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A Splendid, Long, Complete School
Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bulstrade Takes his Medicine.

uttorance to that shout, which rang through the
passuges far and wide, and was heard over hall the
extent of Greyfriars.

Bob Cherry had glanced up at the notice-board in the
ball, to see if there was anything new in the foothall line,
gnd the sight of a notice in the IHead's handwriting had
brought forth that formidable cheer.

The Head's little notices did not gencrally evoke enthu-
giasm. Bub this was a special occasion. Bob Cherery was
the first to see thia particular notice, but his * Hurray !’
brought 2 crowd to the spot, and there was a generel shout,

£ i, plp____"

“ Hurrav "

“ Here, checae it ! said Harry Wharton, the captain of
the Remove. “ Not so much row, you know. It's all right
for us, but—"

“Oh, rata!" said Bulstrode. * Why shoulda’t we cheer if
wo hike? Hurray!”

““ Hip, pip!"

Wharton frowned,

“I wasn't_thinking of the row, but the chap principally
concerned. IF he hoars us yelling like this—''

“ Zarva him right ! Hurraz!”

“Shut up !’ Here he comes !

" URRAY !V
H It was Bob Cherry, of the Remove, who gave
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* Hurray !" shouted DBulstrode defiantly. * Hip, pip,
hurray !™

~ Wharton set his lips. But he could not silence Bulstrode
just then. A pleasant-featured gentleman: was coming along
the passage, and che noise made by the enthusiastic juniors
had evidently attracted his attention, for he stepped and
looked at them.

1t was Mr. Chesham, the temporary master of the Remove
at Greviriars.

Mr. Quelch, the Remove-master, was away, and the new
Form-master had taken his place during his absence—with-
out much success, from the Remove point of view.

The Remove—the Lower Fourth at Greviriars—were not
an casy Form to handle, and Mr, Chesham was the least
likely of all men to succecd with them.

He was given to faneying himself, and eversbody else, ill,
and to preseribing weird and wonderful remedies for the
imaginary ailments; and if the Remove hated anything,
they hated medicines and laying up. ‘

To ho sxcused from lessons fo take a run on o bilke, or &
punt on the footer field, was all very well. They could haye
understood that. But to be sent from the class-room to lic
down quietly, with the blinds drawn down, gnd perfect guiet
maintained—that was a refined torture. The slackest slacker
in tha Remove preferred grinding Latin in the class.rooms.

Mr. Chesham was good-natured and kind, but he did not
understand boys. He meant well; but good intentions were
not guite enough. . )

The group of juniors standing in front of the notice-board
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grinned az the
strode chuckle audibly.
“{Five him a rouser,” he mutterad.
“ Bhut up " muttered Bob Cherry. * Don’t be a dad.”
“ YWhy, you were the first to yell when you saw the notice.”
“Yes; but Chesham wasn't in hearing then.”
** All the better if he's in hearing. It will show him what
we think of him.”
“Doan't ba a ]}iﬁ,” muttered Wharton.
a

zaw him stop and ook at them, and Baul-

“He'a going to-

night. Can’t you be decently civilised for a bit, Bulstrode 7"
0y, ratz! Give him a cheer.”
“* Bhut up ™

“ Hurray ™ roared Bulstrode. “ Hip, pip !

Mr. Chesham came up, looking somewhat curions.

“ Dear me!" he remavked.  “ There must ba a8 very
interesting notico on the board. Please allow me to see it.”

“ Certainly, sir,” said Bulstrode, making room, *“It's a
neiies from the Head, sir.”

“ Imdéad £

“¥Yea, sir. We're jolly glad to see it

“Ahl Pleaso let me look.™

Mr. Chesham glanced at the notice on the board. Then
8 dark shade oversprend his face.

The notice which had called forth the cheers of the
Removites ran as follows:

“Mr. Quelch will resumeo his dulies at Greviriars to-day
tb afternoon zchool. J. Locke, Head-master.”

It was short, but very sweet.

Mr, Quelch was a Tartar zometimes. Ho ruled the
Remove wiih an iron hand=—the only way they could be
muled—and they knew it

But there was no nonsensa abont kim. Ho had never
aeen fussy. He did not bother his hepd about matters that
hid not concern him., If a fellow bad a cold, he sent him
mto the sanatorium; but he did not trouble to be always
poking his nose, as Bob Cherry expreszed it, into a fellow’s
rhest, and asking quesiions about tho state of his lungs and
hiz hegrt.

Harry Wharton hardly dared to look at Mr. Chesham’s
face as he read the nofice.

The gladness of the Hemove at the promised return of
their old Form-omaster was natural enough, buf such &
demonstration az this was an insult to Mr. Chesham.

Bulstrode {ully infended it to bhe takem as one. He had
mffered as much as anybody from the attentions of the
Eafl‘dift Formanazter, and he wanted to get his own hack
1 little.

Mr. Chesham frowned as he read the notice.

“Ah! You are pleased with Mr, Quelch’s return?” he
remarked.

“Y¥es, sir,” Eaid Wharton, at whom Mr. Chesham was
tooking as he made the remark.

“Yery pleased, sir,” said Bulstrode.  * Wo all like
Quﬂﬂh—ah&:u ‘—Mr. Quelch, T mean. “Wo all respect him,
fIT.

Buirode placed an emphasis on the word “him " that
made the remark uitterly insolent, but Mr. Chesham Jdid not
appear to notice if,

“Well, I am glad sou are pleased,” he remarked. "I
ant glad to sce you so attached to your master. I hepe I
have made you like ‘me during my stay hdre, though wo
harve not been abla to ﬂgrea alwava upon all matters. 1
hope to leave you all in better health when I go than you
were in when I eame.”

*“Thank rou, =ir,” sajd Harry. “ We're all right.”

“T1 wish I could think so. Bulstrodo does not appear to
pae to be all nght,'" faid Mr. Chesham, looking altontively
at the bully of the Remove. “You were shouting very
foudly just now, Bulstrode™

“* Yoz, sir.'’

“Ind vou find that it placed any strain on your chest in
any way i

Mo, sir,” zaid Bulstrade hastily.

““Ah! You are guite sure?™
G gmhﬂ- sure, s’ ; :
“One cannot be too sure,” said Mr. Chesham, with a
thoughtful shake of the head. “ You would be better for
talkin pmﬂauiiu]::as against any strain, A dose of the——""
“(th, no, zr, I—"

A daze,” went on Mr. Cheshawn, vnheeding, “of the
Golden {;!arf.;ia for Little Larynxes would be of preat assist-
anca to you.'

“ Oh, no, not at all, sir.”

“ I think wou mnst allow me to know bast on thia subject,
Bulstrode, Pray follew me to my studs.'

“If you plaaze, sjie—""

" That will do. Follow me.”

Mpr. Chosham stulked awaev. Bulstrode, casting a savage
look at the grinning Roemovites, reluctantly followed him.

Az they went down the passage, the Remove bully con-
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goled himself by clenching his fists and brandishing them
behind Mr, Chesham's back, as an indication of what he
would like to do if he dared,

The Form-master looked round suddenly, and caught him
with his clenched fists in the air.

o hat !"” murmured Harry Wharton.

The juniors locked on open-mouthed. Bulstrode, stricken
with dismay, romained petrified, his fiste still in the air.

“Dear me! What iz the meaning of that peculiar atti-
tuﬂﬁf ]%UIﬂitmd?;?” asked Mr. Chesham, in his soft voice.

“1 did not know that Fou were aflicted with stammoring,
Et‘l}srtmd-a.” .

“Dear me! Is
what 1*

“I—TI was doing some gymnaslics, sir,” gasped Bulstrode.

“ A very peculiar moment to choopze for doing gymnastics,
Bulstrode. Kindly follow me to my study without any
further gymnastics.™
“ Yo.p.o-08, sir.™
And Bulstrode followed Mr. Chesham in. Some of the
aniors waited for him to come out. It was not a caning
e was to have, though ho certainly deserved one. But his
ordeal would probably Be worse than' z caning.

It was five minutes before Bulstrode came out, and when
he came out his face wrs pale, and he was gasping like a
fish. Ho glared at the juniors and rushed past thom.

. My hat!"” said Nugent, **¥e's had it bad. What was
it Iike, Bulstrode

*Gr-r-r-roe "

‘¢ Nice 7V

"Br-roopr !

“1id you like it?

“Groo! Cerroch!’

And with that inteligent and inteliigible reply, Bulstroda
dashed off to the nearest bath-room, and for the next five
minutes he was busily engaged in washing out his mouth
under the tap.

that a peculiar form of excreise, or

¥

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
A Good Wheeze.

BDB CHERRY locked into No. 1 Study in the Remove
passage.

Bob did not belong to No. 1 now, having been moved

_up the passage fo No. 13, which he shared with Mark
Linley and Wun Lung, the Chinese junior. Between ihe
two ends of the [Imaaaga there was a groat deal of rivalry;
and when Bob Cherry looked in ab his old guarters, a row
was a3 often ag not thoe rasult.

Buk just now Bob waz on a peaceful errand.

* Wharton, old rmane——

But Harry Wharton was not there. The only fenant of
the study was a fat _ill]'liﬂr with a large pair of spectacles—
Billy Bunter, generally called the Owl.

He blinked at Bob Cherey.

YT aay, Cherry——""

“Where's Wharton 7"

“1 think he's gone down to the footer with Nugent and
Brown. He seems ta be chumming up a lot with that ehap
Brown from New Zealand,” said Billy Buntar. 1 offered
to talke Brown up, bat he wasn't even civil about 14"

Bob Cherry laughed.

“ How much did Brown lend you?" ho asked.

“Oh, really, Cherry, T don’t think vou ocught to imply
tli]ali:_I take a fellow up for the purpose of borrewing mancy
of him,"

“Wa all know vou, Dilly.”

“It's true I'm rather short of money at tha present
moment,” said DBunter. “I've beon disappointed about a
postal-order. I was expecting an order for tan shillings this
rdnﬂ;'ﬂmg', but it hasn't come. What would you advise mo to

o

“ Wire to the Dostmaster-Gleneral, and say you'll report
him if he docsn’t send it on at onee.™
*“0Oh, really, Cherry—""
¥ Eﬂ'- ong Ii'i

“Here, hold on 8 mimute!  You see, I'm oub of funds
owing to that beastly postal-order not turning up. Could
you lend me ten shillings, and have the postal-order for it ¥

“T eould lend you ten shillin?‘s. Bunty; but I'm afraid I
couldn’t have the postal-order for if, 23 that ouly exists in
your giddy imaginetion. Would twopence doi”

“ Oh, really, Cherry——"

Bob Cherry selected two pennies from his trousers pocket.

“ Twopenesz, Bunter,”

“ Maka it five hoh.”’

“Five rats!”

A ahillir::]g. then !

I I don't get a bit of something to
supplement

inner, L am afraid I shall have a return of my
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Wun Lung stirred the stew, humming to himseii a Chinese song as he worked. - Billy Bunter did nil-t - |
move his eyes from the cook and the saucepan. !

pitacks of smnnambualiam, and vou kuoow what a lot of
trouble they caunse”

“Do vou want the twopence, or don’t vou want the twa-
penr:fi_l?“ demanded Bob Chaerry, making a motion of return-
g the coins to hia pocket.

tilly Bunter jumped up.

“1°H have it, Cherry, plea=o. It may save my life”

*I[n that cuse vou jolly well sha'n't have it ! said Bob
Cherry emphatically.  ** I’'m not the fellow to do the school
a bad turn like that,”

“0Oh, really, Choerey

“Wall, here you cre!"" said Bob, laughing. * Catch I
And he tossed the penniea to Bunter, catching him on the

LR S

wose with one, and in the neck with the other. *Got
them "'
“Ow! Oh, really—""

RBob Cherry alammed the door, and walked away laughing.
Billy Bunter blinkad discontentedly ab the twopence. Dut
twopencs was twopence, and the fat junior ambled off. to
the school shop to cxpend it, and to extract the greatest
wossible amount of comestibles from Mra, Mimble's store for
that humble sum,

Bob Cherry went down to the football-ficld, where he
found most of the Remove, filling in the time before after-
naan achool. He called to Harry YWharton, but the captain
of the Remove did not hear or head.

Hoe was engoged in a desperato atrugele with Tom Drown,
the Now Zoalander, and Frank Nugent for the possession
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of a football, and a crawd of juniors were locking on and
chearing.
“ Hallo, hello, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherrvy, BppTOAch-
the three combating juniors. *' I want to speak to yoar,
wrton I
‘O the ball, Browney !
““Have it out, Wharton [
“ Buck up, Nugont "'
oo it!
“"Wharton, I want te speak fo yoa I™
Y{io it=—guo it 1"

N

YW

Tom Brown hooked the ball away from Nugent, and rasn
vith it; but Wharton was on it Lhike a shot. e brought it
round, and Nugent rushed at him, and Wharton Kicked
clear—or, rathor, he would have kicked clear if Bob Cherry
hadn't been there.

But Bob waz there.

He was directly in the poth of the ball, and before Lo
Lnew 1t was coming, he had stopped it with his nose,

There was a tecrcific biff, and a bump, as Bob Cherey sui
down suddenly and viclently.

The juniors roared.

i E—ia. ha, ha !:i' ik, i

SO gaa her-w.

“Ha. ha ha " )

“ My hat! I-—ow—what was it?
fuc nosa !

“Ha, Lia, ha!"

A Splendld Tale of Harey Wharton
& Co. By FRANK RIOHARDS,

Something hit me on
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“You cackling asses! I'm hurt!® Bob Cherry put his
hand ta his nose, which felt ag if it had swollen to double
its usual size, and was certainly turning of a fiery red.
“Ow! Who biffed that footer at me 3
_ Y Awially sorry, old chap !” snid Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing., * "n-"r’hult.’d: you come so ¢loze for? I didn't see you.”

+ik u -a.ﬂ-ﬂ 'J‘

“Sorry! Ha, ha, La !

** XYes, vou look sorry !
his feet,
io comne, '
“Well, if a :.'Emp will shove his nese in the way of a foot-
ball—" began MNugent, in an argunenialive tone,

“Broror 1 caid Bob Cherry, rubbing hiz nose. “1 came
here ro spesk to you chaps. 1t ovcurs to me that as Quelch
19 returning this aftornoon, we ought to got up some sort of
v welromae for him."

“CGood wheeze!™ said Harry Wharton: and Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur, added, in his
FIL"L'L_l}iIa.I' English, that the wheeziness of the suggestion waa
errific.

“Well, what shall wa do*" asked Bob. *“ There isn't
much time, If he's going to take afiernoon classes it wou's
be long before he is at Greyfriars, so we can’t go down and
maect the train,  Desides, that would be no good.™
U Buppose we all rush at him and hug him as he comes
mto the Form-room "' suggested Nugent, ' That would be
effective.™

“ Oh, don't be an ays !

“Or I would play & trivmphal mareh on my mouth-
organ,’” sawl Nugent, more seriously. **I could strike up
*Bee the Conguerimg Hero comes,” and—-"'

“You're jolly well not going te make (%u&lch an excuse
for inflicting that mouth-organ on us ™ said 8kinner,

“* Look here—-""

“Idow't care! I'm ogreeable to anything but the mouth.
organ,” said Skinner. *I appeal to ihe fellows !

" What-ho | said o dozen voices. ** Besides, it wouldn't
be fair on Quelch,”

Nugent snorted.

v What price illuminafi?ig the class-rcom with signs of

WELCOME HOME !’ and coloured paper chains®" sug-
gested Russell.

“* Rotten I was the gencral verdict.

“I've get an idea,” Bob Cherry remarked. “I don’t
want fo put it {forward if anybody else has a better one,
though.™

“Fire away !

“zet 1t off your chest 1!

*“And buck up, mi worthy chum, for the return of the
august Quelch is at hand, and the procrastinationfulnesa is
the timeful thief,'”” urged the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Well, T was thinking of a little speech In the elass-
room,”” said Bob Cherry, colouring 3 little, I shouldn't
mind making the spoeeh=—-—"’

il {.Ergh' E“r a]!?‘ E ;

“What are you sniggering at, Snoop ¥

*{Oh, nothing 17 Eﬂ-i(f En-]gun. "‘It. EI:rili'EE me you've gob
the speech cut and dried alrcady, that’s all. He, he, he !™

* Bomething else will strike vou if I have any more of
rour he, he, he!™ growled Bob Cherry. *“If you thinik
that sounds pretty, you are making & ghastly mistake.
Look here, rou chaps, do you think a speech is a good
wheeze 7"

“ Jolly good I said Wharten, with a smile.

“1f any di; ¢lse thinks he eould male a hetter speech
then I could, I'm willing to resign in his favour,” said Bob
Cherry, glaring at the grinning juniors.

“Not a bit of it, dear boy.”

“{Go ahead [

“Let's have a rehearsal of it mnow, look you,” said
Morgan.

*“ Heoray ! Rehearse, Bob !

“Rats! I'm not going to be such a giddy ass!” grunted
Bob, “I haven’t quite fintshed the specch yeb, either, I've
just sketched it out, that's all. My idea is that when Quelch
coings into the class-room, we're all there first, and we all
Yise {'_t,ﬂ r:irr feet, and I make the speech of welcome.”

LT "m ‘!JI

“*The goodiulnese is terrifie.”

“Then Quelch will make a bandsome reply, I expeet, and
we shall give him a cheer, He may be so pleased that ha'll
let us off early this afternoan. You nover know.”

“My hat! What a head you've got, Bob ™

“Well, I think of these things,” said Bob Cherry
modestly.  “ One thing™s jolly certain, the speech-making
will take up some time out of the first lesson, so we shall
be that much the gainers, at any rate.”

“ Hurray!”

“1t's zettled, then 7'

“ Rather '

Tee Masxer—91.
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: growled Bob Cherry, getting upon
“ Nico sort of & boko 1 shall have for zome fime

“Then mind you're all in the classroom five minuics
early, so as to be in order, and ready o rise to the occasion
wher Quﬂ]ch}* entors,™

" Azreod !

And, that important matter hoving peen  cettled, Bob
L"ht—:r? walked off to give the finizhing touches to his
speech.

o e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry Gets Excited,

o BAY, Cherpy—"*

1 * Bhal up, Buntey 1™

“ Buf, I say—"

.. DBob Cherry turned round, exas
sitting at the table in No. 13 Study, with s sheet of paper
befores him, and 2 pen in his hand. Ho was not wriling,
but was engaged in slowly and methodically gnawing (he
handle of the pen. He waz not wuking much progress wiih
the speech, but he was getiing nlong at a good rate on the
pen-handle, and it seemed likely that he would soon reach
the holder.

To be interrupied in the midst of his desp thoughts was
exasperating, and to be interrupted by a troublesome and
persistent follow fike Bunter was dou Iy go. Bob Chorry
fixed a glare of wrath upor the fat Rémovite

“Get out, Bunter !

“ Yes; but I say—->""

* Will you go?" roared Bob Cherry, picking up a book.

Billy Bunter dodged towards the door, and stood rcady
to dg&ge 'Eiehmd it 1f the l%ni-r_;‘-k should he hurled.

“Yea; DI'm just going, Cheery; but I wanted to speak to
you aboub theJ Fiﬁi.” & d pe

* Blow the Fifth ™

“0Dh, really, Cherry——"

“*What iz the matter, you fat image*” demanded Bob
Cherry. " If the Fifth have been ragging you, I dare say
vou deserved it; and, anyway, you can go to the fellows in
your own study about it. Buorr off I

“I don't mean the Fifth——"

“You asz! I don't believe you know what you do
meaan 17

“I mean, I don't mean the Fifth Form.”

“¥h? Then what do you mean, dummy

“The Fifth of November,™

(1] Gh I:“j

““It will have to be celcbrated on the Saturday this year,”
said Bunter—" Saturday this week, you know. I have been
thinking of a scheme for getting fHreworks cheap, and I
thought I 'would give you first chance.”

“I don’t want any cheap fireworks!"” howled Bob Cherry.
“I want to be left ajone to get this beastly speech done !

“¥Yes: but by my scheme you can save filty per cent. 1*
explained Burier eagerly. * The other fellows are wasting
their time at the footer, and won’t liften to o ; but you'ro
# gensible chap, Cherry. I zave jou pounds—-"*

“ Rats! DBuzz off 1"

“You advance a small sum, say five shillings——"

“Get out!"”

“ 1 ret half 2 dozen other fellows to do the same—-"

" Bunk !

“ And then, with my business abihity, and by dealing direct
with the manufacturer, I get the things at fifty per cent.
below ecost price—I—I mesn at fifty per cent. below the
usual selllnF price.”

““Travel "

1 save you heaps of Lin this way, ag——"2

“ Beat !’

" Oh, really, Cherry—-"

Biff | . :

The volume few through the eir, and it csught Billy
Bunter before he had time to dodze. It crashed upon his
chest, and he sat down in. the doorway with a gasp like
escaping stoam,

“Ow! Wow I

i :et!ﬂut!” roared Bob Cherry.

(1] W I.!I

Another book came hurtling through the air, and Billy
Bunter rolled out into the passage just in time, The book
crazhed on the floor. :

Bob Cherry breathed hard through hig nose.

“The fat worm " he murmured wrathfully. “ The fat
bounder! Fancy {falking about his rotten schemos to &
chap who's engaged in composing o spesch ! Now, I wonder
how this will de? ' Dear sir'—no; that sounds hike bagzin-
ning a letter. * Respected sir'—that's betier. ' Respected
sir, we welcome you back to——" Hallo, hallo, halle 1'?

illy Bunter was lockiog in at the door again,
“*1 say, Cherry—"
“Be off I roared Bob Cherry, Jumping. up.

reted. He was
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Bunter eved him warily.

* Yes, but—--"

Bob made a rush at him,

Billy Bunter dodged into the passage, and ecaught his foot
in the mat in his hurey, and went over with a igump. Bob
Cherry's grasp was upon him the next moment.

“Ow " roaved Bunter. Y"Oh! Help!™

Smack! Bmack! Smack!

The portion of Bunter that was uppérmost came in for
ihree mighty smacks from Bob Cherry's open palm, which
rang along the passage like pistol-shots,

Bunter roared in earnest then.

* Now, is that enough ¥"' demanded Bob Cherry,

“0w! Yow!™
" Are vou going
“ Yez.,.  Ow! es 1"

“Then buzz off I

Buntar squirmed away along the passage. Bob Cherry,
very red and ruffled, returned to his unfinished specch.

Billy Bunter did not stop fill he had reached the door of

No. 1 Study. He was ready to rush in snd leck the door
behind him, but -a glance back showed that he was not
ursued. He hung on to the door post and gasped for

reath.

There had been more scund than force in Bob Cherry's
emacks, and the fat junicr was not much hurt, but he was
béiling with wrath and indignation.

“The beast!” he gasped. **The horrid, ungratefu] beast!
I go to him with a scheme for saving hisa money, only need-
ing a liltle cash in advance, and this 18 how he treals me.
I'vo never heard of such ingratitude in my life before. I'll
make him sit up.”

“"Hallo, Owl!" sxclaimed Wharton, coming along the
passege. " What’s the trouble !

“ Bob Cherry has been acting the rotien beast.'

“ Ha, ha, ha!™ )

“I just spoke to him, and be was upon me like a tiger
cat, with & poker in his hand—" i )

‘{EHE:: ha, ha 1've never seen a tiger cat handling a
poker.

“ 1 esenped tn time to save my life, I think,” said DBunter.
;;_HE:i1 was dangerous. At any other time I should have licked

tm. "

“Ha, ha, ha !

“He seams to be off hia rocker.
rol or other in hiz study——"

“You ass! You interrupted him whon he was composing
his specch,” said Wharton, laughing. “You ought to have
expected trouble.'

“8Bpeech! What speech?”

Harry explained, and Billy Bunter's round eves glim-
mered behind his spectacles. It seemed a chance for the
ventriloquist of Greyfriars to * get his own back,” and that
was the thought that flashed into Billy Bunter's mind at
onee.

“ Bob Cherry's making a speech in the class-room to wel-
come Queleh hack, 15 he?” he asked thoughtfully.

“Yes. We're oll going to stand up while Bob gets tho
speech off. I hope it will go off all right.”

“So do 1" said Bunter; and he chuckled.

Harry Wharton stared at him.

