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BILLY BUNTER IS CAUGHT IN THE AGT

(A Screamingly Funny Incident in the Magniiicent Long Complete School Tale con’ained in this issuz,)
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LWORLD AT STAKELG

A Stirring Story of the Supreme Struggle Between
the British Empire and Its Hated Foe.

RIZAD THIS FIRST.

Thorpe and Dick Thornhill, brothers, and inventors of the
airship Nizht Hawk, play a prominent part in the war with
Germany on land and sea. The Germans invade Britain, and
ara in possession of the country rvound Edinburgh, with the
Kaiser in surpreme command.  After a heavy bombardment
by the British Fleet, the town surrenders, and the British
Field-Marshal discovers that the Kaiser has escaped, and
that, i consequence, the war is likely to drag on indefinitely.
[He, therefore. instructs Thorpe Tornhill to proceed to Ger-
many 1n the Night Hawk, and destroy the dockyards and
battleships at Kiel. After succeeding in his mission, Thorpe
steers the airship to Berlin, where he hears that the Kaiser
15 reviewing his troops. The voung Britisher descends, and
is successful in capturing the Kaiser during the proceedings,
He allows his captive, however, {o take leave of the Kmpress,
and as they approach Potsdam an oflicer rides up, Laring a
lotter from the Tsar of Russia, effering an allinnce between
him and the German Emperor, an allianee which would, even
at the last moment, turn the scale against the hitherto
victorious Dritons,

(Now go on with the story.)
Mo. 366,
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Thorpe Thornhill and the Emperor.

Not daring o denude her island home of troops, how
could England hope te beld India aguainst the advance of
Russia? 1or, quick to read the veiled language of diplomacy,
Willinm of Germany knew that such was the meaning of his
Imperial cousin’s letter,

Suddenly the Russian officer, who was watching every
expression of the German Emperor's face, saw a look of
unutterable despair creep into his eyes.  William had just
remembered that he was no longer a free agent, but bad, to
all intents and purposes, given his word not to cscape from
the Thornhills.

For several minutes he remained with bowed head and
drooped hands, thinking deeply; then a change came once
more over his face, a look of determination flashed from his
eves, and, turning to the Russian, he said:

“ It i1s inexpedicnt to write what 1 would say.  Husten
back to vour Imperial master, who, this letter tells me, 15 at
Warsaw : say 1 will meet him there to-morrow.  Say, further,
that 1T am surrounded’ by spies and teattors, and dare not
therefore entrust my words to a letter.”

The Russian bowed; then, turning his horse’s head in the
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divection of Berlin, set forth at a hand-gallop, and half an
hour later the special train by which he had come was bear-
ing bim and s all-important  message towards Germany's
eastern frontier.

I the meantime, the members of the German Emperor’s
stilf ool bern watching the interview between their Imperial
mizstor anid the messenger with the greatest anxiety.

“The Emperor 15 interested in his letter,” hazarded Thorpe
to the Chaneellor,

For o moment the other did not speak, but slafted uneasily
i his saddle. At last he broke out with:

“ By thunder, yes!  Although youn are fighting only for
your country, Herr Thornhill, T beheve you are doing
Crermany o good turn at the same time by foreing the
Emperor to sue for peace.  Yonder man wears o Russian
uniform, and what else can come from Russia but a deelara-
tion of war®"”

Thorpe looked with more interest at the messenger, and
saw that his informant’s words were true.  The uniform was
that of a Russian dragoon.

The discovery made him vaguely vneasy, though why he
couald not exactly tell.  However, he determined to find out,
if possible, whither the messenger was bound.

Muttering o few words of apology, he turned his horse and
galloped off to where, some two hundred yards in the rear of
the staff, the Avenger was hoviering,

Dick saw him coming, and lowered the machine to within
spraking distance,

“ Keep an cye on that chap talking with the Emperor,
Dick ; and. when he goes, follow him. 1 expect vou will
find he makes his way straight to the station, perhaps ealling
at the RHussian KEmbassy on his wav, . Anyvhow, be back at the
mlace at eight o’clock this evening, 1 want to have the
Emnperar safely 1in London by to-morvow mormng.”

Dick nodded : and when the mterview between the Russian
olicer and the German Emperor terminated, the former, not
knowing that the airshup was an Enghsh vessel, thought little
of the fact that it was hovering belawd hinm through the
suburbs of Berlin to the station, above which it waited until
a =hort train of three carmiages—evidently a special—steamed
[orth 1n an casterly direction, and Ihet kuew that the man
he had been sont to watch had returned to Russes,

In the meantime, the Emperor bad eslled lss staff around
him onee more, and continuest on his way until the Imperial
pilace at Potsdam was reached

With & haugrhty inclination of hi= head, he signalled Thorpe
Thorubill to follow through the magmfizent facade nto the
[ra Lo,

“Leave ub. We would be alone,” he smd to those whao
vonlld have followed b, Then, ag the others retired out
ol earshot, he contimued: T suppose, sie, T am at liberty
to visit the Empress alone?’

“ (Certainly, your Majestv. I do not wish to cause vou
wore ineonvenience than s absolurely necessarv. 1 will awairt
:r'{'l-ﬂ. h[‘r{-_‘.”

“No. no,”’ returned the Emperor with o sudden aecession
of good temper.  *f Coloncl Riche, I put this rentleman under
vour charge.  See that he has all necessary refreshment.”

The colenel saluted. and, turning to Thorpe. led the way
into a suite of sumptuously upholstered private apartments,
where Thorpe was soon  busy discussing  the merits of a
superh collation.

Presently o messeneer came from the Emperor sayiag that
hi wished to sce him at eight o'clock that evening.

Thorpe took this as meaningz that he would be ready to
secompany him, and was quite content, for he would thus
Fe able to leave the palace whilst it was too dark for any
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v witness his departare.  Desides, it was at cight o’clock
that he had ordered Dick to bring the Avengoer to the vieinity
of the palace.

The Tmperial palaee at Pofsdam holds priccless rems of
ot and vertu, and Thorpe did not find the tune hang heavy
sn his hands, as, under the guidanece of Colonel Riche, heo
passed from apartment to apartment, frem treasnre-house to
rreasure-hofise, until he was almost =orry when a footman
in the Royal livery announced that dinner had been served
in the private apartments to which he had been first cscorted,

Barely had Thorpe finished his after-dinner eigar cre tho
crmolu cloek on the mantelpicee ehied the hour of cight.

Almost with its first beat the door opened, and an equerry
entered to say that his Tmperial master awaited the young
Britisher near Bismarck’s statue in the Hoval Park,

Thorpe, who had strolled through the park during the after-
noon, realised why this part of the grounds had been chosen,
for the statue of Germany’s greatest statesman—at no tune
a creat favourite of the impetuous Emperor—stood by itsclf
some distance from the palace,

Bidding Colonel Riche adieu, Thorpe followed the equerry
out. of the palace and through the magnificent grounds until
they came within sight of the statue indicateed.

Here the cquerry bowed, and bade Here Thornhill good-
niwht, whilst Thorpe walked en, his hand grasping the six-
shooter in his coat-pocket, without which he never moved
wbroad, for it had entered his mind that if treachery was
intended, no spot ecould be better chosen. 1t was doubtful

af even an explosion of firearms could be heard in the palace

from that remote part of the park.

With every nerve on the alert, he approached where the
-tatue stood, looking white and ghastly in the darkness.

At first his doubts grew more pronounced, for there did
not seem to be anybody near; but, as he veached the side of
the statue, he started back, as a grey fAgure emerged from
its shadow and stood before him.

Drawing an electric torch from his pocket, Thorpe flashed
it in the other’s face,

(Mad in & grey military overcoat, with a grey, flat cap on
his head, was the German Emperor, ready to follow his
captor into exile,

“ Your Majesty is punetual.™

“Om such occazions delay only adds to one’s torments!”
replicd the Emperor. ** Where s your airshipt”’

‘““ She is elose at hand, sire. 1 will summon her,”
Thorpe. ;

And, pointing his lamp upwards, he flashed it three times
i tho alr.

An answering flash came from immediately above the
palace, and the two watted in silence until a dark. eyhindrical
object approached them, and, halting, came to the ground
close to where thev stood.

As it did so, the rattle of arms caused the zrev-clid fizure
in start, as though fearful of treachery, but it was only the
airship’s crew coming smartly to the salute as thewr illustrous
captive stepped on boavd, and was escorted, with every mark
of respect, to Thorpe’s own cabin, which he had given up to
Lis prisoner. _ i :

Then the Avenger rose in the air, and, with swifrly beating
wines, forced her way at full spped westward, o

“ At last, Dick! Now the war is indeed over!”” saul Thorpe,
se, wlul of a rest after the fearful strain of the past twenty-
four hours, he sank down on a deck-chair by his brother’s
saele.

““ Yoz, old boy. When the history of this war is written,
[ do not think the name of the Thornhills will be forgotten.™

This, perhaps. sounds L-mzlvﬁier, hut 1t mist ot he fors
wetten that they were earrying the German Emperor to lay
A prisoner at their King's feet,

replied

Duped !

When they arrived in London they found the great metro-
polis zaily decovated, for that day the dmg had :'_HI]I]l_I'IL]I[(mi
Wiz intention of procending in state to St Pagl's o f”]";'“"“L
there to attend a thanksgiving service for the great.victory
which had been vouchsafed his arms.

Flying across the City, Thorpe headed the Avenger straight
for Buckingham Palace. _

As he flew over St James’s Park soldiers were ;_1]1‘0:1-.’]}'
forcing their way through the crowd to 'l_jii-'.(" 1] Po=ltions o
cither side of the road down which the King was expected to

avel.
tli‘k loud eheer arose from the crowd when they saw the
airship foreing its way through the an, until, civeling round,
‘t eante to o halt, resting on its long, vibrating tentacles
within the precinets of Buckingham Palace. o

A groom-in-waiting hastencd Forwenrd, and raiscd his hat
in answer to Thorpe Thornhill’s salute.

Read the Grand Compiete Harry Wharton Story in ‘ The Dreadnought.’ Now on $aic



“ Ctan T see the King at once? I bring him most important
information,”” sa1d Thorpe.

“ Will not vour news wait, Mr. Thornhill?"" asked the
equerty. ¢ s Majésty is preparing, as doubtless yvou have
heard, to proceed to St. Paul's.”

“ T have heard nothine, 1 have just areived from Germany,
and I bring with me an illustrious prisoner,” replied Thorpe.

“Not the German Emperor?’ queried the equerry, 1n
astonizhmoent.

“ Nane other,” asserted Thorpe proudly. _

“ Then under such circumstances I think we will be justificd
in intruding wupon his Majesty. Ah, here comes Lord
Roberts! He will be the man to break the great news to his
Majesty," he added, as Lord Roberts, with a smile of welcome
on his war-worn face, approached Thorpe Thornhill with out-
stretched hand, sayving:

“ We have heard how well you obeyed my instructions,
Mr. Thornhill.”

“ I did my best, sir,” replied Thorpe modestly, “‘and a
little somethine on mv own account,” he added; then -
formed Lord Roberts whom he had on board the airship.

To his surprise, the veteran seemed far from pleased with
the intellizence. However, he uttered a fow words of con-
pratulation, and disappeared within the palace, :

Ten minutes later he returned, and -‘Thorpe ielt his en-
thusiasm ooze from his fineer-ends, for the veteran’s face
showed unmistakable annoyance.

However, having assisted the German Emperor to the
rround—who, presumably to avoid recognition, had drawn
his cap over his eyes and turned up the collar of his coat—
he escorted him into the palace,

They found King George pacing up and down the library.
He turned to face them as Lord Roberts introduced Thorpe
Thornhill.

“ 1 am pleased to meet you, Mr. Thornhill, and to thank
yvou for all you have done for me and your country. 1 under-
stand vou have kindly given my cousin a passage on your
wonderful atrshin to England, T will exchange a few words
with him, and then vou will add oreatly to the many great
services vou have already rendered if you will take him haclk
at once.”’ . :

Thorpe was creatly disappointed; but, hiding his chagrin
a3 best he micht, he bowed over the King's hmla, and backed
from the Roval presence, whilst his prisoner—who had, of
course, removed his cap—stepped forward in his place.

With a smile of welecome on his face, George V. stepped
forward, holding out his hand to his fallen brother-monarch.

As he did so he came to a sudden halt; then a sigh of
relief escaped him, as, a smile hovering on his lips, he said:

“ Ah, Colonel Hoche, we have met before ! 1

And, to Thorpe's amazement, the man he had brought with
such prins from Germany took the King's outstretched hand
and raised it respectfully to his lips,

* Colonel Hoche ! repeated Thorpe.

“ Do vou not know that every reigning monarch has a
double, so like him that he is often able to secure for his
master spells of holiday, wntrammelled by the unweleome
attentions  which a  wellmeaning  public bestows  upon
Royalty ¥ explained Lord Roberts . a e

Thorpe was thunderstruck until the King, pitying hia dis-
appointment, Jdrew near, and, laying his hand on the voung
inventor's shoulder, said kindly :

“ Don't be annoved, Me. Thornhill,. My Imperial cousin
has but sent a substitute; and, believe me, the last thing I
wish to see is William of Germany a prisoner in England.™

“ But, vour Majesty, he has deceived me! The Emperor
rave me his word of honour he would not escape!” returned
Thorpe, scarce able to restrain the anger which filled his
heart.

“ Pardon me, Herr Thornhill, my Tmpenal master did not
eive his parole, or he would have been here. In fact, had not
mtellicence which made it imperative for him to remain in
Lermany reached his ears at the last moment, he would have
accompanicd vou,” interposed the Emperor’s double.  ** As
it ia, [ remain o prisoner in his place.”

“ Not a prisoner, Uslonel Hoche, but a guest!” eried the
Tine, *° You are at liberty to stay or to depart, as you think
best."

“Then, if Herr Thornhill will so far forgive the trick I
have plaved him as to carey me back to Germany, I will be
pleased—av, more than pleased—to bear any message your
Majesty my wish to send to my master,” returned  the
Grorman, bowing,

For a few mmutes the Kine did not speak: bat, leanimg
with his elbaw on the mantelpieee, surveved the three men
in thouchtfol silinee,

“ Goermany has invaded my country--has brouzht death
and ruin to thousamls of my subjeets,”” he said at last siowly
amd deliberately s  vet 1 would not make a whoele nation
sitiTor for the sins of one man. Tell my cousin that, shonold
he wish if, Britain 1s veady to malke peace, if suitable repara-
tion, as [ar oas money ean repatr the damage committed, Lo
macle t0o those who have suffered from his act.”
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Then, sceing: Thormpe Thorohill was <0l silent—{Jor the
voung inventor had expected so much from s caplure that
he felt the disappointment keenly —he contimued

"1 must take this opportunity, My, Thornlnll, of thanking
vorl for the serviees you have rendered  mvself amwd  my
country, also for enabling me to send the Kaser a direet and
uncilicial messare.”’

Thorpe Thornhill Aushied with graiifieation.

“ My airship, myself, and iy Life ave
Majesty's service,”” he said ferventls,

“We have had good proofs of that, Mo Thornhill,. Dy
the by, how 15 it you have no rank? We must remedy b
al once. Kneel down.™

Wonderingly Thorpe Thornlill sank on one knee before
his Sovercien, who, drawing his tvory-hilted marcshal’s sword
[rom its sheath, struck the yvoung mventor hightly across tha
shoulder, saving :

“ Rise, Sir Thorpe Thornlall 1"

Too exeited to Jdo mnore than murmuoar a few ineoherent
words of thanks, Thorpe Thornhill rose to his foet, wnd, bowing
cratefully to lus Sovereien, backed from the voom,

“Allow me to be the hirsl to concratulafo voi on vour
title, Bir Thorpe,” said Lord Roberts genially, holding out
his hand. I am not betraymg any secret when [ oasgsure
vou your foot s only upon the lowest vung of the ladder of
honours his Mujesty has deternuned you shall enjoy,  DBut
pow I omust leave vou, for the vesponsibility of mavshalling
the troops on a great oceasion ke (he present sives ove bul
little time for chat.”

And, with a hearty zqueere of the hand, the okl veteran
hastened to the courtvard, where an orderly was holding T
horse, and rode away.

Although intensely gratified at the hononr done him, Thorpa
Thornhill was not quite satished. ¢ decmed that tha
German Emperor had served him a searvy trick, amnd lie would
not be easy until he could oot cqual with him o some wav,

But how? The Kine's words had cxpressly forbidden ham
to lay bands upon thar monarvceh, and, although he would
dearly have loved to bhave done so, he felt it would be a
decided breach of etiquette to horsewhip a reigning monareh.

As he passed thronsh the ante-chambers o lord-m-waiting
overtook lLiim,

“Tt v his Majeste's wash Richard
Thornhill should talke part in to-day’s Tunction,” lLe said
“llorses from the Roval stable wili he put at vour disposal.”

Thorpe glanced at his somewhat worn and fraved vniform,
which bore upon it the marks of the eampaign.

The lordan-waiting noticed the motion.

“ My wardrobe 15 at vonr serviee, Sie Thoerpe, if vou ean
find anythime theve that will be of use to vou," he sand.

And, having no other course open, Thorpe glhiadly aceepted
the kindly offer.

Thus it was that Sir Thorpe and Richard Thornhill rode in
a place of honour close” hehind the King's carrinee on the
occasion of the Roval visit to 3t Paql's Cathedral

[t was a stirving scone, and one the bhrothers never foreot,

Loud amd praloneosd was the ehicering along the route
but his Majesty haeself did not veesive o groater ovation
than that secorded to the two stalwart fignres who were
speedily recognised as the voung inveniors to whom Britain
owed her safety,

The events of that day seemed like a dream to the Thorn-
hills.  Iitherto they had had no time, even if they had had
the inclination. to taste the jovs of popularity.

At last the procession was over, and, as Thorpe Thornhill
and s brother—the hervoes of the hour—took part in the
[Loval banguet which Tollowed, night had alvready fallen cre
they rejoined the Avenger,

Indeed, they would not have oscaped even then had not
Thorpe motioned Dick to shp away at the earliest nossibhle
moment, and ere long the erowds in the gailv illuminated
streets below were watebing in the bricht, starlit sky above
an elongated sphere of silvery lame shonting rapidly towards
the cast, for Thorpe Thornhill had adided lus quota to the
ilcminations by transforming his aieship into a hoage sphere
of lizht, '

alwavs at vour

that vou and Mr,

In Moscow !

“ By Jove, Thorpe, what does it mean?

The words broke fromn Dick Thornhill's lips. as from a
mass of clouds high above the carth they sailed over Russian
['orliend.

The whole country had bheen turned  into an enormons
cimpe To right, to lefr, i freont, behind, were tents, whilst
the blare of cavalry trumpets, the voll of drums, the shrill
chiallenge of mfantry bucles rose in the autumn air,

Buat 1t was not this countloss horde of srmed men that had

3
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ealledd forth the ejoculation of  Astonishment [rom  Ihick
Thornhill's lips. Tt was the fact that eamp after camp was
Leing, stinck, whilst, insteud of moving westward, where the
encmy's frontier lay—if, indeed, Germany was Russia's encimy
—Dby road and by rail, even in flat-bottamed barges towed by
noisy, pufling tugs, the whole army was moving eastward.

“Te means, Dick, that the German Emperor has come to
his scuses at last, and has given in to Russia’s demands, as
he will undoubiedly have to do to the demands of France
on her southern fronties.”

Dick shoolk his head,

“Mavbe, but T don’t understand it,"" he declaved. " You
Lknow when we left Colonel Hoche at Potsdam we heard that
the Ifaiser was not in the palaee. The fellow who met nm
coming back from the mancenvres was 1 Russin,  Put two
and two torether. Doecen't it look to yvou as though Ger-
many and Russin had arvived at some arrangement?”

“That's juzt what T've been saying I ejaculated Thorpe.

“Al, but T don’t mean an arrangement of that kind!
There is something more—somethine  that means mischief
at the bottom of it all.  If he had plenty of time before ham,
would the general commanding that enovmous srmy march
them all off at onee? No. Depend upon it, Germany and
Russia have joined hands.  They ave going to strike at
Britain  somewhere— perehance  through Tuarkey, perchance
throueh Indin.’

“You oneht to have heen a novelist, ek ! Your imagina-
tion would have done vou eredit ' langhed Thorpe,

And Diclk, somewhat huffed at his hrother's ineredulity, said
Ny 1eore,

However, it would be as well to find out, if possible, what
this army was doing, and also what was taking place in other
parts of Russia. 8o, entering the chart-room, Thorpe spread
the map of Russia on the table in front of him, and from
thence, for nearly a week, puided his airship hither and
thither over the enormous empire ruled by the great White
T'sar.

Frem Petrograd to the Crimea, from Poland to Sibera, he
eressed and recrossed that mighty empire, gradually coming
reund to the belicf he had lavghed at i his brother, for
Leneath him was a nation arming, and as he drew nearver to
the Uinl Mountains, he saw a continual stream of soldiers
passing in an eastward and south-eastward direction.

Alrcady the Caspian Sea was black with all manner of

eraft, bearing stores and ammunition to Michaclslovsk, from-

whenee starts Russin’s military railway to the gates of India.

That Russia intended war was evident ; it was also evident
that it was not against Turkey she would hurl her enormous
strength. Thorpe deemed it unlikely that India was her
immedinte goal, for although a great deal of stuff was landed
at the railway’s head, a day’s journey brought to view the
rugred const of Persia, and, followmg the direction taken by
many of the Russian vessels, he found that an enormous camp
was being formed on the Persian fromtier,

The riddle was solved.  Deeming England’s hands too full
to interfere, Russin was determined to conguer Persia, and
get an outlet for her trade in the Persian Guli, from whence
she could invade Tndia at her leisure by way of Baluchistan as
well as Afghanistan.

Here was information which would be invaluable to the
British Government, and well would it have been for Thorpe
Thornhill had he been content with the news he had already
gathered ; but he determined to learn yet more, and, having
flown straight to Moscow, despite his brother’s arguments to
the contrary, he decided to enter the city, and find out what
was actually taking place,

Alihengh Petrograd is the capital of Russia, the Govern-
ment s wherever the Tsar may happen to be, and the
Tmperial fag Aving over the Kremlin told Thorpe Thornhill

that the Tsar of Russia was in Moscow.

Probably ne people in the world know so little of the inten-
tions of their Govermment as the Russian, ewriosity in matters
political being locked upon by the palice with great suspieion.
Therefore Thorpe knew that if he would gan any really
nseful information, it must be in the Krembin itzelf he must
seck it.  Thercfore, taking advantage of o bheavy nust that
hune over the city one morning, he steered the Avenger to
the foot of the Veliki Tower, and landed anseen, elose by the
rigantic bell known as the * King of Bells,” which, having
been cracked in its making, has never been hung.

Then the Avenger soarcd aloft through the fog, and Tharpe
Thornkill was left to find his way as best he could in that
enormous mass of palaces and  cathedrals known as  the
IKvemlin, N

Thorpe had every element of greatness in his compaosition
except caution, and the want of this last landed him in the
vere confro of Russian intrigue and diplomacy, unable to
speiile @ word of the language, and with hut a vague idea of
what le really wanted.

Tiir Macxer LiBiam o, 360,
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Fortunately the keenness of the air had induced him to don
a fur coat and eap, which acted as an excellent disguise,

The Kremlin is, first and foremost, a citadel, and conse-
gquently had a large garrison. -Onee or twice a soldier accosted
the voung DBritisher respectfully, but cach time Thorpe
haughtily waved him aside and went on his way unquestioned.

