THE SGOUTS’ VIGTORY!}

A Magnificent Complete School Tale.
By FRANK RICHARDS.
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THE SCOUTS VICTORY!

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

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Complete Schoel-
Story Book, attractive
to' all readers. . .
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Mr. Quelch stared at Billy Bunter. The fat junior's head had fallen forward, and he was fast asleep, and snoring.
| ‘“Bless my soul ! " ejaculated the Remove master. * Bunteri ' Snorrrerrrr. (See Chapter 13.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER. Fellows in the m{rse turned round to stare at Peter
The Eagles and the Lambs! Todd. Peter was in Boy Scout costume, which showed
5 AA-AA-AA ! off his exceedingly slim limbs to great advanta c
B Peter Todd, of the Remove, stood on the ste Indeed, some of the fellows remarked that Peter Todd’
of the School House, emitting that remarkable Scout staff was really plumper than Peter's legs. But
sound with his mouth wide open. that was an exaggeration.
# Baa-baa-baa-aa " “ Baa-baa-aa-aa!” bleated DPeter.
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Wingate of the Sixth came out of the house, and
»aused in great astonishment as Peter Todd bleated under
is Very nose.

“ What in thunder -are yoa making that row for,
Todd?” demanded Wingate.

“ Baa-aaa-aa ! reg!ied Peter.

“You young ass!” said the captain of Greyfriars
wrathfully. “Is it a new game?”

“I'm a Lamb,” explained Peter.

“Wha-a-at "

i Lmh !’?

“You're a Lamb!” repeated Wingate. “You're sure
you don't mean a goat—a silly goatr”

“Baa-aa-aa!” said Peter. And then he gave a sudden
yelp as the captain of Greyfriars took hold of his ear.
“Yow-ow-ow! Leggo!”

Wingate did not let go; he compressed his finger and.

{humb, and Peter Todd wriggled.

“This isn’t the place to play your funuy little
cames,” said Wingate grimly. “You can keep them
for the Remove passage.” -

“Yow-ow! Leggo! I tell you I'm a Lamb!” howled
Teter. “I'm bleating to the other Lambs. It's the
signal—the scout signal. Haven't you ever heard of Boy
Scouts, Wingate? Yow! We're the Lamb Patrol!
Leggo!”

“Oh !” said Wingate, letting go at last.
you say so before, you young duffer!”

“Ow! Baa-aa-aa!’ groaned Peter, rubbing his ear.
“You are an ass, Wingate.” He backed away out of
veach as he made that remark, but Wingate only
grinned, and went on his way towards the ecrickel-
ground. :

“Baa-na-aa!” bleated Peter Todd.
oiddy Lambs? You fellows ready?”

_ This question was addressed to Harry Wharton & Co.
of the Remove, who were in the Close in scouting
costume. The Famous Five and Squiff were Eagles.
There wae a scout run planned for the afternoon, and
the Eagles were all ready. But of the Lambs only Peter
Todd had so far appeared.

“Ready, my lord,” said Bob Cherry, “and waiting.
You’d better go and dig up your lambs. They’ll be
sheecp by the time they’re ready to come out, if you
don’t buck up!”

“Here comes one of them!” said Squiff.

Alonzo Todd, Peter’s cousin, came out in scout rig.
He was exactly like Peter, but he looked a little slimmer,
if possible. Ige was the first to join his leader om the
dgigps of the School House.

* Where are the other idiots®” demanded Peter.
“My dear Peter—"

“ Baa-aa-aa!’ bleated Peter, crescendo.

Tom Dutton was the next to arrive. He was the deaf
junior, a very good-looking and sturdy fellow, who
certainly looked more like a scout than his leader.

“Qh, you've come at last!’ snorted Peter.

il Eh?ﬂ

“Got here at last!” shouted Peter.

Tom Dutton looked round.

“ Who's passed?” he inquired finally.

The Eagle Patrol chuckled. Tom Dutton’s deafness
was an affliction, but more to his study-mates than to
himself.

But Peter Todd only grunted, and did not h‘*ly to
answer Dutton's question, He glared instead ab
Hazeldene, who was the next Lamb to arrive.

“idn’t you hear me bleating?” demanded Peter.

“1 had to stop and finish my toffee,” said Hazel.

“Toffce! I'Il toffee you!” howled Peter. And he
brought up his staff to the charge. Hazel gave a roar
as he received a powerful prod in the ribs,

“ Why, you silly ass, wharrer you at "

“« Enforcing  discipline,” said Peter, “When the
signal is given Lambs are not supposed to-stop and finish
their toffee. Suppose the Germans landed, you ass, would
you stop and finish your tofiee theni”

“No, I should bunk!” said Hazel.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Prod !
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“You'd bunk, would you?” said Peter ferociously.
“Take that, then, and that!”

“Ow! Wow!” Hazel broaght his own staff into play,
and it was Peter's turn to yell. The crowd of fellows m
the Close were about to treated to a quarterstaff
encounter, when Harry Wharton's staff interposed.

“Peace, my infants!” said Wharton soothingly..
“This isn’t a circus, you know. This is a scout run, if
you're ready before dark.” :

“Bleat away, Peter!” chorussed the Eagles. And
Hurrece Jamset Ram Singh, the Indian member of the
Eagle Patrol, advised Peter to let the bleatfulness be
terrifie. '

“Baa-aa-aa!” snorted Peter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Micky Desmond came out with a smear of jam on his
mouth. ApEﬁrentlj still another Lamb had stopped to
finish something eatable.

“Sure, and here I am, Peter darling!” eaid Mickyy
“Are ye ready, bhoys?”

“You're late!” howled DPefer.

“Faith, and I only stopped for the tarts—— Yow-ow-
ow !” howled Micky. “Iape that staff away, ye thafe
of the world, or I'll be afther braining youl

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Still one more to come,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“Where's Bunter? Getting the giddy Lamhs on the
warpath is like extracting teeth. Go and dig Bunter
up, Peter.” -

“ Baa-aa-aa-aaaah!"” bleated Peter Tcdd.

But Billy Bunter did not appear. Billy Bunter was
not a very keen scout; indeed, anything in the sha
of exertion was detestable to Billy Bunter, and he
would have given the next postal-order he was expecting
to be left out of that scout run., But Bunter had the
misfortune to be Peter's study-mate, and Peter had
imposed com u'.lsnr.s}rl:er'vice upon his study. Bunter had
no choice about the matter. It was in vain that he
told Peter that this was as bad as beastly Prussian con-
scription, and declared that Britons never should be
slaves. Peter was not to be argued with. He always
had a cricket stump handy when there was too much
argument in his study. And with a cricket-stump
n;gument was difficult. The stump always had the best
of 1t.

“ Baa-aa-aa-aaa-AAAH!”

“Go it, Peter!”

“Qh, my hat!” said Peter Todd.
must be able to hear me——"

“Ha, ha! I should think half the county could hear
you!” said Nugent.

Billy Bunter was evidently like the celebrated Dying
Gladiator: he heard it, but he heeded not.

Peter Todd gave up Dbleating at last. He took a
businesslike grip on his staff, and rushed into the house.

He mounted the stairs three at a time, and came
along the Remove passage like a cyclone, and burst into
No. 7 Study.

A fat junior was seated comfortably in the armchair
there, ecating tofiee. He blinked up in alarm as the
captain of the Lambs burst in.

“Not changed yet!” howled Peter, observing that
Bunter was in Etons. “ Why, you fat owl! You—you—

ﬂlt—jl.
- Look here, I'm not coming!” said DBunter. “I
think this scouting is all rot. I say, Peter, I've had a
remittance.”

“Get up!”

“We'll have a feed instead. Yaroooooh!” roared
Buiter, as he caught the end of the staff with his waist-

“The fat bounder

coat., “Yow-ow! Yawp! Leave off! Can’t you eece
I'm getting up as fast as I eam, you beast? Yow-ow!”
“(et your things on!” roarved Peter. “I give you

one second !”

“Yow! They're in the dorm——"

“(tet a move on, then!”

“Ow! Help!”

Prod, prod, prod, prod! Billy Bunter was driven out
of the study before a prodding staff, and he let out a
wild yell at every stey The patrol leader of the Lambs
drove him up to the dormitory with merciless prods.
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“I'malamb ' explained Peter Todd., ** What! You're a lambh?" cricd- Wingate, catching the Removite by the |

“1 sav, Toddv—I =ay, old chap, think of a ripping
feed! Yow-ow! I'm changing as fast as I can, wvou
utter beast " wailed Bunter,

Billy Bunter crammed himself into his scout zarh. It
fitted him like a glove. His fat figure secmed in danger
of bursting through at every point.

Never had William George Bunter made so rapid a
change. When he was finished, the prodding staff drove
him out of the dormitory. He went downstairs with a
really remarkable speed, and a serics of agonised howls,

A shout of laughter greeted him as he rolled out
gasping into the Close,

Peter Todd followed him out, red with wrath,

“Now we're ready,” he announced.

1 sav. you fellows —-"'

“Rilence in the ranks!”

“Look here,” howled Bunter. “ I've had a remittance
—a whacking remittance from my pater!
have a picnic instead.”

Pred!

“ 0w, vou awinl beast!”

“March!” rapped out Peter Todd.

And the Lambs marched, and the privning Fagle,
marched with them, down te the school gutoes, '

Tue Macxer Liorart.—No. 384,
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THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Bunter the %cout!
ARRY WHARTON & CO. were in great spirits that

H afternoon. There was only one glum face in the

merry bhand that marched” down Friardale Lape,
Billy Bunter was morose.

The Owl of the Remove did nol like exertine himself ;
and a scout run, with Peter Todd looking after him,
meant no end or exertion. Moreover, the fot junior was
in funds.  His father, lately very prosperons on the
Stock Exchaunge, had taken to sending him handsome tips
—and one of those handsome tips had arrived that very
afternoon. DBunter, ecnerally in a slate of impecuniosity,
and expecting a postal-order thal never came, was now
the happy pessessor of “ quids.”

To waste an afternoon scouting when he might have
heei ™ Blueing ™ his funds in toe tuckshop was very hard
lives, an DBnnter considered. )

S hia fat faee was wreathed in frowns, instead of
atriles, as he tramped away with the Lambs and the
Ilagles.  Ile didn't want to be a Lamb at all; but Peter
Tedd's word was Law on thal point.

S Bnek up, Bunty I said Peter, oiving him a prod with
his stall as he lageed, eliciting a howl from Bunter.
“This will de you more good than rizzline, yvou know.”

A Qrond, Long, Complein» Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“T°11 tell you what,” gasped Bunter. “Supposc we go
on to the village, and I'll stand you chaps a feed at
Unele Clegg's—— Ow! Keep that staff away, you
beast !

“Halt!” said Wharton.

IThe scouts halted in the lane by the old stile.

“Now, then,” said the leader of tlie Eagles. *The
idea is for one chap to go ahead, and the other chaps to
track him down, If we catch him, we wallop him, as
an enecouragement.”

“ Hear, hear!” _

“PBetter make one of us the have,” said Bob Chervy.
“Those giddy Lambs would be no goed.” |

“ Fathead I’ said Peter Todd politely. ‘It wonldn'{
take us long to put salt on the tail of a silly Eagle!
One of s had better go.”™

“ Any old thing,” said Wharton.

“ Bunter !”

“Hallo!” said Bunter.

“You're going.”

“I'm not!” roared Buunter,

Prod! _

“Yow! I mean, I'll go with pleasure,” wailed Bunter.

“You'have ten minutes start, and you're to leave as
little trail as possible,” said Peter. “I warn you to exert
yourself, If we catch yon we wallop you.”

“1 say, I've had a remittance—"

“You can send that to the Belgian Fund,” said Peter.
“Now, you know what you've got to_do. Get over that
stile.”

“1 say, Peter, old chap, let's go and have a feed, and
I’ll send a quid to the Belgians. T really want to help
the Belgians, you know, Let’s chuck this, and—— Yow!”

Prod! prod! Bunter got over the stile.

“Ten minutes!” said Peter. “ And when we eatch you,
my hat!”

Bunter disappeared into the wood.

“Tt won't take us five minutes to cateh that fat quffer !
grunted Johnny Bull. “ We're wasting time, Toddy.”

“We're doing Bunter a good turn,” explained Deter.
“It’s up to us as scouts to do a good turn every day.
When we’ve given Bunter a run we'll have some real
gconting.”

“0Oh, bow-wow "

The scouts waited in the lane, Peter Todd with his eye
on his watch. Meanwhile, Billy Bunter was scooting
through the wood.

The fat junior's eyes were gleaning behind his
epectacles. '

Bunter was not much of a scout. But necessity is
the parent of invention. Bunter had to avoeid the licking
that was due to him if easily caught. And Bunter was
determined that he would feed that afternocon, in epite
of all the Peter Todds in the wide world. 8o Billy
Bunter showed an unusual keenness, which would have
gurprised the Eagles and the Lambs 1f they had been
aware of it,

He trotted into the wwod till he was out of sight of
the juniors in the lane, and then cuit off to the left, and
reached the lane again where it made a2 bend in the
direction of the village. While Harry Wharton & Co.
were waiting at the stile, Billy Bunter emerged into the
lane again about a hundred yards from them, but quite
out of sight round the bend. Once in the lane, he ran
on towards Friardale as fast as his fat little legs would
carry him.

He grinned breathlessly as he ran.

The scouts would expect himn to keep
arranged, and would be hunting for “sign” there, what
time William George Buuter was feeding up to his fat
chin in Unele Clegg’s tuckshop in Friardale, Certainly
he was leaving no “sign”™ on ihe hard, dusty road.

In a quarter of an hour after leaving the sconts Billy
Bunter rolled breathleesly into Mr. Clegg’s little shop.

He rapped on the counter. He was anxious not to
linger long lest the scouts should, by chance, get on the
track. Old Mr. Clegg came out of his back parlour, and
grunted at the sight of Bunter. Bunter was so scldom
blessed with ready ecash that he was not a welcome
customer.

But old Mr. Clegg ceased to grunt as the fat junior
rang a sovereign on the counter.
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Afternoon, Master Bunter I’ hie said, quite affably.
“Gimme some tarts, quick!” said Bunter. “T'm in
rather a hurry. I want a lot of things. . I'll tell you
while I'm doing the tarts.” 'The firsf tart was in his
mouth already. “I want you to make up a bundle for
me. Those beasts may——"

“Eh?” :

“1 mean I'm in a hurry,” said Bunter. “A pound of
doughnuts.” The second tart was started on. * Ginmime
some ginger-pop—I'm dry. Thanks! A seed-cake and a
currant-cake—this is good ginger-pop—and a dozen tarts
in a bag, and half a pound of hullI:emyes, and a tongue—
i whole one—and half a pound of ham, and—and some
tﬂﬂ’eei, and biscuits, and some bottles of ginger-beer, and
—and—— :

“My heye!” murmured Uncle Clegg.

He sct out the many articles ordered so hurriedly by
Bunter. The fat junior, between bites at his tarts and
swipes at his ginger-beer, stacked his purchases into his
wallet till it was crammed almost to bursting point. Then
;h-?i rest of the articles were made up into a bundle and

ied.

“That’s better " said Bunter. “Some more ginger-
beer, please! This is prime! The beasts don’t know I'm
here, but I won’t stay long. 5till, I'll have some more
tarte before I go—F m frightfully hungry—and some cake,
too, and some more ginger-beer. Buck up !

Unele Clegg was kept quite busy.

He changed Bunter’s sovereign, and gave him three-
pence change. But Bunter did not mind. ITc had plenty
of money for once-—and how could money he better spent
than in taking care of his inher Bunter? If Billy Bunter
had béen expecting o be besieged, he could hardly have
laid in a biggor stock of provisions. He sat on the &toel
at the counter aurrmlndedp with good things, and tucking
away as though his life depended on it. Uncle Clegg
watched him in wonder.

Meanwhile the Eagles and the Lambs were on the track.

As soon as the ten minutes grace was up the rival
scouts of the Remove had plunged into the wood on the
trail of the Owl.

They did not expect to be long in running down Bunter,
and that “good turn” having bheen done, the serious
secuting of the afternoon was to hegin. But Bunter was
not so casily run down, as it happened.

They found sign enough to lead them on the track, in
trampled grass and broken twigs, and slowly but surely
the keen scouts followed the sign till they came to the
bLorder of the wood, and the lane was before them. There
the sign ended.

“He’s taken fo the road,” said Bob Cherry.
Peter Todd frowned.

“But it was understood that the fat owl was to keep
to the wood,” he said. " 'We can’t scout along high roads
and through the villages.”

“I fancy Bunter’s fed up with scouting, and has
off,”" said Bob, with a c]m:ﬁ:le. = haTe

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Ay hat! If he has I'Il skin him!”? eja '

“He wonuldn’t have the cheek ! Iulated. Detory

“ Well, here’s hie hoof-marks down {o the road.” said
Wharton. * There’s noue going lack into the wood.”

“Might have walked backwards,” suggested Squiff,
“That’s a scout’s trick.”

*“ Hasn’{ brains enough.”

“IHe's in Uncle Clegg’s long agoe,” said Johnny Bull
with a grunt. “ Let’s gvt on with the scouting, and let
Bunter go and eat coke !” =

“Rate! He’s here eomewhere,” zaid Todd obstinately
“Didn’t I give hiin orders?” '

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The sconts spent another ten minntes hunting for sign,
and tien ﬂlfﬁ.‘?" gave 1t up. Either Buater had covered up
hie tracks with unexpected skill or he had cleared off,

They came to the conclusion that He had cleared off.

“The fat rotter!” said Peter, in great wrath. “ Any-
way, we've got to track him down. I could do with g
ginger-pop, too. It’s not far to the village. Come on !”

“Wasting time!” growled Johnny Bull.

f“hll;}h,”cume on! If he’s there, we'll make an example
of him.

THE PENNY POPULAR,

CHUCKLES &
Every Friday. w3

Evary Saturday ©



And the scouts jumped out into the road, sna ran
lightly in the direction of Friardale. There was no need
to look for “sign"—they were pretty certain that they
were upon the track.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

: A Masterly Retreat!

[LLY BUNTER rolled off the stool in Uncle Clegg’s

B little shop, and rolled to the doorway. He blinked

out cautiously into the quiet, sleepy village streef.

He knéw what to expect. if I'eter Todd captured

him there, and he was not taking chances. But he had
left it too late!

“0Oh, erumbs!” he ejaculated, in dismay., .

Just entering the old 1lich Street from the lane, only a
hundred yards away, came a bunch of fizures in scout
oarb,

Buuter popped back into the tuckshop.

His fat face was the picture of dismay. Ilis retreat
was eut off ; he conld not step ont of the tuckshop without
being seen. And then it wounld be only a matter of
minutes for the scouts to run him down,

“I—1 say, Uncle Clegg, I—1 want to get out of the
back way!” he stammered. “There’s some beasts after
me—awful beastly rotters, yon kuow; geing to rag me,
you know. Show me out of the back way.”

Uncle Clegg grunted as Bunter hastily canght up his

parcel.

“I—I say, ftell ‘em T haven't been here,” gasped
Bunter: “anyway, keep ‘em back for a bit. Don’t tell
'em anything. Tere's half-a-quid; send me some things
up to the school to-morrow—ecakes and tarts and jars of
jam, you know.”

Uncle Clegg’s face melted.
cusiomer,

“This "ere way!” he said,

Bunter followed him haslily through the little back
parlour. A minute more and he was in the garden ab
the back of the little house. -

“You go out of that there gate,” said Mr. Clegg,
“you'll find yourself on the towing-path.”

“Good !

Bunter eut off as fast as his late heavy meal would
allow him.

There was a sound of hammering on the counter in the
little shop, and Uncle Clegg retarned there in a leisurely
manuner.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Ilere you are!” said Bob Cherry.
“Has Bunter been here, Mr, Clegg:"

“Anything I can serve your” said Uncle Clege.

“ Yes—ginger-pop all round,” said Johuny Bull. * Aud
tell us whether Buuter has heen hervel”

Mr. Clegg did not seem to hear the guestion.  le
proceeded stolidly to serve the gingev-pop all ronmd,

“Ie's f'ull_’f well been here.” said Tazeldene, ™ judging
by the plates and glass, somebody’s been having a feed
here; and look at the ernmbs.”

“IHe's been here right enough,” said Harry Wharton.
“Uncle Clegg !”

“*Ulle!” said Mr. Clegg.

“How long is it since Bunfer went:"

“Not werry long,” said Mr, Clegg.

“Then he has been here:”

“Yes, he's been 'erve.”

“Which way did he go:" demanded DPeter Todd.

“1 ain’t sced him sinece he left the ‘ouse,” said Mr.
Clegg, stolidly. * Anythink else for you, young gents*"

“The fat bounder!” said Peter Todd. “We've got to
run him down.”

“Waste of time,” grunted Johnuy Bull. “T knew it
would be no good if it was up to one of you silly Lambs,”

Peter Todd snorted.

“Well, Bunter's giving us a run, isn't he*" he de-
manded. “One of you Eagles would have been canght
long ago. You can’t catech my fat Lamb, anyway."”

* Oh, we'll keep on the track,” said Wharton, laughing.
“Blest if I know how he gave us the slip. e wasn’t in
the street when we came along. Look here, he's left a
tart half-caten—he must have left suddenly.”

Peter Todd looked suddenly suspicious,

“ Perhaps he isn’t gone at all " he exclaimed. “ Cleggy,
old man, 1s our fat tulip anywhere about the house®”

“He's gone,” said Mr. Clegg stolidly.

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 384,

NEXT,
MONDAY—

He had to oblige a good

“THE OLD BOYS’ CHALLENGE!” .

