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“1 say, you fellows, I'm coming, you
know!" panted Bunter, pounding after
the trap. " Catch hold of me!™
“Certainly 1" said Bob Cherry, and he
cought hold of Bunter—by the nose.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Meeting Mauly's Uncle!

a4 Y lord, the carriage waits!™

Bob Cherry mn!:ﬁa that remark humorously as he

looked into Lord Mauleverer's study in the Remove
passage.

Lord Mauleverer, the dandy of the Remove, was extended
upon & luxurious sofa, with his hands behind his head, and his
knees drawn up. He was apparently contemplating the
study ceiling with great attention. He turned his head
slightly, and gave Bob a gentls nod.

“My lord e

“Yans," snid Lord Mauleverer.

“The carringe waits!"

“ All serene; let it wait,” vawned Lord Maulsverer.

Harry Wharton's voice camo along the passage.

“Tell that eilly ass to buck up.”

Bob Cherry grinned, and picked up a oricket-stump, and
came towards the schoolboy earl with a business-like look.
dhe noble slacker eyed him somewhat apprehensively.

* My dear follow-—="" he began.

"My lord, the carringe waits™ Bob.

Mo, 287.
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A Splendid, New, Long,
Complete School Tale
Dealing with the Adven-
tures of Harry Wharton
& Co. at Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS,

words, you silly chump, the trap has come round, and we're
wathing for you."

[} | '\,-'nm'l

“ Well, are you coming?”

* Yans"

“ Well, gerrup, then," roared Bob.

“Tired.”

“Ah! You want bucking wup,”
pathetically, ** You must be simply fagged out by Iying on
that sofa. There's nothing like the end of a ﬂrll‘.lﬁ_‘-[':rﬁtu_l_l]i}
il the riba to buck a féllow up. Try it! You see—"

“ Ow " gasped his lordship, bucking up very suddenly, and
rolling off the sofa. * Yah! Don't be a rough beast I'm
coming."

“1'll help vou alang,” =zaid Bob, jabbing at the clerant
form of the schoolboy earl with the stump, * That's right,
out you go, get a move on, run for it

" Yarooh!™

Lord AMauleverer dodged out of the study, and ran for his
life. Bob Cherry followed him with a chuckle. His lordship
was a born slacker, and often scomed too tired to live: Lub
Bob Cherry had energy enough for two, and he was alw Ays
willing to place his energy at the service of his noble friend.

August Bth, 13,

said Bob Cherry sym.
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It was a halF-holiday at Greyfriars, and a glorious summer’s
afternoon.  The ericket ground was rmwdur?. and there were
three matches going on ot onee.  But Harry Wharton & Co.,
pf the Lower Fourth, were not thiuking of ericket, for ance,
on that particular afternoon.

Outside the schoolhouse was a trap, and in the trap were
Nugent, and Johnny Bull. and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
Wharton was standing by the horze, which thowed some signs
of sttwl-rmam, as Bob Cherry eame out with the s hoolboy
earl.

“ Duck up!” said Wharton. ** We don't want to be late
" Yaas," safd Mavleverer, with a sigh. ** It's jolly warm,
an't it. T say, there's only room for fuur in that trap.”

" We're poing te make room for six,” zail Bob Cherry.
" We've ot a specially good gee-gee- U'p vou get.™

Lord Mauleverer paused with his foot on the step, and an
exjpression of deep consideration on his face. The juniors
watched him with grinning faces. Lord Mauleverer would
sometimes expoend half an hour in finding a reasou why he
~hould not exert himself for five minutes.

*1 say, begad, you know,” said Lord Mauleverer. * Upon
the whole, perhaps you fellows had better go and meet my
nncle, and I-—h'm—1'll stay here, you know, and welcome you
when you get in, you know."

“Up you get!" roured Bob Cherry.

** Yaas, but—oh!"

Bob Cherry hoisied the noble earl inte the trap, and he
fell with a bump amonyg the feet of the fellows there.

" Stay there,” said Nugent, putting his feet on his lord-
ship’s back. ** There isn't much room to sit up, and I waunt
u foot-rest."”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1—1 say, you know—oh! D-d-don't!” Lord Mauleverer
struggled to his feet, in a somewhat dusty state, and sat
down wearily. ** Al! serene; I'll come.”

Bob Cherry jumped in after him, und Harry Wharton
mounted and took tfm reins. A [at jupior came hurrying out
of the Schoolhouse, bliuking excitedly through a very large
pair of spectacles, as the trap began to move.

"1 say, you fellows, hold on—1I'm coming."”

" Begad, there won't be room for Bunter,” sud Lord
Mauleverer, who was tightly squeezed between Nugent and
Bob Cherry—more tightlv, perhaps, than there was occasion
for. 1 say, I'll get cut and let Buuter have my place, if
svou hike™

“ Dirive on!" eaid Robh,

The trap rattled away towards the gates. Billy Bunter
vushed after it, and caught hold behind, s little, fat legs
going like clockwork to keep pace with the trap.

“1 say, you fellows. I'm coming., vou know. Stop that
blessed trap till 1T get . Yon might lend me a hand, Bob
Cherry, you beast—1 mean, help me in, old fellow. Catch
hold of me."

“ Certminly,” sail Bob: and he caught haold of Bunter—
by the nose, between s Gnger and thumb,

“Groogh !"

“That all neht?’ asked Bah.

“Gorroogh!™ spluttered Bunter, “Led go by dose, vou
beast! Ib you doen't led go by dose, I'll bunch your silly
head., Led go!™

Bunter hung on (o the trap desperately as it rattled down
the drve, Bob Cherry held on to his Little fat noes, and
Bunter glared at him through his spectncles, with fury in
his looks. There was a vell of laughter from the fellows in
the Close,

“ o it, Bunter!"

* Ha, bha, ha!"

“Led go by daose!” stutiered Bunter.  ** Loog here, I'm
gnmmmg! I know you vellows are going to have n weed,
and I'm gumming. Led go by dose !

“Let go the trap, then,” =aid Bob grioning.
not going to have a feed, yvou fat dufler
et Mauly's uncle.”

“You'be got ginger-beer there,” =and Bunter,
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wl. Ted go by dose, you rodder!' The pressie upon
hiz nose impeded Bunter's utterance to some extent. ** Led
go! You're nod going to leabe me oud of a feed, vou
rodder ! Groogh !™

* (iive bim some of the ginger-beer,” said Bab.
 Nugeut picked up a bottle fiom under the seat und opened
1t.

Pops !
The bottle was turned upon Bunter's crimson face. A
sHream of foaming ginger-beer swam wpon his flushed
colintenance, and he let go the trap with a spluttering roar,
Bob Uherry let go his nosr nt the same moment, and the
[at junior sat down upon the gravel,

1 trap rattled on.

“ Groogh!" gasped Bunter.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter struggled to his feet, and shook a fat fist
after the trap as it turned out of the gateway and disappeared.

The chums of the Remove laughed gleefully as they rattled
down tho long, white road to Friardale. They were .in
grest spirits. A drive in the leafy lanes on a sunny after-
noon was always cnjoyable, and they enjoyed it. Lord
Mauleverer's uncle, 8i¢ Reginald Brooke, was coming down
to the school in his car, to visit his noble nephew: and it
was Harry Wharton's idea to meet him on the read, and
escort him to Grevfroars in triumph. The juniors had re-
ceived many kindnesses from Mauleverer's uncle, hence their
desire to show him honour. Johnny Bull had brought s
mouth-organ with him, to distinguish the occasion with
musical honours, and as soon as they were outside the school-
ywates he !:rmluc:-d his instrument of torture snd blew upon
it to get his hand o, as it were, ready for the meeting.

“ Begad!" sauxl Lord Mauleverer,

“ Mercy !"" said Nugent.

" ﬂhucfc it!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. “If yon want to
play tt,mt; thing, Johnny, you ought to learn to play a tune
on it.’

Johmiy Bull paused in his musical efforts for o moment,
to bestow a witheriny glare upon Bob,

“ ¥You silly ass,”” he said, in measured tones.
ing s tune,’ .

“Oh! My mistake! What tune is 1! asked Bob in.
nocently. ' Something by Wagner or Richard Strpuss, 1
suppose—or a little of both"

“Ha. ha, ha!"

* When we meet 8ir Reginald’s ear, I'm going to play * A
Fine Old Englhish Gentleman ! ' said Bull.

*“Good wheezre. Why not practise it now?”

“ That's what I'm doing, you [athead,” yelled Bull,

“Oh!"

Johnny Bull, with a glare of scorn, recommenced. Nugent
stopped {lig cars, and Bob Cherry assumed an expression of
patient suffering,. Wharton, who wu_driving. looked round.
“ Johnny, old man, you're frightening the gee-geel"
Johnny Pull snorted.
“You silly asses haven't any ear for music!” he said.

“ Not that sort " grinned Bob Cherry. ' Look after that
ee-goe, Harry. Whether it’s the mouth-organ or not, he
Emlu- as if he means business!”

Wharton gripped the reins.  The horse was eertainly very
[resh, but ‘E’hnrtun wis o good driver, As the trap drew
near the ecross-roads, bowlhng aloug at a great rate, thera
was a sudden z2ug-zug-zng cg a motor-bicycle, ond o dusty
rider came whirling round the cormer at a  great speed
The horse, already restive, started and shied, and as the
motor-cyelist woent whirling by the amimal dragged [uriously
nt the roms and galloped Imui]:.‘ on,

“ My hut!” gasped Boly Cherry, us he was thrown violently
ngamnst Lord Muauleverer. * Look out, Harry! Hold the
bwrnst in 1™

Wharton did not reply. His grip on the reins was hke
iron, bul the powerful horse was too much for him. Th.
juniors clung to the trap and to one another as it raced on.

With a clear road Dwelore himm, Wharton would lhive had
the animal under control again in a couple of minutes. Buz
nt the eriticd]l moment there came the warning oote of a
inotor-car from the direction of the \'illugc.

Zap-zip-zip !

It was u big, hatulsume car, with an old gentleman insidoe
The chanffeur soundod his born frantically us he canght siglht
of the trap and the plunging horse bearing down upon L.
But the teoting of the motor-horn finished the business for
the sturtled horse. He was quite out of hand now,

The juniors held their breath, their fsces going quite pale
For o mwomoent it secmed ss if there 1r'r'r;m.]tlE be a frightful
acvident ; but the driver of the car saved the situation.  With
cool promptitude he tnrmed the car upon the belt of grass
beside the roud, avoiding the runaway almost by a hair's
brewdth.  The juniors went flashing by in the trap; and as
they rushed on they heard a L‘.rui and a yell, and =aw

“ Beasts! Yah!™

“1 am play-

“THE £EHH‘I’ POPULAR,"”
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Mr. Capper made a spring to the k}ite: H-I-Id- snatched i.I;]J the poker. Then he mn-:_lr. unutﬁ&_ spring
back to the table, and with ome mighty blow the Form-masfer smashed Socraies
“ Socrates’ bu'st!” murmured Bob Cherry, (S:ze Chapler9,)

into powder.

that the car was on its side against the hedge, throbbing like
s wild animal suddenly caught, and the chauffeur was strug-
gling in the ditch,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not According to Programme !
- BEGAD‘." gasped Lord Mauleverer,

* Pull him in, Harry !

“The car's over !"

“Begad! It's my uncle's ecar!” groaned Lord
Mauleverer. *' Poor old Uncle Reggie!”

Wharton was dragging furiously at the reins. He pulled
tho frightencd steed 1 at last, and brought him trembling to
a halt; but they were almost a quarter of a mile from the
soene of the aceident,

Wharton jumped down, and secured the reins to a tree
beside the road, _

“ Uome on!" he exclaimed.
beast again!”

The juniors dashed back along the road.

It did not take them long to reach the spot where the car
had been overturned. The old gentleman had clambered
out, and was trying to assist the chanffeur, who was groaning
in the diteh.

“Not hurt. Uncle Reggie?' gasped Mnuleverer.

¥ Oh, it's you, is it?" said Bir Heginuld Brooke.

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. Z8T.
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my man up, my lads. T'm afraid he's hurt. No, T'm not
burt myself!"’

The juniors lifted the chauffeur out of the ditch, The
ditch was a dry one, and he had fallen into a bed of ferns
and nettles, His face was very pale as they lifted im upon
the grass.

“Where are you
anxiously.

“1t's my arm, sir—only a sprain, 1 think,"” said the man.
“ But the car—the axle's gone, sir, 1 couldn’t do anything
but turn it off the road, or o

“You did quite right,”” said Sir Roginald. * You pre-
vented & bad accident. 1 shall not forget this, Thompson.
Never mind the car now., We can send mechanics from
Courtfield to look after it. My lads, where can Thompson
be taken to be cared for? Is there a hospital here?”

Wharton shook his head m dismay.

hurt, Thompson?' asked the baronet

“Nothing nearer than Courtfield, sir,”” he said. * That's
gix miles from here.”

*Not n ecottage hospital in the village?”

“(h, no, mr!”’

The baronet knitted his brows,

“That is bad. There is a doetor's, I suppose®’

“ Yesa, there's a doctor in Friardule,”" said Harry., °°If the

car can't be moved, we can get him to the doctor's in the
teap.”
“Very good! 1 suppose that is tho best that can be done,”

PRICE
TWOPENCE.
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said the baronet. ' 1 will do what I can for him while you
feteh the trap here.”
Whaurton hurried away, and soon returned with the trap.
Thompsan was hifted mnto it
“*We're awfully sorry this has

heppened, sir,”  said

Wharton. " We woere coming to meet your car, and—
and—"

“I'he gee-gee was frightened by a motor-bike,"” gaid Bob
Cherry.

The baronet moddo:d.

“ Well, well, it could not be helped,” he said. * Perhaps,
however, T had better «rive the trap into the wi . Ono
of you ean get in with Thompson, and the others maght stoy
with the car to see that nothing happens to it till 1 can get
an=mistunce to have it removed,”

“ (‘ertainly, sir!” _

Wharton mountod into the trap with the injured chauffeur
and Sir Reginald took the reins, The dismuyed Co, ut-ngo&
with the disabled cur.

“Well, this is a go!" cjuculated Bob Cherry, * Johnny,
old man, you'd better play the Dead March in * 8aul,’ or
*We Won't be Homeo t-ilf Morning,' if you want to play somo-
thing 1"’

The go-fulness is terrific!” remarked Hurrce Jamset Ram

Singh. "1 trust the csteemed chauffeur is not seriousfully
T mi!“
I“'!:I{]-ugnd! I hope the doctor won't be out!” smid Lord

Mauleverer, shaking his head. *‘Thers ought to be a hos-
pital or something, you know, somewhere "’ _

It was a disastrous ending to the little outing. The
iuniors consoled themsolves with the reflection that it might
L;u.'n been much worse. But for the promptness of the
chauffeur in avoiding the runaway horse, it certainly would
have been much worse. The Removites waited a long time
by the overturned car, and it was nearly two hours before the
trap appeared in sight again,

‘pThPaFEductnr waE m-.tgming his patients,” Bir Reginald
cxplained, as he brought the trap to a halt. * It was very
unfortunate, This disirict is very much in want of a
vt hospital. 1 shall speak to Dr. Locke about it, and
seo what can be done,  You boys had better come back to the
wchool now,"

“But the ear, =sir?" said Nugent, _

“1 have telephoned to Courtfield, and they aro sending
men from the garage to take care of it. 'I'hey will be here
suon, and the car will be safe till they arrive.” :

So the juniors climbod into the trap, and, with Sir Reginald
still driving, they returned to Greyinars, LS.

The baronet was very thﬂﬁlt_fu‘l, probably thinking about
the saffering entailed upon injured man by the want of
provision for aceidents 1n the n"llaqﬁ. .

Sir Reginald went in to see the Head, and Gosling led the
trap away, till it should be sent for, A crowd of fellows
gathered round te learn what had happened. Most of
Lireyfriars knew that Lord Mauleverer’s uncle was coming
down that afternven in his car, and they guessed that there
had been an aceitlent when they saw lim arrive in the trap
with the junmiora. Billy Bunter shook a fat forelinger
reprovingly at the Famous Five.

*Jolly well serves you right!” he saud. “1 was quile
willing to drive the trap for you; and if I'd driven this
wouldn't have happened !

“(th, rats? sard Wharton crossly,

“1 gucss you wanted me to drive,” remarked Fisher T.
Fish, the Yankee jumior, * I guess—"'

“(uess aguin!” growled Bob Cherry. :

“You shoulid have called on No. 7 Study for a driver,”
said Pt:}*nr Todd, with o solemn shake of the head, **You
s0e——

And Vernon-Smith chimed in:

" You onght to have a notice on your trap when vou go out
driving, you know—' DANGEROUS TO CYCLISTS! or,
"MOTOR-CARS PROCEED WITH CAUTIOND Y

“Ha, ha. ha!”

“ It wouldn't have happened if I'd been in the trap!™ said
Billy Bunter, with a snilf,

“Well, no: it would puzzle a horse to bolt with your
weight behind it ™" said Hugﬂnt.

“Oh, really, Nugent—'

“Oh, go and eat coke, all of yvou!" saii Harry Wharton,
“"L'ome on, vou chapi—no time to jaw to these duffers!
We're going to look after your vnele, Mauly 1™

“Good egg!” sand Vernon-Smith. **Teke him out for a
irive—and Mauly will come inte the property ["

“Ha, ha, ha!"’

The chums of the Remove marched away, leaving the
juniors chuckling. They went to No, 1 Study to consider
the inportant question of the entertainment of the honoured
puest. Billy Bunter followed them there, Billy Dunter had
a remarkable gift for scenting out a feed, and be was never
left out of one if he could help it

Tiue Maagser Lisnany.—No, 287,
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I”II say, you fellows—" he began, blinking inlo the
studly.

8 Ulear off " roared Bob Cherry.
oo But, 1 say, 1 want to help you,

I suppose Enu’m oing to stand
after nearly killing him—"'

“ You—vou fat tond——"’

ou know,” said Dunter.
uly’s uncle some tea,

" Well, you did nearly kill him, you know. But if you
want to have a really good feed, I'm willing to take the
whole matter into my hands, and arrange it ?r:-r yoli. You

know h-::-‘w I can cock ! urged the Owl of the Remove.

Bob Cherry made o rush at the fat junior, and Bunter
whipped out of the study. Bob slammed the door with a
"’I"if“ that rang the length of the Remove assage.

The fat h-::-unIdEr!” growled Bob. * I\an, we've gob to
look after Mauly's uncle, You must make him come to tea
m.!.h; Ihl*d » Mauly,”

ans !’

“He's an old sport,"” said N % M ) '
would be awfully ratty at l'_:.win;E: n'lIJI-r bmnﬁﬂd nil.m::::l!
hﬂ*‘%{kf l:t hll:: I’f;l.lﬂ'-lr. 1 think he ought to be encouraged.”

a,

“Yaas,” said Lord Mauleverer,

study, and I'll make him come.
:Beun._!lf Penfold. Yon fellows can come and help me do the
ﬁplﬂg. I've got a tenner here,"
Iugk i;l ?R:dr door eautiously opened again, and a fat face
"1 say, you fellows——"
cushion, hurled with deadly aim, smote Owl
Eﬁ:;:um uﬁ{ier the chin, and hurdiwd irt'..rli':l: th: pnﬁ-lgﬂ, th:
h a yell,
And the juniors proceeded to prepare the entertainment for
Mauly's uncle, witﬁmut | '
v £l ol :::;"lurr.har kind offers of assistance

*

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Bunter Takes the Matter In Hand!
- HIS way, sir!"”

Bir inald Brooke looked down at the fat junior
with a smile. He had just come out after speaking
to the Head, and he was glancing round for his

nephew when Billy Bunter came up,

.. You are Mauly's uncle, sir?"’ ssked Billy Bunter.

I am Lord Mauleverar's uncle,” said the baronc:

E“Eh” nodded cheerfully.

Yes, that's right. He's called Mauly here, vou know,
by all his close chunis. I'm one of the closest. I really don't
know how Mauly would get on without me. We're like
brothers.”

The baronct looked over the fat junior, and nodded. Per-
haps he was wondering at Lord Mauleverer's selection of his
closest chum,

" We want you to come to tea in the study.” pursued Billy
Bunter. "1 yvou will, sir. We've all hﬂvnplnuking h:-r}-
ward very much to your visit, sir. Mauly and I have talked
nbout nothing else for wocks ™

*“ Indeed ' said the baronet. *“That is very odd, as T did
not write to my nephew until a couplo of days ago to tell him
I was commg."”

Billy Bunter coughed,

“I=1 mean, we've been talking about the time you would
comw, gir, and we were jolly glad to hear you were coming
nt last. 1 told Mauly T was going to stand a feed to cole-
brate i, so 1 hope you'll come, sir, We shall regard it ae
a high honour.”

“1 will come with pleasure,” he said. **In fact, T should
vory much like to have one ®f the study brews'my nephew
has told me about. PPray lead the way."

* This way, Sir Reginald,”" eaid the delighted Bunter, and
he * Bir Reginalded ™ Sir Reginald incessantly as he piloted
him up to the Remove passage, for the benefit of other
fellows he passed.  ** Mind the step, Sir Reginald.  It's rather
dark at that corner, Sir Reoginald. This way, Sir Reginald.
Here's Mauly's study, Sir Reginald”

And Bunter ushered the honoured guest into Lord
M=uleverer's study., The baronet looked round him with =
eritical eve. The stady was empty so far. Manloverer and
his chums being busy at the tuck-shop. Lord Maulevere:
had a study to himsolf in the Remove, and it was a larger
room than most. and very luxumously furnished. Fuornituro
i the jumior studies was very frequently in a state of great
dilapidation, but the schoolboy millionaire was soaicthing of a
svbarite, and as he spent money like water, his quarters cer-
tuinly did not want for comfort.

*The young dog seems to have made himself very sam-
fortable here,”" the baronct remarked,

“We'll have tea in my
Ask some of the fellows—
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“Yes, | gave advice in the furmshing,” said DBunter
modestly. ' Mauly really couldn’t have done-it without niy
help. I always like helping Mauly—wc're guite inscparable ™

** Indeed ?™’

“0Oh, quite!”" said Bunter. *I was coming wiith him in the
trap to meet you, BSir Reginald, but was prevented by a
pressing engagement. The captain of the Bf.ﬁﬂﬂl wanted my
advice about some changes in the First Eleven, you koow.
I Ahem [

Billy Bunter broke off as a crowd of junmiors poured into
the study. Harry Wharton & Co. had arrived, and most of
them were carrying packages and parcels. They gave Billy
Bunter oxpressive looks, which the fat junior apparently did
not sce.  Bunter was very short-sighted, and he t‘uufd be
perfectly blind when he chose.

“Degad!  Found your way here, nunky,” said Lord
Mauloverer with satisfaction.

“Yes, your friend showed me here,” said the baronet.

“Oh, Bunter?!" said Lord Mauleverer., ‘'Thank wyou,
Bunter! Good-bye!"

“Got all the things, vou fellows?" asked Bunter ealmly,
sepure in the certainty that the juniors would not throw him
out in the presence of the honoured guest. “ I hope you
haven't forgotten anything. What kind of jam is that,
Cherry "

“Plum !"" growled Bob.

“You should have got strawberry., T can't offer Mauly's
uncle plum-jam. Go and change it, and buck up!”

Bob Cherry glared at Bunter., Dut for the presence of Sir
Reginald Brooke, the Owl of the Remove would have been
slaughtered upon the spot. But naturally Bob did not want
to entortain the esteemed guest with a view of juniors punch-
ing one another. Billy Bunter had to be put up with, unless
some peaceable means could be found of getting rid of him.

Bunter knew his advantage, and reali it fully, and pro-
ecoeded to make the most of it

“ Better cut along to No. 1, and get some erocks, Wharton,”
he said. ‘ Now, don't stand there staring when Sir Reginald
i ready for his tea; just buzz off 1"

Harry Wharton gasped, and went. He stopped in the
passage to shake his fist in the air, and then went for the
extra crockery.

“We shall want some chairs, toe," said Bunter, calmly
assuming the direction of affairs. * Bir Reginald will take
the arm-chair, won't you, Sir Reginald?"

“Thank vou!™

“Four more chairs from somewhere,” said Buntes. “Cut
off, Nugent and Bull, and get them. You can have some out
of No. T if you like. You go and help them, young Perfold.
Make yourself useful.™

“You come and help us, will vou, Bunter, old fellow?
asked Frank Nugent, in a honeyed voice.

Billv Bunter closed one eve for & moment. e knew
better than to trust himself outside the study with the exas-

perated juniors.
after the tea,” he said. “ Buzz off, and

“No, I'm lookin
don’t waste time talking.”

““Oh, my hat!” murmured Nugent, as he quitted the studs,

Johnny Bull and Penfold followed him. Johnuy Bull's face
was expressing such dreadful ferocity that it was just as wall
to take it out of Sir Roginald's sight.

“You sit down, Mauly, old man,” said Billy Bunter
kindly. * You're tired.”

* Begad, so I am, Bunter,” said Lord Mauleverer, sitting
down on the sofa. ** By the way, il you don't mind, whoso
1 this study, yours or mine?”

