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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Who's Wanted ?
w LL boys will keop their places ! waid Mre. Quelch ghe
iLHJHIE’!I‘ of thoe Bemove at Geavinaes, glanoing ot fus
o,
- Tho Renmove sat still,
Mornmng elsses wers over, and tha  juoiors wore sinple

It wa n oo
tho zun oo the windasws of tha duskw ol
Me, Qozleh’s

alive with .‘-“-ltET[ihl't‘:'mfd cagerness far disnussal,
clear day, ane
Form-reom seamed to eall ghem ot of doors,
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They st still

M Quelele bad turned ta ook towanls the doar. and (5
Bomovites ventored to ook ar ons another, nd tlay ovsed
alurm and elipnation o oeaely ajlee’s Taees,

Aok aab a0 pleaand

“What on earvth s the mubeer ™" panrterml Florey Whaetan.
1 thounzlt  evervthigr went off parctiealnds well s
TILL ALl o

ey Yl folieeas o wae nlaa fhiie o the met of oy
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noncurable self,”™ mssented Ilurree Singh, the MNabeb of
Ghanipur,

“ Mo rows—not even a line,” said Fronk Nogent. * What
un earth does he meap by teflling vs to keep our places *?

“It's roften!”

" The rottenfulness is terrific ™

* Hush ™

“1 say, you lellows,” muttered Billy Bunter, Blinking
ihmu%';': his big spectacles, which did not enzble him to see
that Mr. Quelch was looking divectly towards hinnm—*'1 say,
sy fellows, T think—"

“ Bunter 't

4k ﬂh !'I"I‘-

* Silence, Bunter !

“Oh, sir! Yes, sir!”

*The Head," said Mr. Quelch, with a severe glance at Billy
Bunter—"* the Head is going to address a few words fo you
before the Form s dismissed.”

Many glances were bent upon Harry Wharton, Harry
was Form-captam. The fellows wanted to know what was
the reatter, and they looked to thenr Form-captain to chbtain
light, Wharton coughed, and coloured, and rose 1o his feet.

** Please, sir—"

“"Well. Wharton,”

“ Would you mind, sir, telling us what—ahem '—what is the
matter, sip?™

“The matter:"

“Yea, sir”

Mr. Quelch smiled slightly,

“ Nothing, Wharton.'

ORI

“ Az o matter of fact, I believe Dr. Locke bas some shght
favour to aszk,”” said the Form-master, * That is all.”

" Thank you, sie”

Wharton =at down.

There was a buzz in the class. It expreszed relief and
enriosity. The juniors were glad to know that there was
nothing the matter, and that the visitation from the Iead
waus neither in sorrow nor in anger.

But what could he want? What favour could e Tocke,
the Head of Groylriars, possibly have to sk of the Lower
Fourth—the Remove?

The Remave, of course, was o most important Form—in
the Remove's opinion. But they had pever been able to
make anybody outside the Form accept that opinion, and it
was hardly likely that it was held by the Head. What could
the Head possibly have to say to the Remove?

“ It must be o ragglng of some sort,” murmured Bolstrode,

“Quelch says not.”™

i Hut.‘_lh

* Periraps the Head wishes fo thank us for our attention to
tessons, or something of that sort,” said Alenze Tadd, that
rheerful junior who rejoiced in the name of the Duffer of
Greyfriars. * Ile may be so pleased with us that be is going
lo pive us a special address’of thanks.”

Thero was & chuckle in the Remove at the suggestion, which
wis really worthy of Alonze Todd. Anytlhing was likelier
than that.

Mr. Quieleh glanced round.

“ T think T said silence,” he remarked,

And thevo was alenco.

Tha boys waited.

I'ivey knew that the Head had been taking the Sixth that
worning, so he would not be able to come to them till the
top Form was dismissed.

They could hear. the feet of the Upper Fourth pattering
away 1n the Hagged passapge, and the;,' stirred restlessly.

Whatever the Head had to say, they felt that it was not
worth staying indoors for, even if it were an address of
thanks, as Alonzo supgested. Specially to Harry Whar
{on & Co., the detention was irksome. ~i[‘im:..r WEre going io
see Marjorie & Co., the givls of Cliff House, that afternoon.

The doorway of the Form-room was darkened by a familiaz
and majestic figura at last.

The Herd stroda in.

Iiv. Locke pave los bovs an affable Low as they roce
respectfully at his entrance, A look at the doctor's face was
sufficient to show that he was in good humour, and that thera
was nothing to dread.

“Ab, T think that Mr. Queich bas told von I bave o few
words to say to vol, mE; boys,”" said the Head, turning a
letter in hi= hand, 1 have here—ah—a letter.'t

Tho Henwve wiibed.

Fho thowght Aached info certain minds that it was pevhaps
e lotler Trien Farmer Jones relating' o coviain  trespasses
ar hig land, but the Head's expression was too good-humoured
for that to he the eaze. Mogent whispered to Tom Brown
thut somelbuwly had written to the Head fo say whet reallv
nice hovs the Hemove were, and Tom chuckled so londly, and
tried to suppress it zo suddenly, that he almost choked.

“ A letter,” resumed the Head, "' from a lady you are all

Tre Macnrr LiBRARY.—Na. 140,
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acpuainted with—er--no _other {han Miss Primrose—the
respected Miss Penelope Primrose, the head-mistress of Chff
House School.™

) Harry Wharton made a movement of interest. Anvihing
e connection with UL House naturally interested him.

** Miss Primrose is giving a kind of—of party,” =aid Dr.
Locke, veferring to the letter. ' Yes, an evening entertain-
ment of soms sort to the parents and relatives of her pupls.
Yes, that is it.”

The Remove looked eager.

They remembered an cccasion whend Miss Primreose had

iven a dance at Chff Haouse, and the whole of the Remove
had been invited, and they had enjoyed themselves exceed-
ingly. Was this another invitation of the =amoe sort?

"%‘hia is all right,"” murmured Bob Cherry.

" Berene, ¢h?” said Hezeldene.

" What-ho '~

“Ahem!” went on the Head. ** Miss Primyoze has
acquainted me with this fact, because it appears that she
has heard—so it seems, ahem !—has heard that thore is a
junior in the Remove Form at Greyiriars who is skilled m
entertaining—an amateur entertainer of some sovt, whose
services on this oceasion would be a greal—ahem !—a great
desideratum.”

TORY sand a dowen Removites,

It was oot an invitation for the Form, after all, TL was a
vequest for the smatenr entertainer of the Rentove to be sent
aver Lo entertain.  That was all. Only who was the fellow
meant by Miss Primrose?

“Miss Primrose has azsked me to request this—this clever
youth to visit Cliff House on the evening of tho entertain-
ment, and help her entertain her puests. She will give the—
er—the vouth a cordial welcome, sl hopes that he will pass
p—er—a pleasant evening., 1 am =we I hope =0, too, and I
have no doubt that the—er—youth in guestion will be guite
willing to offer hig scevvices,™

“ Certamnly, =" =aid Billy Bunter.

dw Eh i”

1 am quite willing, s

" What ™
“1t will be a great pleasure to me to offer my services to
Mizs Primrose, sir, and I will do my best to entertain her
guests,” said the Owl of the Remove modestly.

Thera was a stage-whisper from the whole Form:

FRi dewn, you ass!”

Bunter blinked round at his ind advisers.

“Oh, really, you fellows—""

8Bt down 1"

“I'm jolly well not going to sit deown., If Miss Primrose
wants my services, she’s not going to be deprived of them by
any petty jealousy of you fellows!' exclaimed the Owl of the
Hemove indignantly,

“ A M

8t down.™

“ Yeg—ar—I think vou had better =it down, Bunter,” zaid
Dr. Locke, surveying the fat junior with a far from admiring
expression.  * Yoo can—er—hardly be the persten to whom
Miss Primrose refers.”

“ But, sip—""

“ Pray sit down.”

“ But—""

“ That will do, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter sat down, glowering with indignation. He
felt that he was being unjustly passed over, as usual,

D, Locke looked at Harry Wharton.

* Miss Primrose does not mention the-—er—the name of tho
vouth who has this gift of eatertaining,’”” said the Head.
“ Perhaps you ¢an tell me which member of the Lower
Fourtl Form it may he, Wharton "’

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Great Man!

ARRY WHARTON looked dubious.

H As President of the Junior Thvamatic and Operatio
Hociety, a mt-t];:' pood mnEer', and a very fair performer
on the wviolin, he might have considered ihat he him-

self was undoubtedly the person alluded to by Mizs Penelope

Frimrose.

Bui lacking tho sublime coneeit of Billy Bunter, he did not
feel inclined to put himeelf forward as the probable person,

11e glanced round the class.

“ T don't know. siv,"” he said.
the Chinee, sir

* Ahem 1Y )

“Or MNupcent, s,

* Ahem 1

Tir. Locke looked over the class.

“1f any boy prezent thinks that he iz the persen refcrred

S Pasccmemigs:

It might e Wun Lung,
He's very clever ad conjoring.”

He plays the conceriina.™
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The door of the Form-room was darkened at last by a famillar and majestic figure.
{See page 2.)

to, T shall bo glad if he will announ-o himself, and tell
what he can do,” ho said.

UT jumped Bunter like a jack-in-tne-box.

“If you please, sir—"

“Rit down, Buntor!”

“But you snid=—"

“T waz not referring to vou, DBunter.’

hﬁlll-"_"” f ¥

i Eilﬂﬂ{'ﬂ L

Bunter subsided onee more. He glowsred move indignantly
than ever as the Ileod glanced over the clags. Alonzo Todd
rose to hia feet. Skinner, the practical joker of the Remove,
hiad bean whispering to i

D, Locke looked at Tedd.

“Well, Todd*" he zaid.

“1 think I am probably the parson alluded to, sic) sald
Aloneo modestly. ** Skinner thinks s, toa”

“Oh, indecd

“Yes, air, I should be very pleased 12 do anvthing 1 conld
tor help Miss Primroso on this ovcasion. My Uncle Beniawin
f‘i'il'.. ﬂ‘\‘;ﬂ}'ﬁ i!“pl'l".f'-ﬁﬂ"f] '|i.i':|“{':|t1 [1ECh 1_-{] I:_'I!?Ii.j.!_".} ﬂ"r.l-:l.zr-!}uii}‘ 'I.'lu'hf"r'l-'_'ll'n. oy
pozsille,

* Very good, Todd. Bui what can you da%"

“1I can do the sword-dance, sir,” said Todl,
wioment's reflection.

*Abem! I hoardly lmagine that Miss Prioress intends Lo

THr Maowrer LiBRany.—No. 140,
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The Hend strode In,

artuze how gpuests by an expasition of the—tha swonldunce ™
gatd D, Locko deily.

*1 can sing, ;i - "

“Ahem! [ hardly think vou are the person destunated,
s1id the Head, * [as anyone clse anything to soy "

“T1f vou please, sir—"" sanl DBunter.

“ Hilonea

“ Do shut wp, Billy.” whizpored Hareldene, Tt stands To
veason that Misa Prumrose wonldn't have you over thern oo
any price.”

*0h, really, oz T

“ Rimz off, you young aszs

Ur. Locke referred to the betber apain.

< Alien ! Miss Primrose mentiors that the—the youth ia
a clever ventriloguist,”” he reparked, "L ahoubl say that
that was a clue to the person”

Up jamped Bunker,

“ Ventridoguist, sirt

“ Yeas, Bunter

Y But, s ?

 Aygnges T

Y the ventriloguist, s ! shooted Bonter despeeafoly
©Aslk the fellows, sie, They all 10y to keep e o 1he sioals
siv, bub thoewr ean't deny il Umeon Gesteelusy vent il ;
they ean't really, sie”

The Beimove sal stlont

Phd voo sav vondeilooosg ¥
H

e phoowrn ool

THE BOYS’ FRIEND, 1*
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There was no doubt that Bunter, who couldn’t do nearly
everything, could do one thing well—he was an expert
ventriloguist.
iquist of the Remove, she meant Bunter,

Dvr. Locke looked fixedly at Bunter.

*Bo you are the ventriloquist, Bunter 1"

i Y'Eﬁ, Ell'n”

“ Ahem! In that ease, you can give e some samples of
your powers in that direction,” said the Head distrustfolly.
He knew Bunter—mot as a ventriloguist, for if that circum-
stance had ever come to his knowledze he had forgotten it—
but a2 an untruthful boy and a hoaster. He had not for-
rotten that: Bunter never allowed it to be forgotten.

Dunter blinked eagerly through his big spectacles,

“ I should be glad to, sir,”

"You may do se.”

" Very well, sir.,”

As a matter of fact, ho was & little out of practice. The
Remove had been fed up, as they expressed if, with his
ventriloguiam,  Besides, Bunter penerally used it to play
il:natured tricks, and it had often led to his gotting a severo
thunping. He had not practised it very much of late, But
he did not wish to make a blunder now, and lead the Head
to pass him over,

“ Dear

“Well, T am waiting, Bunter,” said the 1ead.
me ! Oh M

That last exclamation was cansed by a sudden growl, which
made him lock down with the impression that there was a
d{rfz at his {eet.

Ar-r-rer !

The sound receded behind Mr. Queleh’s desk.

“ Dear me ! exclaimed the Head, who had given guite a

slart. " Dear me! Is it a custom of yours to have dogs in
ihe class-room, Mr, Queleh ™

“ Cortainly not, siv ! exelaimed Mr. Quelch, looking very
much anpoyed, 1 cannot nmamne how the animal came
here™

Gar-r-r-r!

“The animal 1z behind your desk now,” said Dr. Lecke
majestically, T ghould reeommend its being driven out.”

‘At ongce, s 1"

Amd Mr. Quelch canght up a heavy peointer, and stepped
round to interview the dog, He frowned and peered in the
shadow behind his desk, but coulid not dizcover any dog
ihere.

(ip-rerer !

Mr. Queleh followed the growl round the desl.

It scomed to die away into the cupboard in the corner of
the room, in which the Form blackboard and other articles
of ns¢ in the Form-room were kept. The cuphoard door was
hali open now, the blackboard having been just put away.

The grow! receded behind the lumber in the cupboard.

“ Bless my soul!” execlaimed the Heoad, " The dog is ia
the cupboard 1"

Mr. Quelch looked puzzled.

“T obd not ge¢ him get there ' he exclaimed.

Gr-r-rr !

“Well, ho i1 cortainly there now, unless there is something
decidedly wrong with the acousties of this reom ! exelaimod
the Head.

* 1t appears =o0.'t

The Remove were grinning. Mr. Quelch drapgged out an
cazel and a rolled map, and there was a sharp yelp from the
cupboard. He dragged out article after article in great
excitement and anger, the yelping and yapping Jdymmg away
e faintly. At last ihe cupboord was nearly epupiy, and
nothing was left to conccal & dog. But Mr 61.:4;;]‘: %-::-c:k-r_-d
fer the dog in vain. It was not there.

He stocd locking into the cupboard with staring eyes.

“ Bless my soul ! he cjaculated.

UWell, Mr. Queleh, why do yon not drive the dog out 2V

" There is oo dog here, s

“ome, come '

Mr. Quelech flushed very rod. )

“ There is certainly no dog here, siv”

“* But I heard it."™

“ Qo did I, but—"

Gir-rrrl )

The deep growl from the cupboard intervupted Mr. Quelch
v4 he was speaking, He whirled round towards the cup-
Loard again. T

U Thore V" exelaimed the Head “Dht I
not tell you so, Mr. Quelch ¥"

" YVe.g-ca 1M

“The dog is there I

L N'ﬂ'-” :

“ What !"

“ Look for vourself, sir.”’

The Head strede to the capboand.

As in the caso of the well-known lady of the name of
Hubbard, the cepboard was bare.

T.li_rillthmm:T LierARY.—~No. 140,
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TP Miss Primrose had asked for the ventrilo--
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The Hend stored into it blankly.

“ Bless me ! he exclaimed.,  ** Extraordinar

The Remove could contain themselvez no fn;ng-ar,
of laughter burst from the whole Form.

[4 H-&-. hm ha M

The Head turned angrily towards the class.

* Boys, how dare you "’

“ Ha, ha, ha!*

Harry Wharton rose quickly.
. HI"I;T:xcum us, sir!" he exclaimed.
sir

“What do you mean, Wharton 7

“ 1t is Bunter’s ventmloguism, sir™

“ Bless my soul !

13
A roos

" There 18 no dog there,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter is Pleased with Himself,

ILLY BUNTER stood smirking with self-satislaction.
There was no doubt that his ventrilogquial effort had
been a success, and that the sample he had given the
Head of his powcers was a convineing one.

Dir. Locke I-n-nki:-dp:at him dubiously. Mr. Queleh was vory
redd. He realized that he must have looked very absurd in
tha ugc-a of tho boys, as he searched the cupbourd for a
dog that did not exist. His glance, as it fell upen Buanter,
was not pleasant. But Buopter was too shori-sighted, and too
self-satished, to take note of that.

" Bao it was you, Bunter " eaad the Head vather gprimly,

“"Yes, pir."

“ How dare you play such a trick upon your head-master 77

“ You—you told me to, sir,” stammered Bunter, in dismay.
“You told me to pive you a sample of my powers, sir.”

“Dear me! 8o I did! T did not mean that you should
play such a ridiculows trick, however.,  DBut L will let it
pass,”’ said the Head, **Yeou are certainly a very clever
ventriloquist, Bunter,™

“Thank your, sir! I have heen told so before, sir, and 1
must admit that it 13 the truth; though 1 am very much kept
in the shade here, sir, by personal envy”

* Nonscnse, Bunter!”

“Y pssure you, sir——

“"You are, 1 suppose, the person whom Miss Primroso
alludes to,” said the Head, *“Ts there any other boy i this
Form wha can ventrilogquise 797

Todd rose.

“Ah! Are vou a ventriloguist, Todd "

“1 don’t know, sir.”

Ed Eh I':'l’:

“1 am willing to tr},r, sir,” raid Todd modestly.
sey 1 could do i, siv, i T tried.”

%'F‘he Remove grinned.  The Head frowned.

“8it down, Todd.”

“ (Oh, certatnly, sir !

“ Bunter, you are undoubfedly the boy referred fo. T pre-
game that yvou are willing to oblige Miss DPrimgrose in the
waey she deaires.”
“%uitﬂ willing, sir.”
“Yery well; T will reply to her note to that cffect.  Tho
cntortainment 15 given next Friday, at seven in the ovening,
and you will present yourself at Cliff House in time for that.
That 15 all.”

And the Head rustled from the Form-room.

“The elass is dismissed,” said Mr. Queleh,

The Remove pourcd out of the Form-room.

In the passage there was o babble of tongues ot onee. All
the Remove were interosted in the Cliff House entertainmaent,
and most of thermn were indignant at the wdea that Bunter
should be sclected to represent the Remove in the capacity
of entertainer. . .

Thoere was no denying that Bunter was a clever voentrilo-
gquist. But Bunter was sueh a swanker that nobody ever feld
pleased ot his success, :

Bupter put it down to personal jealousy; but as a maticr
of fact it was his own manner and his own nature that stooed
between him and the esteemn of his Form-follows.

There were plenty of fellows who admired Wharton's
violin-playing, end Wun Lung’s conjuring, and Nugent'ssing-
ing, and Tom Brown’s late cut, and Dob Cherry’s sare kick
at goul. DBut nobody admired DBunter’s ventriloguism, which
was as clover as any of these things, It was simply Leeause
Bunter was an intﬂf:t*r:.l.hh‘.! swankey. .

“1 call it rot,”* =said D%ilv:.r ur:‘ar.-ha.i.icai'-ly.
fat oystor going over to be a guest ot CLIE
girls can’t stand him.* ;

‘“ Oh, really, Ogilvy—"" said Bunter. _

“ Faith, and you know they ean't,” said Micky Desmond.
“ Marjorie would walk a mile not to see you, any day.”

“She'd walk two miles to see me, you mean.”

* Rats 1" . .

“ Yoy, rats!” exclaimed Nugent angrily,

T .

*

“1 daro

“ Fancy that
Houge!  The

“%ou've been



warned on that aabject, Buntee, None of your rof, you
Loow."”

Bunter snarted, ; :

“Tt's not my fault if I'm attractive to the givls” lie said.
“T know those long-legged beasts like Bob Cherey think
thoey earev all before them,  But rhey don’t. It's us good-
looking, owediunm-sized chopa that gicls like,”

“ Good-looking ! My word !7 o

“Girls admire a hgure,” said Biliy Bunter, stouthing in the
passage, and looking a great deal like a bareel, rolling about
on two fat pegs. Y That's where L score, '

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I'mu not surprised at Miss Preimeose sending for moe. I
van do things, you koow, You fellows can't."”

“Ga i, Bunty !

“ Whar a blessed awanker !

“Woll, you know T'm a jolly good ventriloguist, anyway.
T'wi a good footballer, too, only VWharton won't give me a
chance for the Form cleven.”

“Ha, ha, ba!™

“ 1 ean play the viehn beantifuily, only Wharton won't et
ma nsa hos viohn, and my |r::ﬂ-;ﬂﬂ won't let mo bring oo
here. It's a veal Strad., you know, and too valuable to knock
al{a::.;tl at sechool,'

*Liar*'

Y00, veally, DBulstrode——-"

“You know von haven't ons, and eouldn't pluy it ifs yon
had,”" said Harey Wharton.,  ** You iried niine one day, and
didn’t cven kanw how to hold i)'

0, resliv. Wharton Ml

81, vou ran venirtloguise.” said Harry, 1 don't zes
why vou shonldn™ give a decent entertainment ar CLTF Howse,
Uhey'll hiave ro feed yvou, of course, and that won't be a small
job™

“The bigfulness of the job will bhe tevrifie ™

“If you follows belmve yoursolves, [l use my influence to
et some of vou invited to the party,” said Bunter loftily.

“* Yon—yon blessed worm——-"

“h, really, you know——-"

S 0h, let’s 2ot out, and leave him to strat,”” said Bol Cherry.
“AWa shall uover beoar the end of Bunter now that he's boeen
asked to make an ass al himself in publie”

** Ha, ha, Lo "

Oy, eeslly, Cherev—

The junins walked into the Ulase, leaving Dilly Bunter
alone. Tiy Ovwl of the Hemave Dlurkad after them indignanily.

“ Rotlen jeslovsy '™ he muremoeed, O Tt's corkous that a
chap can’t bo pood-locking and vlever withont a lor of fellows
sobting awainst lnm like this, | auppose it's human notora”

Huarry Whartoa & Co. put in half an hour on tho footer-
eround before dinner.  Whan they cams in to thay meeal Billy
Buntee's pliea at the table wos empty,  This was o soeprising
thing in itself—Bunter was seldom or pover known Lo by late
to a meal.

W hera 1s Buater® said Mr. Queleh.

The fot junior cume pulfing in at tho door as e spole.

“You arve late, Dunter™

M sineeraly sorey, sl

* Practisinge

‘_l_ &Fﬁl 1+

“Practising wlat, Bunter? T can hardly suspecl you of
practising anyviling useful,” said the Form-mastor,

Banter hlinked ac him,

“ My ventriluizm, sie”

YO Vo well!”

Bunter smiled triumphantly os ha sat down to dinner. Evon
the Formemaster recogni=ed the imwportance of his voentrilos

aisoe, and, in consequence, of Hilil:.' Bunter himsell. Dol
therry declared in o whisper that Boanter was swelling visibiy,
But thnt may have been dee to the gquantity of Loiled beel
and carrots that Bunter was stowing awsy, as if ho wera
laving in provisious for a long siege.

T'vo been practising.’

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Lefc Behind.

FIER diaper, Harry Wiaoton, Bob Chorry, Nugent, aid
Flurrea Singh left the Schoal House tosether, It was a
half-holiday at Greyfriars, and they wore to take

Marjorie and Clara that afternoon for a quict walk o e
country lancvs, The weather was cold buat very fine. and the roads
good for exveling, and thers was not likely to bo wuch more
cveling o bo had., The Famous Four wheolsl ool their
eacnines, abd as they went down to ths gutes Bunter rney
oo, Tl fat jundor was wearingg his most apeeesliks anile.

*Going down to CHfE [Houwse, 1 suppo=a?’ ho renmnked

W satd Harey shortly.

= pome

Wharton 1eddered.

e did not want to take Dunler to Chif Tooes,  Bunbor
was not Liked by fhe givls theee. Bunter lad o way of boing
ton Fanntlioe, El]llllil conyiciron tn los mean gkl s A Lt
that was wihnt mrls really Diied, aied that woele hoo very
pepopn e wirie Marviorie & (o,
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“ Yo haven't a bike,” said Lavey, at Lot

“T'Il have your old jigger™

* Loak here, vou can't cons !

Bunter blinked at hiro angnly.

“What do vou mean. Wharton? X

“The girls don't wanl o ses yvoo.
“You know they don't. You ouglan’t to want to
voursalf on them."