=== T

EVERY
MONDAY,

e ey i

e “Maanet” one

LIBRARY. PENNY.

e

“Then e never went by the street,” said Peter
positively, “Did you let him out of the back way, you
old speofer?:”

Uucle Clegg did not reply, but Peter was watching his
face keenly, and the look on the crusty old countenance
wias enongh for him,

“That's it!" howled DPeter. “Bunter must hava
spotted us, and this old spoofer let him through the
house. Iid you or did you not, Cleggy?”

“ Hanythink more I can serve you with?” asked Mr.
Clegg, calmly.

“Come on!" shouted Peter,

“’Ere,. don't you rush through my ‘ouse!” yelled
Uncle Clegg, in great wrath, as the long-legged
Removite disappeared into his parlour. “Come back,
you young varmints!”

The scouts followed Peter’s lead with a rush.

“Come -back !" roared Uncle Clegg. “You ain’t paid
for the ginger-beer! You young raskils, I tell you——"

But the scouts did not heed. They knew they were hot
on the track again, and they rushed on. The ginger-beer
could be paid for later. They streamed through the
house, and rushed out into the garden. They left Uncls
Clegg making emphatic remarks.

“This way !” yelled Peter Todd, and he sprinted down
the long garden.

The scouts came out with a rush on the river bank.

There they paused, to stare round for Dunter.

Close by rolled the shining Sark, glimmering in the
5}1nsl1|11c*. At some distance, towards the wood, was the
little tributary of the Sark, crossed by a plank-bridge.
Peter Todd pointed and yelled.

“There he is!”

. A couple of hundred yards away a fat figure was cross-
g the plank. With a whoop, the juniors dashed along
the grassy bank of the river. Billy Bunter heard the
whoop, and he turned his head. Then he rushed across
the plank to the other side of the little stream.

The scouts were speeding down on him.

Bunter ran a few yards, towards the wood, and then
turned baek to the plank he had crossed. 1lle knew that
ho could not escape by flight.

He dropped on his knees, laid down his bundle, and
dragged furiously at the end of the plank where it
rested on a larre stone, :

" Buck up!™ yelled Bob Cherry.
plank ™

The seouts ran their hardest.

Iavry Wharton and Bob Cherry were in the lead, and
they came on with lightning-like speed.

But Rilly Bunter was desperate.
~ With a final furious yank, he dragged the plank from
its position, and the end nearest the scouls slid away
from the bank just as they reached it. Bob Cherry made
a cliuteh at it a few scconds too late, and nearly pitched
head-first into the stream. Wharton collared iim, and
dragged hiin back.

The plank splashed iato the water, and floated away
down the centre of the stream towards tle river.

Billy Bunter paunted.

Somebody would have the task later of recovering that
plank and replacing it; and until then, pedestrians whe
came that way were likely to be exasperated at finding
their path cut off. But Bunter did not worry about
little things like that. He rose to his feet, pauting and
erinning,

“Yah!” he roarved, feeling guite sccure now.
Rotters! Yah!”

The scouts shook their fists at him aecross the stream.

It was far too wide for jumping, and the pursners werg
“done."”

Bunter blinked at them, and grinned. He felt that he
had executed a master-stroke.

“You can't catch me, you silly owls!” he chuckled.
“Go and eat coke!”

“Oh, you fat rotter!” panted Peter Todd.

“Yah! Where did you get that face®” asked Bunter
from the safe side of the stream. “ Do you call it a face?"

“What*" yelled Peter.

“He's shifting the
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“Where did you dig up that nose?” Bunter further
inguired.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why, I—I—I'll skin him!” yelled the exasperated
Peter.

“Did you ever gee such legs?" went an Bunter. “T say,
Toddy, which is the staff, and which are your legs? I
can’t see any difference.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you eilly aszes cackling at?” bdwled Peter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter, cuite serene now, kissed a fat hand at the
juniors, and trotted away. Harryv Wharton & Co, were
ioft stranded. Billy Bunter, with a fat chuckle, dis-
uvppeared into the wood.

“My sainted aunt!” pasped DPeter.
Me! I'm going over! I'll swim it——

Wharton dragged him hack. :

“No, you won't, ass; it's too dangerous—you'd be
swept out into the Sark. There was a man drowned
there once. We shall have to go round.”

“It’s a mile round!” hooted Peter.

“Can’t be helped. Come on! DBunter’s done us!”

“Well, after all, you'll have to own up that you
ecoildn’t catch a Lamb,” said Peter Todd. And Peter was
mich comforted by that reflection.

“ Cheeking me!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Surprising Meeting!

“ Y gum, this is something like!”
illy Bunter murmured that remark in tones of
fat satisfaction.

He had put a gooa distance between himself
and the spot where he had left the baffled scouts. He
knew how determined Peter Todd was, and he did not
mean to give the determined Peter a chance. He had
plunged into the very heart of the wood, first following
a well-worn path so as Lo leave no trail, and then pene-
trating into the thickest part of the wood.

He had stopped at last in the old woodman’s hut—an
old and long-disused building, now in ruing and thickly
overgrown with brambles and creepers. The roof of the
little building was gone, but arching hranches over it
made a preen and leafy roof, through which came a
glimmer of sunshine, It was a quiet and sccluded and
shady spot, and Bunter gave a grunt of satisfaction as
- he plumped down on the grass that grew thickly over
the ancient earthen floor.

Then he unpacked his bundle and his wallet, and set
to work. The feed at Uncle Clegg’s had only taken the
edge -off his tremendous appetite. He was quite ready
to do full justice to his proviszions. And he had a large
supply of ham and tongue, and biscuits and cakes, jam-
tarts and doughnuts, with bottles of ginger-beer to wash
down the solids. The thought of how he had bafled the
ecouts gave an added zest to his enjoyment.

He sat in the prass and ferns, leaning back against
the old wall of the hut, and fed. No wonder he declared
that it was * something like ™!

It was indeed something like.

“The beasts!” murmured Bunter. ¢ Catch me wasting
Lime scouting! These tarts are good! Why, it’s a top-
ping afterncon for a picnic! Silly asses! Let ‘em scout!
This suits me, and that skinny idiot Peter can go and
eat coke !”

Gurgle—gurgle! He dwelt with enjoyment upon his
fifth bottle of ginger-beer. He had to drink from the
bottle, but that could not he helped. He tilted up the
bottle, and let the refreshing liquid gurgle into his
capacious mouth, closing his eyes with enjoyment.

A sudden rustling sound made him open them again
quickly. He gave a start, and then a yelp, as some of
the ginger-beer trickled over his neck,

“The beasts! They can’t haye——'

He blinked round in alarm.

He was certain he had heard a rustle, and he thought
he had heard a footstep, but he was still alone. His eyes
met mothing but the old walls of the hut round him
and the thick mass of bushes and creepers that grew
w}i_:hiuﬂthe old building. The fat junior was greatly
relieved.
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“ Blessed 1if I didn’t think the beasts had run me
down !” he murmured. *Hallo! Where's that pief”

His eyes opened wide behind his big spectacles.

He had placed a veal-and-ham pie close at hand, ready
for consumption, and now he blinked for it in vain,

It had vanished.

Bunter looked round him in amazement,

“Where on earth’s that pief”

Where was it?

“I—I can’t have eaten it and forgotten it,” murmure
Bunter. “I know I haven’t. But where is it, then? My
aunt—my ounly sainted aunt! Whevre's that pie? Is the
blessed place haunted*”

He blinked and blinked, with growing amazement. The
pie had been within reach of his hand a few minutes
ago, and now it had disappeared. He had closed his
eyes for only a few moments. In that brief space the
pie had vanished. It is said that riches take unto them-
selves wings and fly away, but that could not be the
case with pies. And there was only one possible con-
clusion—someone had taken it.

Bunter started to his feet in great wrath, and ori
his staft. i pes

“Some blessed kid doing this for a joke, I suppose !”
he muttered. “I’ll warm him! Can’t Le those scouting
Lﬂ_mtis”E They'd have collared me, the heasts! I'll warm

im!

Bunter rolled out of the doorway of the hut, and
blinked round wrathfully in search of the raider of his
pie.

But there was no one in sight. Round him the wood
lay thick and green and shady, and there was no sound
save the twittering of the "birds among the foliage
overhead. il

Greatly puzzled, Bunter turned back into the hut,

Then he gave a yell,

A large cake and a bottle of ginger-beer Liad gone!

Bunter's eyes almost started ‘tTlI'ﬂ'ng]:l his spectacles.

While he was blinking round outside the doorway his
provisions had been raided again. There was a gap in
the wall of the hut on the opposite side, and Bunter
streaked across to it, and glared out into the wood behind
the hut. There was no one in sight.

. Where are you, you rotter?” roared Bunter. *You
pilfering cad! Where are you? I’ll warm you! DBring
hack any cake, you thief! You rotter! I°'ll smash you !l

Dy you hearr”

Only the ccho of his voice answered him.

With his eyes gleaming with wrath through his glasses
Billy Bunter lunged into the bushes near at hand with
his staff.

e knocked down showers of leaves, and startled the
l:rl_rl:.:llﬁ, who rose twittering, but he did not discover the
raider.

In disgust, he turned back to th :
in again through the gap in the ;atfl.hut' nnd squeesed

Then he stood rooted to the ground.

The other cake was gone, and his sale remaining pie
and a bag of doughnuts. They had vanished as com.
pletely as if the earth had opened and swallowed them up

" Mum-m-mum-my hat!” stuttered Bunter, .

He stood blinking down upon his dimini
almost dumbfounded, b S diminished feed,

Who had taken the tuck?

Someone seemed to be playing hide-and-seek wi 1
dodging in at one side whei ng:e went out on glljhﬂill:g"
Bunter’s fat fingers closed tightly on his staff. His
little, round cyes burned with rage. He rolled out of
the doorway again, and blinked ronnd; and then stepped
back very quietly and cautiously to the wall of the
]ﬁuti 1fa.l,mtu:'l peeredtm tthﬁ*uu%h one of the crevices, He hoped

at means to take the un i '

}F]EIE s known raider by Surprise.

He had not been on the wateh for m t
of minutes w’hen the:_:a was a muvemen?:riu I'Il;iln; iu?uplﬁ

To Bunter’s surprise, the movement came from the
bushes lthfﬂt gre};w thickly inside the hut. A head
appeared from them, and ' . f
A & a pair of keen eyes looked

%ﬂﬂ Bamter understood.

e raider was in the hut all the time, hidden behj

thi_a bushes that grew over half the space of thghi}]ig
building. Bunter watched him grimly. It was a man
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who crept out of the bushes—a man in tattered and
muddy clothing, with a thin, hungry face and gleaming
e¥es: a man of foreign look. He was the ht'nfru*at and
raggedest tramp Bunter had ever seew.

He simply threw himself upon the provisions, He
erammed food inte his mouth and munched away, at
the same time collecting up several }_.‘-'JFI er baes {o earry
off to his hiding-place hehind the bushes. But he was
not to escape undiscovered that time.

“You rotter . roared Bm_‘rc:. “IL've

The man gave a eonvulsive start,

Bunter sheck a fat fist at him through the crevice in

wall, The man steed in a crouching attitude, his face
".t]llte and desperate.

The terror in his looks was only too evident.
Bunter feel unusually -':mu’mecﬂl- If the man was s0
terribly afraid of him. it was evident that he had no
reason to be afraid himself.

The fat junmier relled inte the hut
stranger did not attempt to hide.
that he had been discovered.

“Well, vou rotter,” said Bunter,
my grub dq‘bwn' Do wou hear:
with my pies and my donghunts?

The man did not I‘l}]__}l".

He ntfmd quite =till, hiz eves fixed on Bunier's face.
his looks full of terror. The fat juntior sweiled with
importance, It was the first time he had seen anvbedy
tremble at the terror of his olance. In that moment of
EEIE satisfaction he could almost forgive the raider for
seizing his tuck,

“ What have vou got te sav for vourself?
Bunter. “I'm going to give you a
Do vou hear:"

Still the man did noet speak.

“Who are vou:" demanded Bunter.
soane blessed f{]“E'l'-TIlEI'.

what="

The man trembled.

“Well, you are a blessed funlk!”
tuously.
E,.IF_,!'T

"Aver pitie de mei."”

The mun spoke at last—in French,

Bunier blinked at him,

“What does that mean? Can’t vou speak English?
You foreizners are such a blessed 1#*1:}1‘.111* lot ! snid
Bunter,

“Titiel”

“1 supposce that means pity,” said Bunter refloctivels.

*Are you a Frenchman: If vou're a Frenchy, I don't
111111(1 ahndmw vou some grub, if vou're hung n

“Non.”

“Then what are vou, fathead®”

“Je suis Belge!”

“Jo guis'’ n"mlllurvﬂ Bunter. “That means I ami—
je suis, tu ez, il est! You're a giddy Belgiant®”

The 111*111 nodded eagerly,

*Well, if vou're a Ec-lﬂ‘mn vou can have a ‘nh.u:L i omy
feed,” Eald Bunter gener nu-—.h “You ean plle ! W h‘ir'
didn't von show mu"-fIf and ask I:{‘llt]l -sion?  There
wasn't any need to sueak it. Pile in!”

“Comment !”

“What the dewce do vou mean with vour commong "’
sald Buutc: peevishly, “I say you can plle in—mangez,
vou know.”

The foreigner did not need a ‘Il_'-"r_"l_']lld biddine. He
squatted down in the erass, and piled in.

zpotted you.”

It made

again, and the
It was useless now

“s0 it was vou: Put
What have von dene

waatl

" demanded
jolly good hiding !

“You look like
) u
Some rotten German, perhaps—

sald Bunter contemp-
“I'm not going to eat you. Who ave you, I

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,

Bunter's Belgian !
ILLY BUNTER sat down, teo, and piled in.

The discovery that the lmmrn foreigmner was o
Belgian, evidently a refugee, touched the fat heart
of the {}nl of ‘the Remove. He was willing

to “whack out” his feed with the Belgian., But he
wanted an innings himself. The hungry man wus eatine
away as if for a wager, and Bunter 1}111': on =pecd, oo,
They ran each nther very close, and for some time no
sound was heard in the 'ﬁ-‘m:-d}llam’s nut but the champine
of Jjaws,

It was fortunate that Bunter’s supply of tuck was so
ample, or the Owl's hospitality might have failed him.
As it waa, Billy Bunter had as much as he could eat, nnd
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when he could eat no more, the foreigner was still tuck-
ing into the frasments of the feed.

Bllh‘ Bunter watched him euriously,

The fat Owl was feeling verv pleased with himself, Ha
could svmpathise with a fellow who was hungry; it was a
kind of -.uth.rmﬂ‘ that he econld understand and feel for.
And the foreizner looked a= if he had not eaten for davs
and davs. He had evidently already eaten the pies and
cake that he had purloined, but the edge did not seem
to be taken off his appetite. e was devouring every-
thing that came to hand, with the ravenous keenuess of a
famished wolf,

Tt rather pleased Bunter to be plaving the role of
sitecouring a Belgion refugee.  For ance he was doing a
good deed. and the novel sensation was very gratifving.
He felt very kindly towards the Beleian,

“Go it he said hospitably, " Tuck in! Tuckez-vous
in! Vons avez a good appetite. J'aime to see a fellow
eat as if he enjovs himself, Allez on!”

Bunter. as a member of the Remove, was supposed to
know some Fremch, Harry Wharton & Co. when on a
holiday in France, had found that Lower Fourth French
presented certain difficultics to the natives of that
connutry. But Bunter was rather proud of his French.
Monsieur Charpentier, the French master at Greyfriars,
was mot satistied with it, certainly, but Dunter was
satisfied. Bunter proceeded to talk Freuch to his new
acquaintance, but if the man had not nnderstood Engligh,
Buuter's French would probably have been a great
mystery to him,

* Commey vous call yourself?” asked Bunter,
yvour name, vou know? How do you appelley?”

“ Je m'appelle Jaeques Flon.”

“Jack Flong ! said Bunter. “I didu't know Jack was
a French name. Yon come from Belgium, what?"”

"

“Run away from the beastly Huns?”

“Comment ?

"You've dodged the filthy Prussians?"

s 6 e

“*You understond English,

“Ta peu.’

“Now, what does he mean by wirn pur, I wonder?®” mur-
mured Buntev., * P'r'aps that's o Belgian dialect.”

“ A lvetle.” explained Jacques Flon.

", o little! I sece—je vois,” said Buuter,
etes hunery, what?”

“J ol faim”
“J'ai—that means I have,” said Bunter thoughtfully.
FFarin—I sappose he means he's a farmer, You were a
farmer in Belgium, eh?”

The foreigner nodded. Bunter certainly ought to have
known that “faim " was Irench for hunger, but the
oblizine foreioner did not mind,

“What's become of your farm now?"” asked Bunter.

#*On a tout brule.”

“ Bruler is to burn—regular verb!” murmured Bunter.
“I suppose he means thv:-v ve burnt him out. The beasts!
They'd do the same here if they could get here. Then I
might have to go hungry !”  Bunter shuddered.

The fﬂI‘l_"lﬂ"nE‘I' had finished the last erumb, and finished
the last dmp of ginger-beer. He looked round as if in
search of more: but there was ne more.

“Still hunery?” asked Bunter. * Vous avez encors
hunger?”

“ Wais oui,”

“May we what?”

“Comment 2"

“Bit off h{-. rocker, I suppeose!” murmured Bunter
indulgently. “ Must have been through an awful time, if
he couldn’t get any grub, I say, Jack, how did you '-'f-:al:
hore?”

Je me suis sanve,”

Gl 01 F

1 run.” said the foreigmer, breaking into English,
“1 flv ! Alnintenamt je suis ici en ilnrrloterre n’est-ce-
rr.H" Les Bosches ont tont brule dans mon pays.”

*RBle I'-"-L"l:l if T know what you're talking about,” said
Bunier. “ That isn't like the French we have at Grey-

T

“YWhat'e

then " snid Bunter.

“Yous

i

asked Bunter,

A Qrand, Long, Completo 8tory of Harry
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friars. I dare say you'don’t speak very first-class French
in Belgium, though.” '

“ Comment 7" _

“What do you mean with your blessed commong?”

“Je ne comprends pas.”

“ Comprong pah !” repeated Bunter. “ You don’t under-
stand? Well, I suppose vou wouldn't., What are you
doing here?”

“ Rien.”

“Reong,” said Bunter. ‘“Lemme see—rire is to laugh;
he can’t mean that he’s laughing. Blessed if I under-
stand his French. I say, what are you hanging about this
wood for? Why don’t you go to a place for refugees?
There are lots of people looking after Belgian refugees,
you know, and they’d take you in like anything.”

“Je n’en sais rien.”

“Oh, my hat! Look here,” zaid Bunter, “ You come
away with me, and I'll ask Mr. Quelch to send you some-
where.”

“ Comment ?”

“Venez avec mol,” said Bunter. ™ .Je connais un
monsieur qui—qui—qui——"  Bunter’s French failed
lum. *“ Quia—qui—ﬂui Il find you a home.”

“Je ne veux pas.

“Why not?”

“J’al peur.”

“Lemme see. That means that he's afraid,” said
Bunter. *“ Look here, Flong, there's nothing o be afraid
cf here. You’re in England, you know. The filthy Huns
can't get here. Britannia rules the waves, yonu know.
The beasts are shut up iv their ports and can’t get out!
And if they did get her., we'd eat ’em. Nothing at all
to be afraid of. Besides,” added Bunter, “I’ll look after
you.”

Jacques Flon, to give him the name he gave himself,
fixed his eyes upon Bunter. There was a very peculiar
look in his deep-set, light-blue eyes, which the short-
sighted Owl of the Remove did not mnotice.

Bunter was feeling very benevolent. He rather fancied
Liimself as the protector of the oppressed, He was really
nrepared to take some trouble to help the hapless refugee
frem Belgium.

There was & short silence. Bunter was thinking of
some more French to help in his conversation, and the
foreigner was thinking strange thoughts, to judge by the
curicus glitter in his eyes. Omnce his hand closed upon an
cmpty ginger-beer bottle, as if to use it for a weapon,
Lut it unclesed again. It was Jacques Flon who broke
the silence. _

“Vous etes tout seul ici, monsicur?”

“Eh?”

“Is it you are alone wiz you here?”

“Yes, rather !" said Bunter., “I've left the other chaps
a mile away. They're trying to fizd me, but I don't
suppose they will.”

*Ach !

“ Blessed if that doesn't sound like a German,” said
Bunter., “That’s a grunt just like old Gans at Grey-
friars.”

“ Monsieur, you are verree good to me

“(Oh, that’s all right!” said Bunter, with a wave of his
fat hand. “It’s up to us to stand by the Belgians, you
know."”

“You say noting of to have meet me here.”

“Why not?” asked Bunter, in surprise.

“J'ai peur.” _

“But I tell you there's nothing to be afraid of. Don't
vou understand that you're In England now?” said
Bunter. ‘“There are places where you can go, where
vou’'ll get enough to eat, and be looked after, first-rate.
You’ll be found work, you know, till the Germans are
turned out of Belgium, and you can go home. See—
voyes?”

The man was watching him closely. A keener fellow
than Billy Bunter might have suspected that Jaecques
Flon was not exactly what he represented himself to be.
But the Owl of the Remove had no suspicion.

T

“ Pexplique,” said the man at last, watching Bunter -

closely to judge the effect of his werds. *Je suis

solda 4
“Yes, all you Belgians are soldiers, I know that,” said
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Bunter. *You have conscription in your country, the
same as in Germany.”

“I have been in ze battles, in battles.
kill ze Bosches.” R b o

" Good for you!” said Bunter.

