “71, like you,
Claire, have lost mine. She dicd only a few years ago, and
after—well, homo was never the same. Dad, dear old dad,
tricd hard to £11 her place, but no homo's ever the same when
the niother's gone. 'There’s a sweotness and o gentleness
gous out; she hes an influence no one ¢lse can supply. When
she was alive and 1 was quite a little chap father often used
to say, ' A boy’s hest friend is his mother.” 1 didn’t realise
it then, but I do now.” .

“What was she like? Tell me about her ?'” asked the girl.

There was a wistful yearning in her tones, and her cyes
grew very dim 23 her chum spoke so reverently of her who
was at peace heyond the grave. It was not sloppy sentiment
that inspired the boy to talk then as he did to Claire; it
was deep and living affection for one whuse pure, gentle
influcnce was still the strongest factor in his fresh, yuung
Iife.
“T can't, Lell you ubout my mother,’” said Claire softly;
1 don's even remember what she was like. T have just &
faint recollection of her, and 1 always feel that if she still
fived and I were to meet her face to face, 1 should know
her again. I was two when she died, and c¢ver since I've
heen with the signor aud Mrs. Barnctt; and really they're
just. a3 goud as father and mother to me.”

There was silence for a moment or so.

Dick broke it with an cxclamation of anger. 1l¢ couldn’t
gt Barmon out of his mind. . L

S That Barnum foellow’s a scoundrel!” he said, kickin
tho turf vicivusly., **Hercules and Billy told e as mudh
last night; the signor hinied at the samo thing, but to-day
you've given me absolute proof.” . .

Then he told her of the sceno he had witnessed in War-
minster, und of Barnmm's anvago and unwarrantuble attack
on him from the secure position of his trap, |

Hi did that—made that weal?” cried Claire, catching
right for the first time of the livid mark on the boy's check.
“The car! 1 thought his treatment of me was bad enough,
Dhut to strike you with a whip when you had no mecansg of
defemwling yourseli——  Oh, I hate him—I hate him!”

S'hc clenched her licle fist, and her eyes blazed with scorn
HE IS B EH LI B _

“1t’s nothing,” laughed Dick. * The man’s a pig, and
not werth worrying about; and yet—and yet—-"" Hi paused
{or 1 moment, as 1f doubting tho wisdom of speaking now,
N, he would keep silence, for the present, at any rain,

« 1 little dreant when ha passed me on the road he was
on lis way ta sen you,” he went on. ”

School Tale of the Junlors of G fplar
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¥ He meant to have another try to get me to join his
eirous,’” she replied  *“ You know, before, when vou saw mo
crying, he had been worrying the life out of me then to
m?n on with him."

‘The signor says he's straining every nerve to get all the
stars, But wait—wait till we get some of our new attrac-
tions on the boards.”

“Your idea, the Modern Highwayman, is a good one.
The signor's taking it up, isn't he?’ Claire’s tones were
CRECT,

‘We were hard at work on it all day yesterday,” Dick
replied. ** We ought to have it ready within a fortnight.
And then Dawson's coming out with a new act. He's invented
a amall biplane, and he's going to do two turns—first the
Crack Shot Act, and afterwards, disguising himsclf with o
beard, he will appear as the Flying Man.”

‘“How lovely !" The girl clapped her hands with sheer
delight. Whatever her own troubles, the circus—in fact,
anything in which Barnett had an interest—was very near
an,lf dear to her. ‘* Hallo, here’s the Herr!”

They were close upon the encampmnent now, and the
Goerman lion-tamer approached with a smile of welcomne on
his kindly, expansive faco.

“ Goot-morning, mine chiltren!” he said, removing his
battered straw hat. ‘1 tinks der goot poy Tick vos calb
vor py der sighor choost noWw ain'd 1t %"

“'The signor wantc me? Right-ho!" cried Dick briskly.
‘¢ Excuse me, Miss Claire!”

He bowed an acknowledgment of her assent, and hurried
away. The girl and the German romained chatting together.

Clairce had waited long for a chance to speak with the Herr.
Hig first words gave her the opening he desired.

“It vos very dull mit nodings der do, Mees Glaire,” he
said, taking a pensive puff at his long meerschaum.

4 Well, now, that Is nice, to have nothing to do for a few
minutes. You can just sit down and talk to me.” She led
tho way to a fallen tree-trunk, over part of which the old
fellow spread for her a huge multi-coloured bandana hand-
kerchicf.

The girl thanked him [or his thoughtfulness, and sat down,
It was nice of him to think of her riding-habit.

**Now just sit by me and tell me how you are getting on,”
sho began. “ Here, let md light your pipo for you !”"—sceing
it had gone out. -She drew a box of matches from tho Herr's
¢apacious pocket, struck one, and held it for him,

he action pleased him immensely. Extept from Diclk
and Claire, ho received few kindnesses from the rest of the
circus folk, now that his weakness for intoxicants had made
his position in the show a most precarious one,

He puffed contentedly at the mecrschaum, and detailed
bis fnevances in & much milder tone.

*§¥ vos miss der digers very mooch,” he said, with a
shake of his great head. * Decr poy Tick is goot to them,
but somedimes I tinks dey vands der cld Herr bag again.”
_*No doubt they miss you, but perhaps one day tho
signor will buy moreo lions, and then you would have those
to train and look after.”

You'm tink s0?”’ The Herr's cyes rolled in anticipa-
tion. Five minutes before he was aching to scrow up
courage to go to Burton and ask for money to buy a drink.
Now for the moment the craving was forgotten beside this
thought.

“You nover know what the signor might do,” continued
the girl. “ You see, Ierr, it wants a very strong man to
look after both lions and tigers, and at the present time
there’s only ono strong man in the circus.”

““Who's dat?” Ho stared at her through his glasses.

“ Hercules, and he doesn’t like tigers and lions. So you
soe, Herr, if you walked a lot, took plenty of exercise, and
got young and strong again, more lions might be added
to the circus, end then tho signor would ask you to look
after them, and you'd be just as well off as you were
before.”

“How putiful !" exclaimed the German, puffing out his
cheeks and extending his chest. Ilc felt no bitterness to-
wards Dick for having supplanted him in part of his work,
for he realised that Barnctt had done right in refusing
to allow & man who was constantly under the influence of
drink to have control of anything inore dangerous than a
few aged and decrepit lions; tigers were quite out of the
question. He knew, (oo, that his own intemperate Labits
had cerused his downlall and the subscquent installation of
Dick Rivers in his place. But, all the same, he felt his
punishment very keenly.

Surcly they might give him more to do than lool afier
a couple of mangy old lions, leaving him to pass many
hours of the day as best he could, with the inevitable con-
sequence that most of them were spent in the bar.

Claire knew this quite well, and that was why she
welecomed the opportunity of a talk with hin.

“I'll tell you what I'll do, Herr.” she said, pailing his
great hand. * Ewvery morning, before I take my ride on
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Nigger, T'll ask you to walk with me. Walking i3 fine
exorciso, and then when we get away from the circus you
shall tell me lots about your beloved Germany.”  She
roalised, if only he could win back his physical powers, the
desire for drink would swiftly pass away. This was just
an instance of her regard for the wolfare of others.

# Der Faderland, der Faderland!” exclaimed the Herr,
his eyes kindling. “ Ach! Der Faderland is der vinest
gundry in der vorld. One days, ven I haf der monies, I
go pack to vere iny leedle Grelchen lies peried unter der
hill, in der diny jurchyard—ain'd it?”

“It will be very nice for you to go back to the old
country where you left all your dear ones.”

