





NEXT
TUESDAY.

“WUN LUNG MIN

OR 1) A Splendid Complet:
" School Tale of Greyfriars,

-

NG AN

G AW
R 2 e VY P\
~a—n5 e

A Complete School-Story Book, attractive to All Readers.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Frank Nugent’s Boundary.

RASH !
“ Phew ! My only Aunt Georgioa ! ™
The four juniors in Study Mo, | of the Remove Form at
Creyfriars Behool stared al one another with looks of
blank aztonishment on their tanned faces,
“Phew ! " gasped Frank Nogent again,  “ That's the fifth
time that blessed window-pane’s got smashed this termn.”
Harry Wharton, the cucly-haived captain of the Remove, and
leader of Biudy No. 1, glared across the room at his chum.
“You—you howling dununy ! he exclaimed. * What in
the dickens did you want to po and make a beastly forward
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drive lile that for ¥ T only lobbed the ball so that you would just
touch it gently, and—and now we'va got to fork out all round
to get four-and-sixpence to hove the window mended 1 ¥

Frank Nugent grinned.

UMy hatt" Le replied. * Didn't she go1 That's what
oiling a ericket-bat all through the winter does for you. Why,
1 didn’t even feel the shightest tingle ; and I reckon—---""

“ 1 say, vou chaps ! "

* And I reckon it's & jolly good omen for the coming scason,
If 1 can manage to make——"

“* 1 sy, you chaps !

** Oh, shut up, Bunty ! ' snapped Frank Nugent.

] . “ 1 sny that
if T can menage to make drives like that—"

April 30th, 1910,
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* Really, Nugent 1" interrupicd Billy Bunter the fat junior,
who had OLEY MV lurrped hiraself into the most comfortable
prmchair in the study. "I have got & suggestion to meka;
bt if yout will poasist in brapging about what you think you
are going to do now tho ericket season is ahuost upon us, I A

* Shut up, Bunter ! roarod Frank Nugent.

* B-but I wis going to make & suggestion.’”

“Don't, thon 3 but dryup "

“ Very well, Nugent, f you don't mind eatching pnewneonia
through sitting in a draught, and”if Inky and Wharton don’t
mind deoing their with the wind howling through the
brolen window, and the rain splashing through, and——

* Ha, ha, ha 1™

* And the papers getting blown all aver the shop when——"

“Ha, ha, bat™

* When we haven't—--""

“Ho,bha! Dry ug. Bunty 1" lavghed Harry Wharton., * By
the way you'ra muddling on anybody would think that we had
weather like they have off Cope Hom. You needn’s take a
amall matter like o study broken window so seriously.”’

“Gur esteemod fat friend takes it terrifically seriouvsiy,"
remorked Hurree Jamasot Ram 8ingl, the Nabob of Bhanipur,
irn the remarkable English he had not acquired at Greyiriars.

Billy Bumter blinked indiguantly through his big spectacles
at his study.anntes,

“ Very well,” he said ; ** J suppose I must catch mfuenza and
-wheumatism, and suffer in silence,

Frank Nugent grinmed.

"' That's vight, Billy,”" he oxelaimed ; " T thought you'd grow
scnsiblo ono of these days. It's jolly nice of a fat, overfed pors
poise to suffer in silence, fan’t it, chaps 7

“ Ripping ! " replied Hurry Whartoo,

i Eur sugust fat friend is most considoratay’ assented Hurres
trigh.

Bi‘J:lq?' Bunter granted.

“Well,'" he growled, * 1 suppose there’s mo getting awa
from the fact that the window hay been smmashed through
Nugent's beastly carelessness 1

“Ha, ha ! laoghed Horry Wharton, * There's no petting
nwway from that fact, is there, chaps ¥

Frank Nugent and Hurree Singh shook their heads seriously,
and there was a brief silénce in the study as the fat junior in t
armcheir worked something out with snd peneil,

" FﬂW-ﬂﬂd-SiIF&WB is filty-four pence,” he muttered.
*Three into fifty-four goes—mmem-m-m, eighteen times.
Eighteenponce 18 one-and-sixpence, so—-—"" .

" What are you mumbling about you fat, overfed porpowse ¥
interrupted Frank Nugent, meking a pretended oft-drive with
his cricket-bat.

Eilly Bunter lookell up with a jerk from the picee of paper hie
hed been scribbling upon, and blinked from one to the o of
his thres study-ratas.

“1 want one-and-sixpence from you, Wharton ; and wou,
Nugent; and wyou, y.)"  And Eilly Burter held out a
fat, open hand..

* One-and-gix 1"

* Yes, W n;: three's into four-and-six comes to ove-and-
six apiece. I you chaps sghell out at once, I shall be abls to
get ﬂlﬂ g&n}? put mto the frame before prep. this evening.™

111 g i

“Yes, Nugent,” replied Billy Bunter; “and I think vou
aught to make it two bob ench, so thet T can eall in at Mr.
Mimble's and something to eat. That seems only fair if 1
AlTh ga;l:;; to take all the trouble and time ; and, besides that, I
get fearfully hungry in this April weather."

“Two bob cach ' howled Frank Nugent. ** Why, you
frabjous ass, four inte four-and-six makes one-and-a-penny-
ha’penn each ! ™

“ Really, Nugent, if——"*

* And that's all you're pgoing to get, too. you ¥ Cor-
morant 17" interrupted Frank Nugent. | " Why, we all brassed
up when you broke it before ! And when Wharton smashed it
twice in one week we all pooled then. And when Inky shoved
hia head through when Carborry came in here with his beastly
bullying, we all forked out our equal share.then ; or, rather, il
except you, you overfed, flabby porpoise ! "

Billy Bunter blinked in amazement.

“ Heally, Nugent ! he gasped. ** What an oxtraordinary
fit of jealousy and temper ! I sincerely hope vou are not going
to bo stingy aver a I matter of two bob each ¥ "

“Htingy 1" rosred Frank Nugent. * Stingy. d'you ray ¥
Why, how much are you subscribing towards the repair, ¢h 7V

“I'm going to all the troubla ‘of seeing that the men puts a
piece of glass the right size in, and——"

* Ha, ha, ha ! " roared Harry Wharton.

* And—and I shall have to go down to the village, and ask
Mitchell to send & man vp from his shop.”

“ Well, I went the time you smashed it, dUmmiy' 1" sapped
Frank Nogoent. * And then you didn't subseribe & beastly
farthing to the——""

* Dy up, Frank | " interrupted Harry Wharton,with a laugh.
* The window's emashed, and there’s no getting away from the
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fact thet wo must heve it mended.  We three will sub one.and-
Eixleaﬁh this time, and Billy can sce that the job ja done pro.
Pﬁ%‘:a-rank Nugent dived his hend inte his pocket, and pulled gut
one ghilling and sixpence.

** Here you are, porpoise |” he growled. ™ And mind you
don’t go end spend # on grub,”

** Really, Nugent,” he gaid, * I hope you can trost me better
than that ¥ Thanks, Inky ; thanks, Wharton 1 7
. Eé]lj' gazed lovingly at the silver coins in the palm of his

T -

" Whilst I'm down in the village,"” he ssid, ** wouldn't you
like me to lay in a few things ? The cupboard's pretty bare
vo-day, chaps.” .

“Bare? gaid Harry Wharton. ' Why, there's two
ting of sardines, and there’s nearly o whole pis left : and we
didn't finish up half those jam-pufls and macarcon biscuits we
laid in for tea yesterday.™

** Oh, really, Wharton ! *

The Remove ¢aptain stared at the fat junior’s fabby foes,
nngltEEn turned suddenly towarda the study cuphoard.

ik

H Wharton turned the key, and Billy Bunter sprang to
his Izz?wit.h a look of alarm on h}'EH tat f&n&F FRTRIE

*Wewell, T'II be gn-itﬁ&'mﬁg. you chape I°" he said, with &
gulp. “1I think you're beastly stingy not—-""

“My hat 1" Harry Wharton turmned round from the cup.
bu{g.rd with & gasn of astonighment. ** My hat ! " hs repeatcd.
* Gone !

“Gone 1™ mutterod Frank Nu ent. * Why, what d'you
mean, dommy 1"

“Gope ! ™ roarsd Harry Wharton, *Lifted! Cleared!
Skedaddled ! Eaton ! Gorged in gecret | Stolen ! "

“ Wowhy, what——"

‘“ It's that fat bounder!" interrupted the Remove eaptain
* Every crumb has gone t "

* Really, u chaps, it only stends to reason that o chap
must bave a little nourishment, and——"" ;

* A little nourishment ?' yelled Harry Wharton, " Why
d'you dall nenrly & whole pie a'litble nourishment 1

* ¥yes, Wharton.”

* And two tina of sardines 1"

“* Yes.”

* And about nine jam-pufis ¥ *

kit Y'E-.E.“

** And as meny meearcon biscuits, you fat porpoiss ¥ ¥

Billy Bunter nodded his head nervousty. -

**Of eourse,” BPe stuttered, ' that isn't much for a chap wha
iz putting on woight a bit ; and I've always uoticed that April
weather rather tends———"

“You greedy cormorant!” rosred Harry
“ Get out of this study and down to the village 1

“ But I was going to aay that ths April weather rather tends
tE [ 3]

“Comme on, chaps,” exclaimed Frank Nugent; * help him
omt 1

" But—ow 1V

Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and Hurres Sinch sprang
forward, and prabbed the fat jonior by collar and sleeve.

“Comeon " sang out Harry Wharton, opening the study
dsor with his disengaged hand. “Ong——"

“Cw! Leoggo, you cads!™

“Two, three ! ™ finished Wharton. And Billy Bunter
waa talien off his fest with a jerk.

Y Oh-h 1Y

Bump !

The fat junior of Greyfriars sat with a thump on the lingloum
which covered the Remove corridor.

“Ow!"” he roared. " I'm killed !
thiee places, end dessicated my neck | "

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“You cads, I—"  But tho door of Study No. 1 wan shut to
with & bang, and Billy Bunter was left to himself to erawl poin-

Whartoin.

I've broken my back in

Afully to hiz feet, and find his way down to Friardale villnze,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Deputation to Study No. 1.

“ YT'S a beastly nuisance when we're running out of funds,”
said Harry Wharton, walking across the study to inspect
the broken window.

“*T'm fearfully sorry it happened, chaps.”
“But what on earth made you meke sach a terrific slog as
vou cid ¥
Frank Nugent grinned.
“ Jolly tempting, you know.” he replied, " And this hat is

g perfect weauly, 1 tell you I dido’e foel the alightest tingla

when I made thet whack.”

" The whackiulness was tereifie,” langhed the dusks.faced

Hurree Singh, * and the spashfulaes: wos more terrifie.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1

Now on Sale.
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j “1 dlda’t promise to ;nte for you, Eﬂlstrﬁd;:-.“ said HI_H_:,' Bunter. “I slmply ;;i-d ‘Mum's the wur-d",'_
i you know,”

R

———— i

* Look here, you chaps,” langhed Frank Nugent, “ I've pot
an idea. Don’t you think that now the summer i3 ¢oming on
woe might start a frogh.air craze §

“ A fresh-nir craze ¥ 7

* Yea,"” replied Frank Nugont, amight have the window-
frame taken right out, and then——"

* You howling duammy ! ™

* Arnudd then I could practice miy forward drives when it's too
web to go out to the nets, nnd———--""

“You frabjous ass 1™

* And wo should save a good many four-and-sixpsnees.”

“ Fathead ' " exclaimed Harry Wharton, * D'you think
we're going to sit in o study withont & window init ¥ "

Frank Nugent nodded his head,

*Jolly healthy, vou know.'" he said.

“ What about the door * ™ growled Harry Wharton, sar-
castically. ™ Wouldn't it bo az well to have that off ag well * ™

The sarcastic tone was lost upon Frank Nuogent, who at onee
replicd enthusinstieally :

“¥ca, rather 1" he said.
I bet the other chaps ape the idea in an hour.
a jolly good legup for the atudy !

" Ass! Do vou think they'd all smash their windowsz-——-""

' No: but they'd take the frames out !’ interrupted Frank
Kugont.

“ And do voir think they'd take the doors off their hinges ?

“ Mtyex, they might !’

Harry Wharton grinned.

"You dummy ! he said. "1 should hateh that wheezs
in another month or two if I were you. li's gatting Lowards
suminet ; but we haven't got to the silly season yet.'

“Hilly seazon B

* Yes, the dog days, or whatever you like to call them. Drag
your wheeezs out into the fresh sir again then.'
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Frank Nugent snorted, and placed his cricket bat into its
green baize wrap onoe more.

“ Now we're all topether,” excluimed Harry Wharton, altor
a pausy, ' it wouldn't be & bad idea for us to make out the tosm
for next Baturday, would it * "

Frank Nugont looked up from his cricket bapg.

 MNoxt Saturday T

“Yea, it's our firat pame, and Temple, Dabney & Co. wans
to fix up o game with vs,™

Trank Nugent stood upright, ond whistled.

“* Play the Upper Fourth on Saturday '™ he aaid, “Ust ™

Harry Wharton nodded his head, and puiled a chair up to the
stndy table,

*“Aly only topper!"™ excinimed Frank Nugent. * That'a
gond news if you hike, ' jolly glad my bat's in good trimm, T
bet Bob Cherry will be wild when he sees what oiling a bat Jdoes
for von.

“!iiul.: Cherry "' mutfered Harry Wharton, " Wild ™

“ Myes; Ioften advized him to shove some oil on his hat 5
but the howling fathead uaed to sny : *take a scoson’s sport
in the sesson it comes in ' or some such piffle."’

** The piffic of the esteemed Cherry was terrific; but let ua
put our heads knockfully togather.™

“*Ha, ha, ha!'" lsughed Harry Wharton. * That wouldn't
help @8 muwech in getting out a cricket eloven, Inky 1"

Ilzurme. Zingh nmilug

“Well, come along, my sugust Nugent,” hoe said, “* and let
ug greatfully help our eatesrned erickot captain.”

* Right-ho, old son!" laughed Frank Nugent, shutting l:is
erichet bag o with & snap. " D'm ready.™

Tho three juniors seated themselves round the table, and
Iinrry Wherton placed s piece of blank ]:}llap-er befora him.

8

“May a3 well shove myszlf down first,”” he laughed. * And
Nugent, Hurree Singh, Cherry, Tom Brown, Hazeldone-——""
A Splendid Tale of Ha Wharton
d& Co. By Fﬂﬂ!{ﬂ HARDS
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" Jh, yes, ather.’?

" Bulstrade had better hove a game, too, although he is a
beastly bully."

::T'r'l‘,}'tﬂ. and then there’s Micky Deasmond and Morgan.”

.. - Rather; shove those two down,” said Frank Nugent.
" How many does that make now ¥

“ That's ten | "

el it's a bit of & toss-up between Ogilvy, Treluce, or
voung Russell to make the eleventh man.*

" Or the honourable Bunter ! 7' added Harree Singh,  * If cur
cateemndcd fat friend stood up to the wickets pluckiully we——"'

Bang, hang !

A couple of heavy kicks sounded on the study door, and the
chums looked up with a jerk.

* Hallo ! " exelaimed Harry Wharton.  * Billy has been jolly
gucs if he has been down to the village and .

Bang, erash, bang |

* Come in, fathead '™ roared Frank Nugent; “we don't
want you to knock the beastly door down.”

The handle was torned, and the study door slowly opened,

Harry Wharton & Co. waited,

“ Coma in, you—helle, Bulstrode, it's you, e i 1"

A big, museunlar, junior entored the room with a sollen kind of
zrin on his face,

" Yes, it's me, Nogent—and a fow others. We've——"'

* Get in Bulstrode, you ass 17" came a choras of vodces from
the corridor without, * How in the dickens d'you think we
van follow you, if your don't 17

Iarry Wharton & Co. jumped to their feet.

" Hallo ! exelaimad tgm captain of the Remove.
ali thiz ahout, Bulstrode 1

The bully of the Remove camne further in, and a crowd of
juniors were on his heela.

“ It's all right,"" replied Bulstrode, ** put thot inkpot down,
Nagent. '

“ Sha'n™ } 7

“ Put it down and don’t be an ues ! said Bulstrode, “* Wa
haven't come here or & stody rag or anything like that,™

&d [Jh__uh T T3

¥ Xo, wo haven't, sp there's nothing to got aggressive about.”

Harry Wharton frewned.

“ Get on with it, Balstrode,* ho said,  * We're busy just now
getting out the list for the Remuove's first oricket match which
I have fixed up with the Upper Fourth for next Saturday.”

* Which you have fixed up *

" Yea, of course,” re im? Harry Wharton. “ I'm c¢aptain
of the Remove Form, and it has always been left to me to fix any
match I like,™

Bulstrode nodded his head, and then grinned round st the erowd
of juniors who now filled the study.

“ It has always been left to yon, Wharton,” he eaid. ** But
tiimga?a;ra gomng to be a bit different this term, sren't thoy,
chapa

Skinner and Snoop—Bulstrode’s two especial cronies—yelled
out in agreemont ; but the rest of the juniore only murmured a

“ What'y

feehle assent.
A bit different T " muttered Harry Wharton, ¥ Why, what
on earth aro you gassing about, Bulstrode t ™

“ We—we're a deputation !

“Ha, hat"” roared Frank Nugent, I thought you all
Inoked mowmething funny ! Ha, ha, ha!"”

The visitors to the study looked at one another sheepishly.

* Ha, ha, ha 1" laughed Frank Nugent. " A deputation!™
Bulstrode’s face went orimson as he heard o tittor of laughter

amongst his own supportors.
* Look here 1 "' ha ﬂmgiped. “ Yeou chaps had better try and
warn you that this ian't any langhing

L & hit serious, because
matter,’”

* Yes, dry up, Frank ! " said Harry Wharton., ** And let ua
hear what ¢ dummics have got to say for themselves™

* Right-ho, old son !

Harry Wharton smiled grimly.

* Now then, Bulstrode,” ho aaid, tuming to face the bully of
the Hemove, " Let us hear what vou've got 1o say as spokes-
man of the deputation.”

Bulstrode eoughed, and clearrd his throat.

“ Go it, Bulstrode ! " erigd Skinner and Bnoop in chors,
* Let him have it hot.”

i ;.D’F. up,” snapped the bully. "1l give vou a jolly good
ickin i

* Oh, get on with the washing ! interrupted Frank Nugent,
" We ean't stand a erowd aof inky, grubby, crawling boanders
in this restPc-:'l.&ble study srach longer, you know.” L

“Well,” growled Bulstrode, ignoring Frank Nugent's some-
what perzonal remark, *'if you want to kngw what tho deputa.
tion iz for, I'll tell you."

Frank Nugent grinned exasperatingly.

* Well go on, Bulstrode dear,” he said, ** we're all eara™

“We've comae here to foll yon that we're mick of having
Wharton as captein, and thesa chaps "—Bulstrode pointed
with lis thumb over his right shoulder at the ¢rowd of juniors—
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" have asked me to take on the captaincy of the Remove vricket
eleven. O courge——"

“ Half a sgeond ! " interropted Harry Wharton.,  * Kame a
few of the chaps who have asked you to captain the slevon.”

Blél,st-mrl& hﬂﬁit&t&i

*Go on, old som 1™ m*gedani Nugent. * Name "em '™

" Very well 1 ™ spapped the hully, et There’s Skinner, and
Snoop, and——*"*

* Ha, ha, ha ! " roared the chums of Stady No, 1.

Y Well, look here,” shouted Bulstrode, “Tall thess ¢haps hore
who have come to support me witli the deputation—what have
you got to say to that—eh ¢

“Ha, ha, hat™

Bulstreds rolled up his sleeves threateningly,
Wharton noticing the bully's action beld up
st chuit;; to desist.

e re,”” ho said, " if all 5ou chaps are really keon on
having & clange in the cricket captaincy, of oomrss I shall stand
dﬂri Bt:.t__j;;

" No ° buta,” pleass ! "' spapped Bulstrode.

Haorry Whnrt-ﬂn ignored the into tion, and continuod :

“I don't believe vour ulatrode, represont the
Remove Form, o 1 onlystand down for the timme being and
put [m&Tlf np hf;r ressloction.”

o you that the chaps want me to skipper the teamn,™ gai
Bulstrode, * and I'm gﬂi;?é to ! e

"Well, T'm tain at present,” replied Harry Wharton,
with a emile, ** 50 I shall call a mooting of the Form, and we can
Se 1}}1“ h:; kﬂnﬂ then.'

“ That'a hke your beastly cheek, Wharton!* a il ths
spokesman of the dnpu,ta.t:‘mﬁ. ** and for two pins I’{-'Ina—pp—ﬂ"

* Are you fellows agreeabls ¥ intmrupt«:lpill}arr}r Wharton,

Skinner's end Snoop’s dissentient voices were drowned in the
roar of assent from the deputation.

Many of the juniors hed joined in just for the fun of the thing.
Some of them, even, hed already made up their minds to support
Harry Wharton.

They all knew-—avery one of them—in their own minds, that
Harry Wharton was the best player in the Remove Form, and
bezides being the best player he was the only junior in the Form
who waa capable of keeping a teamn together.

1f Builstrode did captain the team, then ** luck help the tean | **
mutterad the majority of them.

Skmner and Snoop, of course, ware exceptions. They would
snpport and pander o Bulstrode only so long as the bully treated

aod I
hand for Lis

them well. I he didn't treat them well, thea would. their
Tt go u%ainst- him.
ulstrode frowned heavily as the ccho of the deputation's

“Yos " died down, snd be turned with & scowl at
H Wharton.

“ Well,” he * ¥YWhen's the meoting to be held ¢

Tho eaptain of the Bemove Form amiled, and looked inquirs
ingly at Frank Nugent and Hurren Singh.

* When will it be convenient to have a meeting, chaps ¢ " he
whisperad.

* Let's semd-these kids aboutl their business and talk it over.”

“ B-but they may as well know whean i

** No, why shoul t-ha‘f. T 7 interrupted Frank Nugent. * Let
us talk it over first, and then when we decide you can shove a
notice up on the board,™

* M'yes, that's not a bad wheeze,” said Harry Wharton, and
then turning to the deputation he continued :

" You chapa can buzz off now. I'll shove a notice up on the
board for time and place of the mesting."

“ Why can’'t you tell ws now ? " growled Bulstrode.

' Rats, get outaide t

" Three cheers for Bulstrode 1™ yellad Snoop.

And the delg.utntmn gave a roaring cheer, and one just ns hearty
when Frank Nuogent uEpealed for the suwme for Harry Wharton.

* Hurrah !’ they shouted, gradualy working their way out
inte the sorridor.

Bulatrode was the last to go, and he turned at the door and
faced Harry Wharton & Co,

“You're poing out on your neck thia time, Wharton ! ™ *he
growled. * The Remove's sick of your beastly bossing ways,
amdd they're not going to have much more of it.”

" Buzz off ! "'

“1b's only because you're funky that you couldn’t arrange &
meating at once !

“ (et out ! ™ roared Frank Nugeut, laying hia hand on his
heavy French Grammar.

“Oh, you shut vp, Nugent ! snapped Bulstrode. * The
first chap T'll have out of the cleven when 1'm captain will be

ynu.{and then you'll lau ¥

13 Eit. ! LR |
** And then you'll laugh on the other—*°
Bang !

The French Grammar flew through the air, and Bulstrode's
liead bobbed hack-into the passage.
. Harry Wharton jumped across the reom, and turned the koy
in the door.

" Good shot | ' he aaid.  * Neow let's cet to business t

Now on Sala.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Glass—No * Brass™!

ARERY WHARTOXN & CO. looked at one another in silence
lor some moments.
“ What do you think about it, Harry 1" said Frank
Nugent, at last,

The leader of Study No. 1 shook hizs head with s rather
dospﬂndant leok on hiz handrome face.

* Our honourable chum must cheer upfully ! ™

Harry Wharton broke into a amile.

* Thanks, Inky,” he gaid. "I wag a fathead to get moody
about it ; but I should be jolly sick if they chucked me out
of the captainey.™

* Especially if they pot a beastly bully in to take vour place,”
grun Frank Nugent. ** Half the chaps wouldn't pley, and
then the Remove would get beaton all round.”

* But the chuckiulness won't be needful, my worthy chuma,’
said Hurroo Bingh.

Harry Wharton shook his head again.

“ What about the crowd of chaps who formed the deputation
though,"” he eaid. “ If they voted for Bulstrode I should thinl
he would just about get & majority.”

* But if this is going to be done properly," said Frank Nugent,
after a paose, " we must canvoss the chapa in their studics, and
try and get them to promise ue their support at the meeting.”

“Oh!'" exclaimed Ha Wharton. * What about th2
m?atiug T We must fix up & tune and place for that, you know."'
* M-yes."

* Let me ser, to-day ia Monday, and the Remove have pot to
pln?f their firat match on Saturday.’”

* Better have the meeting to-morrow evening then,"

* ¥Yea, that's the beat time I think,” agreed Harry Wharton,
* Where shall we hold it 7

Tl Hﬂrﬂ 1

" Too amall.”

* What about tho glass-room t  Plenty of room there. and a
tahle for a platforin—and nothing much ¢an get broken if there’s
gﬂi:lg to be g row.??

Harry Wharton grinned.