Billy Bunter turnad evingsan,

“That's not true-——"

“Wihat ! _ :

“ I mean, you'vo mistiken” said Dunter, backmg awag
a pace, Muarjorie is always ghd to sco me. Bho keeps up
appearuness, you see. befors veu chaps, bui, as o matter ot
fact, I'm the only one she reatly wants to see—  Yow !

Bolb Cherry's knucklos were grinding imto the back of
Bunter's neck.

“Yow! Yarooh! [eoogol” ]

“ Bhut up, then, vou worm ™ said Bol Cherry, with a very
rod face. * Another rotoen word from you, and down you go!

(b, really, Chorery——"'

“ Come on, Dob " said Havey, ** Vou can’l conw, Bunter.
If sver vou loarn to talk und think like o decent chap we'll
take vou to CHT House,™

“ Look here, Miss Peimvose hevsell las ashed me—-

“ For next Friday. Shut up, now i .

Tho chuns of the Bemova wheeled their hieveles out inle
the road. Billy Bunter watched thom Lhrongl his big spoe-
tacles i specchless indignation,

They wounted in e road and pedallad away, and Bankor
stood glowertng.  Harey Wharton wore a slightly troubled
look as ho rode away * ITe dishiked rvefusigg anybody, anud
Billy Bunter, insufferable as he was, was his study-malo m
the Remove, Frank Nugent gluneed at lis dounded face, nid
langrhed. 3

“You don’t mind saving no to Boanter, sorely, Harep?™
e sadd. f Blessed if T eonld stand Ling, anyway,  Thero's
talk aloot opening another study 0 the Remove passage, to
relieve somo of the stidies that nre overerowded wow. L
they do, we shall be ontitled to have one less clap. o« we
havo four now. And 1 think welll make an offort to plent
Busntter in the new stady.”

Hurey Wharton Lavghed. ;

Pk uneht be rougl on Bally,” be snid. * He wonbdn't
got other fellows to stand him ns wo do.” .

“1t wonld be an oducition for him, Now he's ]‘H."-E“II :I!-ik-i"d
over io Uil Tlouse to eatertain there'll v v stnnding him.™

“Yaou, [ think so." Harry Wharton glaneed back over his
shoulder. ** My hat! Thero he comes !

Mueont looked Dack.

S le's comning after all 1

e eleek 0 exelaiined Bob Chery indignantiy,

O, vou'll mever wet it out of his hend that the givls lika
Lim,” said Lavey Wharton, ¥ ITe’ll conre over as sure as a
i, S

Dol Cherry compressed lis lips.

AW he ! exclaineed Do, Wo'll jolly soon slop him

Howtt

“Iido baek, amd nenke out that we'vo going 4o run him
down,™ said Bob, with a grin.  * Searve the fat bounder oot
of Teis wils"’

* Ha, ha, ha!"

Pho juniors had seaclusd the crossvomls, wharn thaora was
arnplo romn to ure at the wida corner. In the l:w_*]l!lihlihf ho
crose-roads rosa a sign-post, with s ign upon i andieo g
that one vond lad to Freincdale and Grevfriers and thoe otber
tor Do and Courrbield.

The ovelists  slickensd  down puarporely,  amd Wlarton
gluncsd back asan  Dhlly DBunder s puffing on (o faast,
very red in the face from Lis exertion-,

“hen back now,” satd Bob.

“Cligrlt-ho ! )

The four evelists swotie vontted omd focde back Lowaeds Daliy
Dunter.

Tl fab Juenior blinkod ot Phean,

* O, venve coming taek Tor e, see o™ s svanted. "0
thoonght poetaps vone pacehit Tes cdbovont, alier all. You Y,
iﬁ.‘];”'j-.”"'i.l_‘l. winhil pels= s 20 seingh if 1 oddebie’ e eonaee, sl 0l
poadly ot of kinddress to bl miele That oo souner od ool 1 —- -
Ot Yo duflors T Yool cide ms down if van’re nol -
O

BBintar tnaile o0 wilid !;'i'!“' a=tek o saves binnneae i

'r||-.;| r:_'n:[' |;pi|-:_-"-:~;_ {-Iu;-l- |-l;_-|1"|_|11;'l'._ r-l:1=1 l-ru-:- |Ji”| 'ﬂ'ii_lt H ] \'.'!HIJ'.

Psqertdeer =leazuld IJ':lll'tillE.'," gl |-.'!F-il‘=1lir4;t-

M, w':tﬂ_'r o

Hires Wharlon & € oal mod anewer,

T prsleeed om0 doong ddisbonee swong rooemd e T, o
eovrrgy vidings Bl ot Lo o pesd dbivest by domannds tha sped wlnero
Billy Bunter wos statsdins.

Tl Ol of rles Besronos v o il v pe of psloanslansal

amd b
THE BOYS’ FRIEND, 1

Why can't T come?”
sail Dlarey bluntly,
{ores

L2

e
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“ Loak out!™ he roarcd.  ** Hlave you gone off your rockers?
You'll vun me dowe,! You'll—— Ol

He leaped out of the way again.

Jhe cychsts rushed by, so {:Fiﬁ:?e that the wind of the riders
as they rushed swept Bunter's eap from his head.

Heo stapgered against the sivn-post, rasping.

“Oh! Ow! You'vo mad—mad as hattors

No reply, but cnee more the cyclists swung round and rode
him dewn,

Right at him they dasled.

Eilly Bunter hopped, skipped, and jumped, but wherever he
]u-ppgzd the bikes followed 1]um fast, turntng as ho turned, and
twisting a2s ho twisted,

In wild alarm, and fully convineed that the Famous Four
bad taken leave of their sends, Bunter made a wild spring
us the sign-post, and elambered up.

Bunter was not a good climber.- He was not active, and he
was net a light weight. But he elimbed that wooden post in
record time.

Up he clambered, till he hung on to the crossed signs at
thie top with his arms, end gasped there like o landed fish,

0w ! Ow! Ow !’

The four riders circled round the sign-post, and if Billy
Bunter had dropped from hiz perch he wounld certainly have
Feen sidden over. 25

e clung on for dear life.

* Oh, really " he gasped. “*I say, vou fellows! Oh1”

" Come down ! reared Bob Cherry, niding fuviously vound
rred round the fat junior on his pereh.

“Ow! Ow! 1 won'tl”

" (ome down at once!"

" W-w-w-what for?"

I want to nde you down!” roarcd Bob Cherry, with a
{fevocious look.

“Qw! Oh, really, Cherry—"

" Como down 1

1 w-w-won’t!"

“Ulomg down at once '

“The enecfulness i toyrefic ™

[T I _1_] "_-'_“_‘I

honter clung on desperately, gasping, The Famous Four
turned their Bieyeies in the direction of CHf House once more,
wiil rodde away., Not till the high bedges hid them from Billy
Thenter dad Ahey burst mnto a roar of laughter.

The Owl 6f the Remove did not venture to leave his perch
al zafety till the four eyelists were well oot of sight,

'E'Tgeg, gasping and prunting, he slid down the post to the
fiwend,

*The—the beasts ! he groaned. ** The beasts!
von t oo to U Howze with them now !
iz om their bended knees—so there [

And ho didn't.

I jolly weld
No, not if they ask

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Strange Alarm,

ad ELP !!‘J‘
“ Oh, help!?
“ Oh-hi-h-h-h-h b 2

“QGreat Scott! What's the maiter i

Logdness  gracious!™ exclaimed Marjorie Hazeldene,
* Whatever ig it 7"
The chums of the Hemove were wallking along the streich
of vellow sand which lay bare at low tide, al the foot of the
fhwulder, the grest rock that stared out over Peppr Bay.

Yiarry Wharton & Co, had left their bicvcles at CLiff House,
@il they were rambling along the sea-shore with Marjorie
i lii‘l?r;?;.wh\m those startling eries burst upon their ears.

: i

iI{ was a painful, gasping cry, as of somecne in pain or
forer, and it echoed strangely among the lonely rocks.

Tie chums halied.

* YWhat on earth does it mean ' exclaimed Harry Wharton
looking about him in bewilderment.

" Bomebody in trouble,” said Nugent; “but where the
iiens 18 he?

c Help ™

© He's in the cave,” said Marjorie Ilazeldene, pointing to-
wirds o deep, dark eleft in the rock at o short disiance.
* lLasten 1™ g

ihere waz no doubt about it

T'he cry came from that deep fssure, where there was
vothing to be scen but piled sand and frowning black rock.

she juniors looked towards it upnessily.  What was happen-
ing in that deep, dark recess, said to be of old; the lurking-
jrince of smugglers.

= Help iV

surjoric made o guick movement fowards the cave,

“ We st see,”’ she exclaimed.

* Yes, rather.”

Tire Macwer Linrary.—No. 140,
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The four juniors ran towards the eave. They could nok
ymagine what was the madter, unless soaneone was being mur-
dered, and that scemed very unlbicely, Bul whatever it was,
it was better to look into it. :

Flarey Wharton was the first to reach the cave. He ranon
under the rurged arch of black rock, and lecked quickly
abiout hine.

There wus no one to be secn,

'HLH t;rn-r:r! the deep dark distance up the cave came a ery.

el !

“"h:Lrlh‘.rr‘J ran along the cave imto the gloom. The chango
from the daylight to the deep dusk bhinded hbw, and for
some moenenis he could see nothing.

“{h! Help! I'm suffocatine : .

“Where are yvou?" shouled [larry Wharton, has vowes
rumbling with a thousand echees i the rocky recesses
“ What 15 the matter

“ Help 1™

“YWhere nre
adding to the e
sontnid,

“1'mosofiocating.™

“Where are you ¥

“ Here.™

“Ilere! Where?” exclaimed Harry, staring sbeat in
avarzement, for he could see no one. -

There were g hundred recesses in the cave whore anyone
could have been hidden, and it would have required a long
tgarch toe unearih one who wished to remain ecocealed ; but
there was no regson to suppese thet one who was calling for
help was purposely concealing himself,

‘ot where was he?

“Quiet, you chaps,"” said Wharton gquickly.
tell the <direction of the voice,

* Right-ho '?

“The rightfulness is ternfie””

The chums and the girls became gaite silent. Marjorie
and Clava wore looking very much alarmed.  Deep eilence
descended on the cavern, broken only by the faint wash of
the sea on the sand outside.

The vowe did not call again. The silence became creepy.

Harry Wharton broke it at last.

“ Where are you?"' he colled out.

“ Here.”

“Tell me where ?™

“In the fisture here,
Help ™

“Good heavens '

The chams of the Remove stepped fowards the Gssure that
split the Aoor of the cavern. [t was a deep anvd dark open-
mg, of an unknown depth, and faintly below could be heard
the wash of water. AL high tide, when the eave was Hooded,
i.]im fissere was flled, and apparently at low fide it was not
dry.

Wharton koelt on the edge and peered downwards,

* He careful, Harry,”” murmured Marjorie,

“1'll be careful, Marjorie.™

The jumier looked down inte the darkness without the
iremor of a nerve,

“ Are yvou there ! he called out.

“Yeu'r

“Can't you get out¥"

A deep groan replied.

“* All right,"” said Harry, ** I'll come down to you.”

“ Flerry ™ excelaimed Marjorie,

“1ean doit," said Ilarey guictly. * I climbed down thera
with a rope once, some time apo, and 1t can be done without
a rope,”’

“ But in the dark—"*

“I can doat”

A deep groun come from the fissure.

“ We inust help the poor chap, whoever he is," said Harry
Wharlon, = If 1 can’t get hun out, '} stay with him while
sorne of you el off for help lo Pegp. nyvbody gol any
matches ¥**

Bob Cherey had & box of wax vestas, MHe bunched five or
st of them logether, and struck them. and keld the Juile
tarch over the sullen abyss.

Marjorie shuddered as she looked down,

“Harry ! It i3 terribly dangerous.”

“1 ean de if, Marjorie.”

“Oh! Ba careful! Be careful !

“Trust me’

Wharton stripped off his jacket and his boots fo make the
chimbing casicr.  Then he swunpg honself over the edpe of
the fssure.

His churns watched him in tense anxiely.

They knew how strong and active he was, hut they knew
the donger he wos ranning, toc, e had clirobed indo ihe
fissure with a rope and a hglht before, but that was &
different matier, Without o rope, e wus Likely te shp on

S

ot ronred Bob Cherry, his deap bass
oes till the cavern seemed thundering with

“We can't
Watt til] he calls again.

I've fallen in and broken my leg.
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the smoath rock, worn and wet from the tides. In the dark-
neas he might make a false movement, which would hurl
him to the bottom, to ragged rocks and sullen pools,

They watched him tensely as he disappeared bevond the
rocky edga.

The matches had burned out, but Bob Cherry struck
maleh after match to licht hirm as well as he could.

There was a sound below of a sudden rushing, and Nugent
criad ouf :

“Harry! All right "

There was no reply for a moment. Clara pressed Mox-
qorie's hand.” Marjorie’s face was very pala.

“ Harry !"

“It's all right,” came a low voice from below. © All
serene ! I slipped on the rock—it was smooth as glass—I'm
at the bottom now.*’

*“But are you hurt, Harry *"

“MNo. Only a bit shalen.”

“Thanl Heaven!™

There wus a splash in the darkness below,
was standing knce deep in a pool of water. He suppressed
a sound of pain that rose to his lips. Ha had hurt his wrist
in slipping down, in making a wild clutch at the rocks, but
for the moment he did not rvealize that he was hurt.

“Can you see the chap, Harry ™™

‘1t's as dark as pitch here. But I can't hear him, either,
Fie may have fainted,”

Harry looked round him in the decp gloom, and fumbled
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Harry Wharlon

Flght Against the Wonl

A Btirping New Sapial, tfl[lng of a Yorkshire Boy'a
, aommences this week In

“Oh, you duffers,” yelled Billy Bunter, as he made a wild leap to avold the cyclists, * ‘l’nﬁ.'-!i rlde me
down I you're not care—— Oh!” The cyclists, close together, whizzed by. (Ses pags 6.)

for the matchbox in his pocket.  ITis richt wrist painéd him
30 much now that he could not hold the box in his hand e
atrike the match. IHe extracted 1 wax vosta, and struck it
on the reck. The light shone out.

slight as it was, it served fo dimly illumine the fissure.
On either side of him rose gaunt rock: the fissure wos not
three vards wide. One end wos closed in with rugged rock.
the other extended into the eliff, gradually narrowing to an
end. In the thick rock were smaller lissures and openings,
through which the water s:ui'g[ud from the sea.

But of the man whe had called for help he could sca
n-::t_h:nﬁ. The match went out.

“ Where are you?" said Harry.
able ! Where are you ¥’

Bul only the echo of his own voicr, dmnd the swirling sound

of the water round his feer answered lim,
Fil
fissure, when the familinr voice fell upon s ears.
) [Te swung round,
I-I-ll"_\‘ Bunter “_uﬁ_ﬁirmdlu_:.: i the cavern, with a Erin O
his Tad Face, blinking through his big spectacles at tho

ANXIGNE Janiors,
He grinned cheerfully at Bob.

THE BOYS' FRIERD. 1

Answer me, if vou are

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Little Yentriloguism.

SAY, vou fellows "'
Itob Cherry was peering down anxiously into the
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‘: th;*sr done this time ¥ he inquired.
o Don’t bother now, Bunter,” said Nogent crossly.
dcﬂﬁr:{;:qﬁtﬁﬁﬁdy in the pit here, amd Wharton’s gone

II:{II-“: Hht, ha [" i

I unter gave a yell of laughier, while the juniors
m}re(l? at bim i amazement and rné’e. :
q;.}?““ worik [ shouted Bob.,  What are you lavghing

* Ha, ha, ha 1"

[ Hhut l.il'.l I"I'l

‘“Ha, ha, ha !
"By Ga-?rge!" exclaimed Bob, “TI'll shake you to a jelly
if you don’t shut up, You rotter! 1Is there angthing funny
in n chap falling down a hole and breaking his leg 7

Rilly Bunter ?ﬂir!;; shrieked,

Ie was so convulsed with merriment that he could not
stand, and he lcaned againet the wall of rock and howled
with laughter,

“ He, ha, ha I'"* he yelled. * He, he, he "

“ Bunter—-""

“ Heo, ho, ha b

Bob Cherry snorted with anger- e rdam towards the fat

j'.tIE!'ﬁi‘-, grasped him by the shoulder, and shook him fiercely.
You voung rotter

“Ow! Ha, ha! Yow! e, ke

“ Btop it I '

“1—1 e-¢c-an’t! Ow! He, he, he! Yow!? Stop it, Bab
Cherry. If you shake me like that my glasses may fall off,
and if they get—ow, ow ! If they got b-b-broken vou'll have
to pay for them.” - .

“Will you ghut up " roared Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha! Al right! He, he, he "

Bunter fairly gasped for breath.

“And now,” said Bob Cherry, glowering at him, * what
were you cackling at. you pig? There's a chap down there
with his leg hurt.™”

Bunter gave a fresh yell.

* Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Why, you young——

“Hold om! I—TI can’t help it!
anybody I gasped Bunter.

* What 1"

" He, hel There isn't anybody there !

" ¥What do vou mean?*

“He, he! What I say, {liat’s all!’?

A suspicion fiashed into Nugent’s mind.
towards the Owl of the Remove,

" Do youw mean to say thiz is some more of your yotten
ventriloguism ' he roared.

* Ha, ha, hat'

Bob Cherry jl:ulpi:d.

* Ventriloguism /™

Y My hat ! said Nugent,  “0OFf course! If we had known
the fat brute was hove, we should have puessed before! There
was nobody in the fissuve.  This beast was hiding among ihe
vocks, and playing a rotten trick on us !

* He, he, he!"" piggled Buntoer.

Il teach you to “He, he, he! " roared Bob Cherry.
* ¥ous-youg—"'

Billy Bunter promptly dodged behind Nusent.

*(0h, really, Cherry—"

* Hold him, Mugent !'*

Frank made o grab at Bunter. But Bunter, fat and un-
wieldy as he was, conld be very sctive when he liked. He
dodged quickly round the gicle

“ I say, you fellows, keep off " he exclaimed. “1 hope
you're not [i—mr_tg to be zo ill-bred as to start fighting in the
Kl’ﬂﬁﬂﬁﬂﬂ of ladies. Of course, if Marjoric and Clara weren't

ere, I'd take you on ot once !

* Let's go outside, Marjoric,” said Miss Clara, with a far
from favourable glance at the Owl of the Remove.

=1 mean I'll ferht you if vou like when we pob boack to
Greviriars," stammercd DBilly DBunter. " Look here, it was
unly & jape—-=""

* You've made Wharton go down info that ghastly place!”
sait]l Mugent wrathfully.

But Bunter, insteud of showing any signs of repentance,
anly burst into a fresh pipele.

Wharton's voree was heard tromn below, and Bob and Frank
left the fat jumior alonce for the monwent.

" What's all that about!" called out 1larry.

I'vank Nugent explained.

“It's only Buntar! There's nobody down there!
of his rotten trieks, the young cad 1™

* Nok so bad as riding a fellow down and leaving him behind
{m a sign-post "7 sud Billy Bunter, with e piggle.  * He, he,
[TERA

* Shut up ! roared Bob Cherry.

“ 0, rveally )

Il ought to be licked,” =aid Miss Ulara, in liwr LBoyish
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He ran fercely
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vay, “If I were a boy, Dunter, I would punch your head.
You've made Harry spoil his clothes.”

" He, he, ho!"

Dob Cherry made a movement towards the fat junicor, and
Bunter dodged round Marjorie and Clara again.  Nugend
leaned over the rocky edge of the fissure.

“"Harry! It's all right now! You can come up!”

There was no reply for & moment.

When Wharton's voice came, it was algered.

“1T'm sorry, Frank. You'll have to D to Pepg for a ropa
after all. T hurt my wrnst in slipping doewn, and I can't
climb. "

“{arcat Scott!”

“Oh, Harey ! cried Marjorie.

Billy Bunter giggled once more, Bob Cherry rushed at himi
and caught him tﬁ;s time. His boot was planted fairly hehind
the fat junior, and Bunter went spinning and bumped down
on t};u rocky Aoor with a yell,

LLH W !'!"‘

* Now you'd better be quict ! shouted Bob.

And Bunter thought so, too. )

“ I say, thai's rotien l-iarr:,r," said MNugent, peening Jdown
into the blackoess. * Bob can go 1o the village for the rope,
and I'll come down to you."

B4 Nﬂ-. no 1|::|-

“ Why not?'?

“You maye't he able to climb out. The rocks are as
shippery ax glass. You see, they're still wet. You might slip,
too, and have warse huck ;han 1 did.™

“T'm r_::(::ni:ug,"

* Btop !

Wharton's voice was 50 earnest that Frank Nugent pruscd in
spite of himself.

“*Havey! ¥ will come! What do you mean ¥

“ Von mustn't !’ camo the volee from below again.

* But why——""

" Frank., you're not to come! Keep hun up there, Bob—
and one of you cut off to Pege as fast as you can and get a
rope I

**The cutfulncss is terrific!™

“You po, Inky,” sad Wogent hurriedly. ™ You're as fast
a runner a8 any of us—or faster. Cot off, old son!”

“The cutfulness iz terr——"

*Just 20! Bure!™

And Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh ran out of the cave. They
lieard his swift footsteps pounding the sand outside for a few
i ents,

Nugent leaned over the edpge again.

* Look here, Harry, ' coming down.
when the rone ecomes.”

i Nﬂr no,?

*Why, can’t I come®”

“ 1 don't want you {10."

“Well, that's polite, T mwust say " sald Nupent, o little
Luffed. - If vou'd just as soon be alone, 'l stay Leve, of
course’?

It 1sn’t that, Frank,” sad YWharton qﬁlithiy, iy voice
sounding strangely eerie as it came from the blackness thag
had swallowed him up, " but it's no pood twe of us—1 mean,
it’s hetter for you not to ecome.'”

“Oh, all righit 1™

1 say, vou fellows—"

“ Shut un ! voared Bob Cherry, turning ficreely towards the
fat jumior, o

Bunter backed away, blinking,

“ Dt T say—""

“Goet out ' )

“ I jolly well going to.” said Dunter.
out, too, 1 think., The tide—"

* What ™
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* The fld="s coming in.'

And Billy DBunter, having made that startling announce
ment, rolled out of the cavern, and rolled away along the
path under the cliffs. Bob Cherrs gave a stavk, and ran to
the mouth of the cave. -

Billy Bunter was rizht.

The tide was coming in.

Tong reaches of white foom wore stealing aver the ribhed
sand and receding, and stealing on again, and at cvery advance
they came further in.

Bob Cherry turned back to bis chums with a [ace like challs,

“ The tide ! was all he said,

Marjorie turned deadly pale.  Miss Clara gave a eory,
Nugent leaped over the adge of the Hssure.

“Harry! The tide!"

1 know it,"" said Havey Wharton guictly,
round my knces somo minutes ago, Fraoky.™

“And that's—that's why vou won't let me come down!
Harry, I'm comming " :

* Don't, Frank! You can't do any good! You—"

But Frank Nugent was not hstening,.  He was swinging
himself down the rugged rock into the darkness below.

“TI fett it rising

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
In the Shadow of Death.
- BANK, you ass!"

That was the grecting Frank INugent reccived, as,
ashipping sad soraping, he swang down the rock and
dmpm?‘l into the pmi:'c-f wator begide Harry Wharton,

“Pair of us, then!” sud Frank choeerily,

Bob Cherey struck a matceh, and it fickered above,

“ Any chance of climbing up?'’ he asked. ** Could I come
down and hels, Fraonk?’

" Wo chanee without a rope.  Gel the giels away, Bob.”

“ My hat, yvos!"

Marjorie shosk lor head.

We won't go!” she said, .

“The tide's comin® in,"” said Bob Cherry, with an anxions
glance towards the mouth of the cavern. * You lLnow how
quickly the water pilds up in front of the cavern here,
Marjorie.”

“1 know,” said the givl quictiy.

" Boon it won't be jmsss'.hllu to go, excepting in a boat," sald
Bob. * Come on, now, and let me sece you sofe.”’

“And you?"

“{h, I shall come back!"

“ Batter keep away, Bob!" sang out Nugent from below.
“ No good getting caught in tho cave by the tide !

“ You'll be caught.”

“ That can't be helped., but——""

“ Buat rats!"

* Lock here, Bob—""

Y Uouldn't see you if T did.

i .a'llﬂﬂ-!"

“ Duffer t*

“ et out, you chump, while you've a chance

" Rats! . 1"m sticking here !

“And so am [, said Marjorie quistly.

“ No, you're not,"”” sard Bobh Cherry firmly.
going to run any such danger, Marjorie."

“ Rl snid Miss Clara, ' Do you think givls haven't as
much courage as boys? I'm not gi'cring to atir a step!'”

“ Yes, vou are,” saill Bob grimly. *° Miss Primrose trusted
you to us, and we're going to keep you safe and sound. Comne

I'm staying.”

tﬂ'

“"You're nok

“Do go, Marjorie!" called out Harey, ' Do go, there's a
good givl! You can't do any good by staying 1™

“ It will be a tussle at the finish, when Inky gets here with
the rope,” said Bob, ™ You would only be in the way. really.
You don't mind my sayingr s0?"

