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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Not for Bunter.

iy AZELDENE!"'
H :': Where's Hazeldene?"

[ say, you fellows—""

“ Don't say anything, Bunter, old chap,” said Bob
Chercy kindly., * You're dead in this act. 'm locking for
Hazeldene. Where 15 he? Scen Hazeldeae, Wharton?

Harry Wharton, the captain of the Creyfriars Remove,
raised himself lazily upon his elbow in the rich, deep grass,
and pushed back the Panama hat that was shading i‘[is face
from a blazing sun.
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“ No,” he said. “ He was here. What's the row? It's
not time to take the boat yet. The steamer deesn’t stard till
two o'clock, and it’s only a stzp or two down to the picr st

about the blessed steamer?"

Ouchy." .

“Wheo's talkin gatd Bob
Cherry. * Hareldenc's wanted.'”

“ What for?" asked Frank Nugent, locking up from the
latest number of the Paris '° Daily Maill"™

“To sien his namea.”

“ To which®™

** Bign his giddy name."

Y To Wh'it:h%"

““ Bipn his giddy name.””

“ Has he come into a fortune!” asked Harry Wharton,
sitting up in the grass, and fanning himself with his Panama,
griting interested. ** Ia he to sign for it—or has his lawyer
come to maeke his will." .

“ (th, don't be funny!" said Dob Cherry.
facteur.”

“ The what?" ]

“ Tho postman.  e's got a registered letter for Hazeldene,
and in this giddy country it appears to be a custom to sign for
vour registered letters yourselves.  Hence these tears.
mean. hence these yelps for Hazeldene™ .

And Bob Cherry went up the garden under the purple lifae,
locking for Hazeldene, )

Billy Bunter spt up in the grass, and looked after him
with great intam%l'. Llinking through his big spectacles. A
registered letter always interested William George Bunter;
it smacked of a remittance, and whenever a remitfance
arrived for anybody, if Bunoter was there, he generally eou-
trived to got a slice of it.

ItTs  the

Juno 23th, 1910,
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The chums of the Gregyiriars Remove were far from the
old =choal.

The garden they were jn gloped down towards the pro-
menade of the LEI.EE-' of Geneva—Lake Lemdn—and over tho
wistaris that clambered thickly on the gardem wall they
had g elear view of the lake. e wonderfully blue waters
of Lake Leman glistened and rippled in the sun, and miles
out on the lake white =ails glimmered and danced. Far oif
¢n the other side rose the Alps in a line of snow, and ta right
and left, behind and before, wherever the eye turned, snow-
clad Alps met the view.

The chume ef Greyfriarsa wera cnjoying their holiday,
Colonel Whareton, their host at the white villa on the lake,
left them wvery much to themselves, knowing that that was
the way for them to get the mdst out of ther holiday in the
lovely Pays de Vaud.

He knew that he could trust Harry Wharton to keep out
ui‘ sqiriuus scrapes, though boyish * larks *’ theve might in
plenty.

Hﬂi';i Bunter blinked at Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent,
and at Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur.
The nabob was basking in the sun, keenly emjoying the blaze
that reminded hirm of hizs home in far.off India,

“ I say, you fellows,” remarked Bunter, ' ]—"

* Warm, ien't it? said MNugent.

" Ve, 4 B y——""

“ Too warm for talking, don’t you think!” Mugent sug-
gested tly.

The Owl of the Remove snorted.

“ Look here, you fellows, Bob Cherry says that registered
letter 18 for Hazeldene, but very likely therc's & mistake, I
was expecting a postal-order the very day we left Greyfriars,”

* Ha, ha, ha!" roared Nugent,

“C0h, really, Nugent I’

“"Ha, ba! I thpught we should et o rest from that postal
arder in Switzerland 1" roared Frank., * Can’t you give it a
holiday 1
_ "1 feel pretty cerfain that the letter is for me, and that
1t containg my postal-order,” said Bunter, with an aggressive
blink at Nugent. " It's pretty certain that Dr. Locke would
register it before sending it on, as the posts are so uncertain
in these foreign countriea. They're always making mistakes,
and the name Hazeldens looks very like Bunter, so—-"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

P Anyway, I'm guin? to look mto it,"” said Billy Bunter,
vising to his feet. "I that letter’s for me, 1'm not going
to ha{-*a it handed to Hazeldene by mistake

(13 ¥ sﬂ.!l!

" That's all very weil. If there’s o whacking hig postal-
order in the letter, Hazeldene might stick to it. i‘h&'.ﬁ- been

ctting into debt, too, since he chummed wp with that

ellow Vernon-Smith at Greyfriars. I'm jolly well going to
look after my remittance. If vou don’t look after yoursclf,
robody will look after you, that's cestain.”

* Come back, vou ass|™

il R-ﬂ-t—ﬁ 1‘!}

And Billy Bunter rolled away in search of the postman,
Bunter was ¢lad in the thinnest possible garments, on sccount
of the beat, but he atill strongly resembled a barrel in figure.
Harr Wh;lrm:t glanced after him, and jumped up.

" Bunter !

- But Bilig Bunter did not even turn his head. He was
un:;mg through the lilacs and mimosa towards the house,

* The :i_lqung ass ! guid Nugent, laughing. * Weo'd better
go after him, or he m%;.' bhe getticg into some bother. He
thinke he can speak Fronch, but he might as well talk
FPolish or Cherckee for gll these chaps cen understand of
what he zavs.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“PCome on, then,” he said.

And the Greyfriara chums strolled towards the house,

But Billy Bunter was first.

The doors of the ville were open in the warm noontide. In
the wide, cool hall, flagged and adorned with huge tubs
of ferns, the postman stood. The ' facteur’ was a little
fat man with a good-humoured, red fare, down which the
streama of perspiration were trickling. He had a registered
letter in his hand, and his book open ready for the recipient
{0 sign.

** Hon jour, m’sieur,” he said, civilly, as Bunter came up.

“Bong joor,"” said Bunter. * My letter, please !

He held out & fat hand.

* Monsieur 'Azeldenc?" asked the postman, with the usual
Frenchman's difficulty in tackling the aspirate.

Bunter hesitated.

Even Billy Bunter did not care to assume s name that was
not his own for the purpose of obtaining possession of the
letter; 30 he temporised.

* Let me see it.”’ he gaid. ' Je veux voir~vous savez§™
* Oui, m'sienr,”

The postman held up the Ietter.
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Bunter blinked =t it through his spectacles.

It was net a re-directed letter from England. It had evi-
dently been posted in the same town that morning, for the
postmark was Lawsanne, and the date was that of the sanie

daﬁ.

unter grunted,

. He eould not imagine thet anybody in Lausanne was send-
ing him a remittance, yet be was loth to give op the iles
that the letter belonged to him.

" Msicur *Azeldene? asked the postman agam,

“ Well, not exaetly,” zaid Bunter cautiously; * but I'm his
best friend, you sce, and I'll take the letter to him”

Tgvz: postman shook his head. He did not understand a
word.

* It will be guite bong,” said Billy Bunter.

Bunter’s knowledge of French was as fearful and wonderful
as Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh's knowledge of English,  Bill
had an idea that French people said ** Bong ™ when Enghs
people would say ** Good,” and he used the word ' Bong "
with great liberality, much to the surprise of French persons
who heard him.

“ ¥ou young rascal,” said Harry Wharton, corsing in ab
that moment. ' You know the leifer isn't for you. Why,
there’'s Hazeldenc's mame as plain as print,”” he added,
glaring at the letter as the postman held it out for inapection.
And then he started. * Dlessed if I don't know that fist}
I¥’a the Bounder's !

. ;}'errf?n-ﬁmith’sf*” exclaimed Nugcent.

i Gﬁi‘u

“ And the postmark’s Lausannc!’ exclaimed Wharton.
“ The Bounder is in Switrerland, and here!™

s l‘l'I}' hat 1*?

“ Here you are!” exclaimied Bob Cherry, entering with
Hazeldene, who was in white flannels, and had a tennia
racket in his hand. ' Tho bounder was playing tennis in the
next garden, I had to bring him almaost by foree.®

“Oh, rats!” seid Hazeldene,  “ You've messed up the
game, Why the dickens couldn’t you sign for met”

* Not allowed.™

“ Dh, rats! Well, gimme a blessed pencil ¥

“Here you are!”

“ Where do I sign?™ asked Hazeldene, taking the bock.

“Signez a Uénere, m'sieur.”

“ What does he mean, with his secnvey alonk? grunted
Hazecldone.

Harry Wharton laughed.

* Sign in ink,”” he said,
pen.” o

Gl oall night.”

Hauzeldene signed for the lettor. and took it. The * [acteur ™
bowed himself out, und Hazcldene locked at the letter. He
gave m start as he saw the writing, and thrust the letter
h:l:stllj(f inta hiz pocket.

" Well, I must get back,"” he remarked,

And he hurried from the house. But Hazeldene did not
retarn to the tennis-court in the neighbouring garden. He
denged into the most secluded pirt of the gardens of the
{'Jnl::-m-l’a villa, and there, safe from observation, he opened
the letter and read it

“It's the rule. Hure's & fountain-

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hazeldene Heeps his Secret

ARRY WHARTON worc a worried lock as he left the
garden gate of the Villa du Lac half an hour later
with his comrades, The juniors were sll looking very
choerful and bright, with the exception of Harry.

Bob Cherry and Frank ﬁug;znt were in straw hats, glurreo
Jaresil Ram .‘:'imp;h N a4 cr ot-oapn, while Harﬂr sported &
Panama. Billy Bunter had a big cap with the paaﬁapuﬂﬂl
down to keep the sun off his glasees. They looked a merry
party, happy in the bright sunshine, and in the enjoyment of
their holiday. Only there was a cloud on Harry’s face as they
strolled down to the landing-place.

An excursion on Leke Leman hed been planned for the
afternoon.

The lake steamer left Lausannc-Ouchy at two o'clock, and
coasted aleng Lake Leman, touching at the ports all along
the beautiful shore of the canton of ¥Yaud. The juniors were
io land at Montreux, to visit the Cuastle of Chillon.

Harry Wharton took the six tickets at the booking-office,
paying o franc each, and the juniors went down to the end
of the qguay to wait for the steamer. A crowd of other
holiday-makers were waiting there, taking advantage of thae
sunny weather to make the excursion on the beautiful lake,

Mugent tapped Harry on the arm, as they stood a little
apart from the others.

" What's the row, old chap!™ he asked softly,

Harry started a littlo,

" Nothing, Frank,”
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he gasped chokingly.

E The Bounder gritied his feeth in helpless rage as Har;y Wharton shook him. ¢ Stop! Stop 1{!“ it
b

“Stop it!"”

"Rats " said Nugent unceremonionsly. “ YVou're grumpy
over something, and I thivk I can guess what it is.”

“YWall, I suppose you can,” admitted Marry.

“ It's Huzeldene's letter.””

1] YEE.J!

“ He hasn't said anything about it ta you?”

“ Mot & word.”

“ It's curions.”’

Wharton nodded.

“You know how he came 1o be with na at all,” he zaid,
in & low voice. *° Marjorie was anxious about him, besause
he was in Vernon-2imith’s hands, and 8mith was leading him
inte his own rotten waya, I thought I had selved the Jiff-
cully nicely in petting Hazeldens ount here along with us,
and his sister thought 50, She was pleased.”

‘o Maturally.'”

“ Of course, I never dreamed that Vernon-Smith could be
coming to Switzerland,” said Harry restlessly. ** It's not a
regular holiday; but I know his pater has influence with 1he
Head, end [ suppose Vernon-3mith pot him to wse ik

“ Most likely.”

“ MNow he's here, and he's written to Hazeldene, T don't
believe he cares twopence for Hazeldene, as far as that

ocs; bat he wants to get fn at us,”" said Harry, * Ho won't
erzive us for stopping his caddizh wuys at Greyfriavs, and
getting Hazel out of hia clutches, He would be delighted to
get Hazel in hiz hands hore,”

Nugent gave 2 low whiatle

i I'b‘f:.r hat! That would be sorious, Flarey.”

“¥ew: az in thizs country rembling 13 allowed, and thero
are public gambling-places that anyone ean cater,” anid Harvey
Wharton.  “I'mt preity ecrfain that that's the way the

Tar Maowrr Linpary.—No. 124, -

NEXT
WEEHK:

“THE DUFFER OF GREYFRIARS.”

Bounder will amuse himself, and he would simply gloat if he
could drag Hazel into 1t

Nugent's lip cuarled.

“ Hazeldene wouldn't need much dragging,” he said, " Ha's
hinted more than once alveady that it would be fun to have o
futizr, as he calls .

Wharton's brow darkenad.

“ He won't have a flutter while he's with wz," he said.
= M_T unels trusts me not to allow any blackpuardism of that
gore.’”

“ M course."

* It's rotten! I'm supposed to zee that all's above-hoard;
but it's rotten to be in the position of dictating to a feilow
as old as myself,"” said MHarry bitterly., ** I've been called 2
prig before, through getting into that sort of position.”™

“It's rotten. Bul you've %ﬂt enly one thing to keep in
stght, and thak iz that Hazel's not going to be allowed to
malke a fool of himsalf,”’ said Franl.

“You're right”

* Here's the boat [ said Bob Cherey,

“Good !

The steamer came buzzing down the blue laka fram the
cirection of Geneva, and throbbed up to the end of the pize.
The wooden gangway was thrown out, and the pasiongers
for Lousanne came pouring ashore.  Then the waiting
crowd were received on the steamer, and the sccond-cinss
passengers went forward—including Harry Wharton & Ce
Billy Bunter stopped on the gangway.

*“1 aay. you fellows——""

Y Come on, Billy 1"

TI've forgotten the guide-boolk 1™

Hislow the guide-hook ™

A Splendid School Tals of Harry Wharton & Co.
By FREANK RICHA%?IBE- »
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“0h, really, Nugent—-™"

*{ome on, you ass! You're standing in the way!”

i Y{"Sj. h'ﬂt‘-'-"—-”‘

A sailor hand eeized the fat junior, and bundled him upon
the steamer. Billy Bunter collided with a fat Frenchman,
and sat down on the dgck.

“"Qw!” he gasped,

He tried to rise, but the incoming possengera were too
thick. They stepped or Mumbled over Bunter as they
poursd aboard.

“You asal’ exclaimed Bob Cherry, ae they drapged the
fat junior out of the sea of feet. * This way!"”

Bunter gasped for breath

"Ow!l Yaw!"
“8it down I
“"Greo! PPm hurt ™

Banter collapsed upon a deck seat, and gasped and
racped. He was very much shaken up, and very perspiring
and dusty. He blinked indignantly at the chums of the
Rersove as e eaw that they were grinning.

“1 say, you fellows, I—I think I'd Eb-ettar have same
lemonade, or T may faint. Will you cut ashore and get me
some iemonade, Cherry 177

* Yes, rather—I don’t think |

“ Wil you go, Nugent 1

" Bome other evening," sang Nugent sweetly.

“Oh, reallyp——m"

“There's a buffet on the boat, ass,”” said Wharton. *“You
f_an o down and get as much grub and lemonade as you
1K,

“I'm fagged. I've been treated in a beastly way. I think
you m:iht go down and fetch me a soda-water, anyway.””

Bob, Cherry grinned.

" Better Eet it gﬂurmif, Bunter.”

“V'm exhaueted. You know I've got a delicate constitu-
fion,” said Billy Bunter pathetically. T really think—-——*

“1 don't suppose you'd like the way I shaulj::] bring it,"”
said Bob Cherry, in an argumentative sort of way,

O, yes, rﬂnﬂy, Cherpy—~"

“Bure you won't grumble 1’

“Clertainly not !

“ You'll be quite satisfied 77

“ Yos, of coupse 1"

“Oh, very well! 1°'l] get the syphon, then.™

;:Dﬂn’t forget a glass, and some demonade, too, and g few
Eﬂ- ;E'ﬁ-_-'ll

But Bob Cherry was gone.

Billy Bunter blinked at the other juniors. They had
caught a glimmer of mischicf in Bob Cherry's eve, and
sgonted fun; but the fat junior was thinking only of his
inward wants.

“Iway, you fellows, it's hot!”’ he exclaimed. " Would
vou care to fan me with your straw hat, Nugenti”

“ Well, of all the cheek I".

“ We're starting,” said Wharton.

The gangway had been taken in, and the ropes cast off.
The steamer surged away from the Lausanne quay, and
throbbed on along the beautiful coast towards the east.

Bolb Cherry came up tho steps from the buifet with a soda
sygt.mn in his hand, and a cheerful grin on his face.

illy Bunter blinked at him.

“You've forgoiten the gluss,” he exclaimed, “and the

lemonade ! ell, I must say vou are a duffer, Cherry!
I— Ow! Grool! Yow!”

Bob Cherry had directed the nozzle towards Billy Bunter's
fat face, and he was compretsing his thumb. A stream of

sodda-water shot out, and it ceught Billy Bunter fairly in the
mouth he had opened to complain,

The [at junior started up with a stuttering yell,

“Qw! e:rﬁﬂ--ﬂﬂ{r-"ﬂ-ﬂuh fre

“1la, ha, hal”

Fizz! Bazzle!

“"Ha, ha, ha l”

"Gerrogh! Yarcop !

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

]E;rlllj.r Bunter staggered away from the etream of soda-
water,

The passengers who crowded the deck were shrieking with
laughter.

Bob shut off the stream.

"1z that all right, Bunty "

“QOw! Groo!"

“Have some more?"

TBlop 1" yelled Billy Bunter, maopping his dreippin
Eit]‘: a handkerchief. “ Yow! Yah! fl{:ld him !

w i

“Well, T warned you that you mughts’t hke the way I
Lrought you the soda-water,” smid Bob Cherry. * You said
¥ou wauldn't grumble.”

* Ha, ha, ha'”

" Groo—ooh 17

Tre Maiower Libnary.—No. 124.

NEXT

WEEK)

Flzz!

[ace
east !

*Won't you have the loti"

“Ow! Keep him off !

*“Ha, ha, ba!" )

Bob Cherry made & motion with the syphon.  Billy Bunter
dodged for the steps and ran below, narrowly escaping a
fresh stream of soda-water. His gasping died away in the
dirgetion of the stenmer builet.

The juniors shouted with laughter. Billy Bunter was a
champion slacker, but he was not likely to esk Bob Cherry
to fetch him any more soda-water.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Sees How It Is.

AZELDEXNE sat a little apart from the others,
H Wharton glanced in his direction once, and saw that
he had taken the letter from his pocket, and was read-
Ing 1t again.

The eaptain of the Greyfriars Remove knitted his brows.

It was most unfortunate that Vernon-Smith was in
Bwitzerland now, and :till more o, as it was evident thet
the Bounder of Greyiriars meant mischief.

Harry remembered Marjorie's anciety about her weak
reckless brother, and her great relief when it was arru.ngat.i
for Hazel to accompany Hgan Wharton & (o, {o Lauesnne.

Was it all to be undone by the Bounder’s noxious influence
now?  What hed he said to Hazeldene? Why did not
Huzel speak of the letter, or what the Bounder had to say
to him? There seemed to be only one explanation.

The Bounder had made some suggestion that Hazel
instinctively knew would be opposed to Harry. And the
registering of the letter, too, showed that Vernon-Smith had
micant to run no risks azbout it getting into Hazeldene'a
own hands,

It was fcod for worry for Harry Wharton.

The boat coasted the beautiful 1{&1:&.

“ Clarensz I'" calied out o deep voice, ag it stopped at one
of the ports.
~ Harry Wharton locked at the historic village with great
mterest. He meant to land theres and explore one day.

Then the hoat ﬁ-tfg)‘ped at Vevey, famous as the burying-
place of a great Englishman—Ludlow, the last of the
Puritan stalwarts—who lies Elmpin.g in the little old church.
It was not $ill Montreux was in zight that Hazeldene rose.

Then be went to the side of the boat, und began to watch
the shore anxiously.

3421l he had not spoken a word of the detter to Harry.

Billy Bunter came in from the buffet. He bad evidently
euecceded in borrowing towels somewhere, for he was rubbed
dry; and the fat shiny expression wpon his face showed
that he had fed. :

He rubbed a smeor of cream {rom hiv mouth, a%ed blinked
]E:I} I"]{arr Wharton. He had a well-thumbed guide-book in
118 Nand,

“I've found it!" he announced.

“ Found what ' asked Harry ahsently.

“The guide-book., It wasz in my pocket, after all. I
chouldn't like to lose 3t, s I borrowed it of Temple, of the
Fourth, and I didn’t mention 1t to kim et the time, He
would be waxy if 1 lost 1t here?

“1 suppose he would,” said Harry, laughing. “ You had
ne right to take it."”

“*()h, really, Wharton, if that's all the thanks yon give o
chap who's trying to make the haliday s success, I'm done,”
said Billy Bunter, with great disgust, * We're just going to
lend at Montreux. Find me M in the index, will you—you
know I'm a little short-sighted.”

“ Mover mind M in the index,"” grinned Nugent. *“*Wa
don't want any guide-book stuff.”

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE]

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

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at once a copy of this book
will be sent free, X

Addresa: No, 18, SANDOW HALL, BURY STREET,
LONDON, W.C.
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¢ Tha don't-wantfulness iz tercific,” remarked Hurree
Jamsct Bam Singh. )

“ Oh, really, vou fellows " Bunter opened the guide-book
and blinked over the index till he found Montreux, and
turned over to the leaf indicated. °* Here you are! DBon-
trauﬁ is beautifully situated on the shors of Lake Leman

“Go hon! Wa can see that ™

“It ia an casy distance by tram from Chillen

T REEE]”

“The historic castle of Chillon is the place where the
Swiss patriot Bonnivard was imprisoned by the Duke of
Savoy. He was chained to a pillar in the dungeon. His
pillar is still shown, with the original bloodstains——""

“*The what ¥ ;mlln:-d Bob Uherry.

“Ha, ha, ha !

Buntar blinked into the clese print of the book.

“I—I mean the original marks made bj-f' Bonnivard as he
lramli::d round the length of hiz chain. The pillag—""

“* Oh, cheese it, Billy !

“ Batter get posted before you get there. It saves listen-
ing to the chap who show: you round,” said Bunter, *and
those guide-chaps speak awfually bad French, I can't under-
gstand them.™

“Ha, ha, hal™

“Oh, really—""

“1 was going to B&Y that they had a Kursaal at Mou-
treux,” aaiﬁ Bunter. *“It's the same kind of a place as &
casing, you know, We shall have a look in at the Kursaal,
of course?”

‘1 suppose so," said Harry. )

“They play petits chevaux from four to five in the after-
noon,'’ said Bunter. ** Wa shall be just in {ime.”

“We can look on,” said Harry. .

“adn't wa battor have a little Autter 7" se1d Buanter per-
suasively, and Hazeldene looked round. " Il's an easy way
to make money, you know.”

“ For the bank to make money, you mean.” )

“Well, a chap of my intellectual powers could soon think
oul a system."

“Ha, ha, ha"

* Lool here, I'm going to have a Autter !

“You're not!” anid Harry curtly. " We're on our
honour, and neither my uncle nor Dr. Locke would allow us
to be here to gamble. We'll have a look on at the game if
yvou like, but you can't stake any money."