* That'll do rippingly,” he saidl, ** Now to get out n notice,”

Frank Nugent opened the blotter on the study-table and took
out & lurge plece of paper.

“This'll do,” he'seid, “and if you will yell it out T'J1 write
it down for you."'

“Good eg ' thanks,”

Frank Nugent teated the nib and leant over the paper.

" Fire away ! "' he grunted. " I'm ready.”

Haorrvy Wharton cleared his throat.

" Notiee,"" he commenced. * Whereas some dizpute has
arisen—pgot that 1"

“ Moyeal™

Suvratch, scrateh, scrateh !

“ Whereas sorme dispute has arisen regarding the ecaplainey
of the Bemove Form, a mecting of tho whole Form will Em held
in the Remove Class.room at aix o'clock on Tuesday ovening to
diseuss the scason’s proapects, and to settle the present un-
fortunate dispute—got that, Frank 777

Fraok Nugent continued writing tor a moment or 8o, and then
handed the pen across to Harry Wharton,

“ Here vou are,’” he gaid, " sign your name to that, and then
it ¢nn be takeon down and shoved up on the notice-board.™”

Harrvy Whartan amiled as e wrote his name at the foot of
Frank Nugent's carelully-written notice,

“ T o down," hesaidh. " Bhan't be atick 1™

“ Well, buck up, the bell will bo going in a few momenta."”

Harry Wharton blotted the notice carefully and hurried out of
the study.

“T think T'll just bave another lonk at my bat, Inky," said
Frank Nugent. " You know she did go rippiogly when that
beastly ball went through the window, T should——-"

Tap, tap !

* Hallo, come in 1"

A smiling, sun-tanned face was put round the study-door.

“ Hallp, hallo 1" exclaiined the owner of the face, * All st
home except the Owl 1™

Frank Nugent grinned.

“ (b, i3 that you, Bob t " he said, * come in and I'H tell you
some rotten news.”’

Bob Cherry's face went grove and he entered the study locking
from Frank Nugent to Hurreo Ein,?:h anxigusly.

* Kothing bad, 1 hope, chaps ¥ " he said.  * Hello ! has—has
somelbody fallen through the window 7

“What 7™

* Has—hoa
window '

“Ha. ha, ha 'Y

* What's the joke T "

“Ha, ho! you dummy ! laughed TFrank Wuogent: “of
cousan, nobody has fullon through the window. I did that with
my little bat, T sinashed the window 1™ he sang, to the tune of
* Wha killed Coek Rohin ¥

Bol Cherry grinned.

* You gecmn jolly happy about it.”” he said, " slthoupl you have
to send oot that {at Pc:rpuisc of yours to try and rake up enough
money to pay for i’

Wharton, or somcbody fallen through the

{ % ;1
EVERY ONE
I TUESDAY, tbe mnﬂg'!let PENNY.
“Money ! Pay forit? " pasped Frank Nugrnt.

“ Yes, Billy's so fat I haven't much pity for him ; but he
wants somae, for he'a been about half -killEcF in the last half-hour.

“Ohh 1"

“ T ghould think he’s been in every study in the ﬁnt{idnr:
asking for contributions towards tho * Broken Window Society,
a3 he callz it." o

Frank Nugent and Hurree Bingh exchanged ﬂl'gmﬁcmt Jlancea.

“ H-hem ! gruonted Frank Nugent.  ** The * Broken Window
Society,” he calla it, dosa he 77 "

“ ¥oa; but what's the bad newa you wore going to tell me 7

“ It's nothing fearfully serious, because T think Harry'll get in
all right, but——""

CGetn b

“ Yes : we had o deputation headed by Bulstrode about half
an hour ago, and they want to chuek Wharton out of the
cricket captainey this term.™

* Dh Ji .

*There's going to be & meeting to-morrow evening when the
election will take place. Of courze, Btudy Neo. 12 will canvass
and work for Wharton ? "' ”

“ Work for him 1 replicd Bob Cherry staunchly. * I should
think we will. Why, didn’t I belong to this atudﬂ onece 1"

* Of courzs you did, dummy ; but we dido't have room for
your feet, 30 we had to fire you out.”

Bob Cherry glowered.

" You dida’t firo me out ! " he growled. ** It was old Queleh,
who thought we wore over-vrowded. However, Wun Lung,
Mark Linley, and myself are a jolly cosy little party in No. 12
now, and we'rs going to work to pub old Harry in as skipper
again."’

“Goodegg! " )

“Ha, ha ! laughed Bob Chorry. ™ Faney Bulstrode imw::.g
the nerve to put up. It would be o differont thing if they
eome along to me to put up as coptain of iy

“Yout'

“ Yes, me ; [ ishould—hallo, what on earth is that awful tow? ™

A terrific yelling and s shuffling of footsteps could be
heard in the corridor without, and the juninrﬂ in Btudy bo. 1
looked at one another askance.

“* Tt—it must be Bulstrode bullying some fag !

*Yow!" come the yell from the corridor. * Yow, leggo;
my ear's getting torn off 1 ' ¢

“ Come along quietly then,” e¢ame a sccond volos,

“My only silk topper!’ gneped Frank Nugent.
Harry Wharton's voice.” .

“ And Billy Bunter's hooting ! '* added Bob Cherry, with a
Lroad grin on his face. * Now we shall be able to Interview
the treasurer of the * Broken Window Bociety.’ "

“Yow ! roared Bill;.r Bunter, as he mpld]]f.ﬂ.ppl'ﬂﬂﬂhﬂli the
door of Study Neo. L ¥ Yow, legge, youcad !

“*Ha, he, ha!" laughed Frank Nugent, flinging open tha
door.  “ Bring him in, Harry,"

[L1 D“-! it

“Shut up ! " exclaimed Harry Wharlon, leading Billy Bunter
into the study by the sar. ** We shall have the whole bleased
school up here if you don’t 1"

"“ Yow ! leggo my car, you bully 1™ ] ‘

Harry Wharton smiled grimly and led the fat junior of Groy.
friars acrosa the room.

““ 8it down in that armehaic 1" he ordered.  ** And let us hear
what you've got to say for yourself.”

“You—ryou're & beastly bully, Wharton !

*That’a

“Oh, dry up, Bunty ! oxclaimed Frank Xugent. " Why
haven't you been down to Friardale yet 1"

“ Friardale, Nugent "

“ Yes, Friavdale, porpoise |7’ roared Frank Nugent. * ¥You

said you would go at once when we forked cut four-and-six for
the repair of the broken window.” : .

“ 1 didn't have time to go right down to the village,” replied
Billy Buntor, blinking thro u‘%h hiz apectacles. “I got
a little way, though, and will go the rest to-mnorrow.”

* Ha, ha, lin ! yvou lunatic !

* Really, Whaiton, that's not a very decent thing to say to a
study-mate. when we've got a stranger here.”’

Harry Wharton looked round the study in amazement.

“ A stranger ' he repeated.

Y Yea," replied Billy Bunter.
must think of your beastly bullying.
within bounds when he was in this study ; but now-—— )

“ Oh, ring off 1™ interrupted Bob Cherry. * The only thing
I came down herc for was to find out what Wharton'a wheeze
wasz over the * Broken Window Society ! 7"

Hille Bunter Llinked through his big spectacles. ]

“ T.that waan't exactly Wharton's wheeze, Cherry,” he said.
“ It—it was mine, vou know."

1] Y'I]I.H‘E;I- ¥ W

“Yea, Ha, ba! jolly geod ides, wasn’t it ?
treated me in a rotten manner though, and 4

“ Look here!'" interrupted Harry Wharton, * Let us hear
exactly what vou have been up to, you fat bounder.”

“I den't know what Cherry
He used to keep you

11

The chaps
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:“3:.—:.1[15, Wharton, I haven't boon up to anything.”

* Thien what's all this rot about the * gr::-!mn Window Hocisty
that I heard when T went down to the notice-beard *

" Rot, Wharton, did you say ¥

The captain of the Remove Form frowned.

Y Yes, rot,” he said. * Why should you collect for the
*Broken Window Society ' T Who are they 1 How did 12
 Are you only acting, Wharton ¥ interrupted the fat
Junior. " Becanse if you are you are doing it jollv weli. Ieall it
all beastly unbug on your part, =

* Yoo--you cheeky sweep ! "

* And I'my surprised you should behave like this,” continued
Biily Bunter. "I suppose you are not going to pretend the
window jsn't brolen, are you 7V

" Youdommy 17

* And--and you know that if it has got to be replaced money
must he found for the purpose. That is why I took up the
treasurership of the * Broken Window Society.”

Y But we gave you the money for the repair ! " howled Frank
Nugent. ™ Four-mwd-zix, that's the sum we gave you! Four-
ad-gix 17

Billy Bunter blinked nervously round the study for o way of

Fmp:—. Ho didn’t like the ferocious looks on his study-mates’
aees !
“We pave wun four-and-six,” repeated Frank Nugont.

“ Whore i3 it, I'll have my sharo back.”

** Back, Nugent 1"

* Yoz, hand it gver !’

Killy Bunter put hia hand into his trouszer pocket.

“I'fl tell you what I will do, Nugent,” he muttered des-
perately. " I'm expecting. a postal.opder by this evening's
poet, and I'll give you one-end-six out of that | "

“No, you won't ! " roared Frank Nugent. * We've heard
enough of that postal-order of yours which never tums up.
'l have my money back now, whilst the four-and-a-tanner
s sale in your pocket.™

ITilly Bunter gave a sickly amile.

“ You-—you might just ag well have it when my postal—*

“8hut up ! interropted Frank Nugent. * Shell out my
one-pnd-six, and when the window is actually shoved in apgain
Cll pay up. I'm not the sort of lunatic to trust you with eash.™

“ Really, Xugent, I'ip——""

“ Come, out with it, vou fat boander '

*“ The come-outfuiness must be terrific!™ added Hurree
Eing'f:. “"‘ Jrl;lr esteemed fut friend will dole out my money also,
quickfully !

Billy Bunter fidgeted about in the armehair nervously.

“8hell out, dummy!" exclaimed Harry Wharton, *1
wppose you've got the money on you, considering it's lesa than
an hour ago when we gave it vou, and you haven't been down
lo the village.™

* No, Wharton, I haven't been down to the village,” replied
Billy Bunter. I told you I only got a little way when——*

“ Pshaw ! ' scoffed Frank Nugent. * A little way | How
far was that 7

“1—71 pot as far as Mis, Mimble's, anyhow,” replied Billy
Bunter nervously.

Harry Wharton and Frank Xugent had taken a acat on the
stucly table ; but now they sprang to their feet with a wild yell.

* You got a5 far ag the achool fuck-shop!" roared Farrv
Wharton, ™ ¥Yau've blued cur tin ™

Billy Bunter shook with fright.

“Yon fnt villain ! 7’ yelled Bob Cherry.

“ Rer-really, you chaps, you=—you make me o nervous that
my apectacles might drop off, and then you will have to pay
for themn.”

*“ Have you blued our tin * "' ronred Froank Nuogont.

* Well, if you'll allow me to explain, Nogent, 1711—.**

“ (4o on, then, explain.”

* There’s not much to explain,” coutinued Billy Bunter.
" When you chaps threw me out into the corridor I came over
frightfuily faint, and-—and——"

“ Goon ! " roared Frank Nugent.

* And as Mrs, Minble's laid in some ripping jam-—er, I mean,
and a2 Mrs. Mimble's iz on the way to the village T-.._*?

“"You howling duminy, it's not even out of the school
grounds !

' B-but 1 had to po downataims, and aa you eshaps had bulliad
me and made me feel giddy and faint I thought T had better
just call in and get something to pall me together.”’

* Well, sal volatile doesn’t cost four-and-a-tanner '’ ex.
clanned Bob Cherry.

" 8nd volatile, Cherry ¥

** Yee, you 2aid you had to get something becacse you were
feeling faint, and that's what i3 used for fainting people.”

* B:but I had to buy zomething much more expensive than
that.™

“ Cakes, I suppose 77 roared Frank Nvzent.

“* Yoz, I had gr———""

*And bums ? "

" Yoz, Mrs. Mimble does—?

" And toffee and ginger beer, and lemonade, and chovelates,
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too, | suppese,” exelanpmed Harry Wharton.,  *° All with the
money wa subzeribed towards the broken window ! ¥
b The greedy sweep 1" ¢ried Frank Nugent, * Lel’s bump
hun for it 17
" The bumpfulness will be terrifie,’” acssented Hurrce Singh,
* Come on my worthy chums 1"
Billy Bunter gave & howl a2 he was yanked out of the arme
chair by the [our juniors.
0w, legro, you eada ! he aquealed.
* Ready, chaps !'”" ericd Harry Wharton,
* Rather
“ Then, got™
Bumnpy !
M Yow ' roared BiII¥ Bunter,
“Bump ! Bump! Eum? !
" And cue for luek ! leughed Bob Cherry. " A pressnt from
Brudy Xo. 131!7?
“Hea, ha, rather!™
The four junigra held Billy Bunter up in the air for an instant,
and then simultaneously let go. Bump ! Tho fat junior went.
to the floor of the study with a resounding thump, and he
11'?13:%1&{1 about as though he were on pins.
“Yow!" he roared. ** Ow, gﬂ-mﬁﬂ ! Yahooh! T'm killed,
and iy arms are broken in half & dozen places. Yow 1™
*“Ha, ha, ha !"
_ Billy Bunter sat up and blinked indignantly at the laughing
uniors.
I Ha, ha!"" laughed Harry Wharton.
not to spend money that doesn’t befong to-
“ Hather | " assented Frank Nupgent.
worm to be honest, 1 hope.”

“ Youcads! T only——""

Clang, clang, clang ! ‘The school-bell tolled out for afternoon
elass, and interrupted anything further the fat junior of Grey-
friarz raay have been going to say. _

"L chaps ! exclaimed Harry Wharton, " We

“That'll teach you
4
“That'll teach the

Come on,
wustn't be late with Quelch ; for if we get any lines wo
shan’t be able to eanvass the chaps.”

Billy Bunter crawled to his feet.

*Canvasy the -chaps 7" he muttered. * Why, what's that
for, Wharton '  What have they got to bo canvassed for 1

“Tell you lnter, Bunty."

" B-but [eeest

“Can't be did,” interrupted Frank Nugent.
die of shoek if we told you now.”

Billy Bunter blinked in surprise.

1 say, chapa,” he said. “ Tell me now, it won't take a
areond, will it * 7

* The beil’s gone, fathead 1™

** B-but 2

Y Oh, come on," growled Harry Wharton : and he led the
way out of the study, with a pile of books under his arm.

“The eads ! " muttered 13ily Bunter. And tho tat junior
hurried after his study mates, with a seowl on Lis fat face,

*You might

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton & Co.'s Tactlcs.

E. QUELCH, the Remove Form-master, did not ob-
serve any unusual lack of attention in b clasd
during the afterncon’s lessons, for the supple redson
that' the Hemove, 83 o whole, had nothing pmticular

on its mind, Harry Whatton & Co., aud Bulatrode were
exceptions, They eertainly showed an amount of restlessicss
detrvimental to their work ; but Mr. Queelch did not podnce
upen thom.

My only hat ! muttered Frank Nugent. "I wish old
Quelehy would buck vwp and finiah.*”

Harry Wharton, who was sitting next to his study chon,
Ivwered s head,

* Uhaps don't seem to be very exeited about it, do they '
he whispered.

Frank Nugent shool his head.

* They don't,™ he growled. " It's beastly apathy, that's
what it 2! "

Y That's what it 13,"" agssented Harry Wharton.,  “ There'a
about hall an houvr wmore o go, so it wouldn't be o bad ulen to
send round notes to the chaps who are ecertain to support me,
and ask them to meet in Smdy Xeo. 1 ten minutez atter class,
would it 77

“Jolly good wheeze !  whispersd Frank Nuogent, "Il
help seribble a fow of 'em out for you.'”

Fortunately for the two juniors Mr. Queleh did not rall on
them while they were writings out the invitations. Frank Nugent
was finshed fiest, and he passed his baich along the desk to
Harry Wharton.

“1D¥you want any more 7 he muttered.
there, and if you pasa reund five more that——

Fap, tap ! Frank Nuogent pnd Harry Wharton glued their
eves to their books aa Mr, Queleh’s pomter bangod smartly on
the tablo.

" There's five

L]
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murmured Won Lung, reaching ount his hand gingerly to test the crumbling ledge for his next move.

Harry Wharton waited for Mr. Queleh to relax his vigilance
before he sent ronnd the slips of paper; and he gave a sigh ol
reliof as cach recipient winked his oye or nodded his head as he
reccived and read through the note.  Harry Wharton had spont
out ten, nud the ten recipients, in consequence, wondered what

A Splendid Tale of Harry Wh
& Gor By FRANK RICHARDS

“ Come back!” Bob Cherry and Mark Linley gasped out the words, but they were too late. ** Me no savvy,” i

“ Thero's a boy talking ! " snapoed the Form-master. ¥ Don't
wt me hear him again 1”7

Frank Nugent grinned with relief at his loeky eacape, "and he
Ikt it to his study leader to distributo the invitations to the study

wmeeting.
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on earth the mesting had been called for.  Some hoped it meant
& feed, Others guessed the matter peferred -to the election of
ericket captain.

At last ! The bell lor dmmimaal rang out, and Mr. Queleh
released his claas,

" You may all ge myg Bunter ! ** zaid the Form-master.
* Bunter will cemain behind and finish the imposition F gave
himn {o do early tlds afternoon.””

“ Oh-h, sic1”

* Bit dowrff Burder.” o xd Mr, Quelch, as a rash was made
by the rest of the Bemovites for the class-reenn door,

** B-but, #ir, I'll be able to-do my impot inthe study '* faltered
Billy Bunter.

Nearly all the Bemovites had scrambled out of the class.
room now, and Mr. Quelch stam hiz foot angrily on the floar,

" You will do s you are told, Banter ! ’” he snapped. ** 8o
gct on with your impasition mmediately ! 7

And Billy Bunter blinked indignantly for a moment or two
m:rtiﬁs the class.room at Mr. Quelch bLefore he leant over his
work.

Harry Wharton & Co. were the firat to leave the elass-room
when Mr., Quelch bad given the order for dismissal, and the
three chums immediately rushed off to Btudy No. 1 to prepare
ihings for the meeting of supporters.

Bob Cherry was ont of class.room door before they had
gene ten yards down the sorrdor,

“ What's zll this

* Come back, you dwrrmies ! ™' he roared.
rot sﬁhuut—“ ,

* Bring 'em along, Bob 1™ iatecrwpted Ha Wharton.
. Itff:‘; aﬁr}out the n::riq.h%t eleodinm ™ e

[ 1] h" .E IF

“ Yes, bring the other dheps along in sbmat ten minutes’
time, will you ¥ **

* Right-ho. old som 1 * .

And Harry Whartnn & Go, continusd on their way,

“ Whatee Hally sendee lound motes for ¥*° muwrmured
Wun Lung. the quamt little Chiness junior, catching hold of
Bob Cherry’a sleave.

* Hallo, Wun Lang ! ™ teplied the leader of Study No, 12.
* I want you—and yew, teo, Li Fr 4

Mark Linley, the lad from Lasmsachire, tuckhed a large pile of
books rnugly under his arm, end sniled.

“I'm afraid I ean't joim yom jost mow, Beb' he replied,
* Harry Wharton wants sma to go nﬁ;hﬁﬁuﬂ}' No, 1, and——""
“Aag!™

Mark Linley stared at Bob Cherry in amezement.

“Ard I'm going to trot slong to see him 26 soon gz I hawve
chucked these ks in g, 2.7

* Domuny 1 " snapped Bob . *T tall you I want you,
Haven't I promised Harry Wharton thet 1 would get the pa
topether, and then all go along &t the seme time 7

* Oh, have you?1"

* Yes, I have!” replied Bob Cherry,
New Zealand ! "

Tora Brown, the New Zealender, prinned.

* Afraid [ can't,' he said. ™ I've got something on.”

" Yes, 1 kmow "' snapped Bob C%Mm"!\‘? “ But wait just a
tick, and we'll all go along together. Itll— Here you are,
Hazeldone ! This way for the Remove eaptain’s stady ' *

Hazeldene joined the of grinning juniors, end Russoll,
Ogilvy, Morgan, and Trelooe soon followed on his heels.

ichgthl:l?‘aigmnd cmmi - -ﬂm-nl -::ruft of thﬂIIRﬂ]'l‘tEl:;rﬂ h:]r.:.;ﬂ-

oo, wi Eyed gluad On IpOof pRPOT L8 g n
had BLTORE m%im duaring the remr::n. i

* Bhure,” muttered the Irish junior, * the gossoon writes more
like a spider, an’—"'
h'E:;!]:Eiﬂm weo are, Desmond ! " interrupted Bob Cherry.  * This

¥ ‘}.!I

Micky Deamond stared at the leader of Study No. 12 in sur-

T13E,
P Fecling all right 1 he said.

“ Yes, of course I am, dummy ! *’ roared Bob Cherry, ** Fall
in, and we'll get along to Hoarry Wharton's study.”

i B—hﬂt—-—"

*“ Come on ! " interrupted Hob . " Don't atand there
talking all night ! "’  And he stamped off down the corridor at
the head of the crowd of juniora.

** Bhure, an® what's it all about 1 ** ghouted Micky Desmond,
a8 thay tram up the stone staircase to the Remove corridor.
* ITwasn't able to read & line at all of Wharton's nerawl, an'e—’

* Well, dry up now ! " intarrupted Hazeldene, ** hecauss hera

* And, here vou are,

wa are, and you'll soon be able to find out.’
Bob Cherry stopped outside the door of Study No. 1, and
hc-];::ght nig figt with a thump on the top panel.
nfr |

“ Come in | " zang out Harry Wharton from within.

The door wes flung open, and the crowd of juniors crushed
their way into the study.

“ Jolly good of vou chaps to come along ! laughed Harry
Whartoft ; * but, my only hat, how are you all going to fit in ? ™

“That's all right,” replied Tom Brown, falling iote ong of the
armchaira. * We shall be able to manage all—ow 1 ¥
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Morgan caught hold of the back of the chair, and pulled i
back wiolently

“Ow!"™ roared tho New Zealand junior, kicking his lege
frantically in the air, * Let go!"

Morgan grinned.

" Right-ho, old son 1"’ he replied. ** Anything to oblige.”

The chair toppled over backwards with a c¢rash, and Tom
Brown rolled on to the floor.

“¥Yow ! haronred.  ** T'll give you a jolly o

*Oh, dry up ! " interrupted Morgan, jerking the chair upright:
*I've bagged this.*

Tom Brown glared as he saw the Welsh junior seat himaelf in
the earmchair.

“You bounder !’ he roared, scrambling to his feet. “I'll
Ei'l.-"{': wou V¥

* Order, there !* interrupted Harry Wharton, springing on
to the study table. * No rows, pleasn ! ™

“ B-but—but thiz bounder, Morgan, hag——""

“Oh, shut up !’ eried Frank Nugent. * We haven't met
together to quarrel like a lot of Third Form fags.” z

‘Of course we haven't,V assonted Margan, sottling himself
back comfortably in the captured chasr, *' Never beard of such
a thing in »H my life ! ™
_ Tom Brown's faes wend crimson with Isdignation, and he was
Just abowt fa open his mouth to explase matters to the erowded
study a8 a whaete, when Harry W held up his hand for

silenco.
" Are all you chaps quite comfy 17*

" Ahem ' he said.

“ Rather ! *7 shouted Morgan.

“ I mean,"” continued Harry Wharton, *“ have you all got mto
the room all right ¥

“"Ha, ha! Yesz, of course voa duffert™

U Well, that’s good news. . I'm afreid #'s 8 bit of 8 crush

for you. Hi, look out Russellt Wou're shovimg the heastly talile
over.'”

Ruszaell grinnﬁd.

“ Borry,'’ be said. * These {sthemds behind aro pushing so.™

Y Riglit-ho ' " continued Harry Wharton., ' Don't shove so
behind, chapa, I just want tomeke a lithe h to you on the
matter of the soming election. You sl now by now, 1 Buppose,
that Bulstrode has been lfub up for the position of cricket
captain in the Remove, and—"'

L] HE’L 1. Tr

Harry Wharton smiled.

" Yes, I quite agree with you,” ho sard. “ And T just want
to say & few worda ta yom ohaps, who, 1 feel sure, are poing 1o
Eive me your support,’

“ Rather,”

“ Bulstrode’s princips] seminators are Skinner and Snoop.”’

“ He, ha, ha ! "

“ But, in spite of that, be to rake up a [air number
of Bh&ES to support him im the form of a deputation. Gentle-
men | " roared Harry Wharton, “ If all the chaps who came
have with that deputation vose for Bulstrode he will probably get
A Inajority,

' No ! " yelled the crowd of Juniors,

Harry Wharton nodded s head vigorously.

“Yea he will 1" he roarad, “ If they wvote for Bulstrode!
Kow, what I want you chaps to do is.to canvass the uncertain
onee in their studies. Point out to them in sensible argument
what & jolly bad thing it will be for the Remove Form if they
have & who i3 iaclueed ts bolly, ag—"

" Inctmed, did yo ey 1™ interrupted Micky Desinond.