It was not from the common soldier that he hoped to gain
information—in fact, his ignorance of Russian would preclude
all hopes of that; but the better class Russian seldom speaks
his own language, and he hoped, if he could find some place
where officers congregated, he might be able to pick up no
Little information,

Aunvhow, he had but little time to lose, for a rough study
of a map of Moscow had shown him that the nearest open
space to the Kremlin was the Dyevichie Field, where in two
hours’ time his brother was to meet him.

Presently, just as he was despairing of suecess, and had
nearly made up his mind to seek the spot from whence the
Avenger would take him up, he was rejoiced to hear voices
spoaking Freneh within a foew yards of him.

Cautiously stepping in the direction from whence the sound
caine, he found }Itiﬁ further progress blocked by the wall of
what was evidently a guard-room near the gate of the arsenal.

The voices came from above him, and, looking up, Thorpe
could just distinguish through the mist the outhne of a large
open window,

* 8o vour regiment is already at the front, ch, Michael, and
vou set off for the south this evening 7”7 Thorpe heard one of
the volees say,

“Yes: and glad am T that at last the long spell of peace
which has kept down promotion in the Army is broken, DBut
I wish my corps had been ordered to Merv., The PPersians
are but eurs, who will fly at once when the Russian bares lus
st 117

“Tut, tut!” returned the other somewhat contemptuously.
“You never could sce an inch before your nose, Michael !
Do vou not know that the expedition to Merv as but a feint ?
The real attack on India will eome when Persin iz cons
quered.’”

“You think that, instead of rapping at the iron gates of
the Himalayas we will slip throwgh the back door of DBalu-
chistan " cried the other excitedly.

“T more than think—I know., My uncle 1s secrotary to
the Minister of War, and he declares that such 15 the Tsar’s
plan,”

“The Tsar! Pshaw! Fortunately for we soldiers he is
but a puppet in the hands of his fire-cating  generals 7
rn:ﬂt-urnor}l the other,

“Hush, hush ! eried the first speaker in alarm.  “ One
word like that heard by wrong ears, and instead of Persia,
Siberia would be your destination !

Therpe had heard enongh, and a glance at his watch shows
ing lum that the two hours was nearly up, he stood for a
moment recalling to mind the plan of Moscow he had studied
ere alighting, then, turnimg abropily to his left, started off.

He had hittle doubt of reaching the Avenger i osafeiy, for
it was unlikely that the sentries would regard with suspicion
anvthing passing out of the Kremlin, Consequently, with a
quick, assured step that was his best passport for safety,
Thorpe walked on until he arrived where, bencath a large,
massive arch, surmounted by a Gothic tower, was o gateway
leading to the straght, well-kept strects beyond.

The gate before him was the Gate of the Saviour, bencath
which no Russian may pass with covered head.

This Thorpe did not know, and was dismaved to find his
further progress barred by the crossed rifles of the soldiers on
guard over the pate,

[Tad he understood bt one word of Ruszian, and realized
the reason why he was stopped, all nught yet have bheen well ;
but. unable to gather from the harsh, gutiural specch of the
soldiors the cavsze of s detention, he mmediately jumned to
the conclusion that he had in some way betraved s errand,
and, deternmned to rvisk all i one ficree break for liberty, he
fedledd the astounded and unprepared soldiers (o the gproand
by o right and lefi from his well-trained fists, thon sprang
Forward, hopime to dodee his purssers i the mist which still
obtained on every side.

However, as the sentries” rifles clattered io the ground, the
puard turncd out, and one of the fallen men, shootinge forth
his arm, clasped hun by the ankle, bringmg hm heavily to
the groumd. In o moment hall a dozen grey-coated infantey-
men were on him, and the next he was dragged roughly to
his feet, to find himself confronted by a black-bearded, evil-
faced man, the marks on whose shoulder-straps denoted his
rank as captain,

{(Another long instalment of this grand ser'ajl
next Monoday, Ordes your Copy now.)
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EveRy CThe “Magmet”™ - pERRY.

|
MONDAY, LIBRARY. _ Ii

BUNTER THE BLADE!

A Magnificent, New, Long, Complete Tale dealing with the
Adventures of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.
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«“ Fellows who expect me to stand whacking feeds with this remittance are quite off-side,” said Bumter. “l've |
got nothing to waste on rotters who've refused me small loans when I've been hard wup!” * Sure, we haven't |

seen the remittance yet, Bunter darling,” said Micky Desmond. DBunter drew out the letter, and produced four |
crisp banknotes. * Fivers!’' gasped Nugent. (Sce Chapter 3.) |
THE FIRST CHAPTER. The Famous Five were chuckling.  Billy Dunter's latest
Nothing Doing ! yarn simply put the hid on. His devices for obtaiming litile
WYT'S true!" loans from his Form-fellows were many and various. Gener-
“IH: -t- i ally he was ecxpecting a 1Ji}.~+_11:11-[}1'¢]l.~r, which he u:li'.ﬁll'i'ti‘ SOTTIG
T e “ih 1 X b good-natured junior to cash in advance, The Remove fellows
o tell you at rtl-'.1pi'l'fm"[]:,' true !"" howled Drily Dunter. knew all about that pestal-order.  But * Bunter’s lateat ™ beat
p— I-It_]_]l[Tﬂ,li1l'l1‘]llt] : the postal.order hollow.,  Accustomed as they were to Dally
Dow-wow . Bunter and his little ways, Harey Wharton & Co. stared when
Billy Bunter breathed hard through his fat little nose, and the Fat junior ecalmly mformed them that he was expecting
glared at the Famous Five of the Greyfriars Remove, lis a remittance for twenty pounds, and requested the loan A
very spectacles gleaming with wrath. “quid,” to be repakl when that twenty arrived. Bunter's
When a fellow said ©° Honest Injun,” ilint ought to have statement took their breath away for a moment. Then they

setbled it. DBut, as Bob Cherry remarked, Billy Bunter's  smiled—londly. _
Injun was far from honest, “1 tell vou it's true!”™ DBunter almost shouted. “Quite

TH_E_T'I."E:‘LGN ET Lmﬂmnr,—.?fn. A06. ,
OBV THE LAST PLUNGE!” g R A S R A
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true ! Absolutely troe ! Twenty pounds!  And it's coming
to-morrow | From my pater!  Twenty pounds in bank-
notes 1

*Not a postal-order this time ?” zaid Harry Wharton,
lavghimg.

* No; banknoies ™

“Ha, ha, halt”

“There's nothine to cackle at.

"“The public-house busiess must be
pater can send vou twenty quidlets in one whack !
Nugent.,

“You rotter! My
thev've opened the
marvellowsly——""

" Daing whom ¥

““ Ha, ha. ha!”

*And he's sending me twenty quid

“Not twenty thousand ¥ asked Boly Cherry.

“ As a hittle present,” said Bunter, with a glare. " Twenty
qunds ! 1 tell you it's an absolute fact ! LI've got a letter from
him lo prove it

'Write it yourself ¥ grinned Nugent.

“Oh, you suspicions beast | Of course T didn’t! It's from
my pater, and he says he's going to '-'-lZ‘IltI me twoenty oquid

“Your pater must be a “humorist,” remarked Wharton,
“What is he pulling your leg like that for?”

“Ile i=n't pulling my leg, you rotter. It's true—abso-
lutely true—honest Injun. Look here, can't you take a
fr‘.]{m-"s word !’

Ahem ! SBome fellows—"?

“What I want you to do s to lend me a guid off "
snidd Bunter. * T'll change one of the fivers immediately tht'}"
come, and square up——"'

ITa, ha, ha!”

T want to have a good feed at tea-uime, to celebrate the
occasion.  'Tain't every day that a fellow’s pater sends him
twenty quid, And J_’m stony to-day—and to-morrow I shall
be rolling in money ! saiid Bunter plaintively,

"Well, you'll be rulling, [ suppose,” admitted Bob Cherry.
“You generilly roll, when you don’t waddle,  But in money
Teli us another !

Hilly ]I11||1v[' clenched lis fat Little fists. e felt greatly
inelined to “go for” the doubting Thomases who dechned
too believe in the twenty quid.  1le was evidently i oa tower-
e rage, amd the chums of the Remove ltﬁ'lldvt! him
r_l.u:nml:l!.r They could see nothing for Bunter to be in a rage
about. He generally took it more or less philosophically
when his yarns failed to attract loans,

“You—vou rotters!” gasped DBunter. You suspicious
beasts ! I've a jolly good mind to punch your head, Bob
Cherry—""

“*Go hon !

“Am] yours too, Wharton, you beast "

*Merey !
“ And vours, vou fathead, Sr[!.llff—-—

“Iere. run for vour lives!” gasped Squiff,
gettmg dangerons. Fly I

The Famous Five, laughing, rushed out of the doorway of
the School House,

“ 1 sav, you fellows, don’t po. T want—— Beasts!”” howled
Bunter.

The Famous Five were gone, and their laughter died away
i the distance, DBilly Bunter gave a snort of wrath. Ie
hhinked round thruugll his big spectacles, in search of some
fellows of a less suspreious turn of mund.,  Vernon Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, came down the passage, and Bunter
buttonholed him at once,

'I say, Smithy e

“ Borry—can’t do it!”

“D'moexpecting y

“Yes, yes, I know; a postal-order, and I'm jolly well not

aing to eash it in advance.” grinned Vernon- Srth.
- It's not a postal-order.  It's a remittance in banknotes,
to the tune of twenty pounds, and 1t's coming to-morrow 1™’
Liooted  Bunter.

Vlrnmt Smuuth almost foll down.

13

It's true
Hourishing, if your
" remariooed

pater's cn the Stock Exchange.  Since
Stock Exchange agam, he's been domg

asked Squiif.

" Bunter 1a

said Smuthy,

“Just vou le mI mo a quied off 1t tudm Smithy . ‘
‘{’Jh my hat ! gasped the Bounder. " Twenty quids this
time! You et a iwmvr and bigger har every 1].11; Buntor !

Wouldn't vou like me to lend veu five pounds off 1t %7
“Well, ves, I 5
* Bocause I'm just as likely to lend you five a8 one, you
knnw,” smitled the Bounder,
* Beast !

Vernon-Smith walked away chuckling, and DBunter shook
a fat fist after him. The fat face of the Owl of the Remove
was purple with weath,  For, as it happened, for once n

his Life, Dally

netther more or less than the actual facers,

made a successful conp on the Stock Eschange,
Tne MAGxer Lisrany.—XNo. 366,

Bunter was TF‘HIH,J..’,' the truth—the real truth-
His father l1.u|

and 1 the

extiberance of his satisfaction he was coming down hand-
somely for once, in unprecedented style. Dunter had been
astonished himself. e could scarcely believe i s good
lnek,  And he could not get anybody else to believe in it at
all.  This abilities as an amateur Ananias were foo well
known. He had told the story of the expected postal-order so
often, that now, when a real remittance was coming, his
statement was rec eived with howls of laughter.

And to be “stony,” and in want of a feed, on the eve of
TL‘III"..II'I”' il ﬂ-!]ﬂ.‘kl]]g ]I'"TI]IttIII'I"[_"' {t'ﬂﬂ‘.l. }II"I. ]:]|I1E-"L‘_Ir was 0x-
asperpting—it was cruel,  Billy Bunter was puffing  with
wrath.

““T saw, " JTe spotted Tom Brown, thie Now
Zealand  jumior, i the passage, and bore dewn on him.
B J:‘-mu n, old man, 'm expecting zh

"H.Tﬂthmfr {lmn;: 1" gand Tom Brown.
T u.d*i:ltj:r pounds ' yelled Bunter.
“Twenty which ¥ <

“ Pounds, you ass ; and if yeu'll, lend me

““ITa, ha, ha ! velled Tom Brown,

“Thore’s nothing to cackle at. My pater’s sending me
txu}nty pounds—he says I can get-a new Imige, and a looter,
ang

“Ha, ha, ha! Do you hear that, you fellows?"” roared
Tom Brown. * Bunter's expecting twenty pounds! Any-
body offer him half-a-crown for 1t in advance 7

*No fear ! chuckled Skinner,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“But it's true!” almost wailed Bunter, i desperation.
i .L[}HuhHrh- truc—true as a die, you know., My pater's
}t.uuﬂmg it out for once—really the handsome thing, you
LTOW

twenty golden quidlets—and I want a httle loan
LiL b
“Till Doomsday !’ grinned Bolsover major.
“*Ha, ha, ha!”
“ﬂh, you suspieions rotlers i

“T'I tell vou what,” suud Bolsover major, * L'll give you
tuppenee for it when it comes !

“ITa, ha, ha !’

Billy Bunter rolled away furiously,

He left the juniors
howling with laughter,

1f Bunter had said one pound, or two
pounds, it would not have been so funny. But twenty
pounds ! Kven Vernon-Smith, who was a millionaire’s son,
did not often get twenty quids at one fell swoop, =0 to speal.
And Bunter, the mmpecunions bounder wha was always hard
up—it was too funny!

Bunter rolled into his study, No. T in the Remove passage.
He found there his study-mates, Peter and Alonzo Todd, and
Tom Dution. Peter Todd held up a warning finger.

“Churk 1t!"" be said.

“Chueck what 7" howled Bunter.

“That varn about twenty quuds,
agan !’

“Buat at's

“"Ratsg 1"

“1 say, Alonzo,” said Bunter besecchingly, * Lonzy, old
chap, you believe me, do’t you? T give you my word I'm
expecting twenty guids to-morrow morning 1"

The gpentle Alonzo coughed.

“1 should be very sorry to doubt vour word,
untruthful as I unfortunately know you to be,
to accept your statement. ™

“Then you'll lend me half-a-quid,
out of my whacking remittance 17

*Abhem M

“Look here, why ean’t you lend me half-a-quid, when I've
rfnl twenty [Ju::aul:lriﬂ coming to-morrow {0

“1 should be VOry I‘Jh*:m'd——"

Y Well, hdml it over—-

“* But-

“(Oh, blow vour buts! Hand it over 1™

“But I impps-u ln be without [inancial resources at the
prosent mormaent

I don't want to hear it

true ! shrickoed Bunter,

Bunrter,
I am willing

and I'll settle to-morrow
said Bunter eagerly,

“Oh, you silly fathead! IF vou're stony, why can't you
say so. without jawing a chap’s head off 17 growled Bunter
ungratefully.

“Alv dear Bunter——"

I osav. Dutton,” roarcd hlmhl to the deafl juriar, *I'm
(K \;rntnur twenty pouns

‘Rubbizh !7 sanwl Dutton. " You couldn™t stand twenty
roundds ! Dd undertake to give you the kvbosh in one round
with one hand.™

"Pounds 7 shriekod Bonter, " T'mogetting twenty ouids

to-morrow from my pater.”  ITe bavled that statcinent in
the deaf Junior’s car.

“Tla, ha. ha !” roaved Datton,

“What are vou eackhing at, yvou whot 777

*Make it twenty thousand ! Ha, ha, ha "

Bailly Bunter shook o far fist at No. T Stu r_'hr |{Hr~.:t||1l-{-]'3-’

arnl rolled out, followaed Ly loud Faverhres,

Read the Grand Compiete Harry Wharton Story in ‘ The Dreadnought.’ Now on Sale



Tt was evidently N.G. There was nothing doing.  T'p
and down the Remove Donter went, like o hon eeckine
whom he might devonr, so 1o speak. Buat at the first moention
of twenty pounds he was interrupted by howls of* laughter.
It was the trath, the whole teuth, and nothing but the trinh
for onee; buat the Remove fellows declined whaolly, totally,
and absolutely to swallow it. And Dilly Bonter, with feelings
ton deep for words, had one sardine for lns tea—a single
solitary sardme—when on the morrow he was expeeting to
roll i wealth!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nipped in the Bud!
ARBRY WITARTON snilfed.

1o was surprised,

The =cenil of tobacco was nnmistakable.

arry Wharton had  leoked mto No. T Study to
speak 1o Peter Todd on the subjeet of next half-holulazy's
footer matel, Todd being centre-hall i the Remove elevea.

And unmediately s nose was inside the study ihe seent
of tobacso smote it

Wharton had reason to be surprised.  Peter Todd and
Tom Dutton were far too healthy and sensible to “play tie
ox " in the way of smoking eigareties, and the good Alonan
would have been horeified at the bare idea.  Fellows like
Skinner and Saoop distinguished themselves i that manner,
and the Doauder had not guite dropped his old habits. But
in No. 7 Sindy the seent of tobacen was never scented, Yot
here it was—strong and nnmistakable,

Wharton looked round the study. The Todds wore not
there, and Dutton was absent, too. But a fat figure reclined
in the armehair, and a curl of blne smoke rose up past the
spectacles that adorned the fat face,

Puantor!

With all his disngrecable Little wavs, Dilly Bunter was not
what one wonld have ealled addicted to vice.  He had free
and casy ideas about money —other prople’s money—he
would listen at keyholes and look at other fellows' letters
his sins were innumerable.  Bat to sce the Owl of the Remove
plaging the “giddy ox ™ i this manner was decidedly a
surprise.  Harry Wharton stared at him  blankly.  Billy
Bunter was all sorts of a duffer, but he had never shown
up as a “dog " before. He might have been ealled, perhaps.
prgiish, but never doggish, _

Yot here he was smoking a cigarette like the Bounder, or
ke Loder of the Sixth,  And he did not look ashamed of
himself as he canght Wharton's  surprised  glance. | Lo
blinked at the eaptain of the Remove—a more cmphatic
blink than wsual, as some of the simmoke had got into his
eves.  Then he deliberately blew ouf a little eloud "with an
air of great enjoyment,

“Well, my hat '™ said Wharton.

Pull, pull from Dunter.

‘You fat duffer!”™ cjaculaled
little game?”

“Tlave o fas?

“Wha-n-at !’

“They'rg rather good,
the manner of Gerald Lioder, the
“I'U give you a hight”

“Are vou dotty ? exclammed Tharry,
mend,

“Oh, really, Wharton

“ ‘L‘u'hnt ATE VO H:IIIHLHIf_'I' th|1 cirarictte for?

“I1t's awful fun '™ wid Bunter.

“More awful than fun, I
“You'll make vourself sick,™

“Rublish 1" said DBuntee. *The [act s,
smoking.”

“Whi-at 1™

“Why shouldn't a chap have o Lf-:ﬁ-] timme when he's oot
plenty of money 7" argued Banter. @ Smithy used to have
a topping time—smoking amd playing cards, and keeping
whisky in his stodv.,  1Te's turned goody-goody.  But 1'm
not soft like that., T belivve mmoa follow l'hjr.:.-irug Lyrrppsesd
when he's got plenty of money,

Wharton could hardly helieve his cars. e gazed at BRilly
Dunter, who continned to pull out litele clonds of smoke with
an air of determined enjovment.

e I_J'll'Ttl}' of STTRINTAAY P owand Harres.

“(Certainly 1 I shall have pleoty of money to-morrow.™

“Bosh M

“You won't say bosh to-morrow," sand
sneer. Y ou'll come romed trving to horvow
money.  But 1 sha'n't lend you any ™

Iarrs Wharton Tngrhaed.

“IE ovon et any money Towon’t borrow any of 11,7 he
anul, “Pot b, of conrse, T odon’t beelieye ot Yo can't
cxpect anvbody to believe . And afF youn did  pet any
money. by a mivaele, T suppose you'd spend noin gorginge, ™

“You'll see to-morrow whether ['mogoinp (o get any,

Tir Maaxer Lisnany. 0. abh

NEXT

MONDAY—

Whartorn, * What's the

drawled Danter,

dear bov,” smid Dunter, in guite
black sheep of the Sixth,

in inercasing astonish-

should think,” saul Harry.

T'm takine up

Bunler, with a
some of my

chook-chool-choking me! Yow!
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spidd Duanter, with o soalf, * Aud T'm not gommg to spend it
staniinge focds emther, Fellows who hoave vefused to bl
me a few bol when ve been stony necdn’t think they e
poing to live on the fat of the land on omy fwenty gl
And I'm nob grotigr to whaek STH ih_thl‘ sty either, 1oy
ot Lo have o lu_-;nr|[| time. 1 gotng Lo pant the town
I"."li.".

“Whal !™ velled Wharton,

“1'm going to see hfe a bit.” said Bunter

B Bee—see Life 17

*“Yes, rather ! Same as smithy vsed to do.” said DBonter.
“Twve gol a lot of weas aboat it You necdn’s he surprises ]
if vou see e retting oub of the dorm

The dorm?

“Cortainly ! T can’t go out and play cards in the daytime.™

“Pep-play eards ! sad Tarry dazedly.

“That's “secing hfe,” zanl Bunter.  *That's what ['I'r'l
rolng o do. I'm goine to give my friends ot Higheliffe
lonk-n, too-—DPonsonby and Ll:h rest. They're regalar blades,
vou know, 1 mean to skin Tem at nap and banker. 1 dare
sy Loder will ask me into-his study to play bridge wheo
he knows 've got plenty of money, T shall chum up with
some [ellows in the Sixth., I don't suppose I shall havo
much vime to talk to you Remove chaps,™

“My hat !

“In fact, I'm going to have a high old time,” =aid Bunter.
“T might be willing to t.ILE' you down to the Cross koya
with me one nlght if you're eivil.’

“Me! The Cross Keys!”

“Yes. T shall be there a ot said Bunter earclessly. A
really I;r:ln chap like me can make o lot of money playing
cards, with a little capital to work on.”

“Great Seott !

Bunter puffed at his eigarctte with great satisfaction,
while the ecaptamm of the Roemove stared at him with amave-
ment too deep for words,  This was a new development of
Billy Bunter's character. Wharton had belioved that e
knew the Owl of the Remove quite thoronghly,  Evident]s
he didn't, however.  Bunter, in possession of  finanesl
resourees, was guite a new DBunter. He was going to be g
“DLlade " like Ponsonby of IHigheliffe when he got his
IMoney.

“8o that's

Toftily,

the kind of howling idiot you wonld he if vou
had any money !” gasped Wharton at last,

“Oh, really, Wharton! Of course, yvou wouldn't under
atand,” said Bunter patromisimgly. * You haven’t any gooan
vou. You only think about silly football and ,IE";TI!!I'I-L!‘-TI["' il
amateur theatrieals and things — kids' games ! 'm going to
soe life ! Sull, perhaps T might take vou in hulu] a bit."

“Take me in hand ! stuttered Wharton,

“Yes. I nught et you cotmne with me one afternoon
‘ﬁh':'rl I have a drag to the races,” samd Dunter,

“You—you thumping asa! It's _]ulhf lucky for you you're
not likely to have any money ! You'd got sacked from the
school in a week,™

“Poof ! Smithy «idn't get sacked.
Loder,” said Buniter.

“Tader's jolly earcful not ru Le found out,  TTe dsn't snch
a thunderimg idiot as yon are !" said [1.|.rt'3’ “E0ll, as you'ie
not golr o get any money l suppose 1t's all right,. Where
did you gret those tJ_Lf.l.!-:l,iu-r'

“Oh, T got these from Skinner! I've shown Skinner my
pater’s letter, and he believes my money's comimg now, ™
sitd Bunter. © He said he'd lend me o quid with pleasiree,
only he Immn ns to be hard up. Some fellows ean behieve my
word.  Hallo, Toddy ! Have a fag, old man¥” _

Billy Bunter made that remark 1in an airy manner as Peter
Taodd ecame . Peter did not reply: he stood staring ac
Bunter open-mouthed.  Harry Wharton chuckled.  Heo coulid
seer from the cxpression on DPeter’s face that the * blade ™
was not likely to get much encouragement in No. T Stody
i his new manners and customs,

“What are you domng 7" pasped Poter at last.

* Smokinge, sand Bunter de diantly.,

“You silly owl! You rotten chomp! Ttrnu*rﬁ making the
study smell like a tap-room!” roarcd Peter. " I'll zive you
smoking 77

Ho rushed ar the fat junior.

