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A Magnificent Long Complete School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars. By Frank Richards.
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BILLY AND SAMMY BUNTER IN THE COINERS’ HANDS!

(An Exciting Scene in the great tale of School Life contained In this Issue.)
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‘BUNTER’'S BANKNOTES!

A New, Long, Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyfriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Billy Bunter exfﬁcted a half-sovereign from his pocket, which he had received in change for one of his pound ]
notes, and gave it to his minor with a lordly air., He could aiford to be genmerous—having found the horn of
plenty. ** There you are, young 'un!" he said. (See Chapier 9.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER. It was like a flash. The door flew open, and Bunter
Ins and Outs! flew in, and the door slammed again behind him,
ILLY BUNTER came into his study, No. 7 in the Billy Bunter sat on the study carpet and roared.
B Remove pasage at Greyfriars, with startling sudden- Yow!
ness. ““You silly ass!"" shouted Peter. ““ What do you mean
Peter Tedd, his study-mate, was sitting at the by coming into the study like a jumping kangaroo?”’
table doing lincs. Peter gave a jump as Duuter came ** Grooh!”
Ay ““You've made me drop ninety blots on this impot, you
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fat chump. Can't you walk into a study?” demanded
Peter indignantly.

“Ow)] DOw!"

Peter Todd stared at his impesition, which was too
liberally oruamented with blots to be taken into Mr.
Queleh's study. Then he stared at DBunter again, and
picked up a ruler. _ .

“ You potty porpeise!” said Peter, If you want to
trv gymnasties and acrobatic tricks, you can do it in
the gvm, not in the study. I'll—"

"%"nw! Keep off, you fathead! I didn’t do t!"
roarcd Dunter. *‘ You howling ass, T was chucked in!”

Peter held back the ruler just in time.

** Oli, yvou were chucked in, were you?" he eaid. ** Aund
who chucked vou in?”’
** Those heasts, Bob Cherry and Wharton,” groaned

Bunter, setting his glasses straight on his fat little nose.
“ b, dear! 1've had a shock. Yow!™

“And why did they chuck you in?"’

““ Because they're beasts—yow, keep that ruler away,
ou rotter! Tecause they're going out on a pieniel!”
fmwlml IIunter,

* Rats!"’ said Peter. I don't see why they should
chuck a porpoise into my study simply because they're
going on a picnie.  Take that, and——"

“Wow—wow! I wanted to go with them!” yelled
Bunter. *‘ Chuck it, you fathead! You sec, Marjorie is
going to be with them, so I pointed out to BBob Cherry
that [ simply had to go, because Marjorie's rather gone
on me, you know—vow-ow! Keep that ruler away—and
then the beasts picked me up and threw me in here.
Ow!”

Billy Bunter scrambled up and dodged the ruler.

“Well, one good turn deserves another,”” said Peter
Todd. *“ You’ve been chucked in—eo now you're going
to be chucked out !’

“1—1 say, Toddy——"" The Owl of the Remove dodged
round the table. ““ D-d-don’t be a beast, you know.
I've oot an idea.” He dodged again, pauting for breath.
“I sav, Toddy, wouldn't it be a lark—he, he, he——""

“Wouldn't what be a lark, you gurgling porpoise?”’

“I've got an idea, Toddy. Suppose we get some of
the fellows toeether, and follow the rotters, and raid
their feed®? Thev're getting a ripping spread, and 1
think they're going to the old priory. We could rush
them, vou know, and collar the tuck, and—and -

“ And what about Marjorie?”’ demanded Peter.

““ Oh, she'd be jolly glad to have me with her instead
of Wharton and that erowd,” said Bunter confidently.
* She's rather gone on me, you know Yow-ow! IKeep
ofi! Oh, vou beast, Toddy!"”

I’eter Todd's strong hands were upon the Owl of the
Remove. He jerked the door open, whirled Bunter
throngh the doorway, and tossed him into the passage.

There was a loud bump in the passage as Bunter
alizhted on the linoleum, and five juniors who were
chattine outside No. 1 Study turned to look at him.
Thev were Harry Wharton & Co., the FFamous Five of
tha Remove.

“ Ilallo, hallo, hallo, here he 18 again!” exclaimed Bob
(hierry. ““We told vou to stay in your study till we
Were -gnnu, Bunter. You can't expect us to take the
trouble of chucking you in over and over again.”

“Yow-ow-ow!"”’

“ (‘ollar him,”" said Nugent.

“Leggo ! roared Bunter. * That beast, Todd, chucked
me out, I tell you——""

“Can’'t help that,” said ITarry Wharton. ““Todd’s not
aoing to leave his rubbish about the passage like this.
Heave-ho!  All hands on deck !™

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh threw open the door of
No. 7: and Wharton and Nugent, Bob Cherry and Squilf,
arasped the fat jumior all together, swung him off the
loor, and tossed him into the study. Hurree Singh closed
the door again, as Bunter bumped on the carpet, .and
the Fanmous Five walked away chuckling.

Peter Todd gave a roar of wrath as the study shook
under Bunter's weight. e had done only two lines of
his new impot, when that terrific shock sent a fresh
shower of blots spurting from his pen. Ile jumped up
in ereat wrath,

““At it again! My hat, T'll—"
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Bunter yelled.

“Ow! 1 couldn't help it, you idiot! Do you think
I like it, you asse? Those beasts have chucked me im
acain !

“Then I'll jolly soon chuck you out again,”’ said
Peter, grasping hun forcibly, * They're not going to
chuck rubbish into my study in this way. 1 can keep it
up as long as they ean, I faney.”

Peter dragged open the door, and once more the yelling
Bunter went bumping into the passage. The yell he gave
as he landed there might have been heard half across
the Close. It was echoed by a shout from the Famous
Five.

“ Here he comes arain! Collar him

““Yow, you beasts! I won't—yow—leggo—that beast,
Todd—1I say, you fellows—oh, erumbs! Oh, jiminy !’

Up went Bunter in four strong pairs of hands, and
Inky opened the door again. Bump! Dunter landed
once more on the study carpet. Peter Todd simply
jumped at him. As ho had said, he was prepared to kee
it up as long as the Famous Five. Peter Todd coul
alwavs be relied upon to keep his end up.

“Out you go!'’ he gasped, as he vanked Dunter off
the carpet.

““Oh! I say, Toddy, 'tain't my fault—oh, dear, I'm
hurt—yow-ow—Toddy, old man—oh, crikey !’

Bump!

Once more William George Bunter was sitting in the
passage, and the study door slammed after him. There
was a whoop from the Famous Five that would have
done credit to a war-party of Red Indians.

““Collar him! Our turn again!”

Iilly Bunter scrambled to his feet barely in time,
and Hled wildly down the passage. Bunter was not an
active vouth; but he was very active just then. He
fairly flew, with the Famous Five whooping after him.
Bunter’s statement that Marjorie Hazeldene was *“ gone
on him, as he elegantly expiressed it, made them merciless.
But fear lent Bunter wings. He did the length of the
Remove passage in record time, and flew up the stairs.
Just escaping Bob Cherry’s grasp, he bolted into a box-
room, slammed the door, and turned the key. Then he
sank down on an empty trunk to pump in breath.

The Famous Five, chuckling, returned to No. 1 Study.
Billy Bunter was not likely to trouble them any more
just vet. In No. 1 Study, a large lunch-basket reposed on
the table, closely packed with all sorts of good things
from the school shop. It was a half-holiday at Greyfriars,
and the Famous Five were taking advantage of the sunny
spring weather to hold the first pienic of the season,
in company with their girl chums from Cliff House School.
The honour of William George Dunter’s company was not
desired, to judge by his late experiences in and out of
No. 1 Study.

The chums of the Remove found Hazeldene in the
studv. Hazel was Marjorie’s brother, which was the
greatest recommendation he had.

““T came here for you,' said Hazel, ** where have you
been off to?”

“ Only looking after Bunter,”” said Bob Cherry, with
a chuckle. “ Ready? Then let’s get off.”

Bob Cherry picked up the big lunch-basket, and the
partv started. They were to call at CLiff ITouse for
Marjorie and Clara. From the high window of a box-
room, two little round eyes blinked hehind a large pair
of glasses, and watched them go. Billy Bunter shook &
fat fist after the departing picnickers.

““ Beasts ! he growled.

Then Billy Bunter set his wifs to work. For Bill
Bunter, that afternoon, was in the unpleasant state
known a3 “stony’; and Billy Bunter was determined
that he would be on the scene when the picnie started,
though the skies should fall.

THE SECOND CHAPTER:

Bunter's Army!
" SEINNER, old chan a

Skinner of the Remove was standing outside the
school shop, with his hands in his pockets, regard-
ing, with a wistful eye, the good things in Myrs.

Mimble’s little window. He brightened up as Billy
Bunter poked him in the ribs. '
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Bunter ! Skinner was quite

¥

““ Hallo,
* Coming into the tuckshop, old chap®’

A Tew weeks before, Skinner would probably have
acknowledged that poke in the ribs by knocking Bunter's
cap off, or calling him some complimentary names. Dut
of late, Skinner, and some more fellows, had been very
civil to Bunter. TFor on many cccasions during the past
few weeks, Billy Bunter had been in great funds.

Bunter, the most impecunious fellow at Greyfriars, the
horrower of deadly skill, who could extract loans as a
dentist extracts teeth, had never had much politeness
wasted on him before. But Bunter in funds was quite
a different Bunter. Of course, the fellows hadn’t helieved
it at first, and howls of laughter had greeted his state-
ment that his pater had made money on the Stﬂuk
Exchange. But * money talks,” as Fisher T. 1*1.&'.‘}1
declared ;: and Bunter had had quite a heap of money. So
it was no longer surprising to see him in funds, and he
was worth beine polite to. Unfortunately for Bunter, his
money never lasted long. Mrs. Mimble always did quite
a thriving business when Bunter had any cash, and it all
went the same way. So that now the Owl of the Remove
had ups and down—periods of great plenty, alternating
with periods of famine, like the fat years and the lean
years in Egypt of old,

As it happened, this special afternoon was one of the
lean vears, so to speak. But as Skinner was not aware of
that, Skinner was smiling his sweetest and friendliest
sinile.

“ Feel like a pienie?"” asked Bunter, )

“ What-ho !"* said Skinner. ** Those rotters have just
gone out on a picnic. Never thought of asking me.”

“ Well, I ask you,” said Bunter. ** Look here, Skinner,

et together seven or eight chaps

“ My hat!”

“ Bring ’em into the Rag, and T'1l tell 'em all about
it. It's a regular ripping. feed—a real corker!”™

“ Rely on me,”” said Skinner.

Billy Bunter rolled off to the School House with a fat
smile of satisfaction. He had Iaid a really ripping plan.
He had a strong suspicion that the old priory in Friar-
dale Wood was to be the scene of the Mamous Five's
picnic.  And he had schemed to raid that pienie, knock
the picnickers into a cocked hat, and collar the feed. It
was a very bold scheme for Bunter to scheme, as he was
not a great fizhting-man, and the Famous Five were
fistical heroes. But numbers would tell. With about two
to one in their favour, Bunter's army would carry the
day—the Famous Five would be put to ignominious flight,
and the feed would remain to the conguerors—to the
victor the spoils,

Billy Bunter waited in the Rag for the recruits to
arrive. Sunoop was the first fellow to come in.  Snoop
looked at Bunter, and then looked round the Rag, and
seemed puzzled.

“ Where is it?"" asked Snoop.

“ Eh! Where's what?"

“ Skinner told me there was a feed.”

““ So there 1s,”" said Bunter. " Not here.  Wait till
yvou're all here, and we're going out to the feed.”

“0Oh, pood!” said Snoop. 1 dido't know you woere
in funds again, Billy.” Bunter was Billy to his dear
friends when he was in funds,

““ Hallo ! said Fisher 1. Fish, the American junior,
as he came in. I guess I'm on, Bunter.
feed?"’

*“ All in rood time,”” said Bunter,

Bolsover major came in with Stott. They, too, looked
round inguiringly, evidently expecting to find the feed
there present, in the Rag. Bolsover grunted when he was
told to wait for the rest to arrive. Bunter intended to
explain his scheme when the whole army was collected.
Bolsover, the bully of the Remove, did not like waiting,
and he was ouly half inclined to honour Dunter's feed

with his lordly presence, anyway. However, he
waifed.
Ogilvy and Morgan and Wibley eame in next. They

weren't chums of Bunter's, but a feed was a feed. Then
came Alonzo Todd and Micky Desmond, and Skinner him-
self. The forces were collected. Including Bunter, there
were eleven fellows, and the Owl of the Remove considered
that his army was quite strong enoungh to deal with the
Famous Five and Hazeldene. e had mapped it out
nicely in his mind. He was poing to give direetions, like
& really good general, while the mere fightine was done
Trr Macner Lisranry.—No. 371 =
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by the other fellows. After the victory, there was the
feed to follow, graced by the vpresence of Marjorie and
Clara. Bunter had not the slichtest doubt that the Clifi
House girls would be willing, indeed eager, to exchange
the Famous IMive's company for his,

““ Well, here we are,”” said Skinner, *“ Now, about that
picnie, Bunter. There's enough of us—what?™

““ Oh, rather !"" assented Bunter. *° We shall be able to
handle 'em." :

“ Eh! Handle whom?'" asked Skinner, in surprise,

““ Those heasts, Wharton and the rest,” explained
Bunter. ‘‘ You see, we're going to collar their pienic.”’

“ What!" ejaculated Bolsover major.

“I'm going to lead you,” explained Bunter. *° We're
going to drop on the rotters, give 'em a hiding, and collar
the feed. See?”

“1 understood you were standing a feed!” yelled
Skinner, glaring at the Owl of the Remove. The prospect
of a pitched battle instead of a picnic did not appeal to
Harold Skinner in the least.

" It's just the same; I'm going to lead yon— :

“You lead!"” snorted Bolsover major contemptuously.
“Yes, I'm likely to follow your lead, you porpoise—I
don’t think !

*“ Oh, really, Bolsover .

“ I puess it's no go,” said Fisher T. Fish. I kinder
reckon I'd rather you stood the feed yourseif, Bunter.
I'm not looking for a scrap.”

* Bame here,”” said Snoop.
Bunter.””

‘“ Hear, hear!"’

“ It’s up to you, Bunter.”

*“I—I'd stand it like anything,"" said Bunter.
you see, I can’t.”

“ Why can’t you?'"' demanded Skinner.

 I'm stony.”’

“ Stony!" shouted the new army, with one voice, in
every tone of snger and indignation and astonishment.

“Yes. I say, you fellows, you see I've been dis-
appointed about a postal-order. But this is a really good
wheeze, you know, They've got a ripping pienie, and
we iy

Rkt

** I'll lead you——'

*“ Bosh !I"

“ 1 say, you fellows " protested Bunter fecbly. He
had felt guite a Witchener with his new army; but
somehow the reeruits did not seem to take to the idea at
all.  They were not going on the war-path.

Bolsover major raised his hand.

“You've fetehed us here, Bunter,' he said.
stand the feed.”

*“1 c-c-can’t.’’

““ Oh, rot! If your pater’s heen swindling on the Stock
Exchange, as you've been bragging, he can let you have
some of the loot, I suppose. My belief is that you are
rolline in ill-golten cash. You'll stand that feed.”

“ I ean't!” yelled Bunter. “I'm stony! You follow
my lead——-""

“You can't!” ejaculated Bolsover major.
vouw've fetehed me here for nothing, yvou fat oyster !
that 1"

“ Yarooh !’

Bolsover major plumped Billy Bunter down on the floor,
and strode out of the Rar in great indignation. Billy
Bunter sat on the floor and gasped for breath.

“ I—TI s-say, you fellows, now that beast's gone, you'll
follow my lead 5=

“ I guess I'll follow you to the tuckshop,”” said Iisher
T. Fish. ** I kinder calculate that I don't follow you
anywhere else.”

“Dont I keep on telling you I'm stonv!" roared
Bunter.

" Then take that!”

“ Yow-ow !

And that " howled Skinner wrathfully.

* (erroooh I

““ And that! And that! And that! And that!”
chorussed the rest of the army, as they gathered indip-
nantly round Bunter. * You fat spoofer! And that!
And that! And that!”

““ You stand the feed,

“ But,

“You'll

“ Then
Take

]

A Grand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Fvery member of the new army bestowed a kindly
attention ou Dunter—a shove, or a cuff, or a kick—and
then they marched out of the lag. Billy Bunter was left
alone, sitting on the floor in a dazed condition, groping
wildly for his glasses, and panting for breath. It was
ten minutes at lea=t before he recovered wind enough to
scramble up, and limp disconsolatcly out of the Rag.
Bunter as @ generalissimo was evidently not popular.
The new army had vanished, and Billy Bunter was left
to carry out his raid, if he chose, on his' own.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Trouble for Twol
“ ERE we are again!’’ said Bob Cherry.

J—I The six juniors, earrying the big lunch-basket
in turn, came tramping through the woods, green
and fragrant in the spring sunshine. The old

priory, embosomed in the green woods, had come into
sight., In that picturesque old ruin, the Greyfriars
fellows often picnicked in summer days, and they had
chosen the old place as the scene of the first pienic of the
season. It was a selitary spot, a good distance from the
village and from any habitation, and they expected to
have it all 1o themselves,

Of the old building, only shattered walls and broken
doorways remained, and 1t was open to the skies of
heaven, and the interior was green with grass and bushes,
The underground part of the old place was quite intact,
and more than ouce the Removites had explored the
dismal vaults, and the damp, dark passage that led away
towards the crypt at Greyfriars. Long centuries before,
when Greyfriars had been a monastic establishment, there
had been a connection between the twe buildings. And
to judge by the drinking vessels and other relies dis-
covered in the Tuins, the old friars had not had a bad
time, in the far-distant days of King John.

Squiff, the Australian, was much more keenly interested
in' the relics of former days than the Greyfriars fellows.
He was never tired of pottering about ruins, and reading
ancient, half-decipherable inscriptions.

“ Jolly old place,” vemarked Sampson Quincy Iffley
Field. ‘* Hallo! There's somebody on the premises.’

The chums of the Remove were entering through the
ancient doorway, of which little but twe blocks of
masonry remained. It was arranged for Bob Cherry and
Wharton to feteh their chums from ClLiff House, while
the other fellows were preparing the camp. They had
fully expected to find the ruins as solitary as usual, but
they were disappointed.

Near the entrance to the old vaults—a yawning open-
ing in the heavy mass of ancient masonry—a man was
sitting on o block of stone, smoking. The juniors came
upon him guite suddenly as they came into the ruins,
and. as he caught sight of them, the stranger started,
and half rosc to his feet.

He was a man of middle aze, with a clean-shaven,
wrinkled face and somewhat shifty little eyes. He was
smoking a black pipe, and the strong scent of shag
pervaded the spot. Ile was a stranger to the juniors,
and why he had chosen that solitary spot to smoke his
pipe was more than they could guess, He was bure-
headed, too, and his feet were in carpet slippers. For
a man to be barcheaded and in slippers in a place so
far from any human habitation was surprising, to say
the least,

e took the pipe from his mouth, and stared at the
juniors. They looked at him in return.

“ Good-afternoon " said the stranger, after a pause,

“ Good-afternoen ! said Wharton.

“What do von want here?”’

“We're going to pienic.”

[ ¥ 0'}1 !JJ

But the chums of the Remove paused. A pienic with
the addition of that individual with his black pipe was
not what thev wanted., The rank smell of the tobacco

he was smoking worried them, for one thing. They
looked at one another.

“Don’t let me stop you,” said the stranger. *T'll
join you, if you like, my lads.”

“Thanks '™ said Wharton drily.

“The thankfulness is territie, honoured sahib,”

Tere Magxer LiBRARY.—No. 3T1.

remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, in his polite manner
and wonderful English.

“ Perhaps you don't want my company,’” said the
stranger, contracting his brows.

“Well, we're not exactly yearning for the company
of people we don’t know,” remarked Bob Cherry, not
liking the man’s manner at all.

“Then pet out!”

“ What!"’

“* Clear off with you!”

““ We shall please ourselves about that,”” said Wharton,
nettled. He was looking at the man in astonishment.
It scemed as if the fellow, a complete stranger to them,
wanted to pick a quarrel—for what reason they could
not imagine.

The man, too, was evidently in an uneasy frame of
mind. He had glanced behind him at the dark opening
of the vaults with a disquieted look. He had npeueﬁ
his lips to reply angrily to Wharton, when a voice came
from the dark opening.

L CrﬂWIE}F !!IJI

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo I"* murmured Bob Cherry. °° Some-
body else there.”
““There’s somethiug on,” murmured Squiff.  **That

fellow wants to get rid of us for some reason, and he's
going to kick up a row.”

The man, evidently Crawley by name, turned round as
a younger man came out of the opening. The young man
was in his shirt-gleeves, He gave a jump at the sight
of the juniors, taken by surprise at the sight of them.

““\Who the deuce——"" he began,

““Some young gentlemen come here to picnic,”’ said
Crawley. *‘They don't like my company. I'm going to
kick them out.”

““Go ahead!” said Dob Cherry,
try.”

““The welcomefulness is terrific.”

The two men exchanged plances, and came towards the
juniors. It was evident that they were “ spoiling”’ for
trouble. The juniors lined up to give them a warm
reception, They were not in the least disposed to be
bullied by that pair of rough-looking fellows.

““You're clearing out of this!"’ said Crawley threaten-
ingly. ““ We were here first, and you can get off! See?”

“ Bow-wow !’

““ And if you don't go quiet we'll shift you!"” shouted
Crawley. :

““ Bhift away!”