* Ach, my tear, Shermany is der vinest gundry in der
vorld! I haf not peen since der time of der vor. Ach, dor
vor, Claire; it vos a great pig vippin' ve did gif der
Vrench 1’

“You fought through the Franco-Prussian War, then,
Herr?"" asked the girl innocently, knowing full well she
had heard his tales of that ferrible campaign again and
again since ho first came to the circus.

“I vos in den baddles, my ohild!"

“Ten battles!"” she echoed in amazement, yet so oft had
she heard them she could have rattied thom off with- lightning
spoed—Le  Bourget, Langres, Le Mans, Abbovilliers,
Alencon, Buchy, Fauville, Gravelotte, Issy, and Sedan.

‘“ Ach, den baddles! Look!" With hands that trembled
from excitement he unbuttoned his ragged coat, and
showed, stitched over his breast, some strips of faded
coloured ribbon.

“ Ah, you must be very proud of them, Herr Schmidt!"
the girl said. ‘The knowledge that you won those fighting
for your country must bé a very sweet memory. Oficen
when you have trials and battles to fight you must re-
member what you have done in the old days, and what you
can do again.”

He looked at her curiously—at this fair-haired Saxon
m::lxd with 8 face of childish innocenco and a heart as good
ap pure as gold. Somechow she reminded him of “his

retchen, and at the thought tears welled into his ¢yes.

“I tinks I go mit myselluffs now,” he said, turning away.
“ Goot-morning, Miss Claire. You Laf peen very kind to an
old man."”

He waddled off, blinking suspiciously. Once out of sight
of the girl, he took the big bandana from his pocket and
blew his nose with unusual vigour. Claire had stopped himn
at life’s cross-roads, and had pointed out the way. From
that day—from that hour—Ilerr S8chimdc never looked

ck,

‘““What's the matter, old steam-engine? Got o cold?”

It, was Burton, the acrobat, who stood a few feet off
lcoring at the German cunningly.

“Nein! I ain’d got no gold!" growled Herr Schmidl.

“E know you ain't got no gold!” laughed Burton

mog:ls’i.r]\gly. “Don’t you wish you had? What price this
—eh ?

He held out a dirty palm in which reposed a heap of
sovercigns.

“‘Donner and blitzen! Vere you vos get dose—eh?"”

““Ah! Where?” laughed Burton. “ You would like one

—oh#"

Like one! The Herr ran his hands through his pockels.
flo hadn’t so much as a shilling. Not ¢ven a penny,

“I just tink I vould. You lend me vun?”

“Lend you one! Yes. I'll lend you one with pieasure,
my boy. FHere, come and have a drink.”

The acrobat moved away in the direction of (he circus
bar. Cuautiously the Ilerr looked around. Claire was
nowhore in sight. She had gone to her caravan.

Should he go? What wpuld the girl say? low could
he got well and strong again unless he kept off the drink?
Yot, the sovereign! Burton wouldn't lend him that if he
didn't go.

“Come nlong, old 'un! If you want that quid, cone
and have a drink to cement the bargain ' he called oul.

Still the eer wavered, Of lute he had borrowed a lot
ol money from Burton. CGoodness only knew when he would
pay tt back.  Since he had lost his job with the tigors, 1ho
signor had reduced his wages by half.

“ Are you coming, or not? [f you don't wanl fhe quil,
say so.” Burton was growing angry. “Now, Lere, beoa

1P

man and toddle up!

Be a man! Burton thought hitn a conward, iten oivnid
of just one drimk, Not he!

I comes mit you, iny poy. Just vun, only var—aic'd
srogy

“Only one, but I'll take good care hie han o Few e

besides ! muttered the acrobat. “No, oy beiend, aca
don'l cscape Jim DBurtion so casily ! I've got work for o -
work, my boy, work that’ll holp to make ve a rich wan
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T!heil, aloud: *Bpoken like 2 gentleman; llerr! Come
& Oﬂg 3 g ¥ ¥

Ho bnked his armi in_tho Merr's, and together they
strolled into tho saloon. The place was empty:

They sat down on uthurned tubs, and Burton called for
two pogs of whisky, They drank them down, the Ilerr
chattering Y'Olil_hlﬁ once the fiery stuff was inside him:

It was not a difficalt matter to induce him to
angiher, and a third. P ; 2

By thia time the Horr was getting exoited, but still was
far too sober {o be of service to Burton. -

““ Just one more, and then we'll go,” said the acrcbat
affably. . .

The old lion-tamer’s hand shook in the act of drainin
his third glass—shook so. violently that the dregs splashe
down bhis waistcoat.

With a muttered exclamation he tried to brush the drops
off. The frayed strips of colourod ribbon on hia breast
caught his eﬁe. He recollected—in a flash it all came -over
him—his tal
had made.

Already the glass of whisky-and water was at his clbow.
Burton’s evil face leered iriumphantly at him. In that
second the German seemed to see behind the smiling mask
a soul black and treacherous plotting his further downfall
and destruction. He snatched u}) the tumbler, drew swiftly
back, and dashed its contents full in the acrobat's face.

Then, without o word, he drew himself up, wheeled
round unsteadily, and strode from the bar. The awakening
had. come. Herr Schmidt never tasted a drop of wpirit
again. Claire, the pride of the ring, had proved to be his
guardian angel.

ave

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Prisomzr.

HE signor reckoned that Dunstone had enough
spending money in its pockets te_last three weeks,
1t wasn’t eften he stayed so long in the same place,

~ but a circus hadn't been there for many years, and
with a cluster of fair-sized villages and townships aroun
he calculated that a good show, with new *“draws” and
plenty of star turns, ought to last out the twenty-one days.

To-day there was no afternoon performance. e great
arena looked bare and gaunt, its serried ticrs of seais
deveid of human forms, save those of thae signor and his
wife, who occupicd a couple in the. five-shilling row to
watch the full-dress rehearsal now in full swing.

“Try that double somersault again!" sang out Barnetto,
as Burton, swinging from a flying trapeze, suddenly let
go, turned over twice in mid-air, and then landed feet fore-
mo;;t irt the tan. ' Scems to want a trifle more spring in
it.’ :

The face of the mcrobat flushed, and he carried qut the
order with no feod grace, performing the evolution again
and agesin until he had got it to the boss's liking.

Then Dick came on, and put his tigers through their

paces. .

“The lad gets on_ well,”” whispered the signor to his
better half, as the tigers, at the sharp commands of the
boy, jumped and gambolled, no touch of the rawhide
thong ever being necessary to precipitate their movements.
+ ¥ shall beom ’im as a ‘star’® soon, see if 1 don’t.”

Alil the while he kept his keen eyes fixed on the tiger's
eage, about which the boy walked with a calmness that
compelled his admiration as much as it awakened the burn-
ing jealousy in the breast of Jim Burton.

“The young oub! He doesn’t half give himself airs!”
growled the acrobat, wiping his perspiring brow and puffing
vi jorously.

He thought he spoke tfo Dawson, but, instead, found
Claire, who had just led Nigger into the ring, standing
ot his clbew.

“That’s just where you make a mistake, Mr. Burlon,”
the said quietly. “If all of us were as modest as Dick it
would be a good thing.”

“Of course, you'd champion the boy!” he grumbled
bitterly, fixing her with his handsome eyes, burning with
anconcealed admiration. “ I hasn’t taken him long to get
1mto your good books.’’

“ Longer than if takes some people to get out of them,”
she wid. ¢ Dick has proved himself a real friend to e,
and, naturally, that counts for a lot. Mr. Burton, tell me,
vhy don't you try to get on with him better ?

*Why should 1 irouble to? Dick Rivers and T weren't
made to heng round one another’s necks! And, what. is
wiore, the lees I sce of ihn the better I like it !”