“Here, T sav, Toddy, chuek 1!
as 1 like,” roared Bunter.

And they don't sack

Yow! I'm going to do
“Leego! Grooesh!  You're
Wow ! Ow!”

Bunter vellod as Peter vanked him out of the chaie, with
a grip of iron on lus collar, DPeter did not * choek 1.7 He
shook Buonter bl the fat junor looked hlke a shaking miass
of jelly. The ercarette shipped into his month as he gaspaald,
and  then he gurgled  horribly, The ludhted end of  the
cigaretio did no feel comfortable inside his monil.

“Grooh! Ugh! OL! Ow! Leggo! Gerrogh!™

T
‘A Qrand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
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Splutter ! Splutter! Splutter!

]_Tiamtm* ejected the cigarette, but Peter went on shaking
1.

“You fat idiot!” bawled Peter. ' Smoking, by gum!
Smoking in my study! My hat, I'll——"

“It's my study, ain’t it?’ yelled Bunter. * Lemme alene!
Grooh! 1T vou mako my glasses fall off-—Yarooh !—and they
get broken—Yaroop !—you'll have to—Yow! Uw!l—pay for
'em! Yarooh!”

“Ila, ha, ha!” roared Wharton, as DPeter, tired at last,
hurled the Owl of the Remove into the armchair agaimn.
“Mind how vou handle the blade, Peter! You may break
it! Didn’t you know that Bunter was poing to start as'a
blade?"”’

** Gur-r-r-r-r-ogh!"”

“T'Il give him blade!” said Peter, gasping for breath.
“J ecan put up with his sneaking and spying and gorging
anil cadging; because he’s born like that and cen’t help it;
but if ho starts plaving the giddy goat as well—""

“ Gur-r-r-r-r-ogh

*“*Ha, "ha, hal”

Todd gathered up the rest of the gigarettes.

“ Whero did you gét these, you fat duffer?”’ he demanded.
“You haven’t any money to buy ‘em, and 1 know you'd
spend vour money in tuck, if you had any. Somebody’s
given them to you, Who was it?"

“ Gurrr-g? Gurrr-g! Yow! D:d-don’t shake me again,
vou beast! I'll lick you! Groo! I'll emash youl Groog!
1t was Skinner, you beast! Gro-o-0-0-0-0-0-gh!"” :

“ Skinner, was it?"" said Peter. “I'll talk to Skinner!
I'l tefl Skinner about leading my prize idiot from the path
of virtue.”

“Look here, Todd, you rotter——

Peter Todd strode from the study. Harry Wharton
folowed him, laughing. Todd burst into the study which
Harold Skinner shared with the Bounder. They were both
there, at their preparation. Peter Todd did not waste time
in words. He seized Skinner by the back of the neck and
yanked him out of his chair, knocking the chair Aving.

“ Halle!"” ejaculated the Bounder. * What's the trouble?

“Leggo!” roared Skinner. ** Wharrer vou at? My hatl
Why, I'll—="

“You've been giving my prize porker smokes,” said Todd.
“1 don't allow my prize pir fo be corrupted, Skinner. Thesc
cigarettes belong to you. You're going to eat "em.”

“Why, you ass, you fathead! Grererer-rerrr-v!” Skinner
tricd to elose his mouth, but he was too late.  Todd had
jammed  the erumpled handful of <¢igareites into 1t, and

“kinner choked and  spluttered, his face turning  almost
green,
“ There!” panted Peter. ' Now, you corrupt my porker

again, and I'll give you a thundering hiding next time.”

“Ow! Groo! Ugh! I shall be sssick!l Ugh!”

Poeter Todd walked out of the study, leaving BSkinner
leaning over the fender, and looking as if he were in mid-
hannel on a very rough day, and uttering the most
mnearthly gounds.  Todd looked rather red and exeited as
he came out, and Harry Wharton was almost in hysteries.
Peter had a heavy hand.

1 think that will stop "em—what*” saud Peter.

““Ha, ha, ha! 1 should say so,” gasped Wharton, " Dut
I sav, Peter, is there anything in Bunter’s yarn about a lot
of money coming to him toe-morrow?”’

“OF course it's only his gas. The fat Ananias ought to
be in Berlin, in the Wollf Bureau, giving out German news.
He's wasted here.™

“ But he's going to be a blade, a dog.

“ Let me eateh him!™ said Peter.

““ There’s a footer meeting in my study,” =and Wharton.
“ome on! I don’t think Bunty will do any more smolking
this evening.”

In No. 1 Study the football meeting was acquainted with
Bunter’'s new departure, and they roared over 1t.  But they
little knew,

127

Ha, ha, ha!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Twenty of the Best!

bt g~ ATHER round, my infants ! sang out Squiff,
““Ha, ha, hal”

Sampson Quiney Iffley Field was grinning,  The
other fellows were grinning, too. It was *to-
morrow ' at last, and the Remove had come out after

morntne lessons.  That morning Billy Bunter was to receive
hiz tremendous remittance,

Before lessons he had scanned the morning’s post, bal
there had been nothing for Bunter.  But the Owl of the
Remove was *f keeping it up.” In the Form-room he had
roeeived fifty lines from Mr. Quelch for talking in class,

THe MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 3560

resistered

simply because he could not refrain from declaring that after
lessons the Remove fellows would see what they wounld s,

There was no doubt, of course, that they would see what
they would see: but that they would sce twenty pounds arrive
for Bunter ne one thought of believing. Bkinner was the
only fellow who was not grinning. He had scen the letier
from Bunter's pater, and although he did not believe ihe
varn, it oceurred to him that there was a bare chance that
there was something in it.  Skinner was a deep fellow, and
a0 he had taken the trouble to be civil to Bunter ** on spec.”
If it turned out to be another of Billy Bunter’s ** whoppers,”
Skinner intended to indemnify himself for his trouble by
thumping the fat junior.

The postman was coming across the Close, and Dunter

was blinking at him eagerly through his spectacles. The
psychological moment had arrived.
“ Gather round!” repeated Squiff. ‘* Walk up, gents! The

chaneo of a. lifetime! This is where Bunter gets a remit
tance. Gather round!”

“The gather-roundfulness is  terrific,””  purred
Jamses Ram Singh.  * But the twentypoundiulnesg—-—

‘* Ha, ha, hal”

“Vou'll jolly well see,” said Billy Bunter. * Hallo,
Sammy! Here you are! The postman’s coming. There'll
be something for you, too.”

Sammy Bunter, Billv’s minor of the Second Form, eameo
along with a ecrowd of fags. The fags were all grinnming.
Sammy-had teld them that his pater was going to send him
a fiver. The heroes of the Second Form were prepared to
believe in that fiver when they saw it.

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo, Boggy!" said Bob Cherry, as the
postman came up.  Youve got a roristered letter for
Bunter—whai?"’

““ Ha, ha, hal”

Y Yessir,” said Boge.

“* Wha-a-at!"” c¢jaculated Bob.

“Two registered letters, sir: one for Master William
Bunter, and t'other for Master Samuel Bunter,” said Bogg.

“ My only hat!”

“ Begad,” said Lord Mauleverer, in amazement—"* bezgad !
Bunty has been telling the truth! Fan me, somebody 17

The juniors stared as the postman handed out the two
lotters.  The two Buniers took them, with
trinmphant grins.  Sammy rushed away with his, amid a now
pager, crowd of fags, Sammy DBunter was (quite a personago
in the Second Form that afternoon,

“Well, bless my boots ! =aid Squiff.
of course. How could Bunter have said at, i

“You'll jolly soon see,”” snorted Bunter.

“Open the estecmed letier, my fat Bunter,” =aid IHurree
Singh.  “ When the esteemed banknotes are visible to the
nudeeve, then the seefulpess will be the believefulness,™

“ TLend me a penknife, Skinny, old chap,” sald DBunter
airily.

Skinner lent him a penknife quite respectfally.

With all eves upon him, Billy Bunter slit the thick envelope.
The Remove fellows were simply breathless.  That Bunter
should receive a  handsome’ remittance was  astonishing
enongh. But that he should have told the truih, the frozen
truth, that was more astonishing still.  Most of the JUniors
wore still inclined to believe rhat it was a “spoof.”  They
would beliove in the twenty pounds when they beheld themn
with their own eyes.

“QOpen it quickfully, my esicemed Bunter,” murmured
Hurree Singh.  ** Cannot you see that you are keeping us
on tenterhooks?"” )

“You're jolly well not going to touch it, Inky,” smbed
Bunter. 1 haven't forgotten that you refused me a smail
loan vesterday.”

“Why, vou fat owl—"" began Bob Cherry.

“ Nor you, either, Cherry.  No goad your coming round
cadeine, cither.”

“Why, I—I—I——"" stuttered Bob.

“ Ag for vou Peter Todd, 1 decided last night to have
nothing more to do with you, after your beastly conduect in
the study,”” =aid Bunter.

“ My only aunt!” murmured Peter.

“Phe same with von, Alonzo. 1 ecan’t stand a snufHing
ass like vou, anyway. As for Tom Dutton, I'm done with
him."”

v Phere must really be some money in that letter,” said
Harry Wharton, in wonder. **If there is, we shall see
Bunter at his best,  He's growing quite delirhiful already.”

v What D've said applies to you, too, Wharton, T refuse
to have anvthing te do with you. The mean way vou've
treated me justifies me i refusing to talie anv notice of you,
Qo it's no good trying to curry favour now

1% Curry favour! With you?” gasped Wharton, ™ Oh
mv hat ! I must be dreaming!”

“ Fellows who expect me to stand whacking feeds with

Horree

“ It ean’t be true,
it was true?”
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this remittance may as well understand that they're off-
side,”” said Bunter. * I'm going to have a good time now
I've got plenty of money. I've got nothing to waste on
rotters who've refused me a small loan when I've occasion-
ally wvery rarvely— been hard up.”

S Sure, we haven't seen  the
darling.” said Micky Desmond.

“ (O, vou can see it ! said Bunfer loftily,

He drew out the letter, and unfolded i, The Removiies
eusped as they saw him unroll four erisp banknotes,

“Tivers ! gasned Nugent.

“ puess that’s the real goods!” said Fisher T. Fish.
* Bunter, you galoot, where did your popper raid those?
Iie’'ll be doing time for this, I guess!” :

“ Must have robbed a bank !” murmured Bolsover major.

“ Real fivers!”

“ Great Seolt ! .

“ Don’t take anv notice of 'em, Bunter, old fellow,” said
Sidney James Snoop. * You stick to your old pals, and let
em o and eat coke !

“ Snoopey's an old pal already,” chuckled Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter stuffed the banknotes into his pocket. The [at
junior seemed to have grown a couple of inches taller, With
twentv pounds in his pocket, he was somebody. Already
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NEXT

MONDAY —

remittance yet, DBunter

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, what have yvou got there 7" asked Bob. Bunter recoverel himself, and blinked deliantly
“All go-1head chaps drink whisky,
I'm going to have a ripping time, I can tell you.
town red.” (See Chapter 10.)

Don't be surprised if you se: me come
I'm going to paint the

“THE LAST PLUNGE!”

Skinner, and Snoop, and Stott, and Fisher T. Iish wera
bestowing upon him their most agrecable smiles, but Billv
Bunter did not scem to observe their smiles. He rolled out
of the doorway into the Clese, heading for the tuckshop,

“ Bunter, old man—"" called out Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter (hd not turn his head.

Bob rushed after him and caught him by the shoulder.,
Bunter gave him a blink of the deepest contempt.

“Tlands off I"" he snapped.

“1 want to say "

“Oh, I know what you wanl to say.”
“but 1it’s too jolly late now. You're simply not going to
touch a bob of it, Understand that !’

“You fat burbler!” howled Bob. *“ Do vou think I want
vour beastly money? I was going to say that I'm sorry I
doubted your word, when vou were telline the truth for
once.  Bub you couldn’t expeet a chap to know you were
breaking the record.”

Bunter waved a fat hand disdainfully,
“Don't talk to me ! he said loftily.
acquaintance, Bob Cherry.

chotce of friends,”

And Bunter swaggered away to the tuckshop, leaving Dob
dumbfounded.

grinned Bunter;

“1 don’t desire vour

I'm rather particular in my

A Grand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
After the Feast the Reckoning!
4 AM-TARTS—" _

Mrs. Mimble, who kept the little tuckshop in the
corner of the old Close, coughed. It was DBally
Bunter's way to roll in and give an order; but Mrs.

Mimble knew him so well that she always waited to see the
“ oolour” of Lis money before she fulfilled the command.

“ A dozen to begin with,”’ said Bunter,

“ Ahem !” _ ar2scn

“ And you can change that for me,” said Bunter, flicking
a five-pound note down on the counter, with a lordly air.

Mrs. Mimble jumped. She looked at the fiver, and then
adjusted her glasses and locked at it again. Then she looked
at Bunter.

““1 hope this is your own, Master Bunter?” :

“What* roared Bunter. *“You just change it, DMres,
Mimble. I've got some more here, if you'd hike to sec em.
Look at that!” .

“ Bless my soul ! said Mrs. Mimble. ** But—but—"

The good dame hesitated to take up the fiver. Bunter's
possession of three more like i1t made her suspicious. She
had reason to be well acquainted with William George's
extremely free-and-easy ideas about money. But several
juniors followed Bunter in, and they chipped in to reassurc
the pood lady. .

“1 guess it's all O'K, Mrs. Mimble,” said Fisher T. Fish.
“ Bunter has had a whopping remittance {rom his popper.

“Right as rain!” said Skinner. * Bunter 1s going to
stand treat, ma’am, Trot out the Jam-tarts.” _

“We've come to help you spend the fiver, Billy,” said
Snoop jovially.

“ Cream-puffs for me,"” said Stott,

Billy Bunter blinked at them,

“Give these chaps a tart cach, Mrs. Munble,”
“1It's my treat.”

“ A—-n—a tart cach!”

he said.

said Snoop. “ You've got twenty
quids in your pockets and you can’t stand your old pals
more than a tart each! My hat!”

* Twopenny ones, 1 suppose ! said Fish.

“ Penny ones [’ said Bunter firmly.

“Well, T swow ! said Fish,

“Of all the pigs!” said Skinner. “But, of course, you're
joking, Bunter "

“ Rats " said Bunter.

Mrs, Mimble snuled, and ** trotted '’ out the tart each for
the four fellows who had come to help Bunter spend the
fiver. Evidently thev would not be able to afford him much
Lelp in that line.  Billy Bunter himself wired into a whole
dishful. Bunter had not forgotten his new plans of be-
coming a * hlade” and o *“dog ™" now that he was In posses-
sion of funds. His father had infended him to make useful
purchases with the monev—such as a biweyele and a new
footer amd new ‘“clobber.”  DBunter had no intention of
expending the mohey in that manner, however., He intended
to be a “dog ' ; but first of all; he meant to have a whack-
ing feed—such a feed as he had not enjoved for whole terms.
But he did not see any reason whatever why he should
waste his capital in standing generous fecds to Skinner &
Co. That wasn't in the programme.

Skinner looked at his penny tart, and looked at Bunter.
Snoop started on lis tart one was better than nothing,
Fisher T. Fish esave o loud sport, and walked out of the
shop, leaving his tart on the counter. It wasn’t worth while
to ““suck up’ to the Owl of the Remove for a miserable
penny tart,  Stott picked up his tart, with a gleam in lus
CYes.,

“ And this is the lot ! he asked.

“That's the lot,” said Bunter, with his mouth fuall.

“Then vou can keep it "7 said Stotr.  And he jammed the
tart upon Bunter's fat little nose and walked out,

“Grooh!" roared Bunter. * You Wow! Beast!”
Tho fat junior had to suspend operations on the dish, while
he dabbed at his jammy face with his handkerehief and
wiped his speetaclos,

“a, ha, ha!” roarcd Snoop. ** Seive you right, yvou fat
beast ! Look here, is there any more for me?™

“Go and ecat coke!” howled Bunter,

“Then I'm off I

Snoop playfully kicked the stool from under Bunter, and
walked away. There was a terrific crash as the Owl of the
Remove came to the Aoor,

R A e M s el

ANSWERS
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“0Oh! Yow! My hat!”

“ Ha, ha, -ha !’ yelled Bkinner.

“ You—you cackling beast " howled Bunter.
hand up! Yow! I'm hurt! Oh, crumbs B _

Skinner kindly gave him a hand up., He did not intend
to quarrel with Bunter—not till the twenty pounds were
cone. DBunter grunted, and perched himself on the high
stool again, Ie was in an exasperated frame of mind; he
folt that he was not being treated with the respect due to a
follow who possesscd. the whacking sum of twenty pounds.

 Rotten !’ said Skinner sympathetically. ** Ahem! Jix-
cuse my laughing; I—I was laughing at Shoop, you know.

“Groo ! said Bunter, tucking into the tarts agun,
Marold Skinner watched him hungrily, debating in his mind
whother he should knock Bunter fying off the stool, _

“ Ahem! I'm a bit peckish, Bunty, old man,” sard
Skinner.

“ Vou can have another tart,” said Bunter.

« Thanks ! 1 really think the fellows will expect you to
ctand a treat—something really handsome, you know,” said
Skinner,

“ Let "em expect,”” said Bunter, o

“ What price a feed in the Rag to the whole Form ' sug-
wested Skinner, demolishing his second tart, and helping
himself to a third.

“ Rats ! said Bunter, ‘

Skinner absent-mindedly took a fourth tart from the dish,
Billy Bunter turned his gleaming spectacles upon him.

“Let my grub alone, Skinner !" ‘ |

““ Oh, come; be a pal, old chap!’ said Skinner. “ We're
going to have a fag afterwards in my study, you know.”

“Oh, all right! I'm jolly well not standing feeds all
round, though,” said Bunter. ' Now I've got plenty of
dibg, I'm going to look after Number One, vou see—that's
me ! I'm going to have a high old time, you bet! You can
Lave another tart. Ginger-pop, please, Mrs. Mimble.”

The Owl of the Remove continued to eat and to drink, and
to drink and to eat, till the bell rang for dinner. By that
time his fat face was looking very shiny, and he had a
focling of uncomfortable tightness under his waistcoat. He
rolled down with some difficulty from the high stool.

“ How much is that, Mrs. Mimble " he gasped,

“Right shillings and sixpenee,” said Mrs. Mimble,

“Oh! Gimme my change.”

Mrs. Mimble passed four currency notes for a pound each
across the counter. Billy Bunter hlinked at them,

“That's only four quid " he exclaimed.

“You owed me eleven-and-sixpence
Bunter.”

“ Oh, 1 say!” ejaculated Bunter indignantly.
vou know, that was an old account!
money liko that, Mrs. Mimble.”

“Vou promized to pay it when you received a postal-
order. Master Bunter,”” said the good dame, her jaw setting
very squarely,

“Cat this wasn't a postal-order; this was banknotes!”

“ It 1s all the same.”

“ It 1en't the sume!"” howled Bunter,
cimme my eleven-and-six

* Nonsense !

Qkinner chuckled, and cleared off to runm in to dinner,
AMr. GQueleh did not like the juniors late at the dinner-table.
Billy Bunter blinked furiously at Mrs. Mimble. The tuck-
shop-keeper was firm as a rock.  An unexpected chance had
come for recovering that old bad debt from Billy Bunter,
and Mrs, Mimble naturally did not intend to let it =lip.

“1 tell you thizs amn’t playving the game!” howled Bunter.
YOTqin't legal ! Stoppage is no pavment, you know. That's
law : you can ask Toddy! Look here——""

W e will be late for dinner, Master Bunter.”

Billy Bunter erumpled the pound-notes in his fist and
snorted and stalked awayv., There was evidently no recover-
ing his eleven-and-six, That old account had becn settled
at last, and there was no means of unsettling it.

Bunter rolled out of the tuckshop and hurried across the
(lose to the School House. He was feeling very uncomfort-
able inside—he had overdone it a bttle with pastey and ginger-
heor., For once in his life, he was not keen on dinner, But
he had to turn up at the Remove table,

Mre. Quelch gave him a severe glance as he came in and
droppred into his seat with a breathless grunt,

“ You are late, Bunter!™

“oHes-sorry, s=ir ! gasped DBunter.

“Gimme &

already, Master

“ Look here,
You can’t collar my

“ Look here, wyeu

“ Mrs, Alimble got my

chanee wrong, sir, and I had to explain it to her. A very
irnorant  woman, gip 1*

“ Don't let it oceur apam, Bunter.”

The Remove fellows remarded Bunter curiously.  Bunter

in funds was an Interesting object.
appetite was remarkable,
The fat junlor toyved with his dinner, It scemed to him

And Bunter without an
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g shoer waste not to eat it when he gof it for nothing, and
he crammed down a little, but he simply had no reom for
it. The juniors grinned as they noted a greenish look over-
spreading his fat face.

“ Buanter. old man,” whispered Micky Desmond, *° would
we like some fat bacon?”

DBunter twrned quite pale.  Cream-puffs and jam-tarts and
doughnuts and chooolate-creams and Turkish delight and
ginger-heor were on the worst of terms with one another
his inside. The mention of fat bacon made him feel quite 1ll.

“ Have some gravy, Bunter?’ whispered Bob Cherry,

“What he wants 15 some cod-liver oil I”" chuckled Bolsover
ma jor.

* Groooh !

“ Bunter.” rapped ont Mr. Quelch, * what i1s the matter
with you? Are you ll?"

“ N-n-no, sir! I—I have no appetite to-day!’ proaned
Bunter.

“You have been over-eating, I suppose—and just before
a meal-time ! said the Remove-master severely, *f This is
disgusting, Bunter! Yon are a disgusting boy !”

* Liroooh !

“ Leave the table at onee!" snapped Mr. Quelch., ““ You
are not in a condition to be at a dinner-table with civilised
beings! Go away at onee!”

3illy Bunter rolled out of the dining-room, feeling very
bad indeed.

The Removites erinned jovously. TBunter had shown =o
many unpleasant traits in his character already since receiv-
ang his whacking rvemittance that they were not displeased
to sca that bas viches were not bringing happiness.  Queer
sounds were heard from Bunter as he beat a retreat:; and
after dinner the Removites found him in the Close, leaning
aranst the wall and lookinge pale and sickly.

= 5ll feeline that vouw'd like some fat baecon, Bunty?
asked Sguift.

“0Oh, go away!”
roine o bemroo 1!
L rh“ f.'h:lr]ru*] e

“f I1a, ha, ha!"

“A good strong dose of eod-liver oil! ™ suggested Bob
Cherry,  ** Hallo, ballo, hallo! He's exploding ! Clear off |7

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

Billy Bunter waz bent almost double, and from his fat
throat came extraordinary sonncds.  The mniora, velling with
langhter, clearcd off, leaving the Owl of the Remove alone
with lhis misery,

=aid Bunter faintly. “T—T think T'm
T—T1 feel the same as 1 did—pgroo—
rroooooh '

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,.
Yaluable Pals!
b T il acnin!™ roared Peter Todd
H It was the evening, and as Todd came into his
study he found the atmosphere of No. 7 thick with
the fumes of tobaceo,

Billy Bunter was =moking, Evidently he had recovered
from the painful results of his visit to the tuckshop.

Bunter the Blade was going strong. The new blade was
not alone in the studv, Skinner and Bnoop were there, and
they were smoking, too. The three young rascals were
trving to look as if they were enjoyving tiemsvlvﬁ.

Poter Todd sniffed vielentls,

“ You sillv youne ass!” he exclaimed,
down at once!”

“Rats ! said Bunter. ¥ Look here, Tadd, T don't want
any of vour cheek! [ don’t want to speak to vou, in fact.
Under the cireumstaners, I don't eare to know you. The
son of a povertvestricken solicitor isn't exactly the kind of
pal [ want. I'm going to spend my money as 1 like. You're
not roing to touch it. I'd be obliged  to you if you'd change
1ito some other study,”

“ My aunt!" _

“ Yops, von let Dunter alone!” said Skinner. * Bunter's
pot pals to stand by him, and he docsn't want you to bother
him!"’