The two men rushed at them savagely. They seemed
to have no doubt of their ability to deal with half a
dozen junior schoolboys. But the Famous Five were
made of sterner stuff than they supposed. They stood
up to that rush coolly., Wharton and Squifi collared
Crawley, and four pairs of hands were laid upon his
companion. In a moment they were swept ofi their feet
and bumped on the ground,

“QOw!" gasped Crawley.

“ Yow!"" stuttered his companion,

““Have some more?”’ said Bob Cherry
haven't shifted us yet, yon know!”

A torrent of lurid language answered him. Bob Cherry
promptly bumped Mr. Crawley on the ground again, and
cut short the flow of his eloquence. Then, leaving the
two aggressive gentlemen gasping on the ground, the
juniors walked out of the old priory. With those two
exceedingly unpleasant persons there, they did not feel
disposed to have their picnic on that spot.

“We'll get along to the cliffs and picnic there,” said
Harry Wharton. * We can’t bring Marjorie and Clara
here with those beasts there.”

“ No fear!” said Frank Nugent. “ They don’t seem to
be going, and 1 suppose it would be rather thick to
boot them out. Come on!"

“It's jolly queer,” remarked Hazeldene, as the
juniors walked on towards the sea. “ I wonder what
they're doing therc? One in slippers, and the other in
his shirt-sleeves! It’s gueer!”

““ The queerfulness is——""

¢ Terrific !’ said Bob Cherry. ** Must be exploring the
ruins, I suppose—thongh I don’t see what johnnies of
that kind want exploring the ruins. Anyway, we've
civen them a lesson in manners.

“You're welcame to

sweetly, ““You
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my banker!" ejaculated Billy Bunter.

““ Must be something on there,”” said Squiff, with a
shake of the head—** something they didn’t want us to
spot.”’
po Looks like it,’" agreed Bob. “ Still, it isn't our husi-
ness. We can picnic on the cliffs just as well, and we
couldn't bring Marjorie and Clara near those swearing
brutes.”

The juniors wenl on to the cliffs, and soon found a
good spot for the camp in sight of the shining sca.
BBob and Wharton brought Marjorie and Clara to the
camp by the time the other fellows had the stove ool
and the feed prepared. And the picnickers settled down
cheerfully to tea, and forgot all about the curious
encounter in the old priorv—though they were destined
to remember it later.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes a Discovery!

6 EASTS! I'm here first, after all!”

B Billy Bunter, pufliing and blowing after a long
walk, rolled breathlessly into the old priory in
Friardale Wood, an hour after the juniors had

left, after their curious encounter with the two nnkuowns.
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“ Yes—archaology is simply a hobby with me,” said Crawley.
schoolboys are sometimes short of money. Now, I'll tell you what I'll do, Master Bunter.
secret, about the archaological investigations I'm making in these ruins, and I'll be your banker."” ** My—my—
“Yes,” continued the stranger, * I'll stand you as much pocket-money

as you wantl”

“THE HUN HUNTERSI”

" f*m a_, 1;h;h mﬁn—in_fnnt, i hilliunnlre. I know 1
You keep my little

(See Chapter 4.)

Dut Billy Bunter found the ruins deserted, and he con-
cluded that he was there first. e rolled in and sank
down on a block of masonry to recover his breath. e
fanned his fat face with his eap, and grunted. ‘

“ Beasts! T suppose they've gone to fetch Marjorie
first; and they'll be all coming along here together,”
murmured DBunter. * Rotters! They won’t be able to
chuck me out when Marjorie's bere, anyway! Cads, to
want to keep me out of their blessed picunie, after all
I've done for ‘'em! Deasts!™

Billy Bunter settled down to wait and watch, He was
certain that the old priory was to be the scenc of that
picnic.  Bunter had wnusual gifts as a gatherer of
information. Ilis ears seemed to have been designed by
nature on a specially large scale for that purpose. A
word let drop in his hearing was enough for him. And,
comforting himself with the reflecfion that Harry
Wharton & Co. couldn’t possibly “ chuck ' him out in
the presence of Marjoric and Clara, he waited for the
pienickers to arrive,

But they did not arrive. TIalf an hour passed, and
there was no sign of them. Dunter looked at his watch,
and grunted again. He rolled away to the doorway, and

A Grand, Long, Complote B8tory of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDG
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blinked along the footpath through his big spectacles.
But there was no sign of the pic nickers, lle came back
dh{ﬂntmltedl],r into the old priory,

“The beasts!"” ke murmured. “ I know they were
coming here—I happened to hear Bob Cherry say so.
I—T wonder if they gol here first and dedged out of
sicht?’” Ile blinked round the ruins. *' Olb, the rotters !
1'm fearfully hungry!”

It was not likely, but it was possible. Dilly DBunter
proceeded to explore the priory. He blinked into every
clump of bushes; lie stared over or behind every mass
of the old brickwork. Dut cvery corner was silent and
deserted. He eame at last to the opening in the ancient
wall that gave adonittance to the steps down into the
vaults, The fat junior blinked into the cavity.

“The rotters! They—they can’t have gone in there
to dodge me! It's too jolly dark amnd cold. They
wouldn’t be there all this time. Oh, the rotters! ThE],f
may be exploring the place hefore the feed, T know that
idiot Lield likes messing about 1n ruins and such rot!
I'm fearfully hungry!"

Billy Bunter did not feel inclined te penetrate into
the dark depths of the vault, in case the picnickers were
exploring them; but he was determined not to give up
the trail. He stood in doubt, just inside the opening,
listening, with his fat ears distended. Then he gave a
sudden start. A sound had come from the silence and
darkness below the winding steps that led downwards.

Dunter’s eyes gleamed behind his gl.v-bu

*“They're there, the rotters! I've run 'em down!

The Owl of the Remove hesitated no longer. He
rolled in, and cautiously picked his way down the winding
stone steps into the wvaults. The sound he had heard
made it certain that someone was below, and who conld
it be but the juniors he was seeking? The fat Hemovite
bad no doubt about it.

He groped his way down the dark stairs, grunting as
he bumped upon the corners. He felt the level of the
old vaults beneath his feet at last, and peered round in
the intense gloom. Not a glimmer of light broke the
darkness. It closed on him like a black cloak.

“1 say, you fellows!y shouted Bunter.  His voice
rumbled away in the hollows with an echo hike thunder.
“You bounders, I know you're here! 1 know you've
put out the light because you heard me coming.”

The deep echoes answered and died away, and there
was silence. Bunter was certain that he had been heard,
but there was no reply. 1le listened savagelv, and caught
the sound of a footstep in the darkness.

"I can hear you!” he wyelled. " Show a light, you
beasts 1

Silence !

Snorting with wrath, Billy Bunter groped his way
towards the spot where the footstep had been audible.
He was in the Hagged passage, with damp, reeking walls
that led away from the vaults into the depths under the
wood, His fat hands were outstretehed before him as he
went.

" Wiall you show a light, you rotters:"" he shonted. 1
know you're here, and I'm jolly well not going away—
5{:[.'_,”

Silence !

" Oh, you beasts!” said Bunter.
von down, all the same!”’

e groped on furiousl Suddenly his outstretched
hands came in contact with an unseen form in the darlk-
ness, There was a low exelamatlion, and he felt a gnp
f.mtvn on him.

‘Ow! Found you, you rotters! Leggo my neck!”
shrieked Bunter in alarm, as a hand fastened like iron on
his throat.

The grasp did not relax, and not a word was spoken.
Billy Bunter was borne down on the cold flagstones, and a
knee was planted on his chest, the iron grasp on his throat
never relaxing.

Bunter spluttered in alarm.

““Is that youn, Cherry, you heast? Yow'

“T'll jolly well run

You're chook-

chook- t:huklnﬂ' mf_‘l Ow—wow !  Wharton, make him
legeo! Ow!l”

“The light, Crake ! said a hard voice.

Bunter shivered,

It was a man’s veoice—a hard, tervifying voice, Tt was
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not the chinms of the Remove that he had foand, after
all !
'I'Im fat junior was scared now. _
‘I—I say, leggo!” he stammered. * I—I was looking

for my friends here, you know, I—I—I didn’t mean

LH‘; 32
* Ilold your tﬂllguer :
* Oh, dear !’

A lantern gleamed in the davkness. Dunter’s terrified
eves blinked at the man who was holding him down, and
al the vounger man who held the lantern. Both of them
were complete strangers to him,  They wore large, heavy
heards, which covered up half their faces, and caps pulled
down over their brows,

The expression on their fuces did not reassure Bunter.
The Owl of the Remove was trembling now, Te nnder-
stood that he had *‘ run into ™ something that he waa
very far from bargaining for.

“T—T cay,”” he murmured,
here, yon know. I—I say, leggo!
if vou like.”

Crawley—for the man who held Bunter was Crawley,
though he had grown a large beard during the past hour
—looked at him with glittering eye. But a survey of
the fat, terror-stricken face seemed to reassure him. The
other man—Crake—looked relieved also as he scanned the
Owl of the Hemove in the lantern-light.

“It’s only a schoolbov,” he said,

“Yes. Not one of those we saw here—

“Lemme gerrup!” mumbled Buuter,

" What are you doing here?” asked Crawley, allowing
the fat junior to rise to his feet, and wa.LLhmg his face
like a cat. “ Why did you come down herer”

“I—1 was looking for the other chaps,”’ rtuttﬁred
Bunter. ** I—I thought they were hiding down here.

Crawley started.

“ Six bovs, with a lunch-basket?” he asked.

“That’s it,” said Bunter eagerly. ** They dodged me;
they wanted to leave me out "of the picnic, the beasts |
I'm leoking for them.’

“ They went awi ay,

“(th, the rotters!”’

“You came here to look for them,”’
“* You did not know that we were herer”

“Of course I didn’t,”” said Bunter, beginming to re-
cever his nerve a little, and wondering what the two men
conld }}u*-.utl:lg.r be doing in that dismal recess under the
carth. “ Nobody ever comes down here. What are you
un to?”’

“What?"

“ What are you fellows doing down here?’’ said Bunter
inguisitively. I\’ﬂl]ung down here, excepting lizards
and had smells.”

Crawley and Crake exchanged glances. The Owl of the
Remove was too short-sighted to note the significance of
their plances, The two men were evidently at a loss how
to deal with him, but Bunter did not observe it.

“Where do you come from:”’ asked Crawlev at last.
* Do you live near herer”

" Yes: I belong to Greyfriars.”

“That’s the school,”” muttered Crake,
miles from here.”

*Those other hoys
Crawley.

“Yes; the rofters!”

““ What is your namer

“ Bunter. What's yoursy”

Crawley did not reply to that inquisitive question.
Billy Buanter blinked at the two men euriously. He was
not very keen, but he could not help seeing that there
was something very extraordinary in the prescuce of
these two men in the subterranean passage, under the
old ]i'!l]{]-l'l.i" He could not help understanding, too, that
hiz sudden arrival had alarmed them,

“T think I'll get out,” said Bunter, his nervonsness
refurning.

In the lieht the two men did not look reassuring, and
he remembered painfully that gracp of iron on his throat,

“Stop o minute,’” saiwd [l:H‘rlt’T

“1T'm 1:|| rather a hurry

“stop

Crawley

" I—1 diudn’t know vou were
I—1 sav, I'll get out

LI

" said Crawlevw,

said Crawley,

““two or three

helone to your school?” asked

rapped out that word in a tone that made
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Billy Bunter jump. The fat junior stopped at once, be-
ginning to shake again.

“1 say, vou know—"" he mumbled,

“ The fact is,”” said Crawley, after a glanee at his com-
panion, ¢ we—we don't want you to talk about having
seen us here.”

“ Oh, all vieht!" said Bunter. I won't say a word.”

MMe had already determined to relate every incident of
that stranege ¢ncounter in the common-room at Grey-
friars.

¢ Those boys—they knew you were coming here, I sup-
posa?”’ said Crawley carelessly.

““ No, they didn’t, the beasts!" .

“Oh!"" Crawley looked at his companion again, un-
noticed by the short-eighted Owl. “ Youn didn’t mention
to anvbody that you were coming here:”

“ Yes, I did,”” said Bunter, q_uitﬁ unconscions of what
depended ou his answer. *°Skinner and the rest know
I'm here, of course. They wouldn't come, the beastly
funks!"”

“ Your sclioolfellows know von are herer"”’

“ Of course they do.” ) .

“ Oh! Suppose—suppose you were iate back, they d—
thiey'd come to look for you, I suppose?”’ _

““No fear,” said Bunter. * Catch them faking the
trouble ! o

““ But—but suppose von stayed out all nightr
Crawley.

Bunter blinked.

“ T pouldn't,” he said. ° Besides, I don’t want to.”

“ But Hll]!‘.ll'.'*ﬂ-i‘ii]'.lg you did. They'd come here and look

for you—what?"

sald

1at:

“ Mr. Quelch would, jolly sharp, and yank me home,”
said Bunfer. °° Not that I'm likely to do anything so
fatheaded as that. What should I want to stay out all

TR

night for? .

Billy Bunter did not realise then, nor till long after-
wards, that he had had a narrow escape of staying out
all night, and a goocd many nights, withont wanting fo.
But t%e fact that he would inevitably be searched for in
the old priory saved him from that unpleasant experience.

Crawley looked at the younger man again, and Crake

shook his head.

“ Quite so,” said Crawle¥, with a smooth smile, look-
ing quite good-tempered now. © I daresay you were sur-
prized to eee us here.”

““ Yes, rather.  What the dickens are you doing here?”
said Bunter. ‘¢ Blessed if T ean sce what anybody can
want in this hole.”

“1 don't mind telling you,’
archaologist.”

“ A which?” ejaculated Bunter.

¢ T belong to the Archzological Society. I am making
a Teport of the—the architecture of these ruins,” said
Crawley, watching his face as he spoke; " that is my
business here. This youne man—Mr. Thompson—is my
aseistant., But the fact 1s, we do not want our presence
hore known, because—becanse we are really trespassing.
We haven't been able to get permission to make our
investigations; do yow see? A permit from the—the
County Conncil is needed, and we haven’t got it. So I am
going to ask vou, as a favour, not to eay anything about
having seen us here.”

“ (Oh, certainly!” said Bunter.

“ By the way, do you happen to be short of money?
asked Crawley casually.

“ Stony !" said Bunter.

“ Well, T am a rich man,” gaid Crawley,

“ Are vou?'’ said Bunter in surprise.

Mr. Crawley was not dressed like a rich man, so far
as the Owl of the Remove could see.

“ Yes; archmology is simply a hobby with me,” said
Crawley. “I'm a rich man—in fact, a millionaire. [
know schoolboys are sometimes short of money. Now,
1'11 tell you what I'll do, Master Bunter. You keep my
little secret about the archmologieal investigations I'm
makineg in these ruins, and I'll be your banker.™

“ Mum—my—my banker!" ejarulated Bunter.

“Yes, I'll stand vou as much pocket-money as yon
want.”

Billy Bunter almost fell down. e had sometimes had
day-dreams of a rich and generous uucle, who would he
dovoted to him and hand him all the jockat-money e
asked for. Unfortunately., his familv did not inclode
such an uncle. But hers was a perfeet strangcer offering
to take the place of that much-to-be-desived relative.
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said Crawley; “I'm an
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Bunter's eves grew as round as  sancers behind his
erlasses.

“ Gammon "' he ejaculated breathlessly.

“1 mean it, my boy,”” said Mr. Crawley affectionately.
“ You—you remind me of my own little boy, at—at Lten.
Look at this.™

Billy Bunter looked at the banknote Mr. Crawicy
extended to him. It was a currency note for one pound.

* That—that's for me?"" stammercd Bunter,

“ Yes; take 1t."”

Billy Bunter teok it willingly enough, He could hardly
believe in his pood luck. e thanked his lucky stars
which had led him to the old priory to encounter that
shabby but benevolent millionaire,

* I—1 say, you're awfully good,” said Bunter.
course, I won't say a word.”

“* Whenever you're in want of a little pocket-money,
rive me a call,” said Mr. CUrawley, still watching Bunter's
face like a cat. ** Come here to-morrow 5

* Can't,” said Bunter. *' Saturday’'s
holiday.”

*“Well, T shall be here again on Saturday afternoon,”
said Mr. Crawley. ** I am here almost every day, making
my investigations. Come and sec me."”

** What-ho!"" said Bunter.

“ But don't mention a word to anyone.”

** Not a word,”” agreed Dunter,

““ Especially about coming to see me. Not a syllable
to anyone about where you are going, when you coine
here."

** Right-ho!"’

“ And don’t forget that I'm your banker.”

“I—1 say, are vou really a millionaire?” stammered
Bunter,

“ Yea, more than a millionaire.”

* Then—then——"

“ Well?"

“ You—you're simply rolling in money?"’

“ Rolling in it,”" agreed Mr. Crawley.

“Well, as a matter of fact, I'm rather short of tin,™
said Bunter. *' I—I've been sending a lot of money to
the Prince of Wales's Fund, and so on. I'm badly in
want of a few pounds.™

Buunter's price was going wup already. 'The eager,
greedy look on his fat face did not scem to displease Mr.
Crawley. He took three more currency notes from his
pocket, and handed them to Bunter.

* Four quid!"" gasped Bunter, his eycs almost starting
from his head.

““ And all yours,” said Mr. Crawley. ° But mind, not
a word. If the—the County Council knew that I was
here, I should have to leave at once, and then you could
not see me again. If you say a single word, 1t will get
about, and that means no more pocket-money for you.
Come on Saturday afternoon, and 1 will have five of those
little notes for you."

* Rely on me,"” said Bunter. *° Good-bye!
way, what's your name, sir? Rothschild?”

‘“ No,"" said Mr. Crawley, smiling. * My name i3
Jackson. But don't mention to anyone that I gave you
the money."

“* No fear!"’

““ And not a word, T trust you.”

“* What-ho! I'll see you on Saturday, rather !

Billy Bunter was in a hurry to depart now. Crawley
and Crake came up the stair with him into the priovy,
and Bunter saw them walk away into the wood, as he
started for Greyfriars. As soon as Bunter was out of
sicht the two men came back into the priory. Crawley's
face was sombre, and Crake was gritting his teeth,

“Tt was the only way,” Crawley muttered.
others knew he was here, so 4.

Crake nodded,

“ 1 know! But on Safurday——

“ All will be safe then.™

“Tf he holds his tongue till
(rake.

“ 71 think he will. T counld read in his fuce that he was
a greedy and unserupulous young rascal.”  Bunter wonld

“Of

next  half-

By the

BV ']_1hE

Saturday !” muttered

have been flattered if he had heard that opinion
expressed by the benevolent millionaire, " Anyway, we
T
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had to risk it. It will be all right on SBaturday, if he
holds his tongue, and I think he will, That will make us
safe from the—=""

““ The County Council !"" grinned Crake.

And both of them laughed as they descended into the
vaults under the old priory.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Something Like a Spread!

ILLY BUNTER scemed to be walking on air as he
trotted back to Greyfriars.
B He was in the seventh heaven,
The picnic did not matter to him now. The

Famous Five could keep their old pienic.  With four

unds in his possession, Billy Bunter was not likely to
bother about that picnic. | .

He was only anxious to get back to Greyfriars, and
commence operations in the school shop.

Bunter couid scarcely believe in his good luck. Several
times, on the way home, he took the currency notes out
of his pocket, to blink at them, and assure himself that

they were real. ‘
i had been stony broke, and in

That afternoon he
desperate straits for a feed. Now he had foyr whole

““ quids "' in his possession.

1t was almost too good to be true.
enough—there were the quids.

Billy Bunter was considerably obtuse, and he was not
much given to reflection. But even Bunter could not
help eeeing that it was an extraordinary occurrence. Of
course, there might be such persons as benevolent million-
aires, who took delight in supplying needy schoolboys
with pocket-money. From what Bunter had heard of
millionaires generally he would not have supposed, cer-
tainly, that they were a benevolent class.

Still, there might be such a person—an old gentleman
rolling in money, who found pleasure in supplying the
wants of a really nice and agreeable schoolboy like
Bunter. Bunter remembered the old gentleman’s state-
ment that he resembled his own boy at Eton. That
helped to account foi the fancy the millionaire had taken
to him.

“ Some blessed old crank, bothering his head about
archeology and rot,” said Bunter to himself. * Of
course, it's natural enough that he should take a fam:y_ to
a fellow like me. Al the same, he's jolly well handing
out this eash because he's afraid of the County Council
gtopping his Iﬁttﬂi“g about in those ruins.””  Bunter
shook his head wisely. He was not likely to attribute the
old pentleman’s generosity wholly to motives of benevo-
lence. ‘* Well, I'll keep his giddy secret, rather, so
long as he shells out!™’

Bunter chuckled. _

He was not a good hand at keeping secrets, certainly,
but this secret was worth keeping. No reckless chatter
on his part should cause trouble between that rich oid
archmolc rist and the County Council, so long as pocket-
money was forthcoming as fast as Bunter asked for it.
And, of course, a few pounds more or less would be
nothing to a millionaire. '

Queer that the old fellow dressed so shabbily, if he was
rolling 1 money. But millionaires are sometimes
eccentric. Anyway, he evidently was relling mm money,
or he couldn’t have shelled out four pounds for nothing.

“ Mum's the word!"” murmured Bunter. ** My hat!
What a stroke of Inck! What a thumping stroke of luck!
Wouldn’t that cad Skinner like to get on the track of the
old bounder? And Snoop, too! They'd squeeze money
out of him—the cads! They'd not be in the least
ashamed to ask him for money, the rotters! My word!
I'm going to have a high old time now! If I hadn’t been
so taken by surprise I could have got a tenner out of him.
Blessed if T don't squecze him for a tenner on Saturday.
I'm keeping his blessed secret, anyway; and he might Le
fined or something if the County Council found him
out.™

The prospect of a tenner on Saturday made Bunter
almost dance home to Greyfriars,

As he came in at the gates, Skinner and Snoop spotted
him, and the joy irradiating his fat visage struck their
eyes at once.
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But it was true

“ Piggy must be in funds again!”’ murmured Sneoop.