“But why—tell me why?!” pleaded the girl

Burton heard nothing of the signor’s words of adviee or
justruction to the young tiger-tamer still busy rchearsing
Jis lurn; he wos oblivicus of the quips and cianks of Billy
Piddicombs, who stood bowing and asmirking beforo an
sanginary audience; he did not even hesr the sound of
Dawson’s rifle-shots as coloured balls and globes
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with Claire, the promises and resolutions he.

| 0SS5, Che ;Magnei” o,

shattered ;o atoms ir ike alr. Ha only knew that at his
Bide etood the ond troature in the world wha represented
tverything that was desirable in life and worthy of poes

Besgion.

Yet it wad & selfish affection, this, of Burton for v
queen of the ring: Hed knew that Dick Talbot occupied &
far higher place in her osteem than ha\conld ever bope:
gain, and the knowledge waa gall to his soul. .

“I hate the brat!’ %e cried contemptuously, his
flaming with anger; ‘I hate him! And you know it!

“Mr, Burton, I'll not talk to you while you speak o!
my friend like that!” she flashed back. Clalré seem
puddenly to_hayve merged inta womanhood.

, The next instant she was an the Nigger's back, and ¢areer
ing round the great arena with the speed of the wind:

Dick’s turn was finished, and now he-stood, all hot atid
ﬁ})owin , watching his girl chum. Sho aat the herse like &

autifully sculptured statue, her fair hair fiylng with fh
wwiftness of her going, her exquisite face pink from excité
ment and exarcise.

How proud of her he felt at that moment, but proude#
still when, after she had performed a nu of .dar
evelutions proclaiming the most expert horsewomanship
she brought the horse to & standatill at hga side, and_ inste
of leaping from the saddle herself, held out f!_1_(31! daintilye
gloved hand for him {o assist her fo the B

“TPhank you |”? she raid; smiling sweetly.
aigiht. of his face.

m. she caught

‘Why, how pale end Ured you look, Dick! I'm afraid
rou'ro over-anxious about your turn. That won't do, yoit
inow. Now what da you say to coming along and having &
cup of tea with me?”’ .

“J should like to—but the signorl’

“You needn’'t worry about him,” she laughed pgaily.
¢ Wednesday, as you should krow, is my At-home day, and’'k
generally ask whem I like to my carsvan. hy, last week
Betty and Mrs. Piddicombe came; but to-day I'm all alone.
80 you shall comie and help me pour out the tea.” .

he kept utrl & running conversation as he led her beaatiful
horse out of the tent to the stable. Then, promising to accept
her invitation, he hurried away, had s wash and brush up, put
on a clean collar, and duly presented himself at the door of
Claire’s caravan. .

Next to the signor’s, it was far and away the most handsome
in the whole eircus; inside, it possessed a comfort and charm
Dick had never dreamed of. . .

“8it down and make yourself quitc at hoine,’’ said the
girl, busying herself with a spirit-stove and kettle. ‘‘You
sha'n’t have to wait long.”

Dick could not help but make eomparisons. He looked a#
his own shabby clothes—the best he had, for as yet he had
been unable to save encugh for an outfit—and then at-the
prettily gowned figure of the alim, fair creature whose guest
he was.

There was grace and refinement in her every movement
and as she handed him a dainty china cup of tea and some
fancy cakes his heart beat with pride and happiness.

“T'm sure I don't know why you should have honoured
me like this,”’ he said modestly between sips of the delicious
beverage. * I'm afraid the rest’ll be frightfully jealous.”

“Not at all. Why should they be? I have them sll im
furn—except—— Well, most of them come, and I'm always
glad to sce them. Tt makes a little break, you know.”

She sat down on the other side of the tiny table, and
chatted with engaging f{rankness. ~ Diek’s conecicnoce smote
him. Hadn't he, only the previous day, told Claire that
chums ought to have no secrets from each other? And
here was he keeping a big one from her—a secret which, the
more he thought over it, seemed to woigh more heavily on
his mindd, )

“Miss Claire,” he said at last, his mind made up, “I wand
to tcll you something.™

“ Fire away, chum i’

“ Chum.” That one word settled the matter, Shame on
bim that he should ever have hesitated to trust his cceret
with her—jost because she was o girl, girls arc nok
supposed to be able to keep things to thomselves, _

“Waell, I'm going to surprige you,” he began hesitatingly,
“T belicve there’s nischief afoot—though quite what, 1
cannot tell.”

“ Mischief "?  Her blue cyes grew round with wonder.

% ¥Yer, mischief, and I don't feel I know the signor well
encugh te say auything about it. You see, he has worries
enough, and should my [ears prove groundless, he'd bless me
for makisag him anxiouns about nothing at all.”

“ Whai’s wrong, then 1 she asked,

“ Listen, and tell me if you think I'm right. Three nights
ago the «gnor sent for me to talk over the new Modern
Highwayman scheme. I wag with him almost an hour dis-
cussing the working eut of the idea; and he decided to_{ay

a
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out o lot of money in purchasing a car and motor-bicycle and
el the other accessories toMmake the thing the most attractive
spectacular and dramatic effect ever shown in a circus.”

Claire nodded.

¢ Last night the motor-bike came down, and I tried it. Got
olong fairly well after a spill or two, but I think before the
week is out I shall have my part all right. The boss’s
‘getting Burton to drive the car, and altogether thé affair
promises to be an cxciting and gigentic success, but——"'

“ But what?"’
8ho leant across the table and watched him closely, her cyes
narrowing. She felt something unploasant was coming.

“Don't ‘be surprised when I tell you,” Dick went on.
*When I turned to leave the signor that night, I discovered
somconce _had been cavesdropping, and must have overheard
all wo said.”

¢ Eavesdropping 7"’ Her voice was lowered to a whispers

“Yes. We were watoched and overheard, but lvsg whom I
haven’s the faintest idea. But worse is to come, hen I got
outside the caravan no one was about, but I heard a sound
at the_edge of tho cloaring. I followed into the wood, and
there I myself played the part of watcher.”

‘“ Whom did you sec?”

¢ Barnum, and one other.”

: "Cnﬁtam Barnum " ehe echoed, amazed.
signor know ?”’

4 T’ve told no one but you. I couldn't ge{: near cnough
either'to recognise the voice or see the face of the other man;
but whoover he was he is to be at Captain Barnum’s caravan
at ten o’clock to-morrow night. What do you think of that ?”

“1 can think only one thing,” she réplied steadily. ¢ Some-
ohe is selling our plans; there's a traitor in the cirous.”

“I’'m afraid you're right,” said Dick gravely. *I've mlade
up my mind to the same thing—especially after what you told
me yesterday about Barnum trying to get you to leave the
signor and join his show. You remember what the boss said
at the meeting the other night.”

‘“ About Barnum making desperate efforts to become king
of the road

The boy nodded -assent.
.. ‘It looks like a deep-laid plot to scotch the signor’s.plans.
Ar‘l‘yl_vi'ay. e shall both know by this time Friday morning."

ow

““Does the

“I'm going to be at that meeting in Barnum’s caravan.”

“Oh, Dick, you mustn’t !”

“ Mustn’t I‘ though? We'll see. I'm goinq to hear every
word of what’s said, or know the rcason why.”

“ But supposing ho should find you—that brute who struck
you yestorday. You mustn't go, Dick. Promise me Tell
the signor, and put him on his guard.”

“What can he do? This new idea we're working is a good
one; he's spent lots of money and time on it already. Why
should he have to give it up, just because a man like Barnum
cmpg sneaking round and tries to.queer his pitch?”

