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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Toxn Brown's Disturbing Notlce.

" Y ouly hat!"” gasped Tom Drown. “ The cheeky,
fat bounder deserves to bhe well bumped I
Tom Brown, the New Zealand junior in the
Bemove Form at Gréyiriars School, was standing
in front of the large notice-board, which was a large green-
baize-covered affair fixed on the right-hand wall of the
spacious cntrance-hall,

“Ha, ha, ha!" laughed Mark Linley, who was standing
next to Tom Brown. ™ Fancy Billy Bunter thinking that he
can play Bagger !

“ It doesn't seem to have caught on much, does "

Mark Linlay turned in surprise.

“Why, you only put the notice up about twenty minutes
ago,” he aaid,

“ Wearly half an hour."

“ Ves; but everybody's out."”

Tom Brown once more read through the copper.plate
written notice which he had put up.

It read a3 follows:

YTt 13 proposed to have a game of Rughy on Wedneaday
afternoon, with a view to popularising the sport at Grey-
friars, Will all those wishing to plav, kindly write their
names below ? T. Brows.

. M. LixLer.

“P.5.—Will Fourth-Formers be very careful to write
neatly 7 No Third Form fugs need apply.—~T.B.7
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The only name that had been attached up to now had
been written in pencil, and Tom Brown read 1t out agan
and again.

“ Bully Bunter " he muttered fivally. “Shall we seralch
it out ¥’

“N-no."

““Well, let us put our ewn names down.”

“ My only Aunl Mualilda! Why, of course, considering
the whole idea belongs to us two, we should have our names
on top.”

“ﬂE;ﬁ W %ning to have that faé porpoise’s namo off,
thon 7' sa[?l win Brown, paliing a stump of pencil from hia
poskaot,

“ Better leave it there, as we've ashked for names; but
if he plays Rugby, he'll get half killed.” ) )

The New Zeuland junior reached up to his notice, and
wrola his own rame neatly under that of Billy Bunter’s.

“ Here you are,” he said, handing the pencil to Mark
Linley, “ 8hove your name up !’

“ Right-ho " . i

And rthe Lancashire junior inscribed his name under that
of Tom Drown’s.

The two Removites both stepped back a pace or two, and
glanced eritically at the notice.

“I think that when—"

© Hallo "™ interrupted Marle Linley, * Here they come !

A confused shuflling of feet and a loud murmur of veices
came floating down E%E long corridor, and Tom Brown and
Mark lanley stepped cut to intercept the crowd of juniora
which the noise awnounced,

Janunry lat, 1910.
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Marching along, leading the procession, were three
juniors arm in orm.

The boy in the centre was very handsome, and had dark,
curly  hair, The twop juniors on either side of him
rerembled him only inasmuch as they were of the same
sturdy butld.

The junior walking between the two others was Hurry
Wharton, the captain of the Remove Form at Groeyliriare,
and he gave Tom Brown a pleasant faugh of recognition as
they a !pm:l.{:hed.

“ Hallo, you stackers!"” he said.
Feen out with wyg?
inito goal.

* Not haif, my lads,” assented Bob Cherry, releasing him-
solf from Harry Wharton's n,g*ht arnl. " We're not going
to lose any inatches this year.’

Frank ﬁugﬁnt, the junior on Wharton's left, strolled up
to the notice-board,

“ Hallo,” he soud, " somelhing fresh! What 1s 1t% Is
there poing to be a debate on school-minsters and their—
Why, what's this?"?

arry Wharton Bnd Bob Cherry peecred over Nugent's
shoulder, and the crowd of junpors who now came flockin
along were soon In a confused mass before Tom Drown's
notice,

* What 13 1t "

" Read it out !"

* Birown's getting up & Rugger match !"

“8Bhut up yvepping, you kids,” shouted Frank Nugent,
who was being well crushed, * and listen '’

After & moment or two there was sufficient silence for
Nugent's voice to be heard, aod as each word of the notice
was slowly raad out, the crowd of juniors—and there were o
few Upper Fouwrth-Formers—pgagzed at one another in astonish-
ment.

' H-hemi ! Rngger ! sneered Dabney, of the Upper Fourth.,
“What d'we want to fool about with a rotten game hke
that. when we can all play scccer?”

**Ha, ha, ha!"

Diabney squeezed himself round in the erowd and grabbed
hold of Bob Cherry, who had greeted his remark with a
roze of luwghter,

“What are you grinning at, fathcad ™ he shouted.

2 ‘{Ehl\i, yvou said that we can all play soccer !

s E u_____n

More and more juniors had been attracted to the notice-
beard, and the erush was new so terrific that Bob Cherry
and Dabney were separated, thus accounting for the Fourth-
Former’s threat being interrupted.

**1 shall play ™ shouted Bulstrode, the bully of the
Retmcwc, who had naturally fought his way well up to the
nutice.

“ Shove vour name down, then"

A pencil was handed over to DBulstrode, and the bully
gecrawled hizs name down under Mark Linley's.

“Wha is that on top 3"

“ Bunter ! )

* Faney that fat cormorant playing Rugby,’

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry ‘;‘it’]!m.rt{m, Nugent, Cherry, and Hazeldene added
their names in turn to the list

Temple, who was Dabney's study-mate, was mext per-
rupded to add his name, and Dabney soon followed suit

' You'd better shove your name down, Inky, hadn't you?”
eaid Harry Wharton, turning to the darinmmﬁ!exmned-

leeking junior on his right. i
Bam Singh, the Nabob of

“Why hoven't you
We've had =ome good practice potiing

[t was Hurree Jamset K tzh,
Bhanipur, and the Hindu jumior replied in the wonderful
English he had not acquired at Greyinara.

*“ The betterfulness 1s terrific,”’ he sad.

“Whell, liick unp, vou duffer!"”’

Hurree Singh was pushed u.walj.' from the board just as
Tioh Cherry handed him & pencil, and two junlors tiptoed
up to the notice.

“ Buck up, Russell.” :

As soon as Russell had serawled his name, Lacy stepped
forward and did hkewise.

“ Out of the waw, you cheeky kids!" ardered Cherry.

Hurree Singh was pushed forward once more; but the
Nabob of Bhanipur enly gazed at the notice with a puzzied
look on bis dark feafures.

" {io on, buck up, Inky !

i T'the_”

“ Hurry up, you duffer I

“The fullupfulness is terrific,” murmured the nabob,
“ There 15 no room for my anpgust signature,”

“Shave it in one of the corners ! shouted Bob Cherry.

“The esteemed Lacy has dane that.”

Tom Brown, who had thought it advizable for Mark
Linley and himself to remain on the cutskirts of the crowd,
now pushed his way through to the notice-board.

“Full up, 12 it*"" he shouted excitedly.
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“ Yes, rather!"

“ood! Let's have it, and Linley and I will make out
thz teams."

[3ob Cherry stared in astonishment at the New Zealander.

“You and Linley will what ¥ he shouted.

" Make out the teams, of course! We're ghout the only
two who ean play Rugger, o vou kids will want a Jeseon
or two. Hand it down, Wharton "

“ Not yvet, old son.”

Tom Brown looked at the Remove captain, and then at

MNugent, for he had intercepted a meanipg wink between
the twao.

" W.whnt do vou mean ?” he said.

Harry Wharton gave the New Zealander & winning smile.

“{Oh, only that we want a few more names" he ex-
platned., * There are about twenty-bve so far, and Inky hes
not signed yet.”

“ It wants another sheet of paper, doesn’t it, Dabney !

Temple and Dabney, the two leaders of the Upper Fourth
Forn, looked somewhnt puzzled as Frank Nugent turned to
them and addressed him thus.

The Upper Fourth-Formers had to go very wanly when
Hurry Wharton & Co. wers about, as there was great rivaley
between the two Forms. :

“It does want another sheet of paper, doesn't It
Dabney " repeated Frank Nugent, without the vestige of a
sintle on his countenance.

“ 1t looks like at, fathead.”

“¥es, I think it does, don't you, Wharton "

“ It seems to me as though that were the cnsze.
you say, Cherry?"

Bob grinned. )

“Yog, I think you're right,” he said.

“What game are you kios up ta¥” muttered Diabney, as
the erowd of juniors in the rear pressed him and Temple
up eloser to Harry Wharton & Co.

“ame ™ said Harry Wharton.
up to, Frank?"

1 don't lknow.
Bob ¥

‘“ No, only that we want another sheet of paper for the
Hugger hst.” .

“(Oh, ves, of conrsal" said Harry Wharton seriously.

Temple and Dabney glared at the Removites,

“The back of this notice will do, won't 1t 7" suggested
Frank Nugent. “It's only got a lob of rot on 1t about a
meeting of the Upper Fourth kids."" _

Nugent pulled out the drawing-pin which had secured the
notice, and reversed it.

“TLeave that alone, you cheeky bounder!” roared Dabne
suddenty. ““ It's my notice for & meeting of the Upper Fourt
foothall team.™

““ Ha, ha, ha!" . ]

“ Shove your name on it, Inky !" shouted Nugent, just
making his voice heard above the feariul uprear. =
. Huiu-ree Singh struggled forward with the penci]l in his

asel.

“ Has tha estesmed Nugent pinned the paper up?™

“ Yes, rather.” . I ]

Temple and Dabney, their faces red with indignation at
this insult, made a violent effort to eluteh hold of Hurree
Singh before he could sign his name. ;

“ [eep these kids back,” oerdered Harry Wharton, throw-
ing his arms round Temple's neck,

“Tieek up, Remove.”

Temple and Dabney struggled hard; but Harry Wharton
& Co. kept them away from the notiee while Hurree Singh
wrote his name hurriedly at the top on the reversed Upper
Fourth notice.

“ Have you signed vet, Wun Lung?"” shouted Hazeldene,

SANDOW’'S BOOK
FREE!

Just published, a new book showing how Sandow won
Health and Fame, beautifully illustrated, and explainie
how every man and woman can obtain robust health an
perfect development by exercise,

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at once a copy of this book
will he sent frec.

Addresa: No, 18, SANDOW HALL, BURLEIGH STREET,
STRAND, LONDON, W.C.
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What do

“What game are we

Do you know what gome we're up to,




turnin excitedly to the young Chinese junior, who had
boen shot yiolently forward from the crowd of sager juniors.

“ Me no signee yob," replied Wun Lung, with a bland
smile.

YWell, buok up, then"

Temple and [dabney were now being reinforced by the
Upper Fonrth-Formers present, and llarry Wharton & Ca.
had & hard job to keep thein away from the notice while Wun
Lung signed,

“Any more " shouted Bob Cherey.

¥ ¥ps, rother!"

Lt e have o gamo!

" Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton & Co. were pushed with theie two captives
violentlv against thoe wall,

“Take it down,” gasped Frank Nugent to Brown, “or
they'll graly hold of it!”

Thoe New Fealandor pulled the twe pieces of paper from
the board, and felding them hurrniedly, crommed them inlo
Lkizs pocket,

“ Hescue, Upper Fourth!”

“Come on, Hemaove '

Tom Brown's notice was prachically forgotten, and all the
iwe factions wero ﬁ:rhii:;];; for now was for the honour of
keeping their Form Hag flyving,

" Rescue, Upper Fourth IV

Dabney broke away from Wharton and Cherry's grasp, and
flung his arms abour exeitedly.

“Come on !’

ic ﬂ'l'i" pee

Tom Brown, now that his precious notice was zafely tucked
away in his pocket, made a true Rugbylike tackle at the
escaped Upper Fourth-Former, and the two went to the
pround with o erash,

“Jolly good, Brownic; hold him !

“Hn, ha, ha!"

The wheole excited crowd had now taken sides, and the
scona before the netice-beoard was one of confusion when Mr.
Quelch, the Remove Form-master. camo striding down the
rorridor with a look of bowilderinent on his stern Face.

“ Rescus, Upper Poureth 1™

M noton ; \'.'i]'n:'- the Acor with ’4.'::11J Remnove IV

Harey Wharton & Un, redoubled (heir efforis, and, ruah:
ing forward in a body, swept the Upper Fourth-Formers oit
their feef,

“ Give them—"*

" Boys !

Mr. Queleh surveved the scone with a lock of absolufe
astonishient, and he stampod his foot vielently as he had
to repeat his eommand, for order.

“ Povs ! he shouted.

“ My only hat! It's old Quelchy !

Hlave !

Sooner—much sooner—than it tokes o fell, the silenco
H-n.s. so oppressive that a pin could have been heard 1o

rojr.

“Wharton! Cherry !™ rapped out Mre. Quelch.  Why,
mood gracious me, 1t seems as if the whole of vy unruly
Fu::-:& have lost their senses, amd gove raviog mad '

] :".“.E_""

¢ Bilence I ioterropied Mreo Quelch: as Buolstrode com-
menced an explanation. ° Every boy who has been a party
of this uproarous sceno will stay in on Wednesday afternoon,
and wrize out five hundred lines!”

Thaose juniors who had been on the floor now rose slowly
{o thoir feel, and staved sheepishly at one anothor as Mr.
Quelch drew a notebook frem his pocket, and wrote down
¢ach boy's namo,

He anapped it to at last, and surveyed fhe juniors for a
momant 1n silence before he turned on his heel and strode
otf.

“ My—only—aunt I muttered Elarey Wharton, *“It's all
the fault of you rotten U{Jper Fourth-Formers "'

Dabnoy stepped forward a pace, and then stopped.

“\’l."h:,.-—wh__v, vou choeky voung Remove brats, didn't you
commanca % Didn't you—""

“0Oh, shut up!™

“ Didn't you~ hey ? :

Y ey up ! sawd Bob Cherey peremptorily,

gua

I'mm ot at Rugby ™

Didn't you?"" spluitered Dabney,

“It can't be
helped now whose fault it is!

“ Wednesday afterncon ! mutlersd Tom Brown., © And
evoryone whose name is on the bist to play in the game of
Rugger 1s 'k(*f'r!'. in "

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“It's norhine to laugh at, duffec!” sond Freank Nugoend,
turning e Mark Linley, who had suddenly buest into a roar
of langhter.

“Ha, ha, ha!' )

“What's the joke? Deing kept in all Wednesday after-
noon isa't anything to grin about, 15 it ¥"

“HMHa, ha. hal"™

“ 0k, shut up cackling !"

“ B Lhunter's nome is on the list, don’t you see *"
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"NUGENT MINOR.”