** Looks like 1t,”" said Skinner. ** There's no tea in my
?tu-:éjf; Smithy’s gone out. If that fat idiot 13 1n

unds f

Bunter blinked at them, and passed them with his nose
in the air, on his way to the tuckshop. He had not for-
sotten the desertion of the new army. The direction of
Bunter’s steps, as well as the joy in his looks, convinced
the two juniors that the Owl of the Remove was indeed
i{ funds. And they proceeded to shed soft sawder upon

im.

“ Hold on, Bunter,” said Skinner affectionately.

“ Can't stop.™

“I say, that was a ripping idea of yours this afler-
100l 4

“You didn’t seem to think so at the time,” snorted
Bunter. ** Yeu kicked me, you beast!”

*“ Ahem! I—TI was really trying to kick that cad Fish
for—for punching you, and—and you got it by accident.™

““ Rats!"” said Bunter,

“ And, I'll tell you what,” said Skinner, * we’ll come
with you now. Won't we, Sneopey?”’

“I'd follow Bunter anywhere,”” said Snoop. ‘" My
opinion is that Bunter ought to be captain of the Remove.
I've mentioned that to you before, Skinner.”

“You have,” agreed Skinner. *“ And I gaid it would
be simply ripping, didn't I?"

“ You did,"” said Snoop.

Billy Bunter thawed.

“ I'm not after that rotten pienic now,” he said. ** I'm
in funds.”’ '

“ Not really!” exclaimed Skinner.

“Yes. I've had a postal-order. From one of my titled
relations,”’ said Bunter loftily.

““ When the deuce did you get it. then?’* asked Snoop,
puzzled. *° You were stony broke when you went out.™

““Ahem! I—I—I mean a remittance. It’s come in
currency notes,’”’ said Bunter. ‘' I—I called at the post-
office for it."

Skinner regarded him curigusly. Bunter was so con-
fused that Skinner bezan to think he was mistaken about:
the funds after all. There was nmo reason, so far as he
could see, why the Cwl should blush and stammer over
getting a remittance froin the post-office.

“ Gammon,” saxd Skinner.

“ Look here!”” said Bunter, flourishing kis fat {fist with
four pound notes in it. *° Loolk at that!™

“* My hat!”

“ Four quid !"* gasped Snoop. ‘' I—I =ay, Bunter, your
pater is shelling out rippingly. I wish T could swap my
pater for him."

“ He's made a lot of money
lIately,” said Bunter loftily.
good remittance.”

on the Stock Exchange
** Naturally, he’s cent me =

“ Why, you just said this was from cne of vour titled
relations "’ said Skinner.
“* Ahem! I—I meant—that is to say ”

Skinner locked more and more suspicious,

““ Look here, Bunter, where did you get those notes:"?
he demanded.

“ I've had 2 remittance, I tell you!™

“ Hum!"' said Skinner. **1 remember wyou found a
banknote of Wingate's once, and made out it was your
own.'

“ Why. you—you rotter !”

“ 1 say, it's teatime,”” said Fnoop. “° Bunter’s going to
stand it.”

“Youn ean go and eat coke!” said Bunter wrathfully.
“ Do you think I've been robbing a bank, yeu =illy fat-
heads?"”

And Bunter rolled into the school shop, and tessed down
a note on the counter, and proceeded to give liberal
orders. Skinner and Sncop locked at one another rather
queerly.

“ Where did he get that tin?"”’ murmured Skinner.
““ Blessed if I don't half think le’s been up to some-
thing "

** Shouldn’'t wonder,”” said Snoop callously. ° 'Tain’t
our business. We'll take it “hat he’s had & remittancee,
and if there's anything fishy about it they can't put it en
s,

‘“ Hear, hear !" chuckled Skinner,

¥
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villains only gave me a crust to eat—me, you know.

“{]_h_reﬁllj;,fherry," said Bunter, with his mouth full, ** I'm frightfully hungr};. you know. Those disgusting

What was the good of a crust to me!
they're counterfeiters—they've been making spoof notes, and I've found them out,

this.” “What!" cried the Juniars. (See Chapter 13.)

The beasts! 1 say,
I shall expect a reward for

e

The precious pair followed Bunter into the tuckshop.
The Owl of the Remove was seated on a high stool at the
counter, keeping Mrs. Mimble very busy. Skinner and
Snoop proceeded to apply soft sawder again, with such
success that they were invited to join in the feed. Fisher
T. Fish dropped in, and joined them, too, and then several
other fellows came along as the news spread. There was
soon (uite a convivial party in the school shop. Some-
what to their surprise, Billy Bunter showed no desire
whatever to limit their depredations FEven in funds the
Owl of the Remove was not famous for his liberality, but
on this occasion he was quite princely. The knowledge
that he had only to ask his millionaire friends for a new
supply of moncy when his present cash was exhausted
made Bunter generous, not to say lavish.

“ Pile in, you fellows!" he said hospitably. * Go it !
Don't spare the tommy ! It's my treat, you know, and I
don’t care a rap what it costs !

“ Hallo!"" exclaimed Peter Teodd, coming inte the shop.
“ Rolling iu wealth arain, Bunter, while there’s famine
in the study !”

“ Pile in!" sald Bunter. * ITave wvour ten here. It's
my treat!”
“ My hat'!  Are voo feeding lhe whole school:"

T Maasit Liprany.—No. a7l
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demanded Peter, in astonishment, as he surveyced the
crowd of fellows all tucking in at Bunter’s expense.
““ Why not?" said Bunter. ‘ I've had a lot of moncy

" from one of my titled relations!”

* Rats!"”

““ Oh, really, Toddy "

““« Must be rolling in tin, anyway,’ said Bulstrode.
““ Mere's to Bunter's pater, and may 1t be years and years
hefore he's found out!™

““ Ha, ha, ha!"’

““ My hat!” said Glenn.
pater was a burglar !

““ Why, you rotter!” howled Bunter. *° My pater 1sn't
a burglar. You know jolly well that my pater's on the
Stock LExchange ! ;

“ Well, what's the difference?”’

“ Why, you—you silly ass &

““ Ha, ha, hal”

“ Shut up, Glenn!” said Bolsover major. *° Any
fellow's father is respectable who sends him whacking
remittances like this. e may be a stockbroker, or a
burglar, or a shipowner, or anything in that line, but
these tarts are jolly geod!”

** Hear, hear!”

“ Blessed if T don't wish my

A Grand, Long, Complete Btory of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“ One pound ten shillings,” said Mrs. Mimble, as a hint
to Bunter that the score was mounting up.

“ Don't you mind Hml " said Bunter loftily.

““ Ahem! Baut

* You hand me some more tarts, please!”

“ Yes, but——"

‘ Mrs. Mimble wants to sce the colour of your money I’
c.‘hu*h]r-d Tom Brown.

‘1T'och!"  Bunter tossed a second currency note on the
counter. T tell you I've got lots of them. Now gimme
those tarts!”

““ Dear me ! said Mrs. Mimble. Even Lerd Mauleverer,
the richest fellow at Greyfriars, did not often expend
money in this style, But Billy Bunter's orders were
fulfilled promptly. The tuckshop was crowded by this
time; even Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth had con-
descended to join in the feed. Bunter threw down =a
third of his currency notes, making a mental resolution
to call on his millionaire friend before Saturday.

Six juniors, coming from the direction of the gates in
the dusk, heard the merry voices from the tuckshop, and
paused to look in. Harry Wharton & Co, had returned
from their outing. The sight of the shop crammed with
fellows, and Bunter perched on the high stool presiding
over the feaat, astonished them.

“ Hallo, hallﬂr, hallo "’ exelaimed Bob Cherry,
ful'o these p;iﬂdy revels?”’

" Bunter’s rolling in girld:,' gold !
“ Bursting with it. Come in!"”

Billy Bunter blinked towards the juniors looking in at
th.[: dﬂnr\ml\ There wasn't much room for them to have
come in if ‘thpv had wanted to.

“ Where-

said  Oeilvy,

““* Hallo, wyou rotters! Had your picnie?” sniffed
Bunter.
“ Yes, thanks!” said Wharton.

= "hul:l you can go and eat coke! You wounldn’t have
me in your pmnlc, and you're jolly well not coming to
my feed! See?”

The Famous Five laughed and walked on. Hazeldene
slipped into the tuckshop, however, ond joined the merry
party.

“ Three pounds fifteen shillings,”
in almost an awed voice.

“My only hat!” murmured Skinner.
ig going it !"”

Bunter threw down the last of his notes.

““ There you are! Make it up to four quid. Dash. it
all, make it up to five, and I'll settle the other quid to-
morrow "’ _

“1I never give credit, Master Bunter,” said Mrs.
Mimble stolidly. The gnnd lady was only too well aware
of the difficulty of extracting payment from Bunter, even
when he was in funds.

Bunter snorted.

““ T shall have heaps of meney to- rrmrrﬂw.” he growled.
“ Never mind, I've had enough, for one!”

The feed came to an end, though if Bunter's cash had
lasted it might have gone en indefinitely, for hungry
fags who had heard the news were swarming in from all
quarters. Billy Bunter rolled out of the tuckshop, feel-
ing very fat -.LII!‘]. satisfied, with a slightly unmmfnrhhln
tlght:m‘-,ﬂ about his dmplv waisteoat. For once Billy
Bunter had stood.a spread upon an unprecedented scale,
and had not taken the lion’s share for himself,

sald Mrs., Mimble,

“The porpoice

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Sammy on the Track!
ETELR TDI_‘-'D looked very oddly at Bunter, when the
P fat junior came into No. 7 Study to do his prepara-
tion that evening.

Billy Bunter sank down in the armchair with a
satisfied grunt. Even Dunter’s appetite was gone; he
could }'ldldl\l' have eaten anything that evening if it had
been offered to him. Tom Dutton and Alonzo Todd were
at work, but Bunter suspended his preparation in order
to stare at Bunter,

**Still rolling in money, fatty?”
Bunter Hlf"}]L‘il

“* No, Im stony t1ll to-marrow.
“* More coming to- Iilﬂrlm-.—v.}m.t pru
'Tue MaoveET LiBRARY.—No. 371,

Buy THE BOYS' FRIEND, 1d., To-day!

he asked,

SALEH

“ Yes, rather.”
““ How much®"

“ As much as I like!” said Bunter loftily,

‘Tt’s jolly queer,”’. said Peter Todd, wrinkling his
brows. I dare say your pater 1s nmlung money, but
it's simply extr: wrdinary that he should be npudmg you
whaeking remittances like this. I don't understand it.’

“ He's .mfu]h rich, you aee " sald Bunter,

“H'm_yes!" said Peter, ** But it's ﬂlhf odd.’

“1 don't see anything odd about 1# said Bll]if.lE‘l'
pee vishly; * and it ain’t your business, anyway, Todd.”

’er hﬂ.]]H not,” agreed Peter thouchtfully. ** But as
vou're in my Htlllli‘:, it's up to me to keep an cye on you,
Bunter. I don’t want you to land yourself into trouble,
]Hu a silly chump 1™

' Look here

“I've heard a yarn about you that happenm’l before I
came to Greyfriars,” said Peter coolly. You found a
hauLnﬂte that bpinugcd to Wi ingate, and spent it."

* T—I thought it was mine.

‘Yes, I know you did; you'd thlnL ANY Moley was
vours, if it was once in your paws,”’ =aud Peter. ** The
‘wish is father to the thought, as “-«lml\uwpmue puts it,
Bui other people call it stealing."

" Why, vou rotter "

* If your pater's ass enough to be *ir-nrhn”‘ vou whack-

ing sums of money, well and g:mﬂ said Ieter.
‘“ E"-ut

““ My pater isn't a poverty-stricken solicitor, like
yours, Toddy,”” said the Owl of the Remove disd: Huful'lj,r

W hw four quid is not hing to me 1 ean have as much
q

is T choose to ask for, like ™ anly.”

"Hum!” said Peter. ' If that's so 1t's
But when did you get that whacking renmittance?
me about it."”

“*I don't choose to,” said Bunter.

Peter Todd rose fiom the table and selected a ericket-
.utum]r from the corner of the study. The Owl of the
..vmmi- eyed him u]Jirulwnuwh

‘Look here, Toddy, if vou're going to be a beast, 1
chall change into "ﬂ]nn]] s study. Ie'd be jolly glad to
have me, 1 can tell yeu.

“When did you get that remittance:"

“Find out!”’

Whaek !

“* That's what T'm goine to do,”

all Ticht.
Tell

" sald Teter cheerfully,

2 Bunter roaved under the nfliction of the cricket-
stump. " Now, speak up!”
“Ow!  Beast!" Dhillvy Bunter holted tor the door.

Peter's heavy hand dropped on his collar, and he was
jerked back, and plmnped into the armehair again,
casping like a landed fish,

“I'm waiting for infermation,”
“1 sha’'n't wait long."”

=aid Teter grimly.

“*[—I-—-1 had the remittanece this afterncoon,” stam-
moered Bunter.

“You haven't had a letter this afternocn,”” replied
Peter.

“I—TI ecalled at the post-office for it.”

“Oh!" Peter Todd lowered the stump, and regarded

Elmif-r thoughtfully. *“* Whom was it from*"”
“From one of my titled—— Yaroooh ! The cricket-
stump descended.

“Now, whom was it from?”

"Yow-ow! I'rom my pater, of course.”

“Good!" said D'eter. "' 1 suppose you've oot as near
the truth as 1s possible for a rotter who ought to have
beenn born in Berlin,  I'H call in at the post-office to-
morrow.”’

Dunter jumped,

“Wha-a-at for, Toddy=""

“To ]tht]'uL sure that you haven’t been telling me any
H.lm risims.

"T—I =av, Toddy——"
“Bhut up!” said Peter Todd autocratically; and he
gnt down to his preparation again, leaving Billy Bunter

in a2 =tate of dismay.

3illv Bunter had no more
from the stroight line of troth
Ananias, or a Berlin jourealist, But he was preatly
worried at the idea of Peter Todd makivg inguiries at
{he villame post-office, for Deter would learn at onco

scriuples aliout departing
than had the celebrated
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that Bunter had not called for a letter that afternoon,
and then he would want to know where the money had
come from,

It beean to look a little difficult for the Owl of the
Remove to keep the seeret of the millionaire archaologist.

* Look here, Toddy, you can mind your own business,
you know ! said Bunter,

“ Cheese it!"’

“I'm not going to have you wedging into my affairs.”

“sShut up !

“1 tell you, Toddy——"’

Peter Todd reached for the stump, and Billy Bunter
gave it up, and settied down sulkily to his preparation.

The unext morning, when the Removites came down,
Sammy DBunter of the Second Form bore down upon his

major. Sammy Bunter was looking wrathful *and
indignant.
““Look here, what does this mean, Billy:" he
demanded.

“What does what mean?"” growled Bunter major,

“You've been getting whacking remittances, and I
haven't,”” said Sammy, in a very injured tone. °‘The
pater wrote to me that he wasn’t going to send either
of us any more money vet. He said we'd had too much
lately, and he wasn't made of money. He said he'd told
you the same.”

““S0 he did,” growled Dunter. “ He's growing mean.”

“But you had four quids yesterday afternoon’™
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position, and Bunter realised that Sammy would have
to be let into the secret. Bunter minor was blinking at
him suspiciously through his big spectacles.

“ Look here, Sammy, it's a secret,” whispered Bunter.
“Come into the Cloisters.”

He led his minor into that secluded spot, and proceeded
to unfold the secret in cautious tones. Sammy Bunter
listened in blank astonishment.

“My only aunt!” he gasped.
It can't be true!”

“It's true,”’ growled Billy. " He's a millionaire, and
he’s taken a fancy to me because I remind him of his
bov at Eton. And it's got to be kept dark, because if
the County Council knew an archmologist was at work in
the ruins they’d come down on him—fine him, perhaps.”

“1 don't see why an archaologist shouldn’t be there
if he likes,”” sald Sammy. '

“ Well, that’s what he told me."”

““ And he gave you four quid:”

e YFE-FI-

““Then he can give me four quid, too,"”’ said BE}II‘lI"ﬂj’.
“If I'm going to keep the blessed secret I'm going to
have my whack.”

“You must be spoofing.
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exclaimed Sammyw. °‘ I've heard all about it. T was out,
I jolly well wish I'd been there.
made you whack it out, I can tell you'
ou got left?”

““Not a blessed tanner.”

Sammy snorted.

How much have

“Well, I'll jolly well write to the pater, I can tell
““ Sending vou four quid and keeping me

vou!"' lLe said.
without any! It's rotten!”

“I1—1I say, Sammy, d-d-don’t wrisge——

“I'm jolly well going to! I don't eall it fair.”

“It wasn't from the pater.”

““ Rot!" said Sammy incredulously.
send yon four quid? Gammon!”

““ Honest Injun,” said Bunter major,

“ Then where did you get it?"’

““ rom a—a—a friend of mine.,”

““ Raots!™ )

“I tell you I did!” howled Billy Dunter.

“Gammon! It was the pater, of course,
jolly well going to ask him to send me four quid, too.”

Billy Bunter frowned over his glasses. If Mr. Bunter
had become aware that a kind friend had presented Billy
with four pounds he would certainly have wanted to
know all the circumstances; and only so long as he

kept the secret was Billy to regard the benevolent million-
aire, Mr. Crawley, as his banker,
THi: MaGNET LiBRABY.—No. 371
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I'd jolly well have

“Who else would

and 1I'm

It was a difficult
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“ Look here, Sammy—-
“ Look here, Billy e
“I'll jolly well lick you!™

““ Then I’ll tell all the fellows what you've told me.”

“You young villain!"’ groaned Bunter. * It's got to
be kept secret, or I sha'n’t get any more money out of
him. He told me so.”

““ Going to be there on Saturday, is he?" said Sammy,
his eves gleaming behind his spectacles. * Well, I'l
oive him a look-in on Saturday, that's all. I'll come
with you, if you like."”

“I say, Sammy &

““ You can say what you like, but I'm jolly well going
there on Saturdav,” said Sammy Bunter. “ You can go
and eat coke "

The fat fag rolled away, leaving Billy Bunter in any-
thing but a comfortable frame of mind. He was pretty
certain that Sammy would keep that valuable secret, so
long as it was worth his while; but he felt that there
was a difficulty in explaining to the benevolent million-
aire. DBut that had to be faced. Billy Bunter did not
intend to wait until Saturday for his visit to the ruins.
He was “ stony "' again already, and he was only waiting
for lessons to be over that day before paying another
visit to the shabby millionaire who was so generous with
one-pound notes. -

A Grand, Long, Complete B8tory of Harry
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Peter is Puzzled!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came cheerfully out of the
H Remove Form-room, after lessons were over for the
day. Peter Todd stopped them in the passage.
Billy Bunter was rolling away, anxious to get out
of sight as quickly as pussihﬁ. He did not want to be
spotted on his way to the old priory, especially by his
minor. If Sammy DBunter had suspected that the
philanthropic millionaire was there that afternocon he
would certainly not have deferred his visit till Saturday.
“ Coming for a trotr’’ asked Peter Todd, as he stopped
the Famous Five.

“ Yes, if you like,” said Harry Wharton. *‘“ Whither
bound "’

“ Friardale Post Office.”

“ Right-ho!” said Squiff. ““ But what's on? Where-
fore that solemn and owl-like frown upon your beatific
countenance:”

“The esteemed Toddy looks like a hoilful owl,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, as the juniors took
their caps and strolled out into the Close together.

“I'm rather worried about Bunter,” confessed Peter
Todd. “I've a strong suspicion that the young ass is
getting himself into trouble somehow. You know he
r:as stony yesterday, and then rolling in money at tea-
imme."’

" He often gets pood remittances now," said Nugent,

“Yes, but he didn't get a letter yesterday,” explained
Peter. ‘‘He's told me he called for ome at the post-
office. Now, why should he do that*"

‘“He never does,” said Wharton, looking grave.

“And I don’t believe he did this time, but I'm going
to the post-office to make sure,” said Peter. ‘I'm
anxious about the young idiot. He hasn’t sense enough
to know the difference between honesty and dishonesty.
You remember the story about Wingate’s banknote that
he collared oncer”

“He thought it was his own because he wanted it,”
said Nugent, laughing.

© Exactly,” said Peter. ‘* And if it’s something like
that again, it may mean trouble for him this time.
'li"_e{-iup[ﬂ who don’t know him wouldn't take it as Wingate
id.

““All T know is, that he went out stonv, and eame back
with four quids, and told me a jolly mtfikely yarn about
it,”” said Peter. * He hasn’t brains enough to look after
himself, so I'm going to look after him. I'm going to
take him along with me, and you fellows can ﬁelp roll
him along.”

** Ha, ha, ha!”

Peter Todd looked round the Close for Bunter. The
Owl of the Remove was not in sight. Peter wrinkled
his brows and hurried down to the porter's lodge.

“ Have you seen Bunter go out, Gosling?*’ he asked.

“ Bout five minutes ago,"” said Gosling.

“Come on, vou chaps!”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! There he is!’ exclaimed Bob
Cherry, as the juniors came out into the road.

Billy Bunter was in sight in the lane, hurrying towards
Friardale. The chums of the Remove broke into a run
after him. Billy Bunter looked round, and at the sight
of Peter Todd and the Famous Five, he broke into as
fast a run as his fat little legs were capable of.

