HIS OWN FAULT!

A Magnificent New Long Complete School Tale of the Boys of Greyfriars.
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THERE WAS A CROWD OF FELLOWS ON THE CRICKET GROUND, AND THEY

STARED AT SQUIFF AND THE BISCUIT-TIN AND THE WRIGGLING OWL OF

THE REMOVE, SQUIFF EXPLAINED WHAT THEY WERE AFTER, AND, AMID

MUCH LAUGHTER, COINS RATTLED INTO THE BISCUIT-TIN, SWELLING
BUNTER'S FUND BEYOND HIS WILDEST HOPES.

(An Exciting Incident in the Magnificent Long Complete School Tale in this Issue.)
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“THE TRICKSTER
TRICKED!"

By Frank Richards,

In the gplendid long complete story which appeasrs net
week, Mark Linley, the staunch, loyal, g-rnmli tempered
Lancashire lad, plays a very promi 11:-r1t part—a Circumstance
which will make it all the more welcome to the big section of
our readers with whom Linley is a pnma favourite. Some of
these have hwn inclined to 1]1L|uluﬂ i mld gr umblmg of late
because =o little has been heard of Mark, Everyone will
delight in reading of how the scholarship boy's father paid a
visit 1o Gr-n:-!,hmrﬂ, and of the CONBETUeTves that followed.
Harold Bkinner iz the * villain * of the piece, and Wibley also
higures 1 an important part. To say more thaw this might
be to give away too much in advance, for a great deal of
the genuine charm of this really fine story depends upen the
reader’s not kuowing all about it Beforehand. 8o be sure to
get next Moutlay's * Magnet,” all ofyou, and-pead for your-

selves of
“THE TRICKSTER TRICKED!"

Pl A

OUR COMPANON PAPERS.

Most . ** Magnet ' readers kncw the * Gem ™—in fuct, it
might be hard to finddl a sinvle ane who does not.  If such a
one exists, ho ought to remiedy the *mistake he has bein
making without delay. A gr'uhulﬂ}r mo=t of vou know the
*Bows' Friend,” even if vou do not sec it regularly, Take
my tip, IhDLIg}I-—Lmt ought- to be regular i1eaders. The
Iookwnod Scnool stories woild suit you 1l1m n to the ground.
Next week would be a capital time to start reading our green
Companion Paper, for in next week's issue begins one of the
most  thrifling and fascinating serial stories ever iritten.
The anihor 1= Maurice Everard, who has established himself
as a tremendous favourite with the readers of the “ Boys'
Friend.” . i

Then there g the “Penny Popular,” with its three regular
weekly features—ihe Bexton Dlake detective varn; the Tom
""'-11111. ="hnu atem. and the rale of Jack, Sant, and Poto—

. Clarke Hook's inunortal trio.

" And T:'Jl:l'r} i= also *Chuckles,” far amd :away the Lost half-
pennvworth of fun and fiction on the marked.  Tn that bright
and Lreczy little paper a ﬂl‘&!-l‘ﬂ.hr adventure serial s now

running : while there are also f:"uh week stories dealing with
Teddy Baxter, the Cockney scheoolbov, and those: very
htmorous churacters, Caprain {LhtLrLI and liia nephew the
Nib. : I
THE TRAGEDY OF A YOUNG READER.

In these days of battle and sudden death it is no uncommon
thing to find.the tragic note striuck in some of the letters I
recelve.,  But T have rarely felt more grieved by any sad story
told me than by one which came 1o hand a fe W days ago.

The letter was from the mother of a boy wha wis a reader

of F'Cllllfuf'a,” ard a member of the very lfupu ar club run
in connection with that paper. About six vears ngo this
unfortunate’ little chap lost the ‘-lgilt of one eyve through ihe
carelessness of a boy who was throwing broken botiles almut

Now he has lost the other eve through heing  struck in
it by a cat—that iz to -=zav, the *.Jhu'p-pu:rintmi prece
of wood used in the game called “Cut.” In the second case
there is not much blame duc to anyone; accidents will occur
m @l games, and, of course, one knows that many youngsters
play these games in the stroots simply because they have

nowhere else to play them. Dut the boy respopsible for the
first accident was guilty of wanton carelessness, I don't go
in for preaching, hut cantiot let pass the oppertunity to
warn my readers against f]dﬂg{_'i’ﬂu*- tricke of this sort.

But the chief reason why I am alluding to this gad mishap
is this. I know that many of my readers are ready at any
time to write to a lonely fellow-reader. Here is one who is

- W —————

Y READERS

ThE Eﬂltm‘ is nl'r'-:-uﬂ plﬂiﬂed Lo hEM‘ from his chums, at home or abroad,
anul is mah oo willing to give his best advice to them if they are in
.+ Whom to write to: Editor, The * Magnet”
Library, The Fleetway House, Fa rringdon SBtreet, London, E.Q.

e e py——

e ——

¥ .
lely besond  all {1uuhr
Think only for a n SRl
what the complete Toss of
vour sight would mean to
Vil | There are fow
heavier afflictions.

T wantl some of von to
wrtte to him. Pan’t dwell
too much on his omis-
fortune, That is alwawvs with bhun. You can just say you
have heard about it—that will be guite enough.,  Write cheery
letters. Tell him about yourselves and the things that interest 1
otk sotme of them ure sure to interest biim.

1lis mother sent me the-last letter he wrote before the
accident happened. Tt is very neatly and micely written, and
thanks us for sending him a Chuckles Club nﬂrhﬂm o, with
which he was greatly pleasedd He says that he i very heen
on sceing every week the adventures of Breezy Ben and
Liismial Dutehy: but he will never see them agam, poor

: ]i'["[.]l' .J'..L't]i.l"l."r' r

His mame and address are: R, Jordan, 28, Trure Road,
bedminster,

; & T —
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. FROM THE TRENGHES. , '

Extract from a leiter sent: by a reader whe told me il:l'i‘l'r'?i

of the way in which the “ Magnet™ and #s Companion
Pa pﬂvﬁ.m appreciafed in the trenches: “ My frjend said that
he o - chap- shgoting ~with ene hund end . reuling 8

" Magnet ¥ wath -t other.”
H'm! *“®ome” hand that—what #
took himn to teach it to read? "
O course, hig shots were gﬂ.mg wide.” The other hand
seems to have been less well trained. T almost foel that T

owe an apology to some Germans who ought to have bﬂim
killed, but weren’t!

Wonder how long it

L

NOTICES.
Cricket and Football.

=t Andrew’s O.C, (Bootle—average age 16) are open for
miatches, any daté, home or away., Hon, Rec., J. E. Abraham,
Cunal House, ]l-"]"ﬂ-‘},’ Street, HU_‘-IIF Lix’l}l‘j}ﬂu}

Cirove 11 C.C. (average age 14} want matches within a
rl.H'l mile  radiig  of Middlesbro'.— Hon,  Sec., W. H.
Simpean, e.o. The'Tyne & Tees 8.8, Co., Ltd, North Strect,
Middlesbro’,

Southgate United F.C. (average age 14) want fixtures for

the coming  segson.— 111}11 Sec., W. A. Tilley, 27, Balmes
Road., Southgate Road, .
J. Ii. Stouty 35, H,Hdlih Road, Levton, N.E., wants to

arrange foote i‘lxtmt‘s for the team {mer&g

age 165) of
W }I“ h ]l.["' ]_:i|. STk rt"t-ﬂf
Victoria CRC. uué%ut{hm m.thl
Olton.—H. Gough m}, Somerses

rvt‘l’t-ﬂuil{_‘ 4 118 of f
Has, Warwick 5
Olton, Birmingham. ;

West Kensington Park F. C. {average age 16-17T) mu.uf home
and away matches for coming season within easy distance

of Hammersmith.—~Hon. See., 13, Talgarth Rﬂad Wm.t

Kenzington, W,

Harry Sharp, 44, Bowling Green Lane, {lerhenheﬂ Eﬂ
wants matchesFor his team {dverage age lZ} within lealat}nahia
distance,

Linmanuel .
Iti-"l.tl']i["!":- Eﬁih!.l.'ll"ll?ll‘f
Birmingham,—Hon, See., A
Birmingham,

Westhournoe T‘.Lr']{. Juniors F.C', want home and away
matehes for coming  season.—Hon, Sec., R. French, 9,

Shirland Mews, Shirland Road, Paddington, W.

faverage age 17) want home and away
afternoons,  withim  three miles  of

Appleby, 1054, Broad Sirect,
L
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HIS OWN FAULT!

L

‘A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greylriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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out of the g“arden and joined ﬁn.rjuﬂa,

_ﬁéﬁeldﬂne came
' Marjorie ? '’ he asked.
.-

—

with a grim look at the Famous Five. “Ready to go home,

(See Chapter 18.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Under Suspicion!

AZEL'! - Come in, old chap!”
The Famous Five wero at tea in No. 1 Study,

when Hazeldene of the Remove looked in at the
half-open door.

“H
Harry Wharton called out the invitation

most cordially.
No. 443.

Copyright in the United St * & of America.

“ Just in time for tea !’ said Frank Nugent. _
“ And the land's flowing with milk and honey!” said

Bob Cherry impressively. ** At least, there's condensed milk
and treacle——"’

““ Ha, ha, ha!’

¢ The gladfulness to see the esteemed Ilazel ia terrific "
declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. :

Hazeldene hesitated at-the door.

Asgust Bth, 1916,
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“ The fact is, I haven't come to tea,” he said. *I—I
locked in to speak to you, Wharton. ' Another time will have
to deo.” :

“0b, come in!”
before the rest, 1 suppose !

gaid Harry. *“You can speak to me
What 1s it—about the cricket ¥
HNnet

“You're going into the eleven for Redclyfie, if you
choose,” said Havrey., ** I've got your name down for Wednes-
day afternoon.’ ;

“wOh I’ sadd Hazel,

“Your sister will be eoining over to Redelyfie o sce the
match, 8he'll"ke glad to seq you in the eleven,”

“1—Y— The fact is——-" Hazel stammered. \

The chums of the Remove looked at him curiously. Hazel's
fuce was red, and it reddened still more under the gave of
the Famous Five of the Remove.

“T--T Jdidn't know you'd got me down for Wednesday,
Wharton,” he said, “I--1 hardly think I'm in form.,”

“Uh, rot! You're all mght!” said Harry.

“l—I-—1've got an epgagement for Wednesday——

“Oh "

‘““I'm. sorry—I sha'n’t be hble to play,” said Hazal, his
Augh deepening.

“3Well, suit yourself, of course,” eaid Wharton gruffly.
The ericket captain of the Remove was not accustomed to
having the offer of a place in the Form Eleven declined so
lightly. '*Rake will play instead. 1ut there’s no rebson
why you shouldn’t play if you want to.”

“1'm sorry; but—but it can't be done.”

Wharton nodded shortly. Any other fellow in the Remove
wottld have jumped at the offer; indeed, thare was likcly to
be a considerable amount of grunibling on account of Hazel-
dene being selected. Wharton wondered, as he looked at
Hazel's flushed and uneasy face, whether there was something
behind this, The wayward junior had & perfeoct guniﬂ! for
getbing into sorapes, and ho was always casily led by any
fellow with a stronger mind who chose to take the trouble.

“1f your engagement on Wednesday is with Ponsofby of
Higheliffe, F{m’d better chuck i, and play cricket,” said
Jobnny Bull drily. '

“ It mn't,” said "Hazel, W

“* Look not upon the wine when it is red,” sa‘i&ﬁaﬁ‘%«g
soleranly, ™ awige, look not upon the wicked pasteboards
when thoy are being dealt by Ponsonby of Highehiff.”

““ Oh, don't be an ass!” said Hazel irritably., ** I'll look in
and see you agein, Wharton.™

it Hil;ht‘h‘ﬂ 1” =

“Blessed 1f T oan see what the secret is about!” grunted
lni}nﬂy Bull. “1f you want us to clear out, Wharton, we'll

O
4 “I don't,” said Harry, “ Hazel's got no secrets with ine
‘hat 1 know of.”

Hazcl's lip curled in a sneer,

“Oh, 'm not in a serdpe " he excizimed. “I can see
what vou've got in your mind, Bull. I haven’t heen betting
011 ’Imrsna, and I don’t want Wharton to get me cut of a
hix."” ' : ;
*Well, 1t wouldn't be for the first time 1f vou did,” grunted

Johnny Bull.
“ Basy does it, Johnny I"" murmured Bob Cherry. * What's

past is past, you know.”

“ (h, let him run on ! sneered Hazel. 1 shall be hearing
soon that I'm missing the mateh on Wednesday to meet a
bookmaker, or to play eards with Ponsonby, or to go out
smoking with Skinner. ‘That's what you think of me."’

“1t's your own fault if we do,”” said Johany Bull coolly.

“I've timed you.” 5
“ Timed me !'" repeated Hazel, ‘“ What the dickens do you
You

mean !’

“Timed you when you've run straight, I mean.
generally run atraight about three weeks after getting landed
in a scrape. Then you go out looking for trouble, and you
ranerally find it. Now, 1t’s more than three wecks since you
were in your last fix—" :

“You silly ass——" : 2

““ B0 it's high time you found trouble again,” said Johnny
Buall calmly: “and if vou've got something to say to Whar-
:on that Wharton's friends can’t hear, I conclude that you
have found trouble, and you want that duffer to wriggle you
yut of it somehow." :

“ Oh, cheese it, Johnny, old chap !” said Whazton uneasily,

He could not help the same thought coming into his own
mind. He knew Hazel too well. And his friendship for
Hazel's sister, Marjorie, somchow gave him a feeling of
responsibility for the wayward Tellow, and many a time he
had stood by him in a sericus sm'nﬁ{'-.

And there was no doubt that Johnny Bull's statement was
correct. Hazel's repentonce generally lasted as long as the
remombrance of fraub]e_-ﬁhiti was only a week or two.

Tur Maexer Linrary.—No. 443,

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF

Hazel's Bush bad died away now. There was a glitier in
his eyes.

“I sappose I might have expected this kind of thing
hera I he said, with a sneer, * As you're so jully curious
about it, Bull, I’ say out what I came here to say to

Wharton, I was going to ask him to Jend me a sovereign.”

The juniors were silent. Johnny Bull's face showed plainly
enowgh that this confirmed the suspicion that was already in
his mind. oy

“It isn't to pay a bookmaker !’ sneered Hazeldene. 1
dare say you think it 1s. Can you lend me a  quid,
Wharton ¥ -

“1 could,” said Harry. ~“I've had one to-day from my
uncle, 1f you réally swent i1, Hazel; I could hand it over.”

" Well, T da ™™ % e

“Morve duffer “you, Wharton "’ prumted Johnny Ball
“ You muat be an ass to chuck away your only quid without
knowing where it's going I

‘I%aﬂx}l will tell me where it's going,” said Wharton
quaetiv. h

“1 sha'n’t!” said Hazel grimly,
self ‘about lending it to me.”

Wharton frowned. :

supposze that means that Johnny's right, and that you're

in trouble again, ITazel ¥ ) .

“You can think so if you like.”

““Are you always as polite as that when you're borrowing
a yuid, Hazel 7 inquired Nugent.

‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!” TR o

Harry Wharton drew a cur-ency note from his pocket,

" There you aro, Hazel,”" he said, tossing it across the table,

Hazel picked the note up slowly, :

“I'H return this next Monday,” he said.
o ';]Euppuae the gee-gep docan’t get home 7"’
1Ll - ! T

Hazel gave him a fierce look.

" 8o yon think itjs geing on a’;#&??ﬁ?" _hE asked.

“You can please vour-
¥ h]

“I can do it.”
suggosted Johony

** Laoks like it td me” S FER FARR el
“Well, think o, und be hanged! Do you think -Hi,
W harton 7" ] : - o) elTecd

e }3 haven't -lgiil: Eﬂ,P;Hﬂﬁl_ﬂf' da g PR g m
“Do youn | ‘0 I you de; you can take your nots
back, and T'lHmanage ﬁtﬁu‘t'iit-;ﬂgfuhaw." e 3"5.“ Tt
_ " I'll take your word about it,” he seid. **You've been
in scrapes enough; and when you're in a scrape you're
generally mysterious like this. But if you say youw're not, 1
elieve you.”! = :

“Well, I'm not " : : S e

“ All serene, then!”

Hazeldene put the pound note in his pocket, and left the
study with a moody brow. The chums of the Remove went
on with their tea,

There wes a shade on Harry Wharton’s brow now. He
believed Hazel -or, at least, he tried hard to believe him.
But what did Hazel want money for, without being able to
statc why he wanted 1td What did his hesitation, hs flushed
face, his mysterious manner, mean? - The captain the
Remeve could not help thinking that the black sh had
broken out again, and that there was trouble in store for
him- and through him. for Marjorie. But he had told Hazel
that he would take his word, and he tried to dismiss the
doubt from his mind. : :

e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
No Encouragement for Patriots!

18 | S:'L%_, you WS e _. :
herc was 4 chorus of **Bazz off, Bunter!™ 7
: But Billy Bunter did not buzz off. A ined

cxpression sat on the fat face of Williatn George
Bunter. '

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the Commen-room. It was
a couple of s after Huazel's mysterious behaviour in No. 1
Study. The Famous Five were chaiting over the prospects

of the Redelvife mateh, whigh was eoming off on Wednesday
afternoon. The cleven had been made up without Hazeldene.
Biily Bunter came up, with a decidedly serious loak on his
face, and a pencil and paper in hiz fat hands.

“You ecan leave off jawing cricket for & few nunutes,” said
Bunter. “This is an important matter.”

“Don't tell us you're expecting a pestal-order!” groaned
Bob Cherry. '

E.é.s*a matter of fact, Cherry, T am expecting a postel-
arder.’

“1 knew it! And vou wani it cashed in advance? Kick
him, Johnny! You've got the biggest feet.”

“Your hoofs are jolly well bigger than mine——"

“1 say, vou fellows, do let a chap speak! I'm raizing &

subscription. ™ . ; ;
THE “ BOYS' FRIEND,” 17
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of w_r_ath.

1 Bulsirode jerked the door open, and threw the cards into the pﬁ#ﬁﬁ&ﬂ. “You silly fool ! ™
. (See Chapter B.)

“The Jam Tart Fund, for the benelit of W. G. Buntet ?”
asked Nuogent. :

“Nothing of the sort! Ii's a patriotic fund. Some fellows
arc patriotip,” said Bunter. “I don’t sant to pass any

retnarks, but [ do think a feliow might think of sdmething -

besides cricket at a time like this, Youn may have heard,
added Bunter, with crushing sarcasm, *that we ure at war
with Germany £ '

“Yes: 1T saw it in the *Evening News,'" gzaid Bob, “Is
it still going on?” ]

“ Oh, really, Cherry——'

“ Blessed if it tsn’t hke you, Bunter—it goes on for ever,”
satd Bob, with a yawn. “What they really want i3 a
Remove chap at th> head of affairs. Then things would
beFin to move a bit.” !

‘I say, you fellows, do be serious! You ought to
remember that while the chaps out there are keeping the
Cermans off, vou're able to slack about Greyfriars playing
cricket. My idea is, that it's up to us to back them up.”

““By providing vou with a free feed?” =aid Wharton.

By ﬂmking after their wives and children,” gaid Bunter.

“Wha-a-at!"”

“Well, my hat!” said Johnny Bull, in amazement.

“Yon know about old Chirpey?” said Bunter. “He used
ko be a plumber, or a gasfitter, or something. I remember
he used to bring a bag of tools here when something or other

dHE MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 443,

NEXT
“MONDAY—

“THE TRICKSTER TRICKED!"

Hazeldene gawaﬂa howl

e g S —

went wrong with something. Now he's out there with the
boys, and Mrs. Chirpey is living on the allowance. You
know all -about it. You remember Toddy chipping in when
her ‘landlord was-putting the bailiffs in, or something, and
stopping the beast. Well, Chirpey's kid is ill.”

“Borry to hear that,” said Wharton.