Bunter blinked at him.

“My dear Mauly, I'm takin

all the trouble off vour hands,
I won't have you worried. I'll keep these chaps up to it.
Bob Cherry, don't light the spirit-stove in the grate here;
vou'll make the room smell of that blessed spirit, and Sir
Regmnald won't like i, Take it mto your own study, and
make the tea there."

“You fat villain '"" murmured Bob, under hig breath.

* What did you say, Cherry 7' asked Billy Bunter loudly,

“ All—all right,” murmured Bob.

“ Buck up, then," said Bunter. * Don't be all the after-
moon about it, you know. Sir Reginald wants his ten.”

“* Don't mind me,"" said the baronet, laughing.

“h, you must be hunfry after a journey, gir Reginald,”
said Bunter. ** Besides, | want my tea. I have to rag these
i_-iu.‘:s a bit to keep them up to the mark, you know. 'th}-'ru
frightfully slow, and Cherry and Bull are rather stupid.”

“ Begad!”" murmured Lord Mauleverer.

Johnny Bull came into the study with a chair in each
hand as Bunter made his complimentary allusion. Bull's face
was a study.

“Here are the chairs!” ho said.

“ Set them down, then,” said Dunter sharply. * Put them
—aow—ow—ow, you silly ass! I didn't say jam them on my
feet. Ow ! ’

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Blessed if T can see anything lo cackle at, vou sill
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chumps. You are a clumsy ass, Bull. If we hadn't a guest

here I'd box your ears.”

“ You—you—you'd what?"

“Box your cars!” said Bunter.
the table set.”

The juniors exchanged helpless glances. They would have
given whole terms of pocket-money 1o grasp hold of William
Goorge Bunter, and hurl him headlong into the passage.
But Sir Regmald was locking on, and it was out of ﬁm
question.

“You havoen't changed that jam wet, Cherry!" snapped
Bunter,

“I'm not goi tn."ﬂgruw]nd Bob.

“Don't jaw ! Buxz off, and do as you're told,” said Bunter.
“TI'm mesnaging this little feed for Mauly. Now go and
do as I tell you, and don’t talk.”

Bob Cherry locked at him, and was so overcome that he
took the jam-pot under his arm, and left the study. He
paused in the doorway.

" Will you come with me, Bunter?' he asked sweotly,

“No, I won't,” said Bunter promptly. ** You're old enough
to fetch a jar of jam without my l'u'.-}p. I suppore. Mind you
bring the right kind, this time, or I shall tu\-n to send you
back again. And don't waste time."

Bob {,'-lu-rrg woent down the passage. He flonrished his
right fist in the air, hitting at imaginary fat faces as he went,
When he returned with the new jam, tca had started in the
stucdy, Billy Bunter doing the honours,

*;{Spm 1t " he said, as Bob put down the jar.
spall 1t 1™

pth Cherry gasped. and opened the jam.

Billy Bunter was already distinguishing himsell. Tt was a
very handsome spread, and the best things that Mra, Mimble's
tuck-shop could supply were there, and plenty of thom,

Sir Reginald was smiling genially as he took tea with the
juniors. g seene reminded him of his own schooldays—
further back than he liked to remember.

In spite of the obnoxious Bunter, the tea-party was very
cheerful . When he had once started cating, Bunter paid very
little attention to anvthing clse, ]

“ Begad, it's jolly to have you here, nunky,’ said Lord
Mauleverer, with an affectionate glance st his relative.
“'Nother cup of tea for nunky."”

Sir Reginald smiled as he sipped Lis sixth cup of tea.

*“ You will see me down here again,”” ho said. T shall be
coming down to open the new Cottage Hospital before very
long."

“* The new what, sir?" exclnimed Wharton.

I have heen talking the matter over with Dr. Locke,” the
baronet explained. ** We both consider that theve is a orying
need for a Cettage Hospital in the village: it was borne in
upon my mind by what happened todsy. I have decided to
provide the ncecssury funds for its erection, and it will be
vpened as soon as the buildings can be erected.”

“ Begad, that's rippin’ of you, nunky!"

“It's jolly good!” said Harry Wharton. ** The Friardale
folle will be grateful. We'll have all Greyfriars there for the
opening cersmony.’’

** Yaas, begad!™

“Greyivinrs ought to contribute something towards the
exes,” saul Johnny Bull *' I suppose thers will be contribu-
tions, sir?’

The baronet smiled.

* Yea; o contribution list will be opened. I shall ask Mr.
Lambe, the vicar, to take it in charge, and I am sare Le will
do so. DBut the necossary sum wi]fgbu guaranteed by me, so
that the bLuilding operations can commence at once.

B';I‘We*ll have a fund in the Remove!” exclaimed Jolnny
ull,

“Good!”" sauxdl Bully Bunter. “T'H tuke it in hand. You
can rely on me to raise money enough for one bed st least,
Sir Reginald.”

I should be very pleased il you boys wished to have a
hand in it," said the baronet. * It would show a proper
regard for the distress of the poor. Any sums you raised
could bo paid to Mr. Lambe's fund.”

“ Leave it to me, sir,” said Billy Bunter.
up to the mark., T'll give a ventriloguial entertainment,
pechaps, and raise a g bit that way. I'll use my mfluence

with the Sixth Form, and moke 'em subscribe, You rely on
e,

The baronet rose.

 And now 1 think 1 hear my car below,”” he said.
huave to suy mood-bve.
schoo| first, my boy."

i lrnna." snil Lord Mauleverer.

“T'll come with you," said Bunter, who liad no desire to

be left alone with Harry SWharton & Co. ' I'll sh i
ow |—ah '—oh "-—lt'[;g'{: II':? I'll show you

“Now, don't talk. Get

“ Don’t

“I'll keep "em

“T shall
Come for a stroll with me round the
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A harid was clapped over Billy Bunter's mouth, as the
baronet, apparently deaf to his exclamations, quitted the
study with Lord Mauleverer.

Bob Cherry closed the door.

“* Now—"" he said. :

“T—T1 auy, T want to speak to Mauly—sometlung important
—"" gasped Bunter,

** Mauly doesn't want to speak to you!” chuckled Bob
Cherry. "' Now, vou fat bounder, you're going to pay for
your awfal cheek. Collar him!"

“*Oh! I-—hoh—hah !—leggo!"”

Bump!

Billy Bunter descended upon his back on the hearth-rug, and
lay there gasping, blinking up n terror at the juniors, as they

athered round him, and debated as to what kind of torture
e should be put,
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Doom !
ILLY BUNTER lay upon his back, and blinked up at
B the junmiors round him through his big spectacles, not
venturing to move. Harry rton had picked up a

cricket-bat, Nugent a ntu.m];, and Johnny Bull the
poker, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had taken a large toasting-
fork in his hand, and Bob Cherry was opening his pocket-
knife with an air of dreadful deliberation.

“*T—1 say, you fellows——"" muttered Billy Bunter feebly.

“ Silence, knave !” said Bob Cherry, in a deep voice, *' Art
thou prepared to meet th’? doom "

“Oh, really, Che . .

‘“ 1 should suggest hanging him,” said Nugent thoughtfully.
“ Only hanging s too good.” _

“The too-goodfulness is terrific,”” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh solemnly.

‘ Besides, it would need a chain-cable to bear his weight,”
said Bob Cherry, with a shake of the head, ** We haven't
any chain-cables.” :

““1—1 say, you fellows, I—] know you're only rotting, you
know,” murmured Billy Bunter, though his little eyes were
growing big and round with terror behind his glasses. "' I—1
say, you know, don't play the giddy goat, you know.”

“T'm sorry, Bunter,” sasid Wharton, shaking his head.
“But we are fed up with you. You have spoiled a good
tea-party, and imposed yourself uvpon an lonoured guest.
You are an unpleasant beast. The hour has come !’

“The comefulness is terrific!” ' )

“* Now, all together!" said Wharton. *' Killing porpoises
is not a crime, especially porpoises like Bunter, but we had
better all hit at once, so as to be equally responsible in case
anybody should make a fuss afterwards." _

““Hald on a minute till I get my knife open,” said Bob
Cherry.

““Buck up, then. It isn't fair to keep Bunter in suspense.”

“Sha'n't be a tick.”

Bunter's eyes dilated with terror, The laces of the juniors
were so serious and solemn that, in spite of his conviction that
they could not be in earnest, he quaked in every fat limh.

“I—I say, vou know, don't play the giddy ox,”” he mur-
mured. * f—-I was really trying to help you out, you know,
You fellows don't know how to entertain & baronet. Now,
I've mixed with o lot of titled people, you know——"

" Silence, knave! Wilt thou Reri:h like Ananiss, with a lie
upon thy hps?" demanded ¥Frank Nugent, in the best style of
the Junior Dramatic SBociety.

“ I'm not going to perish at all, you beast!"" roared Bunter.
“1 know you're only rotting. Lemme gerrup, you beast !"

The fat junior made a movement to rise, and Johnny Bull
promptly planted a boot upon his chest, and flattened him
down upon the rug again. |

"“"Ow! Look here, I'll tell Peter Todd—"

‘““ Are you sorry snu planted yourself on our tea-parly, and
scoffed the feed?” demanded Wharton.

“No! Yes, yes!”

““ Are you sorry for all your misdeeds?”

i nw ! YE‘! E?l

“Good! Then you are in a suitable morsl state to be
slanghtered. Are you fellows ready?”’

i E!uitﬂ !'Eﬂ-dj' |

" Have you any last wish to express, Bunter?”

" You—you rotters—"

" Any message to your titled relations?' asked Nugent.

ANSWERS
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Cur Companion Papers.

“ Any instructions to the Postinaster-General abeut your
l-order 1"

“* Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Cackle not!” said Bob Cherry.
matter—not for Bunter.
place to stick a pig?"

“* Where would yvou like it, Bunter?"

“ You rotters!" howled Bunter. * Lemme go!
do it again! Ow!"”

“Too late! Now, then, all together!”

The cricket-stump, and the bat, and the poker, and the
toasting-fork, and bﬁa pocket-knife were raised at once.

** Bmite "' shouted Wharton.

Billy Bunter closed his eyes in sheer terror,

Crash |

The poker desecended upon the fender, with a crash thas
seemed like thunder to Billy Bunter's terrified ears. He gave
s yell of agony,

“Ow, ow, ow! Help!
killed! Owl"

He squirmed off the rug and serambled up, and made fox
the door.

* Bmite again!" roared Wharton,

Crash |

* Yarooh |"

Billy Bunter tore the door open, and dashed into the pa=
sage. He tore down the passage for his life, and reeled back
with a yell as he collided with Peter T

odd, who was coming

out of No. 7 Btudy. Peter grasped the fat junior and stopped

“This 1su't a langhing
Now I'm ready. Which is the best

I won's$

Fire! Murder! Rescue! I'm

him.
" Hallo! What's the trouble?’ demanded Peter.
* Don't me " yelled Bunter. ' They're after me—the

murderous villains! I'm wounded—I'm
I'm murdered! Yow![”

] Hl‘ ]lﬂ, hu III

A roar of laughter followed Bunter down the passage.
Peter Todd fixed a grip upon the fat junior's collar, and shook

him.
* What's the matter with

“You mlly ass!” ho exclaimed,
youf’

“ They've killed me—T mean, they tried to kill me " gas
Bunter. ‘' T've been smited—I mean smitten, with a poker
and a ericket-bat and a—a battle-axe. My neck’s broken, and
my head is nearly cut off. I'm bleeding all over!”

**1 don’t see any of the gore,” said Peter Todd.

eeding to death!

““You

sililv,r nhumB, they've been rotting vou !
“Ow! Don’t shake me like that!” howled Bunter, *If
you make my glasses fall off—ow !—and they get broken—

yow !—you'll have to pay for them, Groogh!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“You fathead!” said Peter Todd, shakin
as & dog might shake a rat, * You are a
No. 7! You'ro not hurt at all!"

“Tm hll}u-dinq to d-d-death!™

““Ha, ha, ha !

Peter Todd swung the fat junior into Btudy No. 7, and
plumped him down in the armchair.

Bunter sat there and panted. He realised, rather late, that
he had not been hurt,

“You ought to be slaughtered !" said Peter Todd severelr.
" You shoved yourself into Mauleverer's study without being
asked, because they couldn't kick you out while Mauly's uncle
was therp!”

“ Oh, really, Todd—"

“ You are a cadger and a funk, and a disgrace to the study,"
said Peter, frowning. " What's the use of my trying to
make No, T top study in the Remove if you keep on dis
gracing it in this way!"

* Look here——"'

“ I've promised you a licking every time you disgrace the
study,”” resumed Peter, picking up a ericket-stump. “I'm a
fellow of my word.”

*“ I—I say, Todd—]—"

“ You don’t want me to break my word, I suppose?” said
Peter sternly.

* Yes—no—but—ah—oh! Yah! Ow, ow, ow!"”

Whack, whack, whack !

“¥Yah! Oh! Yaro-o-0-0-0-0p!"

“* Do you think that's enough?' askad Peter.

“Ow! Yow! Yeal Quite cnough! Yah!™

“ Very well,” said Peter, throwing down the stump. " I'll
take your word for it. But if you play the rotien funk
ngain, there's gome more where that came from. Undos-
stand 1"

" Ow, ow, ow!"”

* Understand?® roared Peter,

“Ow! Yes! Ow!"

“Good! I'm going to make a man of you, Bunter, if 1
break a ericket-stump over it!"

“ Groagh ™

his study-mato
isgrace to Study

"“THE Emgmyuw'
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“ Now then, all together! "
pocket-knife were all raised at once.

The cricket-stump, and the bat, and the [poker, and the toasting-fork, and the
“ Smite 1" shouted Harry Wharton,

(Sea Chapter 4.)

Billy Buntor shook a fat fist after Peter Todd as he turned
towards the door. Peter—who seemed to have eyes in the
back of his head—swung round. :

*“ Hallo! What does that mean?’ he inguired.

Bunier, caught in the act, stood with his fat fist in the
air, blinking at his study-leader.

“Well?' said Peter grimly,

“1—I—1 was only stretching mysell,” murmured Bunter
fecbly.

“I'll streteh wyou!” growled Peter, making a movement
towards the stump agam.

Billy Bunter wﬂip;:rd out of tho study and fled. He did
not stop till he was in the shady Claisters, wheie he relieved
his feelings by sparving furviously in the air, hitting terrific
blows at imaginary Peter Todds and Bob Cherries.

S

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not a Crowded Meeting |
T HERLE was a meeting in No. 1 Btudy after the departure

of the baronet, and the chums of the Remove aonsulted

with great earncsiness on the subject of the subject of

the Cottuge Hospital at Friardale, It was agreed on all

hands that it was * up " to Greviriars to have a hand in
Tuar MagNer LiBrARY.—No. 287.
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that philanthropic undertaking, and 1t was agreed even more
unanimously that it was the business of the Remove to see
to it. Lnrc{ Mauuleverer, who was rolling in money, would
willingly have provided the neccssary sum to have a bed
named after the school; but that, n? course, could not be
allowed., All the fellows were called upon to stand their
* whack,” according to their means; and the guestion was
how the money should be raised. The result of the consulta-
tion in Study No, 1 was a notice that appeared on the school
notice-board the next day, in the handwriting of Harry

Wharton :
“NOTICE!

"It haring been decided by an Influential Committee to
raiso o Fund for providing an Extra Bed in the Friardale
Cottage Hospital, a meeting will be held in the Rag this
i‘li'l'tlilll'lg, at seven o'clock precisely, to discuss Ways and

eans,

“ The chair will be taken by H. Wharton, Esq.

“ All ara invited to attend, seniors and juniors alike. Tt
is hoped by the Committee that all Greyfriars will pull
together as One Man on behalf of this really Charitable
Purpose,

“ (SBigned) H. WHARTON, Capt., Remove,"

PRICE
TWOPENCE,
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When the fellows came out from morning lessons a crowd
collected round the board, and the notice was read with
anany comiments,

Noble as the object of the mectin
fessed that most of the fellows secmed to look upon it with a
humorous eye,

"I think I can see the Fifth and Sixth following the lead

of a Remove kid!” remarked Coker, of the Fifth, with a
snort.

"' Or tho Fourth,” said Temple, the captain of the Fourth
Form, * Catch me attending o meeting with H. Wharton,
Esq., in the chair! Rats!'

Those romarks showed how much the enterprising
Removites had to expeet from Higher Forms.

Harry Wharton caught Mr. Capper, the mastor of the
Upper Fourth, as he came out of the Form-roam, Mr.
Quclch, the Remove master, was away ill, und the Remove
were at present undor the charge of Mr. C;pl!mr. Mr. Capper
had found his charge verw troublesome—the Remove were
ot the best-behaved Form at Greyfriars. The Upper Fourth
and the Lower Fourth were generally on fighting terms, and
¥iven to ragging one another now that they found themselves
temporarily in the same Form-room. Even Harry Wharton
& Co., though they are the heroes of this story, were not
models, and they had received more lines from Mr, Capper
m a8 week than Mr. Quelch us gave them in a month.
But Wharton's manner was ove owing with respect, and
indecd veneration, as he bore down upon Mr. Capper in the
Form-room "

" If you please, sir——"" he began meckly.

Mr. per looked at him somewhat severely,

“1 E?ﬂdﬁ your lines by tea-time, Wharton,” he said.

sir! I—I wasn't going to speak about the
arry. * We—we want you to help us, sir.”

was, it must be con-

lipes, sir,” said

“ Indeed 1"

" We're raising a fund for a bed at the Cottage Hospital,
sir,”’ explained Wharton.

“ Ahem!" said Mr. Capper. * Any—er—contribution that
I may—er—be inclined to make [ shall—er—send to Mr.
Lambe "

“ And we want to use your name, sir,” said Wharton,
gliding off that delicate matter. ** Wa are holding a meeting
about it, sir, and I expect the whole school to take it up
with—with enthusissm, We are going to allow the Sixth to
join with us in it.”

Mr. Capper smiled.

“1 trust the Bixth Form will not disappoint your expectas
tions, Wharton,” he said. *“1 have my doubts, ut I
truss so."

“May we say that the meeting is held under
patronage, sir?’ asked Wharton mneEIy
you—you approve, sair,"”

Mr. looked guite genial then.

“ Certainly, certainly, my boy !’ he said. “T certainly
approve of your object. You may certainly use my name."

”tth]“iL-'nk ou very much, sir. If you wished to subseribe
tu L3

" Yes; in that caso T shall—er—communicate with Mr.
Lambe,” said Mr. Capper, And he walked on before that
topiec could be pumuﬁi,

Wharton pushed his way through the
front of the notice-board. With a fourish of his pencil he
added a line to the notice:

" Under tho Patronage of Mr. Capper, M.A_,

Fourth Form.”

., Like your cheek to ask Capper!” growled Temple,

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

*I'll tell you what I'll do, Wharton,” said Coker genially.
“ If you like, I'll come and take the chair at the meeting, and
see if 1 can get some of the Fifth to come.”

** Chair wiﬁ be taken by H. Wharton, Esq.,” said Harry.
“Can't you read?”

" Look here, you checky young bounder—"

“But all the Fifth wi welcome,” said Harry cheer-
fully. “1I hope you'll roll up in your thousands. It's all for
charity, you know—a most noble object.”

* You checky young ass—-"'

" How much can I put your name down for, Coker 7 asked
the captain of the Rewmove, taking out his notebook.

" Nix 1" said Coker. " I'll hand you a thick ear, if you
like. That's all you'll get out of me. I've got nothing else
to give."

“ Yes, you have,'' said Nugent,
head, vou know."

“Hao, ha, ha!™

Coker sniffed, and walked away.

"1 suppose you Fourth-Form chaps are going to support
us?' demanded Wharton, looking at Temple, Dabnoy & Co.

“T'l tell you what,” said Temple generously, * 1'll take
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the chair, if you like, and undertake the management of the
whole business. What do vou say 7"

o Oh, T say rats! We're not looking out for chairmen.™
“ Cheeky ass!™
And Temple walked away after Coker.

" Doesn't look as if it will be an enthusiastic gathering of
thf.- whole giddy school,” grinned Bob Cherry.

" Well, we'll have all LE; Remove, at any rate.
coming, Smithy——"

* Looking for a chairman %" asked Vernon-Smith.

*Rats! No.”

': "Fraid I've got another engagement.”

uﬂu and eat coke, then! Bolsover, old man—""

. Want a leader and general manager "' asked Bolsoves

major, with a chuckle.
i We're managing it all—No. 1 Study.

I course not,
But you i

“ Got another engagement, thanks'

" Asa! Peter Todd—or Alonze whichever you arve, we
shall expect you to back us up at the meeting.”

Peter Todd grinned.

“No. 7 Btudy mever plays sccond fiddle. T'lI take the
matter in hand if you like, and make it & huge success—"’

“ Br-r-r-r-r-rer I’

At seven precisely Harry Whartan entered the Rag, to open
the meeting. Nugent and Bob Cherry followed him in, and
Jnhnnty Bull came a few minutes later with Lord Mauleverer,
Penfold and Mark Linley dropped in, and then Tom Brown.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came in last—and he was not
followed by others. The influential committee waited a few
minutes, some of them grinning—but there wers no maore
srrivals, on went to the r and looked out into the

Passage. _
This way to the meeting I"' he called out.

But only a chuckle ed from the fellows in sight,
Wharton turned back into ¢ Rag, looking a little blue,

" We're all the meeting I he remarked.

“ Ha, ha, ha "

. " Never mind; let's get to business,” said Nugent consol-
mgly. " After ;Il; we can run it without those mgtten g
" Yaas, begad !’

“ Hear, hear "
And the meeting got fo business.

You're

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Self-denlal Week !

” ENTLEMEN—"
" Hear, hear!” roared Pob Cherry, with all the
force of his lungs, at the same time clapping his

hands and stamping upon the floor with both feot.
chHmjr Wharton paused, and glared at his enthusiastio
um.

“What are you making that frightful for?"" he
demanded.

" I'm backing you up! Must let the fellows outside know
that it's an enthusisstic meeting,” Bob explained. ** Wo've
got to make enough noise for fifty.”

* Look here—"

“ Bray-vo !

** This meeting has been called—"

* Hurrah I
*“ Bhut up !"” roared Wharton.

“Eh! Don’t you want an enthusiastic reception?” dos
manded Bob.

* You silly chump! I want to make my voice heard.”

“Well, I was only backing you up like a chum. to show
the rotters outside that there's lots of enthusiasm going,’ said
Bob, in an injured tone, *“ But have your way; I'll be as
mum as a boiled owl." _

" Gentlemen, it will cost mmnhhinf: like twenty quid to
found & bed at the cottage hospital X

** Excuse me,” said Lord Mauleverer.
a bed "

“ No, ass! To fourd a bed.” . Tel

" But you can't use the past participle as an infinitive,”
said his lordship. ** Find, finding, fou You ean't say ‘ to
f{'u.“dlf F¥

“1 shall say to confound, if you don't shut up." said
Wharton. “ When I say found, I don’t mean found, I mean
found, fathead !

** Begad, that’s quite ¢lear. Go on!™ ; )

" To found a bed," said Wharton, with a withering look
at his lordship, * means to found it—a foundation, Grey-
friars was founded, wasn’t it, fathead? If you look in the
records, you'll find that it was found—I mean it will be found
that it was founded. Woell, we're going to find—TI mean found
~~a bed in the Cottage Hospital."

“1see! Travel onl™
“TH NNY POPULAR"™
al EEE#,!riur. .II.

row

“ You mean to find



* The patients will ind the bed that we found,” expiained
Nugent solenmly, * when the bed is founded, the patients
will find it jolly useful, and after it is founded—I mean finded
»—that 13 10 say——"'

“ Order ! Silence for the chair!™

“ All rvight; we're talking about beds, not chairs. I was
only going to say that the bed will be founded in the hospital,
but it is to be hoped that the patient won't be found-dead in
the bed.”

‘“Ha, ba, ha!"

“ Bhurrup! What we've got to do now is to found the
money to find the bed—I mean to find the money to found
the bed. The foundation of this bed will reflect glory upon
Grevfriars, and the mere idea ought to excite the whole
school to—to——"

“To its foundations!” suggested Nugent.

“To emulation,” said Wharton sternly.

“ Well, that's a good word," admitted Nugent.
that both ways.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” )

“Bhurrup ! As the other fellows are not entering into the
scheme, we are left alone to raise the money for the find—I
mean the found—that is to say, the fund. The question is,
how are we going to do it?”

“ Now you're talking !"" said Bob Cherry.

** Not being millionaires like Mauly, we can't hand out
all the money in the noble cause of charity that we should
like to. Our pocket-money is not unlimited, an+ such as it
is, we want it for our pressing needs.”

‘* Hear, hear!” said the iuniurl# with hearty concurrence.

““ At the same time, the money's got to be found—"

“ You mean the bed's got to be found,” said Lord
Mauleverer.

