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The Editor

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Eve of Breaking-Up.

i MY O-MORROW is tho last day of the term P!

L]

“ Hear, hear!”
“We're breaking-up——""
; & Hlﬂ'rﬂh I”
1 *1

" Brave "

Harty Wharton, the captaln of the Remove Form at
Greyfriars, paused. Tho pause was in by another
shout from the excited juniers in the Remove Form-room.

:‘ Hurrah !"

‘Gontlemen, I thank you for your applause,” said
Wherton, in his best raanner, * but—" g '

" Hear, hear "
“BH!:-__"':I

# Bravo 1"
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“But i you would be kind enough to shut up for a bit,
and let mo get to the point, L should take it as a personal
favour.”

And the juniors laughed.

On the eve of breaking-up everybody was coxciled, and
E‘Fﬂ?b&d}' was in & good temper. Even Bulstrode woré a

ood-humoured grin,  There were a dozen Removites in the

orm-room, and when it was vnderstood that Wharton had
something to say, overvbody was willing to cheer, if not
to listen.

Wharton had mounted on a form.

“ Gontlemen of the Lower Fourth—""4

* Hear, hear!”

“Order!” said Bob Cherry, rapping on o desk with &
cricket-sturnp. ** Order!"

“ Hear, hear ¥ ]

“ Gentlemen, as we ave breaking up, I have a suggestion
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to make for winding up the term in & really ripping
and :’iutiﬂ-fﬂtt(:r;_\f manner.  As the most important Form ab
Greyfrinrg—" _

Quite & roar of cheering interrupted the speaker. That
the Remove was the most impottant Form at Greyfriars
was o fact undoulited by any [fellow in the Remove. The
Sixth Form might assume grove and reverend airs. and
regard themselves as the * giddy Pelladium,”™ as Dob Cherry
put it, of the school. The Fifth might “swank”™ around
as half-fledged seniors, end the 8hell might think no small
beer of thomselvos. The Upper Fourth might hold their
noses high in the.air, mnd affect fo look down on the Remove
as fags. All these ‘things might be, without m the least
shaking the serene conviction of the Remove that they were
the most importunt Form at Greyfriars—in fact, thut they
wore Groyiriars.

* Hurrah!~

# Hear, hear !

“ Bravo, Wharton 1"

Rap, rap! went the ericket-stamp.

ad nrﬂ{"[‘ |_Hl

“ The ordorfulness is tervific,” muwrmured Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur. * Pray moderate tho
estecmned transportfulness, my worthy chums.”

“ IHcar, hear ! 3w

“ As the most important Form at Greyiriars,” went on
Harry Wharton, o3 scon as there was a full, 1t behoves
us

T ;i_;h-.'ti. that's a jolly good word!” said Frank Nugent.

“Order ™

It bohoves ue,' went on Harry calmly—* it behoves us
to give the term & good wind-up, and Pve got an idea.
You arc aware, of course, that the Bixth are in the habal
of giving & riddy Greek play at the end of the midsummer
term."”

There was a groan for the Sixth and their Greek play.
Most of the fclows present had sat out the Sixth Form
Greek play, for their memorics of it were painful. 1

“Oh, don't tall of that on an occasion like this,” said
Ogilvy, **What's the good of calling up horrid memaories
just before breaking-up? There’s no Sixth Form play at
the end of Christimas torm, thank goodness 1.1”’ ]

“ Fxactly I said Wharton. " And my iden is that the
Junior Dramatic Society should givo a play to wind up
thiz torm, and that the Sixth should come and hear us.
W have to listen to the S8ixth Form play whether we like
it or not.” ' :

“Hear, hear ! o

“We can send invitations to the Bixth, pointing that fack
out,” said Dulstrede, * I supposc you fetlows will be acting
in the play " .

“ Cortainly 1" said Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, and Hurree
Singh ‘tuget}mr, They wern the moest prominent members
of the Amateur Dramatic Society. ] .

“(ood I said Bulstrode, It will serve the Sixth jolly
woell right.” . o

“ Ha, ha, ha!"” roared the juniors.

“ Tt will sorve *em right.’” repeated DBualsivode.  * The
Sixth are o nuisance, nnd this will make us even with them
fur the trouble they’ve given us all the term.”

“ Ha, ha, ha !’ : :

“ [F that hooligan persists in interrupting the mecting, he
will be threwn out,” exclaimed Wharton warmly.

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

L1} ﬂ!’t]ﬂr !H - - :

“#3 apy, vou fellows,” excluimed Billy Buuoter, jumping
on a form neger Wharton—""1 say, 've got a2 suggestion Lo
make.”

“ Bhut up, Buntar!” ;

“ Oh, really, Wharton, I don’t see why T shouldn’t gek
upr and tall sense, when yow're allowed to get up and talk

rof.”! .
“ Ha, ha. Lia!"

“ (e it, Bunter ! _ ‘

“Well, I think Wharlen's right in suggresting a sort of
celebration to wind up the term,” said Billy Bunter, blink-
ing round upon the grinning juniors through his I
spectacles, “hut instead of o dramatic entertainment,
suggest that it should take the form of a feed.”

“Tlear, hear ! 1 '

¢ 7 think that’s a jolly good idea,’” said Bunter. * ¥ou
see, it will make the business casier in issuing the invita-
tions. Nobody ever gos to an amateur dronatic entertam-
ment if he can help it, but anybody will come to o feed.
In fact, there’s sure te be o rosh® ‘

“ And you'll be the first rusher,” grinued Ogilvy.

' }a, ha, ha 17 )

7 think it's o good idea

¢ Shut up, Buntor ™

#T sha'n't shut up, Wharton
of my suggestion, and I think you ought to sland
exclaimed the fat junior.
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“ Bynter ean stand the feed ailer the enteriainmoent™
supgosted Bob Cherry with a grin.

“*Good eﬁ:g i

“0Oh, really, Cherry?! T should be only foo glad 4n stand
a fred to the whole Form, but I've beon disappointed -about
a pestal-ordor.”

"“Fa, ha, hal’

“ 1 wae expecting:a postal-order for a considerable amount
this. moming, bat it hasn’t come, owing to some delay in
the post. It will ‘be hare to-morrow morning, and then I
shall be pleased to wcttle for any little loams you fellows
make me tonight. On those conditions I'l stand the foed
willingly enough.™

“I dare say vou will,” grinned Bob Cherry. " Bul you
won't find anybedy clse willing, I think, Get down!"”

“Look hero——""

““Shut up! You're interrupting the mecting.”

“But I say, you fellows—"

Do shut up, Bunter!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“ There's no time to waste, and we want to get to business,
if we're to give a show this evening.”

“ Yoz, but—""

“Order I

0w ! roared Bally Dunfer.

Someonc had hurled an apple from the crowd, aml it
ecanwrh! Billv Bunter under his double chin. The fat junior
gave o jump, and missed his footing on the form.

The next inoment he was rolling on the floor.

There was & yell of lau%hmra

“ Do that again, Bunty " shouted Bob Cherry, with ﬂm_

I didn't know vou wero
such a giddy acrobat.”

The fat junior sat up, gasping, on the fAoor. iz sudden
downfoll had knocked all the wind out of his plump carcase,

“Ow! Oh, really—"" ha pasped.

““ Ha, ha, ha !"’

“ Ordor !

“ Gontlemen, iz my suggestion adopted *7 exclaimed Tlarry
Wharton. *“Ia there to be a perfermance by the Junior
Diramatic Society this evening 777

“Yes! Yes!”

“" Hear, hear!™

“' Bravo !™

““Rats ! said Bulstrade.

But his voice was lost in the general rour of approval,
Nugent ealled for a show of hands, and cvery hand but
Bulstrode's went up.

* Pussed unanimousiy ! said Frank Nugent, ignoring
Bulstrode. * Gontlamen, ‘we shall now procced to arvange
for the performance, and it will take place this cvening
in the Form-room hore at eight o'clock precisely”

“Hear, hear " ;

And the meeting broke up. leaving Herry Wharton & Co.
to malke their arrangemonts for the ovoning's performanco—
a performance which was to lead to moere fun {han any
mamber of the Amatcur Dramatic Bociaty at present anlick
patud.

tears in his eves. “ Do it again!

e

THE SBCOND CHAPTER.

Buoter Apologises.

Y S5AY, vou fellowspe—"
Harry Wharton, Frank MNugeni, and Bob Cherry
were in No. 1 Study in the Remove passage, when
Billy Bunter ceme in. Wharton had a pen in his
hand, and the three jyniors we e wrinkling their brows over
a paper he was drawiog up. They looked np impatiently:
as the fat junior came mn and interrupted them.

“Oh, get out!” said Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, really, Cherry &

“Woe're not going to stagl a feed, and we're nel gu:in_g
to lend you anything off an imaginary postal-order,” sl
Nugent. * Get out!™

*It's another matter-—"

“ Bhut u ™

“T wasn't going to speak about the ferd. T knew vou're
ton joilly mean to stand one,” smid Bunier,  “'m hall
starved in thiz study, and 1 vo given up expecting you
chaps to act decently. Tt's another matter, nnd it's rather
important.”’

Wharten laid down his pon,

“Oh, buck up, for goodness' sake!” he said resignedly,

“ YVou soe, to-morrow’s the last of the term—"

H Wor woe know that cheany.”

“F mean we shall be breaking up ;

“ YVau'll jolly well get beaken up this evening if you don'i
buzz out of this study soon,” said Nugent. :

“ Oh, really Nugent! What I mean iz, I had a jolly good
invitation for the Eazter holidayz, you linow—a titled friend
of my fathor’s—"

r

ONE
HALFPENNY,
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r** Ow! Owl I—I wou't apologise—I1—I mean all right, I willl” And Billv Bunter ftopped heavily down J

upon his fat knees before the Lancashire lad.

“Rals "

"1 was invited te spend the vacation at his splendid
mansion-—-""

* Rubbish !

“Where he has at least thirty liveried servants, and I
should eat off pold and silver I said Billy Buntor, glowering
with rage,

“Well, I h
Cherry.

“It's fallen through-—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!? ) )

“Qwing to my titled friend having an attack of gout, the
invitation's fallen through,” ﬁa.l;d Bunter. “I think I might
as well come to your place, Wharton., You haven't t6ld me

Toe Macxer Librany.—No, 114,
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ope you'vo accepted the invitation '’ said Bob

vour plans for the vae., but I suppdesé you're having a party
of friends home?"’

# Not at alll"

£c '}h. Iﬁ'ﬂ.-”}"—':'—-” ; 1

“I'm spending the vee. awey,” said Haorry, lsughing;
“ and a3 I can’t ask vou to snother chap’s house, Punty, you'll
hava to look further.”

“0Oh, very well! After all, T don't particularly want to
como to Wharton Lodge. E':i just as &oon spend the vaeo
with you, Nugent—in fact, rathor "

“ I wouldn’t, though " said Nugent.
away for the i*_:::-i iday.” g

“h dear! I'll come home with you, if you like, Cherry ™

“ You joily well won't!" said Bob. *'I'm not going home,

A Double-Length Tale of I¥ Wharton & C
By FRANK RICHARDS, & Co,

* Besides, I'm going
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for one t-lli.l'l%‘: I'm epending the vocation away, with
Wharton and Nugont and Inky.””

SOt You're all going to the same place 7'

“Yes!

“1 supposa you could ﬁt an ¢xtra invite for a chum?”
gnid Billy Bunter, in a wheedling voice, " 0OF course you'd
Lo eind to have me !

" VWell, you've bad us often enough !’ remarked Nugent,
= E*Slhhm'ﬁﬁwnrl}; everybody you meet, don't you, Bunty 7'

T 0 I'EEI }I‘-— T

“ But wa can’t invite yoeu to another chan's house,” said
Wharton, "and we jolly well wouldn't if we conld! You'ro
1o mueh trouble, and rou're always making your friends fesl
sipntl by vour rotten tricks! That's iylain nglish I**

Billy Bunter blinked at him. The fat junior of the
Greyviriars BEemtove had a protty thick aldm,. and it wae not
sy for his feelings to be hurt.

Bunter did not intend to go home for the wvaowtion, if he
could help it. His people did not fully atand the
neceasity of feeding hiox as well as he liked te be fed. And
Punter senior often found him work in the gorden during
the vocation. Billy did not like werk. i

I1is people ware not rich, but Bunior had expensive tastes.
e was fully determined: ta spend: that vacatiom, as he spont
sk of them—at sgather fellow’s howse. The ondy guesiion
waz, how was it to Be worked,

- What chap ara yau staying with, Wharton 7" e inquired,
altrr a pause, .

i i ‘I-t'lfhat: do you want to knew for?’ amid Wharton
untly..

“Oh— You seg—— I—* »

“* ¥ou want to get an invitation oak of him " caid Harry.
‘“I sha'n't tell you ! Now, buzs off ; we'rae busy 17

“Yoo might tell me the chap's oeme.”

**Rata! Geot out!”

It can't be Linley,” eaid Bunter J:m.ulingly. “Linlay's
a3 poor a3 x church meuss, and his placo san’t be fit to ask
decent ochaps home to. I should ra’E:\s.ﬂ s invitation. I'm
not gnobbish, but T believe in a gentleman I-quepin%t . hia
ciazs, and, affer nll, Linley ia enly & factory chap! oOwWo
surething to myself as a gentleman 17 .

“ You owe somethiog to jolly nearly every ehap in Grey-
friars, I Beliave ! said Nugent rutally.

“ Oh,. really, Nogent—-" .

Rob Cherry poge, and teck the peker, and pul the end of
it in the Em. Then he stoeod beside the firegrato, waiting for
it to got hobe

Billy Banoter blinked at him in a vory doubtful way.

* I supposs: it's not Linley "' ho eaid. * Of courss T should
Lar Lin[ﬁg! I eceuldn'd econsont to for my dignoity
sufficiently to peas g vac. with a cad— Ow !

A handsore, sturdy junior had just enterod tho atudy. It
wiaa Bark Lim ths lad [rom Lancashire—the scholarship
bay of the Remmova. He oeuld net help hearing Bunter's
rematks, and the eolour flushed into his face, but he pave
na other sign.

Wharton rose $o his fect, and toek Bunter's aar between
hia finger and thumhb. ‘fhnh wox the csuse of Bumter's
anziished, * e ™

“Ow! Legpal Yow!"

“You rotten ead !" said Harry angrily. *“I've warned
voir beforo about #! Aek Linley's pardon at once !

“0Oh, it'a all right 1" said Mark Linley, )

“Ji's not all mght! Bunter belongs to this study, and
he disgraces it lnala @very day by being & cad, a sngh, and
o rotter I'

“ Oh, resally, Wharton—""

“ Beg Linloy's parden at once I

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE!
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To every reader who writes at once a copy of this hook
will be sent free, .
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LONDON, W.C.
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“Ow! Yowl!l All right! I=I bez your pardon, Linley!
Ow! I really didi’t mean that, vou know. YWhat 1--]
rcally meant to say was, that I admired you awiully, you
know, and O 1

Mark Linley gave the fat junior a glance of contempt,

“Ow ! Looro, Wharton, you beast! Ow ! L'vo told the
rotter I'm sorry ! Ow I

“Get on your knees, porpoise I'*

“Ow! I won't!™

“* Down, dog " satd Nugont.

“Toa your knees!" grinned Hob Cherrv.

HB0w! Ow! I—I won't==I—I mean, all right, T will?
And Billy Bunter fopped down heavily upon his fat kioees.
0w ! ah ™

‘** Now, apologise properly !"

0w won't! ¥ow!" Wharton's finger and thumk
tightened upon the fat junior's car, and Bunter howled
with anguish. *0Ow! All right ™

“¥You will say I'in morry I'ua 2 snoh and a cad—"

“Ow! I'm sorry Wharton's a snob and a cad—-"

“*Ha, ha, ha ! yelled Nugent,

Whartom. fushed red.

“ What's that?"” he roared. N

“ Thnat's. what you told we to say!” stanunered Billy
Bunter.

i .A.EE!
meant '

““But you were the first person to tpeak, and—-"

You're to speak in the first perzon, ikal’s what I

“Asa! Bay P'mesorry I'm a cad—"
* L' sorry yow're a cad-—"
“ Ha, ha, hal"

. “He doesn't seam to understand.” said Wharton, “T'l
mllljpr well squeeze his ear till he does! Therse's nothing like
it 1"

“Ow! Yow! I—I think I vaderstand! I—I'm sorvy I'm
8 cad’ and & snob, Linleg!”

“So am I !" suid Mark, “T suppose vou can't help it 1"

“Ow! Ow! Leggo!™ ‘
~ Harry Wharton released Billy Bunter’s car, and tho fat
]l.mmrdata-.ggt}n}d. to his feet, rubbing the damaged ouricular
appendage rusiully,

“Ow! Beast! U'm hurt!"

““Now get out P

Bunter rubbed his ear, and blinked savagely.

* Fve got to scittla about thet holiday vet. Look hereg—"

““Its ecttled ! Buez off | ) ]

“It's not settled]! I'm & businesslike chap, and 1 want
to. get things definitaly Bxed up for the vaec. I said Bunter.
“Whera are wu goin -

Bob Cherry drew the poker from the firee Tha end was
redrhot.

‘““ Are- you going, Bunter?"' he asked politely.

“Oh! Keepoff! Yah! Yaroch!™

Billy: Buntor ed away [rom lowing tip of tha
poker. Bob Cherry made a pretended lunge at. him, and
the fat junior fled inte the passage. Bob laughed, and

slammed the door.
jolly glad to get & rest from that chap this

‘*E shall bo
vae.,” bo remarked,

“8amo here "

* It's nbout the voe. T've looked i to see you,” said Mark
Linley. * Hazeldene has spoken fo me zbout it. If seems
that he's going to spend part ef the lLeliday at & place in
Devonshire, belonging to an uncle of hiz—a chap who liveas
in an old house on the coast. Ile's asked me to come, and
sa{s you chaps are coming.”

VYharton nodded.

“ That's so0. Hazeldene's sister Marjorie will bo there, and
one or two of tho girls from Clilf House,” he said. “ We
should make up a rather jolly party. The girls are coming
a day or two later, but we shall po down with Hazeldene as
iqm; as wo break up here. I'm jolly glad you're coming,

inlay."’ ;

The Lancashire lad ecloured.

::1[ thought I'd speak to you chaps belore I accepted,” he
St L.

id ‘lhrhj, g1

Mark's colour despened.

“Well, vou see, vou fellows have always treated me
decontly, though I'm what Bunter so elegantly terms a
fuctory cad I

“Don’t talke any notice of that worm! Howaver modest

o may be, you must know that you are worth whole cart-
?umlua:: Bunters !’

Mark Linley laughed. . i .

“Well, T wught think that without being very conceited,”
he remarkad., * Buat, look here, if you fellows don't like the
lea of my coming, just say so, and I sha’n't feel offended.
I poor, and ean’t afford the same things as you have.
I dont dress eo well, and T den’t Liave half so much poclket-
money. 1'd like you to say ont in plain Fnglish what you
think about the matter.”

ONE
HALFPENNY.



“ I think you're an ass!" said Bob Cherry.
“ Exactly " said Nugent. “ My opinion, too!”
“ And mine preoisely!"” said Wharton. “Of course we
#hall be glad to h}w you with us! That's settled I
“Good! Then 1 shall accept!”
“I should ssy s0! And now, sit down and help us make
rp tﬁr:?:a blessed notice | -It's got to go up on the board bolore
oa |
And the four juniors were scon busy over the paper.

T e i

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Programme.

i Y hat!"
“ More Remove choek 1Y
““ The Lower Fourth want a2 licking all round !
“Yc2, rather !

Such were some of the remarks passed by a little crowd
of Fifth and Sixth-Formers gathered, after tea, before the
nofice-board in the hall.

There wns a new paper pinned up there, and it was in the
handwriting of Harry Wharton, the head boy of the Remove,
and president of the Junior Dramatic Society. :

The seniora grinned or frowned as they read it, according
to the way they looked at the matter. )

Wineate, the Greyfriars captain, laughed, and so did
Courtney, and they walked away still laughing. Loder and
Carne scowled. Blundell and Bland, of the Fifth, looked
extremely indignant.

“TThe cheek ' said Blundell.

" The nerve!" sald Bland. L

Temple. Dabtiney & Co., of the Upper Fonrth, were standing
ot the back of the crowd, greatly iﬂl-El'DHtEd,rnnd teying to got
a lcok at the notice. DBut the crowd of seniors was too thick
at presont, and the Fourth-Formers had to watt.

he seniprs read the notice. and their romarks wera more
emphatic than complimentary to Harry Wharton and his
Junior Dramatic Socicty. The notice ran as follows:

“NOTICE! ;

"To the juniors, senicrs, and masters of Greyiriars

i This avening, to celebrate the eve of breaking-up for t;lu:r
Easter halidays, a performance will be given by the Junior
Dramntic Somety. ) :

“The performance will take place punctually ai eight
o'clock in the Remove Form-room, and all are invited.

“The play given will be * IHamlat,” and the cast will be es
follows :

Hamlet, the Princs of Denmark ............H. Whartoh,
Laprbeid .. o snsimiiansraiannsrsionneinily  saEgent,
HOTZEO .. voevsressnsnrsnssomeeeameesinsisieneeneees e CHEFTY.
The Bhost woviviericeeennsieswineeeeneeeena. Po Hazeldene,
Bl TN ormim vnwon mnrmenss cereereereaneenne-- ML Limley.
Poloniug: - ol dmai ceeeeieeeee. e Mortgan.
The Queen .......cccormremvaninin RN ¢ 111 2%, N
Ophelia ... e Omitted.

Courtiers, Soldiers, Gravediggers, &c....... The Remaove.
“Owing to the shortness of the bime, 1t 153 impossible for
lady members of the Dramatic Society to be present, and the
parts will, therefors, be omitted, with regret.
“ Bvervbody s welcome, and the Sixth ars expecied to
honour the cccasion with their presence if they expect the
Remove to turn up for the Greck play at the end of next

termn,
: “ Bigned, H. WaagsToN, Pres, D8

“0f all the nerve!” said Loder.

“Tho cheek !

“The young sweeps!” )

*The Sixth are expected to turn up, are they ™’ zaid Carne.
“T'vo a jolly good mind to turn up and bust the show, for
their impudence.”

“That's a jolly good idea,”” said Blundell, of the IFifth.
“We'll back you up.”

“ What-ho!"" zaid Bland. .

The seniors moved on, indiznantly discussing the chesk of
thiz latest wheeze of the Remove, the Sixth-Formers seeming
to feel especially keenly the remark about the Greek play.

Then the Fourth-Formers had a chance of reading the notice.

They were quite as loud in their condempation as the
mniﬂm—indue& mare s¢, because Templs, Dabney & Co. had
s feeling of rivalry towards the Lower Fourth, and they felt
that Herry Wharton had ocutgeneralled thern.

“The chealk of it," said Temple.

“0Oh, rather,” said Dabney.

“ Beems to me we're a bit in the shade this time,” remarked
Frv. ** Why couldn't we think of giving a play or soinething
at the end of the term?"” ]

“0h, I wouldn't,” said Temple loftily.

L 1] Rau [:I':I'

L1 Eh l!!