“What are vou sniggering abouti”

“Oh, pothing 1™

“There's no reason why Bob's apecch shouldn't go off all
right, iz there "

“0Oh, no !’ 3

And Billy Bunier followed up that remark with another
inexplicable chuckle.

He was writing some

gy ey —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry’s Speech.

IVE minutes before the usual time, the Remove marched
into their class-room, and took their seats. Mr.
Chesham was gone; they had seen him drive off to
the stution, and though no one could be supposed to

be sorry that he had gone, the Form had maintained a re-
spectful silence. Bulstrode had tried to gat up & hostilo

smonstration as the trap drove away, but Harry Wharton
& Co., on thia ocecasion, had had their way.

Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, Hurree Singh, Mark Linleiy,
and Tom Brown, with s few others, had intimated plainly
that anybody who hissed Mr. Chesham, or did anything
olan of an -objectionable charascter, would be promplly
bumped as hard as they could bump him.

Mr. Chesham had not becn popular, and he had caused
troublz in the Form; but when he was going it was just as
woll fo be decent, as Harry Wharton put it. _

And on this occasion Bulstrode & Co. had thought it
better to give in.

Mr. Chesham was gone, and the Form were prepared to
receive their old Form-master back again, and with some
difficulty the whole Form had been persuaded to get info
their places five minutes early.
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The first they would see of Mr. Quelch alier hiz return
would be when he entered the room to take them for after,
noon lessons; and even Bulstrode agreed that it was a good
“dodge* to take up some of the time of first lesson in
speech-making and cheering.

Bob Cherry had finished his speech—mnot to his salis-
faction; but, then, great artists never are satisfied with
iheir work.

e confided to Wharton that it was peelly pood, thouzh
not ac good as he might have made 16 with longer notice,
u}nd Harry assurcd him thet he had no doubt it was frsi
chop.

Bob had the speech writton out in big round hand, on a
sheet of foolscap under his desk, and while the class waired
for Mr. Quelch to come in, ha frequently consulied it, ros
freshing his memory on various pointa.

Bob Cherry hadn’t a very good memory for this sort
of thing, but he hoped to be able to take surreptitious
glances at the speech while he was making it, and so bo
able to keep up the thread of his discourse.

There was a buzz of voices in the room, and Bob Chorrey
locked round irritably at the muttering juniors.

“ Iera, shut up, somo of you!" ha said. **How the
dickens am I to get this speech off by heart while you'ro

jawing "
“ Blessed if I know,” zaid Slkinner. ** Ask us snolher.”
ol

“Ring off, you mag‘]pia [
“Oh, blow your old speech!” said Bulstrode.
boginning to get on my nerves. The only important thine s
to spin 1t out as long as Queleh will stand 3e.”

“ Look here, Bulstrode—-—-"

“Then we'll fill up as much fime a3z possible cheering.”

aaid Bulstrode. “* We may be able to cut hall the Latia
lesson that way.™

“Ha, ha, hal"

“The ha-ha-ha-fulness is tecrifie " remarked the Nabob
of Bhanipur., "It is a rippingful wheeze of ocur worthy
churm Cherry.” )

“ This speech 15 going to be a success.” said Bob, _fhrmg
RFFBulatde. “ You chattering asses shut up while T get it
ﬂ ‘H'

“Raks !

“ Mind, you've all got to rise as Quelch comes in, and
remain standing while I deliver the welecome-home speech.”

““ Hear, hoar!™

“1 say, you follows

“* Shut up, Bunlor!"”

“But I say—"

“*Bhut up!” roared Bob Cherey.

And Billy Bunter shut up, but his round eyes glinted
behind his big speetacles.  The fat junior was ripe for
mischief.

“We are all glad fo see you homo apain,” murmured Dob
Cherey.  * We all join hands in giving you a hearty cheer

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Bulstrode.
your hands?’ )

“f mean that figuratively, of course, pas!™

““He means wo all join hands in giving him s hearty
clap,” said Skinner. * Isn't thal what you mean, Chorry ¥

‘" No, it 1sn't. Bhut up ™

Arkl Bob Cherry, with & red face, went over that part of
his apoech again, his Form-fellows watching him with grin-
ning faces, .

“H'm! Perhaps that could be altered, It's all right, of
course : there's no fault whatever to be found with it except
by a grinning jackass, but perhaps I might as well alter if.
\%ﬂ (g:.] ii:ﬂil? ands in giving you a hearty welcomn home™

“{io0d !

“Won't it be something like playing * Here we go round
the mulberey-bush 7' " E{si%l Snoop, with an air of anxiety.

“You utter ass—--"

“Well, if we all join hands, you know—" _

“Yeu crass idiot, that's fgurative. We're nol going to
join_hands.”

“ But you said we wera.”

“It's a way of putting if, idiot.” )

“Oh! Quelch will very likely misunderstand, if you say
wao're going to join hands and thenr we don't do anything
of the sort.”

“(Oh, shut up !

“Cet on with the washing, Bob " -

“ All right. ¢ Welcome home,”” went on Bob, with a
heightened colour. “*We have missed you, and have been
very sorry—"" _ i

“Sounds a3 if you meant you had been shying things at
him,” commented Hussell.

“Oh, cheese it, Bussell! *Very sorry,”” resumed Dob
Cherry—** * very sorry, and are very glad to welecome you
back to the sphere——'"

5
Tale of harto
A el T N RIS HARDS ™

F¥

“Do you cheer with
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“The what ?"

" { The sphere,”” zaid Bob Cherry warmly—"" "the sphero
of your scholastic labours.” ™

“Ha, ha, ha!"'

“What are you cackling at?’ demanded Bob., * What's
the matter with scholastic labours i

“What's the matter with England 7" seid Skinner, chant-
ing the refram of the Territorial song. ' She's nll right "

*Ehat up, Bkinner !

“Oh, po on! Scholastic labaurs i3 good—distinetly good.”

“The goodfulness is terrific,™

“ o ahead, Cherry 1™

“VWe idntend to work hard, and prove a credit to ihe
sehoo]—""

“ Who does?’ demanded Bulstrode,

i “‘E 'd':'...’j

“ I don’t !'? .

“It'a a way of putting it, to show Quelch we don't mind
work,” said Bob &&rr:r,

*“ Hut we do mind iti"

“ We can’t tell Queleh go0.”’

“ Well, I don’t think you ought to tell him any whoppers "

" Look here, Bulstrode—-"' .

“It's rob to say we intend to work hard! Besides, Quelch
wouldn’t believe it! He knows s !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I tell you it’s only polits to say—""

“Cave! Hera he comes ™ '

T}f handle of the door turned in the midst of the argu-
men

The Remove dropped into silence, and Bob Cherry re-
mained standing with the speech in his hand, and with =
very red and fustered face.

Mr. Quelch entered the room,

i3 clear-cut, strong faoce—very different from the irreso-
lute countensnce of Mr. Chesham, was & welcome sight to the
juniors, though it meant the return of & time of hard rule
and hard work,

He glanced at the class, and seemed a little surprized to zeae
them all there, for ho was o couple of minutes early himself,
it was not like the Remaove.

The juniors remained standing, and Bob Cherry tock a
haasty glaneco at his speech.  He coughed viclently to clear
his throat, and fell into a fit of couphing in conzequenca; and
if Mr. Chesham had been there, he would infallibly have
made him swallow half & dozen Little Lozenges for Choky
Chesats, Mr, Quelch gave his class a nod.

“T am glad to see vou all apain, my boys!" he remarkead.

Bob Cherry mada an effort.

Y Under the auspicious cireumstances of your return,
-E!I.I"—”

Mr. Quelch looked at him with eyes like a pair of gimlets,

* What did you say, Cherry?”

“ Under the auspicious circumstances of your returp——"*

“* What do you mean

T Eh -j.:l:r

“ Are vou joking, Chorry "

Bob '[.Tharr*_g* Etlﬂgd. ¥

“Joking, sir? Certainly not!™

““Then what can vou possibly moan by such a remark ™

“Under tho auepicious cireumstances of your returm, sir,
%ﬂ wish to give youa & welcome in the name of the whele

orm——""

“Oh" eaid Mr. Quelch.

That monosyllabic rejoinder seemed to take Bab's breath
away, and he began to stammer. But from various places
CAInS nnwumﬁmg whispers—stage whisners—which wera
perfectly audible to Mr. Quelch,

“*Ga it, Bob P

“Om the ball!"

‘* Pitoh it out!™

""Go it, old chap 1"

And thus encouraged, Bob Cherry plunged into his speech.

— iy, —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Noft a Success!

i NDER the aunspicious cirenmatances of your return to
Greyiriars, eir, I wish to give you a welcome in the
nams of the whole Form——"

“ Thank vou, Chorry I

“Wa all join hands in extending to you a hearty chesar—I
;:ma.é] we all join choors in extending to you a hesrty

an

There was a eappressed chuckle behind Bob, which sdded
to his confusion.

“ Indeed 1 said Mr. Quelch.

A slight smile was Jurking round the corners of his mouth
now, and he seomed to have mada up his mind to give Bob
o chance,-as Boh's good intentions wers plaio enough.

“Wa all join hands in giving you & hearty welcome home,"

Tre Macxer—31.

suid Bob Cerry.

are baclk—-"

' Ha, ha, ha!™?

“I—1 mean we are sorry you have been away, and are
lad to welcome you home, with a hearty cheer,” mumbled
ob, ' and to cheer you back to the sphere of your scholastic

¥¥

labours——

* Go it, Bob !

“ Bhut up, Skinner! We intend to work hard and prove—
prove—preve—" Bob Cherry took a glance at the paper
in his hand, saw the wrong part, and, in his confusion, went
on with it. ** And prove that during your obsence wo have
not made the progress that—that since your return we—we—
wo give you & hearty cheer, and hope tﬁat while the scene of
your echolastic labours is under the auspicious circumstances
of your return, we shall always fail to appreciate the trouble
you take with us, and—and—"

Tho REemove were in convulsions now.

Bob was getting more wnd more mixed as he proceeded,
and the juniora could not restrain their merriment,

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

That roar of laughter finally put Bob Cherry out, and he
broke off helplesely, and etood with & scarlet face staring at
hws paper.

Mr, Cuelch srmled.

“Thank you very mua:hf, Cherry 1™

" Mot at all; sir. 3

* Thank you for your epesch of welcome—"

“1—1 haven't fimished yet, sir—-"

“1 am very much obliged,” ‘said Mr. Quelch, apparently
not hearing Bob Cherry’s remark. 1 am glad to see that
my roturn is so.appreciated. Wo will, now-———""

* Oh, hold on, Quelchy !

The Ij:uniura simply jumped. The tones were so exactly like
Bob Cherry’s that no one suspected for & momént that it was
the Greyfriars’ ventriloguist at work. Even Bob Cherry was
amazed, and almost fancied for the moment that he had
spoken.

Mr. Quelch stared,

* Cherry I

“ Yea.p-geeg, gir.””

* How dare you i

e L o e

Bob Cherry broke off helplessly, put there was a voica
exactly like his own to earry on his remarks. Billy Bunter
was out for vengeance.

“1 think you might hear the rest, sir, and cut erome of the
rotten Jesson. Blessed if any of us are anxious to grind
Latin."

id ﬂhﬁll‘r}' 1"

“ (dh, gir] [—I—"

“ Atand out here, Cherry !

“I—1—1 didn't—"

“ Stand out here!” thunderad Mr. Quelch.

Bob Cherry otaggered out before the class, .

“ MNow, Gherrr,%gdn not wish to cape any boy immediately
upon my return to the school, but 1 cannot pass over this
im];mrtint:llma e ]

“ But, sir, I—I didn't—"

“ Not & word, sir!”

Bob Uharryhfaapad helplesaly,
quist would have flled up the
had tumbled to it this time,
Bunter’s plump ara.

“ Another word and I'll wring your neck, you young
swaep ' he muttered.

i '{ﬁi, really, YWharton—"

“ Bhut up

Billy Bunter thought he had better shut up. But he was
pratty well zatisfied. Bob Cherry was in the hottest of hot
water now |

“ Not a word ' said Mr. Quelch.
astounding !

[ 3 But"__!}

““ 1 will not cane you, Cher

1 But-,. ﬂ:i.!"-"'—” .

“* Do not interrupt me, boy! Go and stand in the carner,
and remain there, sir, for the whole of the first lesson!”
exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

Bob Cherry'a face went scariet again. It was a punishment
mora suitable for an infant in the Second Form than for one
of the burliest fellows in the Lower Fourth.

i ﬂh, Eil.'l". I._'_:I'l

“ Obey mea instantly, Cherry " ; :

Mr. Quelch’s voice seemed to cut like a knife.
spoke in that tone, it wae useless to argue.

Bob Cherry walked to the corner, and stood there with a
foce like fire and his eyes ipon the Hoer.

Mr. Quelch went to his desk with a heightened colour,

“ I zay, this is where we cheer I" whispered Bulstrode,

“ Oh, shut ap !

“We have miszed you, and aro sorry you

e

Tha Greyiriara' ventrilo-
suse, but Harry Wharton
hiz grasp waa upon Billy

“ This impertinence *is

A "

When he
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“aha'n't! It was in the programme to cheer when Cherry
had finished hiz speech, and he bas finished it now "

“You asg—""

“Rats! I'm jolly well going to cheer, anyway!"

“ What-ho I"* said Skinner.

“ Now, then, kids——all together|”

“ Hurrah!"

“ Hip, hip, hurrah !

Mr. Queleh started.

it B‘ﬂj"& !u

*“ Hurrah!"

[ 1] !HIII]E“E'B‘ EII- -

“ Hip, pip—

*“ Hoys! [—"

" Hip, pip, hurray!™

The Remove simply roared . it out.
front of his desk with a ve ink face. :

“1 presume this is intended for imperiinence®’ he said,

“0Oh, no, sir!” said Bulstrode, * It's the cheer Cherry was
gpeaking about in his speech, sir—the hearty cheer to
welcome you home, sr 1™

“Very good! You will take a hundred lines, Bulstrode!™

“ But—but we wera only cheering !

“ The glags-room is not the place to cheer.”

“ Put, sir, that was the hearty cheer to welcome you——-"

“Take two hundred lines, Bulstrode ™ . :

Bulstrode relapsed into silence. It was evident that Mr.
Quelch was not to be imposed upon, and his impertinence
might cost him dear i1f he proceeded. ]

“Wa will now comnmence,” said Mr. Quelch, with a glance
at the clock over the bookease.  ‘* A quarter of an hour hay
boon wasted in this nonsensa, The class will remain in until
a quarter to five, instead of dismissing at half-past four as
usual, in order that the work may not euffer.”

Thut was the last straw ! ] .

The whole Remove glared at Bob Cherry with basilisk eyes,
and Billy Bunter grouned in spirit. It was his ventriloguism
that had brought thiz about, added to Bulstrode's imperti-
nence,

But tha Remove had caught it now, and there was no
halp for it. ]

Lessons went off thut aflternoon without the cheery alacrity
which should have been displayed on the first day of the
Hemove-maszter’s roturn.

Elflt half-past faur tha jp.nir:g's _casﬁﬂ fr-:s':h ].'!::_'-!_'-'lis at Bob
crry, expressing a yearning desire to scalp him. ]

It rxﬁaa n?:rt tilﬁhafextra quarter of an hour had ticked
away that the Remove were dismissed, Mr. Quelch secing
them out of the class-room with a grim smile.

i —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wun Lung Does Not Undersiand.
IEAY vou fellowg—->" ”

Mr. Queleh came in

“You yﬂunggaw?up——
say—— Ow ™ ]

Buntf; broke off as a grasp of Iron was laid upon

his collar from behiod, and he was swung round in the
passage. He blinked through his spectacles at Bob Cherry.

”{%ﬁ? really, Trevc;r'—-—"

“ You young rascal ! ..

“ Oh, fEl itHyﬂm Cherry ! Leggo! That was a ripping
speech :.'Iﬁu”mada, wasn't it? —I—I—ow—] admired it
immensely.

* Ve, Fa;,nd vou messed it up with your rotten ventrilo-
guism,” said Bob Charry wrathfully, shaking the fat junior
till his spectacles slid down his fat littlo nose.

“ Ow, ow! You messed it up, you know you must—ow I—
admit that. I—I was trying to help you out, you know—
ﬂué‘!l;-—;uu.ll .’]'1: .

ake, shake! )

“Ow! You'll make my Fla:a.mas fall off, Cherry; and if

u break them, you'll jolly well bave to pay for them.
5051! Make him leave off, Wharton." ,

Bob Cherry bumped the fat junior against the wall, and
roleased him, with a sniff of disgust.

“Brrr! You're not worth licking

“0Oh¥ gas Billy Bunter, \f::u.:llnnnil vary glad that he
was nobt wor hhlinll:i.l; . "Oh! You have shaken all my
breath out, you beast !’

5 Wall, l;t’a get oub and got some footer before dark,”
said Harry Wharton, _

“Hold on, Wharton! T want to speak to.you. I was
just going to when that beast came and shook me. I say,
you fallows—" :

“0h, get it over—quick 1" .

“1 supposo you know that it's the Fifth of November at
the end of this week.”

“1 beliove g0 o

“\Wa shall be celebrating it on Saturday.”

“\Well, it's not Baturday yet. Good-bye!” ‘

“Haold on?! Wa shall want some fireworks and things,
you know.'”

¢ Mrs. Mimble iz getting in her stock now,”™ said Nugent.

Tae Macwer—3lL
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“ BUNTER, THE DETECTIVE."
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"Llhaaw somea of the boxes come by the carrier. It's all
rignt."
“ ¥es, but I've got o scheme——""
“0h, blow vour schemeas!”
“It's & jolly good scheme. 1 save you pounds. With my

business ability, I oan deal dircet with the manufacturer,
and get the fireworks at hall-price.”

[ 1] ﬂ-t‘ﬂ !ﬂ

ANl I require is a litlle capital te work with."

*In the tuckshop "

* Oh, really, Brown—--"

1 oxpeet that's where most of your work would be done
if vou raised any funds.” grinned Tom Brown. *“Wea all
know you. Where's that five bob I lent you the other day ¥

“Five bobi"”

“ ¥Yes, five bob,” mimicked Tom. “F.I-V-E B-D-B, five
{I:;ob. 1 was to have it back out of a postal-order the next

n '.Il

‘:;I was disappointed about that postal-order.”

“ Well, where's the five bob?"

“T1 havon't it. Didn't I iell you that I was disappointed
sbout the postal-order?” said Bunter, in a tone of annoy-
ance. "I was depending upon that postal-order to pay
vou, but it dide't come.”

“ You young sweep '

“1 don’t see why you ghould call me names. But I'll tell
sou what, Brown--I"ve got a postal-order £o come to-night.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Bleased if I can see anything to cackle at. I've got &
postal-order coming to-night, and it can't be for less than
ten shillings. It may be for more. Buppose you hand me
another five bob now, and take the postal-grder when it
comes to square both accounts. It may be for more than
ton bob, and in that case you make a Prnﬁt."

“ And it's suro to come, of course? asked the INew Zea-
Iand junior sarcastically. )

* Practically certain to come to-night, or to-morrow morn-
i“'F at tha latest,” 1 )

‘Good ! I'1l wait till it comes befora T cash il,” grinned
Tom Brown.

“ (Oh, I say, Brown—--"" ]

Tom Brown put his hands into his pockets, and walled
away whistling. Therc was evidently nothing morc to be

t out of the lad from New Zealand. He had not known
E:mtcr as well rs he knew him now -when he lent him the
five shillings. Billy Bunter blinked round discontentedly
in search of Harry Wharton & Co., but they had taken
advantage of his talk with Brown to disappear.

BEilly gmlt{rr grunted. _

““Fancy a acheme for saving them pounds and pounds

ing begging like this!"” he murmured. * They simply
ﬁzmn*t any grasp of the first principles of business.”

Bunter strolled out into the Close, locking round for
someone to whom he could confide his great scheme with
some hope of success, As & matter of fact, Bunter's schemes
for raising monay were a little too well known in the Lower
Fourth. He was never without a scheme, but he was alwayy
without money, and his great plans always scemed to begimn
and end in fellows handing him money, and never scoing
anything of it again.

Bunter would explain at any length that the money had
been expended in a businesslike way, and that their dis
satisfaction was absolutely unbusinesslike; bub those ex-
planations did net gquite satisfy fellows who had parted with
hard cash, and reccived only words in exchange.

Bunter hlinked round in search of a vichim, without find-
ing one. Bulstrode admitted that he intended fo let off a
good many fireworks on Bonfire-day, but he utferly declined
to trust anv monevy into Bunter's hands for %:thgg thewn
cheaply. Skinner listened to Bunter's proposals with decp
intarest, and Billy's hopes rose; but it came out ot the finish
that Skinner wanted to perform the business on credit, and
it dawned upon Bunter after ten minutes of laborious cx-
planation that the joker of the Remcve was pulling his leg.

He marched off in great indignation, lesving Skinner
chuckling.

“ My word!” muttored Bunfer. y
chap having any grasp of business—not a single fellow in
the Remove! I—— Ah! I wonder if I could work it with
that Chince hgha . He's a bit more simple than the others.
I—1 mean, he's less auspicious.™

Wun Lung was seated on one of the benches under the
alms. :

The Chinese jynior, who shared No. 13 Study with Bol
Cherry and Mark Linley, certainly did look simple enough ;
but most of the Remove had learned that his simplicity was
not more than skin daap. 1

His sleapy, Oriontal face always wore a smile that was
¢ shildlike and bland’; but the little Chinee had shown
upon meny vecasions that he was quite able to take care of
himsoelf Many fellows who had set out to *take a rise

1 id 1 f Harry Wharto
A e AN RIGH ARDE"

“Fancy not a single
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out of the little Chinee had learned fo their cost thal Wun
Lung wasz “all there.™

EBuil Bunter was guite satiafied with hiz awn sagacity:
and, as a matter of faet, he never thought of looking below
the surface in anvthing.

YWun Lung did not appear {0 sce the fat junior as he
came up. There came a glimmer into his almond eves,
but that Billy Bonter was too short-sighiced to see.

Bunter halted, and blinked at the httle Celestial.

“ alle ' he aaid.

Wun Lung turned his head. i

“ Halle, fliend Buntel I he sard, spenking in the curious
“idgin™ English which he had made familiar at Grey-
friars, in which all the t's were furned into U's, and o long
“a added to the final consenants. “ Mas glad seo fliond
Euntel.”

“ Room for o chiap to sit down %

Wun Lung made room.

* Plenty muchea loom, Buute] ™

“I zay, Wun Lung, I've got something to propose o you,
You'ra not busy i

* AMe tinkee”

“0Oh! What are you thinking about 1’

“Me tinkee “bout pienic on livel,” satd Wun Lung.
“ Velly nicce, me. tinkes, with the pletty gi'ls flom ClLiff
House, Maljolie and Clala and the lest, vou know. Nicee
pienic if good weathel. What you tinlkee "

“Good ideal” said Bunter. ** We had a pienic the other
day with them, sod it was ripping. I really got the thing
up, you know. Marjorie Hazeldens and hor Pri:mda worald
go anywhere where I was to be. I'Il uea iy influence for
vou, H you like, and make the affair a suceess.”™

* Buntel velly good, but—""

“(h, that’a all right! I'll be glad to use my influence.”

* Buntel velly goodes, but—"

* Don't mention it, my boy [?

“ But e no tinkee askee Buntel.”

“Eh? Not thinking of asking me "

Wun Lung shook hizs head.

** Maljolia no likee Buntel.”

“Thet's all von kuow,” said Billy Bonler, with a con-
ceited sniff. “ Why, you should see’ the way she looks at
e SOnKeLinmey,

“ Me see. She lookee as if she tinkee you funnr animal.”

“ Look here, vou heathen beast " began Billy Bunier,
wrathfally.

“Me lockee,” said Waun Lung, loocking innocently st
fBunter,  “ What you tinkee #

Bunter swallowed his wrath. Wun Lung had more pocket-
money than any other fallow at Greyfriars, except Tonides,
+f the Bixth, and he was not a person to quarrel with under
the prezent straitened circumstances. :

* Look here, Wun Lung,’” said Dunter, “ I've got a scheme
on—a jolly good scheme.” I sunpose you know we're having
bonfires antl fireworks on Baturday 7

Wun Lung nodded. )

" I've got a scheme for getling the fireworks in big quanti-
ties. and dealing direct with the manufacturer,” explained
Bunter. * I've got a relation in the business, who is willing
to help me through., Seo? T save you pounds.’