“My bayonet he run wiz Cherman blood——*'

i G’]‘_‘:ﬂ-[}h !JJ

“Zen I am wounded. I am sent back to ze base, zen
to Angleterre—lcx. Ze doctor say I cannot go back to ze
front.” -

“Hard lines,” said Bunter.

"So I run away. I will go back.”

[ 1] Dh 1‘!,‘

“ But now zat I run away, zat is called to desert—2"

:' My hat!”

‘I dare not be seen—je n’ose pas,” explained the
refugee. “I shall get back to my pays—my country—I
shall enlist under 0ZZer name—vous voyez—zen zat shall
be all right. But if I am-found before zat I get back,
2oy will say zat it is desertioa, and I am put in prison,
and Ecnujmt go back to ze fighting.”

(11 -ﬂ‘re !ii . 'd B 3 if
o sad unter I say, where are you

“In ze leg. It is bad, but not verree bad. I can fight
for my country, and I vill not stay in hospital. But to
leave wizout permission, zat is deserting. I am in
danger till zat I get back to Belgium. Zen it is all right,

for vunce agdin I take my rifle and shoot ze Bosches.
* Phew !

“So monsieur say noting,”

. “ But—but how are you going to get back to Belgiun
if you can’t show yourself anywhere?” asked Bunter.
“You can’t take the Channel boat, you know.” |

“I go in little boat.” ;

“Too jolly risky,” said Bunter. *Besides, where are
you going to get a boat?”

“I have friend among ze fishermen—when I find him.
He help me wiz his boat, and take me over ze water,
and I rejoin my comrades to fight for my country. Zat
i3 why 1 am here. I hide in ze wood till I can see my
friend.” | =

“Oh, I gee!”

“But if T am found I am called deserter, and zen—puff |
Bang! I am shot!”

(1] MF_ hart !]‘T

“I risk ze life to get back to ze fighting.”

“Well, you must be a plucky begsar,” said Bunter.
“You must be an ass, though, to run that risk, Why
u}iﬂul{%ﬁ‘}:‘_ you wait till you were discharged from the

ital?

“I am wounded. T limp—Ilimp wiz ze leg, and ze doctor
say I never go back. Zey keep me work in hospital.
But I vill go back to ze fighting.”

“T see. 1 don’tblame you,” said Bunter, “You're a
plucky beggar. But it’s jolly risky; the y shoot deserters
m war time."

“Mais oui! But I run ze 1isk. Ze Bosches burn my
home, and I go back to ficht zem.”

“ Quite rigﬁt,” agreed Bunter.

"Zen you keep the secret?”

“Oh, yes!” A

“Not a visper, hemm?”

“Not a giddy syllable,” sa’d Bunter. “I don’t want
}n gffia!yuu shot, just becaunse you want to go back to the

Tont.

“ Monsieur is verree kind, Ze brave Engiish are good
friends to us. Perhaps monsicur vill help me? In zis
wood I starve.”

“The sooner you get away the better,” said Bunter.
“Hallo! My only hat! There’s somebody coming.
Those beasts have run me down!”

There was a sound of brushing in the thickets, and a
murmur of voices approaching the woedman’s hut. The
foreigmer sprang to his feet, his eyes dilating, and his
hand gripping an empty bottle,

"Hold on!" whispered Buater. “Get ont of sight—
guick! It’s my friends, you know; vou dodge out of
sight, and keep mum.”

Jacques Flon stared at him for a moment, and tlien
gave a quick nod, and darted into the bushes in the
corner of the hut. He vanished from sight, and a
moment later Peter Todd looked in at the doorway.
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down at him from the box-room window,

| “ Hullo, Tubby! " cried a voice, and Billy Buater fell down lnuz;stur-l_ishmant, as the face of Peter Todd looked

(See Chapter 11,)

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Secret!

ke ERE he is!”
“Run down, by George!”
“The rundownfulness is terrific!”

Billy Bunter blinked at the scouts as they
crowded into the hut. The Eagles and the Lambs had
run him down at last.

“I say, you fellows

“Feeding, of course!” exclaimed Peter Todd, with a

lare at the remnants of the feast and the empty ginger-

eer bottles.

“1 say, Toddy, old man

“Now you are going to die the death!” said Peter.

“T—I say, you fellows, I've given you a good run, and
what more do you want?"’ said Bunter, dodging Peter’s
prodding staff. “ You've taken all the afternoon to find
nie, anyway. I'm a jolly better scout than any of you!”

1 1] "'Etfhﬂt 1”

“Haven't I led you a dance all the afternoon?”
demanded Bunter,

“You chucked the plank away, you fat villain! That
isn’t in the game)” said Bob Cherry.

“(Oh, rats! That’s ‘a scout’s dodge,” said Bunter.
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“ Any of you fellows wouldn’t have thought of a dodge
like that.”

“There’ll be a row about it,” said Wharton. * Some-
body will have to find that plank and put it back.”

“Well, they won't know who did it,” said Bunter.
“T don’t care. The fact is, yo1 fellows ain’t much class
as scouts, anyway.”’

“What 1"

“You've taken all the afternoon to track me down,”
said Bunter. *“I should have done it in about half the

time.”
“My hat!”
“Why, you cheeky oyster 2
“The cheekfulness of the esteemed oyster is—"

“ Terrific!” growled Bob Cherry.

“Keep that staff away, Todd, you beast!” howled
Bunter, dodging his study !eader round the hut. "I
say, you fellows—ow!—I'll tell you what—yow!—I'l]
give you a run back to Greyfriars—yarooh!—and I'll
bet I'll beat you!”
_ “Why, you fathead—"

“You wouldn’t- last twenty yards!” growled Johuny,
Bull.

“Well, just see,” said Bunt-r, who was ver
to met the scouts out of the woeodman’s hut

¥

anxicus
The

A Grand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.



10 THE BEST 3°- LIBRARY D4~ THE "BOYS' FRIEND” 82 LIBRARY, M\

refugee was crouching, palpitating, behind the bushes.
Harry Wharton & Co. little dreamed of the presence of
the unseen refugee, and Bunter did not intend to
enlighten them. *Come on, you slackers!”

" Slackers!” howled Peter Todd.

“I'm going to have a rest,” said Nugent.

Bunter smiffed.

“Oh, if you want to tlack abeut, all right!” he eaid.
“Do you call yourselves scouts*”
~ "You cheeky porpoise; vou've been resting and feed-
ing here for a couple of hours!” said Nugent indign:mt]iy.

“I'm as fresh as a daisy,” said Bunter loftily. “I
keep myself fit!"”

“Oh, erumbs !”

“ Blessed*if I ever saw euch slackers!” said the Owl
¢f the Remove in disgust. “ For goodness’ sake, get a
move on! Besides, it's time we got home to tea. Come
out, and give me one minute's =tart, and I'll beat you
to Greyfriars!”

The scouts stared at Bunter. It was not like the Owl
of the Remove to give himself such an exertion for
nothing.

" Hallo, hallo, hallo!" eail Bob Cherry euddenly.
“Who's been here with you, Buunter?”

Bunter jumped.

“Eh? Nobody!”

“Ananias!” eaid PBob. '“Look here, you can gece
where two have been sitting in the grass. Who was it,
vou fat OwlpP”

“Oh, a—a chap!” said Bunter. “One—one of the
Highcliffe chaps—in fuct, Ponsomby. He came along,
and I gave him some ginger-pop.”

“You've been up to your old game, playing® cards
with Ponsonby?” asked Peter Todd suspiciously.

“No, you ass! I—I just gave him some ginger-pop

“ Where is he now?”

“Oh, he's gone!”

Peter Todd looked fixedly at his fat study-mate.
Billy Bunter was a champion Ananias, but his
“whoppers” had one drawback; they were always
cvidently whoppers. Peter Todd could see quite plainly
that he was not telling the truth, though why Bunter
should lie was a mystery.

“You’ve been gambling?” le said at last.

“I haven't!". roared Bunte..

“ Then what are you telling lies for?”

“Oh, really, Toddy 4

“"What was Ponsonhy deing here?™

“Oh, he—he was—was ecouting, you know!”
Bunter feebly. )

“ He never scouts,” said Todd. *He's too much of a
glacker. What has the fat duffer been up to that he’s
making a mg'af:er:,r about? Coine back, Bunter!”

Bunter dodged out of the hut.

7

eaid

“I'm going back,” he called out. “If you Ilazy
slackere don’t want a run 4
“After him!” howled Yete:. Todd. “I’'ll give him

slackers!”

The scouts rushed after Bunter with a whoop. The
fat junior went plunging away through the wnndp at top
speed, stumbling aund falling, and picking himself up
again, and dashing on  The junicrs whooped after him
in great surprise. Why RBilly Bunter was showing so
much energy all of a sudden was a mystery.

Bunter came out into a footpath, and dashed along it,
panting for breath. His object was to lead the scouts
us far as possible from the woodman’s hut before he was
canght. ‘

He was nearly a quarter of a mile from the hut, when
Peter Todd’e staff tcuched him in the middle of the
back and rolled him over.

“Yaroooh!” roared Bunter. ;

He rolled in the grass, and the grinning scouts gathered
round him, and prodded him, and le yelled.

“Yaroop! Leave off, you beasts! Oh, my hat!
Beaste! Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Up with you,” said Peter Todd. *“You're going to

ive us a run to Greyfriare. It’s another two miles yet.

p you get!”

“Yow-ow ! _ ' _

Peter yanked the fat jumior to his feet. It was time
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to get home to tea; and the Eagles and the Lambs kept
on the run to Greyfriars, and Billy Bunter had to keep
on the run, too. There waa no chance of his dodging
the scouts and getting back to the hut unseen. Peter
Todd kept hold of his fat arm, and kept him on the
run. Billy Bunter was gasping spasmodically by the
time the school gates were reached.

He staggered into No. 7 Study, aud colla into the
armehair, and gasped aud gasped and gasped. He had
bellows to mend with a vengeance.

*“ Feel better for your run?” asked Todd.

Groan !

" Feel bucked up:”

Groan!

“ Like scouting?”

“Ow! I'm dying!™

“Go hon!” said Peter unfeelingly.
Groan !

" Stop that blessed row, anyway,” said Peter autocrati-
cally. “If you're going to die, you can die quietly. No
need to bother the whole study.”

Groan !

“Shut up!” reared Peter, picking up his staff.

And Billy Bunter ceased to greoan. For a long time
he sat in the armchair in a state of collapse, while Peter
and Alonzo and Tom Dutton had tea. The first sign €
returning animation from Bunter was a fat chuckle.

Peter Todd stared round at him.

“Oh, you're coming to life again?' he exclaimed.

“He, he, he!”

“What are you cackling at?”

“He, he, he!” chuckled Bunter. “I could tell you
something, but I'n jolly well not going to! He, he, he!”

“What are you driving at?™

“He, he, he! Some fellows think they're jolly good
scouls, and they have the wool pulled over their eyes
like anything. He, he, ha!”

Peter glared at him,

“Who's pulled the wool over.our eyes?” he demanded.

“He, he, he! 1 know what I know!” grinned Bunter.

“Wall, that isn’t much,” remarked Peter. “It could
all be written out in about a dozen words. What little
game have you been playing, you fat duffer?”

“ He, he, he !

Peter made a clutch for his staff, and Bunter bolted
out of the armchair, and dodped out of the study. It
pleased him to excite Peter’s curiosity, but he had no
intenticn of explaining. Bunter had a secret now—a very
important secret—and he liked secrets. Ile was not a
very pgood hand at keeping a secret, 48 a matter of
fact; but he fully intended to keep this one. He had
taken the Delgian refugee under his wing, and he
intended to help him, and look after him generally—it
gave him an unaccustomed feeling of generosity and
benevolence, which was very agreeable.

Later on, when Jacques Flon was gone, he would tell
the story, and astonish No. 7 Study. Iven the over-
pewering Peter would have to admit that Bunter had
played up well. Indeed, Bunter, in his mind’s eye, conld
already see kimself the hero of the Remove, the eynosure
of all eyes, and admired on all sides.

But for the present it was a dead secret, and Bunter
meant to keep it awfully dark, if only his tongue would
let him'!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Yery Mysterious!

HAT Billy Bunter had a secret was scon known to
T all the Remove.
There is a proverb that he who has a secret to
hide, should hide not ouly the secret, but the fact
that he has it to hide. But that proverb did not appeal
to Bunter. He simply could not keep from talking, and
uttering mysterious hints.

The secret itself he was determined to keep. It was
quite certain that if he revealed it, Jacques Flon's
}:-reseuce in the wood would soon be known all over Grey-
riars, and would epread further. Curious fellows would
go leoking for the refugee. Then, if Flon’s story was
true, the man would be in danger of getting shot as
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& deserter. Which would be very hard linss, if he had
ouly cleared off from a desire to get back to the frown
and fight the Huns. The thought that the mwan's liberts,
Imrhap:. his life, was in his Leep i, jmpressed Bunter
with the seriousness of the matter, and gave him an
unusual sense of imwortance. He was resolved that he
would keep Flon's scoret, until the man was able to get
back to the Belgiau Army in the field, when all would
he well, and Bunter would Le able to talk as much a3
he liked. and swauk on the subject of the good deed
L2 had done.

But he ‘n::ruld probably lLave burst something if he
had not talked at all, and as the secret had to be kept,
he contrived to content himself with mysterious remarks
and deep and dark hints of what he could say if he
chose.

After tea. the Famous Five fonnd him in the tuck-shop
laving in supplies. He was layving some of them in
internally, bnt othérs he was hfnmg mada up inte a
parcel. As Bunter was fortunately flowing with ready
cash just now, JMrs. Mimble was ..‘-t‘l‘\'il'lg him with a
smiling face. Bunter was a coed customer at the scheal
shop when he was in funds. e would have been a erood
customer at cther times, ton, if Mrs, Mimble would have
allowed him to run up a bill; but that the gocd lady
steadilsy declined to do.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Going it again?” said Dol
Fhelrl'}', greeting DBunter with a powerful smack on the
sack.

“Yow!"” roared Bunter. “ Chuck it, vou ass! Grooh!
You've made me swallow my tart, vou {fathead!
Gerrrrrerr "

“My hat! Ile’s choking!” enid Johnny Bull, * Thump

him on the back!”

“Gerrr ! Germﬂ' :
roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Standing a feed in the Rag?” asked Harry Wharton,
surveying the pile of purchases which Alrs. Mimble was
stacking into a basket.

“Rats! No; I might be standing a feed, and I might
nui‘ " said ]31[11[131. “Some fellows are generous.’

fSome are.” assented Wharton, “ You're not one of

that sort, of course.”

“That's all vou know!” said Dunter, with a suort.
*Not that I'm going to tell you anything!”

111 E'h ol

* Bome fellows can faLe- some frouble to help a chap
who's down on his luck,” said Bunter loftily.

“IWhat is he burbling about?” asked Nugent, in amaze-
ment,

“I'm not going to tell vou anvthing,” said DBunter.
I decline to take you into my confidence on this matter
at all!”

“What matter®” asked Johnay Dull.

“Never mind !

“If Bunter hasn't bought up the whole shop, we’ll have
some ginger-beer, Mrs. Mimble,” said Bob Cherry.

The Famous Five proceeded to discuss their ginger-
beer, and watched the provisions that were pac]..ed in the
basket.

I'm

not chook-chook-chokine ™
“ Gerrrr ! °

“Put in a knife and fork, Mrs. Mimble, please,” said
Bunter. A knife and fork will he wanted. Aud =
mug."”

“Is it a picnic?” asked Nugent.

“It might be a pienie, and it might not,” sald Bunter

T%tﬂrmu:-.h . “SBome f{*l'cr‘ns can keep a secreb.”

“Eh? What secret?”

“Don’t ask any questions,
whoppers !”

“WWell, that would be something new,
any whoppers,” said Bob.
age of miracles is past "

" What 1:& the giddy mystery about?” asked Wharton,
puzzled. 1 suppose vou are going off into some corner
to guzzle by vourself.”

“That’s all’ you know,
fellow in distress.’

“Xou :mght’ sald Wharton:

big surpuaﬂ if you did.”

and T won’t tell vou any

if you don't tell
“ But we don’t expect it. The

I might be going to help some

“but it would be a jolly

“There's such a thing as backing up our Allies,” said
Euutﬂr “I'm a ]]"I.tllt}i,lﬂ chap, if vou ain't!”
Hachng up our Allies!” murmmed Wharton, * Are

wou laying in supplies for the campaign in Belgium?®”
“Never mind! I'm not going to tell vou .an:rt':u:r.
Tue Macxer Lisrarv.—No. 384
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Decout chﬂp-ﬁ help the DBelgian refugece when they get
a ::'hwl:f'

“ B-B-Belgian refugees!”
You o mean to say
hfum.e o

~T don't mean to say anvthing.,” said Bunter.

" There .vxut auy Belgian 1e111m99:; m this distriet,”
said Nugent. “That's a whopper alre: udy !

* That's all vou kunow !

“ Have vou come across some Delgians®”

" Don't ask any :]ue::tmns, piulav and I sha'n’t pre-

varicate,” said Bunter. * Some chaps are generous. Dut
I'in not a fellow to brag.”

“ My mistake. I thousght vou woere.
Bolgrian, 1if you've got one!”

“Iind out "

“Well, if Buuter's deing the decent thing for a
Belgian refugee. it shows that the age of miracles ain t
done with, after all.” remarked Bob. * But I should wax
to see it before I believe it."

“The seefulness is the believefuluess,”
.Tal]:l'h-l?t Ham Sinegh, with a shake of his

" The esteemed Bunter must be whopping.”

*I'm not going to tell vou anything,"” said Bunter. “Tt
wonld be 11hf like Vol fvl]m!.a to bag him, and take the
matter out of my hands.”

“Bar whom?"” demanded YWharten.

" Never mind whom. I'm not telling yon anything., A
fellow can't be too careful when a fellow’s life is at
stake,”

17 ]:‘hljl

“ A still tongue shows a wise head,”
not saving auvtluucr Not a word. You fellows would
blab if all out: you've got no discretion. Then all the
fat would be in the fire.”

“ Blab what out?” asked Wharton.

“0Oh, nothing!”

Elllv Bunter took the well-londed basket, and quitted
the school shop. He left the Famons Five staring at one
mmfhfr in profound amazement.

“XNow, what the deuce does that
Cherry.,

U Off his rocker.” suggested Johnny Bull,

Harry W h.utm: auﬂ'hed

“"He's going to feed a Belgian refugee, unless he waa
gassing,” he said. It will be a new depﬂrture for
Bunter, to look after anybody’s inside but his own.'

“ But there aren’t any in this district.”

“ Some spoofer may have passed himself off on Bunter
as a Belgian., Blessed if I quite make it cut,” said
Wharton. * Let's eet down to the cricket.”

The chums of the Remove got down to the cricket, and
forgot all =2bout Billy Bunter and his weird and

mysterious allusions. But the mystery was destined to be
brought back to their minds.

“ Do
Belgian

stuttered Bob Cherry.
vou're buving erub for

Where's your

said Hurrce
dusky head.

said Bunter. “I'm

mean?’ said Bolb

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
A Feed for Four!

y ERE you are, old chap !”
J—] =kinner and r*“‘unnu:ap and Fisher T. Fish greeted

Bunter in the Close, with great affection. They
were always affcctionate when Bunter was in
funds.

“Been looking for you,” said Snoop.

“1 guess we've missed you this afternocon, Bunter,”

5 ‘ﬁ'eIl, vou can miss me again,” said Bunter., “I'm
busy.’

He rolled on, leaving the three juniors staring,

“Ie's oot tuck in that basket,” said Skinner. * The fat
]’_![}111'1{'1("1‘ “he’s coing to guzzle all by himself, and leave
us out.”

“1 gucss he's a mean mugwump,” remarked Fisher T.
Fish.

“Like his cheeck”
hiin "

“3Well, he mmht to stand a feed, when he's in funds,”

said Skinner. “We put up Wlth him when he's stony.
He's going imto the Cloisters.”

sald Snoop.  “Suppose we raid

11
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The Cloisters were the most secluded part of Grey-
{riars. The three juniors exchanged glances, and strolled
after Bunter. They did not see any reason why they
should be left out of the feed.

Billy Bunter’s manner was so mysterious, that it was
cvident that he was {rying to smneak into the Cloisters
unobserved. He turned back several times and blinked
round him suspiciously through his big spectacles.

But he did not ofserve Skinner & Co. ; his vision was too
limited, He disappeared into the Ciecisters, and the three
juniors, grinning, followed him.

But they did not find him there. They passed through
{he Cleisters, and spoited the Owl of the Remove agaln,
just disappearing into the old tower. _

" “That's where he's going to feed, the fat oyster!” said
Snoop. .

“T guess we’ve run him down.”

The three juniors approached the old tower. As they
did so, Bunter reappeared, and came walking back
towards the Cloisters. He was empty-handed now.

Skinner dragged his two companions behind a tree.

They would have been visible enongh to anyone but the
short-sighted Owl of the Remove, but Bunter passed on
unseeing. .

He rolled away through the Cloisters, into the Cloze,
and vauished. _ _

“He's left the tuck in the tower,” said Snoop, 1n
wonder,

Skinner chuckled.

“Yes: like a blessed dog hiding a bone.”

**Ha, ha, ha!” _

“T guess the galoot’s standing a feed, and leaving us
cut,” said Fisher T. Fish. *“He's gone to fetch ’em, I
ayess.”

“He won’t find much grub when he gets back, then,”
cnid Skinner. * We'll teach him to stand a feed and leave
out his dearest pals; I mean, we'll teach him not to.
Come on!”

The trio hurried into the tower.