““ Stop !" shouted Peter.

But Bunter did not stop. He raced on, and the juniors,
entering into the spirit of the chase, raced after him. It
did not take them long to overtake the unwieldy Owl of
the Remove.

“Yow !’ gasped Bunter, as Bob Cherry’s hand fell on
his shoulder and brought him to a halt. “ Leggo, you
beast !"’

““ Where are you off to?"” demanded Peter Todd.

“* Find out!”

“Come to the village with us, Bunter.”

“I won't!”

“What did you start running for?”’ asked Harry
Wharton.

“ Because I didn't want your companv,” said Bunter
truculently. ** You didn’t want mine yesterday. Well,
I don’t want yours to-day. You can go and eat coke!”

** Are you going to meet somebody?' demanded Peter,

Tue MAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 371

“’Tain't your business!"

“Why, you cheeky, fat rotter——"'

“You lemme alone,” said Bunter, with dignity. < If
I make friends 'tain’t any business of yours. You're not
Ihq,kiud of chap that a millionaire would take a fancy

0.

" Wha-a-at!” pas Peter. *“ What millionaire?”

Bunter did not reply; he saw that he had said a little
too much. The juniors were all regarding him with
astonishment.

“Tell us all about it, Bunty,” said Wharton.

“1’'won't!”

“ Not your old pals?” grinned Bob Cherry.

““You ain’t my pals. I wouldn’t pal with you at any
price !

“ My hat!"

*“ Come along with us, Bunter, and I'll stand you some
tarts at Uncle Clegg’s,”” said Peter—*‘ tuppenny ones.”

" Keep 'em!” said Bunter,

“ You—you don’t want me to stand you tarts!” ejacu-
lated Peter-Todd.
“No, I don't!

on anybody.”

“ Great Scott!”

“I can buy all the tarts T want.
gald Bunter. * Now, you may as well let me alone.
not coming along with you."

““ Blessed if this doesn’t beat the band!” said Bob
Cherry, in great amazement. ‘‘ Honmour us with your
mm];nny. Bunty, and I'll stand some ginger-pop.”’

“ You can keep it!"”

" But what's on?" demanded Peter.
come?"’

““ Because I don't choose.”” said Bunter.

“Well, I do chose,” said Peter Todd, linking his slim
arm in Bunter’s fat one. ** You're jolly well coming with
us, whether you like it or not!”

“ Let me go!” howled Bunter furiously. ‘‘ You've no
right to interfere with me, vou rotter, Todd!”

*“ Bless you, I'm not worrying about the rights of the
matter,” said Peter, marching Bunter along the road;
“I'm simply taking youn along because I've decided to!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter fairly snorted with wrath: but he had no
choice about going. The Famons Five followed them,
grinning. Peter Todd was convinced by this time that
the fat junior was “up” to eomething extremely
mysterious, and as there was evidently money in it, it
was evidently *“ up ™ to Bunter's study-mate to look after
him. Peter’s methods were, perhaps, a little high-handed,
but he was acenstomed to ruling in No. 7 Study with a
ro<d of iron,

They marched on towards the village, Bunter red with
wrath, and making vain attempts to draw his imprieoned
arm away. Unfortunately for Peter's kind intentions,
the party met Mr. Lambe, the vicar, half-way to the
village. They had to take their caps off to Mr. Lambe,
and DPeter was compelled to release Bunter. The fat
junior made one jump to the hedge, and vanished through
a gap, and sprinted away across the field as hard as he
conld po.

Mr. Lambe had paused to speak kindly to tlie juniors,
and he viewed that proceeding of Bunter’s with consider-
able surprise. Under the eyes of the reverend gentleman
the juniors could not very well break into a hot chase
after Bunter. Mr. Lambe kept them about five minutes,
and when the worthy vicar trotted on, they looked for
Bunter in vain.

On the other side of the field was a wood, and Bunter
had vanished into the trees. It was not of much use
seeking him there—it would have resembled hunting for
a needle in a haystack.

“The fat bounder!” growled Peter Todd. * There’s
something awfully fishy about this, you chaps. He must
be going to meet somebody. Let's get on to the post-
office.”

They arrived a few minutes later at the st-office.
FPeter Todd proceded at once to make his inquiries.

“Did vou give Buater his letter yesterday afternoon,
ma’'am=®" he asked the postmistress, who was also the
wife of the village grocer, the village post-office being
several establishments rolled into one,

The postmistress shook her head.

I'm not the kind of fellow to sponge

Go and eat coke!”’
I'm

“Why can’t you
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““ There was no letter for Master Bunter yesterday,”
she replied.

““ Didn’t he call for a letter?” asked Peter.

“ No, Master Todd."”

““ Didn't he come here at all yesterdayr”

“T didn’t see him, if he did, and I was here all the
time,” said the postmistress, looking surprised. ‘“ Has a
letter been lost?"”

“Oh, no; only a mistake, I suppose,”’ esaid Peter,
“ Thank you very much, ma’am !"’

The juniors left the post-office. In the street they
stopped and looked at one another very queerly.

““ What do you think of it?"’ demanded Peter.

“It’s jolly queer,” said Harry Wharton. *° Of course,
it’s no business of ours; only Bunter is such a silly
ass, that——""

““ That I'm jolly well going to look into it,”” said Peter.
““ He was stony yesterday; then he came in with four
quids, and he told me he’d ealled at the post-office for
a remittance. That was a whopper. He hadn’t. Where
did he get the money from, then? If he came by it in a
way that would bear the light, why should he tell lies
about it? Of course, he wouldn't do anything he knew
to be dishonest; but he has a way of regarding money as
his as soon as he can get his paws on it, that will get him
into trouble some day. Don't you think it’s fishy?"”

“Jolly fishy,” agreed the Famous Five with one voice;
and Hurree Singh further remarked that the fishfulnees
was terrific.

““Well, I'm going to see into it,"’ said Peter. * Wherg's
he gone now, the fat duffer? Same place where he got
the money yesterday, of course. That's clear enough.
If he comes back with money in his pocket i

““ That will be jolly fishy, and uo mistake,” said Squiff.
** Blessed if I can make head or tail of 1t.”

““ Neither can I,”” said Peter. ““But I'm going to.”

And the juniors walked back to Greyfriars very
thoughtfully.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Horn of Plenty!

ILLY BUNTER arrived at the old priory in a breath-

B less state. He had run all the way, fearful of

hearing the pursuing footsteps of the Removites on

his track. He blinked round nervously as he

entered the ruins, bhut he was satisfied at last that he

wase not pursned. Having recovered his breath, he made
his way to the entrance to the vaults, and rolled in.

Grim and dark lay the winding staircase at his feot.
Bunter blinked down inte the darkness. Were the
archaologists there? The millionaire had told him that
they were there mearly every day. How that dismal
retreat could have any fascination even for an enthusi-
aslic archmologist was a puzzle to Bunter. He gave a
grunt of dissatisfaction.

““] suppose they ain't here,” he growled. *“I've got
here too late, owing to those meddling beasts, Blow
'em! Hallo!"

He shouted down the winding stair, expecting to get
a reply if the investigating gentlemen, who pursued Eihﬂ
study of archaology in so strange a place, were present.
Only the echo of his shout answered him.

““ Hallo ! shouted Bunter again after a few minutes.

This time there came a reply.

There was a hurried footstep on the stair, and a heavily-
hearded face came into view.

Bunter grinned at his millionaire friend. Mr. Crawley
was breathing hard.

“T thought I recognised your voice, Master Bunter,” he
sa1d.

* 8till at work here?” asked Bunter,

““ Yes, we are continuing ouv work,”” said Mr. Crawley.
“ 1 am very glad to see you, though I did not expect you
till Saturday.”

“T found I could get here,”” said Bunter.

“ Please come down."”

*“ I'd rather not come down all those steps, if yon don’t
mind,”” said Bunter,  The fact is, I only want to stop a
few minutes; I've got to get back hefore calling-over,
vou know.”

A peculiar glitter came info Mr. Crawley’s eyes.

“ Exactly,”” he assented. ** You have kept the secret?”

Bunter was about to reply that he had; but he remem-
heved that the first visit of Sammy to the ruins wounld
give him away. He little dreamed what depended on
his replyt '
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_““The fact is, I had to tell my young brother,”” he
gaid. *““ He asked me about the money, vou lnow.
Wh-a-a-t—what did you say?”

Mr. Crawley had uttered something suspicinusly like
an oath. For a moment his look was so Dblack that
Bunter started back in sudden fear.

““You have told your brothers™

“I—I had to, you know; but he's promised to keep it
dark,” stammered Bunter. “ He—he's coming here to
see you himself on Saturday. Otherwise, 1 shouldn’t
have told you—I—I mean that I intended to tell you
immediately, of course.”

“You have told no one else?”

“No jolly fear!” said Bunter. ‘‘You rcly on me!
You see, Sammy’s hard up, too, and he was on it like a
bird. My young brother's a greedy beast—uot at all
like me. I—I shouldn’'t wonder if he comes here to ask
you for a tip, you know.”

Mr. Crawley’s face cleared.

“You are quite sure that you have mentioned the
matter to no one else?”” he asked.

“ Quite sure!”

““ No one else knows vou have come here?”

“I haven't said a word, of course, and I'm not going
to give this away to all the fellows,”” said Bunter.
“ Why, if Skinner and Snoop knew they'd—ahem !—I—I
say, I happen to be rather short of money.”

“ Already®"’ said Mr. Crawley, with a smile.

He was quite good-humoured and smiling again now.

““ Yes, I've stood a bit of a feed, and it's gone, you
know.”

““ That is all right—regard me as your banker,” said
Mr. Crawley. “ You are so like my own dear boy at
Eton—my handsome lad—that it almost scems as if I
am speaking to him!”

¥

Bunter felt considerably pleased at  his  close
resemblance to a handsome Btonian.

“If you could make it four quid.again——"" he
murmured.

““ Certainly 1™

Mr. Crawley produced four currency notes and

handed them to Bunter. The Owl of the Remove anlmost
arasped with joy. He wondered what the other fellows
would have said if they had known that he had
discovered this veritable gold-mine. Billy Bunter began
to have a high opinion of millionaires.

*“ T—T1 say, will you be here to-morrow?”" he gasped.

Mr. Crawley looked at him oddly.

“ Will your hrother he coming to-morrow?”" he asked.

“I'll bring him, if vou like,’" enid Billy. * If you'd
like to see him, Sammy will come like a shot. Ile means
to come, anyway, on Saturday.”’

““ I should very much like to see you together,” said
Mr. Crawley. ‘ But you will be careful to let no one
suspect where vou are coming?”’

“What-ho!™

“You will be very careful not to bhe seen coming
herer”

“Trust me!” said DBunter,

“ Perflaps vou could come after dark®” suggested Mr.
Crawley.

Bunter shook his head.

““The gates are locked at dark,” he replied.
start immediately after lessons, if you like, sir.”

“ Very well; that will do nicely. Mind, bring your
hrother with you—I particularly want to sce him. Is he
anything like you?"’

“Just like me, only not so pgood-lnoking,” said
Bunter cheerfully. “ I say, you must find it pretty cold
down there, don't you?®”

““ T hardly notice it when I am busy making my notes
of early English architecture,” said Mr. Crawley.

“ My hat! Rather you than me!" said Dunter.

“T am making notes fo write a book on the subject of
the antiquities of Kent, you see,”” explaimed Mr. Crawley.
“Merely a hobby with me, as T am too rich to need to
work dn any, way."

“JI—T &-s-sav " murmured Bunter.

“ Yes, my dear voung friend?”

* P-p-perhaps you could make this a fiver?” suggested
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Bunter. ““I—I owe a chap a quid, and—and then I
conld settle—""

Mr. Crawley's judgment of Bunter, as a greeédy and
unscrupulous young rascal, was evidently not a mistaken
one. DBut the kind gentleman did not seem to mind,

“ Certainly I"* he said, producing another currency
note. ** Now, you had better be off,”

“Yes, rather! Thank you!”

Mr. Crawley shook hands cordially with Billy Bunter,
and the fat jumior scuttled away. The bearded gentle-
man gazed affer him moodily as he sendded through the

ruins and disappeared. He clenched his hands, and
breathed hard through his nose.

'I_‘he head of his companion eame into view from the
stairway.

“He haen’t gone?”’ exclaimed Crake.
£d YEB[” g
* But--but why?”

““He had told his brother of this, They are coming
together to-morrow afternoon,”” said Crawley. ‘I think
all 18 safe. TIf he had talked, there would have been
trouble for us before this. We must keep on the alert—
and _there -is always the way out if there should be
trouble. But I think it is safe. And after to-morrow
the secret will be secure enough.”

Crake nodded, and Mr. Crawley followed him down the
stairway into the vaults. If Billy Bunter could have
overheard that brief dialogue, he might have changed
his intention of paying the millionaire a visit on the
morrow. DBut Billy Bunter was speeding away towards
Ureyfriars as fast as he could go—onee more in funds,
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and in a state of ecstatic contentment. Billy Bunter
had found the horn of plenty, eeemingly, and there
secmed no reason why it should ever run dry,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Astonishes the Natives!

‘¥ 4ALLO, hallo, hallo! Here he is!"” \

Harry Wharton & €o. caught sight of Bunter

as they arrived at the gates of Grevfriars on

their return from the village. The fat junior

was just going in. He was walking on air, apparently,

his fat face extremely joyful in its expression. He

blinked at the Famous Five and Peter Tood as they
joined him, and grinned. :

“ What did you bolt for, you fat bounder:” demanded
Peter Todd.

““Because I didn't want your company,” replied
Bunter; ““I told you so before. I don't want to have
anything to do with fellows who keep me out of a picnie
because they're jealoue of a chap’s good looks.”

** Ha, ha, ha!”’ _

““Oh, you can cackle!” said Bunter ecrossly, ° Just
you leave me alone, and keep off the grase, that’s all!
1've got plenty of pals, and I tell you plainly I don't
want your company! That ought to be plain enough
for vou, I should think!”

The Owl of the Remove was on the high horse once
more. There was only one possible explanation: he was
in funds again!

“ More remittances—what?” asked Squiff.

“ That's my business!"

“Rolling in  money?”
grinned Bob Cherry,

"Find out!"

Billy Bunter rolled away
with a disdainful sniff, It

was a great pleasure’ to him
to tell the Famous Five what
he thought of them. Peter
Todd wrinkled his brows
thoughtfully. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. walked away grin-
ning. Bunter in his inde-
pendent state of mind struck
them as funny. But Peter,
who felt that it was up to
him to keep a fatherly eve
on the biggest duffer in the
Remove, was worried. Billy
Bunter made for the tuck-

slicp, and promptly changed
a pound note for a supply of
tuck. Todd followed him in.
' Have some tarts, Toddy,”
gald Bunter. “T1 don’'t want
to be down on you, vou know,
but I ean't stand those
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fellows—I can't, really!™

“No; I won't have anv

tarts,” said Peter. *““ But
~I'd like to know where you've
been getting that tin.”

*“I've had a remittance.”

“Don’t tell whoppers,”
said Deter; “ I've just heen
to the post-office, and they
told me that you didn't call
for a letter at all yester-
day."”

“Oh! T—I Have some
ginger-pop, Toddy?"

“Where did vou get that
money vesterday?"

“Don’'t T keep on telling
von I had a remittance:’
howled Bunter.

“But I know wou hadn’t,”
eaid Todd, ° And where did
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you get this money nowr"”
' Another remittance.”
“Look here, Bunter,”” said
Peter Todd seriously, ' if you
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The next instant Crake went down under Bob Cherry’s bat, with a blow that would have felled an ox. * Collar

them ! panted Squiff.

Wharton was already springing on Crawley,

His knee was Jammed on the rascal's

chest, and he was plnned down. (Nee Chapter 13.)

came by that money honestly, there's no need for you to
tell lies about it. Don’t tell me any more silly whoppers
about remittances. Where did you get it?”

Billy Bunter devoted his attention to the tarts. Deter
Todd regarded him very uneasily. He knew that the
Owl of the Remove had not received any money by post.
How, then, had he come into possession of four pounds
the previous day, and a fresh sum of money to-day?®
Peter was geiting really alarmed. There was evidently
somelhing very wrong somewhere.

““Where have you been this afterncon, Bunter?” he
asked, in yuite a subdued tone,

** For a walk.”

“You met somebody,”

" IMind out!”

“You silly fat ass: it's plain enough! Youn had no
money when you went out! You've met somebody who's
given you money, or clee vou've hagged it somchow !

** Perhaps I've got a friend who makes me little loauns,”

Tue MAGKET Lisrary.—No. 371,

said Bunter loftily. ** Perhaps a millionaire might take

a tancy to me.”

* Wha-a-t !

““ But it isn't your husiness,’"” said Bunter. ** You can
have a whack in these tarts if vou like. DBut don’t ask
me a lot of questions, because I'm not going to jaw!"

“Why should a millionaire take a fancy te your
asked Peter, more and more astonished by this extra-
ordinary information.

** I'erhaps it's because I remind him of his own boy at
Fton,” said Bunter, with a sniff. ‘' Perhaps there are
some people who think more of me than the fellows in my
own study do. Gimme some of those cream puffs, Mrs.
Mimble, please.”

T think you must be going dotiy,” said Peter Todd.
“ If a millionaire took a faney to you, he'd have a jolly
queer taste.”

‘““ Oh, really, Toddy—"*

]
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‘" So a millionaire has been piving you whacking big
tips, because he's taken a faney to you, and you are like
his boy at Eton?"” said Peter.

“ Find out!"”

Peter Todd drove his hands deep into his poclkets, and
strode out of the tuckshop, more puzzled than ever, and
buried in thonght. Bunter's story was so extraordinary
that it was impossible to believe it. Yet it was clear that
somebody had been giving Bunter money on a very liberal
scale, or else—or else how had Bunter come into possession
of it? There-was a deep mystery somewhere, and, know-
ing as he did Bunter’'s free-and-easy ideas about money,
and his dense obtuseness, it was no wonder that Todd
was alarmed for him.

Sammy Bunter met his major as Billy came out of the
tuckshop, looking very shiny and jaminy, Sammy
collared him at once.

““ Halves!"' he exclaimed.

Billy Bunter extracted a half-sovereign from his pocket,
which he had received in change for one of his pound

notes, and gave it to his minor with a lordly air. He

could afford to be generous, having found the horn of
plenty.

“ There yon are, young 'un!'’ said Bunter.

Sammy’s fat fingers closed on the coin, and he blinked
at it almost incredulously through his glasses,

“My hat!”’ ejaculated Sammy. ‘° So—so you've seen
that man again?"

“Yes. I just went to see if he was there,” said Billy
Bunter. 1 happened to meet him."

*“ Beast not to take me!"” growled Femmy.

““You can come with me to-morrow,”” said the Owl of
the Remove. *° In fact, he's asked me te bring you with
me."”

Sammy’'s plump face brightened up.

““Oh, good! TI'll ecome-like a shot. I say, Billy, the
fﬁllﬂw must be dotty to be giving away money like
this."’ '

“He's a millionaire,” sald Bunter.
fancy to me. MHe said so.”

““ Well, that proves he's dotty, if anything does,” said
his minor. *° What the thunder is there about you for
anybody to take a fancy to, unless he's off his rocker?"’

" Don't be cheeky, you young sweep, or I won’t take
you with me to-morrow,”” said Billy Bunter, frogning.

** 1 shall jolly well go on my own, then,’”’ said Sammy.
“I'm not being left out of this. I don't care whether
he’s dotty or not, so long as he stands a good tip.”’

““ Mind, mum’s the word,” said Bunter. *‘If any of
the fellows knew, they’d be on to it, and he would jolly
gsoon get fed up with it. Besides, if it came out about his
being there, he would get into trouble with the County
Coumncil, and he’d have to clear off; might be fined,
perhaps, and then he'd be down on us.”

“ Not a giddy syllable, you bet!"" said Sammy.

Sammy hurried into the tuckshop to dispose of the
half-sovereign in refreshments liqguid and solid. Gatty
and Myers of the Second joined him, and helped him
manfully to get rid of the umaccustomed cash. Billy
Bunter strolled away to the School House in a very
satisfied frame of mind. The news that Bunter was iu
great funds apain was soon known all over the Remove,
and the fat jumior became an obhject of general interest.
To fellows who asked him questions, he replied that he
had had a whacking remittance, and as it was known
that he had had a good many remittances of late, that
answer satisfied the inguirers. Billy Bunter was now a
person of some consequence, and Skinner, Snoop, and
Company were exceedingly polite to him,

Fisher T. Fish confided in him that he had a great
scheme for making mo end of money, if the necessary
capital could be raised; and proposed to Bunter to
furnish the capital, undertaking on his side to furnish the
brains. Perhaps Bunter had some doubts about the
brains, At all events, he declined the offer without
thanks. Then Fisher T. Fish had another idea.

““You owe me two bob,” he said. ‘' Now you're in
funds you can pay up.”

Bunter snorted contemptuously,

“I'd forgotten all about your measly two bob,”” he
gaid. ‘F Here vou are.”

Fish almost fainted as he received the two shillings.
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““ He's taken a

Bunter must indeed have been rolling in money, if he
had started to pay his debts.

““Waal, I swow!"" said Fish,
dreaming !

““ Oh, rata!”’ said Bunter,

Fisher T. Fish hastened to spread the news that
Bunter had started paying his debts. That news caused
quite a commotion in the Remove. There was hardly a
fellow in the Form to whom Bunter did not owe some-
thing. It was evidently a golden opportunity for collect-
ing old debts. Vernon-Smith looked into No. 1 Study,
where the Famous Five were at tea.