“But what can ybu do to prevent him "

“ Nothing, until I know for certain that that is his game,
Then, when his guilt is clear enough, we can step in and

own him."”

There was a look of fear on Clairc’s face. She didn't et
all relish the notion of her chum running himself into dang ¢
like this, for Barnum she looked upon as a veritable ogre.

“0h, don’t go, Dick !" she pleaded.

For an instant the boy's resolution wavered; then he
thought, of the other side of the picture—how completely the
tables might be turned oh Barnum could he indubitably
establish the man’s guilt.

“T'm afraid I must go,” he said decisively. “ But there’s
no risk, I assyre you. Trust me for that. I've got a plan
which cannot fail; at least, I shall test it to-night, and if it
dpein’t hold out every hope of success I promise you I won't
try it. There, that’s a fair bargain, isn't it ?’'

¢ 1 suppose it is,” she admitted unwillingly.
you won't runm risks,”

1 promise, solemnly.

“ But protise

. Don’t worry, Claire. It'll all come
“fht' And then you’ be glad, won’t you? But not a word
of this to anyone.”

“You can trust me?"”

# With my life. Now I must be going.”

He thanked ber for the tea, and, promising to sce her the
next morning, hastened off to give the tigers their last meal
before the evening performance.

MWhatever the plan the young tiger-tamer had in hig mind
he did test it that night, and as it appeared to him to promise
overy hope of success, he determined to carry into execution
thé project of being an unseen witness to the interview
between Baroym and the mysterious man whom he had
shadowed into the wood.

During the following morning he again mentioned the
ma&wr @ the quecn of the ring, and although she felt none
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too surc of the wisdom of the move, she knew 1t was hopeless
trying to dissuade Dick from carrying it out.

“But I don’t sec how you're going to get to Warminster
at that time of night without.your absence being noticed and
commented upon,” she said, when he unfolded his plans to
her, “How far do you reckon it is?"

“8ix miles—and I've worked it out to the minute. My
turn is over at eighl. or eight-fifteen; I shall have the tigers
comfortably settled for the night by a quarter to nine, then
by tho timo our own show is through, I shall have heard
af!‘. that passes between -Barnum and his friend, and be back
here in time for bed. Noyw, what's wrong with that®”

¢ Oh, nothing, I suppoie; but the whole affair worrics
me. I wish you weren't going alone.”

“Well, I can’t take anyone with me, can I? Now, good-
bye, Claire I At hef request he had dropped the “ Miss " of
late. * To-morrow we shall know every move in Barnum's
little game.”

The. thunderous applause that awaited the boy at the end
of his turn that night had hardly died away, when he was
outside the great tent divesting himself of the dgorget_ms red
uniform which he always wore in the ring, and making tho

animals safe and snug for the night.

% Not oven Burton'll spot my absence,” he told himself,
giving a final glance at tho programme. I see he doesn’t
npfmar till nine-fifteen—which means he won't have finished
botore half-past. As usual, he'll go straight to the bar, and
by the time he’s through wivh his drinks I shall be back in
my own van.”’

This thought was comforting, and having snatched a morsel
of bread and cheese, Dick quiotly quitted the circus and
struck dff a4 a sharp pace in the direction of Warminster.

For the first mile his way lay through the woods, but
after that the heath and high road lay before him right
into the town. Once on lev Erou.nd he broke into a quick
run, which he kept up until within sight of Warminster.

Then he moderated his pace, and by the time he stood
within the ¢irous-ground fairly recovered his wind.

every side of him was a great silence, save in the
direction of the densely packed tents, from which every now
and then came a sudden burst of clapping, telling that the
show was still in full awing,

The night was dark, but not densc enough to prevent the
boy finding the caravan he wanted. (gnly the previous
eyening he had paid a surreptitious visit to Barnum’s Circus
to assure himsell which was the boss’s van, and the best placo
to keep his vigil.

. % No standing oa wheels or steps is good enough for me.
I'm going to hear all that’s said or nothing,” he determined,
when at last he found the captain’s caravan.

-On_cither side—but some distance away—were other vans,
angd in most of these lights burned, but no sound of voices
ocame Erom within.

““Guess they're all at the show,” mused the intrepid Dick.
“Now to put my head into the lion’s mouth.”

-Cautipusl{ he crept from the shadows end mounted the
short side ladder. The next instent he stood within the
obravan—in the tiny living-room, at onc end of which was
the stove and cooking apperatus, at the other a door leading
into the captain’s sleeping apartment.

In the centre of the living-room was a small table with
chairs around it, and, taking care not to disturb these, Dick
made his way into the sleeping-apartment, the door of which
he left slightly ajar, and then sat himself on the covered
seal beneath the bunk to await events.

“Theéy’ll be here soon,” he conjectured, ms salvo after
salyo of cheers sounded from the tent. ‘“Hurrah! They're
shutting down early to-night. Now for the fun.”

On all fours he crept beneath the seat, his face turned

wards the partly-opened door, through which ke hoped to
sbe and hear all that transpired between Barnum and his
associate.

Nor was his courage to meet with disappointment, for
ere very few minutes were passed a heavy step mounted
the ladder, someone struck a match, lit an evil-smelling
oil-lamp, and by its yellow rays Dick caught fleeting
glimpses of Barnum himself,

Shutting the outer door, the captain took bottle and
glasses from the side rack, poured himself out a drink, and
growlingly awaited the arrival of his visitor,

Hours seemed to pass, and already the boy was beginning
to pxperionce all the pains of cramp, when a gentle tapping
on the window-pane fell on his listening ears.

Barnum lumbered to the deor and threw it wide. Tha
new-comer entered, the bolt was shot—and the boy tiger-
tamer knew that he was a prisoner in the earavan with two

desperate men !
ONE PENNY!



THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Traitor.

T was a trying position for any boy ta be in—to feel that
‘even were he successful in running the gauntlct of these
two ill-natured rascals, there still remained hetween him
and freedom the bolted door.

For the first time it dawned on Dick that perhaps he had
heen over-sanguine in imagining he could carry eut such a
desperate enterprise without very great risk of discovery.
Little use, however, to think of that now.

Barnun’s first words enchained his attention.

“ What the blazes does that mean?” the circus proprietor
growled.

* Does whai mean ?"' came back the reply.

** Why, that black stuff across your face.”

Dick peered from his hiding-place—and drew back in
surprise.

The second man was masked. His eyes flashed brightly
through two slits in a deep band of black velvet. ‘

_“1 know a thing or two, Barnum. This isn’'t the first
fime I've been about when récognition would have meant
ruin. I’ll keep it on, if you please.”

Dick stared. The simple disguise prevented any possi-
Lility of recognition.

o \{]ell, to business!"” rapped out the captain, pouring
his visitor a stiff peg of whisky.

* Here you are, then, cap. A full plan of everything.
I you can’t come in on the rise now, -then I'm not”worth
the money you're paying me.”

Barnum took the sheet the other handed to him, and
studied it attentively.

*Bplendid, my boy—splendid!” he guffawed. *‘Dick
Turpin up to date. Ho that’s the wheers, is it1”

* The identical—replele with all modern effects—motor-
car, mwotor-bike, Black Bess, daring and dashing horse-
woman to the rescue. Something that'l) take the ?nnoy of
the great B.P., and put shekels into the pockets of the
proprietor of Barnum’s Marvellous Medley of Miraculous

Maesterpieces.” )
** Not so loud—nor so fast, my friend. When's Barnetto

going to run this outi”

* Next Wednesday—at the night show.”” '

“That means I've got to have everything ready to start
it by the beginning of next week. Can’t be done, cld man!”

“Why not?”