“Well, a who doss bully as captain of the Remova
arioiet eloven would turs oot & failore, and the Form would be'
let down.™'

* Bather ! ¥

* Well, chaps—er—I mesn, gentlemen—the meeting will be
im {he Remove classwom et six ¢'clock to-muorrow evening,
and I hope you will ell tam mp and vots for me then,
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Meanwhile, you must try and get the chaps—or some of them
—who were in Bulstrode's deputation to change their ininds.”

" xot alf " roared the juninrs,

“ And now we will arrange things, and decide what studies
each chap——""

Tap, tap !

A gentle knock on the study door interrupted Harry Wharton's
apeecly, and the juniors looked at onc ancther in sdrprise,

Tap, tap !

* Bounds like Quelehy.” muttered Morgan. jumping up from
tha ummhnilr, which he had captured from Tom Brown.

"ap, tap !

Thg knﬂcking sounded moro impatient, and Ogilvy and
Treluee, who had been leaning against the door, edged away
nervously,

“*Ceeome in ! " exelaimed Harry Wharton, faom the table.

The door apened slowly, and then a roar went up froro the
erowd of junior,

* Bunter 1

The fat junior stood on the threshold, blinking through his
bifEE speotacles in amazement.

* Beally, you ﬁhaEﬂ." he said.  *° W-what funny behaviour | ™

* Oh, get outside ! ** snapped Ogilvy. " There isn't room for
a blessed porpoise in here.”

" Yoa, weﬁﬁn’n'b be long, Billy,” cried Frank Nugent., " Juat
stand out in the corridor until we've finished tho meeting."

* Moeting, Nugent "'

* Yeos, dummy. There's going to be an election to-morrow
evening for the cricket eaptamey.”

#Ohhi™

"My only fat aunt ! " aaid Frank Nugont irritably. * Come
along i, and don’t stand * ch-ing," thore.”

Billy Bunter squeezed into the study, and, in consequence,
the erush was worse than evbr when at last Ogilvy, with an
effort, shut the door.

“"Thew !" gasped Hazeldens.
There izn't room for him in here.”

Billy Bunter blinked indignantly.

Y Really, Vaseline,” he said, " I suppose 8 chap ¢an some
ints his own study when he likes * ™

* There ian't room, [—ow ! Look out, Treluce ! You're onmy
toes ! M

** Well, get that fat bounder out 1™

Billy Bunter gave a sickly smile.

“I'H tell you what I'll do you chaps,'” heaaid. ** If yon will
make & sub round I'll go down to the tuck-shop until the
mecting'a over.”

“Rats 1"

“ Beally, Wharton, i I can’t have a little respect shown mao
in my own study I sha'n't vote for yvou.”

“What 1" reared the lesder of Study Ne. 1. " You won't
vote for me? 1Yyou mean to say you'd vele for Bulstrode
befors e ¥

* Bulstrode 1 ™

“ Yes, He's putting up against me.”’

“ Well, Wharton, I should like to support you beeause vou'vo
in my study, buf——"" ‘

* Oh, get him out ! ' interrupted Treluce.  ** There 130't room
to breathe now that fat, overfed porpoise has come in !’

*I'H r:a:urta.i.ulér zo ot if you'll lend me five bob till this evening
Pﬂit- El‘:rnlt'lﬂ:'—' :

“ Then I gha'n’t move ! ** growled Billy Bunter, planting his
fat lega out with determination.

“ Look here, chaps ! " shouted Horry Wharton, ™ Let us just
fix up the one or two remaining mattera bofore——""'

“ et that fat porpoize out first,” interrupted Hazeldeme.
“ There isn't room to breathe.”

Opilvy pave the fat junior & push towards the door.

“ (o on, Billy," he said. * Out youywo ! "

Eilly Bunter glared at the Scoteh junior wrathfully.

“ Tl stop’in my own study as long as I like ! ™" he growled.
* FBut T don’t mind going if one of you chaps will stand me a feed
or lond me something on account until mny postal order arrives.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* Of course, I shall vote for Wharton if——"

“ I 1" roared the juniors.

Bil!}r Bunter nodded his head.

“ Yea," he said, * if he treats me properly. But if he doesn’s,
I shall think the matter over, and "

* The beastly sweep ! "' interrupted Tom Brown, ** Let's have
hin outside '™

“ Rathor | ** roared Bob Cherry. * Come on, chups !

Tilly Bunter was lifted inte the air, and Ogilvy fung open the
door as quicﬁlf.:ns he could, in spite of the crush.

1

HBilly must go outalde.

a

Ot wit m
“ Ha, ba, ha'™
£E {.,:ﬂ ! LE]

Billy Bunter went fiying through the deor, and he landed on
the floor of the corridor with a dull thunap,

s {}'W ! LR

“Come on, chaps! ™ shouted Harry Wharton,  *Shut that
clonr row vow've got the bounder outside, and het's get on with
tho washing.”
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* Rigbt-ho, old son 1" laughed Bob Cherry, shutting tho doore
tu with a bang. “* He had to go—he simply had to go ! ™

Bob Cherry finished off his sentence in & semi-dromatic tone,
and the crowd of juniora broke into a roar of laughter.

Bang, ¢rash, bang ! .

Billy Bunter kicked the study deor until it rattled viclently.

* 3o awny ! cried Harry Wharton. * This i3 & mecting of
my supporters, not of my wobblers !

“Yah! You cads!* roared Billy Bunler. .

But the meeting ignoredhim, And Harry Wharton explained
i debail hos schieme for canvassing Lthe Hemovitea,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Buisirode & Co.'s Tactlcs.

EANWHILE, Bulstrode and his cronies had not been
ot arry Wharto 1 had said to
course,'’ warton's rival had am
Skinner and Snoop, “what the chape wani is & jolly
good feed, That will get me mere votes thau anything.”

Skinner nodded his head.

* That's the wheoze" he had replied.

* Just the thing to feteh "em, Bulstrode,” assented 3noop.

The bally scrwled at his two cronies. : :

“ Well buckle to, then !'" he roared. * There's no time like
the present, and we've got to lay the table and all that,
haven't wa 1 '

The two cronies jumped to their feet in alarm.

* Of conrse," they assentod nervonsly. .

And so Bulstrode's atudy was transformed into & banguet.
ing chamber. The bully was never short of funda, he
had spsred no expense. Many' journcys had been made to
and from Mra. Mimble's, and now the study table literally
groaned gnder the good things crowded on to it

_“ My only tellest sillk topper!" gasped Snoop. * What a
ri[ﬁ:iug Bpread !
ulatrode gneered.
“ It certainly ought to fetch 'emn,” ho said. * 1 bet Harry

Wharton won't make a show like this," i

* No-0," replied Skinner, ** I don't suppose he will.”

Skinner knew that Harry Wharton was not the sort of feilow
ta eadge for votes in such a manner. He knew the leador of Study
No. 1 would get the captainey on his merits, or not at all, ]

“ Well,” cried Dulstrods, sfter a pause, * tho thing now is
to get all the chops in the Removo wo can to come nlong and
join in the feed,  You, Bkinner, and Snoopey, just go along and
oulk in all the gtudiez but Nea. 1 and 12, and invite them to
come along.™

Bulstrode's two cronies walked acrose the study.

“Go on!” snapped the bully, " Get a moveon!"™

“ Right-ho ! " replied Skinner. *° We sha’n’t be half & tick.
And the two cronies slammed the door of Bulstrode's study
to with & bang. ] s

“ Thig'll feteh "em,” muttered Bulstrode to himself, giving
a finishing touch here and there to the table, ™ And while
I'm about it, I may sz well promise thom snother one on &
hiEF" seale if they make me captain of the—""

ap, tap !

3 (E::mapiu 1" eried the bully, as there came a knock on the
study door,

A nervous-looking face lovked into the room.

“ Oh, is that yvou, Ross 1™ said Bulstrode genially., *“Come
in t 11

“ Yoa, Bulatrode, Skinner looked into No. 7 just now, and
told us there was a food on.” : 2

“ Ah, that's right ! Have you brought Pror, Wilson and
Armat with you "

“ Yes; hers thoy arat”

Four juniors entered the study, snd Bulstrode bade them
b geatod. . .

“ We can't stact the feed yot, chaps,' said the bully. I'm
oxpacting quite a crowd in."” _ ]

’g'hﬂr four juniors from Study No. 7 semiled nervously ; but théy
did not Lhave loug to wait, for S8kinner snd Snoop had whipped
Bulstrode’s followers up in record time.

Hill, Cooper and Campion entered the study a moment or
two after thoss from Study No. 7, ond ther Skinner and Snoop
cntored tho roomm with Wardle, Couch and Mitchison on thedr
heols,

Y Phiz ia the lot, Bulstrode,' said Skinner. * There scems to
be gomething on next door, too.”

“ Oh, d'you mean Wharton'’s study 1% )

“ Yes, when I passed the deor I could hear somebody yelling
out a speech,'

Bulstrode scowled,

“ Well, eome on, chapsg!™ he said. * Make }'ﬂ?me[vﬂs
comfy round the table, and set to as soon ag you like.

’ I{ﬂt»lmr P cried the juniors ; and there was a rush for the
ehinirs. 8

Splendid Tale of Wharton
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“ There's room for two on the window-ledge ! shouted
Bulstrode above the uproar § and Prior and Wilson immediately
took advantage of the bully’s g ation.

Hazeldene, who shared the study with Tom Brown and
Bulatrode, kﬁ?t a large tuck.-box in the room, and two of the
guests now pulled this up to the table and utilised it as & seat.

" No room for you, Snocop 1™ exclaimed Balstrode, * You'll
have to do as well as you can standing up.”

The sneak of the Igommra Form grinned.

** Right-ho ! he re-Eiied. “I don't mind as long as I'm
not loft out of the fead.”

‘ Btart away, Eou. chaps ! growled Bulstrade., * When
you've got going, I've got something to gay to vou."

The general buzz of conversation stopped suddenly, and the
juniors took Bulstrode at his word.

‘* Pass the sardines, Armstréng {7

' Coming over 117

** Thanks t*

The good things Bulstrode had laden the table with dia-
sppenred like magic, and the bully grinned to himeslf, knowing

1@ harvest of votea ho would gain as a result of his liberality.

** Here you are, Prior ! Another jam-puff 17 ho said.

Prior nodded his head.

" Umernem, thanks!" he gulped.

Wf;.-arm another bottle of ginper-pop over, Couch ! ericd
130n.
_And so the feed progressed, until the table at last showed
m%\suft-hﬂcnilsit-had ad made on it.
'a}f‘; tap !

Bulsirode rapped his knuckles on the cornor of the table,

" Now then, chapa ! ™ he cried, as the juniors ignored him.

I just want to say & word about the Remove oricket eleven.”

"' Hear, hear ! " murmured Bkinner ; and the bully’s guests
sottled down to listen.

* Of course,"” continued Bulstrode, ** as nearly all of you who
ure hers now as my puests aupgortnd me in tho deputation to
Wharton, you arc aware that I am putting up a3 captain of
the Remove cricket eleven.”

* Hurrah ! " roared the femsters, banging their fista on the
table, and meking every articlo thereon jump dangerously,

“You oll know what a conceited, jumped-up, jnt&réﬁng
beast the present captain ia !

. " Rather ! ™ roared Skinner and EBQ:E : but as the rest of the
juniors did not with Bulstrods, they remained silent,

Bulstrode scowled.

* Wall, anyway,” he roared, "* he never thinks of putting any
of you chaps in tho teams he captaing, does he 17

“"NWol®” yalled the juniors.

" Would I 1" asked Bulstrode, in a wheedling tone.

" Rather | "' eried SBkinner and Snoop.

Bulstrode grinned, and brought his right, clenched fist into
the (;fan palmn of his left hand with a amack.

* O course I wounld ! "' he reared. * You'd all have a chance
ef showing what you could do if I had anything to say in the
matter.”

The feastors looked at one another significantly,

“ Hounds all right,” murmured Armstrong and Campion to
cne another.

“ Every one of you here ought to be included in the firat
match of the cricket season,” continued Bulstrode, his voice
Fﬂdﬂ“”f rising. ** But are you 1"

14 ‘Uﬁ E

“Then why aren't yout!" roasred Bulstrode, * Why,
becanse you allow a stuck-up pﬁﬁ: like Horry Wharton to shove
in all his friends! Thuat's why.’

Skinner and Sncap nodded their heada.

“ Absolutely 1 " they szsented.

Bulstrode saw that ho must go stronger if he was to move his
guesta to enthusiosm, 8o he clambered on to his chair.

“ X¥ou hold the romedy in your hands,” he continued. ** By
voting for me at tho meeting to-morrow night in the Remove
clnse.room at six o'clock, you will cust Wharton,™

* Rather 1™

* And then when I'm captain of the Romove you'll all hava
a chance to play in the ericket eloven, and things will bo livened
up & bif. hx, what's Wharton done in the lnst three monthsi ™

* Nothing 1" rosred the joniors,

* Quite right 1" execlaimed Bulstrode. * He's done nothing,
and in consequence the Bemove's getting more like a Third
Form than ever.”

" Bhame '™ cried Armsirong, * It's a beastly shame, ond
what T Hallo, what's that T A dull thud sounded from
the corridor without, and it was immoedintely fellowed by a
yoll. " What's that "' ropeated Armstrony.

Bulatrode grinned.

* It's all right,” he laugied, * Bomebody’s been chucked out
of the mecting next door,

Y Well, took hers, chaps,” coniinued Bulstrode, " If yvou
ull vote for me at the meeting to-morrow, and if I'm made the
captain of the Remove Form, I'll stand one of the best feeds

that hasover Leen %—:ven at Groyfriars. I've plonty of cash, and ¥
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know my guv'nor would send me something when he heard

I'd been made caplain, The last time 1 went home he grumbled

becauze I never seemed to shine in anything, so here’s a chance

fchuB to have one of the biggest spreads possible when——"'
ap, tap !

A pentle knock on the deoor inferrupted the bully’s speech,
and Skinner had his hand on the handle in a aem:u{

* Come in 1™ he eried, flinging open the deor.

Rilly Bunter, his face erimson, and-looking dusty and indig
nant, pedred into the study, and blinked round him in amazo.
nent.

“ H-hallo ! " he fallered. ** Everybody seems to be having
meatings to-day, gnd those beastly cads in Study No. I threw ma
out : and 1've broken my foot, and two amall bones in the neck.”

*“ Ha, ha, ha!™

Billy Bunter's eyes opened to their widest extent as ho caught
sight of the food which still remnained on the atady table.

“ Hallo ™ he said. " Got a feed on, have you ' It’s rather
funny, bacanse it's just what I feel like."

* You—youn fat worm ! "

“ Really, Bulstrode, there's no need to talk like that, snd—
and if I don't have something to eat I shall probably. faint."”

“Get out ! " roared the bully. * We don’t want a beastly
fat comnorant in tur mecting.”

“ B-but I sha'n't voto for—""

“ No, I Imow you won’t,” interrupted Bulstrode, clambering
down from his perch, ** and that's why you're going out on your
fat neclk.”

" But I tell you I'm net going to vote for——""

£l DTF up -! [}

* Of course, if you won’t listen, it's not much good my talking,
13 it? Bo I may as well have some of this grub.’

(et gutgide 1™

“ Really, Bulstrode, I sincerely hope—ow ! ™

Thoe Remove bully eught Billy Bunter’s nose, and gave it a
savage twealn,

" (det outside ! " he ronred. * We're not having any of Harry
Wharton's apies in this meeting !

“Ledgo ! You are hurting by dose ! ™

* Chuelk him out, Bulstrode ! ™

Bulbstrode grinned as his supporters cried out in favour of
Billy Bunter's dismissal.

“ Open tho door, Snoopey,” ho eried, * and stand clear | "

Snoop flung open the study door, and Bulstrode grasped the
fut junior firmly by the oollar and back of his jacket,

“Ohw ! roared Billy Bunter, * Leggo!”

“ Ha, ha, ha ! "™

Bulstrode swung the intruder round three times, and then
released his hold., Billy Bunter went flying through the door-
way, 83 e had some-momenta bafore when Study No. | ejected
him, and he landed with & thump on the floor.of the corridor,

* Yow, you cads !"" he sgquealed. “ I'll vote for Wharton,
after all! Yah'!"™

Snoop alammed the door to wilh & bang a3 Bulatrodo's guosta
roarad with laughter.

“ Come on, chapal’™ hed the bully.
got to be finished now, so polish it off 1 *

The rest the feasters had had while Bulstrode had inflicted
hia electioncering speceh on them had been a welcome one, for
now they attacked the remainder of the *° feed " with renewed
vigour,

“ Phew ! " pnsped Armosirong at last. ¥ think that about
does me 1™

“Ditto 1" grunted Wilsonr, ** It’s been & ripping spread, a0
let's g-nr?l three cheers for the founder of the fenst §™

“ Rather!™

The juniors jumped to their feet as one man, and the noxt
moment a resound cheer rang ouf.

Threo times did u:ﬁe:.r cheer, snd Bulbitrode Rushed erimaon
with plaasure.

“ Thanks, chaps,” he said. ** And don't forget what 1 eaid
abont another * feed ' if vou muke me captsin. I notice you
didn't cheer just now, MMitchison. I suppose you're going to
vote for me toanorrow ¥

“Of courge he is 1" cried Snoop.

Bulstrode scowled.

* If he docsn’t he'll got a jolly good licking, that's all 1™ he
snapped,

Mitechison mumbled something in o low wvoice, and then
followed the rest of the party ont to the corridor.

*“ Ta-tw, chaps ! '

* Good-bye, Bulstrode, and thanks awfully for the feed.”

“That'z all right, Roza b7

Bulstrode shut the deor of the study. and glared at his two
cronies, who hal comatmed behined,

“There's one or two I don't believe will vote for me ! ™
he prowled ; ' but we'll have to make them promise to-ndght in
the dorm. And then if they don't, I'll give them all such a
thundering hiding they won't recognise one anather "

Skinner gat down in An armchair,

* You're all right, Bulstrode,” he said, * You'll win, I bet,”

“Thiz gruly has

Now on Hale.
Prlece One Halfpenny
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s Look!” roared Bulstrode. * You've got eyes, 1 prm?"' Silpner and Smoop peered over the bully's :
shoulders Into the study. * Great Scott!™ they muttered in chorus,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
The Day of the Election,

F Harry Whartonn & Co. bhad complaimed on the previous
cvening that the Remove juniers were not very enthu-
siastic over such an important event as choosing the Form

wp_traj;. they hed nothing to grumble at now the great day had
arrived.

Every spare moment since the two rival meetings had taken
place had been sdevoted by Harry Wharton and hiz chuma to
canvassing the uncertair voters.

But now that the time for the meeting was rapidly ap-
proaching, Herry Wharton & Co. felt uneasy as to the resulr,

Eob Cherry and Mark Linley had dropped inte Study No. 1
to try snd * buck the candidele up,” a3 the Lancaszhire lad
had said, and now the little party were seated round the table
having tea.

“Thew ! " whistled Harry Wharton, " It']l zoon be over
now, but 1 wisgh [ lknew what the reanlt was going to be. "

“You're going to pet in, of course!’ exclaimed Frank
Nugent. * Pagss the cake acroza, Bob"™

Harry Wharton laupghed.

“1 hope I do, chapa, but gur canvaszing hasn't had very good
reaults, has it 7

Hursee Singh shook his head.

“It's because our worthy rivel has been playing the game
lowfully,” he said. ;

“ M.yes, that's what it iz replied Mark Linley. * Bul-
strode has boon doing nothing but treat the chaps, and thospe
that weren't baving any he bullied.”’
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“Tt’s rotten, i=n't it "

Mark Linley nodded his head.

“Why,” he continued, * there's that chap Mitchison, who
I'm sore would support Harry—he practically eaid so in my
hearing—but Bulstrode's erowd knocked him about so Tast
night in the dormitory, and agsin after dinner to-day, that
he's promised at last to vote for Bulstrode,"

H Wharton went crimson with indipnation.

o Lm‘l:. it rotten '™ he said. ** They've treated young Hill
almost as badly."

“ I think you chaps have treated me rather rottenly 1"

* Oh, shut up, Bunty ! ”

Billy Bunter reached aneross the table, and helped himsaf to_
the two remaining jam-pufls.

** X think it's all jealousy on your part.” he continued. *1've
often noticed it, and when a decent, aporty-leoking rhuﬁrhkﬁi
me eornes along you immﬂdiute]g make g dend set against him."

“Ha, hat Dry up, you fat dummny ! ™

“It'a beastly jealousy, that's what it is. Wharton, and—
pour me out another cup of tes, Nugent l—and I've made up
my mind to put it down:’

“Good ! " laughed Harry Wharton, * And, by the waw,
vou fat cormorant, I had a poatal order for fen bob this morning :

ut I had to scnd old Gosling down to Frigrdale sbout this
braatly window Nugent broke yesterday.™

*“What about it, Wharton "'

“What shoot it 1" roared Harry Wharton, * Why, T had
to gh‘_e old Goszy & bob for going, and the window cost e fous
and =zix.”
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Lilly Buntor blinked across the table at his study leadar.

" Really, Wharton,” he said, ** when I borrowed that money
from you chaps ?'ast-ﬁrduy I

* Borrowed 7°

* Yes, I shall pay you back as soon as I get my postal-order,
which I expect by this evening's post.™

Harry Wharton snorted, and pulled out his watch.

Y Hallo ! " he said,  *“ It's & gquarter to six, we may s well bo
trotting along to the class-room.”

Bob Cherry jumped to his feet,

*“ Wait half & tick,” he said, * and I'll go along to No. 12,
and fetch Wun Lung."

M Wun L“l'tfﬁ! " exelaimed Harry Wharton., ** Why in the
dickens didn't he come along here to tea with you ¢ ™

Boh Cherry langhed,

“0Oh, he's making some toffee, an’ he wanted to  pet it
finished.”

BHilly Bunter blinked through his big spectacles with an-
ticipation. The fat junior knew what a marvellous cook the
wil? Chines was.

“Ahem 1" he eoughed. “I'Il just go alonz if you like,
Cherry. It won't take me a moment.”

“ Ha, ha, lia ™

* Really you chaps, T

“Ha, ha'!" interrapted XHarry Wharton.
Billy, and tell Wun Lung to hurry ups'”

" ertainly, Wharton.”

“ We'll o along to the Remove elass-room, and you can join
us there.”

Billy Bunter trotted across the room, end down the corridor
with & smiling countenanoe, :

He held his nose up into the air a3 he approached Study
No. 12, and gave a anify.

* Bneaniff, smells like that cocoanut«goffee Wun Lung
makes,” he murmured, And he gave a gentle tap on the door
of Study No. 12.

* Hallo, whatee mattel ¥

Rilly Bunter gave a jooking smile as ho opened the deor,
and then lpoked into the study.

*(Oh, iz that you, Wun Lung 1" he said, forgetting at once
the mission he had come on.

“ Yes, Buntel," replied Wun Lung, looking up from a saucepan
he was holding over the fire.

Billy Bunter entered the room, and sat on a corner of the
atudy table.

““ My word, Wun Lung,”” he remarked, “ that stuff does smell
ripPing e

* Me no savey.”? .

“I say that stuffi—that toffce you're cooking, does smell
ripping. Jt's given me an awful appetite, so I suppose yon
are going to let ma have a taster 37

“.0le no savvy.”

BEilly Bunter hlinked with indignation at the Chinee’a hland
ex JOAL.

" Really, Wun Lung ! ' he aaid,
to be 2o beastly greedy ps not to give e & taster of it
* Lookes

5

¥ Go along,

“ I sincerely hope you aren't

B .
i i 1" interrupted Wun Lung, with a squeal
oput !’

Billy Bunter sprang off the table as the Chinese junior rushed
towards him with the ssucepan in his hands. Wun Lung
saatched up a large, preparcid pan from the table, and poured
the contents of the saucepan into it quickly.

*“ Me neslly too late,”” he murmuread.

Ei“? Bunier's cyes glistencd as bhe surveyed the pan of
toltee.

“ Aly only hat ! ™ he gasped.  * What a treat it looks 1

“ M.yes, lovkee vely nice; but not to bo eaten now," said
Wun Lung.  “ Mo give Billy a taste when Won Lung has voted
fol Hally.” )

Billy Bunter bit his lips with vexation as he haard the elodk
in Greyiriars tower boom out six. ]

“ Let's just have a taster, Wun Lung," he said. ™ And then
we can scoot down to the meeting togethor.™
“ Mo no savvy,”” murmured the Chunee.

nt}w‘"

“Then 1 sha™'t ! ™" growled Billy Bunter. “1 don't care a
hang who i3 captain of the Bomove | -If it wasn't for a lot of
beastly jealousy 1 should be, but ag it i, I'll wait up here until
vou come back,”

Wun Lung amiled, and took the pan of toffee off the table
and put it into the cupboard.

“ Mc wantee locken study dool, Buntel,” he said.

Billy Bunter glowered at the amiling Chineae junior.

“Look here, Wun Lung!* hoe reaved. *If you don't give
me a hit of that toffee Inﬁmll vote for Bulstrode to be captain
of the RHemove ! 7

“ Mo no savvy.”