The juniors knew all about Private Chirpey, once a
plumber, now in khaki. He had left a wife and two children
in Friardale, to live upon an allowance which was pearly
half as much as Mr. Chirpey's wages had been before the
war. Some of the juniors had sent parcels to Mr. Chirpey
when they were in funds, to show *old Chirpey " that he
was not forgoetten.

“How do you know anything about it?" demanded Johnny
Bull. *You can’t have been at the keyhole there, I
suppose 1" 5

*“0h, really, Bull! I met Marjorie Hazeldene this after-
noon. She was going to Mrs. Chirpey's house. Bhe's been
helping to nurse the kid.”

“Good old Marjorte!" said Bob.

“Now, my idesn is to raise a fund,” said Bunter impres.
pively.  *“Mrs. Chirpey isn't rolling in money. Illnessea
como expensive. ﬂl{i{gme somebody walked in with a fiver
for Mrs. Chirpey? at would very likely see her through
it. I'm going to take all the trouble—all you fellows have
got to do i3 to hand out the money. Seel”

A QGrand, Long, Complets Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“Ves, I cee,” assented Wharton.

“Well, how much shall T put you down for, Wharton?”
Bunter wetted the end of the pencil in a businesslike way.
‘* As Captain of the Remove, you ought to stasé the bail
rolling with something decent, yon know. Shall T say a
- guid?”

“You can say what you like, Bunter.”

“You had a quid on Saturday from your unecle.”™

“How the dickens do you know?”

“1 happened to see you take the postal-order out of the
letter, If you haven't spent it you can start the fund with
lill'll

“ Nothmg doing '™

“T'm surprised at you, Wharten! As your uncle is a
soldier, you eught to be willing to back np the Army. Where
would vou be if the soldiers weren’t looking alier yeou?
tWhat?”

*“In Queer Street, I expect, a5 most of us would be,”” said
Harry. “But that's no reason for handing you quids to
spend at the tuck-shop.” :

“T1f you can’t trust my personal honour, W harton-—"

“Well, T can’t!”

“1 decline to discuss. the matter further with you,
Wharton! I'm disgusted at you! Bob, as”your father is a
soldier, you'll put up something handsome, 1 supposc?™

“ Your sapposer’s out of gear, old chap! Nothing doing '™

“T'm disgusted with“you, Bob Cherry! What I can’t
stand is seltishness in u follow! What are you handiug out,
Nugent?”

“ A thick ear, if vou don’t shut up!™

“1 say, Bull—-"

“Berrrrl”

“Inky, old man, you'll set these disgusting, unpatriotic pra.
CGlermans an exampic, 1 know. Youw've got jots of oof,
gBhall I put you down for a qudi”

“My esteemned oof is remaining in my esteemed pocket,
my estimable Bunter!”

Billy Bunter snorted. .

: Wyell, I can only say I'm disgusted! Lord Mauleverer’s
sct you an example. He's stood half-a-sovereign -already.
I've got his name down."

“ What have you done with the half-sovereign?”

“1 decline to answer insulting questions, Cherry!
disgusted with you! Hazcl—1 say, Hazel!™

“Hallo! What do vou want?!” said Hazel, who had just
:nmg into the Common-roont,

* Bubseriptions.”

“E‘m uit eat ﬁcikell”

“I'm hungry—I—I mecan—-

“Hﬂ, h' %'III“ )

“RBlessed if 1 see amything to cackle at! Look here,
Hazel, as your sister is helping to nurse young Chirpey, you
wmight hand over something to the Chirpey Fund.”

azel started.
“The what?” he exclaimed.

“T'm raising a fund for Mrs. Chirpey
we're going to see her through.
standing 1"

“Go to Jericho!” -

“Well, I'm disgusted with you, Hazel!
wover—"" -

“(Oh, cheese it!" gaid Bolsover major.

“] thought the Remove was a patriotic Form,” said
DBunter bitterly. * It scems that I was mistaken. Rake, cld
man ™ .

““Nothing doing!" grinned Rake.

“T say, Kippe—"

(1] EUII HEE“

“Bouiff, old man, I suppose you're
rotters an example? We look to Australi lead, you
know,” said Bunter encouragingly. “ You hand out some-
thing, and it will—will knit closer the bonds of Empire, you
know, and—and hands across-the sea, and—and so on. oW
much?” ;

“¥on can look to Australia for a lead, i you like!”

rinned Sampson Quincy Ifey Hield. “But you needn’t
ook to me for any cash to spend ai the tuck-shop!”

“ Oh, really, Squif— 1 say, Fishy!”

“ Bow-wow }I'* znid Fisher T. Fish.

“Now, look here, Fishy,” said Billy Bunter persnasively,
“it’s up to you! You know jolly well the Huns will mop up
you Yankees unless we lick them. Haven't you been swank-
ing about your blessed Monroe Doetrine for fifty years,
because you were safe behind the British Fleet? Yor're
making money out of us while we're fighting your battles.
Now, 1 put it to vou—you onght to dub up. mething is
expected even of Yankoes. Did you say five bob, Fishy?”

. M1 guess not.”’

“ Half-a-crowni”

“ Nope 1"
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“ ook here, Fischy—"

“Oh, vamoose, do!”

Billy Bunter blinked round at the grinning juniors.

“Well, 1 can only say that Fm disgusted!” he said. “I'm
surprised—I am, really! Here’'s a chap fighting for his
country, and his country squeezea cut a tuppenny-ha’peniky
allowance for his wife, and yeu fellows won't back me up m
raising # fund! Fm disgusted——" Billy Bunter broke oft
with a vell. “Yarooh! What beast chucked that cushion
at _nﬁef ;rnﬂl;t’:” - e

“*Ha, na, ga'! e :

“1 say, Mauly!" Lord Manloverer lounged into the
Common-room. ** Mauly, old man, these retters ain't backiog
up the fund! If you fec] inclined to put'a bit wiore on, 'm
rmg y to put your viame down. Would yom like to make 1t a
ekt : ' ' )

“0Oh, begad!” yawned Lerd Manleverer.

4 Make it a ouid, MMauly,” said Bunter.
cxample to the unptriofic proHuns.™

Lord Mauleverer fumbled in his pockets.

“Don't be an ass, Mauly!™ exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Bunter’s fund won't get any further than the tuck-shop!”

“Mauly can trust me!” said Bunter loftily. !

“ Then Mauly's a howling aes!”

“Oh, I’ll make it a guid ! yawned his Jordship. “Givd me
that tenbob note back, Bunter, and here’s one for a quid 1"

“T+ will be an

“ Ahem ! Haven't you ten shillinge 77

“No, Can’t vou give e the ten-bobber 17

“J—I—— Ahem! Yeon—you see—-" -

“Why can't yon give me the ten-bob note:” demanded

Lord Mauleverer, “ It isn't balf an hour sinee I landed it to
}'ﬂ':.l:'

“You—you ece, [—I—"

“ Beeanse it's gone !” roarcd Bob Cherry. “You ass! It's
gone in grub already !

% Oh, really, Cherry—""

“ You fat, swindling bounder ! exelaimed Harry Wharton,
geizing Bunter by-the collar. ** Wherels Mauly’s ten bob "

“Yarooch !" ! : xd

“ Where's the ten bob. you Prussian?”

“Groogh! Leggo! I1—I had to have a enack ! gasped
Banter. “I—1 wee hungry, yen knowi- Bui.it's all right,
I'm going to put in my. i-order instead.  Yow ! Owi"

*Oh, begad!” Lovd auleverer put the pound nocte back
'i:1t-:r .hiu pocket, “You're a swindliin' cad, Bunter, dear

oy !’

“Bump lim

do=l EiY, Jou
Yah!"

Bump, bump, bamp !

“Oh, crumba! Yow! Ow, ow, ow!”

Billy Bunter rolled on the floor, roaring.

- ;'-"Euw, all together!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “ Kick himd
out!” : :

“Yah! Obh! Help®™ :

Billy Bunter rolled out into the passage with a dozen boots
behind him. In the passage, he picked himself up and fled
for his life. .

There was no enceurigement for patriotism in the Grey-
friars Remove—not for patriotism, at least, of Willam
George Bunter's variety. : : e

13
L

fo.ls, wg— Yaroooh! Lngé:ﬂl Help!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Visit to Mrs. Chirpey!

4 ARJORIE !” ; D
Harry Wharton jumped off his bicycle as he
caught eight of the graceful figurc in the lane.

Mariorie Hazeldene greeted him with a bright
smitie, ;

“Vou're going to the village ¥’ asked Harry. '
The captain of the Remove felt that he was in luck, Ie
had run out after tea for a spin, without any expectation of
meeting bis girl chum of Clif House School.

“Yeg," sard Marjorie. “T'm going to Mrs. Chirpey’s.”

“May I come?”

Marjorie smiled.

“Yes, if you hke.” . :

Wharton walked beside the girl, wheeling - his bicycle,
Marjorie’s sweet face waa %{'a—mr than usuval,

“{*ve heard about little .sl'l.il;ElﬂFp" said Wharton,

“J suppose Hazel told youl?” .

“Noj; I heard it from Bunter.” : '

Wharton’s brow clouded a little. He had not epoken to
Hazel since that little talk in the study. Monday had eome
and gone, and Hazel had not returned the loan. Wharton
had not asked him for it, though the loes of his remittancn
was not a hight matter. A pound more or less made a very
considerable difference to a junior in the Lower Fourth,
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0, Bunter!” said Marjorie.

“Yes. The young ass hus been gassing about raisivg a
subseription for Mrs, Chirpey. He raised half-a-guid from
Mauly, and blued it in the tuckshop,  and we jolly well
bumped him for it. Only Mauly would be ass enough to
trust him with money. I say, is Mrs. Chirpey really hard up,
Marjorie?”

“I'm afraid so. Her little girl has been ill for two
months, and it costs a good deal of money for a poor woman.
Miss Primrose gave me permission to go and help to nurse,”
sald Marjorie. ** Mys. Chirpey huas plenty to do, with the
little boy to look after and her old father,”

Wharton's brow wrinkled.

“ Bunter’s idea wasn't a bad one, if the fat bpunder could
have been trusted,” he eaid. *“I1—T suppose Mrs, Chirpey
wouldn’t be offended if something of the sort was done in
a delicate way, Marjorie *”

Marjorie looked doubtful.

“1 don’t see why she should, Harry. It wouldn't be like
charity; it would be like paying a debt.”

M That's how 1 look at it,” said Harry. “ Whatever we
duij,_' we couldn't do as much for Chirpey as he is doing for
us,”’ :

« Marjorie nodded.

“Miss Skimp goes there from the vicarage,” she said.
“Bhe has advised Mrs. Chirpey to give up her little house
and go inte two rooms. Mrs. Chirpey asked her if she would
like to live in two rooms, with two children and an old man
to look after, and Miss Skimp was very much offended. But
I cannot see why a soldier’s wife should give up her little
house. 8he won’t, anyway, end I think she is right.”

They entered at the little garden gate,

“Here 18 Mrs. Chirpey,” said Marjorie.

Mrs. Chirpey opened the door as they came dp the patl.
Mrs. Chirpey’s usually plump and rosy face was looking
careworn now. Harry Wharton raised his cap. Mrs. Chirpey
grected Marjorie warmly and affectionately. It was easy to
see that Marjorie's visits were more welcome than those of
the catimable Miss Skimp from the vicarage.

“How is Lucy 7" asked Marjorie,

“Bhe's been asking for you, Miss Marjorie.
in the garden with Dick.” :

*“Hazel here?” said Harry, somewhat surprised.

“ Hazel often comes with me,” said Marjorie. *Good-bye,

Harry !V
“(Grood-bye, Marjorie!”
4 iri-di ed into the honse—Whaston walked back
to the garden gate, where Lie had left his bieyele, There was
a pattering of feet, and a chubhy little fellow came racing
round the houss, and rushed into Wharton.

* Hallo, Dicky "

It was Master Dicky Chirpeoy, aged seven.

The next moment Hazeldene of the Remove appeared. Ie
had an old football at his feet, and he kicked it across the
garden to Dicky.

“There you are, Dick! Hallo, Wharton !"”

He stared at Wharton.

Wharton stared at him. It was rather a surprise to find
Hazeldene of the Remove spending his leisure liours in
amusing a child of seven,

Wharton's thought was probably visible in his face, for a
clouded look came on Huzeﬁ’s face, and his lip curled.

“Burprised to see me here—what " he asked. “Did yon
mies me from the achool, and think that I had gone down
to the Cross Keye '"

“1 didn't miss you, and I shouldn’t have thought you'd
gone to the Cross Keys, anyway,” said Harry.

“Well, Bull would, anyway!" said Hazﬁri with a laugh.
“I'm a dog with a bad name. But you can tell Bull that
you didn’t find me drunk and disorderly.”

“Oh, don't be an ass. Harel! Are you going back now "

“No; I'm going to see Marjorie home to CLff House.
You needn't wait ™ b $

Wharton fushed a little, 5% =

“By the way, I haven't settled that quid,™ said Hazel. *I
promised it for Monday, and now it's Tuesday. But vou
never did expect me to keep a promise, did you®"

“It doesn't matter,”

“But it hasn’'t gone on gee-gees,” said Hazel, with a grin.
“I know you believe it has, but it hasn't. You're welcome
to vour behef!™

“ Are you trying to quarrel with me, Hazel 7"

“1 don’t care twopence whether we quarrel or not!"” said
Hazel coolly. “1I know what you think of me, you and your
precious friends, that's all, As for the quid, T ghall settle that
to-morrow. I've asked my uncle for it.”

“Yon needn’t have troubled.”

“Well, I did. Come on, Dicky! On the ball, vou know !

Dicky rushed off with the football with Hazel, and Wharton
left the garden. He mounted his bicycle and rode away
slowly towards Gregfriars,

He did not quite understand Hazel's mood.

Hazel had been in numberless scrapes, and when he was in
a scrope he always seemed to expect somebody to get him
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out of it, DBur when he was on the reform tack, as Bob
L}}N‘Hf called it, he was touchy and sensitive, and bitterly
offended by the slightest breath of suspicion. He scemed
to exact the mosy implicit faith, in spite of tie fact that he
had never given grouuds for faith to be placed in him,

It was more for Marjorie’s sake than anything else that
Wharton had made efforts to keep on good terms with Hazel,
He was not an easy fellow to keep on good termns with.

He was evidently in a quarrelsome mood at present, bus
whether that was due to being regarded with doubt or to a
consclousness that ho was doing wrong Wharton could not
guess, Either theory would have accounted for Hazel's
touchy mood.

Ouve thing was certain, and that was that if Hazel had
slipped back iuto his old bad wavs, there was trouble ahead.
Somebody would have to rescue him from his scrape, and
that somebody would be Marjorie, and for that reason it
would be Harry Wharton & Co.'s concer.

Hazel was late for calling-over that evening. Mr. Quelch
marked him down as absent, and it was nearly half an hour
later that Hazel came m, looking tired. He had to report
himself at the Form-master's study. Billy Bunter met him
on his way thither.

“I say, Hazel, how are they getting on at the Cross Keya?™
grinned Bunter.

Biff !

Billy Bunter sat down in the passage with a roar.

Hazel tapped at Mr. Quelch's door, and entered.

“You have nussed ecalling-over, Hazeldene,” said tha
Bemove-master severely,

“I saw my sister homeo to Clif House, sir. She waa
delayed in the village.” :

“Oh! Well, don't let it oceur again!”

Hazel left the study.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Smokes for Salel

b MITHY, old man—-="
“Rats !"
Billy Bunter sidled into Vernon -8mith's study with

a very mysterious air, The Bounder of Greyfriaca

_ was_alone, Skinner, lis study-mate, being down-
stairs. The Bounder pointed to the door.

“Don’t try it on me, Bunter. I'm not subscribing to the
Jam-tart and Ginger-beer Fund, thanks!™ :

“"Tain't that,” said Bunter. “I'm letting the fund stand
over for a bit, owing to the selfishness of the failows. Even
Mauly has been ecutting up rusty, owing to my borrowing
that half-guid—temporarily, of course. I am going to replace

-it with my postal-order, and then the fellows may do ma
jListce, )

“Sorry for youn, if you ever get justice!" grinned the
Bounder,

“Oh, really, Smithv ! But look here, T didn't come hate
to ask you to subseribe to my Chirper fund. ’Tain't that.
['ve got something for vou.”

“Go hon!"”

“How'd vou like a smoke?"

“"A what " exclaimed the-Bounder.

“A jolly good cigaretto—what?” :

“My hat!” The Bounder stared at Bunter.
treating fellows to cigarettes new, you fat rascal

““Not exactly treating them," said Bunter ecautiously.
“I'm willing to treat vou to one, to show you what thay're
like. Really good, von know—I've had one. 1 can lst sou
have several packeta cheap.”
“You'ra selling eigarettes!” exclaimed the Bounder,
amazement,

“That's it—a cheap line, but really good stuff.”

“And you've come to sell them to me?” asked Vernon- -
Smith, a glint coming into his eyes.

Bunter nodded. :

“That's it. Of course, Wharton and thoie duffers beliave
that yvou've chucked smoking and playing the giddy ox. I'm
not going to give you away, Smithy, 50 long as vou like to
keep it up.” : ! i

“You're sure there’a something to give away 7" queried tha
Bounder sarcastically, '

Bunter chuckled a fat chuckle.
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_“You can’t pull the wool over my eves,” he explained.

I'm rather a keen chap, you know. You spoof Wharton
B0 as to get into the cricket team, but a fellow would have
te get up very early in the morning to spoof me. You can't
take me in, you know,” said Bunter, wagging his head
knowingly at Vernen-Smith.

"I”mayn’t, be able to take you in, but I can cliuck you
out!” remarked the Bounder, rising from his chair.

“1 sav, Smithy !
know.  Now you're keeping up appearances, it must be
rather awkward for you to dodge into the tobacconist's for
your emokes and all that., You'd better have these,” urged
B:l!‘k_h"n *“* Look here!” '

‘Billy Buonter prodaced a large cardboard box from under
his jacket. He laid it on the table with a fouridh” Vernon-
Smith bad picked up a bat, but he put it down again. The
cardboard box was full of cigarettes: there wore two hundred
of th&ﬂ‘!,_(’IﬂEE«If packed, of a weall-known brand. It was a
ten-and-stxpenny hox, -

“Cost ten-and-six,” said Bunter. “ You kpow the hrand—
you used to smoke that sort. Well, I'll le! you have them
for seven bob ecash, 8mithy. T can't say fairer than thai'"

“You've bought a ten-and-sixpenny box of cigarettes to
aell 'tma' fer seven shillings?* maid the Bounder, in astonish-
ment. : .

“¥e-p-s, exactly.” - -

“Well, as it happene, T don’t smoke.”

U Ob, draw it mild, Smithy! No good keeping that wap
;:.-f.h me—a keen chap like me. I won’t give you away, you

niow,’

“But if T did,” went on Vernon-S8mith, “I should want to-

know where that box came from before T bought it.”
“Tt's mine."
“Where didd yvou get 1t #"
“I—I—T bought it, vou knaw.”
" On purpose to sell it again at three-and-six loss 77 grinned:
Veornon-Smith, T
“Ye-c-os.  Justwo ! = :
" Not quite good encugh! Where did you steal those
cigarettes " o :
Billy Bunter picked up the box hastily.

“Look here, Smithy, if you don’t want them. T'll try

Skinner.  The beast offered me two bob for the lot, and
i re worth ten. But I'd rather have two bob than

nothing. - Or Loder of-the Sixth might take them—they're

goed, ain’t they 7"

““Where did you get them 7"

“Mind your own bosiness!” snapped Bunier.
don’t want them you ecan go and cat coke 1"

And Billy Bunter rolled discontented!y out of the study, .
with the box under his jacket, &

“You'd better take those cigsreites back to their owner,
Bunter,” said the Bounder, as he rolled away., * You'll get
nto trouble when they're missed.”

A snort was the only reply from Bunter.