“Plenty good.”

“¥You place a ecoertain sum of monev in my hands, to be
expended in fireworks,” said Billy. “ I guarantee to pro-
vige yon with double the amount of fireworks you could
get at a shop—say, Mrs. Mimble's. 0f course, you would
bave to allow for ordinary business risks.'

“* Of coulsee.”

“You expect to run a certain amount of risk in makin
a huge profit. But the risk in this case is practically ni
®8 I have a relation in the business, and can deal direct
with the manufacturer without any hitch.”

“Vally good." : )

“ 1 a certain number of fellows raise a ceriain sum of
money, all will go rippingly. I have no doubt whatever
that if one chap starts, the othars wilt follow suit,”

“*Velly likely.”

* How much will you start wizth, Wan Luang ??

;Euﬁ- muchos Buntel sayee?” 3.4 ;

‘ell, suppose we say & pound from you."

“ Poundee velly goodee.’

* Or a couple of pounds,” said Bunter, encouraged. “Of
rourse, the more you put down the more you save.”

* Goodee. - Buntel saves me two poundee.”

“ Exgetly.™

* Buntel velly goodes. Me likée savee two poundee.”

. " 1It's as casy as rolling off a log. If you liked to make

it five pounds, I could save you & fiver. You see, 1 save

you Iftj'i:jr _|mr|;:':ﬂn{:. by dealing with the manufacturer direet.”’
ippang M

And Wun Lung, as if the matter were at an end, rose fo
walk away. Billy Bunter caught him by one of his long,
lonse sleaves.

Tae Magxer—91.

“ilold on, Wun Lung! You've forgotten something.™

The Chince looked at Lim in ieild surprise.

- No [olgetes, Buntel.”

“ The ¢ash, you know.,™

“ What cashee?”

* You hand me fve quid, and I save you five quid. See ™

“ Plecigely.”

“ Well hand over the cash,” said Bunter warmly.

“ You savee me five poundee '’

4 YE—E.,'

* ;E:uu wantes me givee you five peundee 1™’

di uml‘ﬁ

“ Mal:e it same five poundee,” said Wun Lun
* ¥ou keepee the five poundee you savee me, an
What you tinkee *"

“You uilter asg———""

“All light,” persisted Wun Lang. “ Me givee you the
fivee poundee you savee mo. Ope hvee ;andm good as
anothel fivee poundee. What you finkea?'’

“ ¥ou don’t know snything about business.”

“ Me tinkee me givee you samee five poundee,”” said Wun
Lung sweetly,

“1I can’t make the five pounds for vou unless I have tho
first fve pounds in hand,” bawled Billy Bunter.

Wun Lung shook hizs head,

“Me no savey.”

“ I muet have the capite]l to work with., That's how 1'm
going to make the five quid for yeu. I can® do it without
capital.”?

* No savvy.”

* ¥ou hand me five quid—-"

“No. You handee me fivee quid,” said Wun Lung.

“You unspeakable heathen dummy'! Vou don' undeps
stand business. ¥ou hend me five pounds——""

“¥ou handee me fives pounds.”

“You fenrful idiet! You hand me—"

*¥ou handeo me—-=""

“L can’t_work without capital, ean I¥” shricked Bifly
Bunter. * How am I fo suve yvou fifty per cont. ¥

“ Mo savvy.”

“I can’t deal diroei with the manufacturer, through my
rclation in the business, unless I have the eapital in hend.”

Y MNo szvey.”

“Oh, I've never met such an idiot! You hand me five
poundg—-"

“{h, no! You handee me five pounds.™

Bunter tore his hair.

“Cant you understand ?

“¥You handee me—"

““ Oh, you heathen ass!

“ Mo savvy.!

“You pigtailed, unspeakable, wall-oved son of a gwub 17

“Nao savvy.”

“ You horrid dog-and-eat:eating heathen 1™

“*MNo savvy.”

Wun Lung smiled hlnnd!gﬂ all the time. Billy Bunter
glared ot him, and was about to hurl himself upon the
smiling Celeatial. But he remeciwmbersd in 'time that at
ju-jitst Wun Lung had no equal. e rushed BwWay in-
stead, fecling tl:a.tghe was not equal to any further attempt
to explain matters to the Chines. And Wun Lung doubled
up, under the trees, in a paroxysm of silent laughtor,

s s L]

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Booter Queers the Tea.
HARRY WHARTON came inte No. 1 Study, and pitched

imnnocenily
allee light

You hand ma—2™

You foarful imbees[a !

- o muddy football into the armchair. It was dusk in
the study, and as the gas was not lighted, Harry
naturally supposed that the room was empty., But o

yell from the armchair showed him that he was mistaken
upon that point.

“ O ! ﬁuw 1

“ Hezllo! Anybody ihere?” demanded Wharton,

“Yow! Yes, I'm here! Wow?!"

& Hﬂ.r hﬂr har L

“Ow! Somebody chucked something at me.
on the nosa! Ow!™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent:
home in the dark, Bunty.
there without o light 7 i

“Ow! I sat down here to think over that big scheme

t[:?r ;i;l\ring you fellows pourds, end I suppose I fell aslecn.
e !

“Hua, ha, ha!l”
. Nuogent scratched a mateh, and lighted the gas. The
Juniors’ gave a fresh vell of lnughter as they saw Bunter's
face. That feothall had been through rome rough usage
for the last half-hour, and it had rolled in and out of
puddles galore. There was as much mud as feothall

It bifed mao

“You shouldn't come
What on earth are you doing

wees:  THE MAGNET” LIBRARY RETURNS TO USUAL SIZE AND PRICE: sia:3i%ienx



about it. A considerabls quantity of the mud had been
transferred to Bunter’s face, and, in fact, the fut junicc’s
dump visage was smothered. The juniors simply yelled as
EIE blinked at them.

“ Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at!” said Bunier
poovishly, rubbing his noge. “ I'm hurt”’

““* Ha, ha, ha!"

“What are you cackling at ¥

" Leok in the glass. Ha, ha, hal” )

Buunter blinked into the looking-glass, and gave a jump.

“Bhbby gum! I'm smothered., You beastal 1 shall
have to go and wash now !

¥ Awful!"” said Nugent geavely. * Fancy a chap having
to have an extra wash! Talk about the fortures of the
Inouizition !’

“The awfulmess iz terrific.”

“ J{ere, lend me your pocket-handkerchief, Wharton, I'm
jolly well not going to fag along to a bathroom for
nothing I

* Borrow Nugﬂnt‘&”

“Will you lend me your hanky, Nugent?"

“ Not much !’

“ Hand me yvour handkerchicf, Inky!"'

“The cleanfulness of my worthy handkerchiel is great,
and the dirtfulness of the esteemod Bunter's honourable
chivvy is terrifie, I prefer to retain my handkerchicf

yl:r::lcetfu"f.” .

*There's nothing [or it but 2 wash, Bunter,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “Take it pluckily; go for it, you
know, and you won't mind it so much."

“Oh, really, Wharton—""

“ And bueclk up! We've got new-laid eges for tea, and
they may nll be gone if you don't hurry back.”

That was enough for Bunter. He made a rush for the
door, and caught his foot in the ¢arpet where the tread of
mpny feet had worn it into a hole.

‘Oh! Ohl!

Hilly Bunter -want whizling. . ,

He made a wild eluteh at the table, and missed it and
bumped right into the Nabob of Bhanipur.

_ “Look out!" yelled Whartdn. Hurree Bingh was carry-
in% the bag of eggs.
ut the warning came too late ! i .

Bunter crashed right inte Hurree Bingh, and sent him
dying, and the bag of eggs dropped upon the flopr with
w{:ut. & novelist would ¢all a sickenming thud.

The next moment, with another sickening thud, Billy
Dunter dropped on the bag of cggs.

There was 8 shout of indignation from Wharton and
INugcnt.

“Yon ass!"

“Yeou dummy

Tow! Ow! I say, vou fellows—""

“You've smashed the eggs! Yah!"

“1 didn't! It was that ass!"” Bunter sat on the stream-
ing cggs, and blinked round him. * Where are the cggat”

“You duffer! You chump!™

*“ Blessed if 1 can see the cggd!”’ said Bunter irritably.
“0w! T think I'm sitting in somnething wet! Ow!"

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

The paper bag had burst, and a dozen big eggs had
amaahog under %umﬂr. He was sitting in the burat yvolks
and shells, and was guite unconscious of the fact so far.

“0Ow! Whare are the ﬂgga’{”

*You're sitting on them, idiot !

£ {}h prr

Bunter jumped up as if moved by zn electrie shoek. In
gpite of the llﬂcss of the eggs, the juniers roared. Iresh
fﬂlkﬁ streamed down Buntor’s trousers as he stood up, and

ragments of cggshell clung lovingly all over him.

unter aquirmed round and tried to logk at his trouscrs.

“Ow! Wow! MYy trucks are spoiled I'*

“Ha, ha,-ha!" o

“You uiter ass! Vou black idiat IV

“ Really, my worthy chum—"

“And now what are weo going to have fur tea?” yelled
Bunter.

“Wharton wiped his eyes.

“Well, we can't have those -:%TS. a8 you've used theim lo
sit on,” he remarked. “ Wea shall have ta get tea in Hall™

“I'm jelly well not going to _have ‘tea in Hall!? said
Bunter indignantly. *I'm hungry. I'm net going fo have
a tes of bread and scrape because Inky is a clumsy ass.™

“an't be helped, old man.”

* Loock herg—""

“(h, po and pet yourself cleanad i said Harry, laugh-
ing. **Funds are ont, and we shall have fo get {ea in
Hall or go without any. Scat!™

“1 think .you're a set of—""

" {zet out!” . .

Bunter got out. He changed his trousers and washed his
face in about a minute and a half. It was not a far-
reaching wash, Then e came down-from the dormitory in
a hungry and wrathful mood,

Toe MacyEr—IL.
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Tea in Hall did oot appeal {o Bunter., It was a spare
meal ceriainly; and Bunter hated spare meals. He pre-
ferred sguare meals. He would willingly have made every
mesal a dinner, with double helpings of evervthing,

As he came down the stairs, a sniff of cooking caught hLis
noso in the Romove passage, and he looked along to Mo, 15

The door of Bob Cherry's study was open, and the snell
of cooking and a bright glow proceeded from it

Billy Bunter's eves glimmered behind his speciacles.

No. 13 was at war, more or less, with No. 1, but Billy
Bunter would not have aliowed aay considerution of that
gort—or any other sort—to stand 1in the way of a feed.

He scuttied quietly slong the passage, and locked in at
the open docr of No. 13.

Only Wun Lung, the littla Chinee, was there.
and Mark Linley had not yvet come in.

Wun Lung evidently had the door open for the sake of
coolness, for he was cooking in a saucepan at a large and
blazing fire.

What he was eooking, Billy Bunter did not know, but it
leoked like a stow, and it sent forth an appetising odour that
mede his moulh water.

“ My word!"” murmured Bunter. “I'm en in this stene.
No measly feeds in Hall for me!™ g

The Chinee was too busy to notice that he was being
watched. Bully Bunter did not move his eyes from the cook
and the saucepan.

Thore were strango stories afloat in Greyfriars as fo YWun
Lung's cooltery. On an historic occasion he had certamly
served up dog stew at & feast of the juniors, not undee
standing—or pretending not  te  understand—that  such
Chinesa dishes were unpalatable to English eaters.

But it was suppuosed that he had got out of those lirtle
ways by this timo; and just now, foo, Dunter concluded
that ho was eocking for Linley and Cherry, as well as him-
salf, and in that case, of course, there would be nothiug
Chinose about the stew.

How to get hold of some of that stew—and a great deal
of it—was the problem that now presented itself to Billy
Buntar’'s mind.

Wun Lung stirred the stew, hummung to himself 2 Chinesn
song a8 he worked, of which the refrain seemed o run some
what as [ollows:
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“ Ka, ke, ke, ko, ke, ka, ko, ko, ko, ko, ke, ke, ki, ki, ki!™

That was what it sounded like, at all events. The little
Chinee seemed to be onjoying his task. He was quile as
peod a enok as Dilly Bunter, and quite a3 keen about it.

Bunter debated in hiz mind whether he should hint for
an invitation to tea. Iis relations with Bob Cherry were
decidedly strained, and he had Jately had rubs with Wun
Ling. With Mark Linley he had never agreed. It was
enly too proboble that if he presented himself to tea in
Na, 13, he would go out of No. 13 on his neck.

But that stew was not to be missed.

Suddenly Bunter popped back out of sight into the
passage. Wan Long had turned towards the door.

Bunter heard his footsteps, and dodged quickly inte the
hox-room at the end of the passage.

Wun Lung came out of the study, still humming a song,
and walled dewn the passage.

Bunter watched him with the box-room door ajar,

The fat junior could hardly believe in his good luck,

“My word! Thia is whore I come in [

He stepped quietly out of the box-room and into No. 13
Study, and shut the door. To turn the key in the lock was
the work of a moment.

Bally Bunter gave a fat chuckle of aatisfaction.

He was locked in the study, with the feed at his merey:
and in half 8 minute he had a big plate filled with the stew,
and was feading at express apBECE

— g

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Rats!

AP?
Tap, tap, tap!
Billy Bunter chuckled.
HSomeone had tried the handle of the door, and was

now knocking on the panels, and he had no doubt that it
was the chums of No. 13 coming in to tea.

e had already had three helpings of the stew, and now
he took a fourth. Wun Lung had Joft it on the hob to
simmer, but it was quite done,  The liguid part of the stew
was rich and thick, and nearly every kind of vegetable
seomed to be floating in it, as well as succulent lumps of
meat. Exactly what kind of meat it was Bunter could not
deterinine, but he thought it must be veal.

It was very mice, at all events, and there was plonty of
it, and after all they were the principal points.

Tap, tagi;, tapl

Thump !

“*Open this blessed door, Wun Lung, vou ass!™?

Billy Bunter chuckled again.

It was Bob Cherry’s voice, and remembering the shaking
Bob had given him in return for his ventrilogquism, Bunter
wag very pleased to keep Bob waiting.

Thump, thump !

Ti{% hm_'E"G rnttlﬂdhagufn violently. i

“Wun Lung, you heathen ass, open this door? Why———
Hallo, hallo, hallo ™ ; 4

Bob Cherry broke off as the little Celestial came gliding up
the G?ssnu&. He stared blankly at Wun Lung.

¥ Why, I thought you were in there! You said you were

ﬁ:ingut?’ vook yourself a atew if Linley and [ had tea with
ussell.

‘“Me cookee.”

“ Bomcbody's in the study and the door’s locked.”

“ Malkee, pel’apa "

Bob Cherry kicked at the deor.

“ Is that you in there, Linley 1"

“ No, 1t 1an't,” said a cheerful voice in the passage, as
Mark Linley, the sturdy lad from Lancashire, came along,
“I'my hera! Have you chaps seen Brown—Tom Brown 1™

“ Mo not sinca the footer.”

“The Head wants him.”

“1 haven't seen him. Somebody’s in the study, and the
door’s Jocked.”

“ Perhaps it's Brown.”

Bob Cherry thumped violently on the wood.

" Are you in there, voung New Zaaland mutton ['*

A chuckle was audible through the study door.

“My hat! I know that gurgﬁe ' It's Bunter I”

“Glizr.t. Seott ! He scoffes my stew 1™

“The checky young beggar "

"Well, I've got to look for PBrown,” remarked Mark
Linley, and he went back along the passage, looking into
the studies as he went.

Bob Cherry and Wun Lung remgined outside the docr of
Study Ne. 13, wrathfully kicking at the panels. Beveral
fellows came along ond joined them, demanding to know
what the matter was.

_ ' That youn swe{s%imnier‘a had the cheak to loek himself
:in our study,” said Beb Cherry, shaking the handle of tho
QOT.
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“My hat " said Harry Wharton, * What for "

“ Blessed of T know !

Wun Lung gave g wail.

“ Ha seoffea foodoa !

“Oh, you were standing a feed, Bob !

Y Neo, T wasn't; Wun Lung was cooking some stew for
himself. I suppose Bunter nipped in whife he was out of
the stoady.™

“Me go fetchea sall,’ zaid Wun Lung. *“ Me no have
nuffee. When me comee back, dool lockee, Buntel inside.”

“Blessed if I should care fo bone one of Wun Lung's
stews,"” %'rmnad Skinner, " You never know what they're
made of.”

“ Oh, Bunter isn’t particular !’

" Nicee stew ! Velly niceéd-nicee !

Bob Cherry thumped on the deor furiously.

o lf:ﬂn this door, Bunter !

 (0h, keap your wool on!" said a fat voice from within.
"T'll open the door when I've finished, Bob Cherry.”

“I'll scalp you "

o {_La.ta Int to do™

“I've got my prep to do.

e Nn\rnﬁ minﬁ 113’ P

“But I do mind ! roared Dob Cherry, hammering at the
door. “I'll snatch you bald-headed ! 1}’11 squash you [’

S Oh, go and ent coke !

Bob Cherry raged in the passage. The other juniors
laughed. With a locked door hetween him and tha awnara
of the study, Billy Bunter was as brave as a lion.

The clicking of knife and fork could ba heard within tho
study. Whila Bob Cherry raged, Bunter was making good
progress with the stew,

I squash him 'Y muttered Bob Cherry,

“ Micea stew ! He seoffee! Ow !

“ Blow the stew! I've got my prep. to do!
you open this door?"

“ I’'ve nearly finished.”

“ YVou—you—you fot worm "

¥ (Oh, go and chop chips I

Bob hammered on the door again. The ecrowd in the
passage was pradually augmented by fellows who came out
of their studics to seo what the row was about.

Bob Cherry, in & tantrum, seemed to bo regarded as an
amusing sight, for the fellows were mostly chuckling or
rowaring with laughter.

There was a sound of a movement in the study at last.

Billy Bunter had finished his feed, and was ready to leavo.
Bob Cherry breathed hard through his nose. As soon as
Bunter opened the study door, he would be sorry that he had
entered No. 13,

“ Open this door, you fat worm !

There was a tap on the inside of the door.

“Hallo, there! You there, Cherry "

“ Yaz, vou worm !

Bunter, will

“Wun Lung there?™
“* Me hele, Buntel.™ ]
“Good! I'm Anished. I've had a jolly good feed. I've

settled about half the stew, but Wung Lung ¢an have the
rest,”’

“* Beastea—velly plenty beastee !

“You want to come in and do Eﬁur preg., Bob Cherry 1"

“Yes ! roared Boh., *Open the door 1™

“Right-ha! Make it pax!”

“ What I’ ‘

“aMake it lf:“' and I'll open the door,’” eaid Bunter coolly,
through the keyhola,

Bob Cherry gasped.

“T won't! I'm going to lick you!”

“Ma lickee, too! Hae scoffee my foed M?

“Oh, all right I"" said the Owl of the Remove. " 1I'll taka
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g snooze in the srmchair. T'm not in a hurry to mive.
I'll stay here till bedtima, if you like. i

“ Vou—you cormorant! I've gof my prep. to do.

¥ Borry M

“ Me wantee eatee stew.”

“Borry 1"

“My hat!"” gasped Bob Eherri:. “I never thought
Bunter had such a cheek bpfore! 1'll—I'll squash him

There was & sound of a creak inside as Bunter's weighty
form settled down into the armchair. They heard him
stirring the [fire.

Harry Wharton langhed.

i “ He's got vou in a cleft stick, Bob. You'd better make
it nax.”

“T wou't ! I'Hl sealp hum !™ -

“Ha, ha! Then you won't get into the study.”

“The honourable Bunter is in the winning position,”
remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur. * The openfulnees of the
door will not acour until the paxfulness is ngreed to.”

“T won't agree! J[—"

“ My stewee ia bulning ! Me emecllea it."

E“ Tha't fat duffer haa put it on the fire again, I suppose.
unter !’

There was no reply. Bab Cherry thumped on the door.

“ Buntar I"*

Btill no angwer.

“It's no good, Bob. You can't shift him.
to maka it pax.”

“* Makee it pax, Chelly. My stewee bulnee.”

“Well, all right,” grunted Bob Cherry. *Mind, I don’t
want to.'

He knocked on.tha door

“It’s all right, Bunter. You can come out "

““You make it pax ™

“Yeoa, hang vou!l"

“ Honour bright f*

" Honour bright!"

The door was unlocked, and Billy Bunter presented him-
gelf to the wrathful Bob, with a grin on his tat face.

“Yon can come in,” he remarked.

;l}”ﬁu ;uf:::-rm!” gasped Bob. “If I hadn't made it pax, I

You'll have

¥ My rucee stew ! murmured Wun Lung, rushing into the
study and pulling the saucepan awey from the fire. ** Micee
stew ! Allee hight. Buntee scofiee half of the lats, but 'nuff
left fol me. All lightes."

Bunter gave a stark,

“Half the what?" ha ejaculated.

‘" Lata!"

“ Rats 2"

“Yes, lats! Me makee lat stew,” said Wun Lung inno-
cently. * Velley muches liked in China. Lats, plopelly
cooked, nicee, nicee,"

Bunter turned prle. From the crowd of juniors in the
passage went up a wild vell of laughter. They did not
doubt Wun Lung for & moment. He was evidently statin
the truth. Bunter had raided a Uhihese stew—a stew o
rats, and of what other extraordinary items the juniors
eould only gucss.

Bunter caught on to the doorpost,

“Rats?" he murmured. " Did he say rats ™

“ No,” grimned SBkinner; “he said lats. But ha meant
rats. Fancy Bunter szcoffing a rat stew! My only aunt
Matilda! Ha, ha, ha !

£i G"'I-' 17

Dol Cherry, his wrath all gons, staggered against the
door, gasping with laughter. It was an unexpecited and
overwhelming punishment {or the roider.

Ilunter was not particular what he ate as a rule. If he
could not get pood diet, ha could take almost anything.
Bt even he drew the line at rats.

The mera thought made him feel as if he were on a small
vessel rolling in the chops of the Channel. _

His fat face went a pale greon volour, gradually changing
to yellow., His round eyes blinked behind his glasses,

“Rata " he musmured. *° Oh, loc’, rats !

“Hg, ha, hal’ _ _

o, Me catchea in dlain.”

“ Wicge-nicea ! Many nicee lats!

said Wun Lunz. “All light. Buntel welcome. *Nufl left
fol me.”
0wl Groo! Yarcoh!™

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

* Tho—the heathen beast!

“Ha, ha, ha [

“(Oh, hold me somebody!” gasped Bob Cherry. %1
belisve my ribs wre going! Ha, ha, ha!”
“Ow! Yarasoooooh! Groropooch!™

* tla, ha, ha!"

Bunter, with heaving chest and ghastly face, rushed away
along the passage, and a wild yell ©f laughter followed him,
{ill the Remove siudies rang again.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Where 15 Brown ?

n HERE'S Brown—Tom Brown?” . .

' Mark Linley was asking the question right nnd
left. DBut Tom DBrown, of Taranaki, scemed to
havo dizappearad. ] i ]

While the Removites wore roaring aver Billy Dunter's

misadventures in No. 15, Mark was locking for the Mow
Zealander, but for » long time he looked in vain,

“What do you want Che chap for?” asked Nugent, who

was about the twentieth person he inquired of.

“T don't want him," answered Mar r._*lml:-r?:uﬂjr. .

* Then what ihe dickens wre you hunting him for?

*The Head wants him."

“Oh! A row?" .

] think not. He asked me fo find Brown, and scnd him

to his study. He had a letter in his hand, and he was Im‘_:I:-
ing rather worried, I thought. Somec news from home lor
the Maori, I suppose,' g

“(th, 1'll help you look for him 1" : 2

“8g will 1" said Harry Wharton, “I saw him talking

to Gosling some 1ime back. Gossy may know where he is.

The three juniors crossed over to the school-porter’s lodge,

but CGosling was not there. They looked round the stables
for him, and the form of Gosling was discerned on a bench
outsida a litile toolshed on onc eida of the yard.  They
hurried over to him. Gosling was smoking a pipe. Ho
glanced nt the juniors with an eye of disfavour. Belwcen
him and the Greyfriars Removites thore was little love losf,
“ Hapn Brown ' ssked Wharton, 1
“Brown?"” said Gosling, taking his pipe from his mouth,
pnd speaking with irritating deliberateness Yos,
‘aval"

““ Where 15 ho?”