“ Oh, mallii Wharton i

* Dry up, ill¥ ! Yoo make mo tired."

* But—"

¥ Cheese 181"

Billy Bunter looked sullen. He had evidently sat his
mind on having a little Autter at the Koarsaal at BMontreux
—famous throngh French Switzerland for its gambling
facilities—though a wvery mild place compared with the
gambling resorts in the South of France.

Hazeldens moved his lips, as if about to speak, but did
not. He resumed watching the shore.

The boat was ranging up to the landingp[acc. _

When the gangway was put out, the Greyfriars juniors
went ashore with the crowd, and Billy Bunter made for a
handsome hotel directly opposite the port. There was a
row of little tables outside the building, where rofreshments
gonld be taken in the open air, and Billy Bunter promptly
sat down upon oneg.

“ Aren't you coming along, Bunty?" asked Nugent.

Bunter blinked at hun. .

“ I suppose we're going to have tea frst?” he said.

“ Why, you've only just fed on the steamer.”

“ That was only & snack.”

“Well, I fesl protty dry,” said Bob Cherry. * Let's have
some ginger-pop, if we can get it here. Would you like
me to got you some soda-water, Bunter "

i Ha, ha, ha "

“No, I wouldn't,” said Bunter, as the chums sat down.
“ Leave the crdering to me=I speak ¥rench like a native."

“ Lika a native of another country, do you mean?” asked
Hazeldeneo.

“ Mo, [ don't!” anapped Bunter, and he started in French
on the waitress who came out to take the orders

The girl looked bewildered. Bhe was o pretty, fresh-
coloured Swiss girl, patient and good-tempered hike most
Swiss girla. ]

“Pardon, m'sienr,” she said softly, I sieek pot zc
English well™

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.
talking English, Bunter.”

Bunter blinked at the girl.

*It's these blessed Bwisz" ho soid, " Thev're called
Trench Bwiss in this canton, but they don't wmlerstond the
best Parisian French.''

“Ha, he! You've only tried them with Lthe worst Grey-
friars French so far”

“Oh, really, Nugent—""

Harry Wharton quietly ordered what was wuanted. The
Swisa mad understond perfectly, and tripped into the hotel

Ty Maower Linnaky.- No. 124

NEXT
WEEK:

L

“ Bha thivcks you're

EVERY 1 o oNE
TUEBDAY, cl’e ul!-‘n‘anlg‘!ltt FENMNY.
to carry out the ordars. Bunter blinked after her, 2nd then

blinked at Harry Wharton,

“That's a curtous thing,” he remarked.

“ What i3?'" asked Bob Cherry, with a grin. -

#The %irl seomed to understand Wharton. I suppose iba
beeause thess people are provineials; and Wharton's French
not being so good as mine, they naturally understand it
better. That must be the explanation.”™

And the juniors roared. But their laughter had no effect
whatever upon Billy Bunter. Nothing would cenvince the
fat junior that he was not an excellent French speaker, and
the failure of the average Frenchman to understand what
he was driving at only convinced him that the French were
one of the stupidest nations in the world—ahsurd persons,
who did not understand their own language.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Bounder on the Bound.

ILLY BUNTER beamed when the little tables were seb
out with coffee cups and cakes. Iie admitted that in
one matter Switzerland was ahead of the tuckshop at
Greyfriars—in the mmaking of pastry.  Billy Buater

disposed of piles of it—el all colours, green, and red, and
blue, and pink—with an avidity that would have put the
digestion of a rhinoceros to o severe test.  But Bunter's
digestion scemed to be able to stand anything. The other
juniors were a little more moderate, but they did justice
to the cakes,

Hazeldene seemead to be prooccupied.

He glanced up and down the strect every now and then,
Es if ho would not have heen surprised to see someocne he

new.

Wharton had thought the matier over, and he came to
the conclusion that the best thing was to speak out about it.

He tapped Hazeldene on the arm.

= You had a lettor to-day ¥ he remarked.

““ Yes," eaid Hazel, colouring u Jittle, i

“I could not help seeing that it was in Vernon-Smith's
writing, when the postman showed it to me,” said Harry.

Hazeldena atartad[-)

‘It was from the Bounder 7" asked Harry.

1] YEE:”

1 don't want to inguire into your private affairs, of
course,” said Wharton; “ but you know the terms we aroe
on with Vernon-Smith. e is in Lousanne.”

“He was when he wrole that letter.”

“ He wants to renew your acquaintance here "

“I suppose so."

“And ours?"’

Hazeldene grinned faintly. L

* Yes—but %e does not seem to think you would give him
a very cordial reception.”

“Wa should not,” said Harry quietly; “but a8 a Groy-
friars chap, we'd make him welcome, so long as he behaved
himself. But i he i3 here for the purpose of having a
ﬂi?_}g, the further off he keens fram us the better.”

azeldene bit his lip. T : :

“ Well, 1 suppose there's no objection to my seeing him,"
ha said. *“ We were on friendly terins at Greyfriara.”

“ MNone at all, az far as that goes.” )

“1 mean, [ know I'm your guest, and you don't like
Bmith; but—"

“It isn't that,” said Harry gquietly, * I shouldn’t dream
of interfering between you and any friends you met here.
But you know that Vernon-Smith iz a blackgunrd. ¥You
know that Dr. Locke trusts us to behave ocurselves here
While you're in iy party you ean't do anything you
couldn't let Dr. Locke know about.'

*1 understand.”

“1 don't wunt to be put in the position of interforing
with you; but there it iz. We're on our honour, and you
konow the Bounder doesu't care o rvap for anything Like
that. He iy here to plense himsell—in a blackguardly way
as usual, T suppose.”

Hareldene was zilent,

Iloh Cherry finished his coffee and rose.

“ [ suppose woe may as well be making a2 move towards
(hillon,” hie remarked. ** We want to bhave time to go over
the casiie.”

* Oh, really, Charry

“You've Buished, Bunter?”

O course not. 've hardly stacied.
cloven of those cakes so far, and—-"

“Then the twelfth is going to be the last)” said DBob
Clicrry. % You won't be able to roll on the fram-car if you
keop it up much longer. You fellows ready ¥

“The readyfulness is terrifie.”

“ Halle, halle, hallo!" exclaimed Bob Cherry suddenly.
“ Look there." 5

['ve only had
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He nodded in the direction of the street.

A well-known Ggure was coming towards the juniore

It was that of a fellow of fifteen, dressed in grey tweed,
with a faney waisteoat, and 4 Panama hat. He had a
diamond stud, and gold sleeve-links set with rubies, and =
gold watchchain well displayed, and swung a gold-headed
cane in his hand. Altogether, there was a great deal of the
precious metal shown about the new-comer.

It was Vernon-B8mith, of the Lower Fourth Form at
Greyfriars.

¢ nodded coolly to the juniors.

“You didn't expect to sz me 1m Switzerland,” he
remarked.

' No," satd Whartcn shortly,

“And you aren’'t over-pleased—eh 1
Bounder, with a sneer.

' No.”?

“ Thanks. I like plain English.”

“ Well, you'll get 1t here.”

The Bounder eved him savagely.

“My pater got leave for me,” he remarked. ' He's
etaying in Geneva bimself, I'm with him, really, but I'in
heving a run round alone, seeing life.”

Wharten's lip curled. He could guess the kind of * life”
the Bounder was seeing, from his record at Greyfriars.

“ I you care for me to join your party, I can show you
round,” raid Vernon-Smith. **I've been here in Montreux
since this morning.”

“Come with us, by all means” said Harry.
going to explore the ruined eastle of Chillon.

The Bounder stared,

“Chillon I"* he said.

“¥es, It's a histeric place™

Yernon-Smith laughed.

“ I've never heard of it."

“ Then there's & chance for you to learn something.”

“I'm not looking for that sert of learning.”

" Oh, it's awfully interesting, Smithy ' said Billy Bunter,
with his mouth full of meéringue.

' The guide-book says—"'

" Hang the guide-book ¥*

“Oh, really, SBmith ! Besides, there's Byron's poem about
the * Prisoner of Chillon.' I know a lot of that by heart,
and 1 will recits it to vou as we go.'*

* You jolly well won't,” zaid Bob Cherry.

retrarked the

“We're

“!'My hair is grey, but not wilh years"
said Bunter, beginning,

H' Nor grew it grew,
In a single day-—""

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared BGob Cherry.
t it wrong." _
“ Lock here, Cherry, if you know this poem better than I
1 think I do. The real lines are * Nor grew it white, in a
singla night.'"
unter sniffed. o
“ Well, I don'’t sea that that's any better. *My hair 12
grey, but mob with years, nor grew it white, in 3 single
night, as men’s have grown from sudden fright——""
“Hz, ha, ha "
* What's the matter now "
“! Ag men's have grown from sudden fears’—duffer [
*Oh, yes, I forgot!

H-IM

“Yon ass, you've

hair ie grey, but not with years,
or grew 1t wzhltﬂ.,

In & single night,

As men's have grown from sudden fears.

“*Nuofl,” said Bob Cherry.

"0h, really, Cherey—"'

“Cheese it! Bolt that other cake, if you're pgoing lo,
and clear the tazble—I know you won't leave off while
there’s a crumb left.””

Bunter bolted the ceke, and roze. Harry Wharton had
setiled with the Bwiss atfendant, and the juniors were
ready to go. Wharton glanced at the Bounde:, doing his
best to assume a cordiality of manner.

“ Are you coming with us¥" he asked.

“To see a ruined castle¥”

% le:. - - - Ll

“ Thanks, no. I'm nof interested in ruined castles' sond
ithe Bounder, with a grin, ** You'd better let me be guide.”

“AWith pleasure, iigyﬁu'-.r& gnything better to show us”

" There's the Kurzaal.” )

“We're going to give that a lcok in later—we want to do
Chillon by daylight.” :

* But the gumwe only lasts from four to five in the after.
noon."'

Tar MigNer LiBRaARY.—No. 124.
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“The game®"

" Yes—the petits chevaux, you know.'

Wharten's brow darkened.

“Ho you aie gambling here?' he said.

“YWell, vou can hardly eall it gambling, as the limit 1s
five francs,” =zaid the ?Bi:runder, with & yawn, "1i's &
little Rutter—a very tame one.”

“¥You can call it a Hutter i vou like. We are not here
for a flutter, and we sha'n't enter the Kur=aal while the
pambling is going on.™

“ 1 umdersteod that boys were not allowed to play,” said
Bob Cherry, looking curiously at the Bounder,

Vernon-Bmith grinned.

“They're not.”

" Then how—--""

" Lock here

Yernon-Bmith took a little case from his pocket, and
opened it, and displayed an artificial moustache, In a
second or two he had fastened it to his upper lip. It cce-
tainly made him look years older,

“Heow's that for high ¥ he said, with a grin.

“My bhat!” said Hazeldene, 1 should
thought of a dodge like that”

“Tt's & common dodge here. Fellows of seventeen or
cighteen {requenily shove on a false moustache to get into
the salons des jeux,” said Vernon-Bmith, 1 ecan rig you
up in the same way if you care w0 come with me,”

Hazeldene lochked at Harcry.

It was pretty clear that he would have hked to go with
the Bounder. The temptation of gambling, the idea of
making a grezl sum cf money easily, was too strong for his
wenk nature. But Wharton's face was hard and uncom-
Pronsing.

“* HMazel can’t come,” he said.

" Are you his master 7' sneered the Beunder,

Harry Aushed crimson.  He knew ihat that was the
surest way to make Hazeldene rebellious and obstinate, to
hirt to him that he was under the control of another.

“MNo,”" he said. " But Hnzel 8 with me, and we're
trueted not to do anything of the sort. You know well
enough that that is the case™

“Oh, keep him under your fatherly wing, if you like
said Vermen-Smith, with a shrug. "1I'm g-‘.}ing to the
].'l'iursnﬂi now, If you wact to Bi:d me, Flazel, you'll fnd me
thore, "'

" Al rizht,” eaid Hazeldene.

Aud Vernon-Bmith strolled away, twirling hie cane,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The New Prisoper of Chlllon.
H ARRY WHARTON & Co. boarded the next tram that

never hove

par

came along, and it went raltling and jelting with
them in the direction ¢f Chillon. The Bounder had
disappeared, and Hozeldene was very silent,  Dally
Bunter opened hiz guide book sl Chillon, and blinked very
attentively et ihe pages as the tram clattered onward. He
looked up presently st Harry Wharton's thoughiful {ace.
L, 'E]{;is will be awfully bong,” he roemarked.
11y ‘.l”‘
“Chillon’s & rippin Ince—simply bong."” said Bunter,
"The poide-book {:P EH” s 8
“* Blow the guide-bock " said Bch.
“ But it says—"
" Hats '
“It says thet there's a restaurant nearly opposite the
ruin:’:{l castle,”” persisted Banter. ' It'a awfully interceting

E=

‘“Ha, ha, ha !

" Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at. We shall ba
able to have a snack at the restaurant before exploring
the castle.”

" Why, you young porpoige,” exclaimed Bob Cherry, * it's
only a few minutes since you wers feedinlg.”

“¥es; but it’s always a good idea to lay a solid founda-
ticn before—"'

“"Here we are ! exclaimed MNugent, ag the {ram stopped.

The juniors jumped off.

They were within a few minutes of the castle of Chillon
now, and they walked down towards 1t together. The
historic castle where Bounivard was imprizoned stands upon
a solilary rock in the lake, connecled with the shore by o
woeden bridge.  Pact of the castle 1a hewn out of the rock,
the rest built of the same material. To an antiquarian the
place iz paturally of the greatest interest. The grey old
castle rising abruptly from the blue walers of Lake Leman
8 vory picfuresgue; but the hand of the restorer has been
at work there, as ot most of the * show ™ places of Bwitzer-
land. And the restorer, as usual, has done his work not
wiscly but ico well

11 A Spiendid School Tale of Harpy Wharton & Co.
¥ By FEAMK RICIiARDS.
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Billy Bunter sat up dazedly on the tram-lines, and gasped.
‘i Ha, ha, ha!” lnughed the Greylrlars Juniors.

The juniors looked with great inlerest at the grey old
castle ns they walked down the path towards it

“It scems to be protty well preserved,” Bob Cherry
remarked. “Look at those windows; they might have
beon put in last week.”

 And they probably were,” said Harey, with a smile.
“ They're restored.”

éd {} i EH‘

“ The restorefulness is terrific !” remarked the Nabob of

Bhanipur.
“ralf of it loaks like the Tower of London, and the

other half like a model dwelling,” MNugent remuarked.

The juniors reached the castle and paid for admission,

They entered the old courtyard, und a gquaint litile lad-
came up snd offered her services as guide, in Franch, with
the old-fushioned courtesy of manner which secms {o belong
to the prosants of Switzerland.

Tha juniors would greatly have preferred to have no
guida, but it was necessary to be polite, so the old lady was
allowed to have her way. )

Billy Bunter sceatched his head 28 he listened 1o her
explanations of the associctions connected with the fies!
apartment they antered.

“ Ploazed if T understand this!"” be remarked,
Wharton "’ .

i YE‘:S," gnid Harry, I;Lughlng'. :

“ Al I suppose it's your bad French again ! said Billy
Dupter.

“Ha, ha, hat" _

“ You can have the guide, Harry,” said Daob. “1°UH talke
g stroll round and see if I can figure it cut for myselt.™
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“oa wiill 1" said Hazeldene.

Tha other juniors followed the guide.

8he led them into the dungeon where the famous Prisoner
of Chillon had been confined for many yearz by order of
the Duke of SBavey, many centuries sinco. .

“Here you are,” said Bunter. ' The guide-book says

“ Cheose it!"

“ This i3 Boanivard's pillar,” said Harry, translating
what the guide said. “ There are seven, and this is the
wne he was chained to, Byran's poem about the chawn having
itwe brotliers here i3 all moonshine, IHe waz bhere on his
loncsome,”

“ Muost have been awiully short of grub, tos, 1 should
think,"” said Billy Bunter feelingly.

“Halla! What's that, 1 wcunﬁer?" suig] Nugent, peering
inte a derk gop in the rock Roor near the dungeon.

[{oery asked the old lady in Freach.

“It's a secret dungeon lately discovered.” he remarked.
“ About six fect by four, and they wsed to keep prisoncrs
ihore—in the dark., There's no window.™

“My hat! They were the good old times, toa ™ Nugsni
remarked refleetively, I think the gosd old times are a
swindle. Anything down thore now?"

Billy Bunter peered down into the gloon:.

g Mifht be orvigina! bloodstuins, or somethivg,' he re-
marked.

“ Nothing, T think," said TTarry

ST think I'H go down," saud Bunter,

“ Not worth while.

“Rals! I'm geoing to explore e place” said Buanter
A Splendid School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co
¥ By FRANK RICHARDS.
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sarmly. ‘ What's the good of coming to a place if you
doo't explore it? You won't get me mounting mwany slairs;
but I'm going to look into all tke dungeons. Might find
some buried treasure or something there, too, Who Enows 7"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You fellows necdn’t wait. 171l follow youl

“Right-le! Don't forget us when you share out the
buried treasure,” grinned MNugont,

“{ot any matches?”’

“ Here vou are !*

1] Rish*_ l]]”

The juniors went on, for the guide was doing the guiding
at the usual speed. Billy Bunter swung himself down iuto
the cavity, and shd down a rough slope to the fioor of the
lower dungeon.

He was in complete darkness.

Feelmg hix way cautiensly, he siruck a mateh.

The fMlicker ilfuminsted a small space, about Bve or six
feet by feur, hewn i the solid rvock, with & rugged foor
anigd ‘&uggﬂl wajls,

My word "' murmured Bunter. © Fanev being shut up
here! I'd rather live in the twentieth century, I think,
than in the good old timea. What jolly Leasts 1they wera
in those days, It pives one the creepg—--1

He strucl another mateh and Blinked round.

There cerlainly wasn't anv sign of a buried treaeure in
”;Et sceret dungeon, and Bunter had had cnough of the ecrie
e,

_ The match burnt his hngers. and he jumped and dropped
it. The box fell from hiz hand, and rolled inte & corner,

Hunter groped alter it, knocked hiz head on the rock
I!J“'I.I_;E' d;':l;rlr.nc-.‘is., and gave a yell,
by !

Hirx voice echoed strangely and ecerily in the hollow cavity
under the rocky Hoor of the castle.

“Ow!" proancd Bunter, rubbing his head. “ Yow! ['m
hurt! I wish I hadn’t come down into this beasily place.
Wharton 1"

Bui the juniors weore gonre.

They woere “doing ™ the armoury new, at a considerabio
distance froin the dungeons, and as it happened, they wern
the only wvisiters to the ¢id eastle that afterncon, there
was no once to hear Bunter,

The fat junior scrambled towards the exit from the seored
dungeon. But i was carier to descend indo ihe dungeon
then to climb cut of it. An active lzd could have reached
up and swung hiimsell out without much difficalty, But
EBunter was short and fat and ponderons, and :m;.-if;.:'ng bt
sctive. He shipped on the rock as he tried to clamber uyp,
and rolled kack inte the dungeon.

He bumped on the hard Aoor with & bump that teok kEis
breath away.

O I he gasped.

He lzy there for some minutes to get his wind back. Then
he I:c:s.ﬂ to his feet, bumping himself several times on the
TOCH,

“Yow!" he growled, " What an aszz I was to come down
here ! All throngh Wharton's rotien idea that there might
be & buried treasure here! The ass! How am I fo got out?
Yow ! What 2 beastly place! Wah!”

He clambered up the rock apain.

He caught a2 hold on the wpper part, but he bad io
drag himself up by his handz to get out: and Bunter was
far too heavy a weight to be able to pull himsclf up any-
where by his hands

He meade the attemapf, and was rewarded by a painful
ache in his arme, and he let go again and relled into the
dungoon,

This time he did not make another attempt.

He sat on the rocky fleor in the darkness and yelled for
heln.

He was a prisoner—the Prisoner of Chillon--ond just about
ns helpless to make his escape as the criginal Prizoner of
Chillen kad been, unless someone came te his aid.

THE SIATH CHAPTER.
severely Injured.

ITTLE dreaming of the painful predicament of Billy
h Bunter, Hurry Wharton q:ul his chums went on cx-
ploring the old castle. Chillen was full of interesting
relics of a remoie past, and the junsrs were keenly
interested. They finished at last, and came cut near the
ancient gateway. DBob Cherry had rejoined the party, but
Hazeldene and Bunter were not (o be seen.  Harry Wharton
bestowed a two-frane picee upon the BSwizs dame, and was
rewarded with profuse thanks, that being probably twice or
.hﬁm her usaal gratuity, Then Harry lecked round for the
othesa.
“Whore's Hazel,” he azlked, " and Bunter ¥
Tar Magner Liprany.—No. 124,
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“ Huven't the least idea”

* Better lock for tham,” said Harry. ' They clese the castle
st a_quarter to five, 1 think, and it's jolly near that now.”

“ Right you are!™

The jumigrs had had enough walking up and down page
ezges znd stairs, bul they ect out to look for the missing two.

Neither was to be seen.

_ Bat as they went towanls the deep dungeons, so renowned
i the history of Chillon, they henrd a curious, echoing
sound from the ditance.

Harry stopped to listen.

" What is that 7" he exclaimed. ' It sounds like thunder,
Eut the weather’s as clear as possible.”

“*May be the lake washing against the castle walls."

Y We didn't hear it before.”

" Well, let’s see.’”

They hurried on.

The noiee was rumbling and cchoing in the dungeons:
Eat they toon ascertained that it wos the sound of s human
voice, repealed and redoubled in the echoing hollows till it
Eoooned like the distant romble of thunder,

“It's semegne calling P exclaimed Harry,

Bob Chorey burst into a roar.

" Ha, ha! Bunter!"”

* Phew !" ex¢laimed Nugent.
1l in that blessed secret

“ My hat!”

* Poor old Bunier 7

They ran to the opening of the zecret dungeon. They
efood on the edye of the black gap and peered down, Sure
enough, the echeing voice came from below. It was [ceble
now with repeated efforts.

* Help I

* Bunter, by Jove "

" Halla! Hallo! Hallo! Are yeu there, Bunter !
shouted Bob Cherry, as if he were calling up the fat junior
oo telephone,

I say, yeu follows—"

* That's Bunter !

11 say, vescue, you know !’ pgreancd Bunter.
aying !’

* Rata!"™ szid Harry, who knew that Billy Bunter always
riade the worst of everything, in crder to extract sympathy.
“Don’t be a duffer t*

“Ch, I'm starving to death!
Leen here ¥7

“ Days i

“¥es!" rroaned Bunter, from the darkness below.
sen miss e when you got heme 'V

“Got hone

“Yee! What day s 17"

“What «day?’" repected Wharton dazedly.

“Yez! How many days have I been bhuried here ¥

“*Ha, ha! You ass! We've only just finished locking
round the castle !

“ {Oh, really, Wharton—"*

“You've been here about half an hour or three.quarters.’

* Look here, Wharton, I know I've been here three days
&% Jeast, famizhing in the darkness, and I—"

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 tried io chimb ont,” moaned Bunter; "and I slipped
back, and broke my leg.”