LEvERY T T ¢ Magnet” wa P,

“Why—why, of course, that fat bounder iz the only one
who isu't here !

“Ha. ha, ha!"'

“Como on !’ laughed Harry Wharton.
tell the ipm:u*lu:n[m:- he ean captain the teams”

And Harry Wharten & Co. broke away from the crowd
of juniors, and walked off to Study No. 1.

HTat's como and

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Billy Bunter's List of Resolutions,

ANG! Bang!

B Dilly Bunter, ithe fat junior of the Remove at Groz-
friars, looked up from hiz work, and blinked theough
hia big spectacles at the study door.

Bang ! Crash! Bang!

Buonter's face was very fat, and it puckered up into a
kicking and demands for the door of Study No, 1 to be
vened.

“You can't come in, Wharion ! he shouted, “I'm very
busy just pow !V

And Billy Bunter added another neatiyv-wrilten hine in the
little notebook before him.

“Y.vou frabjous ass ! ronred Bob Cherey®s voice from the
passage. ““Open the door ot onee !’

Scratch, sceateh, serateh !

Biily Bunier made another entry in s liflle nolelbool.

Crash! IDang, bang!

The fat junior stopped his ears, and gazed at the deor
blankly, The chums {:-} the Iemove seemed to be determined
to come inte the stody, bar now that he had hept them wait-
ing so long, Bunter was rather afrand fo let themn in,

Clrash !

Harry Wharton & Co. Licked and rattled the door, until it
seemed g though it would come away at the hinges.

“{pen the door !

Thump, thump ! Bang. bang!

Biliy Bunter was beginning to got thoroughly unnerved,
and he rase from his chair, amd walked over to the docr,
which was heing vigorouw-ly rattled.

S Really, Wharton,” he said, as there wos a pause, “1
think you might leave a chap in pouee for a fow moments
without nearly kicking the place down 1

“ Open the door !

larry Wharten, Jloh Cherry, Frank Nugent, and Ilurree
Singh roared out the demand ss one man, and Billy Bunter
shook all over. ,

“0Oh course, Wharlon, this has only been a—a—a—a litila
fun, vau know "

1" l:'iiu_tn the dogor ™

Thi,‘l”'!ll] ! H:ulg‘:

“I--1 sha'n't opon it—-—

“What ! roarsd Bob Cherry, on the alher side of the door.
“You fat, overfed porpoise, you won't let us come into our
own study ¥ You won't open it—-"

“Unless you promise something I
ter.

“0h-h

“You chaps can come in if you promise not to lay a hand
on me!” There was a short pause, and then Billy Bunter
roiged his voive again. I beard you, Cherey ! he said.

“ What do vou mean, yon worm'®'’

“I heard you whisper to Wharton that vou could make
tho promiso as I hadn't wentioned anything about laying a
boot on to me ™

“Ha. ha, hat"

“T sha'n't ket you chaps in,’
oll promiae not to touch me ™

“Qpen the deor ! i

“ Not until you have made the promise, Wharton "

4 “Ieright-ho [ prowled the Remove captain, * Open the
aor I

Billy Bunter openad it, and the four juniors strode in, with
angry frowns on their faces.

“You—von fat lubber I muttered Bob Cherey, facing the
trembling Billv. 'l give you such a bumping for this!™

“* B-b-but y-vou p-p-p-promised-—-"

“ 0k, shut up, you duffer!” lapghed Harry Wharton.
S You necdn’t think that we're gomg 1o fouch you!  Bul
why on earth did vou wani the whele of this study to your
golf I

'i [-—I've been making out a list for the Wew Year.”

UV hat ! A list of feeds you infend to have?™

Billy Dunter blinkod through his big spectacles, as thougl
Lis feelings had been burt by Wharton's reference to lus
stowing capacity, and that 1t was nceessary for him to
make out o list for the salisfying of such zn appetite.

“ Really, Wharton,” he grumbled, * I don't i.hini:——"s
A Splendld Double-lengih Tale of Harr
v, oarton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.

Thuwmp !

interrupted Billy

§

shonted Dunifor, **until you
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“Noi we know that” interrapted MHarey Wharton,  © Duat
phat's this h=t vou've been making out?”

Billy Bunter pulled the potebook he had been writing in
out of his pocket,

“Tt's a list of resolutions,” he explained - my resolves for
tho New Year., you know,””

“Ha. ha, ha!l"

“It's no lewching matter.” continned DBunter. T really
bBelieve that if o chap mnkes oul a List of resolves, and Leeps
them continually before hion, he s more hkely to stick to
them."

“What! Stick them an to lim with gunm ?*?

YUMo I dido't mean that, Cherry, Now, lock here, as an
mstance. My first resolation is to put down jealousy in the
Remove, or in the whole of Greviviars, if you like. During
the w]m?I-;: of 1909 I've noticed that vou chaps in particular
thow a lot of jealousy when wo're put with Marjoric & Ue.
ar any other of the girl-pumls of Cliff House, OF course, a
decent-looking chap like me always cauzes—"

* Ha, ha, hal!”

”ﬁlwa}'s causes a certain amount of jealousy among

“Bhut up, vou dufler I'*

‘*Ha, ho, ba!?

Billy Dunter was talking to the chums of Study XNo. 1 in all
seriousness, and the only effeet his strange conversation
seamed to have on them was that they simply rolled about
fhe room, rearing with laughter.

“Ha, ha!" laughed Wharton, * You'll be the death of
me, vou will, Billy

“*There's no getting away fromt the facl that vou chaps
are fearfully jealous of me. is there?" asked the fat junior

Y No, of course. not’ roplied Cherry. “ When o really
ripping, fine, strapping chap like you is about the averape
fellow can consider himself out of it--absolutely oul of 17

“In fact,” added Nugent, “he can consider himself
diddlod ta the wide 17

Billy Bunter looked very pleased with himszelf as his study
mates made this frank admission, and he turned over a leaf
of his notebook.

* A chap can't help ereating jealousy when he ig really
handsome,” he said; *“but, nevertheless, I intend to put it
down !

“ Hear, hear " applanded Frank Nugont.

““The hear, hearfulness is tercific!” assented Hurrco
Singh.

4 Let's have the next ogn the list ! zaid Bab Cherry. T
hoven't lnughed for nearly a minute

Rilly Bunter ignoved Cherry's remarks, and proceeded to
read his next resolution.

“T have resolved to ba captain of the Remove hefore the
end of the term,"” he said,

“Ha, ha, hal'

“Why, my only Aunt Matilda ! gasped Harry Wharton.
"o vou really mean it. Billy *" .

“Of course I do!replicd the fat junior, with some little
degree of resentiment at Wharton's ineredulity. T think the
way the Remove was eaptained during 1808 was—was—er-—
wall, T eandidly bolieve I eould captain the Form better than
the way you have, Wharton I’

“¥.you fat geyser! T'll bump you !’

“You mustn't be jealous, Wharton ™

S Wowhy, you=-yoyge—"*

1 know that it's a fact a lot of the iellows think it's
time the Remove had a new capfain—somebody with more
enterprise than vou have shown lately !

Harry Wharton reached out for the inkpot.

“Who thinks it's time there was o new captain,” he said,

“I'vo beon investigating,” replicd Billy Bunter, “and hy
pxerting my wonderful detective powers, I have found a
pumbar of chaps roady to back me up.’”

“0Oh-he

“¥eas," continued the fat junior. " Bulstrode and Skinner
have promised me o decent fecd if i

“So veu've been to Bulstrade, have vou," interrupted
Harry Wharton, "' with your suggeations of usurping me¥"

“Usurping what

“0hn, let the duffer go on!” laughed Frank Nugent.
“We needn't be afratd of a bully Like Buolstrode ond his
cronics, "

“ Nao, rather not !

“The rather notfulness is terrifie®

(3o on, then, vou fat porpoise,’’ langhed Harry Wharton,
" and let us have your next resolution.’

Rilly Dunter cleared his throat.

“T've resolved not to borrow any money thig——"

“YWhat?"" shouted the juniors.

“[ sha'n’t come to you chaps for any more money."

“ Hurrah !"" showted Bob Cherry.

Bunter blinked af the four junicrs in astonishment.

SO course,” contimued Thlly, “*why T've made that
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resolution iz because I have resolved fo earn at least {hree
pounds o weel from the G F.A LM M A H™

Harry Wharton & Co. etared at the fat jumior o bewilder-
ment as he rartled the lettera off,

e GUF. what, what AVHL#" gasped Bob Cherry.

“The General Friendly Azsociution for Making Mouey at
Flaome,™

“"Yia, bz, ha!”

Of couree, s only your jealousy again that makes vou
laugh. If vou knew how casy it i3 to earn three pounds &
week by colouring birthday-greeting cards, vou'd soom lend
me the ten bob deposit the GUF.AF. MM ALY want me to
send them.'

“Ha, ha, ha! You duffer !

“ Heally, Wharton, ten bob isn’t much, considering they'll
pay vou three pounds a weel™

“EShat up, Billy! We've heard of these kind of people
before.  *Send ten bob, and we'll set you up for hie.’ QL
lenve "oy alone, you fal duffer.™

i ‘l.'u.'"f-I],”l sald Donter, after a pause, “my next resolu-
tion is--—"

Y That vou've made up vour mind not to bore us,’
rupted Hob Cherry.

“ A jolly pood resolution, too," said Frank Nugent, giving
Eil*l_}':l H-g:ﬂnr a resounding thwack on his broad back.

lw !

“ A ripping resolution, Billy 1" agreed Harey Wharlon,
with a grin, and [ollowing Nugent's example by giving Ins
praige in oo proactieal fashion

U P oroarcd Bunter.

“ Jaolly good, 1sa't it, chaps I

Net Talt "

LE] '::l“ I_H

“Pn.-.-aturcml'eltiﬂn I've over heard of, T thinl.™

{9} ]"'|||. -I

“The resolulion is terrifie, my serene fab friend.”

“Ohw ' shouted Billy Bunter. as the four juniors crowded
rouzd b, and thumped hun on the back.

' inlor-

U Jolly pood 1
0w ! Leave off I
Blap! Thump! &Slap!

Billy made a dash for the study door, and elutched hold
of the handle exeitediy,

“Yah ™ he shouted defiantly, as he found he was not pue-
sund. “It's all beastly jealousy, that's——"

“ Bauaxr off

“* Just because vou think you're going to lozo your job
as captain of the Remove, vou—"

“ et outside, vou duffer [

“You think—"

“ Be-r-v-r-r 1"

Harry Wharton, stamping bath feet on the floor, made as
though he would chase Bunter, and the fat junior did not
think twice which would be the wisest action; bot he fluneg
the door apen wildly, and sprang out into the corridor with
a vell of fear.

The next moment thoere wag a terrific thump, as he went
crashing into somebody who was about to enter Study No. 1.

il ﬂw Elr

Filly Bunter and Tom Brown went rolling over gnd over,
and Iarry Wharton rushed to the door in alarm.

“My only hat!” gasped Bob Cherry. “Who is it?"

Buanter and his victim sat up garing at one another with
a dazed expression ms the four juniors poked their heads
out of the door,

“Y.von fat, overfed, gourmandising fathcad!” roared
Tom Brown.

Rilly Bunter gropsd about for his spectacles, which had
fallen off at the swful impact,

“ Really, Brown !

The New Zealand junior rose o his feet painfully.

““Thizs great, fat lubber belonging to vour study,” he
growled, turning to Harry Wharton & Co., “is always dash-
ing into somcbody, Why in the dickens don’t you get rnid
of him "

“You may have it if vou'll take it away at once.”

Tom Brown grinned.

“ Mot as a gift,” he said.

Lilly Dunter had now adjusted his spectacles, and he
blinked up at the juniors indignantly as he was thus dis-
cussad.

“1 think vou ought to apologise, Brown,” he said, clam-
bering up from his sitting position.

The New Zealand junior turned round in astonishmont,

i #pﬂl?gisc?” he shouted.  ** Me apologse to you ?"

*Yoea !

“What have T got to apolegise for, you fat lubber 1™

““Far cavesdropping.’?

“ Faves what ¥

* Really, Brown, you %now vou had your ear to the key-
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hole, so T think you ought to apologise now that you have
been found out.”

“ITa, ka, hal"

Harry Wharton & Co. burst intn a roar of laughter, but
Tom Brown stepped up to the fat juntor with a ferociouws
look on his face.

“1Do you think T was cavesdeopping —eh *™ he said, caleh-
ing hold of Bunter by the ear.

‘I think— {Ow1”

“Do you think T ought to apologise, vou fat porpoise ™

“w! legeo!™

“IFyou think that T—"

“Bunno! Leggo!” howled Billy Bunfer.

Tom Brown pushed the fof Removite from him with an
exclamation of diszust.

“Get away!” be said, T came along to congratulate
you, but I'm hanged if T will now.”

“Congratulnte me?" exclatmed Bunter, with a puezled
loolk on his faf countonance.

(1] 1"1}3."

Tom Brown followed Harry Wharten into Study No. 1, and
Bunter followed him.

“ What have 1 to be concratalated for.” he sand,

“Not much, poodness knows” sand Bob Cherre, **but
I suppose old Brownie means about your being captain of
the Rughy teams.”

“antaint? pasped Rilly Dunter,

“Yes,"" said Tom Brown; “ vou ean eaptnin the Rueger
on Woednesday afternoon, if vou like'"

“ Me

“Ia, ha, hat*

Billy Buntere's look of incredulily waz so exfraordinary
that the five juntors burst to a roar of laughter.

“Ila, ha'! ¥You eught to be able to skipper a Rugly
fifteen jolly weoll, T3illy.*

“1e'tl lock ripping in the soram.™

“1a, ha, ha !’

The fat junsor of Greyfriars blicked through his big
spectacles at Bob Cherry, who had collapsed into the arm.
chatr,

“0f eourse, this is only rotten jealousy on vour part”

“Ha, ho, ha! Yoz, nuiuralls.”

“In spife of my resolution, L don’t see what T can do in
thia case,” grinublod Billw.

“ Hallo, what resolation’s this

Harry Wharton explainad to Tom Brown the object-leszon
which Billy Bunter intended fo zet at Greviriars, and the
New Zealand junior turnad to Dhilly with a orin on Lis face,

“Well, vou've made your first step now,” he zaid ; *you'ra
raprain of something."”