Unless William (George Bunter had hidden away the

basket of tuck, as a dog hides away a bene, they could
only econclude that he had gone to foteh his seleeted guests
to a feed: and that they themselves were mof of the
pumber. Naturally, they were indignant, They had
wasted a considerahie ameunt of =oft “ sawder © on Bunter
sinee he had bad his latest remittance, without result, so
ar.
f The trio entered the old tower, and looked round for the
asket. It was nct to be seen. They hurried up the old
stone steps, and lanked inte the dismantled apartments
above, but still the basket was invisihlq.

“ 1 guess he’s hidden 1t,” remarked Fish.

« Where the deoce can it be?” muttered Skinner. " We
Inow he went away without it. It's here ﬂ}mewhcre,
right enough. Sea rch in the blessed cranmies.

The faut bounder will be back soen,” said BSnoop.
“Buck up! If he brings a crowd with him they'll boot
us out.”

The trio made a hurried search. There was a sudden
whoop of triumph from Fisher T. Fish. He had dis-
covered the plmder, shoved away out of sight in a deep
erevier in the crumbling wall on the ground floor.

“Hver it s 1"

“ Hurrah!” )

Fish dragged the basket out to lizht. Skinner east a
hurried Jook from the window. There was no sign of
Bunter returning yet. " 1

i (tet the stufi out, quick!” muttered Skinner. *Stack
it into vour pockete, and take the Test Im your paws.
Weo'll leave something else for Bunter.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” .

The basket was soon emptied, and Skinver repacked it
with fragments of stome and mortar. Over the top of
{hese new contents he placed a couple of bags of pastry,
and then fastened up the basket agam.

Then, loaded with plunder, the three young rascalg
surried out of the tower.

LH‘THE ai't coming back yet,” remarked Fish.

There was ne sign of Bunter.

Skinner & Co. hurried through the Cloisters, and
earricid their plunder into the =chocl House. It was
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taken to Tish’s study. Johnny Bull and Squiff, who
shared that study with Fish, were away on the cricket-
oround. The plunder was set out on the table, and the
raiders prepared to enjoy themselves,

“T say, you fellows—"

The trio started guiltily as Bunter blinked in at the
doorway.

“ Hallo !” said Skinner.

“T want to speak to you, Skinner,”

“(Go ahead!” said Skinner.

Bunter blinked at the well-spread table.

“I say, you fellows, I don’t mind if I join you. Those
tarts look prime!”

Skinner and Snoop and Fish stared at Bunter, and then
burst into a chuckle. The Owl of the Remove did not
recognise his own feed, and had no suspicion that he had
been plundered.

“J-j-join us!” murmured Skinner.
Sit down! Eat as much as you like.”

“Good !”

“But what about your own feed?’ asked Skinner
blandly. “I thought I saw you with a basket of tuck.”

“ Oh, that wasa't a feed i” said Bunter, *“Never mind
about that. I’'ll try that cake.”

“Oh, do!”

“You chaps must be in funds,” said Bunter.
this lot can’t have cost less than half-a-quid!”

“ Quite that,” said Skinner.

“ And you're welcome to all you eaneat, old chap,”
said Tsher T. Fish, “I guess you're really entitled
to ib.”

“Pass the tarts.”

“We really got this let rather cheap,” said Skinner,
“Tuck in, old man!”

There was plenty for all, and Skinner & Co. could afford
to be generous, considering the way the feed had been
obtained.

Four busy pairs of jaws champed away till the table
was cleared. There were even a few tarts left, which
nobody had any room for.

“Now, I guess that’s O.K.,” said Fisher T. Fish.
“Much obliged, Bunter !

“Eh! YWhat are you obliged to me for?” asked Bunter.

“ Ahem! I—I mean I'm much obliged to Skinner,”
gaid Fish hastily, and he quitted the study chuckling.

“ Much obliged,” said Snoop, and he followed him.

“Can you manage another tart?” asked Skinner
hospitably.

“Well, I—I'll try one more,” said Bunter, who never
could bear to leave anything uneaten. “I say, Skinner,
I want to sk you a hit of a favour.”

Skinner’s genilality froze up at once.

“ Sorry—short of money,” he replied promptly.

Bunter snorted.

“Tain't money !” he snapped.

“Bh! You're not expecling a postal-order, and yon
don’t want me to cash it in advance!” asked Skinner, in
surprise.

“No, fathead!”

“Oh, all right, then!
again,

“T want you fo help me out of the dorm to-night,” said
Bunter mysteriously.

Skinner inmped.

“Out of the d-d-dorm? he ejaculated,

“Yes."”

“ What for?”

“1'm going,out.”

“ You young ass!” said Skinner. * You'll jolly well get
spotted, if you're thinking of going down to the Cross
Keys, like Loder of the Sixth!”

“*"Tain’t that !”

“ Then what is it?”

“It's rather a secret,” said Bunter. *“ What I waiit you
to do is to lieln me to get oul, and keep mum—see?”

“Bow-wow " said Skinner.

“T1 can't elamber out of that blessed bLox-room window
without help,” said Bunter. “I want you to lend me a
hand—see®”

“Catch me!” said Skinner. “I'm not going to ask for
the sack. You'd better draw a line at breaking bounds

“(Qh, certainly!

[13 Whj,

Go on,” said Skinner, genial
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after lights out. - I don’t mind a smoke m the wood-shed
or a little game at nap with Ponsonby on the q.t. But
it's no good looking for trouble.”

“It isn’t anything against the rules.”

“Oh, rats! What do you want to go out for, then?”

“It—it’s really to do & good and generous action.”

Skinner almost fell down.

“You,” he gasped—“yon do & good and generous
action! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why, you rotter——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Skinner.

“Look here—" 1

Skiuner staggered out of the sty in a convulsion of
merriment.

“Skinner, you rotter

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beast! I tell you—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” '

Bunter shook a fat fist after the unbelieving Skinner.
There was no help to be had from that quarter, evidently.
The idea of Billy Bunter doing a good and generous
action had been too much for Skinmer’s gravity. But
even if he had credited Billy Bunter’s extraordinary state-
ment, Skinner would scarcely have takem the risk of
helping the fat junior to break bounds at might.

“Rotter !” murmured Bunter. *“Beast! What was he
fackli?g at? Who the dickens is going to help me oub
o-night"

Billy Bunter wrinkled his fat brows over that question.
Cerlainly it was a very dilficult one to answer.

»y

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Nothing Doing |

ARRY WHARTON & Co. were eating chesinuts in
J—] No. 1 Study, and waiting for bed-time, when Billy
Bunter came along. Nugent had been reading some
news out of the local paper, which was interesting
enough to the Greyfriars fellows, concerning a raid on a
house along the coast by the police, and the flight of a
suspected German who had been signalling at night over
the North Sea. As the German’s house was only a few
miles from Greyfriars, the juniors were mnaturally
interested.

“They ought to have collared him,” said Bob Cherry
oracularly. “I believe the bobbies always put on their
heaviest boots when they’re going to arrest a spy, and he
hears them coming. This rotter may have been signalling
every night for months past, and they've only just
spotted him. They want some of the Greyfriars Remove
on the job.”

“They nearly got him,” said Nugent. “He slithered
out of a back window as they came in at the front door.
They found all sorts of ineriminating papers, but they
didn’t find the German. Still, I darcsay he's caught now
—this paper is two days old, and it happened last weel.

“I say, you fellows——"

“They want Bunter after him,’
% Such a ripping scout——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I suggest that Bunter offers his services,” said the
Australian junior. “It's up to Bunter.
question is, whether the German had a good supply of
tuui:_h;: with him. If he had, I'd back Bunter to track him
out.

“0Oh, really, Squif—"

“Where’s the basket?” asked Bob Cherry.

“IEh! The-—the basket——" .

“Yes; the one you were cramming with tuck. Haven't
you brought it here with you?"

“No, you ass—-"

“Then you can buzz off "

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Bow-wow! Money’s tight!”

“Blow your money!” growled Bunter,

“We're going to blow it, all in good time,” grinned
Bob ﬁ:!}errj. “But you're not going to blow it! Amble
VEE G

“Don’t we keep on telling you money’s tight?" said
Wharton. “You can have some chestnuti if Fgu like."”

“Thanks, I will. I want—"

“Shut up!”
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“T tell you I want—"

“ Cheese it!” "

“I tell you I don't want your beastly tuppences!
howled Bunter indignantly. “I've got lots of money.
I've had a whacking remittance from my pater.”

“Oh, that alters the case. You're as welcome as the
flowers in May,” said Bob affably. “You're going to
whack it out all round?”

“Why, you silly ass, of course not!” snapped Bunter,
“Don’t play the giddy goat. I want you fellows to help
me to-might.”

“Help you to bed, do

“ Help me to get out.”

“But you don’t want to get out of bed till the morn-
ing,” said Bob. “I'll help you out then, fast emough. I
generally. do.”

“Help me out of the house, fathead !”

“Oh, you're going on the ran-dan again, are you?
Bunter the Blade come to life again!” chuckled Squiff.
*Yes, we'll help you—I don’t think!”

“It isn’t that. I've got to get out for a very particular
purpose. It’s veally to do a generous action—a really
noble action,” said Bunter impressively.

The Remorvites held on to one another, affecting to be
uite overcome by that announcement. Bob Cherry
ainted in the armchair. Billy Bunter blinked at them in

great wrath.

“You thundering asses——'

“Pile it on!” murmuved Squiff. “Heap it up!”

“Some fellows can do noble actions,” said Bunter dis-
dainfully. “Some fellows feel it their duty to do their
little bit at a time like this, when the country is in
danger. Of course, you don’t! All you think about is
playing games and chipping a fellow who's doing a noble
action.” :

; “M-m-my hat!” said Bob Cherry, coming out of his
aint.

“I've got to get out of the house,” said Bunter. “I
can’t tell you why, because it's a sccret. But it's
important—awfully important. In fact, fearfully
important !”

“The importantfulness seems to be terrific,” remarked
Hurree Singh. “But what is the. whyfulness®”

“I'm not going to tell you anything. It might be to
help a Belgian refugee, and it might not,” said Bunter
mysteriously.

“You're jolly well not going out after lights out to
help any Belgian refugee,” chuckled Bob Cherry, “I
suppose his name would turn out to be Ponsonby, and he
would want help with a game of nap?”

“His name’s Jack Flong, you ass— I—I mean I
don’t know bhis name,” stammered Bunter. * Of—of
course, I—I'm not going to tell you nn}'thi%g."

“His name's Jack Flong,” repeated harton, in
wonder. “ Whose name'is Jack Flong?"

“ N-n-nobody’s,” stammered Bunter. “I—I was only

n mean?”

L

—only putting a case, you know. A Belgian refu
might be named Jaﬂkr Flong, and tlfe:gl agn?n gﬁg
mightn#t'll

Billy Bunter thought this was rather masterly. But

"the juniors stared at him in blank wonder and amaze-

ment.

Bob Cherry tapped his forehead.

‘: Must ]_;:e off his onion,” he murmured. *“ He never was
quite on 1t, you know. Always a little bit rocky. Now
he’s right off. - Poor old Bunter!”

“You silly ass! If you don’t help me, old Flong— 1
—I mean he—that is, supposing there was such a person
—he might starve to death,” said Bunter. * Suppose a
Belgian refugee hadn’t any grub for two or three days.
1II know what I feel like when I haven’t had any for two

ours,”

“He must he romancing,” said Squiff. “ Blessed if I

ANSWERS

A Grand, Long, Completo SBtory of Harry
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know why he does it, but he does! If he was going to help
a Belgian refugee, the ass could go in the daylight.”

“ Not with a lot of 111r_u1:-,ttne duffers at his heels,
scouting, and such rot,” said Bunter, “ You interrupted
LS I mean—that is to say, I refuse to explain.”

“My only hat!” said Bob, *“ You know there was some-
Imd]f 'ilnth him in the woodman’s 11ut——we know that.

So that was a Belgian, Was it, Bunter:’

“I decline to e:-.pmin

“If it was a Belgian, why doesn’t he show himself:”

“ Perhaps his life might be in danger, and perhaps it
m]ghtn’t,” zaid Bunter, in a llﬂll-cﬂmmittal WaY.

" His lifer” howled Boh.

“He might he going to he shot, and he mightn’t.

“Shot!” said Wharton dazedly. * Who'd shoot hun"
We hadn’t even a pea-shooter with us.’

“1 don’t mean vou, you ass! But I'm not going to
explain. It's really a secret, and I can 't take Vvou
fellows Inte my confidence at present,” mud Bunter
Int‘tll “I ean't rely upon your discretion.

'D , my hat!”

“The question is, will you help me out tr::-mﬂ'ht'”

“We'll heip you in If you etart getting n}ut gaid
Wharton, “and we'll gne you such a thllm"']l]]ﬂ' o
bumping ‘that you worni't want to get out a,ﬂ'am

“Look here, Wharton, when a chap’s patriotie, and
wants to do a really ncble deed—a ﬂ{rl}lt‘ and generous
action i

" Well, when you want to do that it will be time for’
the nr]ddy gskies to fall,” eaid Wharton aceptically.
“You want to oo down to the Crocs Keys, and get your-
solf sacked from the school. Let me eatch you getting
out, that's alll”

“Let’s give him a bumping as a warning !
Sequiff.

*“ Hear, hear!"” -

Billy Bunter was outside the study in the twinkhing
of an eye. He stayed only to yell ** Beasts!” and then
?aﬂlﬂhtg down the passage.

The chums of the Remove chuckled, and ﬁnmheﬂ their
chestnuts. Billy Bunter had succeeded in puzal ing and
HI}'ﬁtif}'iﬂg them but the I}I{'Irhd.hll]tj" was that “ Bunter
the Blade” was going on the “razzle” agaim, and
wanted their assistance to break bounds, and pre-
varications never cost Bunter anything., Once before,
when in possession of funds, Bunter had sought to
hreak bounds at night, with a weird idea in his head of
being *“doggish.”
Harry Wharton &
Co. were quite
prepared to bump
the doggishness
out of him every
time it eropped up
afresh,

In the dormitory
a little lka,tﬂ-r “! 0 Bl o
Bunter blinked at m!u {.{Ein ;

" puggested

iy HJTE'W‘: 44

them and snorted, :
but did not deign ([l u[m s
to epeak., DBob
Cherry shook a
warning forefinger
at him, eliciting
another snort from
the Owl of the
Bemove. The
juniors had mnot
much fear that he
would break
bounds un-
assisted: he was
pretty certain to
sleep like a top
from the moment
his head touched.
the pillow till the :
rising bell rang 3
out m the morn-

ing. That was

his usmal custom.

1?ia
But William 1&g |
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George Bunter was not in his usual mood. The doing of
a noble and cenerous action, as he described it himself,
perhaps bucked him up. He went to bed determined to
stay awake, and, wonderful to relate, he succeeded.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,.
Bunter Breaks Bounds !

LEVEN etrokes boomed out from the clock tower,

E All was silent and dark in the Greyfriars

dormitories. The HRemove dormitory was still

more silent than was usual at that hour. For the

deep and resonant snore of VWilliam George Bunter was
not resounding,

Bunter sat up in bed, and rubbed his eyes as the lasi

He listened cautiously, and

murmured ;
“"You rotters awake®”
Only deep and steady breathing answered him.

Bunt{r chuckled eilently, and n.lppﬂ{l out of bed. He
elipped on his clothes as fast as he could. He was
dreadfully sleepy, and his eyes were almost glued up
behind his spectacles as he put them on. It had cost
him tremendous efforts to keep awake.

He was very pleased with himself, however. The
juniors were of opinion that nothing short of a fire or
an earthquake would drag Bunter from his hed Gtefore
rising-bell. They would have to own up that he could
buck up when he liked, when they heard, later, the
etory of how he had suceourad that unhappy Belgian
who was so anxious to get back to the front,

Bunter took his shoes in his hand, and crept silently
from the dormitory. He put his shoes on in the
passage, and stole away to the lower box-room. There
he eautionsly opened the window, und blinked out, anu
shivered.

There was the roof of an outhouse below the window,
and to reach it, and thence drop to the ground, was an
easy task for most of the juniors. Bm it was wvery
different with Billy Bunter. He was neither an athlete
nor an acrobat. He had a dreadful feeling that he
mizht roll off the roof and land in a heap in the rarden,

But he had serewed up his courare to the nLlLL]ﬂl’"..
In every quarter whera he had sought aid he had
met with merriment and refusals. He had to depend
on himeelf. He blinked out of the window for ahout
ten minutes in a state of trepidation.

“Ow! The

: - — beasts!” mur-

' SR, mured Bunter,
REXT WEEKS: “I ehall fall—

; ecrooh ! —and

GRAND STORY ' break my neck
2 perhaps ! Ow !

The rotters!®

But he made the
attempt at last.
He sgueezed out
of the window,
and lowered him-
‘self from the sill,
and hung on, to
drop on the flat
roof below, His
short, fat legs did
not reach to the
leads, and e
kicked wildly inte
space.

“Oh, dear!™
groaned Bunter.
“"How far i1s it?
I wonder how far
it is? Blow it!
Oh, my hat! 1
=hall bust some-
thing ! I'll go
back! Ow-yow!”

He made a wild
efiort to drag him-
gself on the
window-sill again,

W’ ;nnb%

[[J!W\m \ A
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| The juniors sprang forward. Then the hidden hand came out, and a Browning pistol glinted in it, But Wharton’s
staff was ready, and it struck the rascal’s hand with a blow that made him utter a howl of pain. * On him ™

roared Bob Cherry. (See Chapter 15.)

and a thrill of horror passed through him as he found
that he could not. Already his fat fingers were slipping
from their hold under his heavy weight.

With a gasp of terror he felt himself going.

A wild rush through the air—for nearly an inch and a
half—for the leads were only that moderate distance
under Bunter’s fat toes.

The shock of hitting the leads when he fancied he was
fulling into space doubled Bunter up, and he sat down
violently, and spluttered.

“Oh! Ow! ow! Qoococh!”

It was five minutes before he recovered sufficient]
to erawl to the edge of the roof and blink down into the
sarden, A thick and strong water-pipe there made the
lescent easier, and Bunter swung himself upon it, and
with many gasps and moans scrambled down. Once
safe upon terra firma, he breathed more easily. When
he had found his second wind he started off, scuttling
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round the house, and blinking on all sides nervously.
The boys were all in bed at that hour, but some of the
masters were still up. Lights gleamed from some of the
windows into the Close,

The fat junior scudded away across the Clese, and
dodged into the dark Cloisters. He knew his way well
enough there in the dark, and it did not take him long
to reach the old tower, and to grope hie way to the
hiding-place of the tuck-basket.

If he liad been a litile less excited with his enterprise
the fat junior might have been nervous of venturing into
that lonely spot at so late an hour. But he had no time
now to think of ghosts.

He prinned as he drew the concealed basket out of
the crevice. It was just where he had left it. Billy
Bunter felt that he had reason to be pleased with hia
own astuteness. He intended to take that consignment
of provisions to the hapless Belgian whom he had taken
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under kis wing, but, of course, he could not have carried
the basket out by way of the box-room. So he had
concealed it in the old tower to pick up on his way out.

It did not cross his mind that the basket had been
visited in its hiding-place. Skinner & Co. had not told
him. They were content to leave Bunter to make the
discovery when he went for his feed.

Bunter grasped the basket, and scuttled out of the
tower, and made his way to the school wall. Here was
another difficulty, but Bunter was quite inventive now.
He attached a thick string to the handle of the basket,
and tied the other end round his waist. Then he climbed
the tree which helped access to the wall, and was soon
astride of the wall. Then he pulled the basket up, and
lowered it into the road on the other side, and dropped
after it.

There was a bright glimmer of moonlight on the reoad
as Bunter picked up the bask:% and started down the
lane towards the wood. The full round moon sailed
high in a pale blue sky, and showed up the summit of
the Black Pike in the distance. ,

“My hat! This is heavy!” murmured Bunter, when
he had covered about a mile, and was eutering the wood.

It occurred to him to lizhtea the basket after the
maaner of /Esop of old, but he nobly refrained. He had
brought that tuck out for the hapless Belgian, and he
would rot devour it himself. As a matter of fact, he
would have found considerable difficulty in devouring
the contents of the basket, excepting for the few bags
of pastry Skinner had left on top. The stones and the
mortar would have defied even Billy Bunter in his
hungriest moment. .

The moonlight glimmered down into the wood with
a ghostly light. It showed DBunter the way—he had
calculated upon that—but it gave him a somewhat eerie
feeling. If he had felt himself alone in the wood he
would probably have turned back, so ecrie did the trees
and thickets seem in the moonlight. But the Belgian
was there; it was like havinz o companion to think of
him waiting in the woodman’s hut, Bunter had no
doubt that he had remained there.

The unfortunate Jacques Flon had evidently made the
old woodman's hut his hiding-place, and he could cer-
tainly not have found a more remote und secure one, or
one less likely to be visited. Probably the refugee was
hoping that Bunter would bring him food, though he
would hardly expect him at night. But there was ne
doubt that he would be glad to see him. :

Billy Bunter was feeling faggzed out by the time he
reached the old hut. All was silent a8 he approached.
The moon's clear licht streamed down on the broken
walls, covered with creepers.

Billy Bunter stopped. A sudden movement came to
his ears from within the hut, and he started, and thrilled
uneasily, though he knew that it ‘must be his friend the
Belzian,

“I say, I'long, are you awake?” he called out.

Silence.

“Flong, old man, I've brnu%ht you some grub.” _
The pale, emaciated face of the refugee appeared in
the moonlight in the doorway then. He looked blankly
at Billy Bunter. The Owl of the Remove gave him a
reassuring grin.

“Tt’s all right,” he said. “Only little me, you know.”

“Ach! I—I—je suis etonne!”

“Y don’t quite know what you mean by tonny,” said
Bunter, “but if you mean you're hungry here’s some
grub. Come out into the light; 1t's jolly dark in there.”