Marjoric hestated. Her impulse was to share the dangor
of her chums, but ahe was a scnsible pirl, too.

“Very well,” sho said, in a trembling voies, 1T will ga, It
is better, Clara. Harry—oh, Heaven halp us!”

“ It will be all right, Marjorie.”

The girls went slowly from the cave. Bob Cherry urged
thom to gt on the cliff-path, where they would be tn safety.
Marjoric shock her head.

“We ran get there casly as the ftde eomea in' she said
“Wea are safe here.”'

ARd we're skaying here,' saul Misa Clara.

Bob Cherry gave in,  Like most big, kind-hearted follows,
he always did =ive in whore girl: wore coneerned.

“Mind you vun back as soon as the water comos near,”
he sxelaimed., " Mind you keep out of reach of the tide™

And he ronnded the big rock again, and the shoulder of i
hid him from the sight of the two anxious girls.

Bol: Cherey tramped into the cavern, with the curlinge foam
from the tocoming tide wlitenimeg about his leats Jally
Bunier had disappeared. - The Owl of the Remave wias no
likely to stay in dangor.

Boh looked down into the fissura,
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“ Inky not come back yet?” asked a voice from below.

“ Not yot.'

“ All serone.” Y o

“I suppose the water’s coming in there pretty fast,” said
Tob, in vain trying to penctrate the gloom below with his
CYes.

“Ti's not decp vet.  Go and watch for Inky, Bob, and
hurry him up.™ ) i

*“He'll hurry; he'll see the tide coming in. Dut I'll go
and sce if he's in sighe.”

The waves werp curling round Bob's fect as he tramped
over the sand at the mouth of the cavern again. Deep down
in It.}_u;iﬁ:taurc in the cave Wharton and Nugent shivercd and
walted.,

The bottom of the fissure was far below the level of the
cave, and through the subterranean channel the walor was
gushing in.

The highost part of the rocky bottom was now three foct
under water, and it was splashing round the waisls of the
1w Junlors. . )

They had found the highest point. and were standing uwpon
it, holding on o one another and to the rocky wall as the tide
splashed and gurgled into the fissure.

“M-many hat ! murmured Nugent. ' It's cold.”

“T wish you hadn't come down, Frank."

“0Oh, atuft ™

They waited. ;

When the water was deeper they would be able to swim
though whether they could keep on swimming till it r;nﬁhati
the level of tho cave floor was a guestion. But even if the
cauld, it would not serve them, for by that time the mout
of the cave would be blocked up by the incoming tide, and
all cscape would be cut off. : ;

They could only wait, with the grim shadow of death over
them, Wait, while the water %Iurglcd and sang in the
creviees in the hlacknoss round them. Bunter's thoughiless
prank was beind dearly paid for—not by Bunter.

Bob Cherry, like Sister Anne, watched for someont to
come. It seemed an age before the desky features of tha
naboh reappeared round the g rock.

The whole of the streteh of sand before the cavern was
now under water.  As Inky come round tho bulging rock,
the water was above his knees, and it was foaming round
Bob’s koees a3 he stood in the mouth of the cavern. ;

“ Here you are!” exclaimed Bob, as the nabob came splash
ing and panting up. AL lest !V

“ The herefulness is terrific!” gasped the nabob.

“ Tha rope—qguick!" ]

Hurree Jamaet Ram Singh had a coil &f thick, strong rope
upon his arm. e tossed it to Bob, who caught il and rushed
info the cavern. Hurree Singh [ollowed quickly, the water
splashing after him a= be ran. _ :

Bab stood on the odge of the fizsure. The water, Huudmﬁ
the sloping floor of the cavern higher and higher, had reacho
the fissure now, and was splashing over the edge uwpon the
juniors standing below, wll'n:nm'w a great wave rolled ime
wards., The fissure was flling fast now, and ”‘Ll':'!l waler was
upr to the shoulders of the juniors below, and swirling round
their necks.

“ Here's the rope!” shouted Bob Cherry.

“ Thank Heaven!™ ]

The wave came rushing in again. Tinpelled by the forea
brhind it, it swept up the eave, and a great sea of waler
rolled over into the Hssure. Then it receded again, and the
sonds on the cavern floor sparkled wet.

Bob knew it would soon return, and he took advantago
of the moment's pause to fasten the end of the rope round
# point of rock,  Then he threw the other end into the
hizzure. :

The wave cane rolling i again,

Itizht up the cavern, thundering with a thonsand echons,
it swept, and Bob and Tuky had to eling to the rocks (o avord
bueing swept over rthe cdee of the fissure. )

Urash wend o grear sheet of water into the abysa, splashing
on the water that gorgled below, and on the derzed juniors
there.

Then back swept the sea, o

Bob staggered to the Dsaure, clingimg o the rope for
anfety.

“Can vou get up ' he shouted,

There was no reply.  But there was a jerking on the rope.
The juniors below were ont of their depth pow, and swim-

mime.  Nugent was clambering ap the ropi- hand over hand,
havine  fastenced the other cmd rowed Havey unedere b
FE]:HIII.:IJ'I‘E.

Bob Cherry leamed over amd geiesperd iz collar,  sne
drageod b onat, Then— -

ook out ! e oaelled.

They clang Lo the ropes as the wave thundered an peain,
chokine up the cavern, swelling nml eoaring, and (huande-ones
dovwnr 0 masses indo Al Nis-uree.

0)
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Tt passed--it swept away. Nugent bent anxicusly over the
thasm.
Horyy 1™

= Harry !

A choked amd gosping voice replied :

PUm oall rvight! all away !

Grasping the rope, and sctting theiv feet hard on the rough
rock, the three juniors in the eave pulled,

MWharton assisted the pull by l."'iﬂl,_"E:liIl-_.'{ at the recky wall
n:li.h the hand he could wee, and he camme quickly up to the
cle.

There Bob Cherry knelt and grasped him, and dragged

i;irnd]tp to the sandy Hoor, and they both sank down half-
lazed.

“Fold on!" velled Nugent.

_They all clung to the rope as the hillows thundered in again.
Jutside om the sands the sea was not rough.  But choked in
!1111.‘ narraw .spase of the cave, it raged and swelled and
soundered with cvery successive wave,

It sawept on and over the juniors, and buet for ihe rope
they would have been swoept bodily inte the fissure, o1 over
wiel beyond 1t into the black recesses of the cavern.

Baclk rolled the sea again.

“ Quidk I shouted Harry.

Ile was on his feet in o fwinkling.

Together the four juniors rushed towards the mcuth of
the cavern, helped along by the receding waters and out of
the cave they dashed, with the swirling sen up to their
ATIpita.

“ Lool: out I

The wave had ceased to recede. Tt was coming back, and
the juniors serambled desperately round the shealder of
roclk, to avoid being swept into.the cave again, They felt
that if they were swept intg those black depths once more
they would never be able fo fight their way out again.

The wave came crashing on, and tossed aud flattenod them
agmnst the rocky face of the cliff, and they clung to each
rther and to the rurged rock, and fought for safetv and for
hrraﬂ]- -

It seemed az if the swelling water must cover them, and
choke and draz then back to death: but they clung cn, and
the wave n!m!ﬁl:--;'f.

Battered and breathiess, they serambled on roomd  the
'l."|!|1:|r,ltﬂ 1.:1“'! il]gh sl where the two girt‘i W ﬁ;.';ndi:ri.g aimad
wititing in white ferior.

Marjorie and (lara ran forwarnd to help them; and they
pevded heip, for all four were exhausted.

-Boys and girls tegether ran for it, with the nest wave
thundering at their heels, and gained the Ligher rocks,

The wave kroke close behind them, covering them with
shinging spray, and fell sullenly back, as if disappointed.

Thr}y worn apfo!

But it had been & vory narrow egeape, asixd for some
minutes the jeniors and the girls stood silent, with pale
faces, watehing the sea that bod zo nearly claimed them os
vieting,

e T e e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Taking Care of Wharton,

i AT saud Harey Wharten, breaking the silence. ™ But
it was a jolly elose shave, you fellows.”
“And all the fault of Billy Bunter,” eaid lohb
Choerry, remmembering the fat iunicr again, as soon
as the stress of the danger was over

* Bunter didn’t think about the tide.”

“He ought to have thought of it,"" said Miss Olara ndizg-
nsun:ll;.r; “and he has run away and left vou alone in denger,
LCTT

“T'm afraid it can’t be denied that Bunter 15 an awlul
worim,” Mugont remarked.

“The wormfulness of the cstecmed Bunter s terrifies”

“If I were n boy 1 would punch his nose, said Miss (lara.

(b, Clara !

“ 8o I would, Marjorie, T would punch his—his holke™

“Well, 'm a bov, and I think T do it," said Nugent,
bnughing, 1 sav, wehd better po and get dry, yeou know,
You giels are wetl” :

“ Yo, dreadfully ' sand Miss Clara,  * Miss Primvosze will
e frightencd out of her wits whetn <he sees wx, 1ot'y ran,
Marjore”

“Wo'll see vou tee CHIE Housze, and met onr Likes"" wnid
TWarey. “ It's rather a rotten ending to an aftermoon’s
camble, Marjorie; amd we baven't had tea at the Sea lun,
vither,"

ekl 1 1
fervently.

They ran toe CLA Tlouse, . .

Mizs Penelope Primrose was in the garden, and <he heid
up her hoamds in horror as goon g she saw (e #1efe of tloe
pirts and the juniors, 4 :

= Bless me, what has bappened ¥ sbe oxelained.

Tor Magwer Linrary.— Moo 110

only  glad  it's endind no wersy’ said Marjorie
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“Bplashed in the tide, that’s all, Miss Primrose” said
Harry Wharton, “ Welre all very sorry, but 1 hope yvou
won't blame Marjoric and Clara. It was all the [wult of a
chap belonging to Greyiriars.”

“(Oh, dear, dear! Iun in at once, my dears, and tell
Miss Locke. You will catelt cold! Oh, dear, dear!™ _

Marjorie and Clara smiled to tha juniors, and ran in.
Miss Primrose gazed at the Famous Four in great alarm.

“ You are all wet ! she exelainted,  ** You will cateh cold !
Vo e _ .

“We'll gel back to Greyfriars on our bikes, Mixs Prim-
rose,” said Harry quickly. “It's all right. It fakes only a
few minutes, and riding will leeep us warm. i 3

“ Ah, but——"" Miss Primrosce looked at Harry's wrist,
which was bruised and discolourcd, and brolee off with a
ery. **What is the matter with your wrist, my dear boy?

' Oh, nothing,”” said Harry, hastily sliding his slecve over
it “*Only a knock.”

“Tt looks like a dreadful bruise.”

* No, no; it’s nothing.” .

“Let me see it  Miss Prinrose took posscssion of
Wharton®s wrist.  “ My dear child, it i3 a tersble injury !
It must be seen to at once.  You must come in—--"

“Put I've got to change my clothes.™

“You ean go to hed til! some clothes are sent for, and I
will send for the doctor,” satd Misa Primrose.

Wharton looked dismayed.

“But T'm all right,” he protested.

“Tt's only 2 hruise,

ancl "
i wg - L L
Nomsense | I 1nsist !
LIB
ut—-=— .
LK vou cannot refuse me, my dear ladi

Jome,
Clome !

“ But—but—1 say-—"

“* Come 7 ; .

Mise Primrose seized ITarry by the arm and hurried him
towards the house. She called to the gardener, who was &t
work pear at hand, to feteh the dector, The man.ran off
al once, and Wharton ~.1.i':m ’rs:{lu;n. ws]llg.--mi]:f, up to tht house.

iz chuwms followed him dubioasly.

!‘l ,ﬁ al:.ng it 1" wasped Bob Chorry. “"]l.?fr‘d better cut off,
too, in case wo got collared. [ know L've a bruse on my
b .

¢ And T've one on my estecmed elbow,

“ Wa, ba, ha! Let's cut!” i

“ Rurz off, you chaps !’ said Harry W harton, afnﬂ' an un-
availing attempt to shake off Miss Primyose. I’ all
righﬁ; li_:ll SOMme Iate'r.”

*Right you are !’ R .

.-".ru:-‘lgf,]-a.—z:3 three juniors wheeled their bicyeles bhigstily out
into the read, and mounted and rode off.

Harry Wharton wes taken into the housc. ,

Miss  Primrose, without relinguishing her grasp upon I||1:;
arm, wade him go upstaivs, and fairly ran lam o & D=l
ro0nl. .

“ PThere, gel into bed, my deav child I ehe exclanned,

“Bed "

i Ves T will send to Greyfriars for some dry clothes for
you,”'

a4 Hut'—?’

“Yon cannot remain in your wob onog

&4 'Eu‘l_._.rj

“ The doctor will be here soon.™

Byt 1 don't wanl o see o doctor,” panted poor lorey;
‘T'm not il Really, Miss Primreose, you know—"7"

et inte bed. T will not leave you till you promize to get
into bed” : : ] )

Wharten was crimson with exasperation.  Buf he could
not remain in his owel  clothes, and Mize Primrosc was
cvidently determned that he shonaled not o,

“ Yepry well,”™ he said, “ 31— get into bed,”

“ That's a pood little boy.™ !

For a sturdy youth of fifteen, the captain of the Remove
Form at Groyfriars—the unruly Remove—to be ealled o go
little boy, was as cxasperating as anything clse. Miss Prim-
pose Tefb the room and closed the door, but she did not go
pway. Wharton kicked off his souked boots,

In two minutes, & voico was audible through the keyhole,

“Ave yvou im bed?"

“ No!™ roared Harry.

“Then 1 shall edime in— )

“ [lere, don't come in!” shouted the junior, who had taken
hie jacket and waisteoat off, aml was unfastening his collar,

Miss Primrose had the door half open, but at the sight of
a shirt she shricked and jumped back again, and slumvied the
door 20 hard that she seemed to veally want if never to come
R BT LHAT R )

“Sorry ! gosped avey, " 1t7s all vight.”

Tl ddoor remaiaed hevipetion lly shur,

Gite e ked T ocnme the soice throusls e Leyhiote,

T gadns,

COME,

i
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“Are you in bed I
“In a minute,"
A pouse. Then: “ Are you in bed P

“I'm towelling,” said Harry, laughing in apite of himaelf.
“ No good getting into bed wet, T suppose.”

A Uartaml% not. You are quite right,. But T will bring you
a hot-water bottle for your fect 83 s00n a3 you arc in bed.’

“ Ay hat!"

“ Are you in bed #

Wharton turned in and resigned himaelf to his fate,

“Yes," he said,

Miss Primrose timidly openced the door. 8he was evidently
afraid that there might be a glimpse of shirt.

'I:EI have told Ann Janc to got the hot-water bottle,” she
said.

“7T don't need it, thank you!”

“I know all about childven,” said Miss Primrose, with a
sweek smile, * Don't fret, my little dear. I will take earo
of you till tho dector comes.”

Harry Wharton groaned, and
Bunter all sorts of t-.F
friara.
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| mentally provased Billy
TS when he eot safcly back to Grey-

Billy Bunter hung on the top of the sign-post and gasped like a newly-landed fish, “Ow, Ow, Ow!"
he yelled. * Come down,” roared Bob Cherry as he rpde round the post. (Sae page 6.)

= - - ——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Is Anxlous,

HREE crelists, sleamineg from their exertions, rodi in ot
T the gates of Greyiriars, to be sfarcd at innoediately by
the %ullmr.'a in the Close.
“What on ecarth's the matter? demanded Tom
Brown. " Have you fellows been tuking a bath with yoos
clothes on ¥

The three did not reply.

They juinped off their bicveles, piled the machines up
against the astonished Brown, and rvan into the house, They
almost ran into Billy Bunter i the Remove passasme ax they
daghed up to the dovmitoery.  The Owl of the Hemove
staggerod aside.

“1 say, you felflows !™ he shoubrd.

Nugent, Hurree Singh, and Bob Cherry oran on owithoesd
replying.  They had ridden thermselves into a swoeat, umdd rhoey
wire 1na hurey to get their wet things off, or they would be
in danger of colds, tf not ponewmonia.

1 say."” shouted Punter—""1 say, vou [eilows, wlhorse's

A St
Fight Agatnst the Wotld, commonces tnis weewss THE BOYS' FRIEND, 1
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Wharton? Don't you start pretending that he's
drowned, you rotters I -

They dashed into the Remove dormitory, and Bob Cherry
slammed the door. Billy Bunter was Jabouring vp the stairs
after them,

“Ind yon hear that?? cjaculated Bob Cherry, as he
breathlessly perled off ];a.eimt. and wvest.  “Runter docsn'’t
know we prot Harry out.”

“ My hat 1"

*The hatfulness is terrific !

“He thinks Harry's drowned, Let him think so; a jolly
good puntshment for his rotten tricks, and his deserting us
like that. Not that he wounld have been any good if he had
stayed; but it was cowardly and mcan, and like—"

" Like Bunter,™

“ Exactly ! - No fibs, you know, but don’t say a ward; lot
B n&ﬂr ::liltmk what he likes.™

i O ::Il

" The goodfulness is terrific !
Sl oo, i o Chers,
* Quict—here ho s

Billy Bunter opened the dormitory door and came in. The
fat jurior’s usually ruddy face was very pale, and his cycs
had a frightencd look behind his big spectacles,
.,I say, you fellows," he began,
i Don't talk to me ! said Bob Cherry,
- W-w-why not ! stammered Bunter.
After what you've done.”
" What T—-I—TI've done !
O Yes, what you've done,” said Bob Cherry grimly. “ Mind,
if you're arrested, it's no good asking me to say anvthing
for you.”
Eunmr stagzered against the door.
Arrested I he gasped,
::-\‘i.-']‘mt do you cxpect ?
CA-aenarvested ! Wewowhy ¥
Don’t pretend you don't know.  You made poor Wharton

Loen

iy “ Poor Whi:l.rtqn ¥ repeated Bunter dazedly., Bob said
poor Wharton ™ as if Harry had been dead and buried with

tombstone complete,

. " Yes, poor Wharton! You made poor Wharten got down

into the fissure, and you knew how hard it was to elinb out.

He hurt his wrist and couldn’t elimb. You knew the tide was

colring in,"

“ O, really, Cherry—""

“ We just got cut of the cave in time,” said Bob. “ Don't
usk me about Harry, Poor, poor Harey 17 Bob covered his
face with his hands, and gave o hoart-breaking sob.  * Poor
—poor Harry! To think of it 1"

Hurree Jamact Rem Singh wailed disconsolately.

“P.o-o0-or Harry! The awfulness is tervific 1

“ Bo meg.’" groancd Nugent,

:‘ So h-h-handsome,” mumbled Bob,

"Buat I think he'll make a beautiful c-c-corpse,” =obbed
Nugent.

“Ow! Oh! DBoo!™

* Boo-hoo 1"

“Don’t ery,” said Bob, rubbing his eyes. Tt con’t be
lielped now. Bunier’s not erving, and it wasz all his doing.
He'll be hanged, that's one comfort.”

“{h ™ r-:'::l.n‘u:_f Bunter.

" ¥us, ’E-hat’zg what's the matter with vou, DBunfer, and T
o I think of poor Harry when the time comes, and

rd f:]"l.".-‘ :I'I'

“ Think of him where hwe's lving now," enid Bob Cherry,
Harry Wharton, ot that moment, was lying in o bed at CLF
House, but Bob did not feel ealled upon to mention that little
circumstance.  * Think of lum—lying. there——""

id {}h :ih

“ Yeu've passed the limib this time, Hanter,
be EOrYY for wou,” sand Bob compssionately.
g0 fat—to be hung op like a side of bacon t™

LI nw !?I

“Serve him night 1" snid Nugent indignantiy.

“The rightfulness is Lereitic 1™

“1 dida’t mean i, prosned Bunter,  1=—I didn’t know
that Wharton would mo down into the pit, you know, and
how was I to know he'd be snch o silly idiot as to hut his
wrist?  Besides, I hadn't noticed the tide was on the turn.”

“You can tell that to the judge.”

Bunter shuddered.,

“1—I =ay, you foellows, yow'll stand by me, you know., 1
== really went into the cave o practise ventriloguizm, vou
know, for the CHF IMouse entertainment—because it waes a
quict spot.  Then, when 1 saw you fellows had heard me, 1
thought 1'd jape you, you know, for the rotten trck you'ld
played me. F=—I pever thought Wharton weuld be drowned.

Tne Magxer Limmrnary.—Nao. 10

T could almost
“Fo young-—

THE EDITOR'S GHAT ON PACE 28 WILL INTEREST YOU.

kDon'tuz.-cru chaps say anvthing about it, and they'll never
now.

“They ask all sorts of questions at a corencr’s inguest,™
said Bob Cherry, which was certainly a perfectly. truc states
ment.

Y Yean—yon necdn’t go”

“T don't see how you can ask us to shield you. You might
have drowned the lot of us” i

#I—I didn’t mean it. I—1 can’t go to prison, you konow [
wailed Billy Bunter, " People never have enough to cat 1n
prison, and—"

Bob Cherry gave a roar,

“Blegged f he isn't thinking about- cating now, with
Wharton I]"i]’lf"' thero—nhem—"

“And you Jf:,'img‘ here,” murmured Nugont.

Hurree Singh nearly gave the gpame away by o chueklo.
But he managoed to turn it into a sab just in time, and nearly
choked in the effort, and the tears came inte his cyes as he
choked—reoxl tears, He coaldn't help it.

“Oh, dear ! groaned Bunter. ““I'm sincerely sorry about
YWharton, I—1 say, wyou fellows, I'm expecting a postal-
order this evening——"

“What's that got to do with 1t *”

“I=Ill give it to you chaps, if you'll shut up, that’s all.

“ What " roared Bob Cherry. ** Yon want to bribe us to
conceal vour erime——""

“Hush!  Haush! Somchady will hear ! pasped Dully
Bunter, in an agony of terror.  “ Don't speak so lowd 17

“1 don’t wore if anybody hears! Tl tell the whole school

————

“ Husgh 1"

% And the Head-—="*

“Oh, hash !

 And the police—"

“Stop! Don’t! Have merey ! shricked Bunter.  You
know I didn’t mean it.  Besides, T didn't make Whavrton ged

down there, T ain’t respensible. Ow! Hush ! )
'P‘h‘.'h f.-'hfe#”l'y looked solemnly at Nugent and Hurree Bingh.
There's something in that,” hoe remarked ndicially, = Of

course, there's no doubt that if Punter had his deserts, ho
would he haneod !

“Of course,” agread Nugent, at once.

“The of coursefulness 15 tersifie.'”

“ But, after all, it would be a fearful disgrace to Groy-
friavs,’™

** Fearful 1”

“The fearfulness would be——-"

“Terrifie,”" said Nupent.

“Well, suppose we keep Bunter's secvet, as far as we'ro
concerned " said Bob Chervy,

“Oh, pleaze do!” wailed Bunter.
you know. I'll never ventriloguise again—I mean, 1 ntil—
until Friday, Ow!”

* What do you chaps say? Shall we apree nat to tell any-
body that Bunter was the canse of Wharton's lying where
ha 15 now#"’

“ Yeees,” sald Nugent slowly.

“Do you apgres, Inky?

“The of-conrsefulness iy Lesrefie.”

“ Very well, Bunter. We promise not to inforn the police
against you,” =zaid Bobh Cherry solpmmly.

* And—and the other fellows?" staminered Bunier.

“ All right. We won't say a word about Wharton's death
being dne to you—in fact, we won't tell anybody that hie's
been drowned.”

* (Oh, thanks, thanks=!" ssid Bunter. " Thanks. Nobody
will know I was even there if you fellows don’t mention 1.
I—1 #ay, it's rotten about Wharton, of course, but I don’t
aen what he wanted to pet down there for. and—aned it can't
be helped, Alind you don't say anytlang!”

And Bunter left the dormitory greatly velieved., Thao
chuams. of the Remove slaved at one another n silence for
SOMO 100Nt s,

* Well,”" said Bob Cherry at last, with a deen breath., * [1e
thinks Wharton's dead—drowned, through ks acticn—and
that's how he takes it.  Only thinking of his mean. divty Little
zelf, and not a thought for MHarey '

“The ntter rotter ™

“My hat! I don't think I was overshooting the mark
when I =aid that he'd been hanged if he had hiz deserts,”
said Bob {Jlmrr’y tn <ligzust, ““Of all the blessed worims—he
makes mo sick.”

That was the impression which William Georgpe Bunter, in
the long run, suceesded in making npon all his acquaintances.

ANSWERS

e

“I—1 dudn't mean it,




THE TENTH CHAPTER,

A Guilty Secret.

OM BROWXN warlaid the chums of the Removo as they
camme downstairs, newly changed and brushed, and
looking quite fit, but very prave. Several 'more Remove
follows wera with thse New Zoalander, curious to know

what had happened. The four chums had gone out together,
and three of them had returned soaked with water, and
there was no sign of tha fourth. The fellows naturally con-
¢luded that something had happened to Harcy Wharton, and
they wanted to know all about it.