“¥oes, rather! I'm jolly good at Rughy.
awfully good.™

*“Oh-h !

“Yos, I T had boen in Wharton's place last veas, T
should have staried Rughy in the Remove Form., The other
ehapa would be sure to take if up.”

“Yea, | supposs they would,”™

O course, a keen captain males a lob of difference,”
confinaed Billy., ** Owe thing I shall do, and thar will be
lo have apme practice scrumming.'’

“{h-h

“1 think thet—="

“Woulda't it be a good idea if you found out who can
play on Wednoaday ! iotereupted Tarry Whartan.

“I—I suppoae it would,” said Billy, “'H just trot down
to the notice-board and get the lizt™”

“ You necdn’t trouble,” laughed Tom Brown.

“00h, hut if I've got to captain the feam, you know, I'm
willing to take a Little trouble over it.”

“PBut I've t it here”’

“"Really, Brown, I think voo should have handed it over
to me at opoe.”’

“T'H telt vou whose playving,  Just jot it down, will vou ?*'

Billy Bunter drew his lirtle noteboolk which contained his
list of resclutions, and sat down at the table.

“Yoll them oub, Brown," he sabd

“ Right-he ! Shove 1t down,  Billy Bunter!”

The fat junior wrofe his own name down very neatly in
ink, and blinked up at Iirown, who was grinning like a
Cheshire cat.

“Go on Y he said.

"Have you got * Billy Bunter® down ?”

“Yos, of course.”

“"Good " laughed Tom Brown, and then turoed bo [Harey
E]‘T:hazzpn & o, and added: “Coming down fo the tack-
shepe 7

“Ha, ha, ha! Yes, rather!”

* B-but y-rou—"

00, drey oup, Doanty ' dederrupted Bob Cherry,
leave vou to make out yonr Bughby tam.”

" K-but—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Frank Nugont
a prond wamme, Bille™

Ton: Brown slrolled across o the door, and
TiHe MacyeEr.--Xo. 90, .
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Eﬁ-’h&rtm: & Co. followed him, with broad grins on thetr
WOng,

“ Really, you chaps,” =aid Bully, in bewilderinend,
Lon g‘ﬁiug to allow your jf':lit_‘ru:’-i:f Ty .

“* Hope you have o really goud game of Rogger, Dille,”
interrupted Frank Nugoent, as he turned al the door. I
you want any holp on the selection comamittee, just let ma
lenow, won't you

And the door of Study No. 1 was banged violently to, as
Billy Bunter rose to his feet, with a ferocious ook on his fat
countenance.

iE nrg

THE THIRD CHAPTLR.
Photographing the Rugby Enthusiasts.

" F lanks as +_!-..._-,.ugh he'll eat you; but go and ask him™
Marry Wharton smiled as DBob Cherry spolie, nnd
lonked down the long dinner-table at Mr. Quelch,

who wnos si[‘ring at the head. ;

“8hall 17 said Harry Wharton uncertainly.

“¥es, don't funk it—"

“Cherry ! shouted Mr. Queleh, rapping his knuckles on
the hard table, ** Stop talking.™

“ Yes, sir.” ,

As soon as Bob replied to the Form-master’s sceusation,
Harry YWharton rose to his feet. .

“ It was my fault, sir,” he suid, “ T was just about to ask
you a question.” .

Mr. Queleh looked somewhat astonished.

“Well, Wharton, go on,” he said.

¢ J-I-I was—ecr—that is we—"-" 2 & a

“You mav get on with vour dinper, Wharion,” inter-
rupted Mr. Quelch. somewhat sharply. ;

Harey Wharton blushed o brilliant hue, but remained
standing.

“ J—T wa: going to ask vou, sir,” he ecxplained deliber-
atelv, “if vou would give us permizsion to change into our
foothall togs—er—~I mean, clothes, as seon as we have
finizhed dinner.”

* Into vour football clothes?"

* Yas, air.”

“irbut it iz not o haklf holiday fo-dav, Wharten” ]

“ No, sir,” assented Iarry Wharton; ““but we—that is,
the Remove—thoaght we might put in an hour's practice
ut Rughy before closs conunences.”

“ At Rugby ¥ muttersd Mr. Quelch. “ Let me see, that
is that rough game wherein each |layer makes a savage
atfack on the person with the ball, ise't 1t %"

Tom Brown stuffed his handkercoief up to his mouth to
suppresa the fit of lsughter which shook him inwardly,

“It'z not really a rough game, sir,” replied Iarry
Whartoh, .

“If you will promise me fo play pgently with one
snother,” said the Formemastar, after a pause, I will give
vou permission to leave the fable at once.”

“Thank vou, sir; I promise vou we will be very carciu

Fob Cherry gave Tlarry Wharton's sleeve a tug.

“ T doo't think ! he mutterad.

Br. Queleh looked at his wateh, ]

“Yoau have exactly one hour and ten minutes Eefore the
afternon's lessons are resumed,” he said. * Mind you are
all in your places to fime.""

“Right, sir."

“ Rather.”

A murmur of assent went up, and the next moment the
Eemovites rose from their chairs with one exception.

Billy Bunter was the exception, o

The fat junior of Greyfriars blinked through his big
gpectaclez at Frank Nugent.

“Dan't you echaps start the game unfil I'm on the
ground,” he said; * I sha'n't be lopg.”

“Come on, now, vou fat cormorant [V

“ Resily, Nurent, I'm not quite ready.
pudding-dish, will you?"

'Y 'lfﬂu___}.ﬂ_u_'_'_n :

::iﬂimll_itlhu sugar ot the same time, please

“You know I don't belteve in rushing through a meal—
especially ab midday, DBuek op and pass thoat padding ™

But Frank Nugent was gone, as were the rest of the
emove Form,

Billy Bunter reached scross the table, and got possession
of the pudding Nagent had refusced to pasa.

“Billy I

[.}::me:y had risen frome the Upper Fourth-Form talile undaer
some pretext or another, and he =at down in the chair next to
Bunter, who was alracking his fourth helping of pudding.

“ Billy I'" repeated Dabney,

Y yeu-ne -

I“

Just pass ma that
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“You fat bounder ! muitered the Fourth-Former. " You
greedy cormorant !

Billy Bunter ceased his wunching, and blinked round at
Dabney indigoantly,

“ Really, Dabmey——-"7

“Well, why don't you keep vour eyves open, you duffer 3"

“What s ot 2"

Dabuey drew his chair eloser, and winked at Temple,
who wias watching him from the Upper Fourth dinner-fablo.

“Oh, it's nothing much " he said. **1 was anly going to
!1.-"551:r i?ul_':vhy old Quelehy had let his table slip out so soon.”

Ahl

Billy Bunter looked at Dabneyr Lnowingly.

“What are vou bleating like that for, fut?mm'[ o

“Oh, nothinge " replied Billy.
know, wouldn't you ¥

Tne fat junioc's demeanour puzzled Dabney, as it was in-
tended to, and the chair was drawn still closer.

*“1 suppose they've got a punishment to work off ¥ he
snggastod.

“Uh, no!™

“ Well, what is it 5"

Bibly drurmed his fat fingers on the table, and blinked at
Dabney.

“*Will vou stand me a feed if T tell you,” he zaid. * Mind
vou, I ought not to tell you; but as they wouldn't wait for
we it will pay them out."

The Upper Fourth-Former's curtnosity was now thoroughly
aoroused, and he answered readily encugh,.

“Yes, right-ho!” he said. * You greedys, fat bounder,
I'll stand vou a fecd after this afterncon’s elass!”

" Bure I

" Yes, of course T am ! replied Dabney.

" Well, theyv've gone to have a practice game of Rupby
before class, and——""

“What !"" shouted Dabney. “ Iz that all? Do vou mean
to say that's all they've gone out for, you fat cormorant

“Don't forget vou've promised to stand me o feed”

Y Yoyou—="

“Of course, T alwaye fake a chap at his word.”

Dabney grasped Bunter by the eur, and the fat junior let
cut n terrified squeal.

T {:}W I*e

“D’'you think I'm going to stand vou a feed for a roften
bit of news like that ™

D! Leggoa!™

“Go on!” growled the diszppointed Upper Fourth-Former.
“ (et out of the place !

“Really, Dabney, I—

" Duzz off I

Billy Bunter did not like the ook on Dabney’s face, and
he ]’gmhﬁdr his chair back hurricdly.

dd I.I'I'! l.'l‘“

And Diliy walked out as hurriedly as he could,

He made his way up to Study No. 1, and met the Re-
movites coming along the corrider, they laving changed
1t their football ¢lethes.

“ Buck up, Billy!' shouted Harry Wharton, “ Don’t
I-:-rgeﬁ you're captaining the team to-morrow afternoon!™

““Hua, ha, ha?

““Have you selected the icam out of that list I gave
you?" jpoghed Tom Prown.

“I don’t know what vou chaps are cackling at,” replied
Billy, blinking at the crowd of juniors standing round him.

They all looked very fit, and the healthy wlow on their
cheeks war only rivalled by the red colouring of the Grey-
friars College crest which was on their football vests,

“Well, buck up and get into your togs!” said Frank
Nugent! * That s, if you're gomg to play.™

“I—I dent think I'll play uwow,” replied Billy. "1
thought I'd come down and eoach you—give you a few
useful hints on Rughy, you know"

“Ha, ha, ha !

“ And another idea I had in mind, too,” continued Rilly,
m .“-.i“:i[‘i} of the juniors’ roar of delight, *'was to *snap’
OU.

e Snap ne?"’

""Yes, take a photograph.”

“ My only hat " exelaimed Bob Cherry,
good wheere, Bunter!”

“ Really, Cherry. all my wheezes arve good, only there's
ey much Jeu!mlsly i the Fr{]rm that——"

* Idry up, Bunter!”

iy Thnt L

“ Shat up M

Billy scowled at the Removiles around hiny, and turned
to Bob Cherry. )

“0Of eourse, vou don't mind me using yvonr camera—that
stand one yvou had for Christmas—do vou, Cherry ™

CE T{rhut !H

“T'm a jollv good photographer, you know, and TN sell
the prints at o bob cach.”
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“&ell them, vou fat owl!™

“Of course, Cherry "

“ What, vou are going to use my camera, and my plates,
and print them on my paper, and mount them on my
mounts, and—--"

‘“ Ha, ha, hal?

Bob Cherry glared round at the juniors. )

“¥ou cackling fatheads !” he roared. *‘ Don't you think
this fat cormorant should be boiled for his cheek?”

“Ha, ha, hal"

Y Don't yvou think——""

“* No, we don't!” interrupted Bulstrode.
with this game of rugger."

*¥es, come on!"

1 say, vou chaps-—

**Bay on, Machketh !” laughed Nugent.

“* But what about the photegraph®"

“(Can't wait lo talk it over, Billv.”

“ Really, Nugent, I—— Here, come bacl "

" Rata I'

And Billy Blinked through his big spectacles as the crowd
of Removites serambled down the stairs at the end of the
corcidor.

* We haven't got a rugper ball,”’ laughed Tom Brown, as
they walked across the quad. in the direction of the field.

“Have to make do with this,” said Harry Wharton,
leoking down gt the football he carried in his ﬁan{iﬁ

“ Drerer-r 1 shivered the New Zealander. * How many
are wa?t

Wharton looked boack at the siream of juniors following
up in the rear.

“ About fifteen, I should say,” he =aid, aufter a pause.

s Then what about sides ¥

“Well, as youw're pretty good ob rugger your side had
better have zeven E.'I'J.g our side eight.”

» Right-ho 1’

The Removites had now reached the football-pitch, and
the Wew Zealand junior gave s significant stuff us he eyed
the Association gonlposts.

“What's up with vour face?" zaid Bob Uherry

* Face ¥

* Yes, what are you pulling vour face chout for?™

“Lzoalposts 1"

" What do youn mean, duffer?

“Can't you see that they're soccer ones?’

*“ Jolly good job, too "' replisd Bob Cherry stoutly, ** I'm
rlad we don’t play a rotten game like——""

“ Shut up ' interrupted Harry Wharton, as he noted the
angry gleam in Tom Brown's eyes.

“ Yes, don't start rowing, vou chaps,” laughed Mark
Linley. * But let's get on with it."’

“T'll have Linley,” said Bulstrode,

" What d'you mean?™

“EFa on, Skindy!" said Bulstrode,

Wharton's question.

Skinrer—DBulstrode’s crony—grinned, and Leclkoned across

to Frank Nugent. :

“T1'Hl have Nugent,” he said.

“What doa you mean T

“I'lI have Brown!" continued Bulstrode.

“1*1II have Inky !™

“ Look herg—" -

“Shut up, Whurton,” interrupted the Remove bully.
I'll have Hazeldene”

¥ Russell '

“Leaey [

“Look here, fatheads!” said Harey. * You need nob
think that vou're going to captain the sides.”

“Rats! I'll have Wun Luag!™

il Etﬂtt !‘PJ g

“ Brown's going to czptain one side, and I'm going to

Wl ' . = ' ;
captain the other," said f‘IEI.I‘I‘j" Wharton, raising his voice.

“Hosh ! Thin going ta !

“%o sm 1!V ; .

It looked as though there was going to be trouble, and 1t
was only through the fortunate arrival at that mcment of
Billy Bunter that a diversion was caused. .

The fat junior cawme staggering along with o large
gamern, slready fizxed up on a tripod, on his shoulder., In
his right hand he earried a dark cloth, .

“Are you chaps ready ¥ he gasped, standing the camers
up, as the Removites looked at hita 1 ns.u_:m.::‘ru'rirmi.

“ Well, of all the cheeky bounders in this world, you take
the currant cake [

“ Reullv, Cherry o

“T¥ven mean to say you've taken that cut of my cup-
board without peruission?' ]

“You shouldn’t leave your kevs about in the stady,
Cherry. ['ve offen told you what 2 temptafion 1t would be
if a thief happened {o pet into the school. I nolice that
most of you ehaps leave *

“You howling duffer !
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“ Wall, what are you roing to do about 1£%"

Harry Whurton & Co, exchanged glances,

“Rather ripping o have a good groap
tulien”

“ Jolly nica.”

¥ Besides, we could give Marjorie & Co. one.”

“ INot half I
J.":ﬂut}::i we could send one to Tom Merry & Co. at St

im's.