The man came out with a stealthy, creeping motion
and a strange light shining in his eyes.

“You—you have come?’ he muttered.

“Yes, rather! I knew I should find you here,” said
Bunter. “I'm really awfully sorry for you, old chap,
and I'm going to help you!" !

“You are verree kind to the poor Belgian!”

“Well, I'm a kind chap,” said Bunter. “I'm not
selfish like Wharton and those chaps, you know. Besides,
I'm patriotic. I'll be jolly glad to help you get back and
kill some more filthy Huns! I—I say, what are you
glaring like that for?” stammered Bunter, a little
startled by the look that came over his friend’s face.

“Ah! Nozzing! Excusez moi! My nerfs are not
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oood I muttered the man.
reconnaissant.”

“ Grateful, I suppose you mean,” said Bunter. “That's
right—you ought to be, you know. ’‘Tain’t every chap
that would sneak out of the dorm. in the middle of the
night and bring you grub, iz it?”

* Monsieur is generous!”

“Yes, I'm a gencrous fellow,” assented Bunter. “I
might get a flogzing forehis, yon know, if old Quelchy
found me out.”

“You have said nozzing of me®”

“What do you think? I can keep a secret,” said
Bunter. "I haven't uttered a syllable, of course—muot
a syllable!”

“Das ist—I—I—je veux dire, c'est tres bien,” said
the man. “You have brought me my food, my noble
and kind monsieur !”

“Yes, rather! T’ll have a bit of a feed with you—
I'm peckish,” said Bunter.

He opened the basket, and proceeded to uunpack it.
Three bags of pastry were turned out, and the refugee
began to cat immediately. Then a terrific expression
came over Bunter's fat face as he turned out a hali-
Lrick.

“Why, what—who—how—which

He turned the bag upside down, and the contents shot
out. Half-bricks, stones, mortar, rolled into a heap m
the grass. Then a yell of rage from Billy Buanter awoke
the echocs of the wood.

“I am—what you say—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER:
So Near Yet So Far!

o W! The beasts!”
O “Ach! Vat is it? Silence
" muttered the refugee.

vous !
“0Oh, the rotters! The rotten spoofers!”

Billy Bunter glared at the consignment he had turned
out of the basket. Certainly it was not catahle. The
very spectacles of the Owl of the Remove seemed to gleam
with rage.

“Vat is all zat:?"” asked the refugee.

“0Oh, the beasts! Somebody found the basket and
scoffed the grub,” groaned Bunter. “ That beast, Skinuer,
T suppose. I know now where he got that grub from, the
cad. He must have spotted me. I was awfully cautious,
too. Oh, the rotter! ILook at it! They've taken the
grub, and stacked in that rubbish! I mnever suspected
—— Oh, T'll wallop 'em! TI'll-I'll—" Words failed
Billy Bunter.

There was no feed for Bunter. The refugee finished
the tarts almost in a twinkling. There was not a crumhb
for the fat junior.

“It was vun trick,” said Jacques Flon.

“Yes, a dirty trick,” said Bunter. “I spent half a
gquid on that grub—and hid it all ready to bring out
to-night, vou know, and that ﬁpnuﬁng beast Skinner
found it and scoffed it. Oh dear!”

“(’est un mauvais sujet ce Skinner.”

“He's a regular beast!” groaned Bunter. “I wish
another Zeppelin would come, and drop a bomb on his
napper. Oh dear!”

* Moi, j'ai faim!”

“Eh?"

“I have hunger.”

“Well, you’ve had the tarts,” said Bunter discon-
tentedly. “I've had nothing. And that walk’s made me
jolly hungry. Oh, what a rotten sell! Of course, the
beast didn’t know I had the grub ready for a Belgian
refugee. Even Skinner would have let it alone if he had
known that.”

“It is poot zat you keep ze secret. You are verree dis-
creet, young monsieur! I trust vou wiz my life!”

“Oh, g-:-u can rely on me,” said Bunter, “I'm an
awfully disereet chap. And I'll tell you what, I'll bring
you some more grub to-morrow!”

“ Monsieur is verree generous,” said the man, looking
very strangely at Bunter.

“Oh, we all want to help the Belgians,” said Bunter.
“We're going to look after you, you kvow, fill those
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heastly Hune are kicked ont of Belgium. I hope vou'll be
en2 of the chaps who get to DBerlin and lag the Kaiser.
My idea is, you know, that that old duffer ought to ke
put ju a lunatie asvlum. What a queer way you llj‘m'e of
glaring at a chap, Flong—it quite makes me jump,.

“ Pardonnez moi—it is my umerfs!” muttered the
refugee, who had certainly glared at the fat junior like a
tiger,

" Well, there's nothing doing,” said Bunter. *“I sup-
po=e I'd better get back. I'll scrag Skiuner. I'll manage
to get along here somehow to-morrow, if I can keep these
beasts off the track, They're awfully inguisitive.”

The refugee looked alarmed,

“ Do not come if you shall be followed wiz ozzers,” he
exclaimed. * Better leave me zat I hunger, zan zat I am
found.”

“I'll be jolly eareful,” said Bunter. “If I can't get
here in the daytime, I'll get out of the dorm to-morrow
night, see:”

" You bring me more foed? Ven zat I have some food,
I can take ze boat and get over ze water——-"

“With that fishermun friend you mentioned:"

“Yes, ves!” said the refugee. *“Wiz him. Zere are
many boats in zat village of Pegg, is it not so—-zev are
left on ze heach at night i

“That's so!" said Bunter,

“Ze fishermen do uot wateh zem*”

“Oh, no; not as a rule,” said Bunter. * They kept a
watech on them at one time. when a Prussian Deast
escaped from the concentration camp at Wapshot, But
he was caught. What's the name of vour friend in
Pegg? I might give him a message from vou?"”

The re-fugee Liesitated.

“Emeet !” he said, at last,

“Smith! I don’t know anyone of that nmame {here."
enid Bunter. ' Where does he live*”

“Zat I do not know-—in a cottage, I zink.”

“It won’t be jolly easy for you to find him, then,” said
Bunter. “I don’t see how yon're going to get him to run
Liis hoat out, if you ean’t find him.”

“I takes ze chance,” said the refugee. “ Vunce zat I
have some food to take in ze boat, zen it is all right.”

“ But ean’t thizs man Smith provision the boat:”

*“ e is—vat yon say—poor. He have no money,”

“Oh, I see! Well, T'll hring vyeu some grub,” said
Bunter. “I'd do more than that for a Belgian reingee,
especially as you want te get back and kill some morc
filthy Prussians. Jolly lucky I'm in funds now."

“ I have money,” said the refugee eagerly. “I give you
some money to get ze focd—two, three sovereign ™

Billy Bunter wasabout to say *“Doue !” quite promptly,
but he checked himeelf. He was doing a good deed, and
he would not spoil it. He had, for once, plenty of monev
in his pockets, and he was determined to be Tenerous. x

" No,”" he said. * Keep your cash, Flong; I dare sav

s : A ;
E‘:I:]ii.]:r"ﬁd it. I'm going to stand you as much as you
t P

“"How can I zank monsieur:"

" Oh, never mind that,” said Bunter airilv. * This is
my way, you know. I'm an awfully gencrous chap., Now
you get back and sncoze, aud I'll elear off. I'll e along
again to-morrow with the grub, or else to-morrow night.
Comprenny "

“Mais oui, je
remercie.”’

“Oh, don’t mench!”

The refugee disappeared into the woodman’s hut. znd
‘Billy Bunter tramped away through the moonlit wood.
He was extreinely satisfied with himself. His feelings
towards Skinner, however, were ferocious. But for
Skinner’s raid, the refugee might have got awayv that
very night with that supply of tuek—and now Lis dEae
had to be put off for another twenty-four hours. Whic]h
meant that the secret had to be kept for another twenty-
four hours—and Bunter’s self-glorification had to De Pt
off. He was looking forward with great keenness to to)l.
ing the story in the junior common-reom, and relating
hiow he had saved that Beigian refugee—how he, William
George Bunter, was responsible for sending a man back
to the fighting-line, and putting another nail in the
Kaiser’s coffin. It would “take the shine ' out of any-
thing the Famous Five had ever done—DBunter was eure
of that.
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He was fagged out by the time he reached Grevfriars—
he was not a good walker. Then there was the echiool wall
to negotiate. Dunter could not possibly elimb it from the
outside, without the aid of a tree-trunk. He elambered
over the gate, with great difficulty, and landed breathless
in the Close. He was breathine like old bellows as le
tramped round behind the School House, He stopped to
rest for ten minutes belore hie Legan to climb on the out-
building to reach the box-rcom. Two o'clock rang out
from the clock-tower,

"My word! I shall be sleepy in the morning !” mur-
mured Bunter,

He clambered on the roof at last, and bLlinked up at the
box-room window, It was still open, as he had left it.
But a dreadful discovery dawoed en his mind. Standing
oin the tips of his toes on the leads, he could not get o
grip on the window-sill with hie fat fingers. His finger-
tips touched the sill, and that was all.

Bunter stood almost petrified,

He had forgotten about that—or. rather, he had never
thought of it at ail. How on carth was be to get in?

*Oh, my hat ! groaned Bunter, '* I'm done—done in
the eye I

He stood and Blinked up at the open window. There
was certainly no getting in. The only vesource was to
go vound the house again and throw up pebbles to the
window of the Remove dormitory, and wake some of
his Form-fellows. He was just as likely to wake a
master, or a prefeet.

““ All the fault of these Dbeasts!” minmbled Bunter.
"Oh, dear! Oh, dear! If they'd helped me out, they
could have helped me in! That is what comes of being
a patriot and a gencrous chap! Oh, dear !

““ Hallo, Tubby !

Bunter almost fell down in astenishment as the face
of Peter Todd looked down from the box-rocom window.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Keeping It Dark!

ETER TODD grinned down at Bunter, and Bunter
P blinked up at Peter Todd. k=

The fat junior gasped with velief.

How on earth Ieter Todd came to be in the Lox-
room at two o clock in the morning was a mystery, hut
he was evidently the right man in the vight place.

* Help me in, Toddy, old man !

 EheM

“ Help me in! I cant elimb in—TI {ergot I couldn't
reach to the window,” said Billy Bunter pathetically,

** Blessed if I didu’t forget it, teo ! said Peter Todd.
I came out here to stop yeu from getling in, not to
heip you in.”

“Why, yvou beast!” mmmbled Bunter indignantly.
“You awful rotter, Toddy! How did you know I was
cut, you beast®”

"1 woke up,” said DPeter.

““Eh? And supposing you did wake up, I don’t sce

"It wasn’t o case of seeing, but of hearing.”” grinned
Todd. “As I didn't hear the rumble of thunder in {le
dorm. I kuew you were oul. 1 knew you'd been asiciper
iellows to help you out to-night, you fat duffer, and when
I didn't hear you saorve I knew you were gone. 8o I
came out to stop you from getting in again. I've heop
waiting here for about an hour. I've got a pillow ready
to swipe you if yau try to get in!”

““Oh, really, Toddy——-"

“ After I've had a little talk with you I'm going to
fasten the window,” said Todd. ** Then I'm coing to
leck the bex-room door on the outside.”

“Oh, dear!”’

“'This is what comer of being a blade, a dog, and o
nut,” enid FPeter. "1 ean’t have any Llades, dogs, or
nute in No. 7 Study. You're going to be sacked.”

“ Look here, you silly ass, Peter! T haven't lheen out
on the ran-ann—not this time. I—I haven’t been to the
Cross Keys, I haven't scen Ponsonby, I haven t—any-
thing.™
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“Only been out for a little walk—what?’” asked
Peter.

or ETE'E'E-”

“Well, now you can go for another little walk,” said
Peter, ““ Keep it up till morning.”

““ I—I shall be found out. I shall get the sack!" said
Bunter. “Don’t be a beast, Toddy. Is that what you
call being a pal?”

“€an’t pal with dogs and blades.”

“I ain’t a Dblade,” groaned Bunter. “You know I
chucked all that up, Toddy. I tell you I haven’t- been
plaj'inﬁ the giddy goat-—not this time."”

“ Where have you been, then?”

“0Oh, out, you know.”

“ Well, you can stay out,’”” said Peter pitilessly. ““Tt's-

uite a nice night—plenty of moonlight, and not really
cold. Any more lies to tell before 1 shut the window?"”

“Yow! Keep that window open, you beast! I say,
Toddy, I—I've been out to do a—na good deed.”

“ Pile it on.”

“ A—a—a generous action,”” said Bunter.

“Oh, good! You improve with age. I suppose

Ananias would have done the same, if he had lived.
But you beat Ananias, hands down !"’

“I—I say, Toddy ! It’s a secret, you know. But—but
I've Leen out to help a Belgian refugee—take him food,

ou know."

““In the middle of the night?"’ grinned Peter. .

“Ye-es. You—you see, you rotters were watching
me all day——"

““And why shouldn’t we watch you, and see your
giddy Belgian—if there is a Belgian?” demanded Peter.

“1t’s .a secret,” groaned Bunter. °“His—his life’s in
danger !

“Oh, do draw it mild !” urged Peter. ““ A Belgian’s
life couldn’t be in danger in England Either you're
spoofing me, or somebody's been spoofing you. Tell yeur

ncle Peter all about it.”

““You're an inquisitive beast, Toddy! Ow! Let that
sash alone, you rotter! Look here, Toddy, I've promised
ta keep it a secret—word of honour, you know.”

Peter Todd peered at the fat junior in the inoonlight.
It was not usual for Bunter to tell the glain, unvar-
nished truth, but he looked as if he was deing so this
time.

“If you're giving it to me straight, fatly, somebody’s
bheen pulling your leg,” said Peter quietly. **Why
shnuldp a Belgian want it te be kept secret that you're
giving him grub?” _

“1—I can’t explain—word of honour, you know,”” said
Bunter. He felt that he had Peter there, for Peter had
often impressed upon Bunter the necessity of keeping
his word, even bringing a cricket stump into the
argument. )

““He can't be a Belgian,”” said Peter.

““Yes, he is; he speaks French.” ‘

*“ Well, other people besides Belgians speak French,”
said Peter Todd. ** Some spoofer has been pulling your

lng."

*1 tell you it’s all right !

“ And you meantersay you've broken bounds to take
food to a Belgian refugee in the middle of the night?”
said Peter.

“Yes; only that ead, Skinner, raided the grub, and
there was ouly bricks and mortar in the basket,” said
Bunter dolorously.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tain’t o laughing matter, vou votter! It's serious
enongh fer a Belgian chap who's had nothing for days
excepting the grub I gave him to-day,” said Bunter
indignantly. _

“So you gave him grub to-day?"” said Peter Todd.
-“ Tt was this precious spoofer who was at the woodman’s
hut with you, then?”

““He ain't a spoofer !

"« Meantersay you've been to the woodman’s hut now,
in the middle of the night?" said Peter, in amazement,

“Yes, I have.” ! :

“ Why, you wouldn’t have the nerve—in the woods &€
midniocht—scat "’

“ Well, I'm awfully brave, you know——'

““Ha, ha, ha!”
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““ Besides, there wasn’t any danger, and the Belgian
was there, too,” said Bunter, forgetting that it was a
dead secret. “He was jolly glad to see me, I can tell
you! The poor chap’s quite famished. But I'm not
going to tell you anything about it, even if you leave
me out all night. I'm not gﬂinfig to see poor old Flong

a flo

shot, not even if I pet gging 1" said Bunter
heroically.
“ Who's going to shoot him?"’

““That’s telling.”

Peter Todd stared hard at Bunter. There was no doubt
now that the fat junior was telling the truth, so far
as he knew 1t. But that a Belgian should be hidden in
the wood without food for days was a little too extra-
ordinary for Peter Todd to believe. He was a little more
acute than William George Bunter,

It was clear enough to Peter’s acute mind that some
spoofer had filled Bunter up with a yarn about being a
Belgian refugee. And it was very hard lines that
Buuter’s first good deed should be thrown away on gome
swindler.

I'or, astonishing as it was, there seemed to be no doubt
that the Owl of the Remove had been doing a good deed,
ao far as he knew.

“Now let me in, Toddy, there’s a good chap!” said
Bunter pleadingly. “Look here, I'll tell you all about
it later—every word. I can’t at present, because I've
promised not to while the man’s life is in danger. But
I'll tell 'you all of it later on. I meant to all along,
you know. I jolly well meant to show you that I can do
a patriotic thing.”

“ When will you tell me?”

““Wkhen it's safe. I can't risk his life, you know. As
soon as he's got away I'll tell you every word.”

“Oh, he's going away?” said Peter. ““ What is he

waiting for?"
“Ie can’t go in a boat without any grub,”” said
Bunter. **He would starve to death at sea, you know."

Peter gave a violent start.

“ He's going away by boat?” he ejaculaled.

“ Well, I suppose he couldn’t swim to Belgium, could
he?” said Bunter sarcastically. ““He isn't Captain
Webb, you know.”

_*“ Oh, I see,” said Peter, in a casual sort of way. “ He
mm];xli,; wants to get back to Belgium?”

That’s it!” said Bunter, greatly relieved to see
Peter getling into a reasonable mood. ““ Back to the
lighting, you know."

“Well, that's very creditable,'” said Peter,
why can’t he go by the Channel boat?”’

“He can’t, you see.”

“Deesn't want to show himself, e¢h?”

“That’s it.”

“Of course, he's given you some reason?”

A jolly good reason ! said Bunter. *“Te would be
jolly well shot if they found him. You see, they would
look on him as a deserter.”

“ Bunter, old chap, you might be put in prison for
helping a deserter ta escape.”

“ But he isn’t a deserter,” said Bunter. “ That’s only
how it looks. Ile explained it all to me, but I can’t
tell you, because it's a secret. The or chap was
wounded, you know, and the doctor told him he couldn’t
go bhack to the fighting line. Can't blame him for
clearing off without permission under those cires.. can
you, 'J.‘ndld 7 _ ’

“ Certainly not,” said Todd. “I see how it is Wounded
chap—anxious to get back to the Front—not allowed—
clears off to go by himself—afraid of being taken up as
a deserter, but all serene when he once oets into the
fichting-line—what?” '

“That’s it exactly,” said Bunter.
to hkelp him, now.
patriot, you know.”

“I'd help a chap myself in those cires,” said Peter.
“Of course, I should want to‘be sure those were the
Frus;.” Akem! Poor chap! He must have had a hard
ime.

“Awful!"” snid Bunter feelingly.
vou know. That's what made me feel that I ought to
(help him. T know what it’s like to miss a meal.”

“ Well, under the cires, I think I ought to let vou come

“ But

‘ “It was up to me
Don’t you think so, Toddy? As a

“Went without grub,
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in,” said Peter Todd. “I suppose you'll be going out
again to-morrow night—what? You’ll want help?”

“Yes,” said Bunter eagerly; “and you can help me,
Toddy. You see, I'm going {6 provide him with grub to
take in the boat, and then he’s going.”

“One of the fishermen’s boats, I suppose?”

“Yes. He's got a friend in Pegg, man named Smith,
and he's going in his boat,” said Bunter. “I don’t quite
know how he’ll find Smith, as he don’t know where he
lives. But he said it would be all right if he could get
the grub. He used to be a farmer in Belgium, and
they've burnt him out, the beasts! He’s awfully keen to
get back and have another go at'them. I'd like to tell
you all about it, Toddy, really, but I can't 111l he’s gone.
Word of honour, you know !

Peter Todd grinned. Bunter seemed to be unaware
that he had already told Peter Todd all about it. William
George Bunter had his own ways of keeping a secret.

“Don’t you tell me anything, Bunter,” said Peter im-
pressively. “You keep it dark! Don’t tell me even a
whisper.”

“1 won't,” snid Bunter.

“Not a word to a soul, you know. Why, if a lot of
chaps knew he was hiding 1 the woodman’s hut, they’d
go there to see him.”

“That's what he’s afraid of, you know.”

“But I suppose he isn’t there all the time, though?”.

“Qh, ves, he is! That’s his hiding-place,” said Bunter
unsuspiciously.

“ Bunter, old man, you've surprised me,” said Peter

admiringly. "I never thought you were such a good
hand at keeping a secret. Why, you're simply discretion
itself 1"

“Well, I am rather a discreet chap,” admitted Bunter.
“ Besides, I've given him my word, you know. I'mr going
to tell you all about it afterwards, Toddy.”

“Po!" said Peter. “Now give me your paws, and I'll
vank you in!”

Bunter gave him his “paws,” and Peter Todd yanked
away.

“(Oh, my aunt!” said Peter.
derrick! Up you come!”

Bunter seramhbled through the windew, and bumped
down into the box-room., Peter Todd closed the window
and fastened if.

“ Jolly lucky for you I was here,” he remarked. * Other-
wise, you’d have stayed out all night, and then your
secret would have been out. As it is, you can keep it
dark—deadly dark. I'm frightfully curious, of course,
but I won't ask you any gquestions, Bunter.”

“1'11 tell you all about it afterwards,” said Bunter.

“(Qh, do! Come on!”

They returned cautiously to the dormitory, and turned
in. Within five minutes, Billy Bunter's deep snore
resounded through the dormitory. But Peter Todd lay

“T wish I were a steam

awake for quite a long time. Deter Todd was thimking— -

hard!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Little Sleepy!

NOR-E-R-R-RRR |
Mr. Queleh stared.
It was the next morning, and the Remove were
in their Form-room. Mr. Quelch was conducting the
Bemove through that ancient country which in former
t+imes was divided into three parts. And all of a sudden,
{that deep and soncrous snore resounded through the
Form-room.

There was a giggle from the Remove.

Mr. Quelch stared at Billy Bunter. The fat junior’s
Lead had fallen forward, and he was fast asleep. And
shoring.