“What's the row?’ demanded Touwn HBrown.

“Row,” said Bob Cherry.

“¥os. Where's Wharton®

“ Oh, Wharton 1"

* Yes, Wharton,

" Come 1n?"’

“Yes!" roarcd Tom Brogvn, srowing a little excited.
“ Whero is he? Has anything happened to him?”

“ Happened to him !

Why hagn't Le come in?"

“You—you asg! Youre picking op Alonzo’s way of
parroting I exelaimed Tom Brown,  “Tell wus what's
Lappened,”

“An acctdent !’ ashed Mark Lanlew.

“Oh, no!™

“ Wherse's Wharton?” queried Ogilvy.

“ Better ask Bunter?”

“ Bunter !

“ Certainly."™

“Was Dunter with vou!"

Y Ask him.™

“Look here,” exclaimed [lazetdena,  **has  anythog
happened ™

* Ask Bunter.™

“What does Bunter know abouat 127"

*oAsk i

* Look here—"

Y My dear chaps, it's no pgood talking fo vs. We've pro-
niisad to keﬁ;p Bunter's guilty sceret, aml wo're not going (o
say a word,”

There was a shouit at onco,

“* Bunter's what?'

“Gruilty secret !’ said Dob Cherry llamdly.

““YWhat on ecarth 7

““What the dickens—"" ]

“ No good talking to us,”” said Nugent. “It's Bumter's
guilty secret, not ours, and you had beticr ask him ™

“ Vou'rs rotting, vou bounders,” said Lacy.

" Ask Buster"

* What are you driving at, anyway?”’

“ Ask Bunter."

].“ ‘:‘flmm i5 Bunter?' exclaimed Skinner.
1117,

“In the tuckshop, I u:'lmct," grinned Hulstroda.

““Ha, ha! Most likely.”

The crowd of juniors rushed off te the tuckshop in search
of Billy Bunter.  The fat junior was standing thers, Ho was
evoing a pile of tarts disconsolately. He had hoped to borrow
soma monay of Wharton that afternoon, and sample thoso
tarts; and so ha probubly regretted the untimely death of
the captain of the Hemove. .

* Here he is!" exclaimed Ogilvy.

The fat junior looked anlarmed.

I say, you fallows—" _

“ Where's Wharton®" exclaimed hall a dozen voices at
onea,

Billy Bunter turned a sickly hue.

“ Wow-w-Wharton ! he stammered.

. ‘; Y:?as. Wew-w-Wharton!” mimicked Dulsirvede.
is he?"

0 I—J—I=T den't know."

him 3"

S —

Let's ask

“3Where

“ Haven't you sean

“No"

“ Bure ]

“ Quite sure,” said Billy Bunter, lying with the saze and
volubility that comes of long practice. "I was st going to
ask vou fellows if you'd seen him, because he owes wme tweo
bob, and I wanted it."

“ Owes you two bob?’' said Bkinoer. “ That's rather new™

“ Yes, he was hard up, and he promised it back for this
avening,”’ said Bunter. ' I couldn't very well refuse™

“You awiul voung fbbor,” said Ogilvy. * Yon
jolly well you've never lent any money to Wharton.”

““Oh, really, Ogilvy——"

“ Bob Cherry says we're to ask you where he i3, exclaimed
Russell. * What's the piddy mystery? Is it a jape beiween
you and Cherry?”

““ Not at all. ~ I don't understand what Chovey means,”

“ He said you had a guilty sesrat.” :

Bunter turned such a,sickly hue that the Jluninrs starc:d ot
him in amazement. ITe certainly looked at that mowment hike
a fellow who hiad a guilty secret.

“ Great Scott!” exclaimed Ogilvy.
Bunter "’
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* Non-n-nothing.” :

“ Then what are vou looking so rotten for

“I—I—I'm hunlgr:.'. that's all," stammered Bunter. "1
say, you fellows, I'm gotting into a low state from u.l-n.m”:}l‘
nourishment. I am expecting a postal order this eveniog.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"™

“ Tf one of you fellows cares to cash it in advance—"'

“ Ha, ha, hat”

0, really, yvou know-——

“Look here, whare's Wharton? What's the secret Bob
Clerry was talking about?' demanded Bulatrode. ™ Hao
called it a guilty secret, too. Ilave you done anything to
Wharton "

Bunter's knoes knocked togother. .

 Of e-cocourss not ! le gasped. **I—I haven't seen him.
I didn't know Lo wasn't here. In fact, I was sxpecting him
to step into the tuckshop at any moment, to—to pay me that
two bob I lent him, you know."

S Liac!™ said Ogilvy cheerfully.

¢ Oh, really, vou know—"" . y

“ Blessed if 1 can make it all out.” said Bulstrode, I sup-
poze Whartor, is all right, and I don't see that it matlors
much if ho isn't. Whers are vou going, Dunter?

“To—to sen if my postal-order’s come.”’ .

Billy Dunter scuttled out of the tuckshop, leaving the
juniors surprised and porplexed. Ie found Bob Cherry and
i'«!ugant and Hurres Singh in the doorway of the schoolhouse.
Ho blinked at them with burning indignation. .

“ You promised not to tell the fellows!” he axclaimed.

Bob Cherry stared. e e ,

“ Well wo haven't told them,” he said—"in fact, T said
plainly when they asked me that wo had prowmised to koop
your guilty secret.” . :

“ Ha, ha, ha ! wvelled Nugenk involuntarily.

“Zhut up, Nugent! I wondet you can Isugh af such =2
time, with poor Wharton lying where he is. Those wars my
very words,”” went on Bob, turning to the Owl of the Removo
again. ‘I said I was going to keep your guilty secrat.  What
m?r%fuldlwu want?"

] . ron :.._'H . . .

“ Nobody will ever learn your guilt from us, said Tob
Cherry. “ It's as much as you can expect. Wa haven't said
you caused Wharton to be drowned."

“ What's that®” exclaimed o sharp voice. )

Bob Cherry started, Tonides the Greek, of the Sixth Form,
had oemo along with his usual noissless tread, which was o
like a cat’s. Ionides was like a cat in other respects, too.

Billy Bunter cast an agonised look at Bob Cherry.

But Bob was equal to the ocoasion
“ Oh, it's a!l.i[ right I" he sxclaimed.
Bunter, you know.' ]

Iﬂfi&cé looked at him sus ini?ﬁly, and walked on. Billy
Bunter rave a great gasp of reliet.

“Eavegi you that time, Billy,” said Bob solemnly.

And Billy Bunter rollad away, trembling. The chums ot
the Remove waited fill he was out ol hearing bofore thoy

chuckled.

AFF

L]

# Wa wors only rotting

A —

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
A Delirious Patlent.

OB CHERRY left Groviviars a little later with Nugent

and Hurree Singh, and with a bundle nnder his arm,

The bundle contained a change of clothes for Harry

Wharton, and it was a bulky one. Tho thres junioe

oveled over to UL Howo, and arrived there in a very short

timo, Thore was no dauser of Billy Bunter following this
time. ) i

Bob [_!hgrr_i; rang theo Bosl ot EI]IH_III:Illﬁi_}. )

Ho thought le deteeted a faint gliminering of a s.nrn’tcr_ LR
the features of the trim maidscrvant who answ ared his ring.
“['yve brought some logs for Wharton—clolles, I mean,

aaid Bob Cheery. “ Take mo to him, please !

Misz Primrose came out into the hall. :

“Ah. you have brought Hwe clotles?” she said. * The
doctor iz with vour friend al the present mdinent, and yost
must not disturh hi™

Bob Cherry slarced.

“The doctor, ma'am ¥

“Yea [ sent for De. MacFee, Ife is exavunimg Wharton
at the present moment. [ hope and trust that he s nob
poriously 11"’ :

#Fle's as G as a Gddle, ma®an P exclammesd Nugent.

Miss Primrose ghook hee head.

U p. MaeTen looked very serious she replied. # (W
courss, it he is going Lo be really il he shall romaba hers, and
have overy carz,”

111 But'_' Lh ]

THE BOYS' ERIEND, 1°
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oI sheuld ek after the poer boy as if he were one of my
El:l;]:-'u. !-.:'u:l Mi-s Penclopo lPri'.nrn;J-:'.{'.

"You're awiully good, ma'wn; But, really, Wharton ian't
any more !l than I am!™ exclaimed Deb Cherry, in
s Y,

U You mase not set vour judgment up against a profes-
sioia] gentleman’s, my boy,” said the school-mistress, with a
;E:cnllu smile. ** Dr. Mackee is a very learned man,  1le has

requantly  discovered edses of illness whieh were tedallv
unknown to the sufferers themselves until he detocted the
sviiptoms. You may go up to ihe room and wait ouizide,
but take care nol to disturh Dr. MacFee.”

“ Very well, ma'am.””

TIH'_ muiil cshowed the jl]lliﬂ[“ﬁ gy 1o the recmn. The door
wag ajar, aud the boys, as they prused outside the door, conld
wiar the murinur of the professional vaico. Dir, MocFer was
celebrated Tor his bedside manner and his bodside voico.

“Ah! Very fast—very rapid. indeed " said the voicr,
from which tlie juniors ziaessed that e was feeling Whiarton's
prulse.

“T'm all right, sir.™

“"You don't koow anvihing about i, vy lad. T had a
rafient onee whao was all righi. ne he theupht, before he
camme o my bands, and he died three daxs after I com-
weneesl ey treament

My bhat ' munnured Bob Cherrey, in alarm.
he wen't give Wharton the sane treatment ™

*“Ma, ha, Lo 1"

U Halleo ! You chaps there # eelled out Wharl e,
! De. Macker won't nind 17

The dector hada'ts mueh chavee 1o say whether he udnden
or nef, as ihe three junioes entered immediately e Wharton's
v itad v,

ITarry Wharton was sitting nn o beed, and leoking vory
tauelt worriedd  and  alarnead, Do Maclfee, a stont Ditle
eentleman o a biock frock.ceat, with wide shovlders nial
=hort, fu.t, hittde ]:-;;::, Wik :-5.};1_[;in;_.": Fesido the '-t]r'rj, wilh o scletm
cxpresson unon his face.

That Tarry Wharton was the picture of health, and kad
enffored no har whatever freim his wotring, «did net matier
ab all to the medical ,n'ﬂ;‘:u:lt::ltn'l.n., . MuacFee drew 2 VT
menere living from. Conrtlteld, where the inhabifauts woera
neaply ol agriculiurs]l ol healthy, and from DPeoge. o
t=hing village, where the dwellers were in & most disgraceful
gduto of perfect bealth. And De. MacFee was well knewa
?m-w 10 let a potient slip through his fingers if he could
b Bl

“Weve browsht vour elothes, 1arry,” =aid Dol

*Thanls I 2aid Wharton cageorly.

“The vlothes won't be wanted just yel,” =nid Dr. Mael'oe,
“Wharton had better not pet wp. I have some fear that bis
Lhesk 12 allectod.”

“* My hat!?

=t M!r' chest 13 ps sound as a bell,”? sail IIEI.!“TJ-' 51‘-1”[-’.'1'-'?-.T'=1‘]-_"-
“ T oean say ninety-nine so that it could be heard ae fur as
Greviriars, Why—7

“ My dear boy, I an responsible fo vour sehoolanasier and
your parents” satd De, MaeFee. I am going fo fasc caro
ol wou, Miss l‘rimrp:ﬂ:.:- as
kindly given vou pernnssion o

atay here—-"

1 hape

Y e

Bovs who do not read *THE MAGNET.”

KOW OM
SALE.

“What did you say "

“(0h, nething, sirl”

“You are exciting my patient,” =ai? the medical man.
“1 think you had better retire. Wharton looks very
feverish.”

* Bui——"
_ I should not be surprised if delirinim sepervensd,'” said
iir. MacFee, lowering his voice. ™ The paticat mnzi be kept
vy quret,.”’

(M 17

*A et of thin gruel—"

O what ™ gasped Wharton.

“Thin gruel and beef top——"

“1'm jolly well not going to have ony of that wuck **

“Wharton !”

*1t7s il rot. ¥ zax !V

oy 1Y

1w ot i, and T not going to pretend fo be ! roared
Wiiarion.

Ur. MacFeo glanced sigoificantly al the elnons.

= lebivium coming an ' mtrmared,  “ This is threuzh
e creitement coused by your visit! You bad better retire
! onee !

* Look here——" shouted Wharton.

“Liood-bye, Harey ! saiei Bob, approachinge the bed- -the
doctor havimg rieen from his chair—and g5 he bent lus
Lead, he wihispered s 2 If you're delirons, old chap, you
iy ds» well have the game as the name,  Jump gp and sive
i o V°

Wharton chockled.

“lvood 1

oy rotice a! cace, and leave my paticnt lo me,” sand
v, Mecl'ee, rubbange bis fat liitle h::m%s.

“Raprose he becoanss viodent, sicd osaud Bob Cherey
e rasly,

O, that is all right D7

“liets awfully steeng. sie)™

1 ocan matage him.”

“He mght BT yoon wiih the bolsler, s, gaid Nugent,
with a winl at Harev.

< I think I can lonk wofter him™

0k, very well, st !

The dovtor apened the door for the jusiors to pass ont.
And as he did 20 Wharton grasped hiz bolster, and zent it
whirhipg througn thie air. It caughbt the medseal man o
the back of the neclk, and eurled round his cars. and the
devtor, with a howl of surprize, rotled over on the floor.

e sat np in amazement,

“Wow-wewhal waz thal ¥ he =gid,

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Wharton is Missing.

ARRY WHARTOXN leajuad from ilie bed. De. MacFee
stapgered to his feet, waving him back., The ebuiud
of the Remove erowded in the doorway. choking with
laughter. Wlharten had a nightshirt on that was fhreo

rimes too larce for him. belonpging 1o an unele of Mise
Primirosc’s who staved 1w thot room sometimez, Tt caught
voied his feet az ho jumped
out of bed, and lio went rolling
ot the Hoor and collided with

"1 can't stax here”

“* Youw must if you are L

“1'n not ill." _

“I hope vou are not going
to seb your judgioent  wp
apainst mine in that matter,
boav 1" ha saud, with a great
deal of dignity.

Wharton gave his chums
iclpless glance,  To be shut
up, & supposed invalid, in .
girls’ school, was too bad,

“1low long is he to stay
bere, then?” zaul Nogent, in
dismay.

1 hope he may be moved
in & oweek's time.” saul the
Hitle  medico,  rubbing  his
cnals, :

Wlhanrton v shiaut.

A week IV

“Yes: 1 hope =o'

“*Dut Fmo all
saven't even &
sneege,””

[ fear complications.”™

right. [
cold=—not o

L, MacFee, bringing him fo
the carpet again,

COh? pazped the medieal
nin.

“ Ha, ba, ha " velled Whar-
ton, acting the character he
was assuming with all the skill
of the President of the Remave
Diramatic Bociety. "' T'mi delbi-
vionts ! I'momad! Ha, ha, ha ™

“ My dear boy ;

i delivious !

ik l%“t.—'_'!!

Swipe!

Wharton had lis pillow in
hiz  hamls.  He swept it
through the air, and canght tho
medical mwan on the side of the
head. D, MacFes was bowled
over blke a ninepin.

Heo yelled as he wené down,

Wharton danced roumd him,
anaiting and swiping with o
pillow, amd the httle, stont
gentleman reared and howled

L L Hl.::i..'.*- o gtmil ‘n'l.'m'ﬂ, l {}ilip:ﬂ- L-u;'llll-.,-ed !-:'n.'ipt! nftur
ol i o Aling 1 j : .
i B Ghee O o R He squirmed out of the room
all the blessed spoofers— “THE CHEAP MASHER] b lust, znd dushed downstaivs

Tie Macxrer Licrany.—No, 140,
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with his collar forn out and his coat half off. and his laie
towsled and oz face crimson.

Wharton threw down the pillow,
laughtoer.

“Ha, ha, hat

Bob Cherey sanlt on the bed, -*uhi:nng with merrtnent.

“ My only hat!” he pasped. “It's too [unpy! H-u. he
saidd vou were ltfllr]ﬂ-ll‘: and he ought to have kvown.'

“ Ila, ha bl

"T-h ha-ha. |.! fulness s toareific 17

*Dheiter ot indo your dhaadds {p,m;l...* HMHacry,
chuckling.

* Rirht-he 7

Wharfon wineed a little a3 he dressed. Tlizs wrizt was
sttt harting him, and in the excitement of the moment he
hed put golne sTrain on 1t in handling the pillow., DBut he
“h-aw] 'u. ry qll'i]-’.]:,. In record time he was i his clotnes,
! M\.: 1o the boats.

The dector, meanwhile, was downstairs, and they could
ucar liz angry voice mmﬁlmg with the surprized anmd Jis
trossedd fones of Misz Ponelope Primrose,

Lotz po down and make o orush fer g,
{ by,

“Ya, ha. ha P?

“If l"riax.‘:l"vn wants to 'collar vou
'*.‘ koof de! h.-.un,"

fvw-l opp !
Tre Magrer Linrary.—No. 140.

and gave z yell of

Toapad Nugent,

spul  Dab

azain, hpve awvcther

*“The animal is behind your desk now,” said the Head.
hand, stepped round the desk to interview !'Jlllg,r Bunter's ?entrilﬁquial volce, [See ag'e 4. J

satd T owas debiriows. and T think T acied rather

Mr. Quelch, with a pointer in his ‘

The chome of the Bemove wenl down, Tr. MacFor was
i tlwe hall, trying to put his collar r:’rrui;:;h:l whitle he tallied.
But his neck was shord and fat, and ios arms were liliowise,
aud the collar would not meet cazily. Fle was growing
]}tunlﬂ with his exeriions. He i:Lri.ui aft the juniors.

Here are the voung scoundrels I he exclaimed.

The Famous Four looked shocked.

“Tir. MacFee!” they exclaimed tosether.

“ I have been troated infamously ! bellowed the docior.

Y My dear boyvs ' osund Miss Primrose fce'bl;!.'.

“Duirageously, madam !

“1 am quitq. well, thank veu, wmao'am.” said  Harey
Wharion, *and very "pmueh -:uhll;ful fa '.':m’ Lr. MucHeo
wildly for

nitnule or bwo, bot it Tas pasacd off"
My dear lad, I o oso plessed,”
i adl pieht now, doctor 97
Woharton ssked ihe question wiltls o <hisht . grie. T the

'ul-rl adieiapled fo defoin hoa s o0 sanwead, be was quite
I ared to Lo delirious aroan,
r! he Tittle medlico stoaried back.

"Yes, vos, quiate well, mnl’mn.cl vome 1 T exclained
*Oh, docter, brfore [ndics I resnonsieated Nugeal,
!Iu.* pecion] et et furnod !:Ill’|_|-_|-:"

* |- 1*! e venr pacelon, Miss Priosroce,

__I t|'|_-.u..

“ My alear D,

"l oo, g

Mroelop—
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2 Thank you so much, Miss Primrose,” =aid Harry. "“Wa
will not trouble yeu any more. I will send for my wet clothes.
Thank vou so mucl !

" Not at all, my dear boy 1

And the Jmors departed, ham‘EnF the little medical man
still fuming. ' roaved with laughter as they whesled their
Licveles out into the road.

* Jolfy narrow eseape!™ said Nugent.
up for a weak! Ught™

It would Lave been a lob of trouble for Miss Primrose,
too, " said Harry. * But T don’t think Dr. MacFee will want
we for a patient again,”

:‘ L, IJ.::, hia 1™

Phe juniors vode laughing towards Grevfviars. As they deow
near tha school Bob Checry suddenly burst into a rencwed
ﬁ'liucﬁi&

“Dack pedal, vou cha You're oot to sl
school yet, Harry " o i

Wharton looked at him in surpaise,

. Why not?

% Ehﬂa-ca?”um ioar' e dead,

e 'E" H T 5

o Ii:}t‘;‘ﬁm drowped in the smugglers” cave.”

3 all througl: Billy Bunter.”

.. What the dickens—_"

Doad men tell no tales,” chnckled Bob Chercs. *T know
that;. lh?mus_a [ read it in a newspoper serinl, Likewisa, they
don’t rldq bieveles, Herce, and thusly, rou've not to show up
in Greviriars.* '

i But‘_“_".

** Explain, Bob, you ass | chuckled Nugent

And Bob Cherey explained. e

H%rr;: Wharton burst into a laugh.

Do you mean to say the voung Y '
1’1{? hoen drowned " he exc!aigmdufl SIS bebeies Cint

.Yﬂﬂ, rather. And he's chiefly worried new because ho
can’t borrow any mora money of vou. We've promised to
keop his guilty secref.”

"fh:, ha, ha "

"L want yuu to keep out of sight for a bit,” said Bob. *-It'
too gnc-d a jrﬂkﬂ to ba spotled. t,a}' tow for a bit.™ ?

Wharton laugled again.

:Ilmt’s easy anough,” he said. “I've got to see that chap
at Courtfield about arranzing the Footer match. I°U ride over
there now instead of coming back to Groyfriars. I ean ret
some tea there "

" Good ege ™

And Wharton tursed off from the road bofore thev reached
the school. Baoly Cherry and Nugent and Hurree Singh rode
E.‘tn“trib Greviriars,

rhen t came.in they found Billy B ing v
disconsolate. : . ¥ Buntar looking very

¥ Guilty secret woighing on your mind ' asked Bob Eherry,
gwua him ?I 5Ia|E ;l: the shonlder that made lum jump,

" Oh, meally, Chorry!" gasped Bumber, blinki i
g Lhe ¥ 1" gasped v inking at him,
:: ETh:Euggtl: it was a, policewnsy, eh?” grinned Bob Cherry,

“It's all right; we're keeping your guiliy secvet.”

“Oh, veally, Cherry, 1 wish vou'd shut up®' said Bunter
peovishly. ** Look here, I haven't had tea yet.”

“Tea®™

“Yes. I'm hungry, you know; it™5 more thian an hour affer
our usial tea-fime, Iam‘f you know I've got a delicate constitu-
tion. I n:-pi,y keop going at all by taking constant nourishment."

Bob Cherry lcoked at him in something like admiration,

“ And you're thinking about tea ! he said. * With Wharton
lying—ahem !—with Wharton where L ix, you're thinking
about ten '

Bunter grunied.

b ?f course, ﬁ'ml_var:n.’- E-u:;irr Tlﬂr “I;]smrtun,” he said—° sin-
carely sorry. ut I can’t help him by going hunsry, can 7
Besides, n chap's duty 13 to the living, not to the dead. I
hope I shall always do my duty.”

“ My hat!”

“1 suppose vou chaps won't be having tea, under the cir-

“Fancey being shut

ournstuness ™" said Bunter. “ 1 know you must feel horrilily
ceut up. I supposs you haven't forgotten there™s a pork-pie
and & cake in the study cupboard. You've got the ley,

Mugoant, You don't frust me.”’

*“ Hather not!"”

“Well, I suppose you chaps are foo eut up to want {o
eal," urged Dunter ' You'd botter give me the key of the
cupboard, Nugent. I feel I ought to eal to keep up ry
strongth.™

The chums lockad at him silently. As Bob Cherry remarked
afterwards, thoy had always known that Bunter was Buntor,
but they had never known him te be so Buntor as this beforo.

“ My hat " said Bob Cherry, at last,

“Can I have the key, Nugent?™”
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“Tha key?"

“Yes, the key of the study cupboard. You echaps won't
want the pork-pio or the eake as you're so cut up about
Wharton, and—" . )

Biliv Bunter got no further. The three chiums seized him,
amd swept him off the Hoor, and bumped him hard. Onoe,
twice, thrice, they bmped him, hgrd and harder, and then
they walked away and left him gasping.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Ghost In No. | Stady.

2 HERE'S Wharton®'”

* Anybady seco Wherton ™ i

It was supper-time for the juniors, and such of

them as were in the habit of cating before gpoing o

bed were turning up for bread-and-cheese. Billy Bunter,
neediess to say, was one of the Hrst. He had pussed his usual
tea in the study, and although he had had tea in Hall, that
did not make much difference to the fat junior. B -and-
cheese was not much to an appetite like Billy Bunter’s, but
it wa: better than nothing, and he was prepared to do fuil
Justioe to the supper. )

Harry Wharton did not come in to supper. .

His absence during the evening had considerably snrprised
bis Form-fellows. 2 three chums said nothing of his going
over to (ourtfield to visit the Rovers. They guessed that i
was spending the evening thece, no doubt getting a friemily
enfertainment from the Hovers, but they did not explain. No
one but tha threo knew where Wharton waz, and Biliy Bunter
beast of all. . )

The general unanswered inguiry as to what had becomo af
Wharton would bave satisfied Bunter, if ho bad had any
doubf+, Ha had o puilty knowledeos of what had becomo of
the captain of the Remaove. )

Neadless to say, he did not utter it,

My, Queleh was sk the sunper-table, but he made no remari
upon Wharton's absonce, as the juniors missed supper when
they liked. Neither had he been warked absent at calling-
over, as it transpired that he hud o nass out of gates.