““ The money's got to be found, futhead, to found the bed.
1 was thinking of a dramatic performance to find the money
to found the Ld, but the chaps are fed
up with 'em—and they wouldn't come
unless we pnid 'em—and that wouldn't
raise money. Bunter has offered to
give a ven uial entertainment, but
nobody at Greyfriars would be found
dead at one of his ventriloquial enter-
tainments if he could help it. The only
way to raise the money is by voluntary
subscriptions; and how are we going to
do that when our pocket-money s
limited?"’

“ Pugzzle: Find the fund to found the
bed!” murmured Nugent.

(41 Ilu hﬂ.['k

MAGNIFICENT
SPECIAL
SUMMER NUMBER
NEXT MONDAY.
50,000-word School Tale
of your favourite chums

sk, The “Maguet”  ove |
“ Ahem "

“When we
urged Wharton.

“ Hum [ said Johnny Bull,
their necks to do it, I think."

" Those duffers in No. 7 Study will have to. We'll put i
to them that it's u[) to them to raise us much as we do, o
atrﬂw gassing about being top study in the Remove.™
I can see Billy Bunter denving himself auything,” grinnec
Tom Brown.

“1 don’t think!" murmured Beb Cherry.

“ Well, if the other chaps don't take i
the mere, crodis - ps don't take it up, we shall got al

:: ?uhh:t 15n't credit we want—it’s cash."

athead! Now, are you ull going to back me up?’
demanded Wharton. ** After all, if it‘ni bit unmmfnrtlfhln

it's & new idea, and it's up to us to supply the school with
new ideas."”

Nugent groaned.

" “1 su pose you are going to have your way,” he said
All nF t—I'm on! From this day forth, or fifth, or any
thm%ﬁsdg! you like, I'm a self-denialer.”
‘: ands up for a self-denial week ! said Harry Wharton.
“Begad! I'm sorry I came to this nmtin;?‘r murmures
Lord Mauleverer. “It's not quite erickot to epring a thing
like this on us, you know."
“* Hands up !" roared Wharton.

start, the other follows mav take it up,’

“1 dem’t sce them brealiing

“ My hat! It sounds like Dead-shot Dick in an American
thriller,” grinned Nugent. “ Hands up! Your money or
your wife—I mean your life!™
i HI-.. hl., ha !

" Hands up, fathead!”
The juniors put their hands up. There
was a plentiful lack of enthusiusm in

the cause of self-demial, but they were
loyal to their leader. Harry “Ihlrlnﬂ

had his way, as he generally did when
he had ma.gu up huglruml.

* That's scttled, then,” said Wharton,
with satisfaction. * Gentlemen, the

meeting 18 now over,"

“ Hear, hear!" said the mecting, with
some approach to enthusiasm II:LL

“Thercfore, unless you fellows can “ Good egg!’ said Johnny Buall. * It
suggest something better, we shall have see pﬂ.ﬂt‘- 23" Warm ?uuﬂ-' {-ﬂu‘ln-—nmu o rji:‘.lu.nd to th;
to adopt a scheme I have already ORDER EARLY ttmk-u!hnp and have some ginger-beer,

thought out,”” said Wharton firmly.

“Go it 1"

# You've heard of the Salvation Army, 1 suppose !

“ My hat! Yes. What the dickens—"

* We're going to imitate one of their methods—"'

“ Begad !" said Lord Mauleverer. * 1 shouldn't fancy my-
pelf in a poke bonnet, you know, and I can’t play a cornet.”

“ Ass! We are going to imitate a method they have for
raising the wind—a jolly good method, that would reflect
credit on any army,” said Wharton. ‘' They have a seli-
denial week—chaps go without things, you know, and save
up the money.”

“ That will suit me,”" said Nugent.
denial very weak.”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha 1™

“ That's what we are going to do,"” said Wharton firmly.
# In the first place, it will be a lesson to us m—in temperance
and sobrioty and—and unselfishness and things, to go without
our accustomed little luxuries, and devote the money to the
necessities of poorer people than ourselves. Don't vou think
m?‘-

The meeting did not look enthusiastie,

Tt wall hﬁgnn example to all the Remove, and show that
this Co. s willing to lead even when there’s unpleasant duties
to be done.”

“ Yeo-p-vs'"

“ﬁ will be a shining example to all Greyivinrs—which is
veally what the Remove is ealled upon to supply.”

“ Hear, hear!”’

¢ ‘Theon from this day fort & ——

¢ Lemme see, that will be Saturday,” said Nugent,

* What 1’

¢ This day fourth—1 suppose you mean fourth from now

4 ¥ou ass! From this day forth—slarting from to-day, to
put it in language simple enough for yvour intellect, we are
roing to self-denial ourselves—I mean to deny ourselves—and
every time we deny ourselves something we'll put the money
in a box, and keep it towards the fund.”
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after our exertions,
“ Hurray!"
“ Hold on,” said Wharton, taking a money-box from his
ocket. * ITow much are you going to spend on the ginger-
wr, Johnny ¥
Johnny Bull stared.
* Blessed if T know—I'm in funds, so it's all right. As
much as the chaps ¢an mop up,” he replied.
* Noble youth!" murmured Bob Cherry.
“ How much can you fellows mop up?"" asked Wharton.
“{h, a few gallons cach " said Penfold, leughing
** Bay twopence cach,"” said Tlurry Wharton, * Now,
theve are nine of wa. Nine twopences is cighteenpence,
Johnny ; that treat will stick you up for rightecnpence.”
“*Well, suppose it does?" said Johuny Bull, puzzled.
What on earth are you driving at, Wharton "
“*This 1" said Harry, holding out the money box.,
Johnny Bull glared at it.
* What's that 1"
“That's a collecting-box.™
“What for?"

“ For the Cottage Hospital. This is our self-deninl work.
Instead of mopping up ginger-beer, and wasting eighteen-
pence in viotous living, we're going to put the eighteenpence
into the Lox for a start.”

(:roan |

It was a deep, deep groan, an expression o the fervent
feclings of the whole company,

“Oh, draw 1t mild!"" said Johnuy DBull, “I'm thivsty!
Couldn’t you put off your sclf-deninl week Hll the winter?”

* Shell out !

“ PBut I sayv, vou know

“ Eighteenpence, please !

Johnny Bull groaned, and elinked a shilling aud a sixpence
into the collecting-box. Harry Wharton restored it to his
pecket with a great deal of satisfaction.

“That's a start!" he said. * We shall get a good sum
together at this rate. Now let's go and have tea. You
can come round to the tuckshop with me, Franiy, to got
the jam—it will run to jam this eveming." o

PRICE
TWOFPENCE



10 THE BEST 3° LIBRARY ®e~ “THE BOYS' FRIEND” 3° LIBRARY. gy~

“Will it?’ roared Johnny Bull *“ How much is that jam
gninﬁhbn cost 1"’

' Ahem—sevenpence

“Then you jolly well bung the sevenpence into that
bleesed box !

‘“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors.

And Wharton, with a somewhat quecr expression upon
his face, slipped the sevenpence into the collecting-box; and
there was no jam for tea that evening in Study Ne. 1.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Does Not Like It!

F all the ' wheezes' that had ever procecded from
Study No. 1 in the Remove, none had excited so much
interest as this latest oane. When the Remove learned
that a self-denial week had been instituted among

Harry Wharton & Co., they yelled with merriment over it.
The general belief was that it would last about a day—
perhaps less.

Harry Wharton & Co. took the matter very  seriously,
Indeed, for the fellows who were participating in the self-
denial week, it was no laughing matier. Their leader kept
them grimly up to the mark, and his collecting-box was
always ready.

It was surprising to find the number of things that a fellow
could do without. Jam-tarts when he wasn’t hungry—
lemonade or ginger-beer when water would do as well—ran
away with a great deal of money, which was now transferred
from the tuckshop to the collecting-box. Johnny Bull re-
quested to ascertain the opinion «f Myrs. Mimble,
whao I:ﬂat the tuckshop, upon the matter, but Wharton didn’t.
Mrs. Mimble wuul«d_pmhh? not have been enthusiastic.

The self-denyi uniors did their best to gain proselytes,
but they did not find the task easy. Self-denial did not seem
to appeal to the Removites in an attractive light. Indeed,
they were much more inclined to chip the seli-deniers than
e e .

¥ in Stu 0. 7 was there any spirit of emulation; and
that spirit was confined to Peter '1? p‘

As Peter Todd declared that No. 7 was top study in the
Remove, he felt that it was up to him to equal the gﬂutinn
of the Famous Five and their backers; but he realised that
'l:]:l t:rnuld have difficulty in convincing his study-mates of

He broached the subject when the four were at tea—Poter,
and his cousin, Alonzo Todd, and Billy Bunter, and Tom
Dutton, the deaf junior. Peter was accustomed to laying
down the law in his study; but on this occasion he
approached the subject with tact.

“ You've d what those bounders in No. 1 are doing,
I suppose !"" he remarked.

Bunter sniffed.

" Silly rot!" he said. “ Pass the jam "™

“ What do you think, Alonzo "

Alonzo Todd beamed upon his cousin.

“It is a most creditable idea, and worthy of emulation.
my dear Peter,” said Alonzo, in his own liar flow of
language. “I am sure that my Uncle njamin would
approve of it."

“Rot !"” said Bunter,
all the jam, Peteri™

i YHE,, ]]'Ell']'.!-ﬂ‘ﬂﬂ 1

“Never mind; it will be enough for me,” said Billy
E;.mter,!"helpmg himself to all the jam. *“ Pass the toast,

onzo !
T‘:HWhat. do you think of the idea, Dutton?"" asked Peter

L .

&l Eh !!l

*“ What do you think of the self-denial week ?"

" Yes, please, put plenty of sugar,” said Dutton.

iR Wh‘_at ?:’.

“ Always like my tea weak,"” said Dutton.
bad for the nerves. But D'l

" They'll chuck it up soon. Is that

" Btrong lea ia
ave three lumps of sugar.”

" Ass!” roared Peter. ‘1 was speaking of a self-denial
week. Are you game to go in for self-denial in this study 7"

“I don’t see why it should be mudd;; if Bunter made it
properly, Anywn}r. I'll have it weak !"" said Dutton.

“Oh, ye gods!" groaned Peter Todd, and he put his
mouth to Dutton's ear and bawled: * We're going to have
a self-denial week in this study, like the chaps in No. 1.”

“0Oh, rot!" gaid Dutton.

“It's up to us to raise
bawled Peter:

“Oh, all right,” said Dutton, * I don’'t mind !
get Bunter to self-deny, I don't mind doing it !"

““Indeed, I should leased,” said Alonzo. “ Tt is troe
that I have no money, but if I had I would contribute it
with pleasure.”
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“I'm not FDi:IIE to have a hand in any such rot!” growled
Bunter. “ I'm not going to injure my health by going short
of jam tarts. No fear!”

“You're ﬁﬂiﬂg to follow the study !"" said Peter Todd.

“Oh, bosh !"

Peter Todd rose to his feet.

" Would you do me the favour of repeating that remark,
my cherished and esteemed Bunter?” he asked, with much
graciosity of manner.

. “:‘!luhemI I—I mean, it's a jolly good idea,” said Bunter
astily.

“That's better !” said Peter, sitting down again. *‘ And
you are going to back me up, Bunter. I rely on yow.™

Bunter glared at-him through his spectucles.

“Look here Todd, I'm not going to do anything of the
sort. I have to consider my health. You know I'm delicate.
But I'll tell you what, if you think that self-denial is & good

thmg—' a really good thin "
“OFf course .t 18! snig Peter,

“And the more a chap does the better -

“ Certainly !"” 1

“Then you can do a double lot, and T won't do any,"” said
Billy Bunter. ' You're welcome to my share—quite
welcome |

“Well, & chap can have too much of a good thing,”
admitted Peter. * Anyway, you're in it with the rest. It
will do you good, too, and perhaps bring down your fat.
How many sardines have you had?"

“ Ouly ten——"

“Then leave them alone, We're going to make that lof
last over to-morrow, and put the money in the box,” said
Peter Todd. *“In the future, when you're gmnfh to spend
any money in reckless extravagance, remember that you're
to put it in the box, and if you don't, I shall scalp you!"

" Yea—catch me !” murmured Bunter, under hia breath.

“Eh! What did you say

“I—I said I'll do exactly as you wish, Tudd;r. old man."

"I hope you mean that,” said Peter. “ You'll have to do
it, whether you mean it or not. I shall keep an eye on

ou, If tIhi.u study doesn’t raise as much as No. 1, there will

a row " _

“I—1 say, I've got an_idea for raising rromey,"” said
Bunter. :'Whj’ shouldn't I give a wventrilogquia! entertamn-
ment !

Peter Todd shook his head. ;

“The chaps are fed-up with your wentriloguism, Bumnty,
my son, Desides, we've got to show that we're as capable of
H-Eff—denin.l_ a8 anybody ﬂﬁue. We'va got to show that we
despise mere bodily comforts,” said Peter loftily.

“But I don't!" howled Bunter.

“Then you must learn to. I'm going fo set you an ex-
ample,’”” said Peter Todd, taking a little leather bag from
his pocket. “‘I've got this to collect the money in. ere's
cighteenpence, that I was going to stand you fellows ices
with., I'm putting that in the bug for & start.” )

*I—1 say, 1I'd rather have the ices, if you don't mind,
Toddy."” ,

“ But I do mind," said Peter.
ample and the ices, too.” :

' B-b-but I'd rather have the ices than the example, I—1'll
set you an example myself, if you like." _

“That's one-and-six !"" said Peter, unheeding. * It's got
to mount up. If it doesn't mount up, you'll hear from me.
I have spoken! Wah!"

Billy Bunter only groaned. When Peter Todd spoke, he
always mcant what he said, and Billy Bunter simply shud-
dered at the prospect of a self-denial week.

“You can't have the ex-

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Trouble In the Form-room.

R. CAPPER was exasperated,
Mr, Capper had cause for exasperation.
The illness of Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, although not serious, was bad.enough to
keep him away from his duties at Greyfriars. The Head
intended to engage a temporary master for the Remove, until
Mr. Quelch's return; but being an extremely conecientious
old gentleman, he would not be satisfied with anyone who did
not fulfil all the requirements to the utmost. Some little
time, therefore, was elapsing before the post was filled, and
in the meantime, the Remove were “‘planted” on Mr.
Capper,

Mr. Capper wished for Mr. Quelch's recovery as fervently
as the Remove-master could have wished it himself. He
wished, too, that the Head was not guite so particular in his
selection of a merely temporary master, Meanwhile, he had
the pleasure of instructing the Remove—and it was a very
doubtful pleasure,

Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth, did not con-
"“THE PENN PULAR,”
Eﬂﬂ Imr-
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to his face. * The rotter !’ muttered Fatty,

Fatty Wynn was In the midst of his feed when he was startled to hear voices near at hand.
he recognised as that of Cutis of the Fifth, and what the unwilling listener heard brought a flush ol anger
“ 8o Cutts Is betting on the Wallaby match ™
from “ PLAYING TO WIN /" the splendid, long complete school tale by Martin Olifford, which s contained in

this week's issne of “THE GEM LIBRARY.

One of the voices
(An sncidend

Out on Thursday, Price One Penny.)

ceal their opinion that the Removites were troublesome kida,
and intraders in the Form-room.

And the Removites cheerfully repaid the lofty disdain of
the Fourth-Formers with such chipping and ragging as
they could wventure to indulge in, 1o the presence of the
worried Mr. Capper.

When Mr. Capper was irrtated—as was frequently the case
with so large n class upon his hands—his irttation was
generally turned upon the Removites. It cannot be denied
that they generally deserved it. But they did not like it;
and, having the idea in their heads that Mr. Capper was
Ydawn ' on them, they indulged in the pleasure of pulling
Mr. Capper's leg as often as they could.

They had various ways of making themselves obnoxious in
the Fourth Form-room.

Vernon-Smith would sometimes eonstrue so much better
than Temple, who was hend of the Fourth, as to make
Temple green with envy. Then he would assume such a
st-ulirl stupidity on another occasion as to make Mr. Capper
pink with rage.

Tom Dufton’s affliction of deafness was an affliction to Mr.
Capper, as well as to himself, Mr. Quelch was used to hun;
buat Mr. Capper wasn't, and had no desire to be.

Ihilly Buntor, too, considered the absence of his Form-
master a good excuse for slacking, and he slacked to such an
extent that Mr. Capper had frequent recourse to the cane in
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dealing with him, thereby earning Bunter's unending hatred.
Some of the Removites, too, would cheerfully find fault
with Mr. Capper's methods, mentioning that Mr. Quelch was
a great authority from whom there was no appeal.

It was not surprising that Mr. L‘up{mr'i temper suffered—
and still less surprising that the dellguents were made to
suffer «n consequence.

On this particular morning, when we present Mr. Capper
to the reader in the above-menlioned state of exasperation,
a practical joker had been at work in the Formwoom. Mer.
Capper was o great Greek scholar, and was supposed to be at
work upon an edition of Plato that was to astonish the world
some fine day. He had a large bust of Bocrates in the corner
of the Form-room, and would frequently instruct his class in
some of the sayings of that great man, as reported by his
chum Plato. Mr., Capper was very proud of that bust, and
g0 he was doubly exasperated when he found that some per-
son or persons unknown, had decorated Bocrates with a false
moustache, gummed on, and fastened a clay pipe n his
mouth. A touch of paint at the corners of Socrates’ mouth,
too, gave him ap absurd appenrance of laughing; and the
whole crowd of juniors, when they came in to morning
lessons, burst into a roar of laughter st the sight of Socratea
in his corner,

The juniprs by no means shared Mr, Capper's reverence
for the Athenian sage; indeed, they nlludﬁc] to him—out of

PRICE
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their Form-master's hearing—as * Old Socks,’” and even as
"' Bocky.” Mr, Capper, surprised by the roar of laughter
from his pupils, looked round to discover the cause, and he
stood almost rooted to the floor at the sight of Socrates,
grinning at him, with a moustache and a pipe.

It was evident that in his present atate Socrates could not
posaibly be used to point a moral or adorn a tale,

" G-g-good heavens!" ejaculated Mr., Capper. * Who—
who has dared—dared to desecrate my bust |

~He ran across to Socrates, and tried to drag off the decora-

tions. The pipe broke in his hand, leaving the sage with the
stump in his mouth; but the moustache was too tightly
gummed to be removed, and the paint was dried hard, and
could only be removed by patient scraping.

The Fourth and the Remove were chuckling leefully. They
disliked ** Old Bocks " intensely, and were glad to see him
thus disrespectfully used.

But their chuckles died away as Mr. Capper turned his
gleaming eyes upon them. The Form-master was scriously
ANgrY.

‘** Who has done this?” he thundered.

There was no reply.

“ I demand to know the name of the author of this—this
outrage !" exclaimed Mr, Capper. **I have httle doubt that
it was a Remove boy."

Now, this was unjust; the Removites didn't like Bocrates,
but they disliked him less intensely than the Fourth-formers,

who had him, like the poor, always with them.

"It was probably you, Vernon-8mith,” continued Mr.
Capper. *' You have taken most trouble to make the results
of your Form-master’s illness as unpleasant to me as

possible.”

*Oh, no, sir !" said the Bounder,

“ I demand to know who the culprit was!" exclaimed Mr.
Capper. **Unless I am told, I shall detain all the Remove
for ono hour this afterncon.”

There was an indignant murmur from the Removites,

- 'E'_Il'hiﬁ !!'; muilll'"lﬂd ]:ihilﬂu li’;l.E | 1

“'Tain’t fair, sir 1" sai ‘herry sturdily,

“What! What!” 5 .

“'Tain’t far that we should be detained more than the
Fourth, ar.”

“Indeed! You venture an opinion upon my fairness,
Cherry " h
" Yes, pleaee, sir,” maid Bob innocently.

" You will take a hundred lines, Cherry. Perhaps you
know the name of the—the ruffian who has thus desecrsted
the bust of the greatest of Grecian sages !" said My. Capper
ml:jﬂut:edlr. _ y

*“0Oh, no, sir!" said Bob,

“Then hold your tongue.
for impertinence, All
hour after lessons,”

There was a buzz this time.

" Bilence I’ shouted the angry Form-master. "I will not
have this noise, The Remove will be detnined, unless the
perpetrator of this outrage chooses to confess. I therelore
sppeal to the boy who has done it to stand up.”

om Dutton rose in his place,

Mr. Capper's fierce eye, roaming over the class, had caught
Dutton's inquir gaze, and the deaf junior, hearing only
the words “ stand up,” supposed that the Form-master was
speaking to him, So he dutifully stood up.

* Ha, Dutton ™

“ Yes, sir.”

" It was you, then 1"

i Eh ?'.'l

“Como out before the class, Duttorn!"

shouted Mr.
Capper.

ertainly, sir,”" said Dutton, in surprise, and he stepped
out before the master's desk, where My, Capper was selecting
a cane,

* You have been guilty of a desecration, Dutton,” said Mr.
Capper; “1 trust you are aware of the enormity of your
offence.””

*1 suppose I've got as much as any of the Fourth -Forn
chaps, anyway, €ir,” said Dutton sulkily.

“Eh? You have what " exclaimed Mr. Capper.

" Sense, sir,
sense—""

“Boy, 1 did not say so! You did not hear me.”

“ No, I don’t know that I fear you, sir,” said Dutton, “ 1
don't see angthing to be afraid of. 1 haven't done anvthing.™

" You have desecrated miy bust—vou have laid sacrilegious
hands upon the bust of Socrutes " thundered Mr. Capper.

* No, 1 haven't, sir,” said Tom, in dismay.

" What! You told me that you had !”

" Yes, he does look bad."” agreed Dutton. * Yooks funny,
if you ask me, sir. But I don't know anything about it.”
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“ Did you, or did you not, disfigure my bust in that ridicu-
lous way 7"’ shrieked Mr, Capper.

“Oh, no, er "

*“ Then why did you say you did ?"

"' No, I don't know who did, sir.” J T

Mr. Capper breathed hard through his nose. The juniors
tried hard not to giggle. It was not eafe to giggle with the
Form-master in his present temper. ]

“ You rose when I called upon the guilty person to con-
foss I'" said Mr. Capper. * Did you not mean that you were
the person? If you did not, what did you mean !

** Not all that, sir.”

i WElt ]!'l ' .

“It was only a lark, sir; I shouldn't call it mean,” said
Tom Dutton innocently.

*"Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Bilence I shouted . Mr. Capper, glaring round at the
Fourth and the Remove. "1 will not have thia unsecnly
merriment. Dutton, 1 am convinced that you are affecting a

reater degree of deafness than you are afflicted with. Is
that the case 1" )

**¥es, sir. Thank you, sir!” :

And Tom Dutton turned to go back to his Form.

“Dutton! Where are you going !’ shrieked Mr. Capper.,

Dutton stared at him in astonishment, -

“ Didn't you tell me to go back to my place, sir?"

“1—1 did not! I-I—— But it is useless to talk to you !
I am convineed that you are not so deal as you affect to me.
Hold out your hand !

“For how long, siri"”

“What! What!" ) .

" For how long am I to stand, sir? You told me to stand,
said Dutton, eyeing the Form-master with some alarm, as
if beginning to doubt his sanity.

* I—I—1—— Hold out your hand !’ roared Mr. Capper.

“ What for, sir?"”" asked Dutton, hearing correctly this
time,

“For the caune, of ecourse!”

“0Oh, no, sir; it won't be necessary for you to use force,
sir,” said Dutton, “ But I don't think you ought to cane
me when I haven't done anything."

* ¥our hand, sir!"” bellowed Mr. Capper. _

Dutton held out his hand sulkily, and Mr. Capper gave him
a swipe with the cane that made him utter & yell. The
Form-master was in & state of exasperation that made him
hit harder than he was really aware of.

“Ow! Yow!” roared Duttou.

“Now go to your place, and den’t make that ridiculous
noise!" fumed the Fourth Form-master,

“Yow! Ow, ow!"

Dutton went back to his place, with his hand ducked under
his arm, gasping. And there was a murmur of indignation
from the Remove. Dutton had certainly been exasperating.
but it was due to his deafness. and Mr. Capper had been
hasty. The murmur made the Form-master glare about hin
with angry eyes,

“Bilence ! he exclaimed.
in the Form-room !" S

“ Mr. Quelch doesn’t cane Dutton for being deaf, sir!”
soid Peter Tadd indignantly.

“I bave caned Dutton for impertinence. I shall now
canc vou for impertinence, Todd! Hold out your hand !

“Oh, erumbs! Ow!"

" Now silence! Woe shall now proceed with the lesson, and
any disorderliness will be most severely punished!”
exclaimed Mr. Capper. * Bunter !

*¥Ye-o-e5 sir?"”

“What are you eating?”

“"N-n-nothing, sir!"

“What! You venture to lie to me, Bunter, when you hava
your mouth stuffed full of semething, probably indigestible
pastry ! shouted Mr. Capper.

" F—I Grooh! S8plutter! I—"

*What is it, you greedy and disgusting boy "

“Only a j-j-.]nm-tnrt, sir!" gronued Bunter.
hungry, sie! 1T
studv, sir, and—'

“You must not bring jam-tarts ar other disgusting and
indigestible compounds into the Form-room, as sou know
very well, Bunter | Hold out your hand !™

“Oh, erikey! Ow! Ow!" moared Bunter,

“ Awfully gnmi_'; with the cane this merning, ain't we?”
murmured Boly Cherry.