* Oh, vou could send me to the Zoo, and—""

“MNeedn't {rouble about that, Bulstrode,"” replied Bob
Cherry. " The doo people have got voo in real life.”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“ Ahem ' conghed Dilly Dunter, who foresaw possibilities
of making quite a large sum of money out of this latest
idea of his.

“ What's up, porpoise "

“ ¥ou chaps are wasting a lot of time, you know."

“Yos: for goodnes:s’ zake buck up and have vour phiz's
taken,” growled Tom Brown, who was anxious Lo get on
with the practice game of Rugby.

“Go on, then, ibly,"” lavghed Harry Wharton, *° Bhove
that rorten old camers up, and poll the trigger, for I'm
joliy eold.”

T j.;-h[lt'—""”

“Got on wirth the washing.” .

“ Reoally, Cherry,” zaid Billy Dunfer, “I was only going
to suggest that you grouped properly befween one of the
goalposts. Yon wouldn't look so silly, then.”

“What do vou mean?"

“1 mean—er—I mean you'd look more like a crowd of
foothallers.”

“ Come on, then, chans.”

Harry Wharton led the way to the goalposts furthest from
the school buildings, and the rest of the juniors followed
him, Billy Bunter bringing up the vear, carrving the
camera on his shoulders. ]

* Rotten waste of time, T think,” grumbled Tom Brown;
“and I'm shivering with eold, so that 1 sha’n't be able to
stick still for a time exposure.” )

“ Rather nice to give the CLfi Ifouse girls a decent
Remove group, though,” satd Harry Wharton.

i ¥pa, there iz thatr. It'll give them something to laugh
at. Look at Bulstrode's nose: it's bloe with eold.”™

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

f0Me vely cold, too,'
front of Hazeldene.
gunldians.'

“What, don't you want them to send you any move
pocket-money "' J

Billy Bunter placed the camera, which was a large one,
with very cheap fittings, before the Remove jumiors, who
had grouped themselves between the two uprights of the
gorlpost, y

“ Buck up. porpoise !’
night over it!"

3lly ienored fhe remark, and threw the dork cloth over
hia head to forus the group.

W -why—n"" ) _

As he looked through the focussing plate, he saw, to his
surprise, that the group, as s nafural with a photogrraphie
lens, weore depicted on the frosted glass upside down,

“Pon't foo!l about, you chaps!" he shouled.

Y What are vou talling about, you fat porpoise "

U Oh, I know vou're stending on your heads 7

*Ha, ha, ha ! :

Billy flung the cloth from his head, and bobbed up in-
dignnntly. . :

“Of course, if ven want to be taken upside down, it
doean't natter to me!™

““Ha, ha, ha!l" . ) _

Billy Bunter could not belicve hiz own eves as he bhinkad
throurh his big spectacles at the laughing group of juniors.

TR -why, how did you do gt ¥

“Tio what?" shrieked Bab Cherry,

“Ddidn't you all stand on yvour neads "

““Ha, ha, hal" )

Billy took his spectacles off, and wiped them with the
dark cloth, and then rﬁﬂdﬁ'us’rf-d them.

U Tolly well done, vou chaps,”™ he anad,

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent lacked af one another
pxprassively, and Marev touched his forchend with his
fingor. .

 Absalutely hopeless, T should =ay."" he said,

# Ruzht off." nzsentod Prank Nugent,

“ Very swd; bul T always thought he would get grub on
the brown oventually.”

Hitiy DPunter blushed indigoantly as be hewrd the com-
mentz of the group of juniors .

EHaow did you do ot altogeiher so well Y™ he sand.

A Tbowathor what'™'

S Why, standing on vour heads, and then jumping—-—

“ My enly Aunt Moatilda " gazped DBob Cherry. his face
gradunlly breaking into an extraordinary grin. * ke
doesn b ko .;jh:."‘hilij.',' about a camern, that's as filﬂm HE:
enting e
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“ Really, Cherry 2

“ Oh, shut up " interrupted Dob. * Don’t you know that
the lens of a camera always throws the seens upside down
on the focussing-glasa?’

“ D-doss 1t¥"”

“OF ecourse 1t does, you duffer ™

“ﬂ]‘l-l‘.’:-h!”

Billy Bunfer threw the eloth over his head without
another word, and did hiz best to focus the group, m spiis
of the fact that they were all malking violent attempts to
.::Ea'?ulnte their blood more ranidly to repol the cold.

“ Brorperer-r "' shivered Bulstrode, as an extra cold blaat
of wind whistled through the goalpoats. i .

“ What are you doing, Cherry?” came Billy Bunle:y
smothered voice from beneath the dark cloth,

“What do you mean?" S

“Tt's all rizht. You were only twisting vour face about
rathor curiously,"

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Don't move, vou chaps ! pleaded the photographer.

“Well, buelk up "' )

Billy Bunter Bddled about with the eamera bellows for a
few more momenis, and then he emerged from the dark
eloth with a broad grin on his fat face.

“ What are you cackling af, porpoise?"

“ Ha, ha, ha!" laughed Billy.

“ What is 1t ?" roared the juniors in chorua

“ Ha, ha! You do leok funny!"”

® Funny

“IIa, ha, ha! Yes!"

Three or four of the juniors made a movement as though
they intended to make an assault on the fat junior; but
they were pulled back b;l.f those more anxtous to have a
rood group photograph.

“Wa'll bump him afterwards!" growled Dob Cherry,
stamping his cold fcet on the hard ground.

Billy Bunter continued to laugh inwardly as he ocpened
the camera cose and extracted the slide which contained tha
sensitive plate,

“ Buck up, dummy!'"

“Get on with the washing I'* ;

But the photographer took lis own time, and that very
feraurely. o

“We shall have about five minutes’ practice if we're not
frozen stiff by the time he's finished ! grumbled Tom
Brown, turning to Harry Wharton, who was standing next
to nim. : :

“ Our august fut friend must back up terrifically,” said
Murres Singh, who was squatting down in the fronk row.

“1 sha'nt be a minute now, you chaps!"” said Daliy
Tunter, slipping the slide into the back of the camera.

“ Well, buck up, porpoise ™ )

At last the fat junior of Grevfriars appeared to be ready,
and he faced the group eritically.

“Pon't look up so ]hlgh, Russell.”

“ Whore shall T rest my optic on, then?"

“ Just look at me, and you—-" :

“ Don'l ask me te do that,” interrupted Russell, with a
broad erin. ’

Iilly Dunter ignored the remark, although it was not lost
an the group, which tmmediately broke into a grin.

“ What are you doing, Bulstrode ¥

“ Waothing, fathead !’ prowled the Remove bully.

¢ Then why don't you apen your left eye?”

The group, in a body, instantaneously turned to look at
Nulstrods, who was standing in the baclk row, and the bully
glared at them with one oye open.

“Y.vou fatheaded porpoise!™ he roared.
I've got something 1o 1£?"

“Ia, ha, ha!™ "

© That's mere than yow ean say about vour head.

“Well, are vou rendy, chaps ™

Yo buck up. I'im frozen !

Billy Bunter stepped un to the camera, and prepared o
withdraw the slide, so as ta leave the plato exposed to take
the pictire when he squeezed the pneumatic bulb.

“Crot on with it =houted Stott.

Dilky Dunter blinked in peionisiiment as he found he was
nnable to deaw ont the slude, and i ospite of the cold, bin
broke out into beads of perspiration ns he was urged on by
{he 1mpationt groap.

“Pall it out, duffer I growled Dieh Cherry, after some
five ninutes,

“1--T—T to-can't )™ o

EWhat's that?? roared the juniors :

Tilly tried hard, and at last Bob Cherry, heing the LT
of the camoera, was persuaded to leave the group to set the
taatter vighi. .

Tle af nnee sgw whal was wrong., and turnced on ]31]1_-"
with o roar of rags,

“Can't you seo

A Splendid Double-length Talo of !-l!ﬂ.r-ﬂ4
Wharton & Co, By FEANXA RICHARDS.
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“¥Y-you abzolute pig-headed, Tat-hended, overfed, empty-
headed porpoize!’ he shouted. * Didn’t vou read what I
had written on this slide? Didn't you—""

" Really, Cherry——" gazped Dunter.

“ Dadn't vou read it, vou duffer ¥’ repeated Dob.

* N-no, Cherry."”

Bob pullad the slide ant, with an exclamation of duspust,
and thrust it before Dunter’s eves.

“Look ™ he roared. ***This is broken! IMyou see that?
Wriﬂ:m in black letters to catch the eve for fatheads like
wou 1

The enraged group murmured angrily, and Billy DBunter
looked around for a way of escape in case of emergency.

“W.what shall I do?” he stuttered, turming to Cherry.

“Shall he go and get the other shde out of my study,

GrE

chaps *

“Yes, rather,” said HMarry Wharton, “after hanging
about all this time.™

" Gao on, then, you fat Iubber !’ -

Billy faced the group of juniors who were all shivering
with cold, and every one, excepting Hurree SBingh, was the
possessor of a nose blue with cold.

“Don't move, will you?'" said Billy. “ We don’t want
the fag of focussing you again, and——""

" No ! shouted the Bemovites. " Buzz off 1"

“Tf von're not back jolly soon, vou'll be slain ™' added
Bob Cherry, once more faking his place in the group.

Billy Bunter scuttled off, and the Rugby enthusiasis re-
mained stationary in the cold, facing the camera,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Return of the Abseniess,

' UNTER !
B The fat junior turned sharply as he was going
up the stairs to Study No. 1.
“ Why are vou not in class, Punter ™"

The Remove Form-master was standing at the foot of the
gtnirs, and Buniler hesiiated uncertainly,

“I—=1 was just—er—jusi—"

Mr. Queleh puiled out his waleh, and waited [or Dunter
to proceed.

W eu were ju.u.i-. wlint ¥

“1 am poing up to my study, sir, to [etch zomething,”
said Billy desperately.

*But do yvou know veu sheuld have been in your place
in the elass-room Ave minutes ago”

“ T-five minutes ¥

Billy Dunier came slowly down the stairs, and blinked at
Mr, Quelch. ,

“Yes, Bunter,” replied the Forim-master, ** you will tale
fifty lines for being late.”

* B-buf——-"

* Silence I

“ [—]—1——"

“Gel fo vour closs.room, Bunfer I shouled Mr. Quelch.

YB-but, s, they're all in—""

* Bunrer I

“Yoyes, sir ¥

“Take another fifty lines, and if you're not in your place
in one minute vou will have anothee fiffy."

The fat junior opened his mouth to explain, and then
thourit better of it.

“ All right, sie,” he =aid.

And Billy made his way hastily to the Remove Form-
FOONT.

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

A roar of lauchier went up from the half-dozen Re-
movites who had not ventured out te take part in the
practice game, as Bunter entered the class-room.

“You're in for it, you fat beauty !

“W.owhat do you mean ! _

“Old Quelehy’s cating his hat with rage’t

“ Why '

" Because evervbody is late, of course.”

“ Bt e wouldn't listen to jue wlhen I tried to explain,’
sapl Bunter,

“Lave

" 8it down, Bunty, here he comes!”

Billy Bunter sat down in lLis pl ~¢ 23 Mr. Quelch came
hureying into the class-room. '

“ ave they come in yet ™

' No, mir.”’ . i

The Remove Form-master mutfered something under his
breath, and looked down at his watch.

“Ihsgraceful 1" he said. 1 ehall
severely when they return !

“ Besar 1
1QI:":‘-]']ll}jr Bunter stood up aml blinked inguicingly at Me.

uelch.

* Thon'i Eﬂ!t, me have to speak to you apain, Dunter!”

Rt down !

And the fat junior sat down, mumbling to himseli. He
had tried his best to explain away the absence of Harry
Wharton & Co., but Mr. Quelch wouldu't listen to hin.

“Why den't you shut up, porpeize? whispered Widloke,
who was sitting next to Dunter.

“ Because I want to tell him where the cthers are,”

“* He knows that they're playing rugger.” .

“ But they aren't,” said Billy, lowering hiz voice fo a
hoarse whisper, as he saw Mr. Queleh look in his direction,

“* Well, where are they, fathead ¥

“Waiting for me to znap them.,™

“EBnzp t.ﬁcm o

“¥Yez: they're grouped in one of the goalposts, end 1
came in just to—"

* Bunter !"

Billy kept his eves on the desk, i

“ Bunter "' repeaied the master of the Remove, 1n
metallic tones,  © You were talking to Widlake”

* ¥.yes, sir.”

“Then you will take ancther Afty lines, and you will
show them up to me this eveniug,”

Billy blushed with indignation; Lut a moment later ho
similed to himself as he schemed in his mind a punishment
on Mr. Quelch for the frce manner in which he was doling
out lines.

YT malke him sit up,” he muttored,

“ What's that?” said Widlzke.

“ N-nothing ; but you watch old Quelchy 1*!

* Get your History books eul!" said the Remove Form-
master. ' We will et on with the lesson, amd denl with
the absentees when they see fit to comme in {rom their foot-
ball practice.'

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

A smothered chuckle came from the class room deor, and
Mr. Queleh rose from his chair in astonishinent.

Billy Bunter smiled to himsel contentedly, Tle was
gotting his “own ™ back by means of his vmt}‘nlnqu 13 Ragh 8
gift which the fat junior was almost perfect with.,

"l.:_‘;n on, Bunter ! whispered Widlake. I know it was
FOu.

Mr. Queleh looked from one junior to another.

“ Who laughed I he said sharplg{.

The seven juniors looked up at Mr. Quelch in pretended
surprise. They all guessed that Billy Bunter was the guilly
one, and they weve fervently hoping the fat junior would
dare to go further than he had alrezdy gone.

“Ha, ha!” came the smothered voice again., "1 think
we're best out of it if thev're going to have History.”

Mr. Quelch turned crimson, and alinost flew to the class-
raom door.

T owill——"" ) .

Ho flung the deor open viclently, and looked out into the
passage.

“ Boys ™ he shouted. * What are vou doing?"

“Waea are very sorey, gir,” came Harry Wharlon's voiee,
from the corridor, * but we have been waiting out in the
football-ground to have our phetographs taken."

Billy Bunter's face sesumed 2 greenish hue as he heard
Mr. Quelch ocerrying on the conversation with Ilarcy
W harvton.

“Many h-hat !’ he mutieved.