“ You—yon lilthy, smoky rotlers!” shouted Todd. * Get
out of my study! You don’t want to share my quarters any
longer, Bunter—whatl 7

“No, 1 don’t! 1 don't like impecunious fellows !

“Good! Then vou can clear off 1" said Peter. T can’t
chanee stidics myself—at least, T won’t! DBut vou ean!  And
vou're woing to! I don™t want any high-flying blades in
No. 7. "

“ Put that far

Chat yvou go!l

“ YVaroooh ! roarcd Bunter, as Todd secized him by ihe
collar and vanked him out of the chair. ™ Help me, you
fellows! Stand by o pal!”

“ What-ho!" said Skinner, not very [lr'nl'ti]j.', however.
“ Let him alone, Todd !

“ Chuek the ead out!™ yelled Bunter

o e on!t o sand Peter i‘]:lf'ilt']'lj.'. g i i | (‘frllltl]]'l. handle
threo pasty-Taced wasters ke you chaps I'd drown myself!
Kim on!”

Skinner and Snoop were not in a hurery to ““kim on.” so
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Poter Todd was a zgreat warrior,
and he was exasporated now, He slung Billy Bunter through
the doorway, and then rushed at Skinner and Snoop.  Instead
of tackling him, those two heroic youths dodged round the
table and darted for the door. They jammed together in
the doorway in their haste, and Peter wasz close belhind them,
Poter seemed to imagine that he was on the footer-field,
kicking for goal. Ihis heavy boot crashed upon Bkmner and
Snoop in turn, and they went rolhing anto the passnge with
loud vells.

Peter Todd surveyed them grimly from the doorway.

“ Now, if vou want any more, come back " he said.

* Groooh!™

““ Oh, my hat!"”

“You rotter!"

Peter slammed the door on them. Thae three * blades™
evidently did not want any more, for they did not come back,
They sortedd themselvoes out, and picked themselves up, grunt-
ine dismally. )

“1 say, vou fellows” gasped Bunter, * I'm not going to
dizr with that ead any lonoer. I'll share vour study after this,
slkinner,”’

“ Bmithy wouldn’t have it,” sald Skinner.

“ (fome into my study, Buntv” said Snoop, who was as
keen as Skinner to capture the moneved man of the Remove,
“oStott’s quite willing: he'll be delighied.  You come and
share No. 4 with us.”

“ Thanks, I will,”” said Bunter.

Stott showed great pleasure when Billy Bunter was brought
mio the studv,  He pulled oot the armchair for Bunter, and
the fat junior sat down with a srunt of satisfaction.

This was very different from what he had been accustomed
to. Billy Bunter had often offered to share follows' studies
with them, and the fellows’ replies had always been painfully
diveet and lacking in politeness.  But Ially DBunter was a
study-mnte to be desived now—at least, as long as the twenty
lﬂi’l”][i}i I[l.“'i!"ﬂ[.

“T'vp mot some fars here.” said Stott. * Put a eig on,
Iunty, old man. Heve's o licht, 1 say, I'm glad to see you
poing it like this! You are a sport!”

“I'm jolly well going to be a sport—rather ! said Bunter.
“None of vour goodyv-vondy vot for me!” He blew out a
clouwd of smaoke. ** What do vou fellows sav to a little game?”

Peter came on himself.

YA a—a little whatt" ejaculated Stott, rather takea
abacl. _ .
“ Nap!" zaid Bunter. ** Sixpenny points, you know.

' My word I'”

“ Hum ! Suapnose—sappoze a prefeet should look in?™ mur-
mured Bnoo).

“ 0oh, blow thoe prefecis!” said Dunter,

Y Yes, let’s chanee it,"” said Skinner, secing an E“.U‘i'”i"r!f-
opportunity for transferring some of Bunter's wealth to his
aown pockets, Anybody got any eards?”

* Ahem 1Y

Nobady had. It was havd lines on a fellow who was start-
ing in business as a gayv dos to be stopped at the very start
by a lack of the * wicked pasteboards.””  As a matter of fact,
any junior at Grevirinrs who had been found in possession
of a pack of cards would have been caned soverely.

ywunter srunted discontentedly.

“ Make 1 sugeest ed
proclet.

“ Richt-ho!" drawled Bunter.
exeiterment—what '’

Skinmer and Snoop amd Stott exchanged greedy glances,
Tennies were hished ont, and, anud a eloud of cigarctte-smaoke,
the voung rascals proceeded to toss. Whether 1t was luck, or
whether it was skill, or whether there was an understanding
among DBunter’s pals, it was eertnin that for some reason the
Owl of the Bemove had vo luelk.  He found himself paving
ont pennies at a great rate, and he scon ealled a halt.

“ Male 1t o bob a time,”" said Skinner,

“ Thanka! T'm tired of that!" said Bunter. *“ Tt's a kuls'
e, anyway., So-long ! I'm going to see Smithy.”

“ONother little zame any time vou like,”” anid Snooq,
clinking a dozen pennies in lns pocket with great sntisfaction.

The door elosed on Dunter,  Then Skinner & Co. looked at
one another and grinned.

“ Did wou ever see such a blithering, fat, silly champ?™
said Skinner. “ Ianey Bunter starting as a giddy dog?
Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Snoop and Stott,
“ The silly ass—"

“ The howhng idiol—-
““ Ha, ha, ha !’

Which was not at all complimentary to the Blade of the

Roemove,
11
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Birds of a Feather!

ERNON-SMITH was yawning in his study, when the
door opened and Billy Bunter blinked m. 'The Bounder
of Greyiriars had [nished his preparvation, and was turn-
ing it over in hkis mind whether he should have a

cigarette, Tle grinned at the sight of Bunter, Ie had heard
of Billy Bunter's new departure, and Bunter as a blade
tickled him immenselv. e decided smmediately in his mind
against the cigarette he had been thinking of. To act the
goat on the same lines as Bunter was a little too undignified,

“ Hallo!” said Vernon-Smith.  ** Still rolline in flthy
lucre ¥

Bunter slapped Ins pocket, There was a chink of cash,

“Oh, I'm pretty flush,” he remarked. “ My pater’s doing
remarkably well on the Stock Exchange, vou know. Some
men have sense enough to make something out of this blessed
war—what ?"”

The Bounder sniffed.

“T'm going to have my allowance doubled,” went on
Bunter., * In fact, 1 shall always have plenty of cash in the
future. Of course, a fellow with plenty of money has to be
rather particular in his friends, don’t you think so?”

“Oh ! eald the Bounder,

“T'vé left No. T Study for good,” said Bunter. T never
could stand those Todds. I'm not going back inte Ne. 1,
either, Wharton and Nigent are jolly ecivil to me now, but
I'm not taking any.”

“ You fat prevaricator,” said the Bounder. * Wharton and
Nugent wouldn’t touch you with a barge-pole !

““Ahem! Now, I've dropped in to see you, Smithy,”” said
Bunter, seating himself in an armchair and crossing one fat
leg over the other., * You're a fellow I can get on with !

“ Thanks "’

“Not at all. As your father's a millionaire you have
plenty of money, and vou won't always want to be spﬂnging
on me, like Skinner and Snoop, and that lot,” explained
Bunter, ‘* Besides, you're a fellow of my own tastes.™

“My hat!" zaid the Bounder, * I've never stuffed till T
burst my crop, that I remember !

“Ahem! I—I don't mean that,” said Bunter hastily. ** As
a matter of fact, I'm going rather casy in that line myself,
I'm going to cut a dash.”

“ A—a what?”

““ A dash,” =aid Bunter. “ I'm gomng to have a high old
time. That's why I'm going to pal on with vou, Smithy."”

- My only chapean!” sand the Bounder, in astonishment.
“* You're going to pal on with me, are von?"

“ Just so. - You're a fellow after my own heart, really,”
said Bunter, T say, Smithy, have a smoke "’

“ No, I won't!”

“ You don’t mind if T smoke here, T suppose ?"

“Yes, Ido!” said Smuthy. Il you start smoking here I'll
eling you out on vour neck !”

“ Oh, draw 1t mild, Smithy! I know vou smoaoke, vou
knew. Don’t we all know that you were nearly sacked from
the school once for amoking, and gambling, and pub-haunting,
and so forth? You've made Wharton and the rest believe
that you've chucked it, but of course you

can’t take me " o

Vernon-Smith half rose from his chair,
but he sat down again with a laugh. lully
Bunter was too absurd to pet angry with,

** Now, that's what I'm going 10 talk to
you about,” econtinucd Bunter. ** We're
really birds of a feather, you know. I'm
poing to have a ripping time—smoke, and
play, and—and drink, too. Why shouldn’t
a fellow have some whisky if he wants to
—what 1"’

“Great Seott!”

“In fact, I'm going to be a regular
blade,” said Bunter impressively, * and I'l
pal on with you, Smithy, and we'll have a
roaring tine torethor—see ? I—I'm not
really up to all the ropes yet, and I'd like
you to show me round a bit—introduec me
to the sporting set at the Cross Keys, and
those boolkmaliors vour know, amd that
kind of thing. Of course, 1 shall pay my
whack all along the line.™

Vernon-Smith siared at the fat junior
dumbfounded.  Onee upon a time the
Bounder had been o wild beggar, but he
had developed more sense sinee then,  Hig
escapades, at one time, had been the talk
of the Remove. They had very nearly
landed Vernon-Smith with the sack.
Bmithy was not particularly proud of that
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episode in his eareer. For this fak, ridiculons duffer to come
to him like this, coolly proposing to be mmitiated into a carcer
of viee, simply took Smithy’s breath away

He could only stare at Bunter, The Owl of the Remove
was smirking in a self-satisfied manner. Ile did not seem to
sce anything extraordinary in his request,

“ You see, vou'll show me tha ropes,” he remarked. * You
fellows haven't seen me as I really am, so far, I've really had
to hide my light under a bushel, you know, But I'm coming
out now—right out. I'm going to paint the town red.”

“ QOh, erumbs !

““ A short lifo and a merry one—what?” =aid DBunter,
“* Now I've got lots of money I'm going to be a high-roller.”

““ A—a high-roller I said Smithy Ffuntly,

“ Yes, rather ! Now, you've fimshed vour prep. What do
vou say to a little game?"” asked Bunter,

““ A game of what #"

““ Cards, of coursze !”

“ Beggar your neighbour, do you mean?"

Bunter snorted, '

“ Oh, don’t be funny, Smithy.
points, ™’

“Th? Five quid a hundred 7 said Smithy.

*“I—I don't care. Any old thing,” said DBunter recklessly.
“You're a goer, Smithy., I'm going to be a goer, too,”

“You'll be a goer. You'll go out of the school on vour
neck if a master or o prefect hears anything of this,”" said
Smithy.

“HYach ! They never howled you out,” said Binter
pretty deep, too, you know.”

"% Ha, ha, ba!"

“ What are you cackling at? Look here, if vou ain't afraid
of losing your mohey, let’s have a little game [ said Buater.
“ We can play dummy, you know.”

“ It would be three dummies if I played vou.”

“ Oh, really, Smithy-—""

“You fat idiotT I don’t want to be sacked., if vou do.
And I don't want your silly money. Keep it in vour pocket.”

“ When I want vour advice I'll ask for it,” said Bunter,
with dignmity. " *“ If you don’t eare to play, I dare say I'll find
scmebody else who's got some cards, Loder of the Sixth
plays bridge in his study.”

““ He wouldn't play with you,” said Smithy. * He'd be
afraid of you blabbing it out afterwards.”

“Pooh! I'm a sport,” said Bunter. * T sheuldn’t grumble
if T lost. Besides, I should win.. I'm a deep chap, with a
steady head, you know, and an iron nerve. I'm convinced
that I should have topping luck at cavds. And look here, if
yvou won't help me, I shall do without vour help. The chaps
at the Cross Keys would be glad enough to sce me, without
an introduction from yon, for that matter.”

“You fat dulfer! 1f vou took vour money down (here that
gang would have every shilling of it off vou before vou could
say jam-tarts !

“(h, rot! They didi't have vours off vau, Smithy."”

“ I've got my eye-tecth cut, yon ass!”

“* Well, I'm pretty keen, tos—sharp as a razor, in fact,” said
Bunter. “I can look out for myself, and don’t vou forget
it! And I'm jolly well going! Don't be
surprised if you hear me getting out of the
i:lm'_m‘zu-niphl. The faet 15, 1'm keen to be
1

Veinon Smith pazed at him  aghast,
Hard and eynieal as he ways, the Bounder
wis not without gpood-nature, and he felt
a eertain contemptuous pity for this anbsurd
amateur blackguard. Truly, Bunter in
funds: was a new Bunter!

“ You awful idiot ! said the Bounder,
“Yon'll get sacked, as eafe as  houscs,
And ithose sharpers will have all your
money. What will vou feel like when all
your quids are gone ¥’

“(th, I'm a gport, vou know "’

“* Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter snorted, and rose to lis feet.  Al-
though he had only just started as a blade,
i blade was too consequential a personage
to be laughed at like tlns,

“ Well, if you ecan’t do anything but
cackle, I'll clear off,”” he said. T was wall-
ing to pal on with you, as we're so much
alike in {astes,  Suil, T Jare say vou'd be
rather slow for o goer like me. I'll try my
lnek at the Cross Kevs.™

“Ilold on!"’ gaid the Bounder. “Do
you really mean that you're going to break
bounds to-might and pet down to that
beastly pubt”

I mean bridee, for beb

“I'm

Week:
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ISEII.“' Huntu_r_ ut the cigar between his fat lips again, and pulled at it,
} y Bunter's complexion changed considerably as he progressed with that cigar.
asked Peter: *“Grooh! I—I—I1 f-f-feel illl " (Sece Chapler 9.)

while Peter Todd raised the dog-whip
“ Llke it? "

‘ threateningly.

=

“ I'm ecertainly going to have my fling,” said Bunter
loftily, ** If vou want to be pally, you might stay aned help
me in, 1 may come home a it serewed.”™

doBepewed 17 velled Vernon-S8mith,  * Oh, my only aunt 17

““ A bit squiffy, wvou know,”’ said Bunter. ** Iellows
ogencrally get a bit squifiv when they go on the razde.”

" The—the razele! Oh, my hat! Ilold on, though. Il
have that little game” saiud the “We'll play
banker.”

“ Oh, good!” said Bunter, brightening up. * Tret out the
cards, old scout.”

Vernon-Smith regarded ham with a evnieal smile.  The fat
junier was almeost trembling with cagerness,  He was inoa
fever to be winnming Smithy’s money.  Vernon-Smith opened
the table drawer, and took ont a hittle box marked ** Cravons,”
and extracted n pack of cards from it.

“ Shuffle,”” he said,  ** Cut for banker.”

“ Right-ho !

They sat on opposite sides of the table, and Bunter, in spite
of Bonthy's prolalation, hghtod o cirarctte, e explamed that

Tie Macwer Liprary.—No. 366.

Ponneder,

he would play better with a fag between his tecth. tHe

blinked round the study as he shufiled the cards,

“ Anything to drink here?” he asked.

“ Lemonade,” said Smithy.

“ 1 mean something strongoer than that.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

“ What are you eackling at?”’ .

“Flu, ha, ha! And I alwavs thought you were nothing Erut
a fat porpoise,”’ grinned the Bounder. ' I suppose you ve
gat the makings of a blackguard in you, Bunter; but youll
be the funniest blackguard that ever blagged

“ Oh, really, Smithy ! .

“ Play up!” said Smithy., © I you want to 5131._1‘1{.,!: of
vour twenty quid, you can leave it in this study. Pilo mn!
" Smithy won the bank, and they began to play. Iunter had
changed some of his enrrency notes, and was well supplied
with shillings, half-crowns, and half-sovercigns.  With his fat
face tense with eagerness, his eyes glttering behind his big
speetacles, the Owl of the Remove proceeded to gamble reck-

lessly.
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Thera was a tap at the door, and Harry Wharton locked in.

“1 say, Bmithy—whyv—why—what——-- My hat !

“ Come in!" said the Dounder coolly, while Bunter blinked
round rather nervously, * Trot right in! No extra charge to
sea the show ['7

Harry Wharton's brows contracted.

* Look here, Smithy, what does thiz mean——""

“ Bunter wants a lesson in playing the giddy ox.”" szaid
Vernon-8mith. ‘' I'm giving him the lesson. He is poing
to be a blade, a dog, and a goer.”

- ¥ The fat idiot !"

“1'm putting him through his paces,” said Smithy, % He
came to me as the biggest blackguard he knows, to help in his
new career. It was very complimentary to me—Bunter is
always so tactful.”

“ Oh, really, Smithy

“ Look here—"" began Wharton doubtfully. Vernon-
Smith had closed one eye at him, the Owl of the Remove being
too short-sighed to sce that secret sign, and Wharton under-
stood that thera was some joke on, Still, he did not like it.
Playing cards for money was enough to get both of them
kioked out of the school, if it were discovered.

4 0h, come in!"” said the Bounder. ** Hallo, Cherry—rvou
come in, too!  And you, Squiff. It is really worth watching.
Tho first step on the road to ruin, you know—Bunter is having
Lis first lesson in being a blackguard.”

The Co. eame in, looking very dubious. Turree Singh, -the
last in, carefully closed the door behind him, and turned the
key. If any person in authority came along, the cards had
to be got out of sight before he was admitted- to the study.
Bunter blinked at the Co. with a vaunting air.

“Take a hand, you chaps!” he said. *° Be sporty, vou
kknow.”

ik RFL!S I1'|
me, Bunter.
Play up "

Bunter played up.

*

LR ]

gaid the Bounder. * This iz between vou and
I'm giving wyou a lesson, not those claps.

—

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
A Lesson for Bunter!

ARRY WITARTON & Co. gathered round the table, and
looked on.

They understood, from the Bounder’s sign to them,

that he avas pulling the leg of the fat junior, and that

}m waa nol really gambling. But they did not quite see how

we was working it. Certainly he was winning Bunter’s money.

The fat junior, with all his keenness, was as big a duffer
at cards as at evervthing else. The Bounder was lucky : and
he was perfectly cool and clear-headed, gualities more valuable
than luck.

Billy Buntfer had a few wins, and each time he won his fat
face fairly ghstened with greed, but as a rule he lost,

IF'our pounds in change passed over to the Bounder’s side
of the table, and by that time Bunter was looking a little
Ereen.

1_]{“ Fed upt”’ asked Sumithy carclessly,
] Iﬁ:-!!

Bunter glared through his spectacles.  The fever of
grmbling was on him now, and he was intensely excited and
irritated.

“You keep on,” he howled. * You're not going to leave
cff when you've won my maney. You just keep on.”™

** My dear chap, I'll keep on so long as you've got a bob
left,” said the Bounder.

“ Gimme some change,” said Bunter, fisking a five-pound
note out of his pocket.

Vernon-Smith passed him change for the note, and placed
tho fiver under the inkstand. They played on, Iarry Wharton
& Co. watching in gilence. What the Bounder's little game
was they did not know; but upon one point they were deter.
mined, that the winner of that game, whichever party it
waz, was nolt going to keep his winnings. If it turned out
to be real gambling, they intended to rag the BDounder bald-
headed before they left his study,

Bunter began to play more recklessly. With the idea of
indemnifving himscif for his losses with a few lucky coups,
ho began to play with half-sovereigns instead of  half-
CrOWTS,

ho result was that his five pounds lasted about ten
minutes. When it was gone, Dilly Bunter sat and blinked at
the eards.

“* Oh, erumbs " he mumbled.

“Tired?" asked the Bounder, with much solicitude,

“ No,"” FEHPLI Buuter, “You're jolly well going  on,
Smithy.”

“ Certainly, dear boy.”

“ Gimme some more change.”

““ Here you are!”

Vernon-Bmith put a second fiver
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“Chuck 1t. if you

under the inkstand.

Bunter, with a desperate look in his fat face, made o big
plunge, Vernon-Smilh was keeping the bank agamn, and
Bunter planked down two pounds at a time. He won—and
his fat face flushed with grecdy plee, Then he lost to
Vernon-SBmith, and the Bounder took the bank again. Then
Billy Bunter lost, and lost—and logt—""

* (ximme some more change!”” groaned Bunter,

The last fiver came out,

Vernon-Smith slipped it carclessly under the inkstand, and
gave Bunter change. The Bounder still had the bauk.

* Make vour game!" he ~nid checrilv.

Billy Bunter hesitated. He was trembling and twittering
with unhealthy excitement. His little round eyes scemed to
roll behind his glasses.  Finally, he planked down the whole
five pounds in a lump.

“There!” he muttered,

“ Right-ho!"

The cards were turned up, and Dunter gave a deep and
dismal groan. He had losr.

Vernon-Smith colleeted up his winnings.

“Going on?” he askod.

“I—I'm stony!"

“0h,” said Smithy. “all right! When von get another
remittance, you can let it go the swme wayv, yvou lknow,
Lemme sce—I've won nineleen pounds from vou, less two
shillings—eighteen pounds ecighteen shillings. Quite a nobby
httle sum—worth while sitting opposite a silly 1diot for three-
(uarters of an hour, for that.”

Jilly Bunter sat stucing stonily at the money he had lost.
Only that morning he had been in possession of twenty
pounds. He had made himself sick with a feed—he had une-
willingly paid up an old account at the tuckshop—and, he
had had a plunge on the eards.  And now all his remittance
was gone.  That whacking remittance. which had seemed big
enough to last him the whole term, was gone to the last
peany., Truly, his geod fortune had not lasted long.

“1—I say, Smithy, I—-I'm going on,” he stammered.
“* You-—you can take my I © U's, vou know.”

“Well, I'm not really a collecior of waste-paper.”  de-
murred Smithy. '

“ Look here, you've won my money——

“ What did yvou expeet to happen? asked the Dounder,
with a laugh. ** However, U'll give you a little run.”

Bunter brightened up.

“ My pater will be sending me another remittance socon,'

i

he said, “ Ten quid, very hkely.™
“ All gerence. I' take vour I O U's up to ten quid,” said
Smithy.

*Good. TN jolly seon get all that back ™

Bunter tore a sheet of impoat paper into squares, and took
a pen. He wrote out five L O U's for £2 cach, and began to
play with them. Ilarry Wharton & Co. still watched in
siience, wondering what on earth Vernon-Smith was driving
at. LEven if he wanted Dunter’s money, he must cortainly
know that Bunter’s T () s were no use. But they did not
spralk.  Billy Bunter was certainly getting the lesson of his
lif, in the joys—or otherwizse—of gambling.

Fortune smiled on the fat janior for some minutes, and
then turned agam.  In a guarter of an hour his T O U's had
jouned his banknotes, his correneyv-notes, his quids, and his
half-crowns and shillines, e sat with a stunned look.

* 1—1 sav., smrthy, I—UI sign some more 10 U,
stuttered.

* Nearly bedtime,” vaswned Smithy, “ T'm afraid T can't
play yon for waste-paper, Bunter.  Lemme see. 've won
cighteen pounds cighteen bob in monev, and ten quid  in
inpot-paper,.”’

The Co. chuckled,

“You owo me ten quid, BDunter,
pay up?’

“Ow ! proancd DBunrer,

Tho feverish exeitement of the game had left him now,
and he was as himp as a rag. He sat trembling and
perspiring, with such misery in s fat faee that the Famous
Five could not help taking pity on him.

“* Your next remitlanee belongs to ome,”
ritercilessly.

e {}\',' I-:'?

“ Really, I hope your pater will go on treating von hand-
somely, Bunty. It will mean a regular income for meo.™

w1 proancd Bunter dismally,

Vernon-Smath burst into a luneh.