He did not intend Mr. Capper to hear that remark. but
the Form-master seemied to have ears of remarkable sharpness
that morning. IHoe swung round on Bob like a flash.

“¥You were talking, Cherry ! I will have silence in my
class, slthough it has been mvaded by a band of unruly
rnﬁcﬂs from a lower Form! [old out your hand !"

e w !ll‘

Mr. Capper laid his cane upon the desk.
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“We will now proceed !"” he said.

Aund they proceeded—the Fourth-Formers grinning and the
Removites in a state of deep and sappressed indignation, all
the deeper for being suppressed.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Socrates’ Bust!

HERE seemed to be thunder in the air in the Fourth
Form-room that morning.
Mr. Capper was ready to break out again on the
slightest provocation, and the Removites were in a
humour to give all the trouble they could.

Whenever Mr, Capper's eyes fell upon the bust of Bocrates
they gleamed with indignation, and Billy Bunter, follow-
ing his glance thero several times, was seized with an idea.

unter was still smarting from his ecaning, and the idea of
avenging the wrongs of the Remove by ragging Mr. Capper
sppenled to him. . Capper was quite ignorant of Dunter’s
curious gifts as a ventriloguist, though Mr. Quglch had
sometimes caned him for displaying his peculiar powers in
the Remove-room.

“My hat!” murmured Bunter, Lis eyes
full g “I'll make him sit up, Toddy!
me

“Bror-r!" said Peter Todd. *“ Better not get his eye on
you ngain, fathead! ¥You'll get it in the neck next time !

“He doesn't know,” murmured Bunter.

“Eh?! He doesn't know what?"

** About my being n jolly elever ventriloquist."

“ Well, I don't know about your being a jolly clever one,”
paid Peter disparagingly.

“0Oh, really Todd—"

Mr. Capper looked round with gluming eyea.

‘*Bomeone 15 talking!” he said. I will not have
ehattering in this nlnur I think it was you, Bunter!”

“0Oh, no, sir!” said Bunter promptly.

“What! You were speaking to Teodd."

“ Not at all, sir; I simply said—ahem !—I mean, I didn't
say anything at all, sir! I hope I know better than to talk
in the Form-room, sir!"”

- A]:npnreutJ;r vou do not, Bunter!
hundred lines !"

““Oh, vou rotter !" 'murmured Buntor.

“What did you say, Bunter?"

“1—I said you're very kind, sir, and—and I hope we shall
be with you a long time, sir! It will be quite rotten ror us
when Mr. Quelch comes back, sir!”

“Pray do not talk nonsense, Bumter !"

" I—1 mean, it will be jolly when Mr. Quelch comes back,
gir, and we don't have to come to vyou any longer!"
stammered Bunter.

““Take another hundred lines for impertinence, Bunter !

“Oh, erumbs!"

_*“ And another hundred for a ridiculous and rulTlr ejaculn-
tion, sir " roared Mr. Capper, who was now [airly upon the
warpath.

Bunter did not ejaculate again. but his little round eyes

leamed behind his spectacles. e kad three hundred lines

do, and he knew that Mr. Capper would exact every one
of them. The punishment was quite out of proportion to the
wt'funfn. and Buanter might be excused for feeling decidedly
“ratty.”

Mr. Capper, irritated by the ridieulous appearance of
Boorates 1n his new guise, turnced the face of the bust
towards the wall. That wes the opportunity of the Grey-
friars ventriloquist,

As Mr. Capper came back to his desk, s voice procecded—
or, at all events, seemed to 1:rumedu~frnm the bust in tha
corner,

“Turn me round again!”

There was a ‘T-up from the whole elass, Mer. Capper spun

leaming venge-
ou leave it to

You will teke &

round, and fixed his eycs upon the bust.
i]'l” {E':E-Eﬂﬂdﬂﬂ'ﬁﬂ gracious!” he exclaimed. ** What was
gt

“Turn fme round again, please!™

“W-w-w.what [

“ Waltz me roand again, Willie!"' went on Soorates

Mr. Capper stood maotionless, breathless. If he had not
heard it with his own ears, he could not have believed it.
For o moment it seemed to the amazed Form-master that the
spirit of the original sage had rcturned, and taken up its
abode in the bust, apd had a decided objection to being
turned face to the wall in the coruer like a naughty boy.

* Goodness gracious ! exclaimed Mr. Capper. ' I—I must
be dreaming !

“Waltz me round again, Willie!" said Socrates, with a
tone of impatience in his voice.

“ Denr me !
~ My, Capper made n quick stride towards Boerates.  An
instant's reflection showed him that the veoice could net
possibly proceed from the bust; besides, Bocrates himsolf
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bust was supported. There was not room there to canceal
the smallest fag in the First Form. But Mr. Capper locked,
and found that the space was empty.

He came back towards his class with a worried brow.
It was & very hot day, and it occurred to Mr, Capper that
the heat might have affected him to the extent of causing
him to imagine that he heard voices.

He lﬂﬂkeg at his class; they were grinning. Billy Bunter
had his eyes cast down. he Form-master was about to
speak; but Socratoes started first.

' Are you going to turn me round, Capper "

The Form-master Pnued his hand neross his heated brow.

“It is no dream " he murmured. “1 am awake—] am
sane! A wvoice really proceeds [rom that bust! It is
smazing, but it is true! Temple!”

* Yes, sir?"” grinned Temple.

“"Did you hear o voice from that bust "

“ From that bust!” said Temple, who knew that the coice
had come from Billy Bunter. ** Oh, no, sir! How could a
voice come from a bust, sir 7

“It is extroordinary!' said Mr. Capper, flushing, nnd
convineed by Temple's reply that the heat was causing his
imagination to play him tricks. "1 thought—that 1s, it
appeared—— But no matter! We will reSume—"

“I'm waiting to be turned round !" said Socrates,

Mr. Capper jumped, and turned quite pale.

“Turn me round, Capper!"” said Socrates plsintively.
“Xantippe never used to treat me like this! I wish I was
buck at Athens—I do, really!”

Mr. Capper held on to his desk for support, his glassy eves
fixed upon the bust.

“1 wish my pal Plato was here!"" went on Socrates. * He
wouldn't allow me to be treated like this!" )

“Temple! Wharton! Did you—did you hear a wvoico
Enﬂau‘dk from that bust?’ murmured Mr. Capper, hardly ablo

" From the bust, sir?" said Wharton, in surprise,

“Yes: that bust of Socrates!"

“But a bust can't speak, sir!"” sanid Wharton, in surprise.
" Are you 111, sir?

“TI ! said Mr., Capper, passing his hand over his brow.
“l—I—perhaps I am 1ll. I must be ill. 1 certainly fancied
that I heard & voice proceed from that bust! It was an
absurd mistake, of course—a very absurd mistake !"

But Mr. Capper, as if moved by some power he could not
resist, woent into the corner, and turned the bust round, sn
that it faced the class agnin,  The juniors exchanged joyous
grina, and Peter Todd gave Billy Bunter a rapturous dig in
the ribs that made him gasp.

Mr. Capper scannod the bust closely, and Socrates certainly
scemed to grin at him ; but that was the offcet of the paintod
corners surreptitiously added to his august mouth.

The Form-master came back from the bust, looking very
ale and disconcertod. But his troubles were'not yet over.
To bad bardly reached his desk, when Socrates continued his

ramn.ﬁ-rl]?: >

s eré's my pipe’

Ry pie,

r ro's my pipe, Capper?®”

“Ha, ha, ha'" roared tﬁrjmﬂﬂ-ﬂ.

Mr. Capper gave the class a furious look. The sudden
burst of laughter convinced him that tho juniors had heard
the voice as well as himself.

“This is some trick " exclaimed the Form-master, and ho
rushed to the bust. * There is sotne contrivance here—some
mechanisn—""

He broke nﬂ':{u he scanned the bust. There was mtglinlf
no appearance of any speaking mechanism about it. e
wild suspicion of a tfﬂj' ?ﬁﬁltﬁ.&rlph or a mechanism of that
h;n‘d was in Mr. Capper's thoughts; but there was no =ign
of it.

He backed away from the bust, still keeping his eyes fixed
upon it. Socrates waited till he was ut o distunce, and then
started again. g

“Give me my pipe, Capper! What a worry you are!"

* Bleas my soul!"”

“Bha'n't! Give me my pipe!”

“ There—there is some wretched trick in this!” gasped Mr.
ﬂlp%lr, glaring at the grinning juniors. “I am aware that
the bust is hollow. BSomeone has contrived to place some
kind of talking-machine inside it. 1 demand to know how
this was done, and who &

““Oh, cheese it!"" said Socrates,

“ What-w-ut 1"

“Ring off ! You talk too much !I”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

would certainly have spoken in Greek, not in thal extremely “ This—this is infamous " exclaimed Mr, Cupper. "It i:
modern English, a trick—it must be a trick! 1—"
Mr. Capper looked behind the pedestal upon which the “* Rats!" said Socrates,
Tue MacanNer Lisrary.—No. 287. L
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Mr. Capper glared at the bust, Such language was not
to be endured, even from the great sage of Athens. Mr.
Capper made a spring to the grate, and grasped the poker.
Then he made another spring to Bocrates, with the poker
whirling in the air,

Crash !

There was a wail of anguish as the poker smote the top of
the bust, so life-like that Mr. Capper uttered a ery of con-
sternation.  The bust, smashed into pieces by the doughty
blow, tumbled into fragments on the floor,

“ Bocrates' bu'st!” grinned Bob Cherry.

‘““Ha, ba, ha!”

Y Bilence 1" thundered Mr., Capper, confounded by observ-
g that there was no trace of a talking-machine in the ruins
of the bust. *'I—I will have order in this class! It—it ia
some trick—some wretched prank! If 1 hear—hear any-
thing out of the usual in this room again this morning, I will
cane the whole class, without exception!”

And the voice of Socrates was heard no more,

THE TENTH CHAPTER,

The Postal-order.

ILLY BUNTER chuckled as he rolled out of the Form-
B room after morning lessons, He had three hundred
lines to do; but he felt that he had scored over Mr.

Capper, Temple of the Fourth clapped him on the
shoulder in the passuge.
“Good for you, Tubby!” he grinned. ‘“We've got rid

of that blessed bust now; we sha'n't have old Socky planted
on us any more, Many thanks!”

“The fact is, Temple, I did it just to please you," said
Bunter. "1 say, could you lend me five bob till my postal-
order comes——""

“ All right, Dab; I'm coming!” said Temple,

"1 say, Temple, vou know——""

But Temple was gone.

Billy Bunter snorted. Temple was very pleased with the
destruction of Socrates, but evidently not to the extent of a
loan of five shillings.

“Post in yet, 'rotter?’ asked Billy Bunter, as he met the
page in the hall,

“Not yet, Master
minute now !”

“ Don't hurry off, Trotter,” said Bunter, detaining the page
with a fat forefinger on his arm. “1 want to speak to you,
Trotter I’

“Yes, Master Bunter?”

“You're a jolly intelligent chap, Trotter. You ought to
ba better than a boot-boy—vou utht. to be something very
much better., Don’t you think so?

“1 dunno, Master Bunter,” said Trotter, puzzled.

" When ] leave school I'm going to do something for you,”
said Bunter. *1 shall speak of you to some of my titled
relations, Trotter.”

" I'm sure you're werry kind, Master Bunter,” said Trotter,
concealing a grin with a grimy hand.

He had heard of Billy Bunter's titled relations before,

“Not at all, Trotter,”” said Bunter condescendingly. 1
consider you a very deserving chap. I intend to tauke a lot of
notice of fnu-—in act, you may depend upon me to see you
placed in life. 1 may make you my butler [

“Thank you kindly, Master Bunter !

" You deserve it,” said Bunter, with an airy wave of a fat
hand. * You will do me eredit in my—my ancestral halls,
Trotter. By the way, I'm expecting a postal-order. I believe
you get pretty good wages here, Trotter?"

“1 don't complain, Master Bunter.”

Bunter,” said Trofter. *“'Ere any
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The juniors held their breath, For a moment it looked as iii:;ugii there '\#;s_gning to be a fearful accident.

But the chaunffeur saved the situation.

B

Very god! 1 suppose you wouldn't mind advancing me
five bob, und tuking my (Juhiul-ﬂni--l' when it comes—""

“Coming " called out Trotteor, apparently hearing a bell at
that moment ; and he made a dive for the stairs,

“Here, Trotter! You low cad! You—vou rottor! This
15 what comes of being kind to the lower classes "' growled

bunter, as he walked awav grunmbling,

“1 suv, Wharton,” he said, as he eame upon the eaptain of
the Remove in the Ulose, **1 happen to bo expecting o
postal order—""

“Same old postalorder?” asked Wharton,

“ Abemi ! No, another ono,. Would you nund banding me
ovikr 4y

“Not at oll,” said Wharton cheerfully, as he gave Billy
Bunter a push with his hand, and the fat junior went over
prmupﬂ}‘-

“Ow ! gasped Duuter, ** Beast ™

Wharton walked away, and Dunter blinked after him furs-
ously., The fat junior was in a most exasporaled frame of
mind. Peter Todd was enforcing the self-denyimg ordinence,
and Bunter had found his nsual little Juxuries cut off. And,

Tue Macxer Linrary.—No. 287,

With cool promptitude he turned the car into the grass by the roadside,
avolding the trap by a hair's-breadth. (See Chapler 2.)

as it happened, he really was expecting a postul-order this
time, But he was in the position of the boy in the fable who
eriecd “* Wolf I’ sa often when thers was ng wolf, that when
the wolf really came mno one believed him. Bunter had
attemptod so often to get eredit for nn expectod F!'mﬂ-l"fdﬂl‘.
which had never arrived, that be had not the slightest chance
of sueevss now that there was one really coming. . _

The fat junior steod disconsolate, debating in his mind
whoether the postal-order would como in time for a soack
before dinner, wnd whother there was any device he had left
untried for raising money on his expectations. A clap on the
shoulder interrupted his meditations,

*{dw 1" sard Dunter. ** Todd, you silly ass——

Y Just thinking it out?” asked Todd.

“Yeou" said Bunter.

‘" (3oo0d * Poter Todd
“How much "’

Bunter blinked at the bag through his spectacles.

“What's that for?' he demanded,

“Weren't you just thinking out how much you could con-
tribute to-dav?”’ usked Peter Todd.

¥l

toock out his little leather Dbag.
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e fat jumior snorted.

" E. I En ly well wasn’t! Look here, Todd, 'm fed up
with this seli-denial rot—1 am really. I'm simply fed up
with it!" ) )

* Well, that's sll the better for you,” said Todd oheerfully.
“ You're not likely to have anythmg eise to get fed up with
till the end of the self-denial week ™ .

“1 say, Todd, will you lend me five bob out of that bag?
I've m -order comin ”

. don’t be funny!” remonstrated Peter. =

“But 1 have, I" said Bunter, almost tearful in his
oarnestness, ‘| ¥ have one coming this time, Toddy.
It—ik isn't from a titled relation: it—it's from my unecle, the
town councillor in Puddleton. He is really going to send me
five bob I"

" Rata

o
“ Honour bright!” said Bunter, *“ Now, look here, yon
give me five out of the bag, and you can have the postal-
order when it comes !"” .
“Are you usking me to embezzle the Cottuge Hospital
funds?' roared Peter Todd, in a terrific voice.

Bunter jum
“Nunnﬁl pDBlgi,. no! Just lend me five bob out of the
you fathead! It would be

T

'qu:mt. bag is inviolable, It 1
embezzlement to touch it | Besides, | don't believe in your

postal-order. I've heard of it before !
“1t's really genwine,” said the unfortunate Bpnter. “If
it doesn't m}m‘h‘: this it will be here by tea-time !

“I'll believe it when I see it !

“ Hallo, Bunter |” out Tubb of the Third. * Here
ocomes the postman! }fhu is where you get the postal-
ordess |7 g

And thers was a cackle from a up of fags. But Billy
Bunter did not mind ths cackle. e ru away to meet
the and Peter Todd followed him.

"1 say, you've got a letter for me 1" exclaimed the Owl of
the Remove. **Bunter—Willism George Bumter—W. G.
Bunter, Esuire—"" \

h.:; es, sir!" said the postman, handing the letter out of the
Bunter blinked through his glasses at Peter Todd with great
triumph, He opened the letter with a fourish, and waved a

in the air. It was a postal-order for five shil-
i Quite a erowd of fellows gathered round to stare at it.

“My only hat! He’s really got a postal-order at last !
eexclaimed Bob Cherry. * Bunter, old man, is that the one
¥you were n:i::ncting last term, or last Christimas?"

i Hﬂ-. hl., al”

‘" Five bob!" said Hazeldene. ** My hat!”

*The five-bobfulness is terrific.”
ﬂr:‘:i?hn said the age of miracles was past?'’ grinned Vernon-

1en,

**Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter snorted. 3

& An:wag.ﬁ I've got the postal-order,” he said. “1 hope
you won't be silly asses enough in future to doubt my state-
ments. My rich relations——""

"“His rich relations produce five bab among the lot of them
im a whole term,"” remarked Vernon-Smith. * They must bo

:irE p]:lti'mh%mﬂn 551:_1' money."

 Well, it's a real postal-order, and not a ghost !" said Peter
Todd. * It's strange but true—truth is stranger than fiction,
you know. Bunter, old man, this postal-order has come in the
nick of time.”

" Yes; I shall be able to get a snack before dinner now—1"'

“You will be able to contribute five shillings to the self-
denial fund.*

" Getting deaf?” said Peter pleasantly. * Here's the bag.”
“The—the bag "
X Put it 'm!'!" e n
“ P-p-p-pput it in!" stamme unter.
F;Pmred Peter.

“ P-p-p-put what in?"

“The postal-order, of course. It's your eontribution to
the fund. This is where you self-deny, and set a shining

EIH‘EIPIE to the other follows.”
: Billy Bunter gave his study leader a glare of coneentrated
ury.

“ I'm not going to do anything of the sort!” he roared,
“ Biﬁw the I;I.md! Blow the Cottage Hospital! Blow yvou "
“Ha, ha, ha "

“ The blowfulness is terrific !

“ Now hand it over !" said Peter Todd. * Don't be a pig,
Bunter. Alonzo has put in more than five bob already, and
Dutton has contributed the price of the new bike-lamp he
was going to get, and is making the old one do. I've put in
the price of the birthd;gﬂpmam I was going to buy my Uncle
Benjamin. You can't be backward after that. Shove it mn {*
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"1 won't!" roared Bunter,
" His one little ewe-lamb ! sighed Bob Cherry. * Poor old

Bunter! Ho wasn’t born to be a self-denier "'

b "' Are you going to contribute that postal-order?” demanded
eter,

5 “tl:fu, I'm not!” roared Bunter. “I'll see you blowed
I'St.

And Bunter made a rush and escaped into the School House.
There was a raar of laughter from the juniors.

" Bring that contribution here I" roared Peter Todd.

But Bunter was gone. Peter Todd, with a very incensed
look, followed him into the house, but Bunter was out of
sight, Todd hurried out again und stood guard over the tuck-
shop, where, of course, Bunter would be coming to cash the
postal-order sooner or later. Five minutes later the fat
junior came in sight, looking round him cautiously as he came
across the Close. He caught sight of Peter Todd at the tuck-
shop, and ran.

“Come back !" roared Peter.

Billy Bunter dissppeared round the house. And Peter
Todd did not see him again till they met in the dining-room
for dinner. Peter had not the contribution, and Bunter had
not had the snack, and the famous postal-order was still un-
changed. And the grinning Removites were very interested

to see how that peculiar contest would end.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bllly Bunter Takes Up Greek.
9 Y,00K out, Bunter!" yelled Bob Cherry, when the
Removites came out of the dining-hall Jhr dinner.
The Owl of the Remove blinked round nervoualy.
Peter Todd was just about to link arms with him
when Bunter away.
** Bunter, old fe " said Peter, in honeved tones.
Bunter backed away in alarm.
“You your distance, Toddy," he said. ** I know what
you're after, and you're jolly well not going to have it!"
" Now. look here, Bunty, you may as hand over that
“I've been famished in

contribution. "

“I'm not going to,” said Bunter.
the study. ore won't be a decent ten tﬂ*nifht, ou know
that. If I don’t have a snack my health wil er., I'm
bound to spend this postal-order on having a little snack, from
a—a sense of duty to mysell.”

_And what about the self-denial fund " demanded Peter
indignantly.  ** You haven't contributed anything so far,

excels 8 French penny."
“b:.nguat- the self-denial fund 1"

e "'t‘tl::h“ about the noble cause of charity ?"' grinned Vernon-
ITRAEL},

“ All rot!" grunted Bunter. * I don’t believe in hospitals.
If the doctors want patients to practise on, let 'em pay for
‘em themselves. T knew a chap once whose life was saved by
an sccident—the car broke down that was taking him to a
hospital for an operation. Upon the whole, I'm opposed to
hospitals on prineiple.”

“*Are f*nu gnini; to hand over—"

" No, I'm not!” snorted Bunter.

“Rank rebellion !
Bunter !"

” .I"li give him bravo Bunter!” growled Petor Todd. "' I'll
Bunter dodged away. Mr. Capper was in the passage,

grinned Vernon-8mith. * Bravo.

Bill
mdi': ¢ Owl of the Remove took shelter under his wing, so Lo
T say, sir!" stammered Bunter.

£
“Would you mind
lending me your—your Plato, sir?"

That was a short cut to Mr. Capper's tenderest affections.
The Fourth-Form: master beamed upon Billy Bunter.

* Certminly, Bunter!” he said. * E;mn into my study.”

** Thank you so much, sir!"

And Bunter, with a triumphant blink over his shoulder
at the exasperated Peter Tod , followed the master into his
study. The juniors in the passage chuckled gleefully. Peter
could not follow the recaloitrant Bunter there to collect the
contribution.

" The fat rotter I growled Peter. * T']] sealp him for this!
He scems to have forgotten who's head of No. 7 Study,”

"I wouldn't stand Capper and Plato for five bob, though,™
said Bob Cherry. * Capper will start expound:ng Greeﬁ to
him. It’s worth five quid, not five bob!"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

And indeed Bunter, ns soon as he was in Mr. Capper's
study, found that he had escaped out of the frying-pan into
tho fire. In that study he was safe, and his postal-order was
safe, until aflternoon lessons, but it was at the terrible price of
henrini Mr. Capper expound upon his favourite theme. If
Billy Bunter hated anything more than self-denial, it was

‘e ’
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study ; and of all kinds of study, the learned | e wera
the most distasteful to him. He had to grind Latin, ag it was
compulsory, but wild horses would not have dragged him to
the study of Greek. And he had an intense and personal
dislike for Socrates and Plato. )

* Pray sit down, Bunter,” said Mr. Capper, beaming, and
opening a gigantic volume on the table. * 1 may say,
Bunter, that 1 am pleased—surprised and pleased—by this
interest you have evinced in one of the greatest of sages of
ancient times."’ . _

“The fact is, sir, I've always been deeply inlerested in
Socks, sir—I mean Bocrates,” said Bunter. ''1 was very
shocked, sir, at the way the bust was treated in the Formn-
room. 1 am not surprised that you were annoyed, sir. The
most reckless boy, sir, ought to have some respect for a great
Roman like Bocrates.”

““ Ahem ! A great Greek, you mean, Bunter—but your sen-
timent is undoubtedly excellent,” said Mr. Capper. *“On
reflection, Bunter, you need not do the lines I imposed upon
you this merming.” )

“*h, thank wou, sir!” saud Bunter. -

“Your interest in this subject docs you credit,” said Mr.
Capper. ** You do not, I belhieve, take Greek, Bunter?”

‘* No, sir. Linley does, and Bob Cherry's been doing Greek
lately. They like it. 1 think——"" Hunter was just gomn
to state what he thought upon the subject, but he checke
himself in time. ‘I think it's a wonderful language, sir, and
I've often longed to take it up as a nt;:lfn a

“ My dear boy, I should be very pleased to render you any
psistance i my power,” said Mr. Capper ?«Eﬂil”}'. “71 have
an cdition of Plato in English, which 1 can lend you—you may
tako it with you."

But Bunter did not want to leave the Form-master's study
yet. He knew that Peter Todd was wait-
ing outside. The fat junior intended to
remain in his present ssfe quarters till
the coast was clear, even at the expense
of beginning Greck, .

“1 suppose it's ever so much more in-
teresting in Greck, sir,"" he suggested.

“ Undoubtedly, and more instructive,’
said Mr. Capper. ‘‘But as you do not
know Greek——'"

“1 was wondering whether you'd give
me o few hints about beginning the study
of Greek, sir,”” said Bunter modestly,
Hizs keen ear had caught the sound of
a faotstep outside, and he knew that Peter
Todd was there.

Mr. Capper beamed.