(1] Iiﬂ-"ﬁ Eﬂheﬁ.“

:’ %m‘f‘!‘ ::I.]i’llieml?“ i

‘To Friardale, 1 suppose. i

“Oh, blow!" =aid me?:y, “ Faney the ass going off to

the village just when the Head wants him. 1 wonder
whether I had better go after him, or go and tell the
doetor 7

i 1yl be 'ore again to-morrer,” snid Gosling.

“Tc?-nmrrmt By sg.r@.id Wharton, staring. “ﬁc'li be here
again to night, I should think !’

 Then you're mistook, Master Wharton.”

‘t Look here, what are you getting at?" demanded Harry.
“ What has Brown gone to the village for?” e

“ Boeausze he lives theve, T poraoom, Master Wharton.™

“ Lives therc? I'm speaking of Brown of the Remove !

“Oh, I thought you were speaking of Brown, the grecn-
grocer I said Gosling calmiy. And he resumed his pipe.

‘The juniors gazed at him speechlessly for some moments.
They had often ﬁulled Goshing's leg, but that he should
venture to pull their leg was a little too much, At that
moment Gosling was very near to being rolled off the bench
upon the cobbles of the yard. S i

“ | ook hare, Gossy, you ass,” said Wharton, * we're look-
ing for Brown, of the Remove! The Head wants him !
Have you sezn him 7"

" Wﬂt 1 saynhis?i;*.’ms ‘ara—""

“ Where is he?

“Well, if the 'Ead wants him, I s'pose I'd better tell
you,” said Gosling, in a leisurely way. “ He's in this ‘ere
ghed.””

“ What on carth ia he deing thees?" i i

“P'r'aps he's using my tools, P'r'aps he min’t. FP'riaps
he's a decent young gent as knows that a small wage don’t
go far without any oxtras. P'r'aps you'd beiter ask him.

Harry Wharton tricd the door of the tool-shed, but it was
fast. Fle tapped on the outside,

“PBrown! Are you there, Brown "

“Yes, rather!” ;

“Tha Head wants to sce you."”

#Tell him to wait.”

Harry Wharton laughed. ”

“ Yea; I'm likely to. You'd better puck up.

“Right! I'll be slong in & few minufes.’ ]

Wharton, Linley, and Nugent walked away, wondering n
little. Tom Brown had not shown any particular hiking for
the use of tools, and had not frequented the tool-shed much.
What he was up to now, with the door locked, they could
not imagine.,

s ! aug;:msn he's got somzthing on,” Nugent romarked.
¢ Blas if I can make out what it iat One thing's certamn,
he won't tell 1::3 i.lﬂin.‘m he chooaes. He can be as closo as an

vator when he likes.”
ﬁ'TI?: juniors were gone from the yard before the door of
the tool-shed opened. When it opened, Tom Brown locked
out, with a grin upon his good-locking, sunny face. o
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“They're gone, Gossy I

Cro<ling grinned over his pipe.

** Yes, Master Brown."”

“They didn't catech on—ah 7"

“ 1 nover said a word, Master Brown."

“Yeou're as good as gold, Gossy., I suppose I'd betler
buzz off if the Head wants me, though I'm blessad if I know
what he wants ma for i ] .

And Tom Brown hurried away, leaving Gosling to lock
ihe door of the shed. And a few manuies later the New
Zoalandar presented himself in the Head's study,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Chance for Tom Browm.

R. LOCEE was seated in his study, with a lelter in his
hand—-doubtless the same letter which Mark Linley
had noticed. His brows were wrinkled just a little.
He nodded to Brown as the latter came in, and steod

respectfully waiting.

* Ahem, Brown! I—er—sent for you,” he remarked,

“Yea, sir.”

“You are aware Lhat there is a school for young ladies
near us—Clif House, over at Pegz Bay?’ the Head
remarked, ¢ I—er—believe you have met some of the
pupils of CIiE Housze”

" Voo, sir; I have met Miss Hazeldene, and Miss Travlyn,
and some of the others,” said Tom wonderingly.

His idea had heen that he was called into the Head's
study to answer for some fault or other, and he was pre-
pared for a wigging or a caning; but the reference to the
pupila of Chilf House amazed him.

‘Ah—er—yes! ¥You have met Miss Primrose?”

* ¥as, gir. I met her in Friardale Lane, when [ was wilh
Wharton cne day, and was introduced,” said Tom.

“Ah, vesa!l Yon seem to have made a good impression
upon Miss Primeosc,™

“Yog, sir,” sald Tom, wondering how the few words he
had spoken on that occasion could have produced any
impression at all upon the head-mistresa of Cliff House.

“¥Yea gpid tha Head. “ And Misa Primrose has wrilten
to me. 3She thinks that, as von are from a distant Colony,
you will know a great deal ithat 1t would be uselul to others
to learn, and—in short, she suggests that you should impart
some of this information to the pupils of CLE House, in an
informal way, of course.”

Tom could only stare.

The idea is that you should wisit Cliff House, and give a
sort of informal lecture to the pupils,’” said the Head. ' If
you were in the Sixth thera would, of course, be nothing
out of the way in that. But I cannot help fearing that a
junior in the Lower Fourth 15 nob likely to make a success,”

Tom was silent. Heo was too surprised to speak.

“ Misg Primrose iz an acopaintance of mine, and I ssteem
her very much, and wish to meet her wishes in every way,"”
said the Head, *If you feel inclined to oblige her, Brown,
I should be very glad.”

“(3h, certainly, sir!'?

“You could look up uny information you possess on the
subject of New Zealand, its deucia. and =zo forth,”' =aid
the Head. *You will naturally know a great deal already,
and 1,im: can look up the subject, as I said. A short lecture

(

would not be s task beyond your powers, if you undertake
it seriously.”

“Yes, sir,”

“You will be parmitted to take over a few friends with
vou, to support you,'” soid Dr. Lovke., ' Are you willing
fo do zo0 ¥

Tom drew a decp breath.

Qﬂite willing, sir."
You think you are equal to the tashk?”™

“I'm willing to try to do my best, aie.™

“ Vory good ! That is all that can be expocted.™

“* When 18 the Jecture to take place, sir?”

“ Miss Primroze suggests to-morrow afternocon. I ghall
excuse you add your companions from lessons for s time in
the aftoernoon, to allow of the visit to Cliff Houge.”’

Toin Brown's eyes danced. Whether the lecture was a
success or not, the holiday would ba a certainty, and there
would be tea at Chff Iouse with Marjorie & Co. The
suggeation had surprised bhimt st first, but new he was
inclined to think that Miss Penelope Frimrose was a very
scnsible old lady.

“ Then you will do your best to give a little lecture that
wiil do vou and your Form credit,’’ said the Head., * Whom
would you like to take with you #7

" Wharton, sir, and DNugent and Linley and {fhﬁrf;' and
Inky—1 mean Hurree Singh—and Won Lung, and—"

The Head smiled,

TrE Maicxer—3l.
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i FGJHE, Brown! You do not want to take half the Remoave,
surely |

Tom coloured,

“ How many shall T fake, sir?*

Y Buppose you zay three or four?

“ ¥Yery well, str.  Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, and Inky.”

“Alem! Very well. I will speak to their Form-master.
You will leave Greyfriars to-morrow afterncon instead of
going into afterncon lessons as usual., I will write to Miss
Piimrose to that affect.’”

** Thank you, sicl”

And Tom Brown left the study.

Tom Brown waz a good worker, and he steod high in the
Form, but the prospect of an extra hall-holiday appealed to
him ¢uute as much as to any other lad. He was in high
spirits, and e had no doubts about the lecture. He would
be able to work up some sort of a thing, he said to himself
optimistically, Tha other fellows would help him, and if ha
couldn't think of any exact information about New Zealand
he could shove in some Australian geography or some Tas-
magian botany, and fill up that way,

In hia glea he went down the passage in 2 cake-walk, and
ran into Mr. Queleh as he turne& the corner. The Remove-
master was coming to the Head's study, and he was distinctly
surprised when a gleeful junior cake-walked into ham n the

passagre,

Mr, Quelch halted, and so did Tom Brown,

" Brown

“ Ye-eez, sir!" gasped Tom.

“ What does this unssemly nonsense mean?'’

“1f you please, sir, I—'m going to give a lecture,” stam-
mered Tom. **I-—I was feeling pleased, sir, at—at being able
to inpart information to young peopls, sir”™

Mr. Quaich atared at him.

“ What are you talking about, Browni"

“1'm going to give & lecture, sir—"2

' IJL “’hﬂ-tl?” ] . )

.t A lecture, Sn-," said Tom, somewhat disconcerted by Mr.
Quelch’s stare. " A lecture to New Zealand, sir, about the
irlg=—— [—I mean a lectura to the girle about New Zea-
end. Miss Primrose has asked the Head, sir.”

“Oh " gaid Mr. Quelch, very much surprised.

And he walked on, apparently forgetting that the New
Yeialand junior had cake-walked into him. Tom Brown
hurried off. He ran all the way to No. 1 Study, kicked open
the door, and rushed in.

““ Hallo, you chaps! Newsz!"' he excloimed.

A deep proan was the only response.
Billy Bunter was uxtandeg in the armchair with a face like
chalk. Bunter had been very sick, and he was now groaning
as if he were very close to the end.

Wharton and Nugent, still grinning, were trying to comfort

him,
“JT don't =ee why vou should chiect to rats so much,’ said
HMEIF+ “You will eat almost anything, you know.”

i w [I!‘

“They ate rats in the siege of Paris, and were jolly glad
to get them,” went on Nugent. ‘' Imagine yourself besieged
in E.-ayfriarﬁ by the Germans, and then it will be all right.”

ad w 11',

“The ow-fulness of the esteemed DBunter is terrifie,” said
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh Empathghunllyﬁ * Perhaps he
wuu%i feel better if I were to thump him backfully.”

T o 1!!

“ A good patfulness on his esteemed back might revive
him buckupfully.”

“Yow! Lemme alone !

* Certainfully, but—-" i .

“JI—TI think I should fesl much better i#f I had something
to eat,” groaned Buopter. * Perheps a rabbit-pio and some
ham and fried potatoes— Ow [ g

“Ha, ha, ha "’ roared Tom Brown. * He's petting hetter.
But what's the matter with him?”

* He's been scoffing cne of Wun Lung's ratty stews.”

* Ha, ha, hal"

“Blessed if I can ses anything to cackle at!” grunted
Bunter. Tt was awful! I think that horrid heathen ocught
to be suffocated! Yow [

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“*1 feel absolutely done in. I think T shall probably expira
unless I have something nice and substantial to eat.”

* Shall I ask Wun Lung if there’s any of his stow left1”

“ 0w, you beast!” .

I say, I've got news!" said Tom Brown. “I'm going {o
?WE & lectura at Cliif House to-morrow sfternoon—honest

njun! Miss Primrose has asked the Head to let me give the
pugﬂs a lecture on New Zealand.”
My only hat!™ .

“Well, it was a bit of a surprise to me, but it will be all
right. It mearz a half-holidey and & tea at Clif House.™

“Jolly good! Bome fellows have all the luck "
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¥ Yes," said Bunter: “Bob Cherry was upoa me bllke a tiger-cat, with a poker in Lis hand, and 1 only
' : Y po X

1

jnust escaped with my life! ™

“I'm to take four fellows with me if I like, and I've
selected vou chaps and Cherry.™

Billy Bunter sat up 1n the armchair.

“ 1hnd vou say five chaps, Brown?!™

# Mo, I dido't; I zoid four.”

1 guppose you mean me to some?"”

2t Eu[!pﬂ!iﬂi don't, Bunter. As a matter of fact, I'd for-
gotten your existence while I was .spesking to the Head;
end, anyway, he gave me pernussion for only four fellows
to go. He said theee or four, but I put it at four.”

" 1 say, you fellows—"

i Besides, vou're ill; you couldn’t come. "

“J—] suy, you know, I ought to go,” growled Bunter,
showing remarkable signs of recovery now. **Miss Primrose
alweys stands & jolly pood tea, you know: and, besides,
there's Marjorie.”

“YWheat about Marjorie?’ ]

“YWell, you know, she'll be disappointed if I don't go. ¥You
know what she thinks about me, you fellows.”

“I don't koow,” said Wharton. "I can puess, of course,
Bha probably thinks you are & fat, nasky, conceited toad !

“ Oh, really, Wharton—""

* And you sha'n't come to Chff House!” gaid Harry wrath-

And the juniors left the study, leaving Billy Bunter blink-
g after thenm: in intenze indignation,

* Blossad if I'm going to stand this continmal jealousy nnd
heckling V"' muttered the fat jumior. " It's not myx fault if
the girls like me. ¥ suppose it's a war I have about me, and
they can't help it. It's abeoluiely.rotten that I should be
p}f:rsm.:ut-ed like thia because I can’t help being a fascinating
chap.””

And Bunter snorted with indignation.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Geitlng Ready.

OM- BROWN'S coming leeture was soon a general topic
among the juniors. He recéived many kind offers from
the fellows to come over to Chff House with him to hel

him out, but he gratefully declined them., He explaine

‘that he was only ellowed to take four supporters, and he had

already selecte<] them-—an explanation which caused a preat

deal of grumbling.

Bulstrode and Hazeldene, his study mates, both thought
that they ought to go. Bulstroda had never been a civil

fully. *' So shut up on that subject.” study mete, and had never recognised any duty on lus part
“Buit, Fsay, you fellowg—"" towards the Maori. He suddenly discovered now, howaver,
“Here, let's et out!” said Wharton. “I1 can’t stand that a chap was bound to think nga fellow in the same study,
unter 1o g doses. ut g discovery of thi made no diference to Lom Browin
BT M big doses." but his di ry of thi d diff T B
AE MAGNET—HI,
NEXT &k : n A Bplendlid Tale of Harry Whanrton
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Fow did not intend to take the bully of the Remove to ClLff
Honze.

Hazeldene had a betier claim, becansze he was Mearjorie's
hrother, and he put it very strengly to Brown, But Brown
could only say that hve would not go into four by the preatest
aritlinetical effort.

The Famous Four, of course, weve all glad to go. They
were willing to lend Tom a hand in getting up the lecture,
too.  Hob Cherry offered to write it for him, and make it up
oot aof his own head, and Beb rother prided himself on his
powers in that lse

After prep. in the evening—iliy Bunter being goue forth
in seareh of someone who wonld stand him a feed-—the jutiors
et in No, 1 Btudy to zetile the matter, Bob miade his offer
i a troly generons spirit

" T'm peedty steong on that sort of thing,” he remarked.
3 ’l‘lu_-r:d: was that speech 1 made to welcome Queleh, you
know.'

Yoz, there was that,” agresd Brown gravely.

| think it was pretty offective,”

“Fhe effectiveness was terrific,” moemured the Nabob of
Bianipne,

“ But that was partly due to the delivery,” said Nugent
gravely. * The way Bob rolled it out wuas what made it
veilly tell?

Bob Clievry glared at Nugent.

1 you are going to be funny—"" he began,

Not o bit of it! it's you that was funny.”

** Look here—"

“Well, never mind tha speech,” said Harey Wlharton,
hastening to ntevrupt the argument.  * The question now 13
anout the lecture.™

“ Exactly '’ assented Tom Brown. I thinl: T shall hava
l.:lm write it out first. Bob can give me oxpert sdviee as I go
along,

Bob looked suspiciously at the New Feslander, but Tom
Brown's face was quite seriouns,

= Oh, all vight " lie said,

"I slall have to work in some local infovmation,” caid
Tow. **The worst of it is that T lived only in one place at
# time, you know, and I don't know any more of the othey
iHaces than vou ehaps know of Connemara or Biair Athel™

“ (et it out of a book.™

“1 suppose so.  OFf eonrse, I know g lope—"?

O course!™ prinned Nugent.

“Hon't be an ass! I mean, T know 2 lot abont the place,
as 1 was born there. I can tell vou all about Tavanaki-—hot
spwings, and zo fovth, and Maori manners and customs, only
[ oshall have to et chunks out of a book. Anybody ol o
Look on the subject ™’

*'Lhere's bound (o be one in the school lbravy.™

* Then boze off and get it, there’s 2 good chap !

Nugent left the study, and was gone a quarter of an hour
Thaf time was filled op by the joners with a warm dHseussion
on the respeciive wmerits of the Association and the Rughy
e,

Tom Brown was a keen plaver of Ruebve, thougli ha had
picked up the other game at Gresiviars, but he always main-
tzined ihe superiovity of tho game he had plaved from child-
hoad, and he was always veady to arpue on the subject.

Nugent returned with the book a6 last, and then the joniors
Pt their heads fogether to make unr the lecture,

* Retter shove in some volesnoes,” said Bob Chovry. © What
about connibals ™

*Old cannibal cusloms—look at C in the 1ndex,™

** Gzoogd 1

* Here it is—Cannibalism.™

“Any of your people cunnibals, Brown®!
innocently,

“You ass !

“ Well, I was only asking a auestion,” said Nugent., “1'va
Lewnsd that cannibalizm isn't quite abolished yeot in the Souih
Ben L-lands.™

0y, don’t be funny! Lel's get on with the washing ™

the New Zesland juuior began to write. The others logked
thwough the book, and suggested ttems, and the lecture pro-
pressod  satisfactori)y—zotisfactorily to the juniors, at all
evants,

They were very busy when the door ovened, and Billy

Bunter came .

Dunter was looking dizconiented.

Ha had recovered from the chock of his feed in Wun
Lung's study, and he was feeling ravenously hungry. There

was only a light supper in prospect before bedtime, and

asked Nurent

Bunter felt that he needed something substantial.  But pro-
vislons were " off ' in No. 1 S8tudy, and funds were low,

Bunter blinked at the five juniors siLlIuE round the tabla,

* Any of you fellows lend me five bob ¥

No mplg-.

 Any of you fellowe lend me half-a-crown

Silence,

" Anybody lend me a bob "

Nugent pointed to the door.  Bunter followed the direction
of his finger, and then locked back at Nugent,

“ YWhat do you mean, Nugent !

*Thera's tha door "

“I know it is.”

“ Well, get on the other side of it, close it, and don'i open
it again,’” said Nugent, *“ We'ro busy, Bo vou under-
stand 1

" Look herg—"

“Oih, buzz ofi 1"

I suppose & chap can atay in his own study if he likes !
suid Billy Bunter resentfully. “1'm hangry! I believe vou
chaps want me {o be 111 7?

* We ::rnl;,' want you to shut up.””

“I sha'n't shut up! I shall have one of my aitacks of
slesp-walking again if T don’t have a substantial feed bafore
I go to bed! TI've got a delicate constitution, and I really
only keep it gpoing by taking constant nourishment! If any-
body here will lend me a 2

'} lend you a boot if P:ru don’t clear out or shut up!”

5 %m 1 coming to CLiff House to-morrow 3

L] _Tﬂn’l

** Look here, 1 want to come——"

“Oh, do buzz off, nd !

“I suppose vou call this chummyz?® said Billy Runtor,
glaring at 1the chume of No. 1 Study through his spectacles.

** Buzz off i

I think you're a zet of rotiers!™

“ Travel along!™ .

*I'va a jally %ﬂnd mind to change out of this study |

My bhat! I'll gtand you o big feed if you do!™

“ Oh, really, Nagent—-"

* Do go and be quigt-—we're busy 1™

Rilly Bunier went out of the study and slammed the door.
The juniors chuckled and went on with the great work of
preparing the lecture,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Feed for Bunter!

ULSTRODE swung into the junior eommon-room, and
bestowed a general scowl upon the fellows there, Bul-
stroda was in a bad temper. He very much wanted
io go {o Cliff House with the lecture-party, bul there

wae evidently no chance of hia going, and the Remove bully
was annoyed pecordingly.  He would have given a great
deal to ""mess un” the affair altogether, but ﬁu]ﬂmdﬁ wag
not particularly 111‘ig'|1t in thinking out schemes, and nothing
that was practieable gceurred to lis mind.

Ho was not in a humour to be bothered by anybody jusk
then, and when Rilly Bunter ecawe up to him wilh an
insingaling air, Bulstrode favoured him with a ravage eoow!.
But the Owl of Lthe Remove was too short-sighted to eee 18,
and he went an 1n a eonfident tone.

“1 say, Bulstrode, I've got a scheme—-""

Ok, shur ap ! grunted Bulstrode.

* T say, you Lknow——"

** Leave me alone, confound you!™

*F By t—

Bulstrode reached out and grasped the Owl of the Remosa
by the collnr,  He twisted him round, and was about to
hestow a terrific kick upon him—a kick thet would have
rolled the fat junior half-way across the room--when o foot
was inferposed.

The foor belonged to Mark Linley.

* Btop it!"” said the Lancashire lad.

Bulstrode gave him a savage look.

* Mind yvour own business|™

** Let the lid alone."

*“1'll do as T like.” _

* You won't,” said Mark Linley.

Bulstrode locked him in the eyes for a moment, and then,
releasing Bunter, gave a scoffing laugh and walked away.
Bulstrode still bore the marks of his last encounter wirth the
ha,rfl;hitlmg Lancashire lad, and he was not quite ready for
wnolher.
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a2 savage look at the grigning Remowites, reluctautly following him,

Dunter blinked sl Linloy, and then followed Bulstrode.

* You'd Better let him alone, yon young ass,” said Linles,
“ You may got hurt.,”’

*Oh, that's all right I said Bunter.

Linley shrugged his shoulders and returned ta his book. It
wns 1o business of his if the fat junior was determined, 1o
exasperate the already ill-tempered bully of the lemove. He
would not interfere apnin.

* I—1I say, Bulstrode 28

Bulstrode turned upon Bunter fiercely.

“Hallo! You can’t shat up, can’t you™

“[—1 want to speak to vou, Dulstrode!
ITouse,” said Bunter hurriedly,

Bulstrode’s expreszsion changed a little.

“ Yo were saying something about your rotten echeme,’
he growled.

“ That

*“(}h, no, this 12 another scheme!™ smid Dunter.
If you liked to enter into it

1t a rotten sclicine, though.
I couid save you pounds, You place the money in my hands,
and [ get you the fireworks at fifty per cent. reduction
through my relation in the busipess——"'

1 G?T r.i"E. ﬂ.ﬁ'[ﬂ'

“But that wasn’t what I was going fo sav,” said Bunter
quickly. ' 1've gol another scheme——"

“ (th, han% our schemes!"

“ About Chff House, you know, Do von know that the
heasta are not going to take me with them? Wharton and
Cherry are jealous about Marjorie, you know—-"
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“ 8hut up, you little cad !

* Bh—what ¥

“If you juw like that, 'l wring vour beastly neck ™ said
Bulstrode. " Marjorie Hareldene can’t bear the sight of you
—you get on her nerves!'

* (h, really, Bulstrode 5

v MNow, if you've pot anvthing else to say, savy it! ] can'd
stand you, and I shall kick you ocut of the room in anocther
nrigute !’

“Wall, [ook hera. They won't take me to Cliff House, and
thoy won't take you——-"

“ I don't want to go -

“(Oh, I thought vou did, as I heard you ask Brown! But
never mind—look here! Wouldn't it be a ripping jape io
Jness up the lecture I

Bulstrode gave an eager start. )

“ I've thought of that,” he said. ' Could it be worked ¥’

*(h, I can do thess thinga!” said Bunter girily. ** You
can alwayva trust a delicate matter tg o fellow like me! You
soe, 1t's my ability that-—-"

* Bhut ap ("

* (h, really—"

‘* Look hare, can it be worked? If it can, lell me how,
and stop your gassing, you fat yvoung idict!" said Dulstrode
snvagnely.

“ Well, they're writing out Brown’s lecture, you iinow. He
can't lecture for toffee, and they re making up u Jot of piffie
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out of a geography book, you know, and writing it down,
and Brown 15 going to read it out.”

* I gee! Bonmething like Bob Cherry’s speech " said Bul-
sirode, with o [E:riu. “I hope it will end the same waxy 1™

“You ses, if I were on the spot I could work off some
ventriloguism, az I did in the tﬁaﬁﬂvrunm, but I sha'n’'t be
thero, so—""

“Don't waste time telling me what you can’t do. Tell mo
what yvoun can do.”

**Oh, really, Dulstrode—"

“ Are you going to come to the peoint, porpoisa?”