The Remove Form-master opened the door wider, and
Flarey Wharton & Co., still in their football clothes, and all
lonking perished with cold, came filing into the class-room.

* Now, then, Wharton " zaid Mr. Quelch. " Why are youn
#1l so late?" :

The juniors glared at Billy Bunter, and then Iooked up
nt Mr. Quelch, as though that would be sufficient ex-
pHanation.

“Well, Wharton ¥

punish them most

H
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l “My next resolution,” continued Billy Bunier, caln-:ly, . !_5 to be captaln of the Remove before

e

IMarry stepped up to Mr. Quelch's desl.

“1 am very sorry we are all so late, sir,"" he said, “ bot
it was through & misunderstanding.”

“Well ' snapped Mr. Quelch, as the captain of the Re-
move paused and looked round at the nondescript group of
Rugby players. y -

“"W-we were going to be photographed, sir,” continued

Iall*.lry, " a-and we have been standing in a group for nearly
an hour.’

Mr. Quelch rapped his fingers on the desk impatiently.

* This is very interesting, Wharton,” he said, * but it 18
not an explanation !’

“ B-bat don't you see, sir, the camera was broken,

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

* Bilence, boys !

In spite of his feeling so cold, Harry Wharton blushed
erimson os the Removites burst inte a roar of laughter, and
he glared at Billy Bunter,

' T.the photogrupher had to go away and leave uws, sir,”
he continued, as .'iir. Guelch turned to him once nore;
“and we didn't think Bun—er—we didn't think we should
be kept waiting long.”

“ That will do, Wharton,” said the Form-master. * You
will all take two hundred lines, and now we will have an
explanation on the last piece of mapertinence.”

“* Tmpertinence, sir?"' -

The Rugby enthusiasts looked up in astonishment, and
Billy Bunter's eyes gleamed belind his big spectacles.

Tie MaGaer.—WNo. 93

the end of the term!”

““ Yes, impertinence !" repaated Mr. Quelch, breathing

hard. **One of yon boys Jaughed and made soine insulting
remark thwugﬂ;l the keyhole of the door just now.”
“*Through the keyhole I

“ Yes,” almost shouted Mr. Quelch, “and I am deter-
mined to know which boy it was!"

“N-hut we hadn’t reached the door when you looked out,
gir," faltered Harry Wharton. )

“One of you must have made an impertinent remark in-
tended to reach—-=""

* SBhut up "

The Bemove-master gave a start,

“Lat the matter drop!" g

The fifteen Rugby enthueiastz looked at one another in
surprise as the voiee appearcd to come from one of them.

“Boy ! shouted Mr, Quelch. * Stand oul !

* Rather not ™ : .

Mr. Quelch and the Removitez mstantly turned their
eyes in the direction of Dilly Dunter, whose f{at fauce had
FONe Crimson.

BGilly Bunter's ventriloguial voiea had fuiled Lim!

The  Rather not!’ he hud inlended to throw from a
different part of the class room; but he had failed, and the
reply to Mr. Quelch's command broke the silence in his own
nalural voice.

* Bunter!”

i -f"r"f‘ﬁ, sip 1"

" Did you say ‘ Rather not' " shouted Mr. Quelch.
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“Yea-g-p-as 1™

“Have you been responaitle
remarks

“ W-no, sir—er—it was my ventriloguism."

BMr. Queleh sat down on his chair with a gasp.

“Your ventriloquism, was it, Bunter?” ke said, after a
pause, during which time the fat junior of the Remove
wrigeled about in his place uncomfortably.

** I-1-1-1t was onfy fun, air.”

Mr. Quelch turned to Harry Wharton & Co., who were
gtanding shivering in their scanty footbnll clothes. In spite
of the cold, however, Bulstrede and his cronies wers grin-
ning at ona another. After Bunter had kept him waiting
m the group for some Gfteen minutes, Bulstrode had fizmly
miade up hiz mind fo give the fat junior a pretty sevors
*rageing,’ bui now he was quiie content to leave it to his
angry Form-maskter,

* Wharton "

The eaptain of the Remove stepped forward smartly as
Br. Quelch ealled his name out.

" Yeg mir"

“You may go up fo the dormitory to change, ond I
leavs it to you fo maintain order. Let there be no noise
whatever,™

“Right. Mr. Queleh.”

“Tho rest of you bova may go with Wharton; but mind
wou ara not away longer than ten minutes.™

Tne Remorites made a wild rush for the door, and Bunter
slipped oot of his place to folow them.

“You will remuoin behind, Buntee” said Mre. Quelch,
i’:’lkinf,r a switeh from the drawer of his deask.

Billy shoolk all over, and blinked at Harry Wharton, who
was the last to gain the door.

“Come hore, Bunter

Harry Wharton smiled grimly as he closed the door with
8 bang. Ho waited in the pasaage for a moment ur two.

Swish !

Li {:}\V !Il

Swish !

And the Bemove captain hurried away to the dormitory

as once more Billy Bunter’s wild yell came as an echo to
the strange * swishing " sound.

for all these impertinonk

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Number One Resolve Breaks Dowan,

h ALLO, you chaps!™
Billy Bunter put his head round the door of Study
No. 1, and blinked at Harey Wharton, I'rank Nugent,
Bob Cherry, and Hurree Singh, who weve all sitting
round a blazing fire.

“ Hallo, you chaps!"

The ehuma of the Remova, all of whom were roading,
neither moved nor answered, and Billy entered the study,
and clesed the door with a bane,

*Come in 1"

“ Really, Cherry, you must have known that I was in ths
room before the j-nﬂr slammed 1"

Bob Cherry stared at the fat junior blankly for a moment,
and then resumed his reading,

T think you ehans ought to show more respect to o fellow
wiw has made sueh a sacrifice az 1 have done to-cay !’

T&y’: juniors exchanged glances, and then continued their
reading.

“Tlhey say the bigger the sacrifice, the——""

* Shut up!” growled Frank Nugent.

“The shutupfulness must be terrific,”” murmured Hurree
Singh, ““or clse the esteemed Bunter will be chucked out
on lns august neck.”

“1 was wondening if you would like me to get tea for
you, Wharton?"

Harey Wharton folded the paper be was reading, and
placed 1t on tho mantelshelf.

“You've been what?"' he said,

“Wondering -—""

“8¢ have wo! ITaven't we, chaps?'

“Wowvhat do you mean, Wharten?'” said Ei]iif Bunter.

“ Wa've beon wondering whether we shall kill you outright,
or torture you fArst, and then drop you out of the window."

“ A -owhat makes vou say that, Wharton 7"

* Why, you fat porpeise,” roared Ilob Cherry, 'umping umn
fram lus chaie, * wa want to know why you rJiiﬁnt COtnn
ek and take the plotograph thiz afternoon *

et wasn'b any fault, Cherry,” faltered Billy Benter, sbep-
ping back fo the study door,

“What's that! Not yvour fault®”’

¥ MNeno, Uherry. It was like this. T was just coming up
here for the othor plate-shide, when old Quelech made me ro to
the class-room, I tvied to tell bam thet all you fat—er—that
all vou chapz were walting to be snopped, but he wouldn't
lseen to me”’

T Macxer.—Nao, 09,
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“ Wouldn't what?' _ _

“ He drove me to the classroom,” continued Billy Bantor,
““and I thought I might be abie to use my marvellous ventriio-
quism {o get you out of a serape. :

“ You—you know the rest,” said Bunter desperately, * and,
under the circumstances, I think you chaps might show moro
consideration. 1f you knew how Queleh knocked me about,
vou wouldn't think it a lewgiong matter! IE T hadn't a strong
constitution, 1 0y

** Oh, dry up, Bunter !™ )

“ I suppose you chaps are a bit jealous of my physigue.”™

Harry Wharton laurhed. : .

“You can put down grub fast enough,” he suid, * but we'ra
not IE:_r-r:ning to have you in here for tea to-day.”

“ 0, really, Wharton 3

“You can have it in Hall.” -

“ Vory well, you chaps,'’ said the fat junior, mere decisively
than usual; * you can get your own tea.”

Billy clutched hold of the door-handle, Lut did not turn g
for ho expected Harry Wharton & Co. to haul him back.,

“I'l get on frying thoss egps, then—shall I said Bob
Cherry.

Billy Bunter let his hand fall from the door-handlo.

" Yes, that's n'g_'hti Bob,” veplicd Frank Nugent. * I'll open
the tin of sardines.’

Buntor gave a slight jump.

“ Get those sausages out of the cupboard, Inky !

Hurree Singh oponcd the study cupboard, and withdrow a
plate of sansagos.

* Thanks, Inky.”

“ 1 say, you chaps——"

“Oh, haven't you gona yet, Bunty 1"

“ Really, Nugent, vou've knocked un against me twice in the
last iwo minuntes!"

Billy Bunter blinked threugh his spectactes at the four
chums, as they busied themselves about the tea-table.

“I'll cook the epgs if vou like, Cherry.”

“ I don’t like to trouble you, Billy.”

“0h, it's no trouble to a chap like me?”" replied Dunter,
with a smile. * You must know by now what a dab I am at
cooking! You had better let me fry thom!”

Bob Cherry grinned.

' But you see, I can't offer you eny reward, Billy,” ho satd.

“ Roeward ¥

Yoz, If you cook them for me, there the matter must
fingsh, and, of course you won't disturb us."”

*“(1-of course not, Cherry."’

“You will go out of the study as soon as you have coaked
them ¥ persisted Bob, cxchanging a wink with Frank MNugent.

* Y-ves, of course, if you 24

*Then that’z understood!”

“ But 1 suppose you——""

“ Here you are, then, DBunty,” interrupted Beb Cherry.
“ Buck up and cook ‘em!”’

“The buckupfulness is terrific.'”

Billy Bunter reached out and grasped hold of tha frying-
patt, which Cherry had already put on the fre.

TI{I',:E nr«a:-'.t- moment he gave a nughty Jump into the air.

[T} w I ¥E

“ What's wrong, you duffer "

“Ow! Wow! I'm burnt!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“You utter sss! Why did vou cateh hold of it without
first of all finding out whether it was hot?”

v E D“_ -I"

“ Shut up, you howling dummy !"

Dally Bunter scrawed himself up, with his damazed hand
gripped bebwesn his two knees.

* 1 saw, you fellows, feteh a doctor 1™

“Pion't be an idict, Bunter!" laughed Frank Nugeat.
entirely your own fault "

* Look here——"'

Ed ILIE

Calling in at the Crown Gun Woarks, 66, Great Charles
Stroet, Birmingham, reeontly, we were pleased to notico an
air of activity about the place which, Hﬂ}ﬂl‘tullﬂfﬂlj'. i3 rather
a rare thing at the present time among the bulk of Birming.
bz trades.

flera we saw the well-known Y Dreadnought" sporting
puns tn course of manufacrure, and although Mr, Frank
Ulark, the proprictor, employs noene but thoe very highest
shilled workimen, yet he insists upon personally Gnishing oll
cvery gon that his works turn out.  Apart from theae very
hiph-elnss sporting puns, Mr. Clark iz able to fulfil every
posaible wanf in tho way of saleon guns, air-rifles, ammuni-
tion., ete., ab priees to suil all, A copy of his catalogzuo
{which 13 senb fren on request) 15 nol nni:.' iTt!-r_rrﬂﬁf.irtg, bt
equelly instructive, mm;-risin{g as it does such a vast range
of lines so dear to the hoart of the sporlzman.

SPECIAL DOUBLE NUMBER NEXT WEEK.



: %Ei on with the washing—er—I mean the cooking I
L] (] G

*Oh, dry up, Bunty!”

The fat Removite looked at his right hand as though he
expected fo find that he had lost & few fingers,

“ It might have been jolly scrious!™ he muttered, as he was
unable to find any mark from the hurn,

“¥on might have boen sensible if you’d heen born with
another itea.g,” laughed Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter ignored the remark, and busied himself with
the cooking of the sausares, and there was soon a very savoury
smell in the comfortable little study.

The fat Hemovite's cyes positively gleamed.

Tea in Hall did not appeal to Bunter. He preferred some-
thing on a bigger seale, and he would willingly cook ever
menl of the day if he could have more than one helping o
everything.

Fef-iei-z-2 !

The sausages were done to a turn, and Billy looked round
at the tea-table with a contented prin on his fat face.

“ ¥ou want another knife and fork, Wharton."

The captain of the Remeove ran his eye over the white table-
cloth,

“ What do wou mean? he said. "I've laid the table for
four.™

“¥es, I know. You want to odd another knife and fork—
ch, and another cup and savecr ™

* What for, you dammy?"

“Thore are five of us altogether, Wharton.”

“ Four!™

" Five 1™

“Nugent, Tnky, Cherry, and myself [V )

“And me, Wharton,” added Dilly Bunter, tossing the
sausages on to a hot dish.

“You're not geing to have tes in this study.”

“ Really, Wharton, you'rs surcly not——7" ]

“ Thanks, Bunty!" interrupted Bob Cherry, coolly taking
the dish of sausages out of Billy's hands, “ Thanks, Bunty,
very much! Been ripping of lim, hasn't it, chaps?™

* Rather ! . )

Bob Cherry grasped the fat Removite by his hand.

“ Good-bye, Dilly ™ he said. “ I'm sorry we can't reward
vou for having been so ripping

“ B-but—--"" }

“Pa.ta? That's all right!” interrupted Bob, opening the
study door. ** Good-bye !

Billy Bunter blinked through his big spectacles at the four
grinhing juniors.

“ Surely vou chaps aren’t going to send a stedy-mate away
when he's almost dying with hunger, are you? Surely—"

“ That's all right, Bunty! Ta, ta!” _

“ You eads!™ roared the fat junmior. “I'm poing to have
some of those sausages, and eges, and ssrdines, and—"

" Good-bye, Bunty !

1 tell you—"

“ Buck up and go!*? _

“ But I tell you I'm E.'-l:l-il‘j%' to have tea with you chaps!™

“You're certainly not, DBilly,” lsughed Harry Wharton.
“We talked the matter over before you came in, and wo
decided to punish you for fooling us about this afternoon over
the photo business. If you're not taken in hand early——""

“ B-but I'm quite faing!"

1t can’t be helped.” o

* (j-of course, you're only joking, Whayten I

“"Am I* Tao-tal!” ) ) )

* Yes, come on, chaps!™ said Bob Cherry, drawing his chair
up to the wall-laden table.

