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A Complete Sfory-Book,
attractive to all Readers,

A Splendid, Long, Complete

School Tale

of
Harry Wharton & Co.

—_— BY -

FRANK RICHARDS.
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At this moment a terrific row was heard in the passage.
There was the sound of scurrying feet, = faarful bump on
the door of the study, and the form of a it youth was
pmcipita.taad into the reom, landing in on the foor in & mtting
position with 8 crash that shook the study. .

The sound of a smothered chuckle secompanied retreating
footsteps down the pussage. o 1

The Fat youth, who was now sitting up, gasping and

roping about for his spectacles, which had fallen off on
Eis impact with the floor, was Dilly Bunter, the fat boy of
ihe Remove. He was slso known as the Owl, as, owmg tay
his extremely short sight, he wore 2 pair of enormous spec-
taoles. IHe was quarterod with Harry Wharton, Frank
Nugent, and Hurree Singh in Study No 1, and thoy usually

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bllly Buater's Enfry and Exit.
e OME in, ass!"
C “ Come .'irn!
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent wera both hard put up with his littla ways with a qundvnaturad tolerance.
“1 say,” gasped Billy Bunter, *you fellows might lend

Don't knock 1"

at work in Study No. 1 when thera was a rat-tat at

the door, and though tho two Removites hod expressed their b

welgome to the caller, they did not look up from the impot ! EI‘_]!:"’RS bﬁaﬁt‘ ot

sy Sears WEIR. . os Ehie "HadUBiiselt, 4 you QL sk o, HolD me. up, you sruip souenll continued DO
’ SR Bunter, blinking indignantly vp at Gosling. “1I can't sea

ought to haddress your helders like—"
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent stopped work and
grinned at Guesling, the school porter of Greylriars, as he

anything to Jaugh at! I have seriously injured myself, and

may be crippled for life.”
TIe stretched out his little fat hands te be lelped up, and

put his head in at the door.

't Hallo, Gossy!" interrupted Frank.
quist chat " i

“ Thers be too many himps in this school for hany quiet,”
grumbled Gosling.

“ What do you want, then?"’ 4
“It's Master Bunter this time. The *Ead wants "im hin
s study. It's somethin’ 'e's found in the noosepaper.’”

““ Ha, ha, ha "

No, BT,

“Come to have a

Copyright in the United States of America.

Frank Mugent, grasping them, gave a terrilic jork,

“ 0w gasped Bunter. * Ow, ow! Wharton, you Dbeast,
you've dislocated both my arms, Ow!”

And Bunter Sl’-EgE’EI.'QJY up, only to fall forward to the
floor again with a crash. .

“11a, ha, ha!’ yelled the juniors, as he sat up again,
locking around him with s dazed expression on his face that
made even the soured old school porter smilo.

Octobor Oth, 1300.



2 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY D@ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "o

. " Really, Wharton,” began Bunter, blinking round with an
mjured expression,

It was not I, you young ass!” lugled Harry, deawing
Bunter to his feat. ** Here, up you get!"”

" Be careful where you are treading, "Wharton,” said
Bunter. * My spectacles are somewhere about, and if yon
tread on 'I;_'heun amd break them you will have to pay for &
new pair.’

“Here they are,” said Nugent, picking them up and
thrusting them into Billy’s hand. ** And now what do you
meean, you fat porpoise, by entering the study in such a—
well, such a hasty manner, and giving Gossy’s nervons system
such A severe shock I And he regarded DBunter with mock
FEverity.

“0h, really, Nupent—""

U Well, what was the matter?’ interrupted Frank. * Has
Wun Lung, tiwe Chinee, been frightening yvou with any more
of lis ghosts1"”

' No, Nugent, ha has not,” sobd Tilly Bunter. ** He never
really did frighten me. 1 only ran away to—to—well, to
imnke lum think [ was frightened.””

“Ha, ha, ha "
I owas Bulstrode whe was after me,”” went on Billy.
wis qust i the passage outside lis study when he rushed
ot Somethung seemied to hove upset him, and az he made
struighit for me I ran awav, ila canght me Jjust as T ronched
the door, and booted me In an excessively rough and vielent
.t]h';i'l_'lt‘lﬂr, '; And Billy Bunter looked extremely injured and
tndipnant,

Harry Wharton's brow clouded,

Bulstrode was the buliy of the Remove, and before
Wharton's arvival at Greviviars had been Form captain.
Tavry was captain now, and had beaten Bulstrode in fair
fight, but the bully still continued his old Lullying tricks ns
far as he dared.

But this time Bulstrode was not guite unprovoked, as
Bunter’s next weords showed,

" What were you doing outside his door in the pessage?”
asleed THarry, afler a mdament’s thought.

“Nothing—at least, I was only practising the ventri-
loyuial drone for a bit, as I am rather ont of praciice just
oW,

“ Ma, ha, ha!” yelled the two juniovs.

“You fellows sre so jealous of my extraordinary ventri-
oyial powers, you know,” went on Billy Bunter plain-
tln-ili', “that T have to praciise outside the study.'™

“a, ha, ha!” shricked Frank Nugent. ‘' No wonder
Bulstrode came ont i yonw weve practising the v&ntrilaq]ulal
groan Juet outside his daor winle he was :Tning his prep”™

“1t's the ventriloguisl drone, not groan, Nugent, and
.iti _was doing was Just this, you know—grr-groo-groo-gre-

 Blut up!” howled Frank Nugent,

“ (roo-prog——="

* Shut v, fathead

Harry Wharton clapped his heand over Billy’s mouth, thus
stepping the veutriloguial drone by forvea,

Falty DBunter had taken up ventriloquism sowme considerablo
time arro, and though he had nearly driven lus study mates
wad with the awlul rows hie produced at first, he really had
succeeded in ventriloquism, but the ventiloguial drone was
barred now in Study No. 1,

Gosling had all this time been frying to wet a word in
edwe wavs, but Billy had been so carried away in trving o
evplatn his sudden entrance into the study that each fime
Goelingr attompted to open his month he wes interrupted.

“Will you bsten to what I has come ‘ere to say?”
spinttered the school porter at last, banging his foot to the
Pore to enphiasise his words.

“Oh, don’t et angry, Gossy "™ zaid Frank.

“Well, wot I ses s this 'ere—1Is Master Bunter going to
Ehie "Eod's study or not?™

DGunter took off lus speetacles and rubbed them nervously.

“Dul yon say me, Gossy 7

O eourse T oses your”

“Teo the Head's studyt™

Az 1 ozes”

C Me-e-e i stutltered Dally.

0Ok, sing it out to lum, Gossv® laughed Harry Wharton,
O course he means yvou, you fat cormorant. It's something
to o with sometlung in the newspapers, so Goshog says.”

ity mopped lis brow with his handkerchief.

“ Me and newspapers?’

* Ha, ba, hat"

“Well, T didn't think vou chaps were such rotters to play
a oke hlke that and frighten a friend. You made me feel
i'!l:il'!"." fnint——"*

Y s, ha, ha ! roared the junmions.

And as for vou, Gosling,” continwed Bunter, * you—you
ouuht to be—" ;

bBiidy was saddenly interrupted by the study door being
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Aung violentl

. open  and Micky Desmond, the Irigh
BHemeovite, put

15 head and shoulders 1nto the study.

“ Bunter! Seen Bunter, kids?' he shouted.

“ Yes, I'm here, Desmond,” said Billy. * What is 49

“ Snre, Dr. Locke wants you in his study, at onee.” i

“Oh, Jor' " said Bunter, with a sickly smile. “"Just gpive
me & wouthfal or two before 1 go down, Wharton. These
affairs always make me fearfully faint, especially as I haven't
had anything since—"2

“ Go on, you fat pig! OF you get!”

* Bob Cherry pave me——"" continued Bunter, )

“ Buez off ™ interrupted Nugent, reaching out for the ink-

ot .
And Billy went.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

Wanted : William George Bunfer.
BILL? BUNTER put his ear to the keyhole of D,

Locke's study-door and listened. o
He heard the rustle of a newspaper within, and
straightoned himself up as footsieps sounded along the
corridor.

It was Bob Cherry, of Study No. 13, also a junior in the
REH]UVE- a . - 3 +

“ Halle, porpoize I'" he said, * Goin’ in for Swedish Jdeill]™

“What do vou mean, Cherry?”

“What I say! What are you bending for?”

"r(}li.n,” replied Bunter, with e sickly grin, “I've got to

o in’

% Why den't vou go, then, fathead ¥

“I'm poing to in a minute. Here comes DBulstrode and
Stott,” he added, to divert the subiect,

“Yes,"” said Bob Cherry. I don’t know what they're
doing lere at all. They ought to be_in Colney Hateh.
Qughtn't you to be?” continued Bob, as Bulstrode and Stotd
ioined them outside the Hewd's door.

“Oughtn't we to be wheie!” inguired the Remove bully.

* Calney Hateh," ha 2

“TlI give you a jolly good licking, Cherry, if you—
Here, where are you going, Dunter?”

Billy tapped at the door of Dy, Locke's study and entered
as the Head's voice hatled him to * Coma inl"

“ Ah, is that you, Bunter?' said the Head.

" Yes, air.”

Dr. Locke picked up & newspaper thoet was spread out
on his desk. i i

“I've got someihing here, my boy,” he said, " which I
think nterests you.”

Billy Bunter smiled. ] - ;

'} read about that boat, sir,” he said. I thopght—"

“ What boat iz that?' interrupted the Head :

* The Glengarilf, which was sunk with all those provisions
on board, siv,” exuvlained Dunier. ) :

Dr. Locke frowned, and handed his fzf pupil the news-
BT, :
et Read that para :-411;311,“ he said, pointing to an advertise-
ment under ©° Legal Notices.” - :

Filly resd the garagra.ph, and reread it, and then whistled
with astorishment, ]

The Head watched him -:-]mni;_nrdand emiled.

“ Tand it out, Bunter,” he eatd. : .

Billy took off his spectacles, rubbed them with his hand-
kerchief, readjusted them, and read:

 Mesers, Laturie & King, solicitors, London, executors for
the late Pheneas Cobb, of Cincinnati, U.B.A. (once known
ir Englund as Herbert Bunter), desire to know the present
wherealbeuis of William George Bunter, If the zaid William
Georee Bunter will correzpond with the sbove addrees, he
will Licar of zomething to his advantage.”

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE]

Just published, a new book showing how Sandow won
Health and Fame, beautifully illustrated, and e:plain..‘}.;g
how every man and woman gan obtain robuat bealth
perfect development by exercise.

SPECIAL OFFER.

To & reader who writes at once a copy of this book
will be sent free.
Address: No. 18, SANDOV HALL, BURLEIGH ETREET,
STRAND. LONDON, W.C.
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Dr. Locke and Buntar smilzd at ons anether.

“ That certainly looks as though vou were being adver-
tisedd for, Bunter; and I am sure L am very glad to have
I:l-fe.en the one to have noticed the advertizmment. 1 don't
often 4

“1 suppoas they have some money for me, sir,'" inter-
rupted RBilly.

“Without a doubt, They savy ‘he will hear of something
to his advantage.” You must certainly weite at omes.”

“ Rather--I mean yes, of course, sic!"

“You may take the newspaper with you."”

“Thank you, sir !

“ Ana just state in your letter your whereabouts, and

Vs, sir.”  And Dilly Bunter made for the door.

Meanwhile, during the interview between the Head and
Bunter, a huge crowd had gathered in the pussage outside
Dr. Locke's door,

Gosling had told Bulsireds and Stett that Bunier had
somehow got mixed up with the “noosepapers,” and the
Remove bully and his erony had soon spread the tale about
Graviriars.

The incident had got exaggerated, until it now assumcd
fearful proportions, and the ¢rowd of juniors, and even
acniqrﬂ, whieh had now gailmrr:-d in the corridor were ox-

ecting every moment to see Dilly Bunter come out of the
F[md'ﬁ study under the escort of a police-inspector, or even
LwWo.

It was & serious story which had spread eo rapidly, and
the juniors were talking in whispers of the exciting arrests
they had seen policemen make, when William Geerge Bunter
came out of the Head's study with a contented grin upon his
fat features

“Trying to lLrave it out,” muttered Stott, Bully Bul-
gtrode’s particular crony.

“Yah!" shouted Skinner, another of the bully's followers.

Thiz one word seemed to relieve the tension in the crowd,
and they surged round Bunter.

The fat junior of Greyiriars Jirmnm{.

“It's all right, you fellows,” he shoutesd.
all a jolly good feed when —-'

H ¥ egz—when ?"" said Bulstrode sarcastically.

“(Oh, I shall bo able to buy you up !

“ What «lo you mean, you fnt porpoise?” .

“ Oh, only that I've had some money left me!” said
Bunter.

“ Maney !

“*Yea

“ Left you, vou fat—you fathead I’

“Ma, ha, ha " )

H ook here, you chaps,” shouted Dunter. “I've just
heard such jolly good news that it's mads me feel quite

faint.”’

“ What's the news ! said Blundell and Bland together.

¥ Some meney been left to me."”

“ What for?” asked Bland.

* Buy a muzzle with |" shouted Bulstrode.

I3 this a fact, you fat——o. .

“0f course it 1. Dr. ke has just interviewed mo”

Blundell and RBland, the two Fifth Formers, looked at one
ancther and winked. . )

“Come on,' said Blundell.  Catch hold of his arm,
Diand, and get him to our study.”

#Ow 1" aried Bunier, as he was pushed through the crowd.
“ Whert-are you taking me to, you rottersi”

“Ta gur study, of course.”’

“Ow! Legro! What for?” .

"o give you o roud feed, old chap,’’ said Blundell.

The fat junior allowed himself to be hauled along.

“Phanks! I sha'n't forget you when I get my money,”
he jerked out. :

Afier a hard struggle, the two Fifth Formers managed to
got their fat charge out of the crush, and they hurried up
to their study to fefe the fortunate Greyiriars jumor.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
I'tlly Bunteraod His “ Thousands.”

1 m FTTER shove a notice up on the door, Harey,” said
Frank Mugent. * That's about the fifteenth ass that
has come in to ask if it's true!”