“Rata!'" repeated Fry coolly. “You wonld—if wvou'd
thought of it, but you didn't. Wharton is ahead of us apain,
ﬁ Egﬁ generally is—that's because we've got such a jolly good

- g
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* Look hers, Fry—-"
*No good jawing,” said Scott of the Fourth. * The ques
tion is, sre we going to sllow the Romove to awank about
with their rotten dramatic entertainments like this.
o And like & chorus came the answer of Temple, Dabney &
ke No."

*Then what's to be done?”

Teinple grinnsd. .

“We'ra all invited,’”” he said. “We'll go. We'll take
rattles and mouth-organs, and things of that sort, and supply
the musie for the occasion.’

5% Iiﬂ-, hﬂ-q. hﬂ-!” . , "

“Incidental music vounds off a dramatic entertainment,
grinned Temple. “ We'll supply the incidental music.

“Oh, rather.'

“" Ha, ha, hat" i .

And the Upper Fourth fellows discussed the idea, and the
mora they discussed it, the better they liked it, and thay werd
soon husy making their preparations,” There was a great deal
of packing doms that ovening; but the Junior Dramatic
Saciety found time for a hurried rehearsal of * Hamlet,”” and
at sight o'clock they wore all ready in the Form-room,

Temple, Daboey & Co. wers ready too. _

On the last night of the term, a considerable amount of
license was allowed, and, besides that, Temple knew that the
Remove wheeze had got the bocks of the seniors up. The
Sixth didn’¢ like the allusion to the Greek play, and they felt
that the whole affair was a sort of disrespectiul imitation of
their own doings at the end of the midsummer term. As
for the Fifth, they were averse to the Remove bringing them.
i Whatever the Upper Fourth
, they were not likely to be interfered with
unless they carried it very much too far.

Towple, Dabney and Fry cama to thse Form-room to-
wether, with a crowd of their Form-fellows, ten minutes
early. They meant to have good places, whence they could
boo and rattle and lLoot to .eltdvnutnie_. Billy Bunter mef
them at, the door. The fat junior was blinking discontentedly.

“ Hallg, aren’t you in the cast, Bunter?' asked Temple,
with great apparent astonishment.

“No, TI'm left out.”

“Why? asked Fry sclemnly.

“ Jealousy,” eaplained Bunter. * There’s an awlul lot of
personal and petty jealousy goes on in my study, They want
to keep me in the shade, you know. They know that if once
T showed what I could do, they wouldn't loomn much in the
publio eve again."

“TMa, ha, ha " .

“ Blossed if T can ses anything to cackle at. T offered to
take the part of Famlet, and Wharton was simply rude
aboub it."

] Rﬂ'-t'ﬁ“."

“T said T would toke the Fart of Lacrtes if he liked, and
MNugent said he would punch my head i#f I mentioned it
againw”’

“* Ha, ha, ha ' ;

“*The cast's made up, and I'm out of it,"" said Bunter.
“ Of course, I wouldn't act if ﬂlﬁ; ssked me now.”" I

*“Of course not. By the way,"” said Temple seriously, “ it
seemns that one fellow is taking two parts at once.”

Bunter blinked at him.

iE F'h?"‘i J

“Look at the programme,” said TmFI&, ointing to ons
thet was pinned on the Form-room door for the general bene-
fit of the public. * The Quesn—omitted; Ophelia—omitted.”

** Omitted, whoever he ig, is taking both parts, I suppose,”
gaid Fry solemnly.

““ Oh, that means that the parts are left out,” explained
Billy Bunter. **Omitted means left out. Oh, you rotters,

ou're rotting, are you?' he broke off, as the Upper Fourth-
%‘urmaru burst into a roar. " Go and eat coke.”

And Bunter marched into the Form-room.

did that wening

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Playlng * Hamlet."”
H ARRY WHARTON looked out from behind the “scenes,”

The curtain was down, bit there wes a gap where it

did not meet in the middle, and he could see into the

__auditorium. The end of tlie Form-room had been cyr-

tained off, many curtains having been pinned together to

make one large enough, and _ﬁlunf; on a cord acress the room.

Two Removites were in charge of the curtains, with orders to

draw them aside—it was impossible to raise them—at a given

signal—on pain of death if they blundered.

lie scene on the stage represented that of the opening of

“ Hamlet "—the ramparts of the Castle where tﬁg {k}imt
appears. .

A Double-Length Tale of Ha Wharton & Co.
By FRANK RICHARDS. "
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Two Removites were already deing sentry-go in sentinel
costuime. The costumes of the Junior Dramatic Society were
really good, and in a case Like this the juniors eked out their
own supply by borrowing from the costumier's in Friardale.

Harcy Wharton was in Hamlet’'s garb, and his face was
vary well made up as that of the sad and doubting Frince of
Denrrark. Nugent was ready as Laertes, and Bob Cherry as
Horatio. Hazeldene, behind the scenes, was rigging up a
shest to serve a3 a ghost with himself inside it

Bob Cherry viewed his proceedings with 2 grin, and Morgan,
who was acting Poloning, looked on in grim disapproval.

“It won't do,” said Morgan.

“What's that?” said Hazeldene,

* It won't do.”

“Whet won't do?”?

“The ghost has to be clad in complete steel. FEven an
amateur audience couldn't take that blessed sheet for o suit
of armour."

“*Oh, rats,” said Hazeldene, ' we haven't any armounr ex-
cept the breastplates on the blessed sentries.”

I don’t care. The ghost ought to be in armour.”

“Well, he jolly went can't be, and that settles it.”’

“The sheet's all right,” grinned Bob Cherry. ' There are
more ghosts in shests than in symour, and very likely Shake-
speare wrote the armour business because they had some
medieval props. on d, you koow.”

“ Asge!" zaid Nugent.

“ Anyway, it will have to do,” said Ilazeldens.
1t looks convincing myself.”

“ But the lines,” samid Morgan.

:‘?lé they can be :;itemd.” Srig

‘T don't approve of papging in espeare,””

" Can’t be Eeﬁed.” ;

“TIt's rot,”’ said Morgan cbstinately, ** I tell you—"

““(h, cheese it."

““ Look you——-"

[ 1 R__E EI

Harry Wharton turned round.

“"Btop that vow,” he said. *' The room's nearly full. ¥You
fellows ¢ with the curtain?™ :

‘““Ves," ssid Ruseell and Lacy, & little dubiously, however.

“ They're all coming in,". said Harry, with a look of satis-
faction, as he glanced out into the room agsin, “ There are
ot least a dozen of the Sixth, Wingate 1sn't there, or Court-

¥’

1 think

ney, but there are & dozen or more. Half the Fifth, too, and
nearly all the Upper Fourth.”
. room will be crammed.”

“ The cramfulness iz terrific,”” said Huorree Jamszet Ham
Bingh—who was & gravedigger for the occasion,

‘ANl the better,” suid Nugent. * We'll show 'em what
Ii'.'-’l:-l!"l&g really 15"

::R:&dy mtlihar.":r

: ; then,

“ We're ready.” .

“ Hurry up with that curtain,’ sang out Temple from the
front seats. “ Peep-bo! I can zee you, Mr. Hamlet.”

Thera was a roar of langhter. hartop turned red, and

_back out of sight.

NI[I_?"Bﬂ_t wrinkled his brows. . .

" Hang it, that jsn’t the way to n o tragedy,” he said.
" Thﬂ:i' ought to take it seriously. hat cackling spoils the
affect.”

Temple's vaiee could be heard from tho acditoriuvm. The

chief of the Upper Fourth was evidently not inclined to take
matters sertously.

* Poep-bo!” he called out agzain. *“Where are you,
Hamleti™

“ Ha, ha, ha!" ; ) )

*“*What I want to know is, how they're going to play withe
out Q‘Eha!in. or the Queen,”” said Blundell, of the Fifth.
“Thet's what I want to know.”

“Ob, that's all right,” said Loder. * The trouble is, that
there's not enaug,h parts omitted, ‘That's the real trouble.”

““Ha, ha, ha!

“If it were something like this—Hamlet, omitted; Laertes,
omitted : Poloniug, omitted; Horatio, omit i

“Ha, ha, ha!" : ; .

“ Botter got the curtain up at onee,” satd Harry, his
cheeals very red. ""That sort of rot will s-:'pei] the show,
I almost wish we had chozen a comedy now.'

“This will be comic enough, before we get through with
it,”” said Morgan, ** With & ghost in a sheet—'"'

¢ Oh, shut up !

“"Raise the curtain there 1™

“We ean't ratse 1t,"" said Laey.

“1 mean pull il aside, idiot 1™

“Who are you calling an idiot ™

“Quick, I say, yank that curtsin away!™

“(Oh, all right !

The ourtain was dragged aside. Lacy managed his side
very well, but Russell’s caught; perhaps the pins had some-
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thing to do with it. Russell tugged and tugged, and the
curtaing sagged and swayed, but would not come to him,

“ [—] can’t do it)” gasped Russell. “It won't come!

The sudicnes velled with delight.

Their yells were almost [rantic when Hamlet waz seen
to rush from the scenes, and help the invisible scenc-shafter
to drag back the curtein,

It caute back at last, and the stage was revealed.

Remova fellows in the audience turned the lights low, fo
make the proper effect on the stage; an acetyiene bicycle-
lamp behind the scenes playing the part of the moon, and
{:?Btmg beaws of moro than luner brightuess ascress the
stage,

“Oo it ! called out Temple.

“Hureay !

‘“* Buck up " ) .

The two sentinels opened the sceno with some diffidence,
undar the eircumstances. Not & word that they said was
heard, but nobody cared for thal. They forgol haif their
linea, and stammered end muttered. Then Bob Cherry
entered as Horatio, and, in spite of his mukeup, the
audience greefed him name,

“ Hers comes 'Dharr;r vl

“ Good old Bobby !

““On the ball I

“You asses!” roared Horatio.
chop a chance!”

““Ha, ha, hal'' shrnieked the andience, delighted with that
original line,

“Don't ba an ass, Bob,” came a whisper from behind the
scenes. °F They're trying to wreck the performunce. Sig
tight and go ahead I"

‘{jh, all right!" grunted Bob Charry.

“Go shusd ' shouted Tewmpls., “On the ball ™

“ Kick off, there!™

“Your inninq:s. Cherry. Geb to the wicket.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bob Chorry, with a very red face, began to speak his
lines. The scena between Horatio and the soldiers was got
thmuih m a hum and buzz of voices. Then at the words
* Look, where it comes again-—"" a sheeted figure entered.

“The ghost ! shricked Temple.

“Oh!"" roared the Upper Fourth.
Help! Rescue !

"“The ghost!"

“ Help 1"

The affected terror of the Upper Fourth made the rost of
the audience yell. In the midst of the din someons turnod
up the lights, and a blaze of illumination descended upon
the stage and the ghost. Haszeldene's chalked feee blinked
at the andionce under the folded sheet.

‘““Hs, ha, ha!”

Wharton ran to the front of tha stage.

““You rotters! Order! Fuir play!”

“{xo it 1" sghrieked Temple.

And the Fourth-Formers began to stamp on the floor.

Rattles, _muuth-nrgam and whistlea were produved to add
to the din; and the noise was torrifio,

“8Bhut up, and give &

“The g-g-g-ghost!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
_ Wrecked.
wH.-‘lR-TﬂN stood with & frowning brow, undesided

how to act. Seniors as well &8s juniors were joinin
in the disturbance, and it was pretty plain that al
the audience—with the exception of the Remove
members—had come there with the special intention of
making & row and “mucking up '’ the perfermance,
Raftle! Thud!
Stamp! Bang! Shriek!?
The Fourth-Formers had fairly let themselves go now.
The characters in Hamlet gathered on the stage, and held
a muttered consultation, in utter dismay.
* What on earth’s to be done ¥ muttered Nugont. **They
won't let us go on.”
“No; it's a plant.”
“Wao can't go on'.

Rattle! Bang! Cresh!? Thamp!

“Play up ! yelled Temple. *On the ball 1™
““Ha, ha, hal”

“TGo it "

“ Where's Hamlet '

“To ba or not to be, that’s the gddy question I™

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Bump! Crazh! Bapg!

“The rotters!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, “Wo'll jolly
well turn "em out, and play the play to only the Romove ¥

“That's a d idea; we oughtn’t to have aduuiited {hesa.
Fancy Sixth Form fellows behaving like this, too!”

“ Kotton 1

“ The rottenfulneszs 1s torvifle [

ONX
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Rattle, bang, erash ! Bump !

“Tarn them out!'" shouted Elliott. of the Hemove.

“That's the musio!” yollod Bob Cherry. “Turn them
out !

And the Remove moembera of the audience rose as one
man to turn the disturbers out. Down from fhe stape cama
Hamlet & Co. to help.

That was just what Temple wanted.

All the Fourth-Formors were ready for ructions, ﬂ}‘lﬂ thoy
only wanted the shadow of an excuse [or wrecking tho

place.

Temple jumped up as Nugent seizod him.

“Rally, Upper Fourth!” he shouted.
thom 1"

“Hurray "

“Give "om socks

“Yah! Go it!" . )

“My het!” gasped Loder, as a flying cushion smote him
ﬂ? tlhp oar and made him resl. * It's tine the Sixth got onb
of this.”

And the seniors scrambled towerds the door. But tho
Fiith «did not go. Most of them remained and made
common cause with the Upper Fourth—and the odds were
against the Romove.

"“Turn them out!" roared Pob Cherry.

But i1t was not so easy to furn out a party that onk-
pumbered them. Instead of being turned out, the dis-
turbers gained ground.

They drove the Bemove back towards the stage, and
invaded that sacred precinct, and the tussle went on among
the scones,

The result was inevitable.

The scencs went erashing to right and left, and a namber
of combatants being rolled wp among the curtnins, dragged
them down with their weight.

The curtains came swooping down, enveloping the stage,
and putting out the moon—in other words, the sacetylene
lamp which sarved the purpose of the lunar orb. And the
smell that arose from the extinguished moon was terrifie.

In the midst of the wreck the tussle went wildly on.

There was a sudden shout as the Forme-room door
openad.

Y (ave I

“The Head!™
} E&ll. most of the conibatants were too exeiled to hear or to
.

The Head- stood in the open doorway, looking into the
ToOm.

Blank amazement waz upon his [ace.

“ Bless my soul!" he gasped. * Most extracrdinary !

He strode forward with rustling gown,

* Boys, cease tlus disturbance instantly !”

“My hat! The Head I

“ Phow I

13 Gh!"

" Cease this at oneo, boys! You hear we?"

They heard him noew, and they obeved. Locking very
rod and sheepish, the combatants geparated. Do Locke
eyed them sternly.

W Hu_?rs! Blundall ! What does this
mean?’ )

" You—you see, sie—" gasped Blundel!l.

“You sce—"

"You ses, sir—"

“I seo n scene of most disgraceful riot * said the Head
saveraly. " What does it mean, Wharton 7'

“You—you see, sir, wo—wo were giving a Shakespoarinn

srformance, and Y

“Indeed ! Is thizs the way you pgive o Shakespearian
performance 7"

“You ses, sir-—""

“The audience didn’t hke the acting, siv,” =aid Temple,
who was the first to recover his coolness. *“We thought we
were within our rights to testify our dizapproval of bad
acting, sie."”

" ¥ou ass! exclaimed Bob Cherry wrathfully, ** What
do you know about acting ™

W Eilence, Cherrye——"

" Yoo, sir, but that duffer—-"'

“Silonce! Is it your enstotn, Templa, to disapprove of
acting in this mann—by wrecking the pluce?'”

#I1—1 think wo wers a little excited, sir.”

“[ think you must have been,” zaid the Head grimly.
“If it wero not the Inst duy of term, I should cane every
hﬂ']( connacted with this disturbanece 17

*Oh, sic!”

“ As it is, you will clear up this econfusion, and then go
to bed st once!™

“Oh, sir!” ]

And 1if there is any further disturbance, you will hear
from me. I shall keep an oye on this Form-room till you
are gone to bed.”

*To=—to bed, sir!” gasped Templs,
past cight yet, sir i

“It 13 your own fault !
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* Buat, sip——-""

“ Not o word meore, Temple”

And the Head marched mgjestically fvrom the room: The
junicrs looked et one another in dismay, 'To be sent to

like neughty children was not gratifying. And they
were to lose the rest of the evening, too. Temple, Dabney
& Co. bagan to wish that they had testified their digapproval
in a somewhat less boisterous manner.

“ My hat!" said Bob Cherry emphatically.

Temple broke into a chuckle.

¢ Never mind; it was funny !" he exclatmed.

* We'vo got to go to bed,” growled Fry.

“ But we've got out of hesring the rest of the play.”

Fry brightened up.

** By George, so we have! T'd forgotten that.”

The Removites did not speak. heir feelings wera too
deap for words. But the membors of the Junior Dramatic
Soclety, as they sot about egllecting up the overturned
scenes and props, vowed Enwa:glf that befors the last night
of the term was over, Temple, Dabney & Co. should repent
them of the mischief they had donc.

— my —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Lights Qut!

1 FD t!!
B ! *1tz rolten t™

“ Tha rottenfulness is terrific.”
“Why, 1t's hardly half-past eight vet !

“Can't be helped,” said Wingate. * You should have
thought of that before you kicked up such n dickens of &
row, The Head's sent me to sec you ¢f to your dermi-
tories—and sharp's tho word.”

“It was all the fault of that ass Temple !

“ It was all the fanlt of that duffer Wharton 1™

Wingate laughed.

“I don’t care whose fault it was, or wasn’t! Off to bed !

And the juniors obeyed. There was wothing else to be

done. And the captain of Groyfriazs was not a fsllow to be
argued with,
. They crowded upatairs at the unaccustomed hour, and went -
into their dormitorics. Courtney, of the Sixth, went to put
the lights out for the Upper Fourth, and Wingate paid that
atiention to the Romove.

“*I shall be back in three minutes,” he remarked signifi-
ﬂfl':nﬂ - I should recommend you youngaters to be in bed
then,

Wingate did not ndd that there would be liberal spanks
for those who were not in bed—that was understood. Most
of tho juniors began to undress, Harry Wharton & Co.
kicked their boots off, but madr ro further movement fo
undress,

1 say, you fellowsg— -

** Shut up, Bunter !

“1’'say wyou know, arcn't you going to bed *" nsked the
fat junior, who was “*pecling " nt express speed. * You'll
be licked, you know.”

‘* Blessed if I'm going to bed so early, nnd gl! en nccount
of a rotten play!" said Bulstrode.

“¥ou'll be licked—"'

** h, shut up !’

“Wea'vo got to turn in,” said Wharton. “ No need to go
to sleap, though, even if we could. We can get up after
lighta out, and stay up to the usunal time, if we don't make
too much row, The Head wouldn’t mind, if he knew—on
the last night of the term.™

“ Something in that.” ]

“I'mi jolly well going to, anvway ! We can turn in with
our clothes on for Wingate.”

“Good egz "

“71 say, you fallows,” said Bunfer, a3 ho turned in half
dressed, {dﬂn't want to say I told you =0, but I must say
that this wouldn't have happened if yvon had plaved me npa
Hamlet. You couldn't expect the Upper Fourth to stand a
cast with the bost actor Jefr our —-"

“* Shut up, Bunter!™

M, roally, Cherre——"7

“Bryrrri”

“I atiribute the whole trouble to perronal jealousy,”
said Bunter, blinking from lbis bed.  “ I should say—-—
Yow I )

Bunter did net really intend fo say * ¥ow " but he did it
because a pillow whicled throvwgh the air, and sguashed him
flat oo his bed,

“Oh! Ow! DBeast!™

" Go to sleep !

The door of the Eermove dovmitory reopened. There wos
a wild scurry of the juniors who were still out of bod to get
in. Wingate looked info the roomu grimly,

II
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“To

“Yeu Wingwie I eame in obedient chorus.

“ (Good-night I’

" Good-night, Wingate !

The captain of Greviviars turned ount the gas, and reiirved,
shutting the door sfter him. The next moment three-

uarters of the Remove were sitiing up in bed, and kicking
the clothes off.

¥ say, vou fellows, I don’t ihink I shall gi:et up,” said
Bunter,” *I suppose f.'ﬂlfrﬂ not thinking of stending a
dormitory feed, or anyihing of that sort "

* Mo, porpoise!™

“Then I sha'n't get up. I've got a delicate constitution,
ancd sleep i3 almost as necessary as good pourishment to keep
up my strength. I'm going ta slesp”

“Who's game for leap-frog?" asked Bob Cherry, lighting
a candle-end. **Or shall we have chasing over the oo
overy fallow who fall: on Bunter to pay a forfeit.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" '

“{Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Good egg ! exclzimed Ogilvy hoartily. *f Bunter iz to
call out overy time he's fallen upon, so that we shall koow 1"

“Ha, ha, ha 1

“You—wvou beasta! I—TI say

“I'll begin! exclaimoed Bob Cherry, faking a guick run
fowards Bunter's bed. * Bemember, Bunter, if 1 land ou
you, you're to call out. Hallo, hallo, hallo! He's gona!”

Bunter had rolled out of bed on the opposite side m 2
twinkling.

“0h!" he roared.

“Hao, ho, ha '

Bunter squirmed on the floar in the tangled boedolothes,
1le had 'I'giiﬂli ont of bed in 2 great hurry, in the belwef
that Bob Cherry was about to jlumll on bhim. As & matter
of fact, of course, Bob had really intended nothing of the
kind.

“ Let we help you,” said Skinner kindly, coming towards
the struggling Owl of the Remove. " Lend a hand, Stott.”

* Certainly I said Stott. 3

The two juniors grasped the bedclothes, but inskead of
helping Bunter out of them, they wound them tighter round
him, s¢ that Billy Bunter’s last state was worse than his

first.
Pull

“Help!” gasped Bunter,
them the other way!” i

“Here goes!” said Skinner, giving the blankets a yaok
which brought Bunter rolling heavily slong the floor.

“"Ow, ow!™

“‘ Help him, Stott.”

“I'm helping him,” ssid Stott, who was buzily engaged
Iving knots in the twisted sheet, so that Bunter could not
possibly escape from the bedclothes

“Good 1 .

“Ow! Help me! spluticred Bunier,

“ Wa're helping you.”

The sheets wore knotted round Bunter and the blankets,
snd the fat junior rolled on the floor a helpless prisoner.

Skinner and Stott rose to their feet, and grinned.

“* Blessed if T can help him out !" said Skinner.

“ Same here,” remarked Stott. ]

“ You—vou beastz! You've tied me up on purpose!™
sputtered Bunter. :

* Oh, come! Isihat what you call gratitude ¥"" demanded
Skinner.

“¥aoh! Lemme out:i™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Inky, come and help me !

¥ The helpfulnose ia greaf,’” remarked the good-natured
Nabob of E[:anipur, as he came towards ithe struggling and
kicking juntor. * Prayfully keep still, my worthy chuam,
and— Oh!" . : )

Bunter did not keep still. Hao kicked out fiercely in tho
asttempt to rid himself of the bedelother, and his foot
erashed into Inky's chest as he knelt down,

The Nabob of Bhanipur gasped, and rolled over back-
wards, bummping hoavily on the floor. There was a roar of
laughter from the Remaove.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Malle, hallo, halle I exelavmed Boeb Cherry suddendy.
“ave ™

There was a footstar in ihe passaze.

In & twinkle the candle-ends were blown out. and the
jupniors made wild dives for their boeds, Al excopting Billy
Bunter, of course, who could not move except {o wriggle
and kick.

The darmitory was plunged info davkness, and the juniors
had got into their bheds, when the deor swung open.