“ Shut the door, Billy—there’s o beast of a deaught ™

* Yes, buek up my worthy fat friend 1™ _ ‘

Billy elosed the door, but remained on the study side of it.
Frank Mugent looked up at hun in surprise.

“ (ot out, Bunty ! he said.

““ Byt I want some tea, Mugent.”

“ an't have any.”

“ Just one sausage—"

[4] Nu !11 :

“ And a couple of egps, with—""

“No! Getout!” 5

“ With tweo or three sardines.” 1

“You aren't going to have any. Tt's vour punishment.”

*P-but what can 1 do?” stuttered Biliy Bunter.

H e down to Hall and have tea.™ .

T tell you what T will do,” said the fat junior, after
Blinking indizgnantly at the four chums for some time.

“ Vou'll go out on your nock in a minuate, old son ™

“ 'l tell you what I will do,”” repeated Lilly Bunter. * If
vou chaps sub. together a tanner cach, I will go and have teu
i the tuckshop.' .

“ Oh, but we can't do that!”

T “‘Ill}'? Is g:;i:.;ln.nnﬂ tivy rnu:‘.}l? T iell }‘-Du—_'—”

s 1¢'s mot that, Billv. You could have made it a bob each
if vou had hked.”

ﬁunter smiled expectantly.

“Well, what is it, Cherry?’ he said.

Tne Macxer.—No.
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Bob Cherry put down his knife and fork, snd winked at
Frank Nugont.

“*8hall T tell vou why it's so difficult for us to lend vou any
money, Billy?"
& F E-hllf Fy

“ D'vou want to know, or don't vou®"

“ Why, a couple of bob Letween vou won't break you, will
it 7 spluttered Billy Bunter. .

“0Oh, no! We cénld make it five kob cach if you hadn't
made that resolve,™

“ Resolve ™

“Yea vou fot dammy !

Billy Bunter mechameslly ]“il'l.l“EiII ont the little notebeok
from ]};iﬁ brewst-pocket aod opened it

* Wawhy, maf]}_, vou chaps,” he muottered, I forgot that
I had ma.ti:: thet once of my 13\'-315‘ Year's resolutions.”

“ That's all night, Bunty." :

“OF course, that resolve docsn’t apply now, becausze you're
going to have your money returned as soon os the postmen
arrives with that postal-order I'm expeeting.™

“We've heard of that postal-order before.”

“ Reully, Cherry, I don’t keow what you impule—="

“ Shut up, vou fut porpoise, and get out.”

* Puss the eggs over, Frank!™

Billy eyed the feasters angrily now. He could see that the
food was rapidly disappearing into Harry Wharton & Co.'a
mouths, and he realised he would have to * buck up™ 1if he
was to Jjoin in with them.

“ 1 say, Wharton-—-" -

“ (Jh, dry up, you duffer!” roared the Remaove capiain.
* And you had better get down to Hall pretty smartly 1f you
want any grub!”’

“ Well, forward me two bob until iy postal-order comes.”

“Can't be did, we tall you—hesides, you've made a rescive
not to borrow any cash.”

“ B-but——"

“ et out " roared THarre Wharton & Co.

“ YWou coads, you! Yah!”
L 1] Bunk ::ll ¥ ) a
“Wah! You stingy-—you mean cads!’

“ Buazz off 17 shouted b Cherry, thrusting lis chair back,
and elutching hold of a loaf of bread. .
And Billy Bunter slammed the door to with a bang.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Another Resolutlon Fallure.

# o OMTE in, faithead ! ] ]
C “ Deon't knock; walk right in ! ‘
Billy Bunter turned the handle of Bulstrede's
study door, and looked in in response to the more
or less welconie invitation.

“ Hallo, you fat bounder 1" .

* Really, Bulstrade, I—1I thought I would just come aleng
and have a chat, you know."

“ Have a what?" .

Billy Bunter entered the untidr-locking study, and closad
the door. In spite of the reom being in great disorder, the
fai junior's eves gleamed with pleasure as he noted the well-
laden table which Blllﬁtl13f]'l31ﬂlll] his two cronies, Skinner

nd Stott, were sitting round.

* E""What do you wn,Et in here? zald Bulstrode, after a
pause. L

“ N.nothing.” ]

# Then vou had better clear before we bump you for thie
afternoon's affaic.”

“ Really, Bulstrode, I—"

“ Shut ap

“¥ have got an idea—"%

“Go and drown it 1"

Billy Bunter blinked at the Remove bully, and then put
hiz hand on the door-handle.

¥ Very well, Bulsirode,” he said. “* You ean have ancther
year of Harry Wharton's rotten Jeadership.

“Why, what do you mean?” \

Bulstrode pricked up his ears immedintely when he heard
Harry Wharlon's name mentioned, and now he gazed
curiously at Billy Bunter.

“ What do yvou mean ! he repeated. .

“ (bh, nothing much. Only 1 thought veu waould like to
lick Wharton. [ know you hate him becanse—"

“Shut up !

“ Tecause ha won't let vou bully—

“* Dy up, fathead M

Skinner and Stoth grinned et ene another as Tulsirode
drew his chair baclk and rose 1o his foet.

“Tet's give him a licking for his confounded cheok, Bul-
strode,” whispered Skinner. .

Splendld Douhle-length Tala of Harry
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“Leave him alone replied Dulstroda.
Bunty, what have vou come here for?"

“T—I"ve gof a jolly pood wheaze*'

“Well, we've heard of vour rotten
sneorcd Bul¥rode.

“Heally, vou chapsa, I think this lateat ona of mine will
nbzolutely do Wharton in the oye.”

“ Lo him in the eye®”

¥,

“Well, come again later,” interjectod Stott; * we want to
geb on with our tea now.™

“1 don’t mind waiting, yvou know."

“Then squat on tho wi:;:lnw-lndgn until we've Gnishoed.”

Billvy Bunter amiled to himself, and eleared his throat in
the fumiliar way he had before ventriloguising.

“ It him have some tea!"

Bulstrode and Skinner turned in surprise to loak at Biott,
'-xflm was gt the moment pouring himself out another cup
of tea.

“What's that?" roared Bulstrode.

“I'm with Stott there. L vote Bunty stops to ten now
he's hore™

Bulstrode stared at Skinner in astonishmont.

“What are you two young idiots gassin
shotuted.  * Considering neither of vou %—lare
single penny towards this feed, T think——"

" Don't be stingv, Bulstrode' eamo Statt's voice.

The Remove bully glared from one to the other of the
twon incrodolows juniors, and IBBilly Bunter smiled con-
tontedly. His “wheoze " was working very satisfactorily,

“Do you two want o lieking?" shouted Bulstrode ex.
cifedly,

“Ir—it's that——"" .

“I¥vou think vou're goinge fo diciate to me who 12 gome
to have-tea in this stody ¥ interropied the Remove bully.
glaring at Skinner and 3tott, who for the moment seemned
:ir_:n thbf_rgnstﬂd to utter a word, Y Speak, vou tdiots;

Vo

“I'm for Buniy having tea in here.”

It appearcd to DBulstrode that Skinner spolke, and the
noxt moment the bully had caught his crony roughly by the
EEL.D“. !rr

“ Come on, out vou go ™

Billy Bunter opencd the door in a flash, and the next
mstant Skinner went flving  throush it, to fall with a
resounding bump on the hard floor of the corridor.

Y Weall played, Bulstrode ! murmuored the fat youth.

The Remove bully scowled at Bunter, and then skipped
routied the stady table affer Stott.

“You're next " ho shonted.

“M-me, Bulstrode ! What for?"

“T'll show vou. Come on!™

But Stott dodeed the bully’s long arm, and he raced for
the door with a velll Billy Buoter was standing with af
wide open, aud as soon as Statt was snfely throngh he shut
it to with a bang,

“J-jolly good, Bulsteode,” he said, blinking theough his
big spectacles ot the bully, who had sat himself down at the
ton-table anee more.”

“What do vou want?"'

“It's about Wharton,” replicd Billy, sidling up to the
chair which Stott had vacated.

“ 2ifdown, vou grogdy cormorant,
left in the pot.”

“That's awfully decent of you, Bulstrode,
always said thal you'ro——""

“ Diry up 1"

Billy Bunter reached across for the jem-pob, and did not
utter another word antil he had swallowed the last morsel
of its contents. , : :

“It'H be 2 pood thing for you, DBulstrode, i you give me
vour support.™

The Remove bully held his teacup half-way between the
saucer and his lips,

“SBupport ¥ he muttered.

“Yos, Bulstrode

“Why, what are vou tulking about, vou dummy "

Billy Bunter cleaned and readivusted his spectacles.

“1 suppose I had better cxplamn from the beginning,” he
gaid. It won't take me long, and if yvou "

“ (et on with if, then' o

The fat junior of Greviriars pulled Tia Little nolebook
from hiz breast-pocket. and handed it across to Balstrode,

“Tf you will just look at the first page” he sapd, ©I
needn’t explain so fullv.” . . ]

Bulsirode opencd thoe book, and read in o whisper Biily
Bunter's list of resclutions.

“ Resolved to puk down iealousy 1

“ Yes, Bulstrode, T think—""

“ Resolved not to borrow money

Tus Macskr.—Nao, 8%
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" Naw, than,

wheeres lbefore

about?*" he
razacd up a

You'll ind some {oa

You know I've

s o

“ Resolved to earn threa pounds a weele from tha
C.F A MDD AEH. ¥

EL 1":-‘.'5-.'

“ Posolved lo be ecaptain of the Remove?'" gasped Bul
at rode.

“N-v-pog "

“You?" roared the Remove bully. -
Form? ¥You?"

Bang!

Bulstrode brought hiz fist down with a erash on the toa.
fable, and Billy Boanter gave a leap into the air.

“Really, Bulstrode "'

“V yvon, you fat owl, captain of the Romave ! shouted
the bully, raising his voice still highor.

“Yos Bulstrode,” falterad Billy Bunter. ©OF course. T

If you will support me and

" Y¥ou captain of the

shall make it all right for you. | !
vote for me, I'l promise=or=—ID'[1 promise you anvthing
within reason, Of course, I sha'n't be so nmnby-pamby as
Wharton, nnd-—-""

“Oh, shut up, you dummy I

Tap, tap!

“YWho iz it?"” shouted DBulstrode,
saunded on the study door.

Y T1t's us, DBulstrode.”

“Le¥"

¥ ps—Skinner and Stett. Can we come in again?"

“1f vou lile; but you don't expect me to open the door
for vou, do you?”

Skinner poppoed his head round the corner of the door,
snd looked half apologetically at the Remove bully.

“Wowp've gob o suspicion, Bulstrode.' )

“1 thought vou had got somwething wrong with you.''

Billy grinned, and attacked the few remaining pastries
with renewed vigour. He had an ides thot Skinner and
Stott had beesn talking matters over, and that fhee haed
come to the conclusion that thry had been cjeeted from tha
stidy through the trickery of hiz ventreilogunamn.

Skinner was pushed into tho study by Stott, and the bully's
two cronies closed the door. . .

W all, what about yvour suspicien, dummy?

“ 1t's about when wo didn't speak to you™

HHE vour. rocker

¥ Mo, Bulatrode.”’ )

“ Then what on carth are vou talking about the time when
vou didn't speak to me?'" .

T was DBunter, not Skinner,” said Btott desperabely.

Slkinner nedded his head.

“Yeos, that's. right,” he assented.
was Dunter

“ My ouly hat, what are you gossing about ™

Biily roas to his feet with o satisfied sigh, as Bulstrada
turned to his two cronics.

“Well, I must be going now.” he said,
bean Jolly ripping of you to invite me, ulstrode, and——

“ Palstrode didn’t invite vou, yvou fut bounder 5:' roared
Skinner, "It was thfough vour rotten ventrilogquizm.”

“ My only hat!"" gasped the Remove bully,

“Ohof coourse ¥-y-you don’t believe these cads, Bul-
strode ™

“3n it was vou, was it?"”

“ R-reaily, Bulstrode !

“ Pass me over that jam-tart, Skinner

Billy DBunter made a dash for the doer, and fhe next
moment he went to the floor with & erash, as Stott placed
hia foot before him,

Pump @

[ GW 1”

“ Jolly good! Sit on the porpoise "' _

The three bullics fell on to the fat junior of Greylriars.

“ 0w I

“ Hold him quict "' shouted DBulstrode

“ Lemme get up, you cads ™

Souelen ! ) 3

Bulstrade rubbed the jam-tart well into Billy Tantera
face, and the fat junior simply yelled the place dowi.

“You've resolved to be captain of the Hemova, hava
viou 2"’

Y| Hﬂ. hﬁ-, hH- !!l ) .

Tilly Bunter sguirmed and wrigeled, but all to no avail.

“ There's some treacle io the cupbourd,” pented Stott:
“shall T get it?"

“ Yeos, rathor !

Stott clambered wp from Bonter's ehest, and opened tho
study cupboard, Ie looked into one of tho two timy, and
grinr‘]m].

* [are wo arc!™

“ Come on, then, confound you !" roared Tulstrode,

Qipit handed the tin of teeacle to the bally, and the next
moment Billy Bunter gave a smothered yell, as Bulstrode
turned the tin upside down over his face.

NUMBER NEXT WEEK.

03 a double knock

U1t wasn't Stott, it

1% sure it haa
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" Ha, ha, ha ™

“ Yook at him,'” jeered DBulstrode, * the prospective and
popular eandidate for the captainegy of the Remove IV

‘'“ Ha; ha, ha ™

“ Sond him back to his rotten No. 1 Study I

4 ¥es, rather.

“Gerer-r-r! Yoyou—ow bovou cagls 17

Billy Bunter siruggled to his feet, and the treacle-tin
clattered to the floor.

“Hea, ha, ha !’

“Will you cross that reselve off, you fat porpeise?”’
sneered Bulstrode.

“Ow! Ves, I will!" roared Bunter. YT don't want {o be
captain of a lot of ceds like you, and —-"

* Shat up I

“ et out !

The ireacle was beginning to run down Billy's neck now,
and hiz face was all covered with jam. He certainly looked
an extraordinary sight as he groped his way to the door.

“QOpen it for him!" chouted Skinner, ‘' For goodness’
rilee, don't let him touwch it ! 2

Stott Aung the deor open, and Dilly went staggering out
into the corridar.