“ Beast " murmured Dunter, pausing irresolute in the
passage. ** Silly ass, thinking he can take me in like the rest !
If Bkinner would go to half-a-ecrown P'd let him have then.
I wonder if Snoop—— 1 say, SBnoopey !V

‘;Haﬂﬂl” satd Sidney James Bnoop, looking out of his
rtudy.

“Look here! How much will you give me for these
splendid cigarettes, old chap ¥

“My hat! Where did you get them #"

“I—I found them.”

* Bob the lot,” said Bnoop,

" Look heve, they cost ten-and-six.” } ,

“They didn’t cost you that,” grinned Snoop. “T'l give
¥ou a bob, and chance the owner getting on the track.”

“Rats I growled Bunter, and ﬁe rolled en in search of a
more promising purchaser. HHe found Stott of the Remove
on the stairs, and offered his cigarettes for eale; but Stott's
linancial resourcos were limited to a French penny, o there
was nothmg doing with Stott, '

“Try Hazeldene,” suggested Stott.  “T hear that he's
going on the giddy ran-dan again—missing call-over, and so
O, o

"“Hazel? Oh, no!” : .

“It's a fact,” said Stott. “I saw him' dodging inte the
tobaceoniet's in Friardale this afternoon. Try him !

Bunter shook his head, and went om his way. For some
reason he did not wish to try Hazeldene as a purchaser for
the cigarettes, : : *

He found Lord Maulcverer in the lower hall, and stopped
him. Mauleverer was a good deal of a slacker, but he “had
no- wiees, and did not seem a very promising subject; but
Bunter was getting desperate. He wanted to dizpose of his
cigarettes before the school shop closed. .

“1 say, Mauly,” began Bunter, in a mystericus whisper,
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“If von

I've come here to do you a favour, you

“* that I gaid Ldrd:

“would you like to ry a cigarette—a really good brand ¥
Lord Mauleverer stared E,t. him ]l:-lanlntljr:.F ’ :
:'Bégarl ! A cigarette ! he ejaculated,

“Don’t shout, you ass! There's Wingate at the end of the
passage [ growled Bunter. * Look here, I've got some rip-
plug cigarettes to sell. I'll let you Lave 'em specially cheap,

eause we're pals, you know,”

" Begad, that's a mistake of yours, Bunter.
pals I'*

“ Look here——"* : '

“You're & dashed young blackgna:d, Bunter! Take your
smackes away and bury 'em! Don’t come blaggin® to me!”

“You silly ase——y'* S

“IE you come Waggin’ to me Tl pull your silty nose—like

VOROE, = —ioh o o Gty

“Yow-ow-ow ! go by dose I"" sphiitered Bunicr. -

ITe jerked his it nose away with a-howl.  Lord Mauleverer
grinned-and walked awav. ﬂiily-Buﬂter did not follow him.
His lordship evidently did not mean to encourage hin m

“blagging.” “Rotter ! Joll
kL =

"v."."e’_;e not

good mind
shall have to

“Beaat | mumbled Bunter.
to give him 2 Jjolly good Licking! I—I snppose
try Loder.” - Lot a :

And after some hesitation Bunter rolled away to the Sixth
Form passsge, and tapped at Loder’s deor, .

Gerald Loder of the Sixth was a prefect; and a prefect was
really the last person who should have been supposed to be a
likely purchaser for cigarettes. It was Loder’s duty to put
down that kend of thing with a firm hand.  Dut Billy Banter
knew a good deal about Loder, and he kuew that Leder.
smoked. It did not oceur to his obtuse mind that, even if
Loder smoked like a furuace, he would be too cautious to
givo himself away to a junior on the subject.

Ldder staved at him as Le came in, looking very mysterions,
with the box of cigarettes concealed under his jackes. '
¢ * Whut do you want, Fatty?!”

-7 Billy Eu'ﬂ'!.ep.-'{:k?aﬂ the door, somewhat te Loder's astonish-

rent. el - a8 W T ,

- “T've. got something for you; Lader™ : i
“I've got something {or you, teo,” said the astonished

prefect, taking up a cane, T

8] ] sy, bederhenest Injun, you know T Pye got soms
'b'i%arettps_u ] - : L '

n" T T

“Wha:at !

“Look at that!™ ;

Bunter held up the box. The prefect blinked at it, too
asteunded to speak., “ Ten-and-sixpenny box.” eaid Bunter
impressively, “I'mi going to let you have them for seven
hob, Loder.™ T :

*Mum-my hat!” gasped Loder. :

“That's joliy -cheap, amm’™t # " said Bunter. “But T mean
it. I don’t know whether they're yvour {aveurte brand,
Loder; but they're good.” - : : ;

Loder rose in his wrath, tewering over the Owl of the
Remove. ;

“You—you dare to come with cigarettes to sell te me !’

he ‘%-;iipﬂﬂ. “¥You dare to hint that I smoke

h, really, Loder!"” said Bunter, in dismav. “Don't be

funny, you know. Look here, you save three-and-six by buying

that box—— Yaroceoh! Leggo!®

Loder’'s grasp descended upon the fat junior's vcollar, and
Billy Bunter was shaken till his glasses slid down his nese,
and every tooth seemed logse in hiz head. RaE

“Yon young scoundrel!"™ eaid Loder. “You abandoned
young rascal! Come with me! Come to Mr. Quelch!™

“Yarroogggh!"”

“Come along, you depraved young villamn 1"

“ Groochoocooh 17 - _

With Lodec’s iron grip on his collar, Billy Bunter was
tIlH:}:‘“hﬂd out of the rcom siraight to the Remeve-master’s
study,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Erought Before the Beak!

4 ALLO, hallo, hallod What's the rew "
: H “What's the matter, Loder§™

“What's Bunter been doing?”
A crowd of {ellows gathered round, as the un-
fgrtunate €rwl was maprched slong with Loder’s
grip on his collar. b
The box of cigarettes, grasped in his podgy hand, was a
sufficient explanation, however.
“Bmokes ! seid Bkigpner. “Oh, Bunter! Naughty ¥
“Grooogh! Leggo, Loder! 1 say, you fellows—groogh I
“¥You young ass!” escluimed Harry Wharton,
“I1—I ray, vou fellows, I haven't been smoking!” yeclled
Bunter, * Leggo, Loder, you beast! 1 was going to do you
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a favour, you rotter, and save you money. 1 ain't going to
Mr. Quelch! Yow-ow-ow!"

Loder knocked at the Form-master’s door, and marched
Dunter in. Skinner burst into a howl of laughter.

“(h, my only hat!"” he gasped. “The fat idiot went to
sell them to Loder! He wouldn't take my two bob! Ha,
bha, hal” G

“Qeli them to Loder 17 exclaimed Squiff.

#Vos—ha, ha! The silly ass, as if Fooder would admit that
he smolies. He knew jollv well Bunter would jaw it all over
the house if he did, Ha, hal”

“PRut where did the fat dufler
Wharton. “That's an expensive hox.
bought them.” '

“ Qtole them, I expect.”

# And yon offered him two hob for stolen cigarpties!” ex.
claimied Bulstrode.

“(Oh, he told me he found them!”

¢ Found them in a shep when the tobacconist wasn't look-
ing, 1 expect,” remarked Tlom Browo. “ And he tried to
zoll them to Loder. Oh, the fathead ™

“wWell of all the erass idiots!" =aid Bob Cherry.

ire

roally does take the bun:

“Well, he's going through it now!” grinned Bolsover
maior. ' The clufE;r, to think Loder would own up to
smoking 17

“The dufferfulness was terrific,” remarked Hurree Singh.
“ But the whackfulness will alzo be great.”
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get the smokes?” said
He couldn’'t have

“ Bunier

Squiff removed the lid of the biscuit-tin, and poured out the contents on Mr. Queleh’s table. Billy Bunter eyed it
; almost ravenously, 1See Uhkapler 11.)

“THE TRICKSTER TRICKED!”

The juniors listened with interest for the sound of howls
from Mr. Queleh’s siudy. They had no doubt that Mr.

nelch would come down heavy.

Billy Buater's faf knces were knocking together as Loder
marched him in. Loder was really taking the only possible
course open to him, if he was to keap up appearances. Bunter
rcalized that a little too late. 7% .

“ Bless my soul! What does this moean " exelaimed Mr.
Queich, rising from his chair.

“ Put the cigarcites on the table, Bunter 1" snapped Liodet.

“ Cigarettes | exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir. DBunter has in his possession a large, box of
cigarettes, and he had the astounding impudence (o bring
ihemn to me—to offer them to me!” said Loder with vittuous
indignation. I considered it best to bring him to you at
cnce, s

“Quite right, Lodsr! You may reiease him.”

Toder let Bunter go. The fat junior stood gasping and
quaking under the stern eyes of the Form-master.

Never had Mr. Quelch’s piercing eyes appeared so much
iike gimlets. They seemed to bore into the unhappy Owl. .

“ Bunter! You bought these cigarebtes?”

“MNumnmo, sir!”

“you offered them to Loder, a prefect?” -

¢]_.L—1--I thought I cught to give them up toa prefect,
gir | gasped Bunier, .

“They do not belong to youl”
“ Nanno !V

A Grand, Long, Com lete Btory of Harry
Wharton & Co. By ANK RICHARDS.
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“"Yeou tock them to Loder to give thent up?

“Ye-c-en, Bl

“He tried to sell them to me, sir 1" said Loder indignantly.
“1e actuaily hinted that he suspected me of being a emoker,
end asked me to give him seven shillings for them !”

* Bunter ! Have you the audacity to accuse Loder, a
prefect of the Sixth, of smoking 77

“Ye-op, sir—I—1 mean no, sir!l” -

Billy Bunter knew perfectly well that Loder smoked. But
he knew, too. that he could not prove it—and that it would
nf:t help mim if bhe could,

“Yes or no, Bunter?™

“No, sir: certainly not!  Loder is—is mistaken. I1—I
thought that those—ihrse wicked things eught te be given up
ai "once,” stammered Bunter. “I have never smoked a
cigarette, sir. Thevy make me gick.”

“How do you know they make ycu sick, Bunter, if you
bave never smoked ™™

“I—1 mean, they Jdon’t make me sck, sir
thern aniie well 17

“What ! ‘

“I—1 mean, I can’t stand them at all!” groaned Bunter,
realising that he was putting his clomsy foot in 1t again.
“That's what I meant to say, sir.”

I can stand

“1t is perfectly clear to me, DBunter, that you have
sinoked,”’
“0Oh, ne, sir! Not at all, sir. I should be ashamed to do

1—1 have remostrated with fellows for smoking, sir,
R

FC. BT,
pomting ont that our kind masters would not approve

“Tron"t be ndenlous, Bunter ! Yon have smoked, and yvon
apparently {ancied that vour foolish vice was shared by
Loder.”

“Oh, ro, eir!] Loder 13 quite mistaken.”

“Ihd voeu ask him for seven shillings " :

“1—1 may have mentioned geven shillings,” burbled
Bouter. " I—I wee specking in quite a general way, sie.”

“Ihed vou attempt to sell Loder these cigarettes § -

“Not at all, sir! I—1 was going to let lim have them
cheap—]—I mean, I suggested that he should lend me seven
sh:llmge. 'm expecting a postal-order, sgir it

“What!”

“ A postal-order for ten shillings, eir, from a-—a titled rela.
tiori of mane. 1 réally wanted Loder 16 lénd me seven shillings
L my posiel-order came. Loder rather misunder®tood. sir.
1—1 was going to make him a present of the cigarettes, sir,
s he's a smicker—1 mean he sn't 2 smoker, of course,™

“ o net tell any more falsehools, Bunter!”

* No, sir; certainly not! May 1—1 go now, sir?”

“You may not, Bunter! This matter iz not gettled vet.”

“1—1'd prefer to let it drop, sir, if vou don’t mind,” stam-
micred Bunter, with a longing glanee at the door,

“Whv did wou take these cigarettes to Loderi”

“ Because Suunthy wouldn't buv them, sir—1 mean—

“You offered them to Vernon-S8mith 77

“Oh, ne, gir! 1 wouldn't think of such a thing!”

~“¥on are an incorrigible liar, Bunter ! How did these
c:garettes come into yvour possession i’

“J—I found them, sir.”

*“ If vou found them and kept them, Bunter, you stole them.
Where did you find them '

“In—in the lane, sir. They—they were lving in the mud,
kir, 86 I—1 picked them up,” groaned Bunter. *I—I thought
they oughtn't to be wasted in—in war-time, gir,”

“The box is perfectly new and clean,” =aid Mr. Queich,
examining 1t. " You did not piek this box out of the mud,

L

Bunter. Have you actually stolen these cigarettes?”
“No, sir, I found them. I—I didn't mean to sav the mud
exactly., What 1 reelly meant to say was, that I found them

i a desk.”

“A desk!” exclaimed the Remove-master. “If vou do
not tell me the truth at once, Bonter, you will regret it!
Those cigarettes belong to someone at Grey{riars?”

“Yes, gir,” mumbled Bunter.

“ 1o they belong to a master ¥ asked Mr. Quelch.

“That's 1it, sir,”” said Bunter, greatly relieved by the sug-
geetion. " They belong to—to Mr. Prout, sir,”

“You have stolen cigarettes from Mr, Prout?”

Bunter gasped. He realised that this would not do.

“Oh, no, #ir!] Neow I come to think of it, they belong to a
Remove l."hﬂ.?- That's what I really meant to say.”

“Very well, They belong to a Remove bey, and you have
taken them i’

“That’s it, sir. I—I felt I ought to prevent him from
mnqki?g_!the beastly things, sir. From—{rom a sgense of duty
entireiy.’ ;

“What is the name of the owner ¥

“I—T don’t want to give Hazeldene away, sir—'

“ Hazeldene I Do you state that vou found these cigarettes
—two hundred cigarettes—in Hazeldene's desk, Bumnter?”
**I—1'd rather not say, eir!”

Toe Maerer LisrarY.—No. 443, .
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*“Yeg or no! e

“Yes, sir]” gasped Bunter. ' :

“Loder, willgymif kindly fetch Hazeldene here?” TLoder of
the Sixth left the study.  “Bunter, I shall punish you
ceverely.  Hazeldene had no right to have tobacco of any
deseription in his possession, but you were guilty of dishonesty
in taking it and attempting to dispose of it. I do not beheve

motive. Yeou have acted, Bunter, like an unscrupulous youn
scoundrel, 1 shal!ll endeavonr to impress upon your mimn
Bunter, that honesty is wizer as well as more honouable,
Hold out yvour hand 17 )

Swish, swich, swish, swish, swish, swish!

Billy Bunter’s J}'ﬂIla could be heard at the end of the paseage.
Mr. Quelch poinied to the deor with his cane, and the fat
junior staggered out of the study. ;

“Got it bad *" asked Bolsover major, as Bunter came limp-
ing down the passage,

“Yow-ow-ow-ow 1"

“Berve you jolly well right!” growled Johnny Bull.

“Yow-wow-wow-wow |7 _

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes Hazel |7 E:tv]a._!me.d Bob
Cherry, as Loder appeared with the Removite, * You're not
in this, Hazel?" .

Hazeldene made no reply. With a clouded and moody
brow he follawed the prefect into Mr, Quelch’s study, and the
door closed.

for one moment that you took the cigarettes from a good
¥

P ————

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Chueked Out! \

ARRY WHARTON fng}ud at the deor of No. 2

Srudv, and entered. Hazeldene was alone there.

He smiled satirically as he met Wharton’s glance.

Wharton had waited for him to come up after his

interview with Mr. Quelch, He had e d to

find him loclking sore and savage from a hckmg. ut there

were no signs of a recent licking about H ne, ﬁpﬂ—

ently Mr. Queleh had tempered justice with mercy, and the
captain of the Remove could not help feeling astonished.

‘Not licked " he exclaimed. o)

“Sorry-—no!” said Hazel ironically. “I can fee! for yaur
disappointnient: But T'm not licked.”

“Don't be an ase, Hazel 1" gaid Wharton warmly. * ¥You
know I don’t want you licked. Only I can’t understand
Quelchy letting you off. Bunter's had it bad.”

““Bunter's a dishonest young scoundrel,” said Hazel coolly.
“He stole the cigarettes from my desk. I had just missed
them when Loder called me down,”

“Then—then they were theie?” cjaculated Wharton,
*“They belonged to you?"

“1 shouldn't be likely to have another fellow’s pmpe:_'ti in
my desk, should 1?7 eaid Hazel,  “*Perhaps you think L
gshould, though!” - -

“1 ecan't understand Quelchy letﬁng
out that the smokes belonged to you,”
extraordinary !”

“Yes, isn't it?”

“Well, I'm glad, so far as that goes.”

“Thank you!l”

“Not that you didn't deserve a licking !” exclaimed
captain of the Remoaove, irritated by Hazel's sncering tohe.
“It’s not like Quelchy to lick Bunter and let you off, when
you brought the things into the place. But, hang it, I didn’t
come here to jaw youl” . :

“Did yon come for your quid?” said Hazel. “My hat! I
shall never heapthe end of that guid, I think.” b

Wharton flushed angrily. . -

“Have I asked vou for it, even once I ho exclaimed.

“It geems to me that you think of nothing else. Well, I

can't pay youl”

you off, if it came
said Harry., “It's

“T don't care twnflenﬂe whether vou can pay ma or npt.

As a matter of fact, I never more than half expected

“you to,'%
“Now we're getting at your teal epinien,” llu:f Huzel,™

“Well, I'm going to pay you. I had the meney on Monday,
as a matter of fact. ]
things with it, instead of ucg.uriug' up. Shocking, ain’t it "™

“YWell, -it was dashed blackguardly,
opinion !

“1 don’t, to be quite candid.” :

Wharton controlled his temper with an effort. It had not
been so trifling a matter as Hazel scemed to suppose, to hand
over the whole of the remittance from his uncle.  But
Wharton would never have asked the reckless junior for the
money. It was a little too bad to have the words put into his
mouth, as if he had been dunning his debtor. And it was
not pLeasnnt to hear that the money had been expended on
““smokes.” . ; ey :

Answer me at once !” thundered Mr. Quelch,

T bought those cigarettes and some other

if you want my
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' fight twice, though,” said

“ It geems to me that you're trying to quarrel with me,
Hazel " said Harry, after quite a long pausc.

Hazeldene shrugged his shoulders,

«{ don't care o rap cither way,” he said. “A fellow
doesn’t like being watched and suspected. T told you oneo |
was going straight. Vou don't choose to think so. Well, vou
can please vourself, and go to Jericho 1™

“1 haven't watched or suspected you. Bul when vou tell
me that vou've brought twe hundred cigarcttes, and koep
them in your desk, I suppose I can’t hﬂiﬁ knowing it. can I?”
- “ Perhaps ﬁ:u‘ﬁ like 10 know how the rest of the money
went.” said Hazel. “I've got some more of my purchases
-here. Look!” 3
He odencd his desk, and took out a pack of carda,

Wharton stared at them.

“Vou'd better not let a prefect find them here,” he said.

“You can o and tell a prefect if you like !V

Wharton drew a deep breath. : _

“] won’t quarrel with yom, Hazel, though you seem to
want me to. T'd rather speak to you as a pal.”

(o it! Here beginneth the first lesson,” grinned Hazel
“ Dear, friends and brethren, beware of the first step upon the
road to ruin! Go 1t 1"

“T'm not going to preach to you. Hauzel.”

“My mistake! I tEEIU.Eht you were.” .

“1f wou're taking up that kind of thing again,’ said Harry,
with a gesture towards the cards, “1 think vou're an ass!”

 And a blackzuard, too ! suggested Hazel.

“Yes, and a blackguard, too, if you want plain English !”
aaid Harry hotly. *You gave your word that wou had
finished with that kind of foolery.  You might think of
Muarjorie, and what she would think about it "

“Has my sister asked you to act as her defender and pro-
foctor ?” demanded Hazel, with satirical politeness. “ Bhe
hasn't mentioned it to me."”

% And that's why you don’t want to play in the Redclyfie

mateh to-morrow ! said Harry angrily. “ Cards and smolies,
and Ponsonby of Highcliff, T suppose?”