*“ Bunter, I cannot say how pleased I
am at this—this desire to improve your
knowledge. 1 have looked upon you as
an idle boy, and I find 1 was very much
mistaken. I beg wour pardon, Bunter!" said Mr. Capper
generously.

““Not at all, sir!" said Bunter. ‘' A chap doesn’t want to
appear to be n swot, sir—the other fellows are hable to chip
him—that's how it i, sir. But I'd rather study Greek than—
than anyvthing else I can think of, sir.”

“* Draw vour chair to the table, Bunter. T will give you
some preliminary instruection in the Greek alphabet,” said
Mr. Capper.

Billy Bunter suppressed & groan. He listened intently ; if
Peter Todd was gone, he would gladly have escaped with
Plato in English, without any instruction in the CGieck
alphabet. But he heard faint sounds from the passage, which
proved that his study-leader was still there,

Petey Todd was waiting outside the Fourth Form-master’s
study to catch him as he emerged, Probably he foresaw that
Bunter would not be able to stand much Plate, and would
attempt to escape sooner or later, And Peter was patient—
he was willing to wuit.

“ Take vour pen, Bunter—here is a pen.”

“Thank wyou, sir."

" Write down, first, the names of the Greek lotters, and
then 1 will show you how to form them,” said Mr. Capper:
* Alpha, beta, gamma, delta, epsilon, zeta, eta, theta—"

Billy Bunter wrote them down slowly. He procceded to
the end of the Greek alphabet, and having fnished with
omega, he lnid down the pen.

“ Now, alpha, that is A,” said Mr. Capper. * The capital
letter 15 exactly the same as in English, you perceive, and the
small letter 36 very similar—you appear to be listening to
something else, Bunter. What 18 the matter?”

E“ I—-1I thought I heard—somebody—something," stammered
unter.

“ Pray pay attention. The second letter, beta, 1s B, and
——dear me! Bless my soul P’

Billy Bunter had almost resolved to chance capture by
Peter Todd rather than proceed further than Beta in the
Greek aphabet. But in the nick of time he bethought him
of hir ventriloquism. From the direction of the door came a
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voice that ought to have been Peter Todd's, and certainly
sounded as if 1t was.

* Chuck that rot!™ o _

Mr. Capper started to his fect. His impression was that
Peter Tedd had shouted that disrespeetful remark through
the keyhele.

“ Good gracious !
Bunter?'’

“ Tt sounded like it, sir,”” said Bunter demurely. )
Mr, Capper picked up & cane, and made one long stride

That was Todd's voice, was it nof,

to the door. He flung the door open, and there was Peter
Todd in the pessage, leaning against the opposite wall, wait-
ing. He glanced at Mr. pper, eurpri by the fury n
his looks.

“Todd 1" thundered the Form-master, '* this is too much.
I have never heard of such insolence. Never, sir, In my life.
If 1 had not heard with my own ears, sir, 1 should refuse to
believe it. I should Tbaq]utniy refuse, sir, You are an 1m-

rtinent young rascal, sar.”
e I, s ﬁ" gagapcd Peter in dismnik e B 3

He had no time to get further. r. Gapper grasped him
by the callar with his left hand, and wielded the cane with

his right. The cane rose and fell with rapidity and force.
Thwack! ’I'h':ianlll' Thw:Ic]l:l | L TSI
“Ow!" roar eter. ' I say, sir, whal's

nuttef‘.' ]—ow—oh—d-d-don’t—yah! '‘Great Scott!—oh,

erumbs l—yah! Oh!" .
““ There ! gasped Mr. Capper. Now go!

He released the utuln.iéheﬂ iuninrﬁ Peter
Todd was only too to go. I8 im-
pression was that hﬁr. Capper had sud-
dr:nlﬁ gone fud. and wﬁ: d_mgernul:; EI‘:
fled down the passage the instant
relensed. M. ﬂa;per, breathing hard,
turned back into the study.

“T do not think we shall be inferrupted
again,” he sad.

Bunter was on his feet now. The coast
was clear, and he did nmot mean to ¢on-
tinua the study of Greek just then.
Socrates and Plato could be saved up for
a rainy day.

1 think I'll go and learn the alphabet
by heart now, sir,” said Bunter hurrmd]a:;
“Then [ cmmkﬁmn:: write it afterwards.

“Very we unter.”

Billy Bunter took the sheet in his hand,
and left the study. He did not take the
same direction as Peter Todd, but went upstairs, and looked
out of a window. He caught sight of Peter in the Close,
keeping guard on the tu uh-nljx Billy Bunter shook
fist from the window at his study leader, and groaned.
postal-order was still safe, but the snack appeared as
off as ever. His only consolation was to tear into fragments
the sheet upon whieh he had written the Greek alphabet,
and jump on the fragments.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Short Commons.
BDE CHERRY locked into Study No. 1 at tea-time.

BEF

Harry Wharton and Nugent were there, g‘nth? tea.
They called it tea, ss usual, but, as o matter of fact,

there wns no tea. at cheerful beverage was seen no
more in Study No. 1. On the table was a jug of milk—a
small jug—and a large jug of water. There was a loaf,
and there was butter. There was plenty of loaf, but not
very much butter. { S

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! Just going to enjoy yourselves?”
asked Bob.

Frank Nugent made a grimace.

" We're sell-denying." E:l groaned. * Have you come to
tea? You're welcome—there’s plenty of bread and lots of
water.””

“Thanks!" said Bob. "1 was thinking of coming to tea,
because we're self-denying in my study. Marky is going it
strong; but I don't think I'm quite famished enough for
bread and water. Good-bye.”

And Bob Cherry departed grinning.

The chums of Study No. 1 sat down to tea. Frank Nugent
messured out a sparing allowance of milk, and filled up the
cups :iﬁfh water. Then he picked up the sugar-tongs, and
paused,

““Shall we have sugar in " he demanded.

*One lump,” said Wharton. * Two lumps & day; and we
can make our stock of sugar last the rest of the week,
shan't have to buy any.” .

PRICE
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Nugent ﬂrnrped a lump of sugar into each cup.

Johnny Bull locked in, Tho cxpression on Johnny Bull's
face was somewhat lugubrious. He had a two-shilling picce
in his hand,

"' Where's the box?"" he asked.

Wharton held out the volleeting-box. The florin clinked
mnto it, and Johnnv Bull sighed.

“"Had tea?®" asked Nugent.

' They're baving it in my study,” said Bull. * Rake and
Fishy arc having u regular feed. They asked me to stand
#3 ‘l:ll'hl-{.'ﬁ:—-ﬂf course I couldn’t. 1 brouzht the two bob

ere.

" Good for you!” exclaimed Wharton. * You'd better have
tea with us."

Bull’s foce lighted up a little. It was evident that he was
hungry. Johnny Bull was a sturdy fellow, and he had a
ho-llt&rv appetite,

* What have you got?" he asked.

“ Plenty of bread —"

Wi Dh !"l

“ And some butier,”

il ﬂhl"

** And milk and water—not too strong.”

[ '[_‘[m !u

“But you're quite welcome,” said Nugent. *In fact,
anybody's welcome to this—1'd rather some y clse ate it,

Wharton, don't you think it would run to a how loaf?™

Wharton shook his head.

“ My dear chap, we can't waste nearly a whole loaf. 1
know it's stale, but then stale bread is good for the digestion,
you know. There's a silver lining to every cloud.”

“1 shall want some new Mdeeth soon, then,” growled
Frank. * Johnny, old man, will you have some of this loaf?
You can have as much as you like,”

* Thanks," growled Johnny Bull, “ I won't rob you."

And he departed.

_ Nugent munched stale bread with a scrape of buiter on
it Harry Whatton sip his milk-and-water, and regarded
the provender with a thoughtful eve.

Billy Bunter blinked in at the door cautiously. He gave
another cautious blink up and down the passage, and then
stepped in quickly and closed the door, and stood panting.
The chums of the Remove looked at him curicusly. Buntep
looked very much like a hunted criminal, who felt the police
rlose upon his track.

‘1 say, you fellows,” the fot junior began,

“ Bit down,"” said Nugent. ** Pile in. Will vou have bread.
and-butter or butter-and-bread? And mil -aiid-water, or
w:.tﬁr.-’nmi*nnlk. Take your choice; and don't spare the
gru

Billy Bunter cast a glance at the tea table, and sniffed.

*“1 haven't come to tea,” he said. * I'm dodging that
beast T-t;;‘ld.hﬂre's after my postal-order.”

e a, ha, ha 1]

“Blessed if I can sen anything to cackle at,"' grunted
Bunter. " I'm simply famished, and I want a feed. i'Irii can't
*'.cg to the tuckshop—the beast is watching it. He's left

om Dutton inside the tuckshop, and Alonzo outside it; and
he's stalking me round the place like a beastly bloodhound,

If the beast spots me, I shall have to dodge into old Capper's
study and loarn the beastly Greek alphabet.”

a, ha, ha!"

“1 say, J;u-du chaps, will tfﬁu change the postal-order for
me? p Bunter, *and then cut down to the tuckshop
and get mo some grub. I—D'Il stand you some Jam-tarts
if Jou get me the tommy without Todd spotting it.

- Can't be did," said Wharton with a shake of the head.
“We can’t help you to swindle Todd in this way.”

“8windle ! velled Bunter mdignantld. - Et‘ﬁ my own
postal-order, ain’t it?"

“No; it goes to the fund. You've got to [aollow wour
Jeader,” said Wharton severely. * Thiuk of the poor  poor.
Think of the honour to Greyfriars to have a bed in the
Uuttllgn Hospital named after the Remove. Go and put the
postal-order in the bag at once.”

“ Rats! Blow the poor. The poor never did anvthing for
me," an*lnd Bunter. , * Besides, I don't bolieve in hospatals,
I don’t believe i giving moncy to charities recklesalyv, Look
here, will you go nndlgm some grub for me? Wo'll havo a
feed hore—I'll stand it. You must be tired of bread-and-
scrape by this time. You can get stuff as good as that if you
have tea in hall. Look here—"

“T'll tell you what” said Nugent. * You needn't con-
tribute that ]Mstll-m\dc:l; to Peter Todd's fund. Shove it in

the box here instead,
“Good ides,” snid Wharton hoartily. “ It will be safo
then."

Bunter glared at them.
“Well, you silly asses Ie broke off as there was a

sound of a footstep in the passage, and trombled. * O,
Toe Macner Lipgary.—No. :
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erumbs, there comes that awful beast, Todd, after my postal-
order. Don't tell him I'm here, you fellows. Give me a
chance to ﬁgct out if the awful beast comes in.”

Bunter flattened himsalf against the wall behind the door,

80 us to be concealed from sight when it opened. here was
a tap, and the door opened, and Peter T stepped in. He
round the study, but did not see Bunter. The door

lanced
Eid him from sight. .

“ Have you come to tea?" asked Nugent genially. * Will
you try the loaf? There's a chopper in the cupboard. Lots

of water, if you're thirsty—the milk's running short, but
there's plenty of water—good and clear from the crystal
spr .

“I'm looking for Bunter,” said Peter. * The beast is
Ing me, trying to keep that tal-order that belongs to
the fund. Have you scen Oh, my hat!"

Bunter whip qf out from behind the door, dashed out of
the study, and elammed the door behind him. Todd stood
for a moment in astonishment, while Wharton and Nugent
yellad with laughtor.

*“* My hat ! ufle was hera all the time——"

i Hl. h-l, ha I

Todd tore the door open and dashed out of the study.

“Ha, ha, ha! T wonder who'll get that postal-order "'
chuckled Nugent. ** Will you have another cup of milk-and-
water, Harry 7’

* Grooh—no! Have you had encugh to eat "

* Enough of that!" said Nugent, with s grimace,

* The loaf will last us all the week at this rate.”

I think it will last all my life,” said Nugent.

“ That was a good suggestion of Bunter's.” Wharton re-
marked thoughtiully. * We'll have tea in hall—it's no worse
than this—and save the expense altogether. We can sell
off what's left of our provisions to the fellows.”

“ Well, there's only two-thirds of a loaf left, and about a
lumps of sugnr,” '.grawied Nugent. * It won't swell
the Em;l. Eulrn you won't have another cup of water?”

Bl 'l. —J'lllq“ -

-, Then we've had tea!" said Nugent, rising from the table.
* Feel bloated 7 .

“Aham! It's E:m] for us!” said Wharton. * There's no
doubt whatever about that—a week of self-denial is good for
anybody. But—but I'm glad it's only for a week.”

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,

Hide and Seek |
BILLY BUNTER made & sudden dash scross the Closs

to the tuckshaop.
He had left Peter Todd seekiflg him in the upper
passages, following on his track like a Red Indian seek-
ing s deadly foe. Bunter, with masterly sagacity, had
dropped from s window to the roof of an outhouse, and
reached the ground. Relieved of the tracker for the moment,
at least, he descended upon the tuuku.hoi:; Peter had lefr
Alonzo and Dutton there to keep guard, knowing that that
was the place Bunter would make for if he el pursuit.
Alonzo was seated on the bench outside the tuckshop
reading, and he was so deeply interested in his volume that
he did not look up as Bunter came by. Billy Bunter tiptoed
carefully past him into the tuckshop, and gasped with relief
One enemy was passed; but he still had Tom Dutton to deal
with. deal junior was the shop, and he was on
the watch. Dutton had made a generous contribution to the
study fund for the thttag: Hospital—and, naturally, he
meant that Bunter should be generous too,
_ ““Oh, here you are!” exclaimed Dutton, as Bunter rolled
.
“I—I say, Dutton,” panted Bunter. “ Peter Todd wants
you! He—he—he's sent me to say so. He's [fallen down-

htniri-.: Ilml broken his neck—I mean his leg—
(1] l?‘l

" Peter's had an aceident !” roared Bunter. * [He's fallen
out of a window and sprained his head—I wean his ankle
He's dying fast. Will you go to him "

“Who 12? Grahame White ?"

“Eh? Who's talking about Grahame White?" snorted
Dunter, ,

" You said somchody was fying past.”

“ Dying fast!'" shrieked Bunter.

“FPoor chap!"' said Dutton. * Has there beem an sero-
plane aceident ¥

" It's Peter Todd.”

' What rot! Peter can't go up in an acroplane, and he's
not got one, either. 1 say, Bunter, I'm here to colloet that
postal-order——"

*The Head wants you, Dutton,”
ing his tack. ‘

*“*1 don't care whether he likes boiled muttion or not,"”’

“THE pRAR ngreAR.”

shricked Bunter, chang-



enid the deafl junior, in surprise: “ What are you getting
at?"’

“You are to go to the Head at once.

“ That's what I want you to do; hand it over at um‘:a,j” said
Tom Dutton, holding out his hand. * Now, sharp's the
word, and don't talk any more rot about aeroplanes or boiled
mutton, but hand out that postal order.”

Billy Bunter groaned. Coker, of the Fifth, came into the
tuckshop with Potter and Greene of that Form, Coker threw
a half-sovereign on the counter in his usual lordly manner.”

“ Ginger-pop—and ices!"" he said.

“ Yes, Master Coker,” said Mrs. Mimble,

“ I'm waiting for that postal-order,” said Tom Dutton, who
had inserted his knuckles into Bunter's collar, and was hold-
ing fast. * Hand it over!” _

Bunter's eyes gleamed behind his spectacles. His postal-
order was in great danger now, for Dutton was a determined
youth. But once more the skill of the Greyfriars ventrilo-
guist came to his aid.

“You Fifth-Form bounders, get out of here!” came =
wonderful imitation of Dutton's voice—which Dutton himself
was too deaf to hear. 1

Coker, and Potter, and Greene, who were waiting for Mrs.
Mimble to serve thoir ices, swung round in aoger and in-
dignation.

* What's that!" roared Coker.

# {]iet out ;:d here, or I'll boot you out I'*

Coker gasped.

2 '4r‘!||1’f.=ll.ﬂlr of all the cheek! I'll jolly soon show you whether
you'll boot me out!” he roared. " Collar the checky kid,
you fellows!" - .

Coker, and Potter, and Greene piled on Tom Dutton in-
stantly, and wrenched himself away from
Bunter. The instant he was free, Billy
Bunter w]:ipged out of the ruckshop and
ran, Tom Dutton would have rushed
after him, but he was in the grasp of the

Fifth-Formers.
“ Wharrer you

“Leggo!” he roared.
up to?! Chuck it!" _
““ Boot us out, will yout?" said Potter.
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away, and then the fat junior could have dodged out into

the road and run for it. Hide and seck- was an exciting
game, but Bunter had had quite enough of 1t

But Peter Todd did not 5:. He gave a shrill whistle—
that shrill whistle which made fellows throw things at him,
and which even Tom Dutten could hear. The deaf junior
came hurrying down to the gates.

“Got him?"" he exclaimed.

“ No. Have you seen the beast?" nsked Peter.

“ Oh, no, he won't get a feast if we keep our eyes :fen i
said Dutton. *' He came to the tuckshop, and I collared him,
and then Coker set on me for nothing at all, and I had to let
him go, and he scooted.”

“ Btay here and sec that he doean’t get out,”” said Peter,

“T'll give him a walloping when I nail him. I'm fed-up
with his rot."
“OfF his dot? Well, I don’t know, but he was certainly

talking a lot of queer piffle to me—talking about aero es
ﬂying bast, and beoiled mution, and things. Bhall I wai

ere 1’

“Yes!" roared Peter.

“Right-ho |"

Tom Dutton leaned on the gate to kuar watch and ward.
Peter Todd walked off, with his eyes well about him. Billy
Bunter crouched behind the porter’s lodge and groaned. His
escape was cut off now. tton guarded the way to the
village—Alonzo was on guard at the tuck-
shop—and Peter Todd was stalking him.
Matters looked very serious for Billy
Bunter's postal-order now.

Peter stopped at the tuckshop, kicked
Alonzo's bnurﬁut of his hands, and bade
him with dreadful threats to keep a
careful watch, and then went over to the
B8chool House, Billy Bunter ventured

" Wall im !" L t of his hiding-place at last. His fat
Fﬁh‘;ﬂ oo NEXT dmg:;g:lv Tale ‘I;:nn ﬂﬁgl;;:ed Iqu hlE he mughtthni:ht. of
“B ym ™ l“l}- amim ter, his minor, 1 the Closs.
Tu:::m !1]::?::12 utterly amazed by the m' wor Enmm; n':illlmud as his fat major bore

attack of the Fifth-Formers, was bumped
and rolled over on the floor, and Caker
emptied a glass of ginger-beer over him,
anrl Potter smashed an egg on his neck.
Then he was rolled out of the shop, and
left gasping.

“ Dear mo!" said Alonzo, looking up :
from his book. ‘' What ever is the matter with you,
Dutton "'

“Ow! Coker's gone mad! Oh!"

“You look wet, my dear Dution, and somewhat eggy.
Pray allow me to assist you to your feet,"” said Alonzo. “ You
had better go and obtain some 20ap and water, and perform
a vnnii'I neceseary ablution, Dutton,

T E ?H'

“ You require some ablutions " bawled Alonzo.

“I'm staying here to watch for that villain Bunter,”
growled Dutton. " Lend me wour handkerchief. I'm not

ing to take my eye off the tuckshop—the fat villain will

ue that postal order if I do.”

And Dutton mopped away the egg and ginger-beer with
the handkerchief A?nnm kindly lent him, snd remained on
guard. Billy Bunter was watching him from behind o tree
m the Close, hoping to see him depart; but that was another
of Bunter's many ist;lzvﬁintmenu.

“0Oh, the roiters!” groaned Bunter. “I'm getting
famished, and I've left it too late for tea in hall now—and,

oh, the beast! I'll change into another study, and let them
see how they can get on without me, the rotters, As if a
chap can't do as he likes with his own postal-order! I shall

have to go down to Uncle C]#gp:’l in the village—the beasts !"

There was evidently nothing else to be done. Bunter
blinked round cautiously, and started for the gutce, e was
within a few wvarda of the open sntewuj-, when he caught
sight of a well.known figure standing in the road. It was
Peter Todd, and he was looking in the direction of Friardale.
Evidently Peter suspected that Bunter might have dodged
out to go down to the village with the postal order.

Billy Bunter halted, with a gasp at his narrow escape, and
dodged behind the porter’s lodge; only just in time, for
Peter, having scanned the road, came back into the gateway.
Billy Bunter lay low, in fear and trembling. If once Peter's
grip fastened upon him, it was all up with that postal-order
—he knew that. Peter Todd stopped outside the lodge, and
called to Gosling the porter,

" Have you aee Dunter this way, Gossy, old man?"”

“No, T bain't, Master Todd,” replied Goaling ; ** and wot
I says 15 thas "ere, I don’t want to, neither.”

Petor Todd hesitated. Bunter hoped that he would go

Tre Macxer Linrany.—No. 287,
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down on him,

“Todd's looking for you,” he re-
marked.

“] know he is, the beast!" growled
Bunter. ‘‘ Sammy, old man, will you get
me some things at the tucksho
my postal-order. Bring ‘em to the box-
room, and I'll go halves with you—I will really.

I|I]‘m nﬂ.ll‘l‘ m"d &mmr.

Bunter took out the famous postal-order. .

“I've filled it in,” he said, *‘Mrs, Mimble will change it.
Mind, Sammy, you're not to scoff the stuff—bring it to the
box-room, and we'll go halves.” sk, 8

“ You scoffed my tarts the other day,” said his minor.

“T'll give you twice as many out of this. Get jam-tarts,
and cake, and dough-nuts, and g:nFur-hnur," said Bunter.
“Mind, hrinF it all to the box-room.™ 2

““That's all right,” said Bunter minor, and he ran off with
the postal-order. Bunter major followed him dubicusly with
his eyes. He had his doubts about his minor, and only a case
of desperate necessity could have induced him to trust money
into Sammy’s s,

But it was the last chance. Ere long Peter would have
stalked him down, and then the postal-order would have dis-
appeared into the fund. It was better to trust it to Sammy
while he had a chance. : <

Bunter rolled into the house, and was n_n.kmgl his way to
the box-room, when Peter Todd sighted him. a moment
the Owl of the Remove was in Petet’s g’riﬁ.' :

‘““Now then,” said Peter, holding out the leather hlﬂ' with
one hand, and shaking Billy Bunter with the other. * Bhell
out! Five bob for the fund.”

Bunter grinned, He could afford to grin now.

“I'm sincerely sorry, Toddy——"" he »

“1 don't want your sorrow—I want the cash!" said Todd
“ Shell out !"

“Borry; I've spent it."

“"No, you haven't,” said Peter m!ml;n “I've been watch-
ing you too well for that. You haven't had a chance. Are
you going to hand it over, or shall —"

“I—I've given it to Wharton for his fund 1" gas

“Laar!"” said Peter, cheerfully, ' But I'l ask

“Cut along and ask him, and—"

“¥Yes, and vou'll cut along with me, too,” said Peter Todd,
marching Billy Bunter to Study No. 1 by main force. He
kicked open the study door. ** You here, Wharton "

““Halle " said Harry. * So wou've caught him?'

“Huave you been bagging my fund for your fund?" de
manded Peter, 1

Bunter,
hl-'l'.'tﬂ-ﬂ. (3]

PRIC
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“I—1 say, you fellows, I—I made a mistake!” murmured
Bunter. *'I really meant to say, Toddy, that I lent it to—
o Coker "

- Will you lend me a ericket-stump, Wharton?"” asked Todd
Fﬂl:tﬁal_v. “I've got to give Bunter a tip about telling the
mtl .‘l
+""Hold on!” roared Bunter, “I—I've handed it to my
minor. It's spent now, It's spent, you beast! Yah!"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Wharton.

. Peter Todd glared at Bunter. He could see that the fat
junior was telling the truth this time. He bumped Bunter
down in the passage, and flew to the stairs. Hes descended
the stairs three at a time, colliding with Micky Desmond en
route, and hurling him upon the middle landing.

“Tare an’ 'ounds!” roared Micky. “Is it mad ya are,
ye thafe of the worruld? Sure I 4

But Peter Todd did not stop to listen. He dashed out of
the School House, and sped across to the tuckshop.

“Alonzo! Been Bunter minor?’ he gasped.

' Yes, my dear Peter, Bunter minor is in the shop——"'

Peter rushed in. Bunter minor was seated u a high
stool at the counter, with a jammy grin on his fat faca.
Empty plates and glasses were 1n array before him. Sammy
was just demolishing the last tart as Petor came in. Sammy
was very much like his major, and he had understudied Billy
to the life this time. He had forgotten all about the appoint-
ment in the box-room. He had started with a soack, and
the “snack’ had extended, until the five shillings' worth
of tuck had been consumed. Half a tart, and half a glass of
ginger-beer remained out of Billy Bunter's postal-order.

Sammy Bunter blinked round at the excited Removite

through his spectacles, and his jammy grin grew broader.
“ Where's that postal-order?” roared Peter.
“Cashed "'
“ Where's the change?™
[T 3 ' L

“Then where's the grub?

Sammy ]il-l.ttm:l his fat waistooat.

“ Eaten!"