“W_el)i, to-day’s Thursday. I've got my own car; hut I
ain't got a motor-bike, and.there amn't no one in the show
as can ride one—at least, not sufficiently well for a atunt
like this.” _

' But Kou must do it—you must! Think what it moans
to you—hundreds of quids! By the end of the week, if he
can get the billa out, Barnetto'll be adverdsing this ‘ Novel
xnd Unprecedented Spectacle—the Greatest %\ttraction of
the Age.' Everyhody'il see it for miles around. Then on
Monday—two days before he’s ready—you’ll come out with
the same idea. At the most it'll be but a curious eoinci-
dence; and if he kicks up a shino you can gecuse him of
copying your idea.”

*O0w d’yer make that out ?”

*“The boy—the boy who was up here the other morning—
the boy you told me you struck across the face with your
whip—he was here. \What for? Why, to sell secrets, of
course! You can get a dozen to swear to seeing him. Ain't
that good enough 7’ .

~If you don't lick creation! With a brain like yours,
you ought to make a fortune.”

** Nof with tight ‘uns like you ahout, Barnuwm.™

“ Ain't I treatin’ you liberal 7"’

The circus proprietor was gelting angry.

1 suppose you are,” admitted the other tamely, * But
that ain’t the point. What do you think of the scheme?”

“* The best I've ever struck,” replied Barnuin, brightening
24 he ﬁugd:red the paper. ' All the direciions—the patter iy
vre, too

“Everyrhil‘,g—juﬂ— as Barnello’s going to produce it om
Wednesday next.”

**Don't reckon lLie'll want to give the British public a
«tale turn—~ch, what? Faney cormng cut with a wleese that
Harnun’s Circus "as been showin' for two nights beiaore im |
There won't ke much in it for 'im—ch 1"’

“ Not much, [ reckon. Now, I'll get on the reove.  Kvery-
thing’s clear, ain't it?’ .
* Quite 1"’ replied the masked man, rising to go. * Simply

follow that paper. Don't be.afraid of e¢pending a bit of
Lioney in coming out with the bills prompt on Monday. By
1l:a end of the wecelk, after you've put hundreds of quids in
sour pocket, you can reckon you are the top-dog showman
—in this counfry, at any rate. New [or my bit.”

The chink of money followed, and, after anoiher drink
and an interchange of congratulations, the ma-ked man
R A ngn

Barnum accorrpanied him to the door

“Find your vy all right?” he called ¢uf, s the other
irunbered down the sepa,
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“ Ain't.so sura!”’ camo back the mufled roply.

. ‘l';%rf a mo’, I'll give yer a 'and as far as the end of the
101€e,

The blood leapt in Dick’s veins.

Was Dame Fortuno to be kind to him, after all?

“ You’d better, I think!” came back the reply. ‘' Don’t
want no one stumbling across me with this pretiy covering
on my face, or they'll teke mo for the Modern ITighway-
man. v

Barnum laughed, and descended the stope.

Stealthily Dick crept from_his hiding-pf;co. 1Te reached
the door, waited till the voicos of the §wo men had
away on the edge of the encampment, then he slipped out
into the fresh night air,

“Burton's the traitor,” he said to himself. T could
almost swear to it—though I didn't see his face. Wait, my
tine fricnd—wait; my dey of reckoning will come!” .

Swiftly he dodged from caravan tp caravan, made a wide
detour to avoid nnf possibility of meeting with the twa men,
then, gaining the high-road, doggedly tackled the six miles
that lay between him and Baruetio’s Circus. i

l}lsre]y had he gons a hundred yards than an idez came
to him,

“ By cutting across iho heath I'll get back long before
Burton, if it was he,”” ho conjectured.

And, although the way was a desolato_and loncly ane, the
object at stake spurred him on, and, taking a bec.line across
country, he made his way at a rapid rate back o the camp.

The place was almost. in darkness when he arrived, utterly
woin out with his cxperience and the walking uf the past
fow hours. Here and there the light from an open caraven
cleft the blackness and served to guide him through the
encampment. )

Before ono of theso he started. and drew back into the
deep shadows. The door was wide open, for the night wax
warin, and, peering within, Dick saw something that gave
iim the biggest surprise of his life. .

Peacefully reposing in his bunk along one side of the
vehicle, punctuating ths silence with loud snores, was
Burton, the acrobat, soundly wrapped in slecp !

Burton therc—and he thought that the man who had
plotted with Barmun—the man he had left miles behind on
the Warminster Road was he. Instead, Burton was fast
asleep in his own van—sleoping the sloep of the just.

Filled with amazoment, Dick turned away. .

Would the mysetory never be solved? Was the traitor to
Barnetto’s cause to go unpunished ? .

Tt Jooked wery much liko it. And, as the boy sought his
nwn pallet, he had to conless tha! the other side beld all
the winping cards.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Clatre’s Triumph,
EVER before had man, woman, or child in Barnetlo™s
Royal Circus seen the signor in such a reging, tear-
ing temper. . .

%Ie was more ithan mad—a wild, roaring, human
tornado, he swapt from one part of the camp to another,
giving vent to paroxysms of violent vituperation and
frenzied abuse.

“Let me hind him! Only let me get my hands on him,
vhoever he is, I'H wring every breath from his body! IH
s li iy

Further apeech failing, he dragged himself wearily into
(laire’s caruvan, which happened to bo the noarest to hand,
aml, muttering some sort of an apology, threw himsclf into
a chair.

It. was Sunday—Sunday midday—and the signor had only
ju-t returned from Warniinster,

Natural curiosity prompted him to drive over carly to
coe what turns Parnum was billing. To his unutterable
amazeinont, every hoarding and space which would take a
poster was placarded with the following amazing announce-
ment :
CREATEST ATTRACTION OF TilE CENTURY,

On Wednesday INext,

at 3 a'vlock, und again at 8 o'clock,

will be presented, in addition {v
BARNUM'®
COLOSSAL CONGLOMERATION
MARVELS,
The Greatost Spectacular Diversion of the Age,
Devwized, invented, written, and koro presciiel

8
OF MIRACULOUS

Tos vhe First Tizze by THE GREAT CAPTAIN BARNUM

himself,
entitled: .
<-THE MUOUDERN IIIGHWAY.\IJ\N&;

Another Sehool Tals of the Juntors of G £ ;
 Beh o HANK RICHARDS, Orevivtars,
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In which will appear
Joe Davis, the Famous Driver of his Majesly’s Motor-Mail ;
Danvers, Champion Motor-Cyclist of the Universe,
in the part of
The Up-to-date DICK TURPIN,
end
CERISE, Queen of the Ring, who, an her
Fiery, Untamed Arab 8teed, Mohmand, will rescue
The Motor-Mail, its Driver, and Thousands of Pounds’
worth of Specie from the daring
clutches of the

MOTOR HIGHWAYMAN.

Nothing Like it Ever Presented to the Public Before,
Etc., ete., etc.

The signor mopped his perspiring forehead wearily.

“Pinch? It's the most colossal pinch one showman's ever
practised on another ! Look, me gal—look at it!”

Claire took the handbill and read it through. Already
she knew it off by heart. Dick had shown her one somo
time before. |

Again the signor burst into an angry torrent of threats,
abuse, and invective. It wasn't like him to get into a
violent temper—before a woman, too. He ceased at last
and sat down again, trambling with rage and mortification.