“I tell you I shall vote against Harry Wharton if you den’t
part up with some of that toffes !

Wun Lung’s oyes gleamed dangercusly as he looked at the
fat junior of Greyfriars sitting on the study table, swinging hin
legs in the air,
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“ Buntel votes against study chum ¥

*Yen, 1f I don’t have some of that toffes.”

“ Buntel votes for bully Bulstlode before Hally Whalton 1%

" Yes | " roared Billy Bunter.

While Wun Lung had been questioning the fat junior, he
had edged along to the opposite end of the tablo on which Billy
was sitting.

*“ Buntel notes voteo fol chium, then 7"

“Xo !’ roared Billy Bunter. * I tell you I sha'n't vote for
Harry Wharton if—ow 17

The fat junior Iet out n terrific yell ne-Won Lung sud-
denly Jifted the table up, and he went sliding off to land with o
thnmp on the study carpet.

“Ow, you ead ! Tl

Wun Lung let the tabls down egain with a crash, and glided
round to where Billy Bunfer lay wriggling on the floor.

“ Be no :mvv}',“ murnuied the wily Chinese junior, falling
upon Bunter. ™ Buntel notee votee for chumee then goeo in
cupboald until allee ovel.”’

*You cad ! "' roared the fat jumior.

“Me no anvvy?

Sl

“Puates Buntel in cupboald until alles owvel,” said Wun
Lung, pulling the fat junior across the study by his collar,

Billy Bunter wriggled desperately as the Chinese junior
unfastened the cupboard where Bob Cherry and Mark Linley
Lept their football bootz and other sporting paraphernaliz.

* Yan—you beast ! Wun Lung, I shall suficcate and die for
want of breath if you put me in there !

* Me savvy,” murmured the Chinese junior. *° Buntel die if
he no biepthes.

Bunter shook with fright, and he lost the power of hia flabby
musales,

* Buntel goee in ! ** pasped Wun Lung, a8 he exerted himeelf
to get the fat junior into the cupboard.

* Lemnme out ! howled Billy Bunter,

“* Me no savvy.”

“You cad, Wun Lang ' T shall o

“Me no savvy,” interrupted the Chiness junior.
lilkee Buntel notea votee fol study chum.”

“I'll vote——"?

Wun Lung put hia shoulderz to the ecupboard door, and got
it ta with a terrific effort, and ag he turned the koy in the Jock
1t shut out all sound from the eaptive within.

Billy Bunter was s prisoner.

“ Me buckee up,” mutiered Wun Lung, removing nll sipns
of the desperate struggle that had taken place in the study. * Mo
noiee migs vofee for Hally Whalton.™

Billy Bunter t.nfped desperataly on the cupboard door, and
with a amile Wun Lung tapped hack.

* Buntel waitee a long time fol lelease ' ™' he shouted through
the keyhole. * Wun Lung votes fol Hally Whalton."”

A muffled roar came from the ecophoard. But Wung Lung
ignored it, and slammed the door of Btudy No.12 to with a bang,

* Lemme gerrup 1™

“ Me not

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Meeting.

Y fates puntee ! " murmured Wun Lung as ha approached
the Remove Form clasa-room. “ Vely gleat noise, me
thinkes."

The Chinese junior opaned the door, and glided in unnoticed
by the mass ot shouting Removites, ‘

Harry Wharton amd Bulstrode were juat climbing on fo
Mr. Quelch's table to the accompaniment of encouraging ecriea
from their individoal supporters,

“YWharton 1

“Yah! DBulstrode!"

Harry Wharton held up his hand for silence, but for somoe
moments it was In vain. E‘lm Bemove Form a8 a whole had not
had any special excitement for o long time, and now they had
a reason for it they determined to let themselves go.

* Three cheers for Harry Wharton ! ' roaved Franlk Nugest.

“ Hurrah ! Hurrah ! Hip-hip-hurrah !

The uproar was terrific, and while the leador of Study No. 1
laoked dt-:w.'n at the yelling juniors with a smile on hiz hand-
soma face, Bulstrode atood by hoa side with a grim seowl.

“ Order ! " shouted Harry Wharten. * Order, please !”

“HRata! Thres ehicers for Bulatrode, and a reformed cricket
team !

As Bulstrode's supporters responded to the appeal, Frank
Nugent and his faction groaned and hooted as loudly ss they
could to diown it.

*Order! "

* Bpeech 1" shouted Dol Chervy.

Harry Wharton held up hiz band for silence.

“ If you chaps will dry up for & minute,” he cried, ** L'l give
me a chance to say what I want to say.”’

“Yaht"

“ Shut up, Skinner ! " prowled Bulstrode,

Harry Wharton smiled grimly as he saw the bully’s crony go
erimson in the face at the terse rebuke from his leader.
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The crowd of juniors guietensd down at last.

“ Chaps," eried Harry Wharton, ™ if we've got to come to a
decision ot fthis meoting as to whe ia to captain the Removn
ericket team for the coming sesson, it won't be arrived at by
& lot of wild yelling and shouting.

The audience looked at one snotheér ghespishly.

' If you'll just shut v for a4 few moments,” continuod Harry
Wharton, " I'Hl sugpest to you how this meeting should be
earricd out.”

** Hear, hear ! ¥’

* First of all, is everybody in the Remove Form here 17

* Yea ! " roared the juniors.

“Is Wun Lung 1"

* Me savey !

Harcy Wharton smiled down at the placid-looking Chinese
junior, and Bulstrode muttcred nnpatiently under his breath.

“ Well," continued Harry Wharton, " now we can get on
with it all right. I suggest that Bulatrode and mysclf should be
umpims, and, of courae, wo will not votae,*'

““ That's all right ! " growled Bulstrode aulkily,

“ Well,"” said Herry Wharton, aftor H-tpauae. “ all I want you
chaps to do is to think quite seriously of what you are going to
do, bocouse -

* We have thought seriously !
you're roing out on your neck 1™

Harry Wharton ignored the remark.

" Beeause,” he continued, ** it is a scrioua matter
before Bulatrode was captain of the Romove, ande——""

Y Rotter ! rosred Bob Cherry, and the meeting was in an
uproar in o nmomaent,

* Have him again ! yelled Snoop.

“ Ha, ho, ha t "

" We want Wharton ! ]

Tom Brown jumped on to a desk, and commenced to sing a
ditty to the refrain of ** Who Killed Cock Fobin ¢ "

“And the birds in the air foll a-zobbing and a-aighing,
* When they heard of the death of poor bully Bulstrode.
“ When they heard of the death of poor bully Bulstrode "

Harry Wharton's supporiers joined in with gusto, and the two
candidates for the captainey held up their hands for sileneo in
VAin.

The juniors yelled themselves hoarse before they desisted,
and then, for some minutes, the rival faction sang the same
ditty : but, naturally, to the deirimnent of Harry Wharton,

“ Order ! roarved the two candidates.

And at last the juniors quietened down, and allowed Haury
Wharton to procecd with his apeech.

“ Chaps,” he said, * I have noihing more fo sav——

“ Good egg 1

“ 1 have nothing more to say, but—"

YWell, sit down, then, fathead ! interrupted Skinuer agaimn,

“ Bhut vp ! " criod Harry Wharton, * I say I have nothing
more to say i but, in conclusion, sincerely hope you will re-
eloct me as captain of the Remove cricket eleven 1™ ]

“ Rather ! roared his supporters. And, with a smile, the
leader of Study No. 1 sat down on the table,

Bulstrode clemred his throat os the cheering of Liz rival'z
porty subsided.

“ (enta of the Remove,” he began, *' I have put myself up
for the cﬂ?t:a.inc:.‘ because you all know & change 13 woentad,'

(4] R-D-t- ! k

Bulatrode scowlad at Bob Cherry threateningly.

“ 1t is wanted,” shouted Bulstrode, * and I promise you that
if T am nade captain of the Remove, I'll waken things up a
bit."’

- Good egg ! " exclaimed Skinner.

“ Things have been beostly slow for a long time, and why "

L 13 fﬂrh ] L

“ Why 1" continued the bully., " Because we have beon
bossed over by s atuck-up prig like Harry Whe—.-"

_Bulstrode’s voice was cfmwm:c! in the uproar which followed,
and once again pandemonium reignod supreme in the class-

interrupted Blinmer. ** And

Omnes

L

OO

The bully smiled grimly at the result his worda had brought,
and, seeing he would be unable to continue his speech, ho sat
down by side of Harry Wharton on the table,

“ My hat!” muttered the leader of Study No. 1. " What a
shindy !

The uproar was terrific, and Frank Nugent made hizs woy
through the struggling mass to his londer's side.

“ (et up on t.ﬁ platform, Harry,” he roared, ' and as soon
a3 there's & chanes, take the vote 19

Harry Wharton noddad his hoad, and ¢lambered up on to the
tablo apain.

“ Order ! "' he shouted.
the washing '™

“ Order, order 1

Those appealing for order added to the uproar:
last thero waos silence again,

“ Chapa of the Romove of Greylriars,’” eried Harry Wharton,
“ will you put up your hands il you are in favour of Dulstrode
being captain of the cricket eleven 17

* Rather!” _

Bulatrode's supporters waved their hands in the air lrantically,

“ You've got both arma up, Snoop, you little snealk L™
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exclaimed Harry Wharton. ° Shove one down—and you, tos,
Fogs 17

The two juniors grinned stopidly as all eyes were turned on
them, and then dropped their nrms to their sides.

Bulstrode and Harry Wharton from their coign of vantage
counted the * ayes ™ carefully.

“ Are you suppossd to be holding yours up,
and Campion 1"

“ Of eourze, they are ! anapped Bulstrode.

" Let them answer for themselves,” replied Harr{l Wharton.
* Now, then, Mitchison and Campion, are you mﬂing up
your hands in favour of Bulastrode having the captainey ¥’

The juniors hesitated for 2 moment, and then stiffened theic
arms, which they had been half holding up.

* Yeves Wharton 1" they said together.

* Yery well, then, I make the total in favour of Bulatroda
twelwn ! ™

Bulstrodo nodded hia head.

* That's right,” he said ; *° twelve.”

The juniors wers too excited to cheer.

* Now, then,” cried Harry Wharton, ©° all those in favour of
my continuinge the captainey of ——-"'

“ Hurral ! yelled Frank Nuguent. *' Bhovo "em up, chapa !

A forest of hands were thrust into the sir, and Harry Wharton
gmiled grimly as he counted out aloud :

* Ona, two, three, four, five, six, saven——""

¥ Cherry’s got both hands up ! intsrrupted Bulstrode.

The leader of Study No. 12 clowered up at the bally.

“Youead!" he roared. “ I haven't—and you know it ! "

Bulbitrods sneered.

* Pghaw t " he scoffed. “ You wish you could, don't vou "'

* Now, then, dey up, Bulstrode,” said Harry Whartcn.
* Let's get the counting over. Sewven, eight, nine, ten, ¢l:ven,
twelve——""

Harry Wharton looked round excitedly, and the Removite:
held their breath,

“* T-twelvo ! muttered Harry.

Twelve !

Tho two candidates coumbed agoain amidst breathless silence,

¥ Irs twelve all 1Y exclaimed Harry Wharton, at last. © 1t'a
o fie !

Bulatrade's fres went white.

* My chaps put their fists up agoin ! 7 he polped.

The bully's supporters held up their hands withour a murmar,
and Harry Wharton's faction waited petiently whilst the
two candidaies recounted.

“ Twelve 1" anapped Bulstrode.

“ Twelsye '™ echoed Harry Wharton.

The Removites looked at one another with perplexed looks
on their faces,

* My only fat Aunt Georgina !"" muttered Frank Nugent.

“ My only tallost and shinicst sill topper !’ gasped Boi
Cherry.

A tia !

The two rivals had not dreamoed of sueh & rosult. It was

Mitehizon

* Any maore T7'

‘a deadlock,. Neither side could make & definile move.

ing to do about it 1" growled Bulstrode,
“harton.

* What are you
turning to Harry

& Dﬂ Ii ¥

“ Yes ; wo con't both be eaplain of the Remove, you know,"

Horry Wharton frowned.

“ Well,'"" he replied, ** the only thing I con auggest ia that we
have another election in a day or two's time,”

“ Another eloction 1™

“Y¥es; snd in the meantime I shall carry on a campaign
and try and induce some of the chaps to change their minds.”

“ Ha, ho, ha ! " roared half a dozen of Bulstrode’s suppociers.

“Yah!" cried Tom Brown,

Horry Wharton held up his hand for silence. It looked o
though there was going to be trouble between the rival factiona.

“ Look here, chaps 1™ he ¢ried. ** I am stiil captain of the
Remove, and 1 take thia. n‘pupnrtunitr of announcing another
meeting to toke place in this class-room to-morrow at six
o'clock.”

“ Heoar, hear ! "

* Under circumetances which I de not wish to refer to just now,
I think it would be better to have a accret bhallot—on the same
lines a3 they do for the Parliamentary election, you know."’

“ Good wheeze ! "' exclaimed Frank Nugent.

* Bach chap will have a paper given Lim with his name and
study number on, and he will have to put & cross againat cithor
Bﬂlﬂﬁﬂd}?‘ﬂ n&mn or mil:;a.“ deq 1

. at, that's s jolly good idea ! "

Hﬂ.rf:y Wharton smiled.

* 8o that nobody in the Remove will know which way a chap
voted, I shall ask Wingate, as captain of Greyiviars, to check
and count the votes forua ! "

“ Huarrah 1"

Bulstrode clambered down from the table with a scowl on
his face. He did not like this idea of his rival's at all. Ho kaew
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one or bwo of the juniors had voted for him becanse they fearcd
the consequences if they had done otherwisze. But this secret
ballot ides of Harry Wharton's would protect those waverers, amil
e feared the result would be in his nival's favour,

Ho made for the door now, followed by his two eroniea,

“ Three cheers for Bulstrode !” roavred Skinner, stopping
at the open door, ** Come on, chaps, hip, hip—m—-""

* Hooray ! ™

Frank Nugent slapped Horry Wherton on the back with a
resonnding thwack,

“ Jolly good 1™ he said. ** Let’s have-three for Wharton ! ™

And e the Bemovites erowded out into the corrider three
cheers were given for tho leader of Study Ne. 1.

Harey Wharton & Co., and the three chums from Study No.
12, remained behind in the clasa-room.

* I'm jelly sorey you didn’t get it, Harry,” said Mavk Linley
Lindly. * I belisve most of those chaps who voted againat you
mercly did so becanse they wont a change—they didn't think
what o rotlen change it might be.”

Harry Wharton nodded his head.

“ That's what I think it is, Mark,” he replied. " But I think
the secret ballot ides of mine will show a differcnte—— Hallo,
sounds liko a eart-horse coming along,™

Someons was tearing slong the corridor in the direclion of
the Remove class-room, and making as much noise as hall o dozen
juniors in football hoots would make on the stonc foor,

Clatter, clatter, clatter !

“ Who in the dickens jg——"

Yoy eads ! A form streaked through the doorway, and
then stopped dead.

“* Bulstrods ! " exclaimed Harry Wharton & Co.

“ Yes,” gasped the bully i " it's me, and I demand you have
ull the chapas back and have tho vote taken agsain.’”

" What § ' shricked the astounded juniors,

“ T aay you'rs a lot of cads, and I demand & recount.”

Harry Wharton frowned.

“ Look hore,” he said. * if you'll let us know what you're
talking about, porha " o

“ Every chap in the Remove waan’'t at the meeting ! in-
terrupted Bulstrode,

“ What ! " ]

*Just s I got to my study, Skinner suddenly remembered
tliat he hadn't scen thet fat bounder, Bunter, and when——=""

ik M hﬂ-t- 1 i3

i &131'& when I questioned most of the chaps, they all said
Bunter wasn't in the elass.room.” o :

* My hat ! " muttered Bob Cherry again. * Nor was he.”

* I didn’t see him ) ** saud Harry Wharton & Co. together.

“0f course you didn't!' howled Bulstrode. ™ And I
domand we have the mecting over again.”

“* Can't be did, old son."

“We must,” roared Bulstrode.
if you eads havo kept him out of it.”

“Bhut up ! " -

* Well, where i3 the fat gourmandiser 1

“ Him vely gleady ! " murmured Wun Lung, as the gmr# of
juniors looked at ome ancther with puzzled faces. " Bi
Buntel vely, ueljfr gleady.”

““ Hallo, what's that, Wun Lung 1"

* Mo sayee that Billy vely gleady, Bob.
up toffes

il ﬁi.l_h 1 11 .

“ Billy asid he no votee at all, but stay in Study Neo. 12and
catea toffee Wun Lung makea !’

* What'a this 1" roared the juniors.

Wun Lung smiled placidly.

“It's only fair, especiclly

Ho wantso eatea

. el s s il i i~ A s . ol ol ol i i i i
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* Buntel notee come out of study, so Wuan Lung bundle him
in cupboald, vely guick, so he not eateo toffes which——"

My hat!" roared Wharton, * You've shoved him where,
yon hegthan 177

“ In Bob Chelly's cupboald outec way of i

" He'll suffocats ! gasped Bob Cherry, springing a:ross the
clazs-toom to the deor. ™ Come on, chapa ! ™

* Rather 1 "

Harry Whearton & Co. dashed out into the corridor on Bob
Cherry’s heels, and Bulstrode and Wun Lung followead them.

* Buel: un, Bob ! " gaaped Barry Wharton, " I only hopa
the fat kid's all right ! ™

Bob Cherry tore up the stone atairs to the Remove pusaage.

“8o do T!* he gasped.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Billy Bunter 1s Discovered.
" ERE woare ! ™
- Bob Cherry had retained hia lead, and he flung
open the door of Btudy No. 12 with a gasp ot ralief,
Harry Wharton and the rest of the juniors crowded
after him.
‘" Liston ' ™
A rumbling sound came mrom the cupboard as the excited
juniora held their breath.
* He's alive, anyhow ! "-muttered Bob Cherry, stooping down
and turning the key in the cupboard. ;
The fat junior was squeezed in tight, and 48 soon as the
ressure on the lock was released, the door flew open, and Billy
unter rolled ont like g jack-in-a-box.
Snoro |
“My tnly hat !'"" pasped Harry Wharton.
fast asleop 1™
“Grooh 1" Snore, anore.
EBilly Bunter lay on his-back on the study carpet, and snored
vigorously away with his mouth wide open.
nore, BNOTe, snore !
* What & horrible sight ! " mutiered Bob Cherry.
he's dreaming about a feed.”
“Grooh !
Wun Lung glided across the study, and relurned with a jug
of water.
* Buntel walkee up vely quick now, I tinkee."’
Harry Wharton & Co. grinned as the Chinee junior held the
jug of water over Billy Bunter's open mouwth.
noro, snore ! -
Frank Nugent stretched lis hand ocut to stop Wun Lung ; but
he was too late.
“Grooch! Bnore! Grooh! Grrerr! Owi!"
A steady stream of wateor left tho jug, and flooded into the
sleeping juniur’'s mouth.
“Ow! Mm-memem ! Goroff !
Billy Bunter sat up with a jerk, and then wriggled abant
frantically.
“Ha, ha, hal"
“Grooh! Ow! What ia it 1" howlad Billy Bunter,
“Ha, ha, hat'™
“"Ow! You cads, the bell hasn't gone vet 1.
“Ha, ha, ha!™
* You rotters, you've ruined my bed ! ™'
Harry Wharton shut and locked the cupboard where Billy
Bunter hod been imprisoned.
“Ha, ba!" langhed Bob Cherry.

dummy 1 ™

“ The bounder’s

“1 bet

“Get up, you howling

e e S e —— N DD R e e R L e e e e e e e e e e e e e i ke ot S E S T SR R SR S *

Read the Tale of

RYLGCOMBE GRAMMAR SGHOOL

in this week’s issue of The

EMPIRE LIBRARY.

Now on Sale.

*-!- il —l- el it —ifr S i i i e o e T



Che

. —

Bulstrode swung the imtruder round three times, and then released his hold. Billy Bunter weat flylng through
the doorway. as he had some moments hhr?;““ﬁ::fr H:::i '; elected him, and he landed with a thump on the
o0r o €0 or,

“You beastly cacs, I don’t believe the bell's fono yet 17

1 BP“ ? 3

* Yes, Wharlon, if you want to gel up early youscem to think
everybody else does.”?

* What do you mcan, you fat porpoise 1V

Billy Bunter sat up and looked around him in amazement.

¥ How did you -d'.lmil-l got me down hore withoot wnl:ing Y16
up " he murmuared.

“Ha, ha! You duminy 17 la Bob Cherry.  * Don™ talk
rot, Billy ; but we'se jolly glad to find you alive. I tell yiou,
1 was in o bepstly funk before——""

“* Alive, Cherry * 7

“ Yes, lathead. When Wun Lung told us he had locked you
in the cupboard, 1 thonglit we ulm:uld%‘:m‘a fourd you suffocated.”

Billy Euntﬂ' clambered to his feet.

“ Oh-h yes." he gasped.

“Ha, ha, ha!l™

“1 remember now,"” said Billy Buoter. * That beastly,
mnrderouns Chinesc heathien attacked me, aod-—and tried to hide
my desd body i the cupbosrd.”

“ Ha, ha. ha1" :

Billy Dunter went ovposon Gnd blinked at the lanughing
juniora indignantly.

*It's gquite true,” e continued. " Wan Lung felled me o
ithe ficor, and then sprang on to me like & cat on o a rat 1"

“Ha, ho! A vworm, you mean, Bunty 77

“ Really, Chesry, 1 supposo #f you had beon liere when the
erijne took place, you would heve run gway 77

“* BPummy !

“Well,” continued Billy Bunter, * when Wun Lung pounced
upon: me like a rat upow o cat—er, 1 mean, like & cat upon the
wnat——""

“Hu, ha, ha!'”
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“Like a cat upon a rat, then!" smapped Billy Bunt-r
desporately. ' I flung out my hands and staved hian off for——""

* Who, the cat 1"

1 staved him off for nearly half an hour ; but still he came
on with murder in hiz eyes, and then we crashed to the floor.™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors. Bulstrode, however,
did not join in, but sat down on the corner of the study table,
with a sneer on his face.

“ When we crashed to the floor,” went on Billy Bunter,
*we rolled thizs way and that. First I got on top, but at Jast
Wun Lung's long fingers clutehed me by the throat, and then all
was cdark.”

“Ha, ha'" laughed Merk Linley, " And then yon woke
gy, Bally t ™

* Buntel vely gleat lial, mo tinkea '™

“ Reslly, vou chaps, suid Billy Bunter,
lsughing matter, you know,™

*1 know that, you cormorant!® replied Harry Wharton,
* Your being away absolutely lust me the ecaptainey.”’

* L—logt vou what *

¥ Loat me the captainey for the tima, dummy

Billy Brnter pave a sickly amile.

“What ! Do youmean to say that Bulstrode has been made
captain of the Remove 27

* No fear 17 poarcd the juniors,

Harry Wharton explained to the fat junior what had happened
al the meeting.

“* 8o von gee, vou fat, over-fed
of Study Ne. 12, ** your vote would
onee,t i

*¥es, T see that, Wharton,” replied Bally Bunter. “ But
anyvbody would think that you wers snxious Lo have Bulstrode
as caplamn of the cricket eleven.'”

“This o't any
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rpoise,”” eoncluded the leader
nve decided the thing at
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* Bulsirode 7%
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" But—but you don’t mean lo say that vou would have
vuted for Bulstrode, do you *" paspetd Horry Wharton.

Bulstrods jumped to the foor expectantly.

“1 don't th L should have voted at all, Wharton,” said
Billy Bunter,

** Not have voted T " eried tlw group of juniors,

RBilly Bunter shook with fright.

* Well, you aee, you chapa have treated me so robtenly just
Intely. that 1 have loat all interest: in the RBomowve.

* Vou dummy ! "

“ It's this beastly jealousy, and——"

“Dryup!®

“ And stinginess. Why, I have got frightiully thin lately.
““dé put it down to you chape not treating me properiy.™

“Bhut up!”

Y I'm awiully feint after the terribie stroggle with Wun Lung,
and then the long imE:risnnmu:rnt. in tho nur.n!m&rd, a0 if vou can
lend me five bob until my postal order arrives, T'H——""

“Yon fat worm ! " interrupted Bob Cherry. * We've heard
enough about your blessed postal order, and you won't get a
brazss farthing from us."”

“ Raally, Cherry.”

Bulatrode put hia hands inte his trousers pockets and jinpled
some loose coings about.

* Coming down to the tuck-shop, Bunter 7 "' he exclaimed.
The fat junior's syes gleamed with plossure.

“I sincerely hope you arem’t joking, Bulstrode,”™ e esid,
 They say it's a dangerous thing to joke with & h man. "

“Ha, ha ! " laughed Frank Nugent. ** It's a jolly sight more
dangerous to joke with a fat, over-f=d porpoise.”

“ Really, Nugent, I—— Hare, wait a second, Bulstrode ' **

The bully of the Remove turned as he roached tho nt-nd‘}' door.

“I'm going along to ses Mra Mimble,” he said. ** Afrald
I can't wait !

Billy Bunter stumbled acroas the room.

“ I'm coming, Bulstrode 1 *' he ciicd, o8 the bully turned into

pasaage. o It's jolly ripping of you!"