““ Think that's what I had better do. Shove us
over a sheet of —"
Bang, bang! )
Harry did not complete his sentence,

tarrifie thump on the door of S8tudy No. 1.

Bang, bang! )

Frank picked up a heavy lexicon from off the table.

“Come in '

O 1T

Frank Nugent hod flung his missile as the door opened,
and the book caught Bob Chorry with a thwack in the chest,

“Come on, Linley, and Wun Lung ! yelled the injured
visitor to the two grinning juniors outside in the corrider.

“Bock into these rotters!"

TrHeE MaG¥ET.—NO. 87.
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Wun Lung, the Chinee, and Mark Linley shared Sludy
No. 13 with Bob Cherry, and they gave a cheer as their
leader banged wide the «loor and grasped tiw laughing
Nugent round the neck.

“* Rescue, Harry !"'

“Right " shouted the Remove captaan.
study, yon rotters 1"

Mark Linley caught up a cushion from an armchair, and
hurled it at Harry Wharton.

“Well played, Linley!” gasped Bob Cherry, who wis
sitting on Nugent's head.

“ Lemme gerrup ! came in smothered tones.

Bob rubbed his vietim’s [uce deoper into the corpel,

“I'll teach you——"

“ Ouch !
~ Harry Wharton, with Mark Linley amnd Wun Lung eling-
ing on to him, fell with a erash on Bob Cherry and Nugent,
and there was a fearfu] mix up of legs and arms,

“1I've pot vou ! muttered Bol Cherry ferociously, grasp-
inge his own leg in mistake for NMugent’s.

*“ Ha, ha, ha ™ :

Harry Wharton rolled over with Mark Linley, and the
table overturned with a erash.

The inkpot Fell on to Nugent's head, and the flow trickled
down hie face. ]

“ YWah " roared Bob, scrambling to his feet. ' That will
ieach you rotters!”

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent stood against the
door, panting with their exertiong, but with their fists up in
busincasliko fashion.

“ What do you kids want in this study i

“Who are you culling kida!”

“Waell, what do you want®”

“ Woe wantes to knowee all about Buatel 1" exelaimed the
Chinese junior.

“ Right-ho, then ! said Hurry Wharton,  *f Iax.”

Bob Cherry glared at Frank Nugent, who locked very
comical with the stroam of ink down one side of his fnce.

“T'1l make it pax now,’” satd the leader of Btudy No. 15;
“ hut wao'll pay you rotters out for this !’

“ Any time you like to try," laughed Wharton. ‘

“Well,” said Mark Linley, *“is this true sbout Dilly
Bunter having a huge fertune left him "

““ Bomething of the kind, I believe.”

“Wall, where is the porpoise?"

* Here he comes,” said Nugent. ** Anybody can tell that
awful tramp, tramp, coming along the corridor.”

There was & shufling sound of fest without, and the
juniors waited expectantly.

“ Thanks, you ehaps !’ came Bunter's voice.

“That's u.!i right,” replied Blundell.

“*Quite all right. Ta-ta, old chap!" added Bland.

And the two Fifth-Formers were heard to leave Dunter
and waik on. ,

Billy Bunter opened the door of Study Ne. 1, and blinked
at Nugent, who had just pulled the table up oen to its four
legs,

“ TTallo, vou fat porpetze! What's the matter "

“ Nothing. I've just had o ripping feed In Blunpdell and
Bland's study. I had six pies, a plate of new pastries, four
sousages, o bag of biscaits, and three bottles of —

“ Ha, ha, ha !

Bunter removed his spectacles and sat down. -

“TLook hers, you chaps,” he said, “you've ne right to
laugh at me, and I won't have it."”

“{zp hon!"

#Nao, I won't, Cherry.
proper respect now--all of you.
monay." L. i

“What! Did you carry off the first prize in an eating
competition ' ) , .

“ don't know what the amount is yet,” continued Billy,
immri}:laﬁ Nugent's remark., * It's sure to bo some thousands,
though.

BkE'ltﬁ'l" made this startling announcement with such cool-
ness that the Remove juniors sat back and gasped.

* Bome thouwsands I

*Youl"

“Yes, me, Wharton,'

“ You fat bounder, now you can pay me back for that nen.

knife and cricket bat of mine you sold to Skinner!” ex.
elaimed MNupgent.

“ Clartainly, Nugent,” replied Bunter,
irlazaes. o

 And that camera of mine you broke,” said Wharlon.

# Air the tyres of my bike you burst,” said Bob Cherry.

“ (M course T will, Cherry. PPass me over that bag of
apples. T think fruit iz awfully good for you 1n ihis
weather.' ;

“0ut of thia

You'll have to treat me with
I've come inlo s0mo

polishing  Lits
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"D oyou!" laughed Dob, taking an apple. " Bo do I,
sian't you, Wun Lunit:‘.""

“Me savvy,” replicd the Chinee, taking the remaining
fliree apples and juggling them in the air, until they [ell
ane by one into the pocket of his loose robe.

“Wery well,"" 2aid Bunter, taking out a nolebook from his
f:-{:ket, “I shall scratch your name, Cherry, and Wun
.ung’s from the list of chaps I intend to give z feed to as
gecon as | et my money.”

“You fat guzzler I growled Bob Cherry. "I don™t want
to come to your rotten—-"

“When are you coming into your money, Billy 7" inter-
rupied Harry Wharton.

H1've wot to write a lefter now.”

“oad ! Here's zome paper.’’ ]

” “IGer, off that chair, Wun Lung " said Bunter autharita-
ively,

“Me savvy.” BiE

Billy Bunter sat <down at the table, and drew the writing-
blatter and inkstand towards him.

The Removites crowded round. ) )

“This 1s gquite private, Wharton,” explained Bally.
got to write to my zohicitor-—""

‘" Ha, ha, ha 1"

“ And I don't want you chaps—-""

“Ha, ha, ha " ,

“ Poking your noses into my business,” finished Buntler, in
spite of the hilerious interruptions.

“ Fathead ! ;

“ All right, Billy, we will leave you to yourself, but don’t
vou commence gorging. Come on, you chaps” .

And the juniors erowded out of the deor of Biudy Neo. 1,
and made for the playing-field, where they could practise
shooting ab goal.

H1've

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Correspondence,

EFT to himsclf, the fat junior of Greyfriars rubbed the
h end of his pen and pondored, . ]
He read and re-read the advertisement of Laurin &
King, Solicitors, until he was mumbling 1t off word
for word without locking at the paper. i

After o time he desided what to say in his letter, and
explained to the advertisers that he was William George
Punter. He gave them his age and his whercabouts, and
exprossed a wish at the conclusion of his badly-written lettor
that they should write by return and let him know what
amount of noney had been left him by Phenens Cobb, of
Cineinnati. ] )

“ That's a jolly good letter,” he mumbled, I think T will
write to Marjorie Hazeldene now I'm ot it, and invite her
and Miss Clara to my feed.” .

Billy Bunter wrote his second letfer in copper-plaic
writing, and when he had finished, 16 was certainly o credit
lo the worst pupil in the Bemove, . i

Marjorie Hazeldene and Miss Clara were pupils of Chff
House, the school for girls, which was barely a mile from
Greyiriars.

Marjorie and Clare were great chums of Harry Wharton &
Co., and though Marjorie never took Billy Bunter sceriously,
the fat junior fhm:—gtt he was preatly admired by Hazel-
denc’s sister, and now that he had come into some meney he
foresaw great possibilitios,

Having finished writing, Bunter removed his spectacles
and groped about in the writing case for two stamps.

“Sare to be some here,”” he muttered.

His search was fruitless, and he rose from his ehair and
puiled out the drawer in the table.

At the same moment the door of Btudy No. 1 opencd, and a
dark face looked in.

“Hallo, Inky " said Punter, shutting the drawer. * Have
you two penny stamps ! ) i

The new-comer was Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, the Nabob
of Bhanipur, and a geatle smile overspread his dusky
features as he replied, In the wonderful English he had
acguired at Bhampur:

“ You, my csteomed TBunter.”

“YWou gnight let mo have Lwo, Inky !

“The \#‘iﬁinj{f"]llﬁ&.‘!‘ is huge,” said Hurrea Singh, hand-
ing over fo Bunler two penny stamps which he had taken
fronn Iz pockot-case.

“Thanks, Inky, T will pay you for them, you know.'

Hurree Singh koew his Bunter, and he held out his hand
to receive the twopence.

The fat jenior prefeoded not to see this, and fumbled the
two letters he had written inio the envelopes which he had
stamped, and he sat down to nddress them.

. ‘]‘ M course, you have heard I've come into some money,

Fads .

TH= MasNEr.—No. 87,
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“his extraordinar

“Yes," replied the Nabob. *The surprissfulness was
terrific when the esteemed Bulstrode told me.”

“2ome thousands, you know, Inky,” suid Billy Bunter
impressively. "

“ My worthy chum pays for the two stamps, thon ?

* OF course, Inky.” ) .

Hurree Singh held out his open hand again, and Billy
Bunter locked at it with o sickly smile.

* Can you change & bob ™ ho said.

by Eaﬂe‘;‘ully, my worthy Bunter. ]

“Oh, well, you can’t ba in any great need for tuppence if
you ¢an change a bob" )

“ My esteemed study-mate will hand over the—"

“Of course I will, Inky,"” interrupted Bunter. * Come
down to the Close now, and I will post these two letters
and give vou the tuppence in the tuckshop.” . )

“ My wi]H'rigl';l'l.:.ll?ﬁn?:;ar Ii_ihterriﬁﬂ,” assented Hurree Singh in

glish. ]

Bunter picked up the two latters, and, with the nabeb,
left Study No. L

The two juniors walked out into the Close where was
tho school letter-box, and they then adjourned to see Mra
Mimble, the old dame who kept the school tuckshop.

Snoop and Skinner, two of Bulstrode's followers wera
standing in front of the counter when Bunter and Hurroo
Singh entered.

** Hallo, Billy 1" said Skinner.
about——"

“Of course it is! What have you got thers 1"

. 35y Hﬁ::'. pastrics just come in. hey're ripping, aren’t they,
noop ¥ »

“ Spiffing " agreed Bnoop, cramming his third pastry into
his large mouth. .

“1 suppose you've heard I'm giving a big feed,” said
Bunter, drawing a chair up to Bkinner and Snoop.

" You Fiving & feed 7 chorused Bulstrode's two followers.

sl YHHI:‘

“*When "

(O, ns soon ag T get somoe moncy sent to me from my
solicitors.”

Slinner and Snoop were impressed, and.they each handed
Billy Bunter a plate laden with pastries, ]

“Thanks!"" said the fat junior, in & deferential manner.
I just have one™

“When do you expect to hear from
golicitors £

“ To-morrew morning ! gulped Dunter, as he linished his
pastry and reached across for another one.  **I've just
written, you know.™.

IHurree Singh grinned as he saw Skinner's and Snoop's
faces lengihen as Bunter wired into the pastries, but the
two toadies recognised that it would be diplomatic #o
pamper the fat Removite if he had come into a fortuns,

““You might pass one of those pies over, Mrs. Minble,”
satd Bunter, as he finished the last of the pastries.

“1 suppose it's quite truo

Your—egr—your

I-::l_ -.ll.l. iat
hE T g
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Just az an advertiseiment we somrd this Dark Tweed
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=N EQIERTER
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FREE on I it net the Iﬂ.rgeﬂt advertising bargain  youn [
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b, B},
Head Office: 81, DUNLOP 8T,, GLASGOW.
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¢ Cartainly, Master Bunter,” smiled the old dema.

Bunter took the pie and blinked across the counter at
Mra. Mimble, who stood waiting with her open hand held
ok,

“ That's a threapanny pis, Master Bunter.”

“It's &ll right, g-fr:i, imble,” explained 8kinner, throw-
ingdt!n&ﬁ pennies on to the counter. **I’'m standing this
eed.’

“ Really, Skinner, that’s awfully decent of you, you know.
I was just going to pay, and if you will—" o

Billy Bunter was interrupted_as a crowd of Hushed juniors
came flocking into the shop. They were all very hot and
noisy as they came trooping in from practice with the foof-
ball, and Bally Bunter's face hri¥ht-annd up a3 he saw the
possibility of his being still more feted. .

“ Heallo, you fat purPuEm!” greofed Bob Cherry, slapping
Bunter on the back. * Btill at it?"

The fat junior grew red in the face and spluttered and
gasped.

i i:tﬂnlrl.j’, Ch-e-r-r-y—"

Bunter waa coughing so violently that he was unable to
complete his remonstrunce.

‘““1ia, ha, ha!” o )

Bunter staggered off his high chair in a fit of coughing.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ You—hom, hem !—you cads, I']]—

“ Pat him on the back, Inky !’ yelled Harry Wharton.

“The pat him on the backfulpcss is right, my estecmed
friond,” repliad the nabob, miving the choking junmior a
t-ﬁrrgm Pu'n-l}'h between the shoulders.

11 w .“

The piece of pie was shifted, and Billy Buntoer sat down
and glared at the Ia.uf:lung juniors.

“THL strike you all off "' he yelled.
rotters will be barred from my fead.
ﬂxﬂﬁlﬂ'lﬂi Skinner and Snoop !

“Ha, ha, ha !

If Bulstrode's two cronies had pampered Bunter, there
was no chanca of him being spoilt by the vest of the junrors.

Harry Wharton & Co., and all the Greyiriars fellows with
the exception of Bulstrode and his few followers, did not
take wealth into coosideration when friendship was con-
cerned.,

Mark Linlev, for instanch, was one of their sfaunchest
chums, yet Linley's father hod to work doubly hard in a
Lancashire factory so that his son could have a good cduca-
tton at Greyfriars, ; ;

Harry Wharton & Co. chummed with Mark Linley be-
cause he was o good, healthy-minded Britisher—as all Lan.
enstrians aro.

So when Billy Bunter thought that his sudden good-fortune
would bring the boys of Greyfriars flecking round him, he
was sadly mistaken. :

Qf course, such boys as Bulstrode, Skinner, Snoop, n.:'Ed
Stott, are to be found in every school, but they are in
a decided minority. . ) ,

Bunter glared at the grinning juniors a3 he finished eating
his pic, and then o scheme of rovenge entered his head, and
he saw that he could get his own back on Dob Cherry.