‘* Ha, ha, ha !’

4 Resolved to be captain of the Remove, have youf®”
shouted Pulstrode,

“Ha, ha, ha 1"’

Billy Bunter’s resolves were getting broken, as Harry
Wharton knew they would be when Billy first read him out
the list: and now the fat junior, full of righteous indigna-
tign, made his way to the baih-room.

il

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Tom Brown's Rugby Match ls Played Ol

" OU mean to =ay that Quelchy has put the notice up?”
“Yeos, rather.”
The crowd of Romovites turned {from the counter
of the sehool tuckshop, and stared at Tom Brown in
sUrprise.

““ Absolutely let us off 7 gasped Bob Cherry, leaning up
against the counter, .

“ Yoo scot-free! It's up there as large as life !

“ My only hat !

“ Wanders will never ceass M

o Faney him dropping the punichment altogether,” eaid
Harry Wharton. ** Thzat's what gets over me.”

The New Zealand junior nodsded.

“He says he has been unexpectedly called away from the
zchool.”

*“ Then we can play our rpame of rugger, after all,'” said
Mark Linley. ** Have you told those Upper Fourth rotters
about it

Teom Brown grinned.

“Wo" he said, “ There's about hali a dozen of them,
and they're sitting in their class-room as meck as lambs,
waiting for Queleh.”

“ Ha, ha, ha !’

Billy Bunter, who felt very homely in the scheol tuck-
shop, pave Frank Nugent's arm a tug.

“[ say, MNugent !’

“3hut up, Billy! I can't be bothered on Wednesday
afternoons, especially when I've had such a shock.”

Bt I've gpot a wheeze, Nugent,"”

Y Dry up

“*It's g against the Upper Fourth ¢ads.™

*Oh-L 7

“ A (Jueleh has gone oul, don't you think we might jape
fhom ¥

“ Tiut there's the pame of Rugby, fathead

“The jape needn’t take long; and after that you can lick
them at football, 2o that-="

“My only Aunt Matilda, that's net bad "

Billy Bunter smiled.

“ [--T'll have some of those pastries, Nugent, please,”

“What do you mean, you dofler?”

" Really, Nugent, you can surely stand me a mouthful or
to until mv postal order arrives?”

Frank Nugent put his hand into his tronsers pocket.

H%What about that three pound a week resolve of yours?
Woren't you going to ret a fortune from the A5.5.
something or ancther socicty ¥'°

“Oh, vou mean the G.F.AMAM AH., Nugent!” said
Rilly.

“Well 7

“Thev keep on writing to me for ten shillings, so that
they ¢an send me the materials."

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Of course, I didn't know they would malke it so difficult
for me when I made the resalve, you know, I -"

“Oh, shut up, Bunty!" Iaoghed Nugent, throwing a
shil'ing on to the counter. * Iere you are!”

“Thanks, Nugent! I'll pay you——-="
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“Dry up "

And Feank Nurent ecaught ilarry Wharton and Bob
Cherry excited]y by the arm.

“Come on,” he eaid; “lot's go and jupe Temple and
Dabney.””

“* W.what do vou—""

# Jape! Bcore off them! AMake them look a good many
sizes in fools! Rag them ! shouted Frank Nugent, " Don't
you understand what I mean when I say jape?’

1 should say 1 do now, you howling duffer "'

“Well, come along, then.”

“ Bbut what are we going to do for o jupe " snid Haory
Wharton, pulling himself away from hi: study mate's frantic
tugging.

* Anything, to score off them!”

“Yes; but what?"

“Well, you're eapiain of the Remove, and hero are yon
looking around for wheozes.”

Marry Wharton grinned, as the Removites clustered
around him anxiously.

“ My only Aunt Matilda ! he said, with a laugh. “1
know what we can do.”

“Well, out with it, okl eon ! :

“We shall all have to pretznd to be very busy,” replied
Harry, after a pauee.

 Ae long as we only protend fo-—

¢ Bhut up, Cherry !’ howled the sager Removites.

“Well, et on with it,"" laughed Dob. ]

“This 15 the wheeze,” continued the Remove captain.
We must go into the class-room with our coats © and
sleeves rolled up, and tell them that they have got to help
us move the desks into the next class room.”

““ Ha, he, ha 1

“OF course,” continued Harry, *they'll think old Quelch
hae given the order, and—"

“ Yo, ves!" roared the Removites. Come an i

Harry Wharton & Co. led the way out of the tuckshap,
leaving Billy Buntfer sitting an the high stool before the
counter, with o contenicd smile on his fat features.

The Remavites tiptoed down the long corridor; and when
at last they stspped outside the Upper Fourth clags-room,
Harry Wharton whispered the order round to remove coats
and roll sleeves. i

“ Ready chaps?"" he said at last.

“Ha, ha ! they lnughed, * Rather !V

Tap, tap! ;

Harry knooked at the classroom door, and vpened it
simultancously. The crowd of juniors followed him in as
quickly asz they could.

My only hat ! gasped Harry Wharton, ae he looked
round the empty class-toom, *“ They've cleared [

" Diddetled 1™

M Absolutely sold P

Temple, Dabuey & Co. had gone,
standing in their shirt-sleeves, looked
meckly.

vWell, my only Aunt Matilda 7" whistled Tom Brown,
“§ looked in here a fow minutes ago, and they were all
sitting as—""

“Vest meck as lambe, I suppose you're going to say!”
interrupted Hazeldene.

v A pood jape ruined I muttered Wharion. :

“The ruin is terrific!” mormured Hurrce Singh, vn-
rolling his shirt-<leeves.

“1 think-—--"

“Halle ! Listen! Here they come ! ,

A loud eclatteriug of feet gounded in the corridor without,
and the Rewmovites waited silently.
“ Halle 1" came Dabney’s voice.
doing cut here¥” .

The Rameoviies looked at one another sheeopizhly.

“Ole cle’ " laughed Temple. * But that fat bounder
said they had come along to our class-room,”

" Yos; just boss an”

Harry Wharton blushed erimson

» Come on, chaps,”” he eais]  guickly I

e lod the wav out of the cluss-room just oz the six
TFourth-Formers reached the door, and the two partics gazed
at one another in astonishment.

“Uave you chape changed into your footer togs ™ gasped
MNugent.

“Year of courza ™ T-EPHI.""'] Temple.  *“ What on earth ara
yvou kids doing here in your shiri-<leeves ¥

“ I—1—1 suppose we can be like this if we like, can't we!™
stuttered ITarry Wharton,

Temple and Dabney grinnped,

“Oh, T andersiand U caid the leader of the Uppor Fourth
after a pause. ** Yon mistook it for o Innafie inj.'lnrll 44

The Remaoviies pul on their coats withoat a word,

and the Removiles,
at one another

“What're all these coats

13
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A S pen wei]] o and t“]‘t;!l.ll,'__'."l," into our football Toxs now,””
said Harry Wharton, Yoapnd we will take it out of vou kida
in a game of ruggar™

“Ha, ha, ha "' roared the Upper Fourth juniors, begin-
ning to sce that a jopo had svidently missfired.

“Wao'll pay vou out ! shouted Tom Brown Gereely.

“Ha, ha, ha'"

And Harry Wharton & Co. led the Removites up to the
dormitory. Not a word was spoken until they had all
gatherad once moro on the foothall field.

] [] L] L} ¥ L

Tom Brown's ambition wae realized.

A pamae of Rueby was plaved at Grevfriars. As far as
the pamo of Rughy fooiball goes, it was not aliogpether a
success, [for Tom Brown, Mark Linley, and Huorree Bingh
ware the only juniors who had any real idea of the gama.

However, Tom DBrown was pleased, and his wonderful

NOW bH
SALE,

teckling made the rest of the plavers epen their eyes in
admiration.

The six players belonging to the Upper Fourth id their
best, but against Tom Brown and Mark Linley they were
hopelessly beaten, and when at last the game waa finishod
Elarry Wharton folt decidedly boetter,

“Jolly good., Brownie!" he said, slapping the
Zealander a resounding thwack on the back.

“Ow ! Shut ap ™

“It was jolly ripping, and I vole woe have another game
af rugror hefora lops"

And Tom Brown and Merk Linley grinned at one another
expressivelr.

MNow

THE ENT.

(A splendlid double-length tale of Harry Whaorton
& Co next Tuesday, chntitiad ' Nugent Finor,'" by
Frank Richards. Ordor your % Moagnel™ Library In
advance, Price One Penny.)
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A Splendid Tale of Life in the British Army.

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE EARLIER CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys is forced to lenve Sandhurst through the
trcachery of his stepbrother lan, and culists in the Wessex
Regiment under the name of Cheater., Unfortunately for
Honald, Ian jolns the Wessex as a subaltern, and, assisted
by .':-.iarug%eaut Bagot and Private oxey Williams, does his
best to Turther disgrace Ronatd., The unscrupniouns Bagot,
however, gets caught in his own toils, and is publiciy
degraded to the ranks., Foxer Williams mects his death
mystericusly in a burning barn. The Koval Wesscx are
Torming the garrison of Epstguard Vorts, near Plymport,
doring manoeuvees, After some nights” weary vigiloance,
the enemy make an attack, and Ronald is 1old off with a
party of men to help in the magazine. Liagot, the ex-
acrgeant, attempts to blow the place up, and when Itonald
captures him the two fall inte the sea. They are, however,
reseued by one of the encmy’s torpedo boats, and are
eventually put ashore., rom that moment the Two mon
dia-a]irémnr 5o Gussie, vne of ouald's comrades, pel‘suugl N
Monldy .-ﬂills, another friend of Ronald's, to stay behind
when the Wessex leave Plymport, and make a search for
ihe missing men., An attempt to drug Gnasic and Mouldy
is made In o public-house of low repute, and the two
soldiers pretend to fall down uneonscious,

(Now Qo on with the story.)

Gussie’s Signalling.

The zhulterzs waere pur upn, the doors locked, the gas
turned out, and the Lar left in darkness. . .

Gussie and Mouldy sprawled where they had fzilen with-
out daring to wwove a linger. They heard the sound of
voices in tha little parlour, and then the creaking of fect
v stairs, mysterious shulllings on rhe boards overhead, and
serapings behind the wainscoted walla, .

Ciussio pinched Mouldy's leg, which lay across his chest,
as much as to say  How goes 117 Wonder what they're up
ta now*"  And Mouldy kicked Gussie softly wirh the other
heal, as if to reply, = Just woundering the same thing myself;
but dry up, for there’s o knowing who'a lelt to watch us”

After o further scufling behund the wi'u::asq.'-:__rhn,p;, T Ed
tramping of feet overhead, and creaking of stairs, The guas-
jet in the little pariour was relif,

“ Any sign, Jun?” whispered the landiord Lo a spy, who
had evulently beoan lorking in the dack en walch.

Tug Maoxer.—No. 98,
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“Not a sound. They've copped it right enouglh. Ain't
moved a finger, neither of 'em.”

** Mo, nor aro thoy likely to till to-morrow afterncon, with
that stulf inside "em,"’ growled ihe loandlord with a satished
chuckle. *“ Lend a hand heres now, you chaps. We'll get
‘et out of this, and later on decide what we'll do with ‘em.
1f Pushoifsky or his toff friend knows anythiog about 'em,
and if they've come spying ubout here after the chap bolow
—wall, they won't never po spying any nore, 1 can prooise
‘em. Oue minute (hough, before we shift "em. We'll just
make sure that they ain't shamming." )

So saying, he struck a mateh, and lifting up the eyelid
of each, thruzt the flame so near to the naked eyebnall that
only by a suverhuman effort of solf-control could the two
soliinrs refram from wincing. _ )

“ Right-ho ! Pick 'em up ! cried the Inndlerd, evidently
antialied.

And Gussie and Mouldy were promptly lifted like full
sacks, hustled wpstaiva ond lumped down, then crammed
through some narrow aparbure, and dragged neck and crop
ulong narrow, damp-amelling passages, siiy walls on either
sicle, until, after muoh winding and turning of corners, they
wire Huogr down on o stone floor, where their captors pre-
pared to leave them.

“ Sapposing they come to, how about that chimney-hole ¥
ventured someone,

“ Oh, they're all right! Dead as door naila!" growled the
landlord, relieving Gussie's pockets of all his money, and
turning oul Moualds’s, which were already empty. * Do-
sules, the chimney's barred, and they wouldn't know the
trick of it. And if they did they would only break theuwr
necks.”

Aftar that a hesvy door shut with a thud, and bolte
jarred on the outer side. They were luft in & darkness that
counbd almost be felt.

(Gussie gave them a Full five minutes, then felt for
Mouldy’s ankle and tugged it. Mouldy responded with the
stertorons snore of 2 man drogrod.  Gussie hndﬁ{!&:t doing
hiz elementry course of signalling of late; while Mouldy,
in his more enecgetic days had heen an expert Rag-wagger.
o when (Guasie proceeded to slowly tap out a message on &

NUMBER NEXT WEEK.



rather hrulsed and senasitive part of his shin-bone, the
veteran had no difficulty in rending it

“ Chester is somewhere about here. You heard what he
gald about the chap below, I am going for that chimney.
If 1 don't come back, follow,” _ .

Mouldy replied with ** Carry on!"” and stealthily Gussie
got upon his hands and knees. A eautious tour of their
prison showed him that, like the floor, the walls were of
?'.lt'ril;m' rough hewn in massive blocks, and ancient as the

114,

There were no windows—alb any rate, as high as he could
reach—but in due time he groped his way into a low aper-
Eura}! which certainly was never intendcd origmnally for a

replade.

“F‘ appeared as if this was one of the hiding-places whera
deserters werse sheltered, as o inouldy pallinsse in one corner
seeiped to indicate it might have been put to that vse. In
fact, on one side there were broken slabs of stone, showing
ﬂ‘m:l? a staivcase had wound its way upwards through the
walls,

Standing upright, Gussie’'s hands laid hold of the ﬁrnting
which }:a.dgbeen spoken of. 1o his joy and surprise the bars
yvielded upwards to his pressure. FEvidently the secret catch
which secured them had been lefi unfastened by someone
who had recently passed that way.

