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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing!

ARIELL !
*That’s the name,” sant Bob Cherry.
Billy Bunter pricked up his cars. Harry Whartom
i andd Iiol l:‘-a'm-rr:r,', of the Remove at {areviciarvs, wore
chatting at the window of the junior commoun-room, whily
they were waiting for the divner-bell.  Billy Bunter was
extended upon an armchair, with his lttle fat legs stretehed
atnf.
“1 say, you fellows—-—=""
# He's conung this alternoon,” zaid Bob Cherev. Al

Mo 310,
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The whizzing foetball struck Darrell's silk hat,
and knocked it off, and the new boy uttered an
exclamation. * Oh, crombs!” ejaculated Bob
, Cherry, as ke rushed on. *1 dldn’t see you-—
; sorryl™ Darrell smiled. **AH sereme!l™ © (Jee
| {.rllF-.':".'-li-jl'..-.l!EF" o)

teast, T heard Wingate say so. And he's going to be in the
Remave,™

“1x that a new chap vou're talking about?” ashked Billy
Vunter, blinking at  the twe junioes through hiz big
spentac]es,

Yo, Tuble”

“ Angd Bix namee’s Daresdi?” said Banter  thoughtiullz.
1 know that nome, These was o chap pnamed Darrell—"

[ dare say there have been a pood manz chaps named
Darrell,™ «aid Harry Wharteu, laughing.  ** You can’t clam
hint ax an obd ehmm, BBilly. And if 1 catch you squeczing »
lpmar ot af hos, T71L g‘i'ﬂ* I‘i'{:fl H thivk car’

Hilly Bunter grunked.

1 he's the Dareedl UPm thinking of, T wouldn't own Jinm
a, a ehum,” he zaid. “There was a Darrell at Repley
sehwol, I remember. Yon fellows konow I've got an unele
at Beploy; I've mentioned it to you. Headwaster therg--—"
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* Head-gavdener, more likely,” growled Bob Cherrs, “or
head-boots I° _

“Oh, really, Cherry! My uncle’s mathematics-master, and
you know it joily well.”

. "Ha, ha! You said headmaster just now.”

“Ahem! That—that was a slip of the tongue. He's
ma?hc'm’atms-muater. Splendid  post,  fivst-elazs  salarvy,
angd——"

“ Choese 161"

“I remember a chap named Darrell last time I went over
fo sve my ancle at Repley,” =aid Bunter “1 go to see him
evely term, you know. I should go oftencr, only——"

* Only he wouldn’t stand it?"” sugpesied Dob,

* Look here, Cherry—="" ;

“ Hallg, halle, hallo! There goes the hell! Dinner?™

" But 1 say, you fellows, this chap Darrell——"*

But the chums of the Remove did not stay to listen to Billy
Bunter, The dinner-bell was ringing, and they were hungry
after punting & footer about in the Close. They hurried out
of the common-room," and made their way to the dining-hall.
Billy Bunter detached limself from the armchair with a
grunt, and followed them at a slower pace. He was more
eager for dinner than they were, but he had a greater
weight to carry.

CfDarrell ! mormured  Bunter, as he rolled down the

assuge. " Of course, 1t can't be tha same. Ha wouldn't

ave the check to come here. Still, it ain't & common name,
and I'll have & look at himm when he does come.”

Ho pudged Boly Chorry as ho zat down at the dinner table.
“ I say, Cherry, do you know the new chap's front name?”

' No, I don’t,” snapped Bob. ** Blow his front name!”

I do," said Bnoop. * I heard the Head mention him to
AMr. Quelch, He's got a stunning front name—Algernon.®

* Algernon " ejaculated Billy Bunter,

* Yes; ripping, nin't it?”

“ Oh, my hat! Then it must be the same!”

“LEh1" said SBnoop, looking et him. " The zamo as
whati™

Billy Bunter's little round eyes grew larger and rounder
behind his spectacles with exeitement.

= only hat! There can't be a lot of Algernon
Darcells!” he exclaimed. “1I toll you T know that chap.”

“Gammeon !’ said Snoop. I know he's rich, and of
course you'll be crawling round him the minute he comes,
but you don't know him frem Adam.”

“1 tell you [ do,”" said Bily Bunter excitedly,
krow I've got an uncle at Tepley—"

“I know you've said sol" remarked Snoop, with a manner
that indicated hiz opinion that Wilbam Gerorge Bunter's
rtatements required corraboration.

“Look here, Bnoop, my uncle’s mathematice-mastor at
Fepley, and I go to see him every year, whether ho likes it
or not. I—I mean, he's always glad to see me, but I can
find timeo to go only once a yeur. It’s a jolly long way from
here—right up in Yorkshire., Well, the last time I went——*

“Wot so much chatter at the table, please,” broke in Mr
Quelel’s severa voive, as the master of the Hemove fixed
his eyes upon Bunter.

** (3h, rezlly, sir——'

“ Silence, Buntor!™

And the Owl of the Remove was perloree silent. But his
little eyes wore gleaming as he ate hiz dinner.  Billy Buntor
was o born bussbody; he took a decp intercst in everybody's
aifaire, carrying it to the extent of reading other fellows
letters when he had & chance. Tt was his epecial pride that
ho always knew what was going on: and as he was not
parbicular about his methods of aecquiring information, he
generally did. To bo in exclnsive possession of an item of
news and to retail 1t to an nterested crowd was grest joy
te Billy Bunter.

And this time he felt that he was on the track of something
extremcly unuswal. He was so buried in thought that he
forpot to take more than seven helpings at dinner, which
was very moderate for Bunter. And his Little round ecves

i
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pleamed through his spectucles when he rolled out of the
clinine-ha ki wit?l the other fellows after dinner.

He uaught. Harr "'-‘.I'hurtuu, the o ol ain of the emove, |.r]"
the sleeve i the ﬂa!l,

[ sav, Wharton—=—"

“No!" said Horry, jerking his arm away.

“Kh? No what?'' zaid Bunter, blinking at hun.

“I haven’t got & hob to lend.”

I wasn't going to ok you for a hob ! howled Bunter

“Well, I don't want o cash o postal.order in advance,
either. ¥es, [ know it's coming by the next post, and that
it will be something really handsome from one of your titied
relations, but I ean’t cash it. Nothing doing.’”

““Look here, Wharton! Obh, you beast!” For Hawry
Wharton was walking awny at a pace Billy Banter could
not possibly equal.

“*I say, Bob, oid man——"

Bob Cherry glored at the fat juniorn

“H you *Bob, old man’ me, I'll squash »ou, you—jol
ovster!” he prowled. * Sheer off 1"

“But I've pot something iz tell you’' :
B';::I‘ackla Johnny Buil: he's had a roemittunce,”™ grinned

i A

* Bt it jen't o loan: that izp’t what T wont.”

“No, I know that; it's & mift,” chuckled Dob
woen't getb it out of me. SBit down !’

And Bob Cherry gave Bunter a gentle shove on the chezt
that made the fat junior «it down guite suddeniy on the
oaken hench in thoe hall with a gasp. Then he walked awary.

Billy Buuter sat gasping, till .]uhnni' Bull and Frank
Nugent ecame by together, and then he jumped up and
seized upon them,

“I say, you fellows——"

“ No, you don't!” suid Nugent.

“ But I say——""

““(zive him a shove, Jolnny "

“ 0w, ow, ow! Yah!" |

Billy Bunter sat down again, this time on the floor. A
dasky-complexioned youth came along, and pavesd as he
icoked at DBunter panting on the floor. It was Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur, & member of
’ilhe colebrated ** Co.” in the Remove known as the Famous

7.

**Is the restiulness wpoen the esteemed foor more pleasant
than upon the h-a:mnuragla chair, my worthy Bunter?”’ asked
Hurree Singh, in his soft, purring voice.

“Ow! Gimme a hand up, Inky! That beast Bull—ow "

Inky grasped Bunter's fai hand and dragged him up
Bunter gasped for breath. He was always aﬁurt of wind;
and cspecially so Just after dinner.

“I say, Inky, I'll tell you something. You know there's
a8 new chap coming here—chap named Algernon Dorrell?
Well, I know sormethine about him—something he'd rather
keep dark, rou het! -

* Then you should keep it darkfully also, my csteemed and
tittle-tatthing Bunter,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur, " Your
conduet in tattling is eaddishinl™

“* Look here, Inky, X tell you this chop—-=""

Bump!

The dusky hand of the nabob smote Bunter's ample chest,
and the Owl of the Remove sat down again suddenly, and
roared. loky walked on, laughing, and Bunter glared after

him through his spectacles with a glare that was simply
ferocious.
Posat!

O !
ow 1"

And Bunter picked himsclf up with painfol efforts. and
rolled into the common-room, and szettled himsell n an
armchair there and went to sleep.

“ But you

¥

** Nothing doing "

I jolly well won't tell them now! Ow, ow,

[C =

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The New Boy!

o AR, vou doffer!"

“ Don't go to sleep!™

“ {n the ball ™

Algernon Darrell pavscd in the gateway of Greys
friave, and lookwed on at the busy scene in tho old Closo,

e was a handsome lad, with a thoughtful face and a wall-

kit fremoe. Ths eyes, dark blue in eolowr, wore olopr awed
frank, and steady in their gaze. His face lighted up o littlo
as he gazed at the crowd of Removites and Fourth-Formers
puniing about an old footer in the Close. Temple, Dabney,
% Co., of the Tourth, had bronght that footer out for a nim,
and the Removites had cheerfolly charged them off it, and
taken possession of 1, a proccedivg thot filled the Fonrihe-
Farmers with great indignation. Temple, Dabney, & Co.
were making wild efforts to recover their ball, bat ITacry
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Dr. Locke, coming down the passage, caught sight of Darrell, and paused In utter amazement,
“ What have you come back for?"™ “I[ have something to fell you sir,” sald Darrell.
explain before.”

exclaimed,

“Darrell! " he
I couldn"t
(See Chapter 14.)

Wharton & Co, brought it along at a groat vete, pas<ing onc
to ancther amid bresthiess laugnter.

The crowd of jumors came rushing downm towards the
ntes., :
¢ The new boy was directly in their path. DBob Cherry hadl
the ball at his feet, and Temple and Dabney, of the Fourth,
wore rushing ab him, and Bob kicked throvgh the gatoway,
iu%:mig}:ag to carry on the chase into the high-rord outside,

ragh !

The whizzing football struock Darrell’s zillk hat, and kuocked
it off. and the now boy utterad an exclamation.

YOk, crumbs !’ ejaculated Bob Cherry, az he rnshed on.
“T didn’t see you. Sorry!”

Darrell smyiled,

YAl serenet” he said.
_ He ran for his topper, and picked it up. The erowd of
iﬂﬂlﬂ-rﬁ and the footer went sweeping out into the road, and
Jarrell stood just within the %’atm rubbing his topper, wlhich
had been considerably soiled by rolling on the ground.

** Hallo, you the new kid?" said Skinner of the Remove.

Darrell nodded.

“"Yos: my name's Davrell”

skinner looked him over,

“ Coming into the Remove, I hear?™

“¥es: that's the Lower Fourth, isn't 1t

Tee Macrer Lisrarv.—No, 310
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“ That's 11! Ever been to school before?

Durrell eoloured,

A i

** What school?" asked Skinner inguisitively.

* A school in the North. Who are those chaps?’' asked
Darrell, with o nod towards the tussling mass of juniors out-
side the gates.

" Hemove and Fourth,” said Skioner. * That chap with
the big feet iz Bob Cherry, chap who biffed your topper off,
I'd punch his nose if T were vou.”

Darrell looked at him in surprise.

" Why shonld T do that®* he said,

Bkipner sniffed.

" Oh, I see, you're one of the namby-pamby kind that turns
the other chock—what?™” he smid.  * Yo won't find that paya
here. Well, as yon like wour hat being knocked off, I'll
knock it off again for vou!  Theret"

_Darrell had replaced his tooper, and  Skinner suddenly
lifted his hand. and knecked it Aying, and then walked away,
chackling.

“ By George ! sjoculated Darrell.

He locked after Bkinner in astonishment, and then slowly
procecded to pick up his hat for the second time.

 On fhe bail! After it came a yoll from the gates.

The crowd came pouring in. Temple of the Fourth had

“CHUCKLES!" #*

“ Tt waz an aceident.”
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recovered the ball, and was rushing off with it. Bob Cherry,
pantiug behind, shouted to Darcell :

* Hore, _i)'mil‘ new kid, head him off ! You're Remove, ain't
you? Ile in, then! Stop those Fourth-Form rotters!
They've got our ball!”

- Darrell grintied.  Without waiting to reply, and hardly

settling Ins topper on his head, he ran to intercept Tomple,

and neatly robbed him of the ball. Temple gave a roar of

wrath as the new junior skilfully twisted the ball away from

his foot.

kl Y-:ry} rotter! Gimme my ball! Why, you checky new
ic

“ TMurray 1" rogred Bob Cherry.  * Passt”

Darrell langhed, and passed to Bob Cherry, who was coming
on like the wind, and Bob dribbled the ball on into the Close,

After him went the crowd, laughing and shouting.

Darrell followed more slowly.

He liked the Greyfriars juniors, this first sight he had of
them, and especially Bob Cherry. Bob had knocked his hat
off with the footer, but Darrell did not mind that. There
was something abeut Bob's breezy manner that made the new
boy take to him at once.

Ha reached the School Ilowse, but instead of entering he
stood on the steps, gazing towards the excited crowd of
juntors, and wizhing tﬁ&t he was familiar enough with them
to join in their play.

’llhe footer was rushed away into the Cloisters, and there
at last Temple, Dabney, & Co. were nllowed to recover it,
and the Removites came in a laughing crowd towards the
School House. Bob Cherry spotted the new boy at once, and
came up to him with a feank smile.

e %au'u;-:-. the new kid, Darrell?” he asked,

“ Yes'

“You aro & footballer T see.”

“ Yas, I'vo plu:fﬁd.” said Darvell.

“Good egg! ot got that ball away from Temple a
treat. I'm really sorry I knocked your topper off," said Dol

Diarrell laughed.

** Never mingd that: accidents will happen”

o y tho way, there's a chap here knows you, or says he
does,” said Bab,

Darrell started a little,

* I don't know anybody here,” he saud abruptly, 1 don't
know anybody in the Bouth of England at all”

* Chap named Bunter,” said DBob.

* Bunter 1"

“Yes ; know the name?"”

“ 1—1 know—or, rather, knew—a man named Bunter,” said
Darrell. ** 1 have nover known o boy of thai name.

“Yes: I knew he was telling whoppers, as usnal” said
Bob, with a2 nod, *“ You'll soon know him. You'll know
him quite well if you've got any money. Billy Bunter has
& nose for money hike a terrier for rats.”’

.* He say3 he knew 2 chap same name as you at 8 school

in Yorkshire. Hepley School, 1 think," said Nugent.

1] Dh !!l
“ He's got an uncle there—mathematics-master,”  said
Nugent. ** Did yon—="

“Exeuse me,”" said Darrell. “T've got to report my
srrival. Will rou tell me where I am to go? I'm quite new
here, you know.”

e ﬁnrhainly,” said Bob Cherry, at once. * Come slong,
and I'Nl introduce you to Quelchy.”

“ Whe's Quelechy ™ asked Darrell, as he followed Bob

21Ty,

b ..‘!E- nelch, our Form-mastor. You're coming inte the
Remove, 1 think. ™

“* Yeos: [ was in the Lower Fourth before.”

“Well, here you arel”

Bob Cherry knocked at Mr. Quelch's study door.

“* Come in!"

Bob opened the door, and signed to Darrell to enter.

*“ The new boy—Darrell—sir,” said Bob.

“ Thank you, Cherry! Come in, Dareell !

Mr. Queleh shook hands with the new arrival. Bob Cherry
closed the door and walked away and rejoined his chums,

“Well, what do you think of the new kid¥® he asked.

“ Seems o jolly decent chap,’” said Wharton.

#The decentfulness is terrifie,” sadd Hurree Jamset Ham
Singh.
“BE[ like the way he paszed that footer.”” said Tom Brown,
the New Zealand junior. ** Bunter was hinting that be knew
somothing against him. T den’t believe a word of it. Hoe
laoks a thoroughly decent chap I

“ Oh, Bunter!™ growled Bob., ' Of courae, he deesn't
KW anything about the chap at all, Tt's only some more
of his gas. Now then, who's coming out for n spin on the
bikes before lessons?” iy

Tha chums of the Remove wheeled their bicycles out, and
for the time forgot all ahout the new bov, who was busy
with Mr. Quelch in his study for zome time.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
|Bunter Knows!

ARRELL came out of Mr. Queleh’s study, and glanced
D about him.

The house seemed deserted.

It was not vet time for afternoon lessons, and as it
was a fine, sunny day all the fellows were ocut of doors, or
nearly all,

Darrell wes looking cheerful. His interview with the

Roemove-master had been agreeable enough. Hoe felt a little
lonely now, as was natural upon hiz first day at a strange
school. He would have been glad to encounter Bob Cherry
a?d his friends again just then, but the Famous Five woere out
of gates.
Darrell strolled along the passage, with the idea of locking
about the place and taking his bearings, The junior common-
room, witE ite wide windows overlooking the Close, and a
chearful fire burning in the grate, attracted him. He walked
in, and found that ho had the room to himgell, with the
exception of a fab junior, who was asleep in an avmchair
before the fire. Darrell glanced at the fat fellow curiously,
It was Billy Bunter, of course. Bunter's spectacles had sl
down his fat little nose, and he was snoring. But he woke up
suddenly as the new fellow looked at him,

Tha fat junior straightened wup in the chair, felt for his
%ﬂnl&des, and set them straight on his nose, and blinked ct

arrell,

* Hallo '* he =aid.

" Halle ! said Darrell.

“You're the new kid, eh "

" Yea, M _

Billy Bunter rose to hie feet, with a peculiar grin on his
fat face.

“ 1 thought so,” he remarked, coming quite close to Darrell
and ecanning him wvery scrutimisingly theough his big
spectacles, " Yes, you're the chap !

Darrell backed away a little. The eolour hed faded out
of his handsome face, and there was a hunted look in his
Cyes,

“ 1 don’t understand you,” he said.

“Don't you?!” chuckled Bunter. *This gin't your first
school, You've been to Repley, in Yorkshire, You were jn
the Lower Fourth there. Ain't that a fact?™

* It's no business of youra whether it is or not!"”

Bunter chuckled again.

“"Your name's Algernon Darrell ¥ he said.

“That's my name!"

“ Not o common name—eh 1"

“ No," said Darrell quietly.

“Asg soon as I hoard it, T said to myeelf that it must be
the same chap,' eaid Bunter. * Now I've scen you, I know
vou well enough.”

“ T den't remember eveor secing you befare,” said Darrell :
but the hunted look was intensifying in his eyes,

“ Very hkely not; but I've seen you. Don’t you remoem-
ber the mathematics master at Repley—James Bunter? He's
my uncle "

* Yoar—your uncle 7™

“ ¥Yes. Last time I vistted him—last vac.—there had hecn
trouble at Repley. One of the Lower Fourth was in trouble P**
sutd Bunter arily.

Darrell made & movement,

**Chap named Darrell I pursucd Bunter, gloating over the
discomfort that was very visible in the new boy's face. " 1'd
forgotten all about it—but I remembered it when I heard
vour name—and I wondered if you were the same chap who
was expelled from Repley.”

Darrell gave a little gasp.

“ What I can’t understand iz your cheek in coming here.™
sa,d Bunter, “The Head wouldn't have let vou in if he'd
known that vou'd been expelled from another school. I'm
jolly sure of that!" )

Darrell wasg silent, His hands were clenching hard, and
his eyes gleamed, as though he longed to throw himself upon
the fat jumor. DBut he kept gquiet,

“Of course, my duty’s plun,” went on Bumter. “T'm
bound to go straight to the Head and warn him that he's
taking in o chap whe was expelled in disgrace from Repley,
It was a rotten thing to come here. I suppose vou thought
it was quite safe, as Rﬂﬁlﬂf 15 at the other end of the king-
dom. You reckoned without me, ¢h? He, he, he !

*Yes,' said Darrel]l dully. ' I reckoned without you !

YA course, it's my duty to expose you. Got anything do
gay before T po to the Head 7™ gslied Bunter.

Parrell drew a hard, quivering breath.

“ Blessed i3f I understand your people sending yvou here,”
sxid Bunter curiously. * They must have known it was
likely to come out.”

“ [ have no people,” said Darrell, in a low voice. My
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people are all dead. If it hodn't been for that——" Hae

praused. :

“ Who sent vou here, then?" asked Bunter.

“ My guarcian.''

“Not a relation?”

* No,; alawyer."

“ But he koew-—-—""

“I told him everything,” said Darpell quictly. I aup-
poze I shall have to clear out now, as I can't tcll the Head
of Groyfriars everything. Go—and do your worst!”

“1I &ﬂn']; see why you can’t tell him evervthing."” said
Bunter, with a prin.  * Anyway, I'll save vou the trouble.
Of course, you can see that it's my duty. I'm a chap with
a very keen sense of duty—guite different from some of the
fellows here. You've comoe here under false pretences—yvou
dwdn’t tell the Head that vou'd been expelled from vour last
school **

“No, I didn't tell him."

* You admit it ¥ gaid Bunter, in surprize. Dunter’s course
under such circumstances would havie been to oul-lie Ananias,
and he was amazed at the frank admizsion: of the new bov,
whose fate he held in the hollow of his fat hand.

Darvrell smiled bitker]y,

“1 didn't know there was a tell-tale and a busybody here,
who knew me,"” he replied. “If I'd known it, I shouldn’t
have come to Greviriacs ot all I
- " Here, don’t vou call me names, do vou hear 1" exelaimed
Bunter indignantly. * I'm going to do my duty. And a tell-
tale and a busybody ain't so bad as you are: veu know jolly
well what you were expelled from Repley for—getting tipsy
and gambling at night in pubs! I've never done that, but
you have!"

Darrell Bushed crimszon.

**1— haven't. [—I—"

“That's what you were sacked for, isn't i£?"

“ Yes,” said Darrvell, his voice dropping miserably,

“ And you didn't deny it "

“No: I didn't deny 1t

' Well, then,” said Bunter triumphantly, ““ there you are!
With that against you, what do you think the Head would
say, if he knew the facts**

“ He would tell me to go. I suppose.'”

“Exactly, And it's my duty to tell im that he—that he'a
nourishing a giddy viper,” said Bunter. “ And that's what
I'm gomg to do!™

“ Go and do it, then ! gatd Darrell, turning on his heel,

* Here, I gay, don't rush off like that I exelaimed Bunter,
m alarm. =1 haven't told him wvet, vou kmow., I sav,
Darvell, T haven't made up my mind vet. Don't buzz off till
I've finished speaking. Porhaps I sha'n't give you awav—
1 depondd:.”’ 2

Darrelt turned back, his face suddenlv Aoshed.

“ Do gou mean that you'll keep it dark ®" ke exclaimed
breathlessly,

* Well=L might I

“ Doea anybody else here know #° asked Darrell cagerle.

“ Nobody ! I was going to tell Wharten, only the hoast
wolldn't listen to me—and Dob Cherry shoved me over, the
boast—-""

* Nobody slse knows?™

“Nobody ! said Bunter, with a nod, “and oobody will
know unless I tell "em ! OF couree, T don't want to be hagd
ou a chap !

Darvell looked at him long and hard. There was lietle 1
the fat, aclish face, to hint of kindness or ;;n:-n-r:;-g::]it:.;,
Darrell’s heart, which had felt o momentary pulse of hope.
sanlk again as he scanned Bunter's fat features.