“Forgive me, girl,"” he said thickly. “I've nover hed
such a knock-down blow as this in my life. To think that
the scheme which me and young Dick Rivers worked out,
and on which already I've busted hundreds, should not only
leak out, ‘but be copied—no; forestalled—by a rival show-
man—well, I'll shut down the blessed circus, blowed if 1
won't! ¥Yes; that’s what I'll do. I'll pay 'em all off, every
man jack, and send 'em packing. Go and ask the missus
for ml: chegue-book. I'll do it now, afore I cool.” )

*That’s just why you shouldn’t do it, signor,” said Claire,

assing her warm, soft arm about his neck. ‘‘Now, just
isten to me, and I'll tell you something that'll make yoi
want to give every hand in the circus a present of a fives
pound note insteayl of the sack.” .

Barnetto turned his head slowly, and his eves widened in
wondermont.

““ What's that ¥

“I mean what I say; and you know, signor, I think too
much of you to let you <down. If you could only see it in
the right light, you can get the biggest free advertisement
out of this that you'll ever got in your life. But you can't
sée 'it—you won't eee it until the whole thing's done; and,
instead of making pounde, as you would have done by first
ﬁroducing “The Modern Highwayman' turn, you'll make

undreds.”

"‘“C"Ialre, whatever’s wrong with you? You ain't right,

irl !

“Right! I'm the sanecst
merniy.' £ Nc;w, just you

u you'v rromisge."’
yough""e got to promise

f us two, signor!"” she laughed
isten carefully, and what [ ask

¢ Got to promise; pnd you'll do it, too. I could have told
you about this long ago had I chosen."”

“You? Then why-—"

% Because Dick and I worked out a wonderful scheme—
not only for taking a rise out of Captain Barnum, but for
robbing him for ever of all hope of smashing up Barnetto's
Royal. ircus."”

“You can't mean——'

“**I'm not going to tell you what I mean. All you've got
to do is to trust me. If you do that, all will be well; if you
don’t—well, Barnum will make a heap of money, and you
will be nowherg,” ]

The signor positively gasped.
“You wan{ me to sit still and do nothing ¥’ he spluttered.
#Not at all. T want yvou just to go on wilh your scheme
as if ncthm& had happened; to have it ready, we you
pl?‘nned, on ednesday evening. Is that clear?”

e-ycs.

*“Very well, then, promise.”

I can't.,”

"Y:Ou must, or {ﬁu’rc ruined. Now promise!”

“Eh? Very well, then. You women always want your
own way."”

“You necdn’t if you don’t want to,"” said the girl, with
feigned hauteur. And she rose, ay if to leave the caravans

“All right. I prosmnise.”

**One thing more. Don’i get any more bills out on Mon-
ﬁ:&. “but. etart posting everywhere on Tuesday, Promise

“1 do.”

“Now, you won't question either me or Dick, will you?"
“ Dick Rivers! What's he got to du with it ?”
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“ Everything. It’'s his idea; but I'm pulting it before

Ou.ll
¥ Yqu minx !" . .

““Don't call me names, uncle dear,” she said, patting lis
cheek.

She often called him uncle when she wanted particularly
to get her own way.

“I don’t know what you're. driving at, you two, hut J
suppose I'd better;say ‘Yes' to everything.”

““Now you're talking sensibly. Still one thing more. I'd
almost forgotten® Dick and I wan't appear in the ring on
Taesday night.”’

“ Gireat Scott !
to that.”

“But you promised.”

“ No, I didn't.”

The éignor began to bluster.. The girl waited patiently.

““When you’ve agreed to that I'll go on. Dick and I
won't appear on Tuesday night.”

There was a finality in her tone that was convincing.

“But what can I <do? The show'll ‘go to picres!” sai:l
Barneito weakly.

It won't make a bit of difference to you,” said Claire.
* Herr Schmidt will have to «do. Dick’s show with the tigers,
and you can put on an ‘extra’ for me. You won't lose a
shilling by it.. But the next night—ah, the next night!—
you'll simply be turningz money from the doors, and for
many a night after that.”

Tho circus proprietor didn't quite know whether he was
awake or dreaming.

“Go on!" he satd curiously..

. T think that’s all,” murmared the Queen of the Ring.
¢ Mind you stick to your word, or I sha'n't answer for the
consequences. Do what you've promised, and, as I've told
you, after Wednesday you'll simply be coining money. Now,
arcn"’t»-l getting mercenary ! But you know, dear, it's all for
¥ou.

Again ehe put her arm caressingly around his neck, and
kissed hirn affectionately, He hed been a father to her evor
since she was a tiny mite; now she saw a way of repaving
him —al least, she and: Dick had worked it out together.

“You beat me to bits, Claire !’ the old showman caidl at
last. - ¢ Flow it’s all going to end I don't koow,”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
“ The King of the Road.”
TUESDAY night in Barnum's Circus! The announce-

Here, I say, Claite--—- Noj; I can’t agree

ment of the marvellous new attraction had made &
tremendous appeal for miles around, and the big tent
was packed to overflowing.

Tt was not the blare of the band, or the flare of the
paptha lamps, or the gags and funniositics of the comic man
outside the paybox that drew together that immense con-
ceurse of people. .

Seats in every part of the tent-—cheap and expensive -
were alike crowded. Barnum's Circus was about to cou-
mence a show the like of which had never been presented -

even before the crowned lieads of all the monarchs of
urope.

“It's magnificent —magnificent !”

The words canme from Captain Bernum himself. Arrayed
in a perfectly-fitting new evening-dress suit which he had
had purposely made for the occasion, gorgeously bedecked
and bejewelled with a massive gold chain and gemn-studded
rings, he looked the epitome of success and eecli-sutisfaction
as he eurveyed the vast throng that packed the riant
enclosure [romn fleor to roof. It was, in trath, magnificent !

Al last the band played the opening air, the beat of horve-
hoofs thundered in the tan, and the next minute the first
turn was in full swing.

Performer after performer followed in quick succession -
clown and acrobat, barcback-rider and juggler, elephaui-
tamer and conjurer, contorlionist and tambler—but every
eye was watching, and every heart Leating in {uuwlteous
anticipation for the event of tlie cvening.

The great moment drew nigh. .

Well might the oily captain rub his hands with glea,
Never before had such a erowd assembled in any ¢ireus
enclosure, There were hundreds of pounds alrewdy in the
pay-box, and still the gangways and every ineh of etnnding
rooin was being taken up,  Ile had fownl —or, rathwer,
ihieved —a gold-mine.

A round of hand-clapping, growing in volume cvery
gecond, rolled through the huge tent; to the stampivg of feet
were added wild calls for the appearance of “The Mudern
Ilighwaym-an.”

The turn came al last. One by one the lamps and flares
wore extinguished, and, save for the gleaming electric bulbs
that lit up the music for the band, and the soft radiance

ONE PENNY!



Trom the limelight apparatus in the roof, the place was in
darknees, .

" Here it comes—here it comes !”’ . L.

The whisper passed from mouth to mouth, increasing mm
sound until the combined buzz of expectancy broke into one
prolenged cheer. . . - . .

Barnum himsell strode into the limelight, and raised his
jewelled hand to enforce silence.. .

From a half-sheet of notepaper he announced the turz—in
far-fetched, glowing language he described it—the greatest
spectacular and novelty effect ever ehown in any circus.

Another round of cheering, then silence once maore.

A deathlike stillness seemed to have settled on that breath-
Jess multitude—a stillness brolien suddenly by the tense,
sharp throbbing of an engine. Out from the darknees
Joomed & pair of startlingly-white headlights, and a giant
motor-van leapt into life—to start on a nad career round
the arena. . . .

Faster and faster it went, the limelight following it, and
proclaiming it as his Majesty’s mail. .

The audience gazed spellbound. Hark! What is thot?
Above the deep thunder of the motor-van could be heard
the one long continuous burst of short, sharp explosions.