And the fat junior ran after dulstrode as fast as hiz fat legs
would carry him.

“ The greedy young boundszr ! " loughed Bob Cherry. * He'd
m§c13 to anybody if they'd stand him half a dozeu jam tarts,

elieve.”

Harry Wharton looked et the leader of Study No, 12, with o
frown on his forchead.

¥ That's rotten, chapa,' he said.
B E;m:nd feed.”

"My only sunt!” gasped Bob Cherry.
of that."

Harry Wlarton shook his head.

“ I didn't like the way Bulstrodoe grinned to Lhimself when he
jingled hia rotten money about in his pockets,”” he said, * And

don't think Billy eares two pins about supporting a ehap in
his own atudy.”

“But we'll make him'" growled Franiz Nuogent. “ The
rolten voung aweop ™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Let'a get along to XNo. 1 now,” he eaid, " and we will
meke out & plan of campaign, W can't rely on Billy Dunter
tuming the scale in ¢ur faveur, anyhow.”

The juniors nodded their heads.

“ We'll make the csteemed Bunter sit upfuily, if he does not
vote for cur august captain,’” exclaamed Hurree Singh.

* Ho, ha ! " laughed Harry Wharton, * Come along, chaps |

“RBilly'll gell his vote for
*I didn't think

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

“Yote for Wharton."

ARERY WHARTON+-& Co. ontored their study alfter
dinner was over on the Wedneaday, with grim looks
of delermination on their brows.
“"Halle !" exclaimed Fraok Nugent.
shoved & fresh of glass in the window, I ase.”

“ At last,'’ laughed Wharton. ** A jolly good job they
have too, or we should have had the rain in.”

Hurree 3ingh looked through the wiadow cut into the school
playing fields. ;

** The rain i terrific,” he murmured.
churos,”

** Giood thing it is, Inky, we shall be able to devote the whale
afternoon now to the election cunpeign without missing any
prectice in the nets."

Rilly Bunter plumped himaelf down into the most eomnfort.
sble armchair in the study,

‘T gincerely hope you chaps aren’t going to turn this place
wnto the committee-room you were talling of doing lost night,”
he said.

“ Rata 1"

% Really, Nugent, I don't know how you expect me to read
this number of ‘The Empire® Library, which has come out

Tar Maewer Lierary.—No. 116

X GORDON CAY'S RAID” .. THE

Mine

' They ve

“ Just look, my worthy

THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY E®~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. *}2"

to-day, if we are going fo hove chops in and out all the
time."”

[ DI‘F_ u.p ! 18

“ Look how the chaps kept on coming in vesterday,"” con-
tinued the fat junior of Greyiriars., ' Last night I vwas hardly
able to do any prep. and——"

“I'm not surprised to hear it | " interrupted Frank Nugent,
* Considering you weren't in hore more than twenty minutes ;
but in Bulstrode’s study gorging for all you wero worth."

Billy Bunter smiled reininiscontly,

“1 did de pretty well vesterday,” he gaid. * Bulstroda
troated me rippingly, and then Bob Cherry stood me twelve
jam pufiz and six A rolls, and——"

* Bob Cherry treated you 1"

“ ¥ —yes, Wharton, he had me in Study No. 12, and said ho
hoped I would vote for vou at the poll fo-night.”

(1Y frh.f‘ dmm}r t F¥

“ Really, Wherton, I thought it waa joliy nice and thoughtfnl
of Cherry ; but Bulstrode cortainly did mo down better,™

“ Oh—h, and what did Buls hope you'd do 17

Billy Bunter gave a sickly grin.

* He—he said he knew he sould rely on a deecent, sporty-
looking chap like me to vote for anvbody whe promised to
reform and brighten up a degenerate ericket eleven.”

* Ha, ha. ha!" )

* My word,” continued Billy Bunter, warming to the aubjeci.
** He did stand me a ripping spread, I can tell you. It givis
me an appetite to talk a;mut it

“ Yonu greedy cormorant |7

“Heally, Nugent ! growled Bunter. T don't like jyon
talking like that about a study chum; and when Mitchicon
and Campion came into Bulstrode's study when I waa eating,
and said it made them ill to see me, Bulstrode got into an awlul
rage snd cliucked them out into the corrider.’

Harry Wharton smiled.

“ Doesn't he want them to vote for Liwn, then, Billy "
he said.

“OFf course he does, Wharton., Before he chucked them out
e told them he'd give them both a frightful licking if they
didn’t vote for him."

Harry Wherton oxchanged significant looks with Frank
Nugent and Hurree Singh.

“Well,” he said, moving the chair up to the study table,
* That won't o Bulstrode much good, if he's going to behave
like that,”™

Billy Bunter losked up from hiz paper, and blinked in surprise
at lua study leader.

“ Really, Wharton.” he said. ** Bulstrode says that I hold
the ewing of the pendulmm in my hand, and whichever way I
vote 1 shall decide tho roguldt.’

““ That's why Harery's going to get in. old son.”

“ But I haven't promised to vote for Wharton, yet, Nugent,"”

“ You're going to though, Billy 17

“1 don't know!" growled the fabt juaor,
have treated me so rottenly that—-—" .

*Oh, dey up. vou young cad?! ™ interrupted Fronk Nugent.
“ You haven't got a bit of honour in your beastly fat carcase !V

“ The honourableness in the fat Bunter's worthy carcase i3
conspicuous by it's terrific absence,"” added the Nabob of
Bhanipur,

Billy Bunter snorted angrily, and settled himself down to the
armehair,

* MNow then. chaps,” said Harry YWharton, after a pause,
* Let's get on with the washing.™

“ Rather !

““ Firat of all we will shove up o notice on the door Bo that
any chap in the Remove who passes will be obliged to read it."

Hoery Wharton dipped a paint brush into the ink-pot, and
worked away on a large piece of paper for aome minutes.

“ How'll thia do * " he said, at last, holding up the paper.

Fronk Nugent and Hurree Singh road it out aleud. It was
about the sire of & newspaper contents bill, and was drawn oub
like this :

“You chaps

Removites Yote Thus ;
Bl.l]-ﬂt-mdﬂ e
WHARTON .- b4

“ My hai!"” muttered Frank Nugent. * That's a jolly
ripping idea, Harry ! Shova it up on the door 1™

“The ilea i3 worthy of our cateemned chuom,” assented
Hurres Singh.

EMPIRE LIBRARY.
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Harry Wharton emiled, and openad the dodr of the atudy.

* Chuck over four drawing pins, Frank,” ho said.

g Dm'ﬁ'inﬁ pins t "

" Yes; they're in o box on that ghelf over Bunty,™

" Right-ho, old son.™

Frenk Nugent walked aorgss the stwdy and touched the
fat junior on the shoulder,

* Out of the way for o socond, porpoise ! " he said.

But Billy Bunter was too cengrossed in his reading, and he
did not budge.

* Out of it, Bunter ! "' repeated Froank Nugent.

Still the fot junior did noé inove.

Frank Nugent grinned, and put hiz mouth cloze up to Billy
Bunter's ear.

* Crerroutofit 177 Lo roared.

Billy Buntor jumped into the air with n jocl,

“Ow " he yellad, serambling out of hig ehair,
up *"

P, Ha, ha, ha 1"

* ¥Youn—you cad, Nugont, youw've made 1o slrain the two
mnat important museles of the heart.”

“"Ha, ha!’ laughad Irank Nugent.
popped cut when I first asked you.”

“¥You cad ! _

" (h, shut up, dammy ! eried Horry Wharton from the
doogr, ' And let Nugent pet those drawing-pins.””

Frank Mugent jumped on to the arm of the chair and reacled
up to the shelf,

* Are theso the things you mean in this litlle eardboard box
on——oh—h 1"

Frank Nugent finished off with a ery of alarm as the chair
toppled over to one side under his weight, and the next instant
he weont erashing to the floor,  The lid of the cardboard box
came off in his fall, and the deawing ping went flying in ol
directions,

3] n'h ---]'I. 1 ik

“* Ha, ha, ha t™

“ You set of enckling idiota!™ ronred Frank Nll['l,'ent-, artting
up. ' There's a lot to laugh st when anybody nearly falls over
a precipice,”

“Ho, ho ! rambled Billy Bunter
over o precipico, though ! Ho, ho !t

* You porpoisa ™" roared Frank Nugent, gathering up soma
of the drowing pine. " I said when anybody nearly falls over
& precipice.”’

“Ho, ho, ho 1 "

Harry Wharton put hiz hand u
langhter : bat it was in vain,

“ Ha, Ia, ha !V

Frank Nugent glared ncross the room,

Oh, do shut up ! he snapped.

“ Ha, ha ! laughed Harry Wharton., * I'm not laughing
at the accident ; but—but when you said you had nearly fallen
over a precipice,”

“ Well so I did " growled Frank Nugent obstinatoly,

Bill* Bunteg¢ wipoed the tears of laughter off his mpectacles
and gave a eickly grin.

“ Really, Nugent,” he said, * It's you saving you nearly
fell over a precipice when you only over-balanced on the arm-
chair ! ™

" You howling fathend, dummy 1" roared Fronk Nugent.
“ When I said I nearly fell over o precipice, I meant that as an
instanece.'’

“ An instance, Nugent 27

“Yea. ¥f.you chapa can laneh when anvhody falls offi an
armehair 1 osnppose” you'd laugh when anybody neorly fell
over n precipics.’”

“Of comrme I should, Nugent,” replied Billy Bunter, 1
should lenph with reliof,”

“What ! When o study-mate had nearly follen over a
precipice.”

Billy Bunter nodded his head,

“ Vou see, Nugent,” he said.  ** If they had only nearly fallen
aver the precipice I should laueh ; bat i they had fallen over
[—I—1I should—well, I shouldn't langh."

“ (Our esteemed fat friend would cry terrifically,™

“ Oh, nn, I shouldn't, Inky. o

“ Oh, dry up ! 7 intereapted Frank Nugent, clunbering to his
feet. ' We're wasiing all the afternoon.”

* But you must be corrected sometimes, Nugent,'

“ Dry up ! snapped Frank Nugent, walking aeross to Hacry
Wharton sndd handing him the four drawing pins whizh had
brouzht about 50 muceh trouble in the obtaining.

Harry Wharton Finne{il the electioncering notize up,

“ Loovks jolly well, doesn’t it 7" he said,

Frank Nugent grinned,

“ Ripping ! " he assented, * Shut the door now, and then
wo ean copy oub gome moere like that and pet the chaps to
put ‘em up on their study-doors,’

My hat 1t ™ )

Frank Nurent looked ot his study leader in sarprise.

“Aly only hat ! repeated Harry Wharton, " It'll make
Lim jolly wild 1™

* Bit down a minute, old son,” said Frank Nagent consolingly.
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YWe'll plaster the whole blessed place with Tem '™
Frank Nugent canght hold of Harry Wharton's arm and led

him to a chair. L 2

“Its the best thing to nip anything like this in the bud,
he aaid, " so if you'll sit dewn guietly for a few moments I'l]
just trot along and get old Quelehy.™

* Get old Quelehy * 7 muttored Harry Wharton. ]

“ Yes, Bunatroke’s a jolly rotton complaint and unless it's
nipped in the bad, 3o to zpeal, it's likely i

“ ¥ou dummy ! "

“ 1 say it’s likely to tale longer in i

“* Dry up, you frabjous asa ! interrapted Harry wWharton
* Haven't T just thought of » wheezo ¥ "'

“ Phew!"

“1f we absolutely flood the chapa' atudies—DBulstrode’s ine
clnded—with posters like the ono L've showved on the door it
might imf. ua more yotes than any amount of canvassing.”

* Jolly good ! ™ )

* Rilly, just trot along to Bulstrode’s atudy and see if Hazcel-
dene and New Zealand are there 1"

Billy Bunter blinked in amazement.

“ Teally, Wharton,” he anid.  ** You seein to order mo about
us thowrh T waos a Third-Form fag."” Ay

“ Rata ! It won't hurt you to look in next door, will it ?

“* B—hut I want to got on with this story.”’

Cllon't he oan ass ! .

Eilly Bunter doveloped o hurt expreasion | but immored the
romark and picked up the armchaiv which Nugent had oyer.
badaneed.

* Inky can look in for you,” ho aaid.
that FHurree Singh hos boon awially alack, and—ow

Billy Bunter jnmped into the air as though he had been shot,

“ Ot he roaved, jumping ahout the room lilto & wikd
Indien doing & war doanee. “Oh!™ = me

Harry Wharton and Co. looked at the faf junior m alarm.

“ What'a the matter, Biily 7" gasped Frank Nugent,

Y Ow "

“ What is it, vou dwmmy 7"

“Ow! Drawing ping, you cadal™

Frank Nugent grinned. .

“ J—T1'm awfully sorry, Billy,” he said. " But yon shouldn’t
have planted yourself down m that srnchair without ficat of
afl looking.™

“Ow ¥ shall die of blood-poisoning, and then all you chaps
will be hanged.”

* ¥eour frabjous asa !’ _ .

“ You will, nnd I bothared if Il take the trouble of votmp
for you then, Wharton B

“Ha, ha, ho ! " :

“ You're o beastly lot of cads, and—and I think I shall try
and get changed into snother study.”” :

Harry Wharton and Co. held out their right hands, with a
yell of delight.

“ I've noticed lately

“ D'you mean it, Bunty " excloimed Franlk Nugent. *1If
you do, shake hands on it ! ™

The fat junior blinked down at the extended hends. .

* 1 ghall think about it at sny rate,” he growled. * This

continnol bullying can't be pood for my cnnatil;utiup—in fact,
n] gﬂ?:'l many chaps have told me just lately that I'm getting
cirim.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ It's no laughing matter,” continued Billy Bunter. I don't
suppose you would like to sec me waste away to a——"

“Oh, <dry up, you dummy ! interrupted Harty Wharton,
“ and just ses whethor Hazeldene and Tom Brown are in
next door.”

Billy Bunter hesitated for a moment. ; %

“ Very well, then,” he said at lest. I will just look in, and
perhaps Bulstrode will take me down to Mra. Mimble’s and give
me something to revive me after the shock you cads have giver
1,

* Ha, ha, ha 1"

“ He knows I never got any sympathy from you chaps—in
fact he mentioned something ubout it Tast night.”

Frank Nugent glared ot the fat junior,

“Of course he would say 80, he growled. ™ He'd zay anys
thing to a worm like you if he could get your vote."

Billy Bunter snorted, :

“ Now then, shut up ! said Harry Wharton, * Just you
trot in next door and ask Elazledens nnd Brownie to look ua

F:ind Billy Bunter trotted out into the pasaage.

ANSWER

17
A Splendid Tale of Ha Wharton
& Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Buistrode's Suggesiion.

AP, m;i; r
Billy Buniter knocked a shoarp rat-tat wibiz his fat
knueklos on Bulstrode'’a study door.
U Come in ! roaved three voices.

Billy Bunter opened the door, and blinked nervously into the
noorn.

Bulsirode, Tom Brown, and Hazeldons were writing away
at impots they hud had doled ont to thern during the morning’s
lezsons, and as the vain had put o stop to gl out-door sport of any
kind, they were taking the opportunity of working off ther
panishmonta now,

They knew there would not he much work done Iater on when
the clection of the Remove ceptnin was to take place, and so
ﬂlfsli were working extra hard.

ratch, serateh, seratoh

Billy Bunter blinked in amazement as the three juniors did
not look up from their work and welcomo him,

“ I say, you chaps!"™

Scratch, scratch, seratoh 1

Billy Bunter come further into the study and re-adijustod his
Iwga spoctacles,

I aay, "Bulsirods 1™

No snswor,

* Ahem, I soy, Brown ! ™

Still no answer.

Billy Bunter atamped his right toot aown angnily on the atudy

QOT.

* Really, Hozeldene,” he growled, “ I have spoken nearly
half & dozen times,”

Berateh, seratoh, soratch.

 The fat junior of Greyfriars blinked with indignation, and
hia flabby face wont crimson.

*“ OFf course if you chaps—oh—h 1"

Bang | ;

Billy Buntor ducked his head just in time, and the heavy
Greok lexicon which the New Zealand junior had suddenly
thrown at the fat junior eraghed to the foor.

“Well 1" poaped Billy, Bunter, ' I've pever seen such o
benstly bad-mannered lot in all my. life.”

Scratch, scrateh, scrateh !

* Considering I've come—ow

Tom Brown wog more suceensful thy time, and Billy Bunter
Bl:-tl-gé?rﬂd back with a ghriek as a French grammar crashed into
his cheat.

“Ow!" ho ropced, falling with a thump on the floor.  * You
roblors 1

Screatch, scratch, sertch !

Bﬂl{wﬂu nter folt about for his spectacles, which had come off
with shock.

‘.Ii

“*You cads ! he exclaimed. ™ I dare say you've smashed
my glasses and you'll have to pay me for & new pajr.”
“ Halle, what's that * "

Tom Brown threw down his pen and jumped to his feet,

“ Who'a that 1" he oried. " Who ﬁpﬂlim - i
" Dunno ! replied Hoezeldene and Bulstrode in chorns, con-
tmul:ge:!ﬂ seratch away with their pons as though their lives
o upon it,

ora Brown grinned.

* I thought 1 heard some fatheaded dummy say somsthing.”

“ Didn’t hedr snything,” muttered the two writers.

* Then there must ba a rat in the study, or perhaps it was a
worm turning. They eay worms turn somotimoes, don't they 1"

“It wes me ! pgrowled Bunter, adjusting his spectacles,
which he liad recovered. * And you know it was, Brown."
~ The New Zealand junior looked everywhere but where tho fat
Junidr was sitting on the floor.

“ Thero it goes again, Hazeldene,” he gaid. * Did you hear
ittt

Seratch, aorateh, soratch,

* It i3 mo, Brown, you rotter ! ' reared Billy Bunter.
vou know it ja ! ™

Tom: Brown walked across to the fireplace and looked up the
chimnney.
" Mm!™ he mutterad,
mseet in the study.'

Billy Buuter clombered to his feet, his face crimaon with indig-
nation. _
. *Isay it ia moe!" he roarod.
-nnl? trying to be funny !"

The New Zealand junior lifted the ld of the coal senttle and
peered in.

“T1 sny, Hazeldene, old chap,” he said, " can you lear a
herrible noise ¥ "

Hazeldene threw down his pen with a sigh of relisf.

“ Hallo, Brownie, what's that 1" Le eried. * A rotten noise,
did you sy 1™

“Yea i it's either a rat or & worm."

Billy Bunter walked seroea the study, and swung Tom Brown
round by the shoulder,
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Don't
Biss

" And

“We must have got aome strange

" Me—DBunter—and you are

“You cad!” ho roared,
Loown it 21l the time t™

The New Zealand junior stored at Billy Buster in pretended
BUFpFISS,

“ Hallo, Bunty 1™ he said. * What on earth iz the matter
with you? " Been taking o course of * Sandow " § 7

* No, you rotter ! ¥ roared Bunter. ' Vou know I've been in
this study for nearly a quarter of an hour now, and——"

“ Then perheps you've heard the horrible noise 7 What
d'yvou think it wes ¥ I should put it down to a rat or & worm ;
but—"

It was me ! 7' shrieked the exasperated Bunter, * And you
know it. Didn't you throw two books at me, you cad 77"

* Two books ! " muttered Tom Brown.

“Yesg § ™

The New Fenland junior torned to Hameldene,

Y Did I throw two books nf Billy Bunter, Hazeldens 1" ho
said.

Hazeldene grinned and stooped down and picked up the Greek
lexicon and French grammar,

*“ 1 suppose you must have done, Brownie!" he roplied.
# Unleaspgil]}' s been juggling with them himself."

Y No, I don't think he has,” laughed Tom Brown. [ srem
to remomber now, Didn't you come into the study when we
were in the middle of cur impots, Bunty 1

“Yea, I did!" roared the fat junior., *' Harry Wharton
asked me to come in and tell you and Hazeldeno he wanted to
seo you in his study, and when I do—"'

" Harry Wharton wants to ese us 1" cried the two juniors.

4d 1._Hl'h F.

* You know it's me, and you've

Y Yes, and when-———

“Come on, Brownie!" interrupted Hazeldene,
didn't this fat, over-fed oise tell vs before 1"

‘' Food on the brain, I suppose ; it often——""

" Come on !

And Hazeldene put his arm through the New Zealander's, and
the two hurried out into the pasaage.

Rulstrode threw his pen down with a growl as the study door
banged.

“g;f Iaat,” e muttered. * Now to look the chaps up ! "

Billy Bunter fidgeted aneasily as he blinked across the
room at the Remove bully,

* I—1I sav, Bulstrode,”
look the chaps up 1" -

“In the tuck-shop, Owl!™

* Can I come with you, Bulstrods 1™

* Of eourse vou can ! ¥ replied the bully, * That's wheroe all
E.Im chaps who are going to vote for me are going to meet at
our,”

it Gh Ih !- ar

“It's a finnl rally.
ot & quarter to six."”

* ¥aog, I know that,” murmured Billy Bunter,
us time for a gnack, dopsn’t it 1.V

Bulstrode scowled.

“Come on, then!” he snapped. “ Lot's got down there
quickly.”

Billy Bunter ran after Bulstrode, and the two mnde their
way downstairs to Mra. Mimble's, the motherly old dame who

t the school tu::l:-shu‘il.
place was crowded with juniors when Bulstrode sand Billy
Bunter nrrived, and the Removites gave a cheer as the candidate
to the captaincy walked up to the counter,

Mrs. Mimblo amiled,

" Good aftermoon, Master Bulatrode,” she said, and she noddead
her licad somewhat curtly to Billy Bunter,

The fat Roemovite waz not a good sponding customer of hers,
although he was frequently in the shop getting other juniors to
pay for him. Billy Bunter never had a farthing of hia own,
unless it wos borrowed monoy.  The only security e could offer
ta those silly enough to lend was a promise to pay back when he
received his postal order. Neodless to say, the poatal order never
turned ap, so to lond money to Billy Bunter waoa altogether o bad
bargain. Much better to give it him straight awsy, for the

oatal order was a phantom one.

Once ha had received one, but as it was only for the sum of
sixpence, and he had tipped the telogpraph boy a shilling for
bringing it over by epocial delivery he did not benafit mueh by it.
Nor did Harry Wharton, who stupidly enough lent the fat
junior the ehilling tip before the registered letter Liad beon
apened,

Mra. Mimble looked from Billy Bunter to Bulstrode,

“Con I get you anvthing, Master Bulstrode " ahe said, as
the cheering dicd down. ‘' Therm's some nice raspberry -puffs
come in this afternoon, and also some new snu=age rolls and——"'

“Oh, don’t go ro fast, Mrs. Munble !'" intercupted Rilly
Bunter. * It makes me feel feint to hear anybody gabble
throurh a lot of tuck like thot.

“ Ha, ho, ha !" roared the juniors.

“ It daea really, and £

“ Oh, shat up, Bunter ! " snapped Bulstrade,  * What T want
to know iz, are you going to vote for me in & few minutes ¥

faltored,  where are you going to

The pell iz going to open in the class.-room

It just gives

“GORDON GAY'S RAID” == THE EMPIRE LIBRARY. rricc'dneBaitpenny.



Billy Bunter lovked mysteriois.

* Mum’s the word, Bulstrode, you know | '’ he said.

* Well,” cried the bully, * are you other chapa 1"

* Rather ! ™

** Then sot to on those jam puffe to start with., It'a all right,
Mra. Mimble ; I'll square up with you.™

The old deme smiled.

“* Very well, Master Bulstrode,” she said.

* You might hand over a bottle of ginger-beer o all the chaps
in the Remove who are here while you're about it 1™

“ Thank wyou, Maater Bulstrode.™

Bulstrods locked on with a grim samile as tho juniors who had
pmml};ud to vota for him at d the good thinga Mra, Mimble

1ed.
itchison, Campion, and Couch Euietl:,r hung back, and
when they did eat anything they paid for it out of their own
cketa.
PﬂTha bully noticed this, and it sot him thinking, :

“ Anything else, Master Bulstrode,” said Mra, Mimble
breaking in upon his thoughta. * They’'ve finished all those
jam B
4 _Bu.isuudﬂ put hia hand into his trousors pocket,

* Yog,” he replied, throwing down half-a-zovereign on to the
counter. * Don't go beyond that, though™

* Thank you, Master Bulstrode.™ ]

Billy Bunter’s eyes gleamed, and stuffing the last jam puff he
had concealed from the rest of the juniors into his mouth, he

d forward to the counter.

“ Mmem-m ! he gulped, " I'll have half-a-dozen of those
rolls, and a tin of pine-apple and some of that nougat, and six
barg of that milk-choe—"" ]

“0Oh, come out of it, you greedy sweep!' interru
Armstrong, pulling Bunter away from the counter by his coat-
epds. ** You'll blue that half-guid in no time if vou go on at
that rate !

Billy clutehed hold of the counter.

“Leggo!” he eried. " Leggo, you cad!"™

“ Then don’t ba soc beastly greedy !’ snapped Armstrong,
releasing hia hold on the fat junior,

Mrs. Mimble placed the ds on the counter, snd the
Removites snapped them up, and there was a prolonged silence
as they munched away. -

After some time, Bulstrode tugged S8kinner away from the
counter.