“ What do you mean?" he said abruptly, I lknow I'm
ander vour thumb. You can give me away to the Head if
you like, and get me Kicked our. Are yvou going to do it 4"

“Well,” said Bunter meditarively, 1 ought to!™

. 11[ vou think vou ourht to, oo and da 0! said Darvreell
curtly.

“ Hold on—don't be so beaztly uppish ! said DBunter
plaintively, * I'm thinking it sut. If vou've turned over a
pew leaf, and all that—ahem ' —

"Nathiljg of the lkind will ocear hope, 1f that'z what vou
mean.” said Darrell.  ** What happened at Bepler was under
peculiar circumstances that 1 can’t explain to vou, And [
admit that T expected the thing to come out sooner ar later
but I hoped to have been here long enough, by then, to have
made a good character for myself, so that Dr. Locke wonld
give me n chanee.™

“0Oh, I see! Vell, of conrse, if you've going to be decent,
I don't want to stand in yeur Light,” said Bunter gpenerously.
“I'll tell you what, I'll make a friend of vou, Darrell, and
look after you. L'l stick o vou. I don't mind what vou've
done—1'm going to be your pal!™
* Bunter looked at Darrell loftily, expecting to see him gver-
come with emotion and gratitude. But neither emotion ar
gratitude was visible in Darvell’s harassed face. Probably
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he did not value very highly the preferred friendship of the
Owl of the Remove.

“ Well, what do you say?"” demanded Bunter, somewhab
neteled,

“T shall be ?nﬂ if you'll keep the scerel for me”

“I've gaid I'll be your friend.”™

* Thank you ™

““You must have blown a lot of money at Replev, on thosa
protty poings on ! eaid Dunter. * You have a jolly good
allowance, T believe "'

-

Do ovou stili ave 3t ¥

“ ¥es,” said Darvell, in some surprize, not for the moement
seeing the fat junior’s drift

“Well, 60 have I!" said Bunter. © Mrﬁ&wﬂplu are Vory
rich—some of my relations, in faet, are titled, amd rolling in
money., But.I get short of tin somotimes, amnd when it
happens—very rarely—perhaps vou wouldn't mind malking
me a small Joan ?*

Darrell looked at him searchingly.

“ It happens that T'm rather short at presont.” went om
Bunter calmly. *“I've been disappointed about a postal-
arder. Could yon manage ten bob?™

Darpell bir his lip.

“ Lat's have it out plain?™” he =aud coldly. * You want ma
to give you ten shillings for keeping my secvet—is that ik ?”

Bunter snilfed.

“If vou pukb it like that, I'll go straight to the Iead, and
tell him everything,” he exclaimed angnly,

“I do put it hike that!™ said Darrell.

“Ahem ! I—I wish you wouldn't put it in such a beastly
way, Darrell. Of course, I feel too friendly to you to think
of going to the Head, if vou lend me ten ghullings. Have you
got it about you?"

Darrell felt in hizs pocket, took out o littie leather purse,
amd extracted hall-a-soversign from it.  Bunter's evea
%!t‘*&med as he caught the ghsten of several other gold coing in
the purse, ] )

”‘I‘-—I say, Darrell, vou—you may as well make it & quid

“ There's vour ten shillings.” said Darrell ieityr. " Now
keop vour mouth shut”

And he turned en his heel, and walked oul of the comaton-
reom without waiting for Bunter to rcl?l_,‘r. ) .

The Ohwl of the Remove staved after him with wrath in his
fat countenanee.

“Whe, the cheeky rvofier ! he exclaimed. * To falk to
me—iau rotter who was expelled from his school for getting
scpuiffy, just like Smithy wsed to do. and jolly near got sacked
for here—my hat! I'll jolly well show him up—I mean, I
would—onlv—only—"" Billy Bunter looked lovingly at the
half-soverergn, and slipped it into his waistcont-pocket. * Afser
all, if the brute's turning over a new leaf, perhaps I ought
to give him a chance. I don't want to be hard on him, ow
thoere's time for a snack before lessons I

And Billv Bunter toddled away to rhe tuckshop as fast ae
his far little legs could cavey him.

e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Pig in Clover!

i ALLO, hallo, halle!  Whom have you been vobbing ¥
Bob Cheery asked the question as he came ﬂ-indi:zg
intg Mra. Mimble's hittle tuckshop, in the corner
the old Close of CGreyfriavs.

The chums of the Remove bad voturned from their spin,
and Johuny Bull's snggestion of lemonade before lessons was
erectod with unanimous approvul.  Mrs. Mimble's home-
made, hot lemoanade was famounz at Greviriars, and was very
pleasunt on a cold day.  The Famous Five found Billy
DBunter seated upon a high stool at the counter, as they came
in; and Billy Bunter was evidentiy enjaying himsell, Thera
was the wreek of a pie before him, and an empty glazs, and
he wasz piling into u plate of luseions jam-tarts.

1le blinked round with a shiny look us the juniors came in.

Jalinny Bull ordered lemonade, and the Removites discussed
that cheery beveraze, at the same time verarding Bunter's
exploits with the tarts

Bunter pointed a fat forcfinger af the well-lnden dish.

* Help yourselves, vou fellows,”™ he said hospitably.

Bob Cherey grave a Jump.

“*What! Oh! Bav that agoain!™ he elaculated.

“ Help vourselves! It's my treat ™

 Your—yvour troat !’ _ .

“¥ea, Pile in.You can have fwo ecach if you like—tup-
penny ones,” zaid Billy Bunter, with great generosity.
©* Well. this beats the band ™ said Johnny DBull. "“ I hopa
sou're not ill, Bunter,” '

“GHUCKLES!" #*
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Really, it seemed a little dowbtful ; Billy Bunter was a great
hunter of feeds, but he was seldom known to provide them for
wthers,

Bunter sniffed. _

AT suppose a chop can stad 2 feed when he's in funds,™
he vemarked.

“ Bo you're in funds 7' said Harry Wharton.

“ Looks like it, doesn’t 1t 7"

* You don’t mesn to say that you've zot a postal-order i™
exclaimed Frank Nugent, i great astonishmont,

* Bomo chaps have sufficient confidence in me to make me
# small loun," said Bunter, with diznity.

** Mot chaps who kirow you I

“ Ma, ha, ha!"

Bob uttered a sudden exclamation.

“ The new chap! Of course! Bunter's been squeezing 2
loan out of him—he always works that postal-order dodge
with new chaps, Darrell's paid for thoso tarts. '

Y You needn't have any of my tarts if you don’t want *em,”

said Dunter stiffty. ** T'll thank you fiot to pass personal
remarks, anyway,”
" The new kid must have come down protty handsome,
too,”" said Nugent, surveying the remains of Bunter’s feast.
"['.'gliﬁht have given him & tip about Bunter, if we'd thought
of 1t”

 Oh, really, Nugent-—"?

“ I told you I'd give you a thick ear if you squeezed any
money out of the new kid, you fat toad,” said Harry Wharton,
frowning,

Az it hag:lmus, Darrell’s 8 friend of mine,” said Bunter.
“ In faet, we're quite pals. I'l thank you not to say any-
thig against me to my pal Darvell,”

“Your pal, el 1M

“ Uertwinly ; quoite an old chum,”

" You were saying that you knew something against liim,*™
satd Bob Cherry, * You were trying to toll me some tattle
or othep—"

“{Oh, that was a mistake ! Darrell’s & splendid chap—in
Fact, & fellow right after my own heart,” said Bunter.

Mt He's right after your heart, und you're right after his
cash,”’ suggestedl Johnny Bull,

Y He's rich I said Bunter,  *“ His people have lots of
niowrey, and they make him a good allowance. If it wasn’t
fn;i:ui:' ﬂ::\t, very likely he wouldn't have zot into trouble—
ihoin

" Got into trouble 7 aid Bob Cherry. * What trouble has
he ot into ¥

* Oh, nothing 1

And Bunter polished off his tenth tavk, and skavted on
anothier, He was simply bursting to explain all that he knew
rbsut Darrell, but he realized that it would not do. He
intended Lo make quite an income out of the new boy's secret:
and, of course, f he gave it away that would eoma to an end
ut onee.  Dut it wos almost painful for Bunter to keep gossip
and tattle to himself.

“ Do you really know the new kid, or are you lving aa
ustad 77 asked Bl

“ Of course T know him=—quite an old pal.”?

“ Was he at Reploy, us you said?"" a?.l!:ed Hob.

“Repley! Oh, not™”

* Then he's not the same Dareell 27

" Not at_all—quite another Darrell,” said Billy Bunter
haatily,  * Of course, it's guite a comman name. I koew him
when I was & mere kid—bronght up together, in fact.”

- Flayed together in the back garden of the family pub,”
sail Dol Cherry.  * How interesting 1™

" You rotter! You know my people don't keep a pub!”
howled Bunter.

“ T anecan the family fried-hsh shop——*

. You—you beast! My people don’t keep a fried-fish shop,
Sobody in my family has ever worked for his living 1**

“ Tramps ¥’ asked Bob.

" Lok here, you heast——1"

 Halle, hallo, hallo! That's the bell for elagses. Bolt ilie
rest url‘ ‘:;;m, Bunter—only four left—they won't take youn four
BRI,

' 1Ia, ha, lia 1"

The juniors hurried out of the tuckshop, and Bunter cast
# lingeving glance at the four remaining tarts. Aftcr con-
susting, unaided, ten shillings' worth of tuck, cven Bally
Bunter was fecling a little loaded.

Y Put 'ermnoan a bag for me, Mrs. Mimble,” he said. “T'l
tuke "em with me, I dare say I shall be hungry in the Form-
revang,

Mys, Mimble's countenance expressed mild surprise.  Sha
wis wondering how Bunter could evor be hungry again, after
the gaantity of solid refreshment he had disposed of.  But
<he placed the tarts in a bag, and Billy Bunter jammed the
har under his tight jacket for concealment, and bolted for the
Sehool House.
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He was a tmnnte late, and he came in puffing and blowing.
Tue rest of the Remove were in their places at the desks,
Laveell with them. 'The new boy had taken his place guietly,
evilently accustomed to a Form-roont. His manner was quite
sufficient to show that he had been at school before, and was
;1;1‘-:. fresh from home. Mr. Quelch tivned a zevere eye upon

nnter,

“Yon are lote, Bunter ! My, Quelel was a great stickler
for punctuality. i

 Borry, siv!” gasped Buntcr, I topped to—to tie up
my shoclace, sip '

Mr. Queleh glaneed at Bunter's feet. The Ow]l of the
Hemove was wearing squoanky, clustic-sided boots.

e 1Ji'm: have no shoelaces, Bunter!” zaid the Formemaster
etoerndy.

] ":_*’L‘heml I=1 mean, I—1I stopped to—to blow my nose,
=1,

‘There was a chuckle from the Form, Billy Bunter evidently
considored that one lie was as good as anothey.

' Bunter, you must cure yourself of this habit of telling
radiculous fa]s&hmdg,” said Mr. Quelch sternly.

* Oh, certainly, sir! I—I stupped to—to sce the time by
the clock-tower, sir]” gasped Buanter. * You know I'm a
|itt19" short-sighted, sir, and 1 nad to go guite close to it, and

“* You did nothing of the kind, Bunter.”

" Oh, sir! I—Ig stopped to  post a letter for—for Mr,
Cappoy, sir—=""

“ {lome here. Buntey !

“ Wha-a-at for, sir?”

“I am going to eane you for tolling falschoods,” =aid Mr,
Queleh, taking up a cane from his desk, ** You arve the most
untrathful boy in the school, Bunter. Come here [™

* M1 you please, sir "

“ ¥You hear me, Bunter 7

The Owl of the Remove reluctantly approached.

“ Hold out your hand, Bunter,”

Bunter gingerly held out hizs left hand, Hiz vight was
holding hiz jacket, keeping in place the bag of tarts hidden
there. As the jacket was not buttoned. rhe bag required somo
suppart.  Some of the fellows noted that Bunted's jacket was
bulzing on that side, and they grinned with anticipation. Jf
Bunter's right hand was vequired, they wondered what would
happen.

Bwish ]

*Ow-wow-wow 7

“ Stop that ridicalous noise, Bunter 12

* Bow-wow-wow ! D'm hurt. air.”

" Now hold out tha other hand,” =uid Mr. Quelch,

* The—the other hand, sici”

Y Yogy immmiiutef;.r I

1II I I d

— ] | r——

Y Do you hear me, Bunter?” thundercd 3Mr. Quelh.
“ What is the matter with yvou, box ?  Ohey me at onee ™

" H—if yon pleass, sir, won't the same hend do again?
T=T"ve got o pain in my. right hand,” mumbled Bunter,
* I=1 ecaught it in the lawn-mower, sir.”

“What!  Iave you injureed vour right hand*?

“Yer, sir, awfully—1 mean, frightfullyt  I's horilly
Liecrated, and—"

“ Show it to me at once!” said Mre, Quelceh,
mjnred you must see s doctor, you stupid boy !

pae !

“—=I—I1—-"

“Will von show me your iojured hand, Bunter®® said My,
Gueleh, in w tereific voice.

U I=L ean't move it, sir,” said Bunter despeeately, " Tt—
w'a gone stifl, sir. 1—1 think iCs rather paralysed, sir—in
faet. paralysed—and-—ang——"

My, Queleh gras Duntor's w r'fﬁ[', and drew the Juiod
anuy from the jacket it was prossed to.  He looked av it
ihrongh his glaosscs, but was unahle to discover any sigu of
injury, His frown grew guite portentous.

* Yaur hand 13 not injured, Bunter '™

“ith, dear!  sapd Bunter.  * Iteit's  pot
H--r::iu['rl:rl:_h]ﬂ—im’t it, sarf—that it shouhd get
opidekty .

He ;:.vn.q keeping his clbow jommed against the jucker fo
keep the bag of tavts underneath from shiding to the floor,

*You have something under veur jacket, Buntor ™ said
Al Queleh, comprebending at last,

“Under m-m-my jacket, sic??

“Yes, What is 10"

“ Mumemume-my watsteoad, s M

“ You have something else |

* Yeg, sit—mum-mum-my wateheluoamn, siv ™

“ Ha, ha, ha ™

* Bilence I excluimed Mr. Quelch. . “Open your Jucked at
onee, Bunter!  Ahb, J thought s0!  What 15 in that bag ™

“ No-nothing, sir,” said Bunter desperately,  **I—T didu's
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“You undersiand that you must leave this school at once, Darrell!”™ sald the Head, 1 understand, sirl" T

replied Darrell, in a low volce.

¥ Yery well, you may go.
station in the morning.” (Sze Chapter 13.)

Pack your box to-night, and you will be taken to the

Lring the tarts here to eat in the Form-room, sir. I wouldn't
think of suclr a thing. Of course, 1 know it's against the rules,
[ don't know how the bag got there, sir!”

“Take it and put it on the fire, Bunter 1"

*On the ful.fuf-fire!”" gasped Bunter.
farta, sie !

" You said theoro was nothing in the bag!"

“ ¥es, sir; there—there isn't! You soc, sip—

Mr. Quelch took the bag of tarts and tossed it upon the
fire., Then he collared Bunter, and the cane sang round the
fat person of the 0wl of the Remove

“Take that!" said Me Quelch., “That is [or bringing
eatables into the Forme-room-—and that is for Iving—and that
15 for lyving agnin—and that—-="

“Yaroooh! Ow! Help!™

“Now go to vour place, Dunter; and remember that it is
wizest, as well a3 more honourable, to tell the truth ™

“*Ow!  Owl T alwava do, sir! e

“(io to your place ! exclaimed Mr,

And Billy Bunter was glad to go

y P

Cueloh,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not Quite a Pall
ICEY DEAMONT of the Remove came up to his study
with a bag uncler bz arm.  He found Billy Bunter
seated m the armehaie o the study, apparently wait-
ing. Bunter blinked round as the lri.-s;: j ki

in. and gave a grunt, .
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“Where's Dareell 7" he asked,

“ Bure, I don't know where he is,”" said Micky.
are you doin' in this study, Buonter?’

“ I've como to tea.”

Micky set his bag down on thoe table, and pushed back his
cuffs in an extremely suggestive wav,

“You've come to tea, is ut®’ he asked, **You don'é
trouble about being asked first—what ™"

“Tve come to tep with Darcell—my old pal Darrell I said
Buntor, with dignity. * Darrell's been put into this study,
along with you and Morgan'”

“ Bure, I &

“ Dacrell's my old pal, and I've come to tea with him.
He's poing to stand a chz-ll:.' good tea,'” explained DBunter.
“ Yon anrf; Morgan can bhave vour whack if vou like., Ah,
here he 151" . )

Dareell eame into the study, with books under his arm.
He nodded pleasantly to Micky Desmond, but did not scem
to observe the Owl of the Remove at all

“ Mr. Quelch tells me thar 1 share thiz study,” he said.

H Sure, it's welcome yve are ! said Micky.

“Thanks! You have tea in the studies here, don’t you?l
We vsed to at-=1 mean, you do?"’

“ Bure, we do,” said Micky: * and if you like fo take your
whack, we'll share it together. 1t comes to a better feed
that way 1"

“Nothing I'd like better ' =zaid Darrell cheerily.

“Ind ye ask Bonter?  He says you did; but he's such an

awful Ananias!™
“CHUCKLES!” #*
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*Oh, ceally, Desmond—-"

“No, I dide’t ask him,” said Darrell custly, :

IlrIinrrln':;k;..r Desmond made another motion of pushing back hus
Coni R,

**T'here’s the door, Bunter,” he said.

Eill;; Bunter: did not move. Hiz little round eyes turned
upon Darrell with a threatening blink,

“ I'm staying to tea,” he said

“You take one arm of the baste, and T°l take tho other,
bedad ! said Micky Desmond. * We'll fling the fat rotter
out on his neck 1 .

1 sav, Darrell, you want me to stay, don't you?' =aid
Bunter,

Durrell looked at him grimly. :

" Yon know [ don’t want yon,” he said. .

Bunter rose from the armechair as Micky came towards him
with & business-like air,

* Kouep your beastly paws to yourself, Desmond! 1"l get
ot if Daerell docsn’t wank me hore! T've got to go to the
Hewd, anyway, aboid sone important business P?

Dareell l{}u;’:{*ﬂ at him fAxedly.

“\What are you going to the Head about? he asked.

* There's something I ought to tell him. I feel it's my
cluty 17

** You [ut cad P

Bunter sniffed.

Bty to tea if you want to,'" said Darrvell.

e

: " You don't
pnnd, Desmond ?

“Well, T do, as a matter of faet,” said Micky. * Sure, I
cun't <tundd the fat buste! But if your ask him to stay, it's
all right ™ 7

u TJE;IrrﬂT]'S iy old pal, ain't you, Darrell?™' said Bunter, all
smiles nraimn.

“*No ! zaid Darrell grimly.

*Ahem! 1 mean-—-"

* Tt the fat beute feed if he wants to,” said Darrell. *1
don’t mind !

" [aook here, Darrell, if von call me names—="

*{1h, shut np!™

“ 11 jollv well——" '

*1f youn don't shut up I'll sling von out ™ said Darcell

“Hear, hear! saud Micky., DBut, sure, what are you
Iettin’ im stay to tea for intirely ¥

Drarvell cdid not reply to that question. It was difficnlt for
him to conceal his dislike of the fat junior; but he realised
that kis conduct must look rather peculiar to Micky Desmond.
He changed the subject abruptly.

“Fei's get down to the tockshop,” he said. “1T'm in
If;:mlﬁ. nnd I'd like to stond a decont tea, my first day

EI"ﬂ '|r!l!l i

* Good ogg )" suid Micky heartily.

loasupe ™ _ . )

“1'll do the shopping for you if vom like,” snid Bunter.
;'LI don't mind taking any amount of trouble for a fellow 1
the !

Darrell walked out of the study without replying, and
Micky Desmound followed him, The fat junior blinked after
them angrily, .

“ By George! I'm jolly well not going to stand his aira
and graces!™ muttered Bunter. ' A votter who was expelled
From his school, putting on airs over me! 1'H jolly well show
him that I'm not going to stand it

Darreell ond Micky came back into the study in ten
minuntes, with Morgan of the Remove, each of the three
junior: rurrying a package. Darrell was evidently standing
ﬁniﬁ;]lillg! subztantial, and Buntcr’s eyes glistened ai the sight

t clinges,

"The ];Ea-tu le looked quite festive when it was spread,
dﬂf*Thia is somcthing lhtke!” =aid Billy Bunter, as he =at

wh.

“Faith, od it's ripping intirely ¥’ zaid Micky.

And the four juniors ﬁ:'rtainIF‘:‘ enjoyved their tea., Toth
Micky and Morgan considered that Study No. 8 had a great
acguizition in Darrcll. 1t was not only the spread, though,
that was verv handsome, but Darrell was pleasant and
chntfry, :Lnd did not put on eny " side” because he happened
to be rich, '

Billy Bunter did his duty nobly at the well-spread table,
and lis thoughts dwelt beatifically on, the long suceession of
fecds that were to follow—so long as he had Darrcll under
bis thumb—and ‘that would be until the secret came out.

After tea Micky Desmond and Morgan left dhe study, and
Darfell remmined in s thoughtful mood. Bunter was
industriously finishing up the jom, :

ANSWER
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Y Jolly good feed!™ . taid Bunter, auite disposed to be
friendly after the spread.
Darrell did not reply.

“1 shall often come and have tea with you,” said Bunter.
“In fact, you can expect me very often indeed!™

Darrell looked ab him.

“This is the frst time,” he said.

“Yes: but——" )

“ And it's going to be the last ™ said Darrell, quicily but
very decidedly.

Bunter blinked at him.

“1 don't like you,” said Darrall, very distinetly. 1 don't
like your company. 1 don't like you calling yourself my pal.
Please don't do it again 1"

“ Liook here, Darrell )

* Youw've gobt me under your thumb to a cectain oxtent,”
ganl Darrell, 1 know that.  You mean to make a profit
out of 1. That shows the kind of rotter you are!”

“ Why, you—you rotter, yvou—"" blustered DBunter.

*Bhut up, and let ne finish!  D'm rich, and I can afford le
let you have a little ready monuey, as you're rotter encugh to
take it! Dut that’s the limit! T don't want your perzonal
acquaintance, and T won't have it !

" ¥You—you—"

“1 tell you I don’t Jike it, and T won't have 12! Don't
plant yourself on me, I won't stand it! If you come inte
this $tudg again I shall kick you ocut!"

Bunter's eyes. gleamed through hiz speetacles.

“Do you want me to go to the Head?” he demanded
threateningly.

Darrell shrugged his shoulders.

" You ean do as you like obout that. Tf you de, you won't
get anything more out of me. Hold your :lly babbling
tongue, and I'll pay you for it. But let me alone, I won't
have vou palling on to me, and that's flag”

* Palling on to you, a rottor who's been expelled from hia
sehool " shouted ﬁi]]:,r Bunter, ' Niee sort of a pal of T «id!
What would the fellows here say i they knew you as I do,
Tl ke to know? I they knew %'t:m had been sacked o

" Halla! What's that?' asked Skinner, loghking imio the
open doorway. ' Whe's been sacked??

Bunter stopped shert.

“ I's Banter gassing,”’ saul Darrell ealinly.

Skinner looked earionsly from one io the other, but Bonter
did not speak, and he went hizs way. Darrell clozed the door.

" ¥Yon ll'Hl:lj did it that thme ™ he said, " Remwember, of
it gets out "}fﬂu’l] got nothing more from me, Bo rou'd better
L careful.’

“Da you think T want your beastly money?” growled
Buuter aggressively.

1 know you do,

" Look here, Darrell—-"" .