“Vaou can suppose what you hike,” vawned Hazel. “T'm
not responsible for what vou suppose.”

“wWell, 1 thank- Bui 1 won't tell you what I think.
You know well enough.” Wharton turned abruptly to the
door. Ile was beginning to feel that he could not keep his
hands off Marjorie’s brother much longer.

“Thanks nw*nllj? 1 enid Hazel. “1 thought I was fairly in
for it. But you can sermonise me if you like, vou know.
You've got a right to. I still owe you a pound. You can
take it ont in jaw!”

Wharton strode out of the study. Bulstrode eame in as he
went, and glanced curiously at Wharton's clouded brow,
Then he looked at Hazel, as the captain of the Remove closed
the door. '

“ Been rowing with Wharton 1" he asked.

“Not at all. 1e’s been rowing with me.”

“How the dickens did you get off with Quelchy?" asked
Bulstrode curiously. T thuugﬁt vou'd come out of his study
doubled up. like Bunter, I'm glad you got off, of course, but
how on carth did you wprk it?”

1 explained to Quelchy.”

“You spun him a yarn?”

“ Exactly,” said Hazel, with a sncering gmile. 1 told
Iﬁim I :.ha bought the cigarettes to scud to a man at the

ront.’

“Well, my hat! T should never have thought of that. But
youn don't mean to say Quelchy swallowed it 7" said Bulstrode.

“ He swallowed it whole,” said Hazel calmly. * Hoe was a
bit suspicious at first——"

. “Ha, hat I should say so!”

“RBut T convinced him, so-it was all right.”

“ Vou wouldn’t have convinced me so casily,” grinned
Bulstrode. “Well, you are a decp rotter, Hazel, and no
mistake. After that, T.suppose he Esmded the fag: back to

youl?" - e _
He made me give him the soldier’s

N, he didn't do that,
name, and he's going to see the fags posted: himself,”

“yen had a Tommy's name all ready, i case
accidents?”

“ Exactly.”

“ Plessed if T thought you were so deep! That cock won't
Bulstrode, with a shake of the head.
“] see you've %St some cards there, . You'd better keep them
ont of sicht. No good telling Quelchy they're to send to a
goldier, if he sces them. Ila, ha'!"”

Tom Brown, the New Zealander, who shared No. 2 with
Bulstrode and Hazel, came in. He looked at Hazel in
SUTPIISC. ,

“ Not licked ?” he asked. _

Bulstrode, with a chuckle, explained. The New Zealand
jupior did not seeuf ta share his amusement, e looked
dismusted.

“ Well, that was a rotten frick!” he commented. “I'd
cather take a licking than use a soldier's mame like that.
Still, the chap will get the smokes. Sérve you jolly well
right, Hazel!” :
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Hazel sneercd.

“Thank you for your opinioi.
yvouraself.”

'} I'd seen those smokes here, they'd have gone into the
fire.” said Tom Brown coolly, ‘and thosc cards would have
followed them. And they’ll go now, unless you take them
out of the study.”

“I'm going to ;;lut them in my desk.”

er He when thfly'm found there!”
* And suppose we're suspec
We couldn’t deny that we

But you can keep it to

.
“And tell anot said
Tom Brown contemptuously.
of using them as well as you?
knew they were in the study.”

Hazel gave a shrug.

“Well, it's not good enough,” said Tom Brown decidedly..
“] daro say Snoop will let you keep them in his study ;
he's that sort. But you can’t keep them here!™ i

"1 suppose this is my study as well as tﬁﬂurn?”

“And mine as well as yours,” said the New Zealand
junior. “ You can_take those cards out of it!"

“Well, T won't!”

“Vou will!” said Tom Brown.

“ Dash it all, be sensible, Hazel!” said Bulstrode, pushing
between the fwo. * Now that Quelchy knows about the
cigarettes, he may logk in here any time.. He's a RUSPLCIOUS
old bird. Tt isn't safe to have the cards here. We might
all get into a row. e same yarn wom't go down twice;
yon know that.”

“1 can keep what I like in my desk.”

“Vou can’t!” said Tom Brown. *“Not things of that
kind—not in my staudy! DI'm not, going to be hauled up
before the beaks to please you. TBEE' tﬁam out 1"

“Well, T won't!” )

s | agree with Brown,” said Bulstrode.
Hazel ! : :

“(Go and eat coke

“Then we’ll jolly well take them out for you!”

“ Let my cards alone!” shouted Hazel.

But the two juniors were in earnesi. Hazel's blackguard
:«m was his own affair, but they bhad a very natural disin-
clination to be dragged inte it if it was brought to light.

Tom Brown grasped him by the shoulders, and Bulstrode
jerked the ea away. Hazel struggled savagely, but the
sturdy New Zealander held him as i%' he were an infant.

“ Now, will you keep them somewhere else?” asked Bul-
gtrode angrily. '

“No, 1 won't!" yelled Hazel

“Then here goes!” f

Bulstrode jerked the door open, and. threw the cards inte
the ;i-assngn. The whole pack scattered along the passage.
Hazel gave a howl of wrath.

“You silly fool!” '

“And if vou don't keep a civil tongue, ‘you'll go alim
them!” growled Bulstrode.

“Vou rotter! You meddling hound—-"

“ (ut you go, then!”

Bulstrode grasped him, and whirled him to the
Hazel's fist crashed into his face, and Bulstrede
Then he hit out, and Hazel reeled into the passage.
strode slammed the door after him.

#Take them outl,

1‘!1‘

door
roared.
Bul-

e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Peter Todd Earns Bunter’s Gmtltud&!

Ll ALLO. hallo, hallo!”
“ Cards, by Jove!” ;
The row in No. 2 Study had brought a dezen

juniors out of their rooms from their prep.

hey stared at the cards scattered along the
Remove passage, and at Hazel, reeling against the wall,
panting for breath.

With a scowling face,
cards. :

“ Vou howling ass!” said Bob Cherry, in measurad tones.
“ (3ot those tlungs out of sight! Suppose a prefect came
along?” _ :

«Mind your own business!”

“You thumping idiot!” said Vernon-Smith. *“You might
have sense cnough to keep it dark, at any rate!”

“The same as you do?” sncered Hazel |

Harry Wharton looked out of his study, but he did not
speak, He went back to resume his work. Nugent, always

d.natured. lent Hazel a hand in collecting the caras.

1 put them into his pocket, and with a glare of defiance
at the juniors, wen$ downstairs. He did not venture %o
take the cards back into No. 2 Study.

“Well, this is a2 go!” said Nugent, as he sat down a;

Hazel began to gather up the

A Qrand I;u-n , Complets 8Btor of Harry
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- | still sitting there, gasping, when the brake lilsapp_eamﬁ.

| An orange caught Billy Bunter on his fat chin, and he sat down in the road. He was

“(Oh, get out!”

“T1t's rather  im-
portant,” swd Bunter,
wnmoved. ** You sonie-
times zend things out
to the soldiers. Whar-
ton,  Will veu be send-
ing r”;.lrn::ﬂ.'}'.t-m: parcel
g0

“Do wvou want to
put somcthing in it?7

asked  Whartoy  =ar-
casticnlly,
“Yes, exactly

F'rinstance, a soldier
chap out theie would
= like @ niew - pipel® waxd
- Bunter.,  * a cha
smokes, s NI
healthier to smoke a
pipe than cigareties,
voul know. "llil-til.-.}II you
like to send ont & ripe
ping new pipe!”’
“I've sent out pipes
sometimes” said
Harry,. “What are
VO gir-ttiﬂg at? You're
not likely to buy a
pipe for a Tommy.'>
Ok, reaily, Whar-
ton! The fact 15, 1
was going to seid one,
but T'm riather short of
tin, and, f you Lke it
I't let vou have it
cheap. And—and a
tin of tobacco with it
—real shag.” '
The twe juniors fixed
their cyes on Bunter.
“Here they are!
Billy Bunter drew a
briar-pipe-—- - fremn  one
B«,wl{é}t abd a "t of tas
“barco  from another,
“That pipe must have
cost four bob at least,
and tobaceo is cight or
nine shillinfs a pound

e o

_[ nﬁw,l you know. You
v ; 1 cun have the lot for
(e Chapter B) | two bob,  What* da

the table again in No. 1. “ Hazel is going the whole giddy
nnicorn, and no mistake !”

“The silly ass!” suid Wharton, frowning.
to be asking for trouble, He used to be more cautious.
just as if he wants to be sacked.”™

“Not much loss if he werel”

“Tt would hurt Marjorie. Blessed if I know how Mayjorie
came to have a brother like that!” growled Wharton.
“That's the end of his blessed reformation. Johnny Bull
was right, after all. I'm fed up with him!”

“It’s queer, though,” said Nugent thoughtfully. “He
seems to glory in being a giddy blackguard, and at the
sime time he's awfully touchy about being suspected of
anything of the kind.”

“Yes: that's Hazel all over.”

“T suppose this means that he’s on with Ponsonby again,
and Banks the bookie, and all the rest of it. He’ll be up to
his ears in trouble before the weck’s cut. Who's going to
yank him out of the scrape?” said Nugent, with a grin,

" Blessed if I feel inclined to do anything of the sort. A
chap gets fed up in the long run!™ grunted Wharton. “We
ghall hear soon that Banks is dunning him for money, or
that he's borrowed Marjorie’s wateh and pawned it, or
something of the sort. And then he will be looking for
somebody to- help him out. Brorr-rr!”

Wharton went on . with his work, with a frowning brow.
It had really seemed that at last Hazel had made an end of
his folly, and it was exasperating to find that he was be-

inmng again. And when the time of trauble came,

harton knew, angry as he was, that he would stand by
the foolish lad, for ilm'jurie’ﬂ pake,

The chums of the Remove had finished their preparation,
when Billy Bunter came into the study. The fat junior
had apparently recovered from his licking. He blinked at
Wharton and Nugenh heedless of their frowns.

*1 =say, Wharton, old ch&P—;—.u"" L
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“HHe seems
It's

_ vou sayi’

“Where did you steal them?” asked Nugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent—"

Wihalrtﬂn rose to lus feet.

“1s that some more of Hazel's property vou've been
stealing 77 he asked. ‘“Has that huﬁl?liug i+.ii-~.t||i::r gone in for
a pipe, too?”

“Ahem! I—I found them, as a matter of fact,” said
Bunter. *1 thought you'd like them to send to the soldiers.
Of course, a junmor here couldn’t have such things. It
would really be a good deed to take them out of his desk,

so as to kecp him from getting into a scrape. Don’t yon
think so?”

“Well, my hat!™ =aid Nugent, “I wonder if all burglars
are as honest as Bunter?” \

“Here, leggo my callar!”™ velped Bunter. “Wharrer v
up to, 'Whartnﬂ?"}' 2 : S

“I've a jolly good mind to take you to My, Quelch!™ ‘aid
Harry angrily. “But I'll take you to Hazel instead. I
stuppose that rubbish belongs to him%”

“I—I say, you know, you can have them for ninepence "
gasped Bunter. “Don’t you want a really gocd bargain,
you fathead? Yow-ow! Eeg o! I'm not going to

save him from getting a licking—— Yaroooch!”

Wharton jerked the fat junior out of the study, and
yanked him along to No. 2, heedless of his expostulaticns;
He kicked open the door, and bundled Bunter in. Tom
Brown and Bulsirode had finished their preparation, and
ﬁnne down, and Hazel was alone in the study, with a sullen
FOW,

“ What the thunder do you want?” he exclaimed angrily.

“Do those things in Bunter’'s paws belong to you?”
“You fat rotter!” shouted Hazel, springing to his feet.
“You've been at my desk again!”

“I1—1 say! 1-1 was only trying to keep you from getting

3 azel, -
The beast wiil be waxy, you know, and I only took them to:°



s some day,” said Peter.
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!ﬁ:ﬁ on mel!”
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into a row, Hazel! T
—1 meant 1t all in

kindnces,. Yarooh!
K in off 1"

Billy Bunter strag-
gled furicusly to
CEOATIC, He wrenched
himseli away from

W harton, -;“.-1'.-3'3;_ to fall
into HaZel's clutohes.
Pommel, ponimel,

pommel!  The pipe
and tobacco went to
the floor, and Buntey

roared and wrigcled as

Hursl hammered him.
“Yow-ow ! Help!

Murder! Lend me a

hand, Wharton, you
beast! Yarooh!"
Harry Whaiton
walked out of the
EL1IIW,
Billy  Bunter frl-

fewed him ino a fow

collapsed in the pas-
Fage.  groamng, and
the  study  door  was
lammed on him.  But

there was a helping
Lhand readyv: it was
FPoter Tadd’s, Peter

Teodd grasped the Cwl
by the ecollar, and
ewhirled him along to
No. T Bmdy,
“¥You've been pick-
ing and stealing again,

Bunty 1"  gaid Todd
1 | aon't  klow
whether vou're a hig-
ger fool than | ropue,

Buntv, or whethor
vige e A bigger roguae
than ool But ]
kuow  I'm going  to
cure vou, or hreak a
cricket-stump m the
attempt! You're not

going to disgrace this :
Ftu{h-'r, my fat tulip:”
“Yarooh!”  roared

Bunter, in  apprehen- !

i

1

| Loder rose in hi;wrath, tﬁweﬁ_né over the Owl of the Remove. "Tnu—_ﬁm dare to
eome (0 me with cigareties to sell o me!* he gasped.
smokel "

“You dare to hint that I .
(See Chapter 4,)

BiGH, “1—1 sarv.
Teddy, I—I tock them to save Hazel froon getting into another
row—I did reelly—— Yow-ow-ow-ow | ;

The ericket-stump rose and fell shythmically, and the dust
rose {rem Billy Bunter’s tight garmente, Whack, whack,
whack., whack, whack! ' '

“Help! Murder! Fire! ©Oh, Toddr, vou beast!
ow-ow-ow " '
" “There, I think that will do,” =aid Peter Todd., * You can
always rely on me to look after you, Bunty, when ryou're
going astray.”

“Yow! Beast! Yow-cow!™

“T1 expect vou to be properle prateful, Buntes," :

“Fow-ow-ow !  Daeast |7 !

“* Are you gruteful?” roared Peter, flourishing the stump.

“¥Fow-cw! Yes! Al right; I'm grateful " shrieked
Bunter.

“Goed! That's a proper state of mind. You give me a lot
of trouble, Bunter, and I'm sure 1 shall break that stump
“ But, bless you, I don’t mind: =a
as you're my study-mate I'm going to look after you!

Yow-

~Billy Bunter did not reply. There was no language that
mild have expressed his feelings at that moment.

— i dp

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
The Mateh at Redclyffe!

: :EEELDE?-IE mf the Remove came in {or a considér-
anle amount &f attention from his Form-fellows the

next day,
His case was quite cut of the commmon.
There wete several fellows in the Remove who
amused their leisure moments by “blagging,” ae the juniors

THE MAGNET JIERARY.--No. 443,

ST i ]

called it—fellows like Skinner and SBunoop. And at one time
Vernon-Smith and Hazeldene had been conspicuous asmong
the “merry blades.” That was past, so far as the Bounder
was concerned. As for Hazel, he was not exactly vicions, but
he fell into incessant scrapes from sheer irresolution and in-
ability to resist temptation. But whenever a black shee
went “blagging,” he was at least cautious about it; an
Hazel seemed to have thrown caution to the winds on this
orcasion.  That made his case unigue.

Nobody was surprised to find that he kept a store of cigar-
ettes ; but that he kept them twe hundred at a time, in a
place where they might be seen, was & surprise.  That he
cept cards m his study was not a surprise. either; but his
letting them come to light was very recklese. The pipe and
the tobacco put the hid on, as the Bounder put it, foolish
fellow might smoke a cigarette or two; but for a junior in
the Remove to start a pipe was alinost tragically comie. The
fellows laughed, or shrugged their shoulders, or sneered, as
the humour moved them. Hazel's relapse had been widely
advertised, ag it were. He had been chucked out of his own
study for keeping cards there; his Form-master had taken the
cigarettes from him; and Hazel was openly on bad terms with
maost of his friends. He had been offered a place in the
eleven for that afterncon’s match, and he had refused it; and
that zlote was enough to make him conspicuous.

The juniors did not need tglling why he had refused it
The cards and the cigarettes gave the clue to his refusal,
Hazel had other ocenpations for his half-holiday; and they
were occupations that would not bear the light. So the
Remove fellows naturally concluded.

Skinner & Co., quite pleased to discover that Iazel was,
after all, one of themselves, adopted a very friendly matiner
towards him. To their surprise, Hazel was far from meeting
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Mhem half-wav. Skinner™® fovifation to a smoke in the box-
room was curily refused : Snoop'< sugzuestion of a game of
nap for penny points i the stndy was declined withont cere-
mony. It scemed that if Hazel was taking up blackguardism
again he had the grace to keep 1t outside I:Ee school at all
events. :

After dinner, when the cricketers were preparing to start
for Redclyffe, Wharton spoke to Hazeldene again. He did
g0 with an effort, but he was thinking of Marjorie, and of her
ain and disappointment if she learned of Hazel's new out-

k. Hazel was mooching about in the gquadrangle by him-
sﬁﬁ? havirtg just driven off Skinmer & Co. in the gruffest
possible manuer, much te the annoyance of those sporting
young gentlafmen. - '

He looked at Wharton grimly as the captain of the Remove -

came up. 'There was no compromise in e sullen face.

“We're just starting, Hazel,” said Harry, afiecting not to
notice his look. ** I've asked Rake to play, but he’s willing to
stand opt if vou want the place.”

“T've told you I've got an engagement this afternoon,”
said Hazel _ L

“You vouldn't cut it off, then, to play Redclyfie?”

“1 could, but it would disappeint somebody.”

“Do vou realty think, Hazel, that yon ought to
Ponsonby before your own friends in your own school?”

“Whao said it was Ponsonby?"

“Well, nobody; but 1 suppose——"

“ You are pretty quirk to suppose harm of a fellow, aren’t
vou?” sncered Hazel. T could explain if T liked. Bat if you
choose to think as von do, T don't care. Suppose it’s Banks,
the bookmaker? I dare say you think so!”

“We shall start rowing, at this rate,” said Iarry.
¢ Marjorie will be disappointed if you don't tnrn up at Red-
clyffe. Amnd it isn't a custom of mine to go round begging
fellows to play in the Form eleven.”

“Marjorie won't be there,” said Hazel grimly. * She gave
e a message for vou yesterday. Sorry she can’t come to
Redelyfie this afternoon with Phyllis and Clara™

“Well, you might have given me the message,”™ said Harry
warmly.

“1 was going fo when you started rowing me. I haven't
FEET YOu Sinee.

Wharton's lips eloscd.

“But I haven't kept Marjorie away:” sneered Huzel. "1
ran gee-that you're t-lhinkin;.-; so. 1t's because she's nursing
that Chirpy kid. The kid's worse, and Msarjorie iz going
to be there all the afternoon.”

“Oh, I see!” Wharton's brow cleared. “That's just hike
Marjorie. 1 only hope she won't hear anythiny about your
playving the giddy ox while she's worried about that.”

Hazo! burst into a laugh.

“ It isn't exactly a laughine matter, Hozel 1"

“Quite a mistake; it 15," said Hazel coolly.  “ You don’t
know how much vou amuse me when you mount the high
horse, Wharton. You ought to deo if on the stage in the Rag,
and charge for admission.”

Harry Wharton walked away without replving.  Hazel's
mocking lanzh followed him. Wharton's face was guite pale
when he arrived at the brake. He had never come nearer to
knockinz Marjorie’s brother heels over head. Bob Cherry
gave him a eurious glance.

“ His Highness coming?" he asked.

put

Wharton shook his head.

“Then vou'll want me?” said Rake.

“Yes”' - |

“dood egg! 1 dare say I shall knock u
Hazel,” said Rake. * Just a few more, perhaps.