Someone looked in. Who it was the juniovs could nob sen
in the gloom. But a: <oon as the new-comer spofe they
recognised the voice. It was that of Mr. Quelch, their
Form-master,
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“IWhat iz thiz noise herot*

Dead silonee!

Even Rilly Bunter Lind ceazed o wriggle and gasp in his
torror of being discovered by the master of the Hemove.

Mv. Queleh listened for a moment or two. IIe knew Lis
Fovm too well to be deenived by the silones. With a grim
emitle he advanced info the romn, taking & maotch-box from
his pocket to light the gas. In the darkness he walked
straight upen Billy Buantor.

Bunter gavo o gpasp, and squirmad as the Form-master’s
foot trod upon his fot leg, and Me. Queleh uttered o startled
evclamation.

““*Blesz my zoul, whab iz ilat??

1] E}W 1"

C“What—what is {tt"

if ?’ﬂ‘l‘lﬁ !?‘?‘

Serateh went a maleh, and a light flared out. AMr. Quelch
deliberately lighted the gas, wnd then looked at the fat
figure wriggling on the foor. At the sight of Billy Bunter
wriggling in the twisted bedeloihes, he gave a jump.-

“Runter, what do vou mean by this?"

. “Do you think I'm deing it for {ani"” bawled the fut
Junior, quite cxasperated. * L've had a rotten teick ployed
on maolt :

“That iz nct. the way to address your Forme-master,
Buontar ! eaid Mr, Quelch, sternly.

" Wail, sir, I—1've been rottenly
Bunter. Look herg—"

“Dear me, you are fastened wp in the bedelothes, 1
zuppose this 13 a joke—what you weuld call & jape?"

“1 don't see any blessed joke m it, sir! Bkinney—--"*

“Well, Bunter—""

* And Stott—" ;

“You nced not teld me anything, Bunier,” said Mr.
Queleh, pretending not ta hear, “On the last night of the
torm 1 ﬁ-{:ﬂ“ not take any notice of this”

* Y, sir; but—"

“That will do!™

L]

treated, sir,”™  zoid

Mr. Quelch stooped and unfied {he knofs. Bubnier
mumbled, and staggered np. .
“Now geb info bed, Bunter,” sawd Mr. Quelch. ™ Gomd-

- night, boys! You must nol make uny more noise in this

cormitory.”
“Yee, sir! Good-night, eir ! ,
And Mr. Queleh tarned ont the hight and retived,

E——— — —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Pillow Fight,

“Oh, really, yon fellows—-"

“Shut wp, Bunter!” said Harry Wharton augrily.
¥ You're not fit to be epoken to! If Mr. Quelch would have
iiat-anegl to vou, you would have given Skinner and 8Stots
away.'

“ The measiy worm ' said Skinner. ' “Quelch i3 a decont
sort. He can allow a jepe on the last night of the term. But
Bunter-——"’

“ Mean rotter!” said Stott,

“Good eggl”

“ Oh, I say, you fellows—"

L1 wﬂﬂﬂ !”'

* But~but I didn’t mean to sneak ! said Bunter in alave.
“ I¢—it just slipped out, vou know. And Mr. Quelch didu's
take it up, so it doesn’t matter.”

“You fat Judas(”

“ (Oh, reallv, Bulstrode———'* )

“If it wasn't the last night of the term,” said Iiarry,
“we’d rag you baldheaded ! As 1t 13, go to =leep!”

“ Yez: but I say—""

““ Another word, and we'll have you out of bed and frog’s.
march you up and down the dorm.,” exclaimed \Wharton.

And Bunter did mot utter the other word. He snorted,
and iurned over to go ta sleep o

“Mr. Quelch says we're not to make any mora noise in
thia dormi.,” said Bob Cherry. “ We must do as he says,
espectally as he’s bean so decent. But he didn't mention any
other dorm.” )

*“ What are you driving at, Cherry 1"

# 1 was thinking of the Upper Fourth. They're the causa
of our being sent to bed early, and, of course, we can't go
to sloep oi this howr, What do you say to paying the Uppex
Fourth a visit 1"’

“ Good business [

“ Hurray !" . i ]

“ Jolly mood idea ! exelaimad Harry Wharton, turning
out of bed. “ Tt will fill up the time beautifully, and pui
Tample, Dabuey & Co. up to a wrinkle about wrecking &
performance of the Juntor Dramatie Soviety, Come on

“Tet's rag lum ™

OME
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The Remove were soon ready for the rawd. Nearly the
whole of the Form took part. They seized pillowa and
bolsters, and stuffed socks for weapons, and followed Harry
Wharton into the passage. ] ) )

There was a dim ghimmer of Light in the dormilory
pussage, from g burner turred half on. Wharton stepped
slong to it quietly, and turned it out. The passage was
plunged into darkness at onee.

# dow come on,” he muttered,

“ Phia comaonfulness is terrifie.’”

Quiat as mice, or aliwst =0, the Remove stole away 1o
wards the Uppar Fourth dormitory. There was a T:glkL
wlinmnering under the door of the Upper Fourth reenn
Wharton laughsed softl

“They're up, too,”

“ Looks like it "

“ Listen 1" o :
A voire eounld boe heard from within the dormutory
was the vulve of Temple, the captain of the Upper Fourth,
“(jet vour pillows. Pillows ars all right. And mand,
you're to givo the Romove just the biggest licking tlioy'se

ever had in their Iittle lives™

* Oh, rather " .

“We shall fake thom by swrprise, awl {hey'll sinply Le
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‘mse' up asa ghﬂst. Bob Caerry loakel on with & grin, 2nd Morg u,
who was nct ng Polonlus, loo.ced on with geim dizapproval. * It wen't do,” sa.d Morgan,

knocked into a cocked hat, Mind, they're {0 have a licking
they'll remember all through the vac”

“What-ho ™

Harry Wharton chuckled,

“Iro you hezar that ¥ ho multored. ;

¢ I didu't cateh i)' said Hazeldene, from behind.

“ Tample, Dabney & Co. nre just going to raid us.”

“Wait till they open the door to come ouf,” said Bob
Charry, in o whispor. % Then we'll rush in”

“Good egp!” )

The Il.mr%gvites, with suppressed chuckles, waited in the
dark poassago. A eouple of minutes Jaler the door of the
Lipper Fourth dormitory swang opan. ] .

Tomple, Dabney & Co., half dressod, armed with pillows,
came warching ont. ] p 1

There was o gpeneral gasp as they marched right inlo the
waiting Renpve,

 Go for them U'" yelled Dob Cluorry.

“ Givoe ‘om socks

“ Huarray 1"

The Romove mada a rush, asnd the astounded Fourth-
Formers went whirling back into the dormitory, and the
Tever Fourth followed them fasl, swiping right and left
with pillows and buolsters,

ha
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Wharten kicked the door shut.

Lo for them |’ he shouted,

“ Hurray "

“ Play up, Bemove I

And the Remova played up manfully. The Upper Fourth,
taken whoily by surprise, and wholly disconcerted by the
sudden and vigorous sttack, gave way in all directions.

Swipe, swipe, went the mllows, and the Upper Fourth
fellows sprawled in all direetions, The odds were on
sidea of the Hemove, too. They were a more numerous
Form, and nesrly all were there. They scoured up and down
tha dormitory, smiting hip and thigh.

“ Down with 'em !

“ (Gave "em socks I

i 'Hul'l'ﬂ.-]p' !n

“M-m-m-my hat!” gasped Temple. “M-m-my only hat!
Rally up there!” .

“(Oh, rather!" stuttored Dabmney, sittin

where & swipe of Bob Cherry’s bolster ha
rather "

*Go it, RBemove 1P

“ Hurray | :

Temple rushed to lus washstand, He seized the jug of
water, and swept it round hpon the Removites. The water
came out in a streart, and there wera yells from half a
dozen juniors as ¥ were soaked to the skin by it.

“Oh,oh! Groo!

Then Bob Cherry’s bolster swept Temple's logs away from
under him, and he sat down, and the jug went to the floor
with & crash, and was smashad to picces. :

But the Upper Fourth were recovering themselves a little
now, and putting up a good fght. In some places the
excited juniors had abandoned pillows, and ware resorting to
fists, ancll saveral struggling couples relled on the Roor,

Still the Bemove were getting the best of it. The Hpﬁ:r
Fourth could only desperately resist, and whenover they
ralhed, & charge of the Rembvites broke them up end seat-
tered them again.

The din was growing terrific.

All recollection of masters and prefects had faded from the
minds of the juniors, as they rushed and ran and swipod and
smote,

The noiee thay were makin
reached even ag far as the

not a thought. | )
It was suddenly called to their minds when the door was
thrown open, and Wingate and Courtney, and two or three
other prefects, with and an faces, rushed in.

They had canes in their hands, and they did not stop to
epeak & word. They waded into the crowd, lashing right
and left at backs and legs.

The din had been great before, but it was fearful now,
Wild yells arose, and the juniors dashed frantically to and
fro to escape the lashing canes.

" Here, buzz off !" exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Ow! Yah!
Let’s get out of this !

The Remove made a break for the door,

Two ar three of the prefects were upset in the rush, and
left gasping on the Hoor., The Removites swarmed out into
ths passage, and ran.

Wingate gosped for breath.

“ Now get to bed, i_;',ﬂu y sweeps 1" he exclaimed, ad-
dressing Temple, Dabney & Co. And the Upper Fourth,
sorz and sad, turned in, _

Wingate looked into the Remove dormitory & few minutes
later, His face was very grim. )

“If there's any more row tomight, thera will ba real
trcuble,” he seid, and went out and shut the door without
waiting for a rephu

Bob Cherry chuckled softly.

“ What ripping fun! Anybody hurt?”

“Ow!” groaned Nugent. **I'm smarting all over!™

up on_the floor,
laid ham. * Oh,

rang through the House, and
ead’s study; but they gave it

“8o pm I

LY | SEI'IH.‘: I'Iﬁl"i-.‘.' le
TF nh !:ll

id {}1"' !JI

*“Ha, ha, ha! Never mind, we've celebrated the last night
of the term after all,” said Bob Cherry.

Dut to judge by the groans and gasps from the Remove,
they did mm&l

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Net Invited.

HE next morning many of the Remove were still smart-
T ing, and, in fact, Billy Bunter was the only one who
was quite undamaged. The fat junior had slept

. through the pillow fight, Bunter had an almost
infimite capacity for sleep. He wasz always first man in and
lasi man ouf, as Bob Cherry put it, Ie was.the last up that
morning, and oy he stcod at his washstand, going through

Tue Manxer Liskany —No. 114,

HOW
ON BALE.,

THE EMPIRE LIBRARY.

his apology for a wash, j:!lera was & thoughtful frown upon
bis fat face. The question of where he should spend the
vacation was not settled yet, and the time was getting close.

Bunter cast many glances towards tho chums of the
Remove, but they did not seem to notice it. They were not
inclined to help him out.

The fut junior had imposed eo much and so often upon
the kindness of his study-mates, that he had reached the end
of their patience, and they simply did not want him to come
and be g general trouble during their holiday. They had
not told him where they were going, and Bunter had there-
fore besn unable to fish for an invitation to the same pkia.m
But Bunter was not easily defeated in a matter of this kind,
He could be very determined when it was a question of
securing his own comfort.

“1I say, you fellows,”™ he remarked, as they left the
dormitory, “have vou finally settled about the vac. 1"

* Long ago,” said Harry curtly.

sl | J:;hunll: you mentioned yesterday that you wanted me fo
come 1

“ Bomething amiss with your thinker, then—we didn't.”

“0Oh, really, Whartop—"" )

Harry walked on. Buater blinked after him, and
fastened himeelf upon Bob Cherry, trotting with his fat
Iittle legs to keep. pace with Bob's long stride down the
passage., )

“I say, Cherry, did you say it wes Opilvy's place you
were to i

“Na, T didn't.”

“Ts it Russells?”

“ Find out.’”

* Oh, really, Cherry—"

Bob Cherry quickened his pace and &acn?d. Bunter turned
upon Nugent, but Nugent hurried after Boh. Hurree Jamsét
Ram Singh hurried on, too, as he saw Bunter blink at him,
but the fat junior caught his sleeve. _

. ”’Eqﬁh old man,-I think it’s Lacy's place vou're going to,
isn't it ?

h“ Tlﬁ.u findfulness out would be the good dodge, my worthy
chum,

And the nabob jerked himself fres and fled. Billy Bunter
snorted. He went downstairs, and blinked round in search
of Mark Linley, whom he knew to be a member of the same
party for the vacation.

Linley had been out early, and he was coming in for
breakfast, looking wvery fresh and ruddy. Billy Bunter
intercepted him. The sturdy Lanceshire lad looked down
upon the fat junior golid-humouredly. .

“I say _mle:;i ve got soinething rather important to
pay,"” said Billy Bunter mysteriously. “It's about the vae,
you know." '

“Oh 1" eaid Mark.

“You're going with Wharton's lot

‘ﬂ -?EHH-"‘

" Geood. T'm coming, too. I've really got an invitation,™
E‘xpla:ned Bunter—" a—a sort of standing invitation, you

now.""

Linley looked at him in surprise,

“ What, has—" he bagan, and then he broke off eud-
denly, It struck him all at once that the fat junior was
tr :mg to trick him into betraying the name of the junior
who had issued the invitations. He burst into a laugh.

“ Yes,” said Bunter eagerly, “ you were going to say——""

* Nothing,"” said Mark, turming away.

*Yes, yes, you were—you weore saying-—'"

“Rats 1"

Mark Linley walked away, leaving the fat junior dis
consolate. Haneldene gave Bunter a clap on the shoulder,
and he swung round with a start,

“Ow! Oh, really, er—""

*“ Ha, ha, ha 1 )

*Oh, is 1t you, Hazeldene?"”

Bunter blinked at him., %[

~ say, Hazeldene, I suppose you know that the fellows in my

stud{ are going off somewhere for the vaet”
* ¥es,"” aaid Hazeldene, laughing.

"' Do you know where they’re going?'"" asked Bunter eagerly.

H ne langhed again.

“Yes, I do,”

L | T.vhumgl!‘

“ Haven't they told you?”

* No,” said Bunter, with a snort. * They haven't! They're
keeping it dark, for some reason. They seam to think that
1 shall get an invitation to the same Eiucﬂ, and then, of course,
they’ll be put into the shade, if there’s any danecing or evening
parties, or anything of that sort, you know.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha

“Do tell mo who it is that's asked them, Vaseline, old
chap. Look hers, I'll try to get you an invitation to the
same place,’” spid Buntor persuasively.

Hazeldens yelled.

*“ Ha, ha, La!"

ONE
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“ Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at!” growled Billy
Binter peevishly. ' 'Where's the joke?” : :

Harzeldene did not veply. He walked away, still lsughing.
Billy Bunter blivked in a perplexsd way., He did not see
whers the joke come in. ) )

The chums of Ne, 1 Study were packing a bag in that
[amous apartment, when the fat junior strolled in aftar breal.
fast. Bunter blinked at then:. TFhey took no notice of his
entering, and were apparently wnconscious of his presence.

1 =ay, vou follows—"

“Pull that strap a bit tights,” said Bob Charry.

" Right von pre"

*1 say, vou fellows——"

“Hzlla, halle, halle!
Bunpter "'

“IME buzz off when vou do,’” said Bunter. * As I'm going
to the spiee place, I may as wall pack some of my things in
that bape”

“You're moing to the sumo plice?’

“¥os, I've just gob an invitation, and T've ancceptod 6"

“ My hat!” exclaimed Dob Cherry. Do you meosn fo say
that Hazuldens has been duffer enouph—"

“Hazaldene "' yelled Bi]l;.- Bunter.

“Blmt up, Bob, you ass!”

Bat it was too late.  Billy Bunter Lad nade the long-dasived
discovery,

“ Hazeldena ™  he
rotter 1™

L't you know?? rosrved Bob Chorey  indiznantly,
W hy, von said—""

“T—I was speaking fisnratively

“Why, von blessed Anapias——"

The wrathful Bob made a rush ot Bunter, who skippad ont
of the stndy just in tim= e did not stop in the passage.
He bolted down the staws, and blinked round hfe]i);w ?ur
Hazeldene.

Hazeldene was not to be seen. TDunter blinked to and fro,
ninri inguired right and loft, but there was no aign of Hazel-
(e,

* Hazeldene! Have vou see Hazeldene !

“Faith, amnd ho's gone ! suil Micky Desmond, affordin
gma information at last: thoush not of a very weleome k]nf

“Gone ! velled Billy Bunte:.

* Faith, amdl he has intirely! Did va want him "’

"Of comrse I did. But he can’t bo pone! ITis hox iy in
the lLall 1™

* He's gone over to CLIff House fo see his sister,” explained
Micky. * They don't break up for a couple of days yvet, you
see. Ho's poing o m us at the station again. Wharton's
1nl:igp: chavea of his box.”

N II !121 1

Bunter driftzd into the house again. The fellows were all
gettinge veady to leave: thers was a brake waiting in the Cloza
o, and o erowd of fellows were going by it Some wers
going by loter traing; but more than half the Remove warp
1o o in that breake.  And Billy Bunter meant to po in it, as
Harry Wharton & Co. were going., But how was he to
manaz2 about the necessary invitation?

* Put my box in the brnke along with Wharton's, Gosling,™
sairll Bunter, to the achool porter. * You won't forpeti”

Groxling rrunted.

* 1 should like to give you a shilbng, Goslinmg—7

The school porter brightened up.

“Thank vou kindly, Master Bunter."

“ But T've been disappointed about a postul-ovder, and I
can't. DBut—"

(esling grunted again. )

“DBut Wharton is going to give vou a decent tip, for both
of us, and T shall settls it with Wharton later,” explained
Bunter. * Den't forget miv box I

ITarry Wharton & Co. came downstairs, They wars heavily
laden with bags and travelling-rugs and mouffers. They camea
out to the brake, and Billy Buntor clamberad inio it with
them. 'Tley looked at him euriously.

“You're going by the same train, Bunter?”’

* Yos, certainly '’

Wi “‘h 1

Aol tie [:rru.]-:g rolled off.

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
0t for the Holidays.

m TRRAY Y™
*OF at last!™
" Hip=mp!"

The Remove brake rolled down the lane towarda
thz villagwe, and fromn it peoceeded R noise thdat showoed how
extremely oxuberant the Remove werve at Dreaking up for
tha holidays. Every fellow had made up his mind te be jolly,
and jolly they all were.

Bome of them sang, and some plaved tin-whistlos. Some
hurled catealls and chipping ramarks at passers-by, and some
hurled nuts or oranges.  Some of them sinply chesred, arain
and again, oxuberantly.
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*Waeall, we'rs off 1" said Bob Oherry.

g ngthing new for you!” remarked Skinner.

id A 1?

“ You've always been a little hit off, yon know! J——'"

“0Oh, don’t ba funny, on breaking-up day,”’ implored Bob
Cherry. * Don't cast a shadow over the vac. hat o nip-
pier day 1™

* Glorious "’

“ Plenty of time for tho train, too,” said Bob, locking at
his big silver watch, * Time for Hazsldena to get there and
join us. Hallo, hallo, hallo, here are the Boy Ezuuts s

A patrol of Boy Scouts in big hats came tramping along
the lane. They were the Doy Scouts of Pegg, often on terms
of warfare with the Greyfriars follows, brakeload of
juniors hurled a vociferous greoting at them; and Trumper,
the patrol leader, stopped and waved his hand.

“ (zood-bye, Bluabell " sanr out BEob Cherry. ** We're off 1"

“Hope vou'll have a jolly time,"” said per. *‘ And
when ¥ou como back we'li give you some more lickings."

And the brake rolled on, the Boy Bcouts looking after it,
and lavghing. The station came in sight, and the brake
rolled up and halted.

“Train’s in!” zaid Boly Cherry.

The juniors poured into the station. Harry Wharton &

Co. secured a carriage for themselves: and, of course, Billy
Bunter planted bimself in it. Frank Nugent shook him by
tho simu]ider_

::g:—.ia i=n't your train!” he exclaimed.

l.'l”

Banter blinked at him, apparently not understanding,

** This is the London train !

“Well, what about it?" grunted Bunter peevishly. *1
can go by the London train, if I like, can'e I?

“Ags! We've g{lnt to get to London to change for the
Great . Western; but you haven't. You're in the wrong
train "' Lawled Nugent.

“I'm going to change at London."

** Nonzensa!  You—""

* I think I ought to know best where I'm going to change,”
said Euntﬁr- 3 N odl

“Oh, have your own wav,”™ sal Jugent resi 2
“You're in tlze.bwmng train, that's all, It‘:rmr mug“lmz-
out.”’ -

** There's ITazeldens !" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Il leaned out of the earriage door and waved to Hazel
dene, who cane yunning up.

* Luggaze all right?™ he asked.

:: "E::as. We've seen to that.”

Haveldere climbed into the carriage There were still
crowds of Greyfriars fellows on the platform, waiting for the
next train, which was leaving five minutes after the present
one. On breaking vp day at Greviviars, extra * locala ™ were

run on the local railway. . o
Nugent minor came up to the carriage to bid his brother
iends with him.

good-bye, Frank shook ]
goad time,"” sald Dick Nugmp

" Hope you'll have a
“Don’t get into mischief.” )

Which advice, from a Szcond Form fag to 2 Removite, was
received with a good-humoured grin.

Wun Lung, the little Chinee, also came to say good-bre.

“ You havee goodee times,” he remarked. *' Me hopeg,
what Guktml{??”l. =

e s, Wun Lung; same to you.

“The samefulaess 13 terrific.”

“T1 gay, Wun Lung,” exclaimad Billy Bunter, catching the
Chinese junior by the sleeve as he stood at the carriage door.
“1 say, my postal-order didn't come before I laft. 1 suppose
it will be delivered after I'm gome. It's very annoyiog,
cause I'm rather short of money. Would you mind handing
me a sovereign now, and having the postal-order when we
get back next term

“ Mo, savvy.”

“You ses, it’s certain to be there, and——"

“ Mo, savvy.'

“1f you hand me e sovereign now—""

“ Mo sevvy. Goodee-by-by!™ :

And Wun Lung walked away. Bunter sank back wn hia
geat, and blinked at the grinning Removitaes.

¢ Bleszed if they onght to allow a stupid heathen like that
in a deoont si:h:i-ufi” exclaimed Bunter.

i : it _'III

“1 say, you fellows—-""

11
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“ Hallo, hallo, halle! We're starting 1™

The train pave a jork. There was a4 slamming of doors
along tha train. Frank Nugent shook Billy DBunter by the
chouliler onee move.

“¥You're in the wrong trein, I tell you, Buntex.
still titna to jump out.”

“Hot! My box 1z in the geard's van,”

“Well, T tell you—-mm

“Tt's all right.”

The dopr slammed, and the enpine shrisked, and the train
moved out of the station. Nugent shrugged his shoulders
and sat down.

*It's too late now "' he remarked. )

Bunter did not seem to mind. He made himaelf comfort-
able tu his covner seat, and calmly appropriated 2 rug belong-
mmg to Bob Cherry, to cover over his legs. !

“I eay, yvou fellows,” he remarked presently, *'did any
of you thunk to order a lunch-basket to be put in the train for
st

[T :.';D\'“

*Then what are we going to do??

“ (3o without, [ expect.”