“And now you can geb out of my sindy,” zaxl Darrell,
R f{‘d-u;} with youl 1 den’t want you lLere. Iz that
plain enough for yond’

Gilly Bunter, almost EH[}]GdiI‘::IE with indignation, rolled
towards the door. He turned with & purple face, and bhinked
at Darrell. ;

“ I'm going to the Fead!” he said,

“ Go, and be od i

 You'll be sacked

“O ek ont 1Y

* Laok here!” =zaid Bunter, pausing with his hand on the
doar. I don’t want to be hard on vou, Darcell. P willing
ta be your friend.™ - _

“Thanks] I'm not willing, and 1t takes two (o make r
haroain.™

Billy Bunter gave him a furions look. e had expected
1o keep the new boy tight under his thumb, and ke had fondly
imagined that Darrell would be only too glad 10 acccpt his
friendly edvances. In his munds cye he bad seen the new
boy tarned inte a sort of humble follower, and the prospect
hied pleazed him exceedingly. )

But it was evidently net going to work out like thet.
Punter was strongly tempted to give the wecret away ak
onee, and tell all he {;ncw; batt—— ‘There was a but.  After
all, Darvoll was a goose to lay golden eggzs, however Hn-
pleasant his manners might be, And it would not be wiso
to imitate the foolish individual in the fable who killul the
poose that laid the golden egprs.

“Well, are vou illff?” =ail Darrell,

“TN po when T like,” said Bunter, with fecltie defance.

I)armﬁ vose to his feet,

“You'll go now ! ho said,

* Look here, Parrell—"

** Qutside, please!”

“I—D'm just going !’ stammered Bunter. * Look here,
NG you Ipm{ me five bob ull my pedalorder comes ¥

M I'm going to give you nothing whatever,” suid Darrell
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th“"[_'::--murmw you ean have half-a-crown.
at.

“If you think T want your money—"

“YWhat de you want, then?"”

Nothing

“Ahem! 1—I'm expecting a postal-order, Foun see. Look
here, Darrell, one g{mc})eturn deserves another. Lend me five
bﬂh_-n-

“ I've told you what [ shall do.”

“YVory well: then I'll go to the Head!™

“ (o, thent" ]

Darrell dragged the door open, and raised hiz foot. Billy

Bunter rolled ont into the passage in a great hurry. and the
door slammed after him.  The fat junior, breathing fury.
startod down the passage, but as soon as he had reached the
stalrs he paused,

“The beast! Half-a-crown—half-a-rotfen-crawn! As if T
want his beastly money! Still, half-a-crown every day is a
god bit. I—I mean I don't want to be hard on him
hem! I won't go to the Head just wot!™ he murmured,

And he didn't.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Horn of Plenty!
ARRELL made a rood many friends in the Lower Bchool

during the next fow days,
Harry Wharton & Co. liked him from the Arst. He
was, a5 Diob Cherry sald emphatically, the right sort.

Wharton had tried hun on the football-ground, and he
turned out to be s very good player.

Ele was kind and cheerful and always good-tempered. and
that naturally made fellows like hin:.  Fle had plenty of
money, and was guite free with it, and that helped to make
him popular, too.

The only fellow he was not guite civil to was Bunter. He
could not conccal that he disliked Bunter.

And Bunter had consed to speak of Darrell as an old pal
Bunter r{-pain;] his dislike with interest. Buat that did not
prevent him from blesding tho now boy rogularly.  If
Algernon Darvoll had not sot a limit, Bunter would have
cleared him out in a very short time. wealthy as he was, But
Darrell handed Bunter his half-crown pach day, and when it
was handed over refused even to reply whon Buntey demanded
a fresh loan the same day. The fact that he could pay so
much, apparently withouwt missing it, gshowed that hia allow-
ance was far in oxeess of most of the junior allowancea at
Grovirines. And Bunter was [urious at being, os he con-
aidered it, kept short.  Instead of half-crowns he wanted half.
sovereigns or golden guids.  Inddeed, his thoughts ran to
banknotes sometimes.  He had discovered that Darrcll had a
couple of fivers in his pocket-book. and Bunter dreamed of
those fivers and the cnormous amount of tuck they wonld
purchase,

But Darrell was as hard as iron. A dozen timea Bunter
gesolved to punish him by giving him away; but cach time he
vefloeted that if he ﬂifi' the daily hali-crown would cease
Lm{lmd:iatvly. And that was cnough to make the young rascal

alt.

INot that Bunter regarded himself in the least a3 a black.
majler. o hardiy thought at all about that aspect of the
case. All he knew waa that Darrell had plenty of money,
and that he wanted some of it. " And the easicat way to pot
gome of it was hi},r't,mf]itlg"rm nart‘{r":a soernt,  Dunter wonld
just a3 soon have obtained it by giving 1.0.U.'s or promisca
or anything, He was not porticular so long as he got the
money.

Besides Darroll's personal qualities, the fellows were some-
what interested in him becavae of his circumstances. It was
known that he was an orphan, that ho had no near rolations
at all, and that his guardian was an old lawyer in"the City,
who was no connection of lis. There was a large fortune
waiting for him when he rewched the ago of twonty-one, and,
mmnwghiie, ho had an ample, or more than ample, allowanee,
But he had no home, no prople to go to in tho vacations,
and sines his carlicst years he had never known what family
lifo was like.

He was reticont about his antecedonts.

He had had a tutor, and he had been at a preparatory
school. He apoke_about that without ronccalment, But he
had becn to a later school, and that he never mentioned.
Harry Wharton & (o, who remembered . Bunter's remarks
abont Darrell at Repley, wondered whetlior Lie was that same
Darrell. DBut as the new bow, secmed not toovant to speak about
it they did not question him.  And Fally Bunter apparently
had no more to say on the subject. At all events, he said no
mora. .

Buntor's sudden
nicticed.,

His pocket-money was half-a-crown a week, and when he
produced cash. day after day in the tuck-shop, the juniors
could not help noticing it, and feehug surprized,

Runtor talked anily abont postal-orders from his titled
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relations. But the Removitea knew that postal-order that
was alwavs expected, and never arrived.

It was Sneop of the Remose who discovered Bunter's sourcoe
of wenlth. Snoop spotted Bunter onc day as Darrell was
handing him half-a-crown, or. rather. throwing it ot him like
a bone to a dog, as Snoop sald afterwards to Skinner,

Snoop kept his oyves open after that, and was assured that
he had discovered the truth, that DBuuter was borrowing
regitlar sums of the new boy,

Jb was amazing to Snoop.

Bunter generally contrived to raize o loaw or two from new
fellows, but after a few days they came to know him, and
refused to lend any more. Darrell, apperently, was keeping
it up. for reasons best known to himself,

“YWhat on carth are you lending Bunter .'I'I'II?I'I? for,
Darrell ™ Bnoop asked one day. = He never pays his debts

“71 know he doesn’t,” said Darreell,

*You won't get any of it buck,”

1 suppose not.™

“ Then what tho dickens—""

Darrell coloured o little, .

*“‘Well, T have plenty," he said.

Snoop stared. 2

“ Bleased if I see that that's ane reason for Lhanding out
money to Bunter day after day.,” ho spid. * But if you've
got such heaps and want to get rid of it I'm vour man. Leund
mo a gquid, will you?™”

Darrell langhed.

“ Thanks, no.”

“0Oh, T'l make half-n-crown dot" said Snoop.

“* Nothing deing.' smid Darrell. .

Tho day after Skinner of the Remove tackled kin,  Sugop
had related itn all quarters the curious elrenmstance  that
Darrell was supplving Billy Bunter with pocket-meney, and
Skinner thought that be saw a good thing in i, He como up
to Darrell in the {lose with 3 most agrecable smile.

“1 sawv, Darrell, I knocked your topper off the day you
came here,” he said, * I'm sorey.™

“ Thaet's all right.” sakd Darrecell. : 2

“1 suppose vou couldn't lend me halfa-quid? said

kinnor,

“ Quite tight,” agreed Darrell; 1 couldn’t, Skinner.”

Skinner coughed,

“Well, as vou seem to be giving away money, you know,
I thought vou might shell out a bit in my divection,” he
said—""say, five hoh™

“ Nathing doing.” .

Saminy Bunter, of the Scecond Form ---l'hlI;- DBunter's miner
—-was not long in Licaring of his major's windfall, and after
a vain attempt to extract some of the plunder from Thlly,
Sammy -PBunter bore down on Darrell. e found Darrell
in. his study at work, and he rvolled in wirhout ceremony.
Davrell gave him a grim look: his feelings towards Billy
Bunter did not dispose him to like Bunter minor.

“Well, what do you want " he demanded. .

“1 hear vou're awfully pally with my muojor——" began
Sammy aprecably. o
“Then vouw've heard wrong. [ can't stand your major.

“0Oh! But--but—="

“ Good-bye

: E;';ﬂ!lrl‘:.;i vou-lend me fve bob—2""

L L y

“ Look here, what are you handing oul money io my
major for ?” demanded Sammy, coming out into the open, as
it were, ““What's the little game? Dwoes he know anvthing
abouat you, or what s 10!

“ Get out I ) ) ¢

“ Ho might tell me, and lot me into it, whatever it is,
but Billy's such o beast!™ said Sammyr, in an aggrieved
tone.- * Look here, Durrell——""

Darrell rose from his seat, took Saminy by the shoulders,
and spun him out of the study.

Sammy collapsed in the passage with 4 gasp, and the door
slammed after him,

It was evident that there was *“ nothing doing,”

The seckers of little foans were nll disappoeinted, and
pechaps that made them talk more than they would other-
wise have done. At all events, bofors Darrell had bean at
Greviriars 2 week, one of the most interesting topics in the
Remove was the fact that he was supplying the impecunious
Bunter with pocket-meney. Why he should do 50 was a
mystery; and whatever hiz motive was, he did t'u':!'- chogoso to
explain it. A good many of the fellows asked him, but he
replicd very shortly-—in. fact, as good as told them to mind
thoir own business, as Bolsover major complained.

Yernon-Smith, the Dounder of Greviriavs, stopped Darroll
in the passage ane aftorncon. . Smithy had not had much to
do with Darrell, but he rather liked him; and Smithy had
had somo experience of Billy Bunter's little ways. »

“CHUCKLES!" 2*
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“TDo vou know you're getting talked about in the Forn:,
Darrell " he said bluntly. i

Darrell gave him 4 quick look, as if 1o aszcertain whether
his intention was hostile, DBut the Dounder’s face was quite
amicable.

*Am I said Darrell quictly. *The fellows must want
ﬂj:_nl_m_c-thing to talk about if they bother their heads over my
glfairs."

“Well, they san't help being curious. You lend Bunter
mbney every day-—or, rather, give it, as he never pays his
debits, [ know Bunter. Once thers was something "—the
Bounder coloured a little—'' there was something 1 didn’t
want talked about, and Bunter got hold of it, and he serewed
money out of me for keeping it quiet.”

Darrell smiled bitterly.

“?ﬂuitﬂ an old geme with him, then ' he said. :

“Well, he's not very particular how he gets money,” said
YVernon-Smith, with @ nod. ““ Not that he means to be »
rascal ; he's too stupid to understand what a cad he is.  But
the fellows knew about that iocident, and—and—="

“Well ' said Darrell,

“Well, there's getting a sort of idea about that Bunter
knows something shedy about you, same as he did about me,
and is trading on it,”” said Vernon-Bmith frankly. ** Mind,
it's none of my business: I've only spoken to give you a
hint, so that you can stop it. Dut if you waste any more
moncy on Bunter, I'm afraid you'll really give the impres-
Bion f{mt'h&‘s got you under his thumb in some way.”

Darrell nodded. -

“‘ Thanks for the warning,” he said. “I wonder you
fellows can stand guch o rotter in the school. He ought to
e ragged out of Greyfriars™

Y Wdl, he's more & fool than anyvthing elze,” said Vernon-
Bimith. “ Well, that's all. I thought 1’5 give you the tip."

“*Thanks again!™

Hut the next day Billy Bunter was flush with money agein, -

ana ™me hounder noticed 13, and he ¥new that hi=s warning
hed made no difference. And Darrell began to notice, too,
that seme of the fellows eyed him very oddly, and that
juniors who had been very friendly with him began to
Uedge' off, us it were, and show somewhat less inelination
for his acquaintance. And with a heavy heart, the fallow
who had been expelled. from Repley realised that it was the
beginming of the end. _

# Murder will out,” 15 an old saying. And it scemed fated
that, sooner or later, Alzy Darrell’s secret was bound to

come to light,
[T}
I looking at the letter in the rack.
had since he came here,”

'.;FHE'E got no people, you know,” said Skinner, with a
sniff.

Bunter took the letter down from the rack, and turned it
over in hiz hands, He was very curious about that letter—
a5 e always was about other fellows' letters.

“Let it alone ! growled Bolsovern.

“Tim not going to opent 31, sad Bonter,
can laok at the envelope if I Like, can't 17"

“The postmark’s Repley,” said Skinner, locking at it
 Anybody know where Repley i7"

“In Forkshice," soid Russe{l.

“There's a school there,” said Snoop. © Haven't you gob
a grandfather. or something, who's an usher or something
there, Bunter ¥

Bunter glared.

f:!I"-'{: ot an uncle, who's mathemaotics master there,” he
said.

I wonder if that's the school Darrell's been to,” said
Skinner inguisitively. * Nobody knows, I suppoze?”

“ Don't they ¥’ said Bunter.

“ o you " asked Bolsover major,

“ I know what I know."

“Well, T don’t suppose that's much,” said Skinner, who
knew the best way te deaw the Owl of the Remove, Bunter
did not like ta have his knowledge helittled.

“"DBon't vou?? sniffed Bunter. *“Well, I conld tell von
some things that would surprise you, if I chose. That letter's
froan Repley School.”

“ How do you know 7

“Well, T do know. I know a lat about Darrell.”

“1s that what he gives you half-crowns for?’ anipgered

En::m

—_— e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Speaks!
E-.e}f?, you fellows, there's a letter for Darrell ™

Georga, so there 13! sald Bolsover major,
“It's the first Lie's

“I suppose I

P . . .
b5 said Runter: and, realising that he was snyvine
foo much, the fat jumior walked away
Tar Macxer Lisrary.—Na. 310,
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Y allo? Where are you taking Darrell’s letter i de-
manded Bolsover major. :

“I'm going to take it to him,” said Bunter. * Iic's on the
fmtm'-gmung with Wharton now. I'll just take 10"

“ Mind it doesn’t come open on the way I jeered Bolsover.

Billy Bunter did not re‘ﬁﬁy to that remark. He rolled out
of tha School House, and started for the football-ground;
but before he reached ©t he turned aside, and went into the
Cloisters. He was very curious indeed about that letter,
and he sat down on one of the old stone benches in the
Cloisters, and turned it over and over in his fat hands, Ile
had no seruples whatever about reading another fellow’s
letter, but even he hesitated to open it

“ He wouldn't dare to make a row,” murmured Dunter to
himself. * He wouldn't risk a row with me, when I could
give him away. After all, he's here under false pretences,
and I've a right to know what's going on. It may be my
duty to speak to the Head. A chap whe comes to a schoal
under falze pretences can't complain.'

He hesitated some time longer, but turiosity was too strong
for him. He felt that it was queer that Davrell, who had
been expelled from Repley, should have correspoudence with
a fellow in the school he had left. Bunter opened his peo-
knife at last, and began to squecze open the flap of the
envelope with the blade. He had an idea of sticking it
down with gum aftcrwards, and so covering up his tracks.

With great skill he prised open the Bap of the envelope
without tearing it. It was not the first time he had done
that sort of thang,

The letter was open ab last, and Bunter drew out the
folded sheet; and after a quick glence round the Cloisters,
to make surc that he was not observed, he unfolded it

“ Dear Algy,”” it began.

Bunter glanced ot the end.
Efrall.”

“ FEevoll 1" murmured Bunter. 1 think T remember that
name. A chap who was very friendly with Darrell before
he wds sacked. I suppose he's keeping up with him becausoe
he's got money.™

It did not occcur to Bunter that Ervoll of Repley mmighi
have another motive for keeping up with 'i}a,n'tr'lr.

e turned back to the beginning of the letter again, ond
began to read,

Y Dear Algy,—I was jolly zlad to get your letter. Jellw
glad vou're ull right at Greyfriars. I've been calling myself
every sort of a brute since yvou left for letting you po. "What
o' ve done for me was what nohody else would ever have
done for anybody. I know that; I shouldn’t have let you do
it. If it hadn't i&en for my pater—"

" Bunter ! Is that my letter 77

It was & sharp, angry, passionate voica.

Billy Bunter jumped up in great alarm, putting the letter
behind him., Darrell had suddenly come into the Cloistoers,
and his brows were contracted, hiz eyes gleaming,

“ Your—your letter ' stammered Bunter.

* Bolsover told me you had a letter for me ! said Darreil
ficreely. * How dare you meddle with my letters? He said
you were bringing it to me, and that you'd very likely read

“0Oh, really, vou know—m-=>""

““ Where iz my lettar 7' demanded Darrell iinperiously.

“I1—I'm sincerely sorry. I=1 dropped it in the Close
somewhere,” .

“I helieve that is my letter that you were reading,” said
Darrell, in a low tone of concentrated anger,

“"Oh, you know—"" began Bunter feebly.

“ Bhow me that letter I

“ Tt—it'4 mine ™

“ Show it te mo at oncoe 1"

“ Look here, Darrell, T'm not going to show you my leliers,
Ow, ow! Hands off, vou beast! I—I—- It came open by
speident, you knew ™ howled Bunter, as the sturdy junicr
laid violent hands upon hun.

Darrell hurled him aside, and grasped the letter as he lct
it fall. His face was white with rage, and his ayes blazing.

“You rotten cad!  You were reading my letter I he
shouted,

“1—I wasn't reall
stuttered Runter.
fasten it up again

Y ou've read it

“[ haven't. I hadn't finished—T mean, I hadn't started -
that i3, T wasn't gotng o read 14! Of course, 1 should scorn
to do anvthing of the sort1”

“You low cad "

“ Look here, Darrell, a fellow who comes to a sclioal under
false pretences hasn't any right to be so jolly particalar !
said Bunter, recovering his courage a little, ** And don't
yau start call'ng me names, I won tstand it 1™

ORDER TO-DAY!
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1 Sklnner, Snoop, and Stott sprawied on the stone flags, gasping and blinking. Darrell stood with clenched fists, his |

eyes blazing down at them,

M Had enough ? " he sald, between his teeth.

{Nee Chapler 11.)

“I don't want any of your cheek I said Bunter loftily.
¢ A chap who's been expellsd from his school for drinking
and betting and things—"

Darrell grasped him by the shoulders, and shook him
Bercely. Bunter pasped.

Y Legge ! Ow, ow !

“Thid wvou read this letter ™"

“Ow, ow! D-d-don't shake me bke that! My glasses wiil
fall off, and if they get b-b-broken——""

“ Have you read this letter?”

“You'll have to pay for "em . Ow, ow. ow ! Yah!"

Clump, clump, elump !

Billy Bunter roared and yelled as Darrell boxed his ecara
rizht and left.

“Ow, ow! Help! Muorder! Fire! shricked Bunter.

“Did you read this letter before I caught wou, you
rotter ! shouted Darrell.

"Ow! Only a few lines ! howled Bunier. “Ow! T was
just gang o bring it to rou. don’'t want to read your
beastly letbers! Ow, ow, ow! Yaroeooh !™

Darrell hurled him mwa(':' furiously, and he fell heavily
upon the stone fAaps of the Cloisters,

“You dirty cad! You mean hound .” shouted Durrell
“T've u good mind to lick you till you can't crawl, you
rotten spy !

0w, ow, ow ! Help!™ .

Darrell crushed the letter inte his pocket, arnd torncd
awar. Bunter blinked after him furiously.

“You rotter ! T'H settle you?" he roarved. “I'll let the
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whale school know that you wero expelled from Repleyv!
I'll show you up ™"

“Will you?"’

Darrell turned back wpon him, and brought hie boots into
pliy. He faiely dribbled Bunter out of the Cloisters into tha
Close, till the fat junior picked himself up and fled, roaring
like a bull.

Darrell strade away, breathing hard.

Bunter dashed on at top speed, thinking of nothing but
geibing away from Darrell, and too terrified to be even
aware that Darrell was not pursuing him.

ITe rushed right into a group of juniors who were crossing
towards the EEED{&I House, and there was a shout.

“ Hallo, hallo, halio ™

** Look where you're running, you silly ass!"

0w ! Help!” roared Buonter. “"He's after me!
him off ! He's dangerovs ! Ow !

Bob Cherry grasped the fat junior by the shoulder, and
shook him.

“What's the matter, vou fot ass?
vou.'!

Bunter hlinked round nervously.

“Ow, ow " he Ermnad; “The beast! To turn on me like
that, after I've kept his sceret all this time! Ow! The
rotter ! I'll go to the Head at once, the beast !

““Who's a boast " asked Bohl, in wonder,

“Darrell ™ howled Bunter. “ Darcell! He was expolled
from hLis last school, and he's been k-k-kicking me, juest
Lecawse I knew about 11! Ow, ow, ow !

“ Great Scotc!”
“CHUCKLES!" *

Keep

There's nobody after
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Accusation ]

T was out now !
I Iob Cherry ran Biﬂﬁ Bunter up against a tree, and

jammed him there, with a tight grip on his collar,

“ Now, you silly ass, what are you talking about?”
demanded Bob sharply. * Who's been expelled from his last
school ¥'° _

“Ow! Leggo! Darrell has”

** Rubbish ' said Harry Wharton.

“1 tell you it is so,” howled Bunter; "and I can prove
it. He's o rotter all through, and he was expelled. from
Repley for dizgraceful conduct! }e was found drunk in a

ub. Ow!”
¥ 1 don't believe it

* Ruts !

* Rubbish I

[ X8 R‘}L 1!! ]

“I'll prove it!" roarcd Bunter. " T'll show him up before
all Greyfriars! Ow!

“What on earth’s the row here®” exclaimed DBolsover
major. Fellows were ecrowding up from guarters,
attracted by thoe disturbance. Bunter's voioe could be hoard
helf across the Close,

“ Bunter's got hold of a sillv yarn,” =aid Wharton; *'one
of his fairy tales, as usual. He says Darrell was expelled
froan his last school ™

* 80 he was!” howled Bunter,

" Phew I :

" {3h, that's rather thick ! za1d Skinner,

“The thickfulness i torrifie ! said Hurree Jamset Ham
Singh, with 2 shake of the head.

“I can prove it!” howled Bunter.

“You'll have to!" said Johnny Bull grimly. *°If you say
e thing like that about a decent fellow like Darrell, you'll
have to prove it, or else take 4 ragging.”

“Of course, there's nothing in it,”" said Nugent,

“Nothing at all I

“Only gus!" : ’

“I1 don't know,” said Bncop, with a snigger. ' What's
Darrcll been giving Buntor moncy for?  Bunter's had a
gmall fortune out of him.””

“By Jove--yes I )

“ Let's hear all about it," said Bolsover major. “I don't
bolieve 2 word of it, for one, but we'd better hear the stary.”™

Tob Cherry releazed the fat junior. Bunter was still
gasping for ﬁmnth, and bo was greatly enraged. He had
gaicdl too much to stop mow, and he was too furiows for the
maoment to realize that he was, in fact, slaying the goose that
laid golden epms, .

“ Out with it, Bunter !™

“Get it off your chest I"*

“Taot's have the piddy fairy tale!"

Bunter panted.