“f gav. vou fellows,” called out Billy Bunter, as the brake
started., “ make room for a chap! I'm coming over ta Red-

clyfle with you!” 15
“Run behind, old son.” said Beb Cherry. * There isn’t
room for a porpoize. But if you riin all the way to Redclyffe
withont fallimg down dead of apoplexy I'll stand you .4 penny
ban!"

“* Beast!"” -

As the brake was crowded already, and Bunter required
soom for fwo st least, his request was g listle unreasonable.

cricketera weve not disposed to si On Gne an r'sslees
to accomm ~Benter. - ¥

“ Stop. vou rotters!” howled Bunter,
brake. “I'm geing to lock after Marjorie, you know, while®
vou're playing. Marjorie will be awfully disappointed if I'm
not there. 1 say Yarcooh!"

An orange caught Billy Bunter on his fat chin, and he saf
down in the mm? He was still sitting there, gasping, when
the brake disappearetd -

Harry Wharton & Co. arrived at Redelyffe in great spirits.
Wharton dismissed Hazel from his mind. = Bo far as the
cleven went. it did not suffer v the exclusion of Hazel. When
e was at the top of his form he was only as good as Rake,
Wharton had been willing to give him a chanee; but he had
not taken it, and Rake was a better man for the team.

Miss Clara and Phyllis Howell arrived on their bieyeles soon
after the cricketers. They had come to see the match.

“Yan't Hazel with. yon?” asked Miss Phyllis, noting the
ahsenece of Marjorie's brether,

"‘”I\Iﬂ; he conldu’t come,” =aid Harry.
on.

"

as Mmany run3i aj

“Jomething elso

“Marjorie sent him » message,” said Phyllis.. “ She wanted
him to call at Mrs. Chirpey's on his way home. Perhaps heg
is going there, though, anyway. He generally comes home
with Marjorie.™ '

% Yes, he may be there,” assented Harry. He did not think
it likelv. but there was= »o reason to say so

The stumps were already pitched, and the fwo teams lost
no thme i getting to business. Redelyffe were not in, great
form. and the Remove cricketers had matters very much their
oW1l WAV

The Remove batted ficst, aud Wharton declared the innin
rloznd, with six wickets down for a hundred runs. Re?
clyffe made 30 in their first and 68 in their second mings—a
result that was very satisfactorv to the Greyfnars team. -

“Hazel wis an ass to miss this.”” grinned Beb Cherry, when
the team came off at the fipish. **Fe could have covered him-
self with glory this time. Asnyonc could!”

11 Hﬂ. h!:h hB. !!l
“1 say, you felows——"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where did you spring from, Bunter ?"

“1 came over on a bike!™ said Bunter. “ 1 couldn't let
Marjorie be disappointed!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Plessed if T seo anything to cackle at!” growled Bunter.
“Tt's rather a fag biking over here, but I really promised
Marjorie I'd come! Where's Marjoriet” -
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“YIa, ha. ha!” roar n:J Bob., “ Marjorie basu'i come 1™

“Oh! Hasu't come?” Billy Bunter’s face fell. " That's
jolly curious. She knew I should be hnre P

" Perhaps that's “hy she hasn’t come !” suggested Rake,

. “Oh, really, Rake! T say, vou fellows, I suppose you're
having tea here. Ts there alrﬂhmg decent 17

“ Ancther mise in baulk !” chuckied Bob Chorry, “We're
not having tea here—we're going home to tea!l”

“0Oh, really, vou know, I'm hungry!” said Bunter, in
alarm. 1 EL,:, vou fellows, whe's going to ride my i:uI{E
hmrm ? I'm coming in the brake. "

* No room for porpoizes in the brake !” said Nugent. * You
can rvide home. DBesides, we couldn’t take the bike in the
brake 1"

“ Well,
it here !”

“And how will you get 1t back ¥ asked Wharton,

“I don't care about that 7

“ You don’t care whether you get your bike back, you ass 2"
exclaimed Bob,

“Ne; it doesn’t maetter. I'm coming in the brake,” said
Bunter, and he elimbed into the brike to settle the matter.
“You'd better ride that bike home, Bob !”

“{-"':I.-'t'ﬂ"'h me ! 11

“Well, please yourself, of course; but it's hardly safe to
leave your bike lying about here, is it 1"

“My bike 7"’ roared Bob.

“Yes; I borrowed your bike b

“Why, you—you—vou-—-" stuttercd Bob.

“ Mine- was out of order. you know,” said Bunter calmly.
“1t was yvour faunlt. I've asked you to mend my punctures
half a dozen times. and vou've never done it. But I don't
mind if the bike's left here.  Please vourself 1™
+» “Ha, ha, hal”

Bob Cherry made a step towards the brake. But the pre-
sence of Phyllis and Clara had a restrainming influence. Other-

ii-‘dﬂt‘m’t really matter about the bike. T'll leave

wise Billy Bunter would have departed from the brake “ on
his neck ™ in a very short time,
““All gerene "' he said. “I'll ride home to CLiff Houee with
Phyllis and Clara. Much obliged to you for bringing my bike
.Ehwllﬂ and Clara whecled out their 1111-:'1111195
s vised when Bob wheeled out one also,
' zzid Bob. “Kind of him_.
wasn't ¥
“"Very kind, indecd!” said Phyllie, in surprise.
brighsly. ' I—I suppose phrha 5 Marjorie will be home by
the time we get to ([']F ff House ! i
Rab
Cherry was not diplomatic. Tt was never left in doubt as to
which direction his preference lay in. But the two girls liked
“We'll call in the village for Marjorie,”
hﬂ‘- her bievele with her.”
CAnd ‘the cricketers in the brake envied the cheery Bob as
he rode a.'najr in great spirits with the two girle. Bunter
Huj h& ha PR
But Bob Cherry turned & deafl car to Bunter's kind offer.

But Bob’s face eleared,
over, Bunter !”
They locked
Buntey branght. it over for me,
“Now | ean sce you home, if you'll let me,” said Bob
Phyllis and Clara looked at one another, and Thughed,
.'Hr*h all the better for his frankness.
gaid Phyllis, * She
“Oh, ripping !"” said Bob,
]umE}ed u
“1 sayv. ﬂb I‘]] ride that bike home, after all 1" he shouted.
Billy BLI‘JELE went home 1n the brake,

_—l-—-—-‘ll

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Case of Doubt!

DB CHERRY arrived at Greyfriars séme timé after
; 3 the returning cricketers.  He ra o | tﬂ*ﬂttl;]t: '"’&*?}t.'
‘here the Co, were Tinishing u lota roa. :

-y

_.n.“

Hi?liﬁ

g ih.n} ST ’E*jn

. t:.--r"f ) li.&"?t 'ﬂ'ﬂ-“ ‘ﬂ"—‘!-i.':lt‘
vou are 1 ;
“T've hn.d"tea,,” said Bob. “I had it at CUff Flouce. T say,

I gaw Hazel!™

L]

e, The © ,,gﬂﬂ = PN, |

“Been to fhﬁ Cross Kevs?" asked Johnny Bull

““No, ass! called at "rlre Chirpey’s with Phrllis and
Clara to take Mar]:}rue home, ™

““ Hazel there ! exclaimed Wharton.

“1 was surprised to sce him,” said Bob. "1 thought he had
gone out on the razele, you know. But be'd been there all
the afterncon!?

“ My hat [” :

“ Marjorie told me so,” said Bob, *“And what do you think
Le's been up to 77 -

*Gnﬁ it up !’

“(Gardening !” said Boh,

“Gardemng ¥

“Yes ! ]'_.n-e::luug afr Mrs. Chirpey’s garden for her, 8hé
grows vegetables in the garden, vou know, to save money.
Hazel's l.mun hoeing and digging., and gﬂttlng up pﬁtatﬂcﬂ

and things,™
=ﬂ1d Johnny Bull,

“*Woll, that, takes the cake !
“The cakefulness iz teerific remarked Hurreo ‘-':ln_gh

i Th: 1 the esteemed Hazel did net gO out rﬂ.zzlefu]rl:,r
“Whyv the dickens conldn't he say so, then !” s=aid Johnay
Bull. “I don’t see why he wanted to kf‘{*p g0 dark about it. =
“ Hiding his light under a bushel, I euppose,” said Nugent.
“Tt was a jolly decent thing to do. Marjoric's influence, I

suppose ?”
[-ﬂu'r? Wharton locked rather troubled,
“It's jolly odd,” he said. ' So that’'s the engagoment Hazel
hacl fcr this afterncon. 1 suppose he’d promised Mre,

Chirpey.”
“* Marjorie said it was arranged last week,” said Bob.
“Well, he might have said so! He l#l:i- ug to suppose that

it was nmtw‘rhmg ghady, in his old etyle,”

“T—I've been thmk:ngi” gaid Bob a-wlrwnrdlj' “Hazel is
# touchy beast, but—but perha u.ﬁ 've b kit hasty.
Perhaps ]'IJ‘ lsu‘t really playmgth h !.'rlIt Lie's
ehasen to lot us think so. ont -ﬁuf' v, vou

Ir.u:fm He is that kind of mule.”
“Well, he’s ouly got himself to thank ﬂ:mn, £ Emd Johnny
Bull. “1 don't like sulky fellows m]melf’l
“Of eourse, if he's going atrn.}ght it'e a bit irritating to be
supposed to be plaving the fool! snid Wharton. * And Hazel

is proud, in his way. ﬂub—hut therau the cards and the
cigarettes and the rest of if P" |

1 s he didn't ge fﬁf Ebm Chirpey 7" said .
Jnhmly !'l amfuhﬂalh " He isu't teaching voung Dick

Chirpey to play nap, T suppose 77

“*No, he wen’t!"” said a voice at the door, as Hazel looked
i, HE rave Johnny Bull a hitter look. “ 8o that’s your
opiuion of me?”

“Listeners never hear any good of ’thems&:lves, said J u!‘mnj
B |i! unmoved,

S {; vou heard what.we were m-.jm .quel. Fou h}-:m 1t
was nothin against you." said H,u:r? ¥ ha

“1 henrg what Bull said. That's enou
Hazel, with a sneer.

“You can hear some more, i vou hkeé,” said Jﬂlmnv Bull.
“I said you're sulky, and so you are! And if you've got an
explanation to give, you ought to give :t If-you debberately
lead fellows to think badly of you, you've enly got yourself

or mf, ﬂmﬁ

to blame !™ :

“Well, sha'n't give vou any ex ion.” Laid Hnm]
thugging hn shoulders. 1 didn’t como. QJ:I 't.ilE tithti.
I came to pay 1 owe ﬁm

He laid a aurr-e:m; fiote on- the table, e, g
I “Thl'ha 8 yﬂw‘ quld W'Tlﬁl'mn I B]:I.H. ]1'& hﬂﬁhk ‘fﬁ‘ﬂ &mﬂ,

rﬁu o3 B P S
ﬁ%ﬁ ﬁuﬁm '

“Hazel, old man—"

Hazeldene walked out of the study, R

* Bulky beast!” grunted Jeohnny Bull. “Don't leck dewn
i the mouth, Wharton. vou ass ! hat does it matter 7 Are

J,‘:,: we going to fawn rouynd Hazel en our hands and knees, to beg
e = 4 h:m to smile on ns?”
e %:ﬂﬁar] ”I’ E}]Iilt 'Wlmrl%r; Gﬂg’htgg o ]
e = “ Besidles, the fellow's a blaekguard ! e isn't, what wan
' : m"’“ mﬁflm Eﬁmli‘,ﬁ he doing with cards and cigarettes? He wasn't going to lp]e:.;r.r
laa VENTRY ',-‘_ I"Eﬂ_'.s# cards for nuts, I suppose, as we do at Chrigtmas. - Perhaps
AR P A NTED FIFTERN VELRS he intended to have that box of cigarettes framed, and hung
Defiance I{E uﬁn;mnqn:np Brooke ot the wall of the study mﬁtead a picture?” sand Jahiin
: Tyres, p y
3addies, Coasters, Speed-Gears, olc Bull, who seemed to be in a sarcastic ha “And .tho
>3 = 104, to #7 = 158, pipe was intended as an ornament for the mantelpicce. of
B, ASY PAYMENTS FROM g MONTHLY, course. [ only hope hL’IE smoke some of that shag, that's all !
4 er of World's 'That’ll cure hum of playing the silly idiot | Z
“There might be eome muundersfandmg, taid Bob
dubiously, :
J -uhlm;r,' Bull grunted.
“Tom Brown didn’t think so when he chucked Lim out of
NEXT &8 ' - 3 o
) A Gra
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the gtudy,” he said, “and Browney's the besi-tempered chap
u the Form!™

"It would be just like Hazel to let fellows think badly of
him, and hug his grievance all the time, when there was
nothing the matter.”

“Well, that kind of a silly ass wants sitting on " said
Johnoy Bull,

But Harry Wharten could not holp wondering. It would,
indecd, be very iitke ITazel to nmurse an injury, and hug a
grievarnce, when a few words equld have sek the matter right.
And yet. how conld the facts of the ense be explained away ?
Even if Hazel were doffer enough deliberately to make
matters look as black against himself as possible, there was

no doubt about the facts. They seemed to s=peak for them-
selves,

5 THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Backing Up Bunter!

b 'M going to make au appeal to you, Squiff.”

I Sampson Guincy Efiley Field grinned. Billy Bunter
spoke 1n a very impressive manner. He had cornered
the Ausztralian junior in the passage after lessons,
the day after the Redelyffe mateh,

“You've had a remittance to-day,” went on Bunter. I

happened to see it. You've had two quid from Ausrralia, ™

“And you want them in advance on a postal-order you're
expecting for two pounds " grinned Squié. “Well, I don’t
mind. Yof can go an wanting !

“1I'm thinking about myv fund.”

“Oh, you want to pay Mauly his Lalf-sovercign?”

“Ahem! I'm going to sguaare that out of my pestal-order,

suppoge you don't think I'm the kind of chap to stick to
troney  subscribed for a neoble purpose?” exclaimed Bunter
tdigonantly.

* 114, ha, Lial"

“ Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle at! If you doubt my
porsonal honour, Field, this discussion had betler cease !’

“Much better!” agreed Squiff. * Good-bye!™

“The fact e, Squiff, I'm very keen on that fund.
it happens, there's been a delav in the post—"

“Same old delay in the post ["

“I've been disappointed about my postal-order—-"

“BSame old postal-order "

“1t’s owing to this conseription, you know ! explained
Bunter. “It's led to my postal-order being delayed. ['ve
been disappointed %

“Same old disappointment !

“Oh, really, Field! Look here! You say yourself that I
ought to square up Mauly’s half-quid. Owing to my dis-
appoininient about a postal-order I can't do so immediately.
I want you to fend me half-a-quid to pay Mauly ! |

“Well, that's a new one!” said Squiff.

“Fivt A new what?” .

“ W hopper !

“If you can't take my word, Squiff-—"

“1% az soon take the Kaiser’'s word, dear boy! What
beats me is how you eame to be born out of Prussia '™ said
Sqult, with a perplexed look. “You've got a gift of lying
that would make the Kaiser green with envy!” )

“ Look here! Are you going to lend me that half-quid for
my fund, Field?” :

“No fear!”

“ And you call yonrself a Briton 1" said Bunter, in disgust.
“INow, you know that Uolonials are expected to set an
example of patriotism. Now's your chance. You've got two
quids, They'd start a fund rippingly——»

“By Jove, so they would!" said Bquiff, as if struck by a
sudden idea. “One of them would, anyway. I want ihe other
rﬂ,dly. Blessed if I don’t start the funrf with a quid, and
IL‘H} look after old Chirpey’s little home "

illy Bunter brightened up.

“Rizht-ho! Now you're talking, Squiff!

Bquilf laughed.

“It'a my fund, you know ! exclaimed Bunter,
not going to atart a rival fund.
know !

“Right as rain ! said Squiff.
Bunter Fund !
“Food !

" And take it down

“Ripping 1" % -

“And present it to her, with the compliments of the
Remaove, in a neat lictle zpeech ! said Soquiff.

HE!}I}' Bunter beamed.

“That's exactly my idea ! he said. “I'm jolly glad to sec
you hacking me up in this patriotic way, Sqn{ﬂyT You're a
rea! DBriton, and no mistake! We want some more chaps
like vou from New North Vietoria &
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Now, as

Hand it over 1™

“You're
Play the game, you

: [. “It’s your fund, Bunter—the
You shall ratse the money——"

to Mrs. Chirpey's—"'

“New South Wales, you silly ass!” gaid Squiff witheringly.

“Ye-e9, I mean New South Wales! Hand over the quid "

“You'll want a collecting-box,” #aid Squiff, unheeding.
“T'll go round with you and persuade the fellows to put in
their money I

“Oh, good! They'll believe you -— I-—I mean, they'il
heliﬁv_.-e me, of course, knowing what an honourable chap 1
am! : !

“Exactly ! T shall give them my word that every penny
entrusted to you for Mrs. Chirpey will be safely delivered
to Mrs. Chirpey, into her own hands!” .

Bunter’s ‘eyes glistened behind his spectacles; Any fellow
in the Remove would have trusted Bauiff with untold geld.
The Aopstrabian junior’s support was certain to make the fund
& success.  Yisions of unlimited feeds floated before Bunter's
dazeled eyes. Not that Bunter intended to be dishonest, by
any means. He fully intended to make up every shilling—
when his postal-orders arrived !

“Come on, Squiff; let’s start!” he exclaimed eagerly.

“I'm ready! I'll get a tin!”

Squiff went to his study for a tin, with Billy Bunter at his
heels. Johnny Bull and Fisher T. Fish were in the study.
Squifl . sorted a biscuit-tin out of the cupboard, and held it
up before his astonished study-mates.

“Bubs, please!” said Squmiff.

“What'a it for?” demanded Johnny Bull.

“The Bunter-Chirpey Fund. You hold the tin, Bunter,
ag it's your fund!”

Billy Bunter took the tin. His eyes were gleaming.

“Clatch me ! said Johnny Bull. “I'd stand my last beb

for Mra. Charpey if she wanted it, but I'm not standing tarts
for that fat bounder!”

“This fund has the guarantee of New South Wales—
official,” said Bguiff. * P'm starting it myself with a quid.
Here goes!” :

A pound-note futtered into the tin,

1 guess you're off your rocker!” said Fisher T. Fish.
“That quid will go etraight to Mrs. Mimble’s shop !™

“I rather think not!” said Bquiff coolly. “I'm keeping an
eye on this fund '™

Johnny Bull grinned.

“Oh, I eee! Well, there’s my bit, in that case!”

Three half-crowns clinked into the tin. Evory clink awoke
a joyful eche’'in William George Bunter's breast. :

“Now, Fishy! Your turn!”

“1 guess I'm keeping my greenbacks in my trousers-
pocket !

“Bgueeze ont a bob ! said Squiff encouragingly. ‘It will
give you a pain, I know, but it's for a good cause. After all,
we stand you in the study, you know "

* 8hell out !” roared Johnny Bull. * You're being protacted
by the Army, ain't you, you worm "

“1 guessg—""

“If the voluntary system fails, compulsion will be adopted,”
eaid Squiff, "1 rather like the idea of the conseriptten of
wealth. If they conscript a chap's body and bones, wh
shouldn’t they conscript another chap's cash? I think we’
Eirsr the idea & trial in this study. Bunter, hand me ‘that

at!”’

F‘“hI_I_I guess I could stand a shilling !” said Fisher T.
igh.