" What 7"

“T can't
Oh i+

And Bunfer groaned deeply.

Harry Wharton Jooked alarmed. :

iJe knew that Billy Bunter wns a champion malingerer,
but the groans szounded genuine now, and 1t was quite
.gesible that the clumsy Owl of the Remove had injured
nime=ch in clambering over the reugh and shppery rocks,

* Are you rotting, Bonter 7" gskod Harry sharply.

Eunter groaned again.

“1 think I'm dying.”

“ (bh, cheese it! 1'm ecoming down ! 1

“M-m-mind you don't tread on me, Wharton! I'm jost
below, you know !

*1'1l be cereful.” _ ‘

Whartenr swung himself down into the cavity. Hanging
with hiz hands, be felt with his fect for a safe place to step.
Bunter scemed to fill up most of the Hoor; but Wharton
fewnd a place, and he ahghted close to the fat junior.

He struck a match, and bent over Bunter,

The (wl of the Remove was stretched on the floor, and he
blinked up at Wharton in the light of the maich with an
agoniged expression. But that went [or little, for Bunter was
a%un‘rbug of the first water.

“ MNow, then, Billy, where are you hurt¥”

0wt Tt's my leg !

“Which leg ¥

“The—ilic right one !’

“Ia it possible that he's
ungeon, and can’t get out '

ic Ilm

How many days have I

“Ihd

move ! You fellows will have to lift me ocut.
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Wharton parsed his hands over Bunter's right leg, fecling
for the injary. .

Billy Bunter gave a heartrending groan.

W Ow! You're hurting me fearfully !

¢ Rlagsed if I know what to think ! muttered Harry.
# You'ro such a fearful fbber; and you'd give ua any
amount of troubla for nothing.”

“Oh, really, Wharton I don't think you ought to talk to
s chap like that when he's dying !'" said Buunter plaintively.
“ RBut [ forgive you!"

¥ Choose it !"

#1 forgive you all! Wou've always been pretty mean to
meé—keaping me out of the cricket eloven because you were
jealous of my form, and keeping me alflnl:lrl: of grub in tha
umdg at Gre-l_*,'fﬂara. But 1 forgive you !

:‘ﬂhut up 1™ dmatﬂd Wharton.

‘Now, I'm dyi . P

"Dry up! Y::::uﬂﬂt’alk too much for » dying person,” said

1nrr_jlr. “ Look hers, I'm going to shove you out of this

ml'l
¥ “Mind! My leg’a broken in two places!"

 Bats! Stand there ready to cateh hold of the fat brute,
B’Db."

“ Right you arel" )

Wharton grasped the fat junior.

Buntor gave a yell DY g

*Ow ! y arm’s sprained, and you're pinching t!

* Look here——"

Buntar groaned. o

“0Ow! Loave me alone! Let me die in peace !

“ Look here,” said Harry, " make an effort! You've got
ta get out. Do you want to be left here all night? They're
closing the castle now."” .

“ You'd better send for help," said Bunter faintly. * Send
for & dozen men, and—"

“¥ou fat duffer! Get up!"™

“ My log's broken !"

“ Lot me got a grip on you-——-"F

" You're hurting my arm "

“Hang your arm{"

“Oh, really—"" )

“ Messieurs,” said a voice above, and Bob Cherry and
Nugent and Hurres E!-in-_gh turned from the cavity, to seo
an official of the castle, *“ le chateau est farme."”

“The castle’s closed, Harry 1" Bob Cherrv called down.
“ Here's a chap come to give ua the order of the boot!"

“ Now, let me help you, Bunter !"” urged Wharton,

HT can't move.”

“Do you want {o stay here?”’

¥ Bend for help."

“ Mossicars, il faut aller," said the official.

“We've got to get out, Wharton !

Harry clambarad out of the cavity, with a red face. Hoe
began to believe at last that Bunter was really hurt.

’f’h& official [ooked at him in astonishment. He looked
vary Aushed and dusty.

Wharton explained in French. )

The SBwiss looked sympathetic at once. He waa a big,
burly man, evidently an old soldier.

e fwill lift him out, m'sieur,” he said in his own language.

He swung himself into the cavity.

Bunter groaned.

The big Swiss lifted him as if he had been a baby, and
raised him up to the reach of the juniors bending down
from above.

They lifted him out upon the rocky fHoor of tho upper
dungeon.

Bunter gave a hair-raising groan,

¥ 0Oh, I'm expiring "

And he closed his eyes and lay still.

F

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Carried.

o Y hat '
“It's genuine this time "
“ Paor old Bunter '

“The genuinenegss iz terrific! The unfortunaio
Buntar iz terrifically done in!” murmurcd the Nubob of
Bhaninur. .

And the juniors logked down on Duntzr with great
COTCATT.

Their sympathies were slow to wake, because ithe fat
junior was 50 hopeless a humbug and iinpostor Lhat it waa
impossible to brust a word he said. DBut be certainly lookad
now as if he werae in a faint.

The big Swiss clambered out of the cell

He logked at Bunter, and a curions axpression éams ovar
his bhronzed, bearded face. There was a bwinkle in his
blua eyes. _

“He is hurt,” Wharton explained in Freach, “ Will you
help Jus carry him to somewhere where he can have surgical
caro?

The Swiss amilad.
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He bent down beside Bunter and exumined him. The way
he set to work showed that he konew something of surgery
himself. ]

“The right leg, and one arm,’’ said Wharton.

The 8wiss nodded.

Ho examined the limbs, and shoole hia head.

Y Rien,” he said, looking up at Harry.

1] E‘I'Thﬂt. ?u

“ Rien, m'siour.”

“ Nothing "

“ Pas de tout."

* Nothing at all,” said Bob Cherry wrathfully. "T..]“
young rascal has been humbugging us all the time, then!

Bunter opened his eyes.

“ih, reslly, Cherry—""

“Then you're not gaiﬂting I** roared Bob Cherry.

“ I—I'va just recovered my senses,’’ snid Bunter, blinking.
““ Just in time to hear your unfealing remarks. What doea
that chap know about broken bones, 1 should like fc know.
He was fesling in the wrong place, too ! : ’

“ How do you know he was feeling at all 1f you were in
a faint?"

* Wall, you see, I—I—"

:: IYﬂu fatﬂhumbuz!"

“ You spoofer ™

“ You ssa——"" )

““ Yas, we see that you've taken ua in!” said Whacton

wragll_full;,r. ly
“Oh, really—"
“Shut up! Get out of this before wa kick you out !

Wharton pliced & two-franc phece in the Bwis's hand.
He grinned and touched his osp. He understood Buater.

“glat up!" roared Nugent, digging Bunter in the ribe
with the toe of hia boot.

i R
“ Will vou get up1”
“[—I can’™t I’

“ My only hat!" said Bob Cherry. * Ho's still kesping ib

poe

““ The choeky nga "

“I-I'm dying!” said Bunter, who never could tell the
cxaot momont n\.ﬂﬁn humbug was of no further use. *I—I
shall have ko bo carried away !

Bob Cherry winked at his chumas.

“We'd batter carry him,"” he said.

“I'll see him further first!” said Nugent wa . Thaon,
catching Bob Cherry's wink, he grinned. * Oh, all right!
Sure you want to be-carried, Bunter?"

“Yeos, Ow! Yes. I'm suffering foarfully."

“Lend a hand here!" ) .

They grasped Buntsr. He was seized by his arms and
legs, in & most uncomfortable way, and rushed at top speed
out of the Castle of Chillon. a1

He yelled and struggled in a surprisin
was 80 tecribly injured. This was not t

iy S
-t YT think T can walk!”

“Ow!" he roared.

"“"Ha, ha, ha!"

“I'm sure I can walk. Let me down!™ o

“ Too late!’ grinned Bob Cherry, as the fat junior was
rushed across the wooden bridge, amid laughter from a
doren onlookers.  ““ You couldn’t walk when you wore
wanted to, and you're not going to walk now.”

“0Ow! Yow!"

“ Bring him along."”

3 e

“ Yow! ah ! elp 1"

The junicrs rushed their fat burden along the path lead-
ing up to the road.

' I'rog's-march ' grinned Boh Cherry.

“1fn, ha, ha " )

“The [rogfulness of the march is terrific.”

0w ! HEc-lE} e )

Dunter yelled and wriggled in vain, T :

He was frog'é-marched along the path, the juniors pausing
at every ffth or sixth aslep to bump him on the ground.

Thoy vetled with merriment, and Bunter yelled, too, but
his yells weee not at all merey. :

He had humnboagged them completely, but he was p:t}'];dg
the price of humbu% now. The juniors were exasperated,
and they meant the lesson to be a lasting one.

And it wasg

Bunter had inzisted upon being carreied, and they carried
Yeioee. Ho wished hz had wallked, if 1t bhad been twenty
miles. when he experienced thal variety of carrying.

Ho was rushed up to the road at last, and bumped down
on the dusty tr:tm-lline.-; ) . ‘

Tho-juniors gasped with exertion and merrimont.

“ IHa, ha, ha "

way for one who
way he wantod

" lepgo!

]
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"“Ho, ho, ho!”
2 Eﬁﬁlmg %:tier. Bunter **
ika t - x "

‘“ Fp, hif: E !{’:}a-rrmd again i

Billy Bunter sat up dazedly on the tram-lines. His fat
face was crimson, and streaming with perspiration, His
collar was torn out, and his jancket huddled up round his
shoulders. His waistcoat was split down the back, o that

éliimdm'm a view of shirt and gaudy braces. He sat and

it ﬂ-Etﬂ !ll‘

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Rotters I"

“.Ho, ho, ho !

:de&! gh !: Orw ! }'lﬂ'an 1

n & Greviriars chum | in.

;Ht o &}!:; 5 yelled again ;

Dunter pumped and pumped to get back his expended
wind, Bob Cherry gave a sudden sh Ing. )

“Look out, Bunter -

“ Yow It

“Look out! There’s a tram coming !

Billy Bunter squirmed off the trnmﬁines in a twinkling.
He rolled into the grass, and blinked round for the tram.
He could not see one.

oDw! Oh, really, Cherry, where is the tram?”

. Coming from Montreux,” said Bob Cherry cheerfully.
inlii?ﬁt quarter of & mile away, but 1 thought I'd warn you

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Beast 1

“ Ha, ha, ha!®

The juniors were fagged with laughter. Billy Bunter
hndtﬁlyfn them a great deal of trouble, but the laugh was
worth it.

The fat junior scrambled up at last, and began to dust
himself down and put himself to rights. His fat face was
very sulky.

II“ B ”Elm way,” Bob Cherry remarked suddenly, * where's
azel

Wharton gave a start.

In the trouble caused by Billy Bunter, he had quite for-
guttan Hazeldene. The junior had not been found, and he

ad not turned up.

“Phew " said Nugent. “ He can’ be shut up in some
corner of tha castle, can he "

Wharton shook his head.

“ He ian't such an ass as Bunter,” he remarked.

O, really, Wharton—"

“He must have left the castle while we wero going
round.™

“ That's odd.”

" Perhaps he's gone for a stroll round, or we may_find
hlmpl}t the tea-shop yonder,” said Wharton abruptly. ™ Let’s
gee |

They went on to the tea-shop. It was really a large hotel
garden, set out with little tea-tables, very pretty under the
trees in the sunshine.

Hazeldene was not there.

Az o maller of fact the captain of the Greyiriars Remove
did not really expect to see him there. He could not help
suspecting, as spon as he found that Hoezeldene was missing,
that the junicr had gone to join Vernon-Smith in Montroux.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Has to Speak!

HE Groeyiriars Juniors sat at a little table at the garden
side, where a low stone wall divided it from the edge
of the chifi. On the other side of the wall was a drop
of twenty fect or so0 to the road where the tram-lines

ran. The mountains rose in steep slopes from the shores
of Lake Leman, and almost every house was on a level
different from the next. Bomebtimes two rooms in the same
house would be on different levels, though side by side.
At I:he back of the garden roze the mountain wall of grim
rock.

Where the juniors sat they were in full view of the road,
s0 that Hazeldene could not miss them if he should be look-
ing for thom,

ut Wharton had little expectation of that. Te did not

beliove that Marjoric's brother was still in Chillon.

The juniors had their tea, Billy Dunter showing that his
painful experiences had hod no diminishing effeet upon his
appetita.

arry Wharton ecould not help feching o little worried.

Ha was responsible to his uncle, and to Dr. Locke at
Greyiriars, for the conduet of the party, and he had promized
Marjorie, too, to look after her brother.

He had nover thought of Hawxel giving him the slip likeo
this—for that was what it really amounted to.

T Macwer Lineiry.—No. 124,
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He was very silent during tea,

The juniors finished, and rose from the table, and Wharton
settled the very moderate charge, Bunter grunting discon-
tentodly as he rose.

“I"tn not half finished yet," .1e said.

“¥You never are,” said Harry. " You can feed agrin at
Montreux, if you like.”

“Are we going to the Kursaal?" asked Nugent, who
understood very well what was the cause of the cloud upon
Wharton’s brow.

“Yes,” said Harry briefly,

And the juniors walked into the gay town on the shores
of Lake Leman. Montreux, with its bright shops and great
hotels, was very different from Chillon. The juniors walked

along the principal street, thronged with visitors and
t.miflsts. It was casy em:-ugf-j to find their way to the Kur-
288

It was a large and hendsome building.

The juniors passed into the vestibule through the turn-
stile, and Harry Wharton paid a franc each for the party,
at the desk inside where the controller satb.

Then thE% pasted into the inner vestibule—large, airy, and
spacious. On the Jeft was s cloak-room, on the right a room
partitioned off with glass, evidently the gaming-room.

But it was dark and closed now; gaming had ccased until
the evening.

Wharton glanced round.

The vestibule was pretty well crowded, az were the stairs
leading to the mpper fioor, where were the reading-room
and restaurant.

Was Hazeldene there?

He planced into the *salle des jeux.” Tt was deserted,
the long iﬂ::}n table covered with cloth, the lights extin-

uished. Light came through the glasa from the vestibule,

gwever. On the wall was & notice 1n French: * Les enfants
ne gont pas admis dans le salle.” Wharton’s lip curled.
Young persons might not be admitted to the gaming-room,
a3 a rule; but the Bounder's device would make it easy
enough. The officials were not likely to be very strict in
excluding anyone who had money to lose.

Where was Hazeldene,

“ Hallo, halle, hallo I" exclaimed Bob Cherry suddenly.

Wharton turned r::_rundlquickly+

“Have yvou secn him ?'
“ Mot Hazel, but the Bounder.”
“ Where

“ He's just pessed on the baleony.”

Wharton crossad a large room, d'?:'rttad with toa-tables, on
the other side of which French windows opened upon a
balcony. Harry stepped out of one of the windows, and &
view of the wfjc luﬁc, gleaming in the sun, burst upon his
eyes.

There were several men on the baleony, and one bay, It
was Herbert Vernon-Bruith. He was lounging there and
smoking a cigarette. The false moustache dropped over hia
upper ﬁlp, and that and the cigarette certainly made him
loak vears older than hiz age.

Wharton's lips came together hard. At Greyiriars the
Boundor had been thoroughly ragged for his smoking pro-
clivities, but here in & foreign land it was not Wharton's
business to interfere with that. He took ne notice of the
cigarette,

Vernon-Smith glanced round, and started a little ot tho
sight of Wharton, He noddod, however, the next moment.

“Bo you've come ! he remarked.

“Yes "

“You're teo late for the petits chevaux. Tt doosn't begin
again till nine o'cl this evening,"” said Vernon-Smith,

“7T did not come hero to gamble, as you know.”

“There's a concert going on downstairs,” said Vernon-
Smith, with a drawl. "I don't care for it myself, but F
believe you're musieal.  It's good music—Wagner and
Hrf"},‘:}““ and Baint-Saens. Is that what you're after ¥

(] cl.'ll'

“ Then you've come just for the pleasure of a chat with
me 1 ﬂuif?crlmn-ﬁmith, with an agreeable grin. * That's
very good of you"

Hllye came to look for Hazel”

" Hazel 1"

i Yﬁﬁn”

“ Have you lost him ¥? ]

“T think he has been hore,” said Harry Wharton, * Wa
missed him at Chillon. It ocearred to me that he might
have come here, and you might have mei him.™

“h, T sonl™

“ Have vou soen him 77

The Bounder shrogged his shoulders. =~ _

Wharton repested his question, his voice rising a little.
He was cortpin now that the Boander had met Hazeldene,
and he felt o strong suspicien that he had tempied the weak
and foolish fellow to play. Tt was 25 much as llarry could

Wharton & Co.
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“Yow!" growled Billy Bunter.

"\i’hat an ass | was to come down here! All through Wharton's
rotten idea that there might be a hidden treasure here!™

i

do fo keep his hands off the cool, mocking face belore him,
Beveral of the people on the balaony locked at the Grey-
friars fellows curiously. They felt that there was some-
thing in the wind.

“* Have you seen him, Vernon-Smth?™

“ My desr fellow—"

“ Answer my guestion.”

“I don™t choose to answer it,"" said the Bounder, with a
stealy glitter in his eyes. " You seem to have talken it upon
-oursell to play father-confessor to Hazeldsna—and he doesn't
fike- it. I'm mot going to help you to bother him. Lot the
fellow alone.
after himself."

* Have you seen him?"

“ Find out."

Tar Maigwer LiEmant.—No. 124.
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He's a3 old as you are, and quite able to ' look

Wharton clenched his hands hard.

“1 don't want to make a row here,’” ha said, in a low con.
centrated voice; “ but I know you've seen Hazel, and if you
don't tell me where to find him, I'll shaks you &l you do.
Now then, are you going to tell me "'

The Bounder gritted his teeth.

“No! Mind what you do. You'll get thrown out if you
make a row here.'

“1 don't care."

“Fool! Hands off I
“ Will you tetll me——""
“ No i

Wharton said no moere. His szraap was on the Bounder in
another second. In the grasp of the champion athlete of the
Lowsr School at Greyfriars, the Bounder was a baby.
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Ho struck fiercely, and a red meck came on Wharton's
cheeck. The next moment he was sweopt off his feet, and
jammed agsinst the wall, with a crash that brought a cry
from his lipe, and left him gasping.

Wharton held him thers with an iron grip. There was a
Eﬁm of voicee on the baleony. Wharton did not even hear

£,

His gaze was fastened upon the startled, alarmed face of the
Bounder. WVernon-Bmith realised that he had gone too far,

““Now, then,”" zaid Harry, between his teeth, *' where is
Hazel 17

"“"You fool " hisred the Boundar.
atiracting everybody's attention,”

"1 don't care."”

' Yon mad idiet ™

* Whero ia Hazeldene?"”

The Bounder ground his teeth in helpless rage. He was &
ohild in Wharton's hands, and Harry, in his anger and ex-
citement, was shakis -~ him as a dog shakes a rat.

"Stop! Stop i.‘;t"::i;aspnd Vernon-8mith chokingly. ‘' Stop
it! I'll tell you.”

“ Have you seen tlazeldene®’

" Yes, hang you!"

" He has been here?™

LE ?EH.”

* Where iz he now "

"*In the pardens, I belisve.”

Wharton released the Bounder. Vernon-8mith, choking
with rage, but not daring to wreak it in action, put his
collar straight.

" He has plaved?' said Harrv, in a low, tense voice.

LL} Heﬂ_i‘i‘

“ And lost money?

T YEE.”

“ You made him play?”

“Pah! T am not hiz keeper.”

Wharton trembled with rage. :

. IF wo weren't in a public place, I'd thrash you within an.
Imé]hr of your life,” he said. * You cad! You unspeakable
EE 1

Tho Bounder gave him a lock of evil animesity.

“I'll make you suffer for this,” he said, in a low, shaking
vorice. ' I’ll make you squirm! As for Hazeldene, he shall
play again—and again. I'll show you that I can do as I like
with him. I'll show you——"
~ Wharton stayed to hear no more. Hbe strode into the build.
g, and descendad to the gardens in search of Hazeldene,

“ Roleass me! You're

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Broken Friendship,

™ AZEL! Hazeldene !
H Wharton called the name softly among the frees,

He had locked up and down the gardens for somo
minutes, but had seen nothing of the junior he was

secking.
' Hazel "
He stopped suddenly. In a seat under & clump of the trees,

half hidden by flowering boughs, sat the boy he sought.
 Hazeldens must have heard him calling, but he gave mo

sign.

%-Vhart.ﬂn looked at him.

He was sitting in an attitude of deep dejection, and his
eyes were fixed upon the ground. His hands clasped one
knee. He knew that Wharton had stopped, and was logking
at him, but he did not raiso his glance,

“ Hazel "

" Wellt

“I'vo been looking for you?"’

“ Have you?®'

Wharton sat down beside him on the seat. He did not
quite know how to deal with Hazeldens in this mood,

"Ei:n seen Vernon-Smith," he soid slowly

LL] m‘:l?‘

" ¥You've been pambling, Hazel ™

" ¥as," said the junior dehantly,

“You've lost your money "

" Every cent.’

dil Much ?ll

“Oh, no,” said Hazeldene, with a bitter smile. * Only all
I had—a few louis, It lasted quite s long time, as they have
a five-frang limit. Mind, 1I'm not saying anything against
the bank. They don't ask you to play, and T believe they
play fairly, as far as that goes. Bat it's o rotten game—no
player has & chance—it's all calenlated to give him no chance.
It's & swindle."

" Then, Wh:&ilﬂai?”
“Lot of good asking that, after it's donse ™
**I did not know you intended to leave us at Chillon,” said
Harry quietly. *“I didn't think you'd be really cad enough
to gamble, either?”’
e Maawer Lisrary.—No. 124.
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Hazeldene started. As he locked up, Wharton saw that the
false moustache was fastened to his lip. That, and the wrinkle
of worty in hia brow, combined to make him Jook stramgely
old and worn.

*Cad?™” repeated Hazeldene,

**That's the word. You know we're trusted not to do any-
ﬂu?g of the sort, and you've broken what amounts to your
word of honour,”

E1Y c!h' .rut l!‘!‘

“It's different with Vernon-Smith. He's bound to be &
blackguard at any time, I suppose, and he's nothing to me,
anyway. But you're with me, Hazel—"

“I sha'n’t be with you long, if you're going to preach at
me " said Hazeldens savagely. *‘I've had enough of that.”

“I'm not going to preach,” said Harry, speaking calmly
with an effort. 5'1 only say that you can't gﬂ'ntﬁ whils
you're with me. I have to answer for it to Dr. Locke.”

" Then I'll relieve you of my company.”

“You.can't leave me. You're my uncle’s guest.” ;

* Vernon-8mith iz going back to Geneva to-night' =aid
Hazeldens. ' He's as]gmd me to stay with him and his pater
there."’

“¥ou can't.”

“Why can't I, if I choose ?"' demarided Hazeldens fiercely,
“T'm my own master, I suppoze.”

** Nothing of the sort. If you leave my uncle’s house, ;[mu
leave it to go straight back to Greyfriars,” said Harry. ' Un-
less you have Dr. Locke's written permission to go and stay
scanewhere else on vour own.”

Hazeldena laughed scornfully.