“Darrell wsed to be at Repley—he was in the Tower
Fourth there. Ile was expelled from his school, He was
found drunk in a pub., and betting with bookmakers ——""

0k, what rot ! exclaimed Harry Wharton. * Darrell's
the last chap in the world to do anything of that kind.™

“Of course he 13! said Bob Cherry angrily. " 1If you
can't spin & betler varn than that, Bunter—-"'

-5 IUs true ! yvelled Bunter. "' I recopgnised him the day
he came. I was there the day he was expelled, visiting iny
unele. My unele was one of the masters who found him in
the pub. in the middle of the night.”

“Oh, draw it mild "'

“ Iz your uncle as hig an Ananias as you are, Bunty

“ Ha, ha. ha !’

“ He didn't deny it when I spoke fo him,” said Bunier.
" He didn't dare to. He knew that T knew him. Ie's
Darrell of the Lower Fourth at Replew.”

“ Ha might have been at Repley, without being expelled,”
gaid Wugent,

“ Fle's had a letter to-day with the Ropley postmark,” said

100p.

" Woll, that might prove that he was there, but not that he
w{ar«! s::fkeﬂ." said Harry Wharton, “ I don't believe a word
of 1it.”

* Ask him ! snorted Bunter.
He admiticed it to me™

“ Bosh '

I tell yom L did!  He- he offered me money to keep
the secret, bt I refused, of course—ahem '—I scorned to
take it !

“Why has he becn giving you money nearly every dav,
then?"" prinned Dulstrode—* or every blessed day, so far as
I know "

" Ahem! That -that was a loan.
that when my postal-order comes.”

"By Georgan! It looks as if there's something in it,"
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“CHUCKLES!”

“He won't dare to deny it.

I'm going to settle

MY N
YALE

said Bolsover major. “We all know that Darrell has been
handing out money to Bunter, and we know that Bunter
wouldn't be above blackmailing a chap.”

‘" Oh, really, Bolsover—"

“Weo'll ask him, anyway,” said Skinner. * Dash it ell,
he ought to clear up & thing like this! After all, ie's been
jolly mysterious about his old school—never talks abent 1t
at all. It was Repley, right enough.”

*"Hure, and 1 don't belicve he was sacked at all, at all
saitd Micky Desmond. “ The Head wouldn't let hin conre
here if he'd been sacked from another school.”

“The Head doesn't know ' snap Buntor.

" There was a chap did that before and Smithy bewled
him out," said Russell.

""But he had changed his name !

"I don't belreve this of Darrell " said Vernon-Smith, * It's
some mistake,”

“ Ask him!"" velled Bunter, . .
th*‘t\Hu may as well ask him ! said Skinner.

at.

“Begad! It's n v's busincss but his own, my dear
fellows,” remarked Lord Mauleverer.

5 > \E:!ur not give Bunter & licking, and then let the matter
rop

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

_ “Faith, and it’s a janius ye ere, Meuly.
intirely,™

“ Hear, hear!™

“Lemme alone! roared Bunter. 1 tell you it's the
truth. He won’t dare to deny it if you ask him! He hasn't

ot cheek enough for that! T tell you he admitted it when

spokea to him, his first day here, giiw you my word-—"

“Oh, rats! What's your word worth*” smffed Bob Cherry,

" And I'm jolly well going to tell the Head ! said Bunter.
“"It's my duty to show that chap up, as he's come Lore on
false pretences,  [—""

“"You won't go to the Head,” said Harry Wharton, {rown-
ing.' " Whether it's true or not, it's not your businesa to
sneak to the Head., And you'd find it rather hard to explain
about Darrell’s having given vou money,™

“That was only a loan 3

“0Oh, cheese 1t}

“ Liooks to me as if there's something in it suid Telsover
major. “and one thing's jolly certain—Bunter has been
squeczing money out of the kid to keep his secret.”

*Iooks like it!™

U Jally cevtain ™ sard Peter Todd, ™ And as Buater be-
longs to my study, and I don't allow blackmailing raseals
in No. 7, Bunter's going to be bumped. Collur han 7

“"Here, I say—hands off—yah—ah—help !’

But several pairs of hands grasped the Owl of the Remove,
and the grinning juniora bumped hing with hearty goodwili,

Bump, bump, himp!

They streamed off to _ihn Bchool Hoose, launehing, and
leaving Bally Bunter gasping on the gronnd. Thae far junior
sat up rather dazedly, and set his spectacles =teaiphe on his
fat little nose,

“ Ow—pw—ow "' he groaned, “"Ow! The heasts!
But I've jolly well put a spoke in Davrell’s whee] !
ow—aw it

“No harm in

It's a good idea

Yow!
My—aw—

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Darreil's Answer!

” ERE he comes!
“Here's Darrell !’
The muttered words came distinetly onough to Algy
Darrell’s ears ags he entered the jumor Common-ream.

Nearly all the Remove were there, and o good number of
the Fourth and Third. :

The story of Bunter's aceusation against the new fellow
had spread in the Lower Schoal, and there was a breathless
curiosity on the subject.

Evervbedy wanted to know what Darrell had to say.

Harry Wharton & Co. persisted that the story was & wild
mistake of some kind. Bome of the other fellows agreed with
them. But most of the Removites had to adimit that they
thought there was something in it

It was an indubitable fact that Darrell had been haading
out money to Thilly Bunter, and it was equally coviain that
he had not done 1t ont of Iriendshup, because his dishke of o
{at Junior was well known.

Bunter, in betraving Darrell, had betrayed at the same
Emu.-. his own rascality ; but he was too ohtuse Lo see that st

rat.

Tt was the fact that Bunter had received zo many little loans
from Darrell that disposed the fcllows to beliecve the story,
Bunter's word wnsupported was worth nothing, or less than
nothing.

O bl e nere rRis Bankay ™ ORDER TO-DAY |



EBit what had Darrell paid him for, unless ha had that
secrist to keep?

That was a question to which the Famous Five could find
no answer, though they persisted in declaring that it was all
rot, and that Darrell was the right sovt. _

No one had asked Darcell aboub it, so far. He had gone
to his study with his letter, and had remained there for some
time. But now that he came down inte the common-room,
there was a general feeling that it was time to * have it out.”

If Bunter’'s story was' false, it was easy enough for Darrell
to soy so, and most of the fellows would have taken his word
without guestion. .

All eyes were turned upon Darcell as he came in.

His face was a little pale, and there was a line in his
brow; but his step was firm a3 he walked into the crowded
room, and he met the f;lnnm's of the juniors [earlessly.

“Here he is!"” chortled Billy Bunter, taking care to keep
the table between himself and Darrell. * Now ask him!”

“¥You shut up!” growled Bob Cherry.

**1 say, Darrell—" began SBnoop.

Darrell turned upon him.

“Well¥" he said sharply.

M Ahem!” said Snoop, backing away a pace or two. He
did not guite like Darrell’'s look. “ I-—that is—you—ahem ™

“ Have you got anything to say to me?”’

" Well, you spe———""

Y Yes, Darrell,” said Harry Wharton dircetly. * Bunter's
telling o yarn aboub you, and we want you to tell us it's all
lics, or a mistake., I've said so already, bul you may as well
say so0, too, and knock it right on the head.”

Darrvell smiled, a strange, slow smile.

“Thank you, Wharton,”” he said. ** So vou believe in ma 1™

“1 know you're the right sort,” said Harry,

“1 hope I am1”

“And we'll take your word, too,” said Bob Choerry.
“You've only got to tell us that Bunter’s lying, and that's
the end of it.”

“1 don't know about thet,” muitered Skinner.
proot,’

“ Darrell's word is Prﬂol etiough,’ said Baob,

“Well, T think—

““Never mind what vou think,” said Boeb decisively, [
should recommend Darrell to lick any chap who doubts his
word. I'll hold your Jacket, Darrell.™

“ Ha, ha, ha!

* Well, let's have it out!” said Bolsover major. * Is there
any truth in what Billy Bunter has been saying about you,
Darrell ¥ '

“What has he been saying ¥

“He says you were at Repley Behool, in Yorkshive——-""

That 15 true.”’

“*No harm in that " said Mark Linley.

“But he says you were expelled,” said Bolsover major.
*I admit it sounds rather thick, but as you've been giving
Buunter money lately, we all think that you ought to explain.
I'm as willing as Cherry to take your word. [ don't think
you'd tell Lies”

* I certainly shouldn't tell lies,” said Darrell quictly.

“Well, then, is 1t truc?™

Y Wes ™

Darrell's reply was calm and quint,

A hush of astonishment, slmost of stupofaction, fell upoh
ﬂ'IE‘ crowded room.

Mo one had expected that reply. They lacked at Darrell’s
facc—handsome and pale and set. ’

He was perfectly ealn, and only a slight quiver of the lip
betrayed any emotion. Hiz glanee did not falter. A tinge
of colour erept anto his pale checks, and that was all.

‘”{rrun!" stammered Bolsover, at last, quite taken aback.

E1 EE.PI‘

“You were expelled frem Repley?’ demanded a dozen
voloes atb onoa,

Darrell’s head drooped a little,

“Wes, I was. expelled from Repley.™”

*(h, my hat!"

“ (sreat %[mﬂ. i

" Begad!™

Y 'Well, this beats it 1" _ ;

There was a chortle of triumph from Billy Bunter. This
was the hour of his vietory, and the licking in the Cloisters
was moro than avenged now.

“1 say, you fellows, what did T tell you? I told vou he
was sacked from Repley, dida't 17 Sucked for drinking and
betting in a pub—-"

“ Hold yvour tongue!"™ growled Bab Cherry: and his frown
was 30 dangerous that Bunter backed away, and held his
peace.

Durrell stood quite still, one hand resting on the table.
The flush in his checks was deapening. Tiz-re weore little
beads of perdpiration upon his brow, showing what an effort
it cost him Lo maintain his calmness. He had been prepared
for this, and he was going through it with steady courage:
but it was a terrible blow to him, and most of the fellows
there could see it.
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¥ I—F don’t quite understand,” said Wharton, ot last.
 Vou say vour wore expelled from your school, Darrell? Buk
—but you're a decent chap. What had you done?”

“Was it some mistake?" asked Nugent. _

“OF course he'll say it was!” sniggered Bunter.
Leggo, my ear, Bob Cherry, you beast! Yow-ow!"”

“1 was charged and found guilty, and the Head expelled
me,’” said Darrell dully. * That’s all Fve got to say.”

“ But what wore you charged with?'

“ That cad has told you. T was found in a public-house ak
midnight.”

¥ You—you own up to that?" gasped Wharton.

TS Y“H’rll

“Jhen it was right; you were guilty "

“I had nothing to say to the Headmaster, and I have
nothing to say now,” said Darrell evenly. ' It's ¢come out,
and as I can't lie about it, I've owned up. If you care to let
Dr. Locke know, I shall most likely have to leave Grevfriars,
bup——" )

“The Head's bound to get to know aboutb it, sconer er
later,”” said Bulstrode, _ i

“%Well, it's my luck, T suppoese I shall have to stand "

“ Put—but there must have been some mistake ! Wharton
urred. "I can't believe it. You'ro not that kind of chap!”

Darrel] was silent.

“’Anyway, Darrell has been decent enough since he's been
here,” said Bob Cherry. * This won’t make any differenca
as far as I'm coneorned.”

“ Bame hera!” said Frank Nugent.

“ The samefulnesas 1s terrifie.”

Then for the first time emotion came into Algy Darrcll's
fnce. His features worked a little, and his voice was lusky
when he spoke:

“ I—I say, you're awiully good, you chaps! I—I wish I
could explain to you, but—it wasn't just as it secemed—only
I couldn’t explain to the headmaster—and I can't cxplain
now. 1 wasn't my own master, and—onl—" He broke
off. * It’s no gocd saying anything. That's all!™

And Darrell turned ang wa,lied out of the room.

He left the common-reormn in a bure behind him. Tk wans
true, then=—Darrell had admitted it without reserve—true
that he had been oxpelied from his last school—uand one
quoestion wag on all lips—what would the Head say when ha
knew? For whatever rosolutions the juniors might muke
to keep Darrell's secret for him, nothing was more certain
than that it must come out sooner or later—probably sooner.
What would the Head say?

L] “'}w-!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Kindred Spirlet

e EI.I,, that takes the giddy biscuit!
“That was Bob Cherry's verdict, and the other
fellows agreed with him. It did take the biscuit.
Darrell was not seen agoin downstairs that even-
inr: he kept in his study. . .
Micky Desmond and Morgan found him there when they
went to do their preparation in.No. 8 Darrell was workivg
steadily and ca.lmry at the table, and he did not look up as
Desmond and Morgan regarded
They liked their study-mate very much,

him very curionsly. ue
ut

and Bunter's rovelation hod come as a shock to them.
somchow or other: they liked Darrell just the same.

“ Afther all,” Mick!y had remarked in the common-room,
“ phwat he was expelled for isn't any worse than goes on
hero with some fellows. The Bounder could give him points
about pub-haunting—couldn’t you, Smithy?"

Vernon-Smith shrogred his shoulders,

¢ But Smithy hasn't been found ont!” grinned Skinner.

“ Bare, and there's you, too, EBkinner, f’ml'm no better
than you should be—and sure you were expelled onee, and the
Head fet vou come back ! Micky continued.

“ (Oh, shut up!" said Skinmer. He did not like being
rinninded of that.

* And Bolsover, too——-"

“ ¥ou let me nlone!” said Bolsover
expellod, anyway !

. I“ Bleased are they who are not found out!”" grinned Dob
shevvy.

“ Well, T dare say Darrell’s no worse than some fellows
hore—aztill, T suppose you won't say that what he's done ia
right,” remarked Ogilvy.

“ (Oh, not" said Bob. * But he's decent enough now. we
all know that. Let bygonea be hygones, that's my #lea!™

“ Faith, and that's my idea intirely I sand Micky Thesmord,

That was what mast of the Remove fellows thought, Mick
Doesmond and Morgan azreed that they would trent Darrell

“GHUCKLES!” #*

“1 haven't been
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Just the same as before; indeed, Micky was almost bubbling
aver with good-nature when he cumne into the study,

Darrell worked on without looking up.

** Foith, and it's busy ye are, Davrell!” eaid Micky, break-
in%‘ihe silence at last,

hen Darrell looked up from his work.

* ¥es" he aaid.

M Ye're lookin' a bit rotten,” Micky comuented, scavning
his face, -

“I'm feeling a bit votten,” said Darvell, with a faint smile,

“ I suppose so. And it's thrue intirely. Darcrell—yvou were
r-:-uiTIJ;' wcked from Repley? Sure I can't quite believe it
yetT'

“I's true: but T don't want to talk about it.”

“ Bure that's a polite way of tellin’® me to mind me own
businesa " grinned Micky.  * All right—T'lIl shut me head,
my =on. Only we're goin' on jist the same here—I haven't
got anything agin you!"” -

* Bame here, look you,” Morgan remarked.

“You're jolly good,” said Darrell.

2y tourse, you've chucked it up now,” seid Micky, a
little apprehensivelr, I suppose vou won't he fetchin®
drinks ar smokes into the study—hing '—

Dareell burst into a laugh.

* No; I have never dono that.™

* And ve won't he breakin' hounds to go pub-hauntin®?”
said Micky anxiously.

* Na:on my word 1"

*“ Blessed if I know what you did it for at Repley ! suid

Micky, in wonder. * ¥ou don't seem that sort of a spalpeen
at all, at all!l PBut you say yvou dul ™

“ I anid T was found guilty,” said Darrecll quictly, .

“ ¥ou were found at a pub. late at night, weren't you®
said Morgan.

Darreli flushed painfully,

* Ves,

Y ¥You didn't go there to take "em trects, I suppose ' ssked
Mnrgqum a little sarcastically.

il : ﬂr:h

* Well, it's all over now, and we'll say no more about it,”
said Micky Desmond hastily. I only hope the masters
won't get to hear of it!"

And the three juniors went on with their proparation. A
little later there was a knock at the door, and Fisher T.
¥ish locked in. The Ameoriran junior nodded to the vcoupants
of the study, and regarded Darrell with great curiosity.

“I guess I've just heard the yarn,” he said. T say,
Darrell, T guess I want tp look at you. How does it feel to
be squiffy 7

“SE)h, clear off 1" said Davrell.

“But I guess T want 10 know, I'm doing an article fer
the ' Greyiriars Herald,”" PFisher T Fish explained. * I
think I could make on interesting article il you'd give mo
some points about vour experiences. ' How it Fools to Lo
Squifiy: by One who has Been There.'—something like that,
you know."

i l"if!ick:r‘ Desmond and Morgan chuckled, and Darrell rose to
s feet.

o
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A Magnetite, who Is the lucky possessor of a metor-cycle and sidecar, takes advantage of a [ine winter's day to take his
invalld mother for a health-giving run in the crisp, keen air,
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Peter Todd lastened his finger and thumb on Bunter's fat ear, and squeezed as if he would squeeze a hele In it.
“gw! 0wl

Wharrer yer at | roared Bunter, **Are you gning to stop your rotten tricks? " asked Peter cheer-
fully. *You'd better make up your mind before your silly ear comes off!"  (Sec Chapter 2.}

R —

. Skt | r——

“ Aro vou going to clear ant, Fish?' he asked.
“Yeop!' Fisher T Fish Dacked inte the passapge.
offence, vou know—I only want to know, you know !
Slam !

as hst : Dareell was the last to close s eves, but ar length be,
too, was slecping.

e was suddenly awakened.

T the darkness he fele o haned shaking bin by the shonlder,

and he started out of bis shember, and stared about Low W
the gloom.

“\What—who is 2"
B hash M

= Bkinner ! said Dareell, recognising the voice.

as xn

Darvell went back to his work with a red face.
Darrell remamed in the study aflter Morean and Desnoned
had finished and gene down. The rest of the Hemove diul

again until bedtimoe, when he came up by
himself to the Remove dormatory.

Curious locks were cast at him; but he did vot seem (o
observe them.

He went to hed quictly.

Drarrell did not join in the choeery huzz of tulk after lighia
ok, Very few of the juniors had changed in their manner
towards himmr: buat it scemcd as ¥ the rew boy alveady felt
himsalf an outsider.

There was silence and slwmber in the Remove dormitery
Tur Macxer LipRARy.—No. 310

* That'as ryght ™

Dwrell sat up in bed, and pecred through the wloos a|
Skinner, wondering what he wunted. Fleven o'cluck was
striking from the clock-tower.

“ What is i, Skinner?  What's the nadter "

* Aro vou eoming out®"”

* Uotning cat ! vepeated Dhaerell, in amazement.

=skinner ehockled softly,

* Yo, I'm going to the Cross Keys -lots of fun thira i}
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w've got the tin to pay your whistle, vou know. I didn’t
snow 1t was in your line, or I'd have asked vou before. ot
up and dress guick—I'll show you the way out, and I'll give
you ¢ chanco of secing a bit of life.””

“ Beed life I" repeated Darrel],
“1 don't know what you're talking
mean?’

" ¥eu understand well enough,” said Skinner impatiently,
“and don’t shout. I tell you I didn't know you were one
of eur sort—but I know now, and I'm willing to show you
round, if you care to come!”

“And what are you going to do?"

“Well, there will be & game of nap, and amekes, and—="

* ¥ou rotter "

Skinner started back.

“ IBh—what's that?" he ejaculated.

“I called you & rotter! And yvou are a rotter!
to bed—that's the most sensible thing you can do.
play the giddy goat!”

Skinner gritted his teeth.

“ What's, the little ganwe?’ he muttered angrily. 1
suppose you're not goiog to play the piddy Erie hore, are
¥ou, now that we know all about vou? We know what vou
were sacked from Repley for, don't we? Are vou ufenid to
risk it again, or what?”’

“ ' not afratd '

* Then why don’t you come?'

* Because I'm not a blackguard 1™

“ Oh, then what weve you at Repley?' said Skinner, with
a bitter snecr.

- ¥ Never mind what I was at Repley,” said Duarrvell quietly.

Here I'm going to play the game, anyway. I'm not
coming with- you 1"

Skinner breathed hard in the darkness. He was so an Ly
that he could gladly have thrown himself upon the new boy
and pommelled hiny right and left. :

But Darrell was not exactly the sort of follow who eould be
handiod it that way, and Skinner did not want to make a dis-
turbance, either. He controlled his rage with an effort,

“ I wus going to do you a good turn,” he muttered,

“ Thanks !”

“ Well, if you won't como—"*

“ I certainly won't come !

“ Hang you, then ™

And Bkinner disappeared. The black sheep of the Remove
had confidently counted upon taking Darrell along with hin
on that littlo cxpedition. He know how welcome a fellaw with
money would bo ameng the circle of “ sporting rents ™ at the
Cross Keys. 1 Darrell had been fecced there, Skinner would
have pocketed o commission from Mr. Cobl on the trans-
action. That was Skinner's noble object.

Skinner went sullenly back to bed. " He did not want to go
without Darrell,

“Thoe rotter? he muttered. “ He's jolly keen. He
suspeets that I should make something out of 3. Hang him!
But he's not going to come the goody-goody game with ne,
after being sacked from his old school! I'll make him sorry
for what he’s said. Hang him!"

And before he went to sleep Bkinnee turned over in his
mind various plans for making Algy Darrell properly sorry
for himself, )

hardly  understanding.
about. What do vou

ot back
And don't

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
Kot Taking Any!
BILLY BUNTER wore a lugubrious expression the noxt

day.
The fat junior had already repented of what he
had done.

Under the prinful influence of the Heking Darrell had given
him in the Cloisters, he had blurted out the whole story,
and as Darrell had admitted the truth his hold upon the new
boy wos entirely gone,

‘T'here waa nothing more for Bunter.

Billy Bunter had many times had occasion to be sorry for
talking too much, but never had he repented so sincerely as
upon the present occasion. He wore a worried look all the
morning.  When the Remove came out of their Form-room
Bunter sidled up to Darrell in a rather hesitating munner,

Darrell glanced at him, and walked quickly away into the
Close. Billy Bunter toddled after him in o hurry.

“I say, Algy, old chap, stop a minute.”

Darrell stopped.
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* What do you want? he said angrily,

O | say, ﬂ!.?],__iﬂ-

* If you call me Algy I'll knock you down, you fat brute ™
satd Darrell, in a tone of concentrated anger.

* Ahem! I—I say, Darrell, vou know, I—I'm sorry I—I
gave you away yeslorday,” stammered Bunter. A fellow
con't say more than that he's sorry, can hot"”

“I don't care whether you are gorry or not. Leave me
alone " snapped Darrell,

" But I'm going to be your friend—"

 Oh, cheese it

“I owe you zome small sums of money,” said Bunter, with
dignity., * Of course, it wns understood that they were only
temporary loans." '

“ Do you want to pay me?" said Darrell sarcasticalls

““Ahem! I'm cxpecting a postal-order shortly, ar,l then
I shall settle in full, I owe you exactly twenty-five bob now.”

“You can keep it."

“I decline to keep it. Tt was a loan, not a gifi. I'm
rather particular about money matters, and, of oo/ rse, it
would be quite impossible for me to accept a gift frfm you,
especially considering the kind of fellow {nu are., Dot walk
away while I'm speaking to von, Darrell. Look here, T was
going to say, just lend me another five bob, and I'll hund
you the whole thirty shillings as soom as my postal-order
comes, Now, what do you say?’

“ Clear off 1"

“ The Head deecsn't know about you yet,”" said Bunter
threateningly. “T've been eonsidering whether I ought to go
to the Head, T Oh! ¥Yah! Wha-a-at are you doing?
Yarcooh 1"

Tt was pretty plain what Darrell was doing. He was taking
Bunter by the ear, ard he was E}f:'r.l!l'il:u,{ that car till the fat
i'luniur folt as if it would come oif. He roared and wriggled
runtically in the strong grasp of the new boy.