*“ Have you heard?’” asked the Bounder.

“ What's the mnews? Germans licked?”
YWharton.

““Blow the Germans! DMore surprising than that,
Bunter’s started settling up.”

“ Gammon!"’ said Bob Cherry.

““ Honest Injun! He’s paid Fishy!
he's owed him for dog’s ages.”

*" Wonders will never cease,”” said Squiff.
been a miracle, getting a loan out of Fishy!
him—that takes the cake.”

“ We're all going to get our little loans back,"” sald
the Bounder, with a chuckle. *° He owes all you chaps
money, so I looked in to fell you. Now's the chance of a
lifetime.””

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

Vernon-Smith hurried away, to join the crowd of
fellows who were looking for Bunter. But the Famous
Five did not rise from the tea-table.

" Not gomg?"’ asked Bob Cherry.

Wharton shook his head.

“I'd rather know where he got the tin, first,” he
paid. °‘ Toddy thinks he's been up to something shady.
And I think it looks like it."

And the Famous Five allowed the opportunity to pass.
Bnt nearly all the rest of the Remove were looking for
Bunter,

““1I suppose 1 ain’t

n=lked

Pard him two bob

“* Must have
But paying

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Settling Day!

[LLY BUNTER was reclining "at ease in an armchair
B in the junior colgmon-room, when his creditors
found him, The fat junior sat upright, and
blinked at them in surprise, as the crowd of
Removites surrounded him. His first impression was that
it was a rag, and he looked alarmed.
““ I say, you fellows——"" he began.
“ Pay up!” said Ogilvy.
“ What "'
“ It's settling-day, I guess,”” chuckled Fisher T. Fish.
Now you're in funds, Bunter, you've got to shell out.”
“ I've paid you, you blessed Yankee——"
“ And now you can pay us, look you,’
“ You owe me half-a-crown."

“ Oh, really, Morgan o

““ Faith, vou owe me eighteenpence, Bunter,”” said
Micky Desmond,

““You owe me fifteen bob,”" ehuckled the Bounder,

““ Five bob here.”

““ Half-a-crown, please.””

* Six-and-six I

“ Fifteenpence.”’

* Tuppence !’

“ Oh, really, you fellows,” protested Bunter, * I—T
stood you a jolly good feed yesterday, you know, and—
and I'm poin u

“ Be just before you are gemerous,”” prinned Skinner.
“* You owe me ninecpence, Bunter,”

** Square up "

¢* Shell out '™

And the whole erowd chorussed :

““ Pay up, Bunter!”

““ ook here, you fellows

“ Pay up!” roared the juniors. * You've got plenty
of flihs. We'll jolly well rag yau if you don’t! Square
up !’

Billy Bunter sniffed. After all, he reflected, there
was a fresh supply awaitine him on the morrow. It
would certainly create a record in the Remove if he paid

F

said Morgan.
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his debts. His fame would be at the top mnotch. Billy
Bunter decided to pay up—espeeially as there was no
way of getting out of it.

“ 0Oh, all richt!"” he said.
settle up——"

" Of course you did—T don’t think,"” said the Bounder.
*“ But you're going to; anyway. Fifteen bob, please.”

“ Change that,” said Bunter, throwing a pound note
on the table.

““ Hurrah !

The Bounder handed Bunter five shillings, which were
immediately distributed among the smaller ereditors.
But others remained to be satisfied, and Bunter had to
ask for change for all his banknotes. The Bounder, who
had plenty of eash, kindly obliged him, and Bunter had
to hand out shillings, floring, and half-crowns, and half-
soverelgns on all sides.

It was an exciting moment.

All Bunter’'s supply of cash, liberal as it was, was not
enough to go round, and there was a good deal of shoving
for front places among the creditors. Fellows raked up
the memory of loans two or three terms old, which they
had never expected to gather in. Billy Bunter paid,
and paid, and paid, till the last sixpence was gone. Then
half a dozen fellows still remained to be settled
with.

““ Where's
Morgan.

““ Of course, I meant to

my half-crown, look you?” demanded
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““ Where's my eighteenpence, bedad ?"’

“T'm stony!” growled Bumnter. *‘TI'll settle up with

the rest of you to-morrow.”’

““* Another remittance to-morrow—what?"’ asked
Yernon-Smith. _
““ Yes, rather!"” said Bunter. * My—my pater is

simply rolling in money, you know. 1 can have as much
as I like.”

“ Well, I'm blowed!” said Bolsover major. “ Blessed
if it doesn't seem to be true, too! TI’ll wait for my three
bob till to-morrow. If you don’t settle up then I'll wring
your neck "’

“1T say, you fellows,  I'm stony mnow,” said Bunter
dismally. *‘ The least you can do is to stand me a tea.”

“You come with me, Bunter,” said Skinner, quite
affectionately. ** You're going to have tea with me.”

Skinner was not given to standing anybody anything,
but Bunter was a person to be made much of now. He
confided to Skinner that he was expecting a ' tenner
on the morrow, and after what had bappened Skinner was
quite prepared to believe it. Tt was worth a tea in the
study to be Bunter’s best pal, in these days of plenty.

Billy Bunter came into No. 7 Study to do his prepara-
tion, in quite a cheerful frame of mind. Peter Todd
stared at him.

““ Bo you've been settling up al! round, fatty?"’ he
inquired.

“ Certainly,”” sald Bunter; ** as an honourable chap,
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I was bound to settle up as soon as I was in funds. That
was my very first thought, of course.”

““1 don’t think!”’ said Peter.

“1 owe yvou a few bob,” sald Bunter, with a sniff.
““TI'll settle up with you to-morrow, Todd. I don’t care
to be under any obligation to you.”

“Oh,” said Peter, ** you'll settle up with me to-
morrow, will you? So you're going to have some more
money to-morrow?"’

““ A tenner,”’ said Bunter carelessly.

" From the same source, I supposer’” asked I’eter,

*“ That’s my business!"’

““ Mine, too!"” said Peter. ‘T don't know what you’ve
been up to, Bunter. You haven’t sense enough to be a
burglar !

““ Oh, really, Toddy——"

“You can’t have been betting; you're rotter enough,
but you wouldn’t have sense enough to win. It can’t be
that.”

‘“ Isn’t it my business?’’ howled Bunter angrily.

“I'm not going to see you arrested, and sacked from
the school, and sent to a reformatory, if I can help it,”
said Peter. * That’s the way you're going. It’s utterly
impossible that you can have come by that money

NUMBER

honestly. As for your yarn that a millionaire has taken
a faney to you, that's all rot. You can tell that to the
marines; it’s no use in this study. And I'll tell yoh
what I'm going to do, Bunter. I'm going to speak to Mr.
Quelch about 1t!"

Bunter’s jaw dropped.

‘“ Toddy, you beast! You're not going to sneak!”

“ Where does the sneaking come in?'’ demanded Peter.
““ If the money is your own there’s no harm in Mr. Quelch
knowing about it, I suppose.”™

““ He—he would ask me a lot of guestions—"
stammered Bunter.

“ Well, why not? You can answer them, I suppose?”’

““ I—I can’t!”

‘““You can if you've come by that money honestly,”
said Peter grimly. *““T1 don’t kndw what you've been
doing, Bunter, but it's something shady, that’s plain
enough.”

“* It's mnot shady!” reared Bunter,
I've been stealing, you idiot?”

“ You must have been.”

“ Why, you—you rotter

Peter rose to his feet. '

“ You can either explain to me or you can explam to
Mr. Quelch,” he said. ** And you can take your choilce.
I give you one minute!”

““ Hold_on!"” gasped Bunter,

* Well?"'

“Do you think
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Bunter blinked at him furiously. If he were questioned
by his Form-master, as he certainly would be 1f Mr.
Quelch heard about his recent riches, he knew it must
all come out. And then the millionaire archaologist
would find himself in trouble with the County {mmu]
and Bunter's horn of plenty would run dry.

“ I—I say, Toddy, T give you my word, honest Injun,
that it’s all right !’

“You've told me too many whoppers alreadv,” said
Peter Todd, with a shake of the head. * I'm going to
have this out for your own sake, you fat duffer !’

*But it’s all right. I—I told you the truth!"
stammered Bunter. *° He's—he's a millionaire—really
and truly:

“ Who is?"

““ The—the fhap who tipped me,”"  said Bunter
desperately. Mind, I—I'm teHing you this in con-

fidence, Toddy. It's rt.lH} true. His name’s Jackson,
and he’s a nnllmnwire And—and he’s taken a fancy to
me because I'm like his boy at Iton.’

Peter Todd stared blankly at the Owl of the Remove.
Bunter looked as if he were telling the truth. But that
such an astounding statement could be true did not seem
possible to Peter.

““You mean to say that a Mr. Jackson has given you
no end of quids, because he's taken a faney to yout PtV e
ejaculated.

““ Yes; honour bright!"’

““Then why shouldn't you tell the truth
instead of tryine to pammon me with yarns
remittances*"" demanded Peter.

' B:rcansp—hwu use—well, it was a bit of swank!" said
Bunter feebly. ** I—I don’t want to tell all the fellows
that I'm letting a stranger give me tll‘lh But he's a
millionaire, you I-.nnw and—and he doesn’t.miss it.”

“And vou're going to get that tenner from him to-
morrow ?"

“Yesa, T am."

Peter shook his head.

““It can't be straight, Bunter. You're being taken In
somehow. Has he asked you to do anvthing for him in
return?"’ '

“ N-n-no !

““ The truth, you fat rotter!" roared Peter.

“ Well, I—I'm to keep 1t dark!” stuttered Bumnter.
““ That's all. Nothine else. He—he doesn’t want me to
mention that I've met him !’

“Why not?”

“I've promised not to mention it!"
““ You're making me break a promise, Toddy

“T don't want to do that,” =said Peter, relenting a
little. ** But this is all so _]nilv fishy, I know there's
something shady in it. When did you meet him first?"

o "a‘a"eﬂnps:dujr nftt'-‘rnonn,” mumbled Bunter.

“ That was the time you went after the pienickers®”

“ Yes."

“ Where did you find him?"

“ At—at the old priory.”

“ What was he doing there?"

“ Nen-nothing."'

“ Didn't he tell you what he was doing?”’

““ He—he said he was interested in archaology, and
was—was looking over the boastlv ruins !"’

“ Well, that's hkﬂly enourh,’" assented Peter. *° Lots
of ﬂrch:{'ulugi:-;tﬂ come down to look at the ruins, I know.
But

“ There, you sec it's all right,”” said Bunter, brighten-
ing up. ‘‘ He's an old crank, really, and he's told me
he's writing a book about ]*_,:a.rl*';r Enrlish Architecture, or
something. Some silly rot. T don’ £ see why 1 shouldn’t
let him tip me, as he's a millionaire, and—and he said
I was just like his boy at Eton.”

““ Well, it beats me,"”" said Peter, sitting down again.
“7T can't understand it. If he'd given you a half—qmd—
but pounds and pounds *

““ I—I asked him, you ]-:nnw, as he was a millionaire,
I—I told him I was hard up.

“ Well, I'd back you to squeeze money out of anybody,”
said Peter. ** Still, it's jolly odd. He must have wanted

about 1t
about

eroaned Bunter.

Ii‘l
"

vou to do something for the money. He must. You
haven't told me all, Bunter. Tell me the rest.”
“Thuts all,” prunted Bunter; *° and, mind, it's in
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"You can tell me the rest in conflidenee, then,' said
Peter. “ If it's above board [ won't zay a word about it."”

““Well, he hasn't got permission from the County
(‘ouncil to be there,” said Bunter reluctantly, °° That's
all."”

I"E‘h*t‘ stared.

* But it isn’ ‘r Necessary.,
public ground.’

“ Yes, but—but he says he ism't allowed to investigate,
and—and write his book about it without permission from
the County Council, and so he wants it to be kept dark
for a few weeks,” said Bunter.

Peter wrinkled his brows in deep thought. He was by
no means so obtuse as Bunter, and that story did not
satisfy him.

““ And if you jaw about it, it will get out that he goes
H‘mI‘E and he will be thpped and 1 sha'n’'t get any more
tips,"" said Bunter plaintively.

“Tt can't be that,” said Peter.
something else—something ghady.”

* Fathead! What could he be up to in those ruins?"
snapped Bunter. ** He ]uqt potters about, poring over
the stones and things; you've seen the old duffers dmng
thr-' same when they came down to see our old tower.’

*Yes, I know. But '—Deter rubbed his forehead hard
—*“ no reason why he shouldn’t potter about the ruins if
he likes. But it's jolly odd.”

“Mind, T've told you in confidence,”’ said Bunter. I
promised not to say a word. You've made me break a
promise.”’

“ Oh, rot!" said Peter; aﬂd he dropped the subjeet,
and started his ]nrnlmratmn Bunter had evidently told
him all now, or nearly all, and Bunter’s part in the
matter was elearly innocent enough. But Peter could not
help thinking that there was something very odd about
the whole affair. And he made up his mind that the
very mext half-holiday he would spend exploring thp
old priory, to umertam whether anything of a ** shady ™
character was going on there. Yet how anything of a
shady nature could be carried on in that secluded spot
was a puzzle, and Peter was almest driven to the con-
clusion thit Bunter's mysterious friend was indeed a
harmless and eceentrie millionaire, who found a harmless
pleasure in tipping schoolboys.

You made me tell vou, and T promised not

1y

Anybody ecan go there; it's

" He must be up to

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Secretl
HFE next day Billy Bunter was very anxious for
I lessons to be over.
He was looking forward to his visit to the 1:)14.‘1
priory, and his interview with *“ Mr. Jackson.’
Now that Peter Todd knew that that unknown gentleman
was merely a harmless crank, he seemed satisfied, and
had asked no more questions, and Bunter was left in
peace on that subject.

Peter Todd had apreed to keep his secret if there was
no harm in it, and Bunter had satisfied him that there
was no harm in it—at least, Bunter believed he had.
And Peter Todd was not the kind of fellow to '* wedge ™’
in and seek to get some of the tips for himself. So Bunter
dismissed the matter from his mind; only resolving that
he would be careful not to let the millionaire suspect
that he had spoken 2 word to a third party.

There was no harm done, and as Peter would not hetray
the secret, there was no danger of Mr. Jackson getting
into trouble with the County Council. Bunter was think-
ine so much of his coming interview with the millionaire
that he brought down Mr. Quelch's wrath upon him
several times that day for inattention to lessons,

But even lines did not matter much to Bunter now.
ITe was thinking of the forthcoming ten-pound note, and
that was a consolation for everything.

Lessons were over at last, and Billy “Bunter joined his
minor in the Close. ‘-mmmv Bunter was also in a state
of great eagerness and ﬂnllﬂlpfttmn

““Come on'!'" said Buuter. “ Don't let the fellows see
you hanging aboul; some of the rvotters might follow us.

Get a move on!”’ _
Peter Todd was the only fellow who noticed the tweo
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Bunters seuttling ont of the gates. He looked after them
thoughtfully. They were going to the o.d priory to mect
Bunter's millionairve friend, evidently.

Teter remained in a very thoughtful mood. Ile was
not satisfied: but it seemed that he had done all that he
conld in ihe matter. But on the morrow it was lis in-
tention to go with the Famous Five, and spend the after-
noon exploring the priory, above aud under pronnd,
That exploration would reveal whether there was any-
thing “ shady "' going on there. If no discovery was
made, Peter would have 1o be satisfied that Bunter's yarn,
astounding as it was, was correct.

The two Bunters seudded away dewn the lane, and took
the footpath through the wood, and arrived hreathlessly
at the old priory.

The seiting sun glimmered on the thickets and the
mossy old masses of masonry. Silent and lonely the ruins
looked as the two juniors enterved by the shattered old
donrwaxy.

“ Nobody here,” said Sammy, with a sniff.

“ Down :i'w]nw_. very likely,”” said his major. * He was
down there when I came yesterday. We'll give a yell
down the stairs.”

“* Right-ho !

Billy Bunter led the way into the opening above the
vaults, The winding stone stair in the floor of the
shadowy chamber was davk and forbidding to the view.
Billy Bunter called down, lis voice awakening a thousand
echoes in the hollows,

“Ilallo! Are you there, Mr. Jacksonr”

There was a footstep below,

“ Come down ! called back the voice of Crawley.

“I'm! All right. Cowme on, Sammy!”

Billvy Bunter would have preferred Mr, Jackson to
come up: but as he did not appear to choose to do so,
thoere wias nothine for it but for the two Bnnters to
descond.  Tillv Bunter led the way, groping down the
winding steps in the darkness, followed by Sammy.
glimmer of light struck upon their eyves.

A lantern was burning in the vault, and Billy Bunter
reeoonized the two archmologists. s Crawley and Crake
lookod at them euriously. Crake had a col of cord in
Liis hand. Mr. Crawley hiad his hands in his pockets.

“* (M, here you are!” sand Crawley.

* Yes, here we arve,” said Bunter,

““ Anyybady with your”

** No fear!"

“ & this is your brother, my young friend?”

“ Yox: Sammy, my minor,” said Billy Bunter.  This
i= Mr, Jackson, Sammy "’

“ Verv glad to see you, Sammy,” eaid Mr. Crawley,
with a peeuliar smile. * You will be able to see us
making our—our archaological investigations, if you
like.”’

““ Tt's rather c-c-cold down here,”” said Sammy shiver-
ing,

“CThe—the fact is, we've got to be back for calling-
over,” said Billy Bnnter, who was not in the least inter-
ostedd in archaolory, or anv other olopy, and was only
gavious to secure his tip, and get out of the damp vaults.

“Very good,” said Mr. Crawley. By the way, I
suppose you've heen keeping the little secret—what=”

““ Oh, ves; rather!”

“ Of course, there’s no harm in it, you understand
that,” explained the millionaire. ** Not the shghtest
harm. It's only a question of trouble with the—the
County Conneil.

“Of course.”’ =aid Bunter.

“ Yon haven't mentioned the matter?”

*“ Not a word,” snid Sammy.

Rillv Bunter thought of his confidences to Peter Todd.
But his preat abilities as an amateur Ananias came to
biis and.

“ You rely on us, sir,”” he said; “ we know how to keep
mum, dou't we, Sammy "’

* (Oh, rather!” said Sammy, whose teeth were begin-
ning to chatter. * I—I say, we can't stay much longer,
Billy.”

“You didn't mention to anybody you were coming here,
then:"’ '

“ Not a word.”

“The ofhier bovs don't know anvthing about it ="

“ Nothing at all,” said Billy Bunter, beginning to gct
a litile impatisnt,

Mr. Jackson seomed absurdly partienlar,

U, T oondy wanted {o Enow whether yvou can keep n
little seevet, vou know ! explained the kindly gontloman.
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“ A lot of curious boys coming here would interrupt our
work—and then there's the County Council, too. But if
you've kept mum, it's all right.” Mr, Jackson laughed
pleasantly. * Only if vou should happen to fall 1nto
any of the pits in the floor here, it weuld be rather rough
on vou, as nobody would know where to look for you,
wounld they:”

“ But we shan't,”” said Bunter.

“* Ng—no, of course not; but if you did, nobody at the
scheol would have the faintest idea where to look for

on,” =aid Mr. Jackson, with another Jaugh.

“ Nobody," agreed Bunter. “ Buk we shall be jolly
careful not to do anything of the sort. I—I say, Mr.
Jackson, if vou could make it a tenner this time———"

“I'm afraid I haven't pot any more hanknotes to give
away,”’ said Mr. Crawley, still smiline, but with
strange smile that made Bunter a little uneasy,

“Oh, I say!” murmured Sammy.

“In fact, vou are a pair of yonng rascals, and I am
not coing to pive you anything,” went on Mr. Jackson
cheerfully. ** You've heen getting money out of me simply
to keep this little secret. Yon are a pair of young
scomndrels

“(h, I say ! stuttered Sammy again.

Bunter Minked wrathfully at the archaologist,

“Well, I like that!" he exclaimed. *“I'1l jolly well
tell the whole school, T know that!"

CWHIL yom, indeed ™

“Phat T will,”" said Bunter warmly, ““ I'll jolly well
let the Comnty Couneil know about vour heing here, too!”

Mr. (rawley and his companion burst into a laugh.
Bunter's statement seemed to amuse thein highly. Per-
haps it was not the County Couneil that they were afraid
of, after all.

Bunter Wlinkad at them in great anger. The horn of
plenty had suddenly run dry, and he had been called
some very nnpleasaut names. It was more than enough
to exasperate the Owl of the Remaove.

“ Come on, H:mnn; " he prowled. “° I think you're a
rotter, Mr. Juckson! And I'll jolly well take care there
isn’t any blessed secret about this, when I get back!”

“You have decided on that, my voung friend:"’

“Well, perhaps T might keep mum,”’ said Bunter me-
lenting. ** But 1 should want &

“A tenner!” said Mr. Crawley smiling,

“Yes: and one for Sammy, too. I don't see why I
ehould keep your rotten seerets for nothing,” said Bunter
loftily. *“ 1 daresay you'd be fined if the County Council
found yon ont, pottering about lere.”

“* Ho, lia, ha!”’

The two archmologists burst into another roar of
langhter.

“ Oh, come on, Sammy !"" said Bunter savagely. ' Let’s
et out of this!"™

Mr. Crawley stepped quickly between them and the
stalr.

““ Not so fast,”” he said coolly.

“ Let us pass!" shouted Bunter.

“ Hardly. Collar them, Crake!”

“Why, what—what Leggo!” :

Billy Bunter struggled as the younger man geized him.
He ceased to struggle as Crawley's right hand came ont
of his pocket., For in that right hand glimmered a
Browning antomatic pistol.