“]1 want you and Snoopey to come along to my study,”
he said. * Buck np!™

“ B-but lot me finish—" :

“Dry up, fathead!™ interrupted the bully. “In a few
minutes now the poll will be oponed, and—and T've thought
of o wheeze."”

“Oh—ht" : -

“ Yes; 8o, como along, and bring Snoopey with you'

* Right-he, Bulstrode.™

The bully of Greyiriars threw two hali-crowns on to the
oounter.

“ Hern you are, chaps ! "' be said. ' Gorge-another five bohs’
worth, and then make your way to the Remove clasa-room to
give your vote for me.’

* Hurrah ! **

“ Don't forget ! ™ added Bulstrode. ** A vote for me means
& place for you in tha Remove cricket elevon.”

‘Good egg 1™ i

Bulstrode grinned, and, followed by Skinner and Snoop,
made hia way out of Mra. Mimble's fuck-shop,

Tha two cronies foll into step on either side of him ; but not a
word was spoken before they reached Bulstrode's study door.

“ Now we shall havo to buck up ! ** growled the bully, tuming
the handle. ' I thiank My only hat 1 *’

“ What's up 1" eried Bkinner and Baoop.

“ Yook ! ' moarsd Bulstrode.  ** You've got eyes, I 2u |

Skinner and Bnoop poered over Bulstrode’s shoulders into
the study.

* Great Scott ! '

The three Romovites stared in amazement as they stood in
the doorway. And well they might. When Bulstrode had
left the room in company with the [at junior of Greyiriars the
gtudy looked as tidy as it usually did. 1t certainly was not one
ol tho moat comfortable-leoking rooms, and, no doubt, i it was
not for Tom Brown's and Hazeldene's influence, the study
woulid have rcsembled a box-room more than anything else.

Bulstrade did not care a rap where he threw things, and thero
were more quarrels between the New Lealander and Hazeldens
sgainat the Remove bully because of this than for any other
reasnr.,

But now even Bulstrode received a shock, for the whele study
was plastered with bills bearing the words:

“ Yote for Wharton 1™ 2

They were stuck over all the walls,. The words were written
in sosp on the study window.-panes and on the large mirroe
over the maontelpicee, Bills had been stuck on the table and
chairs.  On the book-case and cupboards, and one had even heen
gtuck on the coal-scuttle, )

“ My hat | " pasped the bully and his two cronies.

Tho throe walked slowly into the study, and Bulstrede shut
the door and turned the key.
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“Who can have dome ib1* muttered Skioner. *I
ghouldn t—-" i

“ Who 1" roared Bulstrode, his face crimson with rage.
“ Who, d'you say "

di "‘i-;?w, BIII Et].'] dﬂ.,l

i 10 1 EE]

The Remove bully raised his voiee to a hoarse roar, and
Bkinner and Bacop backed nervously.

“Who 1" re Bulitrode. ** Why, that beastly ocad
Harry Wharton, ‘of course! Haven't you got the sense of a
worm T Who d’yon.think would plaster up m{ugbudy with
bills bearing the words: *“Vote for Wharton' the chap
himself 7 Who do you think would, hey 1™

* Wharton, of course, Bulstrode | ™

“ Good ! snesred the bully. “I'm
the sense of & erawling worm., Very gla _

“ Then—then I ﬂu]zmaa they've done this to all the studics
while we've been in tuck-ghop 1"

Bulstrode scowlod. g e

* Look here,” he said, alter & pause, ** wat)u.!lnurﬁ
selves er it astrikes me I shal get beaten. And I've
thoupght of & wheoze to do Harry Wharton's crowd in the eye."

(13 ﬂh‘h I 1y

“ You see, twelve voted for me, and twelve for Wharton.
1f Billy Bunter had been at the mesting, he would have put ohe
of us in with a majority of one.™

Skinner and Bnoop nodded their heads.

* Well, 1 think I have fed that fat porpoise up enough to get
hia vote, but there are three of our who, I beliove, will
change their minds now Wharton's ught of this rotien
aceret ballot wheeze.™ ;

* Just the sort of thing a suspicious bounder like Wharton
would think of,” sneered Bnoop. .

“‘There are three chaps who voted for me at the meeting
who are going to vote for Wharton this evening.”

* Who are they 1" i i

“ Mitchison, Campion, and Couch,” replied Bulstrode, in &
whizper. “8o; you see, if Bunter votes for me and I can keap
threo of Wharton's crowd. away from the poll, I shall get n.

** Yea = bt how in the dickens can I:e-apthmnfwgnrﬁona
chapg out of it all tho ﬁme.-BuhLIo£ o

Tllm bully sat on the corner of the study table.

* Listen 1 ” he said. ** This ia my wheeze, and it only depends
on Sncopey whether it’s & suocées or not."

to soe you've got

!I'!'

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Sees a Ghost,

NOOP Pglumgd' himeelf down into on armchair,
S “Deponds on me 1’ he E‘I-?Bd “Mo1"
Bulstrode nodded his head, and grinned.

. “¥es,” ha replied. * It all depends on you. Bnogpey.
I'm going to make you up 80 a8 to look like Billy Bunter,
md____u

il w‘l-ﬂtl r k) |

Skinnor and Sncop stared at the bully as he swung his legs
under the table, as though he was a raving madman.

“ Yor, Bnoopey will be made up as Billy Bunter, and then
he will go along to Btudy No. 12 and get Bob Cherry, that beastly
factory-hand, Mark Linley, and Wun Lung to go along to the
box-reom under some pratext or ancther and—and then we'll
have to lock 'em inl1™

“ My word ! " gasped the bully’s teo cronies. s

“ There iz no reason why we shouldn't be able to trap ‘em
a3 enay a8 winking.” ] ]

“ But—hut how can I look like that beastly fat porpoise,
Balstrode t

Tho bully laughed. : _ :

“ Easily ! he said. * :H:-Eamlly a9 it’s getting dull early
to-day because of the rein, and when you go along to Btudy No.
12 in about a quarter of an hour's time they worn’t bo able
to notice the make-up at all.”

“ But what abauuphmring to look fat—and then there's the

tacles ! *
“Oh, shut up!” sna Bulstrode. * We can manage
all that rot airig%t! Ehigﬁ you seoot up to the dorm. and
bag Bunty's best suit of Eton's, and on the little shelf bﬂ' the
gide of his bed you'll see tho spare pair of glasses he kKeeps
handy."

* Right-ho 1 3

" Bring & collar, boots—his Sunday outfit entirely."

Skinner nodded his head.

“ I know,"” ho replied, with a grin. * Bhan't be a sec.”

Bulstroda strode scrosa the study as Skinner banged the
door to with a bang. _ )

“ Just tear some of these beastly bills down, E‘ﬂﬂﬂ}’hl:;:ﬁ, he
prowled, * while I dig out & box of make-up paints I've got
jn this cupboard somowhore.' _

Snoop jumped up from the armchair, ¥

id Tals of Har harton
Ag%&ﬂm FRANE .HI?H Da.
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“ Al right, Bulstrode,” he said. * But don'’t you think it
would bo better to make.up Skinner as Bunter ! I—I don't
ithink "

“Ne, I know, g0 don't trouble to!" inferrupted the bully
from the cupboard.  ** You're going, snd if you bosh the wheese
;g you'll get one of the biggest lickings yol've ever had in your
ife.

fnoop went o sickly green aa he tore down the bills which
Harry Wharton and Co. had plastered Bulstrode’s study with.

The chums from Study No. 1 had not been idle while Bulstrodo
and his supporters had been in Mra. Mimble's. They had, with
help from Srudy No, 12 and Tom DBrown and Hazeldens, plastered
all the studies in the Remowve passase with the electioneering
posters containing the magic words ™ Vote for Wharton ! "
and, now that the time was rapidly approaching for the open-
ing of tho poll, Tom Brown and Hazeldone had remained in
Study No. 1 for tea, while Bob Cherry, Mark Linley and Wun Lung
had repaired back to Btudy No. 12 for tea.

Bulstrode clambered out of the cupboard with & hot and
dusty face.

"1 den't know who shoved the blesasd box undor all that
rubbich ! 7" he growled,

E}r;mp tore down a bill, and them joined the bully at the
tabke, :

“ My hat'" exclaimed the sneak of the Remove. * That's
a Trjppft}p: make-up box, Bulstrode ! Paint sticks and wigs

aloro {7
B 0Of coursa!" sneppsd Bulstrode. * Considering my
gav'nor gave thicty bob for the thing I T

Tap! Tap!

- (,E:Jmc in!" eried the bully, as there came & hasty knock
on the study door.

Skinner came sorambling into the room, with & bundle of
clothing tucked under his right arm.

“Had jolly pood luck ! he gasped.
goming bock from the dorm."

Bulstrode grinned.

“Oood ege,' he replied. * Now we can get on with the
washing, Hare you are, SBnoopey, elip on thess trucks over
your own, snd pad yoursell cut e much as yom can with
Brown's blazer and }

“Here you are!' interrupted BSkinner,
down a pillow to help fill out.”

Snoop sniggored.

“You might have brought down half-a-dezen mattressss
while you were about it, Skinny ! ' he said.

There was silenes in tho study whila the speak of the Remove
was assisted into Billy Bunter’s massive S8unday suit.  Bulstrode
crammed the pillow in to Lelp fill up the gap round the waiat,
and the waisteoat snd jacket were put on over Buoop's own
suit, and a blazer and a football shirt were used as fill-outs.

“ My hat !"" pasped Bulstrode. ' That makes a bit of differ-
ence, Now lor & wig and the glassce and a bit of grease paint !

Skinner puiled out his watch e::cita-dl?r.

Y Buck up ! " he said, hoarsely. " It's just on a quarter Lo,
and it deesn't give ua much time."

* Quarter-to-zix | " muttered Bulstrode. " Why, the poll
opens ob o guatter-to-mix ! ™

The bully grabbed hold of the bogus Bunter and dabbed the
prease paint over his white, nerveus faco.

“ Wewhat s-shall I g-gay t.to t-ttheom 1" he gtuttored,

“* Oh, shut up guaki like that ! " snapped the bully. * Qo
te the door of Study No. 12 and sy that Wharton's sent you slon
to tell them to follow you up to the box-room and wait untﬁ
he brings something up to them.  Ie a bit mysterious about i,
and work that being hungry wheeze for all you're worth.”

Y Yes, Bulstrode™

The bully adjested the wip which resembled Billy BDunter's
hioir in colour more closely than Bncop’s natural hair.

“ Bhove the coggles on ! ™

Sooop took the epectacles, and then Bulstrode and Shinner
ste back to survey the bogus fot junior.

‘P'g?y hat ! " g Skinnor.

“ Ag like a3 two peas,” added DBulstrode.
the balf-dezen folds round the collar.™

“ Oh, really, Bulstrode! said Bnoop, in Dunter’s voice.

“Hu, ha, o !'" laughed the bully. * Jolly pood, Snoopey.
Mow you scoot along fo Study No. 12 They're sure to be thers
—and don’t you mess this wheeze up."

Sacop blinkod through his big spectaclea nervounsly, and
Bulstrode and Skinner looked at one another in amazenieut.

Apoop was imitating the fat junior of Greyiriars in o wonder-
ful mannor.

“Tatal!" seid Bonoop, a3 he opened the study door. 1
can hardly move in these bags."

Bulstrode snd Skinner gave o smothercd laugh, and Saooep
stepped out into the passage.

].Eﬁ hesitated for a moment, and then walked slowly round
the comer of the passage.

Y le—I-—1 h-hope old Quelchy docsu't come along!™ he
muttercd to himself.  * I he i

The bogus Billy Buntor stopped dead |
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e had reached thie head of the stairs which were Lialf way
along the corridor when he hesrd someone eoming up, braathing
henvily.

Snoop looked wildly arcund him.

IBha::ru d he dodge into one of the studics until the way was
clear

* I might find someons in, and then there would be o vow," he
mitiered,

The person coming up the ataira wna almost at the top now,
and then Snoop pulled himsalf together,

“ I'll chanee it,"” he gaid desperately,

Hea walked slowly on and as he reached the head of the stairs
t'I:?L %Tih:gujmmnn coming up stepped into the paasage,

Snoop staggered back, but it was not he who cried out in
pmpzement. It was the real Billy Bunter,

“Oh-h1Y repested the penuine fat junior of Greviriars,
The two stared at one another for a moment in stupefaction.

“Oh-h 1" muttsred Billy Bunter, aftar a pause. * It's—
it's my g-g-g-ghost."

Snoop srmiled grimly to himself, end blinked at the trembling
Billy Bunter,

““ Eh-h-h-h ! " hissed Snoop. " Brrrr!"

Billy Bunter fiopped againat the wall,

o E-H-BP&H mo!" ho gasped, *° S-g-3-spare me, pleasa, Miator
Ghoat !’

Sncop threw his hands out before him in true ghostly fashion,
and Billy Bunter gave 8 wild shrisk.

“Qwil he yelled. " Ow! Help!™

“ Brer-rer !

Snoop advanced slowly, his hands extended, and Billy Bunter
Iooked wildly around him,

* Brerer-r !'"' moaned the disguised Snoop.
fat wvarlet | ™

Billy Bunter gave o terrified shriek in reply, and then turned
and stumbled down the stairs for all e was worth. He kept
to higfe&;thfur the first dozen all right, and then he stumbled.

ik w.

Bump, bump, bump !

The terrified junior went rolling down the stairs like o ton of
bricks, and Sneop hurried on along the passage with a grin on
his made-up face,

“My hat!'" he muttered,
turned funky 1"

The disguised junior walked holdly up to Study No. 12, and
gave a gentle tap with his kouekles on the door,

““ Come in, fathead ! ™ roared a voice. ' Or wait half o mo,
and we're coming out.”

Snoop bit his lips with norvousness and opened the door,

‘ Hallo, Bunty | "' eried Bob Cherry. “ What do vou want."'

Snoop entered the atudy, and geve a sigh of relisf az he
saw that the juniors hed not taken the trouble to light the gas
for tea ; but had partaken of the menlin the gloaming,

‘* 1"vo come slong for Horry Wharton, Cherry,"" he said.

Bob Cherry Iﬁugﬁod.

“7T hat T know what it 18, he said.
down to the class-room to give our votes,
Wun Lung.” {

Enoop blinked through his spec.acles in alarm as the three
study mates pushod their chairs back and stood ap.

“* B-but Wharton wants you chaps to go along to the box-.
room,’” 8aid Snoop.  ** Ho——"

* The box-reom 17

* Yes, Cherry ; he's got o wheeze on against that cad Bul-
strode.”

“That ¢ad did yvou say, Bunty t" langhed Mark Linlay,
1" surprised ab you saying that after thoe amount of grub
he's gtood you."'

** Really Linley, I don't 2 .

* Dry up, you fut bounder ! " interrupted Bob Cherry,  ** And
let's hear more about the wheeze,”

Enmp blinked away through his big apectacles in DBilly
Bunter's characteristic manner.

Y I.0'm awfully faint, Cherry,” he said.
havon't guite finialwd those cakes,"

2 Ha.%a ! you beastly cormorant ! " laughed the leader of
Study Ko, 12
Wharton.
and vote,"

“ Y.yea, of course, Cherry,” repliod Snoop, helping limeslf
to the cakes which Wuan Lung held out to him,

Thete was & silonce in the study for a ioute or ao, save for
the munching sound which the bogus Billy Bunter made in
cating the calge,

H Back up ! ' sald Bob Cherry impaticntly, at last,

AT M

Y Billy Buntel vely gleedy heast, me thinkee "

* Really, Wan Lung, T don't think you vught to zay that to
a gueat,”’

% Me notes say that, but me thinkee Buntel o gleedy beast alico
sames."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Flee, thou

“What o stroke of luck he

" He wants us Lo gek
Comeo on, Mark and

“And I sec you

* Cret thoze down, and lead the way to Hacry
Y ou'll have to buck up, because we want to get down

roearcd Bob Cherry and Maek Linley,

Now on Sale.
Pslee One Halfpanny.
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Three startied exclamations came {ogether, as Gordon Gay, Jack Wootion, and his minor stared at their study.

{An amusing incident in the grand, long, complate achool tale of Gordon Gay and Ca., contained in " The Empire
Library,” now on sale. Price one halfpenny.)

“Youcads!™

* Ob, shut up, Bunty ! " exclaimed Bob Cheryy.
in the dickens are you in your Sunday best ¢ *

* Bunday best, Cher g t

* Yeu 3 vou're togged up to the skies—what's the wheezs 1%

sSneop went crimson, under his makoap.

-~ Important occasion, Cherry,” he said,
election every day, you know.”

* You're sorry for that, I should think.”

" W-hy, Chorry § "7

* Well, you've done pretty well out of it, Bunty,"” laughed tho
leader of Study No. 120 ** Only because you hold the geale in the
balance with your beastly vote, though,”

Snovop gulned the last morsel of cake down, and grinned.

* I'm ready, chaps,” be said.

* Atlast ! Lead the wey, Fatty Macjampuift

Bnoop stepped out into the corridor nervously. If any of
tho juntors from Study No. I should happen to be about it would
rain the wheeze ; and the sneak of the Remove did not like
to think of what would happen to him then,

Ho trotted along ns waﬁ as he could in Billy Bunter's stride §
but e found it very difficult with such a bulky article as a pillow
in his trovsers.

“Get oo move on ! laughed Bob Cherry, giving the bogus
Billy Bunter n dig in the ribs.

“ 0w 1™ eried Bnoop.

Tie Masrer Liszary,—No., 116
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“ Shut

porpoiss,’

g:tunp led the way along the corridor, and then up the stairs.

Bob Cherry and Mazk Linley talked in whispors as they
followed, Wun Lung brought up the rear,

“ What's Harry's whoeze, wonder 1" whispered Bob
Cherry.

"réirn’t understand it at all,” replied the Lancashiro lad. "I
ghould have thought he would want ua in the Remove class.
room.”’

* M.yes i he must have got some wheezo on, or he wouldn’t
have gent this pmﬁn)m along to feteh us right up herc.”

Snoop staggered upstairs with the greatest difficnlty.

“ Go it, porpoisa | laughed Bob Chorry. “ You shouldn’t
eat guch o bleased lot of grub.”

The bo Bunter turned with a sickly grin.
three juntors from Study No. 12 to get in front of him, as thoe
padding Bulstrode and Skinner had filled him out with was be-

inning to shift. Fortunately it was getting quite derk in the
ullding now, s0 the chumsa of Btudy No. 12 followed unsns-
pectinghy.

At I%u;t Snoop geined the top of the Hight of atairs with o
gaap of relief,

* Come on ! " he whispored to Bob Cherry,

Bob Cherry laughod softly,

“ Quietly 7" heasid. " I like that, Bunty, eonsidering you'va
come up the staire like & winded hippopotamus.™

up, and don't waddle along like an old duck, you

Ho woanted the

* Quietly does it.”

A Splendid Tale of H Wh
&7Co. By FRANK RIGHARDS.
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“ Roally, Cherry, T 1

“ Basides, what have we gob to go quistly for right ap heve ¥
thoere'a naver anybody aboud Imm,%ub!mn.d i

Snoop nodded his hoad,

“1 know thaet,” he swid, ** But Haery Wharton told me
spocially to toll you to be careful how you went."

“Oh-h!" whispered Bob Cherry., " Get on with the
washing 1™

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Trapped !
4 HI& way, then ! " said Snoop, tuming off to the left.

T Bob Cherry asnd hizs chums still followed un-

. suspectingly, and Bpoop was feel
confident of success,

He stopped cutside the door of the box-room,and put his car
against it, feeling for the key at the same time,

" Bs-h |" he whispered, .

The juniors listened intently.

" They'ne in thers,” said Snoop.

" Goodegeg ! Come in, cheps !

Bob Cherry oponed the door, and Mark Linley and Wun Lung
tollowed him in,

“ Horo wo ara, Harry, old son 1" execlaimod Bob Cherry.
“ What's the whooze 1"

Bnoop laid his hand on the key.

“ Corpe out of your burrows 1" said the leader of Btudy No, 12,
&3 there was no response to his first guostion. ' And let's know
what the blossed i

* Ha, ha ! "

The bogus Billy Bunter gave an excited laugh, and the next
Instant he had slaramed the door shut,

Bang !

Clicle, clicl !

He turned the key frantieally, and Bob Cherry and hiz two
atudy rntes were trapped !

-Y Hare 1" roaved }i'}:}-:rh {Cherey.
fat beast 1"

““Hn, ha, ha 1™

* Open the door !

*Ho, he, ho 1

Bnoop's laugh sounded strange in the old deserted part of
the Groyfriar: building 3 and a3 che imprisoned Juniora heard
it they made a frantic attack on tho door,

beginning to

“ T think ¥ can hear them."

* What are you doing, you

Bang! Crash! Bang!
“ Ha, ha, ha ! "
Crash! Bang!

“*Ha, ha, ha 1™

Bang, boog, hang 1

“ Open thiz door, you howling, frabjons fat dommy 1"

* Of eourae T will 1" shouted Snoop.

Thora was a pause for n moment or two,

** Go on, then, open it 17 yelled Bols Cherey

Bnoop lneghed.

* 0f couran Iwill,! he replied.  After the eloetion is all over

Theras was & yell from the threee juniors inprisoned in the bhox-
Toon.

Bang ! Crash 1

“ Han, ba, hn t M

“* Opon this door, Bunler 1™

“ After the election ia all over, Chorey, dear !

“You fat dummy !™ howled Mark Linley.
get out Harry Wharton will loso the election

“Ha, ha! Yes, I knowthat! Ha ho!"

Crash! Dang! Crash!

#Hinoon tapped back, and the kicking coazed at oneos,

* Good-bye, Cherry ! shouted the sneak of the Romove,
dismuising lia voice to Billy Bunter’s tone. " I'm going down
to voto now, " ’

Bang! Bong!

“ Good-bye, Eiu!ﬁy 1%

Crash! Beng! Crash!

“ Good-bye, Wun Lung ! "'

“You vely pleat beast, Buntel ! cried the Chinesa junior,
“ Me given you o vely gleat licking 1"

* Ha, ha, ha 1 "

And the disguised sneak of tho Remove walled hucriedly awayr
from the imprisonod juniorva.

“ Bulstrode ought to be jolly thankful for what I've done.”
he muattered, waddling down the atairs. " It mokes him certain
of potting the captainey i but I suppose he'll sturt his beastly
bullying again 69 acon s he geta into power,”

dnoop atepped into the Romove passuge, and walked boldly
along in tlm?ﬁmﬂ-hn of Bulatrode's study.

“Hi, Bunty!" . -

Tho bogus Billy Bunter atopped dead as g junior come rushing
excitedly towards him. It was Frank Nugeat! Snoop shook
with fright aa the junior from Study No. 1 approached him.

* Hi, Bunty ! " cried Frank Nugent, * How in the dickens
did you get up hore ¢
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“ Up here, Nugent 17

“Yes |7 roaved Frank Nugent, * Didn’t I leave you in the
clags-room telling the chaps how many ghosts you had seen 1"

Snoop gave a sickly grin, and blinked at his guestioner
stupidly.

P 't I1" repeated Frank Nugent. * Then, how in the
dickens did yon get up horo ¥ "'

LT Di

* Really, Nugent, there’a no nead to shout like that., 1--
I—I came up here to look for Bob Cherry 1"

Frank Nugent frowned.

“Where in the dickens can they have got to, Bunty 1" he
said, "I can't understand Bob and Mark—or even Wun Lung
—Lkesping away on such an occcasion !

Snoop grinned to himeelf.

** They—they must have pot some jope on," he aaid,

“Jape! ™ shouted Frank Nugent. *.Jape. did you say,
you fat, over-fed porpoise ¥ Why, 1 suppose you'll zuggeat in
a minute that they've gone to hunt for that blessod ghost of
yours !t "

* Psperhaps they have, Nugent."

" Pshaw Il:f ﬂna]ppm.l Frankgil'}ugenb.
fat Fpnrﬂoisa, and Jet's find them."

rank Nugent strode down the passage, and S8ncop slipped into
Bulstrode's study like a streak of lightning.

“.I':Ejr hat 1** he gasped. " Fanoy Frank Nugent not spotting
mo !

The sncalk of the Bemove tore oft hizs borrowed clothing as
quickly aa he could. “ My hat!" ho repeated. *° Juat faney.
I thought the pamec wos properly up then. (Ghosta!  Ha,
ha, hal' The sncak of the Remove sat down in an armehair,
and roarad with Iaughter. * Ha, ha, ha! T suppose that fas
beast has been telling the chaps what a fearful ghost he saw in
the corridor ! ™

Bnoop stood up, a transformed junior. His plumpneas had
completely disappeared. The pillow and tho extra costa lay
in & pile on the floor of the study. He snatched off the wig,
and bundled the whola pile awsy into the cupboard. * Better
rub all this beastly s:t.uﬁpnff my face, I suppose.’” he mnttored ;
and he rubbed Bulstrode's pamnt off with a borrowed handler-
chicf, ** That's better,” he said, “ I'd——"" The junior
ﬂt::r?}:»[ed short in iz muttering as the study door was flung open.