Peter Todd glared at him. The hide and seek was over,
but the tal-order had been run down a littla too late.
Peter Tn&{:ﬁn feelings were too decp for words. He grasped

NOW ON

SALE
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Sammy Bunter, and yanked him off the stool, stuffed the
remaining piece of jam-tart down his neck, and emptied
what remained of the ginger-beer over him. Then he strode
indignantly from the tuckshop, leaving SBammy FOArIngG.

Ten minutes later Billy Bunter fﬂﬂkEﬂ i, and found
Sammy engaged in desperate efforts to get jam out of his

collar.

“Did Todd get the stuff, Sammy?!’ asked Dunter
anxiously.

“Grook! No, he didn't! Groogh!”

“Oh, good! Where is it?”

“Groogh! I ate it—to save it from him, of course.”

“Why, you—you—you fat rotter!” roared Bunter. * You
you—"

“Never mind, he hasn't got the postal-order!™ grinned
Sammy. “It's still in the family, at any rate”

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Saved !

HE self-denial week was drawing towards its end, and
the funds in the rival studies were mounting uj
Peter Todd was perhaps a more enterprising collect:
than Harry Wharton, and he carried his little leathe

bag into sll quarters for subscriptions. He was not wanting
in nerve, and he even suggested to Loder of the Sixth to d
without cigarettes for a week, and put the mnnaj in the bag
Ho made tliat suggestion in Loder's study, and he left the
study ““on his neck.” But he was not always unsuccessiu!
and a good many fellows put subscriptions in the bag to ? '-
rid of him. Tom Dutton and Alonzo backed him up nobls
but Billy Bunter could not be excited to enthusiasm. o
The loss of his postal-order had quite disgusted Bunter wit!
the whole scheme, though that famous remittance had o
ong to the fund. And commons were short in Study No.
rue, Billy Bunter contributed very little to the study funds
but he was accustomed to taking the lion's share of the feed:
there, and now that the feeds were * off," DBunter was in »
state of continual exasneration.
It was usless to appeal to Peter Todd for sympathy. Whe-
he told Peter that he was going into a decline, Peter buck

el e "
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lum up with a ericket-stump, and Bunter showed so much
activity in getiing away-from the cricket-sturap, that it was
evident that he was not gommg into a decline,

Lord Mauleverer, too, had fallen from grace; but as his
contributions to both funds were already munificent, he was
allowed to fall away. Tom Brown and Mark Linley and
Penfold were hervically ¥ sticking it out,” but the idea had
caught on mno further. The ove, as o whole, only
grinned over it, and the Upper Fourth sniffed. But the funds
were mounting up, and hntE the rival collectors were in high
hopes that a sufficient sum would be raised to found the
Greviriars bed in the Friardale Cottage Hospital,

“That bed will be wanted as soon as it's founded, Toddy,”
said Bunter, lugubriously, as they went into the hall to tea
one afternoon. Study N{J. 7 had tea in hall now, as well as
Harry Wharton & Co. “I shall want it. 1 can feel that
I'm geing to be seriously ill.”

“ All the more reason why we should found the bed,” said
Peter Todd cheerfully. ** And, of course, you'll be entitled
to the use of 1t."” ?

“]1 think you're a hard-hearted beast!” groaned Bunter.
“1 say, Toddy, you had a remittance this morning from your
Uncle Benjamin 7'

“¥Yes. I'm bunging it into the fund.”

““But T say, just listen to reason a minute,
put it into the fund, don’t you?’

“(f course I do, ass.”

“Tn fact, it will be n pleasure to you?’ said Bunter,

“Yes, in a way."'

“ Well, then, as this is self-denial week, don't you think you
ought to deprive yourself of that plessure?’ urged Bunter.
- %nu could self-deny yourself that way, you know, and—and
lend me the remittance.”

Peter Todd grinned, "

“1 can't eat the school tea, you know,” said Bunter

thetically. * Doorsteps and weak tea—you can’t expect it

nw we have a pot of jam this time, Peter?”

. ts

You want to

“ Bome sardines, then?”

“ More rats!” -

“Woll, if T perish miserably, my death will lie at your
doar, Peter,”” said Bunter, with a deep groan.

“Oh, that's all right,”” said Peter. *‘In that caze, I'll sell
our titinga for the benefit of the fund. Your ke would
etch something.”

“ You—you beast I said Bunter, ;
Billy Bunter ate his tea gloomily. The school tea was solid

and healthy, if not wularly *‘tasty,” and there was
enough of it. But Billy Bunter was not content with bread-
and-butter and watercress, and one slice of cake. The less
he had of the fleshpots of Egypt the more he tnought absut
them, and he was getting into a really desperate frame of
mind.

And all the Romove fellows were unsympathetic. When he
looked into anybody's study, on the chance of being asked
to tea, he was reminded that it was his self-denial week, and
that cold comfort was nll that was given him. ) )

When Mr. Prout took calling-over that evening Billy
Bunter did not answer to his name. The Owl of the Remove
was absent. _

“ Anybody seen my porpoise?’ asked Peter Todd, as the
juniors came out of the hall. .

‘;]Gct:l-;:ﬂ off somewhers to die quiectly, perhaps,” suggested
Bo erry.

“My dear Cherry,” said Alonzo Todd, “I am shocked by
the levity of your remark. Perhaps we had better search for
Bunter, my dear Peter."

“ Perhaps we had, my dear fathead ! growled Peter.

All the juniors joined in looking for Bunter. They feli
pretty certain that the Owl of the Remove was ingering
somewhere, in the hope of touching Fetey Todd's hard heart.
They looked for him round the Close and the Clomsters, but
he was not to be found. Then Bolsover major looked out
of the dormitory window and shouted to the feilows below,

“ I'va found him!”

“ In the dorm.?' demunded Peter Todd from the Close,

“Yes: he's here!”

“ Alive or dead?’ gueried Bob Cherry. .

“ A little of cach, ?t ink,”" said Bolsover major.

The Removites hurried up to the dormitory. Billy Bunter
was stretched upon o bed, in a negligent attitude, with his
eves closed. In the dusky dormitory his fat face looked very
pule, and there were dﬁri lines under his Ei:"ﬂ.

Peter Todd was about to yank off the bed, when that
strange pallor struck his eyes, and he ?u.umd. ]

.y Gﬁ*{ent Scott! He does look seedy!” he exelaninied,

“He looks very pale,” said Mark Linley, puzzled. “1
don’t believe he's 1ll, though.”

There was a deep groan from Bumter.

“ Good-bye, vou fellows!” he said faintly.

“Fh? What are you saying good-byo
Harry Wharton.

“T'm dying!”

for®™" demanded

e Rﬂ.Lﬁ !Tl
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“ Oh, really, Wharton, I suppose a chap onght to know
whether he's dyving or not!” exclaimed Billy Dunter indig:
nantly. ** Look here, I'm perishing—"' '
* Perishing fibber " murmured Nugent,

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ T've felt it coming on for some time,"” said Bunter feebly.
I forgive you, Todd!"

“ What !"” ejaculated Peter,

“1 forgive you! You've brought me to this! Dut T don’t
bear any malice. Don't make a row, you fellows—let me
perish in peace!”

“¥You'll perish in pieces if you don’t stop that rotting!”
growled Peter Tadd.

““1 forgive you, Peter! 1 forgive you, Dutton!”

“Eh?" said Dutton., ** What are you going to give me?”

“1 forgive you!" yelled Bunter, with sudden energy.
“(Can't ﬂu hear me, you silly chump?”’

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Give me a jump?’ said Dutton. * Did you say jump, or
bump? If you start giving me a bump, you'll joliy soon get
humrged yvourself, I can tell you!”

“ Take him away!’ moaned Bunter. * Don’t let him vex
In]r I.%a.t hours. I feel that I've only got a foew minutes tc
ive |’

“ Well, he can't vex your last hours if you've only got a
few minutes!”” said Nugent. ** Do you mind if he vexes your
last minutesT"*

*“ Oh, really, Nugent——"'

“ How many minutes, Bunter!” asked Bob Cherry, taki
?ut his {}Pig silver watch. “I'll time you. Don't start ti

ﬂu- i !l LF

&, l:qm. ha 1"

“ My dear Cherry, he looks very pale, and there are dark
Lingn I_:E;Iﬂr his eyes,” said Alonzo reprovingly. ' I fear that
e 18 .

Bunter groaned, to back up this statement with the best
possible evidence. But the heartless Bob Cherry only
chuckled,

‘“ He played this dodge once before,” he remarked. * He's
been rubbing chalk on his chivvy to make him look pale, T'Il
bet yon my hat "

v (Vh-nt!" roared Peter Todd,

He switched on the light in the dormitory. Billy Bunter
blinked like an owl in the sudden illumination. Peter Todd
dabbed nt his fat face, and his fingers came away whitened.

“ Oh, the awlul fraud!" he . “ There's chalk on his
chivvy and pencil under his eyes! He's been making up his
mug to take us in!”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Bunter, yvou fat fraud—you horrible spoofer—"

“Ow! I—I'm d ing 1"

“ Hold on, Toddy!” said Bob Cherry, as the leader of
No. 7 Study was about to grasp Bunter. * Don't you know
vour natural history? Porpoises in a state of exhaustion can

e revived by water!”

* Good egg " exclaimed Peter Todd. J

He rushed to the nearest washstand, and grl:EDed th'ﬁd]ng.
Billy Bunter sat up on the bed m alarm, with a den
veturn of lifelike energy.

il S | Hﬂjl"," he gasped—*' 1 say, you know—— Ah—yah-
bah—grah !’

Swoosh !

The water came down upon him in a flood. Bi
roared and spluttered, ‘and rolled wildly off the
landed with a terrific bump on the floor.

* Yarooh! Ow! Beast! Yah! Oh(™

There was a yell of laughter. The swamping water had
washed the chalk from the fat face of the Owl of the Remove,
unr}' lha had resumed his usugl ruddy complexion with startling
Elidenipess,

i

b

Bunter
ed, and

“(Grooh! Oh, you rotters! Ah! Yah!"

LTl Hﬂ.' hl. hﬂ!"

“Groogh! I'm wet! 1'm soaked! JT—— Oh, yom
heasts |’

The juniors streamed out of the dermitory, welling with
langhter. Billy Bunter towelled himself in a state of wild
fury. DBut he was not found in a dying condition again.
Perhaps the water had revived him—or ﬁmpﬁ he was afrnid
it might be used to revive him a second time. And when. he
came down, and reeeived congratulations uwpon his sudden
aud complete recovery, he only snorted,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter's Last Chance !

i AULY, old man!”
.ll ‘ﬁ'm.rr
‘M Billy Bunter came cautiously info Lord Maul

everer's study, and closed the door behind him,
The schoolbay earl was scated in a luxurious armchair, and

PRICE
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he had his elegant boots restin lifnn the table. He turned
his head slightly to look at Bile unter,

' Ist_v. Muauly, you know this is the last day of the [und.”

" Yaas.”

Lord Mauleverer, who had been wakened out of & nap by
Bunter's entrance, closed his oyes again. Bunter bent his
car to the study door and listened, as if foarful of pursuit.
Lord Mauleverer breathed gently and steadily,

" I say, Mauly,” said the Owl of the Remove, coming back
towards his slumbering lordship. ** My hat! He's asleep !
Beastly slacker! 1 say, Mauly!”

Heo shook the schoolboy earl.

“ Begad!" Lord Mauleverer opened his
“Yans! Is that vou, Grunter?"

“ My namo’s Bunter,” growled the fat junior.

“Ynos. I always forget names. 1 meant Hunber,” said
Lord Mauleverer aminbly. *“ I say, Hunter, would you mind
going out very quictly? I'm going to sleep."”

" Eook here, Mauly—"

“Yaoas, beastly hot, isn't it 7" said Mauleverer, closing his
eyes again.  “* Close the door quictly, won't you, Grunter?"

Billy Bunter breathed hard through his nose. :

*“ Look here, Mauly,” he said, shaking his lﬂl‘dﬁhlfl again.

Vel

eyes  lazily.,

“ Wake up, you chump—I mean, old fellow] 8 -im-
portant.”’
“* Tiredd”

“The [und closes to-day, and that blessed self-denial week
is up!" suid Bunter. * It's left us all stony, and there, won's
be any tes in the study this afterncon—ahom !'—that isn't
whatY was going to say, really Wake up!™

i ﬂ.ﬂ.i."

“You know we want to beat No. 1 Study's collection,
Mauly, old fellow.”

There was a gentle snore.

" Mauly! You silly ass!” roared Bunter, * Wake up "

“Oh, begad! Did you speak to me, Bunter? Warm
afltornoon, amm't it

“ We want the collection in our study to beat Wharton's
rollection !”" howled Bunter.

" Yans," )

“Well, we haven't got quite enough,"

“ Sorry. Good-bye!”

“1'm not going yot, ass!"

“ Sorry—I1 mean, all right,” said Lord Mauleverer, * Were
you speaking to me about nu{:l ing, Shunter?’

** We want our collection to beat No. 1 Study’s, or to equal
it, at least,” urged Billy Bunter, " I know you are stan E:ﬁ
o tenner, anyway, but f was thinking that you wouldn't mi
hr]pillg mo out. '

“Tired."

“ Look here——""

“1 wish nnmohadiinhe would come along and help you
but!" sighed Lord Mauleverer. “Try and shug
the door after you."

“You silly fathead!"

“ Yaas"

“ You howling idiot!” roared Bunter,

LT3 Ymh'

“ You—you burbling, chortling chump !"

Bnore !

Billy Bunter shook Lord Mauleverer violently. The school-
boy carl groaned, and opencd his eyes once more, and blinked
at the Owl of the Remove.

“ Begad! You still here, Bunter?' he nsked. ‘

“Yes, I am!” growled Billy Bunter. 1 was tdh:f yoiu
that the collection in our study is five bob short the
collection in No. 1 Study. We want to make it even.”

“I hope you will, dear g ‘

“ I'm going to use a postal-order I'in expecting, to set the
mnl!;:-rr right,”” Billy Bunter ex ed,

wi AQS. ¥

“Only, the postal-order hasn't come yeb,” said Billy
Bunter. “It may be delayed till Monday. It is very un-
fortunate, and I'm going to write to the ostmaster-General
about it. It's scandnlous the way my postal-orders are
delayed!”

L1 m'l“l

“So 1 want you to advance the five bob, to buck up the
fund, and I'll let you have the postal-order on Monday.

i
H‘H‘E"Ym“

“ Good 1" said Hi“cr Bunter, rubbing his fat hands together
with satisfaction, and at the same time listening for footsteps
' “That will be all right, then, Mauly."

“ You don’t mind lending me the five bob 1™
“ Yaans."

Can't you say anything but
unter,
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: ;Eive me the five bob, then. X suppose you've got five
Lo

* Yaas,"

“Hand it over, then.”

&l {:lnlt-li
% “’:hfdlﬂ?t 7" demanded Bunter warmly.

ired !

Billy Bunter glared at the slacker of the Remove, as if he
meditated porpetrating an immediate nssault and battery
upon the noble scion of the House of Mauleverer. But he
realised that that was not the best way of securing the coveted
five shillings. He shook the schoolboy earl by the shoulder
aguin, and Lord Mauleverer ed,

“ Degad! What s it now, Punter?’

* Bunter, you idiot !"

“ Yaas, I mean Bunter you idiot.”

“ You—you—look here, if dynu're too lazy bto get up, tell
me where the moncy is,” said Billy Bunter. * I want to get
off. Todd may come along any minute and—and—and ask
me of I've got it, I mean. Where is the cash?"

“ There's a “rurﬁf- somewhere—on the table very likely,”
said Lord Mauleverer, without stirring.

Bunter blinked round the study,
purse on the table, and he picked it up and openced

* There's only half-a.quid hero,” he said.

“ Well, won't that do?"’ asked Lord Mauleverer plaintively.

There l:eﬂninlly wWas 8
L.

Bunter grinned.

‘:‘Uh. yes, that'll do! Am I to take this®”
AN,

“Good! Thanks! I'l be off now."

“ Yans."

Billy Bunter moved towards the door. ¥He halted as he had
lis hand n the handle. There were footsteps in the

ssage, and Bunter knew those quick, heavy steps. Peter

odd was coming. Billy Bunter jumped back from the door
as though the handle had suddenly become red-hot.

l'.'lir_ say, Mauly,” he gasped, “ Todd's coming "’

ans,

" He musin't see me here!' gasped Bunter. * Don't
mention you ve seen me; don't say anything sbout me. You
wom I give me awny, will you?™

L1 Eml"'r

*“ Oh, you—you idiot!™

Billy Bunter darted behind & sercen in the corner, just as
the nudﬁ door opened, and Peter Todd came in.

Lord Mauleverer's eyes had closed again. Tt was a blnzing
afternoon, and he was slecpy. Poter Todd grinned as he
looked at the neble slacker. 5&1‘.-1* was looking very satisfied,
as though things were going well with him, He lifted his
boot and gently poked Lord Maulevercr in the ribs with the
toe of it. The slnmberer opened his eyes with a start.

“That you again, Bunter, you worrying beast?” he
murmiired,

Behind the seveen, Billy Bunter shook his fist.

“ Hallo! Bunter been here?” said Poter Todd cheerfully.
" D‘dﬁ'fufﬂfﬁ-’“" that we're going to count up the plunder
now !

aas—] mean, no"

* Well, come on.™

Lord Mauleverer

-~ Can't you let a chap who's tired-out have a little nap on
a hot afternoon?” he ploaded. * First Bunter, and then you !
There are some ba es in the table-drawer, if the five
bob isn't cnough,”

“Eh? What five bob™ demanded Poter Todd * I've
come to take you to the mecting, not to ask you for money.
You've stood vour whack—ien quid on your own. Bunter
hasn ‘:" been asking you for tin, has he?”

Wi IIH;“

“Oh, the fat frand! Have you given it to him?

(T :Ym-ll

“How much?' roared Poter Todd.

LT lel‘

Peter seized the schoolboy carl by the shoulders and
bumped him out of the armchair. Lord Mauleverer sat on
the Persian ;

* Begad ! he murmured.

“ 1 give you one second to get up, before I jump on you!”
sard Peoter Todd.

Lord Mnuleverer reluctantly rose to his foet.

" Oh, begad, what fellows you are!” he murmured. “ Well,
if I've got to come, I've got to come. What do you want
me for?"

“We're mm:*lingi in No. 1 Study to count up the lost,” said
Peter Todd. ** All the subscribers have got to be present
when the money’s eounted, fathead! You've the iggest
subseribor, and we want you. How muech have You given
Bunter?"

* Five bob.”

“ What for?" demanded Potor.,

“To make your collection equal to Wharton's,” vawned

"THE FRNY SOrULAR.”



Lord Manleverer. “I—1 say, couldp’t you tuke anclher
pound, onrl leave me out of the mecting?”’

“ The fat frand! Why, the money hasn't been counted
wt, and 1 believe we shall have more than Wharton [ roared

Totor.

* Begad!™"
* How long ago was ho here?” asked Poter, greatly
ineonsed.  * The fut swindler! Tl teach him to use the

name of the fund to squecze loans out of silly asses—I mean,
I'll teach him not tol Where is he now?”

i &"uuﬂ'l?

“ You—you ass!” Peter Todd roared. “ Where is the fat
bounder? 1 want to scalp him! I'm going to make him
disgorge! Where 1s he?”

rd Mauleverer grinned. He was wide awake now, and
lie knew that Billy %unter was quaking behind the screen,
but he would not give him away.

“ Begnd! Let's gn to the meeting!"” he said,

“I've got to find Bunter!” _

“Bng ! I'm quite anxious about that meeting, you
know,” said Lord Mauleverer. " Come on, y—NEVeT
mind Bunter now, my dear fellow.”

And Lord Mauleverer quitted the study. Peter Todd

followed him, with o snort. As they went down the Remove
passage, Billy Bunter emerged from bchind the screen,
Zusping.

“"Oh, crambs!" nurmured Bunter.
shave! B-b-but how am I geoing to get to the tuck-shop
without that beast Todd ting me? He's quite capable of
making me hand this -quid over to Mauly, though I'm
fuing to—to give him my postal-order for it on Monday.
—1 shall have to be jolly careful.”

Billy Bunter stole out of the study. Ho tiptoed down the
Remove passage, and then stopped in dismay. The door of
No. 1 Btudy was wido open, and a murmur of voices and a
clinking of coins p from it. The rival Co."'s of the
Remove were there, counting up the ils, and Bunter
certainly could not have passed the open r without being
5O

“* That was a narrow

o,

“ Oh, what rotten luck!” groaned Bunter. *“‘I—I can’t
get past! And—and they won't be long counting up that
money, #ml then Todd will be looking for me! Oh,

crumbs |
There was cvidently no time to be lost. Billy Bunter
scuttled back along the passage, and into the box-reom, and
clambered out of the window. With slow and heavy ctforts,
the fat junior lowered himsclf out, and scrambled to the
Then, gasping for breath, he dashed off in the

irection of the tuck-shop,

————

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Success !
- ENTLEMEN, we have met to count up our ill-gotten
gains !'
“ All present?” asked Harry Wharton,
round the study. * Where's Bunter?”

Wharton and Nugent, Bob Cherry and Johuny Bull,
Hurrce Jamset Ram Bingh, and Tom Brown, and Mark
Linley, and Penfold—all had turned up. Poter, and Alonzo,
and iord Mauleverer, and Tem Dutston had jeined them.
But William Gueorge Bunter was conspicuous by his absence,

“ All parties concerned miust be present,” =aid Wharton,
pausing.

“ Oh, nover mind Bunter!” said Peter Todd, with a grunt.
“ He's been squeczing a loan out of Mauly, pretending it
was for the fund, and I'm going to sealp him! He won't
ecome.

“Then we proceed?’ said Harry.

“Yeou; get 0 mave on!”

“ The procecdfulness is terrifie, my worthy chum!'?

Wharton opened the money-box on the table, and turned
out the contents. There were all sorts and conditions of
coins, pennics predominating, thongh there were a goodly
number of sixpenees and shillings, and two-shilling picevs

aund half-crowns.

“ Looks a lot,”" sald Bob Cherry. " We shall beat vour
study, Toddy.”

“ Count up the plunder, and see,” said FPeter,

The eoins wore soparated, and counted in  little piles.
Wharton and Peter Todd counted them m turns, to make
sure of the amount.

“ Four pountds nineteen shillings and sixpence-hallpenny 17
exclaimed Harry Wharton trivmphantly. " That will tuke
a lot of beuting, Toddy! T'll shove flvepence-ha’pinny to it
now to make it an even five quid.”

** Five quid 1" said Peter Todd,
but 1 think we shall beat it."”

And he turned out the leather bag.

There was o cascado of coing upon the ialie, and the juniors
counted them up with the greatest carve and exaot itude,

“ Four pounds eighteen shillings and tonpenee I saud Peter
Todd.

“ Licked 1" said Nugent,
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“Jlurrah for No. 1 Study!”

“ Nauts " raid Peter Todd warmly.  © P putting a bob and
twopence to this to muke it un even five quid, same as vou
dic.  There you are! Five quid cach study—honours div ided. "

“ Ha, ha, ln!"

“And Mauly puts a fiver to cach collection,” sad Peter
T ol

" ¥aas "

“ That makes up the requived twenty pounds to found a bed
at the Cottage Hospital, and name it after the Remove ! said
Poter triumphantiy.

* Huarruh 1"

“Twenty quid! DBrave!" said Juhnn?' Bull. ** Shows what
can be done by self-denial—and especinlly by Mauly contribut-
ing livera.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" -

“ We hand this over to Mauly, to be sent to Sir Reginald
Brooke,” said Peter Todd. ** Now, about the name of the
bed; I suppose there isn't much doubt about that? It had
hﬂufltr lt:;u culled the No. T Study Bed.”

ae ‘ II‘I

“The No. 1 Study Bed would be nearer the mark,” said
Wharton warmly.

* Now, ook here—"

i I-l'ﬂ'ﬂk hEH___H

“Begad! Call it the Remove Bed,” suggested Lord
Mauleverer; ** appropriate, you know—any poor hegg-a: who's
shoved into it would be glad enough to be removed !

“ Mako it the Greyfriars Bed I said Bob Cherry. ** That
will please all parties. After all, we had some contributions
from tho seniors, you kuow. FLoder put a Freuch penny in”

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, 1 agree to the Groyviriars Bed!” sanl Peter Todd.

“Done " saxd Wharton.

“ Good egg!" sail Frank Nugent. " And I think we're to
he congratulated on having been able to lind that we've
found ﬁ;l-ﬂ' fund to found the bed.”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ And now,"” said Bob Cherry, ** who says ginger-beer!? My
self-denial has left me weask e

* Ginger-beer "

“There's exactly ninepenee left!™ said Bob  Cherry.
“ That's what 1've got—aud I'll sclf-deny myself the pleasuro
of adding it to the fund—so come along to the tuckshop I’

And, the money having been safely disposed of, the
Removites erowded out of the study, made thewr way to
Mis. Mimble's little establishment. As they left the
[onse Peter Todd caught sight of a fat, breathless form dash-
g mto the tnekshop,

* Banter,” he ejaculaiod, " come nn

They crossed the Close, and mareled into the tuckshop

“ Hund over the plunder, vou fraud!" said Peter Todd
sternly, ** You've squeezed it out of Mauly, pretending it was
for the fund. Shell it ont!"”