And he did. -

“Borry to eause you such fearful anguish, Fishy!" aaid
Squiff politely. I know what a Yankee of vour brand feels
like when he has to par{ with any meney. It's like going
to the dentist’s, isn't it?7 But, you see, you belong to our
study, and we can't let you disgrace the study. 'Tain't
pleasant to have to stand a rotten neutral, anyway! You feel
that, don't you?" . -

“Ohb, vamoose the ranch!” growled Fisher T, Fish. :

And Squiff marched off with Billy Bunter and the biscuit-
tin, to make a round of the Remove and raise subscriptiona
for the Chirpey Fund. J

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Chirpey Fund Go:s Sirong! =

cricket-ground when wiff and Bunter inter-
cepted them in the quadrangle with the biseuit-
tin, _

“{hirpey Fund!” enid Bunter mmportantly, :

“ ALLO, hallo, hallo! What's the little game?” ' 8
Harry Wharton & Co. were going down to tha 7

“0Oh, buzz off, you fat goat!” growled Bob Cherry. *“If
you shove that tin here I'll bust it on your napper!” '
* There is nothing doing, my esteemed Bunter! Mauly is

the only estimable ass whom
said Hurree Jamset Ram Sin

inu can spoof swindlefully !
“ Squifl's backing up my furui" said Bunter hotly,  “ Squifi’s
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etarted it with a quid. Johnny Bull's stood seven-andsix, and
even Fishy has shelled out?” T )

“And I’'m lending Bunter a half-quid to make up Mauly's
contribution,” gaid Squitf. “ Here it is!”’

“Well, you must be an ass!” said Wharton., “It won't
get any further than the tuckshop! Don’t you know DBunter
by this time ™’ ]

“Oh, yes, it will!” said Squiff eoolly, *T'm keeping an
eye on this fund, Cowtributors can bet their boots that all
contributions will reach Mrs, Chirpey gafe and sound! You
can rely on Bunter this time !

Squiff closed one eye significantly as he epoke, and there
was a chuckle, The Co. understood. Dilly Bunter had the
impression that the cash was to be left in his hands. Squiff
had the impgession that it wasn't. And Squiff’'s impression
was undoubtedly the right one. :

“Oh, that alters the case!” sad Bob Cherry. “ Here's my
bob ! I'd like to put in five guid, but it can’t be doue out of
ene-and-iwapenee [V

“BSmall contributions thankfully roceived;

roporsion,’’ said Sqmiff, holding out the tin,
B Clink, cbni, clink, clink!

Billy Bunter's eyes danced as the coins ratiled inio the
biscuit-tin. Some of the Co. happened to be in funds, and
they contributed liberally., Then they went on to  the
cricket-ground, and Squiff and *Buuter departed in quest of
fresh dields and pasturces new,

“Hallo! Here's Hazeldene !
FL'[“I:I. H-EIEL'].?”

“Oh, rot!"” sand Hazel.

“Under the official patronage of New South Wales," said
Squiff persuasively. “ Banknotes preferred, but coppers
aceepted 1V '

Hazel laughed, and dropped a small coin into the tn,
Bulstrode and Tom Brown were wayliid, and contributions
extracted from them. Peter Todd, with a broad gria,
dropped in half-a-crown.,  Bunter's expression tickled Peter
greatty.  Evidently Bonter did not guess yet what an
exceedingly keen eye Squifi meant to keep on that biscuit-
kin. :

Rake and Wibley and Micky Desmond were found m their
study, and they paid up cheerfully. The fund was growing.

“We'll take. it down to the erickétdield,” said Squiff.
“We'll catch a lot of "em there; and in public they can't
refase—what 17 iy

“ Jolly good idea!” szid Bunter. “ You go with the tin,
end T'll look after what's been collocted already!”

“0h, we'll leave it in the tin till the fmsh!" said E{;ulﬂ'.

“No; npon the whole, I think 1'd better lock it up,” said
Bunter. * We—we might lose the tin, you know 7

“I'm keeping an eye on it!”

“Really, Squiff, I'm much obliged to you, but I'm going
to manage my own fund my own wayv!" suid Bunter warmly,
as Squiff took his arm and marched bim away.

“This way!"” said Squiffi calmly,

“Leggo my arm '

“Buck up, Bunter

Billy Bunter made a tremendous effort to jerk himself
loose, but Squiff’s grip on bis fat arm was like iron,

The Owl of the Hemove, wrigghng and grumting, was
marched out into the quad again., There he %.ﬂ;]tﬂd, cyeing
Squiff as if he could eat him.

“Will you let go my arm, you beast?”

“My rﬁmr chap, 1'm too attached to you to let yon gol
Don’t you want me to back up your fundi”

“On second thoughts, T'll do without you,” said Bumter.
“In fact, I think we've raised enough money for the present,
T'm going to get it out and count 1t 1”7

“Hallo, Bolsover! How much are you shelling outi”

asked Squiff. _ _
* Nothing,” said Bolsover major coolly.  * Buntier can get
I'm sticking to Bunter like

& feed without mv help!™
“I'in lookimg after t.{w fund.
glue,” said Bquiff, * He's tired of my company already, but
'm not leaving him.  T’'m too fond of him!™
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bolsover major.

arger opes in
“ile wt”

How much for the Chirpey

| 1¥ -

“Here's my bob,

“1 say, Bolsover, make him leggo!” howled Bunter, “I
i I'll hold your

3

-Say, give the beast s licking, Dolsover]
“jacket !”
i=%Ha ha, ha!”

)

“(Out of the fund?” grinned Bolsover.
“Ahem! I—] mean——-"
“ Never mind what vyou meap,” said Squiff.
mean that matters,
my pippin.  Kim on ‘
SBquifil marched the unhappy Owl off, leaving Bolsover
major roaring, Billy Bunter's fat face was a study now,
He realised that the Chirpey Fund was not to be disposed of
at lis own sweet will.
“Look here, vou horrid rotter ! he- gasped.
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“It’s what 1
I mean that cash to reach Mrs. Chirpey,
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“Do you

“I—TI'li stand you some tarts, Bolsover, and—and ginger-

-

“THE TRICKSTER TRICKED]”

)

-

mean to say you're going to watch me, as if T couldn’t bo
trusted with the money?”

“ Just as if ' assented Squiff.

“Weall, I'm not going to staod 1!" sl :

“1 don’t really see that you've got amy choice in tho
matter!” grinned Squiff. “This way to the cricket-ficld!
Get a move on!”

“1 won't ! yelled Buntor. .

“ Do you want me to help you with mwy boot?" asked Squif
pleasantiy, TR ~

“Ow! You rotter! Yaroooh! Leave off kicking me,
you beast! 1'mm coining, ain’t 17" yelled Bunter,

And be went, There was a crowd of feliows on the
cricket-ground, and they stared at Squif and the biscait-
tin  and the wriggling Owl  Bquilf esplained chevriy
what they were after.

He did not need ito exolain why he was keeping a viee-
like grip on Bouter's fat arm.  The juniors could guess that
muech for themselves, e ara iy =

Amid much laughter, coins rattled into the biscuit-tin,
swelling Bunter's fund beyond his wildest bopes. 2

But. as he discontentedly reflected, it was not much use
for the fund to be swelled if he could not get hi= fat fingtrs
on it.

Litile Side having been thoroughly “combed,” Seuiff
proceeded to Big Side, where he interviewed a crowd of tke
SETLLOTS. : o

Wingate and Courfney and same others dropped cash into
the biscuit-tin. Loder promised him a thick ear i he dide's
clear pff. Coker of the Fifih put 1n a i;en-shﬂling note ;
the great Coker could always be depended on to flourish.
Poitee and Greene dropped something inte the tin: Squifi
knew what it was later, when a couple of old buttons wern,
fourndl in the collection. : ot

“What about the masters?” said Bquifl musingly, as they
left Big Side. *“Would you like to try your persuasive
eloquence on the Head, Bunter?” ;

“Oh, don't be an ass!” said Bunter poevishly.s * Let's
take the money in and count it !™

“Right-ho!”

“Dy the way,
afternoon, Sqoiff.

“No; I'm missing it to help you, Bunter.” :

“I'd cut off to the nets if*] were you. 1 can manage the
rest, you know!”

“1'll take the cash down to Mrs
Bunter. “1 dare say ehe's in
Bauiff !

“No nced to say good-bye to me; we're mot parting yet
This way!”

“Ow!  You rotter!” - ,

Squiff tapped at Mr, Queleh’s door. The Remeveannstor s
voice bade him enter. Mr. Quelch looked surprised at the
sight of the biscuit-tin. = - ool

“1If vou pleuse, sir—if vou can spare a few minutege——"

“You may go on, Field!”

“We're raising a little fund for Mys. Chirpey, =ir. Hel®
kid—I mean, herdittle girl is ill, and the father’s at  the
Front,” said Squiif. “It was Bunter's idea, and I'm
hu]};-i ng him carry it out. We've raized a good deal !”

“That is a very kind action, Field.” )

“Abem! Would vou mind counting the menev for us,
sir, and letting us have some’ currency notes for it?  Muys,
Chirpey wouldnt know what 1o deo with a heap of tanners—
1 mean, sixpences—and coppers!” S )

“ Certainly, my dear hﬂﬂzi" = : -

2quiflf had boréd a hole in the hid of the biscwit-tin for
cash to he dropped in. He now removed the lid, and poured
out the contents on Mr. Queleh’s table,

Billy Bunier eyed it almost ravenously.
his—if he could get his fui Hands on it]
couldn’t.

“PDear me, what a very considerable
Quelch, in surprisc. :

“Yes, sir; most of the fellows shelled out,” said Sguil
EGI]]]JTEHE;I]LIF. “ Mrs. Chirpey will be no end bucked—"

§i E:h?:

“T—TI mean, she will be cheered up, sir 1™

“Yes, that 15 very probable. Dear me, three pounds—
four pounds—five pounds fifteen shillings—six pound five
shilings! That is a very handsome ii::‘ﬁe sum, Field, and
I have no doubt will ' be useful to Mrs. Chirpey., 1 am sure
you will present it to her in a very delicate way!”

“ Az a present [rom the Remove, sir, in remembrance of
old Chirpey, and what he's doing for us!” =aid Squiff, -

SIX

you haver’'t done any cricket practice this

Chirpey at onee,”™ F:ﬁt]
need of it. Good-bye,

All that cash was
At present ke

sum |’ =aid  Mr.

“¥Yes, 1 am sure that will please Mrs. Chirpey.
pounds five shillings and sevenpence,” =aid Mr. Quekchs:

15
T ERANK RlcHAHD S, |

A Grand, Long,
Wharton & Co.
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“ You must let me add a small amount, and I will hand you
sevon pound notes, which will go very nicely in an enve-
lope "

I"‘IL'J'h. thank you, sic! That will be ripping!" _

Squiff had rather expected a small contribuiion from his
Form-master, but not so much as fifteen shillings, My,
Quelch, with a very benevolent smile, unlocked his desk, and
took out seven pound notes.  He placed them in an envelope,
and handed it to the Australian junior.

“Thank you, sir!” said SBquiff, “It’s very kind of you to
let me trouble you like thisi"
¢ “Not at all, Field! 1 am very glad to see-that my boys
aro thoughtful for others, and not forgetful of the gallant
fellows who are fighting for us all. I am glad to see,
Bunter, that you are concerned in this!™

v' It was my idea, sir,"” said Bunter.  “1 first thought of it.
Squidl is c}nl}y helping me. If vou please, sir, I'd like to
manage it by myself now. Would yon mind telling Field to
leave the money in my hands?®”

Mr. Quelch gave Bunter a sharp look. He did not know
tEﬂ Owl a0 well as the jumors knew him, but he knew some-
thing. ;

" Why do you want the mouey left in your hands, Bunter?”
ko asked. :

S Well, it's my fund, sie.”

“I rather think that Field had better continue to manage
the matter,"” said Mr. Quelch drily. * You may go!”

“0Oh, really, air iy

“You may go, Bunter!" -

Billy Bunter went, and Squwff followed bim with the
precious envelope in his hands. In the passage the Owl of
the Remove stopped, and fixed a glare like that of a basilisk
on the cheerful Australian junior.

“Will you hand me over my money, you beast ?" he de-
manded, in a sulphurous voice.

" Your money?" said Squiff, in surprise.

“That money, vou rotter |”

“This i1sn't your money, dear boy,
This is Mrs. Chirpey's money.”

“I—I'm going to take it to her.”

Squiff nodded.

“BSo you shall. I'm coming with yvou to see that you do.”

“Look here, I don’t want your company !” roared Bunter.
“Is that plain enough for you?"

“Quite.”

“Then hand me my money——""

“Bow-wow "

Billy Bunter's eyes glittered. He was in such a siate of
exasperation that he would have made a frontal atiack, only
the results to himself would have been so exceedingly paiuful,
Squiff walked down the passage, and Bunter followed him our
of the School House. And Bunter's expression by this time
was like unto that of a demon in a pantomime.

You're dreaming!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Bunter!

e HAT luck?”

Harry Wharton & Co, had come off the cricket-
ground, and they met the Australian junior in
the quad. Squiff held up the envelope proudly.

“Seven quid! Quelchy's turned 1t into notes

for us. You fellows coming along to Friardale? Bunter
warnts s0me company en route.”

“1 don't!" roared Bunter.

“Ie thinks he doesn't, but' he does.” said Sguiff calmly,
*Come along, you chaps—Marjorie is at Mrs., (U wpey's !

“We'll come,” said Bob Cherry at once, »

“Lrimme that envelope, you rotter !"

“Certainly ; here you are,” said Squiff relinquishing the
envelope to Bunter, and at the same time fastening a grip on
his arm, “This way! It will be quite a pleasure to see

Bunter make the presentation in that graceful way of his.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows, it would be rather more—maore
delicate not to have a crowd,” said Bunter. “I'tn sure Mrs.
Chirpey would prefer it.  Don't you think I'd better K0
alona ?"

“Sure you wouldn’t drop iuto Uncle Clegg’s, and lose the
money there?" grinned Bob Cherry,

“Oh, really, Cherry ! Of course, [ :hould be very careful.”

“*8o are we going to be,” said Bquiff. . * March !

“Leggo, my arm, yvou beast!”

Y Bow-wow 1"

“I say, Wharton! You could lick himn—-"

“1 could lick you,” said Wharton, “and I'll do it, too, if
you don't shut up !

Tue Macxer Lippary.—No, 443,
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“Ahem! Bob, old man, I'll hold your jacket if you'd like
to give that beast a licking.”

“I'll give you a thick ear instead,” said Bob.

“* Yarooocoh !"

““Ha, ha, hat" -

The Fawmwous Five, and Squiff and Bunter, walked out at
the gates, Billy Dunter’s exptession was growing more and
inore Hunnish. The money was all in his fat hand now, but
it might as well have been in the Bank of England for all

the use it was to him, It was tantalising and exasperating -

to have =0 much wealth—so near and vet so far.

Billy Bunter quite vealised Squiff’s humorous scheme by
this time, Bunter was to raise the fund: but he was not to
be permitted to squander it—it was an act of Kindness to
Mrs. Chirpey, and a joke on Bunter at the same #ime. The
juniors grinued at Buuter's expression as they walked déwn
the lane. He was evidently turning over in his fat mind
schemes for bolting with the cash before they reached Mrs.
Chirpey’s. But Squiff's grip did not relax.

“I—I say, vou fellows,” said Bunter, as they neared the
village. *“Omn second thoughts, perhaps we'd better not hand
over all this money at once. Mrs. Chirpey might waste it—
she might go and pay the rent or rates or something with
1it, I think I'll give her half now, and half next week.”

*“1 don't think you will,” remarked Squiff.

“You rotter !” howled Bunter. “Can’t a chap do as he
likes with his own fund? It's a free country, I suppose.”

“Not now,” said Bob Cherry. “We've got compulsion
now, and you're going to be compulsed.”

““Ha, ha, ha'"

“1—1 say, you know, I—-I'm going to put my postal-order
to this, when—when it comes. It will be all right if I
borrow a quid out of this, and put in a postal-order for two
quid next—next week, won't it?"

“You can keep your postal-order for the next fund,’” said
Squiff. “You can hand it to Chirpey when he comes home
from the war. If the war last twenty years or so, I dare say
your postal-order may have come by then.”

“Oh, you rotter! DBeast!" :

“Are you always as polite as that when a chap’s given up
cricket practice to heip you!?" asked Squiff.

“Yah! Rotter!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!" : )

They were near Mrs, Chirpey's little house now. Bally
Bunter was getting desperate. As they came in sight of the
garden gate the Owl of the Remove made a sudden effort,
and wrenched his arm away from Squiff. The next second
he was fleeing as if for his life,

" Look out!” yelled Bob Cherry.

““ After him ! -

The chums of the Remove broke into hot prsuit,

“8top him!" shouted Bob, as he caught sight of Hazel-
dene of the Remove ahead on the road.

Hazel looked round.

Billy Bunter pansed, and dodged. and rushed past. But
the fat and unwieldly Owl had no chance in the race. A
couple of minutes later Squiff’s hand was on his shoulder.

“Yow-ow! Leggo!" B

Bump!
Bquiff jerked the envelope from his fat hand,

“You- fat burglar!” he said severely. *“You won't et
your paws on that again in a hurry ! Bamp him [”

“I—I say, you fellows, I—I was only joking, vou know,

—l——  Yarcooh! |Help! Fire!  "Murder!” roared
Bunter. T

Bump, bump, bump!

Harry Wharton & Co. walked away to Mrs. Chirpey’s,
Squiff carrying the precious envelope. Billy Buntér was left
sitting on tﬁ ground, - considerably dusty, and quite breath-
less. He shook ‘a fav fist after the juniors. The fund had
been raised, but it was gone from
dream. And Billy Bunter felt like Rachael of old. who
mourned and would not be comforted,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. - = =
The Clouds Roll By! it

the juniors entered. A sullen look came ovér hiz =

face, and he¢ did not speak. Harry Wharton & Co.
v;*]ent on to the house, leaving Hazel staring after
them, 5
Through the open window they could see Marjorie in the
little parlour with Mrs. Chirpey. The girl was putting on
her hat, and was ovidently about to leave. Harry Wharton
knocked at the door. :
Mrs. Chirpeyr opened it. and welcomed the juniors into the
little parlour, She supposed that they had called for
Marjorie.

Billy %uﬂti‘r descended on the earth, roaring

his gaze like a beautiful

HAZELDENE was in Mrs. Chirpey’s garden when o8




'..

~ gaid Mre., Chirpey.

T

= wirl's fare was very grave. :

“Goit, Squiff 1"’ raid Bob Cherry.

“ Ahem ! Squiff coughed. “We—we've calied to see you,
Mrs. Chirpey.” . .

“1'm sure vou're very welcome, Master Field ! said Mrs.
Chirpey, in some wonder,

“The—the fact is—ahem '—how is old Chirpey getting on,
ma'am "

Mrs. Chirpey smiled.

““1 had a letter to-day.” the said. “ He is geiling on well,
Master Field. I haven't told him abonut N?ﬁy being ill-mo
good worriting him in the trenches.”

“Does he get plenty of smokes and things, ma’am?"

“I—1I've had to stop the parcels since Nelly has been ill,”

“But Master Hazeldene has been very
kind.” '

* Hapeldene ! exclaimed Harry.

“Yeg: very kind indeed, like his dear sistexr,”” said Mrs.
Chirpey, with an affectionaie glance at Marjorie. ' My
man would miss his smokes if he did not get them, and
Master Hazeldene guessed, somehow, that 1 hadn't sent any-
thing lately, the dear boy " !

Harry Wharton gave a start.

A sudden-and illuminating 1dea had come nto his mmd as
Mre. Uhirpey spoke.

““Mra. Chirper, excuse me, did Hazel send vour husband
twe hundred cigarettes?” he asked.

Mre. Chirpey nodded.

“Yes: at least, hizs master at the school sent them, Master
Hazeldene told me. His master did not think a boy cught io
have cigarettes about him.” L

“ But-——hut Hazel bought them to send to Mr. Chirpey$"”

“Yies, indeed, and a pack of cards to amuse him off duty,
and a nice new pipe, and a lot of things,” said Mrs, Charpey,

“Ch, my hat!" ejaculated Johnny Bull,

“He gent the second pegeel off vesterdar,”” said Mrs
Chirny; and T can't say how much obliged 1 am to him 17

“Then—then Hazel got those things to send to Chirpey?”
murmured Frank Nugent.