“T'm not likeﬁr to get that.”

**Then you can stay with me, or go back to England, as
you choose; but you can’t speak to Vernon-8mith again. You
must ses that you're placing me, and my. unele, too, in a
rotten fmmtinn by this,”” satd Harry hotly.

Hazeldene looked sullen.

“Well, I've lost all my tin, and we needn’t argue it over,”
ha said. ** Vernon-8mith would lend me some, though.”

“1 can lend you all you need.” _

““1 belisve I should have won il we had gone on,” said
Hazeldene. “ You see, the pamo’'s new to me. I was just
getting into the way of it when it closed down. It opens
again at nine o'clock this evening.”

“ Weo shall be gone then." —

“ ¥Ye-es, I suppose so,"” said Hezeldene hesitatingly.

“We're going now,” said Harry abruptly. "%»‘r'e"ve had
enough of gne !furf.anl. If I had my way I'c{ have 'em closed,
ar burnt down.  It's rotten that such places should be allowed
to exist where decent people come for their holidays.”

Hazeldens shrugged his shoulders impatiently.

“What rot! ey don't ask you to play.” ]

“No; but the rooms are open to all comers, tempting every
weak fool to come in and waste his time and money.”

“8o I'm a weak fool, am 11" said Hazeldene unpleasantly.

% II:?TH" much doubt on that point. Are you coming?"”

[§} n. 3

“ Our train for Lausanne is nearly due.”

“"I'm not coming to Lausanne.'

Wharton stood and looked at him. .

* Look herc, Hazeldene, what do you mean?” he exclaimed,
“You must come."

Hazeldene's eyes burned.

“*I won't, then.”

““ What are vou going to do¥*

**Btay here.”

“l WII}" g ;

““That's my business.™ i

Wharton stood perplexed. If Hazeldene was obstinate,
what was he to do? He could hardly carry the junior back
to Lausanne by main force: and that was hardly the way to
treat a guest, even if he could.

What was to ba done?

It was quite plain that the gambling fever had taken hold
of Hazeldene, and was in his blocd, and that all Wharton's
arguments would have no effect upon him.

“¥You can't stop here,” repeated Wharton,
to say to my uncle?’

“Tell hirm I'm much obliged to him for his hospitality, and
that I regret that circumstances compel me to cut short my
stay with him,” said Hazeldene, in an ironical tone of great
politeness.

Wharton fushed red.

“Don't be a cad, Hazel”

Hazeldene gave a shrug.

“In a word, you're gmng}tc- throw me over for that ced,
Vernon-Bmith ' exelaimed Harry ahru%::tl :

“I'm going to accept hig invitation, W !1:,' shouldn’t 17"

“And leave me to expiain matters? f you are such a
cad—""

“ That's twice you've called e a cad.

“What am I

Tsn't it about tine
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this-diseussion .ended?” said Hazeldene, in his most unplea.
sant mMannar,

Wharton paused. What to say, or what to do, he did net
know. The position was 20 utterly unexpected. He had never
BE anything like this from Hazeldene, even under the
infupnce of the Bounder. '

And he thought of Marjorie. He had promised to leok
after Hazel. He had taken him to Switzerland for that very
purpose.  As it turnedsout, he had plunged him into the
midst of new and %raal:'ar temptations. But who could have
foreseen the arrival of the Bounder on the shores of Lake
Leman?

If Hazeldene had not been Marjorie’s brother, it is quite
ggcﬂbah]e: thet Wharton would have given him, on the spot, a

ord licking. But that was hardly the way Marjorie ex-
pected him to care for Hazal.

" Hazeéldene looked at him with a sullen brow.

“Well," he said, ' you needn’t wait. You said your train
was due, I think.”

““Won't you come, Hazel!"

“ Not now.”

:: Ei:ﬂu”ara going to wait for the tabla to re-open?

08,

*To play again "

L1 Yﬂn”

Wharton compressed his lips.

“You won't 1}1&3 again here,” he said. * If you stay, I
stay, too. And I tell you that T won't have 1t.™

“You won't moke a scene here, [ suppose?"” said Hazel,
with & sneer,

* Neo, but—-""

“Look here, I never msked you to look after me!" ex-
claimed Hazeldene savagely. ‘“I'm not going to be treated
like & baby. Vernon-Smith says that you brought me over
here to get me away from him, because you thought I
couldn't run etraight while you were away from Groyfriars.”

Wharton was silent.

“ It was like your blessed cheek, I think," said Hazeldens
furicusly. “And if Marjorie asked you, that makes no
difference. What right have you gobt to interfere in my
private affairs? I've never asked you to.”

Wharton did not speak. There had been a time when
Hazeldone had asked him to, snd when Harry's interfercnce
had saved the wretched junior from being expelled from
Greyiriars; but Hazeldene did not choose to remember that
ROwW.

“I'm not g-uing; to ba preached at, and domineered over.”
said Hazeldene. ™ If you don't like my ways, leave me alone.
I've got other friends. I'm not begging for your socicty.
And I tell you ﬁ!:;ﬂl}r that I'm going to have another try to
win my mﬂnﬂfy k™

Fhﬂttﬂﬂ'ﬂi ace was pele with anger.

go to the gambling-table ageain, yow're a totton
cad,’” he said. * You're forcing me to break my trust.”

“ That's enough.”

“ You won't come with mei"

“No, I won't."

. And Hazeldene strode away savagely among the trees, leav-
ing the captain of the Greyfriars Remove standing alone, and
in no pleasant mood,

THE TENTH CHAPTER,

Bunter—Musical Critic.
W HARTON ™

] It was Bob Cherry's voice calling,

He came dowp the garden, looking for Harry
 Whero e iow Harry? Hallo, hallo, ballo!
are you, Harr o, o!

fﬁun% Hnwld;nﬁ?" " Fly '

“ You," pal ATT ortly.

“ Where ia hei!"™ ¥

‘: %-‘Iu'a leit m]ar,;* :

“Time wa left, too,” said Beb. “The *train’ 1
duti,h nm} we shall be home late- at anmn;uﬁn :ﬂng:rn%'
ca it

“* Then wo shall be home late," said Harry.

o %’!mﬁ do you mean? Are wo missing this train?

3.

Bob locked puzeled.

T “rhjr ?n

“ Hazel won't come,"

“ Phaw 1"

““ He's boen gambling, and he's lost, and he's determined
to try hia luck again this evening at the tables,” said Harry
gloomily.

Bob gherr;,r's jaw locked wvery square and grim.

“ Wall, it"s not my business, mcllpp-use,"' he romarked : “ but

i_if %ﬂwam in your place, Harry, do you know what I should
o

* Well, what?"

“I'd give him the choice between coming home quietly,
and taking the biggest licking of his lifo,” said Bob ghow}*‘.

Wharton laughed a little.

THe Maower LiBrarY.—No. 124,

NHEHXET

WERK:

Have you

wmmlxv, tnt m&y‘t " Flni'l. :mJ

““1 don't aay he doesn’t deserve it, Bob. He's had lessons
enough, ness knows, not to play the giddy ox in this
way. But I cpn’t do it. He's my guest, in my uncle’s house,
for one thing."

“H'm! Ig suppose that makes a difference,” Bob ad.
mitted. ** It's not exactly Cheaterfield to slog your gucat in
the eye.”

" Hardly,"" said Wharton. °* Beaides, I muat thiok of
Marjorie. I only bothered myself with the fellow for her
sake. What would she say if she koew we had come to
blows here—when she wasz really the cause of his coming?"'

Bob Cherry nodded.

“ It's a beastly position, Harry."

“1 know it is."” ) ) ]

*“1 don't see what you are to do. Hazeldene 15 acting like
& roften cad,™ satd ir;;h Cherry hotly. ‘' The commonest
decenoy ought to make him behave himself while he's your
guest.'

*“But he won't. H I could have foreseen the Bounder
coming hers, of course I shouldn't have faken it on. The
rotter's acting more from spite against us than enythiog
elss, and he's got Hazel under hiz thumb.”

“ Then are you going to leave Hazel here?”

“ No. I shall have to think it out. We'll mins that train,
and go by & later one. I'll send a wire to my uncle so that
he won't be anxious."

The juniors walked down together to the poat-office,
and Wharton despatched the telegram. Then they strollad
into the Kursaal again.

Hazeldone was nob to be seen, neither was the Boundor,
But Harry had little doubt that they were togethor.

Nugent and Hurree Singh and Billy Bunter were seated
at one of the little coffes tables, listening to the band. The
latter was discoursing sweet rousio from an adjoiniug spart-
ment. Billy Bunter, who had an idea that he had a muaical
ear and 2 knowledge of musio, waas listening, and giving the
othor fellows the benefit of his opinion on the performance.

* That's ri}:‘%-mg.” he said, ae Wharton and Bob. Chorry

came up. *' I like that. It's bong—decidedly bong. I always
admired Wagner ™

‘}a%unt chuckled.

“ ¥ou always admired what?"” he asked.

- * Wagner."

“ Ha, ha, hal"

** Bloased if T seo anything to cackle at,’’ said Billy Bunier.
Y Wagner's a jolly ﬂ composer, and I astend up for
Wagziir. Wagner'z all right.™

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“*You've no ear for musiol” growled Duater, * Do you
maan to say that that last item wasn't jolly good?™

“'0Oh, it was all right.”

“Then what are you cackling ati"

“ Your admiration for Wagner!” grinned Nugent. “ You
sce, that last item was a seloction from Samson and Dolila,
b;:'ﬂnmf:ﬂnem"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“H's a mistako,' said DBunter. * You know how stupid
thess French pmpl-a are. Paople who don't underatand thoir
own language aro capablo of anything. It's beea printed
wrong on tho .pmgramma,"

(L ou ass! chuckled Nugent. I happen to kaow the
musig.

" Bats! You've got no car”

“ Well, you have, and you're in great dangor of getting it
pulled,” said Nugent. “ You'd better shut up on the aub-
ject of music.”

* Look here!"

“Dry up! The band's beginning again.”

Tha straing of the ﬂrqhastra., vory well played, oame from
the adjoining reom. Billy Bunter coc his head on. ono
side, and listened.

“Perhaps you're right, Nugent,” he remarked. 4 Baint.
Saena is a jolly bong composer. I like hie stuff.’

* You liko whose stufft"* grioned Nugent.

“ Baint-Jacns,’ said Bunter. " It's really good Yes, 1

that. I don't caro much [or French musio, as a rule,

t that s all rlghL”

“Ta, ha, hal" roared Nugent.

* Look hore [

“¥You fat duffer! Ha, ba, ha!”

“ Oh, really—-"

“You chumpl" yelled Nugent.
time."

g ﬂh i

“It's tho prelude to the Third Act of Lohengrin, chump,
that EF-I;‘!‘?I"PG'E'}' knows by hoart—excepting you, you sas!’

“ That's Wagner, this

i Why; you chump, look on the programme, then." i3

“THE DUFFER OF GREYFRIARS.” '*=e'2resl Talz ohiligmatig orion & oo
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]: Stuff! These French people =zre always making mis-
takes.™

“ You'd better cheese it, Bunty,” said Wharton, as he sat
down., * You weren't built for & music critie.  Grub eritio is
more in your line,™

“ Oh, really, Wharton I’

* Bhut up, and let’s hear the musie.”

Bunter blinked eangrily. As twenty or meore instruments
wore doing their best with & composition that could not be
called a subdued one, his voice was not hikely to drown the
muate ; but his conversation was evidently not sought after,

The orchestra blared out the strains of the prelude, and
carme to a stop. There was a npple of hand-clapping. Bunter
grunted, and busied himself with cakes. He made one more
attemnpt at musical eriticiem as the bend started the next
b

" That's bong," he remarked. "I ean’t call to mind the
composer, but I think it must be Strauss. I like those joliy
waltzes,”

* Oh, cheese 1t!" said Nugent. “ Why don't you ring off,
Bunter? ‘That giddy waltz, as you call it, 18 the Piigrim’'s
Chorus 1in Tannhauser.”

* Ha, ha, hal”

“(ih, really——"

+* Cheese 1t? Stick to the grub, and let the nmiusic alone.™

And Bunter grunted, and decided that he had betier do
BOy

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.

The Evll Geniugs.

T was the last item on the programme, and when it was
over, the Greyfriars juniors strolled about the Kursazn]
and the hagdsome grounds. Although on en infimtely
smaller seale than the famous Casine st Monte Carlo, the

Montreux Kursaal resembled that celebrated gaming. resort in
one respect—it was as pleasant a place es one could wish to
lose onc's moncy in.

The Kursaal was deserted a little later, to re with a
fresh flood of life and gaiety in the eveming. The juniors
walked out into Montreux, and filled up the time by a pull on
the lake in the sunsct, Billy Bunter did not come with them.
He preferred to sit on the bank and rest, though what he
had done to necd resting after was a puzzle.

The fat junior seated himself upon one of the seats facing
tho lake, and dozed. He was in a half-asletp state when
Hazeldene and the Bounder came welking along the lake
[ront, and sat down on the seat. '

Buntor woke up.

.1 sny, you fellows," he remarked, *“have you had your
ttl-::.? =Ii vou're looking for a feed, I can show you a bong

ace."’
gt Rate!” gaid Vernon-Smith.
Buzz off I™

Buntcr blinked at him indignantly,

“ Oh, really, Smith! I was sitting here before you came
I'm S‘iﬂ”}" well not gﬂing to move for you,"

“ shot up, then!™”

Bunter snorted, and E&lapsed into silence. The Bounder
turned to Hazeldenc, taking no further notice of the Owl of

“I'm not poing to feed you.

the Hemove.

“You're stony !’ he asked.

Y ¥ea,” said Ilﬂ.zﬂldu:ﬂﬂ. in a low voice: " Every blessed
franc went 1"

The Bounder grinned.

‘" And you want to try your luck apgain?"
_#0f course! TI've got a sort of feeling that I shall win
if I have half a chance,’” said Hazeldene eagerly.

f++++ et e b e e b b e e e i e =t e 2

“1t's possible, of course,” said Vernon-Bmith. **It's not
likely, though,”

“"Why not?’ zaid Hazeldene angrily. " You've heen
lucky. You've won five louis, vou told me™

“I have plenty of money to risk, and it doesn’t matter
much to me whether I win or lose,” said the Bounder coclly.
“I keep a cool head, too, and vou don't, Look here, I'm

not poing to advise you to play., You've had a little flutter,
and paid for your cxperience, and now it's time for you to
ery off.”

“1 suFlmﬂse IcandoasIlike?”

“Well, yes. ' But that’s my advice.”

“ Keep your advice till I ask vou for it. I've had enough
preaching from Wharton, and, '!mnﬁ it, Bmithy, you're nob
the sort of chap to 1}r~:a~ac}'1, ANy way.

" Haw much do yvou want !" said the Bounder abruptly.

“0Oh, a lew louis]"

“ And-when will you return the loan?"

“If I win—-"

“Rats! Do vou moan to say that you'll only return the
money if you win?"' demanded Vernon-Smith roughly.

Hazeldene flushed.

* No, I cen't repay you here, I'll repay you in
England.”

“How? You haven't eny moncy. Five lowis is about
four pounds. Where are you going {o got four pounds from

at Greyiriars 7"

Hazeldene weas ailent.

As a matter of [act, he knew that he could not possibly
repay the loan unless he won the necessary money at the
¥amm -fable—a foolish hope, as he knew in his heart. Dut
¢ had not expected the under to take this tone. He
knew that Vernon-Bmith had almost 8s much money as heo
chose to ask his father for. Samuel Vernon-8mith, tho
Cotton King, did not stint his hopeful son. But tho
Bounder, having regained his influcnce over Hazeldene, did
not mecan to pay too much for it,

“You can't pay the money unless you win,” said Vernon-
Smith, * and you're about as likely to win as to find & gold-
mine on the beach."”

“¥ou didn’t say that before I played last time,’” said
Hazeldene sullenly, * ¥You chipped me into playing, as you
Enow very well” .

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,

“1 don’t say 1 woh’t help you,” he seid. *“If vou want to
have another flutter, 1'll lend you five lonis with pleasure,
and wish yvou luck.”™

* Hond the tin over then, and not so much jaw."”

*Wait a bit.  I'm pot going to lend you money while you
stick to Wharton's party. I've invited you to stay with my
father and me at Geneva. If you like to cime, you can
borrow the tm. But 1'm nov spending money to finance a
chap who's poing around with Wharton. Do you unders
stand 7" : _

“I'm staying with Wharton in Leusanne, in his uncle's
house,™

** ¥ou're not bound to prelong your visit, I suppose "

“ Well, no.”

"1 suppose Wharton’s not your master 7"

,"“Of course he isn't!” said Hazeldene u.w.ralgelr. . " And
I've jolly well told him so! T've quarrelled with him
already about not leaving Montreux by the early train.”

"“Good, so far! Come home with me to-night, then "

“ Wharton eays that if I leave Colonel Wharton's house, I
shall have to go straight back to Greyfriars. Of course, Dr.
Locke only gave me permission to come here on the under-
standing that I should be in the colonel's charge,” said
Hazeldeno uneasily,

“Pah! Cut it, and come with me. I'll promise you a
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Hazeldene had gathered up his last colus for a final throw, when a hand fell on his shouider.
“ Monsieur will come with me,” sald a Kursaal aitendant,

jolly time in Geneva, and you can go home with your
pockets full of mc:r:eiv. There’s a Kursaal there.™

Hazcldene's ayes glittered,

The fever vf gembling was in his veins. Like most weak
ratures subjected to the strong temptation of gambling, he
resisted feebly, if at all '

“I'll come,”” he said.

The Bounder smiled. _

“Good 1" ho said. **'We'll have a iittle Huiter ot Mon-
trenx, and eateh the late train for Geneva—the train de
luxe, you know. 1°1]l etand the tickets.”

“You'ra a good sort, Smithy.”

“1f you're decent to me, you'll find me 80, said the
Beunder. ' Now, come, let’s get a fecd before the tables
reopen,  T'11 etand you a decent dinmer at the hotel, and
vou'll play better with some champagne inside you."

“ Thanks awlully I™
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And they moved off. Billy Bunter jumped up.

T zay, you fellows, I'll come to dinner with you, if you
liked HBeasta! Fancy walking right on while & chop
was talking to them! Rotters!”

And Bunter sat down again discontentedly. The two
juniors disappeared in the dusk. Billy Bunter watched tho
in.in:e for the return of Harry Wharton & Co. ,

A boat ran up to the shore, and the Famous Four Eiumtped
out. They were looking very ruddy, and a little tired, after
their pull on the lake.

1 say, you fellows—" _

'* Hallo, hallo, hallo, here's Bunter, still alive, and he
hasn't fed for an hour ! exclaimed Bob Cherry. *' How da
you do these things, Bunty "

““ Oh, really, Cherry—" _

“Time wo had a feed,” said Nugent.

“ Just what I was going to say, Nugent. I'm fearfully
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hungey. T say, you fellows, Hazeldens has gone to have
dinner with Vernon-3mith, and they'te going to have cham-

pagoe.”
“How do you know "' asked Harry curtly.

“They wera talking about it here, on this sesat.  And

Hazel's going to stay with Vernon-8mith in Geneve, snd
not ﬁ:rmg:_bng'k to Lausanne at all”

Wharton did not reply.

The juniors stmllug into_the town again, and found a
pleasant restaurant, where Wharten ordered dinner.

“I aay, you fellows,"” said Billy Banter, biloking over the
third course, which happencd to be macaromi au gratin,
“Vernon-3mith's standing champagne to Hagel —"*

** You've told us that onee,” i

“I was thinking we might have the same. You see, as
WB'I:!& on holiday, there's no need to stick to the rules, and

'] Ehut up (Il

I think we mig,‘ht have some fizz for once.  Smith was
urging me very strongly to come with him, but I said I
couldn't leave you fellows in the lurch.”

[} R-H;.!'EI- !ll-‘

““Next time I-get an invitation to & champagne dinner,
blessed if I'H stop to thiok of yow,” said Bunter. “If I
- knew what hotel they were af, I woulda't stay with you
now.

“*Xgu won't atay with us now, anyway, il you're nat jolly
careful,”™ said Bob Cherry, holding ¥p & warning fingse,

“Oh, really, Cherey——"

* Cheasa it "

“Well, I suppose we can have a smoks sfter dinoer,

anyway?" '
_ Wharton laughed involuntarily, Dilly Bunter was a3
imitative as a monkey, and it was curiops to see how he was
picking up the man-of-the-world airs that Vernon-8mith had
adopted.

“ Ne, you ean’t have o smoke, Billy,” he remharked.
“Not anlesa you want to be made to eat the cigaratta, as
you were onca before,™

“Look bere, I'm jolly well not going to ba interferad
1Thlt-l'l: !"fnlduﬂillj' Bunter: “I suppose I'm an independent
chap, I—

L] E'hut £ !Il

=1 pan‘crig a3 I like—"

“ Ring off I

“Sham't! I—"

“ Mutiny, by Jove!" exclaimed Bob Cherry.  ** Here's
Bunter gotting his cars up, as well as the other chump.
M,i:ist nip this sn the bud !

Bastor ayed bl }
r ayed him narvously.
“inok hera, Cherry-—— Qwi*
harry took an iron grip op tho back of Bunter's
neck. With a powerful jerk of the arm he forced the fat
junior’s face Hownwards, and Bunter’s fat features squashed
into the warm and soft macaroni.

Splash !

¥ Grooooh 17

“Ha, ha, hat!"

“ Phew ' said Bob, releaxing Bunter. *You ass! What
did you do that for™ I didn't mean your to biff your sailly
chivyy in your silly plate!” ' '

“Groo! Yoop ¥

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter al.ﬂlmd up. His faf face was streaming with
macaront gravy. ITe blinked ot the chums theough his
dimmed spectaclos furiously.

“Gro-ogh! Yow! Yoop !

“Ha, ha, ha "

The waiter came hurrying up. EHe grinned as he brought
a aarvictte to Bunter's asaistance. The fab junior mopped
his face, and glowerod,

*Cherry, you beast——"

“Ha, ka, ha!"

“ Rotter '

L1 Gﬂ it‘ [”

“ Ruffian !

“Hurrah !

“ Boast I"

“ You'll miss the rest of the dinner, Ditlly,” zaid Wharton.

That warning had its effect upon Bunter, He dropped
into his seat again, and restarted. And in the sccond balf,
8o to speak, his attaclk was as lively as before the interval

ANSWERS

Tue Magwer Tienary.—Na. 124,

NEXT
WEEK!

(L
H

Hooligan " roared Bunler,

“THE DUFFER OF GREYFRIARS.” * ' g fRANIR "RICHARDS.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Wharion  inietvenes.

HE Greylriara chums fifrished their dinmer withowt
more conversationr from Billy Buntet. But the f
i Fdnhm'ﬁ'ﬁﬂﬁufm not, s "f'ﬁ;ymhuﬁlf"
. e, " 3 re [

able to handle him. Bunter meant tthwargg:a also. If &
Hazeldene conld do ns fm liked, suraly a Bunter might!

That was how the Owl of the Benove put it to himself.