“ 1 shall be awiully bungry.”

“{io hon 1™

“ Tmckily, I thought of bringing some sandwiches,"” said
Bunter, groping in his pocket. * Yes, herc they are.
had better have a snack now, I think. Mrs. Kebble makes
jolly good sandwiches,”

“Ihnd Mrs. Kebble mako those for you!" asked Nugent
curiowsly ; for the fat junior was far from being a favourite
with the Greyiriors housekeener, '

“Well, she made them,” suid Bunter. "I suppose they
woro for me. - 1 told her I should like some, and she didn’t
say anything. Then I saw her put this packet down by
ngate"s bag, and I supposed they wero for me."”

“Y¥ou young ass! They were for Wingate! He has a
jolly lone journcy to make.”

" Well, }:] dare say they can give Wingate some more,”
said Billy Bunter comfortably. * It's jolly lucky I thought
6f bringing them. I should have been awfully hungry be-
fore I got to London. I'm sorry you fellows haven't any.™

* (Oh, we'll have some of them ! said Bob Cherry.

Bunter blinked uncasily.

“ Well, you see, there's only enough for one. I should like
to share out with you chaps awfully, but I have my con-
stitution to think of. I'm a delicate chap, and I can only
keep going by having plenty of good nourishment. You
wouldn't hke fo have me ill on your hands in London,
would you?™”

“We should jolly scon shift you off.™

“(Oh, really, Cherry—="

“"We could send you to the Dogs' Home at Battersea,
aaid Nugent. "“"0Or I dare soy there's a Home for Sick
Porpoises somowhera."

“th rﬂﬂ.ﬂj"—-—"

“"Who saya a chorua?”’ said Hazeldene.

“Jolly good idea.”™

And the melodius stroins of ' Honey, Will You Lub Dis
Coon?” rang out from the carriage windows while the train
rushed on through the apring lendscape.  Billy Bunter
didn’t sing. He rather prided himself upon his voice; but
he waa too busy now.

He had said that he would have a snack. But when Bunter
began eating it was difficult for him to leave off. o ate
steadily till tho last sendwich had disappeared, and then
he sighed—like Alexander sighing for fresh worlds to
CONQuer. ‘

Then he curled himeelf up in his corner, with his fect upon
tho only foot-warmer in the carriage, and Bob Cherrv’s
rug round his knees, and a muffer of Whartow'’s over his
ghoulders, and went to slecp—and slept soundly, in spite
of the rocking of the train, and the vigorous choruses of
the Removites, and did not wake again till the train stopped
in o murky station, and Bob Cherry shook him by ‘the
shoulder.

Then Bunter started out of slumber, and blinked sleepily.

* Where aro we?"” he mumbled. " What are you waking

me for? Where aroc we?”
 London [™

Thera's
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Gets His Way.

o ONDON ™
h Billy Bunter zat upright, and blinked round him.
‘he juniors were crowding out of the train upon a
~ crowded platform. There was a general crowding
and jostling, and endless voices and rolling of trolleys.
Harry Wharton ran down the train to look after the
beggage. It bad to be changed to another platiorm for
Tue Macxrr LiBRARY.—No. 114.
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the Western train. Biilly Bunter was the last cut of the
parriage. Bob Cherry looked up 2nd down.

“* When does the trein start?” Nugert asked.

“Just an hour.”

“Timo for some lunch,” saud Nugend.

“Just what I was thinking.” ]

“¥es, rather I said Billy Bunter, “I'm awfully peckish,
vou know."

“With a dozen sandwiches inside you, and we've had
nothing,"” said Nugent, with a sniff.

“ Oh, really, I offered to share them with vou, you know '-

““Bhut up, Ananias! Where's the buffeti”

“ This way,” said Mark Linley.

Eilly Bunter walked hehind with Haozeldene as the party
went towards the buffet. There was an ingratiating grm
on. his fat face. :

““1 say, Hazel, old chop—"

“ Hallo ! said Hazeldene. )

“Wharton wants to have me with him for the vag—™"

“Rats ! said Hazeldens bluntly.  * He doesn't!”

1#]—] mean Nugent wants me—"1

““More rats!™

“Tha fact 1z, Hazel, an invitation I had.for the holidaye
has fallen through. A titled friend of mine—="

“ Rubbish "

“0h, really—="" .

““Atop lying, then!" said Hazeldene unceremoniously.
" What do you want? Speak plain English, end come to
the -point.”

“Well, vou see, I—I've lost my train now,"” stamimcred
Bunter. * Bome of the fellows might have told me I was
in the wrong train, but—" ;

“Why, Nugent did tell you; I heard him.”

“¥e-e-08, of course; but—but the fact is, T haven’t fold
my people that the invitation from my titled friend has
fn{r]en through,” said Bunter. * They're not expecting me
home. I supposed,.of course, that T should ba going with
Wharton. He kept it awfully dark about his spending the
vac. at vour place™

“Tt isn"t my place,” said Hazeldene,
place, on tha Devon coast.”

“Woll, your uncle’s place, then. The fact is, Hazeldene,
I shouldn't mind coming with you for the vae.”

Hazeldene looked at him grimly. ) ]

* Does it matter whether I mind?” he said sarcastically,

“ (Oh, really, Hazel—"'

* Btop calling me Hazel, you scapy rotter! Look here,
it Wharton cares to bring vou, you can come,” said Hazel-
denc abruptly. I don't care.”

“ (Oh, all right! T'll gcttle it with Wharton."

Harry Wharton had consigned the baggage to the care
of a porter, and he was coming to join the juniors at the
buffet, when Billy Bunter intercepted him.

‘““ Hadn't you better look for your train, Bunty?” asked
Wharton, glancing at him. .

“ Ahem! I'm coming in your train."

“What do you mean?”’

“ It sceama that there has been a mistake,"” explained
Bunter. “ Hazecldene says that he didn't know you wanted
me to come—''

“1 don’t want you to come.’””

“Qh, really, Wharton! What I mean is, Hazeldene has
just been pressing me in the warmest way to come with him,
if you follows would like me to. He thinks you ought to be
consulied about it, that's all.™

“ Bogh !

“1 suppose you're not going to be beastly about it,"” said
Punter indignantly. "I don't particularly want to come,
but Marjorie and Clara will be ihere, and you know jolly
well that they'd be gled to see me.”

Wharton's cyes gleamed danger. He dropped his hand
upcn the fat junior's shoulder, with a grasp that mado the
Owl of the Remove wrigele.

““ Mow, look here, Bunter, enough of that!" said Wharton.
“ Another word of that kihd, and I’ll ask Hazeldene as a
special fmiﬂur to kick you out of the party.

1] I_I_. _’1

“1 suppose you can come if you like, if you've %:t round
Huozeldene., DBut mind, you're te be on your good behavonr,
1f you play any of your dirty tricks, you'll get brought to
order in jolly guick time. Do you understand ¥'°

“0Oh, really, Wharton o

“ Do you understand 7 exclaimed Harry sharply.

“ ¥Yeo-o-0s

“That's enough, then”

Wharton strode away to the buffet. Billy Bunter fol-
Jowed with an injured expression on his face. He joincd
the juuniors there, and began to order roefreshments. The
juniors all had good appetites, but Billy DBunter, in spito
of the sandwiches, exceeded any of them. The fat junior,

“It's my uncle's

ONE
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“ You peses ! ™ roared Horatio, * Shot up, and give a chap a chance!™ i Ha, ha, Bal” roared the audicuce,

s
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delighted with that origiual line,

indeed, * wired into™ the relreshiments as if he had eaten
nothing for a couple of days.

“ Fetter got to the other platform now,' said ITarry pro-
sently, with a glanco at the station cleck. “ You fellows
finished *

Al down,” said Bobh Cherry.
usaal.” 3

"Dk, really, Cherey ' said Bunter, with his mouth full.
"Wait & minute for e, you chapa I only want to finish
thesoe sausages. I sav, you [eliows, you'd better order that
lunch-basket while you're about it

“ Rats ! said Wharton, “* We'll take 8 packet of sand-
wiches, and get o feed at Exeter.™

Tt would be wiser——"'

“ Bhut up. old chap, do!"

“0Oh, very well!™ said Bunter sulkily., “IF apvihing
happens thrau%h my not having cnougl to cat, it will be
your fault. I don't care.”

“Then 1f you don’t care, shut up. Come on, kids."

H%¥ou haven't settled with the waitress yei, Wharton”

B ¥es, wo've all settled.”

U4 hat about my lot i

Wharton looked st him. Billy Duanter Lhad eaten twico

Tue Macser Lisnary.—No 114.
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"Buauler's not oul, as

as much 28 anybody <lse, but he made no motion to pay
anything, The waitrcss was lecking at hign expectantly.
L‘*Areu’i: you going to pay, you fet fraud " exclzimed
gk, )

“You see, T've been disappointed about a postal-order

Wharton ecloured angrily.

“ How much, miss?"” ho asked.

“ Four shillings and sixpence, please.”

Harry paid the money, and led Billy Duntor awa
the buffet with o finger and thumb on his ear.
junior squeaked dismally.

“ 2o you're beginning again, Bunter I

“Well, T suppose I had to have something to eaf, and
it's not my fault if the post-offico delays the delivery of
latters. I hope you're not geing to bo waxy over a trifle
like four shillings and sixpence. I shall pay it, of course.”

“0Oh, dey up!™

“ Will you have it out of the gn-al:a?-nrdnr when we gel
back to Greviriars,” said Billy Bunter, ““or shall we put
it down to the old nccount ™ ;

Wharton made no reply. Tt was quite uscless to argue
with Billy Bunter. Tho juniors made their way to the other

from
he fat

A Double-Length Teale of Harry Wharton & Co.
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T}ntfurm, where the Western express was already on the
ine, thongh it was not due to start for some time yet.,

“We'll get a carriago to ourselves, if we can,” said
Wharton, * Here's g first-class, empty. Collar the seats.”

The carriage was supposed to seat six, and there were
goven of the juniors; but they preferred a little crowding
to separating, Besides, Nugent suggested that Billy Bunter
oould sit on the floor—a suggestion thet brought a most in-
dl%nant blink from the Owl of the Remove.

‘The bags and cloaks were put into the corriage, and then
the juniors strolled up and down the platform to wait for
tha train to start. A man who was smcking a big, black
cigar on the platform watched them curicusly, and he
moemed so interested in at least ono of the party, that the
junigrs observed him at last, . -

“ Blossed if T know what that chap's watching us for,
Bob Cherty remarked. “He doesn’t look like & pick-
pocket. "

“ What chapi" 1

“That dark fellow yonder. He hasn’t taken his eyes off
us for ten mingtes.”

Wharton glanced towards the man.  He was-a dark-
ckinned fellow with hl_aﬁlltaggaa, and had & foreign look, in-
creased by the curling b moustaches and the big agar.
Wharton would have tdiken him for a Spaniurd. His bold,
black eyes lookod at the juniors, and did not fall before
Wharton's questioning gaze.

“Ho seems to be staring at Hazeldene more than anybody
else,!’ said Mark Linley. “Do you know him, Hazel "

Hazel shook his head.

“ Never seen him before, that T know of.”

‘‘He's coming over here," said Bob Cherry. “He's
going to spoak to ga”

The dark-skinned stranger crossed the platform towards
the group of juniors. The chums of Greyfriars stopped
dead, looking at him as he came. He was guile & stranger
{o them ; yet curiously enough each of the lads felt & feeling
of hostility, as’ if 1t were an enemy that approached.
Perhaps there was n'glﬂnm in the deep black eyves, a curl of
the tight ]ilpa, that hinted that the stranger did not come
with friendly intent.

—p

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
The Man From South America.

HE swarthy stranger stopped close to the group of

juniors, and nﬁgﬁﬂy. raised his broad-brimmed hat.

is glinting black eyes rested upon Harzeldeme, The

look in his eyes was not-pleasant, but there was no

question that his manner was politeness itself—polite with
a certain Spanish exaggeration. .

“ Pray sa me, senorito,” he exclaimed, addressing
Hazeldene. “ 1 think that I bhave seen you before. I think

o T e foct English, but with o, slight lispi

o Bp in perlect 1 with A 8 IEpIng
accent. If he were a ﬂFlﬂniEtﬂ; he had ﬂe:tainljrmhad ample
acquaintance with English people.

azeldena stated at him.

1 have mever seen you before,” he said bluntly.

The foreigner smiled, showing a row of white teeth under
his black moustache.
*Quite possible.

fore, nino."

“* Then how can you know me "

“ By your likeness to my old friend.”

“Oh! You know my father, porhapsi” _

“Perhaps? Your father has been in_South America "

“Oh, no! Never cut of England, I believe—except to
Boulogne,” said Hazeldene. “ He has certainly never been
to America.™ _ ]

“Ah! Perhaps my friend is your uncle, then, or some
other relation,” said the stranger, with an agreeable smile.

“Perhaps,’”’ said Hazeldene, with a grin; ‘' but—excusse
me—you are & stranger to me, and one doesn’t take
strangers on trust in London. T am not exactly from the
country, you know, I'm from a school where we have our
ayo-teeth out.”

The stranger laughed, apparently not at all offended by
Hazeldene's plain spesking. The juniors all grinned; they
had already made u{; their minds that thia was & new
variety of the old, old confidence-trick frequently worked
off on strangera in the metrovoha,

I have never been in this country

‘““ Aht I am not s London ewindler, as you imagine,
said the man, with perfect coolness, “I will prove that hy
telling yvou your name.” .

“You might have seen it on my trunk,” said Hazeldene.
“ But go ahead.”

“Your neame i3 Cunliffe.”

Hazoldene staried.

The juniors burst into & laugh, The stranger glanced
round at them with a puzzled expression.

*“What! Is that not correct? he exclaimed.

“* Hardly,” said Bob Cherry.

" Then X am mistaken.”

““ Looka like it,” grinnad Nugent. " You'd better look a
little further for your Cunliffe. Let's get imto the traim,
you chaps."” - ' ¥

“ But—but——'* The dark-skinned man seized Hazel-
dene by the shoulder. ' Listen to me, nino. If your name
is not Cunliffe, you have relations of that name."

“Mind your own busineces,” said Hazeldene. " Let go
my shoulder.™

[13 mu _}'ﬂu"""""""

“ Let go, confound you!" .

o man’s grip tightaned, and an extremeiy ugly look
came into his dusky face. The juniors did not need telling
that his story of an “cld friend' was not true. There
were -no Iriendly feelivgs in the man's breast, that was
certain.

“ Lasten to me-—"?

Hazeldena jerked hims:f away. Wharton grasped the
man's dmﬂ:¥ wrist, and forced himn to release his hold. The

foreigner glared at him savagely.
“¥ou young pupny—>" G
“"Nuff said. You'd betier clear off " 2aid Wharton

erisply.

The mean stood biting his lips, and evidently puzzled how
to act, while the juniors erowded into the trzin. Tho doors
wers alamming now The dark-skinned man looled after
the boys, and then went slowly down the i}!utlﬂrm. Marl:
Linley glanzed from tho windew, and saw Lim got into the
train further along.

The train started,

“ Blessed if I can quite moke that chan sui!” said Beb
Cherry, with a perplexed look. “He didn’t look like a
common confidence-trick man. More like a piddy desperado
masquerading in civilised clothes. :

Hazeldene sot silent, a slightly werried lgok on his facc.
The gther fellows glanced at him, wondering that the affair
should trouble him at all

“You're not leiting it bother you, surcly, Iarell” ex-
claimed Wharton. ]

“T can't help wondering about it,” said Hazeldenn. * 16
wasg curious that that chap should know that name.”

“But he didn't konow Four name.”

“ Cunliffie is my uncle’s name."

“0Oh!"” ejaculated Wharten.

“1 suppose I forgot to mention it to you,” seid Hazel-
dene. “'1 suppose I took it for granted you knew. The
uncle of mine we're going to stay with is naned Cunhiffe.”

£L I-{ G'ﬂﬂl'gﬂ !II‘ ] ]
b e's my mother's brother, you see. The curious thing
is, that he’s been a sea-captain, and spent years and years
in Bouth American waters. ke's only lately returned to
Eu%-hn&—:mt more than six months ago.”

“Then perhaps thia chap really knew him in South
America,” exclaimed Nugent.

“That's what I was thinking.” i

“ He may be an old friend, as he said—"

“ He dido’t look like s friend.”

“You're right there,” said Harry thoughtfully. *If he
wants to ses your uncle, he doesn’t want to do so from
friendly motives, 1 should say. He looked too savage for
that. Anyway, you were quite right to tell him nothing,
and you can mention the matter to vour uncle,”

" He must know my uncle well,” said Ilazeldene
musingly. ' You see, ne knew me by the likencsa between
us. I am very like my uncle—ihat's why he's taken to mwe,
I dare say. Xe's taken a lot of notice of me since he's been
home, and I spent a vac. at his place in Devon, It's a
curipus place—as I told you when I asked you there. I
don’t know whether youw’ll like it.”
m:we.’n manage to dig up some fun, anyway," said Bob

Orry.

“ What I mean iz, it’s a lenely place,” zaid IHazeldene,

felololofololoolololololoinlslolololofololololololok folaloleloloolofolofolofelofoololefoluioofoielolol Jolo
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“Are you golng, Bunter? ” asked Bob Cherry, politel
poker. “Owl Keepolf! Yah! Yarooh!” yell

S | ~a. P S . S EnE R -

i L e

, making a pretended funge at the fat junior with the red-hot
Blily Bunter, backing away from the glowing tip in terror.

“1t"s all right for an adventurous sort of holiday—there's
plenty of chiff-climbing, boating, swimming, and s0 on; but
not much sogiety—no parties or dances, or anything of
that sort, like we had at your piace, Wharton.”
Harry 'Wharton ]ﬂug}md
“My dear chnp, you're duscribing just the holiday that
will suit me,” he said. " A week or tweo's boaling and
climbing and sailing on the Devon coast—I'd give all the
partms gud dances 1 the weorld for it.”.
“Then Black Rock will suit you,” said Mazeldone, with
a grin. “ You can have all the rough-and-tamble amuse-
ments you like there; but it's a bit off the treck of civilisa-
tion. My father thmi.:a Uncle Hugh must be dotty to live
in such a place—] suppose it's hecaunse he doesn’t want to
leave the sea, and he doesn’t seem to mind solitude. He's
fond of young people, though—and he jumped at the idea
of my hrmgmg some fellows down from Greyiriars for the
'l..'amtmn
“Bounds like a jnlhﬁﬂﬁd sorty' said Bob Cherry. “I
like hun in advance. t one thing's jolly certain, that
Soanish-locking chap deesn't feel very friendly towards
either you or your uncle, to Judge- by his looks, and I'm
glad we've gnaﬂ him the ship"
" We haven't given him thc: slip, Bob," sald Mark Linley
t;umll “he's in this train'
“ What 1"
“1 saw him get in"
“Great Scotf !’
“ He's following us," said Ilazeldens.
‘ﬂ‘h I don't know !'"" said Wharton thoughtfully.
Tug Haﬁ'am' Ligrany.—No, 114.

“Ila

was waiting on the platform whon we saw him. Ile was
most likely weiting for this train”

“The likefulness is terrific,” remarked Hurree Singh;
““ but when we alightfully gel out at Exetor, it would be a
wheezy d idea to keep our honourable eyes open for the
estaemad rotter.”

“I say, you fellows, I've got a suggestion to make—"

“Go ahead—what 18 167"

*“ Supposa wo have the sandwiches now? I didn’t really
]m.;a en::;ugh to eat at the station; Wharton burried me so,
aud—

The juniors burs) into & laugh. They had supposed for
i moment that Bunter's suggestion was to have same bear-
ing upon the matter they were discussing, But Bunter was
Hamlmig of a mabter—to him—far more important.

‘Blesed if T can seo anything to cackle at 1" said the fab
junior, **I'm feeling ]crﬁ' peckish already, and I shall
get iuto a low siate 1i I don’t havo a snack.

" Y¥ou can bave one sandwicn

" Zood I'?

“In two hours time——"

Q4 ﬂl] 11

“And if you soy the word ‘zandwich’
have any.”

“ﬂh, rrmlly, Wharton—"

“Pry up !

Bunier suorted. As he could not eat, he decided to go o
sleep as the best suhshtute I‘ur eatmg, and ha was =oon
snoring in his corner, while the express rushed on west-
ward, and the landscape Oitted and Heeted by.

again, vou sha'n't
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
‘Plain Esglishl

» XE=R!"
The QGreyfriars juniors, somewhat stiff from
sitting so long, alighted from the express. They
did .not forget to look out for the foreigner when
they alightod. The -expresa had made several stops en
route, and at each of them they had looked from the
window ; but the dark-skinned man bhad not stepped out.
He had evidently coroe as far as Exeter. There the juniors
wore to change trains, and if the foreigner were really
following thatn, as Hezeldene half-suspected, he would have
to do the same.

Hazeldeno grasped Wharton's arm auddenly.

“ Look ! ra he is!"

The swarthy man had stepped drom the train. He had
no luggage in his hand, and did not seek for any.
Evidently he was travelling just as he was. FEad he in-
tended to leave London on that long journey without any
personal  belongings—or .hed he, ‘indecd, ‘followed the
juniors on the spur of the 'moment. :

" He did nok look at the juniors, however——or if €0, it was
imperceptibly. Ha strolled past, .and entered into convar-
sation with o porter near the-exit from the platform, Harry
Wharton & had their Juggago trolleyed -awe r the
train they were to change into, snd followed it. Wharten

lanced back; ‘the -dark-complexioned ‘man wes coming in

e game direction.

He was following them, ;

There could not be much doubt about it now.

Heazoldena looked very uneasy.

“ I don’t like this," he muttered.
I suppose he cen’t mean to rob usi”

Wharton ghook his head,

“ Hardly." T

“ Then what's his little game "

“I can't make it out, unless—"  Wharlon .paused.
“TUnless he really wants to find Br, ‘Cunliffe, and 4s using
us to guide him, You see, he may guess you'ro gomg to
- ses your uncle, or he may think you are going home. In
either case he could get in touch with your people by Tollow-
ing you."

“ But what could his object be "

“He might be an old friend of Mr. Cunlifie’s, as he
paid—-""

“I don't believe it for & moment.”

“ O, said Wharton gravely, * he might be an enciny.”

Hazeldone looked deeply iroubled.

“That's what I'm afraid of,” he ssid, in a low voice. "1
know Uncle Hugh has been through some rouph times in
South America. Ho might easily have made enemies there;
s a wild country, If this chap means busincss—and ho
doesn't ook as if he ever meant any good to anybody——"

“He looks an ugly customer ™ :

“Well, if he means mischicf to Captain Cunlifie, wa shall
be %idiug him to the house,” zaid Flazeldene, in dismay.

“Thon we jolly well won't 1" eaid Wharton decidedly.

“ What can we doi"” ]

“We'll find out first, for certain, whether he's following
uws. If 1t’5dpmved beyond a doubt, then we'll dodge him.
We can éend 8 wirs to Captain Cunliffe to say we're delayed,
1aru:l v-:;ii arrive later, and dodge this rotier, if it takes us
woues 1’

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“ Phat will bala lark " he exclaimed, ‘

“We'vo got thres-quarters of an hour to wait lwere for
the train,” said Harry. * We'll shove the lugpape away,
and then take a walk out in the town. If he follows us,
thet will make it guite clear.”

i Good !