Bunter blinked at the pistol, and seemed frozen all of
A sudden,

“Po you see this®"" said Crawley quictly. *“ Well, a
slight, pressure here—look '—and you will be a dead
voung rascal the next second.”

“ Pop-put it away ! stuttered Buufer.

“ Do vou know that I'm in two minds about blowing
vour brains out, and pitching vou 1ote one of the gaps
liere,”" said Crawley,

“Ow, ow!" rasped Bunter,

““* But at present T shall keep you here.”

“ K-k-keep us heve?™
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““Yes. You are prisoners.”

“* Pip-pip-pip-prisoners?’” stuttered Bunter,

“ Exactly! Tie their hands, Crake, and 1f they make
the slightest resistance, I will blow their brains out ™

The unfortunate Bunters did not make the slightest
resistance. ‘The sight of the Browuing was enough fov
them. They were chalky with terror, and their fat knees
were knocking together. They hardly needed telling
now that they were in the hands of a pair of desperadoes.

“ You——you—you were stuffing me,” gasped Buuter,
“ You-—you're not archaologists at all.”

Crawley grinned,

““Not exactly,”” he assented.

““ Wha-a-at are you?" stammered Bunter. “ Wha-a-at
are you doing herer"”

Mr. Crawley did not reply to that question, Bunior
blinked at him wildly. His philanthropic millionaire had
been suddenly transformed into a dangerous eriminzl,
and Bunter realised that something of a criminal naturc
must be going on in the vaunlts under the ruined priory.
What it was he had not the faintest idea.

““You will be kept prisomners for the present,” said
Crawley. “ You will be fed on bread and water, and you
will be Incky to get it."”

“Oh, my hat!"

““And you may be thankful that vou have kept the
scevet, for if you should be searched for we shall have to
ﬂiﬁagpe?r—and vou will disappear first. Do you see:”

il 'l.:l'.r rII

““*We shall not leave you behind to tell tales,” said Mr.

Crawley. “ What have yen done with the banknotes 1
ave you?"
“Spapt them !"’ gasped Bunter,

" All of them:"

“* Yes."

““Did nobody ask you where you got =0 much money*”
demanded Mr. Crawley, looking a little uneasy for a
moment.

“1I—1I told 'em they were remittances from my pater,”
groaned Bunter.

Crawley’s face cleared apain.

“Good! Nobody was dissatisfied with the notes, I
supposer"’

“* Why should they be?"’ asked Bunter.

Crawley laughed, and a dreadful suspicion flushed ints
Bunter's mind.  Light ‘was dawning upen his obtusc
brain at last.

"I—I1 say, weren’t they good notes:'’ he stammered, in
a scared voice. The consequences of having passed bad
money struck him with a spasm of terror.

“You fat fool!” said Crawley. “ Do voun think that
I should give you nine pounds for nothing:"’

*“Oh, dear!"” groaned Bunter.

““Bpoof banknotes!” murmured Sammy. ¢ Oh, vou
silly idiet, Billy! You ought to have guessed they were
no good! Now you've passed them!”

“Ow! Oh, dear. Oh, crumbs!”

*The police will be looking for you soon, prebably,”
saild Mr. Crawley, in a cheerful tone. “* You're really
safer here than at the school.”

“ Ow!"

““Take them away, Crake.”

The two juniors’ hands were hound hehind their hacks
now. Crake led them away through the long series of
vaults. In the last of the vaults an electric light was
burning, fed by an accumulator. A table of boards nailed
on trestles stood there, and it was covered with instru-
menta of which Bunter did not know the use, but the
use of which he could guess now. He remembered having
read in the newspapers that sinee the issue of the new
currency notes forgers had been at work counterfeiting
them. He bad little dreamed that he would ever visit the
den of the counterfeiters, DBut he realised it now. Ile
understood now what was the secret he had been keeping.
The two archaologists who had professed to be in fear
of interference from the County Council—they were two
counterfeiters of currency notes, and their real dread was
of being discovered by the police.

No wonder Mr. Crawley }1
liberally to keep his little secret, especially as the notes
he had given him cost him no mera than the trouble
of manufacturing them.

THE Macxer Linrary.—No. 371

Buy THE BOYS' FRIEND, 1d., To-day!

ad been willine {o tip Bunter

HOW OH
SALE.

Indeed, Bunter eonld see, on the table, a ]l'jﬂ{:."- of the
pound notes, and another pile of red ten-shilling notes.
The two rascals were well supplied with money—of that
kind. The two juniors were thrown on a heap of sacking
in a corner, Crake fastened a rope round their waists
and tied the end of it to a projection in the wall. Billy
DBunter and his minor were helpless prisoners—to stay in
the grim vault so long as the forgers were at work there.
And the careful keeping of the secret—they understood
now why * Mr. Jackson '’ had questioned them so care-
fully—that shut off all hope of discovery and rescue,

Billy Bunter thought of Toddy. What would Peter
think when the two juniors did not return to Greyfriars?
surely he would puess something—that was the only
hope. Then Bunter remembered Mr. Jackson's threats,
and shuddered. If they were searched for it might be
worse for them than if they were left to their fate.

Taking no notice of the two unhappy juniocrs, Mr.
Crawley and his companion went back along the vaults.
Bunter heard a crash, and he knew that the steps leading
down into the vault were being pulled away. There was
ne chance of stray explorers coming down into the vaults
now. Doubtless the counterfeiters had discovered some
other way out of the place. Billy and Sammy blinked
at one another. They were too utterly dispirited even to
indulge in recrimination. In silence and misery they sat
on the sacking, blinking at the two comnterfeiters as
they came back into the end vault, and resumed their
nefarious work at the table.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
To the Rescuel
. UNTER !
B No reply.
** Bunter minor!™
No reply.

Mr. Prout, who was taking the roll that evening,
frowned, and marked down Biﬁj" Bunter and Sammy as
alwent from calling-ovar.

““Where 1s that fat rotter?"” said Vernon-Smith, as
the juniors came out of Big Hall. **1 want to see him.”

““ Looking for a loan?®" grinned Skinner.

“No; I'm looking for the four quids I gave him yester-
day afterncon in change for his rotten banknotes!”
growled -the Dourder.

skinner stared.

““What's the matter with the notes?"” he asked.

*“ They're no good.”

13 'ﬂl'-hﬂ.'l' !IF

““Speof !'* growled the Bounder. * SBomebody has heen
planting forged notes on him, and he’s passed them on
to me."

“Oh, my hat!" said Skinner, ‘ That's where the
oiddy wealth came from! Ha, ha, ha!”

““ There's nothing to cackle at, you ass! It means four
quids to me,”" said the Bounder crossly. ‘" But if he
can’t cash up, I'll take it out of his fat carcaze.”

“He jolly well won't cash up,” said Skinner. “ You'll
have to go round asking the fellows to hand over the
debts Bunter paid up-—with your money! Ha, ha, ha!”’

The Bounder’s statement had caught many ears, and
the Remove fellows were interested at once. I’eter Todd
was most keenly interested of all.

* Hpoof banknotes:' said Bob Cherry,
gure, Smithy?”

The DBounder grunted.

“I offered one of them in the post-cffice thizs after-
uoewn,” he said. " They told me it was no peod. It's
swfully cleverly done, but the watsvmark’s wrong—sn
the postmaster said. T made him leok at all four, and
Iz said all four are wrong ‘uns.”

" Great Seott!”  Bob Cherry whistled, *f Bunter's
pater must be a crreless ass to send him bad notes.”

" He ean send him some good ones next, to square me,
or there’ll be a row,” seid the Bounder.

The Mamous Iive, discussing the startling discovery,
went up to do their prep; but there was no prep for
them just then., Peter Todd followed them up to the
Remove pasage, and called them inte No. 1 Study.
Todd's face was so grave that the 'amous L'ive regarded
him in astonishment,
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“ What's the' row, Toddy?"” asked Harry Wharton.

* Something jolly serious,” said Peter Todd grimiy.
“ Bunter's given Smithy four bad pound notes. .There's
no ‘doubt that those he passed withh Mrs. Mimble yester-
day were the same sort. I kmew there was something
wmngl‘; but I couldn’t guess a thing like that, I want
you chaps to help me.”

1 ““ Any old thing,” said Nugent. ™ But what are we to

ﬂ?.ll 1

“T'11 tell you what T got out of Bunter yesterday.”

The Famous Five listened in blank amazement as
Peter told the story of the millionaire archzologist, and
his liberal-tips to Billy Bunter. |

““ Well, my hat!”’ said Bob Cherry. °‘That beats it!
The spoofer has been giving Bunter spoof banknotes.™

““ Exactly. I knew there must be something shady on
there—at least, T was pretty sure of it. It’s pretty
clear now what it is.”

Bob Cherry whistled.

“You dont think they're making them therer’ he
exclaimed,

““ What else would they want the secrct lo be kept
for?™”

“ My hat!”

“The rotter could afiord to tip Bunier, as he was

iving him notes that weren’t worth anything,” said

eter Todd. ** Of course, I never thought of that, Mrs.
Mimble hasn’t found it out yet—I suppose she hasn’t
tried to pass the notes, DBuf it's certain that they're
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priory, and perhapsfully they have kngcked him on his
esteemed head.” '
“ Oh, cheese it, Inky !’ said Harry Wharton uneastly.

““ It’s quite possible,”” sai’ i'odd. ** But it’s more
likely that they've shut him up, to keep him from
blabbing. Very likely a gang of them t ere—though

Buunter only mentioned one to me.”

Harry Wharton started.

“ My hat! I remember on Wednesday. There were
two strangers in the priory—one of them in slippers, and
the other in his shirtsleeves. I wondercd how on carth
they were there in that rig.”

“ By Jove!” said Nugent. * That's it! You
remember they picked a row with us to get us out of the
place. They didn’t want us te picnic there.”

““ Two regular villainous-looking blighters,” agreed
Squiff, .

“ And they've got hold of Bumter now,” said Peter
Todd. ** Sammy, too! Goodness knows what's hap-
pened to them.™

““ But I don't quite see. If Bunter found them there
on Wednesday, they could have collared him then if
they’'d wanted to,”” said Squiff.

““ I’ve thought that out. No end of fellows knew that

F
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all the same sort., DBut that isn’t the worst. DBunter
went to the priory again after lessons to-day, and took
his minor—both of them on the make, of course. They
haven't come back.”

The chums of the Remove looked very grave.
understood now the trouble in Peter’s face.

“You don’t think——" hegan Nugent.

““Look at it,” said Peter. ° Bunter found the man
there, and he tipped him to keep it a secret. Well,
he must have known that sooner or later it would leak
out—he'd teld his minor already. Besides, sooner or
later it must hava come out about the notes being bad.
Well, he wanted the secvet kept. He made that fat
idiot think he was afraid of heing fined by the County
Council, or some such rot. Of course, what he was
afraid of was the polies.

They

where they're making them.”

““* Looks like it,”” said Wharton.

““Well, then, the only way to keep the secret was to
collar Bunter, wasn’t it, before he lot 1t out, apd bhefora
it came out that the notes were spoofr”

** Phew ™

““ And Bunter's gone there, and hasn't come back,”
said Peter.

““ It locks badfully,” remarked Huirece Jamset Ram

He couldn’t have any motive
for hanging about the ruins, unless that’s the place

Bunter was there that day: and so he'd have been looked
for there. That wouldn’t have suited them.”

‘* Hardfully,” agreed Hurree Singh. ‘‘ The esteemed
duffer was ass epough to tell them anything they asked
him, so they must have known. So they tipfully gave
him money to hold his tongue, and asked him to come
again.”

““ Then they could have nailed him yesterday,” said
Nugrent.

“ Sammy went with him to-day, Perhaps he told them
yesterday that he'd told Sammy,” said Peter. *° Any-
way, the fact is that he’s gone there to-day, and hasn't
come hack. He had lots of time to get in before calling-
over, We know now that they’'re a gang of forgers, and
it’s clear that they're carrying on their business in those
old vaults. Thev don’t know, of course, that Bunter’'s
told me anything. He wouldn’t have said a word, only
I threatened to go to Quelchy.”

“ Jolly lucky for him,”” remarked Wharton. “ If you
hadn't screwed that out of him, we shouldn’t know where
to look for him now.”

““T knew it was fishy,”” said Todd, compressing his
ling, * You see how cunningly they've worked it. They
made him keep the secret, by pitching that yarn about
srehmology and the rest of it, and tipping him. But

X r

Singh. ‘* Bunter has heen collarfully seized in the old  ihey <imply had to shut him up for good before it came
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out about the notes being spoof. They've shut him up
now, and goodness only knows what's happened.”

“1 suppose youre right, Toddy,” said Wharton
glowly. ** Thosc two fellows we saw there looked rotters
enough for anything. I suppose they'd come up for some
fresh air when we came on them, and we surprised
them. No wonder they didn't want us to stay in the
priory. I dare say that fathead went into the vaults,
and found out that they were up to something, and they
had to make up a yarn for him. We hadn't any idea
that they were living there, of course. But if Bunter
found them underground, they had to satisfy him some-
bow, or he'd have spread the news o

“ And somebody with more sense than Bunter would
have tumbled to it that there was something shady
goinz on,'" said Bob, with a nod. ** But—but H

““ But what?"" growled DPeter.

“ Well, it looks as if you're right, Toddy,"" said Bob.
“ But—but if we make a sensation with a yarn like this,
and then Bunter walks in, we shall look pretty asses.
The two duffers may be feeding at Uncle Clegg's, and
forgotten all sabout calling-over.
bedtime.”

*“ And suppose they're not?”

* Well, that will be pretty serious.”

“ And then we shall be blanmed for not having spoken
out at once,” said Harry Wharton. ' 1 suppose we
ourht to chance it. Only we should look asses if we
started a story of kidnapping, and then the fat duffers
came rolling in."’

“I'm not thinking of that,”” said Todd.
to po and look for Bunter.”

“ Lates are locked now.”

““ There's another way., If those two rascals are
eriminals, and they've got a banknote - forging plant
there, and they've kidnapped Bunter, we don't want to
walk in on them and let them see us coming. We don’t
want to join Bunter, or to get knocked on the head,”
said DPeter. **If they're forgers, it means penal
servitude, and if they're armed, we should be in a bad
box if we dropped in on them. But there’s another way
—the passage from the old crypt.”

“My idea is

“ And take 'em by surprise,’"’ said Bob Cherry. *° Good
egg!”

“It's no joke going through that passage,” said
Nugent. ** I've done it once. It's miles long, and dark,

and as eold as a giddy tomb."”

“"Well, I'm going,”" said Peter.
back me up if you like."”

““ Oh, we'll come?" said Wharton, at once. ** It means
cutting our prep. But if Bunter's in danger, it’s up to
us.  Better take along our bats, in case there's a
Berap.

" Good idea!"" agreed Nugent.
the sooner the quicker.”

The chums of the Hemove lost no time.

They slipped quietly out of the School House, taking
their cericket-bats with them, and Wharton fetched a
couple of lanterns from the bike-shed.

Then they made their way to the erypt under the old
chapel. The erypt was out of bounds for the juniors,
but they could not afford to think alLout that, under the
circumstances.

From the Inst vault, the passage opened, narrvow, dark,
and slimy, winding away apparently into the very heart
of the earth.

Wharton and Tedd carried the lighted lanterns, and
they started.

Dark and damp the stone-walled passage unrolled
before them, secminely interminable, Most of the
juniors had explored it before, and so they kunew the
way well enough, though there were several Dbranch
passazes leading they knew not whither.

Tae 1cy cold struck to their very hones, and as thexw
advanced, the air grew heavier and heavier, more and
maore ** mephitic.”” But it was evident that there was
some kind of ventilation, by hidden pipes, or they could
hardlv have breathed at all.  In anecient days the
passagres had probably been used frequently enough, but
for many centuries they had lain darl and deserted. The
damp reeked on the old slimy stone.

The juniors tramped on in silence.
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Ahead of them the light gleamed on the glimmering
walls of damp stone. Their hearts were beating with
exeitement now,

Harry Wharton paused at last. o

“We're pretty close to the priory now,” he said, 1n a
low voice, ** Better put out the hights. They'll sce us
coming, "’

My hat!”" murmured Squilif.
way here in the dark?"”’ :
““ Yes; it rums straight on from here to the priory.”

““ All serene, then.”

The bike lanterns were extinguished. The darkness that
fell upon the juniors seemed slmost palpable 1 1ts
intensity.

They kept close to one another as they trod ou, silently
and cautiously now. They were near the end of their
journey.

A fresher air about them told them that the vaults
under the priory were close at hand. Still intense dark-
1ness reigned.

Wharton, groping about him with his hands, felt no
longer the enclosing walls of the subterranean passage.

They were in the priory vaults at last. _

From the distance, a gleam of light struck upon their
eyes in the dense darkmess.

““Hold on!"" whispered Wharton.

The juniors halted, breathing hard. They stared away
towards the glimmer of light, at the end of the series of
gloomy vaults. Someone was there, and the juniors felt
their hearts thumping.

“ ('an you find your

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Laid by the Heels!
& UIET!" whispered Wharton.
O &k E‘That‘_‘llﬂ [l:l
““ Follow on !
““ Yes, rather!

“ The ratherfulness 1is terrific!’
Singh. ** The esteemed rascals are there.
them speakfully.” ‘

A faint murmur, as of distant voices, came along the
rloomy vaults. | . o

With beating hearts, the Greyfriars juniors stole away
towards the light, treading on tiptoe, and making mno
sound.

They were certain now that Peter Todd’s surmise was
correct, and they knew that there was danger ahead.
But they did not falter. _

Closer and closer they crept along the vaults, till they
reached the last archway of brick, and could see into the
end vault.

There they paused.

It was a startling scene that met their gaze.

Electric light gleamed in the vault, and on a heap of
sacking in a corner they beheld Bunter major and minor.
They were sitting with their hands bound behind them,
and with lugubrious expressions on their fat faces, which
were chalky white. They were evidently prisoners; but
Harry Wharton & Co. were glad to see that they were
alive and safe.

At the table of trestles two men sat, smoking and
drinking. The instruments on the table showed pretty
plainly what their occupation had been.

The juniors recognised Crawley and Crake, the two
rascals they had encountered on the afternoon of the
picnic. They had removed the false beards thev had
worn during their interviews with Bunter, and the Owl
of the Remove could see thom as they were, now that it
did not matter what he saw. The two rascals had a
hottle on the table before them, and were filling their
rlusses, and the remains of a meal lay on the table. Biliy
and Sammy Bunter were watching them with hungry
eves., As the juniors, keeping in cover in the next vault,
looked in on the strange sceue, the voice of Billy Bunter
was heard.

“I—I say, you fellows——

Wharton started. For a moment he thought that
Bunter had seen the party. Dut the Owl of the Remove
was evidently addressing the two counterfeiters,

*“I—I say, you might give a fellow something o eat,™

(rot your bats ready?”

murmured Hurree
1 can hear
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Bunter went on plaintively; I sha'n’t be able to sleop,
vou know!”

Neither of the counlerfeiters troubled to reply te
DBunter.

“ 1 ean't sleep without any supper, you know,” weunk
on Bunter. * What's the good of o crust to a fellow
like me? I say, vou know o

“T'm awfully huagry, Mr. Jacksen,” mumbled Sammy.

Crawley lonked round at them at last.

“Will you hold your tongues:"” he growled,

““ But I—1 =ay 2

“ Think vourselves lucky that you're still alive!”
growled Crawley. *“T'm not sure yet that 1 sha'n't
throw you into a pit, and have done with you. It would
be less trouble!™

0wl

The unhappy prisoners rclapsed into silence. They
Lhad watched the counterfeiters at their supper, and 1t
was like the tortures of Tantalus to them. DBut there
was no help for it.  Bunter groaned dismally, and
Sammy mumbled in asympathy. The two counterfeiters
went on with their whisky and their talk. The sufferings
of the two Bunters did not scem to touch their hearts o
the least.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged glances.

They could not speak without revealing their presence
to the two criminals; but Wharten tmade o sign.

On the table before Crawley lay o Browning pistol, and
it was only too probable that he would use it 1f he were
given a chance. The ruffians had to be taken by swiprise.
1t did not even occur to the jtumiors, at the moment, to
return the wav they had come, and obtain help fo
capture the rascals. They were there to rescue the
Bunters, and they were ready to take the risk.

Wharton drew @ deep breath. e grasped his bat by
the cane liandle and stepped through the arch into the
vault,

There was a sudden rush of footsteps.

Crawley uttered a ery, and leaped to his feet. Crake
ctarted up, his foce going pale. The elder rascal made
a crasp at the DBrowning pistol.

But he had no time.

Harry Wharton was close to him—not close enough
to strike—and the ruffian’s hand was on the Browning:
but the captain of the Remove hurled his bat with all
the strength of his arm. The bat struck Crawley on the
side of the head, and he gave a shriek and pitched over,
and the Browuing dropped on the stone Hoor.

The next instant Crake went down under Bob Cherry’s
bat with a swipe that wounld have felled an ox.

“ (ollar them!” panted Squaff.

Wharton was already springing on Crawley. His knee
was jammed on the rascal’s chest, and he was piuned
down.

He slruegled madly under the junior: hut Nugent and
Hurree Singh were upon him in a second, and he was
lield fast. :

Peter Teod and Sguiff and Bob Cherry were on the
ather rascal, and Todd's knee on his ribs pinned him
down.

“ Looks like a win for the Remove!” panted Squiff,

“Telp " roared Bunter.