“ You fat doffer! Have vou had enough of being a blade
and o blackeuard ¥ ho asked, '

“Ow! Yes, rather! Al my money gone! Yow "

“Loucky for you it wasn't at the Cross Kevs ! srinned the
Bounder.  * Here vou are, vou thomping daffey 1™

He pushed back Danter’s money across the table. Then
hay sevewed up the precious TO s and tossed them into the

hie

When are you going to

said the DBounder
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fire. Bunter's fat hands closed on the money, but he blinked
at Vernon-Smith in amazement,

“ You thundering idiot I said Smithy. * Did you think I
was going to keep your money? You came here for a lossom,
and T've given you one. See? If you'd had your lesson at
the Cross Keys, vou'd never have seen a stiver of your money
again. You're not built for a bold, bad blackguard, Bunty.
You'd better keep on in vour old role, as a champion gorger.
Put that money in your pocket, you fat idiot!”

“ You—vou—you're not going to keep your winnings?”
stuttercd Bunter, scarcely daring to believe in his good luck,
but at the same time stuffing the money into his pockets.

Vernon-Smith snorted contemptuously.

“ Of course not, vou silly idiot! T played with you to give
you a lesson, and if you've got any sense at all i your fat
chump, that lesson will be enongh for you.”

# T—T—T say, Smithy, I—J—T don’t think I shall gamble
any more,” muombled Bunter. ** It—it’s no great catch, that
]5| can see.  Yon might have kept all my money.  Oh,
dear I’

And Billy Bunter rolled out of the study in a great hurry,
perhaps fearing that the Bounder might change his mind and
claim his winnings, after all

Vernon-Smith put the cards away, and grinned at the Co.,
who were grinning, too. They understood the Bounder's
littla game at last.

“ A whole hour wasted on that silly chump!” said Vernon-
‘fﬁx}‘nitl‘n.1 “But I think that lesson ought to do him good—
what?’

“ What-ho!” chuekled Squiff. * His face was worth a
guinea a box—at least, when his last quid went.”

“You see, if 1 hadn’t taken him on, he was going down
to the Cross Kevs to look for a little game,”” the Bounder
explained.  ** And they wouldn’t have given him his money
back at the fimish.”

““ Not half!I”” chuckled Bob Cherry.
ho wasn't cut out for a blade !

“‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 don’t think we shall hear any more of that,”” saul
Wharton, laughing. * The silly ass—after that experience, 1
shonld think he would have sense enough to chuek it!”

But they did not know their Bunter yet,

“ Poor old Bunter—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Mr, Quelch Does Not Approve!

URING the next few days the lesson Billy Bunter had
reccived in the Bounder’s study scemed to have its
¢ffect upon him. He did not ask Vernon-Smith for
any more little games; he deelined Skinner’s kind offers

to play him at pitch-and-toss; and he did not make any
attemnpt to be admitted to the select cirele who played bridge
in Loder's studv. Whenever Bunter thought of the narrow
eseape his twenty pounds had had, he shivered at the bare
idea of it. He was fed up with gambling—{or the time, at
least. The Bounder's method of mipping his doggishness in
the bud seemed to have been elfective.

But the fat junior's ambition to shine as a ** blade,” hke
the estimable Ponsonby of Higheliffe, was only subdued: it
was not by any means cradicated. He was fed up with
cards, but he broke out in other directions. After two or
three attacks of sickness, he found that he was able to smoke
cigarettes without internal {rouble. And he was greatly
clated with that fact. On all possible occasions he would
encak off with Skinner and Snoop into the wood-shed, or the
old tower, or somewhere out of bounds, to smoke. As ho
was no longer in No. 7 Study, Peter Todd was unable to
keep a fatherly eve on him.

The twenty pounds was steadily melting away in the tuck-
shop. certainly : but in that line it did not go so fast as at
banker. Even Billy Bunter's capacities were limited in the
tuck-shop, and he was likely to have money in his pocket for
some time to come. The fellows he had always pestered for
loans had quite a pleasant rest. In fact, it was Bunter who
was pestered now., He owed money to nearly every fellow
in the Remove, and to a good many other fellows in other
Forms, and thev did not see why he should not pay up now
that he was in funds.

But Billy Bunter apparently saw a reason why he shouldn’t.
At all events, he didn’t.  His money remained in his pockets,
excepting the smounts that passed over the counter of Mrs.
Mimble's little shop, and the other amounts that were
expended in the village on the purchase of cigarettes.

But Bunter. though he prided himzelf on bemg a deep dog,
was not really built on the lines of a blade.
when he was smoking on the stile in the lane with Skinner
anel Snoop. he was suddenby surprised to see his companions
roll off the stile and bolt aecvess the field behind, Bunter
blinked round after them in astonishment, the cigareite still
between his fut lips.

“1 sav, you fellows, where are you off fo? What's the
row? What Oh!?

“ Bunter !
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“(Oh, my hat!”

Billy Bunter almost rolled off the stile as he heard the
voice of Mr. Queleh. Skinner and Snoop had spotted the
Remove-master coming down the lane in time. DBunter was
tao shori-sighted for that.

He sat on the stile, the still-smoking cigarette glued to his
livs, and blinked at Mr. Queleh i terror,

The Form-master’s cxpression was simply terrific.

“* Bunter 1™

“ QOw !

“You arc smoking !

“(Oh, no, sir!” stuttered Bunter. ““ N-nnot at all, sir |
I—I never smoke, sir. 1—I1 think it's no-class, sir.”

“ That is a cigarctte in your mouth now ! thundered Mr.
Quelch.

“(Oh, dear!”

Bunter dropped the cigarvette as if it had suddenly become
red-hot.

“ Turn out your pockets, Bunter[”

The Owl of the Remove dismally turned out his pockets.
He was fairly in for it now.

“ Ah, 1 thought s’ said Mr. Quelch, taking a couple of
packets of cigarettes and a cigar. * So you smoke cigars,
too, Bunter®”’

“ Nunno, sir!”

“ Then what is this cigar deing in your pocket?”

“ T—1 was going to try—I—I mean, I don’t know how 1t
rot there,” mumbled Bunter. “ The—the tobacconist must
have slipped it in for a j-j-joke, sir.”

“ YVou have been to a tobacconist’s, Bunter?”

“ Oh, no, sir! I wouldn't enter such a place, sin.”

“ Bunter, you are aware of the foolishness of this habit in
a boy of your age. You are quite aware that smoking stunts
the growth of a growing lad, and has a most pernicious effect
upon his health.  You are also aware that it is a childish and
ridiculous action in a boy. You are aware, too, that it is a
strict rule at Greyfriars ihat this kind of petty blackguardism
chall never be indulged in. You will follow me, Bunter. I
shall try to impress upon your mind, Bunter, that you cannot
make a fool, an unpleasant and unhealthy fool, of yourself
with 1mpunity !

“ Oh, erumbs!” groaned DBunter.

He rolled off the stile, and marched dismally behind the
Roemove-master back to the sohool. Mr. Quelch went directly
to his study, and the Blade of the Remaove followed him there.
Mr. Queleh selected his stoutest cane,

The scene that followed was painful. The voice of Billy
Bunter could be heard over half Greyfrinrs. Mr. Queleh,
though he had had a good deal of practice in that particular
line, looked a little breathless when he had finished.

I“ You may go, Bunter. I trust that you will remember
this.”

Upon that point there was not the slightest possible doubt.
Dilly Bunter was not likely to forget that licking.  He
crawled out of the Form-master's study, doubled up, squeezing
hiz fat hands and groaning dismally.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! exclgimed Bob Cherry, meeting him
in the passage. ** What on carth’s the matter, Buntert”

“Wow!" moaned Bunter.

“My hat! You look hurt!”

“ Gwow !’

“Loder again®’ asked Peter Todd.

fl Yinw‘. No. Quelchy! Yow! I'm mnearly killed! Yow
—haooh !

“ But what for?" demanded Peter.

“ Veow! The beast! Oh, the awful rotter! Groooh! And

the beast has taken away all my cigarettes, too!l” groaned
Bunter. ** Yow-ow-ow!”

“ Ok said Bob. * 8o you've been smoking 77

“Vow-ow! Why shouldn't 1 smoke if I hike?
MNd Prout smokes! Yow!
Yowp !

“Qarve you jolly well right.” said Bob unsympathetically.

“TLet me cateh you smoking,” said Peter Tedd sulphur-
cusly. “I'lI—I'll—"’

“Yow:wow-wow-ow !”

Billy Bunter crawled away in anguish, and for the next
couple of hours he was “yowing " and “ wowing” almost
without stopping to take breath. Skinner and Snoop found
him in the study vhen they came in. He was stretched in
the armchair, groaning.

“Caught 1t asked Skinner.

“Yow-wow! Yes! Yow-wow

“ Havo a smoke, old chap—it'll set you up.”

Bunter groancd deeply.

“Yow! No! Yow! Wow!"”

1 say, that's a blessed row you're making,” remarked
Snoop.

“Yow-wow-wow,

s Groooh!
I'm jolly well going to smoke!
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# Tor goodness' sake choek it.”

Y ow-wow. '

“ Here, lot's got ont, Skinny. T ean’t stand that awful
row,"” said Snoop; and Bunter's pals quitted the study., The
unhappy Blude of the Remove was lelt alone, to yow and to
waow to his heart’s comtent. And for quite a long time
after that, feliows who passed the study chuckled as they
heavrd the Goer of the Remove yowing and wowing.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
(zoing Strong!
o ALLO, hallo hallo! What the ditkeons—"
H “You, Toddy "

“ Mave you become a blade and a goer?"

“My esteomed Todful chum, I hope you are not
going on the downful path. As the respectable Virgil says,
“ Facilis descensus Averno,” ™' sald Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
roproschinlly.

Peter Tadd grinned. The Famous Five had come upon
himi, and to their astonishment found him examining a tre-
mendous cigar. Tt was a very large cigar, and almost black,
and looked strong encugh to blow up any doaring smoker
who tackled it.

“What's the game?” demanded Squiff.
going to play the giddy goat, Toddy, surely?
up to us, as your pals, to bump you—hard.”

“Pathead ! said Petor politely.  “ This s for BDunter.”

“Bunter ! exclaimmed the Famous Five together.

“Cortainly.,  You know that Bunter has become a blade,
a dog, a nut, and a goer—"

““Ha, ha, ha!” ‘

“ As his bearleader, if not his chum, I am helping him,”
explained Peter.  “Quelchy caught him yesterday and gave
him socks., That ought to ir;ave been enongh for the hopeless
ass. DBut was it not written, though you bray a fool m a
mortar, vet will not his folly depart from him.  It’s no good
lickihg Bunter. 1've nearly broken a ericket stump on him
movself.  I've kicked him out of the studv., I've lathered
him till hewrigeled, I've punched him, and jammed him,
and rubbed his head in the cinders. In fact, I've done all
that a real pal could do—=""

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ And still he goes on,” said Peter. " He goes on becanse
he's a goer, I suppose. So I am going to help him on the
downward path. 1le's going to smoke this cigar. By the
time he has finished it, I've got a faint suspicion that he will
be fed up with smoking. Unless he's got an mside of cast
iron, he will feel as if life isn't worth living by the time he's
done with this corker. I gave threepence for it—rather a
waste—but, of eourse, vou can't expect real Havanah for
threepence. I don't  know what it's made of, but the
tobacconist said it was tobacco.  Flor ' de Cauliflower, I
suppuse. Anvway, it's a corker. I know how Smithy cured the
fat idiot of gambling. I'm going to cure him of smoking
the same way. Twig?"”

“My bhat!" said Squiff.
thing——"

“ He's goine to smoke it from end to end, from start to
finish,” said Peter Todd determinedly. “ He's offered me a
fog several times. Now I'm gomng to offer him one, and see
that he smokes it. Ile's filling himself up with pastry just
ftow. The more the merrier. On a foundation of jam tarts
and cream puffs, this cigar ought to be as effective as a four-
point-seven shell.” ‘

The fat figure of Billy Bunter appeared in the doorway of
the tuckshop., Peter Todd nodded to the Co., and hurried to-
wards the fat junior. Billy Bunter’s face was shiming, and he
was breathing a little heavily, Evidently he had done very
well in the tuckshop—perhaps a litle too well,

“ Flallo, whither bound, my fat tulip #"" asked Peter affably.

“T'm gomng to have a smoke,” said Bunter defiantly. I
alwavs like a smoke after a feed—quite the thing, you know.
I'll jolly well show old Queleh how much I care for him.
And I'll jolly well show you, too, Peter Todd. ¥You mind
your own business, I've told you already tuat I don’t
desire your acquaintance.”

“Then you don't feel inclined to come and have a smoke
along with me?" said Peter. “Not even if I stand the
cigar " ;

“AWell,” said Dunter relenting, *“if you're going to do the
decent thing, Toddy, I don’t mind. I'll tell you what I'll do.
You come under my wing, and T'll take you down to the
Cross Keys with me to-morrow night. I'm going for a bit
of a razzle, you know. See life a bit, you know. 'This school
is too slow for a real goer.” .

“0Oh, yvou erass idiot! I—I mean, come on, Bunter. I've
got a goad cigar for you. One you'll enjoy immensely. The
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“FYon can't be
If you are, 1t's

that awful

“If he smokes

best thing you could possibly have, We'll get into the old
tower," said Peter, "

He linked arms with Bunter, and sauntered off with him.
Bunter's fat face was quute aminble now,

“Well, I will say, I'm glad to see you showing some sense
at last, Toddy,” he remarked. *Of course, T don’t really
want to drop you if you are going to be decent. You ean
pai on with me if you like, and have a high old time. Of
course, you will have to pay vour whaek. I'm not poing
te lend you any money.”

- “You're too good, Bunty, old man,” murmured Peter,
**Here we are.”

. They entered the old tower, which was well out of sight
of the school buildings. DBilly Bunter sat down on a fragment
UE- eSOy,

“Trot out the fags,” he sawd arily,

“Ilere you are!”

“ Phew! That's a corker,” said Dunter, as he took the
enormons cigar. ‘* I—I say, Toddy, 15 this a good one?”’

“Good one ! sniffed Peter. * Lot you know about cigars,
and vou call vourself a gocr. Don't you know the celebrated
Flor de Cabbagmio when vou see 1t 37

“Of-—of course T do.” saul Bunter,
any band on 1t."”

“The best cigars don’t have bands,” said Peter solemnly.
“The Flor de Cabbagio is a very special brand. Here's a
match. '

Bunter bit the end off the cigar in guite a knowing manner.
Peoter Todd applied the mateh, and Bunter pulled at the cigar.
He made a wry face.

“ Like 1t?" said Todd affably,

“Grooch ! T—I mean, ves, rathoer!

“Pile in!"

“T—I say, ain’t you going to smoke, Toddy?™

“Only got the one cigar,” explamed Todd, 1 got that
for you, Bunter. I wanted you to enjoy yourself. Isn't it a
treat ¥

“ First rate,'" said Bunter. * B-b-but T do2't think IT'H
smoke 1t all now; Toddy. I-—I think ['ll leave it for a bit.”

“You eall voursell a Dlade!" said Peter contemptuously.
“Lot you know about ecigars. You can't light a cigar a
second tme—it's too bitter.”

“ I—1 say, this tastes rather bitter, anyway.”

“That's the special flavour of the Flor de Cabbagio,”

*“{xrooh !™

““What's the matter?"

“ N-n-nothing ! B-b-but I'm not going to [inish this cigar,
Why, vou beast, wharrer you at ¥ Leggo my collar,”

Peter Todd had taken an iron grip on Bunter's collar, He
produced a dog-whip from under his jacket with the other
hand.

“Pile in ! he said grimly.

“Oh, really, Taoddy 4

“You're not smoking. Bunter.”

“I—I—I—T1 ean't fimish 1t!"” howled Bunter. *It—it's
making me feel queer inside. Ow! It was the pastry, you
kiiow, not the cigar. I'm a seasoned smoker, of course. DBut
I'm not going to finish it now.”

“Your mistake—you are!” said Peter Todd. *You're
going to smoke that cigar right through, and if you don’t
geb on with it sharp, I'm going to lay this dog-whip round
you. See? Like that!”

“Yaroooh!”

“ Now you've dropped it,”" said Peter. © Pick 1t up, and get
on,”

“Yow! I—I won't—"

Whack, whack, whack !

“ Yow-ow-ow ! You beast, Toddy! I—I'll thrash vou!
Yaroch! I—I mean, I'll smoke the cigar if you like! Grooh}
Leggo !

“ Puck up!”

Billy Bunter put the cigar between his fat lips again, and
pulled at 1t. He smoked on furiously, Peter Todd keeping
an iron grip on the back of his collar. The dog-whip was
ready, and there was vo eseape for the Blade of the Remove,
Bunter’s complexion, usually very ruddy, changed consider-
ably as he progressed with that cigar. It becaome a pasty
white, and then turned to an art shade in yellow, and then
gradually assumed a greenish tinge.

“Like 1t7"" asked Peter.

“(Groooh! I—I—I feel tl!"

“Rot! Faney a regalar goer fecling il over a cigar,”
gald Poter contemptuounsly. A real Flor de Cabbagio, price
threepence, too!”

“ You—you horrid beast! You—you're making me smoke
a threepenny cigar [ groaned the hapless goer.

“YWell, threepence 1s a lot to spend on rubbish like tha
said Peter, *Perhaps 1 might have got a stronger one for
fourpence.  Don’t you find that strong cnough ¥

“Ooooooo-er |

“But—Dbut there 1sn't

Rippmg " snid Bunter.

1. b4 3
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“Look hEI:E., Smithy, what does this mean ? " demanded Wharton, Inu'l-r._ing into the stud}'.
“ He is going to be a blade, a dog, and a goer.”
idiot ! " exclaimed Wharton. (Sec Chapfer 6.)

i lesson in playing the giddy ox,” said Yernon-Smith.
|

“ Bunter wapts a
“ The tat

e

“Pron't vou like the flavour?”

“Woooo-er [

“What on earth’s the matter with vou, Bunter 2 Blesscd af
vour face isn't turning quite green!  Is that the latest colour
for goers?”

“Waw-aw-aw-cr "

T don't understand that, Bunty, Ts that German?”

“(iroo-cr—errrrr !V

“YVeau're wotting through it,” said Peter encouragingly.
“ Nearlv two-thirds.  Youw'll finish it all rnight, unless von
porish in the attempt.  Lf you perish in the attempt, are thore
any special wishes vou would hke to express about the Tuneral
arrancements ¥

“Mum-um-um-um-oooch 17

“1 wish vou could see your face, Bunty.,  Talk about a
kaleidoscope ! Kalvidoscopes ain’t o it! It's yellow now,
with a little olive groen.™

W ow-wow-ow-ow—ooooch

The ciear dropped from Bunter’s lips. Even the dog-whip
had no terrors for him now. s internal sufferings were
worse than many dog-whips. 1132 eves  hall closed. and
dreadful convulsions procecding in his inside, he rocked hime
solfl to and fro on his scat, claspid his hands to his waisteoat
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and groancd deeply.  Peter Todd released ham. He felt that

Bunter had smoked enough.

“Now, that's really goey,” said Peter admiringly, ™ You'll
be able to tell Skinner and Snoop and the other gocrs that
yvou've smoked a cigar from start to finish, Bunter. How do
vou feel?”

Crroan !

“Teel like eating a fat pork-chop I

“*Grooh ™

“ Tl leave vou to enjoy yourself,” card” Peter. " Don't
forget to eall on me whenever you want to go it—when vou
want to ro it really strong, you know. like a real goer. I
alwitys stand you a threepenny cigar. Good-bye 17

Giroan !

Poter Todd wilked away whistling cheerily.  He felt that
he had done his dutv—a painful duty, Feeble groans anid
moans followed him.  Bunter sat rocking lnmsell to and fro,
ovory now and then bending almost double, his complexion
changing with astonishing rapidity to almest all the colours
of the rainbow,

“Hallo. hallo, halle!” chirruped Bob Cherry, looking n
with his chums,  * What a niff of burnt cabbage!”

1112

*“Ha, ha, ha!
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“There’s a coer here, and he's been going strone,” prinned

Sogwiff. Halle, i.h.:nlnr'f You leak as il von have beion
enjoving vourself,'
Groan!

“Is this the hich old
asked Nagent,

Ciroan !

“Pat lum on the back,” szaid Squifl.

“Ow! Lemme alone! I—1'm dying !
“Todd has poisoned me! D'mooving !
he'll be haneed (srooh ! Groooch !

The Famous Five trotted off. The scene
really heartrendin e,

Tt was nearly an hour later that Bunter emersed from the
old tower.  Ths fat Tace was waxen in colonr, his eves loolked
hollow, and his general expression was that of a fellow who
found bLife too great o burden to bear. And when Bkinner
met him, and asked him to eome up to the study for a smoke,
Bunter clared at him like a basilisk, and rolled aw ay without
a word--leaving Skinner greatly astonished,

time you were telling vs abony #7

satd Dunter faintly.
Tell Todd T hopwe
Ouooaooech 1Y
thal followed was

L Y

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Gioing Stronger!

URREE JAMSBET RAM BINGII eame in No. 1 Study,

H a {'l:‘_llt]:l!i" of days later, with a very pecubar expression

upon his dusky face, "The rest of the Co. were. there,

discussing a forthcoming mateh with Rookwood School.

Inky's expression attracted their attention at onee, and they
ceased * footer jaw,” and looked at him inquirinsly,

“Well, what’s on, you black tulip?"" asked Bob Cherry,

“T am concernfully worried about our estecmed and dhotie
Bunter,” cxplained Hurree Singh.

“Oh, my hat! Bunter acgain! Surely he hasn't been :'iut n
any more smoking!” said Harry Wharton, laughing., 1
thoueght Toddy had cured him of that.”

“The smokefulness seems to be off,” said Inky. ' DBut the
esteemed Bunter is several sorts of a silly idiet, "This time it
iz the hoozefulness.”

“Wha-a-at!"”

“I have been down to Friardale on my jigger,” Inky ex-
plained, “and I spotfully 1:|1=u:m1~nd the coresious Bunter
purchasing a bottle of whisky."”

“Great Scott !

“ He is asking for the sackful push,” snid Inky. * Of conrse,
it would be a pleasant and boonful blessing if the esteemed
Bunter were ojectfully booted out of the ‘school. Dut per-
hapsfully it is up to us to save him from the esteemed
boot 1"

The chums of the Remove looked achast

Bunter in funds had surprised them, and disgusted them.
Thu vicious leanings of his character had come unexpeetedly

o licht.  His utterly ridiculous ambition to shine as a
df}gglﬁ}t blade amused them while it exeitod their contempt.
But that the fat junior would have the unexampled idiocy
to proceed to this length, quite took their breath away.

S Whisky 1" said Frank Nugent faintly.

“(Oh, the crass idiot!" said Wharton,
utter imbecile is simply asking for the sack.
like the filthy stuff. It’s only some more of his rot.

suppose he's cver tasted 1"
“1 inquired of the esteemed Bunter what he intended to

do with the excellent and {ll‘ﬂﬂusnng whisky, and he ealled
me a nicger,” saud Inky. " DBut I do not \\LthlI“‘. want to
see the fat burbler pitched out I!l"i"I\.El]“'-r’ from the school. T
have reflectfully propounded an idea.’

'] {'i IT_ (R4

e esteemed idiot has hidden the bottle in his study. Tf
he should drink some of the delightful and filthy booze, he
will Fet serewfullly squiffy, and he will be sacked.” _

“Npot much doubt about that,” said Nuogent, " Why, if
the Head knew he |:|.ul t't there, he would sack him—let alone
if he drinks any of it.