“ Bless my soul!” ejaculated the Remove-master,

SNorrrrrrr !

“ Bunter !”

Snorrrrrrr !

“ Bunter I

Snorrrrrrr !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Zilence!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “Wharton, wake
Bunter up at once! This is extraordinary!”

Harry Wharton grasped the Owl of the Remove by the
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ghoulder, and shook him. Billy Bunter started cut of the
land of dreams.

“Grooh! Yaw-aw-aw! Lemme alone!
bell,” mumbled Bunter drowsily.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bunter! Do you hear me, Bunter!” )

“Oh, lor'!” gasped Billy Bunter, coming into wide
wakefulness mnow, and blinking Ttowund him. “Oh,
crumbs! I—I wasn't asleep, sir "

“You were fast asleep, Bunter 1”

“Oh, no, sir! I just closed my eyes for o moment;
I always listen better with my eyes closed, sir,” explained
Bunter.

*You were snoring, Bunter,”
“0Oh, no, sir!” said Bunter.
it was Wharton yvou heard, sir, or Cherry

“You were fast asleep and snoring, Bunter. How dare
yeu fall asleep in the Form-room?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
“Did’ you not sleep last night#” :

“Like a top, sir; never opened my eyes once.” said
Bunter mendaciously. “I always sleep like a top, sir.”

Mr. Quelch looked at him suspic:iﬂuslly. ;

“You were not out of your dormitory last mnight,
Bunter?”

“I, sir? Oh, no, sir!”

“Very well. Do not fall asleep again 1™

* Certainly not, sir.”

Bunter rubbed his eyes, and blinked, and the lesson
proceeded. About ten minutes later, Mr. Quelch’s voice
was interrupted by a deep and resenant sound,

Snorrrrrrrrrrr |

" Goodness- gracious!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, while the

"Tain’t rising-

“T never snore. FPerhaps

Lt

Removites grinned. *“That boy is asleep again!
Bunter 1"
Snorrrrrrrrrrr !

““ He cannot have slept last night !” exclaimed the Form-
master. “Is it possible that Bunter has been breaking
bounds? Bunter!”

Wharton shook the Owl of the Remove again, and
Bunier’s eyes opened, with some difficulty, The eyelids
scemed to be glued together.

“Oh, dear!” murmured Bunter. " Yaw-awa-aw

“ Bunter, this is extraordinary! Are you sure jou
slept well last night?” exclaimed the Form-master, puzzled
and angry.

“ Nunno, sir,” mumbled Bunter. *I—I had indigestion,
sir, and it kept me awake most of the might. I'd like
to go and lie down a bit, if I may, sir.”

“You have stated that you slept soundly all might,
Bunter.”

“Oh, dear! I—I was speaking generally, sir.”

“You are not telling me the truth, Bunter. I suspect
that you were out of your dormitory last night.”

“(Oh, no. sir! I never opened my eyes once.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Rilence! This boy’s absurd falsehoeds are not a
subject for mirth!” exclaimed Mr. Queich. “ Bunter,
you are contradicting yourself. You are speaking un-
truthfully !

rlI'

“(Qh, dear! What—what I really meantersay, sir, 1s
that I—I—I—I—"
“ Well?” -

“I]—I—I——" Bunter's eyes closed in spite of himself,
and he finished with an echoing snore. Snorrrrr!

“Dear me!” said Mr. Qulech. *The boy is actually
asleep again. This must be inquired into. Todd, take
Bunter to the dormitory. He cannot do his lessons in
this state.”

Peter Todd jerked Bunter out of his seat, and the fat
junior opened his sleepy eyes and blinked and struggled.

“Lemme alone! I'm sleepy! I'm not going to get up
yet 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Oh, dear!” Bunter blinked round him, and realised
once more that he was in the Form-room. *“I—I—I——
Oh, dear! Yaw-aw-aw!”

“Take him away, Todd!”

Peter Todd led the fat junior out of the Form-room.
Bunter fell asleep walking, in the passage, and Peter woke
him with a slap on the shoulder.
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“Yow-ow! Beast!”

*QOh, you ass!" said Peter. "Iz this the wav yvou keep
a secret? Come on, vou lubher ™

They reached the dormitory at last, and Bunter rolled
on his bed. He gave Todid one slecpy blink, and then——
Snorrrrr !

Peter Todd removed his spectacles for him, and threw
a rur over his feet, and then left him to snore. He
returned grinning to the Form-room. When Bunter had
recovered from that extraordinary attack of sleepiness he
would have to undergo an examination in Mr. Quelch’s
study, which would put his powers as an Ananias to the
test.

Bunter did not return to the Form-room that morning.
When the Lower Fourth were dismissed, some of them
went to have a look at Bunter. He was still extended on
his bed, deep in slumber, and snoring away as if for a
wager,

“Well, that takes the cake,” said Bolsover major.
“What has he heen up to? DMust have been out on the
tiles last night.”

“The silly ass must have got out, affer all,” said
Skinner.

The Famous Five were not among those who looked in
on the fat junior. As soon as the Remove were out from
lessons, Peter Todd called the Famous Pive, and Squiff,
and Mark Linley into the Close, with a mysterious
manner that excited their curiosity at once.

“What's the little game?”" asked Wharton, puzzled.

“I want you,” said Peter.

They followed him under the elms in the Close.

“Do you know anything ahout Bunter's getting out?”
asked Bob Cherry.

Peter Todd nodded.

“Yes; I let him in.” '
did go out!”

“Then the fat bounder exclaimed
Wharton.
“Yes. Not on the tiles, though., He went out to do a

good deed.”

“0Oh, draw it mild "’

“It’s a dead secret. Bunter isn't going to say a word.
I screwed it all out of him, and he isn't in the least aware
that I know all ahout it,” explaincd Peter. “I'm going
to tell you chaps, and then we're going.”

“Eh! Going where®”

“To the old woadman’s hut.”

“What on earth for:”

“To catch the (ferman the police have been locking for
the last four or five days.”

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Run to Earth!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. looked at Peter Todd as if

wondering whether he had taken leave of his

Senses, ,
“The—the German?®” said Bob Cherry.

“Yes. You remember what we read in the lllmper—a
German spy giving secret signals at night over the North
Sea. They raided his house, and he scooted out of a back
window and vanished.”

“Yes, we know that,” said Wharton.
a hundred miles away hy this time.”

“ He’s two and a half miles away,” said Todd.

“ How the dickens do you know?"

“My dear chap, he hasn't been caught yet. I've looked
into this morning’s paper to see. He hasn’t shown up
anywhere, Ie's hiding somewhere.”

“I suppose so. But——"

“ Listen, and I will a tale unfold,” said Peter Todd, in
the best manner of the Remove Dramatie Society, * Lend
me your ears——

“Oh, get on!”

“ Yesterday Bunter found a man in the weodman’s hut,
He was a Belgian refugee—talked to Bunter in French.
He was wounded, sent to hospital in England, couldn’t
go back to the fighting, so deserted, to go back on his
own.”

i MT ]111!} !u

“If he's canght before he gets back, he will be treated
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as a deserter. But once he's back in the fighting, of
course they'll be glad to have him. That's the varn he
told to Bunter.”

“WWell, it's possible,” said Nugent.
~"And, of course, he's got-to go seceretly,” said Todd.
" Ro Bunter's going to provide him with grub, and he's
golng to take a boat at Pegz and scoot out to sea.”

“Great Scott!”

“He's told Bunter that a fisherman friend in Pece is
golng to help him: bat he seems rather vague about thas
fisherman,” resumed Peter. “AMy idea is, that that
fisherman hasn’t been born yet, and the giddy refugee is
going to steal a bhoat.”

L] Eut_'ﬂ

“J say, this iz rather a new departure for Bunter—
shelling out to help a chap in distress,” said Squiff, in
wonder,

“Didn’t I tell you I was making a man of Bunter®”
sald Todd. “I've nearly broken a ecricket-stump on him
already. He's improving. Only, you see, he's a howling
ass, and when he begins doing good deeds, he puts his
foot in it. Of course, he’s not used to good deeds yet.”

“Ha, ha, hal” i

*“ My idea is, that this giddy refugee has been spoofing
Biim with a tall story, and that he's no more a Belgian
than I am,” said Todd. “ My suspish is that he's that
German who bolted and disappeared, and that he wants
to get a boat to escape in, not to join the Belgians, but

to join the Germans.”
“Oh!l"”

“ Bunter is an ass—lie would swallow anything. But
think it ont, and think which is more likely,” said Todd.

“There's not mueh doubt about it,” said Harry
Wharton, *“He has been spoofing Bunter, of course.
He's not a Belgian.”

“Of course he isn't., The yarn is possible—just possible
ennugh to Impose on a blinking duffer like Bunter. It’s
jolly Ineky lhie was imposed on, too,” said Peter thought-
fully—" jolly lucky.”

“1 don’t see why.”

“Bunter found liim hiding in the woodman’s hut, and
he told a yarn about Leing a Belgian., Of course, he’s a
cunning rascal, and he sized Bunter up as a silly ass.
But if he hadn't heen able to take Bunter in, he would
have scragged him. He wouldn’t have let the duffer
come away to tell everybody that there was a hungry
man hiding in the woods. My idea is, that if he hadn’t
bren able to spoof Bunter, he would mest likely have
throttled him.”

“Oh, crumhbs!”

“He's a desperate johnny, or he wouldn't think of
chancing the Channel in an open hoat. He'll get ten years

e — 1 —ECACr—" rT—— o &

Cycle to and from your place of business ;
on a Rudge-Whitworth bicycle, and save

the cost of tram or 'bus or rail. The §
reliable Rudge will make you richer in §
cash saved and health improved.

Send a posterrd for the sp=cial issun of A miniature §
newspaper ' The Kudpe War Record” and for the B
191s Untalogue, fully itlustraved, and giving details of
SUr 45y payment syslem,

Rudge-Whitworth Ltd (Dept,331), Coventry

Londen Depats : 210, Tattenham Coiet Raad (Oxfpd B
Steeet endl, W. 23, Halhaen Viaduer, TG, KHafea §

#0) Britain's Best Bicycle

CHUCKLES,

THE PENNY PDPULAR, i d
Every Saturgay ‘5‘ ;

Every Friday.



at least for spying, even if they don’t choot him—and they

shoot spies sometimes,” said Todd. " He told Bunter he
was in dunger of being shot. It may be true—but not
a3 a Belgian deserter, %ut as a German spyv.”

The chums of the Remove looked very grave.

Billy Bunter's life had been in danger. It was for-
tunate for the fat junior that he had believed the
outcast’s story, and resolved to help him. A good deed
15 never wasted, and Bunter's first good deed had
prebably saved his life,

“1We ought to cut over to Wapshot, and get some of
the Territorials,” said Nugent.

Peter Todd shook his head. s

“There's one chance in a thousand that e was telling
Bunter the truth,” he said. “If that's so, we don’t want
to give the poor beggar away. We're going to take the
matter in hand ourselves. You fellows are game:”

* What-ho !”

“Then get vour staves, and come cn. We may nced
the staves if there is a scrap. IHe may be armed.”

The juniors looked at one another. A desperate
German with a revolver was not exactly a pleasant person
to tackle in a lonely wood. But they did not shrink from
it. Tt was their duty as Boy Scouts to “back up.”
They made up their minds.

“Lead on, Macduff !” said Bob Cherry,

“There are eight of us, and we're enough for him, if
he’s got a machine-gun in his pocket,” said Peter. “ We
shall be late for dinner, but that can’t be helped. Get
and change, and let’s get off.”

Nothing more was said., The chums of the Remove
hurried to the dormitory, and changed like lightning into
their scout rig. Billy Bunter was still snoring on his
bed, and they grinned as they saw him. The fat junior

was probably dreaming of jam-tarts and mince-pies—
certainly he never dreamed of what was about to happen
to his Belgian.

The scouts hurried out.

They took the path to the wood, and covered the
ground quickly. It was a good distance to the woodman’s
Ihut. They would have to be back late for dinmer, how-

ever the adventure turned out, but that could not be
helped,

The more they thought about the matter, the more
certain it appeared to them that the refugee had deceived
Bunter. is story was too extraordinary to be easily
credited by anyone a little less obtuse than the Owl of
the Remove. But they meant to give him a chance, If
he was a genuine Belgian, they were his friends. But he
would have to prove it.

Harry Wharton, as chief of the Tagles, took the
command as they came through the thick wood and
approached the lonely hut. He whispered his directions.
The scouts spread out into a cirele, to approach the wood-
man’s hut from all quarters. Their orders were to collar
the man if he fled, and to “pile in™ with their staves if
he resisted. With the circle of keen scouts round his
hiding-place, the refugee was not likely to get away,

They came in sight of the old hut at lust.

Half-buried in leaves and ereepers, it lay silent in the
sunlight that filteved through the thick branches above.
It was silent, without life—it looked utterly solitary and
deserted. ITarry Wharton uttered cautiously the signal-
call of the Eagles. It was answered by the scouts from
all directions. The hut was surrounded.

Then Wharton strode out from the trees, and walked
boldly towards the hut.

There was not a sound or a movement.

The schoolboy =zcout entered the hut and looked round.
The sunlight gleamed in through the branches over-
Lead. In the corner, the mass of thickets that grew
within the ruined walls was guite still,

Was the man there?

Wharton smiled a little at the sign of fresh footprints
in the grass that overgrew the old cartheu floor. Some-
cne had been there quite lately.

Wharton gave the Eagle-signal again, and there was
a brushing in the thickets, as the scouts closed in on all
sides.

“You may as well show yourself, Monsieur Jacques
Flon,” said Wharton, in a steady voice; " we know you
are there.”

There was no sound—no movement! Was the man
gone? Wharton stepped towards the bushes and thrust
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in his staff. His heart beat a little faster. If the man

was there, and if he was a German, it was not impossible
that he might reply with a bullet. There was a move-
ment in the bLushes now. Wharton's staff had touched

.4 body among the ferns and leaves.

“Venez!” he said, in Freuch,

“ Monsieur! Avyez pitie de moi!”

The refugee staggered from the bushes. His face was
white, and his eves were burning. One of his hands was
in the pocket of his ragged coat. Wharton suspected
al once that it grasped a hidden weapon, and he was
upon his guard. DBut the refugee was evidently intend-
ing to play his game as a Belgian first—he must have
heard the rustling which showed that the hut was sur-
rounded.

“If you are a Belgian, we are your friends,” said
Wharton.

*Oui, oui, je suis Belge,”

“Come in, you fellows, Bob and Marky and Toddy,"-
called out Wharton. * The rest of you keep guard!”

“ Aye, aye, captain!” grinned Bob Cherry.

The outcast’s eves dilated as three juniors entered tho
hut and joined Wharton. He was fairly cornered, and
nunless his story was true, he was fairly done!

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Scouts’ Victory !
‘ YEZ pitie de moi I” murmured the outcast, his eyes
gleaming, with a hunted leok, at the juniors.
“Je suis Belge—soldat—-""
“If you're a Belgian soldier, we're all friends
here,” said Mark Linley.

“Only you must prove it,” said Wharton.

“Mais, c'est vrai—it is all true, messieurs!
Belge I”

“You look more like a German than a Belgian,” said
Wharton. " DBut we’ll see. Have you any objection to
heing searched?”

The man’s look grew desperate.

" Mais pourquel?” he exclaimed.
Belge—"

“Yes, you've said that you're a Belgian,” assented
Wharton. " DBut you've got to prove it. There's a
German spy skulking about somewhere, and my im-
pression i1s that you're the man. But you must have
sowething about you to prove one way or the other. If
vou ar2 a Belgian soldier, you have your papers?”

“Tout perdu—"

“ All lost,” suid Bol) Cherry—well, you’ve got something
—aspecially if you're a German. If you're a Belgian, we
apologise i advance, and we’ll take you to our giddy
bosom like a long-lost brother. But we're going to make
jolly sure that vou're not a Hun!”

“You've got to be searched,” said Peter Todd. “If

vou're all right, it won’t hurt you. No need to waste
time.”

The refugee backed away as the juniors advanced upon
him. Wharton was watching the hidden hand, and he
had his staff ready.

" Mails, messieurs—je ne veux pas—I will not De
searched ! said the outcast. “Go away mit you and
leave me——"

“No jolly fear!™

“You're going to be searched,” said Wharton; “and
yvou can take it quietly or not, just as you like. Collar
him !

The juniors sprang forward. Then the hidden hand
came out, and a Browning pistol glinted in it. But
Wharton’s staff was ready, and it struck the rascal’s
hand as it appeared, with a blow that made him utter
a howl of pain, and the Browning dropped to the ground.

“On him!” roared Dob.

The refugee struggled furiously in their grasp.

He made a savage effort to get at the fallen pistol,
but Mark Linley kicked it away into the bushes, and the
man went down with the juniors clinging to him. But
with a terrible effort he flung them off, leaped up, ard

i

T am

“J'ai dit que je suis
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sprang away through the doorway of the hut. Wharten
velled as he rolled in the grass:

“Stop him!”

The man bounded out into the wood. He bounded
right into Squiff, who seized him instantly, and clung
to him like a cat; and Nugent and Hurree Singh were on
him the next moment, and then Johnny Bull. The
outcast went down, fighting like a tiger. Iarry W harton
& Co. came pouring I}mathleaslg out of the hut, and
piled in, and the rascal was quickly secured. ‘

He lay panting in the grasp of eight juniors, with a
powerful grasp on every limb, and on his threat, and his
hair, and his ears. There was not much chance of escape

for the outcast then. _ | S—
“ Rather looks as if he isn't a Belgian—what?” grinned

ob Cherry. | —
B"The H::rmfulness of the csteemed beast is terrific!
said Hurree Singh. i

It was plain enough now—especially as the captured
rascal was pouring out a stream of fierce exelamatious
in guttural German. | B .

But the fearsome words that rolled from his lips did
not worry the scouts. They did not even understand
them. IHarry Wharton took a cord from his pocket, and
the German’s hands were dragged together and tied at
the wrists. _

Then he was dragged to his feet, his eyes burning with
rage, and fiery German utterances still pouring out In
a boundless stream. . : .

« Sounds like cracking nuts, don’t it said Bob Cherry.
“ Pick out that pistol, somebody, that’s a bit of evidence
against him. We needn't search him now—they can do
that at the camp.”

The triumphant juniors marched the captured rascal
away. It was a feather in the cap of the Boy Scouts of
Greyfriars. _ _

e German tramped away sullenly, with a grip on
each of his bound arms. When he lagged, a gentle prod
from a scout’s staff started him again, They tramped
away through the wood, and came out at last into the lane.

Straight to the police-station in Friardale they marched
the German, and P.-c. Tozer, who was sunning himself
on the steps of the little station, almost fell down at the
sicht of them. . e

“My heye!” ejaculated Mr. Tozer. Oh, jiminy!
That’s 'im?! That's the man what's wanted! Xnow him
in a second! Where did you find "im?” '

“ Picked him up in the wood, you know,” said Peter
Todd. *“Thought we’d just rope bim in, you know.
Always glad to lend the polico a hand, you know, like
Sherlock Holmes, when they're stumped and can’t find

their man.”

“Ha, ha, ha " _

“ None of your clheek,” said Mr. Tozer ungratefully.
“You ‘and that Prooshin villain hover to me! Kim on,
my man—don’t look like a caged tiger. I've got a nice
little cell ’ere all ready for you. Kim on!"

“Ach!”

“ Grunt away,” said Mr. Tezer. “No law agin gruntin’,
Kim on!”

The CGerman disappeared into the station with Mr.
Tozer. IHarry Wharton & Co. turned back towards Grey-
friars.

“That’s the official thanks we get,” said Peter Todd.
with a grunt; “and we're an hour late for dinner, and

1L

we sha'n't get any .
“ Country first I"” said Bob Cherry. “ Country comes even

before dinner! See daily papers! DBut hop it, I'm
famished! HRace you to Grevfriars!”

The juniors arrived at Greyfriars breathless. Billy
Bunter met them in the doorway of the School House.
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“You've missed dinner, you duffers!” said DBunter.
“Quelchy is ratty! You’ll get licked! Here he comes!”

“Wharton—and all of you!” Mr. Queleh’s voica was
thunderous. “ You are an hour late for dinner; what
do you mean by it?"

“ Sorry, sir " began Whartoen.

“The sorrowfulness is terrific, honoured sahib. But
the patriotic duty comes firstfully I” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. “It was our dutiful bizney to collarfully
seize a Prussian Hun !”

“What I”

“We've been scouting, sir,” said Wharton. “We've
caught that German spy who's been missing for nearly
a week!"”

“Bless my soul!” Mr. Quelch’s voice was not at all
thunderous now. “Is it possible, Wharton?"

“ Yes, sir. We've handed him over to Mr. Tozer.”

“Dear me! This refleets very great credit upon the
Boy Scouts of this school,” said ?Mr. Que!lch. *“ Where
did you find this man?”

" He was hiding in the old woodman’s hut, in Friardale
Weod, sir,” said Harry. “He made out that he was a
Belgian refugee. But Mr. Tozer knew him at once, and
he's locked up now.”

There was a yell from Billy Bunter.

“You duffers! You've collared my Belgian!”

“Your DBelgian turns out to be a German, Billy,”
grinned Peter Todd. “His name’s no more Jacques Flon
than mine is Hohenzollern. He's the German spy.”

“Rats! You've made a mistake !"

“Tozer knew him, fathead!”

“I don’t care! Tozer's a silly ass! You've jolly well

collared my Belgian in mistake for a German, you
duffers |”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

: What does this mean?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

The man palmed himself off as a Belgian, sir, and
got Bunter to give him some grub,” said Peter Todd;
“but we snotted him.”