“Well, look here,” said Bunter. “1 can ecttle their
blessed lecture—1've worked it out beautifully—but I'm so
faint now from want of grub that I haven't the strength to
explein. If you like to come and talk it over in the tuck-
shop, I'll let you into the scheme.”

Bulstrode glared at him.  Dut there was g determined
obstinacy in Bunter's face. When it was o gquestion of
cating, he could be as irm as anyboe

ty.
* Come on, then," grunied Hula‘tmd{e; and ther wont rovnd
to the school shop.

Mrs. Minble was about to cloze, but she was quite ready
to welcome another customer. Banter alone would not have
been very welcome, for the fat junior's impecuniosity was
too well known, but Bulstrode was alwavs Aush with meoner,
and Mrs, Mimble gave him a sweet emjle.

* Now, then, gorge!” said Dulstrode.

“{h, really—""

“ Don't waste time, porpoize.  But, mind, if you fead and
then vou haven't a scheme that will work, I'll make vou wish
you hadn't done mol™

“It's o jolly pood scheme!™ said Bunter, * Yes, pork-pies,
Murs. Mimbde, please! Six! llam-and-tongne next—mav g3
well get thein out now, as 'm o anick eater.  Well, yes, if
vou can poach some eggs now, I'll have them for the third
ot.  Certainly, half a dozen of the patties—ihey'ro nice!”
And Billy Bunter was goon busy.

Bunter bad a prize hunger at that moment, and he simply
revelled in the new supplies.  Bulstrode was not moenn wit
money, whatever his other faults might be, and he thought
that it was werth a good deal to him to spoil the lecture at
CHE House.

He waited as patiently as he could while Bunicer travelled
through pork-pies, and steak-puddings, and npoached eges,
and ham-pnd-tongue, and mary other comestibles, Dut even
then the Falstaff of Greyfriars was not finished. A variety
of pies and cakes followed, the whole being washed down
with lernonade and gingerbeer.

" T feed a bit better now 1" said Bunter at last.

“Pig ' said Bulstrode.

“ Look here, Bulstrode, il you don't want o stand me a
feed you needn’t, and 'l keep my scheme to myself I said
Bunter, *° Afler all, it would be a bit risky for me, messing
up the lecture !

Bulstrode glared. Dunter had eaten enp much that it was
senreely possible for him to eat more, and s0 it was casy for
him to take a lofty tone about the feed.

“ Are vou iooking for a licking, you fat porpoise®’’ aslhad
Bulstrode. “You're going the right way to get onal
What's the scheme®”

* Another gingerbeer, Mrs., Mimbla "

“Certainly, faster Bunter! Seven-and -eighipence,
please 1

Bulstrode paid. Dunter finished the gingerbeer slowly,
and then rose from his seal.  Hoe walked towards the door,
a3 if absent-inindedly, and Bulstrode caught him roughly by
the shoulder and swung him back.

“Oh! Ow! Told on! If you shake me my glasses might
fall off--ard then you would have to pay for them, I can tell
vou, if they wot broken!”

“What's the schemei”

“T've boen thinking aboot it, DBulstrode, and—and I've
come to the conclusion that it would be a mean trick,” caid
Bunier. *1'd rather not do it."

" ¥You—you young sweep "

“You [ollow my example,” suggested Bunter. *Those
fellows haven't treated me well, but I bear them no malice.
Suppose you feel the same, and you will experience & great
deal of satisfaction in future years when yeu think zhout
it.””  And the virtuous Bunter made for the door again.

Bulstrode seized him, and jammed him down inte a chair
with o jam that made him gasp for breath,

“ MNow, you fat worm,'" he said, in concentrated tones, I
suppose that meane that you were fooling met I'll give
vom such a licking as yvou've never had in your life before !

“Ow! HMold ont It's all right! I—I was only jeking ™

“You'd better stop your Lttle jokes, then, you rat! Tf
ﬁnu'm got a scheme trot it out, befors I lick you!" growled

ulstrode.

“If you please, young gentlemen, I shonld like to closa
my shop now. 1f must be near your bedtime, too.”
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“Oh, all right! Coma out into the Close, Bunter,”

Billy Bunter was marched out, with Bulstrode’s grip on Lis
collar. WUnder the elms they halted in the shadow.

* Now, then, what’s the wheeze?' demmanded Bulstrode.

Bunter wriggled in his grasp,

" Well, you =es, they've got the lecture written down on a
double sheet of manuseript. DBrown is going to take it in his
pocket and read it out, instead of miving a lecture from
memory, I think it was Nugent suggested that reading a
paper was often done at geographical socioties, and so on, and
it would look tust as weﬁ."‘

* But where do we come int"”

* Well, my idea was fo write out another paper, just like
that one, and aubstitute it for the lecture paper,” said Bunter.
“I could eazily worlk it, you know—or you could manage
changing the papers, 83 Brown iz in your study. We could
write some rot on the vew paper, but beginning in the saane
way so that Brown wouldn't notice till he had fairly storted
to read. Then it would ba messed 2p. He couldn’t remember
a word without his paper, I jolly well know that, and he
would leok an awlul ass’

Bulstrode's eyes pleamed.

Billy Bunter's idea was to spoil the lecture, and make Tom
Brown look an ass, as he expressed 1, but DBulstrode had at
onee detected thet he might effect zomething racre than that.

“It's a jolly good scheme,”” Bunter went on. * It takes
o fellow like ane to think of these things, but-—"t

“That's enough !”’

Bulstrede walked away, his brow wrinkled in thought, and
that vindictive gleam still in lus eves.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Buistrode's Trick.

HE next morning Tom Brown and hiz comrades gave
the finishing touches to the lecture. Bob Cherry pro-
nounced it pretty good, ond he gave that judgment
with the aiv of an experi. Tom wasz zatisfied, and

he folded up the sheet of foolseap and put it in hiz pocked,
and never thought of looking at it again £l he should re-
quire 1t ab Cilf House.

Afler dinnor the juniors prepared for tue walk over to Mizs
Primroze’s School for Girls, They donned the cleansst of
clean collurs, and Bob Cherry spent sdme time in polishing
hiz silk hat. Dob hated silk hats, but he felt that he mus:
do justice to the occeasion.

Tom Brown came in from punting a ball on the footer field
to get ready. Ile went up to the dormitory for a wash, and
Billy Bunter looked in while he was there. DBrown’s jacket
luy on o bed, and Bunter's eves glirunerved behind his spec-
tacles, The folded paper was in oue pocket of that jacket.

The fat junior scuttled back into tha passage. ulstroda
met him at the corner.

* Now's your chance, Bulstrade I'" whispered Bunter,

* Hera you are,’”” said Bulstrodo.

He drew a folded-up double shect of foolscap from his
m%&t, and held it out to Bonter., Bumter promptly drew
atk.

“(Oh, no! You're going to change the papers, BDulstrode.™

“Fool! I—" )

Lock here, I'm not going ta visk 1! You haven't pot
to face the fellows in No, 1 B8tudy, and 1 have,” satd Buonler.
" Besides, I don't know what you've written on that papev.
You wouldn't show it to me.”

Y Mind vour own business !

** Well, I'm not roing to change the papers—""

* Look here——"

“¥'m off IV _

Bulstrode minde a clutch at the fat junior, and caught him
by tha ear.

o WNow, then, vou young cad—-=""

“Ow! Leggo! If you don’t let me alone I'll well to Tom
Ii;‘f;rwn and tell him all about iL!” said Bunter, in a shnill
WIS M,

ﬂxilst,mds, with a look of fury, released him, He was in
Bunter's hands for the moment. Billy Bunter rubbed luns
sonrlet oay, and scuttled off.

** Hallp, whot’s the trouble’™ said Skinner, coming slong
the passage,

““ Here, you help me, Skinny,”” said Bulstrede. " It's o
jape on the Maori. 1've written out some rot to change for
the paper he's going to read at CHIf House. It's in his jacket

ocket in the dorm. and he's taken his jacket off to wash,
g‘.'bu change 'em—"

ANSWERS
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“* No fear!"”

“It's all right ! said Bulstrode irritahly. ** There's no risk.
I'll keap his attention while you change the papers.”

* He's such & jolly hard hitter when his dander's up," said
Skinner dubiously. ** Blessed if I like the idea.”

* Jle won't even see you. I'll tackle him and get vp & row,
and it won’t take you a minute. It will be a howling good
jepe,” said Buolstrode persuasively,

*(Yh, all nght !**

" Here's the paﬂ[_‘:er."

Skinner took the paper, and followed Bulstrode into the
Remove dormitory. Tom Brown was splashing in the cold
water at his washstand, and puffing and blowing. He glanced
round with & streaming faca as the two eame in.

“ {1allo ! said Bulstrode. * Off to Chff House?™

“Yes, in a few minutes.”

“1'd like to come,™

“(Can't ba did 17

“Well, you confounded worm, it's like yomr cheek to say
so, anyway "' said Buolstrode. **I don’t think Miss Primirose
onght to admit a chap like you. I've a jolly good mind to
give you a tiick ear to take along with you!'"

Tom Brown's eves Hashed.

Why the Remove bully should choose that moment {fo
fasten a quarrel upon him in thiz ontrageous way he did not
know, but he was not the kind of fellow to stand any non-
ORI,

“* Come and give me one, then!” he exclaimed. * You will
get two in return for it !

“We'll jolly soon see about that!” exclaimed Bulstrode,
rushing &t him.

In a moment they were grappling aud rolling on the Aoor
of the dormitory.

Tom Brown was too busy for the next few minutes to have
any eyes for Skinner. That youth sat on the bed where hia
jacket lay. To grope in the pockets and extract a felded
paper occupied Bkinner ouly a few seconds. He passed Bol-
strode’s paper into the pocket where the other one had been,
and rosg from the bed with a grin.

Tom Brown had scen nothing.

“Here, what's all the row about?’ exclaimed Skioner.
" Come along, Bulstrode! No good having a row now.”

Bulstrode did not answer. He was struggling furiously with
the Now Zealander, trying to pet him under, but, as a matter
of fact, he was petting the worst of it

Thers was a sound of voices and footsteps in the passage.
Harry Wharton and Bob Clierry looked into the dormitory.

“ [1alle, halle, hallo! Aren't you remdy, Brown? Why—
w hnt—""

Wharton and Cherry gazed for 2 moment in amazement at
the strugpling forms, and then they took a hand, so to speak.
To .c:p{mk more accurately, they took a foot—each taking one
iﬁf Bulstrode's ankles, and dragging him violently away from

rOWT.

Tom Brown jumped up, gasping for breath. ]

Bulstrode, dragged slong the Boor by his ankles, sguirmed,
and velled, end threotened, but the chums of the Hemove

ave him the length of the dormitory and back again befove
they let him go.

Then Skinner helped him up. Bulstrode was dusty and
dishevelled, and blazing with rage.

“Hold on!" mmitered Skinner.
Wharten means business ™

“1 don't care! I—-" -

“ Better hold on,' said Harry Wharton, with a zlint in lus
eyes, “ You were a cowardly rotter to pick a quarrel with
Brown jnst before he was starting for Ct:ﬂ' House, and vou
know it. If you doo’t get out of this dorm. in two seconds
we'll [’sing} you out "

“

“Pon't ke an ass!

“ Are you going?’ : ;

“It'a all right,” whispered Blmner, draggmg Liis Fviend
away. ‘T've done ths business. It's all serene !’

They left the dormitary.

“ What was it about, Browney """ asked Boh Cherry.

Tr[.-{n Brown shook his head, and went back to lns wash-
ataml,

“ Blessed if I know!" he said  “ They suddenly came in,
and Dulstrode picked a quarrel with me about going to Chff
House, I suppose he's wild becausze ha caw't go. Sorry to
keep you fellows waiting. I'll be ready in a jiffe"”

“Raght you are!” ) ]

Tom Brown was soon ready. The juniors went downstairs,
where Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh were waiting
for them. The Greyfriars Remove wero going in to afternoon
lessons, and many an envious glance was cast at the five as
they left the house and strolled across the Close,

“Wea're in luck, and no mistake!’ Harry Wharton re-
marked, ** Miss Primrose is & brick! I only hone the lectire
will be a big success.”

*We'll do our best,” grinned Tom Brown. *'1 don’t sup-
pose the girls will be very particular. They wan't care much
whether there are meysers or cannibals in Tarvanaki,”

““Ha, ha! I suppose not!"
Tar Macxer—=391, - o
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* Auyway, the tea will be all vight,” said Nugent. “It's
a giddy treat, and I think Mizs Primroze and Tommy deserve
g vote of thanks apiece.”

“* Hear, heay 1"

*Fhe heav-hearfulness is tervific 1"

And the chums of Greviiars, in the best of spirits, strods
along the lane to Cliff House. Erpe long the wide, blue sea
burst upon their gaze as they came in sight of the bay, and
a few minules later they were at the gates of Chff House.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Lecture.

A OW Lind of the dear doctor, and how very obliging of
vou, my dear boy 1" said Miss Pevelope Prunrese as
she rreeted the New Zealand junior.

I

“ Not at all, madam,” satd Tom Brown, 1 am
only too happy.”

14 18 very good of you fo say 30"

“ And my friends were only too happy to come and suppovt
nie during the lecture,’” =aid Tom Drown,

* Yes, rather!”

* The ratherfulness 1x terrific 1™

3 thank them all,”” =aid Miss Primrose. “It will be so
interesting to hear about the natural phenomena of New
Fealand from the lips of a native. 1 am sure all the girls
will be delighted, and they will profit very greatly by the
lesture,™

1 was thinking of reading a paper cut, ma'am——"

* Quite so—quite so, my dear’” said Misa Frimrose. “1
atn =nre you must be tired after the walk from Grevinurs, so
you shall rest and have some refreshment, and then 1 will
prepuve the large sehoolveom for the leclure. Afterwards L
liope vou will stay and bave tea with me.”

“With very great pleasure, ma'sm.” ]

The juniors prinned at the idea of being tired after the
waile from Greyfriurs, but they were by ne means sorry to
jmrtake of tea and cake. o

They were allowed a long vest, Miss Prinrose coming in
every now and then to see how they were getiing on. On
ope oceasion she found them playing leap-lrog, and on
another Tom Brown was showing liow to do a paunt with o
hassock, and Miss Prinrose had 2 narrow escope of getting
the hassool. . _

But the head-mistress of CHE House only smijed indul-
aently. :

She understood that boys will be boys, and she was ready
to make allowances for the exubevance of boyisl spirits.

But the juniors frem Greyfriars were very prim and orderly
wlen the time came to go inlo the big scheolroom for the
lecture. o

‘Tom Brown, remembering the paper in his pocket, fumbled
for it to make sure that it was still there. Ilis fingers closed
on the folded foolscep, and he was satisfied.

They entered the big room, _ .

The pupils of Cliff Heouse were seated in theic places,
and every eye was immedialely turned upon the Bve juniors.

The boys turned a little pink. :

It was no light ordeal to facs suddenly the concentrated
gaze of thirty pairs of pretty eyes.

The boys lept their evea on the floor, and Tom Brown,
for the [rst time, felt a slight misgiving. e » ondered how
e would find the nerve to read out his paper on New
waatand under the fire of so many feminine eyes.

He had not theught of that before. If he allowed shyness
to influence him=if he lost his nerve—all was losi.

Miss Locke, the second mistress of (i House, grecfed
il juniors courteously. Miss Locke was a Girton Cirl, and
a vounger sister of the Head of Greyfriars, Bhe did not
think the lecture so good an idea as Miss Primrose thought
it: hut it was not her place 1o express an opivion on tho
subject, and she had not done so. i

Ay dears,” said Miss Primrose, addressing the e
poctant girls, “this is Master Brown, of Yarawarki——"

“Taranaki, ma'am,” said Tom Hrown. ;

“ Pray excuse my mistake. Of—of Tarasgnawki, who haa
kindly consented to deliver a lecture, or rather to—er-to
read a paper, on the history, tepography, geography,
geology, and manners and customs of New Aegland.”

“ My hat'? murmured Tom Brewn. ** Dlessed if I think
my lecture will eome up to that. What do you think,
Nugent ) ]

= Tt's nll right. Make it as short as pessible, and let’s get
to the tex scene,” was Nugent’s advice.

“ 1 am sure you will all feel gratoful to Maslier Brown
for his kindness in this matter,” said Miss Primrose.

“ Heoar, hear ! said Clara Trevelyn.

“Oh, Clara )" murmured Marjorie,

*
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“Well, T suppose somebedy had to say something,” said
Bliss Clara.

“Mnster Brown, will you kindly take the desk?”

“Cortainly, ma'am."

“IHero ara seata for your friends——"" ;

Tom Brown gasped. Seats had been arranged for his
chums lo sit in & row fecing him. It wasz a moral certainty
that some of them would prin or make grimaces at him,
and upset him in the middle of the lecture. Besides, Tom
was beginning to feel deoidedly nervous, and he didn't want
to be left alone.

“ Herw, stand by me, for goodness' sake, you chaps,” he
whizspered. * Don’t desert a fellow like that.”

Harry Wharton paussd.

** But our scats are there——""

“Hats! BStay hore! T'ii fix it.”

1k you will take your seats—""

“If vou please, ma'am, 1 should
lecture in the New Zealand style,’
diffidently,

*Yes, cortainly. How—""

“The chaps can stand round me while I speak, and
iIllp[mrt me,"" exclaimed Tom Brown. * That—that iz how

moean,”

* Dear me, that is & remarkable custom; but certainly--
certainly, if yvou wish,” said Miss Primrose. * Pray stand
where you are, my dear boys.”

The dear boys did not look wholly pleased. They didn't
want to stand upon their legs for half an hour. But there
was no help {dr it now.

The girls were looking on with grave faces. But there
were twinkles in many pretty eves, and Tom Brown thouzht
he caught a plimmer in Miss Clara's cyes, which made the
blush deepen in_ his sunburnt cheeks.

I;Ia fumbled in his pocket for the paper, and brought it
put.

There was silence in the school-room.

The pirls naturally looked at the lecturer;:
lecturer was *“ ower young ™ to face such an ordeal.

When he raised his eyes they met the gaze of so many, and
the goneral gaze seomed almost to burn & hole in him.

Toin Brown had plenty of nerve on the football field.
He could make a run for a goal with as much dash as any
three-quarter of his age on the Rugeer field; and he could
face anvbody near his size with or without gléves.  But

under the gaze of the girls of Cliff House he found his self-
posaession descriing him.,

“ Buck up, old chap!" whispered Nugent,
hart vou, vou know !

Y Oh, bosh "' muttored Brown.

_ He mechanically unfolded the paper, but the writing on
it swam bofore his eves. He couslied to clear his throat.
nnd coughed again, and then fell into a fit of coughing, and
finished with a face as red as a poppv.

Miss Locke handed him a glass of water, and he mumbled
thanks and teck it, and swallowed some; but of course ir
went down the wromg way, and there was another fit of
coughing. He stood the glass uwpon the desk with a
trembling hand, and coughed. Naturally enough, he knocked
the glass with his elbow and sent it flving, and it swamped
the water over Miss Locke's dress.

Misa Locke bore it with a Bpartan visage, but Tom sus-
WIEEg that she was not feeling as calm and equable as she
ooked.

Ile would have given untold wealth for the Hoor of the
school-room to opon at that moment and swallow him ap.

But it was not likely to do so, and Tom herowcally re-
strained & wild desire to bolt for it out of the nearest door.

Heo spread the paper out before him, snd without venturing
to look at his audience again, ho beran to read.

Hea fel: n sensation of great thankfulness that he had
Lhuuf;lll of reading a paper instead of lecturing * off his own

at.'

For, in his present stats of mind. he cortainly would not
havo remembered a single word of anything he had com-
mitted to momory.

As it was, he read out what weas writien on the paper
mechanically, too confused for the words to convey any
cloar idea to his mind.

;:Ehe first words electrified everybody but the reader him-
self :
My dear kide—""

My goodness " murmured Miss Clara, * what o way of
addressing us.

It is very odd I** said Marjorie.

Most of the girls began to gigele.

The mgole reached the leeturer’s cars; but he was fairly
started now, and he went on blindlr.

My dear kida! I am very glad to be here on this
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refer to deliver the
sard Tom Brown,

but the

“They won't

oreasion, Gecause Miszs Primrose will stand uz a jolly gaod
ten, and that is really what we have conie for.”

There was a shriek of langhter.

Tom Brown's chums stood pefrified, Miss Locke's {foce
went very hard. Miszs Primrose seemed to be too astounded
to think or spealk.

The girls were almost in convulsions.

. They had intended to be very geod, but this unexpectedly
frank announcement at the beginning of the lecture was tuo
much for them.

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ h, dear "

““ My goodness 1™

““Ha, ha, ha "

“Deoar me!" murmured Miss Pritarose, at last.
1*-&&;1 singalar! Tenr me!"

om Brown paused for & moment.

He -realised that there was something wrong .with the

leeture, but his brain was in a whirl,k Wharton trod on his

it Hﬂ'w

tos.
“Don't begin to dplaiy the giddy ox now, Brown, he
whispered. “ Why don’t you read out the lecture as wo

wrote it down T

¥I—I am,” gasped -Brown, in & great flusry.
what's written here.”

“Rats! You'rd off your rocker!

“ But—but 1 tell vou—-"

“(h, get on with the washing "

Thus adjured, Tom Brown *
with an effcet that the juniors ha
when they set out for Greyfriars.

“ That's
Get on with it 1"

t on_with the weshing.”
been far from anticlpating

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Quite a-Success.

HE laughtor was hushed as Tom Brown resumed.
‘The girfs could see that there was something amiss,
but they thought that confusion had caused the New
Zealand junior to stammer out what was really in his
mind instead of reading what was written on tha paper.
“Give the ﬂlﬂ-ﬂr feliow a chance,’ muttercd Miss Ulara.
And the girls became na grave as they could.
Fom Brown hacked at his throat to clear it, though, as a
matter of fact, 1t did not require clearing. Then he plunged

n.

“T1 will preface my remarks about New Zealand with the
statemont that it ia a rotten place, and that 1 was jolly glad
to F«et out of it——""

““ My hat!"” muttered Wharton.

“Right off his rocker !

“ Thi off-fulness of his ssteemed rocker 13 torrific,””

Tom Brown broke off, snd stared at the paper.

Even in the whirl of his mind he could roulise that some-
thing was wrong here, and that some accident must have
happened to his paper.

Eut- he had fo go on somechow, and he missed out the next
few paragraphs, and hoped that it would come right later.

“Binee [ have been in England 1 have hed as many fecds
a5 possible: but I am always ready for another, and so0 I
was glad to accept Miss Primrose’s invitation—ounly 1 hﬂi{m
the tea won't Lo as weak as usual this afternoon—ow I

The “ow ™ was cansed by Wharton’s hecl coming down gn
the reader’s toc.

:%ha:it !im reu ass!” muttered Harry wrethfully.

“ YWhat are you reading out that piffle for ?”

““It's on the paper,”

“It's not! You're dreamwing. I wrote the
myself for you, and do you think I should put
like that 1

“Well, 1t's here !"

“ Dear me," said Miss Primrose, * this 15 not exactly what
I anticipated. Pleass ccase laughing, my dear girls.”

“Certainly, Miss Primrose. a, hn, ha!"

“I'd botter go on,”’ muttered Tom desperately. I dare
gav it will come right.”

“You'd better chuek it."”

Dut Tom Brown wasz already going on.

“1 shall give vou a short lecture, ladies and gentlemen,
beenuse I'm in & hurry to get b0 the fea, and if old
Primrose—""

Tom Brown hroke off—fortunately., Balstrode had not
been particular what he wrote, and there was worse to come,

“* My hat!” nuttered Tom Brown, staring dazedly at the
paper. ““ My only hat! How did that get on the paper?
My only summer hat " _

“ Ring off, vou utter ass!" whispered Wharton fiercely.

He jerked the paper out of Tom Brown's hand.

. h-fliss Tocke was on her feel now, her foce very pold and
ard,

““ He's crazy !

aper out
owit atuff
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"1 think this had better cease,” she said. * If this is yqur
idea of a joke, Brown, I must say you havé o very peculiar
wr'.‘ﬂ? of Iumiml_x;.”

“Why, this isn't the paper ! exclaimed Wharton, staring
Bt the sheet, * It's—it's been changed |

T P!'.I.EW' EI'I

"“That accounta.”™

“The accountfulnesas is terrific.”