“Ow, ow, ow! Leggo! Yowowow! Leggo my ecar! Yah!™

“You fat cad—-"

“ Yarooh! Hescuc! Toddy " howled Bunter, as he caught
stght of Peter Todd in the Close. “ Ow! Toddy! Hescue!™

Poter Todd came up.

“What's the row®" he demanded.

“ This fat beast wants money out of me," said Darrcll,
breathing hard, ** He's threatening to go to the Head, I'm
giving him all he'll get from me.”

“ 0w, ow, ow! Make lnim leggo, Toddy ! wailed Bunter.

Peter Todd grinned,

e fastened hus finger and thumb upon Bunter's other ear,
and ggqueezed as if ke would squeeze a hole in it. Dunter's
roars redoubled.

0w, ow! Wharrer ver at? Chuck it! Yowow "

“ Mow, ara you going to stop vour rotten tricks?" asked
Peter Todd cheerfully. ** ¥ou'd better make up your mind
before vour silly car comes off,”

0w, ow! ps, h, vyes! Yah!"

Bally Bunter jerked his head away, and clappoed both hands
to hie erimson ears. He blinked furiously at the two juniors,
Darrell, with a conteruptuons shrog of the shoulders, walked
away. FPeter Todd steod regarding the fat junior with a
cheerful grin,

“¥You—you rodter!” howled Puonter.
back up a chap in your own study? Ow!”

“Ain’t 1 doing my best for you?" said Peter.  * I'm treing
to make you honest, It's an awiful big job, but I'm going to
ttick to at. Whenever you wander from the straight and
nurrow path you can always rely on me to kick you back
airain, ™

“I'm jolly well going to the Head ! snorted Bunter
;' It's a disgrace to have that—that blackguard at Grey-
riaes '

“Wouldn't he such a disgrace
grinned Poter,

“ {h, rats "

Buoter rolled away towards the Schood House.
strode after him.

* Where are you going, Bunty ' he asked affectionately,

“1T'm going to the Head!™

“* ¥Your mistake; you're not!" said Peter. ® No sneaking
alHowed in Stndy No. 7. Mind, Buoty, if you tell tales about
Drarrell T shall give you such a fearful licking that vou'll wish

'ri»u’d neini'sr.-r beent bern. You know I'm a fellow of my word.
wmt's gl 1™

* Look here, Todd—""

“That's enough. Shut up ™

And Billy Bunter did not go to the Hoad., He did indecd
know that Peter was a follow of his word, and he had no
desire to experience a study licking, He had already had
many panful experiences since Peter Tadd had taken him in
hand, with the noble intention of making a man of him,

Algy Darrell found many eyes upon him as he strolled in
the Close. All the fellows in the Lower Forms knew his
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story now, and fags of the Sccond and Third were talking
it over. Fags came np to him to stare at him, as if curicus
to sée what a fellow looked like whoe had boeen cxpelled from
school. Humorous youths asked him what 1t was like to be
scquiffy, and whether he could give them a tip for the Swindle-
ton Handicap. Darrell left the Close, and walked into the
Floisters for the sake of being alone.

There he took the letter from his pocket thut he had
recoived the provious day, that unlueky letter from Hepley
that had been the cause of Bunter’s revelations,

He read it over again with a gloomy brow.

“I've been jolly eareful since you left, Algy,” ran one
Easmm' in the letter. “ I've had gu.-:t one plunge, which I

ope will put me quite square. If it comos off all right I
shall have done with thet sort of thing for good and all. But
1 was hound to try to got square on the gee-gees; wasn't 1F

hope you'll get on ell right at Grevfriars, and that. you'll
make some pals thers who won’t be so much trouble to you
ag I was. I shall never forget how awfully good you've been
to me”

Darrell erushed the letter in his hand.

“ One more plunge ! he nmuttercd, with a bitter smile,
“Oh, the awiful ass! Az if what happened to me couldn’t
be = leszon to him! And he promised—"
~ He crumpled Bertie Erroll's leiter into his pocket as three
juniors eame into the Cleisters, They were Skinner, Snoop,
and Stott, and he could see that they were looking for him.

* Oh. here he i3 1" said Bkinner, ' Hiding out of sight—ah,
Darrell 7

Darrell did not reply.

" 1 suppose you feel rather conspieuous just now,” grinned
Snoop. " But it will wear off in time, you know—as soon as
something clse fiappens for the fellows to talk about™

* How jolly durk you kept it,”" Stott observed., *f We know
there was something up when it came ont that you wero
giving Bunter money. DBui——""

“What do you want with me¥’ asked
Darrell abruptly,

The three Removites
rlances.

“CWell, the Fact 15, we've pob o pro-
position to make to you,”’ said Skinner.

“ Tiake the one vou made last mght i

“Well, somaething of the sort™

“Then von needn’t make i, said
Darvell coldly, * I don't want to have
;nyihinﬁ to do with anyithing of that
iind.”

“ Look here——"" bhepan Snoop hotly.

* Fasy daes it,"' said Skinner, *" Lot's
tolk to him gently. Now, Darrell, it's
no pood coming  the virtgouws  littlo
Creorgie bizney with ws, you know, now
that you're bowled out. We know you
jnst us you are now. We're a litile
—well, a little society, we three, and
we're willing to make you a fourth,
Smithy used to be with us, but he's takon fo nice ways now,
uitd he has quite given up going on the razele, for the present,
at any rate. ¥You're just the fellow we wane”

" Borry 1"

“We're willing to give you a chanee,” said Skinner. ** You
can have us for friends or enemics, just as you like. Hang
it all, now youw're bowled out, what's the good of keeping up
that hypocrisy

“Yes, what's the good " said Stott. ** Why shouldn’t a
chap enjoy himself ! You seem to have gone the pace pretty
thoroughly at Repley, anyway !

“ Now, what do you say, Davrell?"” said Skinner per-
suasively. ' We can put you up to having a good time!"

Darrell’s eyes gleamed scornfully.

“T don't want what you call a good time,” he said guietly.
“ Can’t you understand that I'm not that kind of chap "

" What were you expelled from Repley for, then?®" said
Skinner, with a sneer.

“¥ou can leave that alone 1"

“ Y¥au mean that you don't want anything to do with us, is
that it ?"

“ Yes; that's it 1" .

Skinner hit his lip. He was deeply simoyed and exas-
perated.  Darrell was angry, too. Since the fact had come
out that he had been expelled from Repley, the black sheep
of the Remove seemed to take it for granted that he was
one of themselves—that he was ready for any recklees black-
guardism, and they were willing to receive him into their
honourable =ocioty with open arma. They had felt the de-
sertion of Vernon-8milh keenly; and they were eager to
weleame Darrell to fill hiz place. Darrell wee almost as well
supplied with money as the Bounder, and that was the
important point. it it was exvident that the new boy was
“not taking any,” and that he was angry at their kind
offer. The friendship of fellows like Skinner and Snoop and
Stott was not at all what Algy Darrell wanted.
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C U Well,” seid Skinner venomously, "I must say you're
jolly particular, for a fellow who was kicked out of a

for disgracing it. Not that I believe you—jyou kpow. I
Enow you're only spoefing, You've practically deceived the
Head by coming here without telling him the facts.”

" Brmply taken him in!’ said 8noop.

" False pretences ! remarked Stott. -

. "'I= that all you have to say I" aeked Darrell grimly. “I1f
it 3%, you can clear off, and leave me alone, I donw't want to
talk to youl™

" Why, vou cheeky cad—"" exclaimed Skinner,

Darrell clenched his fista,

“That's enough !" he said sharply. ““I'm fed up with you.
If you can't keep a civil tongue in your head, don’t speai to
me. I won’t stand it !

'I'_:_Eu expelled blackguard—-""

Darrell's temper foiled him. His fist lashed out, and caught
Skinner on the nose.  Skinner dropped with a yell,

. I.r'_lqw! .L:Lh! You—you rotter! Ow!” A% —

" Now, if vou want any more, get zp & ave it [' skt
Darrell, pushing back his cuffs, £ R

Skinner jumped up furiously.

' Pile in, you fellows," he E{{}Htﬁd; " wp'll give the rotten
ead a lesson! My hat! We'll rag the ca.rf bald-headed !
Collar hom ' )

The three juniors rushed together at Darrell. Darrell did
not back away. He stood up to the three of them, with
flashing eves and set lips. Hie right came crashing on
Skinmer's chin, and his left followed full on Stott's mouth,
before they could get in a single blow.
The two fellowsa rolled over ane
another, Snoop  boacked away In
alarm—but Darrell was rushing on now,
and Snoop was hurled across Skinner
with a terrific drive on the chest.

The three young rascals+*sprawled on
the stone flags, gaspine and blinking.
They had been far from q:pa::nt,ing
Dareell to turn out such *f hot stuff”?
Darrell stood with clonched fista, his
eyes blazing down at them,

“Had cnough? ho szaid, between
hia elenched tecth. ;

“QOw!" proancd Skinner, carcssing
his chin. :

“ Grooh " murmured Stott, with both
hande over his mouth. He felt as if his
jaw was no longer therc.

“¥Yow! Lemme along, you beast [V
rasped Bnoop,

Darvell turned on his heel and walked away.

Skinner & Co. sat up, and regarded one another :'Iubimtsi';ir,
“Ow! What a savage benst!"” groaned Bnoop. * Who
have thought he'd cut up rusty like that? Tackling the

three of us, too !

“We'll make him gorry for 1t.!" said Skinner savagely.

“Took here, I'm not going to tackle him again P e
claimed 8noop in alarm. *“ You can, if you like; but vou
can leave me out!”’

* There are ofher ways,” said Skinner, gritting his teeth.
“I'll make him gorry for this. The cad—a rotten, expelled
outsider! By Jove! I'll make him sorry he ever come to
Groyirare I . o

And the three rascals, groaning over thefr injuries, put
their heads together to discuss ways and means of meking
Algy Darrell sorey for what he had donoe.

THE TWELFTH CHAPIER.

Skinaer the Artlst.

R. QUELCH stared bisnkly,
e wae astonizhed.

It was nearly time for afternoon lessone; the bell
had just commenced to ring, when Mr. Quelch had
come into the Rermove Form-room.

The blackboard caught his eye at once.

It had been pulled out from the wall, and steod in full
view : and upon the black surface was a drawing in chalk.

It was that work of art that astonished Mr. Quelch.

It had been done with eome ekill—and thg drawing repre-
sented a boy in Etons sitting in the bar of a public-house,
with a cigar in his mouth, and a glass of becr in his hand.

The features had been chalked in quite artistically, and the
likencss had been caught. Yt was the faee of Algeérnon
Darvell, the new boy in the Remove.
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Mr. Queleh gazed at the drawing with astonished eyes.
Ho did not know in the least what to make of it. Ilo
recognised the likencss of Darvell; but why Darrell should
bo represented in such & place, acting in such a way, was u
mystory to him. He had obscrved the boy sinee he had come
to Greyfriars, and he was guite satisfied with him.

Az the bell vang, the Removites came into the Formeroom.

Some of them uttered exclamations at the sight of the
drawing on the board, and some of them grinned as they went
to their places.

Mr. Queleh waited till all the bovs were at their desks;
and then he pointed to the drawing ¢n the bluckboard.

“1 desire to know what this means,”’ he cexclaimed., *If
it i3 a jole, if 15 0 joke in the most execrable taste. Who
drow this picture ¥

There was no reply. ‘ .

“Thera is a cortain amount of artistic skill in this,"”” said
Mr. Queleh. * The boy who drew this has talent that maght
be better emiployed. You can all of you recognise the boy
for whone this is intended—it is Darvell. Darpell I

“ Yoz, sir!" said Darvell. His face was very red.

“ Do you know who has deawn this picture I

id Nﬁ' 5ir IJ!‘

“ Do you know why it wae drawn?”

“1 guppose it is a caddish joke, si.” :

“Have you done anything since you have been at this
school to give the imsmsﬁiﬂn that you could possibly act in
the way there depicted ¥ ashed Mr. Quelch majestically.

Y Certainly not, siv ™ : :

“ This picture iz an insult as well as a foolish joke, said
Mr. Queleh, his leeen eves sweeping over the form. * And
the Form-room is no pace for either, I demand to know
which boy here has done this:™

dilence !

. Harry Wharton's eyes turned upon Skinner. e knew
that Herold Skinner had some skill as a draughtsman. But
Skinner's face was quite wooden in its expression.  If he had
drawn tho chalk picture, he hod no intentien of cwning up
lo It

Mr. Quelch frowned darkly.

“There 18 no excuse whatever for this action,” he swid
“ Dareell, T am scrry that you should have been insulted in
this way by a boy in this form, who is too mean to own up
to his action. If I discover him, I ehall certainly punish him
poverely.'’

- And My. Queleh took the duster and rubbed out the tell-
talo drawing.
‘Darrell sat very quiet.

He knew that {u':; enemies were at work already; and that
they would not be satisfied -unti] his sceret was known to the
whole school, the masters as well as the boys. A feeling of
weariness came over the unfortunate junior. He was
tempted to rise and explain there and then to Mr. Quelch
what that picture meant, and have it over

But he did not. . . ] )

It would mesn disgraco—humilintion—a painful interview
with the Head—and then an immediate departure Irom Grey-
friars. He had wanted so much to make a fresh start at his
mew school, and to leave the shadows of the past behind
him. But for that unlucky recognition by Billy Bunter ho
could have done so0. Now that it must come out, surely it
would bo wiser to take the plunge, and get it over? And

¢t he naturally shrank from that. He clung to the hope
{hat there might be & chance yet—and he wished to put off
the ovil day as long as possible. '

His face was very clouded during morning lessons, and he
could not help observing that Mr. Quelch glanced at him
very sharply several times.

Mr. Quelch liked the new boy—Darrell had given satisfoc-
tion in every way. He was a good scholar; he was very
attentive and keen to learn—without bninf a “awot.” e
worked hard in the Form-room, and he plaved havd out of
it. Mr. Quelch liked him—but he could not help wondering
why such an nttack had been made upon him, as wasz impiicd
in the drawing on the blackboard—unlezz he had done some-
thing to provoke it. Mr. Quelch would not have beon sur-

risedd at such a gibe at Vernon-8mith, or Skinner—but why

d the new boyv been selected for such an attack®  The
Form-master could not help wondering whether he had been
doceived in the new boy, and whether the other Removites
knew more about him than hiz magter did.

Darvell was quite keen enough to guess what was in the
Remove-master's mind,

After lessons, Darrell left the Feormv-room with the rest,
but quitted them in the passage. and walked away by him-
self, A few of the fellows bad showed o desive 1o avoid him,
bocause he had bBeen expelled from his last school—it was
not unnatwral.  And the sensitive lad shrank from appearing
te fovee himself upon onybody, IF anyouce wanted his socicty,
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ho was easily {o be found. Five cheery juniors followed him
into the Close and surrcunded him. o

Y You'ro coming down to the footer practice i said Harrw
Wharton.

Darvell Aushed and hesitated. :

“Come on,” euid Bob Chorry, slipping his arm through
Darcell's,  * You're not poing to begin to slack now, now
that you're petting on so well with the footer.”

“If you want me——"" began Darrell.

Tlorry Wharton interrupted him.

Y Look here, Darrell, don't play the giddy %On_t " Tho
said, * I'll speak out plaindy. ﬂ'ﬁ unfortunate about what
happened to you ot Repley, but I believe you are the. right
sort,” If you've done & rotten thing, and you're sorry for it,
and try¥ing to make up for it—or if there was some mistake
—it’s all the same. S0 long as vou play the game here,
wo're all vour friends. Iso't that so, vou fellows?"

““ ¥es, rathor 17

“The rathorfulness is ternfic I

“ 8o don't take it to heart, and don't mope about it, and
get suspicious,” said Wharton bluntly. “Only o few fellowa
are down on you—and they are fellows who've been as bad
themselves, or worse. Skinner was sacked once from thia
school, and the Head let him come back. He's a black
she Of course, it was Skinner who drew that rot on the
blackboard. You needn't mind Skinner. Just shove the
thing out of your mind, and wo-on as if it hadn't come out.
And now come down to the footer.”

Darrell smiled.

“You're jolly goed " he anud.  * U'm eoming, rather !

And 1in a few minutes he was on the foothall-ground with
the chums of the Remove, in great spircits.

-

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Darrell Declines!
b XPELLED !
E Y I

“Oh, vats! I don't believe 1t,"” zaid Loder.

“lt's & fact?’ szaid Skinner. * You can believe. it
or not, as yvou like. Don't let anybody koow I've told you,
that's all.”

Loder of the Sixth looked at the junior curicusly. Loder
was a prefect, and as o profect it was his duty to look into
the matter Skinner had reported to him. But Loder had
hiz own 1deas abput the way he should do his duty,

Skinner was speaking in o low, cautious voice. They
were alone in the Sixth-Former's study, but the sneak was
very nervous. If the other fellows in the Remove discovered
thaet he had *fsneaked ' to a prefect, it would go hard with
him—hoe knew that. They might be down on Darrell, but
they would all agree in punishing the sncak,

AW hat sehool was he at "' asked Loder,

* Repley, in Yorkshire,™

“ And what was he sacked for?”

“ He was found in a pub. at midnight by somue of the
masters.”’

“Phow !

“1It's true. 1
that's how it came out,” said Skinner.
worrt let it come out I've told rou.
make it hot for me.”

Loder grinned,

“ They would,” he said.

Bunter's unele iz a2 master at Repley, and
"Of eoinas, you
The fellows would

“PBut I can’'t quite swallow it,

skinner. You are an awful Liar, anyway !

“Tt's the tulk of the Lower School!” said Skinner
sullenly.

“What have you told me for®' the prefect ashed
suddenlv.

“Well, T think something ought to be done,' =aid Skinner
virtuously. “We don't wani o fellow here who's been
sacked from another school. The Head can't know. I
think it's a disgrace to Greviviars ™

““That sn't why you've told me. You don't like him '

Skinner sct his tecth. y

“No. I don't! He's playing the goody-goody game now,
and putting on airs. I want to taks him down a peg or
two,’ -

“Why didn’'t you go fo Wingate? - He's head prefeet.™

“Well, Wingate nover will histen to anything—-"

“You wean, he doesn't cncourage sneaking ¥ grinned
Loder. “Well, perhaps you're right. 8o Darrell was
expelled from Repley ! It seeins rather thick, The Head
can't have a suspicion about it”

“Of course he can't. He wouldn't have let Davrell come
here if he'd known, that's a dead cert. He's been taken in.”

Y Darrell’s guardian must have had a hand in that, then,"
sgid Lodler thoughtfully,  “Ii's & gquecr hiznai. It's a
prretty rotten trick for vou to give the kid away, too.”

Skinner erimsoned.
ORDER TO-DAY!



“You're sometimes jolly glad to get information!™ he
said sulkily, :

“Quite z0; but I've got nothing against Darrell. He
secms rather & decent and quiet kid, Still, I'll look into
it. You can get cut.”

* You won't mention "

“ That's all right. Buzz off M

Skinner left the study, fecling a lis 3y, He wanted
very much to get even with Darreil, as he regarded it; bub
lie was not guite satisfied with his aection. Iowever, it was
ilone now. Bob Cherry was coming along the passage, after
a visit to Wingate's study, and he glanced at Bkinner as the
latter left Loder's quarters.

““Hallo, halle, hallo! Trouble with Loder?' asked Bob
gympathetically.

Skinner drew o quick heeath,

“Ye-cz; lines,” he said.

And he hurried away. Boh looked after him vather
curiously. He did not see why Skinner should look so con-
fused if he had merely been toking lines to Loder’s study.
However, it was not Bob’s business, and he dismissed the
matter From his mind,

When the Remove eame out of the Formi-room that after-
noon, & fagp brought a message to Darrell.

“You're wanted |" he said, tapping the Removite on the
arm,

" Hallo "' said Darrell

" Loder—in his study."

And the fag walked away, whi&;tlinﬁa

“ What's the trouble now?™ asked Harry Wharton.
i I-Ia;a vou been treading on er's pet corns, Darrell, old
man?’

© Not that 1 know of,”" said Darrell, lﬂughing,

Ile made his way to Loder’s study. Although he was not
conscious of having transgressed any rules, it was likely
cnovgh that the prefcet was down on him. or Wis
hully of the first water, and the blackest sheep tn the Sixth.
Parrell did not know so much about him as the other fellows
knew, but he had learned something of Loder's character.

But Loder had his most apgreeable manner on when
Darrell camoe into his stedy.

“You sent young Tubb %ﬁr me, Loder?' said Darrell

“Yas; shut the door™

Tarrell shut the door.

“ You ean sit down,” said Loder, | _

Duarrell sat down, puzzled, but considerably relieved. It
was ovident that he was wanted noither for lines nor for a
licking, as Loder asked him so urbancly to sit down.

“I've tnken some notice of you Iﬂtﬁfj“,” Loder remarked.
“OF course, as a rule, the Bixth don't have much to do with
the juniors. You understand that !

* 1 suppose not,” suid Darrell .

* Just the same in vour last school, I suppose?' Loder
remnarked, with a marvow look at hiim.

“Yes,” snid Darrell,

** By the way, where was that school ¥

“In Yorkshire'

“* And you left it to come to Greviriars ?'*

Darrell's licart sank. He felt that these questions conld
Live only one objeer; the prefect had heard something,
The blow had fﬂ]]].f.'ll at last, In spite of himself, his
vraztner  showed the miserable distnay that juvaeded his
lieart. Loder smiled.

“[--T was away from that school a eouple of months,”
sund Darrell falteringly.

“Yos. And then vou came horo ¥

“%oz: then T came here”

“Your puardian sent you here, [ think ¥

dd wh?fﬁ‘rr

“¥ou haven't any near relations?"

“ None."’

“PBut youn got o good allowance 7 saigd Loder,

“Who wants me?''

"“Yes. I shall have plenty of money when I'm of age,”
said ‘Dm;ru.-IL “My guardian i3 very generous to me now.
But-——

" Well, T don't want to be inquisitive about your affairs,”
said Loder easily. “I suppose yon had o pretty good tiwe
at Roepley I

“Yes; it was all right there,” said Darrell.

“"Lots of fun sometimes, 1 suppose i

" Yeeps,” satd Darrell, a little perplexed. ¥ We woere very
keen on ericket and foothall; and I was in the amateur
theatricals, too. I edited the school paper as well”

Loder laughed.

“Put you had some other amuzements—under the rase ¥
e asked. “ A little game of nap sometimes, and o eigar-
ette over 1577

“ Oh, no " said Darrell, shaking his head., " Bomeo of the

fellows did. T suppose it goes on, more or less, at all public
sehools. But I didn’t: 1 never cared for anything of that
Lind. It wasn't in my hine”

The prefect looked at him very hard.

“Then you wounldn't sare for anything of the kind hore ¥
br s prested,
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“ (Oh, no; not at all 1™

‘i Suppose,”’ said Loder carclessly -* suppose there wera
OTTE ip lows *in the school whe made a4 sort of little club,
where a fellow could get some fun nap and banker, you
know, with smokes and that kind of thing -a hittle life, you
know, to break the monotony. There's that kind of a club
here, and there are seniors in it in fact, a prefect or two.
Did you know?”’ )

Darrell turned red. He could not fuil to see now what
Loder was deiving at, and he was fecling exceedingly un-
comforkahle.

“ Nono!" he stammered. . 3 :

“ Of courst, everbady isn't lot into it,” said Lader. growing
more conlidential  ** But a fellow who has money enough to
pay Lis way—and a chap whe has scen life a bit, and knows
what's what—that's the kind of chap they want. T dare say
vou'd find it very entertaining, you know—a smoke snd =
littte game of nup in the evening. What do you think—
rather in your line, ch? You can speak quite freely to me.
As o matler of fact, I'm chairman of that litile club—1I tell
vou this in confidence, of course.”