“H-hom !

A cough sounded at the door of the tuckshop.

i Uﬂ-\"ﬂ‘ I:H'

“0ld Quelch 1

1t certainly sounded like Mr. Quelch's cough, and the next
moment any doubt that the juniors might have had that
it was not, was dizmissed. . _

“ 15 Cherry there?” came the Remove Form-master’s voica
from without.

“ Yoz gir 1"

“Well, please run up to my study with three bottles of
ginger-beer. 1 have some visitora.”

'Iﬁ juniors round the counter had a hard struggle to
suppress their laughter as Mr. Quoleh gave such an extra-
orsmn ordar.

“ Right, sir; I willl"”

“ Thank you, Cherry I" _

They waited to hear the Form-master’s retreating foob-
etapa, but none came. '

“Half a second,” muttered Nugent, creeping to the deor.
“I'll have a boss.™ =

“My Aunt Matilda! He must have had his slippers en,”
he added a moment after. * EHe's gone !

Mrs. Mimble had heard the order, and she handed over
three bottles of gingerbeer to Bob Cherry.

“ Mr. Quelch will pay me for them in the morning, Master
Cherry,” said the old dame.

“ Right-ho I - . .

Billy Bunter turned to Bkinner with & broad grin, as Bob
Cherry left the tuckshop with the three gingerbeer bottles
under his arm.

“That waan't old Queleh’s voice,” he splutterad.

“ What d'you mean, fathead "

#1t wasg mine, don’t 2

“You've had too much fo eat, you gourmandiser. Of
courze it was Quelch.”

THE MacNET.—NO. BT.
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Buntar blinkad at 8kinner in a knowing mapnee.
“I'm a jolly good ventriloquiser, you know.
“ Why, vou—you you don’t mean to say——

“ Yos,” replied Bunter. **I did it to pay Cherry out for

nearly—"

o I'lfﬂ, ha, ha !

“* Choking—""

“ Jolly good !"

a4 MH !1-:

Bunter managed to finish his sentence, and Skinner roared
with laughter as the Greyfriars ventriloguist explained how
he had sent Bob Cherry to Mr. Quelch’s study with three
bottles of gingerbeer

e —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Greyfrlars’ Ventrlloguist Causes Trouble,
CARBEER?, the bad-tempered prefect, stopped Dob

Cherry on his way to the Remove Form-master’s study.
“What are you dommg with

Cherry 1"
Y Oh, I'm throwing "em up inte the air and eatching them

in my—"

“I den't want any of your cheak ! interrupted the Sixth-
Formor surlily.
- “Don't you?
thaze to Mr.

those three bottlos,

Well, if you want to koow, I'm taking
uslch’'s study !"”

And Bob Cherry walked on as Carberry scowled ard
hesitated. The Remove junior was unable to knock with hia
knuckles on the master’'s door, so he vaed one of the stona
bottles.

Bang, bang!

“ Come iui!;”

Mr. Quelch was writing st hiz desk when Bob eventually
managed to open the door and enter the room.

“Well, Cherry, what is it?"

“I've brought them, sir.”

‘What do vou mean, my boyi'"

" The gingerboer, sir."

iF E}EH—EHF ¥3

“¥es, sir. The three bottlea™ )

Mr. Queleh looked alarmed, and he rose from his chair.

** Is thiz impertinence, Cheery ¥ he demanded weverely.

“It's the threa bottles—''

“ ¥ou had better sit down a minute, my boy,”” interrupted
the Faorm-master in concern.

“Thank you, six!"

““Is vour head all right 7" )

Bob Hushed. He had received a pretty big bump on the
side of his head when he had fought with Nugent in Study 1,
and he wondered how Mr. Quelch could have gained any
Lnowledge of the fight.

Y Quite all rip“ht now, sir,'"" he explained. * It wasn't very
big, vou lknow.”

“Have you beon out in the sun witheut a hat on your
head ™ .

“ What's he tting «t7"” muttered Cherry to himself;
and then aloud he said: " Out in the san, sig?"

“ Yes, my boy, Have vou had the sun too much on the
back of the neck?"

*Oh, no, sic!” replied Bob, with a sickly smile, .

Me. Quaﬁch poured out & glass of water and hended it to
the jumor.

“ Drink that,’”' he said. “ I'll just ring for Wingate,”

Bob Cherry looked at the glasa of water, and then at the
gingerbeer bottles.

" Have your visitors gone, sir?’ he asked.

The Form-master ignored the question, and wallied across
the room to ring thagbeil.

here was silence in the study for a2 minute or two, hut it
was dispelled by o loud knock on the door.

“Come in!"" said Mr. Quelch.

Gosling, the porter, put his head round the door.
~ “"HMas vou rung for me, air?”’ he grumbled. * H: wos
just a-sitting down to my——""

“That will do, Gosling,” interruptad Mr. Quelch. *'1
want you te go to Mr. Wingate’s study and ask him if ke will
kindly come down here immediately. It is very important.”

Gosling imuttered some unintelligible remark, and banged
the door to vielently.

Mr. ?uelch strutied up and down the room, and glanea:d
anxiously at Bob Cherry, who, in turn, was gazing with no
little concern at his Form-master.

The Remove junior was just about te ask the master o
question when there came a second knock on tha door, an:d
Wingate, tha big Sixth-Former and captain of the school,
ontered the room.

“* Ah, is that you, Wingate " spid Mr. Quelch.

“¥Yes, gir., Gosling has just teld me you want me
urgently.’ "
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“Hem!"” coughed the master. “I want von to—er—just
take Chierry up to the donuitory and zee that he gets guietl
into bed. The rest of the boya will be up presently, and {
shall be obligad if vou will see they make no unnecessary
Eﬂlm U'm afraid Cherry is not very well, and he must

eep-——

lioh Cherry jumped up from his chair.

“Me! Not very well!™

“ Just take him IIH, Wingate, will you®"’

“ Yes, zir,” replied the prefect, cﬂtﬂ'ting hold of the junior
gently by the wrm.

“ Don’t be an nss, Winny!”

“ Now, then, Cherry, my bhoy,"” szid Mr. Quelch, * get
quictly into bed ™

o, %li:—, Eiﬂ” ; N

* Yes, ow, along.

" Bed ! = b

" ¥es, you will be all the better for it-—and I will come up
laler on and bring vou some medicine,*

:‘:Iml Wingate ledd the remonstrative junior out of the
iy,

“ Look here, Winny, don’t he a =silly ass!"

The prefect smiled grimly, leading Bob along.,

“Wou silly fathead ! I'rnoas right as ramn!™

“Well, My, Cluelch thinks differently.™

" Quelechy must be off his rocker!" srowled Dob.  “ He
came to the door of the tuckshop and ssked me to ran up
to nie study with three bottles of gingerbeer ("

Wingate smiled grimly.

* Well 2

“1 taok 'em up,” continucd Rob, "and he treats mo as
though I'd gone wrong 10 the oman !’

The two had now gained the Remove dormitory, and
Wingate led Bob in and shut the daoor.

“Well, buek op and get into hed, kid!™ he eaid good-
humopredly.

** Me got into bed 7

*Yes, buck up! The othar chaps will be up in about an
houar's fime "

* Right-ho, T'Il wait for them 1"

* No, you won't—you'll got into bed now !

“Dan't be an ass, Winuy! 1f they come up and find—"

“Look here,” interrupiod the prefect; Y don’t vou ses
that I ehall get into a row from Mr. Quelch if I don'’t see
that vou pet into bed ¥

“Well, if you're going to put it like that,” replied DBob,
tuking his cont off, ** [ suppose 1 had better turn in."

Wingate clhuckled with amusement as the junior explained
‘n full how he had gone to the Form-master with the thres
bottles of gingerbeer.

' Bomeone must have heen getting af you,” he said, as
Cherry scrambled into bed.

“ My only hat !

*What's that?” said Wingate, turning as he reached the
dnor.

“ My only Aunt Matilda !

O, shut up and get to sleep ™  And the prefect left Bob
Cherry to himeelf, . . ]

' My only hat!" muttered the junior, sitting up in bed.
“ It must have been that—that fat porpoise und hiz beasily
ventriloguism ! ‘The preedy, fat, gourmandising rotter! I'il
pay him for it!"

“Well, my only hat!’ added Bob Cherry, as an after
thought, as he lay back on his pillow waiing for the rest
of the Removites, )

‘The hour passed very slowly, and in the subdued light and
muietness Cherry was yust dozing off when o wild serambling
of feet was heard n t,hr: corridor without.

The dormitory door was flung open, and Harry Wharton,
who was the firet of lhe Bemove juniora to enter, etaggered
back as he eaught sight of Cherry Hi[’tiﬂ,g up in hed.

“Hallo!™ he gasped. *° What's—whai’s the wheeze?™

* What do you mean, dummy?” )

ilarry Wharton was pushed into the dormifory by the
rrowd of juniors bekind him, end they all showered questions
o Bob Cherry.

“ Great Scott!™

* What are you Jdoin

“What's the idea, Cherry ™

“ Doing the Sleeping Beauty wheeze?”

Bob glared at his questioners.

** Ts that fat cormorant Bunter up here?"” he roared.

* Our v.'n:rr}th:.- corpulent friend is not up yet,” rveplied the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

= I'Nn=rlu EI'I'I.*:}IThET him when he comes!" spluttered Beb.

** Fla, he, ha!” T -

““ Why, what's the trouble this time?” ]

“The trouble? Why, didn’t he send me to Quelchy with
three bottles of gingerbeer, an "

“{M course not!”

““ He did ! roared Dob,

TuE Maogxner.—No, BT,
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“ He didn’t ! ghouted the Removites in chorus.

“ He did, 1 tell you!™

:llt. was Quelch himself who told you to take them,
and—"

“ It wasn't Queleh,” replied Bob, glaring at the grinning
juniors; ““it was that fat porpoise’s rotten ventriloguising !™

" Ha, ha, ha!"

( And I took the beastly gingerbeer into his study—"

a. ha, ha

“ And be thought T had gone off my enion!" roared Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the jumiors.

“ And he sent me to bed to keep gquiet.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“When that rotten, fat porpoise of a Dunter——""

“ What's that, Cherry " .

The Removites turned roaund to the dormitory door, fo ece
Biliy Bunter standing there, blinking through his huge
spectacles.

Bob Cherry flung himeelf out of his bed and made a dash
for the fat Jjunior.

“ 8o vou have come up to be fizzled alive, have you?" he
roared, catching Billy by the car and pulling him into the
OO,

ELs nw !”‘

“Mad, am I? Ha, ha!"

Bunter's Anbby foce went livid.

“ Rescue ! he roared. “ Rescue me, yvou chapst™

“H=a, ha, ha "

“ Beseue me from this mad ass, Wharton 1™ :

ok whisked his victim to the ground, and rubbed his face
into the earpot.

“ 0w 1" ronred Bunter. .

“1'll pay you, you fat gourmandiser! I'll—"

“ Lemime gerrup !

" Cherry 1" . ; )

Mr. Queleh was standing at the door with a botile in one
hand and a spoon in the other, and he rapped out Hob's
namea so suddenly that Bunier was able to tear himself away
and seramble up,

* Yas sirt"” stuttered Cherryv, as the Formanaster strutte:d
into the dormitory. ;e

“ Didn't I tell you to get into bed and keep quict?

“Yes, =ie”

it And here T find vou the chief combatant in a rough-and-
tsinble with Dunter e

“* ¥ea, air,'” ——

i Aw I to conclude that it ia another symptom of your
brain weakuess ! ;

“ Yes—aor—I mean no, siv . i

tPhen why were you attacking Bunter in that ferocious
manter 1"

“I—I don’t know, sir.”

Bunter’s face hrightened up considerably when he saw that
Bob Cherry was not going to tell Mr. Quelch the reason of
his assault, and the fat junior eew his chance of doing Cherry
o pood servieo in return. i

The Greyf ri!c_:rs' ventriloguist cleared his voice.

 Mr. Quelch!™ ;

It -.va.q{;:.lm Head’s volce on the other side of the door.

“ Yos, sir,” said the Remove Form-master. ; -

“ Vou might just go into the Fifth-Form dormitory.

“ Vory well, Dr. Loeke,” ropiied Mr. Quelch, surprised--as

- the juniors— at the strange request.
w?!‘%‘h&nd ou!" seunded the l—%ﬁﬂrj"a VOI0E | and Mr, Quelch
left Bob Cherry and the rest of the Kemovites, .

“ [allo 1" cried Nugeut. * What's the matter with you,
Billy 1"

The fat junior's faee had %one r deep red, and ha was
rocking about with his prms clutched round hias sidea.

* Ho, ho, hot' .

“ What's the joke, you fat cormorani? ]

“ Quelchy’s—ho-—gone—ho, ho—to chase my voice—ho, ha,
ho !

“ what #'* rearcd Nugent. ] ]

i E:ﬁgf Efasn't the Head, I %ent-rilﬂquiﬁcd his voice 1"

“Hau, ha, ha!l” . .

t Well, pget inte bed, vou chaps,” said Bob Cherry at
last, *“and when Dlli]i-l Qt}eich veturns he will have {orgotton
myv scrap-up with that fat rotter”

?:Heull;mFUherrgf," remonstrated DBunter, “you've no
right to enll me Ent.hl‘i.-lc not had much to-day; but when
I pet my fortune—phew ! _

iml Billy Bunter elambered into bed to dream of the
focds he would have in the very near future.

NSWERS
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bumter's Mistake.
ARRY WHARTON, Frank Nugent. Hurree Singh, and
Billy Bunter, were seated at the table in Siudy No. L
Harry Wharton, as coptain of the Bemove, was
making out the team to play against the Fifth Form
the next afterncon—Wednesday.

“1 don't think it’s saie to play young Tom Brown yef,
eepecially in an important maten,” romarked [hugent, as
Harey asked his chum’s opinion of the New aland
junior’s merits on the foorball field.

TFom Brown had only just rocently come to Greypfriars,
gnd up to the present he had always shown a tendency to-
mix up Hugeer on the Soceer field.

“I think he'll show all right after the practice we'wve
given him,”" replied Harry Yharton.