“ He's simply asking for it,” said Squff,

“And as the osteemed idiot has never tasted the beastly
and excellent stuff, he will certainfully get screwed,” =ad
Tnky. *“We do not wish the chopper to come down "Full om
the wretched and beastly Bunter. Tt 15 up to us to look
after him as lonz as his money lasts.  ITe will soon get rid
of it Skinnerfully and Snoopfully i

“Ha, ha ha!”

“ And when it is all rone, he will be safe againfully., My
wheezey idea is to disgust lum with the 'rl{_‘._lﬂn{* of booze-
fulness, If voo r=-1m:~mmi sahibs will met I‘l'lmtm ot of thoe
1 will Took for the bottle in his study. e has taken

“Why—why, the
And he can't

1 don’

Wiy,
thee cork out. I heard him draw 1t mlhfnh a fow minutes
1F
2go.
el
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“1 have here a packetful amonnt of niee medicine,”™ saill
Iniy, holilime up a biale paper packer, 1 rare hased it at
thee ehiemst’s for the sole and esteemed benelit of the (lthy
|-1|J?1-J|il Bunter. It 15 very strong—as stronge as Toddy's
cimars but it will act internfully, It is a eom, nound of the
h‘("!l!t‘i. salts of Foeom——"
My Lo !v
"Lt‘u[ it were intradueefully pat into the whisky, it is
A ﬂnl]f that the farhoended Banter wonlid dishilee the estoomed
'»‘-]Hhhj. as mnch as he dislikes smokefuliness "
**1a, ha, ha!™
“We're en!™ exclaimed Dob Wl ':1
! :-"1 tuckshop for o foed.  LIe'l Jump at that.”
1 will remaminlly stay bhere, and “l'l Hully cnter his study
when yvou have taken bim awayfulle,' eovinned Tulov,
“Good ogw 1T ' |

hint down to

Harry Wharlon & huvrtod down the Romove passaeres
o Billy Bumter’s study,  They heard a sound  of  liguor
onrgline imto o wlass, Harry Wharton kicked the door
QI

Dunter started up with a ratley ook,

There was o bottle of u]naha on the rable, and a glass lialf
full.  Bunter was suifling at it when the door opencd,  The
lntest departure of the Blade of the Remove was about the
most idiotic of all s new departures,  Ile had a tumbler
half full of potent ligquor—enourh to konock over a hard
drinker. The four jumiors came tn, and closed the door

behind them. They did not want Bunter’s whisky to be
ST,
Hl Hallo, hallo, hallo! What have you got there?” asked
obs.
Bunter recovered himself, and blinked defiantly at the
(o

“Whisky 1" he =aid.

“You like that stuff 7" asked Wharton "r‘nh v,

“Well, I—I've nover “J.*-.tﬁd it before,™ confessed Bunter.
“But—but I'm jolly well going to get into the habit, you
know.  All go-ahead chaps drink w hiskv. Don’t be surprised
i you see me come into the dorm some mght sqmiffy,  'm
oing to have a ripping time, I can tell you., I'm going to
paint the town red.”

Tha juniors looked at him, hardly knowine whether to
laugh at his stupidity, or to bump him for his rascality.

“T'm going the whole hog, you know,” said Dunter.
“Nore of your blessed Birie bizney for me. Of course, you
soft chaps don't understand a real goer. You can keep your
blessed football, Pah! Kids' pame! Why don’t you try to
be a man, lhike me ?"”

“ A man—like vou!” murmured Wharton

“Yes, vather! Go the pace, you know,

b 1 AL

up.  You could afford to go on the razzle, if you had the

spirit,  Don't be a silly dulfer, you know. I can’t stand =

fellow being soft.  Have some with me. Drink up, boys!”

“Oh, crumbs !

*Don't bo spooneys ! Like
mae !

“ Like you! DAy hat!”

T tell you what,” said Dunter,
vou fellows with me down to the Cross Keys,
ona of theso night="

*Thanks ! said Harey Wharton,  ® You'll put us through
our paces—what?  Show us how to paint the town red, and

andd razzle! T think vou call 1k razele !

“That's 6! said Dunder loftily.  “FI'll take vou under
my wing. I'll show you how to see life! OF course, you will
huve to pay vour own whark! I'm not going to lend yon
ANy monocy. T've only zot ten pounds left now. But that's
e 1|r:|l||rf11 for a fellow to have a high old time —what?”

“We looked in to ask vou to come down to the tuckshop,”
sl Nurent.,

Humm shook his head,

“ Wol u:.m[ enouch! 1'm nat standine any feeds!™
St woe're rome 1o stand the foed,”™ sawd Harry,
GOLT Bunter's expression chanced,  * Mind,

votne to lend you any money.”

“ That's all rizht.”

“What's the feed wommer to be Tike?
with this whisky.™

“Yes, I know von must he awfully keen on that—an old
foper like you ! agreed Wharton,  ** Do yvou know what
would happen to vou f & prefeet found that bottle here?”

“Oh, rats!”

“dam-darts amd cream-puffs’
on, Bunier!

The bait was nod to be resisted. -H-H',. Puntor 1"]:11.1(0& thi
Lottle and the slass in the study {11;:-h- ard and trotted out

drer the Co. A Leed for nathing was always an ireesistible

:|!1|';1r-[i[11|. to Bunter,

In the midst of the smiline juniors the Owl of the Remowe

You're not hard

urged DBunter. * Be men!

“ T vou Tike T'll take
I'm going

I'm nnt

I want fo gel on

said Dab Cherry. @ Come
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rolled away to the tuckshop, and when the coast was clear
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh slipped into the study.

The dusky hands of the nabob worked quickly. e
promptly poured the contents of the class and the bottle into
the thick ivy under the study wirdow.,  Then he procceded
to relill the bottle with water from the study kettle.  He
added a little ink to darken it, and mixed in the Epsom salt=
Then he replaced the cork and the bottle.  Ile had lelt
enough of the whisky in the bottle lo give the concoction
a flavour and a smell, but not enough to do Bunter any
gamare. The Epsom =abis woulid do that.

There was a beatific smile on Inky's dusky faee as he
slipped out of the study,

Ten minutes Jater e joined his choms in the tnekshep,
Billy Bunter was tucking into  jam-tarts al a rate thut
threatened bankruptey for the Famous Five. Hurree Jams:t
Ilam Singh closed one cve at his choms.

“Time we were off, remarvked Bab Cherry.
is that hittle lot, Mrs. Mimble:™

“ Threo shillings, pleasel”

“] say, you fellows, I haven’t finished yet!'

“ YVour mistake—you havel” =aid Bob.

** Oh, really, Cherry-——"7

“ Keep on as long as you
liberally.

“ Thanks, Field. T willl”

“ And fool the bill when you've done.”™

“* Ehi?

The Famous Five, having scttled the three shillings, walked
out of the tuckshaon.

Billy Bunter suspended operations at once.  He hael T
enourh, if he had to pay for further supplies himself.  Ile
crunted and rolled out of the shop and headed at onee Fior
his study.  Iis feed had made him thirsty, and he was rolng
to quench his thirst—after the manner of a ™ doe, a blade,
and a gocer.”

“ How mueh

like, Bunter,” said Souiff

e —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Flowing Bowl!
SHDDP was standing before the study cupbeard staring

in astonishiment at the whisky-bottle when Buater came
in. The fat junior blinked at him suspiciously.
“ YVou let my whisky alone, Bnoopey 17

¢ Vour whisky?" said Snoop faintly. * You [at 1diot! Ld
vou bring that bottle here?”
© 0 Certainly!  'm rather a toper, you know,” eaid Bunier
airilv.  * Always feel better for a pick-me-up !

“ My hat!" .

“«Vou can have a tommy-dodd with me if you like,
Snoopey,’” said Bunter.

“ No jolly fear!” said Snoop promptly. T may be an
ass, but I'm not a silly ass! And you'd better leave it alone,
too, Bunty. You'll get serewed ™

“ Nothing new,” sald DBunter “You should see me
sometines on vacation. Rolling round the town, you know.
Simply blind 17

“ Rats!” said Snoop.
it before,”

“T1l jolly well show you!’ said Bunter. * Just you
watch me mop it up, that's all. Hallo! Who's taken my
rlass away? I left a glass here half-full, after—after a deep
drink.” You've taken 1t.”

1 haven't seen any glass,” said Sncop; ““and I don’t
believe you've hatd a deep drink. You'd be snoring on the
floor if yon had!™

¢ Somebody’s been here and scoffed my whisky " growled
Bunter. ** Pretty rotten that a chap can’t keep whisgky in
his study cupboard without fellows coming and scoffing it!”

“Youre jolly well not going to keep that here!” said
Snoop warmly.  *“ I'm not going to get the sack, if you do!
Why, if a prefect spotted it &

“'Oh, you've got no nerve!” said Bunter contemptucusly.
s w ot much of a Bade about you! You just watch me mop
it up!t”

“["l'h.:l’f:-a. a jolly queer colour for whisky!” said Snoop, as
Bunter lifted the bottle to the table and found the empty

erlass.
T v Rot ' oeaid Bunter.  * It's prime—the very best! What
do you know about whisky?? He blinked at the bottle with
vreat satisfaction, If there was a slight chinge in the hue
of its contents the Owl of the Remove was too short-sighted to
notice it.  ** Just smell 1t! That’s the genuine miff—what ™’

S Smells ke whisky,” admitted Bnoop. P My hat!  Hup-
pose somebody should come along and smell whisky in this
study 177

““{h, have a little plygek!” =aid Bunter, with incfTfable
coarit, A <hort life and a merry one, you know.”

“ You're not really going to drink that siafl?™" zaid Snoop,
arhast.

Snonp was not a nice youth, by any moeans; but he was not
a perfeet idiot, and o he drew the line ot this kind of thang,

“What Jdo you think I've bought 1t for?” sneered Bunter.

Tue Macgysrr LIBRARY.—No. 365,

NEXT
MONDAY—

“I don't believe you've ever tasted

“THE LAST PLUNGE!”

ONE

The “Maamet”  one

LIBRARY. i

EVERY
MONDAY,

“ You've vob no nerve, Take a drink, and get some Dutch
courace,  Here you are!”

inter swamped out a tumbler nearly full,

“ You duffer!” shricked Snoop.  ** That’s enough to make
n wrown-up man drunk !’

“CBesh 7 said Bunter.  U'mopretty havdened, you know!
Posides, T don't care! 1T 1 wet serewed you and Skinner can
carry me up 1o bed, Blades often have to be carried up to
b, It's rather dossish, yvou know,™

o Cateh me!” snid Snoop. *IF you're zoing to play the
ciddy ox like that, Bunter, yvou ean do it in some other stady.
' nob going to bave whisky in my quarters. Dt T don’t
Lolieve you're going to swallow any of it. You're spoofing 1"

Bunter snovted angrily.

“ You watch moe ! he sawl

o sipped at the glass, and made a wry face.  Snoop burst
mto 2 roar of laurhter.

““ Ha, ha, ha! You look as if you were enjoying it—I don’t
think "7

“*Grooch! T-1 mean,
Bunter, recovering lnmself,
vou know,”

“Liar!™ saud Snoon,

“Well, look here !

Bunter culped down quite a third of the glass, and Snoop
jumped.  The fat junior tried to look as il he enjoyed it
1t was difticult to do =0, He had not expected the whisky
to tazte nice: but he had never dreamed that the flavour was
quite so horrible as that.  But not for worlds would the Blade
of the Bemove have admitted that he did not hike 1t!

“Veou wdiot?” said Snoop, in almost an awed voice.
“YVou'll be squiffy now, You'll be rolling. Don’t you feel
it coming ont’

“ No, I don’t.”

“ But—but  you must!” said  Snoop, n amazement.
“ You'ro not uscd to spirvits, I know that; and you've drunk
cnouch to turn your head round.™

Bunter erinned  with satisfaction.  The {flavour certainly
was deadly.  But he did not feel the slightest symptoms of
ntoxication.  FEvidently it was an opportunity to impress
upon Sidoey James Snoop his great powers as a foper.

“ Just you watch me!” he said; and he gulped again at
the olass,

“ Oh, crumbs!”

Bunter finished the olass.  He felt as if the flavour would
finish him. ot eertainly he was nob intoxicated,

“ What do vou think of that?’ he demanded vauntingly.

“ You—you're not squiffy 7 stuttered Snoop,

“ Rather not!”

“* Well, my hat!'”

Bunter put the bottle away in the cupboard. He was
feeling very satisfied with himself, though there was a taste
in his mouth that he would have given a great deal to get
ricl af.

“ Well, that beats the band!”’ said Snoop.  ** You must
have been at this game before, DBunter.  You disgusting
beast [

“ Oh, draw 1t mild, Snoopey !
snid Bunler airily.

“ A hog, you mean!” said Snoop.  “ And 1 tell you what—
if you don't take that filthy bosh out of this study I'll pitch
it out, and vou after it! You can find somewhere clse to
keep your whisky, vou fat toad. If I find it here when 1
come to do my prep you'll hear of it! I'm not going to be
sachkod [

And Snoop went out and slammed the deor.

Billy Bunter snorted,  His new study-mates did not prize
his company now so highly as at first. Since the lesson from
the Bounder, Bunter had steadily declined to play pitch-and-
toss—somehow rambling seemed to have lost its attractions
for him. e declined with eqgual stesdiness to stand more
than his just * whack ™ in the siudy feeds.

Todeed, it was not very casy to get him even to stand his
“whack,” i ospite of the fact that he was the wealthesy
member of the study.

. Snoop and Stott were growing fed up. And Bunter’s latest
cxample of doggrishoess put the lLid on, as Bidney James
Snoop expressed it when he told Stott about it

When the two of them came up ta the study later in the
cvening to o their preparation they had agreed to make
short work of. Bunter's whisky bottle, and of Dunter him-
self if he ratsed any objections, although he stull had ten
pounds left.

But when they entered the study they found an unexpeeted
sight to greet thew eyves. Billy Bunter was there!  He was
Iving in the armehair, with his face serewed up and both
fut honds pressed upon his waisteoat,  Ie was groanng

decply.
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“I—1 really like the flavour,

I'm rather a. dog, I admt,”
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“Ilallo " said Snoop. “ What's the matter now ¥

“(Oh, oh, oh!”

“ Dovesn't booze aereo with yvou?" jeered Stott,

“{}n, oh, oh!"

Yot a pain®’ chaeklied the two juniors together.

“"Tain't a pain; s o horrible agony ! moaned Dunter.
“Shooting aronies, ke red-hot []Hggi‘!':-: il thi.l]gﬂt (h,
oh, oh, oh!”

“*Ha, ha, hal™

That vl of laughtor was all the svmpathy Billy Boanter
receivied from  his studv-mates, Certainly, it was all that
he deserved,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Kill or Cure!
ARTY WITARTOXN & O, looked in cheerily.
J-i Snoap and Stott had sat down o do their prepara-
tion to an accompamiment of dismal groans from the
Owl of the Remove,

“Look here. Dunter. shut up that row!” saud Snoop.
“You ean't expect to be allowed to make o row like that
m oo fellow’s stady,”

“(Oh, oh, oh "

1 g 5 N - By 133
il vour ve gob o paln, go and have 1t somewhoere else,

saied Stott indignantly, * Blessed of I ever heard of such
cheek T

“Oh, oh, oh! Ooop !

“allo, hallo, halio '™ said Bob Cherry affably, " Any-

thine the matter wath Bunter '

“The filthy hrate has hoen guzeling spirits, and they don't
apreee with him' sad Snoop. * Blessed 1f T understand why
he isn't serowed, considering the amount he scoffed. But
it seems to have taken him another way. He's got puns
and things, and he thinks we're gomg to let him malke tnat
awful row in our studv.”

“EEa ha; hal™

hunter groancd dizmally., ,

“*lLasten to him ! exelimed the exasperated Snoop, jump-
ine up in wrath, [ el you I won't stand it Bunter !
Ia that what vou call being a goer?”

**(th, oh, oh!”

“What's it like, Bunty *" asked Ilarry Wharton,

“Like red-hot swords and bayvonets ! said Dunter, with a
groon.  “Kind of burning daggers shooting  about,  you
know."

Ay hat ! Tt must be a regular ripper !” ejaculated Bob
Cherry., “ Perhaps vou'd better have a little more whisky.
Llair of the dog, vou know.”™

O, don'e ! _

“* Pour our the Rhine wine, lot it fAow,” you know," sud
Sauiff encouragmely. Perhaps you haven’t taken qute
cnoneh, ™

*(th, oh, ob!"”

Wl voun stop o thad
“Trve told vou T won't stand it
I'll jr11|.}' sooin scettle that ! .

Snoop whipped the bottle out of the cuphoard, and smashed
it in the grate, pouring the liguid over the ashes.  DBilly
Dunter watched Tim with a lack-lustre cye. lie did not
care i the least what beeame of the whisky, Ile would
have wiven lis reroaining ten pounds iff e could have got
ridd of the quantity he had swallowed so gaily o few hours
Lefore.

*(h, oh, oh!”

“Hark at him!" howled Svoop. “T'm fed wp! You
maike another row hike that, Bunter, and out you go on
vonur neck D7

*0Oh, vou beast!” groaned Bunter.  “Can’t you have a
Litile sympathy for a chap when he's seriously 117 Ow 17

“Dide't T tell vou it would make you 1177 snapped
Sowop. I vou will be a blithering chimp, it serves you
right. You a blade! You a goer! Tla, ha, ha! Look at
the groaning fathead ! Looks like a goer, don’t he?”

“(Oh, oh, oh!”

“That's done 1117 saul Snoop.

“Grooh! Legeo!” .

Sidney Jumes bd violent hands on Bunter and whirled
him to the doovrway. The Famous Five, grinning, made way
for him, and Bunter rolled helplessly into the passage, and
collapsed there. -

“Yoau can come baclk when yvou've done kicking up a
row.” said Snoop. And he slammed the study door,

Billy Bunter dild not move. e lay on the linoleam, whoero
he had fallen. and groaned from the depths of his heart,

The Famous Five looked down ov him, half laughing and
half compassionate.  The stopid fellow deserved his lesson,
but certainly he waa suffering severely, Tt was not likely
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thundering row 7" shricked Snoop.
As for vour blessed winsky,

“Out vou go!”

that in his most doggish moments he would indulge is
whisky again.

“Feel bad, old chap?” murmured Squiff. :

“Ow! I'm dying! This—this is worse than the cigar?”

“Ha, ha, ha!'"

“0Oh, buck up!" said Nugent. “Be a man, you knowl
What about painting the town red?”

*“Oh, oh, oh!"

“What price euatting a dash,” said Bob Cherry, “and
going on the razzle, Buntor?”

“0Oh. oh, oh!"

“This is what comes of being a sad dog,” said Squiff, with
a shake of the head., 1 don't think I've ever scen a sadder
deg than Bunter at this moment.”

“0h, oh, oh!"”

“Sadder and wiser, perhaps,” grinned Wharton.

“I—I say, you fellows—oh, oh, oh!—they oughtn’t to be
allowed to sell that stull—oh, oh, oh! There onght to be
a law aganst it ! Oh, oh, oh! T know I shall never recover !
Oh, oh, oh!”

“Let's give you a hand to the dorm,” said Wharton.
“You'd betier lie down for a bit. It will pass off in time.”

“Leave me alone ! moaned Dunter, “1 can’t move ! I'm
dving ! T—T shall be glad when it’s over! Don’t touch me!
Oh. oh. oh!"”

“Dash 1t all! You ean't lie there,” said Bob Cherry.
“We'll help you along, Bunty., Suppose Quelchy should spot
vou? Ile'd want to know what was the matter.”

“Let him! Oh, oh, oh!”

“You'd be flogeed, you fathead

“1 don't earc! (h. oh, oh!
things like that! Oh, oh, oh!”

But the Famous Five ratsed him up, groaning dismally,
and helped him away to the deemitory.  They left him on
Itis beel 1o astate of collapse, and returned to their study.

“Tnky, old man., vou're a giddy black genius!™ chuckled
Boby Cherry.  “T1 feel quite sure that Dunter won’t go gin-
crawling again. We'll offer him some whisky presently, and
see how he takes 1t."”

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter was not scen again that evening, but when
the Remove went up to bed they found him, turned n
already, but not asleep, He blinked at the juniors dismally
and morosely.

“Feel better 77 asked Squlf.

“Yes, a bit!” gasped Bunter. “T—T don’t think it will be
fatal after all. It's upset my tummy frightfully. The pains.
wore like Qaming daris £

“And burning arrows and bayvonets ¥ asked Dob,

“Oh, really, Cherry +

“I1'Il tell you what.” said Beb Cherry, taking a flask out
of his pocket and speaking in o mysterions whispes,  * What
you want 15 a deep drink to set you up, Bunter.”

“Yow! Gerraway !V

“It's all right—splendid staff ! urged Bob. As a matter
of faet, the Aask was one usced for cold tea, baut Bunter was
i pware of that, The mere sight of a flask made hi feel
il 2Tt make you right as rain. A good, steady drink

-

KL

I'm past ecaring for little

“Grooh! Go awax!” smd Bunter faintly.

“But whisky, you know—priune whisky

“Lemme alone, vou bease !

“Half a glass ! vreced Dob.
lilke a regular blade.™

“You—yon rotter! Go away!
of my Hif_{]'ll ' moaned Boater,
vou don’t take it away !

‘“Ha, ha. ha !

Bob Cherry slipped thae tea-flask back into his pocket,  TH
was evident that Dilly DBunter’s eraving for drink was com-
pletely cured. _ _ .

The Removites turned in, and for somoe time oceasional
nmoans were heard from Tilly Bunter’s bed.  PBuot they dued
awav at last, and woere replaced by his deep and sonorous
S0

In the morning Billy Bunter was still looking a lLitile pale
and worn.

“¥You feel betterful this esteemed morning, my dear and
idiotic Bunter ?” purred Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“Rats! I'm all right!” grunted DBunter.  “ Theso's
nothing the matter with me. I was a bit squiffy last
night e

“What !" howled Bob Cherry.

A bt squiffy.” said Bunter coolly.  “ But bless vou, tnat's
nothine new ! T'm quite an old hand at that kind of thine.
YVou should see me on vacation sometimes—rolling round the
town., Simply eglorious 7

*Well, my hat!”

Tt was on Bob's lips to explain to the Blade of the Remove
what he had really consumed, and which certamly could not

¥

“Take it down, you know—

Take that filthy flask out
“I—I—T'1l tell Wingate if
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have made him “squiffy,” whatever other effeet it might
have had. Bui he refrained.  Tf Bunter had known the
trick that had been played wiith his precious whisky-baottle,
the lesson wonild have been wasted. So Bob held his peace,
and allowed the fat junior to * swank "—and Dunter swinked
considerably on the strength of baving been ' squilfy,” whien
was., of course, an extremely doggish condition to get nto.
Bui the (1wl of the Remove was not lkely to attempt to get
squiffy again, however doggish it was.  Ile had had enough.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Help Required!
il OT 1L be nailed ! sand Skinner.
*Oh. rol 1”7
“ Nailed as safe as houses—a silly ass like you,”
sand Skinner.

Bunter blinked at him angrily.
“Well, that's my business,” he said.
matter to vou if I'm natled, Skinner 77

“ Not a bit,” snid Skinner cheerfully,  © But you're such a
sneak vou'd give me away for helping yon out of the dorn.
I'mm not taking any, thanks!”

“ Look here——"

“Powowaow " saad
whistling.,

Banter grunted discontentedly. It was twe or three days
after the last lesson the Blade of the Remove had received,
and Bunter was fecling his old self agan,  True, he no
longer smoked, and he  had maile no further attempt to
smugple spirituous liguors mto the school,  Those lessons
had been lasting.