He was going to have o fultar at Montrenx  and he was
%ﬂmg to do nz e choee—rather! All through dinner Billy

unter was thinking over his wrongs, and resclving ot
that very evening e would vindicsts his liberty,

The jumiors left the restaurant, and strolled in the difec-
tion of the Kursaal, It was open again now, and the veaki-
bule was brightly lighted.

The juniors entered, and*Harry Wharton locked round for
Hazeldene. He knew that he would soon be there with the

Bounder.
Wharton had made up his mind what to do. That Hazel-

done should pot gamble again at the Kurssal he wae
determined. _
. It waa close upen nine when the Boumder appeared, walk
ing with his arm linked in Hazsldene’s. There was a fuzh
in both faces, and it certainly looked as if Bunter's remark
about the champagne was trus. Both of the foolish follows
were smoking, too, and frying their hardest to look liks
men of the world and awfully doggsh.

Hazoldere siarted a little as hoe saw the Famous Four
standing near the staircase. He said something in a low
voice to Vernon-B3mith, who shrugred his shoulders.

The two walked scross towards the salles des jourx.

That apartment was lighted up new, and the croupiers
weré in their places at the long table, but the game had
not yat started. " The game, although called fpatits
chevaux,' was more properly nemed ‘“la boule,” and it was
played by & ball heue: rolled by haad round a circle of
numbered slots. The slat that the ball stopped in was the
winning ohe. he game wad simple encugh to follow, but
caleulafed, with almost impudent f nass, to give no
chance whatever to the player,

Hazeldene and the Bounder wers slmost st the setrance
to the zalon when Harry Wharton stepped into their path.
Thay %nﬂp@d Hazeldene ‘did so fiest, and the Boundor
followed his example, but he pulled st Hazel's sleave, _

“Come on” said. “'The chairs are Elling up. It's
not easy to get a place at the table unless you're eariy.”

* All right. I—"

Hh %]t?p' a migute,” said Wharton, “I must 3!)9.* b wou,
azal.

“Buck up, then!"

“ You are going to play 1"

“Yeou, of course.™

“You've loat all your money. ompa.” _

* Voarnon-8mith's lent me five. pounds” said Hazeldena.
“Ii's more than you would do, though you take it upoh
yoursalf to interfere with me all the time."

“1 wouldn't lend you a framc to gamble with, nerhinlﬁ,"
aaid Wharton; “but yon must pot play, Hazel I'm
making an appeal to you."

* Rubbish !

“You know you're not treating me well. You came to
Switzerland a8 my guest and my chum, sid now——-""

* Well, I'm sorry, but we don't get on,” said Hazeldene;
o ﬁl:lbut's the good of sticking togethor when wo don't gped
on?

4 But_ll

* Are you coming T exclaimed Vernen-Smith impatioutly.

“"Yes, I'm coming. Do let me go, Wharton, You're
wasting time."

“ (e minute ™

“Look here, I want to get a place at the table!" ex-
claimed Hazeldena irritably. * Let me alone! Mind your
own business, hang rou!l”

Wharton set hie teath.

“This 13 my business,” he said. “If it's no good to nak
yuu,iHaza!dena. I'll put it more plamnly. You're not going
to play.”

& gﬁ's going to stop mo*"

[ T I am.!"‘

““ Are you going to make o scens hers, before all these
foreignors #'*

“ 1 shall stop you."

“(Oh, do let me alona !

“ 1f you stop into that room, Hazeldene, I shall go over
and speak to the controller, and you'll be shown out.”

“Vou can go and eat coke."

And Hazeldene jerked his arm fres from Wharton's de-
taitiing grasp, and followed Vernon-Bmith into the gaming-
rOOmL.

harton & Co.



The game had started now. The round. ball was rolling
on its first journey on the numbered bowl, and the croupier’s
voice could be heard.

* Faites vos jenx, messieurs.”

“ Make vour game, gentlemen.”

The chairs at the table +were filled up. Players stood
behind them, and Hazeldene and Vernon-8mith hurried to
get places. Behind them there were scon two or three
rows of epectators or gla}'era standing.

Wharton stood in the vestibule, with a dark leok on his
face. Hiz chums waited in silenge, and Billy Bunter was
grinning.

“ Blessed if 1 don't go and have a flutier, too,” he re-
marked,

Bob Cherry took a grip on the fat junior’s ear

“Ow " squealed Bunter.

“ Does that hurt, Tubby "

“"Ow! Yow! Yes!”

“*Well, it will hurt worse than that if you malke a slep
towards that room,” said Bob Cherry pleasantly,

“ Look here, Cherry——"

ik I}I.'F u ::I:I

“Wait hare for ma, u chaps,” said Harry Wharton
abruptly, and he walked across the vestibule towards the
desk where the eontroller sat, teking the france and issuing
the tickets of admission to the people who were now pour-
mg nto the Kuraaal.

The controller looked up at Wharton’s set pale face.
Harry waited till there was & momentary pause in the in-
rush of people, and the man was at liberty.

“M'sisur? said the. man, politely mquiring.

“1 believe you speak English?"” said Harry.

“Yes, m'sieur."

“Good! It is against the rules, is it not, for boys: to
play in the room yonder?”

he controller smiled,

“Oul, m'sieur! I am afraid we cannot allow you to have
a flutter here—not till you are some vears older, monsieur.”

Wharton coloured. It was 2 natural mistake for the man
to make.

“1 do not want to pla{,“ aaid Harry quickly; “but o
chap I know ig in there playing, and I want him stopped.”

“A man, do you mean, m’sigur "

i Nﬂ_ﬂ- hﬂ}'-” . -

“ But the croapiers will not ellow it, if he is really a

“He ie wearing & false moustache.”
The controller amiled. FPerhaps that device waz not on-
known to his experience.

“ Excuse me, m'siear,” he said, and turned fo deal with
at.'fmmj of people who came pouring in through the turn-
gL1le.

Wharton waited patiently. -He was in a determined
temper, bul he did not want to make himself troublesome.
The cantroller looked decent enough, and he had no doubt
that the two foolish fellows in the gaming-room would be
stopped.

.“?u? well, m'sieur,” said the controller, when he was
relieved again for & moment, " 1 will spea[-r. to an attendant,
and the matter shall be seen to. If 1t i3 as you =zay, the
garcon shall be stopped playving, certainly,”

“ Thank you, monsieur!"”

And Wharton rejoined hiz chums. Billy Buanfer was
axpostulating with Bob Cherey, who still had & grip on his
fat ear, ready to tighten it if the fat junior made the
slightest attemnpt to escape.

“It's all right,'" said Harry quietly, “ Hazel will be
stopped.”

unter grunted.

“T think that’s rotten, Wharton,” he eaid.
you're acting the giddy goat. I think—-7"1

“ Hold your tongue ! said Harry.

And there was somelhing in his tone that made Billy
Burnter realize that it would not be judicions to favour him
with any more of hiz thoughtz on the subject.

“F think

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Cowardly Blow.

AZELDENE had sucecoded 1n obtaiming a seat row.

A player had retired, leaving all his available cash

in the care of the croupiers, and the Greviriars junior

sat down in his EI&{‘-E. Hazed had his money on the

green cloth of the table before him—his hive louwis had

already diminished to three. Vernon-Emith stood behind

him, playing with more caution. But luck was pgoing

against the %c-under too, now. He had lost three louis in

five minutes, for although there was a lhimit of five france

on the game, 1t was played so guickly that money could be
lost at a very rapid rate.

Hazeldene was looking irritable.

Like many who cannot resist the temptation of gambling,
he was a bad loser. It was not really a game of chance he
wanted—he wanted to win. And he was losing.
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"“How are you getting on?" asked the Bounder, looking
s»ver his shoulder.

T3 Rutten !h

“ Yost much "'

* Two blessed louis.™ )

“Wait for & turn, and then double the stakes,” said
Vernon-Smith.

74 G'}G’d !!I

The very next time Hazeldene won. He took Yernon-
3mith's advice, and doubled his stakes, but the win was only
momentary; he was soon losing again—losing money at
twice his former rate—that waz the only difference,

‘“ Lend me a louis, Smith,” he said.

" All gone 1"’

‘" All but a few francs."

“"Phew! I'm out, too!™

Hazeldene started, and locked round.

“Haven’t you any money

“ Yes, but I shall have to go to the controller and change
an English banknote. I—'

* I'Il keep on. Luck may change.”

Hazeldene tossed a few francs on the green cloth,

Then his feverish eves watched the revolving ball.

His stake was on seven, and twice the ball nearly fell into
seven, and his heart thumped, and his face fAushed and

aled with unhealthy excitement. Then the ball finally
Empped into six, and hiz money was swept away,

He was gathering up his last few coine for a final throw
when s hand fell upon his shoulder. He looked up, and
saw a Kursaal attendant in uniform. : :

“ Monsieur will come with me,” paid the man, in English.

“Eh?! Whyi"

“Te Monsieur le Controlleur.”

" But—rm"
* Monsiour will come 77
Eteff! I—"'

* Please come ! ]

 Better go,”” eaid Vernon-8mith, ‘' I've got to 4] }m the
controller, anyway, to get some banknotes changed.

“ All right,” eaid Hazeldene shortly. !

He rose, and the two juniors followed the Swiss to the
contraller's desk in the vestibule.

The man looked at them curiously.

“What do you want?"' said Hazeldene sullenly.

“ Persons under age are not allowed to play,’” said the
controller quietly, *" You are but boys. Those moustaches
are false. You have heen pointed out to me. You must
not enter the salon de jew.”

The Bounder’s teeth came hard together.

“This is Wharton’s work,” he muttered.

Hazeldene made a passionate gesture. _ .

*1 have lost my money,” he zaid. 1 am going to win
it bael if T can” )

The controller shrugged his shouldera. .

¥ EEE enfanis are not allowed to play,” he said.

T ut.-.___'_li-

“1 am sorry, monsieur, but it is Lhe rule”

“1 tell you I will play if 1 choose—hang you !” )

“ If monsieur enters the salle des Jeux again, monsieur
will be ejected from the Kursaal,” said the controller
guietly. ““1 am sorry, but it is the rule.” i

And he turned away. 1lazeldene and Vernon-Smith drew
a little apart, and looked at each other blankly in dismay.

“The game's up,’” said Vernon-Bmith, between his teeth.

“ Are you going to give in, theni” o

“¥ou talk like an ass!” said the Bounder irritably.
“ What's the good of bucking against that? We shall be
thrown out if we make a row.”

“TIt's Wharton's doing." o

“ That’s clear enough—and he's done us this time. IT'H
make him pay for it, somehow 1" said the Bounder savagely.
* Never mind, there's another Kursaal at Geneva, and he
gan't interfere with us there. Iet’s get out.”

“I'm going to speak to Wharton first.”

The Bounder grinned. ] X

“ (Oh, slang him as much as you like! I'm going to get
my coat, and I'll wait for you in the doorway.’

Hazeldene walked across to where Harry Wharton was
gtanding with his {riends. Ilis face was white with rage.

Wharton looked at him calmly. He had done what he
believed to be his duty, and he was not afraid of the con-
ie:quenc-uﬁ_ ITazeldene’'s anger was less than nothing to

i,

Hazel stopped Lefore him, hia face working, his fists
clenched. )

“ Yeu've done thist” he said.

Wharton knew what he was alluding to. He nodded.

“Yeu,” he sand; ' I'vo done i,

" You told the controller I

“Yes " i

“Y¥ou couldn't mind vour own business ! said Hﬂml*ilgnﬁ
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fiercely. ** You couldn't let me alone!
m?dd_tmg e

“I'm sorry i you look at it in that light," eaid Harry
?mat!y. I've stopped you making a fool of yourseli—as

believed I ought to do.”

“¥You meddling hound!”

Wharton set his lips, and was silent. Words like that from
any other fellow would have drawn a prompt and deastic

_raE!‘grbfmm him. But Marjorié's brother was safes.

] Cherry and Nugent almost trembled with angar, and
it was all they could do to keep their hands off Hazeldene,
 “You silly young cad!" said Bob. *“You ought to be
licked! If I wero Wharton, I'd wipe up ths Sosr with you,
and thea leave you to to the dogs your own way !

“ Mind your own business, Chorry 1™
quﬁibhglanched hiz hand, but Wharton pushed him back

ickly.

“ Bob, don't touch him 1"

“ Gh, sll right !"* sald Bob Cherry resignedly. * Blessed if
I like this patient-martyr dodge, though! The rotter wants
licking, and wants it bad 1"

“‘ You think you've stopped me, dp you?" went on Hazal-
dene, looking at Wharton with a bitter paze. ** You're mis-
taken ! Montreux isn't tho only place on the shore here that
hes & Kursaal, and I shall play again, and as often as T like,
i've got one friend here, at ali events, and he will stand
by me! As for you, I've done with you! I'll never enter

ur house again; I'm going back to Genava to-night with

mith! Hang you!™

Wharton still was silent.

“I'm stony now,” went on Hazeldene. “TI might have
won it all back; I might hbave won any amount! I know
luck was on the turn.®

“You asa!™ said Wharton.
the turn.
fomnas ¥

“That's my business, if T lose! What has it to do with
you? I didn't ask vou to find the monev: it's cost you
nothing ! Youn meddler "

Wharton did

Hazeldene half-raised his clenched hand,
not move, but a contemptucus amile glided over his face.
He raised his hand sabruptly and

It maddenad Hazeldene,
atruck Harry Wharton in the face.

Wharton reeled baclk. startled, [ittle hurt, but with a red
mark on his white cheek. He hardly rcalised for a moment
that Hazeldene had dared to strike him.

For & moment Hazeldens stood before him, pantiag; then

Wharton leaped forward, his own fists e¢lenched.
. Haozeldene instinctively started back, and threw up his
handi fo guard, but his guard would have served him littla
ageinst the attack of the baptain of the Greyfriavs Remove,
if it had been made. But it was not made.

For a moment Hazeldene was in danger, but only for a
moment. Then Wharton's hands drenped to hiz sides, and
bhe stepped back quictly.

"You can go!" he said.

Hazeldene, half-ashamed, hesitated a mament, and then

turned upon his heel, and sirode away to rejoin Vernon-
SBmith.

You must keap on

- “Luck would never ba on
What do you think those plases thrive on—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Banter Asserts his Independence.

ARRY WHARTON did not speak a word as he left the
Kurisal with his frienda. we fracas in the vestibalo
had attracted considerable attention: and the jusiors
would probably have been asked to leave if they had

not gone of their.own accord. But they obviated anything
of the sort by leaving at onca.

They went down the lighted street of Montreux in the
direction of the reilway-station,

YWharton was breathing hard, and was very silenf. Tz
chums were silent, too. What had hﬂ]_r;mnfd had made thoirc
blood boil, and ther marvelled at Wharton's patience—for
that it was gnly patiencoe they well knew. Harry Wharton
could have knocked Hazeldene to pisees in a single round
if he had chosen to do so.

Bunter blinked curiously at Wharton,  That anybody
might be actuated by high prinziples and perhaps over-
strained ideas of dety and honour was a thought that never
occurred to the Owl of the Remove., All Dunter knew waa
that Wharton had been punched wittoout returning the
blow, and te Bunter that could oaly mean that he was
sfraid. And it seemod to Bunter a more appropriate time
than ever for the long-meditated psscortion of his independ-
A0Ce.

The juniors reached the railway-station. They learaed
that the trein went at 8.52, and they had a guarter of an
hour to wait. They went on the platform to wait, still
silent and gloomy., The unpleasant incident at the Kursaul
at Montreux had cast a shadow over the heliday.
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“I say, you foellows|" said Billy Bunter, feeling callad
upon to break the silence:

Bob Cherry growled angrily:

* Hold your tmdgum Buntar 1"

“@ha'n't 1™ said Billy Butder, edgin
spoke. “Look hera, I'm jolly we
dominesred over vou fallows!
preached to! I've had enough of it!”

No one replied. The silence encouraged Bunter.

“I'm an independent chap, I suppose,’ he said, blinking
round. ““I'm over here for a holiday ! OF coursa, Wharton's
putting me up at Lausanne—"'

“He's puttin%qup with you, you mean !"

awny a little as he
not going to be
I'm not going to be

“Oh, really, Nugent! FHe's putting me up, but he's got
no right {0 control my actions! I'm jolly well going to do
ag I lilka !

Mo roply.

“I can't have a Hutter at Montreux now, as Wharton has
mucked that up for all of us with his blessed interfering !
anid Bunter, *‘I shall go to Geneva on the steamer to-
nrorrow, and have a plunge at the Kursaal there !

Silance, L

“If you ¢h;;}3 don't like it, Y don't ask you to chum with
me!" said Billy Bunter, with dignity.

“SBhut up, you dummy !’

“I'm not going to shut u{p! I want this question to be
thrashed out, an Lhm::-u%h y understood. t's got to be

understood that I'm sbsolutely to do as I like, or else I
withdraw from the party!”

' A&ﬂ Pt

“I'm waiting for your reply, Whartan ! said Bunter.
Wharton did not spealk.

“ [ you hear, Wharton 7"

113 Eh ?lf

“I'm waiting for your answer "

“"What! Did you epeak " exclaimed Harry, coming to

himself out of 2 moody reverie. * What is it?
wasn't listening !

Bunter glared at him through his spectacles.

“ Well, of all the cheek! Look here, I've been aayin

Sorey—I

that I'm going to assert my independonce. I've had enouz
of this blessed domineoring! I'm going to do as I like in
future 1"

Yo"

“I'm going over ko Geneva for a plunge to-morrow. I'm

going to smolie and drink all the champagne I can get. 'm
going to do as T like!™
i {gh i .

“And if you don't like it—""

“I don't!"” said Wharton gquietly.

“Then I shall deeline to be your guest any further, and
shall withdraw from your party, that's all "

“ Very well i said Wharton quietly.

Buanter looked a little taken abaok. He blinked ot
Wharton, and then at the other fellows, who were beginning
to orin.

“You—you don’t mind?"" he remarked.

“*Not at all!”

“0f course I don't want to be hard on vou,” said Bunier;
:?:mllg.' I'm going to wassert my independence, that's uxlll!

et

“Yes; I seel”

“Oh, it's all cight, then; as long as you understand ™

1 understand '

Bob Cherry glanced round as two figures came on to Lhe
platiorm. T]‘tEj" wera the Bounder and Hazweldare. Thoy
hed comue for the same train, which was going on to Geneva
after passing Lauszane. They did not look at the Famous
Four, but stood in a different part of the platicrm to
wait.

Tha train camae in.

Harry Wharton & Co. iravelled sccond-clazs. The Bounder
had evidently taken first-class tickets, for he enferod a Arat
class car with Hazeldene, and they l:iiaappeared from viow.
The next car was a aecond-class one, and the chums of tha
Remaove enterad that,

Billy Bunter followed the Famous Four into the train, and
sat down with them. He was somewhat surprised, and very
much annoved, by the way his declaration of independaneoc
had been received., So mich trooble had been taken in the
case of [Hazeldens that Bunter could not imagine why none
was taken for hum,

He did not speak, however, a3 he sat down.  Harey
Wharton had taken the ticlkets, and he had handed them to
_'E';lugent‘a care. MNugent slipped thom into the palm of his

D¥E,

o The train rollad out of Mentreux Station.

A few minutes later the conductor same along the corcidor
to examine the tickets, in the Swiss way. As on moat
continental railwavs, tickets are thers examined on the
train, and then taken by the conductor befors the journey's

“THE DUFFER OF GREYFRIARS.” 4 ®P'ena iR ARt “RICHRRDS. " % >



and, This has the advantage that it is not easy to miss
ene's station when the man comes to take the ticﬁ'ﬁ't before
you arrive at it, and this is & grest advantage—Continental
stations having a plentiful lack of signs bearing their name.
It is possible to eearch ui:- and down a station quite diligently
without learning in the least what name it is called by,

The official stopped by the juniors.

* Billets, #'il vous plait!™

Hugﬂnt hended out four tickets, and indicated Wharton,
Bob Cherry, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, and himself. The
official ﬁh%p&d the tickets, and handed them back. Then ha
turned to Billy Buanter,

“ Billets, g'1l vous plait "

“What docs he mean by ‘beeyay?i®
peevishly,

" Tickets, you ass!

“(h, my ticket !

“QOui,” said the 8wisa, * Votre billet, m'sicur—tickett '

“¥You've got it, Nugent!"

[ 1] Eh I_il:'!

“You've got my ticket !

L} R’Dt !1‘1‘

it “F h:l:._‘l"l'

“ Billat, 8'il vous plait " gaid the 8wiss impatiently.

“Look here, Nugent, vou've got the ticket; I
Wharton give it to you !I”

“ Wharton gave me the tickets for the party.”

“ Well, then —"

5 Egl.:_::!ﬂn*tr belong to the party now!™

“You're independent ! said Frank sweetly. * You can
lock after yourself, of course! You're not going to be lecked
after by anybody 1V

L1 ] H?‘.t“ ! nut_‘_"l

The Bwiss turned away to ottend to other tickets in the
car. He would come back in a minute or twe, however;
there was no doubt about that.

Billy Bunter leoked alarmed. He had intended to be
independent ; but independence, according to his ideas, did
not mezn paying his own expenses—-far from it.

asked Bunter

Bk

“ Look here, Nugent, you've got my ticket 1™

“ Rats I

“It's mine! T—"

“You're not Wharton’s guest now ! You're not one of tha
party! You're on your own! You're independent?? said

Nugent rclentlessly, ** When a chap declares his independ-
ence, he doesn’t go around asking other chaps to buy him
tickets 1"

i | 583, Wharton—""

" Don't bather me " snid Harry.

“ But. Nugent's pot my ticket, and he won't give it up !

Y Bettle it with Nugent !

[} ] 'ch : hut_'_'_li

" You're_independent, you know,” said Nob Cherry, with
?_ rin. I“" If Nugent won't do ag vou want bim, give him a
icking !

“Well, I--I don’t want to hurt him——=""

‘' Ha, ha, ha!"

" You're welcome to try,"” sald Nugent.

" Look here——=""

‘‘ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes the conductor ! said Bob
Cherry, grmmngf “ Now's the time to assert your indepen-
dence, Bunty! Tell him you'll ride on his ¢ld railway if you
lika without & ticket. IPut it to him plain!™

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“He's lonking rather short-tempered. The Swiss milk of
T:ru.?r!:m jhindﬂnﬁa is turning sour,” grinned Bob Cherry,

“ Billet, 51l vous ]‘Jla.it!”

“I—I suy, you fellows—

* Billet, &'il vous plat!”

“ You ses, I—I haven't ong——"

E“‘Ej monstcur n'a pas le billet, monsieur pave,” said the
wigs.

“ What doee that mean, Nugenti”

* You've got to }i;ﬂ:,: if you haven't a ticket!"

“0Oh! How muchi™

“ Monsisur——"'

* How much?” stammered Billy Bunter, * Combien?"

“ Deux francs gquarante,”

** What does he mean by 'dur-frong-korrongt.! Nugent §*

“Ha, ha! Two france and forty centimes.”

“I—=I haven't more than a frane!®

“Tell him to go and ecat coke! Bhow him you're inde-
pendent 1™

" Well, you see—-""

“Payer!” excluimed the Bwizs angrily. * 1] faut payer!™

* Oh, allez-vous-en et mangez charbon,” said Billy Hunter.