But Bunter krew—or thought he knew—why ho did not
return, and DBanter trembled everv time he freard AN YOS
wquirs for Wharton, i )

But it did not interfere with his appetite. He demolishod
whole stacks of bread-and-cheesw a3 il he had no burden upon
his conscience, S .

After supper the juniors had a short fime to themsoles
bofore going to bed. Billy Bunter rolled into the junior
common-room, where Ogilvy tapped him on the shoulder,

Bunter rave a guilty atart.

“Oh!" he gasped. ] .

S What's the matter with vou®' demanded the Scoitilh
gumior, looking at him in amazement.

* N-n-nothing '

“ You look frichtened oot of your wits™

“Oh, reully, you know, I=I"m not.”

“ 1 know you're not—you haven't any to be frichitened cut
of," waid Owrilve. ** Look here, where’s Wharion?”

“Eh? Wharton?®”

“Yes, Wharton™

=1 don't know.”

I believe you do,”” said Ogilve., " It's very quear abuout
his not turnine op all this time, [ gatiing nesr bad-fiora
now, and he hasn't been in ol the siterncon and evening,
kfas anvthing bappened to him:"

Y How a-s-simuf I know®"

“ 1 halieve vou do know.”

00, really—-"

o do [ said Elliodt.
and Bunier knows it all.™

“Oh, realle ! murmured Bunter feably.

Ho escaped from Elhiots and Omitvy, and sat down in a
carner by himszell. He was fesling extremely uncomiortalile.
{Te felt that he was suspected already. )

Wingate, the captain of Groviriars, put his head into the
room.

“ Bed-time! Tumble up ! _

The juniors went upstaira to the dormitory. There was a
buzz of comment on Wharton™ absence all tha wav,

“Wharton's not come 1o vet,” said Bulstrode., "1 wondor
what's becoma of him ¥ .

“* Bomething must have happened fo him," zaitd Skinver.

“ Bunter knows,”’ Ogilvy remarked.

The fat junior turned pale.

HI1—1 don't know,"” he stammerod. “T—T haven't seon
I don't know anything aboutb lnm, you

“Thare’s sorre mystery alout 1k,

him, wvou know.
koow."
“0Oh, I dare say he's in the dovm.," satd Lacy.
1 Hﬂ’ﬁ ""—'lt.-”
“ How do vou know, Dunter?

Vo Bemi i



“I—I mean, very likely he 15"’ stammered Bunier. * That
was what I really meant to sav.””

* You blessed fibber !

Y Oh, really Opilvy—7

Bunter pavsed ootside Sindy MNe. 1 4s the juniors went on
to the second staircase to go to the dormitory, e cast an
appealing look at Frank Nugent, ard Frank stopped, too,
and so did Hlurree Singh and Bob Cherry.

" What is o ¥ asked Frank.

" 1=I zay, vou fellows———"?

“You want to go into the study ¥

I y-ﬂ-&'ﬂﬁ.”

" What for ¥’

“ You might step in a moment,” said Bunier,

“ All right.”

The juniors entered the study, and Bunter lighted the gas.
The three chums remained grimly silent. They knew very

wt'c“l]dwhat Bunter wanted, but ilwy affected not to under-
stand.

" I—1 say, you fellows, 1'm awfully sorry about Wharton,”
said Bunter,

“Oh, you are, are you?!"

“Yes. I'm fearfully cut uwp.”

“You look it.™

1 don't show m]?' srief,” said Dunter. “ Tt's just the came
with my hunger—L don’t show that. People think berause
I’'m a bit plomp that I have plenty to eat, but 1 don'l. Tt's
the samo with my grief—it's awinl !

(L) I."; i.t-?”

" ¥es, only my face deesn’t show it
within, you know.”

“* Rats!"

*Oh, really, Clhorry!

Ti's eating away

T'm sure T zhall dream abent poor

Wharton to-night, especially if 1 don’t have any more supper.
I always dream when I'm hungry. 1t's weighing on my mind
fearfulls.”

" What, your hunper?”’

“No, Wharton, you ass!. Bul look here, now he's drownad
he won't want that porl pie, will he?" asked PBunter, ap-
pealingly.

The chums exchanged glances. It scemed almost im.
possible that even Billy Bunter could talk like this. They
were curious to see what he would zay further. :

It would be a waste to leave it locked un there,” said
Bunter. * I'm sure poor Wharton wouldn't want it wasted.”

C You—you—you—" began DBob Cherry. * Oh, there
ain’t a word ! [ can't call veu by your proper name without
blackguarding. Dinagine all the nanes T eould possibly call
you, and a hundred more, Bunter, and that’s vou.”

“0h, really, Cherry -

“Yeou—you fat bagsi !

“Oh, really ! 1 don't think ven ought {o slang me like
this hecavsze I'm corvy about Wharton’s beiep drowned. 1
suffar a great deal through thinking of cothers, I was always
very fond of Wharton.”

“ You took a very curious way to show it.”?

" You fellows came between us’ said Bunter. © Wharfon
and 1 were just built to chum up, only vou fellows wmade
trouble. Often and often Wharton used to eay to me, how
comfy we might be in this study, If it wnse’t for yoo
others™

My hat 1"

A face was Jeoking in af the half-open door of the study,
but Bunter had his back to the doorway, and did not sce it.
Harrvy Wharton grinned to his chums, and stepped into the
study, Bunter quite uneonscious of lus arvival.

“ 1 used to cheer Wharton Wiy, | went on Bunter.
to lend him money——"

" What "

“I used to lend him money.” said Dilly Bunier firmly.
“ He owes me a lot of moner, only I haven't said anything
gboul it. I'm not the sort of fetlow to talk about things
like that. Omly I think I cugrht to have the pie. That's anly
fair. Besides, as it happened, Wharton s;m]-;e to me about
it before he,went out this afternoon. His words were * If
anyviling happens to me, ask Nugent for the keyv of the cup.
board.,' ™

“ My only hat !" ejaculated Pob Cherry.

“And I'mi awiully hungry,” said Bunter. ** Grief always
makes me hungrey. I rementber when my Uncle James died,
I was frightlully hungry. T think yeu fellows ought to treat
me decontly for Wharton's suke, now he's gone, . I know I
made him happy while he was at Grevfriars, and he always
had a sineere iriendship for me, Often and often he said,
what a comfort it was to him to have one true chum he could
alwars rely upon”

“ You awful Ananias!” said a veice behind Bunter,

The fat junior jumped clear of the floor with a yell of

terror.

“Ow! Ow! Ow "

He swuog round with 5 faee like ebaik, and blinked at
Harey Wharton, Then with a wild howl he dashed headlong
from the study.
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knew It All Along.

L ALLO ™
“What the—*
TR P roared Pulstrode.

Billy Bunter came tearing inte the Remove dorini-
tory. He ran right into Bulstrode, and colled him over like
a battering-ram.

Bulstrode crashed on the floor, and Bunter rolled on him.
Then he darted to his bed, and plunged into it, and pulled
the bedclothes over his head.

Bulstrode staggered up. e was more amazed than hurt.
The other fellows were simply astounded.

They stared at the fat junior, trembling and shivering
under the bedelothes.

He's mad " said Ogilvy,

*' Hydropheobia ! said Tom Drown.

" Been a ghost, Bunter 1
“Oh! Oh! OUb!" came guavering from under Bunter's
hedelothes.

Bulstrode grasped the bedelothes, and drageed them o,
Bunter clung to them desperately, and was dragged off, too,
and came with a bump on the Hoor.

“Oh! Ow!”

“ What's the matter, you young as3?” roared Bulstreda
angrily.  What do you mean by balting into me ¥

YOw! Oh! Bhat the door ™

“'What for, you blitherer?"

“ His g-g-phost”

" Ghost ! Whosze ghost **°

" Wharton's™

" What are you jabbering about *'2

O Wiz rocker,” zaid Hazeldene.,

The Faomous Four come into tne dormitory, and the
jeniors stared ar them.  Herry Wharton looked o little red
and dosty from & evele ride, but he did not look wmuch hke o

hical.

& Wharton! He's come back.™

“ Where have vou been, Wharton "

“ What's the game?"”

* What's Bunter raving aboot 7™

* Keep off 1" shrieked Bunter. 1 {]idn'tlﬂn it !
male you ga info the cave. It was only a jape.
help your getting drowned.™

* Drowned "' gasped Bulstrode.

“Ow! (Ow! [Help!”

Bulsztrode grasped the fat junior and shook him.

* Bhut up, you young chump " he said angnly. " You'll
have the prefects here in a minute. What makes you think
Wharton s a ghost

Bunier was recovering from his terror a little, as he saw
that the other fellows treated Wharton as if he were made
of flesh and hlood.

YIsn't it a gog-phost P he gasped.

YO course not, you ass !V

“ Ha, ba, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.

Bunter prew crimson with indignation.

“You rotter!” he panted.  You—vou told me Wharton
wasa drowned in the cave—

“ 1 didn™t,” said DBob Cherry. 1 said 1 wouldn’t icll the
fellows he was drowned, and { didn’t.”

“Ha, ha, ha!t”

*“The ha-ha-ha-Malnesza is terrific.”

“{Jh, really, Cherry e

“What dees it all mean 7' asked Hazeldene, mystified.

Harry Wharton laughed,

“ I've been over to Uourifield to see aboif the footer mateh
there,” he zaid. ** They kept me for the cvening. Buntor
thought I was lying st the bottom of the fissure in Lhe
smugelors’ cave. Ho gobt me into a fix there, amd scodiled
off when the tide eame in, leaving the other fellows to help
me ount. We had a jolly narrow escape. A lot that fat rotier
cared, too. He thought I was drowned, and only thought
of geiting my pia out of the cupboard in the study as 1 wus
drowned.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—" .

“ Hhut up, you worm ! said Harry angrily.
how vou would take 1t if 1 were drowned, now,
bounder ! Get to bed, and shut ap ™

“I—T knew it all along——"

“ What "

“1 knew it all aleng,” said Billy Buanter. 1 Lkrew the
(‘-I‘l;tl}}H-T.T'EI'EI stuffing me up, you koow., 1 just let them do
it."

I idn't
I couldn't

2i

ST know just
You fat

“ My hat ! ejaculated Bob Cherry,

Bunter smiffed,

“Of course, you thourht vou were faling me 0" he o ;
“and, of course, vou weren't. You'd have to per oup ally
carly in the worning ta pull the wond over oy eves”
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* You—you—-="

“1 knew it all glong, I zaw it all from the first.”

“My only hat!" said NMugont. = Of all the fibbers—""

* 0h, really, Nugent—-=="'

“ 1 jusk pretended to take Wharton for a ghost, to keep
up the joke, you know,” Billy Bunter explained. *° Funny,
wasn't it? Ha, ha, ha !

Tiwe chums simply stared. They had not expected 1hiz cven
of William George Bunter,

C U 0Oh, you can’t take me in ! said Tunter, 1 thought I'd
just fool you to the top of your bent, that's all.”

" You—you—"

" And so you pretended to be frightened, did you T asked
Bulstrade.

" Yos, certainly.”

“ And you came bolting into the dorm. just to lcep it up,
I supposs ?*"

:: Fxnetly,” said Dunter, with a nod.

And vou-biffed into ine, I suppose, just tn keep up ap-
earances ! gueried DBulstrode, with a dangerous gleam 1o
103 oVes.

* lxactly."

**Then, _‘l:n.' Jovp—""

“I-I didn't mean just that," stammered Bunter, dodging
round his ‘bed as Bulstrods made a rush at him, “I--1 -1
meant ——"'

]2

“I—I meant I—I dide't de it to keep up appearances,”
velled Bunter. * That's what I really meant to say, vou
now.,"” o

Bulstrode cornered the fat junior between two beds, and
collared him,. AE that momen! Wingate came inio the

dormitory.

”rI\-r_'nE in bed yett Halle, Bulstrode, bullying again, I
seo '

¥ [-—"" began Bulstrode.

“ Let Bunter alane.”

Bulstrode obeved.

“ You'd better get in quick,' said Wingate., “I'll como
vack in two minutes, and I shall bring o cane with me.”

The hint was enough.

When the captain of Gresfriars looked into the dormitory
two manutes later, all the Bemeve wore in bed.

ITe grinned ns he extinguished the Lshe,

Y Good-night, lids '

Y Good-night, old Wingafe '

The door closed,

‘Lhon the voice of Dilly Bunter was: Leprd.

* I say, you fellpws—""

““ Oh, shut up, and let's go to sleep ' growled Rob Cherry,

“ Yes, pnly you see—"

“Ring off 1

“Iim hungry™

“* Cheeae it 1"

“If Nugent likes to give me the kev of the cupboard, T
o down and got the pork pie and the eele now.™

" Aren’t you afraid of sering a ghost in the study *™ ashked
Nugent. And there was a genersl chuclle.

“ Oh, reallyv——  Look here, I'm hungrey, you koow, and as
1I:"|:|'IHT'|."{5]‘|'H not drowned, I don’t zes w h].' I should o hungry,
OFf course, T was 30 eut up that I couldi’t eat, bat now

“'Why, you said just now that vou knew all aleng, that ha
wasn't drowned ' exclaimed Bob Cherry.

8o I did,"” =said Bunter prommptly,

“Why, yvou awful Ananins——""

*“ What I really meant to say wos—""

Bob Cherry sat up in bed.

“1 don’t know what vou reatly weant to say,” he re-
muorked, " but this is what 1 really mean to say—that if vou
say another word I'll pet out of bed, and throw a jur of
water over you, That's flat !

There

Bob Cherry's tone showed that he meant husiness.
was an indignant grunt from Billy Buntar's bad,
But the fat junior did not say another word.

[T ="

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Question of Clothes |

'*[ EHF[:F'SE you chaps are going to Le decent about
1,
Billy Duantar rade the remark.
He made it with an injured expression, as he came
into Mo, 1 Study about fea-time Ehe noxt day.

Frank Nugent was clearing beolts and papers off the table,
preparatory to laying the cloth, and [‘fl.i.l'['Bﬁ Jamspt Ram
Sinpgh was making toast,

“ About what?' asked Harry Wharton.

* About this Chlf House affair.”

* What affair?’ asked Nugent innocently,
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Bunter snorted. . ) ‘

“ ¥ mean the enlertainment on Friday evoning.” .
N“ DI::{_ I see! Lot me ses, you're going, aren’t vou?"” said

wrent,

‘F‘E'::m jolly well know T am! I've got to do the entertain.
ing for a large and distinguished company of guests. It's a
bore, but I'm going to do it.”

** Noble Bunter!™

“(Oh, don't rot!" said the fat juntor peevishly., ' Look
!]l??'['ﬂ, the question is, are you chaps going to be decent about
It I'I‘

“Wao've nothing ko do with it, that T know of,” said Harry
Wharton. * Nobody at Greyfriars 13 asked to the entertain-
ment. It's for srown-up peopla.'

“1 know that, and T don't know whether 1 could take vou
fellows, anyway. You ses, it will be rather a distinguished
company, and you fellows—well, of course, vou're all right
hera, but I don't know whether [ could answor for you in
distingunished company. You don't mind my speaking
plainly.”

** My hat#* - !

“ But what I was thinking of is this, about keoping up
appearances beforo the CLiff Houss mqpf&. I suppoze you
don't want me fo go over there in rags.’

T osuve T don’t care," said Harry.
nat thinkine of doing so0."

“Well, T don't know exactly about rags," said Bunter
“What I mean is, a fcllow ought to go in evening-dross.
Owing to a disappointmant about a remittance from a titlml
relation, I haven't been able to gﬁt my new evemmg rig-out
'i‘his; term, and unfortunately T ha already givon away my old
ot.

“ Awfully anfortunate !

“ Bapocially as vou never had any," romorked Nugent.

Oh, really, Nupont—""

“ What on carth's the road of Abbing to us, whon wo know
all about it?" r]nma,nderf Mugont. * Don't wo know that
you've never pone anywherd in evening-dress without bor-
rowing thoe things?" 2

“ The last time I borrowed anything,” said Bunter, leaving
that matter undiscussed, ** there was a rofton fuss sbout 1t.™

“ Mo wonder! You'd split anybody's things with your fat
carcase,” said Frank uncoremoniously. ** You never asird
permission, aither.”

“ Look lrere, aro you going to ba decent about it? I can
make Wharton's evoning clothes do, with a little letting ount,
and T can manase that with the help of the Friardale tailue™

Wharton staracd. .

“ And what am I to do when I want them myacli ! he soid.

“ Oh, I suppose the tailor could let them m again

“Well, of all the conl cheek " satd MNugzend. .

“1 don't sea it I supposs you wanb a fellow from {las
stody to make a respectabic apprarance,  T'm thinking of
hronour of the anlmuii. That's a matter vou fellows never seon
to tako into consideration.”

They could only stare.

“ Am I to have the things or nef?"” asked Dunter. " T sup-
pose I can't go over to Chif House in shabby etonz, and show
Grrovfriprs up!”

“T dave say Groyiriars could survive ik said Nugont,

¢ Oh, renily——"

“ YVou can kave my seeond best lob, iF you Lke," said ITarcy,
aftor a pavso.

Bunter sniffoed.

“ Wow, that’s just like you, Wharton, You think becauso
a chap hasn't s much monoey as you have that iw's got no
proper pride. I'm not the sort of fellow to wear anybod:y's
old r:ln::-tilless. I hope!” _ 1

“ You—vyou fat bounder! Do you think I'm going to it
vou alter and cut up my now ciothes?" domanded Whartan

“ But surely vou'ro

indignantiy, e .
“7 think vou might be decent for onoe, on a special ooca.
sion liko this. It's not often that I ask a favour, I think.™

*f Bomething wrong with your thinker, then," said Mugonl

“ Liook here, Wharton, am [ to have the new thinpgs or
not?’

“ Not!”

¥ Oh, really E

¥ The old sutt i3 a jolly pood one, and T should have worn
it & term more at loast mysell,” said Harry. ** You oughi
to Lo jolly glad to get it. You'll spoil it in altering, and in
any casa, you know you'll stick to it. That's enongh."

“0Oh, I suppose I«an make it do," said DBunter. * ['m
accustomed o mearnness in this study."”

“ And the study’s accustomed to meanness in you, Bunty
aaid MNugent. * Whon thay opon the new study in this pas.
sage, I shall maks a spocial request bo the Head to have you
shoved mto it."" )

“I'd like to see how this study will get on without e,
that's all. VYou say I'm to have the evening clothes, Wharton.
Of course, they'll want a lot of altering to At me."

T el




“ T imagine £0," assenfed Havey, with 3 disparagig glance
Lt the fat, stumpy figure of the Owl of the Remove,

“ 1t might be more satisfactory to have an entively new
suit. I could got o regular rig-out for fve puineus”

* Can you E&t the five guineas, thoupgl ¥

“ Well, perhaps, by using my influence I could menage it
for three ™

“Jally good e, M Youn ean afford it
heartily.

Bunter granted.

“ Well, pechaps [ can make the old things da with altermg.
Mo objection to the tailor coming here to do the work, |
puppoga?’

** None at all, if he doesn't hother us.  Ie'll want paying.”

“* That's my business,' zaid Billy Bunfer loftily. ** You can
worry about that when I ask you to, Wharton.*

“ That won't be long, I expect.”

* 1 shall want a dress ehirt,” said Bunter. * Your dress
shirts fit me very well, Nupent, I suppose vou'll have one
to lend me?”

* 1 suppose so.'"

“1 think I ought to wear some diamond slwls, T yvou
E_linﬁ}limldtﬁs woultd lend me lis diamond studs if T adkod

i ?

“ Better asl him.”

“ Waell, he's such an ildempered beast, T could manage
with plain gold ones, pevhaps, if you will lend me yours,
Wharton."

* Anything else?' osked IMarry vesipnedly,

“ ¥Yes T shall want your shoes,  And look here, T'vn Locn
thinking that on the occazion of a special entertainment, an
eyeglass wounld look betier than spectacles,  What do you
think ¥

“ I think it's time to wake the tea.

“1 was talking about eyveglasses”

“You can go on if vou like.”

“ Don't you think an everless would be more effective. T
rather faney miyscll in an eyeplass, too. I tried one on when
I was visiting a titled redation of wine last vace., amd it suited
me.  An eveglass always soits an aristoeratic ¢ast of counten-
anee, "’

*“ Ha, ha, ha!™
" Blessed if 1 can see anything to eaekls ar. The guestion
15, whether anybody would lend me & couple of guineas for o
short time to stand the expense of it. I could return tho
money next week '

* I =houkl inguire, if T were von,” said Wharton., ** You
won't get it in this study, but there may bo fellows simply
dving for a chance to lend you two gumeas"

“ Perhaps 1'd befter go i the spectacles.  After all, an
eyegln-s would be some trouble,  About cash——"

* Butier the toust, Bunter!™

Al rieght.  About cashee=="

“ And buck up!”

* I'mm bucking up.  About enshe—-

* Blonter paste, Harey ™'

* About cash T

“ Pass the sardines

" About cash—-"

“ Naw, I think you've talked quite enough, Bunty,” seid
Nugent. ** Give us a rest while we have tep,”

*1 was going to say——"*

“AWell, don’t ™

“ About eash, T shall want—"

* Let's hear about the footer arvangements with Clourtficld,
Harry.”

* Clertainly

“ About cash e

" W ]]Tn;,r them on Saturday, T suppose??

“Yes; kick off at half-past two.”

* About cash—'

" Shut up !’ voared Nugent.

" Yes, but about cash "

“If he says another word, Inky, lend me a hand to dling
him out!"

“CUertainfully "' s=aid the nahob cheerfully.

And Bunter slowersad zmd devoured his ten in silenece.
The question about cash was not scttled that evening,

pEE
r

anid Wharton

The kettle's boiling. ™
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter’s Tailor.

HE Ow! of the Remove had never been celebrated for
T his modesty.,  Ile had always had an excellent opinion
of himself, and had never been slow to show if. With-

out having any qualifications to beast ahout, he Ll
alwavs ywanked, But now that he really had scraething to
tewmd  his pretensions upoen, his swanking  was astouwnding:
The fellows had thousht that Bunier was pretly neor the
lipsat befare,  But they found theat ihey had been wdstaken.
The Tl possabalitios of Boanter as o swanker had never Lo
rerv sl G theno GfF noaw.
Tux Macwer Liskany.
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Bunter had been specially asked to CIHY House to endevlain.
He had been requested by the Head to oblize. His powers
as an cntertainer had been acknowledzed i public.  And
after that, Greyfriars, large establishment as it was, seemed
searcely large enough to hold William George Bonter.

He swelled visibly.

His rolling walk took on a new strut, and he Jooked dovm
through his big spectacles patronisingly at the Henwve, tio
;ﬂ?.’ia in a tone of lofty condescenzion even to fellows in the
"ifth.

ITis self-=ntisfaction was so greal, that b seeed (o oose
like oil through the pores of his skin.

If Bunter had been insufferable before, he was doubly aed
trebly insufferable now. Ile filled up MNo. 1 Study with hini-
self, and gnything that wos soid with a view to putting himn
in his place he chose to aitribute to persomal jealousy.

“TI'm sorry you fellows can't come,” he would say, with a
patronising wave of his fat hand. ' But it's no good cutting
up rough about it, You wouldn't take me to Chiff House to
sea the pirls the other day, and T accepied it with quiet dig-
nity. That's what you fellows oughi 1o cultivate—quiet dig-
nity and independenco. Ty the way, I shall Lave to bhave
gome cazh, you know i "

*0Oh, cheese it!"' said Nugent, m dispust. " And if you
don't grow & Tew sizes smaller when you eome milo this study,
you'll get the vrder of the boot.” _ .

“The orderfulness of the esteemed hoot will bhe tereific.”

“Oh, I say, you fallows, you ought to keep this roticen
jealousy witlnn bounds, you know! -Gf course, 1 expect envy
m this study——"

ik u’”t’ ﬁut!”

“Oh, I'll get out! I don’t want to stay bere and be jowed
at. by envious and jealoua bounders?”’ ]

L f-rlnw do we stand that chap 7 Nugent would usk, looking
round.

And Hurree Singh and ITary Wharton would have to
confesz that they gave it up.  How anybody could stand
Bunter was o mystery,  Yet nothing would have vradicated
from DBuanter’s mind the firm belicf that e wos a popular
fullow,

He was never to blame for anything, of eowr=e, I anybody
found fault with hing he atteiboted the fault-finding to personad
jealousy, and was pecfectly satisfied that it was s, As Bob
Cherry had remarvked, it was quite impossible to pet thecegh
Bunter's thick bide, and he hwl miven up tryine.