“Indeed! You should be mor: eareful, Bunter. Still,
I cannot but approve of your action,” said the Remove
master. “If you believed the man was a Belgian, you
were quite right to help him. But you should be more
careful to inquire inte the bona-fides of such a person.
My boys, you have done very well indeed. I will ask
the cook to provide vou with dinner at onece!”

Th{-_ scouts enjoved that dinner. They had first-class
appetites fer it. They ate it in the midst of a eurious
crowd who swarmed inte the dining-rooin, to inquire
into the particulars of the arrest of the German. Billy
Bunj:tar was there. His eves were blinking with rage
behind his glasses. Evidence was of no use to Buntor
Hﬁ I'inrs::atfdd tt:lilm: I !.1!1;3 lsmuts had made a regula;:

owler,” an at his Belrian wa '

W dpor L6 g s & Belgian, and not a

And Bunter declired to be convinced. Even when the
Head of Grevfriars received a letter from the Home
Office, acknowledging the service that the Boy Scouts
of Greyfriars had rendered, Bunter refused to be con.
vineced. That letter was read out in Big Hall, and ther»
were loud cheers. But Bunter only snorted. And evea
when it was learned that the raseall v Hun had been sent
to a long term of penal servitude, Billy Bunter persisted
in his oninion. g

“You silly asses have made a howler!"
sconts fifty times at least., “The ]'!ﬂlnit‘&e;l.'ﬂ élsﬁzﬂd tgﬁ
So are the Home Office! 8o are the Governmont ! I'j-:}llq.-

well know that my Belgian was a Belgian !

L

W 5 5 s L] " W
To which the scouts replied either with laughter, or
with the ancient and classic monosyllable, “ Rats 1”
THE END,
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THE FIRST INSTALMENT. !

Dick Damer, in consequence of an offer veceived from his
unele, goes out to Australia to live with him. As soon as he
arrives he hears of his uncle’s death from a man named
Wasley Crane, his uncle’s former partner.

Wesley Crane, in furtherance of a scheme known best to
himself, has Dick drugged and smuggled aboard the Rain-
how, a small schooner commanded by Captain Cripps, and
hound for an unknown destination.

Dick receives very harsh treatment from the skipper, and
nas to share the lot of the ¢rew, which is composed entively
of Chinese.

On the fourth day out a derelict is sighted. Captain
Cripps, accompamed by Dick and one or two of the China-
men, go aboard, and they discover that, although they had
imagined the ship to have been abandoned, a boy has been
left behind, overpowered by pas fumes,

Dick and tho Clonamen are ordered to get him aboard
the Rainbow, while the eaptain remains on the Kauri, ag the
derelict s namesl.  As soon as they reach their own ship
and have attended the boy's wants, they are startled Ly a
deep booming sound. A storm is rising !

(Now go on with the siory.)

THE SECOND INSTALMENT.
The Castaway Takes Command,

Dick, who had been leaning over the castaway, straighlened
himself with a sharp exclamation.

“What——" he began. Then his eyes fell on Chang's
frce, and the expression upon it cut his question short. Ifor
the first time since he had Lknown the man he saw stark
terror wril large on the yellow man’s countenance.

Dropping everything, Chang darted for the ladder and
went up it like a flash. Dick, hard at his heels, reached the
deck, and for a moment stood stock still, unable to believe
his eyes.

Fifteen minutes earlier, when he had left the deck. the
sun had been blazing down from a cloudless sky. Now the
sUI was gone, swallowed by a monstrous volume of inky
vapour which was swecping up with tremendous speed.
The blazing heat had chanzed to a bitter ohill,

But this was not the worst. To the southward, darkness
had shat down across the ocean like a cover sliding over a
hateh, and beneath it the sea was boiling under a sguall of
appalling fury. Dick could see the white line of foam rush-
mg towards the schooner at the rate of an express train,

while the roar of the oncoming tempest set the whele air

a-tremble.
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He had heard of the suddenness of these Pacific storms,
but this—this was incredible, appalling.

As he stood there, helpless, not knowing what to do, the
firsl gust caught the schooner and set her sails and spars
swinging and Hiapping wildly,

“What can we do, Chang? What can we do?” he cried
despairingly, and for the first time in his life a hideous sense
of his own helplessness and ignorance overwhelmed him,

“Me not know. Me tink gettun sail down,” answered

Chang. :

D"‘Ehnn call to the men. Tell them what to do!”™ cried
ick.
Chang shouted to the men, but they did not move. They

stood where they were, elinging to cleats or stays, paralysed
with fear.

Just then Dick saw Cripps come springing up on to the
deck of the Kauri. Ile saw him rush to the side waving his
avms, evidently shouting orders. But the roar of the storm
swamped his voice, and the next instant o veil of darkness
swept over mm, hiding him and the ship in a single second,
_ Before Dick could draw one more breath it was on the
schooner, and catching her full on the beam, pressed her
over until lier lee gunwale was.buried, and it seemed that
sho would instantly capsize.

“You set o' swabs! Call yourselves sailormen? Are you
goiny to let yourselves drown like rats in a tub?”

I'he voice came ringing through the din and thunder of
tho storm like the cle#r call of u bugle, and Dick, clinging
10 the starboard ratlines, turned his head and saw the boy

frown the Kauri spring up from the hatch and dash across the
reeling deck towards the wheel,

:' Stand by, men—stand by !

he Chinese ereow, whe had paid no attention whatever to
tho orders of Chang, seemed galvanised into sudden activity
hi; the trumpet-eall of the stranger’s voice. They sprang to
LPEPE Y

* Livak alive, there ! Get hold of the cutter's warp ! Sharp
now, for your lives! Make the warp fast to the staya'l
halhards!  1'ass the end forrard; outside the rigging, you
idiots! Now, make fast to the bitts! Let out some o’ the
line, there! That'll do! She's coming up "

. The boat, in which Dick had just returned from the derelict,
had been towing astern, and the first rush of the storm had
swamped her,

The stranger whom Dick had rescued had seen that the
one chance of saving the Rainbow was to use the swamped
boat as a sca-anchor. This he achieved by fastening her to
the schooner’s bow instead of to the stern. The result was
that the Rainbow, auswering to the drag, veered round, and
now lay head to the seas, pitching violently, but riding out
the squall in perfect safety.

. It was a masterly manceuvre, and even Dick, utterly
ignorant as he was of any form of seamanship, realised this

- much.,

Dick had helped all he could—not that that was much.
Now lhe stood, breathing hard, close to the wheel, and staring
out in the direction of the derelict. But the rain was comin
down in spouts. Nothing was visible beyond a hundred-yar
radius, As for the derelict, there was not a sign of her.

“Hi, there, yon—you wiﬁte boy! What are you loafing
thoere for? Get on and help get in that fore-s’11"" -

Dick realised that the order was addressed to him, and for
a moment resented it savagely. But only for o moment., He
was aware that the new-comer had, of course, no idea to
whom he owed his rescue. He knew, too, that every hand
was needed, and he staggered forrard to obey,
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The rod-haired boy followed him. He had lashed the helm.
He paszsed Dick, and sprave inwe the rigging.,  Clearls, e
was a fine seaman. Ile knew exactiy what to do, and how
to deo it and the Chinamen, encouraged by his example,
worked magnificently, i

Dicle pulling here and hauling tiere az lie wasz bid, was
conscious the winle time of the tremendous personniiiy of the
volungster, of his enormous pnvsical steength and driving
power. 80, like the Chinamen, ek obeved the orders that
rang full aned clear aliove the shrick of the storn,

It was quick come, quick go. Ther lad barely finished
sungging down, when the sky beman to grow lignter. The
riin ceasad, the wind dropped, and then, like the rolling up
of w drop seene in a theatrs, the ragged mness of cioud swept
away, leaving the sky a burning biue, with the sun Haring
duwn upon the =tll heaving waters

The cub frorm the Kaurt went running up the weather
rigring to the ero<streos, Diek suw him standing there, hold-
ing by one hand, <hatding his cves with the other from the
hot plave of the sun.  For perhaps two monuates he stocd,
sweeping the whole horizon,  Then e shoolk his head, and
carne swiftly down again,

“Nou ostgn of the Kauri " said Dick
the deck?

The red-haired youngster stared hir up end down in a
conternptuous way, which brought the Llead to Iiek’s checks.

*No,” he said shortly. “Where's your skipper!” he
added.

“He was aboard the Kaurt when the storm came on.”

“Then the chances are he's there " said the other, jerking
his thumb dewnwards with an unpleasintly significant gesture,
“Got o mate?"” he continued.,

“No. The rvest of the erew are Chinamen,”

“Gleat snakes, what an outht! And who are you?”

“Damer, my name 15—Dick Damer."”

“And you're the chap who was going to let the schooner
capsize without Lifting a fingor to save her®*™

The coutempt in his voier stung Dick,

“What else could I do?"” he retorted.
aboard four davs”

“Never been to sen before? XNoj 1
don't leok it.  What's your job "

“Anything and overything,” answercd Dick, “1 wns
drugged in Sydney, and put aboard without knowing any-
thing about it.”

Theo other burst into a ereat laugh,

“Shanghaiod—eh Y Christunas, but Tl bet vour skipper
was pleased when he saw what they'd palined ofi on him 7

Thie colour rose hotly in Dick’s checks,

“It was no fault of mine. I didn't ask to come™

“You wouldn't. But, as you're here, you'd better he
useful, What is this craft, and where's she bouwiad ¥

“She's the Rainbow of Ssdney, That's all T know,
Captain Cripps didn't tell me what her business was, or where
she was going. "

At the name of Cripps, a scowl erossed the ather’s Tace,

“Abner Cripps ! Was that the chap?”

Di{:k ill][llif?‘[?

“The old pirate. T've heardd of him., I'll lay it was some
low-down game he was aflter, Wonder if the Chink head-man
has got any notions? Which 13 he?”

“Chang. That tall man.”

11, you, Chang !” shouted the INauri hoy,

Chang stepped  briskly ecress.  From the smart way in
which he obeyed the new-comer, it was clear that he regarded
him with considerable respect,  In fact, as Dick dizcoveroed
Inter, the wonderful picce of seamanship which had saved the
Rainbow Lad given s anthor a very high place in the
estimation of the Clinese crew, JTudeed, they regaeded him
with a respect that was almost suprrstitious,

“See here, Chang,” sald the tall voungster briskly, “your
skipper’s gone, Chances are he's dead amd drowned, Ilave
you any notion where this craft’s bound?” _

“Chang not know nothing. Captuin Clipps, he onlee
man what know."

“Thought as much. Well, I suppose the best thing we can
do is to ’bout ship, and get back to Svdeey.  And lucky for
yvou folk I know my navigation. If T dida't, we might float
around this old Pacific Ocean till Doomsday ™

Ho paused, and scemed to consider a moment.

“Stay! I'll have a look at the old shark’s papers first,
Like as not, there might be something worth getting one's
teoth into. Iere you, Damer. and yon, Chang, come along
down to the old man's cabin! May as well zee I do the
thing all ship-shape and proper.”

He gave a quick glanee round at the sea
then led the way briskly down the companion.  Dick. follow-
ing, could hardly repress a shudder as the other burst
unceremoniously into Cripps’ cabin, He half faneied that the
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sryuaft, 11-‘:1‘0}11&_&11 form of the skipper must rise in savage
protest at the ntruston,

“Now then,” said their leader, " nere's his desk | Suppose
the Lkev's gone down with him? Weil, we'll soon have it
GLeEn

te losked round, and, sesing a heavy sheath-knife hanging
ofo ihie wall, whipped it out of its scabbard, and set to work
on the desk, There was a rending crash, and, amid a shower
of white splinters, the heavy lid few open.

Inzide, besides the log-book and writing material, were
several bundles of letters and papers, The red-haired bozy
pulled out the whole lot, fung them on the bunk, and, situng
dewn on the cdge of it delinerately began to examine them.

Cnes ar twice he frowned, and once ELE laughed,

“(rosh, but the old man was a peach !” he mutterod.

At last he came o a long blue envelope, from which he
dreve o lester and a chars, the latter folded across and acrnss,
Az ho eead the letter, Dick saw his expression change. There
came-ah cager pieam in his eyes. Then he unfolded the map,
and spread it ool earefully on top of the desk, Lick noticed
a course pricke lwout acrcss it and a ciccular mark in red
ink.

For a minute or two the red-haired boy studied it care-
fullv, Then suddenly he brousar his fst dewn on the desk-
top with a bang that maede Dick jump.

“Thought as much, Cripps was on a good thing, and no
error, Here you, Damer, you can read if you can't do any-
thing else. Take this, and squint through 1. Chang, you
elear out. I'll have a chin-chin with yvou afterwards.”™

Chang vanizhed 1n the curiously silent way peculisr to
hiz race. Dick took the letter, and noted with & start that
the heading was Warlindi,

“Dear Cripps,” he vead,—*The old man snufied it last
night, About time. too, for I've been sitting up here with
him every night for a week, and a deuced tedious jol L
found it. However, I was there at the finish, and that's the
main thing, As soon as ever [ was sure that lie'd really
passed in his checks I got to work, and herewith I enclose
the result, It's Kempster's chart all right, and the island
marked all hunky with the course and all pricked our. 1
needn’t tell vou what to do. You ought to be able to et
the Rumbow: ready inside a week. And don’t you take any
whito men along. They might ask questions. Clinks are
vooad cnough if you pick them earcful. As for the business
end of this job, no need to go into that any further. You
know what vour share will be, and I reckon it's a darned
sight more than you'd ever make if you stuck to the Lluck-
birding job till the end of your davs, All I will say is, to
wive you a word of warning acainst playing me [alse, or
keeping any of the stull unbeknown {o vours truly,

“WEesLEY CUrawe

Dielk looked up quickly.

“Why, this 13 written by the
shunghaied I Le exclained.

The other eved him shavply,

*Where do vou come 1n? Do you know anyvtuing about
this man Kewapsier or the chare?”

Y Nothing," answered Dick. ** 1 never heard of one or
tlie other, I was sent out from home to my uncle, Nicholas
Dunter. who lived ar Warlindi. When I got there I met this
man Crane, who told me my uncle was dead, He said that
b had been his partner, and thar my uncle had not szaid
unvthing uliout my coming out. He told me he would zive
me work, and sent me back to Sydney, to stay at an inn
kept by a man ¢alled DBale.”

“ Bale ! broke in the other. **Great ghost ! The worst
blackguurd on the watersisle ] Tell you what, kid. You were
devced lueky to escape with a whoele skin, Well, go an.”

“ Bale drugged me,” said Dick simply; “and the next
thing 1 knew I was aboard this schiooner.™

The hoy from the Kauer lavghed locdly,
suddenly serious arain,

“T don't know what this peach Crane had against you,
but it's niighry clear he wanted te wot shut of you as smart
as he could., Well, see here; 1t's plain as pie that this chart
was stolen from your late uncle.  And if vou're his nearest
kin—why, scems to me you've oot the best right to whatever
there 15 in this island,”

“*What do vou think it 125" brol:e in Diclk.

“ Pearls, most like. Anyway, it's worth havinz, or vou
may lay vour last bob that this chap Crane wouldn'e ki
shelled out to send the Rainbow after it. Now, 1'm square.
No one has the right to sav that Barry Freeland don't play
the guine. Dut this chance is a hit'too pood to lose. We've
wot a ship, we've got a erew, we've got & navigator—yours
truly, If you're game for this trip, and willing to go halves,
I'm the chap to get the stuff, whatever it may be.”

Dick hesitated a moment, The very vastnessand vagueness
of the venture daunted him. So, too, did Freeland himsel.

man  who Lad me

Then he turned
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| As the storm overtook them, Dick
saw Captain Cripps come spring-
ing on to the deck of the Kauri,
waving his arms, evidently shout-
ing orders, but the nmext instrnt
| thedarkness hid him and the ship.

This cub from the Kauri was so big, so strong, so rough and
reckless that the idea of voyaging for weeks or months in his
company filled Dick with a sort of terror.

Barry Freeland seemed to read his thoughts.

¥ Seared, are ve?"' he said, with a sneer. * IHere's a
chance offered ye of a fortune and, more than that, of getting
square with the man that done ye down, and ve goes white
and red like a baby. Gosh, liow old are ye—six 7"

Dick went not red, but erimson. Tears of mortification
started to his eves. He sprang to his feet,

“T'll go anywhere that you will. And-—and if vou talk to
me like that again I'll fight you.™

With the memory of Captain Cripps green in lis mind,
Dick fully expeeted a biow or a thrashing. To his immense
surprize, Freelaund threw his head back, aud burst into a
sreat roar of Jaughter.

“Fhieked ye on the raw, did I¥ Darned if there 1sn't a
hit of spirit in the kid, after all! All right, Damer, I'll iake
you at your word, and I'll draw up a bir of an sgreement for
vou to sign, Now, cut along, and send Chang here. I've-got
to get him into this swin, for if he's willing, the rest of the
Clhinks won't make no trouble.™

Dick heard nothing of the interview with Chang, but
apparently it was satisfactory, for about half an hour later
I'reeland came on deek, and, af once taking command, gave
orders for sail to be set. A course was shaped north-east, and
all hands were kept busy until everything was shipshape and
to Freeland's satisfaction.

By this time supper was due. IFrecland ealled up Dick,

“ Damer,” he said, ** you'll bunk with me, aft. Not that
vou'll be much use to me, but 1t isn't right for white men to
live with Chinks. And, see here, you've got to learn—and
Jearn mighty quick, too. I don’t reckon to have to navigaie
this eraft all the way to this here island single-handed,
You'll have to stand watch and watch. See?”?

“1'll do my best,” said Dick humbly. And then they
went down to supper, . ) .

It scemed odd to Dick to be sitting there in the cabin,
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with the food served on a table eovered with a cloth, and
with Chang bringing in the dishes, IFreeland seemed to
lave changed everything, and changed if, too, without an
effort. Dick was filled with envy at the casy way in which
he gave his orders, and the promptness with which he was
obayed,

And vet there weve things aboul Freeland which filled the
other with discomfort. His table manners were not nearly
so good as those of the Chinamen in the fo'c's’le. He ate
with his knife, he ehamped his food noeistly, and 1t was plain
to Dick’s fustudious eves that he liad not washed lis hands
Lefore sitting down,

The new skipper of the Rainbow was utterly unlike any-
one whom Dick had ever mer before, and that night, after
turning i, he lay awake a long time, wondering at fhe
extraordinary turn of Fortune's wheel which had flung hinyg
into such qucer company and such an amazing adventure,

The Man With the Gun.

“1t's pearls all right, Theve's diving-dresses below,’

So spoke Barry I'recland, cmerging next wornmg  from
the depths of the hold. o

“Ever seen a diving-dress, kid 77 he added.

“1 never have,” answered Dick truthfully,
about them, though.”

“Tah ! You've wasted all your life veading about things I
vetorted the other. * 1 never struck a chap like you before.”

“T—I know 1I'm very ignorant,”’ said Dick humbly, “ You
see, I never went to schooll”

“No more did I. At least, not since T was twelve. T've
beon at sea ever since. Come and take the wheel. It's time
vou learnt to stecr, anyway.”

The schooner, with the wind a couple of points aft of the
beam, was snoring pleasantly througn the long blue swells,
Barry, getting rid of the Chinaman, who was steering, took
the wheel himself, and showed Dick how to vread the
compass and how to wateh the sails.

]

“I've read
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“ Now, take hold,” he ordered. _

Dick, with secret misgivings, did as he was bid, and wag
surprised to find how easy his task was. Berry watched him
for a few minutes, then deliberately left him to his own
dovicos, and for the next hour the schooner was entirely
under Dick’s control, ]

When his first nervousness had worn off, Dick :!.-?tl.mlljr
enjoyed the experienco. It was the first time in his lifo that
ho had ever had anything under his own control, and he
took a keon pride in keeping the Rainbow exactly on her
Course.

“ Not go bad," remarkoed Barry, when at last he came back
to Dick., * But don't vou go and think it’s always going to
bo' as ecasy as this. Wait till you've got to buck her into a
head-wind and a head-sea, That’ll teach yo something.”

It was in this way that Dick's nautical education began,
and Barry took precious good care that none of his pupil’s
timo was wasted. Almost every hour of the day he was at
him. He showed him how to take the sun, how to read the
chronometer: ho instructed him in the mysteries of dead
reckoning, and tought Lim the names and uses of every spar
and sail and sheet, _ i

Dick, naturally intelligent, threw all his heart into the
work, and learnt with such quickness that Barry was secretly

leased. At the same time he did not say so. On the other
Rﬂm‘l, he was often cuttingly sarcastic; and Dick, much as
he admired him, was never guite happy in ks company.

Tho weather remained fair, and the Ramnbow, driving
always north-past, ate up the miles, Each day Barry moasured
up her eonrse on the chart, and Dick’s execitement grew as
he saw bhe distance lessen between her and her mysterious
destination. _

Moro than onee they passed islands which hove up dream-
like out of the blue sea, with the swells pounding and spouting
on their coral reefs. Onece Barry ran in through a wide
channel into a still lagoon, and took a boat ashore for fresh
water.

On the twenty-third day after the storm, when Barry took
Dick below to prick off their course and write up the log,
the distance between the Rainbow's position and the red eircle
on the chart which indicated the nameless island had dwindled
to the length of a thumb-nail. 3

“1f the island's there, 1 reckon we'll raise her to-morrow,”
said Barry. .

“If she's there?” repeated Dick,
that she {an'tl?"[ S

Barry langhed jeeringly, -

s I:[{}i' 1‘!'5{:! I{nn{“ t-]u_-h whole thing isn't a fake?”

“J—1 don't know, of conrse. But I hope not.”