Fire minutes later the juniors were strolling down the
strects of the ancient city of Exeter. Most of them were
quita 5l:-ra%gara--t¢ that city, ono of the most intereeting in the
south of England, and they were glad of a chance to gat
o look at it, '!:u.'i-aiI as 1t was.

As they quitbed the station the foreigner in tha broad-
brimmad hat emerged, and walled in the same direction.

Up one street and down another the juniors went, pur-
Pasajy choosing o routs that doubled on itself, and so could
cave the foreigner no excuse for following it, unless he in
effect admitted that he was shadowing them.

A grim amile appeared on the swarthy face of the SBouth
American, Ha soon realised the object of the jumiors, and
threw conecealment to the winds. He kept upon the track
of the juniors, never losing sight of them for o momont,

“[t'a pretéy clear now," said Bob Cherry,

““ Yea; lot’s sposk to him 1" ]

The juniors balted, and waited for the foreigner to come
up. He came up, and stopped, and raised his hat mockingly.
Az he did so a ray of light from a street lamp foll apon

hiz face, and Wharten sow o scar hali-hidden by the thick
Tur Maaner LiBragy.—No 114,

NOowW
ON BALE.

“What can he want?

and you can u

THE EMPIRE LIBRARY.

black hair. He started as he saw it. Some timo in the past
g bullet bad ploughed along the dark skin there, and the
?pu:!} American must heve had & terribly narrow escape for
135 LRRE.

The man smiled at them, showing hia white tecth.

Yook here!” said Wharton abruptly. © What doos thig
mean? What are you following us fori™

i Erla-ﬂﬂl' i.tﬂ [EL

“ You are shadowing us! What do you mean by it "

The South American waved his dusky hand, upen which
three or four rings were gleaming and sparkling.

“ Are not the streets frec to all?” he asked.

““ You have followed us!”

“ Possibly ‘that 13 beeanze we wero all going in fhe 2ume
direction, senorito,’’ said the South American politely.
. Wharton gritted his'teeth, There was something cxiromely
irritating in the coolness of the swarthy siranger.

“* Do you deny that you have shadowed us purposely ¥ he

demandad,
The man shruggaed -his.shoulders.
* Why should I, little senor 7"
“ What do you went with:us?"

The South Amoricen -hesitated a-moment. Then be cams

.closar ‘to ‘the juniors, this black eyes scintillating.

“1 want noething withyou ! beasitl. I want to find my
—my old friend, :Captain'Cunlifie. "This nino—this lod-—is a
rélation of his, that I know-+he resembles him so strongly.
I wer hm;idh 'with to see Captain Cunlifie again!”

v i

* Because he is my friend !”

U That is not trusl” eaid Whazton bluntly, “*You speak
.?pd E.?“k as if you ‘were the ememy of the man you wmen-

wnl o

The South American Tsughoed.

“ Friend or enemy, T want to find him "' Le said.

& “-'ch:r you think we will help you?” exclaimed Ilazeldene
excely.

The man laughed again. .

““Wot willingly, pe:ﬁﬂm_ but vou will help me! And by
that remark, you haveadmitted thot you know the man”

Hlazeldene bit his lip.

“5 desire fo _find him,"” said the South American. * Tell
me whore ho iz; or, rather, ide me, for I truat te no
one's word—and all will be well! But I chall not lose sight
of yvou till T have found'him—or, at:lsast, your home, whence
I can find hie traces. Thm:lad is (heonly §uid& I have to my
cld friend—I, & steanger:n Inghilterra. must not lot him
pass from my eight. Isitnot 0?77

Wharton's brows contracted.

“1 believe you mean harm to the man Imu ara scdrching
for,” he aaid eoldly. “ And you are not the eort of looking
chaop a decent man would have for a friend, either! ¥You
will lenrn nothing from uos !*

“Wae shall eee !

“Mind, if you follow us further. we shall find some means
of petting rid of you ! said Whartea angrily, ' And if the
means ore nol pleasant, vou will have only yoursell to
thank '

] ghall risk if, senorito?”

! Eﬂﬁ. Ihad better take warning, and keep off the grass I

a |”

“Look here, wvou confounded blackguard !  burst oub
Wharton, * 1 believe you are up to some rescality, and weo
ghall get rid of you any way we can! That's plain English,

erstand it, E.u{P]‘.rﬂ-aﬂ : o

The South American grinned.

m I,,:] u?:tg underatand you, little 2enor, ond I shall be on my
guaed !'

The juniors made s forward movement at once, bul the
Bouth American backed away, still emiling, With wrathiul
faoes Harry Wharton & Co. continued on their way.

They turned & corner, and ran hard, dedged round ancther
corner, and ran again, as if on the cinder-path.

They found themselves in marrow streots now, and they
alternately walked and ran in the half-light of dusk, and at
lost, looking back, they could see no trace of the South
American.

“TWo've shaken the brute off I" exclaimed Bob Cherry,
with a gasp of relief. **Ie was beginning to get on my
nerves !

“ 1 say, you fellows—"

Wharton looked at his watch,

“ Time to get back to the station™ he remarked. “ Nono
too much time, either!" )

“y say, you fellows, I'm tired! I'm not acenstomed to
dodging shout like that, and you know I've gol o woenk
constitution | Hadn't we better takoe o oab?” 3

“Clome on!" said Dob Cherry, ssizing the fal juuior by
the ear. * This way [

(1) ﬂw ! !’l

““ But I'm helping you alanf;!”

“Ow! 1 don't want to be hLelped along! Ow!?
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*Think you can ge! to the station all right alene " asked
Bob Cherry, with an air of dohiety,

::gw:i'?ﬁ‘ Yﬁsi! ﬁh{”d I'll hel inl" said

Ot | ou 1r ¢l FOu Jg0i08 28l
ok bl : e
Bunter Sip] not lag behind, The juniors came up to the
rml'ﬂ[ayvstamnn ruddy end breathless, and ran in, and almost
ran into a swarthy man, in a broad hat and with a black
cigar between his white teeth.
he man smiled. ]
It was the SBouth American.

e o

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Feels Quilte Well,

ARRY WHARTON & CO. went on to the platform with
g];um faces. They had succeeded in shaking off the
shadower in the city of Exeter, but the man had

__ guessed that that was not their final destination
evidently. Perhaps he had observed that their lupgage was
left at the station. At all events, on losing them in tho
streets, hoe hod returned to the station to watch for them,

and theve he was,

He followed thom upon the platform. The train for Oke-
hampton was already in, and the juniors crowded into a
carriage in silence,

The South American hesitated a moment on tha platform,
but the doors were alveady closing, and he stepped into
the carriage next to that oceupied by the Greyfriars party.

Wharton had noticed his hesitation, and he had wondered
for & moment what it mcant. But the explanation flashed
quickly into his mind.

The man had not known what train- the juniors wero
taking, and he had no ticket. He had entered the carriage
without onc.

Wharton felt certain of if. And as he thought of it, a
'[:Ifmd of- getting rid of the obnoxious tracker came into his
mind.

“ Held on a tick, kids!"" he exclaimed, and he jumped out
of the carriage.

, He caught the guard by the sleeve as be came down the
rain.

f;ﬂhnp in & first-class carriage here without a ticket!" ho
eaid,

“ Where ¥ said the puard.

Wharton pointed to the South American, who was looking
out of tho windew of the traiu.

The guard looked at the man. e was, from hiz appear-
ance, 80 ovidently a foreign adventurer, thol the pard did
not hesitate for a moment. He had the door of the carriage
open in a twinkling.

“Pioket, sir!” heo said.

l "]'i"fm swarthy man started, and gave Wharton & vencinous
DOk,

“I am not bound te show my ticket here I he exclaimed.

“Ticket, sie "

in:I tall 'ﬂ"l.l""—”

“Ticket " roared the guard, convinead now that the South
American was teying to swindle the railway company.
“ Bhow wvour ticket, or get out !™

“1I eannot—-"

" Will you show your tickct?” szanid the guard savagels.
"“You're deleying the train! I tell you to show your ticket,

or got out of the carriage 1

#I—I had no time to take a ticket! I will pay—"

“Zet out !

T will pay—"

“Hout you ecome!” gaid the guard. “None of your
blessed third-class tricks ‘ere, my son! You 'op if out of
this train " .

And os the South American did’ not move, the guard un-
corainoniously seized him by the shoulders, and swung him
out upon the platform.

The man staguered. and fell heavily against an automatic
machine, and reeled there, gasping for breath.

Wharten grinned, and jumped into the carriage, where his
rinning chums were waiting for him. They had seen and
ward it all, z

“ Jolly good I'" roared Bob Cherry, helping Harry in as the
train began to move,  * L

Ripping !

“The rippingiulneas is terrific !

“YWhat-ho !

“Wa'va done him !

Y Ho's arguing with the guard,” said Marlk Linley, with
4 siile. *f Look 17

The train was gliding zlong now, The juniors locked over
ench other's shoulders out of the window. The South
American was arpguing fariously with the guard and a porter,
aml pesticulating ficreely.

The guard m:t%‘lc a rush to get into his van, and the South
American, eluding the porters, dashed for the train.

“Btand clear, there !

“You mad idiot! Stand back ™

But tho South Americen did not heed.
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ila clung to the train, opened a door az he whitled along,
and ¢limbed in, and sent back a gasping yell of defiahce as
he closed the door. The poriers stood potrified. The train
dashed out of the station, and tho South American was In
it, two or three carriages away from the juniors ho wos
iracking. . .

The goy.ﬂ. looked at one another in astonishmont.

“The madman!’ said Nugent. " Ho might have heen
killed.”

* What & nerve '

“He's in the train after all,” said Wharton ruefully. * Who
ﬁulﬂl !;ﬁva expected s man to play such a foolhardy trick,

ough¥ ;

* He must have a jolly strong motive in wanting to find
Captain Cunliffe.”

azeldene looked worried. ]

““We simply can’t be his guides there,"” he exclaimed. ™I
know it's o, rotten way to treat you fellows—my uncle’s aﬂ;ﬂﬂﬂ
—but I don't want to get to Rock until we've kcn
off that brute.””

“ Of course not! We'll send & wire from Okehampton, and
then begin to d ** said Harry Wharton, his eyes sparkling.
“ After all, it will be fun. It's getting exciting.”

“ I wish I knew what his motive was." . -

“That's & mystery; but yon can depend upon it that it's
not a friendly one. I*#nthing could ba clearer than that.™

Ilazeldena nodded. The juniors sat down, and discus!
the matter as the train rushed on through the ﬂ'ﬂ-ﬂlﬂﬂﬂg
eloom. One thing was fully decided upon—that throug
themm the South Amervican should never reach the home of
Captain Cunliffe. Whatever happened, and however great
a length of time was cecupied in shaking him off, the jumors
were determined to do it before arriving at their destination.

“T say, you fellows,” exclaimed BEilly Bunter, breaking
suddenly into the discussion, °‘there's one thing you bave
forgotten.™ )

“What's that, Billy?"

** About the sandwiches.”

“The what "’ : :

“The sandwiches. You were going to lay in a fresh stock

of sandwiches at Exeter, and now you've forgotten all about

them."

*“Oh, shut up!"* said Bob Cherry in disgust. “*Is this a
time to be thinking about sendwiches? I.'i:-alimra.;-:nu‘& only
think about grub if an earthquake were going on.’

“ Well, you know, I've got n weak constitution, and I con
only keap P’m‘xg by taking a sufficient quantity of really
nonrishing food——=a"’

“Dry up!” roared Bob Charry. .

And Bunter blinked and glowered in gilence. He an to
moan & little presently, but no ono took any notice. As his
moans passed unheeded, they changed intc groans, and
groans became so deep and nwesome that the juniors could
no lonper pretend not to hear.

Bob- Cherry turned a wrathful look upon the Owl of the

Move.

“What are you making that row about, Bunter!" he
demanded,

““ Oh, really, Charry—""

“ What's it all about?” roared Bob.

“I—I feel ill.” . :

““ (Oh, vou feel ill, do you? Then Imfulljr well eura youl”

Bob Gﬁert‘y took a strap off his travelling-bag. Billy Bunter
watched that proceeding in considerable alarm. He blinked
nervously at Bob as the latter folded up the strap into s
handy size, :

**1—I say, Cherry, w-w-whet are you going to do?’ he
stammered.

“I'm going to cure you,"” said Bob grimly. **I'm so tender-
hearted that T can’t bear to see anybody ill, especially when
it's in my power to cure them. Where will you have it?"

iL ﬂhg TEILI]._!,-‘—"

Swish ! came the strap through the air, and it leshed upon
the ﬂrt,l_vl form of Billy Bunter. The fat junior gavo.s
terrific yell

“0Oh! Help! Yow!"

Bwish |

Billy Bunter jugped up, roaring. Bob seized him by the
back of the collar and brought down the strap half & dozen
times in quick succession. Dunter velled at every swish. He
waz not really hurt much, but he might have been sufferiog
the tortures of the Inquisition by the way he roared.

“There!” gasped Bob, at last. ' Do vou feel better?”’

“Ha, ha, ha?' roared Nugent. Do you feel bettar,
Dunty ¥

“Ow! Nol! Oh!™

Swish=—swish |

Dunter whoopad.

"“"To vou feel belter now '

“Oh! No! Oht”
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“All richt! T'N keep on 8l vou're quite well,” said Bob
chaorfully, and the strap swished again, and yot sgain,
“Now, Bunty, how do you feel!”

“Yow-ow I

“¥ezl botter?™

“Ow! No—yes! Tes!™

“ Lot's better?

* Yow—groo—yah! Yes! Lofst™

o %uitn- well, in fact?"” nsked Bob Cherry.

* ¥es—veos—yos ! Q-gq-quite w-well "

“Good " snid Bob Cherry, sitting down.
again just groan, you koow, and
piedicins,™

““Ha. ha, hn

“Ow! Beast!” - :

“ Now don’t be ungrateful, Bunter. You were serionsly ill
five minutss ago, and now you'ra quite well, ¥You've got me
ta thauk for that." )

Bunter granted. e subsided into his corner, still gromt-
g, He rubbed his fat shoulders, and presently a groan
ecapied lim,  Bob Cherry looked vp quickly, aad greaped tho
stenga

Il again, Buoter?™ . .

e No-p™ gnalmd Bunter hurriedly. ' T—I"m all right 1"

3 %uim well 1"

X e !.‘l

* Goml 1" . i
And Bunter did not groan again,

“If you feel 1ll
1 give you soime more

lHl

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Still en the Track.

HE South American had looked out of the window at

T every station the train stopped ot I had no more

trouble with the guard, and Whaurton gnessed that he

lind settled the matter by means of. a hikeral tip. At

Okehampton the juniors alishted, and the South American

stepped out of the train, too. He lounged away up the plnt.
form, kesping a keon eye on the group o joniors. .

* Batter sco the luggaze ont, Wharton,"" suggested Negent.
“* Wa change here, you know."” ]

Wharton sheok lns head, but he hurried away towerds the
guard's van. 'There was & great doal of luggage being turnad
vut on the platform. Harry Wharton was seen to talk to the
suard for a couply of mminutes, and hand him a covple of
chiillings, and then ho rame back and rejoined his chums.

“ Luggage out?’ asked Hozelideno.

“No. It's not coming out, either.'

“1 don't sec—"" .

“ 1t can go on,)’ said Wharton. “T've toll tha guard T've
elem my mind, and [ want the lrggagoe to zo on in this
one to the pext station, and be yut off there.”

s But "l"l-'hﬁ"?” - ==

“TIt will he put out there,' szaid Harey. *" We sha'n’t ba
thers to clain 18, but we can send for it afterwards. If we'vo
to dodge the rascal yonder we san’t carry it abont with ue.
My idea 1a to coma rushing ont of the refeoshwent-room jnst
in time to miss this train, and the rotter will think that it's
the train wa should have pone by—it will give him a wholly
mistaken idea of tho dirzetion of the place we're poing to.
Then, wivn wa've shaken him off tho track, he’ll take up
the traoil here again, ond stavt off in a totally wrong
dirpetion."” 2y

“Jolly good idea!™ exclaimed Bol Cherry admiringly.
“YWhat a head you've got! You onght to have been a
letective or a giddy criminal.”™

Wharton loughed.

“Thanka! Let's geb into the boflet™

“That's & jolly gpood idest” =aid Billy Buruter, “Tm
fealing guito id—" i

** What's that?" excleiwed Bob Cherry. :

“f—] mean F'm quite well, Cherry 1" said Bunter huvviedly.
“J—only I'm hungry, yon know !

“Como on!"" said Harry.

They went into the refreshment-room,
Americnn lounged in after thom. He begpan to eat sand-
wiches nnd to drink rum-and-water. Rilly Bunter was crder-
ing right and left, and all the juniors were piling inlo scones
and sandwiches and cake, when the bell rang.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo, theres tho train hell I axclaimed Bob
(herev, lond snough for the South Americen to hear.

“ flore, hold on !’ exclaimed DBunter. I haven’t reallw
berun yeb! I say, wait & minuta! Tho train never starts till
a fong time after the bell goes, you know.”

“ Buck up, Bunter!” '

** Besides, wo could catch the next train,' :aid Dunter,
who had bean toe busy. thinking about his fecding to bestow
aizv attention upon Wharton's plans, and who was therefore
unconsciously aiding in them. ** Tlere's no great hurey.”

= h, buck up * 3
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¥ am bucking up, but Fve hardly starfed.” Dunter took
a preat gulp of coffee, and guspod.

“0w! Oh! Yah! It's hot!"”
“ Ha, ha, ha!™
“Oht P Oh i

The coffes was indeed hot, and Bunter bhad taken in a hugs

mlp in his hurry. He pranced up and down, clasping his
?&t nds to his f.;‘;le*sh' and the juniors roared.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Bob Cherry suldenly,
“The train’s going 1"

(T M_}r hahlll? 1

“Jome on, you kids?’

The juniors rushed from the buffet. o

'The train was already in motion, and pliding fast out of
the station. The junicrs ran towards it. A porier dashed
the way.

“ Stand back, you yvoung donkeys!"

7] But'_-"_'_.'f!

“ Btand back "

The Graoviviers juniors halted. The frain daslisd awaz, and
disappaared inte the night.

Y Gona " exclaimed VWhartou.

“Oh, deac!™

" Rotlen !™"

“MNow we're stranded 7 _

*“Waoll, lot’s go back and finish the feed,” said Bunter, T
say, you fellows, we shall lave tiwe for a really pood feed
now, and wo can cateh awother train.”

Tho juniors returned to tha buffat. The South Ameriean
hind fﬂ’t{ﬂwed them out: hs paused, with a mocking simnile, in
thair path as they turued back.

“¥ou have lost your train, senoiitos,” he remarked.

“ That iz our business 1" said Havrey enrtly

Tho man's eves gleaned. .

“Prpe, Dot 1 alse—I have lost pune. Tt secms that we
ars fated to keep one anoiher cowpany.” =aid the South
American, lopughing.  And b2 went back to his sandwiches
anmd rimme-and-water, :

The juniors resumed the interrupted feed. Billy Bunter
did not give the train & single thowehit: he did not evan know
that it was not rveally their train which had beon lost.  The
train tha juniovs had really intended to proceed by did net
start for o quarter of an honr v2t. The guastion was, could
they rat rid of the South American in tune to take it? It
dill not se2m lilcely, )

1N o and semd the wira to {uptain Cunliffe i yon
fellows can keep that brute off vy track,” sxid IHazeldone.
“ There's a telegvaph-office at thi= station, I Lelieve. Bug if
he menaved to ﬁm‘l the addiess of tho telzeream ™

* Ha uﬂ[u'u"i‘. follow yvon'

“You will keep him bhack——"" .

“¥ex O, on zecond thoughts let hite follow vou,” said
Whaton, with o grin.  * You'ro the chep ho wants to keep
in arght. If we separated, vou're the chap he would follow.
Laol; here! You and Bel tuko a streil ivto the town, and
while vor'vo gona T’ send the wive.”

Hazxaldena chucklad.

“Gomnd! 1e's hound to follow e, and that'll give you
a free field.”

“ Fxactly ™

I write out the wiee, fhen

“Go ahcad 1

Hazeldene seribbled the aderess and the message upon o
shect of paper from his pockei-boolk, 2nd Wharton crumpled
it in his hond., It was done wizhons the South American
ebaerving it, Maveldene epvefeliv Leeping his buek to tho
man while ho was writing., Then Hazeldene and Bob Cherry
strolled tovvusrds the door.

The South Ameriean srarted aad lonked round.
evidently perplexed for o aoenent. -

S0 far, the Jualers had wor ihoweld of separating, and
the South American had observed chat they were one party
rotug to one destination. MNow that Hazeldene left the
oithers, the man was puzzled haw Lo act.

He looked at Haxeldene and Cherry, and glanced back
af the group of juniors sfill cating eake and drinking coffoe
at the counter. Then he knitted his brows, and followed
the two juniors out of the baffer,

Wharton smiled.

“ He's canght I

Hazeldene and Bob Cherey left the station, and the SBoutk
American followed them out. e was evidently determinecd
not to lose sight of Ilazeldens, af leasi.

Wharton watched them elear of the place, and then le
despatehed the telegram. Tt orcupied but a few minutes,
and then he rejoined his chums.  Elazeldenc had not yet
refurned.

“ Al right?” asked Mark Licler.

“Right as man.”

Tt was seven or eight minvles more before Hazeldene
camo back. He brousht a bas of tarfs in hiz hand, as o
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reason for having left the station at all. Wharton gave him
o ﬂuick nod
All serene | he said.
. The South American sat down at a little table near the
uniors, and lighted . fresh cigar. Ho was cvidently tire-
8a.

“ And now what's the next move?™ said Bob Cherry.

Wharton was looking ovor a time-table. He did not reply
for some moments,

“There's a local train, leavea here in ton minutes for a
placa oalled Fernwood,"” he said. * I think we'll take that,
and we'll stay the night in the place.”

“Jolly good 1"

“ Captain Cunliffe will not be expecting us now, and wo
can take our time. We'll get to early at Fernwood, and
start early in the morning agein, and take the whole day,
if necessary, to shake off that rotier.”

“Good enough 1™
. And when the local train started the juniors were seated
in it, and the South American was emoking a cigar in the
next CATTIAge.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Early Risers!

b ERNWOOD !
The train had boen a slow country local, with
many stops. It was late in the avening when the

; juniors alighted at a sleepy country vilﬁig'a, in the
midet of hills and desp woods.

“Here we are again!” said Bob Cherry cheerfully.

The South American stepped out of the next carrisge.
He shmlm:d no sign of fatigue; but the Greyiriars juniora
were getting tired. They had had a long day.

Billy Bunter, as wsual, was complaining. He woas tired,
and he was hungry again, and he did not fail to make hia
sufferings known.

"1 suppose there’s an inn here?’ he grumbled. * Nice
;;.‘-E.fﬁ ’Gf things if it turnz out that thero’s no inn in the

ace.”

“Wo could sleep under a haystack,” said Linley.

Bunter grunted.

" I'm jolly well not going to ailm:F under a hayatack, Mork
Linley. I dare say i would be all right for you. Ow!™

Linley coloured, and turned away, and DBob (herry com-
pressed his finger and thumb upon Billy Bunter’s car. 'Tho
fat junior sguealod.

“Ow! Leggo!™

Bob compressed his grip till Bunter writhed, and then let
ga, withoot & word of explanation. Buié Bunter knew what
it was far.