“I don’t, than 1"

(18 E‘Th}l ljl-".l

“ Bocause ho's sure to keep on handling the balb™

“ Shove him in goal. then”'

“ Just as bad there,” persisted Frank Nugent.

“Why, what's the obicciion now ™

“Teo'll only go and collar some one round the legs.
Another thing. he's much too fast to be wasted in goal®

Y'Well, who shall we shove in¥” )

Billy Bunter looked np from the impot. he was working
at, and blinked through his big spectacles. _

“1 sincorely hope you've zoi my name down on the list,
Wharton." he said.

“OF conrse, Billy: you're centre-half—I1 don't think."

Y Woll,” grumbled the fat junior, ‘‘that’s my favourite
position on the field; but T know you, as captain of tho
team, always grab that.”

“Hn, ha, ha "

“It's a fact;
Wharton ?"'

“In the Close, I should think!™

“What do vou mean, Nugent?”

“0h, vou'd better play machles with Sncop !

*Look here, Nugzent,” said Bunter, his face very red,
“I'm not geing to stand this kind of thing any longer.
Now I've come into some money I iotend to show in-

. dependence—""

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Ha if 'm not included ia fo-morrow’s teamn I'll bribo
the rost of the fellows to strile!”

“¥ou silly fathead!" laughed Harry Wharton,
haven't goft your tin yet."

“Well, I'm only waiting for a letter from my solicitors.”

“Aly esteemod fat porpoise will shut up talking about rhe
worthy solicitors,” purred the nabob, banging his book ro.

“Really, Hurree Sinrgh, I've got as much right fo talk
about solicitors as you have.”

“Woll, the shutupiuliess is terrific M

“Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd Nugeni. “ Hallo! Who s this?"
ha continued, as thero was g loud knock on the study door.
“Come in "

Iiob Cherry, the leader of Study No. 13, put his faee round
the door.

“8hall I bring it in, you chaps?" he said,

“ Bring what in, yvou duffer?”

“Wall, I've heard pecople call it a school porter before
now.” prinned Cherry.

“Which you will let go ¢ my hear immediate, Master
Chaoryy 1"

“"Ha, ha, ha! Tt's old Gossy !

Bob fung the door opon, and led Gosling into the room
by the rar.

“ Halle, Cossy, doar! What is it this time?™

“YWhat I aes, is this "erc!” roared the infuriated Gosling.
“The himperenca hof you himps his hawiul "

*Iin, ha, ha!"

“Hand what hi sez hi do!” he continued. *Iif hit
a.in’E, put a stop to immediate, hi goes straight to the *Fad

but where am I plaring to-morrow,

“You

“ Ha, ha, ha "

“ Hand roports the lot hof yer!™

" Oh, Gossy, dear," cried Bob Cherry, ining down on his
knece bofore the enraged porter, “don't be angry with na!
We crave your pardon for our misdeeds, and if you——-"

“Ha, ha, ha!l" roared the juniors.

*“Think you ean forgive wus, we would ask you your
business, and give you leave to depart.”

Gosling looked down at Cherry’s sertous face,

“Wall, hi don't mind a bif hof fun; but himperance hi
won't Tave !

“ Then you forgive us?"

“Hi won’t go to the 'Bad this time, then; but hi gives
you fuir warning."

“Thank you, Gossy dear!” said Bob Cherry, standin
up. ",{)&nd what might yeur mission be to this den o
rottera ¥’

The. chums of Study No. 1 jumped to their feet.

“Who are vou calling rotters?"” ther vellad in chorua.

THE MacNET. —N0O. 87,

NEXT

EVERY
TURSDAY,

“ Male it pax, then!” grinned Bob, a3 Cosling thraw
two letters on to the table. .

“ For Master Bunter,” growled tho porter, leaving tha
study.

“ Thanlks, Gossy,”
and grabbing the twe envelopes.
these 1™ : .

Bunter cleared his thront, and readjusted his glasses.

I thought 8o, he mumbled to himself, a5 he studied
the two envelopes clozely. 5ii

“%Woll, aren’t you going fo open them, ass’
Harry Wharton, )

Billy Bunter was very excited, and he blinked at the

mova captain. .
e {':grtainilv. Wharton,”” he said. * When a chap holds a
lotter in his hand telling him that he has hiad i windfall
left him, it naturally malkes him feel a bit funny. N

““ Wish you didn't look as funny as you fool, then!

The fat junior ignored Frank Nugent's romark, snd pro-
ceeded to open his penknife. _

Bob Cherry looked at it elosely, and then glared at Bitly.

“You fat, greedy, shop-lifting porpeise!” he gasped.
“T'm hanged if that isn't the knife I've been turning our
study upside down to find ™ .

Buanter blinked ai the owner of the knife. :

“ Really, Cherey,” he said, 1 only borrowed it from
Study No. 13, and you can have it back as soon as I havo
finished with it."” ! . oo

“(3h, thank you, Bunter ! replied DBob, in stinging sar-
casm. ‘““That's awfully kind of you—"

* That's all right, Cherry!” .

“ Why, you cheeky, fat cormorant—-

Lot him get on with the washing,” laughed q‘nrry
Wharton, “ and I give you leave to sock into him atter.

The fat junior ran the knife slong the flap of the envolopa
which had the name of Lauric & King, solicitors, Loadon,
on the baek of it

The Roemovites erawded round. \

“ I} read ihis out to you, yon chaps.™

“la '

“ Thanks awfully "

“ How ripping of youl”

“ Your rippingfulness iz superh ! -

Billy Bunter openod the sheot of notepaper, which was
half-filled with typewritton suller. :

“Fl'hem ! coughed the fat junior, putting the letter fo
within an inch of his nose.

Y“Got on owith it !

And Billy procecded to read out the letler.

“Laurie & King, Solicitors, London.

“ Papr Sir,—Eocloard plense find a letter which we pro-
sume you have sent fo us in error. The lattor comunenees
‘ Dear Marjorie,” and it is clearly o mistale on your part
in sending 1t to us.—Yours faithfully,

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“ (ood gracious!" gasped Dunter.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“ T must have put—--""

“Ha, ha, ha!" T

My letter to Bdarjorie in-

“ Ho, ho, bo "

“* The wrong envelope !

““Ha, ha. hal” .

The chums of Study No. 1 were rolling about, doubled up
with laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!" _

Hazeldens, 2 junior also in the Remove, was attracted by
the yells of laughter as he was passing the study, and he
opened the deor and looked in.

“ What's the matter?” he asked,

““ Ho, ha, hat"

Bunter was sitting back in his chair, his face flushed
crimgon, and his eyes blinking thruugh his huge spectacics.

“ What's the wheszo, Nugent?” loughed Hazoldene,
coming info fhe room.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Frank. “That fat—fathead en
cloand the wrong letter ! IMa, ha, ha!”

“What wrong lettec?" ‘

“ He wrote to yvour sister at CLff House, and put it in an
envelope addressed to his solwcitors! Ha, ha, ha!™

Hazeldene's grin gradually broadencd, and he added to
the hilarious uproar the rest of the juniors were making.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ T.ook here, you fellows—"

“ Ho, ho, ho!"

“T don't seo anvihing in 1t to maks such a row aboal.
I'll read Marjorie's-——""

The " IMaquet” HALFPENRY.

LIBRARY.

said Dunter, reaching out a fat hand
Y I've beon expecting

langhed

“LatriE & Kine.”

i
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““Ha, ha, ha, Billy I" roared Harry Wharton, * You'll
be the death of me!”

“I don’t see what there is to lavgh at. Perhaps Marjorie
has used more senso than those solicitor chaps did, and
sent the lelier on'

“Read her letter out, dummy, and see,” said Frank
MNugent, wiping the tears from his eyves.

Bunter opened the second letter, and the juniors onec
more crowded round expectantly.

“ Absoluto nerve even daring to write to Marjorie,” said
Hazeldene.

"1 think se, too,” assented Frank MNugent, with a touch
of jealousy in his tone.

"“Well, shut up, now, vou two.™
E'" Ilff:t on with it, my honourable Bunter,” said Hurree

ingh.

The fat juntor unfolded the notepapar, and read:

HCLF House School

“Dear Mr. Bunter,—It was very good of you ta let me
know so fully that your name is William Gegrge Bunter,
and that yon are still at Greyfriars, I do not know whether
vour letter is a specimen of ‘ Remove’ wit; but, anvhow,
Clara and 1 shricked over it. What made you address mo
as 'Dear 8ir,” though? May I point out to you that
*whercabouts’ should be spelt as T have written i, nob as
you do in your letier—*wereabouwis’'? I'm sure I do not
understand what you mean by asking me to let you know
how much money FPheneas Cobb, of Cincinnati, has left
vou. Pleaso give my love to my Emthcr, and kind regards
to Harry Wharton & Co.—Yours truly,

YA ARIORIE HAZELDENE."

The juniors had interrupled the reading of the letter after
cach sentence by splutterag with laughter; but as soon as
Billy had finished, they ronved with laughter again,

“Flo, ha, le!”

““Heo, ha, ho 1"

* (h, the silly dummy ™

“ You utter ass!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“"You fat porpoise !

The laughing juniors held their sides as they managed to
jerk out their opinion of Biily, who locked very zavawre now,
wlding a letter in cach hand.

“T think you chaps are beastly rotters,’” he growled.
“Rolling about likke o lot of fatheads just becanse——"

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!™

“1 put the wrong letters in——-

*I1a, ho, he ¥’

“The wrong envelones ! \

* Well, what did you have to write to my sister at all for 8"
sl Hazeldene, y

“1 suppose I can write to whom I like without asking
you®'

“ Not to Marjoria. anvhow."

“0h ! sneersd Billy Buntoer.

“Well, what did vou have fo say to her 17

“1 wrote and asked her if she and Clara wenld like to
come to a feed I'm giving to eelebrate my windfall.”

“Then I think you've got a beastly nerve.” : .

“tTike the rest of the cheeky young bounders in this
gtudy.” added Bob Cherry.

“What 7" yelled Harry Wharton, *“Do you hear that,
cliaps ¥

“k’l:hn- hearfulness is terrific,” assented Hurree Singh, as
Tiolh Cherry was whisked off his chair by Wharton and
Nugent. ;

“Come on, Inky!"” shouted the Remove caplain,
him 1™

“Teggo " muttered Bob Cherry, making a frantic effort to
break away.

Bul Wharton and Mugent had hold of him too securely.

 Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Haozeldene.

Hurree Singh clasped Bob round the legs, and they held
the captive tight while they had a breather.

“ What shall we do with tha bounder "' panted Nugent.

“Bump him 1" 4

“ ¥og, let us bump the honourable bounder,” agreed ke
Mabob. "

“Right-ha! Are you ready?

“ Yes, rathor!”

[ 1] (}ne !”

Y Lemme gol"?

(1] I"j'l“-ﬂ ‘!"l

:‘ %ﬂu rotters—"

‘ Throe, gol"”

“ Ow "—bump. “Oh!—bump. "Oh!7

Bab Cherry goave n vell of pain each time the chums of
Sty WNo. 1 tet himn down. : '

i You rotters!” he roared, serambling to his feet, and

Tur MagNET.~—No. 8.
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Y Bump

giving Frank Nugent a push in the chest which sent himt
Hying into an armchair. i

“(ome on!" cried Harry Wharten.,  “Out with tha
bounder 1!

There was a short, sharp tussle, and Beb Cherry was

dropped out into the corridor with a thud. ]
I.T:hﬁ study door was slammed to, and the key turned with a
click.

“What next, T should like to know,” growled Frank
Mugent. ““ A kid coming into the study and making e dis-
turbanice like a crowd of women suffragettes!”

“PBang! bang! bang!

1 Bﬂ;—?ﬁ erry kicked the door violently, and Harry Wharlon
AU y

“EG(} away !"" he shouted, “ Admission only on business!”

“ All right, you rotters!” came the angry junior’'s mufled
voice. “* ['lI—I'll pay you for this!” And {le want stamping
down the corridor. o ]

Billy Bunter had all this time been aitting down, mutter-
in% to himself, and gazing ot the two envelopes. :
i *Lm:lr!-: here, Wharton,” he said, putling the letters into

13 pocket.

* Oh, you can't expect Wharton to do thaf, Bunter.”

“To do what, Nugent?"

“To look al you." .

“Reclly, Nugent, [ think you—=" :

“ That's all right, Billy," mterrupted Harry Wharton, who
felt sorry for Bunter, for it was plain to sce that the fat
junior was feeling very disappointed with the two letters he
i’:a.d received. : ;

“Well, Whartons what do you think is the best thing fce
me to do? Shall I write again to my solicitors?”

“ O course, you durnmy ! There i=n't anything else [or
yvou to do but write !"'

“ Oh, yes there 1.’

“ What, are vou thinking of sendiog a telegram "

“No, I hadn’t thought of that,” muttered Billy,

“Well, what then 77 said Wharton, impatiently.

“J thought I might go up to London and zeo them about
itln
“ What I' yelled the juniors in chorus.

Billy Bunter grinned at the consternation he had caused.

“You see, I could go up by the 10.30 to-morrow morning
and ba back at Greyfrinra by half-past six in the evening.
As it's Wednesday to-morrow, I should only be missing mern-
ing's class,”

“yiall I pasped Hazeldene, * OF all the nerve—?"
_‘{“I}ill:,r’a takes the confectioner's shop,” finished Frank
Mugent.

i D:'T‘I; you think that if I asked the Head he would let
e go

Harry Wharton jumped to his feet.

“My only topper ! he exclaimed. *I wonder if he—""

“ Oh, sit down, Wharton, and try and keep calm ! i

¢ All right, you bounder !"" said the Remove captamn, grin-
ning at Nugent; ““but I've got a rattling good ides.™

“MNo ™ %mmd Frank, in mock surprise. * Who've you
cribbed it from?" ] '

“This 13 1t,"” replied Wharlon, ignoring Nugent's remark,
“Why shouldn't we all in 8tudy No. 1 go up to London to-
morrow 77

“My only aunt Matilda ! muttered Frank.

Hurree Singh leant back in his chair and smiled.