“ Begad, it's all vight, my dear fellow—"

“ It ien't all wvight!” voared Peter Todd. ** Na. 7 Et-tilﬁ;;
docsn’t allow it.  Bunter, you fat frand, shell out—at onee !

““ Groch! I—=I've s-sspeut it " gasped Buuter,

“0h! Have vou paid for these thimgs?"' asked Peter, sur-
voying an enticing array on the countey—very enticing indeed
to the jumiors sfter their week of self-deninl.

“Grooh! Yes!"

“Then 'n afvaid your cash is gone, Mauly—but it's all
right!  We came here for a Teed—and it's Bunter’s treat
Help vourselves 1" said Peter Todd hoapitabiy.

*“ Ha, hin, hal”

And the Removites helped themselves liberally.  Billy
DBunier glaved at them almost speechlessly in Jis wrath.

; “ You—you rotters I he roured. ** Lemny fecd alone! T—

“ Pile in!" sail Peter calmly. * Banter stands the feed.
Ile 8 going to urge you tn.pih_r n——""

s

“*Yah! I'm pnot! I—

“Or else I'ni going to sling Lim out, and he won't get any
himself H

“Oh! I—-I-1 iy

Peter Todd pushed back Lis cuffs

* What did you say, Bunter?”

* [—I—1 said, it—it's wmy treat, you fellows—pile n!" he
stuattered,

And the fellows piled in—with appetites sharpened by a
week of self-deninl—and the rate at which that feed diwsap-
peaved was a record.

THE END.

(Next Monday's tale of the Chums of Greyfriars is
50,000 words in length, entitled ** Shunned by the
Form," by Frank Richards. The Grand Summer Num-
ber also contains, among other splendid features,
another Inng, compiete story, entitled * For Name
and Fame,’' by Peter Bayne, &Hl'lr Now. Frice Eﬂzﬁér
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READ THIS FIRST.

Ferrers Lord, the famous multi-millionsire, is surrounded in his magnificent London residence by his Friends Ching-Lung, h.nx O'Rooney,
Ban-Wags the Esquimo, and Prout & Co,—ths stalwarts of the millionaire's lamous submarine, the Lord of the Deep. Alter a period ol inastion
ihere is » rumounr afloat thst Ferrers Lord is about to start upon one of his great expeditions again, Meantime, the millionaire himsel! is
devoting all his attention to s curiously carved narwhal's tusk which he has picked up in an East-End curio-dealer's shop. The tusk proved

to be hollow, and to conisin some gold coins, and & small wad of parchment, which bears a strange m from the sen. This tells of &
mysterious flouting island inhabited by strange monsters, which Ferrers Lord determines to go in search of. Thurston immodiately christens the
hantom isiand ** Mysterin "' in advance. All hands board the Lord of the Deap, which slips out of its secrst cave on its mysterious new quest
Lord makes for an uncharted island, which he intends to use ca his n‘ullqn.l.rhn.. and, arrived there, he lands with & ptrtI'tn make the
acquaintance ol the inhabitants, leaving Prout in charge of the launch. Proul captures a wonderful talking cockatoo, which has evidenlly escapel
rom some vessel, but which is now enrolled as one of the crew of the Lord of the Dee » 88 James Jimson, A B. Back on the submarine, the
Mventurers st last catch sight of *“ Mysteria.”” The mysterions islapd—bare and ﬁ:‘ r—lnuliu—nplpu.m to be Boaling in the sky. It is
A mirage, b:rt.,h:usgnrrm Lord poinits out, there can pever be & mirage without a su ante. Later on o the day the men are sky-larking, whes
DgE.

(Now go on with the story.)

Gan-Waga Causes Trouble and Gets a Taste of " Betters come in, toos, den,” remarked the Eskimo wiscly.
The Rope's End. 3 {Imlﬂ-’é lgﬂshﬁ- Lilhinnr :_"ﬂﬂt- helpses Inughfm"
Maddock and Barry gave their locks a hasty combing oy ooawarts, half grilled by the heat of the galley stove,

. : : ik trotted out of Lhe conning-tower, Leaning idl ainst the
with their fingers and emptied their pipes, Gan, lelt alone, rail, he made himself s l:fgu.rﬂttn, and began t':; ;-'fn Rimsell
was Hll‘ddli"ﬂ]'j startled by the sound of a gruff voice making with his cook's cap. He sighed luxuriously as the fresh
remarks 1n & mysterious lungue, I laved hi ) : X iva

. Bobble-coga—yalia bag—fofy—chumchase—obblebob— ar e piayed upon his heated brow. Then, with a furtive

: bl glance around o make certain that no one was near, he took
m‘l:zilc-, 1tlﬁemnrked. _ T = & long pull at a flat, black bottle.
Hunk ! . Basped the Eskimo. “‘h-ﬂ.l.l'd&tf “That ain't cold water—" began Joe, in a hushed

“It's me,” said the voice—'' Bobble-coga.” whisper.,

“And it's me, too,” added another voice—* Bnudle-co.™ “ Bilonce.  sill ont!” mid Ching. “ ’

']i'heu two hands appeared bﬂwn;::i thle ucuppuu} und tl]:&- savage !ﬂ N e R e FoEre =
rail. Had not Gan-Waga recogni the wvoices he wou » beg—Hoflf+ s as_ any ol "
certainly not have recognised the strange visitors as Ching- o ta-bag_-flolly—snidle " muttered Joe. oy, 1'd

forgot, sir| Bobble-ooga, and the same to you and many on
‘em, thank "ee!"

" Well, you needn't swear like that just booause I tald you
the truth. You're a horrible ugly savage.”

Lung and Joseph, the man of saws and chisals,

" Is the boss at home, Gan?" said Ching-Lung. *“We've
called for the rent.”

"" Ho, ho, hoo!".chuckled Gan. * You likes a nightmares, " A bad "nough nasty savages,” added Gan-Waga. " Nasty
Chingy | Oh, butterfuls! I wants to be a savages, Chingy." blobble-ooga "
- \5'::11. you can want,” said his Highness. '* We are the Herr Schwartiz, the cenire of interest, folded his arms,

only savages on in this scene, "Cos why! He can't speak assumed a tragic air, and walked towards th

¢ bows.
the language, can he, Joe ¥ " “Then up I came with my little lot.' " giggled Ching-

“Obblobob—snidle,” grunted Joe. “ Obbleybibs—yalla- Lung.

" Go and talk to him, zan, and then we'll come and
bag—foffy ! chase you." '

* Beautiful indeed !" grinned the prince. * You want your Gan-Waga winked, and crawled out. He waddled across
throat rubbing with sandpaper. Does it hurt you to gargle  the deck.
like that?" " Ho, ho, hoo!” he laughed. * How you was, hunk, Mr.

‘' No; it's a gift,” eaid the carpenter, ** Tell you what, Skirts?" 1 ,
sir; we'd better be hidin'. They'll svon find out the bluff The cook jumped at this uncxpecied intercuption, Then
we played hon the telephone.” he waved his arm disdainfully.

“ It won't be from Thurston, for he's sound asleep.” “ Bhaf!” he growled, I to nod know vou. Pegone! T

Gan-Waga craned his neck. vant you nod. I vas ruminating, und mine thought dey vas

** Bomebody's comings now, Chingy,” he said quickly. distarp py you." -

A low awning had been erected aft to give the men " Not_knows ruminatings,’ said Gan-Waga, © but likes
shelter from the hot sun. Ching-Lung tugged at a knot, and o', Mr. Bkirts—likes yo' butterfuls faces and hairs. Ho, ho,
a corner of the awning fell, making a good hiding-place. 100! Dey bofes so nicer and curly. T should like to lkiss
The two ** savages " dived into cover. yo'. He, he, he, hee! Why yo' hairs so curly. hunk? It

* If you as much as smile, Gan,” said Ching-Lung, “I'll  jes' like de shavingees Joe plane of de boards. I nx

gril you ! Chingy dat, and him say it all de sames, Yo' head's woods,
Tne Macser Lisrary.—No, 287,
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and yo' planc de curly bits up. Ho, ho, hoo! Ho-0-00-00!
What yo' laughs at, hunk 1"

But the cook was not laughing at all.  Gan-Waga, he
knew, was Ching-Lung's bosom friend, and therefore a
deadly foe to be watehed and disturbed. )

“Go away, animal!” he roared. “T was nod having
nodding to do mit you. Ach! Pegone ad vonce!” 1

'; Den yo's not lets me kisses yo! Oh, do let me kisses
ﬂ..!’

7o Hog ! eried the chef. "1 vould sconer be gissed h;.r
ein gonger-cel! Ged away! A-rr! Ged away! Pegone!”

‘““ Ho, ho, hoo!" gurgled the Eskimo. *' 1 a bigs, butter-
fuls chiefs, and yo' only silly tater-boilers! How dares vo'
misults me? I kills men fo' dats. Now I killses yo', Mr.
Skirts! Yo' not kisses me now? Ah, butterfuls! I love
killings tater-boilers. Come alongs and be killses!” -

Gan gave the chef s tap in the ribs, and brandished his
fist closo to his nose. Herr Schwartz uttered an involuntary
“ Ouch.!'"" and tapped Gan on the shin with his boot. This
little pleasantry was so painful that Gan-Waga, who had
had no intention of being unkind, held out his left hn'ml.

Saddenly Herr Schwartz—perhaps he was short-sighted—
inspected the fist closely amf violently—in fact, he hit his
noso against it, and, Eutting up his hand te protect his nose
against another shook, placed it in Gan-Waga's eye. Gan
fancied he saw a comet with a fiery tail. He wanted a comet
to tame and teach to sit up for biscuits and lumps of sugar.

He made a frantie elutch at it with all his eight fingers
and two thumbs. The comet was too clever to be caught.
Gan missed it, but found the chef’s hair instead. Not being
a professional hairdresser, Gan mav have been rather rough,
At any rate, Herr Schwartz howled a shrill howl, bounced
:i!ntn the air, and came down on Gan's only corn with both
eet,

Then they embraced each other and began to dance.
Dancing is slow work without musie, so
they ined & hvely tune by playing
the kettledrum on the face and ribs of
each other. They were both endeavour-
ing to waltz lying down—a most diffienlt
thing to do, by the way—when Joe and
Ching-Lung, gunr-l:ing with laughter—
crept out of their hiding-place.

“Obble —amdle — ya 'hlﬂ'—ﬂﬂﬁj’ "
they bellowed.
an-Wa rolled clear of the chef’s

tender embrace, 'Herr Schwartz was get-
ting tired, but he forgot all about that
when he saw those two termble savages
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out spasmodically, and muffled squeals of woe arose. Then
the Eskimo shot imwards and vanished.

“ Did ye lay it on 1" asked Maddock viciouely,

“ By hokey,” said Prout, “did I! What do ye take me
for? Lay it on! I nearly cut the freak in two! .

* Always the ﬁm.mﬁ, -he-:iad i hgru-nned Barziuh uL"i‘:iTh i
didn't yez éut ut roight 1n two whnen yez were aboutb k.
gay, anmmp, luk ntl%mi How much of my face is lift afther
bummpin’ down that ladder?"’ _

“ More than enough to make any man as secs 1t have fts
and jump overbosrd,” said Prout politely. -
“ Didn't Oi always tell yez he wasn’t a man at all, at all?

said Barry, appealing to the bo'sun. * Didn't Oi?

“ Who says so? Why?" demanded Pront. * Who says I
ain’t a man? Speak up, or I'll drop on you and squash you
flat, by hokey!" .
¢ Pace, and 0i'll explain,” said Barry, edging towards the
ladder. * By your own wurrds, av yez had been a man, yez
wud have had a fit and jum over the sorde. Dut yes
aint' a man. Pooh—bsh—yah! Bald-headed monkey, get
your hair oiled, and thin hang yourself wid that bit of rope

Placing his thumb disdainfuly to his nose, Barry vanished
like one of the beautiful visions supposed to be seen by gentle-
men who indulge in lobster salad and eucumber at supper.

An Early Concert—Mosali's Strange Warning—Orders to
Sail—Gan-Waga joins the Picnic Uninvited—Fireworks.

“Great gingerbread!” said Ching-
Lung, sitting up among the blankets.
“Who's shying bricks through the
windows "'

He heard a muffled uproar thab re-
minded him of forty German bands all
playing different tunes during an explo-
ﬁnnl:fhumhl and rifies.

Then the sereen of his porthole was
pulled aside, letting in the suashine, and
revealing the smiling face of Joe, who
carried a enp of coffee. )

“It's the niggers, sir!" grinned the
carpenter. *“ Amn’t the music grand? I

bounding towards him. He got up and of vour favourite chums reckon they're playin' ‘ The Lost Cable.
ran furnﬁig life in Gan-Waga's wake. y 23 It's a lump too thick to ba* The Lost

Gan fell down, and the chef rolled over See page Z8. Chard.’ T take it, Mr. Rupert’s as savage
him, but was on his feet again in a ORDER E ARLY as & bear wi' bl;l;ﬂ.lﬂlll, gir, an FProut's
gecond, shricking for help. Putting on gone for his gun.

a terrific spurt, he gained the conning-
tower. Joe pricked him gently with a
spear to increase his speed.

There was a thud and a volley of howls. Maddock and
' Rooney were coming up just as Herr Schwartz was going
down. 'The chef had his full speed gear on at the tume, and
the four reached the bottom in a wnithing heap.

“ Joe,”" said Ching-Lung, listening to the bumps and roars
from below, * it's a dog-fight, isn't it 7"

“ Bounds like it, sir,”” rephed Joe,

“"They're ruffians,
g |

“ Beoundrels 1" said Ching-Lung. " Low, vulgar wretches !
How hoarse they are! They must be thirsty, Joe."

Joe closed one eye. Gan had one eye closed permanently,
but he winked the other. Swiftly he dipped the bucket over-
board.

** By hokey. T'll do murder for this!"* came up the ferocious
roar of Mr. Thomas Prout.

* (0’1l squeeze the loife out of yez !" wailed Barry

“ What the—— Leggo! Who's hitin® me neck ™" bellowed
Maddock. “ Souse me, I'll— Ow! Bouse me, I'll—
Ow ! Souse me!”

“ How could we refuse the darling duck ?" said Ching-Lung.
" 1t would break his heart. Souse him, chaps!”

They shot the contents of the three buckets dewnwards, and
listened again.

“71 guess we'd all better go for a swim, sir,"" suggested
Joe.

“ ¥ rather fancy it would be more healthy, Joseph,” agreed

his High. *Oh, what rude people!”

With three gentle splashes they dropped overbeard. Then
Barry, Prout, and Maddock, soused and savage, bounded on
deck. Ching-Lung and Joeo were struggling to deng Gan-
Waga's fat body through a port-hole. Gan was a tight fit,
and he stuck.

“By hokey,” thundered Prout,
Quick—sling me a rope's-end !”

* Here yez are, ould man,” said Barry,

Prout leaned over and used the rope. Gan's legs kicked
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“ (et me a ton of cotton-wool to stick
in my ears, Joel!l” sighed the prince.
** How many of them are there 7" '

“ About twenty sir. It so more like ten million, don’t
it? Anythin' I can do, sie?”

“ Yes, go and gag the lot! Oh, merey !” .

Joe opened the porthole. hideous clamour came in that
nludhe his Highness of Kwai-Hal writhe and dive under the
clothes,

It was the voice of Gan, the lark-like warble of the Eskimo.
Gan evidently appreciated the music, for he was singing;
and when Gan-Waga sang, the whole world lay down, so to
speak, and shrivelled.

“1f that don’t bring on thunderstorms,” remarked Joe as
he departed, “ I'm a one-heyed Dutchman, with ninety-nine
wooden legs and the mumps.”

Ching-Lung swallowed down his coffee, and, rolling out
of bed, made straight for the deck n his pyamas, Gan-
Waga's duleet notes swelled higher and higher.

The prince found two men lying at the bottom of the ladder,
squirming &nd moaning as if iﬂ:,r had taken poison.

They were Barry O'Rooney and Ben Maddock, Ching-
Lung walked over to them, but they only squealed, and
begged him plaintively to kill them and put them out of
their agony, Desth was preferable to Gan-Waga's singing.

Heoe made another ghastly discovery on gaining the conning-
tower. Prout was stretched on -the floor, to all appear-
ances stone-dead.

He opened ene glaesy cye, and feebly beckoned with his
hand, Ching-Lung knelt to catch the last message from the
steerasman's pallid lips.

“Yes, Tom?®"

“Too late ! gasped Prout. *° The secret is—is—"

“Yes, tell me quickly !" said Ching-Lung, wringing his
hands. " Oh, Tormmmy, bear up, tf only for one moment!
Don't dip with a crime upon your chest-protector. What
15 17 Speak! Tell me before you Enuﬂ; it what 18 this
dreadful secret?”

* Flat—fat—fat !

said Prout, with a terrible effort.
“Flat—— ARI"”
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““Yes, vos—the secret 1"

* Flatirons c-ccean't grow whiskers " panted the steera-
man. ' By hokey, they can't!”

Then a soft smile wreathed his bearded Lips. o look of con-
tent crept over his rugged features, his tender eyes closed,
aned hia head foll back.

“Onge more he has told the bitier truth!” said Ching-
Lung. * No wonder he died "

The dead and dying, however, scon came to their senses,
and crowded up to sce what was going on.

The deputation of natives, eighteen in all, squatted on
the deck in a semi-cirele. They did not wear a great deal
of clothing, but they wore very large smiles, and hammeresd
and scraped hideous sounds out of primitive druns and
fiddles.

Gan-Waga, one hand raised to the skv, and the other rest-
g on his beart, trilled merrily, greatly to the aatisfaction
of the visitors, who scemed to think he was a new species of
nightingale.

Two of the erew, dressed in smart uniform, and armed
with rifles, stood ou guard.

* Barry,"” said Benjamin Maddock, ** he'a swallowed a box
of firoworks, and they're goin’ off hinside "1 !™

Ching-Lung darted forward and clapped an empty bucket
over the songster's head, Still Gan-Waga continued to
warble, and the bucket imparted a tinny strain to the notes
that set Prout's teoth on edge.

“Take him nway !”" shouted Ching-Lung.

“ Where to, sir "'

“ Anywhere. Gag him, muzzle him, and pile fwenty
million foather-beds on top of him! Put lim in a canary-
cage, and then twist his neck !"

Gan-Waga was bundled from hand to hand and dumped
down like a sack. The ear-splitting music ceased, and a fat
little man, wearing pearl easrings, and an old white macin-
tosh without sleeves, bowed to the prince, mmpressed doubt-
leas by Ching Lung's blue silk pyjamas.

“ Bpeakee English 1"

The native shook his head.

“ Bedad, phwat ignorance for an ould reprobate loike
that !"" said Barry, causing a laugh. *‘ He's sivinty, av he's
fl dli,‘l:; aud Oi ¢'u'd spake English whin Oi was a kid of
our !

“Rats!" said Maddock. " You can't sprak Henglish at
all where you come from, souse me!"

“ And, troth, they spake ut a jolly soight worrse where vez
como [rom, honey,” vetorted Barry, *  and that's the solemn
truth of ut!"

“Don't wrangle." said UhinF'aLung, ““or I shall have to
start the band playving again!

“ Whist !"" said Barry warningly. * There's the chafe !"

As Forrers Lord advanced, the man in the tattered
rﬂnlﬁintndl salaamied until his forehead almost touched the

eck.

The erew lined up and saluted. Prout huvrvied forward
with a deck.chair, and the millionaire sat down.

“You are welcome to my vessel, Mosali,” he said, " and
your children are also welcome. 1 come to vou in peace,
and shall load yvou with many gifts. 1 seek not te rob vou,
}mt En enrich you. Why did you attack us? What did you
El!_.I"l‘

“We fear the smoke-boats and the white men, who =teal
our youny men and carry them away to make them pearl-
divers and slaves,” unswered the mative. * Dut we fear vou
not. You are & true man.”

Ferrers Lonl nodded, and smiled. Though almest stamped
out, blackbirding—as the kidnapping of the islander; is
called—still exista on a4 minute seale.

At one time it was a profitable trade, but the watenful

nboats and more stringent laws have practically killed it
in the Southern Pacific.

“Well, we are not slavers,” said the millionaire. ** Wae
need no pearls, aeals, or goats, and we sell no rum."

Mosali heaved a little sigh at this last information He
was fond of rum. His followers, too, shook their heads
mournfully,

“ Then what does the white chief need in the Island of the
Twin Pillare?’™

“1 want to hear about the island that Aoats,
homo I learned strange stories of it.”

The savage recotled. Then his followers began to sway
their bodies from side to side. and to utter deep moans.

“Poor chaps!” murmured Barry. “Oi belave they've
been ating green apples, or ilse cowld cabbage, and ut's
given them a bad tummy-ache "

“ hokev, I'd like to know what they're varning about "
added the steersman.

Suddenly the fat little man drew himsell up to his full
height, his eves Aashed, and he looked alinost dignified.

E Maaxer Lisrary.—No. 287,
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He pointed his forefinger at Ferrers Lord, and a torrent
of words poured from his lips.

“ White man,” he ecried, “turn back! Exil alone comes
ta them who seek Eglanta, the dark daughter of the seas
When she comes from her decp cavern, the skies grow black,
the earth shakes and apits forth lame. The seas eat up the
land. With our best and most beloved ones she feeds her
mounsters. Qur sacrifices avail nothing: our pravers are un.
heurd. Stranger, turn back! For many years she has let
us dwell in peace, but if vou anger her vengeance will also
fall upon ns'"

' Have you seen this island, theni”

The man shuddered.

“ Long ago,” he answered: “but ask me not. It mained
fire, and thowsands perished. She spares none.'
“DBut where was it?" persisted Ferrera Lond. * Have

vou heard rumours of it lately ¥

“ I would see this strange ship, il it is not witcheraft," said
Mosah, abruptly changing the subject.

“ Geb these fellows something Lo eal,” said the millionaire,
“and treat them well. One can't get blood out of a stone,
Ching, and nothing but a torturechamber would wring what
1 want to know out of these idiots!"

“ Then old macintosh won't be pumped, Lord?"

“Not at all. We must find Ii{tvnterii without his help
The little 1 have learned, making allowances for his flowery
style, fits in well with my own theories, When Mysteria
appears, the sky turns black, the earth shakes and spits
flame. They put it all down to the sweet disposition of some
old sca-demon called Eglanta, who lives on the island I
gather that she is a lady."”

“ Widow, spinster, or married woman?' grinned Ching-
Lung. *“1f she's single or a widow, she might fall in love
wjth! lPrnut.." sh bloind, Ben!" Ba hispered

* e manes, av she's stone bloind, 1" Barry whispe
to Maddaek. 4 l

**And we ssil?’ asked Flal Honour.

“To-night, Hal. 1t is useless to waste our time.
may have their run ashore, as 1 promised.”

hie natives embarked in their two canoes as happy as sand-
boys. Ferrers Lord had been generous, and the natured
crew had also added a number of trifling articles that filled
the simple hearts of their dusky visitors with great delight.

The millionaire had strictly forbidden the men to apcept
anything in return, whatever its value: but Gan-Waga, who
ignored all orders, truded a bunch of fish-hooks and a knifs
for & bow and hulf a dozen arrows.

“TI've o jolly good mind to go and sneak on you, souss
me " said Maddock, who had witnessod the transaction
** Fust you goes m horders, you chunk of suet, which =
rank mutiny, and t you cheats the poor, higgerant savage.
You're a nice chunk of beef-tea, you are!"

M Nots cheats dems kite-faces!"” snapped the Eskimo. 1
gives dema fish-hookses and butterfuls knife.”

*““ Fish-hooks," sniffcd Benjamin, * you get a "undred of
them for a tanner; and that knife, I knows it. There was
only "alf a blade in it, and that wouldn't cut your 'ead, which
s soft i!m}ugh. souse me! I ecalls it robbery, piracy, and
roguery ! Nobody but the stepbrother of a bob-tai Polar
bear would ha' done it !"'

" Oh, yvo' talkaes sillyncsses!" said Gan., “Him was »
butterfuls knife, hunk. Chingy finds him in de saloons
Chingy saws it.”

“1If it's the one he showed me, it was a very knife,"
said the prince; *‘and cheap at five or six shillings. It had
an ivory handle, if T remember rightly, and contained a
corkscrew, scissors, a small tape measure, and—— Hi, what's
wrong, Ben? Have you lost your railwav-ticket 1"

The bo's'un was scarching his pockets frantically.

" Murder!™ he roared. " He's gone and guv away my
knife! Where is he? T'll wallop himn to batter! 1'll eat him
on toast! Where s he?”

But Gan-‘Waga had emigrated to a healthier climate. The
deal recalled to him the sage advice of Ching-Lung—that it
is foolish to quarrel with a man bigger than yourself, unless
you have a gun or a pickaxe in vour hand.

Maddock searched for him in vain. Gan was hiding in a
place where no one dreamed of looking or dared to go. He
was in the millionaire's cabin, and EE did not crecp out
until he heard the churning of the launch’s screw.