Wharton was inquiring of the porter who collected the
liclkets for an inn, ke was told that the Fernweod Arma
wod just outside the station, and the juniors repaired there
at once.

The Bouth American followed them, but he was looking
very plezled now. '-

Poarhaps 1t was dawning upon his mind that the juniors
had rolinquished their real journey, and wero deliberately
leading him upon o wild-goose chase.

The landlord of the Fernwood Arms, a jolly-looking,
ruddy-faced man, with a broad Devon accent, grected tho
juniors hospitably. Customm was pot overwheling in a
guiet little place like Fernwood, and the landlord was glad
enough to sce seven fellows asking for accommadation,
especially as they looked as if they could pay well for it.

“Four beds will do,” said Wharton; " and if you can
shove them all in ono room, so much the betier. Supiper
firat, anyway."

And the juniors sat down to & substantial supper, for
which Billy Bunter was quite propared, in spite of the
supplica hie had lately laid in,

*I say, you fellows, I'vo heard that Devonshire croam is
awiully good,” he remarked. ““Vou may ns well order
some.  DBetter order a lot whila you're about "’

And Bunter made an inroad upon the eream whichh made
aven those who knew him well open their eves. The ercam
waas cortainly excellent ; but Bunter conammed sa much that
he was in danger of a bilious attack, and ho wus locking &
little green when hoe rose from the table.

The juniors went to bed. They saw the Houth Ameriean
having his supper in the inn before they went up., Ile had
put up at the same place.

Wharton closed the door when they wore in their room.
The landlord had had the beds put in one room, as Wharton
wighed. With the Bouth American so near, thoe lads
maturally did not wish to separatn.

* That chap is staying here,” he remarked. * I've gof an
idea. Buppose we don't sleep to-night, but got out of the
window amd buzz off, and leave that rotier still sleeping,
We conld leave maoney for the lundlord here.”

“Good idea ! suid Bob Cherry, but not very heartily.

As a matter of fuet, the junmiors wero foapged out, end

there was no way or waving tho village but by walking.
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Wharton's idea was o good one, but his comrades wera not
in a state to carry 1. out.

Billy Bunter blinkod st Haﬁ in silonco for some
moments, as if he could scarcely iove his gars. Then he
Dt von uttor ass! T'm jolly wol bed.”

“ You—youn utter ass! I'm jolly well going to 2

“ Look here, Bunter—-" 7 S

M I'm poing to bed; end I'm not going to get up carly,
cither. 1'm gommg to have o good night’s rest. I never
came across such & sellish bounder in all my life. You seem

to have no consideration whatever for a chap with o delicale
constitution.”’

“Oh, shut up!” said Wharton roughly. *‘Gel into bed.
1 supposze it would be a little too thick, you chaps, umler
the circumstances. We're tired.”

““Wall, as & matter of fact, I'm fogged out,” said Hazel-
dene. “"I'm not go hard as you sre, you know™

“ And T must admit that I could do with & snooze,” said

Nugant. ]
b : -!;:'.i, right, we’ll turn in, but wo shall bo up at day-
real.

" Look here, Wharton—"" began Bunter,

“ Bunter can stay in bed if he likes, but if hoe doecs he'll
be left behind,” said Harry, kicking his boots off.

"“"I'm jolly well not going to be loft behind. QOwing to
that dlsai':puintment about m{‘ postel-order, I haven't any
money. 1 owe you for my ticket from London, and I shail
bave to pay that out of my postal-order next term. I've
noe ready cash to pay my way if you leave me behind in
thia place.”

“Then yau'd betier bo up st daybreak, that’s all.”

*“Oh, really, Wharton——""

“Go to sleep I

Bunter nted and turned in. Tha pr of having to
be uﬁ at daybreak was almost enough to keop him awske.
But he dru].;gm:l into slumber soon, and snored loudly. Bob
Cherry yelled at him from his bed to keeps quict, but Bunier
did not hear. He only turned over and grunted when o
pillow was hurled at him, and then Bolr gave it up, stuffing
EI_m sheets round his ears to keep out tho steady reverbera-
0.

Wharton had not asked to be called in the morning, in
case the South American should learn at what hour
intended to rise. Harry could generally depend upon him-
self to awaken.

He slept soundly, but his eyes opencd when tha first gleam
of dawn was stealing in at the little diamond-paned window,

Wharton sat ap in bed.

Ho was still egleepy, but he never yielded to any feeling
of that sort when it was necessary to get up, c was
nothing solt about him. He pushed tho bedclothes back
and stepped out guietly.

Then he shook his comnrades ohe after another, awakening
them. They all rosc guictly, with hardly a word, with the
exception of Billy Bunter. TRe Owl of the Greyfriars
Bewove was fast asloep, and did not scam inclined to
awaken, though Wharton shook him vigorously.

He grunted at last, but did not open his eyes. Wharton
campressad his lips; he felt certoin that tho fat junior was
shamming. o

! Hand me that waler-jug, Bob,” he said at last.

Billy Buntor sat bolt npright with surprising suddennces.

“0h, I say, you fellows—" '

“"{(3h, you're awake, are you, you worm?"

“I—I"ve just woke up. What are you fellows getting up
for? It's not hight yet.”

“Tt"a dawn.”

“[ can't sco any light.”

“* Put your barnaclea on, then,” said Hazeldene, * and shut
up. I believe that Spanish chap i3 in the next room.”

“But I say—-—-"" ]

“ Hold your tongue, and get up !’ said Harry, in 2 tone
that Bunter knew it was useless to argue with; aud the fat
junior turned discontentedly out of bed.

‘* Blessed if 1 ke this ides of a holiday!' he grumbled,
* 1 shall bo jolly sorry soon that I accepted your invitation,
Hazoldene,"

“ Tats I'" said Hazeldane.

“I supposoe you think that’s a polite way to treat a guest,”
sald Bunter.

“Yes, & gucst of your sort,”

“ Oh, really, you know—."

“Don’t talle, Billy,” said Harry, “and don’t make a
row."”

"My boots haven't been cleaned,'

“1 didn’t put them out last night, any of them. Wa
wanted them this morning before wo could have had them,

you see.

“You may have wanted them,” grunted DBunter, "I
gu'ln‘h.’ I don't see how I can travel ta-day with dirty
aots,’
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“ You'va travetlod often cnough with a dirty Tace,” said
ﬂ}:ﬂi Cherey.  “Don't tabk rot. Get your boots on, and
shut up.”

Wharton was tho first resay. He stepped out into tho

amsage. A large .pair of tan lcather boots stood outside
the door of the next room, and Harry Wharton recognisod
thore aa belonging {o the Bouth American. He amiled
quietly ; it was evident that the man was mot yet up. He
had not caleulated upon the move the juniors were making,
and in that he made the misteke of under-rating his oppo-
nenta because they wero mere lads. Wharton quietly picked
up the hoots and carsied tham into his room.

¥ What on earth bhave you got there?” exclaimed Bob
Cherry.

“ Boots.”

“My hat! That chap’s beots?”

“Exactly ' A capture frem the enemy.’

“He, ha, ha!" . _

“Oh, I say, Wharton,” said Bunter, looking round with a
dab of roap on his nose, that dab constituting his morning’s
waeh—" I say, you know, I don't approve of stealing a
chap's boots, even if he's no : iy

“ Hold your tonguse!' uaif Harry sharnly.

“That's all very well, but I don't think you ought to
be dishonest while you're with me,"” said Bunter, who had
a way of pretending to misunderstand people, and then
posing as & rigid moralist on the strength of the misunder-
standing. ‘" I've gol o conaidor any good pame. Stealing
a8 chap's boots—"

Wharton's fist clessd for a moment, and Bunter backed
away i alarm. i i

‘* Here, hold on " he seid shrilly. - “1 suppose you don't
want me to wake the chap in the next room. 2

Wharten unclerched hiz fist, After all, Bunier waa not
worth licking. He quietly opened the window. He had
noficed & water-butt outside the previous night. The juniors
chuckled softly a3 Wharion dropped the boots into the batt.

“ My oply hat !’ murmured Bobh Cherry. " Ripping !

“If he comes after us, he'll have to como in his socks,”
grinped Wharion.

* Ha, ha, ha!" ]

Harry closed the window,

] The slight splash in the water-
butt had been unnotageable. The juniors finished dressing,
snd guitted the room, taking their bags with thom.

hoase wes very silent, and the landing creaked 23 they
came out of the bed-room.

e e —

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ar Early Start.

ARK LINLEY paused, and signed to Wharton to
stop. The others were stealing quietly down the
elairs.

“What is it?" whispered Wharton. He knew
that the Lancashire lad wenld not waste time, and he had
stopped at once. :

Mark pointed to the South American's door.

“That’s his room, isn't it "

“That's 1t." ] )

1 There may be some noise before we get out,” whispered
Mark. ' What prico fastening his deor on the outside?
I've some cord, and & piece tied across from his door handle
to the banisters would make him a prisoner.”

Wharton suppressed a chuckle.

“Good egg! You'ro a giddy genius.” .
Linley wﬁjp cd a length of cord from his fpockct, and
aileuﬂ;r knotted the end round the handle of the SBouth

American’s door. He stretched it taut across the landing,
and knotted the other end to the thick caken banisters.

Thera was no likelihood of anyone stirring for at least
e hour, upsteira. And if the shadower tried to leave his
room, it would certainly take him some time to atiract
attention to his predicarment. From inside he could netl
posaibly open the deor. It opened inwards, and the tout
cord would not give an inch. ] ]

The juniors grinned as they lurried downstairs. They
would jmvﬂ time to get clear now, cven i the Bouth
American woke. ;

Wharton unbarred the deoor, and oponed it. The sun was
glimmering on the woods now, in a greyish light, and &
fresh breath of morning came to the juniers as they locked
out into the shadows. An early q:st'}er was Btirring, &and
e locked curicusly at the juniors,

He wealked across their path as they left the house. The
ihought had evidently coine into his mind that they were
leaving thus carly to aveid paying their bill. Btrong sus-
picion was written upon his face.

“We are going away early,” said Wharton quickly. “I
suppose you know what the charge will be for our accomino-
dation. I don't want fo waken the landlord.™

The catler locked at him sztill suspiciously.
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“Don't vou want sny breakfast 7' he sasked.

“ Yes,” said Buuter; *“*I'im hungry.

* Shut uwp, Bunter! No. we don't want any breakfast,
wa're in & hurry to get off.”

“0h, really, Wharton Oh 1™ :

Billy Bunter subsided as Bob Clherry pinched his aro.
The ostler looked at [larry in an exiremely doubtful way.

#1'd better call the lendlord,” he said.

“Wa are going now,” ssid Wharton
second bo sparo.”

“¥You ho in & great hurry, young master.”

“ That's cur businecss,” said Harry crisply. * Here's the
money ; you can tale it or not. ¥You can take it straight
to your master if you like, but wo'ra not geing fo wait. I
asked the charge last night; it is one pound. Heros »
shilling for yourseli.” _

The ostler took the money, his doults appearing to
vanish at the sight of gold and silver. He bit coing to
ascertain that they were good.

“That be all right,” bo said, **L—-"

“Good-morning 1

The juniors strode on.

—

“YWe haven't =

The ostlor stared efter them for

a minute or two, and then went into the house. He had
ﬁﬂﬂﬂ to acquaint the landlord with the sudden departure of
is guoste. Harry knew that, and he guickened his pace.

“ The South American may be awakened,” he remerked.
" We'd better buzz off just sz quickly as we can™

* The buzzfulness is terrific, my worthy chum,” said the
MNabob of Bhanipur. “ 1 wil prick the ostecmed Bunier
pinfully to accelerate his honourable steps."

“ You—you black benst—u"

“ Buck up, Bunty!” .

“1 can’t buck up, Bob Cherey! I'm hungry—sinking
with hunger. I can hardly drag one leg after another,”
said Bunter pathetically. ** You'ro & sot of heartlezs beasts,
I with now I hadn't come with you on this rotten vacntion.
My titled friend would never have treated me hke this”

“Can't you really walk any faster than that, BunterI™
asked Bob,

“ Mo, I can’t; it's quite impossible.™ .

“Then we shall have to help vou!" excloimed Bob,
aeizing the fat junior by one arm  * Take hiz other arm,

Linley.”
“Right you are!™
Y Oh-—oh! RBeaste! Oh!

But Bunter could not resist. He was rushed along at o
runt beiwesn the two sturdy juniors, and the others fol-
lowed fast. They went down o lane that led directly away
fromn the railway-station. An early labourer stopped to
stare at them., The sun was rising higher now, and dawn
was stealing over the fields.

“Oh, stop! gasped Bunter.
I—I feel vory bad!l™

“ Come on !

0wl I'm ill?*

* Where's my strap?"”

“Oh! I—I mean I'm all right, ﬂ-lll;"'—'uﬂi_}'"'" Chwe '

“You'd better not get il again,” said Bob Cherry
warningly. “I've got plenty of the same medicine lefr,
you _}ri-.#aw; and you're going to have some whenever you

ct 1l 1™
B Oh—ch! Really—

“Wo can slaclen a bit now,” said Harry., * We must be
half & mile from Fernwood, We can goet some breakfast
at a farmhouse, I think.” 1 .

“Rood! We shall have an appetite for it.,"

ST know I shall!” groancd Bunter,

The chums slackenced inte & walk., znd framped on.
There was no sign of pursuit so far. They were Iecling ex-
hilarated. There iz somethiog very exhilarating and re-
freshing in the keen air of carly morning; but, besides
that, the juniors had the cxultant sense of having *done”
the enerny; of having thrown their obstinate shadower off
the track.

“YWe've done him brown,”” Bob Cherry remarked, with
great satisfaction. “ When he gets out, he won't know in
what direction to look for ws.. We've only fto get a LFL in
gome farmer’s cart to n town, and take the railway again,
and then we're all right.”

“ The allrighifulness will be terrific.”

“1—I say, you fellows, there’s a farmhousc !

It was high morning now. A bright sun peeped over the
woods, and lighted the wide, green fields and the deep
lancs and the verdant slopes of the hills. A farmhousre,
sftanding in the midsi of great green trees, burst upon 1he
view of the juniors as they came round a bend in the
lane they were following. A gaic gave sdmittance to a
rough cari-track leading up to the house,

All tho juniors were hungry®enough, and all were as
ready for breakfast as Billy Bunter was, Wharton stopped
at the gate.

HI—T'm sinking, you Lknowl

ONE
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“We'll try and pgel-some grub here,” he remarked,

*Good enough I

A buxom dame eamn to ile Farmbonsze door as the juniors
presented themselves in the poreh. She smilingly agreed
to provide them with a substantial bresklast at sixpenco o
head : and when the juniors saw the breakfast, even Bunier
hadrt;: acknowledge that they were receiving thoir money’s
na

The fare was plain, but {.}chnfifu!~—-br&nd+ni1d-hﬂttar ard
cheese i any quantity—and such bread, such butter, and
ﬁk.!r.:h cheese ! They had milk to drink, amnd only Bunber was
disposed to gruomble ak not having the usual tes.

1¢ juniors set at their breakfast in the porch, and rosc
from it & quarter of an hour later feeling much refreshed.
Bunter was inclined to go to sleep on his scat, but Bob Cherry
kindly shook him into bread walkefuloess,

" Thne to gek on ! he remarked.

“Ow!” grunted Bunter. * Dou’t =s-shake me, you ass.
If vou make my glasses fall off—"

5 a move on !

“They'll very likely get broken, and then vou’ll bhave
to p-p-pay for them, so [ tell you”

* This way,’ Bob, jerking the fat junior ount.

Wharton settled with the good dame, and the juniors
raised their caps, um‘d set off towards Lhe lane they had
left. They entered it, and Harry climbed a high tree
near the gate, to look back the way they had come from
Fernwood, to ascertain whether, by any chance, the Souath
American was in pursuit.

His chums watched him from belew. They saw him
reach a high branch, and shade his eves with hiz hand and
atare back, and then he came shooting down the tree so
abruptly that for 2 moment they thought he would fall. He
jumped to the ground, panting.

“Quick " he exclaimed.

“What 1s it 7"

“ Quaick 1"

There was no time for words. Wharton dashed away up
thoe lane, and the other: followed at top speed. arry
rprang through a gan in o hedge, and headed for 2 large
hayrick o hitle way back [rom the lane, ran round it, and
th&‘ew himself inte the grass and loose hay on the other
side.

“JTust in time ™ he gasped.

*Waz it—he "

(1] ?E‘Er"

“The South American?"”

"“Yes; coming up the lanc!

“ My hat "

e’y followed s, after all 1™

— — el

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tracked Down!

HE Greyfrinrs chums erouched in the grass and the
loose hay behind the stack. They did not venture to
lock out upon the ficld or the lane, in case the Scuth
American should cateh a glimpse of them; they had

vhserved mlrendy that he was as keen as a hawk.

Billy Bunfer grumbled a liitle as he lay,

; say, you fellows—1""

Bob Cherry pressed a heavy hand over his mouth, and
the fat junior sputtered into silence.

“ Quiet, you ase!™ whispered Wharton.

“I—groo!—I'm not making a row. Look hers, I'm not

afraid of that blessed foreigner ! zaid Buanfer. "I don’t
want to hide away like a rotten coward I

*“Hold your tongue!" .

Bunter grunted, and rolled over in the hay. He closed

his cycs to sleep; after all, the hay was= soft, and the sun
WHS WATM.

The juniors listened intently.

“Where did you sec him 7" Nupent whizpered, at last,

“Down the lane.™

“¥You are sure it was he 7"

# Quite sure."’

“Heow an earth could he have gol on the track !

“He ia cunning enough for anything, I think., But—"

“But he hasn't zeen us in ths lane?™

I am sura not.””

Hazeldens set his lips. Tle was looking vervy worried. Tha
pursiit was beginning to tell on the nerves of tha junior.

“Ho moy inguire for us at the farmhonse,” ho remarked.

“Vary likely.”

“* And then, if he ean't catch sight of us in the lans, it's
maore thian hikelv that he'll look round the siack.™

Wharton nedded in silence. It was guite possible, Vel——

Snore !

It was a deap, revarbarating, unmuszical enore from Eilly
Bunter. Tt was lood as well oy deep, and it eame at & most
awkward moment.

ITnlthe deep silenca of the wnorning aiv it seunded very
clearly.

Bob Cherry elaspedd his hawd over the fat junicr™s mouth
the next moment, and Mark Linley shook hin Gercely,
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Runter started into wakefulness,

= Oh—ow—groo—gerrooh 1M

“ Quick !

He spluttered and choked wnder Bob"s hand, but no more
sounds came forth. e was reduced to silence and fnry.

But had the harm already been done? The juniors hatened
with straining eavs. Thers was o sound of fest in the grass
of Lhe beld.

Footsteps !

Tha. juniovs waited with hated breath, Was it the South
ﬂmirinnni It might be only a field labourer going to lns
work.

The footsteps tames nearvar!

A liths forin swung into viow roumd the corner of tho
hayrick, Harey Wharton sprang to his feet. It waas the
South American.

He smiled as be saw the boys. Tt was o mocking, ivritating
smile. The man was smokinge o bleck cigar, carly as tho
hour was, and he had the broad-hrimmed hat on, nnd o pair
of rough, hesvy boots, evidently borrowad at the inn.

“Bo we mest agein, senoritoz.”

“ Hang you!" said Harry, batwesn his teeth.

The South Amerean laughed.

“¥You do not find it 30 easy to elude me, you see,” he re-
marked ** Had you mot better give up the attempt?

The juniors stood with downoast and savage faoes.

“Tt was a elever trick to fasten my door. And then the
hoots—I could not find them,” said the South American.
“Corambo! I swore! But it waas not so essy to throw an
old tracker of the pampas off the scent. Yet I might have
passed the hayvick if one of you had not obligingly given me
the hint.”

The juniors lookad daggers at Buoter. Tt was that un-
fortunate snore which had given then away to the shadower,

“Well, and now you have found us,” said Harry, gritting
his tecth, ** I warn you to ba cereful ! It is not sate to track
anyone down bke this in England, whatever yvou may have
done safely in South America. If yon troubls us any nwere,
we shall hit bhaelk 1

The South Amezican showad lis teeth.

“Good! A littla spithire, earambo! But what will you do,
zanores? Thore are seven of xyon; bat yen rz only beys,
I'e you think to scars me?™

Wharton's eyes Aashoed.

“Don't follow s any furthar, (hat’s all,” he said

“Bah! 1 shall follew vou te the sud!™

I whent™

“Till I have found El Capitan—Claptain Cenliffe,”” said the
south American coolly. ** ¥Yon shall be my guides.”

“ Yon hound I said Hazeldene.

“Havd words do not burt, hittle senor. And T am in no
hurry.” The South American blew out a thick cloud of
Aancke, 1 will wait,”

] ‘I:dl warn yon not to follow us?? said Wharton, breathing
wrd. . :

“And I langh at your warning.'t

“¥You will be sorry for it”

* Bah!™

“Uome an, you chana!” waid Harey alvontly, “If this
?qnundr-&l foilows ne as far us the lane, we're going to tackle
s '

* Raght-ho "' said Bob Cherry hearhily.

They started across tha fiekl., The South Ansrican strollad
easily after tham. ‘They went up the lane, the shadower still
inlth-&}tra;:k. i | ' i i e ol

n the lane Wharton exchangad o glanee with the others,
and they halted. :

“ Now, then!” said Harvry, raising his hand and pointing.
**Choose your road, you foreipn rotter! And start fivst!™

““1 shall not do so ™

*Then taks the conseqnencgs !
him, kds 1™

* Hurreay 1"

The Greyfriars juniovs voshed at the South Ameviean, Tn
a moment they warz roumd him, and grasping Lim. In
angther moment he wonld havs been rolling in tho dust, hut
has hand had dissppearsd undse Lis coat, and it eame ond
again with something in it, that fashed and glittored, and
the juniors stavted buck from the clear steel,

It was o knife that the South American had in his hand—
the natural weapon of the bravado and desperado. He gvinned
mockingly ovar his cigar.

“Lame on, then ™ he suld

RBut the juniors paused.

To attzex a desperpts scoundrs]l with a dzadly weapon in
Lis hond was mo light task. They were not afraid. Bnt, u~
Bob Cherry would have zaid, it was * not good enovgle.”

Billy Buntar was alveady seutthng up the road. The eizht
of the clear steel had elwost frirhtencd the fat junior out
of his wits,

2l
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“Well® zaid the Houth Amervican, with a snear.

Wharton bit Lis lip. That sneex was herd to bear; but
tho knife was a weapon the Greyfviars chums could not con-
tend with, They wore unsvmed ; and, in any ecase, a struggle,
with danrer to life involved, was quite ourside their plans.
The idea was not to bo entertaincd.

The Sonth Americaw, for the moment, was the master of
the sitnation., 'The sneer was still on hiz hips.

The juniors were furious—but defeatéd. Withont a word
tley turned and tromped ui:.{ﬂm lane, The South American
soturned the knife -to its ‘di:g-g!nm wnder his opat, and
strolled in the same direction. Bob Cheryy ovartook Bunter,

and clapped him on the shoulder. The fet junior gove a
wild how!l of terror.
“Ow! Oht ¥elp! Muovrder!”