But the new blade and goer was not
disconraged yet from following the new
path he had marked out for himself. 1lo
was s determined as ever {fo be a
“goer,”  though  certain . methods  of
“ gaine it 7 no longer appealed to hin

His stock of moncy was dJdwindling
down. TFreqoeent visits to the tuckshop
made Geep inroads upon it Sammy
Bunter's liver was gone alveady, and he
had =oucht 1o raise a doan from his
L or, mt pone of Billy  Bunter’s
money went in that dircetion,  The chiel
voad for his sovercigns iy through the
tuckshop, and Mrs. Mimble was doing
quite o big business with Bunier.  The
good lady was very eareful to =cc that
Bunter patd for everything he had, and,
as a resilt, as he generally fed il he
could fecd no more, e was approaching
nearer and nearer to his former state of
impecuniosity,  Only seven pounsuls rernatned ; the money was
going. and the Blade of the Remove hadn't yet had his
“Ring.”

That fMling DBunter was determined to have. Simithy had
cnred him of wanting to play cards for mwoney,  DPeter Tl
had cured him of smoking.,  Inky bad cured him of the deswee
to “‘ bocre.” But there were other ways in which o fellow
could be a blade, a dog, and a goer. Deiting on haps=es,
breaking bounds at wight, appealed to Dunter now winh an
irresistible attraction,

Bunter quite fancied himsell, so to speal, as a dashing
follow getting out of the dormitory of a night, passing a wild
time af the Cross Keys, awud coming home just before the
milk in the morning.

As for the risk attached to those proceedings, he thonght
very little about 1t Other fellows broke beunds without
being fonnd ont, and they weren’t such clever chaps as
Bunter—in Bunter's opinion.  Buanter had lately purchased a
cortain pink paper, and “ mugged np ' lot of knowledge on
the subject of puees. 1o conld talle about ** dead certs,” arul
“enpe snips, and CCknowledge steaight from the hovse's
month. and handicaps, and weights, and owner’s selected,
in quite a dogmish manner. 1le knew there was a cortmn
disreputable bookmaker named Baoks, who hael his hoead-
quarters at the Cross Keys, and, in fact, hid seen him about
Friardale many times, with hiz =ilk hat on the side of his
Load. and smoking a big cigar.  That gentleman’s aequamt-
anee now seemed desipable to Billy Bunter.  Through Mr,
Banks he could put a **thick "un ™ on a ™ geegee.” UEINr
his cxpericnecd judgment in the selection of the gee-gee, el
then all e would have to do would be Lo wail for the money
to roll 1.

Seleeiing a winner secmed casy enongh to Bunter. The
pink paver stated qoite plainly that Smuggler’s chanee for
ihe Swindleton Handieap was praetically cortmin, Then Red
[Rose was i dead cort for the Mage's Plate, Tvidently the
fellaws who rave those tips must know something about it
having lween at it all their livess  All Bunter haed to do was
i solect his winner, pul his money on, and—and there bye

Tur Maaser Liprary.—No. 266.

NEXT

MOMNDAY—

“1 suppose it doesn’t

Skinner.  And  he walked away

BUMPER NUMBER

of the \
}

DREADNOUGHT

~ NOW

/
ON
SALE!

“THE LAST PLURGE!”

-—
PENNY. |

EVERY
MONDAY,

The “INaanet”

LIB:ARY.

was! Tt seemed so easy that Bunter felt imelined to kick
himself Tor not having tried hos hatd at the came before.
Al this time he might have been rolling in money, ad he
had lot dead certs and sure snips pass him unheeded.

But he was going to make up for lost rome now. esules,
Being a blade and a geoer, he would ma ke motey out of 11—
heaps of maoney !

Mr. Banks was always to be found at the Cross heys Lo
in the ovening, and Bunter knew he would be woleome if he
came  with money in his pocket.  There was still  seven
pounds, shortly to be multiplied into seventy, amd later into
soven hundreed or so, by o suceession of dead ecerts,

With fortune almost within his grasp. i this way, it was
natural that Bunter should be exasperated new. 1hs pals T
doclined to lend him a hand in breaking  bounds. Other
follows, when some noeturnal *jape ™ led them to get out of
the dormitery after hours, were tsed to climbing from tho
hox.room window : but Billy Bunter was nol piqual to that.
ITe was too fat and elumsy for athlere performances of that
cort. But to his surrestions that Skinner should lower hiiin
from the dormitory window with a rope, Skinner turncd a
deaf ear.

Billy Bunter tricd Snoop next, and Snoop declared that
he couldn't undertake to lower an clephant from a window,
and moreover, he didn't believe there was a rope made that
would stand Bunter's weight. And he wasn't going to have
a hand in it, anyway.  Stott made the same roply, with somo
forcible expressions added. Vernon-Smiih told him to go
and eat eoke,  Ilazeldene called him a
silly ass.  The gentle Alonzo, when
Buntor  tried him desperately as a last
resouree, gave him oo long leeture, and
todd him what his eclebrated Uncle Ben-
jamin would have theught of hin,

To he beaten at the stiret ke this was
cwasperating.,  In desperation Bunter
thought of visiting the Cross Keys in the
davlight—but doifer as _he was, he had
just sense enongh to realise that that was
too riskv.  Lle had to el help to get out
of the dormitory: and where to obtnin
that help was o perplexing  question.
Aml everv day that passed saw  his
eapital diminishing in the tuckshop, and
deprived him of the wealth 1t was so casy
to pick up by means of dead certs anul
LN Hlli]‘].‘-'h

[t was Squiflf to whom he turned in his
extremity.  Sampson Quiney Iffley Field
was a good-natured fellow, and DBunter
Jocided to throw himsell on Saniff’s good nature.  He visited
(e Australian junior in No. 14, when Fish—3quiff’s sturly-
mate- —was not there, and pat it to Soquidl.

Sampson Quiney Iffley Field listened to him with a blank
stare.

“My only hat ! was his remark,

ST let you into the wame, if you like, Squiffy,”” urged
Punter. ** 1l stand yon something handsome out of my first
winnings. 1 want to see Banks in time to it some money
on Snooker's Pride for the Wglshem Cup.  It's practicaily
o cort.  Five to one againsi. you know. Think of that! And
iTawk-15ve in the pink e per says he knows it's a cort—and
he ought to know! T shall get back fwenty-five pounds by
risking a fiver—not that there’s any risk about t.”

8o vou're not curcd yet,” saud Squilf. Well, vou fat
iliol, vou let me eateh yon getting out of the dorm, that's
Allt Tl take a cricket-stump lo the dorm with me in the
future,  And if T eateh you sloping—my word !

“ 1 osay, ek, be a pal, old man ' urged Bunter. “Can’t
you see 1 o sinand o shame to let money go by like that?
Look here, vou're not going to stop me, anyway. If T ean't
ek o fellow to help me out of the dorm, I'm gomng to chaneo
it by the box-room window. You can't stay awake all mght
to watel oe .

Loyl looked veflective.

Vel that's s, e remarked. What do you want; to
be let down on a rope from the dorm window 27

“That's 1t !

“T'mr on " sand Squiff,
' Lot you down !

“Phamks awfolly I said Bunter. © Come along to the
tuckshop, Squilfy, and—and T stand rvon a—a STITI _

Phanks sand Souiff; * I'm not keen onoa ban'! You'ro
too generons, Banter! Cot along ! Tl get some of the
fellows to fhelp, and we'll lower vou down, and pull you up,
if you like.™

S Of course. 1 should have to be pulled up again, when [
cot back,” said Bunter. © T remeniber vou  when  the
woney eomes in, Soquif.” o

‘.
g

o

\

b

“ Anvthing to oblige a silly idiot.

A Qrand, Long, Compicte Stery of Harry
Wharton & Co: By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Souiff chuckled, and Billy Bunter rolled away in '1 sfate of
pnmplum satisfaction. Squiff looked into Study No. 8 little
later. He had a coil of rope on his arm, and Harry "ﬁr 1arton
& Co. regarded it r-nrmn%iy

“What's that for?”" demanded Bob Cherry.

“ Bunter's breaking bounds to-night,” explained Squff
ealmly.

L] 1“: hatl IH'

“T'm going to lower him from the dormitory window."”

“My hat!”

“1 want you fellows to help. T don't think I
negotiate his weight all an my lonely own."

“Why, vou fathead——

“I've prmni'-'.:-{l to let him down, and pull him up,” said
Squiff. “1 fancy Bunter thinks there's going to be an
interval between the letting down and the pulling up, while
he trots off to the Cross Kevs. But there isn't!"

““ Ha, ha, ha!"’

“In fact, I fancy that after to- nirchi, Bunter wili be quite
fed up with breaking bounds in the small hours.” grinned
Squiff. “ If T don't help him, he's going to risk it by him-
aclf, which means that he will be nabbed by a prrhﬂ. and
ﬂr}gm"ﬂ Not that he doesn’t deserve it, but we won't bother
Quelchy to flog him, we'll give him a lesson ourselves—
what ?"

“ Hear, hear !

And having made that arrangement for the benefit of
William George Bunter, Squiff proceeded to the Remove
dormitory and concealed the coil of rope under his mattress.
And the juniors waited for bedtime—the Famous Five with
suppressed merriment, and Billy Bunter with eager antici-
pation,

eould

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Night Out!
“ QUIFF, old man!"
S It was a myaterious whisper in the Remove
dormitory.

Lizhts had long been out. The school was buried
in gilence and slumber. Half-past eleven had sounded from
the clock-tower, _

Squiff sat up and yawned as a fat hand shoock him. Bailly
Bunter blinked at him in the shadows,

“It’s time, Squiff—more than time,
but I drc}ppod off to sleep somehow.

“ Oh, ves

“ Buck up, then ! said Bunter,
cBquiff yawned again, and turned out of bed. Billy Bunter
was dressing himself in the darkness, and he blinked at Squill
in alarm as the Australian junior proceeded to awalken Harry
Wharton & Co.

“ 1—TI say, Squiff— What the thunder "
“ They're going to help,” explained Field.
stand your weight by myself,

derrick.”

I meant to zo carlier,
ot the rope?”

) “T1 couldn't
Bunter. I'mi not a steam-

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!" vawned Bob Cherry. “ Right-ha!
Turn out, Inky, you black slacker! This 15 where we belp
the Nut to go nutting !’

“1 say, you fellows——

“Groo! 1t's cold!” said IMTarry Wharton,
get some clothes on, Bunter.”

“Don't jaw and wake all the fellows!”

“ Oh, that's all right.
eaid Harry.
asuppose ?"’

** Oh, really, Wharton——""

“ Begad!” said Lord Mauleverer, sitting up in bed.
“ What's all that cackle? Wharrer you fellows up for—ch,
what 7"’

Y Come and lend a hand, Mauly.
the tiles, and we're helping him."”

“ Begad !

“ Bunter goine out?’ ejaculated Bolsover major. ' And
vou helping him?  You ought to be ashamed of vourselves!™

“Rot!" said Squilf, * Why shouldn’t we help Bunter?
It's up to common persons like ws to help a real blade and
a dor and a goor. [‘nnw and lend a hﬂmL and don't jaw !

“ Well, my “word 1" said Skinner.  © This is a new de lhuu.urr-
for vou r.lnpa I've refused to help the fat idiot.”

Y We're more good-natured,”” sad Harry Wharton  “ Turn
out, Toddy ! DBunter's a pood weight, and he only wants o
break bounds, not to break his neeck.,  All hands to the oo !
1'm not sure whether we shall get him up again, anyway.™

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Shush !

By this time all the Remove were awake, and all the
Remove, excepting Dunter, understood that the fat jumios's
lexr was being pulled. That obvious fact never dawned upon
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Billy DBunter, however. Ile finished dressing, and Squiff
tied the rope round his fat person under the arms. He tied 1t
very securely, and Wharton examined the knotz to make sure.
He wanted to give the Blade of the Remove a lesson, but not
to the extent of an accident. Bunter's bad habits were to be
broken, but not his neck., The rope was of tremendous thick-
ness, more than equal to the strain,  Squiff had taken care of
that.

AN ready ¥
Bunter ¥

Y Certainly not!" snapped Bunter. * I dare say you chaps
would—you're not goers.  Mind vou listen for my signal when
I come back., I'll whistle. I may be a bit squulty.”

** Ha, ha, ha !

“ Don't cackle, vou sily duffers!  You'll have a prefect
here ! If I'm tight,”” said Bunter loftily, * cne of you can
come down the rope and e 1t on to me."”

“ Done ! said Bob Cherry solemnly.,  And Bob opened the
window, and Billy Dunter mounted and blinked out into the

murimured Bob Cherry. * Fecling funky,

darkness.
“ Get out ! sald Squiff.
“ Ahem ! Wait a minute !"" muttered Bunter. As a matter

of fact, the gulf of darkness under the window did not look
inviting. ** I—I say, you fellows, mind you d-d-don’t let that
rope qlnp vou know I’

“Why not?"" asked Bob,

“ You—you thumping ass, I should break my neek !

“ Well, that would make an awful muck in the quad,”
acreed Bob,  * All serene, Bunty, we won't lot you slip.
Why don’t you start?"’

¥ I—I—ahem ! —I-—I'm going!"" stammered Bunter, blink-
ing out and liking the hollow space below less and less with
every blink, * I—1 say, don't push me, Bob Cherry! Oh!"”

“* Can’t wait here all night I said Bob.. ** Are you going or
not 7"

“ Ye-c-os,
Yow!"”

Billy Bunter slipped off the window-sill and hung on tha
rope, spinning like a very fat humming-top. Ialf a dozen
faces loked down at him and grinned.

ANl serene ?" asked DBob.

* Yow-ow !

“1f vou make that thundering row,
Quelchy after you !"'

* Oh, crumbs !

+ob reached out 'n':ui r'ﬂuﬂ‘h[. hnh] of Bunter's ears and
steadied him, The fat junior got a grip on the rope with both
hands, above his head.  Then he felt safer.

“ Lower away!"" he growled., * I'll whistle when I'm on
the ground.’””

“Then I don't think we shall hear yon whistle to-night,”
said Bob Cherry cheerfully,

And before Dilly Dunter eould understand what
myslerious remark might mean, he was lowered away.

He shot downwards at o rate that took his breath away, aned
a squeak PRoated up in the darkness. The junicrs chuel:led
rlesfully,

Nown past the window of Study No. 1 he went, and bumped
on the window-sill, then lower down past a Dlank wall, and
then the rope stopped with a jerk.

Dunter steadied himself against tho wall, @asping for
bieath. He blinked {Ir:-‘nnuardq and in the Jdim starhizcht he
could make out the ground a dozen feot below, Then he
Blinleed upwards, and faintly discerned the heads sticking oot
high above. IHe thoueht he could hear the
sonind of a Hu!.u!u-ml chuckle,

“ Lower away ! he Lului:m-d, in
not an the ground yet”

Thud ! The heads were withdrawn, and the window closed.

Dunter gasped.

“ My—m-my word !
hat !

Not a sound came from above,  Billy Bunter hung sus-
peoded like Mahomet's coffin, between heaven and carth.
The coid night wind blew upon him anpleasantly, and a fow
drops of rain trickled down his necsk. The rope fastened
rormd his fat body was beginning to hurt hun a Little.  He
wrigeled at the end of the rope, and blinked despairingly
U vard.

“What had happened? e could only conclude that some
zound had been heard in the Remove guarters, and a master
OrF N pw’[mt had come investigating.,  In that case, of ecurse,
the juniors would naturally bolt back into bed. Ilad they
tiend the rope safely, or—or might 1t slip?  Dunter felt a
shiver run through his fat body.

“ Oh, crnmbs! Oh, dear! Oh, my hat! Ow!

After snme minutes it dawned upon the fat juninre Thn,t- there
wans na lirht shinine from the dormmtory window above, Tt
coulil not be a visit from o person an :I.U.”I.I.]J[l} evidenily,
My, Quelch or a prefect would not come there in the dark,

But-

Oh, crumbs, don't—d.d-don’t push-—

Dunter, you'll have

Thﬂt

a fieree whisper. “I'm

I—I—TI sayv, vou feliows! Oh, m

Read the Grand Complete Harry Wharton Story in ‘The Ircadnought.’ Now on Sale



It had not been an alavim.  Then why on earth had his helpers
abandoned him i this mannee?

illy Bunter wriggled and wreithed at the end of the rope in
helpless rage as the truth dawned upon s miod, Sl had
sated that he would “ let him dowa,”” smd the double meamne
af thot phrase dawned upon Dunter’s mind now.  1le had
boen * lot down 7 with a venooaneo,

“ Oh, the beasts!” groaned DBuanter.
It's a beastly j-j-jepe! Ok, erinbs! They e-ecan't ‘cave
me here all night! Ow! T jolly well yelll Ow 17

But he did not yell, Tao be found there by a master would
have led to too painful consequences, In his mind’s eye he
could already see the tervific frown of the Head and the virch
i the doctor’s hand,

Ten minutes—which seemed like ten years, if not ten
decades, to the unhappy Bunier—passed, and still there came
no sign or sound from the dormitory.

Bunter's feelings were not expressible in words, even if he
had dared to utter any words,  His teeth were chattering, and
his eves simply glittered behind his spectacles, [How logo
was this zoing to last?  Ile was not thinking about the Cross
Kevs now, or Mr. Banks, or the dead certs and sure snips.
He felt that he would have given the whole of s seven
pounds, and abandoned the carcer of a gay dog for ever, to
get back safe into his warm bed in the dormutory.

The window above openced at last, with a faint ereak. A
head was put out into the starvlight, and Bunter heard a sup-
pl'l"."':l.“l l_i L'!Ill‘.!]i!«'—".

“ 2411l there, Bunter 7' eame a subdued voice,

“ You—you beast! Of course I'm still here!” hissed
Bunter, < If you don't pull me up T'll yeil and wake the
]:]{:-Ll.ﬁl". :‘,

“ Pull you up!

" Ye-pees; let me down, then!’

“ [How far?"

“ T'o the ground, of course, you villain!”

“ (Can’t be did! Any old thing but that,’”” said Squiff,
with a shake of the head. ** You can choose your own level,
anywhere between here and the ground.”™

“ You—you beast! Pull me up, then I

“ You don’t want to break bounds any more 2"

“ N-n-no,”’

“ Sure you've repented ¥

“ Vs ' breathed Bunter sulphuronsly.

“ (Good. Then you can come upl” o

Many hands dragged on the rope, and the fat junior was
dlowly swung up to the dormitory window. He gasped with
relief swhen he got his hands upon the window-sill again,
Half a dozen grinning faces looked out of him.

“ Telp me in, you beasts ™

“* No hurry,”” said Squiff.

“What !"” howled Bunter. ‘ 1

“ Yeou've got to thank us for helping you,” sald Squiff
severely., ** We've prevenied you from playing the giddy
ox, and if you've got any gratitude in your composiiion,
vou'll thank us.”

“ Beast 1

“ Well, vou won't come in till you do! Lower away, you
chaps ™

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Haold on! I—I
“ Thanks awfully ! Ow!”

“HMua, he, ha !

The fat innior was dragged in and landed on the floor with
a bump. Bob Cherry closed the window, Squiff unfastened
the rope, and pushed it out of sight under his mattress. Bally
Bunter sat on the floor and gasped. He serambled up at
lur‘t, and beran to undress himself, bt‘t'ilihillg fury.

“ Not poing out 7" yawned Sauiff.  ** You can sull try the
box-room window, you know, If vou da, I shall trot out and
fasten it after vou. 1t will be a regular night out.  You can
come home with the milk in the morning—what 1"’

““ Ha, ha, ha ¥’

Billy Bunter did not reply. Words failed him. He turned
in, and hiz deep snore soon resounded through the dormitory ;
and he dreamed of dead corts, sure snips, and heaps of
golden severcigns,

“ Ow, the rotters!

Don't vou want to be let down any more 27

1

““ Vou haven't thanked us yet.”

r‘l:l

Thank you! Bunter.

panted

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Also IRan!

ARRY WITARTON & Co. -were smiling serenely the

H next morning.,  Billy Bunter was not simling.  He was

in a state of suppressed fury. But the Fumous IMive

thought it likely that the fat blade would not make

anv fucther attempts to break bounds at might. As Peter

Pedd remarked, Bunter was gotting a lot of valnable lessons

for nothing, and though gratitude was not to be expoecied

from him, there was no doubt that the lessons were doing
him good.

Where the Owl of the Remove wonld *F break out 77 next
wits @n imteresting question, iz money was still mielting
away, in the usual aquarter—ihe tuckshop.  When onee he
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was in his usual state of impecuniosity, his kind friends would
be ahle to relax their kindness—it was impossible to be o
Llade, a doe, and a goer without o supply of cash.

But Dunter's final leszon was destined not to come from his
kind friends in the Remove, The follewing afternoon was a
hali-holiday, and the Remove were playing o foothall team at
Rookwood School, and mnaturally  they forgot all abous
Bunter. DBut when, after the football mateh, the brake cama
rolling home through the village of Friardale, IHurrco
Jamset Ram Singh uttered a sudden exclamation, as ho
pointed to a fat figure that came volling cut of the path
beside that disreputable establishment, the Cross heys.

“ Bunter 1" ejaculated Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter blinked round ag he heard the brake,  lio
staod in the road and held up a fat hand.

“Gimme a lift to Greyfriars, you fellows.”

The blade was allowed to clamber mto the brake.
Huovry Wharton & Co. gave him stern looks,

“do you've been pub-haunting, after all,” said Vernon-
Snth.

Bunter grinned,

“ Oh, just a little run in, to see a friend of minel” he
sard amrily.

- Suppose a prefect had spotted you coming out, instead
of us?” sawd Harry Wharton.

“ A poer has to take some rigks. DBless you, I'm a sport !”
sid Bunter. ° A [ellow has to take chances when he gocs
on the ran-dan.”

“You silly pifiller " roared Bob Cherry, exasperated. The
solf-sptisfaction of the utterly ridiculous Owl goi on Bob’s
nerves,

“ And what have you been doing?” asked Peter Todd
grimly, ** Boozing?"’

Bunter shuddered.

“Ow! No”

“ Playing cards?”

“ No fear!”

“ Smoking ¥

“ Grooh! No."

“ Then what have vou been there for 7"’ demanded Todd,
Simply for the pleasure of getting sacked if you happened
to be spotted ¥

Then
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“ 1 don't mind telling vou about it,” said Dunter loftily.
“I'm having a plunge.”’

“A—p—ua—what 7

“ A plunge. You see, I had only six guid left out of my
moncy,’” said Bunter.  * But it will be all right—I shall have
thirty-six pounds to-morrow.”

“ My hat! How—when—where—why *"

“ I've put six quids on Snocker’s Prade.'”

“What !

““ 8ix to one against, and a dead cert,”

“ A dead eert!” sauid Bob Cherry dazedly,

“ Yos, rather. Snooker’s Pride is a geegee you could bet

our shirt on,” said Bunter. ** And he will simply romp
ﬁﬂnw in the Mugford Plate. I've laid six quids on him, and
getting thirty-six pounds to-morrow when he wins.”

““ (Oh, crumbs!”’

“That will give me some capital to work with, and 1I'm
going in for racing extensively,” said Bunter. *f In future,
[ shall have a drag to the races on half-holidays. 1 shouldn't
mind making up a party, and taking vou fellows, il you're
game, Of course, you would have to pay your whack.”

The juniors stared at Bunter. They could scarcely believe
that even the Owl of the Hemove was so utterly obtuse as to
suppose that he would get thirty-six pounds from the boolk-
maker on the morrow. Mr. Banks was generally, judging
by appearances, in want of thirty-six .Shillliugs.,_li__“t alone
pounds. But Billy Bunter was evidently quite satisfied with
his prospeets. .

“You-—you've handed six pounds to that man Banks?
stuttered Peter Todd, at last.