“Billy ass!
Bull. _

“ Shush1” murmured Bob. | :

“h’:;}t on with the washing, Squiff]  Never niad Hazel
¥ o . : b o T o i .
Squif laid the envelope on the “fable. Mrs. L'iur%-?y
glanced at it in surprise. She did not guess at once what
1t contained. v,

“Tf you please, ma'am—ahem !—wa—we've brought you

a little present, with the comphiments of the Grayfnars
Remove,”  said Seiiffl.  “We're much  obliged to -old
- Ohirpey =
F"Denr me! What has Chirpey done for you, Master
1eld 77 _
“Kept the Germans out, you know.”
i (’Jhl}’

“We're much obliged to lhim,” continued Squiff. ' He's
a jolly good fellow, and they're all jolly good fellows, and
—and so say all of uat” _

“Hear, hear!” said the juniors.

“And we want you to ac that hittle present, ma’am,

as—as an wwledgment of what old Chirpey’s been.doing
for ws,” .said BSquiff. “That's all] ood-afternooen,
m!-m R

And Bquiffi hurriedly took his leave,  The juniors fellowed
him. and Marjorie -shook hands with Mys. Chirpey, and ol
lowed them out. The good lady was left with the envelo
i her hands. She opened it, and bher eyes grew very wide
at the sight of sevén one-pound notes. Poor Mrs. \rpey
had never possessed such a sum at one fime before. d

ae she thought of what it meant to her—of the overdue rent

:ﬁl_ﬁ%}md'; of the comiorts required by the sick litdle

By .

ooy ﬁ?ﬂ e distance—Mrs: Chirpey- fa iy sat and
crifd. they were nappy tears. e Creoyfriars juniors
had known that Mrs., Chirpey must be hayd “up, but they
did not realise quite how much.such a sum of money meant

. the frugal household. )
“ .. "That job's jobbed,” said Bquiff, with a breath of relief,

g8 they hurried down the path to the gate. “I—I wish 1t
had been a hundred quid. instead of seven, Buat, I say, you
“chape. about old Hazel 34

e broke off as Marjorie joined the The

at the gate.

Hazeldene came out of the garden, and joined her, with

- 2 grim look at she Famous Tive and Bquff.

“ Heady to go home, Marjoric?” he asked.

“Yes, Hazel” ,

“UCome on, then!” .

Marjorie looked from one to another, and her face became
graver. 1t was easy for her to sce that someéthing was amiss.

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath.

“T've heard something from Mrs, E‘hiqm{, Hazel,” he
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“ Have you?" Hazel yawned. Cig Ll in e

“ [—I hope vou have not been quarrelling,” said Marjorie
anxionsly. *“What is the matter, Hazel?”

Hawzel shrugged his shoulders, .

“Nothing! Wharten doesn’t care to speak to a_ black:
guard like me, that’s all, and I don’t want to speak to a
plaster saigt like Wharion! Bo we'll get off, if you're
ready.”

Marjorie coloured,

“Hagel ! she said reproachfully.

“1'd better explain,” said Harry, flushing. “We've rather
misjudged Hazel. No harm in teling yon now, Marjorre,
as 1t all turns out to be a mistake.” "

“(h, you've found that oui, have vou!® sneered Hazel

“Yes, we've found it out—by chance,” said Hn;r‘r. “ Bpt

I don’'t see that you can blame una Yeou b cigar-
ettes and cards, a pipe and tobacco, ln_{g’lu.ﬂ‘udj-'. and you
never said & word about their being’ bt to send to

Chirpey. You as good as told Bulstrode t you lLed to
Quelchy: I've heard it from him—-7" 55
“¥He chose to think

“T1 tald him the truth,” said Hazel.
it was a lie, and 1 let him think so!”

“You are misteken there,” said Harry quietly. * Any-
way, as it was & mistake, I''n sorrv, and I don’t mind =aying
80,
“Rame here,” said Bob Cherry. "“But what the merry
thunder was a fellow to think, Hazel?”

Marjorie smiled a little.

“Hg you have been misjndging Hazel?” she “You
did not know. how kind he has been to Mre. Chirpéy—deing
her garden. and running errands, and sending parcels to her
husbamd., And——" .

“You put me up to it, Marjorie; veu know you did,”
said Hazel. *1 suppose 1 ought to have shouted it all cud
in the quad et Greyfriare, and put an adve i

t of i
in the loeal paper - Then I -m,ﬂ&,w-z_gﬂﬁi# % o

back, imstead of being suspected and wg -

“ Perhaps we were a bit hasty,™ said Johuoy Bull, after
great deliberation. “But you're a secretive sort of beast,
Hazel, you know, and jolly sulky. Now 1 put it to you, as
a candid chap!™ : .

Marjorie laughed, and Hazel, after frowning a moment,
grinned. - As a matter of fact, he had mursed his grievance
with a kind of sulky satisfaction, but he was not sorry to
have the tyuth diseovered, and te be set right in the eyes
of the Bemove fellows. =7y

“ Anvhow. it's all over now, and we're: serryl” said
Wharton . frankly,  “ New, we can’t say more than that,
Hazel.” :

“ Al sevene,” said Hazel. “I know I cught te have ex-
med.” This was a great concession from Hazel. * Bu
—but it was pretty rotten to be supposed to be gmnf: to the
Cross Keys, when 1 was playing games with little PEY-
Nobody would have known ln‘;!ﬁng- about the '
and things if that fat beast Bunter hadn’t pinched thém.
And the quid you lemt me went on &mokes snd socks for
old Chirpey, Wharton, not op gee-gegs!” ;
“1 know,” said Hamy , ) : :
“My esteemed chums,” purred the Nabob of Bhamipur,
“the vloudy skyfulness has volled away, and everything in
the esteemed den s merry and bright. The esteomed
Hazeldene is dscharged without an sugust stain upon his
disgusting character, and he js vestored cqual to new to the
nﬁhl-ﬁ frH?- of his ludicreus end ridiculous choss?™
i a. H‘ S i 0 ; i A .' ) ; ..,'_"‘-':-'ii_
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's way of pusting i quite
resteyed sl partios to good b8mour. o i AW
“1 ‘was gowag to ask you come over to tea at CIff
rjorie, “mow that you are all good friends

— Shii
“Hear, hear!” #aid Beb Chérry emphatically. '
And it was a merry party thet marched off to Ohff

House. Hazeldene, his sulks quite gone, was one of the

most cheerful. Indeed, Hazel had fallen inte gueh a reason-

able mood by this time that he was almost willing to admuit
that the misunderstanding had been His Own Fault!
THE END.

S e N R R e R O R
% Do not miss “THE TRICKSTER ¥
% TRICKED !’ — Next Monday’s Grand %
;!:gStnry of Harry Wharton & Co., by %
% Frank Richards. . o
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PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS BRIEFLY TOLD.

Hal Mackenzie receives a mysterious message. urging fun
to cotne out to the Southern Andes and learn the —ooree
the Tower of the Golden Star.  He set: our upon rhe von
accompanied by his chums Jim Holdsworth, Bob Srgsbee,
and Pat O"Hara.

After exeiting experiences in the hands of a rroacherous

captuain, they arrive at Buenos Avres.
. They proceed upon their journey into the mounftains,
and eventually arrive at the Black Sentinel —a  rock
cut in the figure of a huge man—where they encgmp for the
night. Aymara, the daughter of a native chief, had warned
them of great dangers beyond this poinr,

Before morning they are attacked by scores of guanr apes
They take cover behind a parapet of rocks surroanding therr
camp, and prepare for a terrific Aght, assstea by orhe chief
of some snake-worshippers, whom they had resoued from a
heathen temple.

“Blaze awa¥!” urges Hal, as their horribic {285 agvanca
“We must kill as many as we can! If they force a wa> over
the parapet, they'll tear us to pieces!”

et

L s

Victors Again.

Nothing was more certain than that, For if any great
number of their ferocious enemies got over the rock ramparts
itnto the camp, the gallant little band of defendera wnuﬁi he
doomed. And the horrible fate that would bLefall them in
such a contingency was unnerving to think about.

But their nerves had been toughened, as their bodies were,
by many wild and perilous aﬁ*enturm, They kept up a
ccaseless fusillade, and many dead and wounded apes were
lying on the ground. :

But the huge leader was still alive. After:he had been
wounded by Sigsbec he had escaped the bullets; and now,
chattering and screaming, he seemed to be gathering his
followers together for a final attack, He was {mmﬁquely
human in aﬂ his gestures. They-had drawn back after the
last repulse, and now they made’ a combined rush in a close-
packed mass,

But that rush never got home,

A volley was poured into the midst of them. Then another,
Tho leader was in front. Buddenly ke sprang high into the
air, and when he crashed down on to the ground he didn't
move again.  He must have been shot.through the heart.

Then a strange thing happened. The whole crowd of apes
stopped in their headlong charge They would not pass their
dead leader. With weird cries, that sounded like lamenta-
tiona, thoey surrounded the body.

Two of them picked it up, and then the whole of them
turned tail and hurried away, those of the wounded who were
able to crawl following them. They entered the woed, and
in a few minutes all the living apes had disappeared. Only
tho dead were left. ) . .

“Thank goodness that's over!"” exclaimed Jim, with a gasp
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of relief. “I don't think I could have stuck it much longer.
I'm pretty well used up. 1 don's suppose they'll come back
=1 bope mot,™ said Hal terveally,

Those brutes that have 71
shivers to think of —now taat it’s al - i-:lf_'-','-"i'is

foes, to say the least”

“What's the matter with the snade nan?” askd O'Hara
“Ys it that he wants more foighting, or will he be singing
to us?”

“ Looks as if he's going to give wa a recitatiom,” replied
Jim. i

Day had by this time dawned. and the glow of the rismg
sun was showing in the castern sky. The chief had leaped
on to the highest boalder of rock, and, raising his apear above
his head, he began a wild chant, which was probably a hymn
of vietory. ; .

He had a deep and sonorous voice, and as the morniung was
atill, the savage, war-like chant rang out clear and far over
the mountain-ridge. He was probably extoiling the valour
of his white companions, for occasionally he extended his
arm toward them. Then bo shook his spear with a
menacing gesture at the grim Black Sentinel, and finally he
r.'.'l.i-ir!-q.'_‘:u' thao WO ol it a4 aocrk of -&Jal"!:t-.‘ [ I.'-I'.I'E'l' !'.ll-'-w],'l-“l'l.!f'ﬂ Jl-ll*ﬂ-

Then he leaped down from the rock, and O'Hara, clapping
him on the back, exclaimed: % h <3 : |

“'"Twas a great song, me bhoy, though sorra a wofrd av -
it did 1 undnfstand, mgre'a.thn pity ! ﬁgan av these days l?ﬂ A
learn something loike it meself, for it does you good to awme ' =
your chist now an” again.” : : : s
"The chief understood that he was being praised, and be .
grinned with delight, Moreover, he had a respect for Q' Hara '\
almost amounting-to awe, for he had witnessed some thg' ;
red Irishman’s feats of strength. . And nothing 5o appeals ¥
a savage as great physical strength.’ Lt S

] don’t quite know,"” said Hal, * whether the chief wants

“T've had l_‘"ﬂl_'ll,:i.gh.
Just g T zive me the dold
unnatural

b &
4
I

-

o

He haa

one us some good service, and 3ecma to be a different”
sort of

reed to the other snake-worshippers; but I'm._pe
likely to forget that he is, or was, theis EE;EL”I =
“ﬁa'i all right,” replied Jim; *"he's proved ib. . Ane
capable of feeling gratitude; though at first you wwould
he?iwa he was. But, all the same, we want to car 11
this adventure our four selves,- without any
addition to our parky.” - e
“Exactly my idea,” returnéd Hal “There are
reasons why his presence would be awkward. Sl <what are ™
we to do? After the way he's stuck by us in thiz'fight we =
couldn’t turn him down.” . =1
However, the chief solved that difficulty himself, for after =
they had despatched their breakfast he intimated to them by
signs that he must leave them. 8¢ far a3 they could gather, =
%m aﬁmant to reftmin to tii;ae temple, which appeared to the -
18 uarters the snake-woramppers. ‘
Before g{}il?g he made them understand that it would be =

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE * BOYS' FRIEND," 1%
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better for them ta avoid the forest into which the apes had
disappeared, and to follow a path which he pointed out.

Ha! presented him with an old pattern Colt’s revalver,
which had been taken from the outlaws, and to which he
scemed to have taken a fancy, but as there were no cartridges
to fit it, it was maore ornamental than uveeful.

T think he wants to wear 1t just for show,” said Hal.

Then he took his leave, grasping the hand of cach of them
and placing it against his forehead, which was probably
meant a¢ o token of allegiance to them, should they ever
require his services again.

S Phore's- worse chaps than him knocking about,” declared

: :"._'_‘_:Qsiﬁ‘ﬁhee,' “alhough he worships snakes, Biame funny idea,

“anyhow, tift reptile worship!”
e 1 failed to sce the humour of it,” smd Hal, “ whon 1 was
= tied to that stake in the wault of the temple!™

-
N e ——

% Jim Makes a Discovery!

They saw no mora of the giant apes, nor did they find

© & traees of eny cthers of the trbe, from which they infevrod

that those unpleasant brutes—far more ferocious than is n=unl
with the species—only inhabited a small tract of the mountain
COMNiry. :

Indeed, as they ciimbed higher and higher among the bleak
and rugged mountain-passes, animals of all description becamae
raver, until at last the question of being able to ghoot ereongh
for toeir daily rations became a serious prohlem.

For they had now to ‘'live on the country,” as the ctock
of provisicns which they had bronght away with them, loaded
on the pack mule, was ncarly exhausted. Thera was a litiln

flour left, o fair quantity of tea, and very little eoftee; that

Wias &ll.

“We must be over ten thousand feet up now,” said Hal,
as they pitched camp on the fifth evening after quitting the
hill of the Black :’aﬂ.mtinul; ‘iand we shaill have to climb
higher yet before we begin our descent, which will mark the
last stage of eur journey. And during the past two days toc
cnly animal we've scen has been a puma—a white-conted;
ane.’’

“ Must dwell abeve the snow-linc,” replied Sigsbee, * having
tha white fur. Tt ain’t the natural.colour of the animal
But I guess 1 don’t want to eat puwma, if T can help ie.”

“Ryer try o bit of one!?” asked Jim. | :

“ Fnee,” replicd Bigsbee, " when I was hunting wav op 111
the Peruvian Mountains. Gee! It was strong meat ! The
flavour was in my mouth for a week afterwards! It 1oost
made me turn vegetarian!”

O'Hara threw another log on the fire, and stivred it
a hig blage. ~ :

“"Tig not only mate we'll be short av soom,” he said. ** by
foire as woll to ecok it. Trees are getting scarce, @il i biit,
higher there’ll be no more than bushes. And thun same
Lishes are small use for making a dacint foire wid. Hoven's
I tried 'em? They either burn away before you can wink
your two eyes, or they won’t burn at all. An’ here's ihes
last av the mate, which we'll be havin’ for supper to-gngat.
'Twill be toime enough to-morrow to start on shork rations. :

He held up & guanaco-steak which probably .weighed two
pounds : then, catting it up into portions, he started ecoking
operations. -

“We ought
Hal )

“An' me ae¢ ompty as a  whisky-jar afther a wake!l
exclagmed the Irishman. * "Pwould be cruclty—no lussi’

“ AN right, then,” laughed Hal, “tuck ir to the last bite,
But don’t blame me H you find yourself emptier tnan ever
this time to-morrowi’ _

“Qay, cap'n,”’ mterposed Sigsbec;
i Just. where we're cam vz ek
wd curselves around and do a it of. 1

vy to

St

really to go on half rations to-night,”  said

m e

“hew'd it be H we re-

fonr of us & ag?

Tt wouald be middiin® poor sorerol- luck” i Betwedn 'us. we-

1:! L

corildi’t bag enough game to last o week
“ (Jood idea !” said Hal. ** That's what we’ll do B
“Then I can ate my supper wid a contmted moind now,”
- gaid O'Hara, "“leelin’ 1 heven't brought me comrades face
s fgoe wid starvation.”
S No one standing opposite you could truthfully say he
I 6 facing starvation,” retorted Jim, grnmng. * Serve out
" the guanaco—it’s about done; The steaks shonld be fairly
- pender sfter the way the pack-mule stamped on them this
. morning when they were lving on the ground while we were

%o as not to
odds and_ends that could be done without, t
that came handv for plates, the bark of trees, leaves when
they could get them b mﬂugh. or thin slips of wood. This’
evening tree-bark served for theiwr purpose, _

Away in the distance the giant peak of Aeoncagua, the
imonarch of the Andes, reared its snow-clad erest to the sky.
It was their beacon, which guided thém on their way, for it
chowed them the direction in which they bad to travel.
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It was cleariv visible to-night, but very often it was hidden
in ihe clouds. Aud inosoine mighty clefo of the mountain-side,
Cifficult of mceese, wae the object of their gunest, the Tower
of the Golden Star,

They wouldl have to descend into a valley before they
reachod it—the Valley of the Shadows, as it had been named
by _ivinara, and according to hes account, & weird and mys-
tericue place.  Aud somewhore near'that valley was the home
of the ha'f-brecds. the most erocl and treacherous of ali the
foos hat they had or were likely to eneounter.

Their night's rest was disturbed by one of the sharp and
violent storms comnion (0 oustain regions, but beyond the
fact thai the camplire was scatiered all over the place, ro
damage was done. It lasted oniy two hours, during Jim's
furn for keeping watch, and he pleasantly remarked that 18
“errvedd Lo keep things lively 7 during schat would otherwiso
have Lo a fonotonovs yvigil. But his comredes, who had
their slecp disturbed, didn’t viewsit in the Hﬂlmﬁghttg O’'Hara,
w o had tiee next turn, hv[ng pﬂ}‘f-iﬂulﬂ.i‘.""f ﬂi:ﬁguﬂh‘{i. s

He urged rhat Jim ought to keep another heur, buf Jim
nointed out that he*wasn't responsibie for the storm; aud a9
e rolled himself in his blanket ard compesed himseli to
dleep ag soon as the fire was rekindled 1t was useless to com-
tinae the prgament.

The next noining, after a very frugal bieakfast, the hunting
prograsunie was siceteled out, at being decided that O'Hara
hould remain in charge of the camp, as he was the worst
<hat. while the other three went in different directiens in
cearch of game. : :

“Tf von feel hungey during our absence, you'd best chew
o Tt of leather. 'at,” advised Rigsbee. * Don’t start in to
maka doughnuts against our reinrn, and then come over kind
af absent-nunded, and eat them yonrsel.”

STE ) gep hongry ' exelaimed ("Hara ruefully “ Faith,
1'm that alteady. - A brepkfasi av tay, an’ a spooniul av flour
an’ wather frvicd in a greasy pans 8 only thrifimg wid your
sLOninmeK

1t wiil be necessary to follow Jim’s fortunes in this hunting
expedition, not because of lis success in bagging game, for
in truth he made no bag ak all that day, but on account of a
stuctiing discovery that he made wliuch brought -about an
alteration in eome of thewr plans. :

After quitting camp, Jim kended for some thin timber abous
ihree miles away, which he thonght might serye as cover for
game of some sort, either “fur or fonthers,” and when he
roached the trecs he found reason for congratulating himself
that e had struck out in that direction.

For there he came tipon the tracks of a gnanaco, quite fresh,
and caey to follow.