But they had no time to waste on Bunter just then.
Crawlev and Crake were resisting furiously, hard as they
had been hit. DBut they had no chance against half-a-
doren sturdy juniors,

They were pinned down helplessly and held fast while
Inky cut the rope that held the prisoners to the wall
and used it to bind their wrists together, and then ther
ankles. Then the juniors rose breathlessly, leaving the
eaunterfeiters hound on the floor. A torrent of furious
curses came from Crawley, while his compamism main-
tained a eullen silence.  DBut Crawley’s lurd remarks
were soon cut short hy Bob Cherry jamming his own
handkerchicf into his mouth. Then the counterfeiter lay
spluttering and glaring.

“I sav. you fellows, you might belp a fellow loose!™
roared Dilly Dunter.

Having sceured their prisoners, the jumiors hastened
to release the fwo Bunters. Billy and Sammy rubisdd
their wrisls and grunted. Then they made a rush for
the table. and started operations on what was left of the
meal there, It did not seem to ocenr to cither of the
fat vouths that it was a time fto testify gratitude. As
Itoh Cherry remarked, 1t might have been the speeial
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business of the Famouws Five to get Bunier out of scrapes
from the avay he took it

But Billy Bunter was not werrving about what the
juniors thought of him. He was busy attending to the
imperative wants of his inner man,

3illy Bunter, having cleared the table with the able
sesistance of his minor, made a rush for a large bag
from which he had scen the counterfeiters take their
supper.  Ilis eyes pleamed behind his glasses af the
sioht of ham and beef and pickles and other good things.

[larry Wharton & Co. stared at the two fat juniors.
They did not know whether to langh or be angry.

““Well, vou fat rotters,” exclaimed Bob Cherry at
last, ** haven't vou cver heard tell of such words as
*Thank you!'®"”

“ Oh. really, Cherry!" said Bunter, with his mouth
full.  *“ T'm  frightiully hungry, you know! Those
disgusting villains only gave me a crust to eal—me, you
know! What was the good of a erust to me? The
beaste! I say, thev're counterfeiters—they've been
making spool notes, and I've found them out! I shail
expect o reward for this!™

*AY hatl”

“ 1 found them out, didn't I¥” demanded Bunter.
“There ought to be a reward—why, there’s bound to be
a reward for capturing w pair of scoundrels like that ™

“shut up ! oroared Todd., " We must get along out of
thi=. Light those lanterns, Bunter.

“1 sav, I'm huugry e

““ Light those lanterns!"" thundered Peter.

And Bunter jumped, and hastened to obey.

““ Those hrutes are sate enough till the police come,™
said Wharton. **They can stay here il then. Come
on!” :

Bunter major and minoer grablied lumdfuls of the
provisions, and followed the juniors out of the wault.
Ifarry Wharton & Co. would have preferred to return to
Greyfriars above ground, but they found the rtone stair
shattered, and so thev were compelled to retrace their
steps by the subtlerrancan passage.

They arrived at the crypt at last, and came out into
{he old Close of Grexfriars, and presented themeselves at
once in Mr. Queleh's study to tell their strange story.

The ‘advenfure of the Famous Five made a sensation in
the school. They had to relate their adventures a dozen
times over that evening. Meanwhile, My, Quelch had
telephoned to Courtfield, and Inspector Gromes and his
men proceeded to the vaults under the priory to take
charge of the malefactors and their plant. It was a
oreal occasion for Mr. Grimes, and he called at Grey-
friars the next day to report that the two counterfeiters
—recognised as well-known Londen eriminals, who had
narrowly escaped arrest a few weeks lwfore in London—
vore safe under lock and key. Billy Bunter's part
passing the forged notes was explained, and as the Owl
of the Remove had acted in imnocence--or rather in
stupidity—he was relieved to hear that there were no
unplensant conseguences for him to fear.

He was far from satisfied, however. Ile considered
himself fully entitled to a munificent reward, but mo
reward was fortheoming, and Bunter did not leave off
erumbling for several days. Meanwhile, his pater had
had the plezsure of paying Mrs. Mimble's aceount—that
eood dane not heing satisficd with the bankuotes Bunter
Lad given her, now that she knew their valne,

As for Vernon-Smith. Bunter promised to settle his
four pounds out of his very mext postal order—a promise
(hat 4id not s=2em to afford the Boundor very much
catisfaction. And the next time Billy Bunter received
a remittanee. and rushed off to the tuckshop, Mrs.
Mimble steadily doelined to accept his ponnd-note. It
waa in vain that the fat junior assured her that he had
just received it from his pater.  Mrs. Mimble had had
enongh of Bunter’s Danknotes,

THE END.

(Another fine Creyfriors yarn, entitied ‘' The Hun

Hunters!' by Frank Richards, will appear ncxt

Maonday. You shoul npot miss thison any account,
Take the precaution of ordering (n advance, OF you

may be disappointed.) 93

A Grand, Long, Complate Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDB.



2t THE BEST 30 LIBRARY 9%~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 30- LIBRARY. “auoM
THE FIRST INSTALMENT OF OUR NEW SERIJAL.
A Maegnificent
Story

" NONSSS

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Two Villains Strike a Bargain.

“I'd give a thousand—ay, two thousand—pounds willingly
to know that this fellow, Clive Clare, was dead and buried ™

The man who gave utterance to this startling outburst was
Sir Richard Battingley, Barcnet. As he paced the spacious
and sumptuously-appointed library of Battingley Hall, the
ancient Berkshire seat of the Battingleys, he presented to his
solitary listener a face that would have been handsome but for
the evil expression which periodically erept into his almost
coal-black eyes, and pulled down the corners of his thin,
mobile lips beneath the heavy, dark moustache into an
unfailing suggestion of the vindictive and revengeful spirit of
the man.

His companion, who sat in a luxurious armchair, smoking
one of the baronet's choice eigars, and occasionally helping
himself from a decanter of the baronet's choice whisky, eyed
Sir Richard intently for a moment.

He was a peculiar type, was Paul Murdway. One of those
impassive faccs was his—a face which, as an index to the
man's passing thoughts or emotions, furnished no elue what-
ever, and baffled all serutiny. Pleasure or rage, affection or
hatred, if any of these passions were aroused within his soul,
never found expression on his beardless face, which might
have been a mask of wax for all the animation it betraved.
The look with which he regarded the baronet now might have
been of admiration, or it might have been one of contempt,
of good-will or of anger, of well-meaning interest or of selfish
cunning. His steady, penctrating grey eyes save no confirma-
tion or denial to any supposition whatever.,

And if his face furnished no indication of his thouchts, his
attire was cqually effective in disguising his cireumstances.
The plain black cloth of which his suit was made was worn
enough to suggest the needy parson, while the quality was
sufficiently good to betolken the wealthy man somewhat ve-
gardless of appearances. To strangers, then, Paul Murdway
was an enigma; to his acquaintances something only a little
less of a riddle.

He blew out a cloud of tobacco smolke as he eyed the
baronet,

“You were always pretty generous with your money,
Battingley,”" he observed, * especially if you had anything to
gain by it. Even when you were known out in the bush as
Dare-Devil Dick, you would have cheerfully given away vour
last fiver to anybody helping you to get quits with an encimy."’

Sir - Richard Battingley darted a quick look at Paul
Murdway.

“Oh, T don't mean to suggest,” went on the latter drily,
“that you are trying to get quits with an enemy now, or that
you are likely to give away your last fiver., The Battingley
estates are a bit too rich to require that —eh? But what T was
driving at, 1s, that since vou've offered a thousand—or even
two thousand—pounds to get this Clive Clare out of the way,
I haven’t the smallest doubt in my own mind that, provided
vou were satisfied the thing would be properly done, vou
would even spring five thousand pounds. Now, isn't that
50 1"

The baronet paused in his walk, and turned round quickiy.
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“Yes, you are right, Murdwav," he said. “T would pgive
five thousand pounds. And, while we are on the subject,” he
pursued, I should likke you to understand that my motive for
this 1s—well, a peculiar one. The boy, of course, is nothing to
me, 1 have nothing to fear from him. He is an absolute
stranger. I've only seen him once, and yvet—well, T want him
out of the way., He haunts me. I have an antipathy to him,
just as Napoleon had an antipathy to cats.'

“SH'm P mirmured the other. * So that’s vour motive,
Battingley, is it? And to get rid of your antipathy you have
stated your willingness to give one, two, or even five thousand
pounds.”'

“ That is so0."

‘“ Five thousand pounds,"” ruminated Paul Murdway.
““It’s just a lLittle bit of a pity that it isn’t ten thousand.”

“Why?"

* Because, vou see,”” Murdway said, taking another puff at
his cigar, ““if it had been ten thousand I might have helped
you. Ten thousand would have been worth my taking a
personal interest in the matter. As it is, of course, being an
old friend, I'll look about, and if I can find a man to undar-
tale the business for five thousand I'll let you know."

The baronet stared, nmazed at the other's coolness.

“ Weould ten thousand ensure the better carrving out of the
business ?"" he inquired.

Paul Murdway looked up, scarcely moving a musele.

*“Ten thousand pounds,” he said, ““would absolutcly
puarantee the job.™

“Then 1 will mako it ten thousand.™

“ Battingley,” remarked Murdway, rising abruptly and
hobling out his hand, * I wish you a very rood-day !™

“Why, Murdway,"” asked the other in surprise, ** are you
gOIng EJ['EH.d}" i

“*Yes. I have important business.’

“ Business! What business?"

Paul Murdway raised his eves, and mot those of his
questioner,

“1 am poing,
pounds ™'

" he said quietly, “to carn ten thousand

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Cyrano’s Clrcus—In Grievous Peril—Clive Clare to the
Rescue-—Sando and Dando Prove Their Mighty Strength.

The httle town of Abbeyford was in a state of unusual
excitement.  Ordinarily, the old-fashioned place was dull,
quict, and imbued with that spirit of serenity which always
pervadea places lifty years behind the times. To-day, how-
ever, the whole town had about it the real holiday air. Men,
women, amd children of the town, as well as from many of
the neighbouring villages, lined the streets in unmistaliable
holiday garb, and with unmistakable expressions of pleasur-
able cxpectancy on their rosy [aces,

“It'l be alons presently,” observed one bﬂl‘]:'?-[f‘.lﬁi{ilw
farmer in the High Strect. “"The procession’s oo to start
from the bridge at one o'clock., There's a performance at
ha'-past two, and another to-umight at seven. They won't be
many minutes now,"
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Even as he spoke the sound of a distant fanfare of trumpets,
broke on the cars cf the populace, and a moment later the
blare of a powerful brass band, playing a jubilant march, was
plainly to be heard,

There was no mistake about 1. Cyrano's Roval Circus and
Imperial Hippodrome, as patronised by the Royal Family of
reat Britain, and all the principal crowned heads of Europe,
wag in Abkeyford ! For many days past its early coming had
been proclaimmed far and wide by glaring postere as big as
cides of houses; and now that it had indeed come, all Abbey-
ford had turned out to give it hearty weleome.

To the rousing strains of ** The Soldiers of the King ' the
procession turned out of River Street towards the centre of
the town, headed by the band.  As the picturesgue cavaleade
passed along, the groups of sightseers gazed adminingly at the
vany huge gilded triumphal cars, at the beautifnl teams of
ponies and horses, at the great lumbering elephants, at the
awhkward shambling eamels, and the hundred other delights
which the procession afforded

Through the crowd there ran whispered explanations as to
who was who, and each star in the procession got special
glances of curiesity or admiration directed on lnm or her,
There was ** Pintoli, the Woaonderful Wire-Wallker 7 ; there
was the bronzed Professor Durnette, with his heavy mous-
tache and roatee of almost jet-black, ** King of Lion-tamers,”
who, according to the bills, would ** at each performance enter
a den of forest-bred lions.” Then there was *° Lieutenant
Phil Tremaine, the Marvellous Ventriloguist 7 ; whilst upon
the back of a sturdy mustang one could sce the sallow, scowl-
ing visage of * Benor Miguel Gurez, the Mexican Dead-Shot,
and Champion of the World with Rifle and Revelver.” Seated
amid the mystic environment of mirrors and gauze curtains
was Cymeli, billed as the * Lady Sunake-Charmer and Clair-
voyante,”! Following her came Yamka, the Dervish, at the
head of his troupe of performing dromedaries; and behind
him came the comic clown band, making hideous noises on all
sorts of discordant instruments, under the joint conductorship
of ** Bononi and Roly-Poly, the two fumniest clowns on earth,”
according to the aforementioned bills. Gravely seated
between Bononi and Roly-Poly was * Bimbo, the Educated
Ape,” who for some time past had played an important part
in the clowns’ turn.

Each of the star performers enumerated drew upon himself
loud expressions of admiration. But a far greater burst of
applause was drawn forth by the sight of Sando and Dando,
as they stood in statuesque attitudes upon a gilded car. The
bills proclaimed the pair as the Heiculean Twing; and truly
magnificent specimens of men they were. With limbs of un-
surpassed development, they made their biceps and the other
muscles of their arms dance to the time of the music as they
rode. Tt seemed, indeed, as if the reception accorded Bando
and Dando eould not be equalled. And yet, a minute later,
it was not only equalled, but excelled by that accorded to the
two gquiet, unobtrusive figures who rode side by side in the
piocession. The one, a youth of about seventeen, was Clive
(llare; the other, a girl of exquisite beauty and about the
same age, was May Ellis,

These two, respectively advertised as the * King of Eques-
triana? and the “ Queen of Equestriennes,” called forth
by their appearance a veritable shower of applause and
admiration. It was not that their surroundings were more
sumptuous or striking than those of others in the procession,
On the contrary, they were almost bereft of ornamental
adjuncts, It was the mere triumph of manliness and womanly
beauty that did it. Clive Clare sat his horse like a prince,
manly and upright; his somewhat large, good-natured eyes
looked out at the world frank and unflinching, while May
Ellis, discarding the spangles and Aummery of the ring,
appearcd in a plain but superbly-fitting habit of black, That
was all. DBut the sight of the handsome youth and the
entrancing vision of loveliness by his side drew forth the
maximum of admiration.

Sa the procession passed down the High Street. While yet
Clive Clare and May Ellis remained the cynosure of all eyes,
a sudden and unexpected sound claimed the general attention,
and & moment later siruck terror into the hearts of all those
who saw the cause of the disturbance.

One of the huge clephants had broken away from its keeper,
and, half turning, was making its way towards one of the
shops in the street. The animal’s flaming eyes, its uplifted
trunk, its gaping mouth, from which issued a series of loud
trumpetings, showed plainly that the beast was angry.

Instantly the crowd of people stampeded, women shrieking,
and men shouting aloud in their terriied excitement, Straight
towards the shop entrance lumbered the enraged elephant.
The foremost part of the procession, unaware of the incident
as yet, was shll moving on., The elephant keeper, busy in
pacifying tht other beasts of the troupe, was powerless to
interfere with the one that had mutinied. The participants in
that part of the cavaleade which was behind were well-nigh as
terrified as the onlookers. Iorror-stricken, they sat or stood
where they were, incapable of rendering assistance, their wits
forsaking them.
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Then, to add to the general terror, there carme to the step
of the shop for which ihe clephant was making a tiy child.
Oblivious of her mortal peril, she stood there o her childish
innocence, gozing only with wonderment in her e¢yes. Tha
clephant saw her, and, with some mad desire to wreak 1ts
fury on this defenceless little thing, switched its tail, swept
the air furiously with its trunk, and blundercd forward.

Was there nobody to snatch this babe from certain death?
No one in the shop to pluck the little one {rom its position of
danger? No, none, apparently.

But there was one in that procession. Clive Clare alone
had kept his wits. At soime distance from the spot where tha
danger first threatened, he had at once sprung from his horse,
clbowed and jostled his way through the surging, terrorised
mass of people, and, reaching the clear space before the shop,
rushed towards the ehild.

The elephant’s irunk was lowered, was within three feet of.
the little girl. In another moment it would be around the
small body and would be erushiug the victim’s fragile form.

But Heaven. in its merey, gave to Clive Clare the agility
of & greyhound. Just a second before the animal could con-
summate its purpose the brave youth had snaiched up from
the pavement the wondering child, and in another moment
had literally thrown it into the arms of a man who now
rushed towards him from the shop.

Clive Clare was about to turn when he felt something
encircling his own waist—something heavy, ponderous,
lexible, and of fearful strength. Instantly he realised his

osition. Baunlked of the child, the huge brute had seized

1m.

Clive felt himself swung high into the air, encircled by
the trunk of the beast. Immediately beneath his cars sounded
the snorting of “the enraged eaptor. With a fHourish of
mahgnant triumph, the elephant—to whom the weight of
(Clive scemed as a feather—swept him through the air, pre-
Nminiry to that downward sweep which assuredly would
break every bone in Clive Clare’s body and crush every spark
of life out of his heart. oot

But even as this was about to happen something else
cecurred to frustrate what seemed to be mevitable. Two men,
so much alike in face and form as to defy distinction, sprang
simultaneously forward. Attired in all the athletie glory of
fleshings, Sande and Dando, the Herculean Twins, lost not
a moment. With a celerity born of their acrobafic training,
Sando swung Dando, his brother, on to his shoulders, .

From this point of vantage Dando took a llying leap astride
the ¢lephant’s head; then, stretehing out his mighty arms,
and gripping the base of the ereature’s trunk between his
steel-like hands, he pressed with every ounce of strength he
possessed down—down,

- Burprised by the pressure, the elephant lowered its trunk,
whereupon Sando, waiting for the event, lecapt up and seized
the end of the amimal’s trunk, and, in his turn, tugged
with all his tremendous strength., The double power by
which it was now assailed caused the elephant to yield its
pressure on the body of Clive Clare. In another few scconds
Clive was free—dazed and half suffocated—but free upon the
pavement, pale, and gasping for breath.

While all this had been happening the elephant keepers,
from the rearmost part of the procession, had come up with
ropes and chains. With a quickness which came of practice
they fastened the animal’s trunk to its hind leg, rendering it
practically helpless in movement. Then, having secured its
body with other chains and cords, they led it back to the
ficld in which the circus tent was pitched.

The crowd, now relioved of all danger, proceeded to let loose
their pent-up feclings. Cheer upon cheer rent the High
Street of old Abbevford. A score of people bad rushed away
for water and brandy, and now many cager hands were
attending to Clive Clare,

And then again the cheers rang out—echecrs for Chive
Clare, who hed saved the child, and cheers for Sando and
Dando, who, by their bravery and marvellous museles, had,
in their turn, saved Chlive Clare.

As a rehearsed thing, the procession was over. Dut in its
place came an impromptu procession—a  procession  that
required no band to herald it on its trivmphant course—a
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procession that was inspirited by the cheers and bravas of
those who ecarvied Clive Clare and Sando shoulder-hieh
through the town, and the crowds who walked on either
side of them,

A brief examination by a dector was sulficient (o show that
Clive Clare escaped without any broken bones.  Druised
indeod he was by the fearful pressure to which he had Leen
subjected, but from sueh hurts a vouth of his constitution
and physical fitness would rapidly recover.

Mr. Adolph Cyrano, the eircus proprictor, might have given
orders for the withderawal of every poster and handbill in
the neighbourhood without  jeopardising  one  whit  the
financial success of his show in that town. For the afternoon
performance such o crowd besieged the circus entrance as
would have filled o tent of four times the seating capacily
of the one they sought to enter. The public came not for
entertainment, exeellent and varied though it undoubtedly
was; they had come to look once more upon brave voung
Clive Clare and the equally brave Sando and Dando.

When as many of the vast concourse of people as was
possible had squeczed themsclves through the turnstiles into
the seats surrounding the arena it was to meet with what, to
an ordinary awdience, might have been a disappointment.
Barely had the last strains of the overture by the band died
away whea Mr. Adolph Cyrano, resplendent in silk-faced
ovening-dress, and a huge, scintillating diamond-stud in his
shirt-front, stepped into the arena.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he began, with a gracceful swoeep
of his opera-hat—"" 1 have, I am sorry to sav. an announce-
ment to make which may cause some little disappointment.
I regret to inform you that Mr. Clive Clare " —tremendous
cheering followed the mention of the name—1 regret to
inform you that Mr, Clive Clare, acting under medical ndvice,
13 unable to perform this afternoon. Of the cause of his
indisposition, which, T am happy to tell you. promises to be
of the most temporary deseription, many of vou have this
day been witnesses.”  (Loud and prolonged cheers.) At a,
critical moment in the rare—I may say unprecedented—
misbehaviour of one of my elephants, Mr. Clive Clare per-
formed what I may term the bravest deed I myself have ever
witnessed.  Fortunately, two other brave members of my
company went to s rescue Just in time, and, compared to
what e might have received, Mr. Clare's imuries are slight.
Nevortheless, they are, I regret to say, sufficient to neapct-
tate him for this afternoon’s performance.  To-night, how-
cver, I think T may promise for a certainty that Mr. Clive
Clare will positively appear, in co-operation with Miss May
Ellis, in their daring and unique feats of horsemanship which
have justly earncd for them, to quote the words of our
immortal bard, * golden opinions from all sorts of people.’
and the proud titles respectively of King and Queen of
Equestrians.™

Another graceful sweep of his hat amid the great volume of
enecrs which followed tlus speech seemed to indicate that Mr.
Adolph Cyrano had finished. But with the sbatement of tha
applause the circus proprictor added a kind of verbal post-
sCT1)t,

* Ludies and gentlemen,” he proceeded, * before the per-
formance begins, 1 have just one other brief announcement to
anuke.  Messicurs Sando and Dando, the world-famous Herveu-
flean Twins, who have to-day so greatly distinguished them-
selves in connection with the incident already referred to, will
appear as nsual this afterncon in their marvellous acrobatico,
weight-lifting, and generval exhibition of physical strength.”