Lk

“*You voung fool—

“Oh, rveally, is it you, Cherry?" gasped Bunter, in zreat
ralief. “* I-—~I thonght it was that—that—] mean—"

Yon cowardlv porpoise!” snorted Bob Cherry. ** What
did you run off for¥" ]

*“0Oh, really, Cherry, you know I didn’t run off—it was
merely my—my presence of mind. I was going to—to call a
policeman 1"

“ Ol rving off I

Tl juniors tramped on. Wharton's eyes wers gleaming
under ']ua conk brows. He dil mot mean to leave
matters whore they were for long.

Bob Chovry glanced ot his harcd, _angﬁfm.

» You intend to tackle him again, Harry®" :

“Yes,"” said Harry, between his teeth. *I did not know
he was armed. Wo can't fight with o ruffian who uses o
koife, If hs would leave that out, I'd tackle him with my
fistz soon encugh, man as he is ! :

* I shouldn't woader if you conld knock him ocut, too. But
he won't leave the koife out of it, kid. He looks like a chap
who's moro used to & knife than to fists in 8 scrap,” said
Nugent.

* Yes; but wo may bo able to take him by surprise, so that
ho can’t use his knife,”" said Harry, frowning. * We shall
g6t o chanco to lay a trap for him, in the lanes here some-
where. There's plenty of cover, and wo Liaven't practized as
Boy Scouts for nothing."

“Good eggl”

“* And then I shink wo'll make him ferl sorry that he's
followed us so far.'

_And the juniors brightoned up as they tramped on diseuss-
ing the schieme.

e el

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Turning the Tables.

“EYTOP liera!"

The juniors had turned into a deep lane. An hour
had elapsed since the encounter at the hayrick, and
they had covered some mi always with the lithe

figure of the Sounth Asmerican in view at s short distance
behind. They turned abruptly into the lane, and & great
shoulder of red earth shut them off from the view of the
shadower.

It was ons of those deep lanes commonly mot with in parts
of Dovonshire—doeply sunken below the level of the woods on
either side. On each side of the narrow road rose & wall of
earth, a scpre of feet high, and on the summit could be seen
:;lé; thick trees of a wood, with straggling fences along the

B.

Wharton pointed fo the earthen wall on the right.

 This way-—quick |’

Half & dozen feet above the ground a great mass of bushes
g‘mw on the earthon wall, and they gave hold to the funim—a

hey scrambled up the almost perpendicular wall, plunging
into the bushes, and getting a hold among the roots. Bunter
was just beginning to say that he couldn'’t possibly climb, as
he was too exhausted, when Wharton and Bob Cherry ﬁg'aﬂpcd
him, and dragzed him up. Ha was dumped into the bushes,
and thore he clung desperately to the stump of a tree, in
momaentary fear of rolling down bodily into the lane again.

* Oh, really—"" ho gasped.

** Silence !"

“ But—"

Wharton clapped a hand on his mouth. He knew that the
South American would quicken his pace, o as not to allew
them to remain out of sight many nunutes.

Harey'as plans needed no oxplaining to his comrades, The
South Amoerican, turning the corner to follow the lane, would
pass alnost dive underneath them. At a irwen zignal
they wounld fall on him [rom above, and he could hardiy be
prepared for euch an attacl.

There was a patter of light footsteps on the muddy road.
The South American was running. The Lthe Hpure cameo
rapidly round the corner.
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For a moment the juniors held their breath,
Tho man stopped directly under the sapging and
Pu:hea, twigs from which brushed on the E
1at.

Ewaying
road brim of his

He stared up the lane, apparently astonished at not finding
the jumiors in sight—{or the lane ran straight on withoui &
hand] for & guarter of a mile or move.

The rascal's plamce was turning upwards towards the ned
earthen walls, when Wharton gave the signal to his comrades,

“ o for him ("

And he threw himself vpon the South American.

“ Carambo 1"

Wharton fell sprawling on the man’s shoulders, and grasped
him tenaciously, and they rolled to the earth together.

In a second the other juniors wera piling‘ on them, with the
exception of Billy Bunter, whe clung to the tree-stump in the
bushes. He had apparently made up his mind that discretion
was the better part of valour.

The SBouth American was takon utterly by surprise.

As he crashed HPM tho earth, he made & iesﬁerm attampt
to get at his knife, but Wharton’s weight fell on his arm,
pinning it to his cheat.

Then the other juniors wera npon him. o

Ho yelled with pain as Bob Cherry landed on his legs. Rob
Cherry’s boots were hard and heavy, and there eould be no
doubt that the man woae hurt. T{at was nothing to the
juniors, however, They had wacrned him that he would be
hurt, and he had not carcd to profit by the warning.

* Hold his hands!” gasped Harry. -

Nugent grasped one dusky wrist, and Mark Linley the
other. Wharton groped im the man’s breast, and found the

knife,

He grasped it, and drew it quickly away.
_ The South American was strugglhing liks s wild cat, gnash-
m% his toeth, his black eyes Raming with rege.

ut hizs weapon was gone now, and he was powerless in the

}mmia‘ of the Greyfriars juniors. The odds were too great
or him.

Wharton dropped the knife into his poeket, intending to
di&pma of it in the first pond he came to. -

*That’s all right,” he remarked, * His fangs are drawn

now."

“Good! Ha, ha!” )

“ (Carambo ! shrieked the South American. **Carambo!
Let mo go!"

“Not just yet," said Bob Cherry. *“ Kcep still.™

il | wiﬂl not! I will not! Carambo!™ )

“My hat, what o wild cat! Better givo him a jelly 500:21
bumping while we're nbout it, and teach him not to follow

innocent youths and make themn miss theiv trains,” suggested
Frank Nugcot.

There was a chorus of approval,

“ Wes, rather.”

“ Bump him !

“The bumpfulness is terrific.”

“Tet me gpo—Ilot me go! I—[—"

“ Bump him 1"

And the South American was promptly bumped. The
juniors had been exasperated by his insolence and his per-
sistent pursuit. They were deterinined that he should be
sorry for having followed them so far.

And there was no doubt that he was sorry—for a time, at
loast.

They bumped him on the ground in Efbitﬂ of his struggles,
and he gave a fearful yell. It was a kind of punishment well-
known in the Cloze and the passapes of Greyfriars, but quite
new to the South American adventuror, Land he was as sur-

rised as hurt. e strugpled furiously in the grasp of the
Erﬂy‘friura Removitas.

“Carambo! Releass me!l” "

“ YVaa, when you've had your lesson,” said Bob Cherry.

' Bump him 1™

Bump ! bump !

“Go bl

“ Hurray ' "

Bump! bump! bump!

iy Ha.Ee :,'n-uphad arﬂugh‘i”_ asked Facry, locking at the
geaticulating, struggling, shvicking Southerner, who seemed
to be almost in a frenzy by this time. :

“(Oht! T—T will revenge thia!" gasped the South American,

Wharten shrugged lis shoulders.

“ Have you had emough?’ he repeated.

* Lot me go'—lot me go!”

“Listen to me! You have followed us a long way, and
pub vz to a lot of trouble,” said Harry quietly. T warned
you that we'd had enongh of it, and 1 warned you to look
out for squalls if you followed us further. If you like to take
yourself off, we'vo done with you. DBut we won't have you
hangine on our track liko a shadow." :

“ Phat's it,” said Bob Cherry, ** Are you going to leave
us alonet"

ONE
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“ No-—never. I-—""

“ Bump him, then."

Bump! butp!

The bumping was 'hanvi,:, and growing heavier. i juniors
were losing patience. The South Americen was gasping for
breath, gasping and panting,

“ Now will you go back?

“"No! No! No!” yalled the Scuth American.

" Bump him!"

Another heavy bunip, and another.

“Hold! T will go!” gasped the man, at last, his obstinacy
overcome. He was aching i every Limb, and his breat
came io thick short gasps. "' Held P

“Let him pet up.”

The junicrs released the South American, but 1t was a
minute or two before he could. rise, so exhausted and breath-
less waz he. When he stapperved to his feet at last, his dark
face was convulzed with passion.

“Oh, I will revenge this!’ lhe muttered, clenching Lis
hunds.

: M Arve you poing I demanded Horry, making o step towards
Hm.

The Bouth American stopned hack.

* Yes—asil, senorito, [ am going. Give mwe iy knife 2

Harry laughed,
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“That iz hot likely. Go!™

“You will see me apain.”

The man staggered away and disappeaved.
grinned,

“I faney we've seen the last of him,”” he remarked,
wom't want anothier experience like that*

“I hope so,” said Harry. -*' We've turmed the tablesx on
Lim, anyway; and he's pot no mors than he deserves. And
he s uparmed now: we need not fear him."

“ Let's get on'?

“I—I say, you fellows, I—3 can't get down—"

“ Boll down,” zaid Bob Cherry curtly. And as the juuninra
walked on, Bunter found that he could get down, and he did
50, and joined them sulkily. .

Whearton took the knife out of his pocket se the jumors
strode on wp the deep lave. It was.s handsome weapon, nnd
on the handle was seratchad o name—FPedro Ijurrn. It was
wndoubtedly the name of the Sonth American,

A quartor of an hour later the juniors emerged fron e
lane into o countyy roml, and at the corner wes a wide pond
whers ducks were swinining. Wharton sent the knife through
thoe air with o toss of his army, and it sank inte the iniddle
of the pond.

" We've seen thie lost of that,”” he remarked.
wa've seen the last of Pedro Ijurra, tool”

Bob Cletry
“ Ho

1 lepo
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THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Leit Behind,

HE juniors stopped st noon at s farmhouse, where they

T obtained dinner, During the rest of the morning they

hed sebn nothing of the South American. It really

sesmed that he had taken warning by the lesson they

liad given him, and abandoned the pursuit. ‘Their spirits rose

et the thought. They ate a good dinner and over it discussed
the situation.

Nothing having been séen of the South American, there
was no reason why they should not head for Black Rock, the
house of Captain Cunliffe, on the western cosst, They had
wandered a great deal out of their way, but Wharton flad &
time-table in his pocket, and inquiry of the farmer at the
house elicited information as to where they were now. After
& talk with the farmer, Hnrrg rejoined his chume, who wera
finishing & plentiful repast. Bunter, indeed, showed no signs
of finishing. It was pretty certain that the fat junior would
l.'u::l:E leave the table till he was removed by force.

“We can get 'a lift in the farmer's cart as far as & town
called Moorback,” said Harry. * 'There we can get a train

for the nearest railway point to Black Rock. We shall arrive

some fime this afternoon

iF
i I expect.

Aﬂdm:r}l SRoL hi;isni.d Hazel En% be
nd the mea over, and Bunter being persuaded to
leave the t&blu—-lg:nﬁm gentle perzuasion of a tight finger
and thumb on his e e juniors clambered into the
farmt'.-r’a waggon, and were driven off to the westward.
They kept s keen look-out for any sign of the South
' American, but he was not to be seen, town was reached,
and the juniors found they had a quarter of an hour to wait
at the station.

“3hall we have a stroll round the town ™" asked Hazeldena.
Ty s

er keap in here. ljurra may be on t wl.’
*1I think we've guite drfﬁpped hisrn.” R
*¥es, but one can’t be too careful. He's a dangerous
villain, and we don't know what harm he may intend to your

We'll lie low.”

Y Well, ’;rau'm ﬁght.
to go out,” said Dilly Bunter,

*There's no ne
» buffet here, you know,’

“Oh, go to the buffet, and bo quiet!” said Nugent.

“Will you lend me a bob? I've left all my ready cash at
Greyfriars by an oversight—"

** Cheese it.”

Nugent handed ovar the shilling, and the fat junior walked
away to the buffet. He stood there negotiating buns and
ginger-beer with a reckless disregard for %ﬂs digestion. The

Jiniors, having taken their tickets, walked up and down the
platform.

The train came down the line.

Wharton breathed a deep breath of reelicf. Though he
thought, like the others, that the shadower was shaken off,

. 8 lingering doubt, and he would feel much casier in
his mind when he was speeding away behind a locomaotive,

The train stopped, snd the juniors were about to start
towards it, when Mark Linley uttered s sudden exclamation,

“# 8top! Cover, quick "

* What the—"'

- g ﬂﬂ\"ﬁ!‘i"

Marle pushed his companions back into the waiting-room.
They obeyed him unquestioningly., The Lancashire lad's face
was preatly excited, ]
¥ What on earth is it?" muttered Hazeldens.

*The South American.”

“ There's

“ Where 1"
“In the train*
Pl iy Bad | cuib ot
e juniors pee out of the doorway. It was true—the
Lancashire !ndpselmen eyes had not &acai!:;ﬂd him,

. The South American was in the act of stepping from the
train almost opposite the door of the liitle waiting-room.

I'he man glanced carelessly up and down the platform, but
© ovidently with no expeciation of zeeing the juniors there,

It was an unexpected thing; but Wharton easily understood
it. Ijurra had lost their track, and sought for it in vain, and
he had taken the train in the direction he knew the juniors
were travelling in in the hope of picking up the trail again.
Fortune had led him to alight at the very station where they
were waiting for the train-—the train he had come in by.

* Keep in.cover," whisﬁsra:l Harry. * He hasn't zeen us-—
he doesn’t suspect we're herq. IHe'll go out of the station in
s minufe,” ’

* Weo shall lose this train.™

“We can wait for the next.
acrene,”"

* Good."

““That shows that he’s still sticking to the trail, though,"
said Hazeldene, with a tronbled look. *' He must have soma
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:aar‘f:u}} grudge agpainst my unele fo be se keen to pet on his
rack.

“* All the more resson why we should baffle the rotter.”

G % ha?.!:l" muttered Bob Cherry, in dismsay. *' Bunter|"

it at-.. ¥

g

illy Bunter was coming n tha platform, blinking roun
in search of his mmp&ni%ns.on%-lﬂ h-]l:d not left H]I;g huffet
because the train wes in, but because he hed come to the
and of the shilling.

‘““I say, you fellows,” he called out, ‘fwhere are yout
Where—"

Wharton suppressed an exclamation. Bunter had betrayed
thom, The keen, black eyes of the South American were on
the fat junior at once. Ijurra stopped on his way to the
station exif, and turned towards Bunter. His eyes were
seintillating,

“* Ah, that is one of them !™

The juniors heard him muiter the words. Ijurra strode
towards the Owl of the Remove, and grasped him by the
shouldar.

Bunter started and blinked at him,

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Nino!"
HOw! Ow! Tt's—it's thet murderous beast!” stuttered
'.B;‘I‘l EBunte‘l:. “Ow! Help! Murder!”
n. ——
* Murder 1" yelled Bunter. * Help! Fire!”
“Fool! Bo qutet! I shall not hurt you—-"
“ILegpo! Halp! Murder ™

“Where are the others!™ said the Bouth American,
raleasing the fat junior, for Bunter's outeries were attracting
attention.

“ Lemme alons! Get away! Help!™

“ You fat fool "

“I—1I say, you fellows, where are you? T say!”

T kuow they are here,” said the SBouth American, shrug-
giog his shoulders, and taking out a fresh cgar from his
casa, ' That s enough.”

. Concealment, of course, was useless now., The Greyfriars
iultmtﬂ can: ot of the watting-room. The South American
looked at thon with gleaming eyes.

“I have found you.”

“Yes, you cur!” said Wharton angrily. * And T warned
_;._'I{:ru [1..1-}1.11'. would happen if you followed us again. Collar

e '

“Btawd back?! I—"

“Collar tha cad 1"

The jumiors vushed at him, The South American, as if by
faorce of habit, thrust his hand into hia cont for his knife,
but no knifo was thare, e =prang back, dodging the rush
of the juninrs, and backed away.

The train was starting.

:: Eﬂt. in,” muttered Harry.

ut——'

* Quick—do as I tell you!”

“ Ok, all right *

LGob Cherry dragged Bunter into the train, which was
already hegmmnﬁ to move. The othars serambled in pell-
mell. A porter shouted and rushed up. Harry dashed after
his comrades, and just entered the train. The South
American rushed at the traim, too, though it was now gether-
m% apeed, but he was too late.

he porter grasped him and pulled him back, and they
fell to the platform together. The train whirled out of the
stafion, the shadower was left behind.

Wharton had [allen in the bottom of the carriage amongst
the legs of his comrades. He gathered himself up, gasping
for breath,

“ Did he get in §"

#No,”” pgrinned Dob Cherry, who was looking from the
window. *‘Ile'a left.”

HJolly pood '

“* Hurray I"'

The station disappearad bohind., Bunter grunted and
gortad hunself out from among the haots of the Greviriars
juniors. Fle was bresthless and indignant, but no one
minded him. They had beaten their shadower agnin, but
for how long? A feeling was growing in their hearta that
the man from South America was not to be shaken off,

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Passed on the Road.
HARRY WHARTON sat with s wrinkled brow as the

*Get in quick 1"

traoin rolled on. It was not a fast train, It stopped at
every station, and the waits were loug. DBut Wharton
know thot there was no other train on the line for half
an hour, so pursuit that way, at least, was impossible. Yet
the juniors would hardly have been surprised to see the
dusky face of the South American on the platform in any

OMNE
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station they stopped at. The determination of the shadower
was, a5 Bub Cherry expressed it, g-ettini; on their nervas,

“We've done him, for o bit, anyway,” Nugent remarked.

“ But it won’t do to go on to the end of this line,” said
Marlk Linley. “ Hea will be able to find out by inguiry which
statlon we alighted at.”

“That's just whai T was thinking," Wharton remarked.
“ And if we pat out at the station we intended, 1t will teke
kim too near to Captain Cunliffe’s house.”

* Bxactly.”

“YWe'd better met out about half-wav,"” said ITazeldene.
! TEE*!: wa can cut across country, and get to Black Rock by
road.

“That's the idea.” . .

Thore was a gramble from a corner of the carriage, Billy
Bunter blinked at the chums with rising indignation.

[ don't know how you fellows feel,” he said, *but I'm
jully tired. This hurrying and scurrying about may agreo
with you, but it doesn't agrea with me., I've got a delicate
conztitution, and I have to look after that. I've jolly well
lid enough of this dodging about.””

“ Shut ap, Bunter.” .

“I'in not going to shut up. I've had enough of it. I feel
convinced that it will make me 1ll. Besides, I dare say you
fellows are frightened about nothing,” went on Bunter, m a
patromsing tone, ** Why den’t you do as I do, and take
thinga with quiet courage ¥

[ 1] Eh ?!J .

“You gzem to ‘be as nervous as a lot of old hens,’” said
Bunter. * Bestdes, if the South American has a grudge
against Captain Cunliffe, T don"t =zee that 1t's any of our
business. We ought to get ¢n, I think."

“* Will you ring off ¥

“Na, I won'ta, I—"

 Are vou ill, Bunter 7' asked Dob Cherry significantly.

“ No,” gasped Bunter, in a great hurry—"' no, you beast !V’

“Too mucﬁ jahberm$ i3 & sign of illness,” satd Bob, with
a shake of the head. "I shall take any more jabber as a
proof that you are 1ll, and that you want some meore
medicine.™

“ Loock here, Cherry——""

“Then you will have it71"

Bob Cherry rose to his feet,

“1lold onl Keep off, you beast! I—I'm all right, and-——
and I won't talk any morel” gasped the fat junior.

Bob Cherry sat down again. Billy Bunter glowered in
siltence, The afterncon was bright and sunny, and the
weather was very cheering ; but the i.uninm could not help
thinking of the shadower on their trail, and of hia unknown
intentions towards the man who was to be their host at
Black Rock. . .

At the same time, there was a sense of excitement and
adventure In the whole affair, which was not at all dis-
plezsing to the juniors. There was certamnly more variety
m their journey to the west than they had anticipated when
they left Greviriars for their Faster vacabion,

“Wa get ont here,” said Harry, at last.

Tha juntors alighted at a littls country station. Wharton's
intention was to %mcﬁed for the romainder of the journey on
the road, either by walking, or obtaining lifts in carts. It
was twenty miles yet to the fishing village of Penwyn, the
nearest hamlet to the lonely house of Captain Cunliffe.

The juniors took the road. They had had a long rest in
the train, and they were fresh encugh for a walk. Buanter
groaned as he started.

“ Whera are we poing to, Wharton?* he asked.

“ A place called Penwyn, on the coast.”

" How far 19 it from here "'

** Just under twenty miles.”

“Twenty miles " shricked Bunter. “Twenty mileal
Ya:_rlu utter ass! Do you think I can possibly walk twenty
miles ¥

Harry Wharton laughed, .

“ I hope we shall pet a lift on the way, Billy.”

I Laok here, I'm Jull'i,' well gﬂln]g baclk to Grevfriara,” said
Rilly Bunter peevishly, “I don’t call thia having »
holiday.™ i

“Go back, then,” said Hazcldeno,

“0h, really, Hazel—"

“Hold your tongue, then, hang you [™

Bunter grunted, and subsided into silence. He was
Hazeldene's gnest, in a way, but he was not the kind of
guest to got much courtesy. IHe tramped on sulkily. The
sun was setting over the weztern hlls, towards tha wida
Atlantie Ocean, which the Greyiriars juniors were scon {o
ml i

A market-cart came lumbering along, and Wharton hailed
the driver. Tha man, who had a ruddy, gocd-natured face,
atopyred hia horee,

“Can you givea us a lift towards the coast?” asked
Wharton, * We can pax.”

The man grinned good-naturedly.

“I'm going four mile,” ho said. * Jump in, young gentle-
men, if you will, and say noaght about paying™

* Thaiks, very mach,” said Wharton graiefully.
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There was straw in the bottom of the cart, and plenty of
raom for the seven juniora. They gladly clambered 1, and
the cart lumbered on with them. The driver looked at them
curigusly, but asked no questions.

* Well, this is a godsend,” said Bob Cherry.  We haven't
walked more than three miles, but I'm beginning to feel
done. We'vo had a rothor exciting time sinpe we left Grey-
friars.’

“* ¥ea, rather,”

Bnore ! cama from Bunter, as his contribution to the discus
ston. The Iat junior was already faat asleep in the straw.

Zeveral of the others followed his example as the cart
lumbered on through the shady lanes, Harry Wharten sat
upright and watched the road.

Teoot, toot !

It was the hoot of a motor horn. .

Wharton looked back along the road as the driver drew
quickly to the left to allow the car space to pass in the lane.
A car, driven by one man, with anntﬁar sttting wrapped 18 &
coat, was approaching rapidly. i

Wharton started az he glanced at the man in the coat,
Ha was too far off to be recognised, but Wharton knew the

" broad-brunmed hat agamn.

“ My word !" murmured the Greyfriars junior.

Bob Cherry started out of a doze, nnd sat up. Harry
Wharton was crouching down in the cart at the same
moment, and his head came in contact with Bob’s, with &
loud erack.

“ Ow 1" roared Bob.

Wharton rubbed his head ruefully.

" Quiet, Bob,” .

“Ow!l I'm hurd!™

“Quiet—quiet, you chaps!
again !

** My hat!”

Hoot-toot! Zip! .

“ Tou—you don’t mean to say that he's in & car!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry, in s suppressed voice.

“Yes, he 13,

“ My only hat ]

g W%er-a on earth could he get a car from here?” exclaimed
Nugent, in amazement, ** He must have plenty of money, at
all events,”

“JIt 13 a tradesman's car, I think, from the lock of it
said Wharton, ring over the tailboard ef the cart. * He
has hired it with ita driver to follow us, as there was no
train. He could manage that for a few pounds, buf it shows
how determined the rotter is. Eeep quiet—mind Bunter
doesn’ snore. They'll be passing u2 in & minute.”