““ My worthy chum forgets,” he said, " that the esteemed
Remove nlavathe mouldy Fifth Farm rotters to-morrow !

Harry Wharton's brow clouded. 3

“1 had forgotten that for the moment,” he said. *0Of
course, that puts the lid on that wheeze.”

“ Ahsolutcly squashes it I'" agreed Nugent. )

“ You chaps might ‘help me out of this,” gprumbled Billy,
T tell veu, it's beginning to worry me, and T feel fright-
fullv faint.” :

““Well, why on earth don't you eat something, you
silly 77

‘?Bennuse this money businczs malkes
Mugent. Faney, you know—thousands!
food=s T' h&."'-':l}.'"

“ Ha, ha, hat” “ Z

T gha’n't forpet vou chaps, you know,” continued the fat
junior. 1 alwars did think I sheuld come into somo
money, and now it’s come I shall do everything handsome.

“ Well, dummy,”’ laughed Harry Wharton, *I'm joily
glad you've come into some tin, but you haven't got it yct,
you know." : ol ) .

* Thanks. Wharton,” replied Runter, rising from his chair,
1 think 1l go along and ask Dr. Locke to let me have to-
morrow off, so that I can go up to London. |

| shouldn’t write again if I were you,” said Hazeldena.

“ Ha, ha, ha "

Billy strutted aecross the room and opened the door,

“ Good luck po with you, you fat cormorant !

“ Show your independence, Billy,"” laughed Nugent.

me 80 excited,
Oh, crumbs, the
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" Well l:herrg,', what Is 1t?" asked Mr. Quelch, turning from his desk.
“I've brought the ginger-beer!"

—— =  — =

“1f you please, slr n nnswered Iml:l, l

i "i’-:nur mdupem:lenm ig tﬂrnﬁc added the Nabob of
Bhaovipur with o smile.
Buunter blinked through hiz big spectacles.

“You'll see, one day, you chaps,” he said knowingly, and
with this mysterious statement he banged tha door to.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter's Day Off.

HE rising bell had gone, and the Remove dormaifory
presentad a busy scena.
Thero was a crowd of juniors before a looking-glass,
all awaiting their turn,
“ Hurry up, Bulstrade 1"
(L] It-ﬂ-tﬁ I¥F
“You've been fooling about with that {ie of yours for
hmlt ten minutes now !
*¥ou shut up, young Linley." shouted the Remove bully,
scowling at the juntor from Lancashire,
“You vely slow, Bulstlode,” said Wun Lung, the Chinee.
“1'L pul}. vour beastly pigtail if you don't stop
grumbling."
““ Me no savvy which side the bed you gettee —"
“Cave "
“ It’'s old Quelchy !
The door o nnad ma-:] Mr. Queleh, the Remove Form-
mnsta.,r, looke
‘Hurry up, :,q-u boys!" he said, with a smile, then he
frowned and came further in,
THE MAGNET.—Nn £7
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**Is that a boy ':i.t11I in bed p
“ My, only hat,” mutt-ered Bob Cherry, “if it isn't that [zt
h{hun{!er sti{l aales
GJuelch wa I:Ed down between the row of beds and
sfc:pped at the foot of Bunter's. "The fat juniocr was stiill
s'm,p and snoring heavily.
‘Why hasn’t anyone wakened him " asked Mr. Quelch,
giving Bunter a shake.
“ Gerraway 1" growled Billty in his sleep.
“ Bunter !’
“Bhut up, you cads!™
“ Bunter " said the Form-master, ralsing his veice.
Thl!',f turned over and blinked.
“You're a rotter, Wharton I he growled, vawning., ** Wny
in the dickens can’t you let & chap have a little extra——"
* Bunter [
The fat junior jumped up in his bed as though be had Lad
a pin jabbed into him.
“Mr. Quelch "
“VYes, Bunter,” replied the ["c.-rm mafiﬁr, it is, and I
want to know what you mean by—-
“I'm sincerely sorry, sir,” s=aid Bunter, pulling ha
nl;.cr:l.eulea from under the pillow, “but I didn’t know 1t was
£311.
¥ “T auppose not; but that is no excuse. Do you not know
that the bell has hEﬁn rung now some hmnt:,r rainutes ago,
and here you are still in bed !
“Yea, sir, but it docsn’t matter about me.’
“ What do you mean, boy "
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“I'm nol going to do any work to-day, Mr. Quelch.”
The Form-master coughed angrily as a distinet saigger
came from the vest of the juniors,

f‘ICIh. 20 you have decided not to do any work, Bunter,” ha
a4l

' Yos, sir—at least—r-o"

M Well, T have decided you must—and a bit extra. You
will take fifty lines for not being up with the rest, and you
will do fifty more for making such an absurd resolve I

“Oh, sir, but Dr. Locke has given me leave to have the
dav off, and-—""

“The day off?*
* Yes, Mr. Quelch.™
“ For what reason, might T ask?™
“To go and ses my solicitors, Mr. Quelch.”
‘' Ha. ha, hai”
The Removites roared with langhter a: Bunter made this
announcement, and the Form-master turned with a frown.
Silence 1" he ordered. " And you, Bunter, will get
dressod immedintely. There will be no excuse for you not
being down at breakfast to time P And Mr. Quelch stamped
ol of the dormitory,
:‘ Have you really got the day off, you fat bounder?”
Of course I have, Bulstrode, and I want to speak to you
on u serious matter bafore you wo into class this morning.”’
HOh!” exclaimed the bully wonderingly,
“ﬁ?“ﬂ on, chaps " said Wharton, shpping on his coat.
1 H
“ Half & socond "
“ Me comee, Hally.”
::I{ the honourable captain will walt—""
Very well, Inky,” langhed Harry, * but buck np.”
In a few minutes the dovinitory was deserted save for Billv
Bunter, who now stood bhefore tho wash-basin, )
" Suppose 1 had better have s proper wash this morning,"
he nuttered.  ** Ugli—uogh !

The fat Junior braved himself for the effort, and splashed
himgsell froelv with tho water.

" Ugh—ugh ! he snutiered again, as he dried himself. 1
don’t understand how those chaps do it on cold mornings,”’

Billy took particular care over his dressing, but he waa
not over-particilar whose property. he donned.

}d’ﬁnb Cherry had a very nice pair of potent leather shonas,
ﬁ:b':hi?e {tiau jurior eyed them covetously as they rested by

"I shouldn't think Cherry would be annoyed if T wore
those slt;:gésf to-day,” murnured DBilly, taking them in his
hands. I I'! shove ‘em on and see what they look like.”

In Bunter = estimation they locked ripping, snd he then
amd thara decided to borrow them for the day, He likewisn
Lorrowed Frank Nugent's tie, and by the time he had
I";mﬁémd hig tmlmf Billy felt very pleasaed with himself,

“ Sure, my only Molly O'Hara " whistled Mick
N Tﬁlﬂk at B ¥ whistled Micky Desmond.

The fat jumor came strutting into the Hall with a -
tﬁh{tad grin on his fAabby face. con

: éﬂa Ta, ]'!;a.!" ;

“Silenes, bowa ! snapped Mr. Quelch, rapping his knuckles
on the table. Bunter.r:eha added, ** von will give me filty
]:rﬁﬂ. this time to-morrow morning for bemmp—>"

I'm sinecervely sores, sir, but—""

" 8it down, Bunter I

And the fot junior subsided into a chair, and attacked the
rathers of bacon béfore him savagely.

h_“l?rc- i, piggy ! said Trevor, who was sitting next to
IETE,

“What do vou maan ™

“Oh, it's all vight. I only wanted to sea whether you
quﬁn:sad your name,”

.Hr: ¥ Dunter blinked through his enormons spectacles.

Lt Well, yon wouldo't waste much time if you'd had as
l:t::!a to eat as I have the last two days.”

" Why, you fat cormorant, T watched you at supper last
nllgh_t;. and you wolfed three times as much grub as enybhody
alsa.

The fat junior ignored Trevor's charge, and wired in with
renewed vigour.

He was still muncling away at toast and marmalade when
the masters and profects left the room.
The Bixth-T'ormers next trooped out in their wsual dignified
malrrmar, i:r:uii then thadrast of the boys scrambled out,
arry Wharton and Frank Nugent stopped Blundell and
Bland, the two Fifth-Formers. ¥

Ff‘;ékﬂuwﬂﬂﬂ you bounders are preparsd for it?" greested

;;Empﬂadl fn:;r wlljaﬁ_?”
or the helty heking, Bland, 2 . 1 i
vou this aftnrnm}rm.” g Blond, dear, we're going to give
Bland scowled.
“Well, I'll eat my hat if the Remove do beat us, you
oheeky hounder ©*'
THE Mauxpr.—No B8T.
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Mugent and Wharton grinned and walked away.

“I:]%} you think,” muttered Blundell, with & frowns, '’ that
thera is nny chanca of them pulling—"" )

“Soaen Bunter?' interrupted Bulstrode, coming up to the
two Fifth-Formers. ) . . i

“ YVen saw the porpoiss taking nonrishment in Hall,. He's
in theye now."

** Thanlks 1" - :

Bulstrode strode into Hall and sow Bunter still esting at
the Remove Form table . .

“Oh, is that you, Wharton?" said the short-sighted Ifab
Junior.

“No, 1t 1sn't, ass! Tt's me!” _

“Qh, Fm sorry, Bubstrode, ¥ thought it was Harry
‘Wharton——'
“Well, it isn't. You said you wanted to speik to me”

Billy Bunter ross from the table and joined the Bemove
belly, wheo was standing at the head of the table.

IH?EH, Buktroda,” he replied. "' 1 want to ask youa some-
thing.™

s J‘:n"i.'aH, what 1z if, Fathead?®" ] .

“I hope you won't be annoyed about it, Bulstrode.

“ Have you beer and sold semething that belonys to me,
you fat porpoise?'’ he reoared.

Bunter started back mn alarm. .

“ Really, Dulstroda, I hope you don't thiok T'm such a
E:% a all that, What I want you to do 13 to lend me twenty

“ Twenty bobh?" )

“ Yes,'" cootinued Billy, quite unmoved by the consterna-
tion he had coused. *"I've pot six bob on me, but as 'm
oing up to Loodon, and shall want something to eat when
?’m there, I want you to lend me some more. Of course,
I shall pay you back to-might—with interest, f you wank
it,”” Billy added, as an siter-thonght.

“You sily, fat dummy. how can yon pay me back to
night if you've only got six bob on you vow?' asked Bul-

*Oh, I shall get my solicitors to advance me a few
pounds.’ _

Although Bulstrode was a bully, and the mest cbstinale
pupil intﬁm_l{amm'e Forin at Greyfriars, his redeoming trast
was generosity. . .

Bunter was guité aware of it, and it was for this reason
ha had decided on asking the bully before any of his Forme-
fellows in Study No, 1.

Bulstrode's father was a weslthy, self-rrade man of the
world, and ke kept his only son well supplied with pocket-

money. Bunter knew all tiis, and the fat junior smiled as
tho -bully put his hand into his trousers poclket,
“ Well, look here, you fat norpoise, if you don’t pay me

back this quid to-night I'l—I1"1}—" )

Bulstrodde gave a ferocious scowl, and Billy Bunter's Babby
cheeks shook with fright.

“ That's—that's zll rizht, Bulstrode,” he stuttered.

The bully handed over the coin, and stamped off as Biliy
jerked out hia gratitude. _

“Buppose I had better start for theé stabion now," le
muttered. S

And he ran upstairs and fetched his silk hat and gloves,
and walked out of the school building.

Gosling was standing outside his lodge smoking his pipe,
and the Greyfriars porter's eves opened wide as the fat
Iemovite came towards him,

“{iood morning, Gossy!" . -

“VWhat I ses is this 'ers,” replied Gosling, ienoring Biliy's
salutation, ‘" why ain’t vou in class, Mauster Bunter?"

“Im gninﬂ up to London, Gossy."

F¥oul” ;

“ Yoz to sae my solicitors.'”

“Up to Lunnon?™

Punter smacked his cane walking-stick against his fat leg,

“Yes, Goaling,” he said. * You know, I've had a fortune
loft me by some Amevican. I suppose ne was an uncle or
something of mine. Anyhow, I'm going up to London to-duy
to claim 12" o X ]

The words ‘* London” and ‘‘ solivitors "’ impressed Gosling,
and he oponed the big iron gates with slacrity.

“* Wall, Master Bunter, what 1 ses is this 'ere, I "opes you
won't forget the old Greyfriars school porter when you'ro
a rich gen’l'man. Many's the time Hi've shut me eyes wlon
you've a' snmiug led tuck into the school. That's *ﬂg’hu.tl Gau, "

“0Of course, 1 sha'n't forget you, Gossy,” replied the fat
junior.

! " Ag Hi'm o' pleased to "ear it, Master Bunter.”

“ Well, good-bye, Gossy "

“ Good-morning, Master Bunter ! .

And Billy strutted on, little dreaming of the colossal dis-
appointment he was to suffer before the end of the day.

“Phew | he was muttering to himself. **Feads every
day! Phew!”
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
An EBxciting Match.

INGATE, the captain of Greyfriars, knocked at the
door of 8Btudy Ne. 1, and Harry Wharton, Frank
Nugent, and Hurree 8ingh all shouted out in chorus:

“Come in "

The big Sixth-Former opened the deocr and smiled as he
saw that the threo Hemovites wero 1n their Soccer clothes.

;E‘;,'hy isn't it up on the notice-board, Wharton” he
esked.

Harry Wharton Iockad puzzled.

“Why iso't what on the notice-hoard, Winny '’

“Your team, of course. ¥ went to have a look just row
to see what time your game starts and no notice was there.”

“0h, 1 took it down about ten minutes zxo, as I have just
mada an alteration.”

“What's that?” .

“Tacy ean't play because he's kept in, so I've decided to
trv youny Tom Brown, aiter all™

“* \What, the New Zealander?"

“ Yex' snid Harry, with a smile,
all ryght,™

* Rather,” agreed Frank MNugent.

“Well, T'll reforea the match,’” said Wingate.
will vou be ready?’ 1

Ilarry Wharton looked nt the cheap German clock which
did service in Study No. 1. )

“1f we start at three o'clock will that be all right®"”

* Very well, then." .