There was another prolonged outburst of cheering and calls
for the Herculean Twins and for Clive Clare. The two stronos
nien canie into the arena blushine to the colour of their Aesh-
ings at the unusual ovation they received. Tor these two,
mighty of musele as they were, and used to applause in con-
nection with their porformance, were as modest avd bashiul
as voung children in connection with the brave deed they
had performed that day,

After them, hmping a httle, and still pale, came Clive (lare.
Attired in ordinary dark plain clothes, he smiled and bowed
his acknowledgments to the great audienes that cheered him
to the echo.  Then he withdrew to get the afternoon’s reat
which the doctor had ordered him.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Murdway and Gurez Become Acquainted—The White Powder
—Bimbo the Ape does Clive a (Great Service—The
Mexican Dead-Shot's Plan,

It was a few minutea before the commenecement of the even-
ing show at Cyrano’s Circus. The artistes’ dressing-tent pre-
sented it usual motley appearanece.  That half of it which was
nearcr to the ring, and was divided off from the ;1”:5;,;[]|g
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apartments by long ringed curtains, stretehed across peles,
showed seven or eight of the performers who made their
appenrance carly an the programme all ready dressed and
made-up for their *° turns.”

There was the vingmaster—DMy. Patross—in fanciful even-
img-dress and  elaborate  walsteoat, stroking his big, silky,
blonde moastache with one hand, and gently flicking hLis whip
with the other.  There was Pintoli, the wonderful wire-walkor,
who, from his name, was genervally suppased to be an Ttalian,
but who was really, as was unmistakably apparent from hia
accent, a Londoner bred and born, chattine with Licutenant
Phil Tremaine, who was at the moment prudently testing the
strings by which his ventriloguial lizures were worked.

Near by sat the two chief ¢lowns, Bononi and Roly-Poly,
who enjoyed, by virtue of their difference in physical
stature, the Joint coznomen of the “ Long and the short of
it !

Bononi was a lank, thin man, with a most melancholy east
of countenance, guite out of keeping with his calline as a
jester: while the shorvt, dumpy Holy-Poly, with his round.
jovial face, stamped him at onee as a man who had laueshed
initch, and grown fat on 1t.  On this evening Bononi—who, as
his colleaguo Roly-Poly put it, was never happy unless he was
nriscrable—was amiring one of his many grievances.

“ What can I do with * business " ke mine?” he remarked
sadly, as he stroked the head of Bimbo, the most intellizent
and highly-trained ape in the world—vide Cyrano's posters.
“What chance have T got, Joe. I go into the ring. T rive off
1 few of the most over-baked chestnuts that anvbody eould
find, and I come out again. You get all the plums, Joe.”

“Well, roly-poly’s the proper place for plums, ain't it,
Bill ¥ (Tho two clowns were Joe and Bill to one anather.)
“ Besides, if T do get all the plums you get all the nuts—
chestnuts,  You've just owned it vourself.”

The skin over the high check-bones and round about the
mouth of the melancholy Bononi twitched for a moment. It
was the nearest approach to a lauzh at which he had ever
been linown to arrive.

“Well, well,” observed the dismal one, taking unto lLim-
sclf the full jester's licence, “let’s drop plums and chanee the
currant of our conversation. How's wvoung Clive to-night,
Joe?"

“Detter,”  responded Roly-Poly cheerfully—* very  much
better, I left him at his lodgings a little while ago, and he'll
be here soon to dress, Tt was a nasty shock he had to-day,
and 1t'll take a day or two to get over it: but the doctor's
given him some physie for his nerves, and he'll pull through
his turn to-night all serene.”

While the two chief clowns were thus discussing their
mutual friend, and exchanging small jests with one another,

one member of the company sat apart, brooding. It was
Senor Miguel Gurez, the Mexiean dead-shot. Of all the

praise which Clive Clare had received for lis brave deed that
day, Gurez was perhaps the only one of Cyrano's comuany
who begrudeed it him.

“Hang him!" muttered the SBpamard, half aloud, as he
sat apart from the rest in a corner of the tent. He was one of
the genuine foreigners of the company, although he spoke
English very well.  * Hang this Clare! Why does ho win
Mav for all this cheering, and not 17 Why does he win May
Tillis's love and not 19 Hang him, 1 sny ! Is the saving of a
brat worth all this praise? Pah! And was i so great a thing
to do as to Justify May Ellis inquiring after his welfare every
few nonutes since? 1 wish he were dead !

The Spaniard’s dark, treacherous-locking eyves glistened as
he gave utterance to his wicked wish, At the same moment
he became conscions that somebody was within a few vards of
him—somoebody who did not appear to have been ]_:iﬂ.tp”ing. it
13 true, but who was within hearing distance. As Gurez rose
to change his place, the stranger turned and wished him good-
eVening,

“ 1 am waiting,”” the stranger went on to explain, * for Mr.
Clive Clare  As one who witnessed his action to-daw, T have
called, with Mr. Cyrano’s permission, to congratulate him on
his escape. I mn not a native of Abbevford; I am merely
staying here for a tome. My name 15 Mr. Adrian Deerine,
You don't happen to know where Mr. Clare is, T suppose 7'

“ No, I don't know,” returned Senor Gurez surlily.

“ Ah. you don’t know,” repeated the other impassively, as
he took the arm of the Mexican dead-shot.  Then he added in
a whisper: “ And you don’t care, ecither, do you ?"

Gurez turned round quickly, his eves blazing, as if he felt
he had been betrayved by his own thoughts,

“aramba !” he exelaimed hoarsely, ** What mean—

“Hush! Don't get excited, senor!" intm:ruptmI Adrian
Decering suavelv., % As it happens, [ chanced to hear what
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{ﬂu were saying to yoursclf just now. Oh, don’t get alarmed !
sha'n't give vou away. 1f you hate this fellow Clare, I—
well, I don't like him.™

Miguel Gurez looked up suspicionsly,

“1 mean what I say.,” went on Advian Deering—* only,
senor, we can't very well discuss the business at this monient,
When do vou go into the ring #7°

“In about an hour.”

“ And when does Clive Clare perform "

“ About a quarter of an hour after 1 have fimshed,”

“ Good! Ah, this is Clare, I believe, coming into the teat
now. Wait here, senor,” whispered Deerng.,  ** After 1 have
finished with this youth I want to have a comfortable talk
with vou.”

S0 saying, Paul Murdwav—for it was he, masquerading
under the name of Adrian Deering —advanced with outstretehoed
hands to congratulate Clive Clare, who had just entered.

Clive did not like the look of the visitor very much., The
stranper’s impassive countenance puzzled him, and he some-
how instinetively disliked people whose character did not in
some way show itself on the face. But he thanked the man
politely enough.  As he did so, Clive toolk out from his pocket
a hottle of medicine, which, a dose being shortly due, he had
brouzht to the circus with him.  aving placed it on a beoeh
near by, and shaken hands with his visitor, he retired to dress
for his performance.

“ Now's my chance ! murmured Paul Murdway, as he
glaneed quickly round, and saw that nobody was looking.
“ Well, I'm in luck, anyway, so far.”

He took from his pocket a tiny paper packet, and, opening
it, disclosed a small quantity of white powder. Stealthily Lo
uncorked Clive's bottle of medicine, and in a twinkling had
deftly poured the powder into it. Then, having replaced the
cork, he strode nonchalantly back to where he had left Senor
Miguel Gurez,

“ T have congratulated the hero,”” he observed drily.

The Mexican looked up with a cunning leer in his glittering

o8,

“ T saw vou,”" he replied. * T also saw you dose the hero's
medicine. What was that powder?”

Paul Murdway placed his lips elose to the other’s ear.

“ Something to make him sleep,” he murmured.

“ Sleep! Ah, I see! Sleep for ever—eh ?7

The cyes of the two men met, and they both grinned an
evil prin.

“ But look here, senor,” pursued Murdway, **all this has
got to be secret between us. Mum's the word, remcmber,
and when this business is all over there will be a hundred
pounds for vou for keemng confidence.”

The Mexican's eyves blazed with something like indignation.

“Pah!" he sneered. ** Your hundred pounds! Yes, 1
shall take it, because I am poor; but 1 would gladly pay a
hundred pounds, if T possessed it, to have that fellow Clare
under the turf!”

The impassive Murdway looked up, surprised at the other’s
vehemence,

“ By George!"” he remarked. *° When you hate, senor, you
don’t hate in a half-hearted way !

“ Mexicans never do,”’ retorted Gurez. * Hate! I hate
every hair of this fellow’s head! Often have I thought of
getting him out of my path myself. I had even thought out
a plan.”

Gurez glanced round the tent suspiciously.

“T was going to kill him,” he went on in a whisper, * so
that it would look like an accident, Ilave you seen his act?
No? Well, his greatest feat is to turn a double somersault
from a swinging trapeze, falling astride of a horse as 1t gallops
round the track. The trapeze 18 over twenty feet up, and
before tauking off he swings upon it for a few seconds, Now,
what I intended to do was "—Gurez glanced round the tent
once more—** what 1T mtended to do was to conceal myself in
the entrance to the arena, and, with my silent rifle, fire at and
cut throuzh one of the ropes of the trapeze. I am a dead shaot,
you know, and I could not miss. D've thought of doing it
time after time; sometimes I have even gone so far as to
coneenl the rifle, and when Clare has been performing my
fingers have itched to pull the trigger.”

At that moment the subject of their sinistor disenssion
emerged from his dressing-room’.  Ulive Ulave walked stranight
across to the bench where he had left his medicine-bottle,
Paul Murdway and Miruel Gurez, from their dark coraer,
eyed his every movement keenly.

“Hallo!" exclaimed Clive, looking hiere, there, and every-
where as he spoke. ' Where's my physiec? 'm eertain T left
it here just now. Any of vou fellows scen my physie?" he
called out to Bononi, Roly-Poly, and the others, who were in
& group at the opposite side of the tent.

Roly-Poly turned, and laughingly pointed a fat forefinger
up to the tent-pole. There, seated upon a knot of rope, was
Bimbo, the highly-cducated ape, grimacing and chattoring, il
holding out the uncorked bottle of wedicine i his right hanad,

Even as Roly-Poly pointed to him, Bimbo applied the hottle
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to his nose, amd uide an exerucinting grimace in indication
of its unpleasant odour.

S Come down, Binbo ! ordered Raoly-T'oly peremptorily.

But Bimbo showed no signs of descending.

“ T'l have to cotne up and fetel you, then,” observed Roly-
Poly. And, suiting the action to the word, he put his arins
and lewrs around the tent-pole, and began swarmmg up.

Bimbo the ape watehed him intently as he approached ; then,
suddenly, when Belv-Poly was within  four feet of him,
he stretehed cut 1's hairy paw, turned the bottle upside-
down, and ponred the whole of its contents over the white-
powdered heoad aund face of the chagrined clown, The,n ere
Roly-Poly coulil recover from his surprize, the ape swarmed
nimbly down a rope, and was on the ground in a Jiffy. There
was o roir of laurhter at Roly-Poly's plight from the little
group below, Bononi alone not joining in the oirth.

The performance d wow begun, and the time for Roly-
Poly's hrst entrapee was drawing very near. The repairs
necessary to lis make-up after the drenching of the medicine
rendered it iwpos<hle for the clown to waste any time in
correcting  the nischievous Bunbo; consciquently, the ap=
eseaped seot-free for the time being,

Had Clive Clare, Rolv-Poly, and the others present known
that that very mischievous action of the animal in pouring
away the coutents of the physie-bottle had been ‘nstrumental
in saving Clive's Kie, how truly grateful they would have been
for the possession of such a ereature in their nudst! As it
was, two of these present, who had witnessed the ineident
from the dark end of the dressing-tent, scowled, and gnashed
thetr tecth with vexation,

“ TTanpe 14! snarled Paul Murdway.
infernal luek 17

(Gurer uttered a savare exclamation bepeath his breath.

“Po-night.”” he said, woving tow:ards his dressing compart-
ment—** to-nizht T will try my plant”

The performance had been in full swing for an hour. The
crowded audience, remembering the events of the day, had
cheered every ““turn " as the turns had never been cheered
hefore. The wire-walker. the lion-tamer, the acrobats, the
trapeze artistes, the trick-cyclists—everybody, in fact, had
recerved suflicient applause to last a lifetime.

Then into the arena rode he who, at any rate, for this
night, was the star of stars,

Gracefully asteide o ercam-coloured horse, Clive Clare
entered.  Immedintely the house rose. Cheer upon cheer
rent the air. and for some minutes, as Clive sicod side by side
with May Ellis, it seemed as if it would never subside, At
length, however, silence was with difficulty restored, and
through their many feats of wonderful horsemanship Clive
and the beautiful May progressed.

The dual performance was finished, May Ellis retired, and
Clive Clare, swarming in graceful and lissom fazhion up the
rope, took his sta:d upon the bar of a specully-lixed trapezc
that was erected over the ring track, and from which, at
overy porformance, he was wont to take his daring double
somersault on to the back of a galloping horse. This formed
the eulminating point of his remarkable display.

The orchestra, boxed up at the other side of the ring,
started o low, sweed, melodions waliz.  Chlive swung steadily
on the trapese, keeping time with the musie. A beautiful
light chestnut horse was now brought into the arena, and
sent riderless round the track. First at a trot the amimal
went, then he guickencd to a steady canter. A trifle louder
the music grew, a little harder the trapeze swung, a little
faster the hotfse eantered.

Presently Clive Clare, swinging fast now, threw o sidelong
rlance over his left shonlder, his invariable signal for the
band to stop playing, and fer the drummer only to accom-
pany him in his deseent.

The musie ceased abruptlv; all was dead silence save for
the ploughing of the horse’s hoofs through the mingled
mould and sawdust.

All in that vast audience were absorbed by the sight of the
one slight, swinging fizure. Not even a stray cye was there
for that dusky figure in the canvas passageway leading from
the arena to the dressing-tent.  But there, crouching in a
shadowed corner, behind -some rolls of canvas, knelt on one
knce Senor Miguel Gurez, the Mexican dewd-shot.  Against
the Spaniard’s shoulder was resting the stock of a short rifle.
Tis left eye was clozed. his right seanning along the glinting
harrel, stéaight up to one of the ropes of the trapeze, gbhout
siv inches above the part clasped by Clive Clare’s left hand.

Faster and fastor Clive swings.  In another two scconds he
will take his daring spring. Senor Gurez's finger falls on the
trigger !

“ That's just like my

Do the two vi' a ' ns succeed intheirfoul pilot? Make
gquite sure of getting next week's copy of the
% Magnet,” and read the continuation of this en-

thrailing yarn.)
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A Crand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
W ten & Co. By FRANK RICHARDE.
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difficulty or in trouble. . .
Library,

e
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The Editor is alwayvs pleased to hear from his chums, at home or aliroad,
and ig only too willing to give his best alvice Lo them If they are in
' ~ Whom Lo write to : Editor, The * Magnet

The Fleetway 1louse, Farrinmlon Street, London, E.C.
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CONTROLLER OF—
IHE “MAGNET" LIBRARY, 1d,
Every Monday.

“THE BOYS FRIEND," 1d.
Every Mcnday.

“THE GEM" LIBERARY, 1d.
Every Wednegday.

“THE DREADNOUGHT,” zd.
Every Thursday.
«THE PENNY POPULAR,” 1d.
Every Friday. .

“CHUCKLES,"” Price id.
Every Saturday.

YOUR EDITOR.

FOR NEXT MONDAY:

“THE HUN HUNTERS!"
By FRANK RICHARDS,

Exciternent of quite an unusual variety is.provided in next
Monday's mmagnificent, long, complete story of the chums of
Greyfriars. The news that one of the German prisoners in
n local concentration camp has made good his escape, thrills
the whole countryside, and several search-parties are organised
with a view to capturing the fugitive. The fact that a
substantial reward is offered to the successful searchers lends
additional lustre to tho proceedings OF course, the Groy-
friars fellows are soon hot upon the scent, and great is the
competition between the rival Forms.  Buceess at length
crowns the persistent efforts of

“THE HUN HUNTERS!”

though which Form has the honour of roping in the desperate
alien will bo fully recounted next week.

RALLY ROUND YOUR EDITORI

As most of my readers are aware, ““ The Boys' Friend "' is
now under my control, and ufter I.'ﬂns-DrtiIlE with the best
authors of the day, I decided to place upon the market the

BIGGEST AND BEST BUMPER NUMBER

which has ever been offered to British boys. This was, of
course, o herculean task, but I am proud to say it has now
been accomplished.

All my c.-[hunm should at once secure the 1ssue of “The
Boys' Friend" which is now on sale, for it is packed with
the finest features human brains cun devise. Among its
manifold attractions are:

A MAGNIFICENT COLOURED COVER,

A SPECIAL PRESENTATION PLATLE,

TWO NEW ENTHRALLING SERIALS,
SEVERAL SPLENDID COMPLETE STORIES,

AND
A GREAT NEW COMPETITION,

As tho prico of this record-breaking number is only a penny,
it behoves cvery Magnetite, immediately he or she reads this
announcement, to obtain a copy, and thus ensure many hours
of keen delight and unparalleled entertainment.

I feel sure that if T .am supported in this great venture by
every loyal reader of ** The Magnet,” * The Boys' Friend ™
will spring at once into universal favour. Do your Editor
tho greatest service you can render him, then, by rallying
retind him NOW !

A CHANCE FOR CLEVER MAGNETITES.

In spite of the strifo and discord which is going on without,
the good old * Magnet " Library continues to glide on its
smooth and prosperous course. The fact that a terrible war
s in progress has only been an incentive to my loyal chums
to stand together as one man and preserve the interests of

g T S S

the paper In
possible,

But I often think, when
time permits of such medi-
tations, that our little
journal ecan become even
more widely known than it
15 at present, and this fact
has prompted me to offer

A PRIZE OF ONE POUND

to the reader who sends in the best suggestion for inereasing
the circulation of the paper.

I am aware that in manv schools and homes an absurd
prejudice prevails against the * Magnet " on the grounds
that it is a **penny dreadful.” Cases repeatedly crop up
when, according to the evidence of my readers, headmasters
of schools, parents, or others in authority confuse our grand
littla storv-paper with the lurid, highly-coloured fiction so
freely offered on all sides, and whose influence for evil it 1s
our special aim to stamp out.

In ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, where the persons
in authority mentioned have aetunlly read the * Magnet™
Library for themselves, they have to admit—and do so cheer-
fully as a rule—that our bright little paper contains nothing
that even the most carping critic can take exception to.

At a certain well-known school in Surrey the * Magnet™
Library and its companion papers were for several years
strictly * taboo,” until the headmaster—a gentleman whose
judgment and discrimination are beyond reproach—carefully
read one of the storics of Harry Wharton and his chums,
and was surprised to find that, so far from containing allusions
to bloodshed and erime, the * Magnet’ was a paper
caleulated to have a wholesome and beneficial effect upon all
who read it. He thereupon issued a public announcement
to tho effect that our papers could circulate freely among his
scholars.

It may or may not have been the result of that gentleman’s
example, but in several other schools in the neighbourhood
an investigation was made into the true nature of the
“Magnet's” contents, and in every ecase the schelars were at
once permitted to read the paper, which had hitherto been
“barred.”

But there are other schools in our country where the
barriers of prejudice have not yet been swept away; and it
is at this juncture that my readers can step in and suggest
ways and means of bringing the paper into public and
universal favour. _ ] . _ )

If you are possessed of an idea for increasing the circulation
of vour favourito journal send it along to ' The Iditor, the
¢ Magnet ’ Library, the Fleetway House, Farringdon Strect,
London, E.C.,” not later than Wednesday, April Tth. A
sovereign will be awarded to the sender of what I consider to
bo tho best suggestion, and the result of the competition will
be publishéd on this page in due course.

CVery  way

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

M. T. (Newport, Mon.).—I am glad to acknowledge your
first lotter to me. Bob Cherry is the best junior boxer a$
Grevirinrs, but Wharton and several others run him very
close. Many thanks for your praise of the ** Dreadnought.”

W. II. C. {Oldham).—T do not know of a MAGXET League in
your town. Why not form one yourself ? |

“ Shamrock " (Marple),—Wharton's best chum is Frank
Nugent, who was t}m only boy to befriend Harry when the
atic e tn Greyiriars. _
Iﬂgif}{rrfn}»{. (Streatham).—1ven Bunter is not all bad. I will

bear vour suggestion in mind,
q | E
ﬂ
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The Biggest Penny Bumper Number
of a Boys’ Paper Ever Published.

e A e A Al A A A A A A A A A A A A A

CONTROLLED BY YOUR EDITOR
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Magnificent Free Presentation Plate.
Grand New Stories and Pictures.

Extra Pages and a Great Cash
Prize Competition.
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THE “MAGNET" LIBRARY.

GRAN]) NEW
| STORY-BOOKS
JUST OUT!

New Additions to
“ THE BOYS' FRIEND ”

3d.COMPLETE LIBRARY

T
Now on Sale.

ror “THE SCHOOLBOY PRO'S!™
A Magnificent Complete Tale of Football Life
By ROBERT MURRAY.

Ty M “PETE'S PRISONERS!”
A Grand Tale of the I'amous Comrades, Jack, Sam, & Pcte
By S. CLARKE HOOK.

it “CHING LUNG'S WAGER!"”
A Splendid Long Complete Tale of Ferrers Lord & his Crew

By SIDNEY DREW.

BUY THESE GRAND
STORY-BOOKS TO-DAY
C L LY

Now on Sale |
PRICE _1

3,
4 ' EACH

No. 204 HAS
BEEN SPECIALLY
PUBLISHED AT
THE REQUEST
OF THOUSANDS

OF "MAGNET” -
READERS!
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