* Hallo, Bnoop ! "' cried Frank Nugent, looking into the room.
“1 suppost vou don't know where Bob Cherry, Mark Linley,
and “i:uu Lung are. do you 7

“ Bob Cherry 1

“Yes, have vou seen them ¥ suapped Frank Nugent,

Snoop shook his head.  He was too stagpered by the junior's
sudden entry to reply.

“Why con't you suy 8o, you frabjous ass * ™' growled Frank
Nugent ; and he banged the study door to with a bang.

“My hat!" gasped Bnoop. *What a narrow agueak !
I thinl I bad better go down to the beastly elass-room, and shove
in my vote.”

And Bnoop stepped out inte the passase. Te had done hia
work well for the bolly. He dido't trouble to thick how un-
serupuloua he had been in deing it, however,

“Out of the way, vou

et

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Last Minute!

L HAT'LL  ticklp 'emn up!™  Fmnk Nugent enbored

T Study No, 1 with & broad grin on his face; and oy

Harry Wharton, Huwree Singh, Tom Brown, and
Iaroldene followed him in, he throw himseli into tho

mobt porafortable armchair.  * That'll tiekle "em wp!" ho
repeatod. '

“The tickling uwp will ba terrific, my csbeemed friond,™
azaented the Nubob of Bhanipur.

*My hat 1™ laughed Harey Wharton.
think it will. Fepeeially old Bulsteode §*

Frank Nugernt grinned.

* Dida't his stody Jeok a treal”” ho seid.  * That plastering.
up wheeze of vours waz a jolly gond one, Harry, old son.™

“ Itk remind 'em which wey to vote, anyhow,”

Tom Brown looked at hiz watch,

* Hallo 1" he exclaimed.  * It's p guarter-past ive ! ™

* Quarter-past 7' gasped the juntors.

* Yes ; washall have to buck up and have tea.™

“tather ! Come on, chapa! ™

Harry Wharlon flung open the cupboard, and commenesd to
lay the table-cloth,

“Bhove the kettio on, Tnky." :

Hurree Singh put the kettle on the vil-stove, and by the Lime
the kettle wos boiliig Hury Wharlon and Frank Nugent had
lnden the table with eatables. There were two ting of sardines,
a dishful of pastrics, bread-and-Lutter ead jon, end a largoe
Cenon enke. )

“You malie the tes, Frank,' said Harry Wharlon ; * you
can brow the beat pot.”

Frank Nugent laughad.

“Bhould jolly well
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1 ean’t beat the pornoize,”” he said.

“Ha, ha! Where iz Bu_nti? thiz aftermoen ¥ JHaven ¢ seen
or heard him sinee hoe =al on that drawing-pin.™

* Bulstrode has pot a meeting of hia supporters in the tuck-
ghop," replied Tom Brown, drawing a chair up to the table.
* Andd I bet we can count Bunter as one of his dupporters when
theré'z a {eed on.”

* Rather ! ™

" Geb into it, chapa,” laughed Harry Wharton,
spend much Lime over tea to-tay.™

* Woj pass the sardines, Inky 77

" Yes, iny worthy friend, coming over,'”

* Thanks. Why was Bob Cherry so keen on grubbing on
their own to-day, :i-i'a.rrjr p

Horry Wharton smiled.

e Eg;]icl something alfout living on us lately, or sonie such roi,™

said.

" Dummies ! *' muttered Frank Nugent.,

The juniors did not spesk for some time; but ate away
gteadily, and the table soon showed signs of the calls it had had
wade upon it by tho five hungry Removites.

* Have any more, chapa ' * gaid Harry Wharton, ot last,

* Wot for me, thanks!*

“ Full up!®

“ The hﬁlupfu'!hmm is terrific 17

Harry Wharton grinned.

“ Como on, then,” he said, pushing back his chair
et down to Winny's study.”

“* What ¥

“ Let's get down to old Wingote’s study, and ask him to come
to the Bemove class.room.™

* B-but haven't you asked him yet 1V

“ 01 course T have, dummy,” laughed Harry Wharton, ©1
azked him before class thie morning, and he's guito keen.”

Y Good epg ™

Havry Wharton led the way down the corridor, and gave a
geqtln knock at the door of the captain of Greyiriers study,

ap, tap !

i {E}mn lin EY eried Wingate,

Harry Wharton opened the door, and put hia head into the
TOOIN,

“I've come 1o remind wvou about the Remove election,
Wingate,’" he said™ * Are you ready 17

Wingate—the best:liked fellow in Greyfriars School—jumwpad
te his feet, with a hearty lauph,

“Oh, yea!” he cricd, ' I'm ready, kid."

Y Cood, will you eome down now .

Wingate walked cerosa hiz study with a. oleasant smpile on
hiz handsome face.

" Lead the way, young “un,”” he said.

The party fell into step.

“ It's jolly good of you, Winny, old son,” zaid Harry Wharton,
a3 they neared the Bemove Form class-room,

The Greyfriars captain amiled.

* That's all right, kid,”" he replied. "I only hope you get
in. It'anot good morally, having a chap who 1z always bullymg
a2 o ericket captain, and that's what it will be if that ehap
Bulstrode peta .

* Dur esteemed chum is poing to get in rompfully 1™ mur-
muved Hurrea Singh.

* Jolly glad to hear it then ! "'

* Here we are,”” said Frank Nugent, flinging open the door of
the class-room. * Ji wonts another five minutes before the poll
ia due to open, so we ean draw out the ballot paperz.™

*That's right, kids,” laughed Wingote, taking his place at
Mr. Quelch's table, * Duckle to 1"

Harry Wharton & CUo. sat down at their desks, and there was
silence a3 they each drew out the ballot papers. Each paper
had & Removite’a name and study number on, and underneath,
in alphabetical order, Bulstrode and Harry Wherton's names,
with a division ruled out for the marking of the cross, All
that Wingate would lave lo do, would be to hand over the
ballot paper ns ecach Hemovite applied for one, aod after the
ercas had been made, the paper wuuﬂi be put in the table drawer.

The poll was to close sharp at a quarter-past i ; and after
Wingate had counted the votes, and declared the result, he
intended to destroy the ballot papers. Thus the ¢lection would
be ¢uite seeret, and neither ¢andidate would knew whom each
junior had voted for, :

* Finished, chaps 77" eoxelpmed Horry Wharton,
japing to his fect.

it }I'F{‘E L

The four juniors threw down their pena simultaneously.

" I've done my——  Hallo, here they come ™

Frank Nugeut held vp his hand for silence, and the juniors
heard o confused shullling of feet appronching the Remove class-
TOO

* Ia Bulstroale poing to gpet in 1" a voice from one of the
party came flonting down the corridor.

“Yea ! " roared the rest.

“ Is Wharton downhearted ¥

L] 11'13& |r L]

Wingate emiled as he saw the juniora goeing crimsom with
mdienaiion. -
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“ That's a’ll’right. kids," he said, "“That's only the other
side, you know.?

The party in the covridor had reached the Ilemove class.
raorn now, and they erowded in excitedly.

There was much shouting and cheering for some minutes,
and then & roaring cheer went up from iis supporters when
Bulstrode came striding into the room, with Skinner at his

hieels, Tho bully scowled at Harry Wharton.
:: ;E;FIF:E * he growled. ** Nice day, ian't it "'

u're not in it,"

“ Better lock the door of Study No, 1 when
you played on

added Bulstrode. * I shan’t forget the tric
me this afterncon, you know.”

“Oh-h

“ No, I shan't, and I think you're going out on your neck
this time, Wh——""

“ Now then,” interrupted Wingate, looking at lis watch.
*“It's gone a quarter to gix, and I declare the poll open 1"

“ Hurrah ! "’ roared Bulstrode's supporters.

“ Well, you can come up one at & time, and I will givo you a
ballot paper, which you will mark at this table.”

“ That'll ido "em in the aye ! " inte ted Frank Nugent,

Bulstrode strutted up to the table, and Wingate handed over
his ballot paper to him ; and as the bully marked a cross ageinst
hiz own nawme, and threw the folded into the table drawer,
Wingate ticked off the voter's name on a list e had made out
for this purpose.

* Ga on, ehaps,” laughed Bulstrode,

“ Aathor I M

Skinner went up, followed by Rom, Prior, Wilson, Armstrong,
and Hill. Harry Wharton bristled with impatience as he too
hiz place after Hill. Frank Nugent gave biin a hearty smack
on the back as he followed him. ;

** Cheer up, old son ! ™ he cried. ** We're going to get you in
all right. l—— Hallo, herd comas Micky Desmond with o
erowd I

The Irigh junior camo siriding into the cless.roomn with
Rusell, Opilvy, Morgen, and ‘Treluce at hig heals.

* Bhure, and we'vo come to vote ! " ered Micky Desmond.

Y“Goodepgg! "

A steady stream of juniors filed up to the table, and they
anch marked their cross sgainst the name they favoured, and
threw the papers into the drawer at Wingate's side.

Coopor, Campion, Wardle, Couch, and Mitchison gave their
votez, Those were the five both candidates were uncertain of.

Who had they voted for ?

If thoy had put their cross agaiost Harry Wharton's name,
then tho lender of Btudy No. 1 was cortain of the eaptoincy. If
they had voted for Bulstrode, then the whols thing depended
on Billy Bunter's vote.

Bulstrode ran his eyes over the group of Removites, and then
Lo looked out at the crowd of Third Formers and others who
ware watching the proceedings with evident interest Irom the
corridor. The bully's face was white with excitement.

“ Bunter ! '’ he shouted.

“Ha, hal" rosred the ¢rowd in the corridor.
coines ! "

The fat junior of Groyfiinrs came tearing along the corridor,
yelling for 81l he was worth.

“Help! " he shouted., *“Help! ™

The crowd in the passaze opened to let him through into the
class-room,

“ Help ! P ronred Billy Bunter, *“"Ow "

The Rmnovites stared at the terrified-looking fat junier in
anizement,

“Shut up ! " ordered Wingate,
that beastly noise.™

Y% oke golid '

"Hﬂm h.:

“1 can't allow you to make

" Ow! Ghosts! I'vo seen my ghoat ! ™

" Ghost 1"

“"Help! Yes; it waa in the Hemove pasasge at the top of
the staies 1V

L4 .:!.ﬂﬁ ! iy

Billy Bunter plumped down on to one of the forms, end
Liltnkad around him in terror.

“ Koep him off | * he gazped. “* Don't Jot him get ot mo ! ™

“Dry up, you dummy ! "' muttered Frenk Nugent.

Ll U R Hrc:-mise- not to eat so much in foture if you'll keap
it off ! cried Bunter,

Tho Removitea loolead st one another sipnificantly.

“ Must be someshing in it," muttered Harry Wharton, “ er
ho wouldn’s say enything &2 resh sa that."

The sstounded Bemovites nodded their beads in agreement.

+* Yust be 1 ' they murmured.

“ Oh-h-l | shuddered the terrified fat junior. ' It was on
the top of the stairs in the iemove passage, and it held sut it's
hands to grasp hold of me."’

it WLiﬂt- T L]

‘“* Arid—and I waa nearly snatched away to oternity——""

“To whore "
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* To atarnity, Russell. But I managed to fling mysolf awa
just in time, };nd I crashed down the stairs wE";.t-h—wit-h !.-h}nr
host floating along just out of resch, and then I fore along
era | ™
“ My hat 1 v
"It was o fearful monster,” continucd Billy Bunter; ' and
I don't kknow how it is that E am alive,™
“ Pahaw ! " sneered Bulstrode. *° You've been eating foo
much, you fat overfed—er ¥ mesn you muost have been fouling
faint, Bunty.”
Bily Bunter shook his head.
““No, I don't think it was that, Bulstrode,’ he replied. " I've
done protty well this sfternoon, and——"'
“Thon why in the dickens didn't vou come here with the
rest of the chaps when they left My, Mimble's 7"
“I=—=L wos just going up to Cherry's study,”
Sarry Wherton %mk-ad round him exeitodly.
“Bob!" he muttered.
down yot !

Bulstrode set his testh hard.

. " @Great Scott ! "' he muttered, under his breath. * T wonder
if Snoopey has sueceeded in getting "om up in the boxaeom,.”

Skinner tugged at the bully's sleave, drew him sside.

“8Bhell T go up to the study and see if it's all right !’ he
whispered.

L1 Ha_ ! L]

* Porhaps Snoop will want helping out of his togs."

“8hut up!"” hissed Bulstrode, " IMyou want to give the
hlw;d ghow pwav 1 M

119 o t._._'l-l

“Dry up, T tell you !" interrupted the bully, * Whatever
mmm now, we mustn't budge out of this room until the

t's declared. I1f Wingate got to know of this wheeze wo
should be * puted * for the rest of the term.”

Shinner nm:ldﬂltl hig llaﬂ-iil in smazement, _— .

“Very well,” ho soid ; " it's Snoop's own look out, g0 I don't
care EEL—" %

“8sh!” interrupted Bulstrode.
here, so shut up.”

Bkinner and Bulatrode made their way into the fhick of the
erowd.

“1 don't think there’s any whecze on, Harry,” said Fronk
Hug,ent. *' I suppose old Bob must have forpotten the time.”
ﬂ!i Then somebody must scoot up to Noo 12 and houl him

ong 1"

i ll] Eﬂ ! L]

Fraok Kupgent pushed his way through the crowd of juniors
and tore along the corridor, and then v t-Il:-utairﬁLuSt.ud:.r{h,lE.

*Tt's sevon minutes past six," said Wingate, * and there aro
gtill five more chaps to vote”

i _Fli.,'ﬂ} -T mn

“Yos, Wharton," replied Wingate, I said five. EBob
Cherry, Mark Linley, Wun Lung, Sncop, snd William Bunter.”

“Go on, Bunty!' said Bulstrode. " Go and pive wour
mm.'r}

Billy Bunter had been recounting his experience of his meet-
ing with the ghost to an ineredulous group of juniors, snd he
looked up as tho bully of the REemnove spoke, with s terrificd
BX ion on his fat face.

"Ow ! he muttered.
again !

* Asz 17" snapped Bulstrode.

Billy Bunter shook hiz head.

“I—I don't think I can now,”’ he said.
are 50 frightiully upset that——"

Bulatrode ynnkmﬁ?m fat junior out of his seat.

* Go and vote ! ™ he roared. ** Haven't you promused 17"

** Promised, Bulstroda §**

“* ¥ez; you promised to vote for me, g0 now go and do it

Billy Bunter shook with fright.

“I dda't promuse," he sl
word,' vou know."”

Bulstrode pnoshed his tecth.

" Go and vote ! ™ he muttered.
to loge the fght # "

Billy Bunter shuffled u

“ My only hat, they haven't cume

“YWharton's Jooking over

Yl thought it was the glost
*Go and give your vote! ™

“You see, Y NCrves

“I simply said “Mum's the

“Go on! D'you wani ine
to the teble. and Wingate handed
aver the hallot paper. Thers was & hush in the class.room es
RBilly Bunter leaned down and put the cross.

Who had he voted for 1

Wingate looked at the ballot paper insurprise az he theew it
into the drawer. Harry Whorton hed explained to the eaptsain
of Greyirinrs how it seemed as though they were to depend on
the fat junior’s vote, and that is why Wingate looked pleazantly
ﬁurPriﬂad just now,

“Ten pust gix,” he eried, * and still four more o voto '™

Bulstrode lookad round him oxcitediyv.

The crowd of juniors out in the corridor gave & laugh.

* Here's another one ! " they eried,

Bnoop cmme munning into the classroonn with a Hushed face.

I‘:iﬂn on, anoopey ! reared Bulstrode, *“*Go and vote
eplad 1"
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The sneak of the Remove grinned as he was pushed up to the
iable.

“* 1I'll seo to that '™ he squenled. * Not half 1™

Wingate handed owver the ballot paper, and Snoop marked it
and threw it into the open drawer.

*“Three more only,"” he said, * snd three more minute<"

Harry Wharton went white to the lips.

* They've been trapped ! " be muttered. * But—but I don't
gee how thoy can have been !

Nugent came rushing into the class.room,

“1 can't see & sign of 'em ! ho gasped.

* Bunter ¥ "

£l Y’“H : I__:u

* What's that t "' eried the fat junior. .

* Did lynu see Hob Cherry, or Mark Linley, or Wun Lung t "

“ Roa lﬁ', Nugent, how-—-—""

** Oh, shut up, you beastly Ebc-rpcrisa ! " gnapped Frank Nugent.
“ Did you sgee them, Snoop t™

The snesk of the Remove grinned.

“ No, I ditdn™t ! ** he said,

Wingate jumped to his fest.

* Three more votes to be polled,” he cried, * and one more
minute bafors the pold cloges I'"”

‘%:;a minute ! E:rr:..r Wharton & Co. lvoled round them
wildly.

“We'redone!” muitered the leader of Study No. 1. ™ KNothing
will got "em lere in one minute ! *

“ Has Bunter ¥ '

[

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Wun Lung's Bravery,
ANG! Crosh! Pong!
B The imprizoned juniors in the box.roora kicked and
kicked until their toes ached.
“It's po good,” exclaimned Bob Cherry, st last;
“ that fat-headed, obstinate porpoize won't take any notice,”

“Him vely wicked seoundlel | ™ muttered “‘un“]{uug. “ Me
thinkes Buntel goneo.”

Mark Linley looked at hig tw ¢ stody mates ploomily.

“ He hac gone, T think,' be sald. " And Harry will lose the
sloction.”™

A small window afforded the box.reom a little light; but
now it was difficult te soe acress the room.

“ What's the wheeze, Wun Lung t "' said Bob Cherry, as the
Chinese junior glided scross to the window.,

“ Me havee a loolk outos, Bob,™

The lesder of Study No, 12 and Mark Linley joined Wun
Lung, and the three juniors looked down from the small
window on to the rain-soddened Close of Greviriars,

‘ " Bit dull, isu's it 17 muttered Bob Clierry.  * Still raining,
oo,

Wun Lung craned bis neel to look slong the building.

" Ma thinkee I can doge ! " he murmured to himself.

" Groot Beott 17" axelaimad Bob Cherry angrily.  ** Tt males
me sicl; to think how we'vo bocn trl_'.-pp{:ﬂ-—-ﬂhlf Ly & chep in
H:—':.rr}r Wharton's own astudy, teo’

“T'll pive him sich o lieking 1

*And so will 117" added Bolby Chorry.

“ Bob seonel heveo voteg, though 17

*Of course T would, Wun Lung ! said ithe loader of Study
No, 12, “If we don’t gol to ithoe Remove clist.room by o
quarter-post six Heory will get beaten oz sure g ogps aro egps,™

* And Bulstiode inadee coptain 7"

Bob Cherry nodded his head.

* Yon chapee's wantes petes in votee ez nunch as Wan Lung 1"

*0Of eourse, dummy ! " roered Bob Cherry npul Mark Linloy
in chorus.

Wun Lung smiled, and pulled back tho letch of the smell
window. It opened outwards, and it ereaksd strangely as the
Chinese junior pushed it open.

* Bhut thot blessed window !’ cried Bob Cherry.

relby cold up hore as it is

“ Bob cloazo window aftel Wuan Lunp has gonee out, 1 thinkes.''

“ Gono out ! " geaped Mark Linley.

VWun Lung noddod his head.

“ Me gooc along ledgo, pnd ¢lewl into window nlong thelo.
Then Wun Lung open the deol, and Study Ne. 12 votee, aftel
BIIIIF

“* What ¥

Wun Lung smiled placidly, and pleeccd his knee carefully on
to the window-ledgo.

¥ Me Iotee Btudy No. 12 votes, aftel oil.”

Bob Cherry grabled hold of the Chinese junior by theshoulder,

“Yeu howling durmmy ! he roared, his face desthly white,
“ Do you kiow whet would happen to you if you—if you foll
from this Lwight "

Wun Lung looksd down on to the Closo ngain.

‘; Me foll & Lig wellop " he said. " I'haps moe notec bouncee,
eiihel"

Bob Cherry and Marl Linley pusped at the Chinese juniors’
coolness.

Ei Ill'ﬂ
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“Chelly, let ga!”

* What " roared the leader of Study Neo. 12, finding veice at
ast. " Me, fet po 1™

“ Me savvy”

* Let you go and break every bone in your body 1" gasped
Bob Cherry,  ** Not if I kmow it, kid ! ™

" You not wantee Hally to be captain of the clicket, then 1™

“ Of course 1 do, vou dummy.”

* Then letee Won Lung go, “replied the Chinese junior. " Me
getee you two out quitee eafe apd sound,”

* But [——"

* Me no sevvy excuses.”

* But T say it can’t be done,” cried Bob Cherry. ' Why, it's
twelve yards at least o the window, and—oand the risk is twenty
1o one that you fall.”

* Me no fallee,™

* But supposing you did 17 whispered Bob, © Why, Mark and
1 would bﬂ%rﬁhd&ﬂ 08 mur i

* Me thinkee you want Bulstlode captaim if you no letee me

¥

go.
“You demmy ! I——" ;

“ Do you readly think you can do it, Wan Lung 7" inter-
rupted Mark Linley.

“Wun Lung do it on his headee™

“ Ha, ha ! You dummy | I mean, do you——

* Me tellee vou chaps Wun Lung havee to buck up if we
votee in time.”

Bob Cherry pulled out his watch.

“ My only hat!" he po . "“1It's gone five past six, and
that only leaves ua anocther ten minutes at the most."

" Then Wuan Lung must chance it "

Bol Qherry stared at the Lancashire lad aghaat,

“He cant ! he cried. * He mustn't ! We'll get them to
have another election. We must toll themn that we were tncked—
trﬂF%Ed——bj' a beastly foul move,™ )

** Then we should be the laughing-stock of Greyiriara,’

“1 don't eare n ran about—here, ¢ome back you dummy,
Wun Lung ! ™ ]

Whila the two jupiors had beon talking, the Chinese lad had
crept softly on to the window-ledge again, and now, as Bob
(herry cried out, he had taken s grip on the ledge which ran
reund the building, from one top window to another.

" Come back 1"

Bob Cherry and Mark Linley gasped out the words, but they
were too late, :

* Mo no savvy,” murmured Wun Lung, reaching out his hand
gingerly to test the eram hliuihdg& for his next move.

"My hat ! "' gasped Bob Cherry. " Just look at him ™

‘The two juniors put their heads out of the window, and spoke
in hoaree whispers in case their voices should annerve the daring
Chinese lad.

Wan Lung moved slong slowly but surely. It seemed as
though each movement of his took hours to the two anxious
lads at the open window ; but, instead of that, they were
seconds,

" Hall-way,"” muttered Mark Linley.
the next half 1"

. Wun Lung stretched out his hand for ancther move, and

wece of atons broke away in his hend, and it went falling through
the air, landing with & ** thuck  on the gravelled Close below,
Wun Lung stopped for o moment only,

* Phew ! muttered the two juniora.

The Chinese junior went along doubly careful after that, and
he got nearer and nearer.

““He's going to doit! IHe's going to do it!™ murmured Bob
Cherry. " My hat! He's %om‘f to do it, after all t ™

Wun Lung held out his hand for his lost move,

“ Done it 1" pasped Mork Linley. “ Look !

The Chinese junior had Eaiu&d the window, and the next
moment he had thrown up the lower sash of the windaw,

“ Hurroh ! " cried the two juniora,  “ It's not latehed !

They scrambled back into the box-room as they saw Wun
Lung clamber in.

* We shall do it 1 ** shouted Bob Cherry excitedly. ** Therc’s
another minute ! *

* Omly a minute "

* Yes, come on.” i

Bob Chérry and Mark Linley flow to the door, and kicked on
its panels impatiently,

Bang. bang ! :

“ Alleo light ! ** come Wun Lung'a voice. " Me savvy 1"

Click ! Bob Cheyry turned the handle os Wun Lung turned
the key, and the door waas flung open.

* Hurrsh ! " roared the three juniors. “ Doneig !

“ Well played, Wun Lung ! " cried Mark Linley, giving the
Chinese junior a resounding thwack on the back, * You're &
brick ! ™

“Dwi Mo no=avey ! Me vole for Hally !*

“ Yes, come on, ltids |7 cried Bob Cherry, " Wemay doid ! ™

The three juniors broke into & run, and turned down the stone
Rlalrcage.

“ V0 race you ! ™' eried Mark Linley, leaping past Bob Cherry
ot the foot of the stairs, .

And the chinms of Study No. 12 tove along in the diveerion of
the Remove class-room for all they were worth,
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4 NOTHER mmute ! ™'

Horry Wharton and Frank Nugent siaru at one
another with hopeless expressions on their wusnally
cheery faces, Tho rest of the Removites in the elas-

room held their breath, as they wotched Wingate atudying his

watch,
* Where can old Bob have got t0 TV
Frank Nugent shook his head ndently,

o " And Mark Linley—I'm surprised at Matk letling nie dewn
hke this!™

* Half & minute,” exclaimed Wingate, ' And thrée more votes
to bo polled.” !

The crowd of juniors both inside the clasa-room and outside
in tho corridor eaught their beeath, They all knew—or, rather,
thought they knew—what the result would be if the three didn't
come n time o vote, .