“ [—]—— Dut you're s prefect!”’ ] :

“ Yos,” gaid Loder, laughing, ** That mnakes it easier, .:3!
course. It's strictly under the rose—you understand that.

“1 suppose so,’ ' said Darrell. .

“ Well, what do you say?" asked Loder kindly. - g

“ T—if you'll excuse me, Loder, I'd rather pot. It isnt
in my line really—I don't care for that sort of thing! suid
Darrell awkwardly. .

Lader's face became hard and goown

:; _'Ei:nu Mean t*{mith‘i'” he demanded.

o5, certainly ! .

= 'l."ir't::'tjlt- did you leave Repley for?" snid Loder abruptly.

Darrell's face turned white. It had come at last: he
realised that. if he did not beegme a member of Loder's
precious * club,” and allow the raseals to fleece him, he was
1o take the consequences.  But le was steady and firm.

“¥ {hink vou know.” he said. I think you have heard
about it, Loder, from what you've been saying. I wus
expelled.”

* Does Dy, Locke know ("

“He daecs net ! i

“Then you deecived him in eaming here?” G

“ Nothing was sald—and no guestions were ashed, _ﬁ_mﬁ
Darcell, flushing painfully. “ I should not have told a nes

“ It amounts to one," enid Loder. ' Of course, you under-
stand that it's my duty as a prefect to report this to the
Fload.™

“TI's your duty as a prefeet to report to the IEead about
that club you were speaking of, isn't it?" suid Darcell h|ih:rl;.'.

“ 1 was saying all that to draw you out, of course” s6 il
Loder ealinly. ** There's no such elub, and if there were, I
should certainly report it to the Head if it came to oy know-
ledgze. 1 am quite willing to repest befors the llead all theat
T've suid to vou. amnd to take the consequences, if you meu-
tion 1t to him” . cn

1 know you're quite safe, if that's what you wmean,” said
Darrell.

“ Daon'’t give me any of your check., I'm sorry Ff:r vou—bng
T've got my duiy as o prefeet to doo TE 1 didn’t, it wortlch
come to Wingate's knowledge soon, and he would report you.
From what T hear, it's the talk of the Lower School.”

“That is true.”

" What were you expelled for?”

Darrell rais;-r'ld his head lﬁmu:"jﬂ "

' You are going to report me to Dr. Locke?

" Yoz, and at onee !’

“ Phen 1 shall say what T have to say to him, and not to
vou," said Darrell. And he rose and walked out of the
prefect's study, leaving Leder pale with anger

Five minutes Jater the prefect was  with the Head of
Greyfriars.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Order of the ¥ Sack ™!

- ALLO, halle, hallo! YWhat's the row®"’

Bob Cherry looked quite anxiously at Darrell as he
came into the Remove dﬂrn'[it{rrj?- Eﬂhﬁ bud ecome
up to change, altee o =print 0 l5i3 TURRING -t;:lulhm.

He fourd Davrell in the dormitory, kneeling beside lus open
box, with surments and nll sorta of articles spread on the
Aoor round about him.  Darrell was packing.

The new boyv turned 2 white face towa Baob.

“It's all up?™ he said.

“ Oh, my hat! What's happened 1"

“ Loder knows" _

“ Loder!™ said DBob, in dismary.

“GHUCKLES!" #*
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“ Yes; and he's gone to the Head about it"

Ok, crumbs!”" said Bob Cherry. * Have you scen the
Head yet?'

“ Not yet—but I know what he will say, of course I'm
getting my box packed veady. I shall ecateh to-night's train,”
said Dorrell wretchediy.

Bob Cherry looked at him in utter dismay, Never fill that
moment had he realised how much he had come to like Algy

Darrcll. It scemed os if the departure of the new boy would
leave a blank in the Remove, though he had been at Grey-
friars little niore than o weelk.

“ Well, this is rotten !’ said Bob, in troubled tones. - * I'm
wiully sorry, Darrcll! But—but don't be in a hurry—the
fead mayn't send you away!”

Darrell shook his head.

“He can't do anything else. T shall have to go”

“Pity vou didn't tell him the facts at the start.’

“It's all the sume—then I shouldn't have been allowed

%o ﬂ‘l.':.[rtﬂii_ heve 4 Bol

11 suppose not!” agreed Boly

“It's all up now. I'm only half sorey it's all ever!™ smid
Darvell, in a low voice. " Ever since I came—sincs Bunter
recognised me—I knew that it couldn’t last very long. Things
can’t bo kept secret for ever.”

' Not when a chap like Bunter knows them, anyway " said
Bob. ' But somebody must have sneaked to Loder—— My
hat! Skinner, of comse! I saw him coming out of Loder's
study to-day, and he looked sheepish when 1 spotted him.
The rotter—he had given you away! I'l £

“It's all the same,

out in the long run’
. i‘ I suy, let me bhelp vou pack!” said Bob dolefully.
% 1a Darrell here?” excluimed Walker, of the Bixth, leoking
into the dormitory. °° Dash it all, young Darrell, I've been
locking for ¥om everywhere. The Head wants you—at onee !

' Yes, Walker” ]

Walker looked at him very cuariously ;

“1 hear you were expelled Trom your last sehool, and it's
Iz b the fact, or las somebody

satd Daveell, " It was bheund 1o come

ﬂ.lesj come out,”” Le sabd.
n }'}ulling Loder’s leg ™

“It's the fact," said Darrell

Wulker whistled.

“Well, you had a jolly nerve to come here, Cut off to
the [lead—Quelch's with him, and they're both looking as
solemn a8 judges. You've got o high old time in front of
you, I can tell yout"

T Good liek, old wan ' saul Bob, as Darvell rvose to hiz
feot from the box, Darrell nodded with a foint smile, and
left the dormitory.

His face was pale but cabin as Le tapped at the Head's
door, The doctor’s deep voice bade Liim enter.

My, Quelch was in the study with the Head. Both of tho
master's [ooked lixedly at the junior aa be caine in.

“ Darrell,” said the Head very gravely, 1T have received o
most extraordinary report with regard fo vou, You were
sont here by your guardiun, Mr, Harding, an eminent solicitor,
upon whom I naturally placed every reliance. I3 it tfrue
that vou were expelled from the school vou belonged to beforo
you eame heps

“ Yoea, sicl'”

“You wera at Repley

“ Yoz, sirt"

“1 understood that you ecame bLeve fvom a preparatory
schonl. "

"1 was at o preparatory school before I went to Repley,
gir. I was only at Repley one term.'’

" No referenco to that terin at Repley was made te me by
Mr. Harding or by vourself." said the Head severely.

* I—1 wanted to make o fresh atart, sic!” fultered Darreell.
* Mr. Huerding believed in e, and he consented that nothing
should be said,"

“ It wos moat unfair to me, as yon might have twened out
here sa you appenr to have turncd out at your previous
achool "' the Head said sternly.

Diarrell crimaoned.

* h, sir, I—I can't explain, but my guardian knew that
i was all right. He knew that I should play the game here.
There -wus no doubt about that in lis mind. He's known me
since I was a baby., He was my father's aldest friend, and
he had confidence in me.'’

“ Did you justify his confidence n you when you were ab
Reploy 1

“ I did, sip?”

* Yot you were expelled®”

Daveell waa gilent.

“ Why did the headmaster of Repley expel you"

*1--1 was found in a public-house at midnight I faltered
Darrell.
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Dr. Locke's face grew very dark, and Mr, Quelch uttered &
startled oxclomation.

‘ Bless my szoul!” the Head exclaimed.
tainly an a.dc-:iuate veason for Expeilinf vout, Darrell.

“That was cer-
1 should

undnuhtedli'l tave done the same. nd after that, vou had
thﬁ ulnpara eled impudence, ziy, to foist yourself upon this
EC 1:":' !1:!

Darrcll's lip quivered, but he did not speak.

* Have you been guilty of any such conduct since you have
been here™' demanded Dr. Locke,

“ Certainly not, sic!”

“1 must ray that I have found Darrell 2 model pupil in
every way, Dr. Locke,"" said Mr. Quelch, with a regretful
glanee at the ]:-alerfur:crj by,

“ But it is impossible te allow him to remain, Mr. Quelch.
If re had stated the facts to me frankly—or if his guardian had
done so—I should not have allowed him to enter Groviriavs.
I ean hardly allow him te remain, therefore, bBecauss he
succeeded in deceiving me.”

Y“Io, siry, I don't suspest that”

“ You understand that yvou must leave this school at once,
Darrell," said the Head.

“TI enderstond, sir,” said Dareell, in a low voice.

* ¥ery well; then nothing more need be said. I shall write
to vour guardian, and express very plainly my opinion of his
action in eending you Liere without stating the facts to me!™
the Head exclaimed.

“ Mr. Harding acted ont of kindness, siv, and-—and becauso
hoe knew I should do all right bere," said Dacrell falteringly.
* The blame is all mine ™

“Veory well: you may go! Pock yvour box to-night, and
you will be taken to the station in the morning

Darrell met the Head's stern glance proudly.

“1 am willing to go to-night if vou wish, air,”

“You will go in the morniog,” said Dr. Locke,
you may leave my study !’

Yooy well, sie”

Darrell quitted the study. The stern exprossion  faded
from the Head's kind old face, and he looked worricd and
dlistressed,

“1 am sorry for this, Me. Queleh.” he said.  “The bow
made a very fuvourable impression wpon me. I wn not
often deceived in a2 lad’s character, and T would have been
Fi:ljpg to affirm that Darrell was an honest and upright
il

“ That s my impreasion also, sir,"”

“But T have no resource bot to send him away. A boy
expelled from wnother school for disgraceful conduct cannot
e allowed to repwnin at Greyfriars, It 15 not fair to the
other boys, nor to their parents.™

“¥ot it 13 a pity.”

A great pity ! said the Head. " The bov cortainly looka
as if he were worthy of Letter things. I am truly sorey;
bt it cannot be helped ™

And the subjoct was dropped.

he said.
oW

THE FIETEENTH CHAPTER,
A Little Excitement !

“ 1”5 thoe order of the boot " grinned Skinner.
I “ Darrell’s got to go !
ou fellows, Darrell's got the push ™

*1 say,
ear

*“Haoar,

' Rotten !’

“ Poor chanp ™

Y Poor brase '

“* Oh, well, it was bound to come ™™

There waz much exeited talk in the junior common-room
whon the truth was known.,  All the Remove knew that
Brarrell had been called before the Head, and they all knew
what [oc.

When he came out of the Head’s study, his face white and
set, and went up to the (dormitory to resume packing his
box, 1t was konown what the result was, He hod to go: and
cvon the fellows who wished kim well had to suy that thev
were hot surprised ac 16, The Head could hardly have done

atnything olac,

- " You son, the Head's got to consider us!” said Billy
Dunter. It wouldn't be fair on us to let that awiul black.
gnard stay here, would 9"

HU5hut up!” roared Johnny Bull,

“{4h, reallv, Bull—— "

“Some dirty rotter must have given the chap away " went
on Johnny Bull weathfully,  “If T knew who it was, I'd
wipe up the floor with him! Was it you, Bunter?”

Eﬁlly Bunter backed away mn alarm.

Cortainly not! I shouldn't

sncak, of

“ Thesa

ORDER TO-DAY !

courso—"" _
“ (h, it got out, vou konow " said Skinner calmly.
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things do _get out. So many fellows knew, the prefects were

bound to hear somebody m?iing sponer or later!”

A ”" .ooks to me as if there’s been sneaking !’ growled Johnny
ull,

“Well, it mekes no difference now,” Snoop remarked.
"He’lﬂ;}gut to go. And I, for one, must say that I'm not
sarry |

“Same here,’ said Stott, rubbing his nose reminiscently,

Jolwiny Eu_lf snorted contemptuously.

" Botter for Greyiriars if some of you cads went instead )"
he exelanned. <

Hurry Wharton came into the common-room, and glanced
romnd m surprise as he heard the excited wvolces, and saw
the excited looks, He had been out, and had not yet heard

the news,

“What's guing on?! he asked. ' Anybody in frouble?”

“It's Darrell,” said Nugent. * Loder’s found him out and
h-ﬁormd him, and he's got the order of the bootl”

barton's face fell

“{Mh, that's rotten ! he said. .

* And these cads are rejoicing about it!” growled Johnny
Rull, with a glare at Skinner and his [riends.  * For two ping
Fd wipe uﬁ the floor with them. It was one of them gave
the poor e u‘B away, I'll bet on that!”

*Where's Darrell now " asked Harry.

*In the dorm., packing. Bob's helping him, and a erow
af inguisitive rotters staring at him ! growled Ball " He's
going in the morning, Well, I dare say ho'll be glad enough
tn prt away from some of os

Wharton wrinkled his brows i thought.

“ 1 clon't like this,” he said. * 1 don’t care what happened
at Renloy; 1 believe that Darrell 12 &2 pood sort, and a
thorowg :t!:,' decent chap. T can’t help thinking that he could

viplan it all, somehow, i he liked ™
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fellows. 1'd give anything to stay. But it's no good talking;
I've to go ! )
“Not if you eould explin——-"

“HBut I can't!”

“Won't you tell me why noti"

“1 can’t !’

Wharton felt bafiled. He was sure in his own mind that
Darcell was “all right,” as he would have called it—that
there had been some ghastiyemistake in bis punishment at
Reopley.  And if that was the case, it wae doubly miserable
that the unhappy junior should be turned out of Greyiriars as
well. But if he would not speak, what could-be done? 'What
was the motive of his silence?

Diarrell finished his packing, and went down to lns study.
ke seemed to move like a fellow in a dream. His heart was
heavy, his face durkly clouded. Skinner, when he passed
him n the passage, and saw the cxpression on his face, [elt a
pang of remorse,

“1—I szay, Darrell,”' he zaid awkwardly, " I—I'm sorry
yow're going.'

Darrell nodded.

“Thank you!” he said dully.

He went into his study and closed the door. Dob Chorry
came upon Skinner in the passage, and a glare came into his
eyes. He brandished a big fist under Skinner’s nose,

* You gave Darrell away to that beast Loder, didn't you™”
:tli:-.m:m:lng Bob furiously.

“Noano, I didn't,” stammered Skinner.

N T : . “I'm sorry he’s
got it in the neck like this.™
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“If he could, why

Y, rot!”? said Balsover major.
doesn't het"

“T'm going to see him,” said Harry.

He hurried up to the Remove dormitory. Darrell, whose eyes
woere o bttle dim, but who wns very quict um:l' calm out-

wardly at least, had ncarly finizhed his packing. Bob Cherry
was helping him, and Dob was almost on the pomnt of
blnbbing.

A doven other fellows were m the dorm., drawn there by
curiosity.  Darrell tock neo notice of them:; but he pgave
Wharton a friendly nod

“Vou're going ¥ sabd Harrey,

in ]! o E'l:ltl t-l:l gﬂ.hl

* Look here, Duarrell,” =aid Harr
to come to this?
Head®’

" He knows that 1 was expelled from Roples,” said Darrell

dully.

“¥ea; but be doesn’t know alll.  We don’t know the
whole story.  Look here; I know you pretty well by this
tinto,” said Wharton directly. T know you're not that kind
of chap. There was some mistake in that bizney.
vasn't there?”’

Darrell gave hin a strange look.

“1f there was, T can't explain it,” he said.
“ But there was?" persisted Wharton,
“Well, yes, there was!” suid Darrell at last.

“Then why can’t you explain it¥’

“1 ean't. I couldn't at Repley. and I can’t here, 1
hrought it on myself, and I'm not really sorry for what I did.
1t ran’t be holpod now.™

" But vou don't want to leave Greyiriars?”

Darrcll’s face worked a little.

“Gondness knows T den’t!  've been haﬁpier here than 1
was ot Repley, and T like the place; T like most of the
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Bob breathed hard.

I wish I could be sure,” he said. "If I knew it was

ou, I'd hardly leave a whole bore in yvour body, you rotter !
Diash it all, you've alwaya been down on Flim; and T'l

give you a licking, anyway '

“Here, I aay, hands offt  Ob—ow—yah—help!”' roared
skinner, as the exasperated Bob rushed at him, hitting owt
with right aod left.

Biff! Biff! Biff!

Skinner went rolling along the passage, roaring.

““Now get up and have some more”’ shouted Bob,

“Ow! Ow! Ow™

“1 say, what's that blessed row"”" exclaimed Billy Bunter,
looking out ‘of Study No. T. ] say, Cherry, 1 wish you
wontldn't kick up such a row when I'm trying {0 do my !
Why, what's the matter with you? Owl ¢'a mad! ﬁﬁ;-
Yarooop 1"

Bunter had put his head out in an unlucky moment for
himself. Bob Cherry collared him, and bumped him down
in the paszsage—hard!

“Take that, you fat rotter—and that !

“¥Yow—ow—ow!  Wharrer marrer?  Yah! Chuckit!
Keep off I yelled Bunter. ' Are wou dotty? Gerrofi I

Bob strecle wway, leaving him gasping on the floor. Bunter
syuirmed back into Study No. 7, and promptly locked the
door, fully convinced that Bob Cherry had taken leave of hia
EETIACS,

There were several gloomy faces in the Remove that
evemng. Darrell kept in his study, and when the Remove
went to bed he came up, locking very pale and worn, Spoop
}pi}km’l ut him with a chuckle, noting & redness on his oye-
ids,

_ That ehuckle drew Dol Cherry's exes on him.  Bob wzs
. a dangerous temper, and his wrath was directed wpon
Sndop.

21
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“What are you cackling about " he demanded.

“ 1 suppose I ean cackle if T hike®' said Snoop defantly,

“PThot's where you moeke a mistake, you can't!" growled
Bob. * Take that!"

“That " was a mllow, and it came whizzing through the
air, curled round Bnoop’s neck, aod earried him to the Hoor
with a heavy Lump.

“You rotter " howled Sncop. * T'lI--T1—"

“WWell, what witl you do?" demanded Bob trucolently,

Stdney Juntes Enoop decided #hat he would do nothing, He
went sullenly to bed, and he was not heard to cackle any
more.  Bob (herry looked round the dornmtory. apparently
gnxtous for more trouble, if an opportunity should oftfer, and
one or two follows whoe had thouwght of * chipping ¥ Darrell
thought better of 1t, finding second thoughts. best vnder the
circumstanees,

Wingute saw lights out for the Remwove, He glanced con
{Jaaﬁimmluly at Darrell, but did not speak te him, Darrell
wd turned in guictly without a word to anyone,  Aftor lights
out he did pet speak ; but long after the rest of the Remove
were fast asleep Davrell loy wide awoke, with sleeploss oves
staring into the durkpess, hiz brain erowded with “troubled
thoughta.

———aa

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTLR.
For Another's Sake,
ITE clong of the risine-boll in the winker morning found
Darrell already awake,

He turned out of bed, fivst of all the Remove.

His fare wox a litthe pale, and veey quict as he =at
at the bredkfast-table, his last breakfest in the old ouak-
parciled dining-reom of Greyfriars,

Muny of the fellows looked at him curiously, but he did
not seem to observe it.  He was buried in his own thoughts.
Heo ate very little, and was evidently glad to get away from
the table. .

Gosling, the porter, was to take him to the station, to catch
the varly-morning train before morning lessons.

Gosling brought his box bumping downstaics, and a little
crowd gothered to sec it placed in thoe trap,

There was a murmur as Daveell came out with his coat and
hat on.

“ Give us vour fist before you go, old fellow,” said Bob
Cherry, a little huskily. “Weo're all jolly soery vou're

otng.”’
€ “ The sorrowfulpess 15 terrific,” marmured Horree Singh
lugubriously.

Darrell shook bands all round with the chums of the
Remove, Many fellows came forward to shake handa with
him and wish him good luck, Cerrainly he did not look like
& fellow who was compelled to leave Ms school f[or bad
conduct. Even Mr, Queleh, the Forme-master, came out to
shake hands with him.

There was cemotion in Darrell's face now. His featurcs
worked a little.  He was sorey to go, and the londness of the
Remove fellows made it harder for himn.  He turned away at
last, to mount into the trap, where Gosling was already scated
and holding the reins, and locking a hirtle impatient.  Billy
Bunter came hurriedly out of the School [Howse, and rolled up
to him,

- # Darrell—I say, Darrel x e

Darrell paused and glanced round. His impression was that
Bunter wanted to say he was sorry for the harm he had
done, and to shuke hands before they parted for ever
Dareell did not want to leave Greyfriars on bad terme with
anybody, even Billy Bunter. So he controlled his repug-
anance, and turned quictly towards the fat junior.

“ 1 say, Parrcll, I'm sorry, you know—"

“ That's all right,” said Darrell.

1 didn't really mean to give you away."”

“ Never mind now.'

“ And—and I say,” murmurcd Bunter, * could vou lend
me a quid before you go! I'll send you a postal-order for

Tioh Cherry's heavy grasp fell upon Bunter’s shoulder, and
he was swung away, sl pitebed on the steps,

Darrcell mounted into the trap.

“Yoaon rotter, Cherry ! howled Bander. ™ Look here—

“ Shut up, or I'll lick yon, vou fat beast!” sard Bob
Cherry, so ferociously thar the Owl of the Remove backed
hastily away.

The trap drove off.

“ Good-bye, Dareell ™

* {Good Inck, old man?!"”’

Darrell waved his hand, and the wap dizappearsd out of
the gateway,

The Remove fellows were left tookine glum and goprezsed,

“Well, he's gone ! zaid Bob Cherry gloomily,  *F Fum’ ol
Darrell ! 11e was a good sort 1"
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“ A jolly good sort,” said Ilarry Wharton regroctully.

The departure of Darrell seemed to leave s blank. Harry
Wharton & Uo. were discussing it in depressed tones while
they waited for the bLell, when a lad in uniform came seross
the Close towards the School Houwse. It was the telegraph-
bov fromin Friardale.

He had a telegram in his hand.

“ Master Darrvell ¥ he said, as he paused on the steps.

“" Is that for Darrell?” asked Harry Wharton,

"*¥You, sar.”

“He's just gone.” Wharton looked at his wateh, ' By
Jove! Just time to cateh him before he takes the train af
1 scorch after ham on my bike. It may be important.”™

Mr. Quelch was in the hall, and Wharton stepped towards
him guickly.

“ There's a telegram for Darrell, just come, sir” he ax-
clatmed, * May I boke after him, and take it to Lam "

“ Certainly " said Mr. Quelch,

“Give me the telegram, kud”

Wharton thrust the telegram into his poclket, and ran round
to the bieyele shed for-his machine, Ile drageed it off the
stand, and wheeled it quickly down to the gates, and mounted
in the road. Tt was a pleasure to do one little service, at least,
for Darrell before he went.

The captain of the Hemove pedulled away swiftly down
the read to Friardale.

e had only a few minutes before the train went, but the
local troins at Friardale were seldom exactly to time. and he
hoped to catoh Darrell before he was out of the station,

He scorched away at top specd down the lane.

The trap waos long out of sight. Tt waz at the station by
that time. The dust few eoder Wharton’s wheels as hoe
scorched on.

He came into the old Hich Street of Friavdale, and doshed
on towards the station. Qutsida that building the trap was
halted, and Gosling was standing chatting with a porter.
Wharton dashed up and jumped G% his machine.

“Prain gone® he called ount.

(rg=ling stared at him,

 Test gotngs,' he =aid.

“ Where's Darrell

“ 0 the platform.'”

Wharton ran inte the statton, and tan for the platform.
The train was there, and Darrell’'s box hod been aleeady
stowed away,  Darrell was just stepping into a carriage
when Tlarry Wharton came dashing on the platform.