Among the other trials to which the Remove {ellows wora
subjoected at this time was the constant ventriloguial practice
Bunter thought it necessary to indulge . AL various thnes
the Remove passoge resounded with snoris, groans, gases,
and sgueaks, and i anybody objected to the notse, DBunter
wanted to know whether ho wished the cotertainent at Chit
House to be o foilure. )

Wo. 1 Study was the scenc of the greator part of this
practice, and the chums of the Remove were driven frow ther
own guariers by it .

They foreed Bunter 40 be quict at meghimes, but at other
tines they took refuge in the common-room, and let Lim have
the study to himself, _

The tailor fvom Friordale came to the study, oo, o da Le
sltering for Billy Bunter, and was busy there for hours 2t o
e

To alter Wharton's clexant clothes to suit the tubby fimnre
of Buntor waos not easy, bot the tailor managed W, and oeade
a protty pood sueeess of the matter, and on Friday he finastaal
the I:..En.-gl-;} working with Bunter in the astudy, after worniog
s hifol,

11illy Banter tried on the elothes, and called do b chunes of
the Remove to ask their opinion,

Fhey were cortainly tight 0 pleces; buat, oy Nugent sond,
El.nythim; but o Aowr-seck would have been tipht spen By
Bunter,

“II'.Iun-w do I look?? asledd Bunter, strutting swep and dovwn the
stucdy,

“ Much the same as wsaal,” said Frank, Lok a bareel
rolling about on & couple of fat pegs.'”

(M, really, Nugent— —7

“It's all vight,” seid Harry Wharton,  *° Mind von den’d
burrst :u'l:.r'n']u'-rn_, thicet's awll.  Yaonud"ol Betbers yieel Bisiva- abiy efilaE
to-day.™

.- ”_;l_, La, ha !

“Thank you very moeln 3o Twiddles" said Bunter
“You'll let e Lhave your bill -ev—lates, wont yon?™

“I'va broaght it with e, sie,"” said Mreo Tendd)es,

* Leave it on the tabbe sl von?™ sannd Raoter, 2 1 ciald
vom a prostad-order tlhis evenange”

* Alpein !

1 suppose it owill he all rishi o 1 ogerd ven a pesfalonder
vzede priva bl fo snse e Foon e pasetiner orpe This oy endng, aind
ieowill =i e tipee o J osemsld at d:in-l'tl}r ATTIS CPRR T H T
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*Good afternoon, Mr. Twiddlea!™

* The fact is—""'

“Was that the dinnor-bell " said Buntor, with an appealing
glance nt Wharton.

* No. it wasn't,"” said Hurry.

1 think I hesied ig 1™

Quite a mistake,” said Nugent, glancing at his watch.
#18's ten minates to dinner vet,”

o Abem!™ said Mr, Twiddles. * My account
y I'd better g::n and got thess things off now,” said Bunter.

Leave wour bill on the table, Mr. Twiddles. Don't fovgat,
I]ﬂ-“lr like to bay up my accounis ?rnnljlﬂj'.”

he bill's receipted, sir!™ said  Mr. Twiddles,
BHEALES,

i ﬂh !n

“8o I should be obliged with the eash now,” said Mr.
Twiddies.  * It's sixteen ghillings and threepcnce, Master
Bunter. Very reasonable, T am sure,”

"_li}h, afl right!"" said !Buntar, with & resizned mie.  #If
you'd prefer to have the cash now, Mr. Twiddles, I'm sure it's
guits immaterial to me."

f you don't mind, Master Dunter.'
Y Hand me my jacket, will you, Nugent ?"
Nugent handed Bunter bis jacket. Billy made an elaborate
eremony of going through the pockets in scarch of money.
he chums of the Remove, who knew perfectly well—as well

es Bunter—that there was no monev there,” watched him
euriously, in silenco.

“H'm! It's not here,® said Bunter.
trousers.™

Wharton handed over the trousers,

Bunter searched through them with the same result. e
looked puzaled,

I suppose you don’t know where I laid tlat soversign,
Wharton *" he said.

" What sovercign 7"

*The one I had this morning.”

“1 didn’t know you had one.”

:‘ Oh, really, Wharton—-"

*In fact, I'm jolly sure you didn’c!” assid Wharton
mercilesaly,

. “’_ I—T1 must have left it in—in the dormitory,” said Bunter.

Upon the whole, Mr. Twiddles, [ had better sond vou a
postal-order i

Mr. Twiddla's juw sct very squarcly.

“I'd prefar the money now, sir,” he said.  *“ As a matter of
fact, I've got o little account to meet to-morrow myself.”

Bunter made an ivritable gesture,

" I'm afraid it's impossible.  T've mislaid the last sovervign,
and I den't get my weck's remittance till Saturday.”

Bunter's tone certainly did not convey that his weel's romit-
tance amounted to cxactly one shilling every Saturday.

Mr. Twiddle's jaw seemed squarer than ovor.

“I want ilw money now, if vou please,” he remarlked. He
knew DBunter! There was an old account alveady, for which
Mr. Twiddles had never beon able to get any satisfaction,

" Well, I suppose one of you follows can lend it to me** said
Bunter. " I'll et you have it back out of my remittance
to-morrow ™

* Bubtract sixteen shillings and threspence from one shilting,
and how muoch will you have Joft?'” said Nugent, as if pro-
puundm’]z i thh*m in mental arithwetie.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, really, Nugent! As a matter of absolute Tact, T am
expoeting a postal-order this evening. It is from a titled
j'-:atqtmn of mine, and cannot be for less than a pound. Mr.
I'widdles, if yon care to take that, vou can have the whole
]Iu:mn:.l aod regard the theee-and-ninepense as intevest. [ think

canfot pay falrer than that”
~ L only want my due” said 3y, Twiddles, “and T want
i mow, please.”™
" Bettle up with him, will you, Wharton ¥ said Bunter.
I must get theae things off, or [ shall be late for dinnoe.”

* I haven't the money,” said Harry, * and I'in blessed if 1°d
settle such an acecount ﬁ:r you if I had, ¥ou ecould have gono
to Ul Howse in otons onite well™

* Oh, really *

* Iesides, vou said vesterdav that [ waso’t to warry about
the tailor's bitl™”

S T asked you,” saind Buntcer
said fill I asked vou®"

“Well, you can ask for a week, and it won't mnke zny
differcnce.™

“1 don't ace what's fo be done, then,' said Bunter. " ['m
short of money.  It's absurd, but you've caught me just at a
moment when 'meoshorl of woney, My, Twiddles,™

“ Bixteon shillings and threepence.” said the tailor—'fand
hard-earned, Master Bunter. B trouble yvou for it now."

Dot vou hear what I osaed 27

“ 1 don't care what vou said, Master Bunter.
me when T come thot it was {o be o cash job'’
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“* Ves, but owing to unforescen circumetances—"

Y Unforeseen cireumstances won't pay my rent, Master
Bunter. I'll trouble you for sixteen shillings and threepence.”

“ Won are o very anrcasonable man, Mr. Twiddles," said
Bunter, with dignity. * If you treat me in this manner, you
cannot expoct me to employ you again.'”

“ Which I'd rather not be employed if I'm not going (o be
paid,” said Mr. Twiddles, prowing rather execited.

“ M course, you will be paid in time."’

“That won't do.”

"It looks to me as if it will have to do," said Harey
Wharton bluntly. * You oughtn't to have trusted Bunter,
BIr. Twiddles. You've dealt with him before, and you know
his word's no good. Besides, in a cuso of debt, the ereditor i3
a5 much to blame as the debtor. A chap never wants to run
into debt unless e has no money, and if he has no money ho
fan:t pay hia debts, and the ereditor ouglit to know it. That’s
L TEA T T

“The logicfulness is terrific”

* ¥es, but Master Bunicr explained that you young gentle-
men were all in i, and that if he happened to ba short of
money you had promised to pay the hill, Master Wharton, as
you hj'c-:x:_anxi{rus for him te make a good appearance on this
CHOCEES IO

“ What "

“0Oh, really " murmured Bunter feebly. * I—I didn't put
it exactly like that, you know, Mr. Twiddles."

“ You awiul young spoofor!™

** Oh, really—"'

“And I've axpended ready money, too, and taken the food
cut of my children's moutha—-""

" Then you wore & silly aszs to do it said Nugent.  ** Still,
under the eircumstances, we'd better raize the money, Harry.”

I suppose 50,

“ A whipeeound,” said MNugzent, #fecling in his pockets.
“The worst of 1t is that there's no chance of getting a shilling
back from Bunter™

“I shall pay every penny,’
Y when my postal-grder comes.”

“ O, cheese g

Tho chums of the Remove ratsed ten shillings betwoean
thern, and landed it to Mr, Twiddles. ‘The six and three-
pence Wharton  promized to send on  Saturday—and as
Wharton's word was as pood as pold, Mr. Twiddles was quite
willing to take it.  And he departed, with the comforting
nssurance that if he over trusted Bunter agein, he could taks
the consaquonces himself.

“Will you fellows have this back out of my postal-order
this evenming 7" asked Banter, when the tailor was gone, ' or
shall I put it down to the necount®’

* 0Oh, shut up®' growled Hacry, who was fecling very sore
at losing sa much money, He had intended to have a litile
jollification in the astudy that evening, while Buanter was
away, and the idea had to be given up now,

Bunter hlinked ot him,

[ mean to repay the money, Wharton,
for me to accept it as a gift."”

“ Bhut up, T say!" shouted Wharton,

“1T'm not geing to shut upr. I koow your little game™

# Little game! What do vou mean ?"”

“You koow very well what T necan. You fellows lave
tried lots of times to foree me into a dependent position in this
way, and I'm not goinr to stand it," said Bunter indignantly.
“1'm onot going to aceent a gift of money from nn_vhm_l}-_
I'm going to pay back overy shilling when—when I'm in
funds. I've got every sihniline down that yvou fellows lave
ever lent me, and I hope shortly to be able to clear up the
wholp amount. Az to aillﬂwimz you to give moe money, that's
impossible, and I tell yon plainly that I'm not poing to have
vou undermining my independence.”

The chums wave him a loek that miglt have brought a

Lush to tle chieak of a stone 1mage.  1E had no perceptible
¢lfeet unon Dunter,

#Eo 1" puat this down to the account,” said Buntor,  anc
while T'm on the 5ll|:i:-:‘:l__ I snust Lay that it's ju“_\' miean of
vou, DBut I'm on my guard, that's all, and—"

He mot no furtber.

Three indignant vaire of hands seized him, and he was
bumped on the Aoor of ihe study with a bwey that teok lis
breath away,

“ There " exclaimed Nogent, “I—— Ohb!

Tiere was a sharp, splitting sound.

The tight evenmyg trovsers had becen wnable {o riesist tho
strain’ put upon them by the sedden bump,

They had given way! .

The threa chums rashed from  the stwdy roaring with
langhier, leaving Billy Bunter gasping, and twisting roond
in a vain endeavonre to see exoactly how much duomage had

Loon dome,

suid  Buntor with dignity,

It iz impessible

[la, ha, ha?!"'



THE SEVENTEENTH CRAPTER.
Bunoter Provides lor Unloreseen Circumstances.

UVRING sftornoon lessons that Friday, Billy Bunter
made it 2 point to be abeentminded aond carciess. It
showed that he wos thinking of the heavy responsibility
of the Chff House entertainment that had fallen upon

his fat shoulders. Buf Mr. Quelch was very patient with
hini. Bunter cscaped without any lines. As the Hemove
came out of the class-room, he tapped Wharton on the
shoulder.

| supEpsﬂ vou wouldn't mind seudding down to Friardale
on your bike for me, Wharton 7'’ he said.

“What for?"”

“To take those trousers to Mr. Twiddles
in them that will want sewing up.”

“Can't yow do it?"7

“0h, reallp—"

" Well, I'm jolly well not going to Frinrdale.”

*“1 think you might be obliging on an pecpsion like this,
Wharton, However, if you like to give me the haif-gcrown,
I will take them.”

“What half-crown "

“ Mr. Twiddles charges half-a-erown for 2 mend like that.”

" Beaff !

“Oh, very well, if yoa want me io go to Chff Ilouse In
rags amd tatters-—-—"*

“I haven't half-p-crown,” smid Wharton
“"You've cleared me out of money, Billy.
shilling leff.”

“Well, I dare say Mr, Twiddles would do it for a shilling,
nz it's o special case.  In fact, now I think of it, 1 remember
his having done a mend zomething like that for 2 shilling
onee before,”

Wharton placed the shilling in Billy Dunter’s fat palm,
and shook him off. A little later the chums of the Remove,
after some practice on the footer field, lnoked in at the
school shop for liguid refreshment, Dob Cherry being m
funds, and happening to know that No. 1 Study wore slony,
anied ﬂﬂblry connng to the rescuc.

They found Dilly Bunter there

The Owl of the Romove was slowly working his way
through a larpe plaie of tarts.

Wharton clapped him on the shoulder.

“You young spocfer! I uwnderstood you wore broke”

“Ho I am, Wharton.”

" Where did you get these tarts frome, then? Don't tel]
we MMre, Mimble s trosting vou, because 1 know jolly well
she st g

“ Master Bunter hag paid for the tarte,” said Mre Amble,

“You see, I—I had a shilling,” said Buntee.  # [—]
dvcididd that I shouwld be too tired for the entertainment
to-might if I walked fo Friardaele: and besides, on sccond
thoughts I considercd that I could do the mending guite as
well as Twiddles could. So in justice to myself [ thought
I had better expend my shilling 1o having & snack here, just
to keep up my strenpth.”

“Your ghilling!  Mine, vou mean,” cald Harry indip-
nantly, “ My inzt one, too.”

*0h, really, Wharten, I don’t scc how you make that out.
The shilling was = loan to me™

“Oh, it's no good talking to you!™ sajd Harry. T wish
there were an entertaimment at CLf House evers dax, and
yvou went to every one, and hadn’t time to come hewe™

Y Oh, really——""

“Oh, seat!”

Bunter finished hix tarts mmdignantly. The chums of the
Remove discassed ginger-beer, and Bunter camo over to
them when the tarts were gone.

“Jam tarts make you thirsty, don't they ¥** he remarked
easunlly.

“* Do they "' snid Bob Cherry.

“Yoes, rather! I suppose you haven't a bottle of ginger.
beer to spare.™

“Quite right; T haven't.”

“T'm pretty dey.”

“ Your eonversation is, anywav."”

b, really, Cherry ! Upon the whole, you know, ginger-
beer bucks a fellow up for giving o ventrilequial entertain-
ment, doesn’t it 77 3

“1 don't know,” said Bob Cherry cheeriuliy,
boen a ventriloguise''

RBunter blinked at him doubtfully,

" LU've got some sewing to do,"”” he remarked. “ You're
awlfully elever at sewing, Nugenr, You romember how well
you altered those costumes for the play we gave oncct”

“¥eu, 1 remembes.”

“1f vou would care to mend those trousers [or me—*

“ I shouldn't.”

*You are so—so neat, and——"

“ Thanks M7

Y oshould be willing to help you, of conree™

1] Rﬂi‘f‘ !n

"I othink you're very selfish. T sav, Wharten, will 1ou
ash Loniddes if he’ll Domed me hix dinmond etuds 7
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“ Ask him yoarsell.”

“Well, he's such an ill-tempered beaat,
might kick mo out®

*“Berve vou right.’

“*Oh, really—* .

“ Better' go and got changed, Billy.
for vou to start for CLT House,'' sal
“1 was just thinking about that,

to have a ginger, Cherry *"

i Nﬂ-.:l

“Oh! Well, about the eab to O Honse.” "

“0ab? said Wharton. **1¢'s not a guarter of an honr'a
walk, and it wounld take longer than that for a crb fo come
from Friardale?™ .

Y Woll, there's the look «f the thing, you know, There's
poing to be a decent entertainment—distinguished guests,
and all that sort of thing, and it wonld Jonk rotten snoaking
in on foot. A fellow with ry socin]l connections ought to
keep up o decent appearance.” . .

< Of, you'll never look decent, under any circumstanced,
Bunter,” said Nugent consolingly.

“(OOh, really, you know! Besides, the Hend wonld fele-
phone for a cab from Friardale, and it woundd be here an
time. The question is about the fare. Tt would only hf;
half-n-erown, von know, including coming from b riardnle.

“Rate '

“\Well, if vou're going to he mean-—-

Y Ringe off 17

5 | ti{:inh I ought to have a cah to UL TTouse. 1 knew
jolly well that yvou fellows want to spuil the whaoie iin_ng;;
from sheer jealousy, and 111 tell vou what ] think ahout 1,
anid Bunter warmlv. T think it's mean”

Harry Wharton looked harassed.

" Puanter, old man, vow've cleaned me ot to the last
copper. Do be veasenable, and give vs a I:!tl-- peade. _

T not talking to vou, Wharton,” said i}unh‘:r loftaly.
There was no need fo wiste politeness on Wharton, if he
was cleaned sut to the last copper, and Bunter dhid not wasto
any. ** But you, Cherry, vou're a deeent wort.

CPhank vow ! =aid Bob, so seornfully that it brought a
tinge of red even to Hilly Bunter's face.

“Well, I think } ought to have a ﬂ‘}}]'
pinny cat of my postal-order to-morrow. i

“ (th, vou can have the cab, but get off the nosial-order,
said Tob Cherey resignedly, ' We shall never hear the end
of it if vou don’t have the cab, T'1 stand it” ,

“Geod ! Theee shillings will he enough, and—- 3

“ Hali-a-crown 1"

“Well, there's a tip for the eabby, you know, I supposo
you don'l want e to treat an honest amd hard-working man
with dizgusting meanness” ;

AW ell, three bob, then; and now shut up, for goodne:ss
sake.”

“You haven't given me the money.”

“ 1" give it to the eabby when he comes.

O, really—7"1 -

#8hut up ! No ihree bobs-worth of tarts for you,

“1 dan't know that T can accept it on those terme It
would look, 1o the cabby himself, as if you couldn’t irust
me’

“Tion't accept i, then,” sand Bob.

“17m ! I ask Goesling to telephoue for the cab at
onco,” said Bunter, changing the subject. © "1 think-—ashem !
—-T think it might have cecarred to you fellows that 1 ought
to have a bob or 80 in my pocketl, in case of unfurrﬁr;-rn
expenses. It's rotten to go 1o an enter[m_mm:nt atony.

Bolr Cherry handed the fat junior a shilling.

“ Now get out ! he said :

i 'm! Upon the whole, it might be advisable {o Ir:n-lq:
snother snack, instead of—— Ow, ow, ow ! Deast! Yowl

Bunter departed from the tuckshop on the end of Hob
Cherry's boot.  Bob came back to his friends with a rather
flushed foce. |

Billy Bunter dizpensed with the snack. He did not care
to enter the teckshnp again while Bob Cherry was there,

e piet Bulztrode as he went to the School Huoise,

e ald on, Balstrode!™ he said, 1 sax, I'm slorting for
CRT Louse soon, to give iy splendid entertainment. Bob
Cherey's standing me o cab, but I=- think T eupht to have
n koh or two oo omy p:u-l‘.:-t, in caso of unloresoen expenses,
Dlon't vou think «o¥”

Yo, if vou can got it suid Bulstrode, with a gein.

Wl vou e such a generous ebap, Baldtrode—-

{1k, euat the oackle, nael Teerets the bob ™ sand Bulsbronde
radele, "1 suppose vou (b pester g (b yan et 3l

He threw o shilhing 1o Buuter, aod wallied one The I'E!t
j.;m'..nr Bdvedosel ot i, podd ppocketed thie shitkling, Bub=troale’s
manncr could wot be ealied Triemdiy or Batteriogg, bt oo

il was a <dalling, aodd Bunier wos net paetieulon

you know, ho

It's very near lime
Nugent,
Er—did you say I waa

LE]

'l pay ever¥
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Ho entercd thoe house, and ran into Alonzo Todd. IHe
caught the Duffor of Greviriams by the sleove.

**I say, Todd, old man, I supposs you know I'm going
to Chiff House?"

“0h, certainly, Buntor.™

* It's rather rough going to a plaee without a bob in your
pocket, in case of unforcscen circumstances, don't you
think®"™ said Bunter pathetically. s

Y ¥eg, indead!” E#Ed{ Alonza., I really wish I could [end
yvou somo money, Bunter. My Uncle Benjamin— "

“A bob would do.”

“My Uncle Benjamin alwavs impressed upon me to belp
the neody whenover T could, anda T am sorry that T have no
moncy, vog know. Why not ask Bulstrode? Ile had thirty
shillings this morning Yrom his uncle in Manchester., T saw
hiwt showing it to the [ellows"

“If vou could manage a tanner—*

I'm ao sorey——""

* Look hpre, a threcpenny-bit—"

“ Bo sorry, but-—-"

- ¥ Oh, rats! I can't waste time standing here {alking to
vou, Todd. Blessed if I ever met such a Frightful bore.”

And Banter rolled on, leaving Alonzo Tedd leoking very
much surprised. Ile caught Wun Lung, the little Chinee,
on Lhe stairs,

* [ say, Wun Lung, old fellow !'* said Dunter affectionately.
“T'm going over to CHff House, vou know, and it's rotten
going to & place with nothing in vour pocket, isn’t it ?"

“ No savvy,” said the little Chince softly.

“You see, a chap ought to be provided in case of unfore-
seem expenses.  If vou could lend me a couple of shillings

i Nﬂ S-‘I:I"I."'I.':I."”

“ A bob would be very uwseful, old chap.”

““No mavvy." '

* Look here, Wun Lung, you might lend mo—"

* No savvy™

“It's rather an important occasion, old fellow., T wouldn't
ask you if it wasn’t; you know I'm not a Lorrowing soct,
But if you could lend—-""

 No savvy."

“Oh, you stupid heathen rotier, blessed if T know what 1'm
wastin .t.'irmﬂ on you for!"” said DBunter. *“Get out of my
way, do!

Wun Lung chuackled as Bunter rolled on. He did not
“savvy,” ‘but he scemed to find something very amusing in
his descent from an old chap to a heathen rotter.

Bunter looked in at No. 13 in the Remove passage, whore
Marlk Lioley was busy on a Greek exercise. The Lancashire
lad looked up.

“ Could you ﬂhlfrze ma with a bob till to-morrow morning *"
askad Bunter. *““I'll let you have it back without fail out of
my postal-order."

Mark shook his head.

“You know I am poor,” he said. “T can't afford to give
‘ou -a shilling, Bunter, and you know you never repay a

an.

*Thia ts a apecial occasion. T'm going over to Clif HHouse
to give an cntertainment, and it’s rotten going to a placo like
that without a cent in your pocket. I think you might
manﬂ{;e it for once, Linley, 1 #o really.”

Linlev drew & slulling—one of the very few he had—from
his poclict.

“Very well,” he said, “I hope you will repay this,
Bunter."

“Out of my postal-order,” said Bunter, slipping the shilling
into his poclket. “ It may not come till Monday, perhaps,
but you shall have this back when it does come.”

Mark's eyes dropped on his work again. Bunter rolled out
of the study. There was no gratitude in Bunter's loola, or
in _his heart.

“ Rotten factory bounder,” he muttered. * Fancy his
darving to doubt the word of a gentleman—mea! This is what
comes of letbing the lower classes into a decemt school to mix
with feliows like me! It's not good for them!™

And the reader will agree that it could not possibly be
pood for anybody to mix with Billy Bunter, though that
was not exactly what Billy meant.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Goes.

[LLY DBUNTER mended the rent in the ovening
B trousers, and arrgved himself in them and in the rest of
the tailored garmenis, to his great satisfaction. They
were a tight fit, but that emly made them show off the
graceful curves of his figure—so Bunter considered. Nugent's
white shirt looked brilliant upon him, adorned as it was with
Wharton's gold studs, and Hurree Bingh's handsome slecve-
tinks. Many articles from various quarters had  been
borrowed to complete Bunter's outfit.
Tar Maower Linnary.--Neo. 140,
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It wns very enrious how Bunter succecded mn borrewing all
theo things he wanted. Many fellows who never lent things
to others lent them to Bunter, whom they lilksd ldss than
anybody else. DBunter had reduced borrowimmg to a fine art,
as a matter of fact. Arraved in his borrowed plumes, he sur-
veved himself in the glass, and was satished. -

** Not very often they have a chap like me at a girls' school
entertainment,” e muttered. It will be a treat for them.
M,\"“\‘-'ﬂrd, won't the fellows be jecalous when they see me
go !

Billy Bunter had asked Geosling to telephone for the cab
from the village, and the vehicle was expected every minute
now. Bunter put on Wharton's dress overcoat, which was
rather a tight fit across the shoulders; but, as Dunter said,
it would do, azs Wharton was too sclfish to let the tailor alter
it, and pay him for dong so. . o .

Ogitvy’s hat, too, had been called into requisition. Ogilvy
wiag well known never to let anybody touch his Gibus hat, vet
ite had ‘lent & to Boanter. It was ratiier small for Bunter,
and, indecd, secemed to be perchied on top of his very fat
head ; but Bunter was pleased with the offect. Owing to the
general meanness In No.o 1 Study, he was still wearing hia
spectacles instead of a two-guinea monocle.  Dunter had
offered to attempt to get an eyeglass for o guinea, and even
for half & guinea, if No. 1 Study found the money; but thoy
hadn't done so. Bunter said he was used to this sclfishness,
He descended, looking quite gorgeous.