The Swiss stared for one mament. Then he grasped Biily
Bunter by the collar and jerked lm from the seat,

“*Yow!" roared Bunter. " Help! Reseue!™

“ Ha, ha, ha!™?

Nupgent thrust the ticket and a frane into the Swiss's hand,
_ The man released the fat junior. e realised that it was a
joke, and the frane made him take it in & proper spirit. He
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ﬁ(:;inned and touched hizs cop, and passed out of tha carriage
wn the eorridor.

Bunter gasped and sank back into his seat.

“Well, of all the rotters!™ he exclaimed.

“Ha, fhm, ha!*

And that was all the satisfaction the Owl of the Remove
recelved,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Hauls Down his Fiag.

ILLY BUNTERE. was silent for some time, cogitating.
He had declared his independence, and his claim had
been fully allowed. But, somehow, it was not working
out so satisfactorily as he had expected. It begen to

dawn upon the fat junior that even personal independence
might have its drawbacks. : !

t was some time since the juniors had dined, and Bil

Bunter was bepinning to feel the gualms of hunger,

od supper would be awaiting the party at the Villa du Lao;
ggt. that was at Lausanne, soine distance yot,

Bunter blinked at the jumiors. Wharton had fallen into a
reverie, and his clouded brow told that it was not a pleasant
one. Nugent and Bob Chorry were reading the latest number
of * Pluck " together, and Hurrce Jamset Ram Bingh was in
the throes of 2 mental chess problem. It was a favourita
amusement of the nabob to work out chess problems in his
head, though how he managed it without breaking anything in
his brain-box, Bob Cherry declared, was a m 'st-:ri,

1 say, you fellows,” remarked Bunter, " I'm hungry!™

“"Go hon!” said Nugent.

"It there a feading-car on this train "’ asked Bunter.

“1 don't know.™

“1 think I'l go alon
Bunter. ** Will you le

“ Not muach "'

“Will you lend me a franc or two, Bob Cherry "

“No fear!"

“1 say, Inky, will you lend me & five-frone piece’t”

“ The no-fulness is terrific!”

“Wharton! I sav, Wharton! Lend me a few francs!"

# Cortainly not !

“I'm hungry ™

“Well, T don't care!™

* Look here—-""

“What I admire about Bunter,” said Bob Cherry, with a
wink into space, " is his noble, rugped independence—the way
ho declines to ask [avours of people.”™

ik HE, m g 1

* Oh, really, Cherry——" .

" Keep it up, Bunter! It suits you! You remind me of
William Tell, and George Washington, and other noble inde-
pendence-merchants,” said Bob.

“*Rotters ! saiel Bunter, *'I don’t want your rotten francs!
I'm jolly well going to chum up with Vernon-8mith. He's »
decent sort!™”

“(zo it, then!™

“He's a jolly good chap, and I like him1"*

* Go and lave him lots, then!”

“Well, I'm gaing !

Bunter snorted, and quitted the carviage. He went through
the corridor door into the next car—the first-clars onc 1n
which the Boundcr and his companion were travelling. He
sighted Vernon-8mith and Hazeldene at once. They were
playing cards.

‘f]I say, you fellows,' said Bunter, with an ingratisting
BTG,

“ My Il:inﬁ' takes it !’ said Vernon.-Bmith.

(1] I s-ay_ b

" Hallo! What do you want?"

“"I'm done with that gang,” said Billy Bunter, with & jerk
of his fat thumb tuwar&a arry Wharton's car. "' I've had
cpough of them.”

“ e, have they had enough of you?" asked Hazeldenc.

““Ch, really, vou know. The fact ia, I've keen under
Wharton's thumb long enough,” said Bunter. ' I've asserted
my independenee.'”

“Well, I don’t feel intercsted in the matter," said Vernon-
Smith. " Your deal, Hazel!"

" Right you are!” )

‘* But I say, Smithy,” said Bunter, " [—I'm willing to chum
with you, you know.”

The Bounder stured at lnimn.

“You may be willing,"” he said, " but I'm jolly well not!
I'd a3 soon chum up with o porpoise or a prize pig!"

Hazcldene grinned as he dealt the cards. Bunter’s jaw
dropped.  He tried to work up an aprecable smile, but without
much success.

“Oh, really, Smithy!
mured Bunter,

tha corridor snd see,” eatd Billy
me & few francs, Nugenti"”

You're joking, of course!’™ mur-
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H o, get ont!™

“ But 1 want——"

“ Don't bother !*'

“I'm done with that lot!" sad Bunter
I want to have a Autter, Smithy.
Bome money of :_.':-u—”

I dare say!

“ And to plunge like—like anything!'*

Y With my money?” said Vernon Smith. ** Wall, of all the
cheok | You silly [mrp-oisn, do you think I'm geing to hava
you sponging on me ¥

“Oh, really—

“"You're in the ight!" said Vernon-Seuth.
cut?"’

“ But T want—"

“8hut up, and buzz offt If you bother me any more Il
call the guard and have you kicked out for travelling first-
claszs with a second-class ticker.”

Billy Buntce retrcated, uttorly dismayed. There was
pvidently nothing more to be said.  Bunter was obtuse enough,
but even he could not doubt that Vernon-Smith did not
deairp the honour of his company.

Ho went back disconsolately to the second-class ear. The
Groyfriars juniors did not [ook at him. Billy Bunter sank
into his seat with a hesvy grung, but he did not succced in
attracting their attention.

He was driven to speaking first.

“I say., you faellows,”™ he bogan, “['ve just ssen Vernon-
Bmith. The rotter’s plaving cards with Hareldene, and I
believe they'ra playing For monecy. Of course, under the
circumstances, I rofused to have an{:thin to do with them."
b £ _“;i::-uldn’t Smithy lend you enythiog 7" asked Bob Cherry,

rutally, i :

“0Oh, really, Cherryt Of course, I declined to have any-
thing to do with such a fellow, and I told him pretty [E-Inml:f
what [ thought of him. T refused to touch bis money."

Pl T'11 bk v vaves hind, o chiinoa o biugh it -,

Bunter grunted and relapsed into silence. He was thinkin
that he had been & little too hasty with his declaration o
independence. He thought it over disconsolately as the train
ran on towards Lausanne,

Tho Swiss came along and collected the tickets, and the
train stopped & little later in the Central Statioh st Lausanne,

The Gpra Ariars juniors descended to the platform. Billy
Bunter followed the Famous Four as they went down the
ateps to the subway, and emerged into the short cut which
runa along the Funicular dewn to Oushy,

Bab Cherry stared at him expressively.

* Are you going our way, Bunter?” he asked.

“Ehf Of course I am ! What do you mean

“"You don't mean to say that you are going to Wharton's
house ™™ exclaimed Bob Cherry, in great astonishment.

" Oh, really, Cherpy——"

“ You're indopendent now, you know, Vou've chucked us up,
and yvou're not going to have any more to do with us'’

“ Uh, really—"" said Bunter feehly.

“ Aren’t you going to be independent any more ! asked
Hu‘gent..

‘" I—I—you scc—'

::.?I‘Ein't you going to plunge?”’

' Is not the plungefulness of the honourable asinine Bunter
going to be tarrife?"" asked the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“* (h, r&alh; " Bunter stammerad, *° [—I've nowhere to go—
and—and—""

Harry Wherton burst into a lnugh.

“Don't be an sss, Buntor! Come along—and don’t play
the giddy goat again, if you can help .

*0Oh, all right,” said Bunter, looking greatly relieved. 1
~—1 knew that you were only rotting, of course. I—I knew it
gll along. Of course, I was only joking, too—I wasn't going

to desert you fellows.™
““ Oh, don’t. thionk of us—we shouldn’t mind,” said Dob.
“ Oh, really, Cherry—
“ {Come on,”” said Wharton.
And Billy Buntor was more silent than usual as they walked
down towards the Villa du Lauc,

“Look hare,
I'm willing to —to borrow

“Will you got

“ Shut up, Buntar! Don't Lo
an asa!"

THE SYXTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Colonel Decides.

ARRY WHARTON had a task hefore him that was
sufliciently gnpleazant, in explaining why Hazeldone liad
not gome bome with the party. [t was eo extremely
awhkward matter, for Hazel had treated hiz host with e
rossest disrespect in thus taking himself away, amd the
‘slonel, good-naturcd and kind-hearted as he was, was very
strick on punctilio. But Harry did not shrink frem it He
had the thing to do, and ha went through with it i his usual
reaclute way.
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The coloncl was not there to supper, as it happeoned, and
Miss Wharton had gone to bed. e

The juniors had their supper by themselyss, and then
Hﬂ-l‘!‘!!' found his unele in his own quarters, smoking & cigar
and looking over the English papers. The colonel looked
up with a kindly smile as Harry came in. The brouzed
veteran was very fond of his nephew, though the time had
been when relabions between them were very much atrained.
But that time was past now,

"“Glad to see e;}:ﬁl back, Harrs.,” aaid the colonel 1
had your wira. at was tho matter at Montreux ¥

Harry hesitated & moment, thinking how he should put it

The colonel pushed a chair towards him.

81t down, lad!™

Harry sat down. .

“You missed the train at Montreux '** asked the coloncl.

* No, uncle.

Colonel Wharten glanced at him, noticing that he was
disturbed,

“Of course, you know, I trust vou anywhere, Harry.,” ha
aaid, ““and I cf;m't want to appear to cuntrol your actioas,
but it iz not a good idea for lads of vour age to atay out in
the evenings in foreign towns, without an efder with them.”

“1 know it, unegle; but I stayed becanse——"

* Never mind, Harry, don't trouble to explain.”

“You're awinlly good, uncle!™” said Harry gratefully.
“1 should be a rotter if I did anything to make you sorry
for trusting me.'”

“1 know you won't, lad.'

“1 certainly won’t if I can help it, uncle. But it wasn't
o1 socount that we stayed later at Montreus, and [ want
to tell you about it."

The colonel settled himself to liaten.

“Go ahead, Harry!”

“You romember my mentioning to vou that thero was a
new fellow at Greyiriara—a rotter named Vernon-Bmith—
we call him the Bounder.”

The colonel nodded.

“¥e3; the son of the financier called the Cotton King."
he remarked. “*The fathor doss not bear an enviable
reputation, I believa, but you must not allow thal o proju-
dice you against tho son, Harry. It {2 not the bay's fault
if his father corners cotton, and causes misery among thou.
sands of workpeople for the sake of adding a few thousands
to his fortune.

“Oh, no, unele: I don't know much about that, and wo
wero prepared o treal Vernon-8mith well, but he's an un-
speakable cad. I can't understand why he wasn't expelicd
from Greyfriars, but the fellows all thought his father had
a lot of influence with the Board of Governora®

& Hlm !'l

M Well, the Cotton King is in Geneva now, uncle, and
he's brought his son to Switzerland with him. The Bounder
met us at Montreux."

The colonel looked grave.

h'“ And he's poarsuaded Hazeldong to go to Genava with

II'I"I,”

IIAhj'J

“Of course, Hazol ia frea to go where he likes, in a way,”
said Harry awkwardly, “only the Bounder isn’t a decont
chap for him to be with. You know - I'm friendly with his
sister Marjorie, and she's anxious about him. I thought [
ought to tell you about it, uncle.”

“ Quito right, my boy. I should have asked you, certaixly,
where Hazeldene was. Is he not going to return to us "

(13 N’D.,'

“¥You have quarrelled " asked the colenel, with a keon
look at his nephew,

Wharton coloured.

“\Wall, yes." _

Colonel Wharton pursed his lips.

“JIt is very awkward,” he said. "I am answerable to
Nir. Locke for you and your friends whilo you are in Swilk-
zerland—Hazeldena among the rest.  He has acted vory
wron in going off like this without pormission. Ele
should have obtained Dr. Locke's consent first, of course,
or at least his father's."

 Neither would have consented.™

“ Yon are sure of that?”

“ Quite.” .

“ It is not simply a dislika you have for this lad you call
the Bounder? You are surn 5 13 not morely o prejadice,
Ilarey 77 .

“ He drinks and gambles,” said Harry.

The colonel 5!4:1;'}.1.".11.

“You are sure?” . _

“ e hos hoon doing so at Montreux, and inducing I ol
to do the same.” ,

The colonel looked grim.

“ Then it ia impossible for a boy whom Do Tcke log
entrustod to my caro to go with him. I fcel (esponsible

1 Tale of Har Wharton & Co.
A Splendid Sehool TNk CRICHARDS.
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"Come on, quick] He'll be killed!™
But the harder the rescuers pulled,
(Thes #lustrates an grciting inodent in Ghe splendid, |

Aifred Barvard, conlgined in @ PHE EHFPIRE" Library. New g sale.

gasped the showman, dashing up and grasping the baronet by the ankle.
the Iirmer became the ora
7 complete wlory of Joack R

LA e

P P ST SR =gy B o

~putang’'s grip and the more savage his temper.
cf onbitled ; A STRANGE COMMISSION,' by
FPrice One Oalfpenny:)

in the matier.
Geneva 17
“:‘Ev.'.-.-!.
“ And Bnuth's father s there?”

“Yes: they are together”

" Veory well,” said the colonel guictly. “ There is only
one thing to be done. 1 shail geo to Geneva, and call upon
Mr. Vernon-8mith. When I explain to him that Hazeldene
is there without the consent of his head-master or his own
people, he ean bhardly allow the boy lo remain in his
gquarters.' :

Wharten loshked relioved.

“T supnoze so, uncle. That will make it all right,”

“O0 ¢ourse, after ihis, Hazeldene can hardly return to
us,'’ zaid Colonel Wharten, his lips tightening a Little. 1
will have him sent back to England under proper care™

Ilarry nodded. He felt that that was the only thing fo
be doney n the circemstances.

THe Magrer Ligrary.—No. 124,
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You say ihat they are now staying in

] Tazel went back with Verncon-Smith this even-
(A r]

After what had happened, matters would be most uncome
fortable if Hazeldens became a guest at the Villa du Lae
again.

“Do you knoew where they are staving 1n Goerneval" the
colonel ashed.

[T Nﬂ-” . ) -

“Well, # will be easy te hnd them. A millionaire like
RMr. Vernon-Smith is certain to stay at one of the biggest
hotels, ard will doubtless attract a good deal of public atten-
tion,” Ceolonel Wharton remarhked.

* Anyway, they will be found at the Kursazl,”" said Ilarry.

“Yes, of course. This iz a rather unplesasant incident for
your noliday, Harry.”

“1 am sorry 1 brought Hazel bhere now,” said Fiarry, in
o low voice, ™ He would have been all right if the Bounder
hadn’t turned up”

“Ue’s not oxactly the kind of lad I should expect you
to have for a frierd, Harrey,” said the colonel abruptly.

Hurry coloured uncomlortably.

“THE DUFFER OF GREYFRIARS." 4 Srie=ia5sngeiTele llammy.Jihorion & e
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“Well, T don't know that I should chum with him,'" he
said. ““He's got a decent side, you know, but—but—well,
it's his sister.  You've seen Marjorie, and you know what
a ripping girl she is, Hazel wcrries her a lot by playing
the giddy goat, and—and a good many fellows at ({reyfriarn
who like Marjorie stick to Hazel on her account, and try
to get him to run straight.”

*Quite right."” said the colonel. “Quite right, so long
as it does not work the other way, and ba dee: not induce
otherz to run crooked.”

* Oh, that's not likely to happen.”

“Not with you, Harery I am sure.™

And the colonel bade good-night (o his nephew.

“ Anything on to-morcow, Harcey 777 asked ‘Hﬁh Cherer, as
the juniors went up to bed. 5

“ My unclo’s going to Geneve.”

*To sce the Bounder ' asked Nugent.

*To see his father, and get Hazel away from them.”

© And uk?ll

“We may as well go too, if my uncle cares for us to come.
:.Ea haven't dona Gereva yef, and there's o lot to be seen

are

“*ood egg!”

1 say, you fellows,” anid Bunter, sitting on the edge of
his bed and blinking at them, *“Geneva’s an awfully
interesting city. The guide-book says——'"

11} RH-tE !:I

“* Bays that it’s awfully intefesting. Thara's the cathedral,
with the criginal—:"

“ Bloodstains " grinned Nugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent! Of course not. The original
carved oak———"" -

“ Good-night 1

“Then thera's the Kursaal—"

** Bon soir!”

* And the Rhone river, and Rousseau's island, you know—
the island of Jong Jark, you know, and the house where
George Eliot lived, and the place whero the house was that
Calvin lived in——""

“Oh, ring off !"

“Calvin used to Erﬂﬂ.ﬁ‘h in that very cathedral and it's
twfulli); interesting.

“*Who was Calvin ¥ asked Bob Cherry.

The fat junior was a little taken aback.

“1—I—1 really don't know,” he said; * but—but he must
bhave been a big gun of some sort, to be mentioned in tho
guida-book.™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, really, you fellows—"

“Oh, go to sleep, Billy "

And Bunter grunted and turned in.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Day la Geneva.

OLONEL WHARTON suggested the juniors comin
C with him to Geneva, at Ei‘:vreal-:fﬂst, and they jumpe
at the idea. The colonel might be some tims in find-
ing the place where the Vernon-Smiths ware staving,
and the juniors would have time to cxplore the old and
historic eity. Miss Wharton waw not going. Miss Wharton
spent most of her time in the garden, or in being wheeled
in & sedan-choir along the lake.

The pﬂrl‘f were ready to catch an early train.

They walked down to the Gore Central, and caught the
train for Geneva, filling up a carrisge themselves.

It wos an hour's run, mostly in sight of the rolling blue
waters of Lale Leman, and the Greyiriars chums were look-
inE\ oub of the windows most of the time.

he scenery was very fine, and the day a beautiful anc.
In spite of the trouble Hazeldene was causing them, the
boys were happy encugh.

he delights of exploring strange countries, and hearing a
z{&mnge tongue talked round them, were not likely to wear

yot,

Billy Bunler was happy. too.

He had discovered that there was a restaurant car on
the train, and he borrowed s fve-franc piece from Harry
Wharton, and disappeaied at an early stage of the journey.

Even the sickening atmosphere of a continental dining-
car could nob impair Billy Bunter's appetite. He returned
without any change from the five-franc piece, but with o
now shininess added to his complexion.

The Greyiriars party stepped out of the station at Goneva
feeling very cheerful. A brilliant sun was shining upon the
broad streets and squares,

“ Jolly-locking place ! szaid Bob Cherry, as he glanced
round him.

“Where?" asked DBunter snxiously.

“Eh? I mean the town!'”

“0h! I thought vou were looking at o reataurant.™
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Bob Cherry chuckled.

*1 hope Bunter will be a restaurant-keeper when ho
ghrpws upy," he remarked. *““He won't be happy as any-
thing elss. "And what a jolly good customer he would have
in himself.”

*0Oh, really, Cherry——"

* I will leave vou now," said Colonel Wharton.
meet for lunch st the National Hotel, my lads.”

“Yes, uncle.”

And the colonel’s tall figura strode off.

The juniors were left to their own devicss, but thoy wers
not at & loss what to do. They were having only tha ona
day in (reneva, and there was plenty to be seen.

Bunter was already consulting his guide-book.

“1 say, you fellows, thero’sa tram-line from hare fo Ferner,
where Voltaire used to live,” he exclaimed. * Veolinire's
bouse is open to inspection in the afterncons.™

“Who was Veltaire?" grinned Bob Cherry.

Bunter rubbed his nose.

' Blessed if ‘E‘: know, but—""

*We will

"“Ha, ha, ha
“T suppose he was somebody,” said Bunier peevishly.
“What a lot of rotten questions you ask. And Jong Jar

Rousseau was bown in (enevs, too, and—"
ik whc wna L

“Jong Jark 1™

“Ha, ha! Jean Jecques Rousseau,” grinned Nugent.
“Good! Who was he?"

Bunter grunted.

“How should I know? He's in the guide-book, anyway.
I believe he wrote books or ae:-rnething;. I believe I've had
gome of hirm on an examination-paper.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Than there's a sguare hersa whera a chap was burnt
alive,”" said Bunter, blinking ints Temple's guide-book.
“ (Chap named Smith, or something.”

" ¥Wasz 1t SBervetus ¥

“ Ah, yes, that waz it—Sarvetua! He waz burnt by some-
body for something—religions difference, I think, or zome-
thing of the sort. Jolly fimes they must have been to live
in, when vou got burnt for your religious opinions, and
stuck in a blessed dungeon for your politieal opinions !'" said
Bunter. * I think the good n:r]cftimes are & ewindle. By the
way, there are some giddy bBlack swans here, too. We must
sea them, or we sha'n't have our monay’s worth, you kndw.
And thera's a refreshment-place on the island of Jong Jark.
I think that's a place we ocught to ses first.”

“Hea, ha! Come on!”

And the juniors strolled down to the bridge across the
mighty Rhone—the great river which flows through Lake
Leman from end to end, and emerges at Geneva, to How
down to the sunny Modiferranean.

The famous black swans of Geneva were ewimming in the
wire enclosures on the river, and picking up fragments
tossed to them by children on the bridge. The juniors
locked at them with interest, but Bunter was in & burcy
to get on the island.

They reached it, and Bunter promptly sat down at one
of the litile refreshment tablea,

“This iz & jolly place I"" he remarked.

“Well, I can do with a feed," said Bob Cherry, sitting
down also. * Garcon!”

“Garsong !’ called out Billy Bunter.

A handsome old man came out of the [ittle building on the
island and came up ta the table where the juniors saf.

Bunter started, in Freach.

** Keakarvousavvy pore mongjay ! he demanded.

The man seratched his head.

*Je voux manger "' said Bunter,

“ M'sieur "

“J'ay fang—grang fang?’” roared Bunter.

* Pardon I

"'f Loock here—vorez vous—"

“ Parden, m'sizurs! [ no spask German.™

“German?"” roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ (3h, shut up, vou fellows 1"

“Ha, ka, ha !"

“1 say, vou fellows, vou might shut un! TLook here, he's
rotting! You don't mean to say that he really takes my
French for German?'

“Ha, ha, ha "

* Look hera,” snorted Bunter, blinking wrathfully at tha
old pentleman, ' voos etes Frongsay—eh '

The man shook his head.

¥ zraok I he said.

Bunter sniffed.

“Wall, my hat! How the dickens was T to know he was
a Greek ?'" he demanded. “ That's why he can't understand
my French, of course !™

" Try again,” satd Dob Checry, grianing. * Your French

A Eplendid School Tale of Harry Wharton & C
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ie Greek to us, you know-—and, if it's the same to bim, he
may be able to understand it."”

**Oh, really, Cherry——"'

Wharton gave an order in French, and the Greek nodded
and bawed, and brought the things.

Bunter prunted in & dissatisfied way.

* All the tima I've gpent on my French iz simply wosted !
he said. **The people here understand Wharton's bad
French all right, a= they're provincials. If we were in
Paris it would be different.”

“Tha;f didn’t understand you so Jolly well in Paris,
either I"" said Nugent. " I remember you asked the garcon
for an omelette aux lins herbes at brekker, and he brought
¥ou a toothpick.”