“ Darrell "' hoe shouted.

Darrell waz in the carriage now. Ile looked back as he
heard hizs name ealled. Harry Wharton came panting up to
the carriage with the telegram in his hand.

“ Just come for you!" he exelaimed breathlesste. 8o I
pelted wfter yvou. Thought 1t might be important.™

“Thanks " said Darrell gratefully, * You'ro awfully
good.”’

s took the telegram with o shightly puzzled look, Ile did
not know who could have been telegraphing to him, The
guard was coming along slamiming the -doors of the train,

“Well, goodbye onee more!” said Wharton, gripping
Darrell's haned, ** Sec yon again some day, old fellow.”

‘1 hope 8o zaid Darrell.  * Good-bye, and thanks again !

“ Stand back there!”

Wharton stepped back from the carriage, and the guard
slamimed the deor.  The train moved out of the station.
Drareell looked from the window with a smile, and waved hia
hand. Harry Wharton watched the train out of the station,
and then slowly left the platform, and mounted his bike, and
rode back to Grovioars, _

Darrell sat in the cavriage, as the train rolled on townrds
(“ourtfield, with the telegram in his hand, unopened.

He had almost forgotten it.  Hie was thinking of Greyiriars,
af the friends he had made thers, and had been compelled to
leave : of the fresh start he had tried to make, and which had
cnded so disastrously.

His heart was very heavy.

Tiright sunshine gleamed vpon the feld:s and meadows az
¢he train rushed on throwgh the countryzide; bot it brought
no cheering light to the clonded face of the junior. He sat
buried in gloomy thoughts,

e started a little as the telegram shpped from his hand.
and fell to the floor of the carriage, and remembered it.  Ha
picked it up and opeeed it

He planced over the contents careleasly at fiest, then his
gaze became fixed, and the colour came and went in his face.

He starcd blankly at the message, short and crisp, but Ffull
of mr-anin[iz for the pmor.

U Gomd heavens " he muitersd.  * Poor old Bertie?  And
so it was all for nothing=-all for nothing! Poor old Ereall 1™

The telegram read :

“Bowled ont!  Soacked! Confessed cvervthing! Got the
Loor, but made it all right for yon.—BerTie EnroLr.”
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Narrell starvted Lo his foek, :

Tis faco was %w&tiy agitated, ¥is old chum at Repley
erched at last ! He haed foared it awd it had come?!  And the
lelepram amouncing the faet had reached Greyfriars on the
very morning that Dayvrcll had to leave. It was a curious
vhanea, I it had eome carlier

“Oh, the wss !l mutiered Daveell. 9T zaved him once, If
be'dd only taken wm-ninq by that. Foor old Errcli] Baot it's
not too late for me yer !

He sprang from the train at Courtficld Station, and was
fnrtunate enough to catch a train back to Grevfriars almost
tmediatelv. And as he walkod -&1-::!1:{{ the lane that led to
the school, the world scemed very bright to the boy whe had
been expelled for another’s sake,

THE SEYENTEENTH CHAPTER,

The Right Sort !
THE Greyiriara fellows were all in the Form-rooms.

The School Houze secmed deserted when Darrell
arrived there. Gosling, the porter, had stared at him
it astonishment azs he came striding in, but Darrecll

biid not wasted any words upon Gosling. He hurried into
thie School Heuze, From the Form-rooms eame & murmur
of voiees, Darrell caught T'rotier, the page, by the shoulder,
Tratrer blinked at kim in great surprise.

*Where's the Head "

“The 'Ead's taking the Sixth, Master Darvecil.”’

*Oh! Then I'Il wait for him.” .

Darrell sat down in the passage, eyed very curiously by
Trotter. He remained there, waiting, 1ill the Head canie
vt of the Sixth Forme-room. When Dr. Locke eame down
the passage, and caught sight of Davrell, he paused in utter
at DFISLZAETRERTN I'-\, i

“ Daxvell I he exclaimed. *VWhat have you come back
forp 't

Darrell rose to his feet.

“ I have something to tell you, sir,” he said 1 couldn't
ex|Hain before. But now I can—— I've had a telegram.
Will you read it ¥’

The Head took the telegram and read i, As he stood
vestding it, the door of the Bemove Form-room opened, and
ihe fellows came crowding out.  There was a shout of
sstonishment st the sight of Darrell,

“1allo, halle, halloe ™

avrell I

* What the dickens..*

Daerell glaveed at the amazed juniors with a smile. He
could siile wow,

“1t's all right,” he said. “It's all come out now."”

“What's come out?"” asked IHHarry Wharton.

“Why T left Repley I™

** Bui- -but- - but..—**

1. Locke fixed his eyes npon Darrell.

* What docs this mean, Duarrell 7 he asked mildly. “ Who
e this Bertie Erroll 17

e was miy best chwin ab Boploy, sie,” said Dareoll
qanetiy s and zall the Remove fellows hung upon hiz words.
“ Il ot into trouble with a set of rotters, who pot him
ity betting, aud breaking bounds at might, and that kind
of thiney,  Ile was an awiully decent chap—nobody's encmy
but bis own,  Bat—he was in trouble, 1t got ont that o
Renley chap bad been seen hauuting a pub. in the town—
antd he was spotted one night, L found out that some of the
ssesters were going to keep watch on the plage, o find out
wheeh fellow it wa3 there--1 got it from one of the profects

awml I knew that Errell was there thai very night ¥—
b paused - %o I ecleared ot of my dormitory, aml
seatedelen] down ta the town to warn him, I couldnt stand
the ndeaw of his being howled out and sacked--1 wanted fo
save him, I got to him jnst in time. Ia eleared out of
a owindow, aml got elear off-—and I was spotted. I eould
fave explained, only-—-only then I should have had to
mention Erroll-and T didn't want to. While they woro
callavimg we, Erroll had time to get clear—and he got safe
back to school and into che dorm, —and [ was taken hack
by the mazters”?
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“ And did you not explain tins alterwards 77

Darrell shook his head, and flushed a litthe.

“INo, sk, I[--I «didn't quite kuow what to do—only
Erroll's people would have Deen frightfully eut uwp it he'd
boen expelled.  They've very foad of him, spd--and I've
wot no prople—there wasz nobody to care about me, And—
und he was my chum! Bo-—so I let it go, I made Errell
agree fo keep mum, and I was zacked It dida’t matier
50 much for me—there was nobody to be hurt by it. That's
how I looked at it, und I made Evroll look at it in the sama
way. That's how it was, sir. I teld my guardian all about
it afterwards, and hs believed me-—otherwise, ha wouldn't
have sent mo here without telling vou, sir.”

The Head was searehing Darrell's face with his eyes. It
was aasy enough to see that the boy was speaking the truth.

** And you tell me thiz now, Darrell &.’h}r—-“

Darvell pointed to the telegram.

" It's nﬁ. cotne out now, sir.  Frroll's oot into troubla
again, and thiz time he's got the sack. Ho he's confessed
all about that old business, and macde it all right for me.
He promised me to ruan straight, if T saved him that time:
but-—but I suppose those rotters have got roond him asain.
i"s?;itw-n’;', there 1t s, And npow I can go back ro Repley if

tke.

There was o pause,

*“Thiz eertainly lefs in a new light upon ihe matier,
Darrcil,” said the Head slowly., “1f this story is true -and
I will say tlent I quite belicve vou -you have acted in o
foolishly chivalrous muanner—and I think you have been
taken advantage of by a selfish boy. But chivalry, even
when earvied to the length of folly, is not a erime--you
have acted very senerously. T shall communicate with the
headmaster at Repley, in oxder to clear up all doubts; but
maanwhile, you remain at Greyfriars,”

“Thank vou, sir,”

“ I your formoer headigastor iz satisfied, and permits yon
to return to Repley, then T ca only be satisfied, 100, In
that ease, you may tuke your choice of velurning to Repley
or of remaining heve™

And the Head, with a kind nod, turned away.

There was o rush of the Removites to surround Davvell.
nixd Harry Wharton & Co. theok him by the hand and
patted him on the back, and thumped him on the shoulders
i great glee,

“What did I tell you?" chortled Bob Cherry, ™ Didu't I
sny he was the right sort?”

*Didn't we all® exclaimed Wharion,

"But what en awfol ass, though ' snid Bolsover major

* The assfulnesz of the esteemed Durrell was great, but bis
generosity was 5

“Territic ! grinned Bob Cherry.

" oGeodd aled Taeecdl I

And when the Removite: wont info the Form-reom ogain
Darvell went with them: and My, Queleh, who had heapd
the story, grected bim quite warmle.  Dareell’s face was vory
bright that morning.  And the nexr day, when the Head had
vxchanged letters with the headmaster of Repley, and the
tenth was known beyond the <hadow of a Joubt. Darrell was
given Iz choice of vemaining st Groviviars or of going hack
to Liz obld sehool,  1le hesitated ~one time in making up his
mingd, hat, as he explained 1o the cliums of the Remove, he
ﬂnsla Repley chap, and it was better for him to return to

opley,

* That's all right,” said Harry Whaorton. " Wa shall miss
vou, but it was your getting the order of the hoot that
worried us.  If you're going back to Rr_-plugf with full honours
that's guite different. Good luck to you !

And when Dareell went the BEemovites gave him a tremon-
dous semd-off, and they retained the kindliest remembranes of
ihe jumor who, ofter so many trialz and troubles, had proved
that he wax The Right Sortl

ey
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READ THIS FIRST,.
the famons muili-mi;uiquaiu,hh surrounded in his magnificent London residence by his Friends Ching-Lung, Harry O'Rooney,

Forrers Lord,
Gan-Waga, the Eskimo, and Prout & Co.—t

phantom island “ M

abils & blask lake, and then Barry creates a diversion by fall
they have never sasn before.

; iog down a deep tunnel, aad injuring his head.
Jimson, the parrot, i3 found croaking over & huge bush, and when Prout adrances to catch his

™ he says.

¢ sinlwarts of the millionaire's famows submarine, the Lord of the Deep. Alter a period of inaction
there iz & rumour afloat that Ferrers Lord is about to siart upon one of his great expeditions i
devoting all his attention to & curiounsly carved parwhal’s tosk which he bas picked up in a&n

to ba hollow, and to contain some gold coins and a small wad of parchment, which bears 5 sttazge mess
mysearious floating island inkabited by strange monsters which Perrers Lord

?&m. Mesntime, the milliooaire himsell is
a9i~-End curio-dealer’s shop. The tusk proved
from the sen. This fells of a

determines to go in search of, burston immediately ¢hristens the

ysteria * in sdvance. All hands board the Lerd of the Deep, and a3 they are steaming slong one day a bank af fog ahead
saddenly parts, and there, not o league away, appears Mysteria—the weird island.
;I;starm. The landing-party find the island to be an evil-smelling swamp, with little sign of life.
in

Helore sunrise the next morning & move is made to explore

They catoh a glimpae of & tarrifying monster which
Shortly atter this adyventure,
he stumbles over the body of & man whom

The castaway is found to be alive, and is taken aboard the submarine. Hal Honour prepares to blow the top of
ﬁﬂhﬁa off, but be iv alrald that by doing go, the lsland will sink for ever.
snd farther, be deeides to risk it. * Mysteria must tske her chances,

Althongh Ferrers Lord is snorious to exslors the interior of the
“ Put in the charges.™

{Now contious this splendid ztcry.)

How has Mysteria fared ¥—Gan-Waga's Besolve.

The sun was sinking and ﬂi:_fing o pathway of

old across
tha‘ sca. Very slowly the Lo

of the Deep crawled astern.
en, twenty, thirty, BGity,
ropeated Prout's powerful voice.
hey were paying out the wire, and buoys of cork attached

to it at intervals of sixty yards kept it afloat.

“Lases her! Steady!  Shackle wp!" thundered the
steorsman.

The evening fog had not yet descended on the eea, bat
the hot mist exhaled by the rotting ‘island hung over the
lower portions of Mysteria like an unhealthy steam. Tho
lurid sun touched the summit of the hill, making the Baz
that ynerked the place where the rock had been bored an
charged look like a splash of blaod on the groy sky.

Ching-Lung suddenly uttered o deep and bitter sob.

“What de matters wid you, hunk Chingy ¥ inquired the
sympathetic Gan.

CfPhwat i3 wt?  Where's the pain?" asked Barry.

“1 am sad,” sighed Ching-Lung. *“ Allow me to weep a
few tears into your diamond scarf-pin, Gan. T think the
f&ﬁe must be in the scarf-pin, Barry, in the diamond part.
It sparkles like a glassy window pane. But no, T cannot
jest, How can we jest when our hearts ache ?
doomed darlings! ah-ow! ooh! Is too much!”

“ Bedad, Oi thought mysilf ut was a bit overweight,™
said Barry. ““Docs ut sl:ili{ hurrt '’

“Terribly ! * To think-tut-ut-up-ut-ut—to think we'll never
see them any more. "Ow yow! Ah, us!”

¥ Not sces whats no morer, hunk Chingy "' asked the
mystificd Gan-Waga. * Whats not sees no morer, hunk 7"

“Why, the blessed slimy slamapag and the oleaginous
get-out-and-push.  Never agwin .sha.?l wg goze inte the six-
teen blue eyes of the bunkey bang-bang bird, or pull the
silken whiskers of the festive flab-toed chunkabooz. 'Cos
why? 'Cos they're going to be blowed to bits. Where's your
necktic? - Let mo sob my heart out! If you knew that docile
ereature, the perspiring get-out-and-push, vou'd «¢ry your
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heart out, too! You find 'em in the vieinity of motor-cars
when those lovely smell-tanks gob stuck going up hill.  Oh,
dear, dear—very dear!”

“0h, yo' alls dottinesses, Chingy,” said Clan in disgost.
“¥o' only a can't-helps-it. Ho, hoo, hoo !

“ Faith,” said Barry, turning away and grinning, * even
2 candleswallowin', oilswillin’, haythun swvage of an
skimo can sometimes tell the truth ! Phwat a loife—phwat
a loife! And ut’s the same wan Oive had al] the toime.”

The sun eank swiftly as Francis, the cleetrician, connected
the wires. Few of the men evinced any more intercst or
excitament than they would have shown had they been
blasting an ordinary rock. Once discovered and fairly
well explored, the mystory that had enshrovded the island
chzappeared, and with that its charm, DBut Mysteria’s spell
was strong upon one man—the millionaire.

Would the pressure of his finger hurl it to the bottom of
the sca and take with it the scercts he longed to unrave!
—the secret of the dark cavern under those gloomy hills?

In abandoning every thought of exploring the eavern alone,
hé had crushed down one of his keenest nngin?s. He knew
tiaat te have gone there waould have been follv—madness—

insanity ! To take anyone with him might have ameountod
to murder. And yet Mystoria might etill survive the shock
of the oxplosion,

He walked into the mnninﬁ-tmwm:

" What nre the odds, Hal?

The engineer held up one finger. In his opinion it was
an even cnance whether Mysteria survived or was destroyed,
Every eye was strained on the gloomy hills.

“Iymust confess,” said the millionaire gquietly, *that I

do this reluctantly, Mysteria has my sympathy, although
I am perbaps fated to be her executioner. Now for thi
plunge "

His white hand dropped upon the tauble. Like & voleano
in sudden eruption the hill flung up & tall plume of Aame.
A rumbling crash followed. Prout grasped t?e-?. levers, ready
to fling the vessel over the sea to escape the terrible whirl-
pocl ho cxpected wonld be formed as the broken island was

sucked down,
ORDER TO-DAYI



“ My red tam-o’-shanter * shouted Ching-Lung.
Myzteria |
feather.™
. "' Dedad, so she has! Thrue for yes, Misther Ching !” put
in Barry. “ Ut remoinds me of the culd rooster my Unecla
Dinniz owned whin Oi lived. at Ballybunion Castle in the
swate days of my youth., Wan day——"

“ Bhut up, souse me, you and your Uncle Dennis!™ yelled
a vorwe that nearly split the drum of Barry's leit car

“Bhut up, by hokey, and strangle your Unele Dennis!™
yelled another veice in Barry's right ear.

As the gemal boy from Ballybunion crawled away, holding
his head, he was glad that he onl
hearing. - Another yell in a thir
fatal. _

“Buat il t1] thim that tale about the reooster,” he
muttered, ** av O have to git thim in o corner and kape the
spalpeens quoiet wid a revelver. Ol till thim av 01 have to
murder wan or two to make the others listhen !”?

. There was & purzled look on the engineer’s face that
reflected in the millionaire’s,

""The paper!™ said Hal Honour briefly.

Ferrers Lord spread it out on the table, and they both
bent over it.

“ Where is the mistake., Harold !
have missed fire®"

“I attached the wires myzcli’”

That was answer cmough, Whatever the engineer did
he did perfectly. There was no visible Saw in his calcula-
tions.- Honour calculated the force of a certain measure of
explosive and the amount of rock it would displace with the
same care and accuracy that a skilled chemist would weigh
out a dreadly drug.

* Something must have happened,”” said Ferrers Lord.
“ The explosion seemed a weak one to me.*

“ To-morrow,” said the engineer, shrugging his shoulders
confidently. "I made no blunder,™

They were all sure of that. If ever a man was infallibla in
hiz own splendid and fascinating profession, Hal Honour
was that man. He omitted nothing, fergot nothing. 1o
had said that Mysteria had only an even chance of living
after the explosion. Apparently Mysteria had hardly becn
shaken by it.

i

: 1 Chir “ Bravo,
She's come through it without moulting a

ear would have proved

C'an some of the charges

E]‘hrug‘g g his shoulders again, the giant went below to
git.in s huge leather chair and smoke his pipe and look
down at those wast monsters of steel, which, even at rest,
filled him with pleasure and delight.

“This iz & puzzle, Rupert,” said Ferrers Lord; “but if
¥ou cara to risk any more cigars, I am ready to wager a level
hundred that Honour has made no mistake. ™
- No, thanks; you want a little too much. I Jdon't bet
against Hal,” laughed Thumston. ** ¥ou seem to like certain-
ties. I got through the log while you were away. Ching-
Lung is a lazy scamp. T suppose the log will be printed
to adorn some book-shelves, ag usual, and that unencrgetic
Chinese fraud hasu't taken a solitary photograph!”

* Oh, of course, blame poor littla holplesa me, vou nasty-
tempered villain I said Ching-Lung. “I'll be good and take
gomo in the morning to decorate vour silly book. 2ay,
Wagtail, part your hair in the middle and curl your blue-
Eink moustache, and I'll take you separately all in a group

vy yourself to stick on the cover! That'll keep the mices
and the book- ots from chewing the pages!”

“¥e¢' a silly can'ts-helps-its, as I tolded yo', Chingy!"
retorted Gan-Weaga., ** Vo' talks dottinesses!”

“ Al gerene,” said Ching-Lung. * ¥You can come and help
me mix some developers and things ready for the fray if
you like"

Ching-Lung made for the dark-room to load his cameras.

“Why yo' nots teaches me to takes pictures, Chingy
hunk 7" asked Gan. **Is it hards, Chingy "’

- " As casy as 'biting butter. 1 teach you cne of these fine
days when it doesn't rain. Switch on that light—the red
one, silly, not the white one! I've got some exposed filins
here six months old. If you don't g0 out now ow’ll have
to stop for half an hour, for I can't open the door agein.
What sayest thou?"

Gan eclected to go, for there was nothing very exciting

in sitting there watching the prince develop films. Ching-
Lung closed the door, bolted it, and fixed his attention on
the developing-dizh.
. An appetising smell drew Gan-Wapa towards the galley.
Herr Schwartz, after many tribulations, had got to know
hiz shipmates better, and had forgotten most of his earher
doubts and suspicions. He had discovered that they were
a rollicking, jest-loving lot, more like overgrown schoolboys
than men—rough in their play, perhaps, but harmless and
good-tempered, He was beating up egegs to make a custard
when Gan-Waga arrived.

“*Bhaf " smid the cook. * Vat vou vent, and how you
vas, i3 ud M

Gan emiled. hia most seductive smile.
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1 comos to soills de butterfuls smells,” he answered.
" What nilfs so butterfuls good 'nough, .hu!:k, aﬂssid;u ’:ﬁ'Ed

Dot vas ein grandt lofely omlette,” said the cook with
pride. " Id vas der mosdt peautiful omlette dot ifer ves
made. Ja, ja! Dere vas nopody in der vide vorldt do make
ein omlette like Fritz Dunder! I vill show him do you.
Ach, id vas aldogetter aplentit 1

The cook raised a polished dish-cover, and revealed his
masterpiece, a fine, golden omelette, so light that a breath
might have swept it away, Gan’s eyes almost started out
af Pllflls dhﬁ::ld' 3
He determined that that lovely om ]
but how could he appropriate i.ti'F S e hn‘

————

“y Gan In Trouble,

‘ What inside him, hunk 7’ Gan asked breathlesslv,

“Dere vas cham insite of him—abricot cham ! !

.Gan heaved a sigh as the lid wont down, biding the allurin
vision. He loved omelettes, especially when they nuutnizmﬁ
apricot jam.

“ Where dat’s fo!, sossidge "

* Dot vas vor mineselluf,’” said the caok. “ I haf got der
—der vat-you-call-um pain in der box of me—dor intigestion
in der chest. Ach, yes, id vas most derrible! I gannot cad
der meat, and zo I make mineselluf dat omlotte. Ven I
haf Euﬁgsh der' Fusdartﬂ{ shall ead him ocop.”

“ Whir-r-r-r 1" went the cgg-beater, and Gan's hungry
wandered towards the 1:1;'rsI'1.LjlrE § HHnery gaze

“ Yo' eats all dat yo'self, hunk, sossidge 7"

Himmel! Dere va nodings in id—id vas zo Bzht,” said
the cock. “'L gould cat six like dot alretty—yes.™

" Bad 'nough, greedinesses!” thought Gan. “He busts
ifs hims guzzle alls dat |

Again his hungry eyes wandered to the stove. There was
apricot jam in it. Apricot iam! Gan’s mouth began to
water. Swiftly and craftily he glanced over his shoulder.
Hetr Schwarkz, with 8 wire basket of eogs beside him, wes
%gmﬂmg away at the handle of the egg-beater. Gan moved

i3 hand gently forward. He did not want the cook to mako
himezelf sick by over-cating himsclf, as he assurcdly would
if he deveured the whole omelette. Gan was always [fmd and
considerate towards others, cepecially when thero was apricot
jam knocking about.

“Dere vas sossitches vor supper,” remarked the chef
casually. “Dey vas bork sossitches.”

. Gan cared nothing about sausages—pork or otherwise—
just then. iz ambition in Jife was apricot-jam omelotte.

Herr Schwartz turned his back. Gan lifted the lid, and
plunged hig finger into the omelette. It was not hot enough
to seald him, and Gan's finger went to his mouth, and his
little eyes rolled ecstatically. It was delicious.

“Dey was grandt sossitches " added the cook, * Dere
vas nopotty gan make petter sossitches dan ole Fritz. Nein,
nein ! e vas der chambion sossitch-maker alretty. Dot

vas zo, is ud

“ Whir-r-r-r **  rattled the egg-beater, and Gan  gave
another glance over his shoulder. Then he lifted the 1id of
the pan, and scooped out a second handful. He was not
long getting rid of that, '

“ Mein brudder Ludwig, in Perlin, make der sossitches
vor der Kaiser,” went on the cook. * Ach, nefer vas dere
such sossitches ass der sossitches he make, except der
sossitches I make mineselluf.””