Tom Brown teok back the paper from Wharton, and
gazed at 1t in amazement. He could see it now—the paper
had been changed.

“But—but it was in my pocket all the time' he
exclaimed, ‘' How—how on earth could the other paper
have got changed for this?”

“"It was a jape, I suppose.™

Tom Brown gritted hiz teeth.

“1 wish I were within hitting distance of the japer !” he
mauttered. " I'd take hia japing out of him for a bit!"

“Dear me ! sard Miss Primrose,

Harry Wharton turned to her quickly.

“Pray excuse Brown, Miss Primrosa. It's a jeke of some
rotter—aome fellow, I mean. Brown's paper has been taken
away, and this one substituted for it, and Brown never knew
the difference till now.”

“Dear me!” ;

“You will not think that he meant to read out this rot—
this rubbish, of course 17

“Dear me! It was a very thoughtless trick io play.”

“"Yea; it was a mean trick, too ™

“*Then, if Brown has lost his paper, he will not be able
to deliver the lecture,” said Missa Primrosa. T am very
disappointed, Bat I suppose it cannot be helped.”

"Yea, it can I'" exclaimed Tom Brown desperately,
do it out of my own head "

“ Not Lhmugi your hat, pleazn ! murmured Nugent.

“Dry up! I'll manage the thingd It's all right, Mies
Primreze. If you will allow me, I'll give the lecture, all
the same."

Tom Brown was on his mettle now, and his shyness rolled
off him like a cloak. He meant business, if only to disap-
point the japer whe had tried to spoil the lecture.

“ertainly 1" said Miss Primeose.

“Zood " muttered Wharton, *Go ahead, old fellow !

“The go-ahcadfulness is terrific.”

Towm Brewn took hiz courage in both hands, so to speak
and went ahead. He raised his eyes to the asudience, an
faced them holdly, and started.

“ Ladies—"

“Hear, hear I'" murmured Miss Clara.

“ladies, I have preat pleasure in addressing you for o
few minutes upon the subject of my native country——"

S0 far, Tom recalled the original speech.

Fromr that point ha had to depond upon his imagination.

But ha was, as wé have said, on his mettle., He faced tho
leclure as he might have fuced a chargo on the footer-field,
What he remembered of the lecture was mingled with a
great deal he imagined for the octasion. Maori manners
and customa were invented on the apot, along with statistica
of population of the most extraordinary sort. In his excited
frame of mind Tom was not particular to 2 million or so.

The lecture was interesting.

Exactly what connestion it had with the real facts nobody
knew, and least of all Tom Brown, of Taranaki.

But it went down all right, and that, after all, was the
great thing.

The lectura was a success.
viciary from tho jaws of defeat.

When it was concluded, Misa Primrose thanked him vory
much, and the girls clapped their hands, and the New
Tealand junior was the hero of the hour.

“Well, vou did that jolly well!™ said Nugent, as the
guitted the school-room. ‘' But are there really eannibals
in Taranakii"

“Phewn ! Lid I say there werei”

“Yes; you did.”

“ Blessed if T knew what T was baEth, then 1"

“What about that eruption of a velewno, and the lava
fowing down the mountsin in g stream a mile and & guarter
wide ¥ asked Wharton.

“My only hat! I didn't say so, suraly ™'

“¥You jolly well did 1"

“ Oh, dear, I wonder why

“Ha, ha, ha!”

# Mever mind, it waa a jolly good lectore!”™ said Beb
Cherry, langhing. “And now gl'm ready for tea, you
chapa. tig way '

* Ten was ready, and Marjorie & Co. took it upon thom-
selves t{Itl look atter the Greyiriars juniors, and they did it
very well,

YT was g0 inferested,” said Marjorie, as she filled Tom's
eup for the third time. **What a splendid sight it must
heve been, the earthguake, and the whole mountain relling
into thoe sea !

Tom DBrown turned crimson.
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H What earthquake ¥ ho asked.

“Why, the one you told us abouf 1™

Taom Brown grinned feebly.

" ¥ou—ryou mustn't take it too seriously,”™ he murmured.
“ Ags—ns a matter of fact, J—I hardly Enuw what I was
talking about.”

Marjorie smilod,

“ Well, do you know, T thought that was the case,” sho
said. ** Never mind, it was a very good lecture.”

And, all weve agroed that it was, indeed, & very good
lecture, and Tom Brown and his friends were pretty well
satisfied, upon the whole, as they took their homeward way
to Graeyiriars.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Paying the Plper]

ey SAY, you fellows——"
Billy Bunter lovmed up in the dusk as the chums of
the Remove came in at the éffalea of Greyiriars,

—_ 1 osay, you fellows, did the lecture go off all
right Y

Tom Brown uttered an evelamation,

“ My hat! Buuter, of courze ! 5 i

YO 1Y gasped liil[f’ Buiter, as the New Zealand junior
soized himt by the collar. “Ow, ow! Don't shake me liko
that | You might make wy glassea fall off, and if they got
brolien, vou'd jolly well have to pay for them! Ow "

““ You changed that paper, didn’t you §™

el Nol®

Tom Brown ecazed Lo shake him,

" Honour brighty™

“]1 hope you don’t think I would prevaricate, Brown®"
E@Edlﬁillj Bunter, blinking at him with an air of great

ity

“ T don't think yoeu would do anything else!l”
Brown,

“ (Oh, really—"

*It was like on2 of Bunter’s dodges,’” said Harry
Wharton.

“Well, I didn't do it!" said Bunter. “T haven't tho
faintest idea what was on the second paper, and I didn't
know for sure that it would work.”

“ Why, you young sweep, vou've given yourself away!”
exclaimed  Nugent. “ How did von know anything about
the second paper ™

¢ JeaY didn’t ! Drown just said that—that—"

The New Zealander tightened bis grip upon Billy Bunter,
and pinned him up agaivst the gate. s frowning brow
loomed up terrifically before the startied eyes of the Owl of
the Remove.

Y Look hera,” he zaid steenly, I see yon know all abous
it. If you didn’t change the papers, who did "’

“Ow! How should I know? Make lum
Wharton I"

Hurry Wharton sheok his head.

“* Mot much, till you've told the truth,”

“[-=1 can’t—""

“Ha, ha, ba!” roared DBob Cherry.

growled

leggo,

“He can't tell the

truth!  Bunter has got his own characler down fine for
E]:”
“"Ha, ha, ha!”

“Y—1 moean, I'm sincerely sorry; but—but T can't give
Bulstrode and Skinner away, or they would lick me."”

* Bulstrode and Skinner!" ejaculated Nugent.

¢ J—l—— Oh, really, I--I'm not going to mention any
names! You sea——"

Tom Brown reloased the fat junior, and left him gasping.
The chums walked on, and there was & [rown on Lthe Now
Zealander’s fsce.

““ B0 that was why Bulstrade picked that row with me in
the dorm..' he said. “He did it while Skinner was
changing the papers in my pocket. It's clear cnough now.
It was only 2 jape, I suppose, but it might have got us into
Fl:_mh]ﬁ at Chff House, and it's the sort of jape I don™t
Pho,

*The troublefulness might Lave been terrifiee T think
that the bumpfulness of the honourable rotters would be the
proper caperiulness.”

“ Just what T was thinking,” remarked Wupent.

“Hallo,” srid a volee, as Skinner came in sight, * how
did the lecture go off ¥

The next moment Skinner was gasping and struggling as

five pairs of hands seized him, and he was whizled off his
cet,
“ Hore—hello—hallo ! 1old on! Whatcher at? What ?

Eh? Chuck it!" roared Skinner,
your rockera? Hold on 1™
“Bump him [ -

A Splandid Tale Harry Wharton
& Co. By FRANK RICHARDSI,
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“HMotd on! Drop it! I—"

Skinner was bumped, and bumped again,  Then the
avengers, grinning, marched on, leaving Skinner gasping on
the ground in a state of utter bewilderment.

They cntered the School House, and went up to the
Remove quarlers, and Tom Brown stopped at the door of
his study. and locked in.

Bulstrode was there, and he looked round, with & snecring
simile, at the sight of the Now Zealnnder.

His expression changed o Littls, however, as Drown came
in, and Wharton, Cherry, Nugent and Hurree Singh
followed Lim.

e started to his feet in zome alarm.

“* Hallo, what de you {ellows want "7 he demanded.

' Nothiag !

“Then got outI™

“It isn't o guestion of what we want, but of what you
want,” explained Tom Brown., * It may have been a pood
joke o change those papers in my pocket. Bub it was a
caddish trick to shove in a disrespectiul reference to Miss
Frimeose, and it might have got me into troubls.”

“I don't know what youw're talking about !

" Cheess it, Bulstrode ! We know all about it 1"

The Reinove bully turred red. PBully he might be, but he
was no coward as a rule, and he was not wont to take
refuge in Talachood,

“Wel, I did jupe you, if you want fo know!" he
exclaimed. * It was a jolly good jape, too, and I hope you
got turnod out of Cliff [Mouse 1™

“Wall, wa didn’t get turned ont. We made 1t all !'i.?.'ht.
and we've had a ripping tes, and o good time generally”
said Wharton, *““If it had turned out as badly as all that,
Bulwiimd?, it would have led to samne rough times for you."

* Rats 1™

¢ And, as it 15, you're not going to escape scot free,’
Wharton. * Bump him 1"

Bulstrode startod back.

But there was no escape for him.  He made & rush for the
door, but the juniors closed round him, and five pairs of
nands fastened upon hin.

The bully of the Remove struggled [urmously, Dut, burly
as he was, he had no chance, anﬁ he was dragged baclk, and
bumped.

Bump, bump, bump ! ; ;

Bulstrode reared and siruggled, without avail. He was
bumped, and bumped aguin, till the breath was bumped out
of hine,

“ Now then,” said Tom Brown, “are you sorry ?”

It waes the useal formula. But Dulsirods was in no mood
for fun. He struggled and kicked savagely.

“ Are you sorey I

“No ! roared Bulstrode,

“ Bump him! Now, ara vou sorry '

* No, hang you!"

“ Bamp him again!”

And he was promptly bumned once mora.

“Ow: Yow! Yah!"

“ Are you sorry "

“ No—yes 1Y

“Good! Are you awfully sorry?”

“Yea!” pasped Bulstroede, who felt that he couldn't
stand ony more bumping. ' Yes!™

“ Are you awfully, fearfully sorey®"

“Yea-e-as ™

“Drop him!"

And the Remove bully was dropped on the floor.

“If he's sorry, it's all right,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“Your apology is accepted, Bulsirede, but don’t you be
s nsughty boy mgsin, or we shall really bump you next
time 1"’

And the Remaovites crowded out of the study, and
slammed tae door. Bulstrode picked himself up, gasping.
He had not been really huri, but ke had cortainly been
Very rnu%hiy handled, and he was out of breath, and very
dusty and dighevelled. '

He was noi in a state of mind to be safely interviewad
hy anyone, and it must have been Billy Bunter’s evil star
that led him to Bulstrode's study just then. The door
opened, and the Owl of the Remove bliinked in.

“1 say, is that wyou, Bulsirede?' he said. “Good! I
wani to speak to you. Those chaps have come back, and
they'ra on the warpath. They want me to tell them who
changed the papers, but, of course ] won't. I'm too
honourable. I say, you koow, I'm awfully hungry., Are
you coming down to the tuckshop "

“Come in a minute, Bunter,"”

“ Certainly ! I—owl-—vou treacherous beast, leggo!™

“Bo you gave me away, did you?" hissed Bulstrode, as
he prasped the Owl of the Removae, * Then you can jollw
well take a licking for it !

And he bhegan to box Billy Bunter's ears ferociously.
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The fat junior yeiled till the Remove passage rang from
end to end. But Bulstrode did not desiet. Hiz smacks
came forcibly on every part of Bunier's stout person, and
the fat junior writhed and wriggled.

“Ow-—ow ! Rescue! Help! Murder! Fire! Ow!”

Billy Bunter wrenched himself loose at last, and made a
brealk for the door. Bulstrode made a dash after bhim.
Buunter was first, but the Hemove bully had time to take
a flying kick at him as he ran out.

Bunter gave a vell, and pitched forward on his hands
and knens.

He was up again in a sezond, however, and, racing
down the p?ssafﬂ for his life; and Bulstrode turned back
mto his study, feeling considerably better.

THE SEYENTEENTH CHAPTYER.
Something Wrong with the Piel

i LESSED if I koow what the liitle game ia!" said
B Frank Nagent, at tea-time, a day or two later, in
Mo. 1 Study in the Remove o ,
Harry Wharton looked up from chipping his

second egg.

“What little pame?” he demanded. *“No. 13 Study up
to something aﬁuin it

“0Oh, uo! 1It's Torm Brown.”

“YWhat's the matter with Matton #"

“It's some little .game,” said Nugant. "1 suppose it
mwust be a jape of some sort. He's gol eomething going
mn the tool-shed. (Gosling's in the secret, for he keeps
nh'l:'er_-:;hnd:,r eise out of the tool-shed. 1 suppose Brown tipa

inm""

" Most likely,” satd Wharton. “ I remember Brown was
busy there on the day before the ClLif Houss lecture. He's
making somedhing or other, perhaps.”

“Then why doesn't he let a chap see it?"”

" The whyfulnesa is terrific.”

“1 say, you fellows——"

“1t's some hittle game,” said MNugent, with conviction.
“1 acked Go:zling to lend me a saw to-day, just to go into
the shed. He lent me the saw, but he fetched it himse!f,
end wouldn't let me go in.”

“ Brown 15 squaring him, of conrass.”

“71 suppose he is; gut what's it all about "

*1 say, yvou fellows o

“*Oh, shut up, Bunter! We know you're hungrv.”

1 wasn't going to say that, Wharton."

“0Oh, have you got 2 new record on at Jast?"

“QOh, really, arton! I mean, I think ¥ could tell
you something about Brown's little game. It's somathing
l.!ﬁ against this study. T'll undertake to find out if you
like.. You know my abilities as a Boay Scout.™

“ Was, we know 'em, Bunter. You young ass!"

“The asz-fulness of the esteemed Bunter 18 terrific [V

“Well, T don't think you au%lht to let a new.comer got
ahoad of this sbudy,"” said BRilly Bunter, blinking at
Wharton. ' However, there’ is another and more im-
portant matter to settle. I suppose you Know that we're
celebrating the Fifth on Baturday this week.”

F Gl:l' hﬂlﬂ prr

“To-morrow's Saturday, and you chaps haven't laid in
un&st?ﬂt{ of Rreworks vet. Of couree, there's geing to be
&, bonfire 1In the Close, and we shall want a lot of fire-
works. What about my scheme of getting themn at a fifty
per cent. reduction, through my relation in the business?”

Y Rotten I

“Oh, really, you fellows! I can save you pounds! You
TAl%e 4 s subseription, and place it in my hands, and

u‘u__l'!

o Never sae 1t again 7" _

“I don't mean that. You pet fireworks at half-price,
through my infuence. Wou don't get & chance like this
every day. If yvou were at all businesslike, you would
jump at it."”

* We must be awfully unbusinesslike. then, for we're
not going to do any jumping,’” grinmed Nugent. * Put on
anotner rocord.”

“ But look here, I zave vou pounds.
# fiver in my handz—--""

"gl"la, ha, ha! Where are wea fo get the fiver, you young
LTER.

*1 don’t think you ought to be mean when I'm trying
to do you & favour. But suppose we say five shillings, then?
You- place five shillings in my hands—"

" And you take it for a walk to Mre. Mimble's—""

“If you doubt mv honesty, INugent, thiz discussion had
belter ceasze,” said Bunter, with a great deal of dignity.

“A jolly sight better!” agreed Nugent. “ Pass tha
marmalade.”

“It's not a chanes to be lost—

suppese you have

¥
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“ Under the auspicious clrcumstapces of your return——" began Bab Cherry.
joking, Cherry?" he asked stéernly,

oNE o
HALFPENNY, A |

o T i P e L B L

Mr. Quelch stared. ' Are you ‘

“Oh, ring off, old chep! Your scheme is bezinning fo
get on my nerves,'” sald Wherton, ' As o matler of fact,
we've raised ten bob for fireworks and we're geing to
spend it at Mra. Mimble's—pot in grub fer a young
porpoise, though. When yon fellows have finished tea, we
may a3 well get along. Mrs. Mimble will be doing a
roaring trade to-night.”

Mra. Mimble was indeed doing a pood trade. ]

The boys had the Head's permission to have a bonfire in
the Close on Saturday might, and with the usual desire of
enorgetic youth Lo celebrate any cecasion by making a row,

ey were investing nmost of their apare cash in fireworks.

The Fifth of November always brought a little harvest
to Mra. Mimble, snd the present occasion was no excep-
tion: to the rule.

In the schonl shop the wsoal display of “tuck” was
half-hidden by arruys of freworks of all sizes and colours
and all sorte and conditions.

There were a crowd of purchasers, and the shop waa very
full, and o placid smile of contentment sat upon the
features of Mrs. Mimble. Bhe grected Harry Wharton &
Co. with the utimost sweetness,

“What can I do for vou, Master Wharten

“ Fireworks," said Harey, with a smile.

The chums of the Hemove procecdad to select their pur-
chases. Billy Bunter blinked at them dizcontentedly. His
scheme, by which he could save them pounds—according
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to his own account—was ruthlessly and contempluously
passed over and neglected. It was enough to make a
fellow, conscious of his own cleverness, discontented.

Tom Brown gave the [at junier a slap on the back.

¥ Anything wrong, Bunter?"'

“Ow! Don't broak my back, you ass! Yes, those
dummies are chucking their monoy away. I could save
toem pounds if they would let me.™ : :

“Well, it's awfully generous of you to take it to heart like

fhis"

“Well, I am a generous chap, Brown. Look here, i‘ﬂ-u
haven't treated me well, hut never bear malice. :rﬁ
willing to save you pounds if vyou like. I suppose you're
going to lay out some tin in lireworks.”

““What-ho !

“ 1f vou like to place it in my hande, T con geb the stul
at hall price, through my infuence. I've a relation in the
line——"*

“More rats! But I'll tell yon what. You know those
old elothes of yours—thoss old load check duds that Nugent
said ought to be buried alive”

* They're jolly good clothes 3

“ Well, will you swap them for a half-crown?”

“Make it five bob."”

“ All right,” said Tom, who was never given to haggling
over monay. Y Thev're not worth it, but here you arc.
Jacket, frousers, and waistcoat, mand,™

A Splandid Tale of

Harry Whayton
By FEANK RICHARDS,
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“¥es, vou can have the lot. They're going at a big
bargain,” said Bunter, with a sigh. “ But I always like
doing & fellow a good turn. Dut T say, what do you want
them forc¥"

“That’s my businesz !

And Tom Drown left the tuckshop. Billy Bunter looked
wirer him inguisitively. He was intensely curious, and hoe
always hked to know evervthing that was going on.  He was
strongly inclined to follow Brown, but there were tha five
shillings in his hand, and there was Mrs. Mimble's counter
with an array of goodly comestibles upon it. Bunter turned
towards the counter.

He did not buy any fireworks. He depended upon being
able to handle those purchased by others on bonfire night.
Ha selected several very tasty dishes, sund eat down at a
little table to enjoy himself.

“ My hat,” said Nugent, * Bunter's going strong. What
bank have you been robbing, Bunty?”

*“Oh, really, Nugent! I've sold some of my clothes, at a
great sacrifice. It comes rough on me, but what am I to
do, when the fellows in my own study don’t care whether I
starve or not?’”

" Blessed if I con see how it's our business whethaer you
starve or not,” said Nugent. * That's a ripping pie, I
suppose you're standing a study feed with that pie ¥

“ Nothing of the sort. I sliould be very glad to do so,
but there iz barely enough for me, and I %mm to think ot
my haalth."

And Bunter started on the pie.

It was a big meat pie, with a nicely-browned crust thak
looked very tempting. Bunter took a big slice out of the
crust, and a liberal helping of the suvoury interior, and
began. Skinner strolled up to the table, with a repeating
eracker in his hand, which he had just purchased.

“Did you call me, Bunter?” he asked.

Billy Bunter blinked at him over his steaming plate.

“No, I didn't, Skinner.”

“Ah, I thought perhaps you wanted me to help you
with that nie.”

‘:I don't want any help, thank you.”

My het, Mrs. Mimble makes those pies to be sold in
six portions I said Skinner. “ You don't mean to say
ﬂifl..t- vou're going to woll the lot

‘T have to keep myself going by constant nourishment,
Ei};lmne;!;, I never get enough to eat in my own study,

ither.

1 wouldn't mind wiring in if yvou wanf me to.”

“ Thanks! I don't w&nt.grﬂu to.? 2

Skinner grinned. He made a sign to Hazeldens, who
was standing behind Bunter, and showed him the jumpin
eracker in his hand. Hazeldene understood, and grirmedg:-

¢ was bto divert Bunter’s attention for a few moments,

while Bkinner played the little joke that had ocourred to
his brilliant mind.

“ Halle, did you drop a half-crown, Bunter!” exclaimed
Hazeldane.

is*ft‘.‘g"ﬁa," said Bunter, turning round promptly. * Whera
It £

Billy Bunter squeezed down and blinked under his chair,
Bkinner lifted the cracker to the gas-jet on the wall, and
lighted the tip of the fuse, and noked the cracker inside
the pie, through the opening Bunter had left in the crust.

,There wan a general chuckle from the fellows who saw
um.  Bunter straightened up in hiz chair and blinked
mﬁl%nanth_r at Hazeldona.

here 19n’t any half-crown under the chair,” he grunted.
Ha, ha! I never said there was."

Billy Bunter grunted sgain, and resumed operations on
hiz plate. Tt was nearly cleared now, and he was ready for
a sacond helping.

Skinner and Hazeldene cleared back from the table. The
cracker was fizzing away inside the pie, and it might explode
at‘P.u}' moment now,

_SHounds a3 if somebody were lighting fireworks here,”
said Bunter.  * Better not pay the giddy ox with fire-
words indoors, you fellows.*

Ho thrust the knile into the crust of the [Ha.

Crack!

“Ow! Lort*

Crack, erack, crack!

Bunter jumped up as if electrified.  The repeating
cracker was.cracking away merrily, and the pie-crust flow in
all directions, accompanied by spouts of gravy,

Crack, crack, crack |

“Ow, ow, gw I

“Ha, ha, ha!"

;F;!unter jumped away from the table.

Ow: The pie's exploding! That utterly stupid woman
has been mixing gunpowder 'in my pia! Ow! Yoew! I
must have caten some! Wow ™

‘' Ha, ha, ha !’

The Macxer—91.
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“ Dear me!" gasped Mrs. Mimble.

Crack, crack!

“Yow! Wow!™”

““Ha, ha, ha!” .

Bunter staggered a?&inat the counter with an expression
of almost idiotic bewilderment upon his face. The cracker,
with & final crack-ack, finished its performances by jumping
out of the wrecked pie, and then RBilly saw what was tho

Anatior,

* Bkinner, vou beast—-"
“I1a, he, ha!"
ou—-you—yoy—-=""
ﬂ'Ha‘ hﬂ.-, ha l"
. And the yells of laughtor from the juniors drowned all the
indignant remarks of the Owl of the Romove.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Another Guy!

HERL was a great deal of suppressed excitement in the
T Gl"ﬁf"l‘iﬂ.rﬂ Remove on Saturday merning. :
That evening the Guy Fawkes celebrations were to
take place, and most of the fellows had made some
preparations for a high eld time, with the cxception of the
grave and raverend seigneura of the Sixth.
The Sixth affected to look with lofty indulgence upon
bonfire celebrations; but as o matter of fact, most oi them
enjoyed the ucise and the shouting as much as the juniors.

The Remove always “ wont strong ™ on the oceasion of a
celebration of any kind, and on the Fifth of November thoy
were not likely to be found wanting.

The stock of fireworls laid in by the juniors was cnough
to start a shop with, and if thare was not a deafening noise
on Saturday night, it would not be the [ault of the Remove.

Several “eguys’ had been constructed, and though they
were not things of beauty or joya for ever, they wore likely
to be joys for that night, when they blazed up in funcral
pyrea.

“I'm sorry the affair to-night will be messed up, you
fellows,” Billy Bunter remarked thoughtfully, when “the
Remove came out after morning lossons.