And Wingste left the stody to tell Blundell, the skipper of
the Fifth Forn footbaell eloven.

“Well, come on, you chape,” said Harry Wharton, as soon
s5 the prefect shut the door. “Let's go and wake up
{iserry and Linley, and then we can have a few practice shots
vt poal.”’

’I'I:E three chume walked down the corridor and banged
ot the door of Study No. 13. ] .

Wun Lung ulmnnﬁ the door, a broad grin on his little
vollow [ace,

“ (‘ome in and lockee,” he whispored. ;

“ [alle ™ saidd Harry aloud. * What's the— Why, my
oty Dt ! he added, with s gasp. : :

Frunk Nugent and Ilurree Singh shoved Wharton into the

ﬂud{'. ] !
“ What's the joke?®" said Frank.

* lool at Cherry I

““1la, ha, ha!l” . )

Biob Cherry, who was engaged in lacing lis {oothall boots,
lonked up th sarprise. )

What's the matter with you dummies?”?

‘““1Ia, ha, ha!"

“What's the joke, fatheads?"

“ Phate=that shirt!” roarcd Nugent.

“ Those stockings!”

“Hu, ha, ha!"

“ The gorgeous colours are terrific”

““ Ha, ha, ha ™ : ,

Tiob Cherry stood up, bluﬁhm%wvmlenﬂy.

“VYou silly cackling asses!” velled. * What's wrong
with my togs?" _

" Oh, nothing—nothing at all I laughed Nugent. ““Only
that you look as if you're advertising a colour scheme for
an artist.”’

“Vou frabjons ass!” retorled Beb. * Some rotter has
lifred my things since last season, and these are all T can
fizid "

Liob Cherry stood before the glass, and surveyed himself.

Io had on an extraordinary pair of stockings which had
puee been sent to him by an eccentric aunt whose hobby
was knitting. The jumior’s shorts were a pair he had
bought at a bazaar to run in on Sports’ day, but he had
been advised by Wingate “not to be an ass, but go and
shove & puir of respectable white running shorta on!”  Bob's
shitt was an ordinary cotton one with frayed cuffs, and
was of a violet hue

“My Aunt Maitlda!” muttered Nugent. " What an
eycsore 1

“Ha, ha, ha"

Bob Cherry scowled, and pulied on a soat.

“ Well, come on, you—you dummies!"™ he said, leading
the way out of the study.

““ Ha, ha, hal” .

Bob turned round angrily as the juniors roared with
leughter, but as they were following him he strode on
with a ferocions cxpression on hiz face.

He came in for o fearful amount of chaff from the specta-
tore as they gained the football ground, and nearly cume to
Bows with Bulstrode. But fortunately for the Remove
hully, Wingate blew his whistle, and the two tcams walked
on to the field.

“Clome here, kid,” said Blundell, *“and call to my toss.”

A coin went flytng into the air.

* Heads I
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“T1t 18! laughed Blundell,  * Which goal will you
daofand .

“This one, of course, dutamy,” said Wharton, * We'll

start with the sun on our backs"™ _

“Won't make any difference, my Tad,”" replied the Fifth
Form captain, with a patronising air. “You're in for a
proper licking to-day I™

“Wea'lll see ! langhed Wharton. .

And the twa eaptaing placed their men in their posibione.

“ Heady 1" shouted Wingate. ;

“ Rather 1™ . :

The referee blew his whistle, and Martin of the Filth
zicked off.

“GZa it, Remove!”

“Ha, ha, ha ! Walk through "em, Fifth !"

The Greyiriers boys, lined-up on cach side of the feld,
cheered their particuiar faveuriices=. )

Harry Wharton kicked the ball out to the wing to Bob
Cherey, who missed it, and the nest moment Blundell was
pacing down the field, dribbling the ball in fine siyle

“Go on, Blundell !

1 fifth !

The Fifth Form captain had passed the Remeve backs,
and steadied himself for a shot into goal.

Bwish ! :

Russell, who was in goal, dived for the ball, but missed,
and the leather banged into the net.

“ Goal I o .

The Fifth had scored their first geal within five minutcs
af tha start.

“Hurrah "

“Well plaved, Fifth '™ ;

“Give 1t up, vou Remove kids?? sheuted Dabney, of the
U?par Fourth, who was amongst the speclators

‘Ha, ha, hal” ]

“ Came on, chaps!" said Harry Wharton encouragingly
to his team. “ Bock into fem !

“ Rather I

And the referee sounded his whistle again,

Hazeldene kicked off, and the Removites made o defer-
mineld rush into their opponents’ territory.

Euch team was detérmined not to let the other one scora;
but the Removites were now playing magnificently, and
looked like equalising. ]

Tom Brown just managed to get in a shot st goal as
RBland sent him flying with & terrific charge, and the ball
went wide of the posts

French, whe was the custodian of the Fifth Form goal,
kicked the ball out into the contre of the field, and for
soma minotes the game beeame a rather loose one. )

Taoin Brown, with a long kick, passed the ball to Harry
Whiarton. _

The Remove captain watched the fight of the ball, and
trapped it cleverly as it dropped to the ground. Chargong
Bland aside as the Fifth-Formoer rushed st him, Harry
want off with the hall.

“FBurral ! Go it, Wharton!” ; ‘

The Removite dashed on, dribbling the ball in magnificent
style. Shepperd, the centre-half of the Fifth Form
oloven, failed in his cfforts to intercept the junior, and a
mment later IHarry was through tho backs.

iz foot was deawn baek for the kick, and the next
moment the ball weni fiying into the net,

“aeal! Goal! Well played, Wharton!” .

Wingate biow his whistle for half time, and the oxcited
Bemovite: erowded round their blushing captain. o

“Well played, old chap!” shouted Frank Nugent, giving
Harry o fcarful smack on the back,

e 1T

“Jolly good !

68 Oy T

“Ripping 1M '

“ Ow, you bounders!”™ roared Wharton, breaking away
from the crowd, as he found their praise so painful.

Both teams squatted dewn on the grass for a breathes,
and Dob Cherry cawe in lor plenty of chaff.

ST pay the rotfcra!” he muttered, ns Wingate blew
the whistle for the resumption of the match.

A free kick was awarded to the I'ifth boefore the game
had been in progress for barvely live minutes,

Blundell had got away witi); the leather; but the New
Fealandeor forgot himself, and fell on {o the ball in true
Bugger style.

“ Foul !

Tho referce was unable to sound the whistle for a moment
or two for shece astonishment, und Tom Drown picked tre
Lball up and daeshed along the touch-line,

“ Btop, you ass!”

“Ha, ha, hal” .

roXESTy.“ THE LANCASHIRE JUNIOR'S RESOLVE” A 5o Z3's ot Hopzainarion & co



12 THE BEST 3" LIBRARY P&~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY, "$ie*

The whistle sounded shrilly, and the New Zealand junior
pulled up with o laugh,

*I'm awlully sorry, Wharton,” he said
I wasn't playing Rugger, you know 1"

Wingate smiled, and under the circumsataneea treated the
incident leniently. _

Bland took the free kick, and sent the leather flying to
Desmond and Morgan, the Remove backs. Tha Welsh
junior returned the ball with & mighty kick, which wrung
& vell of pramse from the spectators.

The l:n-:.m]lI wias sent backwards and forwards up and down
the field with irritating frequency, and the game HAagged
soriew hat.

“ Buck up, Remove !

“I-hlth 1™

The yelling of the lookers.on inspired the players to
further effort, and at last Tom Brown juggled the leather
from Blundell, and set off with a fine dash towards the Fifth
Form goal.

“Go on !t

“Well played, Brownie!" shoutad Bob Cherry excitedly,
a5 the Now Zealander dodged deftly past the bocks.

“* Buck up ™

# Bhoot "

The next moment Tom Brown lashed out with his foot.
Players and spectators held their broath.

Bang!

The leather strucl: the erosshar of the goal-posts with &
erash, and came {lying back steaight to the Remove junior.

“Go on!"” yelled a voice in the crowd, even as the
ball was in the air. " Have anothor——'"

Tom Brown Hunpi out his arms and clutched the ball, as
th:;':e ;‘-hr:::::lcing a “mark" in 2 game of Rugby.

Once more he forgot the game ho was taking part in, and

he made & dash for the back of the goal-posts, and touched
the ball down with his hands.

*“*Ha, ha, ha IV
*¥ou silly fathead 1
“¥You abscluto lunatic!"

“Well, of all the asges !

“ Ho, ho, ho !

Tom Brown's face was searlet, as the ployera crowded
round him.

=T —D"'m awfully—"

“Fathead ' interrupted Frank Nugent. " Timeo’s up,
and here you go and chuck a certain goal away 1™

" Look here, chaps, I'm awfully sorry, really. It's through
being bm?;g'ht up to play a :lm:ent'g;ma, and if you—-=:"

* What " howled Beb Chorry. decont game 1™
(1} Yﬂﬂ- ]-'lp

""¥You call that a decent game? Clutching hold of a
Soccer ball, and dashing behind the goal-posts.’

“Well, you ass, I thought it was a Ruggor ball 1"

“Ha, ha, ha !

“And, of course, I shouldn't have done it if I had ro-
mambered "

‘““ Ha, ha, ha "

Wingate jained in the ls ughmr 28 he looked at his watch.

“* Well, it can't be helped,” he said. * It's time, and tho
game's a draw.”

“ Well played, Remove!” shouted Russell,

“What about your licking, Blundell?” said Harcy
Wharten to the Fifth Form captain, as the two tenms
walked to the pavilion.

Blundall amiled.

“0Oh, T meant in a Boccer mateh " he said. “I didn't
know you chaps were going to play Rugger.”
“You'll see Tom Brown come along ﬁ right, one day.”

“Hope I shall,” replied Blundell. *We must have
ancther match soon.”

. “Right-ho! Whenever you like ! laughed Har
ing Hurres Singh and Frank Nugent. “ Good-bye,

“I cloan forgot

. join-

1

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Biily Bunter's Phantom Windfall.

o HEN we must have it in Study No. 13.
“ There isn't room in thero I tell you !"
" There §a!"™
“"There isn't, fathead!"
“Anyway, it's as good as Study No. 1.
£1] It- isn't- !II
The Remove juniors had :Imn%ad from their football
clothes, and were now standing before the counter in Mrs.
Mimble's tuck shep.
Harry Wharton had suggested in the pavilion that the
Remove should celebrate the afterncon's match with a atudy
Tur Macxer.—No, 87.
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fead, and at the same time entertain Billy Buntar, as tha
fortunate receiver of an unexpected windfall.

I’'ob Cherry, Mark Linley, and Wun Lung had suggested
Study No. 13 as the banqueting chamber, but Ilarey
Wharton & Co. held out for Study No. 1.

The Remove captain smiled.

“ YWall, look hera, chan,” ha said.
at haIf-.paﬂt six, and it
decide.”

“Right ! exelaimed the leader of Study Ne. 13, It
must ba ours."

113 [I'I. ours -E.u

¥ No, in oural”

" Well, you said in ours.”

“I didn’t, Nugent; I said in ours.”

“Well, I agree, in oura!”

“In ours, I tell you!" roared Bob Cherry.

“Do you mean in ours?” said Frank Nugent, in an
aggravating manner.

* No, in ours, you—you—"

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared the Removites, aa Bob Cherry and
Nugent glared at one another,

“ Well, look here,” said Wharton, with a frown., “I
think the feed should take place in Dunter’s own study,
He'll fael mora nt home there"

“I still think Study No. 13 is the best,” growled Bob
Cherry. ' But, of course, if you're guing to persist, I sup-
pose ']l hava to give in.”

*OF course,” muttered Frank Nugont,
_ Bob Cherry feigned nol to hear the remark, and the
juniors were soon engaged in making purchases for the
great feod.
All the juniors ware pretty flush, and soon & huge pile of
%,;Ub " had acoumulated on the countar.

rz. Mimble smiled.

* Think you'll be able to earry all thiz?"* she said.
“ Yos, rathor!"

* Not half !

" It's vory heavy, though, with all thoso pies.”

" The weightfulness is terrific,” assented Hurree Singh.

# Look hera, nhal:)q." longhed Wharton, " Each take as
much as you can. Wo needn’t take 'em up on a tray.”

* No, rather not. Come on, kids.”

And the juniors treoped out of the tuckshop heavily ladan.

The table in Stady No. 1 literally groanad with the weight
by the timeo the last of the packages had becn put on to it

“ By Jove! Doesn't it moke your mouth water 7"

“ Rather !

ITarry Wharfon grinned, and set light to the fire, which
was already laid,

“Come on ! he said. " Bustle to!™

Bob Chorry untied the two parcels containing sausagos,
and slapped them into o frying.pan.

“ Here.you are, kids,” he said. " 8hove 'em on 1"

By the side of the frying-pan there was only just réam for
the kettle, but the water was scon boiling, and Hurree Singh
made somo cocoa,

Six large dishes were required to displsy the bune and
pastries to advantage, and with the addition of the jam-jara
al,m:! I:;uth:-r-dish the table looked fit for o king to sit
down to.

Wun Lung had been sent up to Study Ne. 13 to bring down
soma toffee which the Chince had made earliser in the day,
and when he entered the door he eyed the table with satis-
faction,

“ Lipping, you chapees.” ha said.

“It doos look all right, doesn’t it, kids?" agreed Dob
Cherry., “ Hallo!” he added. “I hope that fat porpoiss
won't keep us waiting much longer, })ﬂr it's o quarter to
S0VoeN now,™

Frank Nugent looked at the clock which was ticking out
g0 loudly.

“It'a more than that" he said. “That rotten dial is
slow. It's nearly five to.”"

d‘II!IErrF Wharton tipped the Rzzling saunsages on to a hot
1511,

“Billy'a train geta in
s twenty to now, so buck up and

L8]

*These are done to a turn, chaps,” he announced.

* Thoy do sniff all right, don't they?” said Bob Cherry.
“1It'll be & beastly shamoe——""

“Listen !"" interrupted Mark Linley, holding up his hapd
for silenca.

Tramp, trnm?. tramp !