“ Certainly. Can't bet on the nod,” said Bunter. * There's
practically no risk—I1've been studying the matter, you sec,
and Snooker's Pride is generally considered a cert—DBanks
himself said that he didn't see how he could be beaten.™

“Well,"” said Poter, ** that beats the band! [ was going
to rag vou when you got home, Bunter—I was going to
larrup you with a cricket stump. But I won't! 1 fancy
you'll get your lesson from Banks™ .

“ Rot! said Bunter. ** You mind your own business,
Toddyv. You'll sing a different tune when I show you the
evening paper to-morrow, L've ordered the evening paper
to be sent to the school, If Quelchy sees it, he'll only think
I'm keen on the war news. And when 1 show you Snooker’s
Pride a winner—six ta one against——"

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"’

““ Oh, vou can cackle!" growled Bunter. * I've got a lot
of judgment in these matters. Banks said I was the cut of a
real sportsman., He said he hardly cared to take me on,
really, because he knew he would have to pay out; but i
wouldn't refuse, because he could see I was a real sport.”

“Don't say any more, Bunty,” murmured Bob Cherry.
“You quite overcome me. Of course, Banks would tell you
the frozen truth, He didn't want your six quid. I'll let you
off the thick ear 1 was going to give you.”

“(Oh, rats!"” said Buuter,

Billy Bunter rattled on quite cheerfully till they reached
Greviriars. As for the blackguardism of his conduet, that
did not seem to occur to him at all.  All he was thinking of
was the thirty-six pownds he was to finger on the morrow.
As soon as he saw the announcement of the winner in the
evening paper, he was going down to see Mr. Banks to clanm
his winmings. And, dismusted as the Jumors were with the
fat bounder, they could not help feeling sorey for him,

A painful surprise was awaiting hin on the morrow,
That Mr. Banks would have taken his bet, if the horse had
the remotest chance of winming, they did not believe for a
moment. The price against that geegee, heing six to one,
showed what opinion the " bookies™ had of his chances.
The horse was evidently a rank outsider, T'rue, rank out-
siders sometimoes “romped home " unexpectedly ; but it was
not probable that Billy Bunter had spotted one of those out-
siders.  Ilis " dead cert”” was pretty certamn to come in
sixth or seventh or cleventh, if he camne in at all

But the Blade of the Remove was simply walking on air
for the rest of that evening,  On the morrow morning he was
all smiles,

In the morning paper he found, as he informed the
Famous Five, that Snoocker's Pride was marked A" which
meant that he had arrived., He was going to run, and he
was goinr to win, There was no perhaps about that.
Bunter's faith in his own jJudement as a spotter of winners
was unboonded.

After leszons, Bunter haunted the school gates, waiting
for the newsboy to arrvive with the early edition of the
evening paper. It arrived about six o'clock. Quite a erowd
of the Removites gathered round DBunter, with keen interest,
Mozt of them were grinning.

The Owl of the Remove opened the paper with Gpoers
trembling with eagerness. He found the column of the
racing results, and blinked at it through his hig spectacles,

explained Bunter,
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“Iere it is—DMuggford Plate!” said Bolsover major,
pointing it out.

“Good ! and DBuanter read,
Hurlingham. What the dooce does that mean?
Pride ain't mentioned ™

o Ha: ha, hial?

Bunter blinked round anerily,

“There's nothing to cackle at. There's some mistake. 1
don’t see what they mean by putting those three names
there -

“You fathead!” roared Squill. “Those three names
mean that Bonny Boy has won, and Langford and ilTurling-
ham came 1n second and third.”

“ But—but—but Snooker’s Pride was going to win—-"

*“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“But—but they ain't mentioned
“It's a mistake! It's a swindle

“IHe's mentioned,” chuckled DBob Cherry.
in smaller print underneath.™

Bunter read the paragraph in smaller type ecagerly. It
Wis a5 fﬁ“.UH'E'}:

“ALSO RAN: Hookey, Catford 1L,
snooker’s Pride.”

“Also ran!"’ chirruped Squill.
Bunter, IIa, ha, ha!”

* Then-—then he hasn’'t won ?”" shrieked Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha! It doesn't look like it."

* Then—then my six quid——"" said Bunter, aghast. “I
—I1 don't even get that back ¥

“No fear! You can ask Banks for it. Ha, ha, ha!”

The expression on the blade’s fat face was excruciating.
The Removites yvelled with merriment.  Bunter's dead cert
had turned out an “also ran'; and DBunter's last six quids
were reposing safely in Mr. Danks's pockets. Bunter bad
dreamed golden dreams, but they were not coming true.
It was all the better for him, as a2 matter of [act; but he
did not feel it so. He gave a deen groan.

“Oh, ernmbs ! 've lost !

““Ha, ha, ha! What did you expect ¥’

“Tt—1t's a swindle !’

“Ila, ha, ha!t”

“This-this rotten, blackpuardly horse-racing ought to be
prohibited —"

The juniors simply shricked. DBilly Bunter's opinion of
horse-racing had taken a sudden turn, The fat junior Hung
the paper savaredy away, and rolled off, looking utterly woe-
hegone.,  He rolled, from force of habift, into the tuckshop,
to seek comfort in jam-tarts and ginger-pop.  But there was
no comfort for him, for he was ' stony” once more, and
jam-tarts and ginger-pop wore not fortheoming except for
cashi,  So DBunter rolled out agaimn, more wochegone than
Cver.

“Bonny DBoy —Langford—
Snooker's

him "' howled DBunter.

Th

“There he s,

Hﬂﬂuufn‘.u. E:Lr"ld

“Ie was an also ran,

L] | ] L 3 L -

TTarry Wharton & Co. were having tea with Peter Todd
in No. 7 Study, and the room was crowded with a cheery
party, when Billy DBunter rolled in, The Blade of the
Remaove was lookine very subdued.  All his late swank and
importance were gone.  Peter Todd eave him a cheorful
erlare,

“Hallo! What do you want "

“I say, Toddy, old man—
“Don't call e Toddy,
my acquaintance,”’ said Peter severely.

me Toddy.”

#Oh, really, Toddy, T—-I-1-—I've come back."

“Come back [T

“ Yo, That  that beast Snoop has turned me out of
his study I said Bunter pathetically,

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bo you've come back!" growled Peter Todd, # Just
when we were getting on comfortably, and hoping we wero
done with you,”

“ Oh, really, Toddy M

“No goers wanted in this study,” said Peter.
but—-=-"

HI—-I—I1'm
chucked it up.
Bunter.

“*Ha, ha, ha !

“Alake room for the heast,”” said Peter Todd.
we vie cot to stand hom.”

And room was made for Bunter, and Lis fat face cheered
up a little as he procecded to clear the tea-table of its goad
things. Billy Bunter was a member of No. 7 onee more, but
he was no longer a DBlade.

THE END.

You've told me you don't want
“ Only my pals eall

“I'm sorry,

nat eoing it oany more. Toddsy, I—I'vao
I—-I don't want to be a bladed™’ stammered

1 suppose

(Next week's “ Magnet'' Libprogry will contain
another of Frank Richards' Anec tales of the chums
of GQroyiriors sntitied " THE LAST PLUNGE!" Oerdor
your copy at your newsagent's well in advance, and
so make sure of getting it!)
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FOR NEXT MONDAY:

“THE LAST PLUNGE!"
By FRANK RICHARDS,

Next Monday's splendid story of Greyfriars Schocl 18 one
of tho most absorbing yarns which has ever come from the
inspired pen of famous Frank Richards. It describes how
Vernon-S8mith's restless nature, always seeking excitemoent
and adventure, causes him to break away once more from
the genial society of Harry Wharton & Co., and indulge in
one of those rash escapades which invariably end in disaster.
But somchow the old life of dissipation has lost its charm,
and the Bounder resolves to keep straight thercafter. Un-
fortunately, however, he has placed himself in the power ot
an unserupulous alien; and this man, failing to enlist Sm ithy’s
services in a picee of shady work, turns blackmailer. At this
juncture, the Bounder takes the only honourable course open
to him by confessing his foolish misdemecanour to the IHead.
So strong is the appeal in Smith’s favour that the maximum
penalty of expulsion is withheld; nevertheless, it has been
such a close call that the Bounder is grimly resolved that

he has taken
“THE LAST PLUNGE!"

e ————

FORGING AHEAD!

I think this iz absclutely the only way in which 1 can
describe the astonishing progress of our now famous com-
panion paper, the *‘ Dreadnought.” :

FEvery reader of the * Magnet” is by this time fully
acquainted with the fine fare now being served up every
Thursday—et least, if he izn't, he ought to be,.

For the benchii of those who may not yet have included
the * Dreidnought” in their list of weekly periodicals, 1
would commend to their notice, not only the splendidly-
written stories of Harry Wharton’s early schooldays, which
world-famous Frank Richards writes cach week in the
Y Dreadoought,” but also the novel new gerial,

“TWO0 OF THE BEST!”

the author of which, Jack Lancaster, is one of the brightest
stars in the literary world.

These two features alone, replete as they are with dramatic
and humorous incidents, are well worth a perny of one's
pocket money; but they are supplemented by many other
pood things, chief among which is a powerful new story of
Sexton Blake, the werld-famous detective.

Time was when I considered the ‘* Mugnet” and “ Gom ”
Libraries to be the last word in boys’ literatuore ; and althouzh
my opinion still holds good, it is a trifle shalen when I reahise
the hich stapdard of excellence to which the ** Dreadnought
has risen. N ,

Thera are certain periodicals now in existence, the chiels
of which are ever adjuring their readers te ‘' order in
advance,” or *‘ get their copy to-day.”” These injunctions,
repeated from week to week in a stereotyped sort of way, have
no more impression on the boy who resds them than an insect
on & brick wall. But when I emulate my worthy rivals, and
voice the wish that my chums will ** order to-day,” they may
rest assurcd that the paper referred to is worth ordering,

This being the case, all Magnetites should present them-
selves at their newsagent’s every Thursday with “ shining
morning face,”’ as Shakespeare has it; and they will find that
the remarks made on my Chat Page this week are borne out
to the very letter.

HH
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REPLIES iIN BRIEF.

J. 0. C. and F. G. (Lancaster).—Thanks very much for
your encouraging letter.

Ray Simonds.—Thanks for your cheery greeting. The
word “ sie’’ means ‘“so,” and is of Latin derivation,

Miss E. Lamb (Hastings).—Your continued loyalty to my
journal is much appreciated. Best wishes to yourself and
brothers.

John Rowland (Hartlepool).—By the time these lines
appear, the Fast Coast bombardment will be a thing of the
past; nevertheless, I thank you for your description of the

unfortunate event.
| N
P———
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Our Grand Ferrers Lord Serial Story.

e

A Magnificent Story of Thrilling Adventure.
By SIDNEY DREW.
e o oo o

Plans for Escapiung are Discussed.
*“It can’t be done, Simpson,” said Ching-Lung.

UN

** 1 abso-
lutely refuse. I lnow your position. You daren’t leave my
fellows outside, but must fasten them up in the shed, which
means that you'll have to stny oulside yourseli. Charming
weather for camping out, 1sn’t 1t7"”’

“T don’t want to treat you badly, if you don't force me,”
growled the negro. * You know that.”

“] know a good many things, my dusky- friend. Whkat
more do you want to tell me?”

“Only that you'll all go into the shed together, and some
of your white friends’ll kick at that. Two of you made a
mighty fuss when axed to sit down to dinner with some
clean coloured foll, so I pguess they wen't relish bein’
packed in to sleep with a gang of Chinz, like sardines. I
ain't struck with the notion myself, and I don’t like to force
it on you. There won't be room to swing a cat, and the
ventilation's pretty vile. You've got to go through it, unless
you meet me 'bout the parcle. Them Chins are as wet as
water now, and they'll steam. That shed’ll be a little Black
Ilole of Calcutta, but in you go. Some of us must sleep,
and \it's the only way I sce .of guarding you and keeping tho
upper hand.”

“1 was expecting that, lads,” said Ching-Lung, when the
door had closed behind the bir negro. * Simpson isn’t as
black as he looks. What he says 1s quite true. He's got
Lhis hands full. I almost wish I hadn’t givéen my parcle
at all.”

“ Och! Phwat does it matther, sor?? said O’'Reconey.
“ Here's n dark noight eomin’ and bringin’ the bheys wi
ut. Phwat’s to worry us?”’ .

Ching-Lung did not think it worth while to undeceive them
just then. :

“Und in dot case ve gannod gif der plack insegt our
barole,” added the cock. ‘' Ach, Gan-Vaga, you hat male
mo break mine nose many dinics, and mine heart almost
vouce or dwice, but ven you gone pack to der rescue, I for-
gif und vorget. Shaf! Mine prafe Gan-Vaga! I press ycu
to mine bosom, und gall you ein vat hero. Yes, I cram ycu
mit butter und treacle und sossitches. A-r-r-r! I efen kecs
you in mine choy.”

““ Yes, and sling saucepans at him the next minute,’” said
Barry, as he wrung out his wet shirt. * 1 mane av your
kiss doesn’t kill the hayvthen stone dead. 0i'll have a sloice
of toast wid the fish, Bhorts, as we're out of bread. Boled
fish and cowld wather for lunch! Troth, whoy did Oi ever
compe to say?”

It was wretched food and wretched weather. Sencr Diaz
cultivated fAowers in his garden, but no vegetables. Schwartz
might have improved the flavour of the fish by boiling it in
salt water. They had no lid to the saucepan, and the fieh
tasted smoky. Barry gave it up.

“O’ll be the hungriest Oirishmen aloive afore Oi ate
that muck,” he said, in disgust. * Ut tastes just loike soot
and wet fannel.”

They could hardly look 2t one another without laughing,
for the rain had taken all the starch out of their shirts and
dress waistooats.

“ Well, wo are a pretty set of scarecrowe,” said Ching-
Lung. * Here come more of the ragged brigade. Oh, you
dirty boys!"”

They were wearing the clothes they had heen captured in,
and ‘i the case of Schwartz, Kennedy, and Thurston, these
happened to be evemng-dress.  Ngthing cculd have been
more unswitable or rdiculous,

“* Have a stroll rﬂund, 'r.l:'-i‘.}l,t';lll,I and See i ALVCDG 18 Wﬂtﬂhi—ﬂ,ﬂ""

(Continued on page iv of cover.)
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apid Ching-Lung.  “ There may be a nigger skulking to
listen to what we are saying.”

The steersman failed to unearth any eavesdropper.

“ Now, come to the pomnt, lads,” said Ching-Lung. * We
mustn't put all our eggs in one basket, which means that
we mustn't rely on Gan and Ilendrick altogether. When
they get to Searrun, you see, the others may be off fishing.
There arc many things that might cause a hitch or delay,
g0 we must play off our own bat. Those who help them-
selves get most, az a rule.”’

“ Faith! DBen ean answer for the thruth of that, sor,"
said Barry. ‘' Ile helped himself, and How many years
was ut ye got, Benjy 7" i

“ Oh, bothier vour nonsensz!" said the prince. © De
sensible for a few minutes, if you can. We're going to
make a dash for liberty carly in the morning. I've had a
look at the shed. It's little better than matchboard. Chan-
Song-’a has told the crew all about it. There's fun coming.
It will be as dark as pitch about three o'clock, and if we
have the slightest luck, we'll give tkem a terrific surprise.’

Luckily a good supply of fern had been brought in before
the rain commenced. They discussed their plan in whispers,
and then, tired out after an nlmost sleepless night, they lay
down on their sweet-smelling beds and slept comfortably.
It was still vaining when their eaptors roused them.

“ Tt will be desk in ten minutes, gentlemen,'’ said Simpson,
“and your parole has expired. Line up and be searched!”

Vells How, aiter Digging Their Way to Freedom, the Late
Prisoners Effected a Huge Surprise, and Witnessed a
Thrililug Scene by Chan and His Partner.

“ Poor begaars!” chuckled Ching-Lung to himself, *1
hope they're enjoying it !"

The rain was clattering down like a shower of pebbles on
the zinc roof of the Etllﬁ.j shed. It was as black as pitch,
but in the darkness the. men were working with infinite
patience. Bricks had been prized up, and Chinamen clawed
up the earth with their fingera and with bits of poeinted stick.
The hole grew larger and the water trickled in. Capfuls of
mud were passed ﬁ-ﬂm hand to hand.

“ Look out!" came the swift warning.

A lizht Nashed through the open door. ‘The drenched,
miserable sentry who glenced in saw nothing to arouse his
suspicion, © 'The hole had beea filled up with fern and a
Chinarnan lay curled up across it, snoriag heavily. The door
was closed and locked.

“ Troth, that was quick and nate!" said Barey O'Rooney.
“ Get on wid the grave-diggin', ye miscries, for the darkey
has gonc to foind an umbrella !

That breath of fresh air had done them good, for the heat
of the shed was becoming intolerable. Once moro they began
to scoop out the mud.

“Ol'ri, ol'ri, ol'ri! There is loom, son of the stars
Chan-Song-1u. ] ' :

“ And mighty sloppy room, ['ll wager !"" said Ching-Lung.
% T shall ruin my niece suit! Ugh! It'a like having to crawl
down a dramn!"

He crept into the hole, and wriggled out; then he rubbed
a handful of mud over hia face. It was a little lighter out-
side than in the shed. He listened, rose to his feet, and ran
briskly away. One by ono the others followed., Tom Prout
came last. The burly steersman found it diffienlt to squeere
through, but he succeeded in the end. As he stood there to
take his bearings he heard a squelching footstep. Proud
moved hastily back. The footfalls ceased.

“ By honey, I can sce you,”” muttered Prout, ** and if you
see me, L'll quickly be ready for my funeral! ¥You'll shoot
first, and then inquire-what I'm doin’ out so late all alone!
If that rifle's loaded Oh, murder [’

“Who dat?"

Prout gave himself up for lost. The indistinet figure of the
man seemed to lurch. He staggered “forward and tumbled
into the startled steersman’s arms, a limp weight.

“* Bart "' gasped Prout.

“That you, Tom?" said the voice of Kennedy. I
thought it was another nigger! I've quicted that beggar,
and barked my knuckles over it! Clean him out, before
he wakes and begins to yell! . Here's one rifle and revolver,
gn{_ﬂmw! I'll take the revolver. Hallo, they've tumbled to
it

“Help!"! came a startled voice. * Help "

Prout crept forward with clubbed rifle and struck. The
running fugitive dropped like a log. All was still again,
except for the hiss of the falling rain. Then they heard a
low, peculiar whistle, and a gull screamed loudly through the
darknoss. '

* That's Chan-Song-Pu, Tom," said Kennedy. ‘' He's shut
his man up! Chan knows how to do it, but the old rascal
generally coes it in a way that would not suit our tastes. 1T
believe we've bapzed the lot! Hold still, and keep your
eyes open., Chan isn’t a boy, but knows all his old tricks!”

The whistle sounded again, but in a different note.
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“Ol'ri, ol'ri, ol'ri ! maid a soft, chuckling voice. - ** Only
Illmr on guardee, and we bagged dat lotee! Bolt! Ol'ni,
ol'ri 1"

Chan-Song-Pu carried something on his back which he
Aung down like a sack of potatoes. It was the third sentry.

“I dflaidee I hultee him,” said the fat but powerful
Chinaman. *° Ol'ri’, ol'ri'! De son of de stars say no killee,

so I only killee ns near ns T can without killee. Ha, ha! 1
getee a lifle and caltlidges! Olri’! Topside velly good! I
lookeo aftel thum._ 80 yoll 1111}119&1”

“Don’t hurt them, you savage!” said Kennedy., “ Tie

them up, but none of vour soothing-syrup, Chan! We won't
have murder! Come on, Tom ! ;
One revolver was enough for Chan-SBong-Pu, so they seized

the other weapons they had captured. Had any of the

negroes been sleeping in the rough' shelters, the call for help

must have aroused them, unless Prout did not like to
think of 1t. He did not relish the picture of the lithe China-
man creeping noiselessly down on the sleepers. It was not a
white man's way., Ie hoped in his heart that none of the
wretched shelters were tenanted,

““ Who's that?"

*“ Prout and Kennedy. That’s you, isn’t it, Ben 2"

“ Who clse, d'ye think, souse me?"" growled the bo'sun's
voice. ““How goes it? I'm the rearguard, and waiting for
yOuL.

‘“ All the Chings have gone ahead, then?” asked Prout,
with a gasp of relief.

““ All but Chan-Song-Pu. You kncwed the orders, didn't
vou? What’s this, a rifle? Sousc me, have you bowled. 'em
over, then "

“ Three of them,” said Kennedy. And Ben chuckled.
** All the others are down in the ergine-house, for money.
Trust a nigger to know enough to go indoors when it rains!
Niggers are good enough when they've got a. white man to
lead them, but a poor lot ‘otherwise a4 anything !"

They reached the bottom of the steps. ‘The boiler-houso
waa already surrounded. A red light gleamed from the win-
dow. It was as Kennedy had said. The negroes had erowded
in there for the sake of warmth. They were the sons of a
warm land, and they hated damp and cold. The “leaping
flames of the fire showed them lying on the beds of ferh.
Ching-Lung tried the door. It was vnfastened. :

“ Call them round here, Kennedy,' he whispered. * Rifles
and revelvers to the window., When I break the glass, make
your rush ! '

Crash, crash'! Ching-Lung's rifle-barrel knoocked the glass
to splinters.

The Chinamen poured in and hurled themselves upon the
sleepers.  With a bloodthirsty shriek, Herr Schwartz alighted
on the chest of Simpson. He -shricked louder when the big
negro locked his arms about him. Except for the dog, the:
cook would bkave had several ribs cracked; but the dog,
remembering that the cook was the dispenser of suecculent
bones and other good things, bounded to the rescuc—for a
dead cook meant no more bones. With the dog’s teeth on
his wrist, Bimpson relaxed his grip apd cried for quarter, and
a moment later-the terrificd negroes were huddled together,
holding up their trembling arms, weaponless and overawed.

“OYri’, ol'rt’y, ol'ri’! 1 leftee de odders alle safee!” said
Chan-Song-Pu, thrusting his head through the shattered
window. ‘“Ol'ri; velly muchee ol'vi! -Velly, velly muchee
so! Ha, ha, hba! I bling some jewellery. Ha, ha, ha!
Dey lookee topside nicee !

Chulliﬂuni-]?u threw in an assorted collection of handcuffs
—the very bhandcuffs that the present viotors had been com-
pelled to wear.

“Good on your pluck, Chan!” laughed Barry O'Rooney.
* March them along to be decorated, Tom, me bhoy!
Simpson, ould sport, allow me to present yo wid a pair of
diamond bracclets !

“Ol'rt’, ol'ri, ol'ri!” howled Chan-Song-Pu.

He waltzed into the engine-house, scattering the manacled
niggers right and left, and nearly overturning the bucket
which held the fire, His glossy pigtail whirled in the air.
Chan was not performing his dance alone, for his arm
cncircled the waist of another stout gentloman, who was
yvelling in tones which would have cracked the window had
any window remained.

“Heres we come gatherings nutses in May—nutses in
May—nutses in May! Ho, ho, hoo! Waltz me around
agains, Willie! Ho, ho, ho-oo-0oh !"

It was Gan-Waga. The red flames shone on bronzed and
bearded faccs and on the wet barrels of fowling-pieces. The
staunch and gallant fishermen of lonely Scarran Island had
answered to the call. Soaked with salt spray and driving
rain, they stood there laughing merrily as Chan-Song-Pu
and his partner whirled and howled in the glow of the
firelight.

“Go ut, ve cripples!
O'Rooney. ** Hurroo!
first ! Break the flure!”

(A splendid Iinstalment of this grand serifal next
Monday, Order your copy now.)

Fut nt—fut ut!” thundered Barry
Bad luck to the wan who gives in
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