“ What's that?” said Bob Cherry. “Do vou mean it's
going to rain? The weather's as fine a2 anything.™

“Oh, no; I wasn't thinking of the rain. I was thinking
what o splendid show of fireworks thare would have been
if the fellows had taken advantage of my scheme to got
them at a fifty per cent. reduction, through my relation in
the business.”

“Oh, crumbs! Can't you bury your scheme?”’ snid
Nugent wrathfully. *‘Blessed if we ever hear sbout any-
thing else !”

*Well, I could have saved you pounds——"

r-r-r-r-r "

It was too late for the scheme now. Most of tha available
cash of the juniors had been exponded in firoworks, and
Mrs. Mimble was very nearly sold out.

The early dusk of the WNovember night was eagerly
awa&imd, and when it came, it found the Groyfriars juniora
ready.

Tom Brown met the chume of No. 1 in the passage as
they came out after tea. There was a cheerful grin on the
face of the New Zealander.

1 want to speak to you chaps,” he remarked. I sup-
pose you've noticed that I've been making something the
past few days in the tool-shed 1

“ Yes, rather ! What's the little game 1™

‘Coma along and see.”

“Good exg!

‘Fhe chums were curious to see the secret, whatever it was,
and they willingly followed Tom to the toolshed. It
occurred to them now for the first time that it probably had
something to do with the bonfire celebrations.

They reached the toolshed, and Brown pushed open the
door. It was very dark within, and the New Zealander
struck a match and lighted « candlo.

He held up the candle, and & form leomed up in the
flickering light.

“ My hat ! cjaculated Wharton. ** Bunter I*

It was Billy Bunter—nat the real Bunter, but a remark-
ably hfelike image of him. The fat form, the fat littla laga,
the round fat face were all there, and the face, painted
upon a rounded cardboard mask, had really beon done with
great skill. A huge pair of spectacles adorned the face,
and geve the ﬁniahmE touch to the resemblance. The figure
was clad in the check suit which Bunter had been wearing
a few woeaks b-qlfﬂl'ﬂ, and which was known all over Gray-
friays.. Many times he had been recommended to bury that
suit, or to kill it, and it was even whispercd that he had
grven it up on & hint from the Form-mastor,

My hat!" repeated Wharton. “ It's—it's ripping! It
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looks like DBunter’s twin! Blessed 1f I should know thew
- 11
apart if T met them !
“1 zay, you fellows—""
Nugent pulled the fat junior inte the shed.
“Hallo, Bunter! Come in and be introdused to your
twin.”’ ;
Runter blinked at the figure through his big spectacles.
“Oh, really, you fellows! ¥ou den't mean to say that
that's anything like me!" he cxclaimed.
“Ha, ha! It's vour double ™
“*Lool hﬂ-rﬂ———ﬂ
“Ha, ha, ha 1" : o
“2n that's what Brown wos doing all the time,” prowled

i

Bunter. “I warned vou fellows that it was something up
against gur studi.'. You'd better smash that thing up and
give Brown a jolly good licking.”

"o fear! It's good fun.”

“But I 2ay, vyou fellows——"

o here, Bunter, you can join in the procession if
you like,” said Tom Brown g nerously. * That will show
the chaps that we're not really burmng you; though, of
course, you deserve melting down.”’

“ Oh, reslly, Brown—" :

“let's get it out into the Close,” said Brown. *We'll
march it round first, and then stick it on the bonfire,”

“Good egg 1"

“ Ha, ha, ha "

The figure was carriad out of the tool-shed, and there was
& fresh yell of laughter from every fellow who saw if. A
growd u?’ Removites wore spom gaethered round it.  Billy
Bunier blinked at the socene in great indignation. :

Bunter’s face and form lent themaelves only too easily to
caricature; in fact, caricature was hardly necessary in his
case to produce a comic effect,

Tom Brown dragged an old cane-chair out of the shed, and
the figure was wﬁe::m]j mounted upon it, and borne high
towards the Closo.

“ Beasts "' murmured Bunter.
I look anything like that!
nmy good 1::4:11-:5,% suppose.’t

a followed the procession with a discontented brow.

But Bunter's objections to this reproduction of himself
were not likely to count with the merry Removites. They
woere entering joyously inte the joke, and the figure was
greeted with laughter and cheers wherever it appeared,

In & spot of the Close safe from the buildings and frees, a
hugo bonfire had been piled up by the Removites. The
Upper Fourth had another bonfire ata distance, but 1% had
ta g admitted that the Remove pyre was the stateliest of
the two. Firewood and shavings mingled with old casks
and broken-down chairs and defunct articles of furnifure,
in making the Remove pyre tower high. )

The fire wasz not yet lighted, but fireworks were going off
in :Ell directions already.  Most of the Juniors ware impatient
o bezin,

Thera was & roar as the procession halted wirh the Agure
of Buntar,

‘' 11ere's another guy

*Ha, ha, hal”

Y 2ood old Bunter "

Billy Bunter's oyes gleamed behind his spectactes. FHe
drew k into the shaﬁ'c-w of the nearést tree, and watched
the proceedings.  An idesa had come into his mind for
getting his own bacl, and he was biding his time.

The chair was fastenced in the centre of (he pyre, and the
fuel piled round it anud the figure if bore.

“MNow light up!” grinned Bob Cherry. * Good-bye,
Bunter i’

“ g, ha, ha!"™

“My hat!” cjaculated Skinner, coming up.
Bunter you've got there, 18 13"

“Ha, ha! No; it's Bunter's double "

“ Blessed if I shonld hkrow the differcnce.”

“Bunter's about here somewhere, He ought to have a
hand irr this. Dunter! Bunty! Where are you, Bunter ¥

Billy Bunter kept cover.

“He doesn’t like his twin being consigned to such a eruel
death,” prinned Nugent. * Never mind; shove a match to
1'.'1

The pile was highted.

The lower chunks of fucl had been smeared with paraffin,
or resin, and they quickly caught, and a pyramid of flamoe
shot skvward. :

For a moment the figure of Bunter the Becond, en top of
the pyre, was hidden by a rush.of flame and smoke.

Then the wood crackled apd burned, and the smoke
clearced a liitle, and the figure emerged partly inte view,
though still clouded by smoke. As the pyre stirred and
trembled in the blaze, the chair moved, and the figure moved
with it. It was so lifelike that many of the junicrs gazed
at it open-mouthed. )

Guddenly & voice was heard, apparently preceeding from
the helﬂrt:_;uf the fire, and it sent 4 thell to every heart.

HrHIp !

Wharton gave & jump,

Tre MacxerT—34L
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“ That sn't

“BUNTER. THE DETECTIVE."

i E
ruesoay, DR : mﬂgﬂti = HAL?;EHHT._I
“ T burning ! Resone ™

Faces went ghastly pale. _— ]

“My only l?at!” muttered Bulstrode, * You've done it
now ! That's the real Bunter you've got there.”

From the fire came a decp groan.

THE KINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Bonfire Night.

ARRY WHARTON and hia chums stood pelrified for a
H morment. VWharton was quick to recover himself,
however. :
“Tt's all rob!™ ke exclaimed.
chair myzelf. It's the dummy !
“ Murder! Firel!” .
“ Harvk at it!"” said Skinner.
there! Pull bim out!™
“Don't be an ass! I tell you—""
- Pull him out!”
i l:slut______u
“ Rescue ! Fire! Murder!” 0. 5
The bound figure in the chair was 3wa{.mg in the flames.
Smobko and blaze licked round it, and the awaying of the
figure bure s ghastly resemblance to the struggles of a
doomed wretch trying to cscape.

7 fastened it on the

“ You've got the real chap

“Reseue! I'm burning! Fire ™ .
“7 know what 1t is!ﬁ f.-!:clai:ne:;! Wharton, m =udden
relief.  “ That young bounder’s hidden about here some-

where, and it's his giddy ventriloguism.™ _

“ Why, of course it 131" exclaimed Bob Cherry, with a
deep breath of relief, * Blessed if 1 didu’t begin to think
for » moment that we were burning the wrong dummy .

B B el Murders

‘Rescua ! Firel Murder!

“What's on earth’s thut?” exclaimed Carberry, of tho
Sixth, stopping as he passed the bonfire. * What docs that
™! Murder !

ORI ! urder " ;

The ]f:.mfuci; stared at the blazing bonfire in amazement.

“ You young idiots! You don’t mean ro say you re play-
qu such a trick as tying up su;mabogi;y in & bonfire.

X E{H I;l_.]ll rlighf,. Carberry. Wo—

[ 3] ur or |." X

“\Why, it’s Bunter ! Carberry stared ot the figure in the
fira in amazement and horror for 8 moment. Then a hlam
of spiteful satisiaction came over his face. Burely he had
cought Wharton at last)] playing a dangerous trick that
would result in his expulsion from Gregirars.

" Ton baraing ! "Elp "

e & romng ! ! ] i

Burﬁlﬂ muldgnnt sound the nepirste with his ventriloguial
voice ; but Carberry did not notice that. i 1

“You mad young villains!” he gasped. ‘“Why, hea
actually burning ™

“1 tell you—"" .

“You'll be sackod for this™

“ But I tell you—" .

Carborry difi. not etay to listan. He dashed inte the
bonfire, scattering it rizht and left, to the rescue of the sup-
posed sufferer. ]

The juniors gave a shou:b of wrath as they saw their pyro
kicked to picces. But the humour of the matter struck
them at onee, L g 5. et

Carberry was playing the heroic rescuer, and ting
pretty severely burat, too; snd the utter “absurdity of it
made the juniors yell again, with laughter.

Bob Cherry clasped Tom DBrown in his arms and almost
wept. .

“ Touchin® sight, ain't it1” he sobbed. tic n
Facing the flames! Medal of the Humane Hociely!
all that! Touchin’ "

“Ha, ha, hal”’

‘(3o 1t, Carberry!”

“Ylave him out!" g

“{‘arberry to the rescue! Ha, ha, ha!

Billy Bunter came ouwt from behind the tree.  Ile waa
suiggering away. Carberry was the most unpopular prefect
at Gireyiriars, and his inotives even now were rather to gef
the Removitez intoe trouble thean to reseus the supposcd
vietim of their brutality. :

Bunter, his good-humeour completely restored, blinked at
Ctarherty in the firclight, and wondered what the prefect
would say whoen he saw him, o

Ts did not take Carberry long to find out his mistale.

As soon as ho reached the seorching figure in the pyre,
a touch was safficiznt to show hjm that it was made of
lath and padding. _

He f.praiﬁng bacl from the bonfire with a savage brow. %

S Hde s ton
Nif RIGHARDS.

“ Hereio reseuc!
And
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His clothes were scorched, his hair singed, his haads
burnt, and he was in & towering rage.

“You voung hounds!" he yelled.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“ ¥ on=-~vou—

“ Ha, ha !" roared Bob Cherry.
bucked into the bonfire.
ha !

£1] I"""'I" I
_ The prefect was about to hurl himself upon them; but the
juniors lined up to receive him. They had certrinly tried
to stop Clarberry from making an ass of himself, and he
had refused to listen to them.

They were not inclined to have his temper wreaked upon
them in consequence; and Carberry, after a look at themn,
decided that it would be better not.

He swung away savagely, and a yell of laughter from the
Removites rang 1n his cara as he departed.

“Ha, ha, ha!” gurgled Bunter. “That was funny 1"

Bob Cherry gripped the fat junior by the back of the

¥

- M IE wasn't our fault you
We tried to stop you. Ha, ha,

neek.

“Ow! Wow! Legpo!™

“You young sweep! You pave vz all a start for a
moment, "

“ He, he, he !

““Bhove him into the fire!"” said Tom Brown sericusly.
# 1 should liks to see him melt!"”

“Ha, ha, ha "’

“Here! Hold on! Really! Stop! Chuck it! Ow!"”

“ Well, no more of your little games,” said Bob Cherry,
releasing the fat junior, who promptly gave the bonfire a
wider berth. * Don’t get too near the fire, Bunter, or you'll
find yourself running into tallow before you know where
¥ou are.'”

“Oh, really, Chorry-—"

“ Pile up that wood again, now that Carberry has done
the heroie rescuer act.”

*Hea, ha, ha!"

The fuel was guickly piled up round the smoking figurs
of Billy Bunter's double, and the bonfire blazed away
merrily. again.

The roar of the flames mingled with the eracking of
enibs and crackers, the streamung of rockets and Romean
candles.

Higher and higher grew the fames round the doomed
figure of Bunter the Second. Billy Bunter blinked at his
double in the fire. The speetacles cracked in the heat, and
finally the figure itself blazed vp, and fell into the fire with
a crash that sent up pyramids of aparks

“* Good-bye, Bunter ! shouted Beb Cherry

“ Ha, ha, ha !"

“Oh, really, you fellows——'

“Ha, Ia, ha! Good-bye, Bunter ["

Billy Bunter stalked away; and in the midst of the bon-
fire t-‘.?c remnants of Bunter the Second were quickly con-
sumed,

It had been a merry ovening, and the juniors were likely
to * remember the Fifth of November,” s the song has it
L-'arrherrg was likely to remember i#, too, for it was some
days before the scorching disappeared from his hands end
the singeing from his eyebrows.

But everybody buat Carberry waos satisfied; and, as Bob
Cherry remarked, that was good enough, and the Remove
agreed with him.

THE EXD.

{dwother Ioitgy, complete fale of MHarry Whavton and o nexd
Tuwesday, entitled ; " Bunter, tha Detective,” by Frank ficharda, Plegee
order your copy of “The Magnet" Libvary in adeance. DPrice Ons
Halfpenny.)y

R e o e e B e e e S o o S S

=

r"'"'"-r_r

Vi
ek iy

.
"o
M

HEH
i
C I
- ]
™
™
I-" -
ol

r.
R
2

ONE OF THE

A Splendid Tale of Life in the British Army.

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE EARLIER CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys 1s Toreed to leave Sandhurst through the
treachery of his stepbrether lan, and enlists in the Wessex
lHegimenut under the name of Chester. Unfortunately for
Honald, Ian joins the Wesaex as a subaltern, and, assisted
by Strg}tnnt ﬂu&:‘:-t and Private Foxey Williams, does his
kest to further disgrace Ronald., The unscrupulous DBagot,
however, qgeta caught in his own toilz, and is publicly
degraded to the ranks. Foxey Williams meets his death
mysteriously in 8 burning barn, In the shooting maten
for the I-mrl’lv ﬂq&t, between II and F Companies, two old
soldiers, Mouldy Mils and Hookey Walker, of B Company,
contrive by mneans of an ingenious trick to cause B to win.
Asthe two have concealed themselves on the range, they
fear to lenve in daylight, and by the time the sun sank to
rest they were ready to eat their boots, “'Never mind;
think of thedibs we've got to collect, Mouldy,'! said Hookey.
“There™s two-pun-two-and-threcpence-ha'péenny a-cominng
tome out of them fat'cads of I'. After that you can stand me
two goes of sansage and mashed, which is all the interest L
shall charge you for the use of my colossal intellek.'

{d0w go on with the story.)

An Appalling Surprise. )
Mouldy sniffed and etumbled along by the side of his
comrade. They mounted the barrack wall at last, and
clambered along to a point where descent could be made.
One of the slush-tubs stood et the corner of the shed, and
offered a convenient stepping-place to the ground.
Tur Maoxer—il.

Mouldy, being more sound of limb, if less sure of sight,
Ied the wav, ]gc negotinted the shed roof safcly, but mis.
caleulated the oxact position of the rim of the slush-tub.

Hoolkey, elinging in the darkness overhead, heard a sus-

ictouns =zound. which waz rather a splosh than o splash,
ollowed by a borrificd gasp, and a lot of violent language.

“I've done it ! spluttercd Mouldy, who had soused up to
his armpits in a fearful mixture ot lotchen slops, cabbage-
ands, old mcat bones, and tea-leaves.

“*8h, you juggins! Take oover! There's somebody
coming ' hissed Hookey suddenly from the roof, and suited
the action to the word by stretching himself out flat against
the wall above.

For the unfortunate Mouldy the process of concealment
was not =0 pleasant, though equally simple. Really, all he
had to de was to duck deeper into the hog-wash, in which
he was already immersed.

To attempt to get out of the tub now would lead to cer-
tain disgovery, for there was no doubt that someone wasin
the immodiato vicinity.

In view of the delicate nature of the mission on which
they had been engaged, and the fact that both had theic air-
guns still concealed in their brouscrs-legs, discovery was to bo
avoided at all costsV

Hoping against hope that the prowler would not chance
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that way, Mouldy held his breath, and his nose, foo, ready
for tho.plunge.

His luck was out, however.. The footsteps drew oloser.
The man, whoever it wes, was just about to turn the corner.
There was nuthi&% for it but to dive. He took one mighty
breath and duchked.

Gussie Smythe, restless under a guilty conscience, was
mooning round the most unfrequented parts of the barrack
square, when a suspicious flopping sound—such as a pike
mzlees in reedy shallows—turned his attention to a big cask
standing under the lea of the kitchen gut-house near by,

Had ho been a second earlier he might have seen Mouldy's
head disappear as a dabehick dives under a hilypad.

Gussie was interested. He thought of rats and suchlilo
things, and went forward and stood over the smelly mixture,
holding his nose. It secmed to be heaving and stirring, as if
sama whirlpool was in its midst. After a few seconds bubbles
began to rise, and then above the surface something popped
up black and shiny, like the conning-tower of a miniaturo
submarine. .

If Gussie was staggered, Mouldy was positively paralysed
when he saw who it was he had taken such heroic measures
to_dodge. ]

In two seconds Mouldy was the maddest man in Wool-
chaster, not exeluding the lacal lunatic asylum. .

Sheoting like a joclk-in-the-box out of the tub in which ho
was _crouching, he grabbed Gussie by the ears.

Gussio backed like a frightened horse, the tub tﬂ}l)pled and
overturned with a erash, tipping Mouldy and all the rest of
its miscellaneons contents into Crussie’s lap.

Guesie let out o scream of terror and disgust, but still
Mouldy's.thirst for revenge was not satiated. e scized the
unfortunate Augustus by the neck and one of his legs, and
mepped him up and dewn in the awiul mixture, until the
snufild of approaching footsteps warned him that it was time
fo oy.

M:l;a.mvhﬂa Hookey, under cover of the din of sirife, had
clambered from the reof and made good his retreat, Slippin
like a shadow reund the barrack square, he was soon sale
amid the crowd in the canteen.

His cntry was the signal for a rush of his creditors to geb
rear him., Hookey was pleased to find them so eager fo
setile thear little accounts.

Then it dawned upon him that all the outstreiched hands
wera ompty.

“Here, what's the game?” ho demanded hotly. * Who
are you getting at "’

“ (Come on, Hookey; no welshing !"" shouted half a dozen,
“Pay out! Two gah you owe mol Vhore's your pal
Mouldy? We want him, too?”

Heokey lookad as blank as & sheet of paper.

“*YWho won, then?” he demanded faintly. :

“ Mhuck it! No hank ! snarled somebody threateningly.

And Hookey weas promptly pinned against the counter.

bk J;D‘il:;n't ‘B* win, after all"” he persisted, his brain all in
a whirl,

“i R Compeny won, of gourse, and you koow il " snecred
ihe peppary creditor. ““They'd six reds left, and wiped the
blues clean cut inside of three minutes! And now, are you
going to part up, you old fraud, or have we got to turn
you upside ddwn to get our money "'

Private Hookey Walker was so utterly flabbergasied to

find that he and Mouldy had been gaily sniping the balloon
targets of their own side, thus bringm\g about their defeat, he
could only stand and gasp like a codhish. _
“His beautifu! schetne had misearried, and, instead of
oollecting hias illgotten gains to the tune of “two pun two-
an’-threepence-'a’penny,” as he had fondly hoped, he found
himeelf surmuni:d fxy g clamouring mob of creditors,
demanding various sums totalling up to something well over
three pounda. Gt N

As he only had fifteen shillings left of all his winninga
over the great boxing contest, it was plain that the majorit
would® have to whistle for their eash. No one seeme
particularly eager for this pastime, and, amid shouts of
“ Welsher [ & rush was made to turn Iookey upside down
and shake him. e

The result was a gorgeous row. The “E’ men in the
centeon rallied to their comrade’s rescus, and “ I "' Company
promptly turned a phalanx, and drove them back. The rest
of the Tommics meantime climbed on to the tables, and
yelled encouragement to both sides,

The sergeant and corporal on canteen duty were powerless
to guell the riot, and by the time the picquet had tembled
out and denbled to the scene of carnago there was o score
of black eyea and damaged noses, while Hoolev looked as
tf}mugh ho had been fighting several rounds with a motor-
"bus.

They earried him ta the ard-roome by legs and arms,
and & dozen others were huﬁ-‘:’l off, too, to cool their hesls
in durance vile,

To Hockey's joy, the first man his swollen eyes lit ugﬂn
it the prisoners -room was the unfortunate (zussie, who had
beeri raked out of the odorous pool from the overturned
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pig-tub, and teken gingerly off to the cells by order of the
unsympathetic barrack provoest-sergeant,

There he sat, looking like a half-drowned rat fresh out
of a sewer; and, as the guard-room was particularly full
of prisoners that night, Hookey had to share his cell.

To tax poor Gussie openly wilhin hearing ot their comrades
with hig criminal earelessncss was impossible.  Morcover,
Gussic was quite ignorant of having made o mistake at all,

The arrangement, oz he remembered it, was that if the
“B" Company team had to fire at the blue balloons, ho
was fo wave a white handkerchief; if the red, he was 1o
signal with his cap. This was wrong, of course. It was
axactly the other way about.

2o Hookey ‘glared at Gussie with lipd drown back and his
tecth bared, as if he was about to devour hiimn w hale,

At intervalz of a minuie he gurgled hoarsely ' Liarc "
and other encouraging epithets, and whispered blood-
curdling threats of venpeance, which made Gussie's scalp
erawl with horror and his backbone squirm and wrigrle
a3 if it were a cold and paorticularly active ool

“Here, what d’'yer mean? What "ave I done now ¥* he
pasped, entching at his broath, .

But Hookey only mopped the erimszon drops from s
nose on what had once been a handkerchief, and went on
glaring and grinding his teeth. He kept this up for two
sgolid hours, until Guasie was just upon the peint of shricking
for help, when he remembered he was in the cell, =0 ho
curled himself up on the plank bed, and went lo slecp.

Meantime, Mouldy, after cleaning himscll as best he
eould under the standpipe, crept off to the barrack-room,
where he rung out his clothes, and went to bed.

He also had heard the stubning newe, and thought it Lest
to make himself as scarce as possible until things coeled
down o little. _ _

Mext morning Hookey and the rest of the battercd warriors
were *turned off ' with varying sentences of imprisonment
and “C.B." {confined to barracks) _

Ciussie escaped with only a light dose of the latier punish-
ment, in view of the fact that neither he nor anybody elsa
scemed quite to koow what he had been ui;) to, though it
was ovident from his beplastered state that he had been up
to something. :

When the shades of darkness had once more fallen, how-
ever, Mouldy srequested the pleasure of his company m a
secluded corner of the barracks.-

Gussie complied readily enough. Ie knew that he had
somechow or other got himself into hot waler with the two
old soldiera over the shooting match, and he naturally
expected that Mouldy was now going to enlighten him as
to the exact nature of his misdoings. ;

This waa ariginally Mouldy’s intention, until he remem-
bered that any explanation, to be adeguate, must necessitate
undesirable ravelations as to their gomgs on, o

On the principle, therefore, that the least said is the
zoonest me he halted the unsuspicious Gussie 1n a
dark corner, ﬂ.n;:'l, without offering a_word, smote him sud-
denly and violently on the nese. Then he turned on his
heel to make off, _ i

Gussie, whatever else he might be, was a lad of spirit,
and he promptly leaped upon Mm:!-:lg like a panther.

Borne forwards by the impetus of the assanlt, Mouldy
eaught his toe in a grating, and came to earth with a crash.

As a drowning man remembers in & flash the incidents
of the life he is leaving, so nl! the indignities, all the * leg-
pulling ¥ .ha had suffered at Mouldy's hands came back to
Gussie with an overwhelming rush. _

He wove his fingers in Mouldy's scanty locks, and, with
each bitbter memory, bumped his nosa deeper in the muddy
gravel. When Mouldy was st his last gasp, Gussic rose and
fled. .