“Well, you'll know protty soon if this wind helds,” an-
swored Barry, as o pub the chart away.

Tho wind did lold, and all the rest of that dav, and all
might, too, the Rainbow was reeling off ten or cleven knots
n hour. _

: At earliest dawn next morning Dick was on deck. staring
out towards the north-east, He was so excited that he could
hardly eat his breakfast, and brought down upon himsclf

fresh jeers from Barry., ' _

As soon as the moal was over he resumed his watch, climb-
ing high inte the cross-trees and swoeeplng | he horizon with
a pair of binaculars, which had belonged to {ripns.

It was about ten o'clock when, in the focns ef the glasses,
he caught what scemed a tiny cloud hanging between sea
and skv. So like a elond that for quite two minutes he
hesitated. not really belioving that it could be land.

Gradually the ontline sharpened until the powerful glasses
picked out the graceful feathers of lofty pahmns. nnd Dick,
drawing a long breath, shouted at the top of his voiee:

“ Land-ho!" : :

Then he came sliding down to the deck with such haste
that the ropes burnt hiz palms, and rushed up to Barry, who
vwas standing by the binnacle,

“It's not a fake!" he cried trinmphantly. “That's the
island all right !™ ) ;

“Lot's liope there's something on it, then!"” returned Barry
drily,

Slowly the island lifted into sight., and in another hour
they were near cnough to see the huge swells breaking [n
white fonm over the coralreef surrounding 1t.

Now Darey took the wheel: and Dick noticed that he
changed course slightly, running up to windward of the
e
I-.‘J‘l}i;il;under where the opening is?™” Dick heard him mutter,
¢ Must ba one somewhere, I suppose.”™ _ _

“1t's very smull—the island, I mean,” said Dick.

‘I-'ﬂ:llﬂ.t’.ﬁi.l‘-]'lill' matter® It 1t's penrls__ Hm:.f re in the ]Egﬂﬂﬂ,
not on the island.” Barry vetorted. _

The schoonor drew on until she was parallel with the

reef and about a mile to the north.
Dick gave a sudden shout:
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“Thore's tho opening, Freeland, Do you see 1t?"

“I've been looking at it the last two minutes,” answored
Barry drily; and, instead of turning in towards it, threw tho
isthgnner up into the wind, and shouted an order to heave tho
G,

This was done, but the line ran out to ita full length.

“No gettee bottom !" cried the leadsman,

“ Likely as not it's 2 mile deep!” growled Barry.
wa can't anchor.”

“ But why not run in?" asked Dick.

“* Becausa we've only got ono ship, you duffer; and if wo
pile her up there's an end of it. Think I'm going to chanca
running into an uncharted channel? Protty sort of seaman

I'd be!

“A nice hole I'm in!" he added, with a frown. I can't
leavo tho ship, for there's no one else to navigate her. And
I've no one 1 can trust to sound the cliannel.”

“I'll try if you like,” said Dick. ‘' Let me take Chang
and Ah Lung. We'll manage, if vou'll tell us what to do."

“H'm! Suppose that's the only thing," growled Barry.
“Very well! Get tho boat out as sharp as you ean. And
keep clear of the reef. If you capsize hier, the sharks'll have
you before you cen say f knife!" "

~30 the DLoat was launched, and Dick, full of excitement,
but desperataly keen to do his job to Barey's satisfaction, sal
in the storn shests and steered, while the two stolid Chinamen
pulled at the sars,

As they noared the opening the roar was deafening.
Although a fine day. with no anore than a sailing breese, ths
gproat Pacifie swells burst on the rageed tecth of the reof
with a sound like thunder.

“Stoady her!" said Diclkk. 18 was the firat order he had
over given, and the way in which he snupped it out surprised
no ona more than himself. * Ah Lung. voun held her where
she is! Chang, you can heave the lead!™

Tho lead hissed through the air and struck the water with
a heavy splash., The line whizzed out.

“ Folteen fathom!" announced Chang, and prepared for
another cast.

Bit by bit they worked in: and risky weork it was, for the
current raced through the nsrreow opening, and the coral
fangs stuck out black and jagged on either side through
a smother of white foam,

“Plenty deep!™ ssid Chang, as Le took a last cast in the
vory centre of the channel,  * Schoonel she no® lun aglound ™

“Carry on a bir."” said Dick. *8ee what it's like inside.!

Ah Lung took o couple more strokes, and the haoat shot
through mto the lagoon. The change was startling.  Inaide,
the water was calm as a luke, and of an ineredilile elearnesa,
The boat seemed foating on air.  DBelow, gav-eoloured fizh
swarmed like birds, and in the depths corals and weeds of
ruinbow hoes lay like a faicy zarden plain tao view,

Dick gasped with delight and wonder. He found it diffienll
ey rﬁke his eves off the beautics helow and survey the islandd
itzalf,

The lagoon was perhaps six or seven miles acrass, tha
island in the centre was not morve than two miles in diametoer.
Its beach of corul-sand shone white as snow in the fropical
aunshine: the centre was a mass of thick bush, with groups
of tufted cocoanut and pandanus rising here and there from
the undergrowth.

Dick scanned it carefully, but could see no sien of life.
No smoke rose anywhere; the island looked as thourh man
had never set foot upon it.

There came a sound like the distant crack of a whip.

Zip, »ip, zip!

Somethine come skipping acrosz the calm laroon, enttine
little whita dots ou its placid surface, It passed the boat with
a long-drawn, whining sound,

Dick stered.

“YWhat was that*” he asked wonderingly,

Crack! Zip! Nearer tlus time.

Chang and Ins fellow Chizaman had sprung to the oara and
wore pulling like mad for the ¢haunel,

“ What was 1t asked Dick again.

“ Bomeono shootee! No likeo—no likee ! rosponded (liane,
with something very like terror on his usually impussive Faree,

“Bhooting at ns! But what. for!” execlaimed Dick: aned
as he spoke he felt as i someone had hit the boat with a
hammer, aind whire splinters leaped from the gunwile,

The Chinamen pulled like fury, and before another bulle:
conld reach thiem the boat was swinging in the rollers that
poured through the opening in the reef, and el had his
work cut out to keep her bead to the fouming cresta.  If therp
was mora shooting he did not hear it, and no other bullet
touched then.

Ten minutes later they were alongside the schooner, whiely
kad Lecn beating up and down outside, and Dick tumbled
hastily over the counter,

“Monna
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Above the wall of ferns a face rose slowly into ;ilﬁh:. It was hardly bigger than a chimpanzee's, and was
fringed by whiskers that were as thick and white as snow, Barry Freeland seemed to be paralysed for the moment,

resourceful as he was. But the next instant his rifle went to his shoulder.

“Hands up!” he shouted.

“MThere's someone on the island!” he told Freeland breath-
lessly., * Bomeone shot at us!”
“The deuce he did! Did you see him?”

“We didn't see a sign of anybody—not a boal, or smoke,
or anything. But one shot hit the cutter.”
Barry frowned. y
“What about the channel?”’ he asked.

‘¢ Plenty of room, and plenty of water.
roing in? You may get shot.”

Barry laughed harshly.

“Rifle-bullets can’t sink the schooner,” he said. **And i
ji comes to trouble—why, we can do our share of the

shooting.™
As he spoke he brought the schooner round, and ran her

straight down towards the channel,

B-but are wyou

The Glade of Death,

“ Where's your noble sportsman? Where's your chap with
tho gunt”

Tho schooner lay at anchor, every spar and rope mirrored
i1 the placid surface of the lagoon. Barry stood with Ihck
by the rail, and, vith his glasses to his eyes, searched the
greenery, that danced and shimmered in the blaze of the
afiernoon sun.

“T don’t know any maore
“YWhat are you going to do?"”

“ Go wushore and have a look round.

that cutter!”
Chang and his fellows launched the boat, but when Dary

ordered two of them into it they flatly refused to cboya
“ No likeo shootum,” said Chang stolidly.
Barry's face flamed.
“Vou yvellowlivered eur!” he thundered; and, making a
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:ﬁnring like a liger, he seized Chang by the collar of his blue .
‘louse,

Info Dick's mind flashed the memory of Chang’s former
kindness, and on the spur of the moment he rushed after
Barry, and grasped his arm.

“MNo!” he cried. ““No, don’t hit him.
he's seared.”

Barry swung round on Dick, and there was a very ugly
look in his eyes. For the moment Dick fully believed that
the other would drive his fist into lhis face.

But Dick did not flinch, and the expected blow did not
comnme,

“ Perhaps you'll come instead?” said Barry sareastically.

“Yes, I will,” answered Dick simply. “But,” he added,
“I can’t row wvery well”

“You'll have to try!” returned Barry harshly.
on, then!"

Dick jumped down into the boat. When Barry followed,
Dick saw that he was corrying a rifle. It was a .38-boro
Winchester repeater.

“Pull on,” said Barry shortly; and Dick, whose only
rowing had been a pleasure-boat on a pond, dropped his blades
in and began a jerky, unskilful progress towards the beach.

He was so busy endeavouring not to catch a crab that he
had not much time to think of the danger. Yet now and
then, in spite of the heat, his skin crawled at the thought .
that, somewhere up in that thick bush behind him, lay a'
man with o gun, waiting to put a bullet through his back.

But the shot never eame, and presently the bow grated
on the beach. Barry sprang guickly ashore and made the
boat Fast. Then, with his finger on the trigger, he walked
quickly towards the brush, _

The heat was terrifie, the sand was like fire beneath their
fect. The bruzh and palms seemed to swim in the scorching
air. :

You can’t wondor

“Come
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¢ Quict encugh,” muttered Darry, as he stepped into the
ghade of a group of palms. "If it Fm'.:ln't been for that hole
in tho hoat I'd have betted Lhat you'd dreamed the whols
thing. Gosh! I wonder where the gun-man’s gone? We'll
have to try and track him.” ‘

He began prowling slowly along the edge of the serub, his
eycs on the ground. Dick, feeling anything but happy  fol-
lowed cluse behind.

A quarter of a mile they went, and suddenly Barry stopped
short.

“Goen!™ he muttered.
“Here's the tracks, right enough

Dick, looking down, saw footmarks plain upon a patch of
sandy ground. He was about to speak, but Barry, holding
up a hand, checked him, and set off on the trail like a
questinge hound.

The stops took them into a path—a path clearly much used,
for the erass wos worn flat. * Yet it was so narrow that two
could nor walk abreast. And the
steamy heat of the jungle-like brush, led them presently-into
an opcning—a space of clear ground shadowed by a group of
lofty palms, _

Barry was leading, and he stopped so suddenly that Dick
almost fell ever him,

“(irrat ghost!" gasped Barry, and for the first time since
ho had met the cub from the Kauri, Dick heard real fright
in his voice,
_ “Look at that!" muttered Barry ;-and as he stepped aside,

ick found himgelf confronted by a sight so strange and
Mideous that it was all he could do to choke down the seream
that rose in his throat.

Flat upon the ground, under the dappled shade of the
cocoa-palms, lay five skeletons. Neatly arranged, they were
side by side, and about a yard apart.

They were dry bones, without one fragment, of flesh, and
their grinning skulls were all in line. Flat on their backs
they lay, their legs stretched: straight out, and their eyeless
sockets staring straight upwards towards the sky.

But what was perhaps the most terrible part of tles
ghastlv spectacle was that each skeleton head was erowned
with a garland of scarlet lubiscus blooms, which glowed like
blood against the paper whiteness of the bare bones.

A spasm of sickness seized Dick. He staggered and grasped
ii.t. the nearest tree.  For once Barry refrained from jeering at
rim,

“Ugh! T never saw anything so beastly!” he growled;
and under his saddle-like tan his cheeks had whitened.

“Do—do natives leave their dead like this?" asked Dick
hoarsely,

“ Never heard of it, if they do,” answered Barry. “ Besides,
they weren't bare feet that made those tracks we've followed.
They were boots.™

Ho pauscd a moment, and visibly pulled himself together,

“Come on! We've got to get to the bottom of this. Tha
tracks are all around these bones. And, see, they lead off
beyond !"

Again he took up the trail, and Dick, giddy' and breathing
hard, followed. The tracks led them out of the gruesome
glade, and once more they found themselves in a narrow
bush-trail.

Barry picked his way with care.
held his rifle with his finger on ihe trigger. Once more the
bush opened a little, and they saw another glade. It was
Emi)t;i'. but in the centre was a pool of clear water, with a
little rill running away from it, and. trickling through a
miniature forest of ferns towards the sea.

“Tt was mno dream, after all

1

Dick noticed that he

ath, curving through the-

The spring was so strong that the surface of tho little pocl
bubbled like a boiling kettle,

By this they paused.

“C-can I have a drink?" panted Dicls,

“Go ahead. Tll watch out.”

Dick drvopped on his knec: and put his face down to the
exquisitely clear water.  Never in his life had he tasted
anything so delicions as that fresh, cool draught. He drank,
and drank, and sprang to his fect refreshed.

“Take the gun,” said Barry, thrusting the rifle into his
hands. Then he dropped down and buried his face in the
sparkling pool.

It was at that moment that Dick heard the laugh. and if
the sight of the skeletons had shocked him, that laugh strack
terror into his heart.

It was a low, mocking chuckle, yet full of such malice thab
it sounded like nothing human.

He glared around, gput could sce nothing.
he knew, Barry was on his feet, and ha
rifle from his hands.

“You heard it?"” whispered Dick.

Barry nodded. His eyes had a queer look in them.

For a minute or more they listened, and all was so still
that the snapping of the tiny bubbles Aung up by the spring
came plainly to their ears.

" Buppose I didn’t dream it?” muttered Barry., And as he
spoke, Dick seized hiz arm and pointed.

Abovie the wall of ferns which marked the course of tho
ting brook a face had risen slowly into sight—a face thak

The next thing
swiftly taken the

‘was no more human than the laugh.

It was hardly bigger than that of a chimpanzee, and the
wrinkled skin was almost the colour of a well-baked coffee-
berry. In startling contrast to the brown of the skin was
the fringe of beard gnd whiskers, thick and white as snow.
The top .of the head was likewise covered with a mat of
snowy hair,

One ear stuck out like a bat's wing, the other was missing
altogether; and-this gave the head a most curiously lop-
sided appearance.

But this mutilation Dick hardly noticed. It was the eyes
that held him with a horrible fuscination. Small, black, and
deep-set under shaggy brows, they were filled with a sort of
unholy glee that oxactly matched the terrible laugh which
their owner had utteref

Barry Freeland drew a sharp, whistling breath. Ready
and resourceful as he was, the hideously uncanny sight
seemed for the moment to have paralvsed his nerve.

It was only for a moment. Then he flung his rifle to his
shouldoer.

“Hands up!” he shouted.

His delay, though but momentary, had been too long.
Unseen behind the close sereen of fern, the other, too, had
bten holding a rifle,

The two shots rang out simultaneously, or so nearly so
that, to Dick's ears, the two reports seemed one. But the
one-eared man had evidently been a fraction of a second tha
quicker of the two, for it was Barry who stumbled back-
wards and fell heavily to the ground.

(Next Monday's **IMAGNET ' will contain a further
threilling Instalment ot this flne yarn, In which
exciting developments will occur, Make gulte sure

of your copy by asking your newsagent 1o reserve
a copy specially for you every week.
ONLY WAY))
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snticentucy LIBRARY to your chums, Show this copyto them and let

M 0 TO R B l K E - them read it. Then get them to sign their names, You
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; ' the readers who send in the largest list of mames will win
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‘“Boys’ Realm,”” ‘* Magnet,”" ‘'MNelson Lee Libsary,
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and that the decision of the Editor ot the "
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The Decision of the EDITOR of the “NELSON LEE LIBRARY"
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and is only too wi
ditticulty or In trouble. .

The Editor is nlways pleased tohear from his chums, st home orabroad,
iling‘ to g{ﬂ? his best advice tothem it the 1

. . Whom to writeto : Editor, The **] 15_1.151'.-

Library, The Fieetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C,
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- YOUR EDITOR.

FOR _NEXT MONDAY:

# THE OLD BOYS CHALLENGE!"”
By FRANK RICHARDS.

The above title is sufficient to ensurs that next week's
splendid, long, complete tale of Greyfriars lacks nofhing of
oxcitement,  Colonel Wharton, home on leave from the
front, brings a cricket team composed of Old Boys down to
the school, and challenges the ¥irst Eleven to & match. In
{lin ranks of the old ¢ Friars'' is an ex-county playor, and the

side is a modt redoubtable one.: Wingate and his mm-r{.men.

are faced with a stiff proposition; and with Gerald Loder
causing discord in the tpam, therc arc many thrilling and
diimatic soenes as a result of ,_

“THE OLD BOYS' CHALLELNEE!"

———

A CORNISH CHUM'S CLEVER YVERSES.

Jack Trelawney, & “Mapnot” reader, hailing from
pleasant Cornwall, sends me the following Ingenious poem,
in. which he includes the names .of 5l.1"-'l'_"l.;'£'l_1 sc]:::mlhn;.:
characters appearing in'the ‘“ Magnet,” * Gem,” and ‘f Boys
riend.’?
hlenm'plﬂﬂsed to tell my friend Jock .that he possesses,
a distinct talent for versifving—an opinion which L feel sura
most Magnetites, after reéading his efiusion, will lLeartily
endorse,

A CRICKETING TRAGEDY,

A boy named Brown, who had Wun Lung,
Went forth to guard his wicket;

With smile so ‘Bland, he loved to stand
The Cuits and Anox of cricket.

He had the stature of a Bull,
His face fHushed like a Cherry.

He roared * Hoo-Ray! We'll Wynn to-day!
I feel like making Merry.”

Young Brown could play in that grand way
That every boy ad-Mycre; :

The Field spread ouf, to Singh and shout,
And Crane their necks for- *“sliers.”

The lonz-stop paused, a Bun-ter chew,
He Weotton see his danger;

Of Courcy lay, no longer Gay,
Struck down, the hapless stranger !

The Gore upon hiz Temple stood,
The matron saw; it shocked her,
% Great Seoft ! said she. Oh, Zrofferlong,
And fetch the local doctor !
One ¥oble fellow dashed away,
O'er Hill and Leigh he sped;
But, sad to say, that long-stop lay
Upon the Greene-sward—dead |

My Cornish chum goes on to say that he is in {lia employ
of a blacksmith, and found time to scribble his verses in the
forge. It is very remiss of you to write poems in work
hours, Jack, but I suppose that black-Smith Aajor do 1b?

D

. hot fighting at’' the fro
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"YOUR EDITOR AND
THE ARMY. .

Sinco the personal ex-
planation as to why T was |

appeared in the “ Magnet,’
an apology has come to

_renpﬂndent-s whose letter T guoted. at the time.

Mﬁ zféil;? to reproduce this apology on my Chat page next

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

. R. M. B. (Somerset).—There are several good cricket yarns
i store, 8o tell your chums to look out for themr. I don’t
think your suggestion is practicable; many thanks for if, all
the same.

“Two Young Clerks.” —There are so many boys at Grey-
friars that they cannot all take a prominent part mn the story
egch week. Tn this inatter I try to be as impartial as possible,
and most of my readers are perfectly aatisfied. g

Violet 8. {Cork).—I sincerely sympathise with sou in tho
sad . bereavement you have sustained by the loss of your
father in a recent Naval enpagement, You may congole your-
sclf by the fact that there 1s no higher honour than to fight
and fall for England. WVeéry pleased to hear vou are’emulating
the celebrated- Sister Susie. If you will send me your full
name and address, I will forward yoa the book you arc so
anxious fo ohtain.

R. Farlow (Herne Bay).—You are quite correct in pointing
out error,

L. E. €. (Southampton)—The:highest individual score in
school cricket iz that made by A. ]f J. Tollins, for Clifton,
in 18989, Uollins made 628, und was not out at the close of
the match. In later years he took a commission in the Army,
and was recently killed 1o Flanaers. -

Murdoch K. Mackenzie, “*Jeanville,” Lenzie. Road, Stepps.
Scotland, will be glad to hear from readers in his district
with a view to forming a “ Magnet” League there

F. I, (Leicester)—Many thanks for your letter and loyal
support. -

“A Wouldbe Helper”™ (Toronto)—I note all your
criticisms, most of which, however, relate to very trivial
matters. . To ‘elass some .of the stories us *poor varns,
indifferently, written,!" is absord. 1f such a statoment wern
true, I wonder you'lower yonrseH to the extent of purchasing
tho companion papers. :

B. Cannon {thmgdmufl.-—-ﬂ good book on wentriloguizm
mﬂ&'-dbﬂ-\{}but‘nilmd from Messrs. Glaisher & Co:, Charingross
toa r.C.

W:K;n'ie and J. Young (Belfast)—JI will see what can be
done in the matter you mention,

# Qix School Girls 7 (Neweastlel,—I will bear in mind what
you say. Best wishes,

“Gemite " (Birmingham).—I shall be glad to liear from
vou at all times.

Norman A. Fletcher (Huddersfield)—Good for you;
Norman! I hope yvou will .alwaya be on hand to render
good seryice to the.jolly .compamon papers. ’

A. P. Robumis (Northainpton).—I have had no intimation
that there are any “Magnet ” or “Gem " Feagues Hourish-
ing in your town. Your own club strites-me as ﬁuing quite &
creditable affair. _ _

J. Benge (Westminster),—Your letter interested mo very
much. I agree with you that “The Boy Without a Name,™
by Frank Richards, contained an excellent moral in teaching
a boy to be true to lus chums. :

F. Byrd (Bridgwater).—A boy of fourteen years of aga
would probably be placed in the Remove; if an indifferent
scholar, the Third. Bunter's parents do not keep a publie-
house. Ho is merely faunted to this effect by lis Aumorously-
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anclined schoolfellowa.