“ That’s our fat porpoise’s shuffle I

**¥es, here ha comas !

Bob Cherry pulled ocut a comb from hiz pocket, and
WIADPDINE & piece of paper round it, put it to his mouth.

¢ made an excellent attempt to play the first few bard

of " Hee the Conguering Hero Comes.”

Billy Bunter openad 1%.9 study door.

Buzz-z-2-z, buzz-z-z-z, buzz-z.z—
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“ Whatever is that fearful row ¥"' asked the fat jumior,
blinking through his huge spectacles.

“Comae on, you chaps !’ shouted Bob Cherry, taking the
comib from his mouth for a moment. ‘' Come on, altogether:
f2ce the—""

Giving his chums the start, Bob put the comb to his mouth
Ones MOord,

Buzz-z-2-z, buzz-z-z-2, buzg-2-g— )
hHiI]j Bunter came into the room and took off his silk

ut.

“"What's the matter with yau, Cherry ¥ he said, in con-
cern. Y Don’t you feel well 7

The leader of Study No. 13 continued his buzzing, but
glared ferociously at hig fat guestioner.

Buzz-z-g-g——

The torturing music stopped suddenly, and Bob Cherry
dropped his eomb to the floor,

“My only hat!" he gasped.

It wsn’t, Cherry,” replied Billy, loocking at the lining of
hig tall hat. *“It's mine!”

*Well, my only Aunt Matilda 1™

“ What's un

“That fat cormorant! That overfed porpoise! That
gourmandising rotter's got my best patent shoes on, or I'll
eat "ern 1V

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Bob l.'_.‘herr?v rose from his chair and clutched hold of
Bunter's laft leg.

“I know them by & mark on the instep!” he roared.
“Come on, up you come ™

“Ow! Look out, you cad!”

Bob gave a vicious pull, and the fat junior’s leg came up.

“Ow! Look out, I'm—I'm going to—"

Thud !

Bunter crashed to the floor with & mighty bang, and the
table shook dangeroual:,-.

“Great Scott !

“That's smashoed something !'

“ 1t’s sure to bring Quelchy !

Billy Bunter lay on his baok, gasping, as the juniors mut-
tered in alarm.

“My only hat! Hers comoes some one !

The door was flung vivlently open, and Mr. Quelch put
his head into the room,

“What has happencd, Wharton P’ he said. *“Has o
chimney come through the roof 7

A chimney, sie ¥

“Yes. What wos that fearful crash®”
_ " Na chimney has fallen into this study, sir. It must be
in Study No. "

N Eﬁ-h-h !"i‘ .

*Why, whatever's the matter with Bunter **

”‘c’)b-i‘;. I believe I am dying, sir!"”

“What do you mean, boy !~ Get up—-"

**Mr. Queleh, has anything happened up here? inter-
rupted Dr. Locke's voice.

“FZreat Scott, the Head 1™

The Remove Form-master opened tho door wider to allow
the Tlead to cnter the study.

Bob Cherry kad meanwhile been kicking Billy Bunier,
who still obstinately refused to get up from the foor,

“ Bunter !"’

“Qh-h! Yes, pir?"”

“Get up immediately !

[ Certanly, sir!” groaned the fat junior, scrambling to
hm‘l;;r]:ut 15 th f all this food

“What 15 the meaning of all this food on the table,
Wharten 7" demanded DrF Locke soveraly. v

““{ih, the food, sir?"

¥ ¥es.

Why is the table filled up with sll this food 1
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“{h, yves, the gruby, sir?”

“ Anawar me, Wharton, and don't be silly 1" .

“Well, sir,” stuttered Harry, * we thought we would like
to entertain Billy—er—I mean, Bunter, on the cocasion of
his windfall—-"'

“Ts that the terrible noise T heard just mow 7" .

“ No, gir; I mean the windfall Bunter has had left th'I:I-"

“(Oh, yes; of course!” said the Head, turning to Billy.
“ You have been up to town, Bunter ¥

“ Yea, mr.”

“ And you found the selicitors all right¥”

“ Veg, sir.”

“That's right,” &miled Dr. Locke. * And how much
MONeyY 4re you the fortunate possessor of now, my I?ﬂ:.f et

Billy Bunter put his hand intoe his trouscrs-pocket, and
drew out three coppers.

“ Just threepence, sir,”” he said.

“No, no; I don't mean that, Bunter.
has that American man left you ?"

* N-nothing, sir!"”? o
Y What?” shouted tho Head, Mr. Quelch, and the juniors
in chorus.

Billy Bunter blinked nervously.

“ N, gir; nothing 7" }

It was pfﬂ.in to see that the fat junier was terribly dis-
appointed, and the Head tock him by the shoulder in hir
uswal kindly manner,

“Teall me, my boy,” he said.

“Well, sir,” explained Bunter, “ I went 1o my-—to these
solicitor chaps, and they laughed at me, and said that the
William George Bunter they lad advertised for was found
in & workhouse. He was seventy-three ycars of age, and he
has been left three thousand pounds™

Billy ended his explanation jerkily, and tears blurred the
big spectacles of the fat yvouth.

“Well, never mind, my boy,” said the Head. ™I never
ought to have raised your hopes as I did. We ought to
have found out whether your father knew of any relations
of his who had ever gone to America. I am very sorry [
allowed you to go all the way to London to be disappointed
like that—I am very sorry indeed, my lad !”

E;‘Lnid Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelch walked out of Study

fo, L.

There was an oppressive silence in the room for 5 moment
or two; but HHarry Wharton at last dispelled it

“ Jome on, Billy ! he said, slapping the fat junior on the
back. " Wco've got a ripping feed ready for you !"

Bunter readjusted his spectacles.

“Well, that's 1olly decent of you, you chaps,” he said
huskily.

# Mot at all I

Frank Nugent picked up the plate of sausages from befors
the blazing fire, and DBunter’z eves brightened at the sight
of them.

“Clome on, you fellows,” he said; “T1 haven't had much
to eat to-day.”

And the RHemovites set to.

The topie of conversation while the Tenst was in ProgEress
was the }ﬂnthall match between the Remove and the Fifth,
and poor
chaff.

But Hawpy Wharton & Co. did nof ot that festive table, or
ever after in Sludy No. 1 or in Study No. 13, mention any
incidant conrected with HI]I".I' Bunter's Windfall,
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A Splendid Tale of Life in the British Army.

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE EARLIER CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys is forced to leave Sandhurst through the
treachery of hisstep-brother, Ian, and enlists in the Wessex
Kegiment under the mame of Chester. Unfortunately for
Konald, Ian joins the Wessex a3 a subaltern, and, assisted
by Sergeant Bagot and Private Foxey Willinms, does his
best to furiber disgrace Ronald. The unscerupulous Bagot,
however, gets caught in his ewn tolls, and is publlcly
deyraded to the ranks, During a ficld-day, a raw young
private namcd Aggustus Smythe determines to disguise
himsell in civilion clothes and gain information of the
cicmy's plans. To this end he gains entrance to o wayside
cottage,

{Now go on with the story.)

Grandma Gussie!

Put Gussie’s luck was out again. There were only
Feminine garments to be seen. The absont owner of the
cottage must have been o woman, and an old woman at
that. Gussie jibbed at firat, but a few minutes' reasoning
convinced him that realiy thiz was an advantage. A woman
would be less difficult to settle wilh on his return, and the
disguize would be more complete.

Gussie, be it said, had no moustache. When he first joined
the Armmy a few stray haira had graced his upper-lip, lend-
mz him, he prided himself, a dastinctly martial atr; but
sergeant-Major Tozer had thought otherwise,

Demanding, with a voar, what ho meant by parading
with “ o dirty serub Like that ! he had ordored him to shave
ngain beiore pext parads, So Gussie had saws off the
precious haivs, and was quite surprised and hurt that no ono
i ticed the least difference in his facial looks.

The disgaise, when he had exchanged his tunic and cap
for a print skirt, a black silk bodice, and a poke-honnet,
was cortuinly effective. Armed with & murket-basket, which
ha f:_:mnd to be full of egex, and an enormous gamp, and
leaving his uniform, belts, snd rifte behind in a cupboard,
he sullied forth boldly to beard the liou in his den.

He had proceeded guite half a mile when he discovercd
that he had f{orgotten to rell up his trousers, six inches of
which, with the broad rod steipe, were plainly visible under
the rather skimpy skiet.

The discovery sent him into o cold sweat, for he had
already prssed two small mirls and a tramp, all of whom,
he noticed, had stared gneommonly hard n}ter him. The
defect, however, was soon remedied.

“Wot cher, mother ! Why, blowed if it ain’t grandina as
tas comne all this way to sce us!” sang out 2 voice suddenly
froen behind o hedge,

Gussie gave such a junp of surprise that he nearly
dropped his egg busket in the road.

It was o patrol of the enemy seeking brief solace from the
anxietics of minge warfare mn a pot of beer, smuggled to
thewn through the hedge al the back of the roadside inn.

Gussie, who had indulged formeriy in anaateur theatricals
oa ‘'early closing ' nights,” recovered his nerve guickly.
Ignoring the runming fire of ribald chafl, he pottered on,
shaking his head and mumbling, like an old dame of soventy,
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“Eﬂ far so good. If he could deceive one he could deceive
8

The next sign of the enemy he stumbled upon was a
sentry-group crouching in some fern, and beyond, a picket
in & gravel-pit. o knew now that he was in their outpost
tine. Here more chaff awaited him ; but he shook his gamp
at the offhicer, who, he screamed, cught to be ashamed of
himself to lot a * pack of owdashicus voung warmints insult
o poor old woman so,” and struck to tho left, along the
ridge, which he kuew was likely to be the line of the Reds’
Ios1kion.

Roally, Guzsie waa doing it very well, and Fortune, as if
recognising his genius, began to play into his hands.

He had barely gone a hundre‘:{ vards than he came across
Eim colonel of the South Kents, who commanded the Red
Oroes.

Colonel Cobbett was one of the fussy and furious type,
rather like Colonel Congor in his manner. Morcover, ha
wag unxious to cover himself with glory before the day was
out, for he and Conger of the Blues were old opponents, and
not the bost of frienda,

Colonel Cobbett was inspecting his own dispositions ta see
that no stona had been left unturned, nod was demanding
of overy officer he come to if he kuew what he was, whers
he was, why he was, and who else was where?—all in such o
loud voice that Gussy's heart rejoiced, for his task, he could
se, would be made very easy.  All he had to do was to stick
fa Colonel Cobbett and drink in the words of wisdom whieh
fell from his bips.

The colonel was rather like o jumping-jack that morning,
and (Gu=sie, in his cogerness, erred on the side of sticking
ton cloze,

““Here, confound you, old woman!” snorted Colonel
Cobbeit, stepping suddenly back, and barking Gussie's shin
with his spur. “*What do you want here? Why don’t you
get out? Uan’t you sce there's a battle on ¥V

“ Ple-nloaze, wvour honour,” croaked Gussie, whe wanted
to rub his leg, but daren’t, for fear of diaplaying his regi-
rental tronsers, *will yvou buey some fine new-laid egps off a
proeor old womnan ¥

# MNew—[nid—ezes " yelled the commander of the Reds,
while the Tomnmies arcund began to titter. * Coniound and
hang it all, what next?  Why, bless my soul! New-laid!
Pouf "' And he danced off, as red abowe the gills a3 a
gasping codbsh.

Gussio gonve him thirty yards' start, made & sporiing offer
of a dozen egys for sixpence to the subaltern in charge of
the picket, while he noted his own beoarings: then hobbled
off in paarsait.

To the delight of the Red Army he chased 163 commander
from one end of his line to ancother, telling him that he had
a dear, kinud face, thai he was guite sare that he had an
old mother at home just like him, and that times were bad,
and the oggs only a shilling a dozen,

Colone]l Cobbett stormed and swore aloud, but it was no

(1nussic was not to be baulked., He was acquiring
mvalunble mfornnabion at overy ;.'::L:‘d. Finally, just wheon
he was thinking of releasing his victim, the latter presented
him with five shillings to " go away, and be hanged ! .

{fussic spat on the coin, wished hiz honour all the luck in
the world, blessed his dear, kind face and his old mother
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several times over, and then made tracks, hugely delighted
with the success of his expedition.

* Now, I'll bunk back to the cottage.” he promized him-
self, * change these duds, and astonizsh old Conger. into fits
with the finest bit of scouting the flarny over heard of.
"Ang it all, if they made Chester a [ance-corporal for a
silly ides like his, they ought to make me a sergeant to-
morrow 1

A shot from the valley beneath made him hurry along in
dismay. Surcly that could not be his own side advancing
50 early ! Yet thers was another and another,

Evidently Colonel Conger was pushing forward, deter-
mined to wait no longer, but feel his way as he went.

Gussie was panic-stricken, Here was his grand stroke of
strategy going for nothing. By the time he had reattired
himself in his own garments the advancing Blues would be
engaging the foe all along the line, and Colonel Conger
would nzoertein their whereabouts quite well snough without
Gussie's assistance,

Gussie could have wept. Rathor than loze zll the fruits
of hig cunning, he wounld rush up to the colonel dressed na
he was, procluim himself as Private Aupgustus Smythe. and
:]isk the chaff which would be hurled at him to the end of his

axs.

He was sorambling along at a very unladylike gaitf.
making for the rond, when o pippin-faced deme, who had
been trying to sell apples and sherbet along the line of
troops 1 cheerful defiance of all regulations, suddenly
t:l:l.p{i(-d eyes on (Gussic as he strodo her way.

“"Well, T never!" she soreeched, in o shrill voles, as the
uneconscions scout bore down upon her. Y Well, I nover!
Did ye ever see the like? Tf that ain’t my best, go-to-mect-
mg skirt she's wearing, the varmint !"

he began to open and shut her by no means wrinkled
fm‘r?mrs; as if sharpening hidden claws.

An' my bonpet, the warsbond husses! An® my blus
bodice, an’ shawl, an’ umbrella, an’ basket I'' she sereamed,
her voice rising higher and higher, as she totted up every
item of the inventory. *Hi, you thievin’ owd hag, I'll
teach you to come burglin' my cottage while I'm cut! Stop,
thicf ! Stop her !