**That was his stupidity ! The French are awfully stup:d.
Chape: whe don’t understand their own language must be
pretty dense, I think.”

Bunter wired into the refreshments, and wasted no more
time in words. He wa3 not finished when the others were
ready to leave; but Bob Cherry and Nugent linked their
arms in his, and walked him off, vainly protesting.

The juniors strolled oeross the bridge ; nnd as they reached
the further side of the Rhone, Harry Wharton uttered a
sirdden exclamation.

The juniors glanced in the direction he was lecking in,
ond saw Hazeldene and the Bounder,

The two caught sight of Harry Wharton & Co. at the same
nrornent.,

Both Vernon-Bmith and Hazeldene turned asway, and
walked off in another direction.

Harry Wharton compressed his lips.

"“The ¢ut direct,” said Bob Cherry, with a grin. " Hapze!l

is growing inte a jolly kind of pigp under the wing of the
Bmith animal, I must say !

* He won't be under his wing for long ! said Harry.

The Bounder and his companion disappeared.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked on into the Old Town of
Geneva, exploring the narrow, gteep streets—io great a
centrast to the broad streets and open apaces of the newer
lown—with preat keenness. They very soon forgot about
the Bounder.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Cotton Kisg Declines|

" R. VERNON-SMITH IV
M The fat, red-faced, over-dressed maon nodded
carelessly,
" That's my name !'" he said.

Colonel Wharton looked at him.

It had not been difficult for the colonel to locate the
Cotton King.

Mr. S8amuel Vernon-Bmith had the largest auife in the
iargest hotel, ond his millions had filled up & considerable
tnace in the Geneva papers, and in Geneva gossip,

{folonel Wharton found his hotel,- and sent up his card;
and, Mr. Vernon-8mith heing at home, the colonel was
shown up to his roomas.

It was nearly noon, but Mr. Vernon-Smith wos evidently
ot an early riser. He was dressed, but evidently had not
becn up long. The remaine of a breakfast were on 4 table,
and the millionaire was reading an English paper—open at
the financial noews.

I1e rose as the colonel was shown in.

Frobubly his hopeful son bad told him something of Harry
Wharton's uncle, for there wasz a subdued a.g?reﬁsivenem
in Mr. Vernon-8miih's manner, and a gleam of pugnacity
in hiz Iittle, light, piggy eves.

" That's my name, sir,” he repeated. * What can 1 do
for you? I've not had the pleasure of meeting you before,
that I know of.™

* Thut 18 correct.”

“Will you take a seat?’ said Mr. Vernon-Smith, m a
grudging sort of way, as if something aboul the colonel
etorted the courtesy from him against his will

Uolonel Wharton shook his head.

"“Thanka! DBut I shall not detain you many minutes.””

“ Well, my time 13 valuable,"” said Mr. Vernon-Smith.

"I shall not encroach upen it long. T understand that

cur son has made [riends with & friend of my nephew—a

vy naned Hazeldene,™

“ Very likely™

“ He has invited Hazeldene to stay with him here, and the
izl has accepled,”

Y Yeg T

“{M course, 1n an ordinary way. Hazeldene is nothin
ic me, and [ showld not drean of interforing with hem,™
suid the colonel, " But it happeos that he was a guest in
iy l&?uﬁc, und was entrusted by Dr. Locke to wy charge.”

1 C ‘_“I"?

“ nder the cirewasiances, you will see that T ean hoardly
Lot him go in thue way”

“ Reully
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“Certainly! T have called to explain to you, and Fou

will doubtiess explain to your son that Hazeldene canpok
very well stay with him."

1 den't zee it.”’ .

“The boy was under miy charge,” explained the colonel.
“You will see that | ceald not let him leave me in a foreign
country, without the conscnt of his parents or of his head-
master,’ ;

“ That's no business of mine”

“ Put the boy is here with you, is he not?"

' Yas, with my zon.'”

S T osee himn 777

' He's out for the morning with Herbert.”

“ Well, will you tell him to return to me?'

“ Na,” said Mr. Vernon -8mith deliberately, "1 won’t "

The colonel Aushed.

“* Really, my dear sir-—"" he began. :

" What’s the harm in his visiting my son?” eaid Mr
Vernon-Smifh unpleasantly. ** Why should his father or hia
hend-master object? He's not among at_rangers’rhe s with
my bow, who's his friend at school, and with me.

The eolonel paused. . R i

** There's no harm in his visiting his friends, if he chooses,
while.he's under vour charge,” said the millionaire. ™ Unjess
vou think his friends aren’t suitable for him to associate
with., Is that it, Cul-;:rm:fj \IT'lmlt:mn?”

The colonel compressed his lips. .

“ Well, since y::nr:x force me to speak plainly, that is the
case,”” he szid. I am sorry to have to say so, but I do not
regard Master Vernon-Smith as a suitable companion for
a foolish and inexperienced lad.”

: ane you seen my son !

e 1':!..”

* Then what do you know about him ™ ]

The Cotton King's tong was unpleasant and aggressive—an
insulting as he could make it—but the colonel kept his
temper. There was no purpose to be served by guarrelling
with this man. _

1 know my nephew’s opinion of him,"” he eaid. * I know
the facts, too.™ _ "
“Yes, Herbert’s told me about your precious nephew,

gncered My, Vernon-8mith. A young jprigl

“ We need not discuss my nephew——" i

“¥ou're discussing my son, and repeating _"-"-'hit-HFﬂ“"
nephew says against him,” said the Cotton King., * And
I’IF suy what I like.”

“] can repeat the facts also—you must be awsre that
your son, lad as he s, gambles,*” said the colomel, ]

w A little flutter won't hurt him,” said Mr. ?ermn—ﬂmmﬂg
“and a son of mine can afford to lose as much moncy as
likes,™

“ Hazeldene cannot afford it.” .

“(h, 1 expoct Herbert will sce him tl:'-rm:.gh!””tmd the
Cotton King carclessly. * Ho won't let him want !

 But the effects of gambling upon a boy's ch.glrm:ter, and
of borrewing money he cannot hope to repay-—

Mr. Vernen-Smith glanced at his watch.

“I'm afraid I haven't time to listen to I'!'m‘Eh more of
this.” he gaid. ** Have you anything else of importance o
gay 7' _ .

“1 have this 1o say—that Hazeldens cannot remain with
your san !’ said Colonel Wharton tartly.

v How are you going to get him away 7

“ You refuse to send him back 1"’ .

1 leave it to him, to go or stay as he chooses. I don't
turn my back on my son’s guest to please you or anybody
elee ™

. i-II& wi_ill choose to stay.”

* Then he staye.’™

“Then I ghall bave no resouree but to telegraph o Dr.
Levke, at Greyfriars, and explain to bim how niatter
elnncds" zaid the colonel.

The millionaire smiled,

“ Do so.’

* Fluzeldene will be oidered to return to Eongland by
refurn wire,"” ) .

“I think I can manage Dr. Locke. Goed-mormng.”

* Grood-mrornimg,”?

‘The colonel guitted the room, i

s bronzed face was very dack as he went down in the
lifi. Higz interview with Mr. Vernon-Smith had been even
wore atnpleasant than he had anticipated, and it had been
wholly unsatisfactory. _

And the colonel, though he had not shewn any sign of
irritation ot the impertinence of the Cotton King, had been
very much ruffled inwaﬂji}' !.Jy it. .

Ax he stepped cut of the hift into the vestibule of tha hotel,
e cnught the sound of Hazeldene's voice, and looked quickly
rulind, a
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Hazeldens had just come in with the Bounder. Thev
caught sight of the colonel, and Hazeldene started and changed
oolour, but the Bounder only grinned.

* (ood-morning, sir,” aaidy ﬁum]dena, reising hiz cap.

1 came here to see you, if possible, Hazeldene,” said
Colonel Wharton. * You left my house to come here agninst
my will. You must leave these people.”

*They're my friends,"” said Hazeldens sullenly.

“¥ou will leave them at once, or I shall go directly to the

et-office, and telegraph the Farti-:ulara to Dr, Locke at Grey-

riars, said the colonal coldly.

Hazeldens turned pale.

“Rats 1" said Vernon-Bmith disrespectfully. *“ Don't be
afraid, Hazel. Even if he does, my pater will make it all
right."’

he eolonel gave ths Bounder a look that made even
Heorbert Vernop-Smith feel a little uncomfortable, and strode
from the hotel.

Hazeldene looked very uneasy.

“I way, Hoerbert, there'll be a row over this," he muttered.

“Who cares?”’

“Wall, T do. I don't want to bs flogged when I pet hack
to Greyiriars,” satd Hazeldene, with an uneasy laugh.

“Oh, rats! I tell you my governor will ses you through.”

“*¥Yes, but—-"

** Oh, come in to lunch, and don’t bother.” o

And Vernon-8mith dragred Hazeldens into the dinung:
roorn. 'The colonel steade away from the hotel with a clouded
brow.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Not Allewed to Go.

ARRY WHARTON looked qui::H%al: hiz uncle when he
met him for lunch at the hotel. e saw the cloud upon
the veteran’s brow, and guessed that the interview with
Mr. Vernon-3mith had not prospered. After lunch, the

volonet told him about it.

‘* And you have wired to Dr. Locke?’ asked Harry.

*“*¥o3; there wasz nothing else to be done. 1 could not
lsave Hazeldens with Vernon-3mith on my own responsibility.
If Dr. Locke thinks he can remain with the Vernon-Bmiths,
of course my responsibility is at an end, and I have nothing
mora to do with the matter.”

“You have not had an answer yet?"

Y Not yet.”

The answer came shortly afterwards.

It was very briof.

** Am communicating with Mr. Vernon-8mith.—Locke.™

The eolonel made a gesture.

“Then that is at an end,”" he said. ‘' Dr. Locke dosa not
ask me to take sny steps in the matter. I would do anything
I could. PBut, doubtless, a wire from him to Mr. Vernon-
Smith will have the required effect.”

Wharton was silant.

He remembered the strange rumour at Greyiriars that the
Cotton King possessed some strange influence over the govern-
ment of the school, and that the [Head had not a free hand in
dealing with him.

It was possible that the Head would not be able to deal
as he liked with this rebellion of Ilazeldene's. Was llarry's
responsibility in the matter over? Could he lsave Marjorie’s
brother to go to the dogs his own way?

The question troubled Harey's mind.

In the afternoon the colonel was going to see some acquaing-
ancez at the English elub in Gencva, and the juniors wers
left to themselves. _

Colonel Wharton evidently considered that he had done
averything possibla in the case of Hazeldene, and that he was
called upon to do no more.  Harry did nob wish to trouble
hiz uncle any further in the matter.

But ho [elt that ha must take some steps himself.

* Penny for your thoughts," said Bob Cherry, asz they
strolled out into the sunny afternoon.

" Mot EE“* indizestion, surelv?” said Billy Bunter, hiini;{np;
at Harry's -:lcrudafa face. **That lunch was simply ripping,
and the cooking was extra bong.”

Harry laughed. :

“Na: I’'m all right, Billy. I was thioking of Hazeldeno,
Bﬁb-."

Boh Cherry gave r shrug.

“ Always ﬁa:&ldnnc,” he aaid

Wharton colourad. _

“He's going to the dogs,” he said. “He's Marjoria's
brother. - If it wasn't for that, he could go his own way,
sfter last night.”

“ Let him go!"

“What wiIFoMar]urm- saFt’

“8he wouldn't expect you to stick to him after the way
he's treated you."
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“#I1—I suppose not. Bob.
Besides—"" _

* Basides, vou've made up your mind,” zaid Beb, with a
laugh,

“Don't you think we ought to have another try?"

I ovon like”

It may do some good, you know."”

“I don't think.”

“Wall, let's try.”

“ You're going to see Hazel?' i .

“He's bound to be at the Kuriaal here to-night,”” said
Harry. * We shall see him there, il we go!”’ . )

“Well, wo may ns well go. It's one of the sights,' said
Bob, “You'll ind him g&mbliﬂg‘:. I expect. Are you
thinking of giving him away again?”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“No. I did that at Montreux, because I thought I ought;
but he’a not one of us now, and I have no right to interfere
with him. I sha’n't try to interfore in any way, only—"

“Only fatherly advica?"

Harry turned erimson. .

“Don't rot, Bob; it's a serious subject.”

“1 know," =zaid Tloly Cheryy; “it's all right. I'll back yon
up, only I don't think it will do any good. The Bounder's
too strong for you.” )

1 shall try onee more, for Marjorie's sake."

“0Oh, very well” aliggs

And the subject was dropped as the juniors strolled away
towards the tram station to take the tram for Ferney.

It was a pleasant excursion along the sunny, leafy road
over the border into France, to the village of Ferney, whers
Voltaire's house still stands as the patriarch left it.  Bally
Bunter had no curiosity to see the house where a famous man
had lived and written lines that stirred Europe from one end
to the other. He remained in a cafe in Ferney eating cakes,
while Harry Wharton & Co. were shown over the house.

“ ']l wait here for you fellows,’ he said. ** Like to borrow
my g{uida-bank, Wharton

‘Mo, thanks."

““ Bettor have it. It will tell you where to look for tha
nriginal bloodstains.'

** The what?' .

“ I supposs thers are some bloodstains there !™

“Ta, ha! No. Not that I know of.”

“ Thon what are you going for?”

“To ses the houss.”

“ Rats! I'd rather stay here and eat cakes."

““ Btay hore and eat cakes, them, Tubby; we'll como back
latar."'

And Harry Wharton & Co. walked on to the chateasu.

Billy Bunter sottled dewn to eat cakes. s g

The cafe keeper was all smiles and bows, for the juniors
locked prosperous enough, and he had no doubt that he had
found a splendid customer in Billy Bunter. And certainly
he had, in one respect. Bunter had an encrmoug appetits,
which his lunch did not seem to have affected in any way.

His French was a puzzle to the Frenchman, but he ointad
to what he wanted, and it was brought, and he polished off
cakes and pastries with & celerity he had never shown even
in the tuck-shop at Greyiriars. _

But, tharo comes an end to all things, and even Bunter was
satisfied after half an hour of steady eatm?‘,

Io slackened down, and the pastries followed one another
down his capacious throat at a slower rate. )

The proprietor was watching him, evidently much interested
in his performance, As Bob Cherry had remarked, szeing the
animals fed at the Zoo was nothing to it.

Bunter was fnished at last _

“1 think I'll and heve a stroll round the villaga and
met up an appetite for tea,”” he murmured, rising from his
chair.

The proprietor came forward.

Ha had the ¢ addition™ in his hand, and thare waz an
array of figures upon it that struck the fat junior with dis-
may. He suddenly remembered that he had no money in his

acleats.
¥ He had expected Hurry Wharton to return before he
finished eating; but the Removites had not yet put in an
Appearance. :
unter falt in his pocket, ] . ] .

Heo had a frane there, and a few dix-centime pieces, and it
was pretty clear that the bill came to many times that amount.

U Mambien?" asked Bunter faintly. ** How much?™

“Jepk franes quarante, m'sieur.”

Soven francs forty! .

“ Tt's all right,” said Bunter. **C'est bien, you know. My
friends will settle when they come back. Mes amis payerant
guand—quand=—ch, dear!”

“ Bept franes quarante,” said the Frenchman, apparently
under thoe impression that Bunter was seeking tho amount of
the bilL"™

But she won't know that,
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“Yes, yes ! Qui, oui! Mes amis, my friends—"

" Bept francs '

“ Mais, but—""

** Monsieur paye,’
suspreions.

*Mes amis!”" bawled Bunter
will pay. ™

O

" Yous comprencs !

i, jo comprends,”

""Bong,” said Bunter, with a gasp of relief, " Ti's all
right, then, I'm going to have a stroll till they come back.”

‘" Bept francs quarante.”

“¥es, ves, I know. I'm going out.”

He moved towards the door.

T[r]ﬁ vafe-keeper promptly placed his stont figure in the way.

LN ‘HEEllr,”

“1 want to go out.”

The man sheok his head.

“You assl”’ exclaimed Bunter.
allez-vous-en 1"

“ M'sieur reste ici'"

“I'm not going to stay here, I'm going out.”

“Payer done.”

1 can’t pay till my friends come back,™

The Frenchman shrugged his shoulders. But there was no
escape, and the fat jumior rolled back to his geat, and =zat

owmn.

There ke waited.

The cafe-keeper sat down, read a newspaper, and smoked
o ¢igor, watching the fat junior all the time like a cat
watching a mouse. He evidently had a strong suspicion of
Bunter, and did not mean to nsk the loss of his seven francs
quarante centimes,

Biily Bunter sat and glowered through his spectacles.

It was a e{f{md half hour longer before Harry Wharton &
Co. returned. They came into the cafe and called for coffee.

The proprietor, relieved in his mind by their reappearance,
rose to serve them.

Bunter blinked at the juntors, who looked ss if they had
had a pleasant time.

1 say, you fcllows—"

" Halle, hallo, hallo! Had & pood feed, Bunty !

“Yes, but—""

“ Been in here zll the time ™

“Yes. The rotter wouldn't let me out,” said DBunter

thetically, ™ He thought he wasn't going to be paid,
ﬁc&uw ! hadn’t & miscrable seven francs sbout me.”

‘*Ha, ha, ha!”

** Look here, you fellows!"

“ 1 always said Bunter was destined to end his days as a
convict,” said MNugent. ** Firet he was a Prisoner of Chillon,
now he's a prisoner in & cafe. He will inish at Dartmogr,™

“* Ha, ha, ha!"

““ Oh, really, Nugent——-"*

But the juniors laughed heartily over Billy Bunter’s absurd
adventure, and the fat junior's grumbles were drowned. The
cafe-keepor was all politencss now, and he beamed with
smiles as Harry Wharton sctiled the account. Bunter ate
& couple more cakes, and drank coffee, and was comforted.

* Well, this is bong " he remarked.

And the others agreed that 1t was. Bunter provided him-
seli with a bar of malk chocolate to eat on the tram going
back to Geneva, and forgot to grumble at anything on the
way while the chocolate lasted,

* gaid the Frenchman, begioning to look

“Mon ami—il payera—he

“"Get out of the way—

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER,

The Last Chance.

N the tram ride back to Gencva, the Greyfriars juntors
fi up nearly one eide of the vehicle. Billy Bunter
taking up room for two. A stout old lady entered the
car oqutside Ferney, and the juniors watched

her with some intercst, [or her procecdings were most

euliar. Bhe had a basket of epps and cthoer provisions on
ler wrm, and a smaller baskel contaning o few articles in
the eother hand. Defore sitting down, ghe cerefully pushed
the larger basket under the seat of the tram, and sat down

directly before it 5%t~eadin out her ample skirts g0 as to
completely hide the basket from view. Then she placed the
sinaller basket on her lap.

“What the dickens is the game?' said Bob Cherry, in

wmédﬁr. “1 suppose there aren’t any highwaymen on this
road.
“Ha, ha! No!”

F

" The old lady locoks as if she is hiding her treasures’”

Harry Wharton locked puzeled.

“ %oes, ahe seems to be afruid that somebody will cce the
basket. Ii's curious.'

" The curicusfulness 1s terrifio,
Ram 3Singh.
with his honourable chivvy,™

* Bhe's eanght sight of Bunter, and thinks he carn't be
trnsted if he sees the provisions,” seid MNuopent.,
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murmured Flurree Jamsef

“ The esieemed tram-condoctor g grinming

EVERY “ ” ONE
TUESDAY, The uﬂ?ﬂggltt L
“* Ha, ha, ho!"
“ Oh, really, Nugent—"
“T've got 1t!" excluimed Harry suddenly. ' It's the

douane.’”

" The what "

* The giddy douance—the Customs, you know, You know
(GGeneve i surrounded by French territory, except where it
faces the lake. ‘Thia tram line runs inte Franve—Feroney i
in France, you know. Wa've becn over the border, and that
innocent old lady has been buving things cheap in France,
and she’s smuggling them into Geneva.”

** My hat!"

" The hatfulness is terrific.”

There was little doubt that Wharton had hit on the correct
explanation. When the tram halted at the dounne stetion on
the frontier, the old lady showed some signe of norvousness.
A sleepy-locking official ecame out of a httle building, and
looked into the tram. He saw the little basket om the
innocent-looking old lady’s knees, and did not sce the Jarge
one under the seak, concealed by her ample skirts, o
nodded, and stepped off the car. _

The old la:d{v J“E an audible cigh of reliel,

The ear rolled on to Genava.

And the juniors laughed. The old Swiss lady laughed, too,
evidently guite aware that they were amused by the way she
had ** done  the douwane, aud sharing in the joke.

“ After all, the lady hasn't smuggled in so much grub as
Bunter,” remarked Bob Cherry. " Only Bunter’s got it all
intide his waisteoat.™ ]

The juniors returned to their hotel as dusk was falling.

Colonel Wherton had not returned, but there was a netoe
from him to say that he would be there to meet them for
the train to Lausanne, and the lads had & couple of hours
to themselves. )

“We'll have a look round the town,” gaid Harry. " Geneva
by night witl bo worth locking at.'"

ik Yges, rakher.”

They strolled out into the lighted strects,

At several corners there were directions to the Kursaal,
ard the juniors insensibly bent their steps towarde tho
building. _ o

They reached it at last—a large and handsome building,
well-lighted and decorated. They halted outside irresclutely.

* Are we going in?’ asked Nugent,

I don’t know,” said Wharton. He crossed to a porgequs
attendant in the vestibule, ** Has the play startc?! yeti” he
asked, in French,

* Qui, m’sieur,” said the man.

Hurrr-imnml the juniora. ;

“ They're playing in there,” he said. T dare say Hazel-
gy hasn't gone in yet, though. We'll wait hera for a

it."”

They waited. ; :
Ten minutes later, Hazeldene and Vernon-8mith ceme
sight, strolling towards the Kursaal, g
They were wearing false moustaches, and were dressed in
elothes of 83 old & cut as possible, and smoking cigarettes.
Wharton's lip curled. ] .
““ The pair of silly asses!" said Bob Cherry. * They think
they look doggish! Rats!”
I—famldene started as he saw Wharton. A look of deflance
stepped towards him:
Hazcldene.

camme over his face. Harr

“ You here again!™ sa

EK Erﬂﬂ.”

“ You are not going to interferes with me now

“1 only want to speak to you. Haven't you heard from
the Head ™

13 YEH-..';

“* Haoz he told you to return®’

“ ¥Yes."

" Are yvou going '

“ When 1t suita me,”" said Hareldene,  Mr. Yernon-
Bmith has promised to see me through. You know he has
influrnce with the Head™

VW harton -mmprt.'saf.rr] hiz lipsa.

“ Yeou are going to play now?” he askod.

“Yea, T am.”

“ And nothing will stop you?®”’

Y Maothing.™

“*Have you forcotten Marjorie?™?

" MNever mind Marjorie now,” suid Hazehdene, " A chap
can't always be thinking of his blessed women ok, I sup-
preees A il hinas no business to bother her head abhout a
fellow’s domps, either.”’

" Very wc*ﬁ. I have no more to say,” said Harey Wharton
gqutetly. " Uve put up with more %'mm yvil thnen 1 wouold
from any other chap, but 1U's over now.