Gan went for the dish again, and abstracted another fistful
of omelette” and jam. Ie appreciated Herr Schwarts's
cookery, He tock a third handful, a fourth, a fifth, and a
sixth, What remained after that was bardly worth leavine,
for the Eskimo had not a particularly emall hand. As he
grasped the fragments, and cremmed them into his mouth,
the cook looked up. Gan-Waga had the lid of the dish in
one hand, and he was sucking the . fingers of the other.
Herr Schwartz forgot all about his brother whe supplied the
German Emperor with “soesitches,”  His lovely omelette
had gone for ever. Very gingerly Gan precceded to replace
the hid, and the cook let him do it

“T poings now, Cooky,"” said Gan-Waga, with a sweet
and innocent smile. It a nices day, honk?"

“Him wvas ein mosdt peantiful day alvelly, 5 ud,” smiled
the chef. * Bud you musdt nod gﬂdyt'd. Der pain in . minn
chesdt it was pad. Zo I gannot cad all der omlette. Stab
mit me und have some of him."”

Gan turned pale.

M Not  likes dems,”  he
neithers,” ] ]
‘He was going to make a dive for the door, but Herr
Schwartz, all emiles, was there first.
“Bud you must, mine tear friendt,” he protested &wneﬂgﬁl_

“CHUCKLES!" #*

sald  hastily., * Not hungrys
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“You haf only dasded pat omlettes, und dot is vv vou do
nod like dem. Ach. ven you dasde von of mine, yvou will
squeal mit choy. Himmel, dey vas almosdt doo lofely do
ead. ¥ou vill drcam aboudt id all der life of you”

* Buts I nots hungry.”" said Gan-Waga feebly.

“¥ou vill be as hungry as ein shark ven yon dasde him.
Zit town, tear [riendt, =it town

Gan wae not feeling happy, and his conscience smote him.
He had never anticipated such open-handed generosity as
this. And he knew thad there was unpleasantness coming.
e was just about to make 2 dash for it when, to his horror,
the big figure of Mr. Thomas Prout filled the doorway.

* Hello, cooky ! he growled. *“I'm gettin® peckish, by
boker. How about supperi™

“ Dere vas sossibches vor zupper,”

“Gomi capogh, bnt how long o™

“Ach, in aboudt half an hour,”” said Hewr SBehiwartz, “If
vat are very -humgry, T haf make an omlette vor mineselluf,
bud some of id T vill wif you and some I vill do Gan-Waga
gif, iz ud. To yvou like omleste ¥

“ Like omlette, by hokey ! 'Ero, let me look a* it. Where
iz it? Fetch it out!”

Gan Waga, the Eskimo, wished lkimself far sway armtd
his native snows, or anywhere else except in the galley. Herr
Schwartz, however. was in Way.

Y Der omleite 15 0 dot dish, Brout,” he saul.

Prout lifted the Ld. A fatnt asroma of a vanmished
melette lingered there, but the aroma was practically all.

“Is this "ere a pame, vou old Dutch himege " ha roared.
“"There am't nothing here

Yo " oshricked - the little eook. “1 know dere vas
nodingz deve. Dere vas cin peautiful omlette dere fife leedle
minutes ago. Und dat fat tief he sdeal 1d, und ead id!
Dot tog of cin gresty Eskimo he volf der lod. Berorre! 1
gif him sdea! mein omlette ! I gif him more omletie dan he
efer vant. Like dot—und dot—und dot. B-rprr!™

Gan put his lefy cyve in the line of Hirht of an egg that
was travellog through the awr, and stoppod another with
the bridge of hie nose. A third cgg uﬁgﬁtud on hig mght
ear, and another flattened itself on the wall behind him.

He waa fond of cges, but not when ontwardly applied, but
hé could only utter one yell of protest before a rolling-pin
rapped him over the ribs. This woke him up completely, and
e clutched ont wildly for & weapon, and felt the handle of
the cog-basket. Not troubling to look what was in o, for he
was very busy at the time, like the cook, e whirled apwards,
and smote at his foe, whirling half-a-dozen cggs into the air.

“Go i, cooky ™ enid Prout. *“Give him beans! QOw !
Ow'! By hokey, wha—— Qw:™"

Egga, like other articles, are subject to the laws of gravity.
When thev go up, they do not stay up, but come down again,
FProut had barely got the words of encouragement out of
hiz mouth before five warranted * new-laid'™ from Siberia
aescended upon his bald bead with fGve distinet and tuneful
“plops."" Prout's head was an extraodinarily haed one. The
rgge broke, maturally, and thueir conients began to steeple-
chase down the steersman’'s ragged features and down the
Lack of hiz polished head.  Prout danced, but not with glec.
O, no, not with glee!?

Meanwhile, the omelette-stealer had made an excellent
shot at the very Grst attempt. The basket was not a weapon
likels: to inflict a fatal wound, but it could hurt. With a
shoill squeak, Herr S:hwariz dropped the relling-pin, and
danced about nursing his stinging knuwekles.  But he did not
dance with gloe. Oh, not with zlee! All the ssme. he
dapeed on Goan-Waga's toe, and then Gan jeined in the
performance.

It acemed to strike Gan Waza and the ecook—for great
Lrains, they say, think alike—that waltring would be much
more amusing than common. or garden Jigs  As it taloes
two people to waltz properly, they caught hold of each other,
By some mistake, they caugbt hold of each other by the hair
at first. but they remedied that later on, And they wore
also their own Dand. They grunted and squeaked bLoauti-
frlly, while the wrathful stesrsman was trving to rid himself
of his unweleome gilt by means of the table-cloth,

“RBerererer ! shricked the chef. * Led me goww-o-n. you
vicket raseal! Ach, I vill spods knock off you! Himmel vat
are vour toing toe mine reck? Ow! Gerorerer !

“Ow! Bad ‘rough! Ow! Orinlness!” wailed Gan.
“ Chingy 1™

He trod on an Pg%‘, and, his feet shooting from under him,
he fell to the Apor, bringing the cook down with him. They
lay ther~ panting for breath, siill holding each other tightly,

“ By hokey ! hissod the steersman. glaring at them. * ']l
give yor hamlettes

And then Thomas Prout picked np the jur containing the
beaten cggs. poured tho yellow mixture over Herr Schwartz
and the Eskimo, taking-goed care to divide the contents of
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the jug as equally as possible in case one should be jealous
of the other, and strode away.

A litile later & sadder, if not a wiser Eskimo might have
been deseried making his way painfully from Herr Schwartz's

domains. Let us draw the cortain over the pathetie scene.

After the Explosion—All Ready for the Dawn—Prout StiH
it Trouble.

Morning showed that the cxplosion, although it had

apparently been a partial failure, had ca more havoo

than anyone had imagined. Great gaps showed in the roof
of the forest, where the matted leaves had been ahaken down,
and the path they had made was buried and cbliterated.

Mysteria, too, was deepor in the water, and the waves
rolled masses of floating rubbish against her sheres. Tho
mist was leager than wsual in clearing away, and it was
almost ten o'clock before they were cnabled to obtain a fair
knﬂw‘kﬁge of what had oceurred oven at close guartess.

“If Mysteria didn’t get breken,” paid Ching-Lung, “she
got & trifle bent. It'H be a fagzing job to scramble over
that rubbish. I shall take a sonshade with me to protect my
baby brow, in case any trecs full on me.’”

“1 can sce the hole distinctly, Ching."” said Ferrers Lord.
He examined the triangular fissure through the binoculurs.
It was about thirty feet in length, and about half that at the
base. A wide, sinuous ecrack ran towards the centre of the
base over the crown of the hill,

“ Natural,” said the cnpineer, who was standing beside
Ferrers Lord.

“ The crack, Honour '

Hal Honour nodded.

“ That happenced, then, before the charge was exploded ¥

Again the engineer podded. and turned away, If a
natural subsidence had cawsed the erack, the half failure of
the {-xﬁlﬂﬁiﬂn was explained. The charges—some of thom, at
laast—had been dragged colear of the electric wire, and had
eithor not exploded at all, or had bhung fire badle,

* I propoze that we go and leok inte things in general,
and joto that hole i particular,” said Ching-Lomg. *° What
of if there’s an cleaginous bogsnateh at the bottom to shy

ricks at! You dow't know what Fyou'll mass, Mister
Eskimoses, by staying at home. But forpet. You're a
custard, aren’t von ¥

“1 makes dat bad ‘mough wgliness Tommy Prout's
enstards ! grunted Gan virously, “I gives hims pours
cgges on me ! ¥ punches his bad "nough heads off, Chingy "

“Who stale the homlette, souse me?" shouted the boat-
gwail, as he passed. ““ Yah! What-ho, custard !

" What's the price of heggs, cocky ? inguired Joe. ** How
do, custard 7

“Yo' goes and ecats sawdust!” retorted Gan-Waga, "1
makes # nommy lettes ob ¥o' when T getses my spears "

Joe langhed, and sprang into the launch.

HAren't we gomng yeb, Lord? asked Thuvston,

“ You may go if vou choose,” answered Ferrers Lord,
“Lut [ have o lttle work to do. I shall send a fow drafia
ashore to make something m the shape of a path. Exercise
wili o the men no harm. Please yourself about what you
e, At any rate, make this abomination of 1dleness do some-
thing for his Living ™

“PDo you hear what he calls me, Gan?' chuckled the
prince.  ** Thar's worse than custard.  Trot away for that
spear, and wvenge the dreadful insult. 8o T must work, must
1? (et ready to watch me work, and mind the tableaux
doesn’t strike you stone blind.  We're going to be totessional
protogrraphers now, “‘ugtﬂﬂ.”

Forty men were Janded to clear a path, and Ching-Lung
hrought his camera on deck.  As the Lord of the Deep
slowly skirted Mysterta, Ching-Lung exposed plate after

lata,

# “ This is a mice job, this 15,"" he gaid, “and all for a sillv
bionk callisd * Rot by Rupert; or, th-:; Mysaterious Mud Heap ' !
The pictures will be the only thing in it worth reading.
Take your great head out of the davlight, Gan!™

“You'd better take a few groups,” said Rupert.
some of the old faces"

“ Great ginger ! He calls "em faces, Wagtail ! said Ching-
Lung. *°I eall 'em daylight nightmarea. Poar old camera!
If vou ean etand what’s eoming without breaking in halves
vou're a wonder! Al right, Ruperto. Rake your fossila
towether, and L'l do the deadly decd. Pull her nose round,
Tommy, and we'll vze the island for a backyard—I mean
background ! Whistle 'em up, Benjamin, with your lirtle
squeaker.'

The boatswain's whistle sounded, and the grinning zailors
parked thoemselves forward.

Prout, Maddock, Joe, Barvy, Gan-Waga, and the cook

ORDER TO-DAY!
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took pests of honour, and Ching-Lusg put his bead under
the cloth, ~ .

Good igraf:imls ** he eried.  What's that great hole right
in front?'

“That's only 'Rooney’s mouth, scuse me!” explained
Maddaock, _ )

“1 thought it was an carthquake at first " seid Ching-
Lung. “Do you mind closing it, Irish, please? Thanks!
I’s quito light again now. Ah, these tender blue eves T
see! Those must belong to Tommy Pront. Bless my hie,
Et"s] ‘img. like the Zoo! What's that shiny ball affair in tho
middle ¥

# Ut's sunshaine on Prout’s impty head, sir ! said Barry.
“That thing mist to ot that looks lmke an ourang-outang
wid a bad attack o mumps, bedad, 13 the blubber-chewin’
Iskima! The remarkably beautiful face behoind it, wid
the swato ixpression of intelligence, the deep, intellectual
brow, the chiselled nese, the ruby lips, and st‘hr-::rng, well-
developed chin, not to mintion the swan-loike throat, the
currly hair, and clear, honest, sparrklin’ oies, belongs to a
famous Oirrish gintleman named O'Rooney I

Y'0Oh, does it¥" said Ching-Lung.
microbe ! Now try to look happy, i possible.
something mice, like me, and smale” :

“ By hokey, & cat would smile if it thought of him !
remarked the steersman. It couldn’t “elp 1t Is my ‘at
on straight, Irish? If T'd know'd about this in time T'd ha'’
parted my "air in the middle. Har, har!”

The shutter chicked, and the deadly decd was done.

“ Dere vaas ein dime ven the votographs dake minesclluf,
Maddock,” Herr Schwartz said to Dﬁ‘u& boatswain. '*1 haf
der gamera mit me got, und I shell pring him cop und
dake some snabshods, Ach, I vas mosdi goot at der game.
Der gamera ves cosdt dree kinecs™ -

“ Tt cost dree kinees, did it, souse me !’ said Maddock.
“You do sling your money about, Dutchy. I'll ’ave myself
took as a landscape, and put on a picter posteard to send to
iy uncle, the Earl of Pottleberry-on-the-8lop.  DBring the
thing wi* you when you go ashore, and I'll put on a clean
collar for the cccasiom."

Thers was no time for any more remarks, for Ferrers Lord
suddenly appearcd, -

“T am going ashore!” he said. " ** Prout, get the launch
round 1"

: Av, ay, sir ! said Prout, saluting, and hurried away.

The millionaire gquickly made up a landing-party, and the
leunch was m:mm:ﬁ.

“These with care, Prout!” said Ching-Lung, hending
down his camern and plate-bag. "It will be a nice ldltﬂﬁ
job for you to curr?‘ them., Good-bye, Gan-Waga, the fairest

ower that blows! If I'm eaten by a furious doggleslob,
vou'll put a tojnbstone on my grave, I know, ou may have
to chase the toggleslob somewhat to do it; but that's a tail—
or, rather, to be accurate, » detaill. Good-bye, and T hope I
sha'n't be seasicl crossing.”

“Who pinched the hom'lette, souwse me?"" zaid Maddock,

And fifty voices answered:

“ Custard !’ ]

“1 knocks vo' bad "'nough ugliness faces off when yo' come
back ! mam& Gan-Waga., fteaﬂhf‘:s vo' calls me castards !
Not let nobodys calls me custards!
goodfulness lots! Yab-h-h-h !

Y Our fat friend is getting st:rme'p'ht:l excitod, Ching,” said
Rupert Thurston. * YWhat 13 the joke about custard ¥

“ Aslk Tommy P.; he knows better than I do, sonny,’” =aid
the prince. “ He was there.”™

Prout’s recital of what had occurred in the galley evoked
loud laughter from everyone except Horr Schwartz, who had

“1 thought it was a
Think of

Yo' 8 bad ‘nouzgh no
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still a good many iender bumps and painful bruises left on
hand as souvenirs of that cheerful cvent,

“Mves,” said Ching-Lung, * would [ bad been there to
soe the merry gamoe! It was somewhat of o waste of epps,
though. Apd what did they say when you pourcd it over
‘e, Tom? Ihd they thank yven kindly, or what ¥

“ By hokey, T reckon it was a good thing for me as [ dide’t
larn neither German or Eskimo when 1 went to school, sie'"
siid the burly steersman. I dunne what they said oxactly,
but I do know “ow it sounded. I don’t think as they was
eallin® me anything preity. 1L was summat like crackers
goin' off. Thoy're a bad lot, them two—a brace o' desperate
scoundrele, clean bevond reformation. "Angin’ would do
‘em good,''

The explosion had cansed no injury to the ropes and bars
put up by Hal Honour to make the aseont easier. The black
pool, however, had been utterly smothered by a tremendous
fall of branches and vegetuble jvory. that had brought down
with them many trees.

““ Av the baste is under that lot, bhedad,” was Barry's
comment, *° Oi reckon he’ll smother. Ut's sad to think of the
purty crayter all slone down there in the dreadful darrk,
1sn't ut ¥ : y

“ Bud, sad ! sighed Ching Lung.  * And I was just gong
to set & mouse-trap to cateh him. Do you mind carrying the
plate-bag e bit, Irish ¥ It's about as light as it 1s down theres
I thank thee, gentle Barry ! :

They reached the summit of the hill, and approached the
gaping hole. Honour was lying flat on his chest, paying oub
a weighted line, and gazing downwurds. Ching-Luug and
the millionaire crawled to his side. The light, pouring in,
gleai]ned white on the bottom of the cavern in a cirenlas

atch,
# E suppose there is no dJdanger of a general collapseg
Haorold 7

The enginecr pointed to the fissure.

“Widening !7 he answered laconically.

“And the depth?” )

“ Four hundred and cighty fect.”

“ Fix the cradle.” said Ferrers Lord.

All set to work. A scafltolding was built across the
narcowest portion of the triangular gap. To ihis the winds
lass was made fast. The cradle was woven of stout asicrs,
and was slung in a way that rendered an upset almost
impossible. The millionnire took off his coat, and placed &
riﬂEu and electrie lamp in the basket.

“ Take carc of yourself, old ehap,” said Ching-Tang. I
you're chased, we'll soon haul vonr back aguin,’

Hal Honour raised hiz lband, and the baszket swum
deownwards., The figure of the millionaire grow smaller an
siallor as {he rope ran out from the dream.

I “Rasy ' cried Rupert, as be saw the flach of the electrio
anip.

Fyrre-r;; Lord was swinging thirty feet above the ground,
The light was fecble, and the air felt damp, musty, and cold.
IMe put on his coat agein, and began to peer about him.
The light that struck the moist foeor of the cavern was
reflocted back, but its rays were too weak to penetrate far,
Whatever the ecrcatores were that dwelt in these hollow
solitudes of mystory, they would love the gloam, he thought,
and shrink back into the darkest recesses. [lis loanp fashed
twice.

{This grand serfal will be continued noxt Monday.
Ordar oarly.)

OUR WINTER EVENING PROBLEM CORNER.

Below will be found eight plain squates, arranged in a row. By adding to these squares only fifteen straight strokes

of the pen, it Is poszible for ingenious readers to pick out the name of our latest companion paper, “ CHUCKLES."
square must be utilised, that is to say, at least one stroke must be added to every square,
placed in the squares, the name “CHUCKLES " can be made to stand out plainly for all to see.

Every
If the strokes are correctly
This problem will provide

an interesting fireslde occupation for my chums until next Monday, when the so:ution of the problem will be published im
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FOR NEXT MONDAY:

“TROUBLE WITH HIGHCLIFEE!"

By FRANK RICHARDS,

Tn tho grand, long, complete tale of school life Harry
Whirton & Co. of Greyiriars %n en the warpath onece agam
against their old cnemics of Highclifie School. Ponsonby,
Vevasour & Co. are bearded in their own guarters, where
Jobony Bull upholds the honour of Greyfriars in  single
eombat with the Highcliffe leader. The clegant youths of
‘Higheliffe. however, are unable to © play the game ™ fairly,
and in doe course an emissary arcives at Greyinars o com-
plain to v, Locke. : :

Harry Wharton & Co. come in for & warm fime then,  But
the trouble by no means ends there. Mr. Mobbs, of High-
chiffe, romes in for some mugh handling, and the Chums of
the Remoyve arve * hauled up ” again, this time wpoen a more
sorious charge. )

Before the matter is eventually cleared up, the Removites
feel that for the time being they have had quite cnough

“TROUBLE WITH HIGHCLIFFE!"

THE EVENT OF THE WEEK.

The evenk of this week, without a shadow of doubt, is the
appeacance of Mo, 1 of our Grand New Colonred Companion

FPaper,
“CHUCKLES!™

On SBaturday thousands and thousands of my old chums, and
thousands and thousands of new fricnds, T hope, had tho
pleasnre of mecting

Breezy Ben and Dismal Dutchy—

two of the quuintest mirth-makers ever known—for the fiest
time.  These two characters would make oven a stone image
smile, and form o perfect set-off to the magnificent storics
which arc a special feature of our new companion paper.
Frank Richard:., whose popularity was never so high as it 18
at present, contributes a magnificent complete  school story
of Harry Wharton & (o, of Greyimars and Tromper & Co.
of Conrthield Courcil School, entitled:

“THE FOUNDER OF THE FEAST!™

The author’s never-Failing humour and inimitable style have
full play m this grand schoolboy yarn. ‘Then in

“FIGHTER AND FOOTBALLER!™

ever-popular Arthur 8. Hardy investe his hero, Jim Laneastor,
with that fascinating, manly personality which is the type of
true  British  boyhood. No one can help following  Jim
Lancaster’s varyving fortunes with ubsorbing interest, and for
a real, rovsing tale of football and the boxing-ring it would
be Lard te surpass Mr. Hardy's lwest and best  effort.
Another extra-special * good thing,”” which I am relying on
to create quite o sensation, s the series of wonderful stories
beginning in ** Chuckles ! No. 1, in which are related for
tho first time the fascinating adventures of
Ferrers Locke, Detective.

This flltncrliﬁ.ill‘n‘lﬁﬁﬁﬁ‘ﬂtﬂr:ﬁ name will be familiar to most
readers of * The Magnet ™ Library, amd he has more than

once proved himsell a good friend to Tom Merey & Co. of
Bt Jun's College,

“THE STOLEN DOCUMENT!"”

i the title of the ficst of thiz grand serics of complete
stories. and the narrative of this cxtraordinary case will prove

p—
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as vividly interesting and * holding ™ as the most ardent
lover of detective stories could desire.  Unfortunately, 1 have
not nearly enough space here to detail all the other manifold
attractions which No. 1 of * Chuckles!™ contains, but
from amopy numerous items of spoecial interest, and s host
of really funny E’;}kns and pictures, T must single out for
spocial mention the

# Chuckles™ Grand Coloured Cinema,
“Cheery Chat,” by Mr. Chuckle3,

Grand Competition
in which is offered no less than

£10 in Cash Prizes.

Tn addition ta this—which I venbure to say s the finest
Prograinme ever elferod h:.-‘ amny Eupi}r for the sum of one

halfpenny—the first number of ' Chuecklez ! contains o grand

Free CGift
for cvery reader—something which cveryone will be able to
appreciate and. enjoy.  The nature of this Free Gift must
remuin u sceret, in order that vou may all have &
Pleasant Surprise

when yon open your copies of  Chuckles!™ With  this
rurprise gift wiﬂ ask you ail to celebrate the first issue of
FOUr OWN COMPATHONR PRpOr—

“CHUCKLES!"

Now on sale everywhere. Priev One Halfpennz.

MNOoTE !'—Your Editor thanks all hes readers al home and
abroad for their hearty Christmas grectings,

and a
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IH—HOW TO ENTER A BANK.
By a Bank Manager.

BMoat banks maist on a medical examipation by a dector
specially retaioed. The candidate will afterwards be inter-
viewed by one more or fess in authority ; and it is o fact that
mare dopeids on this interview than on the actual result
of ecither “exammation.”  He will find the great men
nmiable, ecourtecus, and comphiant. Later, when he 15 no
longer a prospective candidate, bot a salarped gervant of the
bunk, thetr manner towards lim will change considerahly |

There 1w a rule stringently enforced by most banls, thut
the beginber must stark hle career away from his native
town: indeed, it may be taken as an axiem that this regula-
tiwon 15 put in force m overy bank worth entering, ad those
who do not imsist upon it should be cacefully avorded. It s
coneidered by competent authorities vo be in the interests of
the bank; and the removal of the restrictions usually implics
that the bank i3 a * sweater,” and 15 only too glad to get
clerks on any terms.

Settled For Life.

The beginner enters the bank's service on probation for
a term varving from three to =1x months.  Ar the ond of that
time, if his conduct has breen satisfactory in the interiny—
that 15 unless he has proved lomself to be culpably eareless
andd exceptionaily stupid--he is transferred to the permanent
stufl at the bank, and can regard himself, if ho so wishes, s
settlod for Hife.

As regards his prospects, 1f e ambition is merely to carn
a large meome, he must either be prepared to wait a con-
siderable time, or vesign his appointment, and choose a moie
lncrative occupation. LI on the other hand he is conteut
with & emall, but progressive salary, he will find his prospecta
by no means so meagre as many people suppose.

{Another of theze splendid
grticias naxt weol.) L;
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