Only at thet instant did it oceur to Gussie that this irate
little body wus addressing him, and not only addressing him,
Eut. making for him as ?ax-i: as her dumpy legs could carry

oF.

Pursued —The Last Lap—A Mysterlous Conversation—

Collared.

Utterly fabbergasted by the sudden turn which events
had talken, Private Augastus Smythe wheeled about znd ran
helter-skelrer.

From the seene which ensued during the breglk-neck pur
suit, 1t woukld never have been supposed that England was
in the throes of an invasion, and that the Red Army, through
which Gussie and the apple-woman were =0 gaily trampling,
was actually at death-prips with o forcign [oe.

The defonce of hearth and home was forgotien for the
moment iit the cause of chivaley, The warriars who should
have been pumping imaginary bullets into the serricd ranks
cf the mrvader, now actually advancing up the hill, whooped
encouragement to the pursuer, and did their besi o trip up
Gussie with their rifles as he tore past them.

Gussic still elung to his basket of eges and his umbrella,
though why. he had not the ghost of an idea.

*Confound and hang it aﬂIE, we can't have this!  Slop

those wid hags, someone !” yelled the commander of tha Reds.
furiois at the way his defence was being disorganised by
their wild earscr.  To make matters worse, a pacl of yulels
who had mathered to gape st the mimic battle had Joined
in the hunt.
_ A dapper young colour-sergeant of the South Kents
jumped up to carey out his eolonel’s eommands, and Gussie,
doubling, ran full tilt into & yowng subaltern, who had al:o
rison to lend o hand, .

The sub. grabbed af Gussie, and promptly got a welt
round the back of the head from the E:[:nrnk]}us H‘EITII’!P which
sgent ham headlong inte the heather apain, The colour-
sreeant came danecing up next. Guesie threw the gamp
at him and dodged, to the joy of the troops, who relished the
procecdings hugely. -

Then a bright idea seized Gussie,  Clutching his egpe-
basket as if 1t were a coal-seuitls, he iwisied vound, and
hove the whole of the fresh-laid contents full in the sergeant’s
foce, making him recoil gasping and choking.

. One yokel, flecter than the rest, now dashed Iy, and was
just reaching for Gussie, when the lutter sent him spnning
over the prostrate subaltern.

 Clapping the baskei, with the remains of the omelette,
down on his head, Private Augustus Smythe picked up his
shiris and fled on azain like a Liare.

The snain mob of pursuers was close at his heels now,
but hclf;ln Fortune smiled upon him for just oue flecting
moment.

The Red artillery, which i
Ti:ﬂE M?a . r?:"r]. jﬁu. 15?.11: had been ordered to the front
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to open fire on the advancing Blues, suddenly dashed out of
o :i.hctitﬁring dip and bore down at o gellop on pursaer sud
puaraued,

Gussie put on & sprint to gei ahead of {hem, and the
vokels halted and lurned tail. That gove the hunted scout
o quarter of o mile siert. and in five minntes he was hidden
in & helt of woodland, safe, at any rate, for o time,

His prospects, even now, were not exactly cheerful. The
Ped Army aud the hunpry pack of pursuers lay between
him and his masculine attire. As, no doubt, his kit would
be confiseated meantime and handed over Ererhﬂps to the
rolice, it did not seem much use wasting thought on this
ine of retreat.

The safer plan would ha to wait until it was dark, snenk
back through the byways of Woolchester. divest himself of
his feminine disgnize at some convenient point, and then

dly pive himself up to his own guard in trousers anrgd
shirt-sleeves. Then he oould sxplain matbers.

Crouching in a ditch, peering through a dense screen of
brambles and blackthorn, Gussie smoked a pipe or two, and
watched the battle roll away across Kit Heath; for the
Blue Army, having turned the ripht Aank of the Reds, was
busily arumpling up their lines; stuffing their opponents
down into a valley, and then pushing them up over the hll
hovond.

Later om, the bugles sounded the ' Assombly,” and the
BEght was over. But the heath was #till by no menns deserted,

e apple-woman and the vokels had not yot given up tho
chase, and reinforced by s couple of country policemen,
they eontinued fo make a coreful search of cvery sheltering
copse and hollow,

This compelled Gussic to shift hiz hiding-place twice in the
afternoon. At last darkness foll, and he was lefe in peace.

Az zoon as overvihing seemed guict, he siole out and
headed eantiously for the hights of Waoolchester, now
twinkling in the wvalley., Ile was strongly tempted to
discard hta feminine garments now, hut the night was enld;
and, moreover, if he were eaught by the Bodeaps—Military
Police—in shirt-sleeves, heswould be summarily arrestod.

By sticking to muddy foetpaths, deserted m winter tiina,
he managed to gain the outlying strects and allavs of the
garrisan fown umndelected. His appearance seémed o atfrack
such amall attention from the scattered passers-hy that his
spirita beran to rize, arnd he stepped out guite jauntily,
whiathing & tune.

By cutting through Little Turnstile Lane, up Carter Street,
ithen to the right along Coronation Cottages, he could =hp
through the yard of fﬁﬂ Bunch of Grapes, and this would
bring him out within fifty yards of ih]c warrack gate.

The thing was as d as done. He knew an empty stable-
loft at the Grapes where ho could get rid of his disguise and
game back for it later if necessary.

At Carter Strect, though, he pot a sheck which sent his
hears info his mouth, Just bevond the ravs of a streer lamp
he detected a glint of silver butfons, and the outline of a
burly form pressed against a wall,

The next instant the figure had disappeared—evidentiy
inte a convenient doorway. Gussie did not have to think
twice to decide that this was a policeman in_ambush.

With amazing presence of mind he turned into the front
garden-gate of a cottage, and went up the walk as if the
Fla.ce belonged to him.  Onee behind the shelter of the houso
w gerambled over a low fence into o furnip field, and ran
like a sfag, in case the rase had [ailed to deceive the lurking
canstable.

In five minntes hoe was safe in the vard of the Bunch af
Grapeas. Tlhe plaer was desorted, thouzh a light in one of the
stables showed that the ostler was ahoot somewhgre,

Diving stealthily into the deorwaysleading to the empiy
loft, ho tiptoed eauwtious!y up the stairs.  He scarcely
nodiced that a brand-new lavdreail had been fixed alone 1ho
wail, and that new troads hid been added to the steps where
the old planks had rotted away,

He was awakened to a realisation of these improvements,
however, by finding a parfition confronting him at the top
and a closed door, beneath whieh, to hiz horror, he could sca
a bright lght stroaming.

Moreover, he conld hear voices, alinost as distinetly as if
the spealors were beside him, where he now eruuched on the
narrow londing ot the stairhend.

He was so utterly flabbergasted by this frosh eatasteophe
to his plans, that it was a minate or two before he realized
that one of the voices was strangely familiar. Yet, for the
life of him. he could net thinlk \'ﬁm the speaker could be.

* That is the first instalment on accounr,' this man wes
saying, and then followed & ehink of monev. " The rest
]*'E'm I!"F paid when the job is done. But, mind-—ne bung-
ingr !

There was o hoarse laugh at this, and the monoy {:hin'!'-;._r-.u.]
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again a3 if someone were sweeping it up after counting, and
transferring it to his leet. )
“ Bungling !"* said the second voice, |
you call it. It shall be done, never fear—wiz zat i
There followed a heavy thud on the plank floor, which
mada Gussie start in his skin. It was not the blow of wood
or iron. It sounded soft, yet heavy as lead.

“It neffer fail yet. It lief no mark, Only a blue—"'

“I do not bungal, as

11
H

"S8hi" cautioned the other in a startled hiss. "I don't
want to hear any particulars—curse it! How you like and
when you like—only, the sooner the better. That is all I

have to say; and now I most be going.™

The tread of feet sounded on the boards, and the streak
of light under the door was broken by a shadow., Gussie
scrowad himsolf tighter into the dark cornar where he had
shrunk, and hid his face and hands.

The door opened. The man with the foreign aceent called
out ** Good-night! but the one who stumbled down the
staircase did not answer. His contemptuous silence scomed
to half amuse the other, half infuriste him. He came to the
head of the staircase also, and stood grinning down after him.
'I'_hgm, when the other had got out of ear-shot, he spat
wmcu;l;r, and cursed in his own tongue.

“ Pir-dop of an English 2oldier "' he snarled. * You fool
to pay me for vot I vould haf dome for lofe—ja, for
revanche ! Still, T dake your gold an' laf at you, English pig-
dﬂg! I vill do ze chob., Oh, yes! I *ate you! I ‘ate ‘iin!
I 'ate you all; but I vill do ze choh!"

He stood so silent for the next two . minutes that Gussie
was hoping he had retreated. He even ventured a peep at
him from under the brim of his bonnet, and his heart turned
cold at the sipht.

Looked at from the level of the floor as Gussie erouched,
and, standing in the full light of the lamps within, the man
bulked ns wide and big as a haystack, while his face was as
dark and vgly as & thundersquall, He was still scowling down
the staircase, lost evidently in his own dark meditations, Nor
did his eyes lift once to the shadow of the landing where
GGussie was hidden.

At Jast & ste sounded in the yard, and the giga.:p.tic fellow
raturned into the room. Someone mounted the staircase, but
Gussie dared not look to see who it was. It might be the

licernan hE. had msg Erludv&i_l, who had tracked him over the

eld of turnips. He slmost hoped it was, for the prospect
of falling into the clutches of this elephantine foreigner who
had such an evident dislike to Englsh pig-dogs of soldiers
was positively eppalling.

He would regard him as an
eavesdropper—a  spy;  and
Heaven only knew what dark
secret he had been unwittingly
compelled to share!

Whatever the man meant by
the fchob’ he could not
imagine, but it was something
with a ghastly bump in it, and
it left something behind that
was blue, and there was money
to be paid for the doing of it
It did not sound at all right,
eomehow.

The new-comer entered the
loft, and shut the door behind
him.  Btil]l Gussie dared not
stir from his hiding-place.

Five minutes later the loft
began to shake to a series of
most blopd-curdling thuds and
heavy falls, interspersed with
slaps, scbs, grunts, and gasp-
ing sentences which were quite
unintelligible to the terrified
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Mark Linley, the boy from
the North, makes up his mind,
after certain even

ts, and, with
the true Northern spirit, sticks

from under him, while as soon as he had been fattened out
upon the road, the sergeant in charge of the arrangements
snapped & pair of h uffs on his wrists, There was never
eo much as & word, or ‘““ by your leave!” in the whole
business, _— _ .

“Why, what's this for, you blinkin' pirates?’ gasped
Gussie, when everything seemed ready, and the heaviest man
had risen from his chest, where he had seated himself.

“ What, don't you know?' inquired the sergeant, with
exazgerated affability, as he was hoisted on to his feet.
“P'ra : you'll remember a little bit about it at the courl-
mariial.

“ Court-martial "’ yelled Gussie, horror-stricken.

“ Yea for desertion,” said the zergeant, unmoved.

 Desertion " blaated Gussie inebly. —

“That's it!” continued the sergeant, *For atfirin’ of
yourself in female clobber like Charley’s aunt, and trying
to do a bunk for liberty."

“ Great Jumping Jemima! Hore's a go!"' moaned Gussie.

So this is what all his slimness threatened to lead him to.
Not promotion, but a Turther dosa of prison. Now he would
have to convince his thick-headed superiors, to say nothing
of hia chums, that he had effected his temporary disguise
with the very purest motives; and he could easily imagine
the asinina fm s of unbelief with which the explanation
would be received.

Meantime, he was being tramped up the street to Wool-
chester Barracks.

On the way every errand-boy and street leafer had a
word of ch for the unfortunate Gussie.

“ What-ho, Charley’'s Aant!"

“ What'll the gineral say "

O ain't *arf a d actor !

* Cheer-oh, Frivit Jemima !" y

To these and many other salutations of & like nature,
Gussia turried a8 deaf ear. He held up his head and strode
along between his captors in the vain effort not to appear
so undignifiod as he felt.

To his relief, he remembored that the cﬂr{}burﬂ of the guard
that :a_ighl:. was Ronald Chester. Possibly he would be abla
E?i convinca him of his bona fides, sand get s sympathetic

L LR

Mouldy Mills was sentry on the gate, and he nearly choked
himself into a fit at the sight of the bedraggled and muddy
Angustua,

As for the guard, they howled with laughter as he was
marched in and handed inte
Sergeant Kedge's custody,

“Why, bleass me ‘eart if
Charley’s Aunt ain’t stopped
running at last!™ said some-
one; while another wag de-
manded: "Alle. usgie!
Where ‘*avé you bin? To
Brazil, where the nuts come
from?"

Gusaler,h however, was too
busy trying to steady his wils
and arrange his defence to pay
any heed to these gibes,

The sudden silence which
fell upon the guard-room as a
new-comer entered made him
raise his eyes. It was Lieu-
tenant lan Chenys, who had
looked in out of curicsity on
his return to barracks.

“ Oh, so you've captured the
deserter ?"  ha said to tha
Military Police, with a sneer,
for Gussie's particular benefit,

What 1
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scout. ‘ . to his guns. . Gussie gave an_ impercept-
G::E:' z tl:i‘lll:]..l.' H:-iaa “ﬂ‘ﬂb‘hhi For the time the unconquer- ﬁéﬁ #ﬂf:t T‘:}Eﬁ”tﬁ:“ﬁ‘ﬁenﬁhuﬁ
thought. able Billy takes a back seat. through the  partition--tha
r“:‘ﬁ:in advantage of the N.B.—* Pluck” is Jolly good voice of the ™ pig-dog of an
diE: h.:.e_l E?!:'I !‘E;d his life, . this week. l]fr;ﬂ]ﬁllissh gmldmr;n o :r"hf:l t-uw“
s he das out into the . e
atreet, barcheaded and in his mur-darﬂus-lmkmg*_ foreigner
ghirtsleeves, he ran full tilt for a “cho with an uely,

into the arme of three Red-
eaps, ar Military Police, who
seormed not in the least sur-
prised to see him.

While one clawed him round
the neck in an unsympathetic
way, another knocked his heels

sickening bump at the end of
it-—a bump which only left &
blue something behind.

{Apother Jiostalment of this
fine serial pext Tucsday.)
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