Ialf the fellows lad gathered in the Lall to see Lim off.

“ Here he 18" said Russell

“Hurrah !

Bunter blinked at thoem. Skinner and Bulstrode were
whigpering and grinning as they waited for the cab to
appear. ﬁu]stmde roped in his pocket, and showed Skinner
half-a-zovercign, and they both chuoekled. The half-sovercign
wssed into Skinner's possession, snd 3kinner -stepped out
into the Close,

Thers was a rumble of wheels

“ Here comes the cab!™

“ o it, Bunter.”

“ On the ball, Fatty,"

1 say, you fellows—""

“ Bravo, Bunter!™

T may, you fellows, it's raining! One ot vou might hold
an umbrella over me while I got in, you know." ]

“ Cartainly,” said Bulstrode. " * I should be awfully sorey if
vou got wet. I'll doat, with pleasure.”™

“ Thank you."

Bulstrode® handed Bunter to his cab as if he had been a
lady of the most fragile description, hﬂldin‘?; an umbrella over
him earcfully. Bob Cherry handed the fare to the cubby.
Bunter leaned back 1o the ¢ab, and blinked at the erowd of
juniors in the lighted doorway..

“ Good-bye ! he said languidly. * Sorry 1 can't take any
of you Iﬁilnwa, but—alem !—distinguished company, you
koow. A fellow has to be carelul. Drive on, cabby.”

The cabby dreve on.  Bkinner jumped up on the box
beside hitn, and drove away with him. The Hemovites were
left ataring.

“* My hat!”" said Ogilvy. ‘'*The cool check of him!™

“ The cheakfulness i terrifie I

“ What's your little game, Bulstrode? What did it matter
if the fat bounder got wet?” demanded Elliott.

Bulstrode chuckled. _

“Heo'll get wet enough before he geta to Clilf House,'' he
replied.

“How do vou know?"

Bulstrode replied only with a chuckle,

“ But why should he get wet, in the cab?™ asked Harry
Wharton.

“ Suppose the cab had an accident ¥

* An accident 7" : ’

“Yes, Suppose it were to be upsel in a diteh, for
inafance ¥

“ YWhy should it be?"”

“ Well, it might happen.” ,

And Bulstrode declined 9 say any more on the subjeet,
But he had said quite enough.  There was a geaceal chuckle,
and the Bemovites waited for what would happen.

Meanwhile, the cab rolled out of Greyfriars gates, and
took its wav along the darli and windy road towards Chiff
House. The rain was descending in a thin drizzle, and ihe
wind dashed it against the ginss windows. _

aSxinner pulled his overcoat about his cars as he sat beside
the driver. He was talking to the latter in low tonea
Bunter did not oven know that he was on the cab.

“ You've gob vour fare?" said Skinner.

“ Yes; Master Cherey paid me in advance”

“ Bunter owes vou a fare from the beginning of the fevim,
dossn’t he¥™ : s S -

“Oh, T sha'n't get that " said Mr, Pilking.  “I've give up

b s



expacting it. I wouldn't take Master Dunter withont the
fare paid in advance.” .

“Ti's jolly easy to vet upsel 10 a lane like this, in the dark,
with a ditech on both sides™ 2aid Skinner,

“1 s'pose zo, Master Skinner.”’

“ 1t might happen without damaging the cab,

It might.”

“ How much does Dunier owe you ¥

" Four shillings, Master Skinner”

i Hulp'rmﬁe & nﬁa]} was willing to pay 1t for him 7"

“Td be very glad,” said Mr. Filking, becoming very
respectiul, “Tve got a wife and family to keep, And the
tinie Master Dunter had my cab, Master Skinner, I missed
& three-bob passenger in taking him.”

“ Just ke Bunter! Leok Lheve, Mr, Pilkine, if wou ahould
hiappen to upset Banter in g diteh, 1 know o ehap whe'd pay
that foeur bob, and 2z bob gver™

My, Pilkina whistled.

“ O, come, Master Skinner 17

“1t's a fact! OFf course, an accident might happen on a
dark night !

“Of course,” agreed the driver.

“And hali-a-govereign ien't to be sneczed att”

" Not by a pore man with a wile and family,”

“ And Bunter will never pay you lumself.”

“That he won't.”

“Well,” said Shkinner briskly, "8 such a thing hkely to
happen? I can't come wvery farv, Mr. Pilkinz. Dot if Dunter
ret stranded half-way to CHff House, and your horse bolted,
and lie was left there, it would serve him right for not paying
Y (.

“That, it would.

“ And there's Lall-a-sovereign™

" Where "'

* Here !
the famp.
Vilkina 7™

* Werry likely, sin”

“Tf at's certain, here's the halisov,

“It's quite ceclain, Master Skinner”

** Here yvou are, then™

The half-sovereign wad stowed away imto one of Mr.
Tiking's capacious pockets, and Skinaer dropped off the box
wnd disappearcd., DBilly Buntor, quite unconacious of what
wis going on, reposed at his ease on the musty cushions of
the cab, and thought of his coming triumph at Chif House,

His drcam of triumph and glory was suddenly interrupted.

]

SBkinner showed a glimmer of gold in the light of
“ow, 18 Lhere hkely to be an geculent, Mr

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
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Billy Bunter gove a sudden jump. The four-wheeler

had bumped into & tree beside the lane, and Bunter

wan thrown forward. He jwnmped up, bis head knocking

apainet the roof of the eab, and Ogilvy's opera hat shut up
with sudden unoxpectedness.

"Oh! Qw! \‘E’hat‘a the matter? Help!?

Puarap !

Bunler opened the door of the cab, and jumped out. He
[orgot the rain for the moment. The tIJu.v,mprin,sr,: was too much
[or ins nerves,

The moment Bunter was in the roed, the horse bolted.
Whether Mr, Pilking gave it any assistance in the shape of a
louch from the whip, or whethér the horse was scared, we
cannot undertake to say,

It bolted.

Tue four-wheeler went whizzing down the road.

Bunter stood in the rain,

“Come back!” he roared. " Ow! Oh!
Come back 1™

There was no reply.

 PBunter had not got out of the cab, all wonld have been
waoll; and for once the fat junior lnd to suffer himself for his
peltroonery, without being able to lny it upon anybody else's
raoulders.

“ Come back ' he shneked.

But the rumbling four-wheeler wna gone,

“Oh, dear!™ gasped Bunter. “ The wvillain! Oh, depe!

Oh, dear, the umbrella’s left in the Leastly

You villan!

1" getting wet !
cab! Oh, dear!™

Tl rain ecpme down steadily.

Hunter's trousers—the trousers that had cavsed eo much
tiouble—were mnddy all over, and hig coat and head were
arippiege with ramn.  The opera hat had fallen off in the cahb,

b, dear?! Oh, dear! Oh, dear!”

Standing in the rain and mud, and saying ** Oh, dear,” diel
nof seem tooend matters,  Billy Bunter stavted towards Clift
House ot o ran,

Even in the dark he knew wlere he was, He was not five
winutes' walk from Miss Penclope Primrose’s school,

'I!L‘ van as fast s his little fat leys could carey han,
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e enme ot dust into the lights ot the mates of CHT 1lonse.
The windows through the trees were lighted up for conpany,
Vehicles were arriving, and there was a gencral confusion o
hacks and carriages and umbrellos and voees,

Bunter dashed up breathlessly. ,

The iron hand of the porter at the gate dropped upoen Lim,
ard swung him hack.

“Out of ‘ere you voung ragamuffin !

Y Fellow—— " . ;

“Get away, you young wagrant, or I'll mive you Im
shavge 1

2 T am-—

“ (et hoat ! . :

Bunter's appearance was certainly against Dim,  Mudd
and wet from head Lo Toot, his clothes deipping and draggled,
hig hair towsled, he eertainly did not look like o guest for the
evening. .

The porter was worried and hasty with the :I.'J?:.:II‘!i and il
thick-roming visitors and the general confusion. 1t was no
wonder that he had mo time to waste upon the muddy, dis
reputable fgure that had come out of thae gloon,

Vith 2 !;I-!.'l.'illg' af hisg arm hoe sent Dunter oul of the palca.
The fat junior staggercd baek out of the way of the horses,
blinking and dismayed,

“*(h, dear—oh, dear ! ;

e did not venture to return io the sttack. Tle realised,
too, that in his present state he was hardly it o give the
entertaimment,  Owing to the delay, he wag late already, and
most of the guesis had arrived. But there was yet time o
ecut back o Greyimars and change.  If the entertainment
were deiayed a little, that could not be helpoed.

The fat junior set out for Greyiviurs. By running all the
wayr and changing at lightning speed, and geiting acab aguin
somehow, he would manage to be in something like thme
He ran down the lane, and crossed the stile to take a <ho cut
through the ficlds. :

But taking a short cut after dark, in the rain, wos not
like taking it by daylight. Billy Banter splashed through wet
grass, and weeping hedges, and muddy ditches, and soon
lost all sense of direction. ;

It scemed to him Jiours and hours bufére he found himself
apon a high road apain, and was able to drag his weary iimbs
towards Greyiviars,

ITe: rang furicasly at ihe school gates, but Cosling was
ool 1. a hurt':,.r to come out in the ramn and: COpen them.

ite appeared al sy, after vepeatod ringings, and be almost
[esld duwn,,whqu he: saw Bunter.

Jiut Bunter did not, wail, Ile bolted across the Close, and
dasled into the hbuse. ' There were still some Bemaovites
waiting for him, aod their roar of loughtier drew ethers to the
a0t

p]'_‘;‘untnr canie ko the Ilg]tt.—-uﬂ awful Egur-:-.

Tl Removites gimply roared.  Billy Bunter stood, the
pieture of dismay. Fellows were gathering from all sides to
lank at him, and there were yells of loaghter at his appear-
ance that rang all over Greyfriars,

“Dear me!  Whar is this disturbapec?'’ exclaimed Mr.
Queleh, coming out of his study. ** Why—bless my soul !—ix
that Bunter*

“0Oh, really, sir——""

“Trear me! Have you had an acoident driving back,
Bunter ¥

UN-nnene, sir ! I—1 had an accident driving there, sr,”
stannercd Bunter.

Y Bless my soul 1™

1 I think I'd better change and go apain o

*Nonsense, Bunter, it s too lafe,” said Mr. Quelch. ' You
will find Miss Primrose’s guests departingg. You had bewter
write a letter of avology, and oo to bed.

Mr. Queleh went back into his study,  The fcllows shricked.
Billy Bunter made Lis way slowly up the stairs o the Remove
dlormitory. Half the 'F:'-“u'..'.'ﬂ in the Bemove had been g
to sorme loss h:f 1 "-1'|H:':IiijliiTI_‘_’: of Buntier's ath e ; bt 1..]':1::,' didn't
think of that just then, They sunply yoelled.

k]

Miss Primrose recoived Bunter's letber of explanation the
next aerning, at the smoe tnoe that Do, Locke receoived o
letter fromm Miss Denmrose, expresang ber surpese thak
Mazbor Bunter had not 4:]-|u.u'1|‘u{1 s Et’l'i‘ﬂ.lj_!_':l'l,l. The Boemave
Tawgeleed Board and lomg ovey the adventure of the CLIT TTowse
guecst who had not been wdmitted to Chff House, and after
the swank of Billy Buoter, noe one hed any syepathy
Lo waste upon ban, Awmd for some days afoer e CLE
House cotevtaimpent 1t was nodiocd  that, Willkon Gooppe
funter™s manner wias touch sewe zubdued-—in I‘:u-r, if sous
pearly & woek before be began to swank again hke the odld
Buntor.

THE L.
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INTRODUCGTIDN.

Stanley Dare, tiie Boy Detective is engaged by Miss Ruth Palgrave
to investigace a strange case. b P
—has quarcelled with his guardian, Jasper Mariowe.
Winfield had left homa, ]
purporting to come from Jasper Marlowe, begging the youug man return
and make peace, On his retorn he enters his guardian's room to find the
old man lying dead on the fdoar.
iz disbelieved and he is arrested
Stanley Dare sets to work immediately, and James Cooper—Joho Mar-
lowe's nephaw and successor—and 2 map pamed Fennimore become in-
volved in the diysters. L
pung detective, and ons wighe attack him and throw him down a wall,

tiss Palprave's flance —Geofirey Winfield

In the hieat ot angoer
but somte weeks latar had received & letter

Witen Winfield gives the alatim his story
far murder and commuitted for trial

Theze rwo men have thelr reasons for feacing tlie

ortuieately for Siantey Dare, Pralessor Macﬂudrgw rescines him, and
takes him to o farm labourec's cottage. The young detective regained consciousnsis absut an bour later, but MacAndrew would not

allow him to talk until he had had a sleep.

The ¥.gllance of tie Professor—A Hiding-Place for the
Documents—~1The Ebony Idel Disappears-—A Chase Through
Londoan,

A drought which Professor MacAndrew had preparvad tromn
sowe herbs amd given to the patient bad the desived offect,
and then the protessor composed himself for a fow hours nruch-
necdml rest humself, ,

1 wae- late in the afterncoon when Dare woke up. feelunr
afl the Latter for biz refreshing shunber. The farm labourer’s
wife brouglt Lim some beof-tea. and the professor sat by the
bodside. devoaring a chop which he had ordered for his own
dineer.

“Toll me all that has happened, old chap,™ said Darva, 51
remombor the murderer striking we down in the library, but
nothing after that.” :

*Tho murderer 1" exclaimed the professor. _

“ Y an rvoplied Dare simply,  * [le is passing himself off
as the nephew of the late Juspor barlowe, bot it was he who
tlll,ll'l;]-i_'r‘i-!-l]l hine.  All that is frmly impressed on my mind to
ihe oxclusion of evervthing elso abinost, except that we shall
hpve sore dilicalty in proving that Le i an nnpostor, 1 had
sovnred tho will and the death certificate of Marlowe's real
nopleew, but 1 suppose they are in that scoundrel’s possossion
oW,

Moy laddie, they re inomine,” said the professor. ** 1 followed
vau down to Elnwood. and was hiding in the grounds, when
1 saw the two envelopes come Hying out of the window ; they
dropped almost ot oy feel, and 1 promptly secured them.”

Ha then vwont: on to rvelate all that had happened afier-
wards, and as Le finished Dare clasped lam by the hand,

“Yeou saved my life, MacAndrew,” he said, T can't find
worid~ to thanlk von s

“Don't try 1o find themw, laddie" mtorcopled the professor
hastilv. " We undarstand eacl other without all that. But
thore's Just sumething ['d like ye to make a hit move clear to
me.  You said just now that the man whao ealls himself Jamoes
Coopor murderad Jasper Marlows. You have got somme renson
for saying that—some proof, I suppose?"”

» Reason enougl,” replied Dare, * bot not ensugh legal
proof at precsent to have bim arvesied. You may remonmibsey
Winlield's stateanent that he only wore that Borgia ving once.
beeaus=e it caused a sove on his finger which did not haal for
weaks ¥

“ I remember.™’

“You know the cause of the sore?"

“ Ay, laddie! I told yon the ring was a real Borgia, and
we may assune contains, or did contain, poison.'

“ Kxacrly. The gold had worn very thin, and an infini-
taaimal gquantity of the poison had soaked through—naotl
enoush to do any permanent injury to tlhe wearer, but enoucl
to cause an inflamnmmtion that would not be ensily mot vid of.
There is anch an inflammantion ot the hase of the nmddla inger
of the richt hand of the man who 1s passing bmseli off as
James Cooper,” said Dare, fomy eves had not baen lixed
so closely on that | might bove warded off his blow wlhen L
struck me,™

* Laddie, is that 507" cned the professor excitedly.
Linve line thon—we have him, sure enpugh!™

“ Yoz ha iz in the net,” rephed Dave:; * bub we havoe moci
to do ver ere the Bime will be cipe for deawing the moshos
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closa aboat i 5o that be connot escape. [ ocon see now,
altmgst w2 af | had bheen o resent, how she murder  wWils (-
wmitted. The Boegia ring still contuins podsen, which bs injected
wieder ihe skin by o riny needle worked by a spring.  Cooper
koes the properties of the vinge, and bad gamed possession of
thomster WinBeld auitted the Greanee,  Then he arranged an
wbmeview with Jasper Mariows on some pretence or other,
despatehed the lettor written with invisibis ink to Winlield
in London, and, choossing hizs tume with the conning of a
akilled evincinnl, sieeek Jasper Marlows hghtly on tho back
of the neck witle the pol-on ripg, causing almost instant
death,’”

“1 knew the meaning of that slight discoloration around
tha puncture at tho back of the neck,” said tha professor,
“and [ could have told those numskulls at the inguest that
thare was poison in the ecase, but they thought too much of
their own opinion to care for that of others. Bur wihat about
that ery for help and thoe shriek that young Winfield lward
just bofore ba Decame orconscious in the fibrary T

IR was mecossary o ralse the alarm, for those villams are
toa clever io leave onvtling to clianea” replied Dare. Tha
cry and the shrick wera done by CUooper and o confedornte”

“ft 15 as |:.|;|.:=\.1_.’_1.|‘|.]'!:|.f 0 oerlme and as c'l;lnnilt:.r o xcliemne b
theaw the blame on to an innocent man 2= aver I heard of 1
exciaimed tha professor

Thres days elapsed befove Dave was aols to bear the fatipus
of o jowrney up o Lendon, and then he wenl stralght io
MacAndrew's house, sending to lus offico for any letters that
lrht have come for Lim during hiis absence,

Tha will and the death certilicate of Martowe's nephaw, the
veal James Cooper, o perfectly penuine  docunent, wearn
Haced inside the ebony dol, From wiach the steel phial had
wen permanentiy removed,

“ Thev'll ba as safe there as anvwlers,” said the professor,
“oand wo shalt bove all the thines connectsd with tho cpso
tomather.  Tt's na woll to Lo corefnd m these madtors™

ri‘h-:r professor’s unwonted {it of cantion and care—TFor in his
own alfatez he waz a most carveless wndividual—led in this
instanes to dizaster.  Wien thoy aross on tha following
morning it was found (hat the house had been broken into
during the night, amd, to their dizmay, the ebony idol had
bean stolen. Tlhe mere loss of the idol irself would have bean
of little consequence, bat tha will and the death certifieato
ware in i, :l.nr.!l bud gooe, too, and that was a far different
miall=r,

*“ As notheng else has been stolen,” said Dare. it i3
avidently the work of the Cooper gane,™

“ Buot they could rot have known that wo lund socreied the
documenis in the image,” abjected tha professar,

“No. They were evidenily after the tdol only,”
the voung detective. ** But they wiil Al vnt st enongh,
vou may be sure. It iz a knock-down blow to us if we can't
recover the will and the certificats.”

“Tt was annountoed in the 'Saintbursy Herald,” {1 (o
bafore yesterday, that Mre. Joumes Usoper. of Fliowsalk, was
starting  thoe IZ!JI':I.-' for a shore holiday on the Continent,”
pursied MacAndeew,

v His Continentnl hescdey wili b Apent it Fowsdomn, [ oox.
peeck,”” s Dhre phesmirh e owrtl take care sedd Bo sbleww
hinsell where he s lihely to i Gnown”

[t hod occusred o Dace that ghe Shol luad been Lowghit
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originally from ome of the eurio dealers whe Ao business near
the docks in the East-End of London, so he made his way
that afternoon to the neighbourhood of Poplar to make a few
careful and guarded ingurries,

Alighting from the omnibus at the corner of the Kast India
Duck Road, he was proceeding along that thoroughfare in the
direction of the dock gates, when, on the opposite side of the
l"-"-’_-t'-}.‘, ho caught sight of & man whose face seemed familiar to
L,

A few moments of puzzled thought, and then he rementbered
wlho fellow was, It was the man who had attacked lhim
on the Saintbury Hoad on the mght when he lad first visited
Elmwood, and had come away with the idel in his possession.

" You are one of the gang,” thought Pare, “and, as you
tried to get the idol once before, it is more than likely yon
wade the second attempt last night; therefore you are worth
following.”

The fellow, whose name was Lueas, after walking to the
end of the road, shadowed by the young detective, who waz
now retrazing his steps, hailed & hansom from the rank, and,
Jung 1, was Emmt]y being driven off in the direction
uf the City. Quick as thought, Dare hailed 2 second hanzom,
and, piving directions to the driver to keap the first cab in
exrhit, staried on a chase that was to lead half across London,
and end in a manner that ho little anticipated.

Lueas stepped his cab opposite to a tobacconist’s in Fen-
churel Street, and purchased some cigars in the shop. Then
the cab proceeded up Lombard Street, past the Bansion
House, down Queen Vietoria Street, over Blackfriars Bride,
und eventually into the Kennington Road.

The cab pulled up ot a house a little way tevond the baths
ot Lthe right-linnd side.  Luieas did not alight on this occasion,
Lut o was presently joined by Coorer, and the liapsom
charied off arain, this e malone towards London Bridyo.
The mian who went by thoe name of Cooper was carrying a
sionkl parcel about the sme of the idol, but Dare was too far
ol to be able to distinguish the shape,

The end of the cab journey was at a wharl in Wapping,
from which the Antwerp steamers zalled. Cooper and Lueas
went on board.  Pennimore was alveady there waiting for
11,

“The Continental tvip iz not a myth, after all" thought
Frave. * Pedeving that T am at the bottom of the well, tﬁw
Pave, no doubt, theught it advisable to make themselves searce
i ease wny unplezsant inguiries are made about my diz
Hpaearanes,

Dscharginge his eabman with a liberal tip in addition to
B fare, he ioguired at tho wharf office when the steamer
wonld sail, ;

* Bix o'clock sharp, sie,” was the reply,

Fortunateiv, he hed enough money in his pocket to pay his
fee to Antwerp second-class, and leave a hittle cver. llaving
obtained hiz pasesage-ticket, he found that he had an hour
10 spare belove the boat started, so he utilised the time in
parchazing a rough suit of clothes and a soft felt hat from »
socond-hand clothes dealer, fromi whom he alqa oltamed n
hattered leather bag for a small sum, in which to pack the
carments that for the time being he had discarded. With o
mufller round his threat, his coat-collar turned up, and the
soft hat pulled well down over his eyes, he would escope
recognition by the men he wes shadowing.

He had neither the means nor the time at Lis disposal for
farther dispuise, but, as Cooper and his associates believedd
Irim to be d, he had nothing to fear from them if he kept
ot of their way as much as possilie,

At the last moment, before ithe mooving-chains were cast
off, Lucas went on shore. Ile was not rowng to accompany
them, then.

Dare seribbled a telegram addressed to the professor, which
Lio gave to ona of the wharf clerks to despateh foar hon, There
wias the hoot of the steamer's siren, hoarse orders, the rattle
of chains, and then the steady Y Thump, thump!” of the
Chgines.

The Cuorlew had started on 2 voyape that was fraught with
sirange and starthng results for three of her passenpers,

—

A Quick Move—Overboard—Back In London—A Tragedy.

The Curlew had got no more than a couple of miles below
Genvesend when a mist settled down on the river, which
necesaitated a considerable reduction of the speed.

The MNore Lighiship was passed, and then the fog settled
Jdown more thickly. There were very few passengers on
board. The first saloon dinner was over, and Cooper was
syiohing & oigar on deck.  Fennimore joined him after a bit,
bvinging with bitn a sioall package that Dare Lad noticed in
{lgoper's posseszion previousiy,

ng yvoung detective drew closer to them, lLidden in the
shadow of & pale of baggame on the after-hateh.

“ Here is tho idol,” sald Fennimore, n & low voioo,

Y The sconer we met rid of it the better, T4 was a smart
1ot of work on Lueas™s parvt getting hold of it again frem the
piufessor’s g.-::u:‘cn for it 1s o bat of evidence that nipht tell
Hyainet us’
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l',‘-rmp-et made a gesture of Impatience.

“We bave cilenced the ‘only percon who is at all
dangerons—" .
“ Hush, you fool " whispercd Fennimore, in  alarm.

*You never scem io know the valoe of caution.™

“ Veon have enovgh for both of us™ retortgd Uooper drily.
¥ Uniasten the thing, and et us have a lodk at it belree
woe congign it to a watery grave”

“ What do vou want to look at it for®' demanded ithe
other, Tt is a dangerous possession. I will throw it over-
board at onee”

“Wait 1" wnapped Cooper.  “ Unfasten the paper {-=om
round it. T dido’t open the thing when Lucas brought it to
me, but it has since struck moe tﬁnt it 15 lighter than usual
That professor may have found out the seeret, and extracted
the stecl phial containing the drog”

Stanley Darc’s feelings on hearing these words ean better
be imagined than described. The will and the death cortifi-
cate were still inside the idol, then, and Cooper had no idea
of the Erize that was within his grasp. 1at he would Lknow
tn another minute, unlesz Fennimore threw the image over-
board without further discussion,

Dare did not wish cither event to happen; but of the two
the latter would be most disastrous A moment’'s reflection
dectded him how to ach. _

Fennimore grumblingly complied with his eompanion’s
demand, and stripped the paper covering from the nnroage.