ITal Honour and Ferrers Lord were seated under the awn-
ing. Gan-Waga had no intention of remaining behind, =o
he drop overboard, and swam towards the shere. The
men had already landed, and Gan saw Maddock, O'Rooney,
FProut, and another man walking together over the white
saud opart from the rest. He landed, and shook himself.
. “Where my Chingv, ugly faces?” he asked the first sailor

o met.

The seaman grinned, and, pointing to a gap between two

e T RAL AR

The men
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sand-dumes, informed the Eskimo that his Highness and
Mr. Thurston had gone that way.

“If vou nots tells me truthfulnesses,”" remarked the szon
of the North, " I makes yo' squeals out for yo' mudders when
1 comes back.™ L

Then he set off at & waddling trot to find Ching-Lung.

“Pouf! Bad 'nough hots!” he gasped. *““Och! Bad
"nough warms! Neorful! Norrible warm ! ‘ =

= %h-:tn, why the marling-spike don’t you open the winder?

owled & voice. . - -

Carpenter Joseph sat in a little hollow, amoking his pipe.

*“Seen my Chingy?" inquired Gan-Waga, hultmﬁ.

“ Let me think,” said Joe slowly, * Have I1 old hon a
bit. Yes, I have!” _

Joe was slow and deliberate enough to madden a saint.
Standing behind Gan-Waga, he struck a match, and pretended
to light his pipe; but, instead, lighted something else, that he
attached to the back of Gan's damp coat with a bent pin.

“D'ye seo that bush?”

“ See him wid bofe eyeses!” said Gan.

““Then sprint as 'ard as you can go, and p'r'aps you'll
catch him. 'Ere, I'll be a '[‘.I-Iﬁ and pace you. Come along.”

Gun-Waga ran his best. It was only about ten yards to
the summit of the sandy ridge. Joe ran for three-quarters
of the distance, and then dropped on his hunds and knees,
and followed ans fast as he could.

Bang !

The loud explosion close behind him made the startled
Eskimo bound into the air. Before he touched earth agan
there was another tremendous bang. Gan-Waga drmwpag‘ on
the very top of the ridge, and there was a steep deloent on
the other side. Buang! bang! bang! bang! eame the loud
reports, and accompanied by jets of fame and flying sand,
smoke and desperate howls.

Fireworks.—The Signal for Flight,

Gan-Waga whirled over and over down the slope, and burst
through a clump of tall grass and cama to a stop with his
feet in the small of Mr., Thomas Prout’s back and his fist in
Mr. Benjamin Maddock's ear, and instead of apologising for
such rudeness, the only thing he remarked was:

“ Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang!"'

To be on good terms with the cook is the height of wisdom.
Barry, Prout, and Maddock were of that opinion. They had
asked Herr Schwartz to come ashore with them, and they also
hinted broadly that exploring islands was hungry work. The
chef, taking the hint, fmd made up various parcels of bread-
and-cheese and cold meat to refresh them after their toils, and
he had added a large stone hottle of ale. The bottle was
heavy, and, possibly owing to the climate, they had all been
seized with a wviolent fit of hunger and thirst barely five
minutes after landing.

As Prout put it, the beer would get warm and muddy, by
hokey, and the sandwiches stale anf dry if they carted them
about; and Benjamin added fatteringly that nobody could
talk better sense than Tom Prout when he liked, souse him !
And so, finding a snitable and secluded spot, they had un-
corked the bottle, unwrapped the sandwiches, and were pre-
paring to enjoy themselves when the first bang sounded on
the festive air, _

“ By hokey, somebody's shootin' mighty close to ual" said
Prout. * I "ope they won't put any pellets in us."

Bang, bang, bang! And a terrible howl

“* Dunder! Somevon vas shod "' soreamed the cook.

Prout sprang to hus feet, only to fall again, and a human
bomb burst through the grass, dischargimg howls, flames,
smoke, and explosions, and seattering monickers and pienio
like chafl before it. _

On the ridge Joe, who had fastened the big cracker to Gan-
Wagza's coat, lay down, and kicked with all the wild, delirious
joy of a man who has bought a second-hand waistcoat for nine-
pence, and found a five-siulling piece in the pocket.

The bang-banging ceased, and the smoke cleared away, and
four men sat up among the ruins of the feast. Herr Behwarts,
who imagined that they were being attacked by a large body
of natives, armed with nothing smaller than siege guns, was
already a quarter of a mile away, and making good time
towards the equator. Barry took mn a deep, hoarse breath.

“ Ut's him!"" he saidh. * And all the beer's gone !”

Gan-Wagn vesembled a heap of sand more than a human
being, but they recognised him. '

“ Yes by hokev,” growled Prout, ** it's him !”

“ We might have knowed it was him, souse ug!" said Mad-
dock. in terrible accents. “ Dig a "ole, and we'll bury it !"

(There wiil be an extra lfong instalment of this

rand serial story in next onday’'s Magnificent

jal Summer Number of * The Magnet Library."
Don't fail to ordar your copy in advance. Price 2d.)
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No. 2.—BILLY BUNTER.

You've doubtless heard of “ W. G."—
Not Grace, but simply Bunter—

Who, though he eats cnough for three,
Is hlmﬁg as a hunter.

He pouches pies and scoffs jam-tarts
A dozen to the minute;

In fact, when Bunter really starts,
An ostrich isn't in it

He follows on the new boy's trail
As grimly as a warder,

And unto him unfolds u tale
Abont a postal-order.

He cadges crowns, or even pence,
“To be repaid to-morrow,”

And varies with his vietim's sonse
The sum bhe hopes to borrow,

A fubricator, as a rule,
Is much inclined to ﬁ:;f ue;
The ** Peeping Tom " of Greyfriars School
(rives points to Ananias,
He rolls out fibs in such s way,
“I'is strange how he conceives them;
They have cne drawback, sad to say—
For not a soul believes them!

The good old days have taken flight,
When kings were held to ransom ;

Yot Bunter, though he's not a knight,

lmuf;irwu he is handsome.

Says he: * Indeed, 'm wondrous fair—
A fine and handsome lad 1!

And pretty maidens everywhere
Present me with the ‘ glad eye” ™

He thinks he is a ladies’ man,
And when Clif House makes merry,
He joins the revels if he can,
But keeps away from Cherry.
For Dob, m thought for Marjorie,
Won't lot a pig confront her;
He puts this down to iealousy,
Does fat, misguided Bunter!

Thus Bunter figures in our eyes—
A fellow always slacking ;
Wha never carcs for exercise,

And needs a world of whacking !
To sum him up in good round terms
(I don't think I should risk it!)
Of all the meanest, eraftiest worms,
Why, Bunter takes the bisewit !

The Subject of Next Monday's Lyric

will be

MARK LINLEY.

whEXT  MAGNIFICENT SPECIAL SUMMER NUMBER OF THE “ MAGNET.” rworiiice.
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FOR _NEXT MONDAY:

I have a grand surprise in store for my readers, for next
week's issue will be a

SPECIAL SUMMER NUMBER
of the “ Magnet " Library,

containing many grand new features of special interest. Fore-
most of all, of course, will be a grand

50,000-word Long School Story
of Harry Wharton & Co., by Frank Richards, entitled

“*SHUNNED BY THE FORM!"”

and a rattling good tale it is, too, as my readers will readily
wdmit as soon as they have perused it. Tho next item is &
magnificent story of love, the Turf, and an aeroplane, entitled ;

“FOR NAME AND FAME!"

By Peter Bayne.

Then there is a special innovation which wil bo of par-
ticular interest to all my Boy Scout “* Magnetites,” consisting
as it doos of the reproduction of some splendid and uniquo
photographs of the

GREAT SCOUT RALLY.
Another of the popular serics of

**Greyfriars Lyrics'’

will appear, in which ** The net ' Library's own rhymster
extols the sterling worth of Mar Linley, the Groyfriars junior
who once worked in & Lancashire mill

Another of the
“Oood Turns "

series, about which I have received so many appreciative
letters from my chums, will also be on the programme : while
in addition to other good things, there the usu

Comic Supplement,
and, of course, that most popular feature,

The Chat Page.

and issue will be distinguished by what will be quite
eparture in the history of ** The Magnet " Library,

A GRAND COLOURED COVER,

rinted in many rgar tints on fine art paper. Next weck's
Bummrr Double Number is an issue to be looked forward to,
and the advance demand for it is already enormous. Under
the circumstances, therefors, all my chums will be well advised
to order their next week's ** Magnet ™ Library from their news-
agents well in advance,

This
o new
VIL ¢

———

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

W. J. E. (Liverpool).—The scholars of Greyfriars bathe in
the Sark.

*“ Habit " (Manchester).—Carry acid tablets, and when the
eraving to smoke comes on suck one of these.

E. J. P. (Exeter)—Try a caustic pencil, abtainable from
your chem-st for 6d. Moisten the wart night and morning,
and very carefully peneil it with the caustice.

e

H. Edwards and W. Mayberry (Newport).—I am afraid I
cannot promise to do as you ask at present. )

IF. Harrison {Ebmkpﬂrtji—Prm'iding that it is not in any way
damaged, I should advise you to buy the secondhand camera,
as representing better value for your money.

""A Durham Reader."—The issue containing * The Hypno-
tist of Bt. Jim's " is now out of print. .

R. Wain (Hackney).—Yes, certuinly. You can send in as
many storeyettes as you like. X

Will Mys. Carlton accept my best thanks for her suggestions,
and h?r further efforts to popularise our three companion
papers

&I:I'Ei.u Sophia Jonas (Victoria Park).—Thank you for letter and
Verses.

E. P. Duffield (Norwich).—I am considering your sugges-

tion.
A Constant Reader” (Clapham). You should oil your
bat with linseed-oil. Ceyion stamps are obtainable from

Stanley Gibbons, 381, Strand, W.C.

PLAIN TRUTHS ABOUT THE STAGE.—No. 2.

By an Actor.

After the last penny is gone, and you think that it is time
you were making a start, you find that these le have no
mfluence, and cannot get an engagement for themselyes.
much less anybody clse. You will have lost both time and

money and perhaps you will lose heart as well, and ceaso to
bother about the profession.

rell, if you ess real talent, and make up your mind
to "' get there," there is & way—a penuine and well-ordered
mode, whereby the wish of your heart may be gratified

It is almost useless to drop round tering the managers
I say almost, but in some cases it is all right, where such
managers conduct an ageney, or hold weekly trial classes
The best way is, firstly, to know yourself to be possessed
of talent, then seek out a reliable agenoy, make your wants
known, and trust the manager. For, if you are gifted such
5 gﬂrﬂm will be easily able to procure you a ** sit."”

Such & great actor as Sir J. Forbes Robertson, and other
entlemen high in the profession, liave schools under their
irection where pupils of promise are received, until such

time as an opening can be found for such as are proficient,
either with the manuger's company, or some other show
requiring such a part. The fee is a little more than forty
Lxm_nda a year; and for such as can afford it. I have no

esitation in saying that it is the best way to prepare for the
future laurels.

Study, thdi. and again—study. The plums of the great

art hang high, and it takes years to reach them. For,
although you have talent, it is only time and great practice

that will give the tone to yvour acting, and place you with the
leaders,

The pay varies considerably,
not come up to at sums one
of some *“‘star, Chorus girls are very badly paid.
remember last year, when inli)ul:ﬂin, having to help a couple
of chorus girls over the Christmas scason. One pound per
week each was the sum paid them for two houses nightly,
and a very little extravagance would have left the poor girls
homeless,

Then again. When on tour, if the company has not a well-
established reputation, there will crop up “*vacant dates,"
which means that the company 15 idle, and not earnin
money. Then it is usual to put th

e whole company on half,
or perhaps three-quarter salary. If it so happens that luck
1s out, then there is actual want

It will be seen, therefore. that stage-struck boys and girls

should consider the matter
H

but on the whale it does
hears of as the nightly Mhr{

very carefully, and be very
sure of themselves before cut-
ting themselves adrift from
thew old life, and seeling to
gain a footing upon the stage,

Frinted and p'l.lhliﬁi'.'ltd by the Pro

elcrs al The Fleptwa
Gotch, Lid., Melbourne, Bydney,

Howse, Farringdon Street, London, England. Agents for Australia Gordon H

deiaide, Brisbune, and Wellington M.Z.; lor Eouth Africas Ceniral News A T d
Johaunesburg, Euhu‘riptim._' a: & Agency, Lid,, CapeTownan
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A Thriliing, Long, Complete Story of Mystery and Adventure which all Magnetites must read!

THE DEATHLESS
HORSEMAN!

A Thnlling. Long, Complete Story Dealing with the
Adventures of Jack, Sam, and Pete,

CLARKE HOOR.

By

" Here, steady, you stupid clown of a
mgger! You've about eracked my skull !™

"It was me, old Yank!" came a bearso
voice up the great tree,

“ Oh, it was you, was it!"” cried Sam,
epringing to his feet,

He knew the voico was due to Pelc's
veotrilogunism, though he saw another
piece of timber coming upon him, and
only just leapt aside in time to avoid a
blow that would probably bhave proved
fatal

Peering into the denee folinge of the
baobab, or monkey-bread tree, he eaughi
a glimpse of a huge chimpanzoce.

“8o it was you, my beauty! Well,
this ia me!" said S8am, levelling his rifie,

L1 "'.
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huge chimpanzee, He pulled the trig

moment tho wounded brute dropp
Innj:_hlm rolling over and over. (Sw

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Horseman's Yictim—A Weird Apparition—DPete's
Uncomfortable Seat.

FHGM the cloudless hoavens the golden sunlight streamed

e

upon the Sahara—that mighty sen of sund on which

lay the bones of many a mian who had ventured to

cross the treacherous waste to meet o
fearfnl death.

Beneath the dark ghadows of a baobab-tree, on the western
elope of the Atlas Mountains, lay the three comrades—Jack
Owen, Bam Grant, and the negro, Pete. They were in the
tereitory of the fierce Derbers of the Riff, and well knew
that they held their lives in their hands At any moment
those savage warriors mifht come swooping down upon
them, to deal them death, or, worse still, capture them
alive; for no race on the face of the earth can wvie with the
Amazirga tribes, to which the Berbers belong, in deeds of
diabolical cruelty towards their captured foes,

Pete, however, was quite at his ease. The heat, which
was almost intolerable te Jack and Sam, seemed to suit him,
Sprawling on kis back, with his woolly head resting on
his brawny arms, he sent up clouds of smoke from his pipe,
eleepily joining in the canversation.

CAL any rate, we've got so far on onr adventurous journey
without losing our lives, Sam " exclaimed Jack.

** Neber lose your lives in dizs country " growled Pete.

Sn“ What do yon know about it, you silly mgger?"" demanded

.

“'Spect 1 was born lere, Sammy. Learnt a mighty lot
about de country when I was a little baby.”

““It’s too thundering hot for me 1"

“ Do you Enmh Sammiy. Tarn yon de colour b dis child,
And tink what a blessing dat would be!"

[ Seems to me onc nigger in the nnm‘u ia quite cnongh.
To my mind——-  Hi, murder!” roared Sam, as a large
picce of dead bough struck him on the back of the head.

lingering and

up into the branches of the trce, 8am caught ei

r of his rifie, and
righton top of him, send-
this page.)

_Ho drew the trigger of lus repeating-
rifle, and a fierce howl answered the shot.
The next moment the wounded brute
dropped on 8am, burling him to tho
ground, and they rolled over and over
down the height,

It was quite impaossible for Jack or Pela
to fire; but they sprang to his assistance,
knowing their comrade’s peril.  For, when
ungugng. the chimpanzee i8 cven a moro
terrible foe than the orang-outang, with
which it s sometimes confounded,
although in reality they are quite
distinet.

“ Come off dis!" ovied Pete, placing his
grip round the huge, hairy body, and
raming  the infuruted boute from the
ground. ** Yon fGght fair, azh! Golly !
Shoot him, Bammy !"*

Thiz was an impossibility, without shost-
g Pete as well ; but Jack drew his knife,
and plunged it to the hilt into the fierce
monster's breast,

Twice he had to repeat the blow before
the chimpanzée ceased to struggle. Now
Foto reloased his hold, and the grout boest

dro lifcless at his fech
‘““Am you hurt, Sommy?"
e “You ¢an reckon I am, one way and

another I growled Bam, mopping his
face, which was considerably torn. .

“ Yah, yah, yah!" roarcd Pete, * You
look most amazing scratched, Bammy "

“ That's how 1 feel, mate. DBut look at
those wvultures yonder! Wondor what
e ~ they are aftor " .

. Dis protty object, 1 'spect. Golly, he am mighty like you
;Ir:l {:ﬂ‘f}?ﬂl}. Somimy. Suppose you neber had a broder in dese

ris f

" Stop your stupid romarks, and lot’s come and see what
those vultures are hovering over. Come on, Jack! You
had better be eareful of that nigger. He's more dangerous
than any chimpanzee!”

Clambering over the uneven ground—{or at that part great
boulders rose up on every sido—they preached the epot over
whﬂnﬂ. a flock of vultures were hovering, uttering their hoarso
cTo

I.Tftl}?n the ground lay the lifeless form of a Borber.

" That brutal moerder has been committed by a horseman,"
said Jack, pointing to the ground, on which appeared s
number of hool-prints.

“There's not a doubt about that, mate,” answornd Sam;
“and it scems to me the murderer must have continued to
deal blows alter his victim was dead, soeing the way bhe is
knotked about. Ah, see yonder! Get to cover! Quick!™

A dozen or more Berbers came galloping towards them
round a r]*umiﬂnf trees, and thie comrades only just had
tine to gain the shelter of a hoge boulder, a little wa
the height, when the savage warriors reached the dead form.

They uttered furious yells when they recognised the life-
less savage ns one of their tribe, nudymmn of them, who
carricd muskets as woll as spears, fired towards the boulder,

“They evidently think we have committed that abominable
deed,” said Juck. "“'We won't return their fire if wo can
hélp it. No wonder they are furious at such a crime.”

“"But we shall have to return it, mate,” answered Sam.
“They don’t menan to lot us escape, and T don't mean them
to capture us alive if it can be helped. T counld send six of
those horeses riderless acrosa the desert if T had the mind,
However, we will see what they mean doing Hrst.”

:'lﬂﬁm’{ "spoct dey can bring de horses ober dis ground,™
said t'ele,

ntofa
onoxt

\Continued on page iv.)
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“That's true enough, mate. But they can get over them-
sclves, while these rocks and bushes will afford them cover.”

For some time the Berbers romained talking together; then,
=pringing to the ground and leaving their well-trained horses
nogunrdd, they commenced to clamber up the height, Gring
carh time one of the comrades showed himsell,

“1 reckon we've been more merciful to them than they
will ever be to us," said Sam. *“*But, boys, I'm not going
to be so merciful ss to let theam capture us, nud gouge our
eyes out, with a few more devilries thrown in; so here
gocs "

Sam levelled his rifle, took quiwck aim, and fired 2t one of
l:le Berbers, who was springing up the height, urging on
the rest.

The man went down with a shriek, but gquickly erept to
the shelter of one of the rocks. Nor did any of the rest
venlitre to expose themselves to the hunter's unerring aim.

“This is goiug to be a waiting job,” said Jack, when a
gquarter of an hour had elapsed without a sign of the [oe.

“Tink dey nre waiting for ns?" inquired Pete.

““You can bet they are.” answered Bam. “ 1 expect they
want a bit of ronst migger for their tea."

“P'r'aps dey'll try a bit ob Sammy first; den dey will die
naturnl deaths from poison, and we shall be sale, Jack.”

“You'll never bo safe till you're boiled down into black
soup,” retorted Sam. *“ Now keep your eyes open, boys, and
if you see Ah, got you, my beauty!” he added, firing
at one of the Berbers' arms, which appeared round a rock.
““See so much as an arm, I was going to say, when that
interrupted me—why, shoot it! They mean to wait till it's
dark, then come upon us from all sides. But that's just what
I'm going to stop.” ) .

The sun was sinking now, and as the night wind raised
clouds of sand over the distaul desert a strange red haze
appceared above the Sahara. Gradually the intense heat
diminished, and as the darkness deepened Sam directed his
comrades to follow him.

On their bands and knees they orept through the lon
grass, which, notwithstanding the ru ness of the ground,
grew to a considerable height at that spot

Availing of every bush to hide their movements, they
worked their way along until they had guined a considerable
distance from the boulder.

“ Now, listen to me, Pote,” whispered Sam. * You've igt
to make that voice of yours come from behind yonder
boulder. Just insult the brutes a bit. Somoe of them are
pretty sure to understand English. 1 want to induce them
to © e at that boulder. If they do, we shall make a
rush fff' their horses, mount, and gallop across the open

um

“Dat’s eantly done. You listen to dis child's wvoice. It
will sound more natural to doss savages down below.”

“Hallo, you dere!"” came a distant wvoice. “ How much
longer am you going to keep ws waiting? Preity lot ob
timid asses you are to be [rightened ob free men! Am youn
waiting till you get your women to help you? Oh, you can
vell, you beauties; but you won't frighten us, and I 'spect
you'll vell a bit wore when we get at you!”

These words, which were evidently understood, scemed to
drive the savuages into a state of frenry. Uttering fierce
yells, they sprang towards the boulder.

Pete made his voice come from further up the slo
following the sound, the Berbers rushed up the height.

“ Now, boys!” cried Sam, darting towards the horses.

The savages heard them, and, yelling out their war-ory,
charged towards them, hurling theie spears ss they came on.

The. horses were all together at the bottom of the slope,
and the comrades leapt upon the backs of three of them,
then dashed across the open ground.

A few shots were poured after them, but ail passed over
their heads. Probably the Berbers were afraid of hitting
HI%T}I: horses, m&hiﬂi: .tihm too high.

e pace at whic e steeds sped was tremendous. The
benutiful snimols seomed to fly over the ground,

1 reckon I'll make them a little less anxious to come up
with us,” said Sam, glancing round and fring at one of the

pursuers,
“Well done., Sammy!" exclaimed Pete. “You'll fire all
right, wid a little practioe!"

::Euﬂ ittﬁnd to your horse, you silly coon!"” growled Sam.
olly, de sun am <oming n in in di
d“.u"Hut:i:IH he blockhesd oy :‘ o sy

¢ at the bloc " exclaimed Sam, firing another
) which had the offect of causing the i i
*“1t's the moon, Pete!" hugﬂrd %li-puﬂuan e
“Don’t tink so, sah. 'Spect dat am de sun. Neber saw
dﬁ-??nn 50 rvil as dat.” £ |
t's no good arguing with the silly nigger !’ said Sam.
“If he's made up his mind it's the J':tm.g a'll stick t-qu!t
iﬂm E'hﬁ As a rule, though, Pete, the sun does not rise in
& night.
“ Den dis must be an exception to dat rule, Bammy. Tell
voir dat’s de sun., You am 5'.' most obstinate hoss d:t eber
N

, and,
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Lived. Tink we can go a bit slower now. Dey lab given
up de chase."

This was not so, The Berbers were still following, although
they did not care to get within r of Bam's :?Ee.

Owing to the driftang sand, the light was very indistinct,
and the comrades could no longer see their foes through the
haze; but thero could be little doubt they would follow by
the trail which was perfectly distinet in the sandy soil.

They had proceeded some miles across the sandy desert
when a horseman appeared in front of them. His object
0 red to be to head them off.

Nearer and nearer he drew, until hiz almost nude form was
cistinctly seen in the moonlight.

A spear was in his right band, and it appeared as though
he actunlly intended to charge at the three men. _

Sam kunew that if he did so, while they were fighting
with him their pursuers would be upon them.

“I'm only going to wound him,'” ho said, drawing the

trigger.

"EIJE, Saminy,” exclaimed Pete, * tink you were aiming
at d-nE sun! You hab missed altogether!"

“It's mighty queer I should miss my aim!"” growled
Sam. “It's the sort of thing I don't do twice, though."

Again he levelled his repeating-rifle, and emptied the five
remaining chambers at the galloping hor

He wheeled round, then galloped the comradea at the
speed of the wind, and as he swept by they could distinctly
sce the fierce features of the rider in the moonlight.

“Well, T'll be shot!" gasped Sam.

“ ¥ah, yah, yah! You can't shoot, Bammy "' roared Pete.
by the sunlight Fﬂ’l: in your cyes”
“1 expect the moon l,iht has got ioto your addled brain.
That chap has got five bullets in him1"

“Then he certainly seems to like them!" laughed Jack.
“1 really think yon must have missed him, Sam.™

“Tell you I hit him every time,"” declared Sam. * You've
soen me shoot at a smaller mark than that, boys; but you'vs
never seen me miss my aim."

The atm now _suddenly became almost clear, and
the moonlight streasmed down upon the Sabara, rendering
every object visible for miles around.

The comrades could distinotly see their gm'rm; then, as
that mysterious horseman swerved round the threo fugitives
and appeared in full view of the Berbers, they uttered yell-
of terror, and, reining their horses round, dashed madis
towards the hills,

(The conclusion of this magnificent mﬂgﬁqﬁ
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