Pushing the grating back, Gussie set his foes in thae
creviges of the broken stair, and hoisting himsel! up, found
that the steps above were intact. Progress wazs now ensy,
but Guzsie held his bresth, for a thousand-and-one dangers
;:‘g.ia'ht be lurking in that stygian darkness ready to assail

i e

The stair was now winding. He had ventured to only the
twentieth step after ten minutes which seemed like so many
years. Now his hands could feel nothing. It seemed to his
overwrought nerves that a bottomless abyss yawned before
him, waiting to enpalf him.

Y1 they knew the trick they'd ﬂ.n.lzr break their neclks.”
The landlord’s words still echoed in his ears.

He sank down upoen the topmost step too shaken for the
moment even to retreat, How long he cowered there he
could not tell, but all at once a dim, ghostly Light wavered
along a wall now wisible to the left of him, and he heard
'Il_ll‘}a soinds of mulffled footsteps apparently deep down below

im.

Now he could faintly see the outline of his surroundings.
The stalr up which he had come had opened originally into
a narrow passage scarcely two feet wide; hbut, either by
decay or design, the masonry had Lroken away underfoot,
revealing a yawning hole, through which & stream of sea-
air, redolent of weed and muddy foreshore, came blowing.

To bridge thizs chasm when necessary, a plank was pro-
vided, but as this lay a good seven feet out of reach, and to
jump was out of the question, Gussie was compelled to re-
main where he was, cudgelling his brains to think where,
in_the name of wonder, Mouldy and he could have got to.

Evidently the masonry was ancient and of enormous
strongth.  Could this be the obliterated and forgotten
ruing, the subterrancan chambers and workings of the
stronghold, from which Castle Gate took its name, now
turned into a secret haunt of thieves?

Gussie cowered back, ready to reireat if the dim light
reflected at the far end of the passepe grew stronger, but
after flickering a little it remained stationary.

“* What time do you expeet him?’ suddenly asked the gruff
voioe of one of the men who had earried him out of the

Spyglass, .
* Don't expect him st all!” growled the landlord of the
Spyglass, It is Pushoffsky who's so cocksure he'll come.

Says, now he's got his chance, he'll bs over as sure as eggs,
to see the Job done himself. There's some blinking mystery
about it as I don’t pretend to understand. Only there it ia.
If he puts up the brass, we sha'n’t jib at the joh -It
wouldn’t be the first, anyway, and it ain't for us to be too
particular,”

* What tirpe's the tide to-night?* asked the other.

At that moment Gussie felt a gentle twiteh at his trousers,
which sent his heart rattling against his teeth. It was only
Mouldy, however, who, acling on orders, had followed up
his I‘H.'}i to see what had become of him. The faint murmur
of voices below had already caught Mouldy’s ears, so there
was no need to caution him to silence.

“ Tide's still on the ebb now,” answered the landlord.
“It'H begin to make at one; by four o'clock the job'll be
done, and we can let the body float cut before daylight on
the early ebb—that is, if we've pot the brass and the word
to ahead.”

ussia shuddered, for the ternible fate which awaited
Ronald Chester was beginning to dawn upon him. Some-
where in these subterranean burrows below high water level
there was a dungeon to which the rising tide could be ad-
mitted or kept out. In this murder-hole their comrade lay
& prisoner awatfing lus decth sentence., And the man who
was to give the fatal word was——

Gussie had no need to ask himself that question. His
mind flew baclk to the night of the mysterions conversation
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he had averheard when cowering down outside the door of
Pushoffeky's School of Physical Culture, and he found the
answer there. .

“Where's Jim 7' asked the other after a long silence.

“Waiting down East Strect for the gent, as appointed.
If he comes to-night he'll talke him down to Ley's Wharf,
and bring hima in that way. Hallo! Oul barkers! I
heard a step !’ p—

The light went out in a flash. There was a clicking f
revolver-locks, and suddenly all was silent as the grave,

lan Gets Welcome News and Returns Hot Foof—The Fate
of the Sples.

Leaving his sergeant to see the men of the advanceparty
entrained, Sub-lientenant Chenys had climbed Htr_m.g[rt.
integ an empty first-class compartment, and immediately
tore open the note which had Leen thrust so mysteriously
into his hand.

It was from Puoshofizky, as he already pueseed by the
spidery German fhst. It ran as follows:

“The man you know is hier. Come al once—to-night,
certain. Bearer will be in East Street, first turning right,
after you leave town-hall. Bring money—£200—witheut
fail. Haf friends who wiil not wat., No fear required.”

“No fear required ! sneered Tan. T suppose the %&ut
means by that that there 13 no danger for me to fear! That
remaing to be seen. Still, he's got that fool of a step-
brother of mine at last, and by this talk of money—£200—
he's willing to go through with the job. Why does he want
to drag me deeper into it? Why couidn’t he do it first and
then come down on me for the money afterwards? That
was the bargain; but I suppose theze earrion friends of his
are the ones who want their pickings. Two hundred pounds
to-night, eh? And no more trains back to Flymport ! Hang
them ! Do they take me for a veritable ‘cof-bird, that lays
both golden eggs and fies to deliver them !

Ian gunawed ﬁi:—; lips with vexation. The train started af
this moment with & jerk. There was some shouting, and he
thrust his head out just in time to catch a plimpse of
Mouldy and Gussie standing and gaping at the departing
train.

Tan cursed loud and long at their carelessness, and then
he remembered that Augustus Smythe was left-handed man
of the rear four; that he had passed him just as Pushofisky's
mysterious messonger bhad sidled up to deliver the letter.
Was this carelessness onlv, or had Smythe delected the act
a;:'u:! got left behind intentionally to see what he could make
of ity

“* Tush !" snapped Ian, in self-rebuke. ' I've grown wesk
and ‘silly. Drugs and disappointment have been plaving
old Harry with my nerves! What could the man know or
suspect. Still, I would rather they were here than there,
just in case that meddlesome fop, Fairly, tumbles across
them on hie way bhack to Eastguard, and begins to pump
them. He thinks he 18 on the track of romething I know,
and if Smythe blabbed about this letter, it might put some-
thing into his head which would make t very awkward for
me fo stir.

“No;: the fact 13, that now my chance has come, {be
sooner 1 take it and put an end to it—all this torture and
uncertainty—the hetter. I must hock back to Plymport to-
night, when all is guiet. ¥ can borrow young Falkenor's
motor at the Boebuek, and ought to be back in East Strect
by the time named.”

Mo sooner had * Lights Out” sounded for the detachment
at Woolchester Barracks than lan made his rounds, and
having changed info wuftl, and donned first o seedy uleter,
and over that a heavy motor-ceat, he shipped out of a
private gate behind the colouel's quarters, and made for
the Roebuck Hotel.

Falkener—a brother subaltern of G Company, away cn
leave—had offered him the lean of his mater during his
anbsence. so there was no difficuity there. A quarfer of an
hour later Inn was free of the outshirts of Woolchester, and
speading aleng ot a hot thirty mlez an hour in the direction
of Plymport. Here he put up his car at a garage where he
was not known, and pulling hiz cap down over his erves
and the collar of the seedy ulster well up about his ears, he
made his way to Fast Street.

The man with the crooked face awsited him, and ex-
changing scarcely iwo words set off, guiding the wav
towards the docks, striking almest the identical roule which
Gussie and Mouldy had followed but an hour or tfweo
previously,

Kecping wide of the outskirte of Castle Gale shim, they
hugged the water's edge, a3 often as possible, malking thoir
way along ramshackle quavs.
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At last, when Ian's fears and suspicions were baginning
to pet the betier of him, and he felt like wiving his silent
guide the slip, Pusholisky suddendy appesrod from the door
of o shed on a wharl which, judging Trom the dilapidated
nediee-bonrd, the broken roofs, the renk weeda sprouting
from between the cobbles, musl have been unlet for many
h."f!‘-'l.r:"'\.-

With seareely more than a grunt of recognition, the
wrestler led fhe way inte the shed and closed the door,
plunging the plice into darkness. lan was now guaided to
what seemed to be a trapdoor in the ground, and his feet
sef upon a ladder. Down he went rung by rung—DPush-
oflsky Defore him, and the mwan with the twisted [face
wmtmr to bring ap the rear.

Suddenly a snufiling sound ecune from under the door,
which they had just ::ﬁ:me:l, and then Ian's guide crept back
to listen. IIe flung the door open at last, and something
scuffled away with a terrificd whimpering.

“WVab vos it ¥’ ashed the Pole hrﬂuﬂﬁﬂﬁsly, as the door
was barred again.

“Only some mongrel that must have followed us™
growled the man with the twisted face from the darkness,

Then came the sound of a trapdoor elozing, and Push-
offsky struck a match,

The light showed Ian, white as death and shaking with
fear. If he had been going to his own execution instead of
to sign the death warrant of the victim of his hate and
avarice, he could not have presented a more pitishle
spectacte. That he1 feared treac ery, that at every moment
he expected nssassin hands to spring out from the dark-
ness was evident by his erouching attitude of defonce, and
E!E dfm‘:t. that he held a revelver ready in hiz nerveless

ands.

Fushoffsky at the sight of him gave a low chuckle, which
echoed weirdly along the stone passage in which lan now
found himself.

“Ho you are Fril,;hiunei Mr. Officert" aneercd the
wrestler, turning to lead the way. *“*Come, put up vour

1istol and follow! ¥You need not fear for yourself, Mein
rendts vill not hurt vou I

Stung by the tone of contempt in the foreigner’s voice,
Ian thrust his weapon back into his pocket and followed
in sitence at the wrestler’s hesls, through narrow passages,
eternally twisting, across foul-smelling chambers rocking

with moisture, and always boring, it seemed, into the
bowels: of the earth,

That this detour waz made

" ¥es, where 13 he?"

“ MNever veu mind. All in good time. We've gol throe
others of your rogiment here as well, but I'll come to them
later., This man, Chester, though, i3 in our hands, and we
ask ne guestions but await vour ovders. If he's in your
r?ald, a3 I underatand, why, now's vour time to ged hnm out
of it.”"

* Thiree others of m{ regiment ' pasped Lan in dismay,
searcely heoaring the latter part of the sentence. “ Who
ara they 7™

*All in good time, T fell you," inzisted the landlord hotly.
“YWhy they're here don’t maiter much now, anyway., One
is n chap named Baget, and he's done for, with & broken
neck, so yon won't heave any trouble there. The others
vou'll see for yourself later., They're both drugged and
out of harm's way, and that’s enough for the present. You
needn’t alarm yourself about them now.”

CGrussie nudged Mouldy with his foot in silent joy at this,
but Mouldy crouched, gaping like a nndﬁgi searcely
knowing whether to believe his ears. What Fan f:henya, an
officer of the Wessex, was doing in this thieves' den, bar
gaining away the life of a humbls comrade of the ranks,
was more than his stunned senses could fathom. He had
not the advantage of Gussie's knowledge of the upening
stn.t?raa af the conapiracy.

It Guosaiz had had o thousand pounds in his pockets g%
that moment he would have given it cheeriully to be across
that yawning pit and at the far end of the narrow passage,
go that he might hear more distinctly the voices which, now
that the dﬂﬂ.ﬁl of a fellow-being was being plotted, had
sunk to a cautions murmur. At last came the steady
rhythmic chink of money, and then the clatter of boots upon
tha stones. ; :

Suddenly remembering their own parts which they had to
play, Gussie turned in a panic, and drove Mouldy befors him.
Down the stone steps they slid cautiously, and gained the
recess in the dungeon wall at last.

Then Gussie pulled the barred grating shut behind them,
and the two, marking their bearings sz Dbest thay eould,
stretched themseolves out on the floor, just az they had been
first lung down.

Minutes passzed, and they dared not speak aloud, though a
dozen questions were tapped out in the Morse coda,

‘*He's gone to look at Chester. Thex'll be hers in a
minute. Stand by for surprises, and be ready to fight if wa

only for the purpose of he-
wildering him and making it
imposzible for him to fnd his
way in or out of the place

st 1°F

Still the minutes passed,
and nobody came. At last a
stealthy hand was laid upnon
the bolted door. It swung

A Poweriul War Btory in
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opien noisclessly, and sone-

again, beeame evident to hady hung theve, lstening f

Tan; but before he could S T’ dhitha gjifn l“f;li:;;nmﬂ'Eﬁ!:
. . o o dently  satisfied i
into  still anether chambor, Ay il isfiec  that = their

hint ot this he was ushered ]Ml

the light going out before he
could set eyes on the in-
terior.

 Ian stoed in silence quiver-
ing with terror, waiting for
a fresh match to be lit.

“Is this your Eriend®"
azked & strange  voice,
coming so suddonly out of
the dorkness that Tan abwost

prisoners had not roturned
to consciousneas, the intruadoer
struck o match, and Gussio,
through all but closed EYOR,
caught o glimpse of the
landlord of the Spyglass
The latter made a sign fo
others without, and Tan and
Pushoffsky entored on tipp-
toe, and stood glaring at the
redeonts lying on the fleor,
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?ﬁ'ﬁ:ls ﬂddr{""“"g Ian thia stond 'lu'-'hj.l' thﬂ-_r hu_ng‘ behind
[ have 1™ kg It i3 fitting, from another reason, that this now. They are spies. Thoy

Chenys in a erachod whisper
that even (Gussie, lurking in
kis hiding.place within car-
shot, and fully anticipating
Tan's arrival, could not re.

Nuitber

should be 50, for next week's issue wiil be
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watched your messenger give
me that letter, and they fol-
lowed. Pushoffsky, we musl
lock to this, or we shall find
ourselves  betrayed, They
must not leave hoere plive !’

COFiSe, (1 :
“Oood " pnswered {he NUGENT MINORI" T "dJEt. , tonner  und i—"";'ﬁf‘:f}:

!fﬁn@|ﬂr{| C'E L“l'ﬂ.‘ SPIEL?EE- [ 1 rﬂ\:il'lt-eq;ﬁ 1-;-1] 'I:::';l:":'i" I"I:Il-l!lt-: a g
Light the glim again, Jim, gro he Pole, about to

and then we can get straighe spring  on the  pair apd

to business. ™"

“80,"" said  he, pazing
sharply at the young officer
as the candle once more
Hickered into flame, *you
got  Pushoffsky's note  and
you've come aboul a man we
hold, namesd Chester !

throttle them to death with
his mighty paw.

(dnother fomg Instalment of
this  thriliing  gerial  nmext
CTuceday.)
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