* It's all up,” sighed Hurry Wharton, T can't understand it
at all. You're sure you looked everywhere likely, Frank § 7

Frank Nugent nodded his head. s

“ Yes," ho replied. ** I think they roust have been trapped ;
but then Bulstrode and his crowd have been in here all the time,
and from what I can pet out of the chaps they've all been in
the tuckshop sll the afternoon.”

* 1 can’t understand it at-——'

" Hurrah 1 ¥ .

A junior in the crowd gathered in the corridor raised a squealing
cheer, and the Removitos looked towards the deor excitedly.

“Hurrah !| Her they come ! "

Clatter, clatter, clatter !

Harry Wharton clutghed hold of Frank Nugent by the sleeve
spasinodieally.

*It's Bob ! ™ he gasped,

“Bobi™

Clatter, clatter, clatier ! ’

* Stand back, you chaps!" roared Mark Linley's woice,
" Stand back 1 ™

A vell of exciternent rang out from Harry Wharton's supporters

* Hurrah ! " they mar‘;ﬁ.

Mark Linley streaked through the mass of juniors in the
passage, and then inte the room.

' In time T he gasped.

Wingate smiled grimly, and handed out the ballot-paper to
the breathless Lancashire lad,

* Here you are,” he said, * There's apother ten seconds to
go yet.” .

*“Hurrah ! ™ roared the crowd, snd the next imstent Bob
Cherry, pulling Wun Lung by the ann, staggered into the roomn,

= laﬁemgl’arry » i

“ No; here you are,” cricd Wingate, * Take these ballot-
papers and mark your cross.”

“Thanks!"” And the three breathlees chuma of study
No, 12 leant ovér the table and marked their crossee, and then
threw the bollot-papers into the open drawer, .

“ That's the lot,” said Wingate, * Youn were only just in
time, kids '™

 Yes, we were tricked, and loeked in the box-room at the top
of the building.”

“*Ohh t ™

“ If it wasn't thot Wun Lung hod done & deed of bravery,
which no other chap in Greylriars would have dared to do!"
cried Bob Cherry, raising his voice, " we should be in that box-
room now !

Bulstrode elenched his fists with anger as he glowered st the
T,mmi_'-]j.nF Snoop.

* Yes,” continued Bob, ** Wun Lung travelled from the box-
raom window to the window at the top of the landing h;,r hanging
on to the stone ledge which runs round the building.’

“ My hot !

* Phow '™

* I"ve nover seen such aomarvellons thing in all my life | said
Bol Cherry, * And it’s & wonder Wun Lung is still alive ! ™

** Me no savvy,” murmnred the Chiness junior, msaking sn
attempl to get out of the crowded class-roon.

“ You stop here,” hughed Harry Whetton,
hear o bit more about this"

Snoop went o sickly green eolour.

“ They'll—they'll Lill me ! " he moaned to himeelf,

“ Who tricked you in this beastly, unsportsmanlike foshion,
Cherry 17 said Wingate.

* Bunter ! ™

* Buntcr 17 roared the juniors. And the word woas repeated
in & roar by thowe in the corridor,

* Yes, that fat porpose |7 eried Dob Cherry, ™ He's & heastly
tritor ! And if I wes Harry Wharten I'd have him Looted out
of Sty No, 11T

3illy Dunter jumped to his feet, and blinked stupicdly at the
Removites.,

*

“*We want 1o

=5
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“ D vou say e, Cherry 17

“ Yea, yvou young cad ! "

“Me 1" pasped Billy Bunter., ' Me * D’vou mean to say
that I tricked yout "That 1 locked you in the box-room ?
That——.""
“ Yes ! " interrupted Bob Cherry and Mark Linley in chorus.
** Buntel get n vely glent hiding [ )

The fat janior of Greyfriars wont crimson with indignation

* I sincerely hope you chaps don't bolisve this yarn,” he zaid,
Why, I can prove an allay-modea ! 7

* Analley what %

* Analley mode ! shouted Billy Buntor. ** A-l-l-e.v-m.o.d-e.*
The Removites looked at him in amazement.

“ 1 ean prove it,” continuod Billy Bunter.,  © From half-past
two to half-past three I was in Study No, 13 half-post throo
till & cquarter to six I was in—in Mes, Mimble's, and——-"'

*Hao, ha, hat"

“ And then I saw a ghost—and then I eamo here 1"

“Ha, ha, ha ' "

“ He meana an alibi ! * laughod Wingate,
on earth he meant by slley-mode.”

Bob Cherry glared at the indignant Bunter,

 That yarns all rot 1" he ssad. I suppess you want us to
believe that you didn’t come into Study No, 12, and tell us that
E!-H}*‘ Wharton -had sent you to ftell us to go up to the bLox.
coomn 12

Billy Bunter snorted angrily.

" And I suppose you're going to toll uz you didn't lock us in
the hﬁx-rl:rnmp,?” 7 Pe 4

“1 dida't 1" ronred Billy Bunter.
Ehﬂﬂt L

“ Your ghost 1"

;Tea.“ The ghost which atopped me at the top of the stairz,
an

“ My only aunt !

Frank Nugent interrupted the fat junior with a startled
exclamation,

“ My only aunt ! ** he repeatod.
the whole whoese 1™

Harry Wharton tugged at his study mate’s sleeve exeitodly.

:: Eﬂ-}}ﬂ 1" he sitnid. “ What's thia t '

alf & gecond, Harey,™ liad Frank Nugont.
me ask one or two quna ﬁ e B

* Go on, then"

“ Listen, chaps ! "* cried Frank Nugont. * Will you tell me
if Billy Bunter loft the cless.room after he came here with hia
yarn sbout having seen a ghost "

“Of courae, T didn't, Nugent.”

** Bhut up, snd let some of these other chaps angwer me.”

" No !" roared the Removites. *° Of course, the fot porpoise
has been sitting here telling ua this rot about the ghoats.’

** Are you guite cortain ¥

“Yea!”

“ Then was Snoop here 1™

i1 Enmp 4 11

*Yes. Had Bnoop been in here to vote 1™

Wingato turncd to Frank Nugent,

;Hﬂy:‘: he a&mL i ‘;Enqu wa.adn-::t I]l.t'-.re. ]t‘hen ; i

ranlc Nugent amile » and pushing his way throough the
mans of Romovites, ampg:e-:l E: sritE Em;{ ? y

The sneak of the Remove shook with fright,

“ What—what are you staring at, Nugent 1" he faltered

“ At your neck 1 ™

8noop shook with fright.

** M-iny nock, Nugent 1 "' he gaaped,

“ Yea. And I've scon what I expected to see, 80 you can own
up to ﬂ;:ﬂ whole crowd now what sort of game yvou've been
P ing ! ]

‘leta-t rot are you talking about t ' shouted Bulstrode, in
mere bravado,

Frank Nugent's eyes gleamed dangerously,

*There's no tot about it!'" he replied. I accuse this
snivelling, quaking sneak of having made up as Billy Bunter, and
of tricking the chaps of Study No. 12 up to the box-room !

Thy Remaovite stared at one another in amazement,

- hur.:r. own up, Eru.'_rl::p t* erind Frank Nugent.

“l—it wasn't me, you c-c.e-chaps ! faltered the snezk.
Y Don't you beliove it 1™

Frank Nugent thrust out his hand, and grabbed Bnoop's
pollar off with s sudden wrench.

“Then what's all this grease.paint doing on your neck 1" he
erizd.

Bnoop wont sa white as chalk.

“I didn't do it ! ' he shricked. * It wasn't mo!
Bul-—it was all somebody élse’a doing 1

" Bulstrode ! "

The Removitea mutterad the bully's name in surprise.
didn't think even he would play such a game.

* Bhure, and let's chuck tge:m out ! ** roared Micky Desmond.
“ Don't let’s have the spalpeens in hore ! *°

Toe Maener Liseary.—No. 118
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I wonderad what

** It maust have been ray

“ I believe I ¢an see through

" Jast let

It was all

Thevy

* Rather ! "' roared the Removites. “ Bumyp the cadsout t ™

“Ordec | ™

Wingate banged his st down on the table authoritalively,
and the junicrs paased.

“ Order! " roarcd Wingate., I won't kave nny dizorder in
thig elass-roorn ! I have counted the votes, and after 1 have
given you the result, Bulstrode and Sacop will go straight to
wmy study, and 1 snall give them both a licking for the low,
unsportsmanlike trick they bhave tried to play azainst theie
opponents.”

CGood epp !t

“ Now, if you will shut up, I will give you the reanlt of tie
election.™

The Removites in the clasz-room. and the ¢rowd in the corvidoe
were as gilent as mice. Wingate cleared his throat,

* Bulstrode hoas polled eight votes, and Wharton has polled
ninetecn, 0——-—"

“ Hurrah ! "

A terrific cheer drowned the capiain of Greyiviars’ voiee,.and
the elass-room was in an uproar.

Wharton nineteonn votes! The leader of Study No. 1 was
amazed.

“That means that Billy Bunter and five of the chaps Bul.
strode imagined wore hig gupporters have voted for me!" he
roataid into Frank Nugent's ear.

“Yes, it wouldn't have mattered il Bob, Mark, and Wun
Lung hadn't turned up ! ™

* Hurrgh ! "

“ Three choers for Harry Wharton '

Wingate amiled grimly as he looked down at the cheering mass
of juniors. And he smiled more grimly still when he observed
Bulstrode and Sncop pushing their way throush the crownd to
the door.

The bully of the Remove was staggered by the huge majority
his rival had got. !

* I wonder who voted against me 17" he muttered to himself,
But Bulstrode was nover to know, for Wingate destroyed the
ballot-papers, as he had promised to do.

| i ¥ E . . ® %

.ﬁlmarrjr supper patty had met in Stady No. 1 afrer the election
rosult.

Harry Wharton had got leave from Wingate to hold a recep.
tion na late na half-past saven in his atudy, and the chums hal
invibed the junicra from Study No. 12, Tom Brown and Hazel.
dene, and Micky Desmond and Ruossell.

A eplendid spread had been put on to the tavle, and, in spite
of the overerowded state of the room, the juniors hed never
enjoyed o feed moro.

The tahle was slmost depleted of the good things now, and,
with s gmile, Harry Wharton rapped his knuckles on the table
for ailence.

Ta y bap U

“ Diry up, chapa ! "

The juniors q:lintehed down,

Y Gentlernen,'” said Harry Wharton, rising to his feel, “ 1
want. to thank wou for the splendid aupport you all gave me
during the slection.”

aid Hrﬂt ! 1y

“It was a jolly anxious time, but, thanlk goodness, it's all
coms right m the waghing 1"

“Hua, ha, hn !

* Although, as it hes turned cut, it waan't altopether necessary
fo run sach a terzible risk, I want to thank Wun Lung for tha
unselfishness ha dizplayed in the brave act of climbing from the
box-room window to the landing window."' '

“Hurrah | "

“Me, no savey ! ecried Wuan Lung. But his voice was
drowned by the juniors’ cheering. Even BHilly Bunter joined
in. The extraordinary amount of food he had put away made
him as enthusiastic as the rest.

Harry Wharton held up his hand lor silence.

“Chaps ! he cried. "let's drink to the good fortune of the
Remove cricket eleven for the coming season 1™

And the merry party in 3tudy No. 1 jumped to their foet, and
dzank the toasl in ginger-beer.

THE EXD.
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The Rald ol the Wolves’ Dea.

9T think about it,” interrupted Bacstaple.
six_hundred would certainly be worth hendling.”

This cold-blooded miscreant was ready to teke the life of
an associato if e was paid a sufficiemtly high sum o do so;
but, az it happened, none knetv this betier then Jim the
Tracker, and in that knowledge lay his safety. That astute
and cheerful sinmer was not to be caught napping.

**I thonght I had finished that accursed youny detective,”
El:‘n“ﬁd Bilas Warner, after a short pause;: “but I got wind,

fore I reached here, that he had got out of the trap. Lehall
never he able to show my face in Launceston agsin now.”

A savage light gleamed in Luke Bastapl's eves, and he
clenched his handa until the neila dug into the Aesh.

“An extra

“T've_got o score {o settle with him,” he hissed; “nad
I hope I sha'n't have to leave it unpaid when I qmit the
country. DBut, as he ain't likely to pay us & visdt bLere, I

shall have to hunt him out.”

* You don't know him,” cried Warner. * You don't know
his eapahilities, his ingenuily, his cleverness—""

“Well, vou've not seen such e great deal of him.'

* I've seen more thun you bave,” continued Siles Waraer;
*“ynd I'vo learnt more sbout kim than you heve larnt. He
is out here mm p strango country, bui he seems already ns
much st home in it as though he had lived here sll his life.
He has agpenis waiching our movements, and we are not safo
anywhere. Curse him, & thousand times! Even here, where
‘ou think we are zo secure, he might appear at any moment.

Ton don't—"

He stopped abruptlv, and the word that hoe was about to
utter froze unon his lips. His eves were fixed vpon some
object behind f.uke Bastsple, for he was staving straight over
thet individeal's lhead. Whatever it was that he saw, it
sepinied to hold hiio in a spell, powerlass to wove or speak,

Luke Bastaple sprang to lis feet and swung roumd, to find
himsalf face to face with Stanley Dare.

Bastaple's surprise was cortainly as great as Silez Warner's,
but, unlike the lawyeor, there was no fear mingled with it
Inmiead, ho gave vent to an exclamsation of malignant
satisfaction.

“You're not quile so smarf as Lawyer Warner seems to
thani;, BMr. Detective Dare!” he cried, ""It's a feol's trick
to walk ripht into the wolves' den, but I'm-zlrd vou've done
go 2l the same, 25 it will save me a lot of trouble.”

1t will save vou, or prevent you from conmunitting enother
cviine,”’ znid Dave calmly. * But vour list 1z aheady zo long
ihat vou will viot escape the zallows.

“Well, tho liz; is not complete,” roplied Lute Bastaple,
i1 an unusually guist tone of voice.

Thera was & second’'s pause. Flindeiz looked vp from his
7ol of wood-cutting, but Jim the Tracker sat motionless, still
apparently sbsorbed in cleaning up his rifle.

I'hen, with & sudden, rapid movement, Luke Bastapla
recched behind him for hiz revolver. An oach escaped his
lips. The weapon was no longer there.

h"I"ta been ctricked ! he yelled. “If 1T knew the hound
1. "-t'_'_:l:l

* Kepp silenes!” commanded Stanley Dare.
ig up, Loks Bastaple ™

TrE Mac¥ET LinRany.—No. 118
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B y i Stanley Dere, the Boy Detective, ha

Winfield from the Thames, into which he

ARE

INTROBUCT{ON.

becomes interesied in the caze. Hs

out of the

. He saived 8 whistle to his lips and blew shrilly on it thres
times,with an appreciative pause between each sound.

3 signal was ans from the crags, and st different
points men in uniform suddealy appesred as i thoy had
%iaen from the earth. They were tﬂe polices from Camphell

own.

No sooner did Bilas Warner catch sight of them than, with
a yell of dismay, he made a wild dash for a cloft in the hills,
through which he could gait one of the paths that led acroes

o SWAmpS.

His med rush was so sudden and unexpected that when
Stanley Dare leaped forwsrd to interrupt him he was bowled
clean over h{lt-'ha fores with which the lawyer butied against
him, although Warner was no more conscious of what he had

dons than an animal driven med by fear wonld have heen.

Taking advantage of the mishap to the voung detecti
Luke Bastaple darted across the o . 8pB0e tg‘lﬂ. S B mlit:;
Fm&truﬁ. to which Tom Wi.nﬁam secured by having lus
mnds manacled behind it.

A shot rang out on the hillside. One of the police-offcers
hed fired u} the running form of the lswyer, but had missed
him. The bullet Battened itself against a boulder of rock.

As Stanley Dare scrambled to his feet again Flinders
snatched up his reyolver with the intemiion of putting & bullet
through him before he could get his own weaspon levelled.
But & voics, with an eppgressively cheerful ring i it, even
amid the wild turmoil that bad disturbed the guietness of that

secluded hollow with such startling suddenness, called upon
him to put his weapon down.
“ Drop your wespon,” cried Jim the Tracker. ' Dirop it

Flinders! I havo you covered I’

Ha was still sitbing on an up-ended candle-box, but his rifle
was at his shovlder now, and as he glavced along the barrel,
hiz keen eyes, that secmed et that crisis, when every man was
in deadly carpest, to bo twinkling with amusement, met those
of his one-time associate.

Ilinders tossed his revolver to the ground with a savage

CULEk.

" 8o it’s you we've got to thank for this!" he growled,

“Not ot alll” replied Jim the Tracker briskly. * Give
credit where credit is due. It's Stanley Dare that's arrenged
this littde surprise for you, dnd until tgia minute he's had no
help from me worth mentioning. The game's played to a
finish, Flindars, and you're safer without s weapon.”

But the gume wds not quite finished. Luke Basteple held
one last frump card, which he meant to play.

Hiz voico rang out defiantly.

 Hlold up thers, svery one of you! he shouted. “If you
ralep o wenpon agamst me, or if you come a step nearsr to
itie, I'll zend this knife inte the heart of youns Winfield. It's
his life or mine now, and it's for vou to chaose between ys '™

It seemed that, although he was surrcvmded by foes, he was
still master of the situstion. He was kneeling by the side of
Tom Winfield, who looked hagzwed and wearied,. as thou
he was tired of fighting against fate, and cared little what the
issue might be. In Ins hand was & keen-bladed knife, which
ho held threateningly within an inch of Tom’s breast.

The police came to & halt, for they knew enough of Luke

A Splondid of Harry Whaston
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Bastaple to know that he would keep his word, even though
his own life might pay the forfeit the next minute.

Professor MacAndrew, who was by the side of the police-
gergeant, gplanced round the cirels in search of Stanley Dave.
But he was nowhers to be seen. The police-sergeant alzo
noted bhis absence,

“*What has become of Mr. Darve®’ he sad.
a couple of minutes ago.”

“I'm thinking ve'll see him again verra soon,” replied the
Scotsman. I dinna ken whaur he is the noo, but I ken
weel his methods, and he's no in the habit of hiding himsel’
at & creetical moment. He'll be upsides wi' yon villain, tak’
my word for it; so if ye'll tak” my advice ye'll just parley wi’
the fellow tap gain time.”

“*See here, Baostaple,” called out the sergeant; ' vou'd
better stow that game and give vourself up, for we're bound
to get you sooner or later, even if we let you off now "

*Don't make any mistake about that,” replied Luke
Bastaple. ** You've got to listen to my terms. ou don't
s0 much tho worse for thiz lad hers. It's his life that hangs
i the balance more than mine."

His evil eves roved round tho camp, and then all at once
a startling change came over his face,

“Where's that voung detective?”’ he cried. ““Let him
show up. 1If he's trying to play any tricks I'll drive the knife
home. Let him show himself, I say "

Thers wes o tense silonce. No one moved. Every man
there held his breath. Stanlev Dare vemained invisible.

“I'l give him till T count six to show himself,” puraued
Bastaple. " If he don't show then, young Winfield will have
come to his last second of life.”

He raisad the knife a little, and commenced to count:

* One—two—three—four—five—""

There was a flash and & sharp report from behind a bonlder
rot fifty vards away from Lim. The knife flew out of his
rasp, and he uttzred & cry of rage and pain. Stanley Dare
Eﬂlmd up into sight now, with a amoking revolver in hiz hand.
“Don’t move, Luke Bastaple,” he cried, * or you are a
dead man!"’ :
The police climbed down Irom the crags and ran across the
flat. Two minutes later Luke Bastaple was & prisoner.

Tom Winfield was released, and kind hands tended him,
for as Dare had fired the shot which saved his life ho lost
consclousness. Ilinders was zecured, but Jim the Tracker
was not arrested, for he had rondered good servies.

On the previous night Stanley Dare .and Watoonga had

netrated to the camp, and Jim the Tracker, aroused from
s sleep, had been much surprised to =zee the youns datective
by hiz side. Dare had hoped to be able to release Tom
Winfield then, but be found that would be impossible without
endangering his client's life,

However, he had a long interview with Jim the Tracker
out of sight and hearing of the others, and convinced that
easy-going individual—who was not altogether bad nt heart—
that 1t would be better from all points of view if in the future
he threw in his lot with honest men. Ila did not ask him to
betray his comrades, for, indeed, there was no need for that,
but simply that, when the critical moment arrived, he would
have his rifle ready to prevent murder being done.

Jim the Tracker promised, and we have seen how he ful-
filled his trust.

Watoonga had been despatched to follow Silas Warner,
and after an absence of
an hour his dark, lean
form was scen on the
brow of a hill.

"?uiﬂk, master I’ he
cried. Y Come quick,
or you no sec him any
more 1"

He evidently referred
to the lawyer. Stanley
Dara, the sergeant, and
a constable followed the
black as he turned and
made his way down the
outer side of DBroken
Hill towards the
BWAMPA,

Reaching the edge of
the foul quagmire, that
stretched for a consider-
able distance in fronk
of them, Watoonga led
the way along the nar-
row, zigzag path for a
matter of two hundred
yards, Then hestopped
and Puinted avway to

.
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At firsk Stanley Dare could not make out anything except
the tufts of rushes which grew hoere and there in tho
treacherous green-scummed morass. Then, not twenty vards
frem the path, he saw, to his intenss horror, o white face just
on & level with the surface of the awful, guivering mire. Tt
was the face of Silas Warner, but distorted by a look of such
frightful terror that for many & day afterwards it haunted
the young detective’s dreams.

** Ile miss the path,” said Watoonga simply.

“We must try and save him ! eried Dare.

He made a sten towards the spot as he spoke, but the next
instant he had sunk almoet to his waist in the mire which
shook in zoft, quivering utndulations all around him., Had
the police and the native not been there to drag him out he
would never have set his foot upon fim land again.

““It 15 useless, Mr. Dare,"” exclaimed the sergeant, in an
awe-stricken voice. “* No power on earth can save him. The
marvel is that he has got out so far without being sucked
under at once.”

Ten seconds later the face had vanished., In his last
extremity cf fear the lawyer had evidently lost consciousness,
for no sound escaped his lips. It was a merciful oblivion, for
he was thus spared the awiul agony of horror that must have
been hiz hod he retained consciousness te the last.

In the Leart of the great swamp, down in the foul shime of
tho morass, Stlas Warner lies for ever buried.

" 3 - & W & £ - ] ]

Luks Bastaple and Flinders were safely lodged in prison
awaiting trial, Tom Winfield and the professor had returned
tc Launceston, but Stanley Dare had to go over to Malbourne
to complete hiz investigations, for it was in Melbourne that he
hoped to find out something of the past records of Silas
Warner.

Jim the Tracker accompanied lum, for he kpnew as much
about the manner of life of the late lawyer as any man. Nine
days elapsed before Stanley Dare rejoined his friends ino
Launceston, and the case was then complete. Ho had good
news for Tom Winfield, who, very much to his own surprise,
now learnt for the first timo that on attatning his twentistl:
hirthdey be would inherit property valued at two hundred
thousand pounds.

It was this property that Silas Warner had been Hcllﬁmina
to got into his own hands, and for wiinel he was ready to ai
and abet the erime of murder.

Briefly the facts of the case were these:

Tho property consisted in shares in two gold mines sitnated
in the Coolgardio district of Western Australia. They had
belonged to a distant relative of Tom Winfield, & somewhat
eceentric individeal, whe refused to make a will, but who
shortly before his death had all the shares legally transferred
to Tom, and all the documents, including the share certifi-
cates, placed in the care of Silas Warner, whom he trusted
absolutely.

The instructions given to the lawyer were that the property

was not to be
handed over to Win-
field wuntil he was

twenty yoars of age, but
as he had no idea that
he would inherit o
penny piece from  this
rolative, Silas Warner
determined to secure
the  property for him-
salf, ;

This, however, he
conld only do in the
event of Tom Winfield
dying before ha reachad
the age of twenty, and
to that ond the villain-
ous lawyer engagod
the services of Luke
Bastaple to lpui. the
voung Colonial out of
the way.

(Another fong Instal-
meant of “Sianfey
Dare, Detactive,” In
noxt Tuesday's
numbeor of “The
Magnet” Library.)

“WUN LUNC MINOR.”
The Inimilable litile Chinee
has a brother, and this brother
== comes to Groyieinrs!

Io consequence, the
have & very lvely time.

“WUN LUNG MINOR"
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New Nurnhers of the ““The Boys' Friend”
3d. Complete Library—out this week :

NO. 118, “BRITAIN AT BAY.

A Thrilling War Story,
By John Tregsliis.

Hﬂ 119, “THE PRIZEFICHTER”

A Grand Long, Complete Tale of the Ring,
By 8. Clarke Hook.

| NO. 120, “IN WILDEST AFRICA”

A Tale of Ex-President Roosevelt's Adven=
tures In the Dark Continent (introducing
Matthew Quin—Wild Beast Agent).

Agk always for “The Boys' Friend” 3d.
Complete Library.
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NO. 119.—“The Boys’ Friend” 3d. Library.—" THE PRIZEFIGHTER.”

NO. 120—%The Boys’ Friend” 3d. Library.—"{N WILDEST AFRICA.”

NO. 118.—*The Boys’ Friend” 3d. Library.— BRITAIN AT BAY.

ON SALE EVERYWHERE 7ok
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