"Then into the ring, some hundreds of feet behind the larger

vehicle, shot a motor bicycle, ridden by a masked man.

See! They are racing—faster and faster, the emaller
gaining every moment on the larger.

One-instant more, and the motor-bicycle is.alongside tho
Royal mail.. Bwilt as lightning the masked highwayman
whips a pistol [roin his coat. There is a quick report, &
iash of flame, the mail-driver topples from his seat, and
the van is at the mercy of the robber.

At once he has the doors unlocked; the chests of golden
coin and notes lay to his hand. He fills a box on the back
of his machine, is about to make off, when a coal-black steed
Rashes into the ring. .

The robber mounts, and is off—off, to the crackle of his
engine and the cheers of the epectaiors. But stay: That
horse and rider. Surely they are riding quicker, making
even greater speed than the engine-driven machine. Now
the fearless horsewoman draws alongside—see, she is edging
him in, nearer, ever nearer, to the barricade.

Stop ho must, -or certain death awaits him. He dare not
foul‘that speeding steed, or ils flashing hoofs would beat the
life from his body in a second.

Na; hLe is cornered. He must stop or be killed.  Slower
ard slewer his engine beats, the - machine stops, and he
jumps off, to find himself looking down the muzsle of &
Eigio), held in the unflinching hand of the Queen of the

ing.

Captain Barnum heaves a sigh of intenee satisfaction.

It is ever. No; not quite, There is something mare {0
come. Out of the darkpess, from somewhers at the back of
the tent, steals a pencil of ghostly light, hovering this wa
and that, until it comes {o fest on the great black side o
the motionless mail-van.

It is a message. One by one, words are unfolding them-
selves on the improvised blackboard. Every eye 16 upon
them. Five thousand people read them. And this is what
ihey iead:

TIIE TCRN JUST GIVEN
i8S BUT A POOR IMITATION OF TIIE ONE AND

ONLY ORIGINAL PRODUCTION OF THE GREAT
SCENIC SPECTACLE

“TIIE MODERN HIGHWAYMAN,”
to be shown

TO-MORROW XNIGHT, AT EIGHT O'CLOCK,

m

BARNETTO'S ROYAL CIRCUS AT DUNSTONE.

That waa all, bul it was sufficient. A mighty roar went
up from that vast assemblage. They fell—and knew—that
this anncusicement implied battle between the two greatest
rival stowmen of Britain. To-night they had come in their
fhouw 5; to-morrow night they would go in their tens
of thousamls to Barnetto’s Circus, to witness the next round
of the battle,

They would talk about it.
the papers.

_ Tt was a triumph for the two young brains that had planned
it-—Diek Rivers, the young Tiger Tamer, and Claire Forster,
Qucen of the Ring.

While yet the big tent shook with minglial cheers and wild
¢rivg, they slipped down Irom their vantage-point, some few
foet from the ground; outside . Barnum’s ient, hurriedly
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acked away the poetﬁihne lantern by means of which they

thrown the slido bearing the great amnouncement across

the circus arena on to the side of the mail van, and, ere a

living soul could bar their pro , they had gained a trap

waiting them on the high-road, and were being driven as

g:.-st. as the signor’s pony could carry them back to Barnetto’s
irous.

“It'll do it—it'll do it! Fm surc of it!” panted Jack,
hugging himself with delight. “I know by thc yells and
shouts of surprise that the audience appreciato the situation.
Wait, Claire—only wait till to-morrow night, end watch them
come! Thig'll prove the biggest draw that any circus has
ever had1”

And Dick was right. The scheme turned out tho most
colossal and moneft-ma.}(ing suocess cver patronised by the
British public. They felt there was sol ing more behind
the affair than met the eye. And when the newspapers
began to take it up, and some inquired why Captain Barnum
did not take al proceedings against his rival, and no
anawer was forthcoming, the excitcment increased to in-
conceivablo dimensions.

‘As Claire had predicied, the signor literally coined money.
The boom lasted not for a week, but for months. Wherever
they went the mews of the occurrence preceded them—hbow
one circus had come out with a great attraction which the
ptt,her had incontestable proof was but a vulgar imitation of
113 OWI.

And so our story draws to its end. The contest between
the rival showmen—the ra.soalzge atternpt on the part-of
Captain Barnum to wrest from 8i, the kingship of the
road—ended in complete and overwhelming victory for the
latter. And behind it all wero the oool brains and
tremendous daring of Claire and Dick—the chums of the

ring.

But Barnett wasn’t the man to let the matter rest there.
His own company was never safe whilst there remained a
traitor in.the camp, and to that end, when, a few days after
the startling denouement, he and the rascally Barnum came
face to face, he foroad tiio latter—under pain of threatenmed
legal proceedings—to roveal the name of the one who had
been at the bottom of all the trouble.

Jim. Burton didn’t stay Jong in the circus after that. As
a matter of fact, the next day—and for sbfuwd many days
after that—he was looking for a new et. Anyway,
Barnetto’s Circus knew him no more. For, more persems
than one his forged retirement from the concern was a good
thing—particularly for. Herr Schmidt.

It was only when the acrobat had turned his back upon the
encampment for thao last time that his purpose in_lending
poor Herr Schinidt money and encouraging tio. German’s
weakness for alcoholic liguors became patent to all’ who
shared the knowledge of his rascality. wanted not only
to inflame the ex-tiger-tamer’s animosity towards the lad who
had in pert supplanted him—a task in which he failed hope-
lessly, tar the simple remsom that Horr Behmidt hadn’t a
spark of ungenerousness in his nature—but &lse, by lending
him meoney which thero was no chance ‘of ever getting back, to
gain such a hold over the Herr as to compef‘him {0 swear
that Dick Rivers must have svld the secrets to Captain
Barnum, as the lad had tried to get him to help in the
villainous schenre.

However, ag we know, Herr Schmidt's' honour was never
put lo the test, and if it had been wo may be sure the old
man would have passed through the ordeal like the seldier
and-g&ntioman he was at heart—for awakening had come to
him on that very day when Claire reminded him of his duty
towards himself and his beloved Fatherland.

And with the resolution strong upon him to atone for the
past, Herr Schmidt started in to repair his shattered
fortunes, and it was not long beforc he had sufficiently
re-cstablished himself in estimation of the cirous.
proprietor to induce the latter to reinstate him to his former
coveted position.

But what of Dick? The fact of his severing his connection
with the animals that one time had been under the German's
care was but tho first step in a circus carcer that landed him,
in a very few years, at tho top of the trea.

To-day. Dick Rivers is no longer a boy—he is a prosperous,
energetic young man, whose success has done something more
than make him a junior partner in Barnetto’s Circus; it his
provided him with the privilege of asking the girl who, in
those far-off ntru(%ghng times, had been his constant com-
panion and friend, to share whetover mxy come to him in
the future,® And we may be suro that, come sunshing or
storm, Dick Rivers and the Queen of the Ring will remsin,
till the curtain of lifc rings down, what, since the first day
of thoir mecting they started out to Le—true circus chumsi

THE END.
35
Another School Tale of the Junfors of Grey.
By FRANK RICHARDS. Ripinee
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Stanley Dare%
The BOY DETECTIVE., &

o :
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INTRODUCTION.

Stanley Dare, the Boy Detective, is engaged by a big firm of
South African merchants to recover the sum of £00,000, which has
been stolen from them. Dare finds that the money has been stolen
from the original thief by a secret crimihal society, one of whose
members, an Englishman named Mark ScRon, has absconded with
the whole of it. The Yyoung detective traces Sefton to a town called
La Union, aud he is there informed that Seiton is dead. Scala,
Valdez, and Quintana—three members of the criminal society—are
anxious to obtain the stolen money. Belore they can do this, how-
ever, it is necessary that they procure a part of a link of & chain
which is in Sefton’s pessession. Finding the missing piece has been
buried with Sefton, the three men unearth the coffin. Just as they
have discovered that there are only lumps of lead inside, Stanley Dare
a) aches them, *‘I give you two hours in which to get out of La

nion,” says the young cetective. *‘Go!"