Bob Chorry chuckled Enftlr. ]

“* He won't see us, and ha'll get ahead, That will be worse
for him than falling behind. He will be done brown this
time.""

“Ves Quiet now.* I

The cart lumbered on slowly, shaking and rattl;nﬁ on the
ruts of “the country’ road. The juniors, half buried in the
straw in the bottom of the cart, were quite hidden by the
high wooden sides. Unless the SBouth American looked into
the cart, he would never dream of their presence there—and
why should he? He eertainly could not look into every cart
be passed—the car was going too guickly.

Zip—eip !

The motor-car was drawing level now. The eart plodded
on; the juniors scarcely breathed.

Fip—zip ! 1

Tt wis passing them.

With apsnurtgaml a2 whir, the motor rushed past, and shot
ahead, and the dust and noise of it died down en the road.

Harry Wharton raised his hend ocautiously and looked
alter the car. It was disappearing in a cloud of dust
ahead.

The South Amervican had passod within six paces of them
—passed unsuapectingly—and was gone. The last whir of
the car faded into silence ahead. The enemy was out of

aight.

That willain iz behind us

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER,
Shaken Off at Last.

o A, ha, ha 1" .

The Grevfriars juniors laughed loud and long. I%
scomed comical enough to them that the Bouth
American had passed szo close withont snspecting

that they were near. Billy Bunter started ont of =lumbor,
and rubbed his eves, and adjusted his spectacles,

“ 1 say, vou fellows, what's the row 7

“ Nathing ; but we got down here,'” snid IHavey,

“Oh, really, Wharton, I'm tired, and-—"

¥ Wa et down, I tell you”

Wharton & Co,
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“T can™! T won't! I'm tired, and I—

S Wall, ﬂﬂg where you are, thon,” said Harry.

Hs jumped out of the cart. The driver stopped.

I go on for o mile yet,” ho remarked.

"Thanl: you very much,” said Wharion.
for us. We're much obliged.” :

Bob Cherry rolled Bunter out of the cart, and the driver
noftded cheerily to them and drove on. The jumiors werc
left standing in the road. Billy Bunter was grunting and
scowling discontentedly. h o

“We can't go on sny further,” said Harry, *We want
to strike out in & different direction, We'll get to Penwyn
by making & wide ronnd."”

Y Gaod ege !

“TWe'll take ;,hﬁ first turning, then.”

“T sav, vou fellowg—""" . .

But no me anawered Bunter. The fat junior trotted
sulkily after them as they strodo up the lane. They swu
round tho fiest turning, and kept on at & good speed. If
the South American should suspect that he had overshot
the mark, and turn back for them, they were safe from him
now : at least, they hoped so. ] ]

“ But that rotter has a sort of unua.nn};' ﬁ:[{: of getting on
tha track,” Iiazeldone romarked. “I shall be surprised if
we've seon Lhe last of him.” oricn

Harry Wharton nodded. He was thinking the matter out,
and he walked on for some timo in silence.

. %“T'va got an idea,” he snid. * You know what the slaves
used te do when they were being tracked down—they took
10 the water, 6o as to leave no trail. You read about it in
the history of the West Indica, I've got & wheeze. Eu;i;
pose wo take to the water, and throw thé cad off the trac
that way."

“ But there's no stroam here——"

“Y¥ was thinking of the sca.”

“The sea!™ . .

“(ortainly ! If we made directly for tho sea, I think it
ia not mora than two miles away. Penwyn is some miles
down the coast. Now, if wo got to the shore, we might got
hold of a boat, and get. to Black Rock by water.”

“By Joval” : :

o “?hnt a jolly ripping idea!” exclaimed Mark Linley.
“neco we got on the water, the rascal couldn't spobt ua
ngain.”

_ " And we should get to Captain Cunlific’s honse without
loaving = trail of any sort behind,” said larry, with
satisfaction.

¥ What about the boat?” asked Bob. "It would have lo
bo returned to the owner, you know, and Ijurva might get
in touch with him."

“J have thought of that, We could buy a beat at a fish-
ing village. Any old thing would do for a few miles’ row
down the coast in calm wenther. It could be sold again for
two-thirds as much as we gave, too, 50 the loss wouldn’t be
50 vory great d[;?n no doubt wo could pick up an old bout
for s {ew pounds.*

H#Wall, vou are a
in admiration, “*I &
like that."

“ My uncle would stand the money, when he knows why
wo did it!" exclaimed Hazeldene cagerly. *““Ho has lois
of tin. Ho is a rich member of cur family, you know.”

“Well, if he made good the Iuss, wa wouldn’t object, of
course,” said Harry. “ But it ‘doesn’t matter nbout that
now. Shall we try it? We've plenty of money smong us
to make the Erurﬁhaa-a, if that is all.”

:: }’n’?{]l do -:lt:l:ie -

Q aeR L

« Then ti'a settled 1" .

The juniors tramped on, chuckling alond every now and
then at the iden of “doing ™ the South American so com-
pletely. A finger-post at a corner of the lans told them
that it was a mile and a half to Combe Bay. They had
never heard of the place before, but the nome was o
sufficient indipation that it was on the coast. They took the
new turning, and tramped on cheorily. .

The lane gave place to a.roush footpath over wild heath.
The juniors tramped on between green hillocks, and sud-
denly, betwoent two high points of land, the wide sea and
the red sun in the west burst upon their view.

Ther paunsed for some momevis in shecr m'l.-mrntmn_nf
the beauly of the scenery; that glorions scenery of the Wesf
of Fngland which one who knows it well will never admit
to be inferior to the finest on the Riviera. DBetween two
rugged chiffs, wooded to their very tops, a deep combe
sloped, and on tho further side gleamed a beach of shelving
sand and fthe deep blue of the Atlantic. The sun was
sinking into the gleaming Dosom of the ovcean, and the
water was lit up with red and purple and gold.

“ Woll, this is jolly,” said Nugent, with a deen breath.

¥ lorious I ;
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“Wo shall have b ripping time here,” snid Mark Linley,
ay they _i‘;mkad their way down the rugged path to the
hishing village under the cliffs.

“1 say, you fellows, I'm hungry "

‘I can aep some bosts from here,” said Wharton, ss thay
went down the muih path. “Sewme of them look pretty
rocky, too. We ought to get one at a reasonable figure.”

Half an hour later the juniors stood in the littla village.
The sunsef was deepeoning into night.

A group of fishermen, in jerseys and huge boots, stood
smoking outside a little inn, within & stone’s throw of the
Loata turned up on the beach. The juniors sntered thoe
inn, and were soon eabing a hearty meal; and for the time
Biliy lunter's grumbling wasz silenced.

Leaving his comrades still at their meal, Harry Wharton
sought out the jolly-looking landlord—a littla fat man with
& red face and s strong smell of fish—and tackled him on
the question of the boat.

The innkeeper was astounded at first, and for o long tima
persisted in believing that the junigra simply wanted tg hire
a boat; but finally he was made to unJ;rstn.nd that they
really and troly wanted to purchase one. Then he scratched
hiaz bald head in a thoughtinl way.

“I've got just the craft you want,'” he remarked. * It
was Poter Heard's boat, but 'un never came back from
the fishing.”

* It's seaworthy, I suppose ¥ said Harrcy.

 Seaworthy enough, or I'd never sell 'un to you,” said
the landlord. * I'm selling-it-for his widder. And the price
is three pound.”’

¥Wharton could not help smiling.
living in that quiet nook of the Devon const, was a stranger
to the waya of cities, and he had never learned to *“taka
the stranger in,” evidently. He might as sasily have asked
aix pounds for the old boat, but it never cecurred to his
glow and honcst mind to double his price because he was
dealing with an mexperienced lad.

“ Done ! said Harry at onco.

“I'll show you the beat,” said the landlord.
vou want 1t 7"

AL once

“You're not going on the waler now, young master "

“Yes, I am. It's fine weather, and a run on the sea will
be safe enough,” zaid Harry.

¥ Bulfe enough, I make no doubt, but-—="" The land-
lord scratched his head again. He wes evidently greatly
puzzled to know what to make of Wharten and his com-
rades; bubt apparently ha came to the conclusion that it
was no business of his, for he asked no questions,

Wharton was taken to sce the boat, which was drown up
on the beach. It was a large and heavy craft, with tha
mast lying n it. “The landlord promised that the sail should
be put in with 2 couple of vars that belonged to the boat,
Wharton returned to his comrades in cheerful spirits.

“TIt's all right,” he announced, sitting down to the bread
and cheeso again, “I've got a boat, and we can start as
soon as we've finished eating.”

S Jolly good!” .

* Oh, really, Wharton, T think we ought to have a res{,”
said Bunter. “I'm getting absolutely worn out, you know.
Besiudes, it isn't safe to T'Ei:ﬂ to sea at night."”

Wharton laughed. o little run he proposed to male
was safe enough for the Greyiriars juniors, who spent many
n hap!p:,r hour on Pegg;l Bay during the term, who could swim
like fishes, and” handle almost any kind of craft afloat.
Harry Wharton had not formed the Greyfeiars Naval Cadef
Clerps for nothing. :

1t will ba jolly ! said Beb Cherry. “The moon's
coming up, and we shall have lots of light. I suppose
f-nu‘II?i:r.nw whero to land, Hazel ¥

“0Oh, yes; Black Rock’s not to be mistaken!” said
ITazeldene. 1 should know it in the dark; but if it's
maoonlizht it will ba IEH: serenae.”’

The junigrs left the mn. Some of the Gishermen willingly
helped them te get the boat down to the water, while
Wharton was settling with the lendlord.

The sun had disappeared now, though there was siill a
red gplow on the boson of the western sea. The mwoon had
climbed the cast, and o silver light fell upon the weoded
cliffs and the deep, echoing combes, :

The sea was rolling softly, calin and fuir,

The boaut grated over the pebbles into the water, and
floated, and the juniors stepped the mast. Wharton
pushed off and shipped the rudder. The boat glided inte
deen water, and thoe sail was shaken oul

There was & sudden yall from the shedows of tho shore.

“ Stop—stop them !

The juniors started. :

““My hat! I know that veice!” eried Bob Cherry.

“The South Americani” :

“(3rent Seotkl He's [ound v=s againl”
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‘j I]lut he's found us too late,” said Harry Wharton

TITLY .

:g: There was a pounding of feet, and & dim form came tear-
ing down the path to the beach. The fshermen stared ot
it in blank amazement,

The Houth American came panting down over the pebbles.
f.h: E-!-’:{-p thom ! he ﬂhﬂllt-&l} hoarsely. * Carambo! Stop

arg 17
.. The boat was gliding out; already a dozen feet separated
it from the shore, and as scon as the sail caught the wind
tb would spead along fast encugh.

The pursuer was too late,

He haltad, panting, on the water’s edge, and waved his
hlm'dk wildly after the boat. His voire rose to a furious
BIICIOE,

¥ Come back—come back "

I-I:er__',r_ Wharton laughed. He was not likely to turn back
at the bidding of the Sonth Amervican. Ile took the rudder,
1‘-'1'!:1{‘! the others handled the sheots.

" Lood-bye, Blucbell I'* sang out Doh Cherry, kissing his
hand to the furious figure on the beach,

The South American raved.

“Come baek ! 4

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Too lute, sonny !” called out Nugent. * You'rs done—

unless you want a swim! It's a nice night for a swim, if
vou feel up to it.” = ;

“Ha, ha, ka1

As if taking the junior at his word, the South American
plunged into the water. He swam stror Iy after the boat.
The sail did not fill for the moment, and the strong swimmer
came swiftly up.

“My hat! Look at that!" ejaculated Nugent.

Wharton's face set grimly. 5

“Take the rudder, will you, Linley 1"

“ Right-ho " snid Mark,

Wharton relinguished ‘the lines to the Lancashire lad, and
picked up a boathook. Holding it firmly, he stood roady
for the Bouth American to eome up.

Tjurra’s eyes met his in a blaze of fury.

“Go back!” said Wharton,

“(Jarambo I

“If you lay & hand on this boat, you will suffer for it.’”*

The Bouth American, with gritting teeth, madas a tre-
mendous effort, and came level, and his dusky fingars
flashed up from the water and grasped the gunwale. ith-
out a moment’s hesitation Harry brought the boathoole
down. It rang on the gunwale with a loud crack, but the
Bouth American had withdrawn his fingers just in time.
He slid back into the sea.

The wind filled the sail, and the boat seemed to take o

— ] —————
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sudden leap, and in n fAash the swimmer was left a dozon
yards behind.

He ground his tecth and swam furiously efter the boat,
but 1t was drawing awey now threa feet to his one.

It was uscless, and he realised it. Panting, exhausted,
he relaxed his efforts. He remained treading water whila
the boat glided out into the moonlit sea.

Wharten looked steadily back, The South American wan
aw:mming back to the shore now. He was dragged
exhausted from the water by the helpimg hands cof the

fishermen. As the boat ran seaward, the juniors caught a
last q;]impm_uf the dripping figure, standing there in the
moonlight, with a ing fist shaken after them.

Then the shore and the figure disappsared, as the boat
ran scaward, Hazeldenm ﬁn‘m a great gasp of relief.

“Wa want to get southward,” he remarked, as the boat
steadily sped on into the wide sea.

“ Mot till we're quite out of sight of land,” said Wharton.
oL ’Wﬁ _-:l-t]:;i:’Tt want to leave him the shadow of a clua™

F I.E ‘.]‘1

And the boat sped on. Not till the shore and the cliffs
and the deep woods beyond were a black mass on the edgo
of the sea, did the Greyfriars chums change the course of
the boat to the southward.

“ Baffled—as them: in the six-shilling novels,”” grinned
Bob Cherry.  “ Dished—as we say at Grevfdiars 1"

The boat drew towards the shore again. The juniors
handled it easily, and it sailed well. raat cliff loomod
up fromn the moontight. Hazeldene ptlﬂ‘b(‘f to it

““That's the Black Rock !

" And your uncle's hovse #¥

* At the foot of the cliff. There's & cove, and o landivg-
place there—it's all serene, now.”

And the juniors steered for the Black Rook; and five
minutes later they had mmde the boat fast in the little
cove, and jumped ashore. A light twinkled through dim
trecs mn the distance.

** Home ! said Hazeldens,

The long journey was over. The juniors followed
Hlazeldene up the recky path, and for once they all agroed
cordially with Billy Bumter, that supper sad bed, and a
jolly long sleep would be exactly the proper * raper.”

THE E¥In
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The First Chapters of a New Sevrial,

1

Stlas Warner Disappears.

“ Muster Silas Warner, I believe,” observed the professor,
ns he loid a detaining hand on the lnwyer’s avm,  “I'm sorry
1o put you to any inconvenienca, but I'll hae tae trouble yo
to remain hera tifl my friend Stanley Dare joins us, or scnds
word tae me that I may lof ye go!”

For the space of several seconds the wily lawyer was so
tuken aback as f{o be incapabls of uttering a word. Tha
situation was 2 desperate one for him, and for the moment
he saw no way out of it. This Secottish professor, with the
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Winfield's unkneown assailants. The
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INTRODUCTION.

Dare, the Boy Detactive, ha
m the Thames, inté which he

eT named 8ias Warner in the businese, and len

to follow the trail of the kidnappers, tha

» the professor, retorn to Laun

Dare confronts the scoundrel in his dem,

» 30d locks bim in a huge cak wardrobe,
however, Warner rung right into Professor MacAndrew,

muscular arms—the grip of his fingers was like a vice—had
declared, in no uncertsin tones, that his captive must remain
with him until Btanley Dare joined them,

And the bitter irony of the matter lay in the fact that, by
hiz own dastardly act, the young detective -could not by any
means join them. His non-a ancs  would  excits
suspicion, and the crime would ba discovered. For even if
hiz vietim was still alive, the villainous outrage would ha
punished by many years imprisonment. He cursed his folly
for not having quitted the building by the P OWaF. o7
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But all at once he brightened up, for he remembered that
unless he gava away tho secret no one would be likely to find
the body of Stanlay Dare, alive or dead, in the place it was
hidden.  Ha resolved to put a bold face on the matter, and
if the profossor was obstinate, to pet out of his difficulty by
a daring stratagem. F ‘

1 don't know what you mean by venturing to detain me
in this manper,” he exclaimed, with well-assumed indigna-
tion; “but if you don't instantly release ma, you will get
yoursalf into trouble. I know nothing of Mr. Stanley Dare,
and his whereabouts is & matter of no concern to me what-
ever ! :

" Verra guid,” observed MacAndrew coolly. “ Ye dae it
verra wool; but as I happen to know that Stanley Dare was
in your room less than s quarter of an hour syne, and with
you, for woe watched yo intze the hooss, ye'll see that all
yuﬁ hlit,hjm- aboot knowing neething of him won't gac doon
with me."

“ You're mad—quite mad!" said the lawyer,

“I'm nae mad enow tae let yo gpo uatil I find cot what
has become o' Stanley Dare.” _

Warner knew now that his only hope was a resort to
stratagem. Hae, therefore, commenced to strugge with Mae-

.Andrew, slthough he was well aware that under obrdinary
circumstances to attempt to break away from that iren grip
wonld be futile.

But now he not only struggled, but he struck savagely =t
the n with his fist. The result was what he antici-
Eh:l. MacAndrew shook him as a terrier shakes a rat, and

on Hilas Warner began to shout cut for assistance at ths

top of hig voice.

{_}ﬂHalpt Help!" he yelled. *“Police! Murder-c?"' Then
he flung himself down on to the pavement, but MacAndrew
did not let go his gtlr.i. ‘ )

“ Baneak away, ye loon!” said the professor. “ When the
police come ye'll mebbe sing tae a different tune.’

But MacAndrew was forgetting that he was practically a
stranger in Launceston, whereas Silas Warner was not. Ha
was vertainly known as a lawyer with a name for undertaking
shady business, but he had beeu artful enough never to have

iven the polico reason to suspect him of anything worse.

In a few seconds a policeman and two civilians came run.
ning along the street, the lawyer renewing his shouts for help,

“Take this man away!"” he cried. ** He will murder me!
C'onstable, I give him in charge for assault!”

' The constable and one of the civilians gripped hold of the

rofessor, who realised now the artful game which Silas

aArner wﬂs laying, while the other civilian helped the
lawyer to his feet. _

i ou saw him?' panted Warner, “'I believe the fellow
is mad! I have never seen him before to my knowledge! 1
don't know who he 11" o i

“You lar!” exclaimed the indignant Scotsman. * Ye ken
well who I am!™ . _

“ He suddenly made an attack wpon me,” pursued the

gr, without heeding the interruplion, * without the

ﬂi}itﬂt provocation or reason.”” 3

*You charge him with assault?" said the constable, pulling
out his notebook, :

‘“ Moat certaioly I do!” 1 N

“Then you will have to come to the police-station,” =aid
the constable to MacAndrew. *“* You see, wo witnessed the
gssault, for you had M., Warner on ihe ground when wa
ecame yp. Asto whether.
thero was provocation,
I know nothing. The
magistrate will decide
that to-morrow.”

Profecssor Mac-
Andrew was on  the
horne of =& dilemma.
He feared that Stanley
Dare had fallen info &-
trap and might be In
desperate need of help.
At tho same time he
did not wish to lose
sight of Silas Warner.
‘I‘Eem azain, a3 the
rascally lawscer  had
charged him with
nméti he twuuluit :ﬁ.w
tainly have {0 go to the
policc-station, and if he
could not find beil
would be locked up for
tho night. He did not
for an instant suppois
that Wa.rpt:rth wmlldt'
appear again the nex
day. He would have

too much regard for his own safety for that. In desperation
the professor appealed to the constable,

** Look hers, officer!” he cried. “I was holding that mon,
Silas Warner, becausa T believe that he has committed
murder, or attempted to commit murder "

“What?" screamed the lawyer, although he went pale as
death at the words. “ Do you dare to make such an aecusa-
tion against me? [ told vou, constable, that he was mad!"

"I demand that Warner’s rooms be searched!” pursuad
MacAndrew. *“A freend of mine entersd them nearly an
hour ago to see this mon—"

‘' Here, this won't do, you know!"” expostulated the officer.
* You won't mend your own case by bringing such a ridiculous
charge as that against Mr. Warner. Tho best t-hm}q you can
do is to held your tongue and come along quistly.”

_ There was no help for it. Professor MacAndrew way

nominiously marched off between the constable and one of
the civilians. The other civilian, having given his name and
address to the constable, went on his way. Biles Warner
walked behind.

But when the constable and his prisoner entored the police-
?t.u.tiﬂn. nobody appeared to prefer a charpe against the pro-
CHL0,

Silas Warner had disappeared !

el

Professor MacAndrew's News—To the Bescuel

Of colirse, as there was nobody to prefer a chargoe against
Professor MacAndrew now, he was, after a short interval
of waiting, released.

“I can't understand 1t!"" muttered the constable, “X
saw the struggle taking place right enough; but 1 don’t
understand Mr. Warner's game in first of sll giving this
gentleman into custody for assault, and then giving us the
?I_Ep,”instead of coming here to prefer the charge against
im.

The inspector, to whom these remarks were addressed,
was guite as puzzled as the constable.

“I shall have to sece Mr. Warner over this matler to-
morrow,” he said. ' In the meantime, sie'"—he turnced o
the professor—* 1f you will leave your name and address |
will not detain you” .

“ [t's a pecty the constable didna’ dae as I asked him,”
cxcintimed MaocAndrew, “and mak'® 2 segrch in Siles
Warner’s rooms. Ye'll no be finding him there, or any-
where else in this foon, the mora's morn, I'm thinkin™."

“ What reason have vou for making such o stalement,
Mr. MacAndrew ¥ demanded the nspector.

Professor MacAndrew gave an account of all thal had
transpired that evening—all, that is, of which he had u
personal knowledge--snd a brief sratement of the case
which had brought Stunley Dare out to Tasmania.

The inspector opened hiz oves wide at tho recital, and,
realising that the Scotsman’s words bore the stamp of truth,
ho apologised for any inconvenicnce which might have been
caunsed him by his arrest. : : k

“The inconvenience tne nvself is noaetling tae the time
which has been wasted,” replied MacAndrew. *'I fear that

voung Dare is tn peril, and in need of help. It may even be
a yucstion of minutes between his life and his death—that
15, 1f he s still alive.

Warner may have murdered him
outvight, if he had the
chance of daeing zo0.
I'd like weel if ye'd
lendd me one of your
TINCERE, mnapector, tor

come back wi' me and
search YWarner'a
rooms"’

“T'Il come with you

myself,”  said the in-

spector, I Mr. Silas

: ) VWarner 15 really in
=« THE JUNIOR'S ENEMY ™ is the leagun with Luke
fittfe ok our next story, and a Bastable, I can quite

-~ jolly good varn it is, too? You balieve  that he is
2227 will, | am sure, agvee with me in capable of any ecrime.
this opinien when you have réad It was by a mere

it. By-the-bye, I you order your shave that . BﬂEItuplt-

b Magaet ™ Library In advance, cacaped Imngmﬁ; ahout
you will be doing me a lavour, a year ago; and, under

the circumstances, wo
shall be quite justificd
in making an examina-
tion of our lcgal
friend’s rooms.”

fAnother ltastalment of

ihis splendid serial next
week. )
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