Hizeldene hositated.

“ Hold on a nunute, Wharten.”
“What e 13"

e

Gowd-bye ™
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““1 want to speak to you. Excuso me a minute, Herbert,
It's all right: I'm coming back. I only want to speak to
Wharton for a minuwte.””

The Bounder nodded, Hazeldene drew [Harry Wharton
anide, His fuce was agitoted, and Harry waited in surpriso
for him to speak.

“ Look here, Wharton, I know I haven't treated you well,™
gaid Muzoldene huorriedly; and in o low voico, * but—but,
T'm short of money."

“ Aro youi"” :

“ Varnon-2mith won't lend me more than two louis. I—
T've lost tem to-day. He lent me that, and--—snd he says I
can't have more than two now.'

" YVou seem to have baen poing it pretty strong.”

I kmow thuat luck will taurn to-night,”” :aid Hazeldene
gugerly. "I hepo T shall got enough to clear off my whole
di.ﬁ to Vernon-Smith, and have some in hand. 1 shzll send
Marjorie something nice from here if T do. Can you lend me
g few louis®" ] . .

Hazeldene had never been noted for high spirit or high

rinciple.  But that he should ask Wharton for money, after

# had strick him in the face only the previeus cevening,
showaed how much his character had deteriorated under the
influenee of the gambling fever., He waz cvidently in a
mand to obtain money anywhere and anyhoew, to gratify
his longing to try hiz leck once more upen the green
tablies,

Wharton shook his head. ) _ :

“ T could lend you sompe money if you necded i, he said.
“ I can't lend you a centime to gamble with, and vou know
it. Can't you see that you've got no chance? Why don't
vou chuck it, before you go frem bad to worsei™

“1 will, #f I make a big coup to-night.”

g &Fou "i'i'l:}ri.t-..”

“I'm going to try. Will you lend me some money?'”

“ Mot to gamble with."

Harzeldene made a ficrce gesture. )

“Well, i'm going to play, in any case; and if I loae, it
will be worse than you think. But have your own way.”

* What do you mean? Stay!”

But Hazeldene strode away, and rejoined the Bounder, and
they entered the Kursaal de Genevae together,

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Worse than Ruin.

HARTON wasz vory silent during the cvening as he
strolled vound the brightly-lighted streets of Genova
with his chums. Ie could not help thinking of
Hazeldene and the strange words he had wtbored,

Hazel was evidently nok enjoying his stay with the Bounder,
and he had ln-nlmi white and desperate. What was the
thought he had had in hiz mind when he spoke to Wharton?
How couid it be worse? ‘

The matfer weizhed on Harry's mind.

He had said that he would have nothing more to do with
the wretched seapograce, but he relented a3 he theought abous
it—and about Marjorie. . o

Hazeldone did not deserve the anxiety his sister felt on
his secount, but there 1t was. all the same, and Wharton had
promised t¢ 4o his best to keep Hazel straizht _

The juniors rcjoined the ecolonsl at the hotel.  Harvy
Wharten plunged into the subject that was uppermost in
hiz mund when he was with his unele, ;

* Wouald you mind if I stayed in Geneva to-night, uncled”
ho asked. _

The coloncl looked surprised.

“ Why, Harry?!”

“I"m feeling anvious about Hazel."

The veteran’s face hardened a little

* | think vou should bave done with that boy, Harry."

Wharton coloured.

“T1 do just as yvou wish, uncle. But—but he's a weak
chap, and he's under bad influonce. T should like to koep
an eva on him a bit—I feel that I ought to. And it seoms
o me as if thera's something weong with him, top; he
deesn't soem to he quite himself."

* No wonder, after the life he has been leading for two
doays,” said the colonel drily.

arry was gilent, ‘

“But do as you wish, my lad,” said Colonel Wharton
kindly, * Heaven forbid that I should stop you from doing
what vou thought your duty. We will sfay in Geneva to-
pight. I will send a message to my sister.”

“Thank you, uncle ! ]

Harry Wharton left the hotel agnin, and walked away
towards the Kurzaal, He did not take his chums with him.
Thay could not help him in any way, and he knew that they
were tired. He entered the Larsanl, taking a ticket as he
went in, and walked inte the gamiog-room. IE was much
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tha same as the apartment at Montreux, only on a
larger and more lavishly decorated scale.

Harry looked for Hazeldene.

He was scated at the green table, playing.

His face was pale, but his munner was quiet and sub-
duad, The Bounder was standing besids him, and locking
irritable, Luck had evidently not been going his way.

Yharton did not approach the two.

Ho had only wanted to solisfy himsell that they wers
there, and after o glance round, ha left the Kursaal and sal
down on one of the scata of the public promenads wpposite,
to wateh fur Hazeldene to come out.

He was fecling vaguely uneasy; he hardly lnow why, but
Hazal's sirange words and desperate look lingzrzd i his
memory.

e wailed under the sofl stars.

People eanme out of the Kursaal, poople went in; but for
some bime Hazeldene did nob appear.

Bat he came cub ab last.

He stumbled down the stens into the strast, and walked
away unsteadily, and Harry Wharton ross and followed him

Where was Hazel going? Why had he come out alone?
Why was not the Bounder with him? And why dig he
walk in that strange, unsteady way, as if he were under the
influence of liquor?

Whare was he going? Harry hurried after him, strangely
onxicus and uwncasy. Hazeldene was making stroapht for
the dark shadowed bank of the REhone.

What did he intend?

Harry Wharton recalled stories he had heard of ruined

armblers a% Monle Carlo who found refuge from dishonour
in the deep waters of the bay, and he shuddered.

VWas 1t posaible that Hazeldena—-

e guickened his pace.

In the glimmer of the starlizht he gaw ihe form of the
wroetched junior standing by the glistaning, rushing watzrs
of the Rhone.

Iie ran quichl}r forward.

Y azal 1™

Hazeldzne gave a cry.

“Tet ma go."

He struggled in Wharton's grasp, buat that grasp only
tightened upon him. Harry drageed him away from the
gﬁstminn water,

Hazeldene's struggle was briof

He seemed to collapse in Harry's grasp, and after 2 few
nromenis he was dragged unresisting to o sead under the
trees. He sank down on tha bench, shuddering viclenily,

“Why didn't you let me alone " he mutterad. 1t would
have been over now."

“You do not mean

“Yes, I do.'”

“Are you mad, Hazel?”
pressibly shocked.

Hazeldene laughed bitterly. _ .

“It's the best thing I covld do," ha exclaimed wildly.

“ Have you lost?"”

id ?&3;”

“ Much "

“ Everything." : .

“Well, then, all the better—if Vernon-Bmith wor't lend
vou any more,” sald Harry, " you will come to vour sanzes
naw. As for the money yvou owe S3muth, you neean’t let
that trouble you. He imcf no right to lend you maney Lo
gamhble with, and he knew it would not be repaid i wou
logt,”’

“ He would lend me more, only he's lost, tos.”

“Wel)

¢ You don't understand,”” repeatad Hazeldenz, in a hoarso
whisper, *1—I've lost a hupdred pounds.™

Wharlen startad. :

“ Surely Vernon-8mith never lont you e sam Iz thot??

1] L3

¢ YVou hadn't it when you mel him "

Y Of course not ™

Wharton sat still pelrified.

“ Hazel [ he exclaimed at last,
geot the money ¥ .

“Can't you guess?

“ Did vou steal 1t 7"

““Yes."

“ Good heavens !

“ T—I didn't exactly steal 4" faltared Hazeldeas, weoakly
attempting to extenuste his erime almost bafare he had
Fully confessed 1. “ It—it was a bundle of haabnotes. [n
old Vernon-Smith's room. Herbert left me there alone, I
knew 1 shouldn't hoave eneuzh io m:l.!l:-g aocoun, vou knaw,
with o paltry couple of louis. I=I slippod thew into my
pochet.” ,

“ Good heavens!”

0 T—1 dida't really mean ba changs them,

in

exclaimed Wharton, inex-

“Hazel! How did you

It was to hova
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the feeling of money in m{: pocket, really. But I—I lost,
and—and they went—one by eme. I thought luck would
turn, and I should win {the lot back, but—but it didn't.”

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER.

A Lesson for Life.

OLONEL WHARTON listenad to Harry's explanation
with a hard, grim face. He looked once at Hazel-
dene, and his look made the wretched boy shiver,

. “Eo he is a thief, as well as a gambler,” he said
pritaly; ' but what has it to do with you, Harry "

“ Cannot you help him, vncle !

“He does not deserve help. He was given chances
encugh, before it came to this, and if he were saved from
this, he would only fall inte another ecrape just as bad.”

* Oh, no, no!” panted Hazeldene. ' Mo, no! I will be
enreful, I will never speak to Vernon-Smith again, J—"

“Yes, g0 you say now: but when vou are out of your
scrape, it will be a differont matier.,”

“ =1 promise—" )

**The only thing is to sce Mr. Vernon-Smith, and teli him
what thiz yvoung scoundrel has done, and puint out to him
that he has himself and his preciouz son to thank for his
loss, and that as the money is irrecoverably lost, it will not
pay him to create a scandal in which his own pame will be
snurched. As a business man, he may see it."

* And o he does not ¥V

“ Then mafiers must take their course,”

“YWhen will you see him, uncle?"’

“1 will go now-1t may be too late to-mght."”

And the colenel went out without ancther word.

Wharton and Haszeldene waited up for him. The other
juniors were gone to bed, and Harry was glad of it. He
did not want to make any awhkward explanations. It was a
miserable hour for the two junicrs while they waited.

Hazeldene started unp eagerly when at last the colonel

entered. Colonel Wharton®s face betrayed nothing. arry
leoked at him without a word.

““¥ou are safe, Hazeld«ne," said the colonel shortly,

Hazel gave a choked ory.

“ Ty it all right 7 asked Harry engerly.

“In a way. I've seen Mr. Vernon-Bmith. I told him
e

College Chums—A Quarrel.
“1 have already told wyou,” =mid Latimer, after s short

pause, ' that I have been robbed of & matter of sixty-five

unds—that samount includes the ring—and I mean that the
ullest investigation shall be made, and the guilty party
brought to justice, whoever he is. Above all ‘things, 1 hate
a thicf ! It is well known in college that Douglas Clayton
has got very much in debt. Been going the pace, 1 suppose,
slthough, genevally speaking, the athletic gang haven't the
pluchk to do that.™ ; ) )

"1 didn't know that it required any pluck to drink moro
than was good for you, and run up bills which you haven't
the money to meel,” said Graham. * Clayton has been
foodish, and has thrown his meoney away recklessly. And,
being wood-hearted, he has had & lot of hangers-an who were
ready encugh to help him spend it, but shunned his sociely
when they found that there was nothing more to be made
out of his. Carelessness in meoncey matters was the worst
sharge that could be brought against him, and I'm guite sure
he never regarded that as evidenee of pluck.” )

“Well, there i3 no need Lo argue that peint,” continued
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that under hia son's influence IHazeldene had hecome a

amhlerl and then z thief. [ put it in the plainest language

know,” eaid the colonel grimly. 1 think it's 2 lon
time since the Cotton King had any talk as plain as that,
told him he could make his loss known, and send thia young
razcal to prison if he liked, and that I, for one, thought it
was the proper place for hins; but that if the affair were
imade pu{:;lic, he and his son would firure ar perverters of
vouth, and would be pretty nearly as badly disgraced as
Hazeldene,"

And the colonel smiled griml

Harry draw a deep breath of relief.

“ Thank vou, uncle "

“Thank vou, sir,”" faltered Hazeldene. * I—1 know you
desnize me, and—and I deserve it. But—but 've had a
fezzon, I swear I have. I—1'1l manage to pay the money
back somehow, when I—— grow up ! Ei—-—-”

“I hope you will," said the colonel. ** Now go to bed.”

And they went.

Hazeldene did not go back to England. He had had his
lescon, and Harry Wharton hud only pity for him; amd he
bezged his uncle to allow the boy to come back to the Villa
du Lae. The colonel gave mm. Hazeldene was very guiet
and subdued now; he feared nothing so much a8 hie
rascality becoming known at home, especially to Muorjorie,
and that was more than sufficient to keep him straight.
Moreover, he was away from the evil influence of the
Bounder now. o)

And as the days passed the incident was less vividly re-
membered ; and in the busy excursions abeut the heautiful
thores of Lake ILeman, the Greyfriars juniors had other
matters to think of. And =o ere fong, as the shadow faded,
evenn Hazeldene came to enjoy his sojourn with Harry
Wharton in Switzerland. :

THE EXD.
{Anather gplendid long, complete selioal I‘ni&:?: Harry Wharton & Co.
next Tuesday, entitled : Y THE DUFFER OF GREYFRIARS,™ by

Frank Rickords. Please order your copy of TheE Massker Library in
odegice. Frice eie peanil.)

INTRODUCTION.

A new phase in the career of Stanley Dare is opensd gp by the introduction
to the reader of a party of Cambridge undergradoates, who are met together
to discuss a matter affecting the honour of St. Martin's College. One of the
party, named Latimer, suspects a fellow-undergraduate, Douglas Clayton, of
theft. The rest of the party consists of two of Latimer's cronies, and Blouat,
Paget, and Graham, three of Clayton's friends.

iNew go an with the Storvh

e T e T S e i ol T

# 1 acense Clayton of having stolen money and a
ring from my bed-reom, and in support of my accusation
1 rhay tell you that I found two erticles of hia propert
in my room. One was a letter which he presumably pull
out of his pocket by aceident, and dropped unnoticed ; and the
vihor was s penknife, the blade of which had been une:.‘: to
force open a drawer in which the money had been kept.

A dead silence followed this statement, which even Wilfred
Blount felt was black enocugh against his friend, For th.a
thought would intrude itzelf wpon him that Douglas Clayton's
ereditors had been threatening lepal proceedings, and that if
Clayton could not raise the money to pay them there would
ke 3 erash, and his college carcer would come to & sudden
end. .

I3ut for all that, his generous nature would not allow him
to harbour a suspicion against his friend. o

“ Look here! he exclaimed. ™ Clayton is in ignoranee of
all this. Let him come in here. Make the accusation to his
face, and let us hear what he has= to say, Take my word for
it he will give an answer which will sweep away the last
shadow of suspicion ceven from your mind.” o

Latimer.

Tal fH Wharton & ©
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Y Really, we are gotting quite dramatic!” ancered Forsyth.
“ Latimer, of course, may stretch a point of pity, but the
wsunal thing i3 toc hand a tiir—::f over to the hands of——''

“ Silencel” thundercd Blount, ““If you wse that word
again in reference to my friend, I'll thrash you to within
an inch of your life!”

Forsyth turned white to the lips with fear, and cowered
back into his chair.

“ Latimer,” he gasped, " don’t allow him to lay hands
on me! 1f he does, I shall report him !

" Be good enouzh not to create s disturbance in my rooms,
Mr. Blount,” sand Latimer. “ To send for Clayton, and
make the accusation against him here and now 13 not the
courso I intended to adopt. DBut since you desire 1t, I will
accode to your request.””

Pu%et at once jumped to his feet, and hurried off to find
Douglas Clayton, and in a few minutes returned with him.

As Clayton entered the room, he nodded cheerfully to
Blount and Graham, but favourcd Latimer and his cronies
with 8 stare of contemptuous surprise, There was certainiy
no sign_of guilty consciousness on hia pood-locking, bronzed
face. Ide was an excellent specimen CE young British man-
hood-—active, sinewiy;. and cleanly-built, and it scemed absurd
that anyone should harbour suapucions of 3 crime against him.

“1 am not at all sure that I clearly understood Paguet's
ptatemont to medjuat now,”" hea said; " but I gathor that you,
Latimer, have dared to aceuse me of theft? I can only
suppose that Paget has mistaken your meaning. Be good
enough to explain yourself."”

For one moment Latimer flinched before the steady gane
of tha clear, blue eyes: but the next instant he recoversd
himgzelf, though his voice had something of a tremor in it
as he replied :

**1 accuse you of having stolen fifty pounds in gold and
& diamond ring fromm o drawer in my bed-room, either [ast
night or some time during the provious day.'

* You—aocuse—me!"” Douglas Clayten siepped up to kim
with a gleam in his eves that Latimer did not like. ** You
hound! You must ba mad!”’

“ T am sane enough, T can assure you,”” answered Latimoer,
“ Perhaps you can account for this letter and penknife, both
your property, being found in my room last night#*" ' _

“No; I cannot,” replied Clavton.  ““ And T have no idea
how they left my possession. I received the letter only
yesterday morning.'’

* Eazily explained, I should say!” Latimer rejoined in.
solertly, * You probably heard somebody coming along the
Eais_agt'ieh and in your haste to get away you left the knife

ahind.

“ Do you actually believe that T am guilty of theft ?** asked
Jlayton, in a voice so unnaturally calm that it ought to have
been o warning to the other.
lﬂ.“]]-'lﬂm pocitive of it!"" replied Latimer, with an insalting

ugh.

But the.laugh died upon his lips as he zaw the look in
Clayton’s eyes.

“You lying mongrel!" excinimed Clayton, bursting into
vwidden and ferce anger, Ui you doa't apolozise for that
wsult I will half kill you!™

He had gripped Latimer by the throat, and was shaking
him as a terrier does a rat. There was an immediate up-
roar “in the rovin. Every fellow was on his feet in an

instant. Blount and Graham rushed betweor the struggling
pair, and separated
them.

“Ho  deserves a

hiding, old chap, no
doubt,”” said Dlount;
“hut vou had hbetter
leave fhat until after-
wards, Come away
0w, Clavton. Naone of
vour friends believe
atimer’s atrocious ac-
susation, but the matter
has to. be settled in
another way."

“It will be!” gasped
Latimer hoarsely.
“You shall pay for
this! I shall see vou
rotting in & gao! yob '

It ia probable that
Douglas blayt{m would
have  turned bhacl
and given Latimer a
good thrashing then
and there, had not
his comrades restrained
himi. He cooled down,

however, when he got to his own rooms, and after a short
telk with Blount rotired to bed.

*Clayton, rouse up, man! Somsthing terrible has hap-
pened during the night.”

INouglas Clayton sat bolt upright in bed, and stared at tho
speaker. It was Grabiam, looking pale and excited. Ile was
half-dressed.

“What is the matter?' demanded Clayton.

Befora answering, Graham went to the window, and pullsd
up the blind. The early morning zunlight streamed into tha
OO,

“ What is the matter?” asked Clayton, again,

** Latimer was found dead in his bed this morning," replied

“*Good heavens!

Graham slowly.

“Found dead!" echoed Clavton. What
was the cause of his death—does anvbody know ™

“ Doctor has been called, and he states that death was dua
to poison,”

“Poison! Do you mean that he committed suicide

Graham shook his head.

“ No,” e replied. ** He has been murdered "

Clayton had been ‘hurriedly dressing himself. He pausad,
and a look of horror came into his face,

"It seams incredible I he exclaimed. “ And I quarrelled
with him last night, using & threat against him "

“It was unfortunate that that quarrel took place,” =aid
Graham, * But, anyhow, thers were several of us prasent,
and know everything that was said.”

_There was something in the tone of his voice that caused
Clayton to spring to his feet, and turn a startled gasc upon
1T,

¥ Unfortunate!" he eried. “ Why, what do vou mean?
You are hiding something from me. Surely no one could
ever dream {hat [—"

“0Ob, it's a whole chapter of accidents, Douglas, old man
exclaimed Grraham desperately. ** Accidents or terrible coin-
cidences, I hardly know which term to use. I have come
straight to your rooms to put you in possession of the facts.
Yﬂuwlad a phial contatning curarine in your cupboard, didn't
v ?

T “Yea I kee it locked up, as it is a 1 1son,'" ro-
plied Clayton, P 3 @ deadly paison,™ ro

* Wherse is it now "'

Claytan rép&ned the cupboard, and searched about inside.

* It has dizappeared!” he eried wildly.

Graham made a gesture of despair.

“The doctor says,” he almost whispared, “* that curarine is
tho poison which has caused Latimer's death!”

“Mon, it's an awfu' thing!" EHI‘:]HiIﬂEd ' PrnEns;nr
MacAndrew, as he laid down the inorning paper which ha had
been reading. ** A student at St, Martin's has been arrested
on a charge of murder. Aeccording to the report, he waos
accused by a fellow-student of theft, The accuser—Latimer,
by name—lad, or said he bad, proofs of the other's guilt. The
next morning he was found dead, poisoned by curarine. And
Clayton, the one who is nrrested, was the only man in the
University who possessed any of the stuff. It looks unco'
blaclﬁlﬂ rain;tthaU* e

* Black, indeed,” admitted Stanlay Dare, us he ross f
the breakfast-table. * Of course, l:{'m Newspipar ms Enrtm?;
only a meagre one; but it reads az though Douglas Clayten
i3 the vietim of a plot.”

“Ye canna  speak
with authority unless
ve hear all the details,”
answered the professor.
“ Mon, just think of
it —the master of 8,
Martin's, Dr, Golightly,
; _ 15 an anld college chum
e = - ﬂli minge,  (uid §ﬁ|-tﬂ-1.

“THE DUFFER Lpﬂ;ﬂ%ﬁ;}:r mon will be

Stanley Dare  had

e over to his writ-
ing-desk. Buddenly he

OF GREYFRIARS.”

Thera itz something to be sald
for a change ; and, food as you

will all admft the tales have furned sharply round

been, you will find fresh Interest towardz the '?,-]é.'m

and capse for much ampsement A .

when you read In mext week's Bomebody coming

Y Magnet " about upstairs in & hurey,”
ALONZO TODD. he said. ** A strangar,

too, for I den’t recog-
nisa hiz footstep. He
i5 mounting three stairs
at a tima."”

{(Another [Inatalment or

thiz detective story next
Teresda)

Printed and published Ly the Proprietors at £3, Bouverie Street, London,.
Well W& ; for South Afrisa: Cen
wperial News Co., Toronto, Subscription, Ta. per annum,

Bydney, Adelalde, ﬂﬁuhm? and Wellington,

En?lmd. Apenta for. Auatralia ; Gordon & (Gotoh, Lid., Malbourne,
tral News Agency, Cape Town, and Johsnnesburg ; Couada The
Saturday, June 2ith, 1510,






STILL OBTAINABLE!

IMPORTANT
NOUNG EMENT!

m
New Numibers of

"THE BOYS' FRIEND”
* GOMPLETE LIBRARY

NOW ON S4LE.
No. !‘-‘1 s HRITAIN'S IH"#L"IHE &

A ful i Cromunlic b W St

lelr"-.‘E'I.JII‘-:- |

Ng, 122 «PLTIL'S SCHOOL,Y

i Acsplendizl Sew Taleof daekrsam aml Profs—
PR Ehpre e Fomednr= £ cnnr il
By s 4 ".I I-.I ] LG rlx

Mo, E2ge e 5[‘{Tﬂ"f BLAKE 114

THL. CONGO,"
ok S Cornplet e Uakeoof thee Giread Bl
Bisa™= suelviabnres e Bhre I ibveee Cionnesab e

e,
Price E ranh,

&
It

P L L TR L L R T I T SR P A T .-'l"‘g
Skt [