This was as near as he ever gol to the solution of what,
to him, was a most mysterious affair. Mouldy decided to
pastpone his revenge until he had an’opportunity of talking
things over with his pal. By the time Hookey wezs a freo
man onca more, -tha blood of both had coocled, and they
decided to say no more, lest worso should befall

‘Meantime, tha news of TFoxey's mystcrious pm:] had
travelled far. The story of the fire, and the description of
the missing Pushoffsky—for whose arrcst the police held a
warrant—had been in every paper in the land. .

Slaney, at Sandhurst, was bewildered, and not a little
dizmayed. Evidently his partner in blackmail had %t}ﬂu
one step too far, and someone had lashed oul at last, blind
to all consequences.

“Well, Foxey was alwavs a bit of s fool, anyway,’ he
said to himself, *IIe got his tecth in too fer, and didn't
kfiow when to take 'em out—that was about it. But who
i3 this hulkin' foreigner they're arter? How did he como
to be mixed up in the iz i
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Slaney turned pale wodec his sallow skin. All sorts of
possibilities began fo occur to him. Perhaps this was a
desperate counter-attack on Mr. Chenys’ part—a poliey of
aptting a thief to throtile a thief. 1f so, where did he
Come 1’

Slaney sluvered, but by-andby lLie recovered a little,
and began to convinee lamself that such a vendetta
was highly 1mprobable, if not napossible, in these timoes.
Nevertheless, he decided to go slow for the present in the
matter of further demands for hush-money from Ian. The
noxt day a letter arnived for him with a London postmark.
Slaney turned it over and over in hizs fingers. The envelope
was tha! of Mordecai & Evans, but the address was wrilten
in a straggling scrawl instead of the usual clerkly hand-
writing.

ITe noted this ecarefully, for his cunning brain was ever
an the alert to pounce on stray straws to show which way
the wind was blowing.

In his time he ]mg baen instrumental in inlroducing a
very fate amount of business to the moneylenders, At least
half a dovzen impecunioua cadets had been decoved by him
wnd enmeshed in their toils, but sport had been poor of late.

All the commigsion due to him for the three brace of
dujpes had been paid up, hence he was wondering what this
unexpecied communication might rofer to.

After turning the possibilities all warvs in hiz mind, ha
broke the seal and read the signature—John Mordecal,

; = S;“lﬂ'"ld likz to see you when you can make it convenient
o call.”

Slaney ponderad the brief message very carefully, and
arrived ai three conclusions.

First, that the matter was sufficiently important for tha
]‘1i_'II'IE]1[IE| partner to write to him himself ; next, that, there-
fore, it was likely o be of a confidential nature ; and, lastly,
that 1t waz worth his while to waste no time in finding out
what wes at the bottom of it all.

A dav'as leave, as it happoned, was dus to him. e
promptly put in for a pass to London, and the following
morntng found him attired in a neat suit of mufti haltod
before an old-fashioned doorway, in Gervais Shreet, on the
side of which wez a small brass plate bearing the simple
legend. * Mordecai & Evans.'™

A long passage, dark and heavily panelled, confrontad
him. It was the decov-pipe, in which many a olient with
“ducks and drakes " propensities had entered timidly, only
to find himself anared in the trap bevond.

Slaney. however, being one of the decoy-ducks, had no
quatins of fear.

In the Moneylender's Tolls — Slaney Meeis his Malch-—
Awaiting Qrders.

Me. Mordecai was in, but he lept Slaney waiting fwenty
minutes, nevertheless, before he rang for him to be ushered
inta his private office.

“Yeou're prompt,” he said, with just the suspicion of a
sneer, a8 he surveyed the soldier from under his heavy
eyelids. ITe also was cunming, after Slaney’s own kind, and
he wanted o check at the outset any impression the latter
might be cherishing that either he or the business in hand
wae of more than casual importance to the firm.

“Well, you asked me to come, didn't vou?" growled
SBlanay, rather taken aback.

“0Oh, guite so! I meorely remark the fact.  But the
matter I wished to speak about was not urgent. In fael, it
has quite escaped my memory for the moment. Oh, yos!”
be added, stifling a yawn and affecting to consult o
raminder-lablet on his desk. * It refers to & client of ours
—Mr. lan Chenys—to whom, if I remember correctly, you
introduced us"

“Quite right,”” answered Slaney. “I pul him on {o you,
if that's what you mean !"

“Yes, I mean that,” replicd Mr, Mordecai calmly. * He
waz o cadet at Bandhurst, and is now an officer in some
line regiment.”

*The Weasex, second batialion—my own ! jerked Blancy.

Mr. Mordecai nodded his chin,

““I have boon in eommunication with him lately over &
further trifling loan. I understund that he had an clder
brother onee, and he died.”

“ Correct,” szid Slaney bricflv.

“Was found drowned, and was buried at Norwood Coine-
tery,” pursued Mr. Mordeco:.

“ Right 1"

“ And that, thercfore, Mr. Inn Chenys is divect heir to
the Chenys estotes.”

“1 leave that fto wow,” sard Slanev. * Anyway, his
brother’s dead. Mr, Chenys attended the inquest himself,
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They brought in * misadventure,” but some of us know beiler,
It was suicide !

“0uite sure "' asked Mr. Mordeeal.

“Bure oz cgws !t

““Then you would be surprised to hear that Mr. Ilonald
Chenys 13 now alive and well #7

“ What *" eried Slaney, Epringing up in surprise, and top.
pling his chair over with a crash.

“You didn't know it?#"’

Y Inow ittt Great Scotland yavd, no!
Whore ¥

“ At Woolchoster—Wessex Reogiment—sccond battalion—
your own!” yeplied Mr. Mordecai, mimicking Slaney’s
answer of a moment or iwe before.

“Alive! All this time!™ blurled out Slancy, quite
oblivions to the fact that it was his own private affairs he
was revealing. ' And Foxey knew it, the hound! I guess
he did! ! thought there was something on the crook some-
where, He's been working that lay on his own, and never
told me, the thieving l}la.cﬁlc-g i

“ Highly probable, I should say,” agreed Mr., Mordecai,
with a amile.

“How do you know ?" demanded Slancy fiercely.

“I don’t know ; only what you have been telling me in
the last fow moments.”

“*Hang it, I've told you nothing!” said Slaney, falling
back in a fluster, and ready to bite out his own tongue with
ANTNOYANCE,

"" n, y¥e3 you have, and most interesting, too, believe
me !

Slaney gloccd ot him, and

“What makes vou think
demanded, after a pause.

“Baw him with my little eve, like the iy in cock-robin,™
replied the moneylender, with a ssfurnine grin.

* Wall, vou seem cheery enough over it !" Blaney snarled.
““How about you? If he's alive, and the estotes don't go
to Mr. Ian—and I'll take jolly zood care they deon't, unless
it's made worth while to keep my mouth shut--then you
look like whistling for your money.”

“You've got a hold over him,” said the menevlender, ns
if he stated a fact rather than asked a question.

*You bet!"”

“And vou've made Eﬁﬂd uze of it*"

““That’s my business.™

““And mine. That's what I wanted to see vou aboul.”
sald the moncylender. “*By the wav, have you wgot that
note I sont you?' he inquired casually.

Slaney had, and he laid it upon the desk. To his suv-
prisa and indigonation, Me. Mordecai fore it up inlo strips
and flung it on the fire.

**Here, what the dickens do you mean by that!” the
soldier burst out in a rage.

“I'll tell vou," answered the moneylender coolly, I
rmean by that you and I bave got to cowe to terms. The
firm of Morderai & Evans has got something over one, and
under ten, fhonsand pounds on the Chenys! apple-cart, and
we can't afford vou going and upzetting ir™

“0Oh, indeed ! snarled Slaney, who began {o sce that he
held a whip hand here. * And what's going to prevent me
duinlg what I jolly well like in the matter "

“1 am,” answercd Mr. Mordeca:, swhose face had sad-
denly hardened to &8 mask of steel,

“Harlk who's speaking ! said Slaney, with a forced
guffaw. " P'r'apz you'll tell me how vou're goin’ to =et
about 1i %"

“Certainly ! pssented the monevlender. ** You see this
ball” I touch it, and send for a policeman. Then 1 give
vou in charge for attempted blackmail, backed by threals
of death!"

“Throatz—blackmail " gasped Slaney. *“Who have 1
threatoned ¥°

“ Me 1™

“You lie!"

“ Posaibly, but you're the only one who'll know thaf.
Besides, 1 am not your only viclim, Femember Mre. Chenys,
who'll come forward if I ask him "

“Thia i3 a trap!”’ stuttered Slaney, glaring round as
though looking for some meanz of cscape; he made a
sudden dive fgur the door, bui the lock clicked just as
his hand was about to clutch the handle. He shook it, but {he
door was fast. He {urned fo see Mr. Mordecai smiling
under his {lrm%in evelide. *“You lying hound!" eried
Slaney, coming back to the centre of the room. " Yonu say
that I came 1o here to blackmail you and to use threaisy
Prove it, I defy you !

For answer, Mr. Mordecal touched an electrie bell-push
at the side of his deak, and a third, hard-visaged man
appeared instantly from a recesz, the door of which Blaney

Alive, you sayt

icked up his chair.
onald Chenys is alive?" he

¥
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had not noticed, for the simple reason that it was concealed
by tha panal lining the walls of the office.

“* Ah, Cheving’ said Mr. Mordecai pleazantly, * you
heard all that this man said " ]

** Yea, sir,” answered the man, who might have been a
confidential clerk.

HYou heard his demand for five hundred pounds, backed
by a threat to shoot me where I sat if I did not comply atl
once 77

“ 1 did, air !

Slaney gasped in helpless amazement.

**Where is the pistol he was ready to usc!' asked M.
Mordecal.

Without & word the man opened the drawer in a second-
desk, and produced a cheap revolver of Helgian manu-
facture, which he laid at the moneylender’s elbow,

““You ses, we have evervihing complote for such emer-
gencics- a3 these,” said Mr, Mordecal, turning to Blaney
with a leering smile. ““Is it to be war between us, for if
0 [ always make a Point of hitting first ¥ i

“You scoundrel!” was all Blaney could bring himself
1o zay. i

“ All right, Mr. Cheving, I think you may retire” said
the moneylender easily. My client will give no further
trouble, I am sure, only remain within call.”

“Right, sir " _

The moneylender allowed two minutes to pass in stlence
while Slaney collected his dazed senses. Then he cocked
a cold, inguiring eye et the soldier.

* Do we work in *Co.” 7" he asked sharply.

s L suppose sol"! growled Slaney.

*Very weall, Then in future you take your orders from
me, and if I find you moving one step forward or backward
on vour own account, look out for trouble swift and sure.””

Sleney said nothing, but glared into his hat.

Let him once get out of that infernal den, ko wounld sce
whether this-was not a game that two could play at.

Mr. Mordecai’s orders, which he delivered tersely and
with an increesing harshness, which showed that he meant
every word he said, were briefly these: Thet Blancy was
to go back to Sandhurst, and wait until he got the 15:::1-1'-’.]
to put in his application to return to duty with his battalion.
Aftor that ‘he would receive further instructions in due
course,

The soldier took his dismissal, and turned fo ge, without
even his usual request for expenses. My, Mordecai called
him back with a grim smile at this evidence of demoralisa-
tion and defeat, and tossed him o five-pound note.

With this still crumpled in his hand, Slaney jostled his
wiy along Gervasze Street, dazed with anger and fear. He
found himself almost under the wheels of a van before he
came to his wita, and after that he proceeded more steadily
11 the direction of 8t. George's Barracks.

It was his intention to find out from Colour-sergeant Dufly
whether & man corresponding to Ronald’s description had
enlisted there, for the Wessex Regiment, about the time of
the SBandhurst affair.

The wily old colour-sergeant, however, was proof to all his
blandishments. Once in a whilé, when a comrade had passed
through T.ondon, he had been able to get news of the strap-
ping recruit he remembered so well. “The good news that he
had received his first stripe already, had not surprised him
it the least.

But Duffy knew Slaney of old, and he knew that he was
still at Bandhurst. Ronald, too, he remoemhbered, had ad-
mitted to being an ex-cadet, and he resolved that, zo far as
he was concerned, this secret—:f secret 1t still was—should
never be divulged.

So Slaney gob nothing out of Duffy, and went back to
Sardhurst on an early train, too savage and sick with the
world and himself to stomach the delights of a night out at
a music-hall, which had been once the most important part
of his holiday programme. _

Mr. Mordecai sat deep in thought for ten minutas after the
deor had closed on Slaney. . ) _

The news that the soldier had a blackmailing grip of his
own on his clienf, Tan Chenys, was dl&quietmﬁ. Yet he
might have expected it, knowing the type of blackguard
Slaney was. . ]

Not that he was hothering hizs head on Ian's behalf. I#
was only his business to see that the firm of Mordecar &
Evang got the first squeeze.

“ He talked of another man—Foxey., I seem fo know that
name,” mused the moneylender, and he touched the bell
again. The same clerk entered who had stepped previgusly
into the room from the secret recess. :

“ Ah, Cheving, bring me my private book of mewspaper
enttings,” he said casuslly. .

A bulky volume was laid on the desk before him, and,
turning over tho pages most recently filled with scraps, he
found an account of the ingquest on Private Williams, at
Woolchester. ’

** Ah, hers it is! Foxey was mentioned by one ol the
witnesses as the nickname of the deceased. And he was
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Mpr. Tan Chenys' servant, too. That's gueer. I must read
this again.”

Mr. Mordecai read the cutting many times, and al last
swept the heavy volume on to the floor.

“ Phew "' he whistled, pursing up his dhick lips. * This
looks like developing into a dickens of o mess, and that
scoundral was nearer to the mark than he knew when he
sald I should whistle for my money. L'l have to get oo 1o
this at onge,"”

-

Returned fo Duiy—Combined Manceuvres—Garrisoning
Eastguard Fort.

Not long after the bottle of the balloon:, two men of
B Company returned to duty. One was Alf Sheppard, whoe,
throu II-: Foxey's foul treachery, had been zo nearly lynched
after Ronald's boxing match with the Navy champion, and
the other, Private Bugot, late sergeant of No. 4 Bection,

Alf, who was az white and thin as a lath, after his many
weeks in hogpital, received a hearty welcome from all lis
comrades in the regiment.

That they were bitterly sorry for their share of the unjust
punishment which had nearly erippled him for life, was no
news to him; for on davs when visitors were aliowed to tho
wards, Honald and GCeorge, to ﬂa?'_ nothing of odd
srmpathisers, had made a point of ealling, whenever pos-
sible, and heartening the patient up.

Ronald and the twoe ex-hooligans had grown to be the
best of friends in consequence. When first beveft of his
chum, George had taken to steady, sullen drinking amon
the most undesirable sat 1n the eantesn, but as he and
Ronald were brought closer together, the gentleman ranker’s
influence began to get o gentle hold of him, .

Though he zcarcely knew how or why, he found himself
shunning his canteen companions and spending quiet even-
ings in the recreation-room instead,

Sceing the good that could be worked in the heart and
brain ot this young rough of the slums, Ronald set fo work
quietly to interest him 1n books and clean ideals. He spoke
as he boxed, straight from the shoulder, for he hated cant,
as only o soldier learns to hate it

If Ronald ever opened his lips to his comrades on the
subject of religion, he was quite unconscious of ihe fact
There were mission services held b}f{ enthusiastic laymen
from the town for the especial benetit of Tommy Atkins,
but Ronald never attended them. Yet hoe had the reputa-
tion for being one of the most sincerely religious roen in
the battalion, thouﬁh none would have been more surprised
than he if anyone had told him of the fact.

Tommy Atkina hears the death-drum roll too often in
camp and barrack to deride the man who salutes his Maker
on bended knee. ; . o

S0 when Ronald knelt by his bed cot st might, the rest
gaid nothing, but looked the other way, perhaps, and tried
te stifle qumg consciences, or slanged themselves that they
had not the pluck to do the same. | !

Thus, Ronald, without realising it, held & great influence
for good over a great deal of what was supposed to be the
toughest section in the toughest company of a regiment
which had a reputation not by any means blameless.

He took some trouble, however, over his two former
enemies, Alf and George, and when they began {o talk ol
attending school, and working for promotion, he threw
himself heart and soul into their plans.

Bagot, however, was a harder nut to crack, The fit info
which he had fallen after his attempt to shoot Ronald in
the harrack.room, was the first phase of a desperate 1llness,
which the doctors prophesied could end in but two ways—
death, or insamity. : ]

A life of hard drinking, and a former sunstroke in India,
had apparently set the man's brain tottering at last to a fall.

But ﬁagﬂh who had the constitution of a ‘bull, cheated
them all, and after o few weeks, left the ward, shaken to
the marrow, but to all outward signs in posscssion of his
full senses. ;

Ta the credit of No. 4 Bection, not 2 word had leaked out
a3 to the terrible erime of which he had beon guilty. This
was but & sample of the regard Ronald had ecome to be held

his comrades. Hao had asked them to keep silence, and
that was enough.

Whether Bagot himself remembered what had happrened,
none could tell. Ronald was careful, meither by look nor
word, to suggest that he had any reason to mostrust the
man. He went out of his way, i1n fact, to be friendly, and
to spare him any of the rougher {atigue work, which would
be particulacly bitter to a man who had fallen from ser-
geant’s rank. g 2

Bagot, however, reccived these overtures in gleomy
sullenness, doing his work deoggedly yet well, and brooding
alona when the day was over, a1
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I say, Chester,"” zaid Tony, one evening, as they passed
cut, leaving Bagot seated on his bed.cot, etaring heavily at
the sunset sky, * 1 don’t like the look ‘of that chap. I be-
ligve he'll break out and run amok one day, and then—well,
¥ should look out for yourself 1f I were you."”

“Ob, that's all eight!” laughed Ronald, although tha
same thought had been lurking in his own mind the last
day or two. He's s bit queer in his ways, perhaps; but
you've got to remember that he's only just pulled through
a stiff illness. Besides, the poor chap may well be down in
the mouth. To lose stripes, and two-thirds of your pension
on the eve of completing your *twenty-one’® 13 enough to
make any man sick at heart. T'm only sorry that I was
partly instrumental in it all.”

It was entirely his own fault. You've
blame yourself for. The man did his leval best to do vou
the worst turn he could, and I must say I'm surprised that
J‘Dulgimi it so easy to forgive and forget. I'm hanged if I
COAgEt ¢

“Oh, yes, you would, Tony!" replied Ronald.
way, the man was not responsible
momaent, and that excuses him. DBy the way, T hear we ara
ordered to take part in the combined maneuvres at
Plymport next week. That cught to be good fun, and &

t nothing to

: ! “Ah}r"‘
or his actions at the

change. I must sey I'm getting a bit sick of barrscks."
“8o em I. By Jove, you mean the Naval manceuvres?”
said Tony.

“Yes; I hear we and the other infantry regiments are
going to help man the forts, while the torpedo destroyers
try to run 0 and attack the harbour.”

“Hooray I cried Tony. *“What forts are we to

meuf_v. : :
“1 don't quite know; bhut Sergeant Kedge heard o
rumour that we wore detailed for one of the two bandbox
forts lying out in the Bound. If so, I suppose they’ll put
half a battalion in each.”

“ What, five hundred men in those things? Why, they
don't loak as though they could hold ﬂﬁay besides the
gunners '’

“Ah, we shall see!” laughed Ronald. * Distance ia

deceptive, especiaily on the water. Anyway, I know for a
fact that their war complement of infantry alone is six
hundred. Tt doesn't sound very exciting to be cooped wu
there with a crowd like that for a whole week, bur, still,
I've no doubt it won't be bad fun.”

"“"Bad fun?® I should rather
think not*" said Tony en-
thusiastically.

it | BRITAIN'S REVENGE !

no hekle jade. The Wessex
were detailed fo garrison the
Chequer and Esstgnard Foris,
whi?h, as any Plymport man
will tell you, stand out in
the Sound, approaching the
harbour like two squat pill-
boxes, painted chessboard
fashion.

As soon as the stcamer con-
veying the infantry garrison
ranged close into the spider-
legged landing-stages, built
on the outside of the forts, it
becameo evident to Ronald
and hiz comrades, who had
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1t did nok take more than a few minutes to land the fiva
hundred ¢ and the men were marched uﬁ; the long
gengway leading up the eide of the fort from the landing-
atage, t0 a yawning cavity high above the sea, which was
the fort gate.

In time of war thia gangway counld be destroved at once.
A monster ateel-faced plug, some twenty.feet deep—which
is the thicknesa of the waﬁ—wnuld then be run forward on
rails by hydraulic machinery into the aperture, and the
fortress sealed.

The mnterior of the fort was a revelation to Ronald, and
to every other thinking man. A double tier of modern and
powerful gunz frowned eeawsrd from the masked
embrasures, while at every point of vantage ware mounted
waspish little quickfirers by the score, covering the approach
to_the harbour. ) ]

Found their mighty pieces tho garrison artillerymen were
busy getting ready for the outbresk of the mimic war.

It was soon evident fhat, apart from the fact that 1t was
going to be a night and day vigil for this garrison, there
was to be precious little comfort for the men during their
geven daya’ sojourn. .

In open recesses in the galleries, through which the sea
wind hummed and whistled, were groups of barrack-beds,
mess-tables, racks and shelves, and to these the men wers
told off 1n aquada.

It was scarcely better than living in an open railway-
arch, and so utterly dark, draughty and depressing were
their new quarters, that as soon as kits were stowed, ordera
read out, and permssion given to * break off,” there was a
general rush for the open air and sunlight.

Leaving the majority to besiege the tiny canteen, Ronald
and Tony mada their way to the circular parapet on the
summit of the fort, there to feast their eyes on the vast
&xpanaﬂ_pf blue water surrounding them on every side,

‘By jingo,” said Tony " who ever would think to look
at these apparently tinpot affairs from the shore, that they
were such mighty defences? Why, they must be im-
pregneble !

“1've heard 1t said that ther are victualled to withstand
n two vears' sieze,” answered Ronald: “and as for water,
each fni-;. has its well bored down through the bottom of the
sea 1tself.”

“ A two vears' siege?’ exclaimed Tony, with & whistle.
“And do you mean to say that somewhers underneath us i
stored ammunition enough for
A Powerfel War Btary in | all these guns to be kept
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““ Ah, supposing ! laughed
Ronald, and furnecd, to find
Bagot was standing almost at
his elbow.

Evidently he had been as
much surprised az Tony by
what Ronald had said: but
there was & gleam of eun-
ning rather than of dismay in
his brooding eyes.  Finding
: %' Honald's gaze upon him, tha
Strect, | g7, ex-scrgeant turned and dis-

At *..:'1 appearcd in the crowd of
ti%r 'Tommies now gathered on
: the ramparta.

et
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isolated sea citadels were bEQE a TIYE‘ clared 1

really of enormous size and
strength.

Being  circular,  round-
topped, and armoured with
steel plates, an enemy's shells
woutld, for tho most part,

lance off without deing much

amage,

The rcason for the chess-
board fashion with which they
were painted, was now ob.
vious, for many of the black
squares, but not all, were cm-
brasures; and to distinguish
which were gunporis and
which were not at long range,
would be extremely difficult.

The right half battalion, in-
cluding (‘ompany, were
destined for Esstguard Fort,
and when the steamer had
disembarked the left half at
LChequer Fort, it continued on
itz way.

story.

Halipenny.

The fal junior of the Remove at

Greyfriars does not altogether dis-
tingulsh himself in pext Tuesday's

Nevertheless, * Bunter, the
Detectlve,” Is a very excellent
school tafe, O course, next week's
pumber of THE MAGNET LIBRARY
will be usual size and price—One

“ Midnight to-night,” an-
awered Ronald, still watching
Bagot’s retreating figure,
Like a szea fog, clammy and
chill, there had come creep-
ing about hie heart an unac-
countable feeling of dread.

At midnight the garrison of
Eastguard Fort stasd to arims.
Behind, and on either side of
the SBound, as the clocks
struck twelve, a dozen power-
ful searchlights darted their
white beams from the various
batteries; for war had been
declared.

Slowly, and with nfinite
care, the dazzling fingers of
light were laid upon every
yard of ocean, searching for
thae foe lurking somewhere
there in the outer darkness.

{Apother instafmant of this flog
serfal pexi Tusaday.)
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