“This is a bit of luek.” he said to himself. *One of those
chaps will provide us with enough meat for a week, and it wall
keep casily at these altitudes, where the thermometer iz nearly
Jown to freezing-point. Dut I miustn’t count my chickens
hefore they're hatched ; or, &t Jeast, I musta’t reckon on my
EMRILECO before T've shot 1t.™ :

And not always after it was thot, as he was to find out, to
Liis diseomiiture, later, :

Well, for a matter of four miles he followed the tracks, and
then he caught sight of the animal standing on a broad ledge
of the mountain-side, nibbling at the ecanty herbage,

But it was too far off fnrbhim to venture a shot at it, so
he would have to stalk it until he got within sure k,i]iing_
range. He had expected. that, and enjored port; for Jim
was a good hamd &t Eﬁ%m aame. ¥ tha animal was

“down wind,” so he we able to get ¢l

_ cloge up withe
heing seented R :

o . . g T
Luck secmed to be with him. He crept up to within two
hundeed vafds of the amgal, winch mxl’:-mm*ed a Tew pacea.
one way or another as it continued jts feeding. | T
Buf it would be hmpessible te get any ‘closer, as it was all
T %muud now between them, with searcely encugh cover
to shelter a cat, 9o Jim laid down on the ground, well
sereened by a tow bueh, fook careful aim, and fired. :
He scored a hit in a vital part. The guanaco made a ire-
mendous leap n the air, ran forward a few paces, bounded in’
the air again—and then vanished ! poa g 5 ey
Jim stared at the plice where the animal had been, with
an rxpression of comiical dismay, e T '
" That _takes the biscuitl” ﬁe oxclaimed. * Done the van-
ishing trick down z ciack, and the chanecs are a hundred to
one aeainet my beifg able to get at it. . The beast did it to
epito me.  There were u dosen ways it might have jumped,
and it chose the only one that-cov!d have dished me”
Shonldering  bis rifle, he wade his way to the ledge, and
locked down into what he had called a *‘crack.” 1t was a
fissure about ten feet in width - and several hundred feet il%

A @Grand, Long, Com 'I;h Stor ‘Harr
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depth, The sides were perpendicular, and it would be impos-
gible to climb down them. He could only dimly make out the
iead guanaco at the bottom, which was shrouded in perpeiual
rloom.

Y“Well, there it 15, and there il have to remain 7" muttered
Jim. " All our lariats knotted together wouldn't reach the
hottom, and we haven't any other ropes sirong enough to bear
# man’'s weight. A wecek’s meat rations gone to——""

IIe never stated where the " meat rations " had gone to,
for as: he was uttering the words he turnod awayv from the

edge of tho fissure and his eyes fell on an object which gave

him something of a atart.

It was a skeleton—the skeleton of a human being, which
was seated in a niche of the rock that rose up for twenty or
shirty feet at the mner side of the ledge. The arms hung
down straight, and the head leaned back against the wall of
rock behind 36, It was as though the man, who may have
been dying of starvation when he reached this sheltered
creviee, had sank down on to the rough, nataral seat, and,
leaning back, had fallen into a sleep from which he had never
awakened,

- And how long ago had that been? It was next to impossible
‘to tell, but it must have been a long time, for the bones were
bleached white; and only a few shreds of clothing were left.

Around the neck of this poor remnant of humanity, there
was something hanging by a thin chain,

Jim Lifted it gingerlv. It was a silver crucifix, but the
metal was now quite black.

“Not a native,” he murmured. * Probably a Spaniard of
the old days, when it was not an uncommon thing for a man
ko wear .a crucifix, They were more devout then than they
are now-—and more erucl, Hallo! What's thia?”

Jammed into a tiny creviee of the rock was a wallet, made
of the skin of some animal. It had lain protected there from
wind, rain, and snow, bnt when Jim pu.ﬁml it out it fell to
pieces in his hand ; it was rotten with age.

A few coins fell cut, but they were as blaek as+the crucifix,

and also a small roll of parchment, which was in a fairly good

stete of preservation,

Jim unrolled it, and saw that it was covered with writing,
very much faded, but still decipherable. The writing was in
the Spanish language. He decided that Hal should have the
job of travslating it.. But the date was in figures—1752!

“Great Scott!” exelaimed Jim. ~“A hundred and Gfty
vears ago! And all that time this skeleton has been seated
here, keeping a sort of everlasting watch, Well, [ won't
disturb the remnaing of the old Don Spaniard.™ :

e slowly made his way back to camp. and when he
reached it he found Pat O"Hara in a state of jubilation. He
had killed a small antelope, and already had it cut up.
Bigsbee and Hal had not vet returned,

* It came close up, wantin’ company, mavhap, poor baste !”
explained O'Hara. * At first T hadn’t the heart to shoat ir,
but whin 1t gave a lep, and turned to go, I bethought me
none of ye might come back wid anything, so I let droive.
An’ there it 18,

“Well, that's a eomfort,” replied Jim. * Now that the
grub department ia all right for a few days, my mind's at
ease.

“What's that
Irishman. T .

I tell you all about it when the others come in,” said
Jim. “It will seave having to spin the yarn twice over."”

It was late in the afternoon when Hal returned to camp,
rnd Sigsbee came in about half an hour afterwards. They
had had no luck. Neither of them had so much as seen an
animal or bird that would ha{:ﬂ been suitable for food if
killed. : s ;

“'Tis foine hunters ye are!? exclaimed O'Tara sarcastic-
ally. - * Here's meself, who wa# just lifi to moifid the camp,
has done all the huntin'—"' -

“You're doing the crowing now,” interrupted Jim. * Cut
it out for a bit, Pat; T want to tell you all of my little
adventure, and what I found.”

“Eh? What did you find?"” asked Hal curiously.

“This, among other things,” replied Jim, handing the roll
of yellow parchment to his chum. “Thae writing is in Spanish,

you've brought back wid ye?" asked the

which you'll be able to translate. Most of it seems to be

guite legible.” : .
Then he told them of the strange discovery he had made,
vfter he had shot and lost the guanaco.

L

The Valley of the Shadows.

H_Hj"ﬂu_l.'lt! This is queer ! exclaimed Hal, as he perused
the ancient manuscript. * Writien a hundred and fifiy years

;51:, Prmumnblf by that poor chap whose skeleton you found,
im, "

_ throughout the ages daring adventurers may have sought to 7

_*But he couldn't have written it up there on that lonely
ridge,” said Jim. “ A traveller in these regions would never
carry a pen and ink about with him—at least, he wouldn't
in those days.”

“ It was evidently written,”
on his quest—"

“His quest "

“Yes. It's a strange coincidence, and if T was inclined
to be superstitious—but then I'm not. The quest that Don =
Guzman Cavallo—that is the name of the writer—set outia
upon is the same that has brought us here into the heart of
the Andes, He was in search of the Golden Star T

Astonishment beld the others silent for a full minufelEs
That a century and a half ago a man should have set out on'S
80 perilous a Journey, with 311': same object in view as them- *
selves, scemed littis short of marvellous. For- somehow 4
bad never occurred to them that the Golden Ssar might
as old as the mountains themselves; while at different perioda

replicd Hal, “bLefore Lie st&rtétn‘i-

learn ita secret.

“Read what is written,” said #Jim. “TI’'m more eager than
ever now to know the contents of the parchment, Did he
reach the Tower of the Star, or was he——""

“Keoep ‘your hair on,” interrupted Hal, “and you shall
hear. fow of the words T shall have to make a guess at
as they are too indistinct to read, but otherwise I shall get
alﬂnﬁ all right. Of course, the language is a bit quaint, just
as old English sounds quaint to our ears now.” -

 Seating himself on a rock, Hal read out to his comrades
that which was written on the strip of yeilow pareliment, This
18 1t : e e o
1, Guzman Cavallo, of Santiago, in old- Spain, but for 4
my sins ap exile in this country of strange mén and stranige %

. beasts and strange happenings, am about to set forth on a
- yourney fromm which it may well be I shall never return.
But that matters little, for I have no relatives to mourn me,
and but few friends.” I go in quest of the Golden Star, to
{mnetrate 18 mystery, to learn its secret. It is known to the
neas, but even torture will not wring from them what they
know, All that they will state is that the star is guarded by
wizards, and that may wall be, for this i3 a country of wizards.
Buat I have learnt i’%lﬂii" ch it I must eross the Valley of
the Shadows, a dread and mysterious place. There may bea
Fortune awaiting me, there may be death. I fake the risk. It.
s, after all, but a game of chance, with life staked against
a fortune. An Indian hunter will aceompany me some part
of the way. I have written this on the first day of the year
1752; then, if I fail in my quest, and my body is found, it
will be known on what adventuve I set oit, ; '
“* Guzumax Cavarro.'”

when he had finished

Hal folded up
reading.
“That is a fairly correet translation of the c-rigr-inal " ke
said. *I had to fit in a word here and there, that's all.”

“That old Spanish Don was a sportsman,” -said Jim. “I
suppose the Tndian hunter deseried—no food left, and no
game to be killed, perhaps—and Don Guzman died of eold
and starvation.” : : : ;

“I guess he had grit,” put in Sigsbee. ‘ But fie seema
to have got fhe notion that the secret of the (olden Star
had amuethmg_ to do with hidden treasure, He was on the
wrong track.’ : :

H'Tis ourselves may finish up the same way as he did,”
said (' Hara—"'sittin’ on a mountain in our bones—no more "

“You must be suffering from indigestion, Pat.” Jim ex-
claimed, laughing, *or you wouldn't hint at anything so
Enplq?ﬁanti You'd better give up eating meat for a few

AY8. \ o

“Indigestion |" echoed O'Hara indignantly. “It'll be,
then, because I dén't get enough nourishménf, An' what-

the parchment

would T be eating if T gave up mate? Would it be grass an' . -
dirt an’ stones, -like me ould grandmother’'s goat? Barrin' =

he once ate the best Eart av her Bunday boots!” e
“Bay, you best stick to a meat diet, Pat,” grinned Sigshes; ]
“though an old lady's Sunday boota might be'tender eatin
compared to some of those guanaco ateaks’ we've bei
sharpening our teeth on!" ik g 15
They had plenty to talk about round the camp-fire that
evening, speculating as to whether the old Spanish Don had
actually reached the Tower of the Golden Star—though he
made no reference to a tower—and was on his way back whet
death overtook him, or whether he died before he had even
"got so far as the Valley of the Shadows. :
“Seems to me,” observed Sigsbee, ‘“‘that valley is where
wo're going to butt up against something real nasty. Aymara
warned us about it, and that old Spanish adventurer reckoned
it up as ‘dread and mysterious.” Sort of place you wouldn't
want to spend a holiday in.”
{ Continued on page iv of cover.)
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“ P hree more duvs will bring ns oo 0,7 aaad Flal. L=
Ahan that, peihaps, if we can hit ou any decent paths on the
Bownward track.” ] _

Th.j ! |-in1.:~ 1:1_ Hu;l |:|-*.'l-::_ 'I-i‘;:_ﬂ_i' H‘::_:.' VO -:'llrtjh_ln;_‘ i [r'J_ :'IIJ'J
I"‘I“-E;ll,’-" 1 _]_‘hl':t'-1 w liers Ti!r_':.' riacteend] thaar ]IIL[]J,'[“E altitadde,
wiell over twelve thousaud foer, Then bewan the descent atlo
thiie 'IFH]L.*._‘F'. .o

It oceupied a dayv wid a hall, beoaese H|_:-r'.= wis nothing
oo shane uf o patbovar and they baed b0 pick theie way down
the roush slopes of the mountan side
1l afternoon when they at lensth cane to the edg.e of thie
valiev, and for several reasons chey decided to go no further
Ahat dav, the principal roason being that they were all bt
tired ont.

That valley wa= well nomed. What o
| T ancl boulder--trewn for thie mrost .
distance they could make out a Llolo pateh several miles 1
rxtent. 1t was sucrounded by fofty mountain:s  and many
frowning precipices, and although it still wanted two s of
srinset, there was a twilight gloom over the whole of 1t

Vague, moving shadows drifted here and there arvoss the
great expanzc of cheerless earth and rock: the shadow: muy
have been caused by passing clouds, or by some stravge effecr-
of the atmosphere, Lut thes were none the loss waoard gl
uncanny on that account, * Dread and my-terions,” the old
Spanish adventurer lLad noamed o, and he h:'a_aj not  EXAL-
rerated, The wind moaned orer the waste 1in ftful gusis, or
ro<e to a shrick as it tore through a ravine high wup among
tlir jagred spurs aud bleak crags of the mountain:. Then it
would suddenly drop. and a brooding silence would fali over
tlie valley like an invisible_pall. _

It was during ane of these pauzes of deathlike stillness that
Put O'Hara let out a vell that counia bave been heavd a mile
off. It startled his comrades, who thovght he st cinher
have been bitten by a snake, or some other nopleasant thing
Lave happened to him. ) e

SWhat an thunder las got holi of rou, Patl™ oxclomed
Sigsbee, looking about on the ground.  *1s 1t a scorpion,
trving to wag its tail inside voanre baot, oc wome other kind of
eritter  There ain't nothing in sght that’s go! a move
ot .

0 Pis nothing, ™ replied OC1Lava, “exeept T felt” that T mo-t
shout, or I'd explode,  "Fwas the dead silcoee that zot a honld
av me.” .

] felt rather like that me<e!f” admiited June T ve never
kuown such absolute stillness ecach time the wind drops. at
seast not out 1n the open, and I wanted noise. That's how ar
took me. But give w- warning another time, Pat, 1f vou're
woine to et loosc one of those wild Irish wells. Conaider our
neivves, They're all on edge a- 10337

There was a langh, and che laochter acted lilke a tone
Thev all busied themselves i npsaddling the moles, goatheris
wooidd, and kindling & fire, and the dozen other things which
required dolng when pitetune eamp Eor the nighe,
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A Night of Terror.

Darkncss fell with startling abruptoess as soon as ever the
st disappeared, and as 18 was nnpo-sible to see Turther thar,
a lwndred vards in any divection, thees would be no more of
those strauce, moving shadows until the moon rose.
in the heavens,™ said Ial: “aud ‘that will. e closs on mid.
night, So we've got to keep our eves skinned. There's no
sign of Life in the valley, so far. bat we don't know what's in
hiching, ™ =

“We sure don't,” wsented Sig-bee.  “ 1 don't cotton to this
dicad silenee, nohow. It kind of makes me suspirions.™

Ho ot was decided to roke extra precannons. snd nstead of
onlv one betivz on wateh at o e, there should be two. Each
spell was o be for theee hoors.  Hal and O'Hara had from
cicht to cleven, and vothiez happened during thetr first torn.,
Al eleven o'clock Jim and Sizsbep were roused up for their
ihrze hours” watch,

‘WMicy took their positions at opposite siwie: of the camp, well
clear of the radiu:s of Light from the live, which had been
allowed to burn down sery low. ;
sHalf an hour pazséd. and bevond the dismal moaning of
the wind at mmtervals, and the occasional ery of a night-bird,
wihitelh coulid not boe seen, there was nothig to disturb the
maonatsny of the wateh,

Jim was staritg through the gloom. tryving to make ond
obiects not more than a hundred vards away from him, when
all at once he found Bigsbee by s side, )

“Yaouve got Lkeen eves.” whispered the American.  ©1
want vou to come around and look at sometlupe thas l'm not
uithe certain abeut,™ ’

0

It was the mackidle of -

W shan't get a ghimpse of the moon onel it Tugh np

Jitn f;;“.‘]xl.lq] hin[ ”“'-.-;_-1|-~.~.'[_5r 'Ifl._l tl[{' :,'Il:lpi."hit'i.' -"_'lrlli:" l}f Th"—'-
Camp.

e dow u:" 1,1.'}|i-=p!=|'r=1] 1"51'5'-.‘1&&, “CNow —away over
vonder, where T'm pointing —can vow make out atvihing ™
" Jime stared hard for a conple of minutes.  Yes, he was able
i 1“"-.""5'“ wTHITYE _-.',ha;][}“,"r U!__}ji_.ir"t;_-:__ Tk l1il‘|;|_ ﬂ[j 'll'n‘ﬂ'f"lit fis ]'IH vk
Jdowly and stealthily E:}'l.\'{l]_‘r]:q thien. What; Thi‘}' wera he
conld not make out, for in the darkne-s they secmed to have
no particilar shape,  He told this to Sigsbee,

“ihen 1owasict mostalien T mattered Sigshee,
others 17 X y

He broughit s mifle to s shonlder.

“What are you going to do?" asked Jun. :

1 m gnr'n;; bi _pin!,{ thie noearesr one.” was the J:'L'plll'-.. W
take o chanees"11 s hhrnr:: ".i-lut'f-. 'rj.-hilii;;- what come
A e AT Ty il :-!'::1.1.}:.'“;_1 towards vou n the dead ‘Uf nug
miean mischief. Um zoing to shoot : and [ shoot to kili !’

Hi- finger tightened on the trigger of lns rifle.
v Hasb and a report, followed by an unearthly vell. A figure
beaped several feet 1o the aiv, and then fell -i"""k“'““-]"-',"' :

Hol Mackenzie and Pat. ¢V Hara had  thrown off  thei
blankets  amd leaped to their feet at the sound of the shol,
j|_:|:;1 a- Jim hadd dartead neros< to 'L'l.fl]i.l_."' thoem LiLh.

“What's up?” asked Hal sharply.

“Don't gquite know,” replied Jun, ¥ exeept that some gueer-
looking, shadowy creatures were creeping towards the camp,
evidently with the 1des of attacking ns. ™

“Shadowy creatures! What do you mean”™”

“Well, we couldn't make them out distinctly.  They
looked something like men, but after our experience with the
big apes I wouldn't like to ber on what they ave,  Sigsbee
shiot one of them, ™ .

Hal and O Hara had sonateled up their rifles, and they all
hurried over th where Sigsbee was lying flat on the ground,
belhind the cover of a low ridge of sarth, = -

Bui there wa= no living creatore, eithes man or avimal, now
to be seen. The shadowy figures had vanished as though
thev had melted into thin air. Even the one that had fallen,
Lit by the American’s bullet, was not visible, But that may
have been accounted for by the fact that there was some
reedy grass where he went dowu  high enough to conceal a
prone oy,

“ Where are these shadowy fhing=?" asked Ial.
s ANy of thern.
thut——"

“Phere was no mistake about the yell the guloot let ont,”
interrupied Sigsbee, “when I plugged bim., e was sure a
man, of sorts, whatever the others may be. Hesit take cover.
thstead of standing up there and exposing vourseli., 1 dow't
half like this sudden guictness.”™

Ths advice was taken, and not a moment too scon. For
they had hardly laid down behind the ridge when a Hight of
miisstles eame houmming through the air, passing over them,
and striking the ground fifty yards behind,  Tlad they been
statding up some of them musg have bheen bor, _

“ What the blazes are those things'” growled O Hara.

They had geme noiselesslv out of  the darkness, the only
sound they bad made being a fain®sort of humming as they
pas==ed overhead, such as any missiles would be sure to make
when going fast through the air.

Jun crawled back, prked one up, and ceturned with ot
e examinpation it proved to be a metal barb, pomted hke
an arrow, and betyeen four apd five inches in length, It
woerghed about Lall a pound. ;

“Well, it's a sure thing our enemies are wen,”” Hal said.
“These barbs must have been fired from crossbhows, or some
such weapon,  They'd make a nasty hdle in a fellow.”

*“They couldn’t be uwsed at a very long range.” replied
Sigrsbee, “unless there was a charge of powder behind them.
They're tov heavy. -And powder can’t be used in a_crogshow,
I guess —at lewst, uot the specimens U've seen i mugeidms™"’

“Ju this bit of country we've got into,” returmed Hal,
“and among the strange people that secin to inbabit 1t ib's
hard to say what's possible or what 1sn't possible. I wish the
moon wonld rise.  It's aboat fime—-="" '

Fle was interrupted by another flight of retal barbs, which

came from a different divection to the last. They fell harm-
lessly twenty or thirty yvards in rear of them.
fired a shot in the direction whence they bad come, but
apparent!ly without result.
“They're sure wasting thewr ammunition,” growled Sigs-
bee, " hut that’s no kind of reason why we should waste
ours,  "Tain’t any use shooting unless you can see some-
tivng to shoot ut.”™ :

“We shall see lgss presently than we do now.™ said Jim.

“Then that'll be less than nothing,” declured Sigsbee.
“Why do you say that, anyway?"

“Look across the vallex,” replied Jim. “That's more
than the darkuness of the night over there, It's a heavy
bank of fog, and it's spreading. . The moon won't be much
use to us when it does rise.”

(There will be another grand instalmeant of this
?‘:mlﬂng story in next Monday's [ssue of THE
MAGNET ” LIBRARY. Order your copy in advance.}
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