(Now go on with the Story.)

On the Mountain Range—The Detective’s Peril,

The two 'villains slunk off without another word, and as
soon as they were out of sight Dare set to work to examine
the lead with which the coffin had bsen weighted. .

Each piece was neatly sewn ulf) in canvas, and the pieces
wore of the size and shape used for ballast in small yachts.

The port of La Union did not scem to be at all a likely
rlm in which to find a yacht; but he determined to make
nquiries of the Customs officials the first thing in the
morning, for he wanted to find out where the pig-lead had
oome from.

‘In Turau-anca of this intention he went down to the quay
after he had had breakfast, and finding an official who was
readv to give all the information at his disposal for a couple
of dollars, hé learnt that a small vessel of about a hundred
tons, named the President, which had onco been a yacht,
but was now a trading v , had sailed $wo days ﬂeviouﬂy
for Esparsa. He remembered that she had some ballast on
board such as the Senor Inglese had described.

He also remembetcd—on the receipt of two more dollars—
that th¢ Pregident carried one pas :
man, he believed—who was suftering from bad health, and
went at once to his cabin as soon as he got on board.

It was tolerably certain that the * Spanish” passenger on
board the President was really Mark Sefton. He had played
a splendid game of bluff in circulating a report-—-or getting
one circulated by others—of his death, and then going
through all the business of & mock funeral.

Tho presence of tho lead ballast in the coffin secmed to

point_to the fact that the captain of the Président had taken
part in the deception.
. With the rapidity which eharacterised all his actions when
he picked up the trail, Stanley Darc had cngaged a fifty-ton
‘cutter, with her skipper and crew of four men, before noon
of that day to convey him to Esparsa.

At two o'clock in the afternoon the cutter weighed anchor,
and by sunset the coast line of Salvador was out of sight
astern.

_ From La Union to Esparsa was a distance by sea of three
hundred and fifty miles, and ds the winds were mostly light,
it took the cutter exactly three days to cover the distance.

Esparsa is only a small port in the Gulf of Nocoya, with
hot, narrow streets, and no hotel accornmodation whatever

he President was at anchor in the roadstead when the
‘young detective arrived these. She bad arrived only two
days previously, and Stanley Dare had no difficuity in
finding out what had become of her solitary passenger.

In so small a town, quite out of the busy world, the advent
of a stranger is noticed, and is a matter of comment.

rom inquiries which he made, Stanley Dare learnt that

Mark Secfton had gone to San Jose, a town situated amid
the mountains. From San Jose there is a short line of rail-
way to Port Limon, on the Atlantic side, and to Port Limon
the fugitive was now bound, thus doubling on his tracks, and

oing back almost to his starting-point. From Port Limon
hhe had, no doubt, meant to make his way to England, there
to obtain possession of the money. It was the last lap in the
race, 5o to speak, and the young detective realised that if he
was to win, he would have to put all his energy into his
final ‘spurt,

A guide was not to be procured, but Daro cared litllo
about that. The chances were that he would be better with-
out onc. The road was'plain enough to follow, although for

assenger-—a Spanish gentle--

the ﬁrenter part of the way it was nothing better than a
rough mule-track.

The young detective bought a good, sturdy animal,
strapped a valise_with his Lelongings to the saddle, and set
off on his lonely journey.

All went well on the grat part of the way, He had reached
the foot-hills of the mountain range, and put up for the night
in a 'hut which had once been used by a charcoal-burncr.

.On the second day it was hard ¢limbing all the time in the
direction of the San Jose Pass, which waa five thousand feet
above the sea-level. At noon he camped under the shade of
a clump of petioles. A mountain stream trickled lazily past,
and Stanley Dare, listenin dreamily to its murmnur in the
noonday heat, fell into a doze from ‘which he presently had
a rude awakening.

It was a deep, roverberating crash of thunder which
nroused him, and he sprang to his feet s some heavy rain-
drops splashed upon his face.

A blinding flash of lightning seemed to till the atmosphere
with quivering fire. frightful peal of thunder followed,
which so terrified the mule that he broke his head-rope and
belga,n to plunge wildly hither and thither.

are attempted to secure it, but was flung by the
affrighted animal head over heels over some rocks. The
mule dashed off, and that was the last he ever saw of it. But
that was not the worst mishap, for when Dare rose to his
feet he saw coming round the bend of the mountain-path
none other than Leon Scala. Pedro Valdez followod him.
There was no one else, but they were. enough. It was
evident that these two villains had succeeded in picking up
the trail again.

Leon 8cala uttered a shout of malignant triumph.

* By all the fiends!” he cried. *Our luck has not deserted
us! It is the young English detective! We can settle our
score now! Hands up, you hound! I'm the man with the
revolver ready this time "’

Stanley Dare did not move.

“Hands up, I say!” yelled Scala. “Ilold them abova
your head !

The voung detective did not answer. A desperate plan of
escape had flashed into his mind. Within half a dozen paces
of where he stood a mountain torrent roared down a deep
and rocky channel. He might be able to keep afloat if he
leaped into it, and in a few moments the foaming waters
would carry him out of the range of his enemy’s revolver.

8cala began to count slowly.

** One—two—three—four—five—""

With one_tremendous [ea'FhDsrq reached a ledge of rock
oVerhanging the torrent. ere was s shout of rage from
his foes. A revolver shot rang out,_ and the bullet whizzed
past Dare's head.

- Then the young detective made a second leap clear into the
foaming waters, and disappeared beneath the surface.

Leon Scala shrieked out a furious oath in the madnese of
his passion, and rushed to a rocky ledge a short distance
fower down stream, in order to try and get another shot at
the young detective. The ledge was-slippery and moss-
grown. e lost his balance, and his feet shot from under
him; then, with a wild shriek of despair, he plunged head-
long-into the torrent and vanithed instantly from sight.

Pedro Valdez was too startled at the suddenness with
which it had happened to do anything more for a few
minutes than to stare stupidly into the water where his
companion had disappeared ; not that it was likely he could
bave helped him, but he made no effort to do so.

“Caramba! He is gone!"” he rwuttered. * He can't
swim a stroke, so there is not the smallest hope for him.
Well, the band can break up now. Sefton a traitor, Leon
Soala dead! We have not a man left fit to take the leader-
ship. .I muet let Quintana. know what has happened.”

This was Leon Scala's requiem.

His lieutenant turned back and again mounted his raule,
and leading the one on which Scala had been mounted, he
descended the mountain road. towards the sea coast.

In the meantime, 8tanley Dare, splendid swimmer though
he was, was having a desperate battle. for life in the roaring
torrent. He was hamperod by his valise, which was still
strapped across hig back, but he was unable to pnfasten it.
It was lucky for him that he could not, for tho valise was
eventually the means of saving his life.

The torrent was deep, but as the yvoung delective was
carried down, he was congiderably bruised by the rocks and
floating tree-trunks, against which he was continuously being
dashed. He began to fear that he would be drowned, after
all, when suddenly the straps of his valise caught in a pro-
jecting snag of rock, and there he hung, so breathless and
exhausted, that for eome minutes he was quite unable to do
anything to help himself. While he hung there the body of
Leon Scala was swept past him, tossed hither and thither
like a cork on the foaming watere

(To be continued),

e
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