Tt docs feel ]hght,” T gaid.  ““¥ere you are; fuke a
look at it, and then piteh it overboard.”

He held it townrds his eonfederate, and Uonper was about
1o take it, when Dare stepped from hiz hiding-place and
sontehed it from Fennimore's hand. .

“1 think T will take charge of this idol for the time
being,” he said coolly. :

There was nobody olse on that part of the Jdock, and with
an oath Cooper furned apon him. The Light from a lantern
foll direetly on the younyg detective’s face, and as Cooper'a
s fi]l IR him the ewrzse [roze upon _i]:iﬂ |i|}ﬁ, and he
vocled  back with a evy of horror, staring ot Dare as
though e were looking upon one newly risen from the dead.
And indecd, as he believed that he had killed lim and safoely
disposed of the boedy, he might very well come to that con-
ciusion.

Az Uooper was o man of strong nerve, he would nataraily
soon have recovered himself, and understood that his vietim
had escaped the fate intended for him, I1Tow he would have
acted then can only be o matler for conjecture, ax at that
moment there come an interruption from Fenmimore which
had the effect of chanpging the vourse of cvents into an
patirely Jdifferent channel.

e had, of course, also recognised Dave: and, looking
upon his appearance as a sort of phostly vistation, he had
becen unable to control his terror, but. with a wild shriek,
turaed to By on to the bridge, which he evidently regarded
as & haven of refugo,

Cooper realised that the danger fo himsclf—he cared
nothing about anybody else—would be considerably inereased
if hiz associate was not silenced at once. As Fenmimore
made o rash along the deck Cooper sprang upon hun, sud
o short strugple ensped. .

“ ¥You feol, kecp quict " hissed Cooper.

They were close to an open gangway—which onght by
rights to have been closed—and suddenly, with a stifled ganp,
Fennimore threw up his arms and fell backwards. )

There was o splash, and he had vamshed from sight in s
moment, Cooper stood peering over the side into the must-
povercd water, with a curious expression on hia faee, Hao
alont knew whether the tragic event was an accident or not.

Anyhow, he made no attempt to inform the ship’s officers
of what had hapﬁcned; but Stanley Dare was promipt {0 pet,

Shouting at the top of his voice ' Man overboard ! hae
rushed aft, fung a lifchuoy into the water, and then, hrost-
ing the precious idel intoe his coat pecket, he took o header
into the sea. ;

A man was in danger of drowning, and he did nol paise
to eonsider that the man he was now risking hig own life
to try and save had, not so long ago, aided, however unwils
lingly, in what he had supposed at the time was his maeder,

When Dare rose to the surface after his dive the steaimer
had heen swallowed ap in the mist. e could hear the
shouts of the people on board, amd the preparations heing
made for the lowering of 2 boal; bhut he knew even then
that the chances of hia being picked up wera very remoto
indecd. However, he shoutisd with @l the strength of las
langs, =0 as o give the men ie the beat an idea of the diree
tion in which they were to pull, and then strock out for the
Hfebuoy, which was floating & short distanee away from L.

It was impossible to 200 more than o few varda in any
direction, and he fearcd that, after all, he had risked lag
life to no purpose, when he heard o foiol ery oaway on Do
rirht.,
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Swimmming in that dicection, and pushing the lifebuoy
before Chim, he at length came in sight of Fennimore,
struggling feebly fo keap himself afloat, A couple of minutes
later ke had him hanging on to the buov by his side.

Ourlew, aher! Ahoy !

Agoin and again he shouted with all his strength, but there
came no reaponse.  The boat when lowered must have pulled
in the wrong direction, not an unlikely event in that bewil-
dering mist. There was nothing in sight,  All objects were
hidden by the grev veil and the deorkness. Now and again,
far avway in the distunce, the hoot of a steaner™s siren could
be hcard, but too fér away for the sound of a human voice
te reach those on board.

An hour passed; Fennimore was almost nnconsetous, Dare
still had his wits about him, but s linbs were becoming
numbed through being =0 long in the water,

The {og was thinning a bit, and the charn of a steamer™
paddles broke upon the silence, coming nearer and noearer.
Bare sopw the faint phinuner of fier masthead and side-lirhts,
Onee more he radzed hig volee in a shout for help.

The steamer—it was o tug—earme to a stop, and the voung
detective heard a grolt but kindly voice exclaiming :
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THE EDITOR'S GHAT ON PAGE 28 WILL INTEREST YOU.

“ There's somehody in the water! D'ye sae 'om, rfingin%
to a buoy? Down with the boat, lads? Quick about i1t !
dunno how thiy managed (o get in, bul we've gob to fish
"o out."

In a dared, semi-conseious fashion, Dare Lieard the zplash
of the boal as it was water-barne, and the rattle of the oars
in the rowlocks,

Then strong, kindly armz were placed around bim, and
e was lifted tnto the boat, Very soon afterwacds he was
helped on to the deck of the tug. [let coflee was given Lo
e, and he was wrapped up in a hot blanket,

“Ts Meanimore getting on all right 77 ke asked.

“Whal, the other chap?” responded the mate of e tog,
to whaem the remarls had been addrvessed. *Oh, vea; be's
as right as a trivet”

These words weare the last sooand that he heard before ha
sank into a deep, refreshing sleep.

- L ]

T think, laddie,” szaid Professor MacAndrew, as he sar-
veyed the Hindu god that was psrched on the table baforo
um, “fthat the fellow who ealls himself, or miscalls himsaeli,
Jemes Cooper has slipped through our fingers.  He'll hardly
venture back to kngland now.’”

“ TUnless he thinks, for a second time, that T am dead,™
replicd Dare.

“He ecan hardly de that, with the papers giving half-
column deseriptions of yvour rescue.”” returned the professor.
* Ie 15 sure to soc one of the accounts, at least.™

“Yngland has extradition freaties with all the Continental
Pcn::r-crﬁ.” Vare continued. ' I don’t think he will oscape
18,

Two dava had elapsed singe the veungy detective ond

*

Jannimore had been c{)in:-.ln:ﬂu:] up by the tug: and Dare, after

reaching London, ha
the professoc’s house.
He was so soundly asiecp when Bhe tog reached Gravezond
that the skipper decided not fo rouse %ﬁm. And when ha
did awake he learnt, to his surprise. that Femnnimors hod
landed at once, saying to the tug caplain that he would have
to cable at once to Antwerp, to give the news that they had
been saved, or their friends would be mourming their loss,
“It was an artful dodge to get away like that," said Dars,
when he told MacAndrew of his adventure, “alfhoagh [
hardly expected him to wait to thank me [or having rescund
himi. It would have been runping too grest a risk, from
his point of view; for, having assured himself that [ was
really flesh and blood, and not a ghest, he probably suaposad
thet I should hand him over to the police whoen I got on

share,"
Hev! Why—""

taken up his guarters temporarily ab

“ Hallo!

Professor MacAndrew was at the window, an:d slaring out
of it in utter astonishment,

“What's the matter?" exclaimed Dare.
seen a ghost, surely !
time, vou know,'

“I wouldn't have baen more surprised if T had saen ona,™
replied the professor.  * Whe do vou think 1= just eotering
the pate?"

“ Can't say.”

“One of the men we have just bean falking about™

** Which one?"

“ Feanimore."

“What !"'

Drare gpransg to his feet, and joined the profassor at the
window. It looked out into a garden of fair extent: for,
like mony of the old houses in that part of Loudon, i+ stood
in its own grounds, and, being MacAndrew's own properey,
he had taken care nob to have it encroached upon,

Fenmmore, who was glancing from side to side oervously,
like a man who fears pursmit, was in the act of clozing the
front gate belund him as Dare looked through the window,
Then be walked swiftly along the gorden path towards the
stroet door.

“ What haz he come hera for?” satd the profossor,

“Teo give information agains! his assoctates,”” replied Dhare,
“ There can be no other reason. I dare say ho believes that
{Clwoper fAung him overboard on purpoxe. Good heavess,
they have settled him

Thore was a shrubbery on tne vight of the path, and from
the midst of 1t a report had rung out. With a wild ery
Fennimore lurched forward, and then dropped face down.
ward on {he gravel.

Dare and the professor raced down fthe stairs and out of
the front deor side by sice. A man at that moment had
cleared the garden wall, and dropped over on te the other
side, out of sight: but not before the voung detective had
caught a glimpse of his face.

Tt was Lucas!

The Prni&!-i.;‘j.{,}l‘ bent over the wounded msn, while Iares
blew hiz police.whistle jopdlvy., A constabie ecarme rashing
ap, and Dare pointed owt the direction in which Lucas bad
gone.,  Other men joined 1n the puarsail, while a erowd

b o
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gathered abeut the gate, gaping wondermgly and awe-
stricken into the garden.

“Help me here, laddie; there is somethirg be wanis to
tedl ug poarticularle.”

Between them they ecarried him into the house, and laid
hiin on a ceuth in the stude.  The bullet had piereed s
lungs.  Ile waz not bleeding much ocutwardly, but it was
cviclent that he could not live many minutes.

* Ten minutes at the outside T give him,” szid MacAndrew,
a= he busied himeclf over this anexpocted patient, deing
wint was possible for him, though that was little encough.
He revived after a draught of weak brandy-and-water, and
attvinpted to sit up, though the effort wuas too great for his
waning strength, and he sank agamn with o groan.

“T'm dene for!” he panted, * It was Lucas—fired the
shot.  He got wind—I was coming to vou—to male a clean
Lreast—of evervthing. Have they caught hun ™

" Not yel,” rcp]iﬂ:j Dare. " But what is it that vou were
Lt E]:_l_.; here to tell we?°°

Fenutore glanced up st him, with a queer expres=ion on
bz prhastlvepale face. ) )

“You've a gocd plucked "un,” he faid, speaking in painiul
gaspe, U and von would have beaten us in the end, anyhow,
How you svared uns on board the Curlew ! A wan smile
flitted over his face at the recolleciion. “ 1 thought vou
were g chozr. I should like to know how wou got out of the
well: but I was right against the business - -

11e paused for breath, and the professor gave him anoiher
Bt Eariug dranght. Te spoke again. )

= Yo enved v life™ he went on, AOxing his plazing eves
cn Stanley Dave; “*though I haven't gained much benefit by
it. Perhaps iv's better I should go now. T want {0 repay you.
It was Cooper that ~that-—-"

His head foll back, and he heaved a deep sigh.

“He ig dead U7 exclaimed Dara. ¥ Thed wl’lﬁ‘a the informa-
ticn he was -0 anxious to pive s actoelly on his hipe o he
gu-ped out his lazt breath.™

Professor MacAndrew wae bending over the body, with an
eaper look in his keen, grey eyes.

“ It may suceced,’ he murctered.
iy soeceed.”’

“What do vou mean ? asked Dare

“1t is all a chance,” pursued MacAndrew; *hut it iz an
experiment 1 have wanted to make, rhoagh I feared I should
never have the opportunity., You have heard of radium,
the mysterious meral whose internal fires must have been at
work when the earth itself waes sun, and will continue until
the end comes, and ail life on our planet is extinet.™

are nodded his head.

“Tew even of the cleverest scientists can predick what
future radium has in the service of mankind,” the professor
went on; *few even are aware of the nees it ean be put fo
now: of its amazing, almost magreal, power. I have
studied it for months pest, and I can venture to say, without
Laasting, that I have diseovered some gualities in if which,
at least, have not been relerred fo by other scientiets, It
has a wonderful vitalising power. Ty means of if, T believe
it would be posatble fo bring a dead man back te life — "

“ Bring the dead to life " gasped Dare. “Nao, no: it
could not have that power !

“T am nat speaking generally,” continued the profesgor
calmly; “but only in some particular instance. And then
only for & few minutes, The subject of the experiment must
hive only just died. Here we have the conditions favourable
for the operation.”

“1 can't believe that anvthing of that kind is possible,”
gaid the voung detective.

He knew that Professor MacAndrew was a mian of marvel-
lens attainments, and his researches into what might be
calicd the darker realms of seience had caused scienticts who
never strayed from the beaten track to shake their heads
nnd say that ““Seth MacAndrew dabbled in matters that
were better left alone.” Buat this ssemed to he going beyond
the bounds of reason. His wildest and most startling
theoriee had never yet gone so far as thie,

“T am going 1o make the experiment,” said the professor,
“and 1 shall want you to assisf me.”’

“If no time 1s lost, it

A Weird Experiment—A Dead Man Speaks—The Last Act—
A Sensatlon in Cour{—Acquitted.

“We mnst have the room in absolute darkness,” said the
wefessor,  Diraw down all the blinds and close the shutiers.
Vio is that coming up the garden path?™

“ An inspector of police,” replied Dare.

“Goed! We must have hinme . It will be as well to
have an independent witness.”

The inepector was admitted, and the nefure of the in-
tended experiment was briefiy ex&&!uin@d to him.  He ex:-

dently regarded it as an act in which a police-oflicer cughi
to take no part, even indirectly; but his curicsity got the
better of his scrupler, and he remained. Ile <did nor, of
coeuree, helieve that it wenld succeed ; but he had read zome-
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thing of radium in the papers, and had a proper vencrailon
for its mysterious qualitios.

Every particie of ordinary light had been excluded from
the rooms when Professor MocAndrew entered with the gizes-
ended metal fube containing the particles of radimm.

The darkness was dispelledd by a weird radiance, awl the
ehastly experiment commenced. The ravs of Jight given off
coniinuously by the radiom ecemed] actually o peveirate
right into the rigid body lying there so #ill and sileni en
the coueh: and as thoy watched, Dare fancied he coulkl
detoet the colour gradually creeping back into the deml
man's cheeks, . .

“ My idea is this,” eaid the professor, speaking in low,
earnest tones. ' Fenmimore -:Iiﬂ‘} with a proflomsd desive 1o
speak out something in his dyving moments, Therelove, his
brain must now be fixed and set, »0 to speak, with thal <esive
firmly stereotypoed within it. He was eager to imel whis he
commenced 1o tell us when death intervencd. Yeu can eco
that even now in the expreszion of his oyes.’’

He paused, and Dare, leaning forward breathlessly, cer-
tainly saw, or believed that he saw. an cager, lnging ex-
presston in Fennimore's ¢ves, as of & man who desires Lo suy
something, but finds he has not the power to do e

The inspector shuddered, and muttered something urder
his breath, . )

“ 1 eannot hope to revive all the organs of the Lady nio
life," pursued MacAndrew—* the shack and damage cinrsesd
by the bullet would render that impossible; but 1 can revive
the other parts—the brain and nerve centres. Twoe minutes
wonld suffice for him to tell ue all that i Lixed upon his
brain now; and I think that for two manutes T ear keep him
conzclous.’”

The further details of the great experiment need noi ke
given here; they are purely t’EHEhI]lEa]!. Dut at the expira-
rion of about fificen minutes they saw a faint tremer of the
dead man's lips, and his eyelidds Aickered «lightly.

8till the radinm light poured on to him, and his body
seomed to absorb the rays so that, with the exception of the
epace immediately around the couch, the room was in dark-
IiAke,

The colour scemed lo quicken in hiz cheeks, and Dare,
watching with strained attention, presently esw the lungs
begin to heave.

“He ix beginning, to come to himsell again,” eried ihe
professor, in a tense whisper. " The experiment will
succeed.”

The inzpecror drew back, half horrincd at whal he saw,
but Dare had abmost forgoiten now whether the man wps
dead or alive. E*;er;.'rh:inf had given place 1o hiz deesre of
learning whnat Fennimore had to tell them. His professongl
instinet was nppermost.

A thrill pazsed through the frame of the dead man. Thera
was 4 moment of terrible suspense. The eyes opened, nnd
Foennimore gazed forth at themwm with an awlul leok framn
those cold, glazed eyes of his. It waz a mere vocant dare 2t
firet, but prezently e teemed (o look about hun with an ar
of recognition.

“Quick I cried the profcseor.
conseione,  Speak to him™

Dare bent forward eagerly, and spoke clearly and Jdowly
into the dend wman's ear.

“ Fennimore,”" he zaid, “do you hear me 7

The man turncd his glassy eves s g to fix thew on hiw
ruesl wner, aned answered, 1 ¢ low, fov-n WY VOICC

“ 1 thought T was dead. What dees it mean ?
doad come fo life "

“We have found o means o connnuniecie with  yeu,
Fennimore,” pursued the vounp detective. * Bul yoo wnsk
be quick to answer., You were aboutl fo iell us comcthing
when--when the end came. What was 1t ™

There waz a pauze. The dead man's eyelide hall cleced,
and Dare feared that he would not rempin comscrons for s
sulficient ]cngth of time to gi'l.‘lz the mformaiion El'w],' W
&0 anxious to obtain. But presently, with a terrible effort
ai concentration, he spoke ance more.

“ T4 was Ceoper who murdered Jasper AMarlowe,” Tie enisl,
“with the poison ring. Cooper is an escaped conviet feam
Australin, Ilis vicht pame is Mark Larrigan, Connnuni
cate with the B3vaney police. Put-up job. Locse v really
Jook Grimwomsl: comviet, too .

“ s oven" whispered the pralessar,
i< baed word.?

I'.""“'I'Ii]ll'il'l"."lﬁ fi"r'l.' :T.:,i'l:“'-'l-" "-"h'l:j"l' .'E:l:-l'li”r 'r]lni:\' "'ii_l."]'ilr- E:lll"'-.l'l W Iiil ;I
hus] colouredd 11 Euddicd powav, Bl fell bael om ta fhe piilew.

“lle s ctened I oexelomed Dare hosesely, it {or
g aned all fnme”

B ¥es he g dead,” repiied the prefecor, inon tene of
reaural, as 0l oo,

Parhaps thore wera some anesiions e wenld Lave bkl
te azle him which no Iiving wman could anewer, For Lo sl
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“Ile won't rempin long
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have crasscd the bovderland inlo the epiril world whes he
was: salled back for 2 brisf zpace into his cacthly tensment
of clay.

The mspector’s face wus abimozt as white as that of the
corpse,  1le stagerere:d out of the room with a look of horvor
m his evese Date pullsd up the blinds and Hong open the
shtiers, leiting o flood of daylight tnto the chamber of

doath,

Livens  or, to give hime his right name, Joel Gurimwon:
was still at large, for he had contrived 1o cecape cupture oo
that afternoon when he zhot Fennimore, and the police had
fesl all trace of him since.

Cooper. alios Mark Lareigan, waz still in hiding at Ant-
werp, Lot the police of that eity were keeping o vigilani
look out for bim, and his capbure was now only a matter of
L LARTLS

ave was on the track of Lueas, for he belioved that
worthy knew exactly where Cooper could be found; and he
was profty cortain that if e found himeelf run to earth, he
woukd betray his  associate  withowt the emallest com-
puanetion.,

There ta an old saying to the effeel that there is ** Honour
among thieves,” meaning erin fnals generally 1 but no adage
Wi ever farther from the mark than that, as detoctives of
afl corts and conditions and wembers of tha police force could
te~fify,

“ Lueas, as he calls himsellf, has got to the end of his
meney," said Tare 1o the professor, the day after the weirnd
experiment on Fenmimore had taken place; *“and the only
metbod he has of obtaining any more, vow that his one-time
nazoctite is unable to provide him with a further supply of
tigrey, i to steal if. I have hoard soanething of his reeorsd
as Joel Grimmwood from the police, and [ have learned that
he iz one of the eloverest and mwost daripg cracksmen of
the dov. e will return naturally to hiz old vocation, amd
the cei ihat be will erack will be Elmwoed Grange,”

S Whaet makes you think 20" asked MacAndrew.  There
15 no muaster thore pow, amd there i= no reason fo suppoese
thiat there are any valuables or money on the premises,”

“ln that poizt 1ot differ from yow™ replied Dare,
“When Cooper. or Marlk Larrigan, quitled the Grange ™8
was with the [ail intention of returning in o few days. Iio
wlwvas~ hent a lavge sum of ready-money in a eafe in ihe
librars, "

“Hxacily ” roplicd the professor. “ You believe, then,
that Lucas will secl to replenish his stocit of money Ly a
vierl to Blimwoad 27 3

F¥enr oand T odon't think be will lose any time about it,
gither.”

“I have notieed that the trio -or a pair only now - af
conspinnate seoumdrels  are wvery prompt in all their
netions,” soid the professor.  * You will be making another
exeursipn down fo Sainthury very shorrly, then:”

“Moamght,” [hire replied.

WAL vou want mwe ¥ T owas o have attended a meeting
at the Geologieal Soctety, but T can puot Thai off,”

By e omweans,” laughed Dare. 1 <don’t think vou will
have top Iish me out of the well again.”

“ 1 hose not,” reiurned the professor.
my ek that nyght which I can feel still.’

Aa soon as it was dusk the voung detective made his way
onee miwe Lo Ellmwood Greange, and scorefed himself in tha
gl'ﬂt“”[.“i.
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laniern on the floor, so that the beam of light fell exnctly on the
lock of the safe, and & loaded revolver beaide il.

* It won't take long to geb inlo Whis zafe; 1075 a peetly old.
fashioned affair,” murmured Lucas.

* BRather longer than you think, Joe! Grinmweoed,
Laucas ! said a voice behind liim.

With a bound he was on his feat: then he veached down
for the revolver, which he el placed beside the lantern. Tt
was na longer there.  Ho found himssH faeing the young
diotortive,

“ You!" he hissed

“Yeou,” replied Darve. * And vou needn’t trouble lo look
for vour revoelver; I have got if. I was waiting {0 sccurn
ir before interrupting vou, as I did not wish veu to add
anethar muarder to your list of crimes. Bt for that I should
have arrested you as you were breaking into the dining-
FLONL.

*“ Porhaps T should have lad somothing to sav te that!™
snarled the fellow.,  ** And if you think you can tuke me
single-handad p

O, I'm not alone ™ inh‘rrruph-ul Dare. ¥ Enowing tha
sort .'F'f gentleman you are, I've wade every preparation for
VoL,

He put a whistle to his lips and blew wpon it sheilly.

The tramp of heavy feet soundad on the staivs, and an in-
spector enlered accompamied by two conztables,

“Thera is your prisonor,” =said Dare.

“T'H go guietly ! exclaimed Lucas.  The game's up;
but if 1t hadn't been for that young fellow ¥—ho pointed to
Dara—" you would never have caught mne.”

altan
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The trial of Geolfrey Winfield Lad boen fixed for the fol-
lowing day, and the courthouse was crowded.

The Ipuhll-u certainly  got tiwie full shave of sensation.
especially when Professor MacAndrew gave a description in
dain but vivid languoge of the revival of the dead man to
ife, and the important information which they had obtained.

Stanley Dare then ot inte the witness-box and nareated
his strange adventures.

Az he paused, amid a breathless silencs, Mark Faerigan,
vecently masquerading as Jamoes Cooper, was Lrought into
court, having been captured by the Antwerp police, and sent
aver under an extradition warrant.

Tt was not found difficelt to prove that heth he and Joel
Grimwood wore conviets who lad escoped from the Svdney
zaol while undergoing a sentence of penal servitude,

Tie climax of the sensation was, perhaps, reachied when
Professor MacAndrew held op the blank piece of paper on
which the lettar had been written in invisible ink  wihiel
Geoffrey Winfield had veceived in London, and tresting it
with a solution, caused the writing to apoear onee more u R
the surface.

A bottle of the chemical proparation known as invisible ink
had been found among the elfects which Laveigan lLad left
behind at Elmwood Grange: and it was also pwoved that it
was he whoe lad purelased the postal-order at lorsham,
which had been enclosed in the letter.

Amidst the greatest enthusinsm, Geoffrev Winlield was
acquitted ** without a stain upon hia charecter,” Stanlev
Dare and the professor also coming in for guits an ovation.

Mark Larrigan and Joel Grimwood et the punishment
wliich their misdecds Lad carned thew.

The will which the young detoctiva had discovered, wos
proved to e fhe Iast
one made by ihe ot
Jasper  Marlowe, and
m oaceordance with its
forms Ceoffrey Wine
field succecded 1o all
the property, Tor Marp-
luwe hud no living pe-
lative,

S0 Geoffroy Winfield
15 wow Master of -
wood CGrange, mud his
winsoma bride Ruith is
proncunced to o ono
of the lovelic=t voung
married wolsen in the
foitnty,

An chony idol ecen-
PIs @ Conspicunus

Wun Lung, Wun Lung
Minar, and tha one and
only Billy, of postal-order
fame, form a new Co,, |

and naturally, there's§ Dlace i the library;

troubls, wid omong the sieats
who wvisit 1he Grange,
ngne are wmade o wel
come @3 Sranley Dare
and  Professor Mae-
Andrew,

{Afinther fnstalment of thig
splewdid